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SHERIDAN'S    RIDE. 


A  Recltatiou— By  T.  Buchanan  Read. 

Up  fr  »m  the  South  at  the  break  of  day, 
Bring 


ng  to  Winchester  fresh  dismay, 
affrighted  air  with  a  shudder  bore, 


Liki  I  a  herald  in  haste,  to  the  chieftain's  door, 
Th<  terrible  grumble  and  rumble  and  roar, 
Teli  ing  the  battle  was  on  once  more; 
And  S  beridun  twenty  miles  away. 

And  T  ider  still  those  billows  of  war 

Thunc  ered  along  the  horizon's  bar, 
Anc  louder  yet  info  Winchester  rolled 
The  roar  of  tliat  red  sea  uncontrolled,  ' 

Making  the  blood  of  the  listener  cold 
As  1  e  thought  of  the  stake  in  that  fiery  fray, 

With  I  Iheridan  twenty  miles  away. 

But  th?re  is  a  road  from  Winchester  town, 
A  goo(  ,  broad  highway  loading  down; 

And  there  through  tlie  flash  of  the  morning  light, 

A  st^  sed  as  black  as  the  steeds  of  night. 

Was  seen  to  pass  as  with  eagle  flight — 
As  if  1  e  knew  the  terrible  neeid, 
He  stn  aked  away  with  utmost  speed; 

Hills  rose  and  fell  but  his  heart  was  gay, 

Witl ,  Sheridan  fifteen  miles  away. 

Still  sp  rung  from  those  swift  hoofs  thundering  South. 
The  di  St.  iike  the  smoke  from  the  cannon's  mouth. 

Or  tl  e  trail  of  a  comet  sweeping  faster  and  faster, 

Fore  )0(ling  to  traitors  the  doom  of  disaster; 

Tlie  Riirt  of  the  steed  and  the  heart  of  the  master 
Were  I  eating  like  prisoners  assaulting  tiieir  walb, 
Inipati  'nt  to  be  where  the  battle-field  calls. 

Ever  r  nerve  of  the  charger  was  strained  to  full  play,' 

Witl  Sheridan  only  ten  miles  away. 

Under  lis  spuming  feet  the  road 
Like  ai  arrowy  Alpine  river  flowed. 

And  ;he  landscape  sped  away  behind 

Like  an  ocean  flying  before  the  wind; 

And  ;he  steed,  Jikc  a  hark  fed  with  furnace  Ire, 

Swej  t  on  with  his  wild  eyes  full  of  fire; 

But  1 5!  he  is  nearin?  his  heart's  desire. 
He  is  snuffing  the  smoKo  of  the  roaring  fray, 
With  S  leridan  only  five  miles  away. 

The  fir  t  that  the  General  saw  were  the  groups 
Of  stra  [glers,  and  then  the  retreating  troops, 
Wha  was  done — what  to  do— a  glance  told  him  botli. 
And  itriking  his  spurs  with  a  terrible  oath, 
He  das  led  down  the  line  'mid  a  storm  of  huzzahs. 
A'nd  th  s  wave  of  retreat  checked  its  course  there,  because 
The  sig  it  of  the  master  compelled  it  to  pause. 
With  foam  and  dust  the  black  charger  was  gray, 
By  tl  e  flash  of  his  ej'e  and  his  nostril's  play 
lie  81  cmcd  to  the  whole  great  army  to  say: 
"  I  hi  ive  brought  you  Sheridan  all  the  way 
Froa  Winchester,  down  to  save  the  day. 

Hurrah!  hurrah  for  Sheridan! 
Hurrah!  hurrah  for  horse  and  man! 

And  vhen  their  statues  are  placed  on  high, 

Unde  r  the  dome  of  the  Union  sky— 
The  Ac  lerican  soldier's  Temple  of  Fame — 
There  \  ith  the  glorious  general's  name 

Be  it  said  in  letters  both  bold  and  bright: 
"Here  s  the  steed  that  saved  the  day 

By  ct  rrying  Sheridan  into  the  fight. 
From  "Vrinchester — twenty  miles  away!  " 


Sunc  by  IlarriKan  and  Hart. 

Th*  Mutlc  of  this  Sonff  .will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Cliatham  St.,  New  York. 


One  day  while  walking  down  Broadway, 

I  met  my  cousin  Joe, 
He  asked  me  then  if  I  with  him 

To  the  Central  Park  would  go. 
With  my  consent  we  then  did  start, 

And  reached  the  lake  at  three. 
We  took  a  sail,  and  words  of  love 

Were  pass'd  by  Joe  and  me. 

Chorus.  .      • 

Sailing  on  the  lake. 

To  the  music  of  the  birds, 
The  rippling  of  the  waters, 

And  sounds  of  loving  words. 

On  our  return  we  took  a  stroll, 

And  soon  did  reach  the  mall, 
When  from  the  distance  music  sweet, 

Upon  our  ears  did  fall. 
We  sat  and  listened  to  the  band. 

Beneath  a  hawthorn  tree. 
While  gentle  breezes  carried  words 

Of  love  from  Joe  to  me. — Chorus. 

Now  Joe  has  asked  me  to  be  his, 

Of  course  I  won't  refuse. 
And  pa  has  given  his  consent— 

This  chance  I  must  not  lose. 
And  when  some  day  at  Central  Park 

The  lake  you  go  to  see, 
I  know  you  11  whisper  words  of  l.)ve 

Like  my  dear  Joe  and  me. — Clti>rv». 


Man's  ife  U  a  fcame  of  canis.  First  it  is  "cribbaKe."  Next  lie  tries 
to  "RO  it  I  lone"  at  a  sort  of  "cut,  shuffle  and  deal"  pace.  Then  he 
'■»*ises  "  tl  10  "  deuce  "  when  hLs  mother  "takes  a  hand  in,"  and  contrary 
to  Hoyle,  'beats  the  little  Joker  with  her  fi,»«."  Then  with  his  "dia- 
monds" he  wins  "the  queen  of  hearts."  Tired  of  playinjf  a  "lone  hand," 
he  expres.si  8  a  desire  to  "assist"  hi^falr  "partner"  "throws  out  his 
cards  "  anc  the  clerfryman  takes  a^O  bill  out  of  him  on  a  "pair."*  She 
"  orders  hli  1  up  "  to  build  the  fijeS.  Like  a  "knave  "  he  joins  the  "  clubs," 
where  he  o  tenjfets  "hlffh"^;irnlchi3  "low,"  too.  If  he  keeps  "straight" 
he  is  somel  Imes  "flnsh^J^'^e  grows  old  and  "bluff,"  sees  a  "deal"  of 
trouble,  wt  en  at  last  he  "shuffles"  off  hLs  mortal  coil  and  "passes  in  his 
checks,"  ai|d  he  is  "raked  in"  by  a  "spade,"  life's  fitful  "game"ls  end- 
ed, and  be  ^alts  the  summooi  of  Qabriel's  "tramp,."  which  shall  "order 


HUNGRY    MAN    FROM    HARLEM. 

Banjo  Sonp— Sung  by  James  Weston. 

Of  a  hungry  man,  I  am  going  to  sing, 
And  pity  to  your  hearts  'twill  bring. 
He  could  eat  up  almost  ev'rything. 

This  hungry  man  from  Harlem. 
He  could  eat  a  hundred  times  a  day. 
And  his  boarding  bill  he  couldn't  pay. 
But  he  got  outside  of  a  bale  of  hay. 

This  hungry  man  from  Harlem. 
And  the  way  he'd  eat,  he  couldn't  be  beat. 
All  kinds  of  meat,  both  sour  and  sweet. 
He  eat  up  ev'rything  there  was  in  the  place, 
And  he  bit  a  big  chunk  from  his  mother-in-law's  face. 
He  eat  up  his  father,  devoured  his  mother, 
He  eat  up  his  sister,  and  tackled  his  brother, 
He  eat  up  umbrellas  and  tackled  the  stove. 
And  bit  a  broad-side  of  the  servant  girl's  nose. 
And  that's  the  way  that  he  did  eat. 

This  hungry  man  from  Harlem. 

He  struck  the  city  the  other  day,  .'  • 

And  for  a  meal  he  couldn't  pay. 
So  he  took  a  walk  along  Broadway, 

This  hungry  man  from  Harlem. 
And  the  very  first  thing  he  chanced  to  meet 
Was  a  German  band  coming  down  the  street, 
He  could  gobble  them  up  as  fast  as  they  come. 
He  swallow'd  their  music  and  eat  up  their  drum. 
He  met  a  crowd,  coming  home  from  the  ball, 
They  began  to  dance,  and  he  swallow'd  them  all. 
He  went  to  the  ferry,  and  he  swallow'd  the  boat. 
He  went  to  the  polls  and  he  swallow'd  a  vote. 
He  went  to  the  pump  and  swallow'd  the  handle. 
He  eat  up  the  report  of  the  Brooklyn  scandal. 
And  being  disgusted  with  grub  so  light. 
He  swallow'd  himself  and  went  out  of  sight. 
And  that's  the  last  that  ever  was  seen  '     . 

Of  the  hungry  man  from  Harlem. 


■.■■■:'-:i*> 


— Young  men  should  taka.  warning  from  the  story  of  the  \ 

watchful  mother,  who,  tlnirifing  that  her  daughter's  cruests  had  C 

Stayed  long  enougli,  warned  out  on  the  piazza  and  inquired  If  ( 

the  morning  papenbin  come.  ( 
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JIM  BLUDSO.-. 

A  Recitation— Written  and  Jiectted  by  John  Hay. 

Wall,  no  I  I  can't  tell  where  he  lives, 

Because  he  don't  live,  you  see: 
Leastways,  he's  got  out  of  the  habit     .  V  --  •.. 

Of  livin'  like  you  and  me. 
Whar  have  you  been  for  the  last  three  years,  • 

That  you  havn't  heard  folks  tell 
How  Jimmy  Bludso  passed  in  his  checks. 

The  night  of  the  "  Prairie  Belle?" 

He  warn't  no  saint — them  engineers 

Is  all  pretty  much  alike — 
One  wife  in  Natchez-under-the-Hill, 

And  another  one  here,  in  Pike. 
A  careless  man  in  his  talk  was  Jim, 

And  an  awkward  man  in  a  row — 
But  he  never  pinked,  and  he  never  lied, 

I  reckon  he  never  knowed  how. 

And  this  was  all  the  religion  he  had^ 

To  treat  his  engine  well; 
Never  be  passed  on  the  river; 

To  mind  the  pilot's  bell; 
And  if  ever  the  "  Prairie  Belle  "  took  fire, 

A  thousand  times  he  swore 
Jc'd  hold  her  .nozzle  agin  the  bank 

Till  the  last  soul  got  ashore. 

All  boats  has  their  day  on  the  Mississip',  T 

And  her  day  came  at  last — 
The  Movastar  was  a  better  boat, 

But  the  Belle,  she  wouldn't  be  passed,    •,        ." 
And  so  came  teariu'  along  that  night,    , 

The  oldest  craft  on  the  line, 
With  a  nigger  squat  on  her  safety-valve. 

And  her  furnaces  crammed,  rosin  and  pine. 

The  fire  bust  out  as  she  clared  the  bar, 

And  burnt  a  hole  in  the  night, 
And  quick  as  a  flash  she  turned,  and  made 

For  that  wilier-bank  on  tlie  right. 
There  was  niunia'  and  cursin',  but  Jim  yelled  out 

Over  all  the  infernal  roar, 
"I'll  hold  her  nozzle  agin  the  bank 

Till  the  last  galoot's  ashore."  i 

Thro'  the  hot,  black  breath  of  the  bumin'  boat 

Jim  Bludso's  voice  was  heard. 
And  they  all  had  trust  in  his  cussedness,   ' 

And  know'd  he  would  keep  his  word. 
And  sure's  you're  born,  they  all  got  off    ; 

Afore  the  smoke-stacks  fell, 
And  Bludso's  ghost  went  up  alone 

In  the  smoke  oi  the  "  Prairie  Belle." 

He  warn't  no  saint — but  at  judgment 

I'd  run  my  chance  with  Jim 
'Longside  oi  some  pious  gentlemen 

That  wouldn't  shook  hands  with  him. 
He'd  seen  his  duty  a  dead  sure  thing. 

And  went  for  it  thar  and  then; 
And  Christ  ain't  a-going  to  be  too  hard 

On  a  man  that  died  for  men. 


r       AN  IRISHMAN'S  LETTER.    ^^ 

The  following  characteristic  letter  was  written  by  a  Hibernian 
after  six  year's  experience  of  American  institutions: 

iVew  York,  July  the  one,  1881. 
My  dear  Mary,  the  darlint  of  my  heart  and  sowl,  I  am  well, 
but  had  the  favor  and  a^e;  and  I  hope  you  are  in  the  same 
condition,  thanks  be  to  God.  I  wish  you  Many  happy  New 
Years,  and  the  childer,  and  hope  you  will  have  threescore  and 
ten  of  them.  We  had  a  Christmas  here.  But  the  Haythcns  don't 
keep  it  like  we  used  at  home.  Divil  resave  the  one  ivir  said  to 
me  Many  happy  Christmas,  or  Bad  luck  to  you,  or  any  other 
Politeness.  1  d.id  not  get  a  Christmas  box  until  i  was  going 
home  that  night,  and  a  niy;ht-walking  Blackguard  gave  me  one 
on  the  eye,  and  axed  me  for  my  money.  I  gave  him  all  i  could, 
about  a  score  of  pounds,  which  knocked  the  siuse  out  of  him. 
Dear  Mary,  They  tell  me  that  the  Na^ur  is  going  to  be  the 
White  Mim  in  future;  and  the  White  Nagurs  in  Congress,  a 
public  house  in  Washington,  are  going  to  try  the  President  for 


being  a  white  man.  If  they  find  him  guilty,  and  there  is  no 
doubt  of  it,  for  they  are  accusers,  witnesses,  lawyers  and  judges 
all  in  one,  they  are  going  to  execute  him,  make  a  fellow  called 
Jimmy  Blain  President,  and  remove  the  state  of  Government  to 
a  place  called  Boshton,  celebrated  for  its  republicans  and  sinners. 
Thim  is  the  same  as  the  Rediculous  fellows  they  call  Ridicules, 
or  Radicals,  saving  your  Prisence.  They  want  to  continue 
their  own  Power,  God  Betune  us  and  all  harm.  They  say  the 
Southerners  must  go  down  on  their  knees  to  them.  They  for- 
get that  the  poor  divils  are  flat  on  their  backs  already;  and  they 
are  a  mane  set  to  kick  a  man  whin  he's  down.  Be  jabers  it 
makes  my  Blood  bile  to  think  of  it.  One  war  is  no  sooner  inded 
then  thcv  Commence  the  be^nning  of  another  in  Washington; 
an'  God  knows  whin  it  may  md.  I  lost  one  fine  leg  in  the  last. 
But  i  have  another  left  for  a  good  cause,  and  I'll  fight  for  Conk- 
ling,  for  i  hear  his  Great  Grandmother,  by  his  forefather's  side, 
was  an  Irishman.  We  have  snow  and  frost  here,  and  is  likely 
to  have  more  weatlier.  Tlie  temperance  men,  God  save  Uie 
mark,  in  a  place  called  Albany,  where  the  people  sind  ripresen- 
tatives  to  chate  thim,  have  stopt  our  grog,  only  By  Daylight. 
Divil  a  much  matter  anyways,  for  they  don  t  kape  a  dacint  (Trap 
of  drink  in  the  country;  no  raal  ould  Irish  Poteen;  nothing  but 
stuff  that  would  kill  a  pig,  if  he  had  to  live  on.it,  much  less  a 
Christian  Bast6.  Remember  me  to  Darby.  Tell  him  he's  well, 
and  ax  him  how  I  am.  I  am  sorry  to  hear  of  the  death  of  the 
Bull,  and  hope  3'ou  are  likewise;  her  milk  is  a  loss.  Tell  Teddy 
McFinn  if  he  comes  out  here  lie  will  see  more  of  America  in  one 
day  than  if  he  staid  home  all  his  life.  I  am  glad  his  wife  got 
over  the  twins,  and  hope  shell  do  better  the  next  time,  there  is 
room  for  improvement.  I  like  this  country;  but  there  is  no 
place  like  ould  Ireland,  where  you'd  get  as  much  whiskey  for  a 
shilling  as  would  make  tay  for  six  people.  If  you  get  this, 
write  soon;  if  you  don't,  write  and  let  me  know.  I  may  ba 
dead,  for  life  is  uncertain  under  the  Radicals.  But  dead  or 
alive  I'll  answer  your  letter.  Address  your  dear  Brother 
Jimmy,  New  York,  America. 

Jimmy  McBride. 

aOOD-BYE,  SUSAN  JANE. 

rh«  Music  of  this  Sonj:  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-p&ld.  on  v«aeipt 
.      of  85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St..  Kew  Y'xM, 

I  went  to  see  my  Susan,  . 

She  met  me  at  the  door. 
And  told  me  that  I  needn't  come 

To  see  her  any  more; 
She  fell  in  love  with  Rufus 

Andrew  Jackson  Payne,  ^    ^.  ■ 

*  I  looked  her  in  the  face  and  said, 

"Good-bye,  Susan  Jane."  •■ 

Chorus.  -^ 

Oh!  Susan  Jane! 

Oh!  Susan  Jane!  .: 

Oh!  Susan,  quit  your  fool  in',  .- 

And  give  my  heart  to  me, 
.    Oh,  give  me  back  my  love  again, 
.;  And  I  will  let  you' be: 

I  used  to  love  you  dearly,     •' 

I  can  not  love  again, 
I'm  going  away  to  leave  you  soon, 
,         Good-bye,  Susan  Jane. 

Her  mouth  was  like  a  cellar,         ... 

Her  foot  was  like  a  ham. 
Her  eyes  were  like  an  owl's  at  night. 

Her  voice  was  never  calm ;  .  ' 

Her  hair  was  long  and  curly,      "  ■"..'; 

She  looked  just  like  a  crane,    .       ' .        '     %■ 
I'xe  bid  farewell  to  all  my  love,  •  .      .    • 

"  Good-bye,  Susan  Jane. " — Choru*.  :'.  / 

Oh,  Susan's  so  deceiving,  ■  '  .,     ' 

She  will  not  do  to  trust ; 
I've  threathen'd  once  to  leave  her. 
And  leave  her  now  I  must ;       ^  •  .  .; 

.'•  .  I'll  never  love  another. 

To  cause  me  any  pain ;  :.'     ••       .•."    - 

I've  trusted  her,  and  all  the  girls  •  " . 

:-;..■  Are  just  like  Susan  Jane. — Cftoru*.     • 

— Two  lawyers  having  a  dispute,  one  said  to  the  oUiek,  ^rho 
was  a  dwarf,  "  If  you  are  not  more  civil,  I  will  put  you  in  my 
pocket."  "Then,"  replied  the  little  fellow,  "you  will  k«Te 
more  law  in  your  pocket,  than  you  ever  had  in  your  haad." 
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A  L^af  of  Ivy  from  Mother's  Graye. 

Composed  and  sunR  by  Charles  A.  SavlUe. 

I  went  to  Greenwood  yesterday, 

To  visit  my  angel  motber's  grave; 
Gently  I  knelt  beside  the  mound. 

And  took  a  leaf  of  ivy  from  tiie  grave; 
Motber's  dwelling  whh  tbe  angels, 

With  a  crown  upon  her  brow; 
And  'tis  only  in  my  visions 

That  I  see  my  angel  mother  now. 

Cnonus. 

Mother's  dwelling  with  the  angels, 
With  a  crown  upon  her  brow; 

And  'tis  only  in  my  visions 
That  I  see  my  angel  mother  now. 

Mother  died  when  I  was  quite  young. 

And  it  soon  broke  up  my  home; 
Soon  I  found  I  was  not  welcome. 

And  like  a  stranger  I  did  roam; 
All  I've  got  now  to  remember  her. 

And  wliich  I  clu-rish  and  will  save, 
Is  this  little  loaf  of  ivy — 

A  leaf  of  ivy  from  my  moHier's  grave.  —  Choru*. 

Since  mother's  death  I  feel  forsaken, 

And  o'er  tbe  wild  world  I  have  roamed; 
Until,  when  my  poor  heart  was  breaking, 

AV ith  my  brother,  then,  I  found  a  home ; 
From  mother  well  not  long  be  parted. 

Soon  well  meet  her  up  above. 
Where  we'll  ne'er  again  be  parted, 

But  will  live  in  joy  and  endless  love. — Chorum 

—  ■    m*-^-' 

iLieave   Not  Your   Kathleen. 

SUDK  by  ^Ilss  Jennie  En«el. 

Oh^  b  *ve  not  your  Kathleen,  there's  no  one  can  cheer  her, 

A.d.  ,e  in  tbe  wide  world,  iiupitied  shell  sigh: 
And  6  ,*?nes  that  were  loveliest,  when  thou  wert  but  near  her, 

Rec  ,11  the  sad  visions  of  days  long  gone  l)y! 
'Tis  VI  .in  that  you  tell  me,  you'll  never  forget  mo; 

To  I  he  land  of  the  .«hamrock  you'll  ne'er  return  more; 
Far  fi\T>%y  from  your  sight,  j'ou  will  cease  to  regret  me — 

Yoi  '11  *oon  forget  Kathleen,  and  Eriu-Go-Braghl 

Oh!  1(  ave  not  the  land,  the  sweet  land  of  your  childhood, 

Wl\  !re  Joyously  passed  the  fl^^t  days  of  our  j'outh. 
Whei  I  gaily  we  wandered  'mid  valley  and  wildwood: 

Oh!  those  were  the  bright  da3'a()f  innocent  trutli! 
'Tis  V  tin  that  you  ttil  me,  yoJi'l'l  never  fors^et  mc; 

To   he  land  of  the  shamrock  you'll  ne'er  return  more; 
Far  a'  ?ay  from  your  sight,  you  will  cease  to  regret  me — 

Yoi  '11  soon  forget  Kathleen,  and  Eriu-Go-Braghl 


BI 
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COD    LIVER    OIL. 

SuDK  by  Johnny  Roach. 

I'm  a  poor  married  man,  and  wretched  is  my  life; 
Six  years  I've  been  married  to  u  very  sick  wife; 
From  morning  till  night  she  does  nothing  but  sigh, 
And  the  neiglibors  all  said  she  was  going  to  die. 
A  young  friend  of  mine  called  on  me,  one  day. 
And  saw  that  my  wife  she  was  pinin..j  away; 
He  very  soon  told  me  how  she  would  get  strong 
By  drinking  an  oil  made  by  Doctor  De  John. 

Cuonus. 

Oht!  Doctor  De  John!  oh!  Doctor  De  John! 
Your  cod  liver  oil  is  so  pure  and  so  strong; 
I  think  on  my  life /'/n)e  under  tlie  soil, 
If  my  wife  keeps  on  drinking  your  coil  liver  oil 

I  bought  h©r  a  bottle,  which  gave  her  delight, 
And  soon  the  contents  she  put  out  of  sight; 
I  bought  her  a  dozen,  which  vanislu-d  the  same. 
Till  I  thought  she'd  take  cod  liver  oil  on  the  brain.    - 
'Twas  then  that  I  noticed,  with  wonder  and  doubt. 
My  wife  she  was  getting  most  wonderfully  stout. 
And  when  she  got  stout,  of  course  she  got  strong, 
'Till  I  own  I  was  jealous  of  Doctor  De  John.  ' 

Oh!  Doctor  De  John!  oh!  Doctor,  Ac.    ? 

We  courted  and  cooed  like  two  turtle  doves, 

But  lately  my  wife  she's  brought  home  boxing  gloves,  { 

And  if  I  do  not  keep  a.s  quiet  as  a  mouse, 

It's  round  after  round  I'm  sent  'round  tli'!  house. 

'Twas  only  last  night,  the  servant,  named  Janes, 

Says,  "Master,  your  MLssis  h:is  brought  you  home  twins 

For  two  more  blessed  babies  I'll  now  huve  to  toil; 

Oh!  how  I  wish  she'd  stop  drinking  his  cod  liver  oil! 

Oh!  Doctor  be  Jo!m!  oh!  Doctor, 

Our  own  little  Billy,  he's  getting  so  fat — 

All  day  like  a  porpoise  he  rolls  on  the  mat. 

And  even  the  cat  has  a  new  coat  of  silk. 

For  my  wife  says  that  oil  is  much  better  than  milk. 

I  can't  get  a  bit  cooked,  do  ju^t  what  I  like. 

She's  turned  ajrauist  cookin^f.  and  is  gone  on  a  strike. 

And  even  tbe  kettle,  when  it  begins  for  to  boil. 

You'd  swear  it  was  sin.cing  out  cod  liver  oil. 

Oh!  Doctor  De  John!  oh!  Doctor, 

Oh!  Doctor  De  John!  who  t.iught  you  the  art 
Of  making  cod  liver  oil  to  break  a  niJ>n'-i  heart? 
For  if  she  continues,  you  shortly  v.  ill  t-oe 
Your  cod  liver  will  make  a  short  liver  of  me. 
3Iy  house  it  resembles  a  big  doctor  shop: 
It's  filled  with  your  bottles  from  bottom  to  top, 
And  when  my  wife's  dead,  and  she's  under  the  soil, 
I'll  write  on  her  tombstone—"  Here  lies  Cod  Liver  Oil." 

Oh!  Doctor  Do  John!  oh!  Doctor, 


t        ) 


&c. 


&e. 


&c. 


i-mor  'ow 


"To- 
Eas  popi 
To-morrqw 
To  take 


mom  I'm  sweet  sixteen,  and  Billy  Gri:ncs,  the  rovfr, 
d  the  question  to  me,  mamma,  and  Mants  to  be  my  Invcr ; 

mom,  he  says,  mamma,  he's  coming  bright  and  early, 
pleasant  trip  with  me  across  the  fields  of  builey." 

'You  mijst  not  ro,  my  daughter  dear,  it  is  no  use  a-talklnj*,    ' 
Tou  cam  ot  go  across  tlie  field  with  Billy  Grimes  a-wallvintf ; 
To  think  of  his  presumption  now,  tho  dirty  ujjly  drover  1 
I  wondeq  where  your  pride  has  gone  to  tliink  of  sucii  a  rover." 

"Old  Grifcoes  is  dead,  you  know,  mamma,  and  Billy  is  so  lonely, 

Besides  t  icy  say,  too,  Grimes  lias  said,  that  Billy  is  tlie  only. 

So  I'll  be  lieir  to  all  he's  left,  and  that  they  say  is  nearly 

A  good  tfn  thousand  dollars'  worth,  and  about  six  huntlred  yearly.' 


n(  t 


'I  did 
But  Billy 
Be  1  eady 
To  take 


hear,  my  daughter  dear,  your  la.st  remark  quite  clearly ; 
is  a  clever  lad,  and  no  doubt  loves  you  dearly, 
then,  to-morrow  morn,  and  be  up  bright  and  early, 
pleasant  walk  with  him  across  the  fields  of  barley." 


*■  And  wien  we're  married,  dear  mamma,  we  both  shall  look  so  neatly, 
111  wearp  thousand-dollar  shawl :— twill  make  me  look  so  sweetiy ; 
Thla  commoo  frock  is  getting  old,  and  silks  will  soon  be  fashion, 
I'll  tum  hLi  pockets  inside  out,  and  meet  with  a  short,  guess  b^pi." 

"  Not  qu|te  %o  fast,  my  pretty  mias,  don't  try  to  win  the  drover. 
Who's  trjiTeled  this  whole  country  through  in  search  of  a  true  lover ; 
If 7  monfT  ne'er  shall  buy  your  shawl,  nor  build  your  castles  higher, 
F1««M,  »*»H«m  take  your  dauKhter  home,  I  only  did  it  to  try  her." 


Under  the  Willow  She's  Sleeping. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  s'ent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatiiam  St.,  New  York. 

Under  the  willow  she's  laid  with  care- 
Sung  a  lone  mother  while  weeping, 

Under  the  willow,  with  golden  hair 
My  little  one's  quietly  sleeping. 

Choucs.  ,    ' 

Fair,  fair,  and  goMon  hair. 

Sung  a  lone  mother  while  weeping; 
Fair,  fair,  and  golden  hair. 

Under  the  willow  she's  sleeping. 

Under  the  willow  no  songs  are  heard, 

Near  where  my  darling  lies  dreaming; 
Naught  but  the  voice  of  some  far-off  bird. 

Where  life  and  its  pleasures  are  b«aming.  —  Cftaru*. 

Under  the  willow  by  night  and  day,  ■   . 

Sorrowing  ever  I  ponder; 
Free  from  its  shadowy,  gloomy  ray, 

Ah!  never  again  can  she  wander. — Chorut. 

Under  the  willow  I  breathe  a  prayer,      > :. 

Longing  to  linger  forever  .     :•.  .   /  ;  . 

Near  to  my  angel  with  golden  hair       "  '     '    "   " 

In  lands  where  there's  sorrowing  nerer. — Chorut. 


■k... 


IT'S   NAUGHTY,    BUT   IT'S    NICE. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Webman,  50  Chatham  St.,  Mew  Yorlt. 

Of  love  at  first  sight  you  have  heard—     > 

Well,  I  am  a  luckless  cove, 
And  love  a  lass,  upon  my  word, 
-    .        Who  lives  in  Spy  Pond  Grove;  r 

At  the  charming  game  of  croquet,  I 

Have  been  her  partner  twice; 
I  love  her — ain't  it  naughty? 

Well,  it's  naughty,  but  it's  nice. 

■•"■■  Chorus.  '•■'■''■■-."  ■'.;'-  .,    "  '■ 

Tou  can  not  say  it's  wicked,     \- 

For  it's  not  a  glaring  vice;  ■■> 

You  can  only  say  it's  naughty — 

Well,  it's  naughty,  but  It's  nice. 

Last  night  I  called  at  Spy  Pond  Grove, 

And  asked  if  she  would  go 
A  walk,  and  we  would  talk  of  love;  • 

At  first  she  answered  "No;"  ' 

Then  consented,  and  we  walked  and  talked,  ■ 

I  thought  it  paradise. 
But  she  said  'twas  wrong;  I  answered. 

Well,  it's  naughty,  but  it's  nice.— C'Aoru*. 

I  put  my  arm  around  her  waist,        ,'        • 

Her  form  I  gently  pressed. 
And  then  she  laid  her  lovely  face 

Upon  my  mauly  chest; 
I  kissed  her  two  times  on  the  cheek, 

I  would  have  kissed  her  thrice. 
But  I  whispered,  "  Ain't  it  naughty?  " 

fcshe  said,  "Yes,  but  it's  so  nice." — Chorus. 

To-day  she  asked  if  she  might  wed,    r  ■ ;  ' 

Her  ma  exclaimed.  My  dear! 
'    Tou  must  not  think  of  marrying  Fred, 

For  many  and  many  a  year: 
It's  wicked,  miss,  your  pa  and  ma 

And  home  to  sacrafice, 
To  get  married — Well,  I  know,  said  she. 

It  s  naughty,  but  it's  nice. 

-    Chorus. 

If  you  think  marriage  wicked,  ma. 

You  are  guilty  of  that  vice; 
You  perhaps  may  call  it  naughty, 

But  you  also  ^ow  it's  nice. 

Her  parents  have  consented,  and 

In  two  years  she  will  be 
My  wife;  so  now  you  know  my  tale: 

I  hope  you  will  give  to  me 
The  same  applause,  that  from  you  all 

So  often  I  entice; 
It's  naughty  p'rhaps  to  ask  it. 

But  to  get  It  is  so  nice. — Chorus. 


On  the  trunk  of  an  aged  tree  I  carved  them. 

And  our  names  ou  the  sturdy  oak  remain. 
But  I  now  repair  in  sorrow  to  its  shelter, 

And  murmur  to  the  wild  winds  my  pain. 
And  I  sat  there  in  solitude  repining. 

For  the  beauty  dre^m  night  brought  to  me. 
Death  has  wed  the  little  beauty.  Belle  Brandon, 

And  she  sleeps  'neath  the  old  arbor  tree — 
Death  has  wed  the  little  beauty.  Belle  Brandon, 

And  she  sleeps  'neath  the  old  arbor  tree. 


BELLE    BRANDON. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

'Neath  a  tree  by  the  margin  of  a  woodland. 

Whose  spreading  leafy  boughs  sweep  the  grouno, 
With  a  path  leading  thither  o'er  the  prairie. 

Where  silence  hung  her  night  garb  around; 
Where  oft  I  have  wauder'd  in  the  evening, 

When  the  Summer  winds  were  fra.crrant  on  the  lea. 
There  I  saw  the  little  beauty.  Belle  Brandon, 

And  we  met  'neath  the  old  arbor  tree — 
There  I  saw  the  little  beauty,  Belle  Brandon, 

And  we  met 'neath  the  old  arbor  tree. 

Belle  Brandon  was  a  birdling  of  the  ssountain, 

In  freedom  she  sported  on  the  lea,  '  ;, 

And  they  said  the  life-current  of  the  red-man 

Tinged  her  veins,  from  a  far  distant  sea.  "'  ; 

And  she  loved  her  humble  dwelling  on  the  prairie; 

And  her  guileless  happy  heart  clung  to  me,  •'  }   ' 

And  I  loved  the  little  beauty,  Belle  Brandon,  J  •; 

And  we  both  loved  the  old  arbor  tree —  '  • 

And  I  loved  the  little  beauty.  Belle  Brandon, 

And  we  both  loved  the  old  arbor  tree. 


BOLD    JACK    DONAHOE. 

Come  all  you  true-bred  Irishmen,  wherever  yon  may  be. 
Who  scorn  to  wear  a  convict's  chain  or  live  in  slavery,        ""  . 
Attention  pay  to  what  I  say,  and  value  it  if  you  do,  *  ■. 

While  I  relate  the  matchless  fate  of  bold  Jack  Ponaboe, 

'"  OBOBUB.  -r^-/' "■::'[   ''■'';        '     -  ;  '; 

With  me  liel  3  kom  hale,  come  lay  me  down  lay. 

Lay  me  down  linsey  bac,  mash  a  mul  gay ; 

Lay  me  down  .insey  bac,  masti  a  mag  hoolixen,  ''  '.  ■. 

Sbil  a  ker  hoc,  fly  away  featherhead,  bull  bac  a  boa 

This  bold,  undaunted  Irishman,  as  you  may  plainly  see,  «• ' 

From  Ireland  was  transported,  and  deprived  of  hia  liberty ; 
There  was  McNamara,  an    Underwood  Bill,  Colber  and  Window, 
TiHiy,  too,  were  the  four  associates  of  hold  Jack  Donahoe. 

With  me  bele  kom  hale,  come  lay  tne,  &o. 

Tiie  likes  of  bold  Jack  Donahoe  was  not  In  this  country. 

For  maintaining  ot  the  people's  laws  he  fought  bo  manfully; 

Sure  huM  rather  roam  the  wide  world  through  like  a  wolf  or  a  kangaroo. 

Than  to  live  in  British  slavery,  says  bold  Jack  Donahoe. 

With  me  hele  kom  hale,  come  lay  me,  Ao. 

Then  never  shall  It  yet  be  said,  that  O'Donahoe  the  brav^. 
Shall  submit  to  British  slavery,  or  ever  be  a  slave  I 
And  wl:en  he  closed  his  aching  eyes,  to  bid  this  world  adieo. 
Crying :  all  good  people  pray  for  the  soul  of  bold  Jack  Donahoe. 

With  me  hele  kom  hale,  come  laf  ne,  Ac. 


THE    BIG-    SUNFLOWER 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
Of  36  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Webman,  60  Chatham  Street,  Kew  York. 

There  is  a  charm  I  can't  explain,  " 

About  a  girl  I've  seen,  ., 

My  heart  beats  fast  when  she  goes  past 

In  a  dar^  dress  trimmed  in  green;  ■  \] 

Her  eyes  are  bright  as  evening  stars,  '[ 

to  Joving  aad  so  shy,  • 

And  the  folks  all  stop  and  look  around, 

VVheaever  she  goes  by.  ..    '  ■ 

Chorus.        "     ' 

And  I  feel  just  as  happy  as  a  bif  sunflower. 
That  nods  and  bends  in  the  breezes, 

And  my  heart  is  as  light  as  the  wind  that  blows 
The  leaves  from  off  the  treeses. 

As  the  day  passed  on,  and  we  became 

Like  friends  of  olden  times,  •    •-; 

y       I  thought  the  question  I  would  pop,  -: 

And  ask  her  to  be  mine;  '         .' 

But  the  answer  I  received  next  day,     ,  •:   .-  i 

How  could  she  treat  me  so? 
Instead  of  being  mine  tor  life,         -     ' 

She  simply  answered  "No." — ChoruM. 

I  went  next  day,  dressed  in  my  best. 

This  young  girl  for  to  see. 
To  ask  her  if  she  would  explain 

Why  she  had  shaken  me;  .^ 

She  said  she  really  felt  quite  sad 

To  cause  me  such  distress. 
And  when  I  said,  "  Won't  you  be  mine?  " 

Of  course  she  answered,  "Yes." — Chorus. 


— It  was  a  little  hard  on  the  boy,  for  he  meant  well  and  had  a 
sincere  admiration  for  the  girl.  They  were  sitting  at  the  tea 
table  with  a  company  of  others,  and  as  he  passed  her  the  sugar, 
he  murmured  in  an  undertone:  "Here  it  is,  sweet,  just  Tike 
you."  The  compliment  was  a  lilti*  awkward,  to  be  sure,  but 
he  meant  it,  and  it  seemed  msrre  Oan  cruel  when,  a  moment 
later,  she  had  occassion  to  pass  Jit  butter  to  him,  she  drawled, 
"  Here  it  is,  soft,  just  like  you.** 
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Mi2Jiie,  Hear  tlie  Blue-Bird  Sing. 

The  Musli ;  of  this  Sons  will  be  sent  to  any  addreas,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
«f  |I0  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Minnie,  bear  the  blue- bird  sing, 

In  the  tree  abore  my  head ; 
And  the  echoes,  how  they  ring, 

From  above  our  mossy  bed; 
Oh,  how  glad  ho  doth  appear, 

As  he  sings  his  sweetest  lays, 
Happy,  flitting  little  dear, 

I'ride  and  joy  of  Spring-time  day*. 

Cnonus. 

Now  has  come  the  lovely  Spring, 

Bird  and  bee  is  here, 
How  sweetly  now  they  sing; 

Minnie,  hear  the  blue-bird  sing. 
In  the  tre   abov^  our  head. 

And  the  echoes,  how  they  ring, 
From  above  our  mossy  bed. 

Minnie,  what  does  birdie  say. 

In  those  strains  so  full  of  cheer? 
Sines  he  of  a  brighter  day, 

'felling  us  that  Spring  is  here? 
Yes,  his  heart  is  tuned  more  glad, 

By  green  tlelds  and  flowers  fair. 
Winter  made  him  feel  so  sad. 

By  its  drear  and  chilling  air. — Choma. 

"While  we  twine  our  early  flowers. 

Daisies  white  and  violets  blue. 
He  has  come  to  make  the  hours 

Brighter  for  both  me  and  you; 
While  the  music  floats  along. 

From  the  woodland  to  the  sea. 
Let  us  join  our  loudest  song. 

And  as  happy,  happy  be. — CTwnu. 

GENTLE    HEART    BE    TRUE. 

I^opyright,  1877,  M.  Lerman.    Published  by  permission. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  recei)>t  ' 
of  dp  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York.  ) 


Thomjh 
And  dav^n 
So  love 
The  (larliest 
Be  fait 
With  stekdf  ast 


nay 


I  hung  upon  her  lightest  word. 

My  very  joys  were  fears, 
And  flutter  d  timid  as  a  bird 

When  sunshine  first  appears. 
I  never  thought  my  heart  could  rove. 

Life  then  had  no  alloy, 
With  such  a  truth  I  seem'd  to  love 

My  sweetheart  when  a  boy. 

My  sweetheart  when  a  boy. 

And  ytt  the  dream  has  pass'd  away, 

Tho'  like  it  lived  it  pass'd; 
Each  moment  was  too  bright  to  stay. 

But  sparkled  to  the  last. 
There,  on  my  heart,  the  beams  remain 

In  gay,  unclouded  joy. 
When  I  remember  her  again, 

My  sweetheart  when  a  boy. 

My  sweetheart  when  a  boy. 


r 

i 
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loads  may  dim  thy  pathway,  the  sun  will  shine  again ; 
will  surely  follow,  though  gloomy  night  may  reign ; 
seem  to  wither,  yet  shine  with  blissful  ray ; 
hour  forever  is  still  before  the  day ; 
,  ye*  be  trusting ;  the  stars  that  o'er  thee  beam, 

light  are  burning,  tho'  dim  their  rays  may  seem. 

Chorus. 
h  1  cease  Ihy  repining,  and  calm  thy  way  pursue ; 
"Ihe  star  of  hope  is  shining,  then  gentle  heart  be  true. 

The  storjn  may  rend  the  blossoms  from  off  tlieir  parent  tree, 
But  othe  r  Springs  will  greet  us  with  bloom  and  melody. 
And  hire  s  will  sing  as  sweetly,  though  now  they  must  depart ; 
And  joy  8  enchanting  visions  will  linger  round  the  heart, 
Whea  fr  )m  thy  life  the  Summer  Is  fading  In  the  blast ; 
Be  sure  he  Spring  la  near  thee,  thy  Winter  almost  past. 

Oh  I  cease  thy  sad  repining,  and  calm  thy,  tc. 

Oh !  tru!  ting  still,  ne'er  falter— thy  faith  will  conquer  all ; 

For  stor  us  as  well  as  sunshine  to  every  life  must  fall. 
{       'Tis  but   hy  gift  of  sorrow  that  maizes  thy  life  complete  v 
i       The  gloc  my  clouds  and  tempest  make  sunshine  still  more  sweet ; 

With  tri  stful  eyes  look  upward,  with  true  and  loving  zest. 

Be  true,  oh!  fond  and  dear  one,  and  leave  to  heaven  the  rest. 

Oh  I  cease  thy  sad  repining,  and  calm  thy,  Ac. 


A  LOCK   OF  MOTHER'S  HAIR. 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Ella  Esmond 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Ueury  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

I've  a  letter  that  was  written  long  ago, 

'Tis  a  letter  that  I've  kept  for  many  years; 
And,  oh  I  how  oft  I've  read  those  fading  lines. 

And  over  them  there's  traces  of  my  tears. 
8he  sent  to  me  her  bles.<;ing  in  this  piissivc, 

To  see  me  was  her  constant  holy  prayer; 
The  little  lock  of  gray  in  this  old  letter 

Is  a  lock  of  my  angel  mother's  hair. 

Cnonus. 

I've  a  letter  that  was  written  long  ago, 
'Tis  a  letter  that  I  keep  with  tendVr  care; 

The  little  lock  of  gray  in  this  old  letter 
Is  a  lock  of  my  angel  mother's  hair, 

I're  a  letter  that  was  written  long  ago, 

'Tis  a  missive  that  was  sent  me  'cross  the  sea; 
When  'mong  sttangers  I  was  wand'ring  far  away. 

And  longing  home  again  to  ever  be. 
But  underneath  the  sod  my  mother's  sleeping. 

She's  free  from  earthly  trials  and  its  care. 
But  ever  next  her  heart  I'll  keep  her  letter. 

And  the  lock  of  my  angel  mother's  hair.— CA*rt«. 


» 


y  Sweetheart  -when  a  Boy. 

rhe  Musid  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt 
of  Sp  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

ho'  many  gentle  hearts  I've  known. 

And  many  a  pretty  face ; 
'  Vhere  love  sat  guyly  on  his  throne. 

In  beauty  and  in  grace; 
'  Tet,  never  was  my  heart  enthrall'd 

With  such  enchanted  joy 
.  Ls  by  the  darling  whom  I  call'd 

My  sweciueart  when  a  boy. 

My  sweetheart  when  a  boy.  ■ 


KITTY   CLYDE.  ' 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatliam  St.,  New  York. 

Oh,  who  has  not  seen  Kitty  Clyde, 

She  lives  at  the  foot  of  the  hill. 
In  a  sly  little  nook  by  the  babbling  brook,       . 

That  carries  her  father's  old  mill. 
Oh,  who  does  not  love  Kitty  Clyde? 

That  Bunny-eyed,  rosy-chcek'd  lass, 
With  a  sweet  dimpled  chin  that  looks  roguish  as  sin. 

With  always  a  smile  as  you  pass.  i 

Cnonus. 

Sweet  Kitty,  dear  Kitty,  my  own  sweet  Kitty  Clyde 

In  a  sly  little  nook  by  the  babblir''  brook, 
Lives  my  own  sweet  Kitty  Clyde. 

With  a  basket  to  put  in  her  fish. 

Every  morn  witli  a  line  and  a  hook. 
This  sweet  little  lass,  through  the  tall,  heavy  garss, 

Steals  along  by  the  clear  running  brook. 
She  throws  her  fine  into  the  stream, 

And  trips  it  along  the  brook  side; 
Oh,  how  I  do  wish  that  I  was  a  fish. 

To  be  caught  by  sweet  Kitty  Clyde. — Choru*. 

.   How     wish  that  I  was  a  bee, 

I'd  not. Bather  honey  from  flowers, 
But  would  steal  a  dear  sip  from  Kitty's  sweet  lip. 

And  make  my  own  Aii^  in  her  bowers. 
Or,  if  I  was  some  little  bird, 

I  would  not  build  my  nest  in  the  air. 
But  keep  close  by  the  side  of  sweet  Kitty  Clyde, 

And  sleep  in  her  soft  silken  hair. — Chorus. 
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The  Old  Plantation's  Lonely. 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Billy  Tennyson. 


SRAWBERRIES  AND   CRI^AM. 

Composed  by  the  late  Wm.  H.  Delehanty. 


The  Music  of  this  Sone  will  be  sent  to  auy  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt ;  The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoelpt 
of  40  cents,  by  Uenry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York.  of  40  cents,  by  Ilenry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  Kew  XQgk, 


4. 


OU,  the  old  plantation's  lonely  now  to  what  it  used  to  be, 

And  the  place  is  just  as  silent  as  the  tomb, 
Where  we  used  to  hear  the  mocking  bird  a-singing  in  the  tree, 

In  the  land  where  the  sweet  magnolias  bloom; 
But  no  longer  do  you  hear  the  darkeys  singing  in  the  cane 

As  they  used  to  do  in  the  happy  days  of  yore ; 
For  old  master's  gone  and  left  us  in  this  weary  world  of  pain, 

And  he'll  never  hear  the  darkeys  sing  no  more.  .     • 

Chorus. 

But  no  longer  do  you  hear  the  darkeys  singing  in  the  cane 
As  they  used  to  do  in  the  happy  days  of  yore ; 

For  old  master's  gone  and  left  us  in  this  weary  world  of  pain, 
And  he'll  never  hear  the  darkeys  sing  no  more. 

Oh,  the  old  plantation's  lonely  now  to  what  it  used  to  be: 

Still  I  can't  forget  the  place  where  I  was  bom; 
But  before  old  master  passed  away  he  set  us  darkeys  free. 

And  we  work  no  more  among  the  growing  corn. 
You  can  never  hear  the  dinner  horn  a-blowing  when  'tis  noon, 

You  will  never  hear  old  master's  voice  no  more, 
You  will  never  see  us  hunting  for  the  possum  and  the  coon 

As  we  used  to  do  in  the  happy  days  of  yore. — Chorua. 


1 
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DE    HUCKLEBERRY    PICNIC. 

Sung  by  Goss  and  Fox  at  the  Theatre  Comique. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

I'm  floating  along  on  de  wings  of  peace, 

I  feel  just  as  slippery  as  axle  grease;  ;  ; 

Go  tell  Ulysses  to  fetch  along  Saul, 

Dere's  lots  of  room  for  de  short  and  tall. 

Well  pass  you  in,  it  won't  cost  a  cent. 

No  landlord  around  to  collect  de  rent; 

It's  free  to  all  to  examine  de  ground. 

Don't  dodge  de  hat  when  it's  passed  around. 

Chorus. 
Come  join  de  huckleberry  picnic. 
It's  going  to  take  place  to-day ; 
.      I'se  on  de  committee  to  invite  you  all,       V 
I  ain't  got  long  to  stay. 

De  wicket  stands  in  a  slippery  place,  ■ 

A  good  man  always  holds  an  ace;  ,  .  • 

If  you  cross  de  river  put  on  your  gown, 

Swim  like  a  fish  and  you'll  surely  drown. 

A  policeman's  like  a  wicked  sin. 

If  you  don't  look  out  he'll  swoop  you  in; 

Denounce  dishonesty  of  every  sort, 

But  steal  like  an  artist,  don't  get  caught. — Chorus. 

DON'T    G-ET   WEARY,   CHILDREJT. 

As  sung  by  Johnny  Roach. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Oh  Johnny,  you've  been  a  bad  boy. 

For  to  treat  your  true  love  so,  / 

And  if  you  don't  stop  your  nonsense, 

I'm  gwine  to  let  de  old  folks  know; 
When  de  sun  rise  in  de  mornin',  " .  /         , 

Down  by  de  yellow  corn,  :  { 

Dat's  de  time  de  larks  take  wamin'. 

When  Dinah  blows  de  horn ! 

■^  Chorus. 

Oh,  don't  get  weary,  don't  get  weary,  children, 
Don't  get  weary,  bekase  I'm  gwine  home.         r    , 

:     Yes.  Sally,  I've  been  a  bad  boy,  r.  '    .   f 

And  I  ain't  gwine  to  bother  you  no  more,  .  I 
If  you'll  give  your  hand  to  me. 

We'll  float  to  old  Virginuy  shore;  j 

When  de  sun  rise  in  de  mornin',  :t-- 

Down  by  de  yellow  corn,  '      ;    .   ;•"      1 

Dat's  de  time  de  larks  take  wamin'. 

When  Dinah  blows  dc  horn! — 6''A<^ru«,-  .„>x  •  t 


.        .    Milk  and  honey — oh!  it's  funny — 

I  cannot  keep  from  dancing;  ■  -      ■  v  j 

".    y'  For  I  love  a  girl,  she's  a  pretty  pearl; 

A  lovely  little  belle  supreme.  ' 

;  She's  a  lolly-pop,  sweet  forget-me-not,  ./      "; 

V  And  her  voice  is  so  entrancing; 

She's  my  honey-comb,  she's  my  sugar  plum, 
:      She's  strawberries  and  cream. 
Yes,  she's  a  basket  full  of  fruit; 
She's  my  pretty  love,  she's  mv  turtle  dove. 
-'  Her  voice  is  like  the  music  of  a  flute,  .j'-'-     ! 

And  she's  just  sweet  sixteen.  :      "     ,     / 

•  .  f  Chorus.  ■.:■:. 

.        Milk,  honey,  strawberries  and  cream,  (sffm.) 
Like  the  music  of  a  happy  dream.  («yw.) 
:      She's  a  darling;  she's  a  daisy,  >/ 

She's  a  lovely  plate  of  peaches,  •    /'-i 

..  She's  a  dandy, 'lasses  candy —  ,■    ■   " 

She's  strawberries  and  cream.     [Repef*  .'.orw«.] 

•       I'm  enraptured,  I  am  captured, 
■{  By  a  lovely  lump  of  sweetness. 

She's  an  oyster  pie,  she's  a  chicken  pie. 
And  she  haunts  my  every  dream.  '.  ' 

She's  a  little  maid,  she's  a  lemonade,    . .  " 

And  the  pink  of  perfect  neatness. 
She's  a  box  of  dates,  she's  a  bunch  of  grapes. 
She's  strawberries  and  cream. 
Oh!  yes,  she's  far  too  sweet  to  live, 
■     Is  this  lolly-pop,  is  this  candy  shop. 

And  her  loss  I  know  that  I  would  grieve,     " 
Sweet  vision  of  my  dream. — Chorux. 

-  THE    GERMAN    FIFTH.       1 

Sung  by  our  German  Senator,  Gus  Williams. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Of  you'll  look  at  us  jour  oud,  - 

Ilou  vill  see  some  soldiers  gay, 
Ve  belong  to  de  German  Fifth,  "     ' 

Dat  bromenades  upon  Broadway. 
Ve  march  awhile  in  single  file. 

Den  ve  change  to  two-by-two;  "'  ' 

You  bet  ve  make  de  beoble  smile 

Ven  ve  march  dot  sidy  drough.  | 

Chorus.  .      \        ' 

Double  rank — vatch  de  flank —  r 

.y-  Don't  dat  vas  a  splendid  drill?  -I 

/'  Mark  dot  time — ain't  dot  fine?  ,' 

Ven  ve  march  ve  dont  stand  sdilL  ^ 

Houp-a-la!  shout  hurrah! 
;  Dot's  de  vay  dot's  sure  to  kill; 

Richt  face  about,  go  inside  oud — 
Elurrah  for  de  German  Fifth ! 

Ven  ve  vas  in  dot  army 

Ve  vas  fed  on  barrel  staves; 
Und  ven  ve  don't  vas  fight,  .     ■>   .t 

Ve  had  to  vork  at  digging  graves; 
Und  ve  got  so  sick  und  thin,  dot 

You  could  easily  see  us  drough ; 
Und  somedimes  dey  kept  us  marching 

Dill  your  feet  vas  black  und  blue. — Chorus. 

But  now  ve  are  home-guard  brivates,  . 

Ve  got  blenty  grub  to  eatl  >« 

Dutchmen  all  are  jealous  of  us, 

Ven  ve  march  along  de  sdreed.  .-  ■  ■> 

\rms  quick  present  und  elbows  bent,  -     - 

.. ;  ,  Eyes  to  right  und  heads  up  straight, 

V    .    ■  >7it  left  und  right,  und  moud  shut  tight — 

A.  mile  a  day  dot  vas  our  gait. — Chorus. 

— A  Rhode  Island  clergyraan^mis  given  permission  to  sing 
"  The  Sweet  Bye-and-Bye  "  in  an  insane  asylum.  Many  patients 
were  moved.  So  was  the  Gj^gyman.  A  lunatic  moved  him 
clear  down  stairs.  _^^ 
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LECTURE   ON   "DEMPERANCE." 

Delivered  by  Gus  Williams. 

I  vill  no'«v  make  a  few  remarks  on  demperance.     I  am  no 

drinkin,  f  roan,  never  having  drank  a  drop  of  liquor  in  my  life — 

dot  I  p  lid  lor.     I  am  no  orator,  but  shall  try  to  represend  dot 

great  dt  mperance  orator,  John  B.  Gough,  a  man  whom  I've  of- 
,  den  bee  i  "dakeu  for.  Slioukl  I  possess  de  eloquence  of  General 
\   Grant,  I  could  give  more  scope  to  do  subject  1  am  now  aboud 

to  wrest  'e  mit.   Demperance  is  an  old  uud  veil  vorn  subject,  but 

like  a  ]^eno  box  ve  can  shake  it  ul»,  uud  get  anoder  number. 

It's  ver;  r  hard  to  approach  a  niiin  vat  ain't  a-drinking;  you're 

apt  to  b-)  met  with — "  Who  tole  you  I  vasn't drinking?—"  You 

mind  ycur  business,  und  III  mind  yours." — "Come  und  take  a 

ball,"  t  ud  Oder  veil-known  expressions  used  by  bolidicians. 

I  vaa  crlled  upon  vouce  to  see  voue  of  de  hardest  cases  of 

dempf  rj  nee  it  has  ever  been  my  good  fortune  to  vitness.  A  man, 

who  veil  drunk  vos  de  kindest  of  husbands;  but  ven  sober  he 

VC8  a  pe rfect  devil.  I  vent  to  de  house,  a  beautiful  brown  curb- 
stone in  nt,  knocked  de  door  down,  und  vent  in.    De  man  vos 

f'.eicw    I  said  to  him — "Vill  you  please  give  me  a  drink  of 

vate?^"--(de  flrsd  dime  I  ever  dook  vater  in  my  life.)    lie  said,     ^^r  t-«         j.       /^       jt       m •  ▼> 

"  Yes, ^jr;  have  a  seat,"  pointing  to  a  red-hot  sdove.    I  declinod~-^>«  ©Ver  iLiinpty  CraOle,   T'WinS  are    Bom. 


I'm  a  Man  You  Don't  Meet  Every  Day. 


Composed  and  sunf;  by  Dan  Collyer. 

I've  a  neat  little  cabin  that's  built  out  of  mud. 

Not  far  from  the  County  Kildare; 
I've  an  acre  or  two  where  I  grow  my  own  spuds, 

I've  enough  and  a  little  to  spare; 
Sure  I've  not  come  over  here  seeking  your  jobs. 

But  a  short  little  visit  to  pav; 
So  be  aisy  and  free  while  you  re  drinking  with  me, 

I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day. 

I've  a  neat  little  colleen  that  dwells  in  my  cot, 

Oh,  happy,  contended  is  she; 
I've  a  thumping  big  lad  that  will  say  to  his  dad, 

Theres  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day; 
And  when  for  my  leisure  I'm  out  for  a  walk,    • 

The  boys  they  all  stop  and  they  stare; 
And  the^  say  to  each  other  as  I'm  passing  by. 

There  s  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day. 


V>  sit,  iWr  various  reasons.  I  spoke  to  him  aboud  Infladion,  ( 
Seven  Oli(fr-"L.a/  I  avoided  de  subject  of  demperance.  At  last  I 
?aid,  "  You  have  dT'Iic^  I  believe?"  He  replied,  "Yes,  sir;  de 
fifth  on(  ;  red-headed."  I  said,  "You  love  your  Mufe,  don't 
you?"  Je  said,  "Veil,  id's  unnatural  for  a  man  to  love  his 
vife  now  a-days. "  I  said,  "  Dond  you  dink  of  you  vould  sign 
^is  bape  ',  uud  go  \md  get  full  vid  mo  to-night,  you  could  come 
liome,  g(  t  a  c!ub,  und  have  a  deal  of  fun  around  de  house?" 
He  said,  "I  guess  so."  I  pulled  oud  a  cnhy  of  " Good-Looking 
Shnow,"  I  laid  id  on  do  dable;  he  placed  his  nose  in  de  ink- 
bottle,  \\  id  wrote  his  name.  Just  den  a  voice  came  from  anoder 
room — (lull  of  emodion  und  beer) — "Luke  Gerloot!  "  De  man 
Baid,  "  ( lome  in  mit  me,  Mr.  "Whooping-cough."  I  vent  in  dere, 
und  his  "vife  vos  laving  on  a  bed,  she  vos  dead — drunk.  He 
knelt  down  und  printed  a  kiss  on  her  forehead  in  large  types. 
She  took  his  foot  in  her  hands,  looked  up,  uud  said,  "  Oh  I  Luke 
Is  such  i  good  husband  ven  he's  drunk,  but  ven  sober,  he's 
N.  G."  (ie  first  time  I  ever  knew  slie  spoke  Latin.)  De  man 
said,  "  Spe  says  I  am  good! "  at  de  same  time  pulling  down  de 
Deck  of  his  shirt,  he  showed  me  a  second-band  scar.  I  said, 
"  Vere  you  vaccinated  dere?"  His  vife  said,  " I  cannot  tell  n 
lie,  I  dor  e  it  mit  a  little  hatchet."  Of  my  lips  had  been  dry  ven 
I  came  ii  i  dere,  I  assure  you  dey  vere  vet  den,  for  I  alvays  carry 
de  stuff  1  iiit  me.  But  ^is  is  only  vono  ca.«!e  oud  of  dwo  hundred 
und  fordy-dree  und  a  half,  vere  I  have  carried  my  good  vork;  I 
intend  to  carry  id  all  c^ver  do  cidy,  so  dot  ven  I  return  I  shall  see 
a  monunlend  erected  to  me,  made  oud  of  dot  kind  of  marble  dot 
looks  lil  f)  casMle-soap.  Of  dere  is  any  bresent  to-night  dot 
vould  lil  ;e  to  help  me  in  my  pood  vork,  let  dem  come  up  to  de 
(>ar,  und  I  shall  be  satisfied  with  de  resuld 


EIljiEEN,   COME  BACK  TO  ME. 

Sung  by  Miss  Lulu  Morthner.  .^ 

Ei  een,  sweet  Eileen,  ah,  cruel  the  fate 

^ly  darling,  that  caused  us  to  part; 
8a  lly  I'm  waiting  both  early  and  late, 

!)h,  como  back  thou  star  of  my  heart. 
01 ,  that  I  could  to  your  loving  arms  lly, 

kly  darling  acros.s  the  blue  sea, 
M, '  life  I  would  give  for  one  glance  of  your  eye, 

Jo,  come  back,  my  darling,  to  me. 

Cnoutrs. 

No  one  can  love  you  so  fondly  as  I, 

And  no  one  so  faithful  can  be; 
My  life  I  would  give  for  one  glance  of  your  eye. 

So  come  back,  my  darling,  to  me. 

Sa  I  is  my  heart  as  I  sit  by  the  sea, 

<  )r  wander  about  on  the  shore ; 
W  liting  for  Eileen  to  come  back  to  me, 

<  )h,  como  back,  my  darling,  once  more, 
one  can  love  you  so  fondly  as  I, 

Lnd  no  one  so  faithful  can  be; 
;  life  I  would  give  for  one  glance  of  your  eye, 
I  lo  come  back,  my  darling,  to  me. — Chorus. 


— Touf  g  man,  if  it  is  eleven  o'clock  and  she  goes  to  the  piano 
and  playb  a  few  bars  of  "The  Sweet  Bye-and-Bye,"  you  may 
consider  Ihe  seance  over  for  the  night. 


Time— " Cradle's  Empty,  Baby's  Gone." 


The  Sheet  Music  snitable  for  tlils  Sonu  can  be  had  of  Heury  J.  Wehman, 
lio.  50  Chatham  IStreet,  >it:w  York.    Price  40  cunts. 

Never  empty  cradle,  though  you're  in  my  care. 

With  your  precious  burden  to  be  fed; 
You're  a  precious  nuisance,  and  you  make  me  swear. 

Keeping  me  out  of  my  snow-white  bed. 
With  her  pimpled  cheeks  and  Sairey  Qampey  eyes, 

Nursey  pursey  came  one  Winter  morn; 
Goading  me  to  madness  with  the  "sweet  surprise;" 

Crowded  was  the  cradle — twins  were  borut 

Ciionus. 

Twins  are  in  the  cradle,  making  twenty-four. 
Sons  and  daughters  making  me  forlorn ; 

I'll  go  to  the  "angel  "  and  have  two  penn'orth  more. 
Crowded  is  the  cradle— twins  are  born. 

In  her  shady  bed-room  nurse  is  always  found ; 

All  night  long  the  fat  old  humbug  bleeps. 
Or  she's  round  the  corner  standing  glasses  round. 

Drinking  till  she  gin  and  water  weeps; 
While  the  little  twinsos  squalling  more  and  more, 
-    Swell  until  they  burst  their  little  bed; 
And  one  little  angel  wallops  on  tlie  floor. 

Tumbles  from  the  cradle  on  his  head. 

Chorus. 

Twins  are  in  the  cradle  making  twenty-four. 

In  my  side  they  are  a  dreadful  thorn. 
They  don't  sing  of  angels,  I  am  bles-sed  sure, 

Crowded  is  the  cradle — twins  are  born. 

Hang  the  blessed  cradle,  nearly  every  night. 

Just  as  I  pet  into  my  first  snore; 
Twinses  with  the  quinses  wake  me  in  a  fright, 

Keep  mo  up  till  half-past  three  or  four. 
Mother  sleeps  in  comfort,  says  she  knows  that  dad,   . 

Sees  her  little  chicks  don't  come  to  hurt 
But,  poor  me  I  the  father,  I  get  cold  and  mad. 

In  my  cradle  costume — that's  a  shirt. 

'   ,     ,  Chorus.        ; 

Never  empty  cradle,  baby's  in  galore. 

Bachelors  against  it  I  would  warn 
If  you  wed  your  angel  you'll  find  it  a  bore. 

When  you  rock  the  cradle  in  the  morn. 

Who  would  be  a  father  when  he  knows  the  price. 

Sees  how  soon  the  punishment  begins? 
Half  a  dozen  times  I've  been  a  father  twice — 

Half  a  dozen  pair  of  healthy  twins. 
All  my  pieces  spent  and  all  my  peace  is  gone,      ^     ., 

All  my  friends  now  look  on  me  wjth  scorn. 
Say  there  is  no  reason  in  such  goings  on. 

Worn  out  is  the  cradle— twins  are  bom.    ., 

Chorus. 

Twins  are  in  the  cradle,  both  are  in  a  roar,     r 

Aroarer  early  morning  to  adorn. 
They  make  prettv  angels,  never  sure  before 

Were  such  little  cusses  ever  bom. 
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Don't  Call  in  the  Morning.      ;[  : 

:/■•:,.  Composed  and  sung  by  E.  C.  Danbar.  .  :'.'         i."  . 

The  Music  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  12  cents,  by  ilenry  J,  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

'Twas  at  an  evening  party  where  I  first  met  Millv  Green,    ~  ■  '  * 

And  thought  she  was  the  sweetest  girl  that  I  haa  ever  seen; 

I  sought  an  introduction  which  I  happily  did  obtain. 

And  in  nearly  all  the  dances  I  her  little  hand  did  gain. 

And  when  the  time  for  breaking  up  the  party  did  arrive. 

To  see  this  little  damsel  home  somehow  I  did  contrive; 

But  ere  we  parted  at  the  door  I  boldly  asked  if  I 

Might  call  aad  see  her  some  time,  when  she  gave  me  this  reply — 

'■■'::■':"■'■  ■-■■;■■"  ;■:■*■    Chorus. --^■-  '"  ■    ■ 

Don't  come  in  the  morning,  for  that  will  be  too  soon, 
And  never  call  to  see  me  in  the  afternoon ; 
Don't  come  in  the  evening  and  never  call  at  night, 
.But  call  at  any  other  time  and  then  you'll  be  all  right. 

So  strange  an  answer  really  I  could  not  make  out  at  all, 
Unless  it  was  a  gentle  hint  that  I  must  never  call ;  '; :  / 

And  yet  I  did  not  think  she  could  treat  me  so  unkind,     . 
For  somehow  she  to  favor  me  appeared  to  be  inclined. 
So  once  again  I  asked  her,  but  the  answer  was  the  same;     ■ 
And  at  that  very  moment  to  the  door  the  servant  came. 
Good-night,  she  said  and  vanished,  did  this  darling  little  dear. 
And  kept  ine  standing  with  an  answer  ringing  in  my  ear — 

.     Don't  come  in  the  morning,  for  that,  &c. 

I  strolled  along  and  wandered,  what  the  dickens  could  she  mean. 
As  all  night  long  I  dreamt  about  that  darling  little  queen ; 
But  more  her  answer  came  to  me,  which  seemed  to  be  absurd ; 
But  in  the  morning  when  I  woke  a  happy  thought  occured : 
She  said  if  I  would  call  at  any  time  I  should  be  all  right, 
Except  the  morning,  afternoon,  the  evening  or  at  night; 
Any  time  that  I  could  call  was  neither  late  nor  soon; 
Of  course  you  all  have  guessed  by  now  she  never  more  will  say : 

Don't  come  in  the  morning,  for  that,  &c. 


;     >      LOVE!    LOVE!    LOVE! 

Simg  hi  the  comic  opera  of  "  Blllee  Taylor. " 

Do  you  know  why  the  rabbits  are  caught  in  the  snares. 

Or  the  tabby  cats  shot  on  the  tiles? 
Why  the  tigers  and  lions  creep  out  from  their  lairs. 

Why  an  ostrich  will  travel  for  miles? 
Do  you  know  why  a  sane  man  will  whimper  or  cry. 

And  weep  o'er  a  ribbon  or  glove  ? 
Why  a  cook  will  put  sugar  for  salt  in  a  pie, 

Do  you  know?  well,  I'll  tell  you,  it's  love,  it's  lovel 

Chorus. 

»       ;     Lovel  love!  love!  the  first-bom  of  creation! 
Love!  love!  love!  the  god  of  ev'ry  nation ! 
-      Lovel  love!  love!  in  each  and  ev'ry  station! 
The  ruler  of  the  universe  is  lovel  love!  love! 

Do  you  know  why  a  plain  girl  will  think  herself  fair, 

Of  a  clever  man  wisdom  refuse? 
Do  you  know  why  a  dwarf  rises  yards  in  the  air. 

And  a  giant  sinks  into  his  shoes? 
Doyou  know  why  a  brave  man  takes  refuge  in  flight. 

While  a  coward  no  danger  can  move? 
Why  night  becomes  day,  and  why  day  becomes  night. 

Do  you  know?  well,  I'll  tell  you,  it's  love,  it's  love! 
Lovel  love!  love!  the  first-born. 


&e. 


The 


I  Love  My  Love  in  de  Morning. 

Sung  by  Cool  Burgess,  negro  comedian. 

The  Music  of  this  Sonj?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

First  when  I  got  married  ' 

Was  in  dis  happy  land;       ■  '       .  V  ■  |  '^ 

Den  I  was  united,  ..■'      .'f.^^/    f  :  '    ' 

In  dis  our  darkey  band.    ■    ••      ^;     v    ,     ■  K 

First  when  I  got  married    "J-     ;/:.';  ' 

Was  in  dis  happy  land;  '■    ■'       :    .v^     :      ■  4 

-       ■    Den  I  was  united,  .     -       .      "'^  .] 

In  dis  our  darkey  band.  •.:;■■  ■■~:':-y-::''''^^  ''y^:  !    v 

Chorus.  ,/ ''''/ 

I  love  my  love  in  de  morning,  '. 

:  ■■■       .      :   .  I  love  my  love  at  night,  -      N,, 

f-'         _  1  love  my  love  de  whole  day  long, 
•        '  V  '      For  she's  my  beauty  bright. 

First  when  I  got  married  V        ;      ; 

Business  seemed  to  hop,         '         .      ••        ; 
My  wife  she  took  in  whitewashing. 

And  I  keep  a  barber  shop; 
First  when  I  got  married     ; 
;',.  Business  seemed  to  hop,  ,  V:  . 

'      My  wife  she  took  in  whitewashing. 
And  I  keep  a  barber  shop. — Chorut. 

Oh,  when  Ts  ten  years  married,  ;  '      ■     ,i 

How  happy  I  will  be,  ^.^^   \  :  V 

With  a  little  picaninny  \     ■         .v' 

A-dancingon  my  knee;  : 

Oh,  when  I  s  ten  years  married. 

How  happy  I  will  be,       v  ..     ;>   :  >• 
,         With  a  little  picaninny 

A-dancing  on  my  knee.— CAortM.  p 


.y 


— A  Western  girl  visited  a  mus: 
Heart  Boiled  Down  with  Gre 
Swallowed  Home-Made  Pi< 
nized  what  she  desired. 


and  asked  for  "  The 

Care,"  and   "When  I 

shopman  at  once  reeog- 


VIOLETS  DIPPED   IN   DEW." 

Words  and  Music  by  the  late  Wm.  H.  Delehanty. 

Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

As  I  strolled  out  one  evening,     -  -  "f 
The  sun  had  just  gone  down, .'    '  ■  *  y     :',;;. 
.  While  leisurely  meandering      .    .  -    '      ;  .  •'  \  / 
A  little  way  from  town ;  •.      "  . '' 

^       I  there  beheld  a  damsel,  '    '  .       ?     v 

With  eyes  the  brightest  blue,  ,   '      ' 
,'[■-  Beneath  her  dark-eye  lashes,         '    ■ 
Like  violets  dipped  in  dew. 

Chorus,  --y  v:   ;:-■•-  ■.„'/,■. 

A  smile  was  all  she  gave  me—(S)/mph.) 
But  how  it  did  enslave  me! 
'Twas  love,  the  first  I  knew; 
: '  There's  some  sweet  charm  entrancing 

Within  her  eyes  so  blue, 

A  dreamy,  soft  expression,  .    -.._  .  , 

Like  violets  dipped  in  dew.  "v^   -•'. 

.     I  followed  on  behind  her,  P  /  '  ' 

I  think  she  knew  it  well, 
f:  ;    And,  as  a  sweet  reminder,  ;.  _./ 

V    "       Her  handkerchief  it  fell;       '      '-  .■     ^ 

I  raised  the  scented  linen  ";  ■' 

■  From  off  the  grassy  ground ;     "   .    ' 

Her  name,  in  letters  crimson,     :/-' ''  '        ;  ,  v  r"  r 
On  one  corner  there  I  found.  ;  :;'  v        "  "  ■ -^ 
Chorus.  ^ 

She  deigned  to  smile  upon  me — (Symph.) 
That  moment  she  had  won  me,      ,   ^ 
i  .  My  heart  it  pierced  me  through;      ■      • 

There's  some  sweet  charming  entrancing 
<Vithin  her  eyes  so  blue, 

A  dreamy,  soft  expression,    , 
Like  violets  dipped  in  dew. 

At  length  I  did  approach  her, 
And  ventured  into  talk. 

By  asking  her  permission  '.  ; 

To  ioin  her  lonely  walk ;  i,  ;  : 

'  .  She  blushing,  frowning,  smiling,  ^  \^ 

Said— "  Oh!  I  think  you're  rude."  -r.. 

.*'     But  those  blue  eyes,  beguiling,  ;  ' '  *  ••  -^^ 

Seemed  to  say — "  I  wish  you  woul<l;''i  /^  ; 

;  ;/  Chorus.  '    '" 

So,  arm  in  arm  we  wandered — {^/mpk.) 
Yes,  side  by  side  meandered, 
And  told  our  love  tales,  too; 
:  >,  There's  some  sweet  charm  entrancing 

Within  her  eyes  so  blue, 

A  dreamy,  soft  expression. 
Like  violets  dipped  in  dew. 


anc 


wm 


Sunny  Days  -will  Come  Again. 

The  Mpsic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
12  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 
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softly 

your 

loose 


Though  to-day  be  dark  and  dreary, 

AdU  black  clouds  around  us  rise, 
Let  us  halt  not,  nor  be  wearv, 

Light  is  looming  in  the  skies! 
Aid  and  cheer  each  fellow-creature, 

'Gainst  the  storms  that  round  us  lower. 
Soon  they'll  wear  a  brighter  feature. 

And  the  sunshine  come  with  pow'r! 

CnoRus. 

Never,  boys,  give  way  to  sorrow. 
But  be  up  and  act  like  men; 

Look  with  hope  for  joy  to-morrow. 
Sunny  days  will  come  again! 

Iict  us  throw  aside  all  sadness, 

Better  times  are  on  the  wing; 
Who  can  tell  whirt  joy  and  gladness 

Providence  to  us  may  bring? 
Nerve,  then,  ev'ry  manly  feeling. 

And  with  courage  meet  the  storm — 
Let  U3  wounded  hearts  be  healing, 

And  our  duty  still  perform. — Chorus. 

We  should  not  always  be  sighing. 

Nor  indulge  jn  wild  dismay; 
Bear  in  miud  "  Old  Time  "  is  flying. 

Therefore  wisdom  more  display. 
Jf  our  prospects  be  not  shining, 

And  our  hearts  bs  bow'd  with  care — 
Where's  the  good  ia  our  repining? 

Still  look  up,  and  ue'er  despair! — Chonit. 


{  Captain  Jinks  of  the  Horse  Marines. 

The  mJsIc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  io  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
'  30  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  Yorli. 

1  am  Captain  Jinks  of  the  Horse  Marines, 
I  often  live  beyond  my  means, 
I  sport  young  ladies  in  their 'teens, 

To  cut  a  swell  m  the  army. 
I  teach  the  ladies  how  to  dance. 
How  to  dance,  how  to  dance, 
I  teach  the  ladies  how  to  dance. 

For  I'm  their  pet  in  the  army. 

SpoiEN — Ila!  ha!  ha! 

Cnoitus. 

I'm  Captain  Jinks  of  the  Horse  Marines, 
I  give  my  horse  good  corn  and  l>eans; 
Oi:  course  it's  quite  beyond  my  iijiuus. 
Though  a  captain  in  the  army. 

I  joined  my  corps  when  twenty-one. 

Of  course  I  thought  it  capital  fun. 

When  the  enemy  came  then  oft  I  run,  .  . 

I  wasn't  cut  out  for  the  army. 
When  I  left  home,  mamma  she  cried. 
Mamma  she  cried,  mamma  she  cried. 
When  I  left  home,  mamma  she  cried, 

"  He  ain't  cut  out  for  the  army." 

SpoiRN — No,  she  thought  I  was  too  young;  but  \Jien,  I  said, 
ah!  mlimma — Chorus. 

The  first  day  I  went  out  to  drill. 
The  bugle-sound  made  me  quite  ill, 
At  the  balance  step  my  hat  it  fell. 

And  that  wouldn't  do  for  the  army. 
The  officers  they  all  did  shout. 

They  all  cried  out,  they  all  did  shout,  • 

The  officers  they  all  did  .shout, 

"  Oh,  that's  the  curse  of  the  army." 

Rpo;  :en — Of  course  my  hat  did  fall  off.  but,  ;di!  n«*v^heless 
— Cfio  lis. 


Somebody's  Conmj^  'when  the  Dewdrops  Fall,"  s.ie  was 
lumming,  wheyrtue  old  man  remarked:     "Ah,  you  bet 
weet  life,  ^M^ria,  that  he'll  think  a  thunderstorm's  let 
when  he  gets  here." 


Dreamy  Eyes  Haunt  Me  StilL 

Far  away  in  memory's  valley. 

Steals  my  heart  in  sweet  delight 
To  my  little  sweetheart.  Allie, 

Who  was  once  my  life  and  light. 
She  has  left  me  sad  and  lonely. 

Tears  unbidden  come  at  will,  ." 

She  has  left  no  token,  only 

Dreamy  eyes  that  hauut  me  still. 

Chorus. 

She  has  left  me  sad  and  lonely, 
Wandering  down  life's  rugged  hill, 

She  has  left  me  nothing,  only 
Dreamy  eyes  that  haunt  me  still. 

Life  seemed  long  and  light  before  us. 

Swiftly  did  the  moments  go. 
Soon  a  cloud  came  gliding  o'er  us, 

Turning  happiness  to  woe; 
And  my  pathway,  once  so  cheerful,  , 

Strewn  with  flowers  on  every  side. 
Now  is  lonely,  sad,  and  tearful, 

For  I've  lost  my  heart's  sweet  pride. — Chorus. 

Star  of  hope  above  me  beaming. 

Smile  upon  me  in  your  pride,  >   :. 
Of  the  lost  I'm  sadly  dreaming,    - 

Since  affections  roses  died. 
Years  may  come  and  years  may  vtinish,      ; 

Still  my  heart  with  pain  will  fill, 
.1  can  never,  never  banish 

Dreamy  eyes  that  haunt  me  stiU.— Chorus. 


I'll  Bet  You  a  Dollar  You  Don't. 

Does  any  one  know  what  I'm  going  to  say? 

I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  dtm't,  - 

If  I  lose  the  wager,  will  any  one  pay, 

I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't. 
Gay  bachelors  say  they  never  shall  take  wives. 
For  as  each  in  his  way  to  be  happy  contrives. 
They  mean  to  keep  single  the  rest  of  their  lives. 

But  I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  they  don't.     - 

Find  an  Irish  election,  without  any  row, 

I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't, 
Or  a  girl  who  objects  to  a  mistletoe  buu^h, 

I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't. 
Some  years  of  experience  teaches  me  this —  > 

That  from  seven  to  ninety  both  Mrs.  and  Miss 
May  refuse  you  this  ancient  excuse  for  a  kiss, 

But  I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  they  don't. 

You  may  see  vaccination  a  thing  of  the  past, 

I'll  bet  you  a  do'lnr  you  don't. 
And  heavy  taxation  abolished  at  last, 

I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't. 
You  may  see  old  John  Bull  dwiudle  down  to  a  calf. 
And  his  provender  nothing  but  foreigner's  chaff. 
You  may  see  all  the  ladies  too  quiet  by  half, 

But  I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't. 

Some  ignorant  croakers  wear  visages  long, 

Wfil  you  bet  me  a  dollar  they  don't? 
And  say  that  to  visit  amusement  is  wrong. 

Will  you  bet  mc  a  dollar  they  don't? 
Though  to  silccor  distress  they  can  never  afford, 
Above  human  vices  they  always  have  soared, 
Still  somehow  they  know  every  move  on  the  board. 

Will  you  bet  me  a  dollar  they  don't? 

A  married  man  often  tries  to  prove  cock-o'-the-walk, ' . 

But  I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  he  don't. 
If  he  tries  to  sleep  when  his  wife  wants  to  talk, 

I  shall  bet  him  two  dollars  he  don't.  - 

So  all  you  young  girls,  please  attend  to  this  verse, ! 
And  go  and  get  married  for  better  or  worse, 
And  two  little  armfuls  you  may  have  to  nurse. 

Won't  bet  a  dollar  you  don't. 


— The  most  laconic  wiU'  on  record  is  that  of  a  man  who  died 
in  1793.  It  ran  thurr  "I  have  nothing.  I  owe  a  great  deal 
The  rest  I  givalethe  poor." 
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MacKENNA^S  DREAM. 

One  night  of  late  I  chanced  to  stray. 
When  all  the  green  in  slumber  lay. 

The  moon  sunk  in  the  deep; 
I  sat  upon  a  ruined  mound, 
And  while  the  wild  wind  whistled  round. 
The  ocean,  with  a  solemn  sound, 

Lulled  me  fast  asleep.  -    ; 


I  dreamt  I  saw  that  hero  true, 
Who  did  the  Danish  force  subdue; 
His  sabre  bright,  with  wrath  he  drew, 

These  words  he  said  to  me : 
"  The  harp  with  rapture  yet  shall  sound. 
My  children's  chains  shall  be  unbound. 
And  they  shall  gather  safe  around 

The  blooming  laurel  tree." 

I  thought  brave  Sarsfield  drew  up  nigh, 
And  to  my  question  made  reply:  ,      . 

"  For  Erin's  cause  I'll  live  and  die, 

As  thousands  did  before. 
My  sword  again  on  Aughrim's  plain 
Old  Erin's  rights  shall  well  maintain. 
Through  millions  in  the  battle  slain 

And  thousands  in  their  gore. " 

I  thought  Saint  Tluth  stood  on  the  ground. 
And  said:  "I'll  be  your  monarch  crowned, 
Encompassed  by  the  French  around. 

All  marching  to  the  field." 
He  raised  a  cross,  and  thus  did  say: 
"  Brave  boys,  we'll  show  them  gallant  play; 
Let  no  man  dare  disgrace  the  day, 

We'll  die  before  we  yield." 

The  brave  O'Byme  he  was  there. 
From  Ballymauus,  bright  and  fair, 
Brought  WickloW,  Carlow,  and  Kildare, 

To  march  at  his  command; 
Westmeath  and  Cavan,  too,  did  join ; 
The  county  Louth  men  crossed  the  Boyne, 
Slane,  Trim,  and  Navan,  too,  did  join 

With  Dublin  to  a  man. 

O'Reilly,  on  the  hill  of  Screene, 

He  drew  his  sword,  both  bright  and  keen, 

And  swore  by  all  his  eyes  had  seen, 

lie  would  avenge  the  fall 
Of  Erin's  sons  and  daughters  brave. 
Who  nobly  filled  a  martyr's  grave. 
And  died,  rather  than  live  a  slave. 

And  still  for  vengeance  call. 

Then  Father  Murphy  came  to  say : 
"  Beliold,  my  lord,  I'm  here  to-day. 
With  eighteen  thousand  pikemen  gay. 

From  Wexford's  hills  and  caves; 
Our  country's  fate,  it  sure  depends 
On  us,  and  on  our  gallant  friends,   - 
And  heaven  will  their  cause  defend. 

Who  ne'er  were  willing  slaves." 

I  thought  the  band  played  "  Patrick's  Day," 
To  marshal  all  in  grand  array; 
With  cap  and  feather,  white  and  gay, 
•     They  marched  in  warlike  glow. 
With  drums  and  trumpets,  loud  and  shrill. 
And  cannon  upon  every  hill. 
And  pikemen,  who  with  valor  thrill 
To  strike  the  fatal  blow.  v^ 

When  all  at  once  appeared  in  sight  , '  -    -  !• 

An  army  clad  in  armor  bright. 

Both  front  and  rear,  and  left  and  right,   : 

Marched  Paddies  evermore. 
The  chieftains  pitched  their  camps  with  skill. 
Determined  tyrants' blood  to  spill- 
Beneath  us  ran  a  mountain  rill,  { 

As  rapid  as  the  Nore.  .  ;     \      \-'   .j 

A  Frenchman  brave  rose  up  and  said:  ;-,:. 
' '  Let  Erin's  sons  be  not  dismayed,  . ' ; 

Toglory  I'll  the  vanguard  leaa,  :-:C  :. 
*  1^  honor  and  renown. 


Come,  bravely  draw  your  swords  with  me. 
And  let  each  tyrant  bigot  see 
Dear  Erin's  daughters  must  be  free 
Before  the  sun  goes  down." 

Along  the  line  they  raised  a  shout, 
Crying:  "Quick,  march!  rightabout;" 
With  bayonets  fixed  they  all  marched  out 

To  face  the  deadly  foe. 
The  enemy  were  no  ways  shy, 
With  thundering  cannon  planted  nigh; 
Now  thousands  in  death-struggle  lie^ 

And  streams  of  crimson  flow. 

The  enemy  made  such  a  square. 
As  drove  our  cavalry  to  despair. 
Who  were  nigh  routed,  rank  and  rear, 

Butyet  not  forced  to  yield. 
The  Wexford  boys,  that  ne'er  were  slack. 
Came,  with  the  brave  Tips  at  their  back. 
With  Longford  joined,  who  in  a  crack 

Soon  sent  them  oS  the  field. 

They  gave  three  cheers  for  liberty. 
As  the  enemy,  all  broken,  flee; 
I  looked  around,  but  could  not  see 

One  foeman  on  the  plain, 
Except  the  men  who  wounded  lay; 
When  I  awoke  'twas  break  of  day — 

So  ends  MacEenna's  dream.  -  -   .  - 


I  ^ » >  I 


Things  I  Don't  Like  to  See. 


As  sung  hj  John  Foster. 


I've  seen  a  little  of  this  world,  I'm  an  obser\'ing  man. 

And  what  Hike  or  do  not  like,  totell  you.  Is  my  plan. 

The  ups  and  downs  of  life  by  me  is  viewed  in  every  way. 

And  many  sights  and  curious  scenes  I  see  throughout  the  day. 

I  do  not  Uke  to  see  a  man  who  happens  to  be  poor 

Drove  off  by  kicks  and  cruel  blows  from  a  wealthy  brother's  door, 

Though  he  may  not  possess  a  dime,  from  dollars  may  be  free, 

To  see  him  crushed  by  wealth  and  pride— I  do  not  like  to  see. 

I  do  not  like  to  see  a  girl  that  by  labor  bread  does  earn, 
Because  she  cannot  dress  in  silk— be  looked  upon  with  scorn ; 
Her  wealthy  sisters  pass  her  by  with  jewels  bright  bedecked. 
And  laugh  because  misfortune  sad  the  girl's  pure  life  has  wrecked. 
I  do  not  like  to  see  a  man,  by  fraud  has  millions  made. 
Look  down  upon  his  fellowman  and  try  him  to  degrade ; 
Nor  yet  to  see  a  bank  cashier  sail  swiftly  o'er  the  sea. 
Cursed  by  the  tears  of  those  he  robbed— the  sight  givei>  pain  to  me. 

I  do  not  like  to  see  a  man  from  punishment  escapte 

Because  he  can  give  thousands  for  to  save  him  from  the  scrape ; 

And  yet  the  man  who  steals  a  crust  to  save  his  wife  and  child 

Must  in  a  loathsome  dungeon-cell  with  fetters  be  defiled. 

I  do  not  like  to  see  a  boy  forsaken  in  his  play 

Because  his  clothes  are  patches— will  not  l>ear  the  light  of  day- 

That  boy,  though  poor,  in  future  days  a  Washington  may  be  I 

And  to  be  scorned  when  poorly  dressed,  I  do  not  likp  to  see. 

I  do  not  like  to  see  the  power  of  capital  increase, 
By  labor  was  our  country  built— and  may  its  power  increase- 
It  was  the  shovel  and  the  pick,  the  hard  and  slnev^T  hand 
Which  wrought  the  fame  of  Uncle  Sam— Columbia's  happy  land  I 
It  was  not  the  luxury  of  wealth  that  raised  our  noble  flag. 
It  was  the  sons  of  labor  that  did  low  each  tyrant  drag, 
Twas  the  oppressed  from  every  clime  that  made  our  conntry  free, 
Those  sons  of  honest  labor  that  I  so  much  like  to  «>ee.  ■'.    .    '■:■  "■'■.  '; 


— "Would  you  mind  standing  here  till  I  go  in  and  get  a 
cigar?"  he  asked.  "Of  course  not,"  she  replied;  "butaon't 
you  think,  Henry,  that  smoking  is  offensive,  and  that  it  will  be 
easier  practising  economy  after  marriage  if  it  is  practised  during 
courtship?"  "You're  right,"  h^said;  "I  shan't  smoke  any 
more,  sweet."  She  looked  ummerable  love  athimasthev  re- 
sumed their  stroll.  Just  tbej^lhey  came  to  an  ice-cream  saloon, 
and  he  said:  "There  noj^I  meant  to  treat  you  to  ice-cream, 
but,  as  you  say,  it  is  be^o  practise  economy  during  courtship. 
Ten  cents  for  a  ciga^ thirty  cents  for  two  ice-creams — forty 
cents  saved  in  a  sin^e  night.  Let's  go  over  to  the  fountain  and 
take  a  drink  of  -water."  They  went,  but  she  was  mad  enough 
to  bite  her  own  head  off. 


1-    '' 


H 


ks*c 


Tiddle-a-Wink,   the   Barber. 


SanK  by  Tony  Pastor. 


Now  iMister  Tomkins  had  a  son,  who  kept  a  barber's  shop. 

And  ]  >eing  queer  could  not  f;o  there,  so  a  note  to  bis  son  did  drop ; 

Said   he  old  knave,  I  want  a  shave,  I  also  really  think, 

Thert  is  not  one  shaves  like  my  son,  whose  name  Is  Tiddle-a-Wlnk. 

Chorus. 
T  ddle-a-Wink— Tiddle-a-Wlnk— Tiddle-a-Wink,  the  barber, 
T  ddle-a-Wink— Tiddle-a-Wink— went  to  shave  his  father, 
B  It  he  made  a  skip  and  cut  his  lip,  which  made  the  father  roar, 
T  le  father  knocked  poor  Tlddle-a-Wink  ban^;  upon  the  floor. 
. 
The  t  lood  then  flowed  from  Tomkins'  mouth  and  very  soou  he  found, 
Wher  )  he  used  to  put  an  ounce  of  meat  there  was  room  to  put  a  pound ; 
The  d  actor  he  was  quickly  brouRht,  to  sew  it  up  did  try. 
He  lo  )ked  so  queer,  they  were  all  in  fear,  when  the  doctor  said  he  must  die. 

Tiddle-a-Wiuk-Tiddle-a-Wink-*c. 

Said  1  e,  I  think  this  Tiddle-a-Wink  has  caused  his  father's  death  ; 


Then 


riddle-a-Wink  with  fear  did  blink— could  scarcely  catch  his  breath  ; 


The  f  ither  died,  the  son  he  tried  some  poison  then  to  take, 


But  t; 


*;    Next  bom  before  the  magistrate  poor  Tiddle-a-Wink  they  took, 
S    There  his  history  to  relate,  and  like  a  leaf  he  .shook  ; 
sqlicitor  soon  set  him  free,  and  the  people,  they 

how  the  old  man  met  his  death ;  others  they  would  say  : 

Tiddie-a-Wink— Tiddle-a-Wink— Ac. 
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I.  Rolling  Stone  Gathers  No  Moss. 
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9  they  stopp'd  and  on  him  dropped,  for  maklnfc  this  sad  mistake. 

Tiddle-a-Wlnk-Tiddle-a-Wink-&c. 


As  sunj?  by  Dan  Nash. 


we  pass  along  life,  how  many  we  see, 
.  Lnd  many  there  are  to  be  found 

o  are  never  contended  whcreer  they  may  be, 
.^nd  so  constantly  come  to  the  ground. 

y  always  are  ciianging  for  this  and  for  that, 

hough  for  reasons  they're  quite  at  a  loss. 
It    irines  to  our  mind  the  saying  so  pat, 
1 .  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss. 

Chouus. 
So  always  stick  firmly  to  what  you've  in  view. 

Don't  be  dazzled  by  glitter  and  gloss, 
Remember  the  maxim,  so  old  yet  so  true, 

A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss. 

Soi  ae  people  there  are,  they  go  in  for  trade, 

2  Lnd  scarcely  stay  at  it  a  week, 
Fo  •  tiiev  quickly  will  say  a  mistake  thcv  have  mad«, 

1  .nd  for  something  quite  different  seek. 
An  i  then,  when  at  last,  they  make  a  fresh  start, 

I  ;'s  ju.st  the  same  thing  as  before.  ' 

A  ■  ear  hardly  goes,  tliey  again  from  it  part, 

^  o  these  people  they  live  and  die  poor. — Chnrun. 


So 


Close  the  Shutters,  Willie's  Dead. 

Words  and  Music  by  James  E.  Stewart.        ,  t     ']•      . . 

Th*  Music  of  this  Sone  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Ueury  J.  Wehmau,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Close  the  shutters — Willie's  dead. 

Whom  we  loved  so  dear,      ,      . 
Like  a  dream  his  spirit  fled, 

From  our  home,  now  sad  and  drear. 
Where  the  Spring-time  flowers  were  blooming, 

And  the  happy  birds  sing  sweet. 
Angels  called  him  to  their  home, 

I  p  in  heaven  where  we  shall  meet. 

Chorus. 

Close  the  shutters— Willie's  dead,       , 

Hope  with  him  has  fled. 
From  our  home,  now  sad  and  lone, 

Close  the  shutters — Willie's  dead. 

Close  the  shutters— Willie's  dead. 

Gone  ia  childhood's  bloom. 
Pillowed  now  his  little  head 

In  the  cold  and  silent  tomb. 
O'er  his  grave  the  daisies  blossom. 

Where  his  little  form  wsis  laid. 
And  the  murm'ring  streamlet  plays, 

'Neath  the  willow's  quiet  shade.— CAoru«. 

Close  the  shutters — Willie's  dead. 

Death  has  claimed  him  now. 
Never  more  his  smile  will  shed 

Sunshine  on  poor  mother's  brow. 
She  is  almost  broken-hearted. 

And  our  home  is  sad  to  day; 
Life  has  lost  its  hope  and  joy. 

Since  our  Willie's  gone  away. — (  honia. 


\ 
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with  love,  a  young  man  falls  into  its  snare, 
1  .nd  tries  to  obtain  a  young  wife, 

of  constancy  true  lie  doe.'*  not  take  care, 
So  single  remains  all  his  life. 
Ma  ly  ladies  we  know  tlio  same  pathway  will  trac^, 
^ow  seldom  we  find  one  that's  staid,' 

's  quickly  attracted  by  every  fresh  face, 
9he  lives  and  she  dies  an  old  maid. — Oufru*. 


No  w  there  is  a  something  to  learn  from  my  song, 

1  .nd  for  all  there's  a  little  advice. 
Yo  1  must  all  persevere  if  you  want  to  make  way 
( 'n  the  troublesome  highway  of  life. 
!p  pushing  on  firmly,  though  slow  it  may  be, 
nd  on  this  you  may  safely  depijnd, 
)UKh  trials  may  arise  you  soon  will  be  free, 
I  .nd  success  will  be  yours  in  the  end. — C'Jumi*. 


small  boy  got  up  to  read  a  composition  on  "The  Tree." 
i;^t  as  far  as:  "This  subject  has  many  branches,"  when  the 
teacher  said:  "Stop!  you  have  not  made  your  bough  yet."  "If 
you  ihtemipt  me  again,"  said  the  bov,  "I'll  leave.  "  You  give 
me  any  more  impudence,  and  I'll  take  the  sap  out  of  you.  Do 
you  Understand? "  said  the  teacher.  "I  twig,"  said  the  boy, 
and  tten  the  regular  order  of  business  proceeded. 


I   HOPE   I   DON'T   INTRUDE. 

Words  and  Music  by  the  late  Wm.  H.  Delebanty.  [ 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  M  Cliatham  !<t..  New  York. 

I'm  happy  as  the  day  is  long, 

My  mind  is  never  easy. 
No  matter  whether  right  or  wron-.:. 

You  must  not  think  me  rude; 
For  love,  it  is  the  burden  of  my  song. 

With  joy  I'm  almost  crazy. 
And  if  perchance  I  sing  or  dance,     ^ 

You  must  not  think  me  rude. 
And  if  perchance  I  sing  or  dance, 

I  hope  I  don't  intrude. 

CnoRus. 

Oh,  dear,  don't  you  wish  that  you  were  me? — {Symph.) 
I  feel  just  as  happy  as  a  big  bumble  Xice;— {Symph.) 
I  was  walking  by  your  door,  when  I  heard  the  music  sweet. 
My  heart  with  joy  filled  over,  and  I  couldn't  keep  my  feet. 
So  keep  the  music  ringing,  as  it  makes  me  feel  so  good; 
And  if  I  make  one  little  break,  you  must  not  think  me  rude. 
And  if  I  make  one  little  break,  I  hope  I  don't  intrude. 

At  a  fancy  ball  the  other  night, 

Myself  and  little  Daisy, 
We  kept  it  up  till  broad  daylight, 

We  felt  so  awful  good; 
And  Daisy  looked  so  fair  and  bright 

She  set  the  men  all  crazy. 
And  when  they'd  ask  her  for  to  dance. 

She'd  say,  "I  wish  I  could." 
Then  I  would  say,  in  a  careless  way, 

I  hope  I  don't  intrude. — CIi*rua. 

Oh,  the  happy  day  is  drawing  near 

When  I  shall  wed  my  Daisy, 
The  Summer  time,  when  all  is  fair. 

And  flowrets  scent  the  wood ; 
When  the  merry  birds  are  singing  clear. 

My  mind  will  then  be  easy; 
In  happiness  and  perfect  bliss, 

I  shall  not  then  act  rude. 
And  if  you  come  to  see  our  home,    '.  / 

We'll  say*  "You  don't  intrude,  "—(7»orta,    * 
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PAUL  REVERE'S  RIDE. 

,  A  Recitation— By  H.  W.  Longfellow. 

Listen,  my  children,  and  you  shall  hear 

Of  the  midnight  ride  of  Paul  Revere, 

On  the  eighteenth  of  April,  in  Seventy-Five; 

Hardly  a  man  is  now  alive 

Who  remembers  that  famous  day  and  year. 

He  said  to  his  friend — "If  the  British  march    ■ 
By  land  or  sea  from  the  town  to-night; 
Hang  a  lantern  aloft  in  the  belfry  arch 
Of  the  North  Church  tower,  as  a  signal  light — 
One  if  by  land,  and  two  if  by  sea; 
And  I  on  the  opposite  shore  will  be. 
Ready  to  ride  and  spread  the  alarm 
Through  every  Middlesex  village  and  farm, 
For  the  country-folk  to  be  up  and  to  arm." 

Then  he  said  good-night,  and  ■with  muffled  oar 

Silently  rowed  to  the  Charlestown  shore. 

Just  as  the  moon  rose  over  the  bay. 

Where,  swinging  wide  at  her  moorings,  lay 

The  Somerset,  British  man-of-war: 

A.  phantom  ship,  with  each  mast  and  spar 

Across  the  moon  like  a  prison-bar, 

And  a  huge  black  hulk,  that  was  magnified 

By  its  own  reflection  in  the  tide. 

Meanwhile,  his  friend  through  alley  and  street 
Wanders  and  watches  with  eager  ears. 
Till  in  the  silence  around  him  he  hears 
The  muster  of  men  at  the  barrack-door. 
The  sound  of  arms,  and  the  tramp  of  feet,  ~     . 
And  the  meiusured  tread  of  the  grenadiers 
Marching  down  to  their  boats  on  the  shore. 

Then  he  climbed  to  the  tower  of  the  church, 
Up  the  wooden  stairs,  with  stealthy  tread. 
To  the  belfry-chamber  overhead. 
And  startled  the  pigeons  from  their  perch 
On  the  sombre  rafters,  that  round  him  made 
Masses  and  moving  shapes  of  shade — 
Up  the  light  ladder,  slender  and  tall. 
To  the  highest  window  in  the  wall. 
Where  he  paused  to  listen  and  look  down 
A  moment  on  <he  roofs  of  the  quiet  town. 
And  the  moonlight  flowing  over  all. 

Beneath  in  the  church-yard,  lay  the  dead 
In  their  night-encampment  on  the  hill,  . 
Wrapped  in  silence  so  deep  and  still 
That  he  could  hear,  like  a  seulinel's  tread, 

The  watchful  night-wind,  as  it  went 

Creeping  along  from  tent  to  tent. 

And  seeming  to  whisper,  "All  is  well!" 

A  moment  only  he  feels  the  spell 

Of  the  place  and  the  hour,  the  secret  dread 

Of  the  lonely  belfry  and  the  dead; 

For  suddenly  all  his  thoughts  are  cent 

On  a  shadowy  something  far  away. 

Where  the  river  widens  to  meet  the  bay— ^    . 

A  line  of  black,  that  bends  and  floats 

On  the  rising  tide,  like  a  bridge  of  boats. 

Meanwhile,  impatient  to  mount  and  ride,     .' 

Booted  and  spurred,  with  a  heavy  stride. 

On  the  opposite  shore  walked  Paul  Revere. 

Now  he  patted  his  horse's  side, 

Now  gazed  on  the  landscape  far  and  near. 

Then  impetuous  stamped  the  earth. 

And  turned  and  tightened  his  saddle-girth; 

But  mostly  he  watched  with  eager  search 

The  belfry  tower  of  the  old  North  Church, 

As  it  rose  above  the  graves  on  the  hill. 

Lonely,  and  spectral,  and  sombre,  and  still. 

And  lo!  as  he  looks,  on  the  belfry's  height,  . 

A  glimmer,  and  then  a  gleam  of  light! 

He  springs  to  the  saddle,  the  bridle  he  turns,    ' 

But  lingers  and  gazes,  till  full  on  his  sight     ... 

A  second  lamp  in  the  belfry  burns! 

A  hurry  of  hoofs  in  a  village  street, 

A  shape  in  the  moonlight,  a  bulk  in  the  dark. 

And  beneath  from  the  pebbles,  in  passing,  a  spark 


Struck  out  by  a  steed  that  flies  fearless  and  fleet: 

That  was  all!  And  yet,  through  the  gloom  and  the  light, 

The  fate  of  a  nation  was  riding  that  night; 

And  the  spark  struck  out  by  that  steed,  iu  his  flight, 

Kindled  the  land  into  flame  with  its  heat. 

It  was  twelve  by  the  village-clock     ■  '         -    '  '       .       . 
When  he  crossed  the  bridge  into  Medford  town;  » 

He  heard  the  crowing  of  the  cock  :  ., 

And  the  barking  of  the  farmer's  dog  ' 

And  felt  the  damp  of  the  river-fog 
That  rises  when  the  sun  goes  down.        •* 

It  was  one  by  the  village-clock  • 

When  he  rode  into  Lexington. 

He  saw  the  gilded  weathercock 

Swim  in  the  moonlight  as  he  passed. 

And  the  meeting-house  windows,  blank  and  bare. 

Gaze  at  him  with  a  spectral  glare. 

As  if  they  already  stood  aghast 

At  the  bloody  work  they  would  look  upon. 

It  was  two  by  the  village-clock 

When  he  came  to  the  bridge  in  Concord  town. 

He  heard  the  bleating  of  the  flock, 

And  the  twitter  of  birds  among  the  trees,    ;.     '.  ' 

And  felt  the  breath  of  the  morning  breeze  . 

Blowing  over  the  meadow^s  brown. 

And  one  was  safe  and  asleep  in  his  bed  : 

Who  at  the  bridge  would  be  first  to  fall, 

Who  that  day  would  be  lying  dead. 

Pierced  by  a  British  musket-ball.  :       . 

You  know  the  rest.     In  the  books  you  have  read    ,  ' 
How  the  British  regulars  fired  and  fled — 
How  the  farmers  gave  them  ball  for  ball. 
From  behind  each  fence  and  farmyard  wall. 
Chasing  the  red  coats  down  the  lane. 
Then  crossing  the  fields  to  emerge  again 
Under  the  trees  at  the  turn  of  the  road, 
And  only  pausing  to  fire  and  load. 

So  through  the  night  rode  Paul  Revere; 

And  so  through  the  night  went  his  cry  of  alarm 

To  every  Middlesex  village  and  farm — 

A  cry  of  defiance  and  not  of  fear — 

A  voice  in  the  darkness,  a  knock  at  the  door. 

And  a  word  that  shall  echo  for  evermore! 

For,  borne  on  the  night-wind  of  the  Past, 

Through  all  our  history,  to  the  last, 

In  the  hour  of  darkness,  and  peril,  and  need,    . 

The  people  will  waken  and  listen  to  hear 

The  hurrying  hoof -beat  of  that  steed. 

And  the  midnight  message  of  Paul  Revere. 


.-4- 


r" 


ANNIE    OF   THE   VALE. 

■  > 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  I 

of  30  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York.  ! 


The  young  stars  are  glowing,  their  clear  light  bestowing. 
Their  radiance  fills  the  calm,  clear  Summer  night! 

Come  forth  like  a  fairy,  so  lithsome  and  airy^ 
And  ramble  in  the  soft  mystic  light. 

CnoRcs.  .  .: 

Come,  come,  come,  love,  come!  ' 

Come  ere  the  night-torches  pale; 
Oh,  come  in  thy  beauty,  thou  marvel  of  duty,      ^  ■ 

Dear  Annie,  dear  Annie  of  the  vale. 

The  world  we  inherit  is  charmed  by  thy  spirit. 

As  radiant  as  the  mild  Summer  ray! 
The  watch-dog  is  snarling,  for  fear  Annie  darling. 

His  beautiful  young  friend,  I'd  steal  away. 

Come,  come,  come,  love,  come!  Ac. 

The  night  is  advancing,  the  glow-worm  is  dancing,       -  .^-,., 
The  zephyrs  breathe  their  music  o'er  the  sea; 

The  forest  is  swaying,  the  streamlets  delaying,  . ,   > 

All  nature  waits  my  darling — waits  for  thee. 

Come,  come,  come,  love,  come!  «S5C. 


— The  girls  like  the  new  song. 
Boys."  It  sounds  so  much  like, 
boys." 


"Put  Your  Armor  on.  My 
"  Put  your  arm  around  me, 
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I'm  the  G-overnor's  Only  Son. 

Copyright,  1877.  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

The  Iflaslo  of  thi«  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
jot  12  cents,  by  llenry  J.  Wehman,  SO  Chatham  St.,  M«w  York. 

My  name  is  George  Adolphus  Brown, 

A  gentlemim  offasbion; 
The  ladies'  most  devoted  slave, 
I'm  full  of  the  tender  passion. 
My  hands  with  toil  I  never  soil. 

And  ev'ry  care  I  shun. 
The  old  folks  think  the  world  of  me, 
I'm  the  governor's  only  son. 
Chords. 
.  I'm  the  governor's  onlr  son, 

I'm  festive  and  I'm  free; 
At  home  I  am  the  baby. 
And  my  parents  dote  on  me. 
.    I'm  a  favorite  with  the  girls, 
I  give  them  lots  of  fun; 
I'm  quite  a  pet,  and  don't  forget 
I'm  the  governor's  only  son. 

I  cultivate  a  lofty  style, 

I  drive  a  horse  ana  carriage, 
With  some  fair  creature  by  my  side. 

But  never  think  of  marriage. 
They  say,  "  I  ought  to  settle  down. 

AVhen  some  sweetheart  I've  won," 
But  there's  a  score  of  girls  that  sigh 

For  the  governor's  only  son. — Uhcrut. 

I  drink  the  finest  brands  of  wine, 

And  make  my  friends  all  jolly; 
I  love  the  midnight  hour  of  joy. 

Though  some  may  think  it  folly. 
I  never  want  for  cash  to  spend,  « 

I  go  it  while  I'm  young, 
Ilaugh  ha!  ha!  anasingtal  tal 

I'm  the  governor's  only  son. — Choru*.  .■ 


The  Fisherman  and  His  Child, 

Sung  by  the  San  Francisco  Minstrels. 

"  The  fisherman  and  his  child  are  drowned! ** 

Came  ringing  tljrough  the  town; 
The  father  ancfchild  lay  under  the  tide, 

And  friends  did  mourn  around. 
The  poor  wife  and  mother  prayed  aloud, 

"  Oh,  God !  it  cannot  be. 
For  in  yonder  mist  I  see  them  still, 

"Their  milk-white  sails  I  see — 
For  in  yonder  mist  I  see  them  still. 

Their  milk-white  sails  I  see." 

Chorus., 
Twas  the  voice  of  their  God  that  they  heard, 

As  they  sank  in  the  deep: 
"  Come  to  me,  I  love  thee. 

And  thy  precious  soul  111  keep* 
Come  to  me,  I  love  thee. 

Thy  precious  soul  I'll  keep." 

The  fisherman  saw  his  boat  was  lost. 

He  tried  to  save  his  child. 
He  battled  the  waves  with  all  human  power. 

But  the  wind  was  howling  wild; 
Then  he  spoke  to  his  child. 

She  answered  not;  he  raised  her  tiny  head. 
He  cried  in  despair :"  Thy  will  be  done! " 

The  child  he  loved  was  dead — 
He  cried  in  despair:  "Thy  A'ill  be  done!" 

The  child  he  loved  was  dead. — Choru$. 

And  when  the  storm  ceased  the  sea  went  down, 

Brave  men  went  on  the  shore; 
The  tide  had  gone  out,  they  searched  all  about. 

From  the  sea  two  forms  they  bore. 
Their  faces  were  calm,  their  hands  were  raised. 

As  if  in  silent  prayer, 
Thefather  in  life  had  clasped  his  child. 

In  death  they  found  hira  there — 
The  father  in  life  had  clasped  his  child. 

In  death  they  found  him  there. — Chont*. 


T~ 

rd  Offer  Thee  this  Hand  of  Mine 

Song  by  the  late  Mme.  Parepa-Rosa.  .. 

Tb«  Uoalo  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  30  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  Kew  York. 

I'd  offer  thee  this  hand  of  mine. 

If  I  could  love  thee  less ; 
But  hearts  as  warm  and  pure  as  thine 

Should  never  know  distress: 
Myfortuno  is  too  hard  for  thee;    ' 

^would  chill  thy  dearest  joy ; 
rd  rather  weep  to  see  thee  free. 

Than  win  thee  to  destroy. 

I  leave  thee  in  thy  happiness. 

As  one  too  dear  to  love. 
As  one  I  think  of  but  to  bless. 

As  wretchedly  I  rove ; 
But  O,  when  sorrow's  cup  I  drink. 

All  bitter  though  it  be. 
How  sweet  'twill  be  for  me  to  think 

It  holds  no  drop  for  thee! 

And  now  my  dreams  are  sadly  o'er; 

Fate  bids  tliem  all  depart; 
*  And  I  must  leave  my  native  shorn 

In  brokcnness  of  heart; 
Then  O  dear  one,  when  far  from  thee 

I  ne'er  know  joy  again, 
I  would  not  that  one  tliought  of  me 

Should  give  thy  bosom  pain.  '/ 


rVE  G-OT  A  DONKEY. 

Composed  by  James  Bradley. 

I've  got  a  donkey,  he  stands  six  foot  high, 

I'll  sell  to  the  man  that  wishes  to  buy. 

He  drinks  Seltzer  water  whenever  he's  dry. 

In  a  race  on  the  turf  he  has  never  proved  shy ; 

He  makes  good  time,  about  one  mile  a  day, 

I'll  match  him  again  any  stallion  or  bay; 

He  fought  for  his  country,  he's  been  through  the  war, 

I  feed  him  on  herrings,  hay- rope  and  tar. 

Chorus. 

I've  got  a  donkey,  he's  not  very  chunky, 
I'll  trade  for  a  monkey,  to  any  old  fl«nkey, 
Now  wouldn't  that  be  hunkey  if  he  had  my  donkey, 
And  I  had  his  monkey,  my  donkey  also? 

If  he's  locked  in  the  stable  he'll  make  a  stiff  kick. 
If  he  wants  to  get  out  he'll  pretend  ho  is  sick ; 
I  call  out  my  donkey — his  name  it  is  Dick, 
I  coax  him  along  with  a  hickory  stick. 
If  I  leave  in  his  box  a  big  bale  of  hay. 
He'll  eat  it  all  up  and  leave  none  for  next  day; 
Last  week  he  broke  loose  and  he  got  astray, 
He  was  found  in  a  sewer  in  Avenue  A.—Uhtmu. 

I  harnessed  him  up  last  St.  Patrick's  day. 

I  rode  on  his  back  so  cheerful  and  gay. 

We  started  from  the  comer  of  Tenth  and  Broadway, 

We  rode  to  the  Hall  without  any  delay; 

Just  as  we  were  passing  by  Central  Park 

A  boy  fired  a  pistol  off,  just  for  a  lark. 

The  donkey  fell  down,  which  caused  a  blockade. 

Only  for  fifty  horse-doctors  he'd  spoil  the  parade. — Chorus. 

—"I  don't  see  how  I'd  git  along  without  Mary,  nohow,"  Mrs. 
Blucher  observed,  pausing  to  wipe  the  perspiration  from  her 
aged  features  and  put  another  ladle  of  soft  soap  into  the  steam- 
ing suds,  while  her  daughter's  voiee  at  the  piano  could  be  dis- 
dinctly  recognized,  floatmg  out  from  the  adjoining  parlor.  "  I 
don't  see  how  I'd  get  along  without  that  gal,  nohow.  Al'ays  on 
these  days  when  I  hev  the  tiringest  work  she  just  picks  out  her 
nicest  pieces,  like  "Sweet  Rest.  By-and-By,"  and  "Mother'L 
Growing  Old,"  aud  sings  'em  fur  me  afore  she  goes  out  on  the 
lawn  to  play  croquet  with  the  other  young  folks.  'Taint  every 
gal  as  ud  be  so  thohthful,  I  kin  tellyou.  Now,  most  on  'em 
udjest  bang  away  with  "Jordan  is  a  Hard  Road  to  Travel,"  or 
"Whoop  'em  up,  Eliza  Jane,"  but  she  ain't  none  o'  that  sort. 
She's  a  pile  o'  comfort  to  me — a  pile  o'  comfort,"  and  Mrs. 
Blucher  fanned  herself  vigorously  with  her  soiled  apron,  pre- 
paratory to  running  the  clothes  through  the  second  water. 
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I   WILL   BE   TRUE   TO   THEE. 

,  Words  and  music  by  the  late  Stephen  C.  Foster.    ,  .       \* 

The  Mnsic  of  this  Sent;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  ou  receipt 
of  80  cents,  by  Ileory  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

I  will  be  true  to  thee,  ,      :      ::,'    . 

Though  I  share  in  thy  worst  despair;        '..[,■■'.-:  ^.  -. 
I  will  be  true  to  thee, 

Though  my  own  heart  be  bowed  with  care. 
Though  cold  neglect  upon  thy  hopes  may  fall, 
■/'      Though  fears  of  death  may  Ikover  near  thy  soul. 
Though  funeral  knells  upon  thine  ears  may  toll. 
Yet  I  will  be  true  to  thee, 
I  will  be  true  to  thee,  ^  :r. 

I  will  be  true  to  thee. 

I  will  be  true  to  thee, 

Though  I  roam  in  a  far-off  land. 
Whether  on  earth  or  sea,  .,  ■ 

In  a  bower  or  desert  strand. 
Though  darkest  clouds  may  mar  the  morning  beams,  . 
And  vapors  dull  may  settle  on  the  streams, 
Though  blighting  Time  destroy  thy  fondest  dreams, 
Yet  I  will  be  true  to  thee, 
I  will  be  true  to  thee, 
;  I  will  be  true  to  thee. 

I  will  be  true  to  thee ; 

I  will  pray  for  thee  night  and  day;  . 

Wilt  thou  be  true  to  me 
As  in  years  that  have  rolled  away? 
,  V     When  all  thy  childhood's  dearest  hopes  have  flod, 
And  gloomy  visions  linger  round  thy  head, 
When  all  thy  dear  and  early  friends  are  dead, 
Then  I  will  be  true  to  thee, 
I  will  be  true  to  thee,  ■ 
I  will  be  true  to  thee. 


DRIFTING-  WITH  THE   TIDE. 

As  axiaK  by  Johnny  Gibbons. 

This  world  is  not  so  bad  a  world. 

Though  full  of  ups  and  downs; 
Some  get  rich,  some  get  poor. 

Some  smile  while  others  frown. 
But  there's  a  way  to  get  along, 

And  easily  to  glide; 
You'll  find  it  very  easy 

If  you  are  drifting  with  the  tide. 

'      Chorus. 

Drifting  with  the  tide, 

Easily  we  glide; 
Down  the  stream  of  life  alone. 

Drifting  with  the  tide.  . 

There  is  many  a  man  who  tries  to  live 

Upon  the  honest  plan. 
He  loves  his  neighbor  as  himself,     -  ;  • .      ./, 

He's  an  upright  honest  man.       .^^ 
Yet  still  he  struggles  hard  along 

In  this  cold  world  so  wide; 
He  has  not  learned  the  easy  way 

Of  drifting  with  the  tide. — Ohort/x.      /  , 

If  a  poor  man  steals  a  pennv  loaf         . 
To  feed  his  starving  child,  '     .      f. 

-      He'll  soon  be  up  before  the  judge,  . 

His  sentence  won't  be  mild. 
But  let  defaulters  steal  your  gold,    ,       .;, 
Their  crimes  they  surely  hide; 
.     The  reason  is  they  learned  the  way 

Of  drifting  with  the  tide. — ChorvK.      ,      , 


.  ^... 


\ 


— Johnny  went  put  to  serenade  his  .sweetheart  the  other  eve- 
ning; he  took  some  of  his  musical  friends  with  him.  When 
they  reached  the  ground  under  her  window,  Johnny,  who  was 
an  excellent  singer,  gave  the  bo\^  the  signal,  and  they  started 
playing,  "  See  that  My  Grave  is  Kept  Green."  Before  Johnny 
started  on  the  second  line  a  window  opened,  and  a  voice  was 
heard  exclaiming:  "I'll  attend  to  the  grave  business,  young 
men ! "  and  the  enraged  parent  pK)ked  an  old  musket  ont  of  the 
window.    No  more  concert  that  evening. 


THE   BOSTON   FIRE. 

-  ^:  .   As  sung  by  William  Scanlan.  .? > 

It  was  only  on  the  tenth  of  last  November, 
That  we  heard  the  news  we  ever  shall  remember, 
That  the  fire-king  had  cast  his  burning  embers 

O'er  another  fated  city  in  our  land. 
As  the  woeful  tidings  flashed  along  the  wire. 
Of  this  other  sad  catastrophe  so  dire. 
That  Boston,  beauteous  city,  was  on  fire. 

And  sinking  'neath  the  fiend's  relentless  hand. 

■-■'"'."'.:■'■-:'■.■;  Chorus.   ■■,,.'■• 

Fire!  fire!  was  heard  the  cry, 
•  In  every  breeze  liiat  passed  us  by, 

All  the  world  did  heave  a  sigh  of  pity  .- 
Strong  men  in  anguish  prayed 
Fervent  prayers  to  heaven  to  aid, 
-;      .        Before  the  fire  in  ruins  laid. 

Fair  Boston,  beauteous  city. 

And  all  through  the  terrible  commotion 
The  wind  blew  a  gale  from  off  the  ocean, 
The  brave  firemen  worked  with  all  devotion. 

To  laugh  at  their  efforts  yet  it  seem'd; 
And  soared  with  fiery  prayer  still  higher, 
O'er  chimney  top,  steeple  and  church  spire. 
Till  all  was  one  vast  fiame  of  fire. 

And  the  light  around  the  horizon  gleamed. — Ch»ru$. 

But  who  saved  the  city  from  a  panic, 

From  the  rule  of  the  fire-king  too  tyranic;  .*  . 

But  the  brave-hearted  fireman  and  mechanic. 

The  best  and  the  noblest  in  the  land; 
Far  brighter  than  the  soldier's  record  of  glory, 
Are  the  nan.es  of  those  wlio  live  in  song  and  story, 
Who'll  rebuild  the  city  to  its  former  glory. 

And  build  her  up,  if  possible,  more  grand. 

Chorus. 

And  soon  will  no  trace  remain 
Of  that  vast  sea  of  flame, 

Boston  will  rise  again,  remember; 
Brave  men  will  be  found 
Who  will  build  a  fairer  town, 
Like  Chicago,  from  the  ground, 
.-  Before  the  next  November. 


In  the  Days  when  I  was  Hard  Tip. 

In  the  days  when  I  was  hard  up,  not  many  years  ago, 
I  sufferea  that  which  only  can  the  sons  of  misery  know ; 
Relations,  friends,  companions,  they  all  turned  up  their  nose. 
And  they  rated  me  a  vagabond  for  want  of  better  clothes. 

In  the  days  when  I  was  hard  up,  for  want  of  food  and  fire, 
I  used  to  tie  my  shoes  up  with  little  bits  of  wire; 
When  hungry,  cold,  cast  on  a  rock,  and  could  not  get  a  meal, 
How  oft  I've  beat  the  devil  down  for  tempting  me  to  steal. 

In  the  days  when  I  was  hard  up,  for  furniture  and  drugs. 
Many  a  Summer's  night  I've  held  communion  with  the  bugs; 
I  never  faced  them  with  a  pike,  or  smashed  them  on  the  wall, 
I  said  the  world  was  wide  enough,  there's  room  enough  for  all. 

In  the  days  when  I  was  hard  up,  I  used  to  lock  my  door. 

For  fear  the  landlady  should  say  you  can't  lodge  here  no  more. 

From  my  own  back  drawing-room,  about  ten  feet  by  six. 

In  the  work-house  wall  just  opposite,  I've  counted  all  the  bricks. 

In  the  days  when  I  was  hard  up,  I  bowed  my  spirits  down. 
And  often  have  I  sought  a  friend  to  borrow  half  a  crown; 
How  many  are  there  in  this  world  whose  evil  eye  can  scan 
The  shabby  suit  of  toggery,  but  cannot  see  the  man. 

In  the  days  when  I  was  hard  up.  I  found  a  blissful  hope. 
It's  all  a  poor  man's  heritaife  to  keep  him  from  the  rope; 
Now  I've  found  a  good  old  maxim,  and  this  shall  be  my  plan, 
Altho'  I  wear  a  ragged  coat,  I'll  wear  it  like  a  man. 


— "  Who  do  you  love?  "  said  Jones  to  his  sweetheart's  baby 
sister.  "I  loves  'oo."  was  the  reply.  "And  who  does  sLssy 
love? "    '  •  Sissy  loves  Mr.  Smit,  toss  he  tisses  her. " 
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THE  BOSTON  BUHGLAH. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
composed,  and  sunj;  with  great  success  by  R.  Co«k. 

I  was  born  ia  Boston, 

A  city  you  all  know  well; 
Brought  up  by  honest  parents — 

The  truth  to  you  I'll  tell— 
brought  up  by  honest  parents 

And  raised  most  tenderly, 
Till  I  became  a  sporting  man 

At  the  age  of  twenty-three. 

My  character  was  taken 

And  I  was  sent  to  jail; 
My  friends  found  that  it  was  in  raia 

To  get  me  out  on  bail; 
The  jury  found  me  guilty, 

The  Clerk  he  wrote  it  down, 
The  Judge  thi-n  passed  my  senteae*— 

I  was  sent  to  Charlestown. 

To  see  my  aged  father 

A  standing  at  the  bar,  . 

Likewise  my  aged  mother 

A  tearing  of  lier  hair — 
The  tearing  of  her  old  grey  locks, 

While  the  tears  came  rolling  down. 
Saying:  "  Son,  dear  son,  what  have  you  done, 

That  you  are  sent  to  Charlestown. 

I  was  put  on  board  an  eastern  train, 

That  cold  December  day, 
And  every  station  that  we  passed, 

I'd  hear  the  people  say: 
There  goes  that  Boston  burglar. 

In  strong  chains  he'll  be  bound; 
For  some  crime  or  another. 

He  is  off  to  Charlestown. 

There  is  a  girl  in  Boston, 

A  girl  that  I  love  well, 
And  if  ever  I  got  my  liberty. 

Along  with  her  I'll  dwell; 
And  if  ever  I  get  my  liberty, 

Bad  company  I'll  shun. 
Likewise  night  walking,  gambling, 

And  also  drinking  rum. 

All  you  who  have  your  liberty. 

Pray  keep  it  if  you  can. 
And  don't  go  'round  the  streets  at  night 

To  break  the  laws  of  man. 
For  if  you  do  you'll  surely  rue. 

And  find  yourself  like  me. 
Who  am  serving  out  my  twenty-one  years 

In  the  penitentiary. 


Le' .  the  Dead  and  the  Beautifal  Rest. 


The  M«  sic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
( if  BO  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 


L<  t  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  rest; 

Make  her  grave  'neath  the  willow  by  the  stream, 
Vi  here  the  wind-harps  will  whisper  o'er  tlie  blest. 

Like  the  song  of  some  angel  in  our  dreams, 
O^,  80  young  and  fair,  with  her  bright  golden  hair.- 

CnoRDS. 

Let  her  sleep,  let  her  sleep, 

Let  her  sleep  'neath  the  willow  by  the  stream. 
Let  her  sleep,  let  her  sleep. 

Let  her  sleep  'neath  the  willow  by  the  stream. 

Jm  t  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  rest. 

Tor  the  Spring-time  is  coming  with  its  flow'rs, 

when  the  wild  rose  will  blossom  o'er  her  breast, 
A.8  the  song  birds  will  wile  away  the  hours. — Chorus. 

Li  t  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  rest 

hVhero  the  long  drooping  willow  branches  wave, 
"Vwiile  the  moon  slowly  sinKing  in  the  West, 

piieaves  the  stars  keeping  vigil  o'er  her  grave. — Choru$. 


^_r--^u— 


CASEY'S  WHISKEY. 


OopyrlKht,  1875,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 


Thw  Muaio  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  18  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 


Ueself  and  Barney  Casey  wint  to  have  a  little  spree. 
He  had  a  bottle  for  himself,  and  another  one  for  me. 
We  thravel'd  round  the  city,  till  our  heads  and  feet  were  sore. 
And  ev'ry  dhrluk  it  was  so  nice,  it  made  us  wish  for  more. 

Chokus. 
Bad  luck  to  Casey's  whiskey  I  it  made  us  both  so  f riskey. 

We  dhrank  our  bottles  empty,  and  at  last  we  couldn't  stand ; 
Along  the  streets  we  rambled,  we  stagjcer'd  and  we  scrambled, 
And  sung  a  song,  the  whole  night  long,  of  gay  ould  Paddy's  land. 

We  met  a  big  policeman  and  he  looked  at  us,  says  he,  1 

"What  brings  you  out  so  late  as  this?"  says  I,  "The  counthry's  free." 
"  Shut  up."  says  Casey ;  **  Come  along."    "  Oh !  divil  a  bit,"  says  I, 
*'  I'll  shtrike  him  If  he  says  a  word,  the  durty  mane  ould  spy  1 "         j 
Sfoken— And  if  I  ever  did  shtrike  him  he  misht  well  say- 
Bad  luck  to  Casey's  whiskey  \  it  made  us,  &c. 

He  turned  aroimd  and  left  us— shure  the  man  was  not  to  blame,       I 
I  called  him  back,  and  axed  him  if  he'd  please  to  tell  his  name.         | 
"  Of  coorse,"  says  ho,  "  It's  Flanigan ;  I'm  from  the  county  Clare,"   ' 
"Hurroo  I "  says  I,  "shake  hands  me  b'y,  our  whiskey  you  must  share." 
Back  luck  to  Casey's  whiskey  I  it  made  us,  &c. 

Out  kem  the  empty  bottle,  and  I  put  it  in  his  paw, 
"Look  out,"  says  he,  "  whin  on  me  post,  a  dhrink's  against  the  law." 
He  put  the  bottle  to  his  mouth,  but  dl vll  a  dhrop  was  there,  j 

And  while  we  laughed  at  Flanigan,  sure  he  bccan  to  swear  I 

Bad  luck  to  Casey's  whiskey    it  made  us,  &c. 

He  raised  his  club  above  his  head,  and  vowed  he'd  take  us  in,  I 

For  dhrlnkln'  on  the  highway.    "  Oh,"  says  Casey,  "that's  too  thin." 
He  dhragged  poor  Casey  off  to  Jail,  and  thried  to  take  me  too. 
But  to  keep  a  hoult  on  Casey  was  as  much  as  he  could  do. 
Spoken— I  pitied  poor  Casey  and  I  suppose  he  pitied  me,  but  it  was  all  his 
own  doings.    The  two  bottles  fixed  him. 

Bad  luck  to  Casey's  whiskey  I  it  made  us,  Ac.       ^ 


Why  did  They  Dig  Ma's  G-rave  so  Deep? 


Copyright,  1880,  by  R.  A.  Saalfleld. 


The  Uuslc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addreiw,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cenu,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 


Poor  littla  Nellie  is  weeping  to-night. 
Thinking  of  davs  that  were  full  of  delight, 
Lonely  she  6its\)y  the  old  kitchen  grate. 
Sighing  for  mother,  but  now  'tis  too  late. 
Under  the  daisies  now  covered  with  snow. 
Rests  the  fond  mother,  away  from  life's  woe; 
Nellie  is  left  now  to  murmur  and  weep. 
Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep? 

Chorus. 

Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep, 
Down  in  the  clay  so  deep? 
Why  did  they  leave  me  here  to  weep?    • 
Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep? 

Only  sweet  memories  of  gladness  and  love      , 
Came  to  the  child  of  the  dear  one  above; 
Shadows  are  creeping  around  the  lone  room, 
Early  and  late  there's  a  feeling  of  gloom. 
Out  m  the  church-yard  the  wild  breezes  blow. 
Seeming  to  echo  her  heart's  grief  and  woe; 
Softly  she  murmurs,  while  cTiills  o'er  her  creep, 
Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep? 

Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep?  &c 

Poor  little  Nellie  in  slumber's  sweet  rest 
Dreams  all  the  night  of  the  mother  so  blest. 
Sees  her  again  in  a  vision  of  light. 
Praying,  Ood  bless  little  Nellie  to-night! 
Smiling  upon  her  with  glorified  face, 
Calliag  her  home  to  that  liright  resting  place; 
Poor  little  Nellie  oft  sighs  in  her  sleep. 
Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep? 

Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep?  Ac. 
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Empty  is  the  Stable,  Davy's  G-one 

<^pyrisht,  1881,  by  A.  J.  Pisher.    Published  by  permission. 

Sung  by  Lester  and  Williams.    Tune—"  Cradle's  Empty,  Baby's  Gone.  " 

The  Sheet  Music  suitable  for  this  Song  can  be  had  of  Henry  J.  Wehmau. 
No.  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York.    Price  40  cents. 


I  used  to  own  a  donkey,  a  bob-tail  stubborn  mule. 

He  was  born  about  the  year  of  '49; 
His  head  was  full  of  scars  from  stopping  railroad  cars. 

He  was  ring-boned,  spavined,  deal  and  blind; 
He  could  kick  a  steam  engine,  and  raise  you  through  the  roof. 

And  send  you  where  Bob  Ingersoll  belongs; 
He  died  at  half-past  four,  he's  gone  to  that  beautiful  shore 

Empty  is  the  stable,  Davy's  gone. 

Chorus.   ■■'"■::_:-■■■:■:::,.::'. 

Gone  to  join  the  angels,  with  spit-curls  on  his  hair,    . 

Died  with  epizootic  in  the  head; 
He  might  have  gone  to  Congress,  if  he  only  lived. 

Empty  is  the  stable,  Davy's  gone. 

His  hoof  was  like  a  slungshot.  he  could  raise  you  thro*  the  roof, 

He'd  come  into  the  house  and  kick  you  out  of  bed; 
His  feet  were  full  of  bunions,  he  could  eat  a  barrel  of  onions, 

A'nd  go  to  sleep  a  standing  on  his  head; 
He'd  go  to  a  saloon,  shove  his  hoof  through  a  spittoon, 

And  kick  the  bar  into  the  gutter  for  a  joke; 
When  he  laid  down  and  died,  every  mule  in  Jersey  died,        . 

Empty  is  the  stable,  Davy's  gone. 

Chorus.  V     '    " 

B-wy's  left  the  stable  for  the  promised  laud, 

His  overshoes  and  saddle  are  in  pawn; 
No  more  hay  he'll  ever  chew,  they've  turned  him  into  glue, 

Empty  is  the  stable,  Davy's  gone. 


TRUE   TO   THE   CORE. 

Sung  by  Miss  Lulu  Mortimer.     •.         "; 

Mankind  drift  along  through  this  broad  sea  of  care, 

With  some  'tis  foul  weather,  with  others  'tis  fair. 

Some  help  one  another  to  reach  the  bright  shore. 

While  others  sit  silent  desparing  the  more. 

I've  a  few  words  to  say  if  vou'll  list  to  my  song,   ;      .  •:  , 

Your  attention  I  ask,  1  will  not  keep  you  long. 

My  subject  for  song  is  a  new  one  I'm  sure. 

For  I'll  sing  about  men  that  were  true  to  the  core. 

Let  me  first  sing  of  one  whom  all  Ireland  love. 
Who  gave  up  his  life  his  devotion  to  prove; 
He  died  for  his  country,  he  cared  not  for  fame. 
And  each  son's  of  Erin  rejoice  at  his  name; 
I  mean  not  the  brave  Dan  O'Connell  of  old, 
I  mean  not  the  brave  Dan  O'Connell  the  bold. 
Nor  Ireland's  sweet  poet,  the  warm-hearted  Moore, 
But  brave  Robert  Emmett  was  true  to  the  core. 

And  now  let  me  sing  of  America's  friend,  '.  j 

Who  gave  up  his  life  for  liberty's  end; 

Hand  in  hand  with  oiir  Washington,  noble  hero, 

He  fought  'neath  our  banner,  the  red,  white  and  blue; 

From  his  own  sunny  France,  from  his  kindred  and  home. 

Across  the  broad  ocean  he  feared  not  to  roam. 

Let  the  battle  field  echo  the  old  days  of  yore. 

That  dear  Lafayette  he  was  true  to  the  core. 

Another  name  dear  to  us  all  here  to-night,  ;; 

Who  loved  his  own  comrades,  who  tried  to  do  right; 
When  the  fierce  storms  of  war  was  overwhelming  our  land, 
To  his  country  he  offered  his  heart  and  his  hand ; 
Though  some  misconstrue  him  and  others  complain. 
They  never  can  tarnish  his  honor  or  fame,  . 

Yet  the  red  battle-fields  on  Virginia's  shore,    ' 
Prove  that  Abr^am  Lincoln  was  true  to  the  core. 

Let  me  sing  now  of  one  whom  the  whole  world  adores,  .    ;. 

Whose  name  is  revealed  upon  all  foreign  shores; 

America's  hera',  Columbia's  star,  * 

A  statesman  in  peace,  but  a  lion  in  war;         , .'. 

From  the  red  battle-fields  of  Lundy's  Lane, 

From  Princeton,  from  Germantown  arises  again,  ! 

The  echo  of  voices  to  sing  evermore. 

That  Washington  always  was  true  to  the  core. 


THE  FLYING-  TRAPEZE. 

The  Kusic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rMoipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  N«w  York. 

Once  I  was  happy  but  now  I'm  forlorn,       . 
Like  an  old  coat  that  is  tattered  and  torn, 
Left  in  this  wide  w^orld  to  fret  and  to  mouru, 

Betraj-ed  by  amaid  in  her  teens;  '■./- 

The  girl  that  I  loved  she  was  handsome,  '  :  "^ 

I  tried  all  I  knew  her  to  please. 
But  I  could  not  please  her  one  quarter  so  well 

Like  that  man  upon  the  trapeze.  ^  .        ' 

Chorus. 

He'd  fly  through  the  air  with  the  greatest  of  ease. 
A  daring  young  man  on  the  flying  trapeze. 
His  movements  were  graceful,  all  g^rls  he  could  please. 
And  my  love  he  purloined  away. 

This  young  man  by  name  was  "  Signer  Bona  Slang," 
Tall,  big  and  hand.some  as  well-made  as  Chang, 
Where'er  he  appeared  tlie  hall  loudly  rang 

With  ovation  from  all  people  there; 
He  smiled  from  the  bar  on  the  people  below. 

And  one  night  he  smiled  on  my  love; 
She  winked  back  at  him  and  she  shouted  "  Bravo!" 

As  he  hung  by  his  nose  up  above. — Cfutrux.       -  « 

Her  father  and  mother  were  both  on  my  side. 
And  very  hard  tried  to  make  her  my  own  bride. 
Her  father  he  sighed,  and  her  mother  she  cried,    ; 

To  see  her  throw  herself  away. 
'Twas  all  no  avail,  she  went  there  every  night. 

And  would  throw  him  bouquets  on  the  sta<r«', 
Which  caused  him  to  meet  her,  how  he  ran  me  down 

To  tell  you  would  take  a  whole  page. — Cfions. . 

One  night  I  as  usual  went  to  her  dear  home,        ' 

Found  there  her  father  and  mother  alone,  '      -  i 

I  asked  for  my  love,  and  soon  they  made  known  i 

To  my  horror,  that  she'd  run  away!  f 

She  packed  up  her  box  and  eloped  in  the  night. 

With  him  with  the  greatest  of  ease. 
From  two  stories  high,  he  had  lowered  her  down 

To  the  ground  on  his  flying  trapeze. — Choru*. 

Some  months  after  this  I  went  to  a  hall. 
Was  greatly  surprised  to  see  on  the  wall 
A  bill  in  red  letters,  which  did  my  heart  gall, 

That  she  was  appearing  with  him. 
He  taught  her  gymnastics  and  dressed  her  in  tights        '  ■'■■  .• 

To  help  him  to  live  at  his  ease, 
Vnd  made  her  assume  a  masculine  name. 

And  now  she  goes  on  the  trapeze. 

Chorus. 

She  floats  through  the  air  with  the  greatest  of  ease. 
You'd  think  her  a  man  on  the  flying  trapeze. 
She  does  all  the  work  while  he  takes  his  ease,       .     , 
And  that's  what's  become  of  my  love.  ■ 


JOHN  MITCHELL. 

I  am  a  true-born  Irishman,  John  Mitchell  is  my  name ; 
To  free  my  own  brave  countrymen  from  Merrytown  I  came ; 
I  struggled  hard,  both  night  and  day,  to  free  my  native  land. 
For  which  1  was  transpjorted,  as  you  may  understand. 

When  first  I  joined  my  countrymen,  it  was  in  '42, 

And  then  what  followed  after  I'll  quickly  tell  to  you: 

I  raised  the  standard  of  "  Repeal  "  and  gloried  in  the  deed. 

And  I  vowed  to  heaven  I'd  never  rest  until  Erin  it  was  freed. 

While  here  in  prison,  close  confined,  waiting  for  my  trial  day. 
My  loving  wife  she  came  to  me  and  these  words  to  me  did  say  : 
Oh,  John !  my  dear,  cheer  up  your  heart  and  daunted  do  not  be- 
For  it's  better  to  die  for  Erin  s  rights  than  to  live  in  slavery. 

When  I  received  my  sentence,  'twas  on  a  foreign  ground, 
Where  hundreds  of  my  comrades  assembled  all  around; 
My  liberty  was  offered  me  if  there  I  would  forsake  their  cause; 
But  I'd  rather  die  ten  thousand  deaths  than  forsake  my  Irish  boys! 

Farewell!  my  true-bom  Irishmen — farewell!  my  country,  too! 
But  to  leave  my  poor  babes  behind,  it  grieves  me  worse  than  all; 
There  is  one  request  I  ask  of  you,  when  your  liberty  vou  gain, 
Remember  John  Mitchell  far  away,tho'  a  convict  bound  in  chains. 
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•:?HE  SQUIRE  AND  MARIA. 


As  Bvmg  by  Ned  Barry. 


A  Sqt  lire  went  a-courtlnfr,  a-courtln^  of  a  maiden. 

A  u  laiden,  younjc  and  liandsome,  the  Squire  he  wast  old ; 
A  Sqi  lire  went  a-courtine,  courting  of  a  maiden, 

Thi  maiden  she  had  golden  hair,  the  Squire  had  the  gold  ; 
He'd  sold  at  Im  bankers,  gold  in  every  poclcet, 

Hia  snuff-box  eighteen  carat,  his  cigar-case  made  of  gold  ; 
The  f  irl's  name  was  Maria,  and  the  rich  old  country  Squire 
To<  k  a  fancy  to  Maria— the  truth  it  must  be  told. 

Chorus. 
Said  the  Squire  to  Maria,  "  Your  charms  I  do  admire. 
You've  set  my  heart  on  fire,  I  love  you  tho'  I'm  old ; " 
Oh !  Squire,"  said  3Iaria,  "you're  something  I  require—" 
She  had  one  eye  on  the  Squire,  and  the  other  on  his  gold. 

The  inquire  he  was  seventy,  the  maiden  she  was  seventeen  — 

Th£  fs  about  the  age,  they  say,  that  girls  begin  to  love. 
The  S  quire  he  was  seventy,  the  maiden  she  was  seventeen— 

The  Squire  called  Maria  "  His  little  turtle  dove." 
Now  I  young  chap,  called  Josiah,  was  courting  of  Maria. 

But  never  to  the  Squire,  Maria  ever  told 
How  the  doatcd  on  Josiah— for  understand,  Maria 

Kuqw  the  rich  old  country  Squire  bad  a  million  pounds  of  gold. 

Said  the  Squire  to  Maria,  "  Your  charms  I  do  admire,  Jkc. 
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S|)uire  said,  "  Maria,  whatever  you  require 
shall  have,  dear  Maria,  if  you'll  name  the  weddiug  day." 
uire  thought  to  try  her,  Maria  she  was  fly'er 
Tha^i  the  Squire  or  Josiah,  so  to  him  she  d'd  say : 

it  may  cause  me  sorrow,  I'll  marry  you  to-morrow, 
Redding  dress  I'll  borrow,"  so  the  Squire  she  cajol'd ; 
Then  the  Squire  gave  Maria— he  did  her  so  admire— 
>rder  on  Squire  for  a  million  pounds  of  gold. 

Said  the  Squire  to  Maria,  "  Your  charms  1  do  admire,  Ac. 


Next  lay,  in  gay  attire,  Maria  and  the  Squire 

A  p  irson  did  require,  to  make  them  into  one ; 
Tlien  Home  they  did  retire— Maria  and  the  Squire, 

Byt  the  Squire  did  expire  in  the  middle  of  the  fun. 
Then  Maria  said,  "  Go  w^ire  a  message  to  Josiah 

An(  tell  him  that  the  Squire  is  defunct,  and  lying  cold." 
And  I  lie  next  day  young  Josiah  was  married  to  Maria, 
Ana  the  festive  gay  Josiah  got  the  millioQ  pounds  of  gold. 

Chorus. 
Said  Josiah  to  Maria,  "  You  trottled  that  old  Squire ; " 

Maria  said,  "Josiah,  the  Squire  was  too  old  ; 
Believe  me,  dear  Josiah,  I'm  glad  he  did  expire. 
All  1  wanted  from  the  Squire  was  his  million  pounds  of  gold. 


THE   DYINg  SOLDIER. 

A  Recitation— By  Richard  Coe. 

•' Chaplain,  I  am  dying,  djing; 

Cut  a  lock  from  oflF  my  hair, 
For  my  darling  mother,  chaplain, 

After  I  am  dead,  to  wear; 
Mind  you,  'tis  for  mother,  chaplain, 

She  whose  early  teachings  now 
Soothe  and  comfort  the  poor  soldier 

With  the  death  dew  on  his  brow! 

'Kneel  down,  now,  beside  me,  chaplain^ 

And  return  my  thanks  to  Him 
Who  so  good  a  mother  gave  me; 

Oh,  my  eyes  are  growing  dim ! 
Tell  her,  chaplain,  should  you  see  her, 

All  at  last  with  me  was  well ; 
Through  the  valley  of  the  shadow 

I  have  gone,  with  Christ  to  dwell! 

"  Do  not  weep,  I  pray  you,  chaplain; 

Yes,  ah!  weep  for  mother  dear, 
I'm  the  only  living  son,  sir, 

Of  a  widow'd  mourner  here; 
Mother!  I  am  going,  going 

To  the  land  where  angels  dwell ; 
I  commend  you  unto  Jesus: 

Mother  darling— fare  you  well!" 

Downward  from  their  thrones  of  beauty 

Look'd  the  stars  upon  his  face ; 
Upward  on  the  wings  of  duty 

Sped  the  angel  of  God's  grace. 
Bearing  through  tiic  heavenly  jwrtal, 

To  his  blessed  home  above. 
The  dead  soldier's  soul  immortal. 

To  partake  of  Christ's  sweet  love. 

Far  away,  in  humble  cottage, 

Sits  his  mother,  sad  and  lone;  '  .. 

And  her  eyes  are  red  with  weeping. 

Thinking  of  hnr  absent  son; 
Suddenly  Death's  pallid  presence 

Cast  a  shadow  o  er  her  brow ; 
Smiling  a  sweet  smile  of  welcome. 

She  IS  with  her  loved  ones  now ! 


ml 


Johnny  is  G-one  for  a  Soldier. 


I'll  trace  these  gardens  o'er  and  o'er,    ' 
Meditate  on  each  sweet  flower. 
Thinking  of  each  happy  hour — 
Oh,  Johnny  is  gone  for  a  soldier. 

Chorus. 

Shool,  shool,  shool,  agrahf 
Time  can  only  ease  my  woe, 
*Since  the  lad  of  my  heart  from  hie  did  go. 
Oh,  Johnny  is  gone  for  a  soldier. 

Some  say  my  love  is  gone  to  France, 

There  his  fortune  to  advance. 

And  if  I  And  him  it's  but  a  chance— 

Oh,  Johnny  is  gone  for  a  soldier. — Vhorut. 

I'll  sell  my  frock,  I'll  sell  my  wheel, 

I'll  buy  my  love  a  sword  of  steel. 

So  in  the  battle  he  may  reel — 

Oh,  Johnny  is  gone  for  a  soldier. — Chorus. 

I  wish  I  was  on  yonder  hill. 

It's  there  I'd  sit  and  cry  my  All, 

So  every  tear  may  turn  a  mill — 

Oh,  Johnny  is  gone  for  a  soldier. — Chorus. 

I'll  dye  my  dress,  I'll  dye  it  red. 
All  over  the  world  I'll  beg  my  bread. 
So  my  parents  may  think  me  dead — 
Oh,  Johnny  is  gone  for  a  soldier. — Chorun. 


G-OOD-BYE,   CHARLIE.        ^ 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York 

Oh !  how  I  envy  girls  who  have 

Their  lovers  close  at  home. 
While  distance  keeps  me  far  from  mine. 

Who  o'er  the  seas  must  roam; 
Should  I  but  see  him  once  a  year. 

Contented  I  must  be— 
And  hope  he'll  ne'er  forget  my  words, 

When  last  he  went  to  sea!  . 

Chorus. 
Good-bye,  Charlie,  when  you  are  away. 

Write  uie  a  letter,  love,  send  me  a  letter,  love; 
Good-bye,  Charlie,  when  you  are  away, 

Do  not  forget  your  Nelly  darling! 

How  nice  the  drive,  the  game  of  chess,  :  r 

Or  moonlight  walk  must  be; 
How  nice  to  have  one's  love  "drop  in," 

To  take  a  cup  of  tea; 
How  nice  to  have  sweet  billet  doux 

Arrive  by  ev'ry  post; 
The  while  poor  me  can  but  expect 

Just  two  a  year,  at  most.— C'Ao/'«."(. 

It's  hard  to  see  such  swarms  of  .swells. 

Who  stay  at  home  at  ease, 
The  while  my  darling  has  to  sail 

The  wide  and  stormv  seas; 
But  I  suppose  it  would  not  do 

For  all  to  stay  at  home,  .    .         \ 

And  so  I  can  but  hope  my  love,      ■  >      '  -    " 

Ere  long,  will  cease  to  roam. — Chorvt. 
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JUST  LANDED. 

We  came  from  Connemarra 

A  few  short  months  ago. 
With  spirits  light  and  airy,  ' 

Two  emigrants,  you  know; 
Pray,  let  us  ask  your  pardon. 

Smile  on  us  if  you  chose, 
We  come  to  Castle  Garden, 

We're  the  two  Irish  cuckoos. 

Chorus. 

For  we've  just  landed,  just  landed* 
We  landed  over  thefe,  you  know;  ., 

We've  landed,  just  landed, 
We're  the  two  Irish  cuckoos. 

Cutting  turf  was  our  occupation. 

In  the  bogs  of  Allen  then; 
But  they  say  that  in  this  nation 

We'll  at  least  be  Aldermen; 
We  will  run  for  big  positions. 

In  offices  of  note; 
We'll  join  the  politicians. 

And  of  course  for  us  you'll  vote.— CAorua, 

*  ..    . 

When  we  go  back  to  Ireland, 

Sure  then  it  will  be  said 
We'll  raise  up  in  our  sire-land         ,  . 

The  green  above  the  red ; 
Then  all  this  world  will  glory. 

Whene'er  they  hear  the  news 
Of  Ireland,  and  the  story  of 

The  two  Irish  cuckoos. — Chorus. 


IT  DON'T  BELONG  TO  ME. 


THE  FARMER'S  BOY. 


The  sun  had  gone  down  behind  yon  hill. 

And  o'er  yon  dreary  moor. 
When  weary  and  lame,  a  boy  there  came 

Up  to  a  farmer's  door. 
Saying:  Can  you  tell  me,  if  any  there  be. 
Can  give  to  me  employ? 

Chorus.  ■ 
For  to  plough,  for  to  mow,  for  to  reap  for  to  sow, 
For  to  be  a  farmer's  boy. 

My  father  is  dead,  my  mother  is  left  .^ 

"With  her  five  children  small  • 
And  what  is  worse  for  mother  still, 

I'm  the  eldest  of  them  all; 
Though  small  I  am,  I  fear  no  work.  ; 

If  you  will  give  me  employ. — CJtorui, 

If  you  cannot  me  employ,  one  favor  yet  I  ask, 
"That  is,  to  shelter  me  this  night  .         * 

Prom  the  cold  Winter's  blast;  ^ 

At  the  break  of  day 

I  will  trudge  away,  '     ;  1 

Elsewhere  to  seek  employ. — Chorus. 

The  farmer  says,  well  tiT  the  lad. 

No  further  let  him  seek; 
Oh  1  yes,  dear  father,  the  daughter  cried. 

While  the  tears  rolled  down  her  cheek,      / 
For  him  that  can  labor  it  is  hard  to  want. 
Or  elsewhere  to  seek  employ. — Chorus. 

At  length  of  years  this  boy  grew  up, 

This  good  old  farmer  died; 
He  left  the  boy  the  farm  he  had, 

And  his  daughter  for  his  bride. 
The  boy  that  was,  is  a  farmer  now. 
And  he  of  times  thinks  with  joy — 

-.-■  :':\, ;■■/■■:.  .Chorus.      .■'■':- 

>.    On  the  happy,  happy  day  he  came  that  way 
For  to  be  a  farmer's  boy. 


As  sung  with  great  applause  bf  C.  P.  HyUod. 

When  I  was  but  a  little  boy  I  used  to  ro  to  school, 
I  was  so  very  ^ood  some  said  I  was  a  fool ; 
But  no,  I'd  never  claim  a  thing  that  didn't  belong  to  me,     . 
And  now  I'm  Just  as  honest  and  as  truthful  as  can  be ; 
While  walking  down  the  street  one  day,  by  a  policeman  I  was  stopped. 
Who  said,  "  I  think  this  purse  of  gold  from  your  coat-pocket  dropped ; ' ' 
Now  as  I  never  carry  one — I've  so  little  cash,  you  see- 
Like  an  honest  man  said  I  at  once,  "  It  don't  belong  to  ma." 

Cbobcs. 

'  It  dont  belong  to  me,  it  don't  belong  to  me,     ' 

You'd  better  inquire  of  somebody  else,  it  don't  belong  to  me  r 
I  never  saw  that  purse  before— it  can't  be  mine,  you  see, 
-    ■'        I  know  nothing  whatever  about  the  thing,  it  don't  belong  to  me. 

My  wages  being  very  small  I  live  in  humble  style. 

But  with  the  girls  I  lardy-dar  and  the  agony  pile ; 

I  tell  them  almost  anything,  for  I've  got  lots  of  cheek,  '■>■ 

They  little  think  I  do  the  swell  on  fifteen  dollars  a  week. 

One  day  I  bought  a  bioater,  which  I  popped  inside  my  bat, 

For  I  saw  a  lady  coming  along  who  I  knew  would  stop  and  chat ; 

My  hat  blew  off,  the  bloater  fell,  the  street  boys  laughed  with  glee. 

But  when  they  brougbt  it  back  said  I,  "  It  don't  belong  to  me." 

It  don't  belong  to  me,  it  don't  belong,  Ao. 

I  occupied  a  front  room  in  a  house  away  up  town. 

And  in  the  back  there  lived  a  girl— a  Miss  Jemima  Brown  r 

Where'er  I  chanced  to  meet  her,  well,  I'd  pass  the  time  of  day. 

And  have  a  little  gossip  in  a  friendly  sort  of  way. 

The  other  night  when  I  got  home,  oh,  what  a  dreadful  scene. 

The  landlord,  raving,  asked  of  me,  "  What  does  all  this  meanf 

Miss  Brown  has  gone  but  left  behind  this  infant,  so  you  see," 

tiaja  Ii  "You  quite  surprise  me,  but  it  don't  belong  to  me." 

It  don't  belong  to  me,  it  don't  belong,  Ao. 


— He  sang  to  her,  "  Come  intone  Garden,  Maud,"  when  she 
interrupted  him  with,  "  I'm  jorry  we  haven't  any  garden,  Mr. 
Jones,  but  if  it's  all  the  aplfie  to  you  to  substitute  ice-cream 
saloon,  I'm  with  you  ev^iTtime! " 


:     ANNIE   LISLE. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 

of  35  cents,  by  Uenry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  YoEk.  ^> 

Down  where  the  waving  willows 

'Neath  the  sunljeams  smile; 
Shadowed  o'er  the  murm'ring  waters. 

Dwelt  sweet  Annie  Lisle; 
Pure  as  the  forest  lily. 

Never  thought  of  guile. 
Had  its  home  within  the  bosom 

Of  loved  Annie  Lisle. 

Chorus. 

Wave  willows,  murmur  water, 
.  y  :  Golden  sunbeam  smile — 

Earthly  music  cannot  waken 
..'--^  Lovely  Annie  Lisle. 

Sweet  came  the  hallowed  chiming 

Of  the  sabbath  bell. 
Bom  on  the  morning  breezes 

Down  the  woody  dell;    . 
On  a  bed  of  anguish 

Lay  dear  Annie  Lisle; 
Changed  were  the  lovely  features — 

Gone  the  happy  smile. — Chorus. 

Toll  bells  of  sabbath  morning, 

I  shall  never  more 
Hear  your  sweet  and  holy  music    •_    ' 

On  this  earthly  shore. 
Forms  clad  in  heav'nly  beauty 

Look  on  me  and  smile. 
Waiting  for  the  longing  spirit 

Of  your  Annie  Lisle. — Chorus. 

Raise  me  in  your  arms,  dear  mother. 
Let  me  once  more  look 
■    '      On  the  green  and  waving,  willows, 
•  "<■■'■  And  the  flowing  brook — 

Hark,  those  strains  of  angel  music 
^  From  the  choir  above; 

Dearest  mother,  I  am  going— 
Truly,  • '  God  is  love.  "—ChoruM, 


'^:-'^^^^c:iJi^£i^^j^^.:^, 
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JOKK  BKOWK  aova. 


J***  C?^'*  *»**y  M«8  a  mouId^Dg  In  the  gnre, 
%^K  ^owai  fl  body  lies  a  mouldering  in  the  rniTe, 
•WBlm  1  livwB's  body  Ilea  a  mouldering  in  tlie  grvft, 
Hia  ^nl  a  n&arching  on! 

Chobub.    . 
Oloiy  Hally.  Hallelujal) ! 
Glory  Hally.  Hallelujah! 
Glory  Hally,  Hallelujah! 
His  soul^»  marehing  on! 


fne 


to  be  a  soldier  in  the  armj  of  the  Lord, 
to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord' 
I  oul's  marching  oa]— Chorus. 


9»ne 
f  «e 


a^ 


]  rown  s  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back. 
i  pown  s  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back. 
]  town's  kni^Mack  is  strapped  upon  his  back. 
-  oul's  mart^ing  oal—Onorus. 


,Hk  pe  lamba  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
mt  pe  I  lambs  will  meet  hia>  on  the  way 

lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way. 

'  go  marching  on! 

Chobus. 

Glory  Hally,  Hallelujah!   , 
Glory  Hally.  Hallelujahl 

f  Glory  Hally.  Hallelujah! 

i  They  go  marching  on! 

ney  1  ill  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  sour-apple  tree! 
Tjey  1  ill  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  sour-apple  tree! 
They  1 1ll  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  80ur-i4>ple  tree! 
Am  liey  march  along! 


Chorus. 
Glory  Hally,  Hallelujah  i 
Glory  Hally.  Hallelujah! 
Glory  Hally.  Hallelujahl 
As  they  march  along! 

rousing  cheers  for  the  Union! 
rousing  cheers  for  the  Union! 
rousing  cheers  fo&the  Union! 
I  marchmff  on  •       ^^ 


are  marching  on! 


CHOBua. 
Glory  Hally,  Hallehijahl 
Glory  Hally,  Hallelujahl 
GloiT  Hally.  Hallelujah! 
Hip,  hip,  hip,  hip,  hurrah! 


OLD  ZIP  COON. 

km  aonic  with  great  ■neoen  by  Bnr«iit*S  Iffautnh. 


>do^B  t 


:  don  n  to  Sandy  Hook,  toder  artemoon; 

1  ao«  B  to  Sandy  Hook,  toder  artemoon; 

'  '■— ^-  to  Sandy  Hook,  toder  artemoon; 

~*-  T  met  dere  was  old  23p  Coon. 

.  Chobus. 
1  ap  Coon  is  a  very  lamed  scholar, 
'  25  SfP  9'^^  *•  *  ^«T  l«nied  scholar. 
'  nd  Zip  Coon  ia  a  Tery  lamed  scholar. 
»  phgrs  upon  the  banjo  " Cbonoy  in  de  Holler." 

* 

j  BloeskiB  feU  in  luh  wid  me, 
^IK I  Co  her  bouse  to  take  a  cop  a  tea; 
"  *~Hi  thfaik  old  Soke  had  h>r  de  suf^r 

«,  qiarrow-grass  and  iq^ile-sauce  butter.— CAortu. 

>  dawUd-gooee  sail  upon  de  ooeanr 
-^moCfciv  ts  a  Tery  pret^  npotton; 
_jfUd-fwM  winks  he  becBoBs  to  de  swaUor. 
inid«0OM  ^Uor,  goggte  gog^  foUor.~(7A0rw. 
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Tfcey  «« it  when  tS^*  ^^^^^^^^^ 


A«dtlMrair»i 


^  tl^ere  we  aes  a  «iv«mpt]ic  torn. 

I«8B^M  •  l^r  of  MrtlJ:  ^  "^ 
7]M  a  dcQcedflittlrSb-' 

A  loMi  f or  fti^ft  ^Mttle. 

lad  ere^  time  tiM^  AM  It ««, 

Hjid  meM  «  nolte  iQ^iwitt^ 
Onfy  »  oatton  km^ir. 


■  meipiaaii^ 


knd  UAet  vest  MjiUJlMMlB^ 
I  thooglit  tlie  deuce  witenrifan. 

Joociii  Simon  giw  w  bold. 
I  ttKNwlit  be  would  kftre  eoctaitt; 
;  wumTme  eo  I  alulni^  It  Qir 
Aad  Iraiisr  tgr  tkOMr's  pocket 

^  Oeptafai  Bavto  had  a  gun, 

Ob  kind  of  daot  Ida  lia&  <mX 
Lad  fltoek  *  CKKAMd  rtthUa^  iron 
Upon  tl|»  Utile  ead  o&H. 


»klaAen 


Lad  tliere  t  seen  a 
<Aa  liig  as  motlier's ^ 

Aderefyttme  tfamr  toodiedttoff 
Tiie^  scaupeied  Uke  l^e  iMitioa. 

■eaiaIitUebexnl.too» 
fcTheheada  were  wade  M  leather. 

And  called  the  folks  tofeUMr. 

•votliUiiia^ 

••tS^I»SS5Swwa 
IB  hnadada  aad  ht  liinkhM. 

iToglftoto 


?*iS^"  "M«I  ol  mA, 
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John 
John 
John 
His 


I 


Eles 
He's 
Hes 
His 


JOHN  BROWN  SONG. 


Town's  body  lies  a  mouldering  in  ihe  grave, 
Town's  body  lies  ii  moulderint?  in  tli«  grave, 
rown's  body  lies  a  mouldering  in  the  grave, 
soul's  marching  on! 

Cnouup. 
Glory  Hallv,  Hallelujah! 
Glory  HallV,  Hallelujah! 
Glory  Hully.  Hallelujah! 
His  soul's  marching  on! 

gbne  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
gune  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
gjne  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
poul's  marching  on! — Chorus. 


John  Jrown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  liis  back, 
John  '  frowns  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back, 
John  llrown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back. 


His 


soul's  marching  on! — Chorus. 


His 
His  p 
His 
Ther 


pet 


pet 


They 

They 

Thev 

As 


t|jey  march  along! 

Chorus. 

Glory  Hall V,  Hallelujah! 
Glory  Hallv,  Hallelujah! 
Glory  Hally.  Hallelujah! 
As  they  march  along! 

Now,  hree  rousing  cheers  for  the  Union! 
Now,  hree  rousing  cheers  for  the  Union! 
Now,^  hree  rousing  cheers  for  the  Union! 
As  've  are  marching  on! 


ii 


I  went  do^  r 
I  went  do 
I  went  do 
And  de  firit 


\ 


Did  you  eter 
O  de  wi 
And  when 
And  den 


O  my  old 
Because  I 
Massa 
Dere  was 


bui  d 


lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
gomarchmgon! 

Cnouus. 

Glory  Hally,  Hallelujah! 
Glory  Hally,  Hallelujah! 
Glory  Hally.  Hallelujah! 
They  go  marching  on! 

ill  hang  Jell  Davis  to  a  sour-apple  tree! 
ill  hang  Jell"  Davis  to  a  sour-apple  tree! 
-•ill  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  sour-apple  tree! 


Chokcs. 
Glory  Hallv,  Hallelujah! 
Glory  HallV,  Hallelujah! 
Glory  Hally,  Hallelujah!      •  i 
Hip,  hip,  hip,  hip,  hurrah! 


OLD  ZIP  COON. 


As  sunjc  with  j;reat  success  by  Bryant's  Minstrels. 


n  to  Sandy  Hook,  toder  artcrnoon; 

rn  to  Sand\'  Hook,  toder  arternoon; 

.'n  to  Sandy  Hijok,  toder  arternoon; 

man  I  met  dere  was  old  Zip  Coon. 

Chorus. 
Old  Zip  Coon  is  a  very  lamed  scholar, 
Old  Zip  Coon  is  a  very  lamed  scholar. 
Old  Zip  Coon  is  a  very  lamed  .scholar. 
He  plays  upon  the  banjo  "  Cooney  in  de  Holler.' 

Old  Sukey  Blueskin  fell  in  lub  wid  me,  J 

She  vite  m e  to  her  house  to  take  a  cup  a  tea; 

What  do  J  on  think  old  Suke  had  for  de  supper? 

Chicken-f(  ot,  sparrow  grass  and  apple  sauce  butter.  — CAotm*. 
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see  de  wild-goose  sail  upon  de  ocean? 
ose  motio^i  is  a  very  pretty  motion; 
de  wildgooTTe  winks'he  beckons  to  de  swallor. 
wild-goose  hollor,  goggle  goggle  goUor.  —  Chorux. 


rlistress  is  very  mad  wid  me, 

Bvouldn't  go  wid  her  and  live  in  Tennessee, 

a  barn  dere  an  put  in  all  de  fodder, 
f  IS  ting  and  dat  ting  an  ono  ting  oder. — Chorus. 


I'D  CHOOSE  TO  BE  A  BABY.     ' 

Th«  Music  of  this  Sone  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rcoeipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henrj-  J.  Weliman,  50  Chatham  St..  New  York. 

I'd  choose  to  be  a  baby,  , 

A  darling  little  flower. 
Without  a  care  or  sorrow,  .    - 

As  I  was  in  childhood's  hour.  '" 

When  ladies,  heaven  bless  them,  ..• 

They'd  kiss  me,  and  they'd  vow 
That  they  could  almost  eat  me — 

Why  don't  they  do  it  now? 

:     Cnouus.  .    \ 

I'd  choose  to  be  a  baby, 

A  darling  little  flower, 
F^or  the  girls  to  kiss  and  cuddle  me. 

As  they  did  in  childhood's  hour. 

When  I  used  to  be  a  baby, 

They'd  to  my  cradle  creep,  ■ 

They'd  kiss  and  hug  and  cuddle  me. 

Till  I  fell  off  to  sleep. 
Yes,  they'd  kiss  and  squeeze  mc,  too. 

Till  I  felt  anyhow. 
They'd  even  wash  and  dress  me — 

\Vhy  don't  they  do  it  now? — Chorus. 

For  pleased  they  were  to  nurse  mc. 

They  would  take  me  on  their  lap. 
And  would  stuff  my  little  belly  full 

Of  lollypop  and  pap. 
They  would  chew  me  tops  and  l)ottoms. 

And  if  I  made  a  row, 
They'd  press  nie  to  their  bosoms — 

^Vhy  don't  they  do  it  now? — Chorus. 

When  the  ladies  used  to  love  me. 
They  wotild  make  me  such  nice  clothes; 

They  would  make  me  nice  morocco  shoes. 
And  wipe  my  little  nose. 

And  when  the  snades  of  evening  came, 
And  sleep  came  o'er  my  brow. 

They  said  it's  time  to  go  to  bed- 
But  they  never  say  so  now. —  Chorus. 


I  Long  to  be  Single  Again. 

When  I  was  single,  oh,  tlien  1    When  I  was  single,  oh,  then  I 
Oh:  wh<n  1  was  single  my  pockets  did  Jingle — 
1  long  to  be  single  again. 

C'hokus. 

Again  and  again  and  again,  again  and  again  and  again; 
oh  !  when  I  was  single  my  pockets  did  jingle —  .  ■ 

I  long  to  be  single  again. 

I  took  me  a  wife,  oh,  then !    I  took  me  a  wife,  oh,  then  { 
I  took  nie  a  wife,  she's  the  plague  of  my  life,  .',    " 

And  I  long  to  be  single  again. 

Again  and  again  and  again,  again  and  again,  Ac. 

My  wife  took  the  fever,  oh,  then  I    My  wife  took  the  fever,  oh,  then  I 
My  wife  took  the  fever,  I  hope  it  won't  leave  her, 
For  I  long  to  be  single  again. 

Again  and  again  and  again,  again  and  again,  &c. 

My  wife  she  died,  oh,  then !    My  wife  she  died,  oh,  then  I 
.My  wife  she  died,  and  I  laughed  till  I  cried, 
For  I  knew  I  was  single  again. 

Again  and  again  und  again,  again  and  again,  Ac. 

I  went  to  her  funeral,  oh,  then  I    1  went  to  her  funeral,  oh,  then  I 
Sweet  music  did  play,  and  I  danced  all  the  way. 

For  I  knew  I  was  single  again.  ' 

Again  and  again  and  agatn,  again  and  again,  Ac. 

I  took  me  another,  oli,  then  !    I  took  me  another,  oh,  then ! 
I  took  mc  another,  far  worso  than  the  other—  -   '  i. 

I  long  for  the  old  one  ag:iln. 

Again  and  again  and  again,  again  and  again,  Ac. 

Come,  all  ye  young  men  wno  have  wives,  and  all  young  men  who  have  none, 
Be  kind  to  the  first,  for  the  second's  far  worse, 
And  you'll  long  for  the  old  one  again. 

Again  and  again  and  again,  again  and  again,  Ao. 
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,    TOSS  THE  TURK  ]v 

;  ■ ;  . ::  -  ^s^^  ■  Copyright,  1877,  by  E.  H.  HardinK.       '  '•;  .' 

The  Mnsic  of  this  Sontf  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  VI  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Oh  I  one  evening  lately,  I  dress'd  up  nately,  ' 

I  put  on  my  Sunday  clothes,  pluff-hat  and  all;  •'-  l,- 

■'':■;     And  I  started  proudl}',  while  ■whistling  loudly,  ,.      ! 

For  Neal  Brogan's  raffle,  at  Hibernia  Hall.  \ 

Going  round  a  corner,  a  gang  of  rowdies — 

Oh  I  I  know  they're  rowdies,  for  they  never  work — 
Sa^,  "  Let  us  give  this  old  Tad  a  racket. 

We  will  have  a  pic  nic,  boys,  and  toss  the  Turk.  ^ 

;'.'  Chorus.    '■■:r..:-r  '  ,     ■■ 

Now  I'm  not  a  fighter,  nor  yet  a  biter. 
But  when  duty  calls  me  I  never  shirk; 

So  I'll  tell  you  plainly,  tho'  I  look  ungainly. 
That  they  had  no  pic-nic  when  they  toss'd  the  Turk. 

Oh!  the  big  ringleader,  a  free-lunch  raider. 

Says,  "  O'Brien,  you  had  better  paint  the  'tile,' 
Put  crape  around  it,  get  an  ax  and  pound  it! " 

And  he  thought  'twas  funny  when  the  gang  did  smile. 
It  was  then  my  dander  rose  like  a  gander. 

For  I  heard  one  loafer  Say  he'd  flash  a  dirk; 
So  I  tapp'd  him  lightly  and  surprised  him  quietly, 

And  they  had  no  pic-nic  when  they  toss'd  the  Turk. 

Now  I'm  not  a  fighter,  nor  yet  a  biter,  &r. 

Oh!  they  gather'd  round  me,  and  thought  to  pound  me, 
"       But  1  put  my  back  against  a  big  brick  wall ; 
"  You  can't  go  l)ehind  me,"  says  I,  "now  mind  me. 

If  you  stand  fornint  me  I  can  bate  ye  a^l." 
Then  the  gang  did  face  me  and  thought  to  lace  me. 

But  I  she  wd  them  tricks  I  learn'd  at  Donegal; 
Right  and  left  I  pounded,  they  were  dumbfounded, 

And  at  last  for  mercy  they  began  to  bawl. 

Spoken — "Well,  they  looked  surprised,  and  "Red-Handed 
Mike"  says,  "Who  are  you?"  "  Well,"  says  I,  "  my  name  is 
Cornelius  Thomas  Francis  Meagher  O'Brien,  and  moreover: " 

Now  I'm  not  a  fighter,  nor  yet  a  biter,  &c. 


M 
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ANG-EL   G-ABRIEL. 

The  Music  of  this  Sonj?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatliam  St.,  New  York. 

:v     Oh!  my  soul,  my  soul  am  a-gwiue  for  to  rest, 
-  •  In  de  arms  of  de  angel  Gabriel,  • 

And  I  climb  on  a  hili  and  I  look  to  de  West,    . 

And  I  cross  ovL-r  Jordan  to  de  Lam' ; 
.\nd  I'll  sit  me  down  in  de  old  arm-chair. 
Oh!  brudders,  I  will  never  tire, 
:     And  old  Satan  may  sneeze,  but  I  will  take  my  ease. 
And  I'll  warm  myself  at  de  holy  fire. 

;  Chorus.  v 

I  will  shout,  and  I'll  dance, 
.    '  And  I'll  wake  up  early  in  de  mom ; 

And  I  will  arise,  and  rub  my  sleepy  eyes. 
When  old  Gabriel  am  blowing  his  horn. 

Oh!  my  soul,  my  soul  am  a-gwine  for  to  rest, 

Gwine  to  r(>st  just  as  sure  as  I  am  born. 
And  I'll  look  like  a  blackbird  a  sitt'n  on  a  nest. 

When  old  Gabri'l  am  blowing  on  de  horn ; 
And  I'llleave  my  clothes  safe  upon  de  shore. 

For  I'll  have  new  garments  for  to  wear; 
And  I'll  have  bran-new  shoes,  and  never  get  de  blues. 

And  de  angels  dcy  will  come  and  curl  my  hair. — Chorus. 

-       Oh!  I  shan't  weep  when  I'm  gwine  for  to  leave,         ''■./■   '[■ 

So  I'H  pack  up  my  band-box  and  I'll  go. 
And  my  brethren,  oh  1  harken  and  don't  ever  grieve. 

For  I'm  gw^ine  up  to  glory  very  slow;  ^  . 

And  I'll  eat  my  meals,  yes,  three  times  a  day,  y 

Oh !  you  bet  your  life  I  won't  be  late, 
And  I'll  have  lots  of  fun,  when  you,  my  brethren  come. 

For  I'm  gwine  to  take  de  tickets  at  de  gale.— Chorus. 

—A  woman  who  wen^><^concert  to  hear  Blind  Tom  "pl^ 
by  ear,"  savs  she  jjas-'^indled,  and  wants  the  fraud  exposed. 
She  says  that  instead  of  playing  by  ear,  he  played  with  his 
fingers,  just  like  other  performers. 


YANKEE  DOODLE. 


Father  and  I  went  down  to  camp. 
Along  with  Captain  Gooding, 

And  there  we  see  the  men  and  boys 
As  thick  as  hasty  pudding. 

Chorus. 

Yankee  Doodle,  keep  it  up, 
Yankee  Doodle  Dandy, 

Mind  the  music  and  the  step. 
And  with  the  girls  be  handy. 

And  there  we  see  a  thousand  men 

As  rich  as  Squire  David; 
And  what  they  wasted  every  day, 

I  wish  it  could  be  saved. 

The  'lasses  they  eat  everj'  day. 
Would  keep  our  house  a  Winter; 

They  have  so  much  that,  I'll  be  bound, 
Thej'  eat  it  when  they're  mind  ter. 

And  there  we  see  a  swamping  gun. 

Large  as  a  log  of  maple, 
L^pon  a  deuced  little  cart — 

A  load  for  father's  cattle. 

And  everj'  time  they  shoot  it  off. 

It  takes  a  horn  of  powder. 
And  makes  a  noise  like  father's  gun. 

Only  a  nation  louder. 

I  went  as  nigh  to  one  myself        '      ' 

As  Siah's  underpinning; 
And  father  wont  as  nigh  again — 

I  thought  the  deuce  was  in  him. 

Cousin  Simon  grew  so  bold, 

I  thought  he  would  have  cocked  it; 
It  scared  me  so  I  shrinked  it  off 

And  hung  by  father's  pocket. 

And  Captain  Davis  bad  a  gun. 
He  kind  of  clapt  his  hand  on't. 

And  stuck  a  crooked  stabbing  iron 
Upon  the  Irttle  end  on't. 

And  there  I  seen  a  pumpkin  shell 

As  big  as  mother's  basin : 
And  every  time  they  touched  it  off 

They  scampered  like  the  nation. 

I  seen  a  little  barrel,  too. 

The  heads  were  made  of  leather. 
They  knocked  upon't  with  little  clubs. 

And  called  the  folks  together. 

And  there  was  Captain  Washington, 
And  gentlefolks  about  him ; 

They  say  he's  grown  so  tarnal  proud 
He  will  not  ride  without  'em. 

He  got  him  in  his  meeting  clothes 

Upon  a  slapping  stallion; 
He  set  the  world  along  in  rows 

In  hundreds  and  in  millions. 

The  flaming  ribbons  in  his  hat. 
They  looked  so  tearing  fine,  ah! 

I  wanted  pokily  to  get  : 

To  give  to  my  Jemimah.  i 

I  see  another  snarl  of  men, 
A-digging  graves,  they  told  me. 

So  tarnal  long,  so  tarnal  deep 
They  'tended  they  should  hold  me. 

But  I  can't  tell  you  half  I  see. 

They  kept  up  such  a  smother. 
So  I  took  my  hat  off — made  a  bow, 
-    And  scampered  home  to  mother. 


— "  I'm  SaddesL>rIfen  I  Sing,"  said  a  Sunday  evening  warbler. 
"And  so  isthrewhole  neighborhood,"  roared  an  unmusical 
voice  in4ii0^lreet. 
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The  True  Lovers'   Discussion. 


Oi  e  pleasant  evening,  as  pinks  and  daisies 

'  /losed  in  their  bosoms  a  drop  of  dew, 
TL  e  featiiered  warblers,  of  every  species, 
'  'ocetbcr  chanted  their  notes  so  true. 
}I  did  stray,  wrapped  in  meditation, 
t  cbanned  my  hciut  to  hear  them  sing; 
Tbie  silent  orbs  of  night  were  just  arising, 
d  the  air  in  concert  did  sweetly  sing. 


With  joy  transported,  each  sight  I  courted; 
'^hilst  gazing  'round  with  iuspective  eye, 

jo  youthful  lovers,  in  conversation 

Tlosely  engaged,  I  chanced  to  spy; 
Those  couple  spoke  with  such  force  of  reason, 

"Their  sentiments  they  expressed  so  clear. 
Ana  just  to  listen  to  their  conversation, 

ly  iucliaatioa  was  to  draw  near. 

He  pressed  her  hand  and  said:  "My  darling. 
Tell  me  the  reason  you  changed  your  mind ; 


Or 


lave  I  loved  you  to  be  degraded. 


1  ho*  youth  and  innocence  are  in  their  prime? 
Foi  I  am  slighted  and  ill  requitted 

i  or  all  the  favors  1  did  bestow — 
Yo'  I'll  surely  tell  me,  before  I  leave  you, 

T  Thy  you're  inclined  now  to  treat  me  so." 
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great  acuteness  she  made  him  answer. 
Skying:  "  On  your  favors  I  would  rely. 
It  you  might  contrive  to  blast  my  glory, 
Wnd  our  marriage  day  you  might  hover  by; 

ng  men,  in  general,  are  fickle-minded. 
And  to  trust  you  I  am  afraid — 
f  >r  your  favors  I  am  indebted, 
£  Dth  stock  and  interest  you  shall  be  paid." 


"T)  blast  your  glory,  love,  I  ne'er  intended, 
I*  or  fickle-minded  will  I  ever  be; 

As   or  my  debts  you  can  never  pay  them 
But  by  true  love  and  loyalty — 

Rer  lember,  darling,  our  first  engagement, 

V  'hen  chiUliish  pastime  was  all  we  knew — 
Be   rue- and  constant — I'm  thine  forever — 

'   I'  1  brave  all  dangers  and  go  with  you." 

"Your  proffer's  good,  sir,  I  thank  j-ou  for  it, 

B it  yet  your  offers  I  can't  receive; 
By  loft  persuasion  and  kind  endearment 

T  le  Wiley  serpent  begiii led  Eve — 
The  re's  other  reasons  might  be  assigned : 
'    T  le  highest  tide  love  will  ebb  and  fall — 
Ant  ther  female  might  suit  you  better — 
T  lerefore  I  can't  obey  your  call." 

"  Y  3s,  I'll  admit  the  tide  in  motion 

h  always  moving  from  shore  to  shore. 
But  still  its  substance  is  never  changing, 

J^  or  never  will,  till  time's  no  more; 
I'll  sound  your  fame  with  all  loyal  lovers, 

T)  fi.x  their  love  on  whose  mind  is  pure, 
Wh  ;re  no  existence  can  ever  change  it, 

Mor  no  physician  prescribe  a  curg." 

She  says:  "  Young  man,  to  tell  you  plainly, 

T)  refrain  you  I  am  inclined, 
Anc  ther  young  man  of  birth  and  fortune 

H  IS  gained  my  favor  and  changed  my  mind. 
My  "uture  welfare  I  have  considered — 

O  1  fickle  footing  I'll  never  stand; 
Besi  des,  my  parents  would  be  offended 

T  )  see  you  walking  at  my  right  hand." 

"  "\^  hat  had  you,  darling,  when  you  were  bom 
"\^  hat  nature  gave,  love — .so  had  I — 

Yoi  r  haughty  parents  I  do  disdain  them, 
A  id  poor  ill-got  riches  I  do  deny; 

An  lonest  heart,  love,  is  far  superior — 

Y  )ur  gold  and  riches  w^ll  soon  decay; 
It's  laked  we  came  into  this  world, 

A  id  much  the  same  we'll  go  away." 

"You  falsify  when  you  say  you  love  me, 
A  id  slight  my  parents  whom  I  love  dear; 


I  think  it's  justice,  sir,  to  degrade  you. 

If  that's  the  course  you  mean  to  steer.-       , 
By  wealth,  or  feature,  or  art  of  nature,- 

You're  not  my  equal  in  any  line; 
Since  I  conjure  you,  insist  no  farther,        *    : 

For  to  your  wishes  I'll  not  incline." 
* 
"  To  falsify,  love,  I  do  deny  it,  r(. 

Your  imputation  is  wrong,  I  swear; 
Like  Eve,  I  find  you're  a  real  deceiver —  '  '* 

Your  heart's  as  full  as  your  face  is  fair. 
For  the  want  of  riches  you  vainly  slight  me. 

And  my  complexion  you  do  disdain — 
Our  skin  may  differ,  but  true  affection 

In  black  or  white  is  all  the  same." 

"  Oh !  curb  your  passion,  sir ! "  she  did  exclaim, 

' '  It  was  not  to  quarrel  I  met  you  here, 
But  to  discourse  you  in  moderation 

And  a  real  intention  to  make  appear; 
I  speak  with  candor,  I  will  surrender 

To  what  is  proper  in  every  way. 
If  you  submit  to  fair  discussion. 

And  reason's  dictates  you  will  obey." 

"  It's  now  too  late  to  ask  that  question, 

"When  you  despise  me  before  my  friends — 
Lebanon's  plains,  if  you  could  command  them, 

Are  not  sufficient  to  make  amends. 
There's  not  a  tree  in  the  Persian  forest 

Retains  its  color,  excepting  one: 
That  is  the  laurel  which  I  will  cherish. 

And  always  carry  in  my  right  hand." 

"The  blooming  laurel  you  may  admire, 

Because  its  verdure's  always  new. 
But  there's  another,  you  can  t  deny  it. 

Is  just  as  bright  in  the  gardener's  view; 
It's  wisely  resting  throughout  the  Winter, 

And  blooms  again  when  the  Spring  draws  near; 
The  pen  of  Homer  has  written  its  praises. 

In  June  and  July  it  does  appear." 

"  You  speak  exceedingly,  but  not  corrective. 

With  words  supported,  your  cause  is  vain 
Had  you  the  tongue  of  a  Syrian  Goddess, 

Your  exhortation  I  would  disdain. 
It  was  your  love  that  I  did  require. 

But  since  you've  placed  it  on  golden  store, 
I'll  strike  my  string  and  my  harp  shall  murmur: 

Farewell,  my  love,  for  ever  more! " 

She  seemed  affected,  with  eyes  distracted. 

With  loud  exclaiming  she  thus  gave  way: 
"  Sir,  my  denial  was  but  a  trial — 

You,  Gods!  be  witness  to  what  I  say — 
I  say:  my  darling,  if  you  don't  forgive  me, 

And  quite  forget  my  incredulity, 
A  single  virgin  for  your  sake  I'll  wander, 

While  a  green  leaf  grows  on  yon  laurel  tree." 

So,  all  young  maidens,  I  pray  take  warning. 

Let  love  and  virtue  be  still  your  aim; 
Xo  worldly  treasure  should  shield  your  pleasure 

With  those  whose  person  you  do  disdain; 
All  loyal  lovers  will  then  respect  you. 

And  to  your  memory  will  heave  a  sigh — 
The  blooming  rose  and  ever  green  laurel 

Will  mark  the  spot  where  your  body  lies. 

From  Ballynahinch,  about  two  miles  distance. 

Where  blackbirds  whistle  and  thrushes  sing. 
With  hills  surrounding  and  valleys  bounding. 

Enchanting  prospect  all  in  the  Spring; 
Where  female  beauty  is  never  wanting. 

The  lonely  stranger  a  refuge  find — 
Near  Maria  Tenpenny,  if  you  require. 

You'll  find  the  author  of  those  simple  lines. 


>\ 
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—Teacher.— "What  is  a  score?"  JJupil.— "The  number  of 
runs  made  at  a  baseball  match."  Trftcher.- "No,  no;  what  I 
mean  is,  how  much  does  a  scope  signify  numerically?  What 
idea  does  it  give  you?  Thati^^  say,  if  I  were  to  tell  you  that 
I  liad  a  score  of  horses^^ir^t  would  you  think?"  Fupil. — 
"Please,  marm,  I  shoulothink  you  was  stuffin'  me." 
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BARNEY    MoCOY. 


v^ 


I  am  eoing  far  away,  Norah  darling, 

Ana  leaving  such  an  angel  far  behind ; 
It  will  break  my  heart  in  two,  which  I  fondly  gave  to  you, 

And  no  other  one  so  loving,  kind  and  true. 

.-';-:;.,  -j"  ^  •..;■'>■./":.';,  .:^A.  ■      Chorus.   .■-^:.■/ ■■.;;.  ^;.,:,  ^  ' 

Then  come  to  my  arms,  Norah  darling. 
Bid  your  friends  in  dear  old  Irelana  good-bye; 
,    And  its  happy  we  will  be  in  that  dear  land  of  the  free, 
•  .      Living  happy  with  your  Barney  McCoy. 

I  would  go  with  you,  Barney  darling,  ;    . 

But  the  reason  why  I  told  you  oft  before: 
It  would  break  my  poor  mother's  heart  if  from  her  I  had  to  part, 

And  go  roaming  with  you,  Barney  McCoy. — Charun. 

I  am  going  far  away,  Norah  darling. 

Just  as  sure  as  there's  a  God  that  I  adore ; 
But  remember  what  I  say:  that  until  the  judgment  aay. 

You  will  never  see  your  Barney  any  more. — ChoruB. 

I  would  go  with  you,  Barney  darling. 
If  my  mother  and  the  rest  of  them  were  there, 

For  I  know  we  would  be  blest  in  that  dear  land  of  the  West, 
Living  happy  with  your  Barney  McCoy.— CAorun. 

I  am  going  far  away,  Norah  darling. 

And  the  ship  is  now  anchored  at  the  bay. 
And  before  to-morrow  yo"i  will  hear  the  signal  gun. 

So  be  ready — it  will  carry  us  away. — Cliortu. 

THE  MID-WATCH. 

[Note.— While  drifting  throujfh  the  newspapers,  some  of  this  ballad  has 
been  lost,  and  the  remainder  mutilated.  It  is  now  restored  to  it«  original 
form  by  P.  J.  McCocbt,  M.D.,  for  this  Journal.— Ed.] 

I  pace  the  deck  in  the  dead  of  night. 

When  the  moon  and  the  star-light  fail. 
When  the  cordage  creaks  in  the  lazy  swell. 

And  heavily  flaps  the  sail.  * 

On  the  darkness  glimmers  the  binnacle-lamp,     .r" 

With  a  feeble  and  lonely  spell — 
No  sound  but  the  passing  sentry's  tramp,       \  - 

/  Or  his  measured  cry,  "All's  well." 

To  and  fro,  with  accustomed  step, 
:  '       I  walk  in  the  night  alone,  • 

And  I  think  of  the  thousand  watches  kept        - 
In  the  years  forever  flown ; 

Of  the  friends  in  whose  manly  fellowship 

I  labored  long  ago, 
Till  death  relieved  their  watch  ou  earth,  -     '.. 

And  they  went  to  rest  below. 

And  I  think  of  the  gallant  ones  who  died  '  , 
When  our  broadside  shook  the  sea,  .. 

And  sorrow  for  them  subdued  the  pride         *      .    : 
Of  our  cheers  of  victory; 

Or  of  those  who  fell  in  the  fever  lands. 
Or  sank  in  the  'whelming  wave,  C  . 

*'C  ■  '      While  their  corpses  rest  on  the  barn-n  sands, 
Or  float  in  a  fathomless  grave. 

And  the  looks  revive  that  were  faint  and  dim 

In  the  shadows  of  the  years; 
And  I  scan  them  o'er  till  my  eye-lids  swim 

With  the  strange  delight  of  tears. 

They  people  the  dark  with  their  pallid  brows,  ■                ?. 

As  they  silently  throng  around. 

And  the  sea  its  phosphor  radiance  throws   .  .~   ^ 

On  the  faces  of  the  drowned.  / 

So  many  a  noble  heart  is  cold    '  • 

That  shared  my  duties  then; 
I  have  looked  full  of t  in  the  face  of  death,      '  1      . 

But  he  comes  to  better  men.  ! 

And  let  him  come  in  his  chosen  time,    • 

Some  friend  will  think  of  me,  ;  -; ,  -y:'/.:'',,  '■■:  ;  i^  jv ' 

And  I  shall  live  in  the  lonely  hours  ^::':A--:;:.f::./-       .;    /.■■ 

Of  his  midnight  watch  at  sea. 


I  Wandered  by  the  Brookside 

I  wandered  by  the  brookside,  ' 

I  wandered  by  the  mill;  .       ~-.     - 

I  could  not  hear  the  brook  flow — 

The  noisy  wheel  was  still; 
There  was  no  burr  of  grasshopper. 

No  chirp  of  any  bird; 
But  the  beating  of  my  own  heart 

Was  all  the  sound  1  heard. 

;    I  sat  beneath  the  elm  tree, 

I  watched  the  long,  long  shade. 
And  as  it  grew  still  longer, 

I  did  not  feel  afraid; 
For  I  listened  for  a  footfall,        '_ 

I  listened  for  a  word. 
But  the  beating  of  my  own  heart 

Was  all  the  sound  I  heard. 

• 

'  .    He  came  not,  ah,  no!  he  came  not; 
The  night  came  on  alone; 
The  little  stars  sat  one  by  one. 
Each  on  his  golden  throne; 
The  evening  air  passed  by  my  cheek. 
The  leaves  above  me  stirred ; 
.    But  the  beating  of  my  own  heart  ^  1 

Was  all  the  sound  I  heard. 

Fast  silent  tears  were  flowing. 

When  something  stood  behind; 
A  hand  was  on  my  shoulder, 

I  knew  its  touch  was  kind ;  ';, 

It  drew  me  nearer,  nearer;  ^ .'■■■. 

We  did  not  speak  one  word,  ■..■    <.: 

For  the  beating  of  my  own  heart         .,.  '   . 

Was  all  the  sound  1  heard. 


-.*•-•>. 


Believe  Me,  if  all  those  Endearing. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  30  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms,  ;;v'    *j 

Which  I  gaze  on  so  fondly  to-day. 
Were  to  change  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  in  my  arms,      .    ^  •.'; 

Like  fairy  gifts,  fading  away —  .'* 

Thou  would'st  still  be  ador'd,  as  this  moment  thou  art,        ;•*' 

Let  thy  loveliness  fade  as  it  will ; 
And  around  the  dear  ruin  each  wish  of  my  heart  •     • 

Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  still ! 

It  is  not  while  beauty  and  youth  are  thine  own,  j 

And  thy  cheeks  uuprofaned  by  a  tear,  .-      ...    * 

That  the  fervor  and  faith  of  a  soul  can  be  known, '  . .  v 

To  which  Time  will  but  make  thee  more  dear! 
Oh!  the  heart  that  has  truly  loved  never  forgets. 

But  as  truly  loves  on  to  the  close, 
As  the  sun-flower  turns  on  her  god,  when  he  sets,  ■;    . 

The  same  look  which  she  turned  when  he  rose!  ■    A 
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V         EVENINQ   STAR 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  *i  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St..  New  York. 

Beautiful  star  in  heaven  so  bright, 
Softly  falls  thy  silver  light. 
'    As  thou  movest  from  earth  afar. 
Star  of  the  evening — beautiful  star.  .  :• 

Beautiful  star,  beautiful  star, 
'     .  Star  of  the  evening,  .'    .  . 

Beautiful,  beautiful  star.  / 

In  fancy's  eye  thou  seem'st  to  say 
Follow  me,  come  from  earth  away: 
Upward  thy  spirit's  pinions  try. 
To  realms  of  love  beyond  the  sky. 
~     .  Beautiful  star,  beautiful  star. 

Star  of  the  evening,  .       .  - 

Beautiful,  beautiful  star. 

Shine  on,  O  star  of  love  divine,    •  -    t        '  ; 

And  may  our  souls  around  thee  twine,      ' 
' .    As  thou  movest  from  earth  afar. 

Star  of  the  twilight— beautiful  star.    •  t 

Beautiful  star,  beautiful  star,  ;>; . 

:V;    .V         Star  of  the  evening,  .  ;    ,   v>',. 

Beautiful,  beautiful  star. 


^^-■-^^^^^U^. 
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SHE'S  A  G-AL  O'  MINE. 

The  Mu!  Ic  of  this  Sone  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
30  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehiaan,  50  Cbatbam  St.,  New  York. 
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Listen,  my  boys,  I'll  tell  to  you 

All  about  this  dear  gal  o' mine;  ' 
She's  my  own  sweet  black-eyed  Sue, 

Is  this  gal  o'  mine; 
She  dwells  within  a  little  cot, 

A  cottage  by  the  sea: 
And  though  of  lovers  she  has  a  score. 

She  never  goes  back  on  me  I 

Chorus. 

My  dear  boys,  my  dear  boys, 
She's  a  gal  o'  mine,  she's  a  gal  o'  mine; 
"  My  dear  boys,  my  dear  boys. 

She's  a  gal  o'  mine,  she's  a  gal  o'  mine. 
My  dear  boys. 

When  I  am  aloft  or  alow, 

I  think  only  of  this  gal  o'  mine; 
She's  my  best  bower,  1  know. 

Is  this  gal  o'  mine. 
No  damsel  is  on  any  shore  .  • 

More  angel-like  than  she: 
And  though  of  lovers  she  has  a  score. 

She  never  went  back  on  me. — Chorum. 


aiVE   BREAD   TO   THE   POOR. 


As  sung  with  great  success  by  Franli  Lewis. 


bject  in  view  I  would  like  to  unfold, 
this  great  city  that's  revelled  in  gold; 
of  our  nation  well  tested  above, 
ladelphia's  great  city  of  brotherly  love, 
mine  of  late,  though  'tis  hard  for  to  state, 
ought  of  starvation,  and  sad  was  the  fate 
any  poor  families  who  had  nothing  in  store, 
cry  came  from  heaven,  "  Give  bread  to  the  poor! " 


Now,  th  sre's  A.  T.  Stewart,  the  New  York  millionaire. 


ome  time  ago  sought  another  world's  care, 
have  hurt  his  kind  heart  to  throw  out  a  dime 


To  ke  ip  our  poor  sufferers  from  prison  and  crime? 
He  invei  ted,  I'm  told,  in  a  great  institute, 

In  a  n  atter  of  business,  you  bet  he  was  cute; 
He  was  lot  like  Jim  Fiske,  nor  will  be  any  more. 

With  lis  lightning  express  giving  bread  to  the  poor. 

There's  mother  kind  heart,  tho'  he  has  been  mi-susod. 

In  Soi  th  Carolina,  where  all  was  confused; 
He  kept  down  the  riot,  gave  his  office  for  peace, 

While  the  Rads,  in  the  White  House,  they  sat  at  th<'ir  ea.<e. 
In  the  t(  wn  of  Columbia,  which  all  of  you  know. 

Their  suffering  was  great  with  hunger  and  woe; 
With  hii  shirt  sleeves  rolled  up,  like  old  Jackson  at  war. 

Stood  Governor  Wade  Hampton  giving  bread  to  tho  poor. 

THE  BOYS  OF  KILKENNY. 

Oh,  tne  boys  of  Kilkennjr  are  brave  roaring  blades. 

And  if  ever  they  meet  with  the  nice  little  maids. 

They'll  kiss  them  and  coax  them,  and  spend  their  money  free; 

Of  all  the  towns  in  Ireland,  Kilkenny  for  me. 


In  the 
In  the 
Herl 
Like  a 


town  of  Kilkenny  there  runs  a  clear  strame, 
town  of  Kilkenny  there  lives  a  pretty  dame, 

are  like  roses  and  her  mouth  much  the  same, 
dish  of  fresh  strawberries  smother'd  in  crame. 


1  >s 


Her  ej  es  are  as  black  as  Kilkenny's  largo  coal, 
Whicli  through  my  poor  bosom  has  burnt  a  large  hole; 
Iler  mind,  like' its  river,  is  mild,  clear,  and  pure. 
But  h(  r  heart  is  more  hard  than  its  marble  I'm  sure. 

Kilkenny's  a  pretty  town,  and  shines  where  it  stands. 
And  tne  more  I  think  of  it  the  more  my  heart  warms; 
If  I  wi.s  at  Kilkenny,  I  should  then  be  at  home. 
For  thpre  I  got  sweethearts,  but  here  can  get  none. 

I'll  build  my  love  a  castle  on  Kilkenny's  free  ground; 
Neithn-  lords,  dukes,  nor  squires  shall  e'er  pull  it  down; 
And  ill  any  one  should  ask  you  to  tell  him  my  name, 
I  am  ap  Irish  exile,  and  from  Kilkenny  I  came. 


Death  of  President  G-arfield. 

Composed  by  J.  F.  McDermott.    Tune — "Cumberland's  Cr«w.' 

Good  people,  no  matter  of  what  creed  or  nation, 

Come  list  to  the  story  I  now  will  relate. 
Concerning  the  shooting  of  President  Garfield, 

His  heroic  struggle  for  life,  and  his  fate: 
On  the  second  of  July,  about  nine  in  the  morning. 

While  at  the  depot  awaiting  a  train. 
He  was  approached  from  behind  and  shot  down  without  warning. 

By  a  coward  so  base,  I  will  not  speak  his  name. 

Then  sped  the  news  swiftly  all  over  the  country  I 

(And  deep  was  the  grief  of  the  people  I'm  sure). 
To  his  dear  wife  at  Long  Branch,  just  then  convalescing. 

And  his  poor  aged  mother — how  did  they  endure? 
Oh!  bravely  his  wife  puts  aside  her  own  illness, 

On  a  lightning  express  hurries  to  his  bedside; 
And  all  through  the  struggle,  and  in  the  dark  crisis, 

'Tis  she  who  has  kept  him  afloat  on  life's  tide. 

On  the  seventh  of  September  'twas  thought  best  to  remove  him 

To  a  cottage  at  Elberon  by  the  seashore, 
In  hopes  that  the  vigorous  breath  of  old  ocean 

Would  revive  his  worn  spirits,  and  health  soon  restore; 
And  well  did  he  relish  the  change  in  his  quarters,  .  , 

And  expressed  himself  gratitied  when  in  his  chair,  j 

But  chills  and  the  fever  setting  in  shortly  after. 

His  friends  and  the  nation  began  to  despair. 

Oh!  vain  was  the  hope  that  we  here  could  detain  him. 

Quietly,  yet  painfully,  breathed  he  his  last; 
On  September  the  nineteenth,  an  hour  before  midnight. 

Away  with  the  ebb-tide  his  spirit  had  passed. 
For  eighty  long  days  he  had  braved  the  grim  reaper — 

For  eighty  long  nights  since  the  mad  deed  was  done — 
And  but  once,  in  his  agony,  asked  he  the  question: 

Oh!  is  it  worth  while  to  struggle  thus  on? 

Now  in  the  clay  of  his  own  State  they've  laid  him. 

Where  Erie's  soft  zephyrs  his  last  home  will  fan; 
And  whoever  shall  point  out  the  spot  that  he  rests  in. 

Will  toll  you— there  lies  the  remains  of  a  Man. 
As  for  the  assassin,  let  justice  be  done  him. 

He  must  have  every  right  that  the  law  to  him  gives, 
And  then  can  we  say,  with  our  loved  chief  departed, 

Ood  reignu!  and  the  Gorernment  at  WaiOungton  still  livegf 

Last  Night  I  was  Dreaming  of  Yon. 

Copyright,  1879,  by  J.  W.  Pepper.    AH  rights  reserved.  ' 
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Music.  Songs  for  the  Stage,  Ac,  S.  E.  cor.  Ninth  and  Filbert  sts., 
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Last  night  I  was  dreaming  of  you, 
^  I  saw  you  the  same  as  of  old. 

Your  starry  eyes,  tender  and  blue, 

And  tresse.s  of  daintiest  gold ; 
How  sweet  did  the  vision  appear  to  my  gaze. 

It  wove  'round  my  heart  a  sweet  spell. 
It  seemed  I'd  be  happy  the  rest  of  my  days. 

For  darling  I  loved  you  so  well. 

CnoRos. 

Last  night  I  was  dreaming  of  you, 

I  held  you  so  clo.^e  to  my  heart. 
You  vow'd  that  you'd  ever  be  true. 

Then  why  should  we  wander  apart? 

La.st  night  I  was  dreaming  of  you. 

Your  eyes  softly  smiledin  my  own. 
You  .'*aid  you'd  be  trusting  and  true. 

And  told  you'd  be  mine  alone; 
IIow  happy  I  was  as  you  sat  by  my  side. 

Your  little  hand  resting  in  mine. 
Contended  with  you  as  my  heart's  fondest  pride, 

For  earth  seemed  a  heaven  divine. — Ohorua. 

Last  nicht  I  was  dreaming  of  you. 

But  (treams  like  those  can't  always  last, 
I  dreamed  with  a  sky  softly  blue,  •  . 

But  wake  with  a  sky  over-cast; 
Oh.  could  the  long  future  but  be  a  sweet  dream, 

A  dream  fond  and  gentle  as  this. 
My  life  would  be  happiness  bound  up  in  love, .  ••: 

And  scaled  with  the  tenderest  kiss. — Chortu. 
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FLAG-S  OF  ALL  NATIONS.     - 

The  Muoic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Ilenry  J.  Webman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

There's  a  nation  of  brave  people  held  in  bond  against  their  will. 

But  to  them  will  come  a  day  of  liberty, 
When  to  the  world  they  can  proclaim  their  little  Emerald  Isle,  ;     ' 

As  added  to  the  nations  of  the  free, 
Our  sympathies  are  with  them,  for  Americans  believe 

That  the  laws  of  God  and  man  have  been  profaned. 
When  the  governed  have  to  suffer  and  are  held  in  cruel  bonds. 

By  laws  against  their  interest  maintained.  [Irish  Flau.] 

Then  here's  the  flag  of  Ireland,  a  flag  of  liberty. 
All  friends  of  Erin  now  do  drink  a  ruby  toast  to  thee.  i 

There's  a  nation  of  brave  people  from  the  storied  river  Rhine, 

Whose  emigrants  are  welcome  to  our  land. 
They  are  law-abiding  citizens,  the  very  last  in  war,    •     , 

And  in  peace  the  first  to  ^ive  a  friendly  hand  ; 
Of  Europe's  civilization  tliey  are  the  greatest  nation,  ■■_.', 

I  hope  a  Republic  they'll  soon  be. 
For  they're  people  that  we  love,  and  will  like  to  see  them  free, 

As  those  in  this  great  laud  of  liberty.  [Gekmah  Flag.] 

Then  here's  the  flag  of  Germany,  floating  proudly  free, 
May  "  Die  Wacht  am  Rhein  "  be  one  day  suu?,  iu  the  Ilalls  of  Liberty. 

There's  a  band  of  noble  patriots  by  Spanish  tyrants  ruled. 

Who  are  fighting  to  gain  their  liberty,  i 

Soon  with  victory  they'll  be  crovraed. 

For  they've  many  honest  friends  in  America,  the  home  of  the  free ; 
Our  flag  has  been  insulted,  and  we'll  show  these  Spanish  dons 

That  the  time  has  now  arrived  we're  not  afraid ; 
The  "Virginius"  and  her  crew  we'll  speedily  avenge, 

And  tu  poor  suflferiug  Cuba  lend  our  aid.  [Cuban  Flag.] 

Then  here's  the  flag  of  Cuba,  so  very  dear  you  are. 

May  soou  in  freedom  proudly  float,  the  ilag  of  a  single  star. 

There's  a  country  of  brave  people  who  stand  head  upon  the  list 

Of  any  tliroughout  tliis  mighty  world. 
She's  a  refu^'c  for  the  oppressed,  from  evei*y  other  land,        :  i 

And  for  freedom  her  banner  is  unfurled.  " 

Our  Centennial  Anniversary,  we  shortly  hope  to  write, 

Upon  the  immortal  scroll  of  Fame, 
In  memory  of  the  blessings  bequeathed  by  Washington, 

Then  for  ever  revered  by  his  name.  [AMEnicAN  Flag.] 

Then  here's  the  flag  of  America,  the  flag  of  Washington, 
The  greatest  flag  throughout  the  world,  that  e'er  the  sun  shone  on. 


NOT  BEFORE  PA,  DEAR. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  12  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Some  lovers  are  so  bashful 

They  will  never  say  a  word. 
But  only  blush  and  tremble, 

Which  looks,  I'm  sure,  absurd; 
While  others  they  will  kiss  their  loye,- 
:  Or  know  the  reasoH  why,  ■/ 

But  when  my  charmer's  pa  is  near, 
;  These  words  aro  her  reply: 

:  Cnonus.  '  . 

'  Not  before  pa,  dear,  not  before  pa, 

■    -..:'      Say  that  you  love  me,  but  not  before  pa; 
Not  before  pa,  dear,  not  before  pa. 

/^  I  don't  miss  a  kiss,  dear,  but  not  before  pa. 


We  are  Coming,   Sister  Mary. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  T««klpi 
of  "io  cents,  by  Ilenry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  Yor^, 

On  a  stormy^ night  in  Winter,  ' .'  / 

When  the  winds  blew  cold  and  wet, 
/   .        I  heard  some  strains  of  music,  •  •" 

That  I  never  can  forget; 
V  I  was  sleeping  in  the  cabin, 

r.  Where  lived  Mary,  fair  and  young. 

When  a  light  shone  in  the  window, 
.A-uil  a  bund  of  singers  sung— 

Chorus. 
We  are  coming,  sister  Mary,  ' 

We  are  coming  by -and-by,       . 
;'  Be  ready,  sister  Mary, 

For  the  time  is  drawing  nigh.        ,- 

I  tried  to  call  my  Mary, 

But  my  tongue  couid  not  obey. 
When  the  song  so  strange  had  ended, 

And  the  singers  flown  away. 
As  I  watch'd  1  heard  a  rustling. 

Like  the  rustling  of  a  wing, 
And  beside  my  Mary's  pillow 

Very  soon  I  heard  them  sing — CTiorus. 

Then  again  I  called  my  Mary, 

But  my  sorrow  was  complete,  . . 

For  1  found  her  heart  of  kindness  ,         • 

Had  forever  ceased  to  beat; 

And  now  I  am  very  loucly, 

From  Summer  round  to  Spring, 
And  I  oft,  in  midnight  slumber,  ";'■ 

Think  I  hear  the  same  ones  sing — Chorut. 


h    ^■ 


I'm  very  fond  of  flirting. 

But  there's  one  I  love  best, 
I'm  sure  I'm  not  too  bashful, 

In  seeking  love's  request; 
Last  night  I  went  to  see  her  pa, 

To  squeeze  her  hand  I  tried, 
When  I  called  her  my  little  queen. 

These  words  she  then  replied: — Chorv*. 

We  strolled  into  the  garden. 

And  underneath  the  trees. 
We  sat  upon  the  lover's  seat. 

To  inhale  the  Summer  breeze ; 
I  told  her  how  I  loved  her, 

Which  caused  a  dreadful  sigh. 
And  when  I  said,  oh,  name  the  day, 

These  words  were  her  reply: — Chorus. 


■•  ^1 


MULDOON,  THE  SOLID  MAN. 

.    CopjTight,  1874,  by  E.  H.  Harding.  : 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  12  cents,  by  Ilenry  J.  Wehman,  SO  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

I  am  a  man  of  great  influence,  • 

And  educated  to  a  high  degree,  -        " 

I  came  here  when  small  from  Donegal, 

In  the  Daniel  Webster,  across  the  sea;   . 
In  the  Fourteenth  Ward  I  situated. 

In  a  tenement  house  with  my  brother  Dan; 
By  perseverence  I  elevated, 

Ajid  went  to  the  front  like  a  solid  man. 

Chorus. 

CrO  with  me  and  I'll  treat  you  dacent;  '  ' 

I'll  set  you  down  and  I'll  fill  the  can; 
As  I  walk  liie  street  each  friend  I  meet 

Says,  "TheregoesMuldoon— he's  a  solid  man." 

At  any  party  or  any  raffle 

I  always  go  as  an  invited  guest; 
As  canspicuous  as  General  Granite,  boys; 

I  wear  a  rosebud  upon  my  breast;  •  " . 

I'm  called  upon  to  address  the  meeting. 

Without  regard  to  clique  or  clan;  .    • 

I  show  the  constitution  with  elocution, 

Bekase  you  know  I'm  a  solid  man. 

Chorus. 

For  oppositions  or  politicians. 
Take  m}' word  I  don't  give  a  dam;  - 

As  I  walk  the  street  each  friend  I  meet 
Says,  "There  goes  Muldoon — he's  a  solid  man." 

I  control  the  Tombs,  I  control  the  island, 

My  constituents  they  all  go  there,       -.  •  .   ,. 
To  enjoy  the  Summer's  recreation, 

And  the  refreshing  East  River  air; 
I'm  known  iu  Harlem,  I'm  known  in  Jersey, 

I'm  welcomed  hearty  on  every  hand; 
Wid  my  regalia  on  Patrick's  Day, 

I  march  away  like  a  solid  man.  . 

"    >;.  ■ 'V /v--^  ■  Chorus.    \  ,    -        '_  _   '■■-"■.- 

For  oppositions  or  politicians,  .," 

Take  my  work  I  don't  give  a  dam; 
As  I  walk  the  street  each  friend  I  meet 

Says,  "There  goes  Muldoon — ^he's  a  solid  man." 
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Your  Lassie  will  be  True. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  B.  W.  Hitchcock. 

Vords  and  Music  of  thlf<  Sons  will  be  sent  to  any  addrc8i«,  po»t-;.aid.  on 
!eii>t  of  -40  ccntc.  bv  H.  J.  Wihmnii,  P.  ().  Box  iSH,  New  York  City. 
Sjcud  for  conipk'tf  c'utalogue  of  English  and  German  Songg— Fn-e. 

igli  seas  now  divide,  and  the  inount.tius  so  wide, 
never  once  foriiet  you  far  away; 

trea-Hure  still  the  tfower  that  vou  gave  nie  one  sweet  hour, 
Ulieu  we  watched  tlie  hids  anil  ia.sses  dancina:  gay; 
ve  longed  for  ray  coming,  and  I've  wept  bitter  tear.'?, 
lur  Scotch  lassiestill  is  your  own; 
icver  will  be  false,  for  her  heart  she  left  with  you. 
your  lassie,  blue-eyed  lassie,  will  be  true. 

ClIORCS. 

^h,  laddie,  my  laddie,  far  away. 

Still  would  your  darling  die  for  you, 
he  never  will"  be  false,  ati,  no!  uo  matter  what  they  say, 

No!  your  lassie,  blue-eyed  lassie,  will  be  true. 

.  love,  don't  forget  that  I  think  of  you  yet, 
Jd  Scotlantrs  bunnie  hills  across  the  sea; 
though  far  away  I  roam,  ah!  I  know  there  is  a  home 
lit  is  waiting  there,  my  own,  for  you  and  me: 
)me  to  you,  laddie,  like  the  bird  to  its  nest, 
still  I'am  praying  for  you; 
this  world  so  "fair  I  am  loving  y<^\\  the  best, 
your  lassie,  blue-eyed  lassie,  wu!  be  true. — Chorun. 


M  d 


3-OD   SAVE   OUR   PRESIDENT 
FROM   EVERY   HARM. 

Copyright.  1S.>*1.  by  Harrison  Millard. 

The  \Tords  and  Music  of  thiH  Song  will  lie  mat  to  any  addroi^s.  jjosi-paid,  on 
eipt  of  JO  rents,  bv  H.  J.  Wehnmn.  1*.  (>.  Box  l«£i.  New  York  City. 
<end  for  complete  Catalogno  of  Enuiir-li  and  German  Songi«— Free. 

(|ur  Nation  lives,  Columbia's  child, 
The  beacon-light  of  glory! 
hro'  sombre  grief —thro'  breakers  wide. 
It  tells  proud  Freedom's  story! 
ur  Ruler  trusted — brave  and  wise, 
Our  riag  without  a  slain! 
^t'e  hail  beneath  yon  vaulted  .skies, 
Jeliovah  .still  doth  reign! 

Chorus. 
God  sjive  our  Presiflent  from  every  harm! 
Shield  and  protect  him  with  Thy  mighty  arm; 

Guide  liim  in  every  act.  Thou  Lord  of  us  all; 

Send  him  jirospcrity — sustain,  lest  he  fall! 

Send  him  pn)sperity,  on  Thee  we  call, 
Gud  save  our  President  from  every  harm. 

0  iir  .starry  flag  still  floats  on  high, 
The  Nations  emblem  cherish'd! 
\^irii  field  of  blue  to  match  the  sky,  • 

Where  not  a  star  has  perished;, 
III  soDL's  of  joy — ttiid  trials  sore, 

We  iiail  its  folds  again!  ' 

Ii"aise  i»e  to  Him  forever  more, 
Jehovah  still  doth  reign! 

Ciiouis. 
Grnl  »avo  our  Pivsi(h:iit;  watch  o't-r  his  life; 
Firm  may  He  guide  us  on  thro'  every  strife; 

Rule  then  his  judgment  still.  Thou  Ruler  beni«i! 
Strengtlicn  him  evermore,  with  Thy  strength  (livine, 
Strengthi'n  him  evermore,  his  heart  be  Thine! 
rJod  save  our  President  from  every  harm. 

(>   land  of  Washinijton's  fenown. 

\nd  rjncoln's  pure  devotion, 
Wlhcre  laurel  wreaths  lov'd  Gartield  crown. 

From  ocean  unto  ocean, 
L:  ft  up  vour  voices — grand  and  free 

In  unison  again! 
T  le  Guardian  of  our  Liberty,  •, 

Jehovah  still  tloth  reign! 

Ciiontf*. 

>k1  sjive  our  President,  we  humbljj-  pray! 

.ord  of  all  nations,  oh,  be  Thou  his  stay! 
He;ir  us  with  one  aelaim,  we  cry  unto  Thee, 
Keep  Thou  our  learler  true,  where'er  he  may  Imj, 
Keep  Thou  our  leader  true — from  error  free!        ^  >  , 

>od  save  our  President  from  every  harm. 


THAT'S   HOW  YOU   GET   SERVED 
WHEN   YOU^RE   OLD. 

One  day  in  the  street,  I  just  happened  to  meet 
An  old  friend  whom  I'd  not  seen  for  years; 
The  old  man  looked  sad,  tho'  to  meet  me  was  glad. 

And  his  eyes,  as  we  spoke,  filled  with  tears. 
I  said,  "  John,  be  brief,  what's  the  cause  of  yofcr  gdef. 

To  me  your  misfortunes  unfold." 
Said  he,  "  In  pior  me,  vou  a  sample  may  see 
Of  how  a  man's  serv'd  when  he's  old." 

Chorus. 
Each  day  growing  older,  I  ^et  the  cold  shoulder, 
By  youngsters  thrust  out  in  the  cold,  n 

Who  jceringly  say  that  I'm  in  the  way. 
That's  how"  you  get  served  when  you're  old. 

I  l)egan  as  a  lad,  and  a  hard  place  I  had, 

\V  hich  I  held  for  some  forty-tive  years: 
I've  worked  lik«!  a  slave,  yet  no  monc}'  could  .save. 

And  now  I  may  starve,  it  apj^ears. 
What  I've  had  to  endure  is  hard  1  am  sure, 

Now,  by  the  young  master  I'm  told 
I  must  no  longer  stay,  but  for  others  make  way, 

That's  how  }ou  get  served  when  you're  old. — Churut. 

■When  young,  I  was  prnif:ed  and  my  wages  were  raised. 

No  L'lbor  I'd  ever  then  shirk. 
And  m.xster  would  then  jx)int  me  out  to  the  men 

As  \\w  one  w  ho  best  stuck  to  his  work. 
Now  I'm  feeble  and  weak,  he'll  to  me  liardly  si)eak. 

Unless  it's  to  gnimble  or  scold; 
Thev  simply  make  fun  of  what  I  have  done, 

TLat's  hoV  you  get  served  when  you're  old. — Choru* 

My  wife,  poor  .soul!  she  is  near  seventy-three. 

How  to  keep  her  from  want  I  don't  know,     . 
If  I  beg,  I  intrude,  and  by  p'lice  tire  pursued. 

And  if  to  the  work-house  we  ^o 
To  seek  for  relief,  they  but  add  to  Our  grief, 

•'  You  must  come  in  the  house,"  we  are  told, 
Part  husband  froiu  wife,  to  Ik.;  pauiK'is  for  life, 

That's  how  you  get  served  when  you're  old. — C'ltorm. 

In  de  Evening  by  de  Moonlight. 

Copyright.  1880,  l)y  B.  W.  Hitchcock. 

The  WordK  and  .^^^^ic  of  tlii(<  Son-.;  will  be  r>ent  to  any  addrrw.  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian.  I'.  O.  Box  IHiJ.  New  Vork  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  German  Songs — Free. 

In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight. 

When  dis  darkey's  work  was  over. 
We  would  gather  round  de  fire 
'Till  de  hoe-cake  it  was  done; 
Den  we  all  woidd  eat  our  suppers. 
After  dat  we'd  clear  de  kitchen, 
Dat's  de  oidy  time  we  had  to  spare      -         . 

To  have  a  little  fun. 
I'ncle  Gal>e  would  take  de  fiddle  down, 
Dat  htuig  »Ji)(>u  de  wall, 
•   VVhile  de  silver  moon  was  shining  clear  and  bright; 
How  de  old  folks  wotdd  enjoy  it,     . 
Dey  would  sit  and  li.sten  all  night, 
A."*  we  sang  in  de  evening  by  de  moonlight. 
Chorus. 
In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 

You  could  hear  us  darkies  singing. 
In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 

You  could  hear  de  banjo  ringing. 
How  dc  <-ld  folks  would  enjoy  it, 

Dey  would  sit  all  night  ancf  li.sten. 
As  we  s;uig  in  de  evening  by  de  moonlight. 

In  de  evening  by  de  moonlijiht, 

When  de  watih-dog  would  Ije  sleeping; 
In  de  corner  by  dc  fire-place. 

Beside  de  ol(l  arm  chair,  .    ., 

Where  Aunt  Chloe  used  to  sit 

And  tell  de  pic4minnies  .stories. 
And  de  cabin  would  l)e  filled 

SVith  merry  coons  from  far  and  near. 
All  dem  happy  tiuies  we  used  to  have 

Will  ne'tr  return  again; 
Everything  \v;us  den  so  merry,  gay  and  bright 

And  I  never  will  forget  it, 
Just  as  long  tis  1  remember, 

How  we  sjmg  in  de  evening  by  de  moonlight. — Ohoru$. 
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DtTPFY'S  OPENING-  NIOHT. 


The  Musio 
of 


lii 


Copyright,  1876.  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

of  this  Sone  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 


Iid  you  ever  hear  tell  of  Pat  Duffy? 
He  came  from  the  County  Mayo, 
ast  week,  share,  he  started  a  bar-room 
Down  ia  the  Fourth  Ward  below. 
'  'here  was  lager,  free  lunch,  and  whiskey. 

Faith,  indeed,  'twas  an  elegant  sight ; 
^ut  the  boys,  one  and  all,  they  got  friskey. 
On  Duffy's  grand  opening  night. 

Chorus. 

Ah,  but  Duffy  sold  horrible  liquor; 

It  wouM  knock  you  up  high  as  a  kite; 
And  the  bar  I'm  r;ure  never  looked  sicker 

Tbaa  oa  Daily's  grand  opening  night. 

1  'oor  Dtiffy  sent  out  Invitations, 

And  invited  his  neighbors  to  come; 
Ife  told  them  he'd  treat  them  all  dacent. 

And  give  them  their  fill  of  good  rum. 

hey  came  there  in  droves  aud  by  dozens. 

And  got  in  a  terrible  fight; 
'I'hey  broke  all  the  doors  and  the  windows. 

On  Duffy's  grand  opening  night. — Chorus. 

'  "hey  stole  all  the  stock  that  he  had  there, 
And  drank  all  his  whiskey  so  sweet; 
'hey  took  both  his  clotlies  and  his  money. 
And  threw  him  out  into  the  street; 
hey  scattered  his  family,  and  left  him 
To  roam  in  a  terrible  plight, 
oor  Duffy  now  lives  on  free  lunches 
8ince  he  gave  the  grand  opening  night. — Chorus. 


The  Music 
of  4( 


OUR  FRONT  STOOP.         " 

of  this  Sonc  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

'm  the  father  of  a  family, 

Six  girls  and  one  big  boy, 
'  Vith  the  neighbors  they  are  friendly. 

They  are  their  mother's  joy; 
t's  every  Summer  evening. 

When  the  hetit  would  make  you  droop, 

riends  they  meet  from  every  street, 

To  gossip  on  our  front  stoop. 

'  Tiere's  dainty  Misses  Grogan, 
Alexander  McAfee, 
he  undertaker  Hogan, 
The  pride  of  Calvary; 
Juch  splendid  vocalization, 
'Twould  burst  an  opera  troupe- 
The  Sweet  By-and-By  "  would  make  a  man  die. 
As  sung  on  our  front  stoop. 

JThey  talked  about  the  Murphys, 

And  say  they  put  on  style, 
\nd  how  their  daughter  Mary 

Went  down  ♦o  Coney  Isle. 
fVithaGerm, . I  Tusic  teacher,         • 

Who  filled      5;  with  clamp  soup. 
Then  they  say   jon't  give  it  away, 

What  you  hear  on  our  front  stoop. 

you'd  have  to  run  the  gauntlet, 

If  ye  were  walking  by. 
They'd  have  your  family  history 

In  the  twinkling  of  your  eye. 
Fhey'd  turn  j'ou  gently  over. 

While  they  sit  there  in  a  group, 
Fhey'd  give  to  you  sweet  Ballyhoo,  - 

While  passing, our  front  stoop. 

They  send  Kate  with  a  pitcher 

For  Cincinnati  beer;  ,      , 

Then  their  conversation 

For  a  mile  or  two  you'll  hear. 
They  talk  about  the  babies. 

The  whooping-cough  and  croup; 
When  the  moon's  out  in  sight,  they  say  good-night. 

And  go  home  from  our  front  stoop. 


PAT    MALLOY.  , 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  30  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

At  .sixteen  years  of  age  I  was    /     v   ■  ■ 

My  mother's  fair-haired  boy; 
■   She  kept  a  little  huckster  shop, 

Iler  name  it  was  Malloy; 
"  rue  fourteen  children.  Fat,"  says  she, 

■"  Which  heaven  to  me  has  sent. 
But  children  ain't  like  pigs,  you  know — 

They  can't  pay  the  rent  I " 
She  gave  me  every  shilling       . .  : 

There  was  in  the  till,- 
Aud  kissed  me  fifty  times  or  more,    . 

As  if  she'd  never  get  her  fill; 
"Oh.  heaven  bless  you.  Pat,"  said  she, 
'  "  And  don't  forget,  my  boy, 

That  ould  Ireland  is  your  country. 

And  your  name  is  Pat  Malloy  1 


Oh,  England  is  a  purty  place,  - 

Of  gold  there  is  no  lack — 
I  trudged  from  York  to  London, 

Wid  me  scythe  upon  me  back: 
The  English  girls  are  beautiful. 

Their  loves  I  don't  decline. 
The  eating  and  the  drinking,  too. 

Are  beautiful  and  fine; 
But  in  a  corner  of  me  heart. 

Which  nobody  can  see, 
Two  eyes  of  Irish  blue 

Are  always  f>eeping  out  at  me! 
Oh,  Molly,  darlin',  never  fear, 

I'm  still  your  own  dear  boy —  , 

Ould  Ireland  is  me  country, 

And  me  name  is  Pat  Malloy.   . 

From  Ireland  to  America, 

Across  the  seas  I  roam. 
And  every  shilling  that  I  got. 

Ah,  sure  I  sent  it  home; 
Me  mother  couldn't  write,  but,  oh. 

There  came  from  Father  Boyce: 
"Oh,  heaven  bless  you,  Pat,"  says  she — 

I  hear  me  mother  3  voice! 
But  now  I'm  going  home  again. 

As  poor  as  I  began,  - 

To  make  a  happy  girl  of  Moll, 

And  sure  I  tlunk  I  can; 
Me  pockets  they  are  empty, 

But  me  heart  is  filled  with  joy. 
For  ould  Ireland  is  me  country. 

And  me  name  is  Pat  Malloy. 

THE   ROSE   OF  ALLANDALE. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  b«  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  80  cents,  by  Ilenry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

The  mom  was  fair,  the  skies  were  clear. 

No  breath  came  o'er  the  sea; 
When  >fJ»ry  left  her  Highland  cot. 

And  wanderd  forth  with  me.  " 

Though  flowers  deck'd  the  mountain  side. 

And  fragrance  fill'd  the  vale. 
By  far  the  sweetest  flower  there. 

Was  the  Rose  of  Allandale. 

Where'er  I  wander'd,  east  or  west. 

Though  fate  began  to  lour, 
A  solace  still  was  she  to  me. 

In  sorrow's  lonely  hour. 
When  tempests  lash'd  our  gallant  bark. 

And  rent  her  shiv'ring  sail, 
One  maiden  form  withstood  the  storm, 

"Twas  the  Rose  of  Allandale. 

And  when  my  fever'd  lips  were  parch'd,     . 

On  Afric's  burning  sand. 
She  whisper'd  hopes  of  happiness,  ,      , 

And  tales  of  distant  land. 
My  life  had  been  a  wilderness, 

Unblest  by  fortune's  gale. 
Had  fate  not  link'd  my  lot  with  hers,     : 

The  Rose  of  Allandale.  ^ 
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S        O'DONNELL  ABU.   ^^  : 

.  -■     ..     -  Composed  by  M.  J.  M'Cann.  "^   ■ ;  ' 

Proudly  the  note  of  the  trumpet  is  sounding, 

Loudly  the  war-cries  arise  on  the  gale,  ■^  ■         •  ,' 

Fleetly  the  steed  by  Loc  Suilig  is  bounding, 
To  join  the  thick  squadrons  in  Saimear's  green  valtt. 
On,  every  mountaineer, 
Strangers  to  flight  and  fear;  ' 

;         Rush  to  the  standard  of  dauntless  Red  Hugh!  ; 
Bonnought  and  Gallowglass, 
Throng  from  each  mountain  passi 
On  for  old  Erin— O'Donnell  abul 

Princely  O'Neill  to  our  aid  is  advancing, 

With  many  a  chieftain  and  virarrior-clan ; 
A  thousand  proud  steeds  in  his  vanguard  are  prancing, 
'Neath  the  borders  brave  from  the  banks  of  the  Bann; 
Many  a  heart  shall  quail      ; 
Under  its  coat  of  mail ; 
Deeply  the  merciless  tyrant  shall  rue    . 
When  on  his  ear  shall  ring. 
Borne  on  the  breeze's  wing, 
Tyrconnell's  dread  war-cry — O'Donnell  abu! 

Wildly  o'er  Desmond  the  war  wolf  is  howliug, 

Fearless  the  eagle  sweeps  over  the  plain. 
The  fox  in  the  streets  of  the  city  is  prowling, 
•  All — all  who  would  scare  them  are  banished  or  slain! 

Grasp,  ^very  stalwart  hand, 

Hackbut  and  battle-brand — 
Pay  them  all  back  the  deep  debt  so  long  due; 

Norris  and  Clifford  well  .  • 

Can  of  Tir-Conaill  tell— 
'         Onward  to  glory— O'Donnell  abu!      ^ 

Sacred  the  cause  that  Clan-Conaill's  defending—       ' 

The  alt:  re  wc  kneel  at  and  homes  of  our  sires; 
Ruthless  the  ruin  the  foe  is  extending —  .     / 

Midnight  is  red  with  the  plunderer's  fires! 
On  with  O'Donnell,  then. 
Fight  the  old  fight  again, 
.     Sons  of  Tir-Conaill  all  valiant  and  true; 
Make  the  false  Saxon  feel         ,      .  . . . 
Erin's  avenging  steel  I  -  '.     :. 

■   Strike  for  your  country! — O'Donnell  abu!    - 


DIG-O-ING-  FOR   GOLD. 


Darby  Kelly  below  in  Kilkenny  did  live, 

A  sketch  of  whose  character  I'm  going  to  give; 

He  was  thought  by  the  people  a  green  polished  rogue. 

He  could  wastle  the  whiskey,  or  wastle  the  old  brogue; 

All  kinds  of  diseases  with  herbs  he  could  cure. 

He'd  interpret  your  dreams  to  be  certain  and  sure,      . 

By  the  boys  of  the  village  he  often  was  fool'd; 

For  aslape  or  awake,  he  was  dreaming  of  gould. 

He  had  a  fine  open  house,  but  the  winders  were  broke. 

The  gables  were  down  to  let  out  the  smoke; 

Some  beautiful  pigs,  through  the  wide  world  to  range. 

Though  they  were  thin,  they  were  thick  with  the  mange. 

He  was  so  neglectful  of  domestic  affairs. 

The  rats  ate  tlie  bottoms  all  out  of  the  chairo. 

And  the  wife  by  the  husband  was  so  overruled. 

When  she  asked  him  for  coppers  he  was  talkin(K  of  gouIdL 

The  house  thus  neglected,  sure  nothing  went  rij'ht; 
When  a  youth  of  the  village  came  to  him  one  night — 
A  nice  boy  he  was,  his  name  was  Dan  Mac, 
And  ready  to  fly  with  the  duds  on  his  back; 
All  the  clothes  that  he  had  wasn't  enough 
To  make  him  a  bolster  to  stick  on  a  crutch, 
And  his  Juvenile  days  in  a  limekiln  was  schooled. 
But  he  used  to  cod  Darby  about  finding  gould. 

Says  Dan:  Ere  last  night  I  had  a  beautiful  dream;     . 
Bit  bad  luck  to  the  doubt!  last  night  I'd  the  same; 
And  to-day,  as  I  dozed,  after  slacking  some  lime, 
I  dreamt  it  again  for  the  third  and  last  time. 
Och,  murder!  says  Darby,  come  tell  us  your  dream, ;    .' 
Same  time  his  two  eyes  like  rockets  did  gleam,    ,      ■,■-;.' 
Says  Dan,  I  dreamt  at  the  castle  Kilcool  '       -'     - 

I  found  a  jar  that  was  crammed  full  of  gould. 


Poor  Darby  a  big  mouth  opened  like  a  dead  Haicke, 
Saying:  You'll  be  a  hero,  just  like  your  namesake; 
You'll  ride  in  your  coach,  you  fortunate  elf. 
While  I  may  be  in  one,  going  down  to  the  Hulks.  / 
No  matter,  said  Darby,  we  must  emigrate,  ;  _ 

So  come  down  at  midnight,  and  don't  be  too  late; 
Bring  some  boys  whose  courage  won't  easy  be  coole*  ;    ■ " 
And  we'll  dig  iill  daylight  to  find  all  the  gould.  ';' ; 

They  arrived  at  the  castle  at  about  one  o'clock, 
Where  Dan  dreamt  he  found  all  the  gold  in  a  crock, 
They  all  set  to  work  with  picks,  shovels,  and  spades, 
And  a  hole  that  would  swallow  a  house  soon  was  made 
Says  Darby:  Bad  luck  to  the  curse  we  must  give,  ;-    •  ■  -: 
Or  we'll  be  beggars  as  long  as  we  live!  •';  ■ 

Says  Dan:  May  the  devil  on  my  back  be  stooled. 
For  I  have  bursted  my  breeches  in  digging  for  gould! 

The  prayers  availed  nothing,  the  crock  was  soon  found, 

Tim  Rooney  he  lifted  it  over  the  ground; 

With  jo^  Darby  leaped  on  tlie  back  of  Ned  Fail,  :: 

Like  a  nsh  from  the  stream  with  a  hook  in  his  tail. 

Says  Darby:  My  wife  won't  abuse  me  to-night. 

When  I  tase  home  the  shiners  so  yellow  and  bright! 

I'll  buy  house  and  land  about  Kilcool, 

And  we'll  all  bless  the  night  we  went  digging  for  gould! 

The  crock  was  then  placed  on  Darby's  own  back. 

To  carry  home  and  each  man  have  his  whack; 

They  arrived  at  the  door  with  the  gould  to  be  sacked. 

When  Mac  with  a  spade  knocked  the  crock  into  smash. 

Poor  Darby,  near  smothered,  ran  in  with  affright, 

His  wife  jumps  up  to  get  him  a  light. 

When  she  heard  Darby  mourning,  her  passion  was  cooled, 

She  knew  by  the  smell  he  was  covered  with  gould! 


I  ^  ■  »  « 


The  Valley  Lay  Smiling  Before  Me. 

The  valley  lay  smiling  before  me 

Where  lately  I  left  her  behind ;  "     - 

Yet  I  trembled,  and  something  hung  o'er  mo 

That  saddened  the  joy  of  my  min<l.  .  ■ 

I  looked  for  the  lamp  which,  she  told  me,  [ 

Should  shine,  when  her  pilgrim  returned; 
But,  though  darkness  began  to  infold  me. 

No  lamp  from  tlie  battlements  burned.       ,      ' 

I  flew  to  her  chamber — 'twas  lonely. 

As  if  the  loved  tenant  lay  dead ;  >*  •  . 

Ah,  would  it  were  death,  and  death  only!  - 

But  no,  the  young  false  one  had  fled. 
And  there  hung  the  lute  that  could  soften 

My  very  worst  pains  into  bliss; 
While  the  hand  that  had  waked  it  so  often. 

Now  throbbed  to  a  proud  rival's  kiss.  .     ., 

There  teat  a  time,  falsest  of  women! 

When  Brcffui's  good  sword  would  have  sought 
That  man,  through  a  million  of  focnien. 

Who  dared  but  to  wrong  thee  in  thoygM!       : 
While  now — oh,  degenerate  daughter  '    '■; 

Of  Erin,  how  fallen  is  thy  fame!  -• 

And  through  ages  of  bondage  and  slaughter  .• 

Our  country  shall  bleed  for  thy  shame.  I'- 

Already  the  curse  is  upon  her,  , 

And  strangers  her  valleys  profane;  , 
They  come  to  divide — to  dishonor. 

And  tyrants  they  long  will  remain. 
But  onward!  the  green  banner  rearing, 

Go,  flesh  every  sword  to  the  hilt; 
On  oar  side  is  virtue  and  Erin, 

On  X\xe\Ts\9  i\\e  Saxon  and  Guilt. 
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— It  was  in  a  country  theatre.  Ti>«'fwo  gentlemen  were  from 
the  agricultural  district.  Afty>Hfe  curtain  fell  on  the  first  act, 
one  of  them  who  had  btj^i'feading  the  programme,  said  in  an 
excited  manner:  " It's^^Swindle,  just  got  up  to  take  in  strang- 
ers." "  What's  a&jrtndle? "  " Here  it  says  the  next  act  is  two 
years  later.  LiJironder  if  they  think  we  are  going  to  stay  here 
for  two  y«M%just  to  see  this  thing  out? "  They  went  out  and 
saw  the  ticket-man  about  it. 
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WH"^    SHOULD    THE    SPIRIT    OF 
MORTAL    BE    PROUD? 


President  Lincoln's  favorite  Poem. 


wl  y 


Oh  I 

Like  a 
A  flash 
Man 


should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be  proud? 
Twift,  floating  meteor,  a  fast-flying  cloud, 
of  the  lightning,  a  break  of  the  wave, 
pabseth  from  life  to  his  rest  in  the  grave. 


lea  V 


The 
Be  scat 
And  th 
Should 


es  of  the  oak  and  willow  shall  fade, 
ered  around  and  together  be  laid; 
;  young  and  the  old,  and  the  low  and  the  high, 
moulder  to  dust  and  together  shall  lie. 


The  inflant  and  mother  attended  and  loved; 
The  mc  ther  that  infant's  affection  who  proved. 
The  hu  iband  that  mother  and  infant  who  blessed, 
Each,  t^l,  are  away  to  their  dwellings  of  r^st. 


mtid 


The 
Shone 
And  th  ! 
Are  ali 


on  whose  cheek,  on  whose  brow,  in  whose  eye, 
eauty  and  pleasure,  her  triumphs  are  by ; 
memory  of  those  who  loved  her  and  praised, 
e  from  the  minds  of  the  living  erased. 


The  hafcd  of  the  king  that  the  sceptre  hath  borne; 
The  br<  w  of  the  priest  that  the  mitre  hath  worn; 
The  eyi   of  the  sage  and  the  heart  of  the  brave. 
Are  hiqden  and  lost  in  the  depths  of  the  grave. 

The  peAsant,  whose  lot  was  to  sow  and  to  reap; 
The  herdsman,  who  climbed  with  his  goats  up  the  steep; 
Tlie  be:  ;gar,  who  wandered  in  search  of  his  bread, 
Have  fl  dcd  away  like  the  grass  that  we  tread. 


The  saibt 
The 
The 
Have  q 


sin  aer 
wi  e 


who  enjoyed  the  communion  of  heaven, 
r  who  dared  to  remain  unfofgivcn, 
^  and  the  foolisli,  the  guilty  and  iust, 
lietly  mingled  their  bones  in  the  dust. 


For  we 
We  see 
We  d 
And 


ri  1 
run 


So  the  ;  nultitude  goes,  like  the  flower  or  the  weed. 
That  w  thers  away  to  let  others  succeed; 
So  the 'nultitude  comes,  even  those  we  behold. 
To  rep<  at  every  tale  that  has  often  been  told. 


are  the  same  our  fathers  have  been ; 
the  same  sights  our  fathers  have  seen; 
k  the  same  stream  and  view  tiie  same  sun, 
the  same  course  our  fathers  have  run. 


The  thoughts  we  are  thinking  our  fathers  would  think; 
Prom  t  ic  death  we  are  shrinking  our  fathers  would  shrink. 
To  the   ifc  we  are  clinsing  they  also  would  cling; 
But  it  s  jceds  from  us  all  like  a  bird  on  the  wing. 

They  1(  ved,  but  the  story  we  cannot  unfold;  > 
They  si ;orned,  but  the  heart  of  the  haughty  is  cold; 
They  g'ieved,  but  no  wail  from  their  slumber  will  come; 
They  j<  yed,  but  the  tongue  of  their  gladness  is  dumb. 

They  d  ed;  aye!  they  died;  we  things  that  are  now, 
That  w  \]k  on  the  turf  that  lies  over  Uieir  brow. 
And  ni  iko  in  their  dwellings  a  transient  abode. 
Meet  tl  e  things  that  they  met  on  their  pilgrimage  road. 


Yea! 
We  mi 
And  th 
Still  fo 


h)pe 


'Tis  th( 
From 
From 
Oh! 


and  despondency,  pleasure  and  pain, 
igle  together  in  sunshine  and  rain; 
i  smile  and  the  tear,  the  song  and  the  dirge, 
low  each  other,  like  surge  upon  surge. 


t  le 
tie 

wliy 


wink  of  an  eye,  'tis  the  draught  of  a  breath, 
blossom  of  health  to  the  paleness  of  death, 
gilded  saloon  to  the  bier  and  the  shroud — 
should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be  proud? 


— A  flo ;k  of  girls  is  called  a  bev/;  a  bevy  of  wolves  a  pack; 
a  pack  of  thieves  a  gang;  a  gang  ot  angels  a  host;  a  host  of  por- 
poises a-6ioal;  a  shoal  of  bullalip^s  a  herd;  a  herd  of  children  a 
troop;  a  '  roop  of  partridges^covey ;  a  covey  of  beauties  a  gal- 
axy; a  ga  laxy  of  ruflfiansVnorde ;  a  horde  of  rubbish  a  heap;  a 
heap  of  oKen  a  drove^,^^rove  of  blackguards  a  mob;  a  mob  of 
whales  a  school;  ajifliool  of  worshippers  a  congregation;  a  con- 

eegation  of  engineers  a  corps;   a  corps  of  robbers  a  band;  a 
,nd  of    ocusts  a  swarm;   and  a  swarm  of  people  is  called  a 
crowd,  ai  id  wherever  there  is  a  crowd  there  usually  is  a  fuss. 


STUMP  SPEECH.  ,      , 

Dehvered  by  Ned  Turner.  - 

Ffxlf.u  Citizens  akd  Human:— Lend  me  your  ears,  for  I 
am  about  to  let  her  slide.  Dis  am  a  great  country,  full  ob  toil 
and  troubles,  sin  and  sorrow,  sickness  and  defl.  We  spring  up 
like  a  hoppergrass  and  we  are  cut  down  like  a  peppergrass,  as 
Speelshake  says  in  his  works  ob  human  ewents.  I  tell  yea,  fel- 
ler citizens,  a  crisis  hab  aribben  and  sumthin's  bust;  our  hy-per- 
bol-i-cal  and  majestic  uniwerse  ob  creation  hab  unshipped  her 
rudder  and  de  captain's  ded  drunk  in  dat  renowned  and  neber 
to  be  forgotten  place  called  de  oder  side  ob  Jordan;  de  cham- 
bermaid hab  jumped  overboard  and  div  down  to  de  depths  ob 
dc  mighty  deep  in  serch  ob  crabs  and  odder  small  insects.  Our 
wigwams  am  torn  to  pieces  like  an  old  shirt  on  a  brush  fence. 
We  hab  purloined  de  huntin'  grounds  ob  de  poor  aborigines, 
and  druv  dem  in  desparation  to  de  plains  ob  Caucassus  on  de 
Kentuck  ribber,  near  Sheedunk  Territory.  Dis  am  a  time  to 
be  looked  up  to  like  a  bobtail  shanghai  on  a  rickety  henroost; 
am  such  tings  to  be  did?  I  ax  you  in  de  name  ob  dat  proud 
majestic  bird  ob  Liberty,  which  hab  smelt  de  smoke  ob  many 
hard  fought  battles,  and  hab  now  flown  ober  de  cloud-capt 
summit  ob  de  Rockgany  Mountins,  and  sets  perched  on  de  staff 
ob  de  Star  Spangled  Smasher,  am  such  things  gwine  to  be  con- 
glomerated? Oh  answer  me,  somebody!  and  "let  me  not  bust 
wid  ignorance,"  as  Caesar  said  when  Gimblet  stabbed  him  in  de 
house  ob  Re-pre-sent-a-tives.  I'se  sprung  a  leak!  I'mspilen! 
I'm  gwine  to  let  her  rip.  and  yelp  like  a  hungry  bar  wid  a  sore 
head,  or  a  big  yaller  dog  wid  a  wheel-barrow  tied  to  his  tail. 
Den  flock  to^edder,  feller  humans,  like  a  flock  ob  turkey  buz- 
zards round  do  carcass  ob  a  defunct  mule,  or  a  drove  ob  shad  in 
fly  time,  and  rib  me  out  wid  a  mill  grab,  if  I  don't  stick  to  you 
like  brick  dust  to  a  bar  ob  soft  soap,  or  a  lot  ob  hungry  niggers 
to  a  bowl  ob  clam  soup.  Times  aint  as  dey  used  to  was,  and 
things  in  general  hab  got  to  cum  to  a  t.lop,  so  my  friend  Jecms 
says,  and  what  he  says  am  i!e  from  dc  can.  Howsumcver,  his 
absence  prevents  his  hemispherical  orgunisational  optical  illu- 
sional  powers.  Look  t)  it,  feller  hutiians,  or  I  will,  f  or  I  nm 
spilin'.  I'm  worried,  and  dere  will  be  trouble  in  de  house,  and 
when  I  do  rise  up,  dc  whole  Yankee  nation  from  de  East  to  dc 
Wes',  from  de  Norf  to  de  South,  will  exclaim  in  dc  loud  and 
terrific,  sublime  and  unnatural  language  as  Paul  de  Soap  Ftit 
Man  used  when  preachin'  in  de  wilderness  to  de  aborigines  ob 
llosh  Kosh,  when  he  said  unto  dem,  "  You  dat  am  last  shall  be 
fust,  and  you  dat  am  fust  shall  be  last,  and  follow  in  dc  foot- 
steps of  de  odders,"  when  Gabriel  blows  his  horn  or  stay  behind 
till  de  day  ob  Jug-her-not  and  }i»ot  little  Hog  or  die. 


i 
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The   Captain  -with  His  Whiskers. 

The  Music  of  this  Sonff  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  30  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

As  they  marched  through  the  town,  with  their  banners  so  gay, 

I  ran  to  the  window  to  hear  the  band  play; 

I  peeped  through  the  blinds  very  cautiously  then, 

Lest  the  neighbors  should  say  I'was  looking  at  the  men. 

Oh!  I  heard  the  drums  beat,  and  the  music  so  sweet, 

But  my  eyes  at  the  time  caught  a  mucii  greater  treat. 

The  troop  was  the  finest  that  I  ever  did  see. 

And  the  Captain  with  his  whiskers  took  a  sly  glance  at  me. 

When  we  met  at  the  ball,  I  of  course  thought  it  right 

To  pretend  that  wc  never  had  met  till  that  night; 

But  he  knew  me  at  once  I  perceived  by  his  glance, 

And  I  hung  down  my  head  when  he  asked  me  to  dance: 

Oh!  he  sat  by  my  side  at  the  end  of  the  set. 

And  the  sweet  words  he  said  I  never  shall  forget; 

My  heart  was  enlisted  and  could  hot  get  free, 

As  the  Captain  with  his  whiskers  took  a  sly  glance  at  m«< 

But  he  marched  from  the  town  and  I  saw  him  no  more,     :• 
Yet  I  think  of  him  still  and  the  whiskers  he  wore;  ■• 

I  dream  all  the  night,  and  I  talk  all  the  day. 
Of  the  love  of  a  Captain  who  has  gone  far  away; 
I  remember  with  superabundant  delight, 
When  we  met  in  the  street  and  wc  danced  all  the  night; 
And  I  keep  in  my  mind  how  my  heart  jumped  with  glee, 
As  the  Captain  with  his  whiskers  took  a  sly  glance  at  me. 


— An  Irishman,  being  a  little  fuddled,  was  asked  what  was 
his  religious  belief.  "Is  it  tne  belafe  ye'd  be  asking  about? " 
said  he.  "  It's  the  sameasthe  widdy  Brady.  I  owe  her  twelve 
shillings  for  whi8kev,,4ind  she  belaves  I'll  never  pay  her;  and 
faith,  that's  my  b«kae.  too." 
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They've  all  Got  a  Wife  but  Me. 

i-'   '"^  /■>■":'_        '    '  .       As  sung  by  Ben  Dodge.         '  V  /    ;  . ; ' . 

A  storv  true  I'll  tell  to  you,  '    ■       ^. 

Of  the  troubles  of  my  life ; 
Though  in  love  I've  been— like  many  other  men-^ 

I  never  could  get  a  wife; 
For  the  girls  are  so  shy  (but  I  can't  tell  why). 

And  sad  it  is  to  relate; 
Though  I've  tried  and  tried,  till  I've  almost  died. 

Still  I  cannot  find  a  mate. 

Chorus. 

There's  the  monkey  and  the  dog,  the  turtle  and  the  frog» 

The  fishes  that  swim  in  the  sea; 
And  the  pretty  little  squirrel,  with  his  tail  up  in  a  curl. 

Oh,  they've  all  got  a  wife  but  me.       '  j 

When  first  in  love,  head  o'er  heels  I  dove. 

It  was  with  a  girl  named  Lize; 
She'd  a  nose  hard  to  beat,  she'd  number  ten  feet,    .    ^ 

And  a  pair  of  codfish  eyes; 
I  offered  my  hand,  in  a  style  quite  grand. 

And  what  do  you  suppose? 
She  said  very  cool,  that  she  wasn't  such  a  fool,  ":' 

And  she  turned  up  her  pretty  little  nose. 

Spoken — It  made  me  outrageously  mad  to  think  that  she  went 
back  en  me  after  I  squandered  all  my  wealth  upon  her — not  that 
I  cared  for  the  money,  but  I  hated  to  realize  that — 

Chorus. 

There's  the  chickens  and  the  cat,  the  weasel  and  the  rat. 

The  'skeeter  and  the  bumblebee; 
The  cunning  little  lizard  and  the  naughty  old  buzzard. 

Oh,  they've  all  got  a  wife  but  me. 

My  love  number  two,  was  a  girl  named  Sue, 

Who  clerked  in  a  dollar  store;  "    .. 

Each  day  I  dresocd  in  all  my  best,  .>      '. 

And  wandered  past  the  door. 
I  wrote  her  a  letter  (oh,  I  ought  to  know  better). 

And  asked  her  to  share  my  lot; 
Next  day  I  met  her  "feller,    and  he  thumped  me  in  the  smeller. 

That  was  all  the  answer  I  got. 

Spoken — Oh,  I  tell  you  it  is  a  horrible  thing  to  contemplate — 
just  to  think  that  I  am  left  to  enjoy  single  wretchedness,  while — 

Chorus. 
There's  the  horse  and  the  steer,  the  goat  and  the  deer. 

The  hornet,  the  wasp  and  the  flea; 
The  fussy  little  coon,  and  the  ugly  old  baboon,  -/• 

Oh,  they've  all  got  a  wife  but  me.  ■'.  /    ; 

WALKING  DOWN  BHOADWAY. 

As  sung  by  Wm.  Horace  Lingard. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  85  cents,  by  Qenry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

The  sweetest  thing  in  life,      ..  - 

And  no  one  dare  say  nay. 
On  a  Saturday  afternoon. 

Is  walking  down  Broadway;    •  .      . 

My  sisters  through  the  Park,  :• 

And  at  Long  Branch  wish  to  stay, 
:  But  I  prefer  to  walk 

Down  the  festive,  gay  Broadway. 

—  ,■-"■.■..-■-.  Chorus.  r-\   -^ ■;■''''■: '• 

Walking  down  Broadway,       '  f  j;  V  ■      ' 
The  festive,  gay  Broadway,   '■.■^.■'  '^^/y  }■■■:-:,  .■ 
The  O.  K.  tiling  on  Saturday  ■;':>:■—:' 

Is  walking  down  Broadway.  - 

'    Last  "Wednesday  afternoon, 
y    '     ■  My  cousin  Will  did  say:         : 

"Nellie,  come  along  with  me, 
...  I'll  take  you  down  Broadway — 

;  ';  To  the  Theater  Comlque, 

To  see  Captain  Jinks  so  |;ay, 
•'     ,  Then  we'll  dine  at  Delmonico's 

»:  ,  'Fore  returning  down  Broadway." 

Spoken — And  I  must  say,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  with  all  due 
deference  to  other  pleasures  in  life,  there's  nothing  so  charming 
-- — Chorvs. 


NETTIE  MOORE.  ^ 

■■  Sung  by  Hooley's  Minstrels.  .^      • 

Tlie  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Ileury  J.  Wehman,  5U  Chatham  St.,  Kew  York. 

In  a  little  white  cottage. 

Where  the  trees  are  ever  green, 
And  the  climbing  roses  blossom  at  the  door, 

I've  often  sat  and  listen'd 

To  the  music  of  the  birds, 
And  the  geutlo  voice  of  charming  Nettie  Moore.  • 

j^  Chorus.  "    . 

Oh,  I  miss  you  Nettie  Moore,  ^     ' 

And  my  happiness  is  o'er. 
While  a  spirit  sad  around  my  heart  his  come; 

And  the  busy  days  are  long. 

And  the  nights  are  lonely  now. 
For  you're  gone  from  our  little  cottage  home.  •'. 

'  Below  us  in  the  valley, 

Ou  the  river's  dancing  tide, 
Of  a  Summer  eve  I'd  launch  my  open  boat;    . 

And  when  the  moon  was  rising. 

And  the  stars  began  to  shine, 
Down  the  river  we  so  merrily  would  float. — Chorut, 

And  often  in  the  Autumn, 

Ere  the  dew  had  left  the  lawn,  * 

We  would  wander  o'er  the  fields  far  away; 

But  those  moments  have  departed, 

Gentle  Nettie,  too,  is  gone, 
And  no  longer  sweetly  with  her  can  I  stray. — Chonu. 

Since  the  time  that  you  departed,  -       ." 

I  have  long'd  from  earth  to  rise. 
And  join  the  happy  angels  gone  before; 

I  can  not  now  be  merry, 

For  my  heart  is  full  of  woe, 
Ever  pining  for  my  gentle  Nettie  Moore. — Oharu*. 

You  are  gone,  darling  Nettie; 

I  have  mouru'd  you  many  a  day;  ~. 

But  I'll  wipe  all  the  tears  from  my  eyes; 

For  as  soon  as  life  is  past, 

I  shall  meet  you  once  again, 
In  heaven,  darling,  up  above  the  skies. — Cliorui. 


Is  it  Anbody's  Business? 

Sung  by  Miss  Clara  BradeL 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Is  it  anybody's  business,  if  a  gentleman  should  choose 
To  wait  upon  a  lady,  if  the  lady  don't  refuse? 
Or,  to  speak  a  little  plainer,  that  the  meaning  all  may  know. 
Is  it  anybody's  business,  if  a  lady  has  a  beau? 

Is  it  anybody's  business  when  that  gentleman  does  call? 
Or  when  he  leaves  the  lady?  or  if  he  leaves  at  all? 
Or  Is  it  necessary  that  the  curtain  should  be  drawn. 
To  save  from  further  trouble  the  outside  lookers-on? 

Is  it  anybody's  business  but  the  lady's,  if  her  beau 
Rides  out  with  other  ladies,  and  doesn't  let  hei  know? 
Is  it  anybody's  business  but  the  gentleman's,  if  she 
Should  accept  another  escort,  where  he  doesn't  chance  to  be? 

If  a  person's  on  the  sidewalk,  whether  great  or  whether  small. 
Is  it  anybody's  business  where  that  person  means  to  call? 
Or  if  you  see  a  person,  as  he's  calling  anywhere. 
Is  it  any  of  your  business  what  his  business  may  b*  there? 

The  substance  of  our  query,  simply  stated,  would  be  Uus: 

Is  it  anybody's  business  what  another's  business  is? 

If  it  is,  or  if  it  isn't,  we  would  really  like  to  know. 

For  we're  certain,  if  it  isn't,  there  are  some  who  make  it  se. 

If  'tis,  we'll  join  the  rabble,  and  act  the  noble  part 
Of  tattlers  and  defamers  who  throng  the  public  mart; 
But  if  not,  we'll  act  the  teacher,  until  everybody  learns 
It  were  better  in  the  future  to  mind  their  own  concerns. 
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KATY'S  LETTER. 

By  Lady  Duffeiin. 

Och,  girls  dear,  did  you  ever  hear 

I  wrote  my  love  a  letter. 
And  although  he  cannot  read, 

I  thought  'tvras  all  the  better;. 
For  why  should  he  be  puzzled 

With  hard  spelling  in  the  matter, 
When  the  maning  was  so  plain 

That  I  loved  him  faithfully, 
And  he  knows  it — oh,  he  knows  it — 

Without  one  word  from  me. 

> 

.  wrote  it,  and  I  folded  it, 

And  put  a  seal  upon  it, 
'Twas  a  seal  almost  as  big 

As  the  crown  of  my  best  bonnet; 
For  I  would  not  have  the  postmaster 

Make  his  remarks  upon  it. 
As  I'd  said  inside  the  letter 

That  I  loved  him  faithfully, 
And  he  knows  it— oh,  he  knows  it — 

Without  one  word  from  me. 

My  heart  was  full,  but  when  I  wrote 

I  dare  not  put  it  half  in. 
The  neighbors  know  I  love  him, 

And  they're  mighty  fond  of  chaffing; 
So  I  dare  not  write  his  name  outside. 

For  fear  they  would  be  laughing,         ' 
So  I  wrote:  "From  little  Kate  to  one 

Whom  she  loves  faithfully," 
And  he  knows  it — oh,  he  knows  it — 

Without  one  word  from  me. 

Now,  girls,  would  you  believe  it, 

That  postman,  >so  consated. 
No  answer  will  he  bring  me. 

So  long  as  I  have  waited; 
But  maybe  there  mtiy'nt  be  one 

For  the  rason  that  I  stated. 
That  my  love  can  neither  read  nor  write. 

But  loves  me  faithfully, 
And  I  know  where'er  my  love  is, 

That  he  is  true  to  me. 


TH^  SPADE,  BOYS,  THE  SPADE. 

Copyright,  1874,  by  E.  H.  Hardinsr. 

The  Musifc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  2  cents,  by  Henr>'  J-  Wehman.  00  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Give  me  the  spade  and  the  man  who  can  use  it, 

A  fig  :  or  your  lord  and  his  soft  silken  hand. 
Let  the   nan  who  has  strength  never  stoop  to  abuse  it,' 

Give  i   back  to  the  giver,  the  land,  boys  the  land; 
There's  lo  bank  like  the  earth  to  deposit  your  labor. 

The  n  ore  you  deposit  the  more  you  shall  have. 


Jf  there" 


I  more  than  you  want  you  can  give  to  your  neighbor, 


And  y  3ur  name  shall  be  dear  to  the  true  and  the  brave 

Chorus. 

G  ve  me  the  spade  and  the  man  who  can  use  it, 
A  fig  for  your  lord  and  his  soft  silken  imnd, 

L<  it  the  man  who  has  strength  never  stoop  to  abuse  it, 
Give  it  back  to  the  giver,  the  land,  boys,  the  land. 


Give 

That 
Let  us 

Whil 
It  was 

Creatcid 
Gave 

But 
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Give 
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Where 

Wheri 
The  CO 

Then 


mejthe  spade,  old  England's  glory, 

1  ashion'd  the  field  from  the  black  barren  moor, 
in  its  praise  with  ballad  and  story, 
tis  brighten'd  with  labor,  not  tarnish'd  with  gore; 
the  sword  that  won  our  best  battle, 
our  commerce,  extended  our  trade, 
for  our  wives,  our  children  and  cattle,' 
queen  of  all  weapons,  the  spade,  boys,  the  spade. 

Give  me  the  spade  and  the  man  who  can,  &c. 


s  teak 


n)t 


mdthe  spade,  there's  a  magic  about  it, 

\  urns  the  black  soil  into  bright  shining  gold, 
wpuld  our  father's  have  done,  boys,  without  it, 

the  land  lay  all  bare  and  the  north  wind  blew  cold? 
tall  forests  stood,  and  the  wild  beasts  were  yelling, 
our  stout-hearted  ancestors  shrunk  back  afraid, 
stack  is  raised,  and  man  claims  a  dwelling, 
lurrahl  for  our  true  friend,  the  spade,  boys  the  spade. 
Give  me  the  spade  and  the  man  who  can,  &c. 
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I'll  Hang  My  Harp  on  a  "Willow-Treo. 

TheMaslo  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  30  cents,  by  Henry  J.  WeUm;iii.  j<)  Ciiatham  St..  New  Yorlt. 

I'll  hang  my  harp  on  a  willow-tree, 

I'll  off  to  the  wars  again. 
My  peaceful  home  has  no  charms  for  me. 

The  battle-field  no  pain; 
The  lady  I  love  will  soon  be  a  bride. 

With  a  diadem  on  her  brow; 
Oh,  why  did  she  flatter  my  boyish  pride?  • 

She's  going  to  leave  me  now; 
Oh,  why  did  she  flatter  my  boyish  pride? 

She's  going  to  leave  me  now. 

She  took  me  away  from  my  warlike  lord, 

And  gave  me  a  silken  suit; 
I  thought  no  more  of  my  master's  sword, 

When  I  play'd  on  my  master's  lute. 
She  seem'd  to  think  me  a  boy  above 

Her  pages  of  low  degree; 
Oh,  had  I  but  loved  with  a  boyi.>h  love. 

It  would  have  been  better  fi)r  lue; 
Oh,  had  I  but  loved  with  a  boyish  love. 

It  would  have  been  better  for  me. 

Then  I'll  hide  in  my  breast  every  selfish  care; 

I'll  flush  my  pale'cheeks  with  wine; 
When  smiles  awake  the  bridal  pair, 

I'll  hasten  to  give  them  mine; 
I'll  laugh  and  I'll  sing,  though  my  heart  may  bleed. 

And  I'll  walk  in  the  festal  train, 
And  if  I  survive  it,  I'll  mount  my  steed. 

And  I'll  off  to  the  wars  again; 
And  if  I  survive  it,  I'll  mount  my  steed, 

And  I'll  off  to  the  wars  again. 

But  one  golden  tress  of  her  hair  I'll  twins 

In  my  helmet's  sable  plume. 
And  then  on  the  field  of  Palestine, 

I'll  seek  an  early  doom. 
And  if  by  the  Saracen's  hand  I  fall, 

'Mid  the  noble  and  the  brave, 
A  tear  from  my  lady  love  is  all 

I  ask  for  the  warrior's  grave ; 
A  tear  from  my  lady  love  is  all 

I  ask  for  the  warriors  grave. 

THE  ATHEIST  AND  ACORN. 

A  Popular  Recitation. 

Methinks  the  world  seems  oddly  made. 

And  everything  amiss, 
A  dull  complaining  Atheist  said. 
As  stretch'u  he  lay  beneath  the  shade, 

And  instanc'd  it  in  this: 

"  Behold,"  quoth  he,  "  that  mighty  thing, 

A  pumpkin  large  and  round, 
Is  held  but  by  a  little  string, 
"Which  upwards  cannot  make  it  spring, 

Nor  bear  it  from  the  ground. 

While  on  this  oak  an  acorn  small. 

So  disproportion'd  grows. 
That  whosoe'er  surveys  this  all. 
This  universal  casual  ball. 

Its  ill  contrivance  knows. 

My  better  judgment  would  have  hung 

The  pumpkin  on  the  tree. 
And  left  the  acorn  slightly  strung 
'Mongst  things  that  on  the  surface  sprung, 

And  weak  and  feeble  be." 

No  more  the  caviller  could  say. 

No  further  faults  descry; 
For  upwards  gazing,  as  he  lay. 
An  acorn,  loosen'd  from  its  spray, 

Fell  down  upon  his  eye. 

The  wounded  part  with  tears  ran  o'er, 

As  punish'd  for  that  sin: 
Fool!  had  that  bough  a  pumpkin  bore,  Z-'.^:-^: 

Thy  whimsies  would  have  work'd  no  more. 

Nor  skull  have  kept  them  in. 
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WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


PATRIOTS   OF   IRELAND. 


SanfC  by  Jas.  O'Neil,  the  Kreat  Irish  vocalist. 


Now,  friends,  if  you  will  listen  I'll  sing  to  you  a  song  ■ 

Of  Ireland  and  her  sons  we  loved  so  dear ; 
There  were  patriots  and  heroes,  and  their  names  we  love  to  hear, 

For  the  green  they  were  not  afraid  to  wear. 
There  was  one  so  young  and  noble,  who  for  his  country  died, 

To  remember  him  the  Irish  v.'on't  forget ; 
Perhaps  you've  read  his  speeches  in  the  Irish  history ; 

This  hero's  name  was  Robert  Emmett. 

CUORUS.  . 

Then  give  three  cheers  for  Ireland,  and  let  the  people  see 
That  our  rifles  all  are  ready  to  set  old  Ii-eland  free. 

There's  another  I  will  mention,  and  to  Irishmen  most  dear, 
And  for  Ireland  he  proved  a  useful  tool, 

I  mean  Dan  O'ConueU,  may  his  soul  now  rest  in  peace,  * 

For  dearly  he  loved  Ireland  and  home  rule. 

There  were  three  patriots  to  this  world  did  bid  good-bye        \       .- 
Before  they  could  finish  their  design,  .   ■ 

They  died  hand  in  hand  trying  to  free  their  native  land- 
Three  martyrs,  Allen,  Larlcin,  and  O'Brien. 

Then  give  three  cheers  for  Ireland,  &c. 

Now  America  had  her  heroes,  and  she  loved  them  well,  I'm  sure, 

Take  the  history  and  you'll  know  wliat  they  have  done : 
Tliere  was  General  Lafayette,  Frenchman  so  true, 

And  our  own  immortal  General  Washington. 
'Tis  now  one  hundred  years  since  the  country  they  did  free,  ' : 

And  drove  the  English  tyrant  from  our  shore— 
I  wish  that  every  Irishman  could  have  the  same  to  say. 

Then  Irelana  would  be  free  for  evermore. 

Then  give  three  cheers  for  Ireland,  &c. 


A  HUNDRED  YEARS  TO  COME. 

By  W.  G.  Browne. 

[Note.— While  drifting  through  the  newspapers,  some  of  this  ballad  has 
been  lost,  and  the  remainder  mutilated.  It  is  now  restored  to  its  origiiutl 
form  by  P.  J.  MoCoDBT,  M.D.,  for  this  Journal.— Ed.]  - 

.V  Where,  where  will  the  birds  be  that  sing,     '  . 

A  hundred  years  to  come?  ■'.  j 

The  flowers  that  uow  in  beauty  spring, 
A  hundred  years  to  come?  .  :■  ' 

The  rosy  lip,  '    ' 

The  lofty  brow,  ,     '   \ 

The  heart  that  beats 
Soj^ailynow? 
Oh!  where  will  be  Love's  beaming  eye, 
Joy's  pleasant  smife,  and  Sorrow's  sigh, 

A  hundred  years  to  come?      .      ,  -♦. 

Who'll  press  for  gold  this  crowded  street, 
A  hundred  years  to  come? 
;       Who  tread  yon  church  with  willing  feet, 

A  hundred  years  to  come?  .  '[  ■' 

Pale,  trembling  Age, 

And  fiery  Youth, 
And  Childhood  with 
Its  brow  of  truth — 
The  rich,  the  poor,  on  land  and  st^a. 
Where  will  the  mighty  millions  be,  •    ' 

A  hundred  years  to  come? 


THE   OLD   ARM   CHAIR 


Tlio  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  80  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  SO  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

I  love  it,  I  love  it,  and  who  shall  dare 

To  chide  me  for  loving  that  old  arm  chair? 

I've  treasur'd  it  long  as  a  holy  prize, 

I've  bedew'd  it  with  tears,  and  embalm'd  it  with  sighs; 

'Tis  bound  by  a  thousand  bands  to  my  heart; 

Not  a  tie  will  break,  not  a  link  will  start, 

Would  ye  learn  ('\e  spell? — a  mother  sat  there. 

And  a  sacred  thing  is  that  old  arm  chair. 

In  childhood's  home,  Ilingered  near  .      , 

The  hallow'd  seat  with  list  ning  ear; 

And  gentle  words  would  mother  give,  •  ^ 

To  fit  me  to  die,  and  teach  me  to  live.  .     • 

She  told  me  shame  would  never  betide. 

With  truth  for  my  creed,  and  God  for  my  guide ; 

She  taught  me  to  lisp  my  earliest  prayer. 

As  I  knelt  beside  that  old  arm  chair. 

I  sat  and  watched  her  many  a  day. 

When  her  eyes  grew  dim,  and  her  locks  were  gray.     ; 

And  I  almost  worshipp'd  her  when  she  smiled. 

And  tum'd  from  her  bible  to  bless  her  child.  , 

Years  roll'd  on,  but  the  last  one  sped— 

My  idol  was  shattered,  my  earth-star  fled; 

I  learned  how  much  the  heart  can  bear, 

When  I  saw  her  die  in  the  old  arm  chair. 

'Tis  past;  'tis  past!  but  I  gaze  on  it  now 

With  quivering  breath,  and  throbbing  brow; 

'Twaa  there  she  nursed  me,  'twas  there  she  died. 

And  mem'ry  flows  with  lava  tide. 

Say  it  is  folly,  and  deem  me  weak. 

While  the  scalding  drops  start  down  my  cheek;  ; 

But  I  love  it,  I  love  it,  and  cannot  tear  ".  ,    ;, 

My  soul  from  a  mother's  old  arm  chair.    .  .    ■     • 


— Pray  excuse  me,"  said  a  well-dressed  young  man  to  a  j'oung 
ladv  in  the  second  tier  of  boxes  at  the  theatre;  "I  wish  to  go  out 
and  get  some  refreshment — don't  leave  your  seat."  A  sailor 
seated  in  the  box  near  his  sweetheart,  and  disposed  to  do  the 
same  thing,  arose  and  said,  "Harkee,  Poll,  I'm  going  ashore  to 
wet  my  whistle — don't  fall  overboard  while  I'm  gone." 


Who'll  brave  the  dangers  of  the  deep, 

A  hundred  years  to  come? 
Who  keep  the  watch  while  comrades  sleep, 
A  hundred  years  to  come? 
The  laden  ship 

Will  come  and  go, 
But  mann'd  by  those 
We  do  not  know; 
The  wind  that  wafts  her  o'er  the  waves 
Will  rock  the  willows  on  our  graves, 
A  hundred  years  to  come ! 

We  all  within  our  graves  shall  sleep, 

A  hundred  years  to  come ! 
No  living  soul  for  us  will  weep, 
A  hundred  years  to  cornel 
But  other  men 

Our  lands  will  till,  '  . 

And  others  then 
Our  streets  will  fill. 
While  other  birds  will  sing  as  gay. 
As  bright  the  sun  shine  as  to-day, 
A  hundred  years  to  come ! 


"T" 


DON'T   SLAM  THE    G-ATE. 

Now,  Harry,  pray,  don't  laugh  at  me. 

But  when  you  go  so  late 
I  wish  you  would  be  careful  dear,  ^ 

To  never  slam  the  gate; 

For  Bessy  listens  every  night. 

And  so  does  teasing  Kate, 
To  toll  me  next  day  at  what  o'clock 

They  heard  you  slam  the  gate.  r 

'Twas  nearly  ten  last  night,  you  know. 

But  now  'tis  very  late — 
(We've  talked  about  so  many  things); 

Oh,  do  not  slam  the  gate! 

For  all  the  neighbors  hearing  it. 

Will  say  our  future  fate 
We've  been  discussing;  so  I  beg 

You  will  not  slam  the  gate!  .     ' 

For  though  it  is  all  very  true, 

I  wish  that  they  would  wait  •       .  ;. 

To  canvass  our  affairs — until —  .'..',; 

Well — pray,  don't  slam  the  goto; 

At  least  not  now,  but  by-and-by. 

When  in  "  our  home    I  wait 
Your  coming,  I  shall  always  like 

To  hear  you  slam  the  gate. 
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Fearfully  and  Wonderfally  Made. 

Written  and  Bunjf  by  Sam  Devere. 

Deception  just  now  is  the  rule  all  around. 

It's  practiced  in  all  shades  of  life; 
Ju4  niind  wha.t  I  say,  and  be  careful,  my  friends, 

When  the  time  comes  to  pick  out  a  wife; 
Heij  eyes  may  be  loving,  her  smile  may  be  sweet. 

When  you  approach  her  she's  timid  and  afraid; 
Be  jareful,  look  well  before  making  the  leap, 

Y  ou  don't  know  how  the  dear  girl  is  made. 

In  t  le  good  days  of  old,  in  our  grandmothers'  time, 

G  iris  didnt  enamel  or  paint; 
Did  a't  wear  palpitators  their  bosoms  to  swell, 

r  idn't  lace  themselves  up  till  they'd  faint ; 
Did  a't  wear  patent  calves,  or  use  ""Bloom  of  Youth," 

A  ad  the  rose  in  their  cheeks  didn't  fade — 
Yoi  must  know  a  girl  well  now  before  you  get  stuck, 

F  )r  she's  fearfulfy  and  wonderfully  made. 

GirB  long  ago  didn't  pencil  their  brows, 

V  ie  lotions  to  make  the  skin  fair; 
The  girls  long  ago  combed  the  hair  on  their  heads, 

N  jw  it's  combed  on  the  back  of  a  chair. 
I've  got  more  to  teJl  when  I  see  you  alone, 

I  lave  said  too  much  here  I'm  afraid ; 
But  before  you  get  married  examine  them  well, 

F  >r  they're  fearfully  and  wonderfully  made. 

DAJN"  MALONEY   IS  THE  MAN. 

Sung  by  Miss  Mafjtrie  Weston. 

Now  here  is  my  man,  Dan-i-el, 

He  comes  from  Donegal, 
Just  look  at  his  chin  whiskers. 

Now  don't  he  bate  them  all  ? 
And  if  he  meets  an  old-time  friend. 

He'll  always  fill  tl/e  can, 
And  when  ye  seek  for  blooded  stock, 

Dan  Maloney  is  the  man. 

Chorus. 

Maloney's  my  man,  now  don't  he  look  grand? 

He  is  down  here  to-night  wid  hia  cronies; 
At  raffle  or  wake,  sure  he'll  take  the  cake. 

No  man  in  the  world  is  like  Maloney. 

Sure  he  is  no  day  laborer. 

His  debts  he'll  always  pay; 
He  hires  all  his  men  himseu 

At  five  dollars  a  day. 
Now  when  the  politicians 

They  need  a  helping  hand. 
They  send  for  Dan,  for  well  they  know 

Dan  Maloney  is  the  man. — Chorus. 

ANlNIE  O'  THE  BANKS  O'  DEE. 

"tae  Mask  of  this  Son?  wHI  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of ;  10  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmaa,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

[t  may  not  be,  it  cannot  be 
That  such  a  gem  was  made  for  me; 
But,  oh  1  gin  it  had  been  my  lot, 
A  palace  not,  a  highland  cot: 
That  bonny  simple  gem  had  thrown 

right  lustre  round  a  jewell'd  crown; 

'or  oh !  the  sweetest  lass  to  me 

Annie,  Annie  o'  the  banks  o'  Dee; 
ie  o'  the  banks  o'  Dee, 

nnie  o' the  banks  o' Dee; 

or  oh!  the  sweetest  lass  to  me 
s  Annie  o'  the  banks  o'  Dee. 

love  her  for  her  artless  truth 
love  her  wi'  the  heart  o'  youth, 
"^hen  a'  the  golden  dreams  o'  love, 
Jright  winged  angels  from  above, 

stolen  glance  from  Annie  snares 
ly  heart ayray  from  all  its  cares; 
i'or  oh  1  the  sweetest  lass  to  me 
[s  Annie,  Annie  o' the  banks  o' Dee;  '.- 

inie  o' the  banks  o' Dee, 
Lnnie  o'  the  banks  o'  Dee ;  • ; 

Tor  oh  I  the  sweetest  lass  to  me 
ie  o'  the  banks  o'  Dee. 


it—. 
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COLLEG-E^DAYS. 

Written  by  Edward  Ilarrigan. 

Oh,  many  moons  have  passed  and  gone 

Since  first  I  went  to  school, 
At  Harvard,  dear  old  Harvard,  friends, 

I  learned  the  Golden  Rule; 
My  classmates  scattered  here  ana  there. 

All  trod  their  different  ways, 
I  love  to  think  and  ponder  o  er    , 

My  youthful  college  days — 
.  I  love  to  think  and  ponder  o'er 

My  youthful  college  days. 

I  remember  when  a  Freshman  there. 
My  age  just  twenty-four. 

In  the  Yale  and  Harvard  races  -  ■■..■ 

I  always  rowed  stroke  oar; 

Our  colors — handsome  scarlet  bright- 
First  led  the  van  always; 

Admired  by  the  ladies  all. 
Was  I  in  college  days — 

Admired  by  the  ladies  all. 
Was  I  in  college  days. 

Oh,  the  day  when  I  did  graduate,  '• 

I  was  my  parents'  pride. 
Fitted  for  the  bar  or  bench, 

A  linguist,  too,  beside; 
Socially  I'd  always  meet 

My  colleagues  bright  and  gay. 
And  toss  a  merry  social  glass. 

To  our  commencement  day— 
And  toss  a  merry  social  glass,  , 

To  our  commencement  day. 

Culture  and  intelligence 

Are  qualities  quite  fine, 
'They  help  constitute  the  gentleman. 

In  every  worldly  clime; 
You  may  crush  them  down  unto  the  ground 

With  poverty's  cold  ways, 
They'll  rise  again,  assert  their  claims 

As  taught  in  college  days — 
They'll  rise  again,  assert  their  claims 

As  taught  in  college  days. 

THE  IRISHMAN'S  SHANTY. 

Stmg  by  Mr.  J.  W.  Florenc  .  i 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Did  ye's  ever  go  into  an  Irishman's  shanty? 
Och,  b'ys,  that's  the  place  where  the  whiskey  is  plenty; 
With  his  pipe  in  his  mouth  there  sits  Paddy  so  free; 
No  king  in  his  palace  is  prouder  than  he. 
Arrah,  me  honey  I  w-h-a-c-k!  Paddy's  the  boy  I 

There's  a  three-legged  stool,  with  a  table  to  match. 
And  the  door  of  the  shanty  is  locked  wid  a  latch; 
There's  a  nate  feather  mattress  all  bustin*  wid  straw. 
For  the  want  of  a  bedstead  it  lies  on  the  floor. 
Arrah,  me  honey  I  w-h-a-c-k  I  Paddy's  the  boy! 

There's  a  snug  little  bureau  widout  paint  or  gilt. 
Made  of  boards  that  was  left  when  the  shanty  was  built; 
.  There's  a  three-cornered  mirror  hangs  up  on  the  wall. 
But  niver  a  face  has  been  in  it  at  all.  ^    - 

Arrah,  me  honey!  w-h-a-c-k  I  Paddy's  the  boy! 

He  has  pigs  in  the  sty,  and  a  cow  in  the  stable. 
And  he  feeds  thim  on  scraps  that  is  left  from  the  table;" 
They'd  starve  if  confined,  so  they  roam  at  their  aise. 
And  come  into  the  shanty  whinever  they  plaise. 
Arrah,  me  honey!  w-h-a-c-k!  Paddy's  the  boy! 

He  has  three  rooms  in  one — kitchen,  bedroom,  and  hall; 
And  his  chlst  it  is  three  wooden  pegs  in  the  wall ; 
Two  suits  of  ould  clothes  makes  his  wardrobe  complete, 
One  to  wear  in  the  shanty,  the  same  in  the  street. 
Arrah,  me  honey!  w-h-a-c-k!  Paddy's  the  boy! 

There  is  one  who  partakes  of  his  sorrows  and  joys, 
Attinds  to  the  shanty,  the  girls  and  the  boys; 
(The  brats  he  thinks  more  of  than  gold  that's  refined,^ 
But  Biddy's  the  jewel  that's  set  inliis  mind. 
Arrah,  me  honey!  w-h-a-c-k!  Paddy's  the  boy! 
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THE   CHRISTENING.     ^^ 

CopyriKbt,  1877,  by  L.  p.  Goullaud. 

The  Music  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  oa  recsif  t  of 
of  40  cents,  by  L.  P.  Goullaud,  106  Tremont  St.,  Boston,  Mass. 

Sung  by  James  O'Xell. 

It  was  down  In  that  place,  Tlpperary,  ,  '• 

Where  they're  so  airy,  and  so  contrary, 
Where  they  kick  up  the  devil's  fiKarie, 

■When  they  christened  the  beautiful  hoy. 
In  comes  the  piper,  sot  thinking. 
And  a-wlnklng,  and  a-blinking. 
And  a  noggin  of  punch  he  was  drinking,  u 

And  wishing  the  parents  great  joy. 

When  home  from  the  church  they  came, 

Father  Tom  and  old  Mikey  Branagan,  -; 

And  scores  of  as  pretty  boys  and  girls,  > 

As  ever  you'd  wish  for  to  see ;        ,  , 
When  in  through  the  door, 
Hogan,  the  tinker,  Lather  and  Lanagan, 
Kicked  up  a  row,  and  wanted  to  know. 

Why  they  wasn't  asked  to  the  spree. 

Then  the  boy  set  up  such  a-bawling,  '■', 

And  such  a-squalling,  and  caterwauling. 

Oh,  that  was  the  day  of  great  Joy. 
Then  the  piper  set  up  such  a-moaning, 
And  such  a-droniug,  and  such  a-croning. 
In  the  comer  his  comether  was  turning. 

When  they  christened  sweet  Dennis,  t lie  boy. 

The  aristocracy  came  to  the  party, 
There  was  McCarty,  light  and  hearty. 
With  Florence  Berdelia  Fogarty, 

\^Tio  said  that  was  French  for  a  name ; 
Dionysius  Alphonso  Mulrooney, 

Oh,  so  spooney  and  so  looney,  ' 

With  the  charming  Evangeline  Mooney, 
.    Of  society  she  was  the  cream.  \ 

Cora  Teresa  Maud  McCann,    - 

Angelina  Rooke,  and  Julia  McCafferty,  *     .  , 

Rlgnold  Mormon  Duke,  Morris  McGan, 

And  Clarence  Ignatius  McGurk ;  ' 

Cornelius  Horatio  Flaherty, 
Sir  Adolphus  Grace,  and  Dr.  O'Rafferty, 
Eva  McLaughlin  and  Cora  Muldoon, 

And  Brigadier-General  Burke ; 

They  were  dancing  the  polka-mazurlvR. 
'Twas  a  worker,  not  a  shirker. 
And  a  voice  of  Vienna,  la  Turker, 

And  the  polka-redowa  divine ; 
After  dancing,  they  went  in  to  lunching,     . 
Oh,  such  muching,  and  such  crunching,  •  •  J- 

They  were  busy  as  bees  at  a  lunching, 

With  their  coflfee,  tea,  whisky,  and  wine. 

They  had  all  kinds  of  tea,  they  had  Shooshong, 
They  had  Ningnook,  and  Drinkdook, 
With  Oolong,  and  Boolong,  and  Toolong, 

And  teas  that  were  made  in  Japan  ; 
They  had  sweetmeats,  Imported  from  Java. 
And  from  Youver,  and  from  Mouver, 
In  the  four-masted  steamer,  "Manarver," 

That  sails  from  beyond  Hindostan. 

Cold  Ice'cream,  and  cream  that  was  hot, 
Romeo  punch,  snowball  and  sparrowgrass, 
Patty  D.  Foy,  whatever  that  means. 

Made  out  of  gooee-liver  and  grease ;  ; 
Red-headed  duok,  salmon  and  peas,     •  ' 
Bandy-legged  frogs,  provanon  ostriches. 
Bottled  noix,  woodcock  and  snipe. 

And  everything  that  would  please. 

*  ■■•■■'.-■■ 

After  dinner,  of  course,  there  was  speaklnir, 

And  hand-shaking,  and  leave-taking, 

In  the  comers,  old  mothers  match-making. 

And  other  such  Innocent  sins ; 
Then  they  bid  a  good-bye  to  each  other,  . , 

To  each  mother,  and  each  brother ;  ;?' 

When  the  last  rose,  I  thought  I  would  smother, 

When  they  wished  the  next  would  be  twins. 


ELLEN  BAYNE. 

The  Moalc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoelpt 
of  86  cents,  by  Henry  J,  Wehman.  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Soft  be  thy  slumbers!  rude  cares  depart!  .  t. 

Visions,  in  numbers,  cheer  thy  young  heart ! 
Dream  on,  while  bright  hours  and  fond  hopes  remain, 
Blooming,  like  smiling  bowers,  for  thee,  Ellen  Baynel 

Chorus. 
'    :       \.     Gentle  slumbers  o'er  thee  glide. 

Dreams  of  beauty  round  thee  bide, 
While  I  linger  by  thy  side, 
-  Sweet  Ellen  Baynel  ; 

Dream  not  in  anguish,  dream  not  in  fear. 

Love  shall  not  languish,  fond  ones  axe  near.       ;  '  .  C 

Sleeping  or  waking,  in  pleasure  or  pain. 

Warm  hearts  will  beat  for  thee,  sweet  Ellen  Bayne ! 

Gentle  slumbers  o'er  thee  glide,  dreams,  &c. 

Scenes  that  have  vanished,  smile  on  thee  now, 
Pleasures,  once  banished,  play  round  thy  brow; 
Forms  long  departed,  greet  thee  again. 
Soothing  thy  dreaming  heart,  sweet  Ellen  Bayne ! 

Gentle  slumbers  o'er  thee  glide,  dreams,  &c. 
■  ^  >  »  ■       

THE   HAZEL-DELL. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoelpt 
of  86  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Welmian,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

In  the  Hazel-Dell  my  Nelly's  sleeping- 
Nelly,  loved  so  long! 

And  my  lonely,  lonely  watch  I'm  keeping, 
•  Nelly  lost  and  gone. 

Here  in  moonlight  often  we  have  wandered 
Through  the  silent  shade; 

Now  where  leafy  branches  drooping  downward. 
Little  Nelly's  laid. 

Chorus. 

All  alone  my  watch  I'm  keeping. 

In  the  Hazel-Dell ; 
For  my  darling  Nelly's  near  me  sleeping — 

Nelly,  dear,  farewell! 

In  the  Hazel-Dell  my  Nelly's  sleeping. 

Where  the  flowers  wave ; 
And  the  silent  stars  are  nightly  weeping 

O'er  poor  Nelly's  grave. 
Hopes  that  once  my  bosom  fondly  cherished. 

Smile  no  more  on  me ;        '  * 

Every  dream  of  joy,  alas!  has  perished, 
*  Nelly,  dear,  with  thee.-— CAort/j«. 

Now  I'm  weary,  friendless,  and  forsaken, 

Watching  here  alone; 
Nelly,  thou  no  more  wilt  fondly  cheer  me 

With  thy  loving  tone. 
Yet  forever  shall  thy  gentle  image 

In  my  memory  dwell ; 
And  niy  tears  thy  lonely  grave  shall  moisten — 
.    .    Welly,  dear,  farewell! — Chorui>. 

FLOW   GENTLY,    SWEET   AFTON. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  braes; 
Flow  gently — I'll  sing  thee  a  song  in  thy  praise; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream ; 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 
Thou  dove,  whose  soft  echo  resounds  from  the  hill ! 
Thou  green-crested  lap-wing,  with  noise  loud  and  shrill  I 
Ye  wild  whistling  warblers!  your  music  forbear!  [ 

I  charge  you  disturb  not  the  slumbering  fair. 

Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides,  ^ 
And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides!  .'• 

There  oft,  as  mild  evening  weeps  over  the  lea. 
Thy  sweet-scented  groves  shade  my  Mary  and  me. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  braes; 
Flow  gently,  qweet  river,  the  theme  of  my  lays; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream — 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 
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aENTLE  ANNIE. 


o  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  "iork. 


Thi  >u  wilt  come  no  more,  geutle  Anuie — 

I  ike  a  flower  thy  spirit  did  depart; 
Thou  art  gone,  alas!  like  the  many, 

"^liat  have  bloom'd  in  the  summer  of  my  heart 

-  '  Chorus. 

Shall  we  never  more  behold  thee. 
Never  hear  thy  winning  voice  again. 

When  the  Spring-time  comes,  gentle  Annie, 
When  the  wild  flowers  are  scatter'd  o'er  the  plain? 

Wt  hare  roam'd  and  lov'd  'mid  the  bowers, 

"\  Then  thy  downy  cheeks  were  in  bloom; 
No  V  I  stand  alone  'mid  the  flowers, 

^  Thile  they  mingle  their  perfume  o'er  thy  tomb. 

Shall  we  never  more  behold  thee,  &c. 

Ah    the  hours  grow  sad  while  I  ponder 

1  ear  the  silent  spot  where  thou  art  laid; 
An  1  my  heart  bows  down  when  I  wander  * 

I  y  the  streams  and  the  meadows  where  we  stray'd. 

Shall  we  never  more  behold  thee,  &c. 


O-UILTY   OR  NOT   GUILTY? 

A  Popular  Recitation. 

She  stood  at  the  bar  of  justice, 

A  creature  wan  and  wild, 
In  form  too  small  for  a  woman,    . 

In  feature  too  old  for  a  child; 
For  a  look  so  worn  and  pathetic 

Was  stamped  on  her  pale  young  face. 
It  seemed  long  years  of  suffering 

Must  have  left  that  silent  trace. 

"  Your  name,"  said  the  Judge,  as  he  eyed  her. 

With  kindly  look,  yet  keen, 
"Is — "  "Mary  Maguire,  if  j'ou  please,  sir." 

"  And  your  age?''     "  I  am  turned  fifteen." 
"Well,  Mary," — and  then  from  a  paper 

He  slowly  and  gravely  read — 
"  You  are  charged  here — I  am  sorry  to  say  i4r— 

With  stealing  three  loaves  of  bread." 

"  You  look  not  like  an  old  offender. 

And  I  hope  that  you  can  show 
The  charge  to  be  false.    Nov:,  tell  me. 

Are  you  guilty  of  this,  or  no?  " 
A  passionate  burst  of  weeping 

Was  at  first  her  sole  reply; 
But  she  dried  her  tears  in  a  moment. 

And  looked  in  the  Judge's  eye." 

"I  will  tell  you  just  how  it  was,  sir, 

Jly  father  and  mother  aro  dead. 

And  my  little  brothers  and  sisters 

Were  hungry,  and  asked  mo  for  bread. 

At  first  I  earned  it  for  them. 
By  working  hard  all  day, 

But  somehow  the  times  were  hard,  ilr, 
And  the  work  all  fell  away." 

"  I  could  get  no  more  ci\  jcnt; 

The  weather  was  bitte»  ^^ 
The  young  ones  cried  auusTnvcred 

(Little  Johnnie's  but  f ou"         ^  old)}— 
So  what  was  I  to  do,  sir? 

I  am  guilty,  but  do  not  t^ndemn; 
Itook — 0\  ■viiAsxtstealinfjf — 

The  bread  to  give  to  them." 

Bvery  man  in  the  court-room— 

Graybeard  and  thoughtless  youth- 
Knew,  as  he  looked  upon  her. 

That  the  prisoner  spoke  the  truth. 
Out  from  their  pockets  came  'kerchiefs. 

Out  from  their  eyes  sprung  tears. 
And  out  from  old,  faded  wallets. 

Treasures  hoarded  for  years. 


The  Judgti's  face  was  a  study,  .. 

The  fctrangest  you  ever  saw. 
As  he  ck-iircd  his  tliroat  and  murmured 

ixiiadhiiKj  fihoniihQ  law. 
For  one  so  learned  m  such  matters. 

So  wise  in  dealing  with  men. 
He  seemed,  on  a  simple  question. 

Sorely  puzzled  just  then. 

But  no  one  blamed  him,  or  wondered. 

When  at  last  these  words  they  heard: 
"  The  sentence  of  this  young  prisoner 

Is  for  the  present  dererred.' 
And  no  one  blamed  him  or  wondered 

When  he  went  to  her  and  smiled. 
And  tenderly  led  from  the  court-room. 

Himself,  the  "guilty"  child! 


" ».' 


.  (■ 


PULL  DOWN  YOUR  VEST. 

The  Music  of  this  Sonjc  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  \-2  tents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

I'lii  «.  gay  married  man,  I've  a  nice  little  wife— 
The  days  I  went  courting  were  the  happiest  in  life; 
We  would  J"*ss  and  caress,  our  hearts  full  of  love. 
While  the  old  folks  lay  sleeping,  in  bed  up  above. 
One  night  as  we  sat  talking  sweet,  in  the  dark. 
My  arm  round  her  waist,  feeling  gay  as  a  lark — 
She  said,  don't  go,  darling,  you're  really  divine! 
I  pulh-d  out  my  watch  and  said,  dearoit,  it's  time. 

Si'OKKN — When,  laying  her  hand  on  my  shoulder,  and  looking 
me  full  in  the  face,  with  a  merry  twiul  le  in  her  eye,  she  said — 

Cnouus. 

Pull  down  your  vest,  pull  down  your  vest- 
Papa  is  Coming  and  you  knov/  the  rest! 
Altho'  we're  eutjuged,  I  thiul:  it  is  best. 
Before  he  ccmes  in,  love,  to  i  all  down  your  vest  I 

Young  lovers  will  sigh,  they  will  bilT,  and  will  coo^ 
Just  like  their  ancosi  >r3  once  used  to  do; 
They  will  swear  by  the  stars  and  the  heavens  above. 
That  naught  in  this  wide  world  can  equal  their  lovel   • 
IJut,  oh.  gentle  m:\id,  when  onraptur'd  in  bliss,  ' 

III  til ;  arms  of  j  our  lover,  just  bear  in  mind  this: 
A^  you  stand  in  the  doop-'iieath  the  moon's  gentle  ray. 
At  ills  last  parting  kiss — just  remember  to  say — Chorut. 

My  lite  has  been  checker'd  by  joy  and  by  woe, 
Lat  1  look  on  the  bright  side  wherever  I  go  I 
Down  life's  rufcijed  stream  I  cheerfully  glide. 
And  court  my  dear  wife  at  our  own  fireside; 
And  then  of  H  ni'ht  when  I  go  for  a  stroll. 
She  gives  nie  ii  jarting  «.inl)race  as  of  old; 
As  I  put  on  my  hat  .she  comes  to  the  door 
And  says,  full  of  mischief,  the  same  as  of  yore— 

Chorus. 
Pull  down  your  vest,  pull  down  your  vest. 
Somehow  it  gets  rumpled  whene'er  we  caress! 
And  people  will  notice  and  talk,  at  the  best. 

So  before  you  go  out,  love,  just  pulldown  youp  ^esti 


BEAUTIFUL   DREAMER 

The  Music  of  this  f'lonjf  will  be  f5fnt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Ilcnry  J.  Wchmac,  50  Chatham  bt..  New  York. 

Beautiful  dreamer,  wake  unto  me. 

Starlight  and  devvdi op;*  are  waiting  for  thee; 
Sounds  of  the  rude  world  heard  in  the  day. 

Lulled  by  the  moonlight  have  all  passed  awayl 
Beautiful  (Ireainer,  queen  of  my  song, 

Li.st  while  I  woo  thee  with  soft  melody; 
Gone  are  the  cares  of  life's  busy  throng,    .      i- 

Beautiful  dreamer,  wake  unto  mel 

Beautiful  dreamer,  out  on  the  sea. 

Mermaids  are  chanting  the  wild  lorelie; 
Over  tiie  streamlet  vapors  arc  borne. 

Waiting  to  fade  at  tlie  bright  coming  mom. 
Beautiful  dreamer,  beam  on  my  heart. 

E'en  as  the  morn  on  the  streamlet  and  sea; 
Tlien  will  nil  clouds  of  sorrow  depart, 
.     Beautiful  dreamer,  awake  unto  mel  '- 
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THE  LITTLE  OLD  DUDDEEN. 

Sung  by  Harrigan  and  Hart.  -         '  •' "  -  '  •- 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of      cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

There's  a  bit  of  clay  on  a  little  stim, 

That's  sweet  enough  to  ate ;  . 

Whin  filled  up  wid  tobacco 

'Twould  put  a  man  to  slape. 
...  Twas  introduced  in  Ireland 

■  '.  -  In  the  days  of  Brian  Bo rhue; 

I'd  rather  lose  mv  life,  my  boys. 

Than  lose  my  honey -dew.  '  '■'  : 

Some  call  it  "Cavenaish," 

Or  any  name  you'd  wish,  •       : 

And  they  dale  it  out  in  plug,  you  know. 

When  it  is  fresh  and  green; 
When  from  my  work  I  tire, 

I  set  down  bj^the  fire,  , 

An' I  watch  the  smoke  roll  up  and  curl, 

From  my  little  ould  duddeen. 

f  ■  ".■"   CHonus.,  :'■  --.::'■-■..  ..  .^  • 

My  duddeen,  you  are  so  sweet  to  me, 

I  love  to  see  your  smoke  go  up 
Whin  I  get  through  my  tea; 

My  duddeen,  you  are  in  the  family, 
I'd  surely  die  if  I  found  out  .  . 

You  were  stole  away  from  me. 

If  ye  have  studied  history, 

Ye'll  read  where  William  Finn 
Bought  the  State  of  Pinnsylvania 

From  the  wild  red  Injin  men; 
,    He  never  used  a  sword  or  gun 

When  he  met  them  face  to  face. 
But  they  all  sit  down  continted. 

And  they  smoked  the  pipe  of  peace. 
If  yc'd  only  take  a  puff, 

Shure,  one  would  be  enough 
To  put  you  in  a  slumber, 

A  stupor,  or  a  dream.  ,  ;  .  • 

Ye  might  say  it's  not  ginteel. 

But  so  beautiful  I  feel 
Whin  I  sit  down  in  the  comer,  boys, 

Wid  my  little  ould  duddeen.— C/A<?ru«. 

A  Frenchman  smokes  the  little  thing 
;  They  call  the  cigarette. 

It  makes  him  feel  uneasy. 

As  he  blows,  and  puffs,  and  frets; 
The  Chinese  smokes  the  opium, 

Till  it  puts  him  in  a  doze; 
And  the  Yankee  smokes  the  bad  cigar, 

Wid  one  end  to  his  nose; 
But  every  Irishman — 

BouldPatsey,  Mike  or  Dan — 
That  was  born  in  dear  old  Ireland,  '.    . 

Where  the  grasses  grow  so  green, 
,     If  they've  no  coat  to  their  back, 

They've  that  bit  of  clay  so  black; 

It's  a  consolation  to  them, 

Is  the  Httle  ould  duddeen. — CJioru*. 


BEAUTIFUL  VENICE. 

Obe  Hasic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Beautiful  Venice!  city  of  song! 

What  mem'ries  of  old  to  thy  regions  belong! 

What  sweet  recollections  cling  to  my  heart,  ■   .     ■ 

As  thy  fast-fading  shores  from  my  vision  depart! 

Oh,  poesy's  home  is  thy  light  colonnades. 

Where  the  winds  gently  sigh  as  the  sweet  twilight  fades, 

I  have  known  many  homes,  but  the  dwelling  for  me. 

Is  beautiful  Venice,  the  bride  of  the  sea. 

Beautiful  Venice!  queen  of  the  earth. 

Where  dark  eyes  shine  brightly,  'mid  music  and  mirth. 

Where  gay  serenaders,  by  light  of  the  star. 

Oft  mingle  their  songs  with  dulcet  guitar; 

All  that^  lovely  in  life,  all  that's  deathless  in  song. 

Fair  Italy's  Isle,  to  thy  regions  belong.  V  • .. . 

I  have  known  many  homes,  but  the  dwelling  for  me,      ■     ' 

Is  beautiful  Venice,  the  bride  of  the  sea. 


Miss  G-ruber's  Boarding  House. 

Words  and  Music  by  Gus  Williams. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Miss  Gruber  kept  a  boarding  house. 

About  two  blocks  from  here, 
Und  alvays  round  at  dinner  time 

She  vould  drink  lager  beer; 
She  vos  a  lady  ev'ry  vay, 

Could  sing  just  like  a  cat, 
■,,-.     She  veigh'd  two  hundred  eighdy  pounds. 

But  den  she  wasn't  stout. 

Spoken — Oh !  Miss  Oruber  vos  a  gread  lady,  und  so  vos  her 
farder,  und  dev  dought  a  good  deal  of  me,  so  did  de  oder  board- 
ers; dere  vos  Mr.  Kebler  und  Mr.  Vollendorf,  Mr.  Helvendahl, 
Mr.  Flechtmann,  und  Miss  Kinkel,  Miss  Nollmeyer,  und  Mrs. 
Hildebrand;  one  night  Mygel  Snyder  gave  a  barty,  und  ve  vos 
all  invided  to  sday  avay,  but  ve  didn't  care,  ve  vasn't  consulded 
a  bit,  but  gave  a  barty  of  our  own,  und  by  eighd  o'clock  dot 
evening  all  de  belite  of  de  city  vos  dere,  und  sdyle,  too,  'dwas 
splendid.    I  dell  you  dere  vos  a  lively  dime  dot  night  at — 

Chorus.  -  -    ■    [ 

y:-  Miss  Gruber's  boarding  house. 

Miss  Gruber's  boarding  house, 

I  can't  forget  de  fun,  j'ou  bet,       . 
Vile  Hived  at  dot  house; 
Miss  Gruber's  boarding  house,  '  K 

'  Miss  Gruber's  boarding  house,    , 

I  can't  forget  de  fun,  you  bet. 
Vile  I  lived  at  dot  house.  .     / 

•    De  dable  it  vos  loaded  down  '  . 

Mit  eveiy  ding  dot's  nice, 
-.     Und  lager  beer  vos  flowing  round 
Like  rivers  full  of  ice ; 
Jake  Speigelberg  vos  called  upon 

To  speak  vot  he  knew  most, 
He  filled  his  glass  full  up  of  beer,  - 

Und  den  gave  us  a  roast. 

Spoken — De  roast  vos:  De  ladies — may  heaven  bless  dem, 
und  may  dey — I  forged  de  resd ;  anyhow  I  vos  called  to  de- 
spond, und  Isaid,  oh! — vot's  de  use  anyhow? — I  said  someding, 
und  dot  seddles  id.  Den  afder  subber  ve  blayed  hunt  de  snip- 
per, und  I  stand  on  my  head  in  de  veil,  how  many  miles  deep? 
und  vot  dot  I  hold  over  your  nose,  fine  or  superfine?  und  den 
dere  vos  some  nice  singing — Mr.  Kebler  sans,  "  Silver  Dreads 
Among  de  Hash;"  Mr.  Vollendorf  sang,  "  Wride  Me  Dwo  Led- 
ders  from  Home,"  den  an  invided  vest  got  ul>  und  gave  a  reci- 
tation dot  vent  like  die,  "  Who  Kissed  Cock  Robin?  I,  said  de 
fly,  mit  my  little  eye,  I  vosn't  dere ; "  he  vas  kicked  out  de  room 
rite  avay,  so  dat  broke  ub  de  barty  at — C /torus. 

♦ 
Miss  Hildebrand  who  did  board  dere 
-       (But  I  said  so  before), 
-        Vone  day  asked  me  to  mind  her  child 
Vile  she  vent  to  de  sdore; 
De  day  it  vos  an  awful  vone, 

'Twas  raining  cats,  you  bet, 
Und  if  she  took  de  child  out. 
She  vos  'fraid  it  vould  get  vet. 

Spoken — Veil,  I  said  I'd  mind  de  child.  Miss  Hildebrand  vos 
a  glass  vidow,  und  she  loved  dot  little  child.  Ven  she  vent  oud 
do  child  vos  asleep,  und  aboud  dwo  minudes  after  id  commenc- 
ed to  cry;  id  kicked  de  blanket  skyhigh,  und  eat  ub,  und  looked 
at  mc.  I  said,  "Polly,  vant  a  fire-cracker?"  und  dwo  or  dree 
Oder  words,  but  id  vouldn't  sdop  crying.  I  found  de  sugar- 
bowl — I  gave  id  a  lumb  of  sugar;  it  looked  at  id,  und  den  howl- 
ed dill  a  bicture  of  Grcorge  Washington  fell  off  de  wall.  I  got  a 
basin  und  an  old  stove  leg,  und  pounded  avay  on  de  basin,  bud 
id  vos  no  novelty  for  dot  child,  for  it  yelled  all  de  harder.  I 
got  a  pic^Jjre  book  und  showed  id  William  Pcnn,  etc.  I  offered 
id  den  dollars  to  keep  sdill  undil  its  mother  vould  get  home ; 
'dwafl  no  use  dough.  I  gave  id  apples,  fried  cakes,  raisin  cakes, 
pickled  peaches,  nothing  would  sdop  him.  He  kicked  in  de 
crystal  of  my  vatch,  tore  my  necktie  off,  pulled  enough  hair  out 
of  my  head  to  stuff  a  sofa,  bud  vouldn't  sdop  crj'ing.  At  last  I 
got  an  ax,  a  butcher's  knife,  a  revolver,  und  a  hammer,  und  I 
had  just  raised  de  ax  over  de  baby's  head  to  make  id  sdop  cry- 
ing, ven  ids  moder  come  in.  She  dinks  I  had  de  dings  dere  to 
amuse  de  child,  but  if  she  had  vaited  five  minutes  longer,  she'd 
haTe  found  oud  de  truth;  but  sdill,  for  all  dot,  dsre  is  somMling 
sweet  to  remember  yen  I  vos  at—Cfionu. 
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WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


^•l:" 


The  U 


John  Anderson,  My  Jo,  John. 

iusic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
cK  85  cent!,  by  Ueury  J.  Wehman.  so  Chatham  «t.,  New  York. 


Andy* 


For  y« 


John  I  .nderson,  my  Jo,  John,  when  nature  first  began 
To  try  her  canny  hand,  John,  her  master-work  was  man; 
And  yi  amang  them  a',  John,  sae  trig  frae  top  to  toe, 
She  pr  )ved  to  be  na'  journey-work,  John  Anderson,  my  Jo. 

John  1  .nderson,  my  Jo,  John,  ye  were  my  tirst  conceit, 


need  na'  think  it  strange,  John,  tho'  I  cu'  yu  trim  and  neat; 


There'  i  some  folks  say  ye're  old,  John,  but  I  ne'er  think  you  so, 


are  a'  the  same  to  me,  John  Anderson,  my  Jo. 


John  Anderson,  my  Jo,  John,  when  we  were  first  acquent, 
Your  Ibcks  were  like  the  raven, John,  your  bonnie  brow  was  brent; 
But  now  ye're  getting  auld,  John,  your  locks  are  like  the  snaw; 
Yet  blpaaing  on  that  frosty  pow,  John  Anderson,  my  Jo. 

John  ^nderson,  my  Jo,  John,  frae  year  to  year  we've  past, 
And  s*ou  that  year  maun  come,  John,  will  bring  us  to  our  last; 
But  le   not  that  affright  us,  John;  our  hearts  were  ne'er  our  foe; 
Tho' t  le  days  are  gaue  that  we  have  seen,  John  Anderson,  my  Jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo,  John,  we've  clamb'd  the  hill  thegither. 
And  uiony  a  canty  day,  John,  we've  had  wi'  aue  anither; 
Now  -^  je  maun  totter  down,  John,  but  liand  in  hand  we'll  go. 
And  s  eep  thegither  at  the  foot,  John  Anderson,  my  Jo. 

SHELLING-  GREEN  PEAS. 

Tune— "  Sarah's  Young  Man." 

I  ling  you  a  ditty,  of  a  damsel  so  pretty, 

IWho  liv'd  from  the  city  some  seventeen  miles; 
£  er  name  is  Maria,  her  worthy  old  sire 

Was  clerk  and  town  crier — his  name  was  John  Styles. 
"V  'ith  lips  like  the  cherry,  a  smile,  too,  so  merry,        ^ 

I  thought  her  the  very  one  suited  to  please,  f 

A  nd  when  I  first  met  her,  and  tried  hard  to  get  her. 

For  worse  or  for  better,  she  was  shelling  green  pea£. 

Chorus. 
Under  the  trees,  a  bowl  on  her  knees, 
Maria  sat  silently  shelling  green  ytcM. 

I  d  long  lov'd  her  dearly,  truly,  sincerely, 

At  length  I  thought,  really,  I'd  settle  in  life; 
i  Jthough  oged  fifty,  I'd  been  very  thrifty. 

And  thought  'twas  high  time  to  be  taking  a  wife. 
^  nth  bosom  on  fire,  in  search  of  Maria, 

Thro'  lanes  of  wild-brier,  o'er-shadowed  by  trees; 
JJstroH'd  to  the  spot  where,  outside  her  cot  there, 

She  was  sitting  so  patiently  shelling  green  peas. 

Under  the  trees,  a  bowl  on  her  knees,  &c. 

I  step  up  unto  her,  commencing  to  woo  her, 
1  I  said,  "  That  no  truer  fond  heart  oould  be  found 
Than  mine,  if  she'd  take  me  some  morning,  and  make  me 
J  Tho  happiest  mortal  for  twenty  miles  round." 
said,  "■  Our  life  might  be  one  round  of  duliglit. 
Like  the  little  bir(ls  singing  upon  the  green  tree.<»." 
'o  a  whisper  then  dropping  my  voice,  without  stopping. 
The  question  was  popping,  as  she  popped  the  i^eiia. 

Under  the  trees,  a  bowl  on  her  knees,  &c. 

^o  answer  she  made,  and  I  was  much  afraid 
That  this  beautiful  maid  had  not  heard  all  I  said. 

iX  her  feet  kneeling,  I  tried  to  be  stealing 
A  kiss — when  came  reuiing  her  hand  on  my  head; 
Doyou  think  I'd  engage,"  she  cried  out,  in  a  rage, 
"  With  a  man  twice  my  age,  so  clear  out  if  you  please." 

n  a  terrible  passion,  at  me  she  sent  crashing, 
Od  my  head  smashing,  the  bowl  of  green  peas. 

Under  the  trees,  a  bowl  on  her  kneee,  &c. 

}y  way  of  addenda,  she  said,  "Sir,  remember. 
That  May  and  December  can  never  unite, 

four  leave,  sir,  be  taking,"  my  neck  nearly  breaking, 
1  made  my  escape  in  a  terrible  fright. 
never  will  marry,  but  single  will  tarry, 
Tho'  friends  and  acquaintances  do  nothing  but  tease; 
Whenever  they  meet  me,  in  this  .style  they  greet  me, 
"  Old  boy,  what's  the  price  now  of  lamb  and  green  peas?". 
Under  the  trees,  a  bowl  on  her  knees,  &c. 


ROW   OF  TENEMENT  HOUSES. 

Tune— "Blue  Alsatian  Mountala*." 

In  a  row  of  tenement  houses 

Lived  a  damsel  young  and  fair; 
Her  papa  wore  the  trouses 

When  her  mamma  wasn't  there. 
Maiden  with  a  dimpled  eye-brow. 

With  a  voice  so  young  and  fair; 
Maiden  with  a  yaller  bull-dog 

That  followed  her  everywhere. 
Each  day,  each  day,  each  day 

Some  family  would  move  away, 
.     For  that  row  of  tenement  houses 

Never  seemed  to  please  or  pay. 

To  that  row  of  tenement  houses 

Came  a  granger  in  the  Spring, 
Just  to  talk  of  sheeps  and  cowses. 

And  to  hear  that  maiden  sing — 
Just  to  hear  that  maiden  sing; 

Oh  I  he  spoke  about  his  barn-yard. 
Of  his  chickens  and  his  hog; 

But  she  thought  he  was  giving  her  taffy, 
So  she  called  her  yaller  dog. 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah! 
That  granger  he  ran  away. 

But  left  the  bosom  of  his  trouses 
For  the  dog  to  chew  that  day. 


t 


PRETTY   JEMIMA 

The  Music  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  any  rddress,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  30  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  .V)  Cl.atham  St.,  New  Y*rk. 

My  love  she  lives  in  a  two-pair  b  ick, 
Her  eyes  are  bright  as  stars  of  night; 
Of  falling  in  love  I've  got  a  knack. 
And  she's  the  girl  for  me. 
At  six  o'clock  she  leaves  off  work, 
At  seven  she's  finished  her  tea. 
At  eight  she's  dress'd  in  all  her  best. 
And  she  comes  for  a  walk  with  me. 

CnoRUS. 
Oh,  pretty  Jemima,  don't  say  no. 
Oh,  hi  oh!  don't  say  no; 
Pretty  Jemima,  don't  say  no. 
And  we  will  married  be. 

I  once  was  afraid  to  speak  outright; 

1  was  so  shy  I  feared  to  try; 

The  thought  of  it  put  me  all  in  a  fright, 

So  I'd  grizzle  and  pine  all  day. 

I  was  getting  thin  as  a  scaffold  pole. 

My  buttons  all  fell  away. 

And  just  because  I  hadn't  the  nerve 

To  pluck  up  courage  and  say — Chortu. 

We  went  for  a  walk  not  long  ago; 

Thinks  I,  somehow.  I'll  tell  her  now; 

I  iust  was  going  to  let  her  know. 

When  she  spied  a  milliner's  shop; 

A  hat  and  feathers  was  there  for  sale, 

I  couldn't  do  less  than  stop. 

By  the  time  I  had  bought  it  my  courage  had  dropped. 

And  I  couldn't  the  question  pop. — Chorua, 

At  last  one  morning  I  bought  the  ring, 

And  hit  on  a  plan  to  make  me  a  man; 

Thinks  I  to  myself,  this  is  the  thing, 

This  night  shall  cast  the  die. 

I  held  it  up;  look  ye  here,  I  said. 

The  moment  it  caught  her  eye. 

Her  lovely  cheeks  were  suffused  with  red, 

And  seeing  no  one  was  by,  I  said — Choru$. 

Of  course  I  was  anxlou.9  to  know  my  fate, 

I  almost  dread  the  words  I  fiaid; 

Whether  to  be  with  joy  elate,  ' 

Or  be  the  most  wretched  of  men. 

She  tried  it  on  her  finger  and  said, 

'Twas  a  little  too  large,  but  then 

I  could  buy  a  keeper,  and  we'd  get  wed,  ' 

Next  Saturday  morning  at  i6u.—Choru». 
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.     ,     PAT   MALONY'S   FAMILY 

Sung  by  Harrlf^an  and  Hart. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoeipt 
of  12  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Me  name  is  Mike  Malony,   • 
' -'    \        I'm  a  carpenter  by  trade;  :^ 

I  married  Molly  Higgins, 

Who  all  my  trouble  made. 
She'd  as  many  of  relations 

As  fishes  in  the  sea; 
They  ate  me  out  of  house  and  home. 

And  destroyed  me  family. 

Chorus. 

There's  her  father  and  her  mother, 

And  her  sister,  and  her  brother, 

1700  babies  laying  on  their  knees; 

Her  uncles  and  her  cousins,  and  her  aunties  by  the  dozen, 

Lived  upon  the  earnings  of  Patrick  Malony. 

My  pants  would  fit  her  uncle, 

Her  dress  would  fit  her  niece; 
I  have  to  sleep  upon  the  roof, 

Or  I  never  have  no  peace. 
They  made  me  buy  them  dainties,   .         " 

Root  beer  by  the  pail ; 
I'd  have  to  wait  till  they  we.'e  full      ^ 

Before  I'd  get  me  male. 

"•  ■  '■"-■■';■■•  Chorus. 

There  was  pudding,  there  was  mutton 

That  would  make  you  burst  a  button; 

And  a  fiery -headed  Corkonian  by  the  name  of  Pat  Cloney, 

To  superintend  the  table,  to  put  me  in  the  stable 

While  they  ate  up  all  the  labor  of  Patrick  Malony. 

'         Her  uncle  wore  my  stockings,       .  -.    . 
*  My  hat  would  fit  his  head; 

Whin  tired  out  wid  labor  "    '    . 

They'd  kick  me  out  of  bed. 
I  put  up  every  pinny 
For  to  keep  them  from  Bellevue, 
..  '     I  wish  the  Coroner  would  sit 

On  my  wife  and  all  her  crew  .;  . 

Cnouus.  :  :  , 

There's  her  nephews  and  her  nieces, 

That  come  from  several  places; 

1700  grandmothers  and  mothers-in-law,  you  see;       ■ 

A  wagon  load  of  Dalys,  McSweegan  and  the  Halys 

Lived  on  the  earnings  of  Patrick  Malony. 

There's  her  second  cousin's  brother, 
-    And  his  toothless  old  step-mother, 

And  1600  emigrants  from  Ireland,  you  see; 
Wid  their  boxes  and  their  bedding. 
On  my  Ingrain  carpet  treading. 

They  lived  upon  the  earnings  of  PatricK  Makmy. 

Chorus. 

There's  the  Brady's,  and  the  Gradys — 
Dacent  perfect  ladies,  always  axing  charity. 
From  ray  family  you  see; 

One  husband  was  a  loafer,  the  other  was  a  toper. 
Depending  on  the  friendship  of  Patrick  Malony. 


THE   BLUE   AND   THE   G-RAY. 


Sung  by.  Harridan  and  Hart. 


— List  of  the  latest  Penny  Songs  and  Ballad.s  published  by 
Henry  J.  Wehman,  Song  Publisher,  50  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y. : 

480  The  Boston  Burglar. 

481  The  Campbell's  are  Comin'. 

485  You'll  Never  the  Water  till  the  Well  Runs  by. 
.    483  Bonny  Eloise,  the  Belle  of  the  Mohawk  Vale. 

484  The  River  Roe. 

486  The  Murder  in  Cohoes.         ' 

486  Poor  Little  Joe.  ;'  "      V       ;  . 

487  Along  the  Kansas  Line. 

-      488  The  Banjo  Now  Hangs  Silent  on  the  Door. 

489  When  the  Clouds  Roll  by. 
'_';■   490  Over  the  Garden  Wall. 

491  rm  a  Man  You  Don't  Meet  Every  Day.      •;'■•' 
,    .     ■•     492  The  Blue  Alsatian  Mountains. 
■'  ^'  ■    498  Charming  Young  Widow  I  Met  in  the  Train.      ..    •  „  :[;.■ 

494  Black-Eyed  Susan.        ..__^         .         ,,  .    .   .^    ;;;    '  •■^j;    -y^ 
496  The  Spanish  Cavalier.     •'-■"'   •■  '''■''■'■■/■'■'■''"  ■^:->-:'f'-'  ''■'- 


,The  ICnsto  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  tr.  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoeipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

America,  my  jewel, 

We  sing  most  cheerfully;  .      ' 

Your  troubles  now  are  ended. 

As  we  are  all  glad  to  see. 
We  fought  it  out  like  heroes. 

Till  side  bj' side  we  lay,  .' 

On  many  a  gory  battle-field. 

The  Boys  in  Blue  and  Graj. 

Chorus.  '  \  ■'■ 

Hurrah!  for  our  gallant  soldier  boys,      ■  • 

Lets  shout  a  wild  hurrah! 
Hurrah!  for  our  guUaut  sailor  boys. 

Each  gallant  bold  Jack  Tar —  ;"  / 

Should  a  foreign  foe  insult  us, 

Right  eager  for  the  fray. 
It's  hand  to  hand  with  Dixie's  band. 

We'd  march  in  Blue  and  Gray, 

Oh!  noble  men  have  fallen  •  " 

On  each  and  every  side. 
We  uncover  to  their  memory. 

Graves  cannot  glory  hide. 
We  only  have  one  country. 

The  people  firmly  say,  \  "  ■ 

Our  flag,  the  glorious  stars  and  stripes, 
r  To  guide  us  on  our  way. — Chorus,  •  :  "v 

,  Columbia,  my  darling,         .    .  '" 

From  Maine  to  Mexico,        •  - 
May  you  live  in  peace  and  harmony. 

Prosperity  ever  flow — 
May  the  sun  shine  brightly  on  you. 

With  joy  in  every  ray, 
Your  faith  .fi^P^wr^jf*  iTrawm  strong. 

To  honor  and  obey. — Cfiorut. 


When  the  Band  Begins  to  Play. 


lA  'V 


^v.: 


Sung  by  Miss  Jennie  Hughes. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

I'm  very  fond  of  music, 

To  me  it's  quite  a  treat,  -" 

Unless  it  be  from  German  bands 

Or  organs  in  the  street. 
Through  listening  to  the  band,  one  day,  • 

I  nearly  lost  my  heart, 
The  leader  'twas  who  found  it. 

And  he  now  with  it  won't  part. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  I  feel  so  awfully  jolly, 
•  When  the  band  begins  to  play; 

I  am  very  fond  of  music, 

I  could  listen  all  the  day, 
Especially  whe,n  my  Charlie 
Leads  the  band.  Pom.  Pain.      ■  ■ 

My  Charlie  was  my  darling, 
■  .  The  beau  ideal  of  love. 

With  his  hair  so  black  and  curly. 

And  his  whitest  of  white  gloves. 
My  love  sits  in  the  middle 

With  his  baton  in  his  hand. 
And  leads  the  instrumentalists 
-     In  a  style  that  I  think  grand. 

Oh,  I  feel  so  awful  jolly,  &c. 

They  play  such  jolly  music, 

Waltz,  polka  and  quadrille,  ■...■.■ 

And  sometimes  play  so  feelingly 

It  gives  me  quite  a  thrill. 
The  leader  sometimes  gives  a  frown,  .    '      V  ~ 
And  looks  as  though  he's  rash, 
'  t  "r        And  then  they  play  so  soft  and  sweet. 

And  after  comes  a  crash. 
"'^'       "  Oh,  I  feel  so  awful  jolly,  &c. 
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THE   DYING-   CALIFORNIAN. 

The  Mu!  ic  of  this  Song  will  be  seut  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 

o  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

» 
Lay  up  I  earer,  brother,  nearer,  for  my  limbs  are  jrrowlng  cold, 

And  thy  presence  secmeth  dearer  when  thy  arms  around  me  fold ; 

I  am  dyi  ig,  brother,  dying,  soon  you'll  miss  me  in  your  berth. 

And  my  form  will  soon  be  lying  'neath  the  ocean's  briny  surf. 


Hearken 
Ere  this 
I  am 
I  am  w 


Kol  1 


to  me,  brother,  hearken,  I  have  something  I  would  say, 
rail  my  vision  darken,  and  I  go  from  hence  away ; 
g,  surely  going,  but  my  hopes  in  God  are  strong, 
ng,  brother,  knowing  that  lie  doeth  nothing  wrong. 


Ui 

Tell  my  ather  when  you  greet  him,  that  in  death  I  pray'd  for  him, 
Prayd  t  lat  I  might  one  day  meet  him,  in  a  world  that's  free  from  sin ; 
Tell  my  nother,  God  assist  her,  now  that  she  is  growing  old. 
Tell,  her  sou  would  glad  have  kiss'd  her,  when  his  lips  grew  pale  and  cold. 

Hearken  to  me— catch  each  whisper,  'tis  my  wife  I  speak  of  now, 
Tell,  oh !  tell  her,  how  I  miss'd  her,  when  the  fever  burnt  my  brow. 
Hearken  to  me,  closely  listen,  don't  forget  a  single  word. 
That  in  (  eath  my  eyes  did  glisten  when  the  tears  her  memory  stlrr'd. 

Tell  her  hen  to  kiss  my  children,  like  the  kiss  I  last  impress'd, 
Hold  the  m  fast  as  last  I  held  them,  folded  closely  to  my  breast ; 
Give  the  n  early  to  their  Maker,  putting  all  their  trust  in  God, 
And  He  vill  never  forsake  her— He  has  said  so  lu  His  word. 


Oh !  my 
Would  I 
'Twas 
But  thej 


children,  heaven  bless  them !  they  were  all  my  life  to  me ; 
could  once  more  caress  them,  ere  I  sink  beneath  the  sea ; 
them  I  crossM  the  ocean— what  my  hopes  were  I'll  not  tell, 
have  gain'd  an  orphan's  portion— yet  He  doeth  all  things  well. 


fcr 


Tell  my  i  isters  I  remember  every  kindly  parting  word. 
And  my  leart  has  been  kept  tender  by  the  thoughts  their  memory  stirr'd ; 
Tell  thei  1 1  never  reach'd  the  haven  where  I  sought  the  precious  dust, 
But  I've  ?ain'd  a  port  call'd  heaven,  where  the  gold  doth  never  rust. 


Urge 
Faith  in 
Hark !  I 
When  r 


thekn  to  secure  an  entrance,  for  they  will  find  their  brother  there, 
Jesus  and  repentance  will  secure  for  them  a  share ; 
icar  my  Saviour  calling— 'tis  I  know  his  voice  so  well, 
gone,  oh  !  don't  be  weeping,  brother,  hear  my  last  farewell : 


Hi 


The  Mus  c 

33 


THE   BAY   OF   BISCAY,  O! 


c  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
cents,  by  Ueury  J.  Welunan,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 


Loud  roar'd  the  dreadful  thunder; 

The  rain  a  deluge  showers; 
Tlie  clouds  were  rent  asunder 

By  lii^htning's  vivid  powers. 
The  night  both  drear  and  dark. 
Our  poor,  devoted  bark! 

There  she  lay,  till  next  day, 

In  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  Ol 

Now,  dash'd  upon  the  billow, 
Our  opening  timbers  creak; 

Each  fears  a  wat'ry  pillow. 
None  stop  the  dreadful  leak. 

To  cling  to  slipp'ry  shrouds 

Each  breathless  seaman  crowds. 
As  she  lay,  till  the  day. 
In  the  Buy  of  Biscay,  O! 

At  length  the  wish'd-for  morrow 
Broke  through  the  hazy  sky, 

Absorb'd  in  silent  sorrow. 
Each  heaved  a  bitter  sigh. 

The  dismal  wreck  to  view 

Struck  horror  to  the  crew. 

As  she  lay.  on  that  day, 
In  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  O! 

Her  yielding  timbers  sever, 
Her  pitchy  seems  are  rent, 

When  heaven,  all  bounteous  ever. 
Its  boundless  mercy  sent. 

A  sail  in  sight  appears — 

We  hail  her  with  three  clfeers! 
Now  we  sail,  with  the  gale, 
From  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  O! 


Co  mplete  Catalogue  of  Songs/publi.shed  by  Henry  J.  Weh- 
man, f  ong  Publisher,  50  Chatli^«Hn  Street,  New  York,  sent  to 
any  ad  Iress  on  receipt  of  a  tljjjw  cent  stamp. 


MAGGIE   BY   MY   SIDE.       f 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

The  land  of  my  home  is  flitting,  flitting  from  my  view, 
A  gale  in  the  sail  is  sitting,  toils  the  merry  crew; 
Here  let  mv  home  be,  oa  the  waters  wide 
I  roam  with  a  proud  heart,  Maggie's  by  my  side. 

Chords. 
My  own  loved  Maggie,  dear,  sitting  by  my  side, 
Maggie,  dear,  my  own  love,  sitting  by  my  side. 

The  wind  howling  o'er  the  billow  from  the  distant  lea. 
The  storm  raging  'round  my  pillow  brings  no  care  to  me; 
Roll  on,  ye  dark  waves  o'er  the  troubled  tide, 
I  heed  not  your  anger,  Maggie's  by  my  side. — Chorut. 

Storms  can  appall  me  never  while  her  brow  ^  clear. 
Fair  weather  lingers  ever  where  her  smiles  appear; 
When  sorrow's  breakers  'round  my  heart  shall  hide, 
Still  may  I  find  her  sitting  by  my  side.  —  Chorus. 

RING,   RING  DE   BANJO!     . 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

De  time  is  nebber  dreary  if  de  darkey  nebber  groans; 
De  ladies  nebber  weary  wid  de  rattle  ob  de  bones; 
Den  come  again,  Susanna,  by  de  gas-light  ob  de  moon; 
We'll  tune  de  old  piano  when  de  banjo's  out  ob  tune. 

CnoKUS. 
Ring,  ring  de  banjo!  I  like  dat  good  old  song; 
Come  again,  my  true  lub,  oh!  wha  you  been  so  long? 

Oh !  nebber  count  de  bubbles  while  dere's  water  in  de  spring; 
De  darkejr  hab  no  troubles  while  he's  got  dis  song  to  sing; 
De  beauties  ob  creation  will  nebber  lose  deir  charm. 
While  I  roam  de  old  plantation  wid  my  true  lub  on  my  arm. 
Ring,  ring  de  banjo !  I  like  dat  good  old,  &c. 

Once  I  was  so  lucky  my  massa  set  me  free, 
I  went  to  old  Kentucky  to  see  what  I  could  see; 
I  could  not  go  no  farder,  I  turn  to  massa's  door, 
I  lub  him  all  de  harder,  I'll  go  away  no  more. 

Ring,  ring  de  banjo!  I  like  dat  good  old,  &c. 

Early  in  de  mprning  ob  a  lubly  Summer  day, 
My  massa  send  me  warning  he'd  like  to  hear  me  play; 
On  de  banjo  tapping,  I  come  wid  dulccm  strain, 
Massa  fell  a-napping— he'll  nebber  wake  again. 

Ruig,  ring  de  banjo !  I  like  dat  good  old;  &c. 

My  lub,  I'll  hab  to  leab  you  while  de  ribbor's  running  high, 
But  I  nebber  can  deceibe  you,  so  don't  you  wipe  your  eye, 
I'se  gwine  to  make  some  money,  but  I'll  come  anodder  day, 
I'll  come  again,  my  honey,  if  I  hab  to  work  my  way. 

Ring,  ring  de  banjo!  I  like  dat  good  old,  &c. 

•  *  »  »  < 

TWINKLING  STARS.  ' 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

Twinkling  stars  are  laughing,  love. 

Laughing  on  you  and  me. 
While  your  bright  eyes  look  in  mine. 

Peeping  stars  they  seem  to  be;    .  ': 

Troubles  come  and  go,  love,  - 

Brightest  scenes  must  leave  our  sight, 
But  the  star  of  hope,  love,  .  - 

Shines  with  radiant  beams  to-night. 

Chorus. 

Twinkling  stars  are  laughing,  love. 

Laughing  on  you  and  me, 
While  your  bright  eyes  look  in  mine. 

Peeping  stars  they  seem  to  be. 

Golden  beams  are  shining,  love, 

Shining  on  you  to  bless. 
Like  the  queen  of  night,  you  fill 

Darkest  space  with  loveliness. 
Silver  stars  how  bright,  love,  .  '•. 

Mother  mopn  in  thronely  might. 
Gaze  on  us  to  ble.<»s,  love. 

Purest  vows  here  made  to-night. — GlioruM. 


ft 


mmm 


IMrihi 


'•"'"■  T'T  ■  r- 


s^s 


JJI1.UL 


WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


83 


Perhaps  She's  on  tlie  Railway. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  .Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

Behold  in  me  a  wretched  man,  quite  broken  down  by  woe, 
I've  lost  my  wife  and  can  not  find  her  any  where  I  go; 
At  first  she  robbed  me  of  my  heart,  and  now  she's  flown  from  me 
And  taken  all  my  furniture,  wherever  can  she  be? 

Choiics. 
Perhaps  she's  on  the  railway,  with  a  swell  so  fair, 
Perhaps  she's  up  in  a  baloon,  flyiug  tliro'  the  air; 
Perhaps  siie's  dead,  perhaps  alive,  perhaps  she's  on  the  sea; 
Perhaps  she's  gone  to  Brigham  Young,  a  Mormonite  to  be. 

She  read  so  much  of  Mormonites,  of  nothing  else  .she'd  talk. 
And  with  a  sanctified  young  chap  each  day  she  used  to  walk; 
She  said  he  was  a  Mormon  saint  from  far  across  the  sea, 
I  have  not  seen  her  for  a  week,  wherever  can  she  be? 

Perhaps  she's  on  the  railway,  with  a  swell,  &c. 

She  can't  respect  the  marriage  vows,  that  faithfully  she  swore, 
I  only  hope  her  Mormon  spouse  has  fifty  wives  or  more; 
I  hope  he'll  thrash  her  every  night  when  he  comes  home  to  tea, 
I  hope  they'll  always  row  and  fight  wherever  they  may  be. 

Perhaps  she's  on  the  railway,  with  a  swell,  &c. 

I  hope  she'll  have  a  lot  of  hungry,  squalling  brats  to  keep, 
I  hope  they'll  cry  all  night,  and  never  let  her  go  to  sleep; 
I  hope  her  chimneys  all  may  smoke,  her  lodgers  never  pay, 
And  German  bands  and  organ  men  annoy  her  all  the  diiy. 

Perhaps  she's  on  the  railway,  with  a  swell,  «fec. 

If  she  is  in  the  railway  train.  I  hope  that  it  will  smash; 

If  up  in  a  balloon,  1  hope  she'll  fall  out  with  a  crash; 

If  on  the  road  to  Salt  Lake,  then  I  hope  she  may  get  drowned, 

Then  I'll  get  another  wife,  and  quickly  I'll  be  bound. 

Perhaps  she's  on  the  railway,  witli  a  swell,  ♦fee. 


THE  MISTLETOE  BOUG-H. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

The  mistletoe  bough  hung  in  the  castle  hall. 
The  holly  branch  shone  on  the  old  oak  wall; 
And  the  baron's  retainers  were  blithe  and  gay. 
And  keeping  their  Cliristmas  holiday. 
The  baron  beheld,  with  a  father's  pride. 
His  beautiful  child,  young  Lovel's  bride; 
While  she,  with  her  bright  eyes,  seemed  to  be 
The  star  of  that  goodly  company. 

Oh!  the  mistletoe  bough! 

"  I'm  weary  of  dancing  now,"  she  cried, 
"  Here,  tarry  a  moment,  I'll  hide — I'll  hide;  ' 

And,  Lovel,  be  sure  thou'rt  the  first  to  trace 
The  clue  to  my  secret  lurking-place." 
Away  she  ran,  and  her  friends  began 
Each  tower  to  search  and  each  nook  to  scan ; 
And  young  Lovel  cried,  "  Oh!  where  dost  thou  hide? 
I'm  lonely  without  thee,  my  own  dear  bride."  ;  .< 

Oh!  the  mistletoe  bough! 

They  sought  her  that  night,  and  they  sought  her  next  day. 
And  they  sought  her,  in  vain,  till  a  week  passed  away; 
In  the  highest--the  lowest— the  loneliest  spot. 
Young  Lovel  sought  wildly,  but  found  her  not. 

And  years  flew  by,  and  their  grief  at  last 
Was  told  as  a  sorrowful  tale  long  past; 
And  when  Lovel  appeared  the  children  cried, 
"  See!  the  old  man  weeps  for  his  fairy  bride." 
Oh  I  the  mistletoe  bough! 

At  length  an  old  chest,  that  had  lon^  lain  hid. 
Was  found  in  the  castle— they  raised  the  lid —     ■ 
And  a  skeleton  form  lay  mouldering  there. 
In  the  bridal  wreath  of  that  lady  fair. 
Oh!  sad  was  her  fate — in  sportive  jest 
She  hid  from  her  lord  in  that  old  oak  chest; 
It  closed  with  a  spring — and,  dreadful  doom,        '. 
The  bride  lay  clasped  in  a  living  tomb!.-.  ..;v    v.  ■'■:■  '  >:        /^^ ' 
Oh !  the  mistletoe  bough !  ■;•••'■  > 


THE   PIRATE'S   SERENADE. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
Vi  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  t'liatham  Street,  New  York. 

-       '     ■'"''  ChOUUS.  ;  :    '     ■.       '• 

;    /     ',-'   Come,  love,  come,  come  away  with  me, 
V         My  bark  is  on  the  glassy  sea; 

The  moon  is  bright  on  ocean's  breast,     . 
All,  save  the  pirate,  are  now  at  rest. 

*    -  ■   • 

See  how  she  rides  the  crested  foam, 

To  bear  thee,  love,  to  the  pirate's  home ; 
..    Tlieu  fly,  love,  fly,  do  not  delay, 
■     We  must  be  gone  before  to-morrow's  day. — C?u>ru8 

'  1  dare  not  stay  on  this  hallowed  land, 
I  must  away  to  my  pirate  baud ; 
They  restless  sit,  all  side  by  side. 
To  hail  thee,  love,  as  the  pirate's  bride. — Chorus. 

Though  my  voice  is  rough — oh!  do  not  start. 
For  true  and  soft  is  the  pirate's  heart. 
Thy  home  shall  be  on  some  fairy  land, 
And  thou  wilt  be  queen  of  the  pirate's  baud. 

Cnonus. 
Come,  love,  come — ah!  why  that  stern  brow — 
She  smiles,  who  so  happy  as  the  pirate  now? 
My  arms  will  bear  thee  to  "that  thing  of  life." 
And  this  night  thou  must  be  the  pirate's  wife. 


It's  Funny  When  You  Feel  that  Way. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  oh  receipt  of 
3o  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  chatliam  Street,  New  York. 

I  shan't  forget  how  queer  I  felt. 

When  first  I  fell  in  love,  ■' 

I  had  a  most  severe  attack, 

Through  squeezing  a  lady's  glove; 
But  a  lovely  hand  was  in  it. 

As  I  waltzed  with  her  so  gay, 
'      I  thought  myself  in  Paradise, 

It's  funny  w^hen  you  feel  tliat  way. 

Chorus. 

I  felt  as  though  I'd  tumbled  into  honey. 
And  somebody  had  left  me  all  their  money, 
.    •        The  feeling's  so  peculiar  and  funny, 

Oh !  it's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way. 

I  took  her  down  to  supper. 

And  I  sat  down  by  her  side, 
I  help'd  her  to  the  "niceys," 

And  I  filled  her  glass,  with  pride; 
In  fact,  paid  such  attention. 

That  she  viewed  me  with  dismay, 
For  I  moved  my  chair  so  close  to  hers, 

Oh!  its  funny  when  you  feel  that  way. — Chcrut. 

When  the  affair  had  broken  up. 

Behind  I  yet  did  linger. 
Before  I  tore  myself  away,  ;        . 

I  kiss'd  her  little  finger;  '  •        .■ 

I  threw  "  phantom  kisses  "  at  the  house. 

As  I  tripped  on  home  so  gay, 
I'd  have  kissed  the  knocker  on  her  door. 

Oh!  it's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way. — Chortu. 

.   We  met  again  one  afternoon, 
And  as  we  were  alone, 
I  plucked  up  nerve,  to  ask  if  she 

Some  day  would  be  my  own ; 
She  blushed  and  said,  "Go  see  papa  .     < 

And  ask  him  if  I  may." 
.        I  danced  a  can-can  round  the  room. 

Oh!  it's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way. — Choru*. 

The  old  boy  said,  "That  we  might  wed," 
And  so  he  crowned  my  bliss, 
.   And  I  shall  be  a  doubled  man, 
In  about  a  month  from  this; 
-    "        It  seems  as  though  the  time,  somehow,  • 

.     i'  Would  never  pass  away, 

■v         ,  I  long  to  hear  the  wedding  bells, 
'  Oh!  it's  funny  when  you  feci  thnt  way. — Chorus. 
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LBEDLE  YAWCOB   STRAUSS. 

A  Recitation— By  Chaa.  F.  Adams. 

I  have  got  a  leedle  boy 

Vot  gomes  schust  to  my  knee; 
Der  queerest  schap,  the  greatest  rogue 

As  efer  you  dit  see ; 
He  ruus  and  jumps,  aud  smashes  dings 

In  all  parts  of  uer  house- 
But  what  of  dot?  he  vas  mine  son. 

Mine  leedle  Yawcob  Strauss. 

He^et  der  measles  und  der  mumbs, 
Lnd  efervdiug  dot's  out; 

He  spills  mine  ^lass  of  laeer  beer. 
Puts  schuuflf  into  mine  Kraut; 

He  tills  my  pipe  with  Limburg  cheese- 
Dot  vas  der  roughest  chouse ; 

I'd  dake  dot  vrom  no  oder  boy 
But  leedle  Yawcob  Strauss. 

He  dakes  der  milk  pan  for  a  dhrum, 

Und  cuts  mine  cane  in  dwo 
To  make  der  sthicks  to  beat  it  mit — 

Mine  cracious,  dot  vas  druel 
I  diuks  mine  head  vas  schpilt  apart. 

He  kicks  up  such  a  touse — 
But  never  mind,  der  boys  vas  few 

Like  dot  leedle  Yawcob  Strauss. 

He  asks  me  questions  such  as  dese: 

Who  baints  mine  nose  so  red? 
Who  vas  It  cut  dot  schmoot  blace  out 

Vrom  der  hair  upon  mine  head? 
Und  vere  dere  plaze  goes  vrom  der  lamp 

Vene'er  der  glim  I  douse — 
How  gan  I  all  dese  dings  eggsblain 

To  dot  schmall  Yawcob  Strauss? 

I  somedimes  tink  I  schall  go  vild 

Mit  sooch  a  grazy  poy, 
Und  vish  vonce  more  I  gould  haf  rest 

Und  beaceful  dimes  enshoy; 
But  ven  he  vos  aschleep  in  ped 

So  quiet  us  a  mouse, 
I  brays  der  Lord,  "  Dake  anydings. 

But  leaf  dot  Yawcob  Strauss." 


The  Merriest  G-irl  that's   Out. 


The  Music 
36 


ce  Its 


To  balls  and  parties  I  of  t  go. 

For  dancing  I  admire ; 
And  waltzing  is  a  thing,  I  own. 

Of  which  I  never  tire. 
And  should  my  partner  squeeze  my  hand, 

I  know  what  I'm  about, 
It  pleases  him  and  don't  hurt  me, 

I'm  the  merriest  girl  that's  out. — Charus 


this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrsss,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
3,  by  Denry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  Yorlt. 

With  laughter  and  good  humor, 

Why  I  pass  my  time  away; 
So,  while  I'm  here,  I'll  do  my  best 

To  please  you,  with  my  lay. 
Then  come  along  and  join  my  song, 

And  raise  a  merry  shout, 
To  welcome  me,  for  I'm  you  see. 

The  merriest  girl  that's  out.  .  , 

Chorus. 

Now,  then,  young  men,  don't  be  melancholy! 
Just  see,  like  me,  if  you  can't  be  jollyl 
If  anything  goes  wrong  with  me, 

I  never  sulk  nor  pout ; 
In  fact  I  am,  and  always  was. 

The  merriest  girl  that's  out. 

The  gentlemen  complain,  and  say: 

"  Im  such  a  dreadful  flirt! " 
But  if  they  will  make  love  to  me, 

Their  hearts  I'm  sure  to  hurt. 
I  really  can't  help  laughing,  when 

I  hear  tliem  sigh  about; 
For  sentiment  it  don't  suit  me, 

I'm  the  merriest  girl  that's  out.— Chorus. 

The  notes  and  presents  I  receive 

Would  fill  a  basket  quite. 
While  bouquets  rare,  I  do  declare, 

Are  sent  me  ev'ry  night. 
The  notes  all  speak  of  broken  hearts. 

Some  mean  it,  I've  no  doubt, 
I*m  sorry,  yet  I  still  remain 

The  merriest  girl  that's  oxit.—Chorua. 


SKIN-TIOHT   PANTS. 

Sung  by  Jack  C'onroy.  ■-. 

I'm  Mrs.  Muldoon,  the  solid  man's  wife,   - 

On  that  I've  no  reason  to  blow; 
But  I've  got  u  son,  who's  a  son  of  a  gun, 

And  to  work  sure  he  never  will  go; 
He  is  following  his  father's  examples, 

Looking  for  every  chance; 
But  every  one  knows  he's  a  big  overgrown — 

While  he  wears  his  skin-tight  pants. 

Chorus. 

His  head  is  as  red  as  the  ginger-bread ; 

I'm  afraid  he  will  never  advance, 
Or  go  to  the  front  like  his  father,  Jolm, 

While  he  keeps  on  the  skin-tight  pants. 

My  sister  from  Kerry,  she's  an  aunt  to  Jerry, 

Told  me  a  tale  one  night; 
She  said  he  was  a  pivoter,  •  '  ■        . 

She  was  told  by  Andy  Wright ;         '    , 
I  know  it's  true,  yes,  every  word,  ■ 

For  he  goes  to  every  dance. 
And  he  wears  his  father's  long-tail  coat 

To  hide  his  skin-tight  pants. — Chorus.  / 

If  John  gets  the  nomination 

For  alderman  next  Fall, 
I'll  buy  my  Jerry  a  bran  new  suit. 

Like  the  paper  on  the  wall; 
And  then  we'll  have  a  raflBe, 

At  fifty  cents  a  chance; 
May  the  best  man  throw  high  or  low. 

To  win  poor  Jerry's  pants.  —  Chorus. 

My  Jerry  will  go  to  a  boarding-school, 

To  join  the  college  grade. 
And  when  he's  there  a  year  or  more. 

Of  course  he'll  learn  a  trade; 
Then  I'll  send  him  to  speak  the  French, 

I  will  pay  his  passage  to  France; 
When  he  goes  he  can  turn  up  his  nose 

To  those  that  made  fun  of  his  pants. — Chorus. 
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What  is  Home  Without  a  Mother? 

The  Musio  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehraan,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

What  is  home  without  a  mother?  i 

What  are  all  the  joys  we  meet,  j 

When  her  loving  smile  no  longer 

Greets  the  coming,  coming  of  our  feet?         » 
The  days  seem  long,  the  nights  are  drear. 

And  time  rolls  slowly  on; 
And,  oh!  how  few  are  childhood's  pleasures. 

When  her  gentle  care  is  gone. 

Things  we  prize  are  first  to  vanish; 

Hearts  we  love  to  pass  away ; 
And  how  soon  e'en  in  her  childhood, 

We  behold  her  turning,  turning  gray; 
Her  eye  grows  dim,  her  step  is  slow. 

Her  joys  of  earth  are  past; 
And  sometimes  ere  we  learn  to  know  her. 

She  hath  breathed  on  earth,  on  earth  her  last. 

Older  hearts  may  have  their  sorrows, 

Griefs  that  quickly  die  away. 
But  a  mother  lost  in  childhood. 

Grieves  the  heart,  the  heart  from  day  to  day; 
We  miss  her  kind,  her  willing  hand, 
!  Her  fond  and-earnest  care; 

And.  oh!  how  dark  is  life  around  us, 

What  is  home  without,  without  her  there? 
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;      THE   POLISH   BOY. 

A  Recitation— By  Ann  S.  Stephens.      -; 

Whence  come  those  shrieks  so  wide  and  shrill. 
That  cut,  like  blades  of  steel,  the  air, 

Causing  the  creeping  blood  to  chill 
With  the  sharp  cadence  of  despair? 

Again  they  come,  as  if  a  heart 

Were  cleft  in  twain  by  one  quick  blow, 

And  every  string  liad  voice  apart 
To  utter  its  peculiar  woe. 

Whence  came  they?  from  yon  temple  where 
An  altar,  raised  for  private  prayer. 
Now  forms  the  warrior's  marble  bed 
Who  Warsaw's  gallant  armies  led. 

The  dim  funeral  tapers  throw 

A  holy  lustre  o'er  his  brow. 

And  burnish  with  tlieir  rays  of  light 

The  mass  of  curls  that  gather  bright     .,  .     .   ,. 

Above  the  haughty  brow  and  eye  .    > 

Of  a  young  boy  that's  kneeling  by. 

What  hand  is  that,  whose  icy  press 

Clings  to  the  dead  with  death's  own  grasp, 
But  meets  no  answering  caress? 

No  thrilling  fingers  seek  its  clasp? 
It  is  the  hand  of  her  whose  cry 

Rang  wildly,  late,  upon  the  air. 
When  the  dead  warrior  met  her  eye 

Outstretched  upon  the  altar  there.    ; 

With  pallid  lip  and  stony  brow 

She  murmurs  forth  her  anguish  now, 

But  hark!  the  tramp  of  heavy  feet 

Is  heard  along  the  bloody  street; 

Nearer  and  nearer  yet  they  come,  ' : ' 

With  clanking  aims  and  noiseless  drum. 

Now  whispered  curses,  low  and  deep, 

Aix)und  the  holy  temple  creep; 

The  gate  is  burst;  a  ruffian  band 

Rush  in  and  savagely  demand. 

With  brutal  voice  and  oath  profane, 

The  startled  boy  for  exile's  chain. 

The  mother  sprang  with  gesture  wild. 

And  to  her  bosom  clasped  her  child; 

Then  with  pale  cheek  and  flashing  eye 

Shouted  with  fearful  energy, 

"Back,  ruffians,  back,  nor  dare  to  tread, 

Too  near  the  body  of  my  dead ; 

Nor  touch  the  living  boy — I  stand 

Between  him  and  your  lawless  baud. 

Take  me,  and  bina  these  arms,  these  hands,  ,  : 

W^ith  Russia's  heaviest  iron  bands. 

And  drag  me  to  Siberia's  wild 

To  perish,  if  'twill  save  my  child!  " 

"Peace,  woman,  peacel "  the  leader  cried, 

Tearing  the  pale  boy  from  her  side. 

And  in  his  ruffian  grasp  he  bore 

Ilis  victim  to  the  temple  door.  ''':■"' 

"One  moment! "  shrieked  the  mother;  " one! 
Will  land  or  gold  redeem  my  sou? 
Take  heritage,  take  name,  take  all. 
But  leave  him  free  from  Russian  thrall! 
Take  these!"  and  her  white  arms  and  hand« 
She  stripped  of  rings  and  diamond  bands, 
And  tore  from  braids  of  long  black  hair 
The  gems  that  gleamed  like  starlight  there;  ; 
Her  cross  of  blazing  rubies  last 
Down  at  the  Russian's  feet  she  cast. 
He  stooped  to  seize  the  glittering  store— 
Upsprlnging  from  the  marble  floor, 
"The  mother,  with  a  cry  of  joy. 
Snatched  to  her  leaping  heart  the  boy. 
But  no!  the  Russian's  iron  grasp 
Again  undid  the  mother's  clasp. 
Forward  she  fell,  with  one  long  cry  '  '  .         - V  - 
Of  more  than  mortal  agony. 
But  the  brave  child  is  roused  at  length,    '. 
And  breaking  from  the  Russian's  hold, 


He  stands,  a  giant  in  the  strength 

Of  his  young  spirit,  fierce  and  bold. 
Proudly  he  towers;  his  flashing  eye. 

So  blue,  and  vet  so  bright, 
Seems  kindled  from  the  eternal  sky. 

So  brilliant  is  its  light. 
His  curling  lips  and  crimson  cheeks 
Foretell  the  thought  before  he  speaks;   v 
With  a  full  voice  of  proud  command 
He  turned  upon  the  wondering  band: 
"  Ye  hold  me  not!  no,  no,  nor  can! 
This  hour  has  made  the  boy  a  manl 
I  knelt  before  my  slaughtered  sire. 
Nor  felt  one  throb  of  vengeful  ire. 
I  wept  upon  marble  brow. 
Yes,  wept!     I  was  a  child ;  but  now— 
My  noble  mother,  on  her  knee, 
Hath  done  the  work  of  years  for  me!"        .  ' 

He  drew  aside  his  broidered  vest. 

And  there,  lik«  slumbering  serpent's  crest. 

The  jeweled  haft  of  poniard  bright 

Glittered  a  moment  on  the  sight. 

"Ha!  start  ye  back!    Fool!  coward!  knarel 

Think  ye  my  noble  father's  glaive 

Would  drink  the  life-blood  of  a  slave? 

The  pearls  that  on  the  handle  flame 

Would  blush  to  rubies  in  their  shame; 

The  blade  would  quiver  in  thy  breast. 

Ashamed  of  such  ignoble  rest. 

No!  thus  I  rend  the  tyrant's  chain,  •  - 

And  fling  him  back  a  boy's  disdain! " 

A  moment,  and  the  funeral  light 
Flashed  on  the  jeweled  weapon  bright; 
Another,  and  his  young  heart's  blood 
Leaped  to  the  floor,  a  crimson  flood.        - 
Quick  to  his  mother's  side  he  sprang, 
And  on  the  air  his  clear  voice  rang: 
"  Up,  mother,  up!    I'm  free!    I'm  free! 
The  choice  was  death  or  slavery. 
Up,  mother,  up!    Look  on  thy  son! 
His  freedom  is  forever  won; 
And  now  he  wai's  one  holy  kiss 
To  bear  his  father  home  in  bliss — 
One  last  embrace,  one  blessing — one! 
To  prove  thou  knowest,  approvest  thy  son. 
What!  silent  yet?    Canst  thou  not  feel 
My  warm  blood  o'er  my  heart  congeal? 
Speak,  mother,  speak!  lift  up  thy  head! 
What!  silent  still?    Then  art  thou  dead? 

Great  God,  I  thank  Thee!    Mother,  I 

Rejoice  with  thee — and  thus — to  die!" 
One  long,  deep  breath,  and  his  pale  head 
Lay  on  his  mother's  bosom — dead. 


NICODEMUS  JOHNSON. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receiflt  of 
85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

I've  just  arrived  in  town  to-day. 

And  here  I  is  before  you. 
To  sing  about  my  name  and  occupation; 

I  come  from  old  Virginia  State,  ' 

De  best  in  all  de  nation. 

Oh,  ho!  oh,  ho!  to  Nicodemus  Johnson. 

.     My  master  was  a  Union  man. 
He  did  not  like  secession. 
And  so  he  had  to  leave  de  old  plantation ; 
V  ,  •     I  thought  to  stay  behind  him  dere 
'Twould  be  an  aggravation. 
Oh,  ho!  oh,  ho!  to  Nicodemus  Johnson. 

I's  glad  dis  war  come  to  an  end,  ;  • 

;      '.        And  peace  come  frew  de  nation, 

I'll  go  right  back  to  Dixie's  land,  and  stay  dar. 

For  I  isn't  any  contraband, 
Ilove  de  old  plantation, 

Oh,  ho!  oh,  ho!  dat's  Nicodemus  Johnson. 
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— When  the  Sultan  of  Turkey  kneels  to  pray  it  is  on  a  $2,600 
rug.  When  his  cooks  want  their  wages  raised  to  eighteen  cents 
a  day,  he  sends  them  to  jail. 
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THE  THREE  BLACK  CROWS. 


The  Mu  lie  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
3 1  cents,  by  lleury  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

Spoi :en — "There  were  three  crows  sat  on  a  tree,  as  black,  as 
black  IS  crows  can  be."    Sing,  brothers,  sing: 

"There  were  three  crows  sat  on  a  tree, 
As  black,  as  black  as  crows  can  be." 

Spoken — Said  one  old  crow  unto  his  mate:  "  What  shall  we 
?rub  to  eat?  "     Sing,  brothers,  sing: 

Said  one  old  crow  unto  his  mate: 
"  What  shall  we  do  for  grub  to  eat?  " 

Spob  en — "  There  is  a  horse  in  yonder  lane,  that  has  been  only 
three  d  iys  slain."    Sing,  brothers,  sing: 

"There  is  a  horse  m  yonder  lane,  .  . 

That  has  been  only  three  days  slain." 

I — "We'll  light  upon  his  bare  back-bone,  and  pick  his 
one  by  one."    Siug,  brothers,  sing: 

"  We'll  light  upon  his  bare  back-bone, 
And  pick  his  eyes  out,  one  by  one." 
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WIDOW   MALQNE. 

of  this  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

I  >id  you  hear  of  the  widow  Malone,  ohone! 
"^ho  lived  in  the  town  of  Athlone,  ohone! 

Oh!  slxe  melted  the  hearts 

Of  the 'swains  in  them  parts, 
A>  lovely  the  widow  Malone,  ohone! 
6  a  lovely  the  widow  Malone. 

(  f  lovers  she  had  a  full  score,  or  more, 
i  nd  fortunes  they  all  had  galore,  in  store; 

From  the  minister  down 

To  the  clerk  of  the  crown. 
All  were  courtiug  the  widow  Malone,  ohone! 
i  11  were  courting  the  widow  Malone. 

I  ut  so  modest  was  Mistress  Malone,  'twas  known, 
"^hat  no  one  could  see  her  alone,  ohone! 

Let  them  ogle  and  sigh, 

They  could  ne'er  catch  her  eye,  ,       . 

3o  i)ashful  the  widow  Malone,  ohone! 
£  0  bashful  the  widow  Malone. 

'ill  one  Mister  O'Brien,  from  Clare — how  quarel 
's  little  for  blushing  they  care  down  there. 
Put  his  arm  round  her  waist — 
Gave  ten  kisses  at  laste — 

Oh,"  says  he,  "you're  my  Molly  Malone,  my  own! 
Oh,"  says  he,  "you're  my  Molly  Malone." 

I  nd  the  widow  they  all  thought  so  shy,  my  eye! 
1  e'er  thought  of  a  simper  or  sigh,  for  why? 

But  •'  Lucius,"  says  she, 

"  Since  you've  now  made  so  free, 

ou  may  marry  your  Mary  Malone,  ohone! 
"*  'ou  may  marry  your  Mary  Malone." 
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ipiSS  ME   QUICK  AND   GO. 

c  of  this  SoDZ  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

The  other  night  while  I  was  sparking 

Sweet  Turlina  Spray, 
The  more  we  whisper'd  our  love  talking. 

The  more  we  had  to  say; 
The  old  folks  and  the  little  folks 

We  thought  were  fast  in  bed— 
We  heard  a  footstep  on  the  stairs. 

And  what  d'ye  think  she  said? 

Chorus. 

"Oh!  kiss  me  quick  and  go,  my  honey. 

Kiss  me  quick  and  go! 
To  cheat  surprise  and  prying  eyes, 

Why  kiss  me  quick  and  go!  " 


Soon  after  that  I  gave  mv  love 

A  moonlight  promenade. 
At  last  we  fetch'd  up  to  the  door 

Just  where  the  old  folks  stay'd ; 
The  clock  struck  twelve,  her  heart  struck  t^o  (too), 

And  peeping  overhead, 
We  saw  a  night-cap  raise  the  blind, 

And  what  d'ye  think  she  said? — CTumu. 

One  Sunday  night  we  sat  together. 

Sighing  side  by  side. 
Just  like  two  wilted  leaves  of  cabbage 

In  the  sunshine  fried; 
5Iy  heart  with  love  was  nigh  to  split. 

To  ask  her  for  to  wed; 
Said  I :  "  Shall  I  go  for  the  priest?  " 

And  what  d'ye  think  she  said? — Chorus. 


GUM-TREE   CANOE. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  post-paicL  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  llenry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  "ork. 

On  Tombigbee  river,  so  bright,  I  was  born. 
In  a  hut  made  ob  husks  ob  de  tall  yaller  com^ 
An'  dar  I  fust  met  wid  my  Jula  so  true. 
An'  I  row'd  her  about  in  my  gum-tree  canoe. 

,    Chorus. 
,       Singing  row  away,  row, 
O'er  de  waters  so  blue. 
Like  a  feather  we'll  float. 
In  my  gum-tree  canoe. 

All  de  day  in  de  field  de  soft  cotton  I  hoe, 

I  t'ink  of  my  Jula.  an' siug  as  I  go; 

Oh,  I  catch  her  a  bird  wid  a  wing  ob  true  blue. 

An'  at  night  sail  her  round  in  my  gum-tree  canoe.— CV*f*«. 

Wid  my  hands  on  de  banjo,  and  toe  on  de  oar, 

I  sing  to  de  sound  ob  de  riber's  soft  roar. 

While  de  stars  dey  look  down  on  my  Jula  so  true. 

An'  dance  in  her  eye  in  my  gum-tree  canoe. — Choru». 

But  one  niglit  de  stream  bore  us  so  far  away, 

Dat  we  couldn't  cum  back,  so  we  thought  we'd  jis'  stay. 

Oh,  we  .spied  a  tall  ship  wid  a  flag  ob  true  blue. 

An'  it  took  us  in  tow  wid  my  gum-tree  canoe. — Cftorus. 


* 
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Who  Will  Care  for  Mother  Now? 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  recelpf  of 
35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

Why  am  I  so  weak  and  weary. 

See  how  faint  my  heated  breath. 
All  around  to  mc  seems  darkness, 

Tell  me,  comrades,  is  this  death? 
Ah!  now  well  I  know  your  answer; 

To  my  fate  I'll  meekly  bow. 
If  you'll  only  tell  me  truly. 

Who  will  care  for  mother  now? 

Chouus. 

Soon  with  angels  I'll  be  marching, 
With  bright  laurels  on  my  brow, 

I  have  for  my  country  fallen, 
Who  will  care  for  mother  now? 

Who  will  comfort  her  in  sorrow, 

Who  will  dry  the  falling  tear, 
Gently  smooth  her  wrinkled  forehead. 

Who  will  whisper  words  of  cheer? 
Even  now  I  think  1  see  her 

Kneeling,  praying  for  me — how 
Can  I  leave  her  in  her  anguish? 

Who  will  care  for  mother  now? — Chorut, 

Let  this  knapsack  be  my  pillow. 

And  my  mantle  be  the  sky. 
Hasten  comrades  to  the  battle, 

I  will  like  a  soldier  die. 
Soon  with  angels  I'll  be  marching, 

With  bright  laurels  on  my  brow, 
r have  for  my  country  fallen. 

Who  will  care  for  mother  now? — Chonu. 
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Wait  Till  the  Clouds  Roll  By.     ^ 
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Jenny,  my  own  trne  loved  One, 

I'm  going  far  from  thee, 
Out  on  the  bounding  billows,      /  \. 

Out  on  the  dark  blue  sea; 
How  I  will  miss  you,  my  darling, 

There  when  the  storm  is  raging  high; 
Jenny,  my  own  true  loved  one, 
,  Wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by. 

Chouus. 

Walt  till  the  clouds  roll  by.  Jennie, 
.  Wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by; 

-'  V  Jenny,  my  own  true  loved  one. 

Wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by. 

-       Jenny,  when  far  from  thee,  love,  ^-    , 

I'm  on  the  ocean  deep,  ,  { 

•  Will  you  then  dream  of  me,  love? 
Will  vou  your  promise  keep? 
And  will  I  come  to  you,  darling? 

Take  courage,  dear,  and  never  sigh; 
Gladness  will  follow  sorrow,  ■ 

Wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by. — U/iorus,  \ 
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Boys,  Keep  Away  from  the  G-als. 
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Oh,  love  is  such  a  very  funny  thing. 

And  it  catches  the  young  and  old; 
It's  just  like  a  plate  of  l>oarding-h<)U£e  hash, 

And  many  a  man  it  has  sold. 
It  makes  you  feel  like  a  fresh  water  eel, 

And  causes  your  head  to  swell ; 
You  lose  your'mind,  for  love  is  blind, 

And  it  empties  your  pocket-book  as  well. 

CnoBUs. 

Boys,  keep  away  from  the  gals,  I  say. 
Give  them  lots  of  room;  ,, 

Or  you'll  find  when  you're  wed. 

They  will  bang  you  till  you're  dead 
With  the  bald-headed  end  of  a  broom.    . 

jt  -  ■ 

When  ft  man  is  gone  on  a  pretty  little  gid, 

He  talks  just  as  gentle  as  a  dove; 
He  spends  all  his  money,  and  calls  her  his  honey. 

For  to  show  her  he  is  solid  on  Lis  love. 
Wh(!n  his  money  is  gone,  and  his  clothes  in  hock, 

lie  finds  the  old  saying  it  is  true; 
That  a  mole  on  the  arm  is  worth  two  on  the  leg. 

But  what  is  he  going  to  do? — Chorun. 

When  married  folks  have  lots  of  cash, 

Their  love  is  firm  and  strong; 
But  when  they  have  to  feed  on  hash. 

Their  love  don't  last  so  long. 
With  a  wife  and  seventeen  half -starved  kids,  .- 

I  tell  you  it's  no  fun; 
When  the  butcher  comes  around  to  collect  his  bill, 

With  a  dog  and  a  double-barrel  gun. — CJioru9. 

Young  fellows,  just  take  my  advice,  '        ^ 

Don't  be  in  a  hurry  for  to  wed; 
You  thiuk  you're  in  clover  till  the  honeymoon's  over, 

And  then  you'll  think  you're  dead. 
With  a  cross-eyed  baby  on  each  knee, 

And  a  wife  with  a  plaster  on  her  nose;  '  *- 

You'll  find  true  love  don't  run  so  very  smooth, 

When  you  have  to  wear  your  second-hand  clothes. 

■■-.;-' V'  ■'■'■''■■- ^^  -  ChoKUS.    ■•;■•.:-•;■.•'•',-/-■• 

When  the  rent  is  high,  and  the  kids  all  cry, 
Because  there's  no  grub  to  chaw; 
.:  You'll  holler  for  your  son,  ■•    ;;;; 

To  load  up  your  gun,  .!: 

-■  '         While  3'ou  vaccinate  your  mother-in-law.       —    • 


CLARABEL  MAaEE. 

CopjTlght,  1881,  by  A.  J.  Fieher. 

Tve  a  daughter,  Clara bel, 
,     She's  a  rosebud  rich  and  rare; 
She  wears  her  brother's  derby. 

And  she  bangs  her  own  false  hair. 
Her  nose  is  Graeco-Roman, 

Her  chromo  you  can  see;  •  - 

Just  gaze  upon  the  father  ;  . 

Of  sweet  Clarabel  Magee. 

Cuouus. 

Oh,  so  sweet  is  Clarabel, — {Break), 
Bhe  mashes  every  swell; — {Break), 
When  she  is  at  a  ball, 

'T would  break  your  heart  to  see 
How  mashers  tight  to  get  a  dance 

With  Clarabel  Magee. 

Oh,  she  has  lot  of  beauxs, 

'There  is  now  a  bitter  strife 
Between  millionaires  and  aldermen 

To  get  her  for  a  wife. 
Says  she,  I  can't  marry  all! 

Says  I,  then  chuck  the  dice  and  see 
What  happj'  man  will  win  the  hand 

Of  Clarabel  Magee. —C/M>ru«.    . 


BUCK  FANSHAW'S   FUNERAL. 

A  Ludicrous  Recitation— By  Mark  Twain.  -,^'' 

There  was  a  grand  time  over  Buck  Fanshaw  when  he  died.  He 
was  a  representative  citizen.  He  had  "  killed  his  man  " — not  in  his 
own  quarrel,  to  be  sure,  but  in  defence  of  a  stranger  braet  by 
numbers.  He  had  kept  a  sumptuous  saloon.  He  had  been  the 
proprietor  of  a  dashing  helpmeet,  whom  he  could  have  discarded 
without  the  formality  of  a  divorce.  He  had  held  a  high  position  in 
the  fire  department,  and  had  been  a  very  Warwick  in  politics. 
When  he  died  there  was  great  lamentation  throughout  the  town, 
but  especially  in  the  vast  bottom  stratum  of  society. 

On  the  inquest  it  wjis  shown  that  Buck  Fan.shaw,  in  the  delirium 
of  a  wasting  typhoid  fever,  had  taken  arsenic,  shot  himself  through 
the  body,  cut  his  throat,  and  jumped  out  of  a  four-story  window 
and  broken  his  neck,  and  after  due  deliberation,  the  jury,  sad  and 
tearful,  but  with  intelligence  unblinded  by  its  sorrow,  brought  in  a 
verdict  of  death  "by  the  visitation  of  Grod."  What  could  the 
world  do  without  juries? 

Prodigious  jireparations  were  made  for  the  funeral.  All  the 
vehicles  in  town  were  hired,  all  the  saloons  were  put  in  mourning, 
all  the  municipal  and  fire  company  fla^  were  hung  at  half-mast, 
and  all  the  firemen  ordered  to  muster  m  uniform  and  bring  their 
machines  duly  draped  in  black; 

Regretful  resolutions  were  passed  and  various  committees  ap- 
pointed; among  others,  a  committee  of  one  was  appointed  to  call 
on  a  minister — a  fragile,  gentle,  spiritual  new  fledgling  from  an 
Eastern  theological  seminary,  and  as  yet  unacquainted  with  the 
ways  of  the  mines.  The  committee-man,  "  Scotty  "  Briggs,  made 
his  visit. 

Being  admitted  to  his  presence,  he  sat  down  l)efore  the  clergy- 
man, placed  his  fire-hat  on  an  unfinished  manuscript  sermon  under  | 
the  minister's  noSe,  took  from  it  a  red  silk  handkerchief,  wiped  his 
brow,  and  heaved  a  sigh  of  dismal  impres-siveness  explanatory  of 
his  business.     He  choked  and  even  shed  tears,  but  with  an  eJBfdrt ) 
he  mastered  his  voice,  and  said  in  lubrigious  tones: 

"  Are  you  the  dtick  that  rims  the  gospel-mill  next  door?  " 

"  Am  I  the — pardon  me,  I  lielieve  I  do  not  understand." 

With  another  sigh  and  a  half  sob  Scotty  rejoined: 

"  Why,  you  see  we  are  in  a  bit  of  trouble,  and  the  boys  thought ' 
may  l>e  you'd  give  us  a  lift,  if  we'd  tackle  you,  that  is,  if  I've  got  | 
the  rights  of  it,  and  you're  the  head  clerk  of  the  doxology  works 
next  door." 

"  I  am  the  shepherd  in  charge  of  the  flock  whose  fold  is  next  door. " 

"TlMj  which?" 

"  The  spiritual  adviser  of  the  little  company  of  believers  whose 
sanctuary  adjoins  these  premises." 

Scotty  scratched  his  head,  reflected  a  moment,  and  then  said: 

"  You  rather  hold  me  over,  pmrd.  I  reckon  I  can't  call  that 
card.     Ante  and  pass  the  buck." 

"  How?  I  beg  your  pardon.  What  did  I  understand  you  to 
say?" 

"  Well,  you've  rather  got  the  bulge  on  me.  Or  may  be  we've 
both  got  the  bulge,  somehow.     You  don't  smoke  me  and  I  don't  i 
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you.  You  see  one  of  the  boys  has  passed  in  his  checks,  and  we 
want  to  give  him  a  good  seud-off,  and  so  the  thin^  I'm  on  now 
is  to  rout  out  somebody  to  jerk  a  little  chin-music  for  us,  uud 
wait:  him  throui^hhaudsome." 

"Jfy  friend,  I  seem  to  grow  more  and  more  bewildered. 
YouiJ  observations  are  wliolly  incompreheusible  to  me.  Cannot 
you  aiiiplify  them  some  way?  At  tirst  I  thought  perhaps  I  uudcr- 
stood  you,  but  now  I  grope.  Would  it  not  expedite  matters  if 
you  Restricted  yourself  to  categorical  statements  of  fact  uuin- 
cumljered  with  obstructing  accumulatiuus  of  metaphor  and 
allegory? " 

Aoiother  pause  and  more  reflection.     Then  Scotty  said: 
"  1[11  have  to  pass,  I  judge." 
ow?" 

ou've  raised  me  out,  pard." 
still  fail  to  catch  your  meaning." 

~h)',  that  last  lead  of  yourn  is  too  many  for  me — that's  the 
I  can't  neither  trump  nor  follow  suit." 
clergyman  sank  back  in  his  chair  perplexed.     Scotty 
his  head  ou  his  hand,  and  gave  himself  up  to  reflection. 
Presently  his  face  came  up,  sorrowful,  but  confident, 

"  live  got  it  now,  so's  you  cau  savvy,"  said  he.     "  What  we 
want!  is  a  gospel-sharp.    See?" 
what?" 

ospcl-sharp,  parson." 

1    Why  did  you  not  say  so  before?    I  am  a  clergyman — 
on." 

ow  you  talk!    You  see  my  blind,  and  straddle  it  like  a 
Put  it  there!" — extending  a  brawny  paw,  which  closed 
he  minister's  small  hand  and  gave  it  u  shake  indicative  of 
fraternal  sympathy  and  fervent  gratificatiou. 

ow  we're  all  right,  pard.     Let's  start  fresh.     Don't  you 
me  snuffling  a  little,  becuz  we're  in  a  power  of  trouble, 
e  one  of  the  boys  has  gone  up  the  flume — " 
one  where?" 

p  the  flume — throw'd  up  the  sponge,  you  know." 
brown  up  the  sponge?" 
es — kicked  the  bucket — " 

h— has  departed  to  that  mysterious  country  from  whose 
e  no  traveler  returns." 

turn?    Well,  I  reckon  not.     Why,  pard,  he's  dead!" 
es,  I  understand." 
you  do?     Well,  I  thought  may  be  you  might  be  getting 
d  once  more.     Yes,  you  see  he  s  dead  again — " 
gain!    Why,  has  he  ever  been  dead  before?  " 
ead  before?    No.     Do  you  reckon  n  man  has  got  ns  mauy 
a  cat?    But  you  bet  he's  awfuJ-deiul  now,  poor  old  boy, 
wish  I'd  never  seen  this  day.     I  don't  know  no  better 
than  Buck  Fanshaw.     I  know'd  him  by  the  back;  and 
I  know  a  man  like  him  I  freeze  to  him — you  hear  7n<;. 
him  all  around,  pard,  there  never  was  a  bullier  man  in  the 
No  man  ever  know'd  Buck  Fanshaw  to  go  back  on  a 
But  it's  all  up,  you  know;  it's  all  up.    It  ain't  no  use., 
They've  scooped  him! " 

J  cooped  him?  " 

Tes— death  has.     Well,  well,  well,  we've  got  to  give  him 
Yes,  indeed.     It's  a  kind  of  hard  world  after  all,  ain't  it? 
pard,  he  was  a  rustler.     You  ought  to  see  him  get  started 
He  was  a  bully  boy  with  a  glass  eye!    .Just  spit  in  his 
and  give  him  room  according  to  his  strength,  and  it  was 
jeautif ul  to  see  him  peel  and  go  in.     He  was  the  worst  son 
thief  that  ever  draw'd  breath.     Pard,  he  was  on- it.     He 
was  bn  it  bigger  than  an  Injun! " 
")nit?    Ouwhat?" 

"  I  >n  the  shoot.  On  the  shoulder.  On  the  fight.  Understand? 
lie  (  idn't  give  a  continental — for  ara^body.  .ficgr  your  pardon, 
frier  d,  for  corning  so  near  saying  a  cu-ss  word — but  you  sec  I'm 
on  a  1  awful  strain  in  this  palaver,  on  account  of  having  to  cram 
dow  1  and  draw  everything  so  mild.  But  we've  got  to  give'^iim 
up.  There  ain't  any  getting  around  that,  I  don't  reckon.  Now, 
if  w  !  cau't  get  you  to  help  plant  him— " 

"  i'reach  the  funeral  discourse?  Assist  at  the  obseqtiies?  " 
"  )b.s'quie3  is  good.  Yes.  That's  it;  that's  our  little  game. 
We  ire  going  to  get  up  the  thing  regardless,  you  know.  He  was 
alwt  ys  nifty  himself,  and  so  you  bet  you  his  funeral  ain't  going 
to  b;  no  slouch;  solid  silver  door-plate  on  his  cotBn,  six  plumes 
on  tbe  hearse,  and  a  nigger  on  the  box  with  a  bilcd  shirt  and  a 
plu'  hat  on — how's  that  for  high?  And  we'll  take  care  olymi, 
pare .  We'll  fix  you  all  right.  "There  will  be  a  kerridge  for  you; 
and  whatever  you  want  you  just  scape  out  and  we'll  tend  to  it. 
We'  re  got  a  shebang  fixed  up  for  you  to  stand  behind  in  No. 
One  3  house,  and  don't  you  be  afraid.  Just  go  in  and  toot  your 
horn,  if  you  don't  sell  a  clam.  Put  Buck  through  as  bulfy  as 
you  can,  pard,  far  anybody  that  know'd  him  will  tell  you  that 
he  \  'as  one  of  the  whitest  men  that  was  ever  in  the  mines.    You 
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can't  draw  it  too  strong.  He  never  could  stand  it  to  see  things 
going  wrong.  He's  done  more  to  make  this  town  peaceable 
than  any  man  in  it.  I've  seen  him  lick  four  greasers  in  eleven 
minutes,  myself.  If  a  thing  wanted  regulating,  he  warn't  a  man 
to  go  browsing  around  after  somebody  to  do  it,  but  he  would 
prance  in  and  regulate  it  himself.  He  warn't  a  Catholic;  but  it 
didn't  make  no  difference  about  that  when  it  came  down  to  what 
man's  right  was — and  so,  when  some  roughs  jumped  the  Catho- 
lic bonevard  and  started  to  stake  out  town  lots  in  it,  he  went  for 
'em,  and  he  cleaned  'em,  too!    I  was  there,  and  seen  it  myself." 

"That  was  very  well,  indeed— at  least  the  impulse  wivs — 
whether  the  act  was  eutirelv  defensible  or  not.  Hud  deceased 
any  religious  convictions?  That  is  to  say,  did  he  feel  a  depend- 
ence upon,  or  acknowledge  allegiance  to  a  higher  power?  '^ 

More  reflection. 

"I  reckon  you've  stumped  me  again,  pard.  Could  you  say 
it  over  once  more,  and  say  it  slow  ?  " 

"Well,  to  simplify  it  somewhat,  was  he,  or  rather  had  he 
ever  been  connected  with  any  organization  sequestered  from  se- 
cular concerns  and  devoted  to  self-sacrifice  in  the  interests  of 
morality?" 

*'  All  down  but  nine — set  'em  up  on  the  other  alley,  pard." 

"  What  did  I  understand  you  to  say?  " 

"  Why,  you're  most  too  many  for  me,  you  know.    When  you 

Set  in  with  your  left,  I  hunt  grass  every  time.     Every  time  you 
raw,  you  fill;  but  I  dout  seem  to  have  any  luck.     Let's  have  a 
new  deal. " 

"How?    Begin  again." 

"That's  it." 

"Very  well.    Was  he  a  good  man,  and—" 

"There — I  see  that;  don't  put  up  another  chip  till  I  look  at 
my  hand.  A  good  man,  say  you?  Pard,  it  ain't  no  name  for 
it.  Ho  was  the  best  man  that  ever— pard,  you  would  have 
doted  on  tbat  man.  He  could  lam  any  galoot  of  his  inches  in 
America.  It  was  him  that  put  down  the  riot  last  election  before 
it  got  a  start;  and  everybody  said  that  he  was  tlie  only  man  that 
could  have  done  it.  He  waltzed  in  with  a  trumpet  in  one  hand 
and  a  spanner  in  the  other,  sent  fourteen  men  heme  on  a  shut- 
ter in  less  than  three  minutes.  He  had  the  riot  all  broke  up  and 
Erevented  nice  before  anybody  had  a  chance  to  strike  a  blow, 
[e  was  always  in  for  peace,  and  he  would  hace  peace — he  could 
not  stand  disturbances.  Pard,  he  was  a  great  loss  to  this  town. 
It  would  please  the  boys  if  you  could  chip  in  something  like 
that  and  do  him  justice.  Here  once  wlit-n  the  Micks  got  to 
throwing  stones  throuj^h  the  Methodist  Sunday-school  windows. 
Buck  Fanshaw,  all  of  his  own  notion,  shut  up  his  saloon,  and 
took  a  couple  of  six-shooters  and  mounted  guard  over  the  Bun- 
day-school.  Says  he,  'No  Irish  need  apply!'  And  they  didn't. 
He  was  the  bullicst  man  in  the  mountains,  pard;  he  could  run 
faster,  jump  higher,  hit  harder,  and  hold  more  tangle-foot 
whiskey  without  spilling  than  any  man  in  seventeen  counties. 
Put  that  in,  pard;  it'll  please  the  boys  more  than  anything  you 
could  say.  And  you  cau  say,  pard,  that  he  never  shook  his 
mother." 

"  Never  shook  his  mother?  " 

"That's  it— any  of  the  boys  will  tell  you  so." 

"  Well,  but  why  slwuld  he  shake  her?  " 

"  That's  what  I  say — but  some  jieople  does." 

"Not  people  of  any  repute? " 

"Well,  some  that  averages  pretty  so-so." 

"  In  my  opinion,  a  man  that  would  offer  personal  violence  to 
his  mother,  ought  to — " 

"Chee.se  it,  pard;  you've  banked  your  ball  clean  outside  the 
string.  What  I  was  a-drivin  at  was  that  he  never  throwed  ojf  his 
mother — don't  you  see?  No,  iudeedy?  He  gave  her  a  house  to 
live  in,  and  town  lots,  and  plenty  of  money;  and  he  looked  after 
her  and  took  care  of  her  all  the  time;  and  when  she  was  down 
with  the  small-pox,  I'm  damned  if  he  didn't  set  up  nights  and 
nuss  her  himself!  Beg  your  pardon  for  saying  it,  but  it  hopped 
out  too  quick  for  yours  truly.  You've  treated  me  like  a  gentle- 
man, and  I  ain't  the  man  to  hurt  your  feelings  intentional.  I 
think  you're  white.  I  think  you're  a  square  man,  p.<ird.  I  like 
you,  and  I'll  lick  any  mau  that  don't.  I'll  lick  him  till  he  can't 
tell  himself  from  a  la.st  year's  corp.se!    Put  it  there! "       j 

[Another  fraternal  handshake— and  exit.] 

The  obsequies  were  all  that  "  the  boys  "  could  desire.  Such 
funeral  pomp  had  never  been  seen  in  Virginia.  The  plumed 
hearse,  the  dirge-breathing  brass  bands,  the  closed  marts  of 
business,  the  fiags  drooping  at  half-mast,  the  long  plodding 
procession  of  uniformed  secret  societies,  military  battalions  and 
fire  companies,  craped  engines,  carriages  of  officials  and  citizens 
in  vehicles  and  on  foot,  attracted  multitudes  of  spectators  to 
the  sidewalks,  roofs  and  windows;  and  for  years  afterward,  the 
degree  of  grandeur  attained  by  any  civic  display  was  determined 
by  comparison  with  Buck  Fanshaw's  funeral. 


"A' 


JOHNNY  SANDS. 

The  Miislo  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
35  {;ents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

•     A  man,  whose  name  was  Johnny  Sands, 
Had  married  Betty  Haigh ; 
'   '     And  though  she  brought  him  gold  and  lands,  ,'> 

She  proved  a  terrible  plague. 
For,  oh!  she  was  a  scolding  wife,  ,       ^    . 

Full  of  caprice  and  whim. 
He  said  that  he  was  tired  of  life, 
And  she  was  tired  of  him — 
■  And  she  was  tired  of  him.  . 

"Says  he:  "  Then  I  will  drown  myself. 

The  river  runs  below." 
Says  she:  "Pray,  do,  you  silly  elf, 

I  wished  it  long  ago." 
Says  he:  "Upon  the  brink  I'll  stand;  ' 

Do  you  run  down  the  hill, 
And  push  me  in  with  all  your  might." 

Says  she:  "My  love,  I  will."  .  .■■- 

Says  she:  "  My  love,  I  will. "  ,    -: 

"  For  fear  that  I  should  courage  lack,  -: 

And  try  to  save  my  life. 
Pray,  tie  my  hands  behind  my  back." 

"  I  will,"  replied  his  wife. 
She  tied  them  fast,  as  you  may  think,  > 

And  when  securely  done, 
"Now,  stand,' she  says,  "upon  the  brink,      . 

And  I'll  prepare  to  run — 

And  I'll  prepare  to  run." 

So  down  the  hill  his  loving  wife 

Now  ran  with  all  her  force. 
To  push  him  in— he  stepped  aside, 

Ajid  she  fell  in,  of  course.  .'  .  .• 

Now  splashing,  dashing,  like  a  flsh; 

"  Oh !  save  uie,  Johnny  Sands  I " 
"I  can't,  my  dear,  though  much  I  wish,        ' ^ 

For  you  have  tied  my  hands — 

For  you  have  tied  my  hands." 


RORY  O'MORE. 

The  Mnsic  of  this  Sonjc  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  "iork. 

Young  Rory  O'More  courted  young  Kathleen  Bawn, 

lie  was  bold  as  a  hawk,  and  she  soft  as  the  dawn; 

He  ivished  in  his  heart  pretty  Kathleen  to  please. 

And  he  thought  the  best  way  to  do  that  was  to  tease. 

"  Now,  Rory,  be  aisy,"  sweet  Kathleen  would  cry, 

Reproof  on  her  lips,  but  a  smile  in  her  eye; 

"  With  j'^our  tricks  I  don't  know  in  troth  what  I'm  about — 

FaithI  you've  teased  me  till  I've  put  on  my  cloak  inside  out." 

"  01),  jewel,"  says  Rory,  "  that  same  is  the  way 

You've  thrated  my  heart  for  this  many  a  aay ;        .  .  ,'7. 

And 'tis  plazed  that  I  am,  and  why  not,  to  be  sure. 

For  'tis  all  for  good  luck,"  says  bold  Rory  O'More. 

"Indeed,  then,"  says  Kathleen,  "don't  think  of  the  like. 

For  I  half  gave  a  promise  to  soothering  Mike ; 

The  ground  that  I  walk  on  he  loves,  I'll  be  bound  "— 

"  Faith,"  says  Rory,  "  I'd  rather  love  you  than  the  ground." 

"  Now,  Rory,  I'll  cry  if  you  don't  let  me  go — 

Sure  I  dream  every  night  that  I'm  hating  you  so," 

"  Oh ! "  says  Rory,  ' '  that  same  I'm  delighted  to  hear. 

For  dhrames  always  go  by  conthraries,  my  dear —  ;  f  ' 

Oh!  jewel,  keep  dreaming  that  same  till  you  die. 

And  bright  morning  will  give  dirty  night  the  black  lie. 

And  'tis  plazed  that  I  am,  and  why  not.  to  be  sure. 

Since  'tis  all  for  good  luck,"  says  bold  Rory  O'More. 

"  Arrah,  Kathleen,  my  darlint,  you've  teased  me  enough. 
And  I've  thrashed  for  your  sake,  Dinny  Grimes  and  Jim  Duff; 
And  I've  made  myself,  drinking  your  health,  quite  a  baste, 
So,  I  think,  after  that,  I  may  talk  to  t?ie priest. 
Then  Rory,  the  rogue,  stole  his  arm  round  her  neck. 
So  soft  and  so  white,  without  freckle  or  speck ! 
And  he  looked  in  her  eyes  that  were  beaming  with  light; 
And  he  kissed  her  sweet  lips — don't  you  think  he  was  right? 
"Now,  Rory,  leave  off.  sir — j'oull  hu^  me  no  more — 
There's  eight  times  to-day  that  you've  kissed  me  before." 
"Then here  goes  another,"  says  he,  "to  make  sure — 
For  there's  luck  in  odd  numbers,"  says  Rory  O'More. 


^    THE  INDIAN  HUNTER 

Let  me  go  to  my  home  in  the  far-distant  "West,  ■  t 

To  the  scenes  of  my  youth,  that  I  like  the  best; 
Where  the  tall  cedars  are,  and  the  bright  waters  flow. 
Where  my  parents  will  greet  me — white  man,  let  me  go. 

Let  me  go  the  spot  where  the  cataract  plays,  ...  ^ 
Where  oft  I  have  sported  in  my  boyish  days;  • 
There  is  my  poor  mother,  whose  heart  will  o'erflow 
At  the  sight  of  her  child — oh,  there  let  me  go. 

Let  me  go  to  the  hills  and  the  valleys  so  fair. 
Where  oft  I  have  breathed  my  own  mountain  air; 
And  where  through  the  forest,  with  quiver  and  bow, 
I  have  chased  the  wild  deer — oh,  there  let  me  go. 

Let  me  go  to  my  father,  by  whose  valiant  side,  •■ . 

I  have  sported  so  oft  in  the  bight  of  my  pride. 
And  exulted  to  conquer  the  insolent  foe — 
To  my  father,  that  chieftam — oh,  there  let  me  go. 

And,  oh,  let  me  go  to  my  dark-eyed  maid, 
Who  taught  me  to  love  beneath  the  willow  shade; 
Whose  heart's  like  the  fawn's,  and  as  pure  as  the  «now. 
And  she  loves  her  dear  Indian — to  her  let  me  go. 

And,  oh,  let  me  go  to  my  fair  forest  home. 

And  never  again  will  I  wish  to  roam; 

And  there  let  my  body  in  ashes  lie  low — 

To  that  scene  in  the  forest,  white  man,  let  me  go. 


The  Indian  Warrior's  G-rave. 

Green  is  the  grave  by  the  wild  dashing  river, 
Where  sleeps  the  brave  with  his  arrows  and  quiver. 
Where  in  his  pride  he  roved  in  his  childhood. 
Fought  he,  and  died,  in  the  depths  of  the  wildwood. 

In  the  lone  dell,  while  his  wigwam  defending, 
Nobly  he  fell  'neath  the  hazel-boughs  bending; 
Where  the  pale  foe  and  he  struggled  together. 
Who  from  his  brow  tore  his  swift  arrow'd  feather. 

Ere  the  next  noon  the  bold  warrior  was  buried ; 
And  ere  a  moon  his  tribe  westward  had  hurried. 
But  a  rude  cross,  with  its  rough-chiseled  numbers. 
Half -hid  in  moss,  tells  the  red  warrior  slumbers. 


/ 


THE  MULLIGAN  GUARD. 


^ 


The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

We  crave  vour  condescension. 

We'll  tell  you  what  we  know 
Of  marching  in  the  Mulligan  Guard  - 

.  From  the  Seventh  Ward  below; 

Our  captain's  name  was  Hussey, 

A  Tipperary  man,  .  •      , 

He  carried  his  sword  like  a  Russian  duke 

Whenever  he  took  command, 

r  Cnonus.  -  - 

We  shoulder'd  guns,  and  march 'd  and  march 'd  away, 
From  Baxter  street  we  march'd  to  Avenue  A, 
With  dnims  and  fifes,  how  sweetly  thoy  did  play. 
As  we  march'd,  march'd,  march'd  in  the  Mulligan  Guard. 

.:  When  the  band  play 'd  Garry  Owen, 

Or  the  Connamara  Pet; 
With  a  rub  a  dub,  dub  we'd  march  ' 

In  the  mud,  to  the  military  step. 
With  the  green  above  tlie  red,  boys,  • 

"To  show  where  we  came  from. 
Our  guns  we'd  lift  with  the  right  shoulder  shift. 

As  we'd  march  to  the  bate  of  the  drum. — Cfumi*, 

Whin  we  got  home  at  night,  boys,  .    '    ' 

The  divil  a  bite  we'd  ate, 
/:  We'd  all  set  up  and  drink  a  sup,  .::^  .  ,  "■ 

Of  whisky  strong  and  nate. 
Thin  we'd  all  march  home  together. 
As  slippery  as  lard, 
..The  solid  mm  would  all  fall  m, 
■  •■ ',    '  ^^   And  march  in  the  Mulligan  Guard. — Charut. 
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REGULAR  ARMY,   O !      '-     . 

Sung  by  Ilarrigan  and  Ilart. 

The  Ittisic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
4C  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wetiman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

Three  years  ago,  this  very  day,  we  went  to  Governor's  Isle 

Fqr  to  stand  forninst  the  cannon  in  true  military  style ; 

Seventeen  American  dollars  each  month  we  surely  get, 

Fc  r  to  carry  a  gun  and  baganetts,  with  a  regimental  step ; 

W  i  had  our  choice  of  going  to  the  army  or  to  jail, 

Oi  it's  up  the  Hudson  river  with  a  "copper"  take  a  sail ; 

01  I  we  puckered  up  our  courage,  wid  bravery  we  did  go ; 

Ol  I  we  cursed  the  day  we  went  away  wid  the  regular  army,  O  I 

Chorus. 
There  was  Sergeant  John  McCaffery,  and  Captain  Donahue, 
Oh :  they  make  us  march  and  toe  the  mark,  in  gallant  company  Q  ; 
Oh :  the  (frums  would  roll  upon  my  soul— this  is  the  style  we'd  go : 
Forty  miles  a  day,  on  beans  and  bay,  in  the  regular  army,  O ! 

W  (  wint  to  Arlzony  for  to  fight  the  Injins  there, 

W  i  came  near  being  made  bald-headed,  but  they  never  got  our  hair ; 

W  ( lay  among  the  ditches  In  the  yellow  dirty  mud, 

Ai  d  we  never  saw  an  onion,  a  turnip  or  a  spud. 

Oh  I  we  were  taken  prisoners,  conveyed  forninst  the  Chafe, 

01  !  he  said  we'll  make  an  Irish  stew,  the  dirty  Indian  thafe ; 

Oi  the  telegraphic  wire  we  walked  to  Mexico, 

W )  bless  the  day  we  skipped  away  from  the  regular  army,  O  t 

There  was  Sergeant  John  McCaffery,  Ac. 

W  s've  been  dry  as  army  herrings,  and  as  hungry  as  a  Turk ; 

OI  !  the  boys  along  the  street  cry  out,  "  Soger,  would  you  work?" 

W  s'd  ship  into  the  Navy,  for  to  plough  the  raging  sea, 

Bi  t  cold  water  sure  we  couldn't  endure,  'twould  never  agree  wid  me. 

W  )'ll  join  the  politicians,  then  we  know  we'll  be  well  fed  ; 

01  !  we'll  sleep  no  more  upon  the  ground,  but  in  a  feather  bed ; 

Ai  d  if  a  war  it  should  break  out,  they  call  on  us  to  go, 

W  I'll  get  Italian  substitutes  for  the  regular  army,  0 1 

There  was  Sergeant  John  McCaffery,  &c. 

W  j've  coma  upon  our  heels,  my  boys,  and  bunions  on  our  toes ; 

Emm  lugging  a  gun  in  the  red-hot  sun,  puts  freckles  on  our  nose ; 
igland  has  its  Grenadiers,  France  has  it  Zoozoos, 
le  U.  8.  A.  never  changes,  they  say,  but  continually  wear  the  blues, 
lien  we  are  out  upon  parade  we  must  have  our  mu-skets  bright, 
I  they'll  slap  us  in  the  guard-bouse  to  pass  away  the  night, 
f d  whin  we  want  a  furlough,  to  the  Colonel  we  do  go  ; 

If  says,  go  to  bed,  and  wait  till  you're  dead,  in  the  regular  army,  O  ! 

There  was  Sergeant  John  McCaffery,  &c. 


KA.TE  KEARNEY. 


u- 


The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Weliman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Oh!  did  you  ne'er  hear  of  Kate  Kearney? 

8he  Uvea  on  the  banks  of  Killarney; 

From  the  glance  of  her  eye.  shun  danger  and  fly, 

For  fatal's  the  glance  of  Kate  Kearney. 
For  that  eye  is  so  modestly  bcamin?. 
You  ne'er  think  of  mischief  she's  dreaming. 
Yet,  oh!  I  can  teli,  how  fatal's  the  spell. 

That  lurks  in  the  eye  of  Kate  Kearney. 

Oh!  should  you  e'er  meet  this  Kate  Kearney, 
Who  lives  on  the  bank  of  Killarney, 
Beware  of  her  smile,  for  many  a  wile 

Lies  hid  in  the  smile  of  Kate  Kearney. 
Though  she  looks  so  bewitchins^ly  simple. 
Yet  there's  mischief  in  every  dimple; 
And  who  dares  inhale  her  sigh's  spicy  gale. 

Must  die  by  the  breath  of  Kate  Kearney. 


Thou  Art  G-one  from  My  Gaze. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  NVehman,  .V)  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

Tl:  ou  art  gone  from  my  gaze  like  a  beautiful  dream, 
Ai  d  I  seek  thee  in  vain  by  the  meadow  and  stream, 
Of ;  I  breathe  thy  dear  name  to  the  wind.s  floating  by, 
liqt  thy  sweet  voice  is  mute  to  my  bosom's  lone  sigh. 

In  the  stillness  of  night  when  the  stars  mildly  shine, 
M; '  heart  fondly  holds  sweet  communion  with  thine, 
Fc  r  I  feel  thou  art  near,  and  where'er  I  may  be, 
Tl  at  the  spirit  of  love  keeps  a  watch  over  me.        j..  ;. 


A  MOTTO  FOR  EVERY  MAN. 

The  M-usic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmau,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

Some  people  you've  met  in  your  time  no  doubt. 

Who  never  look  happy  or  gay; 
I'll  tell  you  the  way  to  get  jolly  and  stout. 

If  you'll  listen  a  while  to  my  lay. 
I've  come  here  to  tell  you  a  bit  of  my  mind. 

And  please  with  the  same  if  I  can; 
Advice  in  my  song  you  will  certainly  find. 

And  a  motto  for  every  man. 

Chorus. 

So  we  Mvill  sing,  and  banish  melancholy; 

Trouble  may  come,  we'll  do  the  best  we  can 
To  drive  care  away,  for  grieving  is  a  folly — 

Put  your  shoulder  to  the  wheel  is  a  motto  for  every  man. 

We  cannot  all  fight  in  this  "  Battle  of  Life," 

The  weak  must  go  to  the  wall ; 
So  do  to  each  other  the  thing  that  is  right. 

For  there's  room  in  this  world  for  us  all. 
"Credit  refuse"  if  you've  " money  to  pay," 

You'll  find  it  the  wiser  plan, 
.And  a  penny  lay  by  for  a  rainy  day, 

Is  a  motto  for  every  man. — Ouyrua. 

A  coward  gives  in  at  the  first  repulse, 

A  brave  man  struggles  again ; 
With  a  resolute  eye  and  a  bounding  pulse, 

To  battle  his  way  among  men. 
For  he  knows  he  has  one  chance  in  his  time. 

To  better  himself  if  he  can, 
So  make  your  hay  while  the  sun  doth  shine. 

That's  a  motto  for  every  man. — Chorus. 

Economy  study  but  don't  be  mean, 

A  penny  may  loose  a  pound;  ' 

Thro'  this  world  a  conscience  clear 

Will  carry  you  safe  and  sound. 
It's  all  very  well  to  be  free,  I  must  own. 

To  do  a  good  turn  when  you  can. 
But  charity  always  commences  at  home. 

That's  a  motto  for  every  man. — Chorus. 


■t 


COME   AND   KISS   ME. 

Sung  by  Delehanty  and  Hengler. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  »«"nt  to  any  addres.<9,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Welintan, .%)  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

8he  hugged  me  and  sho  kissed  me, 

She  took  mc  by  the  hand. 
She  said  I  was  the  sweetest  thing. 

The  shape  of  mortal  man. 
I  told  her  that  I  loved  her, 

My  love  v.'Hs  good  and  strong; 
I  asked  her  if  she'd  marry  me. 

She  told  mc  to  go  'long. 

CnouuB. 
Come  and  kiss  me,  come  and  kiss  me; 
Come  and  kiss  me,  Susie— dont't  be  mad  with  me; 
Susie,  if  you  say  the  word,  why,  married  we  will  be, 
Come  and  kiss  me,  come  and  kiss  me; 
Come  and  kiss  me,  Susie — don't  be  mad  with  me. 


I  get  up  in  the  morning, 

1  look  up  in  the  sky. 
There  I  sec  the  eagle's  nest, 

I  hear  the  young  ones  cry; 
I  think  I  see  the  augels 

A-flying  in  the  air. 
Think  I  see  the  one  I  love 

A-sliding  over  there. — Cliorus. 


*6 


^^^ ...-•.. 

— "Will  you  hold  mybatSy  while  I  look  for  my  baggage?  " 
asked  a  woman  of  Skjil/ffw^j  employe  iu  a  Chicago  depot,  the 
other  day.  "  No,*^,^«ro  the  man,  "but  I  will  hold  your  baggage 
while  you  \o6\^Kr  your  baby."  He  held  a  baby  for  a  woman 
once  and  sh»lfever  came  back  for  it,  and  that  is  what  made  him 
so  careful. 
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MEET   ME  AT  THE  LANE. 

The  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

'  I'll  meet  thee  at  the  lane,  love. 

When  it  strikes  uine, 
In  ecstacy  again,  love. 

To  call  thee  mine.  •     . 

My  heart  for  thee  is  burning, 
My  brain  is  almost  ■whirling. 
Through  loving  thee  so  madly. 

My  sweet  mountain  rose. 
When  evening  stars  are  peeping,        ■:         ... 
Oh!  then  will  be  our  meeting. 
Old  time  too  swiftly  fleeting 

Our  happy  time  away. 
I'll  meet  thee  at  the  lane,  love, 

When  it  strikes  nine,  : 

In  ecstacy  again,  love. 

To  call  thee  mine. 
My  heart  for  thee  is  burning, 
V  My  brain  is  almost  whirling, 

Through  loving  thee  so  madly. 

My  sweet  mountain  rose. 

Chorus.  ■■.:■ 

I'll  meet  thee  at  the  lane,  love. 

When  it  strikes  nine. 
In  ecstacy  again,  love. 

To  call  thee  mine. 
I'll  meet  thee  at  the  lane, 
ril  meet  thee  at  the  lane. 
Meet  me,  meet  me. 

When  the  clock  strikes  nine. 

ni  leave  thee  at  the  lane,  love. 

When  it  strikes  ten,  *    '        ' 

And  faithful  will  remain,  love, 

13<;lieve  me  then.  :       /    ;. 

. -^      Forget  thee  1  I  can  never^ 

And  breath  from  me  must  sever,     .        .:  ;  . 
If  I  forget  thee  ever,  .    ~ 

My  sweet  mountain  rose! 
Wlicn  evening  stars  are  peeping,    ■ 
Oil!  then  will  be  our  meeting. 
Old  time  too  swiftly  fleeting 

Our  happy  time  away, 
ri!  leave  thee  at  the  lane,  love. 

When  it  strikes  ten, 
And  faithful  will  remain,  love. 

Believe  me  then. 
Forget  thee!  I  can  never— 
And  breath  from  me  must  sever. 
If  I  forget  thee  ever, 

My  sweet  mountain  rose. — CJiorua. 

Down  by  the  River  Side. 

Tlje  Music  of  this  Sonff  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

Full  many  years  have  past  and  gone, 

IIow  quickly  did  they  glide,  '.  ^- 

Since  you  and  I,  at  early  dawn,  ."•      , 

Met  by  the  river  side;  ,       ' 

'Twas  there  our  love  we  fondly  vow'd,         ^i 

'Twas  there  when  first  my  bride,       ,.         ; :.       * 
We  silent  hid  us  from  the  crowd, 

Down  by  the  river  side. 

In  Summer's  eve  we've  wandered  oft. 

Our  children  by  the  hand. 
And  deck'd  with  flowers  their  ringlets  soft. 

Or  watch'd  them  on  the  strand; 
Our  children  now  are  far  away,  ■-'■■,. 

Some  in  the  church-yard  hide. 
Yet  j'ou  and  I  are  left  to  stray 

Down  by  the  river  side. 

Tne  hand  of  time  hath  o'er  our  broir  . 

Sprinkled  its  chilling  snow, 
Our  steps  are  weak,  we  totter  now,  >  V- 

The  bright  waves  onward  flow;        .  ,, . 
But  as  we  gaze  upon  the  stream,  -"')__   ';' 

I  love  thee  still  with  pride,        :  , .    '     / 

As  dear  in  age  as  youthful  dream  .  ■  ■  ;'/.■    •  :  '.:■ 

Down  by  the  river  side.  '''■  'V   •.  -.  ^  ;•:  ■  •'. 


Bright  Emerald  Isle  of  the  Sea. 

The  Mosic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Weliman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

My  heart  wanders  back  o'er  the  waters. 

To  the  land  that  Ileft  long  ago; 
>  I  loved  one  of  Erin's  fair  daughters, 

And  she's  faithful  to  me,  well  I  know. 
Her  form  is  as  neat  as  a  fairy. 

And  her  smile, 'tis  a  blessing  to  me;      - 
Oh!  I'll  never  forget  you,  dear  Mary, 

Or  the  bright  Emerald  Isle  of  the  sea! 

They  forced  me  in  sorrow  to  leave  thee; 
But,  my  own,  there  are  bright  dajs  in  store) 

•  When  hands  of  the  tyrant  shall  grieve  you. 

Lovely  land  of  my  birth,  never  more! 
Though  dark  is  the  present,  my  fairy. 

Oh!  how  sweet  is  the  dawn  that  will  be;  -   '  ' 

'  And  I'll  never  forget  you.  dear  Mary, 

.  '   r  Or  the  bright  Emerald  Isle  of  the  seal 

-  The  cot  and  the  brook  where  we  parted. 
Oh!  I  see  every  night  in  my  sleep; 
.'.,  I  wander  almost  broken-hearted. 

When  I  think  of  the  past,  I  weep; 

.  "  V^       ^"^^  *^^^  ^^'  ^^^  y^^^  sake,  my  fairy. 

For  there's  hope,  in  the  years  that  will  be; 
•      ■  I'll  come  and  I'll  wed  you,  dear  Mary, 

In  the  bright  Emerald  Isle  of  the  sea!  •    - 

>    m  »  m    • 

Bread  and  Cheese  and  Kisses. 

The  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  ol 
40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

■      One  night  my  sweetheart  came  to  woo,  _, 

When  I  was  left  and  lonelv, 

•  He  looked  so  kind,  and  handsome,  too, 

I  loved  him,  and  him  only. 

The  village  chime  told  supper  time. 

What  could  I  do,  dear  Misses? 
For  as  I  live,  I'd  naught  to  give. 

But  bread  and  cheese  and  kisses. 

He  asked  my  hand  with  such  a  grace, 

Wliat  woman  could  refuse  him? 
I  think  had  you  been  in  my  place. 

You'd  say 'twas  right  to  choose  him. 

I  hung  my  head,  and  simp'ring  said — 

What  could  I  say,  dear  Misses? 
"I  will  be  thine,  though  we  should  dine 

On  bread  and  cheese  and  kisses." 

Next  morning  we  exchanged  our  vows, 

I  prize  his  golden  present, 
Which  seems  like  magic  to  disclose 

Each  moment  something  pleasant. 

His  cheerful  smiles  each  care  beguiles,  . 

Believe  me,  dearest  misses, 
'Tis  bliss  to  share  with  him  our  fare,        ' 

Though  bread  and  cheese  and  kisses.  ' 


THE  ING-LE  SIDE. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  wUl  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

It's  rare  to  see  the  morning  breeze,    , 

Like  a  bonfire  frae  the  sea; 
It's  fair  to  see  the  burnie  kiss         ' 

The  lip  o' the  flowery  lea. 
An' fine  it  is  on  green  hillside. 

Where  hums  the  busy  bee;         :: 
But  rarer,  fairer,  finer  far. 

Is  the  Ingle  side  for  me. 

Glens  may  be  gilt  wi' gowans  fair,         ,  ■ 

The  birds  may  fill  the  tree; 
And  laughs  hae  a' the  scented  ware,- 

That  simmer  growth  can  gie; 
But  the  canty  heath  where  cronies  meet,  : :  * 

An'  the  darling  o'  our  e'e. 
That  makes  to  us  a  warld  complete — 
;     V    >:     Oh!  the  Ingle  side  for  me. 
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WRONGS  OF  OULD  IRELAND. 

CopyrUfht,  1881,  by  James  E.  Larklu. 

Come  all  ye  boys  of  Erin's  Isle, 

Come,  weep  and  mourn  'with  me, 
For  the  wrongs  that's  done  to  our  Irish  sons. 

In  our  land  across  the  sea. 
Raise  your  spirit  and  heart,  my  boys, 

Stick  up  loyal  for  your  own; 
You  shall  see  the  day  your  flag  shall  wave 

In  Erin's  lovely  home. — Repeat  last  four  lines. 

Oh !  boys,  think  of  the  calamity, 

Aud  do  not  forget  the  date. 
When  babes  were  starved  on  the  mother's  breast 

In  the  year  of  ninety-eight. 
They  made  a  wholesale  slaughter, 

And  to  us  it  is  well  known — 
We  shall  see  the  day  our  flag  shall  wave 

In  Erin's  lovely  home. — mpeat  last  four  Unot. 

Where  is  a  place  in  this  universe, 

That's  trampled  on  like  them, 
Who  won  the  battJes  in  time  of  need, 

But  our  brave  ould  Irishmen. 
They  fought  and  fell  in  thousands. 

But  in  sorrow  did  sigh  and  menu; 
Ye  shall  see  the  day  your  flag  shall  wave 

In  Erin's  lovely  home. — Repeat  last  four  Unea. 

I  bope  the  nations  throughout  the  world 

Will  look  this  subiect  o'er; 
I  hope  they  will  lend  and  try  to  amend, 

Have  ould  Ireland  free  once  more. 
It's  then  we  will  live  like  kings  and  queens. 

And  not  be  deprived  of  our  own, 
But  shall  bless  the  day  our  flag  shall  wave 

In  Erin's  lovely  home. — Repeat  last  four  lines.  * 


j 


The 


NANCY  TILL. 


:  lusic  of  this  SoDK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-pal<l,  on  receipt 
40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

Down  in  the  canebrake,  close  by  the  mill. 
There  lived  a  gal,  and  her  name  was  Nancy  Till ; 
3he  knowed  that  I  loved  her,  she  knowcd  it  long, 
I'm  going  to  serenade  her,  and  I'll  sing  this  song: 

Chorus. 
Come,  love,  come!  the  boat  lies  low. 
She  lies  high  and  dry  on  the  Ohio; 
Come,  love,  come  I  won't  you  go  along  with  me? 
I'll  row  the  boat  while  the  boat  rows  me. 

Opem  the  window,  love,  oh,  do! 
jAndJisten  to  the  music  I'm  playing  for  you; 
The  whisperings  of  love,  so  soft  and  low. 
Harmonize  my  voice  with  the  old  banjo. — Ch&rtu. 

Softly  the  casement  began  for  to  rise. 
The  stars  am  a-shining  above  in  the  skies. 
The  moon  is  declining  behind  yonder  hill. 
Reflecting  its  rays  on  you,  my  Nancy  Till. — Chorus. 

Farewell,  lovel  I  now  must  away, 
I've  a  long  way  to  travel  before  the  break  of  day, 
But  the  next  time  I  come  be  ready  for  to  go 
A-sailing  on  the  banks  of  the  Ohio. — C/iorus. 


Now  says  Teddy  to  Kate,  "  'Tis  too  hard  to  be  bate 
By  this  deaf  and  dumb  baste  of  an  eclio  so  lazy. 

But  if  we  both  shout  to  each  other,  no  doubt 
We'll  make  up  an  echo  between  us,  my  daisy." 

"Now,  Kitty,"  says  Teddy,  "to  answer  be  ready," 

"  Oh,  very  well,  thank  you,"  cries  Kitty,  then,  sir, 
"  Would  you  like  to  be  wed,  Kitty  darlin?"  says  Ted, 

"  Oh,  veiT  well,  thank  you,"  says  Kitty  again,  sir. 
"  Do  you  like  me? "  says  Teddy,  and  Kitty,  quite  ready. 

Cried,  "Very  well,  thank  you,"  with  laughter  beguiling, 
I  think  you'll  confess  Teddy  could  not  do  less, 

Than  pay  his  respects  to  the  lips  that  were  smiling. 

Oh,  dear  Paddy  Blake,  may  you  never  forsake  ' 

Those  hills  that  return  us  such  echoes  endearing, 
And  girls  all  translate  their  sweet  answers  like  Kate, 

No  faithfulness  doubting,  no  treachery  fearing; 
And,  boys,  be  you  ready,  like  frolicksome  Teddy; 

Be  earnest  in  loving,  though  given  to  joking; 
And  thus,  when  inclined,  may  all  true  lovers  find 

Sweet  echoes  to  answer  from  hearts  they're  invoking 


1 


of: 


PADDY  BLAKE'S  ECHO. 


TheMoslo 


of  this  Sons  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  36  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  '<o  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

In  the  Gap  of  Dunlo  there's  an  echo  or  so. 

And  some  of  them  echoes  in  very  surprisin', 
Tou'U  think  in  this  stave  that  I  mane  to  desaive. 

For  a  ballad's  a  thing  you  expect  to  And  lies  in. 
But  sartin  and  thrue,  in  that  hill  fornenst  you. 

There's  an  echo  as  thrue  and  as  safe  as  the  bank,  too. 
Just  civilly  spake,  "  How  d'ye  do,  Paddy  Blake?" 

And  the  echo  politely  says,  "Very  well,  thank  you." 

One  day  Teddy  Keogh,  with  Kate  Connor  did  go 
To  hear  from  the  echo  this  wonderful  talk,  sir. 

But  the  echo,  they  say,  was  conthrary  that  day. 
Or  perhaps  Paddy  Blake  had  gone  out  for  a  walk,  sir. 


The  Farmer  Sat  in  His  Easy-Chair. 

The  Music  of  this  Sonu  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

The  farmer  sat  in  his  easy -chair. 

Smoking  his  pipe  of  clay. 
While  his  hale  old  wife  with  busy  care,  , 

Was  clearing  the  dinner  away; 
A  sweet  little  girl  with  fine  blue  eyes, 
On  her  grandfather's  knees  was  catching  flies. 

The  old  man  laid  his  hand  on  her  head. 

With  a  tear  on  his  wrinkled  face; 
He  thought  how  often  her  mother,  dead. 

Had  sat  in  the  self -same  place; 
As  the  tear  stole  down  from  his  half-shut  eye — 
"Don't  smoke,"  said  the  child,  "how  it  makes  you  cryi 

The  house-dog  lay  stretch'd  out  on  the  floor,  ! 

Where  the  shade  after  noon  used  to  steal ; . 
The  busy  old  wife  by  the  open  door. 

Was  turning  the  spinning-wheel ; 
And  the  old  brass  clock  on  the  mantletree 
Had  plodded  along  to  almost  three;  ' 

Still  the  farmer  sat  in  his  easy-chair. 

While  close  to  his  heaving  breast. 
The  moisten'd  brow  aud  the  cheek  so  fair. 

Of  his  sweet  grandchild  were  press'd; 
llis  head,  bent  down,  on  her  soft  hair  lay, 
Fa.st  asleep  were  they  both,  that  Summer  day. 

>   m*  m  > 

A  Man's  a  Man  for  a'  That. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
3.')  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  street,  New  York. 

Is  there  for  honest  poverty. 

That  hangs  his  head,  and  a'  that? 
The  coward  slave  we  pass  him  by, 
We  dare  be  puir  for  a' that. 
For  a' that  and  a' that, 
Our  toil's  obscure  and  a'  that, 
The  rank  is  but  a  guinea's  stamp. 
The  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that. 

What  though  on  hamely  fare  we  dine, 

Wear  hodden  gray  and  a' that? 
Oie  fools  their  silks  and  knaves  their  wine, 
A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that. 
For  a'  that  and  a'  that. 
Their  tinsel  show  and  a'  that; 
The  honest  man  though  e'en  sae  puir 
Is  king  o'  men  for  a^  that. 

Then  let  us  pray  that  come  it  may. 

As  come  it  will  for  a'  that; 
That  sense  and  worth  o'er  a'  the  earth. 
May  bear  the  gree,  and  a'  that. 
For  a' that  aud  a' that, 
It's  coming  yet  for  a' that;  ,  ' 

That  man  to  man  the  warld  o'er,       .  '; 
Shall  brithers  be  for  a'  that. 
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DREE  DOUSAND  MILES  AVAY. 

/.  :;  Sang  by  Gus  Williams.  1  ,.,  •      //        '■■. 

Dree  veeks  ago,  last  Dnesday  nide,  I  come  from  ofif  de  sea. 
In  a  gread  big  ship  I  make  dot  drip  from  my  own  Deitch  gountry ; 
I  leave  pehlnd  by  faderland  my  gal  so  sweed  und  gay— ay— ay- 
She  lives  by  I'Yankford-on-de-Rbein,  dree  dousaud  milej  avay. 

Chorus.  ; 

Den  plow  yon  vinds  avay,  I  don'd  no  longer  shtay, 

I  vas  oil  poard  dot  gread  biff  drain,  vich  shtarts  by  yesterday ; 

Yankee  Doodle  Doo,  und  Kill  Kolumpia  too, 

1  dink  id's  besd  I  go  oud  Vest,  dree  doosand  miles  avay.  .-• 

I  wride  me-ledders  blendy,  und  I  tole  my  gal  come  oud ;    -  .•- 

Vo  go  in  plssiness  rite  avay  und  make  dot  sauerkraut ;  \,        , 

But  ven  I  got  a  ledder  back,  vot  you  dink  she  say— ay— ay  f 

I  vas  no  use,  I  vas  a  goose,  dree  dousand  miles  avay. 

Den  plow  you  vinds  avay,  I  don'd  no  longer,  &o. 

I  Tork  de  railroads  und  de  farms,  I  shovel  blendy  dirt, 

I  fall  avay  down  in  a  coal  mine,  you  bet  I  don't  vas  hurt ; 

I  vas  so  shtrong  like  onions,  too,  but  dot  vas  nlxverstay— ay— ay— 

I  catch  de  group  from  drinking  soup,  dree  dousand  miles  avay. 

Den  plow  you  vinds  avay,  I  don'd  no  longer,  Ac. 


:    :^  r 


The  Irish  Jaunting  Car. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

My  name  is  Larry  Doola.i,  I'm  a  native  of  the  soil, 
If  you  want  a  day's  diversion,  I'll  drive  you  out  in  style, 
My  car  is  painted,  red  and  green,  and  on  the  door  a  star. 
And  the  pride  of  Dublin  city  is  my  Irish  jaunting  car. 

Chorus. 

Then  if  you  want  to  hire  me,  step  into  Mickey  Mar's, 
And  ask  for  Larry  Doolan,  and  his  Irisii  jaunting  cars. 

When  Queen  Victoria  came  to  Ireland  her  health  to  revive. 
She  asked  the  Lord  Lieutenant  to  take  her  out  to  drive, 
She  replied  unto  his  greatness,  before  they  travel'd  far, 
How  delightful  was  the  jogging  of  the  Irish  jaunting  car. 

Then  if  you  want  to  hire  me,  step,  &c. 

I'm  hired  by  drunken  men,  teetotalers,  and  my  friends. 

But  a  carman  has  so  much  to  do,  his  duty  never  ends;  ,, 

Night  and  day,  both  wet  and  dry,  I  travel  near  and  far, 

And  at  night  I  count  the  earnings  of  my  Irish  jaunting  car. 

Then  if  you  want  to  hire  me,  step,  &c. 

Some  say  the  Russian  bear  is  tough,  and  I  believe  it's  true. 
Though  we  bt-at  them  at  the  Alma  and  Balaklava  too. 
But  if  our  Connaught  Rangers  would  bring  home  the  Russian  Czar, 
I  would  drive  them  off  to  blazes  in  my  Irish  jaunting  car. 

Then  if  you  want  to  hire  me,  step,  «fcc. 

Some  say  all  wars  are  over,  and  I  hope  to  God  they  are. 
For  you  know  full  well  they  never  were  good  for  a  jaunting  car, 
But  peace  and  plenty — may  they  reign  here  both  near  and  far. 
Then  we'll  drive  to  feasts  and  festivals  in  an  Irish  jaunting  car. 

Then  if  you  want  to  hire  me,  step,  &c. 

They  say  they  are  in  want  of  men,  the  French  and  English  too. 
And  it's  all  about  their  commerce  now  they  don't  know  what  to  do ; 
But  if  they  come  to  Ireland  our  jolljr  sons  to  mar,  .     , 

I'll  drive  them  to  the  devil  in  my  Irish  jaunting  car.  '  ' 

Then  if  you  want  to  hire  me,  step,  &c. 


Tapping  at  the  G-arden  Gate. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

:;  Who's  that  tapping  at  the  garden  gate? 

.         Tap,  tap,  tapping  at  the  garden  gate? 
Every  night  I've  heard  of  late, 
,     '.;     Somebody  tapping  at  the  garden  gate.  v^    ■ 

What,  you  sly  little  puss,  don't  know?  - 

Why  do  you  blush  and  falter  so?  ,  - 

-  What  are  you  looking  for  under  the  chair? 
'    The  tap,  tap,  tapping  comes  not  from  there. 
.  Every  night,  about  half-past  eight,  ;   ^ 

"      There's  tap,  tap,  tapping  at  the  garden  gate. 

:^:;*  :■    Oh,  you  sly  little  " Fox,"  you  know. 
Fidgeting  about  until  you  go. 
Dropped  the  sugar-spoon  I  why  there  it  lies. 


^"?S  -' .  w 


Bless  the  girl,  where  are  your  eyes? 

Were  I  able  to  leave  my  chair. 

Soon  would  I  find  out  who  is  there; 

Don't  tell  me  j'ou  thiuk  it's  a  cat, . 

Cats  don't  tap,  tap,  tap  like  that; 

Cats  don't  know  when  it's  half-past  eight. 

And  come  tap,  tapping  at  the  garden  gate. 


THE  DAYS  OF  '49. 

You  are  gazing  now  on  big  Tom  More— 

A  relic  of  bygone  days ; 
A  bummer,  too,  they  call  me  now. 

But  what  care  I  for  praise? 
It's  oft  I  sigh  for  the  days  of  yore. 

And  oft  I  do  repine 
For  the  days  of  old,  and  the  days  of  gold. 

And  the  days  of  '49. 

;,;  Chorus. 

In  the  days  af  old,  and  the  days  of  gold, 
,  And  the  days  of  '49. 

I  had  comrades  then  that  loved  me  well — 

A  jolly,  saucy  crew— 
A  few  hard  cases,  I'll  admit. 

But  all  were  brave  and  true. 
They'd  never  flinch,  whate'er  the  pinch, 

Nor  ever  fret  nor  whine. 
For,  like  good  old  bricks,  they  stood  the  kicks. 

In  the  days  of  'A9.—Chorug. 

There  was  Kentucky  Bill — I  knew  him  well — 

A  fellow  so  full  of  tricks; 
At  a  poker  game  he  was  always  there. 

And  heavy  at  his  bricks. 
He'd  play  you  draw,  he'd  antie  a  slug, 

Then  go  a  hat  full  blind, 
But  in  a  game  of  death  he  lost  his  breath. 

In  the  days  of  '49. — Chorus. 

There  was  Montie  Peet — I'll  ne'er  forget 

The  luck  he  always  had — 
He'd  deal  for  you  both  night  and  day. 

Or  as  long  as  you  had  a  scad ; 
But  a  pistol  shot  it  laid  him  out — 

'Twas  his  last  layout,  in  fine. 
For  it  caught  him  sure,  right  in  the  door, 

In  the  days  of  '49. — Gh&rus. 

There  was  Roaring  Bill  that  could  out-roar 

Any  buffalo,  j'ou  can  bet; 
He'd  roar  all  day,  he'd  roar  all  night, 

And  perhaps  he's  roaring  yet. 
One  night  he  fell  in  a  prospect  hole, 

With  a  roaring  bad  design, 
And  in  that  hole  he  roared  out  his  soul. 

In  the  days  of  '49. — Chorus.  .         ; 

There  was  New  York  Jake,  the  butcher  boy. 

So  fond  of  getting  tight, 
Aud  every  time  he  got  on  a  spree  -    - 

He  was  spoiling  for  a  fight. 
Ouo  night  he  ran  against  a  knife. 

In  the  hands  af  one  Bob  Cline, 
So  over  Jake  we  held  a  wake. 

In  the  days  of  '4:9.—Cho7nis. 

There  was  old  Lame  Jess,  that  hard  old  case— 

He  never  would  repent — 
He'd  never  miss  a  meal. 

Nor  he'd  never  pay  a  cent. 
But  old  Lame  Jess,  like  all  the  rest. 

To  death  he  did  resign. 
For  in  his  bloom  he  went  up  the  flume. 

In  the  days  of  '49. — Chorus. 

Of  all  the  comrades  I  had  then. 

Not  one  is  left  to  toast; 
They  kave  left  me  in  memory,  like 

Some  poor  old  wandering  ghost. 
And  as  I  go  from  place  to  place 

Folks  call  me  a  traveling  sign — 
"  There  goes  Tom  More,  a  bummer,  sure. 

Since  the  days  of  '«."— CAonw. 
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WRONQS  OF  OULD  IRELAND. 

Copyright,  18B1,  by  James  £.  Larkiu. 

Come  all  ye  boys  of  Eiin'a  Isle,  ) 

Come,  "weep  and  mourn  •with  me, 
For  the  wrongs  that's  done  to  our  Irish  sons. 

In  our  land  across  the  sea. 
Raise  your  spirit  and  heart,  my  boys, 

Stick  up  loyal  for  your  own; 
You  shall  see  the  day  your  flag  shall  wave 

In  Erin's  lovely  home. — Repeat  last  four  linen.    ■ 

Oh!  boys,  think  of  the  calamity. 

And  do  not  forget  the  date. 
When  babes  were  starved  on  the  mother's  breast 

In  the  year  of  ninety-eight. 
They  made  a  wholesale  slaughter, 

And  to  us  it  is  well  known — 
We  shall  8ee  the  day  our  flag  shall  wave 

In  Erin's  lovely  home. — Usptat  lastfvur  linet. 

Where  is  a  place  in  this  universe. 

That's  trampled  on  like  them, 
Who  won  the  battJes  in  time  of  need. 

But  our  brave  ould  Irishmen. 
They  fought  and  fell  in  thousands, 

But  in  sorrow  did  sigh  and  monu; 
Ye  shall  see  the  day  your  flag  shall  wave 

In  Erin's  lovely  home. — Iwpeat  last  four  lines. 

I  hope  the  nations  throughout  the  world 

Will  look  this  subject  o'er; 
I  hope  they  will  lend  and  try  to  amend. 

Have  ould  Ireland  free  once  more, 
it's  then  we  will  live  like  kings  and  queens, 

And  not  be  deprived  of  our  own. 
But  shall  bless  the  day  our  flag  shall  wave 

In  Erin's  lovely  home. — Repeat  lattfour  lines, 

nancy'  till. 

The  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-pai'l,  on  receipt  of 
40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

)own  in  the  canebrake,  close  by  the  mill, 
"here  lived  a  gal,  and  her  name  was  Nancy  Till; 
ihe  knowed  that  I  loved  her,  she  knowcd  it  long, 
'm  going  to  serenade  her,  and  I'll  sing  this  song: 

Chorus. 

Come,  love,  come!  the  boat  lies  low. 

She  lies  high  and  dry  on  the  Ohio; 

Come,  love,  come!  won't  you  go  along  with  me? 

I'll  row  the  boat  while  the  boat  rows  me. 

)pe»  the  window,  love,  oh,  do! 
\.nd  listen  to  the  music  I'm  playing  for  you; 
The  whisperings  of  love,  so  soft  and  low, 
harmonize  my  voice  with  the  old  banjo. — Chorus. 

Softly  the  casement  began  for  to  rise. 
The  stars  am  a-shining  above  in  the  skies. 
The  moon  is  declining  behind  yonder  hill, 
heflecting  its  rays  on  you,  my  Nancy  Till. — Chorus. 

jParewell,  love!  I  now  must  away, 
['ve  a  long  way  to  travel  before  the  break  of  day. 
But  the  next  time  I  come  be  ready  for  to  go 
A.-sailing  on  the  banks  of  the  Oh\o.—C tiorus. 


Now  says  Teddy  to  Eate,  "  'Tis  too  hard  to  be  bate 
By  this  deaf  ard  dumb  baste  of  an  echo  so  lazy. 

But  if  we  both  shout  to  each  other,  no  doubt 
We'll  make  up  an  echo  between  us,  my  daisy." 

"Now,  Kitty,"  says  Teddy,  "to  answer  be  ready," 

"  Oh,  very  well,  thank  you,"  cries  Kitty,  then,  sir, 
"  Would  you  like  to  be  wed,  Kitty  darlin?  "  says  Ted, 

"  Oh,  very  well,  thank  you,"  says  Kitty  again,  sir. 
"  Do  you  like  me?  "  says  Teddy,  and  Kitty,  quite  ready, 

Cried,  "Very  well,  thank  you,"  with  laughter  beguiling, 
I  think  you'll  confess  Teddy  could  not  do  less, 

Thau  pay  his  respects  to  the  lips  that  were  smiling. 

Oh,  dear  Paddy  Blake,  may  you  never  forsake 

Those  hills  that  return  us  such  echoes  endearing. 
And  girls  all  translate  their  sweet  answers  like  Kate, 

No  faithfulness  doubting,  no  treachery  fearin";; 
And,  boys,  be  you  ready,  like  frolicksome  Tedc^'; 

Be  earnest  in  loving,  though  given  to  joking; 
And  thus,  when  inclined,  may  all  true  lovers  And 

Sweet  echoes  to  answer  from'  hearts  they're  invoking, 


i 


The 


PADDY  BLAKE'S  ECHO. 

Ilosic  of  this  Sone  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  36  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  rx)  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

In  the  Gap  of  Dunlo  there's  an  echo  or  so. 

And  some  of  them  echoes  \r  very  surprisin', 
You'll  think  in  this  stave  that  I  mane  to  desaive. 

For  a  ballad's  a  thing  you  expect  to  find  lies  in. 
But  sartia  and  thrue,  in  that  hill  fornenst  you. 

There's  an  echo  as  thrue  and  as  safe  as  the  bank,  too. 
Just  civilly  spake,  "  How  d'ye  do,  Paddy  Blake?  " 

And  the  echo  politely  says,  "Very  well,  thank  you." 

One  day  Teddy  Keogh,  with  Kate  Connor  did  go 
To  hear  from  the  echo  this  wonderful  talk,  sir. 
But  the  echo,  they  say,  was  conthrary  that  day, 
,  Or  perhaps  Paddy  Blake  had  gone  out  for  a  walk,  sir. 


The  Farmer  Sat  in  His  Easy-Chair. 

The  Music  of  this  Sodr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

The  farmer  sat  in  his  easy-chair. 
Smoking  his  pipe  of  clay,  , 

While  hisTiale  old  wife  with  busy  care. 
Was  clearing  the  dinner  away; 

A  sweet  little  girl  with  fine  blue  eyes. 

On  her  grandfather's  knees  was  catching  flies. 

The  old  man  laid  his  hand  on  her  head, 

With  a  tear  on  his  wrinkled  face ; 
He  thought  how  often  her  mother,  dead. 

Had  sat  in  the  self -same  place; 
As  the  tear  stole  down  from  his  half -shut  eye— 
"Don't  smoke,"  said  the  child,  "how  it  makes  you  cryi 

The  house-dog  lay  stretch'd  out  on  the  floor,  ^ 

Where  the  shaae  after  noon  used  to  steal ; 
The  busy  old  wife  by  the  open  door, 

Was  turning  the  spinning-wheel; 
And  the  old  brass  clock  on  the  mantlctree 
1  lad  plodded  along  to  almost  three ; 

Still  the  farmer  sat  in  his  easy-chair. 

While  close  to  his  heaving  breast. 
The  moisten'd  brow  and  the  cheek  so  fair. 

Of  his  sweet  grandchild  were  press'd ; 
Ilis  head,  bent  down,  on  her  soft  hair  lay, 
Fast  asleep  were  they  both,  that  Summer  day. 

A  Man's  a  Man  for  a'  That. 

The  Music  of  this  Sonjf  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
3.'>  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  chatliam  street,  New  York. 

Is  there  for  honest  poverty, 

That  hangs  his  head,  and  a'  that? 
The  coward  slave  we  pass  him  by. 
We  dare  be  puir  for  a'  that. 
For  a' that  and  a' that. 
Our  toil's  obscure  and  a'  that, 
The  rank  is  but  a  guinea's  stamp. 
The  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that. 

What  though  on  hamely  fare  we  dine. 

Wear  hodden  gray  and  a'  that? 
Oie  fools  their  silks  and  knaves  their  wine, 
A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that. 
For  a'  that  and  a'  that, 
Th>iir  tinsel  show  and  a'  that; 
The  honest  man  though  e'en  sae  puir    , 
Is  king  o' men  for  a' that. 

* 

Then  let  us  pray  that  come  it  may. 

As  come  it  will  for  a' that ; 
That  sense  and  worth  o'er  a' the  earth. 
May  bear  the  gree,  and  a'  that. 
For  a' that  and  a' that. 
It's  coming  yet  for  a' that; 
That  man  to  man  tiie  warld  o'er,       : 
Shall  brithers  be  for  a'  that. 
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DREE   DOUSAND  MILES  AVAY. 

Sung  by  Gus  Williams. 

Dree  vecks  ago,  last  Dnesday  nlde,  I  come  from  off  de  sea. 
In  a  gread  big  ship  I  make  dot  drip  from  my  own  Deitch  gountry ; 
I  leave  pehln<l  by  faderland  my  gal  so  sweed  and  gay— ay— ay- 
She  lives  by  I'>ankford-on-de-Rbein,  dree  dousaud  milej  avay. 

CUORUS. 

Den  plow  you  vinds  avay,  I  don VI  no  longer  shtay, 

I  vas  on  poard  dot  gread  big  drain,  vich  shtarts  by  yesterday ; 

Yankee  Doodle  Doo,  und  Kill  Kolumpia  too, 

I  dink  id's  besd  I  go  cud  Vest,  dree  doasand  miles  avay. 

I  wride  me-ledders  blendy,  und  I  tole  my  gal  come  oud ;      -■ 
Vo  go  in  pissiness  rite  avay  und  make  dot  sauerkraut ; 
But  ven  I  got  a  ledder  back,  vot  you  dink  she  say— ay— ay  ? 
I  vas  no  use,  I  vas  a  goose,  dree  dousand  miles  avay. 

Den  plow  you  vinds  avay,  I  don'd  no  longer,  &o. 

I  vork  de  railroads  imd  de  farms,  I  shovel  blendy  dirt, 

I  fall  avay  down  in  a  coal  mine,  you  bet  I  don't  vas  hurt ; 

I  vas  so  shtrong  like  onions,  too,  but  dot  vas  nlxverstay— ay— ay— 

I  catch  de  group  from  drinking  soup,  dree  dousand  miles  avay. 

Den  plow  you  vinds  avay,  I  don'd  no  longer,  Ac. 


The  Irish  Jaunting  Car.        - 

Tlie  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
ST)  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

My  name  is  Larry  Doolan,  I'm  a  native  of  the  soil, 
If  you  want  a  day's  diversion,  I'll  drive  you  out  in  style, 
My  car  is  paiated,  red  and  green,  and  on  tlie  door  a  star. 
And  the  pride  of  Dublin  city  is  my  Irish  jaunting  car. 

■■■'''""         Chorus.    -■■■■■ 
Then  if  you  want  to  hire  rae,  step  into  Mickey  Mar's, 
And  ask  for  Larry  Doolan,  and  his  Irish  jaunting  cars. 

When  Queen  Victoria  came  to  Ireland  her  health  to  revive. 
She  asked  the  Lord  Lieutenant  to  take  her  out  to  drive, 
Slie  replied  unto  his  greatness,  before  they  travel'd  far, 
How  delightful  was  the  jogging  of  the  Irish  jaunting  car. 

Then  if  you  want  to  hire  me,  step,  &c. 

I'm  hired  by  drunken  men,  teetotalers,  and  my  friends. 
But  a  carman  has  so  much  to  do,  his  duty  never  ends; 
Night  and  day,  both  wet  and  dry,  I  travel  near  and  far. 
And  at  night  I  count  the  earnings  of  my  Irish  jaunting  car. 

Then  if  you  want  to  hire  me,  step,  &c. 

Some  say  the  Russian  bear  is  tough,  and  I  believe  it's  true. 
Though  we  beat  them  at  the  Alma  and  Balaklava  too. 
But  if  our  Connaught  Rangers  would  bring  home  the  Russian  Czar, 
I  would  drive  them  off  to  blazes  in  my  Irish  jaunting  car. 

Then  if  you  want  to  hire  me,  step,  &c. 

Some  say  all  wars  are  over,  and  I  hope  to  God  they  are. 
For  you  know  full  well  they  never  were  good  for  a  jaunting  car, 
But  pejice  and  plenty — may  they  reign  here  both  near  and  far. 
Then  we'll  drive  to  feasts  and  festivals  in  an  Irish  jaunting  car. 

Then  if  you  want  to  hire  me,  step,  &c. 

They  say  they  are  in  want  of  men,  the  French  and  English  too. 
And  it's  all  about  their  commerce  now  they  don't  know  what  to  do ; 
But  if  they  come  to  Ireland  our  jolly  sons  to  mar, 
I'll  drive  them  to  the  devil  in  my  Irish  jaunting  car. 

Then  if  you  want  to  hire  me,  step,  &c. 


Tapping  at  the  G-arden  Gate. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Who's  that  tapping  at  the  garden  gate? 
Tap,  tap,  tapping  at  the  garden  gate?      - 
Every  night  I've  heard  of  late. 
Somebody  tapping  at  the  garden  gate. 
What,  you  sly  little  puss,  don't  know? 
Why  do  xou  blush  and  falter  so? 
What  are  you  looking  for  under  the  chair? 
The  tap,  tap,  tapping  comes  not  from  there. 
Every  night,  about  half-past  eight. 
There's  tap,  tap,  tapping  at  the  garden  gate. 

Oh,  you  sly  little  "Fox."  you  know,         "       ,  ;  .       ; 

Fidgeting  about  until  you  go.  "^.  ■■ .    • 

Dropped  the  sugar-spoon!  why  there  it  lies. 


Bless  the  girl,  where  are  your  eyes? 
Were  I  able  to  leave  my  chair, 
Soon  would  I  find  out  who  is  there; 
Don't  tell  me  yoii  think  it's  a  cat. 
Cats  don't  tap' tap,  tap  like  that;      ' 
Cats  don't  know  when  it's  half-past  eight. 
And  come  tap,  tapping  at  the  garden  gate. 


THE  DAYS   OF  '49. 

You  are  gazing  now  on  big  Tom  More — 

A  relic  of  bygone  days; 
A  bummer,  too,  they  call  me  now. 

But  what  care  I  for  praise? 
It's  oft  I  sigh  for  the  days  of  yore,         .  ^ 

And  oft  I  do  repine 
For  the  days  of  old,  and  the  days  of  gold. 

And  the  days  of  '49. 

Chorus. 

In  the  days  af  old,  and  the  days  of  gold. 
And  the  days  of  '49. 

I  had  comrades  then  that  loved  me  well— 

A  jolly,  saucy  crew— 
A  few  hard  cases,  I'll  admit,  [  ■'  , 

But  all  were  brave  and  true. 
They'd  never  flinch,  whate'er  the  pinch. 

Nor  ever  fret  nor  whine. 
For,  like  good  old  bricks,  they  stood  the  kieki. 

In  the  days  of '49. — Chorus.   :- 

There  was  Kentucky  Bill — I  knew  him  well — 

A  fellow  so  full  of  tricks; 
At  a  poker  game  he  was  always  there. 

And  heavy  at  his  bricks. 
He'd  play  you  draw,  he'd  antic  a  slug, 

Then  go  a  hat  full  blind. 
But  in  a  game  of  death  he  lost  his  breath. 

In  the  days  of  '49. — Choru». 

There  was  Montie  Peet — I'll  ne'er  forget 

The  luck  he  always  had — 
He'd  deal  for  you  both  night  and  day,   . 

Or  as  long  as  you  had  a  scad; 
But  a  pistol  shot  it  laid  him  out— 

'Twas  his  last  layout,  in  fine. 
For  it  caught  him  sure,  right  in  the  door. 

In  the  days  of  '49. — GJiaruB. 

There  was  Roaring  Bill  that  could  out-roar 

Any  buffalo,  you  can  bet; 
He'd  roar  all  day,  he'd  roar  all  night. 

And  perhaps  he's  roaring  yet. 
One  night  he  fell  in  a  prospect  hole. 

With  a  roaring  bad  design. 
And  in  that  hole  he  roared  out  his  soul. 

In  the  days  of  '\%.—Ch<yni$. 

There  was  New  York  Jake,  the  butcher  boy. 

So  fond  of  getting  tight, 
Aud  every  time  he  got  on  a  spree 

He  was  spoiling  for  a  fight 
One  night  he  ran  against  a  knife. 

In  the  hands  af  one  Bob  Cline, 
So  over  Jake  we  held  a  wake. 

In  the  days  of '49. — Choru». 

There  was  old  Lame  Jess,  that  hard  old  case- 
He  never  would  repent — 

He'd  never  miss  a  meal. 
Nor  he'd  never  pay  a  cent. 

But  old  Lame  Jess,  like  all  the  rest,       . 
To  death  he  did  resign, 

For  in  his  bloom  he  went  up  the  flume, 
In  the  days  of  '49. — Chorus. 
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Of  all  the  comrades  I  had  then. 

Not  one  is  left  to  toast; 
They  kave  left  me  in  memory,  like 

Some  poor  old  wandering  ghost.         . 
And  as  I  go  from  place  to  place       ':' 

Folks  call  me  a  traveling  sign — 
"  There  goes  Tom  More,  a  bummer,  sure. 

Since  the  days  of  '49." — Chorus. 
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WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


MIKE   BRADY'S  SHIRT. 


Sung  by  Ceo.  \Y.  faUalmn. 


My  n  ime  is  Michael  Brady,  and  I  am  uot  ashamed  to  own 

I  am  honest  and  I  am  dacent  if  1  am  only  left  aloue ; 

But  1  he  ganjr  that  hangs  around  me  they  are  a  terrible  clan. 

And  .vhen  I  moved  around  them  I  was  like  a  crazy  man. 

Thej  roar  and  bawl  the  whole  night  long,  with  conversation  strong, 

I  h&\  eu't  slept  for  forty  nights  in  the  house  where  I  belong. 

Now  the  first  one  to  kick  up  a  row  was  Chateau  Jane  McGee, 

If  m  '  %vife  don  t  go  up  and  ti»;ht  with  her,  she'll  come  and  fight  with  me. 

She  I  tole  a  shirt  from  our  buck-yard,  and  gave  it  to  her  son  Dan, 

I  t<.)c  k  it  from  liis  back  in  a  ball-room,  by  the  owner  I  am  the  man. 

I  ma  le  a  holy  show  of  him,  I  ran  him  down  like  dirt. 

And  le  near  goes  mad  when  the  boys  all  cry— Who  stole  Mike  Brady's  shirt  ? 

Thel  ■  rooms  Is  to  let  in  the  parlor,  Italians  just  moved  in, 

Will  fourteen  harps  and  fiddlers,  all  dacent  working  min. 

Wlia  t  MaiT  McGa»kin  did  Ia.*st  night,  I  swear  it  was  a  sin. 

She   run  her  durty  dish-water  on  the  mackirony  min. 

Sue!  holy  murder  you  never  heard,  since  the  day  that  you  was  bom. 

Was  among  them  darned  Italians  in  the  house  where  I  belong. 

Nov\|  there's  my  daughter  Johanna,  she  sings  "Eilanna  Asthore," 
She  roes  to  balls  and  picnics  with  a  huzzy  of  a  girl  next  door. 
McF  irling's  boy  he  stole  a  goat  and  he  put  it  in  our  wood-shed, 
If  h(  ever  does  the  like  agin,  I'll  break  his  father's  head. 
I  aw  glad  I  am  Koing  to  leave  them  to  let  them  bawl  and  shout. 
1 11  tfike  down  the  stove  to-morrow  and  be  heavins  I'll  move  out. 
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BABY'S  GOT  A  CRAMP. 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Bob  Slavln. 

I'm  the  daddy  of  two  infants 

Who  raise  an  awful  fuss. 
And  if  I  try  to  spank  'em, 

Why,  it  only  makes  'em  worse. 
The  police  say  they  cannot  sleep 

When  they  are  on  their  beat, 
And  all  the  neighbors  are  compelled 

To  go  and  walk  the  street. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  Bob!  dear  Bob!  do  §et  out  of  bed. 
Stand  that  sassy  brat  on  Its  little  head! 
To  the  doctor  run  and  frolic. 
For  tlie  kids  have  got  the  colic. 
Get  a  dose  of  paregoric, 
,   Baby's  got  a  cramp. 

When  I  sit  down  to  eat  my  meals, 

They  climb  upon  my  knees 
And  fill  my  ears  with  mucilage 

And  stuil  my  nose  with  c!ieese. 
They  make  an  omelette  in  my  hat, 

Tiiey  stick  me  full  of  pins; 
You  don't  know  what  enjoyment  is 

Till  you  have  a  pair  of  twins. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  Bob!  dear  Bob!  do  put  on  your  boots. 
Get  some  laud-en-um  for  those  two  galoots, 
We've  emptied  all  that's  in  the  castor. 
Do  make  haste  a  little  f!i.'>ter. 
Run  and  get  a  mustard-plaster. 
Baby's  got  a  cramp. 

■  »   - 

They  fill  my  shoes  with  water. 

They  try  to  shave  the  cat; 
They  stuck  a  pm  into  a  chair 

And  on  its  point  I  sit; 
They  greased  the  stairs  with  tallow, 

You'd  ought  to  hear  me  "  bclier  " 
When  I  fell  down  from  the  garret  and 

I  landed  in  the  cellar. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  Bob!  dear  Bob!  get  up  an'd  wajk  the  floor, 
Slap  that  .sassy  brat!  make  it  hold  its  jaw! 
I  cannot  get  a  wink  of  slumber, 
Of  chloroform  give  them  a  tumbler. 
Make 'em  eat  a  green  cucumber 
And  kill  'em  with  a  cramp. 


THE  G-OAT.  1 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
Vi  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Webmau,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

Oh!  now  my  dear  friends,  I'm  going  to  rebate, 
If  you  pay  attention,  you've  not  long  to  wait ; 
My  father  lived  in  a  place  called  Graymote. 
He'd  a  sow,  and  a  cow,  and  a  fine  billy  goat. 

This  goat,  sure,  he  had  a  queer,  curious  way, 

Ue'd  go  out  each  morning  and  stop  out  all  day; 

When  he'd  come  home  at  night,  like  a  bull  he  would  roar. 

Till  my  father  got  up  for  to  open  the  door. 

One  day  we  sat  down,  and  was  going  to  ate,  ' 

The  gout  Icap'd  on  the  table  and  sthole  all  the  mate; 
And  without  saying  a  word,  shure  the  dirty  ould  gommagh. 
He  druv  his  two  horns  in  my  poor  father's  stomach. 

Says  me  mother  to  me,  "  Jamsey,"  "  Yis  ma'am,"  says  I, 
"  Take  the  goat  to  the  market,  and  sell  him,  now  try ; " 
The  words  she  scarce  spoke,  when  the  goat  gave  a  jump, 
And  struck  me  mother,  oh,  gorra!  such  a  murtheriug  thump. 

Then  all  in  the  house  bate  a  hasty  retrate, 

And  the  goat  bucked  away  at  the  divil's  own  rate; 

He  spied  my  father's  coat  hanging  up,  gave  a  bawl. 

Made  a  charge  on  the  "  frize,"  and  druv  his  head  in  the  wall. 

Some  time  afther  they  went  to  look  for  the  goat, 
They  searched  all  around,  'till  they  came  to  the  coat; 
But  all  of  the  goat  that  was  left  tlie  next  day. 
Was  only  the  shtump  of  his  tail,  and  it  bucking  away. 
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LITTLE  MORE  CIDER. 

The  Muslo  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Welunan,  M  Chatham  St.,  New  \ork. 

I  love  the  white  girl  and  the  black, 

And  I  love  all  the  rest; 
I  love  the  girls  for  loving  me, 
)       But  I  love  myself  the  best. 
Oh,  dear!  I  am  so  thirsty ! 

I've  just  been  down  to  supper — 
I  drank  three  pails  of  apple-jack,  • 

And  a  tub  of  apple-butler! 

Chorus. 

Oh!  little  more  cider  too, 

A  little  more  cider  too; 

A  little  more  cider  for  Miss  Dinah, 

A  little  more  cider  too! 

When  first  I  saw  Miss  Snowflake, 

'Twas  on  Broadway  I  spied  her; 
I'd  give  my  hat  and  boots,  I  would. 

If  I  could  been  beside  her. 
She  looked  at  me,  and  I  looked  at  her. 

And  then  I  crossed  the  street; 
And  then  she  smiling  said  to  me, 

"A  little  more  cider  sweet."— CAoru*. 

Oh !  I  wish  I  was  an  apple. 

And  Snowflake  was  another ; 
Oh!  what  a  pretty  pair  we'd  make. 

Upon  a  tree  together! 
How  bad  the  darkeys  all  would  feel, 

When  on  the  tree  they  spied  her. 
To  think  how  happy  we  would  be 

When  we're  made  into  cider! — Chorus. 


But  now  old  age  comes  creeping  on — 

We  grow  down,  and  don't  get  bigger; 
And  cider  sweet  am  sour  then, 

And  I  am  just  the  nigger. 
But  let  the  cause  be  what  it  will. 

Short,  small,  or  wider. 
She  am  the  apple  of  my  soul, 

And  I'm  bound  to  be  beside  her. — Chorus. 
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—"  How  do  I  manage  to  rid  myself  of  bores? "  said  a  woman 
of  the  world.  ' '  Nothing  is  easier.  When  I  want  to  send  a  man 
away.  I  talk  to  him  about  myself.  When  I  want  him  to  stay 
indefinitely,  I  talk  about  himself." 
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LlCKAWANNA  SPOONERS. 

Here  wft  are  two  Lackawanna  spooners; 
While  Y*5're  here,  keep  your  eyes  upon  us; 
We  loaied  coal  from  Harlem  to  Go wanus, 

We're  the  two  selected  spooners  of  tlie  gang. 
When  yre  go  home,  our  families  we  embrace; 
We  eat  our  meals  wiih  elegance  and  grace; 
For  opi  osition  shovellers  we  long  to  have  a  race; 

We  r<  the  two  selected  spooners  of  the  gang. 

CnoRrs. 

As  through  the  streets  we  walked  along  like  soldiers. 
An  1  baskets  and  shovels  we  have  on  our  shoulders — 
Foi 


n, 


to  get  a  job  there's  none  can  be  bolder 
han  the  two  selected  spooners  of  the  gang. 


On  Saturday  nights  we  stand  upon  the  corners, 
Along  4'ith  the  gang  that  wears  the  Roll  of  Honor; 
At  Hib|rnian  Hall  we  are  going  to  raise  a  banner, 

To  re  present  the  Lackawanna  gang. 
We  all  jet  shaved  in  the  one  barber  shop, 
We  use  the  same  razor,  lather  brush  and  cup; 
For  baj  rum  and  tonic  we  long  to  have  a  sup, 

To  St  mulate  the  Lackawanna  gang. — Chorus. 

We've  1  ^cumulated  wealth  with  hard  work  and  endurance- 

With  o  her  scallawags  we  have  no  interference; 

We  ha^  e  been  hard  tried  by  work  anil  perseverance — 

The  two  selected  spooners  of  the  gang. 
With  tl  e  General  Committee  we  are  tlie  two  great  big  cards — 
Like  "  Muldoon.  the  Solid  Mun,"*we  hold  a  grip  in  the  ward; 
We  coi  Id  put  you  on  the  pipes  or  the  City  IJoulevard, 

The  t  wo  selected  spooners  of  the  gang. — Chorus. 


The  Mosic 


My  name 
At  seven 


But  of  al 


FAT  MICKEY. 


)f  this  Sone  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-phld,  on  receipt  of 
nts,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnmii,  5ii  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 


c<  DtS, 


it  is  McDonough,  I'm  a  son  of  Erin's  soil; 

n  the  morning  sure,  begins  my  daily  toil; 
And  ail  t  le  day,  through  heat  and  cold,  I  pick  and  dig  away, 
And  lay  t  le  trap-block  pavement,  on  a  street  they  calls  Broadway. 

have  a  family,  a  wife  and  three  big  boys. 
They  neatly  drive  me  crazy,  wid  their  fightin  and  their  noise; 
There's  T  oger  and  Fat  Mickey  and  Big  Dan,  that  makes  the  three, 

the  gang  Fat  Mickey  sure  he  looks  the  most  like  me. 

Cnonus. 

Now  there's  Dan.  handsome  Dan, 

Sure  he's  the  ladies'  man, 
Aijd  Roger,  he's  tljc  divil  wid  his  dancin'  and  his  noise. 

But  of  all  the  boys  we've  none 

So  fond  of  jolly  fun 
Asl Mickey,  darlin'  Slickey,  he's  the  best  of  all  the  boys. 

He's  as  broad  as  he  is  lengthy,  and  weighs  two  hundred  pounds; 
At  atein'  or  at  slapein'  sure  his  like  cannot  be  found. 
At  snorii ',  he's  the  divil ;  now  believe  me  when  I  say 
You  can  hear  him  snore  from  Tubby  hook,  across  to  Dublin  bay. 
And  he  can  ate  his  size  in  mate,  or  pack  tiie  grub  below; 
At  drink  n'  Irish  whisky  sure,  egad,  he  is  not  slow. 
When  he  comes  home  at  four  o'clock,  chock  full  of  old  benzine, 
You  can  bet  your  bottom  dollar  then  some  lively  sights  arc  seen. 

Now  there's  Dan,  handsome  Dan,  &c. 

He  joine  \  the  "Doherty  Fusilecrs,"  they  put  him  in  the  squad; 
He  coulc  not  hold  a  musket  so  ihey  gave  him  many  a  prod; 
He  coulc  not  march  into  the  ranks,  bekase  he  was  too  fat. 
So  says  t  le  Irish  Sarjint,   "  3Iick,  111  bounce  you  out  of  that! " 
They  ma  ie  him  carry  the  target  thin  and  march  up  in  the  rear, 
And  on  Itie  street  on  Patrick's  day  you'll  see  him  every  year. 
He  walk  i  along  the  Boulevard,  so  proudlv  and  so  gay. 
And  whii  the  girls  observe  him,  sure  you'll  always  hear  them  say: 

Now  there's  Dan,  handsome  Dan,  &c. 

They  sa]  at  Philly-del-phia  they're  going  to  have  a  fair. 
And  all   he  curiosities  they  tell  me  will  be  there; 
I  think  ]  11  take  Fat  Mickey  there,  and  enter  him  for  style, 
I  know  lis  fat  appear-u-ance  will  cause  'em  all  to  smile. 
And  if  t  ley  give  a  preiniiim  for  "  lads  that  are  not  quick," 
I  think  1  e'll  get  the  medal,  sure,  the  boy  we  call  our  Mick; 
For  sure  he  is  no  good  at  all,  he  niver  worked  a  day. 
And  if  \  ou  say  a  word  to  him  his  mammy's  sure  to  sav: 

Now  there's  Dan,  handsome  Dan,  &c. 


McCARTHY^S  MARE. 

We  started  for  the  fair. 

With  spirits  light  and  hearty. 
Behind  McCarthy's  mare; 

Oh!  it  was  a  lively  party! 
You  never  saw  the  likes  of  it. 

Believe  me  what  I  say  I 
Sure  we  had  a  roaring  racket. 

But  the  mare  she  ran  away. 

ClIOUCB, 

Off  she  winti  off  she  wlntl 
Be  gob  I  was  not  worth  a  clot; 
The  sate  was  just  as  hard  as  flint. 
Behind  McCarthy's  mare. 

"  Hould  her  in! "  McCarthy  cried; 

"  Stop  her!  "  says  McCue, 
I  tho't  I'd  shake  to  pieces. 

As  along  the  road  we  flew; 
Me  head  was  swimming  like  a  top. 

My  heart  was  in  despair; 
The  divil  himself  was  m  the  wheels 

Behind  McCarthy's  mare.— CAoruj 

McCarthy  held  the  reins, 

And  Murphy  held  McCarthy, 
But  whisky  filled  their  brains. 

And  made  them  wild  and  hearty; 
Maloney  tumbled  out  behind, 

And  there  we  let  him  lay — 
Sure  I  offered  to  assif^t  him — 

But  the  mare  she  ran  away! — Choru*. 

Me  dacent  coat  was  tore. 

Me  hat  was  left  behind  me;  " 

I  rattled  and  I  swore, 

And  I  thought  the  dust  would  blind  me. 
In  holes  and  ditches  wint  the  wheels; 

Oh!  murther  wliat  a  dnjM 
Sure  myself  was  kilt  entirely. 

With  the  mare  that  run  away.— C/M^nti. 
■  *  »  »  ■ 

SWIM   OUT  FOR   G-LORY. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  E.  11.  Harding. 

The  Music  of  thi.s  Sonjf  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
12  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Cliatliani  ."street,  New  York. 

Dar's  a  heap,  heap  of  sin  on  de  shore,  '■  ■    , 

Debbil  rars  up  his  head  and  he  roar. 

Oh  I  he  cotch  you  mighty  quick, 

Make  you  feel  kinder  sick, 

And  you's  spiled  up  forever,  evermore,  sah^ 

If  we  want  for  to  live  all  alive, 

In  de  lake  of  forgiveness  take  a  dive. 

Den  go  float  off  de  shore, 

Whar  disaster  will  pour, 

And  swim  out,  my  chil'en,  for  glory. 

Cnouus. 
Oh,  swim  out  for  glory,  my  chil'en. 

Swim  for  de  prize, 
Strike  out  for  Angel  Island, 

Whar  you  nebber  dies. 
Den  swim  out  for  glory,  chil'en. 

Swim  for  de  prize. 
At  Angel  Islana,  whar  you  nebber,  ' 

Hardly  ebber  dies. 

Oh!  de  chil'en  of  sin  ev'ry  whars. 

Will  go  kitin'  down  de  deep,  dark  stairs; 

Whar  de  fires  are  kept  ablaza 

No  matter  what  you  says. 

And  vou's  chained  den  for  flti    minion  years,  taht 

But  de  good  gets  a  crown  on  (fe. '  hair. 

And  dey's  always  a-wingin'  in  de  .^ir, 

Eatin'  wif  golden  spoons, 

Singin'  sweet,  easy  tunes. 

And  a-floatin'  in  der  sea-wave  of  gl»>ry. —^CAoru*. 

•    m  »  m    •  • 

—Very  kind  drug-clerk  to  little  girlr  "Now  be  sure  and  tell 
your  papa  to  take  this  mediciue>Ccording  to  directions  on  the 
bottle;  an  overdose  might  aff^  his  brain."  Little  girl:  "Oh, 
I  guess  there's  no  dangerortliat,  for  I  have  heard  mother  tell 
him  lots  of  times  he  nevM^ad  any  brains." 
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Five  O'clock  in  the  Morning.  ^^ 

'C;  -■'■■.:"'"■'■•■:■  '.   ...'•■'■;-    ByClaribeL  ';"V  '  .-:■ -:■-  ''•..■■/ 

The  MoBlc  of  tb'  a  Sonx  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reeelpt 
of  85  c«nr  i,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

The  df  w  lay  glitt'ring  on  the  grass, 

A  IV  ist  lay  over  the  brook;  '    :        -    .' 

At  tho  earliest  beam  of  the  golden  sun, 

Th'3  swallow  her  nest  forsook.  •         ,     ''  . 

The  anowy  blooms  of  tlie  hawthorn  tre«,  :  ' 

Lay  thickly  the  ground  adorning; 
The  birds  were  singing  in  ev'ry  bush. 

At  five  o'clock  in  the  morning; 
The  birds  were  singing  in  ev'ry  bush, 

At  five  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

And  Bessie,  the  milkmaid,  merrily  sung, 

The  meadows  were  fresh  and  fair; 
And  the  breeze  of  morning  kiss'd  her  brow, 

And  play'd  with  her  nut-brown  hair. 
But  oft  she  turn'd  and  look'd  around,  ; 

As  if  the  silence  scorning; 
'Twas  time  for  the  mower  to  whet  his  scythe. 

At  five  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
'Twas  time  for  the  mower  to  whet  his  scythe 

At  five  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

And  over  the  meadows  the  mowers  came. 

And  merry  their  voices  rung; 
And  one  among  them  wended  his  way  : 

To  where  the  n)ilkmaid  sung. 
And  as  he  linger'd  by  her  side. 

Despite  his  comrades' warning, 
The  old,  old  story  was  told  again. 

At  five  o'clock  in  the  morning; 
The  old,  old  story  was  told  again,  - 

At  five  o'clock  in  the  morning. 


PARTED. 

By  Cyril  Byrd. 

Oh,  the  days  are  so  long 

Since  my  Jamie  crossed  the  sea, 

For  we  quarreled:  I  was  wrong. 
And  he  comes  not  back  to  me. 

CnoRCS. 

■  ^  Nevermore, 

While  I  live,  love  and  wait,      "■ 
Shall  his  wistful  eyes  forgive. 
As  before,  at  the  gate.  , 

That  he  loved  me  well  T  knew. 
But  when  lovers  pressed  around, 

I  vexed  his  heart  so  true. 
Just  to  make  his  love  profound.— CAoru*. 

All  the  years  of  my  life 

I  shall  wait  for  him  in  vain, 
I  can  never  be  his  wife; 

Never  see  his  face  asjain. — Cliorus. 


THE  HTTMANT  HARP. 

[None.— While  drlftiofl;  through  the  newspapers,  some  of  this  ooam  has 
been  lost,  and  the  remainder  mutilated.  It  is  now  restored  to  its  criglaal 
form  by  P.  J.  McCoubt,  M.  D.,  for  this  Journal.— Ed.] 

There  is  a  harp  in  each  human  breast. 

The  strings  of  which  are  never  at  rest;  .  >.  -  ' 

Where  music  forever  breathes  and  lingers, 

Awaken'd  by  myriads  of  viewless  fingers. 

That  play,  like  the  hum  of  fairy  wings,  T:    7 

Their  notes  on  its  thousand  quivering  stiingi,     •  ;  ■ . 

This  heav'n-born  harp  is  a  priceless  boon 

In  its  mortal  frame,  with  its  strings  in  tune; 

But  whether  notes  of  this  living  harp  .  '    "; 

Be  gentle  or  tender,  flat  or  sharp. 

When  louder  rung  depends  always 

On  the  ear  that  hears,  and  the  hand  that  playa 

How  touchingly,.ietraer  is  its  moan, 

As  it  gives  to  sorrow  its  monotone;  '       .'  . 

When  touched  by  the  palzied  hand  of  Fear 

It  vibrates  quick  on  the  startled  ear; 

And  its  strong-wrought  frame  in  frenzy  leaps,  ;    ' 

While  Passion  its  diapason  sweeps.  :     > 

But  happier  spirits  are  hovering  near,  ;-; 

And  the  music  they  play  we  love  to  hear; 

They  move  all  hearts  with  the  grave  and  the  gay. 

And  many  a  time  Ive  heard  them  play. 

So  often,  too.  are  they  playing  the  same,    '  -'    •   ' 

That  we  know  their  touch,  and  call  them  by  name. 

There  is  Love,  who  comes  on  his  fluttering  wings, 
And  how  it  tlirills  when  he  touches  the  strings. 
Fear  thinks  he  is  heard  all  over  the  land. 
As  he  strikes  the  chords  with  a  master's  hand; 
Put  to  Faith  and  Hope  is  the  niis.sion  given 
To  touch  the  notes  that  are  heard  in  heaven. .  , 

They  bear  it  away  when  the  rest  are  gone. 

And  lift  the  frail  harp,  broken  and  lone;  .;. 

And  when  Death  plays  tiie  last  sad  strain. 

Breaking  the  chords  he  shall  ne'er  touch  again. 

They  bear  it  away  on  joyous  wiug. 

And  string  it  anew  where  the  angels  sing. 


h:' 


•■<  ,t  ■■ 


The  Light  of  Other  Days. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  36  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wclitnan,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  Yorli. 

\    The  light  of  other  days  is  faded, 
■ '  And  all  their  glories  passed, 

For  grief  with  heavy  wing  had  shaded.. ; 
..  V       The  hopes  too  bright  to  last;  - 

■  ;     The  world  which  morning's  mantle  clouded, 

Shines  forth  with  purer  rays! 
.■       But  the  heart  ne'er  feels,  in  sorrow  shrouded. 
The  light  of  other  days.       .,, 

■  \'\  The  leaf  which  Autumn  tempests  wither, 
:;,  The  birds  which  then  take  wiug, 

^■-    When  Winter  winds  are  past,  come  hither 

To  welcome  back  the  Spring;  ,   J.  <    . 

The  very  ivy  on  the  ruin,  .;      " 

In  gloom-full  life  displays;  J'  •'•';-:    .^     "     ''*;•.      ^ 

But  the  heart  alone,  sees  no  renewing,        ••^•■.    -  >      -  -    •   ' 
The  light  of  other  days. 


•/ 


AN   IRISHMAN'S  TOAST. 


Sung  by  Tony  Pastor. 

Don't  call  mfe  weak-minded,  perchance  I  should  sing. 

Of  the  dearest  old  spot  upon  earth; 
And  don't  think  me  foolish  should  memor}'  bring 

To  my  mind  the  dear  laud  of  my  birth:  -^ 

With  its  hills  and  its  valleys,  its  mountains  and  vales. 

Of  which  our  forefathers  would  boast. 
Of  a  dear  little  island  all  covered  with  green — 

Ah,  but  list'  and  I'll  give  you  an  Irishman's  toast: 

Chorus. 

Here's  to  the  land  of  the  shamrock  so  green. 

Here's  to  each  boy  and  his  darling  colleen. 

Here's  to  the  ones  we  love  dearest  and  most. 

May  God  speed  old  Ireland — that's  an  Irishman's  toast. 

My  mind's  eye  oft  pictures  my  old  cabin  home,   ~ 

Where  it  stood  by  the  murmuring  rill, 
Where  my  playmates  and  I  oft  together  did  roam, 

Through  the  castle  that  stood  on  the  hill ; 
But  the  stout  hand  of  time  has  destroyed  the  old  cot, 

And  the  farm  now  lies  barren  and  bare; 
Around  the  old  porch  there  is  ivy  entwined, 

But  the  birds  seem  to  warble  this  toast  in  the  air: 

Here's  to  the  land  of  the  shamrock  so,  &c. 

The  church  and  the  school-house  have  long  been  replaced; 

In  the  Harp  Hotel  dwells  a  new  host; 
The  white-haired  old  veteran  has  long  been  at  rest. 

And  his  wife  has  deserted  her  post; 
King  Death,  the  stern  reaper,  has  called  them  away. 

And  their  children  have  gone  o'er  the  sea.': 
There  is  nothing  but  strangers  around  the  old  spot. 

Still  this  toast  seems  to  waft  to  mv  ears  on  the  breeze: 

Here's  to  the  land,  of  the  shamrock  so,  &c. 
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T^E  WATERFORD  BOYS. 

The  Maslo  oi  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
12  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmaii,  60  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

Well,  boys)  for  divarsion  we've  all  met  together, 

I'll  tell  hbw  from  Waterford  hither  I  came; 
I  cross'd  the  big  ocean  in  dark,  gloomy  weather. 

My  heart  it  was  light  and  my  pocket  the  same. 
Sad  at  I'av;  a'  culd  Ireland  but  once  more  on  dry  land 

By  the  r<  adside  a  tavern  I  happen'd  to  spy. 
And  as  I  w  aa  meltin'.  my  pockets  I  felt  in, 

The  pric  s  of  a  drink— I  was  mortally  dry. 

CnoKus.  • 

Pc  r  we  are  the  boys  of  fun,  wit,  and  element, 
;  )rinkin'  acd  dancin'  an'  all  other  joys, 
ructions,  destruction,  devarsion  and  devilment, 
Tho  can  compare  with  the  Waterford  boys? 

In  the  tavefn  I  stroll'd,  out  the  master  he  roU'd, 

"  'MorroW,"  sez  he,  sez  I,  "  Av  you  please. 
Provide  md  a  bed,  but  first  bring  me  some  bread, 

A  bottle  pf  porter  and  small  piece  of  cheese. 
For  times  tliey  are  queer,  and  provisions  are  dear. 

If  you  cannot  get  meat  with  cheese  be  content." 
Sez  the  lanplord,  "You're  right,"  so  he  bro't  me  the  bite; 

I  roU'd  up  my  cuffs  and  at  it  I  went. 

For  we  are  the  boys  of  fun,  wit,  and,  «fec. 

My  bread  a  ad  cheese  ended,  I  then  condescended 

To  seek  i  ome  repose,  so  I  ax'd  for  a  light, 
And  soon  i  i  a  doze  I  was  under  the  clothes; 

I  popp'd  in  my  toes  and  I  popp'd  out  the  light. 
But  wakin'  from  sleepin'  I  heard  somethin'  creepin*, 

Meand'ri  i'  and  wand'rin,  about  my  bed-post, 
Squeakin'  and  scratchin',  thinks  I  'mid  my  watchin', 

"  Ton  mkr  conscience,  you've  mighty  lone  claws  for  a  ghost. 
For  we  are  the  boys  of  fun,  wit,  and,  «kc. 

My  breath  '.  suspended,  the  noise  it  soon  ended, 
I  venture  d  to  peep  from  beneath  the  bed-clotlies, 
'Millia  mi  rther!  what's  that?"  a  thumpin' jack  rat. 
With  a  1(  ap  from  the  floor  lit  atop  of  my  nose. 
"Thunder  jweep  ye!"  sez  I,  "for  aschemin'  ould  vagabone, 

Take  tha  ;,  and  that,"  as  I  leaped  on  the  floor, 
Shouting  '  Murther  and  fire,  Tim,  Jerry,  Maria, 
Th*  rats  they  are  eatin'  me  up  by  the  score." 

For  we  are  tile  boys  of  fun,  wit,  and,  &c. 

The  landlo  d  affrighten'  came  with  a  light  in, 

I'm  mi  rdered  alive,"  sez  I,  "  so  must  away." 
Sez  he,  "  i  efore  goin'  I'd  have  you  be  knowiu'. 
For  supp  er  and  bed  you've  five  shillin's  to  pay." 
'Five  shil  ins  for  what?  och  don't  be  disgraciu' 
Yourself  for  a  rogue,"  sez  I,  "if  you  please; 
When  I  ca  I't  sleep  cor  rats,  you,  a  brazen  ould  face  on  3'e, 
To  charge  me  five  shillin's  for  plain  bread  and  cheese." 

For  we  are  the  boys  of  fun,  wit,  and,  &c. 

Sez  he,  "I  erisb  the  rats,  I  wish  they  would  I'ave  me 

They  rui  i  my  trade  and  I'm  not  worth  a  rap." 
Sez  I,  "  T  le  five  shillin's  would  you  forgive  me, 

An'  I'll  t  ill  you  how  to  keep  out  every  rat." 
"Agreed!'   Then  sez  I,  "  To  supper  invite  them. 

And  plai  i  bread  and  choese  set  before  them,  be  sure. 
Don't  mint  if  they're  willin',  but  charge  them  five  shilliu'; 

Bad  lucli  to  the  rat  that  you'll  ever  see  more." 

For  we  are  the  boys  of  fun,  wit,  an  J,  &c. 
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TEN  LITTLE  INJUNS. 
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Injuns  standini?  in  a  line, 
tolddled  home,  and  then  there  were  nine. 
ttle  Injuns  swingin*  on  a  gate, 
bled  off,  and  then  there  were  eight. 

CeoRua. 

One  little,  two  little,  three  little. 
Four  little,  five  little  Injun  boys. 

Six  little,  seven  little,  eight  little. 
Nine  little,. ten  little  lujuu  boys. 


Eight  little  Injuns  never  heard  of  heaven,  ;. 

One  kicked  the  bucket  and  then  there  were  seven.    - 
Seven  little  Injuns  cutting  up  their  tricks, 
One  broke  his  neck  and  then  there  were  six. — Chorut 

Six  little  Injuns  kicking  all  alive. 

One  we«t  to  bed  and  then  there  were  five. 

Five  little  Injuns  on  a  cellar-door,  l 

One  tumbled  in  and  then  there  were  four. — Chorus, 

Four  little  Injuns  out  on  a  spree,  • 

One  dead  drunk  and  then  there  were  three.     • 

Three  little  Injuns  out  in  a  canoe. 

One  tumbled  overboard  and  then  there  were  two. — Chora: 

Two  little  Injuns  foolin' with  a  gun. 
One  shot  t'other  and  then  there  was  one. 
One  little  lu^uu  livin' all  alone, 
He  got  married,  and  then  there  was  none. 

ENCORE  VERSB. 

One  little  Injun  with  his  little  wife. 
Lived  in  a  wigwam  the  balance  of  his  life. 
One  daddy  Injun,  one  mammy  squaw,  , 

Soon  raised  a  family  of  ten  Injuns  more. 

Chorus. 

One  little,  two  little,  three  little. 
Four  little,  five  little  Injuns  more, 

Six  little,  seven  little,  eight  little,  - 

Nine  little,  ten  little  Injuns  more.        ,' 


:i  y.  '■>■ 


When  Johnny  Conies  Marching  Home. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

When  Johnny  comes  marching  home  again. 
Hurrah!  hurrah! 
(     We'll  give  him  a  hearty  welcome  then, 
I  Hurrah !  hurrah ! 

The  men  will  cheer,  the  boys  will  shout. 
The  ladies,  they  will  all  turn  out. 

And  we'll  all  feel  gay. 
When  Johnny  comes  marching  home. 

Ciiouus. 

The  men  will  cheer,  the  boys  will  shout. 
The  ladies,  they  will  all  turn  out. 

And  we'll  all  feel  gay. 
When  Johnny  comes  marching  home. 

The  old  church-bell  will  peal  with  joy. 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 
To  welcome  home  our  darling  boy. 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 
The  village  lads  and  lassies  say, 
With  roses  they  will  strew  the  way. 

And  we'll  all  feel  gay. 
When  Johnny  comes  marching  home. — Chora*. 

Get  ready  for  the  jubilee. 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 
We'll  give  the  hero  three  times  three. 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 
The  laurel  wreath  is  ready  now, 
To  place  upon  his  loyal  brow. 

And  we'll  all  feel  gay. 
When  Johnny  comes  marching  home. — Chorua. 

Let  love  and  friendship  on  that  day. 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 
Their  choicest  treasures  then  display, 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 
And  let  each  one  perform  some  part. 
To  fill  with  joy  the  warrior's  heart. 

And  we  11  all  feel  gay. 
When  Johnny  comes  marching  home. — Chorua. 


■  r 


—A  doctor  went  out  West  to  pi^ctice  his  profession.  An  old 
friend  met  him  on  the  street-^ne  day,  ana  asked  him  how  he 
was  succeeding  in  his  busip^s.  "First  rate,"  he  replied.  "I've 
had  one  case."  "  Wel]xrfid  what  was  that?"  "  It  was  a  birth  I " 
aaid  the  doctor.  "  How  did  you  succeed  with  that?  "  "  Well, 
the  old  woman  died,  and  the  child  died,  but  I  think  I'll  save 
the  old  man  yet!" 
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^  X'i      MOTHERS#FOOL. 

.  :  ^ . .  A  Popular  Recitation. 

"  'Tig  plain  to  me,"  aaid  a  fanner's  wife, 
"  Those  boya  will  make  their  mark  in  life; 
They  never  were  made  to  handle  a  hoe. 
And  at  once  to  college  ought  to  go. 
There's  Fred— he's  little  better  'u  a  fool; 
But  John  and  Henry  must  go  to  school." 

"  Well,  really,  wife,"  quoth  Farmer  Brown, 
As  he  sat  his  mug  of  cider  down, 
"Fred  does  more  work  in  a  day  for  me 
Than  both  his  brothers  do  in  three. 
Book  laming  will  never  plant  one's  cora. 
Nor  hoe  potatoes,  sure's  you're  born. 
Nor  mend  a  rod  of  broken  fence — 
For  my  part,  give  me  common  sense." 

But  his  wife  was  bound  the  roost  to  rule. 
And  John  and  Henry  were  sent  to  school. 
While  Fred,  of  course,  was  left  behind. 
For  his  mother  said  he  had  no  mindl 

Five  years  at  school  the  students  spent. 
Then  into  business  each  one  went; 
John  learned  to  play  the  flute  and  fiddle. 
And  parted  his  hair,  of  course,  in  the  middle; 
While  his  brother  looked  rather  higher  than  he. 
And  hung  out  a  sign,  "  H.  E.  Brown,  M.D." 

Meanwhile,  at  home  their  brother  Fred 
Had  taken  a  notion  into  his  head; 
But  he  quietly  trimmed  Ills  apple  trees. 
And  weeded  his  onions,  and  planted  peas; 
While,  somehow,  either  by  hook  or  bv  crook. 
He  managed  to  read  full  many  a  book; 
Until,  at  last,  his  father  said 
He  was  getting  " book  lainin' "  into  his  head 
"  But,  for  all  that,"  said  Farmer  Brown, 
"  He's  the  smartest  boy  there  is  in  town." 

The  war  broke  out,  and  Captain  Fred 
One  hundred  men  to  the  battle  led; 
And  when  the  rebel  flag  came  down. 
He  came  marching  home  as  General  Brown, 
But  lie  went  to  work  on  the  farm  again, 

i And  plowed  the  ground  and  sowed  tlie  grainX 
le-shingled  the  barn,  and  mended  the  fence, 
And  the  people  declared,  "  He  had  common  sense." 

Now,  common  sense  was  very  rare. 
And  the  State  House  needed  a  portion  there; 
So  the  "  Family  Dunce  "  moved  into  town, 
And  the  people  called  him  Oovemor  Brown; 
And  his  brothers,  who  went  to  the  city  school. 
Came  home  to  live  with  "  Mother's  Fool." 


^:      f  ^jr  .?v  TO  THE  WEST. 

The  Hnslo  of  this  Sone  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoalpt  of 
85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1828,  Kew  York. 

To  the  West!  to  the  West!  to  the  land  of  the  free. 
Where  the  mighty  Missouri  rolls  down  to  the  sea; 
Where  a  man  is  a  man,  if  he  is  willing  to  toil, 
And  the  humblest  may  gather  the  fruits  of  the  soil; 
Where  children  are  blessings,  and  he  who  hath  most, 
Has  aid  to  his  fortune,  and  riches  to  boast; 
Where  the  young  may  exult,  and  the  aged  may  rest. 
Away,  far  away,  to  the  land  of  the  West.     •  ■  ■  • 

Chorus. 

To  the  West!  to  the  West!  to  the  land  of  the  free. 
Where  the  mighty  Missouri  rolls  down  to  the  sea; 
Where  the  young  may  exult,  and  the  aged  may  rest. 
Away,  far  away,  to  the  land  of  the  West. 

To  the  West!  to  the  West!  where  the  rivers  that  flow 
Run  thousands  of  miles,  sparkling  out  as  they  go; 
Where  the  green  waving  forests  shall  echo  our  call. 
As  wide  as  old  England,  and  free  to  us  all; 
Where  the  prairies,  like  seas  wliere  the  billows  have  roll'd. 
Are  broad  as  the  kingdoms  and  empires  of  old; 
And  the  lakes  are  like  oceans  in  storms  or  in  rest — 
Away,  far  away,  to  the  land  of  the  West. — Cliorut. 

To  the  West!   tO  the  West!  there  is  wealth  to  be  won; 

A  forest  to  clear  is  the  work  to  be  done ; 

We'll  try  it — we'll  do  it— and  never  despair. 

While  there's  light  in  the  sunshine,  or  life  in  the  air; 

The  bold  independence  that  labor  shall  buy, 

Shall  strengthen  our  hearts,  and  forbid  us  to  sigh; 

Away,  far  awaj%  let  us  hope  for  the  best. 

For  a  home  is  a  home,  in  the  land  of  the  West. — Chorum 


BEAR  IT  LIKE  A  MAN. 


Jolinny  Dougherty,  the  Tailor. 

Sung  by  James  Daly;      ;■  ^   .   ,  ,    . 

You've  all  heard  of  the  solid  men 

And  men  of  great  renown; 
But  if  you'll  listen  for  awhile,  ;. 

•  '  I'm  certain  you  will  own  .  ■ 

That  I'm  tlie  most  respected  man. 
In  this  great  town;  and  why? 
-   It  is  because  when  I  walk  out, 
You  will  hear  the  people  cry— 

Chorus. 

Fm  Mr,  Johnny  Dougherty,  the  tailor,        : 

A  man  of  great  renown; 
And  everybody  knows  that  to  make  a  suit  of  clothes, 

I'm  the  very  best  that  you'll  find  in  all  this  town. 

I've  heard  them  say  a  tailor  is 

The  ninth  part  of  a  man. 
Let  them  get  up  and  knock  me 

Into  nine  parts  if  they  can.  ...  -    ,. 

Devil  a  one  would  ever  dare         •  .       ". 
.r         To  box  me  for  a  foe, 
■  -    For  I  can  box  as  well  as  stitch,     -'V 
As  very  well  they  know  — Chorut. 


•         '  ,       Sung  by  Charles  Vivian.      .^  .,        r 

Tlie  Musio  of  this  Sons:  wl.l  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  85  cents,  by  Henr;  J.  Weliman,  V.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York. 

I  g^y^y  sing  from  day  to  day, 

A  careless  man  am  I;  .    :,' 

As  long  as  I  can  pay  my  way,  :  '    -  . 

Misfortune  I  defy. 
And  fhen  with  spirit  ever  gay, 

I  dc  the  best  I  can, 
When  vrouble  comes  upon  my  way. 

To  bear  it  like  a  man.  .     t 

Chorus. 

I  gayly  eing  from  day  to  day,  i         ■ 
And  do  the  best  I  can,  y  -  - 

When  trouble  comes  upon  my  way,      .^r;f- 
To  bear  it  like  a  man. 

We're  told  that  since  the  world  began. 

That's  many  years  ago. 
If  money  did  not  make  the  man,       ' 
:  ..-  It  made  the  "mare  to  go." 

Of  comforts  I  have  quite  enough. 

Although  my  wealth  is  small, 
I  know  that  I  am  better  off. 

Than  folks  with  none  at  alL — Chorut. 

If  fortune  on  a  friend  doth  shine, 

I  love  him  none  the  less;  "^        ; 

I  never  grieve,  I  never  pine,  '. ' 

For  wealth  I  don't  possess.  .  •" 

A  happy  home,  a  loving  wife,  ^     - 

Of  worldly  goods  a  store,  '      ■•. 

Contended  with  my  lot  in  life,  :•  • 

A  king  can  be  no  more. — Chartu. 

And  one  thing  too  I  hold  it  good. 

Wherever  1  may  be. 
To  do  to  others  as  I  would 

That  they  should  do  to  me. 
This  world  would  ne'er  be  dark  and  drear, 
•:•     >  •  If  each  would  try  the  plan 

Of  giving  when  they  had  to  spare, 

"K)  help  their  fellow -man.— CA<»T«. 
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THlE  PENNSYLVAJ/IA  TRAMP. 

There  I  am,  a  lonely  stranger, 

All  the  way  from  Pennsylvania; 
When  I  work  my  life's  in  uanger, 

Ladies  come  ami  pity  mc — hi  yah! 
I  have  traveled  tliis  world  over, 

In  my  pookets  not  a  stamp, 
My  name's  a  terror  to  this  nation, 

I'm  the  Pennsylvania  tramp— hi  yah! 

Cnouus. 

Measuring  flags'  my  occupation, 
Hunger  gives  me  many  a  cramp. 

Work  and  me  is  no  relation, 
I'm  the  Pennsylvania  tramp — hi  yah! 

Prom  New  Haven  to  Weehawken, 

That's  the  road,  boys,  don't  be  talking. 
On  my  back  an  army  walking, 

I  have  a  noble  sinecure — hi  yah! 
Barn  or  wood-shed  that's  my  bed-room, 

When  the  weather's  cold  or  damp, 
Robbiug  hen-coops  that's  the  racket, 

I'm  the  Pennsylvania  tramp — hi  yahl— CAoru*. 

I  am  one  that's  never  greedy, 

Rob  a  clothes  Hue  if  I'm  needy. 
You  will  never  find  me  seedy,  •.    • 

I'm  an  old  professional — hi  yahl 
I  am  on  the  hunt  for  money. 

Poverty's  my  brightest  lamp, 
A  maid  with  stamps,  that's  the  honey, 

I'm  the  Pennsylvania  tramp— hi  yah!- 


■  Chorus. 


of  8d 
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DEAREST^  MAE. 

>f  this  Sonjf  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Now,  niggers,  listen  to  me; 

A  story  I'll  relate; 
It  happen'd  in  de  valley, 

In  de  old  Car'lina  State; 
"Way  down  in  de  meadow, 

'Twas  dt.TC  I  mow'd  de  hay, 
I  always  work  de  harder 

When  I  t'iuk  ob  lubly  Mae. 

Cnoiirs. 

Oh,  dearest  Mae,  you  lubly  as  de  day. 

Your  eyes  are  bright, 

Dey  shine  at  night. 
When  de  moon  am  gwine  away. 

Old  massa  gib  me  holidaJ^ 

And  say  he'd  gib  me  more; 
I  t'anked  him  berry  kindly. 

And  shoved  my  boat  from  short; 
Oh.  down  de  ribber  I  glides  along, 

Wid  my  heart  so  light  and  free, 
To  de  cottatre  ob  my  lubly  Mae, 

I'd  loDg'd  so  much  to  see. — Chorus. 

On  de  banks  ob  de  ribber, 

Where  de  trees  dey  hang  so  low, 
De  'coon  among  de  branches  play. 

While  de  mink  he  keeps  below; 
Oh,  dat  is  de  spot. 

And  Mae  she  looks  so  neat. 
Her  eyes  dey  sparkle  like  de  stars. 

Her  lips  are  red  as  beet. — Chorus. 

Benead  de  shady  old  oak-tree. 

We  sat  for  many  an  hour, 
Happy  as  the  buzzard  bird 

Dat  flies  about  de  flower; 
But  oh,  dear  Mae,  I  left  her; 

She  cried  T^vhen  boff  we  parted; 
I  bid  sweet  Mae  farewell. 

And  back  to  Massa  started. — Chorus. 


— A  boarding-schobl  missr"t)eing  unwell,  thought  it  was  not 
genteel  tojsay  she  was  Ui^bus.  so  she  complained  of  being  Wil- 
fThese  are jkiys  of  refinement. 


Feel  for  the  Ey^g  that  are  Weeping. 

By  J.  McCarthy,  of  Logan  City,  Utah. 

Peel  for  the  eyes  that  arc  weeping 

With  anguish,  here  below; 
Tlirough  their  falling  tears  they're  reading 

The  pangs  of  others'  woe.  ' 

But  there  is  no  woe  that's  lasting 

While  love  here  guides  our  way; 
Although  all  our's  seemed  blasting, 

They  all  must  pass  away. 

Oh !  feel  for  the  pure  and  lowly 

Who  is  destined  to  roam 
Through  scenes  unholy. 

Without  a  friend  or  home. 
5e  receives  no  smile  of  greeting 

To  cheer  him  on  his  way; 
While  love's  dear  hopes  arc  fleeting. 

His  footsteps  go  astray. 

Feel  for  the  silent  sorrow        • 

That  suffers  all  alone,  > 

For  the  only  joy  they  borrow  \ 

Is  from  our  God  alone.  '     . 

When  domestic  joys  are  waning,      • : 

And  love  is  growing  cold, 
Oh!  the  soul  within  is  dreaming 

Of  sorrows  then  untold. 

When  our  household  gales  are  blowing. 

And  darkness  veils  our  skies. 
Oh !  then  salt  tears  are  flowing, 

And  raining  from  our  eyes. 
We'll  drink  of  the  stream  that's  coming 

Through  hope's  bright  fountain  clear; 
Down  through  many  rills  it's  running 

To  love's  bright  happy  sphere. 

MULCAHY'S  HOME  AGAIN. 

Copyright,  1875,  by  E.  H.  Uard'ng. 

The  Mnsio  of  this  Sonsr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  re-relpt  of 
:ii  cents,  by  Ilenry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

I  come  with  news  to-night,  me  boys. 

Just  heed  me  for  awhile; 
My  song  will  give  delight,  me  boys, 

r  or  it  makes  me  grin  and  smile. 
You've  heard  about  that  famous  man 

Who  left  us  all  in  pain, 
%  Sure,  he's  back  at  la.st,  all  safe  and  soundl 

Mulcahy's  home  again! 

Chorus. 

Then  shout,  and  cheer,  and  drink  yer  beer. 

No  more  in  grief  remain ; 
For  now  the  cry  is,  ev'ry where, 

Mulcahy's  home  again! 

I  met  him  down  in  Chambers  street, 

A  week  ago  to-day ; 
And  when  Ishook  Ids  friendly  hand. 

Sure,  I  thought  I'd  faint  away! 
He's  big  and  stout,  and  walks  about 

In  dress  both  nate  and  clane; 
Says  I  with  glee,  "Oh,  can  this  be 

ilulcahy  home  again?" — Ctvorus. 

I  asked  him  why  he  strayed  away. 

And  left  us  all  behind? 
But  divil  a  word  would  he  reply 

To  satisfy  me  mind; 
He  may  have  lived  in  foreign  lands. 

In  Jarsey,  or  in  Spain; 
But  none  will  care  from  whence  he  came. 

When  he's  home  with  us  again. — Chorus. 

He  talks  no  more  of  politics. 

He  says  he's  had  enough ; 
To  stand  their  capers  and  their  tricks. 

One  must  be  bold  and  tough!  ,    . 

He  thinks  he'll  start  a  corner  store. 

And  paint  a  sign  so  plain, 
To  greet  us  when  we  reach  the  door— 

"Mulcahy's  home  again!" — Chorus. 


y. 
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JOHN  ARMSTRONG.       ^   .: > 

Composed  by  Edward  Eennedy.   . . . .     ^  ■:■''-/.  r'^y. 

Now  attention  give  I  pray,  aud  list  to  what  I  say: 

I'll  do  my  best  to  please  you  in  my  song; 
A  statement  I  will  make  of  the  sad  unhappy  fate, 

Of  the  late  lamented  coachman,  John  Armstrong. 
He  was  shot  by  Joseph  Blair,  who  resided  in  Montclair; 

He  fell  a  corpse  outside  the  stable  door. 
Now  they  say  that  Blair'll  get  free,  tlio'  the  reason  I  can't  see, 
;  Unless  because  he's  rich  and  Armstrong's  poor.  , 

Chorus, 

Then  let  OSOadly  drop  a  tear,  as  we  think  of  the  friend  so  dear. 
Who's  now  sleeping  where  the  willows  gently  wave. 

Tho'  departed  from  us  now,  the  hand  of  death  upon  his  brow; 
We  know  the  angels  linger  near  his  grave. 

Now  suppose  that  Blair  got  free,  a  poor  man  like  you  or  me 

Might  be  murdered  in  the  street  most  any  day; 
And  would  you  think  'twas  right  for  a  poor  man  to  be  shot  on  sight, 

And  the  rich  get  off  because  they've  stamps  to  pay? 
But  how  different  it  would  be,  were  it  either  you  or  me. 

Who  a  rich  man  in  a  fit  of  passion  shot; 
Why!  they'd  hang  us-then  and  there — not  aliving  soul  would  care 

Whether  we  were  hung  up  innocent  or  not. — G/u>rus. 


NO  IRISH  WANTED  HERE. 

Words  by  Edward  Harrigan. 

'       Oh  1  I'm  an  Irish  laborer,  .      •   . 

I'm  hardy,  stout  and  strong;    , 
And  idleness  I  never  loved,  : 

To  our  race  it  don't  belong. 
I've  still  the  strength  and  will  to  toil. 

For  the  wants  of  life  are  dear;  " 

But  tould,  whene'er  I  ax  for  work,  •. 

No  Irish  wanted  herei 

•  .  V  '-  Chorus.  ■"' - 

You  might  think  it  a  misfortune  ; 

To  be  christened  Pat  or  Dan ; 
:    To  me  it  is  a  blessing  to  be  called  an  Irishman; 
For  I  may  live  to  see  the  day, 
.         Twill  come,  oh!  never  fear, 
.    _.  When  ignorance  gives  place  to  sense, 

ind  you'll  welcome  Irish  here — 

tis  then  you'll  welcome  Irish  here! 


V,    'TWAS  NOT  MY  FATHER 

';;  ••  •  Composed  by  Juliet  Coortrlfht. 

"  Please^  Mr.  Barkeeper,  has  father  been  here? 

He's  not  been  at  home  for  the  day; 
'Tis  now  almost  midnight,  and  mother's  in  fear 

Some  accident  keeps  him  away." 
"No,  no,  little  stranger,- or — ^yes,  he's  been  here; 

Some  oflBcers  took  him  away; 
He's  gone  to  the  lock-up — I'm  sorry,  my  dear;      ;,    ^ 

He's  done  something  wicked,  they  say."  ': 

Chorus.  -    -:~^ ■-''/'-_■■■     . ". 

"Oh!  'twas  not  my  father  who  did  the  bad  deed; 

'Twas  drinking  that  maddened  his  brain. 
Oh!  let  him  go  home  to  dear  mother,  I  plead; 

I'm  sure  he'll  not  touch  it  again; 

I'm  sure,  I'm  sure,  I'm  sure  he'll  not  touch  it  again.' 

"  Please,  Mr.  Policeman,  my  father  is  lost — 

A  man  says  you  took  him  away.  ■• : 

Oh!  can't  he  go  home,  sir;  and  what  will  it  cost 

If  mother  will  send  you  the  pay?  " 
"Oh!  no,  little  stranger,  your  father  can't  go;   .     •.  -    .^i. 

We  put  him  in  prison  to-day; 
Go  home  to  your  mother,  and  quick  let  her  know. 

What's  keepmg  your  father  away." — Clioru». 

"  Please,  sir,  Mr,  Jailer,  please  let  me  go  in —  ,  ■ , 

They  say  that  my  father's  inside. 
I  scarcely  can  tell  how  unhappy  we've  been; 

We  could  not  feel  worse  had  he  died. 
Please,  sir,  it  was  drinking  that  made  him  do  wrong; 

I'm  sure  he  will  drink  no  more. 
Oh!  just  a  few  minutes — a  minute's  not  long; " 

But  no  one  would  open  the  door. — Chorus. 

All  day  the  young  watclrer  stood  fast  by  the  door; 

In  vain  with  his  father  to  speak. 
It  creaked  its  great  hinges  twice  ten  times  or  more. 

As  prison  doors  only  can  creak.  "      ;' 

Then  speeding  throua;h  darkness  to  home  sad  as  death 

A  message  most  solemn  he  bore: 
"Dear  mother,  I'll  shun  it  as  long  as  I've  breath; 

I'll  touch  it  and  taste  it  no  more." — Cliarua. 
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Whin  your  country  was  in  danger, 

A  few  short  years  ago, 
Te  was  not  so  particular 

About  who  would  fight  the  foe; 
Whin  men  were  needed  for  the  ranks. 

To  preserve  the  rights  so  dear. 
Among  the  bravest  of  the  brave. 

It  was,  Irish  wanted  here! — Charut. 

For  generous  hearts  and  charity. 

Ye  mav  search  the  world  around. 
Poor  Paddy's  hospitality. 

Sure  its  like  was  never  found. 
He'd  give  the  clothes  from  off  his  back. 

His  blood  for  friends  so  dear; 
But  prejudice  and  envy  vile  says. 

No  Irish  wanted  here ! — Clwru». 

Oh!  let  your  hearts  be  kind  and  just. 

And  help  Paddy  from  the  wall; 
For  God  in  heav'n  made  the  world,  X 

With  lots  of  room  for  all. 
Let  us  stretch  our  hands  across  the  sea, 

To  the  green  old  Isle  so  dear. 
And  give  the  Irish  boys  and  girls 

Glad  welcome  over  here! — Chorui, 


—If  a  woman  talks  of  dress-goods  and  millinery,  the  men  say 
she  hasn't  a  mind  above  such  frivolities;  if  her  conversation 
be  of  neighborhood  small  talk,  she  is  set  down  as  a  gossip ;  if 
she  run  on  about  idle  nothiuirs,  she  is  a  dunce  or  a  ninny;  it  she 
deals  with  literary  or  scieniiflc  themes,  she  is  a  blue-stocking; 
if  she  talks  politics,  she  is  sneered  at  as  a  suffrage-screamer. 
One  m<£4tf^|nir  that  the  stronger  sex  was  jealous  of  the  weaker, 
but  of  coUBM  0verybody  knows  it  is  not  so. 


Carry  the  News  to  Mary. 

The  Music  of  this  Sons  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paldLpn  receipt  of 
85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York. 

Oh,  Martha  wept  and  Mary  cried,  "^  . 

We're  all  surrounded :  V 

The  good  old  man  has  gone  and  died. 

We're  all  surrounded;  ■  •      ■ 

Shake  off  your  slumbers  and  arise,  ," 

We're  all  surrounded; 
The  sun  is  shining  in  the  skies,  =  • 

We're  all  surrounded.  ,      '  '^^ 

■-i' .,■'-'■■--'"-.  '  Chorus.  .-y-".'. 

Carry  the  news,  -     -  :      - ' 

Carry  the  news  to  Mary     .;    ;  .- 

Carry  the  news,  r.  •. 

We're  all  surrounded. 

The  good  old  man  we'll  see  no  more,      . 

We're  all  surrounded; 
He  has  gone  to  the  happy  shore,    ' 
;     •  We're  all  surrounded; 

He's  cone  and  left  us  darks  alone,  >" 

We're  all  surrounded; 
And  Gabriel's  trumpet  called  him  home,       ^  \ 
\  We're  all  surrounded. — Charu*.  T 

Adam  and  Eve  climbed  up  a  tree,  "■ '  ,. 

We're  all  surrounded;  » 

Their  lamb  and  master  for  to  see,  ■ ,.  . 

We're  all  surrounded;  C  '       •. 

Eve  stole  an  apple  from  the  tree,  .  ,•  ' 

We're  all  surrounded;  '■ 

And  Adam  was  stung  by  a  bumble-bee 

We're  all  surrounded. — Cliaruf. 
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ASLEEP  AT  THE  SWITCH. 
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A  B«oltation.— By  George  Hoej. 


first  thing  that  I  remember 
Carlo  tugging  away, 
the  sleeve  of  my  coat  fast  in  his  teeth, 
lag  as  much  as  to  eay: 
"  C|>me,  master,  awake,  and  tend  to  the  switch, 

ves  now  depend  upon  you, 
Thibk  of  the  souls  in  the  coming  train 

the  graves  you're  sending  them  to- 
Thihk  of  the  mother  and  babe  at  her  breast. 

T  link  of  the  father  and  son, 
Thi  >k  of  the  lover,  and  loved-one,  too, 
Tliink  of  them  doomed  every  one 
all,  as  it  were,  by  your  very  band, 
to  yon  fathomless  ditch, 
Mufdered  by  one  who  should  guard  them  from  harm, 
Y  'ho  now  lies  asleep  at  the  switch." 


Pulli 


*  ■! 


I  sprang  up  amazed,  scarce  knew  where  I  stood. 

Sleep  had  o'ermastcrcd  jne  so; 
I  cojula  hear  the  wind  hollowly  howling 

And  the  deep  river  dashing  below, 
I  could  hear  the  forest  leaves  rustling 

Afi  the  trees  by  the  tempest  were  fanned, 
Butiwhat  was  that  noise  at  a  distance? 

Tuat — I  could  not  understand! 
I  heard  it  at  first  indistinctly. 

Like  the  rolliag  of  some  mufQed  drum, 
Thep  nearer  and  nearer  it  came  to  me. 

And  made  my  very  ears  hum; 
Whit  is  this  light  that  surrounds  me 

Apd  seems  to  set  fire  to  my  brain? 
Whit  whistle's  that  yelling  so  shrilly! 

Oh,  God!    I  know  now— it's  the  train. 

We  pften  stand  facing  some  danger. 

And  seem  to  take  root  to  the  place; 
So  ]|  stood  with  this  demon  before  me. 

Its  heated  breath  scorching  my  face. 
Its  headlight  made  day  of  the  darkness, 

And  glared  like  the  eyes  of  some  witch; 
Thejtram  was  almost  upon  me, 

Bifore  I  remembered  the  switch. 
I  sprang  to  it.  seizing  it  wildly. 

Tie  train  dashing  fast  down  the  track. 
The  switch  resisted  my  efforts, 

S(  me  devil  seemed  holding  it  back; 
On,  on,  came  the  fiery  eyed  monster 

A.  id  shot  by  my  face  like  a  flash; 
I  swooned  to  the  earth  the  next  moment, 

A  id  knew  nothing  after  the  crash. 

Ho'v '  long  I  laid  there  unconscious. 

"^  ere  impossible  for  me  to  tell, 
My  i  tupor  was  almost  a  heaven, 

M  r  waking  almost  a  hell — 
For|[  then  heard  the  piteous  moaning 

And  shrieking  of  husbands  and  wives. 
And  I  thought  of  the  day  we  all  shrink  from, 

"When  I  must  account  for  their  lives; 
Mot  ters  rushed  by  me  like  maniacs, 

T  leir  eyes  staring  madly  and  wild; 
Fatl  ers,  losing  tlieir  courage, 

G(  ive  way  to  their  grief  like  a  child; 
Chil  Iren  searching  for  parents, 

I  ]  loticed,  as  by  me  they  sped. 

And  lips  that  could  form  naught  but  "Mamma," 
W  ere  calling  for  one  perhaps  dead. 

My  1  aind  was  made  up  in  a  second, 
Tl  le  river  should  hiae  me  away; 
Wh(  n.  under  the  still  burning  rafters, 

I I  uddenly  noticed  there  lay 

A  Hi  tie  white  hand,  she  who  owned  it 

W  as  doubtless  an  object  of  love 
To  <  ne  whom  her  loss  would  drive  frantic. 

Tie'  she  guarded  him  now  from  at>ove; 
I  tenderly  lifted  the  rafters 

Aid  quietly  laid  them  one  side; 
Ho^  little  she  thought  of  her  journey, 

Wfhea  she  left  for  this  last  fatal  ride; 
I  lified  the  last  log  from  off  her. 

Aid  while  searching  for  some  spark  of  life, 


Turned  her  little  face  up  in  the  starlight. 
And  recognized — Maggie,  my  wife! 

Oh,  Lord!  Thy  courage  is  a  hard  one. 

At  a  blow  Thou  hast  shattered  my  pride; 
My  life  will  be  one  endless  night-time. 

With  Maggie  away  from  my  side; 
Uow  often  we've  sat  down  and  pictured 

Tlie  scenes  in  our  long  happy  life; 
Mow  I'd  strive  through  all  my  lifetime 

To  build  up  a  home  for  my  wife. 
How  people  would  envy  us  always 

In  our  cosy  and  neat  little  nest, 
When  I  would  do  all  of  the  labor, 

And  Maggie  should  all  the  day  rest; 
Uow  one  of  God's  blessings  might  cheer  us. 

When  some  day  I  p'r'aps  should  be  rich. 
But  all  of  my  dreams  have  been  shattered. 

While  I  lay  there  asleep  at  the  switch. 

I  fancied  I  stood  on  my  trial. 

The  jury  and  judge  I  could  see. 
And  every  eye  in  the  court  room 

Was  steadfastly  fixed  upon  me; 
And  fingers  were  pointed  in  scorn. 

Till  I  felt  my  face  blushing  blood-red, 
And  the  next  thing  I  heard  were  the  words, 

"Ilung  by  the  neck  until  dead." 
Then  I  felt  myself  pulled  once  again. 

And  my  hand  caught  tight  hold  of  a  dress. 
And  I  heard,  "  What's  tlie  matter,  dear  Jim? 

You've  had  a  bad  night-mare  I  guess." 
And  there  stood  Maggie  my  wife 

With  never  a  scar^^from  the  ditch, 
I'd  been  taking  a  nap  in  my  bed 

And  had  not  been  asleep  at  the  switch. 


.•..;■« 
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-       WIDOW   MACHREE. 

Widow  Machree,  pray  then  open  your  door, 

Och,  hone!  widow  Machree, 
And  show  me  the  easiest  plank  in  your  floor, 
Och,  hone  I  widow  Macnree. 

Ye  have  nothing  to  fear, 
I  tell  you,  my  dear, 
Not  a  sound  can  ye  hear. 
In  sleep  coming  from  me; 
Barnn'  that  Ishould  creep. 
Or  walk  in  my  sleep, 
Och,  honel  widow  Machree. 

Widow  Machree,  for  the  third  and  last  time, 

Och,  honel  widow  Machree. 
Will  you  listen  to  reason  that's  seasoned  with  rhyme? 
Ocii,  honel  widow  Machree. 

Just  think  of  the  time. 
When  you'd  get  past  your  prime, 
Would  you  think  it  a  crime. 
That  you  cheated  mankind 
Of  what  nature  designed? 

Darlin'  widow  Machree,  will  you  fully  explain, 

Och,  hone!  widow  Machree, 
For  the  good  of  your  conscience  and  soul,  what  I  mean? 
Och,  honel  widow  Machree. 

Didn't  old  Adam  loan.  '. I 

From  his  rib  a  backbone 
To  manufacture,  och,  honel 
For  posteritv. 
The  first  female  man? 
Deny  that  if  you  can, 
Och,  honel  widow  Machree.  > 

Widow  Machree,  pay  your  debts,  fie  for  shame, 

Och,  hone!  widow  Machree, 
As  you  owe  man  a  rib,  I  lay  claim  to  that  same, 
Och,  hone!  widow  Machree.  / 

And  by  paying  the  debt, 
You'll  draw  interest  yet, 
And  an  armful  you'll  get,  ..-'', 

Of  that  same  property; 
Shall  be  yours  while  lif«>  bides,  ,•>.:; 

And  a  great  deal  besides.  :      '!     .-.  " 

Och,  honel  widow  Machree.       -     '     v-    >/.    . 
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WRECK  OF  THE  "LONDON." 

I  am  ffoing  to  say  a  word  of  a  shipwreck  that  ocoarred 
On  board  the  steamship  "  London,"  which,  no  doabt,  70a  all  bar*  hsard; 
It  is  fearful  to  tell  of  the  sorrows  that  befell  ,;  .  \  :;   ■•  .        ::  v 

Of  that  ill-fated  vessel  and  passengers  as  weU.  ' 

For  they  danced  with  right  good  glee,  as  they  sailed  out  on  the  ua. 
Not  dreaming  for  a  moment,  but  safe  landed  all  would  be ; 
But  soon  their  hopes  were  blighted,  as  they  looked  both  far  and  wide, 
They  saw  chance  was  hopeless  in  that  fearful  running  tida. 

They  sailed  away  that  morning,  so  beautiful  and  bright, 

With  cheerful  hearts  they  dashed  away,  till  land  was  far  from  sight ; 

Thinking  of  friends  so  dear,  and  to  be  welcomed  when  arrived ; 

Bat,  alas  1  to  them  it  was  not  to  be,  of  their  hopes  they  were  deprived. 

For  a  gale  it  came  upon  them,  and  made  each  heart  to  quail. 

As  it  dealt  out  death  and  desolation,  yes,  and  tore  down  every  sail ; 

For  now  a  voice  that  rent  the  air,  so  very  wild  and  high, 

0,  Qod  1  look  down  upon  us  all.  If  now  that  we  must  die  I 

Now,  when  they  found  the  ship  was  sinking,  and  death  was  drawing  nl£^ 
The  Captain  did  his  best  to  save— and  Q.  V.  Brooks  did  try— 
For  some  of  the  crew  stupid,  and  they  stood  there  like  big  stumps ; 
But  Brooks  be  kept  bis  spirits  up  and  still  worked  at  the  pumps. 

For  he  was  up  to  his  knees  in  water,  and  nothing  on  his  feet ; 
He  worked  away,  I  am  told,  all  day,  for  he  knew  that  life  was  sweet : 
And  when  he  found  bis  task  was  over,  to  the  Steward  he  did  say : 
Give  my  love  to  all  my  Melbourne  friends,  when  I  am  far  away.  , 

Now,  a  boat  was  lowered  and  stored  with  living  from  the  wreck. 
Whilst  a  deathly  pale  shone  on  each  cheek,  upon  the  crowded  deck ; 
Captain  Martin  would  not  go  with  them,  but  stood  there  heart  and  hand, 
And  the  last  words  on  his  dyicg  lips  were,  "Gk>d  speed  you  all  to  land." 

For  he  stood  so  noble  and  so  calm,  while  the  waves  they  dashed  around. 
For  he  fully  made  up  his  own  mind  with  the  ship  he  would  go  down ; 
For  now  a  lady  offered  a  thousand  pounds  to  take  her  in  the  boat. 
But  they  could  not  pull  back  again  when  once  they  were  afloat. 

Now  what  must  have  been  the  feelings  of  that  terror-stricken  crew, 
As  they  left  that  awful  scene  of  wreck,  and  over  the  ocean  flew ; 
With  timid  hearts  and  glaring  eyes,  as  they  glanced  awhile  around. 
They  saw  the  "  London  "  disappear  and  all  of  them  go  down. 

So  they  took  their  last  farewell  as  the  waves  came  bounding  o'er, 
And  consigned  them  to  their  resting-place,  where  they'll  be  seen  no  more ; 
So  let  this  be  the  prayer  of  all,  where  sympathy  may  be  : 
May  Ood  look  down  upon  them  all,  as  they  now  lay  in  the  sea. 


Brother's  Fainting  at  the  Door. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  86  ceuU,  by  11.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

;  Youder  comes  a  weary  soldier,  - 

With  falt'ring  steps  across  the  moor; 
:  Hem'ries  of  the  past  steal  o'er  me — 
He  totters  to  the  cottage  door; 
■      Look,  my  heart  can  not  deceive  me, 

'Tis  one  we  deemed  on  earth  no  more; 
Call  mother,  hasten,  do  not  tarry, 
For  brother's  fainting  at  the  door. 

Cnouus. 
Kindly  greet  the  weary  soldier,  " 

Words  of  comfort  may  restore;    "; 
You  may  have  an  absent  brother. 

Fainting  at  a  stranger's  door. 

"  Tell  us,  brother,  of  the  battle. 

Why  you  were  numbered  with  the  slain? 
We,  who  thought  you  lost  forever. 

Now  clasp  you  to  our  arms  again. 
Oh,  may  others  share  the  blessing 

Which  heaven  kindly  keeps  in  store; 
May  they  meet  their  absent  loved  ones, 

Ay,  e'en  though  fainting  at  the  door."— Chorus. 

"I  was  wounded  and  a  pris'ner, 
Our  ranks  were  broken,  forced  to  fly, 
-  Thrown  within  a  gloomy  dungeon. 
Away  from  friends,  alone,  to  die. 
.:  '      Still  the  hope  was  strong  within  me, 

A  cherished  hope  that  would  restore; 
I  have  lived,  by  heaven's  blessing, 
To  meet  my  loved  one's  at  the  door." — Chorus. 


When  the  Pigs  Begin  to  Fly. 

The  Words  and  Mnsic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  35  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1883,  New  York  City. 

-/  I've  got  the  gift  of  prophecy. 
As  I  will  quickly  show,    _  ,.  . 
The  secret  of  the  future  "'■'■:.'  ^^■'■■/;^^ 

-  Most  infallibly  I  know; 

.  <  I'll  give  you  a  few  straight  tipa»   ;I^  r";; 

And  I  will  prophesy  ': 

Of  some  strange  things  to  happen. 
When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly.  '  .^^ 

■'•''■■•  Chorus.     "•■■-   '  ^- -      '■-'•■ 

When  the  pigs  begin  to  fiy,  oh!  won't  the  pork  be  high, 
Tho'  they  are  the  most  unlikely  birds  that  ever  flew  in  the  sky; 

I  see  no  reason  why  they  never  should  have  a  try — 
Much  queerer  things  will  come  to  pass  when  the  pigs  begin  to  fly 

Some  folks  they  want  cremation. 

And  are  very  much  i)erplexed 
Because  they  say  they'd  rather  bum  <  • 

In  this  world  than  the  next.  .'*'v. 

They're  bound  to  make  a  'ash  of  it,   - 

Ii  they  cremation  try,  ;        i. 

Theyll  settle  this  burning  question 

When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly. 

.   ,  :  Chouus. 

When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly,  oh !  won't  the  pork  be  high, 

Tho'  they  are  the  most  unlikely  birds  that  ever  flew  in  the  sky; 
I  see  no  reason  why  they  never  should  have  a  try — 

We'll  all  adopt  cremation  when  the  pigs  begin  to  fly. 

We  hear  a  lot  of  women's  wrongs 
And  also  women's  rights,  .    - 

They  want  to  wear  the  breeches. 
Do  the  old  and  ugly  frights.  .  ^  ■ .  ;■ 

The  rights  they  need  are  marriage  rites,  ^.'   ,.  ' 
For  Home  Rule  they  sliould  try;      .      .  r     j 

We'll  send  old  maids  to  Parliament       ;• 
""  ^;  ;  When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly.  •  "        - 

Cnouus. 

When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly,  oh  I  won't  the  pork  be  high, 

Tho'  they  are  the  most  unlikely  birds  that  ever  flew  in  the  sky; 

I  see  no  reason  wliy  they  never  should  have  a  try — 
Old  spinsters  will  be  ministers  when  the  pigs  begin  to  fly. 

The  force  of  folly  and  of  fashion  ^  ', 

Could  no  further  go. 
You  must  confess  that  ladies' dress      .  .-  - ," 

At  present  is  a  show. 
With  ruffs,  puffs,  cuffs,  and  muffs,  and  stufb. 

Dame  Nature  they  defy, 
I  do  believe  they'll  aress  like  Eve 

When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly.  '; 

Cnonus. 

When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly,  oh !  won't  the  pork  be  high, 
Tho'  they  are  the  most  unlikely  birds  that  ever  flew  in  the  sky; 

I  see  no  reason  why  they  shoula  never  have  a  try — 
They'll  only  wear  their  natural  hair  when  the  pigs  begin  to  fly. 

A  day  will  come  when  ev'ry  belle 

Will  dress  with  simple  taste; 
She  won't  puff  out  her  figure 

And  screw  in  her  dainty  waist.  '• ' 

High  heels,  low  bodies,  dress  improvers. 

Chignons  she'll  decry. 
Drop  powder  puff,  and  all  such  stuff. 

When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly. 

Chorus.  ^ 

When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly,  oh !  won't  the  pork  be  high, 
Tho'  they  are  the  most  unlikely  birds  that  ever  flew  in  the  sky; 

I  see  no  reason  why  they  never  should  have  a  try — 
Each  female  saint  will  never  paint  when  the  pigs  begin  to  fly. 


— A  chap,  in  giving  a  definition  of  a  baby,  says  it  is  composed 
of  a  bald  head  and  a  pair  of  lungs.  One  of  the  lungs  takes  a 
rest  while  the  other  one  runs  the  shop.  One  of  them  is  always 
on  deck  all  of  the  time.  Tlie  baby  is  a  bigger  man  than  his 
mother.  He  likes  to  walk  around  with  his  father  at  ni^ht.  The 
father  does  most  of  the  walking,  and— all  of  the  sweanng. 
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My  Dear  Little  Friend,  Louise. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 
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In  mi  rambles  around  tliro'  the  avenues  bright, 

I  o^  clianc'd  a  maiden  to  meet, 
Who  Boon  grew  to  favor  me  with  a  sweet  smile. 

Whene'er  her  dear  presence  I'd  greet; 
Of  course  our  acquaintance  to  friendship  soon  led, 

Wefseem'd  one  another  to  please. 
Then  fehe  gave  me  her  name,  and  soon  she  became 

My  dear  little  friend,  Louise. 

I  ".■■.-■:  Chorus.  ''.    -    - 

.    My  dear  little  friend,  Louise, 
My  sweet  little  friend,  Louise, 
A  jewel,  a  pearl,  a  nice,  pleasant  girl, 
Was  my  dear  little  friend,  Louise. 

4'  - 

To  pi  ?ase  mj  Louise  was  ever  my  aim, 

I  m 'er  estimated  the  cost; 
And  J  resents  that  "downed  "  my  poor  pocket  book  small, 

At  1  he  feet  of  my  beauty  were  toss'd; 
The  s  ippers,  theatres,  the  dances  and  drives. 

My  purse  often  gave  a  tiglit  squeeze. 
But  tl, en  I  didn't  miud,  for  I  went  it  blind. 

For  my  dear  little  friend,  Louise. 

Spokin— Yes;  she  was  dear,  too.  She'd  protest  that  game 
suppers  were  "just  too  expensive" — but  she'd  eat 'em  1  She'd 
vow  it  vas  foolisli  to  go  to  theatres  and  balls— but  she'd  always 
get  foolish  and  go!  She'd  declare  that  she  just  really  couldn't 
accept  F  resents — but  she  did.  Took  'era  all.  And  from  me,  too. 
But  I  diia't  mind;  because,  you  see,  she  was — 

Chorus. 

'      My  dear  little  friend,  Louise, 
My  dear  little  friend,  Louise, 
Such  love  I  did  feel,  tho'  she  cost  a  great  deal, 
[         Did  my  dear  little  friend,  Louise. 

At  laal  the  expenses  grew  rather  too  grand. 

My  money,  of  course,  soon  ran  out. 
Then  wondrously  quick  each  sweet  radiant  smile, 

Wai  chang'd  to  a  frown  or  a  pout;  |- 

'Twaa  then  I  protested,  but  soon  was  I  crush'd, 

Am  dropp'd  just  as  neat  as  you  please, 
For  si  e  whisper'd  "  Good-bye!  I  come  very  high!  " 

Th€  a  off  went  my  friend,  Louise. 

Spoken — Speaking  candidly,  I  was  given  a  "clean  shake." 

t  over  it.     Saw  Louise  yesterday.     Another  fellow  with 

A)wt?ier  y\ct\m\    Another  "jay"  to  trot  her  'round  and 

presents.     She  had  same  sweet  smile,  and  same  sweet 

a  I  raised  my  hat,  out  of  respect  to  the  gorgeous  nerve 


ROBIN   ADAIR. 


TT 


But  I  g( 
her. 

buy  her 
stvle; 
of— 


aiL< 
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Chorus. 

That  dear  little  fraud,  Louise, 

That  sweet  little  cheat,  Louise, 
So  backward  and  shy,  yet  alarmingly  "fly," 

Was  that  dear  little  fraud,  Louise. 


Scenes  that  are  Brightest. 

Scenes  that  are  brightest 

May  charm  awhile 
Hearts  which  are  lightest, 

And  eyes  that  smile; 
■^  ,        Yet  o'er  them,  above  us. 

Though  nature  may  beam, 
With  none  to  love  us. 

How  sad  they  seem — 
With  none  to  love  us. 

How  sad  they  seem. 

Words  cannot  scatter 

The  thoughts  we  fear,  ' 
For  though  they  flatt  r. 

They  mock  the  ear. 
Hopes  will  still  deceive  us 

With  tearful  cost. 
And  when  they  leave  us 

The  heart  is  lost — 
And  when  they,  leave  us 

The  heart  is  lost. 


The  Words  and  Maslc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  35  cenu,  by  H.  J.  NV  eoman,  P.  O.  Box  18SS,  New  York  City. 

What's  this  dull  town  to  me? 

Robin's  not  here; 
What  was't  I  wish'd  to  see? 
'^^  What  wish'd  to  hear? 

Where's  all  the  joy  and  mirth. 
Made  this  town  a  heaven  on  earth? 
Oh!  they're  all  fled  with  thee, 

Robin  Adair. 

What  made  th'assembly  shine  t 

Robin  Adair; 
What  made  the  ball  so  fine? 

Robin  was  there. 
What  when  the  play  was  o'er,  ' 

What  made  my  heart  so  sore? 
Oh  1  it  was  parting  with  i         • 

Robin  Adair. 

But  now  thou'rt  cold  to  me, 

Robin  Adair; 
Yet  I'll  be  true  to  thee, 

Robin  Adair. 
And  him  Iloved  so  well, 
Still  in  my  heart  shall  dwell,  ." 

Oh !  I  can  ne'er  forget  ^. 

Robin  Adair.  ' 


■'^)-^; 


Since  Terry  First  Joined  the  Q-ang. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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My  name  it  is  Mike  Slattery, 

And  from  Ireland  I  came,  "' 

And  I've  a  son  who's  a  big  blackguard. 

And  Terrence  is  his  name; 
He  wears  a  gold  watch  and  chain, 

And  he  calls  it  a  "  supper,"  and  a  "  slang;** 
Oh!  my  heart  is  broke,  God  knows  it  is. 

Since  Terry  first  joined  the  "  gang." 

Chorus. 

He'll  come  rolling  home  in  the  morning. 
And  he'll  give  the  door  the  divil's  own  bang; 

Oh!  my  heart  is  broke,  God  knows  it  is. 
Since  Terry  first  joined  the  "gang." 

When  he  came  home  last  Thursday  night, 

Sure  I  talked  to  him  very  nice; 
When  he  said,  old  man,  you're  getting  too  fresh. 

And  we'll  soon  have  to  put  you  on  ice; 
He  told  the  old  woman  for  to  take  a  drop. 

And  shut  up  giving  him  her  slang; 
Oh!  her  heart  is  broke,  God  knows  it  is. 

Since  Terry  first  joined  the  "gang." — Charu$. 

Sure,  he  stands  upon  the  corner, 
"^  From  morning  until  night; 

And  if  the  policeman  says  "  move  on  I " 

He'll  spit  at  him  with  spite; 
He  went  to  the  market  only  yesterday. 

And  there  he  stole  a  big  nam. 
And  he  got  three  months  in  the  Penitentiary, 

Along  with  the  rest  of  the  "  gang."— (7A<>ru«. 


JUST   OVER 

I  came  from  Tipperary  a  few  short  months  ago, 
With  spirits  light  and  airy,  I'm  an  emigrant  you  know; 
Pray,  let  me  ask  yer  pardon,  smile  on  me  if  yer  please. 
For  I  came  from  Tipperary,  so  far  beyant  the  seas. 

Chorus.  ' 

For  Pm  just  over,  just  over. 

Just  over  from  the  old  country; 

Just  over,  just  over,  but  I'll  soon  go  back  again. 

But  now  I'm  going  to  leave  ye,  I'm  going  far  away,  ' 

I'm  going  to  leave  the  land  I  love — tnat's  dear  America: 
I  am  going  back  to  my  birth-place,  in  that  little  isle  so  green. 
The  home  of  all  true  Irish,  and  the  best  place  that  I've  seen. 

For  I'm  just  over,  just  over,  &c. 
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THE  VAG-ABQND. 

The  Words  and  Mnsic  of  this  Sone  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  35  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1888,  New  York  City. 

•       Homeless,  ragged  and  tanned,  :     '^  •     " 

Under  the  changeful  sky,  ^  V. 

Who  so  free  in  the  land?        1    \  ^  ;  ; 
:         Who  so  contended  as  I?  '      -        ;    . 

.   ■  Never  need  I  quake  •  - 

Lest  fortune  prove  unkind. 

Never  my  heart  break 

That  vows  have  ceased  to  bind. 

Not  even  a  dog 

Would  I  call  by  friendship's  name; 

Lonely  I  jog. 

E'en  thither  whence  I  came. 
Chorus. 

Homeless,  ragged  and  tanued, 
Under  the  changeful  sky,  .  . 

.        Who  so  free  in  the  land? 

Who  so  contended  as  I?      ,- 

Nursed  by  hunger  and  want. 

Taught  out"  of  nature's  page. 

Banned  by  saintliest  cant,  ,.       V 

Scorning  hypocrisy's  wage. 

Singing,  I  plod  by  wayward  fancy  led. 

Trusting  in  God,  who  the  sparrows  still  hath  fed. 

No!  let  me  die — ere  be  the  world's  base  thrall. 

Fate  I  defy — to-morrow  ne'er  recall. — Chonu.    :  -  ■ 

Once  tender  love  watched  at  my  side. 
Now  from  above  her  angels  may  guide; 
When  heaven  above  asks  my  last  breath,      .  ;.    ' 
An|;el-love  smile  on  the  vagabond's  death,    :  • 
Smile  on  the  vagabond's  death. 
'.  •  Ah !  homeless,  ragged  and  tanned,    ,      •,-/;'• 
Under  the  changeful  sky,  ;      ' 

Who  80  free  in  the  land?  ',  { 

:  Who  so  contended  as  I? — CJumu. 


GET  A  LITTLE   TABLE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonc  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  12  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1833,  New  York  City. 

Some  people  say  it's  jolly 

To  lead  a  single  li^,  ...         v  - 

But  I  believe  in  marriage  -     . 

And  the  comforts  of  a  wife, 
A  wife's  the  greatest  blessing 

If  she's  honest,  good  and  true, 
So  if  you  want  to  marry,  boys,  i  >:     : 

I'll  tell  you  what  to  do: 

Choutts.  ; 

Get  a  little  table,  get  a  little  chair; 
;    Gkt  a  tiny  little  house  in  a  little  square; 
Get  a  little  wife,  then  get  a  little  '.'  tin," 
Get  a  little  cradle  just  to  rock  the  baby  in. 

A  single  man  in  lodgings 

Cannot  have  much  delight, 
There's  nobody  to  speak  to 

When  he  sits  at  home  at  night;  ■         .. 
There's  nothing  to  attract  him, 

Or  pass  the  time  away. 
He'd  quickly  find  the  difference 

If  he'd  list  to  what  I  say — and— (7A<w*u«. 

A  married  man  has  comforts 

Which  a  single  man  has  not,       ->  /• 

His  clothes  are  all  well  mended, 

And  his  meals  are  always  hot ; 
Of  course  they  may  have  quarrels,  -. 

Just  an  odd  one  now  and  then. 
It's  almost  worth  while  falling  out 

To  make  it  up  again. — Chorut. 

There's  little  use  in  asking 

A  girl  to  marry  you,  •  '      .  ' 

Unless  you  have  a  little  coin,        ''^'''yy--'.'-'.'    -.:','' 

And  a  home  to  take  her  to; 
A  good  wife  loves  to  see  her  home 

Look  cosy,  clean  and  nice, 
So  if  you  would  be  happy,  boys,  ; .  -., .'   ;  :  ■ 

Why  just  take  my  advice: — Chorut. 


The  Old  Rustic  Bridge  by  the  MilL  ^ 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Spear  &  Dehnhoff.    Published  by  permission  of  J.  W. 
Taylor,  owner  of  copyright  by  assignment.    Orchestra  parts,  GO  cents. 
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receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

I'm  thinking  to-night  of  the  old  rustic  bridge 

That  bends  o'er  the  murmuring  stream; 
'Twas  there,  Maggie  dear,  with  our  hearts  full  of  cheer, 

We  stray'd  'neath  the  moon's  gentle  gleam; 
'Twas  there  I  first  met  you — the  light  of  your  eyes 

Awoke  in  my  heart  a  sweet  thrill ; 
Tho'  now  far  away,  still  my  thoughts  fondly  stray 

To  the  old  rustic  bridge  by  the  mill.  •      >. 

Chorus.  : ; 

Beneath  it  the  stream  gentlv  rippled,  -       ^ 

■  '■'■■■       Around  it  the  birds  loved  to  thrill; 

Tho'  now  far  away,  still  my  thoughts  fondly  stray 
To  the  old  rustic  bridge  by  the  mill. 

How  often,  dear  Maggie,  when  j'ears  passed  away, 

And  we  plighted  lovers  became. 
We  rambled  the  path  to  the  bridge,  day  by  day,  '. 

The  smiles  of  each  other  to  claim;  •  " 

But  one  day  we  parted  in  pain  and  regret. 

Our  vows  then  we  could  not  fulfill; 
Oh !  may  we  soon  meet  and  our  fond  love  repeat. 

On  the  old  rustic  bridge  by  the  mill. — CJiarut, 

I  keep  in  my  mem'ry  our  love  of  the  past — 

With  me  tis  as  bright  as  of  old; 
For  deep  in  my  heart  it  was  planted  to  last,  '' 

In  absence  it  never  grows  cold. 
I  think  of  j'ou,  darling,  when  lonely  at  night. 

And  when  all  is  peaceful  and  still. 
My  heart  wanders  back  in  a  dream  of  delight. 

To  the  old  rustic  bridge  by  the  mill. — Choru*.         •  v 

Since  Cordelia  First  Wore  Bangs. 

Sung  by  Miss  St.  George  Hussey. 


Now  I  am  a  dacent  Irishman, 
My  cognomen  is  O'Brien,  .' 

-,  And  in  new-fashioned  fol-de-di-dos 

My  daughter  cuts  a  shine.  "    . 

She  wears  pullbacks  and  bustles. 
And  talks  yer  American  slangs. 
But  she  takes  the  cake  and  the  crackers  and  cheese, 
.'  Since  Cordelia  put  on  the  bangs. 

Chorus. 

'     ;.     _  .        Her  Montagues  and  her  frizzes, 
'    '    '  She  says  is  worn  by  the  gangs; 

'  r.        Her  hair  now  looks  as  if  'twas  cut  by  an  axe,  » 
Since  Cordelia  put  on  bangs. 

:' Cross-eyed  Phil  McGinty 

*      Is  the  one  she  calls  her  mash, 

,  But  if  I  catch  this  dirty  blackguard. 

Of  him  I'll  make  corn-beef  hash.  '     -.. 

About  fourteen  o'clock  in  the  morning,  ■: 

They  come  from  the  ball  in  gangs. 
Faith!  Cordelia  is  going  crazy  '< 

Since  she  wore  Montague  bangs. — Chorut,  .-^ 

THE   APPLE   OF   MY   EYE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of-this  Song  ■will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Oh!  where,  oh!  where  can  all  the  music  be,  ..     ,;_ 

Falling  on  my  ear,  floating  in  the  air? 
Or  are  the  angels  singing  love  to  me 

'Bout  Miss  Susie  Dean,  the  apple  of  my  eye?         • -. 

Chorus. 

Oh  I  Susie,  my  darling,  I  hope  I  never  die,      :■-  " 

That  you  may  live  forever,  the  apple  of  my  eye. 

'Twas  in  the  orchard,  Susie  darling,  when  no  one  else  was  nigh, 

I  called  you  then  my  star  and  treasure,  the  apple  of  my  eye. 

'  -y     It  fills  my  soul  with  joy  and  ecstacy — 

The  memory  is  so  sweet,  of  when  we  first  did  meet 
The  sweetest  fruit,  that  ripens  on  a  tree, 
,     With  Susie  can't  compete,  the  apple  of  my  eye. 
''    ■  Oh!  Susie,  my  darling,  I  hope,  &c. 
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OLE  DAN  TUCKER 

.  and  Music  of  this  Son«  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
of  35  cents,  by  U.  J.  WeLman,  V.  O.  Box  ISSi,  New  York  City. 

I  came  to  town  de  udder  night, 
I  hear  de  noise  an'  saw  de  fight; 
De  watchniaa  was  a-runuiQ'  roun', 
Oryin':  "  Olo  Dan  Tucker'a  come  to  town." 

Cnouua. 

So  get  out  de  way,  Olo  Dan  Tucker, 
Get  out  de  way,  Ole  Dan  Tucker, 
,    Get  out  de  way,  Ole  Dan  Tucker, 
You're  too  late  to  come  to  supper. 

Ole  Dan  he  went  down  to  de  mill 

To  get  some  meal  to  put  in  de  swill; 

De  miller  he  swore  by  de  point  of  his  knife 

He  never  see'd  such  a  man  in  his  life. — Cfun-ut. 

Ole  Dan  and  I  we  did  fall  out. 

And  what  you  t'ink  it  was  about? 

He  tread  on  my  com,  I  kick  him  on  de  shin. 

And  dat's  de  way  dls  row  begin. — Ohoru*. 

Ole  Dan  begun  in  early  life 

To  piny  de  banjo  and  do  fife; 

He  play  de  niggers  all  to  sleep. 

And  den  into  his  bunk  he  creep.— CAcwto. 

And  now  Olo  Dan  is  a  gone  sucker, 

And  nebber  can  go  home  to  supper; 

Ole  Daa  he  has  had  his  last  ride. 

And  de  banjo's  buried  by  his  side. — Choru*, 


OIJ.D   G-KIMES*   CELLAR  BOOR 

The  Woijds  and  Mnslo  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
reo«i|(  of  85  cents,  by  11.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  \&i,  New  York  City. 

How  oft  we  talk  af  thiUlhood  Joys, 

Of  tricks  we  used  to  play. 
While  playing  hookey  from  the  school. 

All  tlie  livelong  day; 
And,  oil  I  my  eyes,  how  I  have  longed 

For  tiiose  bright  days  of  yore. 
When  Sal  lie  Brown  and  1  slid  down 

Old  Grimes'  cellar  door. 

Cnoitra. 

Oh!  I  would  give  all  my  greenbacks 

For  those  briglit  days  of  yore. 
When  Sallie  Brown  and  I  slid  down 

Old  Grimes'  cellar  door. 

Some  boys  would  stealing  apples  go 

While  others  used  to  stray 
Down  on  the  docks  where  sugar  casks 

In  rows  together  lay; 
But  Sal  and  1  would  seek  the  spot 

Bo  dear  to  us  of  yore  I 
And  side  by  side  together  slide 

Down  old  Grimes  cellar  door.— C^orw* 

But,  alas  I  a  change  came  o'er  the  scene. 

When  poor  old  Grimsey  died; 
His  son  removed  the  cellar  door 

On  which  we  used  to  slide; 
Our  mother  they  were  glad  of  it. 

For  our  pantaloons  we  tore; 
They  had  to  be  half -soled  and  heeled. 

From  sliding  on  the  door. — CVtorui. 

One  day  the  old  man  fell  asleep 

Upon  his  cellar  door. 
The  boys  all  came  to  take  a  peep, 

And  hear  him  loudly  snore; 
They  tickled  his  nose  with  feather  and  straw. 

And  laughed  till  their  sides  was  sore; 
The  old  man  awoke  with  a  loud  haw!  haw  I 

And  slid  down  on  his  own  cellar  door. — Ohoru$. 


— St  >ries  first  heard  at  a  mother's  knee  are  never  forgotten.  It 
ia  tbefsame  with  some  other  things  received  at  a  mother's  knee, 
whicJi  will  readily  occur  to  our  readers. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  oa 
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'Twas  at  a  fancy  ball 

I  met  my  charmer  fair, 
'Midst  waltzing  swells  and  dashing  belles. 

The  prettiest  dancer  there.  .   ...    . 

I  watclied  her  whUe  the  music  played   • 

The  latest  waltz  of  "Cootes,'^ 
And  fell  in  love — no,  not  with  her. 

But  the  tassels  on  her  boots.    OhIyesI 

Bpoken— TesI  through  those  little  peep-holes  In  tluit  prettj 
white  skirt,  I  could  plainly  see — 

Chorus. 
Thoee  tassels  on  her  boots, 

A  style,  I'm  sure,  that  suits 
Otir  Yankee  girls,  with  hair  in  ourls^ 

Those  tassels  on  her  boots. 

I  watched  her  up  the  stairs. 

Where  we  to  supper  went; 
Upon  those  tassels  on  her  boots 

My  soul  was  80  intent; 
They  asked  me  to  propose  a  health. 

Said  I,  "  Here's  one  that  suits. 
80  fill  your  glasses  up  and  drink 

To  the  tassels  on  the  boots. " 

Spokbn— I  meant  to  drink  the  ladies'  healths,  but  I  could 
think  of  nothing  but— ^A^tim. 

I  asked  this  girl  "If  I 

Might  call,    she  said,  "You  may. 
But  tell  me  why  you  gaze  upon 

The  ground  in  such  a  way? 
You're  sad,  perhaps,  for  life  is  full 

Of  very  bitter  fruits;" 
"  Oh,  no,"  I  said,  "  I'm  lookine  at 

Those  tassels  on  your  boots. ' 

Spoken — What  is  a  more  lovely  sight  when  you  walk  down 
Broadway  than  to  look  at — Charu*. 

I  called  on  her  next  day. 

And  Cupid's  cruel  shoots 
Soon  made  me  throw  myself  before 

Those  tassels  on  her  boots. 
Now  when  we're  married  and  we've  got 

A  lot  of  little  toots, 
I'll  make  them,  whether  boys  or  girls. 

Wear  tassels  on  their  boots. 

Spoken— If  I  were  to  have  twenty  children,  they  should  every 
one  wear  those  pretty,  pretty,  pretty— C/w>7*M<. 

Douglas!  Tender  and  True. 

The  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  85  cents,  by  11.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Could  you  come  back  to  me,  Douglas!  Douglas  I 

lu  the  old  likeness  that  I  knew, 
I'd  be  so  faithful,  so  loving,  Douglas! 

Douglas!  Douglas!  tender  and  true. 

Never  a  scornful  word  should  pain  you, 

I'd  smile  as  sweet  as  the  angels  do. 
Sweet  as  your  smile  on  me  shone  ever, 

Douglas!  Douglas!  tender  and  true; 

Douglas!  Douglas!  tender  and  true. 

Oh!  to  think  of  the  hours  that  are  not. 
My  eyes  were  blinded,  your  words  were  fewj 

Do  you  know  the  truth  now  up  in  heaven? 
Douglas!  Douglas!  tender  and  true; 
Douglas!  Douglas!  tender  and  true. 

I  was  not  half  worthy  of  you,  Douglas,  • 

I  was  not  worthv  of  the  like  of  you; 
Now  all  men  beside  are  to  me  like  shadows, 

I  love  you,  Douglas!  tender  and  true; 

I  love  you,  Douglas!  tender  and  true. 

Stretch  forth  your  hand  to  me,  DouglasI  DouglasI 

Drop  forgiveness  from  heaven  like  dew. 
As  I  lay  my  heart  to  thy  dead  heart,  Douglas! 

DouglasI  DouglasI  Douglas!  tender  and  true. 
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ARTHUR  AISTD   MARTHA. 

The  Words  and  Moeic  of  this  Song  will  be  pent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City.    Send 

for  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  English  and  German  Songs— Free. 

They  met  at  a  fancy  ball, 
*         The  gentleman's  name  was  Arthur;  -r  ■■  ;    ' 

The  ladv  was  fair  and  tall,  T 

Her  christian  name  was  Martha.        .    '         ' 
yf       Thev  danced  all  night  'till  the  broad  daylightr— 
■  What  a  darling  girl!  thought  Arthur; 

And  the  dancers  near  could  overhear 
'  What  Arthur  said  to  Martha.  '     ; 

;  -  Chorus. 

•;;-  "Oh!  Martha,"  whispered  Arthur,  , 

'   .;     .  "  How  I  love  to  dance  with  you!" 

"Oh!  Arthur,"  answered  Martha, 
'.  .       ..  "Tell  me,  darling,  is  that  true?" 

Then  Arthur  placed  his  arm  - 

Around  his  Martha's  waist  so  slim, 
"  I  love  you,"  said  Arthur; 

"  Ditto,"  said  Martha; 
Then  Arthur  squeezed  Martha, 
And  Martha  squeezed  him. 

Though  never  until  that  night 

Had  Arthur  beheld  Miss  Martha; 
'Twas  a  case  of  love  at  first  sight,  ^    ,■      ^ 

For  she  was  struck  with  Arthur. 
He  begged  that  she  would  favor  he 

With  her  name,  she  said  "  'twas  Martha! " 
And  with  lovely  ej'es  expressed  surprise 

When  he  said  his  name  was  "  Arthur." — Chorut. 

At  first  'twas  an  awkward  task,  :. 

"  Now  what  shall  I  say ? "  thought  Arthur; 
He  ventured  at  last  to  ask, 

"  How  the  weather  agreed  with  Martha  ?  " 
And  growing  bold,  he  remarked  "  'twas  cold! " 

"  Which  do  you  like  best,"  said  Martha, 
"  To  be  warm  or  cold?  "  the  reply  was  told 
\y   ^^    '    By  a  loving  squeeze  from  Arthur. — Chorvs. 

.  ;^       The  end  I  need  scarcely  tell. 

He  married  the  lovely  Martha;         , 
And  I  hear  they  are  doing  well,  , 

They've  a  little  boy  called  Arthur. 
They  ne'er  forget  the  first  night  they  met, 

And  she  often  says  to  Arthur, 
"  You  remember,  dear,  the  day  and  year,  ..    ' 

When  first  you  met  your  Martha?  " 

Spoken — "I  shall  never  forget  it!"  Arthur  replies.  Then 
Martha  puts  her  arm  around  his  neck  and  murmurs,  "  Do  you  re- 
member what  we  said  to  each  other?  " — Chorus. 
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Oh!  Take  Me  to  Thy  Heart  Again! 
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Oh!  take  me  to  thy  heart  again! 

I  nevermore  will  grieve  thee; 
All  joys  are  fled,  and  hope  is  dead    ; 

If  I  indeed  must  leave  thee.  v 

Forgive  the  wild  and  angry  words 

This  wayward  heart  hath  spoken; 
I  do  not  dreamthose  cherish'd  chords 

So  lightly  could  be  broken. 
Oh!  take  me  to  thy  heart  again! 

I  never  more  will  grieve  thee; 
All  joys  are  fled,  and  hope  is  dead 

If  I  indeed  must  leave  thee,    .  . 

If  I  indeed  must  leave  thee. 

I  think  how  very  sad  and  lone 

This  life  would  be  without  thee; 
For  all  the  io3's  my  heart  hatli  known 

Arc  closely  twin'd  about  thee. 
Oh!  teach  me  to  subdue  the  pride 

That  wounded  thee  so  blindly; 
And  be  once  more  the  gentle  guide 

Who  smil'd  on  me  so  kindly. 
Oh!  take  me  to  thy  heart  again! 

I  never  more  will  grieve  thee; 
All  joys  are  fled,  and  hope  is  dead  -. 

If  I  indeed  must  leave  thee. 

If  I  indeed  must  leave  thee. 


The  Man  Who  Struck  My  Wife. 

Sung  by  Miss  St.  George  Hussey. 

Now,  though  I  am  a  married  man. 

Still  I  love  my  wife;  ;.-  - 'J.- 

Though  we  may  have  a  jawing  match,.    -  -i^,  . ;.. 

Still  I  lead  a  quiet  life. 
She  went  out  to  the  grocery  •     ^  .  - 

To  buy  some  soap  and  tay,  .    ;■:.  •  r     - 

When  a  dirty  blackguard  struck  her,     '...■  f 

And  this  is  what  I  say : 

CUORUS. 

If  I  catch  the  man  who  struck  my  wife,  -  •  ~ 

Now  I  don't,  I  don't  intend  to  give  him  any  warning, 

He  struck  my  wife,  and  I'll  have  his  life. 
And  he'll  be  a  dead  man  in  the  morning. 

Though  I'm  a  quiet  man,  ' 

Still  I  am  no  fool;  _  '     ' 

And  1  know  what  two  and  two  is,  ;- 

If  I  never  went  to  school. 
And  though  I  come  from  Paddy  s  land, 

Still  my  wife  to  me  is  dear,  .'' 

And  if  I  catch  this  blackguard, 

You  can  believe  now  what  you  hear: — Chorus, 

In  this  American  country 

They  call  us  Irish  flats; 
They  sometimes  pulverize  us, 

As  if  we  v.ere  ould  hats.  / 

To  strike  a  man  is  manly. 

And  a  blow  I  can  forgive,  .'  .  :•    : 

But  the  man  who  strikes  a  woman 

I  never  can  forgive. — Cliorus.        "    • 


When  the  Brooklyn  Bridge  is  Done. 

I  am  Senator  McCann,  an  ex- Alderman,     .    ,  .    .     •• 

I've  refused  the  President's  chair;  ...  *  -         .'■• . 

I  eat  Webster's  Dictionary' for  pills,  •  .  .   •;,': 

I've  made  a  fortune  bottling  air. 

If  I  was  President  I'd  have  the  Mississippi  River  run  dry, 

I'd  make  girls  wear  moustaches  and  pants;  .    . 

We'd  have  moonlight  pic-nics  in  the  clouds,  v^v 

And  dance  an  Irish  can-can  dance.  J 

Chorus. 

I'd  make  all  the  Chinese  do  washing  free. 

Hang  the  organ  grinders  for  fun; 
Oh!  I'll  build  an  iron  ladder  to  heaven. 

When  the  Brooklyn  Bridge  is  done. 

I'd  put  all  the  old  maids  upon  the  police,  ■    .    .. 

In  the  gas  house  I'd  put  Jim  Blaine;  '  •    '. 

I'd  have  a  tunnel  under  the  Atlantic  Ocean,         " '.  \ 

And  have  a  law  to  prevent  snow  and  rain.  '  .u 

I'd  paint  the  moon,  kalsomine  the  clouds. 

Whitewash  the  stars  and  sun;  .- ' 

You  can  live  forever,  liave  your  breath  insured,  '■ ': 

When  the  BrookljTi  Bridge  is  done. — Clurrm. 


■  ^  •  » 


IN   THE   STARLIGHT. 

The  Words  and  Muelc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  add'css,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehniun,  P.  O.  Box  isa,  New  York  City.    Send 

for  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  English  and  German  Songs— Free. 

In  the  starlight,  in  the  starlight  let  us  wander  gay  and  free. 
For  there's  nothing  in  the  daylight  half  as  dear  to  you  and  me; 
Like  the  fairies  in  the  shadow  of  the  woods  we'll  steal  along, 
And  our  sweetest  lays  will  warble,  for  the  night  was  made  for  song. 
When  none  are  by  to  listen,  or  chide  us  in  our  glee. 
In  the  starlight,  in  the  starlight  let  us  wander  gay  and  free; 
In  the  starlight,  in  the  starlight  let  us  wander,  let  us  wander. 
In  the  starhght,  in  the  starlight  let  us  wander  gay  and  free. 

In  the  starlight,  in  the  starlight,  at  the  daylight's  dewy  close, 
When  the  nightingale  is  singing  his  last  love  song  to  the  rose; 
In  the  calm,  clear  night  of  Summer,  when  the  breezes  softly  play. 
From  the  glitter  of  our  dwelling  we  will  genUy  steal  away. 
Where  the  silv'ry  waters  murmur  by  the  margin  of  the  sea. 
In  the  starlight,  in  the  starlight  we  will  wander  gay  and  free; 
In  the  starlight,  in  the  starlight,  we  will  wander  in  the  starlight. 
In  the  starlight  in  the  starlight  we  will  wander  gay  and  free. 
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RUN  FOR  THE  DOCTOR 


The  Woros  and  Mniio  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
roceipt  of  12  ceots,  by  U.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1833,  New  York  City. 

When  I  got  married  the  wife  she  said, 

"Mamma  will  live  with  us," 
I  felt  a  strong  objection. 

But  I  feared  to  make  a  fuss; 
And  so  "the  old  *un"  came — alas! 

I  fear  she'll  never  go, 
And  the  worst,  oh!  dear,  she's  always  queer; 

For  every  day  or  so— 

Cnonus. 

It's  run  for  the  doctor,  Charlie  dear. 
Mother's  takea  awfully  queer. 
Run  for  your  llfo  for  Doctor  Crup, 
If  you  fall  down  don't  stop  to  get  up; 
Tell  him  she's  got  the  old  attack. 
Rheumatics  up  aud  down  the  back; 
Make  haste,  dear,  or  else  I  fear 
She'll  uever  live  till  morning. 

My  married  life's  a  swindle. 

And  my  house  a  doctor's  shop ; 
There's  nothing  but  bottles  and  nasty  smells 

At  my  house  from  bottom  to  top; 
She's  twenty  bottles  of  tonio  a  week. 

She's  always  taking  pills; 
The  doctor  pays  her  visits. 
And  I  pay  the  doctor's  bills. 
SpoKfcx— Nice;  ain't  it?    The  old  bore  complains  that  her 
indigest  on  is  bad;  her  poor  dear  mother  died  from  compulsion, 
poor  SOI  1,  aud  plumbago  runs  in  the  family,  and  every  time  an 
attack  omesou,  my  wife  rings  all  the  bells  and  shrieks  through 
the  houie — Chorus. 

She's  always  on  the  moan,  and  groans 

About  the  pain  she  feels; 
Complains  of  loss  of  appetite 

Directly  after  meals; 
She  does  her  port,  her  drops  of  "short," 

Her  cliicken  or  lamb  and  peas, 
"Whilst  I'm  reduced  to  mutton  cold. 

And  sometimes  bread  and  cheese. 

Spoki iN— Nice ;  ain't  it?  A  stale  crust  and  cheese  in  the 
kitchen  but  just  as  I  am  getting  interested  in  my  sumptious  fare, 
my  wif(  shrieks  over  the  bannisters — Chorus, 

Since  she's  been  in  the  house  I've  been 

A  wretched  bachelor  quite; 
I  only  see  my  wife  of  a  day, 

For  she's  with  her  ma  all  night. 
Sometimes  I  get  asleep  and  dream 

I'm  settled  in  paradise. 
But  the  wife  comes  and  turns  me  out. 
And  the  weather  as  cold  as  ice. 
SPOKtK — Nice :  ain't  it  ?    Ten  degrees  below  freezing,  and  I 
can't  find  my  pantaloons.     "  Never  mind  them,"  says  my,  wife, 
"go  as  Fou  are."     "  Go  as  I  are,  Maria  !  I  dare  not."  At  last  I 
get  to  tile  doctor's.    He  says,  "  put  her  head  in  hot  water,  and 
apply  a  hot  brick."    I  rush  home  and  tell  my  wife.     Shescreams; 
I  bury  my  head  under  the  bed-clothes,  until  once  again  I  am 
turned  tut  with — VJmvus.  y 

I  -♦• l/ 

:deal  with  me  kindly. 

Deal,  with  me  kindly,  cheer  my  young  heart, 
I'll  follow  thee  blindly  wherever  thou  art; 
Deep  in  the  mountain  far  from  my  home, 
I'll  follow  thy  path  wherever  thou'lt  roam. 

Thy  way  shall  still  be  mine. 

My  heart  shall  still  be  thine. 

■  :  Chorus. 

Deal  with  me  kindly,  cheer  my  young  heart; 
I'll  follow  thee  blindly  wherever  thou  art. 

Break  not  my  spirit,  think  of  my  youth. 
Cherish  my  tender  heart,  doubt  not  my  truth; 
Friends  may  desert  thee,  sorrows  may  come. 
But  still  in  this  soul  thine  image  will  bloom. 
Thy  hopes  with  thee  I'll  share. 
Thy  wants  shall  be  my  care.— CA<»*u«. 


aiT  AWAY  FROM  DAT  WINDOW. 


Hop  along,  sister  Mary,  hop  along. 

Hop  along,  hop  along; 
Hop  along,  sister  Susie,  hop  along, 

And  we'll  get  dar  just  in  time. 
See  de  sun  set  in  de  evening 

Up  in  de  field  ob  corn; 
Oh.  niggers,  do  take  warning" 

When  Gabriel  blows  his  horn. 

Chorus. 

Git  away  from  dat  window,  my  love  and  my  bride. 

Git  away  from  dat  window  now  I  say. 

Call  around  some  oder  night, 

For  dere's  gwine  to  be  a  fight, 

Dar'U  be  razors  a  flyin'  through  de  air. 

Eighteen  hundred  and  seventy-six, 

Glory  hallelujah! 
The  year  I  got  my  jawbone  fixed, 

Glory  hallelujah ! 
I  hung  my  jawbone  on  de  fence. 

Glory  hallelujah! 
I  haven't  seen  my  jawbone  since. 

Glory  hallelujah ! — Chorus.  * 


i 


Ophelia  Mtirhy's  Birthmark. 

The  Words  and  Masio  of  this  Son/c  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  of 
receipt  of  12  cents,  by  H.  J.  WebmaD,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  Yorli  City. 

My  friends,  I  have  nearly  gone  crazy, 

I'm  flatter  than  Brannigan's  beer, 
All  through  a  deceitful  young  daisy 

That  lately  walked  oft  "on  her  ear." 
I'm  shoveling  smoke  at  the  gas  house. 

And  board  up  in  Avenue  A, 
And  there  met  Ophelia  Murphy, 

A  girl  that  lived  over  the  way. 

Chorus. 

She's  the  one  only  daughter  of  Paddv  Murphee, 

Who  was  born  in  the  town  of  Killbeg; 
She  has  curls  red  as  carrots,  a  beak  like  a  pArrot's, 

And  a  strawberry  mark  on  her  leg. 

We  went  to  each  place  of  divarsion. 

To  picnics,  to  weddings  and  wakes. 
And  every  night  in  the  Summer 

I'd  treat  her  to  ice-cream  and  cakes; 
'        And  when  we'd  return  from  our  rambles. 

And  find  the  old  fogies  in  bed, 
We'd  sit  on  the  stoop  there  a-singing, 

"Swim  out  for  your  over  you're  head. '—Chorui. 

At  last  came  a  cruel  disaster. 

We  went  ofif  one  night  very  gay. 
To  see  the  great  Tony  Booth  Pastor 

As  Bunthorne  in  &>olivan's  play. 
Ophelia's  eyes,  how  they  sparkled, 

Tou'd  think  she  was  "  crank'd,  "  I'll  engage. 
When  an  actor  with  hair  like  a  woman's 

Came  swaggering  out  on  the  stage.— CAoru«. 

From  that,  sure  she  raved  of  theatres, 

I  think  I  got  what  I  desarved. 
Each  dollar  I  had  in  the  bank,  boys, 

Was  spent  on  the  seats  called  resarved 
In  telling  the  rest  of  my  story 

I  feel  like  the  softest  of  loons; 
Last  week  she  ran  off  with 

A  "  eupe  "  in  the  Patience  Dragoons. 

Chorus. 

When  she  went  she  left  word  that  she'd  joined  the  "Balee," 

But  I  fear  she's  turned  out  a  bad  egg; 
If  it's  crazy  I'm  going,  my  trouble's  afl  owing 

To  that  strawberry  mark  on  the  leg. 
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— A  man  lives  in  this  vicinityjnlfDstates  that  he  first  met  his 
wife  in  a  storm,  took  her  tothiinirst  ball  in  a  storm,  popped  the 
question  in  a  storm,  and-kctflivcd  in  a  storm  ever  since. 
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MY   PRETTY   IRISH   QUEEN.        CONEY  ISLAND  DOWN  DER  BAY. 


r 
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!       1   C:  ''■■'   Sung  by  Leonard  and  Jones. 

How  happy  is  the  evening 

When  the  moon  o'er  the  hill-tops  peep. 
And  the  dew  is  softly  falling 

To  lull  the  flowers  to  sleep.       ,r         •. 
It  is  then  mem'ry's  stealing 

Back  to  a  happy  scene; 
Of  one  I  never  will  forget, 

Is  my  pretty  little  Irish  queen. 

'--''■':-'■■  ■',-^-^.:/ -'::.    CHORUS. 

Oh !  my  pretty  little  Irish  queen,    >   . 

Whoever  happy  seems; 

With  golden  hair  and  eyes  so  fair. 

This  pretty  little  Irish  queen. 

Oh!  my  pretty  little  Irish  queen, 

The  fairest  ever  seen; 

It  was  hard  to  part 

From  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

My  pretty  little  Irish  queen. 

Her  eyes  are  like  the  dew-drops 

That  glitter  on  the  rose  so  bright; 
And  teeth  just  like  the  lilies, 

Winch  bloom  so  fair  and  white. 
When  the  shades  of  night  have  fallen 

Her  face  then  haunts  my  dream; 
But  there's  a  day  when  I'll  return 

And  claim  my  Irish  queen. — Chottu. 
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DOWN  THE  HILL. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  85  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  0.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

The  "  journey  of  existence  " 

Is  a  rugged  one,  we  know, 
.      ;   Then,  as  you  drive  along  the  road, 

Be  careful  how  you  go. 
Keep  a  tight  rein  in  your  hand. 

Or  you  may  get  a  spill, 
And  mind  and  put  the  brake  ou 

When  you're  going  down  the  hilL 

Chorus. 

For  life's  a  rugged  journey. 
Let  men  say  what  they  will; 
'      So  mind  and  put  the  brake  on 

When  you're  going  down  the  hill. 

The  world  is  always  moving. 

And  a  man  is  not  allowed, 
.,      To  loiter  by  the  wayside. 

But  must  go  with  the  crowd. 
Who  travel  on  life's  dreary  way. 

To  bring  grist  to  the  mill. 
But  he's  bound  to  put  the  brake  on 

When  he's  going  down  the  hill.— (7 Aort/#. 

■    The  fastest  race  is  soonest  run      , 

Upon  the  great  highway 
Of  life — as  folks  discover 

If  they  travel  night  and  day.  " 

The  road  is  sometimes  level. 

But  in  spite  of  strength  and  skill, 
You're  bound  to  put  the  brake  on 

When  you're  going  down  the  hill. — Cluyrus. 

In  search  of  empty  pleasures,      . 

Many  travel  on  so  fast, 
But  find  the  pace  too  killing. 
So  they  come  to  grief  at  last. 
-    And  when  "  Old  Time  "  o'ertakes  them. 
And  nature  claims  her  bill, 
.'  •      They'll  wish  they'd  put  the  brake  on 

Ere  they'd  travell'd  down  the  \i\\\.—Clu>ru». 
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— Lever,  the  novelist,  noticing  thAlThe  hand  of  a  woman  who 
was  bringing  him  some  tea  at  asjjnll  country  hotel  shook  tremu- 
lously, kmdTy  said  to  her:  ''Ir^tm  sorry  to  see,  Biddy,  that  you 
have  a  weakness  inyourh^ina."  "Oh,  your  honor,"  she  replied, 
with  a  glance  of  indesoifuable  humor,  "  the  weakness  is  not  in 
my  hand  but  in  the  t^pot. 


■■: .  <:  I'i       By  George  Hoey.— Recited  by  Gus  Williams. 

A  soldier  ov  der  Deutsch  Brigade  vos  so  drunk  he  dumbles  down ; 
He  vos  in  a  lager  beer  saloon,  yust  underneath  the  ground, 
Und  he  vos  eatin'  pread  und  cheese,  at  a  most  ridiculous  rate, 
Und  efery  drink  he  got  dat  night  vos  put  down  on  der  shlate ; 
But  a  policeman  sthood  peside  him,  und  gave  him  such  a  rub, 
Und  said  it  vos  der  same  old  drunk,  und  belted  him  mit  his  glub ; 
Und  den  lie  kicked  him  mit  his  hand,  but  all  dot  he  could  say, 
Vos,  "I  come  from  Coney,  Coney  Island  down  der  Bay."  ^ 

"  Tell  my  vife  she  needn't  vait  for  me.  I  vont  pe  home  to-night, 

I  vos  sit  me  mit  a  man  vot's  sick,  vot  yesterday  vos  tight ; 

For  my  vather  vos  a  sucker,  und  he'd  go  to  his  old  trunk 

Und  get  his  old  plack  pottle  out,  und  den  he'd  get  blind  drank. 

But  ven  he  died  und  left  us,  on  account  ov  his  ill-health. 

I  let  dem  dake  yust  vot  dey  vould,  out  ov  my  vather's  vealth— 

But  I  kept  dot  old  plack  pottle,  und  I've  got  It  to  dis  day— 

Und  it's  empty  now,  at  Coney  Island,  Coney  Island  down  der  Bay." 

"  Tell  my  brothers  und  combanlons,  ven  der  early  boat  comes  down, 
Und  prings  der  New  York  papers  to  dot  fairest  Coney  Town,  . 
Yust  to  look  among  der  Items,  vere  everything  is  fame  ;  V 

Und  heading  der  BoUce  Rebort,  he's  sure  to  found  my  name.    .         ; 
Tell  him  not  to  gry  about  it,  put  mit  joy  der  news  to  hail, 
Und  iv  he's  going  der  gome  to  town,  be  sure  imd  pring  my  bail ; 
But  dell  him,  ov  you  please,  sir,  dat  der  last  vords  as  I  say, 
Vos,  I  gome  vrom  Coney  Island,  Coney  Island  down  der  Bay." 

"  Say  dot  in  der  Tombs  around  me,  vos  an  awful  lot  ov  beats, 

Vot  vos  going  to  der  '  Island,'— I  guess  dot  means  their  gountry  seats — 

Und  some  vos  dere  vor  murder,  und  vos  going  to  veel  der  cords, 

Und  a  lot  of  vancy  vellers,  on  account  ov  many  frauds ; 

Und  some  vos  young  und  suddenly  vos  brought  to  Centre  shtreet, 

Und  chucked  into  der  little  cell,  vot  didn't  got  ten  feet. 

But  some  vos  dere  vor  getting  drunk,  und  der  fine  dey  gouldent  pay— 

Und  vone  had  gome  vrom  Coney,  Coney  Island  down  der  Bay." 

"  Dere's  another  not  a  brother,  but  a  yolly  vriend  ov  mine, 

Ve  used  to  shtart  oud  efery  nighd  und  fighd  it  on  dis  line ; 

Und  somedimes  he'd  get  drunkest,  und  as  drough  der  shtreets  ve'd  roam, 

Ve'd  shtop  at  Neddy  Gilmore's,  und  den  see  each  odder  home, 

Dell  him  dot  I'm  hunkee-doree,  but  I  vish  dot  he  vos  here, 

Und  ve'd  shtart  oud  do-morrow  night,  drinking  lagerbier ;      '        ■>■ 

But  tell  him,  ov  you  blease,  sir'  der  last  vords  dot  I  say, 

Vos,  yust  to  valt  vor  me  at  Coney,  Coney  Island  down  der  Bay." 

De  soldier  ov  der  Deutsch  Brigade  vos  got  him  putty  tight, 

Und  der  landlord  said  he  wanted  to  know  "  if  he  vos  going  to  shtay  all  night; 

He  vos  a  yolly  bummer,  a  beat  he  vos  he  dinks. 

He  never  liked  a  customer  vot  shtood  him  up  vor  drinks."        .'     ■• 

Der  policeman  took  him  py  der  neck,  und  set  him  on  his  veet, 

Und  den  he  kicked  him  mit  his  glub,  und  sent  him  In  der  shtreet ; 

But  he  veil  into  der  gutter,  und  der  lasd  vord  vat  he  say, 

Vos,  "Take  me  home  to  Coney,  Coney  Island  down  der  Bay. "  y- 

G-ET   THEE   G-ONE,   G-IRL. 

As  I  was  a  reading  the  paper  last  night, 

I  saw  there  a  story  that  I  will  recite,  ,  ~. 

It's  about  a  young  damsel  got  stuck  on  a  clerk. 

She  bothered  him  daily  while  he  was  at  work. 

Oh,  this  gal  she  would  watch  him  and  on  him  keep  an  eye. 

She  swore  she  would  have  him  or  with  him  she'd  die; 

When  she  went  to  embrace  him  he'd  yelp  loud  and  strong, 

Get  thee  §one,  girl,  get  thee  gone,  girl. 

But  the  girl  wouldn't  get  thee  gone. 

Oh,  she  tortured  him  hourly  and  stuck  just  like  glue. 

He  wasted  away  and  his  clothes  he  fell  through; 

He  rented  a  barnyard  aud  slept  in  a  shed. 

And  this  girl  she  huug  till  his  reason  had  fled. 

Now  she'd  crawled  thio*  a  knot  hole  and  roost  by  bis  side. 

With  a  hank  of  blue  ribbon  his  ankles  she  tied. 

When  he  awoke  from  his  slumbers  like  a  hero  did  say. 

Get  thee  away,  girl,  get  thee  away,  girl,  _  . 

But  the  girl  wouldn't  get  thee  away.        '       '   •     ' 

Oh,  she  followed  him  around,  and  one  evening  he  died 
He  opened  his  mug  and  he  let  his  breath  slide. 
In  an  alley  way  they  have  laid  him  to  take  his  last  sleep. 
Where  the  torn  cats  do  fight  and  the  bull  dogs  do  eat 
Oh,  she  dressed  herself  up  in  a  new  Sunday  coat. 
With  some  whitewash  his  age  on  a  shovel  she  wrote. 
Now  she  gets  boiling  full,  and  the  boys  all  do  shout. 
Get  thee  out.  girl,  get  thee  out,  girl. 
But  the  girl  don't  get  thee  out. 
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Our  messmate  in  his  hammock  lay, 

The  death-dew  on  his  brow, 
And  heard  the  dashing  of  the  spray 

Against  the  vessel's  brow. 
"  3Iy  life  is  ebbing  fast,"  he  said, 

"  Kind  messmates,  do  not  weep. 
When  I  am  laid  in  ocean's  grave. 

Committed  to  the  deep; 
When  I  am  laid  in  ocean's  grave, 

Committed  to  the  deep." 

Chorus. 
Our  Father,  who  art  in  Heaven, 
Hallowed  be  Thy  name; 
Thy  kingdom  come.  Thy  will  be  done 
On  earth  as  it  is  in  Heaven. 
We  pray  the  Lord  his  soul  to  keep. 

Committed  to  the  deep; 
We  pray  the  Lord  his  soul  to  keep. 

Committed  to  the  deep. 

Oh !  sink  me  deep  beneath  the  surf 

Of  angry,  heaving  waves. 
And  mermaids  fair  will  chant  my  dirge 

lu  ocean's  coral  caves. 
No  village  bell  will  toll  for  me, 

No  gentle  maiden  weep; 
Deep  in  the  sea  my  grave  shall  be, 

Committed  to  the  deep; 
Deep  in  the  sea  my  grave  shall  be, 

Committed  to  the  deep. — C'/ioi-v4. 
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Dar's  a  mighty  camp  meeting  in  de  wilderness, 

Of  all  denomination,  with  de  Methodists, 

De  Bapii.sts  an'  de  Presbyterians, 

All  together  with  de  happy  little  ones. 

Dar  was  old  Aunt  Jemima  an'  Uncle  Gabriel, 

Singin'  an'  shoutin'  Hallelujarum; 

An'  Jemima  got  happy  an*  cut  de  pigeon  wing, 

An'  dia  am  de  sung  she  did  sing: 

Chorus. 

Just  let  me  put  on  my  silver  slippers. 
Just  let  me  put  on  my  silver  slippers. 
Just  let  me  put  on  my  silver  slippers. 
An'  I'll  never  turn  back  any  more. 

One  bnidder  said  de  Lord  delivered  Daniel, 

One  si.ster  in  de  corner  said,  yes,  he  did; 

Anoder  brudder  said,  Whar  was  Immanuol, 

Dat  he  wasn't  delivered  up,  too? 

He  was  down  by  de  water  wid  brudder  Motes, 

Huntin'  de  chillen'.«  ole  closes, 

An'  dls  am  de  song  he  didising: 

Chorus. 

An'  I'll  never  turn  back  no  mo*. 
An'  I'll  never  turn  back  no  mo', 
I'm  a  ridin'  up  in  de  chariot, 
It's  so  early  in  de  morning. 
An'  I'll  never  turn  back  no  mo*. 


If  you  are  a  quiet,  honest  .ehizen,  how  did  these  skeleton 
keys  ind  brass  knuckles  happeo-tb  l>e  in  your  coat  pockets?  "  "I 
reckon, Judge,  me  and  the  Dwceman  must  have  changed  coats  in 
the  siume.     We  were  vesyncnuch  excited." 

— T  Did  you  break  that  window,  boy?"  said  a  grocer,  catching 
hold  pf  a  fleeing  urchin.  "  Yes,  sir! "  "  What  d'ye  mean  then  by 
running  off  in  this  manner?  "  "  Please,  sir,  I  was  running  homo 
to  get  the  money.  I  was  'fraid  if  I  didn't  run  quick  I  might  forget 
it.'  [And  with  that  he  skipped  around  the  corner.  He  doubtless 
founfl  his  way  home,  but  he  probably  lost  his  way  coming  back. 
The  grocer  still  waits  and  watches.- 


THE   WHITE   squall: 
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The  sea  was  bright,  and  the  bark  rode  well. 
The  breeze  bore  the  tone  of  the  vesper  bell; 
'Twas  a  gallant  bark  with  a  crew  as  brave 
As  ever  launched  on  the  heaving  wave. 
She  shone  in  the  light  of  declining  day. 
Each  sail  was  set,  and  each  heart  was  gay; 
She  shone  in  the  light  of  declining  day. 
Each  sail  was  set,  and  each  heart  wjis  gay. 

They  nearcd  the  laud  wherein  beauty  smiled, 
The  sunny  shore  of  the  Grecian  isle; 
All  thought  of  home  and  that  welcome  dear. 
That  soon  should  greet  each  wanderer's  ear- 
Aud  in  fancy  joined  the  social  throng. 
The  festive  dance  and  joyous  song; 
And  in  fancy  joined  the  social  throng, 
The  festive  aance  and  joyous  song. 

A  white  cloud  flies  through  the  hazy  sky; 
What  means  that  wild  and  despairing  cry? 

Farewell  ye  vision  scenes  of  old! 

Farewell  ye  vision  scenes  of  old! 
That  cry  for  help,  where  no  help  can  come, 
That  cry  for  help,  where  no  help  can  come. 

Farewell  ye  vision  scenes  of  old! 

Farewell  ye  vision  scenes  of  old! 
For  the  white  squall  rides  on  the  surging  wave. 
And  the  bark  is  gulfed  in  an  ocean  grave; 
For  the  white  squall  rides  on  the  surging  wave, 
And  the  bark  is  gulfed  in  an  ocean  grave. 
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There's  a  Light  in  the  Windo-w  for  Thee. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  w  ill  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City.     Send 

for  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  Eugliah  aud  Uermau  Songs— Free. 

There's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee,  brother. 

There's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee; 
A.  dear  one  has  moved  to  the  mansions  above 

There's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee. 

Chorus. 

A  minsion  In  heaven  we  see. 

And  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee; 
A  mansion  in  heaven  we  see. 

And  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee. 

There's  a  crown  and  a  robe,  and  a  palm,  brother. 
When  from  toil  and  from  care  you  are  free; 

The  Saviour  has  come  to  nrepare  you  a  home, 
With  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee. — Cfu)rii$. 

Oh,  watch  and  be  faithful  and  pray,  brother, 

AH  your  journey  o'er  life's  troubled  sea. 
Though  aflSictions  assail  you,  and  storms  beat  severe, 

There's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee. — Chorut. 

Then  on,  perseveringly  on,  brother, 

'Till  from  conflict  and  suffering  free; 
Bright  angels  now  beckon  you  over  the  stream, 

Tnere's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee. — Chorut. 


THE  MILLER'S  DAUGHTER. 

It  1*  the  miller's  daughter, 

And  she  is  grown  so  dear,  so  dear 
That  I  would  be  the  jewel 

That  trembles  in  her  ear: 
For  hid  in  ringlets  day  ana  night, 

I'd  touch  her  neck  so  warm  and  whit«; 
For  hid  in  ringlets  day  and  night, 

I'd  touch  her  neck  so  warm  and  white,  so  warm  and  white. 

And  I  would  be  the  girdle 

About  her  dainty,  dainty  waist, 
And  her  heart  would  beat  against  m« 

In  sorrow  and  in  rest; 
And  I  should  know  if  it  beat  right,   '  V: ;  •' 

I'd  clasp  it  'round  so  close  and  tight;    .    • ;  '  -,f  ■ ,  ;   ': 
And  I  should  know  if  it  beat  richt,  -j  ■       ••  . 

I'd  clasp  it  'round  so  close  and  tight,  so  close  and  tight 
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Where  the  Ivy  G-rows  so  Green. 
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Down  by  a  cool  and  shady  streamlet, 

Where  the  water  lilies  ^row  so  green, 
There  dwells  a  lovely  maiden 
In  an  ivy  cot  unseen. 
%        She  was  gathering  the  flowers  in  the  wildwood,  "■     ;   / 

Down  by  a  little  golden  stream, 
Where  both  our  hearts  beat  just  as  one, 
'  /      Where  the  ivy  grows  so  green,     v  .:  v. 

CnoRtrs.  ,       . 

Oh!  darling  Sue,  this  aching  heart — (Sj/m.) 
One  more  kiss  before  we  part — {Sym.) 
She  was  gathering  the  flowers  by  the  wild  wood, 

Down  by  a  little  golden  stream. 
Where  both  our  hearts  spoke  just  or  one, 
Where  the  ivy  grows  so  green. — (Dance.)       , 

And  at  night  when  the  little  stars  were  sleeping, 
And  the  leaves  were  falling  off  the  trees, 
■:'•"■■  We  sat  beside  the  brooklet,  ••     .. 

In  the  cool  and  shady  breeze. 
And  when  I  asked  her  to  be  mine. 
Her  pretty  little  eyes  she  tried  to  screen;     .  % 

.    ;Twas  then  I  knew  my  fate  was  sealed,  . 

Where  the  ivy  grows  so  green. — CJtoru*. 


Near  the  Banks  of  that  Lone  River. 
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Near  the  banks  of  that  lone  river. 

Where  the  water  lilies  grow, 
■    Breathed  the  fairest  flower  that  ever 

Bloomed  and  faded  years  ago. 
How  we  met  and  loved,  and  parted,  . ' 

None  on  earth  can  ever  know; 
Nor  how  pure  and  gentle-hearted 

Beamed  the  mourned  one  years  ago. 

Ciioncs. 
Near  the  banks  of  that  lone  river. 
Where  the  water  lilies  grow, 
'  Breathed  the  fairest  flower  that  ever 

Bloomed  and  faded  long  ago.  v" 

Like  the  stream  with  lilies  laden. 

Will  life's  future  current  flow,       3    : 
Till  in  heaven  I  meet  the  maiden  ;. 

Fondly  cherished  long  ago. 
Hearts  that  love  like  mine  forget  not. 

They're  the  same  in  weal  or  woe; 
And  that  star  of  memory  set  not 

In  the  grave  of  years  ago. — C7ufru$.    ' 


JIM,   THE   CARTER  LAD. 
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My  name  Is  Jim,  the  carter  lad,  a  jolly  chap  am  I,  :::> 

I  always  am  contented,  be  the  weather  wet  or  dry;  -    ; 

I  snap  my  finger  at  the  snow,  and  whistle  at  the  rain,  ' 

I'v*  braved  the  storm  for  many  a  year,  and  can  do  eo  again. 

Chobcs.  ,        . 

'   Crack,  crack,  goes  my  whip,  I  whistle  and  I  sing, 
•.      •.;    I  Bit  upon  my  wagon,  I'm  as  happy  as  a  king; 

My  horses  always  willing,  as  for  me  I'm  never  Bad, 

None  can  lead  a  jollier  life  than  Jim,  the  carter  lad.      .       .   '; 

■  - ..     My  father  was  a  carrier  many  years  ere  I  was  bom,  ;  "    : 

ne  used  to  rise  at  daybreak,  and  go  his  rounds  each  mom ;  ' 

And  then  he'd  take  me  with  him,  especially  in  the  Spring, 
I'd  love  to  Bit  upon  the  cart  and  hear  my  father  eing: — CaoRCs. 

I  never  think  of  politics,  or  anything  so  great,-  • 

I  hate  to  hear  their  fly-blown  talk  about  the  church  and  State; 

I  act  upright  to  all  men,  and  that's  what  makes  mc  glad. 

You'll  find  there  beate  an  honest  heart  in  Jim,  the  carter  lad.— CnoRrt. 

I  think  I  will  conclude  my  song,  'tis  time  I  was  away,       .•.,>,    -     ;  :  :^ 
My  horses  will  get  weary  if  I  much  longer  stay;  •*]:;. 

To  see  your  smiling  faces  it  makes  my  heart  feel  glad,  ':  ;  -  - 

So,  drivers,  tieat  your  horses  kind,  like  Jim,  the  carter  lad.— Chobub. 


^  Hark!  I  Hear  an  Angel  Sing. 
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-  Hark!  I  hear  an  angel  sing,  ■■■■■^■:     '.  • 

'  .      Angels  now  are  on  the  wing;       "'  ■'  ■      ;■  , 

":     .  '■  And  their  voices  singing  clear,    .    /  -;-.=,n    '-  .> 
■       -  / .  Tell  us  that  the  Spring  is  near.  ;  ,  --V5 

-  Dost  thou  hear  them,  gentle  one?      ^:  '■\':-i'"-;''!'-'^:: 
Dost  thou  see  the  glorious  sun     -.•,-.,    ••     \. 
Rising  higher  in  the  sky,  f  '■; 

As  e^ih  day,  as  each  day  it  passes  by?      .  »   . 

;  '•  Chorus.  .  ;, 

Hark!  I  bear  an  angel  sing,  .^ '. 

Angels  now  are  on  the  wing; 
And  their  voices  singing  clear,        '    '  ■ 
^  ^  Tell  us  that  the  Spring  is  near.      ''-• 

.Just  beyond  yon  cliffs  of  snow. 
Silver  rivers  brightly  flow; 
Smiling  woods  and  fields  are  seen  •  •   - 

:  ■■  Mantled  in  a  robe  of  green.  *•-.  r 

'.  Birds  and  bees,  and  brooks  and  flowers, 
■  Tell  us  of  all  vernal  hours; 
"  There  the  birds  are  weaving  lays 
-  •     .    For  the  happy,  Jiappy  Spring  time  days. — Choru*. 

Look!  oh,  look!  the  Southern  sky       .  .      ., 
Mirrors  flowers  of  every  dye;  . ,; 

Children  tripping  o'er  the  plain, .:,    j  .   ■'';:'-■ 
Spring  is  coming  back  again.  -  '  '   -;"    ■ 

Spring  is  coming,  shouts  of  glee,       -     ' 
Singing  birds  on  bush  and  tree;  ''  .  ' 

'     And  the  bees — their  merry  hums,  ' 

For  the  Spring  time  comes,  it  comes,  it  comes. — 0?ioru4. 


Wouldn't  You  Like  to  Know? 
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Life  is  just  a  game  of  pitch  and  toss, 

(That's  my  notion,)  neither  more  or  less; 
All  is  luck,  our  profit  or  our  loss, 
The  best  of  us  can  only  guess. 
.'  /    Some  guess  right,  but  many  more  gueifi  wrong. 
Riches  come  and  riches  cut  away; 
And  this  burden  of  a  little  song 
•  I  warble  to  myself  all  day:  /*     '     .;  - 

CnoRiTS.  V 

■     Oh!  wouldn't  you  like  to  know. 
To  know  without  hazard  or  fail. 
When  fortune  the  copi>er  may  throw. 
If  'twill  come  down  a  head  or  a  tail? 

Marriage,  too,  a  game  of  chance  must  be. 
Some  gain  prizes,  some  get  only  blanks; 
-    So  it  is  with  people's  £.  «.  d. 

Invested  in  the  Joint  Stock  Banks. 
If  before  we  enter'd  bank  or  church. 
Half  the  risk  a  moment  we  could  see, 
•     We'd  be  left  less  often  in  the  lurch, 
;,- .  How  very  jolly  that  would  be.  —Chortu. 

Could  we  know  what  boss  is  coming  in. 
Then  the  Derby  would  indeed  amuse; 
.  For  altho' we  think  we  stand  to  win. 
It's  possible  we  stand  to  lose.    ■':■-,.■■• 
.      When  to  do  the  culinary  act, 

Call'd  by  turfites  "  putting  on  the  pot," 
-  When  to  hedge  the  coin  w-e  may  Imve  back'd. 
Is  quite  as  much  a  chance  as  not. — Vhoru*. 

Whether  cook  will  spoil  the  ioint  or  no. 
Whether  Jones  will  meet  that  little  bill; 
':■■  Whether  when  you  sing  your  song  will  go 
.  .         Are  matters  quite  beyond  our  skill. 
■■■:;   •'       Now  that  I  have  done  my  best  to  please. 
Up  the  fatal  copper  I  will  heave; 
;    '  ;     Come  down  what  it  will,  I'm  at  my  ease, 

In  you,  my  friends,  I'll  still  believe.— (7 Aoru*. 
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LIMERICK  RACES. 

I'm  a  simi  le  Irish  lad,  I've  resolved  to  see  some  fun,  sirs ; 
So,  to  satBfy  my  mind,  to  Limerick  town  I  come,  sirs ; 
Oh,  murtlJer  1  wliat  a  precious  place,  and  what  a  cliarminic  city. 
Where  thq  boys  are  all  so  free,  and  tlic  girls  are  all  so  pretty. 

Chorus. 
Hnsha  rine  a  dinfr  a  da,  ri  too  ral  laddy,  oh  t 
Musba  riug  a  ding  a  da,  ri  too  ral  laddy.  oh  I 
It  was  on  :he  first  of  May,  when  I  began  my  rambles. 
When  eve  ythinff  was  there,  both  Jauntine  cars  and  (ranibols 
I  looked  a  oug  the  road,  what  was  lined  with  smilinK  faces. 
All  drivlni  off  ding-dong,  to  go  and  see  the  races. 

Musha  ring  a  ding  a  da,  Ac. 

So  then  I '  ras  resolved  to  go  and  see  the  race,  sirs. 

▲nd  on  a  (  oach  and  four  neatly  took  my  place,  sirs ; 

When  a  cqap  bawls  out :  "  Behind  1 "  and  the  coachman  dealt  a  blow,  sirs ; 

Faith  I  he  hit  me  Just  as  fair  as  if  his  eyes  were  in  his  pull,  sirs. 

Musha  ring  a  ding  a  da,  Ac. 

So  then  I !  ad  to  walk,  and  make  no  great  delay,  sirs. 
Until  I  rea  ched  the  course,  where  every  tiling  was  gay,  sirs; 
It's  then  I  spied  a  wooden  house,  and  in  the  upper  story. 
The  band  Itruck  up  a  tune  called,  '*  Garry  Owen  and  glory." 


Musha  ring  a  ding  a  da,  Ac. 


There  wast  fiddlers  playing  jigs,  there  was  lads  and  lasses  dancing, 
And  chapa  upon  their  nags,  round  the  course  sure  they  were  prancing ; 
Some  wen  drinking  whiskey-punch,  while  others  bawled  out  gayly : 
"Hurrah  t  len  for  the  Shamrock  green,  and  the  splinter  of  shillelagh ! " 

Musha  ring  a  ding  a  da,  Ac. 

There  was  betters  to  and  fro,  to  see  who  would  win  the  race,  sirs,    ' 
And  one  o  the  sporting  chaps,  of  course,  came  up  to  me,  sirs; 
Says  he,  "  :'ll  bet  you  fifty  pounds,  and  I'll  put  it  down  this  minute." 
*'  Ah  then :  ten  to  one,"  says  I,  "  the  foremost  horse  will  win  it." 

Musha  ring  a  ding  a  da,  Ao. 

When  the  (layers  came  to  town,  and  a  funny  set  was  they, 

I  paid  my   wo  thlrteens  to  go  and  see  the  play  ; 

They  actec  kings  and  cobblers,  queens  and  everything  so  gayly. 

But  I  foonfl  myself  at  home  when  they  struck  up :  "  Paddy  Carey  " 

Musha  ring  a  ding  a  da,  Ac. 


en  This   Cruel  War  is   Over. 

The  Wordi  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  pf  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  f.  O.  Box  1833.  New  York  City. 

Dearest  love,  do  you  remember 

When  we  last  did  meet. 
When  you  told  me  that  you  loved  me 

Kneeling  at  my  feet? 
Oh,  how  proud  you  stood  before  me, 

In  your  suit  of  blue. 
When  you  vowed  to  me  and  country 

Ever  to  be  true. 

Chorus. 
Weeping,  sad  and  lonely, 

Hopes  and  fears  how  vain; 
Yet  praying,  when  this  cruel  war  is  over. 

Praying  that  we  meet  again. 

When  the  Summer  breeze  is  sighing 

Mournfully  along. 
Or,  when  Autumn  leaves  are  falling. 

Sadly  breathes  the  song. 
Oft,  in  dreams  I  see  thee  lying 

On  the  battle-plain, 
Lonely,  wounded,  even  dying. 

Calling  but  iu  vain. — C/toru*. 

If,  amid  the  din  of  battle. 

Nobly  you  should  fall 
Far  away  from  those  who  love  you. 

None  to  hear  your  call; 
Who  would  whisper  words  of  comfort? 

Who  would  soothe  your  pain? 
Ah!  the  many  cruel  fancies  - 

Ever  in  my  brain. — C/torus. 

But  our  country  called  you,  darling. 

Angels  cheer  your  way; 
While  our  nation's  sons  are  fighting. 

We  can  only  pray. 
Nobly  sir  ik  3  for  God  and  Liberty, 

Let  all  nations  see 
How  we  love  our  starry  banner. 

Emblem  of  the  free. — Chortu. 


THE   STEAM  ARM. 

;        Byll.V.  Smith.       '        :    ;      ' 

Oh!  wonders  sure  will  never  cease,  ;. 
While  works  of  art  do  so  increase —  % 

No  matter  whether  in  war  or  peace,  .     ■  ■'' 

Men  can  do  whatever  they  please. 

Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c.  .' 

A  curious  tale  I  will  unfold 
To  all  of  you,  as  1  was  told, 
Al)out  a  soldier  stout  and  bold, 
Whose  wife,  'tis  said,  was  an  arrant  scold. 
Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c. 

At  Waterloo  he  lost  an  arm. 
Which  gave  him  pain  and  great  alarm; 
But  he  soon  got  well,  and  grew  ouite  calm,  • 
For  a  shilling  a  day  was  a  sort  of  balm. 
Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c. 

The  story  goes:  on  every  night, 
His  wife  would  bang  him  left  and  right; 
So  he  deterniin'd  out  of  spite,  , 

To  have  an  arm,  cost  what  it  might. 
Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c 

He  went  at  once,  strange  it  may  seem. 
To  have  one  made,  to  work  by  steam; 
For  a  ray  of  hope  began  to  gleam. 
That  force  of  arms  would  wim  her  esteem. 
Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c. 

The  limb  was  finish'd  and  fixed  unto 
His  stump  of  a  shoulder,  neat  and  true. 
You'd  have  thought  it  there  by  nature  grew. 
For  it  stuck  to  its  place  as  tight  as  glue. 
Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c 

He  started  Lome  and  knock'd  at  the  door, 
His  wife  her  abuse  began  to  pour; 
He  turn'd  a  small  peg,  and  before 
He'd  time  to  think,  she  fell  on  the  floor. 
Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c. 

With  policemen  soon  his  room  was  flll'd. 
But  every  one  he  nearly  kilid; 
For  the  soldier's  arm  had  been  so  drill'd. 
That  once  in  action,  it  couldn't  be  still'd. 
Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c 

They  took  him  at  once  before  the  mayor — 
His  arm  kept  moving  all  the  while  there; 
The  mayor  cried,  "Shake  your  fist  if  you  dare!" 
When  the  steam  arm  knock'd  him  out  of  his  chair. 
Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c. 

This  rais'd  in  court  a  bit  of  cTamor, 
The  arm  going  on  like  an  auctioneer's  hammer; 
It  fell  in  weight  like  a  pavior's  rammer. 
And  many  with  fear  began  to  stammer, 
Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c. 

He  was  lock'd  in  a  cell  from  doing  harm. 
To  satisfy  those  who  had  still  a  qualm; 
When,  all  at  once,  they  had  an  alaiin, 
Down  fell  the  walls  and  out  popp  d  the  arm. 
Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c. 

He  soon  escap'd  and  reach 'd  his  door, 
And  knock'd  by  steam-raps  half  a  score. 
But  as  the  arm  in  power  grew  more  and  more. 
Bricks,  mortar,  and  wood  soon  strew'd  the  floor. 
Ri  too  ral  loo  '•al,  &c. 

With  eagerness  he  stepp'd  over  each  chair, 
Popp'd  into  his  room — his  wffe  was  there; 
"  Oh.  come  to  my  arms!"  she  cried,  "  my  dear;" 
When  his  steami-r  smash'd  the  crockery- ware. 
Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c. 

He  left  his  house  at  length  outright 
And  wanders  about  just  like  a  sprite; 
For  he  can't  keep  still,  either  day  or  night. 
For  his  arm  keeps  moving  with  two-horse  might. 
Ri  too  ral  loo  ral,  &c. 
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Sweet  Scented  Handsome  Young  Man. 

There's  a  young  man  who  lives  in  our  town, 
■},      His  name  is  Adolphus  de  Anthony  Brown ; 

Among  weak-minded  females  he  gains  much  renown. 

This  sweet  scented  handsome  young  man.        ,.. 

He's  bright  as  a  butterfly,  his  collars  are  gay, , 

He  flutters  from  corner  "to  comer  each  day,* 

He's  too  sweet  for  anything  that's  what  all  the  girls  saj-, 

This  sweet  scented  handsome  young  man. 

.-■•■•■'''  ■■.■■  -^f' '-'v '■■:.     C<Houus.    .   "■  "iv'^y  ■■■•;;   \    <; .; 

He  wears  a  red  necktie,  his  complexion  is  fair, 
Right  down  the  middle  he  parts  his  brown  hair;    .  ' 
He  skips  all  the  gutters  like  a  thing  made  of  air. 
This  sweet  scented  handsome  young  man. 

He  has  a  few  hairs  right  on  his  upper  lip,         ~ 
His  legs  are  the  size  o-  a  two  cent  tallow  dip,  ' ; 

He  looks  like  a  chicken  who  has  ;  ust  had  the  pip. 
This  sweet  scented  handsome  young  man. 
If  caught  in  the  rain  he  would  surely  expire, 
.    Got  up  expressly   or  girls  to  admire ; 

He  can  jump  through  a  scive  without  touching  the  wire. 
This  sweet  scented  handsome  young  man.— CA<?rtt», 


The  Portrait  That  Hangs  on  the  Wall. 

Words  and  Music  by  John  W.  Gibbons. 

I  love  it,  the  portrait  that  hangs  on  the  wall, 

'Tis  a  treasure  to  me  dear  as  life,  "    . 

It's  the  last  parting  gift  of  a  fond  mother  dear. 

Long  departed  from  earth,  care,  and  strife.  ?•   " 

Ere  her  expiring  hour,  with  faint,  feeble  voice,     : 

She  me  to  her  bedside  did  call. 
And  gave  me  this  token  of  fond  memory— 

Her  portrait  that  hangs  on  the  walL  V         . 

Chorus.  '-.;,',•  " 

Whene'er  I  gaze  on  that  picture  so  dear, 
V.f   !  Bad  memory  it  does  recall, 

And  I  know  in  my  heart  I  never  shall  part 
With  her  portrait  that  hangs  on  the  walL 

How  well  I  remember  the  dreams  of  the  past. 

They  will  ever  impress  on  my  heart. 
She  gave  as  a  keepsake  that  picture  to  me. 

Ere  her  spirit  from  life  dia  depart. 
Saying,  "God  bless  you,  my  boy,  go  the  way  that  is  right, 

My  Alaker  on  me  soon  will  caJl, 
But  keep  as  a  token  this  picture  of  mc, 

My  portrait  that  hangs  on  the  wall." — CJionu. 


/ 


A  KNOT  OF  BLUE  AND   O-RAY. 

Sung  by  John  W.  Gibbons. 

;   ...      You  ask  me  why  upon  my  breast. 
Unchanged  from  day  to  day, 
Linked,  side  by  side  in  this  broad  band, 

I  wear  the  blue  and  gray; 
I  had  two  brothers  long  ago— 
V      '.         Two  brothers  blithe  and  gay.  " 

One  wore  a  suit  of  Northern  blue. 
And  one  a  suit  of  Southern  gray. 

One  heard  the  roll-call  of  the  South, 
'     '     And  linked  his  fate  with  Lee, 

The  other  bore  the  Stars  and  Stripes, 
J      With  Sherman  to  the  sea. 
And  that  is  why  upon  my  breast,  .  • 

Unchanged  from  day  to  day,  ,    ■  ■ 

'  Linked,  side  by  side  in  this  broad  band,    ^ 

I  wear  a  knot  of  blue  and  gray. 

♦  ■ 

Each  fought  for  what  he  deemed  was  right. 

And  fell  with  sword  in  hand; 
One  sleeps  amid  Virginia's  hills. 

And  one  by  (Georgia's  strand.  ;   : 

But  the  same  sun  shines  on  both  their  graves, 
'  ,  Amid  valleys  and  o'er  hills. 

And  in  the  darkest  of  the  hours, 

My  brothers  do  live  still. 


MY  POORJDOG  TRAY. 

On  the  green  banks  of  Shannon,  when  Shelah  was  nigh. 

No  blythe  Irish  lad  was  so  happy  as  I, 

No  harp  like  my  own  could  so  cheerily  play, 

And  wherever  1  went,  was  my  poor  old  dog  Tray. 

When  at  last  I  was  forced  from  my  Shelah  to  part. 
She  said — while  the  sorrow  was  big  in  her  heart — 
"Oh,  remember  your  Slielah,  when  far,  far  away. 
And  be  kind,  my  dear  Pat,  to  my  poor  dog  Tray." 

Poor  dog,  he  was  faithful  and  kind,  to  be  sure; 
And  he  constantly  loved  me,  although  I  was  poor, 
When  the  sour-looking  folks  sent  me  heartless  away, 
I  had  always  a  friend  in  my  poor  dog  Tray. 

When  the  road  was  so  dark,  and  the  night  was  so  cold. 
And  Pat  and  his  dog  were  gr  -wn  weary  and  old. 
How  snugly  we  slept  in  my  old  cot  of  gray. 
And  he  lick'd  me  for  kindness — my  poor  dog  Tray. 

Though  my  wallet  was  scant,  I  remember'd  his  case 
Nor  refused  my  last  crust  to  his  pitiful  face; 
But  he  died  at  my  feet  on  a  cold  Winter's  day. 
And  I  play'd  a  lament  for  my  poor  dog  Tray. 

Where  now  shall  I  go— poor,  forsaken,  and  blind? 
Can  I  find  one  to  guide  me  so  faithful  and  kind? 
To  my  sweet  native  village  so  far,  far  away, 
I  can  ne'er  more  return  with  my  poor  dog  Tray. 


HILDEBRANDT   MONTROSE. 

The  Words  and  Musio  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  oa 
receipt  of  12  cents,  by  U.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1883,  New  York  City. 

His  name  is  Hildebrandt  Montrose, 

Some  folks  they  call  him  Charley;    ... 
In  his  buttonhole  he  wears  a  rose. 

He  can  "  Frangais  vooley  parley  l" 
His  hair  in  auburn  ringlets;  * 

His  eyes  an  azure  dark; 
The  girls  they  call  him  Birdie, 

Like  the  swallows  in  the  Park. 

Chouus. 

Ta,  ta,  ta,  ta,  my  baby  dear, 
I'll  meet  you  in  the  Park  if  the  weather  it  Is  clear, 
I'll  strike  you  with  a  feather!  ev'ry  daisy  knows 
The  darling  of  the  ladies  is  Hildebrandt  Montrose. 

His  necktie  is  of  golden  hue,  ■.;;  ■ 

This  most  exquisite  fellah,  ,      "       >^' 

He  looks  just  like  a  Christmas  toy. 

Underneath  his  silk  umbrella-  ... 

His  boots  are  patent  leather,  \  '* 

His  bills  he  never  pays,  '; 

He  always  drinks  plain  soda,  :   ,      .     •        .; 

And  this  is  what  he  says: —       •     '. 

'  Chorus.  - 

"  Au  revoir,  bye,  bye,"  you  should  hear  him  say, 

"I'll  buy  some  ginger  drops  for  Camille  across  the  way  I" 

The  ladies  all  together  are  sighing  for  a  beau. 

Of  course  the  individual  is  Hildebrandt  Montrose.   , 

He  parts  his  hair  with  wondrous  care,  .         ^    ,. 

And  chalks  his  paper  collars; 
His  pa  is  very  wealthy — yes. 

He's  worth  a  million  dollars  ,     •', 

In  " Big  Bonanza"  mining  stock! 

His  voice  is  quite  soprano. 
You  should  hear  him  sing  "Love's  Chidings, 

To  a  Fogarty  piano. 

Chorus.      , 

"Oh,  bye,  bye,  I  must  po  away. 

Before  Aurora  bright  gilds  the  Summer  clouds  so  gayl" 
The  ladies  (heaven  bless  them)  positively  know 
Their  choicest  little  treasure  is  Hildebrandt  Montrose. 


—Proprietor.— "If  you  boys  don't  clear  out  I'll  call  that 
officer  and  have  you  taken  in."  Boy. — "There's  where  you'd 
be  taken  in;  that  cop's  my  dad,  he  is." 
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dei;r  island,  down  the  bay. 


Sung  by  Johnny  Boyle. 
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oil 


It  was 
I  took  a 
When 
They 


t'V  o 

sail 


one  lovely  night  in  March,  I  got  so  awful  tight, 
itroll  down  Portland  street,  'twas  there  I  had  a  flght, 
policemen  came  along— they  had  a  word  to  say— 
they'd  send  me  over  to  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay. 


They 
And  in 
I  asked 
"Oh,ye( 


marched 


1  01 


It  was 
They  pu 
The  cler  : 
But 


me  up  to  Station  Three— 'twas  there  I  stayed  all  night, 
mom  when  I  awoke,  I  was  not  quite  so  tight; 
captain  to  let  me  go,  as  I  had  no  money  to  pay! 
1  he  says,  I  will  let  you  go  to  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay." 


tie 
(be 


the  first  of  April,  I  was  brought  before  the  judge, 
me  in  the  prisoner's  dock,  that  they  might  have  their  grudnfe; 
he  read  the  charge  to  me:  "  Not  guilty!  "  I  did  say, 
thcyjproved  to  send  me  over  to  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay. 


The  offlcprs  swore  they  had  seen  me  drunk  some  fifty  times  and  more. 
And  the  ndge  he  thought  they  told  the  truth,  as  he  viewed  my  carcass  o'er; 
For  an  a  rful  pile  of  whiskey  I  did  daily  stow  away. 
Bat  I  gni  SB  they  will  keep  me  sober  on  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay. 

Deer  Isltpd  Is  a  pretty  place— South  Boston  can't  compare. 

The  judge  he  thought  It  would  improve  my  health  to  give  me  a  passage  there; 

So  two  n  onths  the  judge  he  gave  me,  and  1  was  sent  away 

In  the  sti  amer  Common  Drunkard,  to  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay. 


When  I 
They 
They 
For  that 


I  rrlvcd  on  this  beautiful  isle  they  marched  me  to  the  bonse, 

shi^ed  my  hair  close  to  my  head,  but  never  found  a  1 e; 

pcd  me  into  a  bath-tub,  put  on  me  a  suit  of  grey, 

9  the  way  they  use  them  all  on  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay. 


dull 


Eight  huhdred  drunkards,  bold  and  true,  down  on  this  isle  do  stay. 
Working  for  this  good  old  State,  for  which  they  get  no  pay; 
Brown  b  ead  and  mush  is  plenty,  they  have  it  every  day, 
Down  ln|the  House  of  Industry,  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay. 


On  the 
Making 
Bat  we 
▲  few 


firm  I 


and  in  the  coal  pile  the  boys  are  hard  at  work,        I 
oes  and  cutting  wood,  while  the  Molls  thoy  wash  our  shirts; 
tllnk  we  all  can  stand  it  until  the  final  day, 
months  won't  last  forever  on  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay. 


At  six  o'l 
Then 
We  empt^ 
To  get 


There  ar 
They  say 
I  know 
But  whai 


Every  aflernoon  I  paraded,  with  a  band-cart  in  my  hand, 
Down  to  the  Common  Drunkard,  'twas  there  I  had  my  stand; 
The  fish  md  beef  I  had  to  haul,  all  through  the  mud  and  clay, 
Down  to  these  common  drunnards  on  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay. 


lock  we  all  tuni  in,  at  five  we  all  turn  out, 
our  buckets  in  our  hand— what  is  in  them  you  can't  daabt; 
them  and  wash  ourselves,  and  then  we  march  away 
bread  and  cofiFee,  on  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay. 


We  go  toj  church  on  Sunday,  to  hear  the  Word  of  God, 
Which  U  something  we  ain't  used  to,  and  It  comes  almighty  hard; 
They  thi  ik  they  can  convert  us,  make  us  leave  our  rummy  way. 
But  they  II  find  themselves  mistaken,  on  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay. 


t  le 


deers  on  Boston  Common,  and  dears  on  Portland  street, 
that  mm  is  so  very  dear,  that  no  one  dares  to  treat; 

times  are  mighty  hanl,  but  few  can  pay  their  way. 
is  dearer  than  them  all  is.  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay. 


Now  I'v)  arrived  in  Boston,  how  sober  I  do  feel, 

'Tis  now  three  times  a  day  I  get  a  good,  square,  hearty  meal; 

And  raa  and  whiskey  I  leave  alone,  T  find  it  does  not  pay. 

For  two  nonths  at  home  is  better  than  on  Deer  Island,  down  th«  bsj. 


And  now 
That  we 
I've  serv 
So  I'll 


my  song  is  ended,  yon  will  with  me  agree, 
[x>or  common  dronkards  should  at  once  be  all  set  free; 
;d  my  sentence  nobly,  1  have  no  more  to  say, 
you  all  to  go  to  Hall  or  Deer  Island,  down  the  bay. 


tel 


— A  ar  of  preserves  had  effected  a  very  mysterious  disappear- 
ance di  ring  tlie  night,  and  the  fact  was  mentioned  at  the  brealifast 
table  n  ;.xt  morning.  Denials  of  guilt  came  from  every  side,  but 
it  was  noticed  that  one  particular  youngster  was  silent.  "  And 
what  bftve  you  to  say,  Georgie?"  said  hi.s  aunt,  turning  toward 
him.  Vnd  then  very  honestly  and  solemnly  came  the  response: 
"  My  pb  don't  allow  me  to  talk  at  the  table." 


^ 


THE  BEAUTIFUL  SNOW. 


By  J.  W.  WateoB. 


O,  the  snow,  the  beautiful  snow. 
Filling  the  sky  and  earth  below; 
Over  the  house-tops,  over  the  street. 
Over  the  heads  of  the  people  you  meet, 
Dancing, 
Flirting, 

Skimming  along; 
Beautiful  snow;  it  can  do  no  wrong. 
Flying  to  kiss  a  fair  lady's  cheek; 
Clinging  to  lips  in  a  frolicsome  freak; 
Beautiful  snow  from  the  heavens  above, 
Pure  as  an  angel,  gentle  as  level 

O,  the  snow,  the  beautiful  snow, 
How  the  flakes  gather  and  lau^h  as  they  go; 
Whirling  about  in  the  maddening  fun, 
It  plays  in  its  glee  with  every  one; 
Chasing, 

Laughing, 

Hurrying  by. 
It  lighta  on  the  face  and  it  sparkles  the  eye; 
Ana  even  the  dogs  with  a  bark  and  a  bound. 
Snap  at  the  crystals  that  eddy  around; 
The  town  is  alive,  and  its  heart  in  u  glow, 
To  welcome  the  coming  of  beautiful  snow. 

How  the  wild  crowd  goes  swaying  along, 
Hailing  each  other  with  humor  and  song; 
How  the  gav  sledges,  like  meteors,  flash  by. 
Bright  for  the  moment,  then  lost  to  the  eye; 
Ringing, 

Swinging. 

Dashing  they  go. 
Over  the  crust  of  the  beautiful  snow; 
Snow  so  pure  when  it  falls  from  the  sky. 
To  be  trampled  in  mud  by  the  crowd  rushing  by. 
To  be  trampled  and  tracked  by  the  thousands  of  feet, 
'Till  it  blends  with  the  horrible  filth  in  the  street. 


Once  I  was  pure  as  the  snow — but  I  fell; 
Fell  like  the  snow-flakes  from  heaven — to  hell; 
Fell  to  be  trampled  as  fllth  in  the  street; 
Fell  to  be  scoflfed,  to  be  spit  on  and  boat. 
Pleading, 
Cursing, 

Dreading  to  die. 
Selling  my  soul  to  whoever  would  buy. 
Dealing  in  shame  for  a  morsel  of  bread. 
Haling  the  living  and  fearing  the  dead. 
Merciful  God!  have  I  fallen  so  low? 
And  yet  I  was  ouce  like  the  beautiful  snow.      . 

Once  I  was  fair  as  the  beautiful  snow. 
With  an  eye  like  its  crystal,  a  heart  like  its  glow; 
Once  I  was  loved  for  my  innocent  grace, — 
Flattered  and  sought  for  the  charms  of  my  face. 
Father, 
Mother, 

Sisters  all, 
God,  and  myself,  I  have  lost  by  my  fall. 
The  veriest  wretch  that  goes  shivering  by 
Will  take  a  wide  sweep  lest  I  wander  too  nigh; 
For  of  all  that  is  on  or  about  mc,  I  know 
There  is  nothing  that's  pure  but  the  beautiful  snow. 


How  strange  it  should  be  that  this  beautiful  snow 
Should  fall  on  a  sinner  with  nowhere  to  go, 
How  strange  it  would  be,  when  the  night  comes  again, 
If  the  snow  and  the  ice  struck  my  desperate  brain. 
Fainting, 
Freezing, 

Dying  alone, 
Too  wicked  for  a  prayer,  too  weak  for  a  moan,    . 
To  be  heard  in  the  crash  of  the  crazy  town, 
Gone  mad  in  its  joy  at  the  snow's  coming  down. 
To  lie,  and  so  die  in  my  terrible  woe, 
With  a  bed  and  a  shroud  of  the  beautiful  snow. 


V 
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THE   WHISTLING-  THIEF. 
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When  Pat  came  o'er  tlie  bill  "i.^  ^ 

His  Colleen  fair  to  see, 
His  whistle,  low  and  shrill, 

The  signal  was  to  be —  -  v- 

"  Mary,     the  mother  said, 

"  Some  one  is  whistlin' sure." 
"Oh,"  says  Mary,  " 'tis  only  th«  wind 

A-whistlin'  thro'  the  door. 

"  I've  lived  a  long  time,  Mary, 

In  this  wide  world,  my  dear; 
But  a  door  to  whistle  like  that, 

I  never  yet  did  hear." 
"But,  mother,  you  know  the  flddl* 

Hangs  close  beside  the  chink, 
And  the  wind  upon  the  strings 

Is  playin'  the  tuue,  I  think." 

"  Mary,  I  hear  the  pig 

Uneasy  in  his  mind. " 
"But,  mother,  you  know  they  say 

The  pigs  can  see  the  wind." 
"  That  3  thrue  enough  in  the  day;      • 

But  I  think  you  may  remark 
That  pigs  no  more  nor  we 

Can  see  anything  in  the  dark." 

"  The  dog  is  barkin' now — 

The  fiddle  can't  play  that  tune."      y 
"  But,  mother,  the  dogs  will  bark     . 

Whenever  they  see  the  moon." 
"  But  how  could  he  see  the  moon. 

When  you  know  the  dog  is  blind? 
.       Blind  dogs  can't  bark  at  the  moon — 

Nor  fiddles  be  played  by  the  wind." 

"  I'm  not  such  a  fool  as  you  think, 

I  know  very  well 'tis  Put. 
Shut  your  mouth,  you  whistlin' thief, 

And  go  along  home  out  o' that. 
And  you  go  off  to  bed — 
Don't  play  upon  me  your  jeers — 
■    For  tho'  I've  lost  my  eyes,  ,         . 

.    ':  I  haven't  lost  my  cars." 


A 
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The  Villain  Still  Pursued  Her. 

I'll  sing  about  a  beauty. 

Who  in  Irish  town  does  dwell. 
With  her  father  and  mother,  :      ;       v  t 

In  a  boarding-house  hotel.    ' 
There  is  a  villain  wanted  to  marry  h«r, 

Before  he  ever  knew  her;  ' 

She  left  her  home  and  run  away. 

And  the  villain  still  pursued  h«r. 

This  girl  then  left  her  home,  . 

Likewise  her  native  place; 
One  day  while  walking  through  the  park, 

She  met  the  villain  face  to  face; 
He  grasped  her  by  the  lily  white  hand, 

And  he  popped  the  question  to  her, 
She  seized  tlie  tongs  aud  wrenched  his  breath — 

And  the  villain  still  pursued  her. 

She  traveled  on  for  miles —  ,:  !" 

At  last  she  drew  a  pop  '       , 

And  shot  him  four  times  through  th«  heart. 

And  still  he  would  not  stop; 
Shew  drew  a  sword,  and  cut  liim 

Right  and  left,  when  he  came  to  her — 
She  killed  him  dead,  and  away  she  went — 

And  the  villain  still  pursued  her. 


— •*  Annie,"  said  a  fond  husband  to  his  wife,  "  what  were  the 
current  expenses  of  last  month? "  "Oh,"  she  answered,  "only 
twenty-eight  cents."  "  Why,  how  was  that?  "  "  Well,  you  see. 
I  only  baked  cake  twice,  and  therefore  used  very  few  cuirants." 


LITTLE   MAGG-IE  ANN. 

^    -  :  v'H      Copyright,  1879,  by  E.  U.  Harding. 
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I  know  a  little  rosybud,     :      •   ^  -  ^'     •  "       -  .' 

A  light-weight  of  sixteen,  . 

Wid  hair  where  warmest  colors  blaze. 

And  heart  where  truth  do  beam ; 
She  have  a  cheek  where  freshness  dwells. 

She'd  spoil  up  any  man, 
A  lump  of  carrot  gold  is  she. 

This  little  Maggie  Ann. 

Chorus.  ;"   :''X  .\ 

This  little  Maggie  Ann,  this  rosy  Maggie  Ann, 

She'd  strike  you  blind  dumb,  this  sweet  little  plum. 
This  slick  and  entirely  be  wilderin' young  girl,  -._. 

They  call  little  Maggie  Ann. 
This  rosy  Maggie  Ann,  a  Vaynus  is  she, 

Whate'er  that  may  be,  is  little  Maggie  Ann. 

She  used  to  be  a  workingman, 

Down  in  a  laundry  fine, 
And  wrestle  wid  discouraged  shirts, 

'Till  wid  new  life  they'd  shine; 
But  she  bekeni  hightoney, 

As  would  any  other  man, 
And  now  a  rale,  pure  Irish  nurse 

Is  little  Maggie  Ann.  —  CTiorus. 

The  babies  all  she  washes. 

And  then  irons  them  out  well. 
And  fetches  them  a  lovely  slap. 

If  out  of  tune  they  j'ell;  *     "         ,. 

A  fancy  niglit-cap  then  she  wears,    - 

This  French  Hit)eruian,  J. 

Then  to  the  park  wid  all  the  babes 

Glides  little  Maggie  Ann.— C7t<wTi«.       .;;^    ., 
•  ^»»  ■  ^...  -."y  :•■.-. 

THE   SHAN   VAN  VOGH. 
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Oh!  the  French  arc  on  the  sea,  < 

■  V  Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh;  .- 

The  French  are  on  the  sea,  .       f . 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh;  ; 

Oh!  the  French  are  in  the  bay, 
:        .    They'll  be  here  without  delay,  . 

Aud  the  Orange  will  decay. 
Says  the  Shun  Van  Vogh.  .  '* 

And  where  will  they  have  their  camp? 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh ; 
Where  will  they  have  their  camp? 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh; 
On  the  Curragh  of  Kildare,  • 

The  boys  they  will  be  there. 
With  their  pikes  in  good  repair. 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh. 

Then  what  will  the  yeomen  do? 

Saj's  the  Shan  Van  Vogh;  • 

What  will  the  yeomen  do? 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh; 
What  will  the  yeomen  do, 
■  •  But  throw  off  the  red  and  blue. 

And  swear  that  they'll  be  true 

To  the  Shan  Van  Vogh? 

And  what  color  will  they  wear? 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh;  <: 

.-  What  color  will  they  wear? 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh ; 
What  color  should  beeeon  .  7 

Where  our  fathers'  homes  have  been,  '    ^.  ■  • 

;    But  their  own  immortal  green, 
Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh. 

And  will  Ireland  then  be  free? 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh;  .'■■'.',  .    '" 

'.  Will  Ireland  then  be  free?        ^,     ■■   ^  >' 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh;  r 

.    Yes!  Ireland  shall  be  free,     - 
..       Prom  the  centre  to  the  sea;     ..:  ; 
,  :.     Then,  hurrah!  for  liberty,    '..','■. 
Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh.  i 
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I'l;  Wait  TiU  the  Clouds  RoU  By. 
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The  WordL  and  Music  of  this  Sodk  will  be  sent  to  any  address,post-paid,  on 
recelptiof  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1833,  New  York  aty. 
'  Send  for  complete  catalogue  of  Songs. 

Willie,  tho'  sad  our  parting, 

I'll  still  be  true  to  thee; 
Fondly  my  heart  will  follow 

Over  the  stormy  sea! 
Tho'  I  shall  miss  thee,  mv  darling, 

Tho'  I  shall  sorrow  and  sigh. 
Yet  thy  dear  words  I'll  heed,  love, 

I'll  wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by! 

Chorus. 

I'll  wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by,  Willie, 

I'll  wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by; 
Soon  will  the  dawn  be  breaking, 

I'll  wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by. 

Willie,  the  days  are  weary. 

But  long  I'll  not  repine. 
Darkly  the  skies  are  frowning, 

'Neath  them  the  star-rays  shine; 
Deep  in  my  heart  I  will  treasure 

Each  thought  of  thee,  tho'  I  sigh; 
Soon  will  the  sun  be  shining— 

I'll  wait  till  the  clouds  roil  by.— «Choru$. 

Willie,  tho'  far  you're  sailing, 

I  know  again  we'll  meet; 
Bijghtly  the  future's  dawning. 

Tranquil,  and  fair,  and  sweet; 
Love  in  the  heart  lives  forever, 

Tho'  we  may  sorrow  and  sigh; 
True  to  my  love,  mv  dearest, 

I'll  wait  the  clouds  roll  by.— Chorus. 


At  him, 


Wliat  the  Old  Cock-Sparrow  Said. 

CopyriKht,  1878,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 
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Upon  a  Summer's  night,  the  moon  was  shining  bright, 

I  ram  jled  thro'  the  outskirts  of  the  town. 
To  eujof  the  ev'ning  breeze,  surging  thro'  the  maple  trees, 

As  'u(  ath  their  leafy  boughs  I  sat  me  down ; 
When  a  fluttering  in  the  air,  as  of  birds  assembled  there, 

Did  c  luse  me  up  above  to  raise  my  eyes. 
And  I  li  eard  a  chirping  sound,  giving  maxims  so  profound, 

Brigh  ,  words  of  wisdom  from  the  .starlit  skies; 
An  old  I  :ock-sparrow  spoke,  with  age  his  feathers  broke, 

Uuto  ifty  sparrows  gather'd  o'er  my  head. 
His  sag(  experience  told  noble  proverbs  true  as  gold, 

And  I  lis  was  what  the  old  cock-sparrow  said — 

Always  jive  a  helping  hand  to  misfortune  in  the  land; 

Treat  not  with  scorn  the  broken-hearted  man. 
Who  fo  iglit  his  battle  well,  yet  weak  in  the  struggle  fell. 

And  c  own  the  liill  of  ruin  swiftly  ran; 
If  you  s  !e  the  child  of  sin  deep  in  sorrow's  gulf  plung  in, 

Extun  1  the  hand  of  welcome,  ere  too  late; 
A  word,  if  kindly  spoke,  oft  has  shame's  dark  fetters  broke, 


And  1<  d  the  outcast  to  the  golden  gate; 


who  smiles,  beware,  and  can  preach  when  you  despair, 


Will  give  advice  but  not  a  loaf  of  bread; 


Will  at 


our  follies  rave,  when  a  crust  your  life  would  .save; 


Bewai  i  of  him,  the  old  cock-sparrow  said. 

The  con  'ict  in  his  cell,  tho'  from  rectitude  he  fell, 

A  spaik  of  honor  may  live  in  liis  heart; 
Then  raise  him  from  tiie  slime  of  a  past  and  by-gone  time. 

And  ii  the  race  of  life  give  him  a  start; 
If  he  fai  s  to  win  his  race  it  is  but  his  vywn  disgrace. 

You  h  ive  done  to  him  as  you  would  be  done  by; 
Repeat  t  le  same  once  more  if  you  save  one  in  a  score — 

A  soul  redeemed  is  welcom'd  most  on  high ; 
Remembjr  what  I  say  when  so  swift  you  fly  away. 

Upon  >oor  downcast  manhood  never  tread; 
Aa  he  in  the  gutter  lies,  help  him  quickly  to  arise — 

Was  tlie  last  thing  that  the  old  cock-sparrow  said. 


THE   SAME   OLD  GAME.        ' 
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When  I  was  quite  a  lad. 
And  the  darling  of  my  dad, 

I  was  troublesome  as  troublesome  could  be;    - 
If  I  saw  a  little  boy 
With  a  fancy  little  toy, 

I  was  sure  to  make  him  turn  it  up  to  me; 
And  if  he  said  to  me  nay 
I  would  upset  all  his  play, 

A  proceeding,  which  was  sure  to  bring  me  blame; 
And  tho'  my  cheeks  were  dripping, 
With  the  scolding  and  the  whipping, 

I  would  carry  on  the  same  old  game. 

Chorus. 

The  same  old  game,  the  same  old  game, 
I'd  a  spirit  which  the  old  one  couldn't  tame; 

For  it  mattered  not  to  me  how  I  suffered  for  the  spree 
I  would  carry  on  the  same  old  game. 

As  I  grew  up  in  life 

I  was  urged  to  take  a  wife. 

And  was  introduced  to  one  of  fashion's  pearls; 
Not  for  Joe,  I  said, 
So  I  kept  a  level  head. 

For  I  wasn't  to  be  caught  with  paste  and  curls; 
She  found  it  was  no  go. 
My  wild  oats  I  would  sow, 

In  sports  and  rackets  that  I  need  not  name; 
So  in  spite  of  friends  or  foes. 
With  fine  horses  and  fine  clothes, 

I  carried  on  the  same  old  game.— CAoru«. 

Now  I'll  tell  you  something  new — 
I  was  feeling  rather  blue. 

So  I  went  to  Coney  Island  for  a  spree; 
As  I  stepped  upon  the  pier,  • 

I  spied  a  little  dear. 

Who  slyly  threw  a  kiss  across  to  me; 
Thinks  I,  by  jove!  a  mash, 
I  must  look  out  for  my  cash. 

As  I  offered  her  my  arm  and  asked  her  name; 
But  she,  blushing,  hung  her  head; 
So  to  myself  I  said. 

Here's  a  chance  to  work  the  same  old  game.— C/t<wj/«. 

To  the  Brighton  then  we  went, 
Where  my  cash  was  quickly  spent. 

On  oysters,  wine,  cigars  and  lager  bier; 
But  judge  of  my  surprise. 
When  a  rougii  with  blood-shot  eyes. 

Came  up  and  roughly  shook  my  pretty  dear; 
Then  turning  round  to  me, 
You  are  rather  fresh,  says  he. 

To  rob  me  of  the  girl  that  bears  my  name; 
But  I  did  quick  reply, 
With  finger  to  my  eye. 

It's  been  played  before,  the  same  old  gtane.— -Chorus. 

And  this  thro'  life  you'll  find. 
There  are  games  of  every  kind. 

And  life  is  nothing  but  a  game  of  skill, 
Where  each  one  does  his  best. 
For  his  selfisii  interest. 

And  leaves  the  beaten  one  to  foot  the  bill; 
Whilst  he  who  holds  the  cards, 
Is  sure  of  his  reward. 

No  matter  fair  or  foul,  it's  all  the  same; 
For  it's  beat,  and  rob.  and  ciieat, 
On  Fifth  avenue  or  Wall  street. 

Oh!  everywhere,  the  same  old  game. — Chorus. 


.•■-.k-  • 


—He  was  not  much  up  to  city  tricks,  but  when  a  man  with 
crape  on  his  hat  showed  him  a  massive  gojdrlng,  telling  him 
that  he  had  just  found  it.  the  young  maji-<fTdn't  believe  it.  He 
said:  "I  believe  vou  stole  that  valmiWe  ring."  "No,  sir;  in- 
deed I  didn't.  "Vou  may  have  it^^r  two  dollars,  as  I  have  to 
leave  town."  lie  paid  the  t\j>«r(lollars.  but  when  he  took  it  to 
the  jeweler,  and  the  jew^Jrf^told  him  tlie  retail  price  per  dozen 
of  that  style  of  ring^jrtfs  thirty-five  cents,  he  bursted  into  tears 
and  said:  I  did4iMrrman  an  injustice.  He  never  stole  it.  He 
was  honest,  after  all." 
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I've  seen  a  deal  of  gaiety  throughout  my  noisy  life, 

With  all  my  grand  accomplishments  I  ne'er  could  get  a  wife; 

The  thing  1  most  excel  in  is  the  P.  R.  F.  G.  game— 

A  Doise  all  night,  in  bed  all  day,  and  swimming  in  champagne. 

;■■;";,;.;■'       :  :^ -y-r'^ '' -'^  ■ '''■■     Chorus.  .  •' 

For  Champagne  Charlie  is  my  name, 
.  .     .,       Champagne  Charlie  is  my  name; 

Good  for  any  game  at  night,  my  boys, 
Champagne  Charlie  is  my  name. 
Champagne  Charlie  is  my  name; 

Good  for  any  game  at  night,  my  boys, 
Who'll  come  and  join  me  in  a  spree? 

The  way  I  gained  my  title,  's  by  a  hobby  that  I've  got 
Of  never  letting  others  pay,  however  long  the  shot; 
Whoever  drinks  at  my  expense  are  treated  just  the  same. 
From  dukes,  lords, to  cabmen  down, I  make  them  drink  champagne 

For  Champagne  Charlie  is  my  name,  &c. 

From  cofifee      d  from  supper  rooms,  from  Poplar  to  Pale, 
All  the  girls   n  seeing  me,  exclaim,  ' '  O,  what  a  champagne  swell ! " 
The  notion  'tis  of  every  one,  if  'twere  not  for  my  name, 
And  causing  so  much  to  be  drunk,  they'd  never  make  champagne. 

For  Champagne  Charlie  is  my  name,  &c. 

Perhaps  you  fancy  what  I  say  is  nothing  else  but  chaff. 
And  only  done,  like  other  songs,  to  merely  raise  a  laugh; 
To  prove  that  I  am  not  in  jest,  each  man  a  bottle  of  Cham. 
I'll  stand,  fiz  round  I  yes,  that  I  will,  and  stand  it  like  a  lamb. 

For  Champagne  Charlie  is  my  name,  &c. 


NELLY  WAS  A  LADY. 
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Down  on  the  Mississippi  floating,  v'  - 

Long  time  I  travelled  on  the  way. 
All  night  the  cotton-wood  a  toating,  ,-; 

Sing  for  my  true  love  all  the  day. 

Chorus. 

Nelly  was  a  lady. 

Last  night  she  died; 
Toll  the  bell  for  lovely  Nell, 

My  dark  Virginny  bride. 

Now  I'm  unhappy,  and  I'm  weeping. 

Can't  toat  the  cotton  any  more; 
Last  night  while  Nelly  was  a-sleeping. 

Death  came  a-knocking  at  the  door. — Chorxu, 

When  I  saw  my  Nelly  in  the  morning 

Smile  till  she  open  up  her  eyes, 
Seem'd  like  the  light  of  dt^y  a-dawning. 

Just  before  the  sun  begins  to  ns^.— Chorus. 

Close  by  the  margin  of  the  water. 
Where  the  lone  weeping-willow  grows. 

There  lived  Virginny's  lovely  daughter. 
There  she  in  death  may  find  repose. — Chorm, 

Down  in  the  meadow  among  the  clover, 

Walk  with  my  Nelly  by  my  side; 
Now  all  those  happy  days  are  over — 

Farewell,  my  dark  Virginny  bride! — Ctwnu. 


I'm  always  gay  and  free,  my  boys. 

Wherever  I  may  go, 
A  fig  for  every  grief,  I  say, 

And  ev'iy  petty  woe; 
I  laugh  at  what  the  world  calls  care, 

Am  always  gay  and  free. 
Look  always  on  the  brighter  side. 

That  is  the  etyle  for  me. 

Chorus. 

I'm  always  gay  and  free,  boys, 
.    Happy  as  can  be,  boys. 
That  the  style  for  me,  boys, 
Always  gay  and  free— I'm  free. 

The  fleeting  years  go  swiftly  by, 

And  life  is  but  a  span, 
To  treat  it's  troubles  lightly, 

Is  by  far  a  better  plan ; 
Brave  hopes  will  cheer  us  on  our  way. 

On  land  or  stormy  sea. 
Look  always  on  the  brighter  side, 

That  is  the  style  iormQ.—Chonis. 

Tho'  troubles  often  bore  us. 

And  the  world  seems  dark  and  drear, 
We've  better  days  before  us 

If  we  onlv  persevere; 
Behind  life  s  darkest  clouds 

A  silver  lining  we  may  see,      ^ 
Looking  always  on  the  brighter  side. 

That  is  the  style  for  me. — Chorus. 

Tho'  gay  and  free,  as  I  have  said. 

You  always  may  depend, 
That  I  will  do  my  best  to  soothe 

The  troubles  ot  a  friend ; 
A  kindly  word  works  wonders,    ■ 

I  am  sure  you  will  agree. 
Look  always  on  the  brighter  side,        ■ 

That  is  the  style  for  me. — Chorum 


MOTHER,  HE'S  GOING  AWAY. 
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Now,  what  are  you  crying  for,  Nelly? 

Don't  be  blubbering  there  like  a  fool; 
With  the  weight  of  the  grief,  faith,  I'll  tell  you, 

You'll  breaK  down  the  three-legged  stool. 
I  suppose  now  you're  crying  for  Barney, 

But  don't  believe  a  word  that  he'd  say. 
He  tells  nothing  but  big  lies  and  blarney — 

Sure  you  know  how  lie  sarved  poor  Kate  Kearney. 

Chorus. 

"But,  mother."    "Och,  botherl" 
"But,  mother,  he's  going  away; 

And  I  dreamt  t'other  night. 

Of  his  ghost  all  in  white— 
Oh,  mother,  he's  going  away."    ; 

If  he's  going  away  all  the  better. 
Blessed  hour  when  he's  out  of  your  sight; 

There's  one  comfort,  you  can't  get  a  letter. 
For  ye's  neither  can  read  nor  can  write; 

Sure  'twas  only  last  week  you  protested, 
Since  he  courted  Fat  Jinny  M'Cray, 

That  the  sight  of  the  scamp  you  detested — 

.    With  abuse  sure  your  tongue  never  rested.  ' 

Chorus. 

.    "But,  mother."    "Och,  bother!" 
"But,  mother,  he's  going  away; 
And  I  dreamt  of  his  ghost  . ,, 

Walking  round  my  bed-post,  '  -  ' 

Oh,  mother,  he's  going  away."  '-•. 


—A  member  of  the  House  of  Commons  had  bee»  paying  at- 
tention to  a  young  lady  for  a  long  time,  andiuwt  taken  her  to  the 
House  so  constantly  that  she  became  .,»«ITposted  in  the  rules. 
On  the  last  day  of  the  session,  as  U(»jrCame  out.  he  bought  her  a 
bouquet  of  flowers,  and  said  Xf^-Vkr.  "  May  I  offer  you  my  hand- 
full  of  flowers?  "  She  repHfd,  "  I  move  to  amenJ,  omitting  all 
after  the  word  '  hamjr***^  He  blushingly  accepted  the  amend- 
ment.   They  werp-i6arried  a  few  weeks  since. 
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I  think 

Wl. 
Tve 

To 
I've  seen 

I've 
I've  vi 

And 


I  ve 


traveled  everywhere,  and  seen  what's  to  be  seen; 
I  may  roam  I  make  myself  at  home; 
flirtejd  down  to  Long  Bninch— to  Newport  I  have  been — 
Saritoga.  Rockaway,  and  to  Rome; 

society  in  every  shape  and  form — 
wqtclied  the  tide  of  fashions  rise  and  fall; 
it  in  its  calm.  I've  seen  it  in  its  storm, 
is  my  couclusiou  after  all —  , 

Chords.  ' 


ere  rer 


ewed 


this 


'.  Jaden  Baden  Spa.  France  or  Germany, 
jiverpool  or  London.  Spain  or  Italy; 
_n  sucii  society  tiiere's  much  variety, 
:  Jut  nothing  equals  New  York  society. 

Socletv,  1  IS  soon  ns  the  New  York  season's  o'er. 

Will  tc  the  sea  run  down,  where,  in  a  bathing  gown, 
It  dabble}  in  tiie  water  or  perhaps  upon  the  shore. 

It  yaw  IS  and  wishes  it  was  back  in  town; 
And  tlioi  gh  it  may  be  nice  to  drink  the  nasty  waters, 

And  loie  your  money  gambling  at  the  Spa. 
And  mee ;  the  sort  of  men  you'd  cut  at  any  place. 

The  N(  w  York  season  I  prefer  by  f&r. —  C/toru$. 


Society  I 

In  Par 
In  Moun 

At 
But  thert 

Wliicii 
To  the 

Societ) 


ve  met  with  in  old  Ireland,  amid  the  bogs, 
s  ever  gay,  in  London  every  day, 

St.  Bernard  convent,  with  the  monks  and  jolly  dogs, 
y  place  I  think  that  I  may  say; 
's  a  charm  in  town,  I  can't  lielp  saying  so, 
makes  me  like  it  more  than  all  the  rest, 
we  go.  and  that  will  plainly  show, 

in  New  York  is  the  hast.  — Chorus. 
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PAPER   OF   PINS. 


I'll  give  to  you  a  paper  of  pins, 

If  you  will  tell  me  how  our  love  begins, 

If  you  marry,  if  you  marry, 

If  you  many  me. 

I'll  not  accept  a  paper  of  pins, 
To  tell  you  liow  our  love  begins, 
Nor  Ml  not  marry,  marry,  marry, 
Nor  1 11  not  marry  you. 

I'll  give  to  you  a  pink  silk  gown. 
With  golden  laces  lianging  round, 
If  you  marry,  if  you  marry, 
If  you  marry  me. 

I'll  not  accept  the  pink  silk  gown, 
With  golden  laces  hanging  round. 
Nor  I'll  not  marry,  mari'y,  marry. 
Nor  I'll  not  marry  you. 

I'll  give  to  you  a  dress  of  green, 
That  you  may  be  my  fciiry  queen. 
If  you  marry,  if  you  marry, 
If  you  marry  me. 

I'll  not  accept  your  dress  of  green. 
That  I  niay  be  your  fairy  queen. 
Nor  I'll  not  marry,  marry,  marry, 
Nor  I'll  not  marry  you. 

I'll  give  to  you  a  little  lap  dog. 

To  take  with  you  when  you  go  abroad, 

If  you  marry,  if  you  marry, 

If  you  marry  me. 

I'll  not  accept  your  little  lap  dog. 
To  take  with  me  when  I  go  abroad, 
Nor  I'll  not  marry,  marry,  marry. 
Nor  I'll  not  marry  you. 


I'll  give  to  you  the  key  of  my  heart,  .  .^ 

That  we  nuiy  love  and  never  part,  '■;' 

If  you  marry,  if  you  marry. 
If  you  marry  me. 

ril  not  accept  the  key  of  your  heart, 
That  we  may  love  and  never  part. 
Nor  I'll  not  marry,  marry,  marry, 
Nor  I'll  not  marry  you. 

I'll  give  to  you  the  key  of  my  chest, 
That  you  may  have  money  at  your  requMt, 
If  you  many,  if  you  marry. 
If  you  marry  me. 

Yes!  I'll  accept  the  key  of  your  chett. 
That  I'll  have  money  at  my  request; 
I  will  marry  I  will  marry, 
I  will  marry  you  " 

Ha!  ha '  ha   money  is  an, 
Woman's  love  is  none  at  all; 
And  I'll  not  marry,  marry,  marry, 
And  I'll  not  marry  you. 


.1 


WATER-CRESSES. 


>■; 
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I  am  ft  jolly  farmer,  from  Bedfordshire  1  came, 
To  see  some  friends  at  Harlem,  and  Morgan  is  my  name; 
At  a  dairy  farm,  near  Dunstable,  I  live  when  I'm  at  home. 
And  if  I  get  safe  back  again,  from  there  I'll  never  roam- 
But  if  you'll  give  attention.  I'll  tell  you  without  delay. 
How  a  buxom  little  damsel  my  affections  led  astray. 
And  promised  for  to  marry  me  upon  the  first  of  May, 
And  left  me  with  a  bunch  of  water-cresses. 

'Twfts  on  the  first  of  April  when  I  arrived  in  town. 
And  i)eing  quite  a  stranger   I  wandered  up  and  down. 
Until  1  lost  myself  entirely,  I  cannot  tell  you  where, 
But  'twas  in  a  very  quiet  street,  the  corner  of  a  square; 
A  neatly  dressed  young  woman  came  walking  down  the  way, 
As  long  as  I  remember,  I  shall  ne'er  forget  the  day. 
For  she  promised  then  to  marry  me  upon  the  first  of  May, 
And  she  left  me  with  a  bunch  of  water-cresses. 


Politely  I  addressed  her,  and  thus  to  her  did  say:        . 
"  I  wish  to  go  to  Ilarlem,  can  you  direct  the  way?" 
"Oh.  yes,  sir!  oh,  yes,  sir!"  she  speedily  replied, 
"Take  the  turning  on  the  left,  then  go  <lown  the  other  side;" 
Her  voice  it  was  the  sweetest  I  ever  yet  did  hear. 
In  her  hands— which  like  the  lily— were  so  very  white  and  clear. 
She'd  a  bunch  of  early  onions,  a  pint  of  lager  beer. 
Some  pickles,  and  a  bunch  of  water-cresses.  . 

I  bow'd  and  I  thanked  her.  and  walk'd  by  her  side, 
And  thought  how  well  she'd  look  as  a  dairy  fanner's  bride; 
I  gathered  resolution,  half  in  earnest,  half  in  joke, 
I  hinted  matrimony,  these  very  words  I  spoke: 
"I've  a  farm  of  forty  acres,  I've  horses,  cows  and  geese,  '       ' 
Besides  I  have  a  dairy  filled  with  butter,  milk  and  cheese; 
Will  you  marry  me,  and  mistress  be,  fair  lady,  of  all  these? 
And  we'll  pass  our  days  on  love  and  water-cresses." 

She  replied  with  a  smile  (or  a  leer,  if  you  choose), 
"  You  are  so  very  generous  I  cannot  well  refuse, 
So  give  me  your  direction,  and  I  will  without  delay 
Prepare  for  matrimony,  to  love,  honor,  and  obey; 
I've  ft  wedding  dress  to  b«iy,  and  some  little  bills  to  pay— 
I  handed  her  my  pocket-book,  expenses  to  defray. 
And  she  promised  for  to  marry  me  upon  the  first  of  May, 
When  she  left  me  with  a  bunch  of  water-cresses. 


Next  day  a  letter  I  received,  and  read  there  With  surprise— 
"  Dear  sir,  for  disappointing  you  I  must  apologize; 
But  when  you  next  ask  a  stranger  into  partnership  for  life. 
Be  sure  she  is  a  maiden,  or  a  widow,  not  a  wife; 
I've  a  husband  of  my  own,  and  his  name  is  Willie  Grey, 
And  when  I  can  afford  it  the  money  I'll  repay; 
To  think  that  I  should  many  you  upon  the  first  of  May, 
Why,  you  must  have  been  as  green  as  water-cresses.  * 
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I'tir<lreaming  to-night  of  tlie  past, 

Of  the  friends  aud  the  pleasures  of  old. 
And  mem'ry's  sweet  treasure  once  more 

To  my  vision  tlicir  beauties  unfold; 
For  there  rises  before  me  a  scene, 

Tho' afar  from  it  ever  I  roam. 
Of  a  sweet  little  place,  full  of  home's  quiet  grace, 

The  little  back  parlor  at  home. 

CHonos. 

Then  I  ne'er  shall  forget  it,  that  dear  little  room, 

Tho' afar  from  it  ever  I  roam ; 
Such  a  sweet  little  place,  full  of  home's  quiet  grace, 

That  little  back  parlor  at  home. 


In  a  life  ever  checkered  and  strange, 

Blending  sorrow  witii  pleasure  and  glee, 
Tho'  the  sunshine  oft  gleamed  iu  my  heart. 

Yet  the  shadow,  too,  oft  fell  ou  me; 
And  at  times  wlieu  for  loved  ones  I'd  sigh. 

While  alone  amid  strangers  I'd  roam. 
How  tlie  spirit  would  sink,  as  I'd  tenderly  think 

Of  that  little  back  parlor  at  home. — Gharut. 


He  modest  merit  sought  to  And 
And  pay  it  its  deserts;  •«'_:. 

He  had  no  malice  in  his  mind. 
No  ruffles  on  his  shirt. 

His  knowledge  hid  from  public  gaze 
He  did  not  bring  to  view — 

Nor  make  a  noise  town-meeting  days. 
As  many  people  do. 

Thus  undisturbed  by  anxious  cares. 
His  peaceful  moments  ran; 

And  everybody  said  he  was 
A  fine  old  gentleman. 


/ 


/ 


PRETTY  PEGGY. 


'> 
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To  my  darling  I  will  always  prove  true, 

And  look  on  her  with  a  smile  of  love;        j  ■  . 

Like  a  sunbeam  she  is  beautiful  and  bright. 
With  eyes  like  the  little  stars  above.  ''■■'■- 

Chorus. 

She's  the  fairest  In  all  creation,      ■    \ 
Pretty  Peggy,  charming  creature; 
Pretty  Peggy,  darling  loved  one, 
Ah!  she's  like  a  little  bird  in  the  Spring. 

When  you're  in  her  company  for  a  while. 

Just  look  at  her  curly  jet  black  hair; 
Her  face  is  always  brightened  with  a  smile. 

Faith!  none  with  my  jewel  can  compare. — Ghorun. 

The  day  is  coming  when  I'll  wed  this  pearl. 

The  thought  of  it  cheers  me  on  my  way; 
The  bells  will  ring,  and  the  colleens  will  sing. 

When  she  names  the  happy  wedding  day. — Ghorut. 


In  that  Little  Ivy  Cabin  in  the  Lane. 

I'm  a  poor  old  strolling  darkey. 

My  heart  is  filled  with  woe;  - 

My  wife  and  boy,  my  only  joy,  .    - 

Has  left  me  long  ago. 
As  I  watch  the  moou  at  night. 
And  how  it  glimmers  bright. 

That  thought  seems  to  lay  on  my  brain; 
On  the  banjo  he  would  play 
And  pass  tlie  time  away,  '   . 

In  that  little  ivy  cabin  in  the  lane.  ,  . 

Chorus. 
So  now  I'll  bid  you  all  good-by — 
Oh  I  it  makes  this  darkey  crj' — 

It  seems  to  give  me  sorrow  and  pain; 
The  bird  that  sung  so  sweet,  . 
It  makes  the  old  man  greet,  -  - 

In  that  little  ivy  cabin  in  the  lane,  •     i  ■ 

•    I  now  will  mention  a  man  of  fame. 

Oh!  now  to  you  I'll  tell;  .      . 

Old  Abe  Lincoln  is  his  name,     •       . 

I  guess  you  all  know  well; 
He  set  this  darkey  free — 
Oh!  he  filled  my  heart  with  glee— 

I  hope  I'll  see  old  Abe  again;       *      : 
For  I'm  going  to  a  home. 
Where  the  angels  all  do  roam, 

Far  from  the  ivy  cabin  in  the  lane. — Chomt. 
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OLD   G-RIMES   IS   DEAD. 
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Old  Grimes  is  dead — that  good  old  man — 

We  ne'er  shall  see  liim  more; 
He  used  to  wear  a  long  black  coat 

All  buttoned  down  before.  n,v  • 

His  heart  was  open  as  the  day,   -  -■r■■^■':^\\-'''\:\^•,^■^'- 
His  hair  was  some  inclined  to  gray,  ■  '     - 
He  wore  it  in  a  queue.                              '^ 

Kind  words  he  ever  had  for  all. 

He  knew  DO  base  designs; 
His  eyes  were  dark  and  rather  smaH, 

His  nose  was  nqualine.  ^     ,.. 

Unharmed,  the  sin  which  earth  pollutes. 
He  passed  securely  o'er;  ''~'':  ^  ■'[■■:. :'-'':...'-:,. 

•  And  never  wore  a  pair  of  boots. 

For  thirty  years  or  more.  .     ■      '^Z  ■:-.'• '■'::'^-:  ';\ 


Some  Things  that  I'd  Like  to  See. 
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.,:  The  problem  of  life  is  quite  hard  to  solve. 

In  tiie  world  we  see  thincrs  that  are  strange; 
But  if  I  had  my  way  and  could  do  as  I  please,  ■ 

Soon  you  would  see  quite  a  change; 
A  poor  man,  if  honest,  I'd  try  to  raise  up.  ,., 

And  rich  rosrues  in  State's  prison  would  be; 
So  now  to-night  I  will  sing  in  my  song 

Of  some  things  that  I'd  like  to  see—  . 

Cnoncs. 
For  if  I  had  my  way  and  could  do  as  I  say. 
Quite  a  change  all  around  there  would  be; 


I'll  not  keep  you  long,  and  to-night  in  my  song 
I'll  sing  of  what  I'd  like  to  see. 

The  political  ring  who  plunder  our  land, 

Would  not  have  such  a  soft  thing, 
I'd  treat  them  as  a  poor  rogue  is  treated. 

And  send  them  for  life  to  Sing  Sing. 
Now  there's  Jennie  Cramer,  that  she  was  killed 

In  cold  blood,  we  all  must  agree; 
Let  justice  be  done  and  her  murderers  hung. 

Is  something  that  I'd  like  to  see. — Cltorut. 

For  the  rights  of  the  ballot  the  ladies  now  shout. 

And  female  orators  everywhere  roam; 
*Tis  the  riglit  of  a  woman— at  least  so  I  think — 

To  attend  to  her  family  at  home; 
The  ladies  wear  ulsters,  to  look  like  the  men — 

And  in  fashions  a  change  there  should  he — 
.The  ladies  to  dress  as  our  grandmothers  did. 

Is  something  that  I'd  like  to  see. — Chorui. 
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I  took  my  girl  to  a  fancy  ball- 
It  was  u  social  Lop, 
But  we  stayed  until  the  folks  went  out. 

And  the  music  it  did  stop; 
Then  to  a  restaurant  we  went — 

The  best  one  in  the  street; 
She  sjiid  she  wjisn't  hungry. 

But  this  is  what  she  eat: 
A  dozen  raw,  a  plate  of  slaw, 

A  chicken  and  a  roast; 
Some  sparrow  grass  and  apple  sass, 

And  sof  t-shefl  crabs  on  toast ; 
A  big  box-stew,  and  crackers,  too, 

Her  appetite  was  immense — 
When  she  called  for  pie,  I  thought  I'd  die. 

For  I  had  but  fifty  cents. 

She  said  she  wasn't  hungry — 

She  didn't  care  to  cat; 
Now  I've  got  money  in  my  clothes 

To  bet  she  cant  be  beat; 
She  took  it  in  so  cosy. 

She  had  an  awfid  tank, 
She  said  she  wasn't  thirsty, 

But  this  is  what  she  drank: 
A  whiskey  skin,  a  glass  of  gin — 

It  made  me  shake  with  fear; 
Some  ginger  pop,  with  rum  on  top, 

A  schooner,  then,  of  beer; 
A  gla-ss  of  ale,  a  gin  cock-tail, 

bhe  (night  to  have  had  more  scn.se — 
"When  she  called  for  more,  I  fell  on  the  fle«r, 

For  I  had  but  fifty  cents. 

You  bet  I  wasn't  hungry — 

I  didn't  c;ire  to  eat. 
Expecting  every  moment 

lo  be  kicked  out  in  the  street; 
She  said  she  d  bring  her  family  'round 

Some  day,  and  we'd  have  fun; 
Then  I  gave  the  man  the  fifty  cents. 

And  this  is  what  he  done: 
He  tore  my  clothes,  he  mashed  my  no»e, 

He  hit  me  in  the  jaw; 
He  gave  me  a  prize  of  a  pair  of  black  eyes, 

And  with  me  swept  the  floor; 
He  took  me  w  here  my  clothes  hun^  looee, 

And  threw  me  over  a  fence — 
Take  my  advice,  don't  try  it  twice, 

AV  hen  you've  got  but  fifty  cent*. 


THE   BOOTBLACK. 

Here  y'are ?    Black  your  boots,  bows,  do  it  for  jest  fire  eents. 


Shine  'ei  a  up  in  a  minute — that  is  'f  nothin'  prevents. 

Set  youi  foot  right  on  there,  sir;  the  mornin's  kinder  cold — 
Sorter  n  ugh  on  a  feller  when  his  coat's  a  gettin'  old. 

Well,  yes — call  it  coat,  sir,  though  'taint  much  more'n  a  tear; 
Can't  ge  myself  another — ain't  got  the  .stamps  to  spare. 

Make  as  much  as  most  on  'em?    That's  8o;  but  then,  yer  see, 
They've  only  got  one  to  do  for;  there's  two  on  us.  Jack  and  me. 

Himt    "'  ^i'hy — that  little  feller  with  a  double-up  sorter  back, 
Sittin'  th  ere  on  the  gratin'  suunin'  hisself — that  s  Jack. 

Used  to  )e  'round  sellin'  papers,  the  cars  there  was  his  lay, 
But  he  g  it  shoved  off  the  i)latform,  under  the  wheels,  one  day; 

Yes,  the  conductor  did  it — gave  him  a  reg'lar  throw — 
He  didn';  care  if  he  killed  him;  some  on  em  is  just  so. 

He's  never  been  all  right  since,  sir,  sorter  quiet  and  queer — 
Him  andf  me  go  together,  he's  what  they  call  (-ashier. 

Trouble?    I  guess  not  much,  sir;  sometimes  when  biz  gets  slack 
I  don't  k low  how  Id  stand  it  if  'twasn't  for  little  Jack. 

Why,  bo  >s,  you  ought  to  hear  him;  he  says  we  needn't  care 
How  rou  jh  luck  is  down  here,  sir,  if  some  day  we  git  up  there. 

All  done  now — how's  that,  sir?    Shine  like  a  pair  of  lamps. 
Jlomin'!  -give  it  to  Jack,  sir,  he  look.-*  after  the  stamps. 


For  G-oodness  Sake  Don't  Say  I  Told  Yon 
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I'll  sing  of  some  very  strange  things  to-night. 
But  for  goodness  sjike  don't  say  I  told  you;    -^ 
•    t    And  if  I  ain't  wrong  I  am  certainly  right, 

But  for  goodness  sake  don't  say  I  told  you; 
It  will  soon  be  the  style  of  the  la-de-da  swells, 
To  wear  bustles  and  bangs  just  like  the  belles, 
'Tis  hard  for  the  men  from  the  girls  now  to  tell, 
But  for  goodness  sake  don't  say  I  told  you. 

If  you  arc  married  of  course  you'll  agree, 

But  for  goodne.ss  sake  don't  say  I  told  you; 
That  you  a  bachelor  would  like  to  be, 

But  for  goodness  sake  don't  say  I  told  you; 
For  'tis  the  right  of  the  ladies — ancient,  young. 
And  what  is  a  woman  if  she  can't  use  her  tongue. 
For  a  woman  wouUl  talk  if  she  hadn't  a  lung. 
But  for  goodness  sake  don't  say  I  told  you. 

Now  there  is  a  charming  voung  widow  next  door. 

But  for  goodne.s.s  sake  don't  say  I  told  you; 
She  had  seven  husbands,  and  still  wants  one  more. 

But  for  goodness  sake  don't  sjiy  I  told  you; 
Though  she  wears  crape  she  still  cuts  a  dash. 
And  goes  up)on  Broadway  each  day  to  mash, 
She'll  capture  some  old  fool  with  i)lenty  of  cash. 
But  for  goodness  sake  don't  say  I  told  you. 

Among  the  bon-Um  there's  excitement  iust  now. 
But  for  goodness  sake  don't  say  I  told  you; 

Theirtfcfe  aesthetic  Cscar  is  raising  the  row. 
But  for  goodness  sake  don't  say  I  told  you; 

Like  Samson  of  old  he  wears  very  long  hair. 

He  sits  up  with  a  lily  and  dines  upon  air. 

But  Barnum  will  catch  him  if  he  don't  take  care. 
But  for  goodness  sak3  don't  say  I  told  you. 


:..  .  •  1.  .%. 
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PEEK-A-BOO ! 
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On  a  cold  Winter's  evening,  when  business  is  done. 

And  to  j'our  home  you  retire, 
What  a  pleasure  it  is  to  have  a  bright  bouncing  boy. 

One  whom  you  love  to  admire; 
You  hug  him,  and  kiss  him,  you  press  him  to  your  heart. 

What  joy  to  your  l)Osora  'twill  bring; 
Then  you  place  him  on  the  carpet,  and  you'll  hide  behind  the 

And  to  please  him  you'll  commence  to  sing; 

Chorus. 

Pcck-a-boo!  peek-a-boo!  come  from  behind  the  chair; 
Peek-a-boo!  Jwek-a-boo!  I  sec  you  hiding  the»e — 
Oh!  you  rascal  there. 

Oh,  my  heart's  always  light  when  at  home  with  my  wife, 

"There  joy  and  peace  ever  reign; 
With  my  boy  on  my  knee  I'm  as  happy  as  can  be, 

I  never  knew  care  or  pain; 
He's  pretty,  he's  gentle,  he's  kind  and  he  is  good. 

And  ev'Vything  nice,  him  I  bring; 
Oh,  if  he  attempts  to  cry  when  I  am  standing  by. 

Just  to  please  him  I  commence  to  sing: — C'/tww«. 

When  the  feun-shine  of  youth  fades,  and  age  bends  U£  low- 
Joys,  like  the  birds,  flown  away; 

Then  tlie  smiles  of  our  cliildrcn  ever  brighten  the  path, 
Leading  where  loved  ones  do  stray. 

The  music  and  laughter  we  ever  lov'e  to  hear. 
Will  l)eara  like  a  rainbow  in  Spring, 

By  the  fireside  at  night,  with  our  hearts  so  free  and  light. 
We  will  listen  while  our  children  sing: — C'fu/ru*. 


^ 


> 


— Two  urchins  were  fishing  off  the  Woodward  Avenue  wharf 
yesterday.  First  urchin:  "Got  anything?"  Second  urchin: 
"  Naw.  You? "  First  urchin:.  "  I  guess  the  fish  have  boycotted 
these  hooks." 
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OJNTE    CENT    EA_CH. 


.n  edncaMon  \na  my  Mary  Ann 
jing  Syne 


bin  lionw 
iiif  s  nt  horn* 


Old  bl  uk  Joe 


««rc<>t  hom« 


•  Larbii  u  <1  wuti-h 

10  Many  -nnhflpone 

11  Killin-ju'V 

13  See  tt jtt  my  (rrnve's  kept  trreen 

13  Oninilratln'r'H  clix'k 

U  EmmJts  •Lullaby" 

15  The  hiip  that  mice  thro'  Tara'i  halla 

18  My  onkiitrj-.  'tis  of  thttj 

17  SweetHoivet-ine-not 

18  When    ^u-i  Mosea  when  the  light  wrnt 

19  Namy  Iav  [out I 
SO  Write  lie  a  letter  f rnm  home 

U  Beaut  Tul  isle  of  the  sea 

tS  Old  fci  ks  at  home  (Suanee  ribber) 

93  Come  )aek  to  Krin 

M  Sweet  ;)veandbye 

25  My  pr  t'ty  rcil  ro«J 

n  U^cia   Kiniiia 

87  Katie'    m  ont 

£8  You'll  rHincmher  mo 

2>  Roike  I  in  the  eradle  of  Uie  deep 

50  KatliK  ?n  Mavoiinieeii 

31  I  drea   it  1  dwelt  in  marble  hnlls 

n  Weari   g  of  the  (treeii 

S3  When  lou  and  I  were  young,  Maggls 

34  Cottag  >  by  the  seu 

35  We  pii  te<i  by  the  rirer  side 

St  When  '.  saw  :<\veet  Nellie  home 
37  Sweet   pirit.  hear  my  prayer 
a  lAst  n  ■*  of  Siinuiier 
3t  Shrtim;  i  O'Brien 

40  Exile  c  '  Enn 

41  ilatrgii  's  secret 

43  Or  any  other  man— Stump  upeeeh 

43  I  c.inni  t  I'all  her  mother 

44  Would  I  "ere  » ith  thee 
15  Poor  o  1  >la^c 

40  Cai^y  :  >ial  dub 

47  CuiiiiH'  Ian. I's  crew 

48  Take  tl  Ls  letter  to  my  mother 

49  A  inixli  I  lore  letter 

60  Kenialt  stritn^rMii 

51  Ho-.v  t>    kiswaiady 
53  Ouhlin  t>ay 

53  Tlie«i  I's  coinmnndment'" 

54  The  hu  tuiid'scommandinento 
6S  Riile.J  f  ir  hnminers 

6(  LiCllc  o  d  loi; cabin  in  the  U«no 
57  ftiri).!!-  .  Erii^tc.'iie— Rki'itation 

61  M:u-<'hi  iir  throinjh  <«-oii(ia 

60  When  I  was  a  lail— Pinafon.' 

(0  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  the  aek 
tl  I>ancin    in  the  barn 
(3  Fire  in  ;he  tfnite 
63  WanJe  injr  refugee 
•4  Blue  ey  mI  NVUy 

65  Min.-trt    Ixiy 

66  Letter  i  i  the  candl« 

67  Star-sji.  n^'l.-d  lyanner 

68  Donriri  :  on  the  <re«n 

69  Heart  I   nv'il  dowu 

70  Take  b;  ik  the  heart 

71  The  «  I  eniiiU  -RFrCfT+TIOJl 
Vt  Ka<l.  d  <  I 'at  of  blue 

73  Hold  til  •  fort 

74  Slav,  ry  d.ivs 

76  l>er  mu  <■  shtoodondeshteaniwiatrteck 

76  IJttle  I  info.>t 

77  My  old   untufky  home,  good  night 
71  Home  a  rain 

79  Thou  ai  ;  so  near  and  yet  ho  far 
10  Swonl .  r  Bunker  HUI 

61  Offlie  r  lies 

U  Gray  hi  lr«  of  my  mother 
13  Gooit  R  line  wine 
84  rU  l>e  a  1  smiles  tonight,  lore 
86  You've  H  en  a  friend  tome 

86  Ijaten  t  i  the  mocking  blnl 

87  \N1ien  t  ii-  'orn  is  waving,  Annl* 

88  She  nev  -r  blamed  him,  n"v.T 

89  Silver  tl  read.- .'•mong  th^- gold 

90  Ijttle  !■(  bin,  tell  Kitiv  I'm  coming 

91  King  til  •  Ixll  softly  there's  crai>e  on  the 
99  iJoy  losi    lanirhibiei  [door 

93  Her  bri  ;ht  smile  liautit«  me  still 

94  Sunday  night  w  hen  the  parlur'a  full 
96  Oyiwy  I  warning 

96  Anchor  !  wclgiied 

97  Mo<in  N  hind  the  hill 

98  Swinicit  \t  in  the  l.ine 

99  Sherida  I's  ride-UEriTATlON 

100  We  met    'tw  a.s  in  ii  crowd 

101  Eiileen   kU.anna 

109  Tisbut  1  little  faded  flower 

109  Touch  t  leli.irpi.'' iitlv,  my  pi-ott.1  Ix>al»e 

106  Girl  I  1<  't  Ix'hiiid  uia 

106  LitUe  '.( itter<.'iip 

IM  HID  lODt  rti,  couaina  and  aunta 

i07  Carry  ii  e  back  to  olil  Vuginny 

108  kosf-s  11  id'nieath  the  snow 

109  Kitfy  W  ills 

110  Billy's  n  ppe,al  to  hi^  ma 

111  Wh'-n  t  le  Rwallows  hoinowani  Hy 

112  Old  ma    's  diTink  again 

113  Two  ^>r  hansdirooklvn  theatre  fire) 
Hi  Amb<T   re.sses  tud  in"blue 

115  Pretty  em  a  picture 

118  I  am  w.T|ting,  K<sie  dear 

117  Three  iiinshed  iii  tiie  wiow 

118  Rlipht  hinta 

119  Take  nif  luick  to  home  and  mother 
by  my  n<le,  l.ttle  d:irlii.g 

mother   ki.«(  yof- darlinij 
n  the  Kniii'S 

from  my  angel  mother's  grar* 
>bin  on  the  uill 


120  Com 

121  Kiss  mr 

122  Biniren 

123  A  flow. 
194  Old  1.x; 
126  Cr.ii.py 


'•■y 


128  Ski(l.i  ar  ;  .jut  tOKlaj 

127  TJie  bri.:  «-o 

128  Shabb-    -n'eel 

129  0h,  da't  tatirmelon 


130  Comlu'  through  the  rye 

11  M{L>L  we  iiicii  meet  aaotrangrn 

llta  Babies  on  our  blix-k 

133  Brenni'U  on  the  Jloor 

I:t4  Skldinore  fancy  Util 

VS'i  Hallway  door 

1.16  Where  the  grass  grows  green 

1:!7  Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 

138  KLs8  behind  the  d<Jor 

ins  I'll  remember  y.>ii,  lore.  In  my  prayers 

140  Marj-  of  the  wild  Moor 

Itl  Old  wooden  nnUer 

143  S|ieak,  only  s(>.  ak 

143  l>ancing  ar.iuiid  with  Charlie 

144  \Vhere  art  thou  now,  my  iHlovedf 
Ha  MoUie,  darling 

146  You  may  look,  but  you  mustn't  touch 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 
U«  Kaflle  for  the  8tuve 
US  R^lmof  Gilead 

l.'iO  There's  alwnvs  a  Beat  tn  the  parl.ir  for 

Lll  Driven  fi-om homo  [you 

l."i2  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

l.')3  Put'  for  tha  shore 

IH  Nearer,  my  G.«l,  to  Thee 

lf>o  Good  news  from  homo 

l,yi  Fisherman's  daughter 

l;')?  Shells  of  <x-can 

1.58  Ma-saa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 

1.59  Say  a  kind  word  when  yoii  can 
ISO  Cure  for  scandal 

161  Twilight  coterie 

162  Strangers  yet 

163  Castles  in  the  air 

164  Pear  little  shamrock 

165  I  cannot  sing  tlio  old  song^ 
16«  Norah  O'Neal 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

168  Rose  of  Tralee 

16»  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Klldare 

170  I'm  lonelv  since  my  motlurdied 

171  Drunkard's  lone  cliil.l 

172  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

173  Glove  flirtation 

174  Whip  flirtation 

175  Slave's  dream 

176  Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  dont  go 

177  Sweet  Evangelino 

178  G.K5dbye  ut  the  door 

179  'TLs  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the 

180  Willie,  we  have  inisiied  you   iU.'art,  etc. 

181  F.rln's  lovely  home 

182  Over  the  hilLsto  the  poor-hoiuui 

183  Twenty  years  ago 
1S4  Pa.hly^a  land 

188  Don't  b<>  angry  with  me,  darling 

186  Old  village  scfi.x)l  on  the  green 

187  Wixxlman,  MMii-i"  that  tn-e 

188  Barbara  I'lletchle— KBcnanoN 

189  Darling  Minnie  Lee 

190  Hat  flirtation 

191  Fan  ilirtution 

in  Fl.-e  a.s  a  bird  ^■)  your  mountain 

193  Ctoodbye,  Annie,  darllng(HlntK'h  Art!en; 

I'H  Why  did  she  leave  hlml 

yjli  A  quiet  little  home 

196  Thou  hast  learned  to  kive  another 

197  Marj-  of  Argyle 

198  Nil  Ivsrx'ntndiim 

I'O  Kw.-.-t  Highland  Mary 

'.yW  Evi'ning  nmusfmeiit  (laughable) 

Ml  Day  I  pliiyed  liane  txill  [own 

■i)3  R>-meml)er  you  have  children  of  your 

M  Tliere's  none  l'"'     a  mother  If  ever  so 

■J04  You  were  fa'  „•.  bu.  "11  forgWe      U><>or 

XA  Sweet  Mag-  le  OordOu 

206  Tinyard  side 

■J07  BelLs  .>f  Shandon 

208  Old  !'<  cabin  in  the  dell 

2ii9  ^V^lLSJ)er  softly,  mother"*  dying 

210  Erin's  (rreen  shore 

211  Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old 
2U  Duuuelly  and  Cooper 

213  Gathering  shells  by  the  ■«•  shor* 

214  IJttle  Ros<-bud 

215  By  the  sail  sea  waves 

216  Come  Into  the  garden,  Maud 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

218  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way 

219  <;.)d  bless  my  boy  at  sea 
2"J0  Annie  Ijturio 

251  Mac's  and  the  0'» 

222  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 

'i-a  LAmciitation  of  James'.liodgen 

224  Com",  birdie,  come 

2'a  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

TM  Ever  of  thee 

2S7  Norah  M.Shane 

'.^i8  Love  among  the  roses 

2.»  Shamus  O'Brien— lUtciTATIOII 

230  l>er  iK-iU'herpal 

KU  No  Irish  need  apply 

2:12  (Jld  arm  chair 

Z-J  Tim  Klah.rty 

2:{4  Wu  sat  by  the  river  -ou  and  I 

2'i5  I  love  music 

236  Sweet  Genevieve 

237  When  the  flowers  fan  asleep 
Z»  Patrick  Sheehan 

839  .Sailor's  grave 

240  Pretty  mai.l  milking  her  cow 

241  Kentucky  Hose 

248  Farmer's  tlnughter 

243  Oh,  dem  gold.-n  slippers 

'.544  In  the  morninif  by  tLo  bright  light 

24.5  Nob.»dy'8  darling 

246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

217  Sonu  IkxIv's  mother— KkcitaTIOJC 

248  Birdie,  .larling 

219  Nolxiily'a  darling  tut  mine 

2.50  '{.x-k  me  to  sleep,  m  ither 

2.51  I^lt  my  little  shoes  tway 

252  Darling  Nelly  Gray  [fall 
2.53  Somebody 'scorning  when  th'idAwdroix 

254  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  >«cau8e  we 

255  IJttle  browi  jug  I  were  DOor 

256  11.  n  Bolt 

257  Good  bye,  mveetheart,  good-by« 

2.58  Krin  la  mv  h...r.a 
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Kntty  Avourueen 

Sadie  Itay 

Rird  of  Armngh 

Hu.sh,  my  darungs,  do  not  i 

Patrick's  day  parado 

Pixir  Pat  must  emigrate 

Speak  to  me,  speak 

Darling,  I  will  comn  again 

Bright-eyed  little  Nell  of  NarraganseC 

Han,  Columbia  [bay 

Little  f(K)t<tep« 

Tim  Finnegan's  wake 

McDonnel's  old  tin  roof 

Scotch  lassie,  Jean 

Hat  me  father  wore 

B.inks  of  sweet  Dun  lee 

I've  only  been  dowii  t.>  the  club 

Dance  me  on  your  k  ueo 

Ki.sa  me  again 

Emmet's    I/ove  of  the  shamrock  " 

Vacant  chair 

Sweet  sunny  South 

Our  gixxl  sfiip  bails  to-night 

Jerwy  .Sam 

Come"  homej  father 

Little  M.iggie  May 

Cnckle,  c.-v-kle,  uackl* 

Molly  lUwn 

Maid  of  Athens 

Aillie  In  our  alley 

I'm  Kittini;  on  the  stUe,  Uary 

Poor  ol.l  N<-d 

Dorkins'  night 

M.an  in  the  moon  Is  looklnsr,  love 

When  the  flowing  tiile  cotiu-s  In 

Don't  give  up  the  old  frieudd  for  the 

Broken  down  [new 

Marriage  liells 

Have  I  not  been  Hnd  to  f  heel 

Flowers  w  ill  come  in  Mjiy 

Awfully  clever 

My  llttlo  one's  waiting  for  nie 

I'll  go  bai'k  to  tny  old  love  again 

Biitchi'r  tx>y 

There's  somebody  waiting  for  me 

Are  you  there   >rori.aiityr 

I'se  jr Mine  back  to  Dixie 

Bidolia  Jane  McCuJUl 

Isle  de  BKackwell 

When-  are  the  friends  of  my  youtht 

Singing  on  the  roof 

Five  cent  shave 

Henconi'ention 

Red,  white  an<l  blue 

Old  oaken  bucket 

Little  sw.-etheart,  comeanii  klsd  me 

Mv  dream  of  love  i.s  o'er 

They  nil  d  >  it 

Old  home  ain't  what  li  nse.I  to  be 

Wait  till  the  moonlight  taiii  ou  waCvr 

linger  not,  darilnjr 

'Tis  evening  brings  my  heart  to  tht  e 

American  National  (Jiiard 

Johnny's  so  biuihful 

Daisy  I)cano 

I  wish  maiiim.a  w-is  hero 

Pulling  hard  against  thn  stream 

r>ancm(T  in  the  suiUight 

What  is  it> 

There  never  ira^  a  cownrd  whoro  tho 

I/ive  letters  [shamrock  grown 

Delia  CLancy 

Remember  tlint  tho  poor  tramp  has  to 

Lamentation  of  Johnny  Reel  [lire 

ItoU  on,  sdver  mixjn 

When  .McGuiniicssp-txa  job 

Give  an  hone.st  Iii.sii  l:ul  a  cbiinoe 

D;)wn  among  tlio  daisii« 

Down  by  tho  old  mill  stream 

Answer  to  "  Tho  Gyj-sy 's  warning" 

Battle  crjrof  freedom 

Homo  ruio  for  Ireland 

UiJiii;r  on  tho  cl.v;itiil  roUroad 

N\  h^  u  .McCorniicIc  r.ilcs  tho  St*t« 

Sweet  tlilming  b<U.i 

Li.-vl  K.-tSsiday 

I  wont  to  see  tho  cotton  fields 

Waltz  with  mo 

Meet  mo  by  m'xinlight  alone 

IK)  they  mts-i  mo  at  homo  I 

lather  and  shavo 

Hapi>v  lie  tliy  dreams 

Take  it  in 

StoUi'3'  verdict  (Jim  FIsksong) 

Ijirdy  dah 

De  gold..n  wedding 

My  niothtrin-luw 

Nv  hat  sh'  luld  niako  tho«  sad,  my  darling 

D<'ar  luUian  girl 

liuiiks  of  Braiid.vAvInc 

Ol.l.  and  only  in  tlio  way 

Six  fe.  t  of  earth 

Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 

Yellow  roae  of  Tc xa3 

When  my  ship  comes  in 

One  pound  two 

Wo  have  met,  loved  and  part«d 

Bumm.r's  hot<l 

I'm  cctt.iig  a  big  Ixiy  now 

I  shall  never  be  h.appy  igain 

Soldier's  farewell 

Old  kite-hen  flo<r 

Sweet  Belle  Mall.  !io 

.My  dear  Savannali  home 

liillv'Barlow 

WUd  Irish  boy 

Dwcndy-sevcn  cents 

A  Btarry  night  for  a  mrabto 

liOcUcd  out  ofter  iiiU  i 

Whip-poor-w  ill's  song 

Day  when  you'll  for;,',  t  me 

You'll  miss  ino  when  I'lngon* 

Son  of  a  (ramlxilicr 

Golden  vtalr 

Your  little  IJza  loves  you 

American  Ix^y 

You  get  more  liko  your  djulereiydaj 

Barney  McCoy 

Razors  In  the  eir 


388  S.I  I  lie  Homer 
S89WUUeReUl7 

390  Sweet  Aleen 

391  Old  Sexton 
S92  PuU  do^vn  the  bHnd 

393  Do  they  think  of  meatbooMt 

394  TcU  me  when)  my  Rvtt's  gone 

395  Barbara  Alkin 

396  The  'longshoremen's  strike 

397  Boo  Die  swt>ct  Bcsslo,  tho  maid  ct 

398  Bathinir  son;;  [Dunilae 

399  Carrie  Lee 

400  On«  wiilo  river  to  cross 

401  Moon  is  out  to-rilght,  lov» 

402  Devil's  In  New  Jersey  i 

403  Rambler  from  Clare  I  ■  .  . 

404  I*retty  little  blue-cyed  stronger 

405  Faded  flowers  '      . 

408  I)ark-eye<l  sailor  ,  •■ 

407  Rose  of  Killomey        I     ' 

408  Cot  in  the  comer 

409  Boys,  keep  away  from  theglrti  ' 

410  Phantom  footsteps 

411  Boiinv  bunch  of  rosea 

412  Pat  U.>acb  at  the  plaj 

413  Doran's  ass 

414  Banks  of  CUudy 

415  \Miat  ore  the  wild  waves eaylngt 

416  Her  front  name  Is  Hannar 

417  Sweet  Evelina 

418  Behind  the  scenes        [ 

419  Gospel  raft  ' 

4'23  Don't  put  the  poor  worklngmaadoWB 

421  Crui.skeen  lawn 

422  I  had  but  tirty  cents 

423  I'm  lea^  ing  now  the  old  folk« 

424  Irish  Molly,  O I 

425  ICng  my  mother  wore 

426  The  Ilia*  Ubird 

427  IJttle  cherry  blosiiom 

428  Wist,  wist,  wUt 

1  9  A  violet  from  mother'a  graTtt 

430  Nelly  Ray 

431  Maggie,  darling,  now  good-bm 

432  Iti.se  it,  lUelly 

433  Meetin™  of  the  waters 

434  Wait  for  th.;  turn  of  the  Ud« 

435  Old  farm  gate 

t16  Oh,  Fred  !  tell  them  to  stop 
4.17  UcDonald's  return  t<i  Oleucu 
438  Mantle  s<>  ^'^•en 

tot  UndS  luat'tl  lamnnt 

440  Marv  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  mn 

441  Old-fashioned  homestead 
t4i  Emmet's  "  Mount.iin  sung" 

443  Old-fa.shione.1  church  onrhn||fl| 

444  A  handful  of  turf 

445  Beauty  of  Umerick 

446  Mrs,  Bnulv's  daughter 

447  Mary's  g.'ne  with  a  coon 

448  Twinkle,  twinkle,  UttlestftP 

449  In  hapry  moments 

450  Hi  Jeniiy,  ho  Jenny  Johnimn 

451  All  on  account  of  Eliza 

452  Emmet's  "  I  know  what  love  In" 
463  IXiwn  In  a  cool  mine 

454  Drunkard's  dream        1 

455  Joe  Bowers  I 

456  There's  a  line  ship  on  tlw  oeeaa 

457  IMt  me  in  my  Utile  Ixd 

4-58  LJttle  old  house  on  the  Ithlnn 
4.59  Stolen  ki.s.s.  s  nro  tho  Bwe<;t<'st 
4i'0  Tho  brave  huzz.ars 
iCl  I  jttlo  old  l.>g  cabin  by  the  stream 
lui  Pivltlle  your  own  canoe 

463  Wifln  f>  nii'.o  Of  Edlnboro' town 

464  aate'8  ajar 

40j  Arkansaw  traveler 

4C6  (Jrant's  trip  around  the  world 

11)7  old  leather  breeches 

4u8  Roclcy  road  to  Dublin 

409  Turnpike  gate 

470  Little  eld  German  homo  •cm«9tb«a^ 

471  Beautiful  gi.l  of  Kildare 

472  Baby's  got  a  tooth 

473  My  txxir  heart  l3  lad  ■with  Its  dreaming 

474  Pallet  of  straw  " 

475  Low-back 'd  car 

476  Your  la.ssie  will  be  true 

477  In  do  evening  by  do  moonlight 

478  When  these  old  clothes  were  new 

479  Up  at  Jones'  wood 

480  Boston  burglar 

481  Tlie  C.amiilxllsarocomln' 

482  You  never  miss  tho  water  till  the  well 

483  Bonnie  Eloise  [ruaa  drr 

484  River  Roe  , 

485  Murder  in  Cohoes  ..         •    - 

486  P.xirUttloJi^o 

487  Along  the  Kansas  line 

488  Tho  banjo  now  hangsidlenton  thodoo* 

489  Wait  till  tho  clouds  roll  by 
499  Over  tho  garden  wall 

491  I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day 

492  Clue  ALsatian  mountains 

493  Charming  young  widow  I  met  In  the 

494  I!lcck-eycd  Susan  (tnla 
49j  Spanish  cavalier 

496  Grave  cf  Bonaparte 

497  Old  dog  Tray 
4'J8  Juanita 

499  .Moonlight  on  the  lak«  - 
600  Mabel  Clare 
COl  All  that  glitters  la  not  KoM 
602  llarseill.  s  hymn 
003  God  save  tho  Queen 

604  Rolling  home  In  the  momlntf 

605  If  ever  I  cea.so  to  love 

606  Ch(  er,  Ix^ys,  choer 

607  Jiixie'dland 
KiS  Mothc  r  says  I  mustn't 
CO'J  Ft  Uow  that  looks  like  me 
511  Watch  on  tho  Rhino 

611  A  lock  of  mother's  hair 

612  St'  p  dat  knocking  at  the  doer 

613  Virginia  rosebud 

614  Red  robin 
Ml  G'ispcl train 
Hi  Wc  won't  go  horneun  momlnir 


• 
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OINTE    CENT    EA^CH 


617  Lottie  Lee 

M8  Who's  at  my  bedroom  window  | 

619  I  have  no  homo 

62»  It's  nice  to  be  a  father 

Ml  Won't  you  ttUnio  why,  Rol)lal 

622  Only  to  see  her  f.ico  pgain 

623  Kintjdoin  eominj 
62«  BarriL-y  O'llca 
525  Teddy  O'Neal 

fa  Man  with  the  scalj;ia  pants 
82;  Medicine  Ja<-k 

628  A  leaf  of  ivy  from  mother's  eraTa 

629  Keep  in  the  middle  of  tho  road 

631  La.inigan's  ball  . 

631  Lulaisj^ODe 

632  An  Irishman's  toart 

633  VUlaee  blacksmith 
631  Naughty  Clara 

635  Hying  nun 

634  '\\  hen  the  leaves  begin  to  turn 

537  Ijirry  O'Brien 

538  Mother  kissed  roo  in  my  dream 
639  I'll  hang  my  harp  oa  a  willow  troo 
frW  Dj'iiig  Calirorniuii 

641  Grandmother's  birthday 

612  Come  where  my  lore  lies  UreamUit; 

643  Poppoesthe  weaael 

644  Monkey's  wedding 
646  Mary  had  a  little  laiub 
644  Wait  for  the  wagua 

547  Cork  leg 

548  Uncle  Sam's  farm 

549  My  old  wife  and  I 
5J0  I'm  80  lonely 

651  Only  as  f  ar  as  the  acate 

652  Peek-a^boo 

653  Moonlight  at  K.'!lamey 

664  I  '11  wait  till  the  cloudd  roll  bj 

656  We  never  e|x'ak  as  wo  yiasa  Dy 

661  Tlpperary  christ<>ning 

651  Be  home  early  to-niglit,  mv  dear  boj 

668  Old  rustic  bridi^e  by  thu  mlU 

660  Paddy  Magee's  dream 

100  Dreaming  at  honM  and  muthur 

MI  Shall  we  know  each  other  therel 

602  Jolly  Irishman 

663  Folks  that  put  on  airs 

564  Rofalle,  the  prairie  flower 

665  If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year 

606  Fisherman  and  his  child 

667  Swate  Cai^Io  Garden  ■ " 

668  In  the  glDaming 

669  Bring  me  hack  tho  one  I  lora 

670  Spider  and  the  fly 
871  A  warrior  bold 

672  Tar's  fareweU 

673  In  her  little  bed  we  laid  her 

674  Dark  girl  dressed  in  blue 

675  Separation 

876  Pitcher  of  beor 

677  Neil  McGuUigan's  danghter,  Mary  Ann 

678  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there 

679  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left 

680  Alice,  where  art  thout 

681  Meet  me,  Josio,  at  the  pata 
582  Jessie  at  the  railway  Ixir 
683  Ada,  with  the  golden  hair 
58*  Streets  of  Now  Vork 

685  Courting  in  the  rain 

686  I'm  dyina  for  some  one  to  Ioto  ma 

687  Is  that  Mister  Itiilly  »     . 

688  liet  my  name  be  kindly  spoken 

689  Dar's  one  more  ribherfor  to  croes 

690  Napoleon's  farewell  to  i'aris 
Wl  Poor  old  Milio 

693  Good-bye,  my  lover,  goodbya 

693  A  life  on  the  ocean  wave 

694  I  am  dreamintf 
696  Gypsy  Countess 

696  She's  ns  good  as  gold 

697  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night  I 

698  Shoo,  llyl  don't  bother  mo  1 

699  Ten  thousand  miles  u«ay 

600  Give  my  love  to  all  at  homa 

601  Mygel  Snvder's  paxty 

603  Increase  of  crime 
COS  Ship  on  fire 

604  Josephas  t)range  Bloeaoni 
606  Oh!  Susannah 

606  OldPob  Kidley 

007  Bonnie  blue  lla<f 

C08  Nell  Flauifhcrly'sdraka 

C09  John  Barleycorn 

610  Rules  for  love-maldng 

611  Land  League  Band 

612  Down  by  tho  old  abhey  nilna 

613  Glorious  69th 

614  Old  willow  cradia 

615  Funny  old  gal 

616  Ugtous  card  player 

617  ,jidy'8  the  boy 
•18  Teddy  McGlynn 

619  Lads  who  live  in  Ireland 

820  Worn-out  Bailor 

821  Mott  street,  4i4 

622  Limerick  Is  beautiful 

623  Seven  ouC 

634  Let  mo  kiss  him  for  his  mother 
«26  Prctt>- lips 

626  Sullivan's  boot  In  my  ej9 

627  Villiklns  and  his  Dinah 

628  Captain  with  hLs  whiskerj  . 

629  A  knot  of  blue  and  eiay 

630  Foley's  hotel 

631  I'll  meet  her  when  the  sun  goes  down 
633  Never  take  the  horseshoe  from  the  doof 

633  Woman,  lovely  woman 

634  Napoleon's  dream 

636  When  the  robins  nest  again 

636  Oh!  you  httle  darling.  I  love  you 

637  Just  do  Am  the  lano 

638  Call  me  back  again 

639  Milwaukee  flro 

640  One  of  the  flncBt 

641  Over  the  mountain  • 
«4I  BeUe  of  the  baU 

643  Farmer's  boy 

641  When  Jack  comes  homa  Mcatn(SaSllur) 

845  Huah-arbye,  baby  -«— •u-'^-m/ 

8t8  ftTiere  th--  iv>  trro'vs  »■■  iric.  n 


m. 


C17  Bridget^>onaiiua 

648  Down  the  hiU 

619  My  Nellie's  blue  eyefl 

SSO  IJagged  coat 

651  Kitty  Kiiuo 

6.'.2  little  darling,  dream  of  ma 

653  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fruit 

CM  Minute  gun  at  sea 

C55  Some  day 

Cj6  Sour  krout 

657  Don't  give  the  name  a  bad  blaoe 

cos  i::xekcttyJack  [hallelujah) 

C'i9  John  Brown  song  (Glory,  glory 

coo  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  tneboj-s  aro 

C31  A  dollar  fifteen  cents  [marching 

CC2  Koger  O'Malley 

CflD  Don't  make  a  noise  or  else  you'll  wake 

CG4  Bring  back  my  bonnie  to  me  [the  baby 

COo  Bolle\  ill©  convent  fire  (Illinois) 

COS  I'll  await  my  love 

Cfl7  Hard  times  come  again  no  mora 

COS  Mulcaliey's  gone  away 

C<>9  Nineteen  hundred  and  one 

C70  CcUeen  Dhas  Machrce 

671  Only  to  see  thee,  darlinjr 

672  Blue  bells  of  Scotland 

e73  A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother 
C74  That's  how  you  get  s«'rved  when  you're 
075  iK-ar  little  Innocent  things  [old 

C76  Mother,  I've  come  home  to  dio 

677  Just  before  the  battle,  mother 

678  Down  in  a  diving-bell 

679  Kissing  through  the  bars 
6S0  Skipper  and  his  boy 

&>1  Young  iiinu  tiom  tho  couudry 

SS3  rilbedar 

683  The  midshjpmite 

684  Eleventh  Regiment  (S.  O.  B.  N.  T.) 
6X5  Naughty,  naughty  men 

686  Naughty,  naughty  girls 
087  New  coon  in  town 
CS8  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  tree! 
CS9  Bold  soger  boy 
CSK)  Heenan  and  Sayers 
-  C91  Come,  huidlord,  fill  the  flowing  bowl 
t92  Rally,  come  up 
I  a  Sea  king's  burial 

694  One-iiorso  open  sleigh 

695  Baby  show 

C96  Swim  out  for  glory 
C97  Jessie  Green 

698  I^ufly's  grand  opening  night 

699  I'm  a  dude 

700  l;uu  for  the  doctor 

71)1  I  "limbing  up  the  golden  stairs 

702  My  good-looking  man 

S113  How  a  marrieil  woman  goes  to  sleep 

704  I'm  off  for  Balthiiore 

705  I'li'ight  liltle  spot  on  the  ocean 

706  1  tickled  her  under  tue  cnin 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn 
7U8  Mv  Newi^rketcoat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  Hill 

711  Malonej-'s  the  man 

712  Ship  that  lever  returned 

713  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deepi 

714  How  much  does  the  baby  weight 
716  A  mother's  watch  by  the  sea 

716  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

718  High-water  pants 

719  Every  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-and-bye 

720  1 11  send  you  down  a  letter  from  the  akj 

721  Paddy  stole  the  i  \e 

722  Dnflfy,  the  swell 

723  Not  much 

724  Don't  leave  your  mciher.  Tom 

725  Pretty  little  dark  blue  eyes 

726  A  rolling  stone  gathers  uu  moss 

727  Dream  races 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 

729  Good-bye  to  my  Southern  home 

730  r'rettv  little  rosv  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  the  wmdow  to-night,  love 

732  Hard  up 

733  Forgive  and  forget 

734  Captain  Mlshler 

735  Buhertly  dude 

736  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

737  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roses  fall 

738  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  Eniiiskillcn  dragoon 


7*0  Papa's  baby  b'-.y 
741  I  ain't  as  young  a 


I  young  as  I  used  to  b« 

742  The  Dreaanought 

743  See-saw 

744  What's  in  a  kLssf 

745  Hush,  little  baby,  don't  you  cry 
7*6  Darling  Clo' 

747  Jlother's  last  request 

748  Texas  ranger         «■. 

749  God.  save  Ireland 

760  Tho'  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  you 

751  Bold  Jai-k  Donahue 

752  Last  farewell 

753  Sw  eet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 

754  Mary  Ann  Kehoe 
756  Onlvan  emigrant 

756  My  bonny  boy  is  young,  but  he's  grow- 

757  The  fanner  feeds  us  ail  [ing 
768  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hot 

759  Better  davs  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  girl's  message 

762  Some  ether  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

763  Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye,  bye 

764  Somebody's  tall  and  hauds<ime 

765  Mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  now 

766  Sweet  Alpine  ros«s 

767  Morrissey  and  the  Benlcia  boy 

768  Constant  farmer's  son  ■   - 

769  Upper  ten  and  lower  flva 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby  " 

771  Key-hole  hi  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  square,  boya 

773  Ijickawanna  spopners 
77*  Cot  where  I  was  born 


JJ5  Burke'd  dream 

f7l  ^oui^leaved  shamrock 

T77  Up  a  tree 

Vt  Down  where  the  Ully  bells  grow 

77J  Behind  the  parlor  door 

781  Peggy  O'Moore 

T81  Bunny  hours  of  childhood 

781  O'ReiUv,  the  fisherman 

783  Old  village  blacksmith  shop 

184  False  one,  I  love  thee  sUll 

785  Shannon  side 

f8»  Pennsylvania  tramp 

787  We'll  paint  the  town  red 

788  Look  always  on  the  sunny  aide 
T8I  Green  linnet 

nt  Gentle  Annie 

T91  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 

T92  There's  a  light  in  the  window 

793  Annie  of  the  vale 

79*  Rising  of  the  moon 

795  Who  will  care  for  mot'jer  now 

796  Let  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  rent 

797  Bights  for  a  father 
n»  Old  gray  mare 

f99  How  isj;our  sister  Maryl 

aoo  Clara,  tillAra.wiU  you  come  oat  to-nlghi 
801  Grandma  "8  vacant  ctiair 
803  America's  emblem  the  violet 
803  Knocking  at  the  gatc-s  of  Jordan 
80*  Take  good  care  of  mother 

805  Whisper  and  a  kiss 

806  Old-fashionM  photograph  of  mottHT 

807  Good-bve,  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat 
g08  Little  itag  and  I 

809  Oadle's  empty,  baby'sgona 

810  Rosy's  Sunday  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  famOy 

812  Little  wife  Nellie 
113  Too  utterly  utter 

81*  I'm  a  dandy,  but  I'm  no  dnda        ' 

816  Tliey  can't  Keep  the  workingman  dowE 
81(  Angel  mother  wait.-)  for  nio 

817  Good-night,  but  not  good-bye 

818  Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky 

glJ  Just  plain  Jim  (strikes  ter 

82t  Mind  and  be  home  when  the  elix;k 

821  'Where  the  pivtty  little  8hamrf>ck  prowt 

822  My  little  four-leaved  shamrock  from 

823  WTiite  Winga  [Glennore 
82*  Always  take  mother's  advice 

825  Pretty  pond  llllles 

836  Dear  Robin,  I'll  be  true 

827  Mikado  McAUlster 

828  For  one  day  of  turkey  there's  sbt  days 
g2J  Poor  old  dad  [of  liasb 

834  Hie  Haddingtonshire 
8.31  McSorley's  twins 

831  Cricket  on  the  hearth 

8.tl  I  had  $15  dollars  in  my  Inside  pocket 

83*  fYubling  back  to  (ieorgia 

835  Noble  knights  of  labor 

836  He  gets  there  just  the  sama 

837  Johnny,  get  your  gun 

838  Miss  Fogarty's  Christmas  caka 

839  MaggloDarrow's  welcome    ' 
841  Come,  sit  by  me,  mother 

811  f  m  not  asleep 

812  rut  on  de  golden  shoo 

813  I'll  think  of  m.v  mother  at  hofna 
81*  Fwo  Uttle  ragged  urchins 

815  Silver  belts  cf  memory 

816  Maggie,  dear,  I'm  called  away 
847  Sock  her  on  the  kisser 

818  Oh!  you  girls 

840  Because  she  aint  built  that  way 
»m  Flanlgan,  the  lodger 

851  Married    . 

85S  Garden  where  the  praties  grow      [gone 
853  You'll  be  kind  to  my  mother  when  I'm 
8.S1  Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma 
R.yi  An  agricultural  Irish  girl  [parents 

W)*  I'm  a  man  that's  done  wrong  to  my 

857  Ting,  ting,  that's  how  the  bell  goes 

858  Annie  Lisle 

fJi9  I  will  be  true  to  thee 

86fl  Down  bv  the  river  side  I  strayed 

861  Kitty  Clvde 

F>i2  Under  the  wlUow  she's  sleeping 

803  Bay  of  Biscay,  OI 

861  Hazel  dell 

86*  It's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way 

864  They've  all  got  a  wife  but  me 

867  What  Is  home  without  a  motherl 

868  Bowery  Grenadiers 

869  Don't  you  dare  to  kisa  me,  Joa 
871  (}ood-bye,  Susan  Jane 

871  Nellie  was  a  lady 

871  Nettie  Moore 

87S  To  the  West 

87*  Joe  Hardy 

875  Think  of  your  head  !n  the  morning 

874  Wash  me,  mother,  dear 

877  Remember,  boy,  you're  Irish 

878  Wher3  con  the  wanderer  bet 

879  Colored  band 

88(1  It's  naughty,  but  it's  nice 

881  We'd  better  hide  a  wee 

882  Come  along  my,  darling 
8,S3  Old  turnkey 

iH  Sarah's  young  man 

BSi  She's  the  Image  of  her  mother  In  a  1000 

8'«  B-jlle  Brandon  [different  ways 

887  Dreamy  eyes  that  haunt  mo  still 

88Ji  Hungry  man  from  Harlem 

889  When  Joknny  comes  marching  home 

896  I  was  desplseil  because  I  was  pocr 

891  Meet  me,  Kate,  by  the  cottape  irate 

891  Thou  hast  woiuided  the  spirit  that  loved 

893  Clementine  [thee 

891  Sweet  heather  bell 

865  Windy  man  from  Brooklyn 

896  Bwinping  on  the  old  rustic  gate     [gona 

897  You'll  never  miss  your  mother  till  she's 

898  Remember  me  to  ail  at  home 
891  Oh,  what  a  night 

MM  Did  you  notice  it? 

901  Since  ray  mother's  dead  and  gone 

902  America  beats  them  all 

903  Australian  exile 


90*  Just  to  show  my  respei-ts  l.>  HvGinnia 
906  Gathering  the  myrtle  with  Keiy 

906  Her  own  boy.  Jack 

907  Clara  Nolan's  ball 

!i08  Letters  we  carved  on  the  tree 

909  Two  Irish  police 

910  Little  old  red  shawl  my  mother  wora 

911  Our  Jack's  come  home  to-day 

912  He's  never  done  anything  stuoa 

913  Oh,  Mr.  Flanigan 

91*  Can  you,  then,  love  anotherl 
tlS  Ligh^house  by  the  sua 
911  An  Irish  fair  day 

917  It's  for  money 

918  Aal  rend  the  paper  thmnflik 

919  They  can't  do  it,  you  know 

920  Letter  that  never  came  : 
9-.!l  A  handful  of  eaitn 

922  Is  Maud  in< 

9!S  Southei  n  .soldier  boy 

9'21  Green  inossv  bnnKs  of  the  Lea 

ta  Manch<>stor  martyrs 

1126  D«'ar  Irish  boy 

927  I  haven't  for  a  long  time  now 

921  Pave  my  mother's  picture  frbm  the 

921  Kock-H-oye,  baby  [aaJe 

931  Lay  my  head  beneath  a  ruse 

931  Castlelwr  boy 

sea  Hora  B*>Ile 

9Si  It's  dudish  yon  know 

83*  The  letter  came  at  lost  ■•■•    . 

9.35  My  pretty  Jane 

VM  lips  that  touch  llqnor shall nener  touch 

937  Wrap  the  (lag  around  me,  boys    [mine 

938  Dad's  dinner  poll 

939  The  spit>e 

911  Black  iiick-a-nlnny 

941  Widow  Nolan's  goat 

9a  Maid  of  the  Milf 

9tJ  Paddy  Duffy's  cart 

91*  pttle  pi-ecn  leaf  in  our  blUa 

9ii  Marj-  K.llj's  Nau 

9H  He'll  be  back  bye  and  bye 

947  Bonny  black  Bess 

918  Little  willow  Dunn 

911  Ghost  of  Benjiitnin  BInna 

95*  Man  that  struck  <.)'il;;ra 

951  A  flower  I  found  in  mother's  blbla 

9f4  Dying  cowboy's  lament 

95J  Bringing  pretty  blossomx  to  utrew  on 

95*  (•tixr  of  the  cvenitig       [mother's  grava 

961  Poor  little  soldient  boy 

956  Bold  Mclntires 

957  Howard's  cradle  (King 

958  Handkerchief  flii-tatlon 
951  Angel's  whisper 

901  Tom.  if  you  love  me,  say  so 

961  Flying  trapeze 

96S  Little  old  caboose  behind  the  train 

963  Maggie,  the  cows  are  In  the  clover 

96*  I  believe  it,  for  my  mother  told  ma  to 

965  Mamma's  bW-k  baby  boy 

966  Ungrat<"ful  son 

967  Double-brca.sted  mansion  on  theaqaare 

968  Yankee  Doodle 

961  The  faster  you  pluck  them  the  thicker 

971  Mother,  is  the  liattle  overt   (they  grow 

971  Sullivan  and  liyan 

971  Package  of  old  Utlors 

971  Cabin  with  the  roses  at  the  door 

971  Morris,-^'y  and  IUt>nan  light 

975  Matrimonial  suggestions 

971  Mothcr'.s  wedding  i  ing 

977  Poverty's  tears  ebb  and  flow 

978  Never  tabe  '  no  "  for  an  answer 
971  Have  j-on  seen  Yum-Yuns 

PSl  I'll  return  bye-and-byo 

981  It's  English,  you  know 

981  in  the  window  a  Ught  I  can  eea 

983  Little  Ah  Sid 

98*  The  striker  and  his  son 

98i  Tu-ra-rum 

98<  I  cannot  sing  that  nong  to-nIgM 

987  I  kiRsod  her  under  the  parlor  stall* 

988  Lost  on  the  "  Lady  rJgin" 
981  We  draw  the  line  at  that  . 
991  Merry  shanty  boys 

991  Slightly  on  the  mash 

992  Down  among  the  ptigar  cane 

993  When  my  rover  conies  again 

994  There's  no  one  to  welcome  me  homa 

995  John  MitoheU 
991  Dearest  M.".e 

997  My  iKinny  laboring  boy 

998  The  dawning  of  the  diiy 
990  Wreck  of  the  "  i^ndon  " 

loot  The  song  that  reached  my  heart 

1001  The  Se<-t<h  briirade 

1002  I  owe  Jilt  to  O'Grndy 

1003  I'm  the  father  of  a  little  black  coon 
1001  Where  is  Kathleen 

1005  Waiting,  waiting,  waiting 

1006  Maloney,  the  rolling  rniu  man 

1007  Dan  O'Brien's  raffle 

1008  Just  a  little  guu.Mhine 

1009  A.S  I  sat  ui>on  my  dear  old  mother's 
lulO  A  letter  from  Ireland  [knea 
1011  I'm  going  to  have  my  name  above  Uie 
1018  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so  [door 
1013  Man,  poor  man 

101*  When  baby  smiles  in  her  sleep 

1015  Songs  that  we  sing 

1016  Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe 

1017  Meet  a  coon  to-night 

1018  Copper  an  J  the  cook 

1019  Bnng  back  my  sailor  boy 

1020  Where  the  siuirrows  and  chippies 

1021  Old  boss  Barry  [parad* 

1022  JUdnight  squad 

1023  Isabelle  St.  Clalr 

1024  Don't  run  down  the  Irish 

1025  From  the  cradle  to  the  graTa 

1026  The  little  flshermaiden 

1027  You  know 

1028  Up  went  the  price 

1029  Honor  thv  father  and  mother 

1030  Marguerite 

1031  Bid  me  good-bve  and  go 

1032  I'm  so  shy 
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MM  Abut 
im  1  rorgi 
1006  Btion 
IMS  Lots 
1097  Bunih: 
UMBaby 
KW  IUk« 
VMO  It's  f  I 


>n-ho)«  boijqui't 


ht  hATp  licked  M(>OLrtT 

t  your  ht-nrt  )>e  faitlifiu 

>e  will  cuine  onaia 
'  nerar  oaiu* 

,  I  do  . >' 

__    _  ny  whftt  laijui' "iUdo 

lOil  Im't  l|at  an  a»ful  shame 
10<8  BiiiK  dkl  Koldou  b<.-U 
lots  U«ina  *f  xJd  Ii  vluuj 
lOM  Jesse  Jpu»c«  Iwny 

lOiS  Younil  man  that  naed  to  llva  over  tlj« 
lOM  We've b<>tli  (mhii  tlieie  befurs  tnaiiy  a 
1M7  Now  I  cuuie  lu  think  of  It  Ltuu* 

lOM  I  paid  the  $10  to  O'grailj 
IMS  With  nil  li«r  (aiilU  I  ior«  ti«r  ttliJ 
IMO  Dear  Utile  hands 
1061  Just  aur<>8s  truin  Jcitex 
1068  SulratkiD  army,  oh 

1065  Four  'IfcVi-fi  f.iitj  foop 
lOM  Family  <'veiliead 

1066  1  wondlfcr  how  luny  It  will  la*t 
106«  CharleltOK  Muua 

1067  Uojor  fiiil>.<aUier 

1068  Buodlei 

lOat  Ttial'M  4n  old  k»K  wltli  ni* 

IMO  Valley  lay  Hitilhn^  Uriur*  m* 

IMl  Little  l£dt{<'  KhuU 

ion  Old  feather  Iw.l 

1003  I  nevrrldiiiik  hehlnd  tlie  bar 

MM  McNallt's  row  u(  tlaCn 

lues  I'll  wt-^  ilic  troiiMrr<,  oh 

1016  Htrolliiiw  on  the  «aida 

1067  Mulbci-fy  itp>l:iK!i 

UM  Quod  blc,  my  homy,  I'm  ((Oiie 

MM  PhuB-uki'dlux 

1070  I  cotild  {ell  It  ir  I  fall  In  the  dnrk 

1071  Let  Eria  reiii«-nil>er  Uie  Uaye  of  old 

1072  Ht-re  llta  nn  actor 

1073  Misler  l|HH>le\  'x  l/.vv'* 
laajia  raileeawayoDtlie  baiiki 

la«t  h'litr  to  me    [of  a  lonely 
hi»  little  brown  mare 

■8IU  ■ 

on  lltin'iiy  IIUl 

^<'t(  KlliVIl 

iile  chihlren,  Sunday  mom 


1071  Ten  thoj 

1075  MothiT' 

1076  Pl.t  an 

1077  Walfi 

1078  She  Ut 
1U7«  Ellfvn 
lOiO  Huiry 

IMI  My  llttld  aide  door 
1002  II  (hoiviirrd  tuenhi 

1063  Maikrt^ji  Saturday  nl|{bt 

I0S4  Other  aJranttenicnta 

IWtd  Huul  deltnu'd-ptle  down 

lOM  As  ne  wkndni'  in  the  oians^sroTo 

1057  l>illl,  yeftairlwrs,  drill 

1058  IVKT  Hkk 
lOg-J  Only  a  l|ne-beU 
109U  Ultl«  b  *  bhie 

1001  Where  the  sweet  masnollA grows 

loyj  old  blB<  k  '■low 

1093  Helt;li.  l»o'  Iltiuo  tally 

lOM  BunttI.e  butfin.. 

1095  Itcd  haiiied  grTi  and  near-b7  white 

WSG  Let  h<  I  tfo,  liallaKlier  [hu. 

1097  Mitaia'ii  eeddlngajght 

10»8  Old  btkrnn.'or 

lO-JB  lliidal  ii^rcli 

11 UO  Slave  r\  '■  piissed  an  ay 

1101  Where  dill  yuu  get  tliat  bati      - 

UOi  My  Mmk^io 

1103  Sk-anlaii't  >^ri)r  Koiiff 
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UU6 
1107 
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11U« 
UlO 

1111 
1118 
1113 
1114 
111& 
1116 
1117 
IIU 
1118 
UlO 
ll'Jl 
112i 
li:£> 
1121 
ll>i9 
Hi6 
11'27 
1128 
11^ 
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1131 
1133 
1133 
11.H4 
1135 
1136 
1137 
1138 
1130 
lUO 
1141 
114J 
ll«3 
IIM 
1145 
1146 
1117 
lUI 
lllil 
115V 
1151 
1152 
1153 
IIM 
ll.>5 
1150 
11J7 
1158 
1169 
1I«0 
1161 
IIU 
1163 
1164 
1I6A 
1166 
1187 
IIU 
1169 
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1171 
1172 
1178 


Toll  and  I,  love 

Mottoes  that  are  frMaed  mpen  the  wall 
Kaiule  dazzle 
Whistliutc  ouoD 
Hello!  Iteilly 
KIUkIoo 

Farewell,  MargiMrlt* 
Spare  ll> 'i  old  mud  cabta 
i*moe  Kate  learut  how  to  play 
I  went  with  hlni;  ur,  my  pal.  Jack 
JohuittOAn  flood 
Poctaifu-etauin  flirtntlon 
thoixi  lovely  Ilrookiyu  Kirls 
blide,  Kelly,  slide 
Suihvan  and  Kilrain  flcht 
Dutt  u  where  w<'  roamed  together 

Uo»  n  went  McUinty 
Ju>-t  a  little 

Chaioplon  of  the  world 
tjiild  piald  shawl 
Near  k 


Puddy  Shay 
»hei  Iff '» tiilc 


a 

three  leave*  of  shamrock 

A  motbei'a apur al  t"  her  boy 

AcroMB  the  biidice  he goi-e 

Yuu  wtii  never  know  a  luotlier'n  low 

Convict  and  tlie  bird  [».!aiji 

8uy,  »  on't  yon  come  out  and  p'uy  i 

chump!  or,  (liuy  uid  lueup 

Duly  u  plcturo 

Suine  old  walk 

When  \^  a  ran  with  the  old  machluo 

Hallyho<iley 

HI!  »  alter,  a  d^ieu  more  iMttles 

Auk  a  policeman 

I>ld  he  get  there^ 

Djlujif  cuwboy 

\\  hy  don't  they  do  so  nowl 

VV  here  did  }ou  get  ihul  face! 

Little  empty  Hlockiiitts 

Since  Keilly  t<M>k  an  oath  he'd  have  niy 

Ireland  Toi  the  ln.ili  Lhie 

I.iltle  Annie  K<>on>y 

Hath!  don't  wvke  the  baby 

Kooin  4,  second  t1>>or 

Emmet  M  faieweli  to  bla  true  love 

.Mai^ee's  backyanJ 

Beautiful  language 

My  hat 

N..W  you're  talking 

Casey's  wile 

I  My,  Mike 

There  troes  Vc Manna 

Mt'Ulnly's  wake 

I  l"iinttd  my  ijunday  eoat  to  Moloney 

l>ouii  oil  tile  fHFin 

Are  you  with  iis,  Caaeyt 

He's  on  the  puUoe  force  aow 

Faces 

Katie  Molloy 

I'm  a  Cousin  to  Pamell 

Get  on  td  that  bouquet 

Sint-e  Casey  runs  the  ilut 

Hell  .!  John  MhU>ii.  y 

Dear  old  vlllaKe-ech'x>t 

Sonw  that  brcak.i  my  hoart 

Oh,  what  hua  chaugc'l  youl 

That  is  love 

Little  bunch  of  Ulacs 


1174  Playmates 

Ilia  Kcllf'a  new  fpriiig  pacta 

1U6  Oh,  let  It  be  soon 

1177  Sam  Haas 

J17S  Since  Magpie  learned  to  slog 

1179  I'll  paral3  ze  the  man  that  saj'i 

UM  A  dreadful  accident  [McOlnty 

ll;il  Siijiior  Bing  l;lnger,  tho  baritone 

lllii  ^ullduy->-cll.•ol»cholar  [singer 

1I8J  Utile  waters  could  et>eaU  oathey  Uuw 

li!(4  Mountain  dew 

1185  I  whistle  and  wait  for  Katie 

IIM  Oh,  louvs  not  your  Kathlocit 

1187  Throw  him  down,  McC';o«kcy 

lltU  It  used  t  •  bo  proper,  bat  It  don't  go 

1189  We'\  e  all  had  'cm  ]flOW 

1190  Drink  up,  bovs 

livl  51y  dear  old  Irish  home 
ll'X*  Hear  dcm  belld 
U'JJ  Uorni-y,  come  linm* 

1191  IVo  ue^v  sports  In  tiwn 

1195  Where  id  my  wauderiiig  boy  to-nlghtl 

119A  Little  old  duddeen 

1197  Oh,  mamma!  bny  me  tbnt 

1194  I>ai'«  a  UkU.  on  tho  chici^eii-coop  door 

1199  Tney  never  tol.i  a  lie 

l,:oi)  Loai-ninx  JIcFadden  to  »  alts 

12U1  Salooiikt-ipem'  Commamlmenta 

liO-^  Irish  jubiU-o 

1203  He  was  a  pal  of  mine 

1204  They're  aft.  r  me 

1205  Bweet  Kaue  Connor 
120«  He  ain't  in  it 

12U7  Then  you  wink  the  other  eye 

12tJ8  I  was  on  it 

i:tJ9  When  I  gvt  tn  bo  a  man  like  pa 

1210  Clancy  wa-siit  lu  IC 

1211  Paddy  Flynn 
11>I2  Comrades 

19IS  McManus  and  his  splke-tall  coat 

1214  Come  down,  Mrs.  Flynn 

1215  lu-euiuing  aaulie  alieps 

1216  Blind  played  Annlo  Laurie 

1217  Ma'<k!i  and  faces 

1218  Mn  mKln^  in  the  Qrape-vlne  swing 
1?19  Little  »ikfn  l<  Hill  i>bove  tho  door. 
ItiO  Loverx'  quarrel,  or  Jhuy  and  J'hii 
12*1  .'*omethlinr  went  wr'Uc  with  the  works 

1222  We  shall  all  be  angels  In  the  »w  cet  by- 

1223  Come  where  tho  lilies  bloom     [aod-by 
12*^4  0<MKl-nl(tbt,  ladies 

I22.'i  Haul  uie  hack  again 

12M  Father  OFlynn 

12)17  Fla«  of  the  irc« 

12U  The  golden  wedding 

^•>99  On  a  Sunday  moiuing 

1830  The  lone  grave 

1^1  lour  ncc&iie'rt  up  hehind 

1S32  Utile  Fannie  Mclntyitt 

1233  Murphy  owes  me  reut 

1231  Only  a  year 

123&  Idont  Know 

1236  I've  worked  elfrht  hours  this  day 

ltn7  A  little  lieard  on  a  young  man  grew 

li£W  Widow  Nolan's  door 

]X<9  Arkannaw 

J2>0  111  ture  that  Is  turned  toward  the  wall 

1241  He  never  came  buck 

1242  Oh!  what  a  difference  In  the  morning 

1243  I  want  a  situation 
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1S41  Conld  I  but  spot  the  wtoaar 
1245  MoNuitv,yuu'readaisy 
12«6  Hnt.-Ked  Put 
12l7  Clancy's  trotter 
1248  The  poor  old  bum 
1219  Sentenced  to  death 

1250  Blame  it  on  to  the  glrla 

1251  MittiakcM  are  apt  to  happen 'in  the 
12.'>2  Never  in  a  t-aw  like  that 
1263  Story  of  the  ould  countr* 

12>4  Mavourneeu 

Vii&  Molly,  O  .  •..  ; 

1256  The  Chiut mas  tree 

1257  My  son^  my  only  son  , 
12'>8  Since  Nelly  went  awayj 
r259  Para-  la  boom  der-e 

12oii  The  pardon  came  too  lata 
121(1  Twelve  in. inlhs  ago  to-night 
12«t-!  Firenian'M  boy 

1263  Song  of  the  steeple       i, 

1264  He  iie«er  smiled  ngaln' 

1265  Tlie.'.e  words  no  ShakeSp«4tfC  wroC* 
K'W  Thei>:'K  no  room  for  ilie 

1267  Between  love  and  duty 

1268  lOitllc  for  a  Wiiteibuiy  watch 

1269  W'liiHt!  t)ie  bogie  man 

1270  It'H  hard  to  l>u  a  ulgger 

1271  Hotel  Koynl  tire 

1272  The  prodlitiil  son 

1273  The  !<ighti  in  a  dime  muneuni 

1274  The  n  'Or  gal  didu'l  know,  you  know 

1275  The  Broadway  s>vell  and  the  Botvc>  V 

1276  Scene*  ill  New  Yoik  [bum 

1277  The  bad  hotel 

1278  It  takes  a  if  iri  to  do  It  every  time 

1279  You'd  better  stay  at  home,  lail 
r2Hi)  Joys  of  a  »ed<ling  rinif 

1281  Tliere'.«  alwaysa  ihalr  for  me 

1282  I'utfii  Bruiiniifan 
124:1  Thy  land's  my  land 

1284  The  nlKhtiiiKale's  song 

1285  rile  Stowaway 

1286  A  little  bird  whispered  to  ma 

1287  I'ush  dem  clouds  away 

1288  I  uaw  fjum  kts-ing  Kate 

1289  The  wife's  dream 
r.>9«l  The  broken  home 

l'29l  He  in  an  atiirel  now  [old  mother 

1292  A  bunch  of  nhninrockn  f.am  my  dear 

1293  I  handed  it  over  to  Kilev 
1291  Strolling  with  No'a 

1'293  Buy  a  nice  little  home  in  the  country 

1296  O'Bi  leu's  hor>e,  II  -iiypaite 

1297  Since  Murphy  broke  hix  pledge 

1298  My  s  >  eetheart'H  the  man  in  the  moon 

1299  The  Keelev  cui-e 

l^WO  Corliett  and  Sullivan  fight 
13 '1  UoB^  I  tell  you 
1302  There  is  a  tavern  in  the  town 
i:iai  Tl|>  your  hat  U>  Nellie 
i:»>l  III  old  Madrid 
|:Wj  Cohinibiis 

13  6  Mollv  and  I  and  the  baby 
i:i07  Paddv,  wait  awhile 
13U9  I'm  the  man  that  wrote  Ta-ra-ra 
1308  Maiden  and  the  lamb 
131U  The  man  that  broke  the  bank  at  Mnnte 
1311  Ue  never  cares  to  wander  from  his  own 
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I'm  t^OTid  I'm  an  Irishman  Born. 
1 


Tune— "O'Dounell  Aboo." 


Tbe  Scotc  imen  may  boast  of  tlioir  suowBcovered  mountains, 

Their  w  Id  towcriui!;  rocks,  wooils  aiul  lieiith-covered  dales; 
Witii  tlieit  ciitanicts  and  rivers,  iiud  clear  silver  founlaius, 

Their  pislures  ot  culture  and  their  flower-covered  vales. 
But  give  ip  me  old  Erin's  shore,  that's  the  land  1  adore. 

All  couiitries  I  have  seen,  but  no  such  beauties  adorn; 
And  where  is  the  Irishman,  who  loves  not  his  native  laud, 

Oh,  boyi,  but  I'm  proud  that  I'm  an  Irishman  boru. 

ClIOUUB. 

For  InsbmeQ  never  yield,  when  they're  on  the  battle-fleld, 
Willi  a  gun,  sword  or  tist,  or  a  twii;  of  blackthorn; 

And  oft  on  the  battle-fleld,  our  sires  made  their  foes  to  yield, 
Oh,jboy9,  but  I'm  proud  that  I'm  an  Irishman  boru. 

Old  Irelantl  can  boast  of  her  statesmen  and  warriors,  \ 

iltr  poejs,  painters  and  sculptors,  too; 
She  imd  Princely  O'Neil,  Sarstield,  Nonis  and  Cliflford, 

Tyrcinjilell,  O'Donnell  and  the  L'reat  Brian  Boru. 
Oliver  Goljlsmith,  Thomas  Moore,  Isaac  Butt  and  Seargeant  Power  i 

Robert  fmmett  andJohn  Mitchell,  Dan  O'Connell  and  Curran; : 
The  great  iDuke  of  Wellington,  and  bold  Marshall  McMahon,        i 

Oh,  boy  I,  but  I'm.proud  that  I'm  an  Irishman  boru. — Vhoru». 


The 

And  ki 
Be  he  He:! 

For  lov( 
So  Irishmi 

For  wlu 
For  no  na 

Oh,  boy 


stranger  in  old  Ireland  is  sure  to  find  a  welcome  hand, 
lly  they'll  treat  him  until  he  departs; 
I  then,  Russian,  Jew  or  Turk,  no  hatred  in  the  Irish  lurk; 
truth  and  frieudsliip  doth  reign  in  their  hearts, 
n  of  eoch  degree,  come  join  in  Erin's  praise  with  me, 
rever  I  am,  my  heart  to  Erin  doth  turn; 
ion  upcu  the  earth  unto  such  heroes  has  given  birth, 
>,  but  I'm  proud  that  I'm  an  Irishman  boru. — (Jftorus. 


AFTER  THE  OPERA'S  OVER. 

The  Words  knd  Music  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  ilt  35  cents,  by  11.  J.  Wohman.  I'.  O.  Box  1843,  New  York  City. 

After  the  Opera's  over. 

Gas  tries  to  outshine  the  stars. 
When  half  the  world  sleeps  contented. 

We'll  champagne  and  smoke  fine  cigars; 
For  life  without  pleasure  is  cold, 

And  I  shouhin't  live  very  long, 
But  how  we  survive  in  the  Westend, 

I'm  delighted  to  tell  in  my  song. 

Spoken —With   a  tootle  turn  tum  accompaniment  upon  the 
piano,  from  the  fair  hands  of  a  ludy,  we  sing — 

•        Ciionus.  * 

After  the  Opera's  over. 

After  the  Opera's  done. 
We  gems  of  the  very  first  water 

With  the  ladies  we  tootle  tum  tum. 

I  keep  my  own  box  at  the  Opera,  ^ 

I've  racers  and  hunters  as  well, 
£:state  and  lands  in  the  country. 

So  much  m'  ney  I  cannot  tell, 
Then,  why  should  I  let  myself  down. 

And  neither  spend  nu)ney  nor  lend? 
For  money  well  spent  brings  joys — 

Yes,  money  was  made  to  spend. — Clurrus. 

After  the  Opera's  over, 

Belgravia  could  tell  many  tales, 
And  as  I  am  one  of  its  people. 

It  wouldn't  be  fair,  to  drive  nails. 
Suffice  me  to  say,  that  at  night 

We,  "  Upper  Ten,"  never  feel  plum. 
We  dance,  sing  and  play  till  the  morn, 

With  the  ladies  we  tootle  tum  tupi. — Chorus. 

After  yotir  business  take  pleasure — 

But  business,  by  Jore,  I've  none; 
A  fellow  to  find  out  his  troubles. 

Why,  hang  it,  1  don't  see  the  fun. 
To  you  that  have  money  to  spend. 

Just  take  a  lesson  from  me, 
Live  in  the  Squares  of  Belgravia, 

And  the  pleasures  of  life  you  will  see. — Charut. 


Gen.  Grant's  Trip  Around  the  World. 

I  am  an  Irishman,  and  do  the  best  1  can.  ;, 

For  to  elevate  the  Irish,  one  and  ^; 
1  own  a  large  estate,  and  my  iuflueirce  is  great, 

I  am  the  bosa  of  all  free  lunch  at  Tammany  Ilall. 
When  I  go  out  In  the  street,  they  tell  me  ko  and  eat, 

And  advise  me  to  go  and  have  my  whiskers  curled ; 
But  I  turned  around  and  said,  cheese  it,  don't  you  give  it  away, 

I  am  General  Grant,  I'm  touring  around  the  world. 

CaoRus. 

With  a  cigar  stuck  up  in  my  teeth. 
And  a  mustara  plaster  stuck  on  my  feet, 
I  am  the  darling,  1  am  the  daisy  of  them  all ; 

They  give  me  a  dig  in  the  ribs—  -- 

And  they  say,  get  on  to  liis  nibs. 
There's  Patsy  Grant,  that's  been  around  the  world. 

I've  been  to  Portuguese,  I've  been  to  Turkey  and  Greece, 

Tliat  is  the  greasiest  place  I  ever  saw  ; 
I've  been  to  Spain  and  France,  and  a  Du^^hman  stole  my  pants. 

And  I  hit  him  with  a  brick-bat  on  the  i'"  w. 
In  Ireland  I  got  froze,  in  Russia  I  lost  my  aose, 

In  Italy  I  got  drunk  and  sluged  an  earl  • 
From  Cork  I  did  escape,  for  my  clothes  V  ere  out  of  shape. 

For  I'm  Patsey  Grant,  that's  been  aroai'>d  the  world. 

With  L  cigar  stuck  up  in  my  teeth,  &o. 


I  struck  Chicago  shore,  and  went  into  a  liquor  store. 

And  got  away  with  an  elegant  five  cea';  buss : 
They  gave  me  a  big  reception,  and  took  up  a  bi:,'  collecti  m. 

And  gave  me  a  pair  of  Dan  O'Leary's  shoes. 
I  spoke  for  twenty-four  hours,  and  drank  tliree  hundred  whiskey  sours, 

To  the  Palmer  House  in  a  carraige  I  was  wliiiied  ; 
They  rushed  in  at  the  doors,  and  they  rH'ped  away  the  floor,  ,    i 

To  see  the  bloke  that  tramped  around  Ihe  wurld. 

With  %  cigar  stuck  up  in  my  teeth,  Ac 


^/ 


Gilhooly,  Your  Coat  is  Half-Mast. 

Written  and  sung  by  James  O'Neil. 

You've  heard  of  O'Brien  from  Harlem, 

And  the  mau  with  the  hiuh-water  pants. 
But  to  me,  sure,  they  can't  hold  a  caudle, 

And  for  "mashing"  they  stand  a  poor  chance. 
I  wear  the  Ix-st  clothes  that's  imported 

From  Paris,  across  the  blue  sav,  , 

By  all  the  tine  girls  I  am  courted, 

I'm  too  handsome  to  live  they  all  say. 

CitOKUS. 

For  the  girls  they  all  call  me  a  daisy, 
And  they  say  I  am  too  sweet  to  last; 

They  tell  me  to  get  out  a  patent, 
"Gilhooley,  your  coat  is  half-mast," 

One  night,  sure,  I  went  to  "a  raffle,* 

Dressed  up  in  my  best  Sunday  clothes. 
When  I  enttred  they  all  commenced  laughing. 

Get  on  to  that  face,  "  Holy  Mose." 
They  say  that  my  coat  was  a  "Seymour," 

And  that  I  was  living  too  fast; 
They  said  that  I  looked  like  a  mummy, 

A  well-preserved  thing  of  the  past.  —  Chartu. 

You  will  find  mc  at  balls  and  at  parties, 

1  lead  every  march  and  the  dance. 
Sure  I  can  play  croquet  and  billiards, 

I  beat  Sexton  and  Vignaux  in  France. 
I  own  my  own  yaciits  and  fast  horses,  . 

I  am  neither  too  nlow  nor  two  fast,  , 

But  whenever  I  pass  they  all  halloo 

"Gilhooley,  your  coat  is  half-mast." 


Spoken.— Now  I  like  fun  as  well  as  the  next  man,  but  when 
a  fellow  comes  up  and  sticks  a  circus  bill  on  my  back,  and  takes 
me  for  a  brick  fence,  its  going  too  far.  As  I  was  singing  to  my- 
self, in  the  park,  looking  at  the  animals,  says  a  fellow  to  me, 
"Say,  icnd  us  your  mi)Uth  till  I  fight  the  cfocodile?"  I  went 
into  a  saloon  to  get  u  glass  of  lager,  and  the  froth  of  the  l>eer 
was  on  my  mouth  when  the  gang  outside  halloos,  "  Hydrophobial 
look  out  ifor  the  terrier."— C/iwtw. 


■Mf 


■  "^1 


A 


h 


•  WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


131 


ONLY  A  PIN. 

As  recited  with  great  success  by  Gus  Williain*. 

It  was  only  a  pin 

As  it  lay  on  the  floor. 
Shining  and  bright 
As  it  glistened  in  the  noonday  light. 

Only  a  boy, 

Yet  lie  saw  that  pin, 
And  on  its  possession  became  so  intent. 
That  soou  l)oth  boy  and  piu  alilce  were  bent 

Only  a  chair, 

Yet  he  placed  the  pin  there. 
And  not  one  in  a  tiiousand  could  have  discerned      • 
That  the  i>oint  of  the  pin  was  heavenward  turned. 

Only  a  man! 

Yet  he  sat  on  that  chair. 
Then  he  bounced  in  the  air  like  a  cork  from  a  bottle. 
And  a  most  uueartlily  sound  came  out  of  his  throttle. 

■  Only  a  yell, 

V      But  it  was  an  honest  one,      .      • 
It  rent  the  air — and  soon  boy,  man  and  chair 

wt i„j  {„  i  much  confusion    )  „„.„ 

Mingled  m  j  ^^^^  communion  [  ^''^^-         . 

BRANNIGAN'S  PUP. 

Now  old  Mickey  Brannigan  had  a  bull-pup. 

He  was  bred  of  rale  elegant  stock; 
For  seventeen  hours  a  battle  he  fought,  • 

He  did,  by  my  soul,  by  the  clock. 
His  tail  was  a  neat  little  bit  of  a  stump,         : 

Bow-legged  and  two  crooked  eyes.  '  • 

One  look  at  his  ugly  looking  mug  was  enough. 

He  was  the  divil  himself  in  disguise. 

Chorus. 
Bow-ow-ow,  what  a  pup  to  be  sure. 

For  fighting  he'd  never  give  up; 
There  never  was  known  such  a  wonderful  dog, 

As  Mickey  Brannigan's  pup. 

He  tore  the  tail  off  Maloney's  best  coat. 

Ate  the  bustle  of  Mary  Ann  Flynn, 
And  run  between  young  Kitty  Mulligan's  legs, 

Now  wasn't  that  truly  a  sin. 
He  caught  up  the  Dutch  shoemaker's  dog. 

And  shook  him  around  like  a  rat, 
He  murdered  Tim  Finnegan's  beautiful  goat. 

Ate  the  tail  of  McManus'  cat. — Chorus. 

An  Italian  came  around  with  an  organ  one  day, 

And  a  monkey  tied  fast  to  a  string; 
And  when  the  pup  saw  them  lie  howled  with  delight, 

And  made  a  most  wonderful  spring. 
He  upset  the  monkey,  grinder,  and  all,  ~ 

And  bursted  the  organ  inside; 
And  be  jabers  he  tried  to  swallow  the  monk, 

But  he  choked  on  his  tail  and  he  died. — Chorut. 


THE  MONTOOMERY  GUARD. 

Recited  with  great  success  by  Bob  Melrose. 

Gentlemen  and  Soldiers  of  the  Montgomery  Guards  of  Boston, 
Mass-chutes,  I  have  to  thank  ye  for  the  many  rondedons  and 
buggy-rides  aud  dowedarcys  thas  I've  received  at  your  hands. 
And,  Gentlemen  and  Soldiers  of  the  Montgomery  Guards  of 
Boston,  Mass-chutes,  when  ye  come  to  New  York  City,  the 
Webster  Guards  of  New  York  will  turn  out  of  their  bunks,  aud 
they'll  gunanade  ye,  and  they'll  cannonade  ye,  as  we  used  to  do 
at  Balls  Bluflf.  And,  Gentlemen  and  Soldiers  of  the  jVIontgomery 
Guards  of  Boston,  Mass-chutes,  we'll  take  you  to  the  Tarryater 
at  night,  and  after  the  Tarryater  we  shall  take  you  to  Sensible 
Park,  and  from  Sensible  Park  we  will  take  you  to  the  centen- 
anial  and  there  you  shall  have  oysters  on  the  half  shell,  the 
whole  shell,  or  any  shell  at  all.  And,  Gentlemen  and  Soldiers 
of  the  Montgomery  Guards  of  Boston,  Mass-chutes,  all  I  have  to 
say  is  agut  cin  nah  angu^  dn  naha  tha  sha  shin  a  nish  a  meeraie  a 
meereeiaki,  aud  may  ye  ever  be  welcome,  Gentlemen  and  Soldiers 
of  the  Montgomery  Guards  of  Boston,  Mass-chutes. 

NoTS. — This  recitation  should  be  recited  in  a  stuttering  voice. 


MAUD  MULLER  IN  DUTCH. 

Maud  MuUer,  von  Summer  afternoon 

Vas  dending  bar  in  her  fadder's  saloon. 
She  solt  dot  bier,  und  singed  "Shoo  Fly," 

Und  viuked  at  der  men  mit  her  lefd  eye. 
Bud  ven  she  looked  oud  on  der  shdreed, 

Und  saw  dem  gals  all  dressed  so  shweed. 
Her  song  gifed  out  on  a  ubber  note, 

Cause  she  had  such  a  Itoss  in  her  treat; 
Und  she  vished  she  had  shdamps  to  shbend, 

So  she  might  git  such  a  Grecian  Bend. 
Hans  Brinker  valked  shlowly  down  der  shdreed, 

Shmilin  at  all  der  gals  he'd  meed; 
Old  Hans  vas  rich — as  I've  been  dold — 

Had  houses  und  lots,  und  a  barrel  of  gold. 
He  shdopped  py  der  door,  und  pooty  soon 

He  valked  righd  indo  dot  bier  saloon. 
Und  he  vinked  at  Maud,  uud  said,  "My  Dear, 

Gif  me,  of  you  pblease,  a  glass  of  bier." 
She  vend  to  aer  pblace  vere  der  bier  keg  shtood, 

Und  pringed  him  a  glass  dot  \  as  fresh  und  gooU 
"Dot's  goot,"  said  Hans,  "dot's  a  ;etter  drink 

As  effer  I  had  in  mine  life,  I  dink.' 
He  dalked  for  a  vhile,  den  said,  "Goot  day." 

Und  up  der  shdreet  he  dook  his  vay. 
Maud  liofed  a  sigh,  und  said,  "  Oh  how 

I'de  like  to  been  dot  olt  man's  frow, 
Such  shplendid  close  I  den  vould  vear. 

Dot  all  the  gals  around  rood  shdare.     < 
In  dot  Union  Park  I'd  drive  all  tay, 

Und  efery  evenin' go  to  der  blay.  ^      ^. 

Hans  Brinker,  doo,  felt  almight}'  gweer, 

(But  dot  mite  peen  von  trinkiu  l)eer.) 
Und  he  says  to  himself,  as  he  valked  along;    .  ' 

Hummin  der  dune  of  a  olt  lofe  song, 
"  Dot's  der  finest  gal  I  efer  did  see, 

Und  1  vish  dot  she  my  wife  cood  be." 
But  here  l)is  solillogwy  came  to  an  end, 

As  he  dinked  of  der  gold  dot  she  might  shbend; 
Und  he  maked  up  his  mind  dot  as  for  him, 

He'd  marry  a  gal  mit  lots  of  "din." 
So  he  vent  righd  off  dot  fery  day, 

Und  married  a  vooman  olt  und  gray. 
He  vishes  now,  but  all  in  vain. 

Dot  he  vas  free  to  marry  again ; 
Free  as  he  vas  dot  afdernoon, 

Ven  he  med  Maud  Muller  in  der  bier  saloon. 
Maud  married  a  man  without  some  "soap" — 

He  vas  lazy  doo— but  she  did  hope 
Dot  he'd  get  bedder  when  shildren  came; 

But  vhen  dey  had,  he  vas  yoost  der  same. 
Und  ofden  now  dem  dears  vill  come 

As  she  sits  alone  ven  her  day's  vork's  done, 
Und  dinks  of  der  day  Hans  called  her  "  my  dear," 

Und  asked  her  for  a  glass  of  bier; 
But  she  don'd  comblaiu,  nor  efer  has, 

Und  oney  says,  "  Dot  coodn't  vas." 


TOM  BOWLING. 

Here  a  sheer  hulk  lies  poor  Tom  Bowling, 

The  darling  of  our  crew. 
No  more  lie'll  hear  the  tempest  howling. 

For  death  has  broached  him  to. 
Tom's  form  was  of  the  manliest  beauty, 

Tom's  heart  was  kind  and  soft. 
Faithful  below  he  did  his  duty. 

But  now  he's  gone  aloft. 

Tom  never  from  his  word  departed. 

His  virtues  were  so  rare; 
His  friends  were  many,  and  true-hearted. 

His  Poll  was  kind  and  fair: 
And  then  he'd  sing,  so  blithe  aud  jolly. 

Ah!  many 's  the  time  and  oft! 
But  mirth  is  turn'd  to  melancholy. 

For  Tom  is  gone  aloft. 

Yet  shall  poor  Tom  find  pleasant  weather. 

When  He,  who  all  commands. 
Shall  give,  to  call  life's  crew  together. 

The  word  to  pipe  all  hand* 
Thus  death,  who  tars  and  kings  dispatches. 

In  vain  Tom's  life  has  doffed, 
For  though  his  body's  under  hatches, 

His  soul  is  gone  aloft. 
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O  d  Jumbo  was  an  elephi-aut, 

A.3  big  as  all  crealiou, 
H  !  packed  liis  trunk,  shook  Johnny  Bull, 

A.ud  sailed  for  the  Yauki-e  ualion. 
TV  ith  a  lail  as  long  as  a  telegraph  pole, 

lis  legs  were  just  tremendous, 
H  !  weighed  three  hundred  aad  seventeen  tons 

ie  was  something  quite  stupendous. 

.    ClIOKUS. 

Oh,  lie  shook  the  ground  when  he  walked  around, 

Thuraho,  Sluml)0,  Yumbo; 
The  biggest  auimile  on  earth 

Is  Buruum's  elephant  Jumbo. 

"W  len  lie  joined  old  Barnum's  circus  show, 
le  was  called  the  great  Colossus; 

Iey  stowed  the  baggage  all  away 
n  the  end  of  his  proboscis; 
e  ladies  fed  him  on  sugar  plums, 
Ind  said  he  was  just  too  beautiful, 
e  little  children  sat  ou  warts 
That  stuck  out  on  his  cuticle. — Choru$. 
ree  hundred  bales  of  hay  a  day 
ie  chews  up  for  his  dinner, 
d  a  barrel  of  water  at  every  gulp — 
If  he  don't  then  I'm  a  sinner. 
Hi   swallows  peanuts  by  the  ton, 

tell  you  he's  a  snorter; 
E4t3  'lasses  cake  and  ginger  bread, 
/lean  gone  on  sogers  water.  —  Chorus. 


"W  len  he  humps  his  tail  and  makes  a  growl, 
t's  like  a  clap  of  thunder; 
e  country  people  stop  and  stare, 
\.ud  gaze  around  in  wonder, 
paralyzed  the  lion's  spine, 
\.ud  made  his  blood  run  chilly; 
blowed  his  breath  on  the  monkey's  cage, 
Ind  made  them  all  look  silly.  —  Chorus. 
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POOL. 

Suufr  liy  Billy  Carter. 


I've  been  out  playinir  pool  all  day, 

W   nothing  else  to  do. 
And  you'd  split  your  sides  a  laughing 

T(   see  me  pocket  the  cue. 
And  when  I  went  to  make  a  shot 

M  •  luck  it  ran  .so  high, 
I'd  s  lill  a  beer,  or  tear  the  cloth, 

0|  knock  out  some  one's  eye. 

'    :  ClIOIlUS. 

*ool,  pool,  pool, 

'.  like  to  see  them  rolling, 

i^ool,  pool,  pool, 

Jfow  wasn't  I  a  fool? 

To  carry  a  cue  on  my  .shoulder, 

darch  round  the  table  like  a  soldier, 

Vear  out  my  hec^ls  and  miss  my  meals. 

To  play  for  checks  at  pool. 


Murphy  got  beat  thirteen  games, 
,ljean  he  lost  three; 
n  Sheldon  collared  the  fifteen  ball 
^d  got  dead  wood  on  me. 
iing  play'd  si.x  pockets 
ainst  Charley  Jerome's  four, 
n  Lewis  catclied  the  twelve  and  scratched 

w  the  cues  did  thump  the  floor. — C/ioms. 


( n 


off  playing  pool  last  night, 
to-day  I  grabbed  a  cue 
Mine  said  he'd  let  me  play 
pockets  'gain.st  his  two. 
le  pool  'fore  I  got  a  shot 
then  he  had  the  gall, 
me  to  play  another  game 
W&ieu  I  hadn't  shot  at  a,\\.—Clu>ru$. 
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I  stopped  at  the  big  aquarium. 

Not  very  long  ago; 
To  see  the  bass  and  suckers. 

And  to  hear  the  white  whale  blow. 
A  skate  and  a  flounder  making  love, 

And  they  shook  each  others  fins;  ' 

And  a  crab  with  a  sunshade  over  his  head, 

Come  along  with  a  pair  of  twins. 

Cnoiics. 

Oh,  the  big  sea  lion  he  howled  and  growled, 
And  the  seal  beat  time  with  the  drum ; 

And  the  whale  he  swallowed  a  ton  of  eels, 
At  the  big  aquarium. 

I  had  my  gal  along  with  me. 

She's  purty,  but  she's  dark; 
But  when  she  laughed  and  opened  her  mouth, 

I  thought  she'd  swallow  the  shark. 
The  lobster  smiled  and  sucked  his  thumb,     ; 

And  laid  as  still  as  death; 
When  the  turtle  winked  his  eye  at  Sal, 

It  nearly  took  her  breath. — Cli,>rua. 

The  music  played  and  the  sturgeon  danced. 

But  the  porpoise  cleared  the  track; 
The  eel  he  tied  himself  in  n  knot. 

And  the  crab  walked  on  his  back. 
The  trout  and  the  catfish  danced  a  reel, 

And  the  sea  lion  let  a  roar; 
When  the  whale  got  up  and  blowed  his  nose. 

My  gal.  Sal,  bounced  out  the  door.— C/ioru«. 


FAST  FREIGHT. 

Reelted  by  Mora  Moore. 

lie  Stood  in  the  depot  yard. 

And  he  gaztid  with  a  vacant  stare; 
He  was  travelling  home  to  Omaha — 

He'd  rich  relations  there.  ^ 

The  time  was  seven  o'clock  at  night, 

'Twas  dark  and  getting  late, 
These  words  proceeded  from  his  lips. 

"Long  live  the  man  that  iuvent'-d  fast  freight. 

He  had  not  shaved  for  many  a  day,        . 

His  eyes  were  sunken  in,  ' 

His  clothes  wouldn't  do  to  go  to  a  ball 

To  dance  the  racquet  in. 
And  as  he  chcwvul  on  a  piece  of  straw, 

Thus  lie  did  cogitate, 
"  I'll  be  in  Omaha  in  ilie  mom. 

If  I  catch  the  fast  freight." 

The  tramp  observed  a  box  car. 

Marked  grain  and  merchandise; 
It  said.  "  ^Vhen  empty,  please  return 

To  Chicago  City  in  "Illinois." 
Then  he  took  off  his  Land  League  hat. 

While  a  smile  on  his  face  did  break, 
"  I  would  not  ride  in  a  Pullman  car, 

I  prefer  the  fast  freight." 


He  sneaked  into  a  bo.x  car. 

He  was  afraid  to  cough. 
For  fear  lie  would  hear  the  conductor  yell 

In  his  tenor  voice.  Get  off. 
He  got  between  two  barrels  of  glue — 

Just  here  a  fact  I'll  state. 
He  offered  up  a  silent  prayer 

To  the  man  who  invented  fast  freight. 


The  conductor  was  a  terror,  >    : 

The  tramps  they  did  abhor  him. 
He  stood  six  feet  eleven  in  his  socks — 

That  is  whene'er  he  wore  tliem.  -   .    •- 

He  fell  on  the  tramp  and  knocked  him  about, 

Until  his  bones  did  ache,  . 

He  was  covered  with  gore,  in  German  he  swore, 

"  I'll  pull  the  neck  off  the  man  that  invented  fast  freight. 
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The  Fine  Old  English  G-entleman. 

ril  sing  you  a  good  old  song,  made  by  a  good  old  pate, 
Of  a  fine  old  £ii;;lUh  gentlemMi,  w'lio  had  an  old  estate;  ;  , 
And  who  kept  up  liis  old  mansion  at  a  boui>t  if  ul  old  rate,  •"       .■ 

With  a  good  old  i)orter  to  relieve  the  old  poor  at  the  gate, 
Like  a  fine  old  English  gentleman,  all  of  the  olden  time. 

His  hall,  so  old,  was  hung  around  with  pikes,  and  guns,  acd  bows, 
And  swords,  and  good  old  bucklei-s,  which  had  stood  against  old  foes, 
And  'twas  here  "  his  worship '"  sat  in  state,  in  doublet  and  trunk  hose, 
And  quaffed  his  cup  of  good  old  sack  to  warm  his  good  old  nose, 
Like  a  fine  old  Engli^sh  gentleman,  all  of  the  olden  time. 

When  Winter  old,  brought  frost  and  cold,  he  open'd  house  to  all. 
And  though  threescore  and  ten  his  years,  he  featly  led  the  ball. 
Nor  was  the  houseless  wanderer  e'er  driven  from  his  hall, 
For  while  he  feasted  all  the  great  he  ne'er  forgot  the  small. 
Like  a  fine  old  English  gentleman,  all  of  the  olden  time.         .     ' 

But  time,  though  sweet,  Is  strong  in  flight,  and  years  roll'd  swiftly  by. 
And  Autumns  smiling  leaf  proclaim'd,  the  old  man— he  must  die  1 
He  laid  him  down  tranquilly,  gave  up  life's  latest  sigh. 
And  mournful  friends  stood  round  his  couch,  and  tears  bedimm'd  each  eye. 
For  a  fine  old  English  centleman,  all  of  the  olden  time. 


Nobody  Knows  the  Trouble  I  See. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  J.  W.  Pepper.       •. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Seng  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  35  cents,  by  II.  J.  \Vehman,  P.  O.  Box  18^,  New  York  City. 

Good  folks,  listen,  listeu  to  me  right, 

I'm  chuck  full  of  trouble  from  moruing  until  night; 

Fell  down  stairs  with  my  head  full  of  bother, 

If  I'd  fell  another  step,  I'd  wcut  a  step  farther. 

Oh,  sisters,  won't  you  come? 

Brothers,  won't  you  come  along  too? 

Come  along  and  jine  us,  without  a  boot  or  shoe, 

For  nobody  knows  the  trouble  I  see. 

Chouus. 

Nobody  knows  the  trouble  I  see. 
Nobody  knows,  nobody  but  me,  .:    , 

Nobody  knows  the  trouble  I  see,  ^ 

■     -     Nobody  knows,  nobody  but  me.  . 

/oung  Hanuah  Beasely,  an'  ole  Jim  Brown, 

ilitch  up  <lc  horse  and  take  'cm  in  to  town;  '■  . 

Made  some  mistake  in  regard  to  the  hitch,  ■"'-_.■ 

The  horse  got  unruly,  and  tlirowed  'cm  in  the  ditch. 

Kicked  so  hiirh  with  the  lujun  rubber  switch, 

lie  throwcd  Ilannah  Beasley  in  the  middle  of  the  ditch. 

Old  Jim  Brown  in  tbe  middle  of  the  street. 

And  nothing  sticking  up  but  Hannah  Beasley's  feet. — C/iorut, 

Took  my  gal  W)  a  dance  in  the  town,  ,:.  •   . 

Ten  feet  in  the  cellar  on  the  bare  ground; 

She  done  a  double  shuffle  that  she  never  done  before, 

Her  feet  grew  so  large  she  couldn't  get  them  out  the  door. 

Now  I'm  married,  an'  m}'  troubles  have  begun, 

"With  a  sassy,  fat  wife  and  homely  little  sou; 

I  could  stand  all  this,  and  wouldn't  care  a  straw. 

If  I  didn't  have  to  board  my  mother-in-law. — Choi-us. 


Come  Back  to  your  Irish  Hume. 

Sung  by  Miss  Flora  Moore. 
There's  a  garden  spot  on  earth,  to  me  •     •- 

'Tis  the  sweetest  place  I've  seen; 
Where  childhood's  happy  moments  passed-* 

1  see  it  in  my  dreams.  '.,    - 

But  I  left  it,  and  I  came  to  roam,  '; 

'Twas  hard  to  say  good-bye; 
Oft-times  1  fancy  1  can  hear 

3Iy  poor  old  mother  cry.  .,     •  ' 

Chorus. 
Comeback!    Come  back  I 

Come  back  here  to  your  Irish  home, 
Then  come  back!     Comeback! 

Come  back,  Kate,  och  hone.  ; 

I've  been  away  one  year  to-day, 

And  my  heart  feels  lonely  yet; 
Oft-times  they  write  and  seem  to  fear 

That  I  will  soon  forget.  ;  .• 

But  I  can't  forget  where'er  I  roam. 

No  matter  how  I  try, 
And  in  my  sleep  I  seem  to  hear 

My  poor  old  mother  cry.— C'//<^rM«. 
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— A  Cincinnati  woman  ku<Jcked  her  husband  senseless  with  a 
copy  of  the  Bible.     ThC4»h1  version  is  good  and  strong  yet. 

— There  is  a  department  regulation  forbidding  post-masters  to 
read  postal  cards  under  a  penalty  of  a  thousand  dollars.  Some 
people  feel  easier.  .    '■:-  -"'■•: 

— "  Who  will  be  Speaker?  "  Were  this  a  family,  instead  of  a 
legislative,  question,  how  promptly  would  the  wife  step  to  the 
front  and  settle  it.  

— When  a  cowboy  goes  into  a  Western  newspaper  office  to 
demand  satisfaction,  the  editor  always  explains  that  the  assist- 
tant  who  wrote  that  article  "has  just  gone  out  to  kill  a  man, 
but  will  be  back  in  ij^few  minutes."    The  cowboy  never  waits. 

— When  a  servant  in  the  palace  of  the  Sultan  drops  a  $5,000 
piece  of  bric-a-brac  and  sm;ishes  it  all  to  pieces,  the  Sultan  calmly 
shoots  the  servant  and  after  that  the  others  are  more  careful. 
In  this  country  you  pay  the  girl's  wages  as  usual  and  look  around 
for  more  bric-a-brac. 


THE  ROMANCE  OF  A  HAMMOCX. 

...   As  recited  with  great  success  by  Gus  Williams.         .-   ,  ; 

Shady  tree,  babbling  brook. 

Girl  in  hammock  reading  book;  i- 

Golden  curls,  tiny  feet,  .; 

Girl  in  hammock  looks  so  sweet.  >           .-.'. 

Man  rides  past,  big  moustache, 
Girl  in  hammock  makes  a  "  mash." 

"  Mash  "  is  mutual,  the  day  is  set, 
I  Man  and  maiden  married  get. 

Married  now,  a  j'ear  and  a  day. 

Keeping  house  in  Avenue  A.  '               '..■-,■ 

Red  hot  stove,  beefsteak  frying,  '  ^i  1 

.       :           Girl  got  married,  cooking  trying.  '    .- 

Cheeks  all  burning,  eyes  look  red,  ^       • 

"  Girl  got  married,  nearly  dead. 

Biscuit  burnt  up,  beefsteak  charry, 
■^    Girl  got  married,  awful  sorry. 

Man  comes  home,  tears  moustache. 

Mad  as  blazes;  got  no  hash. 

Tiiiuks  of  liamniock  in  the  lane,       ; 

Wishes  maiden  back  again. 

Maiden  also  thinks  of  swing. 

And  wants  to  go  back,  too,  poor  thing. 

:  Hour  of  midnight,  baby  squawking, 
Man  in  bare  feet,  bravely  walking. 
The  baby  yells,  now  the  other 
Twin,  he  strikes  up  like  his  brother, 
:     Paregoric  by  the  bottle,  ■  ■:  ^ 

.,  Emptied  into  baby's  throttle. 

Naughty  tack,  points  in  air. 
Waiting  some  one's  foot  to  tear. 

Man  in  bare  feet — see  him — there!    \ 
Jiminy  Christmas!  hear  him  swear! 

Raving  crazy,  get  his  gun,  , 

And  blows  his  head  off — dead  and  gone. 

■  Prettj' widow,  with  a  book,  •  ,;\ 

In  the  hammock  by  the  brook. 

.  Man  rides  past,  big  moustache;  \  :'''\ 

Keeps  on  riding— nary  "mash."  ,{- 


— First  small  girl 
up?  "  Second  diU<*^ 
up?  "  First  I 


know  what  I'm  going  to  be  when  I  grow 
"  What  are  you  going  to  be  when  you  grow 
girl— "Awidderl" 
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THE  AESTHETIC   MICK 


If  you  have 
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Sung  by  John  O'Neal. 


:ot  a  fire  dollar  note  to  cash,  and  want  to  catch  a  lovely  mMb, 

I'll  tell  yoi  what  to  do  ; 
Tou  must  bi  y  a  bran  new  silk  high  hat,  a  pair  o/  patent  leather  boots, 

And  a  nee  Ltie  that's  too-too. 
Ton  must  w  ar  a  flowing  ulster,  and  say  that  you're  frooi  Munster, 

And  wallt  off  eatintr  quick. 
In  your  pocMet  carry  a  billy,  in  your  buttonhole  a  lily, 


And  they'l 


t;  les 


And  the  neiqi 
"If  that  s 

Then  what 
This  stylisl 


C'Hours. 

ibors  all  will  say  as  you  are  walkini;  down  the  alleyway, 
suits  all  the  fauiiliei  in  the  rear,  I  am  sure  iha%  style  suits  me, 
ajvery,  very,  very  stylish  younjc  man 
youuf?  Mick  must  be." 


call  you  the  aesthetic  Mick. 


Be  eloquent  i  q  praise  for  the  very  good  old  days,  , 

In  the  time  of  Bryan  Boru, 

!  them  if  you  can  that  your  sister  Mary  Ann 
Wore  a  sm;  .11  size  number  nine  shoe. 
You  must  tel  them  she  is  crazy  ou  the  shamrock  and  the  dn\»j. 
vhat  tliey  think, 
re  a  terrible  gall  when  you're  asked  to  take  a  ball. 


No  matter 
You  must  ha 
And  never  nisa  a  driuk. 

CUORIS. 

And  they  all  vttl  say  as  you're  walking  down  the  alleyway. 

There  goes  :hat  dizzy  young  tad  I  see  in  the  park  most  every  day, 
Then  what  a  rery,  very,  very  dizzy  young  tad. 

This  dizzy  :  oung  tad  must  be. 

Now  a  sentin  ental  pas.siuu  for  a  regalable  fashion. 

Now  it  don  t  suit  yuu  or  mfe, 
If  you  have  c  aly  got  the  cash  for  a  five  cent  plate  of  hash, 

You  mu.*«t  s  rike  some  brewery. 
If  the  boys  tli  sy  give  you  taffy  you  can  walk  with  John  McCaffery. 

He's  gentle  and  he's  kind. 
For  get  to  be  aesthetic  when  you  are  working  up  a  racket, 

And  go  to  tkie  front  every  time. 


And  the  ue.gl 
There  goes 

Then  what  a 
This  chroni 


■  Chorus. 

ibors  all  will  say  as  you  walk  down  the  alleyway, 
the  chronic  younsr  lush  that  works  the  free  lunch  every  day. 
rery,  very,  very  chronic  young  man. 
young  man  must  be. 


They  8ire  all  G-etting  Married  but  Me. 


Behold 


Who! 
I  sea: 

If  I 
I  alw 

If  an 
But  to 

They 


rc(  ly 


a)s 


Sung  by  Miss  Alice  Gleason. 


in  this  mortal  a  poor  single  girl, 
wanders  about  tluougii  the  day; 
know  what  will  bo  my  sad  lot, 
eep  on  mucli  longer  this  way. 

was  shy,  and  I  always  would  sigh, 

young  luau  winked  at  me; 
ell  3'ou  the  truui,  all  the  friends  of  my  youth, 
are  all  getting  married  but  me. 

ClIOKUS.  —'     ' 

'fhere's  the  birdies  that  fly, 
here's  the  pigs  in  the  sty, 
And  the  fishes  that  swim  in  the  sea, 

'(here's  the  dogs  and  the  cats. 

There's  the  mice  and  the  rats. 
They  are  all  getting  married  but  me. 

Oh,  it  nakes  me  feel  awful  when  I  look  around. 

And   hink  of  the  days  that  are  gone, 
When     see  all  tiie  belles  walking  out  with  their  swells, 

Whil ;  I  have  to  wantler  alone. 
I  oft  loik  al)out  and  try  to  find  out, 

Whaiever  tiie  matter  can  be; 
There'slthe  haddocks  and  whales,  the  fro(;s  and  the  snails, 

Theylare  all  getting  married  but  mc.  —  CIt&ma. 


"Pat,"  61 
phraseolog; 
o'clock,  an 
"Interim," 


d  a  gentleman,  who  is  fond  of  using  high-sounding 
to  his  man-of-all-work,  "  I  am  going  to  town  at  ten 
shall  weed  ouf  the  cucumber  bed  in  the  interim." 
bought  Pa^"  Thai's  a  mighty  quare  name  for  a 


garden,  auyliow!"  tnn  Mr.  Smytlie  at  home?"  asked  a  visitor 
who  called  shorpy  afterwards.  "  Yis,  sor;  ye'll  find  him  at 
work  in  his  interim  there  beyaut!"  announced  Pat. 


The  Ship  that  Brought  Me  Over. 

Sung  by  Miss  St.  George  Uussey. 

I  left  ould  Ireland  far  behind. 

And  for  Amerikay  I  started, 
I  thought  that  I'd  have  to  walk  across, 

And  that  made  me  broken-hearted. 
But  I  hid  myself  in  the  vessel's  hould, 

Unbeknownst  to  Jack-tar  sailors. 
But  before  we  were  a  day  out  all  bauds  on  board 

Were  as  sick  us  drunken  tailors. 

Spoken — Such  a  time  I  never  had  in  my  life.  As  they  say  on 
the  stage,  I  turned  a  complete  somersault  and  my  insides  were 
out  and  my  outsides  were  in,  I  knew  I  couldn't  get  anything 
to  ate  coming  across,  so  I  put  in  a  male  that  I  thought  wuulu 
last  me  a  week.  But  we  hadn't  lost  sight  of  the  laud  till  I  lost 
the  whole  of  it. 

CnoRCS. 

For  such  tossing  and  tumbling, 
Such  growling  and  grumbling, 
Such  crushing  and  crashing, 
.  Such  rushing  and  smashing. 
Such  cursing  and  swearing. 
Such  raging  and  tearing. 
Such  bungling  and  banging. 
Such  leaping  and  changing, 
I  thought  they  were  crazy. 
Faith  they  couldn't  be  aisy. 
For  the  wind  was  a-howling, 
And  the  captain  was  growling. 
And  all  hands  were  scrowling. 
On  board  of  the  ship  that  to  Amerikay  brought  me  over. 

We'd  been  out  about  a  month  or  more. 

We  then  fell  short  of  rations; 
They  made  the  cook  then  cook  himself. 

And  my  lieart  had  palpitations. 
Says  I,  "  If  tiiey  catch  me  hiding  here, 

They'll  haul  me  down  to  the  kitchen. 
And  to  make  a  rale  live  Irish  stew. 

Myself  in  the  pot  they'll  be  pitching." 

Spoken— But  as  good  luck  would  have  it,  though  they  searched 
high  and  low— they  tlidn't  find  n>e.  It's  poor  atm'  I'd  make,  for 
altiiough  we  were  out  over  a  month  I  ate  nothiu'  but  a  pair  of 
ould  sh«)e8  from  the  time  I  sneaked  aboard.  Then  the  say  began 
to  toss  so  bad  that,  says  I,  "  Ould  Jupiter,  the  Say  God,  is  drunk." 

Ciiouus. 

Then  I  was  in  a  terrible  state. 
For  though  I'd  nothing  to  ate,    . 
Yet  my  stomach  kept  turning 
And  my  head  sure  was  burning; 
I  thoujjht  every  day 
We'd  all  be  lost  in  the  say, 
I  And  then  all  the  fishes 

Of  us  Would  make  dishes. 
And  the  whale*  and  the  sharks 
Would  havo  jolly  larks; 

Of  our  flesh  they'd  make  stew,  \ 

And  our  boues  they'd  make  glue. 
And  I  always  was  prayin'. 

And  to  myself  I  was  say  in'  j 

Bad  luck  to  the  day  ' 

That  I  first  went  on  the  say, 
Faith  I  was  a  big  gawk. 
That  at  first  didn't  walk, 
For  if  in  the  say  I'm  not  spilled 
By  the  crew  I'll  l)e  killed. 
Faith.  I  wish  I  was  home, 
'Tis  myself  would  not  roam 
On  board  of  the  ship  that  to  Amerikay  brought  me  over. 


— Mistress  (horrified:)  "Good  gracious,  Bridget,  have  you 
been  using  one  of  my  stockings  t^^rain  the  coflFee  through?" 
Bridget  (apologetically):  "  Yjjir^um,  but  shure  I  didn't  take 
a  clane  one."  .^ 


— "Doctor,"  said  a  dissagreeable  person,  to  the  venerable 
Spooner,  "can  you  prescril^  for  me?  I'm  troubled  with  the 
qu(!erest  feelings.  I  feel  as  heavy  as  leiid,  without  any  disposition 
to  move  in  anything— real  stupid-like."  "Ah!"  replied  the 
doctor,  "very  sorry  for  you,  indeed;  but  yoiir  stupidity  ia  of 
too  long  standing  too  br helped— it  is  chronic  1" 
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LORENA. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

The  )'ears  creep  slowly  by,  Lorena,  -   - 

:         The  suow  is  oa  the  grass  again. 
The  suu's  low  down  the  sky,  Lorena, 

The  frost  gleams  where  the  flowers  have  been. 
But  the  heart  throbs  on  as  warmly  now, 

As  when  the  Summer  days  were  nigh; 
Oh,  the  sun  can  never  dip  so  low, . 

Ado  wn  affections  cloudless  sky. 

A  hundred  months  have  passed,  Lorena,         : 

Since  last  I  held  that  hand  in  mine,  • 

And  felt  that  pulse  beat  fast,  Lorena, 

Though  mine  beat  faster  far  than  thine.   ' 
A  hundred  months — 'twas  flowery  May, 

When  up  the  sunny  slope  we  climbed, 
To  watch  the  dyiug  of  the  day, 

And  hear  the  distant  church-bells  chimed. 

We  loved  each  other  then,  Lorena,  • 

More  than  we  ever  dared  to  tell; 
And  what  we  might  have  been,  Lorena, 

Had  but  our  lovings  prospered  well — 
-  But  then  'tis  past — the  years  are  gone, 

I'll  not  call  up  their  shadowy  forms; 
I'll  say  to  them,  "  Lost  years,  sleep  on! 

Sleep  on!  nor  heed  life's  pelting  storms." 

The  story  of  that  past,  Lorena,  - 

Alas!  I  care  not  to  repeat, 
:    The  hopes  that  could  not  last,  Lorena, 

They  lived,  but  only  lived  to  cheat. 
I  would  not  cause  e'en  one  regret 

To  rankle  in  your  bosom  now; 
For  "  if  w^e  try,  we  may  forget," 

Were  words  of  thine  long  years  ago.  , 

Yes.  these  were  words  of  thine,  Lorena, 

They  burn  within  my  memory,  yet. 
They  touched  some  tender  chords,  Lorena, 

Which  thrill  and  tremble  with  regret. 
'Twas  not  thy  woman's  heart  that  spoke; 

Thy  heart  was  always  true  to  me — 
A  duty,  stern  and  pressing,  broke 

The  tie  which  linked  my  soul  with  thee. 

It  matters  little  now,  Lorena, 

The  past — is  in  the  enternal  Past;  •.■   '        ^ 

Our  heads  will  soon  lie  low,  Lorena,  ", 

Life's  tide  is  ebbing  out  so  fast.  1  :.     ■. 

There  is  a  future!    Oh!thaukGod, 

Of  life  this  is  so  small  a  part! 
'Tis  dust  to  dust  beneath  the  sod! 

But  there,  up  there,  'lis  heart  to  heart. 


I'LL   TELL   NOBODY. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-pald.on 
receipt  of  35  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehniau,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  city. 

Oh,  I  am  in  love,  but  I  won't  tell  with  who, 
■   For  I  know  very  well  what  the  fair  one  would  do. 
They'd  chatter  and  flatter,  and  make  themselves  fine. 
So  poor  little  some  one  would  have  a  sad  time. 

,;.-..■-■■'-■--' '}-  :' '  ,  ■'■■.  Chorus.  ,  r- 

So  I'll  tell  nobody,  I'll  telf  nobody. 
Nobody,  nobody,  nobody,  no I 

If  I  tell  it  to  one,  sha  will  tell  it  to  two, 
Autl  the  next  cup  of  tea  they  would  plot  what  to  do; 
And  as  men  have  no  coustancj'  in  their  own  minds. 
He'd  seek  a  new  face  and  leave  some  one  behind. —  Cliorm. 

But  this  much  I'll  tell  you,  he's  not  very  tall, 
.,  And  lest  you  should  gue.ss  him.  he's  not  very  small; 
•■■  I  met  him  last  night,  and  he  pulled  off  my  glove. 

So  I  think  you  may  guess  who  issome'wdy's  love. — ClioruK 

?  ■  J:,     But  when  I  am  sure  that  his  heart's  all  my  own, 
'/':':'.■" \  That  he  loves  me  sincerely,  and  never  will  roam,     . .  " 

'      Oh,  then  I'll  defy  all  their  jeers  and  taunts, 
^        For,  plainly  'twill  show  what  each  of  them  wants. — Clu>rus. 


GOOD-BYE,  JOHN. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  ttiis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poat-patd,  on 
receipt  of  35  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian.  P.  O.  Box  isa.  New  York  City. 

•Twas  on  a  Friday  mominjr  I  bid  New  Y'ork  City  (food-bye  I 

The  wind  it  blowed  great  guns,  my  boys,  and  the  waters  ran  iky-hleh ; 

As  I  waved  my  bandana  to  my  Nancy  on  the  shore, 

Slie  sobbed  and  sighed,  and  wept  and  cried,  when  I  sailed  for  Singapore. 

Chorus. 

Good-bye,  John,  now  don't  stop  lonu, 
•    But  come  back  soon  to  your  own  Chickabiddf ; 
For  my  heart  beats  so,  when  the  winds  do  blow. 
That  takes  away  my  sailor. 

Sweet  Nancy  was  a  lass,  my  boys,  of  fifteen  stone  full  weight ; 
Her  face— it  was  a  face,  my  boys,  liive  a  good-sized  dinner,  plate ; 
She  kept  a  sweet-stufif  shop,  my  boj-s,  'twould  your  eyes  do  good  to  see. 
Sold  lollypops  and  Tom  Thumb  drops,  but  naught  so  sweet  as  she. 

Good-bye,  John,  Act 

When  I  sailed  for  foreign  parts,  I'd  bring  back  presents  to  uiy  love, 
Such  Injun  hats  and  Turkish  mats,  or  a  Chinese  turtle-dove ; 
Sweet  Nance  would  write  me  billet-doos  which  took  away  my  breath. 
And  said  as  how  she  "loved  her  John  with  blind  regards  till  death." 

So  loving  John,  &a 

One  night  I  had  a  dream,  my  boys,  that  Nance  appeared  to  me. 
She  looked  like  a  mermaid,  boys,  that  floats  about  the  sea. 
She  wagged  her  tall  at  me,  my  boys,  and  then  sh*  shook  her  head. 
Then  seemed  to  speak  in  fishy  tones,  and  this  is  what  she  said : 

Good-bye,  John,  9m. 

Our  gallant  craft  reached  home,  my  boys ;  next  day,  to  come  on  board. 
My  Nance  put  oflf  in  a  boat  to  meet  her  John  whom  she  adored ; 
When,  messmates— hard  the  tale  to  tell— she  swerved  I  the  boat  capsized/ 
Down,  down  to  the  bottom  went  sweet  Nance,  the  girl  I  dearly  prized. 

Good-bye,  John,  &U. 

THE   TAIL   IV   ME   COAT. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-pald,on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  n.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

I  learned  me  reading  an*  writing. 

At  Ballyragget  where  I  wint  to  school, 
' :  Twas  there  that  I  first  took  to  fighting 

With  the  schoolmaster  Misther  O'Toole; 
He  aud  I  thare  hat!  many  a  scrimmage, 

Tlie  divil  a  copy  I  wrote. 
But  not  a  gossoon  in  the  village. 

Dare  thread  on  the  tail  iv  me  coat. 

I  an  illigant  hand  was  at  courting, 

For  lessons  I  took  in  the  art. 
Till  Cupid,  that  biaggard,  while  sporting,       ■      r 

A  big  arrow  sint  smack  through  me  heart;     ,   . 
.  Miss  O'Connor,  I  lived  straight  forninst  her. 

And  tiudher  lines  to  her  1  wrote. 
Who  dare  say  a  black  word  ag'inst  her, 

Why  I'd  thread  on  the  tail  iv  his  coat. 

A  bog-trotter  wan,  Mickey  Mulvany, 

He  tried  for  to  coax  her  away; 
"     He  had  money  an'  1  hadn't  any, 

So  a  challenge  I  sint  him  wan' day;    •'   . 
Next  morning  we  met  at  Killhealy, 

The  Shannon  we  cross'd  in  a  boat. 
There  I  lather'd  him  with  me  sliillely,  -  . 

For  he  trod  on  the  tail  iv  me  coat. 

Me  fame  spread  through  the  nation,  - 

'        Folks  flock  for  to  gaze  ui)on  me, 
.    /  All  cry  out  without  hesitation, 

"  Och,  yer  a  fighlin'  man,  Mickey  Mageel*  ' 

I  fought  with  tiie  Fineuan  faction,  . 

We  bate  all  the  Murphies  afloat. 
If  inclined  for  a  row  or  a  ruction. 
Why,  I'd  thread  on  the  tail  iv  their  coat. 

— At  a  school  examination  a  clergyman  was  descanting  on  the 
necessity  of  growing  up  loyal  and  useful  citizens.  In  order  to 
give  emphasis  to  his  remarks  he  pointed  to  a  large  flag  hanging 
on  one  side  of  the  school-room  and  Kaiil :  "  Boys,  what  is  that  flag 
for?"  An  urchin,  wiio  understood  the  condition  of  the  room 
better  than  the  speaker's  rhetoric,  exclaimed:  "To  hide  the 
dirt,  sir." 
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MKi^Uo  bos,  tto  ku  MtVdl  M  flit, 
.M^  Am.  tbcM  flOM  ay  Pht, 

■weU  thaTa  with  the  famona  BraidgaD*a  band. 
*'  'Ci'A  ^bnotkaepatap.  forward  laarahawaj,. 

t  biD  tatlBMrBld  Bad.  and  an  IBlgaot  n^por  too— 
mm  and  peaa  aad  friwaw.  and  oytemftt  for  you. 
t^Mv  and  baBabalooa,  and  bUa  qoan  ao  Ktaad : 

,  and  aoBM  potheen  for  the  boja  of  the  Branliraa'a  1 
MMb  aad  daaeed  a  reel. 

rfloodif«  feel,  we  maketho  ladka  Miaeal, 

ittHihoaioweateal, 
I  aO  dnnik  aa  lords,  with  tiw  BraalKaa'a  band. 

Mark  ttane,  keep  atep.  forward  BHtfoh  away, 
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THE  LANCASHIRE  LASS. 

I  adlEMleorthla  eoB*  wffl  be  seat  to  any  addioM.  Dot 
<fdleeatB.brH.JjWehmaB,P.O.Boxih^yewYmrk( 

tV^  nuy  talk  of  voiiii^  ^la.  bat  aone  can  surpaaa 
dear  little  tikaanr  wbo  came  from  Old-luun: 
Laad  aa  sweet  as  tbe  aeiHT  mown  nBas. 
[my  little  BoUy.  the  Umotiun  Lm; 
Seveeao  Mne,  aod  teeth  ao  white, 
^  hAir  is  brown,  her  step  ia  U^fc^ 
nlcle  is* porfeot  mite, . 
beautifol  Lancaahlre  Laaa. 


CHOBua. . 
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And  drink  to  Um)  i.aoc«il^ 


J^yoar 


glMa 


thai  I  won  her  la  atraa^e^  TOO  will  any. 
^he  aftamoon  that  I  went  to  BenenM. 
J  Maad  of  mine  was  there  for  the  dH.' 
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M>  I  «dc0d  hn  if  riie'd  bare  me. 
'  ImntifiilLaaeartilreLas.— CA^ttf. 

"  ihe*d  be  mine  "  and  awora  to  be  true : 

-  ttam  b0Mi  like  devea^  btUing  and  eookurl 

We  Mfwrfalloirtaefomeloiwndo.  '~'~?^ 
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^^  ^^  5<<ll**  ■»•  **f  ^•** '^Wefc  «o^  I  wear, 
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4obaw«d, 


>*»«^^- 


>*mi 


>ING 


-"•jaST^- 


W«"    " 


138 


WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


f:it 


BRANiaAN'S  BAND.         /  ' 

The  Words  Lnd  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  an  j  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  <  f  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  W'eliman,  P.  O.  Box  18:13,  New  York  City. 

We  marcliei  I  behind  the  Branigan's  band  on  the  great  St.  Patrick'n  day, 

With  fifes  a  id  drums  aplaying  martial  airs. 

From  Ulstei ,  Muuster,  Conuamara,  you  see  we  are  on  hand. 

To  march  yi  Itb  the  music  to  the  tune  of  the  Branigau's  band  ; 

Oh  :  we  ma:  ched  so  gaily  down  the  street, 

And  everyo  le  we  meet  says,  don't  they  step  It  neat  t 

We  smile  or  all  the  girls  we  meet, 

While  marcj^iug  down  behind  tlie  famous  Branigau's  band.  ' 

I  CUOKLS. 

Mark  time,  keep  step,  forward  march  away  ; 

With  eyis  out,  toes  in,  marcli  in  grand  array; 

Shoulde:  arms,  with  head  erect,  to;;ether  hiiud  in  hand. 

Like  her  >es  bold,  tbe^young  and  old  will  march  with  the  Branigan's  band. 

The  chambermaids  in  the  big  hotels,  they  raise  the  windows  high. 
For  handkeishiefs.  they  "re  waving  towels,  to  catch  our  soldier's  eyes;  [mand; 
They're  eft  their  hash  to  come  out  and  mash, when  the  marshal  gives  corn- 
Then  we  all  raise  our  hats  to  the  tune  of  the  Branigau's  band  ; 
Oh  :  don't  tlJeir  hearts  go  pit-a-pat, 
As  each  one  lift's  his  hat,  the  lean  as  well  as  fat, 
Says  there's  my  Dan,  there  goes  my  Pat, 
Ue'8  the  daii  y  swell  that's  with  the  famous  Branigan's  band. 

Mark  time,  keep  step,  forward  march  away,  Ac, 

Oh,  we  had  i  ball  in  Emerald  Ilall,  and  an  illigant  supper  too— 

There  was  b  lans  and  peas  and  f rigazees,  and  oysters  fat  for  you. 

With  pic-klet  steWs  and  hullabaloos,  and  Irish  quail  so  grand  ; 

Beets  and  ch  sese,  and  ;<ome  potheen  for  the  boys  of  the  Branigan's  band  ; 

Oh  :  it's  ther  we  sung,  and  danced  a  reel. 

And  oh ;  hov   good  we  feel,  we  make  the  ladies  squeal. 

So  when  moi  ning  comes  it's  homa  we  steal, 

With  the  bo]  s  all  drunk  as  lords,  with  tlie  Branigan's  band. 

Mark  time,  keep  step,  forward  march  away,  Ac, 


The  Words 
r»«eipt  o 


T  HE  LANCASHIRE  LASS. 


-d  Muiicof  this  Song  will  l)e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
40  cents,  by  11.  J.  Wehiuaii,  P.  O.  Box  18a3,  New  York  City. 

may  talk  of  youug  girls,  but  noue  cau  surpass 
dear  little  charmer  wiio  came  from  Old-bam: 


Fres  I  and  a.s  sweet  as  the  newly  mowu  grass, 

Is  iiy  little  Polly,  tbe  Lationsiiire  Lass; 
Sbe'i  eyes  so  blue,  and  teeth  so  wliite, 
II(  r  hair  i.s  brown,  her  step  is  light, 
inkle  is  a  perfect  mite, 
'  beautiful  Lancashire  Lass. ' 

Caoucs. 

[y  Lancashire  Lass,  sure,  none  can  surpass 
Mv  Lancasliire  Lass  for  style  aatl  beauty, 
ly  Lancashire  Lass,  come,  till  up  your  glass 
And  drink  to  the  Lancashire  Lass. 

vay  that  I  won  her  is  strange,  you  will  say, 
"  v&s  one  afternoon  that  I  went  to  IJellevue, 
A  yo  jng  friend  of  mine  was  there  for  the  day, 
Atd  look  little  Polly  for  whom  he'd  to  pay; 
Whe  1  first  we  met,  I  soon  couhl  see 

That  with  his  chance  'twas  all  U.  P., 
And  30  I  asked  her  if  she'd  have  me, 
TL  is  beautiful  Lancasliire  Lass.  —  Chorus. 

She  i  aid  "she'd  be  mine  "  and  swore  to  be  true; 

W  ;ve  since  been  like  doves,  billing  and  cooing! 
We  I  ever  fall  out  as  .some  lovers  do, 

Atd  she  has  .some  money,  betwixt  me  and  you; 
She  1  ought  me  this  watch  which  now  I  wear. 

If   he  don't  mind,  well  I  don't  carel 
She  !  ays  "  that  her  fortune  I  shall  share," 

Mj  beautiful  Lancashire  Lass. — C/iorus. 

She  lublished  the  banns,  we're  going  to  be  wed, 

I  1(  ave  thos'!  matters  for  lier  to  settle. 
To-re  orrow,  for  time  BO  quickly  has  fled, 

Tbs  Lancashire  Lass  to  the  church  will  be  led; 
I  neei  not  work  whilst  there's  a  purse, 

To  the  idea  I'm  not  averse. 
And  )crhaps  one-day.  1  may  have  to  nurse 

A  1  weet  little  Lancashire  La.ss. — (Jhorun. 


Tommy,  Make  Room  for  Your  Auntie. 

Tbe  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  >f  12  cents,  by  U.  J.  W  ehman,  P.  O.  Box  ItfiS,  New  York  city. 

Now  Miss  Filzwilliam  of  Union  Square 

Presents  herself  to  you. 
And  you  may  guess,  when  she  is  dressed, 

Of  gents^she  knows  a  few; 
A  widower  fell  in  love  with  me 

While  riding  in  a  train; 
He  had  his  little  boy  with  him. 

Who  caused  us  both  much  paia. 

Spoken — Yes,  the  confounded  yotmg  urchin  caused  me  a  great 
deal  of  pain  and  sorrow,  and  the  widower,  his  father,  introduced 
me  to  the  little  boy  as  his  auntie,  and  during  the  whole  of  the 
journey  the  father  Lad  to  say — 

Ciioucs. 
Tommy,  make  room  for  your  auntie,        ' 

There's  a  little  dear; 
Tommy,  make  room  for  your  auntie. 

1  want  her  to  sit  here ; 
You  know  papa  has  got  a  cake, 

And  that  he'll  give  it  to  you; 
So  don't  annoy,  there's  a  good  boy, 

Make  room  for  your  auntie,  do. 

When  first  I  met  this  widower, 

'Twas  on  the  journey  down 
To  spend  a  day  at  Long  Branch,     ' 

Just  like  a  swell  from  town;  .       - 

The  widower  loved  romantic  scenes. 

And  a  squeeze  on  the  sly; 
But  when  his  arm  went  round  my  waist 

The  boy  began  to  cry. 

Spoken — He  declared  his  papa  was  hurling  me,  and  would  in- 
sist upon  sittuig  between  us,  only  fancy  making  love  to  a  girl  with 
a  little  t>oy  in  the  way;  but  his  father  said  to  him  in  a  voice  so 
sweet — Chorus. 

The  father  told  his  loving  son 

To  watch  the  passing  train; 
But  no,  he  said,  niy  dear  papa. 

You'll  kiss  that  lady  again  ; 
Of  course  I  blushed  a  maiden  blush, 

And  he  was  not  himself ;  .    , 

For  who  could  make  love  in  a  car. 

In  front  of  that  young  elf ? 

SPOKEjj — Yes,  it  would  never  do  to  make  love  before  the  l)oy 
and  when  the  widower  pressed  me  1  said  "  Not  before  the  boy, 
c'?.— jv^t  before  the  boy  " — just  then  we  went  under  a  tunnel 
and— Chorug. 


■^ 


THE  LOVELY  LAND  OF  DREAMS. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  WeJiman,  P.  O.  Box  1SJ3,  New  York  City. 

There  is  a  land  where  fancy's  twining 

Her  flowers  around  life's  fading  tree, 
Where  light  is  ever  softly  shining. 

Like  sunset  o'er  a  tranquil  sea. 
'Tis  there  thou  dwell'st  in  beauty's  brightness. 

More  fair  than  aught  on  earth  e'er  seems: 
'Tis  there  my  heart  feels  mo.st  of  lightness. 

There,  in  the  lovely  land  of  dreamsl 

'Tis  there,  in  groves,  I  often  meet  thee. 

And  wander  through  the  sylvan  shade. 
While  I,  in  gentlest  accents,  greet  thee. 

My  own,  my  sweet  and  constant  maid. 
There,  by  some  fountain  fair  reposing. 

Where  all  around  so  tranquil  seems, 
We  wait  the  golden  evening's  closing. 

There,  in  the  lovely  laud  of  dreams. 

But  when  the  touch  of  earthly  waking 

Hatli  broken  slumber's  latest  spell, 
Those  fabled  joys,  of  fancy's  making, 

Are  in  my  heart  remembered  well. 
The  day,  in  all  its  sunshine-splendor,       :•  : 

Less  fair  to  me  than  midnight  seems. 
When  visions  shed  a  light  more  tender,  ,  .  ,.     •' 

V  Aroimd  the  lovely  land  of  dreams!         ,;...' 
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MY  LOVE  SHE  IS  A  FAIRY  QUEEN 

r)^;;.;..  --..:        My  love  she  is  a  fairy  queen —      •     •;■'  !;^v^f  ;  •  v;-v  ' 
:>  V^  V         About  her  face  uo  paint  is  seen;  ^  r-J;  :;•     v^!^.-  V 

Her  pretty  foot  is  very  small,        :  V  '^ ■;  -     ■^^' 

But  very  large  is  her  waterfall ; 

Her  aukle  too,  so  plump  and  fat,     -  ■  >  : 
..•:'.       It  makes  my  heart  go  pit-a-pat;      ''>  .     :    ■, 

Were  I  a  bee  upon  her  lip,  • ;  .       * 

I'd  slay  all  day  and  sip  and  sip.     ■  ; -l  :  .       - 

•;•   -'-    ;/-■,  Chouus.    ■    :,"■'.:•■■■  /','-•:.;.■ 

Oh,  slie  never  flirts— she's  no  coquette; 
She  never  scolds,  nor  does  she  fret; 
She  some  on  style,  and  full  of  fuu; 
"  You  bet  your  life,"  she's  number  one. 

I  took  her  to  a  show  one  night, 
I  almost  knew  'twould  please  her  quite;  . 
■',  And  as  we  sat  in  the  parquette,  '    - 

How  nice  I  felt  I  scarce  can  say;  ' 

The  bell  it  rang,  the  curtain  rose;  '  ; 

A  mail  came  out  in  spangled  clothes,  :;  , 

Eutrunciug  me  with  dashing  style. 

While  to  my  love  he  gave  a  smile. — Oharttl. 

To  see  my  love  next  day  I  went — 

To  pop  the  question  was  my  intent; 

Alas!  poor  uift,  I  felt  quite  sore 

To  hear  she'd  gone  in  a  coach  and  four; 

Her  mother  squealed  and  I  did  squall; 

She'd  took  her  trunk  and  waterfall;  I         -'^ 

I  seized  my  hat — to  the  show  I  ran. 

But  she'd  eloped  with  a  circus  man.— C7w?*m». 

Q-reat  Men  that  Ireland  has  Seen. 

Now  since  I  appear  here,  before  you  once  more,     . 

I'll  endeavor  to  gain  j'our  fair  smile, 
Tho'  years  now  have  passed  since  I  left  the  old  shore,   ' 

I  still  cling  to  the  dear  native  Isle; 
And  I'll  sing  of  old  Ireland,  the  land  of  my  birth,   , 

I  will  sing  of  the  greixt  men  that's  been. 
Whose  deeds  of  reuown,  shall  shine  round  each  heart. 
:  -         They  were  great  men  that  Ireland  has  seen.   . 

:  CnORUS. 

Then  here's  to  the  sons  of  old  Erin-Go-Bragh, 

May  the  memoiy  of  their  names  still  be  green,    ' 
On  sea,  or  on  coast,  let  us  drink  off  this  toast,   . 
-       '         To  the  great  men  that  Ireland  has  seen.  '. 

O'Connell  you  know,  as  all  history  does  show 

Was  a  statesman,  whose  eqnal  was  few;  ] 

At  the  great  Parliament,  he  did  often  represent, 

Tliat  the  wrongs  of  old  Ireland  were  true. 
And  Emmet  the  marytr,  he  fought  for  our  cause,  "^ 

Like  a  laurel  his  name  it  keeps  green. 
He  died  for  his  country  and  Liberty's  laws. 

Those  were  great  men  that  Ireland  has  seen. — Chonig. 

J.  .     And  then  we  had  Sarsfleld  who  conquered  each  foe. 

And  never  wjis  known  for  to  yield,  ' ' 

The  foeman  would  quake,  aye,  and  tremble  and  shake. 

When  his  war  liorse  woula  enter  the  field; 
And  then  as  for  poets  there  is  no  land  I'm  sure,        . 
Where  such  brilliant  genius  has  bean, 
'  There  was  Grattan  and  Lover,  and  famous  Tom  Moore, 
:  Those  were  great  men  that  Ireland  has  seen. — Choitu. 

But  though  those  great  men  have  now  passed  away, 

Old  Erin  shall  not  be  alone. 
We  have  men  that  would  die  for  their  countiy  to-day,  . 

And  a  Parliament  wish  of  their  own; 
But  may  God  guide  and  guard  them  to  do  what  is  right. 

May  they  harbor  no  rancour  or  spleen. 
But  when  honor  demands  them,  they  valliantly  fight,  ?       . 

Like  the  great  men  that  Ireland  has  seen. — Ulun'ti*.  \ 

— A  gentleman  while  bathing  at  Manhattan  Beach  last  August, 
saw  his  lawyer  rise  up  at  his  side,  after  a  long  dive.  After  ex- 
changing salutations,  said  he:  "  By  the  way,  how  about  Gunter?" 
"  He  is  m  jail,"  replied  the  lawyer,  and  dived  again.  The  gent- 
tlem.in  though  no  more  of  it,  but  on  looking  at  liis  bill  for  legal 
services,  i^:udered  at  the  close  of  the  year,  ho  found:  "  To  coa- 
Bultation  at  sea,  about  the  incarceration  of  Gunter,  three  dollars." 


The  Bell  G-oes  a-Ringing  for  Sai-rah. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sodk  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  o» 
receipt  of  85  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  !»»,  New  York  City. 

If  you  please,  you  sec  I'm  a  domestic, 
Or  what  some  would  call  "servant  gal;" 
>  ..  ■.  My  Missis  she  calls  meSai-rah, 

;^:;:l  But  fatlier,  for  shoit,  calls  me  Sal. 

I'm  general  slave  round  the  corner,        ■_ .  :'■..- 

My  wages  is  small  you'll  agree, 
I'm  slaving  from  morning  till  midnight. 
And  I  finds  my  own  sugar  and  tea. 

Sfoken— And  if  I  only  sits  down  a  minute  to  take  breath^ 

Chokus, 

-  The  bell  goes  a-ringing  for  Sai-rah,  '! 

Sai-rah,  Sai-rah;  ■  V  - 

,.' The  bell  goes  a-ringing  for  Sai-rah,    ,• ;" 
From  morning  until  night. 

My  Master's  a  clerk  in  the  city,  "       -    " 

At  ten  hundred  and  fifty  a  year; 
They  comes  out  like  a  Dook  and  a  Duchess, 

How  they  does  it,  to  some's  not  quite  clear. 
They  give  parties  and  hold  up  their  heads. 

As  though  they  was  the  first  of  the  land; 
Sometimes  I've  to  wait  for  my  wages. 

Whilst  they  get  a-doing  the  grand. 

Spoken— But  people  as  do  the  grand,  very  often  do  somebody 
else  at  the  same  time:  the  butcher's  asked  for  his  bill  for  the  last 
six  months,  and  if  she  hears  me  a-talking  to  him,  oh!  you  should 
hear  how — Chorus. 

.    My  Missis  talks  of  her  connections,  •  ;s 

•'  Says  her  rrandfather's  pa  was  a  Judge;    v  ;   .; 

Lady  Muff  "and  Lord  Puff  are  lur  cousins; 
But,  'tween  us  and  iliu  bed-post,  it's  "  fudge." 
•   .      She  says  her  blood's  "iJi.ristocratic," 

About  that  I  can't  speal:,  to  be  sure;        :        ' 
But  folks  for  their  money  como  knocking,  ■    ;. 
And  vow  they  won't  come  ;'.ny  more. 

Spoken— Yes,  first  I've  got  to  rro  to  the  door,  then  I've  got  to 
go  up  four  pair  of  stairs  to  mal:^  the  beds,  and,  of  coui-se,  just 
as  I'm  in  the  middle  of  'em — Choru$. 

There's  but  one  day  I've  five  minutes  quiet,         '■•  ' 
,  "  That's  Sunday;  for  then  when  I  can,  .,      - 

I  goes  out,  after  tea,  for  an  hour. 

And 'scorted  by  my  young  man.  •  '  . 

You  must  know,  if  yon  please,  he's  a  sojer. 
And  he  vows  he's  entirely  mine; 
■  ■■'    I  often  wish  there  uas  lf)ur  Gundays  a  week. 
For  I  has  to  be  in  by  nine. 

Spoken— Yes,  and  if  I  don't  show  myself  as  the  clock  strikes, 
oh! — Clumia. 

I'm  ladies-maio,  house-maid  and  cook,         ,  ^'' . 

I  do  every  thing — honor,  no  joking;       ■_'■-■ 
I  scarcely  have  tirn- to  draw  breath,  '.     ' 

For  shell  ring  if  the  fire  wants  poking. 
With  a  book  out  of  lib'ry.  she'll  loll  ;    v; 

On  the  couch,  in  an  indolent  manner, 
:■■'-.  Or  else,  for  a  chancre,  she'll  sit  down,  V 

And  thuiap  away  on  the  pii^iiner. 

Spoken — Yes,  we've  got  r.  planner;  'tisn't  paid  for;  but  I  must 
be  off,  for,  if  she  fancies  I'm  here,  a-talking  to  you — Cfuyrvt. 

— We  sneer  at  the  Siamese  for  worshiping  the  elephant;  but 
think  of  the  money  that  is  paid  in  this  city  annually  just  to  see  it  I 

— Heard  on  the  street:  *'  Why,  tha$  jnlin  was  your  chum  at 
school,  and  you  two  were  alwaj'sj««6parable;  yet  now  you  pass 
him  with  a  cool  bow.  Has  apjroispute  occured?  "  "Oh,  no; 
we  dearly  love  each  other^tiTCbut  it  would  not  look  well  to  show 
it.  I  have  become  a  j^tmitor  and  he  has  become  an  under- 
taker."— PhUaddpMae^ews. 

—  "I  can't  hold  tbis  baby  any  longer,"  called  out  the  young 
husband  and  father,  "It's  getting  too  heavy  "  "  Pshnw,  Edward. " 
replied  a  muffled  voice  from  the  other  room,  "you  used  to  hold 
me  for  hours  and  never  complain,  and  the  baby  is  not  a  feather 
compared  to  what  I  was."  "That's  when  I  was  a  fool,"  said 
Edward,  and  she  was  too  sleepy  to  dispute  with  him. 
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WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


THE   WOLF  AT   THE   DOOR 

Recited  by  Lottie  Wlnnett. 

Harkt  How  the  merciless  cold  wiuds  blow! 
"Mamma,  come  louk  at  the  beautiful  snow; 
See  hov\<j  the  streets  are  all  mantled  in  white, 
I'm  loouiug  for  papa — he'll  «ume  home  all  right, 
Oh  I  wbir  are  you  looking  so  lonely  and  sad? 
I  know  pnpa  drinks,  but  cau't  I  make  you  glad? 
Cornel  tiss  me.  mamma,  and  don't  weep  any  more." 
"  Hush  I  come  to  my  arms,  there's  a  wolf  at  the  door." 

"  Mamnaa,  don't  cry;  let  mc  kneel  at  your  feet. 

We  are  jiungry  ana  cold  and  have  nothing  to  eat. 

Look  ni ,  and  be  cheerful,  in  God  put  your  trust. 

If  papa  s  a  drunkard,  Gud  will  not  blame  us. 

Why  do  you  tremble  so?    Wipe  off  that  tear; 

The  fire  is  out.  but  we've  nothing  to  fear. 

Let's  law  down  together  and  sleep  on  the  floor." 

"No!  npl  there's  uo  sleep  while  the  wolf  is  at  the  door." 

*'  Oh,  mlamma!  God  bless  j'ou!  cheer  up  all  you  can. 

Some  day  I  may  be  a  good  sou  and  a  man. 

To  brin^to  your  sorrowful  lieart  hope  and  joy, 

If  papa'l  a  drunkard,  just  think,  1  m  your  boy. 

Though|hu  may  desert  us  there's  one  left  us  still 

Who'll  never  forsake  us— no!  God  never  will." 

"  Hu»h.|cliild!  there's  your  iather.'don't  say  a  word  more, 

Great  Ofd!  can't  he  see  there's  a  wolf  at  the  door?  " 

Aye!  stnggering  drunk  at  tha*.  hour  so  late, 

The  fatljer  stood  reeling  in  snow  at  the  gate; 

His  bardfootfd  boy,  dressed  so  poorly  and  thin. 

Went  oijt  in  the  snow  and  led  "papa  "  in. 

But  justlas  he  entered  he  fell  on  the  floor. 

And  there  went  forth  a  howl  from  the  wolf  at  the  door. 

The  emlilem  of  deathto  the  door  knob  was  tied, 

A  husbojUd— a  father— a  drnukaid  had  died. 

Nobody  knows  "what  a  Racket  "was  There 

j       Ttrsx—"  Nobody  knows  the  trouble  I  see." 

I  am  apmething  of  a  man,  I  often  make  a  bet, 

I  Stan*  a  chance  of  loosing,  but  I  haven't  done  it  yet. 

I  am  ^unietliiiig  of  a  wrestler,  I  often  take  it  in. 

But  wlicn  I  tackle  a  thorough-bred,  my  ciiances  are  but  slim. 

A  little  bit  of  pleasantry  occured  the  other  night. 

I  weni  to  see  a  wrestling  match,  it  ended  in  a  fight; 

A  Dulchman,  a  Scotchman,  a  Nigger,  and  a  Mick, 

And  puor  Johnny  Riley  got  slugged  with  a  brick. 

Criouus. 

Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there, 
Nol)ody  knows  I  do  declare, 
Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there. 
Nobody  knows  indeed  but  me. 

Now  \  ic  cause  of  all  the  trouble.  I  couldn't  keep  it  mum, 

Somel  ody  called  Joiiiniy  Mclutire  a  bum, 

Johnu  f  he  got  mad  an<l  struck  out  his  hand. 

And  sivore  he  could  lick  any  cripple  in  the  land. 

Big  J(|hn  Monnahan,  standing  in  the  door, 

Cangllt  hold  of  Mclntire,  and  threw  him  on  the  floor, 

Weutlfor  little  Brady,  and  hit  him  sticli  a  smack. 

That  le  busted  his  undershirt  plum  ofl  his  back. 

,1  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there,  &c. 

Wherf Brady  got  up,  he  was  n  terrible  looking  sight. 
He  looked  as  if  he  slept  with  the  hogs  all  night; 
He  lodked  at  his  undershirt,  and  dropped  a  big  tear. 
Then  lie  flew  for  Monnahan,  and  tried  to  chew  his  ear; 
He  made  one  brace,  and  he  landed  at  the  bar, 
Askecf  for  a  hummer,  and  they  pav«  him  a  cigar. 
He  strjuck  a  match  to  light  it,  and  what  do  you  suppose? 
It  wad  filled  up  with  powder,  and  it  blew  off  liis  nose. 

1  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there,  &c. 

They  fought  in  the  hallway,  they  fought  in  the  room, 

Their  boxing  gloves  were  big  spittoobs. 

They  couldn't  see  each  other  they  hit  so  hard. 

They  Set  fire  to  the  house,  for  to  fight  in  the  yard,    .  - 

The  pplics  came  down  in  a  big  platoon. 

And  qiiickly  gathered  up  every  fighting  goosoon. 

Six  mpnths  in  Moyamensing,  sure  we  all  had  to  stay. 

For  setting  fire  to  the  house  on  Saint  Patrick's  Day. 

Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there,  &c. 


ONLY  TO  SEE  THEE,  DARLING. 

Sung  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlan. 

Only  to  see  you,  darling. 

Only  to  hear  your  voice. 
Even  Its  faintest  whisper 

Would  make  my  heart  rejoice. 
Vainly  I  crave  the  sunshine 

Thy  love  would  e'er  impart. 
Longing  once  more  to  see  thee. 

Once  more  before  we  part. 

Cnonus. 
Only  to  see  you,  darling. 

Only  to  hear  your  voice. 
Even  its  faintest  whisper 
^       Would  make  my  heart  rejoice. — (Repeat.) 

Gone  Is  the  sunlit  future,  ,. 

Vision  of  joy  so  bright,  ^      "     . 

Now  every  gleam  has  faded. 

Vanished  in  darkest  night. 
Too  late,  alas!  I  knew  thee. 

Ah  I  could  my  poor  heart  tell. 
Breathe  out  its  bitter  anguish 

In  that  sad  word,  farewell. — Clioru*. 


The  Man  Who  Taught  Her  to  Dance. 

SuDK  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlan. 

I've  got  a  daughter  I  talk  to  all  day, 

But  the  devil  a  word  will  she  mind  what  I  say. 

In  spite  of  advice  she'll  go  far  away,  ,; 

Sometimes  she  cannot  be  found. 
If  I  say  stay  at  home,  begorra  she'll  get  mad, 
She'll  call  me  an  old  tad,  say  I've  got  them  bad, 
Inside  of  an  oyster  I  ought  to  be  clad, 

To  a  nanny  goat  I  ought  to  be  bound. 

Cnonus. 

Ah,  but  if  I  catch  the  man  that  taught  her  to  dance. 
The  la-de-da  dance,  the  tra-le-la  dance. 
On  the  top  of  his  nose  I'll  make  my  fist  prance, 
And  twist  off  the  both  of  his  legs,  ha,  ha :—(ifepea^) 

At  night  she'll  put  on  her  fol-de-lol-lols. 
Then  she'll  skip  off  to  her  picnics  and  balls, 
Then  on  the  neighl)or8  she'll  make  her  grand  calls. 

Borrow  all  the  clothes  that  she  can. 
For  a  bustle  she'll  wear  my  coderie  pants. 
My  chin-chilly  vest,  or  anything  by  chance. 
But  if  I  catch  the  laddie-buck  that  taught  her  to  dance, 

I'll  twist  ofl  the  both  of  his  \c"s—(Jhoitit. 


BABYLON   IS  FALLEN.  ^ 

Th«  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addres-s.  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  ceuts,  by  U.  J.  W  ehmaii,  1'.  O.  Box  1833,  New  York  City. 

Don't  you  see  de  black  clouds  risin'  ober  yonder, 

Whar  de  massa's  ole  plantation  ant? 
Neber  you  be  frightened  dem  is  only  darkeys, 

Come  to  jiue  and  fighi,  for  Uncle  Sum. 

Cnouus. 
Look  out  dar,  now,  we's  a-gwlne  to  shoot  I 

Look  out  dar— don't  you  understand? 
Babylon  is  fallen,  Babylon  is  fallen. 

And  we'a  a-gwine  to  occupy  de  land. 

Don't  you  see  <'r  lightnin'  flashin'  in  de  cane-brake. 

Like  as  if  we's  gwine  to  hnb  a  storm? 
No,  you  is  mistaken,  'tis  do  darkeys'  bay'nets. 

An' de  buttons  on  dar  uniform. — Choi-ut. 

Way  up  in  de  corn-field,  -whar  you  hear  de  t'under, 

Dat  is  our  ole  forty-ponder  gun; 
When  de  shells  are  missin',  den  we  load  wid  pumpkins, 

All  de  same  to  make  de  cowards  run. — Cfwnis. 

Massa  was  de  Kernel  in  de  rebel  army, 

Eber  smce  he  went  an' run-away; 
But  his  lubly  darkeys,  dey  has  been  a-watchin',  >..• 

An'  dey  take  him  pris'ner  tudder  day. — CItoru*. 

We  will  be  de  mas.sa,  he  will  l)e  de  servant, 
Try  him  how  he'll  like  it  for  a  spell;  -    ;        ! 

So  we  crack  de  butt'nuts,  so  we  take  de  Kernel, 
So  de  cannon  carry  back  de  shell. — Chortu. 
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'  V  :       DAVY^S  PROMISE.         ; 

!;^l\.'  .:  .\  -        Recited  by  John  WiUte.  ;       .  ;    :>.w 

TndgteK  alontr  at  e&rly  dawn  on  a  cold  December  mora— 
Tliat  on  which  the  old  year  dies  and  before  the  new  is  bom- 
Came  a  gentle  youth,  with  hair  of  gold,  shivering  from  the  bitter  cold, 
With  shoeless  feet  and  box  on  bacli,  the  switchman  heard  him  say— [day." 
"  I  will  not  give  up,  for  there  is  the  track,  and  I  said  I'd  come  on  New  Year's 

"  All  aboard ! "    The  train  moves  off  with  it's  load  of  human  freight, 

And  a  moment  more  and  the  little  lad  with  box  would  be  too  late ; 

But  on  the  platform,  with  firm  hold,stand8  the  shivering  lad  with  hair  of  gold. 

"Come,  come,  my  lad,1  want  my  fare." 

"  I  got  no  money,  sir,  to  pay,and  I  cannot  walk  no  more,  and  I  must  be  there, 

For  I  said  I'd  come  on  New  Year's  day."  ■  ■>.  .    .     /';..'       ;^      . 

"  You  must  be  there  !    What's  tha* to  me?    I  have  heard  such  tales  before ; 

1  want  my  fare.    It's  very  cold— come  in  and  shut  the  door. 

Where  do  you  wish  to  go,  my  lad  ?    You  got  no  money,  well,  that's  too  bad : "' 

*'  I  want  to  go  to  Dover's  Creek,  but  that's  so  very  far  away, 

I  couldn't  walk  it  in  a  week,  and  I  must  be  there  on  New  Year's  day." 

"  Sit  down  my  lad— come  closer  still ;  I  am  sure  you  must  be  cold, 
Blacking  boots,  Is  that  your  trade  ?    You  can't  be  ten  years  old  ! 
Your  name,  what  might  It  be  T  to  Dover?  Whom  do  you  go  to  see? " 
"  The  bootblacks  call  me  little  Dave ;  I  will  be  ten  years  old  in  May, 
I  go  to  see  my  mother's  grave,  and  I  must  be  there  on  New  Year's  day." 

"Yourmother  dead,  your  father,  Davy,  where  is  he?"      ' -'   -  :     .  v 
"  Don't  ask  me  please.    Father's  dead,  but  not  like  mother,  dead  to  me. 
Seven  years  ago,  so  mother  said,  he  done  some  deed  for  which  he  fled  : 
Now  mother  lies  beside  the  old  church  where  we  used  to  play. 
And  before  she  died  I  promised  I  would  always  come  on  New  Year's  day."" 

"  Brave  little  lad,  you  shall  not  break  your  promise  with  the  dead  ; 
Go,  visit  her,  and  may  God  pour  choice  blessings  on  your  head ; 
And  always  hold  her  memory  dear ;  though  far  away,  she  is  ever  near 
To  watch  and  guard  you  on  your  way ;  , 

Remember  her  holy  love,  and  keep  your  word  on  New  Year'^  day." 

"  Dover  Creek ! "  the  brakeman  shouts,  in  voice  both  loud  and  clear. 
Box  on  back,  off  on  the  track  jumps  the  boy  with  the  golden  hair. 
And  there  he  stands  with  the  bitter  past,  just  as  the  old  year  breathes  its  last. 
And  a  moment  more  and  he  is  at  the  gate  of  the  churchyard  old  and  gray, 
"  Oh,  mother  dear,  I  am  not  too  late;  I  said  I'd  come  on  New  Year's  day." 

Long  years  have  passed  since  that  cold  mom  when  the  lad  with  hair  of  gold. 
Came  plodding  along  with  box  on  back,  and  shivering  from  the  cold ;  [laid. 
And  many  a  new  grave  has  been  made  in  the  churchyard  where  his  mother's 
Old  age  has  bent  his  form  a-low— he  will  be  eighty-five  in  May ;  [Year's  day. 
And  at  his  mother's  grave,  in  rain  or  snow,  he  asks  her  blessing  on  New 
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The  Finest  Police  in  the  World. 

■■':•■*  V  :     ■:  Copyright,  1875,  by  £.  H.  Harding.  !  i ,  : 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  12  cents,  by  U.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  18«,  New  York  City. 

We're  the  finest  police  in  the  world, 
,;  ;.  In  a  gay  dress  of  blue  they  enfold  us; 

:   •  We  arrest  all  offenders  of  law, 

;  .   '    !'       And  the  people  are  glad  to  behold  US; 

We  walk  the  streets  all  the  long  dark  night, 
And  we  take  good  care  to  be  far  from  a  fight; 
;»   >,  Our  clubs  are  hard,  and  our  shields  are  bright, 

We're  the  finest  police  in  the  world. 

':'':.:y:'\  :■■■  y  \_  Cuonus.  ■';■■   ,''' 

[■:■    We're  the  finest,  we're  the  bravest, 

We're  the  grandest  police  in  the  world, 
■ .  \    We're  the  finest,  we're  the  bravest,  .■ 

;:';;.     7:        '        We're  the  grandest  police  in  the  world.  ■ 

i  :     : '  •    Wfi*'"^  the  finest  poTice  In  the  world,  > 

^  •         V  '        And  our  praises  are  sung  in  the  papers;       '     ' :        :  ■ 
^'  ■  . '  Wlien  we  find  a  disorderly  man,  "    ' . ' '        ■  ■ : 

'• '  '       Very  soon  he  is  cured  of  his  capers;    "    ' 

We  are  the  pride  of  the  nation  wide,  '.^  •;;.:• 

And  around  our  footsteps  no  law  is  defied ; 
The  rogues  all  fear  us  on  every  side. 
We're  the  finest  police  in  the  world. 

We're  the  finest,  we're  the  bravest,  &c.. 


;.  ;    v^     MOTT  STR^T,  449.    ^ 

Copyright,  1882,  by  B.  H.  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  anv  address,  poit-pald,*on 
receipt  of  12  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  l(SJ8,  New  "iork  dty. 

-'^:''X,     You  see  that  I'm  a  ladies  maij. 

The  girls  get  stuck  on  my  clothes, 
It  costs  ten  thousand  dollars  a  year, 
*  To  color  up  my  nose; 
Some  people  think  that  I'm  Vanderbilt, 

And  on  Fifth  Avenue  dwell. 
The  ladies  buy  the  photograph         ..  _ 

Of  Paddy,  the  dandy  swell.        "'•''-' 

Spokbn — Meself  and  lady  attended  the  431st  annual  reception 
of  the  Dog-Catcher's  Association  and  it  was  four  o'clock  in  the 
morning  when  we  parted.  Just  as  we  was  saying  good-bye,  she 
threw  her  arms  around  me  and  said: 

Cnoiius. 

Oh,  you  beauty,  oh,  you  dear,  "    ' '■    ' 

Take  me  out  somewhere  and  buy  me  some  beer, 

While  you  have  inone3%  I  treat  you  fine, 
I  live  on  Mott  Street,  Four  Forty-nine.        .      *;^. 

I  move  in  the  best  society  '.       .        C    > 

That's  iu  the  County  jail,  "         '    .-"• 

French  brandy  and  champagne,  too,       •  "U  *.-  ■ 
:  i  I  guzzle  by  the  pail. 

-        Amoug  the  Wall  Street  "Bulls  and  Bears" 
My  stocks  and  bonds  I  sell, 
I  draw  checks  on  a  sand  bank. 
For  I  am,  boys,  the  dandy  swell. 

Spokek — Notwithstanding  I've  been  married  seven  times  in 
the  last  three  years  I'm  willing  to  get  slaughtered  again.  The 
last  one  I  courted  was  a  red-headed  widow  of  54  Summers,  and 
heaven  knows,  how  many  Winters.  She  owns  three  lots  in  a 
cemetery,  and  if  I  mairied  "her  I'd  have  been  sure  of  one  of  them. 
One  day  1  got  in  trouble  with  her  brother.  He  took  me  on  the 
roof  and  dropped  me  off.  I  picked  myself  up  and  began  taking 
the  mud  off  my  clothes  when  she  stuck  her  head  out  of  the  door 
and  said: — Choi-ua. 

DER  COBBLER^  DAUaHTER 

•;  -i;..    In  Baxter  Shtreet  not  lone  ago,         ■'..•. 
■::■'■{-_'■        Dere  lived  a  cobbler's  daughter,    =■      •■ 

Put  now  she  don't  live  dere  some,      •  j-      ."-.\ 

Cos  she's  moved  mit  anoder  quarter;  : 

Her  father  sold  boots  und  also  shoes, 

Uud  put  on 'em  all  for  a  quarter,       •    '  V   v 
Dem  loafer  fellows  all  used  to  spark       ;  .,  ■ 
On  dat  liddle  cobbler's  daughter. 

':/    .;^''--''      \  CHOUUS.    ".'    -vUV-j;  ,i    •;_       ■il-';;. 

.  Put  I  lofed  her  und  she  always  vaa   ■■.   -'^  • 

So  loving  und  so  shmiiing; 
Put  dey  caught  her  picking  pockets 

On  a  Broadway  stage, 
Und  sent  her  to  Blackwell's  Island.      •.  ■ 

I  took  dat  gal  out  for  a  ride,     ''.  *  "' ;:  .;      i 

In  a  stage  ve  vent  up  Broadway,  ..■  ,'■  ,' 

',:i..     She  sat  down  bj'  a  lady's  side,  •  ■      '   ■ ' 

Dot  lady  soon  got  uneasy; 
In  a  liddle  vhile  she  turned  around  to  my  gal, 
Und  caught  her  hands  vere  she  oughtenter, 
•  -     She  shcreamed  right  out,  "  my  pocket-book's 
.  '         It's  shtolen  mit  dat  cobbler's  daughter." — c) 

Der  police  came,  dey  arrested  dat  gal ; 

Six  months  she  got  for  pocket-pickiog. 
Shudge  Dowling  said  I  vas  her  pal 

Dot  I  deserved  a  licking. 
In  a  Black  Maria  dey  escorted  her 

To  der  Island  across  der  vater, 
Dey  set  her  making  shoes  mit  very  sharp  toes. 

Dot  innocent  cobbler's  daughter.— Crt<WT«. 

Now  ven  my  lofe  she  does  come  down, 
I'll  told  you  vat  I'll  do: 
»^ .      -        I'll  make  a  big  party  mit  my  house, 
Und  invite  efery  one  of  you. 
}  i .';';    You  can  sing  una  dance  der  vhole  night  long, 
'^■-■^'       Go  home  mit  youi  gals  in  der  morning, 
Und  trink  our  lager  after  twelve  at  night, 
Der  excise  ve'lt  be  sbcoming. — ChorvM. 
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Q-OBBLE   SONQ. 

Bkttina. 

I  f^l  whene'er  I  am  by  Ihcc, 
soft  and  gentle  agitation. 

;-■■;:/:  .»:■■■     Pippo. 

TTfen  very  strange,  'tis  so  with  me, 

feel  a  wild  intoxication. 

your  voice  doth  by  n»c  steal, 

y  mind  is  an  awful  kicUlc, 
Anitl  wlieii  you  look  nt  nie  I  feel 
As  if  some  imp  my  heart  did  tickle. 

Bettina. 

1  n  y  turkeys  lOve,  willi  my  sheep  I  rove, 
i  jxd  they  speak  of  you,  gobble,  gobble,  gobble. 

Pi  PPG. 

Wl  en  they  bleat  afar — Bah.  ah, 
1  et  more  than  these  you  I  love. 

-■■■■'■  ■  ■  BE'ITIMA. 

Wl  en  they  speak  of  you, 

C  obble,  gobble,  gobble, 
Ye! ,  more  thiiii  sliucp  tliut  rove, 

C  obble,  gobble,  gobble. 

PiPPO. 

Wl  en  they  bleat  afar— Bah,  Bah. 

Bettina. 

Go  ible,  (Gobble,  Gobble,  Gobble, 
Go  ible.  Gobble,  Gobble,  Gobble,  Gobble, 
Golble,  Gobble.  Gobble.  Gobble.  Gobble,   . 
WlJen  in  your  eyes  my  glances  dwell 
A 11  kinds  of  feeling  8«em  a-mingling. 

PiPPO. 

If  when  your  perfumed  hair  I  smell, 

l|  SL'ls  my  very  naiU  a-tingliug, 
Suudenly  you  by  mu  stand, 

Im  like  a  cinckeu  in  a  corner, 
AnJ  if  you  touch  ine  with  your  hand, 

"  'is  done,  I  feel  1  am  "a  goner." 

Bettina  and  PipPO 

I  mjr  tuikeys  love,  with  my  slieop  I  rove. 

And  they  speak  of  you,  gobble,  gobble,  gobble. 

HANcfe-  UP  THE  BABys"STOCKING- 

Hang  up  the  baby  s  stocking; 

Be  sure  you  don't  forget 
The  dear  little  dimpled  darlingl 

She  ne'er  saw  Christmas  j'et; 
But  I've  told  her  all  about  i\ 

Anil  she  opened  her  big  blue  eyes, 
And  I'm  sure  she  understood  it. 

She  looked  so  funny  and  wise. 

Dearl  what  a  tiny  stocking? 

It  doesn't  take  mucJi  to  liold 
Such  little  pink  toes  as  baby's 

Away  from  the  frost  and  cold; 
But  then  for  the  buln's  Christmas 

It  will  never  do  at  all ; 
Wliy,  Santa  wouldn't  bo  looking 

For  anything  half  so  small. 

I  know  what  will  do  for  the  baby, 

I've  thought  of  the  very  best  plan- 
Til  borrow  a  stocking  of  grandma. 

The  longest  that  ever  I  can; 
And  you'll  hang  it  by  mine,  dear  mother, 

Right  here  in  the  corner,  so' 
And  write  a  letter  to  Santa. 

And  fasten  it  on  to  the  toe. 

Write:  "  This  is  the  baby's  stocking 

That  haui^s  in  the  coruer  here. 
You  never  iiave  seen  her,  Sauta, 

Por  siie  only  came  tiiis  year; 
But  she's  just  the  blessest  baby—  ; 

And  now  before  you  go. 
Just  cram  the  stocking  with  goodies, 

From  the  top  cleau  down  to  the  toe." 


Who  puts  up  at  der  pest  hotel, 
Und  aakes  his  oysters  on  der  schell, 
Uud  mit  der  frauleins  cuts  a  schwellf 
Der  Drummer. 

Who  vas  It  gomes  indo  mine  sclitore,    J 
Drows  down  pundles  on  der  vloor, 
Und  never  schtops  to  shut  der  door? 
Der  Drummer. 

Who  dakes  me  py  der  handt  und  say— 
"  llaus  Pfeiffer,  how  you  vas  to-day?  " 
Und  goes  for  peisness  right  avay? 
Der  Drummer 

■  .■■['.  '\  • 

Who  sph reads  his  zamples  in  a  trice, 
Uud  dells  me  look  uud  sec  how  nice, 
Uud  saya  I  got  der  nottom  brice? 
Der  Drummer. 

Who  says  der  vas  eggstra  vine, 
Yrom  Sharmauy  ubon  der  Rhine, 
Und  sheats  me  den  dimes  out  of  nine? 
Der  Drummer. 


Who  dells  how  sheap  der  goots  vas  bought. 
Mooch  less  as  not  I  gould  import, 
But  lets  dcm  go  OS  he  vas  short? 

.  ,    ;      Der  Drummer.   ' 

Who  varrents  all  dem  goots  to  suit       •    . 
Der  gustomers  ubon  his  route, 
Uud  veu  dey  gomes  dey  vas  no  goot? 
Der  Drummer. 

Who  gomes  roundt  ven  I  been  oudt, 
Trinks  oup  my  peer  und  eats  my  krout, 
Und  kiss  Katrina  in  de  mout? 

Der  Drummer. 
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MATTIE   DEAR. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  E.  II.  Harding.  ,•- 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Snne  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of    cents,  by  U.  J.  Wehuian,  P.  O.  Box  itna,  Hew  York  City. 

Soft  I  sing  of  Mattie  dear. 

Sweetest  young  nuiiden,  far  or  near. 
Dearest  yet,  she's  my  pet, 

Warmin' up  my  heart  so  queer.        . 
Oh!  the  fires  of  love  tiiat  lie 

In  the  dark  corners  of  her  eye. 
Sure  my  heart  is  kilt  wid  joy,  V        ' 

About  sweet  Mattie  dear — 
Mattie  mine,  girl  so  tine.  - 

Cnoiics. 

She's  the  belle,  the  dalsey  grand. 
Sure  she's  the  queen  of  Ireland, 
.  On  my  royal  head  I'd  stand. 
For  my  sweet  Mattie  dear.        '' 


In  a  dry-goods  store  below, 

Juggiiu' the  silks  and  calico. 
There  she'll  stay,  all  the  day, 

Wast  in'  her  sweet  life  away. 
Oh  I  had  I  but  goold  in  store. 

Sure  I  would  have  her  work  no  more. 
For  'tis  in  a  birdie's  cage 

I'd  put  my  Mattie  dear — 
Sweetest  yet,  she's  my  pet. — Cltarut. 


J:  + 


"  In  our  country."  said  the  Englislimau,  as  he  leaned  back 
in  the  chair,  "before  we  many  we  arrange  to  settle  a  certain 
sum  upon  the  wife."  "Yes,  I  know,"  replied  the  American, 
"  but  with  us  it  is  different.  It  is  after  we  are  married  that  we 
settle  everytijing  on  the  wife  and  arrange  to  beat  our  creditors." 
"Hawl  I  see.  And  how  do  the  creditors  take  it?"  "They 
never  find  anything  to  take."— i^^c  Pren. 
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V  MY  LOVE  NELL,     r      ; 

Oh !  come  all  ye  boys,  from  far  and  near. 

And  listen  awhile  to  me:  .■     ,* 

Aud  a  dismal  story  you  will  bear 

About  my  love  and  me. 
I  courted  long — my  love  was  sthrong  .  •' 

As  the  heart  of  a  big  oak  tree.  .    '     '  " 

But  sorry  I'm  to  say  my  love  is  gone  awaj 

To  the  shores  av  Amerikay. 

■-,•  ;■■  '-.■-■■'  ''''-''-■     ■''        Chorus.  "■■  ■■■'V  -.  ,'■'''■"■;:  '■'.-',  '/-.r  , 

For,  my  love  Nell, 
Was  a  charmiu' girl: 
From  the  Cove  av  Cork  kem  she— 
'   '      But  I  weeped  aud  I  wailed 
:"     V    .        Whin  tlie  big  ship  sailed 

For  the  shores  av  Amerikay.    .■;, : 

Whin  I  got  to  the  church  I  was  left  in  the  lurch- 
But  let  that  day  go  by — 

Wliin  I  got  to  the  door,  Nelly  sez:  "I'm  poorl " 
"Then,  uiy  love,  sez  I,  good-bye! 

For,  I  know  right  well  you're  an  Irish  girl: 
So  you  don't  come  over  me." 

"Oh!  sez  Nelly,  d'ye  mind,  I'll  lave  you  far  behind, 
And  I'll  sail  for  Amerikay." — Chorui. 

Now,  come  all  ye  boys,  both  far  and  near, 

Aud  a  warniu'  take  by  me: 
A  bird  in  the  hand,  as  you  may  undherstand. 

Is  worth  twinty  thousand  million  ou  a  three. 
Though  pei-suade  you  they  may  for  to  name  the  day, 

Tiien  say:  "  Wait  till  the  time  suit*  me." 
Then  as  slippy  as  au  eel,  tiiey'll  turn  ou  their  heel. 

And  sail  for  Amerikay. — Clunnis. 

GOLD,  gOLD,  QOLD. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonar  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on 
receipt  of  35  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

We  oft  read  of  th(!  pow«r  of  '      '    .     / 

;.  ,  /  Princes  and  of  Kings, 

Wlio  stripp'd  of  all  llieir  grandeur. 

Are  but  poor  mortal  things; 
But  there's  a  power  stronger. 

Which  lasts  for  time  uutold,      .     ' ■  . 
To  which  all  men  must  bow. 

And  that's  the  bright,  bright  gold. 

'■'"•  '■•■  '  V.  Ciiouus.  •••  ^  ^.  •-.  ■  ; ,.' ■■'!  -• 

Gold,  gold,  gold; 

I  love  to  hear  it  jingle, 
Gold,  gold,  gold,  .. 

'    '  ^~'  Its  power  IS  uutold; 

We  men  strive  hard  to  store  it, 
^  And  woman  she'll  adore  it; 

,  The  best  friends  that  a  man  can  have 

Is  gold,  gold,  gold. 

The  man  that's  minus  money, 
The  world  will  call  a  "flat" 
r  And  pass  him  by;  but  if  he's  rich 

Will  gaily  raise  its  hat. 
It  sneers  at  the  unlucky. 

But  smiles  on  he  who  wius: 
And  gold  will  trloss  and  cover 
■  Quite  a  multitude  of  sins.— C/MWt«.  -         ■ 

The  maid  both  plain  and  ancient. 

Appears  a  perfect  "  sweet," 
If  rich,  her  gold  magnetic  draws  *   • 

' ;  ' '  Fond  "  lovers  to  her  feet. 

Borne  say  this  gold's  a  cur.se,  and  that 
.'       -  It  causes  strife  and  pride;  ;■•    ■■ 

But  we  know  it  is  a  blessing,  r 

...  When  it's  properly  applied.— C/mwtm.     ,    ::;    v- 

/  ■     ;^  Love  and  content  in  a  cottage  .. -:  •  /^ 'V^'.   i 

,    •  ;  ■  ;  ..  I've  heard  of,  so  have  you;         >   •  ^'v    :    ^'c'v^' 

:';  ..v-^_  ■■■'       But  I  fear  that  kind  of  bliss  i ;    ;  i-  v  >:  >^^ 

Is  only  experienced  l»y  few:        '    ^  i'f; -^":V.- ^ 
,;>.■-...      When  trouble  comes  unto  the  door,     3  \  ;'i;  ;'  ;. 
Love  flies,  or  else  grows  cold ; 
And  the  only  thing  to  warm  it  up 
Is  gold,  gold,  gold.— (7A<?rM«. 


-  » .' ...» A..,-,  i  *  >^-> 


YOU  NEVER  MISS  DE  LAGER 

;    .    :  "'  ?:    :^^    .    Song  by  O  us  Williams. 

I  vonce  did  keep  a  beer  zaioon,  und  it  vos  near  a  school. 

Und  de  vay  I  drusted  den,  siiowed  dot  I  vos  a  fool; 

Und  ofden  I  remember  ven  niit  cards  I  used  to  blay. 

My  friendts  vould  round  de  dable  sit,  uud  dis  vos  vot  dey  say: 

CnoRUS. 

"  Drust  not,  Jacob,  or  you  never  vill  get  paid. 
Make  dem  seddle  for  de  beer  ven  id's  before  dem  laid; 
Don't  you  let  dem  sav  'all  rite,'  uud  gwickly  pass  us  by, 
For  you  never  miss  de  lager  till  de  keg  runs  dry." 

Dere's  dwo  or  dhree  young  fellars,  vot  come  In  my  zaioon 
Most  every  nide,  unci  dey  get  tight,  uud  sleeb  dere  undii  noon; 
Dey  owe  for  everyding  cley've  got,  for  de  lasd  dwo,  dhree  year. 
But  nexd  dime  dot  dey  do  come  iu  I'll  visper  in  dereear — 

Chords. 
"  I  von't  drust  vou,  for  I  never  vill  get  paid. 
You  must  seddle  for  de  beer  ven  id's  before  you  laid; 
I  von't  let  you  sjiy  '  all  rite,'  or  else  you'll  pass  me  by, 
Und  I  never  miss  de  lager  till  de  keg  ruus  dry."     •;  -..^ 

A  fellar  came  in  dere  vone  day,  und  ordered  drinks  for  eight, 
I  asged  him  for  to  pay  me  first,  for  fear  I'd  l)e  too  late; 
He  said  he  vos  iusulded  deu,  und  hit  me  iu  de  snoot, 
Uud  as  I  laid  ubon  de  floor,  ou  me  he  used  his  boot. 

Sp«ken— He  kicked  me  all  aroundt  de  room,  und  ven  I  vould 

fet  ub,  he  vouhl  knock  me  down  again;  he. actually  swept  de 
oor  mit  me.  Oh!  dere  vos  lots  of  fun— for  him.  l5e  last!  kick 
he  gave  me  he  sent  my  head  rite  drough  a  spiddoon ;  deu  he  asged 
me  if  I  wanted  any  more.  I  dold  him  I  vos  no  hog,  un<l  dot  I 
got  enough.  1  vos  daken  do  de  hospidel  den.  und  de  docdors 
asged  me  vot  vos  de  flte  al>oud.  I  dold  him  from  dnisding  my 
friends,  dot  ven  I  got  in  a  flte  my  friends  vould  hold  my  hands, 
vile  some  von  else  vould  kick  my  head  off,  und  dot  de  reason  I 
vos  laid  up  now  vos  from  daking  a  friends  advice  of — 

-•'"■;• '^.' ■•■•'■..•■■•  Chokus.  :'•■■■  --v^:'^.-"     .--■■■,-. 

"Drust  not,  Jacob,  or  you  never  vill  get  paid. 
Make  dem  seddle  for  de  l)eer,  ven  id's  before  dom  laid ; 
Don't  you  let  dem  say  '  all  rite,'  or  else  dey'll  pa-ss  you  by, 
Und  you'll  never  miss  de  lager  till  de  keg  ruus  dry."     ...  - 

BIDDIE '  3P0  YLE.       J 

Oh!  I  have  come  over  here,  Biddie  Doyle, 

For  to  tell  you  pretty  clear,  Biddie  Doyle,   .'  ; 

For  to  gain  your  heart  and  hand.  *   . 

As  you  will  understand, 

And  to  l)e  at  your  command,  Biddie  Doyle. 

So  I  will  always  prove  true,  . '• 

No  matter  what  you  do. 

And  I  will  stick  to  jou  like  glue,  Biddie  Doyle. 

Oh !  the  Summer  is  past  and  gone,  Biddie  Doyle,  v 

Aud  the  Winter  is  coining  on,  Biddie  Doyle;  ,■  ^ 

Aud  the  stormy  winds  will  blow,  'v.-      -'    "* 

It  will  hail,  rant  and  suow,  t 

And  what  will  become  of  you,  Biddie  Doyle. 
What  will  you  do  at  all,  'v.' 

Wheu  the  snow  begins  to  fall,  '         .    *  :       V; 

With  your  back  against  the  wall,  Biddie  Doyle. 

You  know  how  it  is  yourself,  Biddie  Doyle, 

You  will  soon  be  on  the  shelf,  Biddie  Doyle:  f 

You  know  you  are  old  enough,  V  -^  . 

And  your  face  is  getting  rough,  a'  •  ■ 

Another  year  will  make  you  tough,  Biddie  Doyle. 

So  leave  off  your  lamentation. 

And  increase  the  population. 

Or  you'are  not  worthy  of  your  nation.  Biddie  Doyle. 

Oh.  when  I  go  on  a  spree,  Biddie  Doyle, 

I  will  raise  lots  of  fun,  you'll  see,  Biddie  Doyle; 

If  I  should  come  home  tight. 

Don't  try  to  raise  a  fight. 

Or  I'll  give  you  a  box  that  will  make  you  quiet,  Biddie  Doyle; 

Don't  call  the  neighlMrs  around  me. 

Or  if  you  do,  I'll  surely  pound  you,  ^ 

And  I  will  spit  on  you  and  drown  you,  Biddie  Doyle. 
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THE  BATTLE   OF  FONTENOY. 

'  A  popular  recitation— By  Thomas  Davis. 

Thrice,  at   he  heights  of  Fontenoy,  the  English  column  failed. 

And  twice  the  lines  of  Saint  Antoine  tlie  Dutch  in  vain  assailed ; 

For  town  i  nd  slopu  were  filled  with  fort  and  flankinR  battery. 

And  well  t  ley  swept  the  EnRlish  ranks  and  Dutch  auxiliary. 

As  vainly  t  irouirh  Do  Barri's  wood  the  British  soldiers  burat, 

The  Frenc  i  artillery  drove  them  back,  dlmiulsUcd  and  dispersed. 

The  blood;  Duke  of  Cumberland  beheld  with  anxious  eye, 

And  order  id  up  iiis  last  reserve,  his  latest  chance  to  try. 

On  Fonten  )y,  on  Fontenoy,  how  fast  his  generals  ride  ! 

And  must*  ring  come  his  chosen  troops,  like  clouds  at  eventide. 

Six  thonsa  id  English  veterans  in  stately  column  tread. 

Their  canii  an  blaze  in  front  and  flank,  Lord  Hay  Is  at  their  head  : 

Steady  the  jr  step  adown  the  slope— steady  they  climb  tlie  hill : 

Steady  the  ^  load— steady  they  fire,  moving  right  onward  still. 

Betwixt  tfc  3  wood  and  Fontenoy,  as  through  a  furnace  blast, 

Through  n  mpart,  trench  and  palisade,  and  bullets  showering  fast : 

And,  on  tli  t  open  plain  above,  they  rose,  and  kept  their  course. 

With  read:  Are  and  grim  resolve,  that  mocked  atliosyie  force. 

Past  Fontaioy,  past  Fontenoy,  while  thinner  grow  their  ranks— 

They  breal,  as  broke  the  Zuyder  Zee  through  Holland's  ocean  banks  : 

More  idly  ilian  the  Summer  flies.  French  tirailleurs  rush  around, 

As  8tut)blo  to  the  lava  tide.  French  .squadrons  strew  the  ground  ; 

Bomb-shel ,  and  grape,  and  round-shot  tore.stlll  on  they  marched  and  fired— 

Fast  from  >ach  volley  grenadier  and  voltigeur  retired; 

"  Puali  on,  my  household  cavalry :  "  King  Louis  madly  cried  ; 

To  death  t  ley  rush,  but  rude  their  .shock— not  unavenged  they  died. 

On  througl .  the  camp  the  column  trod— King  Louis  turns  his  rein  : 

"  Not  yet,  ny  liege,"  Saxe  interposed,  "  the  Irish  troops  remain  ; "  * 

And  Fonte  loy,  famed  Fontenoy,  bad  been  a  Waterloo,— 

Were  not  t  !iese  exiles  ready  then,  fresh,  vehement  and  true  * 

"  Lord  Cla  c,-  he  says,  "  you  have  your  wish,  there  are  your  Saxon  fo«s :  " 

The  Marsh  il  almost  smiles  to  see,  so  furiously  he  goes : 

How  fierce  the  look  these  exiles  wear,  who  're  wont  to  bo  so  gay. 

The  treasu  red  wrongs  of  fifty  years  are  In  their  hearts  to-day— 

The  treat)  broken,  ere  the  Ink  wherewlsh  'twas  writ  could  dry. 

Their  plundered  homes,  their  ruined  shrines,  their  women's  parting  cry. 

Their  priesthood  hunted  down  likes  wolves,  their  country  overthrown— 

Each  l<x>k!  as  If  revenge  for  all  was  ^taked  on  him  alone. 

On  Fonten  ay,  on  Fontenoy,  nor  ever  yet  elsewhere 

Rushed  on  to  fight  a  nobler  baud  than  these  proud  exiles  were. 

O'Brien's  ^  oice  is  hoarse  with  jjv,  us,  halting,  he  commands, 

"  Fix  bayo  lets  :  Charge  : "  Like  a  mountain  storm  ru.sh  on  these  fiery  bands  : 

Thin  is  the  English  column  now.  and  faint  their  volleys  grow. 

Yet  must'i  Ing  all  their  strength  they  have,  they  make  a  gallant  show. 

They  dresi  their  ranks  upon  the  hill  to  face  that  battle-wind— 

Their  bay<  nets  the  breakers'  foam ;  like  rocks  the  men  behind  I 

One  voUej  crashes  from  their  line,  when  through  the  surging  smoke. 

With  empt  y  guns  clutched  In  their  hands,  the  headlong  Irish  broke. 

On  Fonter  oy,  on  Fontenoy,  hark  to  that  fierce  huzza  ! 

"Revenge  :  remember  Limerick  :  dasli  down  the  Sassanach  :  " 

Llkoilions  leaping  at  a  fold,  when  mad  with  hunger's  pang. 

Right  up  a  gainst  the  English  line  the  Irish  exiles  sprang  ; 

Bright  wa  i  their  steel— 'tis  bloody  now  ;  their  guns  are  filled  with  gore  ; 

Through  s  lattered  ranks,  and  severed  files,  and  trampled  flags  they  tore ; 

The  Englis  li  strove  with  desperate  strengtli,  paused,  rallied,  staggered,fled— 

The  green  hillside  Is  matted  close  with  dying  and  with  dead. 

Across  th«  plain,  and  far  away,  passed  on  that  hideous  wrack, 

While  cav  ilier  and  fantassln  dash  in  upon  their  track. 

On  Fonter  oy,  on  Fontenoy,  like  Eagles  in  the  sun. 

With  bloo  ly  plumes  the  Irish  stand— the  field  Is  fought  and  won  : 


[A  rich  man  who  had  no  children  proposed  to  bis  poor  neighbor,  who 
had  seven,  to  take  one  of  them,  and  promised.  If  the  parents  would  con- 
sent, that  he  would  give  them  property  enough  to  make  themselves  and    > 
their  other  other  six  children  comfortable  fur  life.]    : 


— "  N(  ,  papa,  I  do  not  wisli  to  marry  vol.  What  I  want  i.s  u 
man  wh  >  (Iocs  not  driuk,  smoke,  clicw,  suuff,  go  out  nights, 
gamble,  >et,  over-eat,  &c. ;  iu  .siiort,  a  niuii  willi  no  vices,  and 
one  who  is  always  good."  "  My  daughter,"  said  Mf.  Dusen- 
beriy,  "  rou  are  but  u  stranger  heie,  liouveu  is  your  home." 


— "  CjAi  I  see  the  h»dy  of  llie  house?  "  inquired  tiie  peddler. 
"Well,  ;  es,  you  can  if  you  uiut  lilind!"  snapped  the  woman 
who  hu(  answered  the  bell.  "Oh,  beij  pardon,  madam;  you 
are  the  ady  of  the  hou.se,  then?"  "Yea,  I  am!  What  dyer 
take  me:  Dr?  Did  you  think  I  was  the  gcnllemiin  of  the  house,  or 
the  next  [loor  neighbor,  or  one  of  the  farm  hands,  or  the  oat,  or 
the  ice  c  li.st?  "  "  I  didn't  know,  madam,  but  you  might  l>e  tlie 
youngesi  daughter."  "Oh,  did  yer?  Well,  tliat  was  nat'ral, 
too,"  rei  lied  the  lady  of  the  house.  "  Wiiat  do  yer  want?" 
Then  th  ;  peddler  displayed  liis  wares,  aod  when  he  left  the 
doorstep  lialf  an  Itour  hiler,  his  face  was  full  of  smiles  and  his 
pockets  ull  of«moDey.  He  understood  human  nature  and  hud 
made  a  j  ood  sale. ' 


Which  shall  it  be:     Which  shall  it  be? 
I  looked  at  John,  John  looked  at  mc, 
(Dear,  patient  John,  who  loves  me  yet 
As  well  as  though  my  locks  were  jet), 
And  when  I  found  that  I  must  speak. 
My  voice  seemed  strangely  low  and  weak : 
"  fell  me  again  what  Kol)ert  said;" 
Aud  then  1,  listening  bent  my  head — 
This  is  his  letter: 

"I  will  ^ve 
A  bouse  and  land  while  you  shall  live. 
If,  iu  return,  from  out  your  seven. 
One  child  to  mc  for  aye  is  given." 

I  looked  at  John's  old  garments  worn; 
I  thought  of  all  that  he  liad  borne 
Of  poverty,  and  work,  and  care, 
Which  I,  though  willing,  could  not  share; 
I  thought  of  seven  young  mouths  to  feed, 
Of  seven  little  children's  need, 
And  then  of  this. 

"Come,  John,"  said  I, 
"We'll  choose  among  them  as  they  lie 
Asleep"     So,  wulUing  hand  ill  baud, 
Dear  John  and  I  surveyed  our  band: 
First  to  the  cradle  liirhUy  stepped 
Where  liilian,  the  baby,  slept. 
Softly  the  father  stooped  to  lay 
His  rough  hand  down  iu  a  loving  way. 
When  dream  or  whisper  made  her  stir, 
Aud  huskily  he  said:  "pother!" 

We  stooped  beside  the  trundle  bed. 

And  one  long  ray  of  twilight  shed 

Athwart  the  boyish  faces  tiiere. 

In  sleVj)  so  iH'uutilul  and  fair; 

I  saw  on  James's  rough,  red  cheek 

A  tear  undried.     E'er  John  could  speak 

"  He's  but  a  bubj",  too,"  said  I, 

And  kissed  him  as  we  hurried  by. 

Pale,  patient  Robbie's  angel  face 

Still  in  sleep  bore  suflferiug's  trace, 

"  No,  for  a  thousand  crowns,  not  him!  " 

He  whispered,  while  our  eyes  were  dim. 

Poor  Dick!  bad  Dick!  our  wayward  son — 

Turbulent,  restless,  idle  one — 

Coidd  he  be  spared?     Nay,  lie  who  gave 

Bade  us  befriend  him  to  the  grave; 

Oiil^  a  mother's  lieart  could  Lmb 

Patient  enough  for  such  as  he; 

"  And  so,"  said  John,  "  I  would  not  dare 

To  take  him  from  her  bedside  prayer." 

Then  stole  wo  softly  up  above. 

And  knelt  by  !Marv,  child  of  love; 

"  Perhaps  for  her  twonld  better  be,  * 

I  said  to  John.     Quite  silently 

He  lifted  up  a  curl  that  lay 

Across  her  cheek  in  a  willful  way. 

And  ^hook  his  head:  "Nay,  love,  not  tbee,' 

The  while  my  heart  beat  audibly. 

Only  one  more,  our  eldest  lad, 
Tru.sfy  and  truthful,  good  nntl  glad, 
So  like  his  father.     "No,  John,  no! 
I  cannot,  will  not,  let  him  go." 
And  so  we  wrote  in  courteous  way. 
We  could  not  give  one  child  away; 
And  afterward  toil  lighter  seemed. 
Thinking  of  that  of  w  hich  we  dreamed, 
Happy  in  truth  that  not  one  face 
Was  missed  from  its  accustomed  place; 
Thankful  to  work  for  all  the  seven, 
Trusting  the  rest  to  One  in  heaven! 
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Grave  of  Uncle  Trae.  ;• 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  Yorli  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  German  Songs— Free. 

Beside  the  worn  and  moss-grown  rock, 

The  ivy  vine  doth  cling; 
And  the  blue-bird  from  the  shadowy  oak   , 

Folds  up  his  trembling  wing.  • 

And  there  until  the  vesper  hour. 

His  song  comes  sweet  and  low;       .  . 

A  requiem  to  the  faithful  heart 

That  si  umbereth  below. 

Chorus. 

/■     Poor  Uncle  True,  poor  Uncle  True, 
And  the  lamps  of  heaven 
Shine  brightly  down 
On  the  grave  of  Uncle  True. 

His  pilgrimage  on  earth  is  done, 
,         Hi.s  life  of  toil  is  o'er; 

And  Summer's  gale,  or  Winter's  wail. 

Shall  meet  his  ear  no  more. 
Death's  shadow  hides  his  sleeping  form, 

And  veils  him  from  our  view; 
But  the  spirit  of  the  past  still  dwells 

'Roimd  the  grave  of  Uncle  True. — Chorus. 
The  chaplet  wreathed  by  Gerty's  hand, 

Of  roses  white  and  red; 
Unheeded  in  tlieir  freshness  lie 

Above  his  lowly  head. 
And  the  evening  cricket's  chirp  is  heard, 
.  When  falls  the  pearly  dew; 

And  the  lamps  of  heaven  shine  brightly  down 

On  the  grave  of  Uncle  True. — (Jfu/rua. 


'y\- 
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OVER  THE   NEIOHBOR'S  FENCE. 

Tune—"  Over  the  Garden  Wall."— As  sung  by  Bob  Slaren. 

To  court  my  girl  I  was  obliged  to  go 

Over  the  neighbor's  fence,  .    ' ' 

I  didn't  want  her  pa  to  know, 

Over  the  neighbor's  fence; 

The  old  man's  foot  it  weighed  a  ton, 

Tiie  teeth  of  the  dog  weren't  made  of  gum. 

To  escape  them  both  1  liad  to  run 
Over  the  neighbor's  fence. 

Cnouus. 

•   Over  the  neighbor's  fence. 

It  cost  me  eighty  cents 
My  pants  to  repair,  1  iiad  no  others  to  wear, 

I  left  half  of  them  on  the  fence; 

Over  the  ueigiibor's  fence. 

The  teeth  of  the  dog  is  immense. 
He  eat  buttons  and  all  from  my  blue  overalls. 

Over  the  neighbor's  fence. 

I  called  the  police,  the  dog  wouldn't  stop. 

Over  tlie  neighbor's  fence, 
I  all  made  up  for  a  doctor's  shop,  ■         ^ 

Over  the  neiglibor's  fence; 
I  was  all  bit  up  from  my  head  to  mj'  heels,    ■ 
My  hair  fell  out  and  my  blood  congeals. 
On  account  of  the  dog  1  stand  up  to  my  meals. 

From  tackling  the  neighbor's  fence. 

Ciionus.  ■     : 

Over  the  neighbor's  fence, 

I  haven't  forgot  it  seuce, 
I  was  used  up  so  much  that  1  walked  with  a  crutch. 

On  account  of  a  uigger  wench; 

Over  the  neighbor's  fence, 

I  haven't  l)een  seen  there  sence. 
They  dipped  me  in  glue,  Saint  Jacob's  oil  too. 

Over  the  neighbor's  fence. 


Ill  Meet  Her  when  the  Sun  Groes  Down. 

Written  by  Wm.  Welch  for,  and  sung  by  Billy  Banks. 
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In  an  ivy-covered  little  cot. 

About  a  mile  and  a  half  from  town. 
Dwells  a  maiden  that  I  dearly  love. 

And  I'll  meet  her  when  the  sun  goes  down; 
Her  cheeks  are  like  the  red,  red  rose,  :  ' 

Her  hair  is  a  beautiful  brown;  *     ,     - 

She's  the  darling  of  my  heart,  she  is, 

And  I'll  meet  her  when  the  sun  goes  down. 

Cnouus. 

Oh!  how  I  love  pretty  little  Mary, 
She's  the  keeper  of  a  dairy; 
Then  it's  oh!  my  turtle  dove, 
•:-;         -V      .  I  will  meet  you  when  the  sun  goes  down.   ■ 

In  the  evening  when  my  work  is  done. 

With  my  true  love  I  am  found; 
In  a  quiet  little  u(iok,  by  a  babbling  brook, 

I  meet  her  when  the  sun  goes  down;  .    •. 

: ;   When  Sunday  comes  we  take  a  walk. 

In  the  woods  we  stroll  all  around; 
Next  Sunday  at  nine  I'll  call  her  mine — 

We'll  be  married  when  the  sun  goes  down. — CItarM. 


— "I  do  wish  you  would  come  home  earlier,"  said  a  woman 
toherhusband.  "  I  am  afraid  to  stay  alone.  I  always  imagine 
there's  somebody  in  the  house,  but  when  you  come  I  know 
there  ain't." 


STUCK  ON  OUR  SHAPE. 

As  sung  by  Lester  and  Allen. 

We  are  two  swells,  we  are  worth  twenty  millions, 

The  ladies  say  we  are  so  sweet. 
We  are  as  handsome  as  clothing  store  dummies. 

We  can  put  a  baby's  pair  of  shoes  on  our  feet; 
They  tell  us  we  are  terrible  mashers, 

We  ought  to  make  plenty  of  cash. 
When  we  wink  at  the  gills  tiiey  do  go  crazy. 

To  see  us  trying  to  raise  a  mustache. 

CUOKUS. 

When  we  walk  on  the  street  just  for  pleasure, 
'     They  look  at  each  other  and  gape. 
They  holler  out  loudly  from  the  windows, 

"  There  is  the  swells,  we  are  stuck  on  their  shape. 

Our  pictures  are  for  sale  through  the  country. 

They  ajl  think  we  are  a  duke  and  a  king. 
At  a  ball  or  a  high-toned  reception, 

All  the  girls  ask  us  to  sing; 
We  are  going  to  marry  the  queen  of  Chicago, 

And  drive  a  big  four  iu-haud. 
We'll  have  all  the  nobility  at  our  wedding. 

And  be  serenaded  by  a  sheet-iron  baud. — Choru*. 


FLIRTATION  O^TOOLE. 

As  sung  by  the  great  Pat  Rellly. 

You  can  see  it  is  true  what  I  say,  - 

I'm  a  Rooshan  Mogul  of  the  day, 
A  clothing  store  sign  on  Broadway, 

My  chromo  the  ladies  do  buy. 
A  diamond  does  flash  on  my  breast, 
'With  a  pill  )W  i  stuff  out  my  chest. 
And  the  ladies  won't  give  me  a  rest,         '  ■ 

For  they're  broke  up  on  Flirtation  O'Toole. 

Cnouus. 

For  Maud,  and  Kate,  and  Claribel, 
Sue,  and  Nance,  and  sweet  Estelle, 
And  charming,  blushing,  rosy  Nell, 
Are  broke  upon  Flirtation  O'Toole.  : 

My  face  from  good  living  does  shine,        r 
I  drink  Jersey  cider  for  wine. 
On  canary  bird  soup  1  (\o  dine, 

I  live  on  my  gall  and  my  shape. 
In  flirting  I  take  great  delight,     . 
I  catch  a  new  mashevery  night,  ' 
At  a  hop  or  a  ball  I'm  admired  by  all, 

There's  none  like  Flirtation  O'Toole. — Chonu. 
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JOHNNY   MORG-AN. 
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reoeiptbf  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wfliinan,  I'.  ().  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

AJcomplete  Cataluguu  of  .Sun^s  sent  free  to  any  addresD. 

Ill  sing  olf  a  band  that  used  to  play  mu:jic  in  tlic  street, 
And  if  y(iu  beiml  it  you  would  s:iy  it  was  anything  but  sweet; 
They  all  played  dlULront  instruments,  the  music  was  the  same, 
They  wei  3  all  one  family,  and  Morgan  was  their  name. 

Ciiours. 
Johnny  Morgaji  played  the  organ,  the  father  beat  the  diuiu; 
The  sis  er  played  the  tanibouriue,  the  brother  went  pom  pom; 
All  aloi  0  on  the  old  trombone,  the  music  was  so  sweet, 
They  o  ten  got  a  penny  to  go  into  another  street. 

They  use(   to  say  that  Johnny  was  the  smartest  of  them  all, 
And  'round  the  area  windows  he  would  often  make  a  call; 
His  musia  was  so  lively,  all  the  latest  airs  from  France, 
The  servant  girls  could  not  keep  still,  the  music  made  them  dance. 

Johnny  Morgan  played  the  organ,  &C. 

Now  cue  lay  John  he  chanced  to  play  outside  a  lady's  door. 
And  the  1  idy  said  she'd  never  heard  such  music  played  before;  " 
It  pleased  her  so,  that  you  must  know,  she  heavy  sums  would  pay 
To  John,  :o  stand  outside  the  house,  and  play  to  her  all  day. 

Johnny  Morgan  played  the  organ,  *&c. 

John  plaj  ed  upon  his  instrument,  and  pleased  the  lady  so. 
That  whe  i  the  time  arrived  to  leave,  she  would  not  let  him  go; 
She  askei  if  he  would  marry  lier,  which  John  did  very  soon. 
Now  on  t  le  organ  Johnny  Morgan  plays  her  many  a  tune. 

Johnny  Morgan  played  the  organ,  «S:c 


I'm 


Proud  I'm  an  Irishman's  Son. 


Copyright.  18SJ,  by  F.  P.  Anderson. 
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Written  und  nuug  by  Dan  Nash. 


son  of  old  England 

the  dear  land  of  my  birth; 
ntaius  of  Scotland  had  brought  me  to  light 
sh  their  beauty  und  worth; 
lart  fomlly  beats  for  old  Ireland, 
glorious  deeds  she  has  done, 
y  that  I  die  I'll  hold  my  head  high, 
proud  I'm  an  Irishman's  son. 

Cnouus. 

'11  think  with  a  smile  of  the  Emerald  Isle, 
1  remember  the  deeds  she  has  done; 
le  my  heart  is  unfurled  I  will  say  to  the  world, 
n  proud  I'm  an  Irishman's  sou. 


In 


They  may  treat  mo  with  scorn  and  derision, 

They  m  ly  bring  the  hot  tear  in  my  eye. 
They  may  say  with  a  sneer  when  employment  I  seek. 

That  au  Irishman  need  not  apply. 
"Wlun  I  tl  ink  of  tlie  heroes  old  Ireland's  produced, 

Aud  the  glorious  deeds  thev  have  done, 
I'll  still  pi  ly  my  part,  and  I'll  say  from  my  heart. 

I'm  proud  I'm  au  Irishman's  sou.—C'horwL 


« 


When  I  tqiok  of  .such  heroes  as  Emmett, 

Who  di  d  without  one  moment's  pause. 
Likewise   *atrick  Sarsfield,  exiled  from  his  land, 

Lament  ng  the  good  of  the  cause. 
When  I  tl  ink  of  such  statesmen  an  Grattan  and  Burke, 

The  res]  lect  and  the  honor  they  won, 
I'll  never  Jeny  the  land  of  my  birth. 

For  rmjproud  I'm  an  Irishman's  non.  — Chorus. 

When  I  til  ink  of  such  poets  as  Goldsmith, 

Likewis  •  the  famous  Tom  Moore, 
Their  poei  iis  and  prose  are  renowned  through  the  world. 

And  we  1  they  deserve  it,  I'm  sure. 
When  I  tl  ink  of  the  great  Dan  O'Connell, 

The  brii  litest  gem  under  the  sun. 
You'll  adnit,  it  is  true,  what  more  can  I  do 

But  be  I  roud  I'm  an  Irishman's  son. — Chorus. 


Life  is  but  a  Q-ame  of  Cards. 


Recited  by  The  Wlnnetts. 


Life  if  but  a  game  of  cards. 

Which  each  one  has  to  Icam, 
Each  shuffles,  cuts  and  deals  a  pack. 

And  each  a  trump  doth  turn. 
Some  turn  a  high  card  at  the  top. 

While  others  turn  a  low; 
Some  hold  a  hand  quite  full  of  trumps, 

While  others  none  can  show. 

Some  shufTic  with  a  practiced  hand. 

And  pack  their  cards  with  cart-; 
So  they  may  know  when  they  are  dealt, 

Where  all  the  leaders  are; 
Thus  fools  are  maile  the  dupes  of  roguet, 

And  rogues  each  other  cheat, 
Bnt  he  is  very  wise  indeed. 

Who  never  meets  defeat. 

In  playing,  some  lead  the  ace. 

Their  counting  card  to  s"  ^e, 
Some  play  the  deuce  and  Come  the  tray. 

And  many  play  the  kmive; 
Some  play  for  money  and  some  for  fun. 

And  more  for  worhlly  fame. 
And  not  until  the  game's  played  out. 

Can  they  count  up  their  gain. 

When  hearts  are  trumps  we  play  for  love. 

Then  pleasure  decks  the  hour. 
No  thought  of  sorrow  checks  our  joy. 

In  Rosy's  beauteous  bower; 
We  dance  and  sing,  swe-t  music  make. 

Our  cards  at  random  play. 
And  while  the  heart  remains  on  top. 

Our  game  is  but  a  holiday. 

When  diamonds  chance  to  crowu  the  top, 

Then  players  stake  their  gold. 
And  heavy  sums  are  won  aud  lost, 

By  gamblers,  young  and  old; 
Intent  on  wiuuing,  each  doth  watch 

His  card.*"  with  eager  eye, 
So  he  may  watch  his  neighbor's  hand. 

And  cheat  him  on  the  sly. 

When  clubs  are  trumps,  look  out  for  war. 

On  ocean  and  on  land. 
For  bloody  deeds  are  often  done 

When  clubs  are  in  the  hand; 
Then  lives  are  staked  instead  of  gold. 

The  days  are  worn  out  bread. 
Across  the  broad  Atlantic  now, 

See  clubs  have  got  the  lead. 

And  last  of  nil  is  when  the  spade 

Is  turned  by  hand  of  time, 
An<l  always  finishes  up  the  game. 

In  every  land  aiul  every  clime; 
No  matter  how  much  a  man  may  win, 

Or  how  much  a  man  may  save. 
You'll  find  the  spade  turns  up  at  last, 

And  digs  the  player's  grave. 


—Teacher— "  What  kind  of  bird  did  Noah  send  out  of  the 
ark?"  Small  boy  in  the  class  (after  a  pause) — "  A  dove,  sir." 
Teaclier — "Very  well:  but  I  should  have  thought  some  of  you 
big  boys  wouUl  have  known  that."  Tall  pupil— "  Please,  sir, 
thai  boy  ought  to  know,  sir.  'causu  his  father's  a  bird-kelcher." 


— .\ny  |irl  will  tell  you  that  gold  bangles  are  warmer  than 
worsted  w  ristlets. 


— A  Londoner  who  lately  crossed  from  Canada  to  Ogdcns- 
burg.  asked  his  hack-driver  as  to  the  population  and  form  of 
crovernment  of  Ogdensburg.  On  being  informed  that  it  was  an 
incorporated  city,  the  chief  officer  of  which  was  a  mayor,  he  in- 
quired, "And  does  the  mayor  wear  the  insignia  of  offlceY" 
•  Insignia— what's  that?"  asked  the  astonished  liackman. 
"  Why,  a  chain  about  his  neck,"  explained  the  cockney.  "Oh. 
bless  you,  no,"  responded  the  other;  "  he's  perfectly  ha 
and  goes  about  loose." 


perfectly  harmless,    i- 
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YELLOW   MEAL. 

As  I  waHed  one  morning  down  by  the  Sligo  dock, 
I  overheard  an  Irishman  conversing  with  Tapscott ;    - 
Good-mominjj,  Mr.  Tapscott,  would  you  be  after  telling  to  me. 
Have  you  ever  a  ship  bound  for  New  York  in  the  State  of  Amerikee. 

Oh,  yes,  my  pretty  Irish  boy,  I  have  a  ship  or  two. 
They're  laying  at  the  wharf  there,  waiting  for  a  crew ; 
Tliey  are  New  York  packets,  and  on  Friday  they  will  sail, 
At  present  she  is  taking  in  one  thousand  bags  of  meal. 

Straightway  then  I  started, 'twas  on  the  yellow-grog  road. 
Such  roars  of  mille-murder  1  oh,  the  like  was  never  known ; 
And  there  I  paid  my  passage  down  in  solid  Irish  gold. 
It's  often  times  that  I  sat  down  and  wished  mjrself  at  home. 

The  very  day  we  started,  'twas  on  the  first  of  May. 
The  captain  he  came  upon  the  deck,  these  words  to  us  did  say : 
Cheer  up,  my  licarty  Irish  blades,  don't  let  your  courage  fall, 
To-day  I'll  serve  you  pork  and  beans,  to-morrow  yellow  meal. 

One  day  a«  we  were  sailing  in  the  channel  of  St.  James, 
A  northwest  wind  came  up  to  u.s,  and  drove  us  back  again ; 
Bad  luck  to  the  "Josh.  A.  Walker,"  and  the  day  that  she  set  sail. 
Likewise  to  Capt.  Tapscott,  and  his  dirty  yellow  meal.  •    ,• 

And  then  I  went  to  Liverpool,  walking  thro'  the  street. 

Not  a  penny  in  my  pocket,  not  a  mouthful  for  to  eat ; 

Bad  luck  to  the  "Josh.  A.  Walker,"  and  the  day  that  she  set  sail. 

For  the  dirty  sailors  broke  open  my  chest  and  stole  my  yellow  meal. 

But  now  I'm  in  America,  and  working  upon  the  canal. 
To  cross  the  stream  in  one  of  these  boats,  I  know  I  never  shall. 
But  111  cross  it  in  a  great  big  ship  that  carries  both  meat  and  sail. 
Where  111  set  lashings  of  corned  meat,  and  none  of  your  yellow  ineal. 


The  Shoes  My  Daddy  Wore. 

Copyright,  1874,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Muelc  of  this  Song  will  bo  sent  to  any  addree*.  poet-yaid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wchman,  P.  O.  Box  1888,  New  York  City. 

Just 'fore  my  daddy  died,       ■  .    .  ■; 

<:{...:         .  He  callpd  me  to  Ills  bed;        ~         i  '^ 

;    \'    \:;      I  knelt  down  by  his  side,  .  .-'•  ^      ^ 

And  dis  to  me  he  said: 
• '    -     "  Come,  take  dese  ijood  old  shoes, 
I  cannot  give  yoii  more; 
I've  had  dem  more  dan  fifteen  years   .  , 

On  dis  old  Virginia  shore." 

CHontrs. 
For  dese  am  de  shoes  ray  daddy  worel 
Den  watch  what  I  does 
Wid  dese  old  plantation  shoes; 
For  dese  am  de  shoes  my  daddy  woreJ 

V         On  every  holiday  . 

Dese  same  old  shoes  I  wear; 
And  when  I  dance  in  dem 

I  make  de  white  folks  stare. 
When  I  have  grown  quite  old, 
.  ;  ril  hang  dem  on  de  wall; 

And  think  of  happy  days  dat's  gone,  •        • 

And  those  happy  scenes  recall. — Cliorus. 


«•  .-^'J 


We  May  be  Happy  Yet. 

Tlio  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Weliman,  i".  O.  Box  1S23,  New  York  City. 
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OH!  YOU  LITTLE  DARLING-. 


\y 


(■ 
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Oh!  what  a  tiling  it  is  to  be  -  i 

A  girl  Willi  l(jls  of  beaux, 
The  number  of  3'ouhg  men  I  got —  . 

Well,  goodness,  only  knows; 
Whene'er  I'm  walking  down  the  street, 

I'm  nearly  always  sure  to  meet 
A  young  man  who  will  call  me  sweet,       -  ,'V 

;■  And  then  so  gently  say — 

-■■:,.  Chouus.  - 

Oh!  j'ou  little  darling,  I  love  you, 
.""  .:'      Oh!  you  liltle  darling,  are  you  true? 

If  you  really  love  me  as  you  ought  to  do, 
Nothing  in  this  world  shall  cut  our  love  in  two. 

:      Although  I  don't  intend  to  wed —  /  • 

To  settle  down  in  life — 
I've  promised  nearly  forty  men 
-       ;  ThatI  will  be  their  wife;  ^  • ,  . 

Some  fellows  tell  me  that  I  am 
Tiieir  darling,  loving  little  Iamb, 
V;   •     :   While  some  call  me  their  bit  of  jam,       '         .  ;     .  . 
And  other  fellows  say — C/iorus. 

Upon  my  word,  I  don't  intend 

To  wear  the  wedding  ring, 
While  for  a  kiss  they  give  to  me 
;  '  No  end  of  pretty  things; 

Whene'er  they  kiss  me,  once  or  twice,    ';'[_'■. 
Although  by  some  it's  called  a  vice,  ■  ir 

-        I  must  confess  I  think  it  nice. 

Especially  when  they  say— C7t<?ru«.        . 


Oh!  smile  as  thou  were  wont  to  smile,    .- 

Before  the  weight  of  care 
Had  crushed  thy  heart,  and  for  awhile 

Left  only  sorrow  there; 
Some  thoughts,  perchance,  'twere  but  to  quell 

Some  impulse  to  forget. 
O'er  which  should  memory  cease  to  dwell, 

We  may  be  happy  yet. 
We  may  be  happy  yet, 
We  may  be  happy  yet. 

Oh!  nevername  departed  days. 

Nor  vows  you  whispered  then,        ^ 
Rouud  which  too  sad  a  feeling  plays, 

To  trust  their  tones  again; 
Regard  their  shadows,  round  thee  past, 

With  feelings  of  regret. 
And  thus,  unmindful  of  the  past, 

We  may  be  happy  yet. 
We  may  be  happy  j'et, 
We  may  be  happy  yet.  - 


ir,  V 


•^-.y- 


— A  young  lady,  who  had  been  married  over  a  year,  recently 
wrote  to  her'  father  in  this  city,  saying:  "  We  have  the  dearest 
little  cottage  in  the  world,  ornamented  with  the  most  charming 
little  creepers  you  ever  saw."  The  old  man  read  the  letter  and 
exclaimed:  "'rwius,  by  thunder." 

— This  is  one  of  the  telephone  stories:  An  old  man  did  not  be- 
lieve his  wife  could  talk  to  him  from  a  distance  of  five  miles. 
Walking  up  to  the  machine  he  shouted,  "Hello,  Sarah!"  At 
that  instant  lightning  struck  the  telephone  wire  and  knocked 
the  man  down,  and,  as  he  scrambled  to  his  feet,  he  excitedly 
cried,  "That's  Sarah,  every  time." 


Colleen  Dhas  Machree. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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The  shadows  fall,  and  low  the  sun  is  sinking. 

His  last  rays  tiuge  with  gold  the  waters  blue; 
And  of  you,  Kate  Alanna,  I  am  thiuking, 

Tho*  waves  divide  us,  still  I  know  you're  true; 
I'll  ne'er  forget  we  parted,  love,  in  sadness. 

In  tears  I  left  you  at  your  cabin-door, 
But  now  your  letter  fills  my  heart  with  gladness. 

In  ecstacy  I  read  it  o'er  and  o'er, 

Cnonrs. 
Tho'  distant  far  and  waves  between  us  divide, 

By  night  and  day  I'll  ever  think  of  thee; 
I  will  be  true,  whatever  may  betide. 

My  own  sweet  darling,  Colleen  Dhas  Machree. 

Tho' years  may  pass  before  I'll  be  returning. 

To  clasp  you  to  my  breast,  iove,  as  of  old. 
Yet  while  I  came  to  thee  with  hopes  high  burning. 

And  claim  my  treasure,  belter  fur  than  gold ; 
And  when  my  bark  is  proudly  homeward  dashing, 

Oh!  let  your  eyes  my  brilliant  beacon  \>e; 
There  keep  the  love-light  always  brightly  flashing. 

My  own  sweet  darling.  Colleen  Dhas  Machree. — Chorus, 


^^^:/:^^^.^:^'-^.-^^^'- 
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Tie  New  York  Police  G-azette. 


Written  ami 


by  Thos.  J.  Ripley. 


I  like  to  re  .d  the  news,  'tis  a  cure  for  all  my  blues. 

But  hero  is  something:  I  dou't  uiulerstanil. 
So  I  your  s  Id  must  ask.  to  assist  me  lu  my  task 

While  I  r  ;ad  you  from  this  paper  lu  my  hand— 
'Ti3  the  Nc  w  Yorli  roticc  Gazette,  at  a  stand  I  did  it  (fet, 

The  item  5 1  will  uive  you  all  in  rhyme, 
How  Fos  (  ous  roam  about  to  Ret  bul'.ivau  linockeU  out, 

But  still    he  Boston  boy  comes  up  to  time, 
The  Ilarbo  •  River  bill,  to  make  water  run  up  hill. 

They  tri(  d  to  make  us  swallow,  you  can  bet, 
Kate  Claxt  on  still  does  flirt  in  a  Mother  Hubbard  skirt, 
in  this  New  York  Police  Gazette. 


'Tis  here 


Talmai;e  d 

That  Bet  sher 
Edwin  Boc  th 

Mr.  Yam  erbilt 
General  G|ant 

Pat  Roo 
Lester  ^Va 

The  Geribans 
Old  Irelan 

Sarah  Bit'nhardt 
Mrs.  Lang 

'Tis  herelin 


Jay  Gould 


d  a  sermon  preach,  Joe  Coburu's  nose  Mace  could  not  r«aeh, 
lie  was  always  on  the  "mash  ;  " 
no  one  can  touch,  .since  ho  played  Tlamlet  to  the  Dutch, 
will  soon  have  all  our  cash, 
he  is  so  shy.  to  get  more  pension  he  won't  try. 
ey's  pretty  face  the  girls  do  please, 
lack's  iu  despair,  because  he  cannot  dye  his  hair, 

live  upon  Limburser  cheese, 
she  will  quick  drive  out  the  red  coats  of  Qoeeu  Ylc, 

has  not  got  a  baby  yet, 
y,  without  fear,  Rives  a  kiss  to  Freddie  dear, 
The  New  York  Police  Gazette. 


can  at  us  lau^h,  for  ho  owns  each  teleffraph, 


(j       Paddy  R  ran  has  the  Salt  Lake  Mormons  j  jined  ; 

/    Those  angi  Is  without  win^s,  who  can  do  such  uuughty  things, 

J       With  Ow  ney  Geo^hcsan  have  lat<  ly  combined. 

I    Ben  Butlei  's  met  his  fate  iu  old  Massachusctt's  State, 

J        And  thii  ks  soon  iu  the  White  House  he  will  be  ; 

Sammy  Ti  den  cau;;ht  the  croup,  throu;;h  cutin;;  free  lunch  soup. 

And  cry  ng  when  lug  Wilsoa  crossed  the  sea  ; 
Roseoe  Co  iklintr  saw  no  fun  when  Sprague  tried  to  fire  his  ruu. 

No  mort  he  sin;:s    '  We  May  be  Happy  Yet ;  " 
Oscar  Wil(  e's  aestlieiic  taste  makes  his  le;3  run  to  waste. 
It  is  thei  e  in  The  New  York  I'olice  Gazette. 


The  sweetlPri 

Because 
Bub  IngeHloU 

The  Sal 
Chester  Aftlmr 

The  Sta 
Lotta,  she|did 

The  con 
But  cacli  I 

The  y 
I  hope  no 

H«'s  the 


^•ari  is 


incess  Louise,  her  doctors  won't  allow  to  sneeze, 
her  royal  nose  it  mi::ht  drop  off ; 

will  match  down  below  well  with  Old  Scratch  ; 
ion  Army  are  all  takin;j  simff  ; 

caught  the  gout,  so  his  fishing  is  played  out ; 
Route  jurors  are  all  jjoiuK  to  jail ; 

faint  away,  because  astronomers  did  say 
et,  like  a  cat,  had  t;<)t  a  tail : 
iifht  ril  read  y(ju  more,  us  I  look  this  paper  o'er, 

it  tells  I  never  can  forjrct, 
linK  in  it  shocks— if  so,  put  it  down  to  Fox, 
boss  of  The  New  York  Police  Gazette. 


\ 
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THE   WATERFALL. 

Sung  by  Mr.  and  ^Irs.  (leo.  Knight. 


(laic  and  hill  flows  ihc  water  rill — 
la  la  la-i  la-i  la  la  la; 

bin,  snti;^  and  neat,  stands  iu  the  village  street- 
la  la  la  i  In  i  la  la  la; 

ill  c!se  apnrt  is  my  own  sweetheart — 
la  la  la-i  la-i  la  lain; 

lips  to  cncli  wi;  i)rcss,  in  fond  and  sweet  caress- 
la  la  la-i  la-i  la  la  la. 


11 


'Tw  IS  there  in  lovc'.s  delight  our  troth  we  then  did  i)light- 

L  I  la  la  la-i  In-i  la  I  i  la; 
Anc   by  the  running  brook  we  all  but  love  forsook — 


L  ;  la  la  la-i  la-i  la  la  la; 


'Tw 


Lk  la  la  In-i  la  i  la  la  la; 


'Tw 


L  I  la  la  la-i  la-i  la^la  la. 


—An 
clerk  in 


13  surely  like  a  <lreani,  so  heavenly  did  it  seem — 


13  like  an  ang<  I's  dall,  this  huhuUng  waterfall — 


old  lady  from  one  of  the  rural  districts  ustonishcd  a 
one  of  the  stores  by  inquiring  if  he  had  any  "  yallcr  de- 


velopmiQts  sich  as  they  did  up  letters  iu." 

— "T  ill  me,  .John,  how  many  melons  I  have  in  my  sack,  and 
by  St.  F  ixtrick,  I  will  give  yc  all  five  of  them,"  said  un  Irishman 
to  an  American  friend  tin;  oilier  day.  "Oh,  lean  do  so,  you 
have  fiv  ;,"  said  John.  "Take  thorn,"  said  the  Irishman,  " but 
bad  luci  to  the  man  that  told  ye." 


JUST  DOWN  THE  LANE.    >i 
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There's  a  nice  little  darling,  a  beautiful  mias, 

A  maiden  wiili  soft  goidcu  hair. 
Each  ev'uin^  she  meets  me  with  cue  loving  kiss. 

Listen  ami  I'll  tell  you  where— 
Iler  eyes  arc  like  diamonds,  or  stars  in  the  sky, 

That  twinkle  and  shine  from  above, 
And  my  heart's  full  of  rapture  wUuucver  she's  nigh. 

For  this  little  darling  1  love. 

Cnonrs. 

.lust  down  the  lane,  over  the  stile. 

Under  the  old  oak  tree; 
The  clock  striking  nine,  stars  brightly  shine. 

There's  somebody  waiting  for  me. 

If  f.hc  sliould  prove  false,  my  heart  it  would  break, 

For  oft  she  said  she'd  be  true, 
And  settle  the  bargain  with  many  a  kiss. 

While  whi.speriug  softly  adieu ; 
Then  meet  iho  to-morrow,  altho'  thro'  the  trees, 

■^rhe  wind  Kocmiug  softly  to  sigh, 
And  the  clock  striking  nine,  is  lieard  on  the  breeze, 

And  the  moou  shining  bright  iu  the  sky. — Chorus. 

Last  cv'ning  .she  whi.spcr'd  that  she'd  bo  my  wife, 

And  then  named  the  sweet,  liapi»y  day, 
That  she  would  become  my  partner  for  life, 

lland-in-hauil  thro'  the  world  with  me  stray; 
And  then  when  we're  married,  we'll  stroll  'uculh  the  trees. 

And  whisper  our  love  o'er  again. 
While  talking  of  times  when  Kelly  and  I 

Our  secrets  exchanged  down  the  lane.— C/ioji^.       / 


K 


X.;  i 


\ 


UP   IN  A  BALLOON. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  t"^  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40 cents,  by  U.  J.  Wehraun,  P.  <).  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 
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One  night  I  went  up  in  a  balloon, 

On  a  voyage  of  discovery,  to  visit  the  moon, 

Where  un  old  man  lives,  so  some  people  say, 

"Through  cutting  up  sticks  on  a  Sunday.' 

Up  went  the  balloon  quickly,  higher  and  higher, 

Over  house-toi)  and  cliininey-pot,  tower  and  spire; 

I  knock'd  off  the  monument's  top  very  nigh. 

And  caught  hold  of  the  cross  of  St.  Paul's  going  by. 

CnoKus.  , 

Up  in  a  balloon,  up  in  a  balloon. 

All  among  the  little  stars,  sailing  'round  the  moon; 

Up  in  a  balloon,  up  in  a  balloon, 

It's  something  awful  jolly  to  be  up  in  a  balloon. 

L^'p  I  was  borne,  with  terrible  power, 

At  the  rate  of  ten  thousand  five  hundred  an  hour; 

The  air  was  cold,  the  wind  blew  loud — 

I  narrowly  e.scaped  being  choUe<l  by  a  cloud; 

Still  up  1  went,  till  surrounded  by  fctars, 

The  big  and  the  little  Bear  loudly  did  growl, 

And  such  planets  as  Jupiter,  Venus  and  Mars; 

And  the  Dog-Star  on  seeing  me  set  up  a  howl. — Chorus. 

1  met  shooting  stars  who  were  bent  upon  sport, 

Hut  who  "shot"  iu  a  very  strange  manner,  I  thought; 

And  one  thing  beat  all,  by  chalks,  I  must  say, 

That  was  when  I  got  into  the  milky  way; 

I  counted  the  stars,  till  at  last  I  thought 

I'd  found  out  how  much  they  were  worth  by  the  quart; 

An  unpolite  "lerolitc."  who  ran  'gainst  my  car. 

Wouldn't  give  e'er  a  light  to  light  my  cigar. — (Jtiorus. 

Next  a  comet  went  by,  'midst  fire  like  hail. 
To  give  njc  a  lift  I  seized  hold  of  his  tail. 
To  where  he  was  going  I  didn't  enquire; 
We'd  gone  past  the  moon  till  we  couldn't  pet  higher; 
Yes,  w«'d  got  to  the  furthermost — don't  think  I  joke— 
AVhen  somehow  I  felt  a  great  shock— I  awoke! 
When,  instead  of  a  balloon,  moon  and  planets,  I  saw 
I'd  tumbled  from  off  my  bed  unto  the  floor. — Clumu. 
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THE  BOWERY  GRENADIERS. 

:.-    .  As  sung  by  Jair.es  O'NelL  .  •■      .    :       \ 

Just  gaze  on  me,  I'm  a  tougli  young  fellow, 

I'm  aa  emiifrant  from  the  South, 
You  cau  see  lam  educated, 

By  the  expressiou  of  my  moutli ;    . 
Around  towa  here  we  arc  famous, 

We've  been  or<^anized  ten  years.  '. 

We're  the  talk  of  the  town  for  miles  around. 

Are  the  Uowery  Grenadiers,  :  .  ■  ,  v; 

Refrain. 

We  licked  the  Brooklyn  Guards, 
We  know  how  to  play  our  cards; 

We  can  run  like  the  devil. 

If  the  road  was  level, 
For  about  one  hundred  yards; 

And  the  girls,  the  little  dears,        .    ! 

Fall  in  love  up  to  their  ears. 
When  tlioy  see  tiie  style 
And  smell  the  hair  oil 

Of  the  Bowery  Grenadiers.     • 

.      Chorus.  • 

The  gang  turns  out  behind  the  band, 
The  music  grand,  and  we  take  our  stand, 
And  we  wear  kid  cloves  so  we  won't  get  tanned, 
In  the  Bowery  Grenadiers. 

Now  we're  going  over  to  Ireland,  .     , 

And  then  some  fun  you'll  see,  " 

We  won't  be  there  five  minutes 

Until  we  set  old  Ireland  free; 
And  tlieu  we  will  come  back  again, 

You'll  hail  us  with  three  cheers,  ~ 

Then  won't  we  have  a  pic-uic 

In  the  Bowery  Grenadiers. — Refrain  and  Chorus. 


Good-Bye,  My  Lover,  Good-Bye. 

Written  and  sunj?  by  Billy  Snow. 

There  goes  the  fliitboat  down  tlie  river, 

Go'od-bye,  my  lover,  good-b3-e;  ■ 

All  loaded  down  wiih  wenches  and  niggers, 

Good-bye,  mj-^  lover,  good-bye; 
Some  were  dancing  and  some  were  singing,  .        \ 

Good-bye.  my  lover,  pood-bye;  -.  ■ 

With  the  tambourine  and  banjo  ringin_g, 

Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye.  - 

Ciiouus. 

Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye. 
Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bve; 
We'll  take  this  drink  and  we'll  ^rink  no  more, 
Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye. 

I  went  right  up  on  top  of  a  steeple. 

Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye; 
To  look  right  down  on  the  colored  people, 

Goo«l-bye.  my  lover,  good-bye; 
Some  was  black  and  some  was  blackei;    '..■ 

Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye; 
And  some  was  the  color  of  a  chew  tobacco, 

Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye.— C/wrM«. 

Some  go  to  church  to  talk  and  laugh. 
Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye ; 

They  think  they  know  all— and  they  don't  know  half- 
Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye; 
.;■      I  shot  old  Satan  w  ith  the  gospel  gun. 
Good-bye.  my  lover,  good-bye; 

And  he  turned  on  liis  heel  and  took  to  run, 
Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye. — Clun-us. 


The  Poor  Irisli  Minstrel 

,:  ::  .  Copyright,  1882,  by  T.  B.  Uarms  &  Co.         --.,., 
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I'm  a  poor  Irish  minstrel,  I'm  not  blest  with  wealth. 

But  I've  a  fond  heart,  clear  c(mscience  and  health, 

I  care  not  for  storms,  misfortune  I  brave,  . 

The  hand  of  the  welcome  is  all  that  I  crave.  ' 

A  kiss  from  tiie  loving,  a  word  from  the  true, 

A  look,  or  a  smile,  my  darling,  from  you. 

Would  clieer  the  poor  minstrel  where  er  he  might  roami 

With  the  image  of  all  to  his  wandering  home. 

Cnouu:».  \' 

^  ■■' '  •  ■., 

.  V,    I'm  a  poor  Irish  minstrel,  and  happily  would  play 

Music,  sweet  music  by  night  or  by  <Uiy ;  'y' 

I  would  sing  thee  sweet  songs  of  my  home  far  awa}',  "-.... 

Oh!  angel  of  love,  come  list  to  my  lay.  ;, 

I'm  proud  of  my  country,  tliat  dear  isle  so  green. 

The  fair»st  of  lassies  and  lads  may  be  seen, 

Where  such  men  us  Emmelt,  O'Connell  and  Moore 

Have  lived,  sang  and  cherisheil  that  bright  sunny  bhoro; 

The  shamrock  of  Ireland,  and  tlie  lilly  of  France. 

We  love  with  a  fondness  that  nothing  but  chance 

Will  pluck  from  our  bosom.«i,  kept  warm  and  true. 

With  a  spirit  as  gard'uer  and  heart's  dripping  d<!\v.  —  C/wru*. 


A  Hundred  Fathoms  Deep.' 

As  sung  by  D  R.  Hawkins. 

There's  a  mine  of  wealth  untold, 

IiMi  hundred  fathoms  deep; 
There's  countless  stores  of  the  earth's  red  gold. 

In  a  hundred  fathoms  deep; 
Glitt'ring  genjs  for  a  thousand  brows, 
Curses,  prayers,  and  terrors,  rows — 

CnoRUS. 

In  a  hundred  fathoms  deep. 
In  a  hundred  fathoms  deep. 
In  a  humlred  fathoms  deep. 
In  a  hundred  fathoms  deep. 

The  cares  of  a  miser's  years, 

In  a  hundred  fathoms  deep; 
The  child  of  a  mother's  hopes  and  fears. 

In  a  hundred  fathoms  deep; 
Side  by  side  do  they  quietly  la\ , 
Tiie  idol  of  gold  and  the  idol  of  clay — Clwrtu.    . 

The  sea-king  sits  on  his  throne 

In  a  hundred  fathoms  deep. 
And  laughs  as  he  claims  all  for  his  own, 

In  a  hundred  fatlioms  deep; 
These  are  my  riches,  these  my  hordes, 
Tiiese  the  treasures  my  realm  affords — Chorut. 


*■*■ 


— First  boy — "  Do  you  know  why  those  factory  chimneys  are 
so  hiirh?"  Second  boy—"  Yes;  to  keep  out  the  water  in  case 
of  a  flood."  

—An  Austin  boy,  who  wanted  to  go  in  swimming,  was  told 
by  his  father,  "  It  was  only  this  morning  that  you  were  cora- 
plaininj;  of  a  pain  in  your  stomach."  "That's  so,  pa;  but  I 
know  how  to  swim  on  my  back." 


<m^ 


■«* 
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.        Up  in  a  Mulberry  Tree. 

As  sung  by  Miss  Annie  Pixley. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, 
receipt  of  40 cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehman.  1'.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 
A  complete  Catalogue  of  Song-s  sent  free  to  any  address. 

I'm  a  daughter  of  Eve,  I  would  not  deceive,   . 

So  please  to  think  kindly  of  me, 
I'm  not  plain  to  view,  but  I'm  looking  at  you. 

Up  in  a  mulberry  tree. 
Half-hidden  in  leaves,  one  barely  perceives  ..    , 

A  bonny  big  baby  called  me; 
A  sweet  little  girl,  with  iier  hair  all  a-curl. 

Up  in  a  mulberry  tree. 

Her  small  finger-tips  are  stained,  and  her  lips 

Are  purple  as  purple  can  be; 
'Twould  tell  tales  to  kiss  such  a  merry  young  miss. 

Up  in  a  mulberry  tree. 
I  firmly  believe  is  the  daughter  of  Eve, 

This  dimpled  young  damsel  named  me,       ^  • 

Would  tempt  one  with  fruit,  and  then  kiss  him  to  boot. 

Up  in  a  mulberry  tree. 


-^•^^cms^- 
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IW  ymt  4o«  lovCi  ivImii  I  in , 
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_.. Mlk  flowioff.  ite  MM  SMondf 

[wiajf»ii.4o^l9«t.  wiiM  vaMMdiTMeiu, 
MMKb  Mff  tbmt  Mb  for  tetat  fondK 
--^  MMTw.  Md  frlMdt  to  dydlas. 

1  May  forUiee  on  tb«  alorm/ oeewi. 
4nP  4«tMteii-Uia('s  wlMt  Hi  do. 


Olit 


ttMdd 


>Pfj 


will  jon  do^lore.  IT  (Hstant  tldhlgf 
|o«d  ooafldiDgs  aboald  viKlanniiw? 
ANdinf  *uMth  Mluy  akies 
' '  thIokollMr 9i3nM  —  bright m thiaet 
tt  aotl  thooib  foilt-Mid  cIhuuo 
JLthr  MiMk Til  ctiU  be  true: 
Irafn  of  Ihlile.  ihoqM  »notb<-r  share  it. 
Id  aol  bear  it— what  would  I  dot 


Wi  •^ooLthy 


«Bl<i 


"WTtol  would  70a  do,  lore,  when  Iknim  returning. 


...  bifth  bomiag.  and  wealth  for  you, 
mgk  tlMt  bouDckd  o*er  foreign  foam,  , 

■Id  to  loat  near  home— <AI  what  would  tou  d^ 
Mlfrwi spared.  Fd  bless  the  morrow. 
:   hkWS^nd  aoitow  that  left  ma  you; 
"■JtaA  Id  wdeome  tiMe  from  the  wasting  blUow, 
Thif  hetrt  my  pillow->that'«  what  I'd  do. 


M6ONLIOHT  WAL.: 

'''•NMsSa  OstalorMi  of  toaiis  sent  frs*  to  aay  r -^ 


Last  Aotumii  I  went  out  of  town. 

Just  for  a  chanfB  of  air; 
Ufa  vny  strarae— but  so  it  wai— 
\-A.  charmer  Imet  there. 
jHow  pleasantiT  the  evening  paas'd 
r  Whilst  list'ninc  to  her  uTkl 
por  I  first  made  tor  aoquaiotanco, 
I   Wtoa  I  took  u  •veulng  walk. 
Cmomm. 


I  Dothhig  half  so  jollr  as  a  moonlight  walk. 
▲  nodollgbt  walk,  a  mooollgfat  walk ; 
■  Tekmf » aethfaig  tolf  so  jolljr  as  •  moonllciit  walk. 
A  ■  KNdlgbt  wa^k  for  me. 

^iie  by  mjself  I  took  a  stroU, 

T«  view  the  loTel  j  scenes. 
To  lead  tto  stars,  as  soma  f olto  say, 

Though  I  scarce  know  what  that  means. 

mad  not  goarfisc.  before  I  heard 

▲  footstep  OQ  tto  grass: 
!■  turahw  raaad.  ^nst  hy  my  eide, 

l8awtlusdaiBselpaat.~C7JI«fii«.   «. 

tostoifiit.  loo.  I  saw  her  there- 
Twaa  jtraage  now,  was  It  not? 
adthtogU  laearoo  ea^i  tdl  yoo^w, 
<»alaliiil  we  sooa  got 
ItaM  tor  pa  was  oaptalo  of 

MwalMCBOwn  "Toiwtowk.'' 
-^  Jto  ■•.  to  study  natniv's  scenes, 
Bto  tqok  ttot  moooUj^  walk.— CJWtim. 

J  aftsr^lght  it  siMm'd  as  If 
rfslawsbodiwcre  led) 

.  .sag  tofom  I  caaM  to  town, 

r«to4  bar  If  she'd  wad. 
IMdag.  said.  "Sto  felt  that  she 
V  pleaaars  eoald  oot  badlk." ' 
miised  ttot  sherd  tove  me.  while 

ra  took  oar  moopUght  walk.— C^AerviL 

.IjHiRMintor 
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WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


Wit  AT  WILL  YOU  DO,  LOVE? 

The  Words  and  Mas'o  of  this  Sons:  will  b«  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, 
reotilpt  pi  40  Cv^L'A.  by  11  J.  Weliman,  V.  O.  Box  18*J,  New  ^  oik  City. 
Ai|CoiQple*;e  Catkloftue  of  Sontrs  sent  free  to  auy  address. 

Wlial  will  you  do.  lovo.  when  I  am  goin;^. 

Willi  wliitu  sails  flowing,  the  seas  beyond? 
Wiial  will  you  do.  love,  when  waves  divide  us, 

Aufl  friends  may  chide  us  for  being  fond? 
Tho'  tvaves  divide  us.  and  friends  be  chiding, 

In   aith  abiding.  I'll  still  be  true; 
And    '11  pray  for  thee  on  the  stormy  ocean, 

SVi  U  deep  devotion— that's  what  I'll  do. 


oa 


Whal 

Tl 
And 

Sh(i 
Oh! 

W 
Butt 

I 
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What 

Wi 
If  m 

61 
So  til 

In 
And 

Th 


will  you  do.  love,  if  di<!tant  tidings 
'  fou(l  coufidiugs  should  uudermiuu? 
abiding  'neath  sultry  skits 
uld  think  other  eyes  as  briijlit  as  thine? 
i^ime  it  not!  thou<:h  guilt  aiul  sliauic 
e  on  thy  name,  I'll  still  be  true; 
lat  heart  of  thine,  should  anothf-r  share  it, 
Id  uot  bear  it— what  would  I  do? 


ct  u 


If  II 


would  you  do,  lovo,  when  home  returning, 
li  hopes  hii^h  burning,  and  wealth  fur  you, 
bark  that  bouuiled  o'er  foreign  foam. 

Id  be  lost  near  home— oh!  what  would  you  do? 
u  Wert  spared.  I'd  ble.ss  the  morrow, 
rant  and  sorrow  that  left  me  you; 
'd  welcome  thee  from  the  wasting  billow, 

heart  my  pillow— that's  what  I'd  do. 


THE   MOONLIG-HT   WALK. 


The  Won  Is 

recei;)t  ( 


There  i 
A  mo(iu 
There 
A  idoou 


ind  Musio  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  nowt-pnld, 
f  41)  ceiiu,  by  11.  .1.  Wehraan,  P.  O.  ISox  iSSJ.  New  ^  ork  City, 
omplete  Catalogue  of  Sonars  sent  free  to  any  address. 

Last  Autumn  I  went  out  of  town. 

Just  fur  a  change  of  uir; 
It's  very  St  ran  ije— but  so  it  was — 

A  charmer  I  met  there. 
How  pleasantly  the  evening  pass'd  ■  ^ 

Whilst  list'ning  to  her  talk! 
For  I  first  made  her  acquaintance. 

Whoa  I  took  au  evening  walk. 

Cnonus. 

nothing  half  so  jolly  ns  a  moonlight  walk, 

light  walk,  a  moonlight  walk; 

lothing  half  so  jolly  as  a  moonligUt  walk. 


on 


light  walk  for  me. 


Quite  by  mj'self  I  took  a  stroll. 

To  view  the  lovely  scenes. 
To  read  the  stars,  ns  some  folks  say, 

Though  I  scarce  know  what  that  means* 
'.  had  not  gone  far,  before  I  heard 

A  footi^tep  on  the  grass; 
[)a  turning  round,  .u^t  by  my  side, 

I  saw  tliis  damsel  pass. — Vhorut.    •» 

The  next  night,  too,  I  saw  her  there— 

'Twftsstt.mgc  DOW,  wiis  it  noi? 
Lnd  thougli  I  scarce  can  tell  you  liow, 

Acquainted  we  soon  pOt. 
She  said  her  pa  was  captain  of 

The  WfJl-kuowjj  "TomabawJ;," 
^nd  like  me.  to  study  nature's  scenes. 

She  took  that  uiuouljgbt  walk. — Vfiorui. 

Si^iii  ftfter  night  it  sccm'd  as  if 

l>y  fiit&  we  bollj  wire  led, 
io,  long  before  I  came  to  town, 

t  «skc<l  iicc  ii  siic'd  wc<l. 
:  JS>&,  l/5»s5>>».5,  saijJ,  "S5>D  feh  }})at  she 

My  pli'u.sure  could  not  brjijUf ." 
i  i<j  jffvjf«(sc'<i  tltat  s}(c^d  have  mc,  while 
We  look  our  mouuligJit  walk. — (Jliorui, 

'.  ^Qvr  shortly  I  shall  call  her  mine. 


AjuI  wc  win  go  away 


d  spot  to  pass 
TliJj  iiftaoymoon  so  gav ; 
8<i  Utcce  VtgcUter  aU  tU«  day. 
Of  bygone  luucs  we'll  talk. 


TOUCH   THE   ELBOW.  i 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  oq 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  V\  ebman,  1*.  O.  l»ox  1SJ3,  New  York  City. 
A  complete  Catalogue  of  Sonjcs  sent  free  to  any  addreaa.       . 

When  battle's  music  greets  our  ear. 

Our  guns  are  sighted  at  the  foe! 
Then  nerve  the  arm,  and  banish  fear. 

And,  cumrudcs,  touch  the  elbow  I 

CU0UC9. 

Touch  the  elbow  now,  my  boys! 

Comrades,  touch  the  elbow  I 
Nerve  the  arm,  and  banish  fear. 

And,  comrades,  touch  the  clbowl 

For  home  and  country  patriot's  fire 

Kindles  our  souls  with  fervid  glow. 
And  Southern  traitors  shall  retire 

When  Northmen  touch  the  elbow. — Chorus. 

Tho'  many  brave  men  bite  the  sod. 

And  crimson  heart's  blood  freely  flow, 
Shout  as  our  spirit  soars  to  God, 

On,  comrades,  touch  the  elbow. — Vhottu. 

Tho' cannon  may  oft  plow  the  rank. 

And  through  it  cast  a  de.tdly  blow; 
Fill  up  the  space  the  ball  made  blank. 

And,  comrades,  touch  the  elbow. — Chorut, 

Now  show  the  stuff  of  which  vou're  made, 

Tho  General  signal  "March/'  Hallo? 
Double  the  qnickstep,  I'hird  lirigade; 

Charge!  comrades,  touch  the  elbow. — Chora*. 


.■■■  .i. 


!.■■ 
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ALL  AMONG-  THE  HAY. 

The  Words  and  Mnsic  of  thisSonj;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wclini.-xn.  P.  O.  J!ox  182:1.  New  ^  ork  City. 

A  complete  Cutalo{;ue  of  Suii;;s  sunt  free  to  any  address. 

Though  I'm  what  is  called  •■  a  swell,"  I'm  without  a  care. 

Often  taking,  to  keep  well,  plenty  of  fresh  air; 

From  a  ple;isaut  country  side  I've  just  come  away, 

Where  I  met  a  churmiug  bride,  all  among  the  hay.  [ 

Spokkn— Yes!  there's  no  mistake  al)out  it,  I  made  up  my 
mind  and  portmanteau  at  once,  tuuk  a  cab  to  the  railway  station, 
and  with  a  first-class  express  ticket,  soon  found  myself— 

Cnonus. 

All  among  the  hay,  lads,  all  among  the  hay. 
Talking  to  a  pretty  girl  upon  a  Summer  day; 
All  among  the  hay,  lads,  all  among  the  hay. 
Can't  you  have  a  jolly  spree  when  all  among  the  bay  I 

She's  of  bonny  girls  the  queen,  born  to  be  admir'd; 
Roaming  out  one  day  I'd  been,  feeling  rather  tired; 
When,  as  graceful  as  a  fawn,  she  stootl  in  my  way, 
"With  a  cask  of  "barleycorn,"  all  among  the  hay. 

All  among  the  hay,  lads,  all  among  the,  &c. 

Of  the  boer  I  had  a  sup,  feeling  then  "all  right," 

She  said,  "to  the  brimming  cup  I  was  welcome  quite." 

But  she  soon  did  me  a.stouud.  begged  I'd  go  away; 

"  R'lkcs,"  she  said,  "  were  often  found,  all  among  the  hay." 

AH  among  the  hay,  lads,  all  among  the,  &c. 

Still,  for  all  that  I  could  sec,  she  was  sbaroroiDg  CD5d; 
"Ilought  off"  she  should  ucver  be,  I  would  not  be  "sold;" 
Bouncing  cime  a  rival  raw.  but  I  made  him  "  pay," 
Tiirash'd  him  like  a  load  of  straw,  ail  among  the  bay. 

All  among  the  hay,  lads,  all  among  the.  &c. 

Still  I  prcss'd,  and  she  "  gave  in,"  owning  she  iras  wronf— 
He's  no  man  that  caimot  win  woman  wuh  his  tongue; 
Soon  the  bells  will  pi>al  their  notes,  on  our  wedding -<lay, 
Then  I'll  sow  my  wildest  oaLs,  all  among  the  hay. 

All  among  the  hay,  lads,  all  among  the,  dkc. 


m 


If 


— A.  little  boy  astonished  hia  compaaiona  the  otlwr  day,  hy 
telling  thena  that  he  hud  "n  spanking  (cam  at  his  house."  An 
excited  crowd  of  boys  )iad  walked  nearly  home  with  him,  rvhea 
onQ  of  them  aiked:  "  What  d'ye  call  'em?  "  "Pa  and  ma."  was 
the  reply. 
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This  Little  Plain   Gold  Ring. 

Written  and  sung  b7  Edward  narrlffan.      -, ;-.    ,r 

Arrah,  whca  I  was  a  young  man,  - 

At  the  age  of  twenty-three, 
I  loved  sweet  Molly  Doolan,  ;     :   ,  *•• 

And  I  knew  that  she  loved  me.  ** / 

We  courted  in  the  Winter  time; 

And  one  May  morn  io  Spring, 
She  gave  to  me  this  token,  boys,  ~ 

This  little  plain  gold  ring —  '■_ ' 

Foud  remembrance  bring; 

This  little  plain  gold  ring. 

I  remember  well  our  wedding  day. 

When  the  neif^hbors  one  aiul  all. 
With  hope  and  sunshine  on  their  face, 

80  pleasantly  did  call. 
Arrah,  how  they  laughed  and  danced — 

The  presents  they  did  bring; 
Sure,  there  it  lay  beneath  my  gaze, 

In  this  little  plain  gold  ring — 
Fond  remembrance  bring,  '.     /    . 

This  little  plain  gold  ring. 

Ah  1 1  see  the  dreary  Winter, 

I  hear  the  trembling  wind,  ' 
Whisper  to  me  soft  and  low, 
•        Your  Molly  tvue  and  kind. 

Must  leare  you  now,  Danneen  nsthore. 

My  wife,  my  everything, 
I  pictured  there,  beyond  compare, 

In  this  little  plain  gold  ring — 
Fond  remembrance  bring, 
-    This  little  plain  gold  ring.       : 


A  Wet  Sheet  and  a  Flowing  Sea. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliisSonfr  will  i>e  sent  to  any  address,  postp»M,  c\ 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  P.  O.  Uox  iSes,  New  Yorli  CMy. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Sou^  sent  free  to  any  address. 

/^  A  wet  sheet  and  a  flowing  sea, 

A  wind  that  follows  fast,  '    •  v 

And  fills  the  while  and  rustling  sail,  ,>^  : 

.    .  '   '        And  bends  the  gallant  mast:  .'    .- 

,     And  bends  the  gallant  mast,  my  boys. 
While,  like  the  eagle  free. 
Away  the  good  ship  flies,  and  leaves     '• 
Old  England  on  the  lee.  . 

;      .     Oh,  for  a  soft  and  gentle  wind! 
^  I  heard  a  fair  one  cry;  •;. 

But  give  to  me  the  swelling  breeze. 
And  white  waves  heaving  high : 
■  .     The  white  waves  heaving  iiigh,  my  lads. 
The  good  ship  tight  and  free — 
The  world  of  waters  IS  our  home,      " 
And  merry  men  are  we. 

There's  a  tempest  in  your  horn'd  moon. 

And  lightning  in  yon  cloud; 
And  hark,  the  music,  mariners! 

The  wind  is  wakeninsj  loud: 
The  wind  is  wakening  ioud,  my  boys. 

The  lightning  flashes  free;  "    '• 

The  hollow  oak  our  palace  is,  *       -{■:'. ^.' 

Our  heritage  the  sea.  >  ' 

'  *•»  I        ■■■■ 


The  Female  Barber  Shop. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 

Take  my  advice  when  you  want  a  shave. 

You'll  like  it  if  you  stop, 
To  get  your  hair  and  beard  mowed  off 

In  a  female  barber  shop. 
Those  delicate  female  fingers,  how 

They  tickle  your  cliiu  and  ear,  " . 

You  bet  It's  awful  lovely. 

The  sensation's  strange  and  queer 

Chouus. 
V  Oh,  lather  me,  shave  me! 

Pour  hair-oil  on  my  hairl 
J    Lovely  female  barber. 
Fairest  of  the  fair; 
I  think  I  hear  the  razor  now 

Going  it  flipily  flop. 
As  she  gently  strops  it  back  and  forth  ■ 
lu  the  female  barber  shop.  ' 

Oh.  fair  tonsorial  artist,  .' 

With  lips  of  rosy  hue, 
Breathing  love  and  lavender,    ~  .  " 

Oh,  give  us  a  dry  shampoo! 
Bring  out  y6ur  best  iuiir  tonic. 

Put  wax  on  my  moustache. 
Keep  me  in  your  chuir  forever. 

Call  me  your  only  mash. — Choru$. 

Pan  7»J  hSiT^7>'ihV7Xr>66il^, 

Souse  mc  with  cologne, 
Jaca  me  wiih  pomatata 

Ami  vyeTyih'>}>gih»l'»]iT>s>WT>; 
R»(>  if>e  l>a^d  spot  gcnlfy, 

Yaruish  it  with  a  mop. 
Carry  me  back  on  a  powder  puS, 

To  that  female  barber  shop. — CHorus. 


— "  And  what,  in  the  name  of  goodness,  is  this?"  asked  Mrs. 
David  Davis,  as  the  Senator  lugged  something  into  the  room 
and  dropped  It  at  J)er  feet.  "This  is  my  sliivl,  davJiug,  and  I 
wiW  be  ^neaiiy  obYi^ti  if  jem  "»?>J  9&T*  &»  a  5^»jj&a  fftr  jae-." 
*'r>avid  I>ar>s,"  Hi'id  fae  iady  sleim^y,  '^  xshcn  j{>a  hrmg  me 
-y©»r  *b}rl  1  "»)))  sew  o»  a  button  for  you  with  jvksis«rc,  aabe- 
eor&fA  a  fj>»d  a»i?  d»lifvi5  "wifs;  i>vsl  jvss^l  bc>^,  sir,  I  sss^st  $s»ist 


ROCK  THE   CRADLE,   JOHN. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tiiis  Sonir  willbe  sent  to  anv  address,  poet-paid,  ot 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Sunt;s  sent  free  to  any  address. 

Old  Humphrey  Hodge  a  farmer  was. 

His  age  was  fifty -seven; 
A  bachelor,  too,  and  well  to  do,  •  : 

For  he  in  the  world  had  thriven; 
And  Humphrey  Hodge  from  dawn  till  dark. 

Was  happy  as  the  day  was  long. 
For  he  rose  with  the  sua,  and  he  sang  with  the  lark, 

And  this  was  his  favorite  song— 
C'nouus. 

Rock  the  cradle,  John, 
Rock  the  cradle,  John,  .   , 

An  old  man  married,  had  belter  be  buried,        -."[ 
-^         Thau  rocking  the  cradle  alone. 

Now  Humphrey  Hodge  had  a  servant  girl. 

As  blooming  as  theday. 
And  she  was  fair  as  the  lily  or  ])car]. 

And  fresh  as  the  flowers  in  May; 
And  her  eyes  shot  forth  such  lustrous  beams. 

That  somehow,  ere  'twas  long. 
Her  image  was  ever  in  Humphrey's  dreams,         ^        . 
.     In  spite  of  his  favorite  song— C7(w;-tt«. 

Now  If  umphrey  Hodge,  alas,  and  alas, 

Grew  tired  of  single  life. 
And  ere  the  harvest  moon  could  pass, 

He  made  his  ttuiid  his  wife; 
And  the  sun  shone  bright  on  his  marriage  mom. 

And  the  ItelJs  rang  out  dinj;,  dong. 
And  Humphrey  felt  like  a  man  new  born, 

And  fairly  forgot  the  soug — Ou/rua. 

Kbw  H»j»pS>rcy  irorfge  and  bis  dear  SilVSe  "wtfs^ 

Were  happy  as  any  pair,  • 

"Until  the  time  that  he  was  blessed 

WiUi  a^  Wx«>si  s.&»  a»iS  be>5; 
Ai?'}  he  stis  sad  s'ls^Ws  «s  iite  hctby  cries,  :        ■ 

With  its  lungs  so  loud  aud  5;troHg, 
Y«t  iie  siogs,  foTSft^tb.  i^a\i  reSfccla  ovv  I5^e  trat^ 

CoziUcmc'ii  in  his  lavorile  song — Vh&rtif.  * 

Now  Humphrey  Hotlge  walks  round  the  farm..  ** 

And  his  hair  is  silver  grey,  *       .       v 

With  bis  wife  before,  and  the  cbiJd  on  bis  arnt 

AbjS  people  sm'i'ie  st  tae  BiYiy  »>fi  bjsb,  .  . .    ,,     .     /  : . 
BeS»g  wed  to  a  "wSfe  »«>  y d»»jj.  '  ■ '  ■"■-■■■'' "      '•  • 
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Fror  I  the  tvoiUI's  busy  scenes  I've  a  dear  lilllo  nest, 

W  leie  I  liaste  wlieii  tlie  day's  loil  is  o'er; 
For   t's  tliere  thai  I  fiud  sweetest  coiufoit  uud  rest, 

W  lea  I  enter  its  low  humble  door. 
Now   of  coiKte,  I  deliiibt  in  my  home  warm  and  brigh., 

Ai  d  tlie  room  by  the  tire-glow  iujpearlM: 
But   or  tiiere  I'd  not  care,  were  I  not  welcom'd  there 

By  the  best  little  wife  in  the  world. 

Chords. 

Su  :h  a  dear  little  wife,  she's  the  joy  of  my  life; 

J  md  in  life's  busy  cares  as  I'm  whirl'd, 
It   3  many  a  day  tliat  1  lovingly  say — 

i  he's  the  bebt  little  wife  in  the  world. 

Oh!  1  lo  king  is  more  proud,  as  he  sits  on  his  throne, 

Til  iin  I  am  in  my  own  cosy  nest, 
Whee,  like  music  to  me,  my  wile's  merry  tone, 

As  she  gives  me  a  lovinij  caress. 
She  i }  gentle  and  kind,  like  an  angel  I  And, 

W  len  life's  cares  o'er  my  pathway  are  whirl'd; 
She    i  winsome  and  sweet,  and  so  loving  and  neat; 

Ye  i,  the  best  little  wife  in  the  world. — Vhorus. 

As  I  sit  by  the  fire,  with  her  close  by  my  side. 

Oil !  I  think  of  the  many,  to-d.n,y, 
Who  have  no  loving  heart  for  their  comfort  and  guide, 

Asjlhey  journey  o'er  life's  troubled  way. 
Takq  a  lesson  from  me.  ye  who  single  may  be. 

Lei  your  bachelor  banners  be  furl'd: 
Findfa  girl  who  will  make,  without  any  mistake, 

Yc  u  the  best  little  wife  in  the  world.  —  V/ionts. 


^O  IRISH  NEED  APPLY. 

Sung  by  Miss  Maud  Morriasey. 

In  the  papers  have  you  read. 

Have  you  noticecl  what  they  said? 
No  Irish  people  need  apply 

To  earn  their  daily  bread. 
But  I'll  plainly  show  to  you 

What  our  Iiishmen  can  do; 
In  honesty  I'll  sliow  you 

What  tliey  really  ought  to  do — 
On  this  you  may  rely. 

You  will  find  out  by-and-by. 
That  the  sons  of  Erin's  sunny  isle 

Are  welcome  to  apply. 

[Reptat  last  four  lines. 

On  the  plains  of  Waterloo, 

Where  bullets  like  hailstones  flew, 
There  was  the  Duke  of  Wellington, 

'•  Bad  luck  to  him,"  what  did  he  do? 
JLe  bate  poor  Bonaparte, 

Though  he  wore  an  Irish  heart. 
He  won  his  wreath  of  laurels, 

Thouijh  the  Irish  won  their  part. 
"Faugh-a-ballagh."  they  did  cry, 

"  We  will  conquer  or  we'll  die  " 
Proud  England,  mind  your  Irishmen, 

You'll  need  them  by-and-by. 

[Itepea  t  last  f&u  r  line*. 

Jusv  note  the  Irish  girl, 

As  she  is  skipping  to  the  well, 
■With  blossoms  blooming  on  her  cheek, 

Like  roses  in  the  dell. 
She  is  so  bright  and  fair, 

W^ilh  her  jet-black  eyes  and  hair. 
Show  me  your  English  lady 

Who  a  brighter  name  CJin  bear! 
^I'hen  raise  them  as  you  should, 

For  'lis  fit  we  all  do  good, 
Oh.  never  crush  an  Irishman, 

But  raise  him  as  you  should. 

{Repeat  tottfour  Une$, 


r-» 


-THE   DUDE. 

Who  strolls  the  Ave.  each  uftcruooa; 

Who  whistles  airs  all  out  of  tune; 

And  dons  short  coats  cut  quite  too  "  soon  "? 

/,  The  Dude. 

Obstftve  his  form,  j    You  can.  for  he 
Wears  pants  as  tight  as  tight  can  be — 
(And  puuls  for  notoriety)—- 

/  The  Dude. 

Who's  stiff  as  statue  cut  in  wood; 

Can't  bend,  and  wouldn't  if  he  could: 

A  sort  of  nothing  'twixt  the  bad  aud  good? 

Tiie  Dude. 

Who  wears  his  hair  all  nice  and  banged, 
And  says,  "  By  Jove,  that  Mrs.  Langt- 
Ry's  chuwmiug  quite,  or  I'll  be  hanged"? 

The  Dude. 

Who  drives  a  tandem  through  the  park, 
Says,  "Life's,  aw,  such  a  jolly  lark" 
(Perhaps  the  Dude's  the  long-sought  "  Snark  ")? 

The  Dude. 

Who  goes  to  all  receptions,  teas; 
Who  smirks  a  smile  at  friends  he  sees. 
And,  fur  his  health,  sips  saugarees? 

The  Dude.  ' 

Who  dresses  in  the  latest  style. 
Declares:  "The  weathah's  thimply  rile," 
Aud  lisps  some  dainty  swear,  the  while? 

The  Diide. 

Who's  neither  fool,  nor  knave,  nor  sage, 
This  funny  speck  on  nature's  page — 
Conundrum  of  the  modern  age? 

The  Dude. 

Who.  then,  can  work  the  puzzle  throtigh— 
Tell  what  it's  for — what  it  can  do? 
Guess  what  it  is,  I'll  give  it  you. 

The  Dude. 
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Dot  Funny  Leetle  Baby. 

Recited  by  Gus  WIlUanM, 

So  help  me  gracious!  every  day 
I  laugh  me  vild  to  see  der  vay 
My  shmall  young  baby  dries  to  play — 
Dot  funny  little  baby. 

Vhen  I  look  of  dhem  leetle  toes, 
Und  saw  dot  funny  leetle  nose, 
Und  heard  de  vay  dot  rooster  crows, 
I  shmile  like  I  vas  grasy. 

Und  vhen  I  heard  der  real  nice  vay, 
Dhem  peoples  to  my  vife  dliey  say, 
"  More  like  his  fartler  efery  day. 
I  vas  so  proud  like  blazes. 

Sometimes  dor  comes  a  leetle  ;;hquall, 
Dot's  vhen  der  vindy  vind  vill  grail. 
Right  in  his  leetle  slitomack  stimuli — 
Dot's  too  bad  for  <ler  baby 

Und  makes  him  sing  at  night  so  shveet,     . 
Uud  gorrybarric  he  must  ead, 
Und  I  must  cliumb  shbry  on  my  feet. 
To  help  dot  leetle  baby 

He  bull  my  nose  und  kicks  my  hair, 
Uud  grawls  me  ofer  efery vhere. 
Uud  shiobbers  me — but  vol  I  care? 
Dot  vas  my  shmall  young  baby 

Around  my  head  dot  leetle  arm 

"Vas  schquezin  me  so  nice  und  varm—  :  . 

Oh!  may  dhere  nefer  coom  some  harm  '.  ;',•'=• 

To  dot  shmall  leetle  baby  '■  • '  ; 
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V    r  BRIDGET  DONOHUE, 

./;'':" -vr.  :■;,.    Sung  by  Devlin  and  Tracy..;-     :,  V 

My  name  is  Barney  Blake,  I'm  a  taring  Irish  rake, 

Considered  by  my  neighbors  rather  haudy, 
I  was  reared  to  the  spade,  but  I  learned  tlic  tailoring  trade, 

And  til  ink  myself  us  good  ns  John  or  Sandy; 
I  work  in  first-class  shops,  I  makes  clothes  fur  swells  and  fops, 

I'm  contended  with  my  daily  occupation; 
I  love  a  colleen  rhue,  called  Bridget  Donohue,       >  - >', . 

And  she's  the  pride  of  all  the  Iri&h  nation. 

Chorus, 

.    Bridget  Donohue,  I've  got  my  eye  on  you, 
■  If  you  only  marry  Barney  you'll  have  no  cause  to  rue; 
You're  the  apple  of  my  eye,  I'm  your  Irish  cockatoo, 
Mr.  Cupid  knocked  me  stupid  for  Bridget  Donohue. 

At  the  wedding  of  Pat  O'Hare,  I  first  met  Bridget  there. 

As  she  sat  beside  me  at  the  wedding  supper; 
When  she  handed  me  my  tay,  I  felt — I  cannot  say. 

But  my  heart  it  melted  like  u  lump  of  butter; 
I  asked  her  there  and  then  if  she'd  have  mc  for  a  man, 

When  she  smiled  on  me  as  cute  as  any  jailer. 
She  said  she  would  with  pride,  since  that  I'm  satisfied, 

She  loves  none  else  but  Barney  Blake,  the  tailor. — (JJioru*. 

She's  modest  as  she's  mild,  she's  a  dacent  father's  child. 

And  I'm  longing  for  the  day  of  our  marriage; 
You  would  go  from  liere  to  Spain  to  hear  her  sing  "Napoleon's 

And  at  dancing  she's  got  i\  lovely  carriage;         .  [Dream," 

The  other  logs  may  try  to  put  out  Barney's  eye, 

But  soon  they'll  find  its  nothing  but  a  failure. 
She  wouldn't  see  me  fooled,  she's  as  pure  as  guinea  gold. 

To  her  thumping,  stumping,  jumping  Irish  tailor. — Choru9. 

THE  DEATH  OF  NELSOK 
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'■"'■■  "   Recitative,      -'■■■'s  '-^  ''""'".' 

O'er  Nelson's  tomb,  with  silent  grief  oppress'd, 
Britannia  mourn'd  iier  hero,  now  ut  rest; 
But  those  bright  laurels  ne'er  shall  fade  with  years,  ? 

Whose  leaves  are  water'd  by  a  nation's  tears. 

Am.  _  •  .  '  •'       ';:'^ 

'T was  in  Trafalgar's  bay 
We  saw  the  Frenchmen  lay, 

Each  heart  was  bounding  then; 
We  scoru'd  the  foreign  yoke, 
Our  ships  were  British  oak. 

And  hearts  of  oak  our  men; 
Our  Nelson  mark'd  them  on  the  wave. 
Three  cheers  our  gallant  seamen  gave. 

Nor  thought  of  home  or  beauty ; 
Along  the  line  the  siL'nal  ran — 
"  England  expects  tliat  every  man    . 
__-  This  day  will  do  his  duty."  ;.     . 

And  now  the  cannons  roar 
'  ,      ,        Along  the  affriiihted  shore — 
Our  Nelson  led  the  way; 
His  ship,  the  Vict'ry  nani'd, 
^  Long  be  that  vict'ry  famed  I 

For  vict'ry  crowu'd  the  day; 
But  dearly  was  that  conquest  bought, 
•  Too  well  the  gallant  hero  fought 

For  England,  home,  and  beauty;    <^  . 

He  cried,  as 'midst  the  fire  be  ran, 
"  England  expects  that  every  man 
This  day  will  do  his  duty." 

At  last  the  fatal  wound, 

Whicli  spread  dismay  around,  , 

The  hero's  breast  receiv'd;  " /. 

.  .-:              "Ileav'n  fights  on  our  side —  ;       ■  ' 

y        /           The  day's  our  own,"  he  cried;          '  ,       / 

"v  ;^  ,               "Now  long  enough  I've  liv'd.  ■:     r  K  r-, 

"                   In  honor's  cause  my  life  was  past,  V  ■   -  -  /•/:;: 

.   ,.  ■       Id  honor's  cause  I  fall  at  last,  ■■■  -^yv''.:^-{^-^" 

,'■'.                     For  England,  home,  and  beauty  1"  :^"' .  f-  R^  •' ' 

■"•'^  '.               Thus  ending  life  a:,  he  began,  '•  •  :'"-'''.•':  • 

England  confess'd  that  every  man  ■ :!',.;  "V 
That  day  had  doue  his  duty. 


r     YELLOW-HAIRED   NELLIE. 

=   ;^;, ;•;;,::■?■  "  Recited  by  A.  J.  Jackson.        ,  ,  ;:V- 

Wal,  you  see,  it's  a  queer  story,  Missy;    :/<  :■  .    ,- 
The  little  gal's  none  of  our  li in;  •'•  - 

But.  you  bet,  when  the  old  men  go  under,      ,\:  '  ; 
She's  the  one  who  will  handle  our  tin.     ^^    '"-^  ." 

My  i)ard  and  me's  rough  miniu'  fellers,      •' ]'■  ■ 
We've  got  nary  children  nor  wife,  ,>•';; 

But  we  love  little  yellow-Iiaired  Nellie,  -^  \   ■ 

.     -       An'  we'll  rear  her  up  right — bet  yer  life.  ' ,. 

How  old?    Wal,  she's  nigh  eight,  I  reckon;        /  , 

Five  years  since  we  brought  her  out  here;   '•  "         r 
An' she  was  the  cunuiu'est  baby  -■''.'■ 

We'd  looked  at  for  nmny  a  year.  ,    r.  '. 

You  see, 'twas  the  time  the  Apaches  '     ■   :'.' 

Broke  out.     Blast  the  red  imps  of  sin!  >' 
The  emigrant  train  crossed  their  trull.  Miss,  '  t.     - 

An'  the  Injuns  they  scooped  *em  all  in. 

Yes,  thar  lay  men,  children  and  wimmin; 

The  red  devils  raised  all  their  ha'r, 
We  couldn't  do  nothiu' to  help 'cm, 

So  my  pard  and  me  buried 'em  thar. 
We  found  one  likely-looUiu'  young  crctur' 

Lyin'  out  from  the  rest  of  the  he.ip. 
She  was  dead,  like  the  rest,  an'  Nellie 

Lay  close  by  her  side— fast  asleep.  ;  v.    . 

Wal,  'twas  near  ninety  mile  to  the  settlement,        '  •- 
Bill  an'  me  turned  the  thing  in  our  mind; 

An' at  last  concluded  to  keep  her,  •  .       . 

An'  bring  her  up  lovin'  and  kind. 

We  buried  her  poor  dad  an'  mammy,  -         5  ^ 

Likewise  all  thei^  unlucky  mates;  "-...    . 

An' we  named  her  Nell,  arter  a  sweetheart  " 

.    My  pard  had  ouce  back  in  the  States. 

But  the  trouble  we  had  with  that  young  un  <. 

Was  somethiu' quite  funny  to  see;  ,...,■ 
Bill  gave  her  up  for  a  mystery,  '  - 

Likewise  she  was  too  much  for  me. 
Her  durued  duds  we  couldn't  get  on  right. 

An'  we  cussed  ev'ry  butt'n  an'  string; 
But  arter  a  spell  we  did  better. 

When  we  ouce  got  the  hang  of  the  thing.  .- 

An'  she  growed  up  quite  pertlike  an'  bloomin'; 

AVe  lake  her  to  work  ev'ry  day. 
While  Bill  and  me's  busy  a  miuin' 

She'll  sit  by  the  rock  pile  an*  play. 
And  she's  made  better  men  of  both  of  us.  Miss,  .    - 

We  don't  cuss  now,  nor  go  on  no  spree, 
'Cause  we're  workin' and  savin' for  Nellie, 

The  pride  of  my  old  pard  au' me.  '   y^ 

Jessie,  the  Flower  of  Dumblane. 
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The  sun  has  gane  down  o'er  the  lofty  Ben  Lomond, 
And  left  the  red  clouds  to  preside  o'er  the  scene; 

While  lanely  I  strfty  in  a  calm  simmer  gloaming,  =    i 

To  muse  on  sweet  Jessie,  the  flow'r  o'  Dumblane. 

How  sweet  is  the  brier,  wl'  its  saft  faulding  blossom, 
And  sweet  is  the  birck  wi' its  mantle  o' green,  / 

Yet  sweeter  and  fairer,  and  dearer  to  this  bosom, 
Is  lovely  young  Jessie,  the  flow'r  o'  Dumblane. 

She's  modest  as  ony.  and  blithe  as  she's  bonny,  s  . 

For  guileless  simplicity  marks  her  its  aiu, 
An<l  far  be  the  villain  divested  o'  feeling,  "  '    '  - 

Wa'd  blight  in  its  bloom,  the  sweet  flow'r  o'  Dumblane. 

Sing  on,  thou  sweet  Mavis,  thy  hymns  to  the  evening, 
Thou'rt  dear  to  the  echoes  o'  Calderwood  Gleu; 

Sae  dear  to  his  bosom,  sae  artless  and  winning. 
Is  charming  young  Jessie,  the  flow'r  o'  Dumbla&fe. 

How  lost  were  my  days,  'till  I  met  wi'  Jessie, 
The  sports  o'  the  city  seem'd  foolish  and  vain; 

I  ne'er  saw  a  nymph  I  would  ca'  my  dear  lassie, 
'Till  charm'd  wi'  sweet  Jessie,  the  flow'r  o'  Dumblane. 
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S^eak,  Oh!  Speak  to  Me  Again, 
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Speak,  oh!  speak  to  me  ngain, 
CiUisc  me  not  uiiwoiiieii  pain; 
Words  of  love  should  uever  cease 
When  tiiey  brin>;  sucii  heartfelt  peace; 
Let  inc  bask  wiihiii  tliy  stnile. 
Let  tliy  songs  my  heart  beiruile, 
Let  me  busk  wiliiin  lliy  smile. 
Let  thy  sonirs  my  heart  beguile. 
Cause  me  not  unwonted  paiu — 
Let  me  hear  thy  voice  aguia. 

Summer  will  not  always  last. 
Noou  of  life  will  soon  be  i>ast; 
Like  tiie  flowers  we  too  must  fade — 
Pass  from  sunshiuc  into  shade; 
"Wither  like  tiie  leaves  that  fall, 
And  the  earth  encompass  all! 
Wither  like  the  leav(;9  that  fall. 
And  the  earth  encompass  all! 
Cause  me  not  unwonted  pain- 
Let  mc  hear  thee  speaX  again. 

As  the  sun  with  roseate  r.ays, 
Brightly  tints  the  dying  days; 
As  the  moon  with  SoftenM  beam, 
Silvers  up  the  limpid  stream; 
Let  thine  eyes  my  radiance  be. 
Oil!  reflect  thy  soul  on  me! 
Let  thine  eyes  my  radiance  be. 
Oh!  reflect  thy  soul  on  me! 
Cause  me  not  unwonted  pain — 
AU!  ah!  I  hear  thee  speak  again. 
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KEKHY   DANCE. 
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Oh!  the  d.\V3  of  the  Kerry  dancing. 

Oh!  the  ling  of  the  piper's  tune; 
Oh!  for  one  of  tliose  Lours  of  gladness. 

Gone— alas!  like  youth,  too  sooul 
Wlicn  the  boys  bcg.in  to  gather 

In  the  L'h  n  of  a  Summer  night. 
And  the  Kerry  piper's  tunin<i. 

Made  us  long  with  wild  dc-light 

j  CnoniTS. 

Oh!  to  think  of  it.  oh !  to  dream  of  it, 

Fills  my  heart  witli  ti-ars; 

Oii!  the  days  of  K(;rry  dancing. 

Oil!  the  rinir  of  I  lie  piper'.s  tunc; 
Oh!  for  one  of  those  hours  of  gladness. 

Gone — alas!  like  youth,  too  sooul 

Rkfkaix. 
Time  goes  on,  and  the  happy  years  are  dead. 
And  one  by  one  the  merry  hearts  are  fled; 
Silent  now  is  llie  wild  ami  lonely  glen. 
Wlierc  the  bright  glad  laugh  will  echo  ne'er  again. 

Only  dreaming  of  days  gone  by.  in  my  heart  I  hear 

Loving  voices  of  old  companions. 

Stealing  out  of  the  past  onee  more — 
And  the  .sound  of  tlie  dear  old  music, 

Soft  and  sweet  as  in  days  of  yore. 
When  the  boys  began  to  gather 

In  the  glen  of  a  Summer  night. 
And  the  Kerry  piper's  tuning. 

Made  us  long  with  wild  delight. — Chorus  and  lie/rait. 

Was  there  ever  a  sweeter  colleen 

In  the  d:uice  than  Eily  More? 
Or  a  prouder  lad  than  Thady, 

As  he  boldly  took  the  floor? 
"Lads  and  las.ses  to  your  places,  , 

Up  the  middle  down  airain." 
Ah!  the  merry-hearte«l  laughter 

Ringing  through  the  happy  glen. — Chorus  and  Refrain. 


AIN'T  YOU  AWFUL.  ; 
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I  took  my  love  one  ev'uing,  .  . 

When  the  Summer  moon  was  beaming, 

Tliro' silent  arbors  gleaming, 

Where  cupid  has  coutrol; 

I  wanted  to  tell  her 

How  dearly  I  adored  her. 

But.  oh!  she  would  not  listen, 

Tho'  I  tenderly  implored  her; 

Oh!  love,  oh!  love,  why  don't  you  heed  me? 

How  can  you  treat  me  so? 

In  vain,  in  vain,  iu  vaiov 

She  heeded  not  my  pain; 

She  turned  away  her  head. 

And  this  was  all  she  said — 

Chorus. 

Oh!  ain't  you  awful; 

It's  wrong,  you  know,  to  love  me  so. 

Yes,  you  are  awful: 

Your  like  I  ne'er  did  see; 

Oh!  ain't  you  awful; 

It's  wrong,  you  know,  to  love  me  so. 

Dear  me,  you're  horrid; 

Why  don't  you  let  me  be? 
To  make  my  feelings  clearer, 
I  advanced  a  little  nearer, 
And  said  I'd  like  to  hear  her 
Say  yes,  and  ease  my  mind; 
She  fumbled  and  mumbled, 
And  laughed  at  my  attention; 
She  said  mamma  would  scold  her. 
If  such  things  she  dared  to  mention;  , 

"Come,  love."  I  cried,  "we'll  run  away, 
And  leave  your  mamma  behind." 
"  Oh  I  no,  oh !  no,"  she  said, 
"  Don't  ask  me  now  to  wed; 
What  would  the  people  say 
If  we  should  run  away?"— C/iOJ'Mi, 

She  talked  on  useless  matters. 

Till  my  i)atience  was  in  tatters. 

Just  as  a  woman  clatters. 

When  silent  slie  should  be; 

I  begged  her  to  listen. 

And  ilrew  her  close  beside  me; 

But  she  bocan  to  fidget. 

And  her  louuish  eyes  defied  me, 

And  soon  she  told  me  with  a  smile 

Tiiat  she  did  not  care  for  me; 

My  love  was  all  in  vain, 

She  heeded  not  my  pain. 

She  turned  away  her  head. 

And  this  was  all  she  said — Chorui, 


BEAUTIFUL  BELLS. 
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Beautiful,  beautiful  fairy-like  bells, 

SwL-etly  ye  float  o'er  the  wild  flowery  dells: 

There's  a  voice  in  each  note  of  your  eloquent  chime, 

Wlii(  h  recalls  to  the  lone  heart  some  happier  time. 

Beautiful,  beautiful,  through  the  Still  Vale, 

I5orne  on  the  wings  of  tlie  soft-balmy  gale. 

Like  music  from  fairy-land  hovering  around, 

Soft  echo  repeating  the  magical  sound —  ' 

CuOIftTS. 

Beautiful,  beautiful  fairy -like  bells. 
Sweetly  ye  flo;it  o'er  the  wild-flowcry  dells;     ' 
To  murmuring  cadences  dyinir  awiiy. 
Chiming  farewell  to  the  fast-fleeting  day. 

Beauiiful.  beautiful,  telling  of  rest. 

Breathing  of  peace  to  the  wanderer's  breast; 

Waking  the  past  with  a  ten<ler  n-gret. 

Till  we  Weep  o'er  the  joys  th.-it  we  fain  would  forget. 

Beauiiful.  beautiful  lyre  like '«>clls, 

Tliou'j;h  many  sad  tales  your  melody  tells,  y  ,    y 

Yet  to  earth's  weary  pilgrims  we  whisper  of  bliss, 

In  a  world  that  is  purer  and  brighter  than  this. — CJiortu. 
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Jenny,  Who  Lives  in  the  DelL 
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Oh!  the  fairies  have  not  all  departed         .    ^ 

And  biiJ  this  dull  phinet  adieu;  , 

For  I  know  a  maid  gentle-hearted,  i     . 

Witii  eyes  that  are  tender  and  blue —       - 
Yoii'd  take,  in  a  moment,  to  be  cue — 

Slie  weaves  in  all  bosoms  a  spell; 
So  if  you  are  longing  to  see  one, 

It's  Jenny,  who  lives  iu  the  dell.  ; 

. '  Chords.  .       . 

.  Jenny,  who  lives  in  the  dell,  -. 

Jenny,  who  lives  iu  tiie  dell; 
There  is  no  maid  so  bright  and  bonny 
As  Jenny,  who  lives  iu  the  dell. 

Oh!  I'm  sighing  wherever  I  wander,  '.-  ■^-'.■ 

My  heart  has  been  stolen  away; 
On  nolhiug  at  ail  do  I  ponder. 

But  Jenny's  fair  face,  all  the  day; 
But  she  sings  as  blithesome  as  ever. 

And  knows  that  I  love  her  so  well; 
For,  love,  iu  his  roving,  has  ne%'er 

Found  Jenny,  who  lives  in  the  dell. — Chorut. 


I  was  Despised  Because  I  was  Poor. 

Farewell,  false  girl,  I  leave  you  l.i  sorrow  and  in  pain ; 
My  absence  cannot  (rrieve  you,  .soon  you'll  bear  a  stranger's  name ; 
I'm  forsaken  for  another,  one  with  gold  in  store- 
Then  farewell,  father  and  mother— I'm  despised  for  being  poor. 

We  have  lived  and  loved  from  childhood,  and  vowed  we  ne'er  would  part, 
Pass'd  many  hours  in  the  wild  wood,  but  she  has  nearly  broke  my  heart ; 
There  came  a  wealthy  stranger,  just  from  a  foreign  shore—       ... 
lie  woo'd,  and  soon  he  gained  her  from  me— for  I  was  poor. 

When  wed,  the  bells  were  cliiming,  as  the  carriage  it  pass'd  by, 
The  lads  and  lasses  smiling- but  a  tear  bedim'd  her  eye  ; 
Farewell,  vain  girl,  the  ocean  will  part  us  evermore— 
I  loved  you  with  devotion,  but  was  scorned  for  being  poor. 

I  shall  never  more  behold  her,  nor  hear  her  sweet  voice  again 

I've  enlisted  for  a  soldier,  to  die  on  the  battle  plain ; 

May  sorrow  ne'er  distress  her.  but  happiness  in  store  ; 

And  yet,  loving,  I  will  bless  her— though  despised  for  being  poor. 

, — ^  m  m     I 

THE  OLD  PINE  TREE. 
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Oh!  darkies,  now  I'm  gwiue  to  sing,  .      .     - 

De  truth  to  you  I'll  tell, 
Ob  happy  days  dat  I  hab  seen    " 

Wid  my  dear  Naucy  Bell. 
Oh!  I  wish  dat  I  was  back  agai^  / 

.:  'Way  down  iu  Tennessee,  -;      ^ 

Wid  my  dear  Nancy  by  my  side. 
Beneath  de  old  pine  tree. 

Ciionus, 

'Tis  many  a  night  since  first  we  met,    . 

'Neath  dat  old  pine  tree; 
An' dar  we  told  our  tales  ob  lub, 

How  happy  we  shall  be. 

My  lub  has  left  me  long  ago, 
Whar  she  is  no  one  can  tell ; 
■     An' I  am  nearly  crazy  now 
For  my  dear  Nancy  Bell. 
But  I  dreamt  last  night,  when  all  was  still, 
Dat  she'd  come  back  to  me, 
.    ■    An'  I  would  yet  see  happy  days  - .      '  .' 

'  V  i         Beneath  de  old  pine  tree  —Chorui.        '     v'       .    . 

I  quite  forgot  I  was  so  old. 
It  seems  to  me  a  dream,  ;•    . 

'  Dat  three  score  years  hab  past  ana  gone ' 
"  V  ^        Since  I  was  seventeen. 

But  eb'rything  is  right  at  last,  "v.  .• ' 

An'  Nancy  is  true  to  me,  ;  ., 

An'  wheu  we  die,  oh!  let  us  rest  ;  ^    . 

Beneath  de  old  pine  tree  -» CJiorui. 


THE   BUGABOO. 
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Come  all  ye  tender  hcyirted  boys,     •• 

Wherever  you  may  be,  •■         . 

And  111  tell  5'ou  of  the  dangers  ■'     .' 

Upon  the  dark  blue  sea — 
Of  the  dangers  and  the  hardships,  my  boys, 

That  I  went  through,  -^ 

When  I  shipped  as  cook  and  steward,  my  boys. 

On  board  of  the  Bugaboo.  .  /    .- 

The  day  when  I  first  joined  her. 

She  lay  in  James  street  canal ; 
She  wa.'  large  and  stout  and  beautiful — 

Forget  her  shape  I  never  shall;  ,  _ 

The  captaiu  wore  a  large  straw  hat. 

Knee  breeches  and  a  body  coat  so  blue, 
Anah!  boys,  he  made  a  fine  figurehead 

For  to  ornament  the  Bugaboo 

We  soon  weighed  anchor  and  set  sail  , 

To  plough  the  raging  surf,  .' 

We  were  bound  for  the  bog  of  Ahan  ."  - 

To  get  a  load  of  turf ; 
We  sailed  until  we  passed  the  back 

Of  Richmond  barracks  so  true. 
When  the  gallant  84th  fired  a  royal  salute  of  bricks 

At  the  captaiu  of  the  Bugaboo. 

We  sailed  three  years  when  a  storm  arose,  ■      . 

And  the  sea  ran  mountain  high, 
The  thunder  rolled,  the  lightning  flashed  ,  ■.  / 

And  lit  the  dark  blue  sky. 
So  the  second  mate  gave  orders 

To  lower  the  sails  and  crew. 
While  the  captain  down  below  was  smoking  in  his  bed — 

He  set  fire  to  the  Bugaboo. 

When  the  captain  found  what  he  had  done, 

He  loud  for  help  did  shout,  .     * 

He  called  up  through  the  chimney  top  , 

For  the  helmsman  to  come  and  put  it  out; 
But  the  helmsman  was  fast  tisleep, 
/     And  to  his  post  untrue, 

'  And  the  fire  burned  so  hard  through  the  middle  of  the  turf, 
They  couldn't  save  the  Bugaboo. 

When  fifteen  thousand  miles'from  laud, 

In  latitude  fifty  four. 
The  fire  burned  so  hard  one  night 

That  it  couldn't  burn  any  more; 
So  the  captain  he  gave  orders 

To  lower  he  boats  and  save  the  crew, 
While  1,000  rods  of  turf  and  50,000  men 

Were  smothered  in  the  Bugaboo. 


SOME  ONE  TO  LOVE. 
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Oh!  yes,  I  must  have  Kouie  one  to  love,  .    . 

While  I  am  doomed  the  wide  earth  to  rove; 

Some  one  my  wandering  bark  to  steer 

Over  life's  waters,  dark  and  tirear; 

Tho'  care  assails  me,  tlio'  fortune  fail  me. 

And  my  sac*  heart  with  sorrow  may  bend, 

I  should  not  grieve  me,  if  fate  would  leave  me 

Something  to  love,  more  than  a  friend. 

Oh!  yes,  1  must  have  some  one  to  love;  ■ 

Oh!  yes,  I  must  have  some  one  to  love. 

Doth  not  the  sun  give  life  to  the  flower?  .'  ... 

Waken  to  joy  each  bird  of  the  bower? 

So  love  can  soothe  the  weariest  lot — 

A  parad:se  make  of  the  dreariest  spot.  ■  ;. 

Had  I  the  treasure  miser  hearts  measure. 

And  yet,  alone,  ivere  destined  to  rove. 

Wealth  would  not  cheer  me,  were  there  not  near  me 

Some  one  to  love,  some  one  to  love. 

Oh!  yes,  I  must  have  some  one  to  love;     y ,     •. 

Oh!  yes,  I  must  have  some  one  to  love. 
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One  More  Ribber  for  to  Cross. 
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Ole  Noah,  once  he  built  de  ark— 
Dar'8  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross; 

He  patched  it  up  wid  hick'ry  bark— 

I    Dur'b  oue  mure  ribber  for  to  cross. 

I  CnoRCs. 

One  more  ribber,  and  dat  ole  ribber  am  Jordan; 
Dar'a  uue  mure  ribber,  dar'u  oue  more  rilA)«r  for  to  cruea. 

He  went  to  work  to  load  his  stock— 

Dar'8  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross; 
He  anchored  ile  ark  with  a  great  big  rock— 

Dars  oue  more  ribber  for  to  cross.— CuoBUS. 

De  animals  went  in  one  by  one— 

Dar's  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross; 
De  elephant  chewiu'  a  caraway  bun— 

Dur's  oue  more  ribber  for  to  cross.- Chorus. 

De  animals  went  in  two  by  two— 

Dar's  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross; 
De  rhinojiceras  and  de  kangaroo— 

Dar's  oue  more  ribber  for  to  cross.- Chobus. 

De  animals  went  iu  three  by  three— 

Dar"s  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross; 
De  bear,  de  b\ig  and  bumble-bee— 

Dars  oue  more  nbber  for  to  cross.- Chorps.    . 

De  animals  went  in  four  by  four— 

Dar's  one  more  ribbtT  for  to  cross; 
Ole  Xoah  got  mad  and  hollered  for  more— 

Dar'tt  oue  more  nbber  for  to  crosa.-CHORus. 
« 
De  animals  went  in  Ave  by  five— 

par's  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross; 
W  id  Saratoga  trunks  dey  did  arrive— 

Dar's  oue  more  ribber  for  to  cross. — CUORCS. 

De  animals  went  In  six  bv  six— 

Dar's  out-  nu>re  ribber  for  to  cross; 
De  hvena  laughed  at  de  monkey's  tricks— 

Dar's  oue  more  ribber  for  to  cross.— CuoBt;8. 

De  animals  went  in  seven  by  seven— 

Dar's  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross; 
Says  de  ant  to  de  elephant:  Who  are  you  a  shoving? 

Dar's  oue  more  riboer  for  to  cross.- Chorus. 

De  animals  went  in  eight  by  eight— 

Dar's  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross; 
Dey  come  witl  a  rush  'cause  'twas  so  late— 

Divr's  oue  more  ribber  for  to  cross.— Chobus. 

De  animals  went  in  nine  by  nine— 

Dar's  ((lie  more  ribber  for  to  cross; 
Ole  Xoali,shouled:  Cut  dat  line!— 

Dar's  oue  more  ribber  for  to  cross.— Cuobus. 

De  animal?  went  in  ten  by  ten — 

Dar's  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross; 
De  ark  .-he  blowed  her  whistle  den  — 

Dar's  oue  uiore  ribber  for  to  cross.- Chobus. 

And  den  de  voyage  did  begin  — 

Dar's  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross; 
Ole  Noali  pirlled  de  gang-plank  in— 

Dur's  oue  more  ribber  for  to  cross.— CuoBUS. 

Dey  nebher  knowed  war  dey  was  at— 

Dar's  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross; 
Till  de  ol<l  ark  bumix-d  on  .\rarat— 

Dar's  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross.- Chobus. 


We  Never  Speak  as  We  Pass  By. 

The  spU  is  past,  the  dream  is  o'er. 
And  tho"  we  meet,  we  love  no  more; 
One  heart  is  crnshed  to  droop  and  die. 
And  for  ri-lit-f  must  heavenward  tly. 
The  once  briiibt  smile  has  faded— gone, 
And  f?iven  way  to  looks  forlorn; 
Detpiie  her  grandeur's  wicked  flame. 
She  stoops  to  blush  beneath  her  shame. 

ClIORCS. 

We  never  spf-ak  as  we  pass  by, 
Altho'  a  tear  bedims  her  eye; 
I  know  she  thinks  of  her  past  life. 
When  we  were  loving  mau  aud  wife. 

In  ffuikless  yonth  I  sought  her  side. 

And  she  became  my  virtuous  bride; 

Our  lot  was  jjeace  so  fair,  so  bright. 

One  sunny  ilay,  no  gloomy  night. 

No  Ufe  on  earth  more  uiire  than  ours. 

In  tRat  dear  home  'niiust  field  and  flowers; 

Until  the  tempter  came  to  Nell, 

It  dazzled  her— alas :  she  fell.— CuoBUS. 

In  gilded  hall  "midst  wealth  she  dwells,  ^ 

How  her  heart  a(  hes  her  sad  face  tells; 

She  fain  would  smile,  seem  bright  and  gay,  -I 

But  conscience  steals  her  peace  away. 

And  when  the  flat t'rer  cast  aside 

My'fallen  and  dishonored  bride, 

I'll  close  tier  eves  in  death— forgive, 

Aud  lii  my  heart  her  uame  shairilve.— Chobus. 


It's  a  Cold  Day  When  I  Get  Left. 
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You  see  I'm  one  that's  full  of  fun, 

Have  pleasure  •wherever  I  go; 
For  day  and  night  to  me  is  alike,  ' 

And  the  wav  I  "  catch  on  "  isn't  slow. 
At  a  fancy  ball,  or  an  evening  call, 

I  "  flash  up  "  well,  you  bet; 
The  gents  all  stare,  but  still  I  get  there, 

Well,  it's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left. 

Chorus. 

It's  a  very  cold  day  when  I'm  left,  you  bet,  J 

It's  a  very  cold  day  when  I'm  left; 

I'm  always  on  time,  I'm  never  behind,  ; 

It's  a  very  cold  day  when  I'm  left.  ! 

At  all  the  races  and  watering  places,  j 

I'm  the  crown  jewel  of  all; 
The  ladies  admire,  the  gents  they  retire. 

And  say,  I'm  the  oue  "  downs  them  "  all. 
Fm  the  "  electric  "  light  among  the  elite, 

Of  pleasure  I'm  never  bereft; 
Wherever  I  go,  "  you  bet "  I'm  not  slow. 

Well,  it's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left. 

Cnouus. 

It's  a  very  cold  day  when  I'm  left,  you  bet. 

It's  a  very  cold  day  when  I'm  left; 
You  bet  I'm  not  slow,  appearance  will  show, 

It's  a  very  cold  day  when  I'm  left. 

Evening  parties  I  enjoy  most  hearty, ' 

Where  the  girls  ask  me  to  call ; 
To  help  drink  the  wine  and  have  a  good  time. 

As  I  am  preferred  above  all. 
I  take  things  at  ease,  sort  of  go-as-you-please. 

And  I  never  make  a  false  step; 
When  going  away,  the  dear  ones  will  say. 

Well,  it's  a  cold  day  when  he  gels  left. 

Chorus. 

It's  a  very  cold  day  when  I'm  left,  you  bet. 

It's  a  very  cold  da^  when  I'm  left; 
Believe  what  I  say,  it's  a  very  cold  day, 

A  very  cold  day  when  I'm  left. 

— .y   ./• 
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I  will  return,  he  said  to  me, 

1  will  come  back,  my  love,  to  thee; 
When  nature  smiles  on  land  and  sea, 

I  will  return  again  to  thee. 
When  the  robins  nest  again. 

And  the  flowers  are  in  bloom. 
When  the  Springtime's  sunny  smile 

Si-ems  to  banish  all  sorrow  and  gloom;  * 
Then  my  b<iiniie  blue-eyed  lad. 

If  my  heart  is  true  'till  then, 
Has  promi3«?d  he'll  return  to  me 

When  the  n>bms  ncet  again. 
Life  seems  so  bright  w  hen  In  thought  I'm  with  thee. 

Come,  love,  hasten — come  back  to  me; 
We'll  build  our  nest  witli  the  robins  in  Spring-Ume, 

Dooald !  return,  love,  to  me. 

RETiunf. 
■When  the  robins  nest  again^ 

And  the  flowers  are  in  bloom, 
When  the  Spring-time's  sunny  smile 

Seems  to  banish  all  sorrow  and  gloom; 
Then  my  bonnie  blue-eyed  lad. 

If  my  heart  is  true  'till  then. 
Has  promised  he'll  retuni  to  me 

When  the  robins  nest  again. 

Last  night.  In  a  dream,  '  ' 

I  saw  his  proud  ship  wreck'd  at  sea; 
And  I  felt  that  my  heart's  dear  love 

Cotild  never  come  back  to  me. 
But  the  Spring-time  and  robins  will  come. 

And  with  them  the  bravest  of  men^  U    •■ 

For  his  last  words  were:  Darline,  I'll  meet  yoo 

When  the  roblus  uest  again.— KKrBACi. 
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!         MR   JOHN   MA  LONE.    '^ 

Sung  by  SIlss  Kate  FurlgD^r. 

Od  the  flfteeuth  of  September, 

I  dressed  up  neat  nnd  gay, 
Fc  to  join  the  grand  procession 

I  at  once  set  on  my  way;  "  . 

There  was  tinkers,  tailors,  scavenger*. 

And  ladies,  short  and  tall, 
All  went  to  see  the  opening 

Of  our  new  lovely  town  hall. 
There  was  Mr.  Michael  Murpliy,  ^ 

With  II  bran  new  suit  of  clotiies, 
-  ;  That  was  made  by  "Johnuy  Dockerty," 

Who  everybody  knowa; 
"Muldoon.  the  Solid  Man,"  was  there, 

As  dacent  as  could  be. 
But  there  wasn't  one  in  all  the  lot 
"    •  Could  Stan  aside  o'  me.  , 

Spoken — I  was  there,  and  there  wasn't  one,  for  months  after, 
that  vou'd  hear  thetn  talking  of  the  sights  they  had  seen,  but 
you'a  be  sure  to  hear  them  exclaim— 

■:'■,"■■  '■■■    i  ■  Chorus.  ^   ,     '  • 

.'  ;  Did  you  Bee  John  Malone, 

With  his  shining  bran  new  hat? 
•    Did  vou  see  him  marching  off. 
Like  a  gay  aristocrat? 
There  was  flasrs  and  banners  waving  high, 

And  dress,  in  style,  was  shown ; 
But  the  greatest  swell  in  all  the  lot 
.  .;  Was  Mr.  John  Malone. 

The  Mayor  upon  the  town  hall  steps 
.  Quite  stately  took  his  stand. 
He  noticed  none  till  I  came  by, 

And  then  he  waved  his  hand; 
He  saw  at  once  the  style  was  there,  ■ 

For  he  stared  wivh  both  his  eyes, 
As  if  he  thought  I  was  some  lord 

Or  duke  dressed  in  disguise. 
We  marched  ;,11  through  the  city, 

Till  I  thought  we'd  never  stop. 
So  I  fell  out  into  Mugee's 

To  take  a  drop; 
The  people  they  were  talking 

Of  the  sights  they  saw  that  day, 
•         And  I  felt  a  little  flattered 
_  .  When  I  heard  the  people  say— CAoruj. 

I  received  an  invitation 

To  attend  a  fancy  ball, 
.    V  But  without  an  evening  suit  of  clothes 

I  could  not  go  at  all; 
Mr.  Dockerty,  the  tailor. 

My  measure  could  not  take. 
Because  for  Mr.  Murphy 

He'd  got  a  suit  to  make.        , 
;    i  I  went  to  Siiudehill  miirket. 

Bought  a  new  suit,  second  hand. 
And  with  a  flower  stuck  in  my  coat, 

I  looked  a  trifle  grand; 
We  danced  till  after  midnight. 

When  we  went  home  in  th«;  dark, 
y"  Tou  could  scarcely  widk  a  yard 

But  you'd  hoar  some  oueVtmark — Chorut 

•—"What  is  the  next  thing  to  a  dude?"  was  a.sked  in  a  fash- 
ionable parlor  laiit  night.  One  lady  answt-red  an  iipe,  another 
an  ourang-outang.  but  when  a  little  girl  said  the  next  thing  to  a 
dude  is  his  undershirt  the  subject  was  suddenly  dropped. 

—The  other  day  tome  ladies  were  out  visiting.  There  being 
a  little  two-year  old  present,  one  of  the  ladies  asked  him  if  he 
would  not  kiss  her.  He  answered,  •' No.  "  What  is  the  reason 
you  will  not  kiss  me?  "  "  I'm  too  little  to  kiss  you;  papa  kisses 
all  the  big  girls."  

— "  What  would  you  do  if  you  were  I  and  I  were  you?  "  ten- 
derly inquired  a  young  swell  of  his  lady  friend  as  he  escorted 
her  home  from  church.  "  Well,"  said  she,  "  if  I  were  you  I 
would  throw  away  that  vile  cigtirette,  cut  up  my  cane  for  fire- 
wood, wear  my  watch  cliuin  under  my  coat,  and  stay  at  home 
nights  and  pray  for  brains.  ' 


.,1 


A  Boy's  Best  Friend  is  His  Mother. 

Sung  by  Ben  Williams. 

I've  been  thinking  of  late  of  the  time  that's  passed  away, 

Of  friends  that  would  stand  by  my  side. 
Of  my  dear  old  motlier's  knee,  around  which  I  used  to  play- 

I  missed  her  sweet  face  when  she  died; 
How  well  I  loved  lier  no  one  can  tell — 

Like  her  I  could  never  love  another; 
For  it  always  gave  her  joy  to  kiss  her  darling  boy — 

A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother. 

Chorus. 

Treat  her  kindly  while  she  is  here. 
For  when  she's  gone  you'll  pet  no  other; 

The  friend  in  my  need  was  a  friend  to  me  indeed, 
<jlod  bless  her,  my  own  dear  mother. 

Then  always  try  to  treat  your  old  mother  with  respect. 

For  she  is  the  one  that  cares  for  you, 
And  never  for  once  her  dear  old  wants  neglect — 

Your  mother,  so  tried  and  true; 
For  when  she  is  laid  in  lier  cold  grave. 

Like  her  you'll  never  find  another, 
And  when  the  flowers  sadly  o'er  her  wave. 

You  will  think  of  your  dear  old  mother.— 6? /<<w*ui. 


DER  PLUMBER 

Recited  by  G  us  Williams. 

Who  ish  dot  feller  so  right  abused. 
Who  scharge  for  schtuS  he  never  used. 
Who,  ven  he  dies  von't  get  excused, 
Der  plumber. 

Who  always  'round  mine  house  does  schneak, 
Mit  mine  big  servant  girl  to  schpeak, 
Who  dells  her,  "  make  his  tarn  bipes  leak," 
Der  plumber. 

Who  send  his  man  mit  poy  und  pag. 
To  schtick  on  led  mit  a  leedle  rag. 
And  drives  around  mit  his  fast  nag, 
Der  plumber. 

Who,  ven  there's  nottings  wrong  at  all. 
Says  dot  der  leak's  inside  ter  vail, 
Who  says,  py  gosh!  your  house  yill  fall, 
Der  plumber. 

Who,  to  his  workingman  he  says, 
Yust  dake  your  time,  dot  Dutch msiu  pays. 
Who  make  dot  shob  last  dirty  days, 
Der  plumber. 

Who  schwears  ho  put  In  forty  feets 
Of  bipe,  and  dirty  nine  foot  scheats. 
Who  ish  der  meanest  kind  of  beats, 
Der  plumber. 

Who,  ven  he  sents  me  in  his  "bill," 
Who  muUes  it 'bond  four  bages  fill. 
Who  cleans  me  otid  my  grocery  till, 
Der  plumber. 

Who  got 3  a  mortgage  on  mine  schtore, 
3line  house — veil,  he  gots  two  before. 
Who  soon  vill  kick  me  oud  my  door, 
Der  plumber. 


— Cyclones  are  becoming  very  frequent  in  the  West,  and 
when  a  young  chap  takes  bis  girl  out  riding,  she  softly  mur- 
murs: "Hold  me  tight,  Cliariey.  A  cyclone  iniglit  come  along 
and  blow  me  away  from  you."  Even  cyclones  have  their  ad- 
vantages.   

—It  was  at  Nice.  Two  English  girls  were  standing  at  the 
door  of  a  hotel  laughing  loudly.  "For  pity's  sake,  Mab, 
don'tl"  said  one  of  tlie  matrons  who  were  with  them;  "they'll 
take  you  for  one  of  those  horrid  American  girls."  An  American 
girl  happened  to  be  standing  at  the  head  of  the  stairs,  and 
quietly  observed,  "I  guess  not— not  with  those  shocking  big 
feel!''^ 
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;  HURRAH  FOR  OLD   IRELAND. 

Sung  by  Miss  St.  Georfre  Hussey. 

Let  every  one  speak  of  the  Iniul  of  his  birth, 

For  myself  I  will  always  do  so, 
And  though  poor  and  oppressed,  for  the  Emerald  Isle 

I  will  speak  wherever  I  go; 
Though  long  held  in  bondage  it  soon  will  be  free. 

And  a  place  among  the  nations  will  take. 
And  I,  like  all  sons  of  the  Emerald  Isle, 

Would  die  for  my  native  land's  sake.  .'       ,:     a 

Cnoncs. 

Scotland  loves  the  thistle,  England  loves  the  rose, 

IJut  I  love  the  shamrock  that  in  my  country  grows; 

You  shout  for  America  because  she's  brave  and  free,  fme. 

But  for  poor,  oppressed  old  Ireland,  boys,  come  shout  along  with 

Our  dear  land  wants  freedom,  I  hope  she'll  succeed,      - 

For  freedom  is  every  one's  right; 
.     The  prospect  looks  weary,  but  until  they  succeed. 

The  sons  of  old  Erin  would  fight; 
Now,  you  love  the  memory  of  George  "Washington, 

The  patriot  who  fought  for  your  cause. 
If  Washington  lived  in  old  Ireland, 

He'd  gain  for  our  country  just  laws. — C/m»"m«. 
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DARLING   CLO'. 

Copyright,  1879,  by  W.  F.  Sliaw.    Published  by  permission. 
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In  the  old  Car'lina  State, 

Where  the  sweet  magnolia  bloom.s. 

And  the  pickaninny  darkey  learns  to  hoe, 
There  is  one  I  long  to  see, 
She  was  always  true  to  me. 

But  I  left  her  many,  many  years  ago. 
'Mid  the  cotton  and  the  corn, 
There  we  both  were  bred  and  born. 

And  together  in  the  field  we  used  to  sow,  *   . 

But 'tis  twenty  years  or  more 
Since  I  left  the  cabin  door. 

So  I'm  going  back  to  see  my  darling  Clo'. "  '  ■ 

■'''-■_  Chorub.     '-■■;;^/^  ■.,,:-•,■-•.':"  ;■■ 

Darling  Clo',  darling  Clo', 

Your  sweet  face  I  soon  shall  see,  I  know, 

Where  the  Southern  sunny  breeze  ' 

Fans  the  old  palmetto  trees, 
I  am  going  home  to  see  my  darling  Clo'. 

In  that  dear  old  sunny  home 
Where  the  songsters  always  sing. 

And  the  mocking-bird  is  singing  all  the  day. 
She  is  waitmg  for  her  Joe, 
And  I  long  to  see  my  Clo*, 

For  like  me  I  know  her  hair  has  turned  to  gray. 
The  plantation  is  no  more. 
And  the  day  of  toil  is  o'er. 

For  she's  creeping  very  close  to  eighty-three. 
But  she'll  wait  till  i  come  back. 
By  the  coon  and  possum  track, 
.   For  I  have  not  seen  her  since  we  all  were  free. — 07toru$. 

'Neath  the  genial  Southern  skies. 
Where  the  sweetest  blossoms  grow, 

And  the  music-loving  darkeys  all  are  gay, 
I  am  bound  to  see  my  Clo', 
And 'tis  very  sad  to  know 

That  ere  long  they'll  lay  my  poor  old  love  away. 
When  they  place  her  'neath  the  sod. 
Upon  which  we  often  trod. 

Then  this  world  will  have  no  other  charms  for  me, ,   •      , 
Then  close  by  my  Cloie's  side 
This  poor  form  will  there  abide, 

'Neath  the  shadcless  and  the  tall  palmetto  tree. — Chorut. 


— "The  last  link  is  broken,"  the  fellow  said  when  he  kissed 
his  girl  goodby  forever  at  her  request,  because  her  parents 
wished  a  dissolution.  A  few  days  after  he  received  a  note  say- 
ing, "Dear  George:  There  are  plenty  more  links,  come  and 
break  them." 


The  Mill's  Shut  Down  To-Day. 
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The  mill's  shut  down  to-day,  dear  wifft^  , "' 

There's  nothing  here  to  eat, 
And  look,  the  boots  I've  worn  a  year  "^  ' 

Are  dropping  off  my  feet;  5 

Myclothes  are  hardly  decent,  wife,  ,.•... 

While  you  are  ragged,  too. 
And  f  am  me  stares  us  in  the  face — 

Oh!  what  are  we  to  do? 

Chohus.  ,  f 

Oh  I  what  are  we  to  do,  dear  wife?      .  ■ 

I  cannot  get  my  pay;  ;       ' 

The  grocer's  bill  is  overdue —  "    - 

;     .       _,    The  mill's  shut  down  to-day.  v? 

The  mill's  shut  down  to  day,  dear  wife. 

The  coal  is  nearly  gone. 
And  see,  there's  scarcely  wood  enough 

To  kindle  in  the  morn; 
r.         The  landlord  will  be  coming  soon 

To  get  the  rent  from  you. 
And  1  have  not  a  cent  to  pay 

The  bills  becoming  due. — Chorut. 

The  mill's  shut  down  today,  dear  wife. 

The  snow  is  on  the  ground;  • 

And  hark  I  the  piercing  winds  without  ..:■ 

How  mournfully  they  sound; 
The  children  have  no  shoes  to  wear,  .  :     V, 

~         They  cry  for  milk  and  bread; 
I  But,  wife,  the  mills  have  stopped  to-day. 

How  shall  we  all  be  fed  7 —  Vliorus. 


on 


The  Poor  Little  Soldier's  Boy. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs  sent  free  to  any  address. 

The  snow  was  fast  a  falling,  •        .  -: 

And  the  night  was  coming  on,  '    'f 

When  a  poor  little  boy,  quite  frozen. 

Came  up  to  a  lady's  door;  ;: 

Her  s.iw  her  in  the  window  so  gay,  "• 

Which  filled  his  heart  with  joy;         '  \\ 
Oh !  lady  gay,  some  pity  on  me  take, 

I'm  a  poor  little  soldier's  boy— 
Oh!  lady  gay,  some  pity  on  me  take,      .      . 

I'm  a  poor  little  soldier's  boy. 

My  mother  died  when  I  was  young. 

And  my  father  he  went  to  the  wars; 
He  has  fought  in  many  a  battle. 

And  he  is  covered  with  wounds  and  scars. 
For  many  a  mile  in  his  knapsack 

He  has  carried  me  with  joy; 
Oh!  lady  gay,  some  pity  on  me  take,  '" 

I'm  a  poor  little  soldier's  boy — 
OhI  lady  gay,  some  pity  on  me  take, 

I'm  a  poor  little  soldier's  boy. 

And  as  I  wandered  the  crowded  streets. 

With  many  a  broken  sigh. 
Little  children  to  their  parents  go. 

But  neither  parents  nor  home  have  I; 
When  cold  and  hunger  pierce  my  frame,  . 

I  set  me  down  andf  cry: 
Oh!  lady  gay,  take  pity,  I  pray, 

I'm  a  poor  littte  soldier's  boy — 
Oh!  lady  gay,  take  pity,  I  pray, 
;     I'm  a  poor  little  soldier's  boy. 

The  snow  is  fast  a  falling,        " 

And  the  night  is  coming  on; 
And  if  you  don't  be  a  friend  to  me 

I  will  perish  before  the  mom; 
And  then  you  will  grieve  your  mournful  heart 

With  many  a  broken  sigh. 
For  to  find,  the  next  morn,  lying  dead  at  your  door, 

A  poor  little  soldier's  boy — 
For  to  find,  the  next  morn,  lying  dead  at  your  door, 

\.  poor  little  soldier's  boy. 
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TTieave  lio!  my  lads,  liie  Wiud  blows  free, 

A  ploasaut  irftle  is  ou  our  leo. 

All  J  soou  across  the  ocean  clear 

Our  gallant  barque  shall  bravely  steer; 

But  eie  we  part  Iroiu  England's  shores  to-night, 

A  soug  ■we'll  sing  fur  home  unci  beauty  bright. 

CnoRus. 
Then  here's  to  the  sailor,  and  here's  to  the  hearts  so  true — 
^\  ho  will  think  of  him  ujiou  tiie  waters  blue'? 
8ailiDi;.  f^aiiini^  over  the  hounding  main, 
Fur  luauy  a  kioruiy  wind  bhall  blow  <  re  Jack  comes  home  again. 

Tlie  sailor's  life  is  bold  and  free. 

His  home  is  ou  the  rolling  sea. 

And  never  heart  more  true  and  brave 

Tliau  he  who  lauuclies  ou  the  wave; 

Afar  lie  speeds  iu  distant  climes  to  roam, 

Willi  jocund  song  h:  ridec  the  sparkliu::^  foam. 

Then  here's  to  the  sailor,  and  here's  to,  «S:c. 

Tlie  tide  is  flowing  with  the  pale, 
Y'lieave  ho!  my  lads,  set  every  sail; 
The  harbor  bar  we  soon  sliall  clear — 
Farewell  once  more  to  home  so  dear — 
For  wlien  the  tempest  rages  loud  and  long. 
That  homo  shall  be  our  griiding  star  among. 

Then  here's  to  the  sailor,  aud  here's  to,  &c. 
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GAILY   THE    THQUBADOUR 
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Gaily  the  Troubadour  touched  his  guitar. 
When  he  was  hastening  home  from  tiie  war. 
Singing,  "from  Palestine,  hither  I  como, 
Lady  love,  lady  love,  welcome  me  home." 

She  for  the  Troubadour,  hopelessly  wept. 
Sadly  she  thought  ofiiim  while  others  slept, 
Singing.  "  iu  search  of  tiiee  would  I  miirlit  roam, 
Troubadour,  Trou':adour,  come  to  my  home." 

Hark!  'twas  the  Troubadour,  breathing  her  name. 
Under  the  baltloment  softly  he  came, 
Singiuir,  "from  Palestine,  hither  I  come. 
Lady  love,  lady  love,  welcome  me  home." 


Ah,  There,  My  Size,  I'll  Mash  You. 

]  Sung  by  The  Four  Conaets. 

While  strollinsr  out  one  evening 

I  happened  for  to  meet 
Two  dashing  lookin;?  fellows  1 

Who  dressed  so  nice  and  neat; 
They  stood  upon  the  avenue. 

Dressed  in  tlie  latest  fashion, 
And  every  cirl  that  chanced  to  pass 

The^e  two  young  men  were  mashing. 

j  ,  CnoRUS.  " 

"Ah.  there,  my  size,  I  will  steal  you," 

'I'hat's  wliiit  ilni  young  men  would  say 
To  all  the  dizzy  Itlondes  they'd  meet 

Passiug  on  their  way; 
"Ah.  tliere,  my  turnip,  I'll  mash  you," 

Is  somctliing  that's  rfiliier  new, 
But  the  latest  one  of  all  I've  heard  is. 

"Ah,  there,  my  emou,  I'll  squeeze  you." 

Two  dizzv  blondes  Just  chanced  to  pass. 

Dressed  in  the  bon-ton  style. 
They  tried  to  catch  a  mash  on  them. 

But  neither  caught  a  smile; 
Determined  for  to  follow  them. 

These  two  young  men  were  caught 
Behind  by  two  more  men. 

Who  gave  these  guys  a  thrashing. — CTwruK  . : .  ■',',  . 


Burial  of  Sir  John  Moore. 

Not  a  drum  was  heard,  not  a  funeral  note. 

As  his  corpse  to  the  ramparts  we  hurried; 
Not  a  solilier  discharged  his  farewell  shot 

O'er  the  grave  where  our  hero  wc  buried. 
We  buried  him  darkly  at  dead  of  night. 

The  sod  with  our  bayonets  turning. 
By  the  strugiiliiig  moonbeam's  misty  light, 

Aud  the  iauteru  dimly  burning. 

No  useless  coffin  confined  his  breast, 

Nor  in  sheet  uor  iu  shroud  we  bound  him: 
But  he  lay  like  a  warrior  tuUing  his  rest, 

With  his  martial  cloak  around  liim. 
Few  and  short  were  the  prayers  we  said. 

And  we  spoke  not  a  word  of  sorrow; 
But  steadfastly  gaze<l  on  the  face  of  the  dead. 

And  bitterly  thought  of  the  morrow. 

We  thought,  as  we  hollowed  his  narrow  bed, 

Aud  smooth'd  down  his  hmely  pillow. 
That  the  foe  and  the  stranger  would  tread  o'er  his  head, 

And  we  far  away  on  the  billow. 
Lightly  they'll  tain  of  the  spirit  that's  gone, 

And  o'er  his  cold  ashes  upbraid  him: 
But  nothing  he'll  reck  if  they'll  let  him  sleep  on 

In  the  grave  where  a  Brilou  has  laid  him. 

But  half  of  our  heavy  ta.sk  was  done. 

When  the  bell  tolld  the  h  .<ur  for  retiring: 
And  we  heard  by  the  (li.>?taut  random  guu. 

That  the  foe  was  suddenly  firing. 
Slowly  and  sadly  we  laid  him  down. 

From  the  field  of  his  fame  fresh  aud  gorj- — 
Wc  carved  not  a  line,  we  raised  not  a  stone. 

But  left  him  aloue  with  his  glory. 


THE   LOVERS'    TELEaRAPH. 


Written  and  suns  by  Sam  Devere. 


When  first  I  went  to  see  my  gal, 

We  courted  in  the  dark; 
But  her  father  and  her  mother  and  cross-eyed  brother 

Would  listen  while  we'd  spark;  '. 

So  I  bought  the  new  invention,  then. 

And  gave  them  all  the  laugh; 
'Twiis  a  string  with  a  tin  bo.x  ou  each  end. 

Called  the  lovera'  telegraph. 

Cnouus. 

Oh!  the  new  invention  is  awful  nice — 
I  know  'iwoulil  make  you  lauuh 

To  hear  the  very  funny  things  we  said 
Through  tbe  lovers'"  telegraph. 

When  next  I  went  to  see  my  gal 

I  had  very  little  to  say ; 
I  gave  her  one  end  of  the  now  machine, 

Aud  sat  about  twenty  feet  away; 
The  old  folks  thought  we  acted  strange. 

And  called  nu;  a  great  big  calf; 
But  they  didn't  know  liow  the  old  thing  worked ' 

Through  the  lovers' telegraph.  —  <Jlivrit$. 

Said  T,  "sweet  angel,  dost  thou  know 

I  lovest  thee  the  best  ? " 
The  answer  came  s  >  soft  and  sweet — 

"Oh!  George,  pull  down  j'our  vest!" 
When  I  askeii  her  if  she'd  fly  with  mo 

To  the  land  of  the  wild  giraffe? 
She  answereil  back—"  How  are  you  fixed?" 

Through  the  lovers'  telegraph. — (Jlunut, 

Love  went  flying  throusrh  the  string. 

Till  her  brother  found  u-i  out: 
And  then  he  whispered  to  his  dad 

What  we  had  been  alK)ut. 
The  old  man  cently  raised  his  hoof. 

Nearly  splitting  me  in  half;  4 

He  busied  a  hole  in  my  new  pants 

And  vhe4overs'  telegraph. — Choru$.  ,..-:; 
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Mary  Ann,  Go  G-et  the  Growler. 

Sung  by  Jumcs  O'NelL    . 

I  am  a  poor  iroman,  most  tired  of  life, 

'I'Ue  rciisoa  I'll  tell  to  you; 
The  misfortune  I  had  to  become  a  drunkard's  wife. 

And  tlie  day  that  I  married  I  rue; 
Now  when  I  was  single  it's  tiieu  1  was  gay, 

I  never  knew  trouble  or  strife, 
Althous^h  Jim,  my  husband,  pets  pretty  good  pay. 

It's  little  he  gives  to  hja  wife. 

CrioKUS. 

He  conies  home  on  a  pay  ni^lit,  as  drunk  as  he  can  be. 

He  spends  all  his  money  and  never  gives  a  cent  to  me; 

He's  not  in  tlie  house  5  minutes  when  the  first  word  you  will  hear: 

Mary  Ann,  go  get  the  growler,  and  fill  it  up  with  beer. 

Last  Saturday  night  he  came  home  staving  tight,     :'    ^ 

Every  cent  of  his  wages  was  spent;  '•      ,  .   >-: 

Bavs  I  to  him,  Jim,  you're  not  doing  right, 

I^orno  money  have  I  f  r  the  rent; 
If  the  rent  we  don't  pay  we'll  be  di>:posses8ed. 

Our  things  will  be  put  on  tlie  walk,  ,     ,, 

And  should  this  occur  I'm  sure  j'ou  cnn  guess 

How  the  neighbors  about  us  will  talk. — (Jhorus. 

Wiien  I  tried  to  persuade  him  to  go  and  lay  down. 

He  is  up  on  his  feet  like  a  flash; 
He  begins  to  abuse  me,  the  big  drunken  hound. 

And  the  crockery  he  threatens  to  smash; 
Says  he,  Mary  Ann,  i.ow  mind  what  laay. 

My  word  in  this  lionse  must  be  law. 
So  if  you  attempt  to  vex  me  in  any  way 

I'm  bloated  if  I  don't  break  your  jaw. — Chortu.  -  -■'  - 


;.  HASH.  - 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devero.       .     • 

Of  hash,  that  great  mysterious  dish,  - 

Some  people  are  afraid. 
In  lH)arding  houses  and  bnm  hotels, 

It's  fearl'ully  and  wonderfully  made. 
On  good  old  coffee  made  of  beans. 

The  boarders'  eyes  do  flash. 
But  what  suspicion  haunts  the  mind 

When  they  gaze  upon  the  hash. 

CnoKUS. 

It's  chewed  and  chopped,  and  chawed  and  slivered. 

And  pulverized  into  sntash. 
There's  nothing  ike  a  good  old  red  hot  dish 

Of  extra  double-chewed  hash.  •  ; 

The  bell  rings  out  the  welcome  call. 

The  breakfast  boanl  is  spread; 
The  Iwarders  all  sit  down  and  rub 

Oleomargarine  on  their  bread. 
The  clattering  plates  and  knives  and  forks— 

There's  musi  in  their  clasli^ 
And  all  gO"  8  well  until  a  boarder  yells. 

There's  hair  iu  this 'ere  hash. — C /torus.      " 

To  make  good  hash,  scrape  off  the  bones, 

Any  old  second-hand  meat, 
Old  liver  and  mutton,  and  boot-log  steak. 

That  you  find  a  little  tough  to  eat. 
Fire  some  potatoes  and  onions  iu. 

Then  at  it  you  cut  and  slash. 
Pound  it  up  with  an  Indian  club 

And  it  comes  out  red-hot  hash. — Chorui, 


— Statistics  show  that  boy  bnhies  are  more  apt  to  die  than  girl 
babies.     Boys  cuu't  stand  continual  liugging  as  girls  can. 


THE  CONVICT'S  DREAM. 

-  Recited  by  Fred.  Smith. 

Twas  on  a  Sunday  morning 

In  the  prison  at  Sing-biug, 
The  convicts  were  all  counted  off. 

The  nll-right-bcll  did  ring;  '    . 

The  goddess  s.uniber   m  raced  me,  ,  '.' ' 

ller  man?  le  ou  me  dd  fling. 
The  vision  tha'  my  fancy  composed,  . 

Unto  your  mind  I'll  bring. 

I  saw  myself  in  childhood's  day         .  -. 

Pressed  to  my  mother's  breast,  .      ' 
At  tlie  mantel  stood  my  father. 

On  me  his  eyes  did  rest; 
3Iy  listers  and  my  brothers  were  there. 

All  I  could  pluinl^'^  see. 
And  hear  their  peals  of  laughter. 

And  merry  shouts  of  glee. 

The  scenes  then  quickly  shifted,     ■■ 

I  found  myself  a  lad, 
In  the  words  of  a  kind  father, 

I  was  going  to  tiie  bad ; 
My  dear  and  loving  mother. 

Her  head  was  bent  with  grief,  - 

And  the  blood  it  mounted  to  her  brow, 

"When  she  heard  me  called  a  thief. 

But  soon  cold  death  relieved  her   v 

Of  all  regrets  and  shame;  .      ,    ■   \v 

I  saw  the  treasure  I  had  lost. 

Myself  did  sorely  blame;  '.' 

A  mist  arose  before  my  eyes. 

And  when  it  passed  away 
I  saw  myself  in  prison-garb,    . 
,.  It  seemed  a  Summer  day.  - 

A  convict  then  approached  me. 

And  thus  to  me  did  speak: 
Now,  if  you  want  your  liberty. 

There's  going  to  be  a  break; 
Tlien  on  the  walk  we  quickly  jumped. 

Into  an  engine  sprang. 
And  as  we  flew  along  the  track,  * 

Those  rifles  loudly  rang.  - 

"VTe  reached  a  plain  four  miles  below,  .  ' 

Theu  to  the  woods  did  flee. 
And  soon  reached  home  both  safe  and  sound; 

Thank  God,  that  I  was  free, 
I  met  my  old  associates,  ...  ■ 

Much  of  me  they  did  make. 
They  were  all  pleased  to  see  me, 

And  my  hand  did  kindly  shake. 

My  happiness  seemed  now  complete. 

For  standing  at  my  side,  •■ 

Was  the  only  girl  I  ever  loved. 

She  was  my  promised  bride; 
And  if,  as  i   seemed  just  theu. 

To  seal  my  cup  of  bliss. 
She  threw  her  arms  arotmd  my  neck. 

My  cheek  did  fondly  kiss.  ■.:• 

We  strolled  down  to  the  battery. 

Many  boats  were  in  the  stream,  .     '  ■■ 

The  lovers  promenading. 

How  happy  it  did  seem;  . ' 

I  g:ized  in  my  companion's  face. 

With  joy  her  eyes  did  beam. 
By  the  loud  bell-stroke  I  w  as  awoke. 

And  found  it  all  a  dream.  K 


—"Man,"  says  Victor  Hugo,  "was  the  conundnim  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  woman  is  the  conundrum  of  the  nineteenth 
century."  An  editor  adds:  "  We  can't  guess  her,  but  will  never 
her  up— no,  never."  

—"Healthy?"  exclaimed  the  native.  "Is  the  location 
healthy?"  "Well,  I  should  reckon.  There  ain't  a  doctor 
nearer  than  twenty  miles  away.  Man  haiut  got  no  kind  of  a 
chance  die  here  if  he  wanted  to." 


—"Are  you  any  relation  to  my  sister?"  He  blushed  and 
stammered,  until  the  young  lady,  taking  pity  on  him,  solved  the 
matter  by  saying;  "No,  but  he'd  like  to  be — wouldn't  you, 
Alfred?"  

—  "Do  you  realize — have  j-ou  ever  reflected  over  It — Ange- 
lina? "  whispered  Clarence  to  his  betrothed.  "  Only  two  weeks 
more  and  wo  shall  be  oue.  But  remember,  darling,  I  am  to.  be 
that  one." 
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Jxiice  of  the  Forbidden  Fruit. 

■.  \      Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 

It  ^&&  ft^«4.  ikvi  t<«i«  tUat  <3l<i.  Eve  she  did  climb- 

TkaJ  »p-|>ie  Jj«e  h^»g  Ivt-iore  tUe  war, 
Aj54  iiije-s?  jJ*>*'5i  iiic  i't>re,  t}50\»gh  it  jua<le  Ucr  ftcl  sore, 

F<jr  hi'T  b^«f»<^ck<'<i  h?{shft{j<i  to  eitaxv ; 
Adsjs,  wilhm5i€V{|  salgjjlfoa.  orsjssdt'ii  Javcntioc.   * 

ffe  got  up  so  ssmpfe  ami  e»le, 

f       '.  Choucs. 

:!&S>^  ?-^59  S.>S>?S.  S5s?^5S^  5i^5  ssts.%««?-  <^?  s«c«, 

0«.s.?  l<.aa.kftC4  aott  decks,  poliiitelatts  and  Turks, 

l>rk<^ tk«^si«e id  SliS  forbidden  Umi. 
Tuere's  ni^"  g«i>  Sftiafi  Ann,  sfm  takes  out  the  can, 

Whi"«<'\"<ir  \ve  b.ive  a  disunite. 
And  we  ahvaj  s  make  lip  as  together  we  sup 

Tsre/srsv^^f  ^^f^f  ^f^VrkK•k'J^  fruit. 
Tl«rc's ilt'Br^  W>«{|  Bi-erhcr  ii«d all  Bumiav -school  teachers 

I>rrsk  xfhiit  thej  eaii  s^tsssfrass  T(»A, 
IJ-w^  y^>a  J^f'J  »J^!^  ii->K  ^i»>i-  if  >$  i>.iji  >$->  yjgbt  »amc — 

li  s  the  juice  t>f  Ihe  forbidilcu  fruit. 

C-^sklis^  afid  Blaise  their  g?ass*»s  wjB  drajD. 

Go?^ernor  Batter,  bo  gay,  "when  elected,  they  say, 

C^ifel  tat  pxhtis.  o€  tUe  torbiddiia  fruit , 
Fft^sk^  ^^m<^s  &?ii  mi  i*;4?l  <lrl2k«  it  qui  id  a  pail, 

A?^  CAi»kii  &atf  &Av  S^itf  iC^kvfc  vfc  ^^i  y-f  &  g^u^E^, 
"T^^  5*^^^  *^  ^^*  f<^vUisisi«u.  f i  ait. 

¥l>.r  iu«  |aiC€  s?  i&e  £«rMfMea  fruit 
W^&en  tTXt  iemler  lias  timv:  from  iijs  elmlr  he  will  eltmb, 

SSi'J"  g*  s^at  t^  tis*  fear  ^«^t  fo?  a^  c%a?> 


W^l  I  We-^^  B€^  fs^r  H^r. 


X 


5        ^tt^tt^^Tv.v^iawWj  "^V»se4*. 

'5^>.jj^\*>7d  ^»?»*>'*  Tc'«at  S'4  bear  f«r  Ler; 
r<l  \\«  t<;r  \vtx,  I'<1  Ri^k  for  her, 
J'<5  i^Tss^  a  yi^ey  ify>"^  f&J  £(£?. 

K»'.k  si?>  R^s\inU\;rsnij  f»s»  for  her; 
Vc^  cccc?  ?<?<:•  i£«\  IVJ  \cn.^  toe  ber, 
I'll  go  without  my  sleep  for  her. 

I'd  fiirht  for  licr,  IM  hitc  for  l»er, 
I'd  walk  the  streets  nil  niu'ht  for  her; 
I'd  plead  for  lur,  I'd  bleed  for  her, 
I'd  go  without  my  feed  for  her. 

I'd  .shoot  for  her,  I'd  boot  for  her 
Any  rival  who'd  come  to  suit  for  h«r; 
I'd  kneel  for  her,  I'd  steal  for  her. 
Such  is  the  love  I  feel  for  her. 

I'd  slldij  for  her.  I'd  ridfe  Jor  her, 
I'd  swim  agaiu.->t  wind  ytml -tide  for  her; 
I'd  try  for  her,  I'd  cry  fvH"  l"'r, 
But  I'll  be  pol  darned  if  I^slio  for  her — 
Or  auj  otlier  woniun.  x 

I  — *•  »■  '^ 

—A  })ache1or  nnd  a  spinster  who  had  been  schoolmates  in 
youth,  and  were  about  the  same  age,  met  in  after  years,  and  tlie 
i»dy  chancing  to  remark  that  "  men  live  a  great  deal  faster  than 
AomeD."  the  bachelor  replied:  "Yet,  Maria,  the^last  tim«  we 
met  we  were  each  24  years  old;  now  I  am  over  40,  and  I  hear 
you  haveu't  reached  30  yet."    They  never  met  again. 


NOT   FOR  JOSEPH.    "^  I 

The  Wordi  and  Mtnlc  of  tlif»  Sonc  will  be  sent  to  any  addr«M,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  ceuls,  by  U.  J   Welunan,  l",  ().  Dox  1823,  New  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalu|;ue  uf  i>uu;;a  seat  free  to  an}'  address. 

I've  seen  a  bit  of  gaietjr  throughout  mv  short  career, 
I,  once,  was  foolisli  with  luy  tin,  but  I've  jmid  moht  dear; 
If  folks  would  seek  to  l&ke  me  in,  they  Sad  U  is  no  go; 
I'm  up  lo  almost  every  thing— you  can't  get  over  Joe. 

Chorus. 

Oh!  dear,  no!  not  for  Joe — if  he  knows  it — not  for  Joseph; 
Ob  5  DO,  no)  not  for  Joe— not  for  Joaepb— oh  J  dear.  no5 

The  otl)er  day,  I  met  a  friend,  we  passed  the  time  of  daj,  \ 

And  chatted  gaiJy  down  Broadway;  but  ere  I  weut  awn\\ 
1  kfOfUy  asked  the  Icarnecl  swell  lo  take  a  parting  drain,' 
Ok!  yc8,  said  he,  I  think  I  will — then  let  it  be  chanjpagne. 

Spoken— No.  you  don't,  my  dear  fellow,  yo«  don't  gH  cbam- 
paguu  out  of  Joseph. — V/ioru$, 

Some  time  ago,  a  friend  of  nunc,  he  asked  mc  out  to  dine. 
And  there  he  introduced  me  to  one  he  called  diviuc; 
]{u  HAJd  Bhe'd  make  a  cliarmiui;  \v  jfe,  and  had  eucli  luts  of  tin — 
A  widow  ouly  foity-two— go  in,  my  boy.  and  win. 

Spoken— Matrimony  and  lots  of  money,  and  a  widow  only 
forty-two— well,  the  money  is  very  good,  but  then — the  widow. 
—  UhoruB. 

Of  late,  in  town,  there  was  a  ftii>s  a1>out  the  Japs  so  grand; 
Aud,  also,  of  the  Russians  who  visited  our  land; 
Au4  the  couiiUy-cuuipautea  wc  j{f««t<;<i  with  h«.'arty  chetr*, 
We  kuow  they  have  becu  well  received  by  the  2»<.  Y.  Volunfccrs. 

Spokek — What  a  gloriotis  thing  it  Is  to  fight  and  die  for  your 
couulryf  What  can  be  more  glorious  than  a  bullet  iu  j'ourVve? 
Wi>»i  fjso  lie.  more  paiuful  than  a  bullet  iu  the  eye?  i^oihi&j{  1 
should  think. — Vhorui.  \ 

Aad  now,  perhaps,  I've  sung  my  song,  you  miglit  be  in  the  cue 
To  show  y<jur  kind  acknowledgment,  but  that  with  nso  won't  do; 
As  far  to-night  I've  dtiue  my  last,  and  that  you  ought  lo  know ; 
S©.  if  you  want  a  sossg  again,  don't  try  it  on  with  Joe! — Chomt. 


A  I^EAN  BANANA. 

Written  vts<\  sane  by  Sam  I>eTarek 

A  }e«n  bsnanR.  decayed  to  the  core. 
W^t  fcisee  X  fclippt'4  aa  tliy  peel  I've  been.  90  sorej 
(fn  mj  back  I  ?ta|rercd  ^ust  H'here  1  Mi, 
The  sweet  words  1  utterctl  would  ne'er  do  to  tell; 
If  I  eoJiSd  have  cnught  then  Jhe  dizzy  looki»ir  gawk. 
Who  threw  that  banana  pef"!  out  on  the  waik, 
ft  made  mc  Bee  stars  (hut  I  ne'er  saw  before— 
A  leau  banana  I'll  love  thee  no  more. 

Ciioiins, 

Lightly  I'll  tread  on  the  sidewalk  evermore,    . 

A  lean  Imnaua.  rotten  to  the  core; 

I  slij^)ped  on  thy  peel.  I'll  be  careful  evermore, 

A  Icau  banana  from  some  foreign  shore. 

A  lean  banana  you've  caused  many  »  roar, 

I  slip|>ed  on  thy  peel  and  you  turned  me  o'er  and  o'er; 

.•\nd  young  girls  have  blubhcd  so  when  thrown  off  their  pegs, 

Slipping  on  a  banana  and  showing  their  dear  legs; 

Numerous  arc  the  pedestrians  that  vou  have  caused  to  fall, 

Great,  big  and  little,  lean,  lank  ana  tall; 

I'he  seats  of  fat  men's  pants  you've  busted  and  you've  tore, 

A  lean  banana,  how  they  have  swore. 

Cnonus. 
Watchfid  I  am  from  the  time  I  leave  my  door—  . 
A  lean  banana  I've  heard  of  you  before; 
E'er  since  I  slipped  on  thy  peel  I've  been  so  sore, 
A  lean  banana  from  some  Dutch  grocery  store. 


— "Porter,"  said  a  passenger  from  Albany  on  the  New  York. 
Central  railroad,  as  he  stepped  into  his  sleeping  berth,  "call  me 
at  Lyons,  sure."  "All  right,  sah."  Late  next  morning  he 
called  him.  "  Only  twenty  minutes  from  Buffalo,  snh."  "Why 
diiln't  you  call  me  at  I^yons?"  "Lyons?  Tore  goodness, 
dat'i  iti  You  di<l  say  Lions  for  suab,  boss,  an' I  done  tought 
ober  dc  whole  circus  an'  I  hope  to  die  if  I  could  ketch  onto  any 
animal  higher  dan  Buffalo  1  I'll  remember  de  cage  next  time, 
boss." 
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Only  a  Dear  Little  Flower. 

Copjrrigbt,  1883,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 

Tho  Words  and  M^»sic  of  this  SouR-wiii  be  sent  to  Kay  address,  pcst-p&id,  oa 
receipt  of  40  cen  rs,  b7  H.  J.  TiV  e>jnjan,  }».  O,  Boji  J^®^  Xe w  York  Citr- 

Words «a-4  Hiisi«  by  Feaat  H.Q««ff4.  ,       :• 

-    ^^OnJy  adear  iittfe fio-wer,  '    .V.  .    ■    '     .  _ 

=-=^    I  treasure  «t  ^««^i'ry  <?f  j-'?^,  ^ 

■"       '     To  wUlspec  of  love  food aud  true; 

And  dowQ  by  the  brook's  mossy  shore, 

-   To  Jove  aatf  be  true  evermore. 

■   - "  -  "';  -  '  --'■■■'"'  Ozi>^v^Si  ;■--■•■--•■  -  '-. 

-^^^^'.        Thai  teUs  at  m(c  hare,  foad  «<id  Cr<i<i, 
^  ■_:, '\   --.        I cUeri&E iumtHv'ry  of  y^\i, 

-^    T'  When  sad  aud  aloue,  gives  me  cheer;  : 

;5£S;^l'fiiat  Biact«r  tiio*  now  it  iH  fibbed, 

'~^sri=    To  nse  it  wiJ]  ever  i>e  dear, 

Sji  Wheu  far,  far  away  from  jou,  dsrlisg, 

1"";^  lit  SHa  me  with  hope  for  ihe  k^ottow, 
j?6r     Aad  teiis  tuat  you're  faithful  to  me, — (j'Ti&ru*. 


m*^ 


aOOB'BYH^  BIDDY  BSAR 

Here  I  am^  an  Irisb.  Ijoj,  ,  v^'  :  ^  ^ 

And  sk&w  i»s  tise  ejistsjs 

WJis  ^^aJd  slJf M  ^0  fo?  ssrj  Mst^i        >^ 
1  An<£  I  huve  &  neat  coHcea, 

Is  l>«J>Us,  fa?  beJusd — 
T  si  wsj's  wss  %  l*?slb  of  s  h&^^ 

Aad  my  colleea  slig  Is  l^liad,         . 

ATtlioagh  I  a»i  pojasj  to  leave  ymi, 

I  -iroTa!/!??'*  hare  Jeft  TreJs??'?, 

But  ti»>es  woro  hard,  you  kaow— 
T<j  e«e  tJie  si«ry$Qs^  creatiifes. 

It  wouh!  brenk  fbe  iieart  of  stOBft; 
1  Jtaadfed  «^  ftijr  kit, 

">YhJ}c  Bh)dy  wv{ft  and  sigyii, 
Aad  fts  t{>e -vtssenvft  t5)D  dt>ck, 

I  stcpp'd  ou  board  aud  ci'md — C^aru*, 


PEOPLE  WILL  TALK 

Written  and  sunj;  by  Sam  Devcre. 

I've  moved  in  a  curious  nei^^Iiborlinod,  sure, 

Never  sav?  such  a  jiiiug  in  my  life; 
The  women  are  talking  from  morning  till  night, 

Telling  all  sorts  of  sluflf  to  my  wife. 
Tliere's  a  snaggle-tooth  woman  Jives  over  the  way. 

With  a  nose  like  the  beak  of  a  hawk. 
She's  never  done  carrying  stories  about—  .; 

It's  funny  how  people  •will  talk.    ; 

The  very  first  day  we  moved  in  the  house. 

They  came  to  see  what  we  would  eat; 
Aud  a  cross-eyed  old  man  came  in  from  next  door. 

And  run  down  every  one  in  the  street; 
Then  when  he  went  out  he  went  over  the  waj', 

Told  the  neighbors  I  looked  like  a  gawk; 
I'll  throw  him  down  stairs  if  he  comes  in  again — 

It's  funny  how  people  willtaik. 


m^ 


They  do  nothing  but  borrow  from  moraiag  till  sight. 

From  the  poker  aad  coal  to  the  cat. 
And  if  I  don't  happen  to  have  what  they  want. 

Call  my  baby  a  wizen-face  brat; 
Ai>d  say  i'm  a  robber  aad  a  murderer,  too;  .     ;, 

Because  she  ain't  got  a  dress  fit  to  be  seen —   -         ' .' 
Its  faaajr^o^v people  mil ttlk,  v  .    t   •" 

Asdck<2k«k€r«i?s«it<5at«^fe33s;tk;  . 

Tbey  say  I'm  a.  regular  bvute  ia  the  house,  -        ''^■ 

They  say  I'm  too  mean  to  hay  pure  country  milk, 

Thev  saj  our  last  baby  they  dont  think  is  mine — 
It  s  iaaa^  tavr  pecgle  will  t&lk. 


Nineteen  Hundred  and  Ona 


Ssoiji  ijy  srjix&^i^yS&i?* 


I  -nill  sing  you  a  song  of  things  that  will  be 

2a  ameieea  ^luadred  &ad  one; 
The  changes  to  cojue,  I?  we  live  to  se«, 

la  aiaeSeea  hasdred  aad  onQ — 
Th«^  ss>Jdi&?s  ssd  saiJ«^fs  TsrilJ  get  tbel?  bsck  ^sy, 
AW  ■Borersssgttt  frauds  wiHl  sink  m  the  bar, 
Aad  Beecher  wttt  preacti  far  a  dottar  a  day, 

ia  sis^teea  husdred  asd  one, 

3iiiis.^S-i£.%i  will  ^Sse^ls^fey^^^sf-is^as  S^asr^ 

5^  Tr?ae4«ea  fes®rf?e^  ^t2asa& — 
S«%  i«§s£gsS  &s  <fes%  ^g«r«  is.  s-SeSf^  - ' 

B-t£i  ^7*  ssd  fefi^sSs&Si  ps©?^  B&fe-  Jy&  "s^ jii  ^sef t^; 

SsSe  Oasis*  will  IsTe^S^  ^w  Sre  ^s^pe, 
lit  ^isetssu  lissilrgd  sud  0S«; 

is  siseSees  fess<ir<;d  &s<k  -6s« — 

&s&icii&g^&^pf»^i9^  yvm^  fet,  Iseis  a|Soesr» 
K?s.  Ltisgtry  Ts-iS  S«e  immf  is  sks  m.sstms^  ^st  Se« 


Anti  "ihs  Irish  -»>???  tti^si  tm  ???«■  grsTe  -&f  ^Ss^  J&iw^ 

la  nineleeu  fiimdred  and  one — 
Tbev'i(  banLvh  tite  iaudiords  eli  into  the  sea, 
A»iiii>&  L»»d  Lis^aers  ihey  >viM  »Jf  fcs-lJe?  tyjili  g?ee, 
A»d  joa  c»B  btt  j«sr  sweet  ?jfe  well  sci;  lr«l^2d  free, 

la  aia&teea  humired  sad  one.       > ;         ,  .  .    , 


Be  Qxdet,_or_rii  Scream. 

The  TTords  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  W  ehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs  sent  free  to  any  address. 

One  bright  mid-summer  eve,  with  Harry  by  xny  side. 
As  we  went  strolling  fortli,  I  fancied  that  be  sighed; 
His  arm  around  my  waist— with  joy  his  eyes  did  beam- 
He  asked  a  kiss;  say  I,  "be  quiet,  or  I'll  scream." 

We  reached  my  cottage  door,  he  bade  me  there  good-bye — 
My  heart  rebuked  me  then,  I  tliought  of  his  deep  sigh; 
So,  smiling  at  my  beau,  who  ratlier  glum  did  seem. 
Says  I,  "  love,  take  a  kiss,  I  never  meant  to  scream." 

We  tread  the  same  old  path,  though  years  I've  been  his  wife, 
Our  days  glide  on  in  bliss,  we  know  no  care  or  strife; 
And  when  we  reach  one  spot,  as  bright  the  moon  doth  beam, 
He  laughs,  aud  so  do  I,  'twas  there  I  said  I'd  scream. 

His  heart  is  all  my  own,  and  his  sweet  kisses,  too; 

He's  just  as  constant  now  as  when  he  came  to  woo; 

The  walks  are  just  the  same.  Mm  moon  as  bright  doth  boun; 

And  if  he  failed  to  kiss,  oh!  dear,  how  I  should  scream. 


J^^■'•'r■'^' 


■'•:-^R:=ilSftW"-v-''^. 


rdowatteiMife 


r«i8  lowtt  awifl^  iOoDg; 
•  tad  dowaia  ttfnl  swdl, 
lk»«Hi  vwMl.  hiy^r  Moad 
p.. .  ^^^j^j|«  to  tlM  oM  ilmrai  Iwll-- 
!$•;>  BUB  flw  wa—  twett.  hwppy  wmad 


to  the  old  diarah  boIL 
OaoKtni 
Bwwt  Mkllow*  ud  to  nd  fro 
Up  aad  down  ia  fltfal  •wH* 
Riaic  iu  chlnM  in  hmppj  ihjmm, 
iMm  to  the  6Id  choMh  MU. 


PI-. 


•far 

. tlM  old  dhnreb  in  tbe  deU, 

Im  awtet  BMm'ri«  wakened  are 
BcF  :hBv  tho  Tolcd  of  that  old  bell ; 
eoino  and  Tialou^ 
than  worda  of  mine  oaa  tell. 
mj  heart  sway*  to  and  fro 
Lirt^ins  to  the  old  church  ben— 
4liiditt7  heart  away*  to  and  f>o» 
lUaftting  to  the  old  chorch  bell.— OAtfrvA 

ItTben  the  ttan  aboTe  the  rale 

Sadie  npon  the  peaceful  dell. 
Thea  at  Teaper  hoar  a  tale 

OhtBMB  the  geetlv  awlngliup  bell. 
IMeiof  700th  ndWaiS^lfaj, 

OrownM  with  lore'Mweet  magle  apell. 
When  B17  heart  delidiU  to  Mrnr 

XIrtUnf  totbeokTchuich  beO— 
Whore  my  heart  deUgbts  to  itray 

LUt'nfaig  to  the  olddiuzeh  hOL—OKanu, 


OH,  MR  FL^NOTOAy. 

Sang  by  J— wt  OTTdl 

r^  paor  married  man.  for  about  aevea  yean 
paeen  leadfaii;  a  tormented  life. 

"iMnpn  and  cauae  of  the  aame,  do  you  aeeT— 

tliaaled  a  uikatiTO  wtfe; 

lifeBr  whererer  I  chance  for  to  fo, 

I  mftter  wherarer  I  atny, 

'lieome  one  to  know  me.  and  at  me  they  wink. 
limmwHately  turn  round  and  aay: 

CaoaiTa 
SpBoifan.  there'a  going  to  bo  a  row! 

lalgaB*  yoa're  going  to  catoh  It  nowt 

laigaQ,  wbaterer  will  yoo  dot 
» wife  haa  got  the  poker  and  ahe'a  looking  out  for  yon. 

Mr  JMiThmdajcI  went  on  a  apne. 
Iboawaboattwelre  that  night, 
I  te  WW  aw  aa  Ihr  M  tho  door.^ 

(i|mlb«%  aanlyaad  tight; 

MMawM  lo^ajg  from  the  wiadow  aboTe 

If^totlM^BdofbUrbMt 

f  ^BB  taiB  around  and  aigr^-O^JbriM. 

lH»iai  with  a  tmndk  of  wood 
moaamgroldelf, 
raa>a«liaB  aUit  to  pat  on 


f,^pqil4JI'll  aooa  paai  «in^ 


*  'ni'i,  <.!•■< iaif  I 


./••.,  • 


SING 
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'i^xIb^J^ifi^ 
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THE  OLD  CHURCH  BELL. 

Sung  by  C.  neywood. 

Floating  dowu  the  suuny^vale, 

Wafted  over  brook  and  dell, 
.;    On  the  Summer's  perfumed  gale 

Comes  the  chiming  of  the  bell, 
;    Soft  and  low  it  sways  along, 

Up  and  down  in  ritful  swell, 
•;    Btill  the  same  sweet,  Lappy  sound 

Listen  to  the  old  shurch  bell — 
Still  the  same  sweet,  happy  sound 

Listen  to  the  old  church  bell. 

CnoRus. 
Sweet  and  low,  and  to  and  fro 

Up  and  down  in  fitful  swell. 
Ring  its  chimes  in  liappy  rhymes, 

Listen  to  the  old  church  bell. 

Many  years  I've  passed  afar 

From  the  old  church  in  tiie  dell. 
Yet  sweet  mem'ries  wakened  are 

By  the  voice  of  that  old  bell; 
,  Visions  come  and  visions  go, 

More  than  words  of  mine  can  tell, 
And  my  heart  sways  to  and  fro 

List'uing  to  the  old  church  bell — 
And  my  heart  sways  to  and  fro, 

List'uuig  to  the  old  church  bell.— C/«>rM«. 

When  the  stars  above  the  vale 

Smile  upon  the  peaceful  dell, 
Then  at  vesper  hour  a  tale 

Chimes  the  gently  swinging  bell. 
Tales  of  youth  and  life's  fair  May, 

Crown'd  with  love's  sweet  magic  spell, 
Wiiere  my  heart  delights  to  stray 

List'ning  to  the  old  church  bell- 
Where  my  heart  delights  to  stray 

List'ning  to  the  old  church  hell.— Chorus. 


OH,   MR   FL4NNiaAN. 

I  Sung  by  James  O'NeiL 

I'm  a  ix)or  married  man,  for  about  seven  years 

I've  been  hading  a  tormented  life, 
The  reason  and  cause  of  the  same,  do  3'ou  see? — 

I've  married  a  talkative  wife; 
No  matter  w  herever  I  chance  for  to  go, 

Iso  matter  wherever  I  stray. 
There's  some  one  to  know  me,  and  at  me  they  wink; 

And  immediately  turn  round  and  say : 

■  •   '       '        j  CUORUS. 

Oh,  Mr.  Flannigan,  there's  going  to  be  a  row! 
Oh.  Mr.  Flanuigan,  you're  going  to  catch  it  now! 
Oh,  Mr.  Flannigan,  whatever  will  you^lo? 
For  your  wife  has  ^jot  the  poker  and  she's  looking  out  for  you. 

It  was  only  last  Thursday  I  went  on  a  spree, 

And  returned  home  about  twelve  that  night, 
The  policeman  he  saw  me  as  far  as  the  door, 

And  left  me  there,  paralyzed  tight; 
The  old  woman  was  looking  from  the  window  above 

As  the  policeman  walked  away, 
When  he  got  to  the  end  of  his  beat 

I  hcaid  him  turn  around  and  say : — CTwrus. 

J  • 

Last  night  I  came  home  with  a  trundle  of  wood 

And  fehe  called  me  a  crazy  old  elf, 
And  if  I  should  want  a  clean  shirt  to  put  on 

She  tells  me  go  wash  it  myself; 
I'm  sure  I  don't  deserve  it  all. 

From  this  world  I'll  soon  pass  away. 
So  if  any  of  you  should  meet  me  on  the  street 

I  hope  you  will  not  turn  and  say:— C'/ioru*. 


PAT  OF  MULLINGAR 

Sung  by  llarry  Richmond. 

They  may  talk  of  Flying  Childers, 

And  the  speed  of  Harkaway, 
Till  the  fancy  it  bewilders, 

As  you  list  to  what  they  say; 
But  for  real  bone  and  beauty 

Though,  to  travel  near  and  far, 
The  fattest  mare  you'll  find,  belongs 

To  Pat  of  Mullingar. 

Chorus. 

She  can  trot  along,  jog  along. 

Drag  a  jaunting-car; 
No  day's  too  long,  when  set  along 

With  Pat  of  Mullingar. 

She  was  bred  in  Connemara, 

And  brought  up  at  Castlemaine; 
She  won  cups  at  the  Currah, 

The  finest  baste  on  all  the  plain! 
All  countries  and  conveyances 

She  has  been  buckled  to; 
She  lost  an  eye  at  Limerick, 

And  au  ear  at  Waterloo. — Chonis. 

If  a  friend  3'OU  wish  to  find,  sir, 

I'll  go  wherever  you  want; 
I'll  drive  you  out  of  your  mind,  sir. 

Or  a  Irttle  way  beyont, 
Like  an  arrow  tlirougii  the  air, 

If  you'll  step  upon  the  c:ir, 
You'll  ride  behind  the  little  iua<e 

Of  Pat  of  Mullingar.— C'A<?rM». 

To  Dallymount  or  Kingston, 

If  the  place  you  wish  to  sec, 
I'll  drive  you  to  the  Strawberry  beds, 

It's  all  the  same  to  me; 
To  Douny brook,  whose  ancient  fair 

Is  famed  for  love  and  war; 
Or  if  you  have  the  time  to  spare, 

We'll  go  to  Mullingar.- C'A^ATtt*. 

When  on  the  road  we're  going. 

The  other  carmen  try 
(Without  the  darling  knowing), 

To  pass  her  on  the  sly; 
Ilor  one  ear  points  up  to  the  sky. 

She  tucks  her  haunches  in ; 
Then  shows  the  lads  how  she  can  fly, 

As  I  sit  still  and  grin!— C'Aorw*. 

Then,  should  yez  want  a  car,  sire, 

I  hojie  you'll  not  forget 
Poor  Pat  of  Mullmgar,  sirs. 

And  his  darliu' little  pet; 
She's  as  gentle  as  the  dove,  sirs, 

Her  speed  you  can't  deny ; 
And  there's  no  blind  side  about  lier. 

Though  she  only  has  one  eye.  —  Cftona. 


•  — The  New  York  Sun  speaks  of  a  girl  who  c«>n  open  a  quart 
of  oysters  in  four  minutes,  and  Gus  DeSmilh,  with  a  far  away 
financial  expression,  says  he  knows  another  girl  who  can  eat 
them  in  three  minutes  and  a  half  by  a  stop  watch. 


— Ayoung  gentleman  took  his  sister,  a  wee  miss,  the  other  day, 
to  tee  a  family  in  which  he  is  a  regular  caller.  The  little  girl 
made  herself  quite  at  home,  and  exliibited  great  fondness  for 
one  of  the  young  ladies,  hugging  her  heartily.  "How  very  affec- 
tionate she  is,"  said  the  lady  of  the  house.  *'  Yes,  just  like  her 
brother,"  responded  the  young  lady,  unthinkingly.  Paterfamilias 
looked  up  sternly  over  his  spectacles,  the  young  man  blushed, 
and  there  was  consternation  in  the  family  circle.  1 


— In  the  court-house  an  Irishman  stood  charged  with  stealing 
a  watch  from  a  fellow  citizen.  He  stoutly  denied  the  imjieach- 
l^ment,  and  brought  a  counter-accusation  against  his  accuser  for 
assault  and  battery  committed  with  a  frying-pan.  The  judge 
was  inclined  to  take  a  common  sense  view  of  the  case,  and  re- 
garding the  prisoner,  said,  *'  Why  did  you  allow  the  prosecutor, 
who  is  a  smaller  man  than  yourself,  to  assault  you,  without  re- 
sistance? Had  vou  nothing  in  your  hand  to  defend  yourself 
with?  "  "  Bedad,  your  honor."  answerd  Pat,  "  I  had  his  watch, 
but  what  was  that  against  a  frying-pan? " 
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1  1 


;;     v^  F o N TEN o  y;  -  V 

Sung  by  Johnny  Roaoh.  .,    ■ 

Ob,  have  vou  beard  Ibe  news,  my  boyt,      '  ■ 

That  glorious  news  to-day ; 
Those  gallant  sons,  with  pikes  and  guns. 

Are  girding  for  the  fray. 
The  exiles  are  returning,  i  . 

Their  dear  old  laml  to  see;  ;  "      , 

And  you  and  me  nrast  ready  be 

To  strike  for  liberty. 

Chorus. 
We'll  tear  that  British  banner  down, 
'     •  And  we'll  every  foe  destroy; 

Till  we  trample  in  the  bloody  dust 
.     Of  an  Irish  Fontenoy. 

The  green  flag  shall  wave  over  us. 

As  it  did  in  days  of  yore ; 
And  the  dear  old  harp  of  Tara's  Hall 

Shall  strike  its  chords  once  more: 
And  the  tune  we'll  play,  shall  be  Patrick's  Day, 

And  we'll  play  it  o'er  and  o'er, 
And  soon  you'll  see  old  Ireland  free, 

And  the  exiles  home  once  more.  —  C'horu*. 

We  have  begged  of  England  long,  my  boys, 

But  now  we'll  beg  no  more; 
No  more  like  prowling  hounds  we'll  crawl 

Around  our  master's  door; 
We  have  learned  the  way  to  freedom,  boys, 

And  soon  we'll  .strike  the  blow 
That  will  raise  up  poor  old  Ireland, 
.  And  lay  the  tyrant  low.  —  Chorus. 


QREENPOINT  NELL. 

SunjfbyJoeJ.  SulUvan. 

While  coming  from  the  ferry  V>;' 

I  met  a  little  girl. 
She's  sweeter  than  a  daisy,  *:    ■■    - 

They  call  her  Greeupomt  Nell.  ■• 

A  dozen  more  were  with  her, 

I  know  them  very  well, 
And  as  I  passed  the  darling  by,  • 

They  said,  oh,  what  a  swell  I       ; 

Cnonus.  ... .' 

Oh,  my.  ain't  she  sweet,  "    v 

With  blue  eyes  and  blonde  curly  hair, 
You  bet  she's  a  daisy,  she  has  me  near  craiy, 

AVith  her  sure  there's  none  can  compare; 
Oh,  my,  ain't  she  a  dear, 

I've  mashed  her,  I  know  very  well ; 
She's  a  silk  factory  lady,  and  married  I  may  W 

To  my  little  Greenpoint  Nell. 

The  Thirty  Fourth  Street  ferry     .  ;' 

She  crosses  every  forenoon,  •  ." 

She  works  in  the  silk  factory, 

But  she'll  leave  it  very  soon ; 
I'm  going  to  move  to  Greenpoint,  "•. 

Alongside  of  this  belle, 
Her  name  is  Johanna  Sbaugnessy, 

But  they  call  her  Greenpoint  Nell. — Chorut. 


THE   DANDY   DUDE. 

Sung  by  Miss  Ella  Wesner. 

I'm  the  kind  of  swell  you  see, 

On  Pall  Mall  or  dear  Paree;  \ 

My  waist  is  slim,  my  pants  are  tight, 

They  say  my  togs  makes  my  head  light ; 
My  name  was  Boggs,  but  it  I  changed 

To  Clarence  Vere  de  Vere  Le  Grauge; 
I'm  always  in  a  happy  mood,  ' 

For  I'm  a  hon  ton  dandy  dude. 

■   '  ■  ■  Chords.    -'; 

I'm  a  swell  you  plainly  see. 

The  other  dudes  copy  me ; 
Though  I  lisp,  I'm  never  rude, 

For  I'm  the  model  of  the  dandy  dude. 

I  like  the  ^rls,  but  I  admit 

I  don't  like  the  horrid  men  a  bit; 
I'm  the  pet  of  my  mamma. 

And  the  ladies  think  I'm  lar  dee  da. 
From  boots  to  hat  I  dress  an  fait. 

Ain't  he  immense  the  ladies  say; 
When  they  say  he's  charming,  they  allude 

To  the  styles  and  turnout  of  this  dude. — C?iorut. 

I  love  to  flirt  with  the  dear  girls, 

To  tap  their  chins  and  muss  their  cUrls; 
A  lovely  mash  I  always  get. 

For  somehow  I'm  the  ladies'  pet. 
Which  they  like  most,  I  can  not  say. 

Whether  my  good  looks  or  my  winning  way; 
I  mingle  not  with  the  vulgar  brood. 

For  I'm  a  lar  dee  da  dee  dandy  dude. — Chorus. 


—"I  am  burning  to  stand  at  the  head  of  my  class,"  as  the 
boy  remarked  when  he  tlirew  his  schoolmate's  exercise  into  the 

fire.  'A  ■>■':-      ••^'-i   .'".■:•"■-,■■■■'■■•  ^..\.^ 

— "Is  it  injurious  to  eat  before  going  to  sleep?"  asks  a  corres- 
pondent. Why,  no,  not  fatally  injurious;  but  you  just  try  eating 
after  you  go  to  sleep  if  you  want  to  see  a  circus. 

— A  Galveston  man  who  has  a  mule  for  sale,  hearing  that  a 
friend  in  Houston  wanted  to  buy  a  mule,  telegraphed  him : 
"Dear  Friend:  If  you  are  looking  for  a  No.  1  mule,  don't  for- 
get me." 


THE  FOUNTAIN  IN  THE   PARK 

4Sung  by  Manning  &  Drew. 

While  strolling  in  the  park  one  day,  ;  ' 

In  the  afternoon  in  the  month  of  May, 

I  was  taken  with  surprise  by  a  pair  of  roguish  eyes. 

In  a  moment  my  poor  heart  was  stole  away; 

A  glance  was  all  she  gave  unto  me — (Sjfm.) 

Of  course  we  were  as  happy  as  could  be — (%»».) 

}■■■''■■■'  '  Chorus.    ';''■'•,..   ,  •■  ''■-■■ 

I  immediately  raised  my  hat,  .■'.■- 

So  finally  she  remarked — 
And  I  never  shall  forget  that  lovely  afternoon 
When  I  met  her  at  the  fountain  m  the  jiark. 

Her  dress  was  in  the  fashion  cut  so  fine; 

As  she  placed  her  little  hand  in  mine. 

We  talked  of  love  at  sight  until  the  shades  of  night,      ..  ■ 

When  she  whispered  very  softly,  "I'll  be  thine." 

A  glance  was  all  she  gave  unto  me — (Sym.) 

Of  course  we  were  as  happy  as  could  he—{Sffm.)~Choru$. 


THE  JESTHETIC  DUDE. 

Sung  by  E.  M.  Hall. 

I'll  sing  of  a  dainty  young  man  of  fashion. 

Who  just  tiimt  now  is  the  style  and  the  rage. 
He  looks  like  a  donkey  and  acts  like  a  monkey. 

The  place  for  to  put  him  would  be  a  big  cage. 
His  hair  is  done  up  in  bangs  and  frizzes, 

A  New  Jersey  lily  he  smells  for  food, 
His  pants  are  so  tight  that  it  makes  the  head  light 

Of  this  strange  freak  of  fashion,  the  Esthetic  dude. 

His  collar's  so  big  that  it  hides  his  big  ears,  ;    .' 

His  nose  is  high  toned,  for  it  points  to  the  sky; 
The  boys  call  him  Bidd3\  for  he  is  so  giddy. 

And  the  way  that  he  walks  you'd  think  he  could  fly. 
Now  to  all  young  ladies  who  may  want  to  marry 

I  give  this  advice,  so  don't  think  me  rude: 
You  can't  tell  if  you're  bitched  to  a  male  or  a  female 

If  you  marry  this  foolish  and  mulish  young  dude. 


— "  But  I  will  not  dilate,"  said  the  stump  speaker.  '.'  If  you  do, 
I  am  afraid  the  excited  audience  will  cause  you  to  die  early," 
said  a  red-nosed  man  in  the  back  row. 


—  ■' Ah !  good  morning,  Brown.     Why,  how  are  you?"  "I 

am  very  well,  thank  you;  but  I  would  like  to  know  how  you 

came  to  call  me  Brown.     My  name  is  Green."     "Green?  Oh, 
yes,  so  it  is.     Pardon  me;  I  am  color-blind,  you  know." 


.'■^■'■^f^: 
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rather  Will  Settle  the  Bill. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son?  will  ho  sent  to  anv  address,  post-patd,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehman  P.  O.  Box  1883,  New  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Son^s  sent  free  to  any  address. 

Allow  me  to  look  at  your  dress  goods, 

Aud  trimmings  to  match,  if  you  ploas«» 
'Tis  easy  to  jnake  a  selection 
'  ..  From  elegant  patterns  like  these 

This  poplia  is  quite  to  my  fancy, 
1^  But  here  is  a  i)rctticr  still; 

I  can  not  do  better  thau  talcc  it. 
And  father  will  settle  the  bill. 

Chorus. 

Father  will  settle. 

Ah,  ha,  ha.  ha.  ha.  ha.  ha,  ha,  h:i,  ha,  bal 
I  can  not  do  belter  than  take  it. 

And  father  will  settle  the  bilU 


S       ' 


This  bonnet  Is  just  as  I  want  it. 

So  charming,  I  know  they  will  say; 
I  ought  to  have  called  for  it  sooner, 

1  hope  you'll  excuse  the  delay. 
Well.  now.  I  am  in  a  dilemma. 

Please  charge  it  to  me  if  you  will. 
My  purse  1  declare  I've  forgotten. 

But  father  will  settle  the  bill.— C7w^ru* 

1  wish  yoti  would  do  me  the  favor 

To  l(t  me  examine  that  ring; 
How  nicely  it  looks  on  my  finircr, 

I  must  have  the  beautiful  thing; 
I  scarcely  feel  able  to  buy  it. 

Yet  now  on  a  venture  1  will; 
I  cannot  resist  the  temptation. 

And  father  will  settle  the  hiU.  —  Charui, 

The  jraiterg  I  purchnscd  last  even'ng 

Are  only  a  Irille  too  small; 
They  suit  me  almost  to  perfection, 

Too  low  in  the  instep  isall. 
Kow  here  is  a  pair  that  might  suit  me, 

I  feel  very  certain  they  will; 
Provided  they  da  I  shall  keep  them, 

Aud  father  wifl  settle  tho  hilL—C'Iiorua. 

How  much  for  these  delicate  laces? 

And  tlii.s  little  love  of  a  fan? 
Perhaps  I  shall  call  In  the  morning, 

But  sell  them  of  course  If  you  can. 
Oh,  dear,  I  have  been  so  h-ng  shopping 

That  mother  will  think  I  am  ill; 
I  guess  I  shall  order  a  carriage. 

And  father  will  settle  the  bill.—- C^^>n/A 


y 


JEANNETTE  AND  JEANNOT. 

The  Words  and  Mnslo  of  this  Pons  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  post-pai<l.  on 
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You  are  going  far  away,  far  away  from  poor  Jeannette, 
There  is  no  one  left  to  love  me  now,  an(l  you,  too,  may  forget 
But  my  heart  will  be  with  you,  wherever  you  may  go, 
Can  you  look  me  in  the  face  and  say  tho  same  Jeanuot? 
When  you  wear  the  jacket  red  and  the  beautiful  cockade, 
Ohl  I  fear  that  you'll  forget  all  tlie  promises  you  made; 
With  a  gun  upon  your  phoulder  and  your  bayonet  by  your  sMe, 
You  II  be  taking  some  fair  lady  and  be  making  her  your  bride— 
You'll  be  taking  some  fair  lady  aud  be  making  her  your  bride. 

Or,  when  glory  leads  the  way,  youll  be  madly  rushing  on. 
Kever  thinking  if  they  kill  you  that  my  happiness  is  gone; 
If  you  win  the  day,  perhaps  a  general  you'll  be. 
Though  I'm  proud  to  think  of  that,  what  will  become  of  me? 
Ohl  if  I  were  queen  of  France,  or  still  better  pope  of  Rome, 
I'd  have  no  figlilmg  men  abroad,  no  v  eeping  maids  at  home; 
All  the  world  should  be  at  peace,  or  if  kingsmust  show  their  might. 
"Why  let  them  who  make  the  quarrels  bo  the  only  men  to  fight— 
"Yes,  let  them  who  make  the  quarrels  be  tho  only  men  to  fight 


I 


—A  yonfi?  girl  who  married  a  New  York  dude  on  account  of 
the  lovely  Queen  Anne  villa  ho  had  at  Newport,  admits  that  she 


sold  herself  for  a  mess  of  cottage. 


THE  HOOLAHATT  MUSKETEERS  ! 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontf  will  be  sent  to  any  address  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Weliman,  P.  O.  Box  1823.  NowYork  city. 
A  complete  Catalogue  of  Son^  sent  free  to  any  address. 

It  was  on  a  Saturday  night 

That  we  started  a  company. 
And  elected  Anthony  Wright, 

Our  captain  for  to  be. 
lie  accepted  office  with  thanks, 

.Vnd  appointed  us  Pioneers, 
Fur  to  march  in  front  of  the  ranks. 
In  the  lloolahan  Musketeers! 
Ciiouus. 
We  march'd  like  soldiers  thro*  the  streets. 

With  our  new  flags  flying  so  g.ay, 
And  bate  the  time  w id  both  our  feet. 

While  the  b.ind  did  sweetly  play. 
From  windows  high  the  girls  did  look. 

And  they  smil'd  at  the  Pioneers, 
And  then  their  handkerchiefs  they  shook 
At  the  lloolahan  Musketeers. 

To  the  guests  invited  we  gave 

All  the  prizes  to  carry  round. 
And  at  nine  o'clock  we  did  I'avc, 

For  to  go  to  the  shooting  ground. 
Where  we  stopp'd  for  two  hours  or  more, 

Aud  we  toasted  the  Pioneers, 
Had  eating  and  drinking  galore, 

Did  the  iloolaUau  MusktiteersI — Chorus. 

But  when  we  got  back  to  the  ward. 

It  was  then  we  felt  light  and  gay, 
And  our  captain  flourish'd  his  sword, 

WhiU  the  crowd  did  I'ave  the  way. 
At  Moiiahan'a  wo  broke  up  then, 

And  faith,  we  gave  three  hearty  cheers. 
For  the  officers  and  the  men, 

la  the  Iloolohau  Musketeers! — Chorus. 


/ 


SOMEBODY'S  DARLING-. 

Recited  by  James  Ilarklus. 

Into  a  ward  of  the  whitewashed  walls. 

Where  the  dead  aud  the  dying  lay, 
Wounded  by  bayonets,  shells  aud  balls. 

Somebody's  darling  was  borne  one  day. 
Somebody's  darling,  so  young  and  so  brave. 

Wearing  yet  on  iiis  pale,  sweet  face. 
So  soon  to  be  hid  by  tiie  dust  of  the  grave. 

The  lingerinij  look  of  his  boyhood's  grace. 

Matted  and  damp  are  the  curls  of  gold, 

Kissing  the  snow  of  that  fair  j'oung  brow; 
Pale  are  the  lips  of  delicate  mold. 

Somebody's  darling  is  dying  now. 
Back  from  the  beautiful  blue-veined  brow. 

Brush  all  tlie  wandering  waves  of  gold; 
Cross  his  h.ands  on  his  bosom  now. 

Somebody's  darling  is  still  and  cold. 

Kiss  hfm  once  for  someljody's  sake. 

Murmur  a  prayer,  soft  aud  low; 
One  bright  curl  from  its  fair  mates  take. 

They  were  somebody's  pride,  you  know. 
Somebody's  hand  Iiath  rested  there. 

Was  it  a  mother's  soft  and  white? 
Or  have  the  lips  of  a  sister  fair. 

Been  baptized  in  thot>o  waves  of  light? 

God  knows  best;  he  was  somebody's  love, 

Somebody's  heart  hath  enshrinetl  him  there. 
Somebody's  wafted  his  name  above, 

Night  and  morn  on  the  wings  of  prayer 
Somebody  wejit  when  he  marched  away. 

Looking  so  handsome,  brave  and  grand; 
Somebody's  kiss  on  his  forehead  lay, 

Somebody  clung  to  hid  parting  hand. 

Somebody's  waiting  and  watchln^;-  for  him. 

Yearning  to  clasp  liim  again  to  her  heart, 
And  there  he  lies,  with  his  blue  eyes  dim. 

And  smiling,  child-like,  lips  apart. 
Tenderly  bury  tho  fair  young  dead, 

Pausing  to  drop  on  his  grave  a  tear; 
Carve  on  the  wooden  slap  at  his  head, 

"  Somebody's  darling  slumbers  here.** 
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THE  NEWHALL   HOUSE   FIRE. 


Written  by  J.  W.  KeUey. 


'Twas  the  gmy  of  early  morning  when  the  dreadful  cry  of  flre 

Rang  out  upon  the  cold  and  piercing  air, 
Just  that  little  word  alone  is  all  it  would  require 

To  spread  dismay  aud  panic  everywhere. 
Milwaukee  was  excited  as  it  never  was  before, 

On  learning  that  the  flre  bells  all  around 
Were  ringing  to  eternity  a  hundred  souls  or  more, 

And  the  Newhall  House  was  burning  to  the  ground. 
The  firemen  worked  like  demons  and  did  all  within  their  power 

To  save  a  life  or  try  to  sootlie  a  pain. 
It  made  the  strongest  heart  sick,  for  in  less  than  half  an  hour 
I  hushed  and  further  efforts  were  in  vain. 


I  dreadful  alarm  was  sounded  through  the  oft  condemned  h(>t<  I. 
ished  in  mad  confusion  every  w'ay  ;  -      ;.      .  -. 

The  smoke  was  suffocating  and  blinding  them  as  well,     ..• 

The  fire  king  could  not  be  held  at  bay ;  .'    ^ 

At  every  window  men  and  women  wildly  would  beseech 

For  help,  In  tones  of  anguish  and  despair, 
What  must  have  been  their  feelings  where  the  ladders  could  not  reacli. 

And  they  felt  death's  grasp  around  them  everywhere, 
Up  in  the  highest  window  stood  a  servant  girl  alone  ; 

The  crowd  beneath  all  gazed  with  bathed  breath. 
They  turned  away  their  faces,  there  was  many  a  stifled  groan, 

When  she  jumped  to  meet  perhaps  as  hard  a  death. 

In  one  place  you  could  see  a  man  whose  wife  stood  by  his  side. 

They  say  this  man  was  a  millionaire. 
To  save  them  from  their  dreadful  fate  they  left  no  means  untried, 

Gold  or  treasure  had  no  value  there. 
A  boy  stood  la  a  window  and  his  mother  was  below,        ''. 

She  saw  liim,  and  the  danger  drawing  near. 
With  upraised  hands,  to  pray  for  liim,  she  knelt  down  in  the  snow, 

And  the  stoutest  men  could  not  restrain  a  tear. 
She  madly  rushed  towards  the  fire  and  wildly  tore  her  hair. 

Take  me,  oh,  God,  but  spare  my  pride,  my  joy. 
She  saw  tlie  flames  surround  him  and  then  in  dark  despair, 

Said  :    God  have  mercy  on  my  only  boy. 

They  tell  us  now  that  this  hotel  has  been  on  fire  before, 

And  not  considered  safe  for  several  years. 
And  still  the  men  that  owned  let  it  run  on  as  before, 

And  they  are  not  to  blame,  it  now  appears.  '  .^. 

Incendiarism  this  time  has  been  the  cause  they  sajy-'j-       -  . 

But  who  the  fiend  was  they  cannot  tell,  .■  . 

So  the  people  in  Milwaukee  will  not  rest  by  night  or  day, 

'Till  the  matter  is  investigated  well ;  ! 

Still  this  will  be  no  benefit  to  those  who've  passed  away.  /  >.. 

In  this  Milwaukee's  greatest  funeral  pyre. 
And  peace  be  to  their  ashes  is  tlio  best  that  we  can  say. 

For  the  victims  to  this  great  and  dreadful  fire. 
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.  TOMMY  DODD. 
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I  lead  a  somewhat  liappy  life. 

Like  most  nieu  about  town. 
But  still  I  must  submit  to  you,  -.  ■ 

I'm  somewhat  of  renown; 
'  A  speculative  turn  of  mind,  •  ,  -■ 

It  may  seem  rather  odd ;  .•  .' 

I  have  a  weakness,  and  it  is, 

A  love  for  "Tommy  Dodd!  " 

Cnonus.  ■ 

I'm  always  safe  when  I  be.ffin,  •   - 

Tommy  Dodd,  Tommy  Dodd  I  • 

%     Glasses  round,  cigars  as  well,  '       . 

Tommy  Dodd.  Tommy  Dodd! 
^  ;       .       Now,  my  boys,  let's  all  go  in, 
%        '  Tommy  Dodd,  Tommy  Dodd  I 

.    ^ '      Head  or  tail,  I'm  safe  to  win, 
Hurrah  for  Tommy  Dodd ! 

In  town  now  if  yon  meet  a  friend. 

You  can  not  let  him  pass. 
Of  course  you  must  do  something. 

You  then  propose  a  glass; 
Now  if  I  meet  a  chum  or  two,  ' 

I  hail  them  with  a  nod,  •  ' 

Propose  for  each  a  "  full-grown  dose," 

But  submitting  "Tommy  Dodd\"—Ch0rui. 

You've  no  idea  the  run  of  luck,  .^     ■ 

Whic'u  I  have  found  the  rule. 
Attends  you  if  you  go  in  "  hot."  ; , 

Of  course  remaining  "cool;"  -  " 

A  purse  is  just  in  case  of  need,  ^ 

~  For  j'ou  can  ride  rough-shod. 

And  live  like  any  figliting-cock,  ■ 

If  you're  «piu  "Tommy  Dodt\]"—C  honi*. 

A  friend  of  mine  three  daughters  had. 

He  asked  me  home  to  tea,  "  ..    • 

I  played  and  sung,  when  by-and-by. 

They  oil  "  spooned  "  on  to  me ;  •    '         ..  \ 

I  couldn't  court  the  lot,  you  know, 

For  that  would  seem  so  odd,  ■; 

So  I  proposed  that  they'd  decide. 

By  way  of  "Tommy  Dodd!  "—C/wri/j. 


Call  Me  Your  Darling  Again; 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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Call  me  your  darling  again, 
•,  •  And  give  me  the  smile  I  adore, 

:    Say  that  Hove  not  in  vain. 

Oh,  keep  me  in  sorrow  no  morel  / 

Shadows  are  stealing  around  me. 

And  deep  in  the  heart  there's  a  pain; 
Oh,  come  to  my  side  and  caress  me,  r 

And  call  me  your  darling  again;  ,  •"    ' 

Come  to  my  side  and  caress  me. 

And  call  me  your  darling  again.    • 

■,  Chorus. 

■l        Call  me  your  darling  again, 

Join  in  my  fond  heart's  refrain. 
.    Oh,  come  to  my  side  and  caress  me. 
And  call  me  your  darling  again. 

■   Whisper  your  sweet  words  of  love,  .     > 

And  banish  my  heart's  weary  sighs;     V 
Pure  as  the  bright  stars  above, 
■  Is  the  lovelight  that  dwells  iu  your  eyesT  "N 

V  Tell  me  there's  joy  for  the  morrow, 
'■.  *    ,•      To  thee  ever  true  I'll  remain,  •• 

Oh,  wake,  love,  from  silence  and  sorrow, 

And  call  me  your  darling  agayi;  '■  -'■ 

Wake,  love,  from  silence  and  sorrow, 
And  call  me  your  darling  ag&in.— Chorus. 


Whisky,   You're  the  DiviL 
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Now,  brave  boys,  we're  on  for  marching,  .      ! 

Off  to  Portigil  and  Spain,  .  ' 

Drums  arc  beating,  colors  flying,  . 

Divil  a  home  we'll  go  again.  [     ■ 

Chorxjs. 
Love,  farewell, 

With  my  rean-uh  arrah,  with  my  rearruh  arrah. 
My  rearruh  a  raddy, 

Oh!  there's  wisky  in  the  jar,  "  .. '    -  v' 

Oh!  whisky  you're  the  divil,  you've  led  me  astray. 
Over  hills,  and  over  mountains,  aud  out  of  the  way. 
You're  stronger,  sweeter,  decenter,  and  spunkyer  than  tea. 
Oh,  whisky,  you're  my  darling,  drunk  or  sober. 

Says  the  mother  do  not  wrong  me. 

Do  not  take  my  daughter  from  me, 

For  if  you  do  I  will  torment  you, 

Aud  after  death  my  ghost  will  haunt  you. — Chonu. 

,       Now  the  drums  are  beating  boldly,              ^  •:^      . 
Men  are  dying  hot,  and  coldly. 

Give  every  man  his  flask  of  powder,  .   - 

And  his  firelock  on  his  shoulder.^C'/«>ru«.  '-> 


— "  Do  you  understand  how  to  fix  up  my  hair?  "  asked  a  lady 
of  a  servant  she  was  about  to  engage.  "  Yes,  ma'am,  I  can  fix 
up  your  hair  in  ten  minutes."  '"Ten  minutesi  What  would  I 
do  with  myself  the  rest  of  the  day?    You  won't  suit  me  at  all." 


%  .,»^--«>A' 


'^io^: 
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WHAT  I  LIVE  FOR. 

Recited  by  Miss  Lottie  Winnett. 

I  live  for  those  ■who  love  me, 

For  those  whose  hearts  are  true, 
For  the  heaven  that  smiles  above  me 

And  awaits  m^  spirit,  too; 
For  all  human  ties  that  bind  me, 
For  the  task  my  God  assigned  me, 
For  the  bright  hopes  left  behind  me. 
And  the  good  that  I  can  do. 

I  live  to  learn  their  story 
Who've  suffered  for  my  sake. 

To  cmulnte  their  glory 
And  follow  in  their  wake — 

Bards,  martyrs,  patriots,  sages, 

The  noble  of  all  ages, 

"Whose  deeds  crown  history's  pages, 
And  the  time  great  volume  make. 

I  live  to  hold  communion 

With  all  that  is  divine.. 
To  feel  that  there  is  union 

Twixt  nature's  heart  and  mine. 
To  profit  by  affliction, 
ileap  truth  from  fields  of  fiction, 
Grow  wiser  from  conviction — 

Fulfilling  God's  design. 

I  live  for  those  that  love  mc, 

For  those  whose  hearts  are  true. 
For  the  heaven  that  smiles  above  me, 

And  awaits  my  spirit,  too; 
For  the  wrongs  that  need  resistance, 
For  the  cause  that  needs  assistance. 
For  the  future  in  tlie  distance. 
And  the  good  that  I  can  do. 


WE   REAP  WHAT   WE   SOW. 

I  Recited  by  Tbos.  U.  Winnett. 

For  pleasure  or  pain,  for  weal  or  for  woe, 
'Tis  the  law  of  our  being,  wc  reap  what  we  sow; 
We  may  try  to  evade  them— may  do  what  we  will^ 
But  our  acts,  like  our  sliadows,  will  follow  us  still. 
The  world  is  a  wonderful  chemist,  be  sure, 
And  detects  in  a  moment  the  base  or  the  pure; 
We  may  bor.st  of  our  claims  to  genius  or  birth, 
But  the  world  takes  a  man  for  just  what  he's  worth. 

We  start  in  the  race  for  fortune  or  fame, 

And  then  when  wc  fail  the  world  bears  the  blame; 

But  nine  times  in  ten  'tis  jjlaiu  to  be  seen 

There's  a  "screw  somevhcrc  loose"  in  the  liumnii  machin*. 

Are  you  wearied  and  woru  in  tins  hard  eartiily  strife? 

Do  you  yearn  for  affection  to  sweeten  ycur  life? 

Remember  this  great  truth  had  often  been  proved, 

We  must  make  ourselves  lovable  would  we  be  loved. 

Though  life  may  appear  as  a  desolate  track. 

Yet  the  bread  that  we  cast  on  the  waters  come  back; 

This  law  was  enacted  by  heaven  above. 

That  like  attracts  like,  and  love  begets  love. 

We  are  proud  of  our  mansions  of  mortar  and  stone. 

In  our  gardens  are  flowers  of  every  zone; 

But  the  beautiful  graces  that  blossom  within 

Grow  shriveled  and  die  in  the  upas  of  sin! 

We  make  oiirselves  heroes  and  martyrs  for  gold, 
'Till  health  becomes  broken,  and  youth  becomes  old; 
Oh!  did  we  tlie  same  for  beautiful  love 
Our  lives  might  be  music  for  angels  above. 
We  reap  what  we  sow — oh,  wonderful  truth  1 
A  truth  hard  to  learn  in  the  days  of  our  youth ; 
But  it  shines  out  as  fast  as  the  "  hand  on  the  wall ; " 
For  the  world  has  its  debt  and  credit  for  all. 


— "  Is  tliat  gentleman  a  friend  of  yours?"  asked  a  newly  In- 
troduced lady  of  another  at  a  reception.  "Oh,  no,  he  amy 
husband,"  was  the  innocent  reply. 


A  Smile  Was  All  She  Oave  Me. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address  post-paid, 

ruceipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  V\'ehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs  sent  free  to  any  uddress. 

Not  long  ago  I  was  the  beau 

Of  a  pretty  girl,  named  Mary, 
With  a  form  so  neat,  a  smile  so  sweet. 

And  a  step  just  like  a  fairy. 
We  courted  long,  my  love  was  strong, 

How  I  wish  that  she  would  have  me, 
B'lt  when  I  did  the  question  pop, 

A  smile  was  all  she  gave  me. 

Chokus. 
Yet  she  was  so  fair,  I  do  declare, 

How  I  wished  that  she  would  have  m«. 
But  when  I  did  the  question  pop, 

A  smile  was  all  she  gave  me. 

I  sent  her  notes,  I  sent  her  flowers, 

I  took  her  out  a-riding,  • 

How  quick  time  flics  when  love  and  sighs 

Are  with  the  hours  gliding. 
A  rival  was  my  only  fear, 

And  I  couldn't  think  to  save  me. 
That  when  I  asked  her  who  he  was 

A  smile  was  all  she  gave  me. — Choru$. 

At  last  a  note  I  got  one  day. 

And  dreadful  news  it  carried. 
Inviting  me  to  come  and  sec 

Herself  and  rival  married; 
Kow  off  I  went,  on  death  was  bent. 

Resolved  that  none  should  save  me. 
But  I'm  not  dead,  thouirh  she  got  wed. 

And  a  smile  was  all  she  gave  mc  —  Chointt. 


on 


Jnst  to  Please  the  Boys. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tiiis  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehman  P.  O.  Box  1883,  New  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs  sent  free  to  any  address. 

Some  people  have  peculiar  ways 

And  I  have  some  I  know, 
I  don't  like  Rweli  society, 

Restraint  I  cannot  go. 
I've  done  and  will  do  as  I  please,  ; 

Keep  still  or  make  a  noise, 
I  love  to  please  the  ladies,  but. 

Prefer  to  please  the  boys. 

Spoken — Oh!  well,  ladies  never  .nppear  perfect  iu  each  other's 
eyes;  there's  always  some  little  fault,  whether  caused  by  envy, 
jealomy  or  otherwise.  So,  on  this  occasion  I  waive  female  opi- 
nion and  intend —  ■:-,.: 

Chorus. 
Just  to  please  the  boys,     " 

Just  to  please  the  boys, 
I  always  meant  with  good  intent. 

To  tiy  and  please  the  boys. 

I  love  to  sing,  to  sail  and  race,    , 

I  love  to  skate  and  dance, 
I  love  all  social  parties 

Where  they  give  a  girl  a  chance. 
My  lady  friends  find  fault  because 

They  cannot  share  my  joys. 
And  tell  me  I'm  too  forward  when 

I  try  to  please  the  boys. 

Spoken— Yes,  whenever  I  try  to  entertain  the  gentlemen,  I 
hear  such  exclamations  as  these:  "Ain't  she  awful?"  "How 
exceedingly  fresh!"  "She  will  never  catch  a  sensible  husband.  " 
And  all  this  because  I  try— Chorus. 

Some  people  call  me  fickle, 

Just  becaui.se  I  cliangc  my  bean. 
And  don't  keep  one  man  to  myself, 

And  let  all  otiicrs  go. 
Kow  that  I  think  would  be  unkind, 

For  no  one  more  enjoys. 
To  give  good  looking  men  a  chance, 

Ajnd  try  and  please  the  boys. 

Spoken— Lord  I  I'm  not  fickle;  I  do  like  one  man.  The  other 
evening  a  gentleman  kissed  me  just  because  I  let  him.  He 
repeated  the  act  and  then  wanted  an  encore.  I  refused.  He 
said,  "Ella,  they  all  do  it."  He  didn't  mean  me,»  I  have  a  few 
kisses  left,  and  when  I  distribute  them  it  will  be — Chorus. 
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Cnrfew  Must  Not  Ring  To-Night. 

Recited  by  James  HarkiiiB. 

England's  sun  was  slowly  settlngr-o'er  the  hills  so  far  away, 
Fillinff  all  the  land  with  beauty  at  the  close  of  one  sad  day ; 
And  the  last  rays  kiss'd  the  forehead  of  a  man  and  maiden  fair. 
Ho  with  step  so  slow  and  weakened,  she  with  sunny,  floatiiiR  hair; 
He  with  sad  bowed  head,  and  thoughtful,  slio  with  lips  so  cold  and  white. 
Struggling  to  keep  back  the  murmur,  "  Curfew  must  not  rin?  to-night." 
"Sexton,"  Bessie's  white  lips  faltered,  pointing  to  the  prison  old. 
With  its  walls  eo  d<t7k  and  gloomy— walls  «o  Sark  and  damp  and  cold— 
"  I've  a  lover  in  that  prison,  doomod    iis  very  night  to  die 
At  the  ringing  of  the  Curfew,  ~-    no  earthly  help  Is  nigh. 
Cromwell  will  not  come  till  sunset  '■    nd  her  face  grew  strange/y  white, 
As  she  spoke  in  husky  whispers, '  Curfew  must  not  ring  to-night" 
"Bessie,"  clanily  spoke  the  sexton— every  word  pierced  her  young  heart 
Like  a  thousand  gleaming  arrows,  like  a  deadly-poisoned  dart— 
"  Long,  longyears  I've  rungthe  Curfew  from  that  gloomy  shacIowetTtower : 
Every  evening,  just  at  sunset,  ii  has  told  the  twilight  hour; 
I  have  done  my  duty  ever,  tried  to  do  it  just  and  right, 
^'ow  I'm  old  I  will  not  miss  it ;  girl,  the  Curfew  rings  to-night  1 " 
Wild  her  eyes  and  pale  her  features,  stern  and  white  her  thoughtful  brow, 
And  within  her  heart's  deep  centre,  Bessie  made  a  solemn  vow ; 
She  had  listened  while  the  judges  read,  without  a  tear  or  6i;;h, 
"At  the  ringing  of  the  Curfew— Basil  Underwood  must  die." 
And  her  breath  came  fast  and  faster,  and  her  eyes  grew  large  and  bright- 
One  low  murmur,  scarcely  spoken— "Curfew  must  not  ring  to-night ! " 
She  with  light  step  bounded  forward,  sprang  within  the  old  church  door. 
Left  the  old  man  coming  slowly  paths  he'd  trod  60  oft  before ; 
I»ot  one  moment  paused  the  maiden,  but  with  cheek  and  brow  aglow. 
Staggered  up  the  gloomy  tower,  where  the  bell  swung  to  and  fro  ; 
Then  she  climbed  the  slimy  lauder.  dark,  without  one  ray  cf  light. 
Upward  still,  her  pale  lips  saying :  "Curfew  shall  not  ring  to-night." 
She  has  reached  the  topmost  ladder,  o'er  her  hangs  the  great  dark  bell. 
And  the  awful  gloom  beneath  her,  like  the  pathway  down  to  hell ; 
See,  the  ponderous  tongue  is  swinging,  'tis  the  hour  of  Curfew  now. 
And  the  sight  has  chilled  her  bosom,  stopped  her  breath  and  paled  her  brow. 
Shall  she  let  it  ring?    No,  never  I  her  eyes  flash  with  sudden  light, 
As  she  springs  and  grasps  it  firmly— "  Curfew  shall  not  ring  to-night ! " 
Out  she  swung,  far  out,  the  city  seemed  a  tiny  speck  below  : 
There,  'twixt  heaven  and  earth  suspended,  as  the  bell  swung  to  and  fro ; 
And  the  half-deaf  sexton  ringing  (years  he  had  not  heard  the  bell). 
And  he  thought  the  twilight  Curfew  rang  young  Basils  funeral  knell ; 
Still  the  maiden  clinging  firmly,  cheek  and  brow  so  pale  and  white. 
Stilled  her  frightened  heart's  wild  beating—"  Curfew  shall  not  ring  to-night." 
It  was  o'er— the  bell  ceased  swaying,  and  the  maiden  stepped  once  more 
Firmly  on  the  damp  old  ladder,  where  for  hundred  years  before 
Human  foot  had  not  been  planted ;  and  what  she  this  night  had  done 
Should  be  told  in  long  years  after— as  the  rays  of  setting  sun 
Light  the  sky  with  mellow  beauty,  aged  sires  with  heads  of  white 
Tell  their  children  why  the  Curfew  did  not  ring  that  one  sad  night. 
O'er  the  distant  hills  came  Cromwell ;  Bessie  saw  him,  and  her  brow, 
Lately  white  with  sickening  terror,  glows  with  sudden  beauty  now ; 
At  his  foot  she  told  her  story,  showed  ner  hands  all  bruised  and  torn ; 
And  her  sweet  young  face  so  haggard,  with  a  look  so  sad  and  worn, 
Touched  his  heart  with  sudden  pity— lit  his  eyes  with  misty  light ; 
"  Go,  yonr  lover  lives ! "  cried  Cromwell ;  "  Curfew  shall  not  ring  to-night." 


HUSH-A-BYE,   BABY  I 

CJopyright,  ISSO,  by  E.  H.  Harding.  ^   •    '■ 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address  post-paid,  on 
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;.         Huslia-bye,  bab}',  now  go  to  sleep,  love, 

Hush-a- bye,  baby,  bye;  :     • 

In  slumber  close  your  eyes,  lore, 
Paddy,  don't  you  cry.  \-[ ; 

•■'  Chorus.  -".\ 

Now  go  to  sleep,  my  Paddy  dear. 
Now  go  to  sleep  for  your  father  is  here;       '^- 
Ob !  Paddy,  darling,  now  go  to  sleep,  , 

.«.  There,  now,  don't  you  erf .        ... 

Htisb-a-byc.  baby,  now  go  to  sleep,  love,      ;' 

Hush-a  bye,  baby,  bye; 
Thro' each  bright  star 

The  angels  watch  tliee  from  on  high.— CA<»rM«. 


\   Angels,  Meet  Me  On  the  Cross-Road. 

Simg  by  Chas.  Anderson. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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...  I  rise  up  early  in  tlie  morn, 
•    I  hear  old  Gabriel  blow  his  horn;  ;      ,.     ,  . 

Make  haste,  darkies,  don't  you  wait, 

'Case  you  all  may  lose  dem  keys  to  the  gate.  ;  ■; 

■  ■   y'."':  CnoRus.^;-.:  :;■■■.;"■■■,..-.;., 

Angels,  meet  me  on  the  cross-road,  meet  me, 
Angels,  meet  me  on  the  cross-road,  meet  me, 
Angeis,  meet  me  on  the  cross-road,  meet  me, 
I  ain't  gwine  to  charge  any  tole. 

.    What  kind  of  shoes  does  tlie  angels  wear? 
Dat  dey  can  walk  around  up  in  heaven  in  the  air? 
I  stand  by  the  gate,  I  hear  de  angels  knock, 
;  V-  And  I  put  all  the  nickels  in  de  missionary  box. — Chanu. 


— Small  boy — "Pa,  did  you  know  ma  long  before  you  married 
her?  "  Pa—"  I  didn't.  I  didn't  know  her  until  long  after  I  had 
married  her." 


MULCAHEyS  SOONER  DOG. 

Recited  by  Miss  St.  George  Hussey. 

•  •"-         Mulcahey  had  a  sooner  dog,  ,   ''^' 

He'd  sooner  fight  than  ate; 
Mulcahey  said  he'd  matcli  him  •      •'  ' 

Against  any  terrier  in  the  State. 
His  teeth  were  like  a  saw  mill,  .'^ 

He'd  a  double  action  jaw,  .      '    ; 

He'd  chew  up  china  door  knobs,  .'y. 

Or  anything  he  saw.  -    '    .> 

Mulcahey  had  a  neighbor. 

His  name  was  Terrence  Flynn, 
Terry  owned  a  bull  pup  V 

With  a  very  ugly  grin.  ; 

Terrj' called  him  Beauty,  '':' 

Though  an  uglier,  mangier  cur  .- 

Never  was  led  in  a  dog  pit,  f 

Or  wore  a  coat  of  fur. 

Beauty  ate  the  dog  house, 

•    And  broke  the  chain  one  day,   -.   . 

And  chewed  a  Chinese  Tom  cat. 

In  Mulcahey's  yard  across  the  way; 
Mulcahey  says  to  Terry,  . 

"  Your  cur  can  ate  a  cat. 
But  he  can  not  wrestle  my  dog. 

And  I'll  bet  my  boots  on  that." 

Says  Flynn,  "  I'll  bet^my  mother  in-law 

Against  an  overshoe  j   .. 

My  dog  will  swallow  your  dog,  * 

Before  tlie  match  is  through. 
A  pit  was  dug  according, 

And  the  dogs  were  both  slung  in. 
Says  Mnlcahey,  then,  to  Jerry, 

Slay  the  best  dog  win.  ■:  .'' 

Mulcahey's  dog  got  a  waist  hoult 

Of  Beauty  by  the  jaw. 
And  he  hit  him  with  a  black  jack 

That  he  held  in  his  paw. 
The  dog  cried  "  Holy  murther," 

Then  Jerry  Flynn  did  bawl, 
"Mulcahey,  fight  your  dog  fair,  '■■,- 

Or  do  not  fight  at  all. "  ' 

Then  dogs  and  men  got  fighting, 

'     And  divil  sucli  a  sight  • 

Ever  a  white  man  witnessed, 

As  was  in  Mulcahey's  yard  that  night 
There  was  howling,  there  was  growling,     .. 

Three  hogsheads  of  blood  was  shed. 
And  when  the  sun  got  up  in  the  morning 

Both  dogs  and  men  were  dead. 


— Proverbial  Philosophy. — Hunger  is  the  best  sauce;  hence 
street-boys  are  naturally  saucy.  Many  men,  many  minds;  but 
one  woman  frequently  has  more  than  all  of  them.  They  who 
dance  leave  the  host  to  pay  the  fiddler.  What  cannot  be  cured 
supports  the  doctors.  A  fair  exchange  would  ruin  the  stock 
market.    There's  many  a  smoke  with  no  tobacco. 


■^^'^:^ 


■nil  ifB 


IMT 


dnwv,  «Mto  I  poBdwad,  ««ak  and  ■.. 

Ontr  this,  MMl  aothlac  more. " 

lNaMaber.ttWMtath6bl««kI>eMinber, 
tw|jB»t»dylit  «mb«  wrooirtit  Ita  i^bogt  vpoii  Um  floor. 
.  ifrfiMI  tlM  BMrrow ;  Tmialr  I  b»d  aonght  toborrow 
Mioksj«ra««M  of  sorrow— ootrow  for  tho  lost  Lrainv,— 


nS 


_  radUnt  uftidM  wkon  tlw  aocels  name  Loiioi*- 
MsflUtaM  hare  f otaraniora. 

Jaaw-^niad  me  i^  tentaatto  terrors  nerar  felt  before ; 

laowvto  atffl  tiM  beattnc  of  nj  heart.  I  stood  repeating. 
, jMMiiritar  antreatiBff  entraaoa  at  my  ohambeMoor.— 
» lata  TMtmr  aatnatlBf  antraaoe  at  my  ehamberdoor : 
nat  It  li,  and  notidsg  more." 

MIy jmr  aoal  mw  stroDMr ;  hflstutliur  then  no  lonser. 

•  •e*A-  5*  iWam,  triy,  ▼our  f onriVenees  I  Implore ; 

'"        ^  I WM  aaMtaiff.  and  mo  cenUy  you  <»me  rapplnc. 
'  yo«  eaoM  fapidng.  tappW  at  my  chamb«Hloor, 
VM jva  I  heard  you  "^ere  I  opened  wide  the  door 
Oaikaaaathare,  and  nothluc  more. 

peerimr.  lone  I  stood  there,  wondertotr.  fearlac, 

.  dreams  no  mortals  erer  dared  to  dream  bef  ure : 

-waa  mkbroken,  and  the  stillness  gave  no  tcdcon, 
irara  tbsre  spoken  was  the  wUspoed  word,  "  Leoore  I " 
~''  and  an  eoho  mormored  baol  the  w(»d,  "  Leoore  I " 
vely  this,  and  nothing  more. 

iaietha  ohamber  tominff,  all  my  sonl  within  me  bnnUnc. 
*TrtB  I  hjsard  a  Upplns,  sometfalnc  louder  than  before. 
'»    ^  '•!  *?^  •^^^  ••  something  at  my  wlndow-latUoe ; 
-_  aaa  thea  wtot  thereat  Is  and  this  mystery  explore.— 
Mr  heart  bastlU  a  moment,  and  this  mystery  azpJon : 
Tls  the  wind,  and  nothing  mora." 

■a  I  flou  the  divtter.  when  with  many  a  flirt  and  flutter. 
M**SP«<ra  stately  raren  of  the  sainUy  days  of  yore. 
5?2&*5f!2°*  "?**?•  *»•  5  ^o'.*  mtonte  stopped  or  sUyed  he. 
r ■*?  **?*"!?  *7JW,y«  P«wh«d  •bore  my  ohamber<loor,— 
"^  %^^  ^'  PaUas,  Joat  shore  my  ohamber^oor- 
Ferooad,  and  sat,  and  nothloy  more. 

Ittli aboBT  bM  hcMuflhiir  my  sad  faooy  Into  smlUnir, 
"  "Wja  and  stem  deoomm  of  the  countenanoe  It  wore, 

t  tfcy  ewrt  be  rimru  and  shaven,  thou."  I  said.  "arteurenocraTen; 
f;-, .  ffmud  udent raTea,  wsaderin«  from  the  nightly  shore, 
llM  what  thy  lordhr  name  Is  on  the  nixht's  Ptattonlan  ahoze  t " 
<2:uoth  the  faven,  "  Nerermore  I " 

■=1-  •jzzii*^^?"'*'"'^  'o^l  *o  b«*'  disoourse  so  plafaily. 
^S^^iSSVf  "»*^™«?i?€«  "'*»•  "leTanoy  bore ;  »"""'• 
rwaaannot  help  acrertwr  that  no  Urlng  human  beinx 
T2?ll5'!  ^•••"^^^*''^'»*W  bird  abore  his  ohamber<loor. 
lar  baasi  »oo  the  sonlptnied  bust  abore  his  ohamberdoor 
with  sooh  a  name  aa  "NeTarmore  1 " 

—J  !«««■.  sittfaif  lonely  on  the  pladd  bast,  spoke  only 
tjfa.word,  aaif  Ms  soul  In  that  one  word  he  did  outpour. 
"•^  '  than  ha  ottered ;  not  a  feather  then  he  fluttered— 

-***^,5Sf?  ""»««f^.  "  Other  friends  have  flown  before, 

Ttei  tiM  bird  said,  "  Nerennora  I " 

la*  the  stQlness.  broken'by  reply  so  ratly  spoken. 
W'*  said  I  ''whaflt  nttirs  Cilts  only  ^«cka^  store. 
MMfMMnfdmpOT  master,  whom  unmeroifnl  disaster 
A.*-*^*"*  f<rfjow*d  faster,  till  his  son«s  one  burden  bore, 
idt^icea  of  his  hope  that  melaaoholybaiden  bore. 
Of— 'SeTsr-saratmore.* '' 

Mi]M  atm  baanffloff  an  my  sad  soul  Into  smQinir. 
gjlyjj?*.*  ?!!^&**,"f^  "i*^"*  <!'  birdSSa  bust  aod  door, 

nmey,  thinking  what  tbia  ondaoos  bird  of  yorv— 

J"*?^'  •'••?*^y«.R«*tt  and  omhioaa  bird  of  yore 
fsaat  la  eruaking  "Nerarmore  I " 

to  gassslug,  but  no  syllable  expieaslug 
Tsyi^eTea  now  born'd  into  my  ooaom^s  oore ; 


*  I  aat.dtf^ifBK,  wMi  my  head  at  ease  reolhilng 
ivstSbw  thstttha  lamp4lcht  gloated  o^r. 


▼MeUtatog  w^  the  lamp4lgfat  gkwUng  o'OT 
■  waupw  ahl  narerBorel 


.*^?««!J»*J^J«*Si?«--*r$^  •»»*»»•  hatheentthee  I 
I  (OT  BMMonea  of  Leoore  t 
and  foegat  thia  hiat  Laaore  I ' 


r 


.irbMorderfflt 


^nr~  -s^-Ax^. 


%w» 


wlMrwttkWff* 
vow*;- 
flittHtliKioi 


.  •:«;-« 


[ffM.  will  co^iif  ywi, 

B,  a  BMMiiilNar  ffir  MMit 


i*  val«  wIMN  OMdhf  ifKlifi 
^'(  «|r  with  aanniMMiKli^ 


1 1 4]r  to  iMTirldkjoa 
[lier  of  my  low  ao  wuw 

lerim&i  I'd  Km  Malar 
BTliMitrdclMtiWfii 


nyliMitrdclMp 
kUMtornlllitM 


<**^»<»- 


Art  of  Making 


» Toy  flnt  time  I  Ml  ift  10T«, 
[audi  oaoM  lonoltk, 


Sr^-^^"  l^^^^p^  ^fl^^*^^ 


'itokarttlsvi^—    • 
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THE   RAVEN. 

By  Edgar  A.  Poo. 

Once  upon  a  mldnlprht  urcary,  while  I  iiondercd,  weak  and  weary. 
Over  many  a  quaint  and  curious  volume  of  fui  gotten  lore,— 
While  I  nodded,  nearly  nap|)inK,  suddenly  there  came  a  taprJnK. 
As  of  some  one  jcently  rappfiic.  rappint:  at  my  diamber-door. 
'"Tis  some  visitor,  "  1  rautter'd,  "tappint;  at  my  chamber-door— 
Only  this,  and  uothiufj  mure." 

Ah,  distinctly  I  remember.  It  was  in  the  bleak  December, 
And  each  separate  dying  ember  wrouftlit  its  chost  upon  the  floor. 
Eagerly  I  wished  the  morrow  ;  vainly  1  had  sought  to  borrow 
From  my  books  surcease  of  sorrow— sorrow  for  the  lost  Lenore,— 
For  the  rare  and  radiant  nmidea  whom  the  augelauamo  Lenore— 
Nameless  here  f orevermore. 

And  the  silken,  sad,  nncertainmstlinfj  of  each  purple  curtain. 
Thrilled  me,— filled  mo  with  fantastic  terrors  never  felt  before  ; 
So  that  now,  to  still  the  beating  of  my  heart,  I  stood  repeatini;, 
"  'Tls  some  visitor  entreating  entrance  at  my  chamber-door,- 
Some  late  visitor  entreating  entrance  at  my  chamber-door ; 
Thut  it  IS,  and  uothiut;  more." 

Presently  my  soul  jrrew  stronger ;  hesitatlnff  then  no  longer. 
'■  Sir,"  said  I,  "  or  Madaui,  truly,  your  forgiveness  I  implore  ; 
But  the  fact  is,  I  was  napping,  and  >o  cently  you  came  rapi>ins. 
And  so  faintly  you  came  tappine,  tappinir  at  my  chamber-door. 
That  I  scarce  was  sure  I  heard  you  "—here  I  opened  wide  the  door 
I     Carliuess  there,  and  uuthiug  more. 

Deep  Into  that  darkness  pecrlnp,  long  I  stood  there,  wondertncr.  fearing. 
Doubting,  dreaming  dreams  no  mortals  ever  dared  to  dream  before  ; 
But  the  silence  was  unbroken,  and  the  stillness  gave  no  token. 
And  the  only  word  there  spoken  was  the  whispered  word,  "  Lenore  1 " 
This  I  whispered,  and  an  echo  murmured  back  the  word,  "  Leuore  : " 
Merely  this,  and  iiuthing  mure. 

Back  into  the  chamber  turning,  nil  my  soul  within  me  burning. 
Soon  again  I  heard  a  tapping,  something  louder  than  I)eforo. 
"Surely,"  said  I,  "surely  tiiat  \a  sometldngat  my  window-lattice; 
Let  me  see  then  what  thereat  is  aixl  this  mystery  explore, — 
Let  my  heart  be-still  a  moment.^md  this  mysterv  explore ; 
'Tis  the  wind,  and  nothing  more. 

Open  here  I  flung  the  shutter,  when  with  many  a  flirt  and  flutter, 
In  there  stepped  a  stately  raven  of  the  saintly  days  of  yore. 
Not  the  least  obeisance  made  he ;  not  a  minute  stopped  or  stayed  he, 
But  with  mien  of  lord  or  lady,  jierched  above  my  cnamber-door,— 
Perched  upon  a  bust  of  Pallas,  just  above  my  chamber-door— 

Perched,  and  sat,  and  uothing  more.  i 

Then  this  ebonv  bird  beguiling  my  sad  fancy  Into  smiling. 
By  the  grave  and  stern  decorum  of  tlie  countenance  it  wore, 
"Though  thy  crest  be  shorn  and  shaven,  tliou,"  Isaid,  "art  sure  no  craven; 
Ghastly,  grim,  and  ancient  raven,  wandering  from  tlie  nightly  shore,  I 

Tell  me  what  thy  b-rdly  name  is  on  i  he  night's  Plutonian  shore?"  [ 

Quoth  the  raveu,  "Nevermore : "  I 

Much  I  marveled  this  ungainly  fowl  to  hear  disconrse  so  plainly,  1 

Though  its  answer  little  meaning,  little  relevancy  bore  ;              "  | 

For  we  cannot  help  agreeing  that  no  livitig  human  being  ;     ' 

Ever  yet  was  blessed  with  seeing  bird  above  his  chamber-door.  j 

Bird  or  beast  upon  the  sculptured  i>u8t  ui>ove  liis  chamber-door  I 

With  such  u  name  as  "Nevermore  ; "  ' 

■     I 

But  the  raven,  sitting  lonely  on  the  placid  bust,  spoke  only  ; 

That  one  word,  as  if  Ids  soul  in  that  one  word  ho  did  (.utponr.  [ 

Nothing  further  then  he  uttered  ;  not  a  feather  then  he  fluttered-  j 

Tdl  I  scarcely  more  than  muttered,  "Other  friends  iiave  flown  before,  i 
On  the  morrow  ue  will  leave  me,  as  my  hopes  have  ttowu  before. 
Then  the  bird  said,  • '  Nevermore : " ' 

Startled  at  the  stillness,  broken  by  reply  so  aptly  spoken, 
"  Doubtless,"  said  I   "  what  it  utters  is  its  only  stock  and  store. 
Caught  froittsome  unhappy  master,  whom  unmerciful  disa.ster 
Follow'd  fast  and  followed  faster,  till  his  songs  one  l)urden  bore. 
Till  the  dirges  of  his  hope  that  melancholy  burden  bore, 
I      Of— 'Never— nevermore."" 

Bnt  the  raven  still  begtdling  all  my  sad  s'ul  Into  smiling. 
Straight  I  wheeled  a  cushioned  seat  in  front  of  bird  and  bust  and  door, 
Then,  upon  the^elvet  sinking,  I  betook  my.self  to  linking 
Fancy  unto  fancy,  thinking  w  liat  this  ominous  bird  of  yore— 
What  this  grim,  ungainly,  ghastly,  gaunt,  and  otninous  bird  of  yore 
Meant  in  croaking  "  Nevermore  :  " 

This  I  sat  engaged  In  guessing,  but  no  syllaMc  expressing 
To  the  fowl  whose  fiery  eyes  now  burn'd  into  my  bosom's  core ; 
This  and  more  I  sat  divining,  with  mv  head  at  ease  reclining 
On  the  cushion's  velvet  lining  that  the  lamp-liu'lit  gloated  o'er. 
But  whose  velvet  violet  lining  with  the  lamp-light  gloating  o'er    ' 
Sh£  shall  press— ah  !  nevermore  ! 

Then  methought  the  air  grew  denser,  jjcr.'umed  from  an  unseen  censer 
Swung  by  seraphim,  whose  foot-falls  tinkled  un  tlie  tufted  floor. 
"  Wretch,"  I  cried,  "  t  hy  (iod  hat  h  lent  thee— i)y  t  hcse  angels  he  hath  sent  thee 
Respite— respite  and  nepenthe  from  thy  metnories  of  Lenore  ! 
Quaff,  oh,  quaff  tliis  kind  nepenthe,  and  forget  tiiis  lost  Leuore  : " 
Quoth  the  raven,  "Nevermore  I " 

"  Prophet ! "  said  I,  "  thing  of  cv'l  I— prophet  still.  If  bird  or  devil  l 
Whether  tempter  sent,  or  whether  tempest  tossed  thee  here  ashore. 
Desolate,  yet  all  undaunted,  on  this  desert  land  enchanted — 
On  this  home  by  horror  haimted— tell  me  tnily,  I  implore : " 
Is  there— IS  there  balm  In  (iilead  ?— tell  me — tell  me,  1  Implore  I " 
Quoth  the  raveu,  "  Nevermore  !  " 


"  Prophet,"  said  I,  *  thing  of  evil ;— prophet  still.  If  bird  or  devil  t 
By  that  heaven  that  bends  above  us,  by  that  God  we  both  adore. 
Tell  this  soul,  with  sorrow  laden,  if,  within  the  distant  Aldenn, 
It  shall  clasp  a  sainted  maiden,  whom  the  angels  name  Lenore ; 
Clasp  a  rare  and  radiant  maiden,  whom  the  angels  name  Leuare ; 
Quoth  the  ravou,  "  Nevermore  l " 

"  Bo  that  word  our  sign  of  parting,  bird  or  fiend  ! "  T  shrieked,  upstarting— 
Get  thee  back  into  the  tempest  and  the  night's  P  utonian  shore. 
Leave  no  black  plume  as  a  token  of  that  'io  :hy  soul  hath  spoken  I 
Leave  my  loniiness  unbroken  I— quit  the  bust  above  my  door  1 
Take  thy  bealv  from  out  n\y  heart,  and  take  thy  form  tromoff  my  door  1" 
Quoth  the  raven,  "  Nevermore  I  ' 

And  the  raven,  never  flitting,  BtilUs  sitting,  still  Is  sitting  .1 

On  the  pallid  bust  of  Pallas,  just  above  my  cliamber-door ; 
And  his  eyes  have  all  the  seeming  of  a  demon's  tliat  is  dreaming, 
And  the  lamp-light  o'er  him  streaming  tlirows  his  shadow  on  the  floor; 
And  my  soul  from  out  that  shadow  that  lies  floating  on  the  floor 
Shall  be  lifted— Nevekmobe 


THE  OLD  PLAID   SHAWL. 

Sung  by  Slaggle  Cllne. 

Oh!  as  I  did  ramble,  down  by  a  bramble. 

On  a  bright,  clear  morn  in  the  mouth  of  May, 
Faith  I  I  spied  n  dnmscl,  both  fair  and  Landsome, 

And  I  stepped  aside  for  to  bear  what  she  did  say; 
Faith  I  she  wore  no  jewels,  nor  costly  diamonds. 

Oh  5  she'd  no  jewelry,  she'd  none  at  all. 
But  she  wore  a  chignon,  and  sang  a  sweet  song. 

And  to  crown  her  Ijcauty  she  wore  an  old  plaid  shawl. 

Faith!  we  kept  on  walking,  wc  kept  on  talking. 

And  tlic  divil  a  one  of  us  knew  when  to  stop; 
When  she  says,  "Young  man,  wliat  profession  are  you?  " 

Says  I,  "My  love,  I'm  a  clerk  in  a  poihecary  shop." 
I  wasn't  minding,  1  wa.sn't  thinking. 

Oh !  1  wasn't  thinking  a  bit  at  all, 
"NVhon  she  landed  me  and  knocked  me  kicking — 

May  the  divil  shout  tlic  damsel  with  the  ohl  plaid  shawl 


THE   IVY   aBEEN. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tlds  Song  will  be  sent  toany  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  1I-.  .1.  Wehnian,  P.  ().  liox  182.5,  New  York  City. 

Catalogue  of  Songs,  Books,  Novelties,  &c.,  sent  free. 

Oh !  a  dainty  plant  is  the  ivy  green, 

Tlmt  creepeih  o'er  the  ruins  old ; 
Of  right  choice  food  are  his  meals,  I  ween, 

In  his  cell  so  lonely  and  cold. 
The  wall  must  be  crumbled,  the  stone  decuy'd 

To  plea.se  his  daiuty  w  him. 
And  tlie  moldoring  dust  that  years  have  made. 

Is  a  merry  meal  for  him — 
Creeping  where  no  life  is  seen, 
A  rare  old  plant  is  the  ivy  green.  - 

Fast  he  stealeth  on,  though  he  wears  no  wings. 

And  a  stanch  old  head  lialh  he; 
How  closely  lie  twineth— how  tightly  he  clings 

To  his  friend,  the  huge  oak  treel 
And  slyly  he  trailcth  along  the  ground, 

And  his  leaves  he  gently  waves. 
As  he  joyously  huj's,  and  crawleth  round 

The  rich  mold  of  dead  men's  graves — 
Creeping  where  prim  death  had  l)een, 
A  rare  old  plant  is  the  ivy  green. 

Whole  ages  have  fled,  and  works  decayd. 

And  nations  have  scalter'd  been ; 
But  the  stout  old  ivv  shall  never  fade,    ■ 

From  its  hale  an(l  hearty  green. 
The  brave  old  plant  in  its  lonely  <lays 

Shall  fatten  on  the  past; 
Forthe8tatcliestbuildingmancanrai.se, 

Is  the  ivy's  food  at  last — 
Creeping  where  prim  death  hath  been, 
A  rare  old  plant  is  tlic  ivy  green. 


— A  party  of  young  mcu  who  were  singing  "We  Won't  Go 
Home  Till  Morning,"  never  reached  thereuntil  late  in  the  after- 
noon, and  even  then  they  had  to  pay  five  dollars  and  costs. 

— "Ta,  ta;  I'll  see  )-ou  later!"  said  Amy,  taking  leave  of  the 
high-schoolgirl,  the  oilier  evening.  "You  mean,"  replied  the 
latter,  "  you  will  ocularly  observe  me  at  a  subsequent  period, 
do  you  not?" 
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The  Old  Village  Blacksmitli's  Shop. 


The  Words  and  MnsJo  o!  this  Sonpr  jrW]  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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Some  folks  like  to  visit  strange  lands  and  their  ways — 

"While  somo  go  to  Paris  and  Rome; 
But  the  spot  I  lovo  best,  aud  am  longing  to  sec. 

Is  in  Ireland,   ny  owa  villanehome. 
'Tis  thero  that  I  spent  many  hours 'When  a  boy. 

And 'tis  there  that  I  of  tea -would  stop 
To  watch  tlie  old  blacksmith  displaying  his  power. 

In  the  old  village  blacksmith's  shop. 

CnoBUS. 
Ban  J?,  banff.  bang,  falls  the  hammer  on  the  anvil; 

All  day  long  at  the  door  I  would  stop. 
Listening  to  tlio  muf^ic  made  by  honest  toil, 

la  the  old  village  blacksmith's  shop. 

'Tis  there,  •when  a  boy,  that  my  schoolmates  uud  I 

Would  stand  'round  the  oh'  smithy  fire, 
Aud  watch  the  old  smith  as  he  swung  his  huge  sled. 

And  envy  his  muscular  power; 
And  then  the  old  man  would  pause  in  his  work,  , 

And  his  ponderous  hammer  he'd  stop. 
To  talk  to  us  kindly,  and  call  us  Lis bo^s,  ^    . 

In  the  old  village  blacksmith's  shop. —  CTioru*. 

Tis  often  I  think  of  the  days  that  are  gone. 

When  to  the  old  smithy  I'd  go, 
Aud  to  help  the  Old  man,  on  a  box  I  would  stand. 

And  with  pleasure  Lis  bi  Hows  I'd  blow; 
But  the  old  man  ha:)  gone  to  his  last  reeling  place. 

And  no  more  at  the  door  I  can  slop 
To  watch  the  sparks  fly  from  the  fire  to  the  sky. 

In  the  old  village  blacksmith's  shop. — Cliorua. 

■  •  » 

JAKEY  WOOLFENSTEIN. 

Written  and  Bung  by  Gus  Williams. 

The  Words  and  MnBio  of  this  Sone  wiU  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-patd,  on 
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Ills  name  vas  Jakey  Woolfenstein, 
Some  folks  dev  call  him  Yorrick, 
lu  his  button-hole  he  vears  bis  nose. 

He  can  Fransay  parragorric; 
His  Lair's  In  Albany  lingiets, 
His  eyes  are  as  you  please; 
De  girls  dey  call  him  Ostrich, 
Yich.  alvttj's  makes  Lim  Bucczo. 

■■■■•■-       Ciiouus.        ;;:."• 
Ilorse-Car,  Horse-Car,  my  leetlepet, 
I'll  meet  jou  in  do  park  of  de  wedder  It  Is  vet; 
I'll  sdrike  you  mit  a  tooih-pick,  I'll  treat  you  to  Rhine  Vine, 
Do  pet  of  all  de  ladies  vus  Jukey  Woolfensteln. 

His  neck-tie  vas  h!s  farder's  socks, 

Dis  mi>sd  exquisite  fellar; 
He  reads  do  signs  along  do  sdreed, 

Drough  his  ten-cent  umbrella; 
His  boots  are  tissue-paper. 

His  board  he  vill  not  pay; 
He  drinks  plantation  bitters, 

Uud  dis  is  vot  he'll  saj- — 

CnoRUS. 

Olive  oil!  olive  oil  I  you  should  hear  him  say, 

I  must  go  und  buy  some  meat  for  a  cat  across  de  vray; 

Do  ladies  all  together  nro  standing  in  a  line. 

To  SCO  do  German  muiiher,  dot's  Jakey  Woolfenstein. 

He  parts  Ms  Lair  beneath,  his  chin. 

He  vears  his  modder's  collars;  .     ■ 

His  fardcr  has  got  lots  of  tin. 

He's  vorth  aboud  d wo  dollars; 
In  big  bananas  he's  got  stock, 
.V  In  business  he  is  sharp; 

.     You  should  hear  him  blay  "Die  Wacht  am  Rhine  " 
Upon  do  Hebrew  harp. 

Chorus.  ■/:.-. 
Very  tart,  very  tart,  dot's  vot  dey  say, 
I  musd  carry  Knox's  banner  for  fif deen  cends  a  day; 
De  ladies  altogether  are  drinking  goot  Rliine  Vine, 
To  See  de  German  darling,  dot's  <mkey  Woolfeustein. 
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THE  LAST  FAREWELL 

Bung  by  William  Johnson. 

Tis  strange,  though  I  cannot  forget, 

'Twas  just  one  year  ago,  •  \, 

To  better  lands,  though  far  away. 

My  little  love  did  go ; 
Though  cherished  with  the  fondest  hopes. 

Her  love  I  ne'er  could  tell. 
Until  it  came  to  one  bright  moru 

I  took  my  last  farewell.  ' 

Chorus. 

Oh,  yes, 'twas  Just  one  year  ago. 

And  I  remember  well. 
It  seems  to  mo  like  yesterday 

I  took  my  last  f  arewclL 

She's  left  this  world  and  gone  above 

With  angels  to  rejoice. 
Where  they  will  welcome  her  with  love 

On  hearing  her  sweet  voice;        .. 
Whene'er  I  pass  that  little  cot. 

That  stands  beside  the  dell, 
1  ofttimes  think  of  days  gone  by 

Wheu  I  took  my  last  f arewel  1. — CTioniK 

YE  MERRY  BIRDa  ^ 

Song  by  C.  Ilcj-wood- 

Te  merry  birds  that  gavly  sing,  ■ ' 

Maldng  the  woods  nnd'groves  to  ring^ 

For  wines  have  ye  to  fly  away 

O'er  laud  and  sea  and  waters  gray; 

And  voices  sweet  to  all  belong 

That  ye  may  breathe  your  souls  in  song. 

CUORUS. 

Yej)retty  birdlines,  li^htand  free — 
"i  0  pretty  birdliugs,  light  aud  free. 

Will  one,  will  one  of  you, 
A  message,  u  message  bear  for  me? 

Down  in  a  vale  where  cooling  springs 

Fill  the  soft  air  wiiU  murmurinjs. 

Where  blooming  flow'rcts,  wild  and  sweet. 

The  evening  zcph3'r3  gladly  greet; 

There  stands  my  OAvn  love  s  cottage  dear. 

There  Spring-time  blos^ums  all  the  year. — OJwnu 

Oh,  could  I  fly  to  Ler  with  you 

Aud  tell  Ler  of  my  love  so  true. 
And  Low  my  si'rlis  are  poured  in  vain. 
That  in  her  smiles  Id  live  again; 
Against  my  heart  I'd  clasp  her  fast. 
And  in  a  kiss  forget  the  past. — C'luyrut, 

'  *  ■  »  ■  . 

the  Art  of  Maki-ng  Love.  ^ 

Sung  by  C.  P.  Ilyland. 

Now,  the  very  first  time  I  fell  in  love, 

I  had  much  cause  to  rue  it, 
Bho  said,  good-bje,  50U  look  so  shy. 

You  don't  know  Low  to  do  it;  .     . 

But  I  Lave  seen  a  lot  of  pretty  sights. 

And  learned  in  tlie  proper  way. 
And  when  you  meet  a  nice  young  girl. 

Make  love  to  her  this  way — 

CnoRrs. 
Have  a  kiss  for  a  start,  and  squeeze  Ler  little  heart. 

She  cries  out,  George,  give  over; 
You  have  a  nice  little  talk  and  a  quiet  little  walk. 

And  roll  Ler  in  the  clover. 
The  moon  is  not  out,  there  is  no  one  about. 

You  squeeze  her  tiny  glove;  -• 

Come,  tell  me  plain,  if  you  know  a  better  game 

Than  my  oit  of  making  love. 

I  have  courted  girls,  both  short  and  tall. 

And  nearly  courted  fort}% 
But  every  miss  I  tried  to  kiss. 

They  cry,  for  shame, 'tis  naughty ; 
But  never  mind,  now  bear  In  mind. 

You  cannot  blame  the  man — 
First  they  tease  you,  and  then  they  squeeze  you. 

Make  love  whene'er  you  can. — Cltarus, 
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The  Man  that  Stole  the  Country. 

Sung  by  Murph}'  and  Muck 

■',         We'll  tell  you  of  a  terrible  thief. 
'.      ■  Who  for  stealing  things  could  not  be  beat, 
He'd  even  steal  the  grub  he'd  eat, 
The  man  that  stole  the  country. 
Id  his  sleep  he'd  dream  of  what  he'd  done, 
And  when  he'd  awake,  the  sou  of  a  gun. 
He'll  get  up  and  go  out'and  steal  for  fun, 
The  man  that  stole  the  country. 

ClIORL'S. 

He  stole  a  horse,  he  stole  a  cow, 

A  stack  of  hay  and  a  cast  iron-plow; 

He  swiped  a  dog  most  dead  with  old  age, 

A  whole  row  of  footlights  off  from  the  stoje; 

Last  night  he  came  in  this  very  place. 

And  took  the  nose  right  off  a  man's  face: 

AH  kinds  of  fish,  from  a  whale  to  a  perch. 

Even  the  steeple  from  Trinity  Church, 

A  pile  of  timber,  a  liberty  pole, 

Stewart's  body  he  must  have  stole; 

He  was  bred  of  a  family  of  very  bad  rank, 

lie  stole  all  the  bonds  ill  the  Manliattau  Bank; 

The  Elevated  Road  he  would  have  got 

If  it  hadn't  been  riveted  to  the  spot; 

He'd  steal  the  tongue  out  of  your  mouth 

Wliile  you  would  be  talking; 

He  stole  the  shoes  off  O'Leary 

Wiule  he  was  a  walking; 

He  stole  a  mule  that  was  dying  with  cramps. 

Then  went  out  West  and  collared  all  tramps: 

Into  a  shop  and  sneaked  out  the  boss. 

Over  to  Philadelpliia  and  nipped  Charlie  Ross- 

In  Gilmore's  Garden  he  collared  the  track. 

He  even  tried  to  steal  Murphy  and  Mack, 

And  still  he  wasn't  satisfied. 

The  man  that  stole  the  country. 

To  Blackwell's  Island  he  was  scut. 
And  life-time  given  to  repent, 
.  For  things  he'd  done  with  bad  intent, 

The  man  that  stole  the  count  r\-. 
But  the  villain  he  was  very  bold, 
And  prison  walls  could  not  him  hold; 
And  he's  around  again,  so  we're  told, 

The  man  that  stole  the  country 

Ciiouis. 
A  pair  of  boots,  a  tub  and  a  saw. 
The  wonderful  man  with  the  cast  uou  jaw 
A  full  brass  band,  and  a  new  piano, 
The  ballot  lH).\es  in  Louisiana; 
President  Hayes'  ulster  and  beaver, 
Went  to  New  Orleans  and  took  the  fever; 
Came  to  New  York  to  steal  the  Hell  Gate, 
And  he'd  had  it,  too,  if  he  hadn't  been  late; 
He  stole  a  whole  gang  that  were  out  on  a  lark,  i 

If  he  hadn't  been  watched  he'd  had  Central  Park; 
Stole  a  street  c;\r.  the  driver  and  all. 
Then  •went  up  and  took  Tammany  Hall, 
TookacoprightolTfromhisbe.it, 
Stole  all  the  benrs  that  were  in  Wall  Street; 
To  steal  the  City  Hall  he  often  did  wish. 
He  took  the  false  teeth  away  from  McNish; 
He  stole  a  house  they  liad  iust  fiuisiied  building, 
Took  Bessie  Turner  from  Theodore  Tilton- 
Into  a  school  and  nipped  the  teacher. 
He'd  had  Elizabeth,  too,  if  it  wasn't  for  Beecher; 
Stole  some  voung  folks  that  wx-re  playing  backgammon. 
Went  to  "  iThe  London"  and  stole  Murphy  and  Shantiou, 
And  still  he  was  not  satisfied,  < 

The  man  that  stole  the  country. 


— This  talk  of  the  girls  taking  advantage  of  Icnp-yenr  is  {ill 
non.sen.se.  They  know  that  the  man  who  ha.sn't  tlie  couriire  t  > 
pop  the  question  would  want  his  ■wiie  to  pop  out  of  l)ed  and  do 
all  the  fighting  when  burglars  were  lieard  breaking  into  the  house. 


Our  Jack's  Come  Home  To-Day. 

The  Words  and  Miikic  of  thU  Song  will  l>o  »'nt  to  uny  addit^iw.  post-paid,  on  re««lpt  of 
centa;  or  this  niul  any  two  othtT  .S<>ii)?!<  f<*  One  Dollar,  liy  H.  I.  Wehnian,  I'.  O.  Box 
1825,  New  York  Citjr.    i'ud(ui(o  Slumps  taki-u  name  tw  vaati  fur  all  our  goodit. 

Our  Jack's  come  home  from  sea  to-day. 

And  brown  and  bronzed  is  lie; 
For  many  a  years  he's  been  away 

From  his  home,  his  love  and  me; 
Yet  his  heart  is  true  as  it  was  of  old. 

His  spirits  light  and  gay. 
You  little  know  the  joy  we  felt 

\Vhen  he  came  home  to  day — 
You  little  know  the  joy  wc  felt 

When  he  came  home  to-day. 

CiiORrs. 
Our  Jack's  come  lu.uie  to-dnv, 

Our  Jack's  come  home  to-dar; 
The  go.id  siiip  Jane  is  in  port  again. 

Our  Jack's  come  home  to-day. 

Ou*-  Jack's  come  home  from  sea  to-dny, 

And  a  jovial  tar  is  he; 
Full  many  a  tale  of  storm  and  gale 

He  recount.s  with  careless  glee. 
And  of  sights  he's  seen  in  lands  he's  been 

So  strange,  so  far  away 
All  dangers  past,  he's  safe  at  last. 

Our  Jack's  come  home  tonlay — 
All  danger's  past,  he's  siife  at  last. 

Our  Jack's  come  home  to-day.  — 1'//</>'««. 

Our  Jack's  come  home  from  sua  to  day 

To  make  his  Nell  his  bride; 
With  loving  faith  she's  ne'er  despaired, 

Tho'  all  hojje  within  us  died; 
Yet  her  eye  grew  dim,  her  cheek  grew  pale. 

She  slowly  pinj!d  away, 
But  the  lovely  bloom's  on  her  face  again. 

Her  Jack's  come  home  to-tlay — 
But  the  lovely  bloom's  on  her  face  again. 

Her  Jack's  come  home  to  day. — CJioms. 
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THE   YOUNG-   RECRUIT. 


•.  V 


i:\ 


Tlis  Words  and  Music  of  thU  Sonjf  will  be  sent  !•>  uny  lulilrp*'.  post-mid,  on  roxjipt  of  40 

«-nt»;  or  tliisaiidaiiv  twoothrrSoiiersfoi-Oru'  Ihilliii-.  Ii>  H.J.  ^\«'l)Mian,  P.O.Box 

1*0,  New  York  City.     I'ostaifv  Stamps  tiikiii  ^aIIll•  u»  i  asu  for  all  our  (foodik 


— A  man  in  Tcrre  Haute,  Ind.,  who  recently  secured  .-i  di- 
vorce from  his  wife,  now  employs  her  as  his  hired  girl,  and  she 
has  more  money  and  letter  clothes,  than  when  she  wa.s  his 
Avife.  But  it  is  this  treating  a  wife  like  a  hired  girl,  and  the 
hired  girl  like  a  wife,  which  creates  so  many  hilarious  circuses 
in  the  worst  regulated  families. 


See  tliese  ribbons  gaily  streaming, 

I'm  soldier  now,  Lisette; 
Yes,  of  battles  I  am  dreaming. 

And  the  honor  I  shall  get; 
With  a  sabre  by  my  side. 

And  a  helmet  on  my  brow. 
And  a  i)roud  steed  to  ride, 

I  .«hall  rush  on  the  foe —    - 
Yes.  I  flatter  me.  Li.sette, 
'Tis  a  life  that  well  will  suit,  ^ 
The  gay  life  is  a  young  recruit. 

We  shall  march  awty  to  morrow 

At  the  breaking  of  the  day; 
And  the  trumpets  will  be  Mninding, 

Anil  the  merry  tymbals  play; 
Yet  iK'fore  I  say  goo<l-by(r. 

And  the  last  sad  parting  take. 
As  a  proof  of  your  love, 

Wear  this  gift  for  my  .sake — 
Then  cheer  up,  my  own  Lisette, 
Let  not  grief  your  beauty  stain. 
Soon  you'll  see  the  recruit  again. 

Shame,  Lisette,  to  still  l)c  weeping, 

While  there's  fame  in  .store;  for  mo; 
Tiiink  when  home  I  am  returning 

What  a  joyful  day  'twill  Iw; 
When  to  church  you're  smartly  led 

Like  some  lady,  fondly  drest. 
And  a  hero  you  shall  wed, 

With  a  medal  on  his  breast — 
Ha!  there's  not  a  maiden  fair, 
But  with  welcome  will  salute 
The  gay  bride  of  a  young  recruit. 
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;  THE  MANIAC, 

,..;  By  Mathew  G.  Lewis. 

,    Stay,  jailer,  stay,  and  licur  my  woel 
She  is  not  mad  who  kneels  to  thee; 
For  what  I'm  now  too  well  I  know. 

And  what  I  was  and  what  should  be. 
I'll  rave  no  more  iu  proud  despair; 
;     '        My  language  shall  be  mild  though  sad; 
But  yet  1  firmly,  truly  swear, 
I  am  not  mad,  I  am  not  mad! 

tyrant  husband  forged  the  tale 

<  ,    ,       Which  chains  me  iu  this  dismal  cell; 
<;  My  fate  unknown  my  friends  bewail, — 

<  '         O,  jailer,  haste  that  fate  to  tell! 
O,  haste  my  father's  heart  to  cheer! 

His  heart  at  once 'twill  grieve  and  glad 
To  know,  though  kept  a  captive  here, 
I  am  not  mad,  I  am  not  mad! 

He  smiles  in  scorn,  and  turns  the  ke}'^; 
He  quits  the  grate ;  I  knelt  iu  vaiu ; 
-       Ills  glimmering  lamp  still — still  I  see,- — 

'Tisgone!  and  all  is  gloom  again. 
.      Cold,  bitter  cold  I — No  warmth!  no  lightl 
Life,  all  thy  comforts  once  I  had; 
..    Yet  here  I'm  chained,  this  freezing  night. 
Although  not  mad ;  no — no— not  mad! 


'Tis  sure  some  dream,  some  vision ; 

Whatl  I,  the  child  of  rank  and  wealth, — 
Am  I  the  wretch  who  clanks  this  chain. 

Bereft  of  freedom,  friends  antl  health? 
Ah!  while  I  dwell  on  blessings  fled, 

Which  nevermore  my  heart  must  glad, 
How  aches  my  heart,  how  burns  my  head; 

But  'tis  not  mad;  no,  'tis  not  mad! 

Hast  thou,  my  child,  forgot,  ere  this, 

A  mother's  face,  a  mother's  tongue? 
She'll  ne'er  forget  your  parting  kiss. 

Nor  'round  her  neck  how  fast  you  clung; 
Nor  how  with  her  you  sued  to  stay; 

Nor  how  that  suit  your  sire  forbade; 
Nor  how— I'll  drive  such  thoughts  away! 

They'll  make  me  mad,  they'll  make  me  mad! 

His  rosy  lips,  how  sweci,  they  smiled, 

His  mild  blue  eyes,  how  bright  they  shone! 
None  ever  loved  a  it)velier  child, 

And  art  thou  now  forever  gone? 
And  must  I  never  see  thee  more. 

My  pretty — my  pretty — pretty  -ad?  ?. 

I  will  be  free!  unbar  the  door! 

I  am  not  mad,  I  am  not  mad! 

O,  hark!  what  mean  those  yells  and  cries?      .;. 

His  chain  some  furious  madman  breaks; 
He  comes, — I'see  his  glaring  eyes; 

Now — now,  my  dungeon-grate  he  shakes. 
Help— Help!— He's  gone!— O,  fearful  woe, 

Such  screams  to  hear,  such  sights  to  sec!  .,   ; 
Mv  braiu,  my  brain— I  know,  I  know 

I  am  not  mad,  but  soon  shall  be. 

Yes,  soon; — for,  to  you  while  I  speak. 

Mark  how  you  demon's  oyeballs  glare! 
He  sees  me,  now,  with  dreadful  shrieks. 

He  whirls  a  serpent  high  in  air 
Horror— the  reptile  strikes  his  cooth 

Deep  m  my  heart,  sc  crushed  and  sad; 
Ay,  laugh,  ye  fiends ; — I  feci  the  truth ; 

Your  task  is  done,  I'm  Wad!  I'm  Mad! 


■  ^^THE  MONEYLESS  MAN. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  t liis  Souji  will  be  sent  to  auj  address,  post-p&id,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  U.  .1.  Wehmao,  P.  O.  Itox  ISW,  Kew  Vorlt  W»f. 

Catalogue  of  Sonjfs,  Books,  Novelties,  &c.,  sent  free. 

Is  there  no  secret  place  on  the  face  of  the  earth,         "    ; 
Where  charity  dwelleth,  where  virtue  hath  birth? 
Where  bosoms  in  mercy  and  kindness  will  heave, 
AVhere  the  poor  and  wretched  shall  usk  and  receive? 
Is  there  no  place  on  earth  where  a  knock  from  the  poo» 
Will  bring  a  kind  angel  to  open  the  door? 
Ah!  search  the  wide  world  wherever  you  can. 
There  is  no  open  door  for  a  moneyless  man!  -    •• 

Go  look  in  yon  hall,  where  the  chandeliers'  light 
Diives  off  with  its  splendor  the  darkness  of  night ; 
Where  the  rich  hanging  velvet  iu  shadowy  folds 
Sweeps  gracefully  down  with  its  trimming  of  gold; 
And  the  mirrors  of  silver  take  up  and  renew, 
'a  long  lighted  vistas,  the  wildering  view: 
Go  there  in  your  patches,  and  find,  if  you  can,  ■>■ 

A  welcoming  smile  for  a  moneyless  man! 

Go  look  in  j'on  church  with  the  cloud-rcachiug  spire. 
Which  gives  back  to  the  sun  his  pame  look  of"r<,-d  fire; 
Where  the  arches  and  columns  are  gorgeous  within. 
And  tlie  walls  seem  as  pure  as  a  soul  witht>ut  tin! 
Go  down  the  long  aisle — see  the  rich  and  the  great  ; 

Jn  the  pomp  and  the  pride  of  their  worldly  estate — 
Walk  down  in  your  patches,  and  find,  if  you  can. 
Who  opens  a  pew  to  a  moneyless  man! 

Go  look  to  yon  Judge  in  his  dark-flowing  gown. 
With  the  scales  wherein  law  weighelh  equity  down, 
Where  he  frowns  ou  the  weak  and  smiles  on  the  stroB^;, 
And  punishes  right,  while  he  justifies  wrong;    • 
Where  jurors  their  lips  on  the  Bible  have  laid     •  :    , 
To  render  a^erdict  they've  already  made — 
Go  there  in  the  co'.irt  room  and  find,  if  you  can, 
Any  law  for  tke  cause  of  a  moneyless  man! 

L  Go  look  in  the  banks,  where  Mammon  has  told 
His  hundreds  and  thousands  of  silver  and  gold; 
Where,  safe  from  the  hands  of  the  starving  poor, 
Lies  pile  upon  pile  of  the  glittering  ore; 
Walk  up  to  the  counter — ah !  there  you  may  slay 
Till  j'our  limbs  grow  old,  and  your  iiairs  turn  gray. 
And  you'll  find  at  tlie  banks  not  one  of  the  clan  — 

With  money  to  lend  to  a  moneyless  man! 

Then  go  to  5"our  hovel — no  raven  has  fed 

The  wife  who  has  suffered  too  long  for  her  bread; 

Kneel  down  by  her  pallet,  and  kiss  the  death  frost   v     ,,       ., 

From  the  lips  of  the  angel  your  poverty  lost; 

Then  turn,  in  your  agony,  upward  to  God, 

And  bless,  while  it  smites  you,  the  chastening  rod ; 

And  you'll  find,  at  the  end  of  your  life's  little  span, 

There's  a  welcome  above  for  a  moneyless  man. 


— Paterfamilias;  "I  cannot  conceive,  my  lovo,  what  is  the 
matter  with  my  watch.  I  think  it  must  want  cleaning."  "Oh, 
no,  papa  dear!  I  don't  think  it  needs  cleaning,  because  baby  and 
I  had  it  washing  in  the  basin  ever  so  long  this  morning." 

— "Now,  darling,  will  j'ou  grant  me  one  favor  before  I  go?" 
"Yes,  George,  I  will,"  she  said,  drooping  her  ej'e-lashes  and 
getting  her  lips  in  shape.  ' '  What  is  the  favor  I  can  grant  you  ? " 
"  Only  a  little  song  at  the  piano,  love.  I  am  afraid  there  is  a 
dog  outside  waiting  for  me,  and  I  want  to  scare  him  away." 


The  Marcli  of  the  Cameron  Men. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  i^oug  will  oe.sent  to  any  addrees,  post-paid, «« 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian.J'.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York  City. 

A  complete  Cataloprue  jf  Sonps  sent  free  to  any  addreu. 

There's  many  a  man  of  the  Cameron  clan. 

That  has  foUow'd  his  chief  to  the  field;  >' 

Ho  has  sworn  to  support  him,  or  die  by  his  side,  '■ 

For  a  Cameron  never  can  yield. 

Chorus. 

I  liear  the  pibroch  sounding,  sounding,  '  ' 

Deep  o'er  the  mountain  and  glen, 
While  light  springing  footsteps  are  trampling  the  heath, 

■  I'is  tlie  marcli  of  the  Cameron  men, 
'Tis  the  march, 'tis  the  march, 

'Tis  the  march  of  the  Cameron  men.  V 

The  moon  has  arisen,  it  shines  on  that  path, 

Now  trod  by  tlie  gallant  and  true; 
High,  high  are  their  hopes,  for  their  chieftain  halh  said 

That  whatever  men  dare  they  can  do. — CJvoru*. 

Oh,  proudly  they  walk,  but  each  Cameron  knows 

He  may  tread  on  the  heather  no  more; 
But  boldly  he  follows  his  chief  to  the  field. 

Where  his  laurels  were  gather'd  before. —  Choru*, 
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WRECK   OF   THE   ATLANTIC. 


<m'  * 


You  kind  and  tender  Christians,  I  pray  you  now  draw  near ; 

It's  of  a  dreadful  shipwreck  I  mean  to  let  you  hear ; 

The  loss  of  the  Atlantic  upon  the  ocean's  wave, 

Where  fully  soveu  hundred  souls  met  with  a  watery  grave. 

'Twas  on  the  20th  day  of  March  our  Kiillant  ship  did  sail. 
Bound  for  tlie  harbor  of  New  York ;  we  had  a  pleasant  Rale— 
We  called  next  day  at  Queenstown,  as  we  always  did  before, 
And  took  on  board  three  hundred  souls— their  loss  we  now  deplore. 

We  steamed  away  for  seven  days  without  either  dread  or  fear. 
Our  brave  and  honored  captain  his  course  riglit  well  did  steer, 
Until  ho  found,  to  his  dismay,  his  coal  was  rather  low. 
So  he  chanKed  his  course  for  Halifax,  which  proved  our  overthrow. 

'Twas  on  the  first  of  April,  In  the  mominjj  at  three  o'clock, 
^^'hen  all  on  board  were  sunk  m  sleep,  she  struck  upon  a  rock  ; 
To  hear  the  cry  of  dark  despair  twould  make  you  for  to  weep. 
And  that  loud  wail  of  anguish,  as  they  sank  into  the  deep. 

O,  heavens :  'twas  an  awful  sight,  the  struggle  there  for  life  : 
The  mother  parted  from  the  child— the  husband  from  the  wife; 
The  billows  mad— the  breakers  wild— o'er  the  vessel's  side  they  tore. 
And  washed  overboard  those  human  beings  to  sink  and  rise  no  more  : 

Oh !  sad  It  Is  for  to  describe  all  that  thoy  suffered  there— 
The  men  and  women  rushed  on  deck  with  wild  cries  of  despair. 
And  some  climbed  up  the  rigging— for  so  we  have  been  told. 
And  after  hours  of  suffering,  they  died  there  with  the  «old. 

One  man  escaped  into  the  boat— with  terror  looked  behind. 
And,  trembling  there  upon  the  deck,  he  saw  his  wife  so  kind  : 
"  Without  my  wife  I  cannot  live,  so  with  her  I  w'U  die,' 
And  1  hope  we  soon  will  meet  again  before  the  Lord  on  high." 

It's  when  the  news  it  reached  New  York,  'twould  grieve  your  heart  full  sore 
To  see  the  people  cry  and  weep  for  friends  they'll  meet  no  more  ; 
The  oflQce  of  the  "  White  Star,"  In  crowds  they  did  surround. 
To  see  If  news  from  those  they  loved  was  there  for  to  be  found. 

To  see  the  af«d  mother  It  would  melt  yonr  heart  with  pain  : 
"Where  is  my  loving  daughter— must  \vc  never  meet  again »" 
And  the  tender-hearted  sister  with  sorrow  she  did  cry  ■ 
"  Does  my  kind  and  loving  brother  In  the  ocean's  bosom  lie? " 

The  poor  old  feeble  father  with  grief  he  tore  his  hair : 
"  Must  I  ne'er  see  for  evermore  my  sons  and  daughters  fair?" 
So  to  conclude  my  dreury  song,  I've  one  more  thing  to  say — 
In  your  teqder  mercy,  Christian,  I  hope  you'll  for  them  pray. 


LILY   DALE. 
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'Twas  .1  ralm.  clear  night,  and  the  moon's  pale  light 

Shone  soft  o'er  hill  and  vale, 
"Wheu  sad-heartod  friends  stood  around  the  death-bed 

Of  my  poor,  sweet  Lily  Dale! 

I  Cuonus. 

'  O,  Lily!  sweet  Lily!  dear  Lily  Dale! 
Now  the  wild  roses  wave  o'er  her  little  green  gravel 
'Neath  the  trees  iu  the  blooming  vale! 

Like  a  fair  flower  white,  on  that  sad,  still  night, 

Swept  by  some  cy  gale. 
On  her  couch  of  snow,  in  her  beauty  bright, 

Lay  my  dear,  sweet  Lily  Dale! — Chortia. 

"1  go,"  and  she  smiled,  as  we  wept  o'er  the  child, 

"  To  that  sinless,  happy  vale, 
Where  a  kind  hand  shall  wipe  all  pain  from  the  brow 

Of  your  poor,  dear  Lily  Dale!  "—Clwrus. 

The  moon  went  down  'ncath  the  forest  brown, 

And  the  stars  grew  dim  and  pale. 
And  the  death  smile  wreathed  the  white,  cold  lips. 

Of  my  poor,  lost  Lily  Dale!— C'A<w*f/«. 

Where  the  flowers  bloom  o'er  her  lonely  tomb, 

'Neath  the  trees  of  the  leafy  vale, 
Sweetly  sleepeth  in  peace,  while  the  bright  birds  sing, 

My  loved,  my  dear  Lily  Dale!— CA<w*w«. 


Bye,  Bye,  Baby,  Bye,  Bye. 
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Written  and  sung  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlan. 

Dear  lima,  come  kiss  papa,  it's  time  he  was  away, 
I'll  be  with  thee  this  evening  to  laugh,  siug  and  play; 
Don't  pucker  up  your  lips  now,  as  if  about  to  cry. 
But  like  a  dear,  good  baby,  kiss  papa  one  bye,  bye. 

Cnouus. 

Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye,  bye;  bye,  bye,  baby  dear — 
Say  da  (la  to  papa,  while  mamma,  love,  is  here; 
Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye,  bye;  bye,  bye,  lima  dear, 
Oue  big  kiss  for  papa — bye,  bye,  baby  dear. 

When  I  come  home  this  evening  1*11  bring  vou  something  nice, 
Just  like  our  good  old  Santa  Claus,  who  plods  thro' snow  and  ice 
To  cheer  the  little  babies,  and  all  their  stockings  fill 
With  candies,  cakes  and  playthings— I  promise  you  I  will. 

Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye,  bye;  bye,  bye,  &c. 

Whene'er  I  sec  that  cunning  babe,  enrolled  in  childish  play, 
I  think  of  maoy  moonliglit  uiglits.  which  since  have  pass'd  away ; 
When  wife  and  I  together  would  wander  through  the  dell. 
Where  breezes  kissed  her  lily  brow,  and  tales  of  love  we'd  toll. 

Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye,  bye ;  bye,  bye,  «&c. 


TAFFY   WAS  A  WELSHMAN. 
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Taffy  was  a  Welshman, 

TuHy  was  a  thief, 
Taffy  came  to  my  house 

And  stole  a  piece  of  beef ; 
I  went  to  Taffy's  house, 

Taffy  was  not  at  home, 
Taffy  came  to  my  house  • 

And  stole  a  marrowbone. 


Taffy  was  a  Welshman, 

Taffy  was  a  thief, 
Taffy  came  to  my  house 

And  stole  a  piece  of  beef; 
1  went  to  Taffy's  house, 

Taffy  was  in  bed, 
I  took  up  the  beef-bone 

And  threw  it  at  his  head. 


Ting,  Ting,  that's  How  the  Bell  G-oes. 
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Now  I'm  deep  in  love,  as  I  have  often  been  before. 

No  girl's  such  a  pearl  as  the  girl  I  adore. 

And  she's  waitress  at  our  luncheon  bar, 

Or  as  a  French  Cafe,  it's  known  better  by  far; 

She  waits  on  the  swells  who  come  in  with  their  dust. 

With  a  sausage,  potato,  some  oysters  and  mush; 

Tliere  are  bells  on  the  table  the  swells  have  to  ring, 

And  Geraldine  waits  on  the  ting,  ting,  ting. 

Cnouus. 

Ting,  ting,  that's  how  the  bell  goes;  j 

Ting,  ting,  my  pretty  young  thing; 
If  you'll  be  my  wife,  I'll  buy  the  ring. 

And  have  servants  to  wait  on  the  ting,  ting  ting, 

One  dav  there,  whilst  dining  of  chicken  and  ham,  ^ 

I  callecl  her  my  darling,  my  own  little  lamb, 
And  asked  her  if  she'd  have  me.  and  that  sort  of  thing- 
Then  I  very  soon  bought  her  a  little  gold  ring; 
Three  weeks  after  I  made  her  my  wife. 
And  said  I'd  no  money,  no  income  for  life, 
Then  the  fair  little,  rare  little,  sweet  little  thing. 
Said  she'd  go  back  to  wait  on  the  ting,  ting,  ting.— CAont*. 
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MAHONEY'SjFENIAN   CAT. 

Recited  by  rat  Rooucy. - 

On  our  back  fence  at  twelve  at  uight,  1 

A  big  buck  cat,  striped  black  and  white, 

Meanders  out  to  look  for  a  figlit —  ; . "'    r;  .    - 

Maboney's  Fenian  cat. 
With  an  eye  gouged  out  and  ears  chawed  off, 
\Vith  a  half-mast  tail  and  the  whooping  cough, 
Strange  ratters  thought  they'd  something  soft 

On  Mahoney's  Fenian  cat. 

No  cat  or  dog  had  pluck  or  gaul 
To  give  McGuire's  pup  a  fall. 
So  down  he  went  to  open  the  ball 

With  Maloney's  Thomas  dog.     ■•. 
Out  from  McGuire's  alley  gate 
He  straightway  did  perambulate. 
Intending  to  make  sausage  meat  . 

Of  Mahoney's  brindle  cat. 

They  met  upon  McGuire's  shed, 

With  hair  on  end  and  eyeballs  red, 

With  yells  and  howls  'twould  raise  the  dead— 

The  slaughter  it  began. 
In  half  the  time  ye'd  say  begob,  .    ,  > 

The  air  was  full  of  McGuire's  nog; 
While  up  aud  down  McGuire's  fence, 
The  picture  of  pure  innocence,  -    . 

Mahoney's  cat  sas-shayed.  •    :? 

Then  from  the  roof  a  brick  was  fired, 
I'd  take  me  oath  it  was  McGuirc; 
It  struck  the  cat  between  the  eyes. 
And  down  he  went,  but  he  didn't  rise,    ..  \ 
There's  a  statue  where  the  hero  lies —     . 
3Iahoney's  Fenian  cat. 


PERVERTED   PROVERBS. 

Sung  by  T.  M.  Ilengler.         /  / 

Mr.  Tupper  has  written  a  book, 

"Proverbial  Philosophy"  named; 
In  its  pages  oft  I  look, 

For  the  sentences  there  are  famed. 
There's  a  maxim  for  every  day 

And  a  motto  for  every  man. 
If  j'ou  wish  to  be  happy  aud  gay, 

The  philosopher  points  the  plan; 
I  have  studied  some  of  the  proverbs  wise. 

And  trust  we've  not  learnt  them  wrong. 
So  list  to  the  words  of  wiodom 

And  advice  that  flows  through  my  song. 

Now,  where  there's  a  way  there's  a  will, 

That  you  must  own  is  most  true; 
A  still  head  makes  a  wise  tongue, 

You  don't  know  what  you  can  try  till  you  do; 
A  mile  is  as  good  as  a  miss. 

Attend  to  these  golden  rules, 
And  l)C  careful  between  the  grounds,        ,     .    ' 

Or  else  you'll  fall  on  the  stools . 
Spare  the  child  and  spoil  the  rod 

If  you  would  peace  secure,  ;  : ' 

And  it's  no  use  looking   he  horse  up 

If  you've  lost  the  stable  door. 

A  feast  is  as  good  as  enough,  "' 

60  says  this  wonderful  book ; 
Waste  and  you  never  will  want. 

For  too  many  broths  spoil  the  cook; 
Every  day  has  liis  dog,  •"    ; 

There's  wisdom  in  every  word;      ' 
So  hold  up  your  man  like  a  head. 

For  the  early  worm  catches  the  bird; 
A  bird  iu  the  bush  is  worth  two  in  the  hand, 

80  all  you  covetous  elves,  . 

You  must  never  look  after  the  pence, 

Then  the  pounds  will  run  after  themtdvei,   ■  \ 

Faint  lady  has  ne'er  won  fair  heart,  ,  ^.: 

Between  I,  the  gate  post  and  you;        i   x;  5 ;    - ; 

You  must  never  put  off  till  to-day     '., 
What  you  to-morrow  can  do; 


Man  wafts  for  no  time  or  tide, 

Aud  good  bush  needs  uo  wiuc; 
There's  nothing  success  like  succeeds, 

And  a  stitch  in  nine  saves  time; 
A  gross  a  day  is  a  pen  per  year. 

So  always  do  things  by  halves; 
For  while  the  seed  is  growing 

The  grass  very  often  starves. 


Rolling  moss  gathers  no  stone. 

In  this  marvelous  work  I  have  read; 
Deep  water  runs  very  still. 

The  least  meuded  soonest  said; 
Half  a  none's  better  than  a  loaf. 

So  let  this  be  your  plan: 
Never  push  the  hill 

When  it's  going  down  the  man; 
Ifs  a  very  wise  father  that  knows  his  own  child. 

And  it  ought  to  be  written  in  gold. 
That  it's  better  to  be  off  with  the  new  love 

Before  you  get  on  with  the  old. 

When  the  wit's  in  the  wine's  out. 

More  speed,  less  haste,  we  learn; 
Once  a  child — twice  a  man, 

So  do  a  good  can  when  you  turn; 
Those  who  live  iu  stone  houses 

Shouldn't  throw  glass  I'm  sure ; 
When  loves  comes  in  at  the  window. 

Poverty  flies  from  the  door; 
Late  to  bed  and  late  to  rise. 

It  is  the  truth  I  tell, 
Wdl  make  you  unhealthy,  not  wealthy  uor  wise. 

But  make  you  look  wretched  as  well. 

When  the  mice  are  away  the  cats  play, 

So  bear  this  well  in  mind; 
The  proof  of  the  eating  is  in 

The  pudding,  you'll  alwaj-s  find; 
Go  worse  and  you  farther  will  fare. 

So  no  more  iu  the  book  will  I  dip; 
But  remember  there's  many  a  lip 

Betwixt  the  cup  and  the  slip; 
Brevity  is  the  wit  of  soul. 

So  I  will  tinish  my  strain, 
And  sing  you  the  rest  of  my  proverbs 

Whenever  you  call  again. 


HOOPS. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 

Hoop-skirts  are  getting  all  the  rage. 

Coming  in  style  again; 
Getting  around  the  ladies  like 

The  naughty,  naughty  men. 
To  go  round  some  daiuty  little  waist. 

Hold  ribbons,  skirts  aud  loops, 
Oh,  if  I  could  let  my  arras  out  for 

Some  lovely  creature's  hoofs. 

Chouus.  - 

Hoopen,  hoopen,  hoopen  up. 
Ribbons,  frills,  and  hoops; 

Solid  chunks  of  sweetness  uow 
Are  all  done  up  in  hoops. 

When  a  girl  with  hoops  gets  in  a  car, 

Her  trouble  then  begins; 
Iler  hoops  spring  up  aud  she  springs  down 

To  hide  her  little  sliius.  : 

She  trembles  when  she  takes  a  seat. 

She  blushes  when  she  stoops; 
Tuey  protect  the  girls  from  getting  squeezed, 

Those  darling,  lovely  hoops. — C/iorus. 

Oh,  hoops!  who  first  invented  hoops? 

Not  for  barrels  or  kegs. 
But  to  hang  like  patent  chicken  coops 

Over  lovelj'  woman's — ankles. 
Hoops  may  hoop  up  sugar  barrels. 

And  sweet  molasses  too, 
But  nothing  half  so  sweet  as  girls. 

Oh,  hoop  de  dooden  doo!— CAorui. 
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.  I   THE   BLACK  HILLS. 

Come  kind  friends  and  listen  to  a  terrible  tale— 
I'm  an  object  of  pity  and  feeling  quite  pale— 
I  left  off  my  trade  selling  Ayer's  Patent  Pills. 
To  go  and  hunt  gold  in  the  dreary  Black  Hills. 

Chorus. 

Don"t  you  go;  pray  stay,  if  you  can. 

Far  away  from  tlie  city  called  the  Fatal  Cheynn«, 

Where  Big  Walopee  and  Camauche  Bill 

Will  take  off  your  scalp  if  you  go  to  the  Hill. 

The  round  house  in  Clieyune  is  full,  every  night, 
With  idlers  and  loafers  of  every  description  and  sight; 
No  clothes  on  their  backs,  in  their  pockets  no  bills, 
Still  they  say  we're  a  striking  for  the  dreary  Black  Hills. 

Don't  you  go;  pray  stay,  if  you  can,  &c. 

When  I  got  to  the  Black  Hills  no  gold  could  I  find, 
Then  I  thought  of  the  free  luncli  t  had  left  behind; 
It  rained,  hailed  and  snowed;  1  was  froze  to  the  gills; 
They  called  me  the  orphan  of  tlie  dreary  Black  Hills. 

Don't  you  go;  pray  stay,  if  you  can,  «fec. 

Now  I  have  concluded — my  story  is  told— 
Don't  go  to  the  Black  Hills  a  hunting  for  gold; 
Railroad  speculators  their  pockets  you'll  fill 
By  taking  a  trip  to  the  dreary  Black  Hills. 

Don't  you  go;  pray  stay,  if  you  can,  Ac. 


[ 


* » • 


FOND   MEMORIES  OF  HOME. 

Copyright,  18*1,  by  H.  Dersch. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs  Hent  free  to  any  addreas. 

Fond  memories  we  cherish  still, 

Witbin  our  bosom's  store. 
That  softly  come  and  go  at  will. 

Like  wavelets  on  tlie  sliore; 
Thev  bring  perhaps  uo  castle  wall. 

With  turrets  higli,  and  duma, 
But  just  a  lowly  cot  is  all, 

In  memories  of  home — 
But  just  a  lowly  cot  is  all. 

In  memories  of  home. 

Chorus. 

Fond  memories  of  home, 
I       Dear  memories  of  home; 

They  linger  near  to  bless  and  cheer, 
I       Fond  memories  of  home. 

They  bring  to  us  the  rosy  hours 

And  scenes  of  long  ago, 
Wlien  happy  througli  tlie  paths  of  flower* 

We  wandered  to  and  fro; 
We  hear  each  loving  voice  once  more. 

While  far  from  home  we  roam. 
As  sweet  as  in  the  days  of  yore,     . 

With  memories  of  home- 
As  sweet  as  in  the  days  of  yore. 

With  memories  of  homo.  — C'Aor?<* 

They  bring  a  mother's  loving  face. 

From  out  the  faded  past. 
That  nothing  ever  can  efface, 

While  memory  sliall  last; 
They  hold  us  in  their  mystic  spell. 

On  land  or  on  the  foam, 
For  dearer  than  our  life  can  tell. 

Are  memories  of  home—  ' 

For  dearer  than  our  life  can  tell, 

Are  memories  of  liome.  —  Chorus. 


Oh!  Boys,  Carry  Me  'Long. 
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OhI  carry  me 'long; 

Der's  no  more  trouble  for  me,  , 

I's  gwine  to  roam  in  a  happy  home. 

Where  all  de  niL,ga3  am  free; 
I've  work  long  in  do  liekls; 

I've  handled  many  a  hoe; 
I'll  turu  my  eye  before  I  die. 

And  see  de  sugar-caue  grow. 

Chorus. 
Oh!  lioys,  carry  mo  'long; 

Carry  me  till  I  die — 
Carry  me  down  to  de  buryin*-gro*m'— 

Massa,  don't  you  cry.  ,       . 

All  obcr  de  laud, 

I've  wandered  many  a  day, 
To  blow  de  horn  and  mind  de  com. 

And  keep  de  'possum  away. 
No  use  for  me  now, — 

Bo,  darkeys,  bury  me  low; 
My  horn  ia  dry,  juid  I  must  die 

Wha  de 'possum  uebber  can  go. — Ghtrm. 

Farewi'll  to  de  boys  '    ' 

Wid  heart  80  happy  and  light, 
Dev  sing  a  song  de  wliole  day  long. 

And  (Tauco  de  jubba  at  night: 
Farewell  to  de  fields 

Ob  cotton, 'bacco  and  all; 
I's  t^wiue  to  hoe  in  a  bressed  row 

Wha  de  corn  grows  mellow  and  tall.— CA<w*mi. 

Farewell  to  dc  hills, 

De  meadows  covered  wid  green, 
Old  briudle  boss  and  dc  old  gray  boss, 

Ail  beaten,  broken  and  lean; 
Farewell  to  de  dog, 

Dat  always  followed  me  round; 
Old  Sancho '11  wail  and  droop  his  tail 

When  I  am  under  de  ground. — Choru$. 


,  on 


»•  ;. 
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—A  celeorated  divine,  who  prided  himself  upon  the  originality 
ef  his  sermons,  was  once  told,  jocularly,  that  a  sermon  he  had 
preached  was  excellent.  "But."  said  the  wag  who  told  him, 
"  I  had  previously  read  every  word  of  it  in  a  book  I  have  at 
home."  The  astonished  clergyman  begged  for  a  sight  of  the 
volume.  "  Oh.  I  have  no  doubt  you  have  the  same  book  in  your 
library;  it  is  '  Webster's  Dictionary ' ! " 
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Mother  Keeps  the  G-ate  Locked  Now. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  W.  A.  Evan.s  &  Bro. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Songwill  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  il.  J.  \N  einuun  P.  O.  lk>x  1823,  New  York  City. 

A  completo  Catalogue  of  Songs  sent  free  to  any  address. 

I  know  a  lovely  girl,  her  name  is  Katie  Lee, 

She's  charming  a.s  can  be,  she's  all  the  world  to  me. 

But  now  we  are  apart,  to  see  her  I'm  denied, 

Wliile  all  day  I  sigh  to  clasp  her  by  my  side; 

Eucli  night  we  used  to  meet  down  by  the  garden  gate. 

And  happy  then  the  hours  would  fly  away. 
But  now  when  round  the  house  I  fondly  watch  and  wait, 

I  sadly  bear  my  little  Katie  say: 

;    Chorus. 
For  mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  now; 
To  see  you,  dear,  I  don't  know  how; 
I  must  Etay  in  the  house  as  quiet  as  a  mouse. 
For  mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  now. 

We  used  to  meet  each  night,  it  was  a  happy  spell; 
The  moon  was  shining  bright,  while  tales  of  love  I'd  tell; 
But  Katie  oft  would  sigh,  "Oh,  what  would  mother  say; 
She  thinks  I'm  at  the  gate,  and  I'm  so  far  away. 
One  night  when  we  returned  from  a  delightful  stroll. 

Her  mother's  rage  I  could  not  pacify; 
I  quickly  went  away,  but  Katie  wrote  to  say: 

That  she  would  come  and  meet  me  ou  the  sly. — Charu*. 

Now  Katie  stays  at  home  and  I  am  in  distress; 

I  wander  alone  without  my  happiness; 

I  try  the  gate,  but  there's  a  dog  within. 

That  prowls  at  me  and  barks,  and  makes  an  awful  din. 

Poor  Katie  mopes  all  day,  oh,  cruel  parents  they. 

To  treat  my  little  girl  so  shamefully. 
We'll  run  away  some  night,  get  married  ere  daylight,  ' 

And  then  no  more  will  Katie  say  to  nxQ-.—Chorut.     ■-—" 
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Springtime  and  Robins  Have  Come. 

Copyrijjlit,  1883,  by  J.  F.  Martindale.    Published  by  permission. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  50  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehman  V. «.).  Box  I8i23,  Xew  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalo^e  of  Songs  sent  free  to  any  addrass. 

The  Springtime  and  robins  have  come. 

And  tlie  words  of  my  Donald  •were  true;  ;  ,  • 

For  again  by  his  side,  in  my  fond,  loving  pride, 

I  gaze  in  his  eyes  of  sweet  blue.  ; ; ':   ; 

Ohl  the  pain  aud  the  sorrow  have  passed,  '     ,  v 

And  there's  joy  in  our  own  little  home, 
For  he  said  he'd  be  here  when  the  Springtime  was  near,  ^ 

And  the  Springtime  and  robins  have  come. 
True  was  my  heart  to  my  bright  bonny  lad. 

Long  have  I  waited  so  weary  and  sad. 
Oh !  now  'mid  the  roses  and  lilies  I  roam,  ^     - 

And  sing  with  the  robins  so  glad. 

Chorus. 
The  Springtime  and  robins  have  come, 

Anu  the  words  of  my  Donald  were  true; 
For  again  by  his  side,  ia  my  fond,  loving  pride,       '  ";-. 
I  gaze  in  his  eyes  of  sweet  blue; 
',      Oh!  the  pain,  and  the  sorrow  have  passed. 
And  there's  joy  in  our  own  little  home, 
For  he  said  he  d  be  here  when  the  Springtime  was  near, 
And  the  Springtime  aud  robins  have  come. 

Dark  was  the  hour  when  I  dreamt  he  was  lost. 

And  saw  his  proud  ship  o'er  the  waves  tempest-tossed,    . 

But  joy  fills  my  heart,  for  Donald  has  come  home, 

Yes,  he's  here,  my  own  true  lover. 

And  the  Springtime  aud  robins  have  come. — GJtaru*. 

-.    '■  '  *  *  * 

THE  G-AMBLER'S  WIFE. 

Recited  by  Miss  Lottie  Winnett.  .  x     " 

Dark  is  the  night;  how  dark;  no  light,  no  fire; 
Cold,  on  the  hearth,  the  last  faint  sparks  expire;     . 
Shivering,  she  watches,  by  the  cradle  side. 
For  him,  who  pledged  her  love— last  year  a  bride. 

Hark  I 'tis  his  footstep!    No, 'tis  past, 'tis  gone ! 
Tick,  tick — how  wearily  time  moves  on, 
Can  he  desert  me  thus?    lie  once  was  kind,      ■     . 
And  I  believed  'twould  la.st.     How  mad  I  how  blind! 

Rest  thee,  my  babe,  rest  on;  'tis  hunger's  cry; 
Sleep,  for  there's  no  food — the  fount  is  dry, 
Famine  and  cold  their  wearying  work  have  done, 
My  heart  must  break;  and  then — the  clock  strikes  one. 

Hush!  'tis  the  dice-box!    Yes,  he's  there !  he's  there! 
For  this — he  leaves  me  to  despair; 

Leaves  love;  leaves  truth;  his  wife,  his  child.     For  what? 
The  wanton's  smile,  the  villain  and  the  sot. 

Yet  I'll  not  curse  him.    No,  'tis  all  in  vain, 

'Tis  long  to  wait,  but,  sure,  he'll  come  again. 

And  I  could  starve,  and  bless  him,  but  for  you. 

My  child — his  child!    Oh,  fiend — the  clock  strikes  two. 

Hark!  how  the  sign-board  creaks.     The  blast  howls  by; 
Moan,  moan,  ye  winds,  through  the  cloudy  sky. 
Ha!  'tis  his  knock;  becomes — he  comes  once  more ; 
No, 'tis  but  the  lattice-flaps.     My  hope  is  o'er. 

Can  he  desert  me  thus?    He  knows  I  stay 

Night  after  night,  in  loneliness,  to  pray  ^  ' 

For  his  return — and  yet  he  sees  no  tear; 

No,  no,  it  cannot  be;  he  will  be  here. 

Nestle  more  closely,  dear  one,  to  my  heart, 
Tliou'rt  cold;  thou'rt  freezing;  but  we  will  not  part. 
Husband,  I  die.     Father!  it  is  not  he — 
Oh,  God!  protect  my  child— the  clock  strikes  thr»«.    . 

They're  gone!  the  glimmering  spark  hath  fled. 

The  wife  and  child  are  number'd  with  the  dead;     ,. 

On  the  cold  hearth,  outstretch'd  in  solemn  rest,  r  -. 

The  babe  lay,  frozen,  on  its  mother's  breast. 

The  gambler  came  at  last,  but  nil  was  o'er,  .  V  v 

Dread  silence  reigned  around — the  clock  struck  four. 
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JOHNNY    SCHMOKER 
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Johnny  Schmoker,  Johnny  Schmoker,  '  •' 

Ich kaim  spieleu,  Ich  kann  spielen,  ■-    ... 

Ich  kann  spiel  mein  kline  drummel; 
Rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  das  ist  mein  drummel. 

Johnny  Schmoker.  Johnny  Schmoker,  .        .:,• } 

Ich  kann  spielen,  Ich  kann  spielen, 
Ich  kann  spiel  mein  kline  fifle, 
Pilly,  willy,  wink,  das  ish  mein  flfie. 
Rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  das  ist  mein  drummel ; 
Mein  rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  mein  pilly,  willy,  wink,  das  ist  meia 
flfie. 

Johnny  Schmoker,  Johnny  Schmoker, 
Ich  kann  spieleu,  Ich  kanu  spieleu, 
Ich  kann  spiel  mein  kline  triangle;  > 

Tic,  knock,  knock,  das  ist  triuuglo, 
Pilly,  willy,  wink,  das  ist  mein  fifie. 
Rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  das  ist  mein  drummel ; 
Mein  rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  mein  piliy,  willy,  wiuk,  meia  tic, 
knock,  kuock,  das  ist  triangle. 

Johnny  Schmoker,  Johnny  Schmoker. 

Ich  kann  spielen,  Ich  kann  spielen, 

Ich  kann  spiel  meiuo  kline  trombone; 

Bom,  bom,  bom,  das  ist  mein  trombone. 

Tic,  knock,  kuock,  das  ist  triangle, 

Pilly,  willy,  wink,  das  ist  mein  flfie. 

Rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  das  ist  mein  drummel; 

Mein  rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  mein  pilly,  willy,  wink,  mein  tic, 

knock,   knock,    mein    bom,  bom,    bom,    das    ijt   meip 

trombone. 

Johnny  Schmoker,  Johnny  Schmoker, 

Ich  kann  spielen,  Ich  kann  spielen, 

Ich  kann  spiel  mein  kline  cymbal;  • 

Zoom,  zoom,  zoom,  das  ist  mein  cj'mbal. 

Bom,  bom,  bom,  das  ist  mein  trombone. 

Tic,  knock,  knock,  das  ist  triangle, 

Pilly,  willy,  wink,  das  ist  mein  nfle,  -"       - 

Rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  das  ist  meiu  drummel ; 

Mein  rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  meiu  pilly,  willy,  wink,  mein  tic, 

knock,  knock,  mein  bom,  bom,  bom,  mein  zoom,  zoom, 

zoom,  das  ist  mein  cymbal. 

Johnny  Schmoker,  Johnny  Schmoker, 

Ich  kann  spielen,  Ich  kann  spielen,  ' 

Ich  kann  spiel  meiu  kline  viol; 

Fal,  lal,  lal,  das  ist  mein  viol, 

Zoom,  zoom,  zoom,  das  ist  mein  cymbal. 

Bom,  bom,  bom,  das  ist  mein  trombone. 

Tic,  knock,  knock,  das  ist  triangle, 

Pilly,  willy,  wink,  das  ist  mein  flfie. 

Rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  das  ist  mein  drummel; 

Mein  rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  mein  pilly,  willy,  wink,  meiu  tic, 

knock,  knock,  mein  bom,  bom,  bom,  meiu  zoom,  zo«m, 

zoom,  meiu  fal,  lal,  lal,  das  ist  mein  viol. 

Johnny  Schmoker,  Johnny  Schmoker, 

Ich  kann  spielen,  Ich  kann  spielen, 

Ich  kann  spiel  mein  kline  toodle-sach; 

Whack,  whack,  whack,  das  ist  mein  toodle-sach 

Pal,  lal,  lal,  das  ist  mein  viol. 

Zoom,  zoom,  zoom,  das  ist  mein  cymbal, 

Bom,  bom,  bom,  dus  is  meiu  trombone. 

Tic,  knock,  knock,  das  ist  triangle,  "  • 

Pilly,  willy,  wink,  das  ist  mein  flfie. 

Rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  das  ist  mein  drummel; 

Mein  rub,  a  dub,  a  dub,  mein  pilly,  willy,  wink,  mein  tie, 
knock,  knock,  mein  bom,  bom,  bom,  mein  zoom,  zoom, 
zoom,  mein  fal,  lal,  lal,  mein  whack,  whack,  whack,  das 
ist  mein  toodle-sach. 


— It  was  reported  in  Williamsport,  Penn.,  among  the  eltte,  that 
one  of  the  upper  ten  was  iu  the  habit  of  beating  his  wife,  and  a 
committee  of  old  ladies  were  deputed  to  wait  upon  her,  and  le&m 
the  facts  from  her  own  lips.  They  did  so,  and  to  their  horror 
learned  that  he  was  in  the  habit  of  beating  her,  "but,"  remarked 
the  lady,  "  it  is  at  euchre!  "    The  committee  mizzled. 


ii;-i.*-Y*ftP^»-^V.' 


■imEE 


^mssmsmBmsBmsamBs 


.l.»£».«i«lC..«.".j„  ■   _«.•«»«:  •  3«.._»r.  .  •'cw. 


■  ■giy»M.     J  Ml 


P 


i:- 


28 


WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


/ 


I      LOVE    SONG-. 
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Love,  level  oh,  wlmt  is  love? 

Love  it  is  tliat  makes  ft  u»:iu  fed  so  peculiar; 
Oh,  love  I  ■who  does  not  lovo 

A.  Maud,  a  Matilda,  a  Jaue,  or  a  Julia? 
Love  it  is,  and  love  alone, 

That  makes  tho  worUi  go  round  and  round. 
Love  is  certain  to  bo  know  a 

Whero  a  woman's  to  bo  found; 
When  one  Las  tho  first  attack. 

It's  like—Raspbcny  Jam  running  down  one's  backl 

Chorus. 
Ob,  love!  beautiful  love! 
Love  'tis  that  makes  a,  man  feel  so  peculiar; 
Oh.  level  beautiful  love! 
A  man's  but  a  foul  if  ho  falls  in  love. 

Oh,  love!  "when  you're  in  love! 

To  presents,  to  parties,  to  picnics  you  treat  her, 
Oh,  lovel  just  squeeze  her  glovo. 

And  you  feel  iust  as  Iho'  youd  llko  to  eat  her. 

But  the  best  of  loves  must  part. 

Then  aa  end  comes  to  your  bliss. 
You  press  the  dear  one  to  your  heart. 

And  take  from  her  the  piirtiui?  kiss; 
You  bid  her  good-bve  at  tho  door, 

Witli  auothcr  sly  kiss  aud  two  or  three  more. — Ohorua. 

Oh,  lorct  •when  you're  In  lovo. 

Every  half  hour  you'd  go  to  court  her. 
But  oh,  lovel  if  she  iton'i  love. 

You  talk  about  drowninij  yourself  in  cold  water; 
If  it's  all  right,  slie'll  fii^gle  and  say:  . 

"  Please  ask  father  if  1  ma/;" 
Then  YOU  feel  so  jolly  aud  gay, 

And  tease  her  till  she  names  the  day; 
You'U  serenade  her  when  she's  a-bed, 

A.ud  her  dud  drops  flower-pots  ou  your  head. — Chorus. 

Oh,  lovol  when  you've  your  love. 

Out  nil  tlie  money  you  have,  you  may  ladle- 
Servants,  tlresses,  parties,  and  balls. 

Perhaps  cacli  year  a  cherub  to  lay  in  the  cradle; 
When  the  honeymoon  is  pjist. 

Then  you're  eyes  are  not  so  blind. 
Your  dream  was  far  too  good  to  last^" 

And  your  face  grows  long  to  find; 
Your  looked-for  liappines3  ooixins. 

WitU  a  mother-in-law  aud  beautiful  twins.  — CA</rtt«. 

.1  CnoRUs. 

Oh,  lovef  Ju.xurious  love! 
Love  'tis  that  makes  a  man  feei  so  peculiar; 
Oh,  lovL'I  beaulifullovel 
The  Avorld  would  bo  cUxary  •wei't  not  for  love. 
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CHINESE    SQNa. 

,  Suns  by  Jesse  i)oSllver. 

Somic  say,  pawgie  fishee,  ma'^'c  goodie  chow  chow, 

8omie  say,  little  doggie,  raaketj  bow  wow; 

Great  big  fly  ou  tope  Moe  house-', 

Takee  little  pussie  tat  uud  mukco  chow  chow. 

CnoRUS. 

Fli,  hi,  hi,  chingi  ching,  Chinee, 
Chow  chow,  veiy  good,  rao  likce  him  cet; 
Makee  plenty  sin^  a  song,  savt-y  bye  and  bye, 
Chiucc  man,  MeliCiua  man,  luu^'a  hi,  hit 

Melicnn  man,  takee  Chinee  mnn,  and  trow  in  water; 

Me  no  likee  water,  makee  Velly  wet; 

Takee  by  pig  tail  and  trow  ill  muddy; 

Me  uo  likee  eatce  muddce,  makee  velly  sickee.  —  Chffntt. 

Melican  man,  givee  Chinee  man,  muchee  washee; 
Me  takee  washee  and  make  velly  white; 
Bigee  shirtee,  ten  cent  collar — fourcentee; 
Puttee  iu  a  tubbee  and  makee  velly  nice. — VlMru$, 


Patrolmen  Mulcahy  and  Fljnin. 

.    Written  by  iL  J.  CavauaKh. 

WcTO  two  Irish  police,  preserving  the  peace. 

Wo  belong  to  the  Broadway  patrol, 
Aud  don't  we  look  grand  witu  the  sticks  in  our  liaud 

When  tho  daisies  come  out  for  a  stroll ; 
From  the  windys  above,  each  darling  and  dove 

Says  Charlie,  why  don't  ye  come  ill? 
They  say  yer  my  size,  on  us  there's  ixo  flies, 
I    Patrolmen  ^lulcahy  aud  Flyun. 

CnoRUs. 
Around  on  our  post  both  day  aud  by  night — {bym.) 
Wo  never  show  up  at  a  murder  or  fight— (^;<///*.) 
But  let  us  catch  a  bum  that's  loaded  with  rum. 

Or  a  cripple,  faith!  we'll  haul  him  in; 
We'll  fracture  their  iaw  to  keep  them  iu  awe 

Of  Pairolmcu  Mulcuhy  aud  Flyuu. 

When  crossing  tlio  street  nich  darling  wp  meet. 

Says  Flynn,  will  ye  plaze  help  moover; 
Get  under  me  arm,  we'll  keep  ye  from  barm. 

Bo  heaveusi  we'ro  living  in  clover; 
When  we'ro  off  for  the  dav,  tliey  roguishly  say. 

Come  around  to  Threo  Huudretl  and  Tin; 
We  part  with  a  sini'io,  they're  "  mai<hcd  "  on  the  style 

Of  Putrolmen  Mulcahy  ttud  Flyuu.— C/k^ru^. 

If  wo  capture  a  "  lusli  "  that's  anyway  "  flush," 

His  "  super "  we  take  for  safe  keepmg; 
We  drop  him  so  iiato  on  Ilollahaus  "  bate,'* 

And  lave  him  there  peacefully  sleeping; 
If  the  gawk  makes  a  kick,  with  a  welt  of  the  stick. 

A  stopper  We'll  put  on  his  chin. 
No  bum  or  a  '  vag  "  can  work  off  a  gag, 

Ou  Putrolmcu  Mulcahy  or  Fly un. — Vhorua. 


The  Timid  Awkward  Squad. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Pontr  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  <>f  40  cents,  »»y  It.  J.  >n  ehman  P.  O.  Box  1833,  New  York  City. 
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Ye  nay  talk  about  your  "MnlHsan  Guards,"  and  "Ileffular  Army,  Oh!" 

I  sliall  never  shall  forget  tho  day  I  started  for  to  co 

And  be  a  bold  millsheo  boy,  so  happy,  gay  and  free. 

In  tho  jrallant  *'£I.\ty-nlnth,"  I  jined  tho  rauk",  of  Company  "G." 

They  put  me  in  the  "Awkward  Squad,"  wiil  a  dozen  more, 

'Will  a  musket  on  mo  shoulder,  sure  they  made  mo  walk  the  floor  I 

We  marchM  unto  the  rik'ht  and  left  until  me  feet  were  sore, 

When  we  were  Iu  the  thnid  *' Awkward  Squad." 

Cnonrs. 
"  Lift !  Lift  t "  the  samint  used  to  say, 

"Now  yc's  have  it  I  can't  ye  kape  It? 
Turn  yer  head  this  way  I 

PdRht  about  I  Shoulder  arms ! " 
An  hour  every  day. 

When  we  were  hx  the  timid  "  A wkard  Squad. 

1  found  ItTcry  dlfflkllt  to  keep  tho  step  at  all, 

Alon^  wta  all  the  others  when  paradinMn  the  nail ; 

At  alcU  nilstako  I  u^:od  to  make,  tho  sarfjint  ho  'would  say, 

"Yerasawkwarl  as  the  devil;  don'tyehouldyor  jrun  that  way!" 

^"^line'e^  he'd  sprike  an  onlhcr,  but  egad  I  'twas  wld  a  vim  ; 

I  often  wished,  upon  my  soul,  to  put  a  head  on  him. 

But  he  at  least  welched  twenty  stone,  whllo  I  was  very  slim. 

From  marching  iu  tho  timid  "Awkward  Squad." — Caosus. 

When  we're  considered  compltant.  Into  the  company 

They'll  put  us  in  tho  ranks  at  wanst,  and  there  they'll  let  ns  be : 

And  undher  sargint's  orders  thin  no  longer  we'll  plod— 

Shouldhcr  anus  and  couuter  marchtn*  in  the  timid  "  Awkward  SQuad." 

■\Mien  out  into  tho  strato  wo  ro  to  have  a  f  olne  parade, 

We'll  bo  looked  upon  wld  pride,  mo  boys,  by  every  servant  maid  ; 
And  wld  tho  aargint  on  our  right,  no  more  we'll  be  afraid 
Of  marching  in  tho  timid  "Awkward  Squad." — CaoBCs. 

If  ever  I'm  promoted,  and  a  General  1  be, 

I'll  mako 'cm  f  ccl  mo  vlngcancc,  all  sarglnts  under  me  I 

III  have 'em  marchin' Ivery  day,  or  carryln' the  hod, 

For  being  so  unci vil  to  tlio  timid  "  Awkward  Sqaad.** 

And  if  tlicy  should  retalyate,  or  givo  me  any  talk, 

I'll  rcdoose  them  to  tho  ranks  at  wance,  and  there  I'll  malee  *em  walk  t 

If  that  ain't  punishment  enough.  "  like  anr  other  gawk." 

Gad,  I'll  put  them  in  the  timid  "  Awkward  Squad."— CBOBca. 
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I  am  a  Man  that's  Done  Wrong:. 

I  am  a  man  that's  in  trouble  and  sorrow, 

Who  once  was  light-hearted  and  gay. 
Not  a  coin  in  this  world  can  I  borrow, 

Since  my  own  I  have  squandered  away; 
I  once  wronged  my  father  and  mother. 

They  turned  me  away  from  their  door. 
For  to  beg,  starve  or  die,  or  in  the  gutter  to  lie, 

And  to  enter  their  dwelling  no  more. 

CnoRus. 

I  am  a  man  that's  done  wrong  to  my  parents. 

Now  daily  I  wander  about, 
To  earn  a«mall  lithe  for  my  shelter  to-night, 

God  help  me,  I  am  cast  out. 

Oh,  my  father  will  say  when  he  meets  me, 

You  beggar,  are  you  still  at  large! 
Now  miull  what  I  say,  don't  come  near  me. 

Or,  by  Ijeavens,  I  will  give  you  in  charge. 
My  mother,  poor  soul,  is  broken-heartc' 

And  to  meet  me  at  times  she  does  try, 
To  give  me  a  crown,  with  her  head  hanging  down. 

And  a  tear  rolling  down  from  her  eye. — uhorm. 

I  have  a  sister  that  married  a  squire, 

Wlio  hardly  speaks  one  word  to  me. 
Though  she  is  up  in  this  world  much  higher. 

And  rides  in  lier  carriage  6<)  free; 
The  girl  that  I  once  loved  60  dearly, 

Is  now  broken-hearted,  they  say, 
She  lays  on  her  bed,  aud  they  say  slie's  near  dead. 

Still  for  a  poor  outcast  she  will  pray.— CAo7v/«. 
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When  the  Leaves  Begin  to  Fall. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonj?  ^ill  be  sent  to  anv  address,  npst-pfld. 
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I've  seen  the  trees  put  forth  their  leaves. 

The  flowers  fade  aud  fall; 
It  makes  my  lieart  so  sad  and  drear, 

Because  I  love  them  all. 

CnoRUS.  '  ■';-' 

When  the  leaves  begin  to  fall,  ^.     > 

Aud  the  birds  no  longer  sing. 
Then  my  heart  is  lonely  anil  sad. 

Longing  for  their  song  again. 

Then  the  night  bird  ceases  his  call — 

Does  he  mourn  his  loving  mate? 
When  the  leaves  begin  to  fall. 

And  all  earth  so  desolate. — Clurrua. 

Why  mourn  I  now  for  the  dead  leaves?  , 

Springtime  will  soon  come  again; 
Hearts  that  were  saddened  and'lonely, 

Will  join  in  gladsome  refrain. — Crwru$. 

Nature  will  ouce  more  be  joyous. 
Clad  in  her  bright  robes  of  green ;         '     . 

Leaves  that  Ti^ere  faded  and  falleu,         ' 
No  trace  of  them  can  be  seen.— CA<^r?i«.   ', 

Oil?  life  how  like  a  flower. 

That  blooms  for  but  a  day, 
Then  droop  their  heads  in  qufct  sleep. 

And  gently  pass  away. — Ctwrut. 

The  leaf  that  withers  now, 
The  flowers  that  fade  and  fall, 
.''  Will  bloom  again  when  Springtime  comes, 

Oh,  bow  I  iove  them  all. — Chorus. 
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—A  Brooklyn  woman  said  to  her  servant  girl,  a  fresh  arrival 
on  the  latest  ooat  from  Cork:  "  Bridget^,,^  out  and  see  if  Mr. 
Block,  the  butcher  on  the  corner,  h^a^igs'  feet."  The  dutiful 
servant  went  out  and  returned.^ ^-'* Well,  what  did  he  say?" 
asked  the  mistress.  "  Sure,  Ue'said  nuthin',  mum."  "Has  he 
got  pigs  feet? "  "  FaHhiJ.^6uldn't  see,  mum'-he  has  his  boots 
on. '  •■■  ■>,'•  ..■ 


THE  PRICE  OF  A  DRINK. 

"  Five  cents  a  glass  1 "  does  any  one  think, 

That  that  is  really  the  price  of  a  drink?  .    . 

"Five  cents  n  glass,"  1  hear  you  say; 

"  Why  that  isn't  very  much  to  pay.  * 

Oh,  no,  indeed,  'tis  a  very  small  sum 

You  are  passing  over  'twixt  finger  and  thumb* 

And  if  that  were  all  that  you  gave  awey,    .  - 

It  wouldn't  be  very  much  to  pay. 

The  price  of  a  drink?  let  him  decide 
Who  has  lost  his  courage  and  lost  his  pride. 
And  lies  a  grovelling  heap  of  clay, 
Not  far  removed  from  a  beast  to-day. 
The  price  of  a  drink?    Let  that  one  tell. 
Who  sleeps  to-night  in  a  murderer's  cell 
And  feels  within  him  the  fires  of  hell. 
Honor  and  virtue,  love  and  truth,        . 
All  the  glory  and  pride  of  youth. 
Honor  of  manhood,  the  wreath  of  fame. 
High  endeavor,  and  noble  aim — 
These  are  the  treasures  thrown  away, 
As  the  price  of  a  drink  from  day  to  day. 

"Five  cents  a  glass! "  how  Satan  laughed. 
As  o'er  the  bar  the  young  man  quaffed 

The  beaded  liquor;  for  the  demon  knew      - 
The  terrible  work  that  drink  Mould  do; 
And  before  the  morning  the  victim  lay. 
With  his  life-blood  swiftly  ebbing  away; 
And  that  was  the  price  he  paid,  alas! 
For  the  pleasure  of  taking  a  social  glass.   • 

The  price  of  a  drink!  if  you  want  to  know 
What  some  are  Avilling  to  pay  for  it,  go 
Througli  the  wretched  tenement  over  there. 
Where  dingy  windows  and  broken  stairs. 
Where  foul  disease,  like  a  vampire  crawls 
With  outstretched  wings  o'er  the  mouldy  walls. 
There  Poverty  dwells  with  a  hungry  brood. 
Wild-eyed  as  demons  for  lack  of  food; 
There  Shame,  in  a  corner  crouches  1qw| 
There  Violence  deals  its  cruel  blow; 
And  innocent  ones  are  thus  accursed. 
To  pay  the  price  of  another's  thirst. 


"Five  cents  a  glass! "    Oh,  if  that  were  all. 
The  sacrifice  would  indeed  be  small; 
But  the  money's  worth  is  the  least  amount 
We  pay:  and  whoever  will  keep  account. 
Will  learn  the  terrible  waste  and  blight 
That  follows  this  ruinous  appetite. 
"Five  cents  a  glass! "    Does  any  one  think 
That  that  is  really  the  price  of  a  drink? 


BABY  AND   I. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  J.  W,  Pepper. 
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Her  bright  eyes  are  blue,  and  her  teeth  nro  like  pearl. 

Her  hair  is  light  brown,  slie's  her  papa's  own  girl;  - 

She  sings  pretty  songs,  in  a  voice  low  and  sweet. 

At  evening  she  rocks  her  doll  baby  to  sleep. 

When  the  stars  shine  and  the  daylight  is  gone. 

With  her  arms  'round  my  neck  she  sings  pretty  songs, 

Until,  growing  weary,  low  droops  the  young  head, 

Her  night  prayer  is  said,  and  she's  laid  in  her  bed. 

Chorus. 

When  the  stars  shine,  and  the  daylight  is  gone. 
With  her  arms  'round  my  neck  she  sings  pretty  songa. 
Until,  growing  weary,  low  droops  the  young  head, 
Her  night  prayer  is  said,  and  she's  laid  in  her  bed.    . 

At  mom  when  the  daylight  peeps  in  from  above, 
She  greets  me  with  kisses  and  fond  words  of  love; 
In  sunshine  she  roams  in  the  garden  all  day. 
Her  voice  can  be  heard  with  the  children  at  play. 
Returning  at  night  when  my  day's  work  is  o'er. 
Her  bright  eyes  are  watching  for  me  at  the  door;  7 

Contented  and  happy,  there's  never  a  sigh, 
We  love  one  another,  my  baby  and  I. — Charu». 
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THE  MARBLE  ARCH. 
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While  strulling  near  the  Marble  Arcb, 

One  evening  in  July, 
A  maiden  fair,  with  golden  hair, 

Came  tripping  lightly  by; 
The  lustre  of  her  diamondf  eye. 

Shone  o'er  me  like  a  torch. 
And  in  a  whisper  softly  said. 

Is  this  the  Marble  Arch? 
Cnonus. 

While  around  her  splendid  form, 

I  drew  the  magic  circle, 
I  press'd  her,  carress'd  lier. 

My  brain  was  in  a  whirl — 
Yet  around  her  splendid  form, 

I  drew  the  magic  circle, 

I  kissed  her  and  I  called  her 

A  very  pretty  girl. 

• 

1  led  her  to  a  shady  spot, 

Beueatii  a  spreading  tree, 
And  taking  her  by  tlie  lily  hand. 

Fell  on  my  bended  knee; 
Behold,  I  cried — Arise,  says  she — 

And  before  I'd  time  to  speak, 
She  inflicted  one  sharp  burning  smack 

Upon  my  blooming  cheek^—C'Aor »/.<<. 

Good  night,  she  said,  in  accents  low. 

Then  gently  squeezed  my  liand. 
My  knees  began  to  knock  and  sliake, 

For  I  could  liardly  stand; 
We'll  meet  again  to-morrow  night. 

And  then  prepare  to  march — 
Oh,  where,  says  I— she  then  replied. 

Beneath  the  Marble  Arch. — Chvruv. 

But  ever  since  that  very  night, 

I've  never  seen  my  queen, 
But  I've  heard  say,  slie  ran  away. 

With  a  great  fat  Horse  Marine ; 
A  ring  I'll  give  her  when  we  moot. 

But  not  as  you  suppose, 
I'll  never  put  it  ou  her  liand. 

But  stick  it  throusli  her  nose. — Chofmt. 


DOWN  THE  RIVER. 

The  Words  and  Mailo  of  thi."?  SonpwUl  be  sent  to  anv  address,  ixi.st-pnid, 
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Oh!  the  river  i.s  up.  and  the  channel  is  deep, 
And  the  wind  blows  steady  and  stroni:; 
•    Let  the  splash  of  your  oars  tlie  mca.surc  keep, 
As  we  row  the  old  boat  along. 
:     ,  Oh!  tlie  water  is  bright,  and  fla.-hing  like  gold. 
In  the  ray  of  the  morning  sun, 
y  And  old  Dinah's  away  out  of  the  cold, 

A  getting  the  hoe-cake  done. 
Oh]  the  river  is  uj),  and  the  channel  is  deep, 
And  the  wind  blows  steady  and  strong, 
.  Let  the  splash  of  your  oars  the  measure  keep. 
As  we  row  the  old  boat  along. 

Cnonus. 

Down  the  river,  down  the  river, 

Down  the  Ohio; 
Down  the  river,  down  the  river, 

1  Down  the  OIjIo. 

w 

Oh!  the  master  is  proud  of  tlio  old  Broad-honi, 
> ;  For  it  brings  hira  plenty  of  'in; 

Oh!  the  crew  they  are  darkies,  the  cargo  is  corn, 
And  the  money  comes  tumblinsr  in; 
,  •:  '  There's  plenty  on  board  for  the  darkies  to  oat. 

And  there's  something  to  drink  and  to  smoke; 
,  There's  the  banjo,  the  bones,  and  the  tambourine. 
There's  the  song  and  the  comical  joke. 
Oh!  the  river  is  up,  and  the  channel  is  deep, 

And  the  wind  blows  steady  and  strong, 
Let  tbe  splash  of  3'our  oars  the  measure  keep, 
As  we  row  the  old  boat  along. — (jhoru*. 


KIND    RELATIONS.  j 
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We  all  have  our  share  of  the  ups  and  the  downs. 

Whatever  our  rank  or  station; 
And  he's  sure  to  get  the  most  scoffs  and  frowns, 

Who  depends  on  his  kind  relations; 
Fw  its  all  very  well  once  or  twice  to  drop  in. 

To  ask  for  a  trifling  favor. 
But  ou  the  third  time  they  are  sure  to  begin 
To  construe  it  to  bad  behavior. 
Cnonus. 
There's  j'our  kind  relations!  kind  relations  1 
There's  your  kind  relations! 

I  speak  from  experience,  and  you'll  find,  - 

Though  often  they  invite  you, 
Wlien  poverty  comes  close  behind, 

How  quick  then  they'll  slight  you; 
For  it's— Clear  the  way,  there's  a  knock  at  the  door — 

Say  we  are  gone  out  for  a  ride,  John; 
I  know  w  ho  it  is,  it's  that  hungry  bore — 

Don't  open  the  door  too  wide,  John. — Chprttt 

My  goods  were  one  day  seized  for  rent. 

The  broker  took  his  station; 
Pale  and  trembling,  off  I  went 

To  try  each  kind  relation; 
Some  hem'd,  soHiO  ha'd,  and  some  looked  cool, 

AVith  faces  of  grief  and  sorrow; 
^Iv  twin-brother  said  he  had  made  it  a  rule 

"Never  to  lend  or  borrow.  —  t'fu/rus. 

I  thought  in  my  sister  to  find  a  friend. 

But  soon  she  undeceived  me. 
By  saying,  "These  are  not  times  to  lend, 

I  would  if  I  could,  relieve  thee;" 
A  trifle,  dear  sister,  would  keep  me  afloat, 

1  shall  sink  if  you  do  not  arrange  it; 
She  said  she'd  not  less  than  a,  twenty-pound  note. 

And  .she  couldn't  find  time  to  change  it. — Chorut. 

I  lo.st  my  goods,  but  found  that  day, 

(Though  'gainst  me  they  had  sinned  all,) 
Death  summoned  a  rich  old  friend  away, 

Who  left  me  a  tidy  windfall; 
And  then  how  they  altered  from  what  they'd  just  Mid, 

Tlieir  cant,  it  was  really  provoking, 
To  hear  them  exclaim,  as  each  hung  down  his  head, 

Lord!  Tom,  we  were  only  a  joking.— t'h<»m$. 

Now.  who  in  the  world  so  blest  as  me. 

With  so  many  kind  relations? 
I  am  asked  to  dinner,  to  supper,  to  tea, 

I've  a  hundred  invitations! 
But  tlieir  crawling  presents  I  daily  return. 

Their  kindess  to  me  they  may  scant  it, 
For  1  hate  those  cold  hearts  that  poverty  would  •corn. 

And  give  tu  those  who  don't  want  it. — Ohorut. 


BITTER   BEER. 

1      Words  and  Mnsic  of  this  Rons  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  »u 
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The  subject  of  my  little  song  is  one  I  hold  most  dear,  I 

It  supports  our  Constitutiou  and  it  will  for  many  a  year; 
John  Bull  would  .>;  irely  be  defunct  or  else  look  rather  queer. 
If  Bass  «fc  Co.  should  cease  to  brew  their  glorious  Bitter  Beer. 

Ciiouus. 
Allsop,  Bass  &  Co.,  they  each  deseve  a  monument; 

So  give  them  while  we're  here. 
Three  cheers  for  Bass  and  Allsop, 

And  their  glorious  Bitter  Beer. 

I've  tasted  Hock  and  Claret,  to  Madeira  and  Moselle; 
Not  one  of  those  boshy  wines  revives  this  languid  swell; 
Of  .dl  complaints  from  A  to  Zed.  the  fact  is  very  clear. 
There's  no  disease  but  what's  been  cured  by  Bass's  Bitter  Beer. 
Allsop,  Bass  &  Co.,  they  each  deserve,  &c. 

I've  lived  in  Scotland  many  years,  and  drank  its  mountain  dew, 
I  don't  deny  but  what  it's  good  and  a  stimulant  it's  true; 
I'm  far  from  being  prcdjudiced  as  many  think  I  fear, 
But  give  to  me  a  cooling  draught  of  Bass's  Bitter  Beer. 

Allsop,  Bass  &  Co  ,  they  each  deserve,  Ac. 


:^V 


% 


?■■• 


4 


! 


-^ 


-->^  .     ^^L.^fr- 


-WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


'31 


TO  MY  WIPE.    ^ 


[Thase  exqulslt  Terses  have  been  "  golnff  the  rounds  of  the  press  "  for 
the  last  twenty-five  years,  during  which  time  many  errors  have  crept  into 
them,  sadly  marring  their  beauty  and  the  poet's  meaning.  They  are  given 
below  In  their  criminal  purity.  Their  author  was  Joseph  Brennan,  one  of 
the  mostf^fted  Irishmen  who  assumed  to  lead  the  abortive  rebellion  of  1S48. 
He  was  arrested  and  transported  to  the  British  penal  coloni^.  Tan  Dieman's 
Land,  from  which  island  he  escaped  to  New  Orleans,  and  became  editor 
of  the  Delta  of  that  city.  The  wife  whom  he  has  immortalized  became  a 
resident  of  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  and  is  now  dead.— P.  J.  McCoubt,  M.  D.] 

Come  to  me,  dearest,  I'm  lonely  without  thee; 
Day-time  and  iiigbt-time  I'm  tuinking  about  thee; 
Night-time  and  day-time  in  dreams  I  behold  thee; 
Unwelcome  the  waking  which  ceases  to  fold  thee. 
CJome  to  me,  darling,  my  sorrows  to  lighten. 
Come  in  thy  beauty  to  bless  and  to  brighten; 
Come  in  thy  womanhood,  meekly  and  lowly; 
Come  in  thy  loveliness,  queenly  and  holy. 

Swallows  will  flit 'round  the  desolate  ruin, 
Telling  of  Spring  and  its  joyous  renewing; 
And  thoughts  of  tliy  love  and  its  manifold  treasure 
Are  circling  my  heart  with  a  promise  of  pleasure. 

0  Spring  of  m\'  spirit!   O  May  of  my  bosom! 
Shine  out  on  my  soul  till  it  burgeon  and  blossom! 
The  waste  of  my  life  hath  a  rose-root  within  it,  ^ 
And  thy  fondness  alone  to  the  sunshine  can  win  it. 

Figure  that  moves  like  a  song  through  the  tven; 

Features  lit  up  by  a  reflex  of  heaven; 

Eves  like  the  skies  of  poor  Erin,  our  mother, 

"Where  sunshine  and  siiadow  are  chasing  each  other; 

Smiles  coming  seldom,  but  child-like  and  simple; 

And  planting  in  each  rosy  cheek  a  sweet  dimple; 

Oh!  thanks  to  the  Saviour  that  even  thy  seeming 

Ib  left  the  poor  exile,  to  brighten  his  dreaming.  ...  - 

You  have  been  glad  when  j-ou  knew  I  was  gladdened; 
Dear,  are  you  sad  now  to  hear  I  am  saddened? 
Our  hearts  ever  answer  in  tune  and  in  time,  love. 
As  octave  to  octave,  and  rhyme  unto  rhyme,  love. 

1  cannot  smile  but  your  cheek  will  be  glowing; 
You  cannot  weep  but  my  tears  will  be  flowing; 
I  could  not  liv(!  without  you  at  mj'  side,  love; 
You  will  not  linger  when  I  shall  have  died,  love. 

Come  to  me,  dear,  ere  I  die  of  my  sorrow; 
Shine  on  my  gloom  like  tiie  sun  of  to-morrow ; 
Strong,  sweet  and  fond  as  the  words  which  I  speak,  love. 
With  a  song  on  j'our  lip  and  a  smile  on  your  cheek,  love. 
Come  for  my  heart  in  your  absence  is  weary; 
Ilaste,  for  my  spirit  is  sickened  and  dreary; 
Come  to  the  nnns  which  alone  should  caress  thee; 
Come  to  the  heart  w  hich  is  throbbing  to  press  thee. 


BAByS  LULLABY. 

Copyrlffht,  1882,  by  T.  B.  Dixon. 


V^ 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soner  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  >oet-naid,  on 
re««ipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  W'ehman,  P.  O.  Box  1888,  New  Yerk  City. 

.■       Go  to  sleep  my  baby. 

Mamma's  always  near 

To  rock  your  little  cradle, 

^  T  And  sinooth  your  golden  hair; 

•        Papa  too  bends  o'er  you. 

So  baby  do  not  weep, 

.  ;  But  close  your  tired  eyes, 

My  darling,  close  them  fast  in  sleep; 
In  the  morning  when  5'ou  waken, 
;..        .         Grass  will  shine  with  dew, 

You  will  liear  the  church  bells  ringing. 
Ringing  in  love  for  you. 

'  CnouTis. 

When  the  little  birds  are  ftinging. 

And  j'ou  hear  tiie  churcii  bells  ringing, 
Ringing  out,  my  darling,  for  you — 
L  O'er  the  hills  the  sun  is  climbing, 

^       On  j'our  golden  locks  is  shining, 

Open  then  your  bonny  eyes  of  blue. 

■        I  will  pray  the  Father, 

Him  wlio  reigns  above. 
To  hover  always  near  j'ou, 
^_._  To  guard  you  with  Ids  love; 

Sent  to  us  from  heaven, 

A  blessing  you  have  been, 
And  may  your  feet  ne'er  wander 
From  the  path  that  leads  to  Him; 
.         And  to  God,  our  Ileav'nly  Father, 
Fervent  tlianks  I'll  give. 
For  our  darling  baby  treasure. 
In  whose  smile  I  live. — Chorus. 


De  Lord  Delivered  DanieL 

SuHK  by  Miss  Flora  Moore. 

He  delivered  Daniel  from  de  lion's  den, 

Jonah  from  de  belly  of  de  whale, 
And  do  Hebrew  children  from  de  fiery  furnace, 

And  why  not  every  man? 

Chorus. 
Didn't  my  Lord  deliver  Daniel? 

Daniel,  Daniel— 
Didn't  my  Lord  deliver  Daniel? 

Den  why  not  every  man? 

.  Tou  may  go  dis  way,  you  may  go  dat  way, 
You  may  go  from  door  to  door, 
If  vou  ain't  got  de  grace  of  de  Lord  in  your  h«art, 
De  debbel  will  cotch  you  sure, — Chorus. 

.  De  debbil  threw  a  stone  at  me,  .' 

He  threw  it  from  de  top  story,  .       .    - 

De  stone  missed,  rolled  down  do  hill. 
And  I  rolled  into  glory.— CA^^rtM. 


— "  I  declare.  Charity! 


in  the  hall  when  she  let  him  in ! " 


exclaimed  Clara,  "  you  take  the  words 

"    "  ed  in  the  little 

were  doing  out 


right  out  of  my  mouth!"     "Oh,  mamma,"  piped  in  the  little 
pitcker,  "now  I  know  what  Clara  and  Charley  w< 


BILLY'S    DREAM. 

I  had  a  fight  with  old  Satan  last  night, 

As  I  lay  half  awake; 
Old  Satan  came  to  my  bedside. 

And  me  began  to  shake. 
He  shaked  me  long,  he  shaked  me  strong. 

He  shaked  me  clear  out  of  bed; 
He  grabbed  me  by  the  collar, 

And  he  looked  me  in  the  face. 
And  what  do  you  think  he  said? 

CiTonus. 
There's  gold  in  the  mountains, 
There's  silver  in  the  mines, 
«        And  it  all  belongs  to  you  uncle  Bill, 
If  you  only  will  be  mine. 

He  took  me  to  the  window. 

And  says  look  dar; 
The  moon  shone  quite  bright, 

And  the  hills  and  the  mountains 
Shone  clear  up  to  my  sight, 

Says  all  these  things  shall  be  yours, 
If  you  will  be  my  general  when  you're  dead; 

And  I  grabbeil  him  by  the  collar. 
And  I  looked  him  in  tlte  face. 

And  what  do  you  think  I  said? 

CuORtTS. 

Get  5'e  gone  old  Satan, 
You've  come  here  me  to  kill. 

You  can  fool  white  folks  with  that  trash. 
But  you  cant  fool  poor  black  Bill. 

I  was  feeling  quit  chilly. 

And  1  thought  I  would  catch  cold. 
So  I  crept  into  my  bed ; 

And  through  the  night,  I  thought  I  saw 
My  good  Lord  his  head- 

Old  Satau  then  vanished  through  the  floor. 
And  a  light  through  the  roof  it  shed, 

And  I  tiirew  the  covers  right  off  mj'  head. 
And  the  Lord  to  me  he  said : 

Chorus. 
Well  done,  my  faithful  servant. 

You're  considered  my  right  hand,    ^,.; 
And  play  on  the  golden  harp  all  day," 

Although  you  are  a  poor  colored  man. 
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CALL  ME  BACK  AGAIN. 
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I  Copyright,  1881,  by  Geo.  W.  Hagaiia. 
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Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  Uerman  Sours— Free. 

You  said  good-bye,  the  parting  words  were  spoken, 

I  It'jive  ydti  now,  perhaps  'tis  better  so; 
I  gave  you  back  each  teudur  little  token, 

And  far  across  the  seas  then  I  may  go. 
Oh !  can  it  be,  from  love  you  have  released  me, 

And  that  my  love  has  always  been  in  vain? 
Ah  I  when  your  love  has  conquered  pride  and  an^er, 

I  know  that  you  will  call  me  back  again. 

Chorus. 

Call  me  back  again,  call  me  back  again; 

Ah!  when  your  love  has  conquered  pride  and  auger, 
I  know  that  you  will  call  me  back  again. 

You've  left  me  now,  I  never  more  will  sec  you. 

Those  happy  days  of  old  must  now  depart; 
The  true,  fond  love  I  once  bestowed  upon  you. 

Has  flown  away  from  me  like  cupid's  daVt. 
Oh!  yes,  'tis  so,  from  love  you  have  released  mc, 

Such  dreary  thoughts  have  caused  me  grief  and  pain; 
I  love  you  still,  siicil  love  will  live  forever, 

I  know  that  you  will  call  me  back  again. —C/(o/''/«. 

I  dreamt,  last  night,  a  pretty  little  starling 

Came  softly  tapping  on  my  window  blind. 
And  in  its  bill  a  messtige  from  my  darling. 

Which  said  that  youd  recalled  those  words  unkitid. 
And  in  my  heart  love  ne'er  can  be  a  stranger. 

So  dreary  thouglits  have  ceased  to  give  mo  p.iin; 
I  love  you  .still,  sueh  love  will  live  forever, 

I  knew  that  you  would  call  me  buck  again. — Chirm. 


I'LL  AWAIT   MY   LOVE. 

Cotoyright,  1883,  by  J.  F.  Martindalc. 
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The  Wortls  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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OVER   THE   MOUNTAIN. 


CopjTtght.  1983,  by  T.  B.  Harmfl  &  Co. 
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I  Written  and  suig  by  \Vm.  J.  Scanlan. 

I'm  always  liglit-hearted  and  aisy, 

Not  a  Ciire  in  the  world  have  I, 
Because  I  am  l(n-od  by  a  colleen, 

I  couldn  t  forget  if  I  try. 
J    She  lives  far  away  o'er  the  mountain, 

Where  1  know  she's  still  thinking  of  me; 
Arrah!  Cushhi  McChree,  were  I  wuh  you 

This  momeut  how  happy  I'd  be. 

ClIOKCS. 

It's  OTcr,  yes,  over  the  mountain. 

Where  the  little  thrush  sings  on  the  tro«; 

In  a  cal'in  all  covered  with  iv}'. 
There  my  Eily  is  waiting  for  me. 

The  day  I  bid  good-liye  to  Eily, 

Thal'd;iv  I  will  ne'er  forget. 
How  the  tears  imlibled  up  from  their  slumber, 

I  fancy  1  see  them  yet. 
They  looked  like  the  pearls  in  the  ocean. 

As  she  wt  pt  the  tears  of  love; 
Savs  she:  Teildy,  my  boy,  don't  forget  me, 

Till  we  meet  again  here  or  above. — Clwru$.\ 

Oh!  water  and  land  may  divide  lis, 

Friends,  like  tlowers,  come  and  go; 
The  face  of  Eily  will  cheer  me. 

For  in  that  dear  face  I  'veil  know, 
The  iiiii)ri!it  of  love  and  devotion, 

SurroundcMl  by  thoughts  chaste  and  pure. 
Will  serve  as  the  star  to  the  sailor 

"Whilst  plodding  the  wild  raging  moor. — Chorus. 


Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Engliuh  and  German  Songs- Free. 
Words  and  Slusic  by  Frank  Howard. 

She  stood  alone  on  the  shore. 

Her  eyes  grew  dim  with  tears 
As  she  kissed  her  hand  to  me, 

Perliaps  the  last  for  years; 
She  Watched  the  sails  unfurl. 

Then  breathed  her  vows  a-new;   ' 
While  faintly  I  could  hear 

The  sweet  words  "I'll  be  true! " 
The  winds  bring  out  to  sea 
This  song  from  her  to  me: 

Chorus. 

I'll  await  raj-  love,  I'll  await  my  love, 
And  I'll  lie  as  true  as  the  stars  above; 
I'll  awidt  my  love,  I'll  await  my  love, 
I'll  await  my  sailor  boy. 

She  stood  nlone  on  the  shore 

With  heavy  heart  so  sad. 
While  her  s(nd  went  out  in  prayer 

For  her  dear  sailor  lad; 
With  trembling  voice  she  cried, 

Oh,  GikI!  I  pray  to  thee, 
To  shieM  my  darling  bt)y 

From  storm  and  wreck  at  sea! 
The  winds  bring  out  to  sea 
This  song  from  her  to  me: — Chorus. 


ity. 


A  Boy's  Best  Friend  is  His  Mother. 


Copyright,  1&S3,  by  T.  B.  Hamis  &  Co. 
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— A  bright  little  six  year  old  girl  in  a  town  near  by,  who  was  to 

five  a  party,  remarked  to  her  father  on  the  morning  of  the  cvent- 
ul  day,  that  she  thought  the  children  mu.st  all  be  coming,  for  she 
hadn't  rtceived  any  "  regrcteralions." — Philadelphia  Public  Ilerald. 


The  Words  and  Mupic  of  this  Sons;  will  be  sent  to  any  add-css,  poet-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wihnian,  P.  O.  Box  18J.'J,  New  York  City.     Send 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Kngliiih  and  Uerman  Songs— I-toc. 

While  plodding  on  our  way  the  toilsome  road  of  life, 

How  few  the  friends  that  daily  there  we  meet; 
Not  many  will  stand  by  in  trouble  and  in  strife,      , 

With  counsel  and  arf'ection  ever  sweet.  ' 

But  there  is  one  whose  .smile  will  never  from  us  turn. 

Whose  love  is  dearer  far  than  any  other; 
And  wherever  we  will  turn 
This  lesson  we  will  learn — 

A  boy's  beat  friend  is  his  mother! 

Ciioncs. 

Then  cherish  her  wiih  care. 
An  1  smootli  her  silv'ry  hair. 

When  gone  you  will  never  get  another; 
And  wherever  we  may  turn 
This  lesson  we  will  learn — 

A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother! 

Tho'  all  the  world  may  frown  and  cv'ry  friend  depart. 

She  never  will  forsake  us  in  our  need; 
Our  refnge  evermore  is  still  within  her  heart,  I 

For  us  her  loving  sympathy  will  plead. 
Her  pure  and  gentle  smiles  forever  cheers  our  wny, 

They're  sweeter  and  they're  purer  than  all  other; 
When  she  goes  from  earth  away 
We'll  find  out  while  we  stra}' — 

A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother! — C?ioru$. 

Her  kind  and  gentle  face  not  long  may  greet  us  heie. 

Then  cheer  her  with  our  kindness  and  our  love; 
Remember  at  her  knee,  in  childhood  bright  and  dear. 

We  heard  her  voice  like  angels  from  al)0ve. 
Tho'  after-years  may  bring  their  gladness  or  their  woe, 

Her  love' is  sweeter  far  than  any  other; 
And  our  longing  heart  will  learn 
Wherever  we  may  turn — 

A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother! — Chorus. 


— "Why  didn't  you  come  when  I  rang?"  said  a  lady  to  her 
domestic.  "  Because  I  didn't  heah  the  bell.''  "Hereafter  when 
you  don't  hear  the  bell  you  nuist  come  and  tell  me  so."  "  Yes, 
mum." — Philadelpliia  Public  Iltratd.     ...     .  v,        .w  ,,•. 
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ONE    CENT    E^OH 


1  Babymln* 

a  Buch  an  edaoatlop  ^aa  saj  Mary  Aan 

S  AuJd  lAug  Srua 

t  EUa  Rr« 

fi  Old  cubin  home 
(  Little  ones  at  homa 

7  Old  bhtck  Joe 

8  Home,  nweet  home 

9  tArboaitl  watch  - 
10  Many  cuii  help  one 

U  KllUniey 

12  8t«  that  my  crave's  kept  ?reen 

13  Orandfutheru  clot-k 
li  Eininet'!!  "Lullaby" 

U  The  harp  that  once  thro'  Tara'R  halla 
1*  My  couiitrj-,  'tis  of  thee 

17  Sweet  fortfet-me-Tiot 

18  Where  waa  Uoses  when  the  light  went 

19  Nanty  Lee  [out I 
W  Write  ine  a  letter  from  home 

21  Beautiful  Ule  of  the  una. 

a  Old  fulkn  at  homo  (Suanee  ribber) 

13  Come  buck  to  Kna 

U  bweet  byeanilbye 

id  My  pivtty  i-ed  roi>« 

n  Whoa,  Emma 

87  Katie's  secret 

28  You'll  rvinember  me 

CS  Rocked  ill  the  cradle  of  the  deep 

SO  Kathleen  Mavourneen 

31  I  druanit  1  dwelt  in  marble  halla 

85  Wearing  of  the  green 

S3  When  you  and  I  were  young,  Maggie 

34  Cott^re  by  the  sea 

t&  \Ve  parted  by  the  river  side 

M  Whin  I  saw  hweet  Nellie  home 

97  Swevt  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

88  Ijutt  i-oiie  of  Summer 
St  Shamiis  O'Brien 

«0  Exile  of  Erin 

41  Maggie's  s»'cret 

42  Or  any  other  man— Stump  •j)eoch 

43  1  cannot  call  her  mother 

44  Wuuld  I  were  with  the« 

45  Poor  old  tUave 
44  Caaev  iwx'ial  cliih 

47  Cuinucrland'screw 

48  Take  this  letter  to  my  mother 
4i  A  model  love  letter 

SO  Female  Btratac>"in 

61  How  to  kiss  a  lady 

62  iniblin  bay 

63  The  wife's  commandments 

64  The  husband's  commandmenti 

66  Rules  for  bummers 

60  Little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane 

67  UaiiHira  Fiietchie— IlKClTATlOH 

68  Uaruhuig  through  Oeorgla 

62  When  1  was  a  lad  -Piiuilore 

to  Widow  in  tlic  cottage  by  Uie  aea 

61  Dancing  in  the  barn 
6'i  Kire  in  the  grate 

63  Wandering  refug-je 

64  Rhie-eycd  Nelly 
66  Minstrel  Ixy 

66  Letter  in  the  candle 

67  Star-apajigU'd  Ixinner 

68  Dan'-iiig  on  the  green 
Ci;  Heart  bow'd  down 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  watermill-REcrrallOH 
Xi  Faded  coat  of  blue 

73  Hold  the  fort 

74  Siarery  days 

75  Uermulc  sntoodondeabteMniKMtdeck 

76  Little  barefoot 

77  My  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night 

78  Home  again 

79  Thon  art  ao  near  and  yet  so  far 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  HiU 

81  Office  rules 

83  Gray  halm  of  my  mother 

83  Uo<Ki  Rliiue  wine 

84  I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night,  Iot* 

86  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 

86  Listen  to  the  mocking-bird 

87  When  the  corn  is  waving,  Annie 

88  She  never  blamed  him,  never 
88  Silver  threails  among  the  gold 

90  Little  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

91  Ring  the  bell  softly  there's  crape  on  the 
9!  lioy  loct  ilaiiKhahle)  [door 
93  Ht-r  bright  smile  haunts  me  still 

•4  Sunday  night  u  hen  the  parlor**  f uU 
96  Uyi»v  s  warning 

96  Anchor's  weighed 

97  Moon  behind  the  hill 

98  Swinging  in  the  lane 

99  Sheridan's  ride— RBcrrAtlOW 

100  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd 

101  Ellleen  Allanna 

102  Tls  but  a  little  faded  flower 

103  Touch  the  harjigcntly.mypretty  Louise 
VA  liiri  I  left  U'hiiid  me 

106  IJttle  Buttercup 
KC  His  sisten,  cousins  asd  aonti 
»'  Carry  me  li.ick  tn  old  Vinrlnny 

108  Roses  underneath  the  suow 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  Iwmeward  fly 
lU  0!d  man's  drunk  again 

113  Two  Orphans  (BriMiklvn  theatre  Ore) 

114  Anil>cr  tresses  tied  Inlilue 

115  Pretty  as  a  (licture 

116  I  am  waitinif,  EK«ie.  dear 

117  Three  ixTished  in  the  snow 

118  Slight  hints 

119  Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother 
lao  Come,  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling 
121  Kiss  me.  mother,  kisH  your  darling 
US  Bingon  on  the  lUiliie 

123  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave 

114  Old  log  cabin  on  the  bill 

125  Croopy  boy 

U6  Skids  are  out  tOHlay 

127  The  bridge 

128  Shabby  genteel 

129  Oh,  dat  watermelon 


ISO  Comlii'  through  the  rjo 

1.1  Must  we  men  meet  as  stranj^it  ' 

133  nabies  on  our  block  < 

123  Trennen  on  the  Moor  . 

131  Mildmore  fancy  ball 

is:  Hallway  door 

136  Where  the  grass  prows  g^reen 

J.ff  Darling  Bcsj^ie  of  the  loa 

V.S  Kiss  behind  the  door 

139  I'll  remember  yo'i,  love,  In  niy  prayers 

140  Mary  of  the  wild  Moor 
1*1  Old  wooden  rocker 
142  Speak,  only  speak 

U3  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

114  Where  art  thou  now,  juy  beloved! 

115  MoUi.',  darling 

146  You  ma  v  look,  btit  you  mustn't  touch 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 
118  Ruffle  for  the  stove 
149  Itilin  of  Gikad 

l:xi  There's  alw  avs  a  seat  In  the  parlor  for 
lil  Driven  from  liomo  '"ou 

152  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

163  Pull  for  the  shore 

1.t4  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 
l.>5  Good  news  from  homo 
lo6  Fisherman's  daughter 
la7  Sliells  of  ocean  , 

158  Massa's  in  the  cold,  cold  gronnd 

159  Sny  a  kind  word  when  you  oaa 
ICO  Cure  for  s<-andal 

161  Twilight  coterio 

102  Strangers  yet 

103  Castks  in  the  olr 

164  Dear  little  shamrock 

1(>5  I  caiinut  sing  tlie  old  songs 

166  Noi-ah  O'Neal 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 
163  Rose  of  Tral'  o 

169  Jennie,  the  llowcr  of  Kildare 

170  I'm  lonelv  since  my  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lone  child 

172  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

173  Glove  llirtation 

174  ^\^up  tliilation 

175  Slave's  dream 

176  Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  dont  go 

177  Sweet  Evanseliue 

178  Good-bye  at  the  door 

179  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you   [heart, etc 

181  Erin's  lovely  home 

182  Over  the  hiiL  to  tho  poor-house 

183  Twenty  years  ago 
1S4  Paddy's  land 

185  D<in't  be  angry  with  me,  darling 

186  Old  village  school  on  the  green 

187  Woodman,  spare  that  tree 

1!<8  Eartiai-a  Krictcliie— itSCIZallON 

189  Darling  Minnie  Lee 

190  H:it  flirtation 

191  Fan  rtirtatlon 

192  Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  mountain 

193  Good  bye,  Annie,  darling  (BnochArden) 

194  Why  did  she  leave  hiuif 
1!»5  A  quiet  little  home 

196  Thou  host  learned  to  love  auoUier 

197  Mary  of  Argvle 

198  Nil  Dcsperaridum 

109  Sweet  Highland  Mary 

SOO  F'vening  amusement  (laughable) 

Ml  Day  I  played  base  liall  [own 

a<»2  R<memlier  you  have  children  of  your 

'JiW  There's  none  l'"' '  a  mother  if  ever  so 

204  You  were  fa'' ,;,  bu.  "U  forgira      [poor 

21)5  Sweet  Mag"  le  GordOu 

a06  Tanyard  side 

•Jfi7  Bells  of  Shandon 

3li8  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell 

»»  Whisper  softlv,  mother's  dying 

210  Frill's  green  shore 

211  Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old 
2U  Domielly  and  Cooper 

813  Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  Shore 

214  Little  Rosebud 

815  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

216  Come  into  the  garden,  Maud 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

218  Will  re  there's  a  will  tlieiVs  a  way 

219  G<xl  bless  my  boy  at  sea 
2'.'0  Annie  Liurie 

2'21  M.ic'8  and  the  O's 

223  Shennan's  maix'h  to  the  sea 

223  lyimciitatio'i  of  James  Rodgera 

tn  Come,  birdie,  come 

2i)  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  slceo 

^^6  E\erof  t>iee  -, 

ffr  Norah  MeShano 

228  Love  nmoiig  the  roses 

229  ShamiisO'Brien— Rbcitatiok 

230  DerDeJtchcrgal 

231  No  Irish  need  apply 

232  Old  arm  chair 
2:a  Tim  Flaherty 

?!4  We  Silt  by  the  river  -ou  and  I 
2:15  I  love  music 

236  Sweet  Genevieve 

237  When  the  flowers  fan  asleep 

238  Pctrick  Sheehan 

239  S.iilor'3  grave 

210  Pivtty  maid  milking  ber  cow 

241  Kentucky  Rose 

242  Fanner's  daughter 

243  Oh,  dem  golden  slippers 

244  In  the  inorniner  by  the  bright  light 
Zi5  Nobody's  darling 

216  Poor,  but  a  gentreman  still 

247  Somebody's  mother— Kecitahok 

248  Birdie,  diu-ling 

219  Nolyxly's  darling  tnt  mine         -' 

ZtO  Rock  me  to  sleep,  m  )ther 

2.il  IMt  my  litt;e  shoes  »way 

2.V3  Dariing  Nelly  Gray  [fall 

2.">3  Somebody's  coming  when  th«.dewvli-o[)e 

251  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  Ijecause  we 

255  Little  browi  jug  I weae  poor 

256  Ben  Bolt 

£57  Good-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye 

25S   FHt,  ia •    .,„o 


250  Katty  Avoumeen 

2130  Sauie  Ray 

261  Bard  of  Armagh 

263  Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  weep 

263  Patrick's  day  parade 

261  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 

265  Speak  to  me,  speak 

266  Darling,  I  will  como  again 

267  Bright-eved  litUe  KelTof  NarraganMt 
263  Hall,  Columbia  Lba» 
209  Little  footsteps 

270  Tim  Finnegan's  woke 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  roof 

272  Scotch  la.s?Jo,  Jean 

273  Hat  me  father  wore 

274  Bonks  of  sweet  Durdee 

275  I've  only  been  down  to  the  club 

276  Dance  me  on  your  kuco 

277  Kiss  me  .again 

278  &nmet's  ''  Love  of  the  lihamrock  " 
Sf79  Vacant  chair 

280  Sweet  sumiv  South 

281  Our  goo<l  ship  uuls  to-nlghC 
C82  Jersey  Sara 

283  Come  ho:>ir>,  father 

284  Little  lIU4T,-io  May 

285  Cackle,  cacUe,  cuckla 

286  Molly  Dawn 
'.37  Maid  of  Athene 

2S8  Sallie  In  our  alley  ; 

289  I'm  sitting  on  the  stile.  Kary 

290  Poor  old  N^ 

291  Dorkins'  night 

292  Man  in  the  moon  is  looking,  love 

293  When  the  flowing  tide  comes  in 

294  Don't  give  up  the  old  friends  for  tho 

295  Erok*'n  down  [new 

296  Marriage  bells 

297  Have  I  not  Ijeen  kind  to  thee! 

298  Flowers  will  come  in  Stay 

299  Awfully  clever 

300  My  httle  one's  waiting  for  me 

301  I'u  go  back  to  my  ola  love  again 

309  Butcher  l>oy 

303  There's  somebody  waiting  for  me 
804  Are  you  there,  Sloriarltyr 

305  I'se  gwine  back  to  Dlxio 

306  Bidalia  Jane  McCann 

307  Isle  de  BlackweU 

308  Wliere  are  the  friendsof  my  yxmthl 
3bi  Singing  on  the  root 

310  Five  cent  shave 

311  Hen  convention 

312  Red,  white  and  blu» 

313  Old  oaken  bucket 

314  IJttle  sweetheart,  come  and  kiss  me 

315  My  dream  of  love  is  o'er 

316  Tliey  all  do  it 

317  Old  noine  ain't  what  It  used  to  be 
sa  Wait  UU  ih6  moooUght  iaila  on  water 
(19  tingor  not,  Anjitng 

320  'Tls  evening  brings  my  heart  to  thee 

521  American  Naaonal  QuM^l 

522  iohtiny's  ao  bashful 

523  Daisy  Dcane 

824  I  wish  majnma  wash<»re 

S2S  Pulling  hard  against  theatreMn 

826  Dancing  in  the  sunlight 

S27  What  is  it! 

828  There  never  wa*!  a  coward  where  tha 

S29  Love  letters  [shamrock  grows 

830  Delia  Clancy 

S31  Remember  that  tho  poor  tramp  has  to 

332  Lamentation  of  Johnny  Rt>el  [live 

ST3  Roll  on,  silver  moon 

334  When  McGulnncss  gets  a  job 

335  Give  an  honest  Iri.sli  lad  a  chance 
838  Down  among  tho  daisies 

837  Down  by  the  old  mill  stream 

838  Answer  to  "The  Gypsy's  warning" 
S39  Battle  cry  of  freedom 

840  Home  rule  for  Ireland 

841  Riding  on  tho  elevated  railroad 
S43  When  McComiick  mles  the  State 
B43  Sweet  chiming  bells 

844  LeviKassidav 

SIS  I  want  to  sec  the  cotton  fields 

846  Waltz  with  me 

817  Moot  mo  by  moonlight  alone 

818  Do  they  miss  mo  at  hornet 

849  Lather  and  shave 

35C  Happy  be  thy  dreams 

851  Take  it  in 

»j2  Stokes'  verdict  (Jim  Fisk  song) 

858  Lardy  dah 

854  Do  golden  wedding 

355  My  mother-in-law 

856  \Vh«f  ch^nlH  rml.-nf  «.c^cn/l,  tr.y«t«r'1ln£ 

857  Dear  ItaUan  girl 

868  Banks  of  Brandywino 

850  Old,  and  only  in  the  way 
C60  Six  feet  of  earth 

861  Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 

362  Y'cllow  rose  of  Texas 

363  When  my  ship  comes  In 

364  One  pound  tv.o 

865  We  have  met,  loved  and  parted 
886  Bummer's  hotel 
867  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now 
S68  I  shall  never  be  happy  again 
269  Soldier's  farewell 

870  Old  kitchen  floor 

871  Sweet  Belle  JIalione 

872  Mr  dear  Sarannah  home 

873  Bflly "Barlow 

874  Wild  Irish  boy 

875  Dwendy-sevcn  cents 

87*  A  starry  night  for  a  ramble 

877  Lockea  out  after  nine 

878  \Vhip-poor-wiir8  song 

879  Day  when  you'll  forget  me 

880  You'll  niiss  me  when  I'mgona 

881  Son  of  a  gambolier 

882  Golden  stair 

883  Your  httle  Liza  loves  you 
881  American  boy 

885  YuQ  get  more  like  your  dad  OTeryday 

886  Barney  McCoy 
S87  Bazors  in  the  air 


388  S-,Hie  TTomer 
8S9  Willie  Rel^ 

850  Sweet  Aleen 

851  Old  Sexton 

893  Pull  down  the  blind 

893  Do  they  think  of  me  at  hotnal 

894  Tell  nie  w  hero  my  Eva's  gone 
855  Ilarba.ra  Allan 

S90  The 'loujr-liorcmen'sFtriko 

397  Bonnie  sweet  Bessie,  the  maid  of 

S3S  Uathia^  song  IDIBldM 

SD9  C*rrie  L.'e 

400  One  wi  Je  river  to  croAs 

401  Jloon  is  out  to-night,  love 
103  Devil's  in  New  Jersey 

4«3  Rambler  from  Claro 

401  Pretty  little  bluo-cyud strangwr 

405  Fadi-U  flowers 

400  Dark-eved  sailor 

407  Rose  of  laUamey 

108  Cot  in  the  comer 

409  Boys,  keep  away  from  the  gMi 

410  Phantom  {•.Ktraeps 
111  Bonnv  b.:n;h  of  roses 

412  Pat  Roach  at  the  phtjr 
iri  Doran'sxss 

411  Rinks  of  Clar.dr 

115  Wliai  arc  the  ■wild  waves  aaytasf 
lie  Her  front  namo  i^  Uannar 
117  Sweet  Evelina 

418  Behind  the  scenes 

413  Oos'iel  raft 

IZj  lionet  put  the  poor  worklnsnwn  dOifB 

U!  Crulskeen  lawu 

422  1  had  but  fifty  cents 

42;<  I'm  leaving  now  the  old  tulka 

4:4  Irish  Moll3-,0!. 

425  Ring  mv  mother  wore 

m  The  Blalkhird 

4:.7  Littleclierry  bloueom 

42.'<  Wist,  wist,  wi^ 

4  9  A  violet  from  mother^  grar* 

4;Ki  Nelly  lUy 

431  Maj^ie,  aarling,  nowgood-tOW 

!■«  Rise  it,  Riellv 

433  Meeting  of  the  waters 

tat  Wait  fur  the  tui  a  ol  the  Ud* 

tab  Old  farm  gate 

136  Oh,  I'Yed  <  tell  them  to  stop 

437  lIcl>onald's  returu  toUleilCO 

*38  Mantle  so  irn-en 

ig^  Uncle  Xmu's  iasicui  ' 

440  Mary  Ann,  I'll  t^Il  your  mm 
4>1  01d-fashlone<I  homectoad 

413  Emmet's  "Mountain song" 

4>3  <  ild-f ashione<l  church  on  thellQI 

414  A  handful  of  turf 

4  IS  Beauty  of  Limerick 
14>j  Mrs.  Brady's  daughter 

447  liiiry's  gone  with  a  coon 

448  Twinkle,  twinkle,  httle  Btar 

419  In  hapfy  momeut-S 

450  Hi  Jenny,  ho  Jinnv  John»on 

451  All  on  account  of  fUiza  ■«• 

452  Kmmefs  "  I  know  what  lorelt" 
4.53  Down  in  a  coal  mine 

ifil  Drunkard's  dream 
4.S5  Joe  Bowers 

456  There's  a  line  phip  on  th*  ocean 

457  Put  me  in  my  httle  bed 

458  Little  old  house  on  the  Ti-'dna 

459  Stolon  kis-^s  are  the  €>vetotc.* 

400  The  brave  huzza ra 

401  Little  old  log  cabin  by  the  ttrcagi 
4oJ  I'^vJUUe  your  own  cano  • 

1(W  JV^i.in  .1  mile  of  Edlnboro"  town 

464  Gate's  ajar 

465  Arkansaw  traveler 

466  Grants  trip  around  the  iKwM 
4C7  Old  leatlier  breeches 

4C8  Rocky  road  to  Dtjblin 
409  Turnpike  gate 

470  Little  old  German  home •croas 8i*aHI 
171  Beautiful  girl  of  Kildare 

47J  Baby's  got  a  tooth 

47J  My  poor  heart  ia  sni  with  its  dreamily 

471  I'allt't  of  straw  * 

475  Low-back'd  car 

476  Your  lassie  wiU  be  true 

477  In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 

478  When  these  old  clothes  wera  new 

479  Up  at  Ji.;nc3'  wood 
tiO  Boston  burglar 

4S1  The  Campbells  are  comln* 
182  Y'ou  116  ver  miss  the  water  tiU  the  well 
483  Bonnie  Eloise  tnias  drr 

481  River  Roe  .»        %-# 

4*5  Murder  in  Cohoes 

486  PoorUttlcJoo 

487  Along  tho  Kansas  line 

488  The  banjo  now  liangssllentonthedoor 
4S9  Wait  til:  the  clouds  roll  by 

tM  Over  tho  garden  wall 

491  I'm  a  man  you  don't  moetevery  day 

492  Blue  Alsatian  inoontains 

433  Charming  young  widow  I  mot  in  the 
4J4  Bla('k-eyed  Susan  [traia 

4H5  Sii.iniih  cavaJicr 
4J6  Grave  of  Bonaparte 

497  Old  dog  Tray 

498  Juanita 

439  Moonlight  on  tho  lain 
600  Mabel  rUre 

tOl  All  that  glitters  ta  notgoJa 

602  Marseilles  hymn 

603  God  save  tho  Oucen 

604  Rolling  home  in  tho  moniloa     ' 
505  If  ever  I  ceaae  to  love 

£06  Cheer,  boys,  cheer 

607  Dixie's  land 

608  Mother  saj-slmnstnt 
liOi  Fellow  that  looks  like  m« 
61»  'Watch  on  tho  Rhine 

611  A  lock  of  mother's  hair 

613  bt^p  dat  knocking  at  Che  dooT  " 

613  Virginia  rosabud 

611  Red  robin 

61*  Gospel  train 

bit  y\e  won't  go  homeOU  mcmlng 
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UM  A  batton-hol*  boiiqut-t 
UM  1  tOIBAt 

1096  |h«  mlRht  hava  Uoksd  UcCartr 
lOM  tiOT«,  let  your  heart  b?  falthfiu 
JM7  gunahine  vrlll  come  again 

lost  B^7  that  nerer  came 

MS*  I  like  it,  I  do 

MMO  It's  (iiuiiy  wliat  lu^ci-  u  ill  Jo 

lOU  Unt  tlial  an  awfulsliaiuo 

lots  EinK  dal  t;uldeo  bell 

lOlS  uams  of  c4d  IieiouJ 

lOU  Jesae  Jaiiita  L»'ny 

lOiA  Youn|{  mail  that  iist->l  to  lire  over  tho 

lOM  Wa'Yu  biitli  b«<')i  thuii'  beruie  mmiy  a 

1M7  Now  I  come  to  tUlMk  of  It  L^iiia 

IMS  Ipald  the  910  l»  O'Gi-ady 

1(M9  WltU  all  liKi-  fauIU  1  lovu  bar  still 

lOaO  Dmx  Utile  liaiida 

1061  Just  across  (rutii  Jeisej 

low  SalruUuti  army,  oil 

1053  Four  'Itven  fuityfour 

lOM  Family  <ivti head 

1066  I  wondir  hi>w  loug  It  Will  loot 

1066  Cliarleitoii  bluuH 

1067  Major  Qiifuallier 

1068  Boodle 

lOet  That'K  an  old  ung  with  me 

1060  Valley  lay  hinilliiK  Ucfom  ma 

1061  LiUle  li>;dt;c'  schuul 
lOOi  Old  faatliwr  l»-.l 

1003  I  naver  drink  Ixslilnd  the  bar 
1064  McNally'srOK  of  flatd 
1066  I'll  wuar  the  troii.-M.rM,  oh 

1066  Htrolliiiif  oil  the  Kunds 

1067  Mulbarry  spiliig!) 

1066  Qtiod  b>e,  my  lnuiiey,  Fm  gooe 
1060  Plum-uuildiiiir 

1070  I  could  tell  it  if  1  fell  in  the  doric 

1071  L«t  Ei'iit  r<siiic-iiiiH:r  the  dayit  of  old 
107*  Here  lies  an  actor 

1078  Uisiar  l><)olej  '.I  ifecse 

1071  Ten  lliousand  miles  away  on  the  banUs 

1075  Hutlier'x  laxt  litifr  to  ine    [of  u  lonely 

1076  Pni  and  lii»  little  brown  uiaru 

1077  VValei -crt-asn  • 

1078  She  llTea  ou  Muritiy  Hill 

1079  Eileen,  8w  cut  Eilit-n 

1080  Huiry,  little  children,  Sunday  moru 

1081  My  littla  Side  duur 
10!<2  It  sliwiverrd  akfitin 

lOKt  Maikri  ui.  Saturday  nlKbt 
1084  oiher  arraiiuenieiita 
10<i5  Uuul  d«  ».>..d-pilo  down 

1086  Aa  Ha  wander  in  the  omnse  grovu 

1087  Drill,  ye  Uirion,  drill 

1088  Pit;ey-t>»^>' 
14^9  Only  a  bhiubell 
liMO  Little  b"T  blue 

1U91  Where  tfia  sweet  magnolia  growt 

I  'Si  Old  black  01.  nv 

1C0  HeiKh,  ho!  llnt<0  Solly 

l.-Vi  Huiitthe  buffiilu 

iJ96  Ited  haired  giri  and  near-by  white 

.1^/96  Lei  heiK", 'iailaiilier  [horse 

1097  Mas.-«i'.i  \veddlii2  night 

1098  Old  bam  fl-»r 

1099  lliidal  maicli 

tlOO  Slaveiv's  pii"s«d  anay 
:i01  Wheredid  you  get  that  baU 
1:0a  My  H»i7i''.e 
UOS  ^^i.iAii'n'wfrg  nong 


1104  Tou  and  I,  Inva 

lUio  Motto«ii  that  are  framed  upon  the  wall 

llOil  UHZzlf  dazzle 

1107  Whistling  coon 

110*  Hell..!  KcUlv 

111)9  Killi.k'e 

lUO  Farewell,  Marguerite 

1111  Spare  th;.t  old  mnd  cabin 

1112  Sinoc  Kutc  learnt  how  to  piny 

1113  I  Went  with  him;  or,  my  |>al.  Jack 

1114  .lohni^town  flood 

Ilia  i'ostaifc-stamp  flirtntion 

nili  'lliow  lovely  I'.rooklyu  girla     . 

1117  hlldi,  Kelly,  slide 

111!!  Sullivan  and  Kilrain  flght 

1119  U.I1MI  where  w.- ramed  together 

lino  L>.."n  went  McUuity 

1121  .lu>t  a  little 

lia  Cliaiuplon  of  the  world 

113'J  Oiild  pluidshuwl 

1121  .NVarft 

lia  Piiddy  sIiOT 

1126  shei m'N  siile 

1127  I  hre«  leaves  of  shamrock 

1128  A  mother's  app<al  t-.  her  boy 

1129  Acr..c»  the  hridt;^  lie  K0<  s 

1K«)  Vou  will  lievir  know  a  mother's  h.vo 

1151  Convict  and  the  blid  [uuitiii 

1152  Say,  nou't  y»ii  coiiio  out  and  p^uyl 

1133  (htimpl  or,  they  uid  lue  up 

1134  Only  a  )>icture 

1135  Same  t.ld  walk 

1I3A  When  \.  e  run  with  the  old  maohiiio 

inr  llnllyhooley 

iva  HI!  waiter,  a  d.-.zou  more  buttles 

ll;i9  A.-ka  p.lieenian 

lUO  Uid  he  g..'t  tliei'U 

1141  iHini;  <-,.wboy 

1112  Why  don't  tliey  do  so  now? 

1113  Where  did  jou  get  th..t  facet 
1144  Little  empty  stockings 

11*0  Since  Ueiily  t.>ok  aiiouth  he'd  have  my 

1146  Ireland  for  the  Irrsli  [life 

1147  Liitle  Annie  K..oi..y 

1U8  Hush!  don't  wnke  tne  baby 

IM'J  UiM.iii  4,  seciid  tl..or 

IISO  £inniet'.4  iairwull  to  his  true  love 

llol  MuKoes  hack-yard 

1152  lienutiful  languuce  [ 

11J3  .My  hat 

1154  .N..«  you're  talking 

ll.i5  Cas<-y'8  wife 

1156  1  Hay,  Mike 

11.^7  There  goes  McManus 

1158  .MeUliity's  wake 

1169  I  1-  lined  my  Sunday  coat  to  Moloney 

llAO  Down  .>n  the  funu 

1161  Are  you  with  lis,  Caaey I 

11R2  Ile'M  on  the  pohcu  force  uuw    . 

lifts  Faces 

llt>4  Katio  Molloy 

1 IG5  I'm  a  cou.sin  to  Pamell 

UM  (tct  on  to  that  liunqur.-t 

1167  sin.e  Casey  runs  the  flut 

I1A8  Hell..!  John  Maloii.  y 

1169  Dear  old  village-school 

1170  S6n_'  that  hieaii»  my  heart 

1171  Oh,  what  has  changed  you? 

1172  Thnt  Is  l.>ve 

1173  Little  bunch  of  Ulncs 


now 


1174  Playmates 

11.6  Kelly's  now  spring  pant* 

1176  Oh,  let  It  bo  soon 

1177  Sam  Uoms 

1175  Since  Magglo  learned  to  elng 
1179  I'll  paralj  iie  thu  mou  that  says 

ll:;d  A  di-ttudtul  accident  (McGinty 

llSl  .signor  Ding  iJinger,  tho  boritono 
lisa  Kuiiday-.^ch.olKcliolai-  [jinger 

1133  It  the  Waters  could  siioa'.:  nsthoy  tluw 

1134  Slouutaiii  dew 

ll65  1  whistle  and  wait  for  KatIo 
11K6  Oh,  leave  nut  your  Kathleen 

1187  Throw  him  down,  Mcc:c.3Uey 

1188  U  us.-d  to  bo  proper,  but  It  don't  c< 
11S9  ^Ve^  e  ail  had  'em  [1 
1190  iTiiik  up,  b..vs 
ll'Jl  My  dear  old  Irish  homo 

1 19-2  Hear  dem  bells 
ll'JS  Harney,  come  home 

1194  Two  new  t.p>"lJ  i"  t.-«wn 

1195  Where  is  iiiv  waudfcrii.g  bt.y  to-nlghtf 

1196  Littlo  old  diiildeea 

1197  oh,  mamma!  buy  mc  thnt 

ll',i8  Dai's  a  loci;  ou  the  clnclwcn-ooop  door 

11S9  '1  iicy  nevertoM  n  Ho 

1200  Learning  Mcludden  to  v  ultz 

l'2vl  yaloonkn  pers'ComiiiandmeBta 

ViOri  Irish  jubilee 

1203  He  was  a  pal  of  mine 

12(>4  Tliei'ieatt.r  me 

1'205  Sweet  Katie  Connor 

1'206  lie  ain't  In  It 

1'207  Then  you  wink  the  other  eye 

1208  1  was  on  It 

1209  wnen  I  get  t"  bo  n  man  like  pa 

1210  C'luney  wasn't  In  it 

1211  Paddy  Klynn 
Ji>12  (^1In^alIes 

1213  McManua  and  his  n>lke-tail  coat 
liU  Come  down,  Mrs.  Flyiin 

1215  lireummg  as  she  sleeps 

1216  Bund  played  Annie  Lauria 

1217  M«*ks  and  fiu'e.-t 

12IS  Swinging  III  the  Grape-vine  swing 
1219  Little  si;rn  is  ^tlll  ubi.ve  the  door. 
ytiO  Lovers' i|Uiirrel,  or  Mary  and  J"hii 
IZll  .Something  went  w  p. tig  with thow. irks 
1'2'22  Wo  slinll  all  be  angels  In  tho  sw-eet  by- 
]'2:!3  Come  w  here  the  lilies  blooiu     [and-by 
1'224  It. KMl-night,  ladies 

1225  Haul  nie  back  again 

1226  Kather  O'Flynn 
r2«7  Flag  of  the  free 
1228  The  golden  wedding 
^<^.9  On  n  Snnday  iiioiiiincf 
1830  The  lone  grave 

1231  li.ur  iieiKiieKUpbonina      , 

1238  lattlo  KaiiiiiB  Meliityio  / 
lZi3  Murphy  ones  me  ruut 

12:«  Only  a  year 

12:15  I  don't  know 

1236  I've  worked  eight  hours  this  day 

r2:i7  A  little  beard  on  a  young  man  grew 

r2:«  Widow  N..lan'sdoor 

1239  Ai'kannaw 

I21O  H.ture  that  I*  turned  toward  the  wall 
I'JIl   He  never  came  buck 

1212  Oh!   w  hat  a  difTereiice  in  the  iiiomiiig 

1213  I  want  a  situation 


1S44  Could  I  but  spot  tba  wIil 
VM  McMuitViyou'rcadalsr 

1218  Ranged  Put  "      I 
1217  I'lancy's  liotter 

1248  The  poor  old  hum 

1219  Sentenced  to  death 

liM  Blame  It  on  to  ihe  girls        [0/  famlUs* 

1251  MistakoH  are  apt  to  happen  in  the  beet 

1'252  Never  In  a  ease  like  ihaC 

1'2.'>3  Story  <.f  the  oiUd  countr* 

l'2.'il  Mavourneen 

1'2:.5  Mollv,  O 

12.')tf  TUa  Chi  Liimas  tree 

1257  My  son,  ray  only  son 

1258  bince  Nelly  went  away 
1'259  la-ra-ia  boom  d«r-« 
l'2tM  The  pardon  came  too  late 
12til  Twelve  m..iilhs  ago  to-night 

1'262  Fireinan'H  boy  '    '. 

1283  Song  of  the  steeple 

1'2G4  Me  never  smiled  again 

1265  Tliexe  words  no  Shakespeare  irrot* 

12fi<>  Theie'H  no  room  for  me 

IW!  Between  love  and  duty 

r268  Itjitlle  for  a  Wutei  bury  watch 

12(59  Whi«t!  th«  Ixigie  man 

r270  It'H  hard  to  be  a  uigger      ,. 

1271  Hotel  Koyal  Hie  ,1  ■  '  . 

1272  The  prodk'nl  son 

1273  The  wlghu  In  a  dime  museum 

1274  The  p. .or  gal  didn't  know,  you  know 

1275  The  HroaiI>>ay  swell  and  the  Bow*ry 

1276  Scenes  In  New  York  (duIB 

1277  The  l>ad  hotel 

1278  It  takes  a  icirl  to  do  it  every  time 

1279  You'd  better  stay  at  home,  lad 
128U  Joysof  a  wed<ling  rinif 
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WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


Lord  Bateman  and  the  Fair  Sophia. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  bv  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  compl«^  Catalo^e  of  Songs. 

Lord  Bateman  be  wna'^a  uoble  lord, 

A  Doble  lord  of  liigtHlegree, 
He  shipped  himself  oa  board  a  ship, 

Some  foreign  country  he  would  go  see. 

He  sailed  East,  and  he  sailed  "West, 

Until  he  came  to  proud  Turkey, 
Where  he  was  taken  and  put  in  prison, 

Until  his  life  was  almost  weary. 

And  in  this  prison  there  grew  a  tre«, 

It  grew  so  stout  and  strong, 
Where  he  was  chained  by  the  middle, 

Until  his  life  was  almost  gone. 

This  Turk  he  liad  one  only  daughter, 

The  fairest  creature  my  eyes  did  see, 
She  stole  the  key  of  her  father's  prison. 

And  swore  Lord  Bateman  she  would  set  free. 

"  Have  you  got  liouses,  have  you  got  lauds. 
Or  does  Northumberland  belong  to  thee? 

What  would  you  give  to  the  fair  young  lady. 
That  out  or  prison  would  set  you  free?  " 

"I  have  got  hou.ses,  I  have  got  lands. 

And  half  Northumberland  belongs  to  me, 
ni  give  it  all  to  the  fair  young  lady, 
•  That  out  of  prison  would  set  me  free." 

Oh,  then  she  took  him  to  her  father's  hall. 

And  gave  to  him  the  best  of  wine. 
And  every  health  shu  drunk  unto  him. 

*'  I  wish  Lord  Bateman  that  you  were  mine." 

"Now  in  seven  years  I'll  make  a  vow, 

And  seven  years  I'll  keep  it  strong. 
If  you'll  wed  with  no  other  woman, 

I  will  wed  with  no  other  man." 

Oh.  then  she  took  him  to  her  father's  harbor. 

And  gave  to  him  a  ship  of  fame; 
"Farewell,  farewell,  to  you,  Lord  Bateman, 

I'm  afraid  I  ne'er  shall  sec  you  again." 

Now  seven  long  years  are  gone  and  past, 

And  fourteen  days  well  known  to  thee, 
She  packed  up  all  lier  gay  clothing. 

And  swore  Lord  Bateman  she  would  go  see. 

But  when  she  came  to  Lord  Batemau's  castle. 

So  boldly  she  rung  the  bell, 
"  Who'.s  there,  who's  there?  "  cried  the  proud  porter, 

"  Who's  there,  come,  unto  me  tell?  " 

"  Oh,  is  this  Lord  Bateman's  castle. 

Or  is  his  lordship  here  within? " 
"Oh,  yes.  oh,  yes,'  cried  the  young  porter, 

"  He's  just  now  taken  his  new  bride  in." 

"  Oh,  tell  him  to  send  me  a  slice  of  bread. 

And  a  bottle  of  the  best  wine. 
And  not  forgetting  the  fair  young  lady 

Who  did  release  him  when  close  conflu'd." 

Away,  away,  went  this  young  proud  porter, 

Away,  away,  and  away  went  he. 
Until  he  came  to  Lord  Bateman's  chamber. 

Down  on  his  bended  knees  fell  he. 

"What  news,  what  news,  my  proud  young  porter. 

What  news  hast  thou  brought  unto  me?" 
"There  is  the  fairest  of  all  young  creatures 

That  e'er  my  two  eyes  diu  see. 

"  She  has  got  rings  on  every  finger, 

And  round  one  of  them  she's  got  three. 
And  as  much  gay  clothing  round  her  middle 

As  all  Northumberland  would  buy.  " 


"  She  bid  you  send  lier  a  slice  of  bread. 

And  a  bottle  of  the  best  wine. 
And  not  forgetting  the  fair  young  lady. 

Who  did  release  you  when  close  confln'd. 

Lord  Bateman  he  then  in  a  passion  flew, 
And  broke  his  sword  in  splinters  three. 

Saving,  "I  will  give  all  my  father's  riches 
If  that  Sophia  has  crossed  the  sea." 

Then  up  8p>oko  the  young  bride's  mother. 
Who  never  was  iieard  to  speak  so  free, 

"  You'll  not  forget  my  only  daughter. 
If  that  Sophia  has  crossed  the  sea." 

'*  I  own  I  made  a  bride  of  your  daughter. 

She's  neither  the  better  nor  worse  for  me. 
She  came  to  me  with  her  horse  and  saddle, 

She  may  go  back  in  her  coach  and  three." 

Lord  Bateman  prepared  another  marriage. 
With  both  their  hearts  so  full  of  glee; 
I'll  range  no  more  in  foreign  countries. 
Now  my  Sophia  has  crossed  the  sea." 


"HE  COLORED  BAND.   : 

CopyriRht,  1881.  by  J.  W.  Pepper. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalof^ue  of  ■Sont;s. 

I  hear  de  music  playing. 

As  I  cantt  down  de  street. 
Reminds  me  of  a  colored  band 

Dat  used  to  play  so  sweet; 
Ev'ry  member  was  a  coon. 

And  pop'lar  airs  dey  played; 
You  ought  to  hear  de  music 

At  a  dance  or  on  a  p'rade. 

Chorus. 

Tum.  turn,  tum.  de  cornet  went. 

Played  by  Jimmie  Riddle; 
Zome.  zome.  zome,  de  ole  tmmbone, 

Johnson  played  de  fiddle: 
Tute.  tute.  tute,  de  clari'net, 

Played  by  Jones' wife. 

Music  ON  THE  KITE. 

When  de  band  begins  to  play  ' 

Den  de  people  march  away ; 
Hear  de  foolish  wenches  say : 
Watch  dem  coons,  give  dem  room, 
Ain't  got  long  to  stay. 

Jones'  wife  am  tall  and  black. 

And  seven  feet  she  stands; 
She  wants  to  be  de  leader 

Of  dat  awful  colored  band; 
She  plays  do  drum  and  cymbals, 

Most  beautiful  to  see; 
Her  eyes  was  red,  and  de  wig  on  her  head 

Was  built  in  forty-three. — Cltariis. 

One  evening  in  de  Summer 

Dey  went  out  to  serenade; 
Dey 'roused  de  folks  for  miles  around 

Wid  discords  dat  dey  made; 
De  police  came  to  stop  de  row, 

Dey  thought  dere  was  a  fight; 
Dat  colored  band  marched  liand  in  hand 

To  de  station-house  dat  nxghi.—Chonia. 


— "Mr  Artist,  you  liave  reproduced  my  features  very  cor- 
rectly in  your  portrait  of  me;  but  don't  you  think  you' have 
put  a  little  too  much  paint  on  my  cheeks?"  "I  used  the 
same  quantity,  madam,  as  you  do  yourself!" 

— "  Yes,  indeed,"  said  the  high -school  girl  to  her  brother  Jim. 
"in  this  affair  I  obtained  the  gibbosity  on  Amy."  "You  did 
what?  "  inquired  the  boy.  "  Obtained  the  gibbosity — the  protu- 
berancy,  you  know."  "Is  it  anything  to  eat?"  was  the  next 
question.  "O  dear.  no.  you  stupid  boy — merely  a  figure  of 
spcech^wliat  you  call  'got  the  bulge, '^  only  thiU  is  honi4 
slang. "— oa  Cxty  Deriick.  : ,  .  :.  -  : \  \ 
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MEET    ME,    DARLING-    KATE,    BY 
-  THE  COTTAGE  GATE.      ,  : 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son;;  \rili  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalof^e  of  Songs. 

What  a  pleasure  the  Spring-time  brings, 

When  I  listen  to  the  birds  so  sweetly  singing. 
How  it  fills  uiy  heart  with  joy 
To  hear  tlie  merry  voices  ringing; 
-    "       I  go  rambling  down  the  shady  lane, 
My  tale  of  love  to  relate, 
.        To  the  darling  one  I  love,  * 

Down  by  that  cottage  gate.  ' 

Chorus.  .    : 

,     Meet  me  darling  Kate,     . 

By  the  cottage  gate. 
Listen  now,  to  what  I  say  is  true: 

At  the  hour  of  eight. 

Do  not  let  me  wait. 
For  I  love  none  else  but  you. 

When  the  evening  shades  are  falling  fast, 

I  wandered  down  the  dear  old  shady  lane. 
To  our  familiar  seat,  .  -: 

To  renew  our  tales  of  love  again; 
When  the  moon  it  gently  mounts  the  sky, 

Then  we  know  it's  growing  late. 
Then  I'll  bid  my  love  good-bye, 

Down  by  that  cottage  gate.— rA^ww*. 


THE   GOOD    SHIP,  CUMBEHLAND. 

Come  all  ye  merry  sailors,  and  all  ye  landsmen  too. 
Come  listen  to  a  story  that  I  will  unfold  to  you  ; 
If  s  all  about  the  Cumberland,  the  ship  so  true  and  brave. 
And  of  her  bold  and  loyal  crew,  who  met  a  watery  jf rave. 

It  was  early  in  the  momine,  just  at  the  break  of  day. 
That  the  Rood  ship  Cumberland  at  anchor  safe  did  lay ;  . ; 
Then  the  man  upon  the  lookout  to  those  below  did  cry,    - 
"  I  see  somethlnK  like  a  housetop— to  the  larboard  it  doth  He." 

The  Captain  seized  bis  telescope  and  f^azed  far  o'er  the  blue. 

Then  turning,  spoke  as  follows,  to  his  brave  and  hearty  crew  :  : 

"  That  thing  that's  floating  yonder,  just  like  a  turtle  back, 

Is  that  infernal  rebel  steamer  that  they  call  the  Merrlmac." 

The  deck  was  cleared  for  action,  every  gun  was  pointed  true, 

While  the  Merrlmac  came  steaming  across  the  watery  blue ; 

On,  on,  she  kept  coming  till  no  distance  did  us  part, 

Then  she  sent  a  ball  a-humming  that  stilled  the  beat  of  many  a  lieart. 

In  vain  we  poured  our  broadside  into  her  ribs  of  steel, 
Yet  still  no  breach  made  in  her,  or  damage  did  she  feel ;     ■     . 
Then  to  our  bold  Commander  the  rebel  captain  spoke—       '  ' 
'■  Haul  down  your  flying  colors,  or  I'll  sink  your  Yankee  boat." 

Our  Captain's  eyes  did  glisten  and  his  cheeks  grew  white  with  i-age. 

And  to  the  rebel  pirate  in  a  voice  of  thunder  said : 

"  My  men  arc  brave  and  loyal,  my  flag  shall  ever  stand. 

Before  I  strike  my  colors  you  shall  sink  us  and  be  d d  1" 

Then  the  iron-clad  monster  left  us  some  hundred  yards  or  more. 
And  with  her  whistle  screaming  at  our  wooden  sides  she  bore ; 
She  struck  us  rl^ht  amidship,  and  her  ram  went  crashing  through. 
And  the  waters  came  rushing  in  upon  our  gallant  crew. 

Then  turning  to  his  gallant  crew  that  bold  Commander  said  : 
"  I  will  never  strike  the  colors  while  the  vessel  rides  the  wave ; 
I'll  go  down  with  the  flag  a-flying  into  a  watery  grave, 
But  you,  my  gallant  comrades,  may  seek  your  life  to  save." 

They  swore  they'd  never  leave  him.  and  manned  their  guns  a  fresh, 
And  poured  broadside  after  broadside,  till  the  water  reached  their  breasts ; 
And  she  sunk  far  down,  far  down  in  the  briny  deep. 
And  the  stars  and  stripes  were  flying  from  themain  top's  highest  peak. 


— A  crusty  bachelor's  solace:  There  is  one  mitigation  to 
our  grief-*-the  girls  can't  wear  a  Jersey  and  a  Mother  Hubbard 
at  the  same  time. — Oil  City  Derrick. 


THJjJ    ATTTMALS^    FAIR 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to :.;;}'  ?iddre8s,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  U.  J.  Wehman,  P.  o.  Box  1883,  ."  "  York  aty. 
Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs.    ,"■    ,»*,,>•. 

Now  liften  to  my  lay,  I'll  do  my  best  to  please  you ; 
The  song  I'm  going  to  give  is  a  popular  kind  of  thing. 
I  had  a  dream,  and  it  did  seem  to  nie  so  very  queer. 
The  birds  and  beasts  they  had  a  fair,  and  I  was  overseer. 

Chorus. 
'Twas  as  the  animals'  fair,  all  birds  and  beasts  were  there ; 
The  gay  baboon,  by  the  light  of  the  moon,  he  combed  his  auburn  hair ; 
The  monkey  he  got  drunk,  and  fell  on  the  elephant's  trunk ; 
The  elephant  sneezed  and  fell  on  his  knees,now  bow  was  that  for  the  monkf 

The  Jay-bird  played  the  flute,  the  muskrat  took  the  fiddle ; 
The  Tom-cat  he  did  prompt,  as  he  tuned  his  light  guitar ; 
The  alligator  hugged  the  bull-dog's  wife,  the  bear  got  up  his  dander. 
The  camel  smashed  the  fox  in  the  eye,  and  thumped  the  nose  of  the  gander. 
'Twas  at  the  animals'  fair,  all  birds  and  beasts  were  there,  Ac. 

The  bear  began  to  cry,  the  croccodile  wiped  his  eye ; 

The  fox  he  took  a  walk  with  the  goose,  the  spider  eloped  with  the  fly ; 

Says  the  'skeeter  to  the  flea,  "  This  Is  no  place  forme ; " 

The  horse-fly  stung  the  tiger's  iios<',  and  the  lion  swallowed  the  bee. 

'Twas  at  the  animals'  fair,  all  birds  and  beasts  were  there,  *c. 

The  rabbit  passed  the  beans,  the  squirrel  passed  potatoes ; 
There  was  fish-balls  made  of  mud,  and  cobblestone  succotash ;        [salad. 
There  was  nice  green  peas  from  button-ball  trees,  grape  soup  and  peanut 
'I'he  pig  he  cried,  "  Root  hog,  or  die ! "  and  the  bull  in  chorus  bellowed. 

'Twas  at  thf  animals'  fair,  all  birds  and  beasts  were  there,  Ac. 

It  Bofin  began  to  rain,  and  the  fair  to  an  end  it  came ; 
The  jacka.ss  kissed  the  elephant's  wife,  I  heard  her  laugh  quite  plain. 
The  grasshopi^er  jumped  up  quick,  and  the  kangaroo  he  did  kick. 
He  threw  a  flip  flap  up  against  the  fence,  and  scrai>ed  his  shins  with  a  brlok. 
"Twas  at  the  animals'  fair,  all  birds  and  beasts  were  there,  Ac. 
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UP-STAIRS,  IN  MY  BEDROOM. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 

I  live  too  high  for  comfort —         . 

I  always  did  live  well; 
I've  got  a  mansard  chamber. 

In  a  Tliompson  street  hotel. 
The  ceiling  is  draped  with  cob-webs, 

The  floor  ne'er  saw  a  broom, 
The  window's  broke,  to  let  out  the  smoke, 

Up-stairs,  in  my  bedroom. 

Tlie  air  is  quite  salubrious 

In  the  attic  near  the  skies; 
Cockroaches  have  a  picnic. 

With  a  tiiousand  million  flies. 
Tliev  make  Dutch  cheese  in  the  cellar. 

Which  sends  up  a  tough  p)erfume; 
The  cats  on  the  roof  play  opera  bouffe. 

At  night  over  my  bedroom. 

There's  a  dry  goods  box  for  a  table. 

And  a  chair  tied  up  with  a  string, 
There's  a  hair-tick  stuffed  with  shavings, 

A  nd  the  'skeeters  sweetly  sing. 
On  the  wall  is  a  tea-store  chromo. 

There's  an  old  flower-pot  in  bloom ;   - 
How  the  bed-bugs  bite  on  a  Summer's  night, 

Up-stairs,  iu  my  bedroom. 


— A  fellow,  seven  feet  high,  passed  through  Cliarleston  on  bis 
way  to  California.  On  being  asked  why  he  ventured  upon  so 
hazardous  a  journey,  he  replied:  "They  don't  want  me  any 
lonffer  down  iu  Maine." 

— "What  becomes    of  men    who    steal?"    asked  a  Sunday 
school  teacher  of  a  sharp  little  boy.      "They -go  to  Canada. 
"No,  little  boy,  that  is  not  the  right  answer.    They  ultimately 
po  to  the  wicked  place."    "Oh,  yes;  you  meaa  Chicago."— 
Texas  Si/tings. 

' — Able-bodied  tramp  to  clergyman — Fact  is,  sir,  y'see,  I 
work  all  the  week,  an'  that  jest  covers  my  expenses.  I'm  a 
religious  man  myself,  sir,  an'  I  can't  do  no  work  Sundays. 
That's  why  I'm  a-beggin'.  Say,  boss,  catch  on  to  the  scheme, 
do,  an'  gimme  a  dime! 
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THE    ROVFH'S    GRAVE. 
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Tbey  bore  him  awjiy  when  the  day  had  fled, 

And  the  storm  was  rolling  high. 
And  they  laid  him  down  in  his  lonely  bed, 

By  the  light  of  an  angry  sky; 
The  lightning  flashed,  and  the  wild  sea  lash'd 

The  shore  with  its  foam'ng  wave; 
And  the  thunder  passed  on  the  rushing  blast. 

As  it  bowled  o'er  the  rover's  grave. 

No  longer  for  him  like  a  fearless  bird. 

Yon  bark  floats  under  the  lee; 
No  longer  his  voice  on  the  gale  is  heard, 

When  its  guns  appeal  o'er  the  sea. 
But  near  him  the  white  gull  builds  on  high 

His  nest  by  the  gleaming  wave. 
And  the  heaving  billows  groan  and  die 

On  the  sands  of  the  rover's  grave. 


BURKE^S    DREAM. 

Slowly  and  sadly  one  night  in  Novem./er, 

I  laid  down  my  weary  head,  to  repose 
On  a  pillow  of  straw,  which  I  long  shall  remember; 
O'erpowered  liy  sleep  I  fell  into  a  doze. 

Tired  from  working  hard, 

Down  in  a  felon's  yard; 
Night  brought  relief  to  my  well  tortured  frame, 

Locked  in  my  prison  cell. 

Surely  an  earthly  liell; 
I  fell  asleep  and  began  for  to  dream. 

Methought  that  I  sat  on  the  green  hills  of  Erin, 

Premeditating  her  victory  won ; 
Surrounded  by  comrades  no  enemy  fearing, 

Stjind  was  the  cry,  every  man  to  his  gun! 

Then  on  came  the  Samagh  facing  our  Irishmen, 
But  thev  soon  rallied  back  from  our  Pike  volunteers. 

Whose  cry  it  was  slirill. 

Hurrah,  boysl  Father  Murphy, 
And  his  brave  Shellamires! 

Then  methought  that  I  seen 

Our  brave  noble  commanders, 
All  mounted  on  chargers 
And  in  gorgeous  array, 
In  green,  trimmed  with  gold. 

With  their  bright  shining  sabres, 
On  which  danced  the  sunbeams  of  freedom  that  day; 
On,  was  tiie  battle  cry. 
Conquer  this  day  or  (lie; 
Sons  of  Hi  hernia,  fight  for  liberty. 
Show  neither  fear  or  dread. 
Vanquisii  tlie  foe  ahead! 
Cut  down  their  horse,  foot  and  artillery. 

Then  on  the  cannon  balls  flew. 

Men  from  both  sides  tire w; 
Our  men  wore  bound  by  oath. 
To  die  or  hold  their  ground; 
So  from  our  veni^eance  the  Samagh  fled, 

Leaving  the  fields  covered  with  dead; 
While  each  man  cried  out  gloriously; 
Come  from  your  prison,  IJurke! 

Irishmen  have  done  their  work, 
God  he  waa  with  us, 
Old  Erin  is  free! 

Then  methought,  as  the  clouds 

Were  repeatedly  flowing, 
I  saw  a  lion  stretched  on  the  crimson  gold  places. 

Beneath  the  pale  moonbeams  in  death's  sleep  reposing. 
The  comrades  I  knew  I  would  never  see  again; 
Then  over  the  mountain  path 
Homewards  I  hastened  back; 
Where  with  lay  mother,  fainted,  gave  a  loud  scream, 
/  At  the  shock  of  which  I  awoke,         .         . 

Just  as  the  day  broke, 
And  found  myelf  a  prisoner,  and  all  but  a  droam. 


LEAVE    NOT    YOUR    KATHLEEN. 
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Oh!  leave  not  your  Kathleen,  to  cross  the  dark  sea,  ! 

For  she  will  be  lonely,  she  cares  but  for  thee,  '■ 

The  scenes  that  were  bright  will  fade  from  her  view. 
Oh !  say  you'll  not  leave  me  for  scenes  that  are  new ; 
Oh!  why  do  you  leave  the  land  of  your  birtii, 
The  sweet  land  of  the  shamrock,  the  home  of  your  youth  ? 
'Tis  au  emerald  that  glistens  iu  the  bright  sunlight's  gleam. 
When  away  you'll  forget  her  and  your  darling  Kathleen. 


Oh !  leave  not  your  Kathleen,  your  own  Colleen  Bawn, 
She'll  be  broken-hearted  when  from  her  you're  gone; 
Her  eyes  will  grow  dim,  the  smile  lose  its  beam, 
The  blush  on  her  fair  cheek  will  lose  its  soft  gleam. 
Oh!  stay  by  her  side  and  puss  tlie  sweet  hours. 
Together  we'll  wander  in  Killarny's  sweet  bow'rs; 
Oh!  think  not  from  Erin  there's  a  fur  brighter  scene, 
And  leave  not  her  shores  and  your  darling  Kathleen. 

Oh!  have  you  forgotten  your  dear  Colleen  Bawn, 

And  the  days  when  we  strolled  on  the  beach  and  the  lawu? 

'Twas  then  you  first  told  me  of  love's  winning  powers. 

When  beside  the  still  stream  we  plucked  the  wild  flowers. 

And  now  you  would  leave  me  to  wander  afar. 

And  forget  your  own  Kathleen  and  Erin-go-Bragh ;  . 

No  kind  heart  will  cheer  her  if  now  we  must  sever. 

When  you  part  from  your  Kathleen  we're  parted  forever 


That  YoTing  Man  Across  the  "Way. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonff  will  be  sent  toanyaddress,  postpaid,  on 

receipt  of  40  ct-iits.  by  II.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  IftM,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalof^e  of  Souks. 

Well,  I  wonder  what's  tiie  meaning, 

Always  looking  over  here. 
When  I'm  at  the  parlor  window, 

He  is  sure  then  "to  appear; 
Every  evening  as  I  sit  there. 

Just  before  the  close  of  day, 
Tliere  he  is,  with  roguish  glances. 

Watching  me  across  the  way. 

CnoRCS. 

So  let  him  stare,  I  do  not  care, 

I  shall  not  go  away; 
Young  men  who  live  across  the  street. 

Must  look  across  the  way. 

He  has  brown  hair,  dark  and  waving, 

And  his  eyes,  I  think,  are  gray,  . 

But  I  know  whate'er  their  color, 

Often  do  they  look  this  way. 
And  one  tender  twilight  evening, 

I'm  quite  sure  that  he  <lid  this — 
Just  before  I  left  the  window, 

Unto  me  he  threw  a  kiss. — Chorut. 

From  the  other  side,  one  evening. 

To  our  door  he  found  his  way. 
After  that, 'twas  very  often 

That  he  came  across  the  way,  .      • 

And  while  sitting  by  our  window. 

There  was  much  he  made  me  say. 
And,  'mong  other  things,  I  promised 

That  I'd  live  across  the  way.  — 6' A<?ru#. 


' 
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— A  couple  of  New  York  gentlemen  were  overheard  discussing 
the  Rhinelander  case  in  a  Third  avenue  car,  a  short  time  ago: 
"I  don't  think  Rhinelander's  lawyer,  Clark,  is  managing  his 
case  properly."  "How  so?"  "  Rljinelander's  lawyer,  Clark, 
is  trying  to  make  out  that  he,  Rhinelander,  is  not  insane,  ain't 
he?"  "Yes.  that's  what  he  is  trying  to  do."  "And  Clark 
takes  the  witness  stand  and  swears  that  his  client  refused  to 
accept  a  million  dollars  to  abandon  his  wife?"  "Yes."  "Well, 
do  you  suppose  a  New  York  jury  is  going  to  decide  that  young 
Rhinelander  is  sane  after  he  has  rejected  an  oflFer  of  that  kind,  eh  ?  " 
"  That's  a  fact.  I  understand  it  now.  Clark  must  be  working 
in  the  interests  of  young  Rhinelander's  aristocratic  relatives,  or 
else  he  does  not  know  much  aliout  the  New  Yorkers." — Tata$ 
Si/Hngs. 


CATS    IN    OUR    BACK- YARD. 
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.         I  live  in  a  brown-stone  tenement. 

With  green  siiutters  painted  white, 
There's  a  family  of  cats  lives  in  the  rear, 
They  play  "rinaf ore"  every  night; 
,  They  sing  something  about  Maria, 

And  the  times  are  very  hard, 
Oh!  they'll  chew  tobacco,  and  spit  in  your  eye. 
The  cats  in  our  back-yard. 

Chorus. 
Tra-la-lee,  tra-la-la. 

For  the  cats  in  our  back  yard ; 
Tra-la-lee.  tni-lu-la. 

For  the  cats  in  our  back-yard. 

They  hold  camp-meetiugs  every  night, 

Have  walking  matches  on  the  fence, 
I  threw  seventy  bricks  at  a  Thomas, 

And  he  has  never  bothered  me  since. 
They'll  sing  all  night  and  sleep  all  day. 

They  ought  to  be  feathered  and  tarred, 
.     They  are  worse  than  Haverly's  Minstrels, 

Yes,  the  cats  in  our  back-yard. — C1wru». 

DRUMMER  BOY'oFWATERLOO. 

When  battle  rous'd  each  warlike  band. 
And  Ciiruage  \oud  her  trumpet  blew. 

Young  Edwin  left  his  native  land, 
A  drummer  boy  of  Waterloo. 

His  mother,  when  his  lips  she  press'd, 
-  And  bp.de  her  noble  bov  adieu. 

With  wringing  hands  ana  aching  breast, 
Beheld  lum  march  for  Waterloo. 

But  he  that  knew  no  infant  fears, 
His  knapsack  o'er  his  shoulder  threw. 

And  cried,  "  Dear  mother,  dry  those  tears. 
Till  I  return  from  Waterloo." 

He  went — and  e'er  the  set  of  sun. 
Beheld  our  arms  the  foe  subdue, 

The  flash  of  death — the  murd'rous  gun, 

.    Had  laid  him  low  at  Waterloo.  ,     i  . 

,  Slow. 

"O,  my  comrades!  comrades!"  Edwin  cried. 

And  proudly  beame<l  his  eye  of  blue, 
"  Go,  tell  n>y  mother.  Edwin  died 

A  soldier's  death  at  AVaterloo." 
They  plac'd  his  head  upon  his  drum. 

And 'ueath  the  moonlight's  mournful  hue, 
Wiien  night  had  still'd  the  battle's  hum, 

They  dug  his  grave  at  Waterloo, 
■   «>»  ■ 

THE    LITTLE    BROWN    CHURCH. 
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There's  a  church  in  the  valley  by  the  wildwoo«l, 

No  lovelier  spot  in  the  dale; 
No  spot  is  so  dear  to  my  childhood. 

As  the  little  brown  church  in  the  vale. 

Chouds. 
Come  to  the  church  in  the  wildwood. 

Oil,  come  to  the  church  in  the  dale. 
No  spot  is  so  dear  to  my  childhood,  ^ 

As  the  little  brown  church  in  the  vale. 

How  sweet  on  a  bright  Sabbath  morning 

To  list  to  the  clear  ringing  bell; 
Its  tones  so  sweetly  are  calling,  * 

Oh,  come  to  the  church  in  the  vale. — Chorui.       : 

There,  close  by  the  church  in  the  valley. 

Lies  one  tlnit  1  loved  so  well; 
She  sleeps,  sweetly  sleeps  'neath  the  willow. 

Disturb  not  her  rest  in  the  vale. — Clufrut. 

There,  there  by  the  side  of  that  loved  one. 

'Neath  the  tree  where  the  wild  flowers  bloom; 
When  the  farewell  hymn  shall  be  chanted, 

I  shall  rest  by  her  side  in  the  loxab.—Charut.  <'■■''' 


CANDIDATE    FOR   ALDERMAN. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

rsceipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1883.  New  York  City. 

Send  lor  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

I  am  a  true-born  Irishman. 

And  I'll  ne'er  deny  that  same. 
I  took  a  notion  to  cross  the  ocean,  r 

To  America  I  came. 
When  I  landed  here. 

It  was  in  the  year  of  1862, 
I  was  willing  to  flght.  both  day  and  night. 

For  the  lied,  White  and  Blue. 

'  Chojius. 

I  am  your  candidate  for  Alderman, 

So  believe  me  what  I  say : 
Put  on  your  coats,  cast  in  your  votes. 

For  me  on  election  day. 

When  I  started  first  in  politics, 

My  friends  they  were  but  few ;  X- 

I  can't  forget,  every  one  I  met.  said. 

That  I  was  too  "brand  new."  ; 

I  worked  the  pipes  on  the  Boulevard,         '  • 

Along  with  Mickey  Hnrt; 
He  was  foreman  of  the  old  Sixth  Ward, 

And  the  owner  of  a  big  ash  cart. — Chortu.    ■■- 

So  now,  my  friends.  I  must  be  off,  '    \ 

I  can  no  longer  stay; 
I  hope  you  won't  forget  to  vote         '  ;'     : 

For  me  on  election  day;  ■ 

And  if  I  am  the  lucky  man,   '       . 

On  me  )'ou  may  depend. 
If  vou  want  to  borrow,  I  won't  l)e  sorry,  .•    >- 

For  I  am  the  poor  man's  friend. — Chorus. 


aOOD-BYE,    'LIZA    JANE. 
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The  time  has  come,  I  must  go,  -         . 

I  must  play  on  the  old  buujo,  ' 

Walk  dad  Lew;  Oh,  Mister  Lew,  ', 

Ehe:  Eho!  he!  hear  me  now? 
The  time  has  come.  I  do  declare,  ■ 

I  want  a  lock  of  my  girl's  hair. 
Walk  dad  Lew;  Oli.  Mister  Lew, 
^Ehel  Ehe!  he!  hear  me  now? 

Chorus. 

I'm  going  away  to  leave  you,  good  bye,  good-bye, 

I'm  going  to  leave  you,  good-bye,  'Liza  Jane; 
I'm  going  away  to  leave  you.  I'm  going  down  to  Lynchburg  town, 

If  you  get  there  before  I  do,  it's  good-bye,  'Liza  Jane. 

Behind  the  hen-house  on  my  knees, 
I  thought  I  heard  a  chicken  sneeze. 
Walk  dad  Lew;  Oh,  Mister  Lew, 

Ehe!  Elie!  he!  hear  me  now? 
'Twas  nothing  but  a  rooster  saying  liis  prayers, 
And  giving  out  a  hymn — such  a  getting  up  stair* — 
Walk  dad  Lew;  Oh,  Mister  Lew, 

Ehe!  Ehe!  he!  hear  me  now?— (7 A<>ni*. 

Chickens  and  hens  have  gone  to  roost, 
A  hawk  flew  down  and  bit  an  old  goose. 
Walk  dad  lew;  Oh,  Mister  Lew, 

Ehe!  Ehe!  he!  hear  me  now? 
Bit  a  young  diick  in  the  middle  of  the  back, 
Make  the  old  drake  go  quack,  quack,  quack,    ',  , 

Walk  dad  Lew;  Oh.  Mister  Lew. 

Ehe!  Ehe!  he!  htar  me  now?— C^m*. 


— The  Marseilles  ladies  wear  moustaches  over  their  mouths 
as  a  cholera  preventive.  American  girls  because  they  like  to. 
— Minneapolis  Bazoo.  ^ 

—A  woman  has  been  arrested  in  New  York  for  cruelly 
whipping  her  oldest  son.  She  told  the  magistrate  that  she 
didn't  know  it  was  a  violation  of  the  law  for  a  woman  to 
"bang  her  heir."  Then  he  doubled  the  amount  of  her  bail. 
—NorriUown  Herald. 
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MY    TRUNDLE    BED. 
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As  I  ruma«'d  thro'  the  attic,  llsfninj;  to  the  falling  rain. 
As  it  putter'd  on  Ibe  shingles  and  against  the  window  pane, 
Peepinjc  over  ohests  and  boxes  which  with  dust  were  thickly  8|>reA(l. 
Saw  iu  tlie  farthest  comer  what  was  once  my  trundle  bed. 

So  I  drew  It  from  the  recess,  where  it  had  remained  so  long. 
Hearing  all  the  while  the  music  of  my  mother's  voice  and  song ; 
As  she  sung  in  sweetest  accents  what  I  siiico  have  often  read— 
"  Hush,  ray  dear,  lie  still  and  slumber,  holy  angels  guard  thy  bed." 

As  I  llsten'd,  recollections  that  I  thou:;ht  had  been  forgot. 
Came  with  a  gush  of  memory,  rushing,  thronging  to  the  spot ; 
And  I  wander'd  baclc  to  childhood,  to  those  merry  days  of  yore, 
When  I  knelt  beside  my  mother,  by  this  bed  upou  the  floor. 

Then  it  was  with  hands  so  gently  placed  upon  my  infant  head. 
That  slie  taught  my  lips  to  utter  carefully  the  words  she  said  : 
Never  can  they  be  forgotten,  deep  are  they  in  mem'ry  riven— 
"  Hallowed  be  thy  name,  O,  Father !  Father,  Thou,  who  art  iu  heaven.'' 

Tears  have  pass'd,  and  that  dear  mother  long  has  moulder'd  'neath  the  sod. 

And  I  trust  her  sainted  spirit  revels  in  the  home  of  God  ; 

But  that  scene  at  Summer  twilight  never  has  from  mem'ry  fled. 

And  it  comes  in  all  its  freshness  when  I  see  my  trundle  bed. 

This  she  taught  me  when  she  told  me  of  its  import,  great  and  deep- 
After  which  I  learned  to  utter,  "  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep ; " 
Then  it  was  with  hands  uplifted,  and  in  accents  soft  and  mild, 
That  my  mother  asked,  "  Our  Father  1  Father  1  do  Thou  bless  my  child." 


FQPSY    WOPSY! 
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I  am  a 'elpless  female. 
*  An  unprotected  feuiule; 
My  husband's  been  and  gone 

And  run  away  my  heart  to  wring; 
He's  gone  to  join  the  Mormons, 
Those  gay  and  festive  Mormons; 
And  while  he's  getting  married  there, 

I'm  left  alone  tu  sing: 

Cnoucs. 
Ohl  my  Popsy  Wop.=;y'3  vanished  from  my  sight,  , 

And  we  migiit  have  been  so  happy— so  we  might; 
But  ■ow  he's  gone  away  to  be  a  Mormon itc. 
And  I've  no  doubt  but  what  he  has  a  dozen  wivesormore.— Z)»/«<v. 

He  had  a  winning  manner, 

A  most  engaging  manner. 

And  when  we  wed,  1  never  thought 

He'd  come  to  serve  me  so — 
But  he  was  so  deceitful ! 
The  men  are  all  deceitful ; 
They  bring  poor  girls  like  me  to  grief — 

And  llial's  as  well  to  know, — Choru$. 

But  I  nieau  to  go  and  join  him. 
Go  on  the  sly  and  join  him. 
Just  drop  upon  him  unawares 

And  stop  at  once  his  fun — 
As  soon  as  I  can  reach  him — 
The  fact — I  mean  to  teach  him, 
Though  he  may  have  a  dozen  wives. 

Still  I  am  Number  One.  —  C /torus. 

Now,  ladies,  take  a  warning: 
Let  my  fate  be  a  warning — 
The  men  are  all  a  sort  or  kind 

Of  Blue  Beard,  and  not  true- 
But  if  tliey  will  neglect  us, 
To  love  they  can't  expect  us; 
.    For  what  is  sauce  for  goose,  you  know. 

Is  sauce  for  gander,  too. — Choru$. 


— A  tramp,  when  refused  food  at  a  house  the  other  day, 
sadly  asked:  "Missus,  will  you  please  give  me  a  piece  of 
looking-glass  so  that  I  can  see  myself  starve  to  death?" 


Hush,  Little  Baby,  Don^t  You  Cry! 
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No  use  for  to  weep  and  cry  iu  de  morn, 

You'll  be  an  angel  bj'e-aud-bye; 
Dig  up  de  taters,  hoe  up  de  corn. 

You'll  be  an  angel  bye-aud-b\e; 
Tie  on  de  armor,  armor  of  de  Lord.  ^ 

You'll  be  an  angel  bye-and-bye; 
Put  on  de  helmet,  swing  on  de  sword. 

You'll  be  an  angel  bye-and-bye.    . 

ClIOUCB. 

Hush,  little  baby,  don't  you  cry, 

You'll  be  an  angel  hye-and-bye; 

Singing  sweetly  all  tiie  day. 

All  the  day,  happy  day; 

Hush,  little  baby,  don't  you  cry, 

You'll  be  an  angel  bye-and-bye; 

Softly,  sweetly,  gently,  sleep, 

You'll  be  an  angel  bye-and-bye — don't  you  cry, 

Ole  Satan's  a-comiu',  don't  you  run, 

You'll  be  an  angel  bye-and-bye; 
Put  on  de  armor,  level  up  yo' gun, 

Yon'U  be  an  angel  l»ye-and-bye; 
Aim  for  his  bosom,  hit  him  in  de  back, 

You'll  be  an  angel  bye-and-bye; 
Keep  on  a-shootiu  ,  keep  him  off  de  track. 

You'll  be  an  angel  bye-and-bye.  —  Vhoru*. 

Put  on  de  robe  and  frizzle  up  yo'  bar. 

You'll  be  an  angel  bye-and-bye; 
Get  out  yo'  ticket  for  de  gospel  car. 

You'll  be  an  angel  bye-and-bye; 
Pin  on  de  armor,  armor  of  de  Lord, 

Vou'll  be  an  angel  bye-and-bye; 
Watch  for  de  train,  jump  on  board, 

You'll  be  an  angel  bye-and-bye. — Chorus. 


r. 


I'll  Ask  My  Mother,  and  I'll  Let  You 
Know  Next  Sunday  Afternoon. 
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A  pretty  little  girl  came  courting  me,  her  name  was  Sarah  Broome, 
She  wanted  me  to  marry  her,  and  thought  I  was  a  loon ;  I 

She  said  I  was  a  nice  young  man,  and  we  miglit  be  well  off  soon, 
But  I'll  ask  my  mother,  and  I'll  let  you  know  next  Sunday  afternoon. 

Chorus. 

The  kindness  of  thts  pretty  little  girl  I  never  can  forget. 
That  wanted  me  to  marry  her,  but  I  cannot  see  that  yet. 

One  afternoon  Miss  Sarah  Broome  took  me  out  for  a  walk. 

She  kissed  me  and  caressed  me,  and  so  lovingly  did  talk  ; 

She  wanted  me  to  fly  with  her  that  night  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

But  III  ask  my  mother,  and  I'll  let  you  know  next  Sunday  afternoon. 

The  kindness  of  this  pretty  little  girl,  Ac. 

She  made  me  a  present  of  a  watch  and  cliain,  likewise  a  bran  new  hat. 
For  Sundays,  when  I  walked  with  her,  that  I  might  cut  it  fat ;  [soon. 

But  when  she  found  I  would  net  fly  witli  her,  she  wanted  the  presents  back 
But  I'll  ask  my  mother,  and  I'll  let  you  know  next  Sunday  afternoon. 

The  kindness  of  this  pretty  little  girl,  &c. 

If  there's  any  young  girl  that's  here  to-night  would  like  to  be  my  wife. 
Let  her  step  forward,  and  I'll  do  the  besst  for  her  through  life ;       .         .  i 
And  If  she's  in  a  liurry,  why,  we  might  be  married  soon. 
But  I'll  ask  my  mother,  and  I'll  let  you  know  next  Sunday  afternoon. 

The  kindness  of  this  pretty  little  girl,  Ac. 


— The  old  general  sends  an  orderly  to  announce  to  his  young 
wife  that  he  shall  be  home  to  dinner,  instead  of  leaving 
town  on  a  tour  of  inspection.  "  Well,"  says  the  colonel,  when 
tiie  messenger  returns  from  the  errand,  *'did  she  say  any- 
thing—send any  message? "  "  She  didn't  say  anything,  general." 
replies  the  orderly,  "  but  she  looked  whole  circulating  libraries." 
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■'     NOT  MUCH !     •'  -'fX ;  >#; 
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Say,  what  do  you  think  of  our  Navy  to-day?  •' 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Notmuch! 
Then  what  do  you  tliiuk  of  its  niana.iiemeut,  pray?    ^ 

Notmuchl    Not  what?    Notmuch! 
The  ships,  it  is  true,  are  but  hulks,  you  are  right. 
There's  the  old  Talapoosa  that  sunk  out  of  sight. 
When  she  run  down  a  poor  little  tub  one  dark  night, 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Notmuch! 

^;^  .■•:"•■'-■'■■•  ■"'  '  ■■''^'' '■' : .  ■'■■    Chorus.  ,".■-".:,■■•, 

But 'tis  better  than  nothing  at  all?   Notmuch! 

Not  better  than  nothing  at  all?   Notmuch!  ^ 
Tlio'  'tis  bad,  you'll  agree,  that  much  worse  it  might  be. 

And 'tis  better  than  nothing  at  all?   Notmuchl 

Now  what  do  you  think  of  the  dudes  of  to-day? 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Notmuch! 
Well,  what  do  you  think  of  the  dudelets?  then,  pray? 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Notmuch! 
Their  bandoline  bangs  are  not  nice,  I'll  admit, 
And  then  they're  not  noted  for  having  much  wit. 
But  really,  now  don't  you  admire  them  a  bit? 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Notmuch! — Chorvs. 

Well,  what  do  you  think  of  your  mother-in-law? 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Notmuch! 
She's  the  gentlest  woman  that  ever  I  saw! 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Notmuch! 
Well,  maybe  she  lias  quite  a  temper,  you  know. 
And  knowing  th*-  fact,  why  just  give  her  a  sIjuw, 
To  let  out  her  1*  mper  at  times,  don't  you  know? 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Not  much!— C/M>r»/». 

Now  what  do  you  think  of  our  candidates,  pray? 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Notmuch! 
Then  what  do  you  think  of  their  platforms  to-day? 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Notmuch! 
Some  stories  they  tell  are  decidedly  thin, 
I  guess  they  are  all  of  them  spending  their  tin. 
It  won't  make  much  difference  which  side  docs  win, 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Notmuch! — Choirs. 

What  do  you  think  of  our  cashiers  and  banks? 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Notmuch! 
What  do  you  think  of  Canadian  cranks? 

Notmuch!    Not  what?    Notmuch! 
They  try  and  acquit  our  tellers  who  skip. 
Who  into  our  savings  make  many  a  dip. 
Would  our  juries  do  likewise  if  they  held  the  whip? 

Notmuchl    Not  what?    Notmuch! — Chorut. 


»  ^»»  ■ 
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THE   RAILWAY-GUARD. 
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A  t  the  terminus  at  Euston,  of  the  North  Western  rail, 

A  buxom  wench,  fair,  fat,  and  forty,  was  seated  in  the  mail ; 

She  showed  her  ticket  to  me,  and  asked  if  slie  was  right, 

I  told  her  "  yes,"  and  hoped  she'd  pass  a  very  pleasant  night ; 

I  shut  the  door,  my  whistle  blew,  the  engine  gave  a  scream  ; 

We  slowly  left  the  platform,  propelled  along  by  steam ; 

Into  my  break  I  quickly  jumped  ;  "all  right "  the  word  was  given. 

And  at  a  rattling  pace  along  the  Eiiston-Line  was  driven. 

ChOBC8.{    '- 

In  the  mail-train  to  the  North,  let  it  rain,  hail,  or  snow. 
Along  the  iron  railway,  like  lightning  on  we  go ; 
I  care  not  for  the  weather,  and  my  break  I'll  not  discard ; 
For  as  happy  as  a  king  am  I,  altho'  a  railway-guard. 

We  stopped  at  Rngliy,  when  the  lady  called  me  to  her  side, 
She  said  she'd  be^n  insulted  by  a  gentleman  inside. 
Who  had  never  ceased  annoying  her,  she  was  in  such  a  fright. 
And  begged  that  I  would  qui«kly  take  the  ruffian  from  her  sight ; 
I  said,  oh,  yes— but  first  tell  me  the  orime  he  has  committed  I 
Committed  r  echoed  she,  so  fierce,  I  thought  she  was  half-witted. 
Go  fetch  me  a  policeman,  and  as  sure  as  eggs  is  eggs.       :;-.... 
I  will  give  him  Into  custody  for  tickling  of  my  legs. 

In  the  mail-train  to  the  NcMlb,  kc. 


The  gentleman  he  said,  'twas  false,  the  woman  must  be  mad. 

Or  would  not  charge  him  wrongfully,  it  really  was  too  bad. 

He  had  not  once  been  near  her,  her  story  was  untrue, 

He  kept  apart,  for  "  distance  lent  enchantment  to  the  view." 

Into  the  carriage  I  immediately  did  go, 

To  try  ajid  find  the  culprit  who  had  teased  the  lady  so. 

When  underneath  the  seat,  where  she  sat — how  very  shocking  I 

Was  a  basket  of  game  fowls  that  bad  been  pecking  at  her  stocking. 

In  the  mail-train  to  the  North,  *c 
- . .    * 
An  apology  she  quickly  made  to  him,  ere  he  departed,  -       '■ 

And  grieved  to  think  that  she  had  been  so  very  chicken-heatred ; 
The  gentleman  accepted  it,  and  loudly  laughed  outriglit. 
And  advised  her  to  put  "gaiters  "  on  if  there  she  stayed  that  night. 
A  warning  this  to  young  men  be,  the  danger  here  is  shown 
Of  riding  in  a  train  at  night  with  a  female  all  alone  ; 
Look  out  for  baskets  'ueath  the  seat,  before  you  start  away. 
Or  you  perhaps  may  be  accused,  one  day,  of  some  foul  play. 

In  the  mail-train  to  the  North,  Ac. 
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Don't  Leave  Your  Mother  When  Her 
Hair  Turns  G-ray. 
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How  well  do  I  remember,  though  many  years  ago, 

1  journeyed  down  to  Portsmoutii,  with  mymother.j'ou  must  know; 

t'lie  ships  were  in  the  harbor,  with  flags  and  bann«'rs  dress'd. 

And  weeping  wives  and  children  were  waiting  with  the  rest; 

My  father  Wiis  a  sailor  on  board  a  man-o'-war. 

Who  once  again  was  going  to  leave  us  by  the  shore; 

He  kissed  our  lips  at  parting,  while  standing  on  the  quay, 

.'Vnd  as  he  bade  us  both  good-bye,  these  words  to  me  did  say: 

.:    ;:  :     .      ^  Chorus.  .     '.  .. 

Slick  to  your  mother,  Tom,  when  I  am  gone. 
Don't  let  lier  worry,  lad,  don't  let  her  mourn; 
Remember  that  she  nursed  j'ou  when  I  was  far  away; 
Don't  leave  your  mother  when  her  hair  turns  gray. 

Our  hearts  were  dull  and  heavy,  returning  home  again; 
We  scarcely  spoke  a  whisper  while  riding  in  the  train. 
The  journey  seemed  unending,  and  leaden  was  the  sky. 
Until  we  reached  the  station  where  home  was  very  nigh; 
The  cottage  looked  so  desolate,  and  vacant  was  the  chair. 
In  which  my  father  lingered  whenever  he  was  near; 
I  came  and  stood  by  mother,  so  full  of  hope  and  fear;  ' 

She  fondled  and  caress'd  me  as  she  whisper'd  through  her  tears: 

Stick  to  3'our  mother,  Tom,  &c. 

The  time  rolled  slowly  onward,  many  changes  had  occun'd. 
But  of  the  good  ship  Victor,  for  months  we  had  not  heard; 
5Iy  mothergrew  so  anxious,  her  checks  were  sad  and  pale, 
And  I  was  very  fearful  she  suddenly  would  fail. 
One  day  there  came  a  telegram  to  say  the  ship  was  lost,  ; 

She  foundered  many  miles  away,  when  she'd  been  tempe.et  tossed ; 
My  mother  fainted  at  the  news,  but  when  the  swoon  had  fled, 
I  kissed  her  as  I  told  her  of  the  words  my  father  said : 

Stick  to  your  mother,  Tom,  &c. 

She  lingered  through  the  Summer,  but  when  the  frost  and  snow — 
The  bitte-  winds  of  Winter  very  quickly  laid  her  low- 
She  died  in  my  embraces,  with  a  spirit  calm  and  brave; 
And  now  the  weeping  willow  bends  silently  o'er  her  grave; 
I  often  go  to  see  her  grave,  and  keep  the  verdure  green, 
And  plant  some  spotless  lillies  upon  the  |>eaceful  scene. 
And  feel  the  satisfaction  of  knowing,  though  she's  dead, 
I  tried  to  do  my  duty  to  the  words  my  father  said: 

Stick  to  your  mother,  Tom,  &c 


,■  •T' 


■■^-i 


— Civilities  of  the  street,  car:  "  Will  you  pull  the  bell?"  she 
asked  of  a  man  across  the  aisle  as  the  car  reached  the  corner. 
"No.  madam,"  he  answered,  with  a  bow:  "  but  I  will  he  most 
happy  to  pull  the  strap  which  rings  the  bell."  "  Ah !  butnever 
mind!  The  strap  is  connected  with  two  bells,  and  you  might 
stop  the  wrong  end  of  the  car."  And  the  look  she  turned  upon 
him  was  full  of  triumph,  veneered  with  cayenne  pepper. 
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Good  eveataur  to  7«at.  one  Mid  an, 

Towelab&Bf  welt  I  eea. 
I  toek  a  ti^  ial  gnat  big  ihip, 
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A«d  yoa  kaour  that  itt  ndgbty  hariL 
Bot^aov  r?a  fot  a  Job  to  do; 

Btyaat  OB  tSoBoolevaid. 

Cbobub. 
FhM^i  a  da^7,  phit^d  a  da^. 
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In  bis  lonely  prison  cell,  far  from  those  he  loves  so  well, 

Oh,  what  bitter  mem'ries  wakj  within  his  heart! 
And  the  tear-drops  softly  fall  as  he  thinks  he  hears  the  call 

Of  the  darling  ones  from  whom  he  now  must  part! 
Oh.  the  sad  and  weary  prief  that  no  sleep  can  bring  relief, 

For  in  dreams  the  gallant  soldier's  thoughts  wilfstray 
To  his  sad  and  cheerless  home  where  he  never  more  may  roam, 

And  to  Betty  and  the  baby  far  away ! 

Chorus. 
Weary  listening  to  the  sound 
Of  the  turnkey  on  his  round; 
•'  Hoping,  longing  for  relief  from  day  to  d»y. 

Oh,  'twould  hush  the  soldier's  pain  ■ 

If  he  could  but  clasp  again 
Faithful  Betty  and  the  baby  far  awav  I 

There  are  pleasant  dreams  that  come,  of  that  once,  dear  happy 

And  the  smiles  of  love  that  light  its  humble  walls;        [home. 
With  his  child  upon  his  knee,  oh,  how  blest  and  glad  was  he, 

While  a  thousand  joys  the  past  again  recalls! 
But  tlie  morning  brings  again  to  the  soldier  weary  pain. 

And  he  counts  the  lonely  hours  from  day  to  dav; 
Oil.  the  sad  and  hopeless  cry  that  ascends  to  yonder  sky, 

For  dear  Betty  and  the  baby  far  away]— Chorm 

May  the  loneliness  and  grief  of  that  mother  find  relief. 

I^indly  hearts  thiU  beat  throughout  Columbia's  land! 
Give  her  back  her  darling  one,  justice  surely  has  been  done. 

Let  him  once  again  a  free  man  proudly  stand! 
May  he  once  again  return  to  theJiearts  that  fondly  bum 

With  affection  for  the  soldier,  day  by  day; 
Give,  oh.  give  him  back  once  more  unto  freedom,  wt  implore. 

And  to  iietty  and  the  baby  far  a,v;&y]—Choru$. 


THE    BANKS    O'DOON. 
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Good  evening  to  yez,  one  and  all, 

Youre  looking  well  I  see, 
I  took  a  trip  in  a  great  big  ship, 

Across  the  raging  sea. 
I've  been  out  of  work  a  mouth  or  more, 

And  you  know  that  it's  mighty  hard. 
But  now  I've  got  a  job  to  do, 

Beyant  on  tlie  Boulevard. 

Chorus. 

Pliit-ni  a  da-dy,  phit-ni  a  da-dy, 

Tra-la-la  de-a. 
To  work  upon  the  Boulevard 

For  a  dollar  and  sixty  a  day. 
Phit-ni  a  da-dy,  phit-ni  a  da-dy, 

Tra-la-la  de-a. 
To  work  upon  the  Boulevard 

For  a  dollar  and  sixty  a  day. 

.      •    Arrah!  here  I  am,  an  Irishman, 
And  of  work  I  am  not  afraid, 
,  While  Dan  does  carry  the  pick,  my  boyi. 

And  I  do  carry  the  spade. 
For  uncle  Dan  is  an  Alderman,  ■ 

And  he  carries  all  the  Ward, 
'Twas  him  who  gave  us  tickets  all 
For  to  work  on  the  Boulevard.— C'A<ww«. 

f  Now  fare  yez  well,  one  and  all. 

And  it's  time  I  was  away, 
For  if  I  keep  a  singing  here  for  you, 

Sure  I'll  lose  a  half  a  day. 
I'm  going  down  to  the  City  Hall, 

For  to  try  to  get  a  card. 
And  put  me  uncle's  l)rolher  to  work, 

Beyant  on  the  Boulevard,— C'A<wt<«. 


— The   Vassar   ^irls   do    not   swear, 
guuj." — Minneapolis  Bazoo. 


They  only  aay  "buy 


Ye  banks  and  braes  o' bonnie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fair; 
How  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds. 

And  I  sae  weary,  fu' o' care; 
Thou'll  break  my  heart,  thou  warbling  bird. 

That  wantons  through  the  flowering  thorn, 
Thou  minds  me  o'  departed  joys. 

Departed— never  to  return. 

Oft  hae  I  rov'd  bonnie  Doon, 

To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  twine; 
And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  luve. 

And  fondly,  sae  did  I  o'  mine. 
Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 

Fu'  sweet  upon  its  thorny  tree; 
And  my  fause  lover  stole  my  rose. 

But  ah  I  he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 


OLD   BOG-HOLE. 

The  pijc  is  in  the  mire,  and  the  cow  is  in  the  jrrass. 

And  a  man  without  a  woman  through  this  world  will  sadly  pass ; 

My  mother  likes  the  ducks,  and  the  ducks  likes  the  drakes. 

An  ah  I  sweet  Judy  (lanagan,  I'd  die  for  your  sakes. 

My  .Judy  she's  as  fair  as  the  flowers  on  the  lea. 

She's  neat  and  compute  from  the  nick  to  the  knee  ; 

Wf  met  the  other  niRht,  our  heart  to  condole, 

Auil  I  set  my  Judy  dowu  by  the  old  bog-hole, 

Chorvs. 
Arrah !  cushla  mavonmeen,  will  you  marry  me? 
Arruh '.  Rramacree  mavonmeen,  will  you  marry  me? 
Arrah !  cushla  mavourneen,  will  you  marry  me? 
Arrah !  would  you  fancy  the  bold,  bouncing  Barney  Magee 

Judy,  she  blushed,  and  she  hung  down  her  head. 
Saying :  Barney,  you  blackguard,  I'd  like  to  get  wed. 
But  you  are  such  a  rogue,  and  you  are  such  a  rake  ; 
Don't  believe  it,  says  I,  it  is  all  a  mistake. 
To  keep  you  genteel,  I'll  work  at  my  trade, 
I'll  handle  a  hook,  a  shovel  and  spade. 
And  the  turf  I'll  procure,  which  is  better  than  <;oal. 
And  I'll  dig  to  my  knees  in  the  old  bog-hole. 

Arrah  !  cushla  mavourneen,  will  you  marry  me  f  Ac. 

Fine  children  we  will  have,  for  you  must  mind  that ; 

There  will  be  Darby,  Judy,  Barney,  Pat ; 

There  will  be  Mary,  so  meek,  and  Kitty,  so  bluflf ; 

And— Stop,  stop !  she  cries,  have  you  not  got  enough? 

I  will  not,  says  I,  nor  I  won't  be  content, 

'Till  once  I  have  as  many  as  there's  days  in  Lent ; 

How  the  people  they  will  stare,  when  we  go  for  a  stroll. 

When  we  are  promenading  by  the  old  bog-hole. 

Arrah  :  cushla  mavourneen.  will  you  marry  me?  Ac. 

By  the  hokey !  says  she,  I  can  scarcely  refuse. 
For  Barney  the  blarney  he  knows  how  to  use, 
He  has  bothered  my  heart  with  the  picture  he  has  drawn. 
If  I  thought  I  could  trust  y<m  the  job  might  be  done ; 
Holy  murthur !  says  I,  do  you  doubt  what  I  say 
If  I  thought  I  could  trust  you,  I'd  swear  half  a  day ; 
Oh  !  no,  she  says,  its  of  no  use  at  all— 
Aud  she  gave  her  consent  by  the  old  bog-hole.  ^ 

Chorcs. 

Then  give  me  your  hand,  my  joys  and  delights ; 

Be  alsy,  you  blackguard,  until  it's  all  right : 

And  when  we  are  wed,  we'll  kiss  and  condole. 

And  we  will  go  dig  for  eels  lu  the  old  bog-hole. 


— Thoiicw  bill«collectorentei<d  the  ofllce  of  hifl  employer. 
"Well,  Row's  collecting?"  asked  the  merchant.  "Rather  slow. 
I've  only  collected  five  dollars."  "What's  this?"  asked  the 
merchant,  taking  up  a  paper  which  the  young  man  threw  upon 
his  desk.  '  Expence  account."  "  What!  "  glancingatthepaper: 
"  ten  dollars  for  a  hack?"  "Yes.  You  see,  I  didn't  feel  like 
walking."  "  Youug  man,"  said  the  merchant,  "come  with  me 
over  to  the  bank.  You  can  flinl  employment  there.  Such  talent 
as  you  posses  should  be  employed  among  the  scenes  of  great 
financial  transactions.    Come!' 
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Ash  I  dook  a  lemonade  de  onderer  day,      • 

At  a  blace  dat's  over  der  vay, 
Yen  a  fellar  comes  in,  und  called  for  a  glass  of  gin. 

Den  to  me  be  did  say: 
"Keiser,  der  yer  vant  to  buy  a  dog?  "       . 

He'll  make  goot  sausage  meat. 
He's  ash  light  ash  a  fairy,  dough  not  very  heary, 

Und  he  ontly  has  got  dree  feets." 

-■":■■■.■/;■:'■'.  :'>•;■  :>        Chorus,  •"^-r- ■ ""    ■■-■■•:.'-;;.,'.: 

Oh,  didn't  dat  dog  look  sweet, 

Mit  his  stumpy  dail  und  ontly  dree  veets, 

I  told  him  to  gone  out  mit  dat  dog. 

He  salt  he  vould  ven  he  got  an  egg-nog, 

But  ash  he  vent  drough  de  door,  he  loutly'did  roar: 

"  Say,  Keiser,  der  yer  vant  ter  buy  a  dog?  "  ^ 

I  followed  him,  I  gannot  tole  you  vy, 

Und  I  hit  him  off  his  mout  und  in  de  eye, 
Ven  a  boliceman  made  a  start  uud  dook  de  fellar's  part. 

Saying  for  dat  I  should  die. 
He  didu  t  dake  me  home  off  de  door. 

But  to  der  jail,  do  you  see, 
Und  mit  his  leetle  club  he  hit  me  a  rub, 

Mit  a  vicked  rough  laugh  at  me. — Chorus.   ", 

Zoon  after  dat  I  met  him  at  a  ball, 

Und  on  his  nose  vas  a  bile. 
He'd  de  boodle  on  his  arm,  vich  looked  like  a  charm, 

Und  its  stumpy  dail  vas  vagging  all  der  vile; 
I  vent  unt  took  mine  oats  dat  very  night, 

Und  sait  dat  boodle  1  vould  kill, 
Ven  it  come  off  mme  side  und  lait  down  und  died, 

Und  I  sent  it  to  der  sausage  mill.— Chorus. 


THE    HOUSE   CARPENTER 
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"  Well  met,  well  met,  my  own  true  love, 

Well  met,  well  met,"  cried  he; 
"For  I've  just  returned  from  the  salt  sea. 

All  for  the  love  of  thee." 

"  I  might  have  married  the  King's  daughter,"  dear;  . 

•'You  might  have  married  her."  cried  she, 
"  For  I  am  married  to  a  house  carpenter, 

And  a  fine  young  man  is  he." 

"  If  you  will  forsake  your  house  carpenter. 

And  go  along  with  me, 
I  will  take  you  where  the  grass  grows  high. 

On  the  banks  of  old  Teunesee."  J  ' 

"  If  I  forsake  my  house  carpemter. 

And  go  along  with  thee. 
What  have  you  got  to  keep  me  upon. 

And  keep  me  from  misery?"  -   _ 

Says  he,  "  I  have  got  six  ships  at  sea, 

AH  sailing  to  dry  land. 
One  hundred  and  ten  of  your  own  countrymen, 

Love,  they  shall  be  at  your  command." 

She  took  her  babe  upon  her  knee,  ,    - 

And  kissed  one,  two,  or  three,  •■  ''       ■ 

Saying:  "  Stay  at  home,  my  darling,  sweet  babe^ 
And  keep  your  father's  company. " 

They  had  not  sailed  four  weeks  or  more,   -'• '  '~  • 

Four  weeks,  or  scarcely  three, 
When  she  thought  of  her  darling  sweet  babe  at  home. 

And  she  wept  most  bitterly. 


Says  he*  ''  Are  you  weeping  for  gold,  my  love. 
Or  are  you  weeping  for  fear,  ./. -r 

Or  are  you  weeping  for  your  house  carpenter,        ,   / 
That  you  left  and  followed  me?  " 

"  I  am  not  weeping  for  gold,"  she  replied, 

"Nor  am  I  weeping  for  fear. 
But  I  am  weeping  alone  for  my  sweet  little  babe 

That  I've  left  with  my  house  carpenter." 

*' Oh,  dry  up  your  tears,  my  own  true  love. 

And  cease  your  weeping,     cried  he; 
"  For  soon  you  will  see  your  own  happy  home,         .    .  • 

On  the  banks  of  old  'Tennessee. " 

They  had  not  sailed  five  weeks  or  more,  .*'. 

Five  weeks  or  scarcely  four. 
When  the  ship  struck  a  rock  and  sprung  a-leak. 

And  they  were  never  seen  any  more. 

A  curse  be  on  the  sea-faring  men,  ;  '.  • 

Oh,  cursed  be  their  lives,  ' 

For  while  they  are  robbing  the  house  carpenter. 
And  coaxing  away  their  wives.  .,  - 

UP    IN   A   BACK    ROOM.  -  ^ 
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One  day  I  got  married,  the  truth  I  do  state,  ■ ;  "      :   > 

When  you  have  heard  my  sad  tale,  you  will  pity  my  fate. 
My  wife  makes  me  work  both  morning  and  night, 
And  she  swears  that  I  never  do  anything  right. 
The  first  night  I  got  married,  it's  the  truth  I  am  sure, 
My  wife  went  to  bed,  and  I  lay  on  the  floor. 
But  now  that  I'm  married,  I  must  do  what  I  can,  ^. 

So  pity  the  fate  of  a  poor  married  man.  '   ;. 

Chouus. 
Up  in  a  back  room,  l)oys,  up  in  a  back  room, 
All  atnong  the  bugs  and  fleas,  pitying  my  sad  doom; 
Up  in  a  back  room,  boys,  up  in  a  back  room, 
I  wish  I'd  ne'er  got  married  to  be  up  in  a  back  room. 

Every  morning,  it's  true,  to  please  her  desire,  .    '  . 

She  makes  me  get  up  aud  set  light  to  the  fire. 

Her  breakfast  I  make,  aud  she  has  it  in  bed. 

If  I  don't,  why  then,  pity  my  poor  head! 

I've  to  wait  till  she's  done,  do  you  think  that  is  fair? 

If  I  say  a  word,  she  will  growl  like  a  bear; 

I'm  a  tailor  by  trade,  and  ray  name  it  ia  Sam, 

And  she  says  I'm  but  the  ninth  part  of  a  man. 

Up  in  a  back  room,  &c 

I  sit  on  my  shop  board  a  stitching  all  day. 

While  my  wife  goes  out  dressed  up  so  gay; 

Six  months  I've  been  married,  the  truth  I  declare, 

But  the  joys  of  my  wedlock  I  have  not  yet  shared; 

Before  I  got  married,  it's  true,  on  my  word. 

She  looked  like  an  angel,  and  sung  like  a  bird; 

But  now  like  a  liou  siie  will  fly  very  soon,  -  ■- 

If  I  say  a  word,  she  will  knock  me  down  with  the  broom. 

Up  in  a  back  room,  &c. 

Last  Sunday,  it's  true,  now  listen  to  me. 

She  had  the  cheek  to  bring  home  a  big  soldier  to  tea, 

I  said:  Mr.  Brown,  you  know  it's  not  right, 

She  said:  hold  your  tongue,  Sammy,  I  shall  do  as  I  like. 

'They  sat  side  by  side,  lie  gave  her  a  kiss, 

I  took  up  my  sleeve  board,  but  him  I  did  miss, 

He  kicked  me  down  stairs,  and  hurt  my  back  bone. 

So  I  left  them  together  to  take  tea  alone. 

Up  in  a  back  room,  &c 

I  ran  out  of  the  house,  I  think  I  did  right, 

She  bolted  the  door,  I  was  locked  out  all  night. 

Next  morning  I  went  home,  of  course,  like  a  man,  .  ,J 

But  I  found  that  the  soldier  had  bolted  with  Fan. 

Now  they  have  gone  away,  I  can  whistle  a  tune. 

Perhaps  they  have  cut  their  sticks  up  in  a  balloon,         ,-   " 

But  I  don't  wish  to  see  her  back  any  more, 

I  can  sleep  on  the  bed  instead  of  the  floor.  ' 

Ceonus. 
Up  in  a  back  room,  boys,  up  in  a  back  room. 
Now  my  wife  has  cut  her  stick,  I  can  whistle  a  tune; 
Up  in  a  back  room,  boys,  I'll  do  the  best  I  can, 
I  hope  she'll  like  the  soldier,  my  false  deceitful  Fan. 
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NELLY    BLY. 


Please,  don't  sell  Father  any  more  Rum 
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Nelly  Bly!  Nelly  Bly!  bring  de  broom  along; 

"We'll  sweep  de  kitchen  clean,  my  dear,  and  hab  a  little  song; 

Poke  de  wood,  my  lady  lub,  and  make  de  fire  burn; 

And  while  I  take  de  banjo  down,  just  gib  de  mush  a  turn. 

Chorus. 
Heigh!  Nelly,  ho;  Nelly,  listen,  lub,  to  me, 
I'll  sing  for  you,  play  for  you,  a  dulcem  melody. 

Nelly  Bly  hab  a  voice  like  de  turtle-dove, 

I  liears  it  in  de  meadow  and  I  hears  it  in  de  grove; 

Nelly  Bly  had  a  heart  warm  as  cup  of  tea, 

And  bigger  dan  de  sweet  patatoe  down  in  Tennessee. 

Height  Nelly,  ho!  Ac. 

r 

Nelly  Bly  shuts  her  eye  when  she  goes  to  sleep, 

When  she  wakens  up  a^ain  her  eye-balls  gin  to  peep; 

De  way  she  walks  she  lifts  her  foot,  and  den  she  brings  it  down, 

And  when  it  lights,  der's  music  dah  in  dat  part  ob  de  town. 

Heigh  I  Nelly,  ho!  &c. 

Nelly  Bly!  Nelly  Bly!  nebber  nebber,  sigh, 

Nebber  bring  de  tear-drop  to  de  corner  ob  your  eye; 

For  de  pie  is  made  ob  punkins,  and  de  mush  is  made  ob  com. 

And  dere's  corn  and  puukins  plenty,  lub.  a  lyin'  in  de  barn. 

Heigh!  Nelly,  ho!  Ac. 

THE    SHANTY-?OY'S    SONG-. 

Now,  boys.  If  you  will  listen,  I  will  sing  to  you  a  song. 
It's  all  about  the  shanty-boys,  and  how  they  get  along ; 
They  are  a  jovial  set  of  boys,  so  meny  and  so  fine. 
They  spend  a  pleasant  Winter,  in  cutting  down  the  pine. 

Some  will  leave  their  homes,  and  friends  whom  they  love  dear, 
And  for  the  lonesome  pine-woods  their  pathway  they  will  steer ; 
They  are  going  to  the  pine-woods,  all  Winter  to  remain, 
Awaiting  for  the  Spriug-tirae,  ere  they  return  again. 

There  are  farmers,  and  sailors,  likewise  mechanics,  too, 
.And  all  sorts  of  tradesmen,  found  with  a  lumber  crew  ; 
The  choppers  and  the  sawyers,  they  lay  the  timber  low. 
While  the  swampers  and  the  skidders,  they  haul  it  to  and  fro. 

Noon-time  rolls  around,  the  foreman  loudly  screams, 

"  Lady  down  your  saws  and  axes,  boys,  and  baste  to  pork  and  beans ; " 

Arrived  at  the  shanty,  the  splashing  does  begin  ; 

TEere's  the  rattle  of  the  water-pail,  and  the  banging  of  the  tin. 

"  It  Is  hurry  in,  my  boys :  you,  Tom,  Dick,  or  Joe, 
For  you  must  take  the  pail,  and  for  some  water  go ; " 
The  cook  he  halloos,  "  Dinner '. "  they  all  get  up  and  go : 
It's  not  the  style  of  a  shanty  boy  to  miss  his  pie,  you  know. 

Dinner  being  over  to  their  shanty  they  all  go ; 

They  all  load  up  their  pipes,  and  smoke  till  all  is  blue, 

"It's  time  you  were  out,  boys,"  the  foreman  soon  will  say; 

They  all  take  up  their  hats  and  mitts,  to  the  woods  they  haste  away. 

Oh,  each  goes  out  with  cheerful  heart,  and  with  contented  mind. 
For  Wintry  winds  do  not  blow  cold  among  the  waving  pine ; 
Loudly  their  axes  ring,  until  the  sun  goes  down, 
"  Hurrah !  my  boy|,  the  day  I9  done,  for  the  shanty  we  are  bound." 

Arrived  at  the  shanty,  with  wet  and  cold  feet. 
They  off  with  their  boots  and  packs,  for  supper  they  must  eat ; 
The  cook,  he  halloos.  "  Supper  I "  they  all  get  up  and  go. 
It's  not  the  style  of  a  shanty-boy  to  miss  his  htisb,  you  know. 

The  boots,  the  packs,  the  rubbers,  are  all  thrown  to  one  side. 
The  mitts,  the  socks,  the  rags,  are  all  hung  up  and  dried  ; 
At  nine  o'clock,  or  thereabouts,  into  their  bunks  they  crawl. 
To  sleep  away  the  few  short  hours  until  the  morning  call. 

At  four  o'clock  next  morning,  the  foreman  loudly  shouts : 

'•  Hurrah,  there  I  you  teamsters,  'tis  time  that  you  were  out ; " 

The  teamsters  they  get  up,  all  in  a  fretful  way ; 

Says  one,  "I've  lost  my  boot-pack.s,  and  my  socks  have  gone  a«trm7.'* 

The  choppers  they  get  up,  and  their  socks  they  cannot  find, 
Th«y  lay  it  to  the  teamsters,  and  curse  them  In  their  mind ; 
One  says,  "I've  lost  my  socks— I  don't  know  what  to  do," 
Another  has  lost  his  boot-packs,  and  be  Is  ruined,  too. 

Spring-time  rolls  around ;  the  foreman,  he  will  say : 
"  Lay  down  your  saws  and  axes,  boys,  and  haste  to  break  the  'way ;" 
And  when  the  floating  ice  goes  out.  In  business  we'll  thrive, 
Hundreds  of  able-bodied  men  are  wanted  on  the  drive.  ■.    ..<.' 


Don't  sell  him  another  drink,  please. 

He's  reeling  already  you  see; 
I  fear  when  ho  comes  home  to-night. 
He'll  beat  my  poor  mother  and  me; 
She's  waiting  in  darkness  and  cold, 

And  dreading  to  hear  him  come  home; 
He  treats  us  so  l)ad  when  he's  drunk, 
Please,  don't  sell  him  any  more  rum. 

Chorus. 
Don't  scold  me,  kind  sir!  for  I  see, 

You're  angry  because  I  have  come; 
Forgive  a  poor  sad  little  girl. 

And  don't  sell  her  dear  father  rum; 
Forgive  a  poor,  sad  little  girl, 
And  don't  sell  her  dear  father  rum. 

I  heard  mother  praying  last  night : 

She  thought  I  was  quite  sound  asleep: 
She  prayed  her  husband  to  save, 

His  soul  from  temptation  to  keep. 
She  cried  like  her  poor  heart  would  break. 

So,  trying  to  comfort  her  some, 
I  told  her  Id  beg  you  to-day 

Not  to  sell  father  any  more  rum. — Choru$. 

Why  don't  you  have  something  to  sell 

That  will  not  make  people  so  sad? 
That  will  not  make  poor  mothers  grieve, 

And  kind  fathers  cruel  and  bad? 
It  makes  us  so  sad  when  we  see. 

Our  dear  fatiier  come  reeling  home; 
Oh.  listen  to  my  simple  plea. 

Please,  don't  sell  him  any  more  rum.  —  ChorvM. 


LITTLE    FRAUD. 

As  sung  by  Harrigan  and  Hart. 


u 
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He— Oh?  vere  is  dut  leetle  deicher  darling, 
Dcr  pootiest  littl  vaiter-gal  of  all; 
Oh !  vere  is  der  pickles  by  der  garteu, 

Der  mock  oranges  hanging  by  der  vail? 
How  sweet  she  used  to  vait  on  der  table, 

Mit  sarsaparilla  vater  by  her  tray; 
Und  sometimes  put  bottles  by  der  labes, 
Ven  efer  der  boss  he  vas  avay. 
Chorus. 
Leetle  Fraud,  (she)  chews  terbacker, 
Leetle  Fraud,  (she)  vats  der  matterT 

Vas  der  pootiest  leetle  vaiter  gal  of  all; 
Leetle  Fraud,  (she)  dunner  vater, 
Leetle  Fraud,  (she)  dunner  vater, 
Vjis  der  pootiest  leetle  deicher  gal  of  all. 

She— I  thought  I  heard  somebody  spoken, 

Und  vat  kind  of  liquors  do  you  like? 
Mein  lieber  shoots  will  gif  you  such  a  shooking. 
As  make  your  face  so  plack  as  plue  as  vhite, 
So  help  me  gracious; 
I  pelief  that  you  haf  got  anouder  lover, 

In  some  oudcr  part  by  dis  town. 
Oh!  I  shoost  took  mein  finger  und  I  guv  her 
A  shmack  dot  vould  shoost  knock  you  down.-*-r//or««. 


Hr— Now,  my  love,  if  you  vould  understood  me, 
I  vould  feel  shoost  as  happy  as  a  lord, 
Ouf  you  was  so  kleiner  as  you  could  be, 
I  vouldn't  give  dot  for  Leetle  Fraud. 
She— I  don't  can't  tell  vat  ish  de  matter. 

For  dere  you  eat  pretzels  vere  you  board, 
Und  sometimes  I  blevc  you  never  get  her. 
Dot  ouder  deicher  gal,  Leetle  Fraud. 

He— Oh!  Fraud—  v 
SHK—Leetle  Fraud — 

He— Oh!  vere  is  dot  gal —  ., 

She- I  don't  know— 
Ha — Oh!  vere  is  dot  leetle  deicher  darling. 

Der  pootiest  little  deicher  gal  of  tl\.—Chorrtt. 
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Here  Slie  Goes  and  There  She  G-oes.      LAY  MY  HEAD  BENEATH  A  HOSE 
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When  Tom  declared  his  ardent  love        ' 

For  Miss  Amelia  Brown, 
They  asked  papa  to  give  consent,  '  ' 

But  he  only  gave  a  frown ;  ■ .    '.  ■  -  .'. 

Now  Tom  and  his  Amelia  said 

That  they'd  elope  to  town , 
.  And  married  be,  although  it  was 

Against  the  wish  of  Brown; 
The  very  morning  of  their  flight,  '  •; 

Old  Brown  at  home  would  stay, 
I  know  they  only  wished  for 

Some  good  chance  to  run  away. 

Spoken— I  knew  the  boy  loved  the  girl,  and  the  old  man 
didn't  love  the  girl  worth  a  cent.  The  old  man  was  a  kind  of 
sporting  man,  and  so  I  says,  Brown,  old  boy,  I  want  to  lay  you 
a  wager.  What  is  it?  says  Brown.  I  want  to  bet  you  Ave 
dollars  you  can't  swing  your  arm  with  the  pendulum  of  that 
clock  five  minutes.  Done!  says  he,  1  take.  What  have  I  got 
to  do?    AU  you  have  got  to  do  is  to  follow  me  and  go  like  this— 

CnoRUS.  - 

Here  she  goes  and  there  she  goes,  .      • 

Bib-a-de-bob,  bib-a-de-bob ; 
Here  she  goes  and  there  siie  goes,   : 

And  that  is  the  way  to  do  it. 

Old  Brown  he  set  to  work  at  once. 

And  soon  began  to  puff; 
I  cried,  old  Brovn,  I  think  that  you'll 

Soon  say  you've  had  enougli ; 
I  never  laid  a  bet,  said  he, 

But  what  I  mean  to  win,        \  5 

I'll  bet  another  ten,  said  he,  '  ' 

That  I  will  not  give  in; 
Old  Brown  was  fat,  the  weather  warm,        . 

And  never  once  he  stopped, 
And  there  upon  his  heated  face. 

There  stood  the  shining  drops. 

Spoken— And  I  stood  in  the  corner  laughing;  and  old  Brown 
kept  up  the  same  old  game. — Cho7ii8. 

Mrs.  Brown  who  heard  me  laugh,  • 

Came  into  the  room  to  see, 
Oh!  goodness,  gracious,  Brown,  said  she. 

What  can  the  matter  be? 
Why,  Brown,  you  must  be  going  mad. 

Of  that  there  is  no  doubt. 
To  stand  in  front  of  that  old  clock. 

And  swing  your  arm  about; 
111  go  and  fetch  the  doctor  Brown, 

If  you  go  on  this  way ; 
But  all  they  could  get  out  of  Brown, 

And  this  is  what  he'd  say: — (^hwtit. 

Old  Brown  he  won  the  wager. 

But  lost  his  daughter  by  the  game; 
She  married  Tom  in  town  that  day, 

And  back  for  forgiveness  came;  / 

'Twas  useless  when  the  job  was  done. 

For  Brown  to  then  say  nay ; 
So  he  took  the  joke,  my  friends. 

In  quite  a  jolly  way; 
He  gave  a  party  to  his  friends,  "  .•     ,  ■ 

And  oftimes  tells  with  glee, 
'  While  sounds  of  laughter  echo  from 

The  jolly  company. 

Spoken — Tes,  says  the  old  man,  I  shall  noTer  xorget  the  time 


-'An  Austin  Israelite  has  his  dwelling  and  place  of  business 
in  the  same  house,  which  is  quite  a  small  one.  There  were 
several  customers  in  the  store,  when  his  wife,  who  is  a  veiy 
affectionate  creature,  called  out  from  the  next  room:  "  O, 
Schon;  nvy  dear  Sclion,  come  to  dinner!"  A  shade  of  rage 
passed  over  his  Hebraic  features,  and  going  to  where  she  was  he 
seized  her  brutally  by  the  arm,  and  with  a  malignant  voice, 
hoarse  with  annoyance,  said:  "  Rebecca,  does  j'ou  want  to  ruin 
me  in  my  pishness?  What  for  you  call  me  dear  Schon,  ven  I 
wants  to  be  known  as  cheap  Schon?  Do  you  vant  to  have  dot 
Peebles  lose  confidence  in  me?  "—Texoi  Sijftingg, 
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■ '     v^;       Darling,  fold  mo  to  you  closer,    I-  ".  .; 

As  you  did  in  days  of  yore;  -  ;  v- 

;" ,^  V  ;    Press  your  lips  upon  my  forehead,       •      .._^^  - 

,'     ^•:>        Ere  I  see  the  golden  shore.       v;;      .  .   ^.. 
•;    Life  is  from  me  fastly  fleeting,  '"    • 

Soon  I'll  be  in  sweet  repose;  •      '.'     .  ;. 

When  I  am  gone  I  ask  this  favor. 
Lay  my  head  beneath  a  rose.  ;  .  ^^; 

■■;;■'.  0'. ■--;:.■    ■  ■■-,  ••   '  ■        Cnonu8.'.  ">••  "-■,■-•.:  >    ;■--/- 
Lay  me  where  sweet  flowers  blossom — ^ 

Where  the  dainty  lily  grows;  -  ■    ' 

Where  the  pink  and  violets  mingle,        -./,"• 
,:  Lay  my  head  beneath  a  rose. 

Darling  one,  when  first  I  met  you. 
When  I  pledged  you  hand  and  lieart, 
.  There  were  roses  on  your  cheeks,  love,  .■ '  < 

And  we  vowed  we  ne'er  would  part. 
One  more  kiss,  for  I  am  going. 
Far  beyond  all  earthly  woes;  -: 

.'   r.  ;  ■;   .  Let  my  grave  be  like  your  cheeks,  love. 

Covered  with  the  blushing  rose. — Chorut. 


HP    AT    DUDLEY    O-ROVE. 
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The  young  men's  social  club. 
They  gave  a  grand  excursion ; 
>        They  had  a  band  from  Mauahan, 

Two  barges  and  a  boat;  ,•         * 

.'     *  The  lads  were  t'ptivated. 

Yes.  fit  for  sweet  diversion,  ' 
I'd  Kitty  McGlinn  away  from  home. 
In  a  linen  overcoat. 

CnoRus. 

She  pla)'ed  the  concertina, 
';  As  through  the  woods  we'd  rove; 

I  was  all  alone  with  Kitty  McGlina, 
Up  at  Dudley  Grove. 

I  danced  in  every  set. 

In  the  waltz  how  gay  I'd  wheel  her. 
No  pivoter  could  equal  her, 

A  darling  and  a  dear; 
And  as  we'd  spin  around,  '  . 

,  They'd  say,  "ain't  she  a  speeler!** 

.        •  Then  I'd  ta-ta  up  to  the  bar 

For  a  schooner  of  German  l)eer. — Clionu. 

You'd  ought  to  hear  her  sing. 
Like  a  barber  shop  canary!  '   •. 

I  hate  to  tell  just  like  a  bell,  .'  .■ 

She'd  reach  the  upper  C.  • 

Ballads  are  her  st5ie — 
Like  my  own.  my  bonny  Mary;  "  .  • 

:•  She's  a  duck,  and  I'm  in  luck- 

She's  the  lass  tliiit  captured  me. —  Choni*. 


— "  You  are  now  one,'  said  the  minister  to  the  happy  pair  he 
had  just  tied  together.  "  Which  one?  "  asked  the  bride.  "You 
will  have  to  settle  that  for  yourselves,"  said  the  clergyman. 

— An  elderly  Newport  maiden  having  had  several  teeth  extrac- 
ted, and  being  asked  by  a  female  companion  if  it  hurt  much, 
replied:  "  Well  I  suppose  it  did;  but  1  was  so  excited  because 
he  had  his  arm  right  around  my  neck  that  I  didn't  feel  but  very 
little  pain. — Kentucky  State  Journal. 

— At  a  party  a  few  evenings  ago,  when  the  ladies  and  gentle- 
men were  telling  what  they  would  like  best,  one  lady  remarked 
that  she  would  prefer  being  an  opportunity.  She  was  asked 
"Why?"  by  many,  and  naively  replied.  "Because  the  young 
men  are  so  fond  of  embracing  an  opportunity." — Fau  JUver 
Advance. 
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MASONIC    SONG. 


Come,  Sisters  and  Brothers,  dear  friends  and  all  others,  ' 
Who  wish  tlie  great  secrets  of  Masons  to  know, 

Though  close  your  inspection  and  great  the  objection, 
I  mean  the  whole  Art  in  fair  detail  to  show. 

Though  some  this  Art  harp  at — yet  look  on  our  Carpet, 
And  hear  me  the  mystical  emblems  explain: — 

The  first  on  its  border  will  show  this  great  Order, 
And  ne'er  be  deserving  your  censure  again. 

The  Almighty  Being,  an  Eye  that's  all-seeing, 
Presents  a  fair  emblem  and  first  to  the  view: 

And  teaches  directly  to  walk  circumspectly 
In  all  our  vocations  while  life  passing  through. 

The  Ban  brightly  shining— the  pale  Moon  declining, — 
The  /iStors  faintly  twinkling,  in  silence  obey 

The  great  wondrous  Power,  who  fills  the  dark  hour, 
Of  night's  deepest  gloom  with  the  fulness  of  day. 

Then  falling  before  him,  the  Saints  all  adore  ijim, 
And  Angel,  Arch-Angel  and  Cherubim  l)ow; 

Celestial  their  graces,  while  veiling  their  faces, — 
Are  emblems  of  Masons  performing  their  vow. 

Made  fast  to  his  VaUe,  which  shows  us  unable. 
Unbound,  through  life's  tempest  to  manage  oxxx  Ark ; 

While  passion  and  rancor,  without  that  sheet-anchor 
Of  Rope,  in  the  breakers  would  shatter  tlie  bark. 

The  pilgrim  next  marches  down  through  the  nine  Arche*, 
Whose  light  against  liglit  forms  the  Triangle  blaze; 

And  on  the  blest  pages,  concealed  for  ages. 
He  looks,  fiU'd  with  wonder,  delight  and  amaze. 

The  Jewels,  nil  golden,  are  next  here  beholden. 

The  Plumb-Line  and  Level,  tiie  Compass  and  Square; 
With  lights  shining  brightly,  all  teaching  uprightly. 

To  keep  in  due  bounds  and  our  duty  declare. 

The  BcnigTi-Stone  and  Oavd  denote  when  we  travel 
Through  life's  toilsome  road,  in  the  hot  burning  ray, 

With  Hammers  and  Sledges  of  reason,  the  edges 
Of  hard,  flinty  passions  are  beaten  away. 

The  Trottel,  to  cover  our  faults  and  smooth  over 

A  lasting  cement  of  true  brotherly  love; 
Then  nothing's  more  binding  or  more  worth  our  minding, 

An  emblem  of  Charity  sent  from  above. 

The  Eule  is  to  measure,  for  labor  and  pleasure. 
Our  time— and  one-third  gives  to  God  and  our  friend; 

One-third  for  refection,  for  sleep  and  reflection, 
And  one  in  hard  labor  it  gives  us  to  spend. 

K^s  show  our  endeavor  to  lock  up  forever 
That  Science  tlie  spiritual  pen  doth  record 

Upon  our  heart's  table — and  thereby  be  able 
To  offer  sweet  Incense  from  thence  to  the  LorA.  » 

Of  great  Architecture,  Jive  Orders  our  lecture; 

A  five-pointed  Star  and  tlie  great  letter  O. 
With  language  emphatic  does  call  emblematic. 

Of  all  the  great  Orders  in  Geometry. 

The  mind  this  enlightens — our  prospects  it  brightens. 
Since  Oi'der  is  known  to  be  heaven's  first  law. 

On  which  we  are  founded  and  all  our  hopes  grounded. 
Designed  in  close  friendship  each  warm  heart  to  draw. 

The  insect  so  bu^,  the  Bee-Hive,  it  is  a 
Fair  emblem  of  industry — thence  we  may  learn, 

That,  sooner  or  later,  the  great  hive  of  nature 
Will  cast  off  the  drone,  who  his  bread  will  not  earn. 

No  tent  to  o'ershade  him,  while  troubles  invade  him 
When  weighed  in  the  Balance  of  sorrow  and  woe; 

The  iftwrd  it  shall  slay  him,  nor  Justice  enclay  him. 
In  all  whom  he  meets,  shall  like  Cain  find  a  foe. 


To  teach  us  our  duty.  Strength,  Wisdom  and  Beauty, 
Denote  in  these  Pillars  our  Fabric  shall  stand 

The  great  wreck  of  matter,  when  volcanoes  totter 
The  mountains  to  pieces,  o'erwhelmiug  the  land. 

The  Steps  slowly  bending,  the  way  for  ascending 
The  ciiambers  more  high — and  the  fioor  of  our  Hall 

That's  chequer'd  all  over,  shows  each  soaring  rover 
That  ventures  too  far  on  our  Pavements,  must  fall. 

The  swifi-winged  Glasses  show  how  old  Time  passes 
And  mows  down  all  ages  with  weapons  so  keen; 

Presenting  his  Coffin,  in  which  we  move  off  in. 
When  Death  drops  the  curtain  and  closes  the  scene. 

But  while  the  grave's  yawning,  the  day-star  adorning. 

As  shown  by  the  Ch'een  Tree  that  spreads  over  the  Tomb, 
The  Scape  Ooat  and  Banner  display  in  what  manner 

Our  hope  in  a  Saviour  dispels  all  the  gloom. 

The  numbers  of  7,  3.  5,  8,  11, 

Are  emblems  of  God  and  His  great  Trinity; 
Saint,  Angel  and  Spirit,  who  Ueaven  inherit. 

Ascend  Jacob's  ladder  with  rounds  only  three. 

But  hear  the  conclusion— it  is  no  delusion— 
The  whole  of  our  Secrets  in  this  are  combin'd; 

Without  more  detention  or  numlier  invention. 
It  is  peace  upon  earth  and  good  will  to  mankind. 


McSORLEY^S    TWINS. 

Sunjc  by  James  O'Xell. 

Arrah,  Mrs.  McSorley  had  fine,  hearty  twins. 

Two  fat  little  divils  lliey  were, 
Wid  squallin'  and  bawlin  from  morning  till  night,      . 

It  would  deafen  you.  I  do  declare; 
Be  me  sowl  'twas  a  caution  the  way  they  would  schrame. 

Like  the  blast  of  a  fisherman's  horn. 
Says  McSorley,  "  Not  one  blessed  hour  have  I  slept 

Since  tbem  two  little  divils  were  born.  " 

Chohus. 

Wid  the  beer  and  the  whisky  the  whole  blessed  night, 
Faith,  they  could'nt  stand  up  on  their  pins. 

Such  an  illigant  time  at  the  christening  we  had 
Of  McSorley's  most  beautiful  twins. 

Whin  the  christeuin'  was  over  the  company  begun 

Wid  good  whisky  to  fill  up  their  slikius; 
And  the  neighbors  kem  in  just  to  wish  a  good  luck 

To  McSorley's  most  beautiful  twins. 
Whin  ould  Mrs.  Mullins  had  drank  all  her  punch, 

Faith,  her  legs  wouldn't  howld  her  at  all; 
She  fell  flat  on  her  shtomach  on  top  av  the  twins. 

And  they  sot  up  a  murtheriu'  shqunll. — Chorus. 

Thin  Mrs.  McSorley  iumi^ed  up  in  a  rage,    '     '   • 

And  she  threatened  Miss  Mullins'  life; 
Says  ould  Denny  Mullins,  "  I'll  bate  the  firsht  man 

That  dare  lay  a  hand  on  me  wife  " 
The  McGanns  and  the  Geoghans  they  had  an  ould  grudge. 

And  Mag  Murphy  pitched  into  the  Flyun't; 
They  fought  like  the  divil,  turned  over  the  bed, 

And  they  shmothered  the  poor  little  twins. — Chorus.     • 


—New  York  Millionaire — "  Are  the  girls  locked  up  for  the 
night,  wife?"  '•  Yes."  "  Coachman  chained? '^  "Yes."  "Has 
the  patent  butcher  catcher  in  the  front  yard  l^een  oiled  so  that  it 
works  well?"  "Yes.'"  "  Well,  we  might  as  well  chloroform 
the  gardener  and  go  to  sleep." — Chicago  Tribune. 

— A  Methodist  minister  once  started  a  church  in  a  young 
Western  town,  but  for  want  of  pecuniary  support  was  soon 
obliged  to  abandon  it.  His  farewell  sermon  to  the  lukewarm 
brethren  was  characterized  by  more  iieat  than  elegance.  He 
ended  thus-  "  At  the  last  day  the  Lord  will  say  to  St.  Peter. 
'  Where  is  your  flock? '  and  St.  Peter  will  answer,  '  Here,  Lord.' 
He  will  say  to  Calvin,  'And  where  are  your  sheep?'  and  Calvin 
will  reply,  '  Here  Lord ; '  and  so  all  of  the  shepherds  can  answer. 
But  when  he  asks  me,  '  Where  arc  your  sheep?'  how  will  you 
feci  wiien  I  am  compelled  to  reply:  '  Lord,  I  haven't  any;  mine 
were  all  hogs! ' "— Harper's  Bazaar 
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DREAM  FACES. 
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The  shadows  lie  across  tlie  dim  old  room, 

The  fire-light  glows  and  fades  into  the  gloom,  ,'       -v    -; 

While  mem'ry  sails  to  childhood's  distant  shore. 

And  dreams,  and  dreams  of  days  that  are  no  more.         -     - 

Chorus, 

Sweet  dreamland  faces  passing  to  and  fro. 
Bring  back  to  mem'ry  days  of  long  ago; 
Murmuring  gently  thro' a  mist  of  pain, 
.  "Hope  on,  dear  lov'd  one,  we  shall  meet  again  I " 

Once  more  I  see  across  the  distant  years 
A  face  long  gone,  with  all  its  smiles  and  tears; 
Once  more  I  press  a  tender  loving  hand. 
And  with  my  darling  'neath  the  old  oak  stand. 

Sweet  dreamland  faces  passing,  &c. 

But  all  I  lov'd  are  gone,  and  I  alone  in  life, 
1'o  wait,  aud  wait,  and  wait  'till  death  shall  end  the  strife; 
Until  once  more  I  join  the  hearts  that  loved  me  best, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

Sweet  dreamland  faces  passing,  &c. 


i 


FASHIONABLE   FRED. 


"O-- 
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Of  me  you  may  have  read,  I'm  Fashionable  Fred, 

And  no  matter  where  I  chance  to  show  my  face, 
I'm  looked  on  as  the  cheese,  and  all  the  girls  I  please, 

I'm  a  model  swell  of  elegance  and  grace; 
Wire  in  and  go  ahead,  then,  for  Fashionable  Fred; 

Pit-pat's  the  way,  and  sharp  about,  the  word; 
Give  me  sufScient  cash,  then  see  me  cut  a  dash. 

For  whatever's  slow  in  my  idea's  absurd. 

Chorus. 

Yes,  I'm  just  about  the  cut  for  Broadway, 
To  keep  the  proper  pace  I  know  the  plan; 

Wire  in  and  go  ahead,  then,  for  Fashionable  Fred,    . 
I'm  Fashionable  Fred,  the  ladies'  man.  . 

My  life,  from  first  to  last,  has  been  jolly,  gay  and  fast; 

In  fact,  to  find  a  faster,  you'd  be  teased ; 
In  everything  I'm  quick— the  Yankees  call  it  "stick; " 

I'm  something  like  a  flash  of  lightning  greased; 
Yet,  in  any  running  ground,  I'm  game,  you  may  be  bound. 

To  give  a  flash  of  lightning  ten  yards  start; 
I'd  run  for  twenty  pounds,  and  ere  we'd  been  twice  'round, 

I'd  pass  it  like  a  bullet  or  a  dart. — Chorus.  . . 

This  is  the  age  for  dash,  and  all  must  come  out  flash. 

If  in  this  world  they  try  to  make  their  way; 
If  you  wear  a  seedy  dress,  you'll  find,  to  your  distress. 

All  your  friends  will  quickly  turn  their  heads  away; 
Though  I'm  not  worth  a  goat,  I  wear  a  decent  coat. 

And  rattle  on  and  keep  on  going  ahead; 
And  all  the  world,  you  see,  will  fraternize  with  me,  _[■ "     •  - 

And  soon  pal  in  with  Fashionable  Fred. — Chorus. 

Though  in  the  Park  I  walk,  and  with  the  ladies  talk. 

My  tailors'  bills  I  always  like  to  run; 
I  canter  in  the  Avenue,  and  when  to  balls  I  go, 

I  galop  with  the  cliarniiug  girls,  like  fun; 
With  the  times  I  keep  apace  and  with  them  run  a  rac« — 

Still  of  them  I  am  always  found  ahead; 
I'm  ready  for  a  lark,  no  matter  light  or  dark, 

Up  to  any  game  is  Fashionable  Fred.— C'/wru*. 


— A  circus  once  sojourned  in  a  town  wherein  dwelt  a  good 
deacon,  the  father  of  a  small  boy,  and  the  boy  wanted  to  go  to 
the  circus  very  badly.  But  the  pious  old  gentleman  resisted  the 
supplication  of  his  son.  although  the  fatlier's  heart  was  sore  at 
the  boy's  ngony  At  last,  a  soothing  thought  struck  the  deacon. 
"My  boy,''^said  he.  cheerfully.  " I  can't  take  you  to  the  circus, 
but  by  gosh  to  goodness!  you  shall  go  with  me  next  Sunday  to 
visit  your  grandfather's  grave." 


,   THE  BED-BUG-. 

Recited  by  Pete  Cannon. 

Twas  on  one  Summer's  evening. 

In  the  merry  month  of  June, 
When  all  the  city  sewers 

Were"3ending  forth  perfume.  • 
It  was  iu  the  middle  of  the  night. 

The  truth  all  for  to  state, 
A  creature  of  heroic  blood    :  :     . 

Was  forced  to  meet  his  fate. 

Just  about  the  hour  of  one  o'clock,     ■    .  \ 

When  Michael  Flacy  woke, 
And  sat  down  on  a  three-legged  stool, 

All  for  to  have  a  smoke. 
But  before  he'd  time  to  light  his  pipe, 

I  vow  and  do  declare,  , 

He  saw  a  dreadful  creature, 

That  looked  most  awful  queer. 

A  bed-bug  stood  forninst  him. 

The  largest  ever  known; 
He  pretended  not  to  notice  Mike, 

But  chewed  upon  a  bone. 
Perljaps  you  don't  believe  me. 

But  without  a  word  of  lie. 
If  he  didn't  weigh  three  hundred  pounds, 

I  hope  111  never  die. 

Thin  Michael  wint  and  leased       '    .      . 

A  great  big  carving  knife; 
He  thought  it  was  no  treason. 

To  take  the  creature's  life.         ' 
If  Bufifalo  Bill  had  seen  him, 

I'm  sure  he  would  have  fled. 
But  Michael  Flacy— noble  Mike, 

Was  not  the  least  in  dread. 

Then  Michael  started  for  the  beast. 

Being  full  of  self-reliance; 
With  his  heart  right  in  his  breast. 

Being  full  of  self-defiance. 
But  the  bed-bug  understood  the  move,     . 

And  before  that  Michael  knew. 
He  knocked  him  down  upon  the  floor. 

And  beat  him  black  and  blue. 

Then  Michael  he  got  up 

And  struck  out  for  him  once  more. 
And  stabbed  the  bed-bug  to  rhe  heart. 

And  left  him  in  his  gore. 
To  give  the  devil's  imp  his  due. 

He  was  both  brave  and  bold. 
But  now  he's  dead  and  in  his  grave, 

To  himself  may  it  be  told. 

Then  Michael  called  a  neighbor  in. 

His  name  was  Paddy  Moore,  - 
And  asked  him  did  he  ever  see 

Such  a  bed-bug  beast  before.    • 
Says  he,  it's  not  a  bed-bug. 

But  the  beast  belongs  to  me, 
I  brought  it  home  with  me  last  night, 

'Tis  a  turtle,  don't  you  see. 

Then  come  all  you  bed-bug  turtles. 

Wherever  you  may  roam, 
Don't  go  floundering  about 

In  Micky  Flacy's  room ;       ^ 
For  if  you  do  you'll  surely  rue 

The  day  you  come  to  life. 
For  Michael  Flacy  will  be  there. 

All  with  bis  carving  knife. 


Nothing  exasperates  a  woman  who  has  been  shading  her 
eyes  from  the  gaslight  with  her  hands  all  the  evening  so  much 
as  to  find  that,  after  all,  she  had  left  her  best  diamond  ring  on 
the  washstand.  

-  "  I  do  hate  to  see  a  woman  work,"  said  Gus  to  his  wife. 
"  I  have  noticed  that  trait  in  your  character.  You  always  roll 
over  in  bed  and  turn  your  face  to  the  wall  when  I  get  up  to 
build  the  fire,"  was  the  tart  reply. 
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I'll  sing  you  a  dacent  song  that  was  made  by  a  Paddy's  pate. 
Of  a  raal  outd  Irisli  gintlcman,  wlio  had  a  fine  estate ; 
Whose  mansion  it  was  made  of  mud,  with  thatch  and  all  complate, 
With  a  hole  at  top  through  which  the  smoke  so  graceful  did  retrate — 
Hurrah  for  the  ould  Irish  giutlemau,  the  boy  of  the  oulden  time. 

His  walls,  so  could,  were  cover'd  wid  the  devil  a  thing  for  show. 
Except  an  old  shillelah,  which  had  knock'd  down  many  a  foe. 
And  there  ould  Barney  sat  at  ease,  and  without  shoes  or  hose. 
And  quaffed  bis  noggin  of  poteen  to  warm  bis  big  red  nose. 
Like  a  fine  ould  Irish  glntleman,  the  boy  of  the  oulden  time. 

To  Donnybrook  his  custom  was  to  go  to  every  fair. 
And  though  he'd  seen  a  few  score  years,  he  still  was  young  when  there, 
And  while  the  rich  they  feasted  him,  he  still,  among  the  poor. 
Would  sing,  and  dance,  and  hurl,  and  figlit,  and  make  the  spalpeens  roar. 
Like  a  raal  ould  Irish  gintelman,  a  boy  of  the  oulden  time. 

But  och,  mevrone :  once  at  a  row  ould  Barney  got  a  knock. 
And  one  that  kilt  him,  'cause  he  couldn't  get  o'er  the  shock, 
They  laid  him  out  so  beautiful,  and  then  set  up  a  groan, 
**  Och  !  Barney,  darlint.  Jewel  dear,  why  did  you  die?  och,  hone.' " 
Then  they  waked  this  Irish  glntleman,  the  boy  of  the  oulden  time. 

Though  all  things  in  their  course  must  change,  and  seasons  pass  away. 
Yet  Irish  hearts  of  ouldeu  time  were  Just  as  at  this  day. 
Each  Irish  boy  be  took  a  piide  to  prove  himself  a  man. 
To  serve  a  friend  and  bate  a  foe,  it  always  was  the  plan 

Of  a  raal  ould  Irish  gintleman,  the  boy  of  the  oulden  time. 


JOCKEY  HAT  AND  FEATHER 
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As  I  was  walking  out  one  day, 

Thinking  of  the  weather, 
I  saw  a  pair  of  roguish  eyes 

'Neiith  a  hat  and  feather; 
She  looked  at  me,  I  looked  at  her. 

It  made  my  heart  pit-pat, 
Then,  turning  round,  she  said  to  me, 

"How  do  you  like  my  hat? " 

Chorus. 
Oh !  I  said  it's  gay  and  pretty  too — 

They  look  well  together, 
Those  glossy  curls  and  jockey  hat. 

With  a  rooster's  feather. 

She  wore  a  handsome  broadcloth  basque. 

Cut  in  the  latest  fashion. 
And  flounces  all  around  her  dress 

Made  her  look  quite  dnshing; 
Her  high-heeled  boots,  as  she  walked  on 

The  pavement,  -went  pit-pat, 
I'll  ne'er  forget  the  smile  I  saw. 

Beneath  that  jockey  hat. — Chorus. 

She  kissed  her  hand,  said  "  Au  rewir,'* 

Then  I  was  a  goner; 
Before  I'd  time  to  say  "  good  bye," 

She  was  round  the  cor»er; 
I  tried  that  night,  but  could  not  sleep, 

So  up  in  bed  I  sat,  : 

And  right  before  my  face  I  thought 
,  I  saw  that  jockey  hat. — Choru*. 


OH!  NICODEMTJS. 
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My  lover  he's  going  to  sea.  Oh,  Nioodemus! 

He's  going  away  and  leaving, 

To  watch  the  little  fishes  swimming  in  the  sea; 

But  he'll  soon  wish  for  home,  and  to  be  back  with  me, 

The  ship  will  heave  to.  Nicodemus, 

And  so  wretched  you  will  be,  so  wretched  you  will  be. 


Spoken — So  she  said— 


Chorus. 


Oh,  Nicodemus!  Nicodemus!  don't  you  go  away? 
I've  loved  you  Nicodemus,  and  I've  loved  you  many  a  day; 
I've  loved  you  in  your  plain  attire,  your  lovely  fustian  coat, 
Don't  leave  me  Nicodemus,  for  that  boiler-burstiog  boat. 

Spoken — And  agaiu  she  began  to  sing — 

Salt  water,  you  know,  is  very  wet.  Oh,  Nicodemus! 

You  know  you  are  my  only  pet,  ( 

And  your  absence  will  cause  me  to  fume  and  fret; 

They  will  feed  you  on  salt  junk  and  nasty  soft  boiled  peas, 

Think  of  this  well,  Nicodemus, 

Ere  you  cross  those  watery  seas,  those  windy  watery  seas. 

Oh,  Nicodemus!  Nicodemus!  &c. 

Spoken— And  she  also  said —  j 

Of  pumpkins  boiled  you'll  get  no  more.  Oh,  Nicodemus! 
Convince  yourself  of  this  before. 
You  can't  run  away,  there's  no  back  door; 
Reef  the  anchor,  Nicodemus,  the  Captain  he  will  say. 
You'll  have  to  hold  on  by  your  eyebrows, 
Or  you'll  be  blown  away,  straight  down  to  Botany  Bay. 

Ob,  Nicodemus!  Nicodemus!  &c. 

Spoken — This  is  what  he  said — 

It's  DO  use  you  talking  to  me,  said  Nicodemus, 

For  I  intend  agoing  out  to  sea. 

Out  to  China  for  Souchong  and  Lingo  Tea, 

That's  a  profitable  cargo,  in  fact  you  can't  get  a  better. 

Direct  from  Hong  Koug,  Australia. 

When  you  send  to  me  a  letter,  you  send  to  me  a  letter. 

Spoken— And  she  began  yelping— 

Oh,  Nicodemus!  Nicodemus!  &c. 


—Mistress— "  Forgot  it  ?  Why  I  told  you  to  impress  it  on 
your  mind."  Bridget — "  It  was  on  m^  moiiid  I  put  it,  mum,  an' 
me  moind  wint  asthray  wid  it." 

— Teacher — "  Why  are  you  late  ?  "  Little  girl,  dropping  her 
head— "  We've  got  a  little  baby  at  our  house."  "Don't  let  it 
happen  agaiu."  said  the  teacher. 

—Butcher—"  Come,  John,  be  lively  now,  break  the  bones  in 
Mr.  Samson's  chops,  and  put  Mr.  Smith's  ribs  iu  his  basket." 
"  All  right,  sir,  just  as  soon  as  I've  sawed  off  Mrs.  Murphy's  leg." 


The  Boy  with  the  Aub-grn  Hair. 
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It  was  on  a  Summer's  morning  all  in  the  month  of  May, 
And  In  those  flowery  garduiug  where  Bessie  she  did  stray, 
I  overheard  a  damsuiel  In  sorrow  to  complain, 
AU  for  the  sake  of  her  lovter,  he  plowed  the  roaring  main. 

Chorus. 

With  his  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  ho,  he  was  her  darling  boy. 
He  was  the  boy  with  the  auburn  hair,  and  his  name  was  McAvoy. 

I  stept  up  to  this  damsuiel  and  did  her  much  surprise. 
Because  she  did  no  know  me,  I  being  in  singular  disguise. 
Says  I,  "  My  charming  creature,  my  gay  young  heart's  deliglxt. 
How  far  have  you  to  travuiel  this  dark  and  stormy  night? " 

With  his  oh.  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  &c. 

"  The  way,  kind  sir,  to  Mannlyunk,  if  you  will  please  to  show. 

And  pity  a  poor  distracted  maid,  for  there  I  have  to  go. 

In  search  of  a  faithless,  heartless  young  man,  and  Snicklefritz  is  bis  name, 

AU  on  the  banks  ot  the  SchuUikill  I'm  told  he  does  remain. 

With  his  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  Ac. 

"  If  Johnny  Kizer  he  was  here  he'd  keep  me  from  all  harm. 
But  he's  on  the  field  of  battuiel  with  his  gallant  uniform ; 
He's  on  the  field  of  battuiel,  his  foes  be  will  cut  down. 
Like  a  roaring  boy  from  Darbia  he  fought  in  Germantown." 

With  his  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh.  oh,  tog. 


— A  burelar  got  into  the  house  of  a  lawyer  the  other  day.  Af- 
ter a  terrible  struggle  the  lawyer  succeeded  in  robbuig  him. 
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— A  clergyman  was  telliug  a  marvellous  story,  when  his  little 
girl  said:    "  Now,  pa,  is  that  true,  or  is  it  just  preaching! " 
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Climbing  Up  the  G-olden  Stairs. 
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My  name  is  Michael  Duffy, 

And  for  style  I  can't  be  beat; 
I'm  known  by  everybody,  ." 

When  I  pn^menade  the  street. 
I  "  mash  "  up^n  the  corners — 

Oh!  the  ladies  know  me  well; 
When  they  pwiss  that  way, 
They  smile  and  say: 

"  Oh  I  there  goes  Duffy,  the  swell  1 " 

Chorus.  • 

I'm  a  swell,  you  can  tell, 

I  am  always  in  the  fashion; 
Everyday,  ou  Broadway, 

Oh!  don't  I  look  dashing? 
Olivette  cigarette, 

The  perfume  you  can  smell; 
And  the  ladies  gay,  :  .     * 

They  smile  and  say: 

"There's  Duffy,  yes,  Duffy,  the  swell!" 

Upon  my  coat  a  rosebud, 
As  I  walk  about,  I  wear; 
>  .  And  always  in  the  middle 

Make  the  barber  part  my  hair. 
I  go  to  all  the  pic-mcs, 
'  ,  Patronize  the  best  hotel,      .  .  " 

Where  I  do  the  grand. 
You  understand, 
For  I  am  Duffy,  the  swell. — Charru. 

I  sport  a  pretty  eye-glass. 

And  my  tile  and  Iwots  they  shine; 
The  ladies'  hearts  I'm  breaking — 

Oh !  thev  call  me  ' '  Babjr  Mine! " 
I  dine  on  hash  and  tooth-picks. 

And  the  little  boys  they  yell. 
When  they  see  my  style,  ,       /. 

And  mashing  smile: 

"  Oh!  there  is  Duffy,  the  swell!  "—CTiorut.   , 


Knock  at  the  Window  To-Night 
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Written  and  sung  by  Gus  Williams. 

I'm  courting  a  farmer's  fair  daughter, 

And  often  we  meet  on  the  sly; 
Her  father  would  scold  if  he  caught  her 

At  any  one  winking  her  eye; 
But  still  ev'ry  ev'ning  she  meets  me. 

And  out  in  the  woodlands  we  stray. 
When  passing  her  cottage  she  greets  me 

With  smiles,  and  I  thus  hear  her  say: 

Chorus. 
Knock  at  the  window  to-night,  love, 

Tap  it  so  softly  and  light,  love;  - 

Knock  at  the  window  to-night,  love,  '" 

And  there  I'll  be  waiting  for  yoti. 

,-         -      Beside  the  old  porch  then  I  linger, 

And  soon  a  soft  hand  is  in  mine;  ;    v; 

A  ring  now  she  wears  on  her  finger. 
To  show  that  our  hearts  we  entwine; 
',    We  roam  by  the  mill  and  the  meadow,  . 

The  stars  gently  peeping  above;  *       . 

Each  night  in  the  soft  twilight  shadow 
I  think  of  the  words  of  my  love. — Chonu. 

I  know  that  she  still  loves  me  dearly, 
I  know  that  to  me  she'll  be  true;  . 

-  -■-.    Her  bright  eyes  are  shining  so  clearly,     ..   .         '     • 

They  seem  like  the  sky's  azure  blue;       .  '.>        i     r 
;   :    All  day  of  her  message  I'm  thinking,     ;  ■ , " 
And  longing  the  night  to  appear;  \' 

:■/;     While  watching  the  golden  sun  sinking,  .r  i- 

Her  soft,  gentle  whisper  I  hear. — C/un-ut. 


Come  all  you  little  niggers,  •;     j 

Now  watch  your  cues  and  figures. 

Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs- 
If  they  think  you  are  a  dude. 
They  will  treat  you  rather  rude, 

When  you're  climbing  up  the  goldca  st&in. 

Chorus. 

Then  hear  them  bells  a-ringing, 

'Tis  sweet,  I  do  declare;  • 

Oh,  hear  them  darkies  singing,  -• 

Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs. 

Old  Peter  looked  so  wicked 
When  I  asked  him  for  a  ticket. 

Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs; 
If  I  give  him  a  half  dollar. 
He  will  grab  me  by  the  collar 

And  fire  me  up  the  golden  stairs. — ClvorvA 

Old  Satan  he's  a  dandy „ 

He'll  not  feed  you  ou  mixed  candy,  • 

When  you're  climbing  up  the  golden  stairs; 
Brimstone  is  good  enough, 
No  tobacco,  beer  or  snuff. 

When  you're  climbing  up  the  golden  stairs. — Chorm. 

They'll  lock  you  in  a  stable. 
Make  you  tight  for  C'jiin  and  Abel, 

Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs; 
Old  Adam  and  his  wife 
They  will  play  the  drum  and  fife, 

To  greet  you  on  the  golden  stairs. — Cliorut. 

Go  tell  the  Jersey  Lily 

That  the  sights  would  knock  her  silly,  '  .  - 

Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs; 
And  tell  John  L.  Sullivan, 
He'll  have  to  be  a  l>etter  man. 

If  he  wants  to  climb  the  golden  stairs. — Chorus. 

Bob  Ingersoll's  respected,       . 
But  I  think  he'll  be  rejected, 

Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs;  - 

Oh,  won't  he  kick  and  yell 
When  they  fire  him  into — well. 

Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs. — Choru$. ' 


Would  I  Were  a  Boy  Again. 
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Oh!  would  I  were  a  boy  again,    - 

When  life  seemed  formed  of  sunny  years. 
And  all  the  heart  then  knew  of  pain 

Was  wept  away  in  transient  tears; 
When  ev'ry  tale  hope  whispered  then, 

My  fancy  deemed  was  only  truth — 
Oh!  would  that  I  could  know  again 

The  happy  visions  of  my  youth. 

Chorus.  ,    . 

Oh!  would  I  were  a  boy  again. 

When  life  seemed  formed  of  sunny  years. 
And  all  the  heart  then  knew  of  pain 

Was  wept  away  in  transient  tears. 

'Tls  vain  to  mourn  that  years  have  flown. 

How  false  these  fairy  visions  were. 
Or  murmur  that  mine  eyes  have  known 

The  burden  of  a  fleeting  tear; 
But  still  the  heart  will  fondly  cling 

To  hopes  no  longer  prized  as  truth,  ; 

And  mem'ry  will  delight  to  bring  '  j,  , 

The  happy  visions  of  my  youth.— Chorui, 
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THE  HORNET'S  NEST. 

"  When  I  was  young,"  said  cousin  Tom. 
"  At  the  old  house  that  I  came  from, 
A  honeysuckle  used  to  grow. 
That  clambered  round  the  portico. 
How  sweetly,  I  remember  well. 
Its  yellow  blossoms  used  to  smell; 
And  how,  one  Summer,  in  its  shade. 
Their  great,  gray  nest  the  hornets  mada. 

Around  the  room  they  buzzing  flew. 

And  wandered  all  the  garden  through. 

And  always  knew  precisely  where 

Grew  sweetest  plum  and  choicest  pear. 

With  their  dull  drone  and  cruel  stings. 

They  seemed  such  idle,  spiteful  things. 

To  drive  them  oft,  I  said,  one  day, 

•I'll  tear  their  ugly  nest  away!' 

'  No,  Tom,'  my  mother  said;  '  no.  nol 

You  must  not  think  of  doing  so;  . 

You  foolish  boy!  'tis  never  best 

To  meddle  with  a  hornet's  nest.' 

Her  good  advice  away  was  thrown; 

The  moment  that  I  was  alone 

1  climbed,  and  hold  of  it  I  caught 

To  pull  it  down;  when,  quick  as  thought 

Out  flew  the  hornets,  great  and  small. 

And  full  of  fury,  one  and  all; 

About  my  neck  and  face  they  clung. 

Nose,  eyelids,  ears  and  mouth  they  stung; 

I  tried  to  beat  them  off  in  vain, 

And  shrieked  aloud  with  fright  and  pain. 

The  startled  household  hurried  out— 

'  What  could  the  outcry  be  about?  ' 

My  burning,  smarting  hands  they  swathed 

With  linen  cloths,  and  gently  bathed 

My  swollen  face  and  throbbing  head. 

And  laid  me  tenderly  in  bed; 

And  then-my  mother  talked  with  me— 

'  You've  been  a  naughty  boy,'  said  she; 

'  I  told  you  that  it  was  not  best 

To  meddle  with  a  hornet's  nest. 

But  all  your  pain  to  good  will  turn. 
If  you  will  now  a  lesson  learn. 
And  keep  it,  when  you  older  grow. 
Wherever  you  may  cliancc  to  go — 
To  aid  the  wronged,  to  help  the  weak. 
One  should  not  be  afraid  to  speak ; 
But  every  wise  and  prudent  man 
Keeps  out  of  quarrels  if  he  can; 
For  in  this  world  'tis  never  best 
To  meddle  with  a  hornet's  nest.*" 


JOLLY  JACK,  THE  ROVER. 
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Here  I  am  one,  and  still  will  be. 

Who  spend  their  days  in  pleasure. 
The  tailor's  bill  is  seldom  flll'd. 

For  he's  never  took  my  measure. 

Chorus. 
It  must  be  while  I  do  live. 

And  I  must  not  give  over. 
Until  old  age  doth  me  engage, 

From  being  a  jolly  rover. 

It's  on  my  vamps,  I  take  my  tramps,  ^ 

My  shoes  being  in  bad  order. 
My  stockings  down  into  the  ground. 

For  I  seldom  wears  a  garter.  — 6' A<»n<«. 

If  I  would  dress  up  in  fine  clothes, 

The  ladies  would  adore  me, 
The  fops  of  beaux  tiiat  wear  flne  clothes, 

They  think  to  go  before  me. — Ohonu, 

It's  I  can  play  at  cards  and  dice, 
•  Let  me  be  drunk  or  sober. 

Win  or  lose,  I'll  have  my  dues, 
For  I'm  jolly  Jack,  the  rover. — Ohonu. 


Three  tons  of  wool  through  a  comb  I  pull, 

All  in  the  neatest  order, 
As  white  as  milk  and  soft  as  silk. 

To  please  the  farmer's  daughter. — CfioruM. 

When  my  work's  done  and  flnish'd  off, 

I'll  take  it  to  the  owner; 
I  have  no  doubt  that  she's  found  out 

That  I'm  jolly  Jack,  the  rover. — Chanit. 

When  I  am  old,  if  I  have  gold, 

I'll  set  down  by  my  table, 
With  vou.  my  dear,  I'll  toast  good  beer. 

And  drink  while  I  am  able. — Chorut. 

When  I  am  dead,  and  in  my  grave. 

It's  then  I  must  give  over, 
Let  each  jolly  lass  nil  a  parting  glass. 

And  dnnk  a  health  to  Jack,  the  rover. — Chorui. 


OLD   FAMILIAR  FACES. 
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What  charms  fresh  faces  have  for  some. 

An  ever  changing  stream ; 
They  come,  ana  go,  forgotten  quite,    i 

Like  faces  in  a  dream; 
Give  me  the  friends  where  time 

Has  tied  a  bond  of  sympathy. 
The  true,  the  tried  and  faithful  ones, 

I  dearly  love  to  see. 

Chorus. 

The  old  familiar  faces,  dear  familiar  faces. 

Full  of  truth  and  kindness,  I  can  always  see: 
Those  old  familiar  faces,  dear  familiar  faces, 

Friends  are  few,  but  when  they're  true,  they're  always  dear  to  me 

In  various  lands  and  diff'rent  climes 

'T'as  been  my  my  lot  to  roam, 
But  I  always  felt  a  thrill  . 

To  hear  strains  of  "  Home,  sweet  home*  .    . 

In  danger,  or  in  hardship. 

And  when  dark  my  lot  would  seem, 
It  always  gave  ine  courage 

When  I  saw,  as  in  a  dream — Cftorut, 

I  don't  pretend  perfection, 

I've  made  blunders  in  my  day, 
On  which  the  folks  who  knew  mo  least 

Had  far  the  most  to  say; 
But  what  they  thought  or  what  they  said 

Ne'er  mattered  much  to  me. 
Whilst  never-changing  friendship 

I  continued  still  to  see. — Choru*. 

It's  nice  to  have  them  'round  you. 

When  you  go  to  take  a  wife. 
To  see  them  drink  in  bumpers 

Your  prosperity  in  life; 
In  times  of  sorrow,  steadfast  friends. 

True  comfort  will  afford, 
In  happier  times  what  better 

Than  to  see  around  your  board — CJuyrut. 

"  Old  Time  "  may  steal  unnoticed. 

But  he  always  brings  to  view 
The  friends  who've  prov'd  our  enemies. 

The  false  ones  and  the  true; 
How  sweet  it  is  when  old  and  gray. 

The  faithful  ones  to  meet. 
To  grasp  the  hand  that  stood  the  best. 

And  open  arms  to  greet — Choru*. 


f 
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—"Are  you  lost,  ray  li 
ply,  "  b-but  my  mother 

— '•  If  I  rest,  I  rust,"  is  a  German  proverb, 
bust,"  is  the  American  version. 


'  No,"  he  sobbed  in  re- 


"If  I  trust,  I 


— Lady—"  Well,  niy  little  man,  aren't  you  barefooted  rather 
early  this  season? "  Youngster— "Guess  not  Wuz  bom  bare- 
footed." 


■^^wi 


i 


SHE  WAS  HANDSOME  AS  A  ROSE. 
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I'll  sing  to  you  a  song, 

And  try  to  please  you  all; 
It's  about  a  yellow  cbarmer,  ■  , 

I  met  at  a  fancy  ball. 
8he  was  bandsome  as  a  rose, 

Her  eyes  were  black  as  Blocs';  •'      . 

And  when  upon  her  I  did  gaze. 

She  stole  my  heart  away. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  she  was  such  a  charmerl 
I  had  her  for  a  partner! 
She  was  handsome  as  a  rose, 

Her  eyes  were  black  as  sloes'; 
And  when  upon  her  I  did  gaze, 

flhe  stole  my  heart  away. 

Now  I  will  her  describe  .    ,: 

As  I  met  her  at  the  ball:  ■   '      . 

She'd  a  boxing  glove  upon  her  head. 

Meant  for  a  waterfall.  ' 

Her  waist  was  tall  and  slender. 

Her  feet  like  a  giraffe; 
And  when  she  took  a  promenade. 

She  made  the  darkies  laugh. — Ghorua. 

I  took  her  to  her  home, 

And  lingered  at  the  door;  v  / 

Ohl  there  I  felt  so  happy,  as 

I'd  never  felt  before. 
I  asked  her  mine  to  be — 

She  only  gave  a  smile, 
fiut  her  eyes  they  pierced  me  thro'  and  thro',       . 

I  know  she'll  yet  be  mine. — Chorus. 


Willie's  on  the  Dark  Blue  Sea. 
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My  Willie's  on  the  dark  blue  sea. 

He's  gone  far  o'er  the  main, 
Aud  many  a  weary  day  will  pass. 

Ere  he'll  come  back  again. 

Chorus. 

Then  blow  gentle  winds  o'er  the  dark  blue  s«a, 

Bid  the  storm-king  stay  his  hand. 
And  bring  my  Willie  back  to  me,  , 

To  his  own  dear  native  land.   , 

1  love  my  Willie  best  of  all. 

He  e'er  was  true  to  me; 
But  lonesome,  dreary,  are  the  hours, 

Since  he  went  to  sea. — Cfiorui. 

There's  danger  on  the  water  now, 

I  hear  the  blond  hill's  cry;  •    , 

And  moaning  voices  seem  to  speak 
From  out  the  cloudy  sky. — Chorus. 

I  see  vivid  lightnings  flash, 
'  And,  hark!  the  thunders  roar; 

Oh.  Father,  save  my  Willie  from 
The  storm-king's  mighty  power. — Chorut. 

And  as  she  spoke  the  lightning  ceased — 
Hushed  Was  the  thunder's  roar; 
.        And  Willie's  clasped  her  in  his  arms. 
To  roam  the  seas  no  more. 

''■    '■  '    •■:■:  Chorus.  i. 

Now  blow  gentle  winds  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea. 

No  more  we'll  stay  thy  hand ; 
Since  Willie's  safe  at  liome  with  me. 

In  his  own  dear  native  land. 


;  ; 


A  YANKEE  MAN  OF  WAR. 
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It  was  down  in  yonder  meadow  I  carelessly  did  stray, 
There  I  beheld  a  lady  fair,  with  some  young  sailor  gay; 
Says  he,  "  my  pretty  Susan,  I  soon  must  leave  the  shore, 
"To  cross  the  briny  ocean  in  a  Yankee  Man  o'  War."  * 

Young  Susan  fell  a  weeping,  "young  sailor,"  she  did  say, 
*'  How  can  you  be  so  venturesome,  to  throw  yourself  away; 
For  by  the  time  I'm  twenty-one  I  shall  receive  my  store. 
Jolly  sailor,  do  not  venture  in  a  Yankee  Man  o'  War." 

"  Oh,  Susan,  lovely  Susan,  the  truth  to  you  I'll  tell. 

Proud  Mexico  insulted  us,  America  knows  it  well; 

I  may  be  crowned  with  laurels,  just  like  a  jolly  tar. 

And  I'll  face  the  shores  of  Mexico,  in  a  Yankee  Man  o'  War." 

"  How  can  you  be  so  venturesome,  to  face  those  Mexicans, 
For  when  they're  far  in  battle,  love,  thejr  never  take  a  man. 
And  by  a  bloody  dagger  you  might  receive  a  scar; 
So  turn  your  inclination  from  a  Yankee  Man  o'  War." 

"  Oh,  Susan,  lovely  Susan,  the  time  will  quickly  pass, 
Let's  go  down  to  yonder  ferry-house  and  take  a  parting  glass; 
My  shipmates  they  are  waiting  to  row  mo  from  the  shore. 
And  it's  for  America's  glory,  in  a  Yankee  Man  o'  War." 

The  sailor  took  his  handkerchief  and  tore  it  into  two, 
Saying,  "  Susan,  you  may  keep  one  half,  the  other  I'll  keepforyou; 
When  bullets  may  surround  me  and  the  cannons  loudly  roar, 
I'll  fight  for  pretty  Susan,  in  a  Yankee  Man  o'  War." 


— Why  is  a  hen  immortal?— Because  her  son  never  sets. 


— "  Can  you  help  me  a  little?  "  asked  a  tramp ;  "  I  am  hungry 
and  can't  get  any  work  at  my  trade."  **  What  is  your  trade?  ^' 
asked  the  gentleman.  "  I'm  a  glass  worker."  "  What  kind  of 
a  glass  worker?  "  "  Beer  glass  worker."  "  Here  is  a  penny  for 
your  frankness."  "  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  the  tramp  gratefully, 
"111  put  part  of  it  in  the  bank." 


;.vl...:*ijti. 


Call  Her  Back  and  Kiss  Her. 
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There's  nothing  half  SO  charming 

As  a  happy  married  life, 
And  nothing  so  alarming 

As  a  vixen  for  a  wife. 
But  as  you  make  your  bed,  you  know. 

So  on  it  you  must  lie, 
*Tis  useless  then  to  make  a  fuss, 

Take  my  advice ,  don't  try. 

Chorus. 

:     A  woman's  sure  to  go  her  way,  * 

But  when  she's  gone  we  miss  her; 
,      So  when  you've  had  an  angry  word. 
Why,  call  her  back  and  kiss  her. 

A  wife  will  surely  rule  the  roost. 

Of  course  that's  very  proper; 
And  if  she  means  to  rule  you  too, 

I  don't  think  you  can  stop  her.         ' 
Be  never  cruel,  always  kind. 

Do  nothing  that  will  tease  her. 
And  if  you  wish  to  happy  live. 

You'll  do  your  best  to  please  her. — Ohorut. 

A  woman's  sure  to  have  her  way. 

For  that  we  cannot  blame  her; 
The  remedy,  ah !  then  I  say, 

"  'Tis  kindness  that  will  tame  her." 
Be  always  gentle,  never  harsh. 

And  mind  you  do  not  flout  her;  .       :     ; 

Remember  you're  but  helpless  men. 

And  cannot  do  without  her.— C'Aoru*. 

That  woman  is  our  greatest  joy. 

Let  every  man  reflect ;  ; 

Don't  treat  her  like  a  worthless  toy, 
:    .         Nor  slight  her  by  neglect. 
If  you  possess  a  woman's  love. 
What  more  does  any  need? 
•  V  ■      In  sickness  or  in  health  she'll  be        .  '    , ". 
A  comforter  indeed.— CAoru*. 
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THE   IRISH  WIFE. 

By  Tho8.  D'Arcy  McGee. 

I  would  not  give  my  Irish  wife 

For  all  the  dames  of  tlie  Snxon  laud — 
I  would  not  give  my  Irish  wife 

For  the  Queen  of  France's  hand; 
For  she  to  me  is  dearer 

Than  castles  strong,  or  lands,  or  life— 
An  outlaw,  so  I'm  near  her 

To  love,  till  death,  my  Irish  wife. 

Oh  I  what  would  be  this  home  of  mine— 

A  ruined,  hermit-haunted  place. 
But  for  the  light  that  nightly  shines 

'Pon  its  walls  from  Kathleen's  face? 
What  comfort  is  a  mint  of  gold — 

What  pleasure  in  a  roval  life — 
If  the  heart  within  lay  dead  and  cold, 

If  I  could  not  have  wed  my  Irish  wife? 

When  the  law  forbade  the  banns, 

I  knew  my  king  abhorred  her  race; 
Who  never  bent  before  their  clans, 

Must  bow  before  their  ladies'  grace. 
Take  all  my  forfeited  domain, 

I  cannot  wage  with  kinsmen  strife. 
Take  knightly  gear  and  noble  name. 

And  I  will  keep  my  Irish  wife. 

My  Irish  wife  has  clear  blue  eyes. 

My  heaven  by  day,  my  stars  by  night; 
And  twinlike  truth  and  fondness  lie 

Within  her  swelling  bosom  wliite; 
My  Irish  wife  has  golden  hair; 

Appollo's  harp  had  once  such  strings; 
Appollo's  self  might  pause  to  hear 

Her  bird-like  carol  when  she  sings. 

*I  would  not  give  my  Irish  wife 

For  all  the  dames  of  the  Saxon  land — 
I  would  not  give  my  Irish  wife 

For  the  Queen  of  France's  hand ; 
For  she  to  me  is  dearer 

Than  castles  strong,  or  lands,  or  life— 
In  death  I  would  near  her. 

And  rise  beside  my  Irish  wife. 


Where  is  my  trusted  friend? 

Far,  far  away; 
That  helped  me  my  cash  to  spend. 

Far,  far  away. 
When  my  money  it  went  quick, 
'Twas  his  treatment  made  me  sick. 
Instead  of  friendship  got  a  kick. 

Far,  far  away. 


Where's  the  chicken  I  did  eat? 

Far,  far  away; 
Tm  satisfied  that  I  smell  meat, 

Far.  far  away. 
After  champagne  once  I  ran, 
Now  I'm  lucky  if  I  can 
Drink  beer  from  a  tomato  can. 

Far,  far  away. 


J 


Where  is  the  beauty  I  had? 

Far.  far  away ; 
Everything's  gone  to  the  bad, 

Far,  far  away. 
Mine  is  a  busted  man's  fate, ' 
When  I  wuut  a  drink,  and  it  state. 
They  tell  me— gone  is  the  slate. 

Far,  far  away. 


,• 
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FAR,  FAR  AWAY. 

Sung  by  Fred.  Halleu. 

Where  are  my  childhood's  days? 

Far,  far  away ; 
•  Since  then  I've  not  made  a  raise. 

Far,  far  away. 
Once  I  slept  in  mamma's  knee, 
Once  the  ladies  they  kissed  me, 
Ne'er  a  kiss  do  I  now  see. 

Far,  far  away. 

Where  is  the  first  girl  I  loved? 

Far.  far  away; 
With  another  man  she  roved 

Far,  far  away. 
Words  of  kindness  once  she  said, 
I  being  soft — she  swelled  my  head. 
Left  me  lonely  in  my  lied. 

Far,  far  away. 

Where  is  my  mother-in-law? 

Far,  far  away; 
She  with  the  angels  wags  her  jaw. 

Far,  far  away. 
Her  big  tongue  was  above  proof. 
But  now  she's  won  the  golden  roof. 
Talk  dislocated  her  eye-tooth. 

Far,  far  away. 

Where  did  my  wife  disappear? 

Far,  far  away; 
She  left  me  when  I  was  full  of  l)eer. 

Far,  far  away. 
I  did  not  my  wife  pursue. 
Was  glad  she  was  lost  to  view. 
Though  she  took  my  furniture,  too. 

Far,  far  away. 


ERIN-GO-BRAQH. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  U.  .J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  Yorlt  City. 

Send  for  complete  CataloRue  of  Sonjcs— free  to  any  address. 

Ye  sons  of  Hibernia,  howe'er  low  in  station, 

Or  where'er  you  be  come  attend  to  my  call, 
Resist  all  attempts,  and  unshackle  your  nation. 
Old  Ireland,  I  mean,  or,  alas!  she  must  fall; 
With  burdens  so  great,  and  her  liberty  sinking. 
Its  beauty  nigh  gone— on  destruction  it's  brinkin^. 
Then  on,  my  brave  boys,  don't  let's  stand  idiv  thmking. 
While  Ireland's  our  country,  dear  Erin-go-oragh. 

Oh!  Erin,  my  country,  once  happy  and  free. 

With  pleasure  I  stood  on  thy  once  native  shore; 
But,  alas!  cruel  fortune  has  turned  foe  to  thee. 

Oh!  Erin  JIavourueen,  thy  case  I  deplore; 
Bound  down  by  a  shackle  that's  linked  to  a  snare. 
By  foes  base  and  keen,  who  have  filled  thee  with  care. 
Then  on,  my  brave  boys,  we'll  show  we  play  fair. 
For  Ireland's  our  country,  dear  Erin-go-bragh. 

Oh!  England,, your  taunts  and  your  censures  give  o'er, 

And  spite  not  that  country  that's  equal  to  you. 
But  join  hand  in  hand,  each  day  and  each  hour. 

With  Scotland,  our  friends— all  to  each  other  true. 
United  by  friendship,  we'll  join  in  a  band. 
Determined  to  fight  for  our  kings,  laws,  and  land. 
Then  on,  my  brave  boys,  don't  let  us  here  stand. 
While  Ireland's  our  country,  dear  Erin-go-bragh. 

KITTY   OF_  COLERAINE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonfc  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  U.  J.  Wehman,  P  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 
Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Sonf^s. 

As  beautiful  Kilty  one  morning  was  tripping. 

With  a  pitcher  of  milk  from  the  fair  of  Coleraine, 
When  she  saw  me  she  stumbled,  the  pitcher  it  tumbled, 

And  all  the  sweet  butter-milk  water'd  the  plain. 
Oh!  what  shall  I  do  now,  'twas  looking  at  you  now. 

Sure,  sure  such  a  pitcher  I'll  ne'er  meet  again, 
Twas  the  pride  of  my  dairy,  oh!  Barney  MacCIeary, 

You're  sent  as  a  plague  to  the  girls  of  Coleraine. 

I  sat  down  beside  her,  and  gently  did  chide  her 

That  such  a  misfortune  should  cause  her  such  pain, 
A  kiss  then  I  gave  her,  and  before  I  did  leave  her. 

She  vowed  for  such  pleasure  she'd  break  it  again. 
'Twas  hay-making  season,  I  can't  tell  the  reason, 

Misfortunes  will  never  come  single,  'tis  plain; 
For  venr  soon  after  poor  Kitty's  disaster. 

The  devil  a  pitcher  was  whole  in  Coleraine. 


i 


— "  Don't  you  know  it's  wicked  to  catch  fish  on  the  Sabbatk?  " 
Small  boy  (not  having  a  bite  all  the  morning)— "  Who's  catching 
fish?" 
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PECK'S  BAD  BOY. 


PAllT  ONE. 


A  young  fellow  who  is  pretty  smart  on  general  principles,  and 
who  is  always  in  good  humor,  weut  into  a  store  the  other  morn- 
ing limping  and  seemed  to  be  broke  up  generally.  The  propri- 
etor asked  lum  if  he  wouldn't  sit  down,  and  he  said  he  couldn't 
very  well,  as  his  back  was  lame.  He  seetoed  discouraged,  and 
the  proprietor  asked  him  what  was  the  matter.  "Well,"  says 
he,  as  he  put  his  hand  on  his  pistol  pocket  and  groaned,  "  There 
is  DO  encouragement  fur  a  boy  to  have  any  fun  nowadays.  If  a 
boys  tries  to  play  an  innoceut  joke  he  gets  kicked  all  over  the 
house."  The  storekeeper  asked  him  what  had  iiappened  to  dis- 
turb his  hilarity.  He  said  he  had  played  a  joke  on  his  father 
and  had  been  limping  ever  since. 

•*  You  see,  I  thought  the  old  man  was  a  little  spry.  You 
know  lie  is  no  Spring  chicken  yourself;  and  though  his  eyes  are 
not  what  they  used  to  be,  yet  he  can  see  a  pretty  girl  further 
than  I  can.  The  other  day  I  wrote  a  note  in  a  fine  hand  and  ad- 
dressed it  to  him,  asking  him  to  meet  me  on  tlie  corner  of  Wis- 
consin and  Milwaukee  streets,  at  7:30  on  Saturday  evening,  and 
signed  the  name  of  ' "  Daisy  "  to  it.  At  supper  time  Pa  he  was 
all  shaved  up  and  had  his  hair  plastered  over  the  bald  spot,  and 
lie  got  on  some  clean  cuffs,  and  said  be  was  going  to  the  Con* 
sistory  to  initiate  some  candidates  from  the  country,  and  he 
mi^ht  nut  be  in  till  late.  He  didn't  eat  much  supper,  and  hur> 
ried  off  with  my  umbrella.  I  winked  at  Ma  but  didn't  say  any- 
thing. At  7:30  I  weut  down  town  and  he  was  standing  there 
by  the  post-offlce  corner,  in  a  dark  place.  I  went  by  him  and 
said.  "  Hello,  Pa,  what  are  you  doing  there?"  He  said  he  was 
waiting  for  a  man.  I  went  down  street  and  pretty  soon  I  went 
up  on  tlie  other  corner  by  Chapman's  and  he  was  standing  there. 
Ilou  see,  he  didn't  know  what  corner  "Daisy"  was  going  to  be 
on,  and  had  to  cover  all  four  corners.  I  saluted  him  and  asked 
him  if  he  hadn't  found  his  man  yet,  and  he  said  no.  the  man 
was  a  little  late.  It  is  a  mean  boy  that  won't  speak  to  his  Pa 
when  he  sees  him  standing  on  a  corner.  I  went  up  street  and  I 
saw  Pa  cross  over  by  the  drug  store  in  a  sort  of  a  hurrj',  and  I 
could  see  a  girl  going  by  with  a  water-proof  on,  but  she  skited 
right  along  and  Pa  looked  kind  of  solemn,  the  way  he  does 
when  I  ask  hira  for  new  clothes.  I  turned  and  came  back  and 
he  was  standing  there  in  the  doorway,  and  I  said,  "Pa  you  will 
catch  cold  if  you  stand  around  waiting  for  a  man.  You  go 
down  to  the  Consistory  and  let  me  lay  for  the  man."  Pa  said, 
"  never  you  mind,  you  go  about  your  business  and  I  will  attend 
to  the  man." 

Well,  when  a  boy's  Pa  tells  him  to  never  you  mind,  and  looks 
spunky,  my  experience  is  that  a  boy  wants  to  go  right  away 
from  there,  and  I  went  down  street.  I  thouglit  1  would  cross 
over  and  go  up  the  other  side,  and  see  how  long  he  would  stay. 
There  was  a  girl  or  two  going  up  ahead  of  me,  and  I  see  a  man 
hurrying  across  from  the  drug  store  to  Van  Pelt's  corner.  It 
was  Pa,  and  as  the  girls  went  alon.<;  and  never  looked  around  Pa 
looked  mad  and  stepped'into  the  doorway.  It  was  about  eight 
o'clock  then,  and  Pa  was  tired,  and  I  felt  sorry  for  him  and  I 
went  up  to  him  and  asked  him  for  half  a  dollar  to  go  to  the 
Academy.  I  never  knew  him  to  shell  out  so  freely  and  so 
quick.     He  gave  me  a  dollar,  and  I  told  him  I  would  go  and 

fet  it  changed  and  bring  him  back  the  half  a  dollar,  but  he  said 
needn't  mind  the  change.  It  is  awful  mean  of  a  boy  that  has 
always  been  treated  well  to  play  it  on  his  Pa  that  way,  and  I 
felt  ashamed.  As  I  turned  the  corner  and  saw  him  standing 
there  shivering,  waiting  for  the  man.  my  conscience  troubled 
me.  and  I  told  a  policeman  to  go  and  tell  Pa  that  "Daisy  "  had 
suddenly  taken  with  worms,  and  would  not  be  there  that  eve- 
ning. I  peeked  around  the  corner  and  Pa  and  the  policeman 
went  off  to  get  a  drink.  I  was  glad  they  did  cause  Pa  needed  it, 
after  standing  around  so  long.  Well,  when  I  went  home  the 
joke  was  so  good  I  told  Ma  a1x)ut  it.  and  she  was  mad.  I  guess 
she  was  mad  at  me  for  treating  Pa  that  way.  I  heard  Pa  come 
home  about  eleven  o'clock,  and  Ma  was  real  kind  to  him.  She 
told  him  to  warm  liis  feet,  cause  tliey  were  just  like  chunks  of 
ice.  Then  she  asked  him  how  many  they  initiated  in  the  Con- 
sistory, and  he  said  six,  and  then  she  asked  him  if  they  initiated 
"Daisy"  in  the  Consistory,  and  pretty  soon  I  heard  Pa  snoring. 
In  the  morning  he  took  me  into  the  basement,  and  gave  nie  the 
hardest  talking  to  that  I  ever  had,  with  a  bed  slat.  He  said  he 
knew  that  I  wrote  that  note  all  the  time,  and  he  thought  he 
would  pretend  that  he  was  looking  for  "Daisy,"  just  to  fool 
me.  It  don't  look  reasonable  that  a  man  would  catch  epizootic 
and  rheumatism  just  to  fool  his  boy,  does  it?  What  did  be  give 
me  tlie  dollar  for?  Ma  and  Pa  don't  seem  to  call  each  other  pet 
any  more,  and  as  for  me.  tliey  booth  look  at  me  as  though  I 
was  a  hard  citizen.  I  am  going  to  Missouri  to  take  Jesse  James's 
place.    There  is  no  encouragement  for  a  boy  here.   Well,  good- 


morning.    If  Pa  comes  in  here  asking  for  me  tell  him  that  you 

saw  an  express  wagon  going  to  the  morgue  with  the  remains  of 

a  pretty  boy  who  acted  as  though  he  died  from  concussion  of  a 

bed  slat  on  the  pistol  pocket.     That  will  make  Pa  feel  sorry. 

O,  he  has  got  the  awfulest  cold,  though." 

And  the  boy  limped  out  to  separate  a  couple  of  dogs  that 

were  fighting. 

■  ^>»   ■ 

The  Wind  Blew  Through  His  Whiskers 

Sung  by  Pat  Hooney. 

'        Kind  friends,  if  you  will  listen,  -  ^  "-> 

I  will  tell  you,  one  and  all, 
About  a  daceut  Irishman, 
Whose  name  was  Mike  McCauU; 
_:    ,.    He  had  a  great  big  brother  Pat,  . 

And  likewise  two  big  sisters,  " 

But  the  day  he  lande«l  in  New  York 
The  wind  blew  through  his  whiskers. 

v.-    He  got  in  with  the  politicians. 
And  he  struck  them  for  a  job. 
So  they  put  his  name  on  the  pay-roll, 
;' ,' .  The  city  for  to  rob; 

Since  he  went  to  work  in  the  pipe-yard, 

His  feet  are  full  of  blisters, 
And  the  day  they  sent  him  on  the  dock 
The  wind  blew  through  his  whiskers. 

It  was  on  one  sunny  afternoon 

He  went  to  Coney  Isle, 
Along  with  a  big  pot  wrestler. 

The  hours  to  beguile; 
They  sat  down  in  a  shady  spot,  ■  . 

And  chatted  there  in  whispers,  • 

And  as  they  walked  along  the  beach 

The  wind  blew  through  his  whiskers. 

He  is  a  member  of  the  T.  A.  B., 

And  on  St.  Patrick's  day 
.  He  marched  down  through  the  Bowery, 

Decked  out  in  shamrocks  gay; 
The  girls,  sure  they  all  laughed  at  him. 

And  said,  oh,  my  1  what  twisters. 
And  as  they  walked  behind  the  band 

The  wind  blew  through  his  whiskera. 

It  was  on  last  Sunday  morning. 

When  he  came  home  from  mass. 
Says  he,  I'll  go  to  Central  Park 

The  time  away  to  pass; 
He  put  on  his  dandy  high  plug-hat, 

And  brought  along  his  sistei-s. 
But  when  they  readied  the  monkey's  cage 

The  wind  blew  through  his  whiskers. 

The  children  they  all  laugh  at  him. 

And  set  him  wild  with  rage. 
So  he's  going  to  shave  his  whiskers  off 

And  put  then?  in  a  cage; 
And  then  he  can  walk  out,  my  boys. 

Along  with  his  two  big  sisters, 
No  more  the  gang  will  shout  at  him. 

The  wind  blew  through  his  whiskers. 


An  Agricultural  Irish  Q-irL 


-  / 


If  all  the  girls  that's  In  this  town  were  bundled  up  together, 
The  iflrl  I  love  would  beat  them  all  In  every  kind  of  weather ; 
The  rain  can't  wash  the  powder  off,  because  she  dees  not  wear  it 
Iter  face  and  figure  Is  all  her  own,  that's  the  truth,  for  I  declare  !t. 

Chorus. 
For  she's  a  great  big  stout,  lump  of  an  agricultural  Irlsl:  girl. 

She  never  paints  or  powders,  for  her  fisure  is  all  her  own  ; 
She  can  strike  that  hard  you'd  think  you  were  hit  by  the  kick  of  a  mule, 

The  full  of  the  house  of  IrUh  love  is  Mary  Ann  Malone. 

She  has  no  grand  education,  for  she's  only  past  her  letters. 
But  for  anything  like  a  lady,  faith,  you'll  seldom  find  her  betters ; 
She  does  not  speak  ItaHau  or  read  the  fashion  pages— 
Whenever  there's  a  strike  about,  she's  the  divll  to  kick  for  wage*. 

She  was  only  seventeen  last  grass,  and  still  improving  greatly, 
I  wonder  what  she  will  be  like  when  her  bones  have  set  complately ; 
You'd  think  your  hand  was  In  a  vise  whenever  she  goes  to  shake  i( 
And  If  there  U  aiv  free  beer  about  she'a  the  darting  girt  to  take  It. 
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WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


Sweet-Scented  Handsome  Young  Man. 

Copyright,  1876,  by  Sam  Devere. 

TTie  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Sotik  will  be  senttoanvaddress,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wt- hman,  1*.  O.  Box  1823,  New  Yorit  City. 

Seud  for  complete  Catalof^ie  of  Soii^s. 

There's  a  sweet-scented  handsome  young  niau  in  this  town, 

His  name  is  Theophilus  Aristides  Brown; 
With  weak-minde(i  females  he's  gained  some  renown. 

This  sweet-sceutfd  handsome  young  man. 
He's  a"  dainty  as  a  butterfly,  ana  in  colors  as  gay. 

And  flutters  from  corner  to  corner  all  day; 
He's  too  sweet  for  anything,  that's  what  the  girls  say 

Of  this  sweet-scented  handsome  young  man. 

CnoRua 

He  wears  a  red  neck-tie,  his  complexion  is  fair, 
Straight  down  from  the  middle  he  parts  his  blonde  hair; 

He  skips  o'er  the  gutter  like  a  thing  made  of  air, 
This  sweet-scented  handsome  young  man. 

There's  a  few  straggling  liairs  upon  his  upper  lip— 

His  legs  are  the  size  of  a  two-cent  tallow  dip; 
He  looks  like  a  chicken  that's  just  had  the  pip. 

This  sweet-scented  handsome  young  man. 
If  caught  in  the  rain  he  would  surely  expire — 

Gotten  up  expressly  for  girl  to  admire; 
He  could  jump  throuL:h  a  sieve  without  touching  a  wire. 

Could  this  sweet-scented  haudsome  youug  man. — CAotm* 

To  break  the  girls'  hearts  is  bis  object,  'twotild  seem. 

By  day  it's  his  hobby,  by  night  it's  his  dream; 
His  chief  food  is  sponge-cake,  root-beer  and  ice-cream. 

This  sweet-scented  ujiinty  yoMng  man. 
Such  efflminate  young  men  may  all  be  very  fine. 

Their  attention  nil  clear-headed  girls  will  decline; 
ni  (>e  darn'd  if  he  could  many  any  sister  of  mine, 

I<o  such  sweet-scented  handsome  young  man. — OhoruM. 


Saint  Patrick  was  a  Q-entleman. 

Tile  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address, poet-paid,  0:1 

receipt  of  40  cents,  bv  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1828,  New  York  City 

Send  for  complete  t'utaloj;ue  of  SonKS. 

Saint  Patrick  was  a  gentleman. 

And  came  o'  decent- people. 
He  built  a  churcli  in  Dubliu  town. 

And  upon  it  put  a  steeple; 
H:3  mother  was  a  Callaghan, 

His  father  was  a  Brady. 
His  sister  was  an  O'Houlihan, 

And  his  brother  a  O'Qrady. 

CHORU&  . 

Success  attend  Saint  Patrick's  flat. 

For  he's  the  decent  saint,  oh! 
Hegave  the  bugs  and  toads  a  twist. 

He's  a  beauty  without  paint,  oht 

The  Wicklow  hills  are  very  high. 

And  so's  the  hill  of  Howth,  too; 
But  I  know  a  hill  that's  twice  as  high. 

And  taller  than  them  both,  too; 
'T'vas  on  the  top  of  that  high  mount, 

Where  Saint  Patrick  preached  his  sarmlnt. 
He  made  the  frogs  jump  through  the  bogs. 

And  he  banished  all  the  varmint.— CA<wTi«. 

No  wonder  that  we  Irish  boys 

Should  be  so  gay  and  f riskey. 
For  Saint  Patrick  taught  the  happy  knack 
,  Of  drinking  of  the  whiskey;  , 

Twas  he  that  brewed  the  best  o'  malt. 

And  understood  distilling, 
Por  his  mother  kept  a  sheeban  shop 

In  the  town  of  Inniskillen.— CA<viijL 

Then  should  I  be  so  fortunate 

As  to  go  back  to  Munster, 
Ochi  I'll  be  bound,  that  from  that  ground 
,,       Again  I  would  ne'er  once  stir; 
*Twa8  there  Saint  Patrick  planted  turf. 
And  plenty  of  the  praties, 
,   •    With  pi srs  galore,  a  jrroAmaitorB, 

And  butter,  milk  and  ladies.- (7/W)nMi 


SHAMROCK  SHORR 

In  a  musing  miud  with  me  combine. 

And  grant  me  great  relief. 
Whilst  here  alone  I  sigh  and  moan* 

I'm  overwhelmed  with  grief ; 
Whilst  here  alone  I  sigh  and  moan. 

Away  from  friends  at  home. 
With  troubled  mind,  no  rest  can  find. 

Since  I  left  the  shamrock  shore. 

In  the  blooming  Spring,  when  small  birds  sing; 

And  the  lambs  did  sport  and  play, 
My  way  I  took,  and  friends  forsook. 

Till  I  came  to  Dublin  Quay; 
I  entered  on  board  as  passenger,  '' 

To  England  I  sailed  o'er,  •    -     .     - 

I  bid  farewell  to  all  my  friends. 

All  'round  the  shamrock  shore. 

When  young  men  all,  both  great  and  small. 

Go  to  the  fields  to  walk. 
Whilst  here  alone  I  sigh  and  moan. 

To  none  of  them  can  talk; 
Whilst  I  remain  but  to  l)ewail. 

For  the  mold  that  I  adore, 
With  a  troubled  mind,  no  rest  can  find. 

Since  I  left  the  shamrock  shore. 

To  Glasgow  fair  I  did  repair. 

Some  pleasure  for  to  find, 
I  own  it  was  a  pleasant  place, 

Down  by  the  flowery  Clyde; 
I  own  it  was  a  pleasant  place. 

For  rich  attire  they  wore. 
There's  none  so  rare  as  can  compare 

To  the  gi;Is  of  shamrock  shore. 

One  evening  fair,  to  take  the  tur, 

Down  by  yon  shady  grove, 
I  heard  some  lads  and  lasses  gay, 

A  making  to  them  love; 
It  grieved  me  so,  rejoiced  to  see. 

As  I  had  once  bewre, 
lias  my  heart  betrayed. 

Thai  I  left  on  shamrock's  shore. 

So  now  to  conclude,  and  make  an  end,    ' 

My  pen  begins  for  to  fail; 
Farewell,  my  honored  mother,  dear, 

And  for  me  don't  bewail; 
Farewell,  my  honored  mother,  dear. 

And  for  me  grieve  no  more. 
When  I  think  long.  I'll  sing  my  song 

In  praise  of  the  shamrock  shore. 


BEANS. 

Written,  composed  and  snn jr  by  Sam  DeverSw 

In  Boston  City  lived  a  nice  youug  man, 

He  was  awfully  fond  of  beans; 
His  salary  was  small,  but  his  appetite  large. 

And  he  lived  beyond  his  means. 
He  had  beans  for  breakfast,  beans  for  dinner,  . 

And  cold  baked  beans  for  tea; 
Says  he,  how  I  wish  I  was  a  great  big  bean,  . 

How  happy  I  would  be. 

He'd  stand  and  gaze,  for  hours  and  houri^ 

In  the  window  of  a  bean-l-ree; 
The  most  dog  gondest  cur  for  beans 

That  ever  you  did  see. 
His  mother  said,  when  he  was  young 

He'd  never  eat  cakes  or  creams. 
But  was  sure  to  wake  up  in  the  middle  of  the  nlgfat. 

Crying:  Mammy,  I  want  my  beans. 

This  bean  destroyer  was  now  content, 

He's  got  a  bully  ]ob; 
He's  head  bean-slinger  in  a  dining  saloon. 

He  is,  so  help  me.  Bob; 
Where  his  rich,  sonorous  voice  is  heard. 

Now  daily,  as  he  screams. 
At  the  top  of  his  voice,  with  his  mouth  chock  full 

Of  beans,  beans,  beans. 


f.:- 


PILLS!    PILLS!    PILLS! 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 


I  once  knew  a  fellow  who  never  was  well. 

He  was  always  complaining  of  ills; 
For  ever  and  ever  he  never  was  done 

Of  swallowing  boxes  of  pills; 
He'd  wake  in  the  nigbt,  and  yell  at  his  wife    • 

To  jump  out  of  bed  and  be  quick. 
And  make  him  a  plaster,  and  get  him  some  pills. 

He  knew  he  was  going  to  be  sick. 

Chords. 

'Twas  pills,  pills  from  morning  till  night,    - 
What  ailed  him  he  never  could  tell; 
'    He  took  all  the  medicines  ever  was  known. 
But  still  he  ceuld  never  get  welL  ..     . 

If  a  cold  or  a  pain  in  the  stomach  he  got, 

'T would  scare  him  so  he  couldn't  speak; 
He'd  jump  iuto  bed— eat  notliiug  but  pills, 

And  poultice  his  head  for  a  week; 
His  wife,  poor  woman,  was  nearly  wore  out, 

He  always  kept  her  on  tlie  run. 
She  swore  she'd  go  to  the  druggist's  no  more. 

So  he  bought  in  his  pills  l)y  the  ton. — Choru9, 

It's  ended  at  last,  his  troubles  are  o'er, 

There  is  many  a  poultice  to  make; 
He  got  up  one  night  with  a  cramp  in  his  heel. 

To  try  and  find  something  to  take; 
But  that  was  the  last  of  him  ever  was  seen, 

He  skirmished  wiihout  any  light; 
He  swallowed  some  nitro-glycerine, 

Which  blowed  the  poor  man  out  of  sight. — Cluy) 


Riding  on  the  Elevated  Hailroad. 

Copyright,  18T8,  by  Sam  Devere. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Sougs— free  to  any  address. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 


While  riding  on  the  Elevated  Raihoad—  . 

I'll  tell  you  all  about  it  in  my  song— 
I  looked  in  all  the  second-story  windows, 

While  the  little  train  was  moving  right  along; 
Some  were  eating,  some  were  drinking,  some  were  sleeping; 

Some  were  laughing  and  some  more  they'd  cry; 
Some  very  funny  sights  I  saw  there, 

I  took  it  in  as  we  went  by. 

Chorus. 

Riding  on  the  Elevated  Railroad, 

Is  pleasant,  and  it  just  suits  me; 
Take  it  day  or  night,  you'll  say  that  I  am  right. 

Some  very  funny  sights  you  11  see. 

First  of  all  I  saw  a  little  woman  washing. 

While  tlie  steam  was  flying  thick  around  her  head; 
In  another  room  I  saw  a  little  darling,  .' 

'Twas  a  pretty  girl  making  up  a  bed; 
Then  again  I  saw  a  woman  frying  beefsteak. 

She  was  a  figliter,  for  siie  had  a  wicked  eye,         T 
While  her  husband  he  was  singing  to  tlie  baby, 

"  I'll  be  happy  in  the  sweet  bye-and-bye." — Ghortu. 

In  another  house  I  saw  a  lively  bull-pup. 

He  was  chasing  a  cat  for  life  around  the  room; 
In  another  house  a  woman  having  a  picnic, 

Slie  was  trying  to  stab  her  husl)an(i  with  the  broom; 
In  another  house  I  saw  a  lot  of  Dutchmen, 

Eating  sauerkraut  and  drinking  lagerbier; 
In  another  house  a  fellow  had  Ills  sweetheart,   ' 

He  was  doing  his  level  best  to  chew  her  ear. — Chorus. 

In  another  house  I  saw  an  aged  bachelor    ' 

Trying  to  sew  his  pants  with  a  nail; 
In  another  liouse  I  saw  a  little  baby,  .  ;  ^^ 

It  was  trying  hard  to  bite  the  poodle's  tail;. 
In  another  house  I  saw  a  woman  waiting 

For  her  husband  dear  to  come  and  get  his  tea— 
But  I  saw  him  in  a  house  upon  the  corner, 

He  had  another  fellow's  wife  upon  his  knee. — Chorut. 


Old  Simon,  the  Hot-Corn  Man. 

Copyright,  1878,  by  Sam  Devere. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  an  v  address,  post-p&ld.  oo 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  U.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Hox  1888,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere.  "  " 

Oh!  here's  j-er  corn,  as  sweet  as  honey. 
Step  right  up  and  spend  yer  money; 
Every  ear  is  nice  and  sweet. 

And  smokin'  from  de  pot. 
Sweet  and  juicy,  nice  and  tender,  • 

Eat  it  till  it  busts  yer  'spender. 
Step  right  up  and  try  an  ear  • 

Of  hot-corn  all  smokin'  hot. 

Spoken— Hot-corn!  hot-corn! 

Chorus. 

Den  come  right  along  and  buy  my  com, 
[  Dar's  pepper,  salt  and  butter  in  de  pan; 

All  de  gem'men  in  de  town  knows  Simon, 
Ole  Simon,  de  hot-corn  man. 

Dis  corn  will  make  your  hair  grow  curly, 

Pick'd  it  all  dis  raornin' early; 

Fresh,  right  out.de  garden,  and  '    . 

And  all  cover'd  wid  momin'  dew. 
Nice  and  ripe,  and  fit  for  cookin'. 
Make  yer  fat  and  better  lookin', 
Gem'men,  bring  yer  ladies  up 

An  try  an  ear  or  >t wo. 

Spoken— Hot-corn!  hot  om]— Chorus. 

Oh !  butter  yer  corn  and  make  it  greasy, 
Dat  will  make  it  slip  down  easy. 
Tickles  yer  front  and  makes  yer  smile. 

As  sure  as  yer  born. 
Salt  and  pepper  just  a  little. 
Plenty  here,  right  in  de  kettle, 
Den  you'll  bless  de  happy  hour 

You  eat  ole  Simon's  corn. — CTiorus. 


The  G-al  with  the  Gainsborough  Hat. 

Copyright,  1882,  by  Sam  Devere.  i  : 

You  never  could  miss  her,  she's  all  over  town. 

With  a  hat  like  an  umbrella  spread, 
Comes  hopping  along  like  a  thing  upon  springs. 

She  seems  to  be  nothing  but  head. 
She  rolls  up  her  eyes  like  a  calf  in  distress. 

At  flirting  she's  sly  as  a  cat, 
Just  where  you  don't  want  her  she's  bound  to  be  poked, 
.  The  gal  with  the  Gainsborough  hat. 

Chorus. 
She  bangs  and  she  frizzles  her  hair, 

While  it  hangs  from  the  back  of  a  chair. 
Walks  on  her  toes,  and  powders  her  nose. 

Poor  silly  men  to  ensnare;  ... 

What  place  she  may  ever  be  at. 

Either  church  or  theatre,  it's  flat, 
You'll  wish  someone  had  her,  you'll  want  a  step-ladder 

To  see  through  her  Gainsborough  hat. 

If  you  happen  to  sit  by  her  side  in  a  car, 

She'll  drop  a  little  caramel  sigh, 
With  the  toss  of  her  head  and  the  edge  of  her  hat 

She'll  give  you  a  dab  in  the  eye; 
Wlien  one  of  her  feathers  will  tickle  your  ear, 

She  pretends  she's  unconscious  of  that- 
Well,  now  I  should  snicker  if  she  ain't  a  dose, 

The  gal  with  the  Gainsborough  hat. 

Chorus. 
-.      Too  awfully  awful  brand-new, 

'.       Too  utterly  utter  too  too,  .J 

;     -    .^sthetically  silly,  dead  gone  on  a  lily. 
But  ready  to  tackle  a  stew; 
Of  cheek  she  has  plenty  of  that, 
:  She  tortures  poor  girls  with  her  chat, 

«  V       I'd  give  the  whole  town  if  I  could  sit  down 
*  ■• '       On  the  gal  with  the  Gainsborough  hat. 
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PECK'S  BAD  BOY. 


PART  TWO. 


"Hold  on  a  minute,"  said  the  grocery  man,  as  he  wound  a 
piece  of  brown  paper  rouud  a  cob  and  stuck  it  in  a  syrup  jug 
filled  for  a  customer,  and  then  licked  Lis  Angers,  "  I  want  to  ask 
you  a  question.  What  has  caused  you  to  change  so  from  being 
bad?  You  were  about  aa  bad  as  they  make  'em,  up  to  a  few 
weeks  ago,  and  now  you  seem  to  have  a  soul,  and  get  in  your 
work  doing  good  about  as  well  as  any  boy  in  town.  What  is  it 
that  ails  you?" 

"  Oh,  sugar,  I  don't  want  to  tell,"  said  the  bov,  as  he  blushed, 
and  wiggled  around  on  one  foot,  and  looked  silly.  "  But  if  you 
won't  laugh  I  will  tell  you.  It  is  my  girl  that  has  made  me 
good.  It  may  be  only  temporary.  If  she  goes  back  on  me  I 
may  be  tuff  again,  but  if  she  continues  to  hold  out  faithful  I 
shall  be  a  daisy  all  the  time.  Say,  did  you  ever  love  a  girl?  It 
would  do  you  good.  If  you  loved  anybody,  regular  old  fash- 
ioned, the  way  I  do,  people  could  send  little  cliildren  here  to 
trade,  and  jrou  wouldn  t  palm  off  any  wilted  vegetables  on  to 
them,  or  give  them  short  weight.  If  you  was  in  love,  and  felt 
that  the  one  you  loved  saw  every  act  of  yours,  and  you  could 
see  her  eyes  every  minute,  you  would  throw  away  everything 
that  was  spoiled  and  not  try  to  sell  it.  for  fear  you  would  offend 
her.  I  don't  think  any  man  is  fit  to  do  business  honestly,  unless 
he  is  in  love,  or  has  been  in  love  once.  Now  I  couldn't  do  any- 
thing wrong  if  I  tried,  because  I  should  hear  the  still  small  voice 
of  my  girl  saying  to  me,  'Hennery,  let  up  on  that.'  I  8lipi}ed 
up  OQ  a  banana  peel  yesterday,  and  hurt  myself,  and  I  was  just 
going  to  say  something  offul,  and  I  could  see  my  girl's  bangs 
raise  right  up,  and  there  was  a  pained  look  in  her  race,  and  a 
tear  in  her  eye,  and  by  gosh,  I  just  smiled  and  looked  tickled 
till  her  hair  went  down  and  the  smile  came  back  again  to  her 
lips,  though  it  hurt  me  like  blazes  where  I  struck  the  sidewalk. 
I  was  telling  Pa  about  it.  and  asked  him  if  he  ever  felt  as  though 
his  soul  was  going  right  out  towards  somebody,  and  he  said  he 
did  once  on  a  steamboat  excursion,  but  he  eat  a  lemon  and  got 
over  it.  Pa  thinks  it  is  my  liver,  and  wants  me  to  take  pills, 
but  I  tell  you,  boss,  it  has  struck  in  me  too  deep  for  pills,  unless 
it  was  one  that  weighs  about  a  hundred  and  forty  pounds  and 
wears  a  hat  with  a  feather  on.  Say,  if  my  girl  should  walk 
right  into  a  burning  lake  of  red  hot  lava  and  beckon  me  to  fol- 
low, I  would  take  a  Lop,  skip  and  jump,  and " 

"  Oh,  give  us  a  rest,"  said  the  grocery  man,  as  he  took  a  basin 
of  water  and  sprinkled  the  floor,  preparatory  to  sweeping  out. 
"  You  have  got  the  worst  case  I  ever  saw,  and  you  better  gq 
out  and  walk  around  a  block,"  and  the  lK>y  went  out  and  forgot 
to  hang  out  any  sign. — Peck's  tSnn. 

Oft  in  the  Btilly  Night. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sorjr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  ().  Box  1823,  New  Y<wk.  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Sonm  sent  free  to  any  address. 

Oft  in  the  stilly  night, 

Ere  slumber  s  chain  has  bound  me. 
Pond  mem'ry  brings  the  light 

Of  other  days  around  me; 
The  smiles,  the  tears  of  boyhood's  years. 

The  words  of  love  then  spoken. 

The  eyes  that  shone,  now  dimmed  and  gone, 

The  cheerful  hearts  now  broken! 
Thus  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  slumber' :  chain  has  bound  me. 
Sad  mem'ry  brings  the  light 

Of  other  days  around  me. 

When  I  remember  all 

The  friends  so  linked  together, 
iVe  seen  around  me  fall, 

Like  leaves  in  Winter  weather, 
I  feel  like  one  who  treads  alone 

Some  banquet  hall  deserted. 
Whose  lights  are  fled,  whose  garlands  dead. 

And  all  but  me  departed. 
Thus  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me, 
Sad  mem'ry  brings  the  light 

Of  other  days  around  me. 


—As  several  neighbors  of  a  rather  di^lKJhest  man  who  kept  a 
turner's  shop  were  discussing  his  w^p<ferful  skill  in  his  art,  one 
of  them  remarked  that.  a.s  skillpnas  he  was,  there  was  one 
thing  which  he  couldn't  "turiL"  "  What  is  that?"  was  the 
general  inquiry.    ' '  An  h^oji«il  penny, "  was  the  satisfactory  reply. 


VENITA.! 

Copyright,  1885,  by  J.  F.  Martlndale. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son?  willbe  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Hox  l«J3,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

Morn,  noon  and  night,  I  call  to  theel  'S. 

Beloved  one,  ah!  answer  me! 
Ah!  answer  me!    Ah! 
Venital  loved  Venital 

Lonely  through  life  I  am  roaming. 
Could  I  meet  thee  but  to  greet  thee, 

As  in  days  'twere  better  to  forget; 
Oft  in  visions  I  can  see  thee, 

Still  by  my  side  in  the  gloaming. 
But  the  waking  from  this  dreaming, 

Makes  life  but  one  sad  regret  I 
Again  we  are  singing  the  old  duet. 

We  sang  when  life  was  dear. 
And  my  heart  still  true  as  when  last  we  met. 

Hides  under  each  sigh  a  tear.     Ah.' 

CnoRus. 

Venita!  loved  Venita! 

Lonely  through  life  I  am  roaming, 
Could  I  meet  thee  but  to  greet  tliee. 

As  in  days  'twere  better  to  forget ; 
Oft  in  visions  I  can  see  thee. 

Still  by  my  side  in  the  gloaming, 
But  the  waking  from  this  dreaming. 

Makes  life  but  one  sad  regret. 

I  know  were  I  beneath  the  ground. 

Life  past  with  all  its  pain. 
Thy  name,  if  breathed  above  my  mound. 

Would  thrill  me  to  life  again. 
If  sinful  I  to  heaven  came. 

An  entrance  could  not  win, 
The  gates  eternal,  at  thy  name. 

Would  ope' and  let  me  in.     Ah\— Chorus. 


'I 


As  I  Read  the  Paper  Through. 

Written  and  sung  by  Johft-AV.  Gibbons. 

,  One  night  as  I  sat  leisurely  by  my  fireside  so  brltfht, 
I  picked  up  a  newspaper  that  had  Just  fell  across  my  sight, 
Of  different  things  I  read  about  and  found  the  most  were  true. 
While  gazing  o'er  tlie  columns  as  1  read  the  paper  through. 
I  noticed  wliere  the  working  class  could  get  no  work  at  all. 
The  rich  men  tried  to  down  them,  yes,  and  push  them  to  the  wall ; 
There's  many  a  starring  family  would  be  glad  for  work  to  do — 
So  I  said,  God  help  the  poor  man,  as  I  read  the  paper  through. 

I  next  read  of  a  working  girl,  whom  a  villain  had  enticed. 

He  brought  her  from  her  home,  so  dear,  unto  misery  an<l  vice. 

When  the  girl  realized  she  had  fallen,  her  heart  was  broke  in  two, 

I  cried  aloud.  It  Is  a  shame,  as  I  read  the  paper  through. 

Her  parents,  broken-hearted,  their  grief  they  could  not  hide, 

When  the  dreadful  news  had  reached  them  that  their  child,  an  outcast. 

The  incident  was  touching,  and  I  scarcely  could  renew,  [bad  died  ; 

When  I  saw  she  was  laid  in  the  Potter's  Field,  as  I  read  the  paper  tiin)Ugh. 

I  next  read  of  the  rescue  of  the  famous  Greeley  crew. 

Discovered  by  American  tars  when  none  else  could  find  a  clue, 

For  night  and  day  they  scarclied  around,  their  comrades  to  relieve. 

When  all  at  once  the  distress  flag  in  the  distance  could  be  seen ; 

Though  England  did  procure  a  boat  and  to  us  did  bestow, 

'Twas  the  Yankee  lads,  with  hearts  of  oak,  that  were  the  first  to  go ; 

They  left  here,  at  the  risk  of  life,  to  find  the  Greeley  crew— 

So  1  hailed  three  cheers  for  the  American  tars,  as  I  read  the  paper  throujfh. 

I  next  read  of  Grover  Cleveland,  who  Is  our  President, 

It  reminded  me  of  him  who  from  tliis  world  was  foully  sent ; 

I  mean  the  martyred  Garfield,  who's  gone  to  a  brighter  home; 

When  a  man  is  honest,  brave  and  true,  can't  he  be  let  alone' 

From  the  tow-path  to  the  White  House,  through  manly  toil  and  strife, 

How  Is  it  tliat  one  man  deprives  another  of  his  life? 

God  bless  the  name  of  Garfield,  In  every  state  and  town— 

I  burst  in  tears  Just  as  I  sat  and  threw  the  paper  down. 


i  .- 


I".  ,^ '. 


» 


— A  farmer  wrote  as  follows  to  a  distin§:uished  scientific  agri- 
culturist, to  wiiom  he  felt  unde.  obligations  foi  introducing  a 
variety  of  swine:  "Respected  Sir:— I  went  yesterday  to  the 
cattle  show.  I  found  several  pigs  of  your  .species.  There  was  a 
great  variety  of  hog.s.and  I  was  astonished  at  not  seeing  you  there. " 


Lvy'  '     '"       '  i"- i/"*! 


'■•>..  V. 


A  Roller-Rink  Romance. 

By  Tom.  P.  MorRan,  of  Oamett,  Eans. 

Toney  tramp  comes  to  town ;  -  ■         - 

RoUer-skatiug  does  up  brown.  ,    •, 

Sporting  man  owns  the  rink; 
Hires  the  tramp,  quick  as  wink. 

Uniform,  lalack  moustache, 
Toney  tramp  on  the  mash. 

Pretty  maiden  goes  to  rink ; 
Wealthy  pa,  lots  of  "chink." 

Golden  hair,  tiny  feet, 

Pretty  maiden,  awful  sweet.      '  ' 

Toney  tramp,  looking  "  flip," 
Strokes  th«  hair  on  upper  lip. 

Teaches  maiden  how  to  skate; 
Sees  her  home  because  'tis  late. 

Makes  her  tliiuk  he  owns  the  earth; 

Works  the  maid  for  all  he's  worth.  ' 

Every  night,  just  the  same,  .  " 

Maid  consents  to  take  his  name. 

Wealthy  papa  wakes  one  night,  z 

Finds  his  daughter  taken  flight. 

Tears  his  hair,  up  tsnd  down, 
Hunts  the  pair  from  town  to  town. 

Finds  his  darling  with  the  tramp. 
Finds  her  wedded  to  the  scamp. 

"Here's  my  husband,  papa  dear. 

You'll  be  proud  of  him  next  year;     ..  -    . 

He's  a  marquis  in  disguise " 

"  He's  a  rascal  I "  pa  replies. 

Commands  the  tramp  to  leave  his  bride. 
Tramp,  one  eye  opes  very  wide: 

Remarks  to  papa:  "I'm  too  fly; 
There's  no  green  spot  in  my  eye. 

I  can  cut  splendid  dash  t 
Wealthy  wife  with  the  cash. 

If  you  give  me  now  in  gold, 
Twenty  thousand  dollars  cold, 

I  will  leave  your  daughter  free; 
No  more  skating  rink  for  me." 

Maiden  looks  as  if  she'd  wilt. 
Pa  gives  toney  tramp  the  "gilt." 

Toney  tramp  works  the  game   ; 
Everywhere,  just  the  same. 

Making  "  scads  "  of  ready  cash 
From  sweet  maidens  on  the  mash. 


I'M   IN  JAIL,   MY  LOVE. 

Written  and  suiik  hy  Joe  Hart. 

I  stood  alone  at  the  bar,  '  '  . 

And  I  got  so  boiling  tight,  ^ 

When  a  copper  run  me  to  the  station-house. 

And  there  I  slept  all  night; 
I  was  thrown  down  in  a  cell. 

With  a  lot  of  other  jays. 
Next  morn  I  heard  the  ]udge  sing  out: 

"Ten  dollars,  or  ten  days!  "  » 

I  was  clubbed,  and  run,  and  made  dance. 
Thrown  in  with  a  lot  of  tramps.  ■.> 

Chorus. 

I've  had  shakes,  my  love;  I've  seen  snakes,  my  love; 
I've  had  the  jim-jams  and  horrors,  my  Iotc; 
I've  drank  ale,  my  love;  I'm  iu  jail,  my  love— .,'"" 
Bail  out  your  sailor  boy. 

When  I  awoke  next  mom,  •     * 

My  hat  was  seven  sizes  too  small. 

For  my  head  was  terribly  swelled, 

I'd  liave  given  the  world  for  a  ball.         ' . 

I  was  sick  and  I  was  sore, 
I  was  bruised  and  I  was  jammed, 

I  forgot  my  name  and  where  I  lived. 
If  1  didn't,  I'll  be  hanged. 

;  CHOKtra  -    •       •■' 

I'm  sick  abed,  my  love;  I'm  nearly  dead,  my  love;  •, 
Oh!  I've  got  a  terrible  head,  my  love; 
A.  whiskey  sour,  my  love,  I  could  devour,  my  love — 

Bend  giu  fizzes  to  your  sailor  boy. 
I'll  retire,  my  love,  to  the  Maria,  my  love,  ■::..;■  ..  • 

And  upon  the  Island  I'll  perspire,  my  love;        ;■    ' 
All  alone,  my  love,  I'll  break  stone,  my  love — 

Still  I  am  your  sailor  boy.  -.     >^ ' 


^•»  ■ 


THE   OLD  TURNKEY. 


/ 


/ 
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I  am  the  old  turnkey,  you  see,  I  do  my  duty  well. 

For  many  vears,  with  sobs  and  tears,  I've  locked  them  in  their  cell ; 

I've  seen  the  stronKest  hearts  break  down,  but  what  is  that  to  ma? 

'Tls  the  law,  'tis  the  law.  'tis  the  duty  of  the  old  turnkey. 

I've  seen  the  mother  kiss  her  clilld  and  say,  farewell,  farewell  1 

I've  seen  tlie  (rray-haired  father  weep — his  (trief  no  toneuo  could  tell ; 
I've  heard  them  sob  all  through  the  iilght,  and  pray  to  God  that  all  be  right ; 
I've  heard  them  call  names  once  dear.in  trembliiig  voice,aIl  chok'd  with  tears 

Chorus. 
I  am  the  old  turnkey,  you  see,  I  do  my  duty  well. 
For  many  years,  with  sobs  and  tears,  I've  locked  them  In  their  cell ; 
I've  seen  the  strongest  hearts  break  down,  but  what  is  that  to  me? 
*Tis  the  law,  'tis  the  law,  'tis  the  duty  of  the  old  turnkey. 

I've  turned  that  key  on  the  rich  and  poor— to  me  they're  all  the  same — 
My  duty  ends  when  I  enforce  the  law  for  crime  and  shame ; 
I've  often  liad  to  turn  my  head  for  fear  my  tears  they'd  see  ; 
'Tls  the  law,  'tis  the  law,  'tis  the  duty  of  the  old  turnkey. 
I've  seen  them  drag  the  poor  outcast,  no  friends,  alas  I  the  poor  outcast  I 
His  starving  children  plead,  alas  I  for  him,  the  poor  outcast  1 
Oh,  God  1  they'd  say.  you  little  know  the  pangs  of  hunger,  shame  and  woe ; 
I've  heard  them  call  our  Father's  name  in  pleading  tones  cliok'd  with  shame. 
I  am  the  old  turnkey,  yon  see,  I  do  my  duty,  Ac. 


Don't  You  Cry  so,  Norah  Darling. 
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Don't  you  cry  so,  Norah  darling, 

Wipe  those  tears  away; 
Don't  you  cry  so,  Norah  darling. 

Smile  on  me  to-day;  ' 

See  the  wind  is  freshly  blowing,  '  « 

And  the  ship  longs  for  the  sea. 
Be  to-day  your  smiles  bestowing 

Sweetly,  love,  on  me. 

Chorus.  .       ' 

Don't  you  cry  so,  Norah  darling. 

Wipe  those  tears  away; 
Don't  you  cry  so,  Norah  darling. 

Smile  on  me  to-day.  ' 

Though  'tis  sad  to  leave  you,  darling, 

I  must  no  more  stay; 
.    ,         Think  of  me,  Norina  darling, 
When  I'm  far  away ; 
And,  although  to  part  brings  sadness. 

Keep  your  young  heart  light  and  free; 
Your  sweet  face  adorn  with  gladness. 
Thinking  still  of  me. — Chorus. 

Don't  you  cry  so,  Norah  darling. 

Wipe  those  tears  away; 
Don't  you  cry  so,  Norah  darling,  -    . 

Smile  on  me  to-day; 
When  from  work  I  rest  aweary. 

All  my  thoughts  on  you  will  be,  '   . 

And  my  life  will  not  seem  dreary. 

If  you're  true  to  me. — Choru$. 


—"I'll  bet  a  sheep,"  said  an  old  farmer  to  his  wife,  "that  our 
boy  is  going  crazy! "  "  Why,  what  on  earth  makes  you  think 
so! "  exclaimed  the  alarmed  mother.  "  'Cause  lie's  grinning  at 
the  cart,  and  grinning  at  the  pump,  and  grinning  at  the  barn, 
and  grinning  at  the  oxen,  and  grinning  at  everything." 
"Fudge!"  said  the  experienced  matron;  "don't  you  know  he 
received  a  love-letter  this  morning?  " 
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LOST   CHARLEY  ROSS. 

O,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  listen  to  me. 

And  wiiea  you  hiive  lieard  me,  I'm  sure  you'll  agree 

That  I'm  muclt  abused,  lliougli  1  tau't  tell  why, 

And  to  tell  you  my  troubles  I'm  going  to  try: 

On  tlie  corner  beyond  there's  a  gang  of  young  rouglig. 

They  insult  decent  people,  and  call  themselves  toughs. 

And  ivery  day  at  me  their  slang  they  at  me  do  toss, 

And  they  say  I  resimblu  the  lost  Charley  Ross. 

They  always  do  give  me  their  slang  and  abuse; 

They  cry  out,  "  Gilhooly,  your  collar  is  loose." 

At  Mulligan's  wake,  sure,  they  filled  me  with  snuff. 

And  told  me  to  go  out  and  get  meself  stuffed. 

Sure,  one  of  thim  said,  if  I  wanted  a  job. 

To  go  to  the  river  and  shovel  off  fog; 

But  to  understand  thim,  I'm  greatly  at  loss. 

Whin  they  say,  "Pipe  him  off,  there  goes  young  Charley  Ross." 

Twas  only  last  night,  sure,  they  gave  me  a  cull 
To  deliver  a  lecture  at  Hiberuia  Hall; 
I  put  on  a  biled  shirt  and  hastened  there  quick, 
But  the  blackguards  did  serve  me  the  divil's  own  trick; 
Whin  I  whint  in  they  put  a  big  bng  on  my  head. 
And  rolled  me  around  till  1  though  I  was  dead; 
Tiien  they  threw  me  down  stairs,  with  a  terrible  toss. 
And  told  the  police  they  had  found  Charley  Ross. 

THE  FEMALE  SMUGGLER. 
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In  sailor's  clothincr  young  Jane  did  go. 
Dressed  like  a  suilieur,  from  top  to  toe, 

With  a  brace  of  pistuls  all  by  her  side. 
Like  a  female  smuguler,  like  a  female  smuguler. 

That  feared  not  wind  or  tide. 

Chorus. 

Like  a  female  smuguler. 
Like  a  female  smuguler, 
*  That  feared  uot  wind  or  tide. 

"  What  do  you  want?  "  says  the  commodore. 
"  I  come  to  fight  for  my  father's  store; " 

She  drew  a  pistuel,  shot  him  througli. 
Like  a  female  smuguler.  like  a  female  smuguler. 

Then  to  her  parient  flew. — Chorus. 
I 

Oh,  mothier,  mothier,  make  my  bed, 
la  a  loving  foot-grave  have  me  buried; 

Let  four  young  maidens  my  body  bear. 
Like  a  female  smuguler,  like  a  female  smuguler. 
'  That  nothing  could  scare. — Chorut. 

OLD   GRAY  MARE. 

As  I  was  a-going  to  Nottingham  fair, 
A-ridin:;  on  horse-back,  upon  a  gray  mare, 
Her  color 'twas  black,  but  the  divil  a  hair. 
But  what  was  all  yaller,  upon  my  gray  mare. 

My  baste  she  stood  still,  an'  pitched  mo  into  the  ditch. 
My  skin  she  did  dirty,  my  clothes  she  did  bruise; 
But  I  scalded  my  saddle  an'  I  mounted  again, 
And  on  my  tip-toes  I  rode  her  over  the  plain. 

But  when  I  got  there  not  a  soul  coud  I  see, 

I'he  streets  they  were  crowded  a-gazing  at  me; 

The  I>ell8  they  did  ring,  an'  the  people  did  stare. 

For  to  see  a  coach  an'  six  horses  drawn  by  a  gray  mare. 

There  was  the  King,  an'  the  Queen,  and  a  company  more, 
.A -riding  on  horse-back,  an'  a-wjilking  before; 
There  stood  a  great  drummer  a-bating  a  drum. 
With  his  heels  in  his  pockets,  before  me  did  run. 

Then  it  snowed,  an'  it  blowed,  an'  it  rained,  and  I  stood  in  the 
With  my  liat  in  my  hand  for  to  keep  my  head  warm;        [storm, 
[  axed  Madame  Paul  if  slie'd  fancy  me  now, 
As  well  as  the  day  that  I  came  from  the  plow. 

Then  I'll  take  my  black  horse,  an*  a-fishing  I'll  go; 

A -fishing  I'll  go,  whether  or  no; 

My  fish  turned  over,  my  wagon  did  spill, 

I'll  sell  my  gray  mare— I'll  be  blowed  if  I  will. 


SEE-SAW. 
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See-saw,  see-saw,  now  we're  up  or  down; 
See-saw,  see-saw,  now  we're  off  to  London  town; 
See-saw.  see-saw,  boys  and  girls  come  out  to  play 
See-saw,  see-saw,  on  this  our  half  holiday. 

Oh  I  what  fun,  boys,  a  race  to  run,  boys. 
While  each  bright  girl  makes  a  hoop  twirl; 
Fly  the  kite  high  in  the  clear  sky, 
Light  as  hearts  gay  on  this  our  holiday. 
Ohl  then  shout  with  joy,  your  hearts'  delight. 
Each  boy  and  girl,  with  all  your  might; 
For  now  from  scliool  to-day  we're  free, 
A  ud  we're  as  gay,  as  gay  can  be. 

There's  Polly  and  Johnny,  and  Kittie  and  Jane. 
All  running  to  get  ou  the  see-saw  again; 
But  Polly  and  Sally  already  are  there. 
And  swinging  the  see-saw  high  up  in  the  air. 
Then  come,  boys,  girls,  and  all  ioiu  hands  around. 
And  merrily  skip  with  delight  o  t-r  tlie  ground ; 
Such  frolicsome  games  ne'er  before  have  been  seen 
As  we'll  have  to-day  on  the  old  village  green. 

Ila,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  what  fun  I 
Ha.  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  whatfuni 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Hear  our  merry  voices  ring, 
Thro'  wood  and  meadow,  as  we  sing; 
Life's  bright  sunsiiine  o'er  us  beams. 
Our  world  is  a  land  of  dreams. 


FREE  AND  EASY. 
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I'm  the  lad  that's  free  and  easy 

Wheresoe'er  I  chance  to  be. 
And  I'll  do  my  l)est  to  please  ye. 

If  you  will  but  list  to  me— 

Cnonus. 
So  let  the  world  jog  along  as  it  will, 

I'll  be  free  and  easy  still; 
Free  and  ea.sy,  free  and  easy, 

I'll  be  free  and  easy  still. 

Borne  there  arc  who  meet  their  troubles. 

Others  drown  their  cares  in  drink; 
Half  our  trials  are  but  bubbles. 

Fretting  forges  many  a  link. — ChorvM. 

I  envy  neither  great  nor  wealthy, 

Poverty  I  ne'er  despise. 
Let  me  be  contented,  healthy, 

And  the  boon  I'll  dearly  prize. — Chonuk 

The  great  have  cares  I  little  know  of, 

All  that  glitters  is  not  gold. 
Merit's  seldom  made  a  show  of. 

And  true  worth  is  rarely  bold. — Choru*. 

Why  then  waste  our  days  in  fretting? 

The  longest  lane  must  have  an  end. 
The  wealth  that  costs  such  toil  in  getting. 

Takes  but  little  time  to  spend— CAotm*. 

I  care  for  all,  yet  care  for  no  man. 

Those  who  mean  well  need  uot  fear, 
I  like  a  man,  and  love  a  woman. 

What  else  makes  this  life  so  dear! — Cliorua, 


'\  i 


— "Johnnie!  is  your  father  an  inventor?  "  "You're  right  he 
is;  a  pretty  good  one,  too,  I'll  tell  you."  "And  does  he  give 
himself  to  different  channels  of  this  line  of  art?"  "Oh,  no! 
He's  kept  so  busy  inventing  lies  about  his  staying  out  late  at 
night  that  he  doesn't  get  a  chance  to  invent  anything  else." 


<^ 


<ms^^ 
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Mother,  is  the  Battle  Over?  ^ 
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Mother,  i3  the  battle  over?  ^ 

Thousands  have  been  slain,  they  say; 
Is  my  father  coming?— tell  me,  ' 

Have  the  rebels  gained  the  day? 
Is  lie  well,  or  is  he  wounded? 

Mother,  do  you  think  lie's  slain? 
If  you  know,  I  pray  you  tell  me. 

Will  my  father  come  again? 

Mother,  dear,  you're  always  sighing, 

Since  you  last  the  paper  read ; 
Tell  me,  why  you  now  are  crying. 

Why  that  cap  is  on  your  head? 
Ah  I  I  see,  you  cannot  tell  me. 

Father's  one  among  the  slain, 
Although  he  loved  us  very  dearly. 

He  will  never  come  again. 

Yes,  my  boy,  your  noble  father 

Is  one  numbered  with  the  slain; 
We  shall  not  see  him  more  on  earth. 

But  in  heaven  we'll  meet  again. 
.     ;       lie  died  for  the  Union's  glory. 

Our  day  may  not  be  far  between; 
But  I  hope  at  the  last  moment 

That  we  all  shall  meet  again. 


Written  in  Letters  of  G-old. 

Engraven  in  letters  of  honor  and  fame, 

In  history's  page  may  be  seen 
The  men,  who  for  daring  have  gained  a  great  name. 

Endeared  to  the  island  of  green. 
Enshrined  in  the  temple  of  fiime  one  and  all. 

Its  memory  is  written  with  pride. 
And  Ireland  to-day  with  respect  does  recall 

Her  sons  wiio  have  gallantly  died.  ^ 
In  art  or  in  science,  witjj  sword  or  with  pen. 

Those  men  have  proved  fearless  and  bold, 
So  I  will  to-night  sing  in  praise  of  the  men  ' 

Whose  names  are  in  letters  of  gold. 

On  Fontenoy's  fields  stood  the  Irish  Brigade, 

While  cannons  were  booming  arouu*!, 
At  the  word  of  command  not  a  man  was  afraid. 

Although  then  in  martyrdom  crowned; 
Unheeding  the  battle,  to  victory  they  went. 

And  Ireland  remembers  to-day 
The  brave  sons  she  to  Fontenoy  sent, 

Who  proved  to  be  first  in  the  fray. 
But  though  tliey  aie  gone,  we  rememl)er  them  still, 

These  heroes  were  fearless  and  bold. 
The  Irish  Brigade,  who  fought  with  a  will. 

Their  names  are  in  letters  of  gold. 

On  tablets  of  love  are  engraven  the  names 

Of  men  of  such  paramount  works. 
As  Goldsmith  and  Moore,  whose  poetical  aims 

Have  ranked  with  the  finest  on  earth. 
Burke,  Grattan,  Wallace,  Fitzgerald  and  Swift, 

Are  men  whose  bright  intellect  shone. 
Endeavoring  with  honor  the  curtain  to  lift, 

Which  gloomed  down  dear  old  Ireland  upon. 
There's  Balfe,  the  composer.  Wolf  Tone,  and  the  rest 

All  true  Irishmen  w  ill  uphold, 
But  now  they're  at  rest  and  at  peace  with  the  blest. 

Their  names  are  in  letters  of  gold. 

Where  could  a  patriot  so  brave  and  so  good, 

As  the  brave  Robert  Emmet  be  found? 
For  he  was  a  martyr,  and  Irishmen  should 

His  praises  forever  resound. 
How  great  was  the  speech  that  he  gave  at  his  trial. 

Ere  he  to  the  cold  grave  did  go. 
His  heart  often  bled  for  the  Emerald  Isle,    . 

Down-trodden  and  gored  by  the  foe. 
Then  while  I  have  ctrength  I  will  sing  in  the  praise 

Of  Emmett,  the  fearless  and  bold; 
His  name  and  his  fame,  and  the  pluck  of  his  days. 

Are  written  in  letters  of  gold  w  '  '•        . ". 


G-IPSY  DAVY. 
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There  was  a  lord,  a  high-bom  lord, 
Who  courted  a  high-born  lady;  , 

She  lived  in  a  palace  all  so  grand, 
'Till  she  met  with  the  Gipsy  Davy. 

CnoKUS. 
Elopments  now  are  all  the  go, 
\  They  set  the  darkeys  crazy;     -  • 

Take  warning  all,  both  great  and  smaM, 
And  beware  of  the  Gipsy  Davj'. 

This  lord  he  was  a  fine  young  man. 

And  lie  set  this  lady  crazy. 
So  she  packed  up  her  duds  and  away  she  ran 
-  Along  with  the  Gipsy  Davy. — Chorus 

Her  parients  raved  and  tore  their  hair, 
When  they  come  for  to  miss  that 'ere  lady, 
.       And  then  to  think,  of  that  sweet  born  heir 
None  knew  but  the  Gipsy  Davy.— (7^^rw«. 

Oh,  how  could  she  leave  her  house  and  lands, 

Oh,  how  could  she  leave  her  baby? 
Oh.  how  could  she  leave  her  own  wedded  hand, 

'To  run  oflf  with  the  Gipsy  Davy! — Choru«, 


Last  night  she  laid  in  a  dear  feather-bed, 

And  in  her  arms  her  baby; 
To-nitrht  she'll  lay  on  the  cold,  cold  ground. 

In  the  arms  of  the  Gipsy  Davy.  —  Cliorus. 


COAL   OIL   TOMMY. 


1 


I'm  just  from  Pennsylvania,  some  city  sights  to  see, 
And  you  may  bet  your  boots  I'm  going  to  have  the  biggest  kind  of  8i)ree  ; 
With  my  pockets  lined  with  greenbacks,  and  a  skin  full  of  old  rye. 
Among  the  oyster  cellar  swells  a  bully  boy  am  I. 

Chobds. 

For  Coal  OH  Tommy  is  my  name, 
'       Coal  Oil  Tommy  is  my  name, 
,    ,  •  Good  for  any  game  at  night,  boys. 

Good  for  any  game  at  night,  boys ; 
Coal  Oil  Tommy  is  my  name.  ' 

<'oal  Oil  Tommy  is  uiy  name. 
Good  for  any  game  to-night,  boys. 
Hi  I  ten  strike,  set 'em  up  again. 

Upon  the  road  I  drive  the  spiciest  of  drags. 

Behind  a  pair  of  thoroughbred  four  thousand  dollar  nags, 

1'hat  never  won't  allow  me  to  take  no  one  else's  dust, 

I'd  sell  'em  both  for  cats'  meat  if  they  weren't  always  fust.— Chorus. 

In  the  doings  of  the  fancy  I'm  up  to  everything ; 

I'd  go  a  thousand  miles  to  see  the  heroes  of  the  ring. 

If  you  want  to  bet  your  money,  I'll  give  you  a  lively  turn, 

And  for  any  sum  you  name  I'll  go  my  pile  on  Joe  Cobam.— Chokus. 
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The  red  mora  is  up  on  the  moss-covered  mountain. 

The  hour  is  at  hand  when  I  promised  to  rove 
With  the  turf -cutter's  daughter,  by  Logan's  bright  water, 

And  tell  her  how  truly  her  Donald  can  love! 
I  ken  there's  the  miller,  with  plenty  o'  siller. 

Would  fain  win  a  glance  from  her  beautiful  e'e — 
She's  my  ain  bonny  Mary,  the  star  of  Glengary, 

Keeps  all  her  soft  smiles  and  sweet  kisses  for  me — 
She's  my  ain  bonny  Mary,  the  star  of  Glengary, 

Keeps  all  her  soft  smiles  and  .<sweet  kisses  for  me. 

'Tis  long  since  we  trod  o'er  the  highlands  together,       •     , 

Two  frolicsome  bairns,  gaily  starting  the  deer; 
When  I  called  her  my  wee  wife,  my  ain  bonny  wee  wife. 

And  ne'er  was  sic  joys  as  when  Marj'  was  there; 
For  she  is  a  blossom  I  wear  in  my  bosom, 

A  blossom  I  cherish  and  wear  till  I  d'e —  •  '  , 

She's  my  ain  bonny  Mary,  the  star  of  Glengary, 

Sh©  is  health,  she  is  wealth,  and  a  Kude  wife  to  me — 
She's  my  ain  bonny  Mary,  the  star  of  Glengary, 

Stxr  IS  health,  she  is  wealth,  and  a  gude  wife  to  me. 
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THE   WATCHMAN. 
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The  *inow  was  fuUins;  fiiPt  and  di«'p,  and  cold  ilu"  Xortli-wlnd  Bwi'pl; 
As  tlio  watchman  jiacid  hi«  weary  l>fut  and  the  little  orphan  wepi; 
And  shivering  on  the  door  step,  he  raii»ed  hie  eyes  to  \>ln'ie. 
Amid  the  warm  and  glittering  hail«<,  the  rich  man  islumbewd  tli«-v. 

C'HORVS. 
Dream  on,  drrnm  on.  thou  slot'ivr,  nor  li»t:d  lliv  lcni|M-»i'»  roar, 
Willie  the  orphan  child  ii*  wi-ejiing  in  rngi)  U'side  the  door. 

Amid  the  ^atherin^  pnow-Jri't«  tlieie  comes  a  stahvarl  form. 

That  brfa»is  the  icy  wliirlwind  and  rtrug^les  in  theclorni; 

He  l»end»  unove  the  outcast,  then  looks  above  to  when-. 

Amid  tlie  warm  aud  i  heerfid  halls,  the  rich  man  ehimberid  there.  -tHor.i ; 

Well  done!  well  done,  thou  watcher!  he  folds  him  to  his  brea^i, 

And  within  hi»  arni.*  h«-  l>eart<  him,  where  his  dr<H)pin£j  head  may  rest; 

And  in  after  year*  his  bosom  felt  no  thrill  that  seemed  so  Bweet, 

Ah  the  uiemoVy  of  that  midnight  hour,  and  the  orphan  iu  the  street.    (  iioui  < 


SHINE    ON 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Bo.-c  ISJ.'J,  New  York  City. 

>3eud  for  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  (Jermaii  Sonsjs  -Free. 


Monkey  dre.ssed  iu  soldier  clothes, 

All  cross  over  to  Jordan; 
"Went  out  in  the  woods  to  drill  some  crows, 

Ob,  Jernsjilem! 
Jay  bird  sat  on  a  hickory  limb. 

All  cross  over  to  Jordan; 
I  lip  with  a  rock  and  hit  him  in  the  shin. 

Oh,  Jerusalem! 

Chorus. 

Shine  on,  shine  on, 

All  cross  over  to  Jordan; 

Then  shine  on.  shine  on, 
Oh,  Jerusalem! 

Make  that  cofTec  good  and  brown. 

All  cross  over  to  Jordan; 
Turn  that  hoe-cake  round  and  round. 

Oh,  Jerusalem! 
A  for  Adam,  P  for  Paul, 

All  cros.s  over  to  Jordan; 
G  for  gentle,  great  and  small. 

Oh,  Jerusalem!— C/iorus. 

My  old  master  lived  in  clover. 

All  cross  over  to  Jordan; 
When  he  died  he  rolled  right  over, 

Oh,  Jerusidetn! 
Ha  rolle<l  his  eyes,  jjave  one  long  breath, 

All  c-ross  over  to  Jorilan; 
He  scared  these  niggers  half  to  death. 

Oh,  Jerusalem! — Vhoma. 


The  Windy  Man  From  Brooklyn. 
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I'll  tell  you  of  a  windy  man, 

He  talked  so  much  lie  couldn't  stand; 

lie  made  more  noise  tliau  a  Dutch  braes  band. 

This  windy  man  from  Brooklyn. 
Whenever  he  started  iu  to  talk. 
The  peoule  wen-  willing  to  take  a  walk; 
You  could  hear  him  chinning  ten  miles  from  New  York. 

This  mndy  man  from  Brooklyn. 

He  talked  Of  this  and  he  talked  Of  that. 

And  he,M  talk  you  out  of  your  coat  ana  hat; 

He'd  He  down  in  the  gutter  and  talk  to  the  dirt. 

He  talked  a  big  Chinaman  out  of  his  jhirL 

lie  went  up  here  to  Harlem  and  opened  hk  gob. 

He  talked  a  poor  tarrier  out  of  a  job; 

He  s)>oke  to  a  ludy,  and  whatever  he  said. 

He  gave  her  a  buzz,  Uie  poor  woman  fell  dead. 

He  talkeil  tlirou^h  Ills  eyts,  and  he  talked  tlironeh  his  ni)«r. 

He  talked  through  the  button-holes  right  In  his  clothes; 

He'd  ask  for  a  chew  and  lui'd  nrub  for  a  smoke. 

If  you  had  any  money  he'd  talk  you  dead  broke. 

He  wont  out  with  a  girl  one  night  for  a  walk. 

He  forced  her  to  nmrrv  him  just  throu};li  his  talk; 

He  talked  till  it  raineii,  he  talked  till  it  snowed. 

You  couldn't  ima<^iue  the  way  he  blovved. 

He  talked  a  caiialer  stilt'  staving  blind  drunk. 

He  sailed  on  his  boat,  iind  he  talked  till  It  sunk; 

Ile'd  talk  a  man  sick,  and  he'd  talk  a  msn  well, 

He'd  talk  nnd  he'd  chio  till  you'd  wish  him  in —; 

And  that  it  the  way  he  used  "to  chin, 

The  windy  man  from  Brooklyn; 

The  windy  man  from  Uruoklya. 

He  talked  and  chinned  nntil  ho  was  hoarse. 

He  talked  a  policeman  off  fiORj  the  force; 

He  talked  a  ragpickt  r  riulit  out  of  }  is  niiff. 

He  was  buzzing  a  fat  woman  just  for  a  zsj. 

lie  talked  a  bartender  right  out  of  his  sauHtn, 

He'd  talk  to  u  Cliiimmati,  then  to  a  C(M<n; 

He  spwke  to  a  horse,  and  he  chiimed  to  a  nnile. 

He  wearied  the  children  coming  from  sch<K)l. 

He  talked  kinder  slow  and  then  kinder  quick, 

lie  talked  and  he  blowed  till  he  made  a  nig  sick; 

He  talked  to  a  s]>oon  and  he  talked  to  a  knife, 

.\nd  he  tried  for  to  talk  a  man  out  of  his  wife. 

lie  talked  like  a  pey*fr.  ""'l  he  chinned  like  a  jay.  .  /% 

He  was  always  giving  himself  dead  away; 

lie  talked  his  landlonl  iij;ht  oat  of  hia  rent. 

lie  talked  a  hole  through  a  big  conpcr  cent. 

He  went  into  a  liquor  store  Saturuay  ni;;ht, 

.\nd  he  talked  the  proprietor  into  a  fight; 

At  last  the  boss  got  weary  and  tired. 

And  straight  at  his  Nobbs  a  beer  mallet  fired. 

It  struck  this  old  wind-bag  on  the  top  of  the  h<!ad. 

When  the  cops  pickiil  him  up,  why,  old  windy  was  dead; 

And  the  day  he  was  buried  his  folks  they  did  cry. 

They  Iniriea  liim  up,  and  he  hollered  gfxnl-hye. 

He  talked  to  the  Lord  till  his  sins  were  forgiven, 

I'm  told  that  he  talked  his  way  right  into  buavcD, 

And  that  was  the  last  dispatch  that  he  got 

From  the  windy  man  in  Brooklyn; 

From  the  windy  man  iu  Brooklyn. 


CASEY'S  AWFUL   GRUB. 
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Oh:  Lused  to  stop  at  llMrlcni,  at  a  sailor'.s  hoarding  place, 
1  never  had  enoni;h  to  eat,  my  form  was  a  disgrace; 
OSi!  my  clothes  they  wouldn't  fit  me,  I'm  askeletonium  miij 
I  never  eat.  I  sUrved  to  death  on  Casey's  awful  grub. 

Ciionr«. 
There  wee  old  rheumatic  sausages  and  acrobatic  cheese, 
Tender  hearted  butUT  and  dislocated  lleas; 


The  iiouse  was  crowded  every  niphi  with  mosquitoes  and  liedbu;;? 
•  got  fat  on  Casey's  ..»  f ul  grul). 


The  only  ones  that  ever  i 


Oh:  the  landludv  was  a  bachelor  with  very  ancient  teeth. 
She  served  the  soup  out  iu  a  sponge,  had  green  corns  on  her  fe«'t : 
Oh!  the  tea  was  abseiii-niiiided,  and  so  weak  It  couldn't  slug. 
The  boarders  fell  seiiM'less  on  Casey's  awful  gnib. 

CUORfS. 

There  was  sand  enough  in  the  sii^ar  for  a  straight  jig  right  up  here. 

The  coflfee  had  consuinptlon,  and  was  too  weak  to  apjK-ar; 

The  batter  irot  disirusted,  threw  a  flip  flap  iu  the  tub, 

.\ud  the  Ublo  took  the  heart  disease  from  Casey's  awfid  fjrub. 


My  Wife  is  so  Awfully  Thin. 
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You've  heard  uboud  a  ^al  I  lov'd. 

Dot  iis«'d  to  Ik;  so  stout; 
How  she  "shook  ine,"  und  just  liecause 

I  vouid  not  take  her  out 
To  balls  und  parties,  iind  all  dot  - 

Vhich  I  doiisht  vas  a  sin; 
But  now  I've  got  a  new  sweetheart,  ■ 

Und  she  is  awful  thin. 

OnoHU?. 
Sh«'  i<  so  thin,  dot  vere  she  hen-. 

You  could  not  see  her:  don't  dot  seem  queer? 
Bad  luck  have  I,  oh,  I  shall  die! 

My  wife  is  HO  awfully  thin. 

Vere  I  first  met  dis  female  straw . 

'Dwas  at  a  coiindry  fair; 
She  vas  val kins 'lor.g  mit  her  ma'ma, 

I'nd  liad  such  nice  blonde  hair. 
I  spoke  to  her,  she  spoke  to  me,  . 

Ve  got  acquainted  den;  •  . 

Ve  married  vere,  und  after  dot  . 

She  comuienced  to  grow  thin. 

Si-OKEN-She  is  the  thinnest  of  the  thin;  she  used  to  work  in  an  Insdruinent 
factory,  cleaidng  out  flutes.  I  used  to  blay  •'  Hide  and  Seek  "  mit  her.  und  she 
used  to  hide  in  de  pas-pipe.  I  took  her  out  riding  vonce,  und  I  grabbed  her  in- 
stead of  de  whit);  1  never  took  her  out  after  dot.  I  vas  valtzing  mlt  her  at  a  ball 
vonce.  un<i  de  floor  manager  come  up  und  said:  "  Young  man.  yon  vill  have  to 
leave  yonr  cane  in  de  hat  room,  it's  not  allowed  In  de  floor; "  I  told  him  'twas 
no  cane,  but  my  vife.  De  Oder  day  vile  ve  vas  out  valking,  I  saw  a  man  Kelling 
hedle  red  balloons  for  ten  cents;  I  bought  vone,  and  give  It  to  her  to  hold— she 
vent  up,  balloon  und  all ;  I  hav'n't  seen  her  since,  but— Chobus. 
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OTsTE    CENT    E^CH. 


I  Baby  mine 

t  Buch  ui  education  Vw  my  Mary  Ann 

i  Auld  Lahs  Srne 

4  Ella  Kee 

6  Old  cabin  home 

(  Little  unes  nt  home 

7  Old  black  Joe 

8  Home,  Hwe«'t  home 

9  lArboard  watch 

10  Many  c*n  hflp  one 

11  Killarney 

12  8t*  that  my  (rrave'g  kept  green 

13  Orandfatherg  clock 
11  Emmet's  -Lullaby" 

15  The  harp  that  once  thro'  Tara's  halls 

16  My  countr)'.  'ti«  of  thee 

17  Sweet  fontet-me-not 

18  Where  was  Mosea  wlien  the  light  went 

19  Nancy  L<-e  liputf 
to  Wriu-  me  a  letter  from  home 

n  Beautiful  Lsle  of  the  sea 

£2  Old  folks  at  home  (Suanee  ribber) 

23  Come  bai'k  t<)  Ki  in 

£1  Sweet  bye  iiiidbye 

SS  My  pretty  iv<i  roao 

M  whoa,  Kinnia 

87  Katie's  secret 

£8  You'll  remember  me 

U  Kocked  in  the  cmdin  of  Uie  deep 

80  Kathleen  Mavounieen 

81  I  dreamt  1  dwelt  in  mariUe  halls 

82  Wearing  of  the  j?nH'n 

53  V^'hen  you  and  I  were  yountr,  Maggrle 

54  Cotta<re  bv  the  se'i 

35  We  parted  by  the  river  side 

88  When  I  saw  swe^-t  Nellie  home 

87  Swt-et  Kpirit.  hear  my  prayer 

88  La.«t  nKie  of  Sununer 
81  Riianui.i  O'Brien    , 

40  Exile  of  Erin 

41  Majfgie's  necret 

42  Or  any  other  man— Stump  speech 

43  I  cannot  call  her  mother 

44  Would  I  were  with  thee 

45  Poor  old  slave 

48  Cawy  nocial  club 

47  Cuniberiaiid'a  crew 

48  Take  this  letter  to  my  mother 
4S  A  model  love  letter 

fiO  Female  stratagem 

61  How  to  kiss  a  lady  .    ■ 

iS  Dublin  bay 

63  The  wife's  commandment* 

M  The  husttand's  commandments 

65  Rules  for  l>ummers 

68  Little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane 

67  Barltara  Krietchie-  Ukcitatios 

68  Marching  throucrh  Geoiyia 

60  When  1  was  a  lad -Pinafore 

80  Widow  in  the  (-otta^re  by  the  sea 

61  Dancing  in  the  bam 

62  Fire  in  the  grate  , 

63  Wandering  r«"fugee 
•4  Blue-eyed  Nelly 

66  Minstrel  l>oy 

66  Letter  in  the  candle 
•7  8tar-«pangled  banner 
68  Dancing  on  the  green 
W  Heart  bow  d  down 

70  Take  tKU-k  the  heart 

Tl  The  watenuill -KKClTATIOit  ' 
tit  Faded  coat  ot  blue 
73  Hold  the  fort 

71  Slavery  days 

75  I>er  mule  HntoodondeahteaTiiuoatdeck 
7«  Little  baref<x>t 

77  My  old  Kentucky  home,  gooii  niisht 

78  Home  again 

79  Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  80  for 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  Hrii 

81  Ofllce  rules 

82  Uray  hairs  of  my  mother 

83  Uood  Rhine  winu 

84  I'll  be  all  smiles  tonight,  lOT* 
16  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 
88  Listen  to  the  niocking-bird 

87  When  tlie  corn  i!*  waving,  Annie 

88  She  never  blamed  him,  never 

89  Silver  threads  among  the  gold 

90  Uttle  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

91  Ring  the  Ix'U  softl v  tnen-'«  crape  oti  the 
II  Boy  lost  (laiufhable)  lii.ior 

93  Her  l>right  smile  Iinunt8  me  still 

94  Sundav  night  w  hen  the  parlor's  full 

96  Gyi«7"»  warning 
86  Anchor's  weighed 

97  Moon  behind  the  hill 

98  Swinging  in  the  lane 

99  Sheridan's  ride -IlKcrTATlON 
MO  We  met,  'twas  In  a  ci-owd 

101  Eilleen  Allaniia 

102  TIs  but  a  little  faded  flower 

108  Touch  the  harp  g«'ntly,  my  prett:.  loulac 

104  Olri  I  left  tx'hind  mo 

106  Uttle  Buttercup 

1M  Bia  listera,  couaiiis  and  atinta 

1)7  Carry  me  hack  to  old  Vlrginny 
'18  Hoses  uiidi-meath  the  snow 
;0»  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  i!y 

112  Old  man's  drunk  again 

lis  Two  Orphans  (Hr<v.klyn  theatre  flr--) 
111  Amber  tresses  tied  in  blue 

115  Pretty  as  a  picture 

116  I  am  waiting,  I>isle,  dear 

117  Three  perislied  in  the  snow 

118  Blight  hints 

119  Take  me  back  to  homo  and  mother 
180  Come,  sit  by  niy  side,  little  darling 
121  Kirn  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 
128  Bingen  on  the  Rhine 

123  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  giuve 

124  Old  log  cabin  on  the  bill 

125  Croppy  boy 

m  Skids  are  out  t<Hlay 

127  The  bridge 

128  Shabby  genteel 

189  Oh,  dat  watermelon 


130 
J  .1 
ISS 
1S3 
134 
13j 
V» 
1.17 

i;» 

139 
140 
111 
112 
113 
114 
115 
116 
117 
118 
119 
IM 
151 

i.->a 

153 
151 
155 
136 
157 
158 
159 
160 
Ifil 
1G2 
163 
161 
165 
166 
167 
168 
169 
170 
171 
172 
173 
171 
178 
176 
177 
178 
179 
180 
181 
182 
183 
ISl 
185 
IM 
187 
188 
1R9 
l'.tO 
191 
192 
193 
191 
195 
196 
197 
198 
199 
MO 

a»i 
■in 

Mi 
•J05 
•3)6 

ao7 
9)8 
209 

2in 

211 
218 


Comin'  through  the  rye 

jiiLsi  k.  u  iiieu  meet  as  strangers 

Babies  on  our  block 

Brennen  on  the  Moor 

Skidmoro  fancy  bull 

Hallway  door 

Wliere  the  grass  grows  green 

Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 

Kiss  iK'hind  the  door 

I'll  rememlwr  you,  love.  In  my  prayer* 

Mary  of  the  wilii  Moor 

Old  woo<len  rocker  » 

Speak,  onlv  spf  ak 

Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

Where  ait  thou  now,  my  beloved! 

Mollie,  darling 

You  may  look,  but  you  mustn't  toueh 

My  daughter,  Julia 

Raffle  for  the  stove 

Balm  of  Gilead 

There's  always  a  seat  in  the  parlor  for 

Driven  from  home  [you 

I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

Pul'  for  the  shore 

Nearer,  my  Go<l ,  to  Thee 

Good  news  from  home 

Fisherman's  daughter 

Shells  of  ocean 

Maitsa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 

Say  a  kind  word  whenyim  can 

("uro  for  scandal 

Twilight  coterie 

Strangers  yet 

Ciustles  ill  the  air 

iK-ar  little  shamrocit        -  ^ 

I  cannot  si:ig  the  old  sonir< 

Xoi-ah  O'Neal 

Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

Hose  of  Tralee 

Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare 

I'm  lonely  since  my  motiicr  died 

Drunkaru's  lone  child 

Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

Glove  flirtation 

Whip  flirtation 

Slave's  dream 

Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  don't  gro 

Sweet  Evangeline 

Good-bye  ut  the  door 

'Tia  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the 

Willie,  we  have  missed  you    [heart,  etc 

Erin's  lovely  home 

Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-house 

Twenty  years  ago 

Paddy's  land 

Don't  l>e  angry  with  me,  darling 

Old  vilLTge  scn<K>l  on  the  greeu 

Woodman,,8pare  that  tree 

Barbara  Frietehie— Rbcitatioh      . 

Dariing  Minnie  Lee 

Hat  flirtilion 

Fan  flirtation 

Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  mountain 

Good  bye,  Annie,  darling  (Enoch  Ar(!eu) 

Why  did  she  leave  himf 

A  quiet  little  home 

Thou  host  learned  to  love  another 

Mary  of  Argyle 

Nil  Dt'six'randum 

Sweet  Highland  Mary 

Evi'ning  amusement  (laughable) 

Day  I  played  base  baa  [own 

Remember  you  have  children  of  your 

There's  none  l'*"'  a  mother  if  ever  so 

You  were  fa'  .;.  buv  "U  forgive       [poor 

Sweet  Mag"  lO  QonlOi. 

Tanyard  side 

Ib'Ils  of  Shandon 

Olil  log  cabin  in  the  dell 

WHiisiK'r  softly,  mother's  dying 

Frill's  krrecn  snore 

Will  ynu  love  me  when  I'm  old 

Duuovlly  and  Cooper 


213  Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  shore 

211  Little  Rosebud 

215  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

216  Come  into  the  garden,  Maud 
'.!I7  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

218  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way 

219  Oo<l  bless  my  boy  at  sea 

220  Annie  Laurie 

221  Mac's  and  the  O's 
■^12  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 
^43  LAmentatJon  of  James  Rodgera 
ZH  Come,  birdie,  come 
'i»  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 
-J6  Ever  of  thee 
■<«'  Noi-ah  MiShane 
'.J-.-8  Love  among  the  roses 
i:-9  Shamus  O'Brien— HkcitaTIOM 
2  W  Der  Deitcher  gal 
2:tl  No  Irish  need  apply 
Z>2  Old  arm  choir 
T.a  Tim  Flaherty 
2;tl  We  sat  by  the  river  -ou  and  I 
2J5  I  love  music 
236  Sweet  Genevieve 
2:57  When  the  flowers  fau  asleep 
2SS  Patrick  Sheehaa 
2.f9  Sailor's  grave 
210  Pi-etty  maid  milking  her  cc.7 
2«1  Kentucky  Rose 

212  Farmer's  daughter 

213  Oh.  dem  golden  slippers 
"11  In  the  morniii^r  by  the  bright  Ifght 
215  Nobody's  darling 
246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 
2t7  Somebo<iy's  mother— RecitaTIos 

218  Birdie,  darting 

219  Nobodv's  darling  tut  mine 
2t0  Rock  me  to  sleep,  m  ither 
2.')1  Put  my  little  shoes  iway 

2V>  Darling  Nelly  Gray  

2.'kl  Somelxidy's  coming  when  thodewdrops 
2.'Vl  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  liecause  we 
255  Uttle  hrowi  j'og  ,  [were  Door 

2.T«  Ben  Bolt 

2.57  Good-bye,  Bweetheart,  good-bye 

Z'^  Erin  la  mm-  h<>r,-ia 


[fall 


259  Katty  Avourneen 
!K0  Sadie  Ray 

261  Bard  of  Armagh 

262  Hush,  my  darUngs,  do  not  weep 

263  I%trick's  day  parade 
C61  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 

265  Speak  to  me,  speak 

266  Darling,  I  will  come  afain 

287  Bright-eyed  little  Nell  of  Xarragansef 
263  Hail,  Columbia  iba^ 
289  Little  footsteps 

270  Tim  Finnegan's  wake 

271  McDoniiel's  old  tin  roof 

272  Scotch  lassie,  Jean 

273  Hat  me  father  wore 
271  Bjinksofswiet  Dundee 

275  I've  only  l>een  down  t  >  the  olub 

276  Dance  me  on  your  kueu 

277  Kiss  me  again 

278  Emmet's     Love  of  the  hhainrock  " 

279  Vacant  chair 

280  Sweet  sunny  South 

281  Our  good  sliip  sails  to-night 
■282  Jersey  Sam 

2i!3  Come  home,  father 
281  IJttlo  Maggie  ^L■^V 

285  Cackle,  caekie,  cackle 

286  Molly  lUwn 
".87  Maid,  of  Athens 

288  Sallie  in  our  alley 

289  I'm  sitting  Mx  the  stUe,  Ifary 

290  Poor  old  Ned 

291  Dorkins' night 

2'^2  Man  in  the  moon  Is  looking,  love 

^•JS  When  the  flowing  tide  comes  in 

2?1  Don't  giva  up  the  old  frienda  tor  the 

£05  Broken  down  [new 

SM  Marriage  bells 

•--•.(7  Have  I  not  been  Idnd  to  thee! 

-OH  Flowers  will  come  in  May 

299  Awfully  clever 

300  My  little  one's  waiting  for  me 

301  I'll  f^o  back  to  my  uiUlove  again 
S«2  Butcher  boy 

;«I3  There's  somebody  waiting  for  me 

:VH  Are  you  there,  Mori.arityl 

305  I'se  gwine  Ijack  to  Dixie 

3u6  Bidalia  Jane  McCann 

307  Isle  de  Blackwell 

aas  \Yhere  are  the  friendsof  my  yonthl 

.%J  Singing  on  the  roof 

310  Five  cent  shave 

311  Hen  convention 

312  Red,  white  and  blue 
f.\Z  Old  oaken  bucket 

311  Little  sweetheart,  come  and  kiss  me 

515  My  dream  of  love  is  o'er 
S\6  They  all  do  it 

317  Old  home  ain't  what  It  used  to  be 

318  Wait  till  the  moonlight  faUii  on  water 

819  linger  not,  darling 

820  'Tia  evening  brings  my  heart  to  tbce 

321  American  National  Guard 

322  johnny's  so  bashful 
S23  Daisy  Deane 

S21  I  wish  mamma  was  here 

S2S  PiiUing  hard  against  the  strear^ 

326  Daucing  in  the  sunlight 

S27  What  is  it! 

S2S  There  never  was  a  coward  where  the 

329  Love  letters  [shamrtx-k  grown 

S.30  DeUaCl:mcy 

SSI  Remember  that  th«>  poor  tramp  has  to 

K32  lamentation  of  Johnny  Reel  [live 

ST3  Roll  on.  silver  moon 

351  When  McGuiiinesagetsaJob 

835  Give  an  honest  IriiJi  lad  a  chance 

C38  Down  among  the  daii>ies 

S37  Down  by  tlie  old  mill  stream 

IBS  Answer  to  "The  Gypsy's  wnming" 

839  Battle  cry  of  freedom 

SIO  Homo  rulo  for  Ireland 

811  Ridinpr  on  the  clevatcJ  railroad 

812  Whcu  McCormick  rules  tho  State 
M3  Sweet  chiming  belLj 

EU  Levi  Kassiday 

315  I  want  to  see  tlio  cotton  flelds 

516  Waltz  with  mc 

817  Meet  mo  by  moonlight  alone 
S48  Do  they  miss  mo  at  hornet 

319  Lather  and  shave 

S5«  Happy  bo  thy  dreams 

S31  Take  it  in 

512  Stokes'  verdict  (Jim  Flsk  song) 

353  Lardy  dah 

1151  De  golden  wedding 

35o  >lv  mother-in-law 

35C  What  should  make  tbe«Ead,mydarllns 

Tt'ji  Dear  Italian  girl 

'.^  Banks  of  Bruiidywine 

MS  Old,  and  only  in  the  way 

£60  Six  feet  of  earth 

361  Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 

'M2  Yellow  rose  of  Texas 

'■;63  When  my  sliip  comes  in 

Xi  One  pound  two 

uu5  We  have  met,  loved  and  parted 

366  Bummer's  hotel 

367  I'm  getting  a  big  lioy  now 
3CS  I  shall  never  be  happy  a^aln 
369  Soldier's  farewell 

KO  Old  kitchen  floor 

371  Sweet  Belle  Mahons 

ilZ  My  dear  Savannah  home 

.173  nUly'Barlow 

S.'l  WUd  Irifh  boy 

S75  Dwendy-eevcn  cents 

57<  A  starry  night  for  a  ramble 

377  Xxxjked  out  after  nine 

378  Whip-poor-will's  song 

379  Day  when  you'll  forget  me 
ssa  You'll  miss  me  vhon  I'm  gone 
C81  Son  of  a  pambohcr 

8S8  (Jolden  stair 

SS3  Y'our  Uttle  Liza  loves  you 

881  American  boy 

8a5  Y'ou  get  more  like  your  dad  eT«rr  daj 

888  Barney  McCoy 

387  Razors  in  the  air 


388  Snilie  Hornor 
888  'mUie  ReUly 

890  Sweet  Aleen 
391  Old  Sexton 

892  PuU  down  the  blind 

803  Do  thoy  think  of  me  at  boBMt 

891  Tell  mc  w  here  my  Ern'*  goott 
896  Barbara  Allan 

896  The  'long^hon'mcn'siitrtko 

397  Bonnie  sweet  Beasie,  tho  maid  oi 

898  Bathing  song  lOiinae 

899  C^arrie  IiP« 

400  One  wide  river  to  cross 

401  Moon  is  out  t  anight,  l(>v« 

402  Devil's  In  New  Jersey 

408  Rambler  from  Ckire 

401  Pretty  Uttle  blue-cyod  stranger 
406  Faded  flowers 

406  Dark-eyed  sailor 

407  Rone  of  Killarney 
108  Cot  in  the  comer 

409  Boys,  keep  away  froni  ths|pi1t 

410  Phantom  tootatcpa 

411  Bonny  bunch  of  roees 

412  Pat  lioat  h  at  the  plaj 

413  Doran'sass 

4U  Banks  of  CUndy 

416  What  are  the  wild  wave*  sajlac  * 

416  Her  front  name  la  I 

417  Sweet  Evelina 

418  Behind  the  scenes 

419  Gospel  raft 

499  Dont  put  the  poor  worluu^nnan  < 
42!  Cniiskeen  lawn 
122  1  had  but  flfty  cents 
423  I'm  leaving  now  the  oli  tutk* 
4X4  IrLsh  Molly,  O! 

425  King  my  mother  wore 

426  Thelilackbird 
tat  uttle  cherry  blosaom 
428  Wist,  wist,  wist 
1  '9  A  violet  from  mother^  grave 
430  Nelly  Itay 
481  Maggie,  aarllng,  now  good-faje 

432  Klse  it,  KlellT 

433  MeetbvT  of  the  waters 

434  Walt  for  the  turn  of  tho  tbia 
4SR  Ok)  farm  gate 
486  Oh,  Fred !  tell  them  to  sto|. 
437  |[ol)onald's  return  t-j  tUeocw    ■ 
488  Mantle  ho  green 

i/H  UbbIb  XouTa  Imt)""! 

440  Mary  Ann,  111  tell  yoor  ma 

411  (^l<l-fashione.i  homestead 

412  Emmet's  "  Mounloin  ■ong" 

443  Old-fasldone<l  church  odUmMB 

444  A  handful  of  turf 

445  Beauty  of  Limerick 

446  Mni.  Brady's  daughter 

417  Mary's  gono  with  acixm 

418  Twinkle,  twinkle,  Uttio  star 

419  In  happy  moments 
iSO  HI  Jenny,  ho  Jenny  Jchn^aon 
451  All  on  account  of  Eliza 
453  Emmet's  "  I  know  what  Inr^  le" 
453  Down  m  a  coal  mine 
451  Dronkard's  dream 
458  Joe  Bowers 

456  There's  a  flne  ship  on  the  nrtian 

457  Put  me  In  my  Uttle  l«d 

458  Uttle  old  house  on  the  Shine 

459  Stolen  kisses  are  the  sweece:* 

460  The  brave  hnzzars 
ICI  Little  old  log  cabin  by  the  gtrean 
1G2  Pad(Ue  your  own  canoe 
MS  Wif'in  «  mile  of  F.dinboro'  town 
161  Gate's  ajar 
165  Arkansaw  traveler 
466  Grant's  trip  around  thewoiM 
407  Old  leather  breeches 

468  Rocky  road  to  Dublin 

469  Turnpike  gate 

470  Little  old  German  home  ac rn»  tihe  i 

471  Beautiful  girl  of  KUdara 

472  Baby's  got  a  tooth 

473  My  poor  heart  is  tad  with  I 

474  Pallet  of  straw 

475  Low-back 'd  car 

476  Your  lassie  will  be  true 

177  In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 

478  When  these  old  clothes  wore  new 

479  Up  at  Jonea'  wood 

480  Boston  burglar 

481  The  Campbells  am  comin' 

482  Tou  never  miss  the  water  till  tho  weU 
488  Bonnie  Eloiae  Inuia  dir 
184  River  Roe 

483  Murder  in  Oohoe* 

486  Poor  Uttle  Joe 

487  Along  the  'r.^^^  jjq, 

488  ThebanJonowhaogaaQeoteathedoor 

489  Waittill  the  clouds  roll  by 

490  Over  the  garden  waU 

491  I'm  a  man  yon  dont  IE.... 
49S  Blue  ^)f  ^***  iQountalna 


v*^a 


^-  '>j 


1  its  dreamliif 


493  Charming  roonc  wiibnr  I 

494  Black-eyedSttMn 
496  Snanlah  cavalier 

496  CTrave  of  Bonaparte 

497  Old  dog  Tray 

498  Juanito 

499  Moonlight  on  the  lake 

600  MabelClare 

601  All  that  glitters  U  not  eold 

602  UarseiUe*  hymn 

603  God  save  the  Oueen 

601  Rolling  home  In  the  marata£ 

605  If  over  I  ceoae  to  love 

606  Cheer,  boys,  cheer 

607  Dixie's  land 

608  Mother  Mys  I  mnatnt 

609  Fellow  that  looks  like  ma 
61»  Watch  on  the  Rhino 

611  A  lock  of  mother's  hair 

619  Stk^p  dat  knocking  at  the  door    ■ 

613  Virginia  rosebud 

611  Red  robin 

61i  Oospeltraln 

611  We  won't  go  home  tilt  mnnttmg 


day 

tntb* 
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OINTE    CEINTT    KA^CH. 


617  Lottie  Lee 

618  Who's  at  my  bedroom  window  I 

619  I  havp  no  home 

62»  It's  nice  to  b«  a  father 

621  Won't  you  tt'U  m<>  why,  Roblnl 

523  Only  to  wo  hiT  f.u.-o  otfaln 

623  Kingdom  oomuii; 

£24  Barney  O'Hpa 

625  Teddy  O'Neal 

sat  Man  with  the  sealskin  t>^'\-3 

62}  Medicine  Ja^lt 

628  A  leaf  of  ivy  from  mothei'Hf-riTe 

629  Keep  in  the  middle  of  tl^u  r  i^a 
63*  LAunigan's  hail 

531  Lula  is  pone 

532  An  Iri:>hniau*fl  tv^MisC 

533  Village  bUu-k.snuth 
53*  Naughty  Clam 

535  Dying  nun 

63*  When  the  leaves  begin  to  turn 

657  Larry  O'Brien 

638  Mother  kissed  me  in  my  <!r>'aiu 
6S9  I'll  hang  ray  harp  on  a  vxil^iw  tree 
64«  Dying  Callf.)rnifln 

541  Orandniothir's  birthday 

542  Come  where  my  lovo  lica  drcMuuui; 

543  Top  g(HS  the  weasel 

544  Moakey'9  wedding 
546  Mary  had  a  little  InmU 

546  Wait  for  the  wagon 

547  Cork  leg 

548  Vncle  Sam's  farm 

549  My  old  wife  and  I 
5J0  I'm  so  Innely 

661  Only  as  far  as  the  gate 

669  Peek-krboo 

663  Moonlight  at  Killamey 

564  1  'U  wait  tUl  the  clouds  roU  by 
555  We  never  8|>eak  8«  we  pana  by 
dbt  Tlpperary  christening 

651  Be  home  early  to-night,  mv  dear  boj 

658  Old  ruatic  bridge  by  the  null 
66S  Pad>1y  Magee's  dream 

(M  VnaiiiiD^  ot  bume  nud  inot;..  r 

S«l  Shall  we  know  each  other  there! 

683  JoUv  IrtRhman 

563  Folks  that  put  on  airg 

5«4  Rosalie,  the  prairie  flower 

565  If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year 
5M  Fisherman  and  his  child 

D67  S»  ate  Ca.stle  Garden 

MS  In  the  gloaming 

8<>9  Bring  me  boek  the  one  I  lore 

570  Spider  and  the  fly 

571  A  warrior  bold 

572  Tar's  farewell 

573  In  her  httle  bed  we  laid  her 

574  Dark  girl  dressed  In  blue 

575  Separation 

678  Pitoher  of  b<>er 

577  Nell  McGuUigan's  daughter,  Mary  *«"« 

578  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there 

579  It's  a  cold  day  wheh  I  get  left 

580  Alice,  where  art  thou  I 

581  Meet  mo,  Josle,  at  the  gato 

582  Jessie  at  the  rallwav  bap 

583  Ada,  with  the  gnldc'n  hair 
r,84  Streets  of  New  York 

oS5  Courting  in  the  rain 

588  I'm  dvlng  for  some  one  to  lovo  me 

587  la  that  iUster  liellly  I 

58,S  I>>t  my  name  be  kindly  spoken 

689  Dot's  one  mure  ribber  for  to  croM 

690  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paju 

591  Po<,r  old  Mik9 

592  Good-bye,  my  lorer.  good-hyo 

593  A  Ufo  on  the  ocean  wave 

594  I  am  dreaming 

595  flypsy  Countess 

(9i  She's  OS  good  a^  gold 

597  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  nigtkt  | 

598  Shoo,  tlyl  don't  b<jther  ma 

599  Ten  thousand  miles  away 

600  filve  my  love  to  all  at  hom* 
801  Mvgel  bnvder's  party 

002  Increase  of  crime 

C03  Ship  on  flro 

604  Jos«'phu3  (>ran^e  Bloaaon 

CiVi  Oh'  Susannah 

606  Old  Bob  Ridley 

C07  Bonnie  blue  flajr 

608  Nell  Flaugherty'sdralca 

C09  John  Barleycorn 

€10  Ru!e>i  for  love-makind 

611  LAnd  League  Band 

612  Down  by  tho  old  abbey  rullia 
813  Glorious  69th 

614  Old  willow  cradia 

615  Funny  old  gal 

618  Religious  card  player  ' 

817  Pa<ldy's  the  boy 

818  Teddy  McGIynn 

619  Ijids  who  hve  In  Ireland 

620  Worn-out  sailor 

621  Mott  street.  449 

622  Limerick  Id  beaatiful 

623  Seven  out 

624  liet  me  kiss  him  for  his  mother 

625  lYt  tty  Una 

628  Sullivan's  boot  In  my  eyo 
827  Villikins  and  his  Dinah 

628  Captain  with  hLs  whiakera 

629  A  knot  of  blue  and  gray 

630  Foley's  hotel 

631  I'll  meet  her  when  the  (ran  goes  down 

632  Nevtr  take  the  horseshoe  from  the  door 

633  Woman,  lovi  ly  womaa 
834  Napoleon's  Iream 

635  When  tho  r^jbins  nest  again 

636  Oh!  yini  httle  darling,  llove  yoa 
837  Just  do  <-n  the  lano 

638  Call  me  back  again 
6.'?9  Milwaukee  tlrt) 
6t0  Onoof  the  tlnest 
641  Over  the  mountain 

643  BeUa-of  thebaU 
6*3  Farmer's  hoy 

644  When  Ja>'k  comes  homo  again  (SaUlngl 
f-ij  llusha-bye,  baby 

646  Where  th.    rvv  tri"" ^  "■■  u- '  •  . i 


£47  Bridget  Donahue 
6*8  Down  the  hill 
6*9  My  Nellie's  blueeyefl 
850  Kagge<l  coaC 
C51  Kitty  Kimo 

652  Utile  darling,  dream  of  rr.'y 

653  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fniit 

8J4  Minute  gua  at  eea 

655  Some  day 

CJC  Sour  krout 

657  I)on't  give  the  name  a  bad  blaro 

C.->3  RackettyJack  Jijllehijah) 

C'lV  John  Brown  song  (Olory,  glory 

COO  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  theb<'\-s nr" 

601  A  dollar  fttt<'en  cents  mart  ling 

662  Roger  O'Malley 

C63  Don't  make  a  noise  orelse  you'U  w.iku 

C<'>4  Bring  (tack  my  bonnie  to  me   [tUo  'oaliy 

CCJ  IvUeville  convent  Are  (IlllnoU) 

0C6  I'll  await  my  love 

667  Hard  times  come  again  no  more 

608  Mulcahey'sgoue  away 

669  Nineteen  hundred  ana  one 

670  Colleen  Dha4  Machree 

671  Only  to  at>e  tli»-e,  darling 

672  Blue  bt'lls  of  Scotland 

673  A  boy's  l>e«t  friend  U  his  mother 

671  That  8  how  you  get  ser^•^•d  when  you're 

675  Dear  little  Innocent  thing*  [old 

676  Mother,  I've  come  home  to  dio 

677  Just  before  the  battle,  mother 

678  I>own  inadivliig-l)eU 

679  KlstUng  thrutit^h  the  ban 

680  Skipper  and  his  boy 

681  Yoiug  ouut  trum  thu  coim^y 
t«S  I'll  bo  dar 

683  The  inldshlpmlt«» 

684  Kleveiith  Regiment  (S.  O.  8.  N.  T.) 

685  Naughty,  naughty  men 
688  Naughty,  naughty  girls 

687  New  coon  In  town 

688  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  trcet 

689  Bold  soger  boy 

690  Heenan  an<l  Savers 

691  Come,  landlord,  till  the  flowtliff  bowl 
IM  Sally,  come  up 

:a  Seaking's  burial 

694  One-horw  open  BleIgh 

695  Baby  show 

61)6  Swim  out  for  glory 
C97  Jessie  Green 

698  tnitfy's  grand  openlner  night 

699  I'm  a  dude 

700  Run  for  the  doctor 

701  L'lirabiiig  up  the  golden  stain  . 
709  My  gfxxl  looking  man 

703  How  a  niarrlwl  woman  goes  to  a]««p 
7M  I'm  off  for  lialtimore 

705  ilright  little  spot  on  the  m-eaii 

706  1  tickled  her  under  the  cuui 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn 

708  .My  Newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  Ulll 

711  Maloney's  the  man 

712  Ship  that  Lever  returned 

713  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deepi 

714  How  much  does  the  baby  weight 

715  A  mother's  watch  t>y  tho  s<'a 

716  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  hock  again 

718  High-water  pants 

719  Every  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-and-bye 

720  I  11  send  you  down  a  letter  from  the  sk} 
7•^l  I'addy  stole  the  » "Ve 

722  Duffy,  the  swell 

723  Not  nuich 

724  I>on't  leave  your  m>.<her,  Tom 
728  I'retty  little  dark  blue  eyes 

728  A  rolling  s<tone  gathers  no  moss 

727  I  Team  faces 

728  SVind  blew  through  his  whiskers 

729  Good  bye  to  my  Southern  home 

730  f'retty  little  rosy  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  Che  window  to-night,  Iots 

732  Hard  up 

733  Forgive  and  forget 
7S4  Captain  Mishler 

735  Butterfly  dude 

736  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

737  Leaf  by  l»-af  the  ro*<»  fall 

738  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  EnnLskillen  dragoon 

740  I'autt's  baby  boy 

741  I  ain't  as  young  as  I  used  to  b* 

742  The  Dreadnought 

743  Si-e  viw 

744  What's  in  a  kissi 

7*5  Hush,  Uttle  baby,  don't  you  cry 

746  Darling  Clo' 

747  Mother's  la.'t  request 

748  Texas  ranger 

749  God,  save  Ireland 

750  Tho'  ri<  h,  I'm  no  better  than  you 

751  Bold  Jark  Donahue 

752  Last  farewell 

753  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 

754  Mary  Ann  Kehoo 
756  Only  an  emigrant 

756  My  bonny  boy  is  young,  but  he's  grow- 

757  The  farmer  feeds  us  all  ling 

758  Strike  while  tho  iron  Is  hot 

759  Better  davs  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  girl's  message 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

763  Bjv,  !.ye,  (Miby.  bye,  bye 

764  Somebody's  tall  and  handsome 
IVt  Mother  kee|«  the  gato  locked  now 

766  Sweet  Alpine  roses 

767  Morri.s.sey  and  the  Benicia  boy 

768  Constant  farmer's  son 

769  Upper  ten  and  lower  Ave 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Key-hole  In  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  square,  boys 

773  Lackawanna  spooncra 
■774  Cot  where  1  was  born 


iij  liurke'l^  (Iream 

178  Four-leaved  shamrock 

777  Up  a  tree 

778  Down  where  the  Hlly  limits 

779  Behind  the  parlor  door 
781  I'eggy  O'Mooro 

781  Huiinv  hours  of  chlldhooil 
783  li'Reillv,  the  flslierinan 

783  Old  vilkgo  blacksmith  .-hop 

784  False  one,  I  love  thee  liUII 
78.")  Shannon  side 

fM  I'enn.sjivnnla  tramp 
7X7  We'll  paint  the  tov>  u  red 

788  I/H)k  always  on  the  sunny  side 

789  lireen  Unn'jt 
19(1  Gentle  Annie 

T91  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 

7'/J  There's  a  light  In  tho  wtodo* 

7'J3  Annie  of  the  vale 

791  Rising  of  tlio  mo<ji» 

T9i  Who  will  care  for  mot'jcr  re-. 

J9«  liCt  the  dead  and  tho  beautiful  re^l 

rj7  Bights  for  a  father 

198  Old  gray  mare 

TV9  How  is  your  sister  M(U7l 

SOU  Clara,  wlAia.  will  you  come  oat  t-j  nighi 

801  Grnnufua  s  vacjiut  cnuir 

81.12  Americas  cmliUni  the  violet 

803  Knocking  nt  the  gates  of  Jiixlan 

804  Take  ginij  care  of  mother 

805  Whisper  and  a  kisa 

806  Old-fashion.Vl  photograph  of  mcUMr 

807  GtHHlbve,  Mike,  good-bye,  I'at 

808  Little  .Mug  and  1 

809  Cradle's  empty,  baby'sgono 

810  Rosy's  Sunday  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  family 
8U  little  wife  Nellie 

113  Too  utterly  utter 

814  I'm  a  diuidy,  but  I'm  no  du<1« 

815  They  can't  Keep  the  workiiigninn  <;owri 

816  Angel  mother  waits  for  mo 

817  (JtMKl-night,  but  not  good-bye 

818  Dar's  a  new  moon  in  do  sky 

819  Just  plain  Jim  (strikester 
828  Mind  and  be  home  when  tlie  clock 

821  Where  the  pretty  little  shamrock  growt 
K'£l  Mv  little  four-ledvediihaiuruck  from 

823  \V  hite  Wings  [Glenuon 

824  Always  take  mother's  advice 
823  I'rettv  pond  lillles 

828  Dear  Robin,  I'll  betruo 
8-'7  Mikado  .Mc.Vllister 

825  Fi  ir  one  (lav  of  turkey  there's  six  davs 
821  I'oor  old  tiad  [of  liusb 
B.'W  The  Haddinprtonjhlre 

8.n  McSorley's  twins 

ml  ( 'ricket  on  the  hearth 

8:!|  I  had  (15  doUam  In  r.iy  Inside  pocket 

8:H  Trahling  back  to  OeoiTfia 

«."«  Noble  knights  of  labor 

836  He  gets  there  Just  tho  same 

8.17  Johnny,  get  your  gun 

tM  MisH  Fogartj-'s  Chri-itmas  cixji» 

839  Maggie  Darrow's  welcome 

844  Come,  sit  by  me,  mother 

841  I'm  not  asleep 

Ml  {"ut  on  de  golden  shoo 

843  I'll  think  of  my  mother  at  h<nn* 

844  Two  little  ragged  urchins 

845  Silver  bells  cf  memory 

849  Maggie,  dear,  I'm  called  iiway 

847  SoiTc  her  on  the  kisser 

8*8  Oh!  you  girls 

»i49  Because  she  alnt  btillt  that  war 

K'.fl  Flanlgan,  the  lodger 

KM  Married 

tr<i  Garden  where  the  praties  grow      [gone 

8.M  You'll  be  kind  to  my  mother  when  I'm 

8M  Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma 

8M  An  agricultural  Irish  girl  ||>areut8 

854  I'm  a  man  that's  done  wnmg  to  my 

W  Ting,  ting,  that's  how  tho  bell  goes 

8.S8  Annie  Li.sle 

K.'.9  I  will  l)e  true  to  thee 

860  Down  by  the  river  side  I  strayed 

861  Kitty  Clyde 

KKJ  Under  the  willow  she's  Bleeping 

8«J  Bay  of  BlwAy,  OI 

864  Hazel  dell 

864  It's  funny  when  yon  feel  thst  way 

866  They've  all  got  a  wife  but  ii:« 

867  What  is  home  without  a  uiothf  f1 
B68  Bowery  Grenadiers 

M9  I)(m't  you  dare  to  kiss  me^  Joe 
B7f  Good-bye,  Susan  Jane 
871  Nellie  was  a  lady 
B7»  Nettle  Mooro 

873  To  the  West 

874  Joe  Hardy 

874  Think  of  your  head  In  the  morning' 

876  Wash  me,  mother,  dear 

877  Remenil>er,  boy,  you're  Irish 

878  Where  can  tho  wanderer  bel 

879  Colored  tmnd 

888  It's  naughty,  hut  It's  nice 

881  We'd  Ijetter  bide  a  we»» 

882  (.'ome  along  my,  darling 

883  Old  turnkey 

884  Sarah's  young  man 

881  She's  the  image  of  herniothorln  a  1010 
8HI1  Ikllo  Brandon  (different v.ujs 

887  Dreamy  eyes  that  haunt  mo  still 

888  Hungry  man  from  Harl'-m 

889  When  Johnny  comes  marching  home 
898  I  was  despised  Ijecaiiso  I  wa«  iKX-r 
891  Meet  me,  Kate,  bv  tlio  C(.ttnge  irab- 

891  Thou  hast  woiindl>d  tho  Epint  that  loved 

893  tiementine    '^  tthtn- 

894  Sweet  heather  hell 

898  Windy  man  from  Brookh-n 

896  Swinging  (m  the  old  rustic  gote      (gono 

897  You'll  never  miss  your  mother  till  cJiv's 
8M  RememlxT  me  to  all  at  home         .    . 

899  Oh,  wliat  a  night 
IM  Dm  you  notice  it* 

901  Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone 

902  America  beats  tbem  all 
003  Au.strallan  exile 


90*  Just  to  show  my  respects  to  McOinnIs 
905  Gathering  the  myrtle  with  Mary 
IHW  Her  own  iK)y,  Jack 

907  Clara  Nolan^s  ball 

908  IjOtters  we  c^irved  on  tho  treo 
0O9  Two  Irish  police 

910  Little  old  n-'d  shawl  my  mother  wors 

911  Our  Jack's  come  homo  toKliiy 

912  He's  never  done  anything  Kiiice 
•1.1  Oh,  Mr.  Flanlgan 

914  Can  you,  then,  lovo  ixnotherl 
Ida  Llght-himse  by  tho  SJi» 
UlS  An  Iri.sh  fair  day  [ 

Itn  It's  for  money  ' 

9M   «s  1  re'id  the  (Viper  thmur*h 
919  They  can't  do  it.  you  know 
If.'O  I^^tter  that  II' vei' came 
Sf.'l  A  liaiidt'iil  of  vaitli  i 

se;  Is  Maud  in'  ■]■     / 

W^'.i  Sonthei  n  soldier  boy 
'.'-'t  Green  iiMWJV  lmnl;s"of  the  I,e;» 
tin  Mnnchoxter  martyra 
V29  IViir  Irish  boy 
Kl  1  haven't  for  a  long  time  now 
ftil  Save  my  iiii'ther's  picture  from  the 
Ki  licx-k-a-bve,  baby  sale 

(Kll  I,-iy  my  head  beneath  a  nx< 
931  Cast  lebnr  boy 
KM  Flora  Itello 

KI3  It's  uudish  yon  know  f 

DM  The  letter  camo  at  last 
9:1.1  >ly  prettv  Jano 

VM  Lips  that  touch  liquor ehall  never toucb 
P37  W  raj)  the  flag  around  me,  boys     mine 
938  Dad's  dinner  uaU 
93J  The  spree 
fU  Black  pick-n-nlnny 
W|  Widow  Nolan'<(  goat  I 

M  Maid  of  the  Miir  ', 

913  Faddy  Putfy's  cart 

944  !-itt  le  green  leaf  In  our  bibto 

9tj  Mary  Kelly's  beau 

9H  He'll  be  back  byc<-and-by* 

9*7  Bonny  black  Bess 

9*4  Lit  I  le  w  idow  Dunn 

9*1  Ghost  of  Benjamin  Binns 

95*  Man  that  .struck  Ollara 

9.->I  A  flower  I  found  In  mother's  bible 

95J  Dying  cowboy's  lament 

953  Bringing  pretty  bloss<'>ni8  to  strew  on 


f 


boy 


[mother's  griivB 


9.'>4  M;ir  of  the  evening 

95J  Poor  little  soldiers* 

95a  Pold  Jlclntires 

957  Howard's  cradle  song 

9.'i8  HandI.er.hiof  tllrtatrm 

9.'')l  Ang«d's  whiTier 

96*  Tom.  if  vou  lovo  me,  say  so  ' 

961  Fl.ving  tr;ip<<ze 

961  iJttle  old  caboose  brhind  the  train 

961  Maggie,  the  cows  are  in  the  clover 

96|  I  believe  it,  for  my  mother  told  me  so 

9^5  Mamma's  black  baby  boy 

966  Untrrateful  son 

967  Double  bre.a.sted  mamilon  onthesniini'- 

968  Yankee  IXkxIIo 

96'1  The  faster  you  pluck  them  the  thicker 

97(1  Slother,  Is  the  battle  overt    (they  grow 

971  Sullivan  and  Ryan 

971  I'ackage  of  old" letters 

973  Cabin  with  the  ro.-icsat  tho  door 

971  Morrls.-<ey  end  Heenan  tight 

97J  Mati-iinonial  sugpestiona 

978  Mother's  wedding  ring 

977  l"ov(rty'B  tears  tlib  and  flow 

978  Never  rake  '  no  "  for  an  answ*: 
97S  Have  you  seen  Yum-Yui« 

».s«  I'll  return  bye-and-bye 

981  It's  FInglish,  you  know 

981  In  the  w  indow  n  light  I  can  see 

t!Q  Little  Ah  Sid 

9.'<4  The  striker  and  hisson 

9V.1  Tu-m-rum 

98S  J  cannot  sing  that  song  t<vntght 

987  J  kissed  her  tmd.'r  the  i>ar!or  stalf* 

988  I>.st  on  the  "  I,ady  Elgin  " 
98)  We  diaw  the  line  at  that 

996  Merrj-  slmnty  boys 
991  Slightly  on  the  maah 

S!'!  Down  among  the  sugarcane 

9X1  When  my  rover  comes  again 

994  There's  no  one  to  welcome  nie  home 

99'!  John  MitcheU 

9911  I)earest  JIao 

997  .Mv  bonnv  laboring  boy 

998  Tlie  dawning  of  the  day 

999  Wreck  of  the  "  London  "  ' 

1(104  The  song  that  reached  my  beare 

1«<)I  The  Sr-oi,  li  brigade 

1002  I  ov.i-  810  to  O'Grady 

im«  I'm  the  father  of  a  little  black  coon 

lOlH  Where  is  Kathleen 

1005  Waiting,  waiting,  waiting 

101)6  Midorey,  the  rolling  mill  man 

1007  Dan  O'ltrien's  raffle 

1008  Just  a  little  sunshine 

10'i9  As  I  sat  upon  mv  dear  old  mother's 
imo  A  letter  fiom  Ireland  'knee 

1011  I'm  going  to  have  my  name  above  the 

1012  Judge  Du!Ty  told  me  so  idoor 

1013  Man,  poor  man 

ini4  When  baby  sn>il(>s  In  her  sleep 
I'I15  Songs  that  we  sing 
li'ltt  Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe 

1017  Meet  a  coon  tonight 

1018  CopiK'rand  the  cook 

1019  Bring  Imck  my  sailor  boy 

1020  Where  the  sparrows  and  chippies 

1021  Old  boss  Barry  [parad* 
I0-«  Midnight  squad 

lO-rt  Isi(b<-ile  St.  Clair 

lo-;*  Don't  run  down  the  Irifh 

1025  From  tho  cradle  to  ttic  gmre 

1026  The  little  flshermaiden 
lVrl4  You  know 

1028  Up  went  the  price 

1029  Honor  thy  father  and  mother      '    " 

1030  Marguerite 

1031  Bid  m(^  good-bye  and  go 
10:M  I'm  so  shy 


We  will  send  10  of  tlic  above  Songs,  your  selection,  for  10  cents;  30  for  25  ceuta;  50  for  40  cents;  100  for  75  cents,  or  lOOO 
for  $6.  |^~  Remember  w(;  will  not  send  leas  than  10  of  these  Songs  by  mail.  Be  sure  to  order  Son  ;s  by  their  numbers  only.  We  will 
«end  the  sheet  music  of  any  song  on  this  page,  arranged  for  the  piano,  ■words  and  music  combined,  for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  3  copies  for  $1. 


''^Jfc 


«B«MHM»i 


'^^^mmmmmm- 


PDBLISHED  DDARTERLl.-January,  April,  Jnly  and  Octiito. 


ijxviu^ 


FOR      SALE      BY      ALL      BOOKSELLERS     AND      NEWSDEALERS.      .0 


WEHMAN'S   No.  8 


■^^'.■:- 


COJ.LECTION    OF 


PR  ICE  ,     1  O     CENTS 

NO   TWO   SONGS  ALIKE. 


EVERT   BOOK   DIFFERENT. 


CONTENTS    OF    THIS    NUMBER: 


I 


PAGE 


A  Yankee  Ship,  and  a  Yankee  Crew. ......... ... .....;....  21 

An  Irishman's  Dyinj;'  Request — BeciUdion.  : 8 

Bonap.irte  on  St.  Hc-U-na 11 

Briii^'  IJiick  tlie  Old  Folks  W  illie,  D.irling 9 

Bonnv  Irish  Boy  (The) 15 

Bright  Alfarata 23 

Banbury  Cross 21 

Baby  on  the  Brain 20 

Bellville  Convent  Fire  (The) 27 

Banks  of  Newfoundland  (The) 3 

Charley,  He's  a  Slasher 24 

Carrie,  Dear 21 

Come  Back  to  the  Old  Home  Again '. 19 

Comet  of  the  West  (The) 18 

Conductor  with  the  Patent  Bell  Punch  (The) 26 

Clam  Soup  Pedler's  Daughter  (The) 26 

Dan  and  Teddie'a  Parting 9 

Dear  Little  Colleen • 10 

Donevans  (The) 15 

Daschcn  on  the  Rhine — Redtation 20 

Down  by  the  Rustic  Gate 19 

Ehren  on  the  Rhine 12 

Eggs  for  Your  Breakfast  in  the  Morning 24 

Electric  Light  (The) 8 

Eddie  McCarty 8 

Fenians'  Escape  (The) 10 

Fifth  Avenue 13 

Falling  Lejivcs 14 

Flew-y.  Flew-v 20 

Gallant  Sixty-]^inth  (The) 16 

George  Constant ine  McKeown 27 

Give  Me  Back  My  Heart  Again 5 

Green  Fields  of  America  (The) 5 

Her  Lovers — Bedtatioti 28 

How  We  Tried  to  Whip  the  liGiicV''-^^0^citation 27 

Hebrew  Wedding  (The) :rr.J'^ 3 

I  Dreamed  That  Old  Ireland  Was  Free 10 

In  the  Shadow  of  the  Leaves 14 

I'll  Go  Back  to  the  Old  Bridge  Again 14 

If  I  Was  the  President 19 

I  Will  Stand  by  Mv  Friend 18 

I'll  Name  the  Boy  bennis  or  no  Name  at  All 98 

Ible  of  France  (The) 7 

In  the  Louisana  Lowlands '. 26 

Jordan  is  a  Hard  Road  to  Travel 10 

Johnny,  Fill  Up  the  Bowl— iVo.  1 24 

Johnny,  Fill  Up  the  Bowl— JVo.  2 25 

Johnny  Dovle 6 

Jeremiah,  filow  the  Fire 3 

Jack  is  Every  Inch  a  Sailor 4 

Let  Me  Dream  Again 19 

Lady,  Art  ThoH  Sleeping? 18 


-■■■•  :h- 


l> 


PASS 

Let  us  Speak  of  a  Man  as  we  Find  Him 27 

Lily  of  the  West  (The) 4 

Married  Life 24 

Musical  Wife  (The) 22 

My  Rjittling  3Iare  and  I 19 

McCarthy's  Boarding  House 17 

Mother's  Last  Letter  to  Me , 28 

My  Bonny  Laboring  Boy 6 

Maryland,  My  Maryland 25 

Mary  Blane 4 

'Neath  the  Maple  by  the  Mill 15 

Napolitaine 24 

Nobody's  'MyiXe— Recitation 7 

Other  Side  of  Jordan  (The) - 11 

Oh!  I  shall  call  Dada 11 

Orphan  Boy  {Thc)—I{eciUdiou 13 

Orphan  Girl  (The) 23 

Old  Mosquetaire  (The) 20 

Once  Again 17 

Oh,  Fred!  the  Boat  is  Turning  Over 17 

Our  Sailors  on  the  Sea 2 

Poor  Old  Jesse's  Blind 9 

Poor  Married  Man  (The) 5 

Pretty  Little  Mary 21 

Paddy's  Curiosity  Shop 16 

Paddy  on  the  Canal 2 

Sally  Mackenally 9 

Shamrock,  Rose  and  Tliistle  (The) 13 

Song  from  "  Nanon  " 12 

Something  to  Tickle  the  Girls 12 

Sparking  Sarah  Jane 14 

Silver  Bells  of  Jlemory 23 

Sweet  Alpine  Roses 22 

Shoot  the  Hat 7 

Sweet  Dreams  of  Mother  and  Ilonie " 28 

Swinging  on  the  Golden  Gate ., 5 

There's  a  Light  in  the  Window 13 

Tommy,  Make  Room  for  Your  Uncle 22 

Ten  Little  Injuns 18 

Three  Grains  of  Corn 26 

Ten  Minutes  too  Late 25 

Umbrella  Courtship 28 

When  We  Meet  by  the  Old  Bridge  Again *,  12 

When  the  Circus  Comes  to  Town 15 

What  is  lAM—Bedtatian 6 

Wax-work  Show  (The) 7 

Woman  is  what  Man  doth  make  Her — Recitation 8 

When  we  Went  Roller  Skating. .' 4 

You'll  Miss  Your  Mother  When  She's  Gone 11 

Yes,  We  all  will  be  There t 16 

Yaller  Gal  That  Winked  at  Me  (The) : 7 

Yam  of  the  "Nancy  Bell  "  (The) 2 


Published  by  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  130  Park  Row,  N.Y. 


Copyright,  188S,  by  Hsnbt  J.  Wkhkah. 


■<i^vV. 


.».*«•> 


V^^: 


"f 


rrr^. 


k^*: 


1* 


m 


mm 


wm 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  8. 


;V--('    :■■ 


PADDY   ON   THE   CANAL. 
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When  I  landed  In  sweet  Philadelphia,  the  weather  was  pleasant  anil  clear, 
I  did  not  stay  Iouk  in  the  city,  us  quickly  I  shall  let  you  hear. 
I  did  not  stay  Ionic  in  the  city,  for  it  happened  to  be  in  the  Fall, 
I  never  reef  *d  a  sail  in  my  riKging,  till  I  anchored  out  on  the  canal. 

CuORfS. 

So  faro  you  well,  father  and  mother,  likewise  to  old  Ireland  too; 
So  fare  you  well,  sister  and  brotlier,  so  kindly  I'll  bid  you  adieu. 

When  I  came  to  this  wonderful  rampire,  it  fill'd  me  with  the  greatest  surprise 
To  see  such  a  great  undertaking,  on  the  like  I  never  open'd  uiy  eyes ; 
To  see  a  full  thousand  brave  fellows  at  work  among  mountains  so  tall. 
To  dig  through  the  valleys  so  level,  through  rocks  for  to  cut  a  canal. 

So  fare  you  well,  father  and  mother,  Ac. 

I  enter'd  with  them  for  a  season,  my  monthly  pay  for  to  draw, 
And  being  in  very  good  humor,  I  often  sung  Erin-Go-Bragh. 
Our  provision  it  was  very  plenty,  to  complain  wed  no  reason  at  all, 
I  had  money  In  every  pocket  while  working  upon  the  canal. 

So  fare  you  well,  father  and  mother,  &c. 

I  learnt  to  be  very  handy,  to  use  both  the  shovel  and  spade, 

I  learnt  the  whole  art  of  canalling— I  think  it  an  excellent  trade. 

I  learned  to  be  very  handy,  although  I  was  not  very  tall, 

I  could  handle  the  sprig  of  shillelah,  with  the  best  man  on  the  canal. 

So  fare  you  well,  father  and  mother,  Ac. 
* 

I  being  an  entire  stranger,  be  sure  I  had  not  much  to  say. 

The  boss  came  'round  in  a  hurry,  says.  "  Boys,  it  is  grog-time  a  day  ; " 

We  all  marched  up  in  good  order,  he  was  father  now  unto  ns  all. 

Sure  I  wlsh'd  myself  from  that  moment  to  be  working  upon  the  canal. 

So  fare  you  well,  father  and  mother,  Ac. 

When  at  night  wo  all  rest  from  our  labor,  be  sure  but  our  rent  U  all  paid. 
We  lay  down  our  pick  and  our  shovel,  likewise  our  ax  and  our  spade. 
We  all  set  a-joking  together,  there  was  nothing  our  minds  to  enthrall. 
If  happiness  bo  iu  this  wide  world,  I  am  sure  It  is  on  the  canal. 

So  fare  you  well,  father  and  mother,  Ac. 


OUR  SAILORS  ON  THE   SEA 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song*  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  U.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1«23.  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

At  night  when  we  are  lyine:  on 

Our  bods,  secure  and  warm, 
We  hear  tlic  mourning  -winds  that  tell 

The  coming  of  tlie  storm; 
The  lightning  flashed,  tlie  thunder  roared 

Around  its  cliildisli  glee, 
On  such  a  night  may  God  protect 

Our  sailors  on  the  sea — 
On  such  a  niglit  may  God  protect 

Our  sailors  oa  the  sea. 

CnoKtrs. 

Amidst  the  raging  of  the  storm, 

"We  humbly  ask  of  Thee — 
Oh!  Fatlier,  in  Thy  mercy  save 

Our  sailors  on  the  sea — 
Oh!  Father,  iu  Thy  mercy  save 

Our  sailors  on  the  sea. 

The  sailor  little  thinks,  when  he 

Lets  out  upon  the  wave, 
The  worn-out  ship  in  which  he  sails 

May  bear  him  to  his  grave; 
Should  storm  arise,  her  rotten  planks 

To  pieces  soon  may  go; 
Yet  ships  like  this  are  sent  to  sea. 

That  man  may  richer  grow- 
Yet  ships  like  this  are  sent  to  sea. 

That  man  may  richer  grow. — CTioriu. 


—"I  am  lonely,  my  darling,  without  you,"  wrote  Smith  to 
his  absent  wife.  "Oh,  so  lonely,  and  I  count  the  days  until  you 
return."  Several  hours  later  Smith  met  Jones,  another  grass 
widower.  "Well,  old  boy,"  observed  Jones,  "let's  go  down 
to  the  Island  to-night  and  have  a  quiet  little  time."  ' '  All  right," 
replied  Smith,  "1  vc  juuly  got  five  more  days  before  the  old  hen 
gets  back."  ■.•■;■-:.;  j^-.:-  •.'^'    •..•.■      ;■'•.•,.  ■. ;. ... 


The  Yaxn  of  the  "Nancy  BelL" 
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'Twas  in  the  good  ship  "Nancy  Bell" 

I  sail'd  for  the  Indian  sea. 
And  there  on  the  reef  we  came  to  grief, 

Which  has  often  occured  to  n>e,  brave  boys. 

Which  has  often  occured  to  me. 
And  pretty  nigh  all  the  crew  was  drown' d — 

There  was  seventy-seven  o'  soul, 
And  only  ten  of  the  "Nancy's"  men 

Said  "  Here!"  to  the  muster-roll,  brave  boys. 

There  was  me,  and  the  cook,  and  the  captain  bold, 

And  the  mate  of  the  "Nancy"  brig. 
And  the  boatswain  tight,  and  a  midshipmitc. 

And  the  crew  of  the  captaiti's  gig,  brave  boys. 

And  the  crew  of  the  captain's  gig. 
For  a  month  we'd  neither  wittles  uor  drink. 

Till  a-hungry  we  did  feel. 
So  we  draw'd  a  lot,  and  accordiu'  we  shot 

The  captaiu  for  our  meal,  brave  boys. 

The  next  lot  fell  to  the  "Nancy's"  mate. 

And  a  delicate  dish  he  made: 
Then  our  appetite  with  the  midshipmite. 

We  seven  survivors  stayed,  brave  boys. 

We  seven  survivors  stayed. 
And  then  we  murdered  the  bo'sun  tight. 

And  he  much  resembled  a  pig; 
Then  we  wittled  free,  did  the  cool;  and  me. 

On  the  crew  of  the  captain's  gig.  brave  boys. 

Then  only  the  cook  and  me  was  lift. 

And  the  delicate  question,  "Which 
Of  us  two  goes  to  the  kettle?"  arose. 

And  we  argued  it  out  assich,  brave  boys, 

And  we  argued  it  out  as  sich. 
For  I  loved  that  cook  as  a  brother,  I  did, 

And  the  cook  ho  w6r.shippe»l  me. 
But  we'd  both  be  blowcd,  if  we'd  either  be  stowed 

In  the  other  chap's  hold,  you  see,  brave  boys. 

So  we  stirred  it 'round  and 'round, 

And  sniffed  at  the  foaming  froth; 
I  ups  with  his  heels  and  smothers  his  squeals 

In  the  scum  of  the  boiling  broth,  brave  boys. 

In  the  scuin  of  the  boiling  broth.  • 

And  I  ate  that  cook  in  a  week,  or  less, 

And,  as  I  eating  be. 
The  last  of  his  chops,  why,  I  almost  drops, 

For  a  wessel  in  sight  I  see,  brave  boys. 

And  I  never  larf,  and  I  never  smile. 

And  I  never  lark  nor  play. 
But  sit  and  croak,  and  a  single  joke 

I  have — whicli  is  to  say,  brave  boys, 

I  have — which  is  to  say — 
Oh!  I  am  a  cook,  and  a  captnin  bold, 

And  a  mate  of  the  "Nancy"  brig,      ■ 
And  a  bo'sun  tight,  and  a  midshipmite. 

And  the  crew  of  the  captain's  gig,  bravo  boys. 


:-jl(- 


— The  one  redeeming  filature  of  Mormonism  is  that  it  does  not 
throw  the  burden  of  the  support  of  a  husband  upon  one  woman. 


— The  inventors  of  the  telegraph  and  the  telephone  both  had 
mute  wives.  Just  see  what  men  can  do  when  everything  is  quiet. 


—  "  Arc  there  any  more  jurymen  who  have  a  prejudice  against 
you?"  whispered  the  young  lawyer.  "No,  boss,  de  jury  am 
all  right,  but  I  wants  you  to  challenge  de  jedge.  I  has  been 
'victed  twice  before  under  him,  and  may  be  he  is  'ginnia'  to  hab 
a  prejudice  against  me."  , 


— A  few  evenings  ago  a  little  Austin  boy  was  busily  engaged 
in  learning  his  lessons.  His  father,  one  of  the  leading  citizens 
of  Austin,  had  gone  to  the  lodge.  His  mother  was  busy  sewing. 
The  little  boy  looked  up  and  asked:  "Mamma,  what  does 
'pretext'  mean?"  "When  your  father  has  to  go  to  the  lodge 
three  times  a  week,  that  is  a  pretext  to  get  away  from  his  family." 


'  'f'V-*J^JJ>i!"  «-"J 


The  Banks  of  Newfoundland. 


Tbere's  a  saucy  wild  packet,  and  a  packet  of  fame, 
She  belongs  to  New  York,  and  the  "  Dreadnought "  la  her  name. 
■  She  is  bound  to  the  westward,  where  the  strongr  winds  do  blow. 
Bound  away  in  the  "  Dreadnought,"  to  the  westward  we  go. 

The  time  of  her  sailing  is  now  drawing  nigh ; 

Farewell,  pretty  May,  I  must  bid  you  good-bye :       •    "•  , 

Farewell  to  old  England,  and  all  those  we  hold  dear, 

Bound  away  in  the  "Dreadnought,"  to  the  westward  we  steer. 

Oh!  the  "Dreadnought"  is  heading  out  of  Waterloo  Dock, 
Where  the  boys  and  the  girls  on  the  pier-heads  do  flock ; 
They  will  give  us  three  cheers,  while  the  tears  freely  flow. 
Saying,  God  bless  the  "  Dreadnought,"  wheresoe'er  she  may  go. 

Oh !  the  "  Dreadnought "  is  waiting  in  the  Mersey  so  free- 
Waiting  for  the  "Independence  "  to  tow  her  to  sea ; 
For  to  round  that  black  rock  where  the  Mersey  does  flow. 
Bound  away  in  the  "Dreadnought,"  to  the  westward  we'll  go. 

Oh  !  the  "  Dreadnought "  is  a  howling  down  tl\e  wild  Irish  sea,  , 
Where  the  passengers  are  merry,  with  hearts  full  of  glee ; 
While  the  sailors  like  lions  \t-alk  the  decks  to  and  fro. 
Bound  away  in  the  "  Dreadnought,"  to  the  westward  we'll  go. 

Oh  !  the  "  Dreadnought "  is  sailing  the  Atlantic  so  wide. 
Where  the  dark,  heavy  seas  roll  along  her  black  sides ; 
With  the  sails  neatly  spread,  and  the  red  cross  to  show, 
Bound  away  in  the  "Dreadnought,"  to  the  westward  we'll  go. 

Oh  !  the  "  Dreadnought "  is  becalmed  on  the  banks  of  Newfoundland, 

Where  the  water's  so  green  and  the  bottom  is  sand ; 

Where  the  fish  of  the  ocean  swim  around  to  and  fro ; 

Bound  away  in  the  "  Dreadnought,"  to  the  westward  we'll  go. 

Oh  I  the  "  Dreadnought "  has  arrived  in  America  once  more : 
We'll  go  ashore,  shipmates,  on  the  land  we  adore— 
See  our  wives  and  our  sweethearts— be  merry  and  free- 
Drink  &  health  to  the  "Dreadnought,"  wheresoe'er  she  may  be. 

Here's  a  health  to  the  "  Dreadnought,"  and  to  all  her  brave  crew. 
Here's  a  health  to  her  Captain,  and  ofiBcers,  too ; 
Talk  about  your  flash  packets,  "  Swallow  Tail "  and  "  Black  Ball," 
But  the  "  Dreadnought "  's  the  clipper  to  beat  one  and  all. 


THE  HEBREW^  WEDDING. 

Tune— "De  Golden  Wedding." 

I'm  going  to  de  Hebrew  wedding, 

All  de  Sheeneys  vill  be  dare; 
Oh!  such  dancing  und  sucli  spreading, 

Von'd  ve  malce  de  Bitzes  stare. 
All  de  high-toned  Hebrew  people  -, 

Dot  reside  in  our  town, 
Have  received  an  invidaahun, 

Und  day  shurly  vill  come  down. 

Chokus. 
All  de  Sheeneys  vill  be  dare, 
Moses  vid  his  curly  hair, 
Und  de  Bitzes  gouives  day  vill  stare, 

Ven  dey  see  us  spreading; 
Von'd  ve  hafe  a  iolly  dime 
Eading  motzes,  drinking  vine, 
All  de  high-toned  Sheeneys 

Vill  be  at  de  Hebrew  wedding. 

Ve  will  hafe  ice-cream  dareafter, 

Cloiska  pudding,  motza  balls, 
Bitzes  day  vill  plotz  vid  laughter 

Ven  day  see  us  dance  de  volze. 
Ve  vill  bring  our  whole  maspucha, 

Messa  lockshen  alias  toff,  r 

Let  dem  dance  till  dare  mash ugep, 

You  can  bet  day  are  de  stuff.— CAorut. 

De  Chosen  he  vill  say  de  Brucha, 
Hang  Mazussa's  on  de  door, 
..     Solly  Cohen  und  his  Maspucha, 

Vill  be  directors  of  de  floor.    .  *         r 

■    De  Chosen  he  vill  kiss  de  colla,' ■  -  : ' . 

You  can  bet  your  bottom  doUar,  '■%:  '  •   ;^ 

Und  de  Sheeneys  day  vill  holler  ' 

At  de  Hebrew  wedding. -r-CAortM. 


An  Irish.man^s  Dying  Request. 

Recited  by  James  T.  Kelly. 

Korali,  the  gang  upon  the  comer 

Has  told  me  to  lay  down  and  die; 
My  darling,  go  and  hang  up  the  baker 

For  a  piece  of  buckelberry  pie; 
My  breath  is  getting  very  weak, 

Once,  you  know,  it  was  so  strong. 
So  listen  to  my  dying  request, 

For  I  know  that  I  will  not  live  long — 

Tell  my  brother,  Herman  Fagan, 

The  poor  man  to-day  he  got  one  year. 
Tell  him  when  I  go  to  Sandusky, 

I'm  going  tb  give  lip  drinking  beer; 
Oh,  the  happy  days  we  8i>eut  together. 

When  we  used  to  call  each  other  chumps. 
No  more  we  will  parade  the  Bowery 

Dropping  our  hats  on  cigar  stumps. 

Tell  my  red-headed  hump-backed  sister 

She  ought  to  put  herself  in  hock, 
She  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  bag  of  peanuts, 

Or  a  hole  in  the  heel  of  a  woolen  sock; 
Norah,  our  little  dog  has  fleas, 

We  must  shake  the  dizzy  pup, 
Come  and  kiss  me  when  I'm  dead. 

For  then  I  know  I  won't  blow  up. 

Tell  your  father  he's  a  darling. 

As  a  lusher  he  takes  the  cake ; 
Tell  him  to  buy  some  bad  gin  and  tobacco. 

So  the  gang  can  enjoy  themselves  at  my  wake; 
Tell  him  to  sing  the  Starry  Banner, 

For  it  I  carried  many  a  night ; 
Tell  them  all  I  came  from  Cork,  .    ' 

And  that's  the  reason  I'm  flying  light. 

Norah,  part  my  hair  in  the  middle, 

I  think  my  end  is  drawing  near; 
I  wish  you  would  go  to  the  corner  gin-mill 

And  hang  them  up  for  a  quart  of  beer. 
Farewell,  darling,  it's  time  I  was  dead. 

Good  afternoon!  oh,  what  do  you  say? 
If  any  one  asks  why  I  kicked  the  bucket, 

Tell  them  1  couldn't  stay  away. 


Jeremiah,  Blow  the  Fire. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  .1.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1833,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  fatalogue  of  Songs— free  to  any  address. 

My  name  is  Jeremiah  Jones,  and  when  I  was  a  child 
I  used  to  play  a  little  game  which  drove  my  mother  wild  ; 
I'd  take  the  bellows  on  my  knee,  to  blow  the  fire  I'd  try. 
And  when  the  fire  began  to  blaze,  I  lustily  would  cry : 

Chorus. 

Jeremiah,  blow  the  fire,  puff,  puff,  ptiff ; 

Jeremiah,  blow  the  fire,  puff,  puff,  puff ; 

First  you  do  it  gently,  then  you  come  it  rather  rough, 

Jeremiah,  blow  the  fire,  puff,  puff,  puff. 

Then  when  a  little  older,  to  a  farrier  I  was  bound. 

To  learn  the  art  of  shokino  which  a  bootliss  task  I  found ;        .  - 

They  canceled  my  indentures,  for  I  raised  my  master's  ire 

By  shouting  out  the  whole  day  long,  while  blowing  at  the  fire— Chobcs. 

In  time  I  loved  a  pretty  girl,  and  strange,  tho'  it  may  be,     -  ' 
The  lady  in  her  younger  days  was  just  the  same  to  me ; 
And  when  I  asked  her  to  be  mine,  she  bowed  her  lovely  head, 
And  as  I  pressed  my  lips  to  hers,  in  artful  tones  she  said— 
Spokkn— You  remember  the  old  song  of— Chobcs.  %    i 

We're  married  now,  I'm  proud  to  say,  and  have  been  many  years ; 
We're  very  happy,  and  we've  got  a  dozen  little  dears ; 
They're  all  of  them  strong-winded,  which  you'd  say  without  a  doubt. 
If  you  canoe  into  our  domicile  and  chanced  to  hear  them  shout— Chokus. 


'  .i\ 


—Said  Bobby  to  the  minister  at  dinner:  "Can  a  church 
whistle.  Mr.  Longprayer?"  "Why  do  you  ask?"  " 'Cos  Pa 
owes  $12  back  pew  rent,  and  he  says  he's  goipg  to  let  the  church 
whistle  for  it." 
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MARY  BLANE. 
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Oh!  once  I  loved  a  yellow  gal, 

I  loved  lier  jis  my  life; 
She  came  from  old  Virginia, 

Aud  I  took  her  for  my  wife; 
We  happy  lived  together. 

She  uevcr  caused  me  pain; 
But  on  one  cold  and  stormy  night, 

I  lost  my  Mary  Blane. 

Cnouu3. 
Farewell!  farewell!  poor  Mary  Blane, 
One  faithful  heart  still  thinks  of  you; 
Farewell!  farewell!  poor  Mary  Blane, 
Tho'  we  ne'er  shall  meet  again. 

l'v«  nothing  left  to  live  for  now, 

I'm  weary  of  my  life. 
Then  take  and  lay  me  gently  by 

My  poor  heart-broken  wife; 
I  wander  sadly  through  the  world. 

But  find  my  sorrow's  vain; 
These  tears  can  never  bring  to  me 

My  darling  Mary  Blane. — Choru$. 

I  buried  her,  at  dead  of  night, 

'Neath  the  persimmon  tree; 
The  snow  was  falling  thick  and  white 

On  her  dear  grave  and  me; 
And  often  since  in  «lreains  I  see 

Her  well  known  fonn  again, 
As  when  I  laid  her  in  the  grave, 

And  wept  o'er  Mary  IMBMQ.—Clwrui. 

Then  raise  no  tomb-stone  on  the  place, 

But  lay  me  by  her  side; 
The  best,  the  kindest  of  her  race — 

My  faithful,  constant  bride. 
I'm  ready  now  to  leave  this  life. 

To  join  her  once  again, 
Beneath  the  old  persimmon  tree. 

Where  sleeps  my  Mary  Blane.— CA<?rM«. 


Jack  is  Every  Inch,  a  Sailor. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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My  uncle  Jack  is  what  some  people  call  a  jolly  tar. 
And  I  should  think  that  he  was  born  l)eneatli  a  hicky  star- 
If  all  is  true  tiiat  lie's  gone  thro',  a  wonder  he  must  be, 
He's  ev'ry  inch  a  sailor,  aud  was  born  upon  the  sea. 

CnoRCS. 
Jack  is  ev'ry  inch  a  sailor,  five  and  twenty  years  a  whaler; 
Jack  is  ev'ry  inch  a  sailor,  born  upon  the  bright  blue  sea. 

On  a  stormy  night  it's  my  delight  tu  mix  a  glass  of  grog, 
And  then  get  Jack  to  spin  a  yarn  before  the  burning  log; 
And  after  you've  been  listening  to  all  that  he  has  said, 
You'll  feel  so  frighteu'd  that  you  cannot  go  alone  to  bed. 
1  .  Jack  is  ev'ry  inch  a  sailor,  &c. 

"Onenight,"  sadhe,  "while  out  at  sea  there  came  a  dreadful  gale, 
Wliich  wash'd  me  overboard  aud  I  was  swallowed  by  a  wliale, 
And  there  I  lived  for  twenty  days  wandering  about, 
Then  seized  the  whale  by  the  tall  aud  turned  him  inside  out." 

Spoken — I  said  to  my  friend,  who  was  sitting  by  my  side, 
there  is  no  mistake  about  it — 

:  Jack  is  ev'ry  inch  a  sailor,  &c. 

So  if  you  wish  to  pass  a  pleasant  hour  or  two  away. 
Just  call  and  see  old  uncle  Jack,  and  then  I  think  youll  say 
He's  ev'ry  inch  a  sailor,  and  a^  jolly  as  can  be, 
For  many  years  a  whaler,  quite  a  hero  of  the  sea. 

,  Jack  is  ev'ry  inch  a  sailor,  &c 


— A  young  married  woman,  says:  "  I  won  my  husband's  love 
and  I  am  going  to  keep  it  by  winning  his  stomach,  with  good 
food.     'That  is  the  way  my  mother  did. " 


The  Lily  of  the  West. 

I  just  came  down  from  Louisville,  some  pleasure  for  to  find — 
A  handsome  girl  from  Michigan,  so  pleasing  to  my  mind; 
Her  rosy  cheeks  and  rolling  eyes,  like  arrows,  pierced  my  breast. 
They  call  her  handsome  Afary,  the  Lily  of  the  West.       , 

I  courted  her  for  many  a  day,  her  love  I  thought  to  gain; 
Too  soon  AiK  slighted  me,  which  caused  me  grief  nnci  pain ; 
She  robbed  me  of  my  liberty — deprived  me  of  my  rest — 
They  call  her  handsome  Mary,  the  Lily  of  the  West. 

One  evening,  as  I  rambled  down  by  yon  shady  grove, 
I  met  a  lord,  of  high  degree,  conversing  with  my  love; 
lie  sang,  he  sang  so  merrily,  whilst  I  was  sore  opjiressed — 
lie  sang  for  handsome  Mary,  the  Lily  of  the  West. 

I  rushed  up  to  my  rival,  a  dagger  in  my  liand, 
I  tore  him  from  my  true  love,  and  boldly  bade  him  stand — 
Being  mad  to  desparation,  my  dagger  pierced  his  breast — 
I  was  iH-'trayed  by  Mary,  the  Lily  of  the  West. 

Now  my  trial  has  come  on,  and  sentencoil  soon  I'll  he; 
They  put  me  in  the  criminal  box.  and  then'  convicted  me. 
She  so  deceived  the  jury — so  modestly  did  dress — 
She  far  outshine  Venus— the  Lily  of  the  West. 

Since  then  I've  gained  my  lil)erty.  I'll  rove  the  country  through; 
I'll  travel  the  city  over,  to  find  my  loved  one  true; 
Although  she  stole  my  liberty,  and  deprived  me  of  my  rest. 
Still  I  love  my  I^ary,  the  Lily  of  the  West. 


When  We  Went  Roller  Skating. 

Written  and  suns  by  .'<am  Devere. 

If  you  could  only  see  my  girl. 

With  sky-blue  teeth  au(f  eyes  of  pearl. 

When  we  went  roller  skating. 
Some  ice  cr-r-r-eam  for  her  1  ^ught, 
Two  souls  with  but  a  single  thought, 
But  listen  to  me  now,  what  do  you  think? 
We  went  to  a  roller-skating  rink. 
Though  neither  oue  could  skate  a  peg. 
She  said  we'd  skate,  or  break  a  leg. 
Said  I,  "You  beat  Muria  Bates," 
And  we  put  on  a  pair  of  roller  skates. 
We  both  struck  out  and  then  struck  in, 
I  slipped,  and  scraped  Maria's  shin. 
And  tore  off  a  yard  and  a  half  of  skin. 
She  first  got  black  and  then  got  blue. 
She  patched  it  up  with  Spaulding's  glue. 
And  told  me  I  was  too  bran  new. 
She  raised  her  delicate,  dainty  paw. 
And  nearly  dislocated  my  jaw. 
Her  temper  up  bad  and  rippling  mad, 
Slie  swore  she'd  go  and  tell  her  dad. 
Oh,  what  a  terrible  time  we  bad. 

When  we  went  roller  skating. 

• 
Said  I,  "  Sweet  maid,  forgive  me,  try. 
Without  mv  birdie  I  wouul  die." 
She  wiukedf  her  alabaster  eye, 

Wiien  we  went  roller  skating. 
She  wiped  her  nose,  we  started  new, 
Once  more  to  see  wiiat  wo  could  do. 
1  took  her  hands  as  I  did  before. 
We  both  struck  out  across  the  floor; 
We  made  a  jump,  a  skip  and  a  hop. 
Took  a  drop,  but  couldn't  stop. 
Over  we  went  kerwhiz,  kerflop. 
Me  underneath  and  Maria  on  top. 
We  wiped  tho  floor  like  a  patent  mop, 
And  then  we  both  set  up  a  roar, 
As  we  went  tumbling  o'er  and  o'er. 
Slie  kicked  and  clawed.  I  yelled  and  swor«. 
Covered  with  gore,  aud  awful  sore. 
The  boys  they  yelled  the  more  aud  more. 
My  clothes  were  ripped,  my  legs  were  bare, 
Maria  lost  her  teeth  and  hair. 
Of  roller  skates,  beware!  beware! 
Never  again,  oh!  never,  I  swear, 

Will  I  go  roller  skating.  ^      ■  '-•  '^  - 
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Just  listen  to  my  doleful  ditty, 

Poor  married  man,  "*  ' 

And  when  you've  heard  it  you  will  pity 

Poor  married  man.  J 

I  sought  a  girl's  hand,  soon  did  wiu  it. 
Married  life  did  then  begin  it,  '.- 

But  I-,  alas!  put  my  foot  iu  it. 

Poor  married  man. 

The  honeymoon  was  scarcely  ended. 

Poor  married  man. 
Prove  herself  master,  soon  she  then  did, 

Poor  married  man.  :  •       . 

She  is,  I  cannot  help  declaring, 
Very  harsh  and  over-l)earing. 
In  fact,  she  is  the  breeches  wearing, 

Poor  married  man.  - . 

She  with  the  poker,  often  beats  me, 

Poor  married  man, 
And  otherwise,  each  day  ill  treats  me. 

Poor  married  man, 
She  sets  me  pots  and  kettles  rubbing! 
Gives  me  such  a  precious  snubbiug, 
If  I  refuse  to  do  tlie  scrubbing. 

Poor  married  man. 

She  makes  me  wash  the  plates  and  dishes, 

Poor  married  man, 
And  do  the  slightest  thing  she  wishes,  , 

Poor  married  man. 
My  boy  of  two.  who  scarce  can  toddle, 
Is  quite  ancient  in  the  noddle, 
He  points,  and  calls  me  "molly  coddle," 
.    .  Poor  married  man.   ,  , 

Six  "kids"  'round  me  each  day  assemble. 

Poor  married  man, 
Not  one  of  them  does  me  resemble ! 

Poor  married  man. 
To  make  things  worse,  my  daughter  Chloey,' 
Hooked  it  with  a  chap  called  Joey, 
A  seedy  cove,  by  trade  a  "doughty," 

Poor  married  man. 

The  treatment  I  receive  is  cruel. 

Poor  married  man, 
I  feel  as  weak  as  water  gruel, 

Poor  married  man. 
I'd,  in  the  butt,  my  life  cut  shorter, 
But  they  last  week  cut  off  our  water. 
Because  we  didn't  pay  last  quarter, 

Poor  married  man. 


The  G-reen  Fields  of  America. 

Farewell  to  the  land  of  shillahla  and  shamrock  '  v 

Where  many  a  long  day  in  pleasure  I  spent. 
Likewise  to  the  friends  that  I  leave  here  behind  me 

To  live  in  old  Ireland,  if  they  are  content; 
How  sorry  I  am  for  to  leave  this  green  island. 

Whose  cause  I  supported,  both  in  pekce  and  in  war; 
For  to  live  here  in  bondage,  I  ne'er  could  be  happy 

The  green  fields  of  America  are  sweeter  by  far. 

There  once  was  a  time  when  our  country  flourished. 

When  tradesmen  of  all  kinds  had  plenty  to  do; 
But  our  manufactories  have  crossed  the  Atlantic, 

And  we,  boys,  must  go  to  America  too; 
No  longer  I'll  stay  in  the  land  of  oppression. 

No  cruel  task-manter  shall  rule  over  me; 
To  the  country  of  liberty  I'll  bid  good-morrow — 

la  the  green  fields  of  America  we  will  be  free. 

Oh!  who  would  stay  here  amid  want  and  starvnlion. 

To  hear  their  poor  children  crying  for  bread ; 
With  many  poor  creatures  without  habitation, 

Or  shelter,  whatever,  to  cover  their  heads? 
Come,  pack  up  your  stores,  and  consider  no  longer. 

Six  dollars  a  week  is  not  very  bad  pay, 
With  no  tithes  or  taxes  to  devour  your  wages. 

When  you  are  in  the  green  fields  of  America. 

Farewell  to  the  groves  in  the  county  of  Wicklow, 

Likewise  to  the  girls  of  green  Erin,  all  'round, 
May  their  hearts  be  as  merry  as  ever  I  saw  them, 

Although  far  away  on  the  ocean  I'm  bound:  / 

If  ever  it  happens  iu  a  foreign  country, 

A  poor  friendless  Irishman  comes  in  my  way. 
To  the  best  I  will  make  him  right  welcome,  my  hearties. 

At  my  home  in  the  green  fields  of  America. 
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Give  me  back  my  heart  again,      . 
,/  .         I'll  forget  the  happy  past,  ' 

You  have  caused  me  grief  and  pain. 

Shadows  o'er  my  pathway  cast; 
Life  to  me  was  once  so  bright. 

Ah!  I  dreamt 'twould  so  remain. 
But  my  hopes  have  vanished  quite,  .     _ 

Give  me  back  my  heart  again — 
But  my  hopes  iiave  vanished  quite. 

Give  me  back  my  heart  again. 

Give  me  back  my  heart  again,  ,-'    .' 

Now  as  strangers  we  must  meet,  : 

Other  smiles  will  soon  enchain. 
Other  lips  thine  own  will  greet; 
-,  • ;     Go,  forget  the  wrong  you've  done,  ' 
Ne'er  can  I  sweet  peace  regain; 
Though  it  is  a  broken  one, 
.:'.'  Give  me  back  my  heart  again —    .  ■  ,\        ' 

,;./;-    Though  it  is  a  broken  one,         ,.  ■    :■'■:■::'-' ■'^■,\:^.:..:-: 
'  Give  me  back  my  heart  again.' 
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Wake  me  early  in  the  morning,,, 

Before  it  is  too  late,  . 

Just  when  the  day  am  dawning,  .    . 

To  swing  on  the  golden  gate;  . 

Sister  Sue  and  brother  Joe, 

And  aunt  Maria  they's  gone,  and  so  must  I; 
Oh,  I  feel  that  I  really  shall  expire. 

If  I  don't  get  there  bye-and-bye,  oh! 

Refrain. 

Oh.  wake  me!  shake  me  I 

Don't  let  me  sleep  too  late, 
I'm  gwine  away  early  in  the  morning. 

To  swing  on  the  golden  gate;  tt.--- 

Oh,  wake  me!  shake  me! 

Don't  let  me  sleep  too  late, 
I'm  gwine  away  early  in  the  morning. 

To  swing  on  the  golden  gate. 

Ship's  gwine  to  sail  on  the  morrow. 

Get  tickets  at  half  rate,  -  * 

We'll  bid  good-bye  to  sorrow, 

When  swinging  on  the  golden  gate; 
There  will  be  happy  meetings  '    " 

And  shouting,  when  we  get  there  that  day. 
There  will  be  no  weeping  or  pouting, 

Kase  we're  all  gwine  to  feel  so  gay. — Refrain. 
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— "Say,  Moses,"  said  a  customer  to  a  retail  clothier,  "what 
is  this  story  I  heard  about  you  ?  "  "  Vot  sthory  ish  dot  sthory  ?  " 
"  Why,  a  friend  of  mine  said  you  made  a  mistake  the  other  day, 
and  sold  him  a  ten-dollar  coat  for  five  dollars. "  "  How  ish  dot?" 
"  I  don't  know.  He  said  he  saw  the  figures  oo  the  ticket,  and 
that  your  boy  sold  it  to  him."  "Veil,  veil,  vot  a  sehmart  boy 
Chonnie  ish.  Yoost  like  hi.s  fodder.  I  tole  dot  j)oy  he  coot  haf 
all  vot  he  make  ofer  two  dollar  apiece  on  a  chob  lot  off  last 
chear's  goals,  untdot  ish  der  vay  be  peats  his  old  fodder  unt 
fixes  der  trade.  He  marks  dose  goats  up  und  den  yoost  like  a 
innocheut  leedle  sheep,  he  don't  see  der  price,  und  der  gushtoraer 
dinks  vot  a  schmardt  veller  he  ish  to  beat  a  |>oor  leedle  poy  in 
der  sthore.  Dot  Chonnie  vill  come  oud  on  der  high  side  of  der 
pile  unt  be  a  gredit  to  his  fodder." 
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JOHNNY   DOYLE. 


I  am  a  fair  maiden,  all  tangled  in  love. 

My  case  I  will  make  known  to  the  great  God  above; 

I  thought  it  a  credit,  yet  I  fear  it  a  crime 

For  to  roam  the  world  all  over  for  you,  Johnny  Doyle. 

It  was  Saturday  evening  we  made  up  the  plan — 

It  was  early  Monday  morning  to  take  a  trip  along; 

My  waiting  maid  was  standing  by,  as  you  can  plainly  see. 

She  slipped  iu  unto  my  mamma,  and  told  upon  me. 

My  mamma  she  conducted  me  Into  the  bed-room  high, 
Where  she  knew  no  one  could  hear  me,  nor  pity  my  cry; 
She  bundled  up  my  clothes,  and  she  bid  me  be  gone — 
For  she  knew  well,  iu  her  heart,  that  I  loved  that  young  man. 

A  horse  and  side-saddle  my  father  did  provide, 

In  hopes  to  get  me  married,  and  be  young  Somers'  bride; 

A  horse  and  side-saddle  my  father  did  prepare. 

With  six  noble  footmen  to  wait  on  me  there. 

So  we  rode  all  along  till  we  came  to  Belfast  town. 

Our  horses  being  stabled  and  footmen  seated  down; 

While  they  were  at  their  merriment,  f  Johnny  Doyle. 

1  had  my  own  toil — for  my  heart  it  lie  at  home  with  my  young 

By  my  eldest  brother  I  was  conducted  home — 
My  mamma  she  conducted  me  into  my  own  bed-room; 
My  own  bod  being  the  softest,  my  head  I  did  lie  down. 
For  to  seek  consoling  sorrow — my  body  it  was  found. 

Now  close  the  door,  dear  mamma,  don't  you  let  Somers  iu — 
Now  close  the  door,  dear  mamma,  don't  you  let  Somers  in; 
For  to-night  is  the  night  that  he  means  to  enstrive, 
But  he'll  never  gain  the  girl  that  is  intended  for  his  bride. 

When  she  saw  the  minister  coming  in  the  door. 
Her  ear-rings  th'ey  bursted  and  fell  upon  the  floor; 
The  gold  ring  on  her  finger  in  a  hunnred  pieces  did  fly. 
And  her  stomach  it  bursted,  and  death  was  drawing  nigh. 

I  will  send  for  Jolinny  Doyle  for  you,  my  down  darling  child — 
I  will  send  for  Johnny  DSyle  for  you,  my  own  heart's  delight; 
Yes,  you'll  send  for  Johnny  Doyle,  mamma,  but  I  fear  it  is  too  late, 
For  death  it  is  coming,  and  sad  is  my  fate. 

Now,  death  you  are  coming,  you  are  welcome  to  me; 

From  the  pams  of  love  I'm  .sure  you'll  set  me  free; 

There  is  more  trouble  on  my  mind  than  my  poor  tongue  can  tell, 

And  these  are  my  dying  words — Johnny  Doyle,  fare  you  well  I 

The  day  of  her  funeral,  it  was  a  great  sight — 
There  were  four-aud-twenty  fair  maidens,  all  dreteed  in  white; 
They  carried  her  to  St.  Mary's  ground,  and  laid  her  in  the  clay, 
Sayinjj— The  Lord,  He  may  be  with  you  forever  and  a  day. 


WHAT   IS,  LIFE? 


A  little  crib  beside  the  bed, 
A  little  face  above  the  spread; 
A  little  frock  behind  the  door, 
A  little  shoe  uj)on  the  floor. 

A  little  lad  with  dark  brown  hair, 
A  little  blue-eyed  face,  and  fair; 
A  little  lane  that  leads  to  school, 
A  little  pencil,  slate  and  rule. 

A  little  blrthesome,  winsome  maid, 
A  little  hand  within  his  laid; 
A  little  cottage,  acres  four, 
A  little  old-time  fashioned  store. 

A  little  family  gathering  round, 

A  little  turf-heaped,  tear-dewed  mound; 

A  little  added  to  his  soil, 

A  little  rest  from  the  hardest  toil. 

A  little  silver  in  his  hair; 
A  little  stool  and  easy  chair; 
A  little  night  of  earth-lit  gloom, 
A  little  cortege  to  the  tomb.       ., 


My  Bonny  Laboring  Boy. 

As  I  roved  out  one  morning, 

Being  in  the  blooming  Spring,     . 
I  heard  a  lovely  maid  complain,  '  • 

And  grievously  did  sing — 
Saying,  cruel  was  my  parents. 

That  did  me  so  annoy. 
And  would  not  let  me  marry 

My  bonny  laboring  boy. 

Young  Johnny  was  my  true  love's  name,- 

As  you  shall  plainly  see, 
My  parents  they  employed  him 

Their  laboring  boy  to  be— 
To  harrow,  reap,  and  sow  the  seed, 

And  plough  my  father's  land; 
But  soon  I  fell  iu  love  with  him. 

As  you  may  understand. 

My  mother  thought  to  have  me  wed 

Unto  some  lord  or  peer, 
I  being  the  only  heiress 

I'or  ten  thousand  pounds  a  year — 
I  placed  my  heart  on  one  true  love, 

And  he  was  my  only  joy. 
This  nation  I  will  ramble 

With  my  bonny  laboring  boy. 

His  cheeks  are  like  the  roses  red,    . 

His  eyes  as  black  as  sloes. 
He's  mild  in  his  behavior, 

Wherever  that  he  goes. 
He's  manly,  neat  and  handsome. 

His  skin  as  white  as  snow. 
And  in  spite  of  my  parents*  malice. 

With  my  bonny  laboring  boy  I'll  go. 

I  courted  him  for  twelve  long  months. 

But  little  did  I  know 
That  my  cruel  parents 

Would  prove  my  overthrow. 
They  watched  us  close  one  evening, 

Whilst  in  a  shady  grove, 
Pledging  our  vows  together, 

In  the  constant  bands  of  love. 

My  father  he  stepped  up  to  me, 

And  seized  me  by  the  hand, 
And  swore  he'd  send  young  Johnny 

Unto  some  foreign  land. 
He  locked  me  in  my  bed-room. 

My  comforts  to  annoy, 
And  kept  me  there  to  weep  and  mourn 

For  my  laboring  boy. 

My  mother  camo  next  morning, 

And  unto  me  did  ^ay: 
Your  father  he's  intended 

To  appoint  your  wedding  day;    . 
I  uobly  made  answer. 

With  him  I'd  ne'er  comply. 
But  single  would  I  still  remain 

For  my  bonny  laboring  boy. 

Says  the  daughter  to  the  mother. 

Your  plan  IS  all  in  vain — 
Lords,  Dukes,  and  Earls, 

Their  riches  I  disdain; 
I'd  rather  live  an  humble  life. 

My  time  I  would  employ,  .'    . 

Increasing  nature's  prospects,      "' 

With  my  bonny  laboring  boy. 

Fill  your  glasses  to  the  brim, 

Let  the  toast  go  merrily  round. 
Here's  health  to  every  laboring  boy 

That  ploughs  and  works  the  ground— 
And  when  his  work  is  over 

To  his  home  he  will  go  with  joy- 
Happy  is  the  girl  that  gets  ~ 

A  bonny  laboring  boy. 
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The  Wax-Work  Show. 

Sung  by  Tony  Pastor. 

I've  commenced  a  little  show  of  wax  figures  in  a  row, 

The  men  and  women  that  are  known  to  fame; 
Each  figure  you  shall  see,  for  my  wax-work  show  is  free. 

And  the  best  in  all  this  country  I  do  claim. 
I've  an  imported  blonde  putting  paint  and  powder  on — 

I've  captivated  the  old  chaps  in  the  pit; 
And  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe  kicking  up  a  mighty  row    .  . 

Because  her  Summer  pants  they  would  not  fit; 
I've  got  George  Francis  Train,  in  senses  once  again — 

And  Little  Mac,  in  Jersey,  all  the  go; 
A  policeman  was  so  good,  to  tell  a  lie  he  never  would — 

The  finest  figure  in  my  wax-work  show. 

I've  an  honest  bank-cashier,  no  depositor  need  fear, 

He  never  stole  a  dollar  in  his  life; 
A  widow,  who,  'tis  said,  with  a  rich  man  would  not  wed, 

And  did  prefer  to  be  a  poor  man's  wife* 
I've  the  famous  Sitting  Bull  pulling  Queen  Victoria's  wool — 

An  Indian  trader  who  was  not  on  the  beat — 
A  parson  who  don't  know  all  about^  the  world  below — 

A  temperance  man  wlio  once  wa^  known  to  treat — 
I've  got  Lydia  Thompson's  bust,  by  Count  Johannes  crushed — 

Gordon  Bennett,  as  he  stood  and  shot  the  foe — 
Some  whisky  Babcock  took — the  back  hair  of  Sheridan  Shook — 

You'll  find  them  all  in  my  great  wax-work  show. 

I've  tears  shed  by  Jim  Blaine,  the  great  senator  from  Maine, 

Wiien  he  was  unto  Conkling  reconciled ; 
I've  Parson  Beecher's  smi'e,  when  Ids  pews  sold  for  a  pile — 

A  Philadelphia  poem  wrote  by  Childs; 
A  receipt  how  to  win,  made  when  Hayes  was  counted  in — 

The  man  who  said  he  liked  his  mother-in-law; 
Miss  Claflin'a  waterfall — the  eye-glasses  of  Oakey  Hall — 

A  girl  insured  her  life  one  d.ime  could  draw; 
I've  a  Massachusetts  man,  who  to  make  believe  you  can,  ) 

That  Boston  is  not  heaven  here  below ; 
A  picture  that  took,  of  Talmage  seeing  the  Black  Crook — 

You'll  find  them  all  in  my  wax-work  show. 

I've  got  the  legs  of  Sunset  Cox,  with  Sammy. Tilden  in  a  box— 

I've  got  a  politician  who  liked  to  work; 
I've  the  brain  of  Baldy  Smith,  in  a  nutshell  to  be  safe — 

And  a  piece  of  Russia's  mercy  shown  the  Turk; 
The  hat  John  Kelly  wore,  when  from  Ireland  he  came  o'er — 

The  singing-bump  of  Sankey  newly  tuned; 
Tlie  skull  of  Thurlow  Weed — the  confession  of  Boss  Tweed — 

And  the  last  free  lunch  that  General  Grant  consumed; 
I've  the  groan  which  Slmkespeare  made,  when  by  Dr.  Landis 

The  gout  won't  leave  Magician  Heller's  toe;  [played — 

A  cat  old  Bergh  did  save,  from  a  sad  and  early  grave — 

They'll  all  be  found  inside  my  wax- work  show. 


THE   ISLE   OF  FRANCR 


The  sun  was  far  in  the  clouds  advanced. 
When  a  convict  came  to  the  Isle  of  France; 
Around  his  leg  he  wore  a  ring  and  a  chain, 
And  his  country  was  of  the  shamrock  green. 

The  coast-guard  waited  on  the  beach. 
Till  the  convict's  boat  was  within  reach ; 
The  convict's  chains  did  so  shine  and  spark, 
Which  opened  the  veins  of  the  coast-guard's  heart 

Then  the  coast-guard  launched  his  little  boat, 
Tliat  on  the  ocean  with  him  to  float; 
The  birds  at  night  take  their  silent  rest. 
But  the  convict  here  has  a  wounded  breast. 

Then  the  coast-guard  came  to  the  Isle  of  France, 
Towards  him  the  convict  did  atlvance —  - 

When  the  tears  from  kis  eyes  did  fall  like  rain — 
"  Young  man,  I  hear  you  are  of  the  shamrock  green.* 

"I  am  a  shamrock,'' the  convict  cried,       • 
"  That  has  been  tossed  on  the  ocean  wide; 
For  being  unruly,  I  do  declare, 
And  was  doomed  a  transport  for  seven  years. 

When  six  of  them  was  pa.st  and  gone. 
We  were  coming  home  to  make  up  one. 
When  tlie  stormy  winds  did  blow  and  roar, 
Wliich  cast  me  here  on  a  foreign  shore." 

Then  the  coast-guard  played  noble  part, 

And  witli  some  brandy  cheered  the  convict's  heart; 

"  Although  the  night  is  so  far  advanced. 

You  shall  find  a  friend  in  the  Isle  of  France." 

Then  a  speedy  letter  went  to  the  Queen, 

About  the  dreadful  shipwreck  of  tlie  shamrock  green; 

Then  liis  freedom  came  by  a  speedy  post. 

To  the  absent  convict  they  thought  was  lost. 

"God  bless  the  coast-guard."  the  convict  cried, 
"  Y''ou  have  saved  my  life  from  the  ocean  wide; 
I  will  drink  his  health  in  a  flowing  glass — 
Here's  success  to  the  Isle  of  France ! " 


>•'"  ■51 
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NOBODY'S  MULE. 

The  mule  seemed  pensive,  even  sad. 

As  if  by  conscience  pricked; 
But  when  they  came  to  share  his  woes. 

He  raised  objections— kicked. 

The  cat  came  up  to  sympathize. 

With  mew  and  gentle  purr, 
Alas!  she  cot  within  his  reach, 

When — flddlestrings  and  fur. 

The  dog,  in  pity,  neared  him  to 

Alleviate  his  care. 
He  tried  to  pass  around  him  once. 

But — sausage  meat  and  hair. 

And  John,  the  honest  farmer  boy. 

Who  had  the  beast  in  charge. 
Tried  recklessly  to  harness  him — 

His  funeral  was  large. 

Oh,  trifling  were  the  causes  which 

His  fiexile  legs  unfurled. 
And  many  were  the  quadrupeds 

That  sought  another  world. 

He  never  did  a  decent  thing. 
He  wasn't  worth  a  ducat;  ^ 

He  kicked  and  kicked  until  he  died,      '•  . ; 
And  then  he  kicked  the  bucket 


.^>5^r 


The  Yaller  Gal  that  Winked  at  Me. 
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Your  attention  I  ask  for  a  while  . 

To  a  song  I'm  going  to  sing  you — 
It's  about  a  pretty  yaller  gal  I  met  while  I  was  walking. 

And  she  threw  such  a  glance  at  me — 
She  was  pretty  and  sweet  as  a  flower — 

Such  clotlies  you  never  did  see; 
She'd  a  darling  little  bonnet,  witli  a  flower-garden  on  it. 
Had  the  yaller  gal  that  winked  at  me. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  my!  she  looked  so  sweet  and  she  dressed  so  neat. 
With  her  tilting  hoops  and  pretty  little  feet. 
As  she  went  skipping  along; 
Pretty  little  yaller  gal  I  met  while  I  was  walking. 
And  she  threw  sucli  a  glance  at  me; 
As  she  skipped  across  the  gutter. 
My  heart  went  in  a  flutter 
For  the  yaller  gal  that  winked  at  me. 

I  immediately  asked  her  her  name, 

And  she  said  it  was  Lucinda, 
She  said  I  was  a  stunner,  and  for  life  that  I  had  won  her. 

And  married  we  should  be.  .         , 

So  I'd  dress  up,  and  I'd  walk  by  her  house. 

Every  afternoon,  about  three. 
And  I'd  glance  up  at  the  window  for  to  see  my  dear  Lucinda, 

She's  the  yaller  gal  that  winked  at  me.—Cfuynu. 

Oh!  you  should  have  seen  her  on  her  wedding  day- 
She  was  handsome  as  a  Venus; 

When  the  Parson  made  us  one— ah!  then  the  thing  was  done— 
And  I  never  felt  so  happy  in  my  life. 

So  I've  bought  a  little  place  out  of  town —  "   :\   . 

If  you  go  by  stop  in  and  see —  ■ :     ;    :   .    . 

You'll  be  welcomed  by  a  wife  that's  as  dear  to  me  as  life. 
She's  the  yaller  gal  that  winked  at  me.—Cfumu. 
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Woman  is  What  Man  Doth  Make  Her. 

By  nuRli  Farrar  M'Dermott.  ''' 

What  the  flower's  to  I  lie  bee, 
What  the  blossom's  to  the  tree, 

Wliat  the  zephyr's.to  tlie  dav 
In  the  bright  and  glowing  Alay, 

What  the  svinlight's  to  the  shade. 
What  the  pansy's  to  the  glade, 

What  the  magnet's  to  the  pole. 
What  the  spirit's  to  the  soul, 

What  soft  music's  to  the  breast. 
What  sweet  di-eaming  is  to  rest. 

What  the  robe  of  inceuse  high 
Is  to  seraph  in  the  sky, — 

^      I  <  This,  all  this,  is  womankind 

To  man's  glory  of  the  mind. 

Oh,  Uie  duty  that  we  owe 
To  this  augel  here  Ik'Iow! 

Let  affections  come  unsought. 
Make  her  queen  of  every  thought; 

Hold  her  pride  within  thy  care, 
All  thy  ghnluess  let  her  share; 

Say  not  ever  love  in  vain; 
Bliss  of  love!  all  love  is  gain! 

Let  no  word  of  tongue  or  eye 
Lance  or  fret  the  sacred  tie; 

Stronger  than  the  giant's  hand 
Is  the  waving  of  her  wand. 

Long  and  empty  is  the  day 
With  fair  woman  far  away; 

As  we  contemplate  her  hence, 
Rueful  grows  the  shore  intense. 

Pure  and  white  as  driven  snow. 
Let  her  naught  but  mercy  know. 

Woman  to  thy  bosom  bind, 
Mould  her  to  a  lofty  mind ; 

Don't  decry  her,  don't  forsake  her. 
Woman  is  what  man  doth  make  her. 


EDDIE  Mccarty. 

One  evening  I  sat  at  my  sewing, 

'I'hf  tire  burned  cozy  and  bright, 
Outside  it  was  steadily  snowing. 

And  promised  a  cold  Winter  night. 
When  wl»o  should  walk  in  but  Jim  Daily 

Anil  sit  himself  down  by  my  side. 
All  dressed  like  a  dandy  so  gaily, 
Come  courting  myself  for  his  bride. 

CnoRCB. 
So  handsome,  so  young,  and  so  hearty — 

And  never  away  from  his  home; 
I  was  tliinking  of  £ddie  McCarty, 
Way  out  on  tlie  prairie  alone.  ^ 

He  told  me  to  go  and  get  ready. 

And  iMjfore  tliat  tiic  sun  would  go  down. 
He'd  make  me  the  wealthiest  lady 

That  ever  went  out  of  the  town. 
His  house  was  all  finished,  and  painted 

So  white,  with  the  window  blinds  green. 
And  a  lady  was  all  that  was  wanted. 

He  said,  to  preside  o'er  the  scene. — Chortu, 

The  floors  with  carpets  were  covered. 

And  the  walls  with  pictures  were  hung. 
Oh!  he  wa.s  the  broth  of  a  lover. 

With  honey,  they  say,  on  his  tongue. 
But  you'd  wonder  what  could  be  the  matter. 

His  face  was  as  long  as  a  mile. 
When  I  said  if  I  couldn't  do  better. 

I'd  marry  him  after  a  while. — C/u?mt. 


THE   ELECTRIC   LIO-HT. 
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SuDK  by  Tony  Pastor. 

The  time  is  <;oming  when  no  one 

Can  tell  the  day  from  night, 
And  that  will  be  when  we  shall  see 

The  new  electric  light. 
Then  gas  will  have  to  vanish,  '   » 

As  all  gassy  subjects  should, 
And  the  "  Yankee  triunu)h  "  it  will  shins 

Upon  the  bad  and  good; 
The  bold  policeman  on  his  beat 

Can  never  go  to  sleep. 
While  all  our  ball-room  beauties, 

Who  now  look  so  nice  at  ni^ht. 
Will  not  seem  quite  so  charming 

By  the  new  electric  light.  :. 

Chorus. 

There's  some  of  us  will  welcome. 

And  some  will  hate  the  sight 
Of  the  latest,  greatest  wonder. 

That's  the  new  electric  light. 

The  light  will  show  our  loving  wives 

If  husbands  come  home  "straight;" 
And  all  the  "spooney"  pairs  at  night 

A-kissing  at  the  gate; 
'Twill  show  the  rich  man  just  the  way 

To  help  the  starving  poor, 
And  the  way  to  keep  the  prowling  wolf 

From  honest  labor's  door! 
'Twill  show  the  road  to  "  good  old  tiraes," 

Now  specie  payment's  here, 
And  how  long  Murphy's  converts         :       . 

Will  abstain  from  gin  and  beer! 
'Twill  show  us  how  our  sweethearts 

Keep  their  curls  so  long  and  bright. 
We'll  see  what  makes  their  blushes, 

By  the  new  electric  light. — Choi-uK 

This  light  will  show  us  how  to  get 

The  cash  from  broken  banks. 
And  why  them  bold  directors  ■'■■,_ 

Are  allowed  to  play  such  pranks;  .- 

'Twill  show  us  why  policemen 

Club  the  helpless  and  the  old. 
When  the  banks  are  rol)l)ed  in  broad  daylight. 

By  burglars  stout  and  bold! 
'Twill  help  a  girl  to  ferret  out 

What  tints  her  sweetheart's  nose. 
And  why  her  dashing  neighbors 

Wear  such  fine  expensive  clothes; 
'Twill  show  us  if  those  "cyphers" 

That  we  read  of  were  all  right; 
We'll  find  our  honest  statesmen 

By  the  new  electric  light. — Chorttn. 

This  light  will  show  the  honest  man  . 

Beneath  a  ragtred  coat— 
And  why  our  "  Little  Johnny  " 

Wouldn't  let  the  people  vote. 
'Twill  guide  the  Reverend  Talmage 

On  some  other  vice  to  speak, 
And  will  show  him  clearly,  some  are  "frttuds," 

Who  hear  him  twice  a  week. 
'Twill  show  who  writes  the  personals. 

And  what  they  all  may  mean,  '      - 

And  why  the  girls  with  "navy  busts," 

When  dressed  so  stout,  are  seen; 
Why  someone  found  a  baby 

On  his  door-step  one  fine  night, 
Will  soon  look  quite  apparent 

By  tlie  new  electric  light.— CA/>rMj». 


— "Confound  it  all,"  said  Smith,  "  there  comes  Jones,  and  I 
owe  him  $2.  He'll  ask  me  for  it.  sure."  "  I'll  tell  you  what  to 
do,"  suggested  Smith's  friend.  "Just  take  a  drink  out  of  that 
street  fountain.'  "  How  will  that  prevent  him  from  asking  me 
for  the  money?  "     "  He'll  think  you  haven't  got  any." 
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Yonder'slands  de  cabin  home  whar  I  was  bom, 
Whar  I  hoed  de  coitou  an' de  )ellow  corn, 
Dar  my  good  ole  massa  was  so  kind  to  me. 
But  he's  gone  to  heaven  whar  I  longs  to  be. 

Refkain. 

Hear  de  darkies  singing  down  among  de  cane, 

How  dey  make  me  feel  dat  I  am  young  again — 

But  I'se  ole  and  feeble — blind — I  cannot  see — 

Massa  is  in  heaven,  no  one  cares  for  me; 

Pity  poor  ole  Jesse,  then,  he  was  always  kind — 

Mussa  used  to  love  him,  and  now  poor  ole  Jesse's  blind. 

'    Cnonus. 

Pity  poor  ole- Jesse,  then,  he  was  always  kind — 
Massa  used  to  love  him,  and  now  poor  ole  Jesse's  blind. 

D.'ir  my  wife  am  slcepln'  'neath  de  willow  tree. 

Angels  took  her  spirit  to  dat  land  so  free; 

How  I  long  to  meet  her  in  dat  home  above, 

Whar  dar  is  no  sorrow — all  am  peace  and  love. — Refrain. 

All  my  days  am  numbered,  soon  I'll  have  to  go — 

Soon  I'll  leave  de  sorrow  of  dis  earth  below; 

Dey  will  lay  me  gently  whar  de  willows  wave. 

But  dar's  none  who'll  shed  a  tear  on  ole  Jesse's  grave. — Refrain. 


SALLY   MACKENALLY. 
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Attention,  please,  while  I  relate  to  you 

Of  how  1  met  my  love; 
Twas  in  a  lane  I  was  walking  through, 

The  moon  shone  briglit  above. 
A  lovely  maiden,  all  alone,  -  / 

Was  walking  leisurely. 
When  I  made  bold  to  ask  this  litfle  one 

H  slie  would  walk  with  me — 
Sally  Mackenally,  V 

That  is  my  charmer's  name — 
And  she  lives  up  in  our  alley. 

With  her  sister,  Susau  Jane. 

■  .;'■.„'■.■:■•■..■;.'■.■    '.v i  Cnouus.      .'■■■'.■'''■■■'•[...:■'.:' 

Yes,  'deed  I  do,  I  love  ]\Iiss  Sally— (%m.) 
.     Uinph!  lots  of  fun  in  our  alley — (Sym.)  ., 

Oh,  yes!  she  is  a  pretty  little  girl, 

As  ever  you  di(i  see; 
Her  eyes  are  bright,  her  teeth  are  like  the  pearl 
That  is  found  down  in  the  sea. — Dance, 

I  took  my  darling  to  a  fancy  ball. 

And  danced  all  night  and  day; 
And  Sal  she  was  the  gayest  of  them  all. 

And  I  was  just  as  gay. 
The  music  played— then  I  cut  loose — 

The  darkles  all  did  bawl; 
They  laugned  and  shouted,  give  that  nigger  room, 

And  they  near  broke  down  the  hall. 

."  CnoRUS. 

.  Yes,  she  is  a  pretty  little  girl. 
As  ever  you  did  see; 
Her  eyes  are  i)right,  her  teefh  are  like  the  pearl 
Tbat  is  found  down  in  the  sea. 
I  just  saw  Sal.     Oh,  my!  - 

She's  my  gal.     Is  that  so? 
She  loves  me.     You  bet! 
'  '     Yes,  indeedy,  honey,  and  we're  gwine  to  meet  to-night. 

Duet. 

Down  upon  the  flowery  meadow,      .:      '      : 

When  the  moon  shines  bright — 
Rami)ling  in  tlie  twilight  shadows 

W^ith  my  love  to-night.— .Kfepeaf. 

Sal  loves  me.     Oh,  my! 
She's  all  mine.     Give  us  room! 
She's  my  pie.     Oh,  1 11  die!  .   ;    v.    :  .  ,  - 

Yes,  Indeedy,  honey,  and  we're  gwine  to  meet  to-night. 


Bring  Back  the  Old  Folks,  Willie  Dear. 
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.     ■  ■  .    .  ^     ■ 

Bring  back  the  old  folks,  Willie  darling,  * 

Tell  them  I've  waited  till  my  heart  can  wait  no  more; 
Only  this  favor,  Willie  darling. 

When  at  last  you  reach  the  far-off  shore. 
'Tis  years  since  I  left  my  dear  old  mother,  * 

Since  she  gave  me  her  blessing  with  a  tear; 
But  bring  back  the  old  folks,  Willie  darling. 

Tell  them  I  long  to  meet  them  here. 

Chorus. 
Bring  back  the  old  folks,  Willie, 

Tell  them  I  long  to  meet  them  here; 
Promise  you'll  not  forget  it.  darling. 

When  you're  far  away,  Willie  dear. 

Say  you'll  remember,  Willie  darling. 

Give  them  this  letter  when  you're  far  across  the  sea; 
W'arm  hearts  will  greet  you,  Willie  darling, 

For  you've  always  been  a  friend  to  me. 
There's  one  who  can  tell  you  how  I  love  her. 

And  soon  she  will  meet  me  here,  I  know; 
But  bring  back  the  old  folks,  Willie  darling — 

God  bless  you,  wherever  you  may  go. — Vliorus. 

Write  me  a  letter,  Willie  darling. 

When  you  are  happy  in  the  dear  old  home  once  more; 
I  shall  be  dreaming  of  you,  darling. 

Sitting  in  our  little  cottage  door; 
And  then,  oh!  how  gladly 'will  I  greet  you. 

For  the  old  folks  are  coming  back  to  me; 
But  give  me  your  hand,  oh!  Willie  darling,  '. 

1  love  you  wherever  you  may  be. — Chorus. 


Dan  and  Teddie's  Parting. 
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lam  bidding  j^ou  good-bye,  Dan,  dear,  - 

I'm  going  far  away, 
I'm  leaving  Ireland  far  behind, 

Going  to  America — 
Thin  you  be  good  to  mother,  Dan, 

And  little  Patsey,  too, 
I'll  get  work  in  America, 

And  send  for  all  of  you. 

Cnouus. 

Good-bye,  Daniel,  dear — 

Teddie,  are  j'ou  leaving? 
Let  your  heart  be  of  good  cheer. 

And  try  and  not  be  grieving. 
Bear  this  parting  like  a  man — 

Teddie,  I  will  try; 
Good-bye,  Daniel— farewell,  Teddlet 

Daniel — Ted— good-bye. 

Our  home  will  be  a  sad  one, 

Whin  you  have  gone  away, 
And  we  will  watch  until  a  letter 

Comes  across  the  sea. 
And  mother  says  her  prayer  shall  be, 

God  speed  her  own  son,  Ted; 
Yes,  you'll  be  always  in  our  mind, 

Each  day  we  break  our  day. — Chorut. 

So  now  I  must  be  leaving  you— 

But,  oh!  it  won't  be  long — 
.    I'll  save  up  every  cent  I  earn. 

For  I  am  young  .and  strong.        ■  .; 

And  whin  I  reach  America, 

I'll  soon  be  sending  home 
The  money  for  my  brother  Dan, 

To  come  across  the  foam. — ChorvM. 
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DEAK  LITTLE   COLLEEN. 
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Soon  you'll  he  sailing  o'er  the  wide  ocean. 

Leaving  old  Erin  to  sfc  it  no  more — 
Tears  that  are  falli!ig  speak  my  devotion, 

Dear  little  Colleen,  'tis  you  I  adore. 
Oh!  bring  me  luy  darling,  to  bless  and  to  clioer  me, 

One  sweet  bit  of  shamrock  from  over  tlie  sea. 
Fondly  'twill  whisper,  when  you  are  near  me, 

"Whisper,  dear  Colleen,  of  home  unto  me.  i 

CHORU8. 

Oh !  bring  me  my  darling,  to  bless  and  to  cheer  me,    . 

One  sweet  bit  of  .siiamrock  from  over  tlic  sea;^ 
Fondly  'twill  whisper,  when  you  are  near  me. 

Whisper,  dear  Colleen,  of  home  unto  me. 

Weary,  I've  waited,  most  broken-hearted. 

Dreaming  of  days  wiua  we  strayed  side  by  side; 
Life  has  been  lonely  since  we  were  parted. 

Dear  little  Colleen,  my  treasure  and  pricle. 
Oh  I  bring  me  my  darling,  to  ble.ss  and  to  cheer  me. 

One  sweet  bit  of  shamrock  from  over  the  sea; 
Fondly  'twill  whisper,  when  you  are  near  mc, 

Whisper,  dear  Colleen,  of  home  uuto  me. — Chorus. 


Jordan  is  a  Hard  Road  \o  Travel 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  senttoany  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wthnian,  P.  O.  Box  IKii  New  York  Ciiy. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Sougs. 

Of  all  the  banjo  songs  that  have  been  sung  of  late, 

There  is  none  that  is  now  so  often  calld  on. 
As  tiie  one  I  3ine  myself,  and  api)ly  it  to  the  times. 

It's  ealled,  "On  the  other  side  of  Jordan." 

Cnonus. 

%o  I  pull'd  off  my  coat,  and  roll'd  up  my  sleeve — 

Jordan's  a  hard  road  to  trabble; 
So  I  pull'd  off  my  coat,  and  roll'd  tip  my  sleeve — 

Jordan's  a  hard  road  to  trabble,  I  believe. 

Around  the  Crystal  Palace  there  arc  a  great  many  shows. 
Where  all  tiie  country  greenhorn  are  drawn  in  — 

Th(  re  are  snakes  and  alligators,  mammoth  muks  and  big  'lalers. 
That  were  raised  on  the  other  side  of  Jordan.  —  Vfiorus. 

The  "  Sovereign  of  the  Seas."  she  went  to  Liverpool, 

In  less  than  fourteen  days,  too,  arcordin't 
Johnny  Bull  he  wiped  his  eyes,  and  looked  with  surprixo. 

At  this  clipper  from  the  Yankee  side  of  Jordan.  — t7<t»;Ms. 

The  ladies  of  England  have  sent  a  big  address 

About  slavery,  and  all  its  hotrors,  accordin'; 
They  had  better  look  at  home,  to  their  own  white  slaves. 

That  are  starving  on  the  English  side  of  Jordan.  — 67<o;v<.<i. 

They  have  got  a  bearded  lady  down  at  Barnum's  show, 

And  lots  of  pictures  outside,  accordin'; 
She's  going  to  take  her  eyelashes  for  a  pair  of  moustaches, 

For  to  trabble  on  the  other  side  of  Jordan.  —  Chorus. 

The  Duchess  of  Sutherland,  she  keeps  the  StafTord  Iloiise, 
The  place  where  tiie  "  Black  Swan  "  is  boardiu'; 

At  a  musical  party,  tliey  ask'd  for  a  song. 
And  she  gave  them — "On  the  other  side  of  Jordan."— C /tor «.«. 

Our  great  father.  Wa.shington,  he  was  a  mighty  man. 
And  all  the  Yankees  do  their  fighti  \g  accordin*; 

The^  will  raise  the  flag  of  freedom  wherever  they  can. 
Till  they  plant  it  on  the  other  side  of  Jordan. — Chorut. 


— A  grammar-school  boy  became  so  obstreperous  that  his 
teacher,  new  in  her  vocation,  young  and  pretty,  determined  to 
try  the  plan  of  keeping  him  in.  After  school  she  sat  with  grim 
determination  until  it  became  dark,  and  then  let  him  depart. 
What  was  her  astonishment  to  find  the  youth  awaiting  lier  at 
the  gate.  lie  greeted  her  with :  "  It's  too  dark  for  a  young  lady 
to  be  alone  in  the  streets.    Will  you  allow  me  to  see  you  home? 


I  Dreamed  that  Old  Ireland  was  Free. 

Written  and  sung  by  Johnny  Giblrans. 

One  night  as  I  slumbered  in  sweet,  peaceful  rest. 

Tired  out  from  a  long  day  of  toil, 
My  thoughts,  like  a  bird,  o  er  the  ocean's  white  crest, 

Wandered  back  to  my  own  native  soil; 
But  a  great  change  had  come,  since  the  time  when  a  boy, 

I  played  'round  my  old  mother's  knee. 
And  my  heart  seemed  to  leap  in  my  bosom  with  joy. 

For  i  dreamed  that  old  Ireland  was  free. 

CnoRUS. 

The  days  of  her  freedom  at  la-st  had  a  word, 

Tlie  time  tliat  we  all  long  to  see; 
For  which  our  groat  ancestors  nobly  had  strove— 

I  dreamed  that  old  Ireland  was  free. 

I  thought  the  chains  that  had  hound  her  were  broke. 

And  the  dear  little  isle  of  my  birth 
At  last  from  her  slumbers  of  years  had  awoke,    , 

And  again  was  a  power  on  earth; 
The  green  Hag  of  Erin  was  proudly  unfurled, 

O'er  the  emerald  isle  of  the  sea, 
And  loudly  announced  to  the  wondering  world, 

At  last  dear  old  Ireland  was  free. — Cfiorus.  i 


I  awoke  and  I  found  that  'twas  only  a  dream, 

A  dream  that  had  lied  w  ith  the  night. 
For  when  through  the  window  the  morning  sunbeam 

Shone  in,  my  visions  took  fligiit; 
I  sank  on  my  knees  by  inv  bedside  to  pray, 

That  the  time  may  not  hir  distant  be 
When  my  vision  shall  come  in  th'!  broad  light  of  day. 

And  will  welcome  old  Ireland  free.  —  Chorus. 


THE   FENIANS^   ESCAPE. 

Sung  by  James  O'Nell. 

Now,  boys,  if  you  will  listen  to  the  st ory  I'll  relate, 

I'll  tell  you  of  the  noble  men  who  from  tlic  foe  escaped ; 

TliouKh  bound  with  Saxon  fetters,  in  the  dark  Australian  Jail, 

They  struck  a  blow  for  freedom,  and  for  Yankee  land  set  sail — 

On  the  17th  of  April  last  the  stars  and  stripes  did  fly 

On  board  the  bark  "  Catalpa,"  waving  proudly  to  the  sky ; 

Slio  showed  the  green  above  tlic  red,  as  she  did  calmly  lay. 

Prepared  to  take  the  Fenian  boys  in  safety  o'er  tlie  sea. 

When  Breslln  and  brare  Desmond  brought  the  prisoners  to  the  shore, 
Tliey  gave  one  shout  for  freedom— soon  to  bless  tliem  evermore— 
And  manned  by  gallant  hearts,  they  pulled  towards  the  Yankee  flag. 
For  w»ll  they  knew,  from  its  proud  folds,  no  tyrant  could  them  drag ; 
They  have  nearly  reached  in  safety  the  "Catalpa,"  tant  and  trim, 
Wlien  fast  approaching  them  they  saw  a  vision  dark  and  dim, 
It  was  the  steamer  " Georgette,"  and  (m  her  deck  there  stood 
One  hundred  hired  assassins,  to  shed  each  patriot's  biood.  ' 

The  steamer  reached  the  bounding  bark,  and  fired  across  her  bow, 

They  in  loud  voice  commanded  tliat  tlie  ves.scl  should  heave  to ; 

But  noble  Captain  Anthony,  in  thunder  tones  did  cry : 

You  dare  not  fire  a  shot  at  that  bright  flag,  that  floats  on  high ; 

My  ship  Is  sailing  peacefully  beneath  that  flag  of  stars, 

It's  manned  by  Irish  hearts  of  oak,  and  manly  Yankee  tars— 

And  that  dear  emblem  at  the  fore,  so  plain  now  to  be  seen, 

'Tis  the  banner  I'll  protect,  old  Ireland's  flag  of  green. 

The  Britisher  he  sailed  away— from  the  stars  and  stripes  he  ran— 
He  knew  his  chance  was  slim  to  flght  the  boys  of  Uncle  Sam ; 
So  Ilogan,  Wilson.  Harrington  with  Darragh  off  did  go, 
With  Ilassett  and  bold  Cranston,  soon  to  whip/he  Saxon  foe. 
Here's  luck  to  that  noble  captain,  who  well  iliese  men  did  free. 
He  dared  the  English  man-of-war  to  fight  him  on  the  sea ; 
And  here's  to  tliat  dear  emblem,  which  in  triumph  shall  be  seen, 
The  flag  for  which  those  patriots  fought,  dear  Ireland's  flag  of  green. 


t 
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—Sick  Wife— If  I  should  die,  John,  will  you  see  that  my 
grave  is  planted  with  violets?  I  am  so  fond  of  them,  you  know. 
Husband  (with  emotion)— Yes.  dear;  and  if  you  wish  it  I  will 
see  tliat  "  Sweet  Violets"  is  sung  at  the  funeral.  .       ... 

—"Tills  talk  about  the  West  Side  Street  Railroad  Company 
being  hard  to  work,  for  is  all  bosh.  "  "Did  vou  ever  work  for 
the  company?"  "Yes,  and  was  well  paid  for  it,  too.'  |'In 
what  capacity  did  you  service?  "    "  I— I  was  an  Alderman." 


.''■? 
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The  Other  Side  of  Jordan, 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  182;J,  New  Vork  City. 

Send  for  a  complete  caialoKue  of  English  and  tiermaa  Songs. 

David  had  a  banjo,  and  he  kept  it  strung, 

Ami  he  'ranged  the  music  accordin' — 
Then  he  play'd  a  tune,  call'd,  "  Go  it,  while  you're  young," 

And  they  dance  it  ou  t'other  side  of  Jordan. 

CnoRUS. 

So  I  pull'd  off  my  coat,  and  roll'd  up  my  sleeve — • 
Jordan's  a  Jiard  roiid  to  trabble; 

So  I  pull'd  off  my  coat,  and  roU'd  up  my  sleeve- 
Jordan 's  a  hard  road  to  trabble,  I  believe. 

David  and  Goliah,  tliey  went  out  to  figlit, 

Old  Father  Miller  went  out  to  part 'em; 
He  up  with  a  etoue.  hit  David  on  the  shin, 

And  it  lauded  on  t'other  side  of  Jordan. — Chorut. 

The  M.  P.'s  came,  and  they  took  'em  up. 

But  the  Mayor  gave  them  their  pardon;  - 

They  botii  shook  hands  and  said  tiiey'd  agree. 
And  settle  on  the  other  side  of  Jordan. — Chorus. 

Oh!  the  cod-fish  question,  it  made  a  mighty  talk, 
'Twas  a  subject  that  we  nebber  said  a  word  oil; 

But  when  Jolm  Bull  got  sassy,  the  Yankees  made  him  walk, 
And  they  drobe  him  to  tl:e  other  side  of  Jordan. — Chorus. 

There's  " Poor  Tncle  Tom,"  and  "The  Old  Folks  at  Home," 

Am  the  songs  that  all  ob  you  hab  heard  on; 
But  llie  greatest  song  ob  all,  that  will  h.ib  the  greatest  run. 

Is  the  sung  about  the  other  side  of  Jordan. — Charti*. 


Bonaparte  on  Saint  Helena. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York, 
and  reveivo  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

Bony  Is  gone  from  the  wars  of  all  fighting, 

He'a  gone  to  the  place  he  never  took  delight  in; 

Oh,  there  may  he  sit  down  and  tell  the  scenes  he'a  seen,  ahl 

While  forlorn  he  doth  mourn  on  the  isle  of  Saint  Helena. 

LouLsa  does  mourn  for  her  husband  departed. 
She  dreams  when  she  sleeps,  and  she  wakes  broken  hearted; 
Not  a  friend  to  console  her.  even  those  that  might  be  with  her. 
But  she  mourns  when  she  thinks  of  the  isle  of  Saint  Helena. 

Come  all  ye  that  have  got  wealth,  pray,  beware  of  ambition. 
For  it  is  a  decree  in  fate  that  might  change  your  condition; 
Be  ye  steadfast  in  time,  for  what  is  to  come  ye  know  not, 
For  fear  ye  might  be  changed,  like  he,  ou  the  isle  of  Saint  Helena 

The  rude  rushing  waves  all  around  the  shores  are  washing. 
And  the  great  billows  heave,  and  the  wild  rocks  dashing;  . 
He  may  look  to  the  moon  of  the  great  Mount  Diana, 
With  his  eyes  o'er  the  waves  that  surround  Saint  Helena. 

No  more  In  Saint  Cloud's  will  he  be  seen  in  such  splendor. 
Or  goon  with  his  crowds  with  the  Great  Alexander — 
For  the  young  King  of  Rome,  and  the  Prince  of  Ganah, 
Says  lie  will  bring  his  father  liome  from  the  isle  of  Saint  Helena. 

The  parliaments  of  England,  and  your  holy  alliance, 
To  the  prisoner  of  war  you  may  now  bid  defiance; 
For  your  base  intrigues  and  your  baser  misdemeanors. 
Have  caused  higi  to  die  on  the  isle  of  Saint  Helena.  '.' 


You'll  Miss  Mother,  when  She's  Grone. 

Copyright,  18&1,  by  T.  B.  Kelley. 
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The  smiles  that  made  3'our  life  SO  bright 

In  childhood's  fair  and  sunny  daVi 
May  lose  their  sweet  and  joyous  light 

Ere  many  years  have  flown  away; 
Her  fond  caress,  her  words  so  dear. 

That  greeted  you  each  night  and  morn. 
In  vain  soon  you  will  seek  iliem  here — 

You'll  miss  your  mother  when  she's  gone. 

CnoRcs.  - 

Oh  1  watch  o'er  her  with  tender  caro. 

With  kindness  all  her  days  adorn;" 
No  other  love  is  half  so  dear —  ; 

You'll  miss  your  mother  when  she's  gone. 

Oh!  shield  her  with  your  kindest  love. 

And  never  slight  her  on  life's  way — 
For  like  an  angel  from  above. 

She  shielded  you  in  childhood's  day; 
Tho*  other  joys  may  claim  you  now, 

Ohl  let  her  not  in  sorrow  mourn. 
But  smooth  the  wrinkles  from  her  brow — 

You'll  miss  your  mother  when  she's  gone. — C7icrru, 

She  watch 'd  above  your  cradle  bed, 

And  taught  you  childhood's  little  prayer; 
Oh!  never  from  her  side  be  led. 

In  age  she  needs  your  loving  care; 
But  one  sweet  mother  heaven  gives. 

And  soon  fr»m  earth  she  may  be  borne — 
Protect  and  love  her  while  she  lives — 

You'll  miss  your  mother  when  she's  gone. — Chonu. 


't... 


—"Just  one,**  said  the  lover  as  he  stood  upon  the  stoop  with 
his  girl,  **  iust  one!"  "Just  one,"  said  the  mother,  putting  her 
head  out  of  the  bedroom  window  above;  "well,  I  guess  it  aiu't 
as  lute  as  that,  but  it's  pretty  near  twelve,  and  you'd  better  be 

ffoing,  or  her  father  will  be  down."    And  the  lover  took  his 
eave  with  pain  in  Ids  heart. 


— "  What  do  you  do  for  a  living?  "  asked  an  Austin  justice  of 
a  liuge,  burly  negro,  who  had  been  arrested  for  vagrancy. 
"My  wife  takes  in  washin*,  and  works  out  by  de  day."  "I 
asked  you  what  your  trade  was'"  " I  done  tole  yer.  A  man 
and  his  wife  am  one,  and  if  we  nm  one,  wliat  does  we  want  two 
trades  for  T  My  trade  am  de  washin' my  wife  takes  in."  "Poor 
fellow.     You  are  overworked.     You  need  a  rest." 


Oh!  I  Shall  Call  Dada. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sons:  will  he  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid, on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  .1.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1S23,  New  York  City. 

Sead  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs— tree  to  any  address. 

I  am  going  to  tell  of  a  charming  belle, 

Such  a  nice  young  ga;  and  sweet  as  muscatelle; 

She'd  a  fair,  fair  skin. 

And  her  father  was  in  the  city  militia. 

I  called  on  her  dada  one  day,  something  important  I'd  to  say; 

His  daughter  said  he  was  away, 

So  I  couldn't  see  her  dada,  dada — 

Dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada. 

I  blush'd  to  my  nose  when  I  saw  sweet  Rose, 

Oh,  how  often  I'd  lack  the  courage  to  propose; 

Not  knowing  what  to  say,  I  invited  her  to  play 

A  tune  from  some  opera. 

I  put  my  arm  around  her  waist,  her  lovely  lips  I  long'd  to  taste. 

Said  she,  "  You'd  best  retire  in  haste. 

Or  I  shall  call  dada"— 

Dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada. 

"Oh,"  said  I,  "my  dear,  your  dad's  not  here. 

But  believe  what  I  say,  my  darling,  is  sincere; 

I  consider  you  divine,  say,  will  you  be  mine. 

Or  I'll  jump  in  the  aqua." 

Sheanswer'din  a  voicesobland,  "  Your  haste,  I  must  reprimand. 

You've  got  my  heart,  but  for  my  hand 

You  must  ask  my  dada  "— 

Dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada. 

Next  morning  I  went  for  pa's  consent. 

When  he  gave  me  a  look  of  great  astonishment; 

Said  he,  "  I  never  knew  that  the  girl  loved  you — 

You  can  have  her."    Said  I,  "  Huzza!  ' 

Now  nothing  can  ever  annoy  our  wedded  life,  and  oh,  what  joyi 

We've  lately  got  a  little  boy, 

I'm  teaching  to  say  dada — 

Dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada,  dada. 
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SONG-   FROM_"NANON."     ^ 
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uud  reccivu  by  returu  muil  a  cuinplete  Catalogue  of  Souks. 

Why  tlocs  this  day  to  me  impart 

Such  iienrtfolt  joy  i»s  this? 
Wliy  thus  betray  my  beatiiiii  heart 

Thy  tale  of  tender  bliss? 
Ah!  'tis  St.  Anna's  day, 

Saint  Anna,  Saint  Anna! 
No  fairer  day  hns  been 
The  long  dolighlfui  year  hath  seen! 
Anna,  to  thee  my  steps  I  wend. 
My  steps  I  wcnd.  my  steps  I  wend; 
Aula,  to  thee  my  best  .song  I  .send, 
My  song  I  .send,  my  song  1  send; 
Nanon.  Nanette,  thy  name  shall  ring, 
Thy  name  shall  ring,  thy  name  shall  riug; 
Long  as  I  live,  thy  dear  praise  I'll  sing. 
Yes,  thy  praise  I'll  sing! 


I 


EHREN  ON  THE  RHINE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tlii.s  Sonu  will  bo  senttoanviiddross,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  .1.  Wt-hinan,  P.  O.  Pox  ls-,'3.  New  V<>rk  <'ity. 

S«snd  for  my  complete  CataloL'ue  of  EiikHsIi  and  (.ienuau  Souks. 

A  soldier  .=.tood  on  the  village  street, 

.\nd  bade  his  love  adieu,  - 

Ilis  irun  and  kuapsaek  at  his  feet, 

llis  company  in  view; 
Willi  tears  she  kissed  him  once  again, 

Then  turned  away  her  head, 
And  liiouirh  his  lips  gave  not  a  sound. 

His  heart  sighed  this  refrain: 
Oh.  love,  dear  love,  be  true,         * 

This  heart  is  oidy  thine. 
When  the  w.ir  is  o'er,  we'll  part  no  more. 

At  Ehrcii  on  the  Rhine. 
Oh.  love,  dear  love,  be  true. 

This  heart  is  only  thine. 
When  the  war  is  o'er,  we'll  part  no  more, 

.\l  Ehren  on  the  Kiiine. 

Th«y  marched  .away,  down  the  village  street, 

The  banners  floating  gay; 
The  children  cheered  for  the  tramping  feet. 

That  went  to  the  war  away. 
But  one  among  them  turned  around. 

To  look  but  once  again. 
And  though  his  lips  gave  out  no  sound, 

His  heart  siuhed  this  refrain: 
Oh.  love,  dear  love,  be  true. 

This  heart  .is  oidy  thine. 
When  the  war  is  o'er,  we'll  part  no  more. 

At  Ehren  on  the  Rhine. 

On  the  battle-field,  the  pale  cold  moon, 

Is  shedding  her  peaceful  liixht. 
And  is  shining  down  on  a  soul  that  soon 

Will  Npee<l  its  eternal  night; 
»         Amid  the  dying,  the  soldier  lay, 

A  comrade  was  close  at  hand. 
And  he  said:  "  When  I  am  far  away, 

And  you  jn  our  native  land, 

And  you  in  our  native  land. 
Oh,  say  to  my  love,  be  true, 

He  only,  only  mine; 
My  life  is  o'er,  we'll  meet  no  more. 

At  Ehren  on  the  Rhine; 

At  Ehren  on  tin;  Rhine, 

At  Eiiren  ou  the  Rhine. 


Something  to  Tickle  the  G-irls. 
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The  pet  of  the  girls  everywhere,  ' 

Society  calls  me  a  wit; 
For  nothing  gets  on  unless  there, 

I  drop  in  to  please  them  a  bit; 
I've  stories  not  few.  aud  jokes  that  are  new, 

As  brilliant  they  tell  me  as  pearls — 
Nonsense  now  and  then  is  liked  by  all  men. 

Of  course  it  will  tickle  the  girls. 

Cnonus. 

Something  to  tickle  the  girls, 

Laughing  and  shaking  their  curls; 
You'll  not  go  amiss,  I  promi.se  yon  this, 

With  something  to  tickle  the  girls. 

Some  chains  they  are  terrible  bores, 

Sojne  spooney  and  dull  as  a  hoe;  .     ' 

No  kind  that  a  gay  girl  adores. 

She  favors  no  one  who  is  slow; 
Some  fellows  are  shy,  and  others  they  try. 

To  plea.se  when  as  crabbed  as  churls; 
I'm  not  either  one,  I  can  revel  in  fun, 

Aud  can  always  tickle  the  i; iris. —  Chorus, 

Then  take  my  advice  ev'ry  one,         . 

And  put  it  at  once  to  the  te~t; 
Go  in  with  the  girls  and  have  tun. 

For  that  is  just  what  suits  them  l)est; 
They  like  a  gay  heart,  who  d-wa  well  his  part, 

To  cheer  them  as  life  swiftly  whirls; 
You're  always  their  friend,  to  love  aud  commend. 

With  .something  to  tickle  the  g\r]s.  — Chorus. 
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— The  commonest  kind  of  news  printing  paper  in  Mexico  costs 
twelve  cents  a  pound,  and  when  an  editor  liasn't  got  the  twelve 
cents  handy,  he  su^pinds  publication  for  a  week  and  goes  to  see 
a  bull  fight. —iV.  V.  Tribune. 

— "GcorL'tf,"  she  said,  as  he  assisted  her  from  the  carriage, 
"  the  next  time  you  take  mc  out  riding  in  the  evening,  I  wish 
you  would  diive  a  less  .cpiriteil  horse."  "Why,  my  dear,"  he 
replied,  "there  isn't  the  slight<'st  danger  with  this  horse.  I  can 
hold  him  cosily."  "Oh,  I  suppose  you  can  hold  him,  but  you 
have  to  use  both  hands,  you  know!"  - 
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My  thoughts  wandered  back  to  the  days  long  ago. 

When  we  roamed  o'er  the  ine.idows  together; 
Your  eyes  were  as  bright  as  the  midsummer's  glow — 

Our  hearts  were  as  light  as  a  feather. 
Tho'  years  we've  been  severed,  I  ne'er  can  forget, 

The  moment  we  parted  in  pain: 
Oh,  say  will  you  wliisper  that  you  love  me  yet. 

When  wc  meet  by  the  old  bridge  again? 

Ciioitus. 
The  old  rustic  bridge,  how  dear  'tis  to  me. 

I  long  by  your  side  to  remain; 
Will  yoti  give  me  the  welcome  you  once  gave  to  me, 

SVhen  we  meet  by  the  old  bridge  again? 

Tho'  wandering  afar,  still  my  dreams  arc  of  you, 

And  the  past  and  its  visions  of  gladness; 
I'm  thinking  again,  if  your  heart  is  as  true, 

As  when  we  wen;  parted  in  sadness. 
In  fancy  1  list  to  the  thrill  of  the  birds. 

That  sang  o'er  the  meadow  and  plain: 
Oh,  love,  will  yoti  greet  me,  with  fond  gentle  words. 

When  we  meet  by  the  old  bridge  again? — Qhoru$. 

Oh,  say  you  will  clasp  me  again  to  your  heart, 

With  a  joy  that  so  fondly  entrances;  .    ' 

I  sigh,  but  to  whisper,  "  no  more  shall  we  part!" 

And  share  once  again  your  bright  glances; 
For  joys  that  are  gone,  I  am  weeping  to-night. 

While  lonely  you  roam  o'er  the  main: 
Oh,  love,  will  you  greet  me  with  smiles  of  delight. 

When  we  meet  by  the  old  bridge  auain?— C/torv«. 
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— A  New  York  physician  says  that  a  baby  must  not  be  allowed 
to  sleep  with  its  mother.  If  he  means  by  this  that  the  baby 
shotdd  .sleep  with  its  father,  he  will  incur  the  undying  hatred  of 
all  married  men. — Lowell  Citizen.     ::■::;  .:,::^:'-i  ■„'  \\  :-.:■■;;::.::  ^..r<,~.-  :^^^^.^ 


There's  a  Light  in  the  Window.^ 
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There's  an  old  fashioned  homestciul  that  stands  l»y  the  sea, 

And  a  foud,  loving  motlier.  full  tiiree-score  and  three, 
Whose  sad  tearful  eyes  wander  far  o'er  the  lea, 

As  her  lips  part  to  murmur  come  back,  lad,  to  me!  .. 

Each  night  to  the  window  in  silence  she  strays, 

Wiiere  she  places  a  lamp,  and  its  fliciiering  rays      . 
Aie  intended  foi  him  who  may  never  return, 

But  brightly  the  light  in  the  window  shall  burn! 

Chorus. 

Tiiere's  a  light  in  the  window  burns  brightly  for  thee,  :  V 

My  brave  sailor  laddie,  so  long  gone  from  me; 

\  our  absence  and  silence  makes  mother's  heart  yearn. 
So  brightly  the  light  in  the  window  shall  burn! 

Oh,  the  story  is  simple,  oft  told  in  a  day. 

It  was  only  a  sailor  who  sailed  far  away. 
And  parted  from  mother,  whose  heart  beat  with  care. 

And  a  loving  voice  praying  for  winds  to  be  fair; 
Ahis'  the  long  years  came  and  went  as  a  dream. 

Some  story  of  wreckage  came  from  the  Gulf  stream. 
So  nightly  the  light  from  the  window  it  gleams. 

Intended  for  him  who  lives  only  in  dreams. — Cliorus. 

The  light  in  the  window,  in  culm  or  in 'storm. 

Was  never  extinguished  till  bright  early  morn; 
A  neighbor,  Avho  chanc'd  by  the  window  to  stray,      "  • 

Discovered  the  light  burning  brightly  one  day; 
A  tap  at  the  door,  still  no  answer  tliere  came. 

He  stepped  to  the  window  .ind  peeped  thro'  the  pane: 
Tlie  matron  was  dead,  tho'  the  light  brightly  shone, 

They  still  keep  it  burning  for  one  far  from  home. — CJionis. 


SHAMROCK,  ROSE  AND  THISTLE. 


Sung  by  Geo.  W.  Allen. 
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I  wish  to  advocate  for  a  people  good  and  great, 

Tlielr  likes  Vm  sure  is  very  seldom  known  ; 
Old  Ireland  will  defend,  and  i)rove  she  is  your  friend. 

No  matter  what  her  enemies  have  shown. 
The  heroes  she  can  claim,  who  fought  for  England's  fame. 

By  far  outshine  all  others  we  have  seen, 
And  if  Justice  you  declare,  the  emblem  we  will  wear, 

Will  always  be  and  always  should  have  been : 

Chorus. 

A  wreath  of  England's  roses,  coiled  round  old  Ireland  harp. 
The  thorn,  the  Scottish  thistle,  protecting  them  from  foes; 

And  the  little  shamrock  green,  will  lovingly  be  seen. 
Entwining  with  the  thistle  and  the  rose. 

In  ages  long  gone  by  'twas  Ireland's  boast  to  try. 

To  render  aid  where  yi-u  in  danger  stood  ; 
'Tis  acknowledged  by  each  one,  no  matter  what  she's  done, 

Her  services  have  always  done  you  good. 
Tlien  let  Englishtnen  awake,  and  lor  i)eace  and  honest  sake, 

Ui'tt'rniine  to  give  Irishmen  their  dues. 
And  the  Irishmen  on  tlieir  part  will  strive  with  hand  and  heart, 

To  bring  this  pretty  picture  to  your  view : — Chorus. 

The  sons  of  Erin's  shore  are  loyal  to  the  core, 

And  men  of  peace  and  courage  are  composed ;  ■        .. 

Let  the  rulers  of  our  land  give  what  justice  will  demand. 

And  show  they  are  impartially  disposed; 
For  the  time's  approachnig  fast  the  memories  of  the  past 

From  the  mind  of  men  of  sense  erased  shall  be ; 
And  when  all  quarrel's  ceased  and  our  hearts  are  ruled  by  peace. 

The  emblems  thus  united  we  shall  see :— Chorus. 


— Sooner  or  later  justice  overtakes  the  leader  of  a  brass  band. 
The  other  day,  as  one  of  them  stood  on  top  of  a  freight  car 
"going  West"  on  the  Eric  road,  blowing  his  cornet,  a  bridge 
came  along  and  jabbed  his  cornet  down  into  his  throat. 

—  A  New  York  lady  recently  engaged  an  Englisli.  coachman. 
Staying  rather  late  at  a  house  on  Fifty-fourth  street,  she  was 
anxious  to  get  back  as  soon  as  possible  by  the  most  direct  way. 
"  John,"  said  she,  "shall  we  turn  to  the  right  or  go  straight  up 
3Indi.^>a  Avenne?"  "Lor",  mum,"  John  replied,  "it  don't 
uiakt  uo  hods  to  me,  yer  know." 
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Before  you  .stands  Frank  Rifle, 

An  ensign  in  ovir  corps, 
I'm  not  one  of  those  trifles, 

You've  often  met  before; 
-.  A  free  and  easy  fellow. 

On  the  battle-field  I'm  smart. 
But  a  darling  little  creature's 

Struck  the  bull's-eye  of  my  heart 

Cnouus. 

And  I'll  never,  never  leave  her. 

Between  both  nie  and  jou, 
She's  my  darling  little  treasure, 

1  met  in  Fifth  Avenue. 

"Twas  at  her  uncle's  mansion, 

I  met  her  at  a  ball, 
I  paid  her  great  attention. 

For  I  loved  her  best  of  all; 
What  beauty  did  adorn  her. 

As  I  (lanced  her  off  her  feet,  • 

And  in  a  quiet  corner  • 

We  had  a  couTfab  sweet. 

Spoken — Yes,  I  told  her  I  loved  her,  and  just  at  that  moment 
up  stepped  her  uncle,  and  said-  "  Young  man,  what's  your  iu- 
tentious  toward  my  ni«ce,  and  what's  your  fortune?  "  I  told  him 
I  had  a  fine  estate  at  Land's  End,  but  another  fellow  had  an 
estate  on  tlie  top  of  mine,  and  1  couldn't  iiet  him  to  pull  his  off. 
He  said'  "You  are  the  man  forme,  but  first  promise  me  that 
you'll — " — Chorus. 

■ — »»*  • 

THE   ORPHAN  BOY. 

Stay,  lady,  stay,  for  mercy's  sake. 

And  hear  a  helpless  orphan's  tale; 
Ah    sure  mj' looks  must  pity  wake, 

'Tis  want'that  makes  my  cheeks  so  pale. 

Yet  I  was  once  a  mother's  pride. 

And  my  brave  father's  hope  and  joy; 

But  in  the  Nile's  proud  fight  he  died. 
And  I  am  now  jin  orphan  boy. 

Poor  foolish  child— how  pleased  was  I, 
When  news  of  Nelson's  victory  came; 

Along  the  crowded  streets  to  fly. 
And  see  the  lighted  windows'  flamel 

To  force  me  home  my  mother  sought. 

She  could  not  l)ear  to  see  my  joy; 
For  with  my  father's  life  'twas  bought. 

And  made  me  a  poor  orphan  boy. 

The  people's  shouts  were  long  and  loud; 

My  mother  .shuddering,  closed  her  ears: 
Rejoice!  rejoice!  still  cried  the  crowd, 

My  mother  answered  with  her  tears. 

Why  are  you  crying  thus,  said  I, 

While  others  ian.iili  and  shout  for  joy? 

She  kissed,  and  wilh  .such  a  sigh. 
She  called  me  her  poor  orphan  bo}'. 

What  is  an  orphan  boy?  I  said. 
When  suddenly  she  gasped  for  breath. 

And  her  eyes  closed— I  shrieked  for  aid. 
But,  ah!  her  ej'es  were  closed  in  deuthl 

My  hardships  since  I  will  not  tell; 

But,  now  no  more  a  parent's  joy: 
Ah!  lady,  I  have  learned  loo  well,  *  . 

What  'tis  to  be  an  orphan  boy!  .       * 

Oh!  were  I  by  your  bounty  fed. 

Nay,  gentle  lady,  do  not  chide; 
Trust  me — I.  menu  to  earn  my  bread. 

The  sailor's  orphan  boy  has  pride. 

Lad}-!  you  weep — ah!  this  to  me! 

You  give  me  clothing,  food,  employ; 
Look  down,  dear  parents,  look  and  see,  ^    . 

Your  happy — happy  orphan  boy. 
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Written  and  sung  by  Bobby  Newcomb. 

Twas  Autumn,  and  the  leaves  were  falling, 

Down  the  ohl  lane  I  was  strayint!;, 
The  birds  in  gUe  were  jrladly  callinir, 

As  tiie  sun  willi  puiplw  tinged  tiie  woody  dell. 
In  fancy  free  my  lit-art  was  bounding, 

Wiiile  I  wanclcit'd  and  I  pondered. 
An  old  soug  broke  upon  the  stilly  air, 

'Twos  a  sweet  voice  that  I  remember  well. 

Cnoiius. 

Falling  leaves  in  music  gently  rustling. 

While  the  breeze  brinps  cadeuce  to  the  ear; 
Sw»'et  perfume  from  flower  aud  tree  are  blending. 

While  feathered  songsters  warble  their  notes  soft  and  fret?. 

The  song  so  sweet  I  gently  answered, 

Twas  a  love  call  and  I  whispered. 
The  old  words,  while  she  gently  murmured. 

That  the  faliing»leaves  were  listening  to  our  lay; 
We  wandered  on  in  sweet  comnmniou. 

Vows  were  plighted,  and  delighted. 
She  answered,  '"  yes,"  and  said  she  would  be  mine. 

And  there  and  then  I  quickly  named  the  d&y. —C^ffruK 

The  Autumn  passed,  and  Winter  changing, 

Ev'ry  katlet  still  was  ling'rluir. 
Near  the  old  lane  clad  in  white  surroundings, 

-And  falling  snow  iust^wl  of  leaves  I  find. 
But  love,  like  Summer  sun  ne'er  changing, 

And  a  >weet  face  gently  smiling. 
Recalls  fond  mem'ries  ever  dear  to  me. 

For  she  is  gentle,  loving  aud  kind.— Chonit. 


In  the  Shadows  of  the  Leaves. 
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In  the  shadow  of  the  leaves. 

Where  the  moonlight  softly  dances, 
And  each  wliispered  word  of  love 

With  deliLdit  the  lieart  entrances; 
For  my  darling  I  am  waiting. 

Oh.  the  joy  my  luyirt  receives 
When  a  loving  hand  is  pressed  in  mine, 

In  the  shadow  of  the  leaves. 
Briiiht  stars  are  shining,  hands  are  entwining. 

Eyes  swe<'tly  glancing  tell  of  delight; 
Glad  is  our  meeting,  moments  are  fleeting. 

J.>y  seems  to  dwell  in  the  sweet  Summer  night! 

Ah,  sweet  S^ummer  night, 

Cuoacs. 

In  the  shadow  of  the  leaves. 

Where  the  moonlight  softly  dances. 
And  each  wliispered  word  of  love 

With  delight  tho  heart  entrances; 
For  my  darling  I  am  waiting, 

Oh!  the  joy  my  heart  receives 
When  a  loving  hand  is  pressed  in  mine. 

In  the  shadow  of  the  leaves. 

Oh!  why  must  we  be  parted 

When  love  seems  so  divine? 
With  thee  I'm  joyous-heurted. 

Without  thee  I  repine! 
Then  come  dear  friend  to  cheer  me. 

On  gentle  Summer  eves, 
There's  joy  when  thou  art  near  me. 

In  th«  shadow  of  the  leaves. Chorus. 


— A  convicted  bigamist,  on  being  asked  what  he  had  to  say 
before  sentence  was  pronounced  upon  him,  looked  around  the 
court-room,  and  seeing  three  of  bis  wives  glaring  at  him,  said: 
"  Send  me  to  prison,  and  lock  out  all  intruders." 
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I'll  go  back  to  the  old  bridge  again, 

Where  we  met  in  the  days  that  are  past; 
Oh!  my  heart  sighs  in  sad  weary  pain, 

For  the  joys  that  were  too  bright  to  last. 
There  you  wliispered  the  vows  ever  dear. 

While  the  birds  warbled  sweet  their  refrain; 
In  my  dreams  your  bright  welcome  I  hear; 

I'll  go  back  to  the  olcl  bridge  again. 

CnoRCS. 
Where  the  brook  sang  so  sweetly  its  lay, 

Where  my  heart  knew  no  sorrow  or  pain. 
With  my  darling  I'm  longing  to  stray, 

I'll  go  back  to  the  old  bridge  again. 

I'll  go  back  to  the  love  that  was  mine 

In  the  hours  that  were  winged  with  delight; 
Where  the  flowers  in  our  path  loved  to  shine, 

And  the  star  of  our  future  shone  bright. 
The'  I've  wandered  afar,  still  of  you 

Are  my  visions  in  sadness  or  pain; 
With  a  heart  tliat  isfaitliful  and  true, 

I'll  go  back  to  the  old  bridge  again. — Charut. 

I'll  go  back  where  sweet  mem'ries  entwine, 

I  Where  my  thoughts  fondly  stray  evermore; 
Where  you  promised  one  eve  to  be  mine. 

Ere  the  days  of  gladness  were  o'er. 
There  the  streamlet  that  ripples  along 

Will  but  echo  our  hearts  glad  refrain; 
We  shall  meet  while  the  birds  trill  their  song: 

I'll  go  back  to  the  oli  bridge  again. — Chorut. 


U- 


4- 


SPARKING  SARAH  JANE. 
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Sitting  on  the  sofa,  leaning  on  my  breast. 
Is  a  lovely  maiden,  perfectly  at  rest; 
Listening  to  my  love  vows,  sighing  very  plain. 
Bless  me,  this  is  pleasant,  sparking  Sarah  Jane. 

Chorus. 

Bless  me,  ain't  it  pleasant. 

Bless  me,  ain't  it  pleasant. 

Bless  me,  ain't  it  pleasant. 

Sparking  Sarah  Jane? 

Gentle  words  are  spoken,  kisses  sweet  we  givs. 
Vows  to  love  each  other  long  as  we  do  live; 
Vows  to  be  as  happy  as  the  running  rill. 
Never  getting  angry:  do  you  think  I  will?— CAoru«. 

Dad  is  getting  squeamish,  shakes  his  head  in  doubt. 
Ma  looks  on  and  wonders  what  her  gal's  about,  ^ 
Thinks  there'll  be  a  weddin'— guesses  that's  no  sin. 
But  somehow  or  another,  hopes  I've  got  the  tin. — Chorus. 

Daddy  he's  consented,  mamma  can't  say  no. 
Sonny  kinder  likes  it.  sissy  wants  a  show. 
Now  begins  the  bustle,  now  begins  the  fun. 
Every  one  is  ready,  shopping  must  be  done. — Chorus. 

Carriage  stands  awaiting,  "  Where'll  you  please  to  go?  " 
"  Drive  us  up  to  Stewart's,"  see  what  he  can  show,  ; 

Troubling  all  the  merchants,  buying  here  and  there,  ' 

Beating  down  the  price—"  Are  you  sure  'twill  wear?  "—Chorus. 

Hurry  up  the  dresses,  cut  them  very  low,  . 

Make  them  large  aud  airy  where  the  hoops  do  go. 

Trying  on  the  bodice,  trying  on  the  capes. 

Keep  your  fingers  moving,  cause  it's  getting  late. — Chorus. 

Sewing  in  the  chamber,  stitching  in  the  hall. 

Servants  in  the  kitchen,  fixing  for  the  ball;  .J 

Every  one  is  busy,  'cepting  Jane  and  I, 

Do  you  know  the  reason— shall  I  tell  you  ynhy^— Chorus. 

Sitting  on  the  sofa,  leaning  on  my  breast. 

Is  a  lovely  maiden,  perfectly  «t  resc; 

Listening  to  my  love  vows,  sighing  very  plain. 

Bless  me,  this  is  pleasant,  sparking  Sarah  itnit.— Chorus. 
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THE  BONNY  IRISH  BOY. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular  Songs. 

His  name  I  love  to  mention,  in  Ireland  he  was  bom ;  .: 

I  loved  him  very  dearly,  but  alas,  from  me  he's  pone ; 
He's  (?one  to  America,  he  promised  to  send  for  me, 
But  the  face  of  my  bonny  Irish  boy  I  can  no  longer  see. 

Chorus. 
He's  gone  to  America,  he  promised  to  send  for  me. 
But  the  face  of  my  bonny  Irish  boy  1  can  no  longer  see. 

It  was  in  Londonderry,  that  city  of  note  and  fame. 

Where  first  my  bonny  Irish  boy  a  courting  to  me  came ; 

He  told  me  pleasant  stories  and  said  his  bride  I'd  be. 

But  the  face  of  my  bonny  Irish  boy  I  can  no  longer  see. — Cbords. 

I  engased  my  passage  for  New  York,  and  on  arriving  there. 

To  seek  and  find  my  Irish  bby  I  quickly  did  prepare. 

I  searched  New  York  and  Providence,  and  Boston,  all  in  vain. 

But  the  face  of  my  bonny  Irish  boy  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.— Chorus. 

I  went  to  Philadelphia,  and  from  there  to  Baltimore, 

I  searched  the  State  of  Maryland,  I  searched  it  o'er  and  o'er, 

I  prayed  that  I  might  find  him,  wherever  he  may  be. 

But  the  face  of  my  bonny  Irish  boy  I  could  no  longer  see.— Chorus. 

One  night  as  I  lay  In  bed,  I  dreamt  I  was  his  bride. 

And  sitting  on  the  Blue  Bell  Hill,  and  he  sat  by  my  side, 

A  gathering  of  primroses,  like  the  happy  days  of  yore, 

I  awoke  quite  broken-hearted  in  the  city  of  Baltimore.— Chorus. 

Early  then  next  morning,  a  knock  came  to  my  door, 

I  tieard  his  voice,  I  knew  it  was  the  lad  I  did  adore, 

I  hurried  up  to  let  him  in,  I  never  felc  such  joy. 

As  when  I  fell  into  the  arms  of  my  darling  Irish  boy.— Chorus.  ■  , 

Now  we  have  got  married,  and  he  never  shall  go  to  sea, 
He  knows  I  love  him  dearly,  and  I'm  sure  that  lie  loves  me; 
My  first  sweet  son  is  called  for  hira,  my  heart's  delight  and  joy. 
He's  the  picture  of  his  father,  he's  a  darling  Irish  boy.— Chorus. 

Farewell  to  Londonderry,  I  ne'er  shall  see  you  more, 
Ah,  many  a  pleasant  night  we  spent  around  the  sweet  Lone  Moor; 
Our  pockets  were  light,  our  hearts  were  good,  we  longed  for  to  be  free. 
And  talked  about  a  happy  home  and  the  land  of  liberty.— Chorus. 


THE   DONEVANS. 

-  As  sung  by  Ilarrigan  and  Hart. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  ■!.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  ('atalogue  of  Songs— free  to  any  address. 

We  came  from  dear  old  Ireland, 

We're  strangL'r.s  in  lliis  laud; 

We  kuow  that  all  Ainericaus 
.       .       Put  forth  Hieir  welcome  band. 

To  the  poor  of  sufferiug  Ireland, 
'  Time  and  time  again ; 

'.:-.:'''"'.'     We  tliank  you  for  our  countrymen. 

And  Douevau  is  our  name. 

Cnouus. 

We're  the  Douevaus, 

We're  the  Douevans  ' 

From  the  Etnerald  Isle, 

Across  the  Sea ; 

We're  the  Donevans  . 

From  a  noble  family. 

,,     Our  ancestors  were  noble; 
In  the  days  of  King  O'Neal 
They  fought  for  Erin's  freedom. 
In  a  suit  of  silver  uiiiil! 
Its  royal  blood  flows  in  our  veins. 
We're  proud  of  that  self-same — 
We  introduce  ourselves  to  you — 
•  Donevau  is  our  name. — Choru». 

Oh,  Erin!  lovely  Erin! 
Bright  diamond  of  the  sea, 
,.    We  always  sing  your  praises 
Wherever  we  may  be; 
From  the  lovely  banks  of  Shannon 
To  America  we  came — 
To  look  around  and  settle  down — 
-  ;        And  Donevan  is  our  name.  —  Ch/ynu. 


'Neath  the  Maple  by  the  Mill. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  senttoany  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  11.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  IJox  18i3,  New  York  CHy. 

Send  for  my  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  Uerman  Songs. 

Where  the  moon  is  softly  beaming 
O'er  the  cabin  and  the  wildwood. 

And  the  birds  have  gone  to  rest  among  the  trees; 
.   Where  the  sturdy  woodman's  stroke 
Has  ceased  to  echo  through  the  forest, 
And  the  milkmaid's  songs  come  floating  on  the  breeze. 

When  the  old  church  bell  is  chiming 
The  soft  hour  of  evening  prayer, 

I  siiall  look  for  your  light  footsteps  down  the  hill; 
I  shall  be  impatient,  Nellie, 
Till  I  hear  your  steps  beside  me, 

And  we're  sitting  'neath  the  maple  by  the  mill. 

I'm  sitting  by  a  little  mound, 
Beneath  the  maple  shadow, 

Where  it's  leafy  branches  o'er  me  gently  wave; 
Tliere  beside  me  sleeps  the  treasure, 
.  While  the  sweetest  Autumn  flowers 

Are  all  blooming  in  sweet  fragrance  o'er  her  grave. 

When  the  Wintry  winds  are  sighing 
Among  the  leafless  forest  trees. 

And  the  flowers  lying  withered  cold  and  still, 
I  shall  bid  farewell  to  earth. 
Could  I  sleep  beside  my  darling. 

In  the  grave  'neath  the  maple  by  the  mill. 


—A  polite  young  widow,  whose  husband  had  lately  died,  was 
visited  by  the  priest  of  the  parish,  who  was  ignorant  of  her 
bereavement,  and  inquired,  as  usual,  after  her  husband's  health. 
"  He's  dead,  I  thank  you,"  was  the  polite  reply. 


When  the  Circus  Comes  to  To"wti. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 

The  people  shout  aud  all  run  out. 

When  the  circus  comes  to  town, 
The  Prussian  band  it  plays  so  grand. 

It  sets  them  upside  down. 
The  little  boys  they  make  a  noise. 

When  they  see  the  grand  parade; 
And  watch  the  man  with  the  big  tin  can 

Of  circus  lemonade; 
How  they  stare  at  the  grizzly  bear. 

The  wild  cat  and  the  big  hyena. 
The  sacred  calf,  the  big  girufte. 

Skeleton  and  fat  girl  playing  casino. 
The  riders  dance,  the  horses  prance. 

With  agility  around  the  big  arena; 
Lose  your  bi-ain,  and  watch  and  chain. 

When  the  circus  comes  to  town. 

Lovers  go  to  the  circus  show. 

Eat  peanuts  by  the  peck. 
While  Madame,  tlie  dame,  with  the  big  French  name. 

Will  dance  on  the  horse's  neck. 
The  old  clown's  jokes  tickles  the  folks. 

And  he  holds  up  paper  balloons; 
Aud  the  baud  will  play  in  the  same  old  way, 

Tiiem  same  old  circus  tunes. 
Elephants  ail  big  and  small, 

Form  in  pyramids,  squat  on  their  huukeys; 
The  big  Zulu  from  Kalamazoo, 

The  comical  mules  and  liltle  trick  donkey. 
-    Girls,  keep  away,  don't  you  play 

Around  the  cage  where  they  keep  the  monkey; 
Do  take  care,  you'll  lose  )'our  hair. 

When  the  circus  comes  to  town. 

Tumblers  spring  all  over  the  ring. 

With  astonishing  grace  aud  ease; 
The  music  plays,  the  people  gaze 

At  the  man  on  the  high  trapeze. 
Wheu  a  man  will  stand  and  poke  his  hand 

Into  the  lion's  mouth  awhile; 
And  the  Tatooed  Greek  with  a  terrible  cheek. 

Will  wink  at  the  girls  and  smile. 
-,   Around  the  course  ou  a  bareback  horse. 

The  champion  rides  with  great  ability; 
Jumps  with  his  toes  on  the  horse's  nose. 

Bows  and  smiles  witli  great  facilit}'. 
The  ladies  cheer  wheu  he  stands  on  his  ear. 

And  bends  the  crab  with  great  agility; 
Lose  your  purse  and  then  you'll  curse,-   ,. 

Wheu  the  circus  comes  to  town. 
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PADDY'S   CURIOSITY   SHOP. 

Send  your  naino  ami  atldress  to  H.  J.  Wehnian.  P.  O.  Box  1883,  New  York, 
and  revviru  by  rvturn  mail  u  compiute  Catalogue  of  Souk'. 

Dill  you  lifur  icll  of  Piuidy's  Museum, 

Its'ancifiit  nnd  niodcru  antiquities; 
If  not,  wiieu  ye  hoar,  yft'il  see  em, 

Of  tlH'ir  fame  all  old  Ireland  speaks. 
I  was  always  considered  a  lover 

Of  antiquities,  sure  from  my  birlh, 
And  did  somehow  or  other  discover 

What  nobody  else  could  on  earth. 

Cnouus. 

So  don't  talk  about  Barnum's  Museum; 

If  in  passin*  my  house  you  will  stop. 
There's  things,  you'll  be  struck  for  to  see  'em, 

In  Paddy's  curiosity  shop. 

I've  been  twinty-nino  times  round  the  globe, 

And  niver  took  sleep  night  or  day; 
I've  iiad  double  the  patience  uv  Job, 

To  bring  all  these  relics  away. 
With  great  kindness  I  have  l)een  trated, 

I've  bin  twice  kilt  and  sljot  into  two, 
You'll  lx,'lave  it  all  whin  I've  related 

My  list  of  curiosities  through. — Chorus.  ^ 

The  relic  I  take  the  most  pride  on, 

Is  Ould  Mother  Shipton's  birch  broom. 
The  one  (lie  ould  girl  would  tiy  stride  on. 

When  she  dind  wid  the  man  in  the  moon. 
And  I've  got  the  mattock  and  spade. 

With  which  .\dam  the  grotmd  cultivated; 
And  an  ould  furria'  coin  that  waa  made 

Before  ever  the  world  was  created. — CTiorut. 

I've  a  walking-stick  not  very  pliant, 

Don'  fancy  I'm  pitchin'  it  strong; 
It  belon'd  to  the  Irish  giant. 

An' its  just  two-and-thirty  feet  long; 
.   I've  his  l>oois,  too.  and  they  are  like  towers; 

A  coach  you" might  inside  them  drive; 
If  you'd  fall  in  one,  ocb!  \>y  the  powers! 

VeM  iiiver  be  got  out  alive.  — C'Aoru*. 

I've  the  bustle  of  Jupiter's  mother. 

An' Vanus,  the  goddes.s',  stays; 
An'  I've  got  the  steel  pen,  an'  no  other, 

Wid  which  Shakespeare  wrote  all  his  plays. 
I've  got  Dr.  Dodd's  kitchen  table. 

I've  the  brains  of  the  fame<l  larned  pig; 
I've  the  roof  off  the  Tower  o'  Babel, 

An'  an  Irish  Ambassador's  wig. — Chorus. 

I've  got  a  froze  flame  from  Mount  JFAi\& 

Tiiiit  was  caught  by  a  man  pa.ssing  by; 
I've  a  sly  cupid's  dart,  forgeil  at  Gretua, 

An'  the  lash  of  Pope  Gregory's  eye; 
I've  the  toe-nail  of  ugly  Mahomet, 

I've  tiic  whiskers  of  Whittington's  cat; 
I've  got  Miss  Que<'n  Elizabeth's  bonnet, 

An'  ould  Mother  Hubbard's  cock'd  hat,  —  Chorus. 

I've  a  tree  here  that  lunjp  sugar  grows  on 

Widout  aitlier  <l,»inage  or  hui  t ; 
I've  a  handkerchief  Mnrs  blew  his  nose  on. 

An' the  Queen  Otaheita's  she-shirt; 
.   An'  I've  got  King  Laertes'  bowl 

That'll  hold  twenty  gallons  or  more; 
An'  the  very  identical  roll 

That  the  i)aker  gave  Mrs,  Jane  Shore. —  Chorus, 

I've  got  all  sorts  of  relics  and  stones, 

I've  got  patched  coats  widout  any  stitches; 
I've  a  portion  of  Gulliver's  bones, 

.^n'  a  pair  \\v  King  David's  ould  breeches. 
I'll  conclude  now,  because  tuy  pliysician 

Says,  singing  too  much  tiinis  the  brain; 
But  i  11  give  j'ou  tlie  .second  edition 

Some  night  when  you  drop  in  again. — Chorus. 
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We  are  privates  in  the  Sixty-Ninth, 

We  follow  up  the  fife  and  the  drum; 
We  can't  forget  our  old  comrades 

And  their  glory  at  Bull  Run. 
It  waa  there  with  bayonets  bristling. 

In  the  thickest  of  the  fray, 
Where  the  shot  and  shell  were  whistling. 

Our  boy»  help'd  gain  the  day. 

Chorus. 

We  march  behind  the  band, 
True  sons  of  Paddy's  land, 

The  Irish  boys  for  style  are  excellent; 
The  green  above  the  red, 
With  martial  step  we  thread. 

In  the  gallant  Sixty-Ninth  Regiment. 

They  admit  we  are  the  ladies'  pride 

When  we're  out  for  a  grand  review ; 
They  shout  huzza,  from  near  and  far,  j 

At  our  Irish  boys  so  true.  ' 

WiLh  columns  solid  as  a  wall, 

Bright  uniforms,  neat  and  clean; 
We  are,  one  and  all,  sons  of  Erin. 

From  the  land  of  the  Shamrock  green.— C/icin<«. 

Should  America  call  on  her  soldier  boys. 

To  tlie  front  we'd  boldly  go; 
For  a  riiihteous  cause,  our  nation's  laws, 

Give  l)attle  to  our  foe.  .    - 

We'll  ne'er  forget  old  Ireland, 

But  keep  our  powder  dry; 
"Faugh  a  ballagh  "  our  cry.  clear  the  way. 

To  conquer  or  to  die. — Chifrus. 
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— Susan  B.  Antiion^'  impersonally  says,  that  men's  lefts  are 
not  always  women's  rights  agitators. 


YES,  WE  ALL  WILL  BE  THERE. 

Words  and  Music  by  Walter  Bray.  ? 
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I  am  going  to  take  a  trip  down  home, 

I  hope  to  see  you  all  there; 
I'm  gwine  to  get  married  by  de  light  of  de  moon; 

Oh.  yes!  we  all  will  be  there. 
Ol.l  Bol)  Ridley  and  Zip  Coon, 

Said  that  dey  would  be  there; 
Don't  tarry  long,  but  come  right  soon — 

Oh,  yesl  we'll  all  be  there. 

CnoRUS, 

Oh,  yes!  we'll  all  be  there!  ' 

We  will  come  there! 
We  will  meet  there— 
Oh.  yes!  we  will  sing  there. 
And  dance  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

We  will  have  both  mince  and  pumpkin  pie, 

I  hope  to  see  you  all  there! 
We'll  sing  My  Gal  and  Old  Shoo  Fly; 

Yes!  we  all  will  be  there. 
Old  Aunt  Jemima — so  contrar}' — 

Said  that  she  would  l)e  there, 
And  slie  would  carry  the  news  to  Mary! 

Yes!  wc  all  will  be  there,  —  Chorus. 

Miss  Eliza  Jane  and  Suscy  Brown 

Said  that  they  would  be  there; 
Coming  all  the  way  from  pepper  town; 

Oh,  yesl  we  all  will  be  there. 
If  they  don't  come  then  I  don't  care. 

But. I  wish  they  all  will  be  there — 
So  long  as  they  send  me  a  lock  of  their  hair; 

Yes!  wc  all  will  be  there.  —  Chorus. 
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— The  biggest-throated  chicken  in  Washington  Market  is  the 
corn-fed  one  who  takes  a  peck  every  time.       .    ■  .  ... 
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ONCE    AaAIN. 

Music  by  Arthur  Sullivan. 
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'  I  linger  rouurl  the  very  spot  • 

Where  years  ago  we  met,  : 

And  wonder  when  you  quite  forgot,  ' 

Or  if  you  quite  forget! 
And  tender  yearnings  rise  anew       \ 

For  love  that  used  to  be; 
If  you  could  know  that  I  was  true,     ■      "    . 

And  I  that  you  were  free.     Ah! — 
Love  once  again,  meet  me  once  again! 
Old  love  is  waking,  shall  it  wake  in  vain? 

I  ever  yet  my  thoughts  incline, 

And  back  my  mem'ry  slips; 
I  feel  warm  fingers  lock'd  in  mine, 

1  see  those  quiv'ring  lips  ;     , 

Wliose  murmurs  came  like  music  thro'. 

When  mine  liad  set  them  free, 
That  all  the  world  was  naught  to  you, 

Who  only  wanted  me.     Ah!— 
Love  once  again,  meet  me  once  again ! 
Old  love  is  waking,  shall  it  wake  in  vain?    ' 


McCarthy's  Boarding  House. 

Copyright,  1878,  by  Thomas  E.  Powers. 
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Denny  McCarthy  lives  in  Cherry  street, 

McCarthy's  boarding  house; 
He  keeps  a  boarding  house,  clean  and  neat, 

McCarthy's  boarding  house. 
Five  dollars  a  week  to  Jjim  we  pay, 

McCarthy's  boarding  house. 
We  get  three  square  meals  every  day  . 

In  McCarthy's  boarding  house. 

CHonuB. 

There's  the  Clearys  and  Learj'S, 
McLinns  and  Flynns, 
Denny  Regan,  and  Fagin 
*  la  McCarthy's  boarding  house.     {Repeat.) 

I  tell  you.  boys,  they  feed  us  high 

In  McCarthy's  boarding  house; 
On  lobster  salad  and  lemon  pie. 

In  McCarthy's  boarding  house. 
Quail  on  teast,  eggs  and  ham — 

McCarthy's  boarding  house- 
Corned  beef  and  cabbage,  and  Italian  jam, 

McCarthy's  boarding  house. 

Chorus. 
There  is  cobblers  and  nailers. 
Tailors  and  weavers, 
Tiny  butchers  and  bakers 
In  McCarthy's  boarding  house.     (Repeat.) 

McCarthy  bought  a  new  piano 

For  McCarthy's  boarding  house; 
For  his  elegant  daughter,  big  Johanna, 

In  McCarthy's  boarding  house, 
k  And  she's  the  girl  knows  how  to  play 

In  McCarthy's  boarding  house; 
She'd  drive  your  appetite  away, 

In  McCarthy's  boarding  house.  '  .^■ 

■;.  -■  -  :  .    Chorus.  '  '  "'"'^ 

Johanna,  Alanna, 
Loves  Nailor,  the  tailor; 
And  faith,  they'll  be  married 
In  McCarthy's  boarding  house. 


Oh,  Fred!  the  Boat  is  Turning  Over. 

Written  and  sung  by  Fred.  Roberta. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

I  happened  one  afternoon,  .     . 

"I'was  in  the  month  of  May,  ,        ■! 

AViiile  walking  with  a  pretty  girl,        • 

I  thus  to  her  did  say: 
Now  will  you  go  out  for  a  row. 

The  river  to  explore;  _\ 

She  said  she  would, 'twould  do  her  good,  , 

As  she'd  not  been  there  before. 

Spoken — And  like  a  fool  I  hired  a  boat,  but,  directly  we  got 
on  the  water  she  made  a  grab  at  me,  and  said: — 

Chorus. 
Oh,  Fred!  the  boat  is  turning  over, 

Oh.  Fred!  you  naughty  man,  she  cried; 
Oh.  Fred!  I  wish  I'd  llirown  her  over, 

Ere  I  ever  look  her  up  tiie  river  for  a  ride. 

I  pulled  away  with  all  my  might. 

But  we  had  not  gone  far. 
Before  the  girl  began  to  scream,   . 

And  said,  she'd  tell  her  ma. 
And  as  these  words  escaped  her  lips, 

A  steamer  came  close  by. 
Which  caused  our  boat  to  pitch  and  toss. 

And  her  again  to  cry:— (7A<w*Ms. 

I  felt  uneasy  in  my  mind, 

I  scarce  knew  what  to  do; 
I  thought  the  girl  would  die  of  fright, 

And  so  would  all  of  you. 
She  said:  dear  Fred,  oh!  take  me  home. 

Here  I  cannot  remain; 
And  tiien  there  came  another  wave. 

Which  made  her  shout  again. 

Spoken— Shout!  "  Well  I  should  obliterate,  to  procrastinate, 
shout."  That  wasn't  no  name  for  it;  just  imagine  the  horrible 
position  I  was  in,  with  my  Imnds  engaged  witli  the  two  sculls  of 
the  boat,  and  the  one  skull  of  an  agitated  and  sea-sick  young 
lady  reclining  on  my  manly  chest,  and  no  chance  for  one  to  ob- 
tain even  a  platonic  hug  without  risking  a  cold  water  bath.  She 
said:  Oh!  my,  what  would  mamma  say,  if  slie  knew  I  was  all 
alone  on  these  turbulent  and  tumultuous  billows.  I  thought  that 
was  pretty  good  for  a  girl  that  wasn't  feeling  well,  so  I  fired  her 
into  the  bottom  of  tiie  boat,  and  made  all  steam  for  land,  and 
every  time  I  felt  inclined  to  w:eaken  on  the  stroke,  I  heard  a 
small  puuuy  voice  that  said:— ;Cfiorus. 


(Repeat.) 


— Philanthropist:  "Here,  here,  stop  that!  What  are  you  doing 
to  your  little  brother?"  Boy:  "Ain't  doin'  nothin'."  "Why 
does  he  cry  so,  then?  "  "  'Cans  I  looked  his  candy  away  from 
him."  "  But  didn't  you  have  some  candy,  too?  "  "Yes,  but  I 
eat  it  all  up."  "That  gives  you  no  right  to  rob  your  little 
brother."     "  Yes,  it  do.     I  am  a  Socialist,  I  &m."—P'hila.  Call. 


SHOOT  THE   HAT. 

Tune— "  My  Love,  Nell." 

Come  all  you  true  bom  Irishmpn,  wherever  you  may  be, 

Let  you  pay  attention  and  listen  unto  me  ; 

It's  not  about  a  king  or  queen,  or  anything  like  that, 

But  the  song,  my  boys,  that  I  will  sing,  is  about  my  old  hat 

Chorus. 
It's  on  the  street,  I  look  so  neat, 

They  take  me  for  a  flat ; 
The  boys  all  cry  when  I  go  by,  ,'    ^ 

Will  he  ever  drop  on  the  hat? 

That  hat  was  made  in  Ireland,  as  you  may  plainly  see. 
The  like  of  it  you  could  not  find  here  in  America ; 
I'll  wear  it  on  my  lug  like  a  big  bug— aye,  as  stiff  as  starch. 
While  I  march  with  the  band,  so  fine  and  grand,  on  the  17th  of  March. 

Chorus.  .. 

It's  on  the  street,  I  look  so  neat. 

Boys,  do  you  mind  that  f 
The  black-guards  shout,  when  I  turn  oat : 
Why  don't  you  hist  the  hat  t 

This  hat  I'll  wear  in  praise  of  the  land,  me  boys,  that  I  adore, 
For  I  dearly  love  old  Erin's  I.«le,  aye,  and  the  shamrock  shore. 
Let  them  all  say  what'er  they  may,  sure  I  don't  mind  that. 
Until  I  die,  you'll  find  that  I,  will  stick  to  my  old  hat. 

Chorus.  - 

On  Patrick's  Day,  I  look  so  gay,    :        - 
.    :     :_       ;        With  Milce  and  Tim,  and  Pat ;    :-;         .; 
As  we  walk  by,  the  fellows  cry : 
Why  don't  you  shoot  the  bat? 


-i"'.-:  ^i-"?S 
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TEN  LITTLE   INJUNS. 
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Ten  little  Injuns  standlnfc  in  a  line, 

One  toddled  home,  and  then  there  were  nine. 

Nine  little  Injniis  swinirin'  on  a  gate. 

One  tambled  off,  and  then  there  were  eight. 

Cbobcs. 
One  Uttle,  two  little,  three  little,  four  little,  fire  little  Injnn  boys. 
Six  little,  seven  little,  eight  little,  nine  little,  ten  little  Injan  boys. 

Eight  little  Injuns  never  heard  of  heaven. 

One  kicked  the  bucket,  and  then  there  were  seven. 

Seven  little  Injuns  cutting  up  their  tricks. 

One  broke  his  neck,  and  then  there  were  six.— Chobub. 

Six  little  Injuns  kicking,  all  alive. 

One  went  to  bed,  and  then  there  were  five. 

Five  little  Injuns  on  a  cellar-door. 

One  tambled  In,  and  then  there  were  four.— Chobub. 

Four  little  Injuns  out  on  a  spree, 

One  dead  drunk,  and  then  there  were  three. 

Three  little  Injuns  out  in  a  canoe. 

One  tumbled  overboard,  and  then  there  were  two.— Chobtts. 

Two  little  Injuns  foolin'  with  a  gun. 

One  shot  t'other,  and  then  there  was  one. 

One  little  Injun  Uvin' all  alone. 

He  got  married,  and  then  there  was  none.— Cbobcs. 

Encobb  vxksk. 
One  little  Injun  with  his  little  wife. 
Lived  in  a  wigwam,  the  balance  of  his  life. 
One  daddy  lujun,  one  mammy  squaw. 
Soon  raised  a  family  of  ten  Injuns  more. 

Chobub. 
One  little,  two  little,  three  little,  four  Uttle,  five  little  Injuns  more, 
Six  little,  seven  little,  eight  little,  nine  little,  ten  little  Injuns  more. 


Lady,  Art  Thou  Sleeping?  j 
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Oil,  lady!  art  tbou  sleeping 

Id  your  blissful  realms, 
Whilst  my  lonely  watcb  I'm  keepingi 

Lady-love,  farewell! 
The  Digbt  is  gone,  the  morning 

Aurora  lights  tbe  sky ! 
The  rainbow-dews  are  dawning — 

Lady-love,  good-bye; 
The  rainbow-uews  are  dawning — 

Lady-love,  good-bye. 

Beneath  thy  window,  nightly, 

I'm  touching  my  guitar! 
And  let  thy  smiles,  sweet  lady,  .  * 

Cheer  rae  when  afar! 
The  night  is  gone,  the  morning 

Grey  streaks  tint  the  sky; 
The  raiubow-dews  are  dawning — 

Latly-love,  good-night; 
The  rainbow-dews  are  dawning —     . 

Lady-love,  good-night. 


. 


I  Will  Stand  by  My  Friend. 
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As  on  we  go  through  life's  career, 

How  manjr  have  to  rough  it; 
While  one  gives  us  a  friendly  hand. 

A  dozen  try  to  buffet; 
Still  let's  be  faithful  where  we  can, 

A  helping  baud  to  lend. 
My  maxim  is  that,  come  what  may, 

1  will  stand  by  my  friend; 
My  maxim  is  that,  conoe  what  may, 

1  will  stand  by  my  friend. 

When  well  to  do  in  life,  we  all 

A  ready  welcome  get ; 
It's  "  How  do  you  do,  to-day,  my  boy?  " 

"  I'm  glad  that  we  have  met;" 
But  if  in  our  career  through  life. 

Bad  luck  does  us  attend, 
How  few  will  give  a  hand  and  say: 

I  will  stand  by  my  friend, 
How  few  will  give  a  hand  and  say: 

I  will  stand  by  my  friend. 

A  friend  in  need,  is  one  indeed. 

His  heart  and  hand  he  lends; 
How  different  where  we  have  to  say, 

Oh,  save  us  from  our  friends; 
With  many,  friendship's  but  a  name. 

No  sympathy  they  lend. 
They  bid  good-day.  but  never  say: 

I  will  stand  by  my  friend; 
'^"       They  bid  good-aay,  but  never  say : 

I  will  stand  by  my  friend. 


— >"How  strange  Mr.  McSwilligen  must  look  without  a 
mouth,"  remarked  Mrs.  Podsuap  to  Mrs.  McS.  "No  mouthi" 
replied  Mrs.  McSwilligen.  "  What  do  you  mean?  "  "Why, 
Mr.  Podsnap  said  last  night,  that  Mr.  McSwilligen  had  shot  off 
bis  mouth  at  the  club."— CW  City  Derrick. 


The  Comet  of  the  "West.  I 
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I'm  the  comet  of  the  West,    . 

In  the  shade  I  put  the  rest. 
All  others  are  my  satellites  you  see. 

But  mooning's  not  my  game, 

I've  won  my  way  to  fame. 
And  they  all  have  to  stand  aside  for  me. 

Chorus. 

Shout,  boys,  shout,  and  let's  be  jolly, 

Stand  aside  and  let  this  swell  go  past; 
I  like  to  do  the  grand,  with  a  short  cane  in  my  hand, 

For,  by  Jove,  you  see  the  comet's  come  at  last. 

In  Belgravia  I  shine. 

With  this  taking  way  of  mine. 
And  if  in  Rotten  Row  I  chance  to  ride,  , 

My  horse  holds  up  his  head. 

As  though  he  proudly  said, 
"  The  comet  comes!  you  fellows,  stand  aside. — Chonu. 

At  a  theater  or  a  ball. 

Or  supper,  one  and  all. 
To  stand  aside  for  me  they  find  it  best; 

For  my  most  impressive  way. 

Puts  them  down  and  seems  to  say. 
"Stand  aside!  I  am  the  comet  of  the  West." — Chorut, 

If  by  chance  I'm  at  a  race, 

In  the  stand  I  get  a  place. 
No  matter  what  the  crowd,  or  who  are  there; 

It  will  always  be  my  pride. 

That  I  make  them  stand  aside.  • 

There's  no  resisting  my  important  air. — Chorus, 

Ev'ry  green-room  do  I  know, 
'Hind  the  scenes  I  often  go. 
And  I  always  come  off  better  than  the  rest; 
The  ballet  all  know  me. 
And  each  pretty  star  you  see 
.     Is  attracted  by  the  comet  of  the  West.— CA<wt«. 

Though  other  stars  may  fall, 
I  shine  brighter  than  them  all. 
And  the  comet's  shining  splendor  is  its  pride; 
»  Your  applause  then  kindly  lend, 

For  my  tale  is  at  an  end. 
The  comet  of  the  West,  comes— stand  aside!- CAortw. 


'?^.v 


— All  women  are  passing  fare  to  the  Park  Place  elevated  rail- 
way ticket-seller. — if.  Y.  Daily  Newt. 

— The  unit  rule  prevails  in  the  restaarant  oyster  stew  now. 
Only  one  oyster.— A.  Paul  Herald. 
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Down  by  the  Rustic  G-ate. 

CopjrriBht,  1883,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son(;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  VVehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York  City. 

Send  for  a  complete  cataloRuo  of  Euglisli  and  German  Songs. 

Written  and  sunff  by  Gus  Williams.      : 


I  stroll'd  far  away  from  the  city, 

Away  to  the  brooks  and  the  birds, 
And  met  there  a  maidea  so  pretty, 

I  could  not  describe  her  in  words; 
She  stood  gently  swinging  her  bonnet, 

My  bosom  she  makes  palpitate, 
My  heart  there  I  lost  and  she  won  it, 
While  down  by  the  old  rustic  gate. 

Chorus. 
Down  by  the  rustic  gate, 

There  for  my  love  oft'  I  wait; 
With  kisses  so  sweet,  oh!  fondly  we  meet, 
Down  by  the  rustic  gate. 

We  talk'd  of  the  flow're  and  the  weather. 

The  birds  sweetly  saug  in  the  tree. 
While  lovingly  strolling  together. 

She  seem'd  ^ust  an  angel  to  me. 
•The  moon  in  its'silvery  splendor. 

Shone  down  while  we  lingered  so  late; 
Her  words  they  were  loving  and  tendef, 

While  down  by  the  old  rustic  gale. Choms. 

She  gave  me  her  heart  true  and  loving,      ; 

She'll  make  me  a  nice  little  wife. 
And  from  her  I'll  never  go  roving. 

She'll  cheer  all  the  days  of  my  life. 
Our  days  will  be  all  Summer  weather, 

And  oft'  to  pur  friends  we'll  relate 
How  strangely  we  both  met  together, 

That  night  at  the  old  rustic  gate. — Chorm, 


Come  Back  to  the  Old  Home  Again. 
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The  mother's  heart  was  o'crladen  with  care,     .       - 

Her  eyes  oft  filled  with  tears; 
And  the  father  of  trouble  had  borne  his  share. 

For  the  son  they'd  not  seen  for  years. 
In  an  angry  mood  he  had  gone  away. 

And  left  them  in  grief  and  pain ; 
Oh,  would  he  could  hear  his  parents  say: 

"Come  buck  to  the  old  home  again."  \^ 

In  vain  is  his  chamber  kept  prepared. 

In  vain  do  they  watch  the  door. 
In  hope  of  news  from  him  who  had  dared 

To  leave  them  forever  more. 
He  lies  dead  in  the  bush,  'neath  the  burning  sky 

Of  Australia's  boundless  plain, 
And  never  on  earth  shall  he  hear  their  cry: 

'*  Come  back  to  the  old  home  again." 


IF  I   WAS   THE   PRESIDENT. 

Sung  by  Marlow  and  Regan. 
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If  I  was  the  President  just  for  a  day, 

I'd  have  things  as  I  liked,  you  can  bet; 
I'd  invite  all  the  old  maids  that's  up  town  living  out,    ° ; 

And  for  each  one  a  husband  I'd  get. 
I'd  rent  Tammany  Hall,  I'd  invite  one  and  all,  r/ 

To  hear  Joiin  Kelly  his  talents  display; 
I'd  have  Roscoe  Conkling  riding  a  donkey. 

If  I  only  had  my  own  way.  .     ,  .      " 

I'd  have  Central  Park  in  the  day  time  made  dark,    ^ 

So  the  girls  could  go  sparking  all  day;  .,.  ■■■■ 

So  their  fathers  and  mothers,  and  big-nsted  brothers,         <• 

Could  not  hear  or  see  what  they  say. 
I'd  make  all  Michael  Feeneys  ana  Baxter  Street  Sheeneys. 

To  the  bums  their  old  clothes  give  away;  .^  .~ 

I'd  throw  open  the  doors  of  saloons  to  the  poor. 

If  I  was  President  just  for  a  day.  ••..-• 

I'd  throw  all  the  Chinamen  into  the  dump;  ;. 

The  Italians  would  pick  no  more  buts;  "         .     '• 

I'd  put  limburger  cheese  in  the  policemen's  pockets, 

I'd  colonize  Hester  Street  with  the  Dutch. 
I'd  fill  Harry  Hill  full  of  cod  liver  pills; 

The  dudes  on  the  Bowery  should  pay 
Twenty -five  cents  a  week,  for  wearing  women's  corsets, 

If  1  was  the  President  just  for  a  day. 


-  -I 
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.    LET  ME  DREAM   AGAIN. 

Music  by  Arthur  Sullivan. 
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The  sun  is  setting  and  the  hour  is  late. 
Once  more  I  stand  beside  the  wicket  gate; 
The  bells  are  ringing  out  the  dying  day, 
The  children  singing  on  their  homeward  way; 
And  he  is  whisp'ring  words  of  sweet  intent. 
While  I,  half  doubtmg,  whisper  a  consent. 
Is  this  a  dream?  then  waking  would  be  pain; 
Oh,  do  not  wake  met  let  me  dream  again. 

■     ,.  .     The  clock  is  striking  in  the  belfry  tow'r, 

And  warns  us  of  the  ever  fleeting  hour; 

But  neither  heeds  the  time  which  onward  glides, 

For  time  may  pass  away,  but  love  abides. 
;'      ;  s      I  feel  his  kisses  on  my  fever'd  brow; 
;.' ;  If  we  must  part,  ah!  why  should  it  be  now?     .  ■  rl  -^ 

■•"  Is  this  a  dream?  then  waking  would  be  pain; 

Oh,  do  not  wake  me !  let  me  dream  again. 


My  Rattling  Mare  and  I. 
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^.     I  am  a  country  carrier, 
A  jovial  soul  am  I, 
I  whistle  and  sing  from  morn  till  night, 
*.  And  trouble  I  def}'. 

I've  one  to  bear  me  company, 
,  Of  work  she  does  her  share; 

It's  not  my  wife,  upon  my  life,  i 

But  a  rattling  old  bay  mare. 

■■>■  •'^;/•.  ■;,,'/■-- '^  Chorus.  ■  .-. 

;  ■:  ;     ■       Round  goes  the  world, 
;•■;'•         Trouble  I  defy; 

Jogging  along  together,  my  boys, 
My  rattling  mare  and  I. 

Up  and  down  the  country  side,  ' 

^    ,         The  mare  and  I  we  go; 

The  folks  they  kindly  greet  us  /  '    ' 

As  we  journey  to  and  fro.  \ 

The  little  ones  they  cheer  us,  v 

And  the  old  ones  stop  and  stare,  *' 

And  lift  their  eyes  with  great  surprise. 

At  Joe  and  his  rattling  mare.— CAo7*tM. 

■  •      And  when  the  roads  are  heavy. 

Or  traveling  up  hill, 
I'm  by  her  side  assisting  her,  '     _    •' 

She  works  with  such  good  will.        ..  ■"'. 

I  know  she  loves  me  well  enough,  * 

Because  the  whip  I  spare; 
I'd  rather  hurt  myself,  than  hurt 

My  rattling  old  bay  mare. — Charm. 

And  when  the  town  we  reach,  ' 

\   :         She  rattles  over  the  stones;  '       ■ 

She  lifts  her  hoofs  I'p  splendidly,     '  ■  .     :' 

Not  one  of  your  lazy  drones. 
It's,  "Clear  the  road  when  Joseph  comes," 

My  crawlers,  all  take  care,  >! 

Of  the  carrier's  cart,  the  driver  smart,    •  -         V 

And  the  rattling  old  bay  mare. — CJumu. 

.      I  would  not  change  my  station 

With  the  noblest  in  the  land;  ;• 

I  would  not  be  Prime  Minister, 
Or  anything  so  grand. 
-•,.,'■.  I  would  not  be  an  alderman,  •^"• 

..:;!;        To  live  in  luxury; 

V   ^i,(j  Plate — if  it  would  separate 

The  old  bay  mare  and  1. — Choru*. 
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I've  often  heard  it  said,  that  it'.s  nice  to  be  a  father, 

And  have  a  popsey-wopsey  of  your  own; 
But  I'd  rather  be  excused  from  such  a  little  bother, 

Experiences  of  others  I  have  known. 
If  any  thing  will  show  more  plainly  than  another, 

That  George  is  '"ofif  his  cran)c,"  the  reason's  plain. 
He's  just  become  a  dad,  and  his  wife's  become  a  mother, 

Aod  they  both  have  tjot  the  i'  baby  on  the  brain!" 

I  Opoiius. 

The  baby,  the  baby,  it's  nothing  but  the  baby! 

They  bless  it  anil  caress  it  till  cries  with  pain; 
They  dance  it  up  and  down,  and  kiss  it  for  its  mother, 

Oh,  it's  awful  to  have  a  "baby  on  the  brain!  "  » 

i    .  .  ' 

How  proudly  does  he  toll  all  his  friends  that  he's  a  daddy. 

And  wonders  why,  before  they  had  not  known; 
He  whistles  and  he  sings,  "  with  my  folderolderaddy." 

And  "Remember,  You  Have  Children  of  Your  Own!" 
"  Helen's  Babies  "  have  a  chanil,  also  "Other  People's  Children," 

He  reads  them  over,  time  and  time  again; 
Oh.  ain't  he  got  it  bad!  I'm  afraid  he  won't  recover 

From  that  ailment,  called  tUe  "  baby  on  the  brain.  —  CAonw. 

I 

He's  tickled  most  to  death,  wljien  his  friends  they  all  admire, 

Aud  say,  he  is  tiie  image  of  his  dad; 
They  say,  he's  got  his  nose,  alid  they  anxiously  inquire, 

"If  lie's  troubled  with  the  'colly-wobbles'  bad?" 
The  youngster  doesn't  mind  the  mischief  he  is  making. 

He  eats  aud  sleeps,  and  slec|»3  and  cats  again; 
He's  got  the  thing  down  fine,  and  with  baby  mirth  he's  shaking. 

For  he  knows  his  pop's  gut  "  baby  on  the  brain!  " — C horns. 

But  fhe  worst  thing  of  it  all.  ife  the  naming  of  the  baby; 

Mamma  thinks  "George  Augustus"  would  be  sweet. 
Papa  does  not  agree,  he  says,  "  Christopher  Columbus," 

And  to  hear  the  names  proposed  is  quite  a  treat. 
They  finally  agree,  he's  christened  plain  "  Augustus!" 

Sweet  baby,  may  your  glory  never  wane; 
Now,  ladies,  (pray  excuse  me),  when  you  are  thus  afflicted, 

I  hope  you'll  not  have  "  baby  on  the  hT&ixxV— Chorus. 


on 


FLEW-Y,    FLEW-Y.    ' 
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Elephant  walked  de  rope— flew-y,  flew-y. 
Elephant  waUa^  de  rope~flew-y  au'  a  John; 

Elephant  walked  de  rope, 

'Twas  all  full  of  grease  and  soap, 
"Wasn't  that  a  fine  walk — flew-y  an'  a  John. 

.   j  Chorus. 

Oh'!  flew-y,  flew-y,  flew-y,  flew-y. 

Oh!  flew-y  an' a  John, 
Oh!  flew-y  an' flewy,     ^ 

Wasn't  that  a  fine  walk— flew-y  an'  a  John. 

Snail  drew  a  rail— flew-y,  flew-y,  .      ,' 

Snail  drew  a  rail— flew-y  an'  a  John; 

Snail  drew  a  rail. 

Drew  it  with  his  tail,     ' 
Wasn't  that  a  fine  draw— flew-y  an'  a  John, — Chortu. 

Camel  climbed  a  tree — flew-y,  flew-y, 
Camel  climbed  a  tree— flew-y  an'  a  John; 

Camel  climbed  a  tree 

For  to  catch  the  bumble  bee, 
Wasn't  that  a  fine  climb— flew-y  an'  a  John.— CA^wtm. 


THE   OLD  MOTJSQUETAIRE. 

The  Wonls  and  Music  of  this  Soni^will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Weliraan,  P.  O.  Box  1828,  "New  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Knglisli  and  German  songs  sent  free. 

On  a  vine  covered  porch  sat  au  old  Mousquetaire, 

Watching  intently  a  fair  child  at  play; 
The  toys  round  him  scattered,  tho'  simple  they  were. 

And  his  thoughts  flew  far,  far  away. 
At  the  sound  of  the  drum,  he  was  feeble  no  more. 

But  flourished  his  crutch  in  the  air. 
If  a  soldier  you'd  be,  find  a  tutor  in  me. 

Shoulder  arms!  Shoulder  arms!  Shoulder  arms! 

Shoulder  arms!  Slioulder  arms!  Shoulder  arms! 
If  a  soldier  you'd  be,  find  a  tutor  in  me. 

Shoulder  arms!  cried  the  old  Mousquetaire, 
Shoulder  arms!  Shoulder  arms!  ' 

Chorus. 

At  the  sound  of  the  drum,  he  was  feeble  no  more, 

But  flourished  his  crutch  in  the  air; 
If  a  soldier  you'd  be,  find  a  tutor  in  me, 

Shoulder  arms!  Shoulder  arms!  Shoulder  arms! 

My  musket  and  sword  I  have  hung  up  to  rest, 

aly  knapsack,  my  belt,  and  my  qpttered  canteen; 
At  Jena,  at  Wegram,  the  East  and  the  West, 

With  the  old  Mousquetaire  have  they  been; 
I  could  still  stand  a  brush,  though  nearly  four  score. 

But  prudence  forbids  me  forbear. 
For  the  time  it  draws  nigh,  when  King  Death  will  cry, 

To  your  arms!  To  your  arms!  To  your  arms! 

To  your  arms!  To  your  arms!  To  your  arms! 
For  the  time  it  draws  nigh,  when  King  Death  will  cry, 

Toyour  arms!  with  the  old  Mousquetaire, 
I'd  your  arms!  To  )'our  arms!— C'A<»*u*. 


— "Sold  again!"  Robinson,  (at  the  window):  "Hullo!  here 
goes  that  woman  Brown's  so  dead  sweet  on."  Mrs.  R.  (ru.shing 
up  with  excitement):  "  Where? — who? — where? — What,  that — 
in  the  gray — why,  George,  how  ridiculous  you  are!  That's  your 
wife!"  Robinson:  "Exactly,  my  dear."  (Tableau.)— Zorkfen 
Punch. 


DASCHEN,   ON  THE   RHINE. 

Recited  by  Thos.  H.  Winnett. 

If  ever  you  go  to  Switzerland, 

The  land  of  varied  charms. 
Where  nature,  ever  smiling  greets 

Her  guests  with  outstretched  arms; 
No  matter  what  your  guide-book  says — 

Be  certain,  rain  or  shine. 
To  stop  a  day,  and  see  the  falls, 

At  Daschen,  on  the  Rhine. 

Provide  yourself  with  a  walking-stick, 

Stout  boots,  a  broad-brimmed  hat. 
And  don  the  worst  old  coat  you've  got; 

"Viiia'ichic — but  what  of  that? 
And  don't  you  forget  an  Alpine  horn. 

They  call  it  here  a  itein— 
For  beer's  the  horn  they  chiefly  like, 

At  Daschen,  on  the  Rhine. 

'Twixt  mountain  8loi>e8,  in  verdure  clad, 

Stretch  vales  of  rural  wealth — 
A  landscape  fair,  that  tells  of  naught. 

Save  harmony  and  health. 
No  lawyer  here  e'er  found  a  case. 

Nor  doctor — I  opine; 
For  Schweitzer  is  the  only  "  kase," 

At  Daschen,  on  the  Rhine. 

The  honest  peasantry,  whose  homes 

Thick  dot  the  country  o'er, 
Will  never — hardly  ever — turn 

The  tourist  from  their  door, 
Unless  he  lost  his  pocket-book; 

They're  somewhat  in  the  line 
Of  franc  and  centime-ntol  folk,  f  , 

At  Daschen,  on  the  Rhine. 

And  when  at  last  you've  seen  the  falls. 

For  half  an  hour  or  so, 
And  after  loafen  'round  a  while. 

Conclude  it's  time  to  go 
To  dinner,  take  especial  care,  ; 

That  frugally  you  dine;  \_     ..    '^  v 

The  falls  are  steep — and  prices,  too,      ""^ 

At  Daschen,  ou  the  Rhine. 
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PRETTY  LITTLE   MARY. 
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To  fanner  Jones's  I  went  one  lovely  February,  •         . 

For  change  of  air  I  had  left  town,  for  I  felt  so  forlorn ; 
When  a  lovely  scene  burst  on  my  sight,  for  there  was  pretty  Mary, 

With  the  cocks  and  hens  all  around  her,  she  was  feeding  them  with  com. 

CUORCS. 

Chuck,  chuch,  chuck,  chuck,  chuck,  chuck,  chuck. 

Said  pretty  little  Mary,  light  as  a  canary ; 
Cimck.  chuck,  chuck,  chuck,  cliuck,  chuck,  chuck. 

As  she  caird  her  chickens  all  around  her.  . 

I  loved  her  from  that  moment,  and  would  have  felt  much  annoyed, 
Had  I  thought  another  sought  her  haucU  for  I'm  a  Jealous  lurk ; 

A  prettier  girl  you  could  not  see  more  prettily  employed, 
As  she  gave  a  sidelong  glance  at  me,  then  went  on  with  her  work. 

Chuck,  chuck,  cliuck,  chuck,  &c. 

1  raised  my  hat  politely,  said,  "  Good-morniug,  to  you,  Mary," 
Slie  Just  glanced  at  me.  slightly  bowed  her  pretty  little  head  ; 

Said  I,  "  My  dear,  you've  stolen  my  heart,  1  really  must  be  wary, 
I'm  deeply  stabb'd  with  cupid's  dart,"  she  look'd  at  me,  and  said  : 

1   '      Chuck,  chuck,  chuck, chuck,  &c. 

I  would  be,  day  after  day,  with  her  completely  stricken, 
1  could  not  tear  myself  away,  but  by  her  side  I'd  stand  ;  -  '    ' 

I  said,  "  Oh !  would  I  were  a  bird."  of  course  I  meant  a  chicken. 
To  be  fed,  altho'  perhaps  absurd,  by  Mary's  lovely  hand. 

Chuck,  chuck,  chuck,  chuck,  &c. 

Six  months  with  Jones  I  tarried,  and  I  got  so  fond  of  Mary, 
Tc  beg  she'd  wed.  I  had  no  fear,  so  popp'd  to  her  one  day ; 

She  consented,  we  were  married,  and  what's  more  extraordinary, 
We've  got  five  chicks,  to  whom  I  hear  my  dear  wife  often  say : 

Chuck,  chuck,  chuck,  chuck,  &c. 


A  Yankee  Ship,  and  a  Yankee  Crew. 
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A  Yankee  sliip,  and  a  Yankee  crew, 

Tally  hi  lio!  you  know i 
O'er  the  bright  blue  waves  like  a  sea-bird  flew. 

Singing  liey    aloft  and  alow! 
Ilor  sails  are  spread  to  the  fairy  breeze! 

Tiie  spray  as  sparkling  thrown  from  her  prow,     "• 
Her  flag  is  the  proudest  tliat  floats  on  the  seas, 

When  homeward  she's  steering  now! 

A  Yankee  ship,  and  a  Yankee  crew,  '    ,'  '      •• 

Tally  hi  lio!  j'ouknow! 
With. hearts  aboard,  both  gallant  and  true,     ' 

The  same  aloft  and  alow; 
Tiie  blackening  sky,  and  the  whistling  wind, 

Foretell  the  approach  of  a  gale; 
And  a  home  and  its  joys  flit  over  each,  V 

Husbands,  lovers,  on  deck  there!  a  sail! 
A  Yankee  ship,  and  a  Yankee  crew, 

Tally  hi  ho!  you  know! 
Distress  is  the  word,  God  speed  them  through. 

Bear  a  hand  aloft  and  alow! 

A  Yankee  ship,  and  a  Yankee  crew,  ■; 

Tally  hi  ho!  you  know!  ^^  '  /;. 

Freedom  defends  the  land  where  it  grew, 

We're  free  aloft  and  alow !  /    , 

Bearing  down  a  ship,  in  regal  pride, 

Defiance  floating  at  each  mast-head; 
She's  wrecked,  and  the  one  that  floats  alongside, 

The  stars  and  stripes  that's  to  victory  wed; 
"         A  Yankee  ship,  and  a  Yankee  crew, 

Tally  hi  ho!  you  know!  '     ' 

Ne'er  strikes  to  a  foe.  while  the  sky  is  blue. 

Or  a  tar  aloft  and  alow ! 


^       BANBURY   CROSS. 
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"Oh!  pray,  tell  me  the  road  to  Banbury  Cross, 

To  Banbury  Cross,"  said  she, 
"For  I've  missed  my  way,  and  am  quite  at  a  loss. 

They'll  wonder  what's  happen'd  to  me." 
"O  Banbury  Cross,  pretty  maiden,"  he  said,  -    " 

"  Is  many  a  mile  ahead,  •  .  fy- 

But  I'll  show  the  way,  that  is  if  I  may?"  ., 

"  I  thank  you,  good  sir,"  she  said. 

So  they  journey 'd  along  toward  Banbury  Cross, 

Thro'  lanes  that  were  bordered  with  flowers;  ,? 

As  she  coyly  spoke  of  the  ferns  and  moss,  . ,  \ 

She  culletl  the  bright  Summer  hours. 
"At  Banbury  Cross-,  pretty  maiden,"  he  said, 

"  What  happy  lives  must  be  led; 
How  I  wish,  yes,  I  do,  that  I  lived  there,  too! " 

"  And  why  not,  good  sir?"  she  said. 

The  church  bells  are  ringing  at  Banbury  Cross, 

All  Banbury  Cross  is  gay! 
And  afar  and  near,  there  rings  many  a  cheer. 

For  those  to  be  married  to-day. 
"At  Banbury  Cross,  little  wife."  said  he, 

"  We'll  live  when  we  are  wed!"  ! 

"  And  forever  and  aye.  I  shall  bless  the  day, 

We  met  on  the  way,"  she  said. 


^f: 


CARRIE,    DEAR.      >t 

— - —  "  * 

Sung  by  Fred.  Klett. 
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Oh.  Carrie,  dear.  I  tidnk  of  thee,  ;- 

My  heart  is  full  of  love, 
I  hope  the  time  I  will  soon  see. 

When  you're  my  turtle  dove; 
I'll  ne'er  forget  when  we  did  part. 

You  said  to  me,  good-bye, 
■     I'm  sure  you  know  it  broke  my  heart,  <    ^ 

As  ^ars  dropped  from  my  eye. 

,  Cnonus. 

Whene'er  I  think  of  you,  I  say, 
.  I  wish  that  3'ou  were  here; 

I  hope  it  will  be  soon  the  day,  .  .; 

Wheu  you're  my  Carrie,  dear.  r 

"■'.-.'  .  -  ■■'♦■ 

Believe  that  I  do  love  you  still, 

Although  I'm  far  from  thee, 
I  never  shall  contented  be. 

Until  once  more  your  face  I  see; 
And  then  how  happy  I  will  be,  •  ( 

To  be  with  you  once  more,  \  { 

My  heart  will  overflow  with  glee. 

Still  thee  I  do  adore. — Cfmrut. 

If  I  could  only  hear  your  voice. 

And  see  your  face  again.  ' 

Ten  thousand  times  I  would  rejoice. 

No  more  my  heart  would  pain; 
I  hope  the  time  it  may  be  soon,  • 

When  you  will  sure  be  n?ine. 
Together  through  this  world  we'll  roam,  ; 

No  more  will  I  then  pine.  ,  '  • 

Chouus.  5 

I'm  sure  we  will  enjoy  our  life,  •    '.i 

No  more  theu  will  I  fear, 
For  you  will  be  my  darling  wife, 

My  own  sweet  Carrie,  dear. 


V^ 


— About  the  only  troubles  that  come  single  are  fussy  old 
maids. — Modem  Argo.  :"..■' '   \V     ;■: 

— A  young  lady  calls  her  beau  "  Honeysuckle,"  because  he  is 
always  hanging  over  the  front  fence. 


— "How  is  it  you  can  tell  such  whoppers?"  asked  a  caller, 
addressing  the  editor  of  the  flsh  stoiy  department.  "  Well,  you 
see,"  replied  the  editor,  "our  wife's  name  is  Anna."  "What 
has  that  to  do  with  it?"  "  A  great  deal.  When  we  are  writing 
fish  stories,  we  usually  have  Anna  nigh  us  to  help  us."  The 
caller  was  carried  to  the  hospital. — BixSiange. 
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Tommy,  Make  Room  for  Your  Uncle. 
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Fred  Jones,  hatter,  of  Leicester  Square, 

Presents  iiimself  to  you — 
And  you  may  guess,  when  he  is  dress' d. 

Of  girls  lie  knows  a  few; 
A  widow  fell  in  love  with  him. 

While  riding  iu  a  train. 
She  had  a  blessed  boy  with  her. 

Who  caus'd  us  both  much  pain. 

SroKEN — Yes,  the  confounded  youug  urchin  caused  me  a  great 
deal  of  pain  and  sorrow,  and  the  widow,  his  mother,  introduced 
me  to  him  as  his  uncle!  Fred  Jones  was  never  an  uucle  before, 
and  will  never  be  again;  not  if  he  knows  it!  And  the  whole  of 
the  journey  the  mother  said  to  the  boy: 

CnoRCS. 

"Tommy,  make  room  for  your  uncle, 

There's  a  little  dear; 
Tommy,  make  room  for  your  uncle, 

I  want  him  to  sit  here  ; 
You  know  mamma,  has  got  a  bun, 

And  that  slie'll  give  to  you. 
So  don't  annoy,  there's  a  good  boy. 

Make  room  for  your  uucle,  do." 

When  first  I  met  tl»e  firm  of  Green, 

'Twas  on  my  journey  down, 
To  spend  u  day  at  Rosherville, 

"Just  like  a  swell  from  town;"  * 

The  widow  loved  romantic  scenes. 

And  a  squeeze  on  the  sly. 
But  when  my  arm  went  'round  her  waist. 

The  boy  began  to  cry ! 

Spoken — He  declared  I  was  hurting  his  mamma,  and  would 
insist  on  sitting  between  us.  Only  fancy  making  love  to  a^W 
with  a  boy  in  the  way.  But  she  said  to  him,  in  a  voice  so 
sweet:— CA^wiM. 

The  mother  told  her  loving  son, 

To  watch  the  passing  train. 
But.  no,  he  said,  "  Mv  Uncle  Fred 

Will  kiss  your  hand  again;"       ■* 
The  widow  blushed,  a  maiden  blush, 

And  I  was  not  myself, 
For  who  could  make  love  oii  a  seat, 

lu  front  of  that  young  elf? 

Spoken — Yes,  it  would  never  do  to  make  love  before  the  -^y, 
and  the  widow  said:  "  Not  before  the  boy.  Fred,  not  before  the 
boy."    Just  then  we  went  under  a  tunnel,  and  she  said: — Chorus. 

In  a  snug  retreat  at  Rosherville, 

I  went  down  on  my  kneei, 
And  asked,  if  .she  would  fly  with  me, 

Across  the  briglit  blue  seas? 
She  sighed,  and  said:  "  You  wicked  man! 

But  how  about  the  child?" 
Ami  clasped  him  fondly  to  her  breast. 

While  1  the  agony  piled! 

SPOKK!f — I  s-Vid:  "  My  lovely  of  all  lovely  beings,  let  us  fly  to 
some  foreign  clime,  where  I  will  protect  you  and  your  boy." 
She  answered,  and  said:  "  IIow  about  my  little  pie-shop  in  the 
Bowery?"  '"Oh!  Bloomsbury!  Do  you  keep  a  pie-shop?" — Cfior. 


— The  lady  of  the  house— the  Queen  of  Ashantee. — Nne  York 
Ailtertuer. 

— Jeems  says  his  boarding  house  is  too  slow.  Tie  \old  the  old 
lady  yesterday,  that  hereafter  he'd  like  to  ''yuamite  earlier. — 
Hartford  Journal. 

— We  have  lieard  it  asked  who  painted  Henry  Kirke  Wliite. 
It  was  probably  the  same  person  who  painted  William  Black, 
Thomas  Gray,  and  the  other  Tom  Brown. 


— The  new  cashief  was  said  to  be  a  man  of  parts,  but  when 
they  came  to  look  for  him  just  after  his  forced  loan  on  tlie  estab- 
lisliment  was  discovered,  liiey  found  his  parts  to  be  parts  un- 
known.— BoHton  Transci-ipt 


THE   MUSICAL   WIFE. 

How  I  wish  that  ray  wife  would  not  practice  all  day, 

My  head  is  ready  to  split, 
It  snows,  so  I  can't  get  out  of  her  way. 

But  at  home  all  the  morning  must  sit. 
How  little  I  thought,  when  I  first  heard  her  sing, 

And  hung  o'er  her  harp  with  delight. 
The  sorrows  a  musical  partner  might  bring, 

Who  would  practice  from  morning  till  night. 
Oh!  l)eware,  ye  young  men,  of  a  musical  wife. 
For  Eliza's  fine  voice  is  the  plague  of  my  life! 

"Eliza,  my  love,  I've  a  letter  to  write. 

Pray,  cease  for  a  moment,  my  dear." 
'  Good  heavens!"  she  cries,    *  you  forget  that  to-night, 

Ned  Seguin  and  Frazer'll  be  here- 
Aoguera  has  promis'd  to  bring  his  guitar, 

Ramctti  will  play  on  the  flute. 
So  I'm  trying  a  second  to  '  Young  Lochinvar,' 

Which  Miss  Stone  will  perform  on  the  lute!" 
Oh!  beware,  young  men.  of  a  musical  wife. 
For  Eliza's  fine  voice  is  the  plague  of  my  life  I 

Last  week,  in  the  Senate,  on  Tucsr'ay's  debate. 

We  never  divided  till  three. 
When,  tir'd  and  exhausted,  I  liurried  home  late. 

How  I  long'd  for  a  cup  of  green  tea; 
But.  alas,  neither  tea  nor  repose  could  I  get, 

For  Keyser  and  Lange  were  there, 
And  my  wife  was  performing  a  fav'rite  quartette, 

So  I  went  to  the  club  in  despair. 
Oh!  l)€ware,  young  men,  of  a  musical  wife. 
For  Eliza's  fine  voice  is  the  plague  of  my  life! 

An  office  was  vacant — the  postmaster  gave 

The  place  to  my  brother  through  me, 
I  was  out — so  the  messenger  carried  his  note 

To  Eliza— while  singing  a  glee. 
But,  surrounded,  alas!  by  her  musical  choir. 

My  wife  could  not  think  of  my  brother; 
So  the  luckless  appointment  was  toss'd  in  the  flu. 

And  the  offie— was  given  to  another. 
Oh!  beware,  young  men,  of  a  musical  wife, 
For  Eliza's  fine  voice  is  the  plague  of  my  life! 

Yet  they  tell  me,  alas!  that  I  ought  to  be  blest. 

In  a  wife  with  so  perfect  an  ear — 
Deaf  husbands! — oh,  knew  ^e  the  blessings  of  rest. 

Ye  ne'er  would  be  so  anxious  to  hear! 
I,  alas!  have  discover'd  my  folly  too  late — 

Take  warning  by  me  while  you  can- 
When  you  hear  a  fine  voice— oh!  remember  my  fate! 

I'm  a  wretched — unfortunate  man! 
Oh!  beware,  young  men,  of  a  musical  wife. 
For  Eliza's  fine  voic«  is  the  plague  of  my  life! 
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SWEET  ALPINE  ROSES. 

Copyright,  18W,  by  J.  F.  Martindale. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cenU,  by  11.  .1.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  Yorli  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs  sent  free  to  any  address. 

Sweet  Alpine  roses,  treasures  SO  dear,    , 

Emblems  of  her  love,  pure  as  heav'n  above; 
All  that  is  left  my  sad  life  to  cheer. 

Bringing  back  her  smile,  gentle  as  the  dovel 
Lonely  I  roam  o'er  the  mountain  side. 

Dreaming  of  her  once  so  dear. 
And  lus  I  pluck  the  sweet  Alpine  rose, 

I  bathe  it  with  many  a  tear, 

CnoRus. 

Sweet  Alpine  roses,  treasures  so  dear. 

Emblems  of  her  love,  pure  as  heav'n  above; 
All  that  is  left  my  sad  life  to  cheer. 

Bringing  back  her  smile,  gentle  as  the  dovel 

Last  year  in  Spring-time 

They  laid  her  'neath  the  ground. 
Where  Alpine  roses  blossom 

Above  lier  lonely  mound; 
And  ev'ry  day  in  Summer 

I  climb  the  mountain  high, 
To  pluck  sweet  Alpine  roses. 

And  plant  with  many  a  sigh! — Chorut. 
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HER  LOVERS. 

My  first,  my  very  first,  his  name  was  Will. — 
A  handsome  fellow,  fair,  with  ciirliDe  hair 

And  lovely  eyes.  I  have  his  locket  still. 
He  went  to  Galveston  and  settled  there — 

At  least,  I  heard  so.     Ah,  dear  me —  dear  mt! 

How  terribly  in  love  he  used  to-be  1 

The  second,  Robert  Hill,  he  told  his  love 
The  first  night  that  we  met.     'Twas  at  a  ball — 

A  foolish  boy.  He  carried  off  my  glove. 
We  sat  out  half  the  dances  in  the  hall, 

And  flirted  in  the  most  outrageous  way. 

Ah,  me  I  how  mother  scolded  all  next  day. 

The  third  woke  up  my  heart.     From  night  till  morn. 
From  morn  till  night  again  I  dreamed  of  him; 

I  treasured  up  a  rosebud  he  had  worn; 
My  tears  and  kisses  made  his  picture  dim. 

Strange  that  I  cannot  feel  the  old,  old  flame, 

When  I  remember  Paul — that  was  his  name. 

The  fourth  and  flfth  were  brothers— twins  at  that; 

Good  fellows, — kind,  devoted,  clever,  too. 
'Twas  rather  shabby  to  refuse  them  flat — 

Both  in  one  day;  but  what  else  could  I  do? 
My  heart  was  still  with  Paul,  and  he  had  gone 
Yacht  sailing  witH  the  Misses  Garretson! 

He  never  cared  for  me — I  found  that  out — 
Despite  the  foolish  clingingh  of  my  hope; 

A  few  months  proved  it  beyond  a  doubt. 
I  steeled  my  heart;  I  would  not  pine  or  mope. 

But  masked  myself  in  gayety,  and  went 

To  grace  his  wedding  when  the  cards  were  sent. 

So  those  are  all  my  lovers.     My  husband?  Oh, 

I  met  him  down  iu  Florida  one  Fall — 
Rich,  middle-aged,  and  prosy,  as  you  know: 

He  asked  me,  I  accepted ;  that  is  all. 
A  kind,  good  soul;  he  worships  me;  but  then 
I  never  count  him  iu  with  other  men. 


THE   ORPHAN"   GIRL. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1883,  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalo^e  of  Son^a. 

Whil'st  walking  down  the  street  one  day,  I  happened  for  to  see,    ; 

A  poor,  half  starving  little  girl,  who  with  pity  looked  at  me ; 

She  asked  me,  if  I  would  give  her  a  penny  for  some  bread, 

She  said,  that  she  was  homeless,  and  nowhere  to  lay  her  bead. 

I  said,  "  Explain  the  reason,  child,  why  you  have  got  no  home. 

And  why  in  such  a  ragged  state  about  the  streets  you  roam ; 

So  young,  and  yet  so  beautiful,  'mid'st  sin  and  danger  hurled. 

With  no  one  for  to  guide  your  steps,  through  this  sin-tempting  world? " 

"  Kind  sir,  an  orphan  I  was  left  when  I  was  very  young, 

I've  never  known  the  pleasure  of  a  loving  parent's  tongue ;    '    . 

No  home  have  I,  where  I  might  rest  my  weary  limbs  a  while. 

No  loving  sister's  welcome  word,  no  loving  brother's  smile. 

I  wander  in  those  tattered  rags,  through  Winter's  cold  and. snow, 

I  have  no  friends  to  .^belter  me,  and  where  am  I  to  go  f 

An  outcast  in  this  cruel  world,  the  thought  oft  drives  me  wild. 

For  no  one  will  have  pity  on  a  homeless  orphan  child."  .     ' 

Oft'times  I  get  a  passing  glimpse,  of  some  fire  burning  bright. 
With  merry  children  sitting  round,  oh,  what  a  pleasant  sight  I 
The  cheerful  glow  the  fire  sends  forth,  doth  brighten  up  the  scene. 
Whilst  I  must  wander  all  alone,  through  frost  and  snow  so  keen. 
Had  I  but  wings,  that  I  might  fly  to  that  bright  realm  above. 
Then  all  my  sorrows  would  be  o'er,  I'd  dwell  with  Him  I  love ; 
True  happiness  alone  reigns  there,  no  troubles  there  are  known. 
In  peace  and  Joy  they  reign  with  Him,  around  the  heavenly  throne." 

Her  words  they  touched  me  to  the  heart,  I  meditating  stood, 

And  gazed  upon  her  feeble  form,  in  a  dreamy  sort  of  mood ; 

A  vision  flashed  acrossed  my  mind,  a  vision  from  of  yore. 

My  mother's  last  words  unto  me,  "  be  kind  onto  the  poor." 

I  took  her  to  my  home,  and  clothed  her  tattered  form  so  bare, 

I  tended  on  her  as  she  grew,  in  beatity  pure  and  rare ; 

To  end  my  tale,  I  loved  her,  so  tender,  meek  and  mild, 

And  now  she's  mistress  of  my  house,  though  once  an  orphan  child. 


BRIG-HT  ALFARATA. 

Hie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  senttoany  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  bv  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  box  1888,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  my  comprete  Catalogue  of  Englisli  and  German  Song*. 

.  Wild  roved  an  Indian  ^rl. 

Bright  Alfarata, 
Where  sweep  the  waters 

Of  the  blue  Juniata;  ' 

Swift  as  an  antelope. 

Through  the  forest  going. 
Loose  were  her  jetty  locks,    ' 

In  wavy  tresses  flowing. 

Gay  was  the  mountain  song, 

Of  bright  Alfarata, 
Where  sweep  the  watera 

Of  the  blue  Juniata;  r       • 

Strong  and  true  my  arrows  are. 

In  my  painted  quiver. 
Swift  goes  my  light  canoe, 
*  Down  the  rapid  river. 

Bold  is  my  warrior  good, 

The  love  of  Alfarata, 
Proud  waves  liis  snowy  plume. 

Aloug  the  Juniata; 
Soft  ana  low  he  speaks  to  me. 

And  then  his  war-cry  sounding, 
Rings  his  voice  in  thunder  loud. 

From  height  to  height  resounding. 

Thus  sang  the  Indian  girl. 

Bright  Alfarata, 
Wiiere  sweep  the  waters 

Of  the  blue  Juniata; 
Fleeting  years  have  born  away 

The  voice  of  Alfarata, 
Still  sweeps  the  river  on 

Blue  Juniata. 


Silver  Bells  of  Memory. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  senttoany  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  \\  ehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  a  complete  catalogue  of  English  and  German  Songs. 

In  the  hush  of  eventide, 

Sitting  by  my  cottage  door. 
Fancy  softly  seems  to  glide 

Backwards  to  the  days  of  yore; 
And  I  hear  in  changeful  swells. 

Sweetest  tones  of  melody, 
'Tis  the  sound  of  silver  bells. 

Silver  bells  of  memory.  ' 

^  Chorus. 

Silver  bells,  silver  bells. 

Silver  l>ell8  of  memory; 
Silver  bells,  silver  bells, 

Silver  bells  of  memory.  / 

Many  faces  have  grown  old,  .  ' 

Many  forms  been  laid  to  rest  ; 

Underneath  the  churchyard  mould,  *     ' 

Ones  I  loved  the  most  and  best; 
Since  I've  heard  the  distant  swells. 

Floating  on  the  winds  to  me. 
Low  and  sweet  the  silver. bells,  ■.• 

Silver  bells  of  memory. — Charvia, 

Now  I  seem  to  live  once  more. 

All  the  dear  delightful  past, 
Ere  the  shadows  long  before 

Sunny  skies  had  overcast; 
When  we  wandered  in  the  dells. 

Lingered  in  the  flowery  lea. 
Listening  to  the  silver  bells,  ' 

Now  the  bells  of  memory.— CAoru*. 
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—The  Indians  breaking  out  again?    For  mercy's  sake,  why 
werent'  they  vaccmated?— iBiw^iw  Trameript. 


— Never  despise  a  man  who  wears  a  paper  shirt  front, 
may  have  no  mother  to  support  him. 
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Eggs  for  Your  Breakfast  in  the  Morning 

.  -^  Sang  by  T.  M.  IleiiKler. 
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I  love  to  live  on  the  bright  green  hills, 

I  love  to  live  ou  a  farm, 
I  love  to  be  where  the  primrose  grows. 

For  a  country  life  is  a  ch«rm  ; 
I  love  to  play  around  the  old  barn  yard, 

Down  by  the  old  hay  stacl<. 
Where  you  hear  the  little  chickens  as  they  cackle,  cdckle,  cackle, 

And  the  merry  little  ducks  quack,  quack. 

CUORL'S. 

'    %    Quack,  quack,  quack,  goes  the  pretty  little  ducks, 
chickens  cackle,  cackle— that's  a  warning. 
When  the  rooster  crows— most  everybody  knows— 
There  is  eggs  for  your  breakfast  in  the  morning. 

I  love  to  be  by  the  bright  yellow  com. 

I  love  to  roll  on  the  grass, 
I  love  to  play  with  the  pretty  little  lambs. 

Along  with  a  pretty  little  lass ; 
I  love  to  be  by  the  old  mill  stream, 

Down  near  the  pigs  and  the  sow  ; 
When  you  get  up  in  the  morning,  and  you  see  the  maid  a  milking 

Her  favorite  old  Durham  cow.— Chorus. 


CHARLEY,   HKS  A   MASHER. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Mrs.  Pauling  Lieder. 
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There  Is  a  little  fellow,  who  no  doubt  you  all  have  seen, 

And  Charley  is  the  charmer's  Christian  name ; 
He  dresses  In  the  fashion,  with  a  bright  neck-tie  of  green. 

And  to  tell  the  truth,  he  never  looks  the  same. 
His  hair  he  curls  right  nobby,  and  his  moustache  waxed  to  kill. 

He's  gotten  up  expressly  for  the  day ; 
He  stands  upon  the  comers,  but  really  can't  keep  still. 

And  should  you  chance  to  meet  him,  I'm  sure  you'd  say: 

Chorus. 

Charley,  he's  a  masher,  Charley,  he's  a  pet, 

Charley,  he's  a  darling,  he's  a  dandy,  you  can  bet ; 

He's  the  object  of  attention,  from  all  the  ladies  fair. 

And  when  he's  out  on  promenade,  you  should  see  them  at  him  stare. 

He  attends  all  the  theatres,  and  seems  perfectly  at  home, 

Has  invitations  to  parties,  balls  and  fairs ; 
He's  a  sort  of  privileged  character,  and  is  always  seen  alone, 

He  seems  to  run  the  gauntlet  every  wliere. 
He's  polished  in  his  manner.  In  &  hi-de-da  sort  of  a  way. 

But  how  he  lives,  I'll  leave  it  all  to  you  ; 
You  couldn't  help  but  notice  him,  he  always  looks  so  gay. 

It's  a  mystery  how  they  do  it,  but  they  do.— Chords. 


NAPOLITAINE. 

As  sung  by  Carncross'  Minstrels. 
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Napolitaine,  I  am  dreaming  of  thcc, 
I'm  hearing  thy  foot-fails  so  joyous  and  free; 
Thy  dark  dashing  eyes  are  entwining  mc  yet. 
The  voice  with  its  music  I  ne'er  can  forget. 
I'm  far  from  the  land  of  own  sunny  home. 
Alone  in  this  wide  worhl  with  sorrow  I  roam; 
In  the  halls  of  the  gay,  or  wherever  it  be. 
Still,  Napolitaine,  I'm  dreaming  of  thee. 

Napolitaine,  art  thou  thinking  of  me? 
Hath  absence  not  banished  my  mem'ry  from  thee? 
Remember  our  meetings,  their  wiiispers  to  keep, 
When  bright  eyes  were  calling  all  lovers  to  sleep. 
And  yet  would  I  not  have  a  shade  on  thy  brow. 
As  bright  as  though  'twere  lit.  is  thine  on  me  now; 
For  'tis  memory  that  brings  all  thy  beauty  to  me, 
Still,  Napolitaine.  I'm  dreaming  of  thee. 

Napolitaine,  I'm  dreaming  of  thee,  .  . 

Napolitaine,  I'm  dreaming  of  thee. 


Johnny,  Fill  Up  the  Bowl. 
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Jeff.  Davis  is  a  stupid  fool, 
Hurrah!  hurrah! 

He  thinks  he  can  the  Union  rule. 

Hurrah!  "hurrah!  ■ 

He  never  went  tt  day  to  school. 

And  is  as  stubborn  its  a  mule — 

We'll  all  drink  stone  blind- 
Johnny,  fill  up  the  bowl! 

King  Cotton  is  Jeff. 's  darling  pet. 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 
It  will  deceive  him,  mark  me,  yet. 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 
Then  he'll  rave  and  fume,  and  fret; 
Was  there  an  ass  like  him  ev'er  met?—  ' 
.  We'll  all  drink  stone  blind — 

Johnny,  fill  up  the  bowl! 

John  Bull  and  Johnny  Frenchman  still, 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 
Jeff,  dreams  they  will  his  coffers  fill, 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 
He'll  soon  find  out,  to  his  disgrace. 
And  wish  himself  out  of  the  place — 

We'll  all  drink  stone  bjiud —       . 

Johnny,  fill  up  the  bowll 

His  blockade  runners  arc  all  gone, 
Hurrah!  hurrah! 

His  cabinet  are  pale  and  wan, 
Hurrah!  hurrah! 

Our  Union  still  is  pushing  on, 

To  hang  the  traitors,  one  by  one — 

We'll  all  drink  stone  blind- 
Johnny,  fill  up  the  bowl!      . 

You'd  better  then  give  up  at  once, 
.  Hurrah!  hurrah! 

And  play  no  more  the  rebel  dunce. 
Hurrah  I  hurrah! 

Then  we'll  extend  a  brother's  hand. 

And  form  again  a  happy  laud — 

We  11  all  drink  stone  blind- 
Johnny,  fill  up  the  bowll  • 


<3 


MARRIED    LIFE, 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  11.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

Not  long  ago  my  heart  did  ache,  some  darling  girl  to  love, 

With  angel  voice  and  fairy  form,  and  gentle  as  tlie  dove ; 

I  skirmLshed  where  the  girls  were  thick,  and  soon  got  me  a  wife, 

I'll  tell  you  how,  for  about  three  months,  we  spent  our  married  life. 

'Twas  Sissy  love  her  Bubby,  and  Bubby  love  his  Sis, 

All  the  day  and  all  the  night,  we'd  love  and  hug,  and  kiss; 

Just  as  sweet  as  sugar,  I  thought  my  little  wife. 

Yum,  yum,  oh !  wasn't  it  nice,  enjoying  married  life. 

Six  months  had  gone  and  then  our  love  had  grown  a  little  cool- 
When  I  look  back  on  what  I  done,  I  know  I've  been  a  fool ; 
The  battle  rages  fiercely,  I've  such  a  Jealous  wife, 
I'll  tell  you  how.  In  the  next  three  month.i,  we  spent  our  married  life  . 
She  said  I  loved  another,  I  said  it  was  a  lie, 
She  grabbe<l  the  pot  of  noodle  soup,  and  plastered  up  my  eye. 
She  smashed  mo  with  a  ladle,  and  stabbed  me  with  a  knife, 
I'm  broke  In  heart,  and  pocket  too,  enjoying  married  life. 

It's  Just  a  year  ago  that  I,  was  single,  gay  and  free. 

But  now  I've  got  a  wife  that  slugs,  and  a  baby  on  my  knee ; 

My  mother-in-law  is  crazy,  she  sides  in  with  my  wife. 

I  tell  you  It's  not  so  healthy  now,  enjoying  married  life ; 

They  make  me  do  the  scrubbing,  when  I  come  home  from  woric ; 

I  wash  and  dress  the  baby,  too,  which  hollers  like  a  Turk  ; 

They're  on  the  avenue  mashing,  my  moiher-in-law  and  wife. 

While  I  stuff  catsup  In  the  kid,  oh,  dang  a  married  life. 


— "Now,  then.  Patrick,"  said  the  merchant  to  his  new  office 
l)oy,  "suppose  you  go  for  the  mail."  *'  Yis,  sor,  an'  what  kind 
of  mal«!  wud  you  be  wanttn'— Indian  male  or  oat  male?" — 
SomervUle  Journal. 
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"    Johnny,  Fill  Up  the  BowL   \/ 
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Abram  Lincoln,  what  yer  'bout?    _      . 

Hurrah!  hurrah! 
Stop  this  war!  for  it's  all  played  out — 
V?.-  Hurrah!  hurrah! 

Abram  Lincoln,  what  yer 'bout? 
Stop  this  war!  it's  all  played  out — 

We'll  all  drink  stone  blind— ^     ;   • 
''        :  Johnny,  fill  up  the  bowl! 

We're  getting  anxious,  all  of  us,  ., 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  ;  .       \ 

We're  getting  anxious,  all  of  us,    \  :    ■     i :   ;     : : 
Hurrah!  hurrah! 

We're  getting  anxious,  all  of  us,  '  ■ 

For  you  to  stop  this  Southern  muss — 

Then  we'll  all  drink  stone  blind — 
Johnny,  fill  up  the  bowll  ,  y   , 

The  Conscription  Act,  it  now  is  passed,     ^ 
.    V  Hurrah!  hurrah! 

The  Conscription  Act,  it  now  is  passed. 

Hurrah  I  hurrah! 
The  Conscription  Act,  it  now  is  passed. 
And  we'll  be  drafted  all  at  last — 

Then  we'll  all  drink  stone  blind — 

Johnny,  All  up  the  bowl! 

Gold,  it  now  is  con?ing  down, 
,      ..  Hurrah!  hurrah! 

:■'''  -       Gold,  it  now  is  coming  down. 
Hurrah!  hurrah! 
Gold,  it  now  is  coming  down,       -        '   , 
For  they  have  run  it  in  the  ground — 

So  we'll  all  drink  stone  blind^    V 
.-?       Johnny,  fill  up  the  bowl! 


Maryland,  My  Maryland. 


V^ 
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TEN   MINUTES  TOO  LATE. 

TJhe  Words  and  Muffle  of  this  Soner  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on 
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Certain  fidgety  folks,  we  have  all  of  us  met, 

Who  are  famous  for  being  "  too  soon," 
For  A  \wo  o'clock  dejeuner  a  la  fourehette, 

They  are  safe  to  turn  up  about  noon. 
Punctuality's  all  very  proper  I  know,  '  .■ 

But  all  hurry  and  worry  1  hate,  ;   " 

So  it  always  occurs,  wherever  I  go,  .   ' 

I'm  exactly  ten  minutes  too  late! 

Chorus. 

Punctuality's  all  very  proper  I  know, 

But  all  hurry  and  worry  I  hate, 
So  it  always  occurs,  that  wherever  I  go, 

I'm  exactly  ten  minutes  too  late!  y.-. 

When  I  jump  in  a  hansom,  or  climb  in  a  bus. 

To  be  nicely  in  time  for  a  train, 
I  am  half  in  a  fever,  and  quite  in  a  fuss, 

Tho' I  feel  that  my  efforts  are  vain; 
When  I  find  myself  safe  in  the  station  at  last, 

And  believe  it's  five  minutes  to  eight, 
I  observe  with  a  sigh,  that  it's  five  minutes  past, 

So  I'm  only  ten  minutes  too  late!— C^i<?nM. 

I  was  once  on  a  time  very  deeply  in  love,  ^    ■  7 

And  I  courted  in  verse,  and  prose, 
I  obtained  a  big  lock  of  her  hair,  and  a  glove. 

So  I  made  up  my  mind  to  propose ; 
But  a  cab  drove  away  as  I  knock'd  at  her  door. 

And  her  answer  decided  my  fate. 
For  my  rival  had  called  there  a  little  before. 

So  that  I  was  ten  minutes  too  late!— C/mwm«.         ;. 

I  should  sing  for  a  month,  if  I  told  in  a  song, 

The  misfortunes  I  have  to  endure. 
From  this  habit  that's  haunted  me  all  my  life  long. 

And  will  haunt  me  till  death,  I  am  sure; 
When  my  fitful  career  is  approaching  its  end,    ,.    . 

And  I  lie  in  a  critical  state,  '  .  -    -     ■ 

It's  no  matter  what  pliysics  my  doctor  may  send. 

I  shall  take  them  ten  minutes  too  late! — Chorvi. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Scmg  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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The  rebel  horde  is  on  thy  shore, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
:;  Arise!  and  drive  him  from  thy  door,       ■  : 

Maryland,  my  Maryland!      />    .  ■ 
,    -r     Avenge  the  foe  thou  must  abhor. 
Who  seeks  thy  fall,  oh,  Baltimore! 
Drive  back  the  tyrant,  peace  restore, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 

Hark  to  a  nation's  warm  appeal, 
:  Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

And  sister  States  that  for  thee  feel, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Gird  now  thy  sons  with  arms  of  steel. 
And  heavy  be  the  blows  they  deal. 
For  traitors  shall  thy  vengeance  feel,    • 
,       ;  Maryland,  my  Maryland!  ' 

V  Thou  wilt  not  cower  in  the  dust, 

'  Maryland,  my  Marylandl 

Thy  gleaming  sword  shall  never  rust,    . 
Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
:     Thy  sons  shall  battle  with  the  just. 
And  soon  repel  the  traitor's  thrust; 
For  in  their  strength  our  State  shall  trust,    !?., 
.;  Maryland,  my  Maryland !  -'  i -.,: 

Come,  for  thy  men  arc  bold  and  strong,       ■      ,     ^ 
>  Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 

:    Drive  back  the  foe  that  would  thee  wrong, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Come  with  thine  own  heroic  throng, 
And,  as  thy  armj^  moves  along, 
:       '  Let  Union  be  their  constant  song, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

.        /    ;      Virginia  feels  the  tyrant's  chain, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Her  children  lav  around  her  slain,  • 

'  ,V     ./  Maryland,  my  Marylandl 

'■   ..;         Let  Carolina  call  in  vain, 
•:  Our  rights  we  know  and  will  maintain, 

'.    .■.  Our  rise  shall  be  her  fall  again, 

-    '.   .  Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

I  hear  the  distant  battle's  hum,  '- 

Maryland,  my  Maiyland  I 
I  hear  the  bugle,  fife  and  drum, 
Maryland,  my  Marylandl 
.'       Thou  art  not  deaf ,  thou  art  not  dumb,  ; 
Thou  wilt  not  falter,  nor  succumb; 
.     ■  I  hear  the  cry,  "we  come!  we  come!" 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

■  Ten  hundred  thousand  brave  and  free,      • 
Maryland,  my  Marylandl 
Are  ready  now  to  strike  with  thee,         ,.  ' 

Maryland,  my  Marylandl 
A  million  more  still  yet  agree,  .  : 

To  help  thee  hold  thy  liberty,     "  ■  ■* 

;  For  thou  shalt  ever,  ever  be, 

Maryland,  my  Marylandl 


'^nt. 


■^f: 


— Even  when  trade  is  rather  dull  in  other  lines,  there  Is  gener- 
ally a  bustle  in  dry  goods  stores. 


—Henry  Irving  has  200  pairs  of  suspenders.  But  what  doth 
it  profit  a  man  if  he  hath  200  pairs  of  suspenders  and  lose  one 
hutton^—PftSaddpIualfewg. 

—The  widow  of  Dr.  Glenn,  the  great  California  farmer,  will 
realize  this  year  $700,000  from  the  grain  crop.  Now  is  the  time 
for  the  enterprising  young  man  in  search  of  a  partner  to  go  West 


K 
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— A  New  York  man  who  sued  a  railroad  for  killing  his  cow 
has  lost  his  case.  The  railroad  company  proved  by  witnesses 
that  the  schedule  of  the  road  was  pasted  on  a  fence  right  where 
the  cow  could  see  it,  and,  besides,  that  the  engineer  winked  four 
times  at  it,  but  the  reckless  animal  would  dot  take  the  hint. 
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THREE    G-RAINS   OF   CORN. 
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Give  me  three  grains  of  com,  mother,  only  three  dentins  of  com. 
It  will  keep  the  little  life  I  have,  till  the  conilnR  of  the  morn  ; 
I  am  dying  of  liunger  and  cold,  mother,  dying  of  hunger  and  cold. 
And,  oh,  the  agony  of  such  a  death,  the  half  was  never  told. 

It  has  (rnawed  like  a  wolf  at  my  heart,  mother,  a  wolf  that  Is  fierce  for  blood, 
AH  the  livtlong  day  and  the  night  besitle,  gnawing  for  lack  of  food ; 
I  dreamfil  of  l)read  In  my  .«leep,  mother,  and  the  sight  was  heaven  t«>  see, 
I  woke  Willi  an  eager  famishing  lip,  but  you  had  no  bread  for  nie. 

How  could  I  look  to  you,  mother,  how  could  I  look  to  you. 
For  bread  to  give  to  your  starving  boy,  when  you  wore  starving  too ; 
For  I  read  the  famine  in  your  cheek,  and  in  your  eye  so  wild, 
And  I  felt  it  in  your  bony  hand,,  as  you  laid  it  on  your  child. 

Tlie  queen  has  lands  and  e^^d,  mother,  the  queen  has  lands  and  gold, 
Wiiile  you  are  forced  to  your  empty  breast,  a  famishing  babe  to  hold  ; 
A  babe  that  is  dying  of  want,  mother,  as  I  am  dying  now. 
With  a  look  of  woe  in  its  sunken  eye,  and  misery  on  its  brow. 

What  has  poor  Ireland  done,  mother,  what  has  poor  Ireland  done, 
TJiat  the  world  looks  ou  and  see?  us  starve,  perisl;ing  one  by  one? 
D.I  the  men  of  England  care  not,  mother,  the  great  men  and  the  high, 
For  the  suffering  sons  of  Erin's  Islo,  whether  they  live  or  die  t 

There  is  many  a  brave  heart  here,  mother,  dying  of  linnger  and  cold, 
Wlii:e  only  acruss  the  channel,  are  many  who  roll  in  gold  ; 
There  are  rich  and  proud  men  there,  mother,  with  wondrous  wealth  to  view. 
And  the  cruitabs  that  drop  in  their  hall  to-night,  would  give  life  to  me  and  you. 

Come  nearer  to  my  side,  mother,  come  nearer  to  my  side. 
And  IimUI  inc  fondly,  as  you  held  my  fatlier  when  he  died  ; 
Quick,  for  I  cannot  see  you,  mother,  my  breath  Is  almost  gone, 
Mother,  dear  mother,  ere  I  die,  give  me  throe  gniins  of  com. 


Conductor  with,  the  Patent  Bell  Punch. 

■  Written  and  composed  by  Sam  Devere. 
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He  seems  such  a  nice  polite  young  man, 

lie's  known  both  near  ana  far. 
He  carries  in  liis  hand  a  patent  bell  punch. 

He's  conductor  ou  a  Flatbush  car; 
Such  nice  curly  hair,  and  a  hlonde  moustache, 

And  hf  got  such  a  captivating  e)-e. 
When  he  helps  the  ladies  to  a  scat  iu  hiS'Car, 

They  blush  and  say,  oh,  my! 

Ciiouus. 

Ashe  goes  througli  the  car  to  collect  his  fares. 

Of  stamps  he  carries  a  bunch, 
And  he  never  was  known  to  knock  down  a  cent. 

For  he  carries  a  patent  bell  punch. 

He  says,  as  he  waltzes  through  with  a  smile, 

Your  fares,  now,  if  you  please! 
Then  he  plays  you  a  tune  on  the  patent  bell  puDch, 
■  -.    And  lie  niakrs  your  change  with  case; 
He  always  keeps  his  wcatlier-eye  peeled. 

For  the  people  that  lie  thinks  will  ride, 
For  lie's  always  got  the  .same  old  cry. 

There's  plenty  of  room  inside.  —  Chorus. 

Move  right  up,  there's  plenty  of  room 

Inside!  he  says,  with  a  yell, 
And  he  packs  you  in  like  an  old  sardine. 

Then  he  gives  another  }'ank  on  the  bell; 
They  say.  it's  a  fact,  and  upon  my  word. 

You  would  hardly  believe. 
He  carriis  a  punch  for  the  railroad  company. 

And  another  for  himselt  ia  his  sleeve.  —  Chorus. 


— During  the  sermon  one  of  the  quartette  fell  asleep.  "  Now'g 
j'our  chants,"  said  the  organist  to  the  soprano.  "  See  if  you  can- 
ticle tlic  tenor."  "'  You  wouldn't  dare  duet,"  said  the  contralto. 
'•You'll  w;ike  the  hyuiii  tip,"  suirgested  the  ba.ss.  "I  could 
make  a  better  pun  than  that,  as  sure  as  my  name  is  Psalm,"  re- 
marked the  boy  that  piiDiped  the  organ;  but  he  said  it  solo  that 
no  one  quartette. — Life. 


The  Clam-Soup  Peddler's  Daughter. 

Copyright,  1878,  by  Sam  Devere.        •, 

'Twas  a  real  hot  Summer's  day,  •:  ' .  '  *      ;  ^  « 

I  felt  most  terribly. 
So  I  got  up  and  tore  for  the  big  sea  shore, 

And  a  swim  in  the  deep  blue  sea;  - 
On  the  beach  was  a  nice  young  gal. 

Her  feet  looked  like  two  hams. 
On  her  bended  knees,  in  the  cool  sea  breeze, 

Slje  was  digging  for  soft-shell  clams. 

Chorus.         '  .  ; . 

'Twas  on  Coney  Island  beach, 

AVc  flirted  and  I  caught  her; 
I  was  up  above  my  ears  in  love. 

With  the  clam-soup  peddler's  daughter. 

I  approached  this  lovely  maid. 

And  said,  sweet  angel  dear. 
As  the  day  is  hot.  Bay,  would'st  thou  not 

Prefer  some  German  beer; 
But  many  a  wonl  she  spoke. 

This  innocent  sea-shore  lamb,  - 

As  she  dui;  in  the  sand,  with  her  sun-cured  hand. 

And  pulled  out  a  great  big  clam. — Chorus. 

When  I  said,  oh,  fairest  maid, 

1  swear  I'll  love  but  thee. 
She  said,  you  might,  but  clams  don't  bite, 

To-day,  by  the  deep  blue  sea; 
She  said,  when  I  showed  her  wealth,  -  .    '      : 

And  asked  her  for  her  hand. 
Go  up  to  the  shop,  and  ask  my  pop,         ' 

He's  the  fellow  with  the  clam-soup  stand. — Chorus. 


..* 


In  de  Louisiana  Lowlands. 
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'Way  down  In  Louisiana,  not  many  years  ago, 

There  lived  a  color'd  gemblem,  his  name  was  Pompy  Snow, 

lie  played  upon  de  banjo,  and  on  de  tamborine. 

And  for  rattling  ob  de  bones,  he  was  de  greatest  ever  seen 

Id  de  Louisiana  lowlands,  lowlands  low,  in  de  Louisiana  lowlands  low. 

C'BORUB. 

In  do  l^uisiana  lowlands,  lowlands  low. 
In  de  Louisiana  lowlands,  low. 

One  night,  old  Pompey  started  off  to  play  for  Csesar  Clum, 
But  afore  he  went  he  fortifi»!d,  with  a  good,  stout  glass  of  rum; 
When  on  de  road  ho  thought  he  saw  a  darkey,  tall  and  grim. 
So  Pompey  laid  de  banjo  down,  to  break  de  darkey's  shin ; 
In  de  Louisiana  lowlands,  lowlands  low.— Chorcs. 

Says  lie,  old  cliap,  just  move  along,  or  else  I'll  spoil  your  face. 

But  dis  darkey  didn't  seem  to  move  from  out  his  hiding-place ; 

So,  drawing  back,  he  crooked  his  head,  and  down  at  him — cachunk. 

But  Pompey  made  a  sade  mistake,  for 'twas  nothing  but  a  stump. — Chorus. 

De  stump  it  proved  a  little  hard,  too  hard  for  Pompey 's  wool, 

For  when  he  struck,  de  hickory  knot  went  through  de  darkey's  skull;  * 

Dey  found  his  banjo  by  his  side,  and  Pompey  lying  dead—  ,'  i 

Spoken— And  ladles  and  gentlemen,  dls  Is  de  first  time  ui>on  record,  dat 
it  was  ever  known  of  a  darkey's  ever  coming  to  his  death 

By  de  breaking  of  his  head. 

CnoRus.  ■  > 

Den  dey  burled  In  de  lowlands,  low, 
Den  dey  buried  in  de  lowlands,  low. 


— Tommy  was  busily  engaged  in  spinning  his  top  on  the  front 
steps  on  Sunday  morning  in  plain  view  of  the  people  who  were 
passing  to  church.  Tommy's  mother  happening  to  look  out  of 
the  upper  window,  saw  him,  and  said:  "Tommy,  I  am  aston- 
ished to  see  you  at  play  to-day.  Don't  you  know  that  is  is  Sun- 
day, and  it  is  very  wicked  to  play  out  there?  Go  into  the  back 
yard  if  you  want  to  spin  your  top."  "Well,"  said  Tommy, 
"ain't  it  Sunday  out  there,  too?" 
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How  We  Tried  to  WMp  the  Teacher. 


By  Eofcene  Hall. 


•  I  wuz  a  boy  of  serenteen,  nnf^inlf,  dull  an'  tall,  ^ 

Ez  green  ez  euy  gozlin',  but  I  tho't  I  know'd  it  all. 
I  went  to  school  at  Piano.    I  chopped  up  wood  an'  chored,     •  - 
For  Zephaniah  Wilkinson  to  pay  him  for  my  board. 

One  day  Philetus  Phinney.  another  boy  in  school,    / 

About  ez  rough  an'  raw  ez  I— about  as  big  a  fool— 

Jist  hinted  in  a  private  way,  'twould  be  a  right  smart  feature. 

An'  giv'  us  lots  o'  glory,  if  we'd  up  an'  lie'  the  teacher. 

We  wouldn't  ask  no  better  fun  than  jist  to  make  him  dimb ;  . 

We'd  hev  a  long  vacation  an' a  whopper  of  a  time. 

The  teacher  he  wuz  sickly— he  wuz  not  ez  big  ez  I— 

I  knew  that  we  could  bounce  him  if  we  didn't  half  but  try. 

Fur  any  one  lookin'  at  him  would  a  said  on  sight,  ■ 

Ther'  wuzn't  eny  sand  In  him  an'  not  a  speck  o'  fight. 

His  hands  they  wa'n't  accustomed  much  to  hangin'  on  to  ploughs. 

To  hoin'  com.  to  cradlin'  wheat,  or  milkln'  twenty  cows ; 

Philetus  said  he'd  use  him  for  a  mop  to  mop  the  floor, 

An'  when  he  begged  an'  hollered  that  we'd  h'ist  him  out  the  door. 

We  told  the  boys  at  recess  o'  the  plot  that  we'Tiad  planned 
They  said  'f  we  couldn't  down  him  they'd  lend  a  helpin'  hand ; 
But  big  Philetus  Phinney,  he  wuz  tickled  ez  could  be. 
To  think  that  they  tho't  a  snip  like  that  could  lick  a  chap  like  he  ; 
'F  I'd  kick  the  bucket  over,  he'd  make  the  teacher  dance— 
He'd  flop  him  in  the  water,  he'd  mop  it  with  his  pants. 

We  heard  the  school-bell  ringlii',  we  scrambled  in  pell-mell; 

I  run  ag'ln'  the  water-pall,  on  puppus,  an'  I  fell ; 

I  struck  upon  a  stick  o'  wood,  I  badly  raked  my  shin, 

The  water  3 woshed  upon  me,  an' it  wet  me  to  the  skin.       / 

The  scrawny  little  teacher,  why  1  he  bounded  from  his  chair. 

He  took  mo  by  the  trousers,  and  he  held  me  in  the  a'r. 

Then  round  an'  round,  an'  round  an'  round,  he  whirled  me  like  a  top, 

An'  when  I  seed  a  thousand  stars  he  sudden  let  me  drop ; 

He  took  me  an'  he  shook  me,  till  I  tho't  that  I  ahould  die. 

He  swished  me  with  his  ruler  till  my  pants  were  nearly  dry,   - 

While  big  Philetus  Phinney  he  wuz  just  too  scar'd  to  laugh,    :.    ' 

He  let  the  teacher  thrush  me  till  I  bellered  like  a  calf. 

An' all  the  other  flghtin' boys,  with  white  an' frightened  looks. 

Sot  shakln'  in  the'r  very  boots  an'  ras'Kn'  with  the'r  books ; 

An'  oh,  how  hard  they  studied— not  a  feller  spoke  or  stirred-^ 

They  didn't  dar'  to  whisper  or  to  say  a  single  word. 

Whar'  is  that  little  teacher  that  giV  me  such  a  scar' t 

He  still.  Is  peaked  lookin'— he's  settln' over  thar '— 

And  tho' he's  nearly  seventy,  an' Biokly  yit,  I  vow, 

I'd  hate  to  hev  him  git  those  hands  o'  his'n  on  me  now. 

He  taught  me  one  great  lesson  by  fhat  floggin'  in  his  school : 

That  a  braggart  an'  a  bully  ar'  a  coward  an'  a  fool. 


Q-eorge  Constantine  McKeown. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular  Songs. 

A  dandy  and  a  lady's  man,  has  come  before  yon  now,  '^^   .      ^- 

A  man  of  taste  and  culture,  for  'tis  written  on  my  brow ; 

In  Irish  circles,  I'm  the  pet  of  all  the  ladles  fair. 

And  I  always  meet  with  favor  and  a  hearty  welcome  there.  -■ 

The  reason  must  be  obvious,  I  don't  make  use  of  slang, 

I  use  well  chosen  language,  which  surprises  all  the  gang ; 

You'll  often  hear  the  ladies  say :  "  Now,  hasn't  he  the  tone  1 

He  ought  to  be  a  counsellor,  George  Constantine  McKeown. 

I'm  in  the  book  and  picture  trade,  I  canvas  every  day. 

And  tho'  the  times  are  very  hard,  I  always  make  it  pay ; 

The  literature  of  Ireland,  I  have  at  my  command. 

And  when  I'm  talking  up  a  trade,  my  style  Is  preat  and  grand. 

I  tell  them  how  brave  Sarsfield  fought  and  kept  the  foe  at  bay. 

And  how  the  women  held  the  fort  at  Limerick  town,  that  day ; 

I  get  them  all  excited,  for  I  am  no  dunce  or  dr6ne. 

You'll  hear  them  cry :  "  I'll  take  four  books,  George  Constantine  McKeown." 

You  ought  to  hear  me  make  a  speech,  about  election  time, 

I  overflow  with  eloquence,  with  anecdote,  with  rhyme ;       ;. 

My  attitudes  are  picturesque,  and  I  can  plainly  show. 

That  I'm  the  Irish  orator,  the  Celtic  "  Cicero."  '      '       > 

Some  say,  to  imitate  me,  but  their  show  attempts  are  vile. 

They  cannot  catch  my  loftly  tone,  my  grand,  imperioiu  style ; 

Let  spurious  Imitators  fall,  for  equals  I  have  none, 

I,  the  great  original,  George  Constantino  McKeown. 


LET   US   SPEAK   OF  A   MAN  AS. 
WE   FIND   HIM. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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,  • '  A»   Let  us  speak  of  a  man  as  we  find  him,  ■  /:    ' ,' 

And  censure  alone  what  we  see,  .-      .'  ; 

And  if  a  blame,  let's  remind  him, 

That  from  faults  there  are  none  of  us  free. 
If  the  veil  from  the  heart  could  be  torn, 
.  ^'z         And  the  mind  could  be  read  on  the  brow,        _ 
There  are  many  we'd  pass  by  with  scorn, 
Who  we're  loading  with  high  hoaors  now. 

"■'''-  Chokus.     ■•■;■-.       "'-':  ''.;, 

Let  us  speak  of  a  mau  as  we  find  him. 

And  censure  alone  what  we  see, 
And  if  a  man  blame,  let's  remind  him, 

That  from  faults  there  arc  none  of  us  free. 

Ftn.L  CHORUS. 

Let  us  speak  of  a  man,  let  us  speak  of  a  mau. 
Let  us  speak  of  a  man  as  we  find  him. 

./      Let  us  speak  of  a  man  as  we  find  him,     •  ■ 
,    And  heed  not  what  others  may  say. 
If  he's  frail,  then  a  kind  word  may  bind  hin. 

When  coldness  would  turn  him  away; 
For  the  heart  must  be  barren,  indeed, 
'--■    ~^      Where  no  bud  of  repentance  doth  bloom, 
Then  pause,  ere  you  cause  it  to  bleed. 
When  a  smile  or  a  frown  hangs  it  down. — CTiorus. 


The  BelleYille  Convent  Fire.    '   / 

;..  Copyright,  1885,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.    "  * 

The  Sheet  Music  of  this  popular  Song  can  be  had  at  any  Music  Store  In  the 
United  Statesaiid  (.anada— price  40  cent*,  or  will  be  sent  to  any 
.;    address,  on  receipt  of  price,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman, 
50  Chatham  Street,  New  York  City. 

Words  by  John  Fletcher.— Music  by  Ned  Straight. 

Kind  friends  give  attention  to  what  I  relate. 

And  ever  remember  those  poor  children's  fate; 

In  full  health  and  vigor,  they  retired  for  the  night, 

Not  thinking  of  fire,  tlKxt  soon  raged  with  its  might. 

The  rooms  and  the  hallways  were  clouded  with  smoke 

When  the  dear  little  children  from  slumbers  awoke — 

They  rifehed  to  the  windows — it  would  make  brave  hcrrts  sigh 

To  see  those  white  faces  at  the  window  so  high. 

■  .  v"^  '  ■'■■v">,^.' ■/■;  ;■:  ..Chorus.    , 

No  one  to  help  them,  no  one  to  bless — 

No  one  to  save  them  in  their  sad  distress;  * 

It  was  in  Belleville  Citj,  sad  grief  did  abound, 

Ou  the  night  that  the  convent  was  burned  to  the  groi'Ct 

Near  thirty  dear  souls  from  the  earth  took  their  flight. 

In  that  ill-fated  convent  ou  that  fatal  night; 

And  fathers  and  mothers  are  now  left  to  moum 

Their  children,  who  had  better  never  been  born.   ,' 

A  girl  at  the  window,  stood,  three  stories  high,  '     ' 

"Oh,  save  me!  dear  mother,"  in  vain  she  did  cry; 

Just  then  an  explosion,  we  grieve  to  relate, 

And  all  in  that  convent  had  met  their  sad  fate. — Chorum. 

Let  us  mention  this  pure  soul,  who  went  with  the  rest. 
To  that  sweet  land  above,  to  be  there  ever  blest; 
The  brave  holy  mother  from  the  rooms  would  not  go, 
Although  twice  before  she  had  been  down  below; 
A  brave  heroine,  she  stood  true  to  her  post, 
When  she  saw  that  the  children  would  surely  be  lost;        . " 
She  rushed  up  the  stairway  with  pitiful  cry,  * 

While  praying  to  God  with  her  children  to  die. — Clumu. 

When  the  dread  cry  of  "  fire,"  was  heard  loud  in  the  air, 

Foud  fathers  and  mothers  were  seen  everywhere; 

When  the  firemen  arrived,  alas!  it  was  too  late. 

For  all  those  poor  children  had  met  their  sad  fate. 

We  know  they  have  gone  to  a  far  better  shore, 

Where  the  death-dealing  fire  fiend  can  reach  them  no  more; 

Let  us  hope  we  will  meet  them  all  up  there  again, 

Where  there's  no  more  sorrow,  no  anguish  or  pain.— r'^/wv». 
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Sweet  Dreamt-  of  Mother  and  Home. 

Copyright,  1885,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 

The  Sheet  Music  of  this  popular  Sonf;  can  be  had  at  any  Muaic  Store  in  the 

United  States  and  Canada— price  40  cents,  or  will  be  sent  to  any 

address,  on  receipt  of  price,  by  Henry  .1.  Wehman, 

50  Chatham  Street,  New  York  City. 

Words  by  George  Cooper.— Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 

Life  has  its  pleasure,  and  life  has  its  pain, 

Still  we  can  never  forget — 
Joys  of  our  childhood  now  greet  us  again, 

Bright  in  our  memories  yet! 
Oft  in  our  visions  a  dear  face  appears, 

Cheering  our  steps  while  we  roam ; 
Oft  do  we  treasure,  in  sadness  and  tears. 

Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home. 

Chorus. 

Sweet  dreams  of  Brother,  in  joy  or  in  pain, 

Tho'  from  her  side  now  I  roam ; 
Sweet  dreams  of  lipme,  I  may  ne'er  see  again. 

Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home. 

Still  we  recall  every  scene  of  our  youth, 

Bright  as  the  stars;  in  their  glow; 
Smiles  that  were  bealming  with  kindness  and  truth. 

Fonder  than  all  that  we  know. 
Sad  was  the  hour  when  I  bade  her  adieu — 

Still  her  fond  wor<ls  do  I  hear; 
Fondest  of  pleasured  that  life  ever  knew. 

Sweet  dreams  of  iiiother,  so  dear. — Choru*. 

Time  now  has  faded;  the  cheeks  once  so  fair, 

Mother  is  passing  away; 
God  bless  her  ever,  is  my  fondest  prayer. 

Breathed  unto  heaven  each  day; 
Still,  while  I  wander,  her  vision  appears. 

Bright  as  the  stars; in  yon  dome; 
Oft  do  they  dim  now  mine  eye-lids  with  tears, 

Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home. — Chorut. 


I'LL  NAME  THE  BOY  DENNIS  OR 
NO  NAME  AT  ALL. 

Copyright,  1860,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder. 

The  Words  and  Mnslc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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Send  for  complete  Catalo^e  of  Engliab  and  German  Songs. 

I'm  bothered,  yes,  I'm  bothered, 

Completely  perplexed; 
I'm  the  father  of  a  little  boy, 

I'm  not  happy,  but  I'm  vexed. 
I  have  ninety-nine  relations. 

And  they  nearly  drive  me  wild, 
Both  one  and  all.  both  great  acd  small. 

They  want  to  name  the  child. 

Chorus. 

My  wife,  she  wants  him  Michael, 

Her  sister  wants  him  Matt, 
Her  brother  wants  him  Charlie, 

Whilst  her  aunty  wants  him  Pat; 
Whilst  her  mother  wants  him  Shamus, 

And  my  father  wants  him  Paul, 
I  do  declare,  I  don't  know. 

What  I'll  name  the  boy  at  all. 

'Twas  only  here  this  morning. 

My  brother  came  from  Troy, 
He  swore  by  this,  he  swore  by  that, 

That  he  would  name  the  boy. 
Says  my  wife's  brother  Darbv, 

He  be  hanged  if  that  would  do. 
And  they  lumped  together  ^n  the  floor. 

And  had  a  lK)ld  set-to. 

Njxt  Sunday  is  the  christening, 

And  I'll  tell  you  by  the  way, 
I'll  have  none  of  their  conuivings, 

I'm  bound  to  have  my  say; 
They  may  call  him  this,  and  call  him  that, 

I  don't  give  that  for  their  call, 
I'm  bound  to  call  him  Dennis, 

Or  he'll  have  no  name  at  a\\.—C?u)nu. 


CopyriKht,  1883,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 
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I've  a  letter  at  home,  which  I  treasure  so  dear. 

And  to  lose  it  would  cause  me  much  pain; 
I  have  read  it  so  often,  I  know  it  by  heart. 

Oft'  times  I  shall  read  it  again; 
My  dear  mother  wrote  it  to  me  when  a  boy, 

Before  she  was  summoned  above;  .  ' 

Tis  the  only  remembrance  of  her  I  retain,  i 

And 'tis  filled  with  a  mother's  fond  love  f 

Chorus. 
Mother's  last  letter  to  me 

In  a  feeble  handwriting  I  see, 
"My  dear  boy,  I  pray,  do  not  be  led  astray," 

In  mother's  last  letter  to  me. 

When  in  far  distant  lands,  oh,  how  eager  I'd  be. 

To  receive  a  short  message  from  home; 
When  my  mind  would  turn  back, 'I  would  often  shed  tears, 

To  think  how  I  left  mother  alone. 
But  then  I'd  build  hopes  and  would  picture  myself, 

Home  again  by  my  dear  mother's  side; 
But  when  I  returned  I  received  the  sad  news. 

That  a  fortnight  ago  she  had  died]— Chorus, 
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UMBRELLA    COURTSHIP. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mall  a  complete  Catalogue  uf  Popular  Songs. 

A  belle  and  a  beau,  would  a  walking  go. 

In  love  they  both  were  pining; 
The  wind  in  gentle  gales  did  blow. 

An  April  sun  was  shining. 
Tho'  Simon  long  had  courted  Miss, 

He  knew  he'd  acted  wrong,  in  * 

Not  having  dared  to  steal  a  kiss. 

Which  set  her  quite  a  longing. 

It  so  occurred,  as  they  did  walk. 

And  viewed  each  vale  so  flow'ry; 
As  Simon  by  her  side  did  stalk, 
•    He  declared  the  sky  looked  showery. 
The  rain  to  her  came  like  a  drug. 

When  loudly  he  did  bellow — 
"Look  here,  my  love,  we  can  be  snug^ 

I've  brought  an  umbrella." 

Quick  flew  the  shelter  over  Miss, 

Now  Simon  was  a  droll  one; 
He  thought  this  was  the  time  to  kiss,      .      . 

So  from  her  lips  he  stole  one. 
She  blushed,— the  rain  left  off.  and  he 
"  Th' umbrella  closed  for  draining; 

"Oh,  don't!"  says  she,  "  I  plainly  see 

It  hasn't  left  ofif  raining." 

Now  Simon,  when  he  saw  the  plan. 

The  umbrella  righted ; 
He  grew  right  bola,  talked  like  a  man. 

And  she  seemed  quite  delighted. 
Their  lips  rang  chimes,  full  fifty  times. 

Like  simple  lovers  training; 
Bays  she,  "these  are  but  lovers*  crimes, 

I  hope  'twon't  leave  off  raining." 

He  kissed  her  out  of  her  consent, 

That  she'd  become  his  bride  hence; 
To  buy  the  ring  was  his  content, 

And  then  to  get  the  license. 
They  parted,  but  he  took  much  pain. 

Where  they  should  meet  to  tell  her; 
Says  she,  "  wS'll  meet  when  next  it  raioi. 

So  bring  your  umbrella." 

The  wedding  mom,  no  time  to  waste. 

He  rose  before  'twas  yet  day;  ,"  >    '. 

And  just  as  if  to  please  her  taste,  ;;, 

It  was  a  shocking  wet  day. 
They  married  were,  had  children  dear,  ,\'.;;    .• 

Eight  round  faced  little  fellows. 
But,  strange  to  state,  the  whole  of  the  eight 

Were  marked  with  umbrellas. 
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We  will  Bcud  10  Soujis,  your  selediioii  from  this  page,  for  lO  cents;  60  for  30  cents,  anil  100  for  60  cents.  £35^  Remember  we  will  not  send  lees  than  10  of 
these  SonKS  by  mail.  Be  sure  to  onlerconKS  l>v  their  iiumhrrs  onlv  and  in  rotation.  We  will  send  the  sheet  music  of  any  sonc  on  thin  pane,  arranged  for  the  piano,  words 
and  mnsic  combined,  for  40  cents  pericopy,  or  3  copies  for  ^  1 .00.    Address  all  orders  direct  to  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  180  Park  Row,  New  York  City. 
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B*hy  mln(> 

Bu<'h  an  educntlot*  baa  my  Mary  Ann 

Aiild  LanK  Syne 

Ella  Kee 

Old  cabin  horn? 

Uttle  one.')  at  home 

Old  bla>k  }»e 

Home,  sweet  hums 

Ijirbounl  wnti-h 

Many  can  help  one 

Killamey 

See  that  my  grnve'a  kept  ^reen 

Grandfather  g  rlock 

Jimmet'!)  "  Lullaby  " 

The  harp  that  once  thro'  Tara's  halU 

My  country,  'tis  of  the«  ' 

Sweet  for^t-nie-not  i 

Where  waa  Moses  when  the  Ugbt  went ', 

Nancy  Lee  [out  t  ■ 

Write  nie  a  letter  from  home 

Beautiful  isle  of  thejsea 

OKI  folks  at  home  (Suanee  ribbcr)  | 

L'ome  tiack  to  Krin 

Sweet  bye  and  bye 

My  pretty  red  roae   '  _       , 

VVTioa,  Ejiinia 

Katie's  9»cret 

You'll  remember  me 

KockiMl  in  the  cnulle  of  the  de«p  '■ 

Kathleen  Mavourn'-en  j 

I  dreamt  1  dwelt  in  nuirble  hnlU 

Wearinjr  of  the  ffr*-eii  j 

When  you  and  I  were  j-oung,  Maftr'*      ' 

Cottage  br  the  sea  ; 

We  parteJ  by  the  river  .side  I 

Wlien  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  home  I 

Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer  I 

La.-<t  r<>s«»  of  RuMiiner 

Shamus  O'Brien 

Exile  of  Erin 

MajJKie's  s«-cret 

Or  any  otlu-r  man— Stump  speech 

1  cannot  call  her  mother 

Would  I  wen-  with  thee 

Poor  old  slave 

Ca»ey  social  club 

Cumberland's  crew 

take  this  letter  to  my  mother 

A  model  love  letter 

Keniale  stratatem 

How  to  kiss  a  latly 

Dublin  l>ay 

The  wife's  comninndments 

The  husband's  coiiimuniliiienta 

Rules  for  buiniii»-is 

Little  old  l^'tf  cai'm  in  the  lane 

Barbara  ^Yietohle  -  KKI'IT.VTIO!* 

Man'hinir  throiii^h  ISeoiyia 

When  1  waa  a  ln<l  -Pinafore 

Widow  in  the  cott^ti^e  by  the  se* 

Dani-m;r  in  the  barn 

Fire  in  the  (jrate 

Wanderinjr  r^fuijee 

Bluceyed  TicUy 

MiiLstrel  lv>y 

Letter  In  the  candle 

Star-spant;le<l  b<inner 

Damiinf  on  fhe  trreea 

Heart  l»oWd  down 

Take  back  the  heart 

The  waterniil! -RkcITATIOII 

Faded  coat  of  blue 

Hold  the  fort 

Slavery  dars 

l)er  mule  snt'^Mlondeshteamuoatdeck 

Little  barefoot 

My  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night 

Home  afrain 

Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  no  far 

Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 

Oftice  nili-s 

(iray  haim  of  my  mother 

(iosl  Khine  wine 

I'll  be  all  smiles  to  iitsht,  love 

You've  h«en  a  friend  to  mo 

Listen  to  the  n)oekmj{tiini 

When  the  com  is  waviiii?.  Annie 

She  never  blamed  him,  never 

Silver  threads  amontr  the  (foM 

IJttle  robin,  tell  Kjttv  I'm  coming 

KinK  the  b«-ll  softly  there'*  crajMjon  the 

Boy  lost  I  InuKhable)  [door 

Her  IniKht  smile  haunta  me  still 

Sunday  ni^ht  w  heu  the  porlur'a  fuU 

(iyp«y  s  waminit 

Anchor's  v,(itfh>ii 

Moon  hehiiirl  the  hill 

Swiiiiiintf  in  the  lane 

Sheridan's  ride— KbtitaTIOW 

We  met,  'twa.s  in  a  crowd 

Ellle<-n  .AUanna 

'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower  , 

Touch  the  harj>  (gently,  my  pr«tt>  Loolsei 

(;irl  I  left  tjehind  me  1 

little  Buttercup  i 

UiB  listers,  ootuuts  apd  aunti 

Carry  me  Ijnck  to  old  Vlri;lnny  j 

Koses  underneath  the  snow  i 

Kitty  Wells  ,' 

Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 

When  the  swallows  homeward  lly 

Old  man's  drunk  aaain 

Two  Orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  Are) 

Amly>r  tresses  ti'-d  in  blue 

Pretty  a«  a  picture  i 

I  am  waitinff,  hXsle  dear 

Thr<-e  perished  in  the  snow 

Klitrht  hints 

Take  me  l)aek  to  home  and  mother 

Come,  sit  by  my  ride,  little  darlinif 

Kiiia  ine,  mother,  ki.sa  your  darllnK 

BinRcn  on  the  Kliine 

A  flower  from  my  antrel  mother's  grave 

Old  lotr  cabin  on  the  mil 

Croppy  l)oy 

Skldi  are  out  UxUr 
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Coniln'  tbrough  the  rye 

Must  we  then  meet  as  strangen  ") 

Babies  on  our  block  ^ 

Brennen  on  the  Moor 

Skidmore  fancy  ball 

Hallway  dimr 

Where  the  Kriuw  errows  (nreen 

Darlinp  Bessie  of  the  lea 

Kiss  behind  the  door 

I'll  remember  you,  love.  In  my  pntyen 

Mary  of  the  wild  Moor 

<  )ld  wooden  ro<-ker 

Speak,  only  speak 

Iiancing  around  with  Charlie 

Where  art  thou  now,  my  belovedl 

MoUie,  darlini; 

Y'ou  may  look,  but  you  mustn't  touch 

My  dauirhter,  Julia 

Kiiflle  for  the  stove 

Balm  of  Uilend 

There's  always  a  .-ieat  In  the  ptu'lor  for 

liriven  fromhoiii"  [you 

I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

Pull  for  the  shore 

Xeanr,  my  God,  t'>  Thee  , 

Oooil  news  from  home 

hlsherinnn's  daut;!iter 

Slitlls  of  (x-ean 

Ma.ssa's  In  the  cold,  cold  irround 

Say  ft  kind  word  when  you  can 

Cure  for  sc-ondal 

Tw  ili^ht  Ci>terie 

StniriKersyet 

Castles  in  the  air 

Dear  little  shamrock 

I  cannot  sin^t  the  old  songs 

Xomh  O'Neal 

Wiiitinjr,  my  darling,  for  thoe 

Uose  of  Traleo 

Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildaro 

I'm  lonelv  since  my  mother  died 

Druiikanl's  lone  child 

'Tentinif  on  the  old  camp  ground 

Glove  flirtation 

Whip  tlirtatioii 

Slave's  dream 

Don't  you  go,  Tommy,  dont  go 

Swei't  Evangeline 

( Jootl-bye  at  the  door 

'lis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the 

WiUie,  we  have  mi.-i,sed  you    [heart, ete. 

Erin's  lovely  home 

( >ver  the  hiUs  to  tlio  poor-house 

Twenty  years  ago 

Paddy  s  land 

Dont  lie  angry  w  ith  me,  darling 

old  village  gcnool  on  the  green 

Woodm.an,  sjiare  that  tree 

Barbara  l^'rietchie— KEClTAHoy 

Darhn;;  .Miiiniu  Lee 

Hat  llirtation 

Kan  dirtation 

Klee  as  a  bird  to  your  mountain 

OiH>d-bye,  Annie,  darling  (Enoch  Arden) 

Why  did  she  leave  him! 

A  quiet  little  home 

Thou  hn«t  learned  to  love  another 

Mary  of  Argyle 

Nil  IX'sperandum 

Sweet  Highland  Mary 

Kveninif  amusement  (laughable) 

Day  I  played  base  ball  [own 

Remember  you  have  children  of  your 

There's  none  !•''     »  mother  if  e^er  so 

Y'ou  were  fa'  „-.  bu»  "U  furgivo       [poor 

Sweet  Mag-  le  OorUot. 

Tanyard  side 

Bells  of  Shandon 

Olil  log  cabin  in  tho  dell 

%\li!?I»-r  softly,  mother's  dying 

Erin's  irreen  snor.- 

Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old 

boaaelly  utd  Cooper 

nathering  shells  by  the  aea  shore 

IJttle  Rosebud 

By  the  sad  sea  waves 

Come  into  the  garden.  Maud 

Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

Where  then-'s  a  » ill  there's  a  way 

God  bless  my  lioy  at  sea 

.Annie  Liturie 

.Mac's  and  the  O'a 

Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 

Laineiitatioii  of  James  Rodgen 

Conn-,  Ninlie,  come 

Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

Ever  of  tneo 

Norah  Meshnno 

L<jve  amonx  the  roses 

Shamus  O'Brien— RkciTAHOH 

IHr  iHitcher  gal 

No  Irish  need  apply 

old  arm  chair 

Tim  Flaherty     > 

We  Silt  by  tho  river  -ou  and  I 

I  lovi  miisio 

Sweet  Genevieve 

When  th(!  flowers  fan  asleep 

Patrick  Sheettan 

Sailor's  grave 

Pretty  maid  milking  her  cow 

Kentucky  Rose 

Farmer's  daughter 


Oh^  dem  golden  slippers 
In  the  morning  by  the 
Nolxxlys  darling 


e  bright  light 


Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

Soini  l)0<ly>  mother— RkcitaTTOM 

Birilie,  daning 

.Nobody's  darling  tut  mine 

Rock  mc  to  sleep,  m  rther 

Put  my  little  shoes  »way 

Darling  Nelly  Gray  (faU 

S>^iiiebody 'scorning  when  thi<dewdropa 

I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we 


'i59  Katty  Avourneen 

2«0  Sadie  Ray 

261  Bard  of  Armagh 

'J62  Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  weep 

!!63  Patrick's  day  parade 

264  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 

265  Speak  to  me,  speak 

266  Darling,  I  will  come  again 

267  Bright^yed  little  NeUof  Narraganset 

268  Hail,  Columbia  [bay 

269  Little  foot«tep«l 

270  Tim  Finnegan's  wake 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  roof 
273  Scotch  la«sle,  Jean 

273  Hat  me  father  wore 

274  Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 

275  I've  only  been  down  to  the  club 

276  Dance  nie  on  your  knee 

277  K1.S8  me  again 

278  Emmet's  "  Love  of  the  shamrock  " 

279  Vacant  chair 

280  Sweet  sunny  South 

281  Our  g<s>d  ship  sails  to-olght 

282  Jersey  Sam 

283  Come  home  father 

284  Ijttio  Magtrio  .May 
2S5  Cackle,  cackle,  cackle 
286  Molly  Bawn 

V7  Maid  of  Athens 
2.S8  Sallle  in  our  alloy 

289  I'm  sittinir  on  the  stUo,  Uarr 

290  Poor  oI<l  Red 

291  IV)rk  ins' night 

292  Man  in  the  moon  Is  looking,  love 

293  When  the  flowing  tide  comes  in 

294  D<in't  give  up  the  old  frleodd  for  the 
296  Broken  down  [new 

296  .Marriatre  Im'IIs 

297  Have  I  not  been  kind  to  theel 

298  Flowers  will  come  in  May 

299  Awfully  clever 

300  My  little  one's  waiting  for  me 
»n  I'll  go  lia<'k  to  my  old  love  again 
.■f02  Buu-herlwy 

3U3  There's  somebody  waiting  (or  me 

304  Are  you  there,  Moriarityf 

305  I'se  gwine  hock  to  Dixie 

306  Bidalia  Jane  Mcl^aun 

307  Isle  <le  Blackwell 

308  When'  ant  the  friendsof  my  youtbl 

309  Singing  on  the  roof 

310  Five  cent  shave 

311  Hen  convention 

312  Red,  white  and  blue 

313  Old  oaken  bucket 

314  IJttle  sweetheart,  come  and  kiss  me 
115  My  dn«m  of  love  is  o'er 

.116  They  all  do  it 

317  Old  iK'me  ain't  what  It  used  to  be 

3M  Wait  till  Ute  moonlight  falls  un  water 

Sit  Linger  not,  darilng 

890  'Tls  evening  brings  my  hrnrt  to  thee 

321  American  National  Guard 

323  lohnny's  SO  bashful 

525  Dal^Deane 

324  I  wish  raamma  w.-u  hero 

326  PulUng  hard  against  the  stream 

526  Dancing  in  tho  sunlight 

327  Whatisiti 

at  There  never  wai  ft  coward  wherw  tli# 

82t  Lore  letters  [shamrock  growl 

830  Delia  Clancy 

SSI  Rememberlhat  the  poor  tramp  has  to 

R3S  Lamentation  of  Johnny  Reel  [live 

ns  HoU  on,  silver  moon 

S4  When  McOuinnesH  gets  a  Job 

B3S  Qlve  on  honest  Irish  lad  a  chance 

IIS6  Down  among  the  daisies 

07  Down  by  the  old  mill  stream 

tat  Answer  to  "  The  Oypsy's  warning" 

8S9  Battle  cry  of  f  n«caom 

840  Home  rule  for  Ireland 

•41  Riding  on  tho  elevated  railroad 

SU  When  McCormlck  rules  tho  State 

(43  Bweet  chiming  bellii 

144  Levi  Kajisiday 

846  I  want  to  see  the  cotton  flelda 

846  Waltz  with  me 

847  Meet  me  by  moonlight  alone 

348  Do  they  mLss  mo  at  homel 

349  lAthcr  and  shave 

SS*  Happy  be  thy  dreams 
861  Take  It  in 

353  Stokes'  vertiict  (Jim  Flsk  soMr) 
S5S  Lardy  dab 

354  De  golden  wedding 
356  My  motherln-law 

356  What  should  make  theesad,mydarUng 

857  Dear  Italian  girl 

358  Banks  of  Brandywine 

t.59  Old,  and  only  in  tho  way 

tec  Six  feet  of  earth 

861  Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 

J62  Yellow  rose  of  Texas 

J6S  when  my  ship  comes  In 

364  One  pound  two 

il65  We  have  met,  loved  and  parted 

366  Bummer's  hotel 

167  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now 

S6S  I  shall  never  t>o  happy  again 

861  Soldier's  farewell 

870  Old  kitchen  floor 

371  Sweet  Belie  Mahone 

S7>  My  dear  Savannah  hoMM 

S7S  BQly'Barlow 

r4  WUd  Irish  boy 

876  Dwendy-seven  cent! 

171  A  stanr  night  for  a  rambto 

877  Locked  out  after  nine 

878  'Whip-poor-will's  song 

S79  Day  wncn  you'll  forget  me  . 

S8«  You'll  miss  me  when  I'm  gona 

881  Bon  of  a  gamboUer 

881  Goklen  stair 

883  Your  little  Lisa  loreayoa 
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nt  American  boy 

m_Yan  -ti*  ^;n^;  H»i  gfiriSltf  ^^ya^M im, ^\ 


388  Sallie  Horner 

888  Willie  Kellly 

S90  Sweet  Aleen 

Stl  Old  Sexton 

893  Pull  down  the  blind 

StS  Do  they  think  of  me  at  homel 

SM  Tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone 

996  Barbara  Allan 

896  The  'longshoremen's  strike 

807  Bonnie  sweet  Bessie,  the  maid  of 

898  Bathing  song  [Ooadee 

S99  Carrie  Lee 

400  One  wide  river  to  croes 

401  Moon  Is  out  to-night,  love  i  ■      - 
408  Devil's  in  New  Jersey                 I  .  • 

405  Kambler  from  Clare 

404  Pretty  httle  blue-eyed  stranger 

406  Faded  flowers 
406  Dark -eyed  sailor 
4ir7  Rose  of  Killamey 
408  Cot  in  the  comer 
401  Boys,  keep  away  from  the  gWB 

410  Phantom  footsteps 

411  Bonny  bunch  of  roses 

4U  Fat  Koach  at  the  play  , 

415  Doran's  ass  | 
414  Bonks  of  Claudy 

416  What  are  the  wild  waves  eaytngt 

416  Her  front  name  is  Uanuur 

417  Sweet  EveUoa 

418  Behind  the  scenes 

419  Oospelraft 

438  Donx  put  the  poor  workingman  dows 

tn  Cniiskeen  lawn 

423  I  had  but  flfty  cents 

4ZS  I'm  leaving  now  the  old  folks 

4St  Irish  Holly,  O! 

416  Rins  my  mother  Wore 

418  TheBlackbird  , 

427  Uttle  cherry  bkissom  [ 

428  Wist,  wist,  wist 

4:?9  A  violet  from  mother's  graTe 

430  NeUy  Kav 

431  Haggle,  darling,  now  gooMin 
438  Rise  it,  Rlelly  ^ 

455  Heeting  of  the  waters  .     ' 
434  Wait  for  the  turn  of  the  tid*  * 

456  Old  farm  gate  |         . 

436  Oh,  Fred  I  tell  them  to  stop 

437  l(cl>onald'8  return  tu  QMiBM 
488  Bantie  so  green 

Ml  Dnt^  XOon  luMDt 
{40  Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  m* 
441  Old-fashioned  homestead 
443  Emmet's  ".M<iUfitnin  song" 

443  Old-fashioned  church  on  tiMUll 

444  A  handful  of  turf 

445  Beauty  of  limerick 

446  Mrs.  Bra<ly '8  daughter 

447  Mary's  gone  with  a  coon 

448  Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  star 

449  In  happy  moments 
490  Hi  Jenny,  ho  Jennv  Johnson 
451  All  on  account  of  kliza 
453  Kmmet'B  "  I  know  what  lore  is** 

463  Down  in  a  coal  mine 

464  Dmnkard's  dream 

465  Joe  Bowers 

456  There's  a  Ine  ship  on  the  oceaa 

457  Put  mo  in  my  little  tied 

4.'>8  Uttle  old  house  on  the  Rhine 

469  Stolen  kisses  aro  tho  sweetest 

4M  The  brave  buzzard 

4f>l  Little  old  log  cabin  by  the  streaat 

462  Paddle  your  own  cauoo 

4C3  Within  a  mile  of  Edinboro*  town 

4<'>4  Gate's  ajar 

465  Arkansaw  traveler 

466  Grant's  trip  aroun.1  ths  world 

467  Old  leather  breech.-s 

468  Rocky  rood  to  Dublin 

469  Tumpikegate 

470  Little  old  Qerman  home  acroaa  the  a^ 

471  Beautiful  girl  of  Kildaro 

472  Baby's  got  a  tooth 

473  My  poor  heart  la  sod  'with  Its  drcaminsr 

474  Pallet  of  straw  — um» 

475  Low-back 'd  car 

476  Your  lassie  will  bo  tnio 

477  In  de  evening  by  do  moonlight 

478  When  these  old  clothes  were  new 

479  Up  at  Jones'  wood 

480  Boston  burglar  I 

481  The  Campbells  are  comln'         < 

483  You  never  miss  the  water  till  tlie  wed 

483  Bonnie  Elolse  [runs  drr 

484  River  Roo  ^  J 

485  Murder  in  Cohoes  , 

486  Poor Lttlo  Joe  I  .'      ' 

487  Along  tho  Kansas  line 

488  The  baojo  now  bongs  stlont  on  the  door 

489  Walt  tlUtho  clouds  roll  by 
499  Over  the  garden  wall 

491  I'm  a  man  you  don't  mccteTery  day 

492  Blue  Alsatian  mountains 

493  Charming  young  widow  I  met  In  tho 

494  Black-eyed  Susan  [train 
496  Spanish  cavalier 

496  Grave  of  Bonaparte 

497  Old  dog  Tray 

498  Juanlte 

499  Hoonllglit  on  tho  lake 

600  Mabel  Clare 

601  All  that  glitters  U  not  gold 
603  Marseilles  hymn 
603  God  save  tho  Quern 

-  604  Rolling  home  In  tho  momliMt 
606  If  ever  I  cease  to  love 

606  Cheer,  boys,  cheer 

607  Dixie's  land 

608  Mother  says  I  mustn't 

609  Fellow  that  looks  Uke  me 
611  Watch  on  the  Rhine 
611  A  lock  of  motherVi  tMir 
611  Stop  datknocktDg  at  tba  door 
BU  VlivtnlarowbSr 
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517  Lottie  Lee 

bit  Who's  at  my  bedroom  window  t 

619  I  har*  no  home 

EM  It's  nice  to  be  a  father 

sn  Won't  you  tell  me  why,  Robin  I 

621  Only  to  seo  her  face  again 

6ZS  Kingdom  cominir 

621  Barney  O'lloa 

626  Teddy  O'Neal 

6W  Han  with  the  acalskia  nanta 

6a  Medicine  Jack 

628  A  leaf  of  ivy  from  mother's  (n«Ta 

en  Keep  in  the  middle  of  ttteroad 

691  LA4inigan'a  ball 

631  Lnlaisffone 

631  An  Irishman's  toast      ' 

is  Villsffo  blacksmith     '    -   '      - 

68*  Naughty  Clan 

636  Dying  nun 

6M  When  the  leaves  begin  to  turn 

637  Larry  O'Brien 

638  Mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream 
ess  111  hang  my  harp  on  a  willow  tree 
*«•  DyinglMlformfln 

6*1  Grandmother's  birthday 

6*1  Come  where  my  love  liM  <}fBM|Ulig 

6*3  Pop  goes  the  weasel 

6**  Monkey's  wedding 

6*5  Marr  had  a Uttiehmb 

64a  Walt  for  the  wagoB 

5*7  Cork  leg 

6*8  Unde  Sam's  farm 

US  My  old  wife  and  I 

teo  rm  so  lonely 

661  Only  u  far  as  the  gate  ^ 

66*  Peek-arboo  " 

663  Moonlight  at  Killamey 

66*  I'U  wait  tm  the  clouds  roU  l»     T 

6S&  We  never  apeak  o«  we  pass  by 

661  TtfRjeiiary  christt'ning 

6m  Be  home  early  to-uieht,  my  deW  bn 

668  Okl  ntstic  bridge  by  the  mm 

6N  Paddy  Magee'B  dream 

MO  braUDiSB  ot  bunia  cod  QxtfLav  ' 

6*1  Shan  we  know  each  othar  tharaf 

683  Jolly  Irishman 

6S3  Folks  that  pat  on  airs 

6M  Rosalie,  the  prairie  flower  -    -  ■, 

688  If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  jraar 

688  Fisherman  and  his  child 
687  Bwate  Castle  Garden 

S88  In  the  gloaming 

689  Bring  me  back  the  one  I  lora 

670  Spider  and  the  fly 

671  A  warrior  bold  * 
67t  liar's  farcweU 

673  In  her  little  bed  we  laid  her 

67*  Dark  girl  dressed  in  blue 

678  Separation 

878  Pitcher  of  beer 

577  NeU  McOulligan'S  daughter.  Kanr  Ann 

52  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  then 

§2  V,?  » <=oy  '^r  •»*»«^n  I  get  left 

580  Alice,  where  art  thou » 

681  Meet  me,  Joeie,  at  the  gata 

681  Jessie  at  the  railway  bar 

58S  Ada,  with  the  golden  hair 

584  Street!  of  NewTork  "" 

686  Coorting  in  the  tain 

5S5  J"?.."*?*!*  '*"'  ■"»«  one  to  Io7«  ma 

687  IsthatMMerReillyl 

588  Let  my  name  be  kindly  spokeo 
689  Oar's  one  more  ribber  for  to  croM 
600  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paris 

591  Poor  old  Hike 

592  Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-byo 
SSS  A  life  on  the  ocean  wavo 

69*  I  am  dreaming 

696  Gypsy  Countess 

698  She's  as  good  as  gold     ~ 

897  Watchman,  teU  us  of  the  nlgU  I 

698  Shoo,  flyl  dont  bother  mo         i 

699  Ten  thouand  miles  away 

800  Give  my  love  to  all  at  homa 

801  Mygal  Snyder's  patty 
801  Inoreaae  of  crime 
803  Ship  on  flra 

60*  Josephus  Orange  Blossont 

806  Ohl  Susannah 

606  Old  Bob  Ridley 

687  Bonnie  blue  flag 

806  Nell  Clangherty's  droka 

809  John  Barieycom 

810  Rules  for  love-making 
tU  Land  League  Band  ' 

811  Down  by  the  old  abbey  mlnai 
613  Glorious  89tb  ^^ 
61*  Old  willow  cradle 

816  Funny  old  gal 

618  Religious  card  Diaver 

817  Paddy's  the  boy 

818  Teddy  McGlynn 

819  Lads  who  live  in  It«laiul 
610  Wors-oot  satkir 

6a  Mottstreet,**» 

623  Umerick  is  beantifal 

8n  Seven  out 

61*  Let  me  kiss  him  for  his  motha* 

816  Pretty  lips  "-«w«w 

818  SolUvan^  boot  in  my  ey« 

827  Villikinaand  hiii  Dtnali 

•W  Captain  with  his  wbisken 

6M  A  knot  of  blue  and  gray 

680  Foley's  hotel 

69  ITI  meet  her  when  the  sun  goes  down 

631  Never  take  the  horseshoe  from  the  door 

833  Woman,  lovely  woman 

63*  Napoleon's  dream 

838  When  the  robins  nest  again 

838  Ohl  yon  litUe  darUag, TiOT«T<Mi 

8S7  JustdoTmthelaaa     •    "'"''°» 

838  Call  me  back  again 

*1»  MUwaakee  fliflT^ 

6*0  One  of  the  finest 


|6tt  Over  the  moontala 


ey  <.■%/!*", 


6*7  BrideetDonahna 

6*8  Down  the  hlU 

M  Sd^  NeUie's  blue  eyea 

8S0  Ragged  coat 

651  Kitty  Kimo 

652  Utue  darUng,  dream  of  ma 

653  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fruit 
85*  Minute  gun  at  sea 

855  Some  day 

658  Sour  krout 

657  Don't  give  the  name  a  bad  blaco 

C68  RackettyJack  [hallelujah) 

869  John  Brown  song  (Glory,  glory 

660  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  theboys are 

661  A  dollar  flfteen  cents  jnaruhlng 

882  RogeV  O'Malley 

883  Don't  make  a  notf  e  or  else  you'll  wake 
88*  Bring  back  my  bomiie  to  me  [the  baby 
665  Belleiille  convent  flro  (Illinois) 

668  I'll  await  my  love 

667  Hard  times  come  again  no  moro 

668  Mulcahey's  gone  away 

669  Nineteen  hundred  and  ona 

870  CoUeen  Dhas  Machree  ^ 
671  Only  to  see  thee,  darUng  \ 
878  Blue  bells  of  ScotlandT^ 

673  A  boy's  l)est  friend  is  his  mother 
67*  That's  how  you  get  served  when  you're  ' 
675  Dear  little  Innocent  thin,T«  [old 

678  Mother,  I've  come  home  vo  die 

677  Just  before  the  battle,  mother 

678  Down  in  a  diving-bell 

679  Kissing  through  the  ban 

680  Skipper  and  ms  boy 

681  Young  maa  tram  tLo  country 
SnrUbedar 

683  The  midshipmite 

68*  Eleventh  Regiment  (N.  G.  B.  N.  T.) 

686  Naughty,  naughty  men 

686  Naughty,  natighty  girls 

887  New  coon  in  town 

688  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  treel 

689  Bold  soger  boy 

too  Heenan  and  Sayers  ^ 

691  Come,  landlord,  fill  the  flowing  bowl  & 

191  Bally,  come  up 

C33  Sea  King's  burial 

89*  One-horse  open  sleigh 

695  Baby  show 

696  Swim  out  for  glory 
C97  Jc&sie  Oreen 

698  Uuffy's  grand  opening  night 

699  I'm  a  dude 

700  Run  for  the  doctor 

701  Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs 

WW  My  good-looking  man  -..^ 

708  How  a  married  woman  goes  to  slean  K. 

70*  I'm  off  for  Baltimore 

205  Bright  little  (^pot  on  the  ocean 

7MI  1  UcKieU  iier  uiiaer  tlje  cixui 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn 

708  My  NewniarkPt  coat  ,„ 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May  e^ 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  Hill 

711  Maloney's  the  man 

712  Ship  that  Levor  returned 

713  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  go  deept  7 
71*  How  much  does  the  Ijaby  weigh! 

716  A  mother's  u  ntoh  by  the  sea 

716  Uncle  Billy's  divam 

717  Borne  day  I'll  w»nder  back  again 

718  Hlffh-water  jiaiits 

719  Every  day  v  ill  l)e  Sunday  bye-and-by» 

710  I  U  send  yon  down  a  letter  from  the  sks 

721  Paddy  stole  the  i  'Ve  ,        ^^ 

722  DulTy,  thaswfcU 

723  Not  much 

72*  Don't  leave  vour  m^Aer,  Tom 

725  Pretty  httle  dark  blue  eyes 

738  A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  most 

727  Dream  faces 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 

729  CJood-bye  to  my  Southern  home 

730  Pretty  little  roey  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  the  wmdow  to-night,  k>Ta 
7S2  Hard  up 

733  Forgive  and  forget 

734  Captain  Mishler 

735  Butterfly  dudo 

736  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

737  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roiies  fall 

738  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

789  Enniskillen  dragoon  .  ' 

7*0  Papa's  l>aby  boy 

711  1  ain't  as  young  as  I  used  to  be 
7*2  The  Dreadnought 

7*3  See-saw 

7**  What's  in  a  kisat 

7*6  Hush,  little  t>ahy,  don't  you  ciT 

7*8  Darling  Clo' 

7*7  Mothers  last  request 

7*8  Texas  ranger 

749  God,  save  Ireland 

750  Tho'  rich,  I'm  no  lietter  than  you 

761  Bold  Jack  Donahue 

762  Last  farewell 

763  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  hom» 
75*  Mary  Ann  Kehoe 

765  Only  an  emigrant 

766  My  bonny  boy  is  young,  but  he's  grow- 

767  The  farmer  feed.>(  us  all 
758  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hot 
799  Better  days  will  come  again 
780  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  girl's  message 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring- 

763  Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye,  bye 
76*  Somebody's  tall  and  handsome 
766  Mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  now 
f88  Sweet  Alpine  roses  -  ■ .  . 
787  Morriasey  and  the  Benida  boy    .,.  i- 

768  Constant  farmer's  son 
789  Upper  ten  and  lower  flva 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Key-bde  In  th«  door 
jn  itttft  taa  saoan.  boya 
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.  Key-bde  In 


775  Burke's  dream 
T78  Four-leaved  shamrock 
777  Dp  a  tree 

T7I  Down  where  the  Ully  bells  grow 
779  Behind  the  parlor  door 
7M  Peggy  O'Moore 
781  Bunny  hours  of  childhood 
781  O'Reilly,  the  fisherman 
781  Okl  village  blacksmith  shop    . 
71*  False  one,  Ilove  thee  still 
785  Shannon  side 
781  I^nnsylvania  tramp 

787  weOl  palnWhe  town  red 

788  took  always  on  the  sunny  side 
781  Breen  liimet 

798  (3entie  Annie 

791  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 

791  There's  a  light  in  the  window 

793  Annie  of  the  vale 

79*  Rising  of  the  moon 

798  Who  will  care  for  mother  now 

791  Let  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  rest 

797  Bights  for  a  father 

IN  ora  gray  mare 

796  Howosyour^terMaryl 

mt  Clara,  QlAra.  will  you  come  oat  to-nlglit 

801  Orandnut'S  vacant  ctuur 

809  America's  emblem  the  violet 

805  Knocking  at  the  gates  of  Jordan 

806  Take  tsood  care  of  mother 
806  Whisper  and  a  kiss 

806  Old-faslilonad  phocograpli  of  i^ 

807  (}ood-bye.  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat 

808  Uttle  Mag  and  I 

809  cradle's  empty,  baby's  gone 
819  Bosy's  Sunday  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  family 

811  litUe  wife  Nellie 

113  Too  utterly  utter 

81*  I'm  a  dandy,  but  Vm  no  dnde 

815  They  can't  Keep  the  workingman  down 

gl6  Angel  mother  waits  for  me 

817  Good-night,  but  not  good-bye 

818  Par's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky 

819  Just  plain  Jim  [strikes  tec 
818  Hind  and  be  home  when  the  clock 

821  Where  the  pretty  little  shamrock  grows 
121  My  little  four-leaved  shamrock  from 
813  White  Wings  [QleunoK 

82*  Always  take  mother's  advice 
826  Pretty  pond  lillies 

826  Dear  Robin,  I'll  be  truo 

827  Mikado  McAllister 

828  For  one  day  of  turkey  there's  six  davs 
821  Poor  old  dad  [of  hash 
836  The  Haddingtonshire 

831  McSorley's  twins 

83}  Cricket  on  the  hearth 

831  I  had  $15  dollars  in  r.iy  Inside  pocket 

83*  Trabllng  back  to  Georgia 

836  Noble  knifrhts  of  labor 

838  He  gets  there  just  the  same 

837  Johnny,  get  your  gun 

838  MiavFoKirty's  Christmas  cake 

839  Maggie  Darrow's  welcome 
8*8  (3ome,  sit  by  me,  mother 
8*1  fra  not  asleep 

8*1  Put  on  de  golden  shoo 

8*1  I'll  think  of  my  mother  at  homa 

6**  Two  little  raflffed  urchins 

84*  Silver  beUs  cf  memory 

844  lilaggie,  dear,  I'm  called  away 

8*7  Sock  her  on  the  kisser 

8*8  OhI  you  girls 

841  Becanse  she  aint  built  that  way 

850  Flanigan,  the  lodger 

851  Marrfed 

851  Garden  where  the  praties  grow     [(fone 

863  You'll  be  kind  to  my  mother  when  I'm 
86*  Oh,  mammal  oh,  mamma!  oh,  momma 
851  An  agricultural  Irish  girl  [parents 
851  I'm  a  man  that's  done  wrong  to  my 

857  Ting,  ting,  that's  how  the  bell  goes 

858  Annie  Lisle 

868  t  will  be  true  to  thee 

86*  Down  by  the  river  side  I  strayed 

861  Kitty  Cfy6« 

861  Under  the  willow  she's  sleeping 

881  Bay  of  Biscay,  Ol 

864  Rase!  deU 

86*  It's  funny  when  yon  feel  that  way 
868  They've  all  got  a  wife  but  me 

867  What  Is  home  without  a  motherl 

868  Bowery  Grenadiers 

869  Dont  you  dare  to  kiss  me^  Joe 

876  Good-bye,  Susan  Jane 
871  Nellie  was  a  lady 

871  Nettie  Moore 

873  To  the  West 

87*  Joe  Hardy 

671  Think  of  your  head  In  the  morning 

87*  Wash  me,  mother,  dear 

877  Remember,  boy,  you're  Irish 

878  Where  can  the  wanderer  bel 

879  Colored  band 

88*  It's  naughty,  but  it's  nice 
881  We'd  b^ter  bide  a  wee 
881  Come  along  my,  darling 
881  Old  turnkey 
8M  Barah's  yoimg  man 
881  She's  the  Ipiage  of  her  mother  In  a  1006 
88*  Belle  Brandon  [different  ways 

887  Dreamy  eyes  that  hannt  me  still 
881  Hungry  man  from  Harlem 
881  When  Johnny  comes  marching  home 
898  I  was  desEribsed  l^ecause  1  was  poor 
891  Meet  me,  Kate,  by  the  cottage  gate 
891  Iliou  hast  wounded  the  spirit  that  loved 
691  Clementine  [thee 

89*  Sweet  heather  ben 
896  Windy  man  from  Brooklyn 
896  Swiping  on  the  oUl  rustic  gaie     iffonf 
697  ICon'fl  never  miss  your  mother  tillBhe'B 
891  Remember  me  to  all  at  borne 
8M  gh,wbatanl(^t 
nyoaaotleBltl 


00*  Just  to  sbow  my  respects  to  MoOinnis 
9U6  uattieiing  the  myrtle  witb  Kaiy 
908  Her  own  boy.  Jack 

907  Clara  Nolan^s  l>all 

908  Letters  we  carved  on  the  tree 

909  Two  Irish  pohoe 

(10  Uttle  old  red  shawl  my  mother  wot* 

(11  Our  Jack's  come  home  to-day 

(12  He's  never  done  anyttdng  sinoa 

(IS  Oh,  Mr.  Flanigan 

914  (^n  you,  then,  love  anoCberl 

91*  Light-house  by  tho  sea  < 

911  An  Irish  fair  day 

917  It's  for  money 

«tS  A«  I  read  the  paper  throoali 

919  They  »n't  do  it,  you  know 

920  Letter  that  never  came 
821  A  han("  .'ul  of  earth 

922  Is  Maud  int 

923  Southern  soldier  hoy 

924  Green  moesy  lianks  of  the  I«a 
426  Manchester  mortj-ra 

OS*  pear  Irish  boy  .    . 

B27  1  havent  for  a  long  time  now 

928  Save  my  mother's  picture  from  tbe 

921  Rock-a-byc,  Ixiby  laale 
031  Lay  my  he-id  t>eucath  a  mee 

931  CA.«tlebttr  boy 
931  Jlora  Belle 

V3)  It's  dudish  yon  know 

93*  The  letter  came  at  last 

935  My  pretty  Jane 

938  Lipg  that  touch  liquor  shall  nefei  (uueh. 

937  Wrap  the  flag  around  me,  boys    [mine 

938  Dad's  dinner  puU 

939  Thesprco 

941  Black  plck-a-n(nny 

941  Widow  Nolan's  goat 

94]  Mold  of  tbe  MUf 

91]  Paddy  Druffy's  cart 

94*  Uttle  green  leaf  in  our  bOi* 

9)1  Mary  KeUy's  \vaa 

9«*  He'll  be  l»ack  l>ye-and-by» 

947  Bonny  black  Bess  J 

948  Little  widow  Dunn  •     '    • 
941  Ghoet  of  Benjamin  Blnna 

16*  Han  that  stniok  (J'liora 

951  A  flower  I  found  in  mi-tther's bibia 

961  Dj-lngcowlKiy's  lament 

951  Bringing  pretty  blossoms  to  strew  an 

954  Star  of  tlie  evening       [mother's  gimfa 

961  Poor  little  soldiers  boy 

958  Bold  Mclntlrps 

957  Howard's  cmdie  song  ^■ 

958  Handkerchiet'  flirtation 
95*  Angel's  whiFper 

96*  Tom.  if  vou  love  me,  say  aa 

961  nying  tmpe?* 

961  Little  old  ral>onae  behind  the  train 

961  Maggie,  the  cows  are  in  the  clover 

964  I  t>ebeve  it,  for  my  mother  told  meaa 

065  Mamma's  bl.ack  baby  bey 

96*.  Ungrateful  son 

967  Double-breoiite  1  mansion  on  tbeaiiaare 

968  Yank^  Doodle 

969  The  faster  you  pluck  them  the  thicker 

97*  Mother,  is  the  battle  overt  [tbey  grow 

971  SulUvan  and  Itsun 

971  Package  of  old  letters 

97]  Cabin  with  the  ro.ses  at  the  door 

ilorriseey  and  Ileenoji  tight 

Patrimonial  suggestiona 

(other's  wedding  ring 
Poverty's  tears  elib  and  flow 
978  Never  take  "  no  "  for  an  i 
971  Have  you  seen  YumYuaa 
981  I'll  return  bye-«uid-bya 
981  It's  English,  you  know 
981  In  the  window  a  light  lean ssa 
98]  Little  Ah  Ski 
98*  The  striker  and  hiaaoa 
981  Tu-ra-rum 
98f  I  cannot  sing  that  snrg  to-nfgM 

987  1  kissed  her  under  tile  nhxlori' 

988  Lost  on  the  "  Lady  Eliria  " 
981  We  draw  the  line  at  that 

998  Merry  shanty  bo}-B 
991  Slightly  on  the  mash 
991  Down  among  the  sugar  can« 

993  When  my  rover  comes  again 

994  There's  no.one  to  welcome  ms 

999  John  Mitchell 
99*  Dearest  Mae 

997  My  bonny  lai>oring  boy 

998  The  dawning  of  the  day 
991  Wreck  of  the  "  London  " 

too*  The  song  that  reached  my  baart 
luOl  'ine  bc-otc-n  uriK^od 

1002  I  owe  810  to  O'Grady 

1003  I'm  tbe  father  ol  a  little  black  coon 

1004  Where  is  Kathleen 

1005  Waiting,  waiting,  waiting 

1006  Moloney,  the  roUing  mill  r 

1007  Dan  O'Brien's  raffle 

1008  Just  a  little  sunshine 

1009  As  I  sat  upon  mv  dear  old  mother's 

1010  A  letter  from  Ireland  (knee 

1011  I'm  going  to  have  my  name  above  the 
1011  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so  [door 
1013  Man,  poor  man 

101*  When  baby  smiles  In  ber  sleep 

1015  Songs  that  we  sing 

1016  Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe 

1017  Meet  a  coon  to-night 

1018  Copper  and  the  cook 

1019  Bnng  back  my  sailor  boy 

1020  Where  the  sparrows  and  chlpptee 

1021  Old  bo»<  Barry  (paia4a 

1022  Midnight  squad    - 

1023  IsabelTe  St.  Clair 

loa*  Dont  run  down  the  Irish 

1025  From  the  cradle  to  the  gnkva 

1026  The  little  flshermaiden 

1027  You  know 

1028  Up  went  the  price 
lOa*  HaaorthyfatberaDdi 
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-  ^    RHINE   VINE    SHARLEY. 

SunK  by  3ol  Smith  Rusaell. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjf  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  r.  O.  Box  1823,  New  Yorli  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Sonf^s  sent  free  tu  any  address. 

—  ^       ...  —I—  . 

Vat  gare  I  for  a  deo-ccnd  pie,  « 

No  madder  of  id's  made  cud  of  cheese, 
So  long  vat  I  liaveiuiue  gnot  Rhiue  vine, 

I'll  laugh  und  do  just  vat  I  blease;    • 
Never  gare  I  Low  de  dimes  may  go, 

Ziuziunati,  oh,  lli-o! 
Bully  goot  Rhine  vine  does  freely  flow, 

Oh, lob,  I  oh! 

Qhobus. 

Rhine  vine  Sharley  vas  my  name. 
Und  from  Germany  I  game; 
Ven  I  go  oud  obon  a  spree. 
Drinking  Rhine  Vine  yust  suids  me. 

De  beobles  may  of  lager  dalk, 

Uud  dold  you  dot  it  vill  make  you  stoud; 
Venever  I  drink  a  )ie^  of  id. 

Id  makes  me  sick  of  my  stomach  oud ; 
Down  at  a  pank  vat  dey  gall  "  Faro," 

Oh,  I  oh,  oh.  I  oh! 
Bully  old  Rhine  vine  is  dere  I  know, 

Oh,  I  oh.  I  oh!-|  C/«>r««. 

•  Vite  vines  are  vite,  pegause  dere  vite, 

De  red  indeed  is  aizo  red. 
But  Rhine  vine  is  de  sduff,  you  know, 

Pegause  id  don't  fly  iudo  your  head; 
Some  beoble  god  drunk  on  visky  I  know, 

Oh.  I  oh.  oh.  I  oh! 
Next  day  to  de  station  house  dey  go, 

Oh,  1  oh,  I  oh\-^Uhorus. 

i    *•»■    < 


What  a  Blessing:  it  is  to  Have  Money. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  A.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  maU  a  complete  Catalogue  of  8unf(s. 

What  a  blessing  it  is  to  have  money. 

It  is  always  a  friend  and  a  crony;  " 

III  a  palace  you  dwell, 

And  your  name  is  kqown  well, 
That  is,  if  you  have  plenty  of  money. 

Of  course  for  office  you  are  perfection. 
Your  name  is  of  great  weight  at  election; 

It  will  give  you  the  (|ay, 

For  they  know  that  you  can  pay, 
But  it  is  not  for  yourself,  but  your  money. 

You  have  friends  by  tlile  score  who  will  greet  you. 
Take  you  by  the  hand  itvhen  they  meet  you; 

Say,  lend  me  a  ten,    ! 

I  will  pay  it  again.    ! 
And  that  is  the  last  of  that  money. 

It  is  a  very  nice  thing  to  have  money. 
It  is  always  a  friend  ankl  a  crony; 

With  no  fear  of  the  law, 

You  can  make  use  of  your  jaw, 
It  will  clear  you  from  trouble  with  money. 

But  at  racing  and  cards  you've  been  simple. 
Drank  wine  'till  your  nose  is  a  pimple; 

In  some  prison  orjaiil. 

With  no  one  to  go  bail. 
Then  you  will  wish  once  again  for  your  money. 


^ 


— Feeble  urchin:  "I  say.  naa.  my  head  aches.  I'm  going  to 
stay  home  from  scliool.  this  afternoon."  Solicitous  maternal  an- 
cestor: "  Well,  my  dear.  I'm  sorry.  Stay  at  home  and  rest.  It 
may  do  you  goo«l."  Three  lipurs  later  feeble  urchin  ru.shes  into 
tiie  house  with  cheeks  aglowT  "  I  tell  you  we  had  a  nifty  game. 
Eighteen  to  fifteen.  I  playc(^  short.  Qimme  suthiu'  t'fiat!" — 
Harford  Post.    .  .. 
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WHISPERING-   HOPE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonz  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  VN'ehman.  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York  City. 
Send  fur  a  complete  catalogue  of  EiiKlish  and  tiermaa  Songs. 

Soft  as  the  voice  of  an  angel 

Brcatiiing  a  lesson  unheard, 
Hope  with  a  gentle  persuasion. 

Whispers  her  comforting  word; 
Wait  till  the  darkness  is  over. 

Wait  till  the  tempest  is  done, 
Hope  for  the  sunshine  to-morrow, 

After  the  shower  is  gone. 

Chords. 

Whispering  hope,  oh,  how  welcome  tliy  voice. 
Making  my  heart  in  its  sorrow  rejoice; 

Welcome  thy  voice,  oh,  how  welcome  thy  voice, 
Making  my  heart  in  its  sorrow  rejoice. 

If  in  the  dusk  of  the  twilight, 

Dim  be  the  region  afar. 
Will  not  the  deepening  darkness 

Brighten  the  glimmering  star? 
Then  when  the  night  is  upon  us. 

Why  should  the  heart  sink  away? 
When  the  dark  midnight  is  over. 

Watch  for  the  breaking  of  day  — Glianu. 
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THE   IRISH   COLLEEN. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H. .).  Weliman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Songa. 

Show  me  a  sight 

Bates  for  delight 
An  ould  Irish  wlieel  wid  a  young  Irish  girl  at  it. 

Oh,  no! 

Nothing  you'll  show, 
Aquals  her  sittin'  and  takiu'  a  twirl  at  it.   / 

Look  at  her  there — 

Night  in  her  hair. 
The  blue  ray  of  day  from  her  eye  laughin'  out  ou  us  I 

Faix,  an'  a  foot. 

Perfect  in  cut. 
Peepin' to  put  an  end  to  all  doubt  in  us. 

That  there's  a  sight 

Bates  for  delight 
An  ould  Irish  wheel  wid  a  young  Irish  girl  at  it. 

Oh.  no! 

Nothiu' you'll  show, 
Aquals  her  sittin'  and  takin'  a  twirl  at  iti 

See !  the  lamb's  wool 

Turn  course  an'  dull 
By  them  soft,  Iwautiful.  wecshy.  white  hands  of  her; 

Down  goes  her  heel. 

Rouu' runs  the  wheel, 
Purrin'  wid  pleasure  to  take  the  commands  of  her. 

Talk  of  Three  Fates, 

Seated  on  sates, 
Spinnin'  and  siiearin'  away  till  they've  done  for  me; 

You  may  want  three 

For  your  massacree. 
But  one  fate  for  me.  boys,  and  only  the  one  for  me. 

And  isn't  that  fate 

Pictured  complate — 
An  ould  Irish  wheel  wid  a  young  Irish  girl  at  it?  :     ' 

Oh.  no! 

Nothing  you'll  show, 
Aquals  her  sittin'  and  takin'  a  twirl  at  it. 
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— "An  Iowa  man  was  fined  forty  dollars  for  squeezing  a 
woman's  thumb."  We  didn't  suppose  there  was  so  much  ignor- 
ance abroad  in  Iowa.  A  man  who  mistakes  a  woman's  thumb 
for  iier  waist  should  be  fined  not  less  than  four  hundred  dollars. 
— Horristown  Herald.  ,   .  v    •  '..,       ,  r. 


>  ■^<    »'Oii'T>  *»   ti  ^.T^T—nwK  *  J^  J 


'<iiyi['iaifii%i 


■Ai.  \ 


'.*a?«'&*Ar**«v'  ■;'  ■'■iWt'.':  \».»:>'.".  ■>■*'»■«  -•  •  ■  ■•■  »•:  '•^I.^Ty-**^*^ 


■  »'  ^:r■  *f*^  -V 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.   9. 


i      THE  FIVE   DOLLAR   NOTE. 

Sung  by  Frank  Lewis. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  VVeliman,  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular  Songs. 

One  night  as  I  was  out  witli  the  boys  to  have  a  spree, 
Thro'  drinking  whiskey  punches,  I  \MftS  drunk  as  I  could  be; 
My  cash  it  quickly  flew,  I  very  soou  was  broke. 
So  I  borrowed  from  a  friend  a  five  dollar  note. 

Chorus, 

If  you  listen  to  my  song,  while  the  funny  things  I'll  quote, 

I'll  tell  you  how  I  spent  that  five  dollar  note; 

As  soon  as  1  was  fixed,  I  asked  the  boys  to  take  a  bowl, 
:'::  Whicii  into  my  note  made  a  very  big  hole; 
;  i  We  had  a  round  of  punches,  and  then  cigars  to  boot, 
■  Up  went  the  first  dollar  of  the  five  dollar  note. 


The  boys  feeling  hungry  after  drinking  so  much  punch, 
We  walked  around  the  corner  and  we  had  a  little  lunch; 
They  eat  up  oyster  stews,  'till  I  tliought  the  boys  would  choke. 
And  they  soon  eat  up  a  dollar  of  the  five  dollar  note. 

If  you  listen  to  my  song,  while  the  funny  things,  &c. 

Then  we  went  to  the  theatre  to  see  the  ladies  prance, 
And  to  hear  the  comic  songs,  and  the  funny  song  and  dance; 
One  of  the  girls  says,  I  feel  tliirsty,  and  brandy  would  suit  my 
And  she  soon  drank  a  dollar  of  the  five  dollar  note.  [throat. 

If  you  listen  to  my  song,  while  the  funny  things,  &c. 

Then  we  walked  around  the  town,  called  in  a  saloon  or  two. 
Then  we  went  to  see  the  ladies,  as  the  young  men  often  do; 
One  said,  she  loved  me,  with  her  arms  around  my  throat, 
And  she  soon  got  a  dollar  of  the  five  dollar  note. 

If  you  listen  to  my  soug,  while  the  funny  things,  &c. 

Then  as  I  was  going  home,  just  as  drunk  as  I  could  be, 
A  poor  laboring  man  came  slowly  up  to  me; 
His  family  they  were  starving,  and  ragged  was  his  coat. 
And  he  got  the  last  dollar  of  the  five  dollar  note. 

If  you  listen  to  my  song,  while  the  funny  things,  &c. 


Making  Love  on  a  Bench  in  the  Park. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehraan,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

Some  fine  Summer's  day,  when  you've  nothing  to  do, 
.        Take  a  stroll  through  the  park,  aud  you'll  say: 
:'    It's  the  place  of  all  places  to  catch  a  nice  girl. 
And  pass  a  pleasant  hour  away ; 
You'll  find  them  as  thick  as  the  sparrows  that  fly, 

And  they're  all  very  fond  of  a  lark; 
Oh,  it's  like  falling  into  a  strawberry  patch. 
Making  love  on  a  bench  in  the  park. 

There's  the  little  French  nurse,  with  the  two  or  three  kids. 

That  she's  teaching  to  say,  "parley  vous." 
If  you  sit  down  beside  her,  she'll  blusn  and  look  shy. 

And  •'  crack  "  it  in  French,  too,  to  you; 
-  If  you  smile  and  talk  nice  to  the  kids  in  her  charge, 

With  the  nurse  j'ou  will  soon  make  your  mark; 
If  you  like  tiie  Frencli  style,  you  will  find  it  red  hot, 

Making  love  on  a  bench  in  the  park.     :.r        "  .    -, 

Perhaps  in  your  rambles  you'll  get  a  sly  mash,    \ 

From  a  giddy  young  thing  with  her  ma;  "'  ,    '■    . 

You  whisper,  you'll  meet  her  again  when  alone. 

And  teach  her  the  tra-la-la-la;  * 

Next  evening  j'ou  meet  in  the  park  for  a  stroll,  ■.,  .  .   Tv 

Aud  a  nice  qiiiet  seat  after  dark; 
But  look  out  for  the  cops  while  you're  kissing  yum,  yum, 

Making  love  on  a  bench  in  the  park. 


— Some  men  are  inconsistent  creatures.  They  will  get  up  in 
the  middle  of  the  night  and  throw  their  boots  nt  a  dog  because 
he  is  howling  at  the  moon,  and  the  next  nightpay  five  dollars  a 
seat  to  hear  Italian  opera,.— Middletawn  {Del.)  Transcript. 


i*M  OFF   FOR  CHARLESTON. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  .).  Weiimau,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs— free  to  any  address. 

My  massa  and  my  missus,  dey  both  am  gone  away, 
Dcy  gone  to  de  Sulphur  Springs,  de  Summer  mouths  to  stay; 
And  while  dey'r  off  togeder,  on  dis  little  kind  ob  spree, 
I'll  go  down  to  Charleston,  de  pretty  girls  to  see. 

'"■    r- ':-'-h  .■':■:■-:_■'.  ■:.\.        Chorus.  ;  .  -'v,  ;>v^-*: -/ 

I'm  off  for  Charleston  early  in  de  morning, 
I'm  off  for  Charlestou,  a  little  while  to  stay, 

Give  my  respects  to  eveiy  pretty  yaller  gal, 
I'm  off  for  Charlestou  before  de  broke  ob  day. 

My  Nelly  waved  her  handkerchief,  when  she  seed  me  go 
Floating  down  de  ribber  wid  de  old  banjo; 
As  I  stood  and  gazed  upon  her,  I  wiped  away  a  tear, 
And  de  last  word  1  se<l  to  her  was:  Far  you  well,  ray  dear. 

I'm  off  for  Charleston  early  in  de  morning,  &c. 

It  begin  to  rain  a  little,  de  night  was  very  dark, 
And  when  my  Nelly  said,  good-bye,  de  dogs  begin  to  bark; 
De  dog  he  scar't  de  buzzard,  de  buzzard  scar't  de  coon, 
Dey  all  made  a  nigger  run  till  next  day  noon. 

I'm  off  for  Charleston  early  in  de  morning,  &c. 

De  coon  begin  to  tire,  de  dog,  he  tire  too, 
De  nigger,  he  got  tireder,  aud  he  didn't  know  what  to  do; 
De  buzzard  kept  a  flying,  till  de  chickens  gin  to  crow. 
Den  he  came  down  to  hear  me  play  de  old  banjo. 

I'm  off  for  Charlestou  early  in  de  morning,  &c. 

Charleston  is  a  pretty  place,  de  gals,  dey  kiss  so  sweet,   ' 
Dt-y  am  so  slender  'bout  de  waist,  and  dress  so  berry  neat; 
But  I'd  radder  kiss  my  Nell,  dan  all  de  gals  I  eber  see, 
Kase  her  breff  is  like  an  orange-blossom  hanging  on  a  tree. 
I'm  off  for  Charleston  early  in  de  morning. 


&c. 


PRETTY    AS    A    DAISY. 

Written  and  sun«  by  Bobby  Newcomb. 
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Oh.  you've  heard  me  sing  of  love  and  fancies,     ;   '    - 

And  speak  of  the  belles  and  beaux; 
But  once  I  oft  exchanged  fond  glances 

With  a  fairy  no  one  knows;    . 
Her  face  is  bright  as  Summer,  .1   "-. 

Her  smile  like  the  rippling  stream; 
I  tell  you  she's  a  stunner. 

Yes,  the  fairest  that  ever  was  seen. 

'■:.  ;._--,'^-  .■■■"";■"  •'  Chorus.  ^^■■■"'' 

Oh,  she's  pretty  and  sweet  as  a  daisy. 
That  grows  in  the  field  so  near; 
■      '        With  love  she's  set  me  almo.st  crazy, 

I  tell  you  she's  a  dear. — (Dance).         '■    • 

Oh,  we  met  by  chance  as  I  was  strolling. 

Along  the  crowded  street, 
And  my  eyes  at  once  betrayed  affection,  •• 

Slie  returned  a  smile  so  sweet; 
I  handed  her  a  message. 

Which  said:  "Wiil  you  love  me  and  be  mine?" 
When  she  nodded  back  coquetish. 

And  replied:  '*  It  is  for  you  to  name  the  time." 

Oh,  she's  pretty  aud  sweet  as  a  daisy,  &c. 

Fn>  feeling  just  as  gay  and  happy 
•.  As  a  prince  with  his  mine  of  gold; 

"      I  did  meet  my  charmer  on  au  evening. 

And  a  tale  of  love  unfold;  ..  ■ 

u  One  day  she  asked  my  income,  .    ;      '       :       > 

I  told  herl  was  clerk  in  a  store,  '  . 

When  she  quickly  turned  the  corner,    •:  ; 

And  I  never  saw  her  my  darling  more. 

Oh,  she's  pretty  and  sweet  as  a  daisy.  &c. 


—A  man  in  Chenango  County,  N.  Y.,  has  5,000  barrels  of  eggs 
stored  in  a  mammoth  cooler.  A  crank  lecturer  has  not  visited 
the  county  since  this  fact  became  known. — Norristown  HeraJd. 
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SUCH    FUNNY    THINGS   ARE 
DONE    UPON   THE   SLY. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 
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Ob,  Adam  and  Eve  were  simple  in  their  way, 

Like  a  pair  of  innocent  kittens,  so  tliey  say, 
Wore  uotliing  but  their  sl^ind,  from  their  lieads  down  to  their  shins, 

And  waltzed  around  the  garden  all  day; 
Eve  was  struck  on  sweet  forbidden  fruit, 

Adam  tried  it  and  it  opened  up  his  eye; 
And  ever  since  that  day,  the  devil  has  been  to  pay, 

Such  funny  things  are  dope  upon  the  sly. 

There's  the  plump  and  silly;maiden  full  of  gush, 

She's  pretty  but  her  head  is  soft  as  mush ; 
Of  course  she's  got  a  mash,  with  a  very  sick  mustache. 

On  seven  dollars  a  week  ^e's  very  flush; 
They  take  in  all  the  pic-nic«  and  the  balls. 

He  tells  her  that  he'll  wed  her  by-and-by; 
But  the  neighbors  wink  and  say,  in  a  very  knowing  way. 

Such  funny  things  ore  done  upon  the  sly. 

There's  the  married  man,  w:ho  bums  around  at  night 

On  a  racket,  and  he  gets  so  jolly  tight; 
Savs  he  was  at  the  lodge,  wiien  a  poker  he  will  dodge. 

His  wife  gets  out  of  bed  and  wants  to  fi^ht; 
She  suspects  that  he's  been  but  with  the  girls. 

There's  a  blonde  hair  on  bis  coat  he  can't  deny; 
It's  a  pretty  piece  of  biz,  but  you  know  how  it  is, 

Such  funny  things  are  done  upon  the  sly. 

There's  the  lonely  widow  smiling  very  sweet. 

Who  dresses  very  charmibgly  and  neat; 
In  company  it's  the  plan,  when  spoken  to  by  a  man, 

To  blush  from  her  eye-brows  to  her  feet; 
But  let  her  catch  a  gawk  wjien  he's  alone. 

He'll  find  her  not  so  bashful  or  so  shy; 
That's  laid  upon  the  shelf,  Jou  know  how  'tis  yourself, 

Such  funny  things  are  dope  upon  the  sly. 

There's  the  stiff  old  maid  wQio  likes  to  fume  and  boil, 

She's  been  made  so  long  She's  very  apt  to  spoil ; 
Secretly  she'll  plan,  to  try  f^nd  trap  a  man, 

She's  equal  to  a  dose  of  ciistor  oil ; 
If  she  could  grab  a  man  an(^  lock  him  up. 

When  not  another  living  soul  was  nigh; 
She'd  take  away  his  breathy  she'd  squeeze  the  man  to  death. 

Such  funny  things  aie  dune  upon  the  sly. 

_    ___i ^_  •  ./ 
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REUBEN    AND    RACHEL.   .1 
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Rachel— Reuben,  I  have  long  been  thinking 
What  a  good  world  this  would  be. 
If  the  men  were  all  transported 
Far  beyond  the  Nortliern  Sea. 
RitJBBN- Rachel,  I  Lave  long  been  tbinklnff 
What  a  flue  world  tliis  might  be. 
If  we  liad  some  more  young  ladie* 
On  this  side  the  Nortliern  Sea. 

Chobus. 
Rbubbn— Too  ral  loo  ral  loo. 
Rachel— Too  ral  loo  ral. 
Rkubek- Too  ral  loo  ral  loo. 
Rachil— Too  ral  lee. 

Rachel- If  the  men  were  all  transported  far  beyona  the  Northern  Sea. 
RiVBXM— If  we  had  some  more  young  ladles  on  this  side  of  the  Northern  Sea 

Rachel— Reuben,  I'm  a  poor  lone  woman. 
No  one  aeems  to  care  for  me, 
I  wish  the  men  were  all  transported 
Far  beyond  the  Northern  Sea. 
Recbxh— I'm  a  man  without  a  victim. 

Soon  I  think  there's  one  will  be. 
If  the  men  are  all  transported 
Far  beyond  the  Northern  i>ea.— Chobui. 

Rachbi-— Reuben,  what's  the  use  fooling, 
Why  not  come  up  like  a  man  ? 
If  you'd  like  to  have  a  lover, 
I'm  for  life  your  Sally  Ann. 
RsuBKS— Oh,  my  goodness !  oh,  my  gracious  : 
What  a  queer  world  this  would  be. 
If  the  men  were  all  transported 
Far  beyond  the  Northern  Sea.— CHostrs. 

Rachel— Reuben,  now  do  stop  your  teasing. 
If  you  have  any  love  for  me, 
I  was  only  Just  a  fooling. 
As  I  thought  of  course  you'd  see. 
Reuben- Rachel,  I  will  not  transport  yoa. 
But  ril  take  you  for  a  wife. 
We  will  live  on  milk  and  honey, 
Better  or  worse,  we're  in  for  life.— Chortts. 
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CRICKET   03Sr   THE   HEARTH. 

Copyright,  18^,  by  Geo.  D.  Newhall  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sdng  will  be  sent  toanv  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  ().  Box  1823.  New  York  City. 

Send  for  conqilete  catalogue  of  Songs. 

Oh,  the  birds  have  flown  away,  and  the  flow'rs  have  died  and  wither'd. 

And  the  Autumn  leaves  the)r  now  arc  fallinj;  fast ; 
As  I  sit  alone  to-night  by  the  dear  old  hearthstone  fire. 

Fond  mem'ries  "round  my  Lteart  they  sweetly  east ; 
'Twas  there  my  dear  old  mother  and  my  father  sat  at  night. 

While  on  the  hearth  the  cricket  it  would  sing. 
Its  sad  and  lonely  song  'till  tUe  embers  died  away, 

Ob,  my  heart  around  those  happy  days  doth  cling. 
■       »      •  ■  ■„    j 

(    Chorus. 

Listen  to  the  cricketsong  singing  on  the  hearth. 
Recollections  fond  it  brings,  of  days  once  full  of  mirth ; 
Listen  tothe  cricket's  song,  singing  there  to-night. 
Could  I  only  call  them  back,  those  happy  .days  so  bright. 

Oh,  'twas  when  a  boy  at  home,  in  my  mother's  arms  nested. 

And  I  listen'd  to  the  sweet  songs  she  would  sings ; 
As  I  sat  upon  her  knee,  in  those  happy  days  so  brfght. 

Sweet  thoughts  of  her  to  mie  they  ever  bring ; 
Oh,  hapi)y  were  tnose  days  to  me,  so  full  of  childish  glee, 

MHien  ev'ry  moment  pass'd  In  joyous  mirth ; 
They'll  never  more  return,  tliose  sunny  days  to  me, 

When  the  cricket  sung  Its  sunga  upon  the  hearth. — Chobus. 


Waiting  for  a  Broadway  Stage. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wj-hmau,  P.  O.  Box  1833,  New  York  City. 
Send  for  comi<lete  Catalogue  of  Popular  Sougs. 

As  up  Broadway  I  strolled  one  day 

To  see  the  styles  pass  by, 
A  pretty  little  girl  I  very  soon  met. 

And  she  had  such  a  roguish  eye; 
Her  little  short  skills  in  points  hung  down. 

For  that  style's  all  the  rage; 
She  was  looking  up  and  down  with  a  pretty  little  frown. 

Waiting  for  a  Broadway  stage,  oh! 

Chorus. 

She  was  just  about  the  girl  that's  all  the  rage, 

Sweet  sixteen  was  just  her  age; 

I  met  her  on  the  corner,  it  was  there  that  first  I  saw  her, 

Waiting  for  a  Broadway  stage. 

She  saw  that  I  was  looking  at  her. 

When  a  sweet  little  smile  like  a  beam 
Just  played  round  her  face,  and  with  such  ease  and  grace. 

Why  like  a  little  angel  she  did  seem; 
-But  I  kept  getting  like  any  one  in  fear. 

For  my  heart  fell  like  a  bird  that's  in  a  cage. 
How  I  wished  I'd  never  seen  that  handsome  little  queen, 

Waiting  for  a  Broadway  stage,  oh! — Cfiorus. 

But  as  the  ice  was  broken,  my  hat  of  course  I  raised,  ' 

As  the  stage  that  she  required  soon  came  by. 
When  she  said  in  tones  so  sweet,  perhaps  some  time  we'll  meet, 

As  up  the  steps  her  little  form  aid  fly; 
But  I  never  since  have  seen  her,  so  I  wander  in  despair 

For  it  seems  that  since  8he  left  me  'twas  an  age; 
But  I  never  shall  forget  that  little  girl  I  met,  .  .  x  •. 

Waiting  for  a  Broadway  stage,  oh! — Chorus.  '  ' ''' 


'^-■S"^'-*. 
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I  went  to  see  my  girl  one  night,    . 

She  was  there  when  I  arrived,  ' 
I'm  getting  along  fast  in  love,  you  bet,    '''■: 

It  is  a  great  surprise;  .  :  -  ' 

I  asked  her  for  her  coal-black  hand, 
-  Be  mine  forever  more,  '         > 

I  tell  you  de  family  flew  at  me,    •' 

Ana  chased  me  from  de  door;  -. 
I'm  going  away  to  leave  you, 

I  can't  stop  on  de  way,  s:v: 

Clear  de  track,  and  don't  pester  me,  / 

For  I  can  no  longer  stay. 

:  ..u_'  --.■'■■  Chorus.  ■'"■".-;"'.•  -  ":     . 

I'll  drive  de  gospel  engine, 

I'll  drive  her  through  de  land. 
Swing  on  de  golden  chariot. 

In  that  far  ofiE  happy  land. — (Dance). 

I  took  my  love  to  de  engine  house,   > 

To  see  de  fire  machine, 
Her  hair  flew  back  on  de  top  of  her  head, 

She  looked  like  a  Dutch  May  queen ; 
Her  dress  was  white,  and  her  smile  was  bright. 

Her  figure  gaunt  and  lean; 
She-was  brigadier  gen'ral  of  a  market  store. 

Sold  hammers,  turtle  and  cream. 
.  I'm  going  away  to  leave  you, 

I  can't  stop  on  de  way. 
Clear  de  track,  and  don't  pester  me,  ■    . 

For  I  can  no  longer  stay, — Chorus.  ", 


THE    DIAMOND    RING. 
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I'll  tell  you  in  my  song  of  a  gay  young  cavalier. 

Who  once  upon  a  time,  lived  in  this  town  right  here,  • 

His  name  was  Charles  Augustus,  and  divinely  he  did  sing, 

He  was  clerk  in  a  dry  goods  store,  and  he  wore  a  diamond  ring. 

Chorus.  .,  . 

Ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  rat,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral  de  ro. 

He  wore  a  black  mustache,  his  hair  hung  round  in  curls, 
Oh,  he  was  the  fellow  to  masli  the  unsuspecting  girls. 
When  they  met  him  in  tiie  street,  sly  glances  they  would  fling, 
At  the  handsome  ladles'  man,  for  he  wore  a  diamond  ring. 

Rl  tid  de  fa  ral.  ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral  de  ro. 

To  parties  he  would  go,  and  with  the  ladles  flirt. 
He  was  such  a  charming  beau  the  girls  would  all  assert,    : 
He  had  lots  of  cash  on  hand,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing. 
He  drove  a  two-forty  horse,  and  he  wore  a  diamond  ring. 

Ri  ti      e  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  fal  de  ro. 

Now  things  went  on  quite  gay,  our  hero  cut  a  dash 
Like  many  a  dandy  swell,  with  his  employer's  cash. 
His  salary  was  too  small  to  stand  this  sort  of  thing. 
But  he  had  the  run  of  the  drawer,  and  he  wore  a  diamond  ring. 

Ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral  de  ro. 

At  last  suspicion  arose  Id  bis  employer's  mind, 
That  Charles  Augustus'  clothes  were  altogether  too  fine ;  ' :  ; 

A  watch  was  set  on  him,  to  stop  this  sort  of  thing. 
And  our  dry  goods  clerk  was  caught,  "  coming  this  "  with  his  diamond  ring. 
Ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  rl  tid  de  fa  ral  de  ro. 

"  Our  gay,  young  cavalier  "  before  a  court  was  tried. 
And  as  his  guilt  was  clear  of  course  was  not  denied  ; 
They  sent  him  for  his  health,  to  the  village  of  Sing  Sing, 
To  play  checkers  with  his  nose,  without  any  diamond  ring. 

Ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral  de  ro. 


— When  you  see  a  counterfeit  coin  on  the  sidewalk,  pick  it  up. 
You  are  liable  to  arrest  if  you  try  to  pass  it. — Chicago  Tribune. 
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Oh,  Jacob,  get  the  cows  home,  and  put  them  in  the  pen, 

For  the  cousins  are  a  coming  to  see  us  all  again ;  ;  .  -■.  •    ■   . 

The  dowdy's  in  the  pan,  and  the  turkey's  on  the  Are,       ,        .; 

And  we  all  must  get  ready  for  Cousin  Jedediah.  .:  ^^     .  '^ 

Chorus. 

There's  Hezekiah,  and  Azariah,  and  Aunt  Sophia,  and  Jedediah, 
All  coming  here  to  tea ; 
■ '    Oh,  won't  we  have  a  jolly  time,  oh,  won't  we  have  a  jolly  tUne  t 
Jerusba,  put  the  kettle  on,  we'll  all  take  tea.        -  ^ 

Now,  Obed,  wash  your  face,  boy,  and  tallow  up  your  shoes. 
While  I  go  see  Aunt  Betty,  and  tell  her  ail  the  news ; 
And,  Kitty,  slick  your  hair,  and  put  on  your  Sunday  gown. 
For  Cousin  Jedediah  comes  right  from  Boston  town.— Chorus. 

And,  Job,  you  peel  the  onions,  and  wash  and  fix  the  tatcrs. 

We'll  have  them  on  the  table  in  those  shiny  painted  waiters ; 

Put  on  your  bran  new  boots,  and  those  trowsers  with  the  straps. 

Aunt  Sophia'll  take  a  shine  to  you  if  you  look  real  slick  perhaps.— Chobttb. 

Tell  Josh  to  put  the  colt  to  the  double-seated  chaise. 
Let  him  just  card  down  the  cattle,  give  them  a  little  hay ; 
I'll  wear  my  nice  new  bell-crown  I  bought  of  old  Urlali, 
And  I  guess  we'll  astonish  our  Cousin  Jedediah.— Chords. 


G-ive  a  Man  Credit  for  What  lie  has  Done 

Written  and  sung  by  James  T.  O'Hara.         ,.    -. 
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As  on  the  rough  highway  of  life  we  are  treading,      .  -  '\     , 

Many  you'll  meet.who  are  down  in  the  dust,  "■ 

Tears  of  repentance  perhaps  they  are  shedding. 

But  as  they  are  down  there,  why  stay  there  they  must; 
No  friendly  hand  will  they  find  then  to  aid  them. 

Everyone  deems  it  liis  duty  to  shun. 
Or  may  be  worse,  to  still  further  degrade  them. 

No  one  to  think  of  the  good  they  have  done. 

■"'■-'"-':-         ■•■"■'■     -  Chorus.  -    * 

Then  don't  shun  a  man  because  fortune  has  thrown  him. 

Give  but  a  thought  to  the  battle  he  won. 
He's  still  a  brother,  then  do  not  disown  him. 

Give  a  man  credit  for  what  lie  has  done. 

What  if  a  man  the  wrong  course  may  have  taken — 

All  men  are  likely  to  stumble  and  trip —  .    , 

Should  lie  by  his  old  friends  be  forsaken. 

Get  the  cold  shoulder  from  one  little  slip; 
No,  rather  lift  him  up  out  of  tiie  mire,  ' 

Into  the  light  of  prosperity's  sun, 
■  V   Give  liim  a  start,  he  may  raise  himself  higher. 

Some  day  he'll  bless  you  for  wiiai  you  have  done. 

Then  dou't  shun  a  man  because  fortune,  &c. 

Some  people  look  down  on  a  poor  man  with  loathing. 
And  think  that  he's  naught  l)ut  to  scorn  and  dispise, 
.     But  under  his  rough  and  perhaps  ragged  clothing, 
A  heart  that  is  richer  than  gold  often  lies; 
Though  men  jiidge  liarshly  of  every  endeavor, 

When  the  short  thread  of  life  to  the  end  has  been  spun, 
In  the  Heavenly  Kingdom  forever  and  ever. 
He'll  get  his  reward  for  the  good  he  has  done. 

Then  dun't  shun  a  man  because  fortune,  &c. 


—Yeast  was  invented  in  the  year  'leven. — N.  T.  Newt.  And 
gaming  in  the  year  y« on.— Henderson  {N.  C.)  Oold  Leaf.  Fingers 
were  made  in  the  year  five,  and  the  first  free  lunch  disappeared 
in  the  year  ate.— iir.  T.  Neics.  ,       -      ^ 


— "  My  name  hain't  Wiggins,  nor  it  hain't  Vennor.  My  name 
is  Smilhers — John  Smithers,  if  you  please,  and  I  liain't  much  on 
predicting  the  weather,  but  when  I  go  home  without  any  meat 
for  breakfast,  and  Mrs.  Smithers  finds  it  out.  I  can  reckon  on  an 
old  north-easter  every  time."— /Swj^mKe  Journal. 


>«-i»»^\ffi#r:' 


."^^SM*'- 
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Good-Night!  but  not  G-ood-ByeT 

CopyTijjht,  18J8,  by  W.  C.  Peters  &  Sons. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soncr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Hox  1833,  New  Yorlc  City. 

Send  for  my  complete  Castalogue  of  £uKlish  and  German  SonKS. 

Oood'iiight!  but  not  good-bi'e,  love! 

Why  wilt  tUou  liaste  away? 
The  moments  swiftly  fly,  love. 

Enjoy  tlieiu  while  we  may; 
Or  say,  good-i>iglit,  till  dawning, 

When  ev'niig  shadows  fly, 
'Till  sunlight  gilds  the  moining, 

Good-nightt,  but  not  good-bye; 
'Till  sunlight  ^ilds  the  morning, 

Good-uightr  but  not  good-bye. 
{ 

(^^UARTETTE. 

Good-night!!  but  not  good-bye,  love! 

Why  wilt  thou  haste  away? 
The  moments  swiftly  fly,  love. 

Enjoy  them  while  we  may; 
Or  say,  good-night,  till  dawning, 

When  ev'jiing  shadows  fly, 
'Till  sunlight  gilds  the  morning, 

Good-niglit!  but  not  good-bye; 
'Till  sunliglit  gilds  the  moruing, 

Good-uigllt!  but  not  good-bye. 

Ah,  give  me  up  denial, 

The  choice  is  still  thine  own, 
I'll  backward  turn  the  diiil, 

And  time  s^all  be  unknown; 
'Till  blossoms fscent  the  gloaming, 

And  Phoebiis  gilds  the  sky, 
'Till  dew-drop|s  gild  the  morning. 

Good-night!  but  not  good-bye; 
'Till  dew-drops  gild  the  moriiiog, 

Good-uight!  but  not  good-bye. 

Quartette. 

Ah,  give  m^  no  denial. 

The  choice  is  still  thine  own,  ' 

I'll  backwar<l  turn  the  dial. 

And  time  shall  be  unknown;  I 

'Till  blossoms  scent  tlie  gloaming, 

And  Pho(»bus  gilds  the  sky, 
'Till  dew-dirops  gild  the  morning, 

Oood-nigfcl!  but  not  good-bye; 
'Till  dew-drops  gild  the  morning, 

Good-nigljit!  but  not  good-bye. 


Waiting  for  My  Ship  to  Come  This  Way. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1833,  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  tnait  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

I  stand  here  i^ly  waiting 

For  my  faiiry  ship  to  land. 
Glancing  out  Upon  the  sunbeams 

As  they  gild  the  sparkling  strand; 
Dreaming  of  Ihose  wondrous  treasures 

That  shall  be  my  own  some  day, 
When  from  a; distant  country 

That  ship  shall  sail  this  way. 

t   Cnouu8. 

I  am  waiting,  waiting,  waiting 
For  my  ship  to  come  this  way. 

I  then  shall  bliild  a  palace 

So  beautiful  and  grand. 
The  very  sun  shall  wonder 

To  see  it  in  the  land; 
The  walls  shall  gleam  with  splendor, 
'  *  The  fountain  rain  down  pearls, 

The  birds  shall  sing  forever 

In  merry,  merry  whirls. 

"     I  Chorus. 

I  am  waiting,  waiting,  waiting 
:     For  my  ship  to  come  this  way. 


THE   MINSTREL'S  DREAM. 

Sung  by  Frank  Lewis. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  II.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1883,  New  York, 
anil  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

One  eve  while  sitting  in  my  chair 

Before  my  fire  so  bright. 
Its  rays  dispelled  the  midnight  gloom. 

And  lighted  up  the  night; 
My  thoughts  reverted  to  the  past, 

And  brought  before  my  gaze. 
The  shadowed  forms  of  minstrels  great, 

The  kings  of  by -gone  days. 
I  saw  the  people  luiigh  and  cry. 

As  alternately  they  gave — 
The  merry  pun,  the  mirthful  joke. 

The  ballaid  sweet  and  grave; 
They  formed  a  quaint  procession. 

As  they  passed  before  my  sight, 
The  minstrels  of  our  former  days,  ,  , 

Thus  conjured  from  the  night. 


I  saw  George  Christy  shake  the  bones. 

Sweet  music  from  them  drag. 
And  how  the  audience  it  would  roar, 

As  he  told  each  merry  gag; 
Saw  "Daddy"  Rice  in  ecstasy. 

Those  legs  of  his  to  throw. 
The  father  of  the  minstrels— 

lie  who  danced  tne  first  "Jim  Crow; 
Heard  Mulligan,  with  towering  form, 

Pallictic  ballads  sing, 
When  Long  John  opened  once  his  mouth 

'Twas  down  the  house  he'd  bring; 
Stevie  Rogers  gave  his  excelsior  clog, 

The  greatest  ever  seen. 
And  other  well-known  faces 

Came  to  fill  my  minstrel's  dream. 

Nelse  Seymour  showed  his  giant  form, 

And  passed  me  by  and  smileci, 
A  friend  to  every  one  in  need. 

The  minstrel's  favorite  child; 
How  oft  I've  heard  his  merry  laugh. 

As  he  made  the  night  pass  o'er. 
Give  out  the  joke  which  ever  set 

The  audience  in  a  roar; 
He  scarcely  disappeared  when  came 

The  minstrel  king  and  man.  , 

The  glory  of  the  boys  in  black — 

The  merry  laughing  Dan; 
As  Hryimt  passed  me  i>y. 

His  face  with  radiance  seemed  to  beam, 
He  cast  a  brilliant  halo 

Upon  my  minstrel's  dream.         • 

Young  Jerry,  of  the  Bryant's,  ioo, 

With  bones  and  tamborine. 
Recounted  every  great  success 

In  minstrelsy  he'd  seen; 
Billy  Manninjf.  of  Chicago  fame, 

Then  passed  me  swiftly  by. 
And  Uns worth  gave  his  great  stump  .speech. 

In  which  he  the  world  defied; 
Jimmy  Bradley  danced  his  unequalled  jig. 

Familiar  to  us  all, 
Billy  Pastor  sang  his  comic  songs. 

And  was  many  times  recalled; 
Eph  Horn,  the  last  bright  face  I  saw. 

He  threw  a  radiant  gleam 
Upon  the  spirHs  who  had  gone. 

To  fill  my  minstrel's  dream. 


V 


— "  Bridget,  what  makes  your  mast«lt's  socks  such  an  awful 
color?"  inquired  Mrs.  Goldcye  of  her  help  the  other  morning. 
"Color,  mum?"  "Yes,  color!  They  are  all  brown  at  the  toes." 
"Ah.  shure,  that's  the  cofifee  stains,  me  lady."  "The  what?" 
"  Where  I  was  jist  af tber  straining  the  coflfee  through  'em.  Shure 
ye  needn't  be  lookin'  at  a  poor  crayture  like  that— it  was  before 
I  put  tliem  in  the  wash  I  used  'em,  and  bad  luck  to  'em  " — 
Ecanmlle  Argut. 


'<imYwlftt1fiiV,iniri 
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THE   WILL   O'-THE-WISP. 


SUDK  by  Miss  Clara  Moore. 


The  Words  and  Musiu  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1828,  New  York  City. 

When  night's  dark  mantle  has  covered  all,  I  come  in  fire  arrayed. 

Many  a  victim  I've  seen  fall,  or  fly  from  meUisoiayed ; 

Will  o'-the-wlsp  I  they  trembling  cry,  •       ^  . 

Will  o'-the- wisp, 'tis  he  1  :     .        .'.  '  \    ■     " 

Will  o'-the-whlsp  I  they  trembling  cry,    •  ' 

Will  o'-the-whlsp,  'tishel 

To  mark  their  fright,  as  off  they  fly, 

I9  merry.  Is  merry.  Is  merry  sport  for  me  1  .  .  .       -    : 

Is  merry.  Is  merry.  Is  merry  sport  for  me,  ' '. 

Is  merry  sport  for  me  1  ■ 

I  dance,  I  dance,  I'm  here,  I'm  there. 

Who  tries  to  catch  me,  catches  but  air,  ■■ 

Who  tries  to  catch  me,  catches  but  air  I 

The  mortal  who  follows  me,  follows  in  rain, 

Tor,  I  laagh  ha !  ha  1  I  laugh  ho !  ho  I 

I  laugh  at  their  folly  and  pain— 

I  laugh  at  their  folly,  I  laugh  at  their  palu, 

I  laugh  at  their  folly.  I  laugh  at  their  folly  and  pain ; 

I  laugh  ha  I  ha  I  I  laugh  bo  1  bo  1 

I  laugh  at  their  folly  and  pain. 

Many  a  traveler  I  deceive,  and  with  their  parting  breath 

I  hear  them  call  In  valo  for  help,  and  dance  round  them  in  death ; 

Will  o'-the-whlsp !  they  trembling  cry, 

Will  o'-the-whlsp, 'tis  he : 

Will  o'-the  whisp  1  they  treabling  cry. 

Will  o'-the-whisp, 'tis  he  I  ..     ,  ,  :. 

To  mark  their  shriek,  as  they  sink  and  die, 

Is  merry,  is  merry,  is  merry  sport  for  me  I  \    ~       ;  - '. 

Is  merry,  is  merry.  Is  merry  sport  for  me,  ■ ', .        ')'.'' 

Is  merry  sport  for  me  1  ■ ,  ;     -,■ , 

I  dance,  I  dance,  I'm  here,  I'm  there. 

Who  tries  to  catch  me,  catciies  but  air,  ... 

Who  tries  to  catch  me,  catches  but  air  I 

The  mortal  who  follows  me,  follows  in  vain, 

For  I  laugh  hfi  t  ha  I  I  laugh  ho  1  ho !  •■ 

I  laugh  at  their  folly  and  pain— 

I  laugh  at  their  folly,  I  laugh  at  their  pain, 

I  laugh  at  their  folly,  I  laugh  at  their  folly  and  pain ; 

I  laugh  ha  I  ha  I  I  laugh  ho  I  ho  1 

I  laugh  at  their  folly  and  pain. 


AS  THROUGH  THE  PARK  I  GO. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Uox  1823,  New  York  City. 

Oil!  I'm  a  girl  that  is  fond  of  life, 

My  age  is  twenty -one, 
I  am  averse  to  noise  and  strife, 

But  veiy  fond  of  fun; 

And  though  to  vice  I'm  not  iDcliDed, 

I  like  the  flattery  of  mankind. 
And  always  like  to  speak  my  mind. 

Alike  to  every  one. 

Chorus. 

■  1  - .      » 

For.  as  through  the  park  I  go. 
The  gents  all  want  to  know,     ■ 
,  •   ««  Who  is  that  darling  girl 

That  drives  so  fast?     they'd  like  to  know. 

I  live  at  home  with  dear  mamma. 

And  do  just  as  I  will. 
While  lovers  come  from  near  and  far,  "- 

And  me  with  nonsense  fill; 
But  I  tell  them  all.  I  will  be  a  nun, 

And  beg  they  will  have  done,  ,      ■"'. 

But  then  they  say,  I'm  only  in  fun. 

As  I  laugh  behind  my  fan. 

Spoken— Well,  of  course  I  am  in  fun  sometimes.  'Twas  only 
the  other  evening  mamma  took  me  to  a  ball,  and  boueht  me  this 
new  dress  from  Madame  Wintle  for  the  occasion,  K)r  mamma 
said,  I  must  put  ou  my  best  smiles  and  graces,  for  I  was  getting 
old  and  it  was  quite  time  I  was  off  her  hands.  Poor  mamma,  she 
always  has  my  interest  at  heart.  8o  after  the  ball  was«ver.  one 
dear  young  fellow  began  to  address  me,  and  I  really  thought  he 
was  ffoing  to  propose,  but  another  gent  came  in  and  spoiled  it  all, 
and  I've  many  times  heard  them  both  remark:— CA<^ru«. 


The  Bill  it  Kept  Running  Up  Higher. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  II.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Songa. 

Roxana  Magruder  was  a  frail  little  thing,    ~: 

But  her  appetite  gave  her  away; 
I  took  ht-r  to  dinner,  this  is  what  she  devoured —  ,  •  ■         .i 

At  a  restaurant  on  Thanksgiving  Day: 
Seven  dishes  of  soup,  at  the  very  first  scoop, 

Twelve  dozen  of  raw  on  the  shell; 
Three  porterhouse  steaks  and  nine  plates  of  hot  cakes, 
V  When  I  heard  an  old  gentleman  yell: 

■■•■V' v'.\-'. :  ;  ■  Chorus. 

"  Oh,  Sam,  tell  her  to  slop. 

That  baby  will  surely  expire;" 
They  all  let  a  roar  when  she  hollered  for  more. 

And  the  bill  it  kept  running  up  higher. 

She  licked  off  the  dishes,  the  knives  and  the  spoons. 

Wrestled  everything  there  in  the  place; 
She  swallowed  milk  punches  until  I  declare, 

I  was  ashamed  to  look  a  cow  in  the  face; 
She  had  pickles  and  stews,  and  some  killikaloos. 

Spring  turkeys  and  Dutch  sourkraut ; 
When  she  tackled  sardines  and  a  pot  of  baked  beans. 

They  all  let  a  terrible  shout: 

Chorus. 

"Oh,  Sam,  will  she  ever  drop? 

Go  hang  her  outside  on  a  wire;" 
Then  she  yelled  for  his  "  nabbs."  to  bring  her  some  crabs. 

And  the  bill  it  kept  running  up  higher. 

She  drank  enough  whiskey  to  float  a  big  ship,  .  ; 

She  swallowed  Dutch  beer  by  the  pail; 
A  dozen  milk  punches  all  went  tiie  same  road,        _  ! 

With  a  couple  of  buckets  of  ale; 
She  had  brandy  and  sherry,  and  hot  Tom  and  Jerry, 
.     Gin  fizzes  till  she  couldn't  see; 
When  she  asked,  with  a  laugh,  for  a  hot  whiskey  bath, 

I  heard  them  all  holler  at  me: 

Chorus. 

"  Oh,  Sam,  will  she  ever  stop? 

Did  you  borrow  that  beer  keg  or  buy  her?  " 
While  the  lager  will  flow,  I  said,  "Let  her  go," 

And  the  bill  it  kept  running  up  higher. 


THE   WHISTLING   COON. 

Copyright,  187»,  by  Sam  Devere.         . 


U 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular  Soocs. 

Oh !  I've  seen  In  my  time  some  very  funny  folks, 

But  the  funniest  of  all  I  know, 
Is  a  colored  individual,  as  sure  as  you're  alive, 

As  black  as  any  black  coon  ; 
You  may  talk  until  you're  tired,  but  you'll  never  get  a  word 

From  this  very  funny,  queer  old  coon  ; 
He's  a  knock-kneed,  double-jointed,  hunky-plunky  moke. 

And  he's  happy  when  he  whistles  this  tune : — (Whistucs.) 

Oh,  he's  Kot  a  pair  of  lips,  like  a  pound  of  liver  split. 

And  a  nose  like  an  in  jun  rubber  shoe,  .       !  V 

He's  a  limpy,  happy,  chuckle-headed,  huckleberry  nig,  V        .  .;■ 

And  he  whistles  like  a  happy  killy-loo ; 
He's  an  independent,  free-and-easy,  fat-and-greasy  ham. 

With  a  cranium  like  a  big  baboon ;  . -'i 

Oh,  I  never  heard  him  talk  to  anybody  in  my  life,  l ■;''' 

But  he's  happy  when  he  whistles  this  tune  :— (Whistlbs.) 

Oh,  he'd  whistle  in  the  mominf;,  through  the  day  and  through  the  night. 

And  he'd  whistle  like  the  devil  going  to  bed. 
Oh,  he'd  whistle  like  a  locomotive  engine  in  his  sleep,        ."     '  ^ 

And  he  whistled  when  his  wife  was  dead ; 
One  day  a  fellow  hit  him  with  a  brick  upon  the  mouth,  •   .' 

And  his  Jaw. swelled  up  like  a  balloon, 
Now  lie  goes  along  shaking  like  a  monkey  In  a  fit,  > 

And  tills  is  how  he  whistles  that  tune  :— (WaiSTun.') 


■'^'^imm^ 


'■J^'H'.. 
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THE   LONE   STARRY  HOURS. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sone  will  be  seut  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  11.  J.  Wehinan,  P.  O.  Box  isa.  New  Yorit  City. 

Send  for  a  complete  cutalotsue  of  Euglish  and  Uermau  Songs. 

Oh!  the  lone  starry  hours  give  me,  love, 
,•  When  still  is  the  beautiful  night; 

Wiien  the  round,  laugiiing  moon  I  sec,  love,  ' 

'■  Peep  through  the  cTo^iiis,  silver  white; 

When  no  wind  through' the  low  woods  sweep,  love, 
'.  C  And  I  gaze  on  some  bright  rising  star; 

Wiien  the  world  is  in  dieam  and  sleep,  love. 
Oh!  wake,  while  I  toiich  my  guitar. 

\:       'Till  the  rod,  rosy  morn  grows  bright,  love. 

Far  away  o'er  the  distant  sea; 
'Till  the  stars  cease  their  gentle  light,  love, 

Will  I  wait  for  a  welcome  from  thee; 
And,  oh!  if  that  pleasure  is  thine,  love. 

We  will  wander  togetiher  afar; 
My  heart  shall  be  thine,  thine  mine  love. 

Then,  wake,  while  I  touch  my  guitar. 


COME   IN  AND  SHUT  THE  DOOR 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjf  Will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  0a 

receipt  of  40  cents  by  H.  J.  Wehraan,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Suntrs  sent  free  to  any  address. 

Oh !  do  not  stand  so  long  outside. 

Why  need  you  be  so  shy? 
The  people's  ears  are  open,  John, 

As  they  are  passing  by ; 
You  cannot  tell  what  they  may  think, 

They've  said  strange  things  before; 
And  if  you  wish  to  talk  a  while, 

Come  in  and  shut  the  door! 
Come  in,  come  in,  pome  in.  come  in.  come  in, 

Come  in,  come  ia  and  shut  the  door! 

Nay.  do  not  say:  "!No,  thank  you,  Jane," 
.  .  With  such  a  baslijful  smile; 

You  said,  when  ladies  whispered;  No! 
'    '     ■         They  meant:  Yeg!  all  the  while; 
My  father,  too,  will  welcome  you, 

I  told  you  so  before; 
It  don't  look  well  tO  stand  out  here, 
,  Come  in  and  shut  the  door! 

Come  in,  come  in,  come  in.  come  in,  come  in, 
Come  in,  come  iu  and  shut  the  door! 

You  say,  I  did  not  answer  you. 

To  what  you  saiu  liist  night; 
I  heard  your  question  in  the  dark. 

Thought  of  it  in  the  light; 
And  now  my  lips  sjiall  utter, 

•  What  my  heart  has  said  before 

'  Yes,  dearest,  I         '  but,  wait  a  while, 

Come  in  and  shut  the  door! 
Come  in,  come  in.  Come  in,  come  in,  come  in. 

Come  in,  come  iU  and  shut  the  door! 


BOBBING-    A.ROUND. 
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In  AufTUst  last,  on  one  fine  day,  a  bobbing  around,  around,  around, 
When  Josh  and  I  wert  to  make  hiiij-,  we  went  a  bobbing  around  ; 
Says  Josh  to  me :  "  Let's  talk  a  wajlk,  a  bobbing  around,  around,  around, 
Then  we  can  have  a  private  talk,  sjs  we  go  bobbing  around." 

We  walked  along  to  the  mountain  tidge,  a  bobbing  around,  around,  around, 
'Till  we  got  near  iSquire  .Slip3hod's^)ridge,  as  we  went  bobbing  around  ; 
Then  Josh  and  I  went  on  a  spree,  4  bobbing  around,  around,  around. 
And  I  ktsa'd  Josh,  and  Josh  kiss'd  pae,  as  we  wc  at  bobbing  around. 

Then  Josh's  pluck  no  longer  tarried,  a  bobbing  around,  around,  around. 
Says  he,  "Dear  Patience,  let's  get  QiaiTied,  then  we'll  go  bobbing  around ;" 
Now,  I  knew  he  loved  another  gal.  a  bobbing  around,  around,  around, 
They  cali'd  her  crook'd-shln,  ourly-tooth'd  Sal,when  he  went  bobbing  around 

So  after  we  got  into  church,  a  bobblmr  around,  around,  around, 

I  cut  and  left  Josh  in  the  lurch,  then  he  went  l)obbing  around  ; 

Now,  all  you  chaps  what's  got  a  gal,  a  bobbing  around,  around,  around. 

Do  think  of  crook'd-shln,  curly-toutb'd  Sal,  when  you  go  bobbing  around. 


MARY   LE  MORE. 
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As  I  strayed  o'er  the  common  on  Cork's  rugged  border. 

While  the  dew-drops  of  morn  the  sweet  primrose  arrayed, 
I  saw  a  poor  female,  whose  mental  disorder. 

Her  quick  glancing  eye  and  wild  aspect  betrayed ; 
On  the  sward  she  reclined,  by  the  green  fern  surrounded. 

At  her  side  speckled  daisies  and  wild  flowers  abounded  ;       ' 
To  its  inmost  recesses,  her  heart  had  been  wounded, 

Her  sighs  were  unceasing— 'twas  Mary  Le  More.  -  ' 

Her  charms  by  the  keen  blasts  of  sorrow  were  faded. 

Yet  the  soft  tinge  of  beauty  still  played  on  her  cheek. 
Her  tresses  a  wreath  of  primroses  braided. 

And  strings  of  fresh  daisies  hung  loose  on  her  neck ; 
While  with  pity  I  gazed,  she  exclaimed :  "  O  my  mother  ; 

See  the  blood  ou  that  lash  !  'tis  the  blood  of  my  brother ; 
They  have  torn  his  poor  flesh !— and  they  now  strip  another— 

'Tls  Connor— the  friend  of  poor  Mary  Le  More." 

Though  hia  locks  were  as  white  as  the  foam  of  the  ocean. 
Those  wretches  shall  find  that  my  father  ia  brave  ; 

My  father  I  she  cried,  with  the  wildest  emotion. 
Ah,  no  I  my  poor  f atlier  now  sie<>ps  in  the  grave  ; 

Tliey  have  tolled  his  death  bell,  they've  laid  the  turf  o'er  him. 
His  white  locks  were  bloody,  no  aid  could  restore  him ; 

He  is  gone !  he  Is  gone  I  and  the  good  will  deplore  him, 

•   When  the  blue  waves  of  Erin  hide  Mary  Le  More."  '. 

A  lark,  from  the  gold  blossomed  furze  that  grew  near  her. 

Now  rose  and  with  energy  carolled  his  lay ; 
"  Hush !  hush ! "  she  continued,  "  the  trumpet  sounds  clearer. 

The  horsemen  approach !  Erin's  daughter's  away ! 
Ah  !  soldiers  'twas  foul,  while  the  cabin  was  burning. 

And  o'er  a  pale  father  a  wretch  had  been  mourning— 
Uo  hide  with  the  sea-mew,  ye  maids,  and  take  warning, 

Those  ruffians  have  ruined  poor  Mary  Le  More. 

Away :  bring  the  ointment— O  God :  see  the  gashes : 

Alas  I  my  poor  brother,  come  dry  the  big  tear ! 
Aiion  we'll  have  vengeance  for  those  dreadful  lashes. 

Already  the  screech-owl  and  raven  appear ; 
By  day  the  green  grave  that  lies  under  the  willow. 

With  wild  flowers  I'll  strew,  and  by  night  make  my  pillow, 
'Till  the  ooze  and  dark  sea-weed  beneath  the  curled  billow, 

Shall  furnish  a  death-bed  for  Mary  Le  More." 

Thus  raved  the  poor  maniac,  in  tones  more  heart-rending. 

Than  sanity's  voice  ever  poured  on  my  ear ; 
When  lo !  on  the  waste,  and  on  the  march  towards  her  bending, 

A  troop  of  fierce  cavalry  chanced  to  appear ; 
"  Oh  !  the  fiends  ! "  she  exclaimed,  and  with  wild  horror  started. 

Then  through  the  tall  fern,  loudly  screaming,  she  darted  ; 
With  an  overcharged  bosom  I  slowly  departed. 

And  sighed  for  the  wroLgs  of  poor  Mary  Le  More. 

<   »•*    I  '  ^  ■■  y'^ 

THOU   HAST   WOUNDED   THE 
SPIRIT   THAT  LOVED   THEE. 
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Thou  hast  wounded  the  spirit  that  loved  thee, 

And  cherished  thine  image  for  years. 
Thou  has  taught  me,  at  last,  to  forget  thee. 

In  secret,  in  silence  and  tears; 
As  the  young  bird,  when  left  by  its  mother. 

Its  earliest  pinions  to  try, 
Round  the  nest  will  still  lingering  hover. 

Ere  its  trembling  wings  can  fly.    ,- 

Thus  we're  taught  in  this  cold  world,  to  smother 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  so  dear  ; 
Like  that  young  bird,  I'll  seek  to  discover 

A  home  of  anection  elsewhere; 
Though  this  heart  may  still  cling  to  the  fondly, 

Ad(1  dream  of  sweet  memories  past. 
Yet  hope,  like  the  rainbow  of  Summer, 

Gives  a  promisaof  Lethe,  at  last.  ~  '■ 


-.-#• 
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THE  OLD  PLAY-ORGUND. 
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Tin  sitting  to-day  in  the  old  play-grouad,  >       v    ; 

Where  you  and  I  liavesat  so  oft  together; 
I'm  thinking  of  the  joys  when  you  and  I  were  boys, 

lu  the  merry  days  now  gone,  John,  forever;  ."  . 

Twas  here  we  sat  in  the  merry  olden  time, 

And  we  dreamed  of  the  wild  world  before  us. 
And  our  visions  and  iiopes  of  the  coming  time, 

Were  as  bright  as  the  sun  which  siione  o'er  us. 

Chorus. 

I'm  sitting  to-day  in  the  old  play-ground. 
Where  you  and  I  have  sat  so  oft  togetlicr; 

I'm  thinking  of  the  joys  when  you  and  I  were  boj's. 
In  those  merry  days  now  gone,  John,  forever. 

O'er  this  threshold,  John,  we  passed  forlon. 

To  wander,  we  knew  not  where; 
The  heaven  we  thought  so  bright  was  o'ershadowed  by  night, 

And  the  pathway  lay  dark  and  drear; 
But  I'm  sitting  to-day  in  the  old  play-ground. 

Where  you  and  I  have  sat  so  oft  together, 
And  these  memories  wild  have  made  me  a  child. 

As  in  the  merry  days  now  gone,  John,  forever. — Chorus. 


LGVE    NOT. 
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Love  not!  love  not!  ye  hapless  sons  of  clay, 

Hope's  gayest  wreaths  are  made  of  earthly  flowers; 

Things  are  made  to  fade  and  fall  away. 
Ere  they  have  blossom'd  for  a  few  short  hours. 
Love  not!  love  not! 

Love  not!  love  not!  the  things  you  love  may  die,  ,        . 

May  perish  from  the  gay  and  gladsome  earth- 
The  silent  stars,  the  blue  and  smiling  sky,      l     f1 

Beams  on  its  grave,  as  once  upon  its  e«uiii.<'%vv  "v 
Love  not!  Love  not! 

Love  not!  love  not!  the  thing  you  love  may  change, 

The  rosy  lip  may  cease  to  smile  on  you; 
The  kindly  beaming  eye  grow  cold  and  strange, 

The  heart  still  warmly  beat,  yet  not  be  true.  -    . 

Love  not!  love  not! 

Love  not!  love  not!  0,  warning  vainly  said. 

In  present  hours,  as  in  years  gone  by; 
Love  sings  a  halo  'round  the  dear  one's  head, 

Faultless,  immortal,  till  they  change  or  die. 
Love  not!  love  not! 


WHAT  CAN  THE  MATTER  BE? 
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At  sixteen  years  old,  you  could  get  little  good  of  me, 
'Twas  then  I  saw  Noiah.  who  soon  understood  of  me; 
I  was  in  love — but  myself,  for  the  blood  of  me, 
Could  not  tell  what  I  did  ail.  ..  -  .    ,  ■  >. 

Chorus. 

'Twas  dear,  dear!  but  what  can  the  matter  be? 
Och!  botheration!  what  can  the  matter  be?  ,    "; 

Och!  gramachree!  what  can  the  matter  be?    •  -- . 
Bothered  from  head  to  the  tail.  '.  "• 

I  went  to  confess  me  to  Father  Flannigan, 
Told  him  my  case —made  an  end— then  began  again; 
Father,  says  I,  make  me  soon  my  own  man  again, 
If  j'ou  can  find  out  what  I  ail.  —  Choriin. 

Soon  I  fell  sick — I  did  bellow  and  curse  again, 
Norah  took  pity  to  see  me  at  nurse  again; 
Gave  me  a  kiss,  but  och!  that  made  nie  worse  again. 
Well  she  knew  what  I  did  ail.  —  C liarus. 

'Tis  long  ago,  now,  since  I  left  Tipperary — 
How  strange,  growing  older,  our  nature  should  vary; 
All  symptoms  are  gone  of  my  ancient  quau<lary, 
Yet  I  cannot  tell  now  what  I  ail.  — C/u^^-M*.  rj* 


LITTLE   MGHE. 
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As  I  went  out  walking  for  pleasure  one  day. 
For  slight  recreation  I  happened  to  stray; 
As  I  sat  amusing  myself  on  the  grass. 
Who  should  come  there  but  an  Indian  Inss. 
She  sat  down  beside  me  and  taking  my  hand. 
Said,  you  look  a  stranger,  not  one  of  this  land; 
But  if  you  will  follow,  you're  welcome  to  come. 
For  I  live  by  myself  in  a  snug  little  home. 

With  the  kindest  expression  she  bade  me  walk  in. 
And  treated  me  kindly  to  all  found  therein, 
She  said,  by  the  seaside  no  more  I'll  rove. 
Think  of  Little  Mohe  in  the  cocoanut  grove. 
The  last  time  I  saw  her,  her  bark  it  went  by. 
She  waving  her  hand,  and  then  slie  did  cry. 
Saying,  by  the  seaside  no  more  I'll  rove. 
Think  of  Little  Mohe  in  the  cocoanut  grove,     'ri;  • 


THE   CGAT   GF  OTHER  DAYS. 
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The  coat  of  other  daj-s  is  faded,  .        - 

And  all  its  beauties  past;  ;  • 

My  friends  no  longer  look  as  they  did,  ..V 

But  like  it  are  fading  fast. 

When  first  I  sported  it,  a  new  one,  .  • 

Its  buttons  threw  Sol's  rays— 

But  now  no  longer 'tis  a  new  one, 
'  The  coat  of  other  days.  - 

The  cuffs  and  collar  now  are  greasy, 

Not  a  bit  of  nap  is  there; 
'Twas  tight,  but  now  it  fits  me  easy, 

As  a  cheap  fit  at  Rag  Fair. 
The  verj^ velvet  on  the  collar,  .  •. 

Is  now  all  grease  and  frays; 
And  the  boys,  as  I  pass  by  them,  halloo: 
.,.-.-        "There's  a  coat  of  other  days!" 


Take  Back  Those  Gems  Yon  Gave  Me. 
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Take  back  those  gems  you  gave  mc, 

I  prized  them  but  for  thee; 
-         -•  Thou  art  changed,  and  tlicy  no  longer 

Possess  one  charm  for  me. 
Alas!  they  but  remind  me 

Of  bright  hopes  passed  away; 
Oh!  leave  me,  sad  remembrance, 

That  dream  of  yesterday! 
Thou  canst  not  call  me  faithless,        •  '    ■ 

For,  never  a  word  of  mine  • 

W.as  breathed  or  lightly  spoken; 
'  Say,  was  it  so  with  thine? 

•    And  yet  I'll  not  upbraid  thee;  '  ..: 

'        .  My  presence  shall  not  throw 

One  cloud  upon  thy  pathway. 

One  shadow  on  thy  brow. 
Go  mingle  with  the  thoughtless,  V^    v 

i     >  And  revel  with  the  gay.  ^ 

But  leave  me,  sad  remembrance,         '  J/ 

That  dream  of  yesterday!  ,    ;■ 

My  last  farewell  is  spoken.  :''■'■ 

„   .;;  One  word,  oh!  lingers  yet, 

.>"  /  ;-;  Although  my  voice  might  falter — 

,.  '     ;   -^/ •-,    My  heart  would  sny,  forget! 


-^^^^^mmmnm^^m^f^ 


^^^*L.mHtk^' 


Q-ood-Bye,  My  Honey,  I'm  Q-one. 

CopyriRht,  1885,  by  W.  A.  Evans  &  Bro. 
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MAN   THE   LIFE-BOAT. 
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Man  tlie  life-boat!  man  the  lift'-boiil! 
.  •  "  Help!  or  j'ou  ship  is  lost; 

Man  liie  life-boat!  man  the  life-bout! 

See  how  she's  tempest-to-ss'd. 
No  human  power  iii  siicii  au  hour. 

The  gallant  bark jcau  save: 
Her  mainmast's  goi^e,  and  hurryiug  ou, 

She  seeks  a  watery  grave.  ' 

Man  the  life-boat!  man  the  life-boat! 

See  the  dreadful  signal  tlies; 
Ha!  siie  has  struck,  and  from  the  rock 

Despairing  siiouts  arise. 
And  one  there  stands  and  wrings  his  hands, 

Amidst  the  tempest  wild; 
For  ou  the  beach  he  cannot  reach, 

He  sees  his  wife  and  child. 

Life-saving  ark!  yon  doomed  bark 
Immortal  souls  dotii  bear; 
..    Not  gems,  nor  gold,  nor  wealth  untoKl, 
But  men,  brave  men,  are  there! 
Oh.  speed  the  life-boat,  speed  the  life-boat, 
CM  1,  God!  tiielr  efforts  crown! 
.    ,  She  daslies  ou— thejsliip  is  gone 

Full  forty  fathou^s  down. 
■    '  '  I  - 

Ah,  see!  the  crew  ii^e  struggling  now, 

Amidst  the  billo\ts  roar; 
They're  in  the  boat,  they're  all  afloat, 
^  Hurrah!  they've  gain'd  tiie  shore. 

Bless  the  life- boat,  bless  the  life-boat. 

Oh,  thoult  hear  our  prayer! 
Bless  the  life-boat,  bless  the  life-boat! 
No  louger  we'll  despair. 


on 


i 
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GAL  WITH  THE  TERRIBLE  FEET. 


Written  and  sCiuk  by  Sam  Devere. 


Her  name  was  Maria  Jane  Wl 
jed  iu  one  of  lier  lev 


^ 


f 


''liittaker  Gibbs, 

Bow-legged  iu  one  of  lierleyes; 
With  a  flst  like  a  ham,  she  Qould  flght  like  a  Turk, 

Warm  any  old  gal  of  her  ^.ize. 
A  terrible  crowd  always  followed  her  beets, 

Where'ver  she  went  on  llib  street; 
You'd  swear  'twas  an  eartlKJiiake  had  tackled  the  earth. 

Whenever  she  moved  her  < big  feet. 

Cj^ORUS. 

All  the  bad  little  boys,  liofw  they'd  whistle  and  yell. 

Whenever  she  went  on  jhe  street; 
And  all  the  Dutch  shoemakers  mopies  would  bark, 

At  the  gal  with  the  terrible  feet. 

r 

It  took  a  bull's  hide  for  to  make  her  a  shoe. 

And  she'd  pick  her  big  teeth  with  the  horns; 
Had  a  bunion  as  l»ig  as  giu  head  on  each  foot, 

And  some  cracking,  big,  ^)eauliful  corns; 
And  wljen  she  got  ma<l,  lien  big  ears  they  got  blue. 

And  her  nose  turned  as  rcid  as  a  beat; 
She  could  kick  a  big  hole  through  the  side  of  a  house, 

This  gal  with  the  terrible  feel. — Chorus. 

One  day  she  stepped  on  a  biill  terrier  pup, 

Wheu  she  raised  there  was  nothing  beneath; 
And  once,  when  a  little  girl  going  to  school. 

She  kicked  out  an  Elephant's  teeth; 
And  if  any  poor  fellow  siiould  make  her  a  call. 

He'd  find  it  liard  getting  away; 
For  she'd  put  her  big  fool  on  the  top  Oi  his  back, 

And  lord  how  she'd  press  him  to  stay— C /«»'««. 


I 


— Mr.  Bergh,  the  S.  P.  C.  A.  man.  says  it  is  cruelty  to  animals 
to  catch  fish  with  a  hook.  There  wouldn't  be  much  fun  in  fish- 
ing if  a  mau  had  to  dive  under  water  and  hold  chloroform  to  a 
fish's  nose  until  it  became  nnronscious.  and  then  hit  it  on  the 
head  with  a  hammer.— ^(?m»toM;n  Herald. 


1  had  a  ffirl,  and  her  name  was  Isabella, 
She  ran  away  with  another  colored  feller. 
And  my  load  wa.s  all  de  .>«tron>fer. 
And  I  couldn't  stay  no  louKer ; 
Oood-bye,  my  honey.  I'm  Kune. 

Cborus. 

Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  (fone, 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  Kone ; 
And  she  Rave  it  to  me  stronger, 
And  I  couldn't  stay  no  longer ;  •     ,  - 

Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  goue. 

One  day  in  de  middle  of  de  month  ob  Januyear, 
I  rolled  my  dearie  in  my  arms  for  to  soothe  her 
But  her  heart  was  with  another,  •   ' 

And  she  wouldn't  let  me  love  her ; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  Kone.  ' 

:    Chorus. 

Qood-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  ffone. 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone ; 
And  her  heart  was  with  another. 
And  she  wouldn't  let  me  love  her ; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 

I  thought  dis  girl  was  de  nicest  little  daisr, 
'Till  a  dude  came  along  from  de  roller  rink  so  orazy ; 
And  I  holU^red  for  a  copper. 
But  he  said,  he  couldn't  stop  her ;  '. 

Goo<i-bye,  my  honey.  I'm  gcme. 

Chorus. 

Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 
Good-bye,  my  honey.  I'm  gone ; 
And  I  hollered  for  a  copper. 
But  he  .said,  he  couldn't  stop  her; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 

I  had  a  girl  and  she  was  a  little  lily, 
Freddv  came  along  and  knocked  her  very  silly ; 
And  I  tiollered  for  a  copper, 
Kut  he  wouldn't  run  to  stop  her ; 
Good-bye.  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 

Chorus. 

Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone ;  .       - 

And  I  hollered  for  a  copper. 
But  he  wouhi n't  run  to  stop  her; 
Good-bye,  my  Ijoney,  I'm  gone. 

I  forgot  for  to  tell  you  her  name  was  Mary  Walker, 
she  wore  de  pants  till  she  couldn't  wear 'em  sliorter; 
And  I  iioUered  for  a  copper, 
But  h«  said,  he  couldn't  stop  her; 
Good-bye,  my  honey.  I'm  gone. 

Chorus. 

Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 
Good-bye.  my  honey,  I'm  gone ; 
And  I  hollered  for  a  copper. 
But  he  said,  he  couldn't  stop  her ; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 

This  funny  little  girl  was  a  dandy  little  runner. 
Her  name  was  Belva  Lockwood,  but  the  White  Hon^e  was  a  stunner. 
And  I  hollered  for  a  copper. 

But  he  said,  he  couldn't  stop  her;  .    . 

G<»od-bye.  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 

Chorus. 

Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone ; 
And  I  hollered  for  a  copper. 
But  he  said,  he  <-ouldn't  stop  her; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 

I  know  a  man  and  he  tried  to  coin  a  dollar. 
His  name  is  Uncle  Sam.  and  he  ought  to  get  a  collar. 
For  it  wasn't  worth  a  dollar, 
And  the  ninety  cents  was  holler ; 
Good-bye,  my  children,  I'm  done. 

Chorus. 

Good-bye,  my  children,  I'm  done. 
Good-bye,  my  children,  I'm  done  ; 
For  it  wasn't  worth  a  dollar. 
And  ninety  cents  was  holler ; 
Good-bye,  my  children,  I'm  done. 


— The  reason  we  are  protid  of  Summer,  is  because  pride  goes 
before  a  fall  — -y<»»r  Tm-k  News. 


.f. 


;-»■, 


^?l 


"•iSi^ 


-«S.'-3r-<#i*  "".  "'"yf^M'     ^>": .-  •  '--'  -^«^V^ff^^'''  ■''''^'^^''^'■''^i?'***'"^'^-'*'^^ 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.   9. 


THE    DYING   GIRL'S   MESSAGE.    '     I  Stood  on  the  Bridge  at  Midnight. 


Copyright,  1885,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


T)ie  Slieet  Music  of  this  beautiful  Ballad  can  be  had  at  anv  Husiu  Store  in  tho 

United  States  and  Canada— price  40  cents,  or  will  be  sent  ro  any 

address,  on  receipt  of  price,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman, 

50  Chatham  Street,  New  York  City. 


j  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sons  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  uu 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Weliman.  l^  O.  Hox  \S£i.  New  V<>rk  «'ity. 
I  Send  for  my  complete  Catalogue  of  Engliiuli  and  Uerman  Sotiirs. 


Raise  the  window  higher,  mother,  air  can  never  harm  me  now. 
Let  the  breeze  blow  in  upon  me,  it  will  cool  my  fevered  brow ; 
Soon  death's  struggles  will  be  over,  soon  be  stiU'd  this  aching  heart. 
Itiit  ( liave  a  dying  message  I  would  give  before  we  part : 
I-ay  my  head  upon  your  bosom,  fold  me  closer,  mother,  dear, 
Willie  I  breathe  a  name  long  silent,  in  thy  fond  and  loving  ear ; 
MotJier,  there  Is  one— you  know  him— oh,  I  cannot  speak  his  name. 
You  remember  how  he  sought  me,  how  with  loving  words  he  came. 

How  he  gained  my  young  affection,  vowing  in  most  tender  tone 
That  he  would  forever  guard  me,  were  my  heart  but  his  alone  ; 
You  remember  how  I  trusted,  how  my  thoughts  were  all  of  him— 
Draw  the  curtain  higher,  mother,  for  the  light  is  growing  dim,        r    , 
Need  I  tell  you  how  he  left  me,  coldly  putting  me  aside. 
How  he  wooed  and  won  another,  and  now  claims  her  as  his  bride? 
Life  has  been  a  weary  burden  since  those  hours  of  deepest  woe- 
Wipe  these  cold  drops  from  my  forehead,  they  are  death  marks  well  1  know. 

QIadly  I  obey  the  stimmons  to  a  bright  and  better  land. 

Where  no  hearts  are  won  and  broken,  but  all  form  a  happy  band  ; 

Do  not  chide  him,  mother,  darling,  though  ray  form  you  see  no  more  ; 

Grieve  not,  think  me  only  waiting  for  you  on  the  other  shore. 

Do  not  cliide  him,  mother,  darling,  though  you  miss  me  from  your  side. 

I  forgive  him,  and  I  wish  him  joy  with  her  so  soon  his  bride ; 

Take  this  ring  from  off  my  finger,  where  he  placed  it  long  asro, 

fJive  it  to  him  with  a  bleassing,  that  in  dying  I  bestow. 

Tell  lilm  tliat  it  is  a  token  of  forgiveness  and  of  peace- 
Hark  !  I  liear  his  voice,  it  passeth  ;  will  those  watching  never  cease? 
Hark !  I  hear  his  footsteps  coming— no,  'tis  but  the  rustling  trees ; 
Strange  liow  my  disordered  fancy  caught  his  footfall  on  tiie  brppze. 
I  am  cold  now,  close  the  window,  fold  me  closer— kiss  nie,  too  ; 
.Joy  1  what  means  that  burst  of  music  ?  'tis  the  Savlour'.s  voice,  I  know ; 
f^ee  Him  waiting  to  receive  me !  oh.  how  great  a  bliss  to  die- 
Mother,  meet  your  child  in  heaven,  one  more  kiss,  and  then- good-bye. 


DANDY    PAT 


I  stood  on  the  bridge  at  luidnight. 

As  the  clocks  were  striking  the  hour. 
And  the  moou  rose  o'er  the  city, 

Behind  the  dard  church-tower;      -' 
And,  like  the  waters  rushing 

Among  the  woodeu  piers. 
A  flood  of  thoughts  caine  o'er  me,  ■'  ' 

That  filled  uiy  eyes  with  tears^  ; 
How  often,  oh!  how  often, 

lu  the  days  that  liad  gone  by. 
I  had  stood  on  that  bridge  at  midnight, 

And  gazed  ou  that  wave  aud  sky! 
How  often,  oh!  how  often, 

In  the  days  that  had  gone  by. 
I  had  stood  on  tliat  bridge  at  midnight, 

And  gazed  on  that  wave  and  sky! 
How  often,  oh!  how  often. 

I  had  wished  that  that  ebbing  tide 
Would  bear  me  away  on  its  bosom, 

O'er  the  ocean  wild  and  wide! 

For  my  heatt  was  hot  and  restless. 

And  my  life  was  full  of  care; 
And  the  burden  laid  upon  me 

Seemed  greater  than  I  could  bear; 
But  now  it  has  fallen  from  me — 

It  is  buried  in  tiie  sea, 
.And  only  the  sorrow  of  others    . 

Tlirows  its  sliadow  over  me;  ■      .- 

Yet,  whenever  I  cross  the  river, 

On  its  bridge  with  woodeu  piers, 
Like  the  odor  of  brine  from  the  ocean, 

Comes  the  thotigiits  of  other  years; 
And  for  ever  and  for  ever. 

As  long  as  the  river  flows. 
As  long  as  the  heart  has  piissions,  ,, 

As  long  as  life  lias  woes. 
The  moon  and  its  broken  reflection, 

Aud  its  shadows  shall  appear 
As  the  symbol  of  love  in  heaven, 

An<l  its  wavering  image  here. 
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I'm  the  boy  called  Dandy  Pat, 

I  was  born  in  the  town  of  Ballina,    . 

Dandy  Pat  10; 
I  coorted  one  Miss  Kitty  Maloy,      A 
She  sed  I  was  the  broth  of  a  ])oy,     " 

Dandy  Pat  10. 

Chorus.    , 

I'm  Dandy  Pat  I  O, 

I'm  Dandy  Pat  10, 

From  Magiierafat  to  Bellinafat, 

There's  none  come  up  to  Datidy  Pat.      • 

My  leg  and  foot  is  iiate  aud  trim. 
The  girls  all  say,  just  look  at  him. 

Dandy  Pat  10; 
My  stick  is  made  of  good  black  thorn, 
I'm  the  funniest  fellow  that  ever  was  born. 

Dandy  Pat  I  O.—Chwnis. 

My  coat  is  made  of  Irish  frieze. 
The  devil  a  one  can  take  the  prize 

From  Dandy  Pat  10;  i^    V 

My  hat  is  made  of  Irish  felt, 
The  hearts  of  all  the  girls  1  melt, 

I'm  Pat  the  Dandy  O.  — Chorus. 

I  took  a  walk  to  the  Central  Park, 
A  charming  lady  made  the  remark, 

Pat  the  Dandy  O;  .      ^ 

She  axed  me  home  to  take  some  tay. 
She  said  she'd  never  go  away 

From  Pat  the  Dandy  O.—Charus.- 


We  Are  Out  on  the  Ocean  Sailing. 
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Giisi.s — We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing,  '  "         ,; 

Homeward  bound  we  sweetly  glide.  . 

'  Boys — We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing. 

To  a  home  beyond  the  tide.  •, 

■  ■■■   ■"   ':-^.-    ••       Chorus.-.'       .   ■''    .  -.:  -' 

All  the  storms  will  soon  be  over,  \  .; 

Then  we'll  anchor  in  the  harbor;  '. 

We  are  out  ou  the  ocean  .sailing,  '    ■'.. 

To  a  home  beyond  the  tide;  >       .;■.:.;    , 
We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing,  "  /   " 

To  a  home  beyond  the  tide.  ■  ; , 

GiuLs — Millions  now  are  safely  landed      .■■.  -   -        •■  . 
Over  on  the  golden  shore.  j/ 

Boys — Millions  more  are  on  their  journey, 
.  Yet  there's  room  for  millions  more. 

All  the  storms  will  soon  be  over,  &c. 

GiiiLS — Spreail  your  sails,  while  heavenly  breezes 

Gently  waft  our  vessel  on. 
Boys — All  on  board  are  sweetly  singing: 
Free  salvation  is  our  song. 

All  the  storms  will  soon  be  over,  &c. 

"Girls— When  we  all  are  safely  anchored. 

We  will  shout:  "Our  trial's  o'er!"     ,     . 
A  Boys — We  •will  walk  about  the  city. 
.    ;.  And  we'll  sing  for  evermore: 

All  the  storms  will  soon  be  over,  &c. 
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MAN   THE   LIFE-BOAT. 
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Man  tlie  life-boat!  Innn  the  life-bojit! 
i  Help!  or  you  ship  is  lost; 

I,  Man  llic  life-boat!  man  tlie  life-boat! 

See  liow  slie'ateriipest-toss'd. 
:,  No  human  power  ill  such  au  hour, 

-  The  gallant  barkcau  save; 

Her  maiiunast'd  gofte,  and  hurryiuij  ou,       ' 
She  seeks  a  watery  grave. 

Man  the  life-boat!  inan  the  life-boat! 

See  the  dreadful  Signal  flies; 
Ha!  she  has  struck!,  and  from  the  rock 
; .  ^    ,.  Despairing  shouts  arise. 

And  one  there  stands  and  wrings  his  hands, 

Amidst  tiie  tempest  wiUl; 
For  on  the  beach  lie  cimnot  reach, 

He  sees  his  wife  aud  child. 

Life-saving  ark!  yan  doomed  bark 

Immortal  souls  doth  bear; 
Not  gems,  nor  goldj,  nor  wealth  iintoM, 

But  men,  brave  iticn,  are  there! 
Oh,  speed  the  life-boat,  speed  the  life-l>oat, 
;  Oil,  God!  their  efforts  crown! 

She  dasiies  on— the  ship  is  gone 

Full  forty  fathoujis  down. 

';■..'■  \ 

Ah,  see!  the  crew  are  struggling  now, 

Amidst  the  billo\i's  roar; 
They're  in  the  boati  they're  all  afloat. 

Hurrah!  they've  feain'd  the  shore. 
Bless  the  life- boat,  bless  the  life-boat. 

Oh,  thoult  hear  our  prayer! 
Bless  the  life-boat,  bless  the  life-boat! 

No  longer  we'll  despair. 


I 


Q-ood-Bye,  My  Honey,  I'm  Q-one. 


G-AL  WITH  THIj  TERRIBLE  FEET. 

Written  and  sixntf  by  Sam  Devere. 

— i 

Her  name  was  Maria  Jane  Whittaker  Gibbs, 

Bow-legged  in  one  of  lierieyes; 
With  a  fist  like  a  ham,  she  (^ould  flght  like  a  Turk, 

Warm  any  old  gal  of  her  teize. 
A  terrible  crowd  always  followed  her  beefs, 

Where'ver  she  went  on  lliie  street; 
You'd  swear  'twas  an  eartlniuake  had  tackled  the  earth, 

Whenever  she  moved  herfbig  feet. 

CpORUS. 

All  the  bad  little  boys,  hojw  they'd  whistle  and  yell, 

Whenever  she  went  on  jthe  street; 
And  all  the  Dutch  shoemakers  mopies  would  bark, 

At  the  gal  with  the  terrible  feet. 

It  took  a  bull's  hide  for  to  ijiake  her  a  shoe, 

And  she'd  pick  her  big  teeth  with  the  horns; 
Had  a  bunion  as  big  as  giu  head  on  eacii  foot, 

And  some  cracking,  big.  peautiful  corns; 
And  when  she  got  mad,  hei!  big  ears  they  got  blue. 

And  her  nose  turned  as  rtjd  as  a  beat;' 
She  could  kick  a  big  hole  through  the  side  of  a  house, 

This  gal  with  the  terrible jfeet.  —  Uhoiiia. 

One  day  she  stepped  on  a  boll  terrier  pup, 

Wiieu  she  raiseil  there  wiis  nothing  beneath; 
And  once,  when  a  little  girli going  to  school. 

She  kicked  out  an  Elephajnt's  teeth; 
Aud  if  any  poor  fellow  shoilld  make  her  a  call, 

He'd  find  it  iiard  getting  away; 
For  she'd  put  her  big  foot  cjn  the  top  ol  his  back. 

And  lord  how  she'd  press  him  to  stay— CAorM*.     ! 


— Mr.  Bergh,  the  S.  P.  C.  Ai  man,  says  it  is  cruelty  to  animals 
to  catch  fish  with  a  hook.  TJiere  wouldn't  be  much  fun  in  fish- 
ing if  a  man  had  to  dive  unde^  water  and  hold  chloroform  to  a 
flsh'a  nose  until  it  became  urtconscious.  and  then  hit  it  on  the 
head  with  a  hammer. — Norrisloicn  Herald. 


CopyriKlit,  1885,  by  W.  A.  Evans  &  Bro 
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1  had  a  frirl,  and  her  name  was  Isabella, 
She  ran  away  wttli  another  colored  foUer, 
And  my  load  wa.s  all  de  .•"troncer,  /' 

And  I  couldn't  stay  no  longer ;  v 

Oood-bye,  my  honey.  I'm  Kone.         ,,      .:    , 

Chorus. 

Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  (rone,   ■ 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  Kone ; 
And  she  Kave  it  to  ino  strouKer, 
And  I  couldn't  stay  no  longer ; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  goue. 

One  day  in  de  middle  of  de  month  ob  Januyear, 
I  rolled  my  dearie  in  my  arms  for  to  soothe  her 
But  her  heart  was  with  another, 
And  she  wouldn't  let  me  love  her; 

Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'mRone. 

Chorus.  '. 

Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  jfone, 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  Kone ; 
And  her  heart  was  with  another,  .    '  ,  ' 

And  she  wouldn't  let  me  love  her ; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 

I  thou(;ht  dis  Rirl  was  de  nicest  little  daisy, 
'Till  a  dude  came aloii>r  from  de  roller  rink  so  crazy ; 
Aud  I  hollered  for  a  copper, 
But  he  said,  he  couldn't  stop  her; 
Gt>o<l-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 

Chorus. 

Goodbye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 
Good-bye,  my  honey.  I'm  gone ; 
And  I  hollered  for  a  copper. 
But  he  said,  he  couldn't  stop  her ; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 

I  had  a  girl  and  she  was  a  little  lily, 
Freddy  came  along  and  knocked  her  very  silly ; 
And  I  hollered  for  a  copper, 
liut  tie  wouldn't  run  to  stop  her ; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 

Chorus.  '  .  _ 

Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone ; 
And  I  hollered  for  a  copper,  '    . 

But  he  wouldn't  run  to  stop  her; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 

I  forgot  for  to  tell  you  her  name  was  Mary  Walker, 
She  wore  de  pants  till  she  couldn't  wear 'em  shorter; 
.\t\(\  I  hollered  for  a  copper, 
But  liM  said,  he  couldn't  .stop  her ; 
Good-bye,  my  honey.  I'm  gone. 

Chorus.  '.  / 

Good-bye,  my  lioney.  I'm  gone, 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  jTone  ; 
And  I  hollered  for  a  copper. 
But  he  said,  he  couldn't  stop  her; 
Good-bye,  my  lioney,  I'm  gone. 

This  funny  littl«  girl  was  a  dandy  little  runner. 
Her  name  was  Beiva  Lockwood,  but  the  White  Hon«e  was  a  stunner. 
And  I  hollered  for  a  copper. 
But  lie  said,  he  couldn't  stop  her; 
(}ood-byf.  my  honey,  I'm  gone.  ,        • 

Chorus. 

Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone;    ' 
And  I  hollered  for  a  copper. 
But  he  said,  he  couldn't  stop  her ; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone. 

I  know  a  man  and  he  tried  to  coin  a  dollar. 
His  name  is  Uncle  Sam.  and  he  ought  to  get  a  collar, 
For  it  wasn't  worth  a  dollar. 
And  the  ninety  cents  was  holler  ; 
Good-bye,  my  children,  I'm  done. 

Chorus. 


:1 


Good-bye,  my  children,  I'm  done. 
Good-bye,  my  children.  I'm  done  ; 
For  it  wasn't  worth  a  dollar. 
And  ninety  cents  was  holler ; 
Good-bye,  my  children,  I'm  done 


— The  reason  we  are  proud  of  Summer,  is  because  pride  goes 
before  a  fall — Neir  Ym'k  News. 
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Raise  the  window  higher,  mother,  air  can  never  harm  me  now. 
Let  the  breeze  blow  in  upon  me,  it  will  cool  my  fevered  brow ; 
Soon  death's  struggles  will  be  over,  soon  be  stlU'd  this  aching  heart, 
Ihit  I  have  a  dying  message  I  would  give  before  we  part : 
I^y  my  head  upon  your  bosom,  fold  me  closer,  mother,  dear, 
While  I  breathe  a  name  long  silent,  in  thy  fond  and  loving  ear ; 
Mother,  there  is  one — you  know  him— oh,  I  cannot  speak  his  name. 
You  remember  how  he  sought  me,  how  with  loving  words  he  came. 

How  he  gained  my  young  affection,  vowing  in  most  tender  tone 
That  he  would  forever  guard  me,  were  my  heart  but  his  alone  ; 
You  remember  how  I  trusted,  how  my  thoughts  were  all  of  him— 
Draw  the  curtain  higher,  mother,  for  the  light  is  growing  dim. 
Need  I  tell  you  how  he  left  me,  coldly  putting  me  aside. 
How  he  wooed  and  won  another,  and  now  claims  her  as  his  bride? 
Life  has  been  a  weary  burden  since  those  hours  of  deepest  woe- 
Wipe  these  cold  drops  from  my  forehead,  tUey  are  death  m;i  iks  well  I  know. 

Gladly  I  obey  the  summons  to  a  bright  and  better  laud, 

Where  no  hearts  are  won  and  broken,  but  all  form  a  happy  band  ; 

Do  not  chide  him,  mother,  darling,  though  ray  form  you  see  no  more ; 

Grieve  not,  think  me  only  wait'ng  for  you  on  the  other  shore. 

Do  not  chide  him,  mother,  darling,  though  you  miss  me  from  your  side, 

I  forgive  htm,  and  I  wish  hiin  joy  with  her  so  soon  his  bride ; 

Take  this  ring  from  off  my  finger,  where  he  placed  it  long  ago, 

fiive  it  to  him  with  a  bieassing,  that  in  dying  I  bestow. 

Tell  him  that  it  is  a  token  of  forgiveness  and  of  peace— 
ILirk :  I  hear  his  voice,  it  passeth ;  will  those  watching  never  cease? 
Hark !  I  hear  his  footsteps  coming— no,  'tis  but  the  rustling  trees ; 
strange  how  my  disordered  fancy  caught  his  footfall  on  tiie  br^^eze. 
I  am  cold  now,  close  the  window,  fold  me  closer— kiss  me,  too  ; 
.!oy  !  what  means  that  burst  of  music?  'tis  the  Saviour's  voice,  I  know ; 
See  Him  waiting  to  receive  me  !  oh,  how  great  a  bliss  to  die- 
Mother,  meet  your  child  in  heaven,  one  more  kiss,  and  then— good-l)ye. 


DANDY    PAT 
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I  stooii  on  tlie  bridge  at  niidiiiglit. 

As  the  clocks  were  striking  the  hour, 
And  tiic  inoou  rose  o'er  the  city. 

Behind  the  dard  church-tower; 
And,  like  the  waters  rushing     .     ,. 

Among  the  wooden  piers.  ,   ' 

A  flood  of  thoughts  ca«ie  o'er  me, 

Tliat  filled  my  eyes  with  tears — 
How  often,  oh!  how  often,         .    \ 

In  the  days  that  had  gone  by, 
I  had  stood  on  tiiat  bridge  at  midnight, 

And  gazed  on  that  wave  and  sky! 
How  often,  oh!  how  often. 

In  the  days  that  had  gone  by, 
I  had  stood  on  tliat  bridge  at  midnight, 

And  gazed  on  that  wave  and  sky! 
How  often,  oh!  how  often. 

I  had  wished  that  that  ebbing  tide 
Would  bear  me  away  on  its  bosom, 

O'er  the  ocean  wild  and  wide! 

For  my  heart  was  hot  and  restless, 

And  my  life  was  full  of  care;  " 

And  the  burden  laid  upon  me 

Seemed  greater  than  I  could  l)ear; 
But  now  it  has  fallen  from  me — 

It  is  buried  in  the  sea,  ■' 

And  only  the  sorrow  of  others         ''    ;.    ■ 

Throws  its  shadow  over  me; 
Yet,  whenever  I  cross  the  river, 

On  its  bridge  with  wooden  piers, 
Like  the  odor  of  brine  from  the  ocean,  ,' 

Comes  the  thoughts  of  other  years; 
And  for  ever  and  for  ever. 

As  long  as  the  river  flows, 
As  long  as  the  heart  lias  passions,  -• 

As  long  as  life  has  woes, 
The  moon  and  its  broken  refl<>ction, 

And  its  shadows  shall  appear 
As  the  symbol  of  love  in  heaven. 

And  its  wavering  image  here. 


I'm  the  boy  called  Dandy  Pat,        ! 
I  was  born  in  the  town  of  Balliuu,   ; 

Dandy  Pat  10; 
I  coorted  one  Miss  Kitty  Maloy, 
She  sed  I  was  the  broth  of  a  i)oy, 

Dandy  Pat  I  O. 

Chorus.    ;,■;•'■      .';  ■  ^"  ■'.. 

I'm  Dandy  Pat  I  O.  v 

I'm  Dandy  Pat  I  O, 
From  Magherafat  to  Bellinafat, 
There's  none  come  up  to  Dandy  Pat. 

My  leg  and  foot  is  nate  and  trim. 
The  girls  all  say,  just  look  at  liim. 

Dandy  Pat  10; 
My  stick  is  made  of  good  black  thorn, 
I'm  the  funniest  fellow  that  ever  was  born. 

Dandy  Pat  I  O.—Chcmis. 

My  coat  is  made  of  Irish  frieze. 

The  devil  a  one  can  take  the  prize     • " 

From  Dandy  Pat  I  O;  ' 

My  hat  is  made  of  Irish  felt. 
The  hearts  of  all  the  girls  I  melt, 

I'm  Pat  the  Dandy  O.  —  Chortm. 

I  took  a  walk  to  the  Central  Park, 
A  charming  lady  made  the  remark, . 

Pat  the  Dandy  O; 
She  axed  me  home  to  take  some  tay. 
She  said  she'd  never  go  away 

From  Pat  the  Dandy  O.— Chorus.— ^^ 


We  Are  Out  on  the  Ocean  Sailing. 
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GiKLS — We  are  oiu  on  tlie  ocean  sailing. 

Homeward  bound  we  sweetly  glide.     '     ,v 
Boys — We  are  out  ou  the  ocean  sailing,  ;^ 

To  a  home  beyond  the  tide.       ;  .^      - 

Chouus.  ■-   '  ; 

All  the  storms  will  soon  be  over,  ^ 

Then  we'll  anchor  in  the  harbor; 
We  are  out  on  the  ocean  .sailing. 

To  a  home  beyond  the  tide; 
We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing,     ,. 

To  a  home  bc3'ond  the  tide. 

GiiiLs — Millions  now  4re  safely  landed 
Over  on  the  golden  shore. 
Boys — Millions  more  are  on  their  journey,  ■    '■ 

Yet  there's  room  for  millions  tiiore. 

All  the  storms  will  soon  l>e  over,  &c. 

GiULS— Spread  your  sails,  while  heavenly  breezes 

Gently  waft  our  vessel  on. 
Boys — All  on  board  are  sweetly  singing: 

Free  salvation  is  our  song. 
c.  -.  All  the  storms  will  soon  be  over,  &c. 

GiULS — When  we  all  are  safely  anchored. 

We  will  shout:  "  Our  trial's  o'er!"     •. 
".Boys — We  will  walk  about  the  cily, 
,,  : :  And  we'll  sing  for  evermore: 

All  the  storms  will  soon  be  over,  &c. 


■-•'f' 


^'^^iiM^it^Ml^\im^.Wf^ 
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If  3'()u"ll  listciii  awhile,  111  sing  you  a  son.!; 

AI)out  lliis  '•glorious  laml  ofltiie  free." 
And  the  "  differuuce"  I'll  showi'twixt  the  rich  and  the  poor, 

lu  a  ■■  trial  by  jury."  you  see*— 
If  you've  plenty  of    '  stamps,"  you  can  hold, up  your  head. 

And  walk  out  from  your  owi|  prison  door; 
Hut  they'll  hang  you  up  high,  Ef  you've  no  friends  or  gold — 

Let  the  "  rich  "  go.  but  hang, up  the  poor! 
In  the  trials  for  murder  we've  liad  uow-a-days, 

Tiie  rich  ones  get  off  swift  add  sure, 
While  they've  thousands  to  pay  to  tlie  jury  ami  Judge, 

You  can  bet  they'll  go  back  i^u  the  poor! 

Let  me  speak  of  a  man  who's  ubw  dead  in  his  grave — 

A  good  man  as  ever  was  bori — 
Jim  Fisk  he  was  called,  ami  hif  money  he  gave 

To  the  outcjist,  the  poor  and  J  forlorn; 
We  all  know  he  loved  both  wo)nen  and  wine. 

Hut  his  heart  it  was  right  I  a^n  sure; 
Though  he  lived  like  a   •  Priuct  "  in  a  palace  so  flue, 

Yet  he  never  went  back  on  tlie  poor! 
If  a  mau  was  in  trouble.  Fi.sk  helped  him  along 

'I'o  drive  the    "  <;rim  wolf  frium  the  door; 
lie  strove  to  do  right,  though  lie  may  have  done  wrong, 

But  he  never  went  Uack  ou  tjie  poor! 

i 
Jim  Fisk  was  a  man  who  worei"  his  heart  ou  his  sleeve,  " 

No  matter  what  people  wotilil  say; 
And  he  did  all  his  deeds  (both  ihe  good  and  the  bad) 

In  the  broad  open  liuht  of  thjt;  da)'. 
With  his  grand    "  six-in-hand,"  Ion  the  beach  at  Long  Hranch, 

lie  cut  a  ■■  big  dash,  "  to  be  sure. 
But  "Chicago's  great  tire"  sho|wed  the  world  that  Jim  Fisk, 

With  his  ■'  wealth,  "  still  remfcmbered  the  poor! 
When  the  telegram  c;ime  that  the  homeless,  that  night, 

Were  starving  to  death,  slow  but  sure, 
lli.s,  'Lightning  Expre.sN,"  maiiued  by  noble  Jim  Fisk, 

Flew  to  feed  all  lier  hungry  sfud  poor! 

Now,  what  do  you  think  of  thi|s  "  trial "  of  Stokes, 

Who  murderetl  this  friend  of  the  poor? 
When  such  men  gel  free,  is  thtjre  any  one  .safe 

If  they  step  from  outside  their  own  door'i^ 
Is  ^liere  one  law  fi>r  the  poor,  and  one  for  the  rich?    * 

It  seems  so — at  least  so  I  sayf— 
If  they  hung  up  the  jioor,  why— damn  it — the  rich 

Ought  to  swing  up  the  very  same  way! 
Don't  siiow  any  favor  to  frienti  or  to  foe, 

The  beggar  or  prince  at  his  door; 
The  big  millionaire  you  must  hang  up  also. 

But  never  go  back  on  the  poior! 

Oh!  shame  on  this  "laud  of  the  free  and  brave," 

When  such  >ights  as  tliis  meet  our  eye! 
The  poor  in  their  prisons  an;  treated  like  .slaves, 

While  the  rieli  in  their  cells  they  live  hinli. 
A  poor  devil,  "crazy  with  driidv,"  they  will  hang 

For  a  murder  he  didn't  inteijd; 
But  a  wealthy  assassin,  with  "political  friends," 

Gets  off.  for  he's  money  to  spend! 
Hut  if  thiuiis  go  on  this  way,  \je'll  .stand  it  no  more. 

The  people  will  rise  up  in  blends; 
A  Vigilance  Committee  we'll  ijai.'<e  on  our  shore, 

And  take  the  law  in  our  owp  hands! 


-f 


?' 


—  An  old  baclielor  wants  to 
uantity  tiiat  takes  a  premium 
'rateler. 


know  if  it's  squallity  or  if  it's 
at  the  baby  show.— Merchant 


— Out  West,  when  a  girl  wanff  her  male  admirer  to  go  home, 
she  takes  down  her  back  hair;  !when  she  wants  him  to  stay  at 
home,  she  takes  out  her  teeth. — L'incinivUi  SfitunUiy  Night. 


— James  Gord<m  Beanett  weiirs  nine  diamond  rings.  He 
would  wear  more,  but  one  fingei;  was  disabled  during  the  war  by 
tli<'  premature  discharge  of  a  ciuimpagne  cork.  He  huM  applied 
for  a  pension  for  the  disability. -f-PccA'a  Sun. 
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Oh !  shan't  I  be  delighted  Just  when  Sunday  comes,  I  know, 
I  wish  it  would  make  haste  and  come,  but 'tis  so  precious  slow ; 
No  doubt  you  will  desire  to  know  what  it's  really  all  about  ? 
The  fact  is  that :  Next  Sunday  is  my  Susau'a  Sunda]*  out. 

Chorus. 

Oh :  Gemini,  crikey,  blow  me  tight !  I  always  dance  and  shout ; 
It  fills  my  heart  with  Rreat  delight,  when  it's  Susan's  Sunday  out. 

My  Susan  is  a  kitchen-maid,  and  lives  in  Washington  Square, 
She's  eyes  like  sloes,  a  turn-up  nose,  and  carroty  head  of  hair ; 
She's  often  taken  for  a  queen,  as  with  me  she  walks  about. 
And  I  always  feel  so  happy,  when  it's  Su.san's  Sunday  out. 

Oh !  Gemini,  crikey,  blow  me  tight,  <ftc. 

She  must  have  lots  of  perquisities,  for,  she  brings  me  lots  of  meat, 
Tho'  sometimes  In  the  Summer  time,  they  isn't  over  sweet ; 
.»ihe  keeps  me  well  in  pannum.  that's  wiiat  makes  me  look  so  stout. 
And  don't  I  just  blow  out  my  kite  on  Susan's  Sunday  out. 

Oh !  Gemini,  crikey,  blow  me  tight,  Ac. 

And  all  the  loose  tobacco  she  finds  in  the  empty  Jars, 

She  gives  to  me,  and  sometimes  brings  a  bundle  of  cigars ; 

She  says  they're  all  her  perquisites,  which,  of  course,  I  do  not  douht. 

And  sometimes  wish  that  oftener  'twas  Susan's  Sunday  out. 

Oh !  Gemini,  crikey,  blow  me  tight,  &c. 

Her  perquisities  extends  to  clothes,  for  she  brings  me  bang  up  sniis. 
Coats,  trowsers,  shirts  and  waistcoats,  umbrellas,  hats  and  boots ; 
Says  she :  Master  he  can't  wear  'em  now,  acos  he's  got  so  stout. 
So  he  gave  'em  to  me  to  give  to  you,  when  'twas  my  Sunday  out. 

Oh :  Gemini,  crikey,  blow  me  tight,  Ac. 

Iler  mistress  and  the  young  ones  are  often  out  of  town. 
Then  I  goes  into  the  kitchen,  and  to  tea  with  her  sit  down  ; 
Iler  master,  he  can't  come  down  stairs,  he's  always  got  the  gout, 
And  sometimes  two  or  three  times  a  week  it's  Susan's  Sunday  out. 

Oh  I  Gemini,  crikey,  blow  me  tight,  &c 

We've  got  an  eye  to  business,  and  already  are  bei;inning 
To  stock  a  pretty  little  sliop  with  lots  of  baby-lincMi ; 
She  says,  it  may  be  wanted— and  it  will,  I  have  no  doubt. 
For,  married  we  intend  to  be,  on  Susan's  Sunday  out. 

Oh  !  Gemini,  crikey,  blow  me  tight,  &c. 


DOT  OLE  BAY  MULE  OF  MINE. 
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I've  beeu  about  dis  many  a  day, 

I'm  forty  years  of  age. 
And  when  I  was  but  ten  years  old 

A  stable  boy  was  made; 
I've  seen  de  fastest  horses. 

And  de  one  dat  made  best  time, 
But  of  all,  I  never  seen  one 

Like  dat  ole  bay  mule  of  mine. 

Chorus. 

He  ain't — 'cept  when  he  is  tied— 

He  ain't  pretty  to  behold, 
But  then  he's  faithful,  good,  and  true, 

And  dat  am  more  dan  gold;  - 

He  never  runs  away  with  me. 

Or  cuts  up  any  shine —  , 

He's  just  de  best  nag  in  de  world, 

Dat  ole  bay  mule  of  mine. 

I  speck  dat  when  dat  ole  mule  dies 

He'll  join  some  angel  band, 
Wid  silver  shoes  on  his  ole  feet, 

He'll  prance  de  golden  sand; 
De  angels  gather'd  round  him, 

Dat's  where  I'll  go  to  find. 
Dressed  up  wid  rings  and  heavenly  robes,  •     ;• . 

Dat  ole  bay  mule  of  mine. — Chorus. 


t. 
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JAMES  BIRD. 


[Sent  to  va  for  publication  by  Mr.  J.  F.  McDennott,  tlie  Scraiiton  axent 

of  TUK  WiLLIAMSPORT  (Pa.)  BREAKFAST  TABLE. 


In  the  last  issue  of  Tfie  Breakfait  Table  a  news  item  from  Erie, 
Pa.  was  published,  stutini?  that  A.  B.  Bird,  of  Williamspoit, 
wsis  making  a  search  on  tiie  beach  of  tlic  lake  near  that  city  for 
the  skeleton  of  James  Bird,  a  soldier  executed  for  desertion  in 
1812.  A.  B.  Bird  is  well  known  in  this  city  us  the  special  agent 
of  the  Travelers'  Insurance  Company,  and  the  story  of  the  tragic 
fate  of  his  second  cousin  is  of  more  than  ordinary  local  interest. 
The  fate  of  James  Bird  was  a  sad  and  unjust  one,  broughtabout 
by  the  wickedest  betrayal  that  the  fancy  can  conceive.  It  has 
been  the  theme  of  both  song  and  story,  ever  since  he  waaehot  on 
shipboard  in  Lake  Erie,  three-quarters  of  a  century  ago.  Much 
that  has  been  written,  concerning  his  death,  is  familiar  to  all  the 
older  residents  of  Erie,  and  at  every  gathering  of  old  folks,  even 
at  this  late  day,  the  "  Song  of  Bird  "  is  invariably  sung.  While 
A.  B.  Bird  was  at  Erie,  he  gained  much  valuable  information 
touching  on  the  case  of  the  executed  soldier.  His  visit  there 
looking  for  his  grave  and  skeleton  succeeded  in  arousing  interest 
anew  in  songs  and  stories  that  have  been  written.  All  indicate 
that  Bird's  ofifeuse  w»is  of  a  trivial  nature  and  really  was  not  a 
reason  for  any  disgrace.  It  is  because  of  this  tiiat  his  memory 
is  kept  alive  by  story  and  song.  A  few  years  ago,  the  "Song 
of  Bird,"  was  published  at  Erie,  and  created  a  good  deal  of  dis- 
cussion. C.  J.  Sabin,  who  now  lives  in  Champaign,  III.,  lias 
written  the  song  from  memory  for  publication.  He  says:  "1 
was  familiar  in  my  boyhood  with  Bird's  story,  as  the  man  who 
betrayed  him  lived  only  12  miles  from  where  I  was  born.  After 
Perry's  victory  on  Lake  Erie,  Bird  was  idle  a  long  time,  and 
seeing  no  further  need  of  his  service  in  the  fleet,  he  deserted  and 
finally  went  to  work  for  a  man  named  Waterman,  near  Gowanda, 
N.  Y.  I  have  seen  Waterman  many  times  and  often  passed  the 
land  cleared  by  Bird  for  him.  When  Waterman  was  owing 
Binl  Qiiitea  sum  for  work,  he  told  him,  if  he  would  go  with  him 
to  Buffah)  he  could  get  the  money  there  to  pay  him.  Arriving 
there,  and  finding  no  United  States  troops,  Mr.  Waterman  in- 
duced him  to  go  with  him  to  Erie,  saying  he  would  pay  his  fare, 
and  that  the  man  who  was  to  let  him  have  the  mone^  had  gone 
to  Erie.  Bird  not  suspecting  his  design  went  with  him.  Once 
tiiere.  Bird  was  surrendered  to  the  troops,  and  Waterman, 
pocketing  the  reward  for  returning  deserters,  left  liim  to  be  shot, 
balancing  his  own  account  at  the  same  time  and  never  paying 
Bird  a  cent  for  his  labor.  Waterman's  family  were  a  wretched 
set  when  I  knew  them,  on  this  and  other  accounts."  The  song 
is  as  follows: 

Sons  of  pleasure,  listen  to  me, 

And  ye  daughters,  too,  give  ear. 
And  a  sad  and  mournful  story  .  /  . 

As  e'er  was  told  you  soon  shall  hear. 

Hull,  you  know,  his  troops  surrendered. 

And  defenseless  left  the  West, 
When  our  forces  quick  assembled, 

The  invader  to  resist. 

Among  the  troops  that  marched  to  Erie 

Were  the  Kingston  Volunteers, 
Captain  Thomas  their  commander, 

To  protect  our  West  frontiers.  ,  ^ 

.  Tender  were  the  scenes  of  parting. 

Mothers  wrung  their  hands  and  cried; 
Maidens  wept  their  loves  in  secret. 
Fathers  strove  their  tears  to  hide. 


\ 


But  there's  one  among  that  number, 
Tall  and  graceful  is  his  mien. 

Firm  his  step,  his  look  undaunted. 
Scarce  a  nobler  youth  was  seen.       / 

One  sweet  kiss  he  snatched  from  Mary, 
Craved  his  mother's  prayers  once  more. 

Pressed  his  father's  band  and  left  them 
For  Lake  Erie's  distant  shore. 


Mary  tried  to  say  farewell,  James,        - 
Waved  her  band,  but  nothing  spoKe, 

Good-bye.  Bird,  may  heavem  protect  you, 
From  the  rest  the  parting  broke. 


^Vv;     '     ':     Soon  he  came  where  noble  Periy  ^     • ;.        ^:, ^  " 

Had  assembled  all  his  fleet;  ;       -'     '  ,    '. 
There  the  gallant  Bird  enlisted. 

Hoping  soon  the  foe  to  meet.  ,.....■'■.■; 

Wiicre  is  Bird?  the  battle  rages;  -     ^    ■ /> 

Is  he  in  the  strife,  or  wo't 
Now  the  cannons  roar  tremendous; 

Dare  he  meet  the  furious  foe?  .■         f: 

Ah!  behold,  and  see  with  Perry,  /  " 

■  r.        In  the  self-same  ship  he  fights;  .    -    ..'. 

See  his  messmates  fall  around  him. 
Nothing  can  his  soul  affright.  .       -  \ 

-    ■  "■       But  behold!  a  ball  h:is  struck  hiin;        ,"      ■• 

See  the  crimson  current  flow;  . 

"Leave  the  deck,"  exclaims  brave  Perry;       •   '   '  ' 
..,"  No,"  cries  Bird,  "  I  will  not  go. 

,r       Here  on  deck  I  take  my  station,  ~ 

Ne'er  will  Bird  his  colors  fly; 
I'll  stand  by  you,  galhint  captain. 
Till  we  conquer  or  we  die." 

So  he  fought,  though  faint  and  bleeding. 
Till  our  "stars  and  stripes"  arose; 

Victory  had  crowned  our  efforts 
All  triumphant  o'er  our  foes.  .    . 

And,  did  Bird  receive  a  pension?      .  . 
Was  he  to  his  friends  restored? 
•_         No;  nor  never  to  hi.s  bosom 

Clasped  the  maid  his  heart  adored. 

:         And  there  came  most  dismal  tidings 

From  Lake  Erie's  distant  shore;  .    • 

Better  if  poor  Bird  had  perished  ^ 

'Mid  the  battle's  awful  roar.  \; 

"Dearest  parents,"  says  the  letter,  •  , 

"  This  will  bring  sad  news  ta you;     '  ■■  _ 

Do  not  mourn  your  first  beloved. 
Though  this  brings  his  last  adieu.  J';. 

I  must  suffer  for  desertion 
From  the  brig  Niagara; 
*  ;     Read  this  letter,  brothers,  sisters,  ' 

'Tis  the  last  you'll  have  from  me." 
•   :,"■..■•  ■/'---•" 

Sad  and  gloomy  was  the  morning  ' 

Bird  was  ordered  out  to  die; 
•        Who's  the  heart,  not  dead  to  pity, -. 
But  for  him  will  heave  a  sigh? 

Lo!  he  fought  so  brave  at  Erie, 
Freely  bled,  and  nobly  dared; 
Let  his  courage  plead  for  mercy, 
i    '.J  Let  his  precious  life  be  spared. 

See!  he  kneels  upon  the  coffin. 

Sure  his  death  can  do  no  good; 
Spare  him!  Hark!  Oh.  God,  they've  shot  him, 

See!  his  bosom  streams  with  blood. 

/,    •  .       -      Farewell,  Bird,  farewell  forever. 

Friends  and  home  you'll  see  no  more; 
But  his  mangled  corpse  lies  buried 
On  Lake  Erie's  di.stant  shore. 

The  words  "Spare  him!  Hark!  Oh,  God.  they've  shot  him." 
are  said  to  have  been  uttered  by  Commodore  Perry,  who  had 
ridden  on  horseback  from  Buffalo  to  Erie  to  save  Bird's  life, 
arriving  just  as  the  volley  was  fired  that  killed  him.  The  brig 
Niagara  still  lies  sunk  in  Miseiy  Bay.  Lake  Erie,  and  can  be  seen 
when  the  water  is  clear.  —  TAe  Williatmport  {Pa.)  Breakfast  Table. 


—The  skating  rinks  are  causing  numerous  elopements.  Close 
up  the  rinks.  They  don't  give  the  old  maids  any  show. — PhUa. 
Uhronkle  Herald. 


—Thirty-four  thousand 
New  York  Exchange,  an  ' 
fifty  cents  for  a  seat  iu^m 


is  the  price  for  a  seat  in  the 
some  people  kick  against  paying 
lustrel  show. — New  York  Newt. 
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A  PRIVATE   STILL. 
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An  Exciseman,  once,  in  Dublin,  at  the  time  that  I  was  there. 
He  fancied  that  a  private  still  was  being  worked  somewhere  ; 
He  met  me  out  ouu  moriiiu»;,  perhaps  he  fancied  that  I  loiew. 
But  I  didn't,  never  mind  that :  Says  ho.  Fat,  how  do  you  do? 

Ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral  de  ru. 

Says  I,  I'm  very  well,  your  honor,  but  allow  me  for  to  say : 

r  don't  know  you  at  all.  by  jove  :  But  says  he,  but,  perhaps  you  may ; 

I  want  to  find  a  somcthiiiK  out,  as-^lst  me,  if  you  will, 

Here's  fifty  poimds  if  can  tell  me  where's  a  private  still. 

Ki  tid  de  fa  ral.  ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral  de  ru. 

Give  me  the  fifty  pounds,  says  I,  upon  my  soul,  I  can, 
ru  keep  my  word,  the  devil  a  lie,  as  I'm  an  Irishman  : 
The  fifty  pounds  he  tlieii  put  down,  I  pocketed  the  fee, 
Said  I,  now,  button  up  your  coat  and  straightway  follow  me 

Ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  nil,  ri  tid  <le  fa  ral  de  ro. 

I  toolt  him  walking  up  the  street,  and  talking  all  tlic  while. 
lie  little  thought  Id  got  to  take  him  a  thund'ring  many  miles : 
Says  he :  How  much  further,  Pat  ?  for  I'm  getting  very  tired. 
Says  I :  Then  let  us  have  a  car  :  And  a  jaunting  car  he  hired. 

Ri  tid  <tc  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral.  ri  tid  de  fa  ral  de  ro. 

As  Soon  3ts  we  got  in  the  car,  said  be :  Now  tell  me.  Pat, 
Where  is  this  blessed  private  still  I  don't  take  me  for  a  flat. 
A  flat :  your  honor,  no  !  sayal,  but  hear  me,  if  you  will. 
And  I,  at  once,  will  tell  you,  sir,  where  there's  u  private  still. 

Ri  tid  de  fa  ral.  ri  tid  de  fa  ml,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral  de  ro 

(Jo  on,  at  once,  says  he.    Says  I :  All  right,  now  mark  me  well : 
I  have  a  brother  that  is  close  by  here,  in  the  barracks  he  does  dwell, 
I  assure  you  he's  a  soldier,  though  he  went  against  his  will. 
The  devil  take  your  brother  I  .says  he,  where's  the  private  still? 

Ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral.  ri  tid  <le  fa  ral  de  ro. 

Hold  your  wist :  says  I.  old  chap  :  and  I  will  plainly  show. 

That  in  the  army,  why,  of  course,  promotion  is  very  slow. 

Said  the  Exciseman  :  Yes,  I'm  sure  it  is;  they're  only  meant  to  kill. 

But  never  mind  your  brother,  tell  me  where's  the  private  still? 

Ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral  de  ro. 

Said  I :  I'm  coming  to  it,  the  barrack's  close  at  hand. 

And  if  you'll  look  straight  through  the  gates,  you'll  see  and  hear  the  band. 

And  when  the  band's  done  playing,  you'll  see  the  soldiers  drill. 

The  blazes  take  the  soldiers  !  tell  me,  where's  the  private  still? 

Ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral  de  ro. 

Half  a  minute  more,  says  I,  I'll  point  him  out  to  you. 
Faith :  there  he  is,  says  I,  old  chap  :  standing  'twlxt  them  two.  * 

Who  the  blazes  do  you  mean?  said  he.    I  said  :  My  brother  Bill,   [vate  still. 
Well !  says  he.  Well :  says  I,  they  won't  make  him  a  corporal,  .so  lies  a  prl- 
Ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral  de  ro. 

The  Exciseman  stamped  and— and  said  he'd  have  his  money  back. 
But  I  jumped  in  the  car  myself,  and  off  was  in  a  crack  ; 
And  the  people,  as  he  walked  along,  tho'  much  against  his  w  ill, 
Shoutafter  him :  Exciseman,  have  you  found  the  private  still? 

,     .  Ri  tid  de  faral,  ri  tid  de  faral,  ri  tid  de  fa  ral  dero. 


Roy's  Wife  of  Aldivallocli. 
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Roy's  wife  of  Aldivulloch, 

Uoy's  wife  of  Aldivallocli, 
Wat  you  how  she  cheated  me. 

As  I  came  o'er  the  braes  of  Hallocli? 

She  vow'd,  she  swore  she  would  be  miae, 

She  said  she  lo'ed  me  best  of  any; 
But.  all!  the  fause,  the  fickle  queen. 

She's  ta'en  the  carle  and  left  her  Johuuie. 
Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch, 

Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch, 
Wat  you  how  she  cheated  rae, 

As  I  came  o'er  the  braes  of  Ballocli? 

Her  hair's  sae  fair,  her  e'e  sae  clear. 

Her  wee  bit  mou's  sae  sweet  and  bonuie; 
To  lue  she  ever  will  be  «lear, 

Though  she's  for  ever  left  her  Johnnie. 
Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch, 

Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch, 
Wat  you  how  she  cheated  nie. 

As  I  came  o'er  the  braes  of  Balloch? 

But,  oh!  she  was  a  canty  queen, 

And  wee!  could  dance  the  Highland  wpljoch; 
How  happy  I,  had  she  been  mine. 

Or  I'd  been  Roy  of  Aldivalloch: 
Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch, 

Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch, 
Wat  you  how  she  cheated  me. 

As  1  came  o'er  the  braes  of  Balloch? 


TAKE     IT,    BOB. 

Sung  by  Miss  Alecia  Jordan 


MY  PRETTY  QUADROON. 
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Oh.  my  pretty,  my  pretty  quadroon, 
My  flowers  have  faded  too  soon. 
My  heart,  like  the  strings  of  my  banjo, 
W^ill  break  for  my  pretty  quadroon.- 

• 

I  never  thouglit  I  was  a  slave, 
But  that  was  found  out  too  soon. 
I'll  jrather  one  handsome  wild  rose. 
And  call  it  my  pretty  quadroon. 

My  troubles  will  now  soon  be  o'er. 
And  I  find  rest  in  the  tomb, 
My  .spirit  will  then  soar  above, 
And  watch  o'er  my  pretty  quadroon. 
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I 

I'm  a  jolly  young  miller.  Bob  Bell  is  my  name. 
And  in  my  own  village  I'm  well  known  to  fame; 
I've  a  dear  little  sweet-heart,  a  nice  little  la.ss, 
I'm  fond  of  her,  too,  and  I'm  fond  of  my  glass. 
Perhaps  I'm  too  fond,  they  say  that  may  be, 
I  try  to  be  merry,  and  am  as  you  see; 
But  if  I  a.Uempt  to  refuse  drinks  a  day, 
I  fancy  the  wheel  of  my  mill  seems  to  say: 

Chorus. 

Take  it,  Bob,  take  it.  Bob,  take  it,  Bob,  take  it  Fo^^ 
That's  what  I  fancy  my  mill  seems  to  say; 
Take  it,  Bob,  take  it.  Bob.  take  it,  Bob,  take  it. 
Take  it.  Bob,  take  it,  it's  better  than  tea. 

I  dreamt  t'other  night  that  Bob  Bell  was  no  more, 

He  died  at  the  age — well,  say  twenty-four. 

And  I  hoard  the  folks  'round  me  say:  "  Drink's  done  its  'vorst," 

And  although  I  was  dead  I  was  dying  with  thirst. 

A  bottle  of  brandy  close  by  I  could  see, 

'Twas  meant  for  the  mourners,  it  wasn't  for  me; 

And  as  on  my  bed  still  and  silent  I  lay, 

III  the  distance  distinctly  I  heard  my  mill  say:—  C horus 

Now,  I'm  only  up  here  for  a  bit  of  a  spree,  ' 

My  pa  tiiiiiUs  it's  business  between  you  and  me; 

But  you  know  the  old  saying  that  never  deceives— 

What  the  eye  doesn't  see,  the  heart  never  grieves. 

I  must  toddle  at  once,  so  good-bye  to  you  all, 

Perhaps  soon  again  I'll  give  you  a  call; 

Now.  don't  ask  me  to  drink  before  I  go  away. 

Or  I'm  certain  to  fancy  I  hear  my  mill  s&y:— 'Chorus. 


—  "  You  cannot  ride  two  horses  at  once,"  is  an  old  saying,  but 
it  is  a  poor  poker  player  who  cannot  staad  on  four  Jacks.— The 
Home  Friend  .-..    .,  ■ 

—Little  Johnny,  on  being  asked  by  bis  school-teacher  if  he 
knew  what  was  meant  by  "at  par,"  replied  that  "Ma  was  al- 
ways at  pa  when  he  came  home  late  " — The  Uoiiie  Fiiend. 
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Where  the  Water  Lilies  Q-row. 
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G-RANDMA'S  VACANT   CHAIR 
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By  Harry  Kennedy.    Published  by  Permission. 

Iq  the  chiniDey  corner  stands  a  cushioned  chair, 

Hallowed  by  a  hundred  thousand  tears; 
Where  at  evening  twilight,  clustered  'round  in  prayer. 

Oft  we  met  for  many,  many  years. 
If  you'd  know  the  secret,  I  fuin  will  have  to  tell  you, 

Why  that  treasured  prize  we  guard  with  care; 
Grandma  always  sat  there,  in  the  long  ago, 

Sacred  spot  is  grandma's  vacant  chair. 

■■:■-  Chorus.-  '^'"■ 

In  the  chimney  corner,  by  the  glowing  flre. 
Oft  have  I  lisped  my  little  evening  prayer; 

Memory's  recollection  tears  of  love  inspire, 
Sacred  spot  is  grandma's  vacant  chair. 

In  the  chimney  corner,  by  the  glowing  flre,  ■ 

Grandma  always  sat  from  morn  till  uight; 
And  her  nimble  fingers  never  seemed  to  tire. 

Knitting  by  the  candle's  fiickering  light. 
Silvery  was  her  hair,  and  her  face  was  full  of  wrinkles. 

Yet  her  smile  would  banish  every  care; 
Now  the  place  is  cheerless,  grandma's  gone  to  rest. 

Sacred  spot  is  grandma's  vacant  chair. — Chottis. 


HOW   IS  YOUR   SISTER   MARY? 

CopyriRht,  1883,  by  W.  M.  Madden.    Published  by  permission. 
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Can  you  tell  me  why  girls  are  deceitful? 

Why  is  it  that  ev'ry  young  elf. 
Should  fancy  my  fat  sister  Mary, 

And  allow  me  to  fancy  myself? 
Should  I  meet  with  Tom,  Dick  or  Harry, 

No  matter  how  pressing  the  task, 
They'll  manage  a  moment  to  tarry, 

And  this  is  the  question  they'll  ask : 

Chorus. 

.         How  is  your  sister  Mary? 
\  I  hope  her  health  is  fair;         ; 

How  is  lier  pet  canary? 

Does  she  still  bang  her  hair? 
The  questions  never  vary. 
We  hear  it  everywhere: 
How  is  your  sister  Mary? 
Does  she  still  bang  her  hair? 

Last  night  we  were  set  in  a  flutter. 

By  a  rapping  we  ne'er  heard  before,      • 
When  Mary  too  utterly  utter, 

To  answer  the  knock  at  the  door. 
I  flew  through  the  hall  in  a  hurry, 

Queer  notions  were  filling  my  head,  ^     • 

I  opened  the  door  in  a  flurry. 

When  a  dude  young  fellow  he  said: — CJu/rut. 


:'--:'-:       'Twas  in  the  pleasant  Summer  time, 

I  met  him  all  by  chance,  :\,-'' 

The  robins  sang  their  sweetest  rhyme,        •   '  •    ■  1-, 

And  loving  was  his  glance;  ;. 

We  wandered  'mid  the  blooming  flowers,         -,  ..• 

He  called  me  sweet  and  fair,  ■    >, 

The  queen  of  all  the  sunny  bowers,  ._•-• 

The  brightest  rosebud  there. 

Spoken — Oh !  he  was  charming — such  a  delightful  little  fellow ! 
I  never  can  forget — 

Chouus.  '  '. 

■',[':.    When  we  met  there  by  the  river, 

In  the  sunlight's  merry  glow;  •     i 

For  my  heart  he  won  forever, 

Where  the  pretty  little  water  lilies  grow. 

I  dream  of  him  where'er  I  go, 

I  never  can  forget  "^ 

Those  eyes  that  shone  with  sparkling  glow,    ^: 

The  day  when  first  we  met; 
The  lilies  will  all  fade  and  die. 

The  birds  will  fly  away; 
We  can't  forget,  nor  he  nor  I, 

The  love  we  told  that  day. 

Spoken— No!    For  he  begged  me  just  to  whisper  the 
"Yes."— Cf torus.  j 

■    m  •  ^ — • I 

TALK  ABOUT  YOUR   MOSES. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  n.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1833.  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

If  you  was  me  and  I  was  you,  " 

Sing  glory  hallelujah!  :.';■■■ 

I  wonder  what  dis  chile  would  do. 

Sing  glory  in  my  soul! 
I'll  sing  dat  song  in  de  morning  about  night, 

Sing  glory  hallelujah!  /  ^': 

Now  join  in  de  chorus,  don't  be  late. 

Sing  glory  in  my  soul!  • 

.  "         Chorus.  '    .:.  '' 

Um,  what?  talk  about  your  Moses, 
Glory  hallelujah! 
•  •  Glory  hallelujah!  ' 

;  : '.    •  Sing  glory  in  my  soul. 

Now  all  my  friends  here  to-niglit  sing. 

Glory  hallelujah! 
Just  learn  to  shout,  and  try  to  do  right, 

Sing  glory  in  my  soul ! 
Dat  you  may  reach  dat  happy  land, 

Sing  glory  hallelujah! 
And  dere  you'll  be  a  happy  b.ind,  _' 

Sing  glory  in  my  soul! — CJioi'u». 


'>-i- 


— Tinkers  stop  the  growth  of  leeks.    That's  where  lliey  differ 
from  a  Welsh  farmer. — New  York  News. 


— The  latest  charge  of  the  Excise  Commissioners  against  New 
York  theatrical  managers  is  that  they  violate  the  law  by  having 
a  drop  between  the  acts. — New  York  News. 


— The  Board  of  Education  is  considering  the  scheme  of  im- 
porting Esquimaux  ladies  to  teach  They  are  reported  to  be  the 
best  cool  teachers  in  the  world. — New  York  News. 


— "Oh,  Emeline,  come  quick!  The  baby's  tumbled  into  the 
cistern;  we's  been  fishin'  for  him  for  half  an  hour  wid  an  um- 
breller  handle  and  a  chunk  o'  sponge-cake,  an'  we  can't  even  get 
a  uibble."— Harper's  Bazar. 


BEAUTIFUL   ANG-EL. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1833,  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

Beautiful  angel,  on  pinions  of  light. 
Wait  till  I  whisper  my  mother  good-nijjht; 
List  while  she  calls  me.  her  pride  and  her  joy. 
Folds  to  her  bosom  her  own  little  boy; 
Hover  around  her.  ye  seraphims  bright. 
Mother,  dear  mother,  0  kiss  me  good-night.    ■ 

Beautiful  angel,  her  sorrow  is  sore. 
Weeping  for  one  wlio  will  weep  never  more;  ', 
Waft  iier  sweet  dreams  of  the  blessed  above,  • 
Tell  her  that  God  is  a  father  of  love;  ...    '. 

Only  for  this  am  I  staying  my  flight — 
Mother,  dear  mother,  O  kiss  me  good-night.   "■. 

'"'  .  Beautiful  angel,  thrice  blessed  art  thou —         ^ 

See!  there's  a  smile  on  that  dear  palid  brow, 
Token  of  faith  that  hath  conquered  her  fears. 
Token  of  one  tiiut  hath  solace  for  tears; 
Press  to  those  lips  in  their  agony  white — 
Mother,  dear  mother,  forever  good-night. 
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Good-Bye,  Mike,  Good-Bye,  Pat. 

■        CopyriKht,  1883,  by  P.  Feeney. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II  J.  Wehman,  P.O.  r.ox  1833,  New  York  City. 
A  complete  Catalogue  of  EnKli^h  and  Uerinan  Louies  sent  free. 

The  ship  will  sail  in  half  an  liotir, 

To  cross  the  broad  Atlantic; 
My  friends  were  standing  on  the  pier, 

With  grief  and  sorrow  frantic; 
My  trunks  were  stowed  down  below. 

In  the  great  ship  '"  Daii|  O'Leary ; " 
The  anchor's  weighed,  aUd  the  gangway  is  up, 

I'm  leaving  Tipperary. 

. .    ,  CnoKUS. 

Gk)od-bye,  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat, 

Good-bye,  Kate  and  Mary ; 
For  the  anchor  is  weighed,  the  gangway  is  up, 

I'm  leaving  Tipperary. 
See,  there's  the  steamer  blazing  up. 

I  can  no  longer  stay, 
For  I  am  bound  for  New  York  t'ily,  bo^s, 

Three  thousand  miles  away. 

My  nortmauteau  I  have  got  packed. 

With  potatoes,  greens,  and  bacon; 
If  you  don't  tliiiik  I'll  look  after  that, 

In  troth  you  are  mistaken. 
If  the  ship  pitch  and  toss, 

For  a  half  a  dozen  farthings, 
I'll  take  my  trunk  upon  my  back. 

And  walk  to  Castle  Garden. — Ch))nts. 

Give  my  respects  to  Mr.  Mack, 

And  likewise  to  Mrs.  Ilagan; 
And  I'll  come  back  to  the  christening, 

When  she  marries  Patsy  Fagan. 
I'm  deep  in  love  with  Molly  Burke, 

As  a  iacka.ss  is  in  clover;  • 

When  1  am  settled — if  she  will  come, 

I'll  pay  her  passage  over. — C/iorus. 
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Knocking  at  the  Gates  of  Jordan. 

Cupyrijfht,  18«1,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  i  his  Sonir  will  lie  sent  to  anv  address,  nost-paid, 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  .1.  Wt-liman,  P.  O.  Bo.x  is:.'3.  New  \ork  City. 
Send  for  complete  Catalo;{ue  of  Popular  Sontcs. 

I'm  out  in  the  cold  ami  I  can't  get  in — 
I've  turn'd  my  back  on  wicked  sin; 
De  pas.s-word's  lost,  what  shall  I  doV 

I'm  thro'  de  keyhole  peeking; 
I  dim'  up  de  stairs  in  de  early  morn — 
I'm  de  fustldat  heard  ole  Gabriel's  horn; 
But  de  gatd  is  shut  and  de  hour  is  late, 
ing  here  a  knocking. 


OD 


I'm  stam 


ter 


Knock,  1 
Till  Pe 
Knock, 
Dat's  wh 
At  de 


nock,  but  I  have  got  to  wait 
•  brings  de  keys  to  open  up  dat  gate; 
I  nock,  I  want  to  get  good  boarding, 
ly  I'm  knocking,  knocking,  knocking, 
gates  of  Jordan. 


De  jaybird 
De  wasp  injsu 
Which  goeii 

For  folks 
I  greased 
And  I  clutdf 
I  was  hoist  nl 

While  dc 


Chorus. 


liopp'd  on  de  orange  tree, 
Ited  de  bumble  bee, 
to  show  (lis  world  is  made 
to  fret  and  grumble; 

shoes  wid  de  oil  of  hope, 
i'd  de  end  of  de  heavenly  rope; 
'  up  to  de  main-top  gaff, 
sinners  had  to  stumble.  — C'/w/'m*. 


my 


I'll  clean  my  robes  wid  golden  soap, 

I'll  sit  on  a  cloud  wid  a  telescope, 

To  watch  qe  stragglers  a  climb  de  stairs. 

And  try  (ind  reach  de  landing; 
But  de  way  is  slippery  a.s  isiu-glass, 
And  Peter'B  a  hard  ole  nuiu  to  pass. 
For  he  wants  de  grip  and  your  history,  too. 

Or  your  head  he'll  be  expanding.  — C/ioru«. 


WHISPER  AND   A  KISS. 

Copyright,  18*1,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soug  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Souks  sent  free  to  any  address. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy. 


Whisper  and  a  kiss  ucfore  we  part,  love. 

Ere  I  sail  across  the  boundless  sea. 
For  I  know  that  nestled  in  your  heart,  love,  ' 

Dwells  a  little  tender  thought  of  me. 
Sec,  you  cannot  hide  that  look  of  sadness, 

Beaming  from  your  bonnie  eyes  of  blue; 
A  kiss  shall  be  the  seal  of  two  happy  hearts  entwiued, 

I'll  whisper  that  I  love  but  you. 

Chouus. 

There  goes  the  signal,  now  we  have  to  part. 
Wear  this  little  rose-bud  close  beside  your  heart; 

Sec,  the  boat  is  waiting,  now  I  have  to  go, 
Whisper  and  a  kiss,  love,  don't  say  no! 

Wiiisper  and  a  kiss,  I'm  going  afar,  love, 

O'er  the  bounding  billows  I  must  roam. 
Let  your  image  be  my  guiding  star,  love, 

Beacon  bright  to  steer  nie  safely  home. 
Yes.  your  silent  answer  is  a  kiss,  love. 

Now  I'll  promise  ever  to  be  true; 
Soon  from  the  flowing  tide  I'll  return  to  claim  my  bride, 

And  whisper  that  I  love  but  you. — Chorus. 


■.-  \ 
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TAKE   G-OOD   CARE   OF    MOTHER. 

Copyrinht,  1883,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy. 

The  Words  and  Mu.sic  of  this  Sotijr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  11.  J.  Welmian,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  EnKlisli  and  Uerma)i  Songs. 

.\rranKed  and  sung  by  Harry  Kennedy. 

Take  good  care  of  motlier,  for  8i»»?'s  getting  old  and  feeble, 

Iler  hair  that  once  was  golden  is  turning  into  gray. 
Her  face  that  once  was  beautiful  is  getting  full  of  wrinkles 

Take  good  care  of  mother,  for  she  soon  will  pass  away; 
Treat  her  just  as  tender  as  you  would  a  little  flower. 

Press  her  to  your  bosom  as  she  did  you  when  a  babe. 
Kiss  her  and  caress  her  ev"ry  day  and  ev'ry  hour. 

For  you'll  miss  dear  mother  when  she  is  lowly  laid. 

Chorus. 

Take  good  care  of  mothei,  nurse  her  ev'ry  hour. 
Treat  her  just  as  tender  as  you  would  a  little  flower. 
Kiss  her  and  caress  her  ev'ry  night  and  morn. 
For  you'll  miss  dear  mother  when  she's  gone. 

Take  good  care  of  mother,  for  you'll  mlsa  her  when  she's  sleeping 

In  the  quiet  country  churchyard,  where  Summer  blossoms  bloom  ; 
All  through  the  live-long  day  the  merry  birds  are  sweetly  singing. 

And  the  lovely  flowers  fill  the  air  with  sweet  perfume ; 
Oh.  how  sad  and  lonely  we  will  pas.<  the  weary  hours. 

When  the  angels  take  her  homeward  to  that  land  that's  free  from  pain 
In  the  little  church-yard  then  she'll  sleep  amongst  the  flowers. 

Never  more  to  see  her  or  to  ^peak  to  her  agahi.  ,    ' 

Chorus. 

Take  good  care  of  mother,  nurse  her  ev'ry  hour. 
Treat  her  just  as  tender  as  you  would  a  little  flower. 
Ki.ss  her  and  caress  her  ev'ry  night  and  morn. 
For  you'll  miss  dear  mother  when  she's  gone. 


—A  young  lady  had  been  spending  the  day  with  a  friend  of 
hers,  and  the  young  man  who  calls  on  her  "every  once  in  a 
while"  called  for  her.  While  they  were  sitting  on  the  porch  the 
visitor  got  up  and  said  she  wanted  a  drink,  and  then  asked  if 
any  one  else  wanted  one.  Nobody  wishing  any,  she  walked 
back  into  the  kitchen,  where  she  was  followed  by  her  friend, 
who  insisted  upon  drawing  the  water.  But  she  declined,  adding 
that  she  really  did  not  want  a  drink.  "  But  you  .said  you  did 
distincfly.  What  possessed  you  to  say  so?"  "Well,  smarty,  if 
you  want  to  know  right  bad,  my— my — garter  slipped  down  and 
I  wanted  to  put  it  in  place  again."  Dead  silence.  Smart  young 
man  feels  like  kicking  himacU. —Detrmt  Commercial  AdvertUtr. 
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Cradle's  Empty,  Baby's  G-one. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  Will  H.  Kenuedy. 
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paid,  on 
City. 


Little  empty  cradle,  treasured  iKJW  with  care. 

Though  thy  precious  burden  it  has  fled; 
How  we  miss  the  locks  of  curly  golden  huir 

Peeping  from  the  tiny  snow  white  bed; 
Wheu  the  dimpled  cheeks  and  laughing  little  eyes, 

From  the  rumpled  pillow  shone, 
Then  we  gazed  with  gladness,  now  we  look  and  sigh: 

Empty  IS  the  cradle,  baby's  gone, 

Ciiouns. 

Baby  left  her  cradle  for  the  golden  shore, 

O'er  the  silvery  water  she  has  flown; 
Gone  to  join  the  angels,  peaceful  evermore, 
,    Empty  is  the  cradle,  baby's  gone. 

Near  a  shady  valley  stands  a  grassy  mound,     •     ' 
Underneath  my  little  darling  sleeps;  •■"'         » 

Blossoms  sweet  and  roses  cluster  all  around, 
Overhead  the  willow  silent  weeps;  ^ 

There  we  laid  our  loved  one  in  the  long  ago, 
Still  my  heart  doth  sadly  morn; 

Tliough  she's  with  the  angels,  slill  I  fain  would  weep: 

Empty  is  the  cradle,  baby's  gone.  —  VPiorus. 


HE  TELLS  ME  HE  LOVES  ME. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  i  his  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  U.  J.  Weliman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

He  tells  me  he  loves  me,  nud  can  I  believe, 
The  heart  he  has  won,  he  can  wish  to  deceive? 
For  ever  and  always  his  sweet  words  to  me. 
Are  Alieen,  mavourneen,  acushlamacree!  . 

Last  night  when  we  parted,  his  gentle  good-bye, 
A  thousand  times  said,  and  each  time  with  a  sigh, 
And  still  the  same  sweet  words  he  whispers  to  me, 
My  Alieen,  mavourneen,  acushlamacree! 

The  friend  of  my  childhood,  the  hope  of  my  youth, 
Whose  heart  is  all  pure  and  whose  words  are  all  truth; 
Oh,  still  the  same  sweet  words  he  whispers  to  me. 
Are  Alieen,  mavourneen,  acushlamacree! 

Oh,  when  will  the  day  come,  the  dear  happy  day. 
That  a  maiden  may  hear  all  a  lover  can  say; 
And  he  speaks  out  the  words  he  now  whispers  to  me. 
My  Alieen,  mavourneen,  acushlamacree! 


Don't  Forget  the  Old  Folks  at  Home. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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Words  are  o'er  my  mem'ry  softly  stealing, 

Don't  forget  the  old  folks  at  home ; 
Words  that  fill  my  heart  with  tender  feeling,  -.     , 

Don't  forget  the  old  folks  at  home. 
Never  shall  I  forget  what  dear  old  mother  said. 

Sue  told  me,  when  I  from  her  side  would  roam : 
Though  you  oft  will  meet  with  strangers  who  will  take  you  by  the  hand. 

Don't  forget  the  old  folks  at  home. 

''-•'•,'  ■   CHOBtrs.   :.,;■■■'''/'!/''-,''-•'■■■•" 

Don't  forget  the  old  folks  at  home- 
Well  you  know  they  love  you  ever  dear ; 
So  no  matter  where  you  stray, 
When  you  are  far  away. 
Oh,  don't  forget  the  old  folks  at  home.     . 

Little  ones  I've  taught  to  say  with  sadness,  •  V; 

Don't  forget  the  old  folks  at  home  ; 
Oft  the  words  will  fill  their  hearts  with  gladness. 

Don't  forget  the  old  folks  at  home. 
For  when  they're  old  and  gray,  and  life's  December  day  ., 

Has  dimmed  the  eyes  that  once  so  brightly  shone ;  •   ~  v 

How  sweet  to  have  the  loved  ones  linger  around  the  dear  old  spot. 

And  not  forget  the  old  folks  at  home.— Chorus. 


Old-Fashioned  Photograph,  of  Mother. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  ou 
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There's  an  old  dusty  attic  in  the  house  where  I  was  born. 

Where  I  once  chanc'd  to  rummage  o'er  the  trinkets  old  and  worn ; 

'Mong  the  dust  covered  rubbisli  that  spoke  of  other  days. 

An  old-fashioned  photograph  there  fell  on  my  gaze. 

How  I  laughed  when  I  saw  it,  so  quaint  it  did  seem, 

The  old-fashioned  clothes  they  look'd  so  queer ; 

But  my  smiles  turned  to  sadness  when  in  outlines  I  did  trace. 

An  old-fashioned  photograph  of  mother  so  dear. 

Chorus. 
How  well  I  remember  that  dear  loving  face. 

The  sweet  tender  voice  again  I  hear. 
And  I  see,  with  affection,  in  that  old  and  dusty  frame,      -.  .', 

An  old  fashioned  photograph  of  mother  so  dear.     ,    = 

How  my  mind  wanders  back  to  that  sunny  long  ago,  ..  '^ 

When  I  knelt  by  her  side,  and  in  whispers  soft  and  low,     _  ' 

How  she  taught  me  to  pray,  and  I  lisp'd  a  tiny  prayer. 

That  God  would  protect  us  all  from  sorrow  and  care ; 

And  oft  thro'  night's  stillness  I'd  wake  from  a  dream, 

To  see  a  fond  mother  watching  near ; 

And  the  same  soft  expression  from  her  loving  eyes  did  beam, 

That  shines  In  the  photograph  of  mother  so  dear. — Chorits. 


CANADIAN   BOAT   SONG-. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  j)08t-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Faintly  as  tolls  the  evening  chime, 
Our  voices  keep  tune,  and  our  oars  keep  time; 
Soon  as  the  woods  on  shore  look  dim, 
We'll  sing  at  St.  Ann's  our  parting  hymn. 
Row,  brother,  row,  the  stream  runs  fast. 
The  rapids  are  near,  and  the  daylight's  past. 

Why  should  we  yet  our  sails  unfurl? 
-.   There's  not  a  breath  the  blue  wave  to  curl; 

But  when  the  wind  blows  oflf  the  shore, 

Oh,  sweetly  we'll  rest  our  weary  oar. 

Blow,  breezes,  blow,  the  stream  runs  fast, 
The  rapids  are  near,  and  the  daylight's  past. 

Untawa's  tide,  this  trembling  moon, 
.  -   Shall  see  us  flow  o'er  thy  surges  soon ;  '- 

Saint  of  this  green  isle!  hear  our  prayers, 

Grant  us  cool  heavens  and  fav'ring  airs. 
Blow,  breezes,  blow,  the  stream  runs  fast. 
The  rapids  are  near,  and  the  daylight's  past.  . 


LITTLE   MAG-  AND   I. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy. 
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Wand'ring  in  the  wildwood  near  the  mountain  high. 
Sprigs  of  laughing  childhood,  little  Mag  and  I; 
■      Hand  in  hand  together  roaming  through  the  dell. 

O'er  the  brush  and  heather  that  we  loved  so  well;    .    | 
Always  blithe  and  merry,  not  a  thought  of  care,  [ 

Cheeks  as  red  as  cherry,  such  a  happy  pair;  i   i- 

.    Near  the  tiny  brooklet  softly  rippling  by,  . '.    j 

There  we  loved  to  wander,  little  Mag  and  I.  .   ,   | 

Chorus,  ,  ! 

Always  blithe  and  merry,  not  a  thought  of  care,  .    i 

Cheeks  as  red  as  cherry,  such  a  happy  pair;      .  '.   :i 
Near  the  tiny  brooklet  softly  rippling  by. 

There  we  loved  to  wander,  little  Mag  and  I.    '  , 

Youth  and  blushing  maiden,  no  one  else  is  nigh, 

Air  with  sighs  is  laden,  can  you  tell  me  why?  ' ; 

.'•  Loving  words  are  spoken,  ev'ry  thought  divin'd. 
Surely  a  love  token,  tender,  soft  and  kind ;    • 
Standing  at  the  altar  in  the  Summer  glow, 

,[.  Wedded  vows  we  falter,  whisperetl  soft  and  low; 
Tiny  little  children  climbing  round  my  knee. 
Just  the  living  picture  of  little  Mag  and  me.  —  Choriu. 
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I'm  one  of  tliose  fellows  that  stroll  arouud  towu. 

Admired  by  the  belles  and  the  beaus; 
My  attitude  sweetl  I'm  always  neat. 

Aud  wcur  uaug^t  but  elegant  clothes, 
lu  the  days  loug  iigo  folks  would  call  me  a  swell,     • 

But  that  to  me  rounds  rather  crude; 
The  name  is  non  e»t—i  ignore  it,  quite 

~     -  A  Dude." 


Preferring  this;!' 


CUOKUS. 


Im  a  dude-^daudy  dude, 

Don't  you  see  by  my  style  I'm  in  fashion ; 
See  my  hairl— not  all  there. 

For  hair  qil  you  know  was  my  passion; 
Necktie  vert — crush'd  strawberry, 

Aud  I  liv^  on  canary  bird  food; 
Diamonds  viitvtx,  bang  my  hair— 

I'm  a  dashjiug — a  dandy  young  dude. 

With  my  stifl,  statM-up  collar,  aud  neckti^to  match, 

Pantaloons  with  la  small  stripe  of  silk; 
One  eyeglass  will  do,  for  those  that  wear  two 

Are  felipws  that's  not  of  my  ilk. 
Though  I  wear  a  large  diamond  that  cost  lots  of  tin, 

I  never  can  act  a;  all  rude; 
With  shoes  just  like  toothpicks.  I'm  quite  aufait. 

Just  what  you  se;,  "  A  Dude." — Chorus. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soufc  will  be  sent  to  auy  address,  post-paid,  on 
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Here's  to  the  land  that  the  whole  world  acclaims 

As  the  home  of  the  brave  and  the  free; 
For  with  arms  wide  extended  she  welcomes  all 

From  every  land  and  sea; 
Aud  as  earth  grows  each  nation's  proud  emblem, 

So  Columbia  her  right  maintains; 
To  choose  from  her  bower  the  fairest  of  flowers 

America's  emblem,  the  Violet. 

CHORoa. 
France  has  the  Lily.  England  the  Rose, 
Everybody  knows  where  the  Shamrock  grows; 
Scotland  the  Thistle,  that  grows  on  the  heath, 
America's  emblem's  the  Violet. 

Here's  to  the  Violet  that  grows  in  our  midst. 

In  the  forest  aud  woodland  wild; 
And  though  humble  the  flow'i*et,  it  speaks  the  heart 

Of  every  patriot  child; 
Though  we  boast  not  of  army  or  navy. 

Yet  should  foreign  foes  dare  assail, 
Ten  millions  would  fight  for  freedom  and  right,         '    ^ 

And  America's  emblem,  the  \io\et.— Chorus.        , 


^ 


GOD   BLESS  YOU.   COLLEEN. 

Copyrighjt.  18S3.  by  Will  H.  Kenned.v. 
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The  shores  of  dear  E'in  recede  from  my  sight. 
As  swiftly  our  bark  glides  the  waters  so  bright, 
And  eager  I  look  with  a  .sorrowful  gaze, 
Upon  tiie  dear  land  where  I  passed  all  my  days; 
My  thoughts  turn  td  home  and  the  dear  folks  there, 
Aud  for  my  ilear  colleen  I  breathe  a  fond  prayer. 
And  say  as  the  landi slowly  fades  from  my  view: 
'"God  bless  you,  my  colleen  machree." 

I        CnoRUS. 
God  bless  you,  Colleen,  I  know  )'ou'll  be  true, 
True  to  the  heart  that  beats  only  for  you; 
Think  of  me,  darling,  while  from  you  I  stray, 
God  bless  you,  colleeu,  when  I'm  far  away. 

A  tear  dimmed  my  eye,  as  with  feelings  oppressed, 

I  stifled  the  sobs  that  arose  iu  my  breast, 

And  thouL'ht  of  the  long  days  of  sorrow  and  pain. 

Before  I  should  see  thee,  my  darling,  again; 

That  night  in  ray  dream  I  returned  to  my  home. 

And  through  the  green  meadows  with  Kathleen  did  roam ; 

But  waking  the  old  words  came  back  anew:  , 

"God  bless  you,  colleen  machree." — Chorus,  / 

— ^^ —  v^ 

AM  I  NOT  FONDLY  THINE  OWN  ? 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tiiisSong  will  be  sent  to  any  addres.s,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents),  by  11  J.  Wehmau,  P.  O.  liox  18*3,  New  York  City. 

Thou,  thou,  reign'st  in  this  l)osom,     ! 
There,  there,  hast  thou  thy  throne; 
.  Thou,  thou,  know'st  that  I  love  thee — 
Am  I  not  fondly  thine  own? 
Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes,  am  I  not  fondly  thine  ownf 

Then,  then,  e'en  as  I  love  thee,  , 

Say,  say,  wilt  thou  love  me? 
Thoughts,  thoughts,  tender  and  true,  love, 

Say.  wilt  thou  cherish  for  me? 
Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes,  say  wilt  thou  cherish  for  me'/ 

Speak,  speak,  love.  I  implore  thee, 

Say,  say.  hope  shall  be  thine; 
Thou,  thou,  know'st  that  I  love  thee,  •' 

Say  but  that  thou  wilt  be  n>ine! 
Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes,  say  but  thou  wilt  be  mine! 


LITTLE   WIFE  NELLIE. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  Will  II.  Kennedy. 
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There's  a  little  white  cottage  half  hid  by  the  trees. 

Where  in  Summer  the  roses  they  perfume  the  breeze; 

And  the  song  of  the  nightingale  singing  its  lay. 

Fills  the  woodland  with  music  at  close  of  the  day. 

A  little  white  face  at  the  window  is  .<!een, 

'Tis  n>y  wife's  happy  smile— of  my  heart  she's  the  queen; 

.•\nd  I  always  shall  love  her  wherever  I  roam. 

Little  Nellie,  the  light  of  my  homel 

ClIOKUS. 

Her  eyes  are  like  diamonds,  her  face  is  so  fair. 
And  a  little  pale  rose  decks  her  bonuie  brown  hair; 
Oh.  I  always  shall  love  her  wherever  I  roam, 
>    -      Little  Nellie,  the  light  of  my  home! 

On  the  floor  there's  a  baby  that's  just  turning  three. 
And  the  little  voice  whispers:  "Come.  papa,  take  me;" 
Then  a  soft,  silken  arm  'round  my  neck  is  entwined, 
With  a  kiss  from  my  Nellie,  so  good  and  so  kind. 
I  care  not  for  riches  while  slie's  by  my  side, 
And  I  oft  bless  the  day  that  I  made  her  my  bride; 
For  no  matter  what  trials  or  sorrow  may  come, 
I  shall  always  love  Nellie,  my  own!— 6'/<oru«. 


MACG-REG-OKS  aATHERINQ. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonfT  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents  by  II.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  188J3,  New  York  City. 

The  moon's  on  the  lake,  and  the  ndst's  on  the  brae, 
.\nd  the  clan  has  a  name  that  is  nameless  by  day ; 
our  signal  for  flRht.  which  from  monarciis  we  drew, 
Must  be  heard  but  by  nifcht  in  our  venfceful  haloo : 
Then  haloo.  haloo,  haloo,  Oreicalach. 

If  they  rob  us  of  name,  and  pursue  us  with  beadles. 
Give  their  roofs  to  the  flame,  and  their  flesh  to  the  eagles ; 
Then  gather,  gather,  leather,  Kather,  (^ther,  Kath^r,  (rather. 
While  there's  leaves  in  the  forest  and  foam  ou  the  river ; 
MacKrcK'T,  despite  them,  shall  flourish  forever.  .- 

Olenorchy's  proud  mountain,  Colcharn  and  her  towen,  / 

Glen  Strae  and  Glenlyon  no  longer  are  ours  ; 

We're  landless,  landless,  landless,  Gregaloah.  landless,  landless,  landless. 

Through  the  depths  of  Loch  Katrine,  the  steed  shall  career. 
O'er  the  peak  of  Beijlomond  the  galley  shall  steer, 
And  the  rocks  of  Craig  Royston,  Uke  Icicles  melt. 
Ere  our  wrongs  l>«  forgot,  or  our  vengeance  unfelt. 
Then  haloo,  haloo.  haloo,  Oregalach. 


■  ■'■■■;' . 
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OUR  YANKEE  COLLEGE  BOYB. 
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We're  students  in  a  college  where  all  branches  we  pursue. 
We're  versed  in  all  the  classics  that  the  ancients  ever  knew  ; 
In  Latin  studies  we  excel,  our  Greek  is  superfine. 
For  oft  we  bum  the  midnight  lamp  and  thus  improve  the  mind. 

Chobus. 
We  vanquish  all  with  bat  and  ball,  and  when  our  college  crews 
Ueteruiined  rise  to  win  a  prize,  there's  no  such  word  as  "lose." 
We'll  swim  or  skate,  or  leap  a  gate,  these  are  the  students'  Joys ; 
For  worth  and  mirth,  there's  none  on  earth,  like  Yankee  college  boys. 

Our  "  Freshmen  "  and  our  "  Sophomores  "  will  strive  with  might  and  main. 

Our  rivals  beat  on  flood  or  field  our  honcf  to  maintain ; 

Athletic  games  and  knowledge,  too,  improve  the  "coming  man," 

And  form  in  after  years  the  "  brain  "  and  "  muscle  "  of  our  land.— Chobus. 

We  dearly  love  a  harmless  joke,  and  often  will  prepare    ' 

A  feast  of  fun  to  drive  away  and  keep  away  dull  care  ; 

And  when  a  comrade  needs  a  friend,  yes,  any  in  our  band. 

He'll  find  tlte  Yankee  college  boys  are  ready  heart  and  hand.— Chobus. 


ROSY'S    SUNDAY   OUT. 


Copyright.  1888,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy. 
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Au  interesting  specimen 

Of  sweet  humanit}'. 
Is  pretty  Rosy  Murphy,  boys, 

A.  chariniujr  girl  is  she; 
In  a  family  of  high  degree 

Upon  the  avenue. 
It's  tliere  she  acts  as  first-class  cook, 

In  a  style  excelled  by  few; 
She's  boss  of  all  the  8«rvants, 

For  she  orders  them  about. 
And  every  second  Sunday,  boys, 

It's  Rosy's  Sunday  out. 

CnoHUS. 

On  a  Sunday  afternoon  Rosy  may  be  seen 

Witii  Cornelius  MacNally; 

She  walks  thro'  the  alley 
As  proud  as  a  fairy  queen ; 
Mashers  stand  enchanted. 
And  with  rapture  fairly  shout; 

And  they  say  with  a  sigh, 

As  she  passes  them  by. 
This  is  Rosy's  Sunday  out. 

On  a  Sunday  morning  Rosy  opens 

Wide  her  lovely  eyes. 
And  thinks  about  her  morning  work, 

As  out  of  bed  she  flies ; 
For  there  are  many  things  to  which 

Attention  must  be  paid, 
For  there's  the  breakfast  to  be  got, 

And  biscuits  to  be  made; 
The  children  all  to  wash  and  dress — 

The  time  will  quickly  pass. 
And  then  put  on  lier  shawl  and  hat 

To  be  in  time  for  mass.  —  Cfiorus.  r 

The  neighbors  say,  that  very  soon 

The  bans  are  to  be  read 
Three  times  in  church;  the  little  Rosy's 

Going  to  be  wed; 
She's  got  a  handsome  new  silk  dress, 

That  looks  so  bright  and  gay; 
Her  beau  has  got  a  bran  new  suit. 

All  for  the  wedding  day. 
Cornelius  is  the  happy  man,  .  ^ 

As  handsome  as  can  be; 
MacNally  is  his  surname — 

And  to  tell  the  truth  it's  mc  — Chorus. 


TOO  UTTERLY  UTTER 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

r«ctiipt  of  40  cenU,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York  City. 

Send  for  my  complete  catalogue  of  Popular  Songs. 

.      I  represent  one  of  the  latest  ■ 

Whims  that  arise  in  our  days; 
At  a  glance  you  will  see  by  my  actions 
I've  a  touch  of  the  sesthetic  craze; 
;    I  go  in  for  genuine  culture,  v     ' 

1  sigh  and  I  silently  mutter,  /,  ■  i- 

If  anything  chances  to  please  me,  ;.. 

For  I'm  too— yes,  too— utterly  utter. 

Chorus. 

Over  sunflowers  yellow  as  butter, 
I  linger  in  sesthetic  flutter,  ,. 

And  I  lisp  with  a  sort  of  stutter,  '         '    ./= 

For  I'm  too — yes,  too— utterly  utter. 

■    I  never  attend  any  dances,  '  ' 

For  I  should  certainly  die 
If  I  sought  to  display  rapid  motions, 

I'm  so  languid  1  never  could  try; 
But  give  me  a  party  of  culture,  •  - 

I'll  put  them  all  into  a  flutter; 
•    I'll  crawl  and  I'll  drawl  round  the  parlor, 

For  I'm  too — yes,  too — utterly  ntter.  — Chorum. 

I  love  to  admire  china  dishes, 

Broken  and  battered  with  age,  ". 

And  flowers  that  possess  faintest  odor.s, 

And  my  poems  I'm  sure  are  the  rage; 
•  Each  movement  of  mine  is  a  study, 

And  a  picture  of  all  that  is  utter; 
For  I  walk  and  I  talk  sort  of  dreamy. 

For  I'm  too — yes,  too — utterly  utter. — Chorus. 


MY   SWEETHEART'S  FAMILY. 
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My  sweetheart's  fam'ly's  very  large. 

And  when  on  her  I  call. 
Each  makes  a  run  to  be  the  one. 

To  meet  me  in  the  hall; 
The  sister  takes  my  coat  and  hat,  : 

The  brother  grabs  my  cane,  •    " 

And  they  lead  me  in  the  parlor 

For  to  see  dear  Jane.  ' 

Chorus.  ... 

Her  father  is  a  plumber, 

Her  brother  is  a  drummer. 

And  her  uncle  sold,  so  I've  been  told. 

Hot  waffles  on  a  tray; 
Her  sister's  fond  of  candy. 
With  "  taffy  "  she's  a  dandy, 
.  And  the  family  occupy 

A  flat  on  "  Avenue  A."  .- 

The  conversation  started  in, 

Replete  with  fun  and  life ; 
The  aunty  squints  and  slyly  hints 

Of  marriage  and  a  wife; 
They  listen  to  each  word  I  say. 

And  Mary,  with  a  grin. 
Expects  a  breach  of  promise  cjise 

To  scoop  me  in. — Chorus. 


They  try  so  very  hard  to  please. 
The  thought  occurs  to  me, 

That  if  I  marry  Mary  Jane 
I  wed  the  family; 

To  marry  one  is  well  enough,  • 
And  more  than  that's  a  sin; 

But  when  it  comes  to  ten  and  twelve, 

•    It's  quite  too  thin.— CA/wut.;,^ > 
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DOWN   WENT   THE   CAPTAIN. 
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Now  once  there  was  a  maiden  fair  who  went  on  board  a  ship. 

Her  medical  adviser  said  she  on^ht  to  take  a  trip ; 

For  surh  a  fatal  beauty  she'd  unfortunately  pot. 

All  those  who  chanced  to  lo'ik  at  Kate  were  mashed  upon  the  spot; 

She  wa.s  followed  by  a  multitude,  and  lovers  by  the  score. 

Who  threw  a  million  kisses  as  the  vessel  Ifft  the  shore ; 

"I'm  safe,"  she  said,  but  lookimr  round,  "nor  mind  wiis  ill  at  ea.se. 

There  was  the  captain  and  his  merry  crew  all  down  upon  their  knees. 

ClIORtS. 

Down  went  the  captain,  down  went  the  crew, 
The  first  mate,  the  .second  mate,  the  little  jniddies,  too ; 

Down  went  the  bo"sn  and  swore  his  love  was  tr\»e, 
But  she  couldn't  have  'em  all,  and  so  what  was  the  pal  to  do? 

Poor  Katie  laughed,  and  then  she  cried  :  "  If  I  had  known  before, 

You  sailors  were  such  warm  uiis  I  would  not  have  left  the  shore ; 

Get  up,  you  fools,  from  off  your  knees,  and  please  to  understand, 

It's  not  to  any  sailor  that  I  w(sh  to  give  my  hand." 

Then  the  skipper  turned  his  quid  and  said :  "  That  tale's  all  very  fine, 

I'll  sail  the  bloomint;  ship  about  'till  you  promise  to  be  mine." 

Then  Katie  turned  hor  nose  up,  and  she  snapped  her  finifers  so, 

Then  down  she  went  and  hid  herself  in  the  bunkers  right  below.— C'horcb. 

They  found  out  Katie's  hiding  place,  the  poor  deluded  souls, 
she  listened  to  their  loving  tales  whilst  perched  upon  the  coals; 
They  knelt  upon  the  nubbly  ones,  and  flopped  about  the  floor, 
Till  a  card  with  'Standing  Hoom  Only  "  was  tacked  upon  the  door ; 
The  ship  was  left  to  steer  herself,  so  fearful  of  a  wreck, 
P6<ir  Katie  made  a  sudden  dash  and  rusheil  upon  the  deck  ; 
They  clia.sed  her  round  and  round  until  the  gal  was  fit  to  drop. 
When,  like  a  cat,  she  made  a  run  into  the  mizzen  top.— CuoRua. 

Right  clean  into  the  mizzen  top  they  followed  her  in  crowds. 
They  stood  upon  the  raitlin,js,  and  they  hung  about  the  shrouds  ; 
Says  the  skipper  :  "  Will  you  have  me?    See,  it's  coming  on  to  rain." 
She  ejaculated :  "  No,  you  caii :  "  then  down  she  came  again. 
Her  life  was  one  long  walking  match,  no  matter  where  she  went. 
The  crew  were  soon  upon  her  track,  like  hounds  upon  the  scent ; 
She'd  learnt  to  swim  a  little,  and  her  heart  for  freedom  thumped. 
So  she  gaily  mounted  on  the  stern  and  overboard  she  jumped.— Chorus. 

The  latest  heard  of  Kate  was,  she  was  leading  by  a  ndle. 

The  skipper  and  his  spooney  crew  were  swimming  single  file  ; 

They  were  no  very  amorous,  their  pa-tsion  was  so  hot. 

For  miles  their  bodies  made  the  sea  boil  over  like  a  pot. 

There's  a  little  moral  to  my  song,  which  I  pray  you  don't  ignore, 

Pretty  girls,  don't  go  to  sea,  you're  safer  here  ashore  ; 

For  if  Kate  goes  down  to  Davy  Jones,  then  history  will  tell 

How  the  spooney  captain  and  his  crew  went  after  her  as  well.— Cuorls. 


SHEENY   GLAZIERS'   BALL. 

Tune— "The  Skidmore  Fancy  Ball." 

8«ud  your  name  and  address  to  II.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1833,  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs. 

Oh!  last  veek  I  vas  invited 

To  attend  a  Hebrew  bull, 
Vich  come  ofiF  last  nigiit  vitout  a  fight, 

At  Levy's  Sweulbox  Hall ; 
De  music  vas  by  Rul)enstciu, 

In  Hebrew  Ije  did  call, 
De  liiuciers  aud  round  dances, 

At  the  Sheeny  Glaziers'  Ball. 
Den  here  and  there,  and  everywhere. 

Were  Siieenys  large  and  small; 
All  on  their  ear  from  drinking  beer 

At  the  Sheeny  Glaziers*  Ball. 

Chorus. 

Hust  vie  arra  gasone  gasicht. 

Forward  to  the  bar; 
Misses  vill  drink  some  wine, 

Psist— give  me  a  fine  segar; 
Say,  don't  forget  to  till  that  set. 

Balance  Rosenthal; 
Every  Jew  as  soft  as  glue. 

At  the  Sheeny  Glaziers'  Ball. 

When  intermission  came  around 

Dey  found  me  in  a  box; 
Dey  commenced  to  shout  and  pulled  me  out. 

And  tore  my  Pinafore  socks; 
It's  then  I  got  my  Hebrew  up. 

And  said  I'd  vip  dera  all, 
Dey  said,  all  right,  but  dey  vouldn't  fight 

At  the  Sheeny  Glaziers'  Bail. 
Den  after  a  while  I  commenced  to  smile, 

And  got  solid  vid  them  all; 
And  I  danced  all  night  till  broad  daylight, 

At  the  Sheeny  Glaziers' Ball. — Chorut. 


THE   PRIDE   OF   MAYO. 

Send  your  name  an<l  adilress  to  II.  .1.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1(^23,  New  York< 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  .'^ongs. 

I  am  thinking  to-night  of  njy  own  little  darling. 

And  1  know  that  she  is  also  a  thinking  of  me; 
Oh,  won't  I  be  liaijpy  when  on  the  sea  sailing 

Back  to  that  Emerald  Lsle  of  the  sea; 
To  that  little  thatciied  cabin,  the  home  of  my  boyhood, 

I  wished  it  was  mom,  for  I  long  for  to  go. 
To  see  my  old  falliir  and  loving  old  mother, 

And  my  own  little  Mary,  the  pride  of  Mayo. 

Cnoucs. 

I  know  that  she  is  patiently  awaiting  my  coming, 

I  think  of  my  darling  wherever  I  go; 
Oh,  won't  I  be  happy  when  on  the  sea  sailing. 

To  my  own  little  Mary,  the  pride  of  Mayo. 

I  will  never  for<rot  the  (\t\y  that  we  parted, 

I  tried  to  be  cheerful,  but  it  was  a  hard  thing; 
When  niy  own  little  darling  .says,  "  Fare  tliee  well,  Barney," 

And  placed  on  my  finger  this  little  gold  ring. 
The  ship  was  made  ready  and  soon  would  be  starting, 

I  bid  her  good-bye,  for  I  had  to  go; 
As  I  kissed  her  and  parted  I  felt  .so  downhearted, 

At  leaving  my  Mary,  the  pride  of  Mayo.— C'Aoru*. 


Only  a  Workingman's  Child. 

;  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
!        receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1833,  New  York  City. 
A  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs  sent  free  to  any  address. 

You  ask  why  my  dress  is  so  tattered  and  torn. 

You  wonder  my  face  is  so  pale, 
And  why  I  am  always  so  sad  and  forlorn, 

The  reason  my  lot  I  bewail. 
Ill  tell  if  you  list  why  in  silence  I  grieve. 

It's  the  number  of  hours  that  I've  toiled  ; 
It's  useless  to  say  it,  for  who  will  believe 

The  down-trodden  workingman's  child. 

CHOnus. 

Only  a  workingman's  child, 
On  whom  fortune  seldom  has  smiled; 

Kind  words  are  so  rare  that  they  woulti  me  amaze. 
For  I'm  only  a  workingman's  child. 

Yes,  long  hours  of  toil  and  a  pittance  of  pay, 

For  bos.ses  can  do  as  they  like; 
For  one  moment  late  you  are  charged  half  a  day. 

No  wonder  we  join  in  a  strike. 
They'll  cut  down  our  wages,  treat  us  like  a  slave. 

Its  enough  to  drive  any  one  wild; 
How  can  we  dress  decent  or  nicely  behave,  ' 

We're  only  a  workingman's  child.— CWu*, 

But  there'll  be  a  change,  and  it's  not  far  away, 

A  change  for  the  rich  and  the  poor; 
When  the  trumpet  sounds  on  the  great  judgement  day, 

Then  there'll  be  no  wolf  at  the  door. 
The  rich  and  the  poor  on  a  level  will  be, 

It  is  then  justice  cannot  be  foiled; 
The  banker  will  then  be  no  better  than  me 

The  down-trodden  workingman's  child. — Chorus. 


—"I'll  be  glad  when  Summer  comes,"  said  a  society  belle. 
"  That  is  the  only  time  when  freckles  make  one  look  as  if  she 
had  l)een  away  traveling  or  spending  the  time  at  the  seashore." — 
Yonken  Qcuette.  -     •; .  •  .;       • 
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TWELVE   STONE   TWO. 
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I  feel  so  dreadful  nervous 

That  I'm  frightened  of  my  life, 
For  by  this  time  to-morrow, 

I'll  be  fastened  to  a  wife;    

An  agricultural  Irish  girl 

That's  twice  the  size  of  me;  ;. 

Upon  my  word  I'm  doubtful 

What  the  consequence  will  be. 

Chouus. 
She's  a  flue  big  woman. 

And  she  knows  that  same, 
Aud  early  in  the  morning 

Shell  possess  my  name; 
But  I  feel  so  dreadful  nervous, 

I  don't  know  what  to  do. 
For  to-morrow  I  must  buckle 

On  the  twelve  stoue  two. 

I  would  like  to  break  the  contract  off, 

But  that  would  uever  do; 
My  life  would  not  be  worth  two  straws, 

Between  myself  and  you; 
I  dou't  think  she'd  put  me  in 

A  breach  of  promise  case. 
But  with  her  big  fist  she'd  make 

The  breaches  on  my  face.— CA<^r?/». 

She  made  me  druLk  at  Sullivan's, 

Then  sat  upon  my  knee; 
Just  imagine  twelve  stoue  two 

On  a  little  chap  like  me; 
'Twjis  she  doue  all  the  courting, 

I  had  not  one  word  to  say. 
So  like  a  helpless  little  lamb, 

I  gave  myself  away.  —  Gfuntu. 


They'd  None  of  Them  be  Missed. 


From  "The  Mikado." 


The  Opera  of  "  The  Mikado  "  is  published  at  the  following  prices :  Vocal 
Score,  complete  Sl-W;  tlie  saute  boXiud  iu  cloth  $1.50;  Pianoforte  Score 
complets  50  cents ;  Libretto  15  cents.  Copies  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

As  some  day  it  may  happen  that  a  victim  must  be  foimd, 

I've  ROt  a  little  list— I've  Kot  a  little  list 
Of  society  offenders  who  might  well  be  undertrround. 

And  who  never  would  be  missed—  •  •  ' 

Who  never  would  be  missed  1 
There's  the  pestilential  nuisances  who  write  for  auto^aphs— 
All  people  who  have  flabby  hands  and  irritating  laufrlis— 
All  children  who  are  up  in  dates  and  floor  you  with  them  flat- 
All  persons  who  la  shakm^  bands,  shake  hands  with  you  like  that — 
And  all  persons  who  on  spoiling  tete-a-tetes  insist— 
They'd  none  of  them  be  missed— 

They'd  none  of  them  be  missed ! 

There's  the  nigger  serenader,  and  tlie  others  of  his  race. 

And  the  piano  organist — I've  got  him  on  the  list— 
And  the  people  who  eat  peppermint  and  puff  it  in  your  face— 

They  never  would  be  missed-^ 

Tliey  never  would  be  missed  1 
Then  the  idiot  who  praises,  with  enthusiastic  tone, 
All  centuries  but  this,  and  ev'ry  country  but  his  own ; 
And  the  lady  from  the  provinces,  who  dresses  like  a  guy. 
And  who  "  doesn't  think  she  waltzes,  but  would  rather  like  to  try," 
And  that  singular  anomaly,  the  lady  novelist— 
I  don't  think  she'd  be  missed— 

I'm  sure  slie'd  not  be  missed  . 

And  that  Nisi  Pri^s  nuisance,  wlio  just  now  is  rather  rife— 

The  Judicial  humorist— I've  got  him  on  my  list ; 
AJl  funny  fellows,  comic  men,  and  clowns  of  private  life— 

They'd  none  of  them  be  missed— 
'  They'd  none  of  them  be  missed  ! 

And  apologetic  statesmen  of  the  compromising  kind. 
Such  as  What-d'ye-call-him,  Thing'embob,  also  Never-mind, 
And  'St-8t-8t,  and  What's-liis-name,  and  also  You-know-who— 
Thetaskof  filling  up  the  blanks  I'd  mther  leave  to  you;        - 
But  it  really  don't  matter  whom  you  pat  upon  the  list,  •  ^ . , 

For  they'd  none  of  them  be  missed—  .    / 

They'd  none  of  them  be  missed  t ' 


MY   OBJECT  ALL   SITBLI 


From  "The  Mikado." 


The  Opera  of  "  The  Mikado  "'  is  published  at  the  following  prices :  Vocal 
Score  complete  $1.00;  the  same  bound  in  cloth  $1.50;  Pianoforte  Sonre 
complete  50  cents  ;  Libretto  15  cents.  Copies  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  J  I.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1833,  New  Vork  City. 


A  more  human  Mikado  never 
Did  in  Japan  exist, 
To  nobody  second, 

I'm  certainly  reckoned,  .     V 

Atrue  philautiiropist. 
It  is  my  very  humane  endeavor 

To  make,  to  some  extent, 
;       Each  evil  liver  -; 

A  running  river 
Of  harmless  merriment. 

.  ■'  ■  -  ^ 

Cnouus.  ^ 

My  object  all  sublime 
I  shall  achieve  in  time — 
To  let  the  punishment  fit  the  crime — 
The  punishment  fit  the  crime. 
-    And  make  each  prisoner  pent 
Unwillingly  represent 
A  source  of  innocent  merriment. 
Of  inuocent  merriment! 

All  prusy  dull  society  sinners. 
Who  chatter  and  bleat,  and  bore, 
Are  seutgLo  hear  sermons  ; 

From  mystical  Germans  ■■' 

Who  preach  from  ten  to  four. 
The  amateur  tenor,  whose  vocal  villanies 
All  desire  to  shirk,  .        \    -         ■       ••. 

Shall,  during  off-hours. 
Exhibit  his  powers 
To  Madame  Tussaud's  wax  work. — Cliarn*. 

The  lady  who  dies  a  chemical  yellow, 
Or  stains  her  gray  hair  puce, 
Or  pinches  her  figger, 
Is  blacked  like  a  nigger 
With  permanent  walnut  juice. 
The  idiot  who,  in  railway  carriages. 

Scribbles  on  window  panes, 
:      We  only  suffer 

To  ride  on  a  buffer         \,! 
In  Parliamentary  trains. 

The  advertising  quack  who  wearies 
With  tales  of  countless  cures. 
His  teeth,  I've  enacted. 
Shall  be  extracted  *         "  ■  ,    - 

By  terrified  amateurs. 
The  music  hall  singer  attends  a  series 
Of  masses  and  fugues,  and  "  ops" 
By  Bach,  interwoven 
With  Spohr  and  Beethoven, 
At  classical  Monday  Pops. 

The  billiard  sharp  whom  any  one  catches, 
His  doom's  extremely  hard — 

He's  made  to  dwell 

In  a  dungeon  cell, 
On  a  spot  tliat's  always  barred. 
And  there  he  plays  extravagant  matches 
In  fitless  finger-stalls. 

On  a  cloth  untrue, 

With  a  twisted  cue. 
And  elliptical  billiard  balls. — Clvornt 
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— When  Fogg  was  asked  regarding  the  latest  additions  to  the 
English  language,  he  said  he  would  ask  his  wife.  She  always 
had  the  last  word. — Bodon  Tranncript. 


— When  a  lady  living  in  Chelsea  sent  to  London  for  a  doctor, 
she  apologized  for  asking  him  to  come  such  a  distance.  "  Don't 
speak  of  it,"  answered  the  M.  D.  "1  happened  to  liave  another 
patient  in  the  neighborhood,  and  can  thus  kill  two  birds  with  ona 
stone."— CWumiia  Spectator. 
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The  Sim,  whose  rays 
Are  all  ablaze 

With  ever  living  glory, 
Does  uot  deny 
His  majesty — 

He  scorns  to  tell  a  atory; 
He  don't  exclaim 
"I  blush  for  shame, 

So  kindly  be  indulgent." 
But  fierce  and  bold, 
Id  fiery  gold. 

He  glories  all  efifulgent: 
I  mean  to  rule  the  eurth. 

As  he  the  sky — 
We  really  know  our  wortU, 
The  sun  and  1 1 

Observe  his  flame, 
That  placid  dame, 

The  moon's  Celestial  Highness: 
There's  not  a  trace 
Upon  her  face 

Of  diflldencc  or  shyness: 
She  borrows  light 
That,  through  the  nigUt, 

Mankind  may  all  acclaim  her: 
And,  truth  to  tell. 
She  lights  up  well. 
So  I,  for  one,  don't  blame  her! 
Ah,  pray  make  no  mistake. 

We  are  not  shy; 
We're  very  wide  awake, 
The  moon  and  I ! 


The  Opera  of  "  The  Mikado  '  is. published  at  the  followliiK  prices :  Vocal 
Score  complete  $1.00;  tlie  same  bound  in  cloth  $1.50;  Pianoforte  Score 
complete  CO  cents  ;  I^ibrutto  15  cents.  Copies  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  18-^,  New  York  City. 


Yum. 


Nanki. 


Ko. 


Here's  a  how-de-do! 

If  I  marry  you, 
When  your  time  has  come  to  perish. 
Then  the  maiden  wliom  you  cherish 

Must  be  slaughtered  too! 

Here's  a  how-de-do' 

Here's  a  pretty  mess! 

In  a  month,  or  less, 
I  must  die  without  a  wedding! 
Let  the  bitter  tears  I'm  shedding 

Witness  my  distress  I 

Here's  a  pretty  mess  I 

Here's  a  state  of  things! 

To  her  life  she  clings! 
Matrimoniiil  devotion 
Doesn't  seem  to  suit  her  notion! 

Burial  it  brings! 

Here's  a  state  of  things! 

Ensemble.— YuM-YuM.  Nanki-Poo  and  Ko-Ko. 

With  a  passion  that's  intense 

I  worship  and  adore. 
But  the  laws  of  common  sense 

We  oughtn't  to  ignore. 
If  what  he  says  is  true. 

It  is  death  to  marry  you ! 
Here's  a  pretty  state  or  tlungs! 

Here's  a  pretty  how-de-do! 
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WILLOW,   TITWILLOW. 


Brightly  Da'wus  Our  Wedding  Day. 

From  "The  Jlikado.' 
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Brightly  dawns  our  wedding  day; 

Joyous  hour,  we  give  thee  greeting! 

Whither,  whither  art  thou  neetiug? 
Fickle  moment,  prithee  slay! 

What  though  mortal  joys  be  hollow? 

Pleasures  come,  if  sorrows  follow. 
Though  the  tocsin  sound,  ere  long. 
Ding  dong!  ding  dong! 

Yet  until  the  shadows  fall. 

Over  one  and  over  all, 

Sing  a  merry  madrigal — 

A  madrigal! 

Fal-la— falla,  etc.  {ending' in  tears). 

Let  us  dry  the  ready  tear. 
Though  the  hours  are  surely  creeping. 
Little  need  for  woful  weeping,  j 

Till  the  sad  suuilown  is  near. 
All  must  sip  the  cup  of  sorrow — 
I  to  day  and  thou  to-morrow! 
This  the  close  of  every  song — 
.'       Ding  dons;!  dingdoni;! 

What  though  solemn  shadows  fall 
'  Sooner,  later,  over  all? 

T^^^   -         Sing  a  merry  madrigal — 

A  madrigal! 
Fal-la — fal-la,  etc.  (ending  in  team). 


From  "The  Mikado." 


—  "  Can  a  cow  enter  a  shoe  .store?  "  asked  a  boy  of  his  father. 
No,  my  son,  but  calfs-kiu,"  was  the  parental  reply. 


— '•  Pawn  me  honor! "  says  the  dude.     "  Wouldn't  advance  a 
nickel  on  it,"  says  the  pawnbroker. — New  Orleans  Picayune. 
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On  a  tree  by  a  river  a  little  tomtit 

Sang  "  Willow,  titwillow,  titwillow!" 

And  I  said  to  him,  "  Dicky-bird,  why  do  you  sit 
Singing  '  Willow,  titwillow.  titwillow?' 

Is  it  weakness  of  intellect,  birdie?  "  I  cried, 
•  Or  a  rather  tough  worm  in  your  little  inside?  " 

With  a  shake  of  his  poor  little  head  he  replied: 
"Oh,  willow,  titwillow,  titwillow!" 

lie  slapped  at  his  chest,  as  he  sat  on  tite  bough  - 

Singing  •' Willow,  titwillow! " 
And  a  cold  perspiration  bespangled  his  brow, 

"Oh,  willow,  titwillow,  titwillow!" 
He  sobbed  and  lie  sighe<l,  and  a  gurgle  he  gave, 
Then  he  threw  himself  into  the  billowy  wave. 
And  an  echo  arose  from  the  suicide's  grave — 

"Oh,  willow,  titwillow,  titwillow!" 

Now  I  feel  just  as  sure  as  I'm  sure  that  my  name 

Isn't  willow,  titwillow,  titwillow, 
That  'twas  blighted  affection  that  made  liiin- exclaim, 

"Oh,  willow,  titwillow.  titwillow!" 
And  if  you  remain  callous  and  obdurate.  I 
Shall  perish  as  he  did,  and  you  will  know  why. 
Though  I  probably  sliall  not  exclaim  as  I  die, 
"Oh,  willow,  titwillow,  titwiBow!" 


— A  difference:  A  friend  of  mine,  when  ufld  the  other  day  of 
the  death  of  a  well-known  stock  dealc;;k;^eplied:  "Why.  he's 
worse  off  than  I  am,  I'm  dead  broke,^lJut  he's  a  dead  broker." 


—He  slipped  quietly  in  at  the  door,  but  catching  sight  of  an 
inquiring  face  over  the  stair-rail,  said:  "  Sorry  so  late,  my  dear, 
couldn't  get  a  car  before."  "So  the  cars  were  full,  too,"  said 
the  lady ;  and  further  remarks  were  unnecessary.  —Georgia  Maj<yr. 
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Three  Little  Maids  from  School. 


From  "The  Mikado.' 


The  Opera  of  "  The  Mikado  "  is  published  at  the  following  prices :  Vocal 
Score,  complete  $1.00;  the  same  bound  in  cloth  $1.50;  Pianoforte  Score 
complets  50  cents ;  Libretto  15  cents.  Copies  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 


A  WANDERING   MINSTREL   I. 


From  "The  Mikado." 


The  Thiike. 


we, 


Three  little  maids  from  school  are 
Pert  as  a  school  girl  well  cau  be. 
Filled  to  tlie  brim  with  girlisii  glee, 
Three  little  maids  from  scliool! 
Ycm-Ydm.        Everything  is  a  source  of  fun   {clmckle). 
Pbep-Bo.  Nobody's  safe,  for  we  care  for  none!  {chuckle). 

PiTTi-SiNG.       Life's  a  joke  that's  just  begun!  (chuckle). 
The  TiiKBE.  Tiiree  little  maids  from  sciiool! 

A.hh  {dancing).  Three  little  maids  who,  all  uuwnry. 
Come  from  a  ladies' seminary, 
Freed  from  its  genius  tutelary — 
The  Thkee  {suddenly  demure).  Three  little  maids  from  school! 
YnM-YuM.        One  little  maid  is  a  bride  Yuni-Yum— 
Peep-Bo.  Two  little  maids  in  attendance  come— 

PiTi'i-SiNG.       Three  little  maids  is  the  total  sum.  ;■ 

The  Three.  Three  little  maids  from  .school! 

YuM-YuM.        From  three  little  maids  take  one  away— 
Peep-Bo.  Two  little  maids  remain,  and  tliev—  ■ 

PiTTi-SiNG.       Won't  have  to  wait  very  long,  they  say — 
The  Thiibe.  Three  little  maids  from  school! 

A.VL  {dancing).  Three  little  maids  who,  all  unwary.  '  ;. 

Come  from  a  ladies'  seminary. 
Freed  from  its  genius  tutelary— 
The  Three  {suddenly  demure).  Three  little  maids  from  school! 


The  Flowers  that  Bloom  in  the  Spring. 


From  "The  Mikado." 


The  Opera  of  "  The  Mikado  "  is  published  at  the  foUowine  prices :  Vocal 
Score  complete  $1.00;  the  same  bound  in  cloth  $1.50;  Pianoforte  Score 
complete  50  cents ;  Libretto  15  cents.  Copies  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  H.  J.  Webman,  P.  O.  Box  1S83,  New  Vork  City. 

Nanki.     The  flowers  that  bloom  in  the  Spring, 

Trala, 
Breathe  promise  of  merry  sunshine — 
As  we  merrily  dance  and  we  sing, 

Trala, 
We  welcome  the  hope  that  they  bring,  ' 

Trala, 
Of  a  Summer  of  roses  and  wine; 

And  that's  what  we  mean  when  we  say  that  a  thing 
Is  welcome  us  flowers  that  bloom  in  the  Spring. 
Tra  la  la  la  la  la,  etc. 

All.  And  that's  what  we  mean,  etc. 

Ko.  The  flowei-8  that  bloom  in  the  Springi 

Trala, 
Have  nothing  to  do  with  the  case. 
.    '  I've  got  to  take  under  my  wing, 

Trala,  ;  "  ■     "  ^-V,  /'■ 

A  most  attractive  old  thing, 
Tra  la. 
With  a  caricature  of  a  face; 
And  that's  what  I  mean  when  I  say  or!  sing, 
"  Olj,  bother  the  flowers  that  bloom  in  the  Spring!" 
Tra  la  la  la  la  la,  etc. 

All.     And  that's  what  he  means  when  lie  ventures  to  sing,  etc. 


The  Opera  of  'The  Mikado  "  is  published  at  the  following  prices:  Vocal 
Score  c<)mplete  $1.00;  the  same  b«und  in  cloth  $1.50;  Pianoforte  Score 
complete  50  cents ;  Libretto  15  cents.  Copies  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  H.  J.  \Vchiuati%P.  O.  B«>x  li«3.  New  York  City. 

A  wandering  minstrel  I — 
A  thing  of  shreds  and  patches, 
Of  ballads,  songs  and  snatches, 
And  dreamy  lullaby! 

My  catalogue  is  long,  . 

Through  every  passion  ringing, 
And  to  your  humors  changing 
I  tune  my  supple  sougl  ;        -  ' 

'.■  '  i       ■■         •    '        ■  .■  \,        _ 

Are  you  in  sentimental  mood? 
I'll  sigh  with  you. 

Oh,  willow,  willow! 
On  maiden's  coldness  do  you  brood? 
I'll  do  so,  too— 

Oh,  willow,  willow! 
I'll  charm  your  willing  ears 
Wi til  songs  of  lover's  fears, 
.     While  sympathetic  tears 

My  cheeks  l>edew —  "       . 

"  Oh,  willow,  willow! 


! 


Biit  if  patriotic  sentiment  is  wanted, 

I've  patriotic  ballads  cut  and  drieid;  . 

For  where'er  our  country's  banner  may  be  planted, 

All  other  local  banueis  are  defied ! 
Our  warriors,  in  serrid  ranks  assembled, 

Never  quail— or  they  conceal  it  if  they  do  — 
And  I  shouldn't  be  surprised  if  nations  trembted 

Before  the  mighty  troops  of  Titipu! 

And  if  you  call  for  a  song  of  the  sea. 

We'll  heave  the  capstan  round, 
With  ayeo  heave  ho,  for  the  wind  is  free, 
Her  anchor's  a-trip  and  her  helm's  a-lee. 

Hurrah  for  the  homeward  bound! 
Ye-ho— heave  ho —  ' 

Hurrah  for  the  homeward  bound! 

To  lay  aloft  in  a  howling  breeze 

May  tickle  a  landsman's  taste, 
But  the  happiest  hours  a  sailor  sees 

Is  when  he's  down 

At  an  inland  town. 
With  his  Nancy  on  his  knee,  yeo  ho!         ' .    '  -  ; 

And  his  arm  around  her  waist!  ' 

Then  man  the  capstan — off  we  go, 
As  the  fiddler  swings  us  round, 
.    With  a  yeo  heave  ho,  ,  ' 

And  a  rumbelow, 
Hurrah  for  the  homeward  bound? 

A  wandering,  minstrel  I,  &c. 


0 


For  He's  G-oing  to  Marry  Ynm-Yuni.-  I 


From  "The  Mikado." 


—It  is  a  mean  wretch  who  will  slyly  drop  a  hair-switch  in  a 
car  loaded  with  women,  and  then  smile  as  he  sees  every  woman 
make  a  grab  for  the  back  of  her  head  when  she  notices  it. 


— "Come,  pa,  let  us  go  to  the  circus,"  remarked  a  Stockton 
bov  to  his  bald-headed  father  last  Thursday.  "All  right, 
Johnny."  Arriving  at  the  circus  grounds  the  father  remarked: 
• '  Johnny,  I  suppose  you  are  going  to  pay  for  the  tickets?  "  ' '  No, 
pa;  I  hain't  got  any  money."  "Well,  then  let's  go  home." 
"And  not  see  the  circus,  pa?"  "  Yes."  "  "Not  much,  pa.  I 
don't  care  a  cent  for  pink  lemonade,  nor  the  white  elephant,  nor 
the  two-horned  rhinoceros,  but  I  do  want  to  see  tiie  girl  riders 
throw  themselves."  Pa  took  the  boy  in  to  see  the  show,  as 
Johnny  liad  struck  the  old  man  in  a  very  weak  spot. — Detroit 
Oommerddl  Advertiser. 


The  Opera  of  "The  Mikado  "  is  published  at  the  following  prices :  Vocal 
Score  complete  $1.00:  the  same  bound  in  cloth  $1..")0;  Piatioforie  Score 
complete  50  cents ;  Libretto  15  cents.  Copies  sent  by  mail,  iiost  paid,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1883,  New  Vork  city. 

PiTTi.      For  he's  going  to  marry  Yura-Yum— 
All.  Yum-Yum! 

PiTTL  Your  anger  pray  bury. 

For  all  will  be  merry, 

I  think  you  had  better  succumb — 
All.  Cnmb— cumb! 

PiTTL  And  join  ©ur  expressions  of  glee. 

On  this  subject  I  pray  you  be  dumb  — 
All.  Dumb— dumb! 

PiTTL      You'll  find  there  are  many 

Who'll  wed  for  a  penny — 

The  word  for  your  guidance  is  "  Mum  " — 
All.  Mum — muml 

Pixn.      There's  lots  of  good  fish  in  the  sea! 
All.         There's  lots  of  good  fish  in  the  sea! 

And  you'll  find  there  are  many,  &c. 
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OUR   G-REAT    MIKADO. 


From  "Tlie  Mikado." 


The  Opera  of  "The  Mikado"  Is  published  at  the  following  prices:  Vocal 
Score  complete  SJ<W;  tlie  same  boiiiul  in  cloth  $1.50;  Pianoforte  Score 
complete  50  ceuts ;  Libretto  15  cents.  Copies  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  U.  J.  Wehman,  P.  o.  Box  isas.  New  York  City^ 


Our  great  Mikado,  virtuous  man, 
Wiien  lie  to  rule  our  laud  began. 

Whereby  youiig  nieu  might  best  be  steadied; 
So  he  decreed,  iu  words  succinct,  1 

That  all  who  flirted,  leered  or  winked, 
Unless  coiiDubiully  linked. 

Should  forthwith  l)e  beheaded,  beheaded,  beheaded. 

Should  forthwith  be  beheaded. 

Chorus. 

And  I  expect  you'll  all  agree 
That  he  was  right  to  so  decree; 

And  I  am  right,  and  you  are  right, 
And  all  is  right  as  right  can  be; 
And  all  is  right  as  right  can  be, 
Right  as  right  can  be. 

This  stern  decree,  you'll  understand. 
Caused  great  dismay  throughout  the  land; 
For  young  and  old.  and  shy  and  bold. 

Were  equally  affected. 
The  youth  wlio  winked  a  roving  ej'e. 
Or  breatii  a  non-connubial  sigh, 
"Was  thereupon  condemned  to  die — 

He  usually  objected,  objected,  objected, 

He  usually  objected. 

CnoKus. 

And  you'll  allow,  as  1  expect. 
That  he  was  right  to  so  object; 

And  I  am  right,  and  you  are  right, 
And  everything  is  quite  correct; 
And  everything  is  quite  correct. 
All  is  quite  correct. 

And  so  we  .straight  let  out  on  bail 
A  convict  from  the  country  juil, 
Whose  head  was  next,  on  some  pretext. 

Condemned  to  be  mown  off. 
And  made  him  headsman,  for  we  said: 
"  Who's  next  to  be  decapited 
Cannot  cut  off  another's  head. 

Until  he's  cut  his  own'  off;  * 

His  own  off,  his  own  off. 

Until  he's  cut  his  own  off." 

Chorus. 

And  we  are  right.  I  think  you'll  say. 
To  argue  in  this  kind  of  way; 

And  I  am  riuht,  and  you  are  right, 
And  all  is  right,  too-loo  ral-lay. 

And  you  are  right,  and  we  are  right, 
And  all  is  riglit.  too-loo-ral,  loo-ral-lay; 

And  you  are  right,  and  we  are  right, 
'■  And  all  is  ri"ht. 


VAN   DIEMAN'S   LAND. 

Suns  by  Wm.  Major. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  .T.  Wctiman.  P.  O.  Box  1883,  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mall  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Soujf.". 

Come  all  you  lad.s  of  learning  and  rambling  hoys,  beware. 
Whenever  you  ko  a  huntinir,  brinjj  your  dogs,  gun  and  snare  ; 
For  tiiose  lofty  hills  and  Viill»'ys  we  liavf  at  our  command. 
Not  thinking  of  the  last  farewell,  going  to  Van  Dieman's  Land. 

There  were  three  men  from  Galway  town,  Martin,  Luke  and  .Iame.'», 
Tliey  were  tliree  loyal  comrades,  their  countrymen  tiiey  formed  ; 
And  it's  there  they  were  transported  by  the  keepers  of  the  strand. 
And  for  seven  long  years  transporte<l,  going  to  Van  Dieman's  Land. 

We  had  a  t.-ue  love  on  board  the  sliip.  Jane  Murphy  was  her  name. 
And  there  she  was  transported  for  carrying  on  the  game  ; 
The  captain  fell  in  love  with  her,  and  married  her  out  of  Imnd  ; 
Oh  :  she  gave  us  the  best  of  treatment  going  to  Van  Dieman's  Land. 


This  land  in  port  we  went  to,  was  on  a  foreign  shore, 

The  negroes  they  surrounded  us,  about  five  hundred  score ; 

They  yoked  us  like  horses,  and  sold  us  out  of  liand. 

They  yoked  us  to  a  trace,  bravely  to  plough  on  Van  Dieman's  Land. 

The  houses  they  built  for  us,  were  made  of  mud  and  clay. 

The  beds  we  liad  to  lie  upon,  was  nmde  of  rotten  hay ; 

Oh  !  rotten  hay  for  beds,  my  boys,  and  slumber  if  you  can ; 

Sure,  they  gave  us  the  worst  of  treatment,  all  in  Van  Dieman's  Laud. 

One  night,  as  I  lay  down  to  sleep,  I  had  a  pleasant  dream, 
I  dreamed  that  I  was  iu  old  Ireland,  down  by  a  purling  stream; 
I  dreamed  I  was  in  old  Ireland,  my  true  love  at  my  command. 
But  when  I  awoke  my  heart  was  broke,  all  in  Van  Dieman's  Land. 


DERRY   DOWN   DERRY. 


From  "The  Mikado." 


The  Opera  of  "The  Mikado  "  is  publLshed  at  the  following  prices :  Vocal 
Score  complete  $1.00;  the  same  bound  in  cloth  $1.50;  Pianoforte  Soore 
complete  50  cents;  Libretto  15  cents.  Copies  sent  by  mail,  post  paid,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  nm,  New  York  city. 


Kat. 


Ko. 


Kat. 


Ko. 


Both. 


Ko. 


Kat. 


Ko. 


Kat. 


Both. 


There  is  beauty  in  the  bellow  of  the  blast. 
There  is  grandeur  in  the  growling  of  the  gale, 

There  is  eloquent  outpouring 

When  the  lion  is  a-roariug. 
And  the  tiger  is  a-lashing  of  his  tail! 

Yes,  I  like  to  see  a  tiger 
From  the  Congo  or  the  Niger, 
And  especially  when  lashing  of  his  tail! 

Volcanoes  liave  a  splendor  that  is  grim. 

And  earthquakes  only  terrify  the  dolts,  • 

But  to  him  who  s  scieotific 

There's  nothing  that's  terrific 
Id  the  fulling  of  n  flight  of  tliuuderbolts. 

Yes;  in  spite  of  all  my  meekness, 
If  I  have  a  little  weakness. 
It's  a  passion  for  a  flight  of  thunderbolts. 

If  that  is  so, 

Sing  derry  down  derry! 
It's  evident,  very. 

Our  tastes  are  one! 
Away  we'll  go. 

And  merrily  marry, 
Nor  tardily  tarry 
Till  day  is  done! 

There's  beauty  in  extreme  old  age — 
Do  you  fancy  you  are  elderly  enough? 

Information  I'm  requesting 

On  a  subject  interesting; 
Is  a  ma!deu  all  the  better  when  she's  tough? 

Throughout  this  wide  dominion 
It's  the  general  opinion 
That  she'll  last  a  great  deal  longer  when  she's  tough. 

Are  you  old  enough  to  marry  do  you  think? 
Won't  you  wait  till  you  are  eighty  in  the  shade? 

There's  a  fascinating  frantic 

In  the  ruin  that's  romantic; 
Do  you  think  you  are  sufficiently  decayed? 

To  the  matter  that  you  mention 
I  have  given  some  attention. 
And  I  think  I  am  sufficiently  decay'd. 

If  that  is  so. 

Sing  derry  down  derry!       :    . 
It's  evident,  very. 

Our  tastes  are  one! 
Away  we'll  go. 

And  merrily  marry. 
Nor  tardily  tarry 
Till  day  is  done! 


■'■I 


— Probably  the  meanest  man  on  record  keeps  a  boarding-house 
in  San  Domingo.  Last  Winter  an  earthquake  turned  the  edifice 
clear  upside  down,  and  the  very  next  morning  he  began  charging 
the  garret  lodgers  first  floor  prices. — San  Francixco  Post,  y 
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GRAY'S   ELEGY. 


The  onrfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day,  the  lowing  herd  winds  slowly 
o'er  the  lea,  the  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way,  and  leaves  the 
world  to  darkness  and  to  me.  Now  fades  the  glimmering  landscape  on 
tlie  sight,  and  all  the  air  a  solemn  stillness  holds,  save  where  the  beetle 
wheels  his  droning  flight,  and  drowsy  tinklings  lull  the  distant  folds ;  save 
that,  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tower,  the  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon 
ooQ)|ilain  of  such  as,  wandering  near  her  secret  bower,  molest  her  ancient 
solitary  reign.  Beneath  those  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  shade,  where 
heaves  the  turf  iu  many  a  mouldering  heap— each  in  his  narrow  cell  for 
ever  laid— the  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  sleep.  The  breezy  call  of  in- 
cense-breathing mom.  the  swallow  twittering  from  the  straw-built  shed, 
the  cock's  shrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn,  no  more  shall  rouse  them 
from  their  lowly  bed.  For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  shall  bum,  or 
busy  housewife  ply  her  evening  care ;  no  children  run  to  lisp  their  sire's 
return,  or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kiss  to  share.  Oft  did  the  harvest  to 
their  sickle  yield,  their  furrow  oft  tiie  stubborn  glebe  has  broke;  how 
Jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  a-field  !  how  bow'd  the  woods  beneath 
their  sturdy  stroke !  Let  not  Ambition  mock  their  useful  toil,  their  homely 
joys  and  destiny  obscure ;  nor  Grandeur  hear,  with  a  disdainful  smile,  the 
short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor.  Tlie  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of 
power,  and  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave,  await  alike  the  in- 
evitable hour :  the  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave.  Nor  you,  ye  proud, 
impute  to  these  the  fault,  If  Memory  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raise, 
where,  through  the  long-drawn  aisle  and  fretted  vault,  the  pealing  anthem 
swells  the  n^te  of  praise..  Can  storied  urn,  or  animated  bust,  back  to  its 
mansion  call  the  fleeting  breath?  Can  Honor's  voice  provoke  the  silent 
dust,  or  Flattery  soothe  the  dull  cold  ear  of  Death?  Perhaps  in  this 
neglected  >pot  is  laid  some  lieart  once  pregnant  with  celestial  fire  ;  hands 
that  the  ro<l  otempire  miglit  have  sway'd,  or  waked  to  ecstasy  the  living 
lyre  :  but  Knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page,  rich  with  tlie  spoils  of 
time,  did  ne'er  unroll;  chill  Penury  repress'd  their  noble  rage,  and  froze 
the  genial  current  of  the  soul.  Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  serene  the 
dark,  unfuthom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear :  full  many  a  flower  Is  born  to  blush 
unseen,  and  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air.  Some  village  Hampden, 
that,  with  dauntless  bi  east,  the  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withstood ;  some 
mute,  inglorious  Milton  here  may  rest,  some  Cromwell  guiltless  of  his 
country's  blood.  The  applause  of  listening  senates  to  command,  the 
threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  despise,  to  scatter  plenty  o'er  a  smiling  land, 
and  read  their  history  in  a  nation's  eyes,  their  lot  forbade :  nor  circum- 
scribed alone  their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confined  ;  forbade  to 
wade  through  slaughter  to  a  thione,  and  shut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  man- 
kind ;  the  struggling  pangs  of  conscious  truth  to  hide ;  to  quench  the 
blushes  of  ingenuous  shame ;  or  heap  the  shrine  of  luxury  and  pride,  w^ith 
inct-nse  Kindled  at  the  Muses'  flame.  Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  igno- 
ble strife  (their  S(jber  wishes  never  learn 'd  to  stray),  along  the  cool,  se- 
quester'd  vale  of  life  they  kept  the  noiseless  tenor  of  their  way.  Yet  even 
these  bones  from  insult  to  protect,  some  frail  memorial  still  erected  nigh, 
with  uncouth  rhymes  and  shapeless  sculpture  deck'd,  implores  the  passing 
tribute  of  a  sigh.  Their  names,  their  years,  spelt  by  the  unletter'd  Muse, 
the  place  of  fame  and  elegy  supply ;  and  many  a  holy  text  around  she 
strews,  that  teach  the  r»stio  moralist  to  die.  For  who,  to  dumb  Forgetful- 
ness  a  prey,  this  pleasing,  anxious  being  e'er  resign'd ;  left  the  warm  pre- 
cincts of  the  cheerful  day,  nor  ciist  one  longing,  lingering  look  behind  ?  On 
some  fond  breast  the  parting  soul  relies,  some  pious  drops  the  closing  eye 
requires ;  even  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  Nature  cries ;  even  in  our  ashes 

live  their  wonted  fires. For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  the  unhonor'd  dead, 

dost  in  these  lines  their  artless  tale  relate ;  if  chance,  by  lonely  coutemphi- 
tion  led,  some  kindred  spirit  shall  inquire  thy  fate,  haply  some  hoary- 
headed  swain  may  saV.  "  Oft  have  we  seen  him  at  the  peep  of  dawn,  brush- 
ing, with  hasty  steps,  the  dews  away,  to  meet  the  sun  upon  the  upland 
lawn.  There,  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech,  that  wreathes  its  old 
fantastic  roots  so  high,  his  listless  length  at  noontide  would  he  stretch,  and 
pore  upon  the  brook  that  babbles  by.  Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  smiling  as 
in  scorn,  muttering  his  wayward  fancies,  he  would  rove;  now  drooping, 
woful,  wan,  like  one  forlorn,  or  craz'd  with  care,  or  cross'd  in  hopeless 
love.  One  morn  I  niiss'd  him  on  the  aecustom'd  hill,  along  the  heath,  and 
near  his  fav'rite  tree  ;  another  came  ;  nor  yet  beside  the  rill,  nor  up  the 
lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he.  The  next,  with  dirges  due.  In  sad  array, 
slow  through  the  church-way  path  we  saw  him  borne  :  approach,  and  read 
(for  thou  canst  read)  the  lay  grav'd  on  the  stone,  beneath  yon  aged 
thorn:"— 

TuE  Epitaph. 

Here  rests  his  head,  upon  the  lap  of  earth,  a  youth,  to  fortune  and  to 
fame  unknown  :  fair  Science  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth,  and  Melan- 
choly mark'd  him  for  her  own.  Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  soul  sincere ; 
Heaven  did  a  recompense  as  largely  send :  he  gave  to  Misery  all  he  had— 
a  tear ;  he  gain'd  from  Heaven  ('twas  all  he  wish'd)  a  friend.  No  farther 
seek  bis  merits  to  disclose,  or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode 
(there  they  alike  ia  trembling  hope  repose),  the  bosom  of  his  Father  and 
blsQod. 


COLD  STREAM  GUARDa 

<    . ;  .;  Written  and  sung  by  Miss  Maud  Beverly.  r 

Send  yonr  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1833.  New  York, 
and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Song". 

At  a  military  ball,  a  sergeant  iu  the  Cold  Stream  Guards, 

Some  time  ago  I  did  chance  to  meet; 
He's  the  finest  looking  fellow  that  ever  I  had  seen. 

And  stood  iu  height.  I'm  sure,  about  six  feet. 
So  liandsome  and  so  tall,  I  in  love  with  him  did  fall, 

And  as  we  went  waltzing  round  what  bliss; 
He  pressed  me  to  his  lieart,  called  me  his  own  Jam  Tart, 

And  when  he  said,  be  mine,  I  auswered,  yes. 

■„•■■-■■•■:-■'■:'-■':  Ciionus.  •  -.■  '  '.■ 

-'._:'    For  my  Charlie  is  a  sergeant 
In  tiie  Cold  Stream  Guards; 
He  is  the  man  that  cau  charm  me, 
With  his  hat  just  on  one  side,  .    , 
And  a  military  stride, 
He's  the  finest  looking  fellow  in  the  army. 

You  should  see  my  Charlie  on  parade,  or  see  him  in  the  park. 

The  admiration  of  the  girls  is  he; 
With  chest  expanded,  head  erect,  he  is  my  heart's  deliglit, 

My  Charlie,  he  is  all  the  world  to  me. 
On  Sunday  afternoon,  when  we  take  a  quiet  stroll, 

And  do  a  little  spooning,  what  a  lurk; 
The  girls  all  look  surprised,  with  jealous,  envious  e)'es. 

They  quizz  us  as  we're  strolling  iu  the  park. — ChoruK  ' 

When  the  ball  was  over  he  begged  to  see  me  home, 

A  favor  that  I  could  not  well  refuse; 
As  he  placed  my  arm  iu  his  my  heart  was  full  of  joy, 

For  Charlie,  dear,  1  would  not  like  to  lose. 
He  spoke  of  future  happiness,  when  I  his  wife  should  l)e. 

And  when  lie  said  good-bye  at  the  door. 
He  said,  be  true  to  me  and  I'll  be  true  to  thee; 

I  know  my  Charlie  will  be  to  the  core.  —  Chorut. 
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SCHNEIDER'S   LITTLE   BOY. 


Recited  by  George  S.  Kuight. 


'Tis  nice  to  have  a  lectle  son  • 

Who,  vhen  your  day  of  toil  is  done. 
Who'll  climb  und  kiss  yust  for  fun. 
Now  I  own  such  a  leetle  son — 
Und  dey  call  him  Schneider's  boy. 

Uf  some  von  pours  ink  ou'granny's  gray  hair, 
Und  puts  a  pin  on  grandpa's  chair. 
Und  makes  de  poor  old  fellow  shwear 
Und  jump  ub  six  feet  in  de  air — 
Although  he  may  not  have  been  dere — 
Dey  say  it  vas  Schneider's  boy. 

Uf  some  von  cuts  de  tail  off  de  cat, 
Or  puts  a  brick  in  his  fader's  hat, 
Und  vhen  it  falls  it  knocks  de  old  man  flat; 
Und  breaks  de  clock  mit  a  baseball  bat, 
Und  vhen  I  lay  in  bed  pull  out  de  slat — 
Dey  say  it  vjis  Schneider's  boy. 

Uf  vhen  his  sister  puts  on  her  sealskin  sack, 
He'll  jump  off  a  chair  upon  her  back 
Und  give  her  ruby  lips  a  slimack; 
Und  for  it  gets  a  terrible  crack 
Dot  m.'ikes  him  shout  out  "  Paddy  Whack! "     - 
Und  he  goes  out  und  knocks  a  horsi'  car  off  de  track; 
I  shpank  him  vhere  his  pants  are  slack — 
Den  I  know  it  is  Schneider's  boy. 
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— "What  is  that  dog  barking  at,"  a.sked  a  fop,  whose  boots 
were  more  polished  than  his  ideas.  "  Why,"  said  a  bystander, 
"  he  sees  another  puppy  in  your  boots." 


—A  mother  noticing  her  little  daughter  wipe  her  mouth  with 
her  dress  sleeve,  asked  her  what  her  handkerchief  was  for. 
Said  the  little  one  :  "It's  to  shake  at  the  ladies  in  the  street. 
That's  what  papa  does  with  his." 
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SWEETHEARTS  AND  WIVES. 
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'Mid  the  smiles  of  brigiit-eyed  lasses, 

Aud  the  sight  of  dear  old  friends; 
With  the  merry  cliuk  of  glasses, 

In  some  jolly  chorus  blends. 
At  a  quiet  little  party, 

With  a  kiud  and  genial  host; 
Oft  with  voices  stroug  and  hearty, 

Have  we  joined  in  this  old  toast: 

Chorus. 

Sweethearts  and  wives,  sweethearts  aud  wives. 
Girls  are  the  joys  of  our  lives; 
When  pretty  lips  kiss,  yum,  yum.  yum. 
Oh,  who  can  resist  the  darlings? 

Now  standing  here  I  see  before  me. 

Dear  old  friends  I've  known  for  years; 
Though  you're  not  all  married,  surely. 

You  all  love  the  little  dears. 
Trouble  shared  is  easily  carried, 

Wedded  life  is  the  happiest  lot ; 
Some  who  are  single  wished  they'd  married, 

Some  who've  married  wished  they'd  not. — Chorus. 


HOME    ATTRACTIONS. 


As  homeward  comes  the  married  man, 

He's  met  by  wife  at  door. 
With  fond  embrace  aud  lovin.i?  kiss, 

And — "  Baby's  throat  is  sore! 

"And  did  you  think  to  stop  nt  Brown's, 

And  get  that  marabout 
I  ordered  yesterday? — And,  deiir, 

Fred's  boots  are  all  worn  out! 

"  I'm  glad  you  are  so  early,  John. 

So  much  I  miss  you  dear — 
I've  had  a  letter  from  mamma; 

She's  coming  to  live  here. 

"How  very  glad  you  look,  dear  John, 

I  knew  that  you  would  be — 
The  flour's  out.  the  butter,  and 

You  must  send  home  some  tea. 

"That  plumber  has  been  here  again — 

If  you  don't  pay  he'll  sue; 
And  Mr.  Peudergost  called  iu 

To  say  your  rent  was  due. 

''Fred's  trousers  are  half  cotton,  John, 
You  liioujiht  they  were  all  wool — 

Oh  I  th:it  reminds  me  that  your  son 
Was  whipped  to-day  at  school. 

"  The  roof  has  leaked  and  spoiled  the  rugs 

Upon  the  upper  hall; 
And  Jane  must  go,  the  careless  thing. 

She  let  the  mirror  fall. 

•'  To-day,  as  she  was  movlny  it 

(The  largest  one,  dear  John), 
Of  course  it  broke;  it  also  broke 

The  lamp  it  fell  upon. 

"  What  makes  you  look  so  grave,  my  love? 

Take  oflf  your  things  and  wipe 
Your  feet — and  only  think,  to-day 

Jane  broke  your  meerschaum  pipe. 

"O,  John!  that  horrid,  horrid  word! 

You  do  not  love  me,  dear; 
I  wish  that  I — boo-hoo— were  dead — 

You're  cross  as  any  bear. " 


You  Put  no  Flowers  on  my  Papa's  Q-rave 


Recited  by  Tony  Williams. 


Witli  sable-draped  banners,  and  slow  measured  tread, 

The  flower-laden  ranks  pass  the  gates  of  the  dead; 

And  seeking  each  mound  where  a  comrade's  form  rests. 

Leave  tear-bedewed  garland's  to  bloom  on  his  breast. 

Ended  at  lost  is  the  labor  of  love; 

Once  more  througli  the  gateway  the  saddened  Hues  move — 

A  wailing  of  anguish,  a  sobbing  of  grief. 

Falls  low  on  tiie  ear  of  tlie  battle-scarred  chief; 

Close  crouchcil  by  the  {)ortal8,  a  sunny-haired  child 

Besought  him  in  accents  which  grief  rendered  wild: 

"Oh!  sir,  he  was  good,  and  they  say  he  was  brave- 
Why!  why!  did  you  puss  mv  dear  papa's  grave? 
I  know  he  was  poor,  but  as  kind  and  as  true 
As  ever  marched  into  the  battle  with  you — 
His  grave  is  so  humble,  no  stone  marks  the  spot, 
You  may  not  have  seen  it.     Oh,  say  you  did  not! 
For  my  poor  heart  will  break  if  you  knew  he  was  there 
And  thought  him  too  lowly  your  offerings  to  share; 
He  didn't  die  lowly — he  poured  his  heart's  blood. 
In  rich  crimson  streams,  from  the  top-crowning  sod 
Of  the  breastworks  which  stood  in  front  of  the  flght — 
And  died  shouting,  'Onward!  for  God  aud  the  right!' 

"  O'er  all  his  dead  comrades  your  bright  garlauds  wftive. 
But  you  haven't  piit  0/j^  on  7n^  papa's  grave.        . 
If  mamma  were  here — but  she  lies  by  liis  side. 
Her  wearied  heart  broke  when  our  dear  papa  died." 

"Battalion!  file  left!  countermarch!"  cried  the  chief, 

"  This  young  orplian'd  maid  hath  full  cause  for  her  grief." 

Then  up  in  his  arms  from  the  hot,  dusty  street. 

He  lifted  the  maiden,  while  in  through  the  gate 

The  long  line  repasses,  and  many  an  eye 

Pays  fresh  tribute  of  tears  to  the  lone  orphan's  sigh. 

"This  way  it  is— here,  sir— right  under  this  tree; 
They  lie  close  together,  with  just  room  for  me." 

"  Halt!     Cover  with  roses  each  lonely  green  mound— 

A  love  OS  pure  as  this  makes  these  graves  hallowed  ground. 

"Oh!  thank  you,  kind  sir!    I  ne'er  can  repay 
The  kindness  you've  shown  little  Daisy  to-day; 
But  I'll  pray  for  you  here,  each  day  while  I  live, 
'Tis  all  that  a  poor  soldier's  orphan  can  give. 

"  I  shall  see  papa  soon,  and  dear  mamma,  too  — 
I  dreamed  so  last  night,  aud  I  know  'twill  come  true; 
And  they  will  both  bless  you,  I  know,  when  I  say 
How  you  folded  your  arms  round  their  dear  one  to-day— 
IIow  you  clieere(l  her  sad  heart,  and  soothed  it  to  rest, 
And  hushed  its  wild  throbs  on  your  strong,  noble  breast. 
And  when  the  kind  angels  shall  call  j/ou  to  come. 
We'll  welcome  you  here  to  our  beautiful  home. 
Where  death  never  comes,  his  black  banners  to  wave, 
And  the  beautiful  flowers  ne'er  weep  o'er  a  grave." 
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THAT'S  A   MATTER  OF  TASTE. 


Sung  by  Robert  Slavin. 


Now  some  people  like  to  be  reading  a  book, 

Tiiat's  a  inalter  of  taste; 
But  I've  got  a  book  tliat  will  teach  you  to  cook. 

That's  a  matter  of  taste. 
Some  people  like  pudding,  while  others  like  pies, 

That's  a  matter  of  taste; 
Some  like  to  eat  sponge  cake  aud  Dutch  bologne, 

That's  a  matter  of  taste. 
A  great  many  say  Mrs.  Laugtry's  a  daisy, 
Ileury  Irving,  he  thinks  Helen  Terry's' the  daisy, 
But  I  think  Mary  Anderson  knocks  them  all  crazy, 

That's  a  matter  of  taste. 

The  Frenchman  he  likes  a  good  glass  of  wine, 

Tiiat's  a  matter  of  taste; 
The  Irish  like  whiskey,  they  say  it  is  fine. 

That's  a  matter  of  taste. 
The  English  like  ale  ami  old  Dublin  stout,     ' 

That's  a  matter  ol  taste; 
The  German  wants  lager  and  good  souer-krout, 

That's  a  matter  of  taste. 
The  Italians  want  an  organ  to  increase  their  laziness, 
The  Negro  wants  gin,  it  brings  them  a  dizziness, 
But  Americans  want  to  collar  the  whole  blooming  business, 

That's  a  matter  of  taste. 


CALIBRE   FIFTY-FOUR 

By  Will  Carleton. 

"Say,  General,  say!"  the  courier  said, 

(A  boy  of  thirteen  years), 
"Our  regiment's  scant  of  powder  and  lead; 

Most  out,  the  Colonel  fears. 
The  men,  they  liave  held  the  ground,  while  I 

This  message  swiftly  bore. 
Be  quick,  and  send  'em  a  fresh  supply! 

Its  calibre  fifty-four." 

"  Now  you  are  young,"  the  General  said, 

"To  run  so  stern  a  race; 
Some  older  man  might  come  instead, 

Through  such  a  dangerous  place." 
"They  couldn't  be  spared,"  the  boy  began; 

"  I'm  youngest  of  the  corps; 
And  so— but,  say,  be  quick  old  man!      ; 

It's  calibre  fifty-four." 

"Now  you  are  hurt,"  the  General  said, 
"  There's  blood  here  on  your  breast. 

Go  back  to  the  rear  and  take  my  bed, 
Aud  have  some  needful  rest." 

"  Not  much!  "  said  the  boy,  with  half-hid  sneer; 
•'  I  can't  be  spared  no  more; 

My  regiment's  nowhere  nigh  the  rear- 
It's  calibre  fifty-four." 

"  But  Where's  your  horse?  "  tlie  General  said, 

"  Afoot  you  can  not  be?" 
"Oil,  a  cannon  ball  tore  off  his  head. 

And  didn't  come  far  from  me; 
And  bullets  warbled  around,  you  bet, 

(One  through  my  right  arm  tore); 
But  I'm  a  horse,  and  a  colt  to  let! 

I'm  calibre  fifty-four." 

"  Your  parents,  boy?"  the  General  said, 

"  Where  are  they?— dead,  it  seems." 
"Oh,  they  are  what  the  world  calls  dead. 

But  come  to  me  in  dreams; 
They  tell  me  to  be  brave  alway, 

As  father  was  before; 
Then  mother  kisses  me— but  say! 

It's  a  calibre  fifty-four." 

"  They'll  soon  be  there,"  the  General  said, 

"  Those  cartridges  you  claim; 
My  staff's  best  hoise  you'll  ride,  instead 

Of  that  on  which  you  came."  ,   . 

Away  the  boy,  his  spurs  sharp  set,    •  ■ 

Across  the  field  of  gore,  ,  .  .  ' 

Still  shouting  back,  "  No^r  don't  forget!     ;'.■•• 

It's  calibre  fifty-four.  *—fia?yer'«  Weekly. 


rm  a  Dandy,  but  I'm  no  Dude. 
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I'm  a  dandy,  that's  what  the  people  say. 

At  the  races  I'm  always  seen; 
I  drive  in  the  latest  style  of  cart. 

At  my  side  sits  a  charming  queen. 
Willi  envious  eyed  the  swells  they  look,  - 

At  the  carriage,  the  style,  and  my  air; 
I  laugh  and  I  grin,  us  I  take  the  whole  thing  in. 

For  their  opinions  I  don't  care.  .     ^ 

Chorus.  ' 

I'm  a  dandy  I'll  have  you  all  to  know,  ■     .^i- 

•  With  the  ladies  I'm  never  rude-  ..'"    ; 

This  style  is  all  my  own,  with  it  I  carry  ton6, 

I'm  a  dandy,  but  I'm  no  dude.  '"'■  ■\ 

On  the  iKJst  of  the  land  I  always  live. 

The  finest  brands  of  wine  1  drink;  . 

My  manners  they  are  so  reflneil, 

Which  cause  snobs  to  ponder  and  think. 
With  pleasure  I  smoke  the  Monogram, 

They're  imported  for  me  by  the  box; 
My  clothes  are  always  in  the  fashion  cut, 

My  hat's  a  Duulap  or  a  Knox.  — CA<wu«. 

I'm  a  dandy,  but  still  I  am  no  dude. 

With  the  cares  of  life  I  have  none; 
Strolling  every  afternoon  I  go, 

But  not  the  side  that  has  the  sun. 
As  I  promenade  the  thoroughfares,  "  .. '. 

Ladies' hearts  with  emotion  arise;  .  .'. 

They  know  quite  well  that  I'm  a  dandy  swell, 

On  the  "  Q  T  "  I'm  a  prince  in  disguise.  —  Chorus. 


^       AN   IRISH  FAIR  DAY. 

"■  Copyright,  18&4,  by  B.  W.  HitcJicock. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sont  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  U.  J.  \V<'liraaii,  P.  O.  Box  1838,  New  York  City. 

A  complete  Catalogue  of  Songs  sent  free  to  any  address. 

My  memory  steals  back  to  the  land  of  my  biith. 

No  matter  where'er  I  may  roam , 
And  I  think  of  the  merry  old  times  we  would  have 

On  a  beautiful  fair  day  at  home. 
When  the  lads  aud  the  lassies  would  tip  off  their  glasses 

They'd  smile  aud  look  pretty  as  blossoms  of  May; 
They'd  sing  and  they'd  dance  to  the  sweet  Irish  music, 

You  only  could  hear  on  an  Irish  fair  day. 

Chorus. 
An  Irish  fair  day,  an  Irish  fair  day, 

Oh,  give  me  an  Irish  fair  day; 
When  the  lads  and  the  lassies  would  tip  off  their  glasses 

And  smile  and  be  happy  on  an  Irish  fair  day. 

How  often  I've  tripped  o'er  the  meadows  so  green. 

My  darling  colleen  by  my  side; 
Aud  made  the  bright  roses  appear  on  her  cheeks, 

When  I  called  her  my  beautiful  bride. 
With  lips  like  the  cherry,  her  laugh  was  so  merry — 

Her  foot  was  as  lightsome  as  fairies  at  play; 
How  (he  old  people  watched  us  keep  time  to  the  pipers, 

In  dancing  the  jigs  on  an  Irish  fair  d&y.  —  Cfu>ru«. 

Oh,  I  love  to  remember  those  merry  old  days— 

The  days  that  shall  come  back  no  more; 
Wlien  our  hearts  were  as  light  as  the  birds  in  the  air. 

That  sung  upon  Erin's  green  shore. 
With  dancing  and  singing  we  kept  the  place  ringing,     ,     • 

We'd  kiss  the  fair  lassies  or  figiit  in  a  fray; 
But  we  parted  as  brothers,  there  was  no  bad  feeling 

To  mar  the  good  times  of  an  Irish  fair  day.  — Cho7-u». 


—It  is  diflacult  to  tell  how  much  a  fish  will  weigh  by  looking 
at  the  scales. ^'':      -       ^ 

.'i— Worn  an  is  like  an  accordeon;  you  can  draw  her  out,  but 
she  makes  music  when  you  attempt  to  shut  her  up.  " 


•  ^^^■^ii.w*:*?^*;^'--*;^^' .  r.:  ;^'^ 
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DE   SKIDMORE    GUAKD. 

As  suiiK  by  Ilarrigaii  aud  Hart. 

The  Words  aud  Miisli;  of  ttiis  Soti^i  will  he  sent  l>>  any  address,  i'<<st-)iaid,  ou 

r««eipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wclmjun,  1".  O.  IJwx  \s£i.  New  York  City. 

aknd  for  uuui|ileto  Catalogue  of  Popular  Souks. 

Wf  represent  dc  privates 

In  de  nobic  colored  troops, 
Who  niurcU  about  ile  streets  of  York 

In  Frencii  imperial  suit.s; 
Black  pantaioous  and  yellow  huts. 

Helmets  trimmed  wid  blue; 
De  wenches  shout  when  wc  turn  out 

Ou  South  Fifth  Avenue. 

CnoKus. 

Nobby,  airy,  light  as  a  fniry, 

Music  playing  sweet  and  gay; 
Hats  a  waviutr.  we're  parading, 

Marching  down  Broail  way. 

(Umph)  talk  about  your  Mulligan  Band, 

Dose  nigs  dey  can't  be  beat; 
We  march  to  time,  we  ctit  a  shine. 

Oh!  watch  dese  darkies' feet— 
De  left  foot  first,  de  right  foot  follow, 

De  heel  down  mighty  hard; 
Ten  platoou.>i  of  dandy  coons 

March  in  tie  Skiilmore  Guard.  —  Chorus. 

.  Dar's  Mister  Brown,  de  waiter  man, 

In  de  Aslor  House  hotel, 
■  He's  sa I  geant  in  de  second  brigade 
Division,  Company  L; 
He's  six  feet  high,  he  carried  de  flag 

811  noble,  proud  and  gay; 
He  took  de  prize  for  inaieliinic  out  _•• 

Ou 'Mancipation  Day.  — CV/orwa.  • 

We  nober  hire  a  German  band,  ' 

Italians  carry  a  can 
Of  lemonade,  dat's  fresh  ami  sweet. 

For  ebery  coloreii  man; 
Dey  follow  up  de  regiment, 

Maccaroni  in  de.  rear. 
And  when  dey  get  obstropolous. 

We  bounce  'em  ou  dar  ear.  — C /torus. 

Dars  adjutant  general  Tom  Primrose 

And  parson  Simpson's  sous; 
De  envy  of  de  yaller  gals, 

Wid  boquets  on  dar  guns; 
Dey  look  just  like  a  circus  horse 

\Vhen  de  band's  u  playing  loud— 
For  elegant  .style  and  sweet  bail  ile 

Dem  darkies  lead  de  crowd.  — C'//onM. 


I   AM  A^MASHER 

Send  your  name  and  adilrfss  to  II.  .1  W'ehnian,  V.  o   itnx  HJ5.  New  York, 
and.  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalof^ue  of  S>ouk3. 

I  am  a  masher, 

As  you  can  plainly  see; 
Wiien  1  go  out  upon  the  .street. 

The  girls  all  llirt  with  me; 
Tbey  write  love  letters. 

Fifty  every  day;  , 

When  I  go  out  you'll  hear  them  shout, 

And  this  is  what  they  say: 

Ciioiius, 
There  goes  the  masher,  the  German  masher 
The  urirls  all  sigh  as  I  go  pa.ssing  by: 
Ain't  he  witty,  ainl  he  pretty. 
That's  the  cry  you'll  hear  all  over  in  the  city. 

Here  on  the  corner 

Every  Saturday, 
I  flirt  with  all  "the  pretty  girls 

Coming  from  the  matinee; 
The  police  all  know  me, 

I'liey  always  let  me  be; 
V  When'on  the  square  I  make  them  stare. 

There's  none  so  nice  as  me. —  (JJwi-un. 


The  Corner^  s  Dying  Child. 

The  cottage  was  a  thatched  one,  its  outside  old  and  mean ; 
Yet  everytlilnjf  within  that  cot  was  wondrous  ueut  aud  clean : 
The  nijjht  was  dark  and  stormy— the  wind  was  blowing  wild;— 
A  patient  mother  sat  beside  the  death-bed  of  her  child— 
A  little  wi)rn-»>ut  creature— his  once  briftht  eyes  grown  dim: 
It  was  a  Collier's  only  child— they  called  him  "  Little  Jim." 
And  oh!  to  see  the  briny  tears  fast  flowiuft  down  her  cheek, 
•Vs  she  offered  up  a  prayer  Iti  thouKht !— she  was  afraid  to  speak. 
Lest  she  mijclit  waken  otie.  she  loved  far  dearer  than  her  life  ; 
For  she  had  all  a  mother's  heart,  that  wretclied  Collier's  wife. 
With  bands  uplifted,  see,  she  kneels  beside  the  sufft^rer's  bed. 
And  prays  that  (Jod  will  spare  her  boy,  and  take  herself  Instead  : 
she  Kets  her  answer  from  llie  child— soft  falls  these  words  from  him— 
■  Mother  :  the  an;,'els  do  so  smile,  and  beckon  Little  Jim  ! 
1  have  no  pain,  dear  mother,  now  ;  but,  oh  1  I  am  so  dry  : 
Just  moisten  poor  Jiui's  lips  once  more ;  and,  mother,  do  not  cry !" 
NVith  Kcntle,  tremi>Iin{c  haste,  she  held  a  tea-cup  to  his  lips— 
lie  smiled  to  thiink  her— tlien  he  to«)k  three  little  tiny  sips. 
'Tell  fatlier,  when  lie  oines  from  work,  I  said  '  (jmnl-ni^ht : '  to  him; 

And,  mother,  now  I'll  ;ro  to  sleep." Alas!  poor  Little  Jim! 

She  saw  that  !ie  was  dyinj:  I   The  child  she  loved  so  dear. 

Had  utter'd  the  last  wonl.s  she'd  ever  wish  to  hear. 

Tlie  cottajre  door  is  opened— the  Collier's  step  is  heard ; 

The  father  and  the  mother  meet,  but  ueithir  speak  a  word . 

lie  felt  that  all  was  over— he  knew  the  child  was  dead  : 

He  took  the  candle  in  his  hand,  and  stood  beside  the  bed  : 

His  quiverint;  lip  Rave  token  of  the  {jrief  he'd  fain  conceal ; 

And  see.  the  mother  joins  him  !— the  stricken  couple  kneel; 

With  hearts  bo\v<-d  down  by  sorrow,  they  humbly  ask.  <jf  Him 

In  heaven,  once  more  that  they  may  meet  their  own  poor  '  Little  Jim  !  " 
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WALKING-   FOR  DAT   CAKE. 

Written  and  sunc  by  Ed.  narrlKan. 

Thf  Words  and  Music  f)f  this  Sonc  will  l>o  sent  to  any  address,  port-i>aid,  on 

receipt  of  *•(•«  Ills,  by  II.  .1.  W.hniati.  P.  O.  Box  IMil.  .New  Vork  City. 

iSend  for  complete  Catahvue  of  Ln;;lish  and  (ierman  Songs. 

'Twas  down  to  Aunty  J.ickson's, 

Dar  wiis  a  big  reception 
Of  liigh  toned,  aristocratic  coons, 

Full  of  sweet  alTeclion; 
Such  simring  an«l -such  (bmcing — 

We  make  de  ceiling  sluike. 
But  de  cream  of  all  de  evening 

Was  walking  for  dat  cake. 

Cnoncs. 

Gentle  on  de  toe,  wc  darkies  .step  out  9,0 

Easy,  and  so  utacefully  around  the  room  wo  go; 

De  wenches  captivate,  we  all  persumbulate. 

High  toned  colored  people  a  walkin;:  for  dat  cake. 

.\li  forward  form,  oil!  in  «le  jiJiy  quadrille; 

Lord!  iiow  wu  perspire — No  use,  we  can't  keep  still: 

Stop  de  music,  do.  oh!  do  for  goodness  sake. 

1  feel  so  shy  I'll  really  di<?,  a  walking  for  dat  cake. 

Dar's  Mi.ss  Clciuentina  Brown — 

Oh!  didn't  she  hug  de  groom, 
Wid  an  alligator  slipper  shoe 

Dat  would  cover  half  de  town! 
You  ouulit  to  see  her  gliding. 

She  kept  us  all  awake; 
Ob!  such  a  fashionable  sliding  dar, 

A  walking  for  dat  cake.  — 6'/t<>rt<*. 

Dar  was  Miss  Priscilhi  Perkins, 

And  reverend  parson  Wing, 
Steppinn  like  a  turkey  hen, 

Or  a  ilonolula  king; 
Dey  wabbled  aud  got  dizzy, 

liotli  wiggled  like  a  snake, 
Dey  fell  into  de  Wiishtub, 

A  walking  for  dat  cake. — Clm'vt, 

Dar  was  major  general  Slocum, 

He  was  de  ladies' choice; 
Dc  gemmeii  said  for  monstrous  feet 

Dat  nufllu  could  he  ware; 
Wid  his  military  wheeling. 

De  prize  be  said  he'd  Uike; 
He  busted  through  de  ceiling. 

A  walking  for  dat  cake.  —  CAoruj. 
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Buch  an  edncatlop  %aa  my  Mary  Ann 

Auld  Lang  Syne 

Ella  Ree 

Old  cabin  home 

Little  ones  at  home 

Old  black  Joe 

Home,  gweet  horn* 

Ijirboard  watch 

Majiy  can  help  one 

Killamey 

See  that  my  erare'n  kept  iri'«en 

Grandfather  8  clock 

Emmet's  "Lullaby" 

The  harp  that  once  thro'  Tara'i  halls 

My  country,  'tin  of  thee 

Sweet  forget-me-not 

U'here  waa  Hose*  when  the  light  went 

Nancy  Lee  [outt 

Write  me  a  letter  from  home 

Beautiful  iule  of  the  nea 

Old  folks  at  home  (Suanee  rtbber) 

Come  back  to  Erin 

Bweet  bye-and-bya       . .  ; 

My  pretty  red  roue 

>VT»o*,  Einma 

Katie's  secret 

You'll  remember  me 

Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  Ute  deep    - 

Kathleen  Mavourneen 

I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halla 

Wearing  of  the  green 

When  you  and  I  were  young,  Maggie 

Cottage  bv  the  Hea 

We  part«>a  by  the  river  side 

When  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  home 

Sweet  gpirit,  hear  my  prayer 

Ljuit  roue  of  Summer 

Shamua  O'Brien 

Exile  of  Erin 

Maggle'o  secret 

Or  any  other  man— Stump  ipeech 

I  cannot  call  her  mother 

Would  1  were  with  thee 

Poor  old  slave 

Caaev  wx-ial  club 

Cumoerliuid's  civw 

Take  thlH  letter  to  my  mottwr 

A  mo<lel  love  letter      .... 

Female  Ftrataif  em 

How  to  kiss  a  lady 

Dublin  bay 

The  wife's  commandment* 

The  husband's  commandment* 

Rules  for  bummers 

Little  old  log  cabin  In  the  lane 

B*rt)ara  Frietchie-RltcrrATIoil    .■ 

Marching  through  Georgia 

When  I  waa  a  lad— Pinafore 

WidoV  in  the  cottage  by  the  ■*» 

Dancing  in  t.he  t>am 

Fire  in  the  grate 

Wandering  refugee 

Blue-eyed  Nelly 

Minstrel  boy 

Letter  in  the  candle 

Star-spangled  banner 

Dancing  on  the  green 

Heart  bow'd  down 

Take  back  the  heart 

The  watermill— RKCTrAnoR 

Faded  coat  of  blue 

Hold  the  fort 

Slarery  dars 

Der  mule  Bhtoodondeshteamooatdeek 

little  barefoot 

My  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night 

Home  again 

Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  ao  far 

Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 

Office  rules 

Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 

Good  Rhine  wine 

ru  be  all  smiles  to-nlgbt,  lor* 

You've  been  a  friend  to  me 

listen  to  the  mockingbird 

When  the  corn  is  waving,  Annie 

She  never  blamed  him,  never 

Silver  threa<Ls  among  the  golil 

little  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

Ring  the  bell  softly  there's  crape  on  the 

Boyioet  (laughable)  (door 

Her  bright  smile  haunt*  me  still 

Sundav  night  when  the  parlor's  full 

Gypsy  »  warning 

Anchor's  weighed 

Moon  behind  the  hill 

Swinging  in  tho  lane 

Sheridan's  ride— Rbcttatiom 

We  met,  twas  in  a  crowd 

EUleen  Allanna 

Tls  but  a  little  faded  flower 

Touchthe  haq>  gently,  my  pretty  Loulit 

Girl  I  left  iM'hiiul  mo 

little  Buttercup 

His  Maters,  oouainf  and  aunts 

Carry  me  hack  to  old  Virginny 

Roses  underneath  the  snow 

Kitty  Wells 

Billy's  ap|>enl  to  his  ma 

when  the  swallows  homeward  fly 

Old  man's  drunk  again 

Two  Orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  fire) 

Amber  treases  tied  In  blue 

Pretty  a*  a  picture 

I  am  waiting,  Essie,  dear 

Three  periled  in  the  snow 

Blight  hlnU 

Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother 

Come,  sit  by  my  side,  httle  darling 

Kiaa  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 

Btngen  on  the  Rhine 

A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grsT* 

Old  log  cabin  on  the  Bill 

Croppy  boy 

Bklda  are  out  to^lay 

The  bridge  .  ,■         '     <    , 

Shabby  genteel 

Oh,  dat  watermelon 


Comin'  throngh  the  rye 

Aiurii  we  tiieu  meet  as  Btrangen  ' 

Babies  on  our  block  -^ 

Brennen  on  the  Moor 

Skidmoro  fancy  ball 

Hallway  door 

Where  the  grass  grows  green 

Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 

Kua  lienind  the  door 

I'll  remember  you,  love.  In  my  prayers 

Mary  of  the  wild  Moor 

Old  wooden  rocker 

Speak,  only  speak 

Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

Where  art  thou  now,  my  beloved! 

Mollie,  darling 

You  may  look,  but  yon  mosta't  touch 

My  daughter,  Julia 

Haflle  ft>r  the  stove  ■/;.  "' 

Balm  of  Gilead 

There's  alwavs  a  seat  In  the  p«u"lor  for 

Driven  froinhome  [you 

I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

PuL'  for  the  shore 

Neart'r,  my  God,  to  Thee 

Good  news  from  home 

Fisherman's  daughter 

Shells  of  ocean 

Ma.ssa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 

Say  a  kind  word  when  you  can 

Cure  for  t^oandal 

Twilitrht  coterie 

Strangers  yet  ''''■■''. 

Ca-stlis  in  the  air  ' 

Dear  little  shamrock 

I  cannot  sing  tho  old  songs 

Norah  O'Neal 

Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

Rose  of  Tralee 

Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare 

I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 

Drunkard's  lone  child 

Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

Glove  flirtation 

Whip  flirtation 

Slave's  dream 

Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  dont  go 

Sweet  Evangeline 

Good  bye  at  the  door 

'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the 

Willie,  we  have  missed  you    [heart,  eta 

Erin's  lovely  home 

Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-houae 

Twenty  years  ago 

Paddy  » land 

Don't  be  angir  with  me,  darilng 

Old  village  school  on  the  green 

Woixlman,  spare  that  tree 

Barbara  Krietchie— UecHAXIOM 

Darling  Minnie  Lee 

Hat  flirtation  ■  ■  '; 

Kan  flirtation 

Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  monntain 

(iood-bye,  Annie,  darling  (Enoch  Arden) 

Why  did  she  leave  him! 

A  quiet  little  home 

Thou  ha^t  learned  to  love  another 

Mary  of  Argyle 

Nil  Desperandum 

Sweet  Highland  Mary 

Evening  amusement  (laughable) 

Day  I  played  base  ball  [own 

Remember  you  have  children  of  your 

There's  none  1''' '  a  mother  if  ever  so 

You  were  fa'  v,  bu,.  "U  forgive       [poOT 

Sweet  Mag-  le  (iordOi. 

Tanyard  side 

Bills  of  Shandon 

Old  log  cabin  In  the  dell 

Wliisper  softly,  mother's  dying 

Eiin's  green  shore 

Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  oM 

Doooelly  and  Cooper 

I  shore 
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213  Gathering  sheila  by  the  i 

214  Little  Rosebud 

215  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

216  Come  into  the  garden,  Maud 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

218  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way 

219  (}od  bless  my  boy  at  sea 
230  Annie  Laurie 

221  Mac's  and  the  O's 

222  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 

223  Lamentation  of  James  Rodgers 

224  Come,  birdie,  come 

225  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

226  Ever  of  thee 

227  Norah  McShane 

228  Love  among  the  rosea 

2'29  Shamus  (J'Brien— RecitaTIOII 

230  Der  IVitcher  gal 

231  No  Irish  need  apply 

232  Old  arm  choir 

233  T^m  Flaherty 

234  ^\  e  sat  by  the  river  ~ou  and  I 

235  I  love  music 

236  Sweet  Genevieve 

237  When  the  flowers  f&u  asleep 

238  Patrick  Sheehon 

239  Sailor's  grave 

240  Pretty  maid  milking  her  oow 

241  Kentucky  Rose 

242  Fanner's  daughter 

243  Oh,  dem  golden  slippers 

244  In  the  morning  by  the  bright  light 

245  Nobody's  darling 

246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

247  Somebody's  mother— Rkcitatioii 

248  Birdie,  darling 

249  Nobody's  darling  tut  mine 

250  Rock  me  to  sleep,  m  rther 

251  Put  my  little  shoes  iway 

252  Dariing  Nelly  Gray  [fall 

253  Somebody's  coming  wheli  tbf  idewdrop* 

254  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  l«cause  we 

255  little  browi  Jug  [were  poor 

256  Ben  Bolt 

257  Goodbye,  sweetheart,  good-bye 

258  Rrin  la  i»v  hotno 


£j»  Katty  Aroumeen 
280  Sadie  Ray 

261  Bard  of  Armagh 

262  Hush,  my  darungs.  do  not  weep 

263  Patrick's  day  parade 

264  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 
285  Speak  to  me,  speak 

266  Darling,  I  will  come  again 

267  Brightreyed  liUIe  NelTof  NarTSganset 

268  Hail,  Columbia  ,  [bsr 

269  little  foot-stepe  i 

270  Tim  Finnegan's  wake  ■  ,    ! 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  root 

272  Scotch  la-ssie,  Jean  I 

273  Hat  me  father  wore 

274  Binks  of  sweet  Dundee 

275  I've  only  been  down  to  the  club 

276  Dance  me  on  your  knee 

277  Kiss  me  again 

278  Emmet's  "  Love  of  the  shamrock  " 

279  Vacant  chair 

280  Sweet  sunny  South 

281  Our  good  ship  sails  to-night 

282  Jersey  Sam 

283  Come  home,  father 

284  Little  Maggie  May 

285  Oickle,  cackle,  cackl* 

286  Molly  Bawn 
'W7  Maid  of  Athens 

288  Sallle  in  our  alley 

289  I'm  sitting  on  the  stile,  MaiT 

290  Poor  old  Ned 

291  Dorkins'  night 

292  Man  In  the  moon  is  looking,  love 

293  Wlien  the  flowing  tide  comes  in 

294  Don't  give  up  the  old  friend*  for  the 

295  Broken  down  [new 

296  Marriage  bells 

297  Have  I  not  been  kind  to  theel 

298  Flowers  will  come  in  May 

299  Awfully  clever 

300  My  little  one's  waiting  for  me 

301  ru  go  back  to  my  old  love  again 

302  Butcher  boy 

303  There's  somebody  waiting  for  me 

304  Are  you  there.  Moriarityf 

305  I'se  gwine  back  to  Dixie  ( 

306  Bidalia  Jane  MeClaan  ' 

307  Isle  de  Blat-kwell 

308  Where  are  the  friends  of  my  yoathi 
30*  Singing  on  the  roof 

310  Five  cent  shave  I 

311  Hen  convention 

312  Red,  white  and  blue  I 

313  Old  oaken  bucket 

314  Little  sweetheart,  come  and  Idas  me 
fl5  My  dream  of  love  is  o'er 

316  They  all  do  it 

317  Old  home  ain't  what  it  used  to  be 
SU  Wait  tiU  the  moonlight  falla  on  water 
<U  linger  not,  darling 

810  'TIS  erenbur  brings  my  heart  to  ther 
821  American  Rational  Guard 
S2S  Johnny's  ao  bashful 

823  Daisy  Deaae 

824  I  wish  mamma  was  here 

S2S  Pulling  hard  against  the  stream 

826  Dancing  in  the  sunlight 

827  Whatiaitt 

828  There  never  wa^  a  coward  where  th0 

829  Lore  letters  [shamrock  grows 

830  Delia  Clancy 

831  Remember  that  the  poor  tramp  has  to 
8S8  tamentation  of  Johnny  Reel  [Uve 
SIS  Roll  on,  silver  moon 

834  'WhenMcOuinnessgetsaJob 

835  Give  an  honest  Irish  lad  a  chance 
886  Down  among  the  daisies 

837  Down  by  the  old  mill  stream 

138  Answer  to  "  The  Gypsy's  warning" 

839  Battle  cry  of  f  ree(fom 

840  Home  rule  for  Ireland 

841  Riding  on  the  elevated  railroad 
StZ  When  McOirmick  rules  the  Stat* 

843  Sweet  chiming  bciU 

844  Levi  Kaasiday 

845  I  want  to  see  the  cotton  fields 

846  Waltz  with  mc  I 

847  Meet  me  by  moonlight  alone 
348  Do  they  miss  me  at  home  t 
849  Lather  and  shave 
858  Hwpy  be  thy  dreama 
851  TUce  It  in 
8^2  Stokes'  verdict  (Jim  Flak  song) 
353  Lardy  dah 

854  Dc  golden  wedding 

'iJ55  My  mother-in-law 

85G  yniat  should  make  theeaad,ni7darllng 

357  Dear  Italian  girl 

858  Bonks  of  Brandywine 

t59  Old,  and  only  in  the  way 

asO  Six  feet  of  earth 

361  Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 

368  Yellow  rose  of  Texas 

868  WTien  my  ship  comes  in 

364  One  pound  two 

365  We  have  met,  loved  and  parted 

866  Bummer's  hotel 

867  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now 

368  I  shall  never  be  happy  agala 

369  Soldier's  farewell 

370  Old  kitchen  floor 

371  Sweet  Belle  Mahone 

372  My  dear  Savannah  home 

373  BOly'Barlow 

374  WUd  Irish  boy 
875  Dwendy-seven  cents 
871  A  Btar^  night  for  a  ramble 
877  Locked  out  after  nine 
S78  Whip-poor-will's  song 

379  Day  when  you'll  forget  me 

380  You'll  miss  me  when  I'm  r" 

581  Son  of  a  gamboUer 

582  (Jolden  stair 

583  Your  little  liza  love*  you 

884  American  boy 

885  You  get  more  like  yoor  dad  erstyday 

886  Barney  McCoy 
S87  Razors  in  the  air 


888  Snlllenomcr 

889  WiUie  Relllr 

890  Sweet  Aleen 

S81  Old  Sexton 

892  PuU  do%vn  the  bUnd 

893  Do  they  think  of  ma  atbeOMt 

894  Tell  me  where  my  Bva^gMM 

895  Barbara  Allan 

886  The 'longshoremen'*  strike 

887  Bonnie  sweet  Bessie^  the  maid  qt 

898  Bathing  song  [DoadM 

898  Carrie  Lee 

400  One  wide  river  to  eras* 

401  Moon  is  out  to-night,  love  • 

402  Devil's  in  New  Jersey 

403  Rambler  from  Clare 

404  Pretty  little  blue-eyed  atiaogar 

405  Faded  flowera 

409  Dark-ejed  aaikir 

407  Rose  of  Killamey 

408  Cot  in  the  comer 

408  Boys,  keep  away  from  thegtats 

410  Phantom  f  ootateps 

411  Bonny  bunch  of  roses 
418  Fat  Roach  at  the  plar 

413  Doran's  ass 

414  BankaotClaudy 

411  What  are  the  wild  wave*  saylatt 
418  Her  front  name  i*  H*""^ 

417  Sweet  &eUna 

418  Behind  the  scene* 
418  Gospel  raft 

488  DonH  put  the  poor  woiklngiaaa 
4n  Cruiskeen  lawn 

422  I  had  but  fifty  cent* 

423  I'm  leaving  now  the  old  CulkS 
484  Irish  KoUy,0' 
425  Ring  my  mother  woio 
428  nieBlackblrd 
427  little  cherry  bloaaom 
188  Wiat,  wist,  wist 
irt  A  TlolK  from  mothetis  grata 

430  Nelly  Ray 

431  Maggie,  darling,  now  good^V* 

432  Rise  it,  RleUv  -"'^-w- 

433  Meeting  of  the  waters 
484  Wait  for  the  turn  of  thettda 
486  Old  farm  gate 

436  Oh,  Fred  t  tell  them  to  atop 

437  Kebonald's  return  to  Qkooe 
4S8&tntleso| 

440  Marr  Ann.  ra  teU  yonr  mft 

441  Old-faahloned  homestead 
448  Emmet's  "  Mountain  song  " 

443  Old-fashioned  church  ootlMMI 

444  A  handful  of  turf 
446  Beauty  of  Limerick 

446  Mra.  Brady's  daughter 

447  Mary's  gone  with  a  cooB 

448  Twinkle,  twinkle,  lltUe  stv 
448  In  h^py  moments 

460  Hi  Jenny,  ho  Jenny  Johnaoa 

451  All  on  account  of  Ellsa 

458  Emmets  "I  know  what  kw  li" 

453  Down  in  a  coal  mine 

454  Drunkard's  dream 

455  Joe  Bowera 

456  There's  a  fine  ship  on  the  nriwn 
467  Put  me  in  my  httle  bed 

458  little  old  house  on  the  Rhine 

459  Stolen  kisses  are  the  sweetest 

460  The  brave  huzzars 

4C1  little  old  log  cabin  by  the  luain 

462  P4<l(Ue  your  own  canoe 

46.1  Wlr-in  «  mile  of  F-dinboro'  town 

464  Gate's  ajar 

465  Arkansaw  traveler 

466  Grant's  trip  arotmd  the  wortf 

467  Old  leather  breeche* 

468  Rocky  road  to  Dublin 

469  Turnpike  gate 

470  little  old  German  home  *iiiiisa  tb*  ■*• 

471  Beautiful  girl  of  Kildaie 
478  Baby's  got  a  tooth 

478  My  poor  heart  is  «kd  with  Itadraaial^ 

474  Pallet  of  atraw  ' 

475  Lowback'd  ear 

476  Tour  laasle  will  be  true 

477  In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 

478  When  theee  oU  cloth**  were  new 

479  Up  at  Jone*'  wood 

480  Boston  burglar 

481  The  Campbells  are  oomln' 

482  You  never  misa  the  water  till  thawaU 

483  Bonnie  Qoise  Igvaa  drr 

484  River  Roe  *•  * 
486  Murder  in  Oohoe* 

486  Poor  UtUe  Joe 

487  Along  the  KansBS  Una 

4n  The  banjo  now  hangsaDeat  oa  thadoer 

488  WaltHlItfae clonda rcdl by 
498  Over  the  garden  waU 

491  I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  ewTT  day 

493  Blue  *i— m— «  mountain* 

498  Charming  Toung  widow  I  BMttath* 

494  Black-eyecTSuaio  Sta 
496  Bpaniah  cavalier                         .    ^^ 

496  Grave  of  Bonaparte 

497  OlddogTrajr 

498  Juanita 

498  Moonlight  Od  the  lak* 

600  Mab^Oare 

601  All  that  gutters  U  not  goM 

602  Maraeilleshymn 

603  God  aa've  the  Queen 

604  Rolling  home  m  the  montnc 

606  If  ever  I  oeaae  to  lova 

608  CSieer,  boys,  cheer 

607  Dljde'alaod 

606  Mother  says  I  mustn't 

609  Fellow  that  looka  like  tarn 
618  Watch  on  the  Rhine 
eu  A  lock  of  mother'a  hair 

613  Stop  dat  knocking  Mth*< 
(13  Virginia  rosebud 

614  Red  robin 
eu  Ooqiel  train 
618  We  won't  go  home  Oil  taanSa^ 
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OINTE    CENT    E^CH. 


617  Lottie  Loe 

618  Who's  at  my  bedroom  window  I 
Clt  I  have  do  home 

sal  U'a  nice  to  bf  a  f.xtht  r 

6a  Won't  you  tell  me  uhv,  Itohlnl 

623  Only  to  se«  her  face  ni;ain 

M3  Kingdom  eominif 

fc!*  Barney  f ''Ilea 

525  Teddy  0'>;cal 

63J  Man  with  the  scalJiin  pants 

62]  Uedicine  Jack 

528  A  leaf  of  n-y  from  mother'nfimt've 

62S  Keep  In  the  miiimu  cf  the  read 

631  Iji^mi^an's  ball 

631  Lulaiseone 

632  An  Incihiuaii's  toast 
6.'0  VULifro  blaeksuutU 
634  .N'aught y  Clai-a 

535  I>ying  nun 

634  A\  hen  the  leaves  begin  to  turn 

537  Larry  O'Brien 

638  Mother  kissi-d  me  In  my  dream 

639  I'll  hanff  ray  harp  on  a  willow  tree 
Mi  I>yini»  CalifornLin 

641  (Iranumother's  birthday 

642  Come  vhere  my  loroliuJ  dreaauag 

643  Pop  (Toes  the  wtasel  _ 

644  Monkey's  weddiu^ 

545  5Iary  had  a  little  lamb 

546  Wait  for  the  wairoa 

547  Cork  leg 

t-ts  I'ucle  Sam's  farm 

549  51y  old  wife  and  I 

6.'«0  I'm  so  lonely 

501  Only  aa  far  u  the  eat» 

i:>2  Peek  a-iKH) 

5i3  MoonlitrhtatKillamey 

554  I'll  wujt  till  the  cloudd  roll  by 

555  We  never  6peak  b«  we  pass  DJ 
bn»  Tipr'erary  chnstemnj? 

557  Ke  honie  early  to-ni(rht,  my  dear  boj 

55«  Old  rustio  bndjre  by  the  null 

bl^  Paddy  Mn^ee'adn^m 

iCO  bKaoiiD^  at  bume  auJ  motL.T 

Ml  Shall  we  know  ea^-h  other  therel 

(<«3  Jolly  Irishman 

8«3  Filk<>  that  put  on  airs 

.'■*4  Rosalie,  the  prairie  flower 

565  If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year 

5*0  R.-iherman  and  his  child 

667  Swate  Cattle  itanlen 

MS  In  the  (tloamlncf 

569  Rnnsr  me  hack  the  one  I  lora 

570  Spider  and  the  fly 

571  A  warrior  bold 

572  Tar's  farewell 

573  In  her  little  bed  we  laid  hcr 

574  Dark  girl  dressed  la  blue 

575  Sejiai-atlon 

576  Pit<  her  of  hocr 

577  Neil  MeOuillRan's  daughter,  Mary  Ann 
6.8  Nobody  knows  what  a  rwket  wu  there 
579  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  lefS 

SHO  Allee,  where  art  thou  I 

581  Meet  me,  Josie,  at  the  gats 

582  JesBle  at  the  railway  bar 

583  Ada.  with  the  eolden  hair 

584  Streets  of  New  Y..r!t 
Mo  Courtlnflr  h\  the  rain 

58^  I'm  dyi.nc-  for  some  one  to  lore  ma 
587  la  that  Mi.ner  KeUly » 
683  Let  my  name  be  kindly  »poken 
589  Dar's  one  more  ntiber  for  to  cross 
560  \«poleon's  faraweU  ta  Parid 

591  Poor  old  Jlifca 

592  Good-bye,  my  lover,  crood-hy9 

593  A  life  on  the  oceau  wava 

594  I  am  dreamingf 
695  (i\-vry  Countess 

59rt  She's  aa  aood  aa  gold 

597  Watchman,  teU  us  of  the  night  I 

595  Shoo,  Ay\  don't  bother  rao 

599  Ten  thousand  mi!e«aw«y 

600  Cive  my  love  to  ail  at  homo 

601  Mvpel  Snyr'.er's  viarty 

602  Increase  uf  criiiio 
COS  Ship  on  llro 

604  JoHfTrhus  I  )range  Blo«»oai 

COo  Oh!  P'jsannah 

C0«  Old  Bob  Kid!ey 

0O7  Bonnie  blue  Ila«r 

COS  NViinaugherty'adrak* 

0)9  John  Uarleycom 

CIO  fi'dles  for  love-making 

611  Limd  Lcnerue  Rin  1 

612  Dov»Ti  by  f  ho  old  abbey  ruina 

613  Glrriouu  69th  ^^ 

614  Old  willow  cradla 

615  i'unnv  oid  pal 

616  Rfclisnouif  card  playep 
"••17  Paddy's  the  boy 

613  Teddy  McGIynn 

619  Ijtdi  who  live  in  Ireland 

630  Worn-out  sailor 

621  Mott  street,  449 

622  Limerick  ia  beautiful 

623  Htven  out 

624  I  At  me  kiss  him  for  his  mother 

625  Pr>  tty  lips 

62a  .«"iUvan  s  boot  In  my  eyu 

•27  Villiklnsand  hlsDiiitth 

62S  Captain  »ith  hlii  \%hlskrr3 

6^  A  iinot  rif  blue  bud  gray 

630  PoJey's  hotel 

831  I'll  me^t  her  when  the  sun  (roe*  down 

C32  Sever  take  the  boriteshfA:  from  the  door 

633  Woman,  lovt  ly  w.^maa 

634  Napoleon's  dream 

635  When  the  ro!<in«  nest  (u<aiii 

638  Oh!  you  little  dariicg,  XluTeyoa 

637  Just  do  urn  the  lano 

638  ( 'all  m-j  t>a<'!c  "j^-i" 

639  Hilv.-aikee  f1r>> 
CIO  One  of  th  •  r.nest 
6H  Over  the  mountala 

642  Utile  of  the  ball 

643  Ksrmi  r'H  hoy 

C44  When  Ja<:k  eomeshomeaakln(tett]lls) 
•  -.  I'u^h  a-bye,  tjaby  ■« 

646  Where 


i-bye,  U 

tfi-  \\\ 


547  Dridget  Donahua 

548  Down  the  hill 

649  My  Nellie's  blue  eye« 
8.'>0  Ilagged  coat 

651  Kitty  Kimo 

6d  Uttle  darling,  dream  of  ma 

6.'>3  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fruit 

(^i  Minute  gun  at  Be» 

flfifi  Some  day 

656  S  jur  krout 

t:u  Don't  give  the  name  a  bad  blacA 

f.S  lincketty Jack  [hallelujah) 

1 59  John  Brown  nong  (Qlory,  glory 

CJ3  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  novs  are 

C61  A  dollar  fifteen  cents  .marehing 

COi  Roger  O'Maliey 

V'^  l)on'tmnJfoanoI?9  or  else  youll  wake 

C64  Bring  back  my  t>ontile  to  nie   I  the  baby 

CG5  Belleville  convent  tire  (lihnoU) 

C66  I'll  await  my  love 

C67  Hard  times  come  again  no  mors 

668  Mulcahey'sgone  awar 

CC9  Nineteen  hundred  and  one 

670  Colleen  Iihaa  Maehree 

671  Only  to  neo  thee,  darling 

672  Blue  l>ells  of  8<'otland 

673  A  boy's  best  friend  in  his  mother 

674  That V  how  you  get  serviKi  when  you'ra 

675  Dear  little  innocent  (hint^i  [old 

676  Mother,  I've  come  homo  to  dio 

677  Just  l>efore  the  battle,  luuther 

678  t)own  In  a  diving-bell 

679  Kissing  throiijjh  the  txiF* 

650  Skipper  ajid  his  t>oy 

tii  \o\iixi  ouu)  lioax  the  couiury 

tsa  I'll  be  dar 

683  The  midshipmlt*  _ 

684  Kleventh  Regiment  (S.  O.  S.  N.  T.) 
6.'<5  Naughty,  naughty  men 

686  Naughty,  naughty  girla 
CX7  New  C(X)n  in  town 
6,'(8  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  tree! 
C.'!9  Bold  soger  boy 
(590  Ileenan  and  Sayers 
C9l  Come,  landlord.  All  the  flowing  bowl 
S9a  Kally,  come  up 
;3  Sealclng's burial 
f.4  One-horse  open  sleigh 
CJ5  Baby  show 

6'J6  Swim  out  for  glory 

(J7  Jessie  Green 

6'.>8  I  >u  tf  y  '8  grand  opening"  night 

t'M  I'm  a  dude 

70U  Run  for  the  doctor 

7»1  Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs 

'•"^  My  gtxxl  looking  man 

f  iij  How  a  married  woman  gix-s  to  Bleep 

"(^l  I'm  off  for  Baltimore 

7')5  Bright  little  spot  on  the  oi'ean 

7W  1  tickled  her  under  tne  cniu 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Kinn 

708  Mv  Newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May 
711)  Ten  years  in  Cherry  UiU 

711  Maloney's  the  man 

71-'  Ship  that  i.ever  returned 

7is  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  m  deept 

714  How  much  does  the  baiiy  weight 

715  A  mother's  watch  by  the  sea 

716  Cncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  twvck  again 

718  High-water  pants 

7l'»  Every  day  will  he  Sunday  bye-and-bye 
720  I II  !;end  you  down  a  letter  from  the  sk} 
7'?1  Paddy  stole  the  i  "Sm 

722  Duffy,  thesweU 

723  Not  much 

734  Don't  leave  your  m<,(her,  Tom 

725  Prtttv  little  dark  blue  eyes 

726  A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moeg 
"'H  Dream  f'lees 

7'2»  Wind  blew  throngh  his  wbiskera 
729  Good  bye  to  my  Southern  home 
7;iO  rYetty  little  rosy  cheeks 
731  Knock  at  the  window  to-night,  love 
7:i2  Hard  up 

733  Forgive  and  forget 

734  Captain  Mlshler 

735  Biitt.-rfly  dude 

738  Bowery  on  Saturday  night  . 

737  L'af  by  !•  af  the  n>Be«  fall 

738  I>et  nie  l;k'j  a  soldier  fall 

739  Kniiiskillen  dragoon 

740  Papa's  baby  boy 

741  I  ain't  as  young  as  I  used  to  bo 

742  The  Dreadnought 

743  See  saw 

744  What's  in  a  klsst 

745  Hush,  little  l>aby,  don't  you  cry 

746  Darting  Clo' 

747  Mother's  last  request 

748  Texas  ranger 

749  God,  save  Ireland 

750  Tho'  rti'h,  I'm  no  t>etter  than  you 

751  Bold  Ja"k  Donahue 

752  Ijist  farewell 

753  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 

754  Mary  Ann  Kehoe 
756  Only  an  emigrant 

756  My  bonny  boy  Is  young,  but  he's  grow- 

757  The  farmer  feeds  us  all  [Ing 
788  Strike  V  hilo  the  Iron  Ls  hot 

759  Better  days  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  luUaby 

761  I)ying  girl's  message 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

763  Bve,  byo,  bnliy.  bye,  bye 

764  Soniel)0<ly'H  tall  and  handsome 
766  Mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  now 

766  Sweet  Alpir  s  r<«es 

767  Morrissey  and  the  Benlcia  boy 

768  Constant  farmer's  son 

769  I'pper  ten  and  lower  Are 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Key-hole  In  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  scjuare,  boy* 

773  Lackawanna  spooners 

774  Cot  where  1  was  b<jrii 


i75  liiirke'A  dream 

t7«  >'our-leaved  shamrock 

T77  L'patree 

778  Down  where  the  lllly  lieUsffrow 

779  I'^-hind  the  viarlor  door 
781  Peggy  0'MiK)re 

781  Bunny  hours  of  childhood 
7RJ  O'Keilly,  the  H.sliennun 
781  Did  village  blacksmith  shop 

784  False  one,  I  love  thee  still 

785  Shannon  side 

781  Pennsjlvanla  tramp 

787  We'll  paint  the  town  red 

788  look  always  on  the  sunny  lide 
T8$  lireen  linn.'t 

I9«  Gentle  Annie 

791  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 

VJt  There's  a,  light  In  the  window 

793  Annie  of  the  vale 

7M  Rising  of  the  moon 

795  Who  will  care  for  mot'jer  now 

79<  [jet  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  reet 

n>7  Sights  for  a  father 

798  Old  gray  mare 

T99  How  is  >■  our  sister  Maryt 

800  Clara,  tiiAra.  will  you  come  oat  to-nlgbi 

801  (irondma's  vacant  chjur 

802  America's  emblem  tlie  violet 

803  KniH-king  at  the  |jat<'s  of  Jordan 

804  Take  good  care  of  mother 
8ti5  Whisixr  and  a  kiss 

806  Old  fashion.W  photograph  of  motller 

807  G<HMl-bve,  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat 
8118  Little  Mag  end  I 

8ii9  lYadle's  empty,  baby's gOD* 

810  Rtisy's  Sundav  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  family 
8U  little  wife  Nellio 

113  Too  utterly  utter 

814  I'm  a  dandy,  but  I'm  nodndff 

815  Tliey  can't  keep  the  workingman  dowr 
814  Angel  'iiother  waits  for  mo 

817  Good-night,  but  not  good  byo 

818  Dar's  a  new  inuou  in  do  sky 

819  just  ulain  Jim  [strlkoster 
S-"*  Minil  and  U'  home  when  the  cliK-k 

821  Where  the  pri'tty  little  shamnn-k  prowi 
K'.'l  My  little  four-leaveU shamrock  fn.iii 

823  White  Wings  l(}leuuor« 

824  Alwavg  take  mother's  advfco 
H-2S  I'n'ttv  iK.nd  lilllcs 

826  IVurltobin,  I'll  betruo 

8'->7  Mikado  McAllister 

828  For  one  da  v  of  turkey  there's  six  days 

f21  Poor  old  J.ad  lofluud) 

S;;*  The  Haddingtonshlro 

831  McSorlev's  twins 

831  t  ricket  on  the  hearth 

R"J  I  had  $15  dollom  in  r.iy  inside  pocket 

8;h  Trabling  back  to  (leorgla 

835  Noble  knights  of  labor 

fM  He  gets  tht  re  just  tho  same 

837  Johnny,  get  your  gun 

838  MLsa  Fogartj's  t  liristmiut  cake 

839  Maggie  I  hirrow's  welcome 
841  Come,  sit  by  me,  mother 
841  I'm  not  asleep 

841  I'ut  on  de  golden  shoa 

84J  I'll  think  of  my  mother  sf  hotna 

844  Two  little  ragged  utx'liii.s 

845  Silver  Ik-IIs  cf  memory 

846  Maggie,  dear,  I'm  eafled  away 

847  S<x'k  her  on  the  kisscT 

848  Oh!  you  girls 

819  Because  she  aint  built  that  way 

KV)  Flanlgan,  the  lodger 

K'\  Married 

K'lil  (ianlen  where  the  praties  grow      [gone 

R.'>3  You'll  be  kind  to  my  mother  wh.-n  I'm 

fM  Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma 

RSJS  An  agricolturnl  Irish  girl  ||>arenta 

854  I'm  a  ni;in  tbat'^  done  wnmg  to  my 

f  57  Ting,  ting,  that's  how  the  tc'll  Ki>« 

858  Anuie  Lisle 

R.'i9  1  will  be  true  to  the* 

r.f.8  Down  by  the  river  side  I  strayed 

161  Kitty  Clvde 

i  f.%  I'nder  the  willow  she's  sleeplnc 

(tf'.l  Bay  of  Biscay,  Ol 

KiH  Hanldell 

865  It's  funny  when  yon  feel  that  way 

888  They've  all  got  a  wife  but  v.« 

867  What  is  home  without  a  motherl 

868  Bowery  Grenadiers 

869  I>ont  you  <lnre  to  kiss  me,  Joe 
87(  Good  bye,  Susan  Jane 

871  Nellie  was  a  lady 
87J  Nettie  Mooro 

873  To  tho  West 

874  Joe  Hai-dy 

8TS  Think  of  your  head  In  the  momfnff 

876  Wash  me,  mother,  dear 

877  Rememtx  r,  boy,  you're  Irish 

878  Where  can  the  wanderer  bel 

879  Polorecl  Imnd 

881  It's  naughty,  but  It's  nice 
881  We'd  Ix-tter  bide  a  wre 

889  Come  along  my,  darling 
BH3  Old  turnkey 

fH  S-irnh's  young  man 

8)ii  She's  the  imago  of  her  mother  In  a  lOO* 

8'K  Belle  Brandon  Idltlcrent  ways 

887  Dreamy  eyes  that  haunt  mo  still 

8^  Hungry  man  from  HarU  m 

889  When  Joknny  comes  marehing  home 

899  I  was  desplst  (1  !►■  caii^o  I  was  \<f  r 

891  Meet  me,  Kate,  bv  the  cottage  gnto 

899  Thou  hast  woundtHl  the  spirit  tliat  loved 

893  flementin')  [thee 

894  Bweet  heather  bell 

896  Windy  man  fn/m  Brooklyn 

f'J<  Swinging  on  the  ol(l  rustic  gate      fgpna 

897  You'll  never  miss  your  m.ittier  tillsho's 
891  KememlKT  me  to  oU  at  home 

899  Oh,  what  a  night 

(M  Did  you  notice  it* 

001  Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone 

902  America  1*<  ats  them  all 

(x)3  Australian  exile 


904  Just  to  show  my  respects  to  McOinnis 

905  liatliering  the  myrtle  with  Kory 

806  Herown  bov,  Ja<'k 

807  Ciara  Nolan's  hoM 

908  I<ett<'rs  we  carved  on  the  tree 

909  Two  Irish  i)olice 

910  Uttle  old  red  shawl  my  mother  wora 

911  Our  Jack's  come  home  to-day 
III 'J  He's  never  done  anything  siooa 

913  Oh,  Mr.  Flanigan 

914  Can  you,  then,  love  anotberi      i 

915  Lighi-huuse  by  the  8e» 

916  An  Irish  fair  day 

917  It's  for  money 

»i8   As  I  rend  the  paper  throtigh        i. 

91!)  They  can't  do  it,  you  know 

eiO  Letter  that  never  cauio  f      ,' 

921  A  handful  of  eaitn  ' 

922  Is  Maud  in! 

iril  Southein  soldier  boy  f 

9'.'4  (Jreen  mossy  banks  of  the  I^ea 

€a  .iiancnester  martyrs 

VX  IH'ar  Irish  boy 

K7  I  liaven't  for  a  long  time  now 

9'iH  i^ave  my  mother's  picture  trota  the 

frJl  I!t>ck-a-byc,  baby  ;aaJa 

9M  \j.\y  mv  head  beneath  a  rose 

931  Ca-tlcluM-boy  ! 

KCJ  Flora  Ik^le 

tiil  It's  dudish  yon  know  i 

9.(4  The  letter  camo  at  lost  '        \      ■ 

93.1  My  pretty  Jano 

ftt<  Ijps  that  touch  llquorshallnerertoach 

K17  Wrap  the  tlag  around  me,  boys    [mlna 

938  Pad's  dir.ncr  pail 

9:i'J  The  spn-e 

P45  Black  pick-a-ninny 

011  Widow  Nolan's  goat 

943  Maid  of  the  MiU 

9)3  I'addy  Duffy's  cart 

W4  Little  green  leaf  iuonrbibla 

9lS  >Iarj-  Kelly's  Ix-au 

9t#  He'll  tH>  back  bye-anj  bya 

947  B<inny  black  Bess 

W.H  Little  widow  Dunn  \ 

911  Ghoft  of  B«'njumin  Ptnn* 

9M  Man  that  struck  O'Hura 

951  A  liower  1  found  in  mother's  bihle 

S.5J  Dying  cowboy's  lament 

95J  liringing  pretty  blossoms  to  strew  nn 

854  Har  of  the  evening       [mother's grave 

iiti  Poor  little  .soldiers  boy 

954  |-,old  Stclntires 

957  Howard's  cradle  sonsr 

9.>.1  Handkerchief  nlrtatloa 

951  .Angel's  whlsp<'r 

96*  Tom.  if  you  lo\  e  me,  say  so 

961  FKing  trapeze 

964  I  jitle  old  catxvwe  behind  the  train 

9fJ  Maggie,  the  cows  ore  In  the  clover 

964  I  believe  It,  for  my  mother  told  me  so 

965  Mamma's  black  baby  boy 
1*64  I'npmteful  son 

967  Deuble-breoiited  mansion  on  Uiesiiiinr* 

96H  Yankee  Doodle 

909  The  faster  you  pluck  them  the  thlrkef 

971  Mother,  Is  the  battle  overt    Itheygrow 

971  Hiillivan  and  Ryan 

971  Package  of  old  letters 

971  Cabin  with  the  roses  at  the  door 

97J  Morri.-<s«'y  and  Ileen.-in  tight 

971  .Matrimonial  sOggc^ions  ■ 

976  Mother's  wedding  ring  ) 

97?  Poverty's  tearBtob  and  flow 

978  Never  take  '  no  "  for  an  answer 

979  Have  you  seen  Yum-Yuna 
981  I'll  return  byo^andbye 
!*!  It's  Knglish,  you  know 

981  In  the  window  a  light  I  can  see 

983  Little  Ah  8ld 

«•;  The  striker  and  hissoB  t  . 

98J  l-uninim  ' 

S8(  I  caf.iiot  sing  that  song  t^vnlfrM 

9S7  1  Uis.sed  her  under  the  iiarlorstolra 

9M  I<Kt  on  the  "  I-adv  Klgln" 

989  We  di-aw  the  line  at  that  .     ■ 

991  Met  IT  shanty  boys  ■  I 

991  Slightly  on  the  mash 

992  Down  among  the  sugar  cana 

993  When  my  rover  comes  at^n 

994  Tliere's  no  one  to  welcome  me  lioni« 
99.-I  J'hn  Mitchell 

99*  IK-an-Kt  .Mao 
997  yiy  t>onny  laboring  hoy 
99M'ho  dawning  of  the  day  ■  I- 

999  Wreck  of  the  "London"  ' 

liXM  Tlie  song  that  reached  my  hear* 

1001  The  S.-..I.1.  hrlgrade 

1002  I  owe  tlO  to  O'Orady 

10U3  I'm  the  father  of  a  tittle  black  coo« 
1U04  Where  is  Kathleen 

1003  Waiting,  waiting,  waiting 

1006  Malopey,  the  rolling  mill  man        I ' 

1007  Dnu  O'Brien's  rallle  1 

1008  Just  a  little  sunshine 

10ti9  As  '  sat  ujH)n  my  dear  old  mother's 

1010  A  l<  "ter  from  Ireland  [knee 

1011  I'm  going  to  have  my  name  above  the 

1012  Juilgu  Duffy  told  me  so  [door 

1013  Man,  poor  man 
li'14  When  baby  smiles  In  her  sleep 

1015  Sontrs  that  we  sing 

1016  Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe 

1017  Me<'tacoon  tonight 

1018  Copper  and  the  cook 

1019  Bring  back  my  sailor  boT 

lo'jo  Where  the  sparrows  and.  chippies 

1021  OI>l  boss  Barry  [poroda 

1022  Midnight  squad 
10-23  IsaN-llo  St.  Clair 
1024  Don't  run  down  the  Irish 
WS)  From  the  cradle  to  the  grava 

1026  The  little  flshermaiden 

1027  You  know 
10-i8  Up  went  the  price 

1029  Honor  thy  father  and  mother 

1030  Marguerite 

1031  Bid  me  good-bye  and  go 
10.t2  I'm  BO  shy 
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'  Words  and  Music  by  John  Fletcher. 

Kind  friends  vour  attention  I'll  ask  for  awhile, 

And  some  facts  I'll  endeavor  to  show; . 
The  world  is  a  net-work  that's  made  very  small 

But  it  snares  us  as  through  life  we  go. 
Of  troubles  and  trials  we  all  have  our  share. 

And  oft  heartless  men  gain  renown; 
But  the  way  that  they  do  it,  I'll  now  tell  to  you— 

'Tis  by  keeping  the  workingman  down! 

Chorus. 

Then  hold  up  your  head, 
And  the  world' never  dread — 

Don't  care  for  its  sneer  or  its  frown; 
Stare  fate  in  the  face. 
If  vour  heart's  in  its  place — 

They  can't  keep  the  workingman  down! 

The  man  who  is  working  his  wages  will  spend. 

With  his  comrades  so  nappy  and  guy; 
And  .scarcely  before  the  week  comes  to  an  end 

His  wages  have  all  pa.s.sed  away. 
But  if  he  would  lay  by  a  dollar  or  two, 

And  place  it  in  some  bank  in  town; 
He  would  then  wink  his  eye,  tell  his  boys  on  the  sly, 
'  That  he  can't  keep  the  workingman  (fown. — t'lioruH. 

We'll  just  take  this  house  as  it  stands  here  to-night. 

And  compare  it,  for  that  is  my  plan; 
The  roof's  aristocracy,  so  are  tlie  walls — 

The  foundation  the  hard-working  man. 
We  take  oil"  the  roof,  and  the  walls  still  remain. 


Neil  McGuligan's  Danghter,  Mary  Ann 

Tune— "Such  an  Education  has  My  Mary  Ann." 

■    »  >  » 
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Take  walls,  the  foundation  is  sound; 
But  you  take  the  foundation  the  workingman  made, 
And  the  structure  then  falls  to  the  irround! — Chorua. 


U 


I'm  a  dacent  Irishman,  I've  a  daughter,  Mary  Ann, 

I  tries  to  raise  in  the  finest  style; 
She  dresses  in  silks  and  satins,  she  can  paralyze  Shanghai  Latin, 

She's  so  fresh,  you  bet  she'll  never  spoil. 
When  she  goes  upon  the  street,  every  l)ummer  that  she  meets 

She  tries  to  make  a  mash  of  him  if  she  can- 
And  no  matter  where  she  goes,  everylxxiy  knows 

She's  Neil  McOuligan's  daughter,  Mary  Ann. 

Cnop.us. 

She's  a  darling,  she's  a  daisv,  .she'll  have  all  the  neighbors  crazy. 

With  a  voice  and  a  foot  like  a  man ; 
And  no  matter  where  she  goes,  everybotiy  knows 

She's  Neil  McGuligau's  daughter,  Mary  Ann. 

I  came  home  the  other  night,  and  the  girl  was  not  in  sight. 

She  left  word  that  she  was  going  to  a  ball; 
She  went  off  to  a  hop  and  prance,  down  to  a  rowdy  dance. 

That  was  given  by  the  >iets.  in  Bowery  Hall. 
Sure  the  dance  it  was  rolled  in,  faith!  that  was  no  sin, 

They  arrested  every  woman  and  every  man; 
But  they  had  to  let  her  go,  as  soon  as  slie  could  show 

She  was  Neil  McGuligan's  daughter,  Mary  Ann. — Clwru». 

Now  she'll  go  to  the  tarryatcr,  there's  no  one  there  can  bate  her. 

It  wild  paralyze  ye  just  to  hear  her  sing; 
When  she  jumps  upon  the  table,  you'd  think  she'd  dray  a  sabre. 

In  her  wooden  shoes  to  dance  a'  Highland  fling. 
But  I  nearly  met  my  death  when  she  asked  me  smell  her  breath, 

After  .she'd  been  drinking  beer  with  her  j'oung  man; 
And  if  you  ask  him  who's  his  girl,  his  mustache  he  will  curl. 

And  say.  she's  Neil  McGuligan's  daughter,  Mary  Ann. 

Chorus. 
She's  a  darling,  .she's  a  dtmipling,  I  think  she  wants  a  thumping, 

And  if  ever  I  meet  her  nice  young  man, 
I  don't  know  what  I'll  .say,  but  you  heX,  he'll  keep  away 

From  Neil  McGuligan's  daughter,  Mary  Ann. 


Never  Take  the  Hind  Shoe  From  a  Mule    ANGEL  MOTHER  WAITS  FOR  ME 


Tune— "Never  Talve  the  Hopioshoc  from  the   Door." 
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There's  a  story  handed  down  from  old  Mothuselem, 

I  learned  it  when  a  little  \w\  at  scho<)l. 
Tnat  you'll  make  a  big  mistake,  and  dotit  forget  it. 

When  you  bother  'round  the  hind  shoe  on  a  mule. 

CnoRUS.    * 

Never  tickle  a  mule  when  he's  reposing, 

If  you  disturb  his  .^ilumbcrs  you're  a  fool; 
If  vou  don't  want  to  visit  the  I'lndertakers, 

Never  take  the  liiud  slioe  from  the  mule. 

The  business  end  of  a  mule  is  mighty  ticklish. 

He  never  mi.s.ses  fire  as  a  rule: 
If  vou  don't  want  to  be  shoveled  up  in  pieces. 

Why,  keep  a  resjKictful  distance  from  the  mule. 

Choki's. 
If  you  touch  his  caudle  a j)pendag(  you're  a  goner. 

Asleep  or  awake  you'll  find  he's  not  a  fool; 
Oh,  you'll  think  you  were  struck  by  seven  kinds  of  lightning, 

If  you  bother  with  the  hind  part  of  a  mule. 

When  you  think  the  animal's  getting  ol.l  and  feeble. 

Then  never,  never  touch  him  Jis  a  rule, 
Or  he'll  kick  you  fidl  of  lK>les  in  seven  .seconds. 

Trust  him  not,  there's  mischief  in  the  mule. 

CnoKi-8. 
Oh,  jou'll  want  a  chest  protector  on  your  eyebrow, 

And  laid  upon  a  ton  of  ice  to  cool ; 
You'll  be  too  much  broke  up  to  join  the  angels. 

Never  take  the  hind  shoe  from  a  mule. 
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Far  away  there  is  a  home  so  dear, 

Where  now  my  heart  oft  longs  to  be. 
Still  its  gentle  words  in  dreams  I  hear. 

And  still  its  loving  smiles  I  see; 
By  the  window  in  that  cottage  home, 

Far  acro.ss  the  wearj- sea, 
Sad  and  lonely  while  my  f(X)tstep8  roam. 

My  angel  mother  waits  for  me! 

Chorus. 
Angel  mother  waits  for  me, 

Afar  acro.ss  the  wear}' sea; 
Soon  I'll  fondly  wander  back  again — 

Angel  mother  waits  for  me ! 

Long  ago  her  parting  words  she  breathed. 

And  gave  her  bles.sing  to  her  child; 
'Neath  the  little  porch  with  woodbine  wreathed, 

I  see  her  standing  calm  and  mild. 
How  I  long  to  clasp  her  to  my  breast 

And  by  her  side  to  ever  be,  .  ' 

In  that  little  home  of  ix;ace  and  rest — 

My  angel  mother  waits  for  me! — Chorut. 

Blessings  be  upon  her  evermore. 

And  heaven  keep  her  in  its  care; 
Soon  the  ocean  I  shall  wander  o'er. 

The  loving  joys  of  home  to  share. 
Welcome  kisses  wait  for  my  return. 

And  there  mv  heart  .shall  ever  lie, 
Watching  lonely,  while  her  heart  doth  yearn — 

My  angel  mother  waits  for  me  1 — Cliorua. 
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Some  Other  G-irl  Shall  Wear  the  King         Good-Night!  But  Not  G-ood-Bye! 
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Come,  my  fond  one,  come,  my  loved  one. 

Come,  my  dear  one,  close  to  me; 
Will  you  wed  a  jolly  sailor, 

Who  has  just  come  from  sea? 
Pretty  maiden,  pretty  maiden, 

A  true  heart  to  you  I  bring;  :    ..  • 

Tell  me  sweetly,  little  maiden,  ,  ' 

Will  you  wear  for  me  the  ring? 

Ck)  away  you  saucy  sailor, 

Please  remember  what  3'Ou  are;     •     /        '        . 
You're  in  sad  need  of  a  tailor,  " 

You're  a  poor  young  Jack  tar. 
Do  not  ask  me  now  to  wed  you, 

For  I'll  ne'er  do  such  a  thing; 
For  a  poor  and  ragged  sailor 

I  will  never  wear  the  ring. 

Though  my  clothes  are  poor  and  ragged,  ,. 

Said  the  sailor  with  heart  sore, 
I  have  silver  in  mv  pocket 

And  bright  goki  I've  in  store.  ■      '. 

When  she  thus  had  heard  him  answer  '  ; 

Kneeling  at  his  foet  she  fell. 
Saying,  "  btill  I  truly  love  you,  ,, 

.  Yes,  I  love  you  and  right  weU."      .      ' 

Then  the  sailor  proudly  answered' 
"Do  you  think  that  I  am  mad. 
Thus  to' wed  with  a  poor  maiden 
■  When  fortune's  to  be  had?  '  •;  ; 

I  will  cross  the  l)Ounding  ocean,  ;      , 

■  And  my  gold  and  silver  bring; 

And  some  truer-hearted  maiden 
Shall  then  wear  the  wedding  ring." 
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Breathe  not  the  word  that  calls  a  sigh 
;     From  out  the  cavern  of  the  heart, 
.      But  sweetly  say  when  thus  we  part, 
Ck>od-night!  but  not  good-bye! 
•.   :  Thine  eyes  have  not  the  bitter  rain — 

My  heart  sinks  not  beneath  the  grief 
•       Which  death  alone  could  give  relief ,  '.■"". 

Were  we  to  never  meet.  ,       '        .- 

Chorus. 

Good-night!  good-night!  but  not  good-bye! 
Ah,  little  heart,  why  do  you  sigh? 
When  morning  dawns  I  shall  be  nigh. 
Good-night!  but  not  good-bye!  "■ 

The  flow'ret's  closing  in  the  dell, 
^,       To  see  the  sun  once  more  have  faith ; 
.  .         Not  one  amid  the  myriads  saith 
Unto  her  lord,  farewell! 
'  The  lark  that  falleth  from  the  sky. 

Sings  not  a  sonnet  of  adieu, 
;        But  echoes  my  sweet  word  to  you: 
;       ;       Good-night  J  but  not  good-bye!— CAorft*. 


DAR'S  A  NEW  MOON  IN  DE  SKY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  George  Lester.  .     : 

De  jubilee  am  comin'  on — 

Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky! 
De  days  of  trouble  now  am  gone — 

Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky! 
Den  wake  up  to  de  blessed  time — 

Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky! 
Oh,  don't  you  hear  dat  joy-bell  chimes — 

Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky ! 

'  CUORUS.  !    .     ^ 

Wid  milk  and  honey  all  de  land  am  gwine  to  flow, 

De  poor  am  gwine  up  top,  and  de  rich  take  seats  below. 

De  days  ob  worry  now  from  dis  yere  chile  will  fly, 

De  heart  an.  light,  for  I  see  to-night,  dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky! 

Dem  Brooklyn  cars  won't  lose  dar  grip — 
^      ■  Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky! 

Mad  dogs  won't  take  a  Paris  trip — 

Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky! 
Bob  Ingersoll  will  jine  de  church — 

Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky! 
De  debbel  he'll  be  in  de  lurch — 

Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky! — Chorus. 

Jay  Gould  will  now  shell  out  his  cash — 

Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  .sky !  - 

De  streets  will  all  be  paved  wid  hash — 

Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky! 
We'll  git  dat  lucky  number  sliure — 
,     Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky! 
.     ■  ;  .     Ju.st  play  four-'leben-forty-four — 

Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky ! — Chorut 
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WASH  ME,  MOTHER  DEAR 

As  enng  by  the  great  Wood  Family. 
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■   ■  Do  you  think  I'm  asking  much  of  you,  my  mother?  '  ;' 

I  have  been  without  a  collar  for  a  week; 
That  I  have  only  one,  it's  inie,  my  mother, 
For  which  yon  mut>t  admit  I  fondly  seek. 
?■.  I  know 'twas  looking  rather  black,  my  mother. 

Black  and  shiny,  mother,  as  your  owTi  gelosh;  ,.- 

.        .  But  I  long  to  have  that  collar  back,  my  mother. 

Oh,  when  may  I  expect  it  from  the  wash? 

CnoRri». 
Oh,  when  may  I  expect  it,  oh,  when  may  I  expect  if,  • 

Expect  it  from  the  wash,  my  mother,  dear? 
From  the  wash,  my  mother,  wash,  my  mother,  wash,  my  mother. 

Expect  it  from  the  wash,  my  mother,  dear? 

I  went  to  school  this  morning  early,  mother,  ,         • 
The  board  inspector  came  to  see  us,  dear; 
"  He's  plain  and  tall,  and  rather  burly,  mother, 

I  knew  my  lessons  well,  and  I  had  no  fear.  '•  . 

But  soon  he  found  I  had  no  collar,  mother, 
.,.:..  And  suggested  that  my  face  required  a  rub; 

He  boxed  my  ears  and  made  me  holler,  mother. 
And  said  I  looked  an  awful  little  scrub. 

CHORfS. 

He  said  I  looked  a  scrub,  he  said  I  looked  like  a  scrub, 

An  awful  little  scrub,  my  mother,  dear: 
Like  a  scrub,  my  mother,  scrub,  my  mother,  scrub,  my  mother,  i. 

Like  an  awful"  little  scrub,  my  mother,  dear.  ' 

I  cannot  stand  it  any  more,  my  mother. 
My  little  heart  is  well  nigh  rent  in  twain; 
-.'..'  I  must  confess  my  grief  is  sore,  my  mother,  " 

I'm  young,  too  "young,  to  bear  such  abject  pain. 
My  obser^-ation  is  not  slow,  mv  mother. 

The  sneers  of  vulgar  boys  will  surely  cease; 
When  my  garments  do  not  show,  my  mother,  .     - 

:^  Such  patches  and  such  holes,  and  spots  of  grease. 

Chorfs. 
Such  patches  and  such  holes,  such  patches  and  such  boles,  ,"'   '_ 

Sucn  holes  and  spots  of  grease,  my  mother,  dear;  .'    •: 

Spots  of  grease,  my  mother,  grease,  my  mother,  ', '" 

Snch  holes  and  spots  of  grease,  my  mother,  dear. 

-  I  think  111  take  a  situation,  mother,  --,, 

My  uncle  has  a  fishing  smack,  you  know; 
He  offers  me  some  occupation,  mother. 

On  board,  if  you  will  only  let  me  go. 
I  shall  rid  me  of  unnily  shrimps,  my  mother. 

In  fifteen  years  perhaps  I  niav  comeback; 
_'ll  leani  the  lobsters  and  the  shrimps,  mj' mother. 

To  boil  on  board  my  uncle's  fishing  smack.  .    '"'■ 

CuoRrs. 
To  boil  on  board  my  uncle's,  on  board  to  boil,  my  ancle's.  ■        . 

M3^  uncle's  fishing  smack,  my  mother,  dear;  i 

Fishing  smack,  my  mother,  smack,  my  mother,  boil  my  uncle'a,  •.- ' 

Boil  my  uncle's,  fishing  smack,  my  mother,  dear. 


'^.* ' 


— An  impressive  witness  at  the  police  court — "  Judge,  you  know 
me.  I'm  an  honest,  full-blooded  Irishman,  and  I'm  the  husband 
of  twelve  children." 
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;         JUST    PLAIN    JIM. 
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Written  and  sung  by  Gu9  Willianm. 

There  is  n  nice  young  raau  I  know, 

A  fire  laddie  too, 
He's  foreman  of  a  company. 

He's  handsome,  brave  and  true; 
Of  friends  he  has  a  score  or  more. 

To  keep  him  in  his  aim, 
-  And  without  further  preface, 

I  will  now  tell  you  his  name — 

Cnoucs. 

Some  call  him  "  James,"  some  call  him  "  Jimmie," 
Others  ^\^ll  sav  "  Mister"  when  they  speak  to  him; 

Pa  calls  him  "  /eems,"  ma  calls  him  "  Jamsie," 
But  all  the  time  to  me  he's  only  "  Just  plain  Jim! " 

Last  "Winter  to  a  ball  we  went, 

The  finest  in  the  town, 
I  kept  him  dancing  all  the  time, 

Which  made  the  ladies  frown; 
He  was  admired  by  ev'ry  one 

And  the  reporters  came, 
And  asked  me  if  I'd  kindly  give 

To  them  my  sweetheart's  name. — Chomt 

-  •*  ■ 

Last  night  he  said  to  me  the  sweetest. 

Dearest  words  in  life. 
And  very  s(M)n  I  am  to  be 

His  happy  little  wife; 
And  when  the  parson  asks  his  name, 

If  nervous  he  should  be, 
I  know  what  I  shall  tell  him, 

If  he  should  refer  to  me. — CfunruB. 


Be  Friends  "With  Your  Brother  Again. 
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On  a  pleasant  afternoon  "lis  nice  ti>  promenade. 

And  flirt  with  uU  the  pretty  girls  you  chance  to  meet  abroad; 

You  cast  your  eye  alx>ut,  and  if  a  smile  you  sec. 

You  raise  your  hat,  she  takes  your  anu.  and  none  the  wiser  be. 

ClIORli". 

But  it's  uU  on  the  quiet,  all  on  the  (juict. 
All  on  the  quiet,  my  boy,  you  should  try  it; 
.  All  on  the  quiet,  all  on  the  quiet. 

I  cannot  deny  it,  'twas  quiet  indeed. 
"Twas  all  on  the  quiet,  all  on  the  quiet. 
All  on  the  quiet,  my  boy,  you  whould  try  It; 
All  on  the  quiet,  all  on  the  quiet, 

I  cannot  deny  it,  'twas  quiet  indeed. 

You  ask  her  out  to  dine  In  an  off-hand  sort  of  way. 
She  blushes  very  prettily  and  makes  you  feel  so  gay: 
But  when  she's  at  the  table,  you  l>et  the  sport  is  fine. 
To  watch  her  face  when  you  insist  upon  her  taking  wine. 

Spokes— Yes.  yon  aek  one  of  these  utterly  too-too-too  girls  to  take  a  glass  of 
wine,  and  she'll  say,  oh,  my  ma  never  allows  me  to  drink  at  nil  when  I'm  out, 
bat  if  you  won't  say  anything  about  it.  m  take  juet  one  glaus  wiiii  you — CuoRUS. 

I  asked  a  girl  to  marry  me,  one  day  at  Coney  Isle, 
She  grabbed  me  very  quickly  and  said:  "  Well,  I  should  siuile:  " 
Of  course  she'd  often  mamed  been,  and  it  was  nothing  new. 
But  I  bad  never  tried  it  on,  and  scarce  knew  what  to  do. 

Spoken— Yes,  it  was  the  first  time  I  ever  got  married,  of  course  you  know  how 
it  is  the  first  time  a  ma»  gets  married,  he  feels  awful  nervous.  This  girl  of  mine 
bad  been  married,  I  heard,  about  eight  or  nine  times.  Just  think  what  chances 
J  was  taking:  marrying  a  girl  who  had  buried  all  those  men.  How  did  I  know 
bow  soon  she  might  turn  my  toes  up  to  the  daisies,  by  putting  a  little  poison  iu 
my  coffee  some  flue  morning  aud  burying  me. — Chorus. 
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When  a  youngster  at  home,  I  vowed  I'd  ne'er  roam. 

And  oft  of  that  vow  I  have  thought; 
The  advice  given  me  at  my  old  mother's  knee. 

To  my  memory  has  often  been  brought. 
I  was  but  a  lad,  and  a  quarrel  I  had 

With  my  brother  one  morning  at  play; 
I  struck  him  a  blow,  my  temiKT  to  show, 

When  my  mother  unto  me  did  say: 

Chorus. 
Forgive  and  forget  all  the  troubles  you've  met, 

No  doubt  it  has  caused  you  both  pain: 
I  shall  not  happy  be,  'till  I  stand  here  and  see 

You  make  friends  with  your  brother  again. 

Now  he  thought  me  the  worst  and  he  would  not  speak  first. 

Which  filled  me  with  grief  aud  with  pain; 
lie  left  home  that  day,  and  for  years  stayed  away, 

Till  in  sorrow  I  met  him  again. 
I  then  saw  him  laid  upon  his  death-bed, 

His  end  was  quite  nigh  it  was  plain; 
But  tho'  feeble  and  weak,  he  managed  to  speak. 

Be  friends  with  yoiu:  brother  agam. 

Chorus. 
Forgive  and  forget  all  the  trouble  3'ou've  met, 

lu)  doubt  it  has  caused  you  both  pain; 
I  happy  will  die,  if  you'll  only  stand  by 

And  be  friends  with  your  brother  again. 

Now  the  words  that  he  said,  I  have  kept  in  my  head, 

And  ever  since  I've  been  a  man; 
Mv  motto  has  l)een  when  a  quarrel  I've  seen, 

To  prevent  it  whenever  I  can. 
A  short  time  ago  two  old  friends  I  know. 

Beat  each  other  till  both  freely  bled; 
Both  asked  me  to  stay  and  to  witness  fair  play. 

And  th«se  were  the  words  that  I  said: 

Chorus. 
Forgive  and  forget  all  the  trouble  you've  met. 

No  doubt  it  has  caused  vou  both  pain; 
With  jtlea.'^ure  I'll  stay  an^  I'll  witness  fair  play, 

So  make  friends  with  each  other  again. 

Now  it  does  seem  absurd,  that  for  one  little  word. 

The  dearest  and  l)est  friends  must  part ; 
For  we  all  know  quite  well,  there  is  no  man  can  tell 

The  secrets  that  lies  in  the  heart. 
So  while  we've  to  live,  let's  forget  and  forgive, 

Although  it  may  cause  us  much  pain ; 
And  whenever  we  roam  abroad  or  at  home 

Let's  be  friends  all  together  again.  , 

Chorus. 
Let's  forgive  and  forget  all  the  troubles  we've  met,    . 

Although  it  may  cause  us  all  pain; 
4iid  wherever  we  roam  abroad  or  tit  home,     . 

Let's  be  friends  with  each  t)th(r  a<rain. 


— Have  you  ever  been  .%a-sick? "  a.skcd  a  young  man  of  his  big, 
St  girl.     "No,  but  I  came  mighty  near  it  once."     "How  was 
"I  saw  two  men  kissing  each  other.     Ugh! " 


best 
that?" 


CURE  FOR  LOVE. 

Take  a  grain  of  sense,  half  a  grain  of  patience,  one  drachm  of  1 
tinderstanding,  one  ounce  of  disdain,  a  pound  of  resolution,  and  a 
handful  of  dislike;  mix  them  together,  fold  them  up  in  the  lamboc  | 
of  your  brain  twenty-four  hours;  set  them  on  a  slow  fire  of  hatred; 
.strain  it  clean  from  the  dross  of  melancholy,  stop  it  down  with  the 
cork  of  sound  judgment,  and  let  it  stand  nine  days  in  water  of  cold 
afTection.  This  nightly  marie  and  freely  applied,  is  the  most 
effectual  cure  in  the  known  world.  You  'may  get  it  at  the  Hou.se 
of  Understanding,  in  Content  Street,  going  up'the  hill  of  Difficulty, 
in  the  County  of  Forgetfulness. 


— A  fa.shionably  dressed  la<ly,  who  had  seen  younger  years, 
entered  a  public  library  the  other  day  and  approaching  the  chief 
librarian  said:  "  I  want  something  to  read  and  don't  know  exactly 
how  to  describe  the  kind  of  book  that  would  suit  me."  "  I  guess 
we  will  be  able  to  suit  you,"  was  the  reply.  "  Something  lively, 
eh?"  "  Yes — something,  you  know,  that — er — well,  that  wouldn't 
be  exactly  suitable  for  a  young  girl."  "  Mary,"  cried  the  chief  to 
an  assistant,  "  French  novel  for  a  woman  of  35."   -  ^ ,. , 


+ 


Ada 
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THE  WRECK  OF  THE  HESPERUS 

;  ':  ■    ''    '       By  Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow. 

It  was  the  schooner  Hesperus, 

That  sailed  the  Wintry  sea; 
And  the  skipper  had  taken  his  little  daugher,     . 

To  bear  him  company. 

Bhie  were  her  eyes  a.s  the  fairy-flax, 

Her  cheeks  like  the  dawn  of  day, 
And  her  bosom  white  as  the  hawthorn  buds, 

That  ope  in  the  month  of  May. 

The  skipper  he  stood  beside  the  helm, 

With  his  pipe  in  his  mouth, 
And  watched  how  the  veering  flaw  did  blow 

The  smoke  now  West,  now  South. 

Then  up  and  spake  an  old  sailor,  : 

Had  sailed  the  Spanish  Main, 
"  I  pray  thee,  put  mto  yonder  port. 
For  I  fear  a  hurricane. 

"  Last  night,  the  moon  had  a  golden  ring, 

And  to-night  no  moon  we  see! " 
The  skipjH'r,  he  blew  a  whiff  from  his  pipe, 

And  a  scornful  laugh  laughed  he. 

Colder  and  louder  blew  the  wind,  ,   . 

A  gale  from  the  Northeast;  . 

The  snow  fell  hissing  in  the  brine. 

And  the  billows  frothed  like  yeast. 

Down  came  the  storm,  and  smote  amain, 

The  vessel  in  its  strength; 
She  shuddered  and  paused,  like  a  frighted  steed. 

Then  leaped  her  cable's  length. 

"  Come  hither!  come  hither!  my  little  daughter, 

And  do  not  tremble  so; 
For  I  can  weather  the  roughest  gale. 

That  ever  wind  did  blow." 

-:,      He  wrapped  her  warm  in  his  seaman's  coat 
Against  the  stinging  blast; 
He  cut  a  rope  from  a  broken  spar. 
And  bound  her  to  the  mast. 

"O  father!  I  hear  the  church-bells  ring,  .    - 

O  say,  what  may  it  be?  " 
^;  "  'Tis  a  fog-bell  on  a  rock-bound  coast!"— 

;'  : .  And  he  steered  for  the  open  sea. 

"  O  father!  I  hear  the  sound  of  guq^,        ' 

O  say,  what  may  it  be?  "  .-  ' 

"  Some  ship  in  distress,  that  cannot  live 
In  such  an  angry  sea! " 

'''''-   '■■    ■■'■''■ .  ■   ^*  ■ ; 
"  O  father!  I  see  a  gleaming  light,  , 

O  say,  what  may  it  be?  "  .'     •; 

But  the  father  answered  never  a  word, 
.    ^>       .    A  frozen  corpse  was  he. 

Lashed  to  the  helm,  all  stiff  and  stark, 

With  his  face  to  the  skies. 
The  lantern  gleamed  through  the  gleaming  snow 
,    .  On  his  fixed  and  glassy  eyes. 

Then  the  maiden  clasped  her  himds  and  prayed 
That  saved  she  might  be; 
-  And  she  thought  of  Christ,  who  stilled  the  wave, 

,  ...  On  the  Lake  of  Galilee-      . 

.'      '        And  fast  through  the  midnight  dark  and  drear, 

,>  Through  the  whistling  sleet  and  snow, 

,.;  Like  a  sheeted  ghost,  the  vessel  swept 

.':..;..    Towards  the  reef  of  Norman's  Woe. 

.''■■■/y'^     And  ever  the  fitful  gusts  between      ;.  .■': 

A  sound  came  from  the  lanu; 
It  was  the  sound  of  the  trampling  saxt. 
On  the  rocks  and  the  hard  sea-sand. 
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The  breakers  were  right  beneath  her  bows. 

She  drifted  a  dreary  wreck, 
And  a  whooping  billow  swept  the  crew   - 

Like  icicles  from  her  deck. 

She  struck  where  the  white  and  fleecy  wavM 

Looked  up  as  carded  wool, 
But  the  cruel  rocks,  they  gored  her  side 

Like  the  horns  of  an  angry  bull. 

Her  rattling  shrouds,  all  sheathed  in  ice, 
With  the  masts  went  by  the  board; 

Like  a  vessel  of  glass,  she  strove  and  sank, 
Ho!  ho!  the  breakers  roared ! 

At  daj'break,  on  the  bleak  sea-beach, 

A  fisherman  stood  aghast. 
To  see  the  form  of  a  maitlen  fair. 

Lashed  close  to  a  drifting  mast. 

The  salt  sea  was  frozen  on  her  breast,       / 

The  salt  tears  in  her  eyes; 
And  he  saw  her  hair,  like  the  brown  sea-weed, 

On  the  billows  fall  and  rise. 

Such  was  the  wTeck  of  the  Hesperus, 

In  the  midnight  and  the  snow ! 
Christ  save  us  all  from  a  death  like  this. 

On  the  reef  of  Norman's  Woe! 


»•  m     I 


HIS  HEART  WAS  TRUE  TO  POLL. 

■> 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrese,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City.    Send      r 
for  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular  Eugliuh  and  Q«rman  Songo— Free. 

I  heard  my  aunt  once  sing  a  chant,  -..  "- 

Which  now  p'r'aps  isn't  new. 
Of  Billy  Kidd,  who,  whatever  he  did, 

To  his  Poll  was  always  true.  ,     '  . 

He  sailed  away  in  a  gallant  ship, 
Frqpi  the  pretty  shore  of  jovial  Bristol; 
And  the  last  words  he  uttered. 
While  his  handkerchief  he  fluttered,  . 

Were:  "My  heart  is  true  to  Poll." 

Chorus. 
.:.  His  heart  was  true  to  Poll,     ' 

His  heart  was  true  to  Poll; 
;      ■       No  matter  what  j'ou  do,  •  * 

'  If  your  heart  is  ever  true. 

And  his  heart  was  true  to  Poll. 

They  were  wrecked,  William  to  shore  he  swam, 

And  he  looked  about  for  an  inn; 
When  a  noble,  savage  lady,  of  a  color  rather  shady,- 

Came  up  with  a  cheerful  grin. 
*        Says  she:  "  Marry  me  and  a  king  you'll  be, 
And  in  a  palace  loll. 

Or  they'll  eat  you  like  a  fillet."  ,    ;  • 

So  he  gave  his  hand,  did  Billy, 
But  his  heart  was  true  to  Poll. — Chorus. 

So  William  Kidd  a  happy  life  led  • 

As  the  k^g  of  the  Kikaroos;  '. 

He  had  nothing  but  a  hat  upon  bis  head, 
And  a  pair  of  over-shoes. 

Thev  made  him  a  present  of  twenty  wives, 

Which  their  beauties  I  cannot  now  extol; 

But,  one  day  they  all  revolted. 

So  he  back  to  Bristol  bolted,  / 

For  his  heart  was  true  to  Poll. — Chorui. 


»  >  • 


— The  meaner  a  man  is,  just  in  that  proportion  he  considers  him- 
self the  superior  of  any  woman.     It  took  thousands  of  years  for 
woman  to  get  up  from  the  condition  of  slavery  to  her  present  state. 
I  hate  a  stingy  man  who  will  pretend  to  give  his  heart  to  a  woman  » 
and  hold  on  to  his  pocket-book.     I  believe  in  the  institution  of  y 
marriage.     I  would  rather  live  on  earth  with  the  womair  I  loveC 
and  the  world  full  of  trouble,  than  in  heaven  with  only  men.     I 
believe  in  the  republicanism  of  the  fireside,  the  democracy  of  home, 
and  that  the  wife"  has  every  right  the  husband  has,  and  no  more. 
If  your  child  has  got  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning  it  is  just  as 
easy  to  waken  him  with  a  kiss  as  w'ith  a  club.     Let  any  parent 
about  to  whip  his  child  have  his  photograph  taken  in  the  act,  show- 
ing his  passionate,  vulgar  face  and  the  dimpled  face  of  the  child. 
Theft  let  him  think,  if  that  child  should  die,  how  sweet  it  would 
be  to  sit  on  its  grave  and  look  at  the  picture. '—.Sofi^^  O.  IngenoU. 
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PENNY   BALLADS. 


Among  the  minor  curiosities  of  contemporary  newspaper  and 
magazine  literature  is  the  odd  way  in  which  the  whole  tribe  of 
scribblers  tjtritly  adopt  certain  quotations  jis  the  conventional  text 
for  everything;  they  may  write  ujwn  analogous  subjects.  If  street 
life  or  street  scenes  are  to  be  describetl,  it  matters  not  whether  the 
thoroughfare  be  in  Calcutta  or  Oshkosh,  they  set  out  with  "  Sir," 
said  Dr.  Johnson,  "Let  us  take  a  walk  down  Fleet  street."  A 
member  of  the  tribe  would  no  more  think  of  omitting  this  saying 
of  the  great  man  than  the  clown  in  the  pantomime  would  think  of 
omitting  a  hot  jwker  from  the  "bu-siness."  There  is  respect  for 
tradition  in  these  things.  In  like  manner  one  cannot  pick  up  a 
sketch  upon  ballads  without  meeting  in  the  first  paragraph  an  al- 
lusion to  Fletcher  of  Saltoun  and  his  thread btire  aphorism:  "  Let 
me  make  the  songs  of  a  nation  and  I  care  not  who  makes  its  laws. " 
This  quotation  is  herewith  respectfully  placed  uixm  the  altar  of  in- 
exorable custom,  although  the  songs  with  which  the  present  writer 
is  concerned  are  of  the  humble  chtss  described  by  the  "  poet:" — 

Upon  fonccs  and  railings  wherever  yon  go, 
You'll  set;  the  pouiiy  balladii  etickiug  up  iu  a  row. 

The  rage  for  old-fashioned  articles  of  all  descriptions  seems  to 
have  created  a  demand  even  for  the  despised  penny  ballad,  and  a 
veritable  revival  of  this  musical  commodity  has  been  wrought. 
Along  the  railings  at  the  Custom  IIou.se  and  on  street  corners 
throughout  the  city  the  fluttering  little  sheets  have  made  their  re- 
appearance after  a  lapse  of  some  fifteen  years.  The  hurdy  gurtly 
had  been  to  a  great  extent  replaced  by  steam-pianos  and  peripatetic 
brass  bands;  the  humble  ballad  had  given  way  to  cheap  sheet 
music;  the  accordeon  of  diabolical  invention  had  gone  out  of  vogue, 
and  the  jingle  of  the  piano  was  heard  throughout  the  land.  It  was 
thought  that  the  ballad  printers  had  been,  as  it  were,  the  mission- 
aries of  song,  and  that  the  people  having  been  educated  beyond 
that  stage,  the  jxMmy  nallad  was  a  thing  of  the  past.  But  recentlv 
the  streets  of  this  and  every  other  city  in  the  land  have  given  evi- 
dence that  tliere  is  a  demand  for  it.  Setting  out  to  find  whence 
they  emanated,  the  writer  found  himself  in  a  little  room  on  the 
second  floor  of  50  Chatham  street.  No  end  of  pigeon-holes  extend- 
ed in  rows  from  fl{x>r  to  ceiling  on  all  sides,  and  ihese  were  gorged 
with  sheaves  of  newly  printwl  ballads.  In  the  middle  of  the  room 
stood  a  small  hand  printing  press,  but  this  machine  wjis  utterly  in- 
adequate to  turning  out  the  myriad  sheets  displayed  on  every  side, 
and  it  transpiral  that,  while  the  proprietor  of  the  establishment  set 
out  by  testing  the  public  demand  with  small  editions  printed  on 
this,  the  bu.siness  has  grown  .so  that  stereot\  ihj  plates  and  steam 
pres.ses  arc  now  needed  to  fill  the  orders  that  flow  in  daily  from 
Maine  to  California.  While  waiting  for  the  proprietor  to  make  his 
appearance,  the  writer  picked  up  a  ballad  from  a  heap  near  at  hand. 
It  was  headed  "  I'm  Getting  a  Big  B(;y  Now,"  ancl  was  evidently 
of  English  origin.     A  precocious  youngster  relates  his  doings: — 

I  smoke  my  papa'u  best  cigars  every  day. 

And  once  a  week  I  get  drunk; 
I  wink  at  my  nurce  when  f  he  puts  me  to  lied. 

And  rocks  me  to  Bleep  iu  my  bunk. 

!  The  chorus  furnishes  him  an  opportunity  to  remark  that  he 
fancies  it  is  time  he  knew  how  to  brash  his  own  clothes  and  to  wipe 
his  own  nose,  for  he  is  netting  a  big  boy  now.  When  the  ballad 
resurrectionist  (Henry  J.  Wehman)  was  found,  he  proved  to  be  a 
handsome,  fair-haired  young  fellow,  who  willingly  talked  of  his 
enterprise,  seemed  prf)vid  of  its  success  and  freely  exhibited  his  odd 
wares.  In  looking  over  them  it  appeared  that  verj-  few'werc  en- 
tirely original.  Many  were  old  ante-war  favorites;  there  was  a 
fair  sprinkling  of  native  genre  songs,  and  a  considerable  proportion 
were  of  Lon(lon  importation.  Strange  to  say,  there  was  not  a 
ballad  of  the  late  war  among  them.  There  would  seem  to  be  no 
demand  for  afM)s»r((phes  to  the  national  banner  or  ditties  about  the 
battle.  Gone  are  all  the  myriad  comi)ositioas  that  made  the  tor- 
tured wit  exclaim: — 

Ye  gwls  protect  our  flag, 
Not  from  a  rebel  ))ancl. 

But  from  the  rhyming  squibs 
That  now  infest  our  laud. 

A  fflance  along  the  pigeon-holes  reveals  the  odd  subjects  of  the 
popular  muse.  The  cheap  swell  is  ever  a  favorite  butt  for  the 
satire  of  the  penny  balladists,  and  amon^  songs  of  this  class 
"  Lardy  Dah!  "  ccmtinues  in  great  favor,  and  the  title  is  used  as  an 
exclamation  by  gamins  to  "expre-ss  their  contempt  for  any  chance 
pedestrian  who  seems  to  their  eyes  "gotten  up  regardless  of  ex- 
pense "    The  boys  fairly  revel  in  the  descriptive  chorus: — 

In  his  hand  a  penny  stick. 

In  his  tootli  a  p«'nny  pick. 
And  a  penny  iu  liis  jK)cket,  laruy  dah!  lardy  dah! 

This  class  of  songs  seems  to  be  laid  down  by  the  writers  on  the 

same  general  lines  as  Bowery  melo-dramsis.     The  swell  is  alwaj's  a 

scoundrel,  and  is  meted  out  condign  punishment  at  the  hands  of 

some  Bayard  in  rags.     "  Poor,  but  a  Gentleman  Still,"  Is  a  good 

I  example  of  this  class.    The  singer  describes  his  fall  from  aSluence 


to  penury,  declares  that  he  is  then  hungry,  footsore  and  111,  and 
modestly  relates  how  he  rescued  a  poor  homeless  girl  whom  a  swell 
was  insulting: — 

He  cried  out:  "  You  beggar,  dont  hieddlc  with  me. 

Or  very  soon  you'll  get  a  pill;  " 
But  I  said:  "  Lay  a  hand  on  that  girl  and  you'll  find 

If  I'm  poor  I'm  a  genUeman  still." 

A  good  deal  of  popularity  has  been  achieved  by  another,  called 
"  The  Tramp,"  condemning  the  rich  who,  because  they  have  lots 
of  gold,  bolt  and  bar  their  doors  against  the  poor.  The  chorus  ad- 
vises all  to  be  kind  to  the  tramp  and  to  "  give  him  a  hearty  giip, 
wish  him  luck  upon  his  trip,  and  remember  that  the  poor  tramp 
hiis  to  live."  This  vein  of  sympathy  with  the  outcast  and  the  poor 
penneates  all  the  songs  of  this  class,  and  it  is  not  strange  that  it  is 
so,  for  iierhaps  the  writers,  and  certainly  the  singers,  do  not  live  in 
Fifth  avenue — not  above  Washington  square,  at  any  rate.  Among 
the  compositions  that  sell  best  in  large  cities  the  engaging  lyric, 
"When  McCormick  Rules  the  State,"  holds  a  high  place.  The  I 
ambitious  "  >Ic,"  proclaims  himself  "  candidate  for  next  President," 
remarks  that  he  is  one  of  the  "  idle  labor  party  "  and  makes  prom- 
ises so  profusely  as  to  show  himself  an  adept.  He  engages  to  make 
politicians  carry  the  hod,  to  di-stribute  free  fuel  and  to  have  the 
White  House  painted  green;  to  build  a  bridge  to  Ireland,  and  as- 
sures his  constituents  that  there'll  l)e  no  smoKed  Italian  Congress- 
men, and  that  the  Chinese  must  emigrate  when  McCormick  rules 
the  State.  Another  study  in  the  same  social  field,  but  iu  aa  entire- 
ly different  tone,  is,  "  When  McGuinne-ss  Gets  a  Job." 

Last  Winter  was  a  hard  one,  Mrs.  Reilly,  did  yon  sayt    • 
Well,  'tis  meself  that. knows  it,  for  it's  mauy's  the  day 
Your  husband  wasn't  tlie  only  one  sat  behind  the  wall— 
There's  my  old  man,  McCiuiu'uess,  didn't  get  no  job  at  all. 

This  sympathetic  neighl>or  incidentally  asks:  "  The  Italians — 
divil  takelhem — why  don't  they  stay  at  home?"  but  admits  that 
"  there's  one  thing  in  the  i>oot  Italians — they  never  do  get  '  lush. 
She  exhorts  Mrs.  Reilly  not  to  give  way  to  the  blues,  and  predicts 
they  will  one  day  cut  a  shine  in  new  Iwnnets  and  new  sh<X's.  Of 
this  class  of  son^,  those  sung  by  Harrigan  and  Hart  are  the  new- 
est and  by  all  odds  most  in  demand,  the  "  Mulligan  "  scries  being 
printed  in  unending  editions.  These,  however,  are  not  free  to  be 
printed  by  the  Chatham  street  Caxton,  as  they  are  carefully  copy- 
righted. In  this  connection  there  is  a  good  story  on  Mr.  Harrigan. 
He  declined  to  permit  the  young  man  in  (piestion  to  print  his  song 
of  "Babies  on  Our  Blocli."  One  morning,  however,  a  rejwrter  | 
had  an  inter\iew  with  the  comedian,  in  the  course  of  which  he 
secured  a  copy  of  the  .song  with  the  brogue  written  in  Harridan's 
hand.  It  ap{)eared  in  the  columns  of  a  local  paper  next  day.  llere 
was  the  Chatham  street  man's  opiwrtunity.  Before  noon  his  press 
had  thrown  off  an  edition,  the  copyright  being  evaded  by  a  line  at 
the  top  of  the  sheet  crediting  the  song  to  the  journal  from  which  it 
was  clipped.  It  was  a  ks.son  in  the  law  of  literature  for  "  Dan 
Mulligan."  Singularly  the  most  ix)pular  song  outside  of  New 
York  at  present  Is  "'Whoa  Emma,"  of  unpleasant  nieinor}-. 
Another  odd  thing  about  this  popular  song.  It  was  brought  from 
England  and  published  here  about  two  years  before  it  caught  the 
popular  ear.  It  had  come  to  be  regarded  by  the  publisher  as  a 
failure,  when  suddenly  it  made  a  hit,  and  .some  idea  of  its  subse- 
quent popularity  may  l)e  formed  from  the  fact  that  a  single  pub- 
lisher of  sheet  music  disposed  of  50,(K)0  copies  in  that  form.  Of 
the  reprint.s  in  ballads  and  .s<jng  books  It  would  be  difficult  to  make 
any  estimate.  "  Grandfather's  C'lock  "  also,  having  run  its  course 
in  the  city,  is  only  now  ticking  its  way  through  the  rural  districts, 
and  thousands  of  orders  for  it  come  in  every  week.  All  the 
"motto  songs"  come  from  England.  Many  of  these  inculcate 
some  sensible  lesson  in  a  homely  way.  Thrift,  honesty  and  charity 
are  enjoined  by  some  of  these,  and  they  are  all  on  a  higher  literary 
level  tlnm  anv  other  cla.ss  of  the  ])allads  to  be  found  here.  One  of 
them,  entitled  "  Many  Can  Help  One,"  has  the  following  chorus: — 

Then,  give  what  you  can  to  those  in  distress. 

Let  it  be  a  dime  or  a  p<'nny. 
For  many  can  help  one,  I've  heard  people  say, 

Where  one  cannot  always  help  tuany. 

Old  time  .sentimental  melodies  have  .still  a  charm  for  tlie  multi- 
tude, and  orders  come  in  daily  for  ditties  like  "  Kitty  Wells  "  and 
"  Sally  in  Our  Alley."  Negro  dialect  .songs  seem  to  be  going  out 
of  favor  as  the  burnt  cOrk  business  declines,  and  among  the  hun- 
dreds of  .songs  alreatly  reprinted  by  the  revivalist  only  a  few  of 
them  are  to  be  found.  Of  these  "In  de  Morning  by  de  Bri|,^it 
Light"  and  "  Dem  Golden  Slippers"  are  the  only  two  that  have 
any  vogue  just  now.  A  considerable  proportion  of  the  ballatl  liter- 
ature in  the  old  days  was  of  the  "  Come  tul  ye  "  stripe,  and  even  in 
this  new  collection  a  few  of  these  have  found  a  place.  The 
"  Lamentation  of  James  liodgers  "  begins:— 

Come  all  ye  tender  Christians,  I  hope  yon  will  draw  near. 
And  likewise  pay  attention  to  those  few  lines  I  have  here: 
For  the  munU-r  of  Mr.  Swanlon  I  am  condemned  to  die. 
On  the  twelfth  day  of  November,  upon  the  gallows  high. 
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There  are  a  dozen  more  verses  narrating  in  equally  choice 
language  how  he  was  led  astray  by  bad  company,  describing  the 
the  crime,  which  shocked  New  York  at  the  time,  and  bidding 
farewell  to  his  parents  and  friends.  The  last  couplet  exhorts 
"  each  wild  and  vicious  youth  a  warning  take  by  me,  to  be  ruled 
by  their  parents  and  shun  bad  company."  In  the  same  strain  is 
the  "Lamentation  of  Johnny  Reel."  The  vocabulary  is  almost 
identical  and  the  general  plan  of  the  composition  is  the  same,  ex- 
cept that  there  is  less  of  a  penitential  spirit,  although  he  says: — 

For  the  murder  of  Officer  Smithy 

I  am  Bony  to  the  heart. 
Which  leaves  my  aged  parenta 
In  sorrow  for  to  part. 
J     .;;  V,..  It's  little  did  they  ever  think,  • 

'  ■     '  All  lu  my  yout"n  and  bloom, 

;  '':  .  .',  ■■::■■     I  was  reared  on  First  avenne, 

For  to  meet  my  awful  doom. 

Oddly  enough  there  is  little  demand  for  comic  penny  ballads, 
the  amateur  vocalists  having  a  decided  leaning  to  the  sentimental. 
The  song  of  this  class  which  promises  to  circulate  most  largely  is 
an  old  country  ditty,  current  a  generation  or  more  ago.      The 

chorus  is: — 

They  say  you  are  false,  but  I  still  believe  jon  mine.  -'  •' 

You  are  my  bonnie  blue-eyed  Scotch  lassie  Jean. 

This,  like  a  majority  of  the  songs  that  appear  in  the  penny  ballad 
series,  owes  its  present  favor  to  being  sung  by  a  prominent  minstrel 
troupe.  A  majority  of  the  purchasers  of  the  ballads  are  working 
girls,  boys  and  young  men  who  hear  the  verses  simg  at  a  theatre 
or  social  gathering,  where  they  catch  the  melody,  and,  at  the  ex- 
pense of  a  cent  for  the  words,  are  enabled  to  try  their  own  vocal 
powers. 

It  is  difficult  to  account  for  the  popularity  of  a  ditty  known  as 
"  The  Butcher  Boy."  It  had  a  great  .sale  in  the  daj's  when  penny 
ballads  were  in  their  prime,  and  now  again  it  is  largely  purchased 
by  yoimg  damsels  consumed  by  hopeless  love.  The  first  verse  re- 
lates very  pathetically 

In  Jersey  City,  where  I  did  dwell, 

A  butcher  boy  I  loved  so  well,  '  . 

He  courted  me  my  heart  away,  ' 

And  now  with  me  he  will  not  stay. 

The  faithless  lover  has  abandoned  her  for  another  "  because  she 
had  more  gold  than  I."  In  the  la.st  verse  the  unhappj' maid  is 
found  "  hanging  upon  a  rope,"  and  in  her  breast  a  note  is  discov- 
ered beginning: — 

Oh,  what  a  silly  maid  am  I, 
■    To  hang  myself  for  a  butcher  boy. 

Some  of  the  pigeon-holes  in  the  Chatham  street  shop  contain 

ballads  that  are  not  ballads,  so  to  speak.     That  is,  there  are  choice 

literarj'  morsels  in  prose  to  suit  the  taste  of  penny  balladists  and 

are  printed  in  the  same  form.     One  of  these  is  headed  ' '  Rule.s  for 

Bummers. "    These  provide  that  ' '  no  bummer  must  refuse  to  drink 

when  asked  at  any  time  for  the  good  of  the  house,"  and^  a  dt)zen 

equally  delicate  and  refined  suggestions  follow.     "  Office  Rules" 

are  verj'  much  in  demand.     These  set  forth  that — 

Match  peddlers  never  leave  this  office  alive.  We  have  two  bams  full  of 
8ui<penderf  and  don't  want  any  more.  Office  hours  for  tramps,  book  agents, 
canvaeeers,  &c.,  from  11  P.  M.  to  4  A.  M.,  July  4. 

Copies  of  this  little  literary  pleasantry  are  seen  occasionally 
decorating  the  walls  in  the  offices  of  livery  stables  and  in  east  side 
barrooms.  "A  Model  Love  Letter"  is  the  caption  of  another 
sheet  in  which  the  lover  assures  his  sweetheart  of  his  devotion, 
while  by  reading  every  alternate  line  the  missive  assumes  a  con- 
trary tone.  Just  in  what  respect  this  letter  is  a  "  model "  the  pub- 
lisher fails  to  mention.  This  sort  of  thing  must  be  popular,  for 
the  same  device  is  the  basis  of  another  .screed  called  "  The  Wife's 
Stratagem,"  the  author  informing  the  reader  that  "  a  voung  iady, 
newly  married,  being  obliged  to  show  her  husband  all  the  letters 
she  wrote,  sent  the  following  to  an  intimate  friend."  Read  con- 
secutively the  letter  praises  her  husband  to  the  skies,  and  in  the 
alternate  lines  abuses  him.  Of  the  prose  compositions  none  sell 
better  than  "  How  to  Kiss  a  Lady,"  in  which  the  writer  gravely 
gives  instruction  as  to  the  precise  pose  to  be  assumed,  and  lays 
down  rules  for  the  proper  performance  of  that  delicate  operation. 
"The  Wife's  Commandments"  are  very  stupid,  but  are  not  bad 
enough  to  be  funny,  and  the  same  may  be  said  of  a  similar  code 

i  laid  down  by  the  husband. 

The  shop,  its  proprietor  and  its  contents  offer  a  subject  for  a 

I  great  deal  of  sjx'culation  on  the  part  of  those  who  like  to  account 
to  themselves  for  otld  things.  A  new  penny  "ballad  is  published 
every  day,  and  the  mails  are  busy  distributing  this  remarkable 
literature  throtighout  the  country.  The  revival  of  a  demand  for 
it  at  this  time  is  a  puzzle  wliich  the  reader  is  left  to  solve. — JS^eic 
York  Herald,  December  2il,  18B0. 


— "  Is  it  possible.  Miss,  that  you  do  not  know  the  names  of  some 
of  vour  best  friends?  "  inquired  a  gentleman  of  a  lady.  "  Certain- 
ly, '  she  replied;  "  I  don't  even  kno\/  what  my  own  will  be  a  year 
from  now." 
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Written  and  sung  by  Banks  Winter.  .    - 

Sail!  home,  as  straight  as  an  arrow. 

My  yacht  shoots  along  on  the  crest  of  the  sea; 
Sail!  home,  to  sweet  Maggie  Darrow,  , 

In  her  dear  little  home  she  is  waiting  for  me. 
High  up!  where  the  cliffs  they  are  craggy. 

That's  where  the  girl  of  my  heart  waits  for  me? 
Heigh!  ho,  I  long  for  you,  Maggie, 

I'll  spread  out  my  W  hite  Wings  and  sail  home  to  (bee. 
Yo!  ho,  how  we  go!  oh,  how  the  winds  blow! 

Chorus. 

White  Wings,  they  never  grow  wejiry,  ^ 

They  carry  me  cheerily  over  the  sea; 
'Night  comes,  I  long  for  my  dearie, 

rll  spread  out  my  White  Wings,  and  sail  home  to  thee. 

Sail!  home,  to  love  and  caresses, 

When  Maggie,  my  darling,  i.s  there  at  my  side;  ' 

Sail!  home,  blue  eyes  and  gold  tresses. 

The  fairest  of  all  is  my  own  little  bride. 
Sail!  home,  to  part  from  thee  never,  .   . 

Always  together  life's  voyage  shall  be; 
Sail!  home,  to  love  thee  forever! 

I'll  spread  out  my  White  Wings  and  sail  home  to  thee. 
Yo!  ho,  how  we  go!  oh,  how  the  winds  blow! — Choru$. 
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When  j'ou  see  a  poor  fellow  who  looks  broken  down,        ;  .. 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  he's  married;  :" 

When  his  face  seems  to  wear  a  peri>etual  frown. 

You  c<m  tell  very  well  that  he's  married. 
When  with  sad  resignation  and  hoiK'less  despair. 

He  informs  you  that  wedlock  is  naught  but  a  snare; 
When  he  gets  humpty  back  with  the  life  he's  to  bear, 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  he's  married. 

\C\:_'.-    :'"''.    CHOKCS. 

'■  .      Married,  married,  oh,  what  blis.s, 
•      .  Lots  of  love  and  kis.><y,  kiss,  kiss; 

Married,  married,  oh.  what  a  sell. 
How  things  soon  alter,  dear  me,  well,  well. 

When  you  see  a  young  womau  untidy  each  day. 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  she's  married; 
And  when  courting  she  dressed  up  with  falderdals  gay. 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  she's  married. 
If  she  frequently  longs  for  small  drop  of  gin. 

If  her  house  is  the  house  of  discomfort  and  din. 
If  her  husband's  shirt  collar's  stuck  on  witli  a  pin,- 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  she's  married. — t'fiorv*. 

When  5^ou  see  a  man  bald  on  the  top  of  his  head. 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  he's  married; 
If  his  eyelids  are  worn  with  the  tears  he  has  shed, 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  he's  married. 
If  you  see  a  poor  girl  always  ready  to  cry,  '■" 

If  her  life's  a  succession  of  groan  and  of  sigh,    . 
If  she  constantlj'  carries  an  awful  black  eye. 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  she's  married. — Cfiorut. 


— "  What  are  you  waiting  for? "  said  a  lawyer  to  an  Indian  who 
had  paid  him  money.  "  Receipt,"  said  the  Indian.  "A  receipt," 
said  the  lawyer,  "a  receipt!  what  do  you  know  alK)ut  a  receipt? 
Can  you  understand  the  nature  of  a  receipt?  Tell  me  the  nature 
of  one  and  I  will  give  it  to  you."  "  S'pose  mabe  me  die;  me  go  to 
heben;  me  find  the  gate  locked;  me  see  'postle  Petre:  he  say, 
'  Kiser,  what  you  want?'  me  say,  '  want  to  get  in; '  he  say,  'you 
pay  A.  that  money! '  What  me  do?  I  hab  no  receipt;  hab  to  hunt 
all  over  heU  to  find  you."    He  got  his  receipt. 


y^?^ 


^-' 


rM, 


^^i^*^M^M;0m^:,^':\:i^^r^^ 


"r:,V'5»W^^>— "; 


f 


5f 


It 


CI 


6 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF   SONGS-No. 


PENNY  BALLADS. 


Among  the  minor  curiosities  of  contemporary  newspaper  and 
magazine  literature  is  tlie  odd  way  in  which  the  whole  tribe  of 
scribblers  tacitl}'  adopt  certain  quotations  as  the  conventional  text 
for  everything  they  may  Avrite  upon  analogous  subjects.  If  street 
life  or  street  scenes  are  to  be  dcscrilKHl,  it  iflatters  not  whether  the 
thoroughfare  be  in  Calcutta  or  Oshkosh,  they  set  out  with  "  Sir," 
said  Dr.  Johnson,  "Let  us  take  a  walk  down  Fleet  street."  A 
member  of  the  tril)e  would  no  more  think  of  omitting  this  saying 
of  the  great  man  thiui  the  clown  in  the  pantomime  would  thiuK  of 
omitting  a  hot  jwker  from  the  "business."  There  is  respect  for 
tnulition  in  these  things.  In  like  manner  one  cannot  pick  up  a 
sketch  upon  ballads  without  meeting  in  the  first  paragraph  an  al- 
lusion to  Fletcher  of  Saltoun  and  his  threadbare  aphorism:  "  Let 
me  make  the  songs  of  a  nation  and  I  care  not  who  makes  its  laws. " 
This  (juotation  is  herewith  respectfully  placed  ui>on  the  altar  of  in- 
exorable custom,  although  the  songs  with  which  the  present  writer 
is  concerned  are  of  the  humble  class  described  by  the  "  poet:" — 
Upon  fences  and  railinfirc  wherever  yon  go, 
You'll  8ce  the  pouny  balladi)  etickiug  up  in  a  row. 

The  rage  for  old-fashioned  articles  of  all  descriptions  seems  to 
have  created  a  demand  even  for  the  despised  penny  ballad,  and  a 
veritable  revival  of  this  musical  commodity  has  been  wrought. 
Along  the  railings  at  the  Custom  Hou.se  and  on  street  corners 
throughout  tiie  city  the  fluttering  little  sheets  have  made  their  re- 
appearance after  a  lapse  of  some  fifteen  years.  The  hurdy  gurdy 
had  been  to  a  great  extent  replaced  by  steam-pianos  and  peripatetic 
brass  bands;  the  humble  ballad  had  given  way  to  cheap  sheet 
music;  the  accordeon  of  diabolical  invention  had  gone  out  of  vogue, 
and  the  jingle  of  the  piano  was  heard  throughout  the  land.  It  was 
tliought  that  the  ballad  printers  had  been,  as  it  were,  the  mission- 
aries of  song,  and  that  the  people  having  been  educated  bej'ond 
that  stage,  the  ixniny  ballad  was  a  thing  of  the  pjist.  But  recently 
the  streets  of  this  arid  every  other  city  in  the  land  have  given  evi- 
dence that  there  is  a  demand  for  it.  Setting  out  to  find  whence 
they  emanated,  the  writer  found  himself  in  a  little  room  on  the 
second  floor  of  ."lO  Chatham  street.  No  end  of  pigeon-holes  extend- 
ed in  rows  from  floor  to  ceiling  on  all  sides,  and  Ihese  were  gorged 
with  sheaves  of  newly  printed  ballads.  In  the  middle  of  the  room 
stood  a  small  hand  pfiuting  press,  but  this  machine  was  utterly  in- 
adequate to  turning  out  the  myriad  sheets  displayed  on  every  side, 
and  it  transpired  that,  while  the  proprietor  of  the  establishment  set 
out  by  testing  the  public  demand  with  small  editions  printed  on 
this,  the  bu-siness  ha.s  grown  so  that  stereotype  plates  and  steam 
presses  are  now  needed  to  fill  the  orders  that  flow  in  daily  from 
Maine  to  California.  While  waiting  for  tlie  proprietor  to  make  his 
appearance,  the  writer  j^icked  up  a  ballad  from  a  heap  near  at  hand. 
It  was  headed  "  I'm  Getting  a  Big  Buy  Now,"  and  was  evidently 
of  English  origin.     A  precocious  youngster  relates  his  doings: — 

I  smoke  my  papa'u  best  cij;an<  every  day. 

And  once  u  week  1  L'et  drunk ; 
I  wink  at  my  nurse  vvhen  che  puts  me  to  bed. 

And  rocki«  me  to  eleep  iu  my  bunk. 

The  chorus  ftirnishcs  him  an  opportunity  to  remark  that  he 
fancies  it  is  time  he  knew  how  to  bru-sh  his  own  clothes  and  to  wipe 
his  own  nose,  for  he  Is  getting  a  big  boy  now.  When  the  ballad 
resurrectionist  (Henry  J.  Wehman)  was  found,  he  proved  to  be  a 
hand.some,  fair-haired  young  fellow,  who  willingly  talked  of  his 
enterpri.se,  seerne<l  proud  of  its  success  and  freely  exhibited  his  odd 
wares.  In  hxjking  over  them  it  appeared  that  verj'  few'were  en- 
tirely original.  Many  were  old  ante-war  favorites;  there  was  a 
fair  sprinkling  of  native  ffcme  songs,  and  a  considerable  proportion 
were  of  London  importation.  Strange  to  say,  there  was  not  a 
ballad  of  the  late  wju:  among  them.  There  would  .seem  to  be  no 
demand  for  sifKistiophes  to  the  national  banner  or  ditties  about  the 
battle.  Gone  are  all  the  myriad  compositions  that  made  the  tor- 
tured wit  exclaim: — 

Ye  RodB  protect  onr  flag, 

Not  from  a  rebel  bana, 
But  from  tlic  rhyming  squibs 

That  now  infest  our  laud. 

A  glance  along  the  pigeon-holes  reveals  the  odd  subjects  of  the 
popviTar  muse.  The  cheap  swell  is  ever  a  favorite  butt  for  the 
satire  of  the  penny  balladists,  and  amon^  songs  of  this  class 
"  Lardy  Dahl  "  continues  in  great  favor,  &m  the  title  is  u.sed  as  an 
exclamation  by  gamins  to  expre-ss  their  contempt  for  any  chance 
pedestrian  who  seems  to  their  eyes  "gotten  up  regardless  of  ex- 
pense"   The  boys  fairly  revel  in  the  descriptive  chorus: — 

In  his  hand  a  penny  stick. 
In  hii*  tooth  a  penny  pick. 
And  a  penny  fu  hi«  pocket,  laruy  dab!  lardy  dah! 

This  class  of  songs  seems  to  be  laid  down  by  the  writers  on  the 
same  general  lines  as  Bowery  melo-dramas.  The  swell  is  always  a 
scoundrel,  and  is  meted  out  condign  punishment  at  the  hands  of 
some  Bayard  in  rags.     "Poor,  but  a  Gentleman  Still,"  Is  a  good 

The  singer  describes  his  fall  from  aflluence 


example  of  this  class. 


to  penury,  declares  that  he  is  then  himgry,  footsore  and  ill,  and 
modestly  relates  how  he  rescued  a  poor  homeless  girl  whom  a  swell 
was  insulting: — 

Be  cried  out:  "  You  beggar,  don't  meddle  with  me,  O.- 

Or  ver^  soon  you'll  get  a  pill;  "  v 

But  I  said:  "  Lay  a  hand  on  that  girl  and  you'll  find     . 
U  I'm  poor  I'm  a  gentleman  etiU." 

A  good  deal  of  popularity  has  been  achieved  by  another,  called 
"  The  Tramp,"  condemning  the  rich  who,  because  they  have  lots 
of  gold,  bolt  and  bar  their  doors  against  the  poor.  The  "chorus  ad- 
vises all  to  be  kind  to  the  tramp  and  to  "  give  him  a  hearty  ginp, 
wish  him  luck  upon  his  trip,  and  remember  that  the  poor  tramp 
has  to  live."  This  vein  of  .sympathy  with  the  outcast  and  the  poor 
permeates  all  the  songs  of  this  class,  and  it  is  not  strange  that  it  is 
so,  for  i>erhap8  the  writers,  and  certainly  the  singers,  do  not  live  in 
Fifth  avenue — not  above  Washington  square,  at  any  rate.  Among 
the  compo.sitions  that  sell  best  in  large  cities  the  engaging  lyric, 
"When  McCormick  Rules  the  State,"  holds  a  high  phice.  The 
ambitious  "  Mc,"  proclaims  himself  "  candidate  for  next  President," 
remarks  that  he  is  one  of  the  "  idle  lalx)r  party  "  and  makes  prom- 
ises .so  profusely  as  to  show  himself  an  adept.  He  engages  to  make 
politicians  carry  the  h<Kl,  to  distribute  free  fuel  and  to  have  the 
VVhite  House  painted  green;  to  build  a  bridge  to  Ireland,  and  as- 
sures his  constituents  that  there'll  be  no  smoKed  Italian  Congress- 
men, and  that  the  Chinest;  must  emigrate  when  McCormick  rules 
the  State.  Another  study  in  the  same  social  field,  but  iu  an  entire- 
ly different  tone,  is,  "  When  McGuinne.ss  Gets  a  Job." 

Last  Winter  was  a  hard  one,  Mrs.  Reilly,  did  yon  say? 
Well,  'tis  meself  that. knows  it,  for  it's  mauy's  the  day 
Your  hut<band  wacn't'  tlie  only  one  sat  behind  the  wall — 
There's  my  old  man,  McUuiuuess,  didn't  gut  no  job  at  all. 

This  sympathetic  neighl>or  incidentally  asks:  "The  Italians — 
divil  takelhem — why  don't  they  stay  at  home?"  but  admits  that 
"  there's  one  thing  in  the  poor  Italians — they  never  do  get '  lush. 
She  exhorts  Mrs.  Reilly  not  to  give  way  to  the  blues,  and  predicts 
they  will  one  day  cut  a  shine  in  new  bonnets  and  new  sh^X'S.     Of  i 
this  cliuss  of  sonp,  those  sung  by  Harrigan  and  Hart  are  the  new- 
est and  by  all  odds  most  in  demand,  the  "  Mulligan  "  series  being 
printed  in  \inending  editions.    These,  however,  are  not  free  to  be 
printed  by  the  Chatham  street  Caxton,  as  they  are  carefully  copy- 
righted.    In  this  connection  there  is  a  good  story  on  Mr.  Harrigtu'i. 
He  dedinetl  to  permit  the  young  mim  in  (juestion  to  print  his  song 
of  "Babies  on  Our  Block."     One  morning,  however,  a  rejxjrter  | 
had  an  interview  with  the  comedian,  in  the  course  of  which  he 
secured  a  copy  of  the  song  with  the  brogue  written  in  Harrigan's 
hand.     It  apixjared  in  the  columns  of  a  local  paper  next  day.     Here 
was  the  Chatham  street  man's  opi)ortunity.     Before  noon  his  pre-ss 
had  thrown  off  an  edition,  the  copyright  \xting  evaded  by  a  line  at 
the  top  of  the  sheet  crediting  the  song  to  the  joumjil  from  which  it 
wtus  clipped.     It  was  a  lesson  in  the  law  ot  literature  for  "Dan 
Mulligan."      Singularly  the  most  popular  song  out.side  of  New 
York  at   present  is  "  Whoa  Emma,"    of    unplea.sant    nicmorj'. 
Another  odd  thing  al)Out  this  popular  song.     It  was  brought  from 
England  and  published  here  al)<)ut  two  years  before  it  caught  the 
popular  ear.     It  had  come  to  Ijc  regarded  by  the  publisher  jis  a  j 
failure,  when  suddenly  it  made  a  hit,  and  some  idea  of  its  subse- 
quent popularity  may  be  formed  from  the  fact  that  a  single  pul>- 
lisher  of  sheet  music  disposed  of  50,0()0  copies  in  that  form.     Of 
the  reprints  in  ballads  and  s<mg  books  It  would  be  difficult  to  make  , 
any  estimate.     "  Grandfather's  Clock  "  also,  having  run  its  course 
in  the  city,  is  only  now  ticking  its  way  through  the  rural  districts, 
and  thousands  of  orders  for  it  ctmie  in  every  week.      All   the 
"motto  songs"  come  from  England.      >Iany  of  these  inculcate 
some  sensible  lesson  in  a  homely  way.     Thrift,  honesty-  and  charity 
are  enjoined  by  some  of  these,  and  they  are  all  on  a  higher  literary 
level  tlnm  any  other  class  of  the  ballads  to  be  found  here.     One  of 
them,  entitled  "  Many  Can  Help  One,"  has  the  following  chorus: — 

Then,  give  what  you  can  to  those  in  distress. 
Let  it  be  a  diuie  or  a  penny,  • 

For  matiy  can  help  one,  I've  heard  people  say, 
Where  one  cannot  always  help  many. 

Old  time  sentimental  melodies  have  .still  a  charm  for  the  multi- 
tude, and  orders  come  in  daily  for  ditties  like  "  Kitty  Wells"  and 
"  Sally  in  Our  Alley."  Negro  dialect  songs  seem  to  be  going  out 
of  favor  as  the  burnt  cOrk  business  declines,  and  among  the  hun- 
dretls  of  songs  already  reprinted  by  the  revivalist  only  a  few  of 
them  are  to  be  found.  Of  the.«e  "  In  de  Morning  by  de  Bri|,<it 
Light"  and  "  Dem  Golden  Slippers"  are  the  only  two  that  have 
»my  vogue  just  now.  A  considerable  proportion  of  the  ballatl  liter- 
ature in  the  old  days  was  of  the  "  Come  ml  ye  "  stripe,  and  even  in 
this  new  collection  a  few  of  the.se  have  found  a  place.  The 
"  Lamentation  of  James  Rodgers  "  begins: — 

Come  all  ye  tender  Christians,  1  hope  yon  will  draw  near. 
And  likewise  pay  attention  to  those  few  lines  I  have  here: 
For  the  murder  of  Mr.  Swanton  I  am  condemned  to  die. 
On  the  twelfth  day  of  November,  upon  the  gallows  high. 


/ 


i*'e:^';^""'  ^«5«:'-vi>ii''*--'?i?'^  '■"-'■'^■■'^^■^•^* ■'^.-^'yf:'^.  ■,<^"-.-'''s:sc'Wt!f.'t'^?'V'!^v, 


'v-n^jp:-»«"'--^^^^t-.._..-- 


'^'■''  ,> 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    10. 


There  are  a  dozen  more  verses  narrating  in  equally  choice 
language  how  he  was  led  astray  by  bad  company,  describing  the 
the  crime,  which  shocked  New  York  at  the  time,  and  bidding 
farewell  to  his  parents  and  friends.  The  last  couplet  exhorts 
"each  ■wild  and  vicious  youth  a  warning  take  by  me,  to  be  ruled 
by  their  parents  and  shun  bad  company. "  In  the  same  strain  is 
the  "Lamentation  of  Johnny  Reel."  The  vocabulary  is  almost 
identical  and  the  general  plan  of  the  composition  is  the  same,  ex- 
cept that  there  is  less  of  a  penitential  spirit,  although  he  says: — 

For  the  murder  of  Officer  Smithy 

I  am  Sony  to  the  heart, 
Which  leaves  my  aged  parents  .      ';-     . 

In  Borrow  for  to  part.  .  \ 

i  It's  little  did  they  ever  think, 

.       ■         All  in  my  youth  and  bloom, 
....■■.■■.  I  was  reared  on  First  avenue. 

For  to  meet  my  awful  doom. 

Oddly  enough  there  is  little  demand  for  comic  penny  ballads, 
the  amateur  vocalists  having  a  decided  leaning  to  the  sentimental. 
The  song  of  this  class  which  promises  to  circulate  most  largely  is 
an  old  country  ditty,  current  a  generation  or  more  ago.  The 
chorus  is: — 

They  say  you  are  false,  but  I  still  believe  you  mine. 
You  are  my  bounie  blue-eyed  Scotch  lassie  Jean. 

This,  like  a  majority  of  the  songs  that  appear  in  the  penny  ballad 
series,  owes  its  present  favor  to  being  sung  by  a  prominent  minstrel 
troupe.  A  majority  of  the  purcha.sers  of  the  ballads  are  working 
girls,  boys  and  young  men  who  hear  the  verses  sung  at  a  theatre 
or  social  gathering,  where  they  catch  the  melody,  and,  at  the  ex- 
pense of  a  cent  for  the  words,  are  enabled  to  try  their  own  vocal 
powers. 

It  is  difficult  to  account  for  the  popularity  of  a  ditty  known  Jis 
"  The  Butcher  Boy."  It  had  a  great  sale  in  the  days  when  penny 
ballads  were  in  their  prime,  and  now  again  it  is  largely  purchased 
by  young  damsels  consumed  by  hopeless  love.  The  nrst  verse  re- 
lates very  pathetically 

In  Jersey  City,  where  I  did  dwell, 

A  butcher  boy  I  loved  so  well, 

He  courted  me  my  heart  away,  -'  ■ 

And  now  with  me  he  will  not  stay. 

The  faithless  lover  has  abandoned  her  for  another  ' '  because  she 
had  more  gold  than  I."  lu  the  la.st  verse  the  unhappy  maid  is 
found  "  hanging  upon  a  rope,"  and  in  her  breast  a  note  is  discov- 
ered beginning: — 

Oh,  what  a  eilly  maid  am  I, 

To  hang  myself  for  a  butcher  boy. 

Some  of  the  pigeon-holes  in  the  Chatham  street  shop  contain 

ballads  that  are  not  ballads,  so  to  speak.     That  is,  there  are  choice 

literary  morsels  in  prose  to  suit  the  taste  of  penny  balladists  and 

are  pnnted  in  the  same  form.    One  of  these  is  headed  "  Rules  for 

Bummers. "    These  provide  that  ' '  no  biunmer  must  refuse  to  drink 

when  asked  at  any  time  for  the  good  of  the  house,"  and  a  dozen 

equally  delicate  and  refined  suggestions  follow.     "Office  Rules" 

are  very  much  in  demand.     These  set  forth  that — 

Match  peddlers  never  leave  this  office  alive.  We  have  two  bams  full  of 
suspenders  and  don't  want  any  more.  Office  hours  for  tramps,  book  agents, 
canvassers,  &c.,  from  11  P.  M.  to  4  A.  M.,  July  4. 

Copies  of  this  little  literary  pleasantry  are  seen  occasionally 
decorating  the  walls  in  the  offices  of  livery  stables  and  in  east  side 
barrooms.  "A  Model  Love  Letter"  is  the  caption  of  another 
sheet  in  which  the  lover  assures  his  sweetheart  of  his  devotion, 
while  by  reading  every  alternate  line  the  missive  a.ssumes  a  con- 
trarj-  tone.  Just  in  what  respect  this  letter  is  a  "  model "  the  pul)- 
lishcr  fails  to  mention.  This  sort  of  thing  must  be  popular,  for 
the  same  device  is  the  basis  of  another  screed  called  "  The  Wife's 
Stratagem,"  the  author  informing  the  reader  that  "  a  young  iady, 
newly  married,  being  obliged  to  show  her  husband  all  the  letters 
she  wrote,  sent  the  following  to  an  intimate  friend."  Read  con- 
secutively the  letter  praises  her  husband  to  the  skies,  and  in  the 
alternate  lines  abuses  him.  Of  the  prose  compositions  none  sell 
better  than  "  How  to  Kiss  a  Lady,"  in  which  the  writer  gravel}' 
gives  instruction  as  to  the  precise  pose  to  be  assumed,  and  lays 
down  rules  for  the  proper  performance  of  that  delicate  operation. 
"The  Wife's  Commandments"  are  very  stupid,  but  are  not  bad 
enough  to  be  funny,  and  the  same  may  be  said  of  a  similar  code 
laid  down  by  the  husband. 

The  shop,  its  proprietor  and  its  contents  offer  a  subject  for  a 
great  deal  of  sjxiculation  on  the  part  of  those  who  like  to  account 
to  themselves  for  odd  things.  A  new  penny  "ballad  is  published 
every  day,  and  the  mails  are  bu.sy  distributing  this  remarkable 
literature  throughout  the  coinitry. '  The  revival  of  a  demand  for 
it  at  this  time  is  a  injzzle  which  ihe  reader  is  left  to  solve. — A^eic 
York  Herald,  December  2d,  1880. 


— "  Is  it  possible,  Miss,  that  you  do  not  know  the  names  of  some 
of  vour  best  friends?  "  inquired  a  gentleman  of  a  lady.  "  Certain- 
ly, '  she  replied;  "  I  don't  even  kno\/  what  my  own  will  be  a  year 
from  now." 
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.  ,  Written  and  sung  by  Banks  Winter. 

Sail!  home,  as  straight  as  an  arrow, 

My  yacht  shoots  along  on  the  crest  of  the  sea; 
Sail!  home,  to  sweet  Maggie  Darrow, 

In  her  dear  little  home  she  is  waiting  for  me. 
High  up!  where  the  cliffs  they  are  craggy,  1      :  ^ 

That's  where  the  girl  of  my  heart  waits  for  me! 
Heigh!  ho,  I  long  for  vou,  Maggie, 

I'll  spread  out  my  White  Wings  and  sail  home  to  Uiee.    , '; 
Yol  Uo,  how  we  go!  oh,  how  the  wind's  blow! 

Chorus.  ' 

White  Wings,  they  never  grow  wejiry, 
They  carry  me  cheeril}' over  the  sea; 
Night  comes,  I  long  for  my  dearie, 
'         rU  spread  out  my  White  Wings,  and  sail  home  to  thee. 

Sail!  home,  to  love  and  caresses. 

When  Maggie,  my  darling,  is  there  at  my  side; 
Sail!  home,  blue  eyes  and  gold  tresses. 

The  fairest  of  all  is  my  own  little  bride. 
Sail!  home,  to  part  from  thee  never,  .:■ 

Always  together  life's  voyage  shall  be; 
Sail!  home,  to  love  thee  forever! 

I'll  spread  out  my  White  Wings  and  sail  home  to  thee. 
Yo!  ho,  how  we  go!  oh,  how  the  winds  blow! — Choru*. 
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When  you  see  a  poor  fellow  who  looks  broken  down, 

You  can  tell  verj'  well  that  he's  married; 
When  his  face  seems  to  wear  a  perpetual  frown. 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  he's  married. 
When  with  sad  resignation  and  hojK'less  despair, 

He  informs  you  that  wedlock  is  naught  but  a  snare; 
When  he  gets  humpty  back  with  the  life  he's  to  bear. 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  he's  married. 

Chorus.  . 

•       ;     Married,  married,  oh,  what  bliss. 
Lots  of  love  and  kissy,  kiss,  kiss; 
Married,  married,  oh,  what  a  sell, 
V     ■'     How  things  soon  alter,  dear  me,  well,  well. 

When  you  see  a  young  woman  untidy  each  day. 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  she's  married; 
And  when  courting  she  dressed  up  with  falderdals  gay, 

You  can  tell  verj' well  that  she's  married. 
If  she  frequently  longs  for  small  drop  of  cin, 

If  her  house  is  the  house  of  discomfort  and  din. 
If  her  husband's  shirt  collar's  stuck  on  witli  a  pin,- 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  she's  married. — Choi~u«. 

When  }'0u  see  a  man  bald  on  the  top  of  his  head. 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  he's  married; 
If  his  eyelids  are  worn  with  the  tears  he  has  shed. 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  he's  married. 
If  you  see  a  ixx)r  girl  always  ready  to  cry. 

If  her  life's  a  succession  of  groan  and  of  sigh. 
If  she  constantly  carries  an  awful  black  eye. 

You  can  tell  very  well  that  she's  married. — Clumu. 
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— "  What  are  you  waiting  for?  "  said  a  lawyer  to  an  Indian  who 
had  paid  him  money.  "  Receipt,"  said  the  Indian.  "A  receipt," 
said  the  lawyer,  "a  receipt!  what  do  you  know  al)Out  a  receipt? 
Can  \ou  imderstand  the  nature  of  a  receipt?  Tell  me  the  nature 
of  one  and  I  will  give  it  to  you."  "  S'pose  mabe  me  die;  me  go  to 
heben;  me  find  the  gate  locked;  me  see  'postle  Petre;  he  say, 
'  Kiser,  what  you  want? '  me  say,  '  want  to  get  in; '  he  say,  '  you 
pay  A.  that  money! '  What  me  do?  I  hab  no  receipt;  hab  to  himt 
all  over  heU  to  find  you. "    He  got  his  receipt. 
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CALLED    AWAY. 
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By  a  cottage  in  the  twiliiiht 

.Stands  a  soldier  and  u  maid, 
Solemn  words  are  being  spoken. 

For  his  country  nee(ls  his  aid; 
Down  her  cheeks  the  tears  are  streaming, 

Tremblingly  she  bids  him  stay, 
Sadly,  tirraly  comes  the  answer, 

Maggie,  dear,  I'm  called  away. 


1 


) 


CHORrs. 


Good-bye.  Maggie,  good-bye,  darling, 
Tho'  I  fail!  would  with  thee  stay; 

Tis  decree«l  that  I  must  leave  thee, 
ilaggie,  dear,  I'm  called  aw^ay. 

'There  ha-s  been  a  fearful  conflict, 

Victory  has  been  nobly  won. 
And  a  youthful  soldier  s  dying 

E'er  his  life  hius  well  be^un; 
Comrade,  he  is  feebly  saving, 

I  shall  never  live  'till  day. 
If  voure  spared  to  see  my'darling, 

Tell  her  I  was  calleil  away. — Chorus. 


C'-fe- 


THE  MAID  OF  THE  MILL. 
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Golden  year»  ago  in  a  mill  beside  the  sea, 

Tliere  dwelt  a  little  maiden,  who  plighted  her  faith  to  mc; 

Tho  mill-wheel  now  is  silent,  the  maid's  eyes  closed  he. 

And  all  that  now  romains  of  her  are  the  words  she  sang  to  me: 

Chorvs. 
Do  not  forget  mc'.  do  not  forget  me  I 
■'  Think  sometimes  of  me  still; 

When  tlio  morn  breaks  .ind  throstle  awakes, 

Remember  the  maid  of  the  mill. 
Do  not  forget  me  I  do  not  forget  me! 
Remember  the  maid,  the  maid  of  the  mill. 

Leaden  years  have  past,  gray-haired  I  look  around. 

The  earth  has  no  huch  maidens  now,  such  mill-wheels  turn  not  round 

But  whenever  I  think  of  heaven  and  of  what  the  angc-ls  be, 

I  sec  again  that  little  maid  and  hear  her  words  to  me:— Cuoni  *. 


^  One  Tyord  Would  Call  Me  Back  Again. 
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One  word  would  call  me  back  again, 

Tho'  far  I'm  parted  from  your  side; 
My  heart  is  sad  with  weary  pain. 

Oh,  cast  away  each  thought  of  pride; 
.     .  Can  we  forget  the  hours  of  joy? 

Must  blissful  memories  fade  and  wane? 
Let  not  your  pride  my  hojws  destroy. 

One  word  would  call  me  back  again. 

Chorus. 
Then  let  us  both  the  past  forget. 

As  Summer  tlow'rs  forget  the  rain; 
Bid  smiles  replace  each  sad  regret, 

One  word  would  call  mc  back  again. 

One  word  would  call  me  back  again, 
. :  To  me  voti  still  are  just  as  dear; 

Mv  love  for  you  shall  never  wane, 

Yho'  you  be  far  away  or  near; 
Then  tell  me  all  shall  be  forgot, 

For  you  I  sigh  in  tears  and  pain; 
Let  lovo's  fond  prayer  lie  slighted  not. 

One  word  would  call  me  back  again. — Cfuyrus. 


POOR    OLD    DAD. 
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The  other  day  while  strolling  out  to  have  a  quiet  walk. 
And  passing  by  a  house  I  heard  some  very  noisy  talk; 
Just  then  a  door  flew  open  and  an  old  man  tumbled  out. 
I  stopped  and  asked  the  people  what  the  bother  was  about. 
An  angry  lad  then  asked  me  what  it  had  to  do  with  me. 
And  told  me  for  to  move  ou,  or  he'd  quickly  let  me  see; 
The  old  mau  then  got  up  and  shook  at  him  his  old  gray  head. 
And  leaning  on  my  arm  the  while,  these  words  are  what  he  said: 

Chorus. 
You  have  made  your  poor  old  mother  weep  for  you  from  night  "till  mom. 
You  have  made  your  poor  old  father  curse  the  day  that  you  were  horn; 
You'll  wish  you'd  never  served  us  so  when  we're  dead,  my  lad. 
May  your  own  children  8er\e  you  just  as  you  have  eirved  yonr  dad. 

As  the  old  man  spoke  those  little  words  his  bent  form  sliook  with  age, 
.\nd  several  times  he  cursed  his  boy,  who  trembled  then  witli  rage; 
Just  then  the  poor  old  mother  came  with  tottering  steps  so  slow 
Again  the  lad  struck  at  his  dad— she  tried  to  stop  the  blow: 
Tears  came  trickling  down  her  cheeks,  she  fell  close  at  his  feet. 
While  the  angry  crowd  commenced  to  shout  and  muruiur  in  the  street: 
You've  drove  u»  out,  the  old  man  cried,  to  the  jKwrhouse  we  must  go. 
And  w  hen  you're  old  and  feeble,  may  your  children  serve  you  so.— Chorus. 

1  raised  the  poor  old  lady,  and  I  said,  now  mother,  coiue, 
Y'ou  shall  not  go  to  the  poorhoiise,  for  I'll  flnd  you  both  a  lumie; 
But,  ah.  what  means  those  cold,  cold  hands,  for  never  a  w  ord  she  said, 
Tis  tnie  her  heart  is  broken,  yes,  the  poor  old  mother's  dead; 
Not  very  long  the  old  man  lived,  but  soon  followed  his  oUl  bride. 
And  in  the  quiet  churchyard  now  they  are  sleeping  side  by  side; 
And  one  day  o'er  their  grave  was  seen  their  bad  son  'neath  the  trees. 
And  moumfolly  I  thought  I  heard  these  words  float  on  the  breeze:— Cuorus. 
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IT'S  ALL  A  MATTER  OF  TASTE. 
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Each  man  ha.s  his  method  of  getting  along 

O'er  life's  dark  desert  and  waste, 
Some  think  that  he's  right  and  .some  think  that  he's  wrong 

But  it's  all  a  matter  of  taste; 
S<jme  girls  think  a  husband  is  only  a  lx)rc. 

And  say,  "  Don't  marrv  in  haste;  " 
Some  marry  one  husband  and  then  they  want  more, 

lint  it's  all  a  matter  of  taste; 
.">ome  sing  the  old  song  alM)ut  needles  an<l  pins. 

And  say  when  you're  married  your  trouble  Ixjgins; 
While  soiae  are  not  happy  until  ihey  have  twins. 

But  it's  all  a  matter  of  ta.ste. 

Some  men  prize  a  maiden  who's  rosy  and  fat. 

And  measures  a  mile  'roimd  the  waist; 
Some  men  want  them  thin  and  no  bigger  than  (hat, 

But  it's  all  a  matter  of  taste; 
Some  dote  on  a  foot  that's  a  tiny  wee  bit 

In  a  speck  of  a  slipper  encased. 
While  some  like  a  f<H)t  that  can  "  get  up  and  git," 

But  that's  a  matter  of  ta.stc; 
Some  like  a  (luick  eye  with  a  flash  that  is  bright, 

Some  like  a  sad  eye  full  of  dreimiy  delight. 
While  .some  like  an  eye  that  has  been  out  all  night. 

But  that's  a  matter  of  taste. 

Some  men  maj'  object  to  a  street  full  of  dirt, 

Debased,  defaced  and  di.sgraced,  ' 

While  others  may  claim  that  the  dirt  doesn't  hurt,  x 

But  that's  a  matter  of  taste; 
Some  men  at  election  will  smile  upon  fraud, 

And  prove  that  all  faith  is  misplaced; 
Some  ballot  bo.x  stuffing  will  even  applaud. 

But  that's  a  matter  of  taste; 
Some  men  want  a  candidate  fearless  and  free. 

While  some  like  a  man  who  will  seize  any  plea 
To  get  into  office — like  Benjamin  B. — 

But  it's  all  a  matter  of  taste. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  F.  Mitchell. 


Bad  hick  to  Japan  and  its  heathenish  ways, 
I'm  tired  of  my  life  thro'  the  new  fangled  craze; 


Though  I  know  that  my  face  is  Hke  Donnybrook's  map, 

Sure  everyone  tells  me  I  look  like  a  Jap. 

My  wife  is  as  bad,  if  not  worse  than  the  rest, 

In  Japanese  costumes  each  day  she  is  dressed;  ' 

She's  howling  "  Tit- Willow  "  the  whole  of  the  day. 

And  the  "  Flowers  that  Bloom  in  the  Spring  "  tra  la  lay. 

CnoRUS. 
And  as  I  go  out  for  my  pitcher  of  beer, 

There  is  not  a  child,  or  a  woman  or  man, 
But  calls  me  Jlikado  McAllister,  Ko-Ko, 

The  red-headed,  squinty-eyed  Mick  from  Japan. 
Here's  a  how-de  do!  Here's  a  how-de-do! 

She  says  when  we  quarrel ,  I'm  down  on  her  list. 

And  tells  all  the  neighbors  I'll  never  be  missed;  v 

Her  hair  is  pushed  back  'till  she  can't  shut  her  eyes, 

She  looks  as  if  struck  by  eternal  surprise. 

My  dinner  sometimes  is  a  luilf  an  hour  late, 

It's  a  Hamburger  steak  on  a  Japanese  plate; 

My  children  one  time  called  me  father  and  pap. 

But  she  tells  them  to  call  Mikado,  the  Jap! — Chorus. 

She  makes  herself  up  like  a  hand-painted  screen,  ' 

She  goes  through  the  house  like  a  traged)'^  queen; 

She  sold  the  big  bed  at  a  second-hand  store, 

So  in  Japanese  fashion  we  sleep  on  the  floor 

Instead  of  Mikado  it's  Ko-Ko  I'll  be. 

If  slie  don't  stop  her  monkeying  antics  with  me; 

She  will  not  go  out  for  the  beer  with  a  can, 

For  she  says  that  such  things  are  not  done  in  Japan. — Chorus. 


Always  Do  Your  Duty,  Boy., 

Copyright,  1885,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wt-Timan,  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York  City. 

Send  for  completcCatalogiie  of  English  and  German  Songs— Free. 

Pleasant  memor}- brings  to  mind 

Many  j-ears  ago. 
Mother's  voice  so  xcry  kind. 

Gentle,  soft  and  low;  " 

Nothing  evermore  can  be, 
Dearer  than  her  words  to  me,       — 
As  I  sat  upon  her  knee 

Many  years  ago. 

.  Chorus. 

Always  do  your  duty,  boy,  never  ^  astray, 
Life  is  one  great  battle,  boy,  fight  it  as  you  may; 
Keep  the  right  upon  your  side  wherever  you  may  be, 
Always  do  your  duty,  boy,  were  mother's  words  to  rae. 

As  I  struggle  on  through  life, 

All  the  skies  seem  clear. 
Pushing  forward  in  the  strife. 

Nothing  can  I  fear; 
Tho'  I  sail  the  boundless  main, 
Nothing  seems  to  me  in  vain,       .      '  ,"  . 
Comes  to  me  the  old  refrain, 

Mother's  voice  I  hear. — Chorus.     • 

Earthly  trea.sures  all  are  naught 

If  you  go  astray. 
Better  lesson  ne'er  was  taught, 
..  Heed  it  as  you  may; 

Tho' the  words  are  very  few. 
They  will  profit  bring  to  you; 
Test  them  all  your  journey  through. 

Evermore  I  pray. — CIioi-uh. 


— A  fashion  paper  says  "  the  bustle  is  coming  to  the  front  again 
more  rapidly  than  ever."  This  is  all  wrong.  The  bustle  ought  to 
be  kept  in  the  place  where  it  belongs.  When  it  comes  to  the  front 
it  is  apt  to  create  talk. 


.  SULLIVAN    AND    RYAN. 
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Yon  sporting  men,  I  pray  attend  to  what  I'm  going  to  sing, 
It's  of  the  deeds  of  two  brave  men,  two  champions  of  the  ring. 
Who  met  and  fonght  for  wealth  and  fame  on  their  banners  to  enebrlne. 
Their  names  I'm  sure  you  all  ha^e  heard,  are  Sullivan  and  Ryan. 

'Twae  to  Mississippi  City,  near  the  Gnlf  of  Mexico, 

On  the  seventh  of  February,  eighty-two,  they  with  their  friends  did  go; 

And  having  slaked  the  battle  ground  and  named  the  referee. 

They  quickly  stepped  into  the  ring  and"  shook  hands  right  cordially. 

When  time  was  called  for  the  flrat  round  they  both  came  up  in  style. 
Though  Ryan's  face  had  a  carcwOni  look,  while  Sullivan's  wore  a  smile. 
Each  missed  his  mark  the  first  two  blows,  then  Sullivan  gaining  ground. 
With  a  fearful  blow  on  Ryan's  neck,  brought  the  Trojan  champion  down. 

In  the  second  round  blows  were  exchanged  and  then  they  clinched  and  fell. 
With  Ryan  on  top  of  Sullivan,  which  his  friends  cheered  long  and  well; 
In  the  third,  Ryan  led  oflf  w  ith  his  left,  but  was  met  by  such  a  blow 
From  Sullivan's  right  square  in  the  face  that  again  he  was  laid  low 

In  the  fourth  each  etill  defiant  came  to  the  scratch  on  time. 
Then  Sullivan  struck  two  stunning  blows  upon  the  jaw  of  Ryan; 
Then  heavy  slugging  on  both  sides  until  a  cheer  arose, 
As  Ryan  went  heavily  to  the  ground  bleeding  from  mouth  and  nose. 

The  fifth  round  was  a  wrestling  match,  in  which  Ryan  again  was  thrown; 
In  the  sixth  each  missed  his  left  hand  blow,  but  both  their  rights  went  home; 
Ryan  went  down  uixin  his  knees,  while  Sullivan  checked  his  blow. 
And  saved  a  foul  which,  had  he  struck,  would've  proved  his  overtlirow. 

As  Ryan  got  up,  again  they  clinched  and  at  the  slugging  went, 
Till  once  again  he  was  knocked  down  and  to  his  comer  sent; 
The  seventh  round  was  much  the  same,  though  Paddy  with  a  smile, 
Got  in  a  blow  on  Sullivan's  chin  jthat  dazed  him  for  awhile. 

Round  the  eighth  was  give  and  take,  Ryan  fighting  with  new  life, 

While  Sullivan  showed  no  mercy,  seeming  bound  to  end  the  strife;  • 

A  hea\'7  blow  on  Ryan's  jaw  again  soon  sent  Mm  down. 

Then  a  cheer  went  up  for  the  Boston  boy,  that  could  be  heard  for  miles  arotmd. 

WTien  they  met  the  ninth  time  at  the  scratch  their  strength  was  going  fast, 

They  tumbled  at  each  other,  though  determined  to  the  last. 

Till  another  blow  upon  the  jaw  brave  Ryan  seemed  to  stun, 

His  seconds  then  threw  up  the  sponge,  the  battle  was  lost  and  won. 

Poor  Ryan  was  sorely  punished,  while  Sullivan's  wounds  were  slight. 
And  all  declared  who  saw  the  mill  'twas  a  fierce  determined  fight; 
They  fought  nine  rounds  right  manfully  in  eleven  minutes  time, 
So  ended  this  great  battle  between  Sullivan  and  Ryan. 


•       THE  STANDARD  BEARER. 
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Upon  the  tented  field  a  minstrel  knight,  :.      • 

Beside  his  standard  lonely  watch  was  keeping; 
And  thus,  amid  the  stillness  of  the  night. 

He  strikes  his  lute  while  all  around  is  sleeping. 

Chorus.  _; 

The  lady  of  my  love  I  w^l  not  name,  '.  ;. 

Although  I  wear  her  colors  as  a  token; 
For  I  would  fight  for  liberty  and  fame, 

Beneath  the  flag  where  first  our  vows  were  spoken. 

The  night  is  past,  the  conflict's  come  with  dawn,  '  -' 

The  minstrel  knight  has  seen  its  fortifjing;  •"' 

'Midst  death  and  carnage  onward  still  are  borne,  =" 

His  song  is  heard  'midst  thousands  around  him  dying. — Chorus. 

Stem  death  now  sated  quits  the  gory-lain. 

The  life  blood  from  the  warrior-bard  is  streaming;  :■■■ 

While  on  his  flag  he  rests  his  head  with  pain, 

And  faintly  sings  his  eyes  with  fervor  beaming.  .     .  - 

Chorus. 

The  lady  of  my  love  I  will  not  name,        ,;' 
I'll  still  retain  her  colors  as  a  token;         ^ 
I've  fought  and  fell  for  liberty  and  fame, 
'•■■'     And  never  have  our  nightly  vows  been  broken. 
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^  Oh!  n  norrible  tale  I  have  to  tell, 
^  Of  sjid  disasters  that  befell 

A  famil}-,  that  once  resided  . 

Just  in  the  very  same  thoroughfare  as  I  did. 

The  parent  was  so  grim  a  guttin. 

He  never  liketl  no  nin  nor  nuftin; 

And  he  never  made  the  least  endeavor 

To  make  a  joke  not  what  sum-de-ver. 

CnoKUs. 

For.  oh!  it  Is  such  a  norrihlc  tale, 
'Twill  make  jour  faces  all  turn  pale; 
Your  eyes  with  grief  will  l)e  overcome. 
Tweedle,  twaddle,  twiddle,  twiddle  twum. 

They  never  saw  no  compa-nee, 

Tho  they  was  a  most  respectable  fa-rai-lee; 

And  ev'ry  lx)y  and  cv'ry  gal 

Grew  hy-po-con-der-i-cal; 

They  thought  they  had  all  sorts  of  sorrows, 

And  conjured  up  all  kinds  of  horrors; 

Each  had  a  face  as  long  as  a  ladder. 

And  was  frightened  iu-to  tits  if  they  see  their  own  sLadder. — Chorus 

They  sat  with  their  cur-tains  drawn  down  tight, 

On  pur-pdse  to  keep  out  the  light; 

Father,  mother,  sister  and  bro-ther, 

Never  .spoke  a  word  to  one  another; 

Well,  at  last,  this  dolefid,  dismal  lot, 

So  very  me-lan-cho-lj-  got, 

That  to  end  their-selves  the}'  did  agree. 

When  they  had  settled  which  end  it  was  to  be. — Choru». 

FMrst  the  father  into  the  garden  did  walk. 

And  cut  his  throat  with  a  lump  of  chalk; 

Then  the  mother  an  end  to  herself  she  put. 

By  hanginj^  of  herself  in  the  water-butt; 

Then  the  sister  went  down  on  her  bended  knees. 

And  smothered  herself  with  tojvsted  cheese; 

But  the  brother  who  was  a  determined  young  fellar. 

Went  and  poisoned  himself  with  his  umbrella. — (Jhorut. 

Then  the  little  baby  in  the  cradle, 

Shot  it.self  dead  with  the  silver-ladle; 

While  the  servant-girl,  seeing  what  they  did, 

Strangled  herself  with  the  saucepan-lid; 

The  mi.serable  cat  by  the  kitcheu-rtre, 

Swallowed  a  portion  of  the  fender  and  did  expire; 

And  a  fly  on  the  ceiling — this  was  the  wu.st  'un — 

Went  and  blowed  itself  up  with  spontaneous  combustion. — Chorus 

Then  in  there  walke<i  the  auctioneer. 
Who  did  with  the  furniture  disappear; 
And  the  broker's  man,  this  ain't  no  fable. 
Made  himself  away  with  a  three-legged  table; 
When  the  walls  .saw  this,  their  sides  they  split, 
The  windows  cracked  themselves  to  bits; 
)  And  so  universjil  was  the  .slaughter-rate, 
There  was  nothing  left  at  all  but  an  unpaid  water-rate. — Chorus. 

MORi^. 

So  here's  a  moral,  if  you  choose, 

Don't  never  give  way  <o  the  blues. 

Or  you  may  come  to  the  dreadful  ends 

Of  these  my  melancholy  friends. 

For  ain't  it  now  u  norrible  tale?  '    >•  • 

Hope  it's  made  your  faces  all  turn  pale;  ^  ' 

Your  eves  with  grief  is  overcome, 

Tweedle,  twaddle,  twiddle,  twiddle  twum. 


i 
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Chorus. 
For  ain't  it  now  a  norrible  tale? 
Hope  it's  made  yf)ur  faces  turn  pale; 
Your  eves  with  grief  is  overcome, 
Twee«lfe,  twaddle,  twiddle,  twiddle  twiim, 


I- 


— A  coal-cart  driver  reported  that  he  had  been  discharged.  To 
her  inquiries  what  he  had  done,  he  said:  "  Nothing;  only  to  sit  in 
the  cdrt  when  the  coal  was  teing  weighed."  Wife.—"  Why,  that 
was  no  reason  for  discharging  you."  Driver — "  Yes,  it  is;  the  new 
man  weighs  75  lbs.  more  than  I  do." — Texiu  Siftings. 


AVONDALE    DISASTER  I 
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Come  Christians  all  both  great  and  small,  I  hope  you'll  lend  an  ear. 
And  listen  with  attention  while  the  troth  I  will  declare; 
When  you  hear  this  lamentation  'twill  cause  you  to  weep  aud  wail, 
'Tie  about  the  suffocation  in  the  mines  of  Avondale.  ... 

Ou  the  sixth  day  of  September,  eighteen  sixty-nine. 
Those  miners  all  obeyed  the  call,  to  go  work  in  the  mine; 
But  little  did  they  think  that  death  against  them  would  prevail. 
Before  they  would  return  again  from  the  mines  of  Avondale. 

Their  wives  and  little  children,  with  hearts  so  full  of  joy. 
Watched  the  men  go  work  again,  and  likewise  every  boy; 
But  a  dismal  sight  in  broad  daylight  soon  did  their  eyes  assail, 
When  they  saw  the  breaker  burning  o'er  the  mines  of  Avoudale. 

From  here  and  there,  and  everywhere,  they  gathered  In  a  crowd. 
Some  tearing  off  their  clothes  and  hair,  some  crying  out  aloud: 
"  Go  save  our  husbands  and  our  sons,  for  death  is  going  to  steal 
Their  lives  away  without  delay,  in  the  mines  of  Avondale." 

But  all  in  vain,  it  was  too  fate  one  single  life  to  save. 
There  was  no  second  outlet  to  this  subterranean  cave; 
No  pen  can  tell  the  awful  fear  and  horror  that  prevailed 
Among  the  dying  victims  in  the  mines  of  Avondale. 

A  consultation  then  was  held,  two  men  did  volunteer 
To  go  into  this  dismal  shaft  and  seek  their  comrades  dear; 
Two  Welshmen  brave  without  dismay,  and  courage  without  fail. 
Went  down  the  shaft  without  in  the  mines  of  Avondale. 


When  at  the  bottom  they  arrived  and  tried  to  make  their  waj'. 
One  of  them  died  for  want  of  air,  and  the  other  in  great  disnuiy, 
Gave  the  signal  to  hoist  them  up,  then  told  the  dreadful  tale, 
That  all  was  lost  forever  in  the  mines  of  Avondale. 

Every  effort  then  was  made  to  send  down  some  fresh  air. 
When  next  the  men  went  down  again,  of  them  they  took  good  care; 
They  traveled  through  the  chambers,  andthis  time  they  did  not  fail 
In  finding  the  dead  bodies  in  the  mines  of  Avondale. 

Ninety-seven  is  the  number  that  in  one  heap  was  found. 
It  seems  they  were  bewailing  their  fate  in  under  ground; 
We  found  the  father  with  his  sons  clasped  in  hitf  arms  so  pale. 
It  was  thus  they  died  together  in  the  mines  of  Avondale. 

Now  to  conclude  and  make  an  end  the  number  I'll  p«>n  down. 
One  hundred  and  ten,  all  brave,  strong  men,  were  smothered  under  ground; 
They're  in  their  graves  to  the  lawt  day.  their  friends  may  weep  and  wail. 
The  orphans'  cries  will  rend  the  skies  all  'round  through  Avondale. 
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Words  and  Music  by  .lennie  Lindsay. 

Always  take  mother's  advice. 

She  knows  what  is  best  for  your  good; 

Let  her  kind  words  then  suffice. 
And  never  speak  ha.sty  or  rude. 

IlememlH^r  that  she  is  the  nearest. 

To  you  in  this  world  she  is  dearest, 

At  your  downfall  her  grief  is  severest, 
!x)  don't  cause  her  sorrow  or  pain. 

Chorus. 

Always  take  mother's  advice. 
She  knows  what  is  IhjsI  for  your  good; 
Let  her  kind  words  then  suffice, 
And  always  take  mother's  advice. 

Honor  your  mother  so  dear. 

You'll  ne'er  know  her  worth  'till  she's  gone; 
Respect  her  gray  hair  while  she's  here, 

You'll  Ik;  sad  when  she  leaves  you  alone. 
On  earth  you  will  ne'er  have  another. 
In  this  weary  world  there's  no  other. 
And  God  only  gives  you  one  mother, 

So  cherish  and  love  her  most  dear. — Chonu. 
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THE    OCEAN    BUKIAL. 
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Ob!  bury  mc  not  in  tbe  deep,  deep  sea! 
Tbe  words  came  low  and  mournfully. 
From  tbe  pallid  lips  of  a  youtb  wbo  lay       ^ 
On  bis  cabin  couch  at  tbe  close  of  day; 
lie  had  wasted  and  pined,  till  o'er  bis  brow 
Death's  shade  had  slowly  passed,  and  now 
When  tbe  land  and  bis  fond  loved  home  were  nigh, 
They  had  gathered  around  him  to  see  him  die. 

Oh  I  bury  me  not  in  tbe  deep,  deep  sea, 

Where  the  billowing  shroud  will  swell  o'er  me. 

Where  no  light  •..ili  break  through  the  dark  cold  wave. 

And  no  sunbeam  rest  upon  my  grave; 

It  matters  not,  I  have  often  been  told. 

Where  the  body  shall  lie  when  the  heart  is  cold; 

Yet  grant,  oh!  "grant  this  boon  to  me. 

Oh!  bury  me  not  in  the  deep,  deep  sea!         . 

For  in  fancy  I've  listened  to  tbe  well  known  words, 
The  free  wild  winds  and  the  songs  of  the  birds; 
I  have  (hoiight  of  liume,  of  cot  and  of  bower. 
And  of  scenes  that  I  loved  in  childhood's  hour; 
I  had  even  bojied  to  be  laid,  when  I  died. 
In  the  church-yard  there  on  the  green  hillside; 
By  the  homes  of  ray  father  my  grave  should  Ikj, 
Oh!  burj'  me  not  in  the  deep,  deep  sea!  .     > 

Let  my  death  slumbers  l3e  where  a  mother's  prayer 
And  a  sister's  tear  shall  be  mingled  there; 
It  will  be  sweet,  ere  tbe  heart's  gentle  throb  is  o'er. 
To  know  when  its  fountain  shall  gush  no  more; 
That  those  it  so  fondlv  bath  yearned  for  will  come. 
To  plant  the  first  wild  flower  of  Spring  on  my  tomb; 
Let  me  lie  where  those  loved  ones  will  weep  over  me. 
Oh!  bury  me  not  in  the  deep,  deep  sea! 

And  there  is  another  whose  tears  would  be  shed, 
For  him  who  lay  far  in  an  ocean  bed; 
In  hours  that  it  pains  me  to  think  of  now, 
Slie  bath  twined  those  locks  and  hath  kissed  this  brow; 
In  the  hair  she  hath  wreathed,  shall  the  sea-serpent  hiss? 
And  the  brow  she  hath  pressed,  shall  the  cold  wave  kiss? 
For  tbe  sake  of  that  bright  one  that  waiteth  for  me, 
Ob!  bury  mc  not  in  the  deep,  deep  sea! 

She  bath  been  in  ray  dreams — bis  voice  failed  there. 
They  gave  no  heed  to  his  dying  prayer, 
They  have  lowered  bira  low  o'er  tbe  vessel  side, 
Above  him  has  closed  the  dark  cold  tide; 
Where  to  dip  tbe  light  wings  the  sea  bird  rests. 
And  tbe  ])lue  waves  dance  o'er  the  ocean  crest; 
Where  the  billows  bound  and  the  winds  sport  free. 
They  have  buried  him  there  in  tbe  deep,  deep  sea. 


WAITING  AT  THE  FERRY. 
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At  the  entrance  to  the  ferry,  where  the  lights  are  burning  dim 

A  poor  old  woman  shivers  in  the  cold; 
A  longing  look  is  fixed  upon  the  dear,  old,  wrinkled  face, 

A  face  that  had  its  beauty  long  ago. 
She  is  waiting  for  her  boy,  her  all  in  all  on  earth, 

Her  eyes  speak  love  altho'  her  lips  are  dumb; 
The  morning  that  he  left  her,  she  kise'd  him  and  she  said, 

I'll  meet  you  at  the  ferry  when  you  come! 

J  Chobus.  - 

Poor  old  mother  with  her  sllv'ry  hair. 
Waiting  and  watching  for  her  loved  one  ev'rywhere; 
The  snow  may  fall  around  her,  she  whispers  but  his  nam*. 
While  waiting  at  the  ferry  for  the  boy  who  never  came. 

The  tatter'd  shawl  aronnd  her  cannot  keep  away  the  cold. 

While  waiting  for  the  one  that  she  expects; 
As  bright  and  happy  faces  pass  the  poor  old  mother  by, 

She  .says,  he'll  surely  come  upon  the  next. 
But  her  boy  has  cross'd  the  river  to  the  land  of  love  and  peace, 

They  tell  her  that  his  earthly  work  is  done; 
Let  her  live  in  sweet  expectancy,  her  waiting's  nearly  o'er. 

And  the  ferry  shall  unite  her  with  her  son!— Chobus. 


SPENCER'S    FIREY    SLOPE. 
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You  Irishmen,  I  prav  attend  and  to  me  lend  an  car,                -      :  "    " 

Your  hearts  are  not  so  hardened  but  you  can  shctl  a  tear,  ..^•' 

And  animate  your  spirits  for  danger  it  is  nigh,  _    ■  -' 
We  must  bring  our  friends  out  of  the  flames  or  instantly  they'll  die. 

On  the  nineteenth  of  Febniary  thSs  carnage  did  take  place. 

And  dismal  was  the  spectacle  to  all  the  human  race; 

With  thundering  rocks  around  them,  both  flesh  and  bones  were  broke. 

The  sad  event,  we'll  long  lament,  at  Spencer's  firey  elojje.  .- 

There  was  Foley,  Piatt  and  Whalleii,  It's  they  got  much  applaueC) 

And  many  of  our  countrymen  as^ii$ted  in  the  cause; 

With  flashing  fire  round  them,  with  sulphur  they  did  choke, 

They  would  bring  those  men,  but  death  lookisl  frrini,  from  Spencer's  flrey  alope. 

There  was  Donahoe  and  Lawler,  Brennan  and  McEvoy, 

That  scorching  Are  with  increasing  ire  their  bodies  did  destroy; 

I'nto  our  Go<l  and  Majesty  our  prayers  will  send  forth. 

To  crown  those  scalded  victims  xyho  were  lost  in  Si^-ncer's  Hlojje. 

Long  life  attend  onr  brave  Welsh  friends  and  neighbors  all  around. 
For  full  three  days  they  stood  the  blaze,  the  bodies  not  f  et  found; 
For  full  three  days  they  stood  the  Maze  in  darkness  and  in  smoke. 
To  bring  those  shattered  miners  from  Spencer's  flrey  sloiK". 

A  lady  fair,  I  do  declare,  iu  passing  I  have  seen. 

Her  weary  eyes,  did  nie  surprise,  quite  lunatic  did  seem;  " 

Her  lily  bosom  heaved  with  sighs,  in  accents  wild  she  si>oke, 

Awaiting  for  the  dismal  news  from  Spencer's  flrey  elope. 

f  -..,■■/ 

You  miners  all  on  you  I  call  to  shun  that  dreadful  den,  ~ 

It  was  the  niination  of  our  brave  countrymen;  ■  [^ 

It  left  widows  for  to  murmur  and  orphans  without  hope. 
That  ne'er  shall  see  their  fathers  dear  who  were  lost  in  Spencer's  slope.  , 


I'm  Awaiting  My  Love's  Return. 
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.  ]      On  the  shore  be  bade  me  fond  adieu. 

And  clasp'd  me  to  bis  heart; 
'       Promise  love,  he  said,  you'll  e'er  be  true, 

Tho' now  for  vears  we  part; 
I  watch 'd  the  sails  grow  dim  afar 

That  bore  him  from  my  sight; 
Give  back  to  me,  I  cried,  O  sea! 

My  jo}',  my  heart's  delight! 
Give  back  to  me,  O  sea! 

My  joy,  my  heart's  delight! 

Chorus. 

I  am  waiting  my  love's  return! 
I  am  waiting  my  love's  retiu"n!  * 

O'er  the  .';torm  raging  sea      • 
He  is  sailing  to  me, 
I  am  waiting  my  love's  rctumi 

In  my  dreams  I  see  my  sailor  brave, 

Afar  across  the  deep; 
WTien  tbe  storm  is  breaking  o'er  the  wave 

I  pray  for  him  and  weep; 
And  .still  uiwn  the  lone,  sad  shore. 

Where  last  we  bade  adieu; 
'Till  stars  grow  dim,  I'll  watch  for  him, 

My  love,  so  fond  and  true !  • 

'Till  stars  grow  dim,  I'll  watch 

To  meet  my  love  .so  true. — C /torus. 


— ^In  a  large  edifice  of  the  Church  of  England,  the  sleepy  clerk, 
a  somewhat  old  and  not  over  intelligent  man,  sat  directly  beneath 
the  high  pulpit  of  the  rector,  and  responded  the  "amens"  to  his 
reading,  as  was  his  custom.  Xow,  the  clerk  verv  often  fell  asleep 
during  the  service,  and  tbe  rector  invented  the  plan  of  dropping  a 
pea  (unnoticed  by  the  congregation)  upon  bis  bald  pate,  with  the 
mutual  understanding  that  this  was  to  be  the  signal  for  an  "  amen." 
This  worked  fairly  for  awhile,  when  one  day  the  retttor  in  his  ges- 
tures knocked  the  whole  box  of  peas  over  the  pulpit  uix)n  the 
clerk's  head,  and  he  being  sound  asleep,  jumped  up  wildly  and 
yelled:  "Amen!  Amen!  Amen!" 
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I  bad  lH*en  diniu^  rather  late. 
The  fact  I  think  it  best  to  state, 
As  I  strolled  out  without  a  mate. 

One  very  pleasant  evening. 
On  fancy  beats  my  steps  were  led, 
As  onward  through  the  (streets  I  strayed, 
A  lovely  figure  I  sjiw  ahead, 

Walked  past  and  Siiid:  "  Goodeveuiug." 

I  felt  a  disapixjinted  dunce. 

Not  a  word  she  answered  in  resixjnse, 

Though  I  repeate<i  more  than  once: 

"  GkHxi -evening.  Miss,  goixl-evening." 
At  length  she  turned  her  head  this  way — 
And  you  can  judge  of  my  dismay — 
She  was  fifty-tive  if  she  was  a  day— 

And  of  course  I  said:  "  Good-evcuing." 

My  disappointment  made  me  queer, 
I  stepped  into  an  ale-house  near, 
Addres.sed  the  bar-maid  thus;  "  My  dear, 

A  glass  of  ale— good-evening." 
With  sparkling  eyes  she  an  ale  soon  served — 
What  i.s  it  makes  me  so  unnerved? 
Close  standing  by  me  I  observed 

My  ttiilor:  sir!  good -evening. 

Spoken. — How  do  you  do,  sir?  T  am  always  happy  to  see  my 
tailor,  especially  when  I  don't  owe  him  anything.  (.f(KMl-eveniiig, 
sir,  good -evening! 

His  presence  spoiled  my  wish  to  stay, 
I  reached  the  door,  then  heartl  her  say: 
■■  Plea.se  pay  before  you  go  away. 

Ten  cents,  sir,  then  good-evening." 
"  Pray,  pardon,  ^Miss,  I  beg  of  you, 
I  quite  forgot. "  (and  that  was  true,) 
The  Ijiilor  sajs:  "  You  often  do; 

Good-evening,  Snooze,  good-evening." 

I  felt  a  blush  come  o'er  my  face. 
At  such  a  crowd  and  such  disgrace; 
They  shouted  as  I  left  the  place: 

'•  Gocni-eveuing,  Snooze,  gixnl-evening." 
P«)liceman  Jones,  outside  the  door, 
Increa.sed  my  misery  more  and  more; 
He  says:  "  I've  watcheil  your  little  game  before. 

Get' out  of  my  beat— good-evening. " 

I  left  his  beat,  it  did  not  suit, 
To  argtie  with  the  .stupid  brute. 
Or  hear  him  make  me  that  salute: 

"  Good-e%'ening,  Snooze,  good-evening." 
Into  a  lane  I  made  a  dive, 
A  fresh  .street  reached  more  dead  than  alive; 
And  there  met  Miss  Fifty-tive, 

Who  simpered  out;  "  "Good-evening,  Johnny,  good-evening." 

I  hired  a  hack  my.'self  to  .save, 
And  handsome  to  him  did  beliavc; 
Two  fares  for  one  I  did  him  give, 

Ou  that  unluck}'  evening. 
When  I  foimd  out  what  I  liad  done, 
I  turned  and  found  tlie  cab  had  gone; 
But  I'll  not  forget  the  driver's  tone. 

As  he  remarked:  "  Good-evening,  sir,  good-eveniug." 

But  strange  things  happen  for  the  best. 
If  you're  amus<'d  I'll  waive  the  rest; 
Like  the  hackman  you'll  enjoy  the  jest 

At  rav  e.xiH^nse  this  evening. 
But  luckily  he's  left  me  here. 
This  place' where  I  have  naught  to  fear; 
So  with  kind  regards  to  all  friends  here, 

Iliegtosfty:  "Good-evening." 


MORRISEY  AND  THE  RUSSIAN. 
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-There  is  a  religious  s«'ct  in  Ohio  which  believes  that  when 
human  beings  die  they  turn  into  cats.  Doesn't  it  make  a  man 
shiver,  thougli,  to  thiiik  that  perhaps  he  has  been  slinging  bo<jt- 
jacks  all  Winter  at  his  wife's  grandmother. — Burlington  Free  Press. 


Come  all  ye  g.-illant  Irlftlnnen,  wherever  that  you  be,  ' . 

I  h<>|N!  you'll  pay  attention  and  lixteu  unto  me. 

'Till  I  («iii^  about  the  battle  that  took  place  the  other  day, 

Between  a  liusoian  t>ailur  and  gallaut  Morriwy. 

'Twa.s  in  Terrc-del-Fiiego,  in  South  America, 
Thin  Hua.Hian  challenged  Morricsey— theiJe  words*  to  him  did  say: 
"  I  hear  you  are  a  lighting  tiiaii,  and  wear  a  lH»lt,  I  see. 
Indeed  1  wi«li  you  would  concent  to  have  a  round  with  me." 

Then  Out  e|>oke  brave  Morriwy,  wHh  heart  both  brave  and  tme, 
'*  1  am  a  valiant  Irishuiaii  that  never  was  subdued. 
For  1  can  whale  the  Yankee,  the  Saxon  btill  or  bear; 
lu  honor  of  old  Paddy's  land  I  still  the  laurel  wear." 

Thoec  wonls  enragt-d  the  Russian  boy  uj)on  the  Yankee  land, 
To  think  that  he  should  Ik-  put  down  by  any  Irishman. 
Says  h<':  "You  an-  t<x>  li'.'hi  a  frame,  and  that  without  mi.<takc, 
I'll  have  you  to  ri'sifrii  the  belt  or  else  your  life  I'll  take." 

To  fight  upon  the  tenth  of  March  these  heroes  did  a'jrre. 
And  thou!-aiids  caim-  from  every  i)art  the  battle  for  to  si-e; 
The  Eii<;lish  and  the  Kusi-ian«»  their  Ill-arts  were  tilled  with  s;lee. 
They  swore  this  Itussian  sailor  boy  would  kill  bra\e  Morrisey. 

Those  heroes  stepped  into  the  ring  most  gallant  to  be  seen. 
And  Morrisey  put  on  the  belt  bound  round  with  shamrock  ;;roon; 
Full  sixty  thousand  dollars  theij.  as  you  may  plainly  set-. 
Was  to  be  the  champion's  prize  who  woidd  gain  the  victor-. 

They  shf>ok  hands  and  w;dki-d  around  the  rinp,  coinmenci'^c  then  to  ficrht. 

It  filled  each  Irir-h  lu':i:l  with  pride  for  to  lM-hoi<l  tlic  si;;h;. 

The  Husslan  he  flisir.il  Morri-ey  up  to  the  11th  niiin<l. 

With  Yankee.  Russian  and  i>a.voii  cheers  the  valley  did  n-.-oiind. 

A  minntc  and  a  half  our  hero  lay  before  that  he  coidd  rise; 
Tin-  won!  wfut  all  about  the  field,  "he's  dead."  wert"  all  their  cries, 
Hut  Morrif-cy  worked  niiiiifiilly,  and  condiig  to  the  ground. 
F'rom  that  unto  the  aoth  the  Russian  he  put  down. 

#  .,  -■ 

The  Irish  ofiFcnnl  four  to  one  that  day  upon  the  grass. 

No  sooner  said  than  taken  up,  and  down  they  brought  the  cash. 

They  paixied  away  without  delay  to  th<'  .33(1  round, 

Wheu  Morrisey  received  a  blow  that  brought  hiu»  to  the  ground. 

I'p  to  the  37th  round  'twas  fall  and  fall  about. 
Which  made  the  forei;:ii  lyniuts  to  keep  a  sharp  look  out; 
The  Russian  «alli(I  bis  stcond  for  to  have  a  glass  of  wine, 
Our  Irish  hero  smiknl  and  said:  "  This  battle  will  be  mine." 

The  .^th  decided  all,  the  Russians  felt  the  smart— 

Morrisey  with  a  dn-adful  l)l<)\v  i-*ruck  the  Russian  on  the  heart; 

The  doctor  he  was  calh-d  ii])oii  to  ojH-n  u|)  a  vein, 

lie  said  it  was  (juite  iis»-lfs-<.  he  would  never  fight  again. 

Our  hero  conquered  Thompson,  the  Yankee  ClipiK-r,  too,  •    ■ 

The  Ifc-nicia  l>oy  and  Slieppard.  he  nobly  did  subdue; 
So  let  us  fill  a  flow  itig  gla-^-,  and  here  is  health  galore, 
To  noble  Johnny  Morrisey  and  Paddies  evermore. 


•I 
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ARABY^S    DAUG-HTER    ■ ' 
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Farewell,  f.irowell  In  thee,  Aniby's  diuighterl 

(Thus  warbled  a  Peri  l)eiieatli  the  dtirk  .sea:) 
No  i>earl  ever  lay  luider  Oiuiin's  green  water. 

More  i)ure  in  its  shell  tluui  thy  spirit  in  thee. 
Around  thee  shall  glisten  tiie  loveliest  amber. 

That  ever  the  sorrowing  sea  bird  has  wept; 
Witli  many  ti  shell,  in  whose  hollow  wretithed  djambor. 

The  Peris  of  ocean  by  moonlight  have  slept. 

Nor  shall  Iran  (beloved  of  her  hero)  forget  Ihcc, 

Though  tyrants  watch  over  her  tetirs  as  they  start; 
Close,  close  l)y  the  side  of  that  hero  she'll  set  "thee, 

Enbalmed  in  the  innermost  .'jhrine  of  her  heart. 
Arotmd  thee  shall  glisten  the  loveliest  aml)er, 

That  ever  the  sorrowing  sea-bird  has  wept; 
♦With  many  a  shell,  in  who.se  hollow  wreathed  chamber. 

The  Peris  of  ocean  by  moonlight  have  slept. 
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The  Rat-Catoher's  Daughter. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  II.  J.  Wtiunan,  r.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City, 

and  receive  hv  rt-turn  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular 
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Not  long  ago  in  Vestminster, 

There  lived  a  rat-cjitcher  s  daughter;        - 
And  she  didn't  live  in  Vcstininsier, 

'Cause  she  lived  t'other  side  of  the  vater.  . 

Her  father  caught  rats,  and  she  sold  sprats, 

All  around  and  about  that  quarter; 
And  the  gentlefolks  all  took  oil  their  hat.s 

To  the  pretty  little  rat-catcher's  daughter. 
Doodle  dee!  doodle  dum!  di  dum  doodle  da!   •       . . 

Now  rich  and  poor,  both  far  and  near, 

In  matrimony  sought  her;  :  _ 

But  at  friends  and  foes  turned  up  her  no.se, 

Did  the  putty  little  rat-catcher's  daughter.  [..■■    ' •,  ', 

For  there  wjis  a  man  sold  HI}'  vite  sand. 

In  cupid's  net  had  caught  her; 
And  right  over  head  and  ears  in  love 

Vent  the  putty  little  rat-catcher's  daughter."" 
Doodle  dee!  doodle  dum!  di  dum  doodle  da! 

Now  lily  vite  siind  .so  ran  in  her  'ead, 

As  she  went  along  the  Stmnd,  oh!  " 

She  forgot  as  she'd  got  sprats  on  her  'ead. 

And  cried:  "  D'ye  vant  any  lily  vite  .sand,  oh?  " 
The  folks  amazed  all  thought  her  crazed, 

As  she  went  along  the  Strand,  oh! 
To  see  a  gal  with  sprat.s  on  her  'ead  cr}': 

D'ye  vant  any  lily  vite  sand,  oh?  " 
Doodle  dee!  doodle  dum!  di  dum  doodle  da! 

Now  rat-catcher's  daughter  so  ran  in  his  'ead, 

He  couldn't  tell  vat  he  was  arter; 
So  instead  of  crying:  "  D'ye  vant  anj-  sand  ?  " 

He  cried:  "  D'y«  vant  any  rat-catcher's  daughter?" 
His  donkey  cocked  his  ears  and  laughed, 

And  couldn't  think  vat  he  vqs  arter, 
Ven  he  heard  his  lily  vite  sand  man  cry: 

"  D'ye  vant  any  rat-catcher's  daughter?  " 
Doodle  dee!  dooiilc  dum!  di  dum  doodle  da! 

They  both  agreed  to  be  married 

On  ne.xt  Easter  Sunday;  ., 

But  rat-catcher's  daughter  she  had  a  dream, 

That  she  wouldn't  be  alive  on  Monday. 
She  vent  once  more  to  buy  some  sprats. 

And  she  tumbled  into  the  vater; 
And  down  to  the  bottom,  all  kivered  with  mud. 

Vent  the  putty  little  rat-cat-catcher's  daughter. 
Doodle  dee!  doodle  dum!  di  dum  doodle  da! 

Ven  Lily  Vite  Sand  he 'card  the  news, 

His  eyes  ran  down  with  vater; 
Said  he:  "  In  love  I'll  con.stjjnt  prove,  and — 

Blow  me!  if  I'll  live  long  arter." 
So  he  cut 'is  throat  with  a  pane  of  glass. 

And  stabbed  his  donkey  arter; 
So 'ere  is  an  end  of  Lily  Vite  Sand,  donkey, 

And  the  rat-catcher's  daughter.  ■ 

Doodle  dee!  doodle  dum!  di  dura  doodle  da!    •.    -  ' 
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My  Love  She's  Like  the  Red,  Red  Rose. 
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Oh!  my  love's  like  the  red,  rtni  rose. 
That's  newly  sprung  in  June,  4 

My  love  is  like  the  melody 
That's  sweetly  i)layed  in  tune. 

As  fair  art  thou,  my  bonnie  hi.ss. 

So  deep  in  love  am  I, 
And  I  will  love  thee  still,  my  dear. 

Till  a' the  seas  gang  dry. 

,  \     Till  all  the  seas  gan^  dry,  my  dear,  , 
And  the  rocks  melt  wi' the  sun, 

;'  :  -.      ;    I  will  love  thee  still,  my  dear,  ,  ' "^  ■' 

V             V        Till  the  sands  of  life  shall  run.       '•  :   .■     ./=    '■ 


For  One  Day  of  Turkey  There's  Six 
Days  of  Hash.  , 

Copyright,  1835,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  bv  Will  J.  Hardman. 


For  one  faithful  friend  there  are  dozens  who  sneer, 
For  one  happ\'  laugh  there  is  always  a  tear; 
For  one  rosy  cheek  there  are  many  cheeks  pale. 
For  one  who's  successful  tlieres  hundreds  who  fail; 
For  one  night  of  joy  there  are  weeks  of  regret,       . 
And  each  dollar  scjuauder'd  we  seldom  forget; 
'Tis  well  tlien  to  think  when  cutting  a  dash. 
For  one  day  of  turkey  there's  six  days  of  hash.    . 

Chorus. 

Then  don't  spend  your  pennies  on  nonsense  and  trash. 
There's  no  telling  when  with  misfortime  yoti'll  clash ; 
Go  slow,  or  3'ou'll  find  when  you're  all  out  of  ca-sh, 
For  one  day  of  turkey  there's* six  days  of  hash. 

For  One  wealthy  girl  there  are  dozens  that's  poor. 
And  all  that  they  own  is  a  mind  good  and  pure; 
For  one  gentle  dog  there  are  dozens  that  bite. 
And  oft  when  the  sun  shines  a  cloud  is  in  sight 
Whenever  you  see  a  good  friend  acting  wild. 
This  warning  to  him  whisjx'r  softly  and  mild: 
Remember,  old  boy,  while  you're  spending  .srj  rash. 
For  one  day  of  turkey  there's  six  days  of  hiish. 

"''■-  y^:.^:  '■■■■■  .:.^^'       ■  CnORUS.       ,"-        ••        ^-    -     . 

When  out  at  the  elbows  and  all  gone  to  sm.-i.sh. 
And  down  the  side  streets  from  old  faces  vou  da.sh. 
You'll  hear  the  wind  mourn  while  it  cuts  like  a  lash. 
For  one  day  of  turkey  there's  six  days  of  hash. 

?uite  often  these  words  you  will  hear  on  the  street, 
here  goes  a  i)<x)r  fellow  it  pains  me  to  meet; 
He  once  was  the  pride  and  the  talk  of  the  town. 
But  thro'  his  own  folly  to-^lay  he  is  down. 
When  up  in  some  attic  you  sigh  for  a  meal. 
And  folks  ixjint  you  out  as  a  shabby  genteel; 
The  truth  of  this  song  o'er  your  memory  will  flash, 
For  one  day  of  turkey  there's  six  days  of  hash. 

Chorus. 
Then  don't  spend  your  i^ennies  on  nonsense  and  inush. 
There's  no  telling  when  with  misfortune  you'll  cliish; 
Go  slow,  or  you'll  find  when  jou're  all  oik  of  cash. 
For  one  day  of  tui'ke}'  there's  six  days  of  hash 


^   ( 


I  Wouldn't  Advice  You  to  Do  It. 

Written  and  sung  by  Joe  Hart. 

The  name  of  the  song  I'm  alwut  to  sing  is: 

I  wouldn't  advise  3'on  to  do  it; 
Be  careful  don't  meddle  w  iih  other  people's  biz. 

For  I  wouldn't  advise  yoli  to  do  it. 
Beecher  he  prays  and  sings  old-fashioned  chants, 
Sarah  Bernhanit  wants  to  do  a  black-face  song  and  dance, 
And  all  the  ladies  in  New  York  are  going  to  wear  mes's  pants. 

But  I  wouldn't  ad\-ise  them  to  do  it. 

Mrs.  Langtry  says  she'll  never  come  here  again. 

Well,  I  wouldn't  advise  her  to  do  it; 
For  her  acting  gives  us  a  terrible  pain. 

So  1  wouldn't  advise  her  to  do  it. 
Ben  Butlei  went  out  the  other  night  on  a  tare. 
Hugged  and  kissed  Belva  Lockw(X)d,  and  called  her  hiij  dear, 
And  swore  he'd  go  to  Egypt  and  l)c  President  next  year, 

BHt  I  wouldn't  advise  him  to  do  it.         -  . 

President  Cleveland  is  thinking  of  taking  a  wife. 

But  I  wouldn't  advise  him  to  do  if ; 
He's  tired  of  sleeping  alone  these  Oold  winter  nightB, 

Then  I  wouldn't  advise  him  to  do  it. 
For  the  first  six  months  she  will  call  him  dear. 
After  that  she  will  waltz  him  around  by  the  ear; 
Then  we'll  have  a  female  President  in  the  Presidential  chair, 

So  I  wouldn't  advise  him  to  do  it. 


.^-.•.<«ir*[WJ«..»«MMivrl  ..  .iJ 
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Pats  Not  so  Black  as  He's  Been  Painted 

Copyright.  1885,  by  Willis  Wootln-anl  &  Co. 
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Bung  by  the  great  Pat  Feency. 

The  Iiish  for  ages  in  grief  have  been  l)Owed, 
Despite  all  the  virtues  wita  which  they're  endowed. 
The  banners  are  furled  of  which  Irishmen  are  proud. 

The  harp  is  unstrung  in  silent  sorrow; 
Just  like  the  chosen  people  we're  scattered  near  and  fjw. 
Waiting  for  the  twinkling  of  sweet  freedom's  .star; 
For  tliough  yeflrs  of  tyranny  unconquered  still  we  are, 

And  hope  from  the  future  still  we  borrow. 

Chorus. 

We've  fought  for  the  thistle,  we  fought  for  the  rose, 
We've  proved  a  credit  to  the  land  where  the  shamrock  grows; 
And  I'm  proud  to  say,  that  now  the  whole  world  knows 
Pat's  not  so  black  as  he's  been  painted. 

Unswerving  from  dutv  straight  onward  we  go. 
Returning  a  sneer  and  a  Mow  for  a  blow. 
And  teaching  our  children  the  hatred  of  a  foe. 

Who  never  could  force  us  to  subjection; 
We  light  for  our  birthright,  the  land  which  wa.s  decreed 
Should  1k'  ours  for  eternity  in  happiness  or  need; 
And  while  we  have  men  who  are  tit  to  tight  and  cleed, 

Well  ne'er  own  a  foreigner's  protection. — Chorus. 

Otir  homes  have  been  ruined,  our  altars  di.swraced. 
While  strangers  who  hate  us  above  us  are  i)laced; 
And  even  our  lan^ruage  they  try  to  have  effaced. 

Still  it  lives  in  the  pulses  of  our  sircland; 
Thev  cannot  wijK;  us  out.  were  too  many  for  them  still. 
And  though  they  crush  and  wound  u.s. 
They  find  they  cannot  kill,  for  we  will  Iw  relKjls  to  tyranny  imtil 

There  is  not  a  man  or  bov  in  Ireland. — Chorus. 


MULLIGAN'S    DAUG-HTER,   NELL. 
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There's  a  man  lives  in  this  alley  with  me. 

He's  an  Irishman  from  France, 
•       lie's  got  a  dizzy  daughter,  yes, 

That  takes  in  every  dance; 
She  bleaches  her  haiir  just  once  a  week. 

She  is  the  reigning  Ix'lle; 
Oh.  she  ain't  to  blame,  this  dizzy  dame. 

She  is  Mulligan's  daughter,  N*ell. 

Chorus. 

She  bangs  her  hair  and  her  mother's  besides. 

And  a  blow  from  her  ti.st  would  toll; 
At  night  she  wrll  roar  and  rap  on  the  door — 
(Answer  outside)  Who's  there? 

Mulligan's  daughter,  Nell. 

Oh,  she's  mashed  on  a  fellow  named  Tommy  Flynn, 

He's  one  of  the  gang,  j'ou  bet ; 
And  he's  in  our  alle^  most  every  night, 

A  whi.stling  for  hjs  pet; 
He  whistles   '  Baby  Mine"  and  "  Nancy  Lee," 

His  name  he  couldn't  .spell; 
While  putting  his  cheroot,  the  gay  galoot, 

lie's  wailing  for  Mulligan's  Nell. — t'ftoniK 

Oh,  I  wish  .she'd  marry  this  fellow  named  Flynn, 

The  alley  would  be  ours  once  nuire; 
And  we  would  not  have  him  rapping  then, 

Or  kicking  the  teneiucnt  door; 
The  landlord  .says,  and  the  nei;^h'  ors  also. 

They  never  saw  a  girl  like  Nell; 
For  at  night  .she'll  roar  and  rap  on  the  door. 

And  she's  always  ralsing^Caiu. — (Jhoru». 


— "My  little  l)oy,"  said  a  gentleman,  "j'Ou  ought  not  to  eat 

those  green  apples.     They  are  not  good  for  little  boys."     "  They 

*i  hain't,  eh?"  the  boy  replied,  with  his  mouth  full.     "Guess  you 

^  don't  know  much  about  em,  mister.     Three  of  these  apples  '11  keep 

s  me  out  of  school  a  week." 


LAKKY    O^GAFF. 
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Near  a  bog  In  sweet  Ireland,  I  am  told,  sure  there  born  I  was. 

Well  I  remember  a  bright  Monday  morn  it  was; 

My  daddy,  poor  man,  would  cry:  what  a  greenhorn  I  was — 

Three  months  I  am  married,  hurrah!  how  they  laugh. 
Says  he  to  my  mother:  troth,  Judy,  I'll  leave  you  joy. 
Says  Judy  to  him:  oh  I  the  devil  may  care,  my  boy. 
By  St.  Patrick,  I'll  leave  you  both  here  to  weep  and  cry: 
What  shall  wc  do  for  our  daddy  O'Gall? 

With  mv  didrewhack  off  I  am. 

None  or  your  blarney,  man; 

Keep  your  brat  to  your  chat  all  the  day  so  you  may, 

By  the  p<jwers!  I  won't  tarry; 

So  he  left  little  Larrj', 

I  never  saw^  more  of  my  daddy  O'Gaff. 

Och!  its  then  I  grew  up,  and  a  sweet  looking  child  I  was. 

Always  the  devil  for  handling  the  .stick  I  was; 

But  somehow  or  other,  my  numbscull  so  thick  it  was, 

Go  where  I  would,  all  the  folks  they  did  laugh. 
I  rambled  to  England,  where  I  met  with  a  squad  of  boys, 
They  got  me  promoted  to  carry  the  hod,  my  boys; 
I  crept  up  a  ladder  like  a  cat  newly  .shotl,  my  boys, 
A  steep  way  to  riches,  says  Larry  O'Gaff. 
.  With  my  didrewhack  in  and  out, 
Head  turning  round  about; 
Ladder  crack,  break  your  back. 
Tumble  down,  crack  your  crown; 
My  dear  Mr.  Larry,  this  hod  that  jou  carry 
Disgraces  the  shotilders  of  Mr.  O'Gaff. 

They  made  me  a  master,  then  dres.sed  like  a  fop  I  was, 
Bran  new  and  span  new  from  bottom  to  top  I  was; 
But  the  old  fellow  popt  in  as  taking  a  droj)  I  was. 

Says  he:  Mr.  Larry,  you  bogtrotting  calf, 
(Jet  out  of  my  house,  or  I'll  lay  this  about  your  back; 
With  the  twig  in  his  hand  like'  the  mast  of  a  herfiug  smack. 
Over  my  napper  he  made  the  switch  for  to  crack; 
Said  I:  this  don't  .suit  you,  Mr.  O'Gaff. 

With  my  didrewhacK  hub  bub  bo, 

Drums  Iwating  row  do  row; 

()  dols  my  life  plays  the  fife,  Patrick's  day,  fire  away; 

In  the  army  .so  frisky. 

We'll  tipple  the  whisky, 

With  the  whack  for  old  Ireland  and  Larry  O'Gaff. 

Then  they  made  me  a  soldier,  but,  oh!  how  genteel  I  was! 
Scarlet  and  tapes  from  the  neck  to  the  heel  I  was; 
Larry,  says  I,  when  brought  into  the  field  I  was. 

This  .sort  of  fighting  don't  suit  you  by  half; 
Wc  fought  like  the  devil,  as  Irishmen  ought  to  do, 
So  sweetly  we  In-at  Mr.  Bony  at  Waterloo; 

But  now  the  wars  are  over,a"nd  peace  we've  brought  ho.me  to  you. 
Welcome  to  old  Ireland  and  Larry  O'Gaff. 

With  my  didrewhack  save  my  neck,  i- 

Round  and  .sound  free  fnjin  woinid; 

With  a  wife  to  six-nd  my  life,  .sport  and  play,  night  and  day, 

Arrali  with  your  blarney;  -  • 

For  the  breed  of  the  CaVneys  '  . 

Would  fight  for  old  Irland  and  Larry  O'Gaff. 
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I  know  a  maiden  fair  to  .see,  take  care! 
She  (ran  l)oth  false  and  friendly  be,  beware! 
Trast  her  not,  she  is  fooling  Uiec! 

She  lia.s  two  eyes  ao  soft  and  t)rown,  take  care! 
She  gives  a  side-glance  and  looks  down,  beware! 
Tru.st  her  not,  she  is  fooling  thee  I 

And  she  has  hair  of  golden  hue,  take  care! 
And  wliat  she  .says  it  is  nf)t  tnie,  licware! 
Trust  hernot,  she  is  fooling  thee! 

She  gfves  thee  a  garland  woven  fair,  take  care! 
It  is  a  foolscap  for  thee  to  wear,  beware ! 
Tnist  her  not,  she  is  fooling  thee! 
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YOUNQ    CHARLOTTE. 
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Young  Charlotte  lived  by  the  mountain  side. 

In  a  wild  and  lonely  spot, 
No  dwelling  there  for  miles  around, 

Except  her  father's  cot. 

Yet  many  a  cold  and  Wintry  night 
Young  swains  were  gathered  there, 

Her  father  kept  a  social  board, 
And  she  was  very  fair. 

Her  father  loved  to  see  her  dress 

As  gay  as  any  citjr  belle. 
She  was  the  only  child  he  had, 

And  he  loved  his  daughter  well. 

'Twas  New  Year,  and  the  sun  was  down, 

Bright  beamed  her  restless  eye 
As  she  to  the  frosted  window  went, 

To  see  the  sleighs  go  by. 

While  thus  she  stood  with  glittering  eye, 

A  well  known  voice  she  neard. 
And  dashing  up  to  the  cottage  door, 

Young  Charlie's  sleigh  appeared. 

At  a  village  inn  some  miles  away 

Was  a  merry  ball  .'hat  night, 
The  air  was  bitter,  freezing  cold, 

But  her  heart  was  warm  and  light. 

Her  mother  said:  "  Ah,  daughter,  dear. 
Those  blankets  'round  you  fold. 

It  is  a  dreadful  night  abroad, 
You'll  catch  a  deathly  cold." 

**  Ah,  no,  ah,  no,"  young  Charlotte  cried— 

She  felt  like  a  fairy  queen — 
"  To  ride  in  blankets  muffled  up 

I  never  can  be  seen. 

"  My  silken  cloak  is  enough  for  me. 
You  know  its  lined  throughout, 

Be«ide  I  have  a  satin  shawl 
To  tie  my  neck  about." 

Her  bonnet  and  her  shawl  put  on, 

She  steppetl  into  the  sleigh, 
Away  they  rode  by  the  mountain  side. 

And  o'er  the  hills  away. 

There's  music  in  the  ring  of  the  bells. 

As  over  the  hills  they  go, 
And  a  pleasant  sound  tlie  runners  make 

As  they  leave  the  drifted  snow. 

Through  the  freezing  air  and  cold  starlight. 
Full  five  long  miles  they  passed. 

When  Charlie,  in  near  frozen  tones. 
The  silence  broke  at  last. 

"  Such  a  night  as  this  I  never  knew,     , 

The  reins  I  scarce  can  hold; " 
Young  Charlotte  replied,  in  feeble  voice, 

"  I  too  am  exceeding  cold." 

He  cracked  his  whip  and  urged  his  steed 

Much  faster  than  before. 
And  many  other  weary  miles    -■"'.:.'' 

In  silence  they  passed  o'er. 

Said  Charles:  "  How  fast  the  freezing  ice    - 

Is  gath'ring  on  my  brow;" 
Young  Charfotte  said,  in  weaker  voice, 

"  I'm  growing  warmer  now." 

Still  through  the  freezing,  cold  starlight, 

More  miles  they  sped  along. 
Until  at  lenght  the  village  inn     -■■;''' 

And  ball  room  met  the  sight. 


They  reached  the  door,  and  jumping  out. 

He  gave  his  hand  to  her — 
"  Why  sit  you  there  like  monument 

That  has  not  power  to  stir! " 

Again  appealed,  and  yet  again,    . 

She  still  remained  unmoved; 
Once  more  he  sought  to  take  her  hand — 

She  ne'er  vouchiafed  a  word. 

He  stripped  her  cloak  from  off  her  form, 

The  bright  stars  on  her  shone. 
He  took  her  hand — Oh,  God!  it  was 

As  cold  and  hard  as  stone. 

Then  quickly  to  the  lighted  hall 

Her  lifeless  form  he  bore; 
Young  Charlotte  was  a  frozen  corpse. 

And  never  spake  she  more. 

As  sad  he  sat  there  by  her  .side, 
f       While  bitter  tears  did  flow. 
He  said:  "  My  young  and  blooming  bride 
You  never  more  shall  know." 

He  twined  his  arms  around  her  neck, 

He  kissed  her  marble  brow. 
And  his  thoughts  ran  back  to  when  she  said: 

"I'm  growing  warmer  now." 


FANNY    G-RAY. 


She. 
Well,  well,  sir,  you've  come  at  last,  I  thought  you'd  come  no  mora 
Fve  waited  with  my  bonnet  on  from  one  till  half  past  four; 
You  know  I  hate  to  sit  alone,  unsettled  where  to  go, 
Youll  break  my  heart,  I  fear  yon  will,  if  you  continue  so; 
You'll  break  my  heart,  I  fear  you  will,  if  you  continue  so. 

He. 
Now  pray,  my  love,  put  oflf  that  frown,  and  don't  begin  to  Bcold^ 
You  really  will  persuade  me  soon  you're  growing  croee  and  old; 
I  only  stopped  at  Grosv'nor  gate,  young  Fanny's  eyes  to  catch . 
I  won't.  I  swear,  I  wont  be  made  to  keep  time  like  a  watcli; 
I  won't,  I  swear,  I  won't  be  made  to  keep  time  like  a  watch. 

She. 
It  took  you  two  hours  then  to  bow*  two  hours',  take  oflf  your  hati 
I  wish  you'd  bow  that  way  to  me,  and  appropos  of  that; 
I  saw  you  making  love  to  her,  you  sec  1  know  it  all, 
I  saw  you  making  love  to  her,  at  I>ady  Gossip's  ball; 
I  saw  you  making  love  to  her,  at  Lady  Gossip's  ball. 

I  H<. 

Now  really,  Jane,  I  own  your  temper  is  so  very  odd  to-day, 
You're  jealous,  and  of  such  a  girl  as  little  Fanny  Gray; 
Make  love  to  her!  indeed,  my  dear,  you  could  see  no  such  thing, 
I  sat  a  minute  by  her  side,  to  see  a  turquoise  ring; 
I  sat  a  minute  by  her  side,  to  see  a  turquoise  ring. 

j   '^         Shi.  .  ■      :      ^    . 

I  tell  you  that  I  saw  it  aU,  the  whispering  and  grimace. 
The  flirting  and  coquetting  in  her  little  foolish  face; 
Oh!  Charles,  I  wonder  that  the  earth  don't  open  where  you  stand. 
By  the  heaven  that  is  above  us  both,  I  saw  you  kiss  her  hand; 
By  the  heaven  that  is  above  us  both,  I  saw  you  kies  her  hand. 

He.  ;  • 

I  didn't,  love,  or  if  I  did,  allowing  that  'tis  true, 
When  a  pretty  woman  ehowe  her  rings,  what  can  a  poor  man  do? 
My  life,  my  soul,  my  darling  Jane!  I  love  but  you  alone, 
I  never  thought  of  Fanny  Gray— how  tiresome  she's  grown; 
I  never  thought  of  Fanny  Gray— how  tiresome  she's  grown. 

She. 
Put  down  your  Uat,  don't  take  your  stick,  now  prithee  Charles,  do  stay. 
You  never  come  to  see  me  now,  but  you  long  to  run  away; 
There  was  a  time,  there  was  a  time,  you  never  wish  to  go. 
What  have  I  done,  what  have  I  done,  dear  Charles,  to  change  you  bo* 
What  have  I  done,  what  have  I  done,  dear  Charles,  to  change  yon  sot 

He. 
Pooh,  pooh,  my  love,  I  am  not  changed,  but  dinner  is  at  eight, 
And  my  father's  so  particular,  he  never  likes  to  wait; 
Good-bye,  good-bye,  I'll  come  again!  "yes,  one  of  these  line  ilaj-s." 
He's  turned  the  street,  I  knew  he  would,  he's  gone  to  Fanny  Gray's; 
He's  turned  the  street,  I  knew  be  would,  he's  gone  to  Fanny  Gray's. 
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When  I  lived  down  in  Tennessee, 

U-li-a-li,  o-la-e, 
I  went  courting  Rosa  Lee, 

U-li-a-H,  o-lu"c; 
Eyes  as  dark  as  Winter's  night, 
liips  ti.s  red  as  liorries  bright; 
Wlien  wooinir  first  we  both  did  go. 
She  said:  "  I^o,  don't  be  foolish,  Jo«." 

Cnours. 

U-Ii-a-li,  o-la-o. 

Courting  down  in  Tennessee, 
U-li-a-li.  o-la-e, 
;  Beneath  the  wild  banana  tree. 

He  said:  "  You're  a  hibly  gal,  dat's  plain, 

U-li-a-li.  'o-l;i-e, 
Breff  as  sweet  as  sugar-cane, 

U-li-a-li,  o-la-e; 
Feet  go  large  and  cornel}-,  too, 
Might 'make  a  cradle  of  each  shoe;  • 

0  Rosa,  take  me  for  your  beau!" 

She  said:  "  No,  don't  be  foolish,  Joe." — Chorus. 

Mv  story  yet  is  to  be  told, 

X'-li-a-li.  o-la-e, 
Rosa  caught  a  shocking  cold, 

U-li-a-H,  o-la-e; 
Send  for  the  doctor  and  the  nurse. 
Doctor  came  and  made  her  worse; 

1  tried  to  make  her  laugh;  ah  I  no; 

She  whispered:  "  Don't  be  foolish,  Joe." — Choru$. 

Dev  gib  her  up — no  power  could  save, 

C-li-a-li.  o-la-e. 
She  ask  me  follow  her  to  the  grave, 

U-li-a-li,  o-la-e; 
I  take  her  hand,  'twas  cold  as  death, 
So  cold  I  hardly  drew  my  breath; 
She  saw  my  tears  in  sorrow  flow, 
And  said:  "  No,  don't  be  foolish,  Joe.  " — Chorus. 

DEAR   ROBIN,  FLL  BE  TRUE. 

Copyright,  1885,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Wards  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  tr)  anv  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehraan,  P.  ().  Ho\  l>fiSJ.  New  \orlt  City. 

Send  for  complete  Cauilojfue  of  English  and  German  Songs— Free. 

Written  and  sung  by  Bank<>  Winter. 

A  heart  heavy  laden  with  sorrow  and  pain 

Is  all  that  is  left  me  to-day, 
To  remind  me  of  one  who  lias  cros.sed  oer  the  main. 

To  a  land  that  is  far,  far  away. 
As  I  stand  on  the  rocks  gazing  out  on  t'ae  ships 

That  are  winging  their  way  o'er  the  .><ea, 
1  jiray  God!  the  chalice  may  pa.ss  from  my  lips, 

For  the  draught  is  too  bitter  for  me. 

Chorus. 

Dear  Robin,  I'll  be  true  to  thee, 

I'll  love  none  else  but  you; 
My  heart  will  ever  constant  be. 

Dear  Robin,  I'll  be  true. 
Dear  Robin,  111  l)e  true  to  thee, 

I'll  love  none  else  but  you; 
Mv  heart  will  ever  constant  be, 

iDear  Robin,  dear  Robin,  I'll  be  tnie. 

The  .sun  .shines  as  brightly,  the  birds  sing  again. 

The  fragrance  of  flowers  fill  the  ai*"; 
While  alone  in  my  heart  there  is  sorrow  and  pain. 

O'er  my  soul  hangs  the  cloud  of  despair. 
Pretty  doves,  spread  your  pinions  and  fly  o'er  the  sea, 

'Till  the  bark  of  my  love  you  o'ertake. 
And  give  him  this  mes.sage,  yes.  tell  him  for  me. 

To  return  or  my  sad  heart  will  break. — Chorus. 


SPARKING-    SUNDAY    NIG-HT. 
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Sitting  in  a  corner  on  a  Sunday  eve. 
With  a  taper  finger  resting  on  your  sleeve; 
Starlight  eyes  are  casting  on  your  face  their  light, 
Bless  me,  this  is  pleasant — sparking  Sunday  night  I 

Chorus. 

.  Bless  mc,  ain't  it  pleasant,     . 
Bless  me,  ain't  it  pleasant. 
Bless  mc,  ain't  it  pleasant 
Sparking  Sunday  night? 

How  your  heart  is  thumping  'gainst  your  Sunday  vest, 

IIow  wickedly  'tis  working  on  this  day  of  rest; 

Hours  seem  but  minutes  as  they  take  their  flight, 

Bless  me,  ain't  it  pleasant — sparking  Sunday  night? — Chorus. 

Dad  and  mam  are  sleeping  on  their  peaceful  bed. 

Dreaming  of  the  things  the  folks  in  meeting  said; 

"  Love  ye  one  another,"  ministers  recite. 

Bless  me,  don't  we  do  it — sparking  Sunday  night? — Clu>rus. 

One  arm  with  gentle  pressure  lingers  'round  her  waist. 

You  squeeze  her  dimpled  hand,  her  pouting  lips  you  taste. 

She  freely  slaps  your  face,  but  more  in  love  than  spite. 

Oh,  thunder!  ain't  it  pleasant — sparking  Sunday  night?— 6'/<«rM». 

But,  harki  the  clock  is  .striking,  it  is  two  o'clock  I  .';num, 
As  sure  a.s  I'm  a  sinner,  the  time  to  go  has  come; 
You  ask  with  spiteful  accents,  "  if  that  old  clock  is  right." 
And  wonder  if  it  ever^-sparked  on  Sunday  night. — Ckorus. 

One,  two,  three  sweet  kisses — four,  five,  si.\  you  hook. 
But  thinking  that  you  rob  her,  give  back  those  you  took. 
Then  as  for  home  you  hurry,  from  the  fair  one's  sight. 
Don't  you  wish  each  day  was  only  Simday  night?— (7 Aorw*. 


;         ALICE    G-RAY. 
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She's  all  my  fancy  painted  her. 

She's  lovely,  she's  divine; 
But  her  heart  it  is  another's. 

She  never  can  Ije  mine. 
Yet  lov'd  I  as  man  never  lov'd, 

A  love  without  decay; 
Oh!  my  heart,  my  heart  is  breaking. 

For  the  love  of  Alice  Graj'; 
Oh!  my  heart,  my  heart  is  breaking. 

For  the  love  of  Alice  Gray, 

Her  dark  brown  hair  is  liraided  o'er 

A  brow  of  si>otU'ss  white; 
Iler  soft  blue  eye  now  languishes, 

Now  fla.><hes  With  delight. 
The  hair  is  braided  not  for  me. 

The  eye  is  turned  away; 
Yet  my  heart,  mv  heart  is  breaking, 

For  "the  love  of  Alice  Gray; 
Yet  my  heart,  mv  heart  is  breaking. 

For  the  love  of  Alice  Gray. 

I've  sunk  beneath  the  Summer's  sun. 

And  trembled  in  the  blast;  . 

But  my  pilgrimage  is  nearly  done. 

The  weary  conflict  past. 
And  when  the  green  sod  wraps  my  grave. 

May  pity  haply  say: 
"  Oh!  his  heart,  his  heart  is  lm)ken, 

For  the  love  of  Alice  Gray;  ' 
"  Oh!  his  heart,  his  heart  is  broken. 

For  the  love  of  Alice  Gray.' 


— "Union  i,s  not  always  strength,"  as  Sir  Charles  Napier  said, 
when  he  saw  the  purser  mi.xing  his  rum  with  water. 


— Twelve  young  American  girls  have  bestowed  their  hands  and 
fortunes  on  Italian  princes,  counts  and  marquises  within  a  few 
years.  This  means  a  new  influx  of  organ-grinders  with  large 
families  in  a  short  time. 
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PRETTY    POND    LILIES. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Willis  Woodward  it  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  ecnt  to  any  addrvt^f,  jmst-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  ccntu,  l)y  H.  J.  Wchnian,  P.  ().  Hox  ISiS,  Now  York  (.'ity.     Send 

for  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular  English  and  German  Songs— Free. 

Words  and  Music  by  Lillie  Hall. 


Whilst  waitiug  in  the  hine  for  j-ou,  darling, 

Ling'rin<^  as  the  hours  roll  by, 
Attracted  by  the  rippliiij;  of  the  water 

And  the  fragrance  wliere  the  pond  lilies  lie; 
To  gather  some  I  (juickly  thought, 

You'd  smile  if  them  to  you  I  brought, 
So  take  them  with  my  licart's  best  love. 

As  pure  as  heuv'uly  things  above.  '       .     .. 

Chorus. 

Ah!  pretty  pond  lilies  I've  plucked  for  you. 
Fresh  from  the  waters  sfiarkling  willi  dew. 
Take  them  from  me  as  a  token  so  true. 
Pretty  iK)nd  lilies  I've  bro't  unto  you. 
Tra  la  oh,  ho  ho,  oil,  he  ho,  oh,  he  ho, 
Tra  la,  oh,  he  ho,  oh,  he  ho,  he  ho! 

3Iv  love  shall  ever  be  to  jou,  darliug, 

'rrue  as  the  water  lilies  pure. 
So  take  them,  dear,  and  cherish  to  your  heart,  love, 

Dont  let  your  tho'ts  of  me  another  lure; 
Oh.  promise  me,  oh,  pledge  your  word, 

Tliat  when  I'm  gone  far.  far  away,  . 

You'll  not  forget  when  with  the  loved  ones. 

The  lilies  and  the  vow  you  made  to-da}'. — Chorus. 


There  is  no  Harm  in  Kissing. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sons;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  jKist-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehniaii,  P.  O.  Box  1k\>3,  New  Vork  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Knglish  and  German  Songs — Free. 

Upon  a  rustic  bridge  we  met. 

One  afternoon  in  Spring;  • 

His  loving  words  I  can't  forget. 

Within  my  etirs  they  ring!  '     - 

The  swans  were  sailing  on  the  lake,  '  • 

And  all  the  i)ark  was  gav; 
;\        My  hand  in  his  he  chanced  to  take 

In  such  a  charming  way! 
The  tlowers  were  bright — but  oh!  his  eyes 

They  .shone  like  .stars  of  night; 
His  smile  wa.s  like  the  glowing  skies. 

And  filled  me  with  delight; 
I  seemed  in  love's  delicious  dream, 

My  heart  with  rapture  beat ; 
And  while  his  eyes  did  on  me  beam, 

I  heard  his  lips  repeat : 

Chorus. 

There  is  no  harm  in  kissing. 

Pray  tell  me,  is  there,  dear? 
Those  rosy  lijxs  invite  me  now. 

Ami  no  one  lingers  near; 
Then  loviug  ones  are  meeting, 

No  prying  eyes  to  mark; 
There  is  no  harm  in  ki.ssing — (a  kiss) 

At  twilight  in  the  park. 

We  strolled  along  where  roses  grew 

And  all  was  bright  and  fair; 
He  promised  ever  to  lie  true, 

And  begged  my  love  to  .share. 
The  little  birds  were  tiding  home. 
They  heard  my  lips  reply; 
*  And  stars  were  briglit  in  yonder  dome 

Before  we  .said  g<)(  nil  )3'e! 
But,  oh!  he  seemed  .so  .sad  to  leave —     ' . 
;.  My  lieart  grew  .sad  as  well. 

For  love  within  eacli  heart  did  weave  .  :     - 

'  Its  dear  iKJwilchlng  si>ell; 

',       We  lingered,  though  the  hour  was  late, 

How  quick  the  time  had  .sjK'd;  .. 

,;      Bi\t  when  our  lips  met  at  the  gate. 
He  softly  to  me  said: — (JItorus. 


EMPTY    IS    THE_  DOG-HOUSE. 

Tune— "Cradle's  Empty,  Baby's  Gone." 

Send  your  name  and  addresM*  to  H.  J.  Wchman.  P.  O.  Box  ISM,  New  York  City, 

and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular 
English  and  c;erman  Songs— Free. 


Once  I  owned  a  yellow  dog.  and  hie  name  was  Towsor  Jenkins, 

A  butcher  cut  his  tail  off  with  a  cleaver; 
Towser  had  his  trade-mark  on  all  the  cats  in  town.  ■ 

And  when  lie  spotted  one  he'd  never  leave  her. 
lie  wore  his  legs  olT  stumpy,  chasing  milk  carts  'round  the  couutrj. 
But  the  little  house  is  empty  where  we  ties  him; 
A  policeman  spotted  Towser,  put  some  arsenic  in  his  grub. 
Empty  is  the  dog-house,  Towecr's  pizcued. 

CUORCS. 

lie's  gone  to  look  for  rats  in  the  hai)py  hunting  groinids, 
Uc  died  this  morning  while  the  sun  was  rising;  . 

The  fleas  have  all  turned  out  to  hunt  up  a  new  hiuch  route,- 
Empty  is  the  dog-house,  Towser's  pizened. 

( )h :  liow  that  dog  woidd  grin,  when  a  tramp  would  look  at  him. 

He  used  to  put  bay  windows  in  their  breeches; 
W'oTv  the  hair  all  off  his  ribs  chasing  cats  around  corn  cnbs, 

li:»d  bunions  on  his  knees  from  jumping  ditches. 
On  hi.-  nosL'  he  had  two  blisters,  where  the  rats  chewed  off  hie  whiskerB, 
Vi'hcn  he  was  asleep  they'd  paralyze  him; 
Biitiiow  lie's  gene  and  dusted,  and  his  chest-protector'e  busted. 
Empty  is  the  dog-housi;,  Towser's  pizened. 

CnoBUs. 
He  has  gone  to  hunt  for  liver,  "way  acro66C<I  the  Swanec  river. 
No  more  in  the  sewer  we'll  baptize  him; 

No  more  he'll  homeward  sail  with  tin  cans  ujwn  his  tail,  / 

Empty  is  the  dog-house.  Towser's  pizened. 


— A  lady  of  this  city  recently  filled  her  lamp  with  ga.soline.  and 
since  then  she  has  not  6e/ie<;i«.  ■.■•.■,.:.         .    • 


Th 


OH!    YOU   GIRLS. 

L"  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  anv  address,  poet-paid,  oa 
receipt  of  10  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  IKZi,  New  York  City. 
Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  German  Songs — Free. 

I'm  going  to  sing  about  you,  girls, 

Tho.se  that  are  far  from  slow ; 
Who  puff  and  i)owder,  dye  their  curls, 

And  have  two  courting  .strings  to  their  bow; 
Who  try  to  ai)e  the  gentlemen. 

And  the  trou.sers  would  like  to  wear; 
Who  think  it  great  to  stay  out  late. 

And  till  papa  with  despair.  j  ~ 

Chorus. 
Oh !  you  girls,  you  wicked  young  girls. 

Why  don't  you  try  to  be  good,  be  good? 
Don't  flirt  with  so  many  swells. 

Stick  to  one  as  jou  should,  you  should? 
Oh!  you  girls,  jou  frivolous  girls. 

It's  a  wonder  you're  not  afraid,  afraid; 
When  you  grow  old  you'll  be  left  in  the  cold, 

And  compelled  to  die  an  old  maid,  old  maidi 

You  bill  and  coo,  swear  you'll  be  true, 

When  you  know  very  well  you  won't; 
You  say  you  only  love  but  one. 

But  )'ou  know  ver}'  well  that  you  don't; 
You  think  it  bliss  to  have  a  ki.ss 

From  your  sweethearts  about  a  score; 
And  then  like  fools  between  two  stools. 

You  come  slap  bang  to  the  floor. — Vhomn. 

You're  fond  of  dre.ss,  you  must  confess, 

Sealskin  and  diamond  rings; 
And  if  we  only  purchase  them. 

You  would  call  us  such  dear  little  things; 
You  hoax  and  coa.x  us  silly  men. 

Until  we  have  spent  all  our  ca.sh; 
The}'  say,  au  revoir,  because  were  ix)or. 
'  :  - :    ■  And  find  another  3'oung  mash. — V horns. 


— A  New  Jersey  female  institute  contains  thirty-four  red-headed 
iris,  and  the  principal  dTspenses  with  gas  and  all  other^ artificial 


light 


— A  three-year-old  little  girl  was  taught  to  close  her  evening 
prayer,  during  the  temporary  absence  of  her  father,  with  ' '  and 
please  watch  over  my  papa."  It  sounded  very  sweet,  but  the 
mother's  amusement  may  be  imagined  when  she  added,  ' '  and  you 
bettet  keep  an  eye  on  mamma,  too! " — Baptist  WeeMy.  I 
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CAPTAIN    CUFF. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  jxist-pnid,  on 

Mcelpt  of  40  cents,  by  11.  J.  Wehinau,  P.  ().  Box  1823,  Now  York  City.    Send 

for  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular  English  and  German  Songs— Free. 

Some  coons  go  in  for  whiskers. 

For  mo.st  unplea<iant  dogs, 
Some  fellows  have  a  weakness  for 

The  most  outrageous  togs; 
I'm  very  strong  on  linen, 

Yes,  and  would  not  give  a  dollar, 
For  life  without  a  splendid  show 

Of  snow-white  cull  and  collar. 

6P0MW. — Which  has  earned  for  mc  the  title  of — 

CnoRVs. 

Captain  Cuff,  Captain  Cuff,  you  can  tell  me  by  my  collar. 
Captain  Cuff,  Captain  CulT,  tho'  I'm  not  worth  h:ilf  a  dollar; 
I'm  awfully  stiff  in  style,  as  my  dgart?tte  I  pulT. 
'     They  cry:  "  Ilil  clear  the  way,  here  ooiaes  Cf.ptain  Cuff." 

Sometimes  a  common  fellow. 

Of  the  "  lower  order  "  cla.<*9, 
.     "Will  dare  to  make  some  rude  remark 

Or  mock  me  as  I  pass; 
And  lots  of  \'ulgar  little  boys 

They  knotv-  me  Avell  enough. 
And  oft  salute  me  in  the  street. 

With  "  What  cheer,  Captain  Cuff  ?  ■' 

Chorus. 

Captain  Cuff,  Captain  Cuff,  you  can  tell  him  by  hfs  rollar 
Captain  Cuff,  Captain  Cuff,  he  ain't  worth  lialf  :»  riolhir; 
He's  "  Glenfield  "  in  his  style,  as  the  cigarette  lic'll  pviff, 
So,  hi  I  hey!  clear  the  way,  here  comes  Captain  Cuff. 

I  lounge  aljout  at  parties, 

I'm  heavy  at  the  bidl; 
By  Jove  I  the  Captain  never  has 

To  decorate  the  wall; 
I  dance  ^^^th  every  charmer'nt 

To  be  my  •'  ria  a  via/  "  • 

And 'tis  awfully  delightful, 

How  the  ladies  follow  me — 

Spoken. — With  their  eyes  all  over  the  room,  when  I  often  hear 
a  charming  creature  observe  to  her  ina — "Oh,  ma,  dear,  who  is 
that  handsome,  dignified  party  over  tliere?"  Then  by  the  time 
I've  struck  an  imposing  attitude,  I  hear  the  "  old  un  "  say:  '•  Why, 
my  dear  Maud,  don't  you  know  it's — (Jhorun. 

With  darling  ej'cs  upon  me. 

Through  life  I  gayly  marcJi; 
My  style  shall  be  the  stiffest. 

My  motto  shall  be '■  starch;  " 
Should  my  cuff  and  collar  glory, 

Be  ever  gone  and  flc<l, 
You'll  know  that  Captain  Cuff's  gone  wrong. 

Or  his  washerwoman's  dead. 

Spoken. — And  what  is  all  the  world  to  a  man  when  hi.s  laun- 
dress is  defunct,  it  would  mean  ruin  to — (Jhornit. 


'^ 


G-ive  Me  a  Cot  in  the  Valley.  I  Love. 

Tbe  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  i)ost-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  .1.  Wcliman.  P.  C).  Box  1823.  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Eni^iit^h  and  (jcruian  Songs— Free. 

Give  me  a  cot  in  the  valley  I  love. 
A  tent  in  the  greenwood,  a  lu>me  in  the  grove; 
I  care  not  how  humJ)le,  for  happy  'twoidd  Ije, 
If  one  faithful  heart  will  hut  sliarc  it  with  nie. 
Our  haunts  .shall  be  natun  "s  own  lK;autiful  l)owers, 
Our  gems  shall  l)e  nature's  own  beautiful  flowers; 
All  woo  d  by  the  sunsiiine,  and  kiss-d  by  the  gale, 
The  proudest  might  envy  our  home  in  the  vale. 

Lov'st  thou  to  listen  to  music's  sweet  voice? 
Then  fly  W>  the  woods  where  the  .song-birds  rejoice; 
Or  wouldst  thou  be  free?  to  the  forest  repair, 
The  stag  in  its  free<lom  bounds  merrily  tlicrc. 
When  Summer  has  gone,  and  WintcTs  chill  hours 
Have  rifled  the  greenwo<xl  and  blighted  the  flowers; 
The'  ice-lx)und  the  brook,  and  snow-clad  the  dale, 
The  proudest  might  envy  our  home  in  the  vale. 


Yaller  Dorg's  Love  for  a  Nigger 

Thar  is  a  lone  moimd  in  yon  CTaveyard  cold, 

That  knows  no  decoration  day, 
For  him  that's  laid  away  thar  to  mould, 

Is  only  a  nigger,  they  say. 

He  died  an  old  vagrant,  not  a  cent  did  he  own, 

And  he  left  not  a  soul  to  be  sad; 
They  gave  him  his  freedom,  he  wandered  alone, 

And  an  old  yaller  dorg  was  all  that  he  had. 

They  dug  him  a  grave,  and  laid  him  away, 

"  *rhe  [)Oor  old  worn-out  slave;  " 
No  prayer  for  his  rest  did  any  one  say, 

But  his  dorg  lay  down  on  his  grave. 

And  there  you  may  see  him  day  after  day. 

At  morning,  at  night,  and  at  noon; 
And  there's  no  inducement  can  get  him  away 

From  that  sad  rude  grave  of  the  coon. 

He  lays  thar,  and  nwans  the  whole  of  the  day. 

For  no  one  else  does  he  care; 
And  no  food  can  tempt  him  one  moment  away 

From  the  grave  of  the  nigger  laid  thar. 

Thar's  a  mighty  fine  monument  standing  right  nigh, 
But  to  me  that  poor  moimd  looks  bigger; 

For  thar's  a  monument  money  can't  buy — 
A  yaller  dorg's  love  for  a  nigger. 


TICK!    TICK!    TICK! 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  i«ent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  -10  centu,  by  H.  J.  W'ehman,  P.  O.  Box  182:1,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Englivh  and  German  Songs— Free. 

Vile  going  down  town  von  fine  day  la.st  Vinter, 

A  telegraph  office  I  happened  to  pass, 
Und  dere,  alongside  an  insdrument  sidding, 

Vos  a  neat,  but  a  pretty  und  mcxiest  young  lass; 
By  vay  of  accjuaintance,  I  gwick  .sent  a  me.s.sage 

To  my  married  sister  who  lives  oud  of  town; 
I'nd  told  de  young  girl  I  vould  vait  for  de  answer, 

Und  den  she  politely  asked  me  to  sit  down.     Ah\ 

Spoken. — I  .sat  down,  und  ve  commenced  to  talk  about  diamond  ' 
jewelry  und  rotten  eggs,  und  dings  like  dot,  und  I  vos  just  going  ^ 
to  kiss  her,  ven  de  answer  from  my  sister  came  over  de  wires,  mit  a:  \ 

ClIOULS. 

Tick,  tick,  tick,  lick,  tick,  tick,  tick,  tick,  tick,  tick,  tick,  tick. 

Music  vich  I  thought  so  sweet. 
Tick,  tick,  tick,  tick,  tick,  tick,  tick,  tick,  tick,  tick, 

Ven  Maria  und  I  first  did  meet. 

I  {\vx\  vent  to  .see  her  not  very  long  afder, 

Intrwluced  to  her  farder,  her  raoder  as  veil. 
Her  sister,  her  broders,  her  aiuit  und  her  uncles, 

Und  so  many  relatives  I  cannot  tell. 
Ve  used  to  go  valking  out  on  moonlight  evenings, 

Ve  spoke  of  pure  love,  und  I  tell  you  'dwas  tine. 
Tin  at  htst  I  managed  for  to  get  tip  courajre. 

Und  I  asked  dot  young  gal  of  she  vould  be  mine. 

Spoken. — I  said  to  her:  "  Of  you  lofe  mc  as  I  do  you,  no  spitz 
dO";  can  cut  our  love  in  two  pieces."  Und  ven  I  got  drotigh  she 
didn't  .say:  "Allow  me  a  few  moments  to  conij>ose  my.self,"  or 
"  My  leedle  heart  is  fluttering."  Dere  vos  no  .soft  language  like 
dot;  she  jumped  as  gwick  at  my  offer  as: — Chorus. 

Ve'vc  1)een  married  dree  years  now,  und  ve  have  five  children, 

Dere's  two  pairs  of  girl  twins  und  von  bouncing  boy,  * 

Und  all  de  neighlwrs  say,  ve  should  be  happy. 

But  I  as.sure  you  married  life  vos  no  joy. 
Iler  relations,  too,  are  all  living  mit  us, 

Und  never  a  cent  for  dere  board  vill  dey  pay;  . 

Dey  sleep  half  de  time,  dey  eat  all  de  victuals. 

Vile  I  have  to  go  oud  und  vork  hard  all  day. 

Spoken. — Talk  about  married  life  Iwing  a  joy — veil,  ve've  got 
id  in  our  family.  I  dink  I'm  "bulling  oe  market."  I  tell  you 
ven  vou  marry,  never  marry  a  family  of  relatives — marry  von; 
von  is  a  dose.  It  is  all  I  can  do  de.se  hard  times,  to  make  money 
enough  to  support  my  family;  of  I  vant  a  drink  or  a  cigar,  I've 
got  to  get  it  on: — Qlwrui. 
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The  Flowers  of  the  Forests 

The  Words  and  "Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addreijg,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  P.  O.  Box  1M23.  Nfw  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  German  Songs— Free. 

I've  seen  the  smiling  of  fortune  beguiling, 
I've  felt  all  her  favors  and  found  their  decay; 

Sweet  was  her  blessing, 

Foud  her  caressing. 
But  now  they  are  fled — fled  far  away. 
I've  seen  the" forest  adorned,  the  foremost, 
With  flowers  of  the  fairest,  both  pleasant  and  gay; 

Sweet  was  their  blooming. 

Their  scent  the  air  perfuming, 
But  now  they  ore  withered,  and  a' wedu  away ! 

I've  seen  the  morning  with  gold  the  hills  adorning, 
And  clouds  and  tempests  storming  before  the  mid-day; 

I've  seen  Twbeds  silver  .streams 

Glittering  in  the  simuy  beams. 
Grow  drumlie  and  dark  as  they  rolled  on  their  way. 
()  flckle  fortune,  why  this  cruel  sporting? 
Why  thus  iHjrplex  us,  poor  sons  of  a  day? 

Xae  mair  thy  frowns  fear  me,  .  

Nae  mair  thy  smiles  cheer  me,  .       . 

For  the  flowers  of  the  forest  are  a'  wedc  away! 


I'm  Saddest  When  I  Sing. 
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You  think  I've  a  merry  heart,  . 

Because  my  songs  are  gsiy; 
But,  oh!  they  all  were  taught  to  me 

By  friends  now  gone  away.  .         " 

The  bird  retains  his  silver  note, 

.Though  bondage  chains  his  wing; 
His  song  is  not  a  happy  one — 

I'm  saddest  when  I  sing. 

I  heard  them  first  in  that  sweet  home 
~  I  never  more  shall  see; 

And  now  each  song  of  joj-  has  got 

A  plaintive  turn  for  me. 
Alas!  'tis  vain  in  Winter  time, 

"To  mock  the  songs  of  Spring; 
Ejloh  note  recalls  some  whithcred  leaf — 

I'm  saddest  w  hen  I  sing. 

Of  all  the  friends  I  used  to  love. 

My  harp  remains  alone; 
Its  faithful  voice  still  seems  to  be       •  • 

An  echo  of  my  own.  .  - 

My  tears,  when  I  bend  o'er  it,  . 

'       .  Will  fall  uix)n  its  string; 

Yet  those  who  hear  me,  little  think 

I'm  saddest  when  I  sing. 


THE    POOR    OLD    TRAMP. 
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Oh.  T  tramp,  tramp  along,  tho'  I'm  weary,    . 

No  rest  through  the  long  dreary  day; 
Tlirough  the  rain  and  the  snow,  I  must  tramp  to  and  fro. 

There  is  no  place  of  shelter  for  me. 

Ciiouus.  . .; 

:.      Only  a  p(K)r  old  wamlerer,  •      ■ 

^fo  place  to  call  my  home; 
No  one  to  pity  me,  no  one  to  cheer. 
As  friendless  and  .sadly  I  roam. 

Oh.  I  long  for  a  place  by  the  fireside. 

For  the  night's  bitter  cold,  dark  and  damp; 

Vacant  places  I  see,  but  there's  no  place  for  me. 
Because  I'm  a  poor  old  tramp. — Chorus. 

Ah.' once  I  wa.s  peaceful  and  happy, 

Ilatl  true  loving  friends  ever  near; 
But  now  they  are  gone  and  I'm  left  alone, 

With  no  one  my  pathway  to  cheer. — Cliorus.       ^ >    .  ■  .^  >.  '. 


•  LQRA    VALE.    ' 
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Calmly  fell  the  silver  moonlight 
*^       Over  hill  and  over  dale. 

As  with  mournf id  hearts  we  lingered 

B}-  the  couch  of  ^ra  Vale. 
She  way  djing,  gentle  LoRi,  ■  ,     ^ 

•  She  was  passing  like  a  sigh,  " 

From  a  world  of  love  and  beauty,       • 
To  a  brighter  world  on  high. 

■  ■       I      Chorus. 

Lora,  Lora,  still  we  love  thee. 

Though  we  see  thy  form  no  more; 
And  we  know  thou'it  come  to  meet  us, 

When  we  reach  the  mystic  shore. 

Brightly  dawned  the  morrow's  morning 

Over  hill  and  over  dale; 
Still  with  mournful  hearts  we  lingered 

By  the  side  of  Lora  Vale. 
She  was  almost  at  the  river. 

When  the  light  broke  from  the  skv, 
And  she  smiletl  and  whis|x;retl  faintfy: 
:■  I  am  not  afraid  to  die!^C'/wr««. 

Softly  throiigh  the  trellised  window, 
"  Came  the  XVest-winds  gentle  ))reath;  ' 

But  she  beetled  not  its  mildness, 

For  she  .slept  the  sleep  of  death.     .  .      ^ 

And  beyond  the  .silver  moonbeams. 

Ay,  beyond  the  stars  of  night ;  ; 

Now  she  dwells,  our  darling  Lora,  •    - 

In  the  home  of  angels  bright. — Chorut 


CLEMENTINE.    - 
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In  the  centre  of  a  golden  valley 

Dwelt  a  maiden  all  divine; 
'  A  pretty  creature,  a  miner's  daughter. 

And  her  name  was  Clementine. 
Her  noble  father  was  the  foreman 

Of  every  valuetf  mine; 
And  every  miner  and  ranchman 

Was  in  love  with  Clementine. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  my  darling,  oh,  my  darling, 

My  darling  Clementine, 
You  are  lost  to  me  forever. 

Dreadful  sorrow,  Clementine. 

The  foreman  miner,  an  old  forty-niner, 

In  dreams  ami  thoughts  sul)lime. 
Lived  in  comfort  with  his  daughter, 

Ilis  jiretty  chil<l,  Clementine. 
When  fur  away  he  woidd  often  pray. 

That  in  his  sunny  clime 
No  harm  might  overtake  her. 

His  favorite  nugget,  Clementine. — Ch/ru9. 

When  the  day  was  done,  and  the  setting  sun 

Its  rays  they  ce:i.><ed  to  .shine. 
Homeward  ciuue  the  brawtiy  miner 

To  caress  his  Clementine. 
None  was  nearer,  none  was  dearer. 

Since  the  days  of  forty-nine; 
When  in  youth  he  had  another 

Who  was  then  his  Clementine. — Chorus. 

She  led  her  ducks  down  to  the  river. 

The  weather  it  wiis  fine; 
Stubbed  her  toe  against  a  sliver, 

Fell  into  the  raging  brine. 
He  heard  her  calling,  calling  father, 
•      Her  voice  A^as  like  a  chime; 
.    But,  alas!  he  was  no  swimmer,        r 
So  he  lost  his  Clementine. — Chorui. 
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LORD    LOVEL. 
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Lord  Lovcl  he  stood  at  his  gardeu  gate, 
C.'ombing  his  inilk-\fhite  stei-d. 

When  up  came  Ljidy  Nancy  Bell. 
To  wish  her  lovier  good  speed,  si>eed,  sixmmI — 
Wislxing  her  lovier  good  speed,  speed,  speed. 

"  Oh.  -where  are  you  goin^,  Lord  Level?  "  she  said, 

"  Oh,  where  are  you  going?  "  she  said; 
"  I'm  ^oing,  my  Lady  >(ancy  Bell, 

Foreign  countries  for  to  see-e-i' — 

Foreign  countries  for  to  see-e-e." 

"When  will  you  come  back.  Lord  Lovel?"  she  said, 

"  When  will  you  come  back?  '  said  she; 
"  In  a  year  or  two,  or  three,  or  four, 

I'll  come  back  to  ray  Lady  Nancec-e-e — 

IJl  come  back  to  my  Lady  Naucec-e-e." 

He  had  only  been  gone  twelve  months  and  a  day, 

Foreign  countries  for  to  see; 
When  languishing  thoughts  came  into  his  head. 

Lady  Nancy  Bell  he  would  go  see-e-e — 

Lady  Nancy  Bell  he  would  go  sec-e-e. 

So  he  rode,  and  he  rode  on  his  milk-white  .steed, 

Till  he  came  to  Loudon  town — 
And  there  he  heard  Saint  Pnncridfiea  bells, 

And  the  people  a-mourning  around — 

And  the  i^eople  a-mourniug  around. 

"  Oh!  what  is  the  matter?  "  Lord  Lovcl,  he  said, 

"Oh!  what  is  the  matter? "  said  he; 
"  A  lord's  lady  is  dead."  the  people  all  said. 

"  And  some  call  her  Lady  Nancee-e-e  " — 

"  And  some  call  her  Lady  Nancce-e-e." 

Then  he  order'd  the  grave  to  l)e  open'd  wide, 
And  the  shroud  to  be  turned  down— 

And  then  he  kissed  her  clay-cold  lips. 
While  the  tears  came  trickling  down- 
While  the  tears,  came  trickling  down. 

Then  he  flung  hmelf  Aavcn  by  the  side  of  the  corpse. 

With  a  shivering  gulp  and  a  gtigglc; 
Gave  two  hops,  three  kicks,  heav'd  a  sigh,  blew  his  nosi-. 

Sung  a  song,  and  then  died  in  the  struggle! 

Sung  a  song,  and  then  died  in  the  .struggle! 

Lady  Nancy  she  died  as  it  might  be  to-day — 

Lord  Lovel  he  died  as  to-morrow — 
Lady  Nancy  she  died  out  of  pure,  pure  grief, 

And  Lord  Lovel,  he  died  out  of  sorrow — 

And  Lord  Lovel,  he  died  out  of  sorrow. 

Lady  Nancy  was  laid  in  Saint  Punerulge't  church, 

Lord  Lovel  wa.s  laid  in  the  choir; 
And  out  of  her  hutznm  there  grew  a  red  rose. 

And  out  of  her  lovkr's  a  brier-ier-ier— 

And  out  of  her  lucia-'ii  a  brier-ier-ier. 

Bo  they  grew,  and  they  grew,  to  the  church-steeple  top, 

And'thev  couldn't  grow  up  no  higher; 
Bo  they  t\vine<l  themselves  in  a  true  loviers  knot, 

For  all  lovier's  true  to  admire  ire  ire — 

For  all  lovier's  true  to  admire-irc-irc. 


Tell  Me,  Mary,  How  to  Woo? 
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Tell  me.  Mary,  how  to  woo  thee? 

Teach  my  bosom  to  reveal 
All  my  pa.s.siou  sweet  unto  thee. 

All  the  love  my  heart  can  feel. 
No,  when  joy  first  brightened  o'er  me, 

'Twas  not  joy  illumed  her  ray; 
And  when  sorrow  tlies  before  ine. 

'Twill  not  clia.se  her  smile  away? 
Tell  me.  Mary,  how  to  woo  thee? 

Teach  my  Ix^om  to  reveal 
All  my  pa.ssion  sweet  \mto  thee, 

All  the  love  my  heart  can  feel? 

Like  the  tree  no  winds  can  .sever. 

From  the  ivy  round  it  cast; 
Thus,  the  heart  that  loves  thee  ever. 

Loves  thee,  Mary,  to  the  last. 
Tell  me.  Mary,  how  to  love  thee? 

Teach  my  bosom  to  reveal 
All  its  sorrow  sweet  unt(»  thee. 

All  the  love  my  heart  can  feel? 
Tell  me,  Mary,  how  to  love  thee? 

Teach  my  Imksomi  to  reveal 
All  its  sorrow  sweet  unto  thee. 

All  the  love  mv  heart  can  feel? 


I 
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What  Became  of  a  Lie. 


By  Mrs.  M.  A.  Kidder. 


— -No  man  who  eats  onions  can  keep  the  habit  a  secret, 
leek  out  some  way. — Lynn  Union. 


It  will 


— Flipkins  was  pas.sing  along  the  street  and  8aw  a  trunk  outside 
e  door  of  a  dealer,  l>earingtiie  legend,  "This  size  for  $10."    "  So 


First,  somebody  told  it. 

Then  the  room  wouldnl  hold  it, 

So  the  bu.sy  tongue  rolled  it 

Till  they  got  it  outside; 
When  the  crowd  came  acro.ss  it. 
It  never  once  lost  it. 
But  tossed  it,  and  tos.'sed  it, 

Till  it  grew  long  and  wide. 

From  a  ven.'  small  lie,  sir. 
It  grew  deep  and  high.  sir. 
Till  it  reached  to  th(!  sky,  sir. 

And  frightened  the  moon; 
For*she  hid  her  sweet  face,  sir. 
In  a  veil  of  cloud-lace,  .sir, 
At  the  dreadful  disgrace,  sir. 

That  hap|)ened  at  noon. 

This  lie  brought  forth  others. 
Dark  sisters  and  brothers, 
And  fathers  and  mothers — 

A  terrible  crew; 
And  while  headlong  they  hurried. 
The  people  they  Hurried, 
And  troubled,  and  worried, 

As  lies  always  do. 

And  so,  evil-boded. 

This  monstrous  lie  goaded. 

Till  at  la-st  it  exploded. 

In  smoke  and  in  shame; 
While  from  mud  and  from  mire, 
The  pieces  Hew  higher. 

And  hit  the  .sad  liar. 

And  killed  his  good  name! 


I 

.  -    « 
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do  I,"  said  Flipkins. — Kaleuhsct/pe. 


— "  You  look  weak,  Brown.  What's  the  matter?  "  "  Bought  a 
horse  la-st  week.  Ugly  l)east!  Kicked  me  on  the  cheek."  "  So? 
I  see  the  bruise."  "  V'es;  l)ut  I'm  in  e.xcellent  health — strong  a.s  a 
horse."  "Indeed!"  "Oh,  yes;  carry  a  horse-scar  without  the 
least  iTonhla'."— Chicago  Jiarrmer.  . 


— "  Uncle  James,"  .said  a  Boston  young  ladv,  who  was  spending 
a  few  days  in  the  countn'.  "  is  that  chicken  l»y  the  gate  a  Hrah-  ( 
miu't  "     "  No,"  replied  Uncle  James,  "  he's  a  Leghorn."     "  Wliy.  f 
eertainly.  to  be  sure!  "  .said  the  \'Oung  lad}'.     "  How  stupid  of  me! 
I  can  see  the  horns  on  his  ankles." — Itochttter  J'ost-L'xjjren*. 


— "  I  wish,  mamma,"  .said  little  Johnny  Fizzletop,  "  that  I  lived 
in  South  Africa."  "  Whv,  my  son,  do  you  wish  you  lived  in 
South  Africa?  "  "  Why,  the  mammas  down  there  don't  wear  any 
slippers,  you  know."  "  Yes,  my  son,  but  you  mu.st  also  remeni- 
ber  that  little  boys  in  South  Africa  don't  wear  any  pants,  either." 
"  That's  so,"  said  Johnny,  "it's  queer  I  never  thought  anything 
about  that."  ... 
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Written  and  sung  by  the  great  Pat  Rooney. 


Since  the  day  thiit  I  got  married, 

I  kicked  and  cursed  myself;  '       ' 

My  wife  and  Mr.  Flauigau 

lias  put  me  on  the  shelf; 
It  is  me  that  gets  the  water, 

While  the  lodger  gets  the  tay; 
And  every  night  before  I  sleep. 

To  them  I  have  to  say: 

Chorus. 

Ana  I  a  man,  or  am  I  a  mouse, 

Am  I  a  daceut  married  man  or  dodger? 

I'd  like  to  know  v.ho's  the  boss  of  the  house,      . 
Is  it  me  or  Flauigau,  the  lodger? 

Mister  Flauigau  docs  nothing. 

He  leads  a  dandy  life, 
And  every  week  I  get  mj"  pay, 

lie  shares  it  with  my  wife; 
.  He  takes  her  out  to  matinees, 

lie  does  the  tra-la-loo, 
While  with  the  kids  I  stop  at  home 

To  play  the  peek-a-boo. — Chorus.     '^' 

When  it's  home  I '^ome  to  supper,      ^     \  •  -    ;  ., 

As  hungry  as  can  be, 
I  find  them 'munching  steaks  and  chops. 

The  bones  they  leave  for  me; 
Then  my  wife  she  fills  the  growler, 

IJut  its  ne'er  a  sup  have  I, 
Although  I  pay  for  every  pint 

That  she  goes  out  to  buy. — Chorus. 

Now  the  kids  are  bossed  by  Flanigan,     . 

Who  pulls  them  by  the  ear. 
And  there's  the  divil  and  all  to  pay 

If  I  should  interfere; 
And  to  some  fine  moonlight  picnic, 

Tlien  the  pair  of  them  will  skip; 
Then  Flauigau  takes  my  Sunday  clothes 

To  wear  upon  the  trip. — Chorux. 

Oh,  I'll  fill  me  up  some  evening  ' 

With  Casey's  best  benzine, 
And  walk  into  this  Flanigan,  ( 

The  finest  ever  seen; 
Sure  I'll  bounce  him,  and  his  baggage 

Down  a  sewer  I  will  toss; 
.    I'll  let  that  wife  of  mine  .soon  know 

Which  one  of  us  is  boss. 

Spoken. — My  wife  came  home  at  five  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
and  she  .says  tome:  "Jerry."  "What  is  it?  "says  I.  "Go  out 
and  get  me  roller  skates,"  saj's  she.     "  Bad  luck  to  you,"  says  I, 

HI  go  and  bring  ye  the  ix)lice  station,  for" — C/torua. 


THE   MAID   OF  JUDAH. 
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No  more  shall  the  children  of  Judah  sing. 

The  lay  of  the  happier  time, 
Or  .strike  the  harp  with  the  golden  string,    : 

'Xeath  the  sun  of  an  Eastern  clime. 
This  was  the  lay  of  a  Jewish  maid. 

Though  not  in  her  father's  bowers;  ;  "■ 

Laud  of  my  kindred,  thou'lt  ne'er  be  forgot. 

While  the  ruins  remain  of  thy  towers. 

Oh,  where  are  the  sons  of  thine  ancient  race,    .  ■ 
Who  were  taught  but  the  javelin  to  bear? 

Fallen  in  that  city  whose  wreck  I  now  trace, 
Though  once  it  was  lovely  and  fair. 

The  green  grass  grows  o'er  that  fertile  sp>ot. 
Where  once  were  the  sweetest  flowers;  •' : 

Land  of  my  kindred,  thou'lt  not  be  forgot,  V, 

1'  ..  While  the  ruins  remain  of  thy  towers. 


THE    NEW    JERUSALEM. 
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Oh,  father,  will,  oh.  will  you  go. 
Oh,  father,  will,  oh,  will  you  go. 
Oh.  father,  will,  oh,  will  you  go 
To  the  New  Jerusalem? 

CnoRus. 
Walk  up  and  down  the  golden  streets. 
Walk  up  and  down  the  golden  streets. 
Walk  up  and  down  the  golden  streets 
Of  the  New  Jerusalem? 

-     Oh,  mother,  will,  oh,  will  you  go,  .  .       " 

Oh,  mother,  will,  oh,  will  you  go. 
Oh,  mother,  will,  oh,  will  you  go 
To  the  New  Jerusalem? — Choinis. 

There  you  .shall  have  a  starrj*  crown. 

There  you  shall  have  a  starry  crown. 

There  you  shall  have  a  starry  crown. 

The  crowns  are  ready  now. — Chorus. 

.     Oh,  sister,  will,  oh,  will  you  go. 
Oh,  sister,  will,  oh,  will  you  go, 
■  Oh,  sister,  will,  oh,  will  you  go 

To  the  New  Jerusalem? — Cho7'u$. 

•T         There  you  shall  have  a  lily  white  robe. 
There  you  shall  have  a  lily  white  robe. 
There  you  shall  have  a  lily  white  robe,    • 
The  robes  are  rejidy  now. — CIwtuk. 

V    Oh,  brother,  will,  oh,  will  you  go,  '  * 

Oh,  brother,  will,  oh,  will  you  go. 
Oh,  brother,  will,  oh,  will  you  go 
.  ;        To  the  New  Jerusalem? — Chorus. 

'.    There  you  shall  have  a  harp  of  gold, 
-    .       There  you  shall  have  a  harp  of  gold, 
There  you  shall  have  a  harp  of  gold. 
The  harps  are  ready  now. — Chorus, 

MINNIE    CLYDE. 
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Oh!  long  have  I  sung  of  sweet  Kitty  Clyde, 

Who  lived  at  the  foot  of  the  hill ; 
And  though  that  sweet  pretty  bird  has  flown. 

Another  is  living  there  still. 
She's  blythe  and  gay,  as  the  robin  that  sings 

On  the  trees  by  the  old  mill  side; 
And  if  ever  I  loved  a  girl  in  my  life, 

'Tis  the  charming,  sweet  ^linuie  Clyde. 

,      Chorus. 
Oh!  Minnie  Clyde,  she  is  my  pride,      ' 

And  sure  i  am  no  jester;  - 

For  if  ever  I  loved  a  girl  in  my  life, 

'Tis  Minnie,  Kitty  Clyde's  sister.         -- 

I  think  her  eyes  are  brighter  than  Kitty's, 

The  dimple  in  her-chin  is  deeper; 
I  would  be  imprisoned  the  rest  of  my  life,  r 

With  Minnie  Clyde  for  my  keeper. 
In  the  festive  throng,  she  sings  a  sweet  song. 

With  the  lowly  alike  she  is  meek; 
Her  eyes  are  the  w  iudows  of  her  soul. 

Through  which  Minnie's  heart  would  speak. — Chorus. 

Oh!  blest  arc  the  hearts  that  live  in  the  cot, 

That  stands  at  the  foot  of  the  hill; 
Oh!  sweet  are  the  songs  that  echo  in  the  glen. 

By  the  murmur  of  the  moss-covered  mill. 
The  birds  all  chant  their  notes  to  Minnie, 

The  angels  above  have  caressed  her; 
But  you  have  the  angels,  and  I  have  the  birds. 

And  I'll  have  Kitty  Clyde's  sister.— C7«>rt«.  ,  . 


—A  standing  offer  on  the  cars— Please  take  my  seat.— ifew  York 
Daily  News. 


-—  A*H'-H»-*<«i»**.'*SrV^  v^ ■-;  tkl?^  .s-.'j^ , 


r   The  Friar  of  Orders  G-rey. 
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I  am  a  Friar  of  Orders  Grey, 
Aud  dowu  the  valley  I  take  my  way; 
I  pull  not  blacklierry,  baw  nor  hip. 
Oootl  store  of  venison  does  till  my  scrip; 
My  I0U2:  bead  roll  I  merrily  chant, 
Wherever  I  walk  no  money  I  want. 
Wherever  I  walk  no  money  I  want. 
And  why  I'm  so  plump  the  reason  Til  tell. 
Who  leads  a  good  life  is  sure  to  live  well ! 
Who  leads  a  good  life  is  sure  to  live  well! 

CnoRUS. 

■ .      What  baron  or  squire,  or  knight  of  the  shire, 
Lives  half  so  well  as  a  lioly  friar? 
Lives  half  so  well,  half  so  well. 
Lives  half  so  well  as  a  holy  friar? 

After  supper  of  heaven  I  dream. 

But  that  is  fat  pullet  and  clouted  cream; 

Mvself  by  denial  I  mortify, 

AV'ith  a  dainty  bit  of  warden  pie; 

I'm  cloth'd  in  sack-cloth  for  ray  sin, 

With  old  sack-wine  Im  lind  within. 

With  old  sack-wine  I'm  lind  within. 

A  chiruping  cup  is  my  mat  in  song, 

And  the  vesper  bell  is  my  bowl,  ding  doug! 

And  the  vesper  bell  is  my  bowl,  ding  dongi — Cliorua. 


YoTir  Little  Liza  Loves  You. 
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I  had  a  dream  de  other  night, 
;  De  funniest  dream  of  all. 

Dreamt  I  .saw  de  "  brand  new  coon" 

Get  over  our  garden  wall: 
He  came  right  up  de  old  sidewalk 

And  called  for  his  turtle-duve, 
And  says:  "  Oh,  Li/a,  tell  me  true. 

Who  is  it  that  you  love'/ 

*  CnoRUS. 

Your  little  Li/a  loves  you,  yes. 
Your  little  Liza  loves  you, 

Loves  vou  in  de  Spring  and  de  Fall;    . 
Your  little  Liza  loves  you,  yes, 
Your  little  Liza  loves  you. 

Your  little  Liza  loves  you  one  and  all. 

Oh,  when  I  woke  from  dat  dream. 

Found  it  was  no  joke; 
Dere  I  saw  de  "  brand  new  coon  " 

A-talking  to  a  lot  of  folks; 
Dev  want  t.o  know  what  he's  doing  dere, 

fie  called  for  his  turtle-dove. 
.  .' .:  And  said:  "  Oh,  Liza,  tell  dem  all 

Who  is  it  that  you  love'/ — (J horun. 
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The  Lone  Rock  "by  the  Sea. 
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Oh  I  tell  me  not  the  woods  are  fair, 

Now  Spring  is  on  her  w:»y; 
Well,  well,  I  know  how  brightly  there 

In  joy  the  young  leaves  play.  ^ 

How  sweet,  on  winds  ot  morn  or  eve, 

The  violet's  breath  may  be; 
You  ask  me,  woo  me  not  to  leave 

ily  lone  rock  by  the  sea. — {liepeut  lu»(  tteo  linen.) 

The  wild  waves'  thunder  on  the  shore. 

The  curlew's  restless  cries, 
Unto  my  watching  heart  are  more 

Than  all  earth's  melodies. 
Come  back,  my  ocean  rover,  come! 

There's  but  one  place  for  me. 
Till  I  can  greet  thy  swift  .sail  home, 

My  lone  rock  by  the  sea. — (Hepeat  lad  heo  linex.) 


The  Fine  Old  Dutch  G-entleman. 
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I'll  sing  you  now  a  Dietchen  song  'bout  Hans  Von  Kroupejgljcet, 

Vot  ki-ept  a  lairer  bier  saloon  up  In  de  Bowery  shtreet; 

lie  eat  de  shwinejKH-fe,  shpeck  nn  slough,  uu  efery  kind  of  meat, 

I'll  I  shvear  mil  mine  good  graehus,  pon  top  de  people,  so  much  as  a  barrel  of 

Hour  krout,  un  two  pushels  of  lager  bier  every  morning  he  would  eat, 
IK'  \'as  a  flne  old  Dietcbeu  tihentleman,  von  of  de  pesteet  kind. 

By  de  firefshtovc  In  his  bier  saloon  efery  morning  he  vonld  shtand. 
Mil  a  bottle  of  schnapp:^  down  by  his  side,  un  a  glass  up  in  his  band, 
t'n  by  himself  he  triuk>>  dis  toast:  ••  Ich  lieben  die  Vaterland!  " 
I'u  inidout  yon  could  Dietche  vershter,  for  he  void  nix  Inglish  gasprochen,  ven 
he'd  say:  •'  Si)echlebeckB  von-grossen-dnndcr  un  blitzcn  nut-de-sw-imegrahdle 
skiponpens-die  dobhicchm."  you  couldn't  nix  understand 
Dis  line  old  Dietchen  shcntleman,  vou  of  de  goot  olt  kind. 

His  nose  vas  red  ash  a  beetle,  yaw,  by  dnnder,  dat  ish  dmo. 

His  month  pout  foiirdeen  inches  wide,  his  eyes  vere  black  ash  plue; 

He  pciongs  mit  de  Freesangerbund,  un  he  vas  a  turner,  too. 

Un  ]K>liiics  makes  him  nix  difference,  but  ven  you  comes  mit  de  Maine  liquors 

law  to  dake  avay  hit;  lager  bier.  den.  py  dam.  dat  vas  someding  new 
To  dis  line  old  Dietchen  t-hentlemau,  von  of  de  pcstest  kind. 

Dis  flne  old  Dietchen  shentleman  he  vent  to  t)ed  drunk  eferj-  night, 

I'n  Homedimes  ven  dere  van  coming  roiint  eKftions,  mit  de  udder  fellars  he'd  flght 

I'n  rilouck  dem  on  de  koup  mit  a  double-barrel'd  powie  knife,  but  I  don't  tiuk 

dat  vas  rite. 
For  ven  nni  of  dem  people?  haf  his  head  preak'd  into  his  nose  all  ofer  his  face, 

un  vas  nearly  drownded  mit  a  big  shtick.  1  tell  3-ou  somedings  rite  avay  shust 

now  dat  vas  a  sorry  sight 
To  dii<  Hue  old  Dietchen  shentleman,  von  of  dc  goot  old  kind. 

But  von  time  dere  corned  some  dronples,  nn  he  flght  mit  all  his  main, 

Dough  he  vas  kilt  von.  two,  ash  six,  eight  couple  of  times,  he  ehuinps  up  un  fltes 

a<rain. 
Dill  lii^  head  vas  all  splitted  open  down  pack,  un  den  de  blood  comes  down  like 

niin; 
I'n  py  uu  py  come  dere  de  coroner  mit  de  shnry,  un  sit  on  him  apout  dwenty-two 

hours  ash  tree-quarters,  nn  shqueeze  all  de  preth  out  of  his  pody,  den  dey 

priugs  in  a  verdicrase,  vot  ho  dies  from  prandy  nn  vater  on  de  pruin, 
Does  dis  fine  oid  Dietchen  shentleman,  de  subject  of  dis  song. 


WAKE!    DINAH,    WAKE! 
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Wake!  Dinah,  wake!  the  bright  moon  is  beaming 

O'er  the  meadow,  the  corntield  aud  the  hill; 
And  the  stars,  though  no  brighter  than  thy  bright  ej'cs, 

Are^irleaniing  ol-rthe  earth,  all  so  calm  and  still. 
The  vfolet  in  the  glade  is  sleeping,  - 

The  lily  is  bending  o'er  the  rill; 
The  rose  "in  tears  of  pearly  dew-drops  weeping, 

Near  the  river  that  flows  calmly  by  the  mill. 

Cnonrs. 
■    Wake!  Dinah,  wake!  the  bright  moon  is  beaming 
O'er  the  meadow,  the  corntield  and  the  hill: 
And  the  stars,  though  no  brighter  than  thy  liright  eyes, 
Are  gleaming  o'er  the  earth,  all  so  calm  aud  still. 

Wake!  Dinah,  wake!  the  gentle  breeze  is  blowing, 

The  bird's  notes  still  hush'd  in  the  grove; 
,  The  ivy  around  the  sturdy  oak  is  growing. 

Clinging  fondly  as  though  .something  .still  to  love. 
The  shining  river  views  it  as  onward  rolling  by. 

And  as  on  golden  sands  the  ripples  break; 
In  sweet  enchanting  tones  it  .seems  to  murmur; 

Wake,  now,  my  clearest  Dinah,  wake. — V horns. 

Wake!  Dinah,  wake!  and  open  the  lattice. 

My  heart.  love,  can  brook  no  delay; 
How  dearly  I  love  to  thy  sweet  voice  to  listen, 

.More  sweet  than  the  lark's  morning  lay. 
Then  come,  dearest,  cotne,  for  each  throb  of  my  heart 

Speaks  in  language  which  love  cannot  mistake; 
So  true,  that  from  thee  I  cannot  depart, 

Then  wake,  cow,  my  dearest  Diaa'i,  wake! — Clu/rus. 


^. 


kV 


r ' 


-1 


— One-half  of  the  world  doesn't  know  how  the  other  half  lives, 
iintil  it  moves  in  a  ilarlem  flat. — New  York  Daily  News. 


KISSING-    IN    THE    STREET. 

Did  you  ever  notice,  mortals — 

Now  I'll  bet  a  cent  you  did —    '■■,.:•' 
llow  the  ladies — pretty  creatures — 

Can't  keep  their  feelings  Lid? 
But  they  are  kissing  out  in  public, 

Kissing  everywhere  they  meet; 
Kiss — kiss  at  church  and  shopping, 

^Vnd — kissing — in  the  street ! 

Behold  a  charming  maiden, 

Arrayed  in  fashion's  hight. 
She  meets  upon  the  sidewalk 

A  friend  she  saw  last  night: 
"  How  are  you,  my  darling  Nellie? 

How  glad  I  am  to  meet " — 
Then  a  dainty  shake  of  lingers. 

And — kissing — in  the  itreet ! 

A  bachelor  beside  us 

Says,  "  Pity  that  is  done 
So  much,  for  I  am  certain 

It  c<Z7i'<  be  any  fun: 
This  kissing  out  in  public, 

Kissing  everywhere  they  meet; 
Kiss,  kiss,  at  church  and  shopping, 

And — kissing — in  the  street !  ., 

"  But  the  secret  great  is  this,  sir: 

The  maiden  has  no  beau —      . 
No  gentleman  to  kiss  her; 

She  must  her  feelings  show,  ■ 

By  kissing  out  in  public,  „  ' 

Kissing  all  she  may  meet; 
Kissing,  kiss  at  church  and  shopping. 

Anil — kissing— ^(f'/i  tJte  street .' 

Now,  merry-hearted  maidens. 

And  women  more  discreet. 
Give  over  this  bad  habit 

(Jf  kissing  in  the  street. 
^         Remember  that  false  traitor 

Who  knelt  at  Jesus' feet, 
And  don't  become  a  greater 

B}' kissing  in  the  street. 


Be  noble-minded  women, 

With  hearts  attuned  to  right. 
Then  shall  each  see  the  other. 

As  those  who  dwell  in  light; 
But  neve;-  for  an  instant, 

Whoever  you  may  meet, 
Be  caught  like  silly  noodles, 

A-kissing  in  the  street. 


He's  Never  Done  Anything  Since. 
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One  fine  day  my  brother,  he  picked  up  a  pin, 
And  he's  never  done  anything  .since;  y 

,  ,     He  sneaked  up  to  a  man  and  he  stuck  it  in  bim. 
And  he's  never  done  anything  since. 

The  man  hollered  murder,  my  brother  was  glad, 

The  man  kicked  him  a  mile  and  then  he  was  sad; 

For  the  man  whom  he  stuck  with  the  pin  was  his  dad 
And  he's  never  done  anything  since. 

My  imcle  was  i)resident  of  a  large  bank. 

And  he's  never  done  anj'thing  since; 
And  from  all  wicked  deeds  he  alwaj's  shrank. 

And  he's  never  done  anything  since. 
One  daj'^  from  the  bank  he  was  suddenly  missed, 
l)epf)sitors  for  their  money  then  did  insist, 
But  he  had  it  in  Cansida  safe  in  his  fist. 

And  he's  never  done  anything  since. 

The  police  thej'  all  we^r  such  verj'  fine  clothes. 

And  the3''ve  never  done  anything  since; 
And  a  hat  called  a  helmet  that  covers  their  noae, 

And  they've  never  done  anything  since. 
They  stroll  around  to\vn  to  show  off  their  form, 
.    They're  just  like  a  rainbow  as  sure  as  you're  borp; 
For  they're  never  around  until  after  the  storm. 

And  they've  never  done  anything  since. 

-  .    The  girls  nowadays  all  go  in  for  show, 

And  they've  never  done  anything  since; 
To  elope  Avith  a  coachman  is  now  all  the  go, 

And  they've  never  done  amthing  sinee. 
The  j'oung  ladies  now  are  dressing  with  care. 
It  takes  them  all  day  to  bang  their  hair. 
And  at  night  they  hang  it  on  the  back  of  a  chair; 

And  they've  never  done  anything  since. 

My  mother-in-law  went  to  tiie  roller  skating  rink,    • 

And  she's  never  done  auAthing  since; 
She  skated  around  'till  her  cheeks  were  quite  pink. 

And  she's  never  done  an j'thing  since.  *.     , 

She  fell  with  a  thud,  but  for  that  didn't  care,  "  ' 

She  showed  her  striped  hose  and  the  ix'ople  did  stare; 


% 


For  on  the  hose  was  a  card  marked  "  Ten  cents  a  pair," 
And  she's  never  been  out  skating  since.     ' 


-•■/ 


The  G-old  Digger's  Lament. 

I  am  going  away  from  my  creditors  just  now, 

I  ain't  got  the  tin  to  pay  'em,  and  they're  kicking  up  a  row; 

There's  the  sheriff  after  me  with  ix)ckets  full  of  writs. 

And  my  tailor's  vowing  vengeance,  he  swears  he'll  give  me  fits. 

There's  no  room  for  speculation,  and  the  mines  ain't  worth  a  fiam, 

And  I  ain't  one  of  those  lucky  coves  that  works  for  Uncle  Sam; 

Whichever  way  I  turn  I  am  sure  to  meet  a  dun, 

"  So  I  think  the  best  thing  I  can  do  is  just  to  cut  and  run." 

I  wish  those  "  tamal  critters  "  that  wrote  home  about  the  gold, 
Was  in  the  place  the  Scriptures  sa}'  is  never  very  cold; 
They  told  you  of  the  heaps  of  dust  ancf  lumps  so  very  big. 
But  they  never  said  a  single  word  how  hard  you  hatl*  to  dig. 
I  went  up  to  the  mines  and  helix?d  to  turn  a  stream. 
Got  trustetl  on  the  strength  of  that  delusive  golden  dream; 
But  when  the  river  was  turn'd,  we  foimd  it  would  not  do. 
And  we  who  damm'd  the  river  our  creditors  did  sue. 

I  am  going  far  away,  but  I  don't  know  where  I'll  go, 

'Twon't  do  to  turn  homeward  now,  they'll  laugh  at  me  I  know; 

For  I  told  them  when  I  left,  I  was  going  to  make  a  pile. 

But  if  they  could  only  see  me  now  I  rather  guess  they'd  smile. 

If  of  these  United  States  I  was  the  President, 

No  man  who  owed  another  shoidd  ever  pay  a  cent; 

And  he  who  dunned  another  should  be  banish'd  far  away, ' 

For  attention  to  the  pretty  girls  is  all  a  man  should  pay.     ',y\  ,  .■ 


SOCK    HER    ON    HER   KISSER. 
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When  a  man  falls  in  love  with  a  little  turtle  dove. 

He  will  linger  all  around  her  under  jaw;  ■.  '?;  ' 

He  will  kiss  her  for  her  mother,  tor  her  sister  and  her  brother,         ;•    ,  ■, ; 

Till  her  daddy  comes  and  kicks  him  from  the  door.  , 

He  draws  a  pistol  from  his  pocket,  pulls  the  hammer  for  to  cock  It, 

And  he  vows  he'll  blow  away  his  giddy  brain; 
But  his  ducky  says  he  mustn't,  'tien't  loaded,  so  he  doe8n''t,  '■' 

And  they're  kissing  one  another  once  again.        ,  ■    _  "    '■ 

Chorcs.  «  ,>  .  •  ■  i  .. 
For  the  old  maids  love  it,  no  widows  are  above  It, '•      ■ 

Everjbody  hasa  finger  in  the  pie;                                  '  ■  ,^/.-_ 

Some  women  are  so  haughty,  that  they  say  it's  very  naughty,  •   :•  ,', 

But  you  bet  your  life  they  all  do  it  on  the  sly.  "^  ' 

.-.,■,-;■         jr. 

When  a  gal  is  seventeen  she  thinks  it  very  mean,  '•"■ 

If  she  can't  get  on  to  somethi.ig  for  her  mash; 
She  will  pucker  up  her  mouth  with  a  very  pretty  pout. 

And  she'll  fumble  underneath  his  big  mustache. 
Oh,  they  make  a  feller  shiver,  for  they  make  you  jump  the  river, 

And  they  stick  as  close  as  granulated  glue; 
It's  no  use  to  try  to  tell  her  you're  some  other  girl's  feller, 

She  will  masticate  your  smeller  if  you  do.  .       •    • 

Chorus. 
If  you  want  to  kiss  her  neatly,  very  sweetly  and  completely, 

If  you  want  to  kiss  her  so's  to  kiss  her  nice; 
When  yon  get  a  chance  to  kiss  her,  make  a  dodge  or  two  and  miss  her, 
.".';  ;  -."  ■    Then  sock  her  on  her  kisser  once  or  twice. 
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THE   LAUGH    IN    SCHOOL. 

Hold  on  for  a  moment,  teaclier! 

You'd  better  ignore  the  rule, 
Than  punish  that  little  urchin 

Who  had  just  lau<;hed  out  in  school. 
Had  he  done  it  out  of  malice, 

It  would  be  a  different  thing; 
But  he  could  no  more  help  it 

Than  a  lark  can  help  to  sing. 

I  know  by  his  clouted  jacket, 

And  his  shoes  tied  with  a  cord, 
That  a  laugh  is  the  only  luxury 

Of  childhood  he  can  afford; 
And  he  hasn't  much  time  left  him 

For  even  that  trivial  joy, 
For  he'll  have  to  earn  his  living 

While  he  is  yet  a  boy. 

You  ask  -why  I  defend  him; 

Well,  the  fact  is.  yesternight 
I  found  a  dog-eared  primer 

That  I  used  when  but  a  mite; 
And,  in  imagination. 

As  I  turned  its  pages  o'er, 
I  saw  some  wonderful  pictures 

That  I  never  found  before. 

I  saw  a  certain  urchin 

(Called  Clarence  by  the  boys) 
Go  toddling  into  the  schoolroom 

Making  his  share  of  noise: 
And  I  saw  him  during  school  time 

Play  pranks  upon  the  sly 
With  "the  rosy  little  Agnes, 

Till  she  laughed  as  she  would  die. 

And  I  think  we  all  arc  better 

When  grown  up  to  be  men. 
If  we  have  something  to  make  us" 

Look  backward  now  and  then; 
And  therefore  I  insisted 

You'd  better  ignore  the  rule 
Than  punish  that  little  fellow 

Who  has  just  laughed  out  at  school. 


k 
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Vinegar   Shoes   and   Paper   Stockings. 

Stnd  your  name  and  addn'su  to  II.  .1.  Wihinan,  P.  O.  B..x  is23,  Ww  York  City. 

and  receive  by  rt-iuni  mail  a  coinpletc  Citalomie  ui  J'i>|iuiitr 

hujjlieli  and  Gerumu  Song»-Fri;'. 

I  went  down  to  New  Orleans, 
<'  I  thought  myself  a  man, 

I'jumped  upon  the  bullv  boat 
They  call  the  Tally  van. 

Ciioni's. 

Pick  a  tambourine,  pick  a  tambourine. 

Vinegar  shoes  and  paper  stockings,  get  uj).  old  horsel 

Yes,  I  jumped  upon  the  boat. 

And  looked  all  around; 
The  engineer  he  whooped  her  up. 

And  run  the  boat  aground. — Chortin. 

I  histed  up  the  dishrag, 

I  sot  it  to  the  breeze; 
It  floated  just  like  t'other. 

Like  another  half  a  cheese. — Chorus. 

The  big  dog  he  bf)Wwo\vcd, 

[  ^  And  bristled  up  his  b.icK; 

He  thought  he  .saw  tlic  pu.ssy 


■;  ^ 


Peekin'  through  a  crack. - 


-C'hm'UH. 


J 


The  old  man  loade*!  his  giui,. 

I  pulled  the  trigger; 
Slam,  bang,  went  the  gun. 

And  down  came  a  nigger. — Chorus. 

The  captain's  on  the  (piarter  deck, 

A  scratchin'  ov  his  liead. 
And  jawing  of  the  nigger 

That's  heavin'  ov  the  lead. — Chorus. 


THE    KISS    IN    SCHOOL. 

By  J.  W.  Parker. 

A  District  Scho<il  not  far  away, 

'Mid  Birk.shire  hills,  one  Winter's  day. 

Was  humming  with  its  wonted  noise 

Of  three  score  mingled  girls  and  boys, — 

Some  few  \ipon  their  tasks  intent, 

But  more  on  future  mischief  bent. 

The  while  the  master's  downward  look 

Was  fastened  on  a  copv-book. 

When  suddenly  behind  his  back. 

Rose  sharp  and  clear  a  rousing  smackl 

As't  were  a  battery  of  bliss 

Let  off  in  one  tremeudious  kis.s. 

"  What's  that?  "  the  startli.-d  master  cries. 

"  Th.at.  thir."  a  little  imp  replies, 

"  AVath  William  Willith,  if  you  plcath,— 

1  saw  him  kith  Thuthannah'Peathe!" 

With  frown  to  m.ike  a  statue  thrill. 

The  mastered  thundered,  "  Hither  Willi" 

Like  wretih  o'ertaken  in  his  track. 

With  stolen  chattels  on  his  back. 

Will  hun«r  his  head  in  fear  and  shame, 

And  to  that  awful  presence  came, — 

A  great,  green,  bashful  simpleton. 

The  butt  of  all  good-natured  fun. 

With  smile  suppressed,  and  birch  upraised. 

The  threat ener  falthered:  "I  'm  amazetl 

That  ^■^■>\\,  my  biggest  pupil,  should 

Be  guilty  of  an  act  so  r»i(Je! 

Ik'fore  the  whole  set  school  to  boot, — 

AVIiat  evil  genius  put  vou  to  't?  " 

•"  'Twas  she  herself,  sir,"  sobbed  the  lad, 

"  I  did  n't  mean  to  be  so  bad. — 

But  when  Su.sannah  shook  her  curls. 

And  whispered  I  was  'fraid  of  girls, 

And  darsn't  k'.ss  a  baby's  doll, 

1  could  n't  stand  it,  sir,  at  all! 

But  up  and  kissed  her  on  the  spot. 

I  know — boo-hoo — I  ought  to  not, 

But  somehow,  from  her  looks, — boo-hoo, — 

1  thought  she  kind  <j'  wished  me  too'/ " 


i-.. 


THE    LADY    FRANKLIN. 

Come  all  ye  seamen,  who've  withstood 
The  dangers  f)f  the  i)riny  flood; 
Give  ear  to  these  few  lines  I  ween. 
They'll  put  you  in  mind  of  a  sailor's  dream. 

As  we  were  sailing  upon  the  deep. 
Slung  in  m\-  hannnock  I  fell  iisleep; 
I  had  a  dream,  I  hope  it's  not  true. 
Concerning  Franklin  and  his  bold  crew. 

As  we  were  nearing  old  England's  shore, 
I  saw  a  l.idy  wlio  did  deplore; 
She  wrung  her  hands  and  this  did  sa}': 
"  I  have  lost  my  Franklin,  he's  far  away. 

"  It's  .seven  long  years  .since  this  ship  of  fame, 
Bore  my  dear  Franklin,  a<Toss  the  main. 
With  a  hundred  seaman,  bold  and  stout. 
To  find  the  Northwestern  pas.sage  out. 

"  To  find  a  passage  'round  the  North  pole. 
Where  lightnings  flash  and  thimders  roll; 
Alas,  'tis  more  than  man  can  do, 
With  heart  tindaunted  and  courage  true. 

"  To  the  East  thev  sailed,  and  they  .sailed  West, 
To  (Jreeril.ind's  isle,  as  they  thought  best; 
With  liardship,  toil,  and  danger  pa.st, 
On  moiuit'nous  icel>ergs  the  ship  was  lost. 

"  In  Baffin's  B.ay,  where  the  white  whale  blows, 
The  fat(!  of  Franklin  there  no  one  knows; 
Al.is,  he's  gone,  like  niimy  more, 
Who've  left  their  bones  on  the  arctic  shore. 

"  It's  a  sad  foreboding  that  gives  me  pain, 
Since  my  dear  Franklin  crossed  the  main; 
Ten  thousand  poimds  I'd  freely  give. 
To  know  if  on  earth  my  dear  Franklin  lives." 
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The  last  link  is  broken  that  bound  me  to  thee, 

And  the  words  thou  hast  spoken  have  render'd  me  free; 

That  bright  glance  misleading  on  others  may  shine, 

Those  eyes  smiled  unheeding  when  tears  stream'd  from  mine.' 

If  my  love  was  deemed  boldness  the  sorrow  is  o'er, 

I've  witnessed  thy  coldness,  I  prize  thee  no  more; 

I  have  not  loved  lightly,  I'll  think  on  thee  yet, 

111  pray  for  thee  nightly,  'till  life's  sun  is  set. 

The  heart  thou  hast  broken  once  doated  on  thee, 
And  the  words  I  have  spoken  proved  sorrow  to  me: 
Oh.  hadst  thou  then  treasured  mv  words  sp)oken  free, 
Thou  could'st  not  have  measured  my  own  love  to  thee. 
Hut  oh,  thou  hast  sorrowed  the  heart  that  was  thine, 
111  return  to  thee  borrowed,  the  one  I  thought  mine; 
I  have  not  loved  lightly,  I'll  think  on  thee  yet, 
I'll  pray  for  thee  nightly,  'till  life's  sun  is  set. 


MY    MOTHER,  DEAR. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  ou 
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There  wa.s  a  place  in  childhood  that  I  remember  well. 
And  there  a  voice  of  sweetest  tone,  bright  fairy  tales  did  tell; 
And  gentle  words  and  fond  embrace  were  given  with  joy  to  mu, 
When  I  was  in  that  happy  place,  upon  my  mother's  knee. 

My  mother,  dear!  my  mother,  dear! 

My  gentle,  gentle  mother  I  .:     . 

When  fairy  tales  were  ended,  "  good-night,"  she  softly  said. 
And  kiss'd"  and  laid  me  down  to  sleep  within  my  tiny  bed; 
And  holy  words  she  taught  me  there — me  thinks  I  yet  can  sec 
Her  angel  eyes,  as  close  I  knelt  l)eside  my  mother's  knee. 

Oh!  mother,  dear!  oh,  mother,  dear! 

Oh!  gentle,  gentle  mother! 

In  the  sickness  of  my  childhood,  the  perils  of  my  prime. 
The  sorrows  of  my  riper  years,  the  cares  of  ev'ry  time — 
When  doubt  or  danger  weigh 'd  me  down,  then  pleadiag  all  for  me. 
It  was  a  fervent  prayer  to  heav'n  that  bent  my  mother  s  knee. 

My  moth«r,  dear!  my  mother,  dearl 

My  gentle,  gentle  mother! 


PHCEBE,  DEAREST. 

The  Words  and  Miieic  of  this  Sonc  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1S23,  New  Y'ork  City. 
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Phoebe,  dearest,  tell,  oh.  tell  rae, 

May  I  hope  that  you'll  be  mine? 
Oh,  let  no  cold  frown  repel  me, 

Leave  me  not  in  grief  to  pine. 
Tho'  'tis  lold  ill  homely  fashion,  ■ 

Phoebe,  trust  the  tale  I  tell; 

Ne'er  was  truer,  purer  passion, 

;  Than  within  this  heart  does  dwell. 

Lcmg  I've  watched  each  rare  perfection 

Stealing  o'er  that  gentle  brow, 
Till  resi^ect  became  affection, 

Such  as  that  I  offer  now. 
If  vou  love  me  and  will  have  me,  ' 

't'rue  I'll  be  in  weal  or  woe; 
If  in  cold  disdain  you  leave  me. 

For  a  soldier  I  will  go. 

Little  care  the  broken  heart 

What  their  fate  in  life  may  be;  ,     / 

Phoebe,  if  we  once  are  parted. 

Once  for  ever  it  will  l)e. 
Say  then  yes,  or  blindly,  madly,  . 

I  will  rush  upon  the  foe; 
And  will  welcome,  oh,  how  gladly, 

Shot  or  shell  that  lays  me  low. 


— "  Why  are  you  like  dough? "  asl 
castically,  of  her  husband.   "  Beci 


^ '  -  l\Li*fi'*it,n  mMtimttm  JWJKAiLJuitBK.^ 


a  BrookljTi  woman,  sar- 
ri'm  kneaded  at  home,  dear." 


TRUTH   IN  PARENTHIS. 

By  T.  Hood. 

I  really  take  it  very  kind, 

This  visit,  Mrs.  Skinner; 
I  have  not  seen  you  such  an  age, 

(The  wTctch  has  come  to  dinner!) 
Your  daughters,  too,  what  loves  of  girls! 

What  heads  for  painter's  easels! 
Come  here,  and  kiss  the  infant  dears! 

(And  give  it.  p'raps  the  measles!) 

Your  charming  bo}-s.  I  see  are  home, 
From  Reverened  Mr.  Russle's; 
■ ;  'Twas  very  kind  to  bring  them  both, 
(What  boots  for  mv  new  Bnissles!) 
.   What  1  little  Clara  left  at  home? 
Well  now  I  call  that  shabby! 
I  should  have  loved  to  kiss  her  so, 
(A  flabby,  dabby,  babby!) 

And  Mr.  S.,  I  hoi^e  he's  well; 

Hut.  though  he  lives  so  handy, 
lie  never  once  drops  in  to  sup, 

^The  better  for  our  brandy!) 
Come,  take  a  seat;  I  long  to  hear 

About  Matilda's  marriage; 
You've  come,  of  course  to  spend  the  day, 

(Thank  Heaven!  I  hear  the  carriage!) 

What!  must  you  go?    Next  time.  I  hoi>e 

You'll  give'  me  longer  measure. 
Nay,  I  shall  see  you  clown  the  stairs, 

(With  most  uncommon  pleasure!) 
Good  by!  Good  bj!     Remember,  all. 

Next  time  you'll  take  your  dinners; 
(Now,  Da\id,  mind,  I'm' not  at  home. 

In  future,  to  the  Skinners.) 


PADDY    CAREY. 

Sung  by  Johnny  Roach. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  .1.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City, 

and  receive  bv  return  mail  a  complete  Catalojjue  of  Popular 
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'Twas  at  the  town  of  nate  Clogheen, 

That  Sergeant  Snapp  met  Paddy  Carey; 
A  claner  bey  was  never  seen. 

Brisk  as  a  bee,  light  as  a  fairy; 
His  brawny  shoulders,  four  feel  square. 

His  cheeks  like  thumping  red  potatoes; 
His  legs  would  make  a  chairman  stare. 

And  Pat  was  loved  by  all  the  ladies; 
Old  and  young,  grave  and  sad, 

Deuf  and  dumb,  dull  or  mad; 
Waddling,  twaddling,  limping,  squinting, 

Light,  brisk  and  airy. 

CnoRUS. 

All  the  sweet  faces  at  Limerick  races. 

From  Nullinavclt  to  Magherafelt, 
At  Paddy's  beautiful  name  would  melt. 

The  sowl  would  cry,  and  look  so  shy. 
Och!  Cushlamachree*  did  you  ever  see 

The  jolly  boy,  the  darling  jo}',  the  ladies' toy; 
Nimble-fo()ted'  black-eyed,  rosy-cheeked, 

CiHrly-headed  Paddy  Carey! 
O,  sweet  Paddv,  l)eaiitiful  Paddy! 

Nate  little,  tight  little  Paddy  Carey! 

His  heart  was  made  of  Irish  oak. 

Yet  soft  as  streams  from  sweet  Killarney; 
His  tongue  was  tipped  with  a  bit  of  the  brogue. 

But  the  deuce  a  bit  at  all  of  the  blarney. 
Now  Sergeant  Snapp,  so  sly  and  keen — 

While  Pat  was  coaxing  duck-legged  Mary-^ 
A  shilling  slipped  so  nate  and  clane. 

By  the  powers!  he  listed  Paddy  Carey; 
Tight  and  sound,  strong  and  light. 

Cheek  so  round,  eyes  so  bright;      ■    '  _ 

Whistling,  humming,  drinking,  drumming, 

Light,  tight  and  airy.— C/m/tu*. 


--.*!M.''.t..^t*  »-^  <^-*»--C*^*ft! 
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Mollie,  Dear,  Come  Then  With  Me. 

Sung  by  Miss  Maria  Pasco. 
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The  oloiiils  have  dispersed. 

And  the  luoou  shiiie.s-80  clear; 
The  face  of  the  heavens 

Is  bright  now,  my  dear. 
Mv  heart  whispers  true, 

Yhcre  is  joy  yet  for  thee; 
So.  Mollie,  dear,  Mollie,  dear. 

Come  then  with  me. 

Chorus. 

Come,  come,  come  then  with  me, 

Mollie,  Mollie,  conJe  then  with  me; 

Come,  come  then  with  me, 

Mollie,  dear,  Mollie,  dear,  come  then  with  me. 

The  .«hip'son  tho  offing, 

The  anchor  is  weighed; 
It  is  l»ut  for  you,  love, 

T4»at  I  have  delayed. 
Were  l)oimd  for  Columbia, 

The  land  of  the  free; 
So.  Mollie.  dear,  Mollie,  dear, 

Come  then  with  me. — Chorut. 

I  know  your  hearfs  sore. 

To  leave  your  own  home 
And  over  the  wide  waste 

Of  waters  to  roam; 
But  with  truest  friends,  darling, 

There  we  will  be: 
So,  Mollie.  dear,  Mollie.  dear. 

Come  then  with  me. — Cfiorui. 

At  my  mother's  neat  cabin 

Adowii  the  boreen, 
Ould  Father  Maguire, 

For  tliese  two  hours  has  been; 
And  I've  got  the  ring, 

.So.  Cushla  Macliree; 
Mollie,  dear,  Mollie,  dear. 

Come  then  with  me. — Choru». 
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Malone  at  the  Back  of  the  Bar. 

Copyright,  1875,  by  E.  U.  Harding. 
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I  keep  a  saloon  on  the  corner,  my  boys. 

And,  faith!  I've  a  flourisliing  trade; 
I've  brought  out  my  cousin,  Nathaniel  Doyle, 

The  money  on  whi.sky  I  made. 
1  could  sell  to  you  now,  a  nice  "  Pusse  Caffay," 

Or  a  "  Rhino  Victoria"  cigar; 
Xo  .slate,  ciialk  or  pencil  is  kept  in  the  house. 

When  Malone's  at  the  back  of  the  bar. 

Ctionus. 

Tra  la  la,  tra  la  la. 

When  Malone's  at  the  back  of  the  bar. 

I  nftver  wa.s  .stood  up  for  brandy  or  beer. 

My  rule  is  to  never  give  "  tick;  "  • 

When  a  liinn's  at  the  store  on  a  cold  Winter's  morn. 

It's  meself  that  is  making  a  "  kick." 
I  set  out  a  lunch  on  the  table  so  neat, 

Fat  herrings  i)resarved  in  a  jar; 
I'd  cut  oil  the  hand  of  a  snoozer  oi  vag, 

That  grubs  when  I'm  back  of  the  bar. — Choru$. 

The  till  I  keep  here  in  my  pocket  so  safe, 

I  light  up'my  kerosene  lamps; 
At  daylight  I  put  up  my  shutters  .so  tight. 

Then  go  in  to  coimt  up  my  stamps. 
I'm  open  all  day  on  a  Sunday  so  gay, 

To  ihe  yoimg  girls  I  "  tra  la  la  la! " 
Thev  say,  as  they  pass  by  my  window,  .so  sweet— 

JVfalone's  at  the  back  of  the  bar. — (Jhona. 


HiaH    DADDIE.  i 
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The  sun's  gone  down  to  take  a  little  sleep. 
The  moon's  come  out  to  take  another  peep; 
Then  wake  up,  boys,  for  master's  gone  to  bed. 
We'll  have  a  spree  if  we  haven't  got  a  red. 

Cnoucs. 

Then,  darkie,  never  die,  black  face  and  china  eye. 
Go  down  to  the  barnyard,  l)ovs,  the  owl's  on  the  roos'; 

High  Daddie  won't  come  nigh,  lie's  choked  on  chicken  pie, 
'Tis  all  "  0-  K.,"  I  say,  and  right  upon  the  goose. 

I  know'd  a  darkie,  and  his  name  it  was  Joe, 

I  know  it  was,  for  he  once  told  me  so; 

He  used  to  hoe  aud  dig  up  all  the  land, 

IJut  now  he  says  that  tcork  is  contraband. — Cliorut. 

He  drank  skimmed  milk  from  morn  'till  night, 
Somel>odv  said  that  it  would  make  him  white;    ' 
But  let  him  drink  until  he  gels  his  fill. 
He's  always  bound  to  be  a  darkie  still. — CJtoru*. 

His  color  will  stick,  but  that's  not  a  sin. 

To  wash  it  off  you're  compelled  to  rub  it  in; 

For  darkie  will  be  darkie,  as  I  have  .said  iHjfore, 

To  the  end  of  the  world,  and  for  two  dttt/i  more! — Cfioriit. 

The  black  man  is  a  very  curious  thing. 

His  jay-bird  heel  can  shuttle,  cut  and  wing; 

But  till  him  up  with  gin  and  lay  him  in  tlie  sliade. 

He'll  work  very  well,  cupridHi/' if  he's  made! — Cftofm. 


THE    OLD    SUSQUEHANNA. 

By  J.  F.  McDermott,  of  Scranton,  Pa. 
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There  is  a  little  cot  that's  as  pleasant  as  can  Ik?, 

And  it  stands  on  the  banks  of  Susquehanna; 
Wliere  the  wild  Howers  bloom,  and  the  humming  birds  sing. 

There  dwells  my  sweet  Loliauna. 

Ciionrs. 
She's  fair  as  the  East,  she's  lovely  as  the  dawn. 

She's  graceful  as  the  old  Susquehanna; 
She's  my  ideal  of  an  angel  on  the  eartli,  ' 

She's  the  idol  of  my  heart — Loliauna. 

She  is  not  a  lady  of  high  degree. 

She  is  but  a  wood-cutter's  daughter; 
But  her  father's  little  cot  seems  a  palace  to  me. 

In  its  nook  by  the  swift  running  water. — Chorus. 

She  bathes  her  cheek  in  the  morning  dew, 

A  deep  place  in  the  stream  is  her  mirror; 
Wild  llowers  rare  are  the  jewels  in  her  hair. 

And  her  carriage  is  a  boat  on  the  river. — CJu/rua. 

This  little  water-nymph  did  steal  my  heart  tiway. 

When  I  met  her  bv  the  old  Suscjuehanna; 
And  now  my  only  pleasure  is  along  its  banks  to  stray, 

Aud  murmur  the  name  of  Loliauna. — C'/«//m.v 

This  goddess  of  the  stream  is  as  lovely  a.s  a  queen. 

And  yet  I  dare  not  speak  my  love  imto  her; 
For  she's  protid  as  any  lady  this  land  has  ever  seen. 

And  I  fear  she'll  not  allow  me  to  woo  her. — C'fwi'us. 

If  I  were  a  fish  I  would  .swim  beside  her  boat,  . 

As  .she  .sailed  on  the  old  Susquehanna; 
If  I  were  the  wind,  as  1  tilled  her  little  sail, 

I  would  i)Iay  with  the  curls  of  Loliauna. — Chorus. 

If  she  will  allow  me  a  favnr'd  lover's  right 

To  row  her  on  the  old  Susquehatma, 
I'll  sing  with  her  by  day,  I'll  dream  of  her  by  night. 

Till  at  last  I  win  the  heart  of  Lolianna. — Vfiorus. 


Then  I'll  build  a  boafin  which  we  two  can  float. 
And  I'll  launch  it  on  the  old  Susquehanna;  ^ 

And  if  she'll  be  my  wife,  she  shall  steer  our  boat  for  life, 
My  guiding  star,  my  darling,  Lolianna. — Chorus. 
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THE    SAILOR'S    WIDOW. 
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Twas  early  Spring,  when  I  was  youuj,', 
The  flowers  bloomed,  the  birds  they  sung; 
No  happier  one  was  there  than  I, 
When  my  sailor  lad  was  nigh. 

Six  months  passed  since  we  were  wed, 
And,  oh,  how  sweet  the  moments  fled; 
"When  we  must  part  at  dawn  of  day. 
As  the  proud  ship  bore  my  love  away. 

Time  rolls  on  and  he  comes  no  more, 
To  his  weeping  wife  on  the  drear  shore. 
The  ship  went  down  in  a  howling  storm. 
The  sea  engulfed  his  lifeless  form. 

'Tis  Autumn  now  and  I'm  alone, 
Flowers  have  bloomed,  the  birds  have  flown; 
All  is  sad,  but  none  sad  as  I, 
My  dear  sitilor  no  more  is  nigh. 

Oh,  would  that  I  were  buried,  too, 
'Neath  the  waves  of  the  ocean  blue; 
My  soul  to  God,  my  body  in  the  sea. 
And  the  blue  waves  rolling  over  me. 


THE    G-AMBOLINa    MAN. 
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I  am  a  roving  traveler. 
And  go  from  town  to  town; 

Whene'er  I  see  a  table  spread,  - 
So  merrily  I  sit  down,  '.       ..: 

So  merrily  I  sit  down;  / 

Whene'er  I'see  a  table  spread. 
So  merrily  1  sit  down. 

I  had  not  been  traveling 

But  a  few  days,  perhaps  three,  ■ 

When  I  fell  in  love  with  a  London  girl. 

And  she  in  love  with  me, 

And  she  in  love  with  me; 
When  I  fell  in  love  with  a  London  girl. 

And  she  in  love  with  me. 

She  took  me  to  her  dwelling 

And  cooled  me  with  a  fan; 
She  whisper'd  low  in  her  mother's  ear: 

"I  love  the  gamboling  man, 

I  love  the  gamboling  man; 
She  whisjK'red  low  in  her  mother's  ear: 

"  I  love  the  gamboling  man." 

"  Oh,  daughter,  dear  daughter. 

How  could  you  treat  me  so. 
To  leave  your* poor  old  mother 

And  with  the  gamboler  go, 

And  with  the  gamboler  go; 
To  leave  your  poor  old  mother 

And  with  the  gamboler  go?  "  .' 

" 'Tis  true  I  love  you  dearly, 

'Tis  true  I  love  you  well, 
But  the  love  I  have  for  the  gamboling  man       • 

No  human  tongue  can  tell, 

No  human  tongue  can  tell; 
The  I  have  for  the  gamboling  man 

No  human  tongue  can  tell.  r     -      > 

"  So  I'll  bundle  up  my  clothing,     >  ^    ' 
•    V  With  him  will  leave  my  home; 

I'll  travel  the  world  over  .  ■     ''''':'. 

Wherever  he  may  roam,         '-:r:.\.'::.-  '''.'^^y-:  ■:  "'■...'■::' 
Wherever  he  may  roam;        :  ^' >  -  ^   ^'^^    :'^^^^;:■;^ 

I'll  travel  the  world  over  >t,  .  :%■■'■•' [^X/^y  s^ii  ■ 

Wherever  he  may  roam." 


THE    CREOLE    GIRL. 
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-..'     Through  swamps  of  alligators 

I  took  my  dreary  way,  .         - 

O'er  railroad  ties  and  crossings, 
,  My  weary  feet  did  stray; 

All  through  the  shades  of  evening. 

Some  higher  ground  to  gain;  .     ' 

•Twas  there  I  met  the  Creole  girl 
On  the  lakes  of  Ponchartrain. 

"  Good  eve,  good  eve,  fair  maid. 

My  money  seems  no  good; 
Were  it  not  for  the  aligators. 

I'd  sleep  out  in  the  wood." 
"Oh,  welcome,  welcome,  stranger, 

iVlthough  our  cot  is  plain. 
We  never  turn  a  stranger  out, 
..V:         On  the  lakes  of  Ponchartrain." 

'         :        She  took  me  to  her  mother's  cot. 
She  treated  me  quite  well; 
Her  hair  it  hung  in  ringlets, 
Adown  her  shoulders  fell; 
.  I  tried  to  vvin  her  beauty,  • 

Alas,  it  was  in  vain; 
So  handsome  was  this  Creole  girl. 
On  the  lakes  of  Ponchartrain.         ' 

I  asked  her  would  she  have  me?  •.' 

"  Oh,  no,  that  ne'er  can  l)e;  .. 

•         I  have,  dear  sir,  a  lover. 

And  he  is  far  at  sea."  ,    '. . 

To  him,  her  own  fond  lover. 

She  true  would  ever  remain. 
Till  he  came  back  to  the  Creole  girl. 

On  the  lakes  of  Ponchartrain. 

.    Adieu,  adieu,  fair  maid, 

I  ne'er  shall  SCO  you  more; 
Shall  ne'er  forget  your  kindness, 
Or  the  cottage  by  the  shore; 
.'         And  at  each  social'gath'ring,  .       ,' 

The  flowing  bowl  I'll  drain; 
I'll  drink  to  the  health  of  the  Creole  girl 
"■'■  :    •       On  the  lakes  of  Ponchartrain.  - 


Early  Monday  Morning  in  1805. 

Send  your  name  and  addn»g8  to  H.  .1.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York  City, 

and  receive  bv  return  mail  h  comphte  Catalogue  of  Popular 
.  .'     .  English  and  (JiTniaii  !>ongs— Fret. 

"Twas  early  Monday  morning  in  eighteen  hundred  and  live, 

I  thought  myself  quite  lucky  to  find  myself  nlivc; 

I  harnessed  u])  my  horses,  my  business  to  pursue,  . 

And  went  to  hauling  wood,  my  boys,  just  as  I  ought  to  do. 

The  stores  being  open,  and  liquor  very  free.  ,' 

(jne  glass  was  emptied  and  another  filled  for  me; 

iTuly  called  tor  one.  boys,  should  not  have  taken  mor«». 

But  didn't  stop  my  drinking,  boys,  till  I  could  drink  no  more. 

I  put  my  saddle  on  my  back  and  went  into  the  bani. 

I  harnessed  up  the  horses,  not  thinking  any  harm; 

Soon  as  I  had  them  ready  I  drove  them  out  quite  still,  / 

.\ud  scarcely  drew  rein  till  we  came  to  Plipton  Mill. 

There  1  met  an  old  acquaintance,  his  name  I  dare  not  call, 
Who'told  me  that  night  there  was  to  be  a  ball ; 
Twas  hard  to  persuade  uie,  t)ut  finally  I  did  eay, 
rd  just  step  in  a  little  while  to  hear  the  fiddler  play. 

There  was  a  goodly  number  to  have  a  jovial  dance,  .   .. 

The  girls  they  were  much  prettier  than  you  could  find  In  France: 
The  fiddler  being  willing,  his  arm  stout  and  strong. 
Played  Che  '•  Grounds  of  old  Ireland,"  or  "Go  it  while  you're  youaj." 

The  morning  stars  had  risen,  and  we  had  danced  enough, 
belayed  but  a  little  in  gathering  cash  for  Cuff; 
Then  home  to  our  labors— though  we  whistle  and  we  sing,  ♦ 
We  never  shall  be  caught  again,  boys,  in  such  a  scrape  again. 


'^■■f-*  ■■^»*^*,%„xi;,-u^.y4(^.>,j^. 


4 


i  ■ 


28 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    10. 


NO,    SIR! 


V 


/ 


I 


The  Wonts  and  Mueic  of  this  Song  will  1h'  cent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehinun,  P.  ().  Hox  IttS,  New  Yoric  City. 

sicnd  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Eiij;li-li  and  German  Sjonga— Free. 

"  Tell  me  one  thini;,  tell  lun  truly, 

Tell  me  why  you  scorn  inc  so; 
Tell  me  why,  when  asktl  a  tiuestion, 

You  will  always  jmswer  •  N'oV 
No,  sir!  no,  sir!  no,  sir!  no,  sir! 
'       '    No,  sir!  uo,  sir!  no,  sir!  no!  no!" 

"  My  father  was  a  Spanish  merchant. 

And  before  he  went  to  sea, 
He  told  me  to  be  sure  and  and  answer 

No!  to  all  you  said  to  me. 
No,  sir!  no,  sir!  no,  sir!  no,  sir! 

No,  sir!  no,  sir!  uo,  sir!  no!  no!" 

"  If  when  walkinfj;  in  the  garden, 

Pluckinjr  tlow'rs  all  wet  with  dew; 
Tell  me,  will  you  be  offended 

If  I  walk  and  talk  with  you?  " 
"  No,  sir!  no,  sir!  no,  sir!  no,  sir! 

No,  sir!  uo,  sir!  no,  sir!  no!  no!" 

"  If  when  walking  in  the  garden, 

I  should  ask  you  to  be  mine. 
And  should  telf  you  that  I  love  you, 

AVould  you  then  my  heart  decline? " 
"  No,  sir!  no,  sir!  no,  sir!  no,  sir! 
'  No,  sir!  no,  sir!  no,  sir!  no!  no!" 
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When  the  ship  went  O'er  the  waters. 

Ah!  but  then  my  heart  was  sad; 
I  was  one  of  many  ilaughters, 

And  I  loved  a  sailor  lad. 
Said  my  mother  to  me  after: 

"  If  the  squire  his  suit  shoidd  press, 
Dry  your  eyes  and  call  up  laughter,    . 

And  be  sure  to  answer  '  Yes! ' 
i"  Dry  your  eyes  and  call  up  laughter, 

And  be  sure  to  answer  '  Yes!'  " 

Came  the  squire  so  shy  and  surly, 

Came  one  morning  to  the  Strand; 
And  the  birds  sang  blithe  and  early. 

Sang  o'er  sea  and  sang  o'er  land. 
Said  the  scjuire,  in  awkward  fa.shion, 

"  \Void(l  it  ve.v  you,  now  confess, 
If  I  .should  declare  my  pas.sion?  " 

And  I  lau-jhed,  and  answered  "  Yes." 
"  If  I  should  declare  my  passion?  " 

And  I  laughed,  and  answered  "  Yes." 


THE    THREE    SAILOR    BOYS. 
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Oh,  A'c'rc  three  jolly,  jolly  sailor  boys, 

Atid  we're  newly  home  from  .South  Amerikee, 
With  our  hearts  still  tingling  with  the  salt,  .salt  wuid, 

And  the  tumble  and  tlie  tossing  of  the  sea. 
Oil,  honey,  I've  a  jxicket  full  of  money. 
Will  you  trip,  trip,  trip,  will  vou  trip  it  on  tlic  quay. 
For  tiie  wind's  in  the  .sail,  and  the  thunder  in  the  gale. 

And  our  good  ship  plunging  to  be  free. 

There  were  three  pretty  girls  in  merry  PortsmoiUh  town. 

And  caoh  one  was  like  a  posy  on  tiie  tree; 
There  wa.«.  great-eyeil  Margaret,  and  trim-set  Sal, 

Ami  swot't  Kitty,  from  the  north  countric. 
And  it's,  oh,  honey,  tho'  your  pocket's  full  of  money. 
We  won't  trip,  trip,  trip,  we  won't  trip  it  on  the  quay. 
Till  you've  sei  the  clerk  a-siiiging,  and  the  marriage  Ijells  u-ringing, 

And  the  pardon  has  jjockcted  his  fee. 

Then  up  we  spcke.  wo  jolly  .sailor  boys, 

Arm  in  arm.  .so  jollv  for  to  see, 
*•  There  are  girls  Ivside  the  water  at  .lanieiro  or  Gibraltar, 

Who  can  dance  right  merrily  as  ye." 
So.  honey,  while  oni  jwnket  s  fidl  of  money. 
Come  and  trip,  trip,  trip,  come  and  trip  it  on  the  quay; 
For  tlie  sailor  loves  the  o«ean,  and  the  change  and  the  commotion. 

And  the  good  ship  [.lunging  on  the  sea. 


Quoth  the  sTjuire  in  anger,  "  Truly! 

So  vou  mock  me,  then,  you  do?  " 
And  1  si)oke  the  answer  duly, 

Sayiujl'  only  "  Yes,  sir,"  too. 
"  Would  j'ou  disobey'  yotir  mother?  " 

"  Yes,"  I  said,  nor  laughetl  the  less. 
"  Tell  me,  do  you  love  another?  " 

"Yes,  sir;  3'es,  sir;  yes,  sir;  yes." 
"  Tell  me,  do  you  love' another?  " 

"Yes,  sir;  yes,  sir;  yes,  sir;  yes." 

And  the  birds  sang  leafy  hidden, 
Sang  o'er  tield  and  morning  sea; 

And  I  laughed  the  answer  bidden, 
And  was  true,  sweet  heart,  to  thee. 


— "  Is  this  a  healthy  portion  of  the  State?  "  asked  a  traveller  in 
Florida.  "  Well.  I  slumld  say  it  was.  There  has  been  nobody 
hung  al)out  here  in  three  months." — Tejeus  Siftiiign. 


—The  friends  of  Emory  Storrs  claim  that  he  never  wore  tlie 
same  necktie  twice:  but  why  sliould  they  boast  of  this  in  a  country 
where  many  a  back-alley  statesman  never  wore  the  same  necktie 
once? — Life. 

— "  I  am  a  native  American  born,  be  jablwrs,  in  this  counthry," 
said  Mr.  Muldoon,  at  a  njcenf  political  gathering,  "  and  if  ye  (lis 
believe  it,  come  around  home  and  I  will  show  you  me  nati'iraliza- 
tion  papers."  

— A  la«ly  .sang,  and  a  polite  hearer  said,  "  You  may  say  of  Mrs. 
L.  as  they'did  of  Alboni,  that  she  has  swallowed  a  nightingale." 
"  Yes,"  was  the  unfriendly  rejoinder,  "  but  you  must  add  that  she 
has  not  digested  it."       ••_...,'.'    ■..:...' 


THE    OLD    COUNTRY    CIRCUS.     \ 
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How  dear  to  my  heart  is  the  show  of  my  childhood, 

The  old  country  circus  my  infancy  knew; 
In  these  days  of  three  rings,"  hipiH>di-omes,  r.iiiroads, 

llow  fonll  recollections  present  them  to  view; 
For  weeks  while  the  posters  on  fences  and  church  .sheds, 

Portniyed  to  my  young  eyes  the  .scenes  that  should  be; 
No  soft  thrill  of  love,  uo  throb  of  ambition, 

Has  (Miualled  the  bliss  I  gained  dreaming  of  thoe; 
The  old  cotmtry  circus,  the  .shabby  old  circus, 

The  wandering  old  circus  my  infancy  knew. 

IIow  faithfid  I  worketi  in  the  ways  that  presented. 

To  gain  the  few  pennies  my  ticket  should  buy; 
No  toil  was  so  sweetened,  no  reward  .so  stuj^-ndous. 

No  miser  e'er  cherished  his  hoard  as  did  I; 
How  fair  the  sim  shone  on  the  glad  day  api>ointed. 

How  rife  with  strange  bustle  the  sleepy  old  town; 
Aivl  when  o'er  the  hill  came  the  rumbling  wagons. 

The  bound  of  my  heart  said,  "  The  circus  has  come;  " 
The  old  coimtry  circus,  the  faded  old  circus, 

The  one  horse  old  circus  ray  infancy  knew. 

What  pageant  of  now  can  that  "  grand  entry  "  compass? 

What  wit  of  to-day  like  those  jokes  of  the  ring? 
And  tho.se  divans  of  pine  i)oard.s — such  ea.sc  oriental, 

No  reserved  stuffed  chair  of  the  present  can  bring; 
One  elephant  only— satisfying,  majestic, 

Nor  .Jiunbo,  nor  sacred"  neither  painted  nor  white; 
Take  them  all,  and  the  whole  gilded  fraudulent  humbug. 

For  a  single  return  of  that  honest  delight; 
The  old  cotmtry  circus,  the  wandering  old  circus. 

The  shabby  old  circus  my  infancy  knew? 


— Leader  of  orchestra  to  young  Irishman  who  wnnt.s  to  join :  ' '  Do 
you  play  by  ear  note?  "   ' '  Nayther,  be  jabers,  I  play  wid  me  hands. " 
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WEHMAN'S 

\!EW   BOOK   OF 


TRICKS 


YENTBILOQUISTS'  GUIDE. 

PRICE  25  CENTS. 

ThlR  la  the  lat«(it  and  best  book  pabHahed  en  TrlofeSi  V«n- 
trlloqulsm,  Second-Sight  aod  Fireside  Meemen 

[•m.  It  is  iliustrat«u  with  OTer  60 engrarliica.  th«  InftruoOona 
for  perforin  Inp  are  so  plainly  erl^en  that  any  child,  with  a  UtUa 
practice,  can  do  them,  as  they  only  require  simple  apoa' 
ratue*  ^'^  ^Ul  mention  a  few  of  the  tricks  in  Uiu  t>ook:  How 
Ito  eat  a  peok  of  shaviiiKs  and  change  them  into  a  ribbon— How  to 
inakeaa;nie  pass  through  a  table— How  to  make  flre  bum  tmder 
water— Uow  to  put  a  ring  throuKh  your  cheek  and  then  brine  it 
on  astiok- Hon  to  make  a  loaf  dance  while  It  la  baklnffinth* 
oven- How  to  cutoff  a  chicken's  head  without  killing  it— How  to 
■n  make  ice  in  Summer— How  to  chang-e  water  into  wine— A  lamp 
jji'  that  will  bum  for  a  year— How  to  cut  off  your  nose— How  to 
make  fireproof  paper— How  to  eat  tow  and  act  it  on  fire  in  your 
I  mouth— How  to  produce  a  mouse  from  a  pack  of  cards— How  to 
I  teU  the  number  any  person  thinks  of- How  to  tell  in  adranoe  m 
1  card  selected  by  any  one— How  to  tell  if  a  person  la  In  lor*— 
I  How  to  remove  a  man's  shirt  without  taking  off  his  ooat  or  Tsst— 
Bow  to  hold  »  fflats  of  water  upside  down  without  splllinflr  it— How  to  become  a  Ven- 
CrIIOaulSt  and  I  0O  other  equally  astonishing  tricks,  eta  Old  and  younc  should  not 
tell  to  set  thit  hlfhly  f""'«<"g  and  wonderful  book;  it  will  put  you  on  the  r«ad  to  b*- 
•omoa  Great  MaBlolarit""''^  aaHermaim,  Heller  and  otheia.    Donttall  to  v*lll 

Price  25c.  WT  copy,  or  tlila  book  and  any  four  otber  35c. 
books  on  this  page  lor  One  Dollar. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,N.  T. 


IHMAN'S 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

At  last  it  in  within  the  reach  of  every  one  to  procure,  at  a 
trifling  cost,  a  complete  hand-book  of  Etiquette  and  Politeness 
that  has  no  peer  in  ihis  country  or  Europe.  This  book  has  none 
of  the  ancient  or  "back-number"  suggestions  on  this  all-ira- 
fiortant  subject  which,  I  regret  to  sav,  ro  many  other  high- 
priced  books  contain.  It  is  nota  "ha.shedup"  or  "fake"  edi- 
tion, but  a  fii-st-'lass,  complete  hand-bnok  on  a  subject  that  con- 
cerns every  living  perst'n- a  subject  that  comes  next  in  rank  to 
Cleanline>8-ln  fact,  a  pitt<'tical instructor  in  the  art  of  etiquette 
and  politeness  of  the  present  time.  Good  manners  Is,  as  almost 
everylKxly  knows,  a  vtrv  essential  factor  in  helping  anv  one  to 
attain  and  command  the  respect ffeverj-body  with  whom  he 
comes  in  contact— male  or  female^  young  or  old.  Th  is  book  gives 
a  thorough  explanation  of  the  deportment  of  both  males  and 
femalea.  It  teaches  a  person  how  tj  be  courteous  all  and  still 
possei«acertain  amount  of  dicnlty  id  self-respect.  It  teaches 
now  to  act  in  any  emergency,  or  enter  any  bo<  iety  without  em- 
barrassment, and  how  to  avoid  Incorrect  and  vulgar  habits  in 
the  street,  at  home,  or  In  society.  •  It  teaches  you  how  to  so  behave  that  your  society 
will  be  courted  and  sought  after  by  every  one.  B.v  acting  upon  the  adrt  given  in  this 
book,  you  can  gain  access  into  any  fnmily  in  America,  and  then  jou  want  nothing  but 
opportunity  to  distinguish  yourself.  In  phort,  it  is  the  best  and  most  comprehensive 
treatise  on  the  subject  of  Etiquette  and  Politeness.  Abstract  of  Contents:  How  to  enter 
a  room  and  how  to  leave  it- How  to  accost  or  notice  ladies  or  gentlemen  on  the  street — 
How  to  dress  well,  and  vet  not  garishly— How  to  give  and  ><-eive  Introductions— ^^'hat 
kind  of  cards  to  have,"  and  how  to  present  or  send  them— The  proper  mode  of  giving 
presents— How  to  shake  hands  and  bid  good-bye— How  to  begin,  conduct,  and  end  a  con- 
versation—How to  accompany  acqnainian  ts  on  the  promenade — How  to  seek  a  partner 
In  the  dance,  and  how  to  decline  an  invitation— How  to  behave  at  dinners,  either  as  host 
or  guest— How  to  behave  durinir  courtship  and  mnrri  -How  to  *'  play  the  aSable  "  at 
church,  at  parties,  etc.,  etc.   Price  Twenty-five  Cents,  by  mail,  poK^paid. 

^^  Thlit  book  and  any  four  other  26c.  books  on  tliia 
paee  for  One  Dollar.    U.  S.  poetagc  etampe  tukeu  eame  ae  cash. 
ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


tWCOOK  BOOK 


A  practical  and  reliable  g'uide  to  every-day  Cookery* 
by   an   Experienced  Housekeeper* 

PRICE  25  CENTS. 

This  work  on  Cookery  has  several  noteworthy  features  entirely 
distinct  from  any  heretofore  published.  It  is  airnnged  so  that 
the  HouH«'wife  can  tell  at  a  KlTuce  the  time  neress<iry  to  CooK 

any  Dish  or  Article  of  Diet,  it  also  gives  some  practical 

hints  and  suggestions  for  selecting  the  various  meats,  vegetables, 
fish,  etc.,  as  well  as  directions  ^jr  Preserving.  Storlngi 
and  Keeping  them.    Special  attention  is  fund  to  economy, 
and  an  effort  is  mode  to  remove  the  reproach  which  justly  clings  S! 
to  American  Cookery,  of  U'ing  cxti-avagantand  wasteful  without  |;'' 
being  palatable  and  healthful.     F>ill   insti-uctions  are  given   to' 

prepare  all  kinds  of  Ries,  Puddings,  Cakes,  Jellies, 

StC.t  "  ^^"  '^  preparing  and  cooking  all  kinds  of  Meats, 
oups.  Gravies,  Fish,  Vegetables,  etc..  In  an 
Economical  and  Appetizing  Manner.  It  also  con 
tains  considerable  mi.scellaneous  Intormation  pertaining  to  the 
household,  such  as  Removing  Kitchen  Odors,  Crease 
Spots,  Iron  Stains,  Ink  Spots  in  Books;  Cleaning, 

Scouring,  ReceiptSfOr  Washing,  etc.,  and  a  variety  of  others  equally  use- 
ful and  necessary  to  the  Housekeeper  or  Cook.  These  features  make  this  work  the  beati 
most  practical,  (ind  Popular  Cook  Book  ever  Lssued.  This  book  ySll  be  sent  to  anj 
address,  pos^pald,  on  receipt  of  Twenty-five  Cents. 

^^  This  book  and  any  four  other  25c.  books  on  this 
page  for  One  Dollar,     U.  s.  poetage  stamps  taken  eame  ae  cash. 
ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


,^>-, 


CONUNDRUMS  AND  JOKE. 


PRICE 


CENTS. 


A  bMk  MI  and  numlDp-over  with 
•Ide-splittlnf  fuu.    It  contains  Conun- 
drums that  will  set  the  whole  continent 
ffuessing,  and  then  they'll  have  to^v* 
•em  up  half  the  time.    Jokes  and  Qagt 
for  End  Men— the  t>est  lot  of  these  fim> 
ny  answers  and  questions  ever  pub- 
liabed.     Kegro  sketches— the  Minaret 
and  Showman  will  find  in  this  book  all 
the  sketches  they  want  to  eet  a  house  In 
a  rip-roarious  laughter.    It   also  coi>- 
tains  all  the  latest  jokes  of  Thatcher, 
Primrose    &    West,     Comcroes',    and 
Haverly's  Minstrels;  also  of  such  com^ 
dians  ae  Harrigan  &  Hart,  Billy  Rice, 
Ous  Williams,  Pat  Rooney,  J.  K.  Em- 
mett,  Sam   Devere,  and  niany  others  ,„ 
equally  prominent.    In  fact,  it  contains  ^ 
the  best  and  most  comprehensive  col- ' 
lection  of  Sketches,  Conundrums  and  ^ 
Jokes  ever  sold  at  so  low  a  price.    Sent  ^ 
by  mall,  post-paid,  to  any  address  on  ' 
receipt  of  26  Cents.    U'  S.  poetage 
stamps,  of  any  denomination,  taken 
same  as  cash. 

8FSC1A1/— Fire  copies  for  $1 .    Get  four  ...^ 
of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  ^ 
£5  cents  each,  making  tl  In  all,  and  ^ 
thereby  get  your  own  book  free.    This  :^ 
offer  holds  good  at  any  time.    Remem- 
ber the  title,    "Wkhmaii's   Minstrel 

BKXTCEES,    COKUNPBUIIS    ASD    JOKES." 

Bend  tor  a  free  catalogue  of  Songs, 

BooVs.  etc    ftr 


^~  This  book  and  any  fonr  other  25c.  books  on  this 
page  for  One  Dollar.  Clcau  aud  uiiui<ed  U.  S.  postage  eianiiw,  of  any 
aeuoiniuatioii,  taken  Baiue  ue  cauh. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS   DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Bow,  N.  Y. 


TH[C0HPIET[1[T11ITE 


PRICE  25  CENTS.^ 

This  is  the  first  time  that  a  book  has  l>een  published  that 
[  plainly  teaches  hOW  tO  write  a  letter.  It  shows  clearly 
all  the  blunders  and  mistakes  apt  to  be  made  by  an  inex- 
perienced writer,  and  makes  manifest,  in  the  simplest  way,  the 
proper  method  of  avoiding  and  rectifying  such  blunders  and 
mistakes,  whether  they  o<'cur  in  the  spelling,  the  punctuation, 
or  the  grammar.  This  book  explains  all  tlie  details  of  cor- 
respondeace,  whether  relating  to  the  form,  the  penmanship, 
the  directing,  folding,  and  sending  of  a  note  or  a  letter.  There 
are  in  this  book  valuable  hints  about  Love,  Courtship 
and  Marriage,  ^bowing  in  what  style  lovers  sliould  Indlto 
epistles.  There  uie  given  all  the  various  letters  that  arise  ia 
the  course  of  business:  Asking  for  money,  requesting  time,  en- 
Closing  remittance,  a>kiug  assistance,  rea.sons  for  refusal,  fix>m 
tenants  to  landlords  on  different  subjects,  with  landlords'  ro- 

pUes.  Then-and  thIs  Is  a  very  Important  feature- 
there  is  shown  the  legal  importance  of  a  letter:  and  explanations 
are  given  upon  the  exact  meaning  of  expressions  used  in  writ- 
ing that  may  be  brought  into  court  m  litigaticms.  Italso  contains  the  art  Of  abbre" 
VlatIng  writing,  so  that  any  one  con,  with  practice,  write  with  the  rapidity  ot  the 
shorthand  writer.  In  fact,  the  following  persons  all  require  this  book.  Young  ladies 
and  young  gentlemen,  wives  and  husbands,  widows  and  bachelors,  farmers  and  traders, 
the  sick  and  the  well,  soldiers  and  sailors,  mothers  and  fathers,  daughters  and  sons, 
givers  and  receivers  of  presents,  the  educated  and  the  illiterate.  But  it  would  take  iiage 
after  page  to  begin  to  enumerate  all  the  different  classes  to  whom  "  This  Com pletp 

t,etter  Writer"  would  prove  an  invaluable  companion.    There  is  nothing  worth 
nowing  in  any  other  letter  writer  not  to  be  found  here,  while  there  are  many  things  of 
Imtwrtance  here  not  to  be  found  in  any  other  book.    Notwithstanding  all  these  good 

points,    i^ce  25c.  per  copy,  or  this  book  and  any  four  other  25o« 
books  on  this  Page  for  One  Doilar.    Ciean  and  unused  U.  8.  poetace 

stamps,  of  any  deiiominauon,  taken  same  as  cash 

ADDRKSS    ALL   Ok:>ERS    DIRIXT  TO 

H.  J.  Welunan,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


POLICY  pTayerTdream  book 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 

With  this  Book  you  have  a  Sure  Guide  to  Lucky  Dr  «ms  and 
Lucky  Numbers.  It  gives  you  the  True  Interpretation  of  Dreams^ 
and  also  the  NumlxTS  of  the  Lottery  to  which  they  Apply; 
Good  Combinations  to  Play;  Signincati.ms  of  Cards  Dreamed  o^ 
and  their  Numbers;  Combination  TaMe  for  Saddles,  Olg^  and 
Horses;  Table  for  finding  Lucky  Numbers,  Numbers  of  Dreams 
of  the  Months;  for  the  Days  ot  the  Weeks;  The  Oraculum.  or  Na- 
poleon Bonaparte's  Book  of  Fate;  the  Method  or  Workinir  the 
Questions;  the  Oraculum  Tabic— In  fact,  this  book  gives  all  the 
!  euie  signs.  You  can  find  out  by  any  of  these  sure  systems  from 
this  txM'k  whether  you  will  be  ric'h  or  poor,  lucky  or  unlucky; 
w  hetlier  you  will  get  expected  money,  lovers,  clothes,  or  any 
other  article  that  you  may  set  your  mind  upon.  Do  you  dream 
of  love  or  gold,  or  of  friendship,  of  foes,  or  of  hfe  or  acath!  This 
book  will  explain  everything  clearly  to  you.  You  can  tell  your 
own  fortune  from  its  pogi-s  without  consulting  any  living  for- 
tune-teller. 1  his  book  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poeVpaid,  on 
receipt  of  price.    Postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash 

Price  Twenty-five  Cents  per  copy,  or  this  book  and  any  four  other 
25c.  books  on  this  page  for  One  Dollar.   Clean  and  unused  V.  &  poitac* 

stamps,  uf  any  deuominatjon,  taken  same  as  cash. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Bow,  N.  Y. 
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'OSTLER  JOE. 


By  Geo.  R.  Sima. 


I  Stood  at  eve  when  the  sun  went  down. 

By  a  grave  where  a  woman  lies, 
Who  hired  men's  souls  to  the  shores  of  sin 

With  the  light  of  her  wanton  eyes; 
Who  sang  tlie  .song  tliat  the  siren  sang 

On  the  treaeherous  Lurley  height; 
Whose  face  was  as  fair  as  a  Summers  day, 

And  whose  heart  was  as  black  as  night. 

Yet  a  blossom  I  fain  would  pluck  to-day 

From  the  garden  above  her  dust — 
Not  the  languorous  lily  of  soulless  sin, 

Nor  the  blood  red  rose  of  lust — 
But  a  sweet  white  blossom  of  holy  love 

That  grew  in  that  one  green  spot 
In  the  arid  desert  of  Phyrne's  life 

Where  all  else  was  parched  and  hot. 

In  the  Summer,  when  the  meadows 

Were  aglow  witb  blue  and  red, 
Joe,  the  ostler  of  "  The  Magpie." 

And  fair  Annie  Smith  were  wed. 
Plump  was  Annie,  plump  and  pretty. 

With  a  face  as  fair  as  snow; 
He  was  anything  but  handsome. 

Was  the  "  Magpie's"  ostler,  Joe. 

But  he  won  the  winsome  lassie; 

They'd  a  cottage  and  a  cow — 
And  her  matronhood  .sat  lightly. 

On  the  village  beauty's  brow. 
Sped  the  months,  and  came  a  baby — 

Such  a  blue-eyed  baby  boy! 
Joe  was  workiu":  in  the  stables 

When  they  told  him  of  his  joy. 

He  was  rubbing  down  the  horses — 

Gave  them,  then  and  there, 
All  a  special  feed  of  clover, 

Ju.st  in  honor  of  his  heir. 
It  had  been  his  great  ambition 

(And  he  told  the  horses  so) 
That  the  fates  would  .>*end  a  baby 

^Vho  might  bear  the  name  of  Joe. 

Little  Joe,  the  child  was  christened, 

And  like  babies  grew  ajnice. 
He'd  his  mothers  eyes  cjf  azure. 

And  his  father's  hone.st  face. 
Swift  the  happy  years  went  over. 

Years  of  l>lue  and  cloudless  .sky; 
Love  was  lonl  of  that  small  cottage 

And  the  tempest  [>a.ssed  them  by. 

Down  the  lane  by  Annie's  cottage, 

(.'haiiccd  a  gt-utleinaii  to  roam; 
He  caught  a  glimpse  of  Ainiie 

In  her  bright  and  happy  home. 
Thrice  he  came  and  saw  her  sitting 

Hv  the  window  with  her  child; 
And  he  nodded  to  tlie  baliy. 

And  the  baby  laughed  and  smiled. 

So  at  last  it  grew  to  know  him 

(Little  Joe  was  nearly  four) 
He  would  call  the  pretty  "gemplum" 

As  lie  passed  tlie  open  door. 
And  t)m;  day  he  ran  and  caught  him 

And  in  ciiild's  jilay  ptdled  hii.i  iu; 
And  the  baby  Joe  had  prayed  for, 

Brought  about  the  mother's  .sin. 

'Twas  the  same  old  wretched  .story. 

That  for  :iges  bards  have  simg; 
'Twas  a  woman,  weak  and  wanton, 

And  a  \-illain's  tempting  tongue; 
'Twas  a  picture  deftly  painted 

For  a  silly  creature's  eyes. 
Of  the  Babylonian  wonders 

And  the  joy  that  iu  them  lies. 


Annie  listened  and  was  tempted — 

Was  tempted  and  she  fell, 
As  the  angels  fell  from  Heaven 

To  the  blackest  depth  of  hell, 
She  was  promi.se<l  wealth  and  splendor 

And  a  life  of  genteel  sloth; 
Yellow  gold,  for  child  and  husband — 

And  the  woman  left  them  both. 

Home  one  eve,  came  Joe,  the  'ostler. 

With  a  cheer}'  cry  of  ' '  wife  !  " 
Finding  that  which  blurred  forever 

All  the  story  of  his  life, 
She  had  left  a  silly  letter, 

Through  the  cruel  scrawl  he  spelt. 
Then  he  sought  the  lonely  bed-room. 

Joined  his  horny  hands  and  knelt. 

"  Now,  O  Lord,  O  God,  forgive  her. 

For  she  ain't  to  blame,"  he  cried; 
"  For  I  ought  to  seen  her  trouble 

And  a  gone  away  and  died. 
Why-  a  girl  like  her — God  bless  her— 

"Twasn't  likely  as  her'd  rest 
With  her  bonny  head  forever 

On  a  'ostler's  ragged  vest. 

It  was  kind  o'  her  to  bear  with  rae 

All  the  long  ami  happy  time; 
So  for  my  .sake  please  to  bless  her. 

Though  vou  count  her  deeil  a  crime, 
If  so  be  I  (lon't  pray  proper. 

Lord,  forgive  me,  for  you  see 
I  can  talk  all  right  to  'osses. 

But  I'm  kind  o'  strange  with  Thee." 

Ne'er  a  line  came  to  the  cottage. 

From  the  woman  who  had  tlown. 
Joe,  the  baby,  died  that  Winter, 

And  the  man  was  left  alone. 
Ne'er  a  bitter  word  he  uttered. 

But  in  silence  ki.s.sed  the  rod. 
Saving  what  he  told  his  horses, 

Saving  what  he  told  his  God. 

Par  away  in  mighty  London 

Rose  the  wanton  into  fame. 
For  her  beauty  won  men's  homage. 

And  she  prospered  in  her  .shame. 
Quick  from  lord  to  lord  she  flitted, 

Hij^her  still  each  prize  she  won; 
And  her  rivals  paled  beside  her 

As  the  stars  beside  the  sun. 

Next  she  trod  the  .stage  half  naked. 

And  she  dragged  a  temple  down 
To  the  level  of  a  market 

For  the  women  of  the  town. 
And  the  kis-ses  she  had  given 

To  iK»or  'ostler  Joe  for  naught 
With  their  gold  and  priceless  jewels. 

Rich  and  titled  roues  bought 

Went  the  years  with  fl>nng  footsteps 

While  her  .star  was  at  its  height; 
Then  the  darkness  came  on  .swiftly. 

And  the  gloaming  turned  to  night. 
Shattered  strength  and  faded  Injauly 

Tore  the  laurels  from  her  brow; 
Of  the  thousands  who  had  worshipped, 

Never  one  come  near  her  now. 

Broken  down  in  health  and  fortune. 

Men  forgot  her  very  name 
'Till  the  news  that  she  was  dying 
•  Woke  the  echoes  of  her  fame. 
And  the  pajK-rs  in  their  gos,sip 

Mentioned  how  an  actr(!.ss  lay 
Sick  to  death  in  humble  lodgings, 

Growing  weaker  every  day. 

One  there  was  who  read  the  story 

In  a  far  off  country  place; 
And  that  night  the  dying  woman 

Woke  and  looked  uix)n  his  face, 
Once  agaiii  the  strong  arms  clas{)ed  b«r 

That  had  clasjxid  her  long  ago; 
And  the  weary  head  lay  pillowed,    . 

Upon  the  brea.st  of  'ostler  Joe. 
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All  the  past  he  had  forgiven — 

All  the  sorrow  and  the  shame; 
He  had  found  her  sick  and  lonely, 

And  his  wife  he  now  could  claim. 
Since  the  grand  folks  who  had  known  her 

One  and  all  had  slunk  away, 
He  could  clasp  his  long  lost  darling 

And  no  man  could  say  him  nay. 

In  his  arms  death  found  her  Ij'ing, 

From  his  arms  her  spirit  fled. 
And  his  tears  came  down  in  torrents 

As  he  knelt  beside  his  dead. 
Never  once  his  love  had  faltered 

Through  her  sad,  unhallowed  life, 
And  the  stone  above  her  ashes 

Bears  the  sacred  name  of  wij'e. 

That's  the  blossom  I  fain  would  pluck  to-day 

From  the  garden  above  her  dust; 
Not  the  languorous  lily  of  soulless  sin 

Nor  the  blood  red  rose  of  lust. 
But  a  sweet  white  blossom  of  holy  love. 

That  grew  in  the  one  green  spot 
In  the  arid  desert  of  Phyrne's  life 

Where  all  else  was  parched  and  hot. 


The  Fellow  Who  Stole  My  Wife. 

Written  and  eung  by  William  Carroll. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wchman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City, 

and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular 

English  and  German  Songs— Free. 

I'm  trying  to  tind  the  fellow  who  stole  away  my  wife, 

In  jail  I'd  surely  put  him,  and  keep  him  there  for  life; 

I'd  cut  the  hair'all  off  his  head,  I'd  till  him  full  of  tacks, 

Then  I  would  tar  and  feather  him,  and  shave  him  with  an  axe. 

Oul}'  to  catch  this  villian,  onlj'  to  hear  him  cry. 

Only  to  see  him  stoned  to  death,  or  poisoned  on  rock  and  rye; 

Only  to  see  him  begging,  only  to  hear  him  sneeze, 

I'd  lock  him  inside  an  ice  chest  and  there  I'd  let  him  freeze. 

If  I  could  lay  my  hands  oh  him,  you  bet  I'd  make  him  roar, 
I'd  tear  the  clothes  all  off  his  back  and  with  him  sweep  the  floor; 
I'd  clip  the  hinges  off  his  ears,  I'd  hit  him  with  a  rock, 
I'd  tie  a  stone  around  his  neck  and  pitch  him  off  the  dock. 
Only  to  see  him  drowning  in  a  barrel  of  boiling  soap. 
Only  to  see  him  dangling  on  the  end  of  a  good  strong  rope; 
Only  to  spoil  his  ugly  mug,  onlj-  to  close  his  eyes. 
Only  to  see  him  kicked  to  death  by  musquitoes  and  horse  flies. 

Oh!  where  is  he  now?  show  him  to  me? 

It  would  suit  me  to  a  T; 

With  the  toe  of  my  shoe  I'd  break  him  in  two — 

The  fellow  who  stole  mv  wife. 
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WHAT    I'D    LIKE    TO    KNOW. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  n.  .T.  Wehnian.  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City, 

and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular 

tnglUh  and  (k-miau  Songs— Free. 

If  you'll  read  the  daily  papers,  you'll  find  there's  something  new, 
And  if  you  listen  to  my  song  I'll  try  and  tell  to  you 
Some  of  the  very  funny  things  that  happen  to  and  fro. 
And  how  they  happen  in  this  land  is  what  I'd  like  to  know. 
Now  take  the  case  of  workingmen  with  many  mouths  to  feed. 
Their  wages  are  oft  times  reduced  on  account  of  rich  men's  greed; 
And  if  they  go  upon  a  strike  they  never  get  a  show — 
Do  rich  men  think  the  poor  must  live*  is  what  I'd  like  to  know. 

Why  don't  old  maids  get  married,  and  all  the  women  vote?    ' 
Why  can't  we  make  trade  dollars  pass  just  like  a  dollar  note? 
Why  send  men  to  the  North  Pole  lo  perish  in  the  snow? 
Ain't  the  dude  a  grown-up  monkey  now  *  is  what  I'd  like  to  know. 
Why  can't  we  have  poor  men  in  Congress  as  well  as  the  aristocrats? 
Why  don't  they  send  the  Chinese  home  to  live  on  mice  and  rats* 
Won't  England  soon  take  pity  on  the  land  where  the  shamrock  grows? 
Won't  we  soon  see  old  Ireland  free?  is  what  I'd  like  to  know. 

Now  they  say  that  Blaine  was  crazy  to  be  our  President- 
Is  the  Prince  of  Wales  so  very  poor,  his  mother  pays  the  rent? 
Is  Queen  Victoria  mashed  on  Arthur? 

Has  St.  John  any  show  to  marry  Mrs.  Langtry  now?  is  what  I'd  like  to  know. 
Is  the  Czar  of  Russia  happy  when  he  thinks  of  dynamite? 
Is  Ingereol  religious?  does  Oscar  Wilde  get  tight?  ■-' 

Why  do  they  beat  Ben  Butler,  and  fill  his  head  with  woe?  ■'_[■_   •  >   '■: 

Will  Cleveland  prove  an  honest  man?  is  what  I'd  like  to  know. 


THE    IRISH   BRiaADE. 

Sung  by  Johnson  and  Bruno. 

Oh,  don't  be  alarmed,  friends,  at  seeing  us  here. 

We're  two  gems  of  the  very  first  water; 
You  can  see  by  our  clothes  we  are  noblemen,  too, 

And  sons  of  the  marquise's  daughter. 
My  mother,  God  bless  her,  she  doted  on  us. 

Said  of  danger  we  ne'er  was  afraid; 
So  when  we  arrived  at  manhood,  a  commission  we  bought. 

And  I'm  one  of  the  Irish  Brigade. 

Choucs. 
Then  hurrah!  hurrah!  for  the  true  sons  of  Erin, 

Her  stout-hearted  soldiers  are  never  afraid; 
We  are  true  to  the  core,  and  tt)  death  ever  daring. 

We're  two  noble  sons  of  the  Irish  Brigade. 

The  Irish  Brigade  they  are  one,  true  and  brave, 

And  for  fighting,  the  best  in  the  land; 
In  peace  they  are  true-hearted,  cheerful  and  gay, 

And  like  lions  in  battle  they  .stiind. 
And  I  am  their  leader,  I'm  proud  for  to  say. 

That  my  .soldiers  they  dote  upon  me; 
For  oft  'midst  the  roar  of  cannons  they'll  shout: 

"  Give  a  cheer,  boys,  for  brave  Col.  Shea." — Chorus. 

To  the  roll  of  the  gun  we  marched  gayly  on. 

Through  the  field  'mid.st  the  dead  and  the  dying; 
And  high  tlirough  the  air,  through  the  smoke  can  be  seen 

The  green  flag  so  nobly  flying. 
And  there  it  waves  proudly  amid  shot  and  shell. 

As  my  men  to  the  charge  they  are  led ; 
They'd  "fight  till  they'd  die  ere  an  inch  they  would  cry. 

In  defense  of  the  flag  o'er  their  heads. — Chorus. 
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SEEING-    NEW   YORK    SIGHTS. 

Written,  and  sung  with  great  success  by  Frank  E.  Tracy. 

When  I  reached  the  age  of  twenty-one, 

I  tell  you,  I  felt  fine; 
I  drew  my  savings  from  the  bank. 

And  I  swore  to  have  a  "  time; " 
I  treated  all  the  boys  in  town. 

Was  drunk  for  several  nights; 
Then  I  packed  my  trunk  and  took  the  train. 

To  see  the  New  York  bights. 

Oh,  the  first  thing  that  I  run  against, 

Wlien  I  got  in  New  York, 
W'as  a  great  liig  chap  with  a  dandy  air, 

And,  oh.  Lord,  how  he  could  talk; 
W^e  both  got  drunk  at  my  expense — 

He  said:  "  Come,  we'll  fl}'  our  kites;" 
Then  arm  in  arm  we  started  in 

To  see  the  New  York  sights. 

He  took  me  to  a  concert  hall. 

Full  of  females,  fat  and  lean; 
I  then  began  to  "  hoop 'er  up," 

Got  stuck  on  every  girl  I  seen; 
While  in  this  joy,  upon  the  stage 

Came  a  damse?  iressed  in  tights; 
I  felt  so  fine,  that  1  ordered  wine, 
,    While  seeing  the  New  York  sights.    - 

By  and  by,  after  treating  a  dozen  times. 

Quite  curious  I  did  feel; 
My  friend  and  all  my  money  was  gone. 

And  my  head  was  "doing  a  reel;" 
I  wished  I  was  dead,  I  felt  so  sick 

From  the  beer  or  the  electric  lights; 
Then  I  fell  to  sleep,  and  dreamt  that  I 

Had  .seen  all  the  New  York  sights. 

In  the  morning  when  I  woke  again, 
The  Sim  it  brightly  shone,  ' 

'■  '  ':    I  found  I  was  locked  up  for  ten  days 
In  a  pri.son  cell  alone; 
When  my  time  was  up  I  deished  for  home» 
Where  I  should  have  been  by  rights; 
;       Quite  satisfied  once  was  enough, 
-         To  see  the  New  York  sights.  ' 
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To  Shol^  My  Respects  to  McGinnis. 


Writlen  by  J.  F.  Mitchell. 


]  The  otluT  niirlit  I  steppt-d  into  the  Slmnirock  Ilott'l. 

Just  to  pay  my  ivspftts  to  Mr(»iiiiii.»: 
For  as  1  was  passiii<r  I  tiiou^lit  it  as  well 

To  pay  my  n-spccts  to  Mci.Jimiis. 
Tlu-Ti-  was  two  or  thivi'  fellows  siotnl  just  roiiiul  the  bar. 
And  as  soon  as  I  fiittTcd  I  said  tiicre  yes  are. 
Let  ye  all  take  a  drink  and  a  len  cent  eiirar. 

Jiist  to  show  your  respects  to  McGinuis. 

Ciioiirs. 

Then  \vc  ail  i>aid  for  driidvs  in  turn— 

McGimiis  tlune  the  same — 
As  fast  as  we  coidd  order  theiu. 

Around  the  drinks  they  came. 
3Iurphy  he  was  paralyzed, 

Olirien  he  c ouldn't  see. 
Well,  I  was  drunk,  but  Flanagan 

"Was  a  great  sight  worse  than  me. 

O'Brien  tlicn  saiil.  let  us  he  jolly  tn-night. 

•lust  tO'Show  our  respects  to  .Sl(  Giimis — 
McCarthy  then  swore  that  he  must  have  a  tight. 

Just  to  show  our  respect.s  to  McGinnis. 
Then  Murphy  swore,  and  these  words  he  did  say, 
Now.  gentlemen,  let  ye  he  ai>y.  I  pray. 
And  enjoy  yerself  in  a  daue  dacent  way. 

Just  to  jihow  your  respects  to  McGinnis. — Chorus. 

Then  J^ullivan  hcgan  for  to  sing  a  nice  song. 

Just  to  >.iiow  his  respects  to  NicGiiuiis. 
And  as  he  was  getting  just  nice  and  (juict  ahnig, 

When  O'lJrien  he  clo'uted  Mc(iimiis. 
We  all  got  a  lighting,  we  >lugu-ed  left  and  right, 
And  Flanagans  breath  it  pat  out  the  ligiit. 
Big  Murphy,  the  cop.  lo'ked  us  all  up  that  night. 

And  wu  all  g(jt  a  cursin.;  Metiinnis.  —  Cliorna. 


Since  Maggie  Learned  to  Skate. 

Coi>yii^'lit,  l«Cs.  l>y  T.  l\.  llarais  &  Co. 

The  Wonln  aw\  y\w\<-  f>f  this  Soni:  will  !«•  si'iit  to  any  a(l(1rpi»»>.  pri-f-paid.  on 

receipt  <if  t<><eiil-'.  Iiy  II.  .1.  Wi'liiiiiiii.  I'.  O.  Hi>.\  ls-..';i  S'l-w  York  City.     Send 

for  toiiil'lete  K  atuUiiriie  of  I'opiilar  I-^nylisli  and  Oeriuuu  S)ngg-Vree. 

Behold  in  me  a  wretched  man. 

Who  don't  know  what  to  do 
With  H  grown  u])  daughter,  tliat 

I've  called  Maggie  Ann  McCue; 
She's  taken  to  the  latol  craze. 

My  lietirt  slie'li  .viirely  break. 
There  is  no  puace  frotn  morn  till  night, 

Since  Magglu  learned  to  skate. 

C  Hours. 

Take  me  to  the  roller  rink,  won't  you,  p.ipa.  dear? 

Let  me  roll  upon  tlie  lloor.  it  makes  inc  tVei  so  queer; 

Give  to  inc  a  quarter,  pa — me  ami  si>ler  ivat< — 

That's  the  (  ry  1  alway.s  hear.  >ince  Maggie  learned  to  skate. 

Mo.»t  ev(ry  night,  at  eight  o'clock. 

.My  diiimhtcr  can  lie  found 
On  the  lloor  of  t!ie  rolh-r  rink. 

With  a  dude  she's  '^katini;   round. 
She  cuts  all  fancy  Iignres. 

Oh,  her  neck  she  li  aurely  break — 
I'm  short  of  cash  entirciy, 
'  Since  Magirie  h.-arned  to  .skttt«?. — (Jhorua. 

She  wa.s  always  very  quiet. 
;  'Till  this  craze  it  "had  begun. 

She  was  never  gone  oti  dances, 

Tho'  she  liked  a  little  fun. 
1  wish  the  .Mayor  or  President 

Woidd  only,  for  my  sake, 
Hang  up  the  man  that  lir.st  Ix-gan 

To  u->e  the  roller  skate. — (  /lorua. 


-"Yes,  sir,"  yelled  the  ,<('<  ialistic  agitator,  'I  am  the  work- 
ingman's  friend."     "  Oli,  go  long,  '  said  a  real  workingman,  "  you 
<i  haven't  done  an  hone.st  day's  work  in  two  years."     "  Of  course  I 
haven't.     That's  ju.st  where  I  show  my  friendship  for  the  work- 
hrman.     I  keej)  my  hands  oil  .so  he  can  have  the  job." 


Oh,  Mamma !  Oh,  Mamma !  Oh,  Mamma. 

(.opyiight,  1«80,  l>y  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 
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If  you  look  at  a  girl  nowadays  she  will  scream. 

Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma! 
But  they're  not  quite  as  iimocent  as  they  would  seem. 

Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma! 
They  will  e.it,  they  will  drink  at  your  expense  each  day. 
And  they'll  call  you  a  darling  each  time  that  you  pay, 
When  your  pockets  are  empty  they'll  call  you  a  "jay," 

Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma! 

They  are  clergymen's  daughters,  at  lea.st  so  they  say. 

Oh,  mamma!  Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma! 
Yet  we  tind  them  at  matinees  day  after  day. 

Oh,  mamma,  oh,  manuna!  oh,  mamma! 
They  are  very  devout,  and  thev  flush  up  with  shame. 
If  you  ask  them  to  give  an  address  or  a  name. 
But  the  suppers  they  eat  make  a  fellow  e.xclaim, 

Oh,  mamma!  oh,  maniina!  oh,  mamma! 

Wet  weather  ju.st  suits  them  when  cros.sing  the  street. 

Oh.  mamma!  oh,  manuna!  oh,  mtunma! 
For  it  helps  them.to  show  off  an  ankle  so  neat. 

Oh,  mammti!  oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma! 
P'rhaps  the  old  man's  a  bum  who  is  used  to  hard  knocks, 
Bartenders  chase  him  for  dozens  of  blocks, 
Yet  his  daughter  wears  .stoekings  embroiilerud  with  clocks. 

Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma! 

The\*  are  .scheming  for  husbands  from  morning  'till  night, 

oil,  mamma!  oji,  mamma!  oh,  mamma! 
If  a  fellow  has  money  he  may  be  a  fright. 

Oh,  manuna!  oh.  manuna!  oh.  mamn\a! 
Thev  will  sit  close  iteside  you,  that's  if  you're  her  .style, 
AihT  complain  of  the  thirst  every  once  in  a  while. 
But  it  costs  you  a  (piarter  each  time  that  they  smile. 

Oh,  mammal  oh,  mamma!  oli,  mamma! 

Beware  of  the  girl  who  will  giggle  tmd  .say, 

Oh,  manuna!  Oh.  mamnia!  oh.  mamma! 
(^r  your  boodle  will  very  soon  dwindle  away, 

(>h.  manuna!  oh.  mamna!  oh,  mamma! 
She'll  induce  you  to  marry  her  p'rhaps  on  the  sly 
And  in  twelve  months  skedadle  with  some  richer  guy. 
And  she'll  leave  you  a  kid  who  do«  s  nothing  but  cry, 

Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh,  manuna! 
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Dearest  Spot  of  Earth  to  Me  is  Home 
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The  dearest  spot  of  earth  to  me  is  home,  sweet  home. 
The  fairy  land  I've  long'd  to  see  is  home,  sweet  home! 

Tin-re  how  charm'd  the  .sense  of  hearing. 

There  where  hearts  are  so  endearing. 

All  the  world  is  not  .so  cheering,  as  home,  sweet  home. 
The  dearest  spot  of  etirth  to  me  is  home,  sweet  home. 
The  fairy  land  I've  long'd  to  see,  is  home,  sweet  iiomc. 

I've  taught  my  heart  the  way  to  prize  my  home,  sweet  home, 
I've  learn'd  to  look  with  lover's  eyes  on  home,  sweet  home. 

There  where  vows  tin  tridy  plighteil, 

There  where  hearts  tue  .so  united. 

All  the  world  beside  I've  slighted  for  home,  sweet  home. 
The  deare.st  spot  of  earth  to  me  is  home,  sweet  home 
Th«!  fairy  hmd  I've  long'd  to  see  is  home,  sweet  home. 


' 


—Tailor— "  Married  or  unniiirrietl?"  Cu.stomcr — "Married.' 
Tailor  (to  cutler) — "One  ])()cket  concealed  in  lining  of  vest.' 
Oustomer— ••  Oh'^  What's  that?  "  Tailor  (explaining)—"  To  hide 
your  change,  you  know,  at  night.     I'm  married  myself." 


i 


— Yotmg  Mrs.  Vii-ssarliue:  "  You  arc  sure  this  is  real  Engli.sh 
bn^akfast  tea,  .Mr.  Grocer?"  "  Oh,  yes.  we  warrant  it."  "  Well, 
I'll  take  a  i)ound  if  you  are  sure.  Our  visitors  are  from  London, 
and  I  should  be  dreadfully  mortified  to  give  them  Japan  tea  by 
mistake." 


•«  ^  -» •»■.   ^"<i»i»«m    wm-»>-iiJi-ii-mm-im^t  n  n  |    |_JB|B  jg  ' 
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Little  Old  Red  Shawl  My  Mother  Wore 
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In  the  year  of  sixty-nine,  they  conimcticed  to  fall  in  line. 

The  {in-at  knijihts.  ihi-  noble  knights  of  labor; 
Now  in  nmnbers  niig;hty  8iron<4,  gainiiis^  fast  they  march  along. 

The  great  knights,  the  noble  knights  of  labor. 
They  are  men  of  brains  and  will,  eduiation.  |)liick  and  skill. 

And  in  time  they'll  chani;e  the  workinginan's  .situation;  ;.      . 

East  and  West,  where'er  we  go,  from  tlie  North  to  Me.xieo 

They're  au  thick  as  tties  and  soon  they'll  rule  tlie  nation. 

CHOurs. 
Oh!  the  great  knighU,  the  nolde  knights  of  labor. 
The  true  knights,  the  honest  knights  of  labor; 
Like  the  <;ood  old  knights  of  old.  they  cannot  be  bought  or  sold. 
The  great  knights,  the  noble  knights  of  labor 

U.  8.  Stevens  wjiP  the  m.in  this  great  order  first  began. 

The  great  knights,  the  noble  knights  of  labor; 
And  he  started  what  tliey  say,  is  ilie  strongest  band  to-day. 

The  ijreat  knights,  the  iiol)!e  knights  of  laltor. 
Bless  the  mind  that  gave  them  birth,  they're  the  finest  men  on  earth. 

And  they're  budding  np  a  mountain  high  of  power; 
Men  with  hearts  and  records  each,  men  who  practice  what  they  preach, 

And  the  men  we  ueetl  in  Congress  every  hour. 

Ciionrs.  '. 

Oh!  the  great  knights,  the  noliie  knights  of  labor. 
The  flue  knights,  the  gallant  knights  of  labor; 
'Till  they  treat  our  v.orkmen  fair,  they  will  boycott  cvcrj'whcre. 
The  great  kniglrs.  ilie  noble  knights  of  labor. 

Every  day  that  p:;.-ses  by,  they  increase  mid  mnltiply, 

Tlie  great  kni;:iits.  the  noble  knights  of  labor; 
Ijet  the  millionaire  rellect  tliat  their  force  cannot  be  checked. 

The  great  knight.s,  the  noble  knights  of  labor. 
In  the  Senate,  when  they  sit,  all  the  frauds  will  have  to  git, 

Or  they'll  drive  them  from  the  country  in  a  hurry; 
Every  do-r  has  got  his  day,  our  mechanics  want  fair  play. 

And  in  union  they  will  get  it,  don't  you  worry. 

ClIORfS. 

Oh:  the  great  knights,  the  noble  knights  of  labor. 
The  real  knights,  tlie  monarch  knights  of  labor; 
They  are  hero<'s  every  one.  luit  all  "scabs"  they  hate  and  shun, 
The  great  knights,  the  noble  knights  of  labor. 
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It's  a  relic,  do  yoti  see,  it  wa.'<  in  our  faiuih'. 

My  motlur  used  to  wear  it  iu  the  Fall; 
And  the  morning  that  she  died,  called  me  to  her  l)edside 

And  said:  "  -My  sou,  now  keep  this  old  red  shawl." 

Cuours. 

It  is  aged,  and  it's  tore,  yet  I  fondly  adore 

This  dear  old  shawl  my  mother  wore; 
And  Ihrougli  life  it  sliall  Ue,  Vi's.  a  liright  gem  to  me, 

This  little  old  red  shawl  my  mother  wore. 

I  i>rizo  it  far  above  every  other  thing  I  love. 

For  it  keeps  my  mother  ever  in  my  mind: 
And  as  long  as  life  .shall  last,  to  this  relic  111  hold  fast, 

This  memento  that  mv  mother  left  behind. — Choru». 


IN    OTHER    RESPECTS    WE    ARE 
DOINQ   QUITE   WELL. 
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DON'T   DIE   AN   OLD   MAID. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Deverc. 


i. 


When  a  young  girl  arrives  at  the  age  of  sixteen, 

Sweet  .sixteen,  so  gushing  and  gay. 
She's  hapi\v  when  spinning  in  the  bright  maz\'  waltz. 

And  flirts  iu  a  mischievous  way. 
Skips  round  like  a  kitlen  and  bangs  her  front  hair. 

Borrows  all  her  big  sister's  best  clothes; 
If  a  voung  nijin  should  call  at  her  hou.se.  she'll  say: 

"  Ma!  who  is  he'^  "  then  turn  up  her  nose. 

ClIOKCS. 

Oh.  girly.  dear  girly.  just  take  my  advice, 
And  see  that  your  ])l;nis  are  well  laid; 

Be  careful  .and  never  refuse  a  mttn  twice. 
But  snatch  him,  don't  die  an  old  maid. 

But  after  she  reaches  about  twenty-five, 

She  begins  to  get  calm  and  .sert'iie; 
She's  i)egiiming  to  think  of  the  sweet  bye-and-bye. 

She's  not  (luite  so  frisky  and  green. 
She's  had  quite  a  bath  in  the  pleasures  of  life. 

Cut  all  her  eye-teeth  and  got  wise; 
And  when  a  young  gentleman  calls  jit  her  house, 

"  Oh,  ma,  dear,  what  is  he'?  "  she  cries. — Chorus, 

But  after  she  reaches  about  ihirty-five, 

She's  nervous  and  so  much  afraid; 
She's  beginning  to  think  of  her  terrible  fate. 

She'll  soon  l)e  a  crusty  old  maid. 
It's  then  she  gets  desjwrate.  excited  and  rash, 

She'll  nail  any  rooster  she  can; 
And  now  wlien  a  gentleman  calls  .she  will  screech: 

"  Where  is  he?  I'm  dying  for  a  luim! " — Chorus. 


Ive  a  fluff  in  my  thro:it  and  my  voice  has  a  crack. 
My  head's  like  a  sawmill.  Ive  jiains  in  my  back. 
The  state  of  my  liver  no  language  «an  tell — 
But  in  other  respects  I'm  doing  ipiile  well; 
But  in  other  respects  I'm  doing  quite  well. 

I've  just  sent  my  daughter  ".Jemima  to  school. 
My  daughter  .Jemima's  i»y  no  means  a  fool, 
She  never  could  re.id  and  she  never  will  speH — 
But  in  other  respects  she  is  doing  tpiite  well; 
But  in  other  respeils  .she  is  doing  quite  well. 

I've  taken  a  house  in  the  swell  end  of  town. 
The  roof  has  a  leak  and  the  chimneys  are  down. 
The  walls  were  so  shaky  last  Friday  they  fell — 
But  in  other  respects  it  is  doing  quite  well; 
But  in  other  resiK-cts  it  is  doing  quite  well. 

I  bet  on  a  horse,  he'd  be  the  first  in  the  race. 
At  lea.st  so  they  told  me  on  naming  its  place. 
The  horse  wasn't  .seen  at  the  sound  of  the  bell — 
But  in  other  respects  he  was  doing  (piite  well. 
But  iu  other  respects  he  was  doing  quite  well. 

Is  life  worth  the  living.  I  ask  of  you  all? 
For  my  part  1  think  that  the  prodts  ate  .small; 
I  know  when  I  die  they  will  .send  me  to  well- 
But  in  other  respects  I'll  be  doing  (piite  well; 
But  in  other  respects  I'll  be  doing  qiute  welL 

Our  politics  are  in  so  charming  a  state, 
Tis  pleasure  to  vote  for  :i  new  candidate; 
Which  party's  most  honest  no  voter  can  tell — 
But  in  other  respects  we  are  doing  qtiite  well; 
But  in  other  respects  we  are  doing  (]uite  well. 

I  tried  to  play  poker  hist  week  and  I  failed, 
'Cause  the  Hush  that  I  bet  on  was  only  bob-tailed; 
I  dropi)e(l  all  I  had  .and  my  last  chaplet  fell — 
But  in  other  resiiecis  I  cuight  on  quite  well; 
But  iu  other  respects  I  caught  on  quite  well 

I've  dug  up  a  statue,  a  thousand  years  old, 
I've  i)lastered  it  new,  so  the  pieces  will  hold; 
Of  the  original  nose  there  is  not  left  a  smell — 
But  in  other  resiiecis  it  will  answer  (juife  well: 
But  iu  other  res[)ects  it  will  answer  (^uite  well. 

This  new  change  of  time  puts  my  watch  in  a  spleen 
When  I  find  that  it's  ■iifty-three  ininutes  of  slecu; 
If  to-<lay's  not  to-morrow,  1  really  can't  tell — 
But  in  other  respects  my  meridan  works  well; 
But  iu  other  respects  my  meridan  works  well 

A  tenor  once  sung  far  .above  a  hi.gh  C, 
His  price  was  as  liigh  as  a  tenor's  could  be; 
His  voice  was  a  cross  'twi.xt  a  .screech  and  a  yell —   ■ 
But  in  other  respects  he  could  warble  quite  well: 
But  in  other  respects  he  could  warble  quite  well. 


^fismen 


MSi 


;i^ 


4 


L  >      "      >■ 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF   SONGS-No.    11. 


u 


m 


KITTY,   THE  BABY  AND   I. 
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We  dwell  in  a  sweet  little  cottage  alone, 

Dear  Kitty,  the  baby  and  I, 
Where  clouds  never  gather  to  darken  our  hearts, 

The  wealth  of  the  world  we  defy; 
p^  An  organ  sets  out  in  the  parlor  so  neat, 

Where  all  i^  so  cozy  to  me. 
At  evening  while  Kitty  she  plays  and  she  sings, 

I  dance  little  babe  on  my  kuee. 

CnoRUs. 

Kitty,  the  baby  and  I,  Kitty,  the  baby  and  I, 
We've  friends  by  the  score  and  a  great  many  more, 
^  Kitty,  the  baby  and  I. 

Kitty,  the  baby  and  I,  Kitty,  the  baby  and  I, 
Come  over  and  see  how  contented  are  we,  '■ 

Kilty,  the  baby  and  I.  : 

We  have  a  piazza  siirroimded  by  greens, 

Where  babv  takes  lessons  to  walk. 
And  where  oft  I  play  little  pig  with  his  toes, 

And  laugh  at  his  sweet  childij-h  talk; 
The  cottage  is  filled  with  the  sweetest  perfume. 

Of  flowers  so  dear  to  the  eye; 
And  down  by  the  meadow  at  twilight  we  stroll, 

Dear  Kitty,  the  baby  and  I. — Chorus. 

Weve  queer  little  chicks,  and  a  big  woolly  dog. 

That  baby  will  scold  loud  and  long. 
The  neighbors  drop  iu  with  the  Itrightest  of  smiles. 

To  have  a  gotxl  laugh  or  a  song; 
The  oddest  of  knick-knacks  hang  round  on  the  wall. 

But  none  bring  a  tear  or  a  sigh; 
The  cottage,  the  organ,  and  all,  they  belong 

To  Kitty,  the  baby  and  I. — Chorus. 
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Wreck  of  the  Haddingtonshire. 

Tune — "The  Cumberland's  Crew." 


We  Fought  in  the  Same  Campaign. 
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Under  the  folds  of  the  flag  we  love,    ■ 

Proudly  we  stand  to-night; 
Some  of  our  comrades  are  up  above. 

After  the  weary  fight. 
Call  the  roll  of  the  brave  and  tnie. 

The  lM)y8  who  were  staunch  and  brave; 
Gallant  lads  like  their  coats,  true  blue, 

The  union  died  to  save. 

CUORUS. 

Their  names  and  deeds  shall  ever  live  in  story, 

Gallant  boys  who  died,  but  not  iu  vain; 
This  Ikj  our  toast,  this  be  our  lK)ast, 

We  fought  in  the  .same  campaign. 
Their  names  and  deeds  shall  ever  live  in  story, 

Gallant  boys  who  died,  but  not  in  vain; 
This  be  our  toast,  this  be  our  boiist. 

We  fought  in  the  same  campaign. 

Call  out  the  roll  of  the  valiant  dead. 

Names  that  shall  never  die; 
Names  that  their  lustre  uiM)n  us  shed 

Will  live  as  the  years  roll  by. 
Proud  are  we  of  the  dear  old  boys, 

Well  may  our  hearts  l>e  vain; 
We  sjing,  march  on,  'mid  the  canon's  noise. 

We  fought  iu  the  same  campaign. — CIu/ru9. 

Wrinkled  and  scarred  tho'  today  we  be, 

Hatter'd  and  old,  and  gray; 
Well  'tis  our  pride  that  from  .sea  to  sea. 

We  march 'd  and  we  won  the  day. 
Friends  were  we  in  the  days  gone  by. 

Parted  and  joined  again; 
Friends  we'll  be  till  the  day  we  die. 

We  fought  in  the  same  campaign. — Charm. 
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Oh.  shipmates,  come  gather,  and  list  to  my  ditty, 

A  horrible  story  to  ymi  I'll  relate; 
When  you've  heard  the  sad  news,  you  will  sav  'tis  a  pity. 

Alxjut  the  brave  sailor  laddies,  and  also  tlu-Ir  fate. 
On  the  twentv-first  of  August,  the  morning  being  cloudy. 

To  miike  'frisco  port  sure,  it  was  their  desire — 
When  the  crew  got  a  shock,  for  she  .struck  on  a  rock. 

That  noble  Scotch  ship,  named  the  Iladdiugtoushire. 

The  captain  gave  orders  to  t.ike  to  the  rigging, 

For  an  hour  and  a  half  there  the  .sailors  did  stay. 
While  the  billows  were  rolling,  the  .sails  they  were  tearing, 

'Till,  aliis!  with  a  crash  the  ma.sts  gave  away. 
Some  dead  and  some  dying,  more  shouting  and  crying, 

The  captain,  a  brave  man,  was  the  last  that  stood  by  her — 
A  Norwegian  and  young  Murry,  swam  ashore  in  a  hurry. 

The  only  two  that  were  saved  from  the  Haddingtonshire. 

On  the  beach  they  did  stay,  until  tlio  l^reak  of  day. 

Watching  for  their  sltipmates  that  they'd  sec  nev<  r  more. 
For  the  ocean  had  claimed  them  and  also  retained  them. 

Until  their  dead  bodies  are  drifted  ashore. 
There  will  be  fathers  and  mothers,  wives,  .sisters  and  brothers. 

Will  read  their  sad  fate  cabled  over  the  wire; 
It  will  break  many  a  heart,  when  forever  they  part 

From  the  crew  that  was  lost  on  the  Haddingtonshire. 

So  friends  have  a  kind  word  always  for  a  .sailor, 

Whose  life  is  a  hard  one  on  tlie'raging  sea  ; 
Were  it  not  for  them,  with  the  aid  of  ('r)lutnbus. 

We  would  never  be  here  in  the  land  of  the  free. 
So  let  us  pray  for  the  poor  ones  that  were  shipwrecked. 

And  hope  that  the  Lord  will  give  them  a  J)erth  higher — 
Where  their  .sins  will  be  forgiven— on  his  right  hand  in  heaven- 

Those  poor  souls  that  were  lost  on  the  Haddingtonshire. 


THREE   MAIDS   OF  LEE. 
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T\pre  were  three  young  maids  of  Lee, 

T»t*-  were  fair  asfair  can  be, 

Am  they  had  lovers  three  times  three. 

For  thev  were  fair  as  fair  can  Ikj, 

These  three  yoimg  maids  of  Lee. 

But  these  young  mai<ls  they  cannot  find 

A  lover  each  to  suit  her  mind; 

The  plain  sjioke  lad  is  far  too  rotigh. 

The  rich  ^'oung  lord  is  not  rich  enough. 

And  one  is  too  poor,  and  one  too  tall, 

And  one  just  an  incli  too  short  for  them  all; 

Others  pick  and  chocvse,  and  why  not  we? 

We  can  very  well  wait,  said  the  maids  of  Lcc, 

There  were  three  young  maids  of  Lee, 

They  were  fair  as  fair  can  be, 

And  they  had  lovers  three  times  three, 

For  they  were  fair  as  fair  can  l)e. 
These  three  young  maids  of  Lee. 

There  arc  three  old  maids  at  Lee,  i 

They  are  old  as  old  can  Ik*. 

And  one  is  deaf  and  one  cannot  see, 

And  they  all  are  cro.ss  a.s  a  gallows  tree, 

The.se  three  old  maids  of  Lee. 

Now  if  any  one  chance,  'tis  a  chance  remote^ 

One  single  charm  in  these  maids  to  note, 

lie  neeclnot  a  p<K'l  nor  handsome  be. 

For  one  is  deaf  and  one  cannot  see; 

He  need  not  wof)  on  his  lK!nded  knee. 

For  they  all  are  willing  as  willing  can  l)e; 

He  may  take  the  on<;  or  the  two,  or  the  three. 

If  he'll  only  take  them  away  from  Lee. 
There  are  three  old  maids  at  Lee, 
They  are  cross  as  cro.ss  can  be. 
And  there  they  are.  and  there  they'll  be. 
To  the  end  of  the  chapter,  one,  two,  threej 
TlMse  three  old  maids  of  Lee. 


k 


*i4rrr 


1: 


\ 


'r 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF   SONGS-No.    11. 


i^V^ 


De  Q-oot  Lager  Beer. 

Tune— "Bold  Privateer." 
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I'll  sing  to  you  a  song  dat  you  all  likes  to  hear. 

It's  about  a  driuk  dat  sobers  you  and  makes  you  feel  so  queer, 

It  ish  goot  for  de  stomach,  it  ish  goot  for  de  head, 

It  ish  goot  to  make  diuaer  mit  de  Switzercase  und  bread. 

Chorus,     v 

De  nice  lager  bier,  de  goot  lager  bier, 

Dere's  noting  in  dis  world  like  de  bully  lager  bier. 

It  ish  goot  for  de  husband,  it  ish  goot  for  de  frau, 

It  ish  goot  for  her  temper  ven  she  vants  to  kick  up  a  row; 

It  ish  goot  for  de  baby  ven  it  feels  a  little  queer. 

It  ish  goot  for  de  belly  grubs,  is  dis  goot  lager  bier. — Chorus. 

It  ish  goot  for  politicians  ven  dey  vant  to  catch  a  vote, 

It  keeps  de  lies  from  sticking  in  de  throat; 

It  ish  goot  for  de  congressmen  ven  dey  vant  to  fight  a  duel. 

For  dey  cannot  hit  each  other  from  a  shackass  or  a  mule. — Chorus. 

It  i.sh  good  for  de  maiden  ven  she  gets  up  6m  love  sick, 
For  it  cures  de  highsterics,  till  deir  face  shite  like  a  brick; 
It  ish  goot  for  de  fashion,  for  it  saves  the  hoopskirts  fine. 
For  ven  dey  drink  a  barrel  up  dey  need  no  crinoline. — Chorus. 

It  ish  goot  for  de  preacher  ven  he  preaches  off  de  church-roof. 
For  he  vill  baptize  you  mit  lager  till  he  finds  you  devil-proof; 
It  ish  bad  for  de  doctor,  for  it  von't  make  folks  get  sick. 
It  makes  de  peebles  send  jalap  to  de  beer  vaults  of  old  Nick.-CZw/v/s 

It  i.sh  goot  for  a  feller  ven  he  vants  to  have  a  .spark. 

For  it  tickels  up  his  courage  till  he  comes  up  to  de  mark; 

It  ish  goot  for  a  gal  ven  she  vants  to  catch  a  feller, 

It  makes  her  just  as  cunning  as  a  mouse  down  in  de  cellar. — Chorus. 

It  ish  goot  for  matrimony,  for  it  makes  a  frau  feel  blest, 

It  brings  de  milk  of  human  kindness  and  peace  to  her  breast; 

I've  got  a  nice  young  wife,  and  a  little  baby  dear. 

It  all  comes  from  driukiu'  of  the  goot  lager  bier. — Chorus. 


THE   BLIND   BOY'S   LAMENT. 
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Strangers,  will  you  kindly  listen, 

Do  not  coldly  pass  me  by. 
You  who  are  so  blest  of  heaven. 

Listen  to  a  blind  boy's  cry?  ■ ; 

Poor  and  homeless  here  I  wander, 

All  my  life  one  cloudy  dream. 
For  I  cannot  see  the  daylight,  < 

Camiot  see  the  sun's  bright  beam. 

Cnonus.  -     '^ 

I  can  clasp  your  hand  in  friendship, 
Listen  to  thy  words  of  love. 

But  I  cannot  see  your  faces 
'Till  we  meet  in  heaven  above. 


Human  help  is  unavailing, 

I  must  bend  beneath  the  blight, 
I'd  be  happy  in  the  sunshine. 

But  m^'^  days  are  darkest  nights; 
All  my  hf e  is  sad  and  lonely, 

Darkly  groping  all  the  day, 
I  would  give  this  world  of  nations 

Could  these  shadows  pass  away. — Chorus. 

Here  my  brother  sits  beside  me,  \  ■ 

He'll  protect  me  from  all  harm,       ■/■     '        - 
Where  I  go  he  kindly  leads  me,  -      : 

Gently  leaning  on  his  arm; 
May  the  blessings  of  kind  heaven 

Kest  upon  him  day  and  night,  .     '  = 

And  the  friends  that  now  surround  me 

Keep  their  health,  retain  their  sight. — Cliorus. 


I  Had  $15  In  My  Inside  Pocket. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy. 

I'm  an  Irishman,  now  don't  mind  that. 

For  you  cant  play  tag  with  Paddy  Flyun,     ,; 
In  the  Fourteenth  Ward  I  claim  my  how'ld. 

But  the  gang  they  play'd  me  for  a  skin; 
They  said  that  they'd  make  me  Alderman, 

Then  they  took  me  "round  to  see  Red  Bill, 
We  were  drinking  rye-and-rock,  till  four  o'clock. 

And  they  made  me  i)oiiy  up  for  all  the  swill. 

CUORCS. 

I  had  fifteen  dollars  in  my  inside  pocket. 

Don't  jou  see,  to  me  it  is  a  warning: 
Saturday  night  I  niatle  a  call  oh  a  friend  of  Tani'ny  Hal\ 

And  the  divil  a  cent  I  had  on  Sunday  morning. 

Oh,  the  gang  thej'  hung  around  (he  bar, 

Like  a  swarm  of  educated  mice; 
Oh,  they  made  me  driuk  a  "clarinette"  punch 

And  a  whiskey  "  Sangaree  "on  ice; 
They  stood  me  on  my  head,  when  my  wealth  gave  out, 
'     Then  they  hung  me  on  a  fence  to  dry. 
In  the  early  morning  light,  for'ninst  .Judge  White, 

These  words  to  him  I  plaintively  did  cry: — C/u/jii^. 


THAT  HIRED   GIRL. 

When  she  came  to  work  for  the  family  on  Congress  street,  the 
lady  of  the  house  sat  down  and  told  her  that  agents,  Itook-pedrilers, 
hat-rack  men,  picture-sellers,  ash-buyers,  rag-men,  and  all  that  class 
of  jKJople  must  be  met  at  the  front  door  and  coldlv  repulsed,  and 
Sarah  said  she'd  repulse  them  if  she  had  to  break  every  broomstick 
in  Detroit. 

And  she  did.  She  threw  the  door  open  wide,  bluffed  right  up  at 
'ein,  and  when  she  got  through  talking,  the  cbeekiesl  agent  was 
only  too  glad  to  leave.  It  got  so  after  a  while  that  peddlers  niarkcHi 
that  house,  and  the  door-bell  never  rang  except  for  conipany. 

The  other  day,  as  the  girl  of  the  house  was  wiping  off  the  spoons, 
the  bell  rang.  She  ha.steued  to  the  door,  cxiK'Cting  to  see  a  lady, 
biit  her  ejes  encountered  a  slim  man,  dressed  in  black  and  wearing 
a  white  necktie.  He  wa.s  the  new  minister,  and  was  going  around 
\o  get  acquainted  with  the  members  of  his  fiock,  but  Sarah  wasn't 
exi>ected  to  know  this. 

"Ah — um — is — Mrs. — ahl" 
"  Git  I "  exclaimed  Sarah,  pointing  to  the  gate. 
"  Beg  ptirdon,  but  I  would  like  to  see — .see — !  " 
"Meander!"  she  shouted,  looking  around  for  a  weapon;  "we 
don't  want  any  floiir-sifters  here  I  " 

"  You're  mistaken,"  he  replied,   smiling  blandly, 
to—" 

"Don't  want  anything  to  keep  moths  away — fly!" 
Sarah,  getting  red  in  the  face. 

"  Is  the  lady  in?  "  he  inquired,  trying  to  look  over  Sarah's  head. 
"  Yes,  the  lady  is  in,  and  I'm  in,  and  you  are  out!  "  she  snajX'd; 
'•  and  now  I  don't  want  to  stnnd  here  talking  to  a  fiy-trap  agent  any 
longer!    Come,  lift  your  boots!  " 

"  I'm  not  an  agent,"  he  said,  trying  to  smile.    "  I'm  the  new — " 
"  Yes,  I  know  you — you  are  the  new  man  with  the  patent  flat- 
iron,  but  we  don't  want  any,  and  you'd  better  go  before  I  call  the 
dog!" 

"  Will  you  give  the  lady  my  card,,  and  .say  that  I  called?  " 
"  No,  r  won't;  we  are  bored  to  death  with  can's  and  handbills 
and  circulars.     Come,  I  cant  .stand  here  all  day.'' 

'■  Didn't  know  that  I  was  a  minister?"  he  a.sked,  as  he  backed 
off. 

"  Xo,  nor  I  don't  know  it  now;  you  look  like  the  man  who  sold 
the  woman  next  door  a  dollar  chromo  for  eighteen  shillings." 
"  But  here  is  my  card." 

"  I  don't  care  for  cards,  I  tell  you!  If  you  leave  that  gate  open, 
I  will  have  to  fiing  a  flower-pot  at  you!  " 

"  I  will  call  again."  he  said,  as  he  went  through  the  gate. 
"It  won't  do  any  good!"  .she  shouted  after  him;  "we  don't 
want  no  prepared  food  for  infant.s — no  plfino  music — no  stuffed 
birds!  I  know  the  policeman  on  this  bctit,  and  if  you  come  around 
here  again,  he'll  soon  find  out  whether  you  are  a  confidence  man 
or  vagnmt!" 
And  she  took  unusual  care  to  lock  the  door.  •     '•■ ' 
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OVER  THE  JASPER  SEA. 
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The  sea  i.s  wildly  tossinjr. 

Ami  often  tilled  with  irlooiu. 
Ou  which  we're  swiftly  cros-siug 

To  our  eternal  home. 

Ciiours. 

Over  the  sea.  over  tlie  sea. 
Gracious  Saviour  pilot  tne; 
Over  the  sea.  (>v»r  tlie  sea. 
Uver  the  Jasper  sva. 

We've  many  a  foe  to  conquer, 

Aiul  many  a  storm  to  face. 
Ere  we  in  heaven  anchor 

And  sing  redeeming  gta<e. — Churns. 

Sail  on  then  comrades  lioldly. 

Ami  make  God's  word  your  chari. 
Do  every  tiuty  nobly. 

With  joyful,  trusiing  heart. — Vhvrus. 

Well  set  the  l)anner  w.iving. 

And  guard  it  with  our  lite; 
We'll  shout  alouil,  hosannah, 

Vietorit)Us  is  the  strife.  —  C/iurun. 


Miss  Fogarty's  Christmas  Cake. 
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As  I  .sat  at  my  wintlow  last  evening. 

The  letter  man  ln-ought  unto  me, 
A  little  gilt-edged  invitation. 

Saying,    "  Gilhooly.  come  over  to  tea.  " 
iSure  I  knew  the  Foirarty  s  seiit  it. 

So  I  wint  for  old  friendships  .sake, 
And  then  the  lirst  tliiiiii"  they  !.^•lve  me  to  tackle. 

Was  u  slicu  of  Miss  Foga ny.s  cake. 

ClIOliL'S. 

There  was  plums  and  jirunes  and  <'herries, 

And  citron  and  raisins,  ciiniamon.  to<i, 
There  was  nutmeg,  cloves  and  lierrie^. 

And  the  crust  it  was  nailed  on  with  glue; 
There  was  carrow.-iy  >eeds  in  al>uiidaiice. 

It  would  huiid  tip  a  tine  stomacii  aclie. 
It  wotdd  kill  a  man  twice  after  taking  .i  slice 

Of  Mi.ss  Kotrartvs  Christmas  cake. 


Miss  Mtilligan  wanted  to  taste  it. 

But  n.-aliy  there  wasn't  any  use. 
For  thev  worked  at  it  over  an  hour, 

An<l  they  couldn't  get  any  of  it  loose, 
Till  Fogarty  went  for  a  hatchet, 

And  really  came  in  with  a  saw, 
That  cake  was  enouirh.  I»y  tlie  powers. 

To  paralyze  my  jaw. — Chunm. 

Mrs.  FoL;;irly,  proud  as  a  peacock. 

Kept  smiling  and  iilinking  away, 
Till  she  fell  over  Flannigan  s  hrogan's. 

And  spilleil  a  whole  pot  of  tay; 
"Oh,  Gilliooley,  '  she  cried,  "you're  not  'ating, 

Try  a  little  more  for  my  sake." 
"No,  thatd<s.  Foi:arty,"  says  I, 

"  But  I'd  like  the  receipt  of  that  cake." — C/iorun. 

Maloney  was  took  with  colic, 

McNulty  com|)lained  of  his  head, 
•McFadden  laid  down  on  Uie  sofa. 

And  soon  he  wished  he  w.is  dead; 
Miss  Daly  fell  down  in  hysterics, 

And  slie  did  wriggle  ai'id  .shake, 

While  every  man  swon;  lie  was  j)oisf)ncd 

Through  catiug  Miss  Fogarty  s  cake.— CVt/yra*. 


On  the  Beach  at  Long  Branch. 
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On  the  beach  at  Long  Branch,  one  line  Summer's  day, 
I  had  a  novel,  reading,  to  pass  the  time  away. 
And  so  interested  wa.s  I  in  the  plots 
A  gent  stood  there  beside  me,  still  I  .saw  him  not, 
Tiil  at  last,  by  chance,  my  eye  lids  I  did  raise. 
I  found  him  on  n>e  looking  with  enraptured  gaze; 
Bright  bine  eyes  so  .sparkhng,  handsome  Grecian  no.se, 
Teeth  of  pearly  whiteness,  ipute  the  pink  of  l»eaux. 

Chorus.  : 

'TwiLs  on  the  beach  at  I^ong  Branch,  one  fine  Summer's  daj'. 
1  met  this  hand.some  man  who  stole  my  heart  away:  r 

Now  I  feel  so  happy  as  blissful  monuMits  glide. 
The  day  is  quickly  coming  when  I  shall  be  his  bride. 

As  like  one  awaking  from  some  happy  dream. 

We  glances  did  exchange,  his  eyes  with  love  did  beam, 

And  e'er  nuich  time  was  over  we  began  to  chat. 

And  hours  passed  away,  still  he  beside  me  sat; 

Ami  with  ways  .so  winning  he  did  love  impart,  - 

.My  spirits  rost-  a-s  high  as  the  early  morning  lark; 

He  told  me  that  he  loved  me.  vowed  that  all  his  life 

Would  be  to  him  worthless  unless  I'd  be  his  wife. — Chorus. 

lie  said  tlnit  if  I'd  marry  all  troubles  we  would  drown. 
And  live  in  blissful  ignonmce  of  all  the  cares  of  town; 
With  soft  itersua.sive  power  he  tolil  me  of  his  love, 
Vowing  to  be  true.  \ry  all  the  powers  above; 
He  asked  me  if  I'd  marry,  pressed  me  then  to  .say, 
Till  to  his  wishes  yielding,  I  named  the  happy  day; 
lie  Mid  his  cup  of  bliss  was  tilled  <|uite  to  the  brim, 
lied  live  alone  for  me,  and  I  alone  for  him. 

Spoken — And  I  ran  assure  you,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  he  is  one 
of  those  de.ar  (h'ligbtful  fellows  th.it  no  young  girl  could  resist,  and 
I'm  very  happy  and  proud  to  .say:  Up  to  the  present  moment  I've 
no  cause  to  regret  that — Chorus. 


, 
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COME,  SIT  BY  ME,  MOTHER. 

Copyrigiit,  lKS.'i,  by  T.  B.  llarnii.  &  Co. 
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Come,  sit  by  mo,  mother,  I'd  fain  have  theo  near  me. 

For  where  is  the  one  who  c;in  cotnforl  me  now? 
Thy  loving  face  oidy  to  earth  cotdd  endear  me, 

Now  she  whom  I  love  so  has  broken  her  vow; 
Vet  bl.une  her  not.  mother,  they  said  I  hail  perished, 

II:i»l  yielded  my  life  with  my  face  to  the  foe; 
Ah.  belter  twwre  so  than  the  hopes  that  I  cherisheil,  . 

Had  pointed  a  future  I  never  can  know. 

Chorus. 

Come,  sit  by  me,  mother,  I'd  fain  have  thee  near  me. 

For  where  is  the  one  who  can  comfort  me  now? 
Thy  loving  face  only  to  e.arth  cotdd  endear  me. 

N'ow  she  whom  I  love  so  has  broken  her  vow. 

Come,  sit  by  me,  mother,  and  hear  my  sad  story. 

Oh,  dark  was  the  hour  when  I  i)ade  her  farewell; 
Where  battle  was  raging  for  honor  and  glory, 

I  si)ed  from  mv  darling  with  hopes  none  can  tell; 
Her  dear  loving  letters,  how  fondly  I  kissed  them. 

They  spoke  of  the  day  win  ii  in  joy  we  woidd  meet; 
I  deem'd  her  still  mine,  tho"  for  months  I  had  mis.se(l  them, 

Nor  dreamt  that  another  had  knelt  at  her  Iwi.—C Iwrus. 

I've  seen  her,  my  mother,  I've  .seen  that  cheek  whiten, 

Where  r«)ses  were  bl(K)ming  a  moment  before; 
I've  seen  the  eyes  droop  that  were  once  wont  to  brighten. 

And  give  me  a  welcome  they'll  give  me  no  more; 
Then  pity  her,  mother,  I  knovv  they  deceived  her, 

I  know  that  her  heart  has  \w.\vx  been  untrue; 
Go  to  her  and  .say  to  the  lii-st  I  iMilieved  her, 

And  my  eyes  have  iKicn  closed,  dearest  mother,  by  you.— Chorus 
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MY  NANNIE,  O! 
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Behind  yon  hills  where  Lugar  flows, 

'Mang  moors  and  mosses  many,  O, 
The  Wintry  sun  the  day  has  closed, 

And  I'll  awa  to  Nannie,  O.  .. 

The  Westlin  wind  blaws  loud  and  chill — 
The  night's  baith,  murk  and  rainy,  O; 

But  I'll  get  my  plaid,  an'  out  I'll  steal. 
An  owre  the  hills  to  Nannie,  0- 

My  Nannie's  charming,  sweet,  an'  young, 

Nae  artfu' wiles  to  win  ye,  O; 
May  ill  befa'  the  flattering  tongue 

'That  wad  beguile  my  Nannie,  0- 

Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true, 

As  sjwtless  as  .she's  bonnie,  O; 
The  op'ning  gowar,  wet  wi' dew, 

Nac  purer  is  than  Nannie,  O. 

A  cotmtry  lad  is  my  degree. 

An'  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  O; 
But  what  care  I  how  few  there  be?  •; 

;  I'm  welcome,  ay,  to  Nannie,  0- 

M)-  riches  a'  's  my  penny  fee. 
An  I  maun  guide  it  cannie,  O;  .     , 

But  warl's  gear  ne'er  trouble  me. 
My  thoughts  are  a"  m}' Nannie,  O. 

Come  weal,  come  wO,  I  care  na  by, 
I'll  tak  what  heaven  will  send  me,  O; 

Nae  ither  care  in  life  have  I, 
But  live  and  love  my  Nannie,  O. 


The  Sea,  the  Sea,  the  Open  Sea. 
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The  soa,  the  sea,  the  open  sea, 

The  blue,  the  fresh,  tlie  ever  free; 

Without  a  mark,  without  a  bound. 

It  runneth  the  earth's  wide  region  round; 

It  plays  with  the  clouds,  it  mocks  the  skies. 

Or  lil;e  a  cradled  creature  lies. 

I'm  on  the  sea,  I'm  on  the  sea, 

I  am  where  I  would  ever  be. 

With  the  blue  above,  and  the  blue  below, 

And  silence  wheresoe'er  I  go; 

If  a  storm  should  come  and  awake  the  deep, 

W^hat  matter?  I  .shall  ride  and  sleep. 

I  love,  oh,  how  I  love  to  ride. 
On  the  tierce  foaming,  bursting  tide; 
"When  every  mad  wave  drowns  the  moon. 
Or  whi.stles  aloud  his  temiKJst  tune. 
And  tells  how  goeth  the  world  Ixjlow, 
And  why  the  HoiUh-West  bla.st  doth  blow, 
I  never  was  on  the  tame  dull  shore. 
But  I  lovetl  the  great  sea  more  and  more. 
And  backwards  flew  to  her  billowy  breast. 
Like  a  bird  that  seeketh  its  mother's  nest,- 
And  a  mother  she  was  and  is  to  me. 
For  I  was  bom  on  the  open  sea. 

The  waves  were  white— and  red  the  mom. 
In  the  noisy  hour  when  I  was  born; 
The  whale  it  whistled,  the  porpoise  roll'd. 
And  the  dolphins  bared  their  backs  of  gold. 
And  never  was  heard  .such  an  outcry  wild. 
As  welcomed  to  life  the  ocean  child. 
I  have  lived  .since  then  in  calm  and  strife,         ■ 
Full  fifty  Summers  a  rover's  life,  , 

With  wealth  to  spend,  and  power  to  range,         1 
But  never  have  sought  or  .sighed  for  change; 
','j..        And  death  whenever  he  comes  to  me,  .;-  v  :'.^--\^ 

Shall  come  on  the  wide  unbounded  sea. 


JOCK  O  HAZELDEAN. 
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Why  weep  ye  by  the  tyde,  ladye?  ^ 

AV"hy  weep  ye  by  the  tyde? 
I'll  wed  3'e  to  my  youngest  son. 

And  ye  shall  be  liis  bride; 
And  ye  shall  be  his  bride,  ladye, 
;-         So  comely  to  be  seen ; 

But,  ay,  .she  loot  the  tears  down  fa'. 

For  Jock  o' Ilazeldeau. 

Now  let  this  wilfu'  grief  be  done, 

And  dry  that  cheek  so  pnle; 
Young  Frank  is  chief  of  Erriugton, 

And  lord  of  Laugley  Dale; 
His  stop  is  tirst  in  peaceful  ha'. 

His  sword  in  battle  keen; 
But,  ay,  .'she  loot  the  tears  down  fa'. 

For  Jock  o'  Ilazeldean. 

-A  chain  of  gold  ye  shall  not  lack. 

Nor  braid  to  bind  your  hair; 
Nor  mettled  hoiuul,  nor  managed  bawl, 
.    ,  Nor  palfrey  fresh  and  fair; 

And  you.  the  formost  o'  them  a'. 
Shall  ride  our  fore.st  queen; 
.  But,  ay,  she  loot  the  tears  down  fa'. 
For  Jock  o' Hazeldean. 


THE  BRIDAL  RINO. 

I  dreamed  last  night  of  our  early  days. 

Ere  to  battle  I  march'd  o'er  the  heather; 
When  we  danced  on  the  heath  in  the  pale  moon's  rajs, 

Hand  in  hand — hand  in  hand  together; 
Then  I  thought  you  gave  me  again  that  kiss. 

More  sweet  than  the  perfume  of  Spring, 
While  I  pre.'is'd  on  your  fingers  loves  pure  gold  pledge, 

This  bridal  ring— this  bridal  ring. 

I  dreamed  I  heard  then  the  tnnnpet  sound, 

And  at  once  was  forced  to  sever; 
That  I  fell  on  the  heath  with  my  last  <lcalh  wound, 

Lost  to  thee — lost  to  thee  for  e\er: 
Then  I  thought  you  gave  me  again  that  ki.ss, 

Empearl'd  like  a  flow'r  in  Spring: 
'Neath  its  warmth  I  awoke,  on  thy  ilear  hand  to  press 

This  bridal  ring — this  bridal  ring. 


Bruce' s  Address  to  His  Army. 
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V  .  .  Scots,  wha  hae  wi' Wallace  bled, 

Scots  wham  Bruce  has  often  led, 
V  Welcome  to  your  gor>' iKfl, 

Or  to  glorious  \nctory. 
Now 's  the  d.iy,  and  now 's  the  hour, 
See  the  front  of  battle  lour?' 
See  ai^proach  proud  Edward's  pow'r, 
Edward,  chains,  and  slavery  ? 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave? 
Wha  will  fill  a  coward's  grave? 
W^ha  sae  base  as  l)e  a  slave? 

Traitor!  coward!  turn  and  flee. 
Wha  for  Scotland's  king  and  law, 
Freeman's  sword  shall  freely  drawt 
Freeman  stand,  or  freeman  fa" — 

Caledonians,  on  wi'  me. 

By  oppression,  woes  and  pains. 
By  your  sons  in  servile  chains. 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins, 

But  they  shall  be,  shall  l)e  free! 
,   ;^      Lay  the  proud  u.surper8  low,  _ 

Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe, 
Liberty  's  in  every  blow —  >- .      . 

Forward!  let  us  do  or  die  1 
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THE  IRISH  STRANGER. 
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Oh,  ^ty  the  fate  of  a  poor  Irish  stranger, 

That's  wandered  thus  far  from  his  home; 
I  sigh  for  protection  from  want,  •woe  and  danger, 

But  know  not  which  way  for  to  roam. 
I  ne'er  shall  return  to  Hibernia's  bowers, 
For  bigotry  hath  trampled  her  sweetest  of  flowers, 
That  gave  comfort  to  me  in  my  lonliest  hour. 

They  are  gone  and  I'll  ne'er  see  them  more. 

"With  wonder  I  gazed  on  yon  proud,  lofty  building, 

As  in  grandeur  it  rose  from  its  lord; 
"With  sorrow  I  beheld  my  own  garden  soon  yielding 

Its  choicest  of  fruits  for  its  board. 
But  where  is  my  father's  low  cottage  of  clay. 
Wherein  I  did  spend  many  a  long  happy  day? 
Alas  I  has  his  lordship  contrived  it  away? 

Yes,  it's  gone  and  I'll  ne'er  see  it  more. 

"WTien  nature  was  seen  on  the  sole  bush  and  bramble. 

Sit  smiling  in  beautiful  bloom. 
O'er  fields  without  danger  I  used  to  ramble, 

And  lavish  amidst  her  perfume; 
Or  range  thro'  the  woods  where  the  gay  feather'd  throng. 
Did  joyfully  sing  their  loud-echoing  song, 
The  days  then  of  Summer  passed  sweetly  along. 

Now  they  are  gone  and  I'll  ne'er  see  them  more. 

"When  the  sloes  and  the  berries  hung  ripe  on  the  bushc<!, 

I've  gathered  them  oft  without  harm, 
And  gone  to  the  fields  where  I've  shorn  the  green  rushes. 

Preparing  for  Winter's  cold  storm; 
Or  I've  sat  by  the  tire  on  a  cold  Winter's  night, 
Along  with  ray  friends  telling  tales  of  delight; 
Those  tales  gave  me  pleasure,  I  could  them  invite, 

Now  they  are  gone,  shall  I  ne'er  see  them  more? 

But  Erin,  sad  Erin,  it  grieves  me  to  ponder, 

On  the  wrongs  of  thy  injured  isle; 
Thy  sons,  many  thousands,  deploring  to  wander 

()n  shores  far  away  in  e.vile; 
But  give  me  the  power  to  cross  o'er  the  main, 
America  might  yield  me  some  .shelter  from  pain; 
I'm  only  lamenting  whilst  here  I  remain. 

For  tLe  joys  that  I'll  never  see  more. 

Farewell  then  to  Erin,  and  those  I  left  weeping 

Upon  her  discou-solate  shore; 
Farewell  to  the  grave  where  my  father  lies  sleeping, 

That  groiuid  I  still  dearly  adore. 
Farewell  to  each  pleasure,  l  once  had  at  home. 
Farewell,  now  a  stranger  in  England  I  roam; 
O  give  me  my  past  joys,  or  give  me  a  tomb. 

Yes,  iu  pity  i  ask  for  no  more. 


Ye  Parliaments  of  England. 
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You  parliament  of  England, 

You  lords  and  commons,  too. 
Consider  well  what  you're  about, 

And  what  you  mean  to  do; 
You've  l)een  at  war  with  Yankees, 

I'm  sure  you'll  rue  the  day, 
You  rous'd  the  sons  of  liberty 

In  North  America. 

You  first  confined  our  commerce, 

And  say  our  ship.s  can  trade; 
You  next  confined  our  seamen, 

And  used  them  as  your  slaves; 
You  then  insulted  Rogers, 
•         While  cruising  on  the  main; 
And  had  not  we  declared  war, 
^  You'd  have  done  it  o'er  again. 


You  tho't  our  frigates  were  but  few, 

And  Yankees  would  not  fight, 
Until  brave  Hull  your  Quernere  took 

And  vanished  from  your  sight. 
The  Wasp  then  took  the  Frolic, 

You  nothing  said  of  that; 
The  Pointiers  being  of  the  line. 

Of  course  she  took  her  back. 

The  next  your  Macedonian, 

No  finer  ship  could  swim; 
Decatur  took  her  gilt  works  off 

And  then  he  took  her  in. 
The  Java,  by  a  Yankee  ship 

Was  sunk,  you  all  must  know; 
The  Peacock  fine,  in  all  her  pride. 

By  Lawrence  down  did  go. 

Then  next  you  sent  a  Boxer, 

To  box  us  all  about; 
But  we  had  an  Enterprising  brig. 

That  beat  your  Boxer  out. 
We  boxed  her  up  to  Portland. 

And  moored  her  off  the  town. 
To  show  the  sons  of  liberty 

Your  Boxer  of  renown. 

Then  upon  lake  Erie, 

Brave  Perry  had  some  fun; 
You  own  he  beat  your  naval  force, 

And  caused  them  for  to  run; 
While  Chauncy  on  Ontario. 

The  like  ne'er  was  known  before. 
Your  British  squadron  beat  complete, 

Some  took — some  run  a.shore. 

Then  your  brave  Indian  allies. 

You  8t3led  them  by  that  name. 
Until  they  turn'd  their  tomaliawkk. 

And  by  j'ou  savages  became. 
But  by  your  mean  insinuation, 

They  dispised  you  from  their  soul. 
And  joined  the  sons  of  liberty 

That  scorn  to  be  controlletf. 

Now  lament  you  sons  of  Britain, 

Far  distant  is  the  day. 
That  e'er  you'll  gain  what  3'ou  have  lost 

In  North  America. 
Go  tell  your  king  and  parliament. 

By  all  the  world  'tis  known. 
That  British  force  by  sea  and  land. 

By  Yankees  are  o'erthrown. 

Our  Decatur  in  the  Guerriere, 

Soon  humbled  the  Turkish  crew, 
Bro't  them  to  submission. 

As  he  had  done  to  you. 
The  Essex  in  the  South  seas. 

Had  put  out  all  your  lights; 
The  flag  she  wore  at  her  m&st-head 

Was  "  free  trade  and  sailor's  rights," 

Grant  us  free  trade  and  commerce, 

And  don't  impress  our  men; 
Give  up  all  claims  to  Canada, 

Then  we'll  be  at  jJeace  again. 
And  then  we  will  respect  ^ou. 

And  treat  you  as  our  friend; 
Respect  our  flag  and  citizens. 

Then  all  these  wars  will  end. 


■•'i  > 
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— A  young  girl,  at  an  examination  in  grammar  the  other  day, 
when  asked  why  the  noun  "bachelor"  was  singular,  blushingly 
answered,  "  Because  it  is  very  singular  they  don't  get  married.  ' 
She  went  up  head. 

.■"■■, :■.■•■   .1 

— Lucy  Stone  denounces  corsets  because  Eve  did  not  wear  them. 
Lucy  is  built  right  up  straight,  like  a  board,  and  is  so  inflexible 
that  corsets  don't  make  any  impression  on  her.  The  plea  for 
corsets  is  that  if  Eve  had  been  more  staid  in  her  conduct,  she 
would  have  stayed  longer  in  Paradise. 
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She  Wore  a  Wreath  of  Roses. 
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She  wore  a  wreath  of  roses  the  night  when  first  we  met, 
Her  lovely  face  was  smilmg  beneath  her  curls  of  jet; 
Her  footsteps  had  the  lightness,  her  voice  the  joyous  tone. 
The  tokens  of  a  youthful  heart  where  sorrow  is  unknown* 
I  saw  her  but  a  moment,  yet  methiuks  I  see  her  now, 
With  the  wreath  of  Summer  flowers  upon  her  snowy  brow. 

A  wreath  of  orange  flowers  when  next  we  met  she  wore, 

The  expres-sioa  of  her  features  was  more  thoughtful  than  before. 

And  standing  by  her  side  was  one  who  strove,  and  not  in  vain. 

To  soothe  her  leaving  that  dear  home  she  ne'er  might  view  again; 

I  saw  her  but  a  moment,  but  methinks  I  see  her  now, 

With  the  wreath  of  orange  blossoms  uix»u  her  snowy  brow. 

And  once  again  I  see  that  brow,  no  bridal  wreath  is  there. 

The  widow's  somber  cap  conceals  her  once  luxuriant  hair. 

She  weeps  in  silent  solitude,  and  there  is  no  one  near. 

To  press  her  hand  within  his  own  and  wii)e  the  fallen  tear; 

I  see  her  broken-hearted,  and  methinks  1  see  her  now, 

In  the  pride  of  youth  and  beauty,  with  a  wreath  upon  her  brow. 


The  Spot  Where  I  Was  Born. 
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I  have  wandered  on  thro'  many  a  clime 

Where  flowers  of  beauty  grew, 
Where  all  was  blissful  to  the  heart, 

And  lovely  to  the  view; 
I  have  seen  them  in  their  twilight  pride. 

And  in  the  dress  of  morn, 
But  none  appeared  so  sweet  to  me 

As  the  spot  where  I  was  bom. 

I  have  wandered  on  thm' many  a  clime. 

And  gazed  on  palace  walls, 
'  Yet  never  wished  that  step  of  mine 

Should  tread  those  stately  halls;  : 

For  midst  the  pomp  that  circled  me, 

I  still  should  be  forlorn,  .   ' 

Give  me,  give  nie  the  lowliest  cot  .■ ,  ;•     ' 

On  the  spot  where  I  was  born.  .  ^, 


On  Old  Long  Island's  Sea-G-irt  Shore. 
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On  old  Long  Lsland's  sea-girt  shore, 
l^lany  an  hour  I've  whiled  away. 
In  listening  to  the  breakers'  roar. 

That  wjished  the  beach  at  Rockaway.       • 
Transfixed  I've  stood  while  nature's  l>Te 

In  one  harmonious  concert  broke. 
Till  catching  its  promethean  fire. 

My  inmost  soul  to  rapture  woke. 

Chorus.  ^ 

Oh!  on  old  Long  Island's  sea-girt  shore, 

Many  an  hour  I've  whiled  away. 
In  listening  to  the  breakers'  roar 

That  washed  the  beach  at  Rockaway.     .    ^       . 

Oh!  how  delightful  'tis  to  stroll 

Where  murmuring  winds  and  waters  meet, 
Marking  the  billows  as  they  roll,  : 

And  break  resistless  at  your  feet; 
To  watch  young  Iris  as  she  dips 

Her  mantle  in  the  sparkling  dew, 
Till  chased  by  Sol,  away  she  trips 

O'er  the  horizon's  quivering  blue. — Chorus. 

To  hear  the  startling  night  winds  sigh. 

As  dre;imy  twilight  lulls  to  sleep,  .^-■  '. 

While  the  pale  moon  reflects  from  high     ",;•..;... 
'         Her  image  in  the  mighty  deep;  ■       "'     ,'        " 

Majestic  scene  where  nature  dwells 

Profound  with  everlasting  love. 
While  her  unmeasured  music  swells 


THE  BRAVE  OLD  OAK 
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ft  song  to  the  oak,  the  brave  old  oak,  ^  ,,      ;-. 

Who  hath  ruled  in  the  greenwood  long;  ■ 

Here's  health  and  renown  to  his  broad  green  crown. 

And  his  fifty  arms  so  strong. 
There  is  fear  m  his  frown  when  the  sun  goes  down. 

And  the  fire  in  the  West  fades  out; 
And  he  showeth  his  might  on  a  wild  midnight. 

When  storms  through  his  branches  shout. 

Chorus. 
Then  sing  to  the  oak,  the  brave  old  oak, 
Who  hath  ruled  in  this  land  so  long; 
:"    .    .     And  still  flourish  he  a  hale  green  tree, 
When  a  hundred  years  are  gone. 

He  saw  the  times  when  the  Christmas  chimes         .  7 

Were  a  merr}' sound  to  hear. 
And  the  squire's  wide  hall  and  the  cottage  small 

Were  full  of  American  cheer; 
And  all  the  day.  to  the  rebeck  gay. 

They  frolick'd  with  lovesome  swains; 
The}'  are  gone,  they  are  dead,  in  the  churchyard  laid. 

But  the  tree,  he  still  remains. — C/toi-im.  .;. 


.        THE  LASSO_G-0WRIE. 
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'Twas  on  a  Summer  afternoon  ^.    . 

A  wee  tiefore  the  sun  gaed  down,  ■';'■_ 

My  lassie  wl'  a  braw  new  gown 
Came  o'er  the  hill  to  Growrie; 
■   The  rose-bud  ting'd  wi' morning  show'rs, 
'        Bloom'd  fresh  within  the  sunnie  bow 'rs, 
But  my  lassie  was  the  fairest  flow 'r 
That  ever  bloom'd  in  Gowrie. 

I  had  nae  thought  to  do  her  wrang. 
But  round  her  waist  my  arms  I  flang, 
"  ;  ■  And  said:  "  My  lassie,  will  ye  gang 

To  view  the  Carse  o' Gowrie?  *    ' 

I'll  tak'  ye  to  my  father's  ba'  .        . 

In  yon  green  field  beside  the  shaw. 
And  mak'  ye  lady^  o'  them  a'. 

The  brawest  wife  in  Gowrie." 

Saft  kisses  on  her  lips  I  laid,  '      ,j. 

Sweet  blushes  on  her  cheeks  soon  spread;         -J     ;~ 
She  whisper'd  modestly  and  said : 

"  I'll  gang  wi'  ye  to  Gowrie." 
The  auld  folks  soon  gaed  their  consent. 
And  to  Mess  John  we  quickly  went, 
Wha  tied  us  to  our  heart's  content, 

And  now  she's  Lady  Gowrie. 


MAKY  AILEEN. 

Lying  by  thj-  little  grave,  Mary  Aileen ! 

One  sweet  word  is  all  I  crave,  Mary  Aileen! 

Wilt  thou  hear  me  in  my  woe? 

Wilt  thou  answer  soft  and  low? 

Canst  thou  speak  a  little  no,  Mary  Aileen? 

Mary  Aileen!  Mary  Aileen! 

Canst  thou  speak  a  little  no,  Mary  Aileen? 

'Midst  the  flowers  now  I'm  speaking,  Mary  Aileen! 

Canst  thou  hear  my  voice  below,  >lary  Aileen? 

Here  till  morning  will  I  lie. 

Here  to-night  I  fain  would  die, 

And  to  thee  be  ever  nigh,  Mary  Aileen! 

Mary  Aileen!  Mary  Aileen! 

Canst  thou  speak  a  little  no,  Mary  Aileen? 

Every  night  upon  thy  grave,  Mary  Aileen! 
Shall  my  tears  the  sweet  hours  lave,  Mary  Aileen! 
I  will  whisper:  "  Art  thou  mine?  " 
Thou  wilt  answer:  "  Ever  thine! " 
Death  makes  but  our  love  divine,  Mary  Aileen! 
Mary  Aileen!  Mary  Aileen! 
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A  Sweet  Face  at  the  Window. 
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A  sweet  face  at  the  window,  ^ 

A  dear  one  at  the  door, 
A  fair  foriu  at  the  gate-way, 

To  greet  nie  home  once  more. 
And  ixs  I  tread  tlie  path-waj' 

Of  duty  aud  of  care. 
How  sweet  to  know  the  loved  ones 

Await  my  coming  there. 

Chorus. 

A  sweet  face  at  the  window, 

A  dear  one  at  the  door, 
A  fair  form  at  the  gate-way. 

To  greet  me  home  once  more. 

A  sweet  face  at  the  window — 

O,  how  I  loii''  to  be 
Within  that  little  cottage 

Where  all  are  dear  to  me; 
Where  fond  hearts  beat  responsive 

To  every  wish  of  mine.i 
And  love,  like  gentle  ivy,' 

In  fragrance  round  ittwine. — Cfiorus. 

A  sweet  face  at  the  window, 

A  spirit  bright  and  blest, 
That  watches  for  my  coming 

More  constant  than  the  rest; 
And  she  will  come  to  meet  me 

The  first,  outside  the  door; 
With  her  so  true  and  loving, 

i;il  turrv  evermore. — Chorus, 


Shall  We  Know  Each  Other  There? 
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When  we  hear  the  music  ringing 

Through  the  l)riglit  celestial  dome. 
When  sweet  angel  voices  singing, 

Gladly  bid  us  welcome  home, 
To  the  land  of  ancient  story, 

Where  the  spirit  knows  no  care. 
In  the  land  of  light  and  glory. 

Shall  we  know  each  otherthere? 

CnoRUs. 

Shall  we  know  each  other,  .shall  we  know  each  other. 
Shall  we  know  each  other  there? 

When  the  holy  angels  meet  us. 

As  we  go  to*  join  their  band. 
Shall  we  know  the  friends  that  greet  us. 

In  the  glorious  spirit  land? 
Shall  we  see  the  same  eyes  shining 

f)n  ns,  as  in  days  of  yore? 
Shall  we  feel  their  dear  arms  twining 

Fondly  round  us  as  before? — (Jhonii. 

Yes,  my  earth-worn  soul  rejoices. 

And  mv  weary  heart  grows  light, 
For  the  tfirilling  angel  voices, 

And  the  angei  faces  bright. 
That  shall  welcome  us  in  heaven. 

Are  the  loved  of  long  ago; 
And  to  them  'tis  kin<liv  given. 

Thus  their  mortal  friends  to  know. — Chorus. 

Oh,  ye  weary,  sad  and  tossed  ones, 

Droop  not,  faint  not  by  the  way; 
Ye  shall  join  the  loved  and  lost  ones 

In  the  land  of  perfect  day. 
Harp  strings,  touched  by  angel  fingers. 

Murmured  in  my  raptured  ear; 
Evermore  their  sweet  song  lingers — - 

"  We  shall  know  each  other  there. — Chorut. 


That's  Where  Yori  Make  the  Mistake. 
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Some  folks  think  they're  awfullj-  clever, 

That  all  other  folks  are  but  fools;  '  ■ 

Some  people  will  often  endeavor 

To  make  other  people  their  tools; 
Some  people  will  boast  of  their  knowledge. 

And  fancy  they're  well  wide-a-wake, 
That  none  are  so  deep  or  so  cute  as  themselves. 

That's  where  they  make  the  mistake. 
There's  just  as  good  tish  in  the  sea,  bear  in  mind, 

As  those  we  have  managed  to  take; 
So  don't  be  too  proud,  and  don't  crow  too  loud, 

For  that's  where  you  make  the  mistake. 

Don't  imagine  you'll  meet  with  a  bobby. 

Whene'er  there's  a  row  in  the  street; 
Don't  imagine  you'll  find  a  tishmouger 

Declare  that  his  tish  are  not  sweet; 
Do  not  fancy  you'll  meet  with  a  cabbv, 

Who  more  than  his  fare  will  not  take; 
Many  as  well  think  an  oyster  could  crawl  up  a  tree. 

And  there  you  would  make  a  mistake. 
If  vou  fancy  a  girl  dislikes  a  small  kiss. 

You  must  Ije — what  some  folks  call — a  cake; 
If  you  think  your  collector  of  ta.ves  won't  call, 

That's  where  you  make  the  mistake. 

Don't  image  a  man  has  no  coin  in  his  purse, 

Becau.se  he's  not  dressed  as  a  swell; 
A  book  with  a  cover  that's  olden  and  worn, 

Hits  often  a  good  tale  to  tell; 
You'll  oft  see  a  swell,  all  collar,  and  cuffs 

To  his  finger-tips,  white  as  snow-tlake; 
But  if  you  believe  he's  all  over  alike. 

That's  where  you  make  the  mi.-take. 
The  ladies  still  wear  an  abundance  of  hair, 

'Tis  ii  wonder  their  dear  necks  don't  break; 
But  if  you  imagine  they  grow  it  tiiemselves, 

Thai's  where  you  make  the  mistake. 

When  courting,  don't  write  spooney  letters 

To  your  fair  one,  for  love,  nor  for  siwrt, 
For  should  you  but  break  any  promise. 

They  are  sure  to  be  read  out  in  court. 
When  you  wed,  do  not  many  tiie  fam'ly  as  well. 

For  that  will  not  a  paradi*e  make; 
Above  all,  close  the  door  to  your  mother-in-law, 

Or  that's  where  you'll  make  the  mistake. 
But,  talking  of  marriage,  reminds  me, 

We've  given  the  Germans  a  shake; 
They  fancied  Louise  and  her  cash  was  for  them. 

That's  where  they  made  the  mistake. 

Don't  imagine  j'our  milk  is  not  doctored,  , 

Nor  quite  pure  is  your  two  shilling  tea; 
Don't  imagine  it's  awfully  jolly 

Tlie  lirst  time  you  ^o  ou  the  sea; 
Don't  reckon  your  chicks  before  hatched,  or 

Your  duck  may  p'rhaps  turn  out  a  drake; 
Don't  go  antl  eat  mustard,  and  fancy  it's  jam, 

Or  tljat's  where  you'll  make  the  mistake. 
With  all  the  advice  I  have  given, 

You  ought  to  be  well  wide-a-wake; 
And  .should  you  imagine  I'll  sing  any  more, 

That  s  where  you  make  the  mistake. 


A  ■ 
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THE  OYSTER  MAID. 

Mv  Mary  is  the  fairest  maid 
Of  any  in  the  oyster  trade; 
She  stole  the  oyster  of  my  heart. 
And  scolloped  it  in  every  part. 

All  my  senses,  all  my  pulses, 
My  intestines,  she  convulses; 
Aud  when  this  body  turns  to  dustes. 
Oh,  then  this  heart  for  Molly  Bustes. 

Oh,  Molli',  this  'ere  heart  shall  beat  for  you. 
Till  every  sinner  is  black  and  blue; 
I'm  like  a  dog  iu  August  muzzled. 
With  love  for  you  I'm  quite  dumfuzzled. 
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THE  PEANUT  STAND. 


-y 


Tune — "Joe  Bowers." 


Come,  listen  to  me,  white  folks,  while  I  rehearse  a  ditty, 

It's  all  about  a  nice  young  gal,  she  lived  in  Jersey  City; 

She  fell  in  love  with  a  gay  young  man,  he  was  wealthy  once  In  his  time, 

lie  was  chief  engineer  of  a  shoemaker's  shop,  and  his  name  was  Conny  O'Ryan. 

Now  Biddy  Magee  was  a  handsome  gal,  and  known  both  near  and  far. 

She  kept  a  peanut  stand  In  Jersey  City  and  supplied  the  railroad  cars; 

But  when  her  mother  she  heard  of  Conny,  she  swore  vengeance  against  his  clan, 

She  said  if  her  daughter  kept  company  with  him,  she'd  bust  up  her  peanut  stand. 

Now  Conny  O'Ryan  was  a  man  of  fame,  and  noted  far  and  near. 
He'd  beat  Saint  Patrick  at  "  forty-fives,"  a  playing  for  lager  bier; 
He  got  in  with  a  parcel  of  Jersey  roughs,  they  led  him  around  like  a  toy. 
So  he  joined  the  New*  York  Fire  Zoo-Zoos,  and  went  for  a  soger  boy. 

When  Biddy  Magee  she  heard  of  this,  she  took  light  to  her  bed. 
The  peanut  stand  went  up  the  spout,  and  the  gal  she  died  right  dead; 
The  news  took  effect  on  Coiiuy  himself,  so  he  could  never  march  to  time. 
So  out  of  the  camp  in  very  short  time,  they  drummed  poor  Conny  O'Ryan. 

The  old  woman's  house  is  haunted  now  at  night  abont  twelve  o'clock. 
She  sees  the  most  horrible  sort  of  a  sight,  which  gives  her  a  terrible  shock; 
The  ghosts  of  Conny  and  Biddy  Magee  come  walking  in  hand  and  hand. 
While  right  behind  them  comes  marching  along,  the  ghost  of  the  peanut  stand. 


Britannia  Reigns  Supreme. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  th-s  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  "VVehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  German  Songs — Free. 

Can  anj'  man  but  a  Briton  boast?  . 

Can  any  but  the  free 
Boast  of  the  ishmd  of  the  West, 

The  islands  of  the  sea? 
Can  any  other  known  land 

Say  they'll  ne'er  be  slaves? 
Can  any  but  Britannia  reign 

Queen  of  the  bright  blue  waves? 

Chorus. 
Never,  never,  never. 

Will  we  conquered  be; 
Britannia  still  vrill  reign  supreme, 

Queen  of  the  bright  blue  sea. 

Our  good  ships,  they  are  walls  of  oak. 

Our  sailors,  jolly  tars; 
Our  soldiers  they  are  all  well  known, 

In  all  our  covuitry's  wars. 
For  we  will  still  unconqiiered  be, 

We  still  shall  ride  the  waves; 
For  'tis  a  saying  ever  true, 

Britimnia  rules  the  waves. — Chorus. 


McCORMACK,  T^E  COPPER. 
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,  Why  do  I  smile?  well,  I  will  tell,  -       :     ■ 

'-■^..        My  heart  is  tilled  with  joy ; 
^       I'm  a  dandy  copj>er  on  the  Broadway  squad. 
And  a  brave  one  at  that  am  I. 
If  there's  a  murder  or  a  fight  about. 

You'll  always  find  me  near; 
And  as  I  pass  the  ladies  say: 
"  Ah!  isn't  he  a  dear." 

Chorus. 

I'm  a  darling,  ain't  I  chjirming? 

And  the  ladies  all  say,  as  I  pjiss  them  by: 
Ain't  he  purty?  ain't  he  lovel}? 

Dan  McCormack,  the  copijer,  am  I. — {Repent.\ 

.   I  visit  all  the  collar  shops, 
About  three  times  a  week; 
In  one  of  them  my  sweetheart  Morks, 
And  of  love  I  always  speak. 
,  ■     I  acquaint  her  with  all  the  acknowledgements, 
Which  from  the  public  I  receive. 
And  tell  her  how  they'll  sigh  and  sob, 
When  the  force  Id  haveto  leave. — Chorus. 

My  antecedents  were  high-toned, 

licspected  everywhere; 
My  father  could  whip  an  elephant. 

My  mother  could  whip  a  bear; 
My  sister  could  toss  a  camel. 

My  brother  could  tight  a  tiy, 
They  could  stand  a  rhinocerous  on  his  hcaiS,         ■-, 

And  sing  the  Sweet  Bye-and-Bye. — Ohoinui. 


ROOT  HOG-  OR  DIE. 
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The  greatest  old  nigger  that  ever  I  did  see. 
Looked  like  a  sick  monkey  up  a  sour  apple  tree; 
It  don't  make  a  bit  of  difference  to  either  you  or  I, 
Big  pig,  little  pig,  root  hog  or  die.  j 

Chorus. 

Chief  cook  and  bottle  washer,  captain  of  the  waiters, 
Stand  upon  your  head  while  you  peel  a  bag  of  taters. 
Jog  along! 

I  came  from  old  Virginny  with  a  f>ocket  full  of  news, 
I  am  worth  four  shillings,  standing  in  my  shoes; 
Doesn't  make  a  bit  of  difference  to  either  you  or  I, 
iLittle  pig,  big  pig,  root  hog  or  die. — CJutrus.  ;  ;     -: 

The  Broadway  niggers  look  so  mighty  grand, 
Shanghai  coats  and  gloves  upon  the  hand;  ^-^ 

^  A  big  standing  collar,  standing  away  up  to  the  sky, 
Little  pig,  big  pig,  root  hog  or  dxe.—Ckorus.  "■..■ 

Oh,  these  Broadway  ^als  look  so  mighty  gay, 

With  their  hooped  skirts  promenading  Broadway; 

Their  bonnets  on  their  shoulders,  and  their  noses  to  the  sky, 

Tliey  go  it  in  the  aim  or  shade — root  hog  or  die. — Chorus. 


Mary  Ann  O'Holahan  DowcL 
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Before  you  stands  a  lad, 

With  a  heart  that's  never  sad. 

And  the  reason  whj-,  I'll  tell  you  all  to-night; 

I'm  late  of  Erin's  isle, 

And  with  my  pleasant  ways  and  style. 

I  have  won  a  girl  who  is  my  heart's  delight; 

She  lives  up  here  in  Harlem, 

With  her  parents  she's  a  darling, 

And  I  know  she  is  her  mother's  only  pride; 

I  can  sing  aud  dance  together, 

With  this  darling  liltle  lrea.sure. 

And  it's  soon  I'm  going  to  claim  betas  my  bride. 

Chorus. 

For  she  is  sweet  as  a  rose. 
With  a  nice  little  nose; 

She  dresses  quite  neat,  though  not  proud; 
j  With  nice  golden  hair, 

There  is  none  can  compare 

With  my  Mary  Ann  O'Holahan  Dowd. — {Dance.) 

I  saw  her  yesterday,  while  a-passing  by  her  way. 

She  was  setting  in  her  garden  all  alone; 

And  I  saw  her  throw  a  kiss  to  me —  •  '. 

Did  this  little  miss, 

And  it  made  my  heart  with  joj'  oeat,  I  will  own; 

Then  quickly  I  did  glide, 

To  the  garden  by  her  side, 

And  we  walked  and  talked  together  tmtil  noon; 

And  she  said  her  parents  were  willing,  : 

And  their  consent  they  had  given, 

And  we  are  going  to  marry  very  soon. — CJiorus. 


■  »  ■ 


— "  I've  risen  from  the  bar  to  the  bench,"  said  a  lawyer  on  quit- 
ting the  profession  and  taking  up  shoemaking. 

— A  lawyer  wrote  roMol  in  the  hat  of  a  brother  lawyer,  who,  on 
disco',  ering  it,  en^  >red  a  complaint  in  ojien  court  against  the  tres- 
passer, who,  he  saiu,  had  not  only  taken  his  hat,  but  had  written 
his  own  name  in  it. 


^^'^^^^^^'i'^si*;^^^ 
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Does  Your  Mother  Takft  In  Washing? 

I  know  a  jolly  bacl^lor, 

Who  lives  next  cloor  to  me, 
Though  he  is  thought  a  bit  of  a  bore 

In  jolly  good  company; 
For  he  is  such  an  inquisitive  man, 

That  if  you  e'er  should  meet, 
He'll  button-hole  you  if  he  can, 

And  give  you  the  following  treat: 

Chorus. 
Does  your  mother  take  in  washing? 

Has  she  sold  her  mangle? 
What's  become  of  the  old  piano, 

Your  sister  used  to  strangle? 
Has  your  father  plenty  of  work? 

Does  he  still  get  boozed,  too? 
Tell  me  all  the  particulars. 

And  stop  as  long  as  you  used  to? 

Now  this  old  man  has  lots  of  wealth. 

So  he's  not  without  a  few 
Choice  friends,  who'll  call  to  drink  his  health, 

And  borrow  a  pound  or  two; 
But  the  old  man  cross-examines  them  so. 

That  they're  glad  to  get  away 
As  rich  as  they  came,  and  as  out  they  go, 

With  a  grin  on  his  face  he  will  say: — Chorus. 

This  bachelor  blessed  with  a  lovely  niece. 

His  heiress,  so  they  say, 
So  I  thought  I'd  try  to  be  in  the  piece. 

And  told  my  love  one  daj*. 
"Oh!  speak  to  my  uncle,  sir,"  she  said,  • 

"  With  his  consent  we'll  wed." 
So  I  asked  him  if  she  could  be  my  bride. 

When  he  drew  me  aside  and  said: — t  Itorua. 

The  ladies  give  him  the  sweetest  smiles. 

And  flatter  and  coax  him  so. 
But  he  can  see  through  their  artful  wiles. 

Though  his  kuowledge  he  does  not  show; 
They'll  make  him  presents  of  gloves  and  ties. 

And  handkerchiefs  white  as  snow; 
Which  he  will  wave  before  their  eyes, 

As  he  asks  with  a  chuckle  and  crow: — Chorus. 


Remember  Poor  Mother  at  Home. 
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Oh,  give  me  again  these  briirhl  days  of  yore, 

And  the  dear  land  where  t  was  born; 
And  the  bright  little  home  with  ivy  covered  o'er, 

Where  I  left  dear  o^l  mother  alone? 
That  parting  so  .sad,  I  will  never  forget. 

Where'er  on  the  earth  I  may  roam; 
When  I'm  happy  to-night  in  my  fireside  so  bright, 

I  will  think  01  my  mother  at  home. 

Chorus. 

Then  where'er  I  may  be,  on  the  land  or  the  sea. 

Where'er  o'er  the  earth  I  may  roam. 
She  watchefl  me  with  care,  may  Go<l  bless  her  gray  hair, 

I'll  think  of  my  mother  at  home. 

I  ne'er  shall  forget  the  last  words  she  said. 

As  I  kissed  her  that  fond,  sweet  goml-by; 
She  cried:  "  My  dear  son,  my  life's  race  is  done, 

If  you  leave  me  in  sorrow  I'll  die. 
Who  11  watch  o'er  with  care  those  poor,  withered,  gray  hairs. 

While  far  from  your  mother  you  roam  ? 
May  the  God  up  above,  in  his  mercy  and  love. 

Bring  you  back  to  your  mother  at  home." — C7Aor«». 

A  letter  she  wrote  me  a  short  lime  ago, 

And  the  words  in  my  memory  remain : 
She  said:  "  My  dear  lx)y,  my  last  hour  is  nigh, 

And  I'm  longing  to  .see  you  again. 
Your  father  is  dead,  and  he  lies  'neath  the  trees 

Where  you  in  your  childhood  did  roam; 
Oh,  to  .see  you  again,  it  would  free  me  from  pain. 

Then  come  buck  to  your  mother  at  home."— C/jotm. 


WOMAN,  LOVELY  WOMAN. 
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There  is  an  old  familiar  theme. 

Woman,  lovely  woman!  , 

Subject  for  painter  or  poet's  dream. 

Woman,  lovely  woman! 
And  to  enchant  us  each  dear  one  contrive, 
Then  here's  to  the  fair  sex,  our  sweethearts  and  wives. 
In  spite  of  her  faults,  she's  the  joy  of  our  lives. 

Woman,  lovely  woman! 

Cnouua. 

Who's  always  true  to  us?  woman,  woman! 

Who  sticks  like  glue  to  us  since  the  world  began? 
Who  loves  to  cut  u  dasli?  who  likes  to  spend  the  cash? 

But  who  has  to  pay  the  damage?  man,  poor  man! 

Hut  after  all  .she's  go(Kl  as  gold,  :        ' 

Woman,  lovely  woman! 
If  I'd  the  iK)vver  in  my  arms  I'd  enfold 

Woman,  lovely  woman! 
Oh,  how  we  dote  on  each  slv  little  puss. 
Wheedle  and  coax  them  and  make  such  a  fuss;         .    . 
iMen  rule  the  world,  but  who  i.s  it  rules  us? 

Woman,  lovely  woman! — Cfiorus. 

Who  is  the  joy  of  each  man's  heart? 

Woman,  lovely  woman! 
Who  cannot  gossip  or  take  her  own  part? 

Woman,  lovely  woman! 
Whom  do  we  thmk  are  without  speck  or  flaw. 
The  prettiest  creatures  that  ever  we  saw? 
But  who  have  far  more  than  their  fair  share  of  jaw? 

Woman,  lovely  woman! — Cfiorus. 

Who  sits  up  when  we're  out  at  night? 

Woman,  lovely  woman! 
Who  meets  us  when  we  come  home  tight? 

Woman,  lovely  woman! 
By  whom  up  the  stairs  are  we  carefully  led, 
And  when  we're  asleep  and  our  sen.ses  have  fled. 
Runs  throu";h  our  pockets  when  we  are  in  l)ed? 

Woman,  lovely  woman! — Chorus. 


Poor  Old  Horse,  Let  Him  Die ! 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  Im;  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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My  clothing  once,  alas!  my  friends,  was  linsey,  woolsey,  flue. 

My  hair  was  brutihed  off  neatly  and  gaily  it  did  shine, 

But  now  I'm  a-growiug  old,  and  nature  doth  decay. 

My  master  be  doth  frowu  on  me,  and  thus  I  beard  him  say: 

CUORl!*. 

••  You're  good  for  nothing  now,  old  horse! " 

And  then  he  passed  me  by; 
"  I  cannot  give  you  hay  and  oats. 

Poor  old  horse— let  him  die!  " 

My  lodging  once  was  on  clean  straw  and  in  a  stable  warm. 

To  keep  my  active  sturdy  limbs  from  taking  cold  or  harm; 

But  now  I  am  In  open  fields  compelled  in  truth  to  go, 

And  bear  cold,  frosty  Winters,  the  hail,  the  rain  and  snow.— Chobus 

My  feed  once  was  the  best  of  oats,  and  likewise  well  cured  hay. 

As  ever  grew  upon  the  lawn  or  in  the  meadows  gay; 

But  no  such  comfort  now  I  And  in  the  stable  or  clean  stall. 

I  am  forced  to  nab  the  short  grass  that  grows  around  the  wall.— Chobps. 

My  shoulders  were  both  fat  and  flnc,  and  clean,  and  smooth  and  round. 

But  now  coiTupted,  rotten,  my  wind  it  is  unsound. 

And  my  foundered,  old,  cracked,  hollow  hoof,  that  once  was  smooth  and  liard, 

Is  deemed  to  be  unworthy  to  tread  my  master's  yard.— Chobus. 

You  cat  my  hay  that's  costly,  you  also  spoil  my  straw, 
Y'ou're  not  fit  to  ride,  old  horse,  and  my  cart  you  cannot  draw; 
And  you  arc  blind  and  lame,  old  horse,  you're  lazy,  dull  and  slow. 
I'll  drive  you  from  my  premises  to  hunt  your  living,  go!— Chobcs. 

My  skin  nnto  the  huntsman,  the  tale  who  can  believe? 

My  flesh  unto  the  hungry  hounds  I  shortly,  too,  must  give; 

And  noble  form  once  nimble,  that  travelled  leagues  and  milca. 

O'er  moontaios,  hedges,  ditches,  and  leaped  o'er  gates  and  stiles.— Chobus. 
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BALLINAMUCK  BRIG-ADE. 


Tune— "  Eniaticipation  Day." 
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I'll  never  forget  the  day,  my  boys, 

We  went  out  on  parade,  ' 
Dressed  up  in  uniform  so  gay,  ' 

Two  soldiers  for  a  day; 
With  the  green  tiag  flying  o'er  our  heads,    • 

The  color  that  never  fades, 
When  we  went  up  to  the  National  Park 

lu  the  Ballinamuck  Brigade. 

Chorus. 
We  marched  away  so  neat,  ^ 

With  new  shoes  upon  our  feet,    ' 

Of  the  Hoolahan  Musketeers  we're  not  afraid; 
And  we  look  so  neat  and  grand, 
With  our  muskets  in  our  hand, 

While  marching  in  the  Ballinamuck  Brigade. 

The  shooting  commenced  at  the  National  Park 

In  the  afternoon  at  four; 
Tim  Hoolahan  won  a  barrel  of  coal,       ■/>   . 

And  Murphy  a  barrel  of  flour; 
Jim  Casey  won  a  new  black  hat. 

Dressed  out  with  a  while  cockade; 
To  turn  out  on  St.  Patrick's  day 

In  the  Ballinamuck  Brigade. — Chorut.    ;. 

And  when  we  got  home  at  night,  my  boys, 

AVe  dressed  up  for  the  ball;  . 

We  invited  all  the  regiments,  " 

The  Mulligan  Guards  and  all;  .    " 

And  during  mtermission. 

When  we  drank  our  lemonade. 
We  gave  an  exhibition  drill 

In  the  Ballinamuck  Brigade. — Chorus.         - 
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My  Home  by  the  Deep  Rolling  Sea. 
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Come,  oh,  come,  to  ray  home  by  the  deep  rolling  sea, 

Where  the  fairest  of  pearls  strew  the  shore, 
And  the  tides  ebb  and  flow  in  their  beauty  and  pride, 

While  I  wait  for  my  bonnie  Lenore. 
Then,  oh,  come  to  me  on  the  sands  of  the  sea. 

Where  the  music  of  waves  thrill  the  soul; 
I  have  built  me  a  home  where  the  foam  caps  may  come, 

And  the  tempests  grow  tierce  rouuil  my  goal. 

Chorus. 
Will  you  come  to  my  home  by  the  deep  rolling  sea. 
Where  the  fairest  of  shells  strew  the  shore? 
I  have  built  me  a  home  where  the  foam  caps  ma}'  come, 
Will  you  come  to  my  home  by  the  seaV 

Come,  Oh,  come,  to  my  home  by  the  deep  rolling  sea. 

Where  the  sunshine  of  life  is  so  fair, 
And  the  waves  throb  with  pain  then  as  calm  as  the  heart, 

That  would  win  thee  such  true  love  to  share. 
Then  come  at  the  dawn  of  the  morning  so  bright. 

Or  when  sunbeams  grow  dim  in  the  West; 
When  the  sweet  strains  are  heard,  as  old  ocean  is  stirred 

By  the  tempest  grown  fierce  on  its  breast. — Chorus. 

Come,  oh,  come,  to  my  home  by  the  deep  rolling  sea. 

Where  the  pleasures  of  life  maj' be  found; 
We  will  pick  up  the  shells  which  are  strewn  on  the  shore, 

And  we'll  bathe  in  the  waves  dancing  round. 
We'll  speak  words  of  love  on  the  sands  of  the  sea. 

And  my  home  shall  be  thine  evermore. 
When  old  ocean  is  stirred  and  sweet  music  is  heard 

By  the  happy  ones  down  on  the  shore. — Chorus.  . 


— Wheat  is  a  well-raised  cereal.  It  is  first  raised  out  of  the 
ground,  then  raised  in  an  elevator,  where  it  generally  gets  raised 
m  price,  and  after  that,  is  raised  in  the  (y)easl;  though  it's  some- 
times done  in  the  West,  too. 


RAGING-  CANAL. 
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Come,  listen  to  my  story,  ye  landsmen,  one  and  all, 
•.    And  I'll  sing  to  you  the  dangers  of  that  raging  canal; 
For  I  am  one  of  many  who  expects  a  waterj-  grave. 
For  I've  been  at  the  mercies  of  the  winds  and  the  waves.  ; 

I  left  Albany  harbor  about  the  break  of  day, 
If  rightly  I  remember,  'twas  the  second  day  of  May; 
We  trusted  to  our  driver,  allho' he  was  but  small, 
Tet  he  knew  all  the  windings  of  that  raging  canal. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  devil  had  work  in  hand  that  night, 
For  our  oil  it  was  all  gone,  and  our  lamps  they  gave  no  light. 
The  clouds  began  to  gather,  and  the  rain  began  to  fall, 
And  I  wished  myself  off  of  that  raging  canal. 

The  captain  told  the  driver  to  hurry  with  all  speed, 
And  his  orders  were  obej-ed,  for  he  soon  cracked  up  his  lead; 
•         With  the  fastest  kind  of  towing  we  allowed  by  twelve  o'clock. 
We  should  be  in  old  Schenectady,  right  bang  against  the  dock. 

But  sad  was  the  fate  of  our  poor  devoted  bark. 
For  the  rain  kept  a  pouring  faster,  and  the  night  it  grew  more  dark; 
■    The  horses  gave  a  stumble,  and  the  driver  gave  a  squall. 
And  they  tumbled  head  and  heels  into  that  raging  canal. 

The  captain  came  on  deck,  with  a  voice  bo  clear  and  sound, 
Crjing,  cut  the  horses  loose,  my  boys,  or  I  swear  well  all  be  drowned; 
•     The  driver  paddled  to  the  shore,  altho'  he  was  but  small. 

While  the  horses  sank  to  rise  no  more  in  that  raging  canal.         '     .•  ;■ 

The  cook  she  wrung  her  hands,  and  she  came  upon  the  deck, 
Saying,  alas!  what  will  become  of  us,  our  boat  it  is  a  wreckT 
The  steersman  laid  her  over,  for  he  was  a  man  of  sense, 
When  the  bowsman  jumped  ashore  he  lashed  her  to  the  fence. 

We  had  a  load  of  Dutch,  and  we  stowed  them  in  the  hole. 

They  were  not  the  least  concerned  about  the  welfare  of  their  soul; 

The  captain  went  below  and  implored  them  for  to  pray, 

Bat  the  only  answer  he  could  get  was,  nix  come  ruse,  nix  fis  staa. 

The  captam  came  on  deck  with  a  spy -glass  in  his  hand. 
But  the  iiight  it  was  so  dark  he  could  not  diskiver  land; 
He  said  to  us  with  a  faltering  voice,  while  tears  began  to  fall. 
Prepare  to  meet  your  death,  my  boys,  this  night  on  the  canal. 

The  COOK  she  being  kind-hearted,  she  loaned  us  an  old  dress, 
•:  Which  we  raised  upon  a  setting-pole  as  a  signal  of  distress; 
We  agreed  with  restoration,  aboanl  the  boat  to  bide. 
And  never  quit  her  deck  whilst  a  plank  hung  to  her  side. 

It  was  our  good  fortune  about  the  break  of  day. 
The  storm  it  did  abate,  and  a  boat  came  by  that  way;  •.. 

Our  signal  was  discovered,  and  they  hove  alongside, 
■    And  we  all  jumped  aboard  and  for  Buffalo  did  ride. 

I  landed  in  Buffalo  about  twelve  o'clock,  .       . 

The  first  place  I  went  to  was  down  to  the  dock; 
I  wanted  to  go  up  the  lake,  but  it  looked  rather  squally. 
When  along  came  Fred.  Emmons  and  his  friend  Billy  Bally. 

Says  Fred.,  liow  do  you  do,  and  wliar  have  you  b»en  so  long? 
Says  I.  for  the  last  fortnight  I've  been  on  the  canal ;  . . 

For  it  stormed  all  the  time,  and  thar  was  the  devil  to  pay. 
When  we  got  in  Tonawandy  Creek,  we  thar  was  cast  away. 

Now,  says  Fred.,  let  me  tell  you  liow  to  manage  wind  and  weather. 
In  a  storm  hug  to  the  tow-path,  and  then  lay  feather  to  feather; 
And  when  the  weather  is  bad,  and  the  wind  it  blows  a  gale. 
Just  jump  ashore,  knock  down  a  horse— that's  taking  in  the  sail. 

And  if  you  wish  to  see  both  sides  of  the  canal, 
To  steer  your  course  to  Buffalo,  and  that  right  true  and  well. 
And  should  it  be  so  foggy  that  you  cannot  se*  the  track, 
Just  call  the  driver  aboard  and  hitch  a  lantern  on  his  back. 


— A  landlord  having  let  all  his  houses  but  one,  was  asked  if  that 
unlet  house  was  his  last.  "  Yes;  la.st,  but  not  leased,"  was  his  re- 
ply. * 


A  lady,  on  a  cold  morning,  seeing  all  the  windows  and  blinds  of  i 
a  w  rulthy  bachelor's  room  thrown  wid«  oi>en,  inquired  the  reason 
of  it.     "  Oh,"  said  he,  "  it's  mer<^  to  let  iu  my  otilj/  tmn  and  air. 
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Will  My  Darling  Come  Again? 
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Summer's  fingers  softly  linger  - 

On  the  meadows  far  and  wide, 
Breezes  sighing,  daylight  dying, 

In  the  hush  of  eventide; 
'Neath  the  shadows,  down  the  meadows 

Of  the  little  mossj;^  lane, 
Some  one  roaming  m  the  gloaming, 

Saying:  "  ^Vill  he  come'again? 

\  Chorus. 

■*         Will  he  come  again  to  meet  me? 

Some  one  asks  their  heart  in  vain; 
"Will  he  come  with  smiles  to  greet  me? 
Will  my  darling  come  again? 

Moonlight  over  fields  of  clover, 

Golden  tinted  dew  im pearled, 
Birdlets  sleeoing,  bright  stars  keeping 

Watch  and  ward  alx)ve  the  world; 
Time  is  flying,  hope  most  dying, 

Down  that  little  mossy  lane; 
Some  one  straving,  sadly  saying: 

"  Will  my  tlarling  come  again?" — Chorus. 

Some  one  parted  happy-hearted 

Tester  eve  in  joy  and  bliss, 
I  will  meet  you,  I  will  greet  you. 

Some  one  whispered  with  a  kiss; 
Footsteps  falling,  some  one  calling. 

One  sweet  name  in  glad  refrain. 
All  their  sadness  turned  to  gladness. 

Truly,  he  will  come  again!— C7tt/rj«. 


' 

^ 


THE  AMERICAN  STAR. 
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Come,  strike  the  bold  anthem!  the  war-dogs  are  howling. 

Already  they  eagerly  snuff  up  their  prey; 
The  red  clouds  of  war  o'er  our  forests  are  scowling, 

Soft  peace  spreads  her  wings  and  flies  away. 
The  iuiants  afrighted,  cling  close  to  their  mothers, 

The  youths  graxp  their  swords,  for  the  combat  prepare 
While  beauty  weeps,  fathers  and  lovers,  and  brothers, 

All  rush  to  display  the  .iVmerican  star. 

Come,  blow  the  shrill  bugle — the  loud  drum  awaken, 

The  dread  rifle  seize^  let  the  cannon  deep  roar; 
No  heart  with  pale  fear  or  faint  doubting  be  shaken. 

No  slave's  hostile  foot  leave  a  print  on  our  .shore. 
Shall  mothers,  wives,  daughters  and  sisters  left  weeping, 

Insulted  by  ruffians,  be  dragged  to  despair? 
Oh,  no!  from  the  hills  the  proud  ea^le  comes  swooping. 

And  waves  to  the  brave  the  American  star. 

The  spirits  of  Wa.shington,  Warren,  >rontgomcry. 

Look  down  from  the  clouds  with  bright  aspect  serene; 
Come,  soldiers,  a  tear  and  a  toast  to  their  memory. 

Rejoicing  they'll  see  us  as  they  once  have  been. 
To  us  the  high  boon  by  the  gotls  has  been  granted. 

To  spread  the  glad  tidings  of  liberty  far; 
Let  millions  inviwle  us,  we  meet  them  imdaunted. 

And  conquer  or  die  by  tho  American  star. 

Your  hands,  then,  dear  comrades,  round  liberty's  altar 

United,  we  swear  by  the  souls  of  the  brave, 
Not  one  from  the  strong  re-sdlutioi  shall  falter, 

To  live  independent  or  sink  in  the  grave. 
Then,  freemen,  fill  up,  lo!  the  striped  banner's  flying. 

The  high  bird  of  liberty  screams  through  the  air: 
Beneath  her  oppression  and  tyranny  dying. 

Success  to  the  beaming  American  star.  * 


Thou  Art  Gone,  But  Not  Forgotten. 
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Thou  art  gone,  but  not  forgotten. 

We  shall  see  thy  form  no  more; 
Thou  hast  crossea  the  mighty  river. 

To  that  bright  celestial  shore. 
We  have  now  a  chair  that's  vacant. 

And  no  smiling  face  we  see; 
Thou  art  gone,  but  not  forgotten. 

We  will  always  think  of  thee.         ^ 

Cuouus. 

Thou  hast  left  us  broken-hearted, 

But  from  trouble  thou  art  free; 
Thou  art  gone,  but  not  forgotten. 

We  will  always  think  of  thee. 

Thou  art  gone,  but  not  forgotten. 

Thou  hast  left  us  here  to  mourn; 
From  our  circle  now  we  mi.ss  thee. 

We're  dejected  and  forlorn. 
We  shall  keep  thv  mera'ry  sacred. 

And  shall  speak  thy  prJuse  with  glee; 
Thou  art  gone,  but  not  forgotten. 

We  willalways  think  of  thee. — Clvorut. 


■■«>'. 


— "  Don't  you  think,"  sjud  a  husband  in  a  mild  form  of  rebuke 
to  his  wife,  "that  women  are  possessed  by  the  devil?"  "  Yes," 
was  the  answer,  "  as  soon  as  they  are  married." 


What  I  Heard  An  Old  Maid  Say. 
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You  men  are  all  deceivers, 

I  heard  an  old  maid  say; 
You  tell  us  girls  you  love  us. 

Then  steal  our  hearts  away. 
Each  night,  as  I  lay  sleeping 

Upon  my  little  l)cd, 
I  dream,  and  often  do  I  think, 

'Tis  true  what  the  old  maid  said. 


Yes,  the  men  are  all  deceivers, 

So,  girls,  of  them  beware; 
They  kiss  you  luid  caress  you. 

Try  to  catch  you  in  their  snare. 
There  is  nothing  so  sweet  as  loving, 

But  of  deceitful  men  I  am  in  dread; 
So,  girls,  do  have  sense  and  don't  forget 

The  words  the  old  maid  said. 


A  Kiss  From  Dear  Old  Mother. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy.  . 

Many  miles  o'er  the  sea  to  a  far  distant  clime. 

Have  I  sailed  to  and  fro  for  many  years;  ' 

And  at  times  when  I'd  think  of  the  loved  ones  at  home, 

In  my  mind  would  arise  a  thousand  fears. 
How  often  at  night  I've  paced  the  silent  deck  1 

In  vain,  for  my  heart  1  could  not  fetter; 
But  a  bright  gleam  of  sunshine  dispelled  all  the  gloom. 

When  from  home  I  received  a  loving  letter. 

Ciionus. 

A  few  short  lines  from  darling  sister  Kate, 
With  love  from  my  little  blue-eyed  brother; 

But  the  sweetest  words  of  all,  woke  an  echo  in  my  heait, 
"Twas  a  kiss  from  dear  old  mother. 


There's  a  bright  little  spot  that  the  heart  ne'er  forgets, 

And  'tis  held  by  each  comrade  ever  dear; 
'Tis  our  fond  happy  home,  with  sweet  sunny  smiles, 

And  'tis  there  that  we  ever  love  to  steer. 
When  far,  far  away,  acro.ss  the  raging  main. 

Sad  feelings  the  heart  can  never  fetter; 
And  in  sorrow  and  pain,  how  the  pulse  throbs  with  joy. 

When  from  home  you  receive  a  loving  letter. — Chorut. 
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MONEY. 
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"What  makes  the  world  so  busy?  is  what  I  want  to  know. 

And  why  do  we  observe  on  every  hand, 
And  in  every  society  in  which  I  chance  to  go, 

An  eagerness  we  all  can  understand? 
Why  do  Smith,  Jones,  and  Brown,  each  morning  go  to  town. 

And  never  miss  a  day  through  the  year? 
Why  do  policemen  walk  their  beat?  it  cannot  be  a  treat» 

Ajid  why  they  do  so  really  is,  I  fear — 

Chorus. 
It's  for  money,  ain't  it  funny 

How  it  drives  away  all  sorrow  and  dull  care?  ■ 

If  you  want  honey,  you  must  have  money. 

Yes,  it's  money,  money,  money  everywhere. 

Why  does  the  little  charmer,  whose  age  is  seventeen. 

And  who  to  leave  her  school  is  very  glad, 
Get  married  to  some  fellow,  this  we  have  often  seen. 

Who's  really  old  enough  to  be  her  dad? 
Why  do  politicians  jaw,  and  soldiers  go  to  war, 

And  the  great  salvation  army  preach  and  pray? 
And  at  election  time,  how  is  it  that  we  find 

A  voter  who  will  vote  the  other  way? — Chorus. 

Why  does  an  old  acquaintance  come  knocking  at  your  door. 

Who's  friendship's  been  for  years  behind  the  time, 
And  with  a  tale  of  misery  ho  visits  you  once  more. 

To  remind  j'ou  of  the  days  of  auld  lang  sj'ue? 
Why  does ,  who's  well  known  unrivalled  stand  alone 

In  the  amusement  enterprise  right  here  to-day? 
For  the  benefit  of  all  he  opened  up  this  hall. 

And  why  he  did  so  to  you  I  will  say: — Qlwrus. 

Why  docs  the  champion,  Sullivan,  whom  you  all  know  so  well. 

Stand  up  in  front  of  any  other  m^n? 
And  why  does  R.  G.  Ingersoll  declare  there  is  no  hell, 

And  prove  this  proposition  say  he  can? 

does  the  masher  in  distress,  have  to  leave  his  Svmday  dress 

With  his  uncle  round  the  comer  on  the  sly? 
Why  am  I  singing  here  to-night  if  not  to  get  a  sight,     . 

And  also  have  a  tinger  in  the  pie? — Choi-us. 


Why 


CLAP  YOUR  HANDS  TILL  DADDY 
COMES   HOME. 
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I'm  a  darkey  from  the  country,  O! 
I  came  to  see  the  baby  show. 
At  Bamum's  Museum  I  did  see 
The  babies  on  their  mamma's  knee. 
The  biggest  babe  I  ever  saw, 
Wa-s  a  babe  that  came  from  Arkansas; 
As  fat  and  as  black  as  a  Thomas  cat, 
A  crying  for  his  daddy,  oh! 
Chorus. 

Clap  your  hands  till  daddy  comes  home, 

Clap  your  hands  till  daddy  comes  home; 

Hegeltly,  ogeldy,  my  black  hen. 

She  lays  eggs  for  gentlemen. 

This  baby  had  a  daddy,  oh! 

It's  a  fact,  I  wouldn't  told  you  so;    '       . 

With  calico  eyes  and  gimblet  hair,       ^ 

Enough  to  make  his  daddy  stare. 

And  then  he  took  it  on  his  knee. 

And  says:  "  You  Httle  duck  I  see, 

I  really  think  you  look  like  me, 

At  lejist  your  mammy  told  me  so." — Choru*. 

This  baby's  daddy  went  to  sea. 
And  left  him  on  his  mammy's  knee; 
He  fo\ight  in  the  wars  of  Mexico, 
To  buy  the  baby  a  trumpet,  oh!  , . 

;      And  then  she  took  it  on  her  knee,    V        - 
By  the  single  double  rule  of  three;    .-  ,  •   ^ 
'  ••     She  gave  it  some  pady  garic,  oh!  "-  ■ 

And  sent  it  up  to  glorj',  oix\—Chorua. 


MY  LOVE  IS  A  ZOU-ZU.      ^ 

Tune—"  My  Love  is  a  Sailor  Boy." 
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My  love  is  a  Zou-zu,  so  gallant  and  bold, 
He's  rough  and  he's  handsome,  scarce  nineteen  years  old; 
To  show  off  in  Washington  he  has  left  his  own  dear, 
And  my  heart  is  a  breaking  because  hes  not  here. 

Chorus. 
For  his  spirit  was  brsve,  it  was  fierce  to  lH?hold, 
In  a  young  man  bred  a  Zou-zu,  only  nineteen  years  old. 

His  parents  taught  him  to  be  a  cavalier. 

But  the  life  of  a  Zou-zu  he  did  much  prefer; 

For  his  heart's  with  his  country  in  right  or  in  wrong. 

And  in  Richmond,  with  Btocter,  he'll  l>e  afore  long. — CJiorus. 

i 
My  fond  heart  is  beating  for  him  constantly. 
But  I  fear  his  alfectious  may  waver  from  me; 
For  a  sweetheart  can  be  foiind  in  each  state  I  am  told, 
By  a  young  man,  a  Zou-zu,  only  nineteen  years  old. — Chorm. 

And  now  ray  Zou-zu,  I  grieve  and  repine. 

For  fear  that  his  brave  heart  may  never  be  mine;    '    ' 

All  the  wealth  of  Jeff  Davis,  in  cotton  or  gold, 

I  would  give  for  my  Zou-zu,  only  nineteen  years  old. — Chorus. 


THE  LAST  HYMN. 


By  Marianne  Famiugham. 


The  eabbath-day  was  ending,  In  a  village  by  the  eea, 

The  uttered  benediction  touclied  the  people  tenderly, 

And  they  rose  to  face  the  sunset  in  the  glowing,  lighted  West, 

And  then  hastened  to  their  dwellings  for  God's  blessed  boon  of  pest. 

But  they  looked  across  the  waters,  and  a  storm  was  raging  there; 

A  fierce  spirit  moved  above  them— the  wild  spirit  of  the  air  — 

And  It  lashed  and  shook,  and  tore  tliem,  till  they  thundered,  groawd  and  boomed, 

And,  alas!  for  any  vessel  in  their  yawning  gulfs  entombed. 

Very  anxious  were  the  people  on  that  rocky  coast  of  Wales, 
Lest  the  dawn  of  coming  morrows  should  be  telling  awful  talce, 
\\'hen  the  sea  had  spent  its  passion,  and  should  cast  upon  the  shore, 
'    Bits  of  wreck,  and  swollen  victims,  as  it  had  done  heretofore. 

i    With  the  rough  winds  blowing  round  her,  a  brave  woman  strained  her  eyes. 
And  she  saw  along  the  billows  a  large  vessel  fall  and  rise. 
Oh !  it  did  not  need  a  prophet. to  tell  what  the  end  nmst  be,  . 

For  no  ship  could  ride  in  safety  near  thkt  shore  on  such  a  sea. 

Then  the  pitying  people  hurried  from  their  homes  and  thronged  the  l)each. 
Oh !  for  power  to  cross  the  waters  and  the  perishing  to  reach  I 
Helpless  hands  were  wrung  for  sorrow,  tender  hearts  grew  cold  with  dread, 
And  the  ship  urged  by  the  tempest,  to  the  fatal  rock  shore  s|)ed. 

"  She  has  parted  in  the  middle!  Oh,  the  half  of  her  goes  down ! 
God,  have  mercy !    Is  His  heaven  far  to  seek  for  those  who  drown?  " 
Lo!  when  next  the  white,  shocke<l  faces  looked  with  terror  on  the  Bca, 
Only  one  last  clinging  figure  on  a  spar  was  seen  to  be. 

Nearer  to  the  trembling  watcliers  came  the  WTeck  tosaed  by  the  wave. 
And  the  man  still  clung  and  floated,  though  no  power  on  earth  could  save. 
"  Could  we  send  him  a  short  message!    Here's  a  trumpet!  shout  away  I " 
'Twas  the  preacher's  hand  that  took  it,  and  he  wo-ider'd  what  to  Bay. 

Any  memory  of  his  sermon?    Firstly?    Secondly?    Ah,  no. 

There  was  but  one  thing  to  utter  in  that  awful  hour  of  woe; 

So  he  shouted  through  the  trumpet,  "  Look  to  Jesus  t    Can  you  hear?  " 

And  "  Aye,  aye,  eirl "  rang  the  answer  o'er  the  waters  loud  and  clear. 

I 
Then  they  listened,—"  He  is  singing  '  Jeens,  lover  of  my  soul,' " 
And  the  wind  brought- back  the  echo,  "  while  theliearer  waters  roll; " 
Strange  indeed  it  was  to  hear  him,  "  till  the  storm  of  life  wae  past," 
Singing  bravely  from  the  waters,  "  Oh,  receive  my  soul  at  last" 

He  could  have  no  other  refuge!    "  Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee; 
Leave,  oh,  leave  me  not."— The  singer  droped  at  last  into  the  sea, 
And  the  watchers  looking  homeward  through  their  ejes  by  tears  made  dim. 
Said,  "  He  passed  to  be  with  Jeeua  in  the  singing  of  that  hymn." 
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Mouse  Traps,  a  Penny,  Who'll  Buy? 
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Dear  friends,  you  now  tliis  obji>ct  behold, 

Wounded  in  love  and  minus  u  heart; 
All  thro'  a  ii^al  that  I  love,  who  has  me  solil 

For  a  nasty  mouse  trap  man  she  thought  smart. 
Calling  loudly  outside  her  door  he'd  go, 

Sinijing,  mouse  trap!  aloud,  i\  penny!  each  day; 
He  gametl  her  alTeetions,  and  you  must  know, 

Caught  her  thro'  mouse  traps  and  took,  her  uvvay. 

CnoRus, 

Mouse  traps!  aloud  he'd  bawl  and  cry. 

Who'll  buy  my  mouse  traps,  who'll  buy? 

As  firm  as'a  house,  who's  going  to  buy? 

Come,  buy  my  mouse  traps,  a  peuuy,  who'll  buy? 

Iler  name  it  wivs  Itching,  from  Scratohcn  slic  came, 

A  sweet  kitchen  main,  I'd  like  you  to  know; 
Many  chap's  heart  she'd  soon  raise  a-tiame, 

And  my  heart  she  did  harrow  when  I  was  her  Iwaux. 
So  telling  this  chap  they  swarmed  with  mice, 

^l»e  induced  him  inside,  got  him  straight  in  a  line; 
Of  victuals  gave  plenty,  tilled  pewter  pols  twice. 

When  he  show'd  her  a  trap  to  catch  six  m  a  time. — Chorui. 

In  a  nice  little  corner  her  trap  did  fix. 

And  on  every  hook  hung  a  bit  of  raw  cheese; 
When  wakiti''  next  morn,  surprised  to  find  six 

Poor,  dear  little  mices  all  deadcd  she  sees. 
On  making  the  diskivery  she  fell  upon  the  lloor, 

Oil,  dear  me.  the  like  I  never  see  sich; 
He  what  brought  that  eer  trap  to  the  door, 

Sure  and  sartin  Ls  a  wizard,  leastways  a  witch.— Chon(8. 

Poor  me  had  no  more  cold  scran  from  that  day. 

For  her  kitchen  stuff  went  to  tliat  eer  chap; 
And  when  axing  for  etn,  why  she'd  say. 

As  how  she  couldn't  spare  'em  cos  of  the  trap. 
"Werry  good,  old  gal,  says  I,  but  can  you  tell 

What  comes  of  governor's  left  off  wrap>'/ 
Some  one  must  have  em.  for  a  fool  can  tell. 

They  dout  want  boots  and  coats  to  buy  mouse  traps. — Vfiorut. 

I  got  kicked  out,  the  door  .slammetl  in  my  face, 

I  was  .sent  off  with  a  fiy  in  my  ear; 
I  had  the  cold  shoulder,  and  it  "was  a  ca.se. 

Cut  out  clean  by  that  cove  quite  clear. 
So  on  Siuiday  last  they  were  man  and  wife  made. 

My  buzzuin  was  choked  witli  grief  and  woe. 
And  the  pair  Owen's  doing  iLjattling  trade. 

As  mouse  traps,  a  pepny,  tuey  both  shouting  go. 


'Chorus. 


Mother,  Dear,  Write  to  Your  Boy. 
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I've  been  dreaming  of  you,  mother. 

It  .seems  but  yesterday; 
'Twiis  at  the  gtite  we  parted. 

These  loving  words  did  da}': 
Come,  kiss  me,  good-bye,  darling, 

Perhaps 'twilllx;  the  last. 
My  heart  wjis  broke  wlien  hist  she  spoke, 

And  tears  tame  falling  fast. 

Cnonrs. 

Mother,  dear  mother,  plejuse  write  to  your  boy, 
I  fancy  I  saw  you  in  visions  of  joy; 
You  loved  me  so  well  with  j'our  iieart  kind  and  true, 
Mother,  dear  mother,  I'm  dreaming  of  you. 

Oh,  write  tt)  me,  dear  mother, 

And  tell  me  you  are  well; 
And  then  I'll  rest  contentcnl, 

No  joy  my  heart  can  tell. 
'Tis  years  since  you  caressed  me. 

And  kissed  me  with  a  tear; 
I'd  love  to  smile  on  you  awhile. 

My  lonely  heart  'twould  cheer. — Chortu. 


You  Can't  Do  It,  You  Know.    i 
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I've  heard  people  say  that  the  world  they'd  surprise, 

But  they  can't  do  it,  you  know; 
With  ships  like  balloon,  they  would  soar  to  the  skies. 

But  they  can't  do  it,  you  know; 
While  .some  other  fellows  who  haven't  a  cent, 
Are  on  a  most  wonderful  patent  intent. 
And  perpetual  motion  they'd  like  to  invent. 

But  they  can't  do  it,  you  know. 

CnoRUS. 
They  can't  do  it,  jou  know, 
They  can't  do  it,  you  know, 
They'll  never  make  a  dime. 
They  only  waste  their  time, 
,  For  they  can't  do  it,  you  know. 

Some  fellows  arc  partial  to  cutting  a  swell. 

But  they  can't  do  it,  you  know; 
Each  one  is  intending  to  wed  a  rich  belle. 

But  they  can't  do  it,  you  know. 
Some  fellows  are  trying  some  method  to  .seek. 
To  wear  handsome  raiment  and  jewels  unicpie, 
And  to  pay  for  the  same  on  ten  dollars  a  week, 

But  they  can't  do  it,  you  know. — t'horn$. 

The  Britons  are  trying  our  powers  to  doubt. 

But  they  can't  do  it,  you  know; 
They  tried  very  hard  to  knock  Sullivan  out, 

But  they  can't  do  it,  you  know. 
And  when  the  Genesta  came  our  yacht  to  whip. 
The  Puritan  Siiucily  gave  her  the  slip; 
There  is  many  a  slip  twixt  the  cup  and  the  ship. 

But  they  can't  do  it,  you  know. — Chorus. 

My  landlady's  bill  I  endeavor  to  pay, 

But  I  can't  do  it,  j'ou  know; 
I  try  to  eat  lK)arding-house  steak  every  day, 

But  I  can't  do  it,  you  know. 
Her  coffee  so  muddy,  her  doughnuts  so  dry. 
Her  back  numlK-retl  cakes  and  her  celluloid  pic, 
To  enjoy  them  and  eat  them  how  vainly  1  try, 

But  I  can't  do  it,  you  know. — CJ^orus. 

I'd  fain  live  at  j)eace  with  my  mother-in-law. 

But  I  can't  do  it,  you  know; 
I  try  to  induce  her  to  silence  her  Jane, 

But  she  won't  do  it,  you  know. 
Some  ballet  girls  trv  to  look  young  I'm  aware. 
Some  plumbers  endeavor  to  charge  what  is  fair. 
And  some  lawyers  tr}'  hard  to  be  honest  iind  s(iuare. 

But  they  can't  do  it,  you  know. — Chvru.^. 

They  say  they  will  show  us  a  dude  that  has  brains, 

But  tliey  can't  do  it,  you  know; 
That  Vaiulerbilt's  charity  wastes  all  his  gains. 

But  they  can't  do  it,  you  know. 
Policemen  are  never  seen  asleep  on  the  l)eat, 
That  they'll  sweep  banana  peels  off  the  street. 
That  they'll  show  us  a  St.  Louis  girl  witli  small  feet. 

But  they  can't  do  it,  you  know. — Chorus. 
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My  Moustache  is  G-rowing. 

Tune— "Annie  of  the  Vale." 


My  moustache  is  growing. 
Its  genial  warmth  l)estowing, 

Its  beauty  takes  the  eye  of  all  Chestnut  street; 
Come  forth  like  a  fairy 
So  stiff  and  so  hairy. 
And  ramble  on  my  upper  lip  so  neat. 
Ciiouus. 
Come,  come,  come,  moustache,  come, 

Come,  ere  the  dye  on  you  pale; 
Oh,  come  in  thy  strength,  thou  marvel  of  length, 
Dear  moustache,  dear  moustache,  never  fail. 

The  charms  I  inherit 

Are  caused  by  thy  merit,        ' 

I  hope  thy  color  ne'er  will  fade  away;     . 
The  watch-dog  is  snarling. 
For  fear,  moustache,  darling,         :.'.-.  v-  "  •-;.;, 

The  tip  end  of  his  tail  I'd  steal  away.— CAo»*u#. 
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BUCCANIER^S  BRIDE. 
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Away !  away !  o'er  the  boundless  deep, 

We'll  merrilv,  merrily  roam; 
Come,  my  briae,  break  the  mermaid's  sleep, 

With  a  song  of  thy  highland  home. 
On  the  deep  tlifcy  stand,  my  gallant  band,     :  .    - 

To  guard  thee,  love,  o'er  the  sea. 
To  the  spicy  isles  where  the  bright  sun  smiles 

With  his  golden  fruits  for  thee.  '      ' 

Chorus. 
Ou  the  deep  they  stand,  my  gallant  band, 

To  guard  thee,  love,  o'er  the  sea. 
To  the  spicy  isles  where  the  bright  sun  smiles 

With  his  golden  fruits  for  thee. 

Away!  away!  o'er  the  boundless  deep. 

We'll  merrily,  merrily  roam; 
Cheer  up,  my  bonny  bride,  nor  weep 

For  the  joys  of  thy  highland  home. 
In  the  land  of  the  rose,  where  the  ruby  glows, 

With  a  thousand  gems  as  bright, 
I'll  deck  thy  brow,  as  the  moon  does  now. 

With  her  fairy  beams  of  light. — Chorus. 


RATAPLAN. 
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What  a  charm  has  the  drum,  with  its  tanarantan. 

When  we  march  on  the  gay  parade;  .    , 

Oh,  the  music  we  love  is  the'bold  rataplan,  '. 

And  the  rubadub  merrily  played. 
Every  heart  is  inspired  by  its  magical  sound, 

There's  a  soul  in  the  stirring  drum;  ,         ..     ' 

And  there  is  not  a  voice,  while  its  echoes  rebound. 

But  would  cry:  "  Let  the  enemy  come." 
So  merrily,  oh,  so  cheerily,  oh,  so  merrily  march  away, 

Iliitaplan,  rataplan,  rataplan,  rataplan! 
Slarch  away  whi4e  j'ou  may,  'tis  a  gay  gala  day, 

And  our  banners  are  flaunting  high; 
In  the  sword  and  gun  fla.sh  around  every  one. 

With  a  glance  just  as  bright  as  the  sky.     Rataplan! 
Rataplan,  taiiarau,  rataplan,  tauarau,  rataplan,  tanarau, 
Ilatiii)lun,  rataplan,  tanaran,  rataplan,  rataplan,  tanaran. 

CnoRus. 

List,  list,  away,  away, 

2^ow  they  come,  they  come; 
List  to  the  rolling  drum. 

The  rolling,  rolling  drum. 
Now  their  bannei-s  swell  the  breeze, 

And  bid  the  foe  to  come. 
While  we  march  with  quickened  s{>eed 

To  the  rolling  drum.  .  ' 

To  the  field  when  we  march,  how  the  tanarantan 

Makes  the  heart  of  the  soldier  glow; 
Let  him  hear  but  the  roll  of  the  Sold  rataplan. 

And  how  gallantly  forward  he'll  go.  "  . 

When  the  battle  is  done,  and  the  victory  won. 

Still  the  sound  of  the  rolling  drum 
Sends  its  ec;hoes  afar  from  the  red  field  of  war, 

To  the  dt-ar  friends^^ho  welcome  us  home. 
Then  mcrril}',  oh,  so  cheerily,  oh,  so  merrily  march  away, 

liataplan,  rataplan,  rataplan,  rataplan! 
March  away  while  you  may,  'tis  a  gay  gala  day, 

And  our  i)aiiners  are  flaunting  high; 
In  the  sword  and  gun  flash  around  ev'rj'  one. 

With  a  ^'lance  just  as  bright  as  the  sky.    Rataplan! 
Rataplan,  t;iuarau,  rat^iplan,  tanaran,  rataplan,  tanaran, 
Rataplan,  rataplan,  tanaran,  rataplan,  rattvplan,  tanaran.— C/<or»«. 


G-RANDMOTHERS  BIRTHDAY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy. 

'         Grandmother's  birthday's  here  at  last, 

Silver  locks  once  shining  gold, 
..'       Shows  that  her  youthful  days  are  past,  • 

_l         For  grandmother's  sixty  years  old.  "  " ■ 

Mem'ry  oft  fancies  the  dances  and  glances 

From  dozens  of  cousins  and  beans  by  the  score, 
But  now  'tis  all  past,  age  luis  crept  on  at  last,  j 

And  grandmother's  sixty  years  old. 

ClIORCS. 

Grandmother's  birthday's  here  at  la.st, 

Silver  locks  once  shining  gold 
Shows  that  her  j'outhful  days  are  past. 

For  grandmother's  sixty  years  old. 

Grandmother's  eyes  are  dimmed  with  age. 

Once  they  were  bright  as  the  day; 
Grandmother's  pen  could  fill  life's  page. 

With  scenes  that  have  long  passed  away. 
Time  ever  fleeting  brings  meeting  and  greeting. 

Yet  leaves  but  the  traces  of  faces  iJiat's  gone. 
:  •       But  loves  silent  tear  shows  their  mem'ry 's  held  dear, 

Tho'  grandmother's  sixty  ye.irs  old. — Chorus. 


— The  lover  that  Anna  kissed  in  Cherry  street  the  other  night  is 
afraiil  he  will  be  arrested,  because  he  is  a  fellow  Annarkist. 


— There  are  only  three  thousand  profes-sional  burglars  in  the 
country.  The  night  work  is  very  trying  to  the  health,  and  their 
terms  of  service  are  very  short — in  jail. — LnwdL  Citisen. 


I'm  G-oing  to  Fight  Mit  Siegel. 
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I've  come  shust  now,  to  tells  you  how 

I  goes  mit  regimentals. 
To  .schlauch  dem  voes  of  liberty. 

Like  dera  old  ContinenUils,  , 

Vot  fights  mit  England  long  ago,  . 

To  save  de  Yankee  eagle; 
Und  now  I  gets  luy  so jer  clothes,  ..- 

I'm  going  to  fight  mit  Siegel. 

■  .        i      '  CnoRus. 

Yaw,  daus  is  true,  I  shjwaks  mit  you, 
I'm  going  to  fight  mit  Siegel. 

Ven  I  comes  from  de  Deutsche  countree, 
.  I  vorks  somedimes  at  bjiking; 

Den  I  keeps  a  lager  bier  sjiloon, 

Un  (len  I  goes  shf)eniaking; 
But  now  I  vas  a  sojer  been. 

To  save  de  Yankee  eagle; 
To  schlauch  dem  tam  secession  volks, 

I'm  going  to  tight  mit  Siegel. — Chorun 

I  gets  ein  tam  big  rifle  guns, 

Und  puts  him  to  mine  shoulder 
Den  march  so  bold,  like  a  big  jack  horse, 

Un  may  been  someding  bolJer; 
I  goes  oft' mit  de  volunteers. 

To  save  de  Yiuikee  eagle; 
To  give  dem  rebel  vellers  fits. 

I'm  going  to  fight  mit  Siegel. — Cfun'us. 

.    Dem  Deutschen  mens  mit  Siegel 's  band,        .     . 

At  fighting  have  no  rival; 
Un  ven  Chen  Davis  mens  we  meet, 

Ve  schlauch  'era  like  de  tuyvil; 
Dere's  only  von  ting  vot  I  fear, 

Ven  pattling  for  de  eagle, 
I  von't  get  not  no  lager  bier, 

Ven  I  goes  to  fight  mit  Siegel. — Chorus. 

For  rations  de}'  gives  salty  pork, 

I  dinks  dat  wiis  a  great  sell; 
I  petter  likes  de  sour  krout, 

De  switzer  kaise  un  pretzel. 
If  Shen'ral  Meade  vill  give  us  dem,  .. 
,     "        Ve'll  save  de  Yankee  eagle; 

V  Un  I'll  put  mine  vrou  in  breechaloons,         .     .  '--^ 

To  go  un  fight  mit  Siegel. — Cliorus. 
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The  Captive  Bird's  Complaint. 
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I  wonder  what  my  wiuijs  were  made  for. 

Fluttering,  active,  restive  things; 
If  this  cage  is  all  of  binlhuul. 

Tell  one  why  a  bird  hus  wings 

Shaking,  hojHjiiig,  waiting,  restive, 

IIow  I  wish  for  once  to  tly; 
How  my  aching  pinions  tremble. 

Give  me  life  or  let  me  die. 

Yonder  in  a  deep  green  cedar, 

Fair  as  light,  and  light  as  air. 
Shouts  aloud  a  joyous  robiti, 

If  you  love  me,'  send  me  tliere. 

Better  anything  with  freedom. 

Than  to  know  that  one  has  wings, 
And  must  ever  keep  them  fettered — 

Slavery  hath  a  thousand  stings. 

Oh,  this  cage  it  does  not  tit  me, 

I'm  not  made  for  it,  I  know; 
Mine  is  yonder  in  the  heavens. 

If  you  love  me,  let  me  go. 


THE  CHILD^S^  PRAYER 
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Into  her  chaml>er  wont, 

A  little  girl,  one  day. 
And  by  a  chair  she  knelt. 

And  thus  began  to  pray: 
!  "Jesus,  my  eyes  I  close, 

Thy  form  f  cannot  see. 
If  Thou  art  near  me.  Lord, 

I  prayT  hee  speak  to  me." 
A  still  small  voice  she  lieard 

Within  lur  inmost  sotd — 
"  What  is  it,  child,  I  hear. 

And  love  thee,  tell  me  all?  " 

"  I  pray  Thee,  Lord,"  she  said, 

"  That  Thou  wilt  condescend 
To  tarry  in  my  heart 

And  ever  be  vay  friend. 
The  path  of  life  is  dark, 

I  would  not  go  astray.  ^ 

Oh,  let  mo  have  Thy  hand 

To  lead  me  in  the  way." 
"  Fear  not,  f(;ar  not,  my  child, 

Whatever  ills  may  come, 
I'll  not  forsake  thee'  ere  • 

Until  I  bring  thee  home." 

"  They  tell  me.  Lord,  that  all 

The  living  pitss  awav. 
The  aged  soon  must  die, 

And  even  children  may. 
Oh,  let  my  parents  live 
•  Till  I  a  woman  grow^. 

For  if  they  die  what  can 

A  little  orphan  do." 
"  Fear  not,  fear  not,  my  child, 

Whatever  ills  may  come, 
I'll  not  forsake  thee  ere 

Until  I  Ijring  thee  home. " 

Her  little  prayer  was  .said. 

And  from  her  cha:  il)er  now 
She  pa.ssed  forth  witli  the  light 

Of  heaven  ui)on  her  brow. 
"  Mother,  I've  seen  the  Lord, 

His  hand  in  mine  I  felt. 
And,  oh,  I  heard  Him  say, 
•  As  by  ray  chair  I  knelt: 

'  Fear  not,  fear  not,  my  child. 

Whatever  ills  may  come, 
I'll  not  forsake  thee  ere 
.   ,  Until  I  bring  thee  home.' " 


Never    G-o  Back  on  the    Poor. 

Tun&— "  Don't  Put  Your  Foot  On  a  Man  When  He's  Down." 


In  this  world  of  sorrow,  of  toil  and  regret,  " 

There  arc  scenes  I  would  gladly  pass  o'er. 
But  stern  truth  compels  that  each  fact  must  be  told. 

That  thro'  life  we  may  check  them  the  more. 
Is  it  right  that  a  man,  who  has  well  earned  his  pay 

On  the  pi|)es  by  the  sweat  of  his  brow. 
Should  wait  like'a  beggtir  on  Green,  day  by  day, 

Ot'Clse  home  in  hunger  to  go? 

Ciionus. 

If  a  man  is  in  troiiblc,  remember  this  song. 

Go  drive  the  grim  wolf  from  his  door; 
Assist  him  in  need,  you  will  seldom  be  wrong, 

If  you  never  go  back  on  the  poor. 

From  the  wild  waste  of  waters  a  death-cry  came, 

As  d:ished  on  the  iron-boimd  shore, 
A  noble  ship  struck  in  the  darkness  of  night. 

And  .'iank  'mid  the  tempest's  loud  roar.  - 

The  {-aptaiu  asleep,  and  tlie  men  off  their  posts. 

With  the  coal  and  provisions  run  short. 
While  the  doomed  ones  they  hoped  for  tiiat  bright  Western  land,  > 
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Which  in  joyous  sweet  dreams  they  had  sought. 

Ciioucs. 

Can  it  be  such  neglect  shall  by  us  be  forgot. 
Or  that  money  shtill  triumph  once  more? 

A  good  willing  hand,  a  stout  brancii  and  a  ro])e. 
For  those  who  go  back  on  the  poor. 

When  the  divers  went  down  'neath  the  wreck,  to  search 

For  the  victims  that  lay  far  Iwlow, 
"  'Tis  only  a  steerages"  was  oft  the  remark. 

As  the  ghastly  form  came  up  to  view; 
As  if  only  a  steerage  could  shut  out  a  soid. 

Because  poverty  claimed  him  her  own; 
As  if  dollars  and  dimes  are  the  standard  of  worth. 

And  the  pass  to  all  good  that  is  known. 

Ciiours. 

But  the  White  Star  must  change  its  emblem  aloft, 

To  blood-red,  afloat  iind  ashore. 
Till  the  steamer  Atlantic's  forgotten  by  time. 

With  its  cargo  of  unburied  poor. 

At  the  stands  on  the  corner  of  every  street, 

The  aged  and  blitid  used  to  l)e. 
And  work  out  a  living  to  .save  them  from  want, 

From  the  poor-house  that  they  might  be  free; 
But  now  stout  Italians,  healthy  and  strong. 

Each  old  grandmother's  driven  away; 
I  don't  think  the  people  will  .stand  the  ba.se  wrong 

Of  these  people  who  work  under  pay. 

Cnoitcs. 

And  the  newsboy  or  bootblack,  that  toils  morn  and  night, 
To  keep  hunger  and  pain  from  the  door. 

Have  been  puslied  to  the  wall  by  these  great  organ  men — 
Let  us  never  go  back  on  the  ix)or. 
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MY  MOTHER'S  GRAVE. 
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Where  the  valley-brook  is  slowly  creeping. 

And  the  woo(l-bird  sings  il.s  lonely  song; 
Where  the  willow-boughs  are  sadly  weeping, 

While  the  7.ephyrs  nmrmuring  pass  along; 
There  my  gentle  mother's  form  re|X)ses, 

Dearly  loved  in  childhooti's  happy  day; 
At  that  grave  I  kneel  'mid  clustering  ro.ses. 

Weeping  twilight's  stilly  hour  away. 

Can  I  'mid  the  toils  of  life  forget  thee. 

Angel  guardian  of  my  itiftint  years? 
Every  care  comiK'ls  me  to  regret  thee, 

Every  smile  is  chased  away  by  tears. 
Holy  precepts  by  thy  lips  were  given, 

IIow  I've  kept  them  let  my  anguish  own;   ' 
Dearest  mother,  from  thy  home  in  heaven,  .    r 

Lean  down  and  listen  to  my  anguished  moan. 
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Washington,  Star  of  the  West. 
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There's  a  star  in  the  West,  that  will  never  go  down, 

'Till  the  records  of  valor  decay; 
We  must  worship  its  light,  for  it  is  our  own,  ' 

And  liberty  bursts  in  its  ray. 
Shall  the  name  of  Washington  ever  be  heard 

By  a  freeman  and  thrill  not  his  breast? 
Is  there  one  out  of  bondage  that  hails  not  the  name 

Of  Washington,  star  of  the  West?  , 

War!  war  to  the  knife — be  enthralled  or  ye  die! 

Was  the  echo  that  waked  up  the  land; 
But  it  was  not  this  frenzy  that  promoted  the  cry. 

Nor  rashness  that  kindled  the  brand. 
He  threw  back  the  fetters,  he  headed  the  strife, 

'Till  man's  charter  was  firmly  restored; 
Then  he  praj'ed  for  the  moment  when  liberty  and  life 

AVould  no  longer  be  pressed  by  the  sword. 

Oh,  his  laurels  were  pure,  and  his  patriotic  name 

In  the  pages  of  the  future  shall  dwell, 
And  be  seen  in  all  annals  the  foremost  in  fame. 

By  the  side  of  a  Holier  and' Tell. 
Then  cherish  his  mem'ry,  the  brave  and  the  good. 

At  Mount  Vernon  the  hero  now  rests; 
Peace,  peace  to  his  ashes — our  father  is  dead! 

Great  Washington,  star  of  the  West. 


MARYLAND,  MY   HOME. 
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Sweet  Maryland,  thy  groves  are  green 

And  sparkling  are  thy  rills. 
And  lovely  are  thy  vales  between 

Thy  fair  and  verdant  hills;  ;.       . 

Though  far  away  I  plow  the  sea, 

Or  m  far  countries  roam,  '  ^ 

My  heart  with  fondness  cling  to  thee,  . 

—  Sweet  Maryland,  my  home. 

Jjong  years  have  p.a.ssed  since  when  a  boy, 

I  roamed  thy  fields  with  glee, 
Or  on  thy  waters  bright  with  joy,  - 

Da.shed  outward  to  the  sea. 
How  fair,  how  bright  those  scenes  to  me, 

Thy  skies,  how  bright  above; 
At  night's  pale  hour  I  dream  of  thee, 

Sweet  Maryland,  my  love. 

What  jojr  to  see  thee  yet  once  more,  .     - 

To  hail  thy  favored  land; 
How  gladly  would  I  leap  on  shore 

To  tread  thy  silver  strand. 
And  I  will  cro.ss  Atlantic's  main,  >  .      . 

■',  When  Summer  days  shall  come,    '  --. 

To  roam  the  woods  and  hills  again. 

Of  >Iiiryland,  my  home. 


f 


]       G-o  It  While  Yon' re  Yonng.  ' 

Money's  scarce  they  say,  and  very  well  we  know  it. 
Then  surel}',  the  best  way  is,  while  you're  young  to  go  it; 
The  banks  are  all  flat  broke,  their  rags  are  good  for  naught. 
The  species  all  bespoke,  then  certainly  you  ought  to — 

Chorus. 
Go  it  while  you're  young. 

For  when  you're  old  you  can't; 
Let  scandal  hold  her  tongue 

And  bid  dull  care  avaunt. 

Now  single  men  get  wives,  the  States  may  soldiers  need,  ^ 

There's  plenty  to  be  had,  if  parties  agreed; 

Learn  them  all  to  shoot,  to  them  it  will  be  sport. 

Say  your  fathers  fought  before,  then  certainly  you  ought  to — Chor. 

Youth's  the  time  for  plea.sure,  life  is  but  a  span,    . 
Gaiety's  a  treasure,  seize  it  while  you  can. 
Old  men  couldn't  go  it,  were  they  to  be  hung, 
Their  looks  and  actions  show  it — then — C/iorus. 


HOMEWARD   BOUND. 
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Out  on  an  ocean  all  boundless  we  ride, 
We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 

Tossed  on  the  waves  of  a  rough,  restless  tide. 
We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  boimd; 

Far  from  the  safe,  quiet  harbor  we  rode. 

Seeking  our  father's  celestial  abode, 

Promise  of  which  on  us  each  he  bestowed. 
We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 

Wildly  the  storm  sweeps  us  on  as  it  roars. 
We  re  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 

Look  yonder  lie  the  bright  heavenly  shores, 
We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound; 

Steady,  oh,  pilot,  stand  firm  at  the  wheel, 

Steady,  we  soon  shall  outweather  the  gale; 

Oh,  how  we  fly  'neath  the  loud  cracking  sail. 
We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 

Into  the  harbor  of  heaven  now  we  glide. 

We're  home  at  last,  home  at  last. 
Safely  we  drift  on  its  soft  silver  tide, 

We're  home  at  last,  home  at  la.st; 
Glory  to  God,  all  our  dangers  are  o'er, 
We  stand  secure  on  the  glorified  shore; 
Glory  to  God,  we  will  .shout  evermore. 

We're  home  at  hist,  home  at  last. 


THE   MANILLA  BOY. 
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I  would  not  have  a  farmer 
'  That  works  among  the  dirt, 

I'd  rather  have  the  manilla  boy 
That  wears  the  ruffled  shirt, 
'.  That  wears  the  ruffled  shirt; 

I'd  rather  have  the  manilla  boy 
.  That  wears  the  ruftle<l  shirt. 

I  would  not  have  a  blacksmith 

That  works  among  the  coal, 
I'd  rather  have  the  manilla  boy 

That  carries  the  sack  of  gold, 

That  carries  the  sack  of  gold; 
I'd  rather  have  the  manilla  boy 

That  carries  the  sack  of  gold. 

I  would  not  have  a  miller 

That  works  within  the  mill, 
I'd  rather  have  the  manilla  boy. 

Because  his  name  is  Bill, 

Because  his  name  is  Bill; 
I'd  rather  have  the  manilla  boy. 

Because  his  name  is  Bill. 


/ 


^ 
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Och!  Faddy,  is  it  Yerself? 

Tune-"  will ie,  We  Have  Missed  You." 

Och!  Pat,  is  it  yerself,  indade,  safe  again  to  home? 
Sure,  Bridget  told  a  lie,  faith!  she  said  ye  wouldn't  come; 
I  heerd  yerself  a'  comiu',  and  it  made  my  dander  rise, 
Dade  I  knowed  yer  drunken  footstep  ard  yer  rummy  voice, 
'Twas  sorrow  to  my  ears  in  the  avenin's  awful  gloom — 
Och!  Paddy,  tell  me  now,  where  did  ye  get  yer  rum? 

We's  aft  aid  yer  would  come  nightly,  but  this  night  of  all. 

We  let  the  fire  go  out,  'cause  we's  going  to  the  ball; 

The  childers  would  set  up  till  nine  o'clock  and  past. 

Till  they  would  say  they  knowed  that  their  papa  was  lost. 

An'  they  hoped  yer  would  be  sober  when  yer  did  get  home — 

Och!  Patrick,  tell  me  truly,  where  did  ye  get  yer  rum? 

The  days  were  glad  without  ye,  the  nights  were  spent  in  revel, 
And  now  ye  have  come  home,  Pat,  ye  drunken  divil; 
Last  night  I  sung  and  danced  by  the  moon's  gentle  ray. 
Till  I  thought  I  heerd  yer  voice,  when  I  stopped  right  away. 
But  I  soon  resumed  my  sport  when  I  found  ye  had  not  come — 
Och!  Paddy,  yer  drunken  rowdy,  why  did  yer  come  home? 
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BRYAN   O'LYNN. 
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Bryan  O'Lynn  wits  a  Scotchuian  born, 

His  teeth  thev  were  lon^.  aud  his  beard  was  unshorn, 

His  temples  tar  out,  and  his  eyes  were  far  iu, 

"  I'm  a  beautiful  creature,"  says  Bryan  O'Lynn. 

Chorus. 

"  With  my  ranting,  roaring,  hoarins:,  Iwaring,  screwing. 
Gouging,  auguring,  maileting,  chiseling,  stokeriug. 
Plastering,  hammering,  sailoring,  watering, 
Capering,  tinkering,  soldiering,  Imtchering, 
With  my  three-handled  I'our-ironeil  gouging  pin, 
Im  a  beautiful  creature,"  says  Bryan  O'Lynn. 

Bryan  O'Lynn  had  no  coat  to  put  on, 

He  borrowed  a  goat-skin  to  make  him  one — 

He  planted  the  horns  right  under  his  chin, 

"  They'll  answer  for  pistols,"  says  Bryan  O'Lynn. — Chorva. 


Bryan  O'Lynn  had  no  breeclics  to  wear. 
So  he  bought  him  a  sheep-skin  to  make  him  a  pair, 
With  tlie  skinny  side  out,  and  the  wihjIIv  side  iu. 
"  They're  nice,  light  aud  cool,"  says  Bryan  O'Lynn. 


•Chot'HS. 


Bryan  O'Lynn  had  no  watch  for  to  wear, 

Sohe  gpt  him  a  turnip  aud  scoop'd  it  out  fair; 

He  then  put  a  cricket  dane  under  the  skin, 

*'  They  11  think  it's  a-ticking,"  says  Bryan  O'Lynn. — C horns. 

Bryan  O'Lynn  he  bought  him  a  gun. 

He  planted  the  trigger  right  under  his  thumb, 

He  pulled  the  trigger,  the  gun  give  a  crack. 

And  knocked  Bryan  O'Lynn  on  the  broad  of  his  back.  —  Chorus. 

Bryan  O'Lynn  went  to  bring  his  wife  home. 

He  had  but  one  horse,  that  wsis  all  skin  aud  bone, 

"  I'll  put  her  behind  as  nate  as  a  pin. 

And  her  mother  before  me,  '  says  Bryan  O'Lynn. — Chorus. 

Brj-an  O'Lynn,  and  his  wife  and  the  mother. 

Were  all  going  over  the  bridge  together. 

The  bridge  broke  down  aud  they  all  tumbled  in, 

"  We'll  tind  ground  at  the  bottom,"  says  Bryan  O'Lynn.— CV/o/v/s. 


JOE   HAKDY. 
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Yes,  I  know  that  you  were  once  my  lover, 
But  that  sort  of  thing  lias  an  end. 

Now  love  and  its  transports  are  over. 
But  yet  you  may  still  be  my  friend. 

Don't  kneel  at  my  foct  I  implore  thee, 
Don't  write  on  the  drawings  you  bring. 

Don't  ask  me  to  say  I  adore  thee. 
For  indeed  it  is  no  such  thing. 

I  confess  that  when  at  Philadelphia  we  parted, 
I  swore  that  I  worshii)ed  you  then, 

That  I  was  a  maid  broken  hearted. 
And  you  the  most  charming  of  men. 

I  confess  when  I  read  yotir  first  letter, 

I  blotted  your  name  with  a  tear, 
I  was  voung  then,  but  now  I  know  better, 

Could  I  tell  that  I'd  meet  Hardy  here. 

Oh,  dear,  how  j-oti  fret,  how  you  worry, 

ReiHJating  ray  vows  to  be  true 
If  I  said  so,  I  told  you  a  story. 

For  I  love  Hardy  better  than  you. 

Yes,  noXv  tliis  fond  heart's  another's, 

I  si^h  so  when  he  is  gone, 
I  can  love  you  indeed  as  a  brother, 

But  my  heart  is  Joe  Hardy's  alone. 


Sammy  Slap,  the  Bill  Sticker. 
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l"m  Sammy  Slap,  the  bill  sticker,  and  you  must  all  agree,  sire, 
I  sticks  to  business  like  a  trump,  and  business  sticks  to  me,  sirs;       ' ' 
The  low  folks  call  me  plasterer,  but  they  deserve  a  banging, 
Because,  genteely  speaking,  why  my  trade  is  paper-haoging. 

CUORUS. 

With  my  paste,  paste,  paste. 
Oh,  all  the  world  is  pufflug, 
8o  I  paste,  paste,  p>aste. 

All  "round  abont  the  city  now,  when  anything'e  the  go,  sirs, 

You'll  always  find  me  at  my  post,  a  sticking  up  the  posters; 

I've  hung  Ned  Forrest  twelve  feet  high,  and  did  it,  sirs,  quite  easy, 

Aud  Fve  l)een  engaged,  too,  lately,  both  by  Mario  aud  Grisi. — Chorus. 

I'm  not  like  some  in  our  trade,  they  de8er\e  their  jackets  laced,  sirs. 
They  stick  up  half  their  bosijes  bills,  and  sell  the  rest  for  waste,  sirs; 
Now  honesty's  l)est  policy,  with  a  good  name  to  retire  with. 
So  what  I  doesn't  use  myself  my  old  girl  lights  the  fire  with.— Chorcs 

Sometimes  I'm  jobbing  for  the  church,  w  ith  charitable  sermons, 
And  Hometimes  for  tlie  tlieatre,  the  English  and  the  Gennane; 
To  lue,  of  course,  no  odds  it  is,  as  long  as  I'm  a  winner. 
Whether  I  sticks  up  for  a  saint  or  bangs  up  for  a  sinner. — Chorus. 

There's  Jenny  Lind,  I'm  proud  to  say,  sweet  music's  great  adoruer, 
I've  had  the  honor  of  posting  her  In  every  hole  and  comer: 
Albani,  to<j.  so  nice  and  plump,  I've  stuck  her  up,  that's  certain,     - 
And  I've  plastered  Mrs.  Mowatt  right  on  top  of  Billy  Burton.— Chorus. 

Well,  now.  before  I  say  good-bye,  permit  me  to  remind  ye. 

That  'round  about  the  city  here,  you're  always  sure  to  find  me,  t 

And  if  ever  you  shall  have  a  job,  to  show  how  I  deserve  ye. 

About  ttie  town,  through  thick  aud  thin,  I'll  brush  along  to  8er\-e  ye.— Chobus. 


\ 
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THE   SOAP  FAT   MAN. 


t 


Tune— "Bowld  Irishman. 


Och,  I  am  a  great  Irishman,  from  Cork  I  have  came, 
For  carrving  the  hod  shure  I've  had  a  great  name, 
So  I  left'olT  the  htxl,  for  I  didn't  like  that, 
I  thought  I  cud  make  more  be  bawling  soap  fat. 

3Iusha  lad  de  fol  did  le  dum  day. 

So  I  ordered  a  kittle,  yis,  for  to  be  made. 
By  a  fellow  named  .Jimmy,  a  jolly  yotmg  blade; 
But  says  I,  make  that  kittle  as  fast  as  you  can, 
For  I've  altered  me  to  a  soap  fat  man.  > 

Musha  lad  de  fol  did  le  dum  day. 

Och,  I'd  travel  the  house  from  morning  till  night, 
A  bawlinjj  .soap  fat  with  all  me  might;  I 

Arrah,  thin,  Pat,  .says  me  wife,  will  you  .stop  that  big  roar. 
For  there's  a  thimdering  big  crowd  standing  out  by  tlie  door. 

Musha  lad  de  fol  did  le  dum  day.  > 

Says  I  to  my  wife,  now  I'll  settle  them  quick, 
Only  give  me  a  cudgel  or  a  bit  of  a  stick, 
I'll  ilrive  them  away,  be  me,  if  I  can. 
And  I'll  show  thim  I'm  a  soap  fat  man. 

Illusha  lad  de  fol  did  le  dum  day 

I  went  down  by  the  door  and  jumi)ed  out  might}-  quick, 

And  gave  a  big  fellow  a  belt  Avith  me  stick; 

Another  big  bully  a  standing  clo.se  by. 

Got  a  plaster  of  lat  that  lilled  up  liis'left  eye. 

Musha  lad  de  fol  did  le  dura  dtiy. 

Whin  I  struck  a  big  fellow,  och,  thin  was  the  fun. 
For  in  every  direction  the  crowd,  sure,  did  run. 
Thinks  I  to  my.self,  sure,  I've  made  thim  all  slojx!. 
Just  be  giving  the  bully  the  divil's  own  poke. 

Musha  lad  de  fol  did  le  dura  day 

I've  got  otu  of  the  mu.ss,  and  I'm  better  for  that, 
I'll  lave  oir  the  trade  of  carrying  soap  fat. 
For  since  I've  done  that,  sure  I've  niver  been  right. 
For  every  place  that  I  wint  I  was  sure  for  a  fight. 

Musha  lad  de  fol  did  le  dum  day 

I'll  carry  the  hod,  and  it's  one  I'll  have  made. 
But  not  by  Jimmy,  the  jolly  young  blade; 
Whin  I  git  at  that,  I'll  bawl  as  loud  as  I  can, 
And  holler  three  cheers  for  the  soap  fat  man. 

Musha  lad  de  fol  did  le  dum  day 
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JOHNNY,  GET   YOUK   GUN.  . 
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One  ovciiin'  in  dc  month  of  May,  /  ^ 

Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun, 
I  met  old  Peter  on  de  way, 

Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun; 
Mose.s  wept  nna  Abram  cried, 

Johuu}',  jjet  3'our  gun,  get  your  gun,  . 

Satan's  coming,  don't  you  hide, 

Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  guu. 

Refrain. 

Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun  to-day, 
Pigeons  u-tiyiu'  all  de  way;* 
If  von  want  to  get  to  heaven  in  de  good  old  way, 
Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun. 

Chorus. 

Rolling  on,  rolling  on  to  glorj',  children, 
Rolling  on,  Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun. 

Oh,  now,  good  children,  do  yo'  best, 

Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun. 
And  button  on  your  golden  ve.st, 

Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun; 
Tell  your  imcle.s  and  3'onr  aunts, 

Johnny,  get  your  gv.n,  get  your  gun. 
Fetch  along  their  linen  pauts, 

Johnny,  get  your  guu,  get  your  gun. — Refrain  and  Chorus. 

The  way  am  rough  w;d  briar  roots, 

Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun. 
We'll  shoot  ole  Satan  'fore  he  scoots, 

Johnn^',  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun;  . 

When  yoli  hear  de  rascal  yell, 

Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun, 
Aim  yoiu' musket,  give  him — well, 

Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun. — Refrain  and  Chorus. 

I  looked  ole  .Satan  in  de  eye, 

Johnny,  g»t  your  gim,  get  j'Our  gun. 
Said  he,  "  I'll  want  you  by-an'-by," 

Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun; 
Fetch  me  up  an  alderman,  '  . 

Johnny,  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun. 
Put  him  in  my  frying  pan, 

Johnny,  get  your  guu,  get  your  gun. — Refrain  and  Clumis. 


I'll  Marry  No  Man  If  He  Drinks. 
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.  I  know  I  may  lie  an  old  maid,  ; 

May  live  and  may  die  all  forlorn. 
Of  that  I  am  not  much  afraid. 

For  that  I  suppose  I  was  bom; 
But  one  thing  I  know  well  enough, 

No  matter  what  any  one  thinks. 
Although  you  may  call  it  all  stuff, 

I'll  marry  no  man  if  he  drinks. 

I  see  my  friends  wed  every  day, 

To  husbands  so  good  and  so  kind. 
They  make  splendid  matches  they  .siiy, 

I  think  that  their  wive.<»  must  be  blind; 
For  Harry  and  Alfred  are  men 

Who  stagger  and  groan  like  a  sphinx. 
And  so  I  repeat  it  again, 

I'll  marry  no  man  if  he  drinks. 

No  matter  how  poor  I  may  be, 

No  drunkard's  home  e'er  can  be  mine. 
Cold  water  the  one  draught  for  me 

I  never  will  drink  of  the  wine; 
And  maidens,  Ik;  cautious  and  wise. 

No  matter  what  Miss  Grundy  thinks. 
Old  topers  and  tipplers  despise, 

And  marry  no  man  if  he  drinks. 


IRISH    POTHEEN. 
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Let  the  Frenchman  drink  his  wine,  the  German  drink  his  beer, 

Let  every  man  drink  what  he  will; 
Should  a  friend  1  chance  to  meet,  I  never  fail  to  treat. 

To  that  .sparkling  drink  the  Irish  call  "  potheen." 
There's  a  relish  in  its  sip,  how  'twill  color  up  the  lip, 

Like  a  cherr}-  fresh  and  rosy  from  a  tree; 
How  'twill  warm  up  the  heart,  the  chords  of  love  'twill  start, 

There  is  no  drink  like  the  sweet  potheen  for  me. 

Chorus.    , 

So  come  and  fill  your  glass,  let  the  toast  of  friendship  pass. 

Sing  a  song  or  dance  with  your  colleen; 
Should  a  friend  I  chance  to  meet,  \  never  fail  to  treat, 

To  that  sparkling  drink  the  Irish  c^l  "  potheen." 

.Aground  the  hearth  at  night,  when  hearts  are  free  and  light, 

When  those  we  love  are  to  be  seen. 
You'll  see  each  smiling  face  fill  an  ever  welcome  place. 

And  imbibing  in  the  rale  ould  sweet  potheen. 
Here  and  there  a  loving  kiss,  a  bubbling  o'er  with  bliss. 

And  a  story  that  would  make  you  laugh  I  ween; 
Hand  in  hand  you'll  find  us  all,  should  you  ever  chance  to  call. 

We  will  treat  you  to  the  rale  ould  sweet  potheen.— CA<?rM». 


*  *  *  ■ 

Standing  on  the  Platform. 
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Go'ng  down  to  Long  Branch,  one  fine  day, 

I  chanced  to  miss  the  train, 
I  turned  my  head  around  and  there  I  saw,  * 

A  sight  which  turned  my  brain.  :    - 

For  there  I  saw  a  charming  girl, 

The  prettiest  I'd  ever  seen;  . 

Her  voice  was  sweet,  her  dress  was  neat, 

She  was  a  fair}-  queen. 

Spoken — Yes,  she  was  the  prettiest  creature  that  I'd  ever  met  in 
the  whole  course  of  my  existence,  and  I  considered  myself  very 
lucky  that  I  happened  to  be — 

Chorcs. 
Standing  on  the  platform,  waiting  for  the  train, 
I  met  this  darling  girl,  who  winked  at  me  so  plain; 
Bright  blue  eyes  so  sparkling,  teeth  were  pearly  white. 
She  was  just  the  pink  of  fashion,  uud  just  the  girl  you'd  like. 

"  Pray,  sir,  can  vou  tell  me  how  long  the  train  will  be?  " 

Said  I,  "  I'll  ask  the  guard;  " 
"  I  thank  you  for  your  kindness,  sirl "  said  she, 

And  looked  at  me  so  hard. 
We  waited  but  a  little  wiule. 

For  the  train  it  soon  was  there, 
-  And  then  into  one  of  the  cars 

I  handed  this  lady  fair. 

Spoken — I  was  sorry  to  part  with  her,  but  she  had  to  go  one 
way,  I  had  to  go  the  other,  and  of  course  I  couldn't  detain  her  all 
day,  a — Chorus. 

She  kissed  her  hand  to  me  and  said,  "  Dear  sir, 

Farewell,  'till  next  we  meet," 
And,  oh,  the  look  she  gave  me  as  the  train  went  oflF, 

I  assure  j'ou  was  a  treat; 
Yet,  oh,  some  day  I  hope  to  meet 

This  charming  creature  divine. 
And  when  I  do.  I'll  tell  jou  all 

About  this  love  of  mine. 
Spoken — Yes,  she  said  that  she  would  meet  me  again,  but  that 
it  would  not  be — Chorus. 


— When  a  young  girl  finds  a  four-leaf  clover  it  is  a  sign  that  she 
will  be  married  within  a  year,  and  she  must  carefullv  preserve  the 
leaf  until  her  wedding  day.  It  is  said  that  Dr.  Mary  Walker 
found  a  four-leaf  clover  thirty  years  ago,  which  she  is  still  careful- 
ly preserving.  There  is  something  in  signs,  after  all. — Iforrittown 
Herald. 
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I'm  a  broken  down  man,  without  money  or  credit, 

My  clotlies  are  all  tattereil  tind  torn, 
Not  a  friend  have  I  got  in  this  wild,  dreary  world, 

Oh,  I  wish  I  had  never  been  born; 
In  vain  I  have  searched  for  employment. 

Sleeping  out  on  the  ground,  cold  and  damp, 
I  am  stared  in  the  face  by  starvation, 

Oh,  pity  the  fate  of  a  tramp. 

Choucs. 

They  tell  me  c:o  work  for  a  linng. 
And  not  tliro'  the  country  to  stamp; 

But  still,  when  I  ask  for  employment. 
They'll  say  there's  no  work  for  a  tramp. 

Oh.  the  rich  man  at  home  by  his  bright  cheery  fire. 

So  sheltered  and  snug  with  his  store, 
Has  often  refused  me.  with  sneers  and  contempt. 

When  I  asked  for  the  crumbs  from  his  floor; 
And  because  of  the  cravings  of  hunger. 

With  scorn  I  would  turn  to  decamp, 
He'd  at  once  set  his  dogs  loose  upon  me. 

Because  I  wjis  only  a  tramp. — Chorus. 

It  was  only  last  night  on  the  railroad, 

A  man  botli  tired  and  footsore. 
Spied  an  empty  box-car  staniiing  still  on  the  track. 

So  he  got  in  and  closed  to  the  door; 
But  he  had  not  gone  far  in  this  empty  box-car. 

When  a  brakeman  came  'roimd  with  his  lamp, 
lie  was  thrown  from  his  resting  place  and  killed  ix?r  force, 

Because  he  was  only  a  triuup. — Chorus. 

But  the  day  will  yet  come,  when  the  rich  man  and  I 

Shall  belaid  in*  the  same  mother  earth, 
Earths  joys  and  its  sorrows  will  then  have  an  end. 

And  I  hope  better  times  come  to  both; 
But,  kind  friend,  you  must  sometimes  remember. 

That  every  poor  man's  not  a  scamp. 
For  there's  manv  a  true  heart  still  beating 

Beneath  the  old  coat  of  a  tramp. — Chorus. 


The  Broken-Hearted  Milkman. 
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LITTLE   OCTOROON.  i 
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Near  the  old  plantation,  at  the  close  of  day. 
Stood  the  weary  mother  and  her  child,  J 

List'ning  to  the  sounds  along  the  vallevs  way. 
While  their  hearts  with  hope  were  tlirobbing  wild. 

Chorus.  .. 

Glory!  glory  1  how  the  freedmen  sang  I 
Glory!  glory!  how  the  old  woods  rang! 
'Twas  the  loyal  army  sweeping  to  the  sea,    . 
Flinging  out  the  baimer  of  tlae  free. 

Fly,  my  precious  darling,  to  the  Union  camp. 
And!  will  keep  the  hounds  and  hunters  here; 

Go  right  through  the  forest,  though  'tis  dark  and  damp, 
God  will  keep  you,  dear  one,  never  fear. — Chorus. 

When  the  blazing  camp  fires  gleam'd  amid  the  wood. 

And  the  boys  were  halting  for  the  night, 
In  her  wond'fous  beauty  litfle  Rosa  stood. 

Trembling  and  alone  before  their  sight. — Choi'us. 

Then  the  brave  old  gtmner  took  her  in  his  arms, 

Thinking  of  his  own  dear  ones  at  home. 
And  through  all  the  marches,  and  their  rude  alarms. 

Softly  brought  the  little  Octoroon. — Chorus. 


I'm  a  1  foken-heartcd  milkman,  in  grief  I  am  arrayed. 
Through  k«ep';»g  the  company  of  a  young  servant  maid. 
Who  lived  on  board  wages  a  house  to  keep  clean. 
In  a  gentleman's  familynear  Arlington  Green. 

Her  eyes  were  as  black  as  the  seeds  of  a  pear, 

3lo  rose  in  tlie  garden  with  her.cheeks  could  compare. 

Her  hair  hung  m  ringlets  so  be.Vitiful  and  long, 

I  thought  that  she  loved  me,  but  I  found  that  I  was  wrong. 

When  I'd  call  in  the  morning  and  cry  milk  below. 
At  the  sound  of  my  milk  cans  her  face  she  would  show, 
With  a  smile  on  her  countenance,  a  laugli  in  her  eve, 
If  I  thought  that  she  loved  me.  Id  lay  clown  and  die. 

When  I  a.sked  her  to  marrj-  me.  slic  said.  nli.  what  stufT, 
And  told  me  to  drop  it.  for  she'd  had  »iuite  enough 
Of  my  nonsense,  at  the  same  I'd  been  very  kind, 
But  to  marry  a  milkman  she  didn't  feel  inclined. 

The  man  that  jjets  me  must  have  silver  and  gold, 
A  chariot  to  ride  in.  be  hamlsome  and  bold. 
His  hair  must  be  curly  as  any  watch-spring, 
And  his  whiskers  as  big  as  a' brush  for  clc'hing. 

These  words  that  .she  uttered  went  straight  through  my  heart. 
I  sobbed  and  I  .sighed,  and  forthwith  did  depart. 
With  a  tear  on  my  eyelids  as  big  as  a  bean, 
Bidding  good-bye  toPoUy  and  Arlington  Green. 

In  two  months  she  married,  this  hard  hearted  girl. 
It  was  not  a  viscount,  it  was  not  an  earl. 
It  was  not  a  baronet,  but  several  shades  worse, 
'Twas  a  bow-legged  conductor  of  a  two  penny  'bus. 


THE   QUILTING   PARTY. 
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'Twas  down  at  Major  Parsons'  house. 

The  gals  they  had  a  quiltiu'. 
Just  for  tu  show  their  handsome  looks 

And  have  a  little  jiltin'. 

Chorus. 
Yankee  lasses  are  the  U-    , 

'niversal  airth  iMjwitchin', 
They're  good  and  true,  and  handsome,  tu. 

In  parlor  and  in  kitchen. 

There  was  Deacon  Jones's  darter  Sal, 

Squire  Wheeler's  darter  Mary, 
And  General  Carter's  youngest  gal. 

That  looks  just  like  a  fairy. — CJiorus. 

There  was  Lucy  White  and  Martha  Brown, 

And  Parsons  darter  Betty, 
Femimo  Pinkhorn,  Prudence  Short, 

And  Major  Downing's  Hetty. — Chorus. 

But  if  there  was  a  handsome  gal. 

To  make  a  fellar's  heart  right, 
I  guess  it  was,  by  all  accoimts, 

Miss  Carolina  Cartwright.—C'A^WM*. 

Wal.  as  they  were  a-whirlin'  plate, 

And  playm'  hunt  the  slipper, 
Jeru.sh  Parsons  went  to  git 

Some  cidvT  in  a  dipper. — Cfiorut. 

But  jtist  as  she  had  left  the  room, 

And  got  inter  the  entry. 
She  give  a  scream,  and  .stood  .stock-still. 

Just  like  a  fro7X'n  sentry.— C'/<o>-u«. 

We  all  ran  out,  and  there,  I  swow, 

Both  huggin'  like  creation. 
Miss  Cart  Wright  and  Sam  Jones  we  saw, 

A-kissin'  like  tarnation.—  Cliorus. 

Oh,  such  a  laugh  as  we  .sot  up. 

You  never  heerd  a  finer,  ,     ' 

Says  I,  "  I  rekin  ki.s.sin's  cheap. 

Don't  you.  Miss  Carolina?  " — Chorus. 

I  wish  you'd  saw  Miss  Cartwright  blusli, 

Ju.st  like  as  if  she'd  painted,  . 

She  said — she  had  the  colic— and 

In  Samuel's  arms  had  fainted.— C/«?ru«. 

And  now,  young  gals,  I'd  say  tu  you. 

When  you  go  tu  a  frolic. 
Don't  let  your  fellars  kiss  and  hug. 

Unless  you  have  the  colic. — Choru$. 


% 


> 


THE   FAIRY   BOY. 
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A  mother  cume.  when  stars  were  paling, 
.      "  Wailing  round  a  lonely  spring; 

Thus  she  cried  while  tears  were  falling. 

Calling  on  the  fairy  king: — 
"  Why,  with  spell  my  child  caressing. 

Courting  him  with  fairy  jo^', 
Why  destro}'  a  mother's  blessmg? 

Wherefore  stejil  my  baby  boy? 

O'er  the  mountain,  thro'  the  wild  wood,  . 

Where  hi.s  childhood  loved  to  play. 
Where  the  tlovvers  are  freshly  springing,  . 

There  I  wander,  day  by  day; 
There  I  wander,  growing  fonder 

Of  the  child  that  made  ray  joy. 
On  tlie  echoes  wildly  calling 

To  restore  my  fairy  boy. 

But  in  vain  mj- plaintive  calling. 

Tears  are  falling  all  in  vain; 
He  now  sjjorts  with  fairy  pleasure, 

He'.s  the  trejisure  of  their  train.  -  >  - 

Fare-thee-well.  my  child,  forever, 

In  this  world  I've  lost  my  joy. 
But  in  the  next  we  ne'er  shall  sever, 

There  I'll  find  my  angel  boy."     ;  y.. 


ity. 
■Free. 


MOLLY,   PUT  THE   KETTLE   ON. 
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Moll}-,  put  the  kettle  on;  why  don't  yon  put  the  kettle  on? 
Molly,  put  the  kettle  on,  well  all  take  tea. 
Suke}',  take  it  off  again;  why  don't  you  take  it  off  again? 
Sukey,  t^ike  it  off  again,  for  they  are  all  gone  away. 

Now  put  down  the  ginger-cake,  now  put  down  the  ginger-cake. 
Stir  the  fire  and  let  it  bake,  and  well  all  take  tea; 
Put  the  nmltins  down  to  roast,  put  the  muffins  down  to  roast, 
Blow  the  lire  and  make  the  toast,  and  we'll  all  take  tea. 

Dolly,  set  the  table  out,  Dolly,  set  the  table  out. 

Move  the  dishes  all  about,  and  well  all  take  tea; 

Pas.s  around  the  pumpkin-pie,  pass  around  the  pumpkin-pic. 

And  the  fritters  made  of  rye,  and  we'll  all  Uike  tea. 


Aunt  Jemima's  Plaster. 
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Aunt  Jemima  she  was  old,  but  very  kind  and  clever, 
She  had  a  notion  of  her  own  that  she  would  marry  never; 
She  saiil  that  she'd  live  in  jxiace,  and  none  should  be  her  master. 
She  made  her  living,  day  by  day,  in  selling  of  a  plaster. 

Chorus. 

Stieep-ekin  and  bees  wax  made  this  awful  plaster, 

The  more  you  try  to  get  it  off,  the  more  it  sticks  the  faster;    " 

Sheep-skin  and  l)ee8  wax  made  this  awful  plaster, 

The  more  you  try  to  get  it  off,  the  more  it  sticks  the  faster. 

She  had  a  sister  very  tall,  and  if  she'd  kept  on  growing 
She  might  have  been  a  giant  now,  in  fact  there  is  no  knowing; 
AH  of  a  sudden  she  iK'camc  of  her  own  height  the  master. 
And  all  because  upon  each  foot  Jemima  put  a  plaster.— Chohus. 

Tliere  was  a  thief,  night  and  day  kept  robbing  of  the  neighbors, 
But  none  could  find  the  rascal  out  with  all  their  tricks  and  labors; 
She  set  a  trap  upon  the  step  and  caught  him  w  ith  a  plaster, 
The  more  he  tried  to  get  away,  the  more  he  stuck  the  faster.— Chorus. 

Her  neighbor  had  a  Thomas  cat  that  ate  like  any  glutton. 
It  never  caught  a  mouse  or  rat,  but  stole  both  milk  and  mutton; 
To  keep  it  home  she  tried  her  l»e8t,  but  ne'er  could  be  its  master, 
Until  she  stuck  it  to  the  floor  with  Aunt  Jemima's  plaster.— Chobcs.    . 

Now  if  yon  have  a  dog  or  cat,  a  husband,  wife  or  lover,  '-.     ' 

That  you  would  wish  to  keep  at  home,  this  plaster  just  discover; 

And  If  you  wish  to  live  in  peace,  avoiding  all  disaster. 

Take  my  advice  and  try  the  strength  of  Aunt  Jemima's  plaster.— Chorus. 
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From  Liverix)ol  across  the  Atlantic, 

The  good  ship  was  floating  o'er  the  deep. 
The  skies  bright  with  sunshine  above  us. 

And  the  waters  beneath  us  asleep. 
Not  a  bad-tempered  mariner  amongst  us, 

A  jollier  crew  never  sailed. 
Except  the  first  mate,  a  bit  of  a  .siivage, 

But  goo<l  seaman  as  ever  was  hailed. 
One  day  he  came  up  from  below  deck. 

And  grasping  a  lad  by  the  arm, 
A  poor,  little,  ragged,  young  urchin. 
-        Who  ought  to  have  l)een  home  with  his  marm. 
And  the  mate  iisked  the  lad  pretty  roughly, 

How  he  dared  for  to  be  stowed'  away. 
Cheating  the  owners  and  captain. 

Eating,  sailing,  and  all  without  pay. 

.      Now  the  lad  had  a  face  bright  and  winning. 

And  a  pair  of  blue  eyes  like  a  girl's. 
He  looked  up  at  the  .scowling  tirst  mate,  boys. 

As  he  shook  back  his  long  shining  curls. 
And  he  said  in  a  voice  clear  and  pretty. 

"  M}'  stepfather  brought  me  on  board. 
And  he  hid  me  away  down  the  stairs. 

For  to  keep  me  he  could  not  afford; 
And  he  told  me  the  good  ship  w  ould  take  me 

To  Halifax  town,  oli,  so  far. 
And  said,  now  the  Lord,  who  is  your  father. 

Dwells  where  tli«  go(Kl  angels  are.  " 
"  It's  a  lie,"  said  the  mate,  "  not  your  father, 

But  .some  of  these  big  skulkers  here. 
Some  milk-hearted,  soft-hejuled  sjiilor. 

Speak  up,  tell  the  truth;  do  you  hear?" 

Now  the  pair  of  blue  ejes  bright  and  winning. 

And  shining  with  innocent  youth, 
Looked  up  at  the  scowling  first  mate,  lH)ys, 

And  said  he,  "  Sir,  I've  told  you  the  truth."  . 
Then  the  mate  pulled  his  watch  from  his  pocket, 

Just  as  if  he'd  been  drawing  his  knife. 
If  in  ten  miuutes  more  you  don't  tell,  lad. 

There's  a  roi)e  aud  good-bye  to  your  life. 
Eight  minutes  went  by  all  in  silence. 

The  mate  said,  "  Now,  lad,  say  your  say." 
His  eyes  slowlj-  tilling  with  tear  drops. 

He' faltering,  and  said,  "  Mav  1  pray?  " 
Then  the  little  chap  he  kneelea  on  the  deck  there. 

And  clasping  his  hands  on  his  breast. 
As  he  nnist  oft  have  done  when  at  home,  lads. 

At  night  time  when  going  to  rest. 

Then  soft  came  the  words,  "  Our  Father," 

Low  and  clear  from  those  dear  infant  lips. 
Though  low  as  they  were,  like  a  trumpet 

Did  it  .«ound  to  each  man  on  that  ship; 
Every  word  of  that  prayer  then  he  goes  through. 

To' forever  aud  ever,  amen. 
And  for  all  the  bright  gold  of  the  Indies, 

I  would  not  have  heard  him  again. 
Off  his  knees  was  the  lad  sudden  lifted, 

And  clasped  to  the  mate's  rugged  brea.st. 
And  his  husky  voice  muttered,  "  God  bless  you," 

As  his  lips  to  his  forehead  he  pressed. 
"  You  believe  me  now,  sir,"  sjud  the  young.ster, 

Believe  me,  he  ki.s.sed  him  once  more. 
"  You  have  laid  down  your  life  for  the  truth,  lad, 

I'll  believe  you  from  now  evermore." 


— "  I'm  suffering  from  room-mate-ism,"  remarked  the  man  in  a 
hotel  room  with  ten  other  men. — Merchant  Traveler. 


—Grab 


bags 


at 


charity  fairs  are  prohibited  in  Washington  by 
the  police.  This  is  the  only  kind  of  grabbing  that  is  not  per 
mitted  at  the  national  capital. 

—  We  once  heard  of  a  traveler  at  a  hotel,  who  rose  from  his  bed 
at  night  to  examine  the  weather;  but  instead  of  looking  out  on  the 
sky,  he  thrust  his  head  through  the  glass  window  of  a  cupboard. 
"Bless  me!"  he  muttered,  "  this  is  very  singular  weather.  The 
night  is  as  dark  as  pitch,  and  smells  of  cheese." 
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WHEN  'TIS  MOONLIGHT. 

t 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian.  P.  O.  Box  IKS,  New  Yorlc  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  Ueruiau  Songs— Free. 

Ah,  ah,  ah.  ah,  ah,  when  'tis  moonllii^ht,  when  'tis  starlight, 

I  will  meet  thee  and  I  will  bring  to  thee  sweetest  flowers.     • 

From  the  woodland,  from  the  wootiland  o'er  tlie  lea; 

Ah,  ye  birds  of  Spring,  tell  what  ve  bring, 

Merry  birds,  happy  birds,  joyous  birds,  birds  of  Spring; 

Ah,  when  'tis  moonlight,  when  'tis  starlight, 

I  will  meet  thee  and  I  will  bring  to  thee 

Sweetest  flowers,  from  the  woodland. 

From  the  woodland  o'er  the  lea. 

Long  have  I  waited  here  for  thy  coming. 
Often  in  doubt  my  poor  heart  sank  within  me; 
Hope  I, must  cherish,  though  life  may  perish, 
'Tis  but  a  vision  of  sorrow  that  never  can  lie, 
'Tis  but  a  vision  of  sorrow  that  never  can  1)6; 
Ah,  when  'tis  moonlight,  when  'tis  starlight, 
I  will  meet  thee  and  I  will  bring  to  thee 
Sweetest  flowers,  from  the  woodland. 
From  the  woodland  o'er  the  lea,  ah,  ah,  ah,  ah,  ah. 


NORA  CREINA. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  II.  ,J.  Wt  hman,  P.  O.  Box  1833,  Xew  York  City 

and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular 

English  and  German  Songs— Free. 

Nora  Creina,  see  the  flowers, 

The  lovely  flowers  that  all  seem'd  perish'd. 
The  tendrils  we  together  train'd. 

The  blo.ssoms  we  so  fondly  cherish'd. 
Now  beneath  the  Summer's  sun. 

Gladly  waking,  ^aily  springing, 
O'er  thy  bower  their  trellis  weave, 

Sweetest  perfumes  round  thee  flinging, 
Nora  Creina!  Nora,  dear  I 

Lovely  darling,  Nora  Creina! 

Nora  Creina,  see  the  birds. 

We  thought  forever  flown  away,  love, 
Whose  nest  was  in  the  linden  tree. 

Whose  young  would  roiuid  thy  footsteps  play,  love. 
Now  the  weary  Winter's  past, 

Oer  the  wild  wave  gaily  winging, 
Come  to  seek  thy  smiles  again, 

'Neath  thy  lattice  sweetly  sin 
Nora  Creina!  Nora,  dear! 

Spirits  watch  o'er  Nora  Creina! 


smgmg. 


Nora  Creina!  Nora,  dear! 

Thus  my  love  is  thine  forever, 
Tho"  stern  fate's  decree  is  past, 

Two  fond  hearts  awhile  to  sever. 
Nora,  darling,  wi|)e  away 

The  tear  that's  in  thy  blue  eye  starting, 
Soon,  love,  we  shall  meet  again, 

Ami  still  more  fondly  for  the  parting, 
Nora  Creina!  Nora,  dear! 

My  sweet,  my  own,  my  Nora  Creina! 


Oh !  Bring  Me  But  My  Arab  Steed. 

The  Wonls  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  IftW,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  German  Songs— Free. 

Oh!  bring  mc  but  my  Arab  steed, 

My  princely  Kien/.i's  right. 
And  I  will  to  the  battle  sjK'ed, 

To  guard  him  in  the  fight. 
His  noble  crest  I'll  proudly  wear. 

And  gird  his  scarf  around, 
But  I  must  to  the  field  repair. 

For,  hark!  the  trumpets  sound. 

Oh!  with  my  Arab  steed  I'll  go, 

'Mid  battle's  glorious  cry. 
My  sovereign  meets  the  invading  foe, 

I'll  save,  or  with  him  die. 
Ilis  falchion  'midst  the  brave  he'll  bear, 

His  courser  paws  the  ground, 
But  I  must  to  the  field  repair, 

For,  hark!  the  trumpets  sound. 


ANTONY  ANp_CLEOPATRA. 

.     •  .    By  Gen.  Ly tie.  V 

I  am  dying,  Eg}pt,  dying. 

Ebbs  the  crimson  lile-tide  fast, 
And  the  dark  Plutonian  shadows     ' 

Gather  on  the  evening  blast; 
Let  thine  arms,  O  Queen,  enfold  me! 

Hush  thine  sobs  and  bow  thine  ear; 
Listen  to  the  great  heart-secrets, 

Thou,  and  thou  alone,  must  hear. 

Thotigh  my  scarred  and  veteran  legions 

Bear  their  eagles  high  no  more, 
And  my  wrecked  and  scattered  galleys 

Strew  dark  Actium's  fatal  shore; 
Though  no  glittering  guards  surround  me. 

Prompt  to  do  their  master's  will, 
I  must  |)erish  like  a  Homau, 

Die  the  great  Triumvir  still. 

Let  not  Cffisar's  servile  minions 

Mock  the  Lion  thus  laid  low; 
'Twjis  no  foemjm's  arm  that  felled  him — 

'Twjis  his  own  that  struck  the  blow, — 
His,  who,  pillowwl  on  thy  Ix^som, 

Turned  aside  from  glory's  ray — 
His,  who,  <lriuik  with  thy  caresses. 

Madly  threw  a  world  away. 

Should  the  base  plebeian  rabble 

Dare  assail  my  name  at  Home, 
Where  my  noble  .spouse,  Octavia, 

Weeps  within  her  widowed  home. 
Seek  her;  say  the  Gods  bear  witness — 

Altars,  augurs,  circling  wings — 
That  her  blood,  with  mine  commingled, 

Yet  shall  moimt  the  throne  of  kings. 

And  for  thee,  star-eyed  Egyptian! 

Glorious  sorceress  of  the  Nile, 
Light  the  path  to  Stygian  horrors 

With  the  splendors  of  thy  smile. 
Give  the  Ctesjir  crowns  and  arches. 

Let  her  brow  the  laurel  twine; 
I  can  .scorn  the  Senate's  triumphs, 

Triumphing  in  love  like  thine. 

I  am  dying,  Egj'pt,  dying; 

Hark !  the  insulting  f oeman's  cry. 
They  are  coming!  quick,  my  falchion! 

Let  me  front  them  ere  I  die. 
Ah!  no  more  amid  the  battle 

Shall  my  heart  e.xulting  swell — 
Isis  and  Orisis  guard  thee! 

Cleopatra,  Kome,  farewell! 


Don't  Yoxi  Hear  the  Bullgine? 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  .1.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City, 

and  n-ceive  by  n-tiini  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular 

ingjish  and  Cjennan  Songs— B'ree. 

I  ribed  in  town  the  tother  day, 

I  went  to  the  de|)ot  anil  I  heard  the  ix;ople  say, 

The  cars  were  a  comin'  and  we  all  had  to  go. 

For  the  stage  and  the  steamboat  were  gittin'  kinder  slow. 

Chorus. 
Ding  dong  dell,  don't  you  hear  the  bell? 
Don't  you  hear  the  bullgine'!' 
Don't  you  hear  the  buUgine'? 
Clear  the  track  for  she's  a  comin'. 

The  conductor  sings  "  all  aboard!  "  bang  goes  the  bell, 

Toot  snorts  the  iron  hore,  run  for  seats  jiell  mell, 

Take  a  .sqtiat  down,  kerflop,  on  the  cushion  spring. 

The  bullgine  blows  and  off  she  goes,  up  and  down  we  swing. — C?u»: 

We  took  our  seats,  we  never  .said  a  word,  I 

Klew  through  the  cotmtry  just  like  a  bird; 
'I'lie  conductor  asked  for  money,  I  believe  it  was  a  dollar, 
I  hadn't  a  red  cent,  so  he  cotched  me  by  the  collar. — Vlwrui. 

I  am  done  with  the  railroad,  so  take  my  advice,     . 

For  if  you  do  as  I  did,  you'll  never  do  it  twice. 

And  if  so  you  do  they'll  cotch  you  by  the  collar. 

Will  top  you  all  about  and  then  make  you  holler. — CJiarut. 
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Swinging  on  the  Old  Rustic  Gate. 

Copyright,  1884,  by  S.  T.  Gonlon  &  Sou. 

The  Word*  anU  Music  of  tUit^  Song  will  be  vent  to  any  addrees,  ixwt-paid,  ou 

receipt  of  40  ceutB,  by  H.  J.  Wehiuau,  F.  O.  Box  18xS,  New  York  Citv.    Send 

S«nd  for  compk-te  Cutulogue  of  Euglioli  aud  Oermaa  Songa — Jytva. 

Words  and  Muaic  by  Will  n.  Bray. 

How  oft  I  think  of  the  days  gone  by 

Swinging  on  the  old  rustic  gate, 
Of  the  happy  moments  that  were  passed 

In  company  with  lovely  Kate. 
In  Summer  nshing  we  used  to  go, 

In  Winter  time  we  loved  to  skate; 
The  sport  that  pleased  us  most  of  all  was 

Swinging  on  the  old  rustic  gate. 

Chorus. 

Swinging  on  the  old  rustic  gate. 
Swinging  on  the  old  rustic  gate. 

Not  a  care  to  auoy, 

Naught  but  sunshine  and  joy, 
While  swinging  on  the  old  rustic  gatt-. 

One  Summer's  morning  I'll  ne'er  forget, 

'Twas  down  by  the  old  rustic  gate, 
I  leisurely  walked  along  the  road. 

By  chance  I  met  sweet  bonny  Kate. 
To  school  by  mother  I  had  been  sent, 

I  arrived  there  just  one  hour  late; 
The  excuse  I  gave  to  teacher  was 

Swinging  on  the  old  rustic  gate. — Churns. 

As  years  rolletl  by  we  married  got. 

Ine'er  could  forget  charming  Kate, 
Nor  the  innocent  pleasures  that  we  had 

Way  down  by  the  old  rustic  gate. 
With  two  lovely  children  we  have  been  blest 

I've  christen'U  them  Edwin  and  Kate; 
Most  any  bright  morn  you  may  see  both 

Swinging  ou  an  old  rustic  gate. — Choni*. 


— y 

You'll  Never  Miss  Your  Mother  'Till 

She's  Grone. 


Copyright,  1885,  by  White,  Smith  <&  Co. 

The  Words  and  Muhic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poat-pald,  on 
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Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Engli.sh  and  German  Songs— Free. 

By  Harry  Birch. 

When  I  left  my  happy  home  in  thi.s  wide,  wide  world  to  ronm. 

My  po<j/  old  mother  she  did  sob  and  sigh; 
I  in  fancy  see  her  now,  as  she  fondly  kLsSxl  my  l>row. 

And  pn;ssd  me  to  her  heart  and  said  go<Kl-bye. 
I  was  thoughtless,  young  and  gay,  a.s  the  good  ship  sail'd  away, 

The  weeks  to  months  and  yeaw,  the  time  rolletl  on; 
I  returned  at  last  to  home,  to  find  it  all  in  gloom, 

My  poor  old  mother  she  was  dead  aud  gone. 

Cuoncs. 
You  will  never  miss  your  mother  'till  she's  gone. 

When  a  portrait's  all  you  have  to  gaze  upon; 
I  in  fancy  .see  her  there  seated  in  her  old  arm  chair, 

Youiirnever  mi.ss  your  mother  'till  she's  gone. 

At  times  I  .sob  and  sigh,  as  the  tears  roll  from  my  eye, 

When  thinking  of  those  by  gone  happy  davs. 
When  I  was  but  a  boy,  my  dear  mother's  pride  and  joy. 

Now  she's  in  heaven  beyond  my  earthly  gaze. 
"What  use  to  me  is  wealth  that  I  hoard  up  now  with  dtealth? 

No  home,  alas,  no  mother  I  have  now; 
I  would  give  this  wealth  away  if  she  was  here  to-day,— :;=k 

I  feel  so  sjid  at  heart,  alas,  she's  gone. — Chorus. 

While  far  across  the  sea  what  a  joy  it  was  to  me. 

To  gaze  upon  her  portrait  day  by  day. 
And  know  I'd  soon  go  l)ack  and  hear  her  say,  detir  Jack, 

My  darling  boy,  how  could  you  go  away?' 
Oh,  could  I  but  "foreseen,  I  should  not  so  hard  have  been. 

And  left  her  in  her  sorrow  and  her  pain; 
What  misery  we  bring,  while  in  youth  we  have  our  fling, 

You'll  never  miss  your  modier  'till  she's  goiw.— I 'horut. 


Where  Can  the  Wanderer  Be? 

Cop>Tight,  1886,  by  T.  B.  Harms  Jk  Co. 

The  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pout-paid,  on 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  U.  J.  Wehniau,  P.  O.  Bos  ISSJ,  New  York  City. 
Send  for  complete' Catalogue  of  English  aud  Ucrmau  bongs— Free.  ' 

Tiiere's  a  gray-hair'd  old  woman  who  mourns  for  her  boy, 

Who  left  both  his  kindred  and  home;  ' 

In  Ireland  he  couldn't  get  on,  so  he  sailed 

For  a  land  far  away  o'er  the  foam. 
When  the  boys  and  girls  gather  'round  by  the  fire, 

And  the  suue;  and  the  music  are  heard, 
The  mother  still  misses  her  son  from  his  plac«. 

And  prays  for  her  wandering  boy. 

Chokcs. 
Sav,  will  he  ever  return? 

Where  can  the  wanderer  be? 
Oh,  how  my  heart  seems  to  yearn. 

My  boy  only  once  more  to  see; 
If  my  prayers  and  my  tears 

Could  reach  him  on  some  foreign  shore, 
Then  would  my  boy,  my  hope  and  my  joy. 

Come  back  to  the  nest  once  more. 


Tho'  her  eyes  have  grown  dim,  but  they  brighten  with  joy 

When  the  knock  of  the  postman  is  heard; 
She  thinks  it's  a  letter  from  over  the  sea, 

But,  no!  not  a  line  or  a  word. 
She  says  that  her  boy  will  be  sure  to  come  back. 

When  the  swallows  return  in  Spring, 
And  she  thinks  tliat  once  more,  she  will  have  him  beneath 

The  sheltering  folds  of  her  wing. — Chorus. 

His  books  are  tinopene<l,  each  relic  untouched. 

His  portrait  is  still  in  its  place; 
For  hours  she  will  gaze  thro'  the  mist  of  her  tears. 

At  her  own  darling  wanderer's  face. 
Ah !  how  dare  we  tell  her  her  loved  one  is  dead. 

For  she'll  meet  him  some  day  on  that  shore. 
Where  meeting  can  give  inexpressible  joy. 

And  parting  can  come  nevermore. — Chorus. 


Never  Trust  a  Nigger  With  a  G-un. 


Copyright,  18S0,  by  Robert  Fruin. 


of  this  Song  will  he  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid 
by  H.  J.  \\ ehman,  P.  O.  Box  itisi  .New  York  tity. 


The  Words  and  Mnslc  of 
receipt  of  40  cents. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  German  Songs- 


on 


Fne. 


Published  with  exclusive  permixsion. 


Now  I  read  de  other  day,  George  Wa.shington  did  say. 

Never  tnist  a  nigger  with  a  gun; 
An'  I  thought  it  very  queer,  dat  a  man  wc  loved  so  dear. 

Would  never  trust  a  nigger  with  a  ^tm. 
Bnt  times  have  changed  since  den,  an  likewise  have  de  men. 

Never  tni.st  a  nigger  with  a  gun; 
De  darkies  now  am  free,  an'  I  would  like  to  see. 

Who'd  never  trust  a  nigger  with  a  gun. 

CnoRCS. 

Den  don't  you  worry,  children,  don't  worry, 

Darkies,  don't  worry,  dcj-'ll  trust  you  with  a  gim; 

For  ain't  vou  seen  de  colored  folks  when  dey  were  on  parade, 

Wid  heads  erect,  for  line  an'  step  do  whites  are  in  de  shade; 

For  dey're  not  only  drilled  for  show,  dey  fight  an'  never  run, 

De  people  learned  dis  much,  I  know,  to  trust  'em  with  a  gun. 


Now  one  thing  I  would  advise  if  de  anarchists  should  rise. 

Never  trust  a  nigger  with  a  gun; 
If  dey  try  Chicago  liere  it  will  cost  dem  very  dear. 

So  never  trust  a  nigger  with  a  gun; 
You  b^t  you'll  hear  dem  j-ell  as  we  darkies  give  'em— well. 

Never  tnist  a  nigger  with  a  gun; 
W^e'll  flni.sh  up  de  story  by  sending  'em  to  glory,  " 

So  never  trust  a  nigger  with  a  gun. — Chorui. 

Now  de  black  man  he  can  fight  as  well  as  any  white. 

Never  trust  a  nigger  with  a  gun; 
An'  history  will  show  how  brave  he  faced  de  foe, 

Oh,  never  trust  a  nigger  with  a  gun; 
Now  when  de  war  broke  out  did  anybody  shout. 

Never  trust  a  nigger  with  a  gun; 
Dev  sent  him  to  de  front,  an'  made  him  stand  de  bnmt, 

t'ou  bet  dey '11  trust  a  nigger  with  a  gim. — Cftoru*. 
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LIVE,  MY  LOVE,  OH,  LIVE.      .. 

Copyright,  1885,  by  T.  B.  Harma  &  Co. 

Tba  Word*  and  Music  of  thla  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  Cit>. 

Stiud  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Euglish  and  German  Songs— Free. 

Written,  and  song  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlan,  in  his  great  drama,  "  Shane  na  Laws." 

.     '  Why  art  thou  sad?  oh,  tell  me,  dear, 
Why  art  thou  sad  when  I  am  near? 
There's  naught  you  ask  that  I'd  not  give, 
.    .      Ob,  live,  my  love,  my  love,  oh,  live. 
I  have  no  land,  I  have  no  gold. 
But  I've  a  love,  my  love,  untold; 
I  have  no  land,  I  have  no  gold. 
But  I've  a  love  untold. 

•-  ';■■'  Chokus.    .    ';..■■>'■ '-^■"'  '         ■ 

Why  art  thou  sad?  oh,  tell  me,  dear,  • 

Why  art  thou  sad  when  I  am  near; 
There's  naught  you  ask  that  I'd  not  give, 
Oh,  live,  my  love,  my  love,  oh,  live. 

Weep  not,  my  love,  in  thee  alone  - 

"       This  heart  of  mine  will  find  a  home; 
The  light  that  beams  from  out  thine  eye. 
To  me  is  brighter  than  the  sky. 
Thy  smile  is  sweeter  than  the  dell, 
AVherein  the  birds  and  roses  dwell; 
Thy  smile  is  sweeter  than  the  dell, 
Wherein  the  roses  dwell. — Chorus. 


(V 
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SWEET  HEATHER-BELL. 


TWO  LITTLE  RAGGED  URCHINS. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  J.  F.  Marandale.         -    >    ■  .. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Engliwh  and  German  Songs— Free. 

Two  little  ragged  urchins,  .\ 

One  six,  the  other  eight. 
Trudged  hand  in  hand  together. 

While  Wint'ry  hours  grew  late; 
Within  her'tiny  basket 

She  kept  her  scanty  store, 
A  bunch  of  tear-stained  papers 

Beneath  his  arm  he  bore.  .  '     _ 

The  tears  were  slowly  falling 

Adown  their  faces  sad. 
Their  forms  were  pinched  and  trembling, 

So  thinly  were  they  clad; 
Fast,  fast  the  snow  descended. 

And  to  each  passer  by. 
In  accents  full  of  pity. 

There  came  this  pleading  cry: 

Chorus. 

Please,  Mister,  please,  sir,  buy  something,  do. 
Papers  or  matches,  we've  sold  very  few; 
Father  and  mother  are  both  of  them  dead,  • 
Help  us  to  get  just  a  morsel  of  bread. 

Two  little  ragged  urchins. 

One  six,  the  other  eight,  ,    '5 

Wandered  along  so  weary, 

Far  in  the  night  so  late; 
■  :  No  hearts  for  them  had  pity. 

In  all  that  city's  crowd, 
The  snow  kept  weaving  'round  them 

Its  white  and  chilly  shroud.  -  .   - 

They  found  thein  in  the  morning, 

But  life  had  nearly  fled, 
Upon  her  brother's  bosom 
;    "  Was  laid  her  childish  head; 

But  ere  their  forms  they  lifted,      , 

Scarce  louder  than  a  sigh. 
From  little  lips  so  pallid, 

There  fell  this  pleading  cry: — Chorus. 


— A  man  named  Gasbill  recently  applied  to  the  Arkansas  Legis- 
lature to  change  his  name  because  his  girl  always  objected  to  nis 
figure  whenever  he'd  meter.  She  said  ne  was  too  high  and  turned 
hSn  oft.— r/ie  Judffe. 


Copyright,  Ifiee,  by  T.  B.  Haruu  <t  Co. 

The  Words  and  Mosic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York  Cliy.    Send 

for  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular  English  and  G«rman  Songs— xYm. 

Sweet  heather-bell,  sweet  heather-bell, 
Plucked  from  the  dell; 
Dear  spray  of  sweet  heather -bell. 
Plucked  from  its  home  in  the  d«U; 
Oh,  of  what  joy  does  it  tell. 

Of  memories  sad  and  sweet. . 
Thro' all  the  sorrows  of  years, 
Thro' all  life's  hopes  and  its  fear^. 
It  has  been  moistened  with  tears. 

And  I'll  keep  it  till  we  meet. 

She  in  her  queen-like  splendor, 

^;  Loving  and  sweet,  and  tender. 

Gave  me  her  heart's  surrender. 

As  I  plucked  it  at  her  feet.  • 

JIefrain. 

Ahl  deer  spray  of  sweet  heather-b«ll. 
Plucked  from  its  home  in  the  dell; 
Oh,  of  what  joy  does  it  tell,  ' 

Of  memories  sad  and  sweet. 
'    .  Thro' all  the  sorrows  of  years. 

Thro'  all  life's  hopes  and'  its  fears, 
;,      It  has  been  moistened  with  tears. 
And  I'll  keep  it  till  we  meet. . 

Our  love  was  pure  as  an  angel's  thought. 

Our  life  was  one  long  May, 
Till  the  reaper  came  for  a  flow'r  he  sought. 

And  my  love  was  borne  away, '  '     . 

To  the  land  of  light,  where  there's  no  night, 
',  But  the  sheen  of  eternal  day; 

From  her  silent  tomb,  in  the  twilight's  gloom, 

I've  plucked  this  withered  spray. — I^rain. 


She's  the  Image  of  Her  Mother  in  a 
Thousand  Different  Ways. 
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Written  and  sung  by  Gus  Williams. 

My  daughter  is  a  charming  girl,  and  ver}'  dear  to  me, 

In  all  domestic  duties  she's  as  good  as  she  can  bo. 

She's  full  of  kind  attention  and  my  comfort  is  her  care, 

I  could  not  do  without  her,  for  her  like's  not  anywhere; 

She  brings  me  in  my  slipp)ers,  and  she  brushes  off  my  clothe*. 

She  mends  my  damaged  stockings,  and  my  buttons  on  she  sews. 

And  if  I'm  in  the  humor,  music  sweet  for  me  .she  plays, 

She's  the  image  of  her  mother  in  a  thousand  dif 'rent  ways. 

CnORUs. 

She's  a  pretty  girl,  and  a  witty  girl,  she's  as  sweet  as  she  can  be, 
In  some  of  her  accomplishments  she  much  resembles  me; 
She  is  musical,  poetical,  she  brings  me  happy  days. 
She's  the  image  of  her  mother  in  a  thousand  dif 'rent  ways. 

She  scolds  me  when  I  come  home  nights,  a  feeling  rather  queer, 
When  I've  left  my  companions  in  a  place  where  they  sell  beer, 
Tis  then  she  reads  the  riot  act,  'till  I  the  promise  give, 
That  I  will  never  drink  again  as  long  as  I  shall  live; 
She  keeps  away  from  skating  rinks,  and  never  ))angs  her  hair, 
In  ordering  new  bonnets  there's  none  with  her  can  compare. 
And  when  she  wants  a  new  silk  dress,  she  taffies  me  with  praise. 
She's  the  image  of  her  mother  in  a  thousand  dif 'rent  ways. — Choi'xa 

She  has  a  nice  young  man  who  much  attention  to  her  shows, 

And  when  she's  in  his  company,  her  face  with  pleasure  glows, 

She  keeps  it  very  quiet,  but  the  truth  she  need  not  hide, 

For  very  soon  I  know  she'll  be  a  blushing  little  bride; 

She  likes  to  go  out  shopping,  just  to  pass  an  hour  or  two, 

In  worrying  the  nice  young  man  that  shows  the  fashions  new; 

SometimoB  into  my  pocket  book  she  slyly  takes  a  gaze, 

She's  the  image  of  her  mother  in  a  thouBand  dif 'rent  ways. — Chorut 
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Good  people,  all  give  ear  I  pray. 
And  mark  ye  all  to  what  I  suv; 
To  my  misfortunes,  great  and  small. 
Come,  listen  and  I'll  tell  you  all. 
I  used  to  lead  a  glorious  life, 
Devoid  of  care,  devoid  of  strife. 
Could  go  to  bed  and  fall  asleep, 
No  ugly  visions  around  me  creep; 
But,  oh,  the  toots  and  cupid  gods, 
They  nearly  drove  me  ramping  mad, 
They  pipea  into  a  railroad  mail. 
And  carried  me  oS  to  the  county  juil. 

And  when  we  got  to  the  end  of  the  route, 
The  turnkey  turned  my  pockets  out. 
To  see  if  I  had  got  such  stuff 
As  money,  grub,  tobacco  or  snufiT; 
They  took  me  in  to  try  my  size, 
The  color  of  hair,  the  color  of  eye.s. 
They  measured  me  up  from  root  to  lip, 
To  see  if  I  had  but  one  top  lip; 
Then  straightway  to  the  vard  did  go, 
And  ordered  me  a  suit  or  clothes, 
The  kids  came  out  and  did  me  hail: 
Another  new  cove  for  county  juil. 

Then  one  of  them,  with  a  roguish  leer. 

Says,  my  jolly  old  cove,  what  brought  you  here? 

What  do  you  tiiiuk  brought  me  out? 

What  brought  me  here  but  your  railroad  route? 

Then  they  gathere<l  around  me  like  so  many  fools, 

And  one  talked  al)out  the  rules; 

That  each  new  comer  should  sing  a  song. 

Or  tell  a  tale — God  knows  how  long — 

Or  they'd  break  his  wind  and  give  him  a  whack, 

Or  they'd  take  him  down  to  Black  Jack, 

From  there  they'd  wollup  him,  tooth  and  nail, 

With  an  old  wet  towel  from  county  jjiil. 

As  I  walked  out  and  strolled  the  yard, 
Thinking  my  ca.se  was  wondrous  hard. 
All  at  once  I  heard  a  din. 
The  deputy  warden  shouts:  "  All  in! " 
Then  lumbering  down  the  yard  we  go. 
Like  beasts  let  out  of  a  wild  beast  show, 
Some  cracked  in  mind,  and  some  in  wind. 

And  others  with  a behind. 

Then  one  by  one  we  march  around  the  tub. 
To  get  our  county  allowance  of  grub. 
Which  blew  our  ribs  out  like  a  sail. 
With  a  skilly  and  whack  from  county  jail. 

At  five  o'clock  one  of  them  said, 

It  is  nearly  time  to  go  to  bed; 

The  truth  from  him  I  found  did  creep. 

For  all  turned  in  and  went  to  sleep. 

The  turnkey  bawled  as  stiff  as  starch: 

"  Right  al)out  face  and  then  quick  march!  " 

We  did,  and  made  such  a  rush, 

Like  monkeys  marching  around  a  bush. 

Such  clanking  of  cloffs,  such  shaking  of  kne&s. 

Such  croaking  of  bellj's  and  clanking  of  keys, 

Such beds  as  hard  as  a  nail, 

They'd  starve  a  poor  devil  iu  county  jail. 

At  six  next  morning  up  we  got. 

Each  man  was  called  to  clean  his , 

Then  through  the  yard  we  did  lurch, 
All  fell  in  line  to  go  to  church; 
And  there  such  dres.ses  a.s  met  my  view, 
One  arm  was  red,  the  other  was  blue. 
One  leg  was  yellow,  the  other  was  gray. 
And  then  the  parson  began  to  pray. 
He  said  that  Elijah  went  up  in  a  cloud, 
And  Lazarus  walked  alx>ut  in  his  shroud. 
And  that  Jonah  he  lived  inside  a  whale — 
A  d        d  sight  better  than  county  jail. 


Service  being  over  we  all  got  back, 
And  fell  in  line  for  skilly  and  whack; 
We  crushed  like  pigs  all  in  a  lump. 

At  nine  each  took  his  hand  at ; 

At  ten  we  raised  a  glori6us  mill, 

And  smothered  each  other  with  right  good  will; 

At  eleven  we  raised  it  and  quit  the  house. 

And  fell  in  line  for  pans  of  skouse; 

Then  if  there's  a  man,  no  matter  how  droll,  ; 

We  pop  him  into  Pompie's  hole,  /■ 

Where  whack  and  water-co<;ks  his  trail,  /    \ 

There's  glorious  times  in  cotuity  jail.     / 


I'M    NOT    ASLEEP. 
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Some  people  take  their  rest  by  night, 

While  others  rest  by  day. 
And  some  they  never  rest  at  all. 

Yet  always  feel  so  gay; 
While  other  folks,  you  know,  can  sleep 

The  clock  round  for  a  week; 
But  quickly  I  will  prove  to  you, 

That  I  am  not  asleep  I 

Chorus.  . 

I'm  not  asleep!  I'm  not  asleep! 
With  your  very  kind  attention, 
Something  new  to  you  I'll  mention; 

I'm  not  asleep!  I'm  not  asleep! 
I'll  try  my  best  to  please  you  all 

Before  I  go  to  sleep. 

Now  John  L.  Sullivan's  a  name 

That's  well  known  to  you  all. 
And  when  the  ring  he  enters, 

His  opponents  quickly  fall;  / 

This  Boston  boy  as  champion 

Of  the  world  will  always  keep, 
And  quickly  show  his  friends  and  foes 

That  he  is  not  asleep. 

Chorus. 
He's  not  asleep!  he's  not  asleep! 
lie's  the  boy  to  make  them  hustle. 
Show  the  world  he's  bone  and  muscle; 
He's  not  asleep!  he's  not  asleep! 
He  does  his  best  to  knock  them  out, 
',  And  put  them  all  to  sleep. 

How  oft  we  find  that  high-toned  folks 

No  families  have  got. 
But  there's  the  workingman 

Can  always  boast  of  such  a  lot; 
To  keep  a  wife  and  eight  young  kids 

On  three  dollars  a  week. 
It  proves  to  me  the  workingman 

Can  never  go  to  sleep. 

Chorus. 

They're  not  asleep!  they're  not  asleep! 
Post,  policemen,  clerks  and  porters. 
All  have  lots  of  sons  and  daughters; 

They're  not  asleep!  they're  not  asleep  I 
It  proves  to  me  the  workingman 

Ne'er  gets  a  wink  of  sleep. 

V 

Our  city  girls  of  nowadays 

Are  quite  a  mystery. 
Wearing  sealskin  sacques,  silk  dresses 

And  fine  jewelry; 
They  work  all  day  in  some  large  store. 

Three  dollars  get  per  week. 
The  way  they  dre-ss  just  proves  to  me,     , 

That  they  are  not  asleep. 

Chorus. 

They're  not  asleep!  they're  not  asleep! 
Wearing  diamond  rings  and  lockets. 
On  the  strength  of  young  men's  pockets; 

They're  not  asleep!  they're  not  asleep! 
They  always  skin  these  snoozers  out 

Before  they  go  to  sleep. 
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All  the  papers  each  day  are  dilating,  -   . 

How  in  politics  people  go  wrong;  *  ' 

And  the  fact  they  so  often  are  stating. 

That  in  time  it  becomes  an  old  song. 
Tho'  some  who're  accused  may  be  honest, 

Yet  others  are  awfulljr  fly; 
And  those  who  would  like  to  be  "  non  ett," 

Did  you  notice  they  like  "  boodle  "  pie? 

CnoBUS. 
Did  you' notice  it?  did  you  notice  it? 

Keep  your  eyes  wide  awake  as  you  go. 
And  you'll  notice  it,  surely  notice  it, 

If  you  don't  you  are  awfully  slow. 

Now  the  preachers  are  all  the  while  preaching 

Of  the  very  great  evils  of  gold, 
And  all  over  the  land  they  are  teaching 

That  the  rich  man  can't  enter  the  fold. 
They'll  spout  all  they  like,  and  forever. 

And  tell  us  what  they  think  is  best; 
But  tho'  they  are  awfully  clever. 

Did  you  notice  thoy  feather  their  nest? — Cfiorut. 

When  you  call  on  the  girls,  neat  and  pretty, 

And  their  dads  are  asleep  safe  and  sound, 
While  you're  chatting  away  very  witty,  '^     .      :. 

And  there's  nobody  prying  around; 
How  often  they'll  scream,  if  so  happy, 

To  press  their  soft  lips  you  insist; 
But  tell  me,  you  innocent  chappy. 

Did  you  notice  they  like  to  be  kissed? — Choru$. 

Now  seme  deacons  who  act  most  sedately. 

And  run  down  the  drama  as  bad, 
Tho'  at  home  the'yre  demure  and  so  stately. 

With  fatherly  features  so  sad;        -  v  . 

Yet  when  to  a  show  you  oft  rally  -    ' 

With  friends,  how  it  makes  you  all  stare. 
For  in  the  front  row  at  the  ballet. 

Did  you  notice  the  deacons  all  there? — Chorus. 

There's  Bob  Ingersol  spouts  his  opinions, 

And  tells  us,  as  if  he  just  knew. 
There  are  no  fire  and  brimstone  dominions. 

And  of  dollars  he  rakes  in  a  few. 
He  laughs  at  the  orthodox  parsons, 

And  says  what  they  preach  is  a  lie;      '.    ' 
He  swears  that  you  can't  find  a  devil. 

Did  you  notice  he  don't  care  to  try? — Chorus. 


NOT   MARRIED   YET! 

I'm  single  yet!  I'm  single  yet! 

And  years  have  flown  since  I  came  out; 
In  vain  I  sigh!  in  vain  I  fret! 

Ye  gods!  what  are  the  men  about? 
I  vow  I'm  twenty,  oh,  ye  powers! 

A  spinster's  lot  is  hard  to  bear; 
On  earth  alone  to  spend  her  hours. 

And  afterward  lead  apes  down  there. 

No  oflfer  yet!  No  offer  yet! 

I'm  puzzled  quite  to  make  it  out: 
For  every  beau  my  cap  I  set; 

What,  what,  what  are  the  men  about? 
They  don't  propose!  they  won't  propose!    : 

For  fear  perhaps  I'd  not  say  "  Yes; "  . 
Just  let  them  try — for  lieaven  knows, 

I'm  tired  of  single  blessedness. 

Not  married  yet!  not  married  yet! 

The  deuce  is  in  the  men  I  fear;    •- 
I'm  like  a  something  to  be  let,         > 

And  to  be  let  alone",  that's  clear.  -^     > 
They  say:  "  She's  pretty,  but  no  chink," 

And  love  without  it  runs  in  debt; 
It  agitates  my  nerves  to  think  .; .   .-•  '.  . 

That  I  have  had  no  oflfer  yet 


Because  She  Ain't  Built  that  Way. 
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Why  is  it  p  woman  can't  climb  up  a  tree?         V      >  -'.. 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way;  "^^       *    '■ 

And  why  is  it  two  of  them  never  agree? 

Because  they  ain't  built  that  way.  .      ,    \/. 

'Tis  said  that  there  is  no  effect  without  cause, 
But  a  woman  can  never  come  under  a  clause. 
For  she  never  gives  reason  for  waggin  her  jaws. 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way. 

Don't  give  to  your  wife  any  secrets  to  keep, 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way; 
For  she  couldn't  hold  them  not  even  in  sleep 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way. 
She'll  keep  you  in  water  that's  dreadfully  hot. 
And  she'll  keep  when  she  can  all  the  change  you  have  got, 
But  a  secret,  oh,  Jiminy!  certainly  not, 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way. 

Don't  mash  every  girl  that  you  see  on  the  s*eet. 

Because  they  ain't  built  that  way; 
Don't  rave  of  her  figure  so  perfect  and  neat. 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way. 
With  bustles  and  padding,  and  heels  that  are  high, 
With  blending  of  colors  to  capture  the  eye; 
And  the  real  from  the  sham  you  can't  tell  if  you  try. 

Oh,  there's  lots  of  them  built  that  way.   .  ,.    .: 

'    '. '  • 

A  woman  cannot  hit  a  bam  with  a'stone,    :  *.  r  *_ 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way; 
And  she  can't  bear  to  stay  in  a  house  all  alone, 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way.  -  . 

She  can  stay  up  all  night  at  a  masquerade  ball, 
And  tire  every  dancer  there  is  in  the  hall; 
Don't  ask  her  to  sew  on  a  button,  that's  all, 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way. 

'^  .  '    ■- 

I  don't  think  my  mother-in-law  is  a  saint, 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way; 
And  now  that  I  think  I'm  quite  certain  she  ain't. 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way. 
She's  down  on  my  list  for  a  few  little  things,  I.  '■-'•■"■ 

_ ;      And  when  her  career  to  a  finish  she  brings, 
I  think  they'll  have  trouble  in  fixing  her  wings. 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way.  •  - 

A  woman  can  never  jump  over  a  fence,  •  ■   . 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way; 
If  a  mad  bull  should  chase  her  she  has  no  defense. 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way. 
She  can  kick  up  a  row,  upset  every  plan. 
She's  been  noted  for  that  since  the  world  first  began, 
But  she  can't  strike  a  match  in  the  dark  like  a  man. 

Because  she  ain't  built  that  way. 


THE   WARRIOR'S  GRAVE. 
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.  Green  is  the  grave  by  the  wide  dashing  river, 
Where  sleeps  the  brave  with  his  arrow  and  quiver; 
Where  in  his  pride  he  had  roam'd  from  his  childhood. 
And  at  last  died  in  the  depths  of  the  wDdwood.        .>• 

'     In  the  lone  dell,  while  his  wigwam  defending, 
Nobly  he  fell  'nealh  the  ha/el  bow  bending; 
He  and  his  white  foe  struggled  together,  ., ; 

And  from  his  bow  tore  the  swift  arrow-feather.' 

At  the  next  dawn  the  brave  warrior  was  buried. 
Ere  the  next  moon  his  tribe  westward  had  hurried- 
But  a  rude  cross  with  its  rough  chiseled  numbers, 
Half  hid  in  moss,  notes  the  warrior's  slumbers. 


— "  Call  me  back  again,"  sang  the  young  man.  But  the  audi- 
ence didn't.  They  had  enough  and  he  didn't  get  a  hand. — JV«to 
York  Dady  Neva. 
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Ob,  keep  your  hat  upon  your  head,  . 
Oh.  keep  your  hat  upon  your  heatl, 
Oh,  keep  your  hat  upou  your  head. 
For  you  will  want  it  when  you're  dead. 

Ciiouva. 

If  you  belong  to  Gideon's  Band, 
Oh,  here's  my  heart  and  here's  my  hand: 
If  you  belonj;  to  Gideon's  Band, 
We're  hunting  for  a  home. 

Oh,  keep  your  nose  upon  your  face. 
Oh.  keep  your  nose  upon  your  face. 
Oh,  keep  vour  nose  upon  your  face, 
For  anywhere  else  is  out  of  place. — Cliarut. 

Oh,  keep  your  coat  upon  your  back, 
Oh,  keep  your  coat  upon  your  back. 
Oh.  keep  your  coat  upon  your  back, 
That  you  may  be  off  on  the  other  track.  —  Chorut. 

Oh.  keep  your  pants  upou  your  legs. 
Oh,  keep  your  pants  upon  your  legs. 
Oh,  keep  your  pants  upon  your  lcg.s. 
That  you  may  hang  'em  on  the  golden  peg-s.— C'/w/'u*. 

Oh,  keep  your  shoes  upon  your  feet. 
Oh,  keep  your  shoes  upon  your  feet, 
Oh,  keep  your  .shoes  upon  your  feet. 
That  you  may  walk  in  the  golden  street. — Choru$. 

Oh,  stick  your  toe  nails  in  the  ground. 
Oh,  stick  your  toe  nails  in  the  ground, 
Oh,  stick  your  toe  nails  in  the  ground, 
That  wheii  you're  wanted  you  may  be  found.  —  Chorut. 

Oh,  keep  your  money  in  your  pocket. 
Oh,  keep  your  money  in  your  pocket. 
Oh.  keep  your  money  in  your  pocket, 
So  when  its  wanted  you've  not  forgot  it. — Churu$. 

"Twixt  you  and  I,  I  really  think. 
'Twi.xt  you  and  I.  I  really  think. 
'Twixt  you  and  I,  I  really  think, 
It's  pretty  near  time  to  take  a  drink. — Chorut.  • 


Remember  Me  to  All  at  Home. 
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One  more  word  l)efore  we  part, 
One  request,  old  friend.  I  a-sk  of  you, 

When  you've  crossed  the  briny  deep. 
See  my  dear  old  mother  kind  an(l  true; 

How  the  mera'ry  of  her  sweet  voice 
Fills  rav  soul  with  love  and  joy; 

Sav  that  I'll  be  with  her  soon. 
.  To  remember  me  when  as  a  boy. 

Cnoncs. 

Remember  me  to  all  at  home,  Tom, 

To  my  mother  old  and  gray; 
Tell  them  that  I'll  soon  return. 

Like  the  little  flowers  of  May. 

When  vou  .see  my  fathc,  Tom, 

Kindly  shake  his  dear  old  handn  for  me. 
Say  to  him,  tho'  far  away. 


Still 


a  loving,  faithful  son  I'll  be; 


How  he  ble.s.sed  me  when  we  parted. 
Placed  his  hand  upon  my  head; 

God  protect  you,  Ned,  my  boy. 
Were  the  words  my  father  said. — Choru». 


— Coffee-tinted  lace  is  the  latest.    The  ladies  wear  It  to  the  theatre; 
it  matches  their  escorts'  breath. — Chicago  Newt.        ■.  :.y 


MR   FINAGAN. 
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I'm  a  dacent  laboring  youth, 

I  wur  bom  in  the  town  of  Dunahocaklin, 
I'm  a  widower  now  in  mv  youth. 

Since  I  buried  swate  Aioliy  McLaughlin. 
I  wur  married  but  once  in  ray  life, 

Shure  I'll  never  commit  such  a  sin  again. 
For  I  found  out  when  she  wur  my  wife. 

She  wur  fond  of  one  Barney  McFinagan. 

CnoRUB. 

Whack  fll  lil  Ian  ta  ra  le. 

Whack  fil  lil  Ian  tar  a  laddy  de, 
Whack  lil  lil  Ian  ta  ra  le. 

With  a  ri  tol  lol  lol  dil  de  de  de  de. 

Her  father  had  castles  of  mud, 

Of  which  I  wur  fond  of  admiring. 
They  wur  built  in  the  time  of  the  flood. 

For  to  keep  her  ancestors  dry  in. 
When  he  found  I  had  Molly  bespoke. 

First  he  got  fat  and  then  he  got  thin  again. 
In  the  struggle,  his  gizzard  he  broke. 

And  we  had  a  corpse  of  McFinagan. — Chorut. 

For  convainiance,  the  corpse  was  put 

Along  with  his  friends  m  the  barn,  shure. 
While  some  came  to  it  on  foot. 

While  others  came  down  from  Dunagriu.shore. 
My  wife  she  cried  and  she  sobl)cd, 

1  chucketl  her  out  twice  and  she  got  in  again, 
I  gave  her  a  belt  in  the  gob. 

When  I  wur  knocked  down  by  McFinagan.— CA<?ru». 

The  bed  and  the  corpse  was  upset. 
The  row  it  commenced  in  a  minute,  .Mmre. 

Divil  a  bit  of  a  stick  had  I  got, 
'Till  they  broke  all  the  legs  of  the  furniture. 

In  faith,  as  the  bIo<xl  flew  about. 
Eyes  were  shoved  out  and  shoved  in  agin, 

I  got  a  southwestern  clout. 
Which  knocked  me  on  top  of  poor  Finagan. — Chorut. 

How  long  I  was  dead  I  don't  know. 

But  this  I  know,  I  wasn't  livin'.  shure, 
I  awoke  wid  a  paiu  in  my  toe. 

For  they  were  both  tieil  wid  a  ribl)en,  shure. 
I  opened  my  mouth  for  to  spake. 

The  shate  was  rolled  up  to  my  chin  again; 
Och,  Molly,  says  I,  I'm  awake; 

Oh,  says  she,  you'll  be  buried  wid  Fiu.ngan. — Chorut. 

I  opened  my  eyes  for  to  see — 

I  strove  to  get  up  to  knock  her  al)Otit — 
I  found  that  my  two  toes  were  tied. 

Like  a  spoon  in  a  pot  of  thick  stiral»out. 
But  I  soon  got  the  use  of  my  toes. 

By  a  friend  of  the  corpse,'  Larry  Gilligan. 
Who  helped  me  to  get  into  my  clothes. 

For  to  spread  a  grass  qtiilt  over  Finagan.  —  Vhorut. 

Och,  my  she  devil  came  home  from  the  spreo. 

Full  of  whisky  and  ripe  from  the  buryiu'.  sliure, 
And  she  showed  so  much  mercy  to  me. 

As  a  hungry  man  shows  a  red  herrin',  shurr. 
One  billy-go-nster  I  gave. 

Which  caused  her  to  gnmt  and  to  grin  again. 
In  six  months  I  opened  the  grave. 

And  slapped  her  on  the  bones  of  Finagan. — Choru$ 

It's  now  that  I'm  single  again, 

I'll  spend  my  time  rakin'  and  batterin', 
I'll  go  to  the  fair  wid  the  men,  and 

Dance  wid  the  girls  for  a-patterin'. 
They'll  swear  that  I  am  stuck  to  a  lee. 

And  m  they  say  to  catch  him  ag'in. 
Bet  tliey'll  not  come  the  cuckle  o'er  me, 

For  they  might  be  related  to  Finagan. — Chcrttt. 


■;* 


— A  little  Southern  l)oy,  when  a.sked  if  his  father  had  a  good 
mule,  mournfully  replied:  "  One  end  of  him  is  good." 
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Remeniber,  Boy,  You're  Irish. 
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Oh,  how  well  do  I  remember  when  but  a  little  boy,  - 

Standing  by  my  dear  Old  motlicrs  knee, 
While  the  pearly  tears  of  love,  like  dewdrops  from  above,    ; 

Would  fill  her  eyes  with  joy  and  ecstasy; 
And  she'd  take  me  in  her  arms  and  press  me  to  her  heart. 

As  only  mother  can  do  for  her  own. 
While  my  flaxen  hair  she'd  smooth,  my  boyish  nerves  to  soothe. 

She'd  say  to  me,  my  boy,  where'er  you  roam: 

Chokus.  .'  ;, 

Remember,  boy,  you're  Irish,  born  on  Irish  soil. 
Your  father  was  a  Kenry,  your  mother  was  a  Doyle; 
Be  an  honor  to  your  coimtrj',  'tis  the  land  of  heroes  bold. 
The  land  where  the  shamrock  grows. 

The  fact  that  I  am  Irish,  I  never  will  deny, 

I  love  my  native  country  fresh  and  green; 
Where  the  open-hearted  laddie  and  pretty  blue-eyed  lass.  :      • 

The  wild  flowers  of  her  country  may  be  seen; 
The  singing  of  her  birds  and  sighing  of  her  winds,   ',    : 

That  echoes  sweet  her  prayers  and  melody; 
Be  it  in  a  lowly  hut,  or  palace  rich  and  grand, 

To  beggar,  lord  or  prince  I'd  proudly  say: — Cfiorus. 

Soon  the  dear  old  harp  of  Erin  from  slumber  will  awake. 

Its  echoes  sweet  will  peal  throughout  the  land. 
To  show  that  still  she  lives  in  every  home  and  clime. 

Like  treasured  gems  of  love  both  true  and  grand; 
Like  the  warmth  and  dew  of  Spring,  which  bring  to  life  and  strength 

'The  flowers  and  blades  from  mother  earth  so  dear. 
So  from  silenced  graves  of  woe,  tears  of  joy  will  flow. 

And  theu  from  every  heart  and  tongue  you'll  hear: — Uh&rus. 


aOLLY,  AIN'T  I  WICKED? 
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Oh !  white  folks,  I  was  neber  born, 
'■■  'y     Aunt  Sue  raise  me  on  de  corn,  '  ^     .  • 

Send  me  errands  night  and  morn; 

Ching  a-ring,  a-ring  a-ricked.  ....-.'. 

She  used  to  knock  me  on  de  floor,  . 
..     Den  bang  my  head  agin  de  door, 
And  pull  my  bar  out  by  de  core; 
Oh!  golly,  ain't  I  wicked? 
V  '       Oh!  eat  de  cake  and  hoe  de  corn, 

I'se  de  gal  dat  neber  was  born —  : 

Spect  I  grow 'd  up  some  dark  mom; 
Oh!  golly,  ain't  I  wicked?  _-'. 

Oh!  Mas.sa  Clair  he  bring  me  here. 

Put  me  in  Miss  Feely's  care —  ' 

Don't  I  make  dat  lady  stare? 

Ching  a-ring,  a-ring  a-rickcd.  •    .    / 

She  has  me  Uiken,  clothed  and  fed. 
Den  sends  me  up  to  make  de  bed,        .; 
I  put  de  foot  into  de  head ; 

Oh!  golly,  ain't  I  wicked? 
Oh!  eat  de  cake  and  hoe  de  corn,  •      ,  . 

I'se  de  gal  dat  neber  was  born — 
'   '  Spect  I  grow'd  up  some  dark  morn; 

Oh!  golly,  ain't  I  wicked? 

And  den  dar's  one  will  come  and  say. 

Be  good,  Topsy,  learn  to  pray!  '  :.  y  ' 

And  raise  her  beau'ful  hands  dat  way;  - 

Ching  a-ring,  a-ring  a-ricked. 
'Tis  little  Miss  Eva,  kind  and  fair,  '  ;  > 

.  ';    V     Says,  if  I'se  good  I  will  go  dar. 
But  den  I  tells  'em,  I  don't  car; 
Oh!  golly,  ain't  I  wicked?  .■  ■-\-' ■' /^.l'-,^-''. 

.'     '   '     I'se  black  iTopsy,  as  you  see,     ■ 
y       -  None  of  your  half-and-half  for  me; 

Black  or  wliite,  'tis  best  to  be — 
Oh!  ain't  I  awful  wicked? 


Swim  Out,  You're  Over  Your  Head. 
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At  the  Battery  I  landed  one  morning  in  May,  boys 

A  stranger  unknown  in  this  land. 
The  same  as  Christopher  Columbus,  the  hero,  [  ;  V 

Who  no  one  would  take  by  the  hand; 
I've  worked,  I've  struggled,  I've  labored. 

By  the  swejit  of  my  brow  to  get  bread,    . 
Now  I'm  tould  by  the  young  generation,  . 

'.         To  swim  out,  I'm  over  my  head! 

Ciiouus. 
I  .      They  say,  shoot  the  hat  upon  Simday, 

Take  a  walk  round  the  block,  go  to  bed. 
Part  your  liair  in  the  middle.  McNally, 
\   Swim  out,  for  you're  over  your  heaid. 

I  belong  to  an  orfjanization  of  nine,  boj-s. 

Who  surely  refu.se  you  a  drop. 
Unless  you  were  taken  wid  terrible  cramps. 

Whin  you  drink  till  ould  death  makes  you  stop; 
But  since  I  have  Injcame  a  niimber, 

I'm  always  confined  to  my  bed. 
Now  I'm  tould  bv  the  grand  committee. 

To  swim  out,  fm  over  m}- head. — Chorm-. 

They  say  I  have  plenty  of  chin  for  to  give  you. 

I  never  mind  wasting  my  breath,  '    ;. 

I'm  acquaintea  wid  all  of  the  bould  undertakers,     ,-;,;! 

Who'd  plant  you  whin  I  talk  you  to  deatli;  >    v? 

By  heavens!  I  never  will  tumble,  ;         •      ^^^^^^   -;';. 

I'll  drop  to  the  bottom  like  lead,' 
They  say,  take  a  moon  on  a  jumble. 

Swim  out,  for  you're  over  your  head. — Chom*.    .,;  ? 


DROP  THE   PINK   CURTAINS. 
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Baby  girl,  my  Ijeauty,  now  hush  while  I  .sing. 
Birdies  in  the  tree-top  have  folded  each  wing,    , 
Pussy  in  the  corner  lies  curl'd  in  a  heap. 
Bonny  and  Bess  in  the  bam  are  jvsleep. 
Long  ago  sank  the  great  sun  in  the  West. 
Pillow  as  calmly  your  head  on  my  brea.st; 
Stars  are  softly  twinkling  afar  in  the  skies. 
Drop  the  pink  curtains  down  over  your  eyes. 

.  Chorus. 

Baby  girl,  my  beautj',  now  hush  while  I  sing, 
Birdies  in  the  tree-tops  have  folded  each  wing, 
.;•  Stars  are  softly  twinkling  afar  in  tlie  skies. 

Drop  the  pink  curtains  down  over  your  eyes. 

Baby  girl,  my  bcatity,  the  angels  are  near. 
Watching  o'er  my  darling,  so  precious  and  dear; 
Birdies  now  are  dreaming  in  each -downy  nest. 
Dream  then,  my  birdie,  on  mother's  fond  breast. 
All  the  day  long  you  have  played  with  delight, 
;         Roaming  at  will  'mid  the  roses  so  bright; 
Stars  are  softly  twinkling  afar  in  the  skies, 
Drop  the  pink  curtains  down  over  your  eyes. — Ckoru9. 

Baby  girl,  my  beauty,  the  dawn  soon  will  shine. 
Waking  all  the  birdies,  and  so  will  wake  mine; 
:~  Slowly  will  the  curtains  be  lifted,  and  theu 

Sunny  bright  eyes  thev  will  greet  me  again. 
Sleep  till  tne  nises  ancl  lilies  unfold,  . 

Sleep  till  the  mea<iows  are  lighted  with  gold:  ; 

Stars  are  softly  twinkling  afar  in  the  skies, 
Drop  the  pink  curtains  down  over  j'our  eyes. — Chorti*. 


— A  star  engagement — Meet  me  by  moonlight,  alone. 


— What  is  the  difference  l)etween  a  belle  and  a  burglar? 
belle  carries  false  locks,  and  the  burglar  false  keys. 


The 
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THE  DYING-  BOY'S  REQUEST. 
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Oh!  mother,  listen  to  my  ditty, 

For  I  am  growing  weak. 
Get  papa's  big  sledge-hammer, 

Aud  gently  press  me  on  the  cheek; 
Tie  me  to  a  telegraph  wire, 

And  slowly  let  me  fall. 
Have  my  body  pulverized. 

And  stuffed  with  codfish  balls; 
Put  chest-protectors  on  my  feet, 

And  soak  m}'  head  in  lard. 
Sell  me  to  a  lx)logna  peddler 

For  seventy-five  cents  a  yard. 

Tie  me  to  a  kicking  mule. 

And  rub  my  gums  with  glue. 
Buy  me  a  paper  of  virgin  leaf. 

And  give  me  one  more  chew; 
Let  me  starve  with  Dr.  Tanner, 

Throw  me  in  a  sewer. 
Let  me  join  a  circus. 

Feed  me  on  milk  that's  pure; 
Assassinate  me  with  a  big  tomato. 

For  I've  got  a  terrible  gall, 
I'm  dying  with  a  Hungarian  wart  ou  my  neck, 

From  doing  a  funny  fall. 


r/ 


rm  Only  Going  Out  for  the  Bee 

Tune— "  Only  as  Far  as  the  Gate.' 
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I've  got  a  wife,  plump  and  rosy. 

I  think  all  the  world  of  her,  too, 
A  home  that's  decidedly  cosy. 

And  children  I  have — not  a  few! 
So  when  I  come  home  in  the  evening. 

My  wife  calls  me  "  ducky  "  and  "  dear," 
And  says,  "  Darling,  do  stay,"  but  I  smilingly  say, 

"  I'm  only  going  out  for  the  beer." 

Spoken — Talk  about  happiness,  good,  real,  substantial  happi- 
ness! Avhy  the  t^tevens'  kiss  is  nothing  to  it!  Your  little  wife  a\y- 
proaches  you  so  gently  and  murmurs,  "  Where,  oh,  where  are  you 
going,  Greorge?"  and  then  you  sweetly  reply: 

Chokus. 

"  Only  going  out  for  the  beer,  my  dear. 
Just  for  a  pitcher  of  beer; 

I  know  you  are  dry,  and  so,  love,  am  I — 
I'm  only  going  out  for  the  beer." 

We  chat  in  a  manner  delightful. 

Like  twin  turtle  doves  on  a  tree; 
She  never  gets  angry  or  spiteful, 

I'm  happy  Jis  happy  can  be. 
And  when  for  a  nice  little  night-cap 

Straight  out  with  the  pitcher  I  steer, 
If  she  says,  "  It's  too  late,"  why  I  say,  "  Dearest  Kate, 

I'm  only  going  out  for  the  beer." 

Spoken* — Yes,  and  I  go  to  a  place  where  they  give  you  go(»d 
mea.sure,  foam  on  the  lK>ttom,  not  on  the  top,  and  a  pretzel  tlirown 
in.  Then  my  wife  watches  for  me,  and  when  I  go  down  stairs  I 
throw  her  a  kiss  and  sing: — Chorus. 

Now  if  you've  been  out  late  to  meeting. 

And  don't  want  a  lecture  or  two, 
And  maybe  a  very  warm  greeting. 

From  fond  wives  that  wait  up  for  you; 
Go  take  up  the  gentle  peace-maker, 

And  down  the  stairs  quietly  steer; 
If  your  wife  greets  you  cold,  say,  "  Now,  darling, 

I'm  only  going  out  for  the  beer." 

Spoken — Why,  it  beats  fries  in  a  box  all  hollow!  why,  it  has 
been  known  to  appease  even  the  wrath  of  a  mother-in-law;  she  will 
melt  into  smiles  if  sLc  hears  you  say: — Chorun. 


— "  Courtship  is  blLss,"  said  an  anient  young  man. 
matrimony  is  blister,"  snarled  an  old  bachelor. 


"Yes,  and 


ANY    TINWARE    TO  MEND? 
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From  ould  Ireland  I  lately  came  o'er,  my  boys. 

And  many's  the  shilling  I've  made. 
By  soddering  ould  kettles,  ould  boilers  and  pans. 

For  tinkering,  sure,  is  my  trade; 
At  the  break  o'  the  day  I  am  rising. 

On  no  one  but  myself  to  depind, 
All  round  the  city  I'm  crying. 

Any  tinware  to  mend? 

Chorus. 

With  my  whack,  whack,  whack,  bang,  bang,  bang. 

To  your  kettles  and  your  pans  I'll  attind; 
With  my  whack,  whack,  whack,  and  a  bang,  bang,  bang. 

Any  tinware  to  mend? 

On  Fifth  avenue  I  know  all  the  servant  gals. 

An'  the  many  a  boiler  they  break; 
It's  mj'self  they  call  in  to  tinker  the  job, 

I'm  the  l)oy  that  can  stop  up  a  leak. 
They  give  me  a  big  bowl  of  coffee. 

Thin  into  the  street  I  desind, 
Their  heads  are  all  out  of  the  window, 

Whin  there's  any  tinware  to  mend. — Choru$. 

There's  a  young  girl  in  Kerry  that  I  know  well, 

I'll  bring  her  from  over  the  sea. 
She'll  be  Mrs.  Toolev,  when  gotnl  Father  Bourkc 

Ties  her  completefv  to  me; 
I'll  lay  down  my  budget  and  open  a  shop. 

If  I  find  in  my  business  depind, 
That  I'll  not  be  ashamed  to  walk  'bout  the  streets. 

Crying,  any  tinware  to  mend? 
I'll  work  all  my  life  for  my  dear  little  wife,    ^- 

Crjing,  any  tinware  to  mend? — Chorut.  y 
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The  Little  Old  Mud  Cabin  Near  the  Bogs. 

Tune— -'The  Little  Old  Log  Cabin  in  the  Lane." 
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If  you'll  only  pay  attention,  I  will  sing  of  days  of  j'Ore, 

When  my  cliildho<Kl  days  in  happiness  were  six-nt; 
When  while  seated  at  the  fireside,  in  the  town  of  sweet  Galore, 

I  sang  the  songs  of  joy  and  merriment; 
But  those  are  days  that's  gone  and  past,  and  cannot  be  recalled. 

And  as  I  travel  along  in  these  ola  togs, 
I  always  will  remember  the  times  that  I  have  spent 

In  the  little  old  mud  cabin  near  the  bogs. 

When  I  was  but  a  little  l)oy,  in  innocence  I  roamed 

■Through  the  fields  that  surrounded  our  dear  place; 
But  as  to  manhood  I  grew  up,  I  left  the  dear  old  home, 

And  the  world  I  detennined  for  to  face; 
And  with  misfortune  and  good  luck,  I  always  have  fotmd  out, 

That  this  dreary  world  is  always  full  of  fogs; 
But  I  always  will  renieml)er  the  times  that  I  have  spent        i 

In  the  little  old  mud  cabin  near  the  bogs. 

My  daddy  died  when  I  was  young,  and  in  the  old  churchyard, 

Twas  there  we  laid  him  silently  and  low; 
And  many  are  the  tears  I've  8he<l  o'er  his  poor  grave. 

Which  is  placed  within  the  Glen  of  Aherloe. 
Oh !  I  never  shall  forget  the  day  when  I  did  leave  that  laud. 

Where  everj'thing  seems  going  to  the  dogs. 
When  I  was  forced  to  roam  unto  a  foreign  home. 

And  leave  the  old  mud  cabin  near  the  bogs. 

And  now,  kind  friends,  I'll  end  my  song,  for  I  must  Ix;  on  my  way 

To  visit  the  old  home  once  more; 
And  with  a  good-bye  to  you  all,  I'll  make  another  call  t 

To  Ireland,  the  little  shamrock  shore. 
Oh!  may  I  live  to  see  the  day  when  Ireland  will  Imj  free. 

And  not  be  trodden  down  just  like  dogs; 
It's  then  I'll  go  and  dwell  in  the  little  shady  dell. 

In  the  little  old  mud  cabin  near  the  bogs. 


—A  man  recetitly  knocked  down  an'elephant,  a  lion,  and  a  | 
rhinoceros.     But  then  he  was  an  auctioneer. 
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I  will  tell  yoii  in  my  song 

What  happened  the  otlier  night; 
Not  detain  you  long, 

And  in  that  you  will  say  I  am  right. 
My  name  is  no  matter  what, 

And  I  don't  live  hereabouts; 
But  I  am  welcome  everywhere. 

For  I  am  the  cove  vot  spouts.         ~ 

Ri  tu  ral  lu  ral  lu  ralle,  &c. 

At  the  theatre  the  other  night, 

Ned  Forrest  "  Richard  "  played; 
"  Down,  down  to  hell,"  he  cried. 

Foot  Harry  soon  gave  away. 
That  night  I  got  so  drunk. 

In  a  tavern  I  let  out; 
"  Give  me  another  horse,  bind — " 

Like  Richard  I  did  spout. 

Ri  tu  ral  lu  ral  lu  ral  le,  Ac. 

A  watchman  took  me  up. 

To  the  station  house  he  led, 
And  in  a  dirty  cell 

Made  me  sleep  without  a  bed. 
In  a  frenzy  I  arose, 

Seized  another  by  the  snout;  • 
"  Give  me  my  pound  of  flesh — " 

Like  Shylock  I  did  spout. 

Ri  tu  ral  lu  ral  lu  ral  le,  &c. 

"  Oh,  murder,  help! "  he  cried, 

The  people  flocked  around, 
But  I  was  remorseless, 

And  stuck  up  for  my  pound. 
The  policemen  they  ran  in, 

While  the  blood  from  his  snont  ran  out; 
"Blood,  blood,  lago!—" 

Like  Othello  I  did  spout. 

Ri  tu  ral  lu  ral  lu  ral  le,  &c. 

A  policeman  collared  me, 

The  nose  I  had  to  quit. 
But  soon  I  turned  on  him, 

And  between  the  eyes  I  hit 
With  such  a  murderous  whack, 

It  mado  him  roar  and  shout. 
"  Como  on,  come  on,  Macduff — " 

Like  Macbeth  I  did  spout. 

Ri  tu  ral  lu  ral  lu  ral  le,  &r. 

"Oh,  murder,  help!  "he  cried,     . 

The  policemen  in  did  pour, 
And  in  a  combined  attack, 

Got  me  down  upon  the  floor. 
Said  they,  we've  got  you  now. 

And  you'll  suffer,  too,  no  doubt. 
"  Lav  me  in  the  grave  with  Juliet — " 

Like  Romeo  I  did  spout. 

Ri  tu  ral  lu  ral  lu  ral  le,  &c. 

Next  morning  before  the  mayor 

They  took  me  to  be  tried. 
And  there,  with  look  severe. 

Me,  his  honor  quickly  eyed. 
Said  he,  pray,  who  are  you, 

That  dare  kick  up  such  a  rout? 
"  I  am  thy  father's  ghost — " 

From  Hamlet  I  did  spout. 

Ri  tu  ral  lu  ral  lu  ral  le,  Ac. 

The  people  laughed  at  me. 

His  Honor  looked  amazed;  ■     :•   ^ 

My  father's  ghost,  said  he. 

Why  the  man  is  surely  crazed; 
For  three  months  lock  him  up, 

It's  not  safe  to  let  him  out.  '   . 

They  gave  me  thirty-one  days  below, 

For  showing  them  how  to  8f>out. 

Ri  tu  ral  lu  ral  lu  ral  le,  &c. 


PACKAGE  OF  OLD  LETTERS. 
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In  a  little  rosewood  casket 
'  That  is  resting  on  the  stand, 

There's  a  package  of  old  letters. 

Written  by  a  cherished  hand; 
Will  you  go  and  bring  them,  sister. 

And  read  them  all  to-night? 
I  have  often  tried,  but  could  not,  : 

For  the  tears  would  blind  my  sight. 

Cnours. 

In  a  little  rosewood  casket 
That  is  resting  on  the  stand, 
,  .     ..  •  There's  a  package  of  old  letters. 

Written  by  u  cherished  hand. 

Come  up  closer  to  me,  sister,  - 

Let  me  lean  upon  thy  breast. 
For  the  tide  of  life  is  ebbing, 
'      '  And  I  fain  would  be  at  rest. 

Bring  the  letters  he  has  written. 

He  whose  voice  I've  often  heard, 
Read  them  over,  love,  distinctly. 

For  I've  cherished  every  word. — C'Ad;t/«. 

-         ~"         Tell  him,  sister,  when  you  see  him, 
\  That  I  never  ceased  to  love. 

That  I  dying  prayed  to  meet  him 

In  the  better  world  above. 
Tell  him  that  I  was  supported, 

Ne'er  a  word  of  censure  spoke, 
But  his  silence  and  his  absence, 
This  poor  heart  hath  well  nigh  brok«. — Chorut. 

Tell  him  that  I  watched  his  coming, 
■  When  the  noontide  sim  was  high, 

-    And  when  at  eve  the  angels  sit, 
Sit  their  star  lights  in  the  sk}-. 
But  when  I  saw  he  came  not. 

Tell  him  that  I  did  not  chide. 
But  I  spoke  in  love  about  him. 
And  I  blessed  him  when  I  died. — Chorus. 

And  when  in  death's  white  gannents 

You  have  wrapped  my  form  around. 
And  have  laid  me  down  to  slumber 

In  the  quiet  churchyard  ground, 
Place  the  letters  and  the  picture 

Close  beside  my  pulseless  heart, 
We  for  years  have  l)een  together. 

And  in  death  we  will  not  part. — Chorus. 

I  am  ready  now,  my  sister,     -  • 

You  may  read  the  letters  o'er, 
I  will  listen  to  the  words  of 

Him  whom  I  shall  see  no  more; 
And  e'er  you  shall  have  finished. 

Should  I  calmly  fall  asleep, 
Fall  asleep  in  death  and  wake  not. 

Dearest  sister,  do  not  weep. — Chorus. 


— A  maiden  once  said,  "  I'll  not  mate  with  a  man  wlio  has  not 
fortune  great."  So  she  pouted  and  waited,  and  scorned  to  be 
mated.    She's  a  maiden  yet — age  48. 


— A  sweet  little  boy,  onlj'  eight  years — bless  his  little  heart — 
walked  into  a  scene  of  a  teachers'  examination,  at  Oswego,  last 
week,  and  bawled  out:  "  Annie,  your  feller  is  down  to  the  house! " 


— An  old  gentleman,  who  was  always  boasting  how  folks  used 
to  work  in  his  young  days,  one  day  challenged  his  two  sons  to  pitch 
on  a  load  of  hay  as  fast  as  he  could  load  it.     The  challenge  was 
accepted,  the  hay  wagon  driven  aroimd,  and  the  trial  commenced,  i 
For  some  time  the  old  man  held  his  own  very  creditably,  calling  I 
out,  "More  hay!  more  hay!"    At  length,  struggling  to  keep  on  I 
top  of  the  disordered  and  ill-arranged  heap,  it  began  first  to  roll, 
then  to  slide,  and  at  last  off  it  went  from  the  wagon,  and  the  old 
man  with  it.     "  What  are  you  doing  down  here?  "  cried  the  boya. 
"  I  came  down  after  hay,"  answered  the  old  man,  stoutly. 
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COME  ALONG,   MY  DARLING. 
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Halloa,  Tom,  halloa,  I'at,  how  arc  you  Mary  Jane  and  Nellie? 

There  is  pretty  Kosy  and  her  little  sister  Nan; 
There's  Biddy  Dooliu,  the  one  that's  always  foolin". 

And  there's  her  brothers  Jim  and  Ned,  and  her  great  big  uncle  Dan. 
Oh,  look  at  Lynch,  the  flddler,  and  the  piper,  Tom  McGce, 
They  tell  me  tho"  hi;*  eyes  iire  blind,  with  his  flngi-ra  he  can  see; 
So  tune  yer  fiddles  and  yer  pipes,  and  let  the  ransic  ring, 
And  whea  you're  tired  of  dancing,  oh,  we'll  all  commence  to  sing. 

Chorc?. 
Come,  come.  oh.  come  along,  my  darlin'. 

Come,  come,  oh,  let  the  music  play; 
Come,  come,  oh,  come  along,  my  darlin*. 

And  when  the  light  within  goes  out,  we'll  welcome  in  the  day. 

There's  Tom  TUynn,  the  Fogarty's,  the  Donohue's,  the  Mclntyre's, 

Their  names  will  live  in  history  for  daucini;  and  song: 
There's  Mary  Clancy,  that  any  man  might  fancy. 

So  fill  the  bowl  with  swate  potheen,  we'll  drink  the  whole  night  long. 
We'll  drink  to  Ireland's  poet,  Moore,  her  sons  and  daughters  true. 
We'll  drink  ro  Emmet  and  O'Neil,  O'Connell  and  Boru: 
Wi'.h  lovely  Peggy  by  my  side,  I'm  happier  than  king. 
Her  smile  u  sweeter  than  the  rose,  I  love  to  hear  her  sing.— CuoRVs. 


The  Wreck  of  the  Princess  Alice. 
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She  sailed  from  the  shores  of  Shccrness, 

One  eve  of  a  bright  Autumn  diiy, 
With  one  thousancl  souls,  but  few'  less. 

And  all  were  so  joyous  and  g&y. 
As  onward  they  steered  for  home, 

They  dancecl  and  sang  many  a  strain. 
Not  thinking,  while  ploughing  the  foam, 

That  few  would  their  homes  see  again. 

Cnonrs. 

Fearful  to  think  of,  st\d  to  behold, 

Our  eyes  till  with  tears 
When  the  story  is  told; 

We  long  shall  remember 

The  third  of  September, 
And  the  wreck  of  the  Princess  Alice. 

These  people  were  never  so  gay, 

Of  danger  had  never  thought  less: 
When,  lo!  there  was  heard  with  dismny, 

A  crush,  and  a  cry  of  distress. 
The  laughter  now  turned  to  a  shriek. 

All  merriment  changed  into  strife; 
And  almost  before  they  could  speak, 

They  found  themselves  struggling  for  life. — Chorn». 

It  was  a  sad  picture  of  pain,  • 

For  near  to  their  friends  and  their  home, 
Six  hundred  were  shrieking  in  vain. 

And  struggling  like  mad  'midst  the  foam. 
Fond  lovers  to  each  other  clasped, 

Sons,  mothers,  and  fathers  beside; 
And  children,  with  toys  tightly  griisped, 

All  sank  through  the  fast-running  tide. — Chortit. 

In  this  tnily  pitiful  wreck. 

Some  wildly  their  lives  tried  to  save. 
While  others  remained  on  the  deck, 

Until  she  sank  imder  the  wave. 
And  scarcely  live  minutes  had  na.ssed. 

When  such  was  her  terrible  doom. 
Then  o'er  her  the  waters  flowed  fa.st, 

And  nothing  remained  but  the  gloom. - 


■Chorut. 


—Bedsteads  with  looking-glasses  overhead  are  thin^  of  the  past. 
If  a  man  cannot  tell  when  he  wakes  up  without  lookmg  in  a  glas.<» 
to  be  sure  of  it,  he  is  in  a  condition  that  he  cannot  be  helped  by 
furniture. — Nexe  Orleans  Picayune. 


DON'T  BLAME  THE  MOTHER 
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I'll  sing  as  a  sensible  Irishman  should,  ' 

Of  the  sorrows  that  hang  o'er  our  isle. 
Whose  music  is  silent,  whose  songs  are  all  bushed. 

Whose  grief  has  usurped  every  smile; 
Then  don't  be  too  harsh  in  your  judgment  upon  her. 

Though  some  of  her  boys  have  done  wrong; 
Her  heart  is  as  loyal  as  ever  it  was, 

And  she'll  prove  that  it  is  before  long. 

Chorcs. 

Don't  blame  the  mother  for  the  faults  of  her  children, 
Don't  add  a  pang  to  her  sorrow  and  pain; 

Those  who've  betrayed  her,  more  loyal  have  made  her 
And  Ireland  .shall  be  happy  Ireland  again. 

In  sorrow  and  anguish  she  hangs  down  her  bead. 

Her  cheeks  bear  the  hot  blush  of  shame. 
Her  heart  is  oppressed  and  her  dignity  touched, 

By  the  stigma  attached  to  her  name. 
Sure  the  men  can't  be  Irish,  not  one  drop  of  blood 

Of  the  Irishman  in  their  veins  flow, 
Who  daily  are  filling  the  island  of  green 

With  misery,  murder  and  woe. — Choru».  ; 

Her  spirit  of  old  will  a-ssert  itself  now. 

Her  trouble  and  strife  cannot  last, 
And  out  from  the  midst  of  our  emerald  home. 

The  black  sheen  at  once  shall  be  cast. 
Your  country  and  mine  have  Ixjen  sisters  at  heart. 

Since  our  islands  spruni;  out  of  the  sea; 
This  darkness  of  night  will  give  place  to  the  day, 

And  sisters  again  they  shall  be. — Chorus. 

Tho'  often  we  hear  some  vile  .slanderer  call 

The  Irish  a  disloyal  race, 
1  proudly  deny  it  to  them  one  and  all, 

And  hurl  back  the  lie  in  their  face. 
In  Egypt  they  proved  themselves  gallant  and 

By  the  flne  noble  charge  that  they  made; 
So  let  us  give  honor  where  honor  is  due. 

To  the  Ibth  Royal  Iri.sh  Brigade. — (Jhorus. 
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I  Could  Tell  It  if  I  Felt  It  in  tne  Dark. 
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There  is  a  thotisand  funny  things  a  comic  singer  sing* 

To  you,  no  doubt  revealing, 
\nA  really,  on  my  word,  it  is  seldom  that  I've  heard, 

A  .song  that  touches  on  the  art  of  feeling. 
There  is  a  power,  understand,  in  the  grip  of  the  hand. 

As  one  man  to  another  may  remark; 
And  oft  you'll  hear  them  say,  of  the  things  they  see  by  day, 

I  could  tell  it  if  I  felt  it  in  the  dark. 

Chorus. 

I  could  tell  it  if  I  felt  it  in  the  dark, 

I  could  tell  it  if  I  felt  it  in  the  dark, 
I  like  it  verv  much,  I  know  it  by  its  touch. 

I  could  tell  it  if  I  felt  it  in  the  dark. 


Sometimes  •we  chanced  to  hold  some  silver  or  some  gold. 

That  may  be  the  case  with  many; 
But  he  is  very  poor,  who  never  from  his  store 

Can  afford  to  flnger  more  than  a  penny. 
Sometimes  we  have  to  spend,  and  oftimes  to  lend. 

And  all  of  us  do  like  a  jolly  lark; 
Btit  what  so  Ije  the  coin  on  which  my  fingers  join, 

I  could  tell  it  if  I  felt  it  in  the  dark. — C/ionts. 

The  other  day  I  chanced  to  meet  a  maiden  fair  and  sweet 

Beneath  an  old  tree  so  shady. 
She  pledged  to  me  her  vow,  I  will  not  tell  you  now 

Some  day  I  mean  to  wed  that  little  lady. 
I  tell  you  it  is  bliss  to  steal  from  her  a  kiss,  / 

While  roaming  together  in  the  park; 
And  as  my  arm  was  placed  in  a  circle  round  her  waist, 

For  I'm  always  in  to  have  a  jolly  lark. — Chorus,-      .-■.■.  j 
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r:      THE  "CHESTNUT"   BELL. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City, 

,  and  receive  by  return  mall  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular 

Elnglieh  and  German  Songs— Free. 


-A 


They've  got  a  little  bell  that  seems  to  suit  folks  well, 

They  nng  }t  when  you  give  a  chestnut  old; 
You  hear  it  everj'where,  on  every  thoroughfare, 

It  sounds  so  very  funny  I  am  told. 
When  men  come  home  at  night,  all  in  a  fearful  plight, 

And  tell  their  wives  they  are  not  feeling  well, 
Tliat  business  kept  them  out,  now,  then  beyond  a  doubt, 

That's  the  time  to  ring  the  "  chestnut  "  bell. 

,.;::"''    ■;         Duett, 
When  people  try  to  tell  you  funny  stories. 
Or  sing  "  Sweet  Violets"  or  "  Annie  Lauries," 
And  show  you  very  clearly  what  a  l>ore  is. 
Oh!  that's  the  time  to  ring  the  "  chestnut "  bell! 

The  aldermen  we've  got  are  just  an  honest  lot. 

They  never  care  for  boodle  I  have  heard; 
But  for  our  city's  go<xi  they  work,  it's  understood, 

Tho' papers  tell  us  this  is  quite  absurd. 
While  Canada's  so  near,  and  over  there  they  steer, 

If  any  one  of  them  should  to  you  tell. 
He  hasn't  made  a  cent,  but  is  on  pleasure  bent. 

That's  the  time  to  ring  the  "  chestnut"  bell. — Duett. 

How  oft  a  friend  you  see,  a  deacon  he  may  be, 

Who  pops  into  a  drug  store  every  morn; 
Of  course  it's  not  to  drink,  you  wouldn't  dare  to  think,    . 

A  bar-room,  well  you  know,  that  he  would  scorn. 
But  when  he  slyly  winks,  and  soda  water  drinks. 

The  drug  man  knows  his  customer  quite  well; 
And  if  your  friend  should  state,  it  wasn't  whiskej-  straight, 


That's  the  time  to  ring  the 


chestnut "  hG]\.— Duett. 


■\ 


That's  What  Puzzles  the  Quaker. 
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Oh,  what  a  naughty  old  world  this  is, 

Everybody  will  make  a 
Fuss  and  a  figure,  but  how  it  is  done. 

That's  what  puzzles  the  Quaker. 
How  they  are  l)orn,  and  how  they  are  bred. 
How  they  all  court,  and  how  they  get  wed. 
How  each  will  try  to  keep  up  his  head, 

That's  what  puzzles  the  Quaker. 

Chorus.  ' : 

Verily  ah!  verily  hum!  I 

Bibity  bob,  like  a  shaker;  ; 

Oh,  this  life  is  awfully  rum. 
It  terribly  puzzles  the  Quaker. 

Old  Cetewayo,  they've  copped  him  at  last, 

Of  Zululand  he  was  the  fakir; 
What  they  will  do  with  that  warm  member  now. 

That's  what  puzzles  the  Quaker.  '; 

Why  they  don't  sell  him  to  Madame  Tussaud, 
Or  at  the  Aquarium  make  him  a  .show. 
Under  Farini,  a  tanner,  a  go,  ' 

That's  what  puzzles  tl^e  Quaker. — Chorut. 

A  vile  piece  of  treachery  out  in  Cabul, 
A  massacre  foul,  that  would  make  a     . 

Saint  cry  for  vengence,  happ)ened  they  say,         '     >    . 
And  terribly  troubles  the  Quaker. 

Why  thus  our  bravest  should  helplessly  fall 

Victims  to  blunder  and  foresight  so  small. 

Why  they  were  sent  to  Cabul  at  all. 
That's  what  puzzles  the  Quaker. — QlioTut. 

Why  Tumerelli  should  get  up  a  wreath. 
And  endeavor  to  make  a 
,       Fool  of  Lord  Beaconsfield,  I  cannot  tell. 
That's  what  puzzles  the  Quaker. 
Now  Lord  Dizzy  refuses  to  be  v;.:         ,;.. 

\^  ^    A  mark  for  the  wreath  of  Mr.  Tracy;  .,'         ; ' 

Why  they  don't  send  on  the  metal  to  me,        ■'- 
That's  what  puzzles  the  Quaker. — Chortit. 


■: 


Chelmsford  at  last  has,  out  in  Zulu,    •  -    '  . 

Given  the  uiegers  a  shaker; 
What  the  old  Kaffir  king  thinks  of  it  now. 

That's  what  puzzles  the  Quaker. 
Chelmsford  could  do  it,  I  always  was  sure. 
But  why,  if  he  wanted  to  finish  the  war. 
He  didn't  push  forward  and  whack  'cm  before, 

That's  what  puzzles  the  Quaker. — Cfwru*. 

Why  do  the  goverments  stick  to  the  cat? 

Why  dont  they  give  in,  and  take  a 
Wrinkle  from  out  of  humanity's  book?     • 

That's  what  puzzles  the  Quaker. 
Why  should  they  wish  the  brave  soldier  to  flog? 
Cutting  and  hacking  his  back  like  a  log, 
Treating  a  man  much  worse  than  a  dog. 

That's  what  puzzles  the  Quaker. — Chorut. 

Encore  Verse. 

Why  you  should  a.sk  me  to  sing  once  again. 

And  with  a  row  that  would  wake  a 
Rip  Van  Winkle,  I'm  sure  I  don't  know, 

'That's  what  puzzles  the  Quaker. 
How  can  I  respond  now  to  your  encore,    , 
And  like  a  lion  keep  up  a  roar,  | 

When  really  you  know,  I  don't  know  any  more? 
That's  what  puzzles  the  Quaker. — Vhorut. 


'•y 


G-ERMAN  FUN  AT  UNION  HILL. 


Tune— "  Skidmore  Fancy  Ball." 
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You  have  heardt  de  song  off  dc  Mulligan  Gtiards, 

And  de  Skidmore  Fancy  Ball, 
But  now  I'm  going  to  sing  off  <me, 

I'm  sure  dot  beats  dem  all; 
It  is  aboud  our  German  frieudts, 

Dot  go  oud  every  year 
To  de  Schuetzen  Park  at  Union  Hill, 

To  enjoy  dere  sport  so  dear. 
Dere  dey've  dancing,  dere  dcyrc'  singing, 

Drinking  lager  bier  und  wine, 
Mit  dere  wives  und  all  dere  children 

You  bet  dey  have  a  jolly  time 

CnoRU8. 

Dancing  to  de  musik  sweea 

All  arotind  de  hall, 
I'll  dell  you  now,  yooh!  hey! 

I'm  sure  dot  beats  dem  all. 
For  German  fun  und  lager  bier, 

I'm  sure  3'ou'll  get  your  fill, 
So  uv  you  vant  to  have  some  f uu. 

Den  kom  to  Union  Hill. 

Ven  I  get  tired  dancing,  ^     . 

Den  I  valk  around  de  park, 
Und  mit  some  pretty  German  girls 

I  den  kommeuce  to  spark ; 
I  dreat  her  mit  some  ice  cream, 

Und  ve  ride  de  kerrosell,  -  . 

Den  I  ask  her  how  she  like  dot, 

Und  .she  says,  oh,  pooty  well. 
Germans  dancing,  Germans  singing. 

Drinking  lager  bier  und  wine, 
Mit  dere  wives  und  all  dere  children. 

You  bet  dey  have  a  jolly  time.— rAor»/«. 

Den  ven  id's  getting  nide, 

Ve  go  back  by  Ney  Yorick, 
Und  I  dake  my  pretty  Deitcber  girl        . 

Oud  den  vor  a  valk; 
Ve  go  down  bj'  de  Atlantic  Garden, 

Dere  ve  sit  und  drink  our  bier. 
I  dell  you  now  de  Germans  »  . 

Are  de  happiest  peoples  dere.  '  ' 

Germans  singing,  glasses  ringing,       v.   ..•.'  , 

Drinking  lager  bier  und  wme,  '  j^-  -• 

Mit  dere  wives  und  all  dere  children,        >■•   - ' 

You  bet  dey  have  a  jolly  time. — Choru*. 
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Dat  Watermillion  Growin'  on  de  Vine. 
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Oh,  see  dat  ■watermillion 

A  smilin'  fro'  de  fence, 
How  I  wish  dut  watermillion  it  was  mine; 

Oh,  de  white  folks  mus'  be  foolish, 
Dey  need  a  heap  ob  sense, 

Or  dey'd  nebber  leave  it  dar  upwn  de  vine. 

CUOKUS. 

Oh,  de  ham -bone  am  sweet, 

An'  de  bacon  am  good. 
An'  de  possum  fat  am  berry,  berry  fine; 

But  gib  me.  j'es,  gib  me, 
Oh,  how  I  wish  you  would, 

Dat  watermillion  growin'  on  dc  vine. 

You  may  talk  about  de  peaches, 

De  apples  and  de  pears. 
An'  de  'simmons  hangin'  on  de  'simmon  tree; 

But,  bless  my  heart,  my  honey, 
Dat  truck  it  ain't  nowheres. 

Oh,  de  watermillion  am  de  fruit  for  me. — ('horns. 

When  de  dew-drops  dey  is  fallin', 

Dat  million's  gwine  to  cool. 
An'  I  know  den  it  will  cat  most  awful  flue; 

So  I'se  gwine  to  come  an'  fetch  it, 
Or  else  I  is  a  fool, 

If  I  leaves  it  dar  a  smilin'  on  de  vine. —  Chorun. 


ONE   PENNY   PORTION. 
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A  sailor  courted  a  farmer's  daughter. 

That  lived  convenient  to  the  Isle  of  Man; 
Take  heed,  good  people,  what  followed  after. 

They  long  liad  courted,  but  underhand. 
One  day  at  parting,  after  discoursing 

Some'  time  concerning  the  ocean  wide, 
He  .said,  ray  dear,  at  our  next  meeting. 

If  you'll  consent  I'll  make  you  my  bride. 

Said  she,  for  sailors  we  don't  admire  them, 

Because  they  sail  to  so  many  part.s; 
The  more  we  love  them  the  more  they  slight  us. 

And  leave  us  after  them  with  broken  hearts. 
Never  fear,  my  dearest  dear, 

I  don't  intend  for  to  treat  you  so; 
But  I  have  once  more  to  cross  the  ocean, 

Yoii  know,  my  darling,  that  I  must  go. 

The  news  was  carried  unto  his  mother 

Before  he  put  his  foot  on  board, 
That  he  was  courting  a  farmer's  daui^hter. 

One  i)enny  portion  could  not  afford. 
One  y)enny  portion  going  to  the  ocean! 

Like  f)ne  distracted  his  mother  ran; 
If  vou  don't  forsake  her,  yotir  bride  not  make  her, 

t  will  disown  you  to  be  my  son. 

Oh,  mother  dear,  you're  in  a  pas.sion. 

And  I  am  .sorry  for  what  you've  said; 
]>on't  you  rememlKT  at  your  first  l)egimung. 

My  father  married  you  a  servant  maid? 
So  don't  dispraise  her,  I  mean  to  raise  lier, 

Just  as  my  father  with  you  has  done; 
Tlierefore  I'll  take  her,  my  l)ride  I'll  make  her, 

Though  you  should  disown  me  to  be  your  son. 

When  tliis  maid  heard  the  pleasing  story, 

That  she  to  s<;a  with  her  love  might  go, 
She  .said,  my  portion  they  need  not  mind  it, 

I  might  have  money  and  no  one  know. 
Money  or  not,  love,  you  are  my  lot,  love. 

You  have  my  heart  and  affections  still; 
Therefore  I'll  take  you,  my  bride  I'll  make  you. 

Let  my  scolding  mother  say  what  she  will. 


She'd  Have  Her  Way  or  Die. 
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Now  I'll  sing  of  a  charming  young  damsel, 

And  her  age  wjis  four  hundred  and  three; 
She  lived  in  im  attic,  down  cellar. 

And  slept  under  a  strawberry  tree. 
Her  mother  scraped  paint  on  a  ferry-boat. 

And  her  father  shaped  out  mince  pie; 
She  fell  in  a  tub  of  hot  water, 

For  she'd  have  her  way  or  die. 

Now  she  fell  from  the  top  of  a  mountain. 

But  caught  in  the  fog  coming  down; 
She  looked  like  the  side  of  a  freight  car. 

And  nearly  set  tire  to  the  town. 
She  flew  through  the  air  like  a  camel,     ' 

Or  like  clothes  on  a  line  to  dry; 
She  fell  in  a  sewer  on  Tenth  street. 

For  she'd  have  her  way  or  die. 

Now  her  brother,  poor  boy,  had  bronchitis. 

And  the  doctor  gave  him  up  for  gone; 
He  walked  up  to  the  third  story  window. 

And  was  always  right  when  lie  was  wrong. 
But  one  day  they  both  went  out  .skating. 

In  the  warm  months  of  June  and  July; 
They  were  arrested  for  bottling  up  East  wind, 

For  she'd  have  her  wav  or  die. 


CAPTAIN   DWYEK. 
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At  length,  brave  Captain  Dwyer,  you  and  your  tnisty  meu  ^ 
Are  scented  o'er  the  mountains  and  tracked  unto  the  Glen; ''. 
Sleep  not,  but  watch  and  listen,  keep  ready  ^un  and  ball-,  j 
For  the  enemy  knows  your  hiding  place  to-night  in  Wildy  Mall. 

They  searched  the  valley  all  that  night,  and  toward  the  dawn  of  day 
Discovered  where  those  hunted  and  dreaded  heroes  lay; 
Then  'round  the  little  cottage  they  formed  into  a  ring. 
And  called  on  Captain  Dwyer  to  surrender  to  the  king. 

Then  Captain  Dwyer  answered:  "  Unto  this  house  we  came, 
Unmasked  by  these  good  people — they  cannot  Iw  to  blame. 
So  let  these  helpless  parents  and  children  pjiss  you  through, 
And  when  they're  placed  in  safety,  I'll  tell  you  what  we  il  do." 

'Twas  done;  then  said  bold  Dwyer,  "  Now  let  the  work  begin. 
You  are  a  hundred  otitside,  we  only  four  within; 
AVe  have  heard  your  hatighty  summons,  and  this  is  our  reply: 
'  We  are  true  united  Irishmen,  we'll  fight  until  we  die.' "     ! 

Then  burst  the  war's  red  lightning  and  i>oured  the  leaden  rnin, 
The  hills  around  re-echoed,  the  thunder  pealed  again; 
So  many  soldiers  falling,  brave  Dwyer  saw  %vith  pride, 
But,  alas,  one  guUunt  comrade  was  wounded  by  his  side. 

But  still  there's  three  rcmaininjj  good  battle  for  to  do, 
Their  arms  are  stron^^  and  steady,  their  aim  is  quick  and  true; 
But,  hark!  what  furious  shouting  the  savage  soldiers  rai.se, 
The  house  is  fired  about  their  heads,  the  roof  is  in  a  blaze. 

Then  higher  every  moment  the  lurid  flames  arose. 
And  louder  swelled  the  laughter  and  cheering  of  the  foes;    , 
When  up  spoke  brave  McAlister,  the  weak  and  wounded  man, 
"  You  shall  escape,  my  comrades,  and  this  shall  be  your  plan: 

Place  in  my  hand  a  musket  and  lie  ye  on  the  floor,    • 

I'll  stand  before  the  soldiers  and  open  wide  the  door; 

They'll  pour  into  my  bosom  the  fire  of  their  array. 

And  when  their  guns  are  empty  dash  through  them  and  away." 

He  stood  before  the  foemen  revealed  amidst  the  flame. 
Out  of  their  leveled  piecfcs  the  wished-for  volley  came; 
Up  sprunj^  the  three  survivors  for  whom  our  hero  died. 
But  Captain  Dwyer  only  got  through  the  ranks  outside 

He  baffled  his  pursuers,  who  followed  like  the  wind. 
He  swam  the  river  Slaney  and  left  them  far  behind; 
And  many  was  the  rc<l  coat  he  promised  soon  should  fall, 
For  those  three  loyal  comrades  who  died  in  Wildy  Mall. 
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Cast  One  Little  Thouglit  for  Me. 
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Ere  I  leave  you,  little  darling, 

I  would  beg  a  boon  of  thee; 
Will  you  iu  ;your  lonely  hours,  . 

Cast  one  little  thought  for  me? 
When  the  night-shades  'round  you  gather, 

I  will  then  be  far  from  thee; 
Parted,  oh,  perhaps  for  ever,  . 

Will  you  cast  one  thought  for  me?  '        . 

''■■'^/■■■■-    Chorus.  V,    ,- 

Little  darling,  will  you  promise, 

Promise  only  this  to  me,  my  darling, 
When  the  night-shades  'round  you  gather,    . 

Cast  one  little  thought  for  me. 

Little  darling,  though  I  wander, 

Tos.sed  upon  life's  stormy  sea. 
Love's  pure  light  will  shine  for  ever, 

If  you'll  cast  one  thought  for  me. 
Fare  thee  well,  my  little  darling. 

Life  is  full  of  joy  to  me. 
For  I'll  know  j-ouf  heart  is  faithful. 

If  you'll  cast  one  tlioiight  for  me. — Chorus. 


MAUREEN   MAVOURNEEN. 

Copyright,  1SS5,  by  Wm.  Dawtson. 
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Maureen  Mavourneen,  now  list  to  my  calling,  ;   .,' 

As  softly 'tis  echoed  from  woodland  and  brake; 
From  the  wings  of  the  night  are  silently  falling 

The  shadows  that  sleep  on  the  breast  of  the  lake.      ' 
Oh,  see  where  the  moonlight  is  kis.sing  the  hill. 

And  Venus  is  lighting  her  lamp  in  the  .sky; 
Then  come  with  me,  Maureen,  we'll  wander  at  will, 

And  breathe  the  sweet  perfume  the  night  flowers  sigh. 

Oh,  could  we  thus  ever  drink  deep  of  the  bliss. 

That  flows  from  the  fount  of  our  young  hearts'  fond  love. 
Like  a  smile  of  yon  heaven  reflected  in  this. 

Oh,  who  from  Killarney  could  tempt  us  to  rove?    .    r     ' 
As  iK'aceful  and  calm  as  that  lake,  that  we  see 

Reposing  to-night  in  its  beauty  serene;  , 

Would  the  hours  of  a  life  that's  centred  in  thee. 

Flow  pure  and  unchanging,  ray  Colleen  Maureen.  '  ■ 


■■( 


-■< 


SARAH  WALKER^ 

Mv  friends,  I'm  glad  to  see  j'Ou, 

Though  perhaps  you  don't  know  me. 
But  who  I  am,  I  presently  will  mention; 

But  ere  I  go  away 

I  mean  to  have  my  say. 
That  is,  if  you  will  give  me  your  attention. 

You've  no  need  to  be  told. 

You  can  see  I'm  growing  old. 
And  at  my  time  of  life  I'm  no  talker; 

Just  listen  unto  me. 

And  I'll  quickly  let  you  see. 
The  experience  of  Sarah  Walker. 

Luthcrum  cum,  latberum  cum,  &c. 

Since  1  was  seventeen,  ;'     .. 

What  changes  there  have  been,  - 

In  both  men  and  manners,  and  in  fashion; 
And  what  meets  one's  gaze,  .       . 

Now  in  the  present  days,  ' 

It's  enough  almost  taput  one  in  a  pas.sion. 
Little  boys  now  smoke  segars 
And  lecture  their  papas, 

And  every  girl's  a  woman  and  a  talker; 
How  different  things  have  grown. 
The  world's  quite  upside  down, 

It  quite  shocks  the  nerves  of  Sarah  Walker. 
Latherum  cum,  latherum  ciun,  &c. 


-   SIMPLE_SIMON. 
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Oh,  they  call  me  Simple  Simon,  though  my  name  is  Simon  Snip, 

I  sjived  a  little  money,  so  I  took  a  little  trip; 

Go  where  I  will,  do  what  I  may,  it  always  is  the  same. 

For,  without  an  introduction,  people  seem  to  know  my  name 

For  they  say,  Simon;  (that  is  what  j'ou  say  to  me), 

And  judging  from  your  smiles  around,  what  a  Simou  I  must  be! 

Oh,  my  name  it  seems  familiar,  and  they  say  with  a  grin, 

And  they  treat  me  like  a  Simon,  for  they  always  take  me  in 

Oh,  I  thought  that  I  could  fancy  a  lady  in  Broadway, 

I  don't  think  it  was  Nancy,  though  she  tried  to  do  the  gay. 

We  went  into  the  country,  where  she  made  the  driver  tight. 

When  she  took  away  my  money,  and  the  driver  wished  to  fight; 

And  he  said,  Simou,  and  came  a  squaring  up  to  me. 

Come  on,  said  he,  if  you're  a  man,  what  a  Simon  I  should  be! 

lie  was  big  enough  to  eat  me,  I  did  not  wish  to  stay. 

For  to  fasten  such  a  cannibal,  so  Simou  ran  away. 

I  went  to  Niblo's  Garden  to  see  the  White  Fawn, 

When  I  quickly  found  that  from  my  fob  my  watch  was  being  drawn; 

I  called.  Police!  they  turned  me  out  for  making  such  a  noise; 

I  fancy  I  still  hear  the  voice  of  all  the  little  boys. 

Saying,  Simou!  and  did  no  at  me. 

For  any  one  to  lose  a  watch,  it  is  such  a  jolly  spree; 

There's  nothing  half  so  funny,  as  a  watch  and  chain  to  lose, 

Jlisfortune  to  a  little  man  is  sure  for  to  amuse. 

I  looked  in  vain,  for  I  could  not  find  the  author  of  the  crime, 

I  found  that  looking  for  my  watch  was  only  losing  time; 

I  said,  now  my  poor  tick  will  stop,  now  my  old  ticker's  gone. 

When  I  felt  a  hand  upon  me  drop,  and  a  bobby  said.  Move  on! 

Simon,  come,  move  along!  said  he,  a  robbery  upon  my  bejit, 

I  am  sure  there  could  not  be; 

You  simple  looking  Simon,  now  march!  I  say. 

On  every  beat  that  I'm  upon  all  thieves  must  run  away. 

1  called  on  Mr. and  begged  he'd  let  me  sing. 

When  he  said.  Ah,  Simple  Simon,  I  shall  do  no  such  thing; 

He  thought  my  application  a  simple  bit  of  chaff, 

l>ut  I  gained  the  situation  because  I  made  him  laugh. 

And  he  said,  Simon:  (these  words  he  said  to  me). 

If  you  can  only  make  them  laugh,  that  is  all  I  want  to  see; 

This  is  your  servant,  Simon,  the  gratitude  I  feel. 

Words  can't  express  his  sentiments,  so  listen  to  his  heels. 


Please  Give  Me  a  Penny,  Sir? 
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Please  give  me  a  penny,  sir? 

My  mother  dear  is  dead. 
And,  oh,  I  am  so  hungrj',  sir, 

A  penny  please,  for  bread? 
All  day  I  have  l>een  asking. 

But  no  one  heeds  my  cry, 
Will  you  not  give  me  something? 

Or  surely  I  mu.st  die. 

Chorus. 

Please  give  me  a  penny,  sir? 

My  mother  dear  is  dead, 
And,  oh,  I  am  so  hungry,  sir,      ^ 
:       -  ."  A  penny  please,  for  bread? 

Please  give  me  a  penny,  sir? 

You  won't  say  no,  to  me, 
Because  I'm  poor  and  ragged,  sir,      '  ' " , . 

And,  oh,  so  cold  you  see.  ' 

We  were  not  always  begging. 

We  once  were  rich  like  you,  .'    . 

But  father  died  a  drunkard. 

And  mother  she  died,  too. — Choru$. 

Plea.se  give  me  a  penny,  sir? 
"     .  Is  heard  on  every  side,  .   ' 

Lisped  by  little  trembling  lips, 
'  .  And  singing  on  life's  tide.  ~     .  - 

Oh,  listen  to  their  pleadings, 
;'  V  And  pity  these,  the  poor,  '■■'' 

-     •  '  Then  blessings  brought  from  heaven, 

..';  . ,  Will  shine  on  thee  the  more. — Cfiorut. 
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SCANLAN'S  ROSE   SONa. 
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The  Won! 
receipt 

Heml  for  complcto  C'atalugao  of  Kn<,'iit)U  aud  CJeriuau  Songs— Free. 


This  prett}-  little  flcnver  which  I  take  from  my  breast, 

I  wish  to  give  to  some  one,  yes,  one  whom  I  may  trust; 

Its  vuhie  may  l>c  small,  to  me  'tis  tlear  iis  life. 

For  she  who  will  accept  it,  I  mean  to  make  my  wife. 

Her  cheeks  they  must  l)c  rod,  just  like  this  little  flower, 

Aud  she  must  iilwavs  think  of  me,  yes,  almost  every  hour. 

And  I  will  think  of  her  when  I  am  far  away. 

And  some  day  I'll  return  again  to  hear  what  she  will  say. 

Ciiours. 

Promise  me  you'll  keep  it,  make  this  promise,  do, 
Promise  me  you'll  cherish  it,  make  your  answer  true; 
If  this  promise  you  will  keep  when  I'm  far  away, 
This  sweet  rose  I'll  give  to  you,  my  own  true  love.  tcMlay. 

Within  this  rose  a  vow  of  love  and  truth  divine. 
Lies  nursed  with  fond  devotion  from  out  this  heart  of  mine; 
Just  like  the  water's  tlow,  just  like  the  winds  that  blow. 
^ly  thoughts  will  i)e  of  thee,  love,  though  in  a  foreign  clime 
In  Springtime  when  the  earth  awakes  with  nature's  green, 
When  fragrant  flowers  and  pretty  birds  may  everjwhere  be  seen, 
Go  ramble  through  the  woods,  and  search  the  green  fields  o'er. 
Not  one  vou'U  Hud  to  welcome  vou  like  this  dear  little  flower.-C'Xor. 


JACK'S  YARN. 


Fifty  Miles  Under  the  Sea. 
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The  Other  niglit  I  went  to  l)cd, 

Iii  fact  I  f>ften  do. 
And  in  my  dreams  went  down  to  sleep. 

Where  a  strange  sight  met  my  view; 
This  world  is  called  Concordia, 

The  people  gay  and  free, 
.    I  wish  that  I  was  one  of  them. 

Fifty  miles  under  the  sea. 

Chorus. 

This  is  what  I  saw  whil<'  dreaming. 

As  plain  as  plain  can  l>e; 
They  live  so  content,  they  never  pay  rent, 

Fifty  miles  under  the  sea. 

Their  food  and  beer  is  pure 

And  not  adulterated  stufT, 
They  never  had  goofl  templers. 

For  they  know  when  they've  enough, 
There's  no  police  to  run  you  in, 

No  divorce  court  have  thev  got. 
They  never  read  the  Police  Gazette, 

For  they,  arc  a  jolly  lot. 

Ciiouus. 
This  is  what  I  saw  while  dreaming, 

As  plain  as  plain  can  be; 
You  can  doubt  my  ttile,  no  work-house  or  jail. 

Fifty  miles  under  the  sea. 

They  never  harl  a  national  debt. 

They  never  were  troubled  with  war. 
They  never  had  a  man  for  rent 

Come  knocking  at  your  door; 
Of  toothache,  corns  or  income  tax, 

Thev  know  not,  happy  soids. 
Of  railroad  smashes  they  never  heard, 

Nor  the  price  of  a  ton  of  coals. 

Cnonus. 

This  is  what  I  saw  while  dreaming, 

As  plain  as  plain  can  be; 
I  heard  a  knock,  it  was  past  ten  o'clock. 

And  I  came  up  from  under  the  sea. 


We  can  conceive  no  better  means  of  cheapening  the  price  of 
I  saxisages  than  taking  off  the  tax  on  dogs. — Fall  River  Advaive. 
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'Twas  Monday  night,  the  moon  was  shinin'  bright. 

The  winds  had  been  a  blowin'  all  the  day, 
We  was  sittin'  in  a  ring,  an'.  Lor',  how  we  did  sing, 

I'd  reckon  you'd  ha'  heard  us  'cross  the  bay. 
I'd  sung  o'  black-eyed  Sue,  who  was  so  fond  an'  true, 

When  we  hears  a  sort  o'  splashin'  in  the  sea. 
An'  a  nigger  then  we  spied,  scramblin'  up  the  starboard  side. 

An'  he  tumbled  on  the  deck  in  front  o'  we. 

ClIOHUS. 

Hillce,  hauUee,  hillce  ho,  hillee,  haullee,  hillec  he. 
The  ship's  a  sailin'  on  the  sea, 
An'  every  jolly  Jack,  will  soon  l)e  comin'  back, 
Singin'  haullee,  hillee,  hauUce,  hillee  ho. 

The  tears  were  on  his  cheek,  he  sobb'd  an'  couldn't  s[)eak. 

He  show'd  us  where  his  back  were  torn  an'  scored, 
He  clutch'd  us  one  an'  all,  an'  he  trembled,  like  t<^  fall, 

When  he  saw  the  white-faced  planter  come  aboard. 
Then  our  cap'n  he  up  stood,  so  noble,  proud  an'  good. 

An'  the  ix>or  old  nig  were  at  liis  knee; 
Every  man  is  free,  he  cries,  where  the  British  color  flies, 

An'  I'll  never  give  him  up,  says  he. — C horns. 

Then  the  planter  he  ctcw  pale,  an'  like  a  cur  tumeil  tail. 

As  quickly  down  tlie  side  went  he. 
Or  on  our  British  deck  he'd  .soon  ha'  found  his  neck. 

An'  the  poor  old  slave  was  free. 
So  here's  goo<l  luck  an'  life,  to  our  cap'n  an'  his  wife, 

God  blcss'n  for  his  noble  words,  say  we. 
For  to  free  the  slaves,  Britannia  rules  the  waves, 

An'  that's  being  mistress  of  the  sea. — Chorus. 
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Oh,  George,  Tell  Me  if  You  Love  Me? 
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The  first  time  that  I  fell  in  love, 

'Twas  with  a  pretty  belle, 
I  felt  a  kind,  a  sort  of  kind 

Of  feeling,  I  can't  tell. 
And  she  said  she  felt  just  the  same; 

And  so  each  night  and  day. 
She'd  ask  me  if  I  loved  her  still. 

And  this  is  what  she'd  say: 

Chorus. 

Oh,  George,  tell  me  if  you  love  me? 

George,  do  y-o\i  love  me  still? 
If  vou  don't  ki.ss  me  twice  in  the  very  same  place, 

I'll  go  myself  and  kill,  I  will. 

I  useil  to  trot  her  out  each  day. 

So  fond  of  sights  was  she. 
We  go  to  Zoo,  run  down  to  Kew, 

And  make  love  in  the  middle  of  the  tett; 
To  all  the  shows,  and  graciotis  knows. 

All  over  the  metroiK)lis  we  went. 
And  we  climbed  the  spiral  staircase  what's 

Inside  the  monument. — Chorus. 

Well,  this  went  on  for  six  sweet  month.*. 

My  happiness  was  such, 
That  one  day  I  sjiid:  "  Will  you  have  me,  love?" 

Said  she:  "  I  would  like  to  much." 
One  morning  found  us  in  a  church, 

Where  she  was  made  my  bride. 
And,  oh,  I  felt  too  sweet  to  live. 

As  we  drove  home  side  by  side. — Ohomt. 

She's  happy  as  the  day  is  long. 

For  the  house  she  nightly  nllg,  < 

There's  always  a  ball  or  a  party  on, 

And  I've  to  pay  the  bills! 
Of  course  I  part  like  an  innocent  lamb. 

For  she's  such  a  wheedling  way. 
She  gives  me  a  look  as  sweet  as  jam, 

And  then  so  sweetly  she'll  say: — Chorus. 


:i-- 


P- 


:v^^'- 
II 


^x;ff^^r^^'^^n;^.  •rr^i'^'^^rrs^i^-^.s^^r. 


^ 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF   SONGS-No.    12. 


15 


Far  Away  From  Home  and  Mother. 
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Far  away  from  home  and  mother, 

Oh,  how  sadly  now  I  stray; 
Though  years  have  flown  since  we  were  parted, 

I  love  them  dearer  still  to-day. 
In  dreams  I  wander  to  the  loved  ones, 

Clasp  them  to  my  heart  again; 
Smiles  of  welcome  .shine  upon  me, 

.Vnd  they  charm  away  life's  weary  paia 

.'■■■//■■■■■;"■    -;■-'■      Chorus.  '^ 

Par  away  from  home  and  mother,   ; 

Sad  is  all  the  world  to  me; 
Once  again  at  home  with  mother, 
•       Oh,  how  my  heart  now  longs  to  be. 

Far  away  from  home  and  mother, 

Tho' Tve  wandered  many  years. 
Yet  still  within  my  heart  their  memory 

I  cherish 'mid  regretful  tears. 
I  think  of  ever}'  pain  and  sorrow,    \  ^ 

Mother,  dear,  I  gave  to  vou; 
How  I  sigh  to  share  your  kisses, 

And  to  hear  your  words  so  fond  and  true. — C fun" us. 

Far  away  from  home  and  mother, 

I  have  learnt  this  while  I  roam: 
There's  naught  on  earth  that  can  be  dearer. 

Than  mother  sweet  and  childhood's  home.    ■ 
My  heart  for  evermore  is  dreaming, 

"Thinking  of  the  happy  past; 
Longing  still  and  ever  sighing 

WiUi  the  loved  to  fondly  rest  at  last. — Chorus. 


OWEN   REILLY. 
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Oh,  my  name  is  Owen  Reilly, 

I've  got  a  son  that's  got  me  crazy; 
He  comes  home  every  night  wid  his  blackguard  songs, 

He  said  he  learned  them  up  at' some  free  and  aisy; 
He  wanted  his  mother  for  to  put  on  the  boxing  gloves  wid  liini. 

He  broke  his  little  brother's  leg  wid  a  poker; 
He  have  an  old  deck  of  cards,  and  he  wants  roe  to  phiy 

Pedro,  sancho,  seven-up  and  the  joker. 
He  says  he's  taking  sparring  lessons  from  Professor  John  Donovan, 

He  bate  the  oldest  boy  of  cross-eyed  McGarrity; 
He  goes  prancing  around  all  the  dances  of  the  citj', 

And  he  have  a  girl  who  do  be  dancing  at  the  vulgarities. 

Oh,  he  pawned  me  Sunday  pants  last  week  '  - 

To  go  and  lay  a  wager, 
And  he  brought  me  down  the  street  that  night. 

For  to  fight  a  big  black  nagur;  - 

There's  his  cousin  Mike,  a  nice  young  man,  .       , 

Wid  the  finest  kind  of  manners; 
Night  after  night  they  roamed  about. 

And  they  called  it  "carrying  the  banners; " 
But  the  two  of  them  got  into  a  scrape. 

They  stole  a  Dutchman's  pony; 
Poor  Mike  is  in  the  work-house  now. 

And  Bernard's  in  Arogononia. 

Oh,  he  tied  a  can  to  our  dog's  tail 

When  we'd  gone  to  church  last  Sunday;  ; 

He  got  stiff  staving  tight,  and  stayed  out  that  night. 

And  he  was  up  before  the  judge  in  the  morning; 
He  have  the  house  turned  inside  out, 

He's  gone  to  bad  entirely;  •  :.;; 

By  heavens!  I  fear  that  he'll  be  hung, 

God  help  you,  Bernard  Reilly! 
He  kicked  his  sister,  Honorah,  in  the  forehciwi  last  week. 

He  wanted  custard  pie  for  his  supper; 
And  he  came  home  wid  himself  stiiffed  with  Ixjiled  oyster  stews. 

And  threw  the  corned  beef  and  cabbage  in  the  gutter. 


Shivering  and  Shaking  Out  in  the  Cold. 
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Gazing  on  mansions  of  splendor,  ■    r .  > 

Filled  with  perfume  and  shining  with  gold, 
A  thought  often  strikes  me,  do  great  ones  remember 

Those  that  are  shivering  out  in  the  cold? 

'■:'  Chorus. 

Hungrj',  dejected,  feet  unprotected, 
Houseless,  homeless,  sad  to  behold; 
.  '        .    Eyes  red  with  crying,  care-worn  and  sighing. 
Shivering  and  shading  out  in  the  cold. 

No  one  to  soothe  the  sad  heart  of  sorrow. 

None  to  pity — plenty  to  scold; 
None  will  ask  if  lie  lives  to-morrow. 

Shivering  and  shaking  out  in  the  cold. — Cfiorus. 

What  has  he  done  to  be  so  neglected? 

Why  do  you  thrust  him  away  from  your  door? 
Perhaps  he  was  once  most  highly  respected. 

The  answer  is  simply — because  he  was  poor. — (Jliorus. 

What  is  that  dark-looking  object  before  us? 

A  funeral,  carried  from  the  work-house,  I'm  told; 
They're  taking  a  poor  wretch  home  to  his  friends, 

They  found  him  last  night  out  in  the  cold. — Chorus. 

Friends  of  the  churchyard,  none  there  will  scorn  him. 

E'en  from  the  best  down  to  the  worst; 
He'll  soon  he  forgotten,  no  one  will  mourn  him. 

Where  he  comingles  his  dust  with  the  dust. — Chorus. 

Sad  scenes  of  sorrow  each  coming  morrow. 

Bring  in  its  dull,  stealth}'  pace  day  by  day. 
Heaping  fresh  troubles  on  man  to  his  horror, 

'Till  death  seals  his  doom  and  he  passes  away. — Cltorus. 


My  Father  Sould  Charcoal 
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When  I  was  a  servant  in  sweet  Tipperary,  oh' 

I  was  as  smart  as  the  divil. 
And  just  as  contrairy,  oh! 

An  Irish  Gossoon; 
And  great  was  th'  applause  of  it; '  - 

My  father  sould  charcoal,  . 

And  that  was  the  cause  of  it.  *     . 

An  Irish  Gossoon, 
And  great  was  ^h'  applause  of  it; 

My  father  sould  charcoal, 
And  that  was  the  cau.se  of  it. 

Arrah!  my  mother,  poor  soul!  had  a  habid  of  drinking,  oh! 

She  fell  in  a  ditch. 
Which  set  her  to  thinking,  oh ! 

A  mammoth  phratee. 
And  great  was  the  .size  of  it; 

Me  mouth  held  a  dozen. 
Which  widened  the  breadth  of  it. 

Me  mouth  held  a  dozen. 
Which  widened  the  breadth  of  it; 

My  father  sould  charcoal, 
And  that  was  the  cause  of  it. 

At  a  break-down  or  reel,      . 

It's  highly  undulif 111. 
And  if  to  remember. 

You  need  not  so  stare  at  me;       .        " 
Sure  I  can  wear  my  brogans. 

Both  behind  and  in  front  of  me. 

And  how  does  yeas  do?  ■  '      ■' 

I  see  yeas  all  laugh  at  me; 
And  what  would  yeas  give 

For  a  nice  photograph  of  me? 
And  if  to  remember,  ■>     .  . 

You  need  not  so  stare  at  me;  V. ; 

Sure  I'll  give  every  mother's  son  of  yeas 

A  lock  of  the  hair  to  me. 


m'^f^w 
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KATY  DREW. 
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I  cazc  Upon  those  l)eaming  eyes, 

That  sparkled  once  with  heuv'iily  blue. 
Then  seem  to  mount  the  vaulted  skies, 

And  iind  a  spirit  form  in  view. 
Her  robes  eclipse  the  rosetite  light. 

The  sun  enfolds  about  his  car; 
I  ler  radiant  glances  awe  to  flight 

The  gleam  that  gilds  the  evening  star; 
And  so  sublime  the  vision  seems, 
I'm  lost  awhile  in  hcav'nly  dreams. 

CnoRus. 

Her  darling  image,  while  I  gaze. 
Brings  back  the  joys  of  other  days; 
Those  sparkling  ej-es  of  heav'nly  blu«. 
Those  beiuniug  eyes  of  Katy  Drew. 

Dear  mcm'ry  softly  near  me  steals. 

And  lifts  the  veil  of  golden  haze. 
While  fancy's  mimic  force  reveals 

The  treasured  scenes  of  boyhood's  days. 
Those  beaming  eves  there  lend  a  light. 

That  chastely  tlccks  a  charming  form; 
Her  tresses  dark  as  plumes  of  night. 

Her  cheeks  with  rival  roses  warm; 
Her  voice  the  blissful  soul  of  song. 
Herself  a  queen  to  sway  the  throng. — Chorus. 

Oiico  more  I  trace  tho.se  beaming  eyes, 

To  where  a  happy  spirit  band 
With  rapture  thrills  the  vaulted  skies 

Wi*Ji  notes  of  song  supremely  grand. 
Some  strains  I  hear  of  plaintive  lays, 

That  ri.se  and  fall,  and  some  that  swell. 
To  notes  sublime  of  joyous  praise; 

'Till  earth  and  skies  confess  the  spell; 
My  soul  rolls  back  the  tide  of  vears. 
That  soon  returns  with  blissful  tears.— C'/k^^riM. 


Polly  Perkins  of  Washington  Square. 
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When  I  asked  her  to  marry  mo. 

She  said:  "Oh!  whatstuflf!" 
And  told  me  to  drop  it; 

For  she'd  had  quite  enough 
Of  my  nonsense — at  the  same  time, 

I'd  been  very  kind. 
But  to  marry  a  butcher-boy, 

She  didn't  feel  inclined. — Clwru*. 

Ob !  the  man  that  has  me, 

Must  have  silver  and  gold — 
A  chariot  to  ride  in. 

And  be  hand.some  and  bold; 
His  hair  must  l>e  curly 

As  any  watch-spring, 
And  his  whiskers  as  big 

As  a  brush  for  clothing. — Uhorut. 

r 
The  words  that  she  uttered 

Went  straight  through  my  heart, 
I  sob-bed,  I  sigh-ed, 

And  straight  did  depart. 
With  a  tear  on  my  eyelid. 

As  big  as  u  pear. 
Biding  L^ood-bye  to  Polly  Perkins, 

And  Washington  Square. — Chorus 

In  six  months,  .she  married, 

This  hard-hearted  girl; 
It  w^iis  not  a  viscount. 

It  wsis  not  an  earl. 
It  was  not  a  baronet — 

But  worser  by  far, 
'Twas  a  bow-legged  conductor 

Of  a  Third  avenue  car. — Chorus 
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LIFE'S   LOT. 
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I'm  a  broi£cn-hearte(l  buu-her  boy, 

In  grief  I'm  arrayed. 
Through  keeping  the  company 

Of  a  young  servant-maid. 
Who  lived  on  lioard-wages. 

The  house  to  keep  clear. 
In  a  gentlenwm's  family. 

Near  Wa-shingtou  Square. 

Chorus. 

Oh!  she  was  as  beautiful  as  a  btittcrfly. 
There's  none  could  compare 

With  pretty  little  Polly  Perkins 
Of  Washington  Square. 

Her  eyes  were  as  black 

As  the  pips  Of  a  pear; 
No  rose  in  the  garden 

With  her  cheeks  could  compare; 
Her  hair  bune  in  ringerlcts 

So  beautiful  and  long; 
I  thought  that  she  loved  me. 

But  found  I  was  wrong.— CA<^ra«. 

Whan  I'd  call  in  the  morning. 

And  cry:  "  Meat!  "  below. 
At  the  sound  of  ray  voice. 

Her  face  she  would  show, 
With  a  smile  upon  her  countenance 

And  a  laugh  in  her  eye; 
If  I  thought  .she'd  have  loved  me, 

I'd  have  laid  down  to  die. — C horns. 


I  know  not  if  the  dark  or  bright 

Shall  be  my  lot, 
If  that  wherein  my  soul  delight 

Be  best  or  not; 
It  may  be  mine  to  drag  for  years 

Toil's  heavy  chain, 
Or  day  and  night,  bewet  with  tears, 

A  bed  of  pam. 

Chorus. 

But  this  I  know,  where'er  I  go. 

There  is  a  hand  divine. 
That  holds  me  still,  through  every  ill. 

Whatever  lot  be  mine. 

Dear  faces  may  surrotind  my  hearth 

With  smiles  and  glee. 
Or  I  may  dwell  alone  on  earth 

All  strange  to  me; 
The  dearest  friends  I  liave  below 

May  all  depart, 
The  purest  joys  may  fade  and  leave 

An  aching  heart. — Cftomn. 

My  bark  is  wafted  to  the  strand 

By  breath  divine. 
And  on  the  helm  there  rests  a  hand 

More  strong  than  mine; 
One  who  wa*  known  in  storms  to  sail, 

I  have  on  board. 
Amid  the  roaring  of  the  gale 

I  hear  my  Lord. — Chorus. 

He  holds  me — though  the  billows  smite, 

I  shall  not  fall; 
If  sharp  'tis  short,  if  long  'tis  light. 

He  tempers  all. 
Safe  to  the  land,  safe  to  the  land. 

The  flod  is  this, 
And  then  with  Him  go  hand  in  hand 

Unto  eternal  hliaa.—Cftarus. 
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The  Man  That  Couldn't  Get  Warm. 
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You  that  are  fond,  in  spite  of  price, 
Of  pa-stry,  cream  and  jellies  nice, 
Be  careful  how  you  take  an  ice 

Whenever  j'ou  are  warm. 
A  merchant  once  from  India  came. 
Shivery  Shakey  was  his  name; 
A  pastry-cook  did  him  entice 
To  take  a  cooling  luscious  ice; 
The  weather,  hot  enough  to  kill,    "   '. 
Kept  tempting  him  to  eat,  until     ,;;      - 
It  gave  his  corpus  such  a  chill,        ::.    •     V; 

He  never  again  got  warm. 

Chorus. 

Shivery  Shakey,  oh,  dear! 

Oh,  crimini  jimini!  isn't  it  cold? 
Shivery  Shakey,  oh,  dear! 

Oh,  the  man  that  couldn't  get  warm. 

Close  to  a  blazing  fire  he  got, 
And  took  to  drinking  brandy  hot; 
He  sent  for  doctors,  such  a  lot. 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  warm; 
They  recommended  chamois  leather, 
Flannel  shoes  and  India-rubber, 
Mustard  Chillies  and  cayenne, 
But  nothing  seemed  to  warm  the  man; 
And  when  the  doctors  took  their  fees. 
It  chilled  their  blood  near  twelve  degrees. 
It  even  made  their  fingers  freeze — 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  warm. — Chorut. 

The  room  was  hot  enough  to  bake. 
And  yet  this  man  with  cold  did  ache,   . 
It  made  the  servants  shiver  and  shake — 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  warm. 
The  nursery  maids,  the  scullion,  the  cook, 
Even  John,  the  coachman,  shook. 
And  all  kept  crying,  night  and  morning: 
We  really  must  ijive  master  warning; 
What's  worse,  his  wife  began  to  pout,     ' 
And  left  the  house  quite  chilled,  no  doubt. 
For  he  even  froze  the  gardener  out. 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  warm. — Chorut. 

Then  he  with  grief  filled  to  the  brim, 
Resolved  to  ^  abroad  by  steam. 
But  not  a  ship  would  move  with  him. 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  warm. 
He  went  to  the  engine  room,  I  am  told, 
And  gave  to  the  stoker  sudden  cold. 
Condensed  the  steam  and  stopped  the  wheels, 
And  gave  the  passengers  the  chills; 
The  ves.sel  ice-bound,  even  so. 
The  captain  shaking  from  top  to  toe. 
Declared  on  shore  again  must  go, 
,    The  man  that  couldn't  get  warm.— CVdt/ru*. 

Next  morning  this  poor  man  was  drowned. 
In  a  hot  bath  he  was  found. 
The  water  frozen  all  around 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  warm. 
The  jurj-  proved  it  in  a  thrice, 
He  died  from  indigested  ice; 
And  then  the  foreman,  Patrick  Price, 
The  verdict  gave,  with  this  advice: 
Och!  ate  ice  creams  whene'er  you  will. 
But  only  take  them  when  you're  ill; 
And  first  of  all,  take  off  the  chill. 

And  swallow  your  ices  warm. — Ghoru».  [ 
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Something  sweet  to  think  of  in  this  world  of  care,  / 

Tho'  dear  fricmlh  have  left  us,  they  bright  .spirits  are;  i 

Something  sweet  to  dream  of — hark !  the  angels  say ,  i 

Call  them  not  back  again,  they  are  with  you  every  day;  | 

With  you  in  the  twilight,  with  you  night  and  morn,  | 

With  you  in  the  sunlight,  with  you  in  the  storm; 
With  you  ever,  evermore — hear  the  angels  say. 
Call  them  not  back  again,  they  are  with  you  every  day. 

Cnonus. 
Something  sweet  to  think  of  in  this  world  of  care, 
Tho'  dear  friends  have  left  us,  they  bright  spirits  are; 
Something  sweet  to  dream  of — hark!  the  angels  say. 
Call  them  not  back  again,  they  are  with  you  every  day. 

Something  sweet  to  think  of,  a  dear  mother's  love, 

'Twiis  a  priceless  jewel  'round  my  heart  she  wove; 

How  I  long  to  see  her — but  the  angels  say. 

Call  her  not  back  again,  she  is  with  you  every  day. 

Ble.ssed,  sainted  mother,  I  can  see  her  now. 

As  in  days  of  childhood,  when  she  kissed  my  brow; 

'Tis  my  sweetest,  dearest  joy,  when  the  angels  say. 

Call  her  not  back  again,  she  is  with  you  every  day. — Chorut. 

Something  sweet  to  think  of,  loved  ones  gone  before, 

Bright  and  joyous  spirits  with  us  evermore: 

They  are  singing  sweetly  with  the  angels' lay, 

Calfus  not  bjvck  again,  we  are  with  v(ju  every  day; 

Wander  not  in  darkness,  for  we  send  you  light. 

That  will  make  you  happy  through  both  da}-  and  night; 

'Tis  our  blessing  on  you  all,  and  with  the  angels  say. 

Call  us  not  back  again,  we  are  with  j'ou  every  day. — Cluyrut. 


— The  latest  slander  jm  the  dude  'v&/&\x\\.  one  bumped  his  head 
against  a  cobweb  stretched  across  tji^idewalk  and  had  to  be  car- 
ried home  with  a  cracked  skuiL-''''^ 


S.   O.   T. 
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Old  Adam  was  a  hero. 

His  like  you'll  never  find, 
Although  he  wjis  the  first  man. 

He  was  the  last  one  of  his  kind ; 
For  every  sip  that  wet  his  lips 

Was  pure  cold  water,  sparkling  free. 
An  hone-st  man  with  an  honest  grip. 

Son  of  Temperance,  S.  O.  T. 

Chorus. 

Then  come  and  join  the  noble  band. 

Humanity,  salvation, 
Push  along,  sing  the  song. 
Set  the  whole  world  free; 
.     •       Help  every  man,  who  walks  the  land, 
:       V         To  a  proud  and  lofty  station; 
Join  hands  all  ye  Sons 
'■'■'.  ^    .        .         Of  Temi^erance,  S.  O.  T. 

.Don't  talk  about  your  whiskey. 

To  aggravate  a  man 
Who's  signed  the  temperance  pledge,  boys, 
And  resolute  I'll  stand; 
.    - !     The  bowl  defy  until  I  die, 
-   ;'  To  drink  I'll  never  l)end  the  knee: 

No  blush  or  shame  to  mar  the  name, 
Sons  of  Temperance,  S.  O.  T. — Civorut. 

The  little  birds  that  warble. 
So  cheerful  they  sing, 
,      Just  after  sipping  Adam's  ale. 
From  nature's  lovely  spring, 
,    While  flowing  from  a  mountain  side. 
An  example  for  the  world  to  see; 
'  ,  Take  my  advice  and  join  the  band, 

1  :'       •  :•       Sons  of  Temperance,  S.  O.  T. — Chorut. 


• — Eli  Perkins  says:  "  The  near-sighted  hen  who  ate  sawaust 
supposing  it  to  be  cornmeal,  then  went  and  laid  a  nestful  of 
bureau-knobs,  sat  on  'em  three  weeks  and  hatched  out  a  complete 
set  of  parlor  furniture,  was  a  pretty  fair  hen." 
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DREAM  NO  MORE. 

Tbe  Words  and  Mu8ic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addreM.  post-jMid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  11.  J.  Wchman,  P.  O.  Box  18i3,  New  Yorlc  City. 

Send  for  oomplctc  Catalogue  of  English  and  Uermau  Houga — Free. 

Early  dreams,  whv  drag  me  back, 

O'er'life's  blighted  desert  track? 

Why  call  up  the  spectral  pa.st. 

With  its  holies  too  bright  to  last? 

Where  my  heart,  the  magic  art. 

Where  the  balm,  thy  throbs  to  calm? 

Oh,  syren  hope,  thy  spell  is  o'er, 

Dream  no  more,  oh,  dream  no  more! 

Dream,  heart,  no  more,  dream,  heart,  no  morel 

tiOve,  thoti  charmest  now  in  vain, 
Broken  is  thy  magic  chain. 
All  thy  siinlfght  dimmed  and  cold 
In  thi.s  midnight  of  my  soul. 
Fame,  thou  canst  recall  no  more 
Dizzv  dreams  and  hopes  of  yore; 
Deadened  soul  and  wearied  frame, 
Yield  no  fuel,  no  fuel  for  tliy  dame; 
Yield  no  fuel,  no  fuel  for  thy  flame. 

A.S  the  oak,  crushed  by  the  storm, 

Bares  its  bleared  and  blasted  form, 

Reft  of  verdant  leaf  and  bough, 

Stich  this  bleeding  lireast  is  now. 

Where  my  heart,  the  magic  art, 

Where  the  balm,  thy  throbs  to  calm? 

Oh.  syren  hope,  thy  spell  is  o'er, 

Droatii  no  more,  oli,  dream  no  more! 

Dream,  heart,  no  more,  dream,  heart,  no  more! 


WINKING-  AT  ME. 


TRUST  TO  LUCK>  r 
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Tnist  to  luck,  trust  to  luck,  stare  fate  in  the  face, 
Sure  the  heart  must  be  aisv  when  it's  in  the  right  place; 
Let  the  world  wag  away,  let  your  friends  turn  to  foes. 
Let  your  pockets  run  dry,  and  thread-bare  your  clothesf 
Should  woman  deceive  when  you  trust  to  her  heart. 
Never  sigh,  'twon't  relieve  it,  but  add  to  the  smart. 

Chorus. 

Trust  to  luck,  trust  to  luck,  stare  fate  in  the  face. 
Sure  the  heart  must  be  aisy  when  its  in  tbe  right  place; 
Trust  to  luck,  tnist  to  luck,  stare  fate  in  the  face, 
Sure  the  heart  must  be  aisy  when  it's  in  the  right  place. 

Be  a  man,  be  a  man,  wheresoever  you  go,  I 

Through  the  sunshine  of  wealth,  or  the  tear-drop  of  woe; 
Should  the  wealthy  look  grand,  and  the  proud  pass  you  by, 
With  the  back  of  tlieir  hand  and  scorn  in  their  eye;  |, 

Snap  your  fingers  au<l  smile  as  they  pass  on  their  wav. 
And  remember  the  while  every  dog  has  his  day. — Cliorm. 

In  love  or  in  war,  sure  it's  Irish  delight, 

He's  good  humored  with  both,  the  sweet  girl  and  a  fight; 

He  coaxes,  he  bothers,  he  blarneys  the  dear, 

To  resist  him  she  can't,  and  she's  oflf  when  he's  near; 

And  when  valor  calls  him  from  his  darling,  he'd  fly 

And  for  liberty  fight,  for  ould  Ireland  he'd  die. — Ohuvut. 


<  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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<!  Kind  friends,  your  attention  I'll  ask  fur  awhile, 
/  And  111  try  to  amuse  you  in  my  simple  style; 
)  To  sing  to  you  nightly  it's  a  pleasure,  I  see. 
For  the  gents  in  the  house  all  keep  winking  at  me. 

Cnoucs, 

Winking  at  me,  winking  at  me, 

Now,  how  can  I  sing  while  you're  winking  at  me? 

There's  a  gentleman  sitting  down  there  at  the  right, 

He  came  here  to-<lay  in  a  terrible  plight; 

He's  lately  been  jilted  by  a  fair  one  you  sec. 

And  now  he  comes  here  and  keeps  winking  at  me. — Chcrnu. 

Mr. ,  our  leader,  a.s  every  one  knows,  , 

Has  lately  contrived  to  let  his  moustache  grow; 

He's  got  a  nice  wife  and  big  children  three. 

Now,  how  can  he  play  while  he's  winking  at  me? — C horns. 

There's  a  gentleman  there  now,  who  should  be  at  home 
Rocking  the  cradle  of  babes  he  does  own. 

Spoken — Y'es,  that  gentleman  there  who  wears  the  blue  cravat 
and  has  a  rose  In  his  buttonhole. 
No  wonder  you  blush,  sir,  married  man  as  you  be. 
To  sit  there  all  night  and  keep  winking  at  me. — Chorui. 

There's  a  gent  sitting  there,  dressed  with  elegant  taste. 

By  the  side  of  a  ladv.  his  arm  'round  her  waist. 

An  artful  deceiver  I  fear  he  must  be. 

For  while  he  makes  love  to  her,  he  keeps  winking  at  me. — Chorut. 

And  now  to  conclude  with  my  .silly  rhymes, 

I  hope  I've  not  offended  or  wasted  my  time, 

'Twas  meant  in  a  jest,  for  30U  plainly  can  see, 

There's  a  boy  in  the  gallery  keeps  winking  at  me. — Chorut. 


I  *  m 


— "  My  dear,"  said  an  Oil  City  wife  to  her  husband,  "  did  you 
J  see  this,  that  a  crape  fringe  with  rows  of  swinging  acorns  in  gradu- 
)  ated  sizes  Is  an  elegant  novelty  in  mourning.  Wouldn't  I  look  nice 
J  in  them?  "  "  Well,  by  tTiunder!  "  j-elletl  the  husband,  as  he  went 
^  out  slaruming  the  d(X)r.  And  his  fitshionable  wife  doesn't  know 
J  what  made  him  so  mad. — Oil  City  Denirk. 


MOUNTAINEERS   FAREWELL. 
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I  have  come  from  the  mountains  of  the  old  granite  State, 
Where  the  hills  are  so  lofty,  magnificent  and  great; 
I  have  left  kindred  spirits  in  the  laud  of  the  ble.st, 
When  I  bade  them  adieu  for  the  far  distant  West; 
Oh,  thy  mountains!  oh,  thy  valleysl 
In  my  own  native  State. 

Chorus. 

I  have  come  from  the  mountains  of  the  old  granite  State, 
Where  the  hills  are  so  lofty,  magnificent  ana  great. 

Oh,  thy  hills  and  thy  valleys  are  sacred  all  to  me. 
No  matter  in  what  lands  or  others  I  may  see; 
I  have  viewed  scenes  as  sunny,  as  fair  and  as  smooth, 
And  I'll  think  of  the  cottage  that  stands  in  the  grove; 
Oh,  that  homestead!  oh,  my  childhoo<l! 
In  my  own  native  State. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  thy  hills  and  thy  vallevs  arc  .sacred  all  to  me. 
No  matter  in  what  lands  o\  others  I  may  sec. 

When  I  think  of  the  fair  one  who  once  was  my  pride. 
As  she  roved  among  the  mountains  so  closely  by  ray  side, 
I  will  sigh  for  the  days  that  never  will  come  l)ack,  ' 
For  she  sleeps  on  the  shores  of  the  bold  Merrimack : 
Oh,  that  loved  one!  oh,  that  graveyard! 
In  my  own  native  State. 

Chorus. 

Then  I'll  think  of  that  fair  one  who  once  was  mj-  pride. 
As  she  roved  among  the  moimtains  so  closely  by  my  side. 

A  mother  dear  I  have  lost — she  has  gone  to  the  grave. 
She  wiis  the  dearest  blessing  that  God  ever  gave; 
I  will  go  to  the  spot  where  buried  is  the  loved, 
For  I  seem  to  hear  her  singing  with  the  angels  above; 
Oh,  my  mother!  I  bless  her  ai^es! 
In  my  own  native  State.  - 

Chorus. 
A  mother  dear  I  have  lost — she  has  gone  to  the  grave. 
She  left  her  orphan  weeping  to  go  to  God  who  gave. 


— Smith  discovered  after  nlarriage,  that  his  wife  wrote  ixjctry; 
but  he  couldn't  do  anythin|f^bout  it  tlien.  He  had  taken  her  for 
better  or  for  verse. — iMnmiUt  Courier-Journal. 
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;  I  THE   WHISTLER 

"  You  have  heard,"  said  a  youth  to  his  sweetheart,  who  stood 
While  he  sat  on  a  corn-sheaf,  at  daylight's  decline, — 

"  You  have  heard  of  the  Danish  boy's  whistle  of  wood: 
I  wish  that  the  Danish  boy's  whistle  were  mine." 

"  And  what  would  j-ou  do  with  it?    Tell  me,"  she  said,      ■ 
AVhile  an  arch  smile  played  over  her  beautiful  face. 

"  I  would  blow  it,"  he  answered,  "  and  then  my  fair  maid 
Would  fly  to  my  side  and  would  there  take  her  place."    

"  Is  that  all  you  wish  for?    Why,  that  may  be  yours  ' 

Without  any  magic! "  the  fair  maiden  cried: 

"  A  favor  .so  slight  one's  good  nature  secures;  "  ^  ;  -  - 
And  she  playfully  seated  herself  by  his  side. 

"  I  would  blow  it  again,"  said  the  youth;  "  and  the  charm 
Would  work  so  that  not  even  modesty's  check 

Would  be  able  to  keep  from  my  neck  your  white  arm." 
She  smiled  and  she  laid  her  'white  arm  round  his  neck. 

"  Yet  once  more  would  I  blow;  and  the  music  divine 
Would  bring  mc  a  third  time  an  exquisite  bliss, — 

You  would  lay  your  fair  cheek  to  this  brown  one  of  mine; 
And  your  lips  stealing  past  it  would  give  me  a  kiss." 

The  maiden  laughed  out  in  her  innocent  glee, — 

"  What  a  fool  of  yourself  with  the  whistle  you'd  make!   . 

For  only  consider  how  silly  'twould  be 
To  sit  there  and  whistle  for  what  you  might  take." 

EXCELSIOR. 

By  H.  W.  Longfellow. 

The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast,        • 
As  through  an  Alpine  village  passed 
A  vouth,  who  bore,  'mid  snow  and  ice, 
A  banner  with  the  strange  device, 

Excelsior'  ' 

His  brow  was  sad;  his  eve,  beneath 
Flashed  like  a  falchion  from  its  sheath; 
And  like  a  silver  clarion  rung 
The  accents  of  that  unknown  tongue, 
Excelsior! 

In  happy  homes  he  saw  the  light 
'  Of  household  fires  gleam  warm  and  bright: 

Above,  the  spectral  glaciers  shone; 
And  from  his  lips  escaped  a  groan. 
Excelsior! 

"Try  not  the  pass!  "  the  old  man  said; 
"  Dark  lowers  the  ^^apest  overhead,  ■       > 

The  roaring  torrenfKJeep  and  wide!  "— 
And  loud  that  claric^ voice  replied,  .' 

Excelsior! 

"  Oh!  stay,"  the  maiden  said,  "  and  rest 
The  weary  head  upon  this  breast! " 
A  tear  stood  in  his  bright  blue  eye;  > 

But  still  he  answered,  with  a  sigh. 
Excelsior! 

"  Beware  the  pine-tree's  withered  branch! 
Beware  the  awful  avalanche!  " 
This  was  the  peasant's  last  good-night; — 
A  voice  replied,  far  up  the  height, 
Excelsior! 

At  break  of  day,  as  heavenward 
The  pious  monks  of  St.  Bernard  '..    - 

Uttered  the  oft-repeated  prayer, 
A  voice  cried,  through  the  startled  air. 
Excelsior! 

A  traveler, — by  the  faithful  hound. 
Half  buried  in  the  snow,  wjis  found, 
Still  grasping  in  his  hand  of  ice,  ■        „ 

"That  banner  with  the  strange  device, 
Excelsior! 

There,  in  the  twilig:ht,  cold  and  gray, 
Lifeless,  but  beautiful,  he  lay; 
y    ■        And  from  the  sky,  serene  and  far,  1       . .     . V 

A  voice  fell,  like  a  falling  star, —    '  \ 

Excelsior! 


BILL  MASON'S  RIDE. 

By  F.  Bret  Hartc.      .       ■^ 

Half  an  hour  till  train  time,  sir. 
An'  a  fearful  dark  time,  too; 

Take  a  look  at  the  switch-lights,  Tom, 
Fetch  in  a  stick  when  you're  through. 

'*  On  time?  "  well,  yes,  I  guess  so- 
Left  the  last  station  all  right — 

She'll  come  round  the  curve  a  flyin'; 
Bill  Mason  comes  up  to-night. 

You  know  Bill?    No!    He's  engineer, 

Been  on  the  road  all  his  life — 
I'll  never  forget  the  mornin' 

He  married  his  chuck  of  a  wife, 
'Twas  the  Summer  the  mill  hands  struck — 

Just  off  work,  every  one; 
They  kicketl  up  a  row  in  the  village 

And  killed  old  Donevan's  son. 

But  hadn't  been  married  mor'n  an  hour, 

Up  comes  a  message  from  Kress, 
Orderin'  Bill  to  go  up  there. 

And  bring  down  the  night  express. 
He  left  his  gal  in  a  hurrj'. 

And  went  up  on  number  one. 
Thinking  of  nothing  but  Mary, 

And  the  train  he  had  to  run.  ,.  , 

And  Mary  sat  down  by  the  window 

To  wait  for  the  night  express; 
And,  sir,  if  she  hadn't  a'  done  so. 

She'd  been  a  widow,  I  guess:  ; 

For  it  must  a'  been  nigh  midnight 

When  the  mill-hands  left  the  Rid^e — 
They  come  down — the  drunken  devils! 

Tore  up  a  rail  from  the  bridge. 
But  Mary  heard'em  a  workin' 

And  guessed  there  was  somethin'  wrong — 
And  in  less  than  fifteen  minutes. 

Bill's  train  it  would  be  along! 

She  couldn't  come  here  to  tell  tu. 

A  mile — it  wouldn't  a'  done — 
So  she  jest  grabbed  up  a  lantern, 

And  made  for  the  bridge  alone. 
Then  down  came  the  night  express,  sir. 

And  Bill  was  makin'  her  climb! 
But  Mary  held  the  lantern, 

A-swingin'  it  all  the  time. 

■     ■  ■  • 

Well!  by  Jove!  Bill  saw  the  signal, 

And  he  stop|>ed  the  night  express. 
And  he  found  his  Mary  cryin' ; 

On  the  track,  in  her  weddin'  dress; 
Cryin'  an'  laughin'  for  joy,  .sir, 

An'  holdin'  on  to  the  light — 
Hello!  here's  the  train — good-bye,  sir, 

Bill  Mason's  on  time  to-night. 


MY   LOVE   BEYOND    THE   SEA. 
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I  met  my  love  in  a  dream  last  night, 

My  love  beyond  the  ."ea; 
His  brow  was  bright  with  a  laurel  wreath. 

And  l)onny  and  brave  looked  he. 
We  met  where  the  lime-trees  shade  the  dell,  .  , 

And  the  waters  mtirmur  low;  '    .  ' 

'Twas  the  trysting  sjwt  we  knew  so  well  •■ 

.  In  the  Summers  long  ago.  • '  ■ 

■   The  morning  came,  my  bright  dream  fled  ;   ' 

Like  a  star  at  break  of  day; 
"    :      But  the  hojje  within  my  loving  heart 
-  -^       Will  never  pass  away.  _  . 

-:.-.■■  ;'  We  shall  meet  again  beside  the  siK)t       "  .  .  .         " 
i   ;>.,  .  We  used  to  know  so  well, 

■I    ■■  Where  the  Summer  waters  murmur  low. 
And  the  lime-trees  shade  the  dell. 
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Oh,  Love,  Will  You  Be  Mine? 

Copyright,  1886,  by  F.  Harding. 
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I  once  heard  the  gallant  knight  errants  of  old 

Would  serenade  their  ladye  loves  in  the  cold. 

So  I  thought  I'll  woo  mine  by  the  light  of  the  star, 

And  I'll  speculate  ten  cents  and  buy  a  guitar; 

But  the  man  at  the  junk  shop  had  got  none  to  sell, 

So  I  purchiised  a  banjo  which  did  just  jis  well 

And  I  tirst  skipped  the  dog,  then  sat  on  her  back  wall, 

"Where  I  tuned  up  my  banjo  and  started  to  squall. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  love,  will  you  be  mine? 
Oh,  love,  do  not  decline; 
I  I'll  be  as  true  as  the  stars  up  above,    ,     . 

If  you'll  be  my  true-hearted,  dear  little  love. 

The  hour  it  was  late,  and  the  ni^ht  it  was  damp. 

But  my  mind  was  made  up  and  1  started  to  vamp; 

I  sang  her  a  very  affectionate  sonij, 

Although  every  harmony  I  played  was  wrong; 

That  my  poor  heart  wjis  bursting  with  love  every  day, 

I  explained  in  a  most  satisfactory  way; 

When,  confound  ray  misfortune,  it  commenced  to  rain. 

But  I  turned  my  coat  collar  and  started  again. — Vhm'n*. 

It  rained  for  three  hours,  I  got  dripping  wet  through, 

But  I  stayed  there  to  prove  my  affection  was  true; 

And  I  made  that  old  banjo  go  pinkety  ping, 

I  was  .>;()  energetic  I  bursted  a  string; 

But  a  neighbor,  whose  temper  rose  awfully  quick. 

Took  a  good,  steady  aim  with  a  large,  heavy  brick; 


I  was  knocked  off 


off  my  seat  and  I  quickly  came  'round 
of  spite  as  I  sat  on  the  ground. — t'hoi' 


Still  I  .sang  out 

I  was  wet,  I  was  hurt  and  my  clothes  a  wreck. 
And  the  fall  from  the  wall  had  half  broke  my  neck; 
I  walked  home  si.\  miles  while  the  rain  it  still  poured. 
And  not  a  glimpse  of  my  love  had  been  my  reward; 
Ne.xt  day  1  tl  a  letter  from  Ida  to  say, 
She'd  been  in  the  country  a  fortnight  today; 
So  she'd  heard  not  a  note  of  my  exquisite  strain. 
But  I'm  bio  wed  if  I  go  serenading  again. — (Jhorui. 
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DOWN   IN   MOBILE. 
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Now  if  you  want  to  have  some  fun. 

Come  down  in  the  valley  at  the  jubilee; 
See  my  gal  and  I  made  one, 

Down  at  the  jubilee. 
We're  going  to  get  married,  ye.s,  to-night, 

Down  in  the  valley  at  the  jubilee; 
If  vou  don't  come  there'll  be  a  light, 

Down  at  the  jubilee. 

Cnouvs. 
Then,  oh,  what  fun, 

With  niggers  dancing,  .singing,  prancing; 
Then,  oh,  what  fun, 

Down  at  the  jubilee. 
Down  in  Mobile,  down  in  Mobile, 

How  I  love  that  pretty  yellow  girl, 
Down  in  Mobile; 

Down  in  Mobile,  down  in  Mobile, 
How  I  love  that  pretty  yellow  girl, 

Down  in  Mobile. 
Then  she  sighed,  oh,  ye.><, 
,  She  sighed,  oh,  no; 

Sigh  for  that  pretty  yellow  girl, 

Down  in  Mobile. 

Listen,  Sue  and  old  Aunt  Sal, 

Down  in  the  valley  at  the  jubilee; 
Gwine  to  dance  the  ftmny  old  gal, 

Down  at  the  jubilee. 
Way  down  South  where  I  wiw  born, 

Down  in  the  valley  at  the  jubilee; 
'Mongst  the  cane  and  stigar-corn, 

Down  at  the  jubilee.  —  (Jhorua. 


Hamtown  Base  Ball  Club. 
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I  know  I'll  never  forget  the  day 

I  learned  to  play  base  ball; 
Of  all  the  games  I  ever  played, 

That  game  just  knocked  them  all. 
They  sjud  they'd  give  me  a  bang-up  time, 

And  tiike  me  as  a  "  sub;" 
I  was  a  high-toned  nigger  with  girls  when  I  joined 

The  Hamtown  Base  Ball  Club. 
I  had  to  run  and  jump,  "   .  \  • 

Got  many  a  bump  and  thump; 

They  made  me  hop 

When  I  played  short  stop. 
On  my  ear  was  a  great  big  lump. 

On  my  shins  I  had  to  rub 

St.  Jacob's  oil  by  the  tub; 
It  made  me  sick,  '  * 

But  I  didn't  want  to  kick  V 

In  the  Hamtown  B:tse  Ball  Club. 

I  was  hit  in  a  tender  spot  so  hard, 

For  a  month  I  could  not  sit; 
My  lips  looked  like  a  busted  toraattiin 

Or  a  pound  of  liver  split. 
I  got  a  big  stinger  from  the  man  at  the  bat, 

It  busted  my  left  lung. 
Stove  in  three  ribs  and  took  my  breath, 

And  I  swallowed  half  my  tongue. 
My  nose  was  split  and  peeled 
"VVhile  out  on  centre  field, 

I  tried  to  catch  a  fly. 

But  got  it  in  the  eye, 
'Twas  a  month  before  it  healed. 

They  called  me  a  good  scrub,  .     ' 

Said  I  wasn't  worth  my  grub; 
When  my  fingers  got  broke, 
'Twas  a  d d  good  joke. 

In  the  Hamtown  Base  Ball  Club. 

I  was  all  bunged  up,  I  was  weak  and  sore. 

My  bones  ached  through  and  through; 
I  was  marked  all  over  like  a  huckleberry  puddin*. 

My  body  was  black  and  blue. 
I  wished  I  was  up  in  a  big  balloon 

Ten  thousand  miles  away. 
Or  up  in  the  work-house  doing  si.\  mouths. 

Before  I  began  to  play. 
They  soon  brought  me  to  a  check 
With  a  red  hot  liner  on  the  neck; 

Like  a  shot  from  the  gun, 

I  thought  it  weighed  Oj^, 
I  was  all  broke  up  and  a  i^ck. 

They  said  I  was  a  finide  old  sub. 

With  my  head  swelled  as  big  as  a  tub 
I  was  knocked  out  flat 
With  a  ba.se  ball  bat. 

Id  the  Hamtown  Base  Ball  Club. 


% 


BAD    WHISKY. 

The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast. 
When  on  to  Africa  there  passed 
A  bum — who  bore  a  cake  of  ice. 
On  which  was  chalked  this  strange  df'vicc — 
Bad  whisky. 

Oh,  say,  a  maiden  said,  don't  go! 
'Tis  Summer,  and  a  foot  of  snow 
Has  fallen — tJie  bum  his  duster  bult(>ne<l  tight 
And  said,  I'll  hock  my  false  teeth  to-night 
For  bourbon  sours. 

The  bum  passed  on — we  saw  no  more 
The  sealskin  pants  this  bummer  wore; 
He  drank  four  barrels  of  kcrosenr-  that  day. 
The  kerosene  went  off,  he  was  blown  away 
By  fusel  oil. 

The  coroner  an  inquest  leld 
On  what  this  bummer's  life  dispelled; 
They  buried  him  in  a  bale  of  hay. 
And  all  the  lury  had  to  say,  'twas — 
Bad  whisky. 


\' 
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THE   CUNARD   DOCK        - 

Sung  by  Miss  St.  George  HuBsey.     •  ".    •  ■   ' 
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Behold  in  me  a  poor  ould  Irishman.  ' 

Be  happy  more  I  never  cau. 

Through  loving  one  Nancy  Ann  McGee,      .' 

And  now  my  folly  I  can  plainly  see. 

She  fancied  a  boy  from  Mullingar, 

On  the  canal  he  wa.s  a  bould  Jack  tar; 

He  smelt  of  nasty  pitch  and  wax, 

And  he  always  was  hitching  up  his  slacks. 

Spoken — I  imagined  she  was  mashed  and  smashed,  and  crashed 
on  nie.  Just  Jis  I  was  laving  Dublin  to  swim  to  America  with  her 
on  my  back,  I  found — 

Chorcb. 

She  sailed  away  from  Cunard  dock, 
And  the  ship  went  wallop  on  a  great  big  rock. 
And  ever  since  that  dreadful  shock 
She's  never  been  back  to  Patsy. 

She  always  swore  she'd  be  true  to  me, 

And  she  called  me  her  darling  Pat.sy;  - 

But  she  gave  me  the  shake  and  stole  my  ca.sh, .      . 

And  then  skipped  off  with  her  other  mush. 

I  ate  raw  onions  to  make  me  cry, 

Aud  drank  whisky,  for  I  was  dry;  .   ' . 

One  day  at  the  paper  I  did  glance, 

Aud  I  read  she  was  wrecked  near  Hoboken,  France. 

Spoken — I  felt  sorry  for  Nancy  Jane.  But,  says  I  to  myself, 
she's  ill  the  say  making  a  free  lunch  for  the  lishes,  so  I'll  lish  for 
somebody  else.  I  wasn't  long  in  getting  a  sul)Stitiit<'.  Hut  I  al- 
ways sigh  when  I  think  of  the  day — Chorus. 

Nancy  Jane,  for  whom  I  did  weep  and  wail. 
Soon  was  swallowed  V)y  a  great  big  whale; 
She  lived  six  months  inside  his  chest, 
And  then  the  monster  felt  oppressed. 
He  had  taken  too  much  Irish  stew, 
So  he  opened  his  mouth  and  out  she  was  threw; 
From  land  she  was  a  thousand  miles  or  more. 
But  she  didn't  give  up  'till  she  swam  to  shore. 

Spoken — I  met  her  about  a  month  after  she'd  left  her  private 
residence  inside  the  whale.  She  says:  "Patsy,  my  boy,  I  take  it 
all  back.    You  and  I  are  two  ever  smce  the  day  " — C/iorun. 
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Some  people  oft  will  wonder  why  Paddy's  always  poor. 

Yet  happy  and  contented  in  his  mind; 
He'll  sing  for  you  'till  morning,  he'll  serve  you  a."  a  friend,      ' 

No  truer  friend  in  all  this  world  you'll  find.  ' 

His  door  is  always  open,  his  table  always  free. 

When  trouble  comes  he  meets  it  with  a  smile; 
You'll  find  him  brave  in  battle,  the  first  to  face  the  foe, 

He'll  ne'er  desert  a  comrade,  nor  disown  his  native  isle. 

Chorub. 

The  Englishman  is  cautious. 

The  Scotchman  careful,  too, 
The  Yankee  he  is  honest. 

Still  knows  just  what  to  do; 
Poor  Paddy  he  is  reckless. 

His  money  days  are  few, 
For  if  he  has  a  dollar. 

He  will  share  it  all  with  you. 

I'll  tell  you  why  he's  happy,  and  wh^v  his  wants  are  few, 

He  never  grieves  for  what  is  not  his  own; 
His  motives  are  not  selfish,  he'd  rather  give  than  t«ke. 

On  open  heart  you'll  find  in  Paddy's  home. 
Qo  where  the  turf  is  blazing,  where  lads  and  lassies  dream. 

Where  thrush  and  blackbird  warble  night  and  day; 
'Tis  there  you'll  find  poor  Paddy,  on  Ireland's  mos.sy  green, 

The  greenest  green  that  ever  grew,  where  ev'ry  month  is  May. 

The  Englishman  is  cautious,  &c. 
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REMEMBER  THAT  THE  POOR 
2  ■  TRAMP  HAS  TO  LIVE. 
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How  many  men  there  are  that  ride  in  fortune's  car,  '      ' 

And  bolt  and  bar  the  door  against  the  poor. 
Because  they  have  lots  of  gold,  their  hearts  turn  icy  cold. 

They  ought  to  be  condenuied  for  it,  I'm  sure. 
Now  speaking  of  the  race  that  tramp  from  place  to  place. 

There  are  some  of  them  who  are  men  from  top  to  toe, 
So  if  they  are  in  need,  of  this  circumstance  take  heed. 

And  remember  that  the  poor  tramp  has  to  live. 

Chorus. 
So  if  you  meet  a  tramp  that  bears  misfortune's  stamp, 

If  he  is  worthy  of  your  aid  why  freely  give; 
Give  him  a  hearty  grip,  wish  him  luck  upon  his  trip. 

And  remember  that  the  poor  tramp  has  to  live. 

I  lately  saw  a  tramp  whom  people  called  a  scamp, 

And  upon  him  set  their  dogs  lest  he  might  steal; 
And  as  he  turned  away,  I  saw  him  kneel  and  pray. 

And  I  know  that  God  above  heard  his  appeal. 
For  little  do  we  know,  as  he  tramps  through  rain  and  snow, 

That  once  he  was  as  happy  as  a  king, 
'Till  fortune's  cruel  dart  had  pierced  his  manly  heart,  • 

And  took  away  his  home  aud  everything. — Chovxnt. 

I  once  heard  a  tramp  relate  the  sad  story  of  his  fate. 

And  how  he  was  an  outcast  shunned  by  all; 
lie  lived  a  happy  life,  had  a  loving  child  and  wife. 

But,  alas!  like  Eve,  this  woman  had  to  fall. 
For  she  proved  weak  and  frail;  there's  no  nee<l  to  tell  the  tale. 

How  she  turned  his  manly  heart  to  sad  despair; 
He  never  since  has  smiled  on  tliat  liaudsome  wife  or  child, 
.  But  sadly  now  he  tramps  from  place  to  place. — Cftortm. 
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"Twas  after  the  play  the  other  night. 

When  on  my  homeward  way, 
I  chanced  to  meet  with  some  of  the  l)oj-8. 

And  with  them  long  did  stay; 
I  stayed  so  long,  it  was  half -past  two  . 

Just  as  I  reached  my  door, 
My  wife  came  down  in  a  big  nightgown. 

And  said  it  was  half-past  four. 

Spoken— And  all  I  could  say  was,  that — 

Chorus. 
I  met  an  old  friend  from  Chicago,  (7/ji;) 
"  From  Chicago,  (//I'r)  from  Chicago,  (Am;) 

And  if  I  did  a  little  too  far  go,  {/li^ 
It  was  all  thro'  my  friend  from  Chicago. 

She  took  me  gently  by  the  ear, 

Her  voice  was  loud  and  stern, 
"  Ain't  this  a  pretty  time,"  says  she, 

"  For  a  married  man's  return?  " 
I  told  her  it  was  an  accident,  "^ 

That  I  really  couldn't  avoid; 
You  know  how  it  is  yourself,  my  love, 

When  one  gets  overjoyed. — Choru«. 

I  wakened  all  the  babies  up        :  j 

•  And  danced  them  on  my  knee;  ,  [', 

I  felt  so  funny,  I  couldn't  keep  still, 

I  was  in  for  a  jamboree; 
My  wife  on  scolding  would  insist, 

1  let  her  have  her  way; 
I  never  contradicted  her. 

Except  sometimes  to  say: — CTvorut.  '*■ 


— Curiotis  gentleman:  "W^hy  did  you  name  that  horse  Napo- 
leon? "  Negro:  "  Why,  massa,  you  see  it's  a  caze  the  bony  part 
is  SO  strong  in  him." 
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DUCK-FOOT   SUE. 

Just  keep  your  seats  awhile 

And  I  will  tell  to  you. 
Of  the  love  I  used  to  feel  for 

A  gal  named  Duck-foot  Sue; 
She  was  gentle  and  divine, 

Long-waisted  in  the  feet; 
Her  heel  stuck  out  behind, 

Like  an  eighteen  karat  iMjet, 

Chouus. 
So  now  I'll  tell  to  you  of  the 

Gal  I  loved  so  true; 
She  was  second-hand  mate  in  a 

Chinese  laundry  out  in  Kalamazoo. 
Her  beauty  was  all  that  she  had, 

She  was  built  like  a  North  River  shad; 
She'd  an  India-rubber  lip,  like  the  rudder  of  a  ship. 

With  a  razor  she  was  bad. 

She  wasn't  very  fat. 

Or  either  very  thin; 
She  looked,  when  she  was  dressed. 

Like  a  straw  in  a  barrel  of  gin. 
I  took  her  to  the  ball 

Of  the  Hardly  Able  Club. 
It  cost  a  ten-case  note 

For  to  fill  her  up  with  grub. 

Chorus. 
She'd  an  eye  like  a  hard-shell  clam. 

And  a  voice  like  a  catamaran; 
Sho  could  chin  for  an  hour  at  a  forty-horse  power, 

And  an  car  like  a  Japanese  tan. 
Her  hair  was  an  indii'o  blue, 

She  was  as  graceful  as  a  kangaroo; 
You  ouglit  to  hear  her  rustle  with  her  patent  leather  bustle. 

She  could  whistle  like  a  steamboat,  too. 

But  since  she  ran  away, 

I've  almost  lost  my  breath; 
If  she  travels  on  her  shaiHJ, 

She's  sure  to  starve  to  death. 
If  I  had  married  her, 

I'd  almost  been  afraid 
Of  being  shot  or  scalped 

By  the  mother-in-law  brigade, 

Cnonus. 

For  she  was  a  funny  old  guy, 

With  a  double-barreled  squint  in  her  eye; 
Her  number  ten  feet  used  to  cover  up  the  .street. 

She'd  a  mouth  like  a  crack  in  a  pie. 
She'd  a  cheerful  cemetery  laugh, 

And  a  head  like  a  ^lexican  calf; 
When  she'd  cry,  you'd  think  she'd  died, 

"This  gal  who  was  so  fond  of  her  half-and  half. 
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If  you'll  allow  me,  friends,  I'll  tell  you  all  a  story, 

About  Katy  Rvan,  a  little  Iri.sh  girl; 
When  you  meet  Iier,  oh,  I  tell  you  it's  a  glorj'. 

She  sets  my  heart  in  a  whirl. 
I  asked  her  father  for  her  hand,  it  .seems  he  didn't  understand, 

To  give  her  haii<l  he  said  he  must  decline; 
She's  .so  charming  and  so  fair,  and  there's  none  that  can  compare 

With  little  Katy  Ryan. 
Oh,  listen,  ain't  that  music  fine? — Break. 
They're  serenading  little  Katy  Ryan. — Break. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  yes,  she  is  so  pretty, 

And  her  eyes  like  diamond.?  shine; 
Now  isn't  that  a  pity 

I  cant  marry  Katy  Ryan? 

If  Katy  had  her  choice  whom  she  would  marry, 

And  her  rich  old  father  wouldn't  interfere, 
I  am  sure  the  little  darling  would  not  tarry. 

She  promised  to  be  here. 
But  what  are  we  to  do?  oh,  if  her  father  only  knew 

How  she  loves  me,  then  I  am  sure  he'd  not  be  trj-lng 
To  break  one  another's  heart,  and  to  keep  us  far  apart, 

I  am  sure  he'd  give  me  little  Katy  Ryan. — OJurrut. 
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We  all  know  Santa  Clans,  who  comes  just  once  a  year, 

But  I  come  every  day,  the  little  ones  to  cheer; 

With  bag  upon  my  back,  all  filled  with  little  toys, 

I  come  from  o'er  the  mountains  to  cheer  the  girls  and  boys 

Merrily,  so  merrily,  from  home  to  home  I  go, 

Like  a  ray  of  sunshine  or  a  streamlet's  flow ; 

How  they  gather  'round  me,  while  to  them  I  sing. 

Dance  with  joy  and  laughter,  to  each  and  all  I  bring — 

Chorus. 

Something  for  the  babies,  the  children  and  the  ladies. 
To  please  them,  to  cheer  them  and  fill  them  with  delight; 

Something  for  the  babies,  the  children  and  the  ladies. 
To  please  them,  to  cheer  them  from  morning  until  night. 

Send  the  little  ones  happv  to  bed,  fail  not  to  give  and  to  take 
A  kiss  when  thej'  pratfe  and  say  good-night. 

And  a  kiss  in  the  morn  when  they  wake. 

Upon  the  kitchen  floor  for  many  hours  I've  sat, 

To  please  the  little  ones.  Belle,  Rosy,  Kate  and  Pat; 

Upon  my  shoulder  one,  another  on  my  knee. 

Just  like  so  many  ro.sc8  a  clinging  to  a  tree. 

Merrily,  so  merrily,  together  oft  we  sing, 

Like  the  merry  warbling  birds  in  the  joyous  Spring; 

What  care  I  for  sorrow'/  ne'er  care  I  for  fear. 

Always  gay  and  happy  when  little  ones  are  near. — Chorut. 
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When  anything  happens  now,  people  will  say, 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  it? 
There's  nothing  but  scandal  to  read  of  each  day, 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  it? 
Those  new-fangled  Iwnnets  the  ladies  admire 
Are  .still  growing  bigger,  tho'  tall  as  a  spire; 
We  can't  see  the  moon  if  they  wear  them  much  higher. 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  it? 

Chorus. 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  it? 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  It? 
The  truth 'tis  I  say. 
Which  you'll  find  out  each  day. 

Oh,  what  do  3'ou  think  of  it? 

Now  Sullivan  can't  get  a  chance  here  to  spar. 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  it? 
So  "  duffers  "  can  challenge  him  from  near  and  far, 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  it? 
It  may  be  all  right  that  the  law  gives  'em  rats, 
But  why  not  allow  them  to  fight  out  their  spatft 
And  finish  each  other  like  Killkenny  cats?     . 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  it? — (Jtioruit. 

Oh,  some  folks  get  crazy  to  Jump  off  the  bridge, 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  it? 
Our  policemen  nab  'em  while  climbing  the  ridge, 

Oh,  what  do  yoti  think  of  it? 
If  cranks  in  the  dangerous  s|K)rt  will  take  pride, 
It's  really  a  shame  that  they  should  be  denied. 
They  ought  to  go  free,  get  a  chromo  beside, 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  it? — Chorut. 

That  grand  old  man  Gladstone,  we  know,  did  his  hmX, 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  it? 
He  tried  to  give  Ireland  home  rule  and  rest. 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  it? 
But  Parnell  is  fighting  afar  o'er  the  sea. 
And  in  the  near  future  one  thing  there  shall  be, 
That's  glorious  Erin  forever  made  free,  ,       v   ';'• 

Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  it? — Cliorut.       '        '-^^ 
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The  Alderman  of  the  Ward. 
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I'm  the  alderman  of  the  Ward, 

The  Honorable  Michael  Dunn; 
With  a  new  plug  hut  and  a  green  cravat, 

I'm  a  full-blooded  Irishman.      • 
I  used  to  shovel  and  dig  . 

With  a  gang  on  the  Boulevard;  '  c 

But  I'm  down  on  the  slate  for  a  candidate, 

For  alderman  of  the  Ward. 

■■■;•:'■-'."-..;■"•■■■..'■.. ^  'CHORUS,     r-  '■  v  '  ,  ' 

:':       With  a  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
I've  quit  the  Boulevard; 
With  a  shovel  and  a  pick  no  more  for  Mirk,  ;,    ' 

I'm  the  alderman  of  the  Ward. 

There's  my  daughter,  Mary  Ann, 

I've  rigged  her  out  so  fine, 
Wid  diamonds  and  rings,  and  ribbons  and  things, 

And  an  elegant  bustle  behind.  ' 

Oh,  you  ought  to  see  her  swell 

Wid  the  "  quality  "  on  the  street, 
With  a  gown  of  green,  like  an  Irish  queeu. 

So  elegant  and  complete. — Vhwus. 

If  vou  call  at  ray  brown-stone  front,  .      ; 

I'll  be  glad  to  see  vou  a  while; 
Of  whiskey  and  stud  I'll  give  you  enough, 

In  regular  alderman  .style. 
The  number  and  name  are  on  the  door, 

'Tis  painted  in  elegant  green; 
Don't  bother  to  knock,  but  up  A^ith  a  rock 

And  heave  through  the  window-pane. — Chorut.         ■ 
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You  may  talk  about  your  fascinating  beauties. 

Your  fashionable  blondes  and  pretty  bclic-s 
But  the  subject  of  the  song  I'm  going  to  sing, 

Is  "  par  excellence,"  the  queen  of  all  the  swells. 
We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd,  and  then  we  parted. 

And  the  beauty  of  her  face  it  haunts  me  yet : 
But  as  she  never  told  me  her  name,  I  cannot  tell  if, 

But  I  christened  her  my  darling  Mignonette. 

CnoRUs. 

She's  sweeter  than  the  flowers  I  name  her  after, 
A.nd  tlie  beauty  of  her  face  it  haunts  me  yet ; 

Tliere's  a  band  of  opera  music  in  her  laughter. 
And  you  may  know  that  she's  my  darhng  Mignonetlp. 

She  glanced  at  me.  a  look  was  all  I  wanted, 

I  i()llowed  her  along  the  crowded  street, 
My  memory  with  her  vision  it  was  haunted. 

As  she  tripped  so  lightly  on  those  fairy  feet. 
The  second  time  she  ca.st  her  eyes  upon  me. 

She  smiled  at  me,  and  in  a  moment  more 
She  rang  the  bell  and  faded  from  my  vision. 

Then  all  was  dark,  for  she  was  there  no  more. — ffiorua. 

Next  day,  in  hopes  to  see  my  little  darling, 

I  sought  her  house,  'twas  number  ninety -four,         : 
When  the  poodle  in  the  hall  commenced  a  snarling 

And  barking  loudly,  chased  me  from  the  door; 
I  ran  along  the  street  and  he  ran  after. 

And  with  his  teeth  he  seized  my  pantaloons. 
He  hung  on  while  the  crowd,  convulsed  with  laughter. 

Cried :  ' '  That's  the  chap  that  stole  the  silver  spoons. " —  f  Iioru*. 


I  see'd  three  p'licemen  in  the  Strand, 

Luddy,  fuddy,  oh,  poor  luddy,  heigho; 
I  see'd  three  p'licemen  in  the  Strand,  :  , 

And  I  knowed  as  they'd  got  a  cluise  on  hand. 

Luddy,  fuddy,  oh,  poor  luddy,  hei;jho. 

And  I  see'd  as  they  axed  each  pas-sor  by, 

Luddy,  fuddy,  oh,  poor  luddy,  helgho; 
And  I  see'd  as  they  axed  each  pa.s.ser-by. 
And  I  knew  as  the  cove  what  they  wanted  wa*  I, 

Luddy,  fuddy.  oh,  poor  luddy,* heigho.  ' 

First  they  axed  a  Frenchman  they  chanced  to  meet. 

Luddy,  fuddy,  oh,  poor  luddy,' heiglio; 
First  they  axed'  a  Frenchman  they  cliancod  to  me«»f, 
'  II  est  la  !     Von*  U  ironcevcz  tonte  de  mite," 

Luddy,  fuddy,  oh,  poor  luddy,  heigho. 

Then  the}'  axed  a  Dutchman:    '  Ya,  mynhe«'r," 

Luddy,  fuddy,  oh,  poor  luddy,  heigho; 
"  I  sees  yist  sesh  man  bass  by  here 
Vile  I  sits  at  mein  toor  and  t  triuks  mein  jK-er." 

Luddy,  fuddy  oli,  ix)or  luddy,  heigho. 

Now  why  did  this  throw  them  off  the  track? 

Luddy,  fuddy,  oh,  iK)or  luddy,  htigho; 
Now  why  did  this  tlirow  them  off  the  track? 
'Cos  Frenchman  and  Dutchman  wtw  Iwth  call  the  crack, 

Luddy,  fuddy.  oli,  poor  luddy,  heigho. 


A   SOLDIER  AND   A   MAN. 


— "  Skip  the  hard  words,  dear,"  said  a  school-mistress  io  one  of 
her  pupils;  "  they  are  only  the  names  of  foreign  covmtries,  and  you 
will  never  be  in  them." 


— "  Keep  your  temper,  my  dear  sir,"  said  an  old  judge  to  an 
irritable  young  lawyer;  "keep  your  temper — it  is  worth  a  great 
deal  more  to  you  than  to  anyt>ody  else."      ;v  r  ,1; 
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A  soldier  stood  on  the  battlefield 

His  weary  watch  to  keep, 
, .  While  the  pale  moon  covered  hor  mantle 

O'er  the  souls  that 'neath  her  sli-ep. 
"Ah,  mel  "  he  sitrhed  with  tearfid  eye. 

And  called  on  Him  above, 
"  Im  far  away  from  my  children  dear, 

And  all  on  earth  I  love." 
At  the  bugle  sound  he  turned  once  more. 

The  battlefield  to  scan, 
And  said  ' '  I  am,  whate'er  my  fate, 

A  soldier  and  a  man." 

'  .  CnoHcs. 

The  bugle  called,  he  ha.strne(l  forth. 

The  bravest  in  the  battle's  van. 
Remember  him  who  yield.s  hi.s  life, 

He  is  a  soldier  and  a  man. 

The  night-watch  o'er  the  mom  dawned, 

Her  light  on  earth  to  show. 
And  the  soldier  true  his  countrv'.s  mil, 

Advanced  to  meet  the  foe 
Amid  the  din  of  shot  and  shell; 

He  fought  with  heart  so  brave, 
'Till  reeling  from  his  faithful  stet^l. 

He  found  a  soldier's  grave. 
Oh,  Father!  who  in  heaven  al)ovc 

Hath  all  things  at  Thy  span,  ..' 

Rememljcr  him  who  yields  his  life. 

Is  a  soldier  and  a  man. — Cliorui. 


— Never,  under  an}'  circumstances,  a.s.sume  a  responsibility  you 
can  avoid  coasistently  with  your  duty  to  yourself  and  others.  In 
other  words,  "  mind' your  own  business."' 


— The  other  day  a  father  said  to  his  twelvc-3ear-old  boy,  who 
came  in  late  to  dinner  from  school,  "  Robbie,  wliy  are  you  so  late? 
Didn't  you  hear  the  bell?  "  "  Yes,  father,"  replied  Robbie;  "  but 
I  couldn't  hear  it  plain." 


,;r^:i. 


IRISH-AMERICAN   TEA. 
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I've  traveled  this  wide  -vvorld  over. 

Thro'  Australia,  tliro'  France  auJ  Japan; 
I've  wined  and  I've  dined  with  the  nobles, 

And  spoken  with  many  a  man. 
I've  talked  about  sours  and  cocktails. 

And  all  the  drinks  ever  you  see, 
But  the  drink  that  knocked  lue  out  last  night  was 

Some  Irish-American  tea. 

Cuouus.  . 

Twasn't  coffee,  'twasn't  cocoa, 
'Twasu't  choc'late,  not  what  he  gave  me. 

But  a  mug  of  mixed  ale,  and  I'll  swear  it  waa  stale, 
That  was  Irish- American  tea. 

I  called  on  my  friend  Jerry  Fagiu, 

Who  lives  on  the  next  block  below, 
And  I  hadn't  been  seated  live  minutes, 

Till  he  became  thirsty,  you  know; 
Then  he  sent  out  his  son  with  the  pitcher 

To  O'Hagin's  right  over  the  wav, 
For  to  bring  it  back  full  to  the  brim  with 

Some  Irish- American  tea. 

CnoRus. 

'Twasn't  coffee,  'twasn't  cocoa, 
'Twasn't  choc'late,  not  what  he  gave  me, 

But  a  mug  of  mixed  ale,  that  would  sicken  a  whale, 
That  was  Irish- American  tea. 

While  the  boy  was  away  with  the  pitcher. 

Right  in  there  walked  ten  or  twelve  more, 
And  along  wiilx  them  big  fatty  Casey, 

Who  had  to  be  squeezed  thro'  the  door; 
When  Fagiu  had  got  them  all  seated, 

He  sincerely  did  hope  that  they'd  stay. 
And  with  him  partake  of  a  beverage, 

Called  Irish-American  tea. 

Chouus. 

'Twasn't  coffee,  'twasn't  cocoa, 
'Twasn't  choc'late,  not  what  he  gave  me. 

But  a  mug  of  mixed  ale,  that  would  sicken  a  whale. 
That  was  Irish -American  tea. 

The  pitcher  was  emptied  like  lightning, 

"Twas  then  that  the  fun  it  began; 
They  threw  Mike  McGuire  out  the  window. 

And  he  struck  on  a  poor  Chinaman. 
Sure  fat  Casey  he  kicked  like  a  bass-drum. 

And  Fagin's  near  dead,  so  they  say. 
But  he's  no  one  to  blame  but  himsell  and 

His  Irish- American  tea. 

,-  Cnoncs. 

'Twa.sn't  oolong, 'twasn't  too  long 

In  capsizing  bold  Patsy  McGee; 
Thev'd  the  divil's  own  fight  thro'  the  whole  live  long  night, 

All  thro'  Irish  American  tea. 
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The  foremogt  picture  in  my  mind  is  one  I'll  ne'er  forget, 
Tho'  years  have  dimed  its  briglitnes,  it  is  here  before  me  yet; 
The  picture  is  a  cottage  witli  the  ivy  trai.ing  o'er 
An  aged  woman  and  a  boy  are  standing  at  the  door. 
That  woman  was  my  mother,  I  was  going  far  away. 
The  sorrow  in  her  eyes  was  more  than  any  words  could  say; 
ller  only  boy  waa  leaving  her,  perhaps  for  many  years. 
And  trying  to  be  brave,  she  spoke  in  accents  full  of  team. — 

Chorus. 
Be  npright  and  honest,  fearless  and  bold. 
Remember  that  honor  is  purer  than  gold; 
Yon  may  not  l^e  a  hero,  but  still  when  you  come  back, 
,    ~. ;      Your  mother  will  be  proud  of  you,  her  own  boy  Jack. 


on 


Our  hearts  were  torn  with  sorrow,  yet  the  parting  had  to  come, 

I  tried  to  look  so  manly,  but  my  boyish  voice  was  dumb; 

8he  sat  the  last  few  moments  'neath  the  branches  of  the  vine,; 

And  let  her  trembling  hand  within  my  curly  locks  entwine. 

She  said,  where'er  you  wander,  Jack,  on  land  or  on  the  sea. 

If  evpr  you  arc  tempted,  let  your  thoughts  come  back  to  me; 

Remember  liow  your  father  lived,  remember  how  he  died, 

Take  my  advice  you'll  be  like  him,  your  mother's  joy  and  pride. — Chorus. 

And  after  years  of  absence  to  the  homestead  I  returned 

An  honored  name  and  fortune  in  the  struggle  I  had  earned; 

The  mother  whom  I  loved  was  there  to  meet  me  at  the  door, 

And  then  and  there  I  vowed  that  I  would  never  leave  her  more. 

I  stayed  to  close  the  dear  old  eyes  which  once  shone  clear  and  bright, 

1  kissed  the  lips  which  ne'er  again  would  greet  me  with  delight; 

And  even  now  amid  the  friends  who've  lasted  many  a  year, 

I'd  give  the  whole  world's  riches  if  that  voice  I  could  but  hear.— Chorus. 


Hail  to  the  Statue  of  Liberty. 

Hail  to  the  Statue  of  Liberty! 

Shining  its  welcome  afar; 
Freedom's  proud,  glorious  beacon. 

Bright  as  a  pure,  fadeless  star! 
Long  shall  it  greet  every  stranger 

Unto  the  shores  of  the  free; 
Still  shall  the  message  it  brings  us. 

Deathless  in  memory  be! 
Hail  to  the  Statue  of  Liberty! 

Welcome  its  giver  so  grand! 
Long  shall  the  name  of  Bartholdi 

Live  in  the  hearts  of  our  land! 

Hail  to  the  Statue  of  Liberty! 

Ever  its  light  shed  around 
Freedom  and  progress  unfading! 

Fair  gleam  its  torch,  glory-crowned! 
Still  may  our  hearts  be  united, 

France,  in  one  purpose  so  grand ! 
Ever  our  hands  be  entwining 

In  friendship,  thou  bright  sunny  land! 
Hail  to  the  Statue  of  Liberty! 

Welcome  its  giver  so  true;  ; 

Long  shall  the  fame  of  Bartholdi 

Live  'neath  the  red,  white  and  blue! 

Hail  to  the  Statue  of  Liberty! 

Echoed  from  sea  unto  sea 
Freedom's  proud  chorus  forever 

Wherever  its  children  shall  be! 
Proud  may  our  lips  tell  the  story 

To  those  who  shall  follow  us  here, 
Of  how  it  was  brought  to  our  harbor 

In  freedom's  name  honored  and  dear! 
Hail  to  the  Statue  of  Liberty  I 

Welcome  its  donor  so  grand ! 
Long  shall  the  fame  of  Bartholdi 

Live  in  the  hearts  of  our  land! 


LITTLE  EVA  TO  HER  PAPA. 
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When  your  daughter's  taken  away. 

And  your  heart  is  filled  with  care; 
When  with  angels  I  shall  pray 

For  your  peace  and  comfort  here; 
Shall  poor  Uncle  Tom  be  free? 

Papa,  promise  this  to  mc.    . 

When  your  little  Eva's  there. 
Robed  like  those  in  spotless  white; 

And  the  conquering  palm  I  bear. 
Blessed  with  love  and  heaven's  light; 

Shall  poor  Uncle  Tom  be  free? 
Papa,  promise  this  to  me. 

Wife  and  children,  send  him  near. 

When  for  ever  I  am  gone; 
Papa,  check  the  falling  tear, 

"Think  up«m  my  dying  song; 
Uncle  Tom,  oh,  make  him  free. 

Papa,  do  for  me,  for  me.      »        ■ , 
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PETTICOAT   LANE. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1833.  New  York  City, 

and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  I'opular 

Englisli  and  German  Songs— Free. 


' 


U 


I 

i 

-..I 


t 


i 


When  to  Dublin  I  came  from  the  sweet  County  Down. 
I  called  on  a  friend  for  to  show  me  the  town; 
He  brought  me  thro'  streets,  lanes  and  alleys  so  grand, 
'Till  my  brogues  were  most  wore  and  I  scarcely  could  stand. 
He  showed  me  fine  houses,  were  built  up  so  high,     •    . 
And  a  man  made  of  stone  almost  up  to  the  sky; 
But  the  names  of  them  places  went  out  of  my  brain. 
Except  one,  and  he  said  it  was  Petticoat  Lane. 

Ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral,  ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral  le,  &c. 

Convenient  to  Petticoat  Lane  there  is  a  place, 
And  as  we  walked  through  it  we  couldn't  get  peace; 
The  shops  were  all  full  of  fine  cloth'es,  black  and  blue, 
But  the  fellows  outside  nearly  tore  me  iu  two. 
One  dragged  me  this  way  to  get  a  go(xi  frieze,    .; 
Another  had  corduroy  breeches  my  size;  ".'.•: 

But  one  chap  bawls  out,  when  I  wouldn't  remain. 
Show  him  up  to  the  college  in  Petticoat  Lane. 

Ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral,  ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral  le,  &c. 

We  got  loose  from  this  spot,  myself  and  my  friend.  ; 

I  couldn't  do  less  than  a  teaster  to  spend; 

But  we  spied  boys  and  girls  in  a  laughable  group. 

Sitting  cross-legged  and  they  licking  up  soup. 

Says  I:  Are  these  what  you  call  your  poor-house  recruits? 

Ax  the  divil!  says  one,  and  his  bowl  at  me  shoots; 

They  roared  with  pleasure,  while  I  roared  with  pain, 

Arrah,  Paddy,  you're  welcome  to  Petticoat  Lane! 

Ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral,  ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral  le,  &c. 

Mv  friend  thought  to  drag  me  away  by  the  sleeve. 

When  a  tartar  dropped  over  my  head  an  old  sieve; 

I  turned  for  to  strike  her,  but  got  in  the  eye 

A  plaster  of  what  they  called  hot  mutton  pie. 

I  kept  groping  about,  like  a  man  that  was  blind, 

'Till  I  caught  hotild  of  somebody  coming  behind;  ' 

I  prayed  that  I  might  get  the  strength  of  a  Cain, 

To  be  able  to  whale  him  in  Petticoat  Lane. 

Ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral,  ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral  le,  &c. 

I  walloped  away,  and  I  got  walloped,  too, 
While  all  sorts  of  ructions  were  raised  by  the  crew;       .  _^  .  . 
You  would  swear  it  was  raining  brick-bats  and  stones,  '''^"■[ 
'Till  I  heard  my  antagonist  giving  some  groans.  '  ■ 

Run  and  be"d d  to  you!  some  one  did  cry,  .;;  . . 

Sure,  I  can't  for  the  mutton  that's  stuck  in  my  eye; 

I  was  led  through  the  crowd,  and  heard  somebody  saying. 

There's  a  peeler  most  killed  up  in  Petticoat  Lane. 

Ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral,  ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral  le,  &c. 

These  words  like  a  thunderbolt  fell  on  my  car. 
So  I  scooped  all  the  fat  from  my  eye  pretty  clear; 
My  friend  tould  the  crowd  that  was  'round  to  be  mute 
While  we  slipped  to  a  house,  called  "  The  sign  of  the  boot." 
There  I  called  for  a  sup,  and  we  hoth  took  a  seat, 
Two  or  three  that  had  backed  us  came  in  for  a  treat; 
When  the  reckoning  was  called  for,  m^  pockets  were  clean, 
For  pounds,  shillings  and  f>ence  were  m  Petticoat  Lane. 

Ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral,  ri  tu  ral.  ru  ral  le,  »kc. 

The  reckoning  it  came  to  a  hog  and  a  groat, 
For  which  the  landlord  he  took  the  lend  of  my  coat; 
I  started  without,  still  cursing  the  town. 
Says  he:  You  have  killed  C.  106— 
Arrah,  be  aisy,  sir,  I  want  none  of  your  tricks!         - 
But  the  sergeant  and  twenty  more  swore  it  was  plain 
That  I  was  the  bully  of  Petticoat  Lane. 
;r'  .-•...;..[    '    •' :  •       Ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral,  ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral  le,  &c. 

They  all  swarmed  about  me,  like  flies  on  a  cask. 
But  to  prison  to  take  me  was  no  easy  task;  ,: 

When  I  got  there  I  was  charged  with  the  crime,  -  :  '  - 

'Twas  my  own  brother  Darby  I  bate  all  the  time.         ■ .  4   ; 
Whin  lie  seen  me  he  let  out  a  thimdering  curse, 
On  the  day  that  he  first  went  to  join  in  the  force;    :-,.-■,',.. 
He  released  my  ould  coat  and  he  got  me  off  clean. 
To  go  home  and  say  prayers  for  sweet  Petticoat  Lane,     -v,  .^. 

Ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral,  ri  tu  ral,  ru  ral  le,  &c. 


•  ^     THE  WIDOW  Mccarty. 

'  ■   '     "    "  Tune— "Kate Kearney." 
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Oh,  have  vou  not  heard  of  McCarty, 
Who  lived,  in  Tralee,  good  and  hearty? 
lie  had  scarce  lived  two  score  when  death  came  to  his  door. 
And  made  a  widdy  of  Mrs.  McCarty. 

Xear  by  lived  one  Paddy  McManus,  . 

Who,  by  the  w&y,  was  a  bit  of  a  genius;  ;.  :  ' 

At  his  trade  he  was  good,  cuttin'  figures  of  wood,     '. 
Says  he:  I'll  go  see  the  widdy  McCarty. 

Xow  Paddy,  you  know,  was  no  ninny, 
lie  agreed,  for  a  couple  of  guinea-s, 
To  cut  out  a  stick  the  dead  image  of  Micky,  '  ' 

And  take  it  home  to  widdy  McCarty.       •       ' 

As  the  widdy  she'd  sit  by  the  fire,  ■ 

Every  night  before  she'd  retire, 
She'd  take  the  stick  that  was  dead,  put  it  into  the  bed. 
And  lay  down  by  the  wooden  McCarty. 

Now  Pat  wasn't  long  to  discover 
That  the  widdy  was  wanting  a  lover; 
He  made  love  to  her  strong,  and  you'll  say  he  wasn't  wrong. 
For  in  three  days  he  wed  the  widdy  McCarty. 

Their  friends,  for  see  them  long  tarried,  .     -.  :- 

To  bed  Pat  and  the  widdy  they  carried; 
She  took  up  the  stick  that  was  cut  for  Micky, 

And  under  the  bed  shoved  the  wooden  McCarty. 

In  the  mornin',  when  Paddy  was  raisin', 
lir  wanted  somethin'  to  set  the  fire  blazin'; 
Says  she:  If  you're  in  want  of  a  stick,  just  cut  a  slice  off  Micky, 
For  I'm  done  with  m}-  wooden  McCarty. 
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This  world's  a  very  funny  spot,  it's  filled  with  crooks  and  cranks. 

Mankind's  a  very  queerish  lot,  with  many  quwrish  pranks;'  .     .      .- 

The  crooks  may  all  on  this  rely,  it's  clear  as  sun  at  noon, 

They'll  find  in  the  sweet  bye-and-bye,  there  are  whiskers  on  the  moon. 

Now  list  to  what  I  say,  queer  business  does  not  pay.. 

All  those  who  work  that  lay  will  find  some  future' day;  '        ' 

There  are  whiskers  on  the  moon,  and  the  stars  look  on  and  blink. 

If  the  moon  gets  high,  they're  quick  to  spy  and  tij)  a  knowing  wink; 

They  are  always  on  the  watch,  and  they  sing  this  little  tune: 

Keep  right  along,  do  nothing  wrong,  for  there's  whiskers  on  the  moon. 

I  am  really  feeling  quite  distressed,  I'll  state  the  case  in  yon, 
I've  got  a  million  to  invest,  and  don't  know  what  to  do;  '  ' 

I'd  like  to  put  them  in  a  bank,  but  don't  know  which  to  trust,  -. 
The  cashier  may  just  skip  away  and  leave  the  bank  to  buret. 
It  happens  every  day,  some  cashier,  blithe  and  gay, 
Serenely  skips  away,  he'll  find,  go  where  he  may, 
~,'v    There  are  whiskers  on  the  moon,  who  spots  the  festive  sun,     .  • 
And  the  sinner's  road,  tho'  very  broad,  is  never  paved  with  fun 
And  he  is  sure  to  find,  it  is  certain,  late  or  soon, 
It's  best  to  go  a  little  slow,  for  there's  whiskers  on  the  moon. 

I  really  much  regret  to  see  that  e'en  the  ladies  sweet, 

Are  very  apt  to  be  a  little  indiscreet;  '  •   •    - 

■  '     With  strangers  they  will  sometimes  flirt,  but  they  discover  soon 

To  their  surprise,  with  tearful  eyes,  the  whiskers  on  the  moon. 

For  such  flirtations  gay  are  very  risky  play,  •  i  , 

.  .     And  if  you  go  that  way,  you'll  hear  the  public  say:  .;'•' 

.■;    There  are  whiskers  on  the  moon,  as  all  good  people  know,  ; 

You  may  get  hurt  if  you  will  flirt,  so,  ladies,  don't  do  so; 
■'■''    If  you  a  lover  have,  don't  let  another  spoon,  ' 

Tho'  he  don't  miss  each  little  kiss,  there  are  whiskers  on  the  moon. 


^^«.r.:\fX,,i 
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Gathering  the  Myrtle  with  Mary. 

CopjTi^'ht,  188C,  by  T.  B.  llanns  Jfc  Co. 

The  Words  Hii.l  Music  of  this  Sorn»  will  be  sent  to  any  addnMS.  postpaid,  on 

receipt  of  4<)  ctiiis.  by  II.  J.  Wehinan,  P.  O.  H<>x  l!*J3.  Now  York  C  ity. 

Seud  for  complete  Cjitalo^iic  of  Kiij^lish  auU  (Jermaa  Sotujs— free. 

Wealth  may  make  happy  the  miser. 

Title  the  (iiurii  and  the  kiiiir; 
Prince.s  and  <hiki'.<  may  rave  uhuut  fame. 

Of  what  it  uill  do  and  brinij. 
Had  I  but  freedom  ami  Mary, 

Mary,  whose  heart  I  know, 
I  would  hav(>  wi-alth.  title  und  fame, 

3Iarv  of  .sweet  Dunloe. 
There  in  the  valley.  Mary,  my  darling, 

Dwell?^  with  the  tlowefs  and  myrtle  so  green; 
The  birils  they  all  know  her,  in  carol  adore  her. 

They  seem  to  sing  sweeter  when  Mary  is  seen. 

Ciiours. 

Gathering  the  myrtle  with  ^lary, 

Mary,  whose  heart  I  know; 
Mary,  my  own,  Mary,  my  queen, 

Mary  of  sweet  Diinloe. 

Should  you  make  friends  with  Killarney, 

You're  sure  to  meet  sweet  Dunloe, 
With  her  moimtains  and  vales,  her  colleens  so  fair. 

Whose  voices  are  sweet  and  low; 
There  you  will  meet  my  Mary, 

The  priile  of  the  glen  is  she, 
Whose  VI .ice,  like  a  bird,  entrances  when  heard, 

Mary.  I  sing  to  thee. 
Oh  I  may  tliy  life  be  all  that  thine  youth  is. 

Free  of  tiur  faithless,  alone  with  the  true; 
Oh  I  who  would  not  love  thee,  yes,  love  thee  as  I  do? 

Ah!  death  would  bo  bliss  wef't  to  die,  love,  for  you. — Chornn. 


The  Cow  that  Ate  the  Piper.  ^ 

Soud  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1&J3,  New  York  Clt/, 

and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular 

Iimglisb  and  Ucrmau  Songs— Free. 


THE   FASTER  YOU  PLUCK  TKEM 
THE  THICKER  THEY   QROW. 

The  Words  niid  Mii-'lc  of  this  Sonu'  will  be  cent  toanv  addrecs,  pont-paid,  on 

rectipt  of  JO  <•.•:.;•*.  l>y  TI.  .1.  W.liinaii.   1'.  < ».  Hu'c  IH-JTj,  Nl-w  Vork  riiy. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  Hn<:Iii<h  und  (iernkuii  Son<;ii — Free. 

Oh,  when  will  my  rountrynn-n  learn  to  be  .sensible? 

When  will  they  learn  to  themselves  to  be  true? 
Knowing  full  well  that  in  war  they're  invincible, 

Doing  wli;it  no  oilier  nation  can  do. 
Honor  and  glory  iilimiiiH>  the  jjaires 

Of  Irishmens  ))rowe.vs  and  Irishmen's  pride; 
But  unity's  wanting  as  in  the  old  days. 

When  the  Danish  invaders  they  drowned  in  the  tide, 

Cnours. 

Then.  boys,  pull  togilher  in  sun.shino  and  shower. 
Well  .soon  let  the  world  and  our  Sa.xon  foes  know, 

That  the  Irish  are  just  like  the  wild  creepinij  llower, 
The  faster  you  pluck  them  the  thicker  they  grow. 

Oh.  remember  the  glories  of  Ireland  a  nation. 

When  i)roudly  erect  with  her  face  to  the  world. 
Her  sons  lilled  the  courts  of  the  earth  in  high  station. 

And  the  bainier  of  green  to  the  breeze  was  unfurled. 
No  treaehery  then  to  the  cause  that  wjls  holy, 

No  breaking  the  bonds  of  our  brotherly  laws; 
But  traitors  have  risi;n,  and  Ireland  is  lowly, 

There  are  men  who  are  false  to  the  famous  old  cau.se. — Ohoru$. 


For  aires  we've  sulTered  in  gloom  und  in  .sorrow. 

For  ages  we've  struggled  'midst  i)loodshed  and  tears; 

But  at  last  the  briirhl  mr)rning  of  freedom  is  dawning, 
<i      In  all  her  proud  beauty  the  simburst  appears. 
<  Parnell,  wIk;  is  fiirhting  for  the  freedom  of  Ireland, 
]      lie  cannot  be  bribed  and  knows  not  the  word/f^zr, 
<i  And  our  country  at  large  Avill,  (iod  grant,  be  tuiite«l, 
j      And  Ireland  once  more  a  proud  nation  appear. — C'hom*. 


— The  old  man  siirhcd  as  ho  took  the  golrlen-haired,  laughing 
5  little  boy  ujK)n  his  knee,  and  stroking  his  shining  tre.sses,   .s.iid: 

"  Ah.  how  nuich  I  shoulil  like  to  feel  like  a  child  again."  Little 
'  Johnnie  ceased  his  laughter,  and  looking  up  in  his  grandfather's 

face,  remarked:  "  Then  why  don't  you  get  mamma  to  spank  you?  " 


In  the  year  '98,  when  our  troubles  were  great, 

And  it  wa4  treason  to  be  a  Milesian; 
That  bhu:k  whiskered  set  we  will  never  forget, 

Tho'  history  tells  us  they  were  Hessians. 
In  this^^oublesome  time,  oh,  'twas  a  great  crime. 

And  murder  never  wjia  riper; 
At  the  side  of  Glenshee,  not  an  acre  fnnu  me, 

There  lived  one  Denny  Byrne,  a  piper. 

Neither  wedding  or  wake  would  Ix}  worth  a  shake. 

Where  Denny  was  not  first  invited; 
At  .s(|uec/.ing  tlie  bags  and  emptving  the  kegs 

He  jistonished  as  well  as  dcliglited. 
In  those  times  poor  Denny  could  not  earn  one  penny, 

Martial  law  had  him  stim";  like  a  viiwr; 
Thej'  kept  him  within,  till  the  bones  and  tho  skin 

"\\  ere  grinning  through  the  rags  of  tho  piiwr. 

One  evening  in  June,  as  he  was  going  home. 

After  the  fair  of  liiithnagan; 
What  should  ho  see,  from  the  branch  of  a  treo, 

But  the  corpse  of  a  Hessian  there  hanging. 
Says  Denny:  These  rogues  have  boots,  I've  no  brogues — 

On  the  boots  then  he  laid  such  a  griper; 
He  pulled  them  with  such  might,  and  the  b(K)ts  were  so  tight. 

That  legs  and  boots  ctune  away  with  tho  piper. 

Then  Denny  did  run,  for  fear  of  being  hung, 

'Till  he  came  to  Tim  Kennedy's  cabin; 
Savs  Tim,  from  within:  I  can't  let  you  in, 

Vou'll  be  shot  if  you're  caught  there  a  rapping. 
He  went  to  the  shed,  where  the  cow  was  in  l)cd, 

With  a  wisp  he  began  for  to  wijxj  her; 
They  lay  down  toj^ether  on  a  seven-foot  feather. 

And  the  cow  fell  a  hugging  the  plijer. 

Then  Deimy  «lid  yawn,  as  the  day  it  did  dawn, 

As  he  .strecled  uir  the  boots  of  the  Hessian; 
The  legs,  by  the  law,  he  left  them  on  the  straw, 

And  he  gave  them  leg-bail  for  his  mission. 
When  the  breakfast  Wiis  done  Tim  sent  out  his  son. 

To  make  Denny  jump  up  like  a  lamp-lighter; 
When  the  legs  there  he  saw,  he  roared  like  a  jack  daw: 

Oh!  daddy,  the  cow's  ate  the  piper! 

Mu>ha  bad  luck  on  the  boast — .she'd  a  nmsical  taste. 

For  t(»  eat  such  a  lH;autiful  chanter; 
Arrah!  Patrick,  avic,  take  a  lump  of  a  stick. 

Drive  her  ofT  to  Glenhealy — well  cant  her. 
Mrs.  Keruiedy  bawle<l,  the  neighbors  were  called. 

They  began  for  to  hinnl»ug  und  gil)0  her; 
To  the  churchyard  Tim  walked  with  the  legs  in  a  box, 

And  the  cow  will  be  hung  for  the  piper. 

The  cow  she  was  drove  a  mile  or  two  off. 

To  the  fair  at  the  side  of  Glenhealy; 
And  there  she  was  .sold  for  four  guineas  in  gold, 

To  the  clerk  of  the  pari.sh,  Tim  Daley. 
They  went  to  a  tent,  the  lucky  i)enny  wt 

The  clerk  being  a  jolly  old  swijHr; 
Who  d'ye  think  there  Wiis  there  i)layingthe  "  Rakes  of  Kildare?" 

But  poor  Denny  Byrne,  the  i)iper. 


1 


•  as  spent. 


Then  Titn  gave  a  IkjU,  like  a  h.alf-drimken  colt. 

At  the  piiM-r  he  gazed  like  a  gommock; 
He  .said:  By  the  i)owers!  I  thoinrht  these  eight  houm 

You  were  playing  in  Drinau  Dhu's  stomach. 
Then  Denny  observed  how  the  Hes.sian  was  8<'rvcd, 

And  they  all  wished  necks  secure  to  the  griiHjr; 
For  grandeur  they  met,  their  whistles  they  wet, 

And  like  devils  they  danced  round  the  piper. 


— A  crowded  horse  car.  Enter  Mrs.  Mulcnhcy  with  a  jug,  Mr. 
Muhon(;y,  who  is  seated,  facetiously — "  Wud  1  hould  the  whisky 
for  yez,  Mistres.s  Mulcahey?  "  Mrs.  M.  (with  withering  sarcasm) 
—  "  Thank  yez  kindly,  sor;  but  yer  have  all  ye  can  houlu  now,  I'm 
thiidvin'." — Bottom  Cvmmeicial  BuVUtin. 
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Bow  to  hold  mall 


This  t*  the  latfdt  and  beat  book  pnbMihod  onTrtoJ|*i  V«n* 
triloquiam,  Second-SlKht  *nd  Pirealde  IIUaitvBr- 
Ism.  It  >s  iliustiat«Hl  vilb  oTer  80 en^niTUiKi,  Uis  InitnictioilJ 
for  performinir  are  to  pUinlv  girea  that  any  child,  with  a  lltU* 
practice,  cau  do  tUem,  as  tnej  only  r«quir«  sJmpIS  apDa* 
ratUSa  ^Venlil  mention  a  fewot  the  tricks  In  thli  book:  How 
to  *j»t  a  r>«tL  iif  f.ii«»iiit;s  and  change  them  into  a  ribbon— How  to 
luakd  ad, me  imm-  thruUK'h  a  tab)»— Howto  make  fir*  bum  ondar 
walur—lio.«r  f'l  puf  a  r;i.({  through  your  cheek  and  then  brine  It 
on  atitick— li<<w  to  niakit  n  loaf  dance  while  It  LibaLtnf  Inth* 
oven  — U<iw  t..  .utorf  u  chicken's  head  without  kLUm(r  it—How  to 

J  makeira  In  .S';i.iiiier— How  to  change  water  Into  wine— A  lamp 
that  will  burn  for  a  year— How  to  cut  off  your  nose— How  to 
make  flreproot  paper— How  to  eat  tow  and  set  It  on  Are  in  your 
mouth— How  to  i.riduce  a  mouoe  from  a  pack  of  card*— How  to 
tell  the  number  any  person  thinks  of— How  to  tell  in  adTaaoo  • 
card  aelected  by  any  one— How  to  tell  If  a  person  U  in  lOT*— 
How  to  remove  a  man's  fihlrt  without  taking  off  htj  coat  or  TMt— 

of  water  up*fde  d^wn  without  rplllingr  it — How  to  beooms  a  Y«n~ 


triloaulst  and  1 50  other  equally  aetonlshiuK  trick*,  etc.  Old  and  young  ahoald  not 
bil  to  Mt  thli  hlffhly  amutlng  and  wonderful  book,  it  will  put  you  on  tharMkdto  b*- 
•omaaOreat  Maglolan,  sufh  asUermar.n,  Hclier and  othert.    Dontfall  to  cMH 

Price  2ac.  por  copy,  or  this  book  aud  any  fonr  other  35c. 
books  on  till*  page  lor  One  Dollar. 

ADIJRKSS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehiiiau,  130  Park  Row,N.  T. 


WfHMAN'S 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

At  Ui^t  it  U  within  the  reach  of  ercry  one  to  procure,  at  a 
trillinu-  cost,  a  coniplofc  hajid-book  of  ttiqurtte  and  I'oliteness 
tliat  has  uo  i»ct  in  this  countiy  or  Europe.  This  book  has  none 
of  the  anciivt  or  '•back-number"  sujfgestions  on  this  all-im- 
portant pui.jitt  wliicii,  I  regret  to  say,  so  many  other  hi(;h- 
p:iced  l>f.oks  ronl  liii.  It  is  ucta"hashed-up"  or  "fake"  edi- 
tion, but  a  first  -lii-s,  complete  hand-book  on  a  subject  that  con- 
ivTuseverv  liiiiitr  pors'  n — a  subject  that  comes  next  in  rank  to 
cleanhnr.  .?-lu  f.u't.  a  i.ia'tlcalin»tructor  in  the  art  of  etiquetto 
and  politeness  of  th<;  prisent  time.  Good  manners  is,  as  almost 
everybody  kno\v.s,  a  Terr  essential  factor  in  helpinc  anv  one  to 
attain  and  comm,''nd  the  respect < f  evco'body  with  vhom  ho 
comes  in  contact— male  orfemale-youngorold.  This  book  givea 
a  thorough  explanation  of  the  deportment  of  both  males  and 
fciiiales.  It  te.aeliea  a  person  how  t  >  be  courteous  all  and  still 
ivissessacirtuiu  am<"nitof  dj^nity  .d  st-lf-respeet.  It  teachea 
liow  to  act  in  any  etiieivencr,  or  enter  any  society  without  em- 
Iwrrnsvitient,  niid  how  to  avoid  Incorrect  and  vulgar  habits  in 
the  street,  at  home,  or  iu  soi  lety.  It  teaches  you  how  to  so  behave  that  your  society 
will  be  courted  and  soupht  afuT  by  e'  crv  <.ne.  By  acting  upon  the  advl  given  in  this 
book,  you  can  gain  ncce-s  into  an"  l.imily  In  America,  ana  then  you  want  nothiner  but 
opportunity  to  di^tin^ruish  yoni-sulf.  In  hhort,  it  is  the  best  and  most  comprehensive 
treatise  on  the  subject  of  Etiquette  and  I'oiitene.ss.  Abstract  of  Contents:  How  to  enter 
a  room  and  how  to  leave  it— How  to  aee(.st  or  notice  ladies  or  gentlemen  on  the  street- 
How  to  drew  well,  and  vet  not  paiishly-How  to  give  and  'ccive  introduction.s— What 
kind  of  cards  to  have,"  and  how  to  present  or  send  them— The  proper  mode  of  piving 
presents— How  to  shake  hands  and  bi«  (rood-bye— How  to  l>epin,  conduct,  and  end  a  con- 
versation—How  to  accompany  a<-i|nam'aii  e.s  on  the  promenade — How  to  seek  a  partner 
in  the  dance,  and  how  to  decfine  an  invitation- How  to  behave  at  dinners,  either  as  host 
or  ptiest— now  to  behave  durinsr  coni-tslilpand  mnrrl  How  to"  play  the  affable"  at 

church,  at  partiee,  etc.,  etc.   Price  Twenty«five  Cents,  by  nmil,  post-paid. 

fW  Thin  book  and  any  four  other  25c.  books  on  this 

page  for  One  Dollar.    U.  S.  po^tatre  sianipi*  taken  same  ae  cash. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehmaii,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


COOK  BOOK 


A  practical  and  reliable  guide  to  every -day  Cookery* 
by  an  Experienced  Housekeeper. 

PRICE  25  CENTS.         > 

This  work  on  Cookerv  ha."!  several  noteworthy  features  entirely 
distinct  from  any  heretofore  published.  It  is  ananifed  so  that 
the  Housewife  can  tell  at  a  glance  the  time  necessary  to  CoOk 
any  Dish  or  Article  of  Diet,  it  also  (fives  some  practical 
hints  and  sup(restions  for  8Cleclin(r  the  various  meats,  ve(retnbles, 

fisii,  etc ,  as  well  as  directions  for  Preservlnga  Storing, 

and  Keeping;  them*    Special  attention  is  paid  to  economy, 
and  an  effoi  t  is  ma<le  to  remove  the  reproach  which  justlj-  clin(rs 
to  American  Cookery,  of  beintf  exti-avanrantand  w.isteful  without  |^' 
being  iialatable  and  healthful.     Full   iiis'ruetions  are  civcn    toft's 

prep»xe  all  kinds  of  pieg,  Puddings,  Cakes,  Jellies,'^  ' 

etc.,  aswell  as  preparin)^  and  cookiii),'  all  kinds  of  Meats, 
Soups,  Gravies,  Fish,  Vegetables,  etc.,  In  an 
Economical  and  Appetizing  Manner.   It  also  con  ^ 

tains  consiilemlile  miscellaneous  InMrmiition   portainlne  to  thes 

household,  such  as  Removing  Kitchen  Odors,  Crease 
Spots,  Iron  Stains,  Ink  Spots  In  Books;  Cleaning, 
Scouring,  Receipts  for  Washing,  etc.,  <^n<l  &  variety  of  others  equally  use- 
ful and  necessarj-  to  the  IIousikeei>er  or  Cook.  These  features  make  this  work  the  besti 
moat  practical,  pjid  Popular  Cook  B«w)k  ever  issued.  This  book  vdil  be  sent  to  any 
address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  Twentyflve  Cents. 

13^  This  book  and  any  four  other  25c.  books  on  this 
page  for  One  Dollar.    U.  t>.  poetagc  Btanipe  taken  same  as  caeh. 
ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


OONUNDKUMoAND.lDKE; 


PRICE    25   CENTS. 

A  beek  fan  and  running  ^^ver  with 
•Ide-splittlnj  fun.    It  contains  Conun- 
drums that  will  set  the  whole  continent 
Biiecsimc,  and  then  thev'll  have  to jkIt* 
'em  up  half  the  time.    Jokes  and  Qaga 
for  End  Men— the  best  lot  of  these  fun- 
ny answers  and    questions   ever   pub- 
lished.    Negro  sketches— the   Minstrel 
and  Showman  wiU  find  in  this  book  all 
the  sketches  they  want  to  set  a  house  la 
a  rip-roarioufl   laughter.    It  also  con- 
taios  all  the  latest  jokes  of  Thatcher, 
Primrose    A    West,    Camcross",    and 
Haverly's  Minstrels;  also  of  such  cora^ 
dians  as  Harrigan  &  Hart,  Billy  Rica, 
Guj  Vl'illiams,  Pat  Rooney,  J.  K.  Em- 
mett,  Sam   Dovere,  aud   many  others 
equally  prominent.    In  fact,  it  contain*  ,n>n 
the  best  and  most  comprehensiva  col-  ^,, 
lection  of  Sketches,  Conundrums  and  5;^§ 
Jokes  ever  sold  at  so  low  a  price.    Sent  " 
by  mall,  post-paid,  to  any  address  on 
receipt  of  25  Cents.    U.  8.  postage  ^ 
BtamiHi,  of  any  aanouUnation,  t&ken  ^ 
same  as  cash.  ^ 

BpbciaI/— Fire  copieefor  fl.  Get  four  ^ 
of  your  f  rienda  to  club  in  with  you  at  ysjy, 
S5  cents  each,  makinsr  tl  in  tuj,  and  g=r 
thereby  get  your  own  book  free.  This  —-^' 
offer  holds  grood  at  anv  tima.  Uemem- 
ber   the   title,    "Wkhman'8    Mjnstrkl 

BKKTCHKS,    CojnTNbBtJMS    AND    JOKES." 

Bend  for  a  fre«  catalogrua  of  Soiiks, 

BooV..  etc     etc. 

^^  This  book  and  any  fonr  other  25c.  books  on  thla 
page  for  One  Dollar.  Clcuu  aud  iiiiiic>cd  U.  S.  i>ueiat;e  eianipe,  of  any 
Uciiuiiiiualion,  talicii  eainu  us  cash. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS    DIRECT  To 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


^NTEHM^N'S 


THECOMPKTtLETnRllTE 


PRICE   25   CENTS. 

This  Is  the  first  time  that  a  book  has  been  published  that 
plainly  teat'hes  hOW  tO  write  a  letter.  It  shows  clearly 
I  all  the  blunders  and  mi.stakes  apt  to  be  made  by  an  inex- 
perienced writer,  and  makes  manifiwt,  in  the  simplest  way,  the 
proper  method  of  avoidini;  and  reetifying:  such  blunders  and 
niisittkes,  whether  they  occur  in  the  spellini;,  the  i>unctuation, 
or  the  grammar.  This  iKxik  explains  alt  the  details  of  cop- 
respondence,  whether  r<'latiii(;  to  the  form,  the  innmanship, 
the  directing,  f<  ;<liiii>',  and  Hendin)^  of  a  note  or  a  letter.  There 
are  in  this  Ixxik  valu.ible  hints  aUiut  Love,  CourtShIp 
and  Marriage,  showing  in  what  style  lovi-rs  should  iodito 
epistles.  There  are  givrn  all  the  various  letters  that  arise  In 
the  course  of  business;  Askinft  for  money,  requi-sting  time,  en- 
closinjc  n-nuttance,  asking;  a.s.sistance,  ivasous  for  refusal,  from 
tenants  to  landloids  on  diffeient  subjects,  with  landlords'  re- 
plies. Then— and  this  Is  a  Mery  Important  feature- 
there  is  show  II  the  le(ral  impoitanee  of  a  letter;  and  explanations 
are  (riven  upon  the  exact  nieaninif  of  expivssions  iiMtd  in  writ- 
Inpr  that  may  be  brousrht  into  court  in  litigations.  It  also  contains  the  art  of  abbre- 
viating writing,  so  that  anyone  can,  with  practice,  write  with  the  rapidity  of  tha 
shorthand  writer.  In  fact,  the  folIowin(f  j)erson8  all  re<|uire  this  lK>ok.  Yountr  ladies 
and  yoi.nc  gentlemen,  wives  and  husbands,  widows  and  bachelors,  farmers  and  tradeis. 
tlie  sick  and  the  well,  soldiers  and  sailors,  mothers  and  fsthers,  dau(fliters  and  soup, 
(fivers  and  receivers  of  presents,  the  educated  aud  the  illiterate.  But  it  would  take  pai^o 
after  pa^e  to  bepin  to  enumerate  all  the  ditler^Mit  classes  to  whom  **  ThIS  Complet* 

t.etter  Writer"  would  prove  an  invaluable  companion.    There  is  iiothii:(r  worth 
nowing  in  any  other  letter  writer  U'>t  t«  l>e  found  here,  while  thei-e  are  many  tliin(r8  of 
Importance  here  not  to  1^  found  in  any  other  l)ook.    Kotwithstandine  all  Iheae  (rood 

points.    Price  25c.  pcr  ^opy,  or  this  book  and  any  four  other  280a 
books  on  this   page  for  One  Dollar.    Cicnn  and  unused  V.  s.  poetas* 

stamps,  of  any  denoniinalion,  token  tsome  as  cash 

ADDRESS    ALL   ORDERS    DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


POLICY  pTayerTdream  book 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 


^ 


^^mm!:^mr:^\:::z.^:i:.2  ^ 


With  this  Book  you  have  a  Sure  Guide  to  l»oky  Dr  lama  and 
Lucky  Numbers.  It  (rives  you  the  True  Interpretation  of  Dreama, 
and  also  the  NumUrs  of  the  lyittery  to  which  they  Apply; 
Good  Cc^mbinations  to  IMay;  Si(rnin<'ations  of  Cards  DreamMof^ 
and  their  Nuiiil>ers.  Combination  Table  for  Saddles,  Gips  ana 
H<'rse.><,  Taiile  for  findint;  Lucky  Niimt>eni,  Numlx-rs  of  Dreama 
of  the  Months;  for  the  Days  ol  the  Weeks.  The  Oraculum.  or  Na- 
poleon Bonaparte's  Botik'of  Kate;  the  Method  of  Workine  tha 
Questions;  the  Oraculum  Table— in  fact,  this  txxik  (fives  all  tha 
suie  sitriia.  Yoii  can  find  out  by  any  of  these  sure  systems  from 
this  iMxk  whether  you  will  l>e  richer  poor,  lucky  or  unlucky; 
w  hetlier  you  w  ill  get  expected  money,  kn-ers,  clothes,  or  any 
other  article  that  you  may  set  your  mind  upon.  Do  you  drenm 
I  of  love  or  (ToKI.  or  of  friendship,  of  f<ies,  or  of  lifeor  death!  Thia 
book  wili  explain  everything  clearly  to  you.  You  can  t<ll  your 
own  fi^rtiiiie  fi-oiii  its  iiaees  wiiho  :t  con.sultin(f  any  livmu' for- 
tuneteller. Thia  book  will  be  si-nt  to  any  a<Mre88,  PoEVpaid,  OD 
receipt  of  price.    Postage  stamjis  taken  same  as  cash 

Price  Twenty-five  Cents  per  copy,  or  this  book  and  any  four  othar 
2Se.  books  on  this  page  for  One  Dollar.  Clean  and  unused  U.  s.  postag* 
stamps,  of  any  denomination,  taken  same  as  cash. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Weluuan,  130  Park  Bow,  N.  Y, 
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In  that  dear  old  villacfe  churchyard, 

There  I  see  a  mossy  mound: 
That  is  where  my  mother's  sleeping 

In  the  cold  and  silent  ground. 
Gently  waves  the  weeping  willow, 

Birds  their  warble  sing  at  dawn; 
.    But  my  heart  is  sad  and  lonely, 

Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone. 

Chorus. 

In  that  dear  old  village  churchyard 

Oft  I  stray  with  heart  forlorn, 
For  there's  ho  one  left  to  love  me. 

Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone. 

I  was  young,  but  I  remeralwr 

Well  the  night  my  mother  died, 
When  I  watched  her  spirit  fading, 

Till  she  called  me  to  her  side; 
Saying:  "  Darling.  I  must  leave  you. 

Angel  voices  guide  me  on; 
Prav  that  we  may  meet  in  heaven, 

AVheu  your  moth«r's  dead  and  gone. — Chorus. 

Oft  I  wa«der  to  that  churchyard, 

Flowers  to  plant  with  tender  care 
On  the  grave  of  ray  dear  mother — 

l)arkn»'ss  tinds  me  weeping  there. 
L<x)kiiig  at  tlie  sky  above  me. 

Waiting  for  the" heavenly  dawn; 
There  is  no  one  left  to  love  me, 

Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gcme — dhitruK 


The  Cumberland's  Crew. 

Oh!  .shipmates,  come,  gather,  and  join  in  my  ditty, 

It's  of  a  terrible  battle  that  happened  of  late; 
Let  each  goo<l  Unioii-Tar  shed  a  .sad  tear  of  pitv. 

When  lie  thinks  of  the  once  gallant  Cuml)erfand's  fate. 
The  Eighth  day  of  March  told  a  terrible  storv. 

And  many  a  brave  tar  to  this  world  bid  adieu! 
Yet  our  flag  it  was  wrapt  in  a  mantle  of  glory. 

By  the  heroic  deeds  of  the  Cumberliuid's  crew. 

On  that  ill-fated  day  about  ten  in  the  morning. 

The  sky  it  wjis  clear,  and  bright  shone  the  sun; 
The  drums  of  the  C'lmdierJaud  sounded  a  warning, 

That  told  ever}'  seaman  to  stand  by  his  gun. 
An  iron-clad  frigate  down  on  us  came  bearing. 

And  high  in  the  air  the  rebel  flag  flew; 
The  pennant  of  treason  she  proudly  was  waving. 

Determined  to  conquer  the  Cumberland's  crew. 

Then  up  sjwke  our  capiain  with  stem  resolution, 
Saying:  My  lK)ys,  of  this  monster  now  don't  be  dismayed! 

We  swore  to  maintain  our  beloved  Constitution. 
And  to  die  for  our  country  we  are  not  afraid! 

We  fight  for  tlie  Union,  our  cause  it  is  glorious, 

To  tlie  stars  and  the  stripes  we  will  stand  ever  true. 

We'll  sink  at  our  quarters,  or  conquer  victorious! 

Wu3  answered  with  cheers  from  the  Cumberland's  crew. 

Now  our  gallant  .ship  fired  her  gims'  dreadftd  thimder. 

Her  broad-side,  lilie  hail,  on  the  Rebel  did  pour; 
The  people  gazed  on,  struck  with  terror  and  wonder — 

The  shots  struck  her  sides  and  glanced  harmless  o'er- 
But  the  pride  of  otir  navy  could  never  l)e  daunted, 

Tho'  the  dead  and  the  wounded  her  deck  they  did  strew; 
And  the  flag  of  our  Union  how  proudly  it  flaimted, 

Sustained  by  the  blood  of  the  Cumberland's  crew. 

Slowly  they  sunk  beneath  Virginia's  waters, 

Their  voices  on  earth  will  ne'er  be  lieard  more — 
The^-'ll  be  wept  bv  Columbia's  brave  sons  and  fair  daughters! 

May  their  bloo<l  Iw;  avenged  on  Virginia's  shore! — 
In  that  battle-stained  grave  they  are  silently  lying — 

Their  souls  have  forever  to  earth  bid  adieu! 
But  the  star-spangled  banner  al)Ove  them  is  flying; 

It  was  nailed  to  ttiu  mast  bv  the  Cumberland's  crew. 


Thcv  fought  us  three  hours  with  stern  resolution, 

Till  those  rebels  found  cannon  would  never  avail  them; 
For  the  flag  of  secession  h&s  no  power  to  gall  them, 

Tho'  tlife  olood  from  their  scuppers  it  crimson 'd  the  tide, 
She  struck  us  amidst-ship,  our  planks  she  did  sever. 

Her  sharp  iron  prong  pierced  our  noble  ship  through: 
And  still,  as  she  sank  on  that  dark  rolling  river. 

We'll  die  at  our  guns!  cried  the  Cumberland's  crew. 

Columbia's  sweet  birth-right  of  freedom's  communion, 

Thv  flag  never  floated  so  proudly  before; 
For  the  spirits  of  those  that  died  for  our  Union, 

Above  its  broad  folds  now  exaltingly  soar! — 
And  when  oi>r  siiilors  in  battle  :i.s.scmblc, 

Ckxi  bless  our  dear  banner,  the  red,  white  and  blue! 
Beneath  its  bright  stars  we'll  cause  tyrants  to  tremble, 

Or  sink  at  oiu*  guns  like  the  Cumberland's  crew. 


■:l.:i- 


AMERICA  BEATS   THEM   ALL. 


Copyright,  188C,  by  Henrj-  J.  Wehman. 

I    ■  >  »    


The  Words  and  Mnwic  of  this  Song  can  be  had  at  any  Music  Store  In  the  United 

States  and  I'anada— price  40  centM^  or  will  be  tient  to  any  addreso. 

on  receipt  of  price,  by  Henrj-  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y. 

Our  Bofls  Catalogue  of  Popular  Songa  sent  Free. 

Each  nation,  we  know,  wiU  brag 

Of  what  its  possessions  are; 
And  everyone  thinks  its  flag 

Is  better  than  others,  by  far: 
Without  being  proud  or  vain. 

Or  talking  the  least  bit  "  tall," 
Allow  me  to  here  explain, 

America  beats  them  alii 

The  ladies  we  daily  meet, 

Oh!  where  can  you  And  their  match? 
So  .stylish  they  dress,  and  neat. 

Their  glances  we  love  to  catch. 
Their  Langtreys  may  boast  their  ctirls. 

Their  graces,  their  hands  so  small; 
For  genuim*  lovely  girls, 

America  beats  them  all! 


They  send  us  their  actors  here 

From  over  the  bounding  sea; 
We  pay  for  them  mighty  dear. 

Whoever  they  chance  to  be. 
But  talent  we've  got  to  spare. 

Tragedians,  great  and  small; 
With  our  Mary  Anderson  fair, 
,    America  beats  them  all ! 

They  tried  to  take  back  the  "cup," 

But  didn't,  as  well  you  know; 
Quite  sadly  they  cave  it  up. 

Their  "  cutters  '  were  rather  "  slow." 
We  can't  boast  a  navy  grand, 

But  for  yachts  that  are  great  and  small, 
I  want  you  to  understand, 

America  beats  them  all  I 

In  athletics  we're  the  "  boss," 
Our  Meyers  was  never  heaV, 
At  ball  matches,  pitch  aud  tos.s. 

Who  can  now  with  us  compete? 

Of  boxers,  where  i.s  the  man 

That  wouldn't  iK^fore  ours  fall? 
With  our  John  L.  Snllivan,  , 

America  Ixjats  them  all! 

Then  here's  to  our  flag  so  bright. 

Still  honored  throughout  the  world; 
While  liberty  sheds  its  light. 

It  ever  shall  be  unfurled.  ' 

And  just  bet  your  bottom  dime. 

In  everything,  great  or  small, 
Tliat  here,  now,  and  every  time, 

America  beats  them  all ! 


— A  temperance  society  in  Indiana  has  told  the  following  in  its 
by-laws  relative  to  membership:  "  No  man  shall  be  eligible  to 
membership  in  this  society  who  puts  bis  hat  on  with  a  shoe-horn. 
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NO   SECT  IN  HEAVEN. 

Talking  of  sects  till  late  one  eve, 

Of  the  varioas  doctrines  the  saints  believe,       ;  ■ 

That  night  I  stood  ill  a  troubled  dream, 

B>  the  side  of  a  darkly  flowing  stream. 

And  a  "  Churchman  "  down  the  river  cama 
When  I  heard  a  strange  voice  call  his  name. 
"  Good  father,  stop;  when  you  cross  this  tide. 
You  must  leave  your  robes  on  the  other  side." 

But  the  aged  father  did  not  mind, 
And  his  long  gown  floated  out  behind. 
As  down  to  the  stream  his  way  he  took, 
His  pale  bands  clasping  a  gilt-edged  book. 

"  I'm  bound  for  heaven,  and  when  I'm  there, 
I  shall  want  my  book  of  Common  Prayer; 
And  though  I  put  on  a  starry  crown, 
I  should  feel  quite  lost  without  my  gown." 

Then  he  fixed  his  eye  on  the  shining  track. 
But  his  gown  was  heavy,  and  held  him  back. 
And  tlie  jxwr  old  father  tried  in  vain 
A  single  step  in  the  flood  to  gain. 

I  saw  him  again  on  the  other  side. 
But  his  silk  gown  had  floated  on  .the  tide, 
And  no  one  asked  in  that  blissful  sjxn, 
Whether  he  belonged  to  "  the  Church  "  or  not 

Then  down  to  the  river  a  Quaker  strayed, 
His  dress  of  a  sober  hue  was  made; 
' '  My  coat  and  hat  must  be  all  of  gray, 
I  cannot  go  any  other  way." 

Then  he  buttoned  his  coat  straight  up  to  his  chin. 
And  steadily,  solemnly  waded  m. 
And  his  broad  brimmed  hat  he  pulled  down  tight 
Over  his  forehead,  so  cold  and  white. 

But  a  strong  wind  carried  away  his  hat; 

A  moment  he  silently  sighed  over  tliat. 

And  then,  as  he  gazed  to  the  farther  shore. 

His  coat  slipped  oil,  and  was  seen  no  more.         . 

As  he  went  into  heaven,  his  suit  of  gray 
Went  quietly  sailing — aw-ay — away. 
And  none  of  the  angels  questioned  him 
About  the  width  of  his  beaver's  brim. 

Next  came  Dr.  "Watts  with  a  bundle  of  Psalms 

Tied  nicely  up,  in  his  aged  arms. 

And  hymns  as  many,  a  very  wise  thing. 

That  the  jieople  in  iieaven,  "  all  round."  might  sing. 

But  I  thought  he  heaved  an  anxious  sigh. 
As  he  saw  that  the  river  ran  broad  and  high. 
And  looked  rather  surprised,  as,  one  by  one. 
The  Psalms  and  Hymns  in  the  waves  went  down. 

And  after  him,  w  ith  his  MS9,  i. 

Came  Wesley,  the  pattern  of  godliness, 

B\it  he  cried,  "  Dear  me,  what  shall  I  do? 

The  water  has  soaked  them  through  and  through." 

And  there  on  the  river,  far  nod  wide, 
Away  tlicy  went  down  the  swollen  tide, 
And  the  saint,  astonished,  passed  through  alone 
Without  his  manuscripts,  up  to  the  throne. 

Then  gravely  walking,  two^ints  by  name 
Down  to  the  stream  together  came 
But  as  they  stopjjed  at  the  river's  brink 
I  saw  one  saint  from  the'other  shrink. 

"  Sprinkled  or  plunged,  may  I  ask  you,  friend. 

How  you  attained  to  life's  great  end?  " 

"  Tliua.  with  a  few  drops  on  my  brow." 

"  But  I  have  been  dipped,  as  you'll  see  me  now 

And  I  really  think  It  will  hardly  do. 
As  I'm  '  close  communion,'  to  cross  with  you; 
You're  lx)und,  I  know,  to  th^  realms  of  bliss. 
But  you  must  go  that  way,  and  I'll  go  this." 


Then  straightway  plunging  with  all  his  might, 
Away  to  the  left — his  friend  at  the  right. 
Apart  they  went  from  this  world  of  sin, 
But  at  last  together  they  euterctl  in. 

And  now,  when  the  river  was  rolling  on, 

A  Presbyterian  church  went  down; 

Of  women  there  seemed  an  innumerable  throng. 

But  the  men  I  could  count  as  they  passed  along. 

And  concerning  the  road  they  could  never  agree. 
The  old  or  the  ■new  way,  which  it  could  be, 
Nor  ever  a  moment  paused  to  think 
That  both  would  lead  to  the  river's  brink. 

And  a  sound  of  murmuring  long  and  loud 

Came  ever  up  from  the  moving  crowd: 

"  You're  in  the  old  way,  and  I'm  in  the  new. 

That  is  the  false,  and  this  is  the  true;" 

Or,  "  I'm  in  the  old  way,  and  you're  in  the  new. 

That  is  the  false,  and  this  is  the  true." 

But  the  brethren  only  seemed  to  speak, 
Motlest  the  sisters  walked,  and  meek. 
And  if  ever  one  of  them  chanced  to  say 
What  troubles  she  met  with  on  the  way. 
How  she  longed  to  pass  to  the  other  side, 
Nor  feared  to  cross  over  the  swelling  tide, 
A  voice  arose  from  the  brethren  then- 
"  Lot  no  one  speak  but  the  '  holy  men; ' 
For  have  ye  not  heard  the  words  of  Pau., 
'  Oh,  let  the  woman  keep  silence  all? ' " 

I  watched  them  long  in  my  curious  dream. 

Till  they  stood  by  the  l)orders  of  the  stream. 

Then,  just  as  I  thought,  the  two  ways  met. 

But  all  the  brethren  were  talking  yet. 

And  woidd  talk  on,  tilll  the  heaving  tide 

Carrie<l  them  over,  side  by  side; 

Side  by  side,  for  the  way  Was  one. 

The  toilsome  journey  of  life  was  done. 

And  priest  and  Quaker,  and  all  who  died. 

Came  out  alike  on  the  other  side. 

No  forms,  or  crosses,  or  books  had  they. 

No  gowns  of  silk,  or  suits  of  graj-. 

No  creeds  to  guide  them,  or  ilSS., 

For  all  had  put  on  Christ's  righteousness. 


AMERICA. 


^ 


/ 


> 


The  Words  and  Music  of  ttiia  Song  will  be  pent  to  any  addrem,  poet-paid,  on  i 
receipt  of  40  Cents,  by  II.  J.  Wchman,  V.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City.         > 
Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  German  Songs — Free. 

My  countn',  'tis  of  thee. 
Sweet  land  of  liberty. 
Of  thee  I  sing; 
:  J  Land  where  my  fathers  died, 

~.    '     '      Land  of  the  pilgrims' pride. 
From  every  mountain  side 
Let  freedom  ring. 

My  native  countrj-,  thee, 
Land  of  the  noble,  free — 
V       Thy  name  I  lo%c; 

I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills    . 
Mj  heart  with  rapture  thrills 
Like  that  above. 

Let  muac  swell  the  breeze, 
•■  And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

.  Sweet  freedom's  song; 

Let  mortal  tongtics  awake. 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake, 
■    "\.       ;■       Let  rocks  their  silence  break,     • 
The  sound  prolong. 

r       J  Our  fathers'  God,  to  thee. 

Author  of  lilwrty,  . 

-  To  thee  I  sing;  • ,  =• 

Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light; 
'>.  V  ,  Protect  us  by  thy  might,  i- ..  -.^ 

^^  Great  God,  our  King.-  •    '■ 


»-»>^,jli 


'^*^»^- 


'f.'^.'  "'.-^d*  ■"■'*^""  •■'-!*;*•'>-— ..•-'?^'rr<r^>^'«-?  "^»c**>? 
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Captain  de  Wellington  Boots. 
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You  must  know  I  belong  to  the  army. 

You  can  see  that,  of  course,  by  mj'  style, 
I  deli''ht  in  the  title  of  "  Captain." 

And  upon  riie  tlie  ladies  all  smile. 
In  tlie  ranks  of  the  First  Mounted  Out-o'-sights, 

I  hold  an  important  command; 
And  {X'rliaps  you'll  ijermit  me  to  tell  you 

There  are  no  liner  men  in  the  laud. 

Spoken— Yaas,  we  are  all  fine  men,  brave  men,  and  what  I  like 
best  of  all,  is  to — 

CnoRUs. 
T^a  de  da  with  the  ladies, 

For  that  is  the  style  that  suits 
The  noble  frame  and  glorious  name 

Of  Captain  de  Wellington  Boots. 

You  mav  talk  of  the  bar  or  the  navy, 

My  life  l)eats  the  couple  to  smash; 
You  can  get  a  fine  post  in  the  army. 

That  is.  if  you've  got  but  the  ca.sh. 
My  dad,  you  must  know,  was  a  grocer, 

Who  contrived  to  scrape  uj)  a  good  sum; 
Bought  me  a  commission  with  "  sugar," 

And  afterwards  left  me  a  •' plum." 

Spoken — To  enable  me  to— C7ioru». 

At  soirees  and  balls  I  get  feted. 

The  darlings,  at  me  how  thej'  glance. 
And  quarrel  almost  for  "  the  captain," 

Or  implore  I  will  join  in  the  dance. 
But  dancing  for  me's  too  much  lx)ther, 

I  leave  such  hard  work  to  the  rest; 
I  like  billiards,  and  so  I  do  croqtiet, 

After  all,  though,  the  thing  I  like — 

Spoken — Is  to — C7ionix.  ^ 

I  tell  them  fine  talcs  about  battles. 

Which  the  darlings  are  anxious  to  hear: 
But  what  the  smell  of  powder  is  like, 

I  have  not  the  slightest  idea. 
They  think  I've  done  glorious  deeds. 

And  have  oft  made  the  enemy  fly; 
But  I  haven't  as  yet— and  what's  more. 

I  have  no  intention  to  try. 

Spoken — Not  in  the  least,  I  prefer  by  far  to — Choru$. 

I  drive  a  fine  drag  that's  a  picture, 

I've  a  mare  that's  a  devil  to  go; 
Of  an  afternoon  I  take  a  canter 

Mongst  the  fair  ones  who  swarm  Rotten  Row. 
They  whisper:  See!  there  goes  the  captain! 

And  blush  to  their  hairs'  verj'  roots. 
If  they  meet  with  the  least  recognition 

From  Captain  de  Wellington  Boots. 

Spoken— They  know  I'm  a  perfect  Adonis,  and  they  like  me 
to — Chorus. 

THE  FOOT-PRINT  IN  THE  SAND. 
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Along  the  beach  at  Rockaway, 

One  pleasant  day  I  strolled,  " 

Listening  to  the  breakers'  roar. 

As  on  the  beach  they  rolled. 
I  was  straying  on  (jtiite  leisirely 

Along  the  shell  .strewn  .shore. 
When  i  saw  a  maiden,  young  and  fair. 

Tripping  lightly  on  In; f  ore.  , 

CnoTira 
She  was  graceful,  tall  and  fair. 
With  a  wealth  of  golden  hair; 

She  was  pos.sessed  of  every  charm. 
She'd  the  prettiest  foot  in  the  land; 

I  knew  i\  well,  for  there  I  saw 
Her  foot-print  in  the  sand. 


I  started  quickly  after  her, 

When  her  eyes  on  me  she  turned; 
She  seemed  to  pierce  me  to  the  heart. 

With  the  fire  of  love  I  burned. 
Iler  form  was  tall  and  graceful. 

Like  a  swan  along  she'd  glide; 
Not  many  moments  had  elap.se(l 

Ere  I  was  at  her  side.  —CUorm. 

For  hours  we  talked  and  walked  along,  . 

'Till  the  day  away  had  flown; 
When  I  left  her  at  the  cottage  door 

^ly  heart  was  not  my  own. 
I  told  her  so,  and  a.sked  her  hand. 

How  her  brilliant  eyes  did  shine; 
And  her  head  dropix.'d  gently  on  my  breast 

When  she  proniis«.d  to  be  mine. — Chorus. 


FOOT-PRINTS   ON   THE    SNOW. 
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I  looked  out  throngh  the  w  indow,  the  enow  had  ceased  to  fall, 
And  thought  mc  of  a  promise,  on  a  friend  to  make  a  call ; 
When  stepping  through  the  doorway,  undecided  still  to  go, 
I  haw  before  me,  on  the  pave,  two  foot-prints  on  the  snow. 
I  gazed  with  admiration  on  the  trim  and  tiny  n-.arkis. 
And  felt  within  my  bosom  kindling  love's  bewitching  sparks; 
Then  quickly  followed  down  the  street,  determined  I  would  know, 
Abont  the  darling  one  who'd  left  her  foot-priutf  on  the  snow. 

Chobcs. 
I  think  of  her  with  fond  delight, 
No  matter  where  I  go. 


; 


The  darling,  pretty  one,  who  left 
Ucr  foot-prints  on  the  snow. 

I  paused  before  a  cottage,  for  there  vanished  quite. 

But  peeping  thro'  the  lattice,  two  bright  eyes  \Mre  jtist  In  sight; 

And  a  roguish  face  was  smiling,  while  my  own  was  all  aglow. 

For  I  saw  the  pretty  one  who  left  her  foot-prints  on  the  snow. 

I  did  not  dare  to  enter,  but  I  bowed  and  threw  a  kiss. 

She  answennl  with  her  'kerchief,  and  my  heart  was  filled  with  bliss; 

Next  day  the  carrier  brought  me  a  charming  billet  doux. 

But  I'll  not  tell  her  name  who  left  her  foot-prints  on  the  snow.— Chorus. 


SQUINTY   DAN. 
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I'll  tell  you  of  a  nice  young  man. 

And  of  a  maiden  gal; 
The  neighbors  calletl  him  Squinty  Dan, 

And  she  I^ong-legged  Sal. 
They  lived  down  on  Centre  street, 

And  loved  each  other  well; 
And  it's  of  a  dismal  hi.story 

That  now  I'm  going  to  tell. 

Now  Squinty  Dan  he  had  red  hair. 

And  looked  two  ways  for  Monday; 
He  peddled  clams  around  the  street 

On  every  dav  but  Sunday. 
But  Sundays,  Squinty  Dan  would  go 

To  cotirt  Long-legge<l  Sal. 
And  take  her  to  ride  in  his  clam-barouche 

On  the  banks  of  Go  wan  us  Canal, 

He  used  to  feed  her  on  clam  .soup. 

Clam  chowder  and  clam  pic: 
And  .send  her  lots  of  long  necked  clams. 

For  her  to  roa.st  and  fry. 
Till  tlie  neighbors'  gals,  through  jealousy, 

Made  up  a  horrid  pla©. 
To  freeze  the  love  in  the  bosom  of 

Uer  darling,  Squinty  Dau. 

"When  Squinty  Dnn  heard  the  news, ; 

lie  climbed  to  a  chimney  top; 
He  pulled  a  pound  of  powder  out. 

And  down  he  let  it  drop.  -.jj- 

It  flashed  up  with  a  fearful  roar. 

And  blowed  him  so  far  on  hi^h. 
He  never  came  down,  and  that  is  the  lart 

Of  this  mournful  history. 


\: 


V-^_  r^    ,^    i?T-.    ■>• 
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Why  Didn't  You  Say  So  Before? 
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New  by- words,  you  know,  now-a-days  are  the  rage, 

You'll  hear  them  from  every  tongue; 
Wherever  you  go  you'll  find  that  it  s  so, 

The  little,  the  big,  old  and  young.  '     ;- 

Even  the  ladies  are  fond  of  the  slang, 

While  the  bovs  in  the  street  loudly  roar;  •  • ' 

,      Oh,  how  they  do  shout,  the  latest  one  out,  ; 

Why  didn't  you  say  so  before?  " 

One  day,  driven  mad  with  a  toothache  so  bad, 

I  rushed  to  the  first  doctor's  shop; 
When  the  grinder  he  eyed,  and  the  tongs  he  applied,  • 

And  he  pulled  me  six  times  round  the  shop. 
Said  I,  Avhen  he'd  done,  you've  pulled  out  the  wrong  oOe, 

While  with  agony  loud  I  did  roar; 
Now  it's  done,  sir,  says  he,  the  fault  don't  lay  with  me. 

Why  didn't  you  say  so  before? 

I  once  asked  a  friend  me  ten  dollars  to  lend. 

And  said,  I'd  return  it  next  day;  <  ' 

.  ;      When  he  did  begin  at  once  to  rub  his  chin,    ,  v 

And  these  words  unto  me  he  did  say: 
Old  boy,  it's  too  bad,  I  should  have  been  glad, 

In  fact,  I'd  have  let  you  have  more 
Had  you  called  yesterday,  now  it's  all  paid  away,.    ; 

Why  didn't  you  say  so  before?      ,,.-;;.  ^    -.   .   -I 

My  wife  yesterday  sat  crying  away,  .    • 

Because  our  first-bom  was  a  boy; 
All  day  she  would  sigh  and  keep  rubbing  her  eyes,  - 

Instead  of  being  happy  with  joy. 
Says  she  to  me,  Joe,  I  hate  boys,  you  know, 

I'd  sooner  of  girls  have  a  score; 
Says  I,  (with  a  leer,)  it's  too  late  now,  my  dear. 

Why  didn't  you  say  so  before? 


j^: 


DUNDERBECK'S  MACHINE. 


Tune— "  Thomas's  Machine." 
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Dere  vas  a  good  old  German  man, 

His  name  vas  D  under  beck,  .': 

He  vas  very  fond  of  poodle  dogs,     .      '      ■ 

Und  sour  krout  und  spec; 
He  had  a  great  big  butcher  shop,       ■     t   . 

Der  nicest  ever  seen, 
He  got  him  out  a  patent,  boys,  1      • 

To  make  sausages  by  steam. 

Chorus. 

Den,  oh.  Mister  Dunderbcck,  ... 

How  could  you  be  so  mean? 
You  vas  sorry  you  invented     ,         ^; 
:  Dat  wonderful  machine. 

Den  pussy  cats  and  long  tail  rats. 
No  more  dey  will  be  seen; 
-J"   '  :  .    You  grind  dem  up  to  sausage  meat 
By  Dunderbeck's  machine. 

De  onner  day  a  little  boy,         ■....,"::;. 

He  come  into  de  store,  ..  "      ■  . 

He  vant  a  pound  of  head  cheese,      :       i  } 

Dat  vas  valking  'round  de  floor. 
Und  while  he  vas  standing  dere        \     , 

He  vhistled  up  a  tune,  '.■'~\:-:.'-^-'':''-p '■■[■■'.  ■' 

Dem  sausages  begin  to  dance  f       ,   . 

Und  jump  around  de  room. — Charv*. 

Now  something  vas  de  matter,.  .  :\- '    ■  "  ■". 

Dat  machine  it  wouldn't  go,  /'.;'"■ 

So  Dunderbeck  he  crawled  inside   ■ 

To  find  dat  out,  you  know. 
His  wife  she  took  de  nightmare,  :  vv  V  .  ■ 

Und  vent  valking  in  her  sleep,  !        t 

She  gave  dat  crank  one  awful  yank,  .  "  :  ;  ■ 

Und  Dunderbeck  vas  meat. — Cliorus. 


Plodding  Throngh  the  Rain. 
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Sitting  lately  at  my  window 
:    '  On  a  rainy  day, 

Time  I  whiled  away  by  watching 

All  who  passed  that  way. 
From  the  weather  some  protected,  •     '. 

;•       Others  moved  in  pain; 
'  Some  in  hunger,  cold,  neglected. 

Wretched  in  the  rain. 
Plodding,  tripping. 
Drenched  and  dripping. 
Wretched  in  the  rain. 

Postman  comes,  delivers  letters. 
Sorelv  I'm  afraid. 
\     Of  public  servants  few  are  better. 
None  so  badly  paid. 
Men  must  vary  in  their  station,    .  . 
Let  him  not  complain; 
.      But  heaven  keep  him  from  temptation. 
Plodding  through  the  rain. 
'  Plodding,  tripping. 

Drenched  and  dripping, 
Wretched  in  the  rain. 

A  female  form  my  eye  next  catches. 

Carrying  a  child, 
,  Singing  snatches,  selling  matches — 

See,  the  infant  smiled  1 
Still  closer  nestled  to  its  mother. 

Drops  to  sleep  again ; 
May  He  befriend  them — they've  no  other,  - 

Wretched  in  the  rain.  , 

Plodding,  tripping. 
Drenched  and  dripping,      ! 

Wretched  in  the  rain. 

Relief  I  gave  them,  food  and  money, 

Speedily  they're  gone; 
Grim  policeman,  gaunt  and  stoney, 

Bids  her  to  move  on. 
Duty  makes  this  man  suspicious, 

Beggars  sigh  in  vain ; 
.  He  thinks  all  kindness  injudicious. 

To  paupers  in  the  rain. 
Plodding,  tripping, 
.    Drenched  and  dripping. 

Wretched  in  the  rain. 

:  -^       Eyes  half  opened,  peeping  from  an 
Old  uneasy  seal; 
'•  Weather-l)eaten  apple  woman. 
Wherefore  in  the  street? 
To  the  gin  shop  should  she  totter, 

Just  to  get  a  drain? 
For  such  indulgence,  pray,  blame  not  her 
Sitting  in  the  rain. 
■       Sitting,  slipping, 

DrenchM  arid  dripping, 
Shivering  in  the  rain. 

See,  with  pliant  step  and  supple, 

Two  folks  next  appear; 
Watch  that  loving,  courting  couple, 

Closer  drawing  near. 
'Neath  one  small  umbrella  walking, 

Whispering  love's  old  strain; 
•       .  Heedless  of  the  weather,  talking 

.;    :        Happy  in  the  rain. 
Trotting,  tripping. 
Drenched  and  dripping, 

Happy  in  the  rain. 

Rest  to  some  men  would  be  hunger. 
Hand  to  mouth  they  live; 
'  '   .  Cabman,  'busman,  costermongcr, 

.      ;    .    .  Daily  have  to  strife. 

Watching  life's  damp  dreary  feature, 
I've  not  looked  in  vain; 
-  If  more,  I  love  my  fellow  creature    - 

Plodding  in  the  rain.    ,_  .  , 

-•  :  "     ■      y  Plodding,  tripping,  :    '' ' 

/y'[-':--y     V    Drenched  and  dripping,  ■:.;,'  v{  ;       ,  ;    ^ 
Wretched  in  the  rain..    *""■       ""    '   '^  ' 


,^ 
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There's  a  Smile  Waiting  for  Me  at  Home 
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Troubles  we  fancy  are  heavy  to  bear, 

lu  traveling  life's  dreary  way; 
Some  are  heart-broken  with  sorrow  and  care. 

Others  are  cheerful  and  gay. 
The  road  may  be  rough,  and  the  journey  be  long, 

As  over  its  pathways  I  roam; 
Contented  I  smg,  this  the  theme  of  my  song: 

There's  a  smile  waiting  for  me  at  home. 

Chorus. 

The  frowns  of  the  world  they  are  nothing  to  me, 

Trials  and  troubles  may  come; 
I've  this  consolation  where'er  I  may  be: 

There's  a  smile  waiting  for  me  at  home. 

Weary  and  worn,  and  by  labor  oppressed. 

Or  sneered  at  by  fools  in  their  pride; 
The  shrine  of  my  love  and  the  haven  of  rest, 

I  find  at  my  own  fireside. 
Voices  so  gentle,  and  hearts  that  are  warm. 

To  cheer  me  when  sorrow  should  come; 
I  know  I've  a  shelter  from  every  storm. 

Id  the  smiles  that  await  me  at  home.— C/u>rt<«. 


DE    HAM-FAT   MAN. 
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Oh!  good-ev'n  to  you,  white  folks, 

I'm  glad  to  see  you  all, 
I'm  right  from  ole  Virginny, 

Which  some  jieople  say  will  fall; 
You  may  talk  about  ole  massa, 

But  he  am  just  de  man. 
To  make  de  niggers  happy 

Wid  de  ham-fat  man. 

Chorus. 

Ham-fat,  ham-fat,  zi;^  a  zig  a  zam. 

Ham-fat,  ham-fat  frying  in  de  pan; 

Ohl  roll  into  de  kitchen  fast,  boys,  as  you  can. 

Oh!  rooksey,  cooksey,  cooksey,  I'm  de  ham- fat  man. 

Ole  missus  she's  up  stair 

A-eating  bread  and  honey;  "^ 

Massa's  in  de  store 

A-countiug  ob  his  money; 
But  Susan's  m  de  kitchen 

Frying  at  de  ham. 
And  savmg  all  de  gravy 

For  de  ham-fat  man. — Chorum 

Some  niggers  likes  de  mutton. 

Puddin',  cakes  and  jam; 
Some  like  veal  and  venison. 

Chicken,  hare  and  lamb. 
But  of  all  desc  birds  and  beastessea 

Dat  plow  the  raging  main, 
Dev're  not  to  be  compared 

To  gravy  in  de  pan  —  CVwrw*. 

So  goo<l-bye,  my  white  folks, 

Prom  you  I  now  must  go. 
For  I  smells  a  mighty  cooking 

In  de  kitclien  down  below. 
Massa's  ordered  grouse  for  dinner. 

Missus  wants  roast  ham; 
But  Susan  she  will  keep  de  slush 

For  de  ham-fat  man. 

Chorus. 
Ham-fat,  ham  fat ,  zig  a  zig  a  zam. 
Ham-fat,  ham-fat  frying  in  de  pan; 
Oh!  roll  into  de  kitchen  fast,  boys,  as  you  can. 
Glory  hallelujah!  in  de  ham- fat  pan. 


PAUL   JONES.  t       V 
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An  American  frigate  from  Baltimore  came. 
Her  guns  mounted  forty,  the  Richard  by  name; 
Went  to  cruiae  in  the  channel  of  old  England, 
With  a  noble  commander,  Paul  Jones  was  the  man. 

We  had  not  sailed  long,  before  we  did  espy 
A  large  forty-four,  and  a  twenty  close  by; 
Those  two  warlike  ships,  full  laden  with  store, 
Our  captain  pursued  to  the  bold  Yorkshire  slxore. 

• . 

At  the  hour  of  twelve  Pierce  came  alongside, 

With  a  loud  speaking  trumpet,  "  Whence  came  you?  "  he  cried; 

"  Quick,  give  me  an  answer,  I  hailed  you  before. 

Or  this  very  instant  a  broadside  111  pour." 

Paul  Jones,  he  exclaimed:  "  My  brave  boys,  we'll  not  run. 
Let  every  brave  seaman  stand  close  to  his  gun ! " 
When  a  "broadside  was  fired  by  these  brave  Englishmen, 
And  we,  bold  buckskin  heroes,  returned  it  again. 

We  fought  them  five  glasses,  five  glasses  most  hot,  . 
Till  fifty  brave  seamen  lay  dead  on  tlie  spot; 
And  full  seventy  more  lay  bleeding  in  their  gore, 
Whilst  the  Pierce's  loud  cannon  on  the  Richard  did  roar. 

Our  gunner  affrighted  unto  Paul  Jones  he  came, 
"  Our  ship  is  a  sinking.  likewi.sc  in  a  flame." 
Paul  Jones  he  replied  in  the  height  of  his  pride, 
"  If  we  can  do  no  better,  we'll  smk  alongside." 

At  length  our  shot  flew  so  quick  thev  could  not  stand. 
The  flag  of  proud  Britain  was  forced  to  come  down; 
The  lion  bore  down,  and  the  Richard  did  rake. 
Which  cau.sed  the  heart  of  brave  Jones  to  ache. 

"  Come  now,  my  brave  buckskins,  we've  taken  a  prize, 
A  large  forty-four,  and  a  twenty  likewise; 
'i'hey  are  both  noble  vessels,  well  laden  with  store. 
We  will  toss  off  the  can  to  our  country  once  more." 

God  help  the  poor  widows,  who  shortly  must  weep 
For  the  loss  of  their  husbands  now  sunk  in  the  deep! 
We'll  drink  to  brave  Paul  Jones,  who  with  sword  in  hand 
Shone  foremost.in  action  and  gave  us  command.    . 


■vf 


■^  t 


:i 


•v.- 


■•■;■  ^  t 


YOU  KNOW  VAT  I  KNOW. 
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I  know  soineding  vliich  I  don't  mind  telling  you. 
Put  keep  it  a  secret,  now  mind; 

Pecause  iff  my  vife  vas  to  find  it  out.  too. 
I  know  dat  mit  rage  she'd  go  plind. 

It's  a|K>ut  a  j'Oun<^  girl  vat  I  meet  th'  oder  day 
Vhile  valking  mong  in  de  shtrect; 

Und  I  know  iff  dis  young  girl  knowed  I  had  a  vife. 
She  vouldn't  dink  I  vas  so  sweet. 

Chorus. 
Now  you  know  vat  I  know  und  vat  my  vife  don't  know, 
She  don't  know  vat  I  know,  und  vat  I  know  jou  know. 
If  you  tell  her  vat  you  know  und  also  vat  I  kiiow. 
Den  she'd  know  vat  I  know,  vat  you  know  also. 

I  know  dat  dis  young  girl  vore  lots  of  false  hair, 

I  could  see  dat  at  once  at  a  glance; 
I  know  dat  her  feet  vas  much  larger  dan  mine, 

I  found  dat  oud  vhen  ve  did  dance. 
She  got  peauty  shpots  all  over  her  face, 

I  don't  vant  to  make  fun  at  all; 
She'd  a  mole  on  her  cheek  as  red  as  a  pect, 

Und  it  looked  like  a  pig  cod-flsh  Xmu.—Choru*. 

Dis  girl's  hair  vas  red  or  a  shtrawperry  plonde. 

Her  eye-prows  hung  down  to  her  nose; 
She'd  a  mout  dat,  vcn  open,  looked  like  a  mouse  trap, 

It  vorked  on  a  shpring,  I  suppose. 
Put  shtill  she's  a  peauty  'longside  of  my  vife. 

To-morrow  I  get  a  divorce; 
Und  de  secret  ifr— veil,  I  don't  mind  telling  you — 

I  marry  dis  young  girl,  of  course. — Churus. 
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Yoti  Mustn't  Believe  All  You  Hear. 
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Tis  said  I'm  a  bachelor,  fifty  yeai-s  old, 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear;  '  ;    .  - 

And  they  say  that  I'm  wild,  very  wicked  and  bold. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear. 
Whv  some  say  I've  five  children,  a  wife  and  a  cow, 
Or  five  cows  and  a  wife,  who  are  hunting  me  now, 
Who  are  trying  to  find  me,  but  do  not  know  how. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear. 

Very  often  you're  told  of  magnificent  deeds. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear; 
Of  how  Jenkins  supplies  all  the  poor  people's  needs, 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear. 
He  will  give  if  his  name  in  the  paper  appears, 
But  in  private  he'll  turn  from  the  lone  widow's  tears; 
You'll  be  told  that  he's  been  a  great  giver  for  years. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear. 

You  are  wisely  informed  that  old  maids  always  paint. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear; 
That  if  men  tried  to  kiss  them  they'd  shudtler  and  faint, 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear. 
It  is  hinted  they're  skinny  and  made  up  for  show, 
That  the  heels  of  their  shoes  are  too  close  to  their  toes. 
That  they  giggle  and  gossip  wherever  they  go. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  bear. 

Some  folks  say  that  old  Satan  has  come  here  to  dwell, 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear; 
And  some  others  are  preaching  there's  no  place  like — well. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear. 
You  have  hoard  it  asserteu  that  virtue  is  dead, 
And  that  station  and  money  are  reigning  instead, 
And  that  Jordan's  a  very  hard  turnpike  to  tread. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear.  , 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear. 

You  will  often  be  told  some  queer  fish  stories,  too. 

But  you  mustn't  l)elieve  all  you  hear; 
Ot  how  whales  were  jerked  out  of  the  old  ocean  blue. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear. 
There  is  hardlj-  a  man  who'll  not  quicklj'  relate, 
His  adventures  with  fish,  their  dimensions  and  weight, 
How  he  whistled  them  out  without  net,  hook  or  bait, 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear. 

But  you  mustn't  believe  all  you  hear.      - 


Keep  One  Little  Thought  for  Me. 
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Farewell,  my  darling,  I  must  leave  you. 

Soon  with  strangers  I  must  roam. 
Far  o'er  the  bright  and  boundless  ocean. 

Far  from  those  we  leave  at  home; 
And  when  j'ou  lay  upon  your  pillow. 

From  all  worldly*  thoughts  so  free, 
Don't  forget  there's  one  that  loves  you. 

Keep  one  little  thought  for  me. 

.  '  Chorus. 

/   Years  may  pass  before  I  greet  you, 

Far  from  the  land  beyond  the  sea; 
.      Can  you  think  I'll  e'er  forget  you? 
Keep  one  little  thought  for  me, 
;  One  little  thought  for  me. 

Others  will  claim  you,  love,  my  darling. 

When  no  longer  I  am  near; 
Strange  lips  will  whisper  their  devotion. 

Standing  close  beside  you  here. 
Your  happy  smiles  will  then  be  beaming, 

Filling  hearts  with  joyotis  glee; 
Promise  that  you  will  not  forget,  love. 

Keep  one  little  thought  for  me. — (Jhorv*. 

When  I  return  again  to  thee,  love, 

Shall  I  find  your  heart  the  same? 
Will  you  then  whisper  sweet  to  me,  love. 

Darling,  I  am  glad  you  came? 
Absent  from  thee  I'll  be  so  lonely. 

When  5'our  face  I  cannot  see; 
But  I'll  hope,  if  you  will  only 

Keep  one  little  thought  for  me. — Chorus. 
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NORAH,   ASTHORE. 
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Norali,  asthore,  far  away  o'er  the  ocean, 

I  sigh  for  the  light  of  thy  beautiful  eyes;  '    . 

Distance  nor  time  ne'er  will  blight  the  devotion 

That  dwells  in  my  heait  for  the  colleen  I  prize.  • 

Thy  smile  that  would  welcome  me,  love,  in  the  gloaming. 

Still  lightens  my  pathways  as  bright  as  of  yore; 
Tliy  sweet  voice  I  hear,  love,  where'er  I  am  maming. 

Calling  me  back  to  my  Norah,  asthore. 

-:■'"-'.'■:■       Chorus.    .   ■>•'■-•     ■■'•  ■■    -.,-'-' 
Norah,  a.sthore,  ave!  soon  I'll  be  sailing 

Home  to  you,  darling,  to  part  nevermore; 
My  soul  longs  to  hear,  love,  thy  sweet  words  of  greeting, 

Norah,  allanna,  Norah,  asthore. 

Norah,  asthore,  tho'  'tis  j'ears  since  we  parted, 

I  know  you'll  be  true  to  the  promise  you  gave; 
Your  whisper  that  joy  to  my  sorrows  imparted, 

Still  speaks  iomy  heart,  love,  from  thee  o'er  the  wave. 
Ah,  soon  will  the  long  days  of  waiting  be  over, 

Ah,  soon  I'll  return  to  the  love  I  adore; 
Bright  will  the  skies  seem  beside  you,  mavourneen,    /    :     ,•- 

Norah,  allanna,  my  Norah,  asthore. — Chorra. 


Must  We  Leave  the  Old  Home,  Mother? 
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Must  we  leave  the  old  home,  mother. 

Where  we've  lived  for  many  years? 
We  can  never  find  another 

Place  on  earth  that  is  so  dear.  « 

Father's  dead,  and  he  is  sleeping 

In  the  churchyard  o'er  the  way; 
Mother,  dear,  why  are  you  weeping?  > 

Oh,  must  we  leave  the  old  home,  say? 

Chorus. 
Must  we  leave  the  old  home,  mother? 

Tell  me,  won't  you,  must  we  roam?  .         ; 
We  can  never  find  another 

Place  on  earth  like  the  old  home. 

Must  w^e  leave  the  old  home,  mother,  ; 

Since  we  dearly  love  it  so? 
Should  we  never  find  another. 

It  would  break  our  hearts,  I  know. 
Humble  though  it  be  and  lowly. 

Can  we  turn  from  it  away? 
With  memories  so  holy, 
'-  Oh,  must  we  leave  the  old  home,  say? — Chorut. 

Must  we  leave  the  old  home,  mother. 

And  forsake  it  all  in  all; 
Never  clinging  to  each  other       . 

By  the  hearth  in  the  hall? 
Will  there  linger  strange  faces 

By  the  fireside,  night  and  day, 
'  And  the  bid-time's  pleasant  places— 

Oh,  must  we  leave  them,  mother,  say? — Chorut. 


— A  brakeman  in  the  employ  of  the  Delaware  &  Hudson  Canal 
Compan}-  is  a  very  obliging  person  and  thoughtful  withal.  An 
excursion  party,  which  included  many  young  men  and  women, 
recently  made  a  trip  from  Albany  to  St.  George,  and,  as  the  train 
would  near  a  tunnel,  of  which  there  are  a  good  many  on  the  line, 
he  would  call  out  in  stentorian  tones:  "  Gents,  choose  your  partners 
for  the  tunnel." 
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OTHER  ARRANGEMENTS. 
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I  didn't  think  I'd  sing  to-night 

On  account  of  other  arruugenicuts; 
But  to-morrow  Til  tix  that  all  right, 

By  changing  my  arrangements. 
So  while  I'm  here  I  might  iis  well, 
I  don't  know  lauch,  but  I'll  try  and  tell; 
But  if  you  ring  a  chestnut  bell, 

I'll  make  some  other  arrangements. 

Chicago  is  the  place  for  noise, 

For  they  make  such  quick  arrangements;    ♦  : 
It's  a  very  bad  place  for  the  anarchist  boys. 

Since  they  made  such  bad  arrangements. 
You  can  pull  a  pistol  at  your  chum, 
You  can  throw  a  tramp  out  full  of  rum; 
But  your  name  is  Dinnie  if  you  fire  a  bomb. 

As  they  won't  stand  those  arrangements. 

The  strikes  are  raging  just  the  same, 

Now  that's  a  bad  arrangement; 
And  nobody  knows  who  is  to  blame, 

Now  that's  a  queer  arrangement. 
The  Knights  of  Labor  they  will  flght. 
Jay  Gould  he  thinks  he  holds  them  tight; 
But  they'll  send  him  higher  than  Oilroy's  kite, 

If  he  don't  make  other  arrangements. 


THE   LIVELY   FLEA 

Tune—"  The  Ivy  Qreen." 
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Oh!  a  dainty  old  chap  is  the  lively  flea, 

As  he  creepcth  o'er  young  and  old;  ^^ 

His  choice  food  is  fat,  no  lean  likcth  he. 

And  he's  not  werry  fond  of  the  cold. 
You  can't  be  too  warm  when  he  finds  you  in  bed. 

To  pleasure  your  dainty  skin; 
Off  a  nice  young  kid  wol's  been  veil  fed, 

Is. a  werry  good  meal  for  him. 

ClIOHUS. 

Creeping  vhere  no  lijjht  there  be, 
»  A  dainty  old  chap  is  the  lively  flea; 

Hatching,  scratching. 

All  over  your  Ixxly  at  night  he'll  be; 
Creeping,  hopping, 
A  dainty  old  chap  is  the  lively  flea. 
Spoken — Villain  I    traitor!    I   thought  thee  once   my   warmest 
bosom  friend,  Imt  now — llu!  thou'rt  turned  backbiter.     I  was  poor 
once,  but  now  I  am  worth  thousands. 

Fa*;!  he  stealcth  on,  though  he  hasn't  no  wings,. 

But  a  .stunning  good  hopper  is  he; 
I  low  sharply  he  stingeth,  how  nimbly  he  springs 

From  your  toe  to  the  top  of  your  knee. 
And  sl^ly  he  hides  and  cannot  be  ff)und, 

V'lu'U  tormenting  to  you  he  behaves; 
Tlien  he  joyously  hops,  and  crawleth  round 

The  rich  spots  vhich  his  apjjctite  craves. — CJioru». 

Spoken — I^  this  a  flea  I  see  upon  my  cheek?  Come  let  mc  clutch 
thee.  All!  now  I  have  thee,  villain,  and  thou  shall  die.  And  yet 
I  have  thee  not— oh,  horror! 

Thou  art  ironc  from  ray  gaze. 

Oh.  now  ain't  this  a  treat? 
And  I  seek  thee  in  vain 

Twi.xt  the  pillow  and  sheet. 
Oft  the  candle  I  light, 

Aud  to  catch  thee  then  try;  .- 

But  my  efforts  are  fruitles.s, 

In  fact,  all  my  eye. 
Ill  tlie  .stillness  of  night. 

When  I  sought  souml  to  .sleep. 
Oil.  my  blood  seems  to  lx)il. 

And  inv  llesh,  loo,  to  creep;      '  .     • 

For  I  feef  thou  art  near. 

And  where'er  I  may  l)e,  • 

That  3-ou,  you  young  wretches. 

Are  hopping  o'er  me. 


Spokkjj — Here's  another  of  the  enemy!  perdition  catch  thee! 
Down,  down  to  h— 1,  and  say  I  sent  thee  thither.  Oh!  no,  no,  no, 
my  hand  trembles;  I  cannot  do  the  deed.     Go  to  another,  go! 

Old  bedsteads  they  bum,  and  the  sacking  they  rout. 

And  thousands  are  crushed,  d'ye  see? 
All  kinds  of  clothing  turned  inside  out. 

But  you  cannot  get  rid  of  the  flea. 
.    This  aueer  old  chap  in  future  nights 

Shall  fatten  upon  he  or  she; 
For  the  stateliest  man  or  woman  he  bites. 

They're  all  of  'em  food  for  the  flea. — Clioria. 

(Catehet  one  in  hin  hand  and  Vien  exclaims:) — At  la.st  thou'rt  in 
my  power.  Wko  art  thou?  I  am  thy  father's  spirit,  doomed  for 
tlie  night  to  prey  upon  thy  body  and  nip  thee  most  infernall}-;  and 
all  day  long  to  lurk  within  the  blankets,  where  no  vile  fingers *hall 
pounce  upon  me. 

Oh,  horror!  horror!  it  makes  my  very  hair  to  §tand  on  end,  like 
biels  that  will  come  in  at  Christinas  time. 

a fiakenpea re  .-—But,  hark!  I  hear  a  voice — 'tis  from  the  upper 
air — ah,  listen! 

Oh,  goo<l  man,  spare  that  flea, 

That  fills  thee  with  alarm; 
In  youth  he  sheltered  thee, 

And  him  you  must  not  harm. 

Spoken — Harm  thee,  dearest,  never!  so  help  me,  Jimmy,  never! 

Oh,  no!  I  will  not  harm  thee. 

Dear  one,  I  cannot  harm; 
Fear  not,  I  will  not  harm  thee, 

For,  father,  I  love  thee  still. 

(Deposits  tJieflea  inside  t?ie  breast  of  his  coat  and  then  sings :) 

Still  so  gently  o'er  me  .stealing, 

Memory  will  bring  back  the  feeling; 
Spite  of  all  my  grief  revealing. 

That  I  love  you,  that  I  fondly  love  you  still;    ' 
Still  I  love  you,  yes,  I  love  you,  yes,  1  love  you. 

Yes,  I  fondly  love  you  still. 


■■■1 


SWEET  SUMMER  ROSES. 
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In  the  woodland  let  us  listen 

To  the  murmur  of  the  bees; 
See  the  dewdrops  how  they  glisten. 

Like  crystal  jewels  on  the  trees. 
And  the  song  birds,  robins,  thrushes, 

Flittinij  o'er  the  balmy  air. 
With  their  sougtide  as  it  rushes 

Hither,  thither,  everywhere. 

Roses,  ro.sc9,  sweet  Summer  ro.ses, 
Roses,  roses.  Summer  ro.ses. 
Fairest  flowers  that  garden  grows, 
Queens  their  triumph  quickly  closes, 
For  a  bonny,  sweet,  red  rose. 

Crowns  of  bluebells  on  the  mountain, 

Star-eyed  daisies  on  the  lea. 
Honey-suckles  by  the  fountain, 
•  Come,  my  loved  one,  come  and  see. 

Stately  lilies,  white  and  sainted. 

Trembling  as  the  wild  l)ee  sucks, 
Purple  pansies,  velvet  painted. 

And  the  pretty  buttercups. 

Roses,  roses,  sweet  Summer  roses. 
Ro.ses,  ro.ses.  Summer  roses, 
Fairest  flowers  that  garden  grows. 
Queens  their  triumph  quickly  closes. 
For  a  Ixinny,  sweet,  red  rose. 


■-.;->    ' 


— "  Ilerc,  James,  take  these  two  cakes  and  give  the  smaller  one 
to  your  little  brother."  James  exainine<l  th^akes  carefullj',  ap- 
peared undecided,  and  finally  took  a  heroic  bit? out  of  one  of  them 
which  he  pa-sswi  over  to  his  brother  with  the  remark:  "There, 
Tommy,  I've  made  you  a  smaller  one — they  were  both  the  same 
size.'' — Philadelphia  Public  Herald. 
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REMEMBRANCE   OF   HOME. 
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I  am  thinking  of  my  home. 
Of  the  cottage  on  the  hill, 

The  cottage  where  ray  poor  old  mother  died; 
Of  the  orchard,  of  the  school  where  I  learned  the  golden  rule, 

Of  old  Dobbin,  on  whose  hack  I  oft  did  ride. 
And  as  I  recall  the  scene,  - 

It  seems  just  like  a  dream, 

A  dream  that  is  past  now  and  is  o'er; 
A  tear  comes  in  my  eye,  and  I  can  only  sigh, 

For  to  see  my  dear  and  good  old  home  ouce  more. 

''"'';:■■  '  -■         ■'     Chorus.    '="  ■- ^  ■ ': 

Home  once  more,  home  once  more. 
Shall  I  ever  see  my  home  once  more? 
Home  once  more,  home  once  more,  / 

.      ,    Shall  I  ever  see  my  home  ouce  more? 

Shall  I  evef  see  the  church  where  I  often  used  to  go? 

Shall  I  ever  see  that  dear  old  church  again? 
Shall  I  ever  see  the  mill  that  stood  right  near  the  hill, 

Or  must  I  in  a  foreign  land  remain? 
Shall  I  ever  see  my  father, 
TJiat  dear,  old  gray-uaired  man, 

As  he  sat  in  the  arm-chair  by  the  door? 
I  have  power.  I  have  wealih. 
Yet  I'd  give  them  nil  for  health. 

So  that  I  could  see  my  dear  old  home  once  more. — Chorus. 


h 
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PADDY   MAGEE'S   DREAM. 
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John  Bull  he  was  an  Englishman, 

And  went  on  tramp  one  day. 
With  three-iwnce  in  his  pocket 

To  take  him  a  long  way;  ..    ;, 

He  tramped  along  for  miles  and  miles. 

Yet  no  one  did  he  see,  .. 

.  Till  he  fell  in  with  an  Irishman, 

Whose  name  was  Paddy  Magee.      ''■: 

Good-morning,  Pat,  said  John  to  him, "      . 

Where  are  you  going  to?  - 

Says  Paddy:  I  hardy  know  myself, 

1  want  a  job  to  do. 
..     Have  you  got  any  money  about  you? 

Saict  John  Bull  unto  Pat. 
Says  Pat:  It's  the  only  thing  I'm  wanting, 

For  I  haven't  got  a  rap.      ■     .        .   . 

Then  they  overtook  a  Scotchman, 

Who,  like  them,  was  out  of  work; 
\  To  judge  by  his  looks,  he  was  hard  up 

And  as  hungry  as  a  Turk.  -- 

Can  you  lend  me  a  shilling,  Scotty? 

At' last  said  Paddy  Magee. 
I'm  sorry  I  canna.  said  the  Scotchman, 

For  I  ha'e  na  got  ane  baubee. 

Said  the  Englishman:  I  three-pence  have. 

What  shall  we  do  with  that? 
Och!  buy  three-pen'orth  of  whisky. 

It  will  cheer  us  up,  said  Pat. 
Kay.  dinna  do  that,  said  (he  Scotchman,  !. 

I'll  tell  thee  the  best  to  do; 
Just  buy  three-pence  worth  of  oat-meal,     .      •       '■ 

I'll  niake  some  nice  burgoo. 

Now  I  think  we  had  better  buy  a  loaf. 
The  Englishman  did  say; 
;:-.,  And  then  m  yonder  hay -stack  '; 

V  •       Our  hunger  sleep  away.  .     \  ^■ 

We  can  get  a  drink  of  water   .;': - 

From  yonder  purling  stream;  i-.'-''^ .^■.':,: 

And  the  loaf  shall  be  his,  in  the  morning. 
Who  has  the  greatest  dream. 


The  Englishman  dreamt,  by  the  morning. 

Ten  million  men  had  been 
YoT  ten  years  digging  a  turnip  up. 

The  largest  ever  seen;  -  • 

At  last  they  got  the  turnip  up, 

By  working  night  and  day;  « 

Then  it  took  five  million  horses-, 

This  turnip  to  pull  away. 

Said  the  Scotchman:  I've  been  dreaming 

F  ftv  million  men  had  been 
For  fifty  years  making  a  boiler, 

The  largest  ever  seen. 
What  was  it  for?  said  the  Englishman, 

Was  it  made  of  copper  or  tin? 
It  was  made  of  copper,  said  Scotty, 

To  boil  your  turnip  in. 

Ochl  saia  Paddy,  I've  been  dreaming 

An  awful  great  big  dream; 
I  dreamt  I  was  in  a  hay -stack, 

By  the  side  of  a  purling  stream. 
I  dreamt  that  you  and  Scotty  was  there. 

As  true  as  I'm  an  oaf; 
By  the  powers!  I  dream't  I  was  hungry, 

So  I  got  up  and  eat  the  loaf. 


THE   ROLLICKING   RAMS. 
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Button  up  your  waistcoat,  button  up  your  slioes, 
Have  another  liquor  and  throw  away  the  blues; 
Be  like  me  and  good  for  a  si>ree, 

From  now 'till  the  day  is  dawning; 
For  I  am  a  member  of  the  Rollicking  Rams, 
Come  and  be  a  member  of  the  Rollicking  Rams, 
The  only  boys  to  make  a  noise, 

From  now  'till  the  day  is  dawning. 
We  scorn  such  drinks  as  lemonade,  soda,  seltzer,  beer. 
The  liquor  of  our  club  I'd  tell  to  you, 

But  1  can't  for  there's  ladies  here, 
Come  along,  come  along,  come,  come,  come,  come,  como  along. 

Chorus.  ' 

For  I  am  a  member  of  the  Rollicking  Rams, 
Come  and  be  a  member  of  the  Rollicking  Rams, 
Out  all  night 'till  broad  dajiight. 

And  never  go  home  till  morning. 
For  I  am  a  member  of  the  Rollicking  Rams, 
Come  and  be  a  member  of  the  Rollicking  Rams, 
Out  all  night  'till  broad  daylight. 

And  never  go  home  till  morning. 

When  once  you're  a  member  of  the  Rollicking  Rama, 
All  things  real,  we  have  no  shams. 
Except  champagne,  good  champagne 

We  drink  'till  the  day  is  dawning; 
In  all  the  pockets  of  the  Rollicking  Rams, 
Each  one  puts  a  bottle  of  cham. 
And  on  some  doorstep  sit  and  drink  .      '  . 

'Till  daylight  in  the  morning. 
With  a  pocket  full  of  money  the  police  make  right. 

To  what  we  do  they're  blind. 
Such  as  pulling  down  bells  and  breaking  lamps. 

For  which  we  should  be  fined — 
Come  along,  come  along,  come  along. — Ghorut. 

The  milkman  in  the  morning  he  knows  us  Rams, 
We  follow  up  behind  him  and  empty  the  cant. 
Which  down  the  area  he  has  put. 

For  breakfast  in  the  morning. 
Upset  a  coffee  stall  as  we  go  home,  -• 

With  us  our  landladies  pick  a  bone, 
And  get  kicked  out  of  house  and  home, 

Without  a  moment's  warning;  .         , 

But  we  don't  care,  we're  single  men, 

Not  hampered  with  a  wife; 
So  now,  my  friends,  if  you  like  the  ^tyle. 

Come  and  spend  a  noisy  life. 
Come  along,  come  along,  come  along.— CAoru*. 
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Letter  That  Never  Came. 
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A  letter  iicre  for  me?  was  the  question  that  he  asked 

Of  the  mail-man  at  the  closing  of  the  day; 
He  turned  «adly  with  a  sigh,  while  a  tear  stood  in  his  eye, 

Then  he  bowed  his  head  and  slowly  walked  away. 
Then  he  murmured:  Can  it  be?  Will  it  never  come  to  me? 

Had  he  waited  all  these  many  years  in  vain? 
Yet  from  early  momiug's  light  he  would  watch  till  dark  at  night, 

For  tlut  letter,  but,  alas,  it  never  came. 

CUORCS. 

Was  it  from  a  gray-haired  mother,  a  sister  or  a  brother? 

Had  he  waited  all  the  many  years  in  vain? 
Yet  from  early  morning  light  he  would  watch  with  spirits  light,- 

But  the  letter  that  be  longed  for  never  came. 

He  bad  waited  many  yean>,  joy  had  mingled  with  his  tears. 

When  the  old  postmaster  met  blm  with  a  smile; 
How  his  features  they  would  brighten  and  his  sad  heart  seem  to  lighten. 

But  his  vain  hopes  lasted  only  a  little  while. 
When  the  postmaster  would  say:  There  is  nothing  here  to-day! 

He'd  bemoan  bis  fate,  yet  no  one  would  he  blame; 
Then  he  murmured:  Surely,  she  must  sometimes  think  of  me! 

Still  he  wondered  why  that  missive  never  came.— Chorus. 

So  one  day  upon  the  shore  he  was  found,  but  life  was  o'er, 

Uis  poor  soul  it  had  gone  out  with  the  tide; 
In  his  hand  they  found  a  note,  with  the  last  words  that  he  wrote. 

Should  a  letter  come.  plea«e  place  it  by  my  side? 
Sweet  flowers  twine  around  the  tombstone  o'er  his  mound. 

On  which  wa^  scrawled  his  age,  also  his  name; 
Many  years  have  gone,  they  say,  since  his  spirit  passed  away. 

But  the  letter  that  he  longed  for  never  came.— Cuokls. 


Vat's  de  Brice  of  Peans,  Jake? 

Written  and  sung  by  (tus  Williams. 
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Dough  peans  you  can  see  I  sell, 

Und  I've  got  a  few;  ; 

I  makes  money,  too,  as  veil, 

8o  help  me  gracious,  too! 
Put  de  poys  make  fun  of  me 

Ven  I  do  go  out; 
I  can't  valk  along  de  sbtreet. 

Put  I  hear  dera  shout: 

ClIOUL'8. 

"  Vat's  de  brice  of  peans,  Jake?  vat's  de  brice  of  peans?  " 
I  vender  iff  dey  dinks  I  vas  a  dem  olt  horse  marine; 
"  Vat's  de  brice  of  peans,  Jake?  vat's  de  brice  of  peans?  " 
Iff  I  only  catch  dem  vonce,  1  find  out  vat  dat  means. 

Von  night  dey  shtole  my  grey  mare, 

I  vent  to  de  shudge; 
I  tolt  all  dfe  beobles  dere 

It  vas  Peter  Sludge. 
Den  de  jury  did  got  out. 

Put  come  back  right  avay; 
Ven  de  shudge  .says:  "  Now  speak  outi " 

De  foreman  did  say: — Cfioriu. 

I'd  have  married  long  ago, 

Only  for  dat  crowd; 
Von  night  I  vas  mit  my  beau, 

Dey  yelled  dat  out  lov.d. 
Katty  kicked  me  right  down  shtalrt, 

'Tvas  dwclve  o'clock  at  night; 
A  fellar  shtruck  me  unavares, 

Und  ve  had  a  fight. 

Spoken — Yah !  I  vas  kicked  out  of  an  elghdeen  shtorv  tenement 
house,  right  off  de  ground-valk,  und  ven  I  got  dere  a  fellar  hit  me 
on  de  head  mit  a  glub  vat  veighed  dree  hundred  pounds;  und  ven 
he  knocked  me  down  he  asked  me  iff  I  vanted  ahy  more.  I  tolt 
him  dat  I  vas  no  hog,  und  dat  I  had  enough.  He  tolt  me  den  I 
could  go,  und  ahust  as  I  vas  leaving  he  cried  out: — Choru*, 


aOOD-BYE,   LOVELY   LOU. 
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Written  and  sung  by  Gus  Williams. 

TwaB  early  in  the  month  of  May, 

I  said  to  my  girl,  Lou; 
As  I  am  going  far  away, 

I'm  going  to  ask  if  you 
Will  constant  be  while  I'm  at  sea? 

She  bowed  her  lovely  head, 
Then  placed  her  tiny  hands  La  mine, 

And  I  to  her  then  said: 

Chouus. 
Good-bye,  good-bye.  good-bye,  lovely  Lou, 
Think  of  me  when  I'm  at  sea  and  I  will  think  of  you; 
GcKxi-bye,  good-bye,  good-bye,  lovely  Lou, 
Think  of  mc  when  I'm  at  sea  and  I  will  think  of  you. 

She  said,  to  you  I  will  be  true, 

To  do  the  same  I  ought; 
Tho*  I  am  told  you  sailors 

Have  a  wife  in  every  port. 
I  said,  now,  Lou,  don  t  look  so  blue, 

Or  think  mc  so  unkind; 
I  never  could  forget 

The  girl  I  left  behind. — ChoruM. 

I've  one  thing,  Lou,  to  tell  to  you 

Before  the  seas  I  roam; 
And  that  is  of  the  presents 

I  am  going  to  bring  you  home. 
An  Indian  shawl,  a  parasol, 

A  tiny  kangaroo; 
A  monkey  and  a  parrot,  yes, 

And  they  are  all  for  jo\i.— Chorus. 

I  bid  adieu  to  lovely  Lou,    , 

We  parted  on  the  shore; 
And  something  seemed  to  tell  me 

I  should  never  see  her  more. 
When  I  returned  I  quickly  learned. 

That  she  had  gone  away; 
So  now,  as  Lou  has  proved  untrue, 

Why,  I  can  only  s&y.— Chorus, 
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Dreaming  of  Mother's  Angel  Face. 
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Days  long  departed  come  now  to  me, 

Joys  that  were  mine  .so  long  ago; 
Visions  of  beauty  'round  me  I  see. 

Voices  of  gladness  wake  soft  and  low. 
Back  to  ray  home  in  fancy  I  stray. 

Dreaming  of  days  so  far,  far  away; 
Fond  are  the  lips  that  greet  me  again. 

Gladly  I  meet  each  warm  embrace; 
Dear  to  my  heart,  tho'  sad  wjis  its  pain, 

There  smiles  my  mother's  bright  angel  face. 

CnoRUS. 
Dreaming,  dreaming,  day  by  day, 
Dreaming,  dreaming,  though  afar  I  stray; 
Smiling  and  pure  in  sweet  gentle  grace. 
Dreaming  of  mother's  angel  face. 

Sweet  are  the  thoughts  it  fondly  recalls. 

Once  more  a  child  I'm  kneeling  there; 
Over  the  homestead  night  softly  falls, 

Gently  is  whispered  love's  holy  praj'er. 
Time  takes  away  each  hope  and  each  joy, 

Visions  of  home  it  ne'er  can  destroy; 
■        Cherished  for  aye  with  love  true  and  deep. 

Nothing  on  earth  can  e'er  replace; 
:   Still  in  my  heart  one  treasure  I'll  keep, 

That  is  my  mother's  bright  angel  face. — Choru*. 
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C  O  D - F  I  SH     B  ALLS. 
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There  was  a  young  man,  as  I  have  heard  said,  v" 

And  he  was  a  gay  young  Coon; 
He  was  head  overseer  of  the  cod-fish  balls 

In  a  coffee  and  cake  saloon.  '   .; 

With  his  apron  white,  by  day  and  by  night,  . 

He'd  tend  to  the  customers' calls; 
And  his  voice,  so  sweet  for  to  hear,  it  was  a  treat. 

As  he'd  holler  out:  "  Cod-fish  balls! "  . : 

A  strawberry  girl  with  him  fell  in  love, 

His  passion  he  used  for  to  tell  her; 
And  to  see  him  at  night  when  her  work  was  done, 

Slie'd  hung  around  the  cellar; 
She'd  peep  through  the  window,  and  whistle  on  the  stoop, 

'Till  her  lover  he  heard  her  calls; 
And  then  through  the  grating  he'd  pop  up  his  head. 

And  he'd  holler  out.  "  Cod-fish  balls! " 

:_'''  One  da}'  in  the  policy  he  made  a  big  hit. 

Which  made  him  feel  all  ah ve,  -. 

So  he  hired  a  horse  and  a  bi^  clam  cart,    ; 

To  take  his  girl  out  for  a  drive; 
The  horse  ran  away,  and  the  wagon  broke  down, 

Then  out  on  the  road  he  falls; 
The  girl,  in  affright,  cried:  "  Where  are  you  hurt?" 

But  his  answer  was:  "  Cod-^sh  balls!"  ' 

.One  night  he  tackled  the  coffee  can. 

And  before  he  could  be  stopped. 
He  drank  so  much  that  he  got  blind  drunk,         V 

To  his  girl  then  the  question  he  popped. 
Tliey  married  were  that  afternoon,  i 

And  their  friends  for  to  see  them  calls;        ;  /. 
And  the  very  next  day  for  dinner  they  had    "  ;  ' 

A  couple  of  cod-fish  balls. 
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JOHNNY,   TAKE   IT  EASY. 
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Some  may  talk  of  pretty  girls, 
•  .  And  others  .say  they  are  awful  sweet; 

i,;  And  some  will  say:  "  See,  there  she  goes!  " 

And  look  at  her  pretty  feet. 
But  wait  until  j'ou  get  married,  boys, 

And  nurse  the  young  ones  on  your  knee; 
And  then  your  trouble  does  begin, 
And  you  wish  you  were  in  I>(ew  Jersey. 

Spoken — If  I  dare  say  a  word  to  my  wife  when  I  know  she  is 
in  the  wrong,  she  always  says  to  me: 

'■"":       :'■■  -'v  Chorus.  ■ -/^  ';■  '■'■^■''    .    ' .^ 

Take  it  easy,  Johnny,  dear! 
■  Johnny,  Uike  it  easy! 

Don't  get  cross,  for  I  am  the  boss, 
It's  best  to  take  it  easyl  , 

When  I  got  home  the  other  night. 
Something  looked  quite  strange  to  me; 
:..  A  great  big  fellow  with  an  umbrella, 

Sitting  where  I  ought  to  be. 
:  .       Oh!  goodness,  gracious,  what  is  this? 
■    \  I  nearly  fainted  on  the  floor; 

When  she  put  her  arms  around  his  waist, 
And  kissed  him  good-night  at  the  door.  ' 

Spoken — Who  is  that,  my  dear,  you  kissed  at  the  door? 
that?    Why— Cfu/rus. 


That? 


— Wee  Fanny  bit  her  tongue  one  day  and  came  in  crying  bitterly. 
"  What  is  it?  "  asked  her  mother.  "  Oh,  mamma!  "  she  said,  "  my 
teeth  stepped  on  my  tongue." 

— A  little  chap,  told  by  his  mother  to  say  his  prayers  and  ask  for 
what  he  wanted,  prayed  "for  one  hundred  brothers  and  fifty 
sisters."  The  mother  hurried  the  little  sinner  off  to  bed  before  ho 
could  say  Amen. — Philadelphia  Public  Herald. 


The  Broken-Stringed  Banjo  that  Hangs 

on  the  Wall. 

Send  your  name  and  luldress  to  11.  J.  Wohnian,  P.  O.  Box  isa.  New  York  City, 

and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  Popular 

Englieh  and  German  Songs— Free. 

There  it  hangs  in  the  corner,  the  last  nail  on  the  wall. 
The  broken-stringed  banjo  idolized  by  us  all; 
Tho'  faded  and  useless  it  now  may  appear. 
Still  in  fond  memory  'tis  held  ever  dear; 
Reminding  us  of  one  who  hits  now  passed  away. 
Dear,  darling  grandpa,  so  merry,  liglit  and  gay; 
And  tho'  left  all  alone,  'tis  cherished  by  us  all. 
The  broken-stringed  banjo  that  hangs  on  the  walL 

Chorus. 
As  he'd  sit  by  the  door  the  banjo  he'd  bang, 
Awakening  the  plantation  with  his  twang,  twang,  twang; 
Many  happy  hours  our  spirits  he'd  enthrall. 
With  the  broken-stringed  banjo  that  hangs  on  the  wall. 

If  that  banjo  could  speak,  it  would  call  for  the  hand 

That  woke  it  to  life  in  a  sunny  Southern  land; 

It Would  tell  of  the  songs  of  old  it  used  to  play 

At  eve,  when  the  darkies  quit  work  for  the  day. 

It  sang  the  praise  of  Dixie  and  good  old  Tennesee, 

It  taught  the  colored  people  that  yet  they  would  be  free; 

But  the  hand  that  woke  its  echoes  is  gone  past  recall. 

The  broken-stringed  banjo  that  hangs  on  the  wall.  —Choriu. 


y 


A  Patch  from  My  Angel  Brother's  Pants 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Wm.  J.  A.  Liedcr. 
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I've  a  song  to  sing  to-night,  and  I'll  try  my  best  to  please, 

I  have  something  sweet  to  say  in  words  few; 
So  listen,  my  friends,  and  I  hope  you  will  not  sneeze 

At  this  something  I've  got  to  say  to  you. 
Ah!  it's  well  I  do  remember  how  my  sister  she  would  laugh, 

When  she  sat  by  the  fire  with  my  aunts ; 
She  was  giggling,  and  was  pointing  at  the  object  here  in  view, 
'Tw^as  this  patch  from  my  angel  brother's  pants. 

Chorus. 
Treasured  in  my  memory  like  a  happj'  dream, 

When  I  think  about  my  ugly  aunts; 
And  the  only  thing  they  left  me  to  remember  him  above, 
Is  this  patch  from  my  angel  brother's  pants. 

This  patch  was  put  on  by  my  mother's  feeble  hands, 

It  puts  me  in  mind  of  better  da\'s; 
And  whenever  I  look  at  this  patch  upon  those  pants, 

I  think  of  how  my  mother  used  to  say:  ' 

Atigustus,  my  loved  one,  do  not  spoil  that  little  spot. 

For  you  know  it's  a  treasure  to  your  aunts; 
It's  the  only  thing  we've  left  in  remembrance  of  him. 

Yes,  that  patch  from  your  angel  brother's  pants. — Choru*. 


The  Yellow-Haired  Laddie. 

In  April,  when  primroses  paint  the  sweet  plain. 

And  Summer  approaching  rejoicclh  the  swain. 

The  3'ellow-haired  laddie  would  oftentimes  go 

To  wild  and  deep  glens,  where  the  hawthorn  trees  grow. 

There  under  the  shade  of  an  old  sacred  thorn. 
With  freedom  he  sung  his  loves,  evening  and  morn: 
He  sang  with  so  soft  and  enchanting  a  sound. 
That  sylvans  and  fairies  unseen  danced  around. 

The  shepherd  lluis  sang:  "  Though  young  ^lar}-  be  fair. 
Her  beauty  is  dashed  with  a  scornful  proud  air; 
But  Stisie  was  hand.some,  and  sweetly  could  sing. 
Her  breath  like  the  breezes  perfumed  in  the  Spring. 

That  Madie  in  all  the  gay  bloom  of  her  youth. 
Like  the  moon  was  inconstant,  and  never  spoke  truth; 
But  Susie  was  faithful,  good  humored  and  free. 
And  as  fair  as  the  goddess  who  sprung  from  the  sea. 

That  mamma's  fine  daughter,  with  all  her  great  dower. 
Was  awkwardly  airy,  and  frequently  sour; 
Then,  sighing,  he  wished  would  parent*  agree, 
The  witty  sweet  Susie  his  mistress  might  ^. 


^^S^'A^S*'. ' 


^^%S«'- 
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Dot  Leedle  Q-erman  Band. 

*  Written  and  sung  by  Gas  Williams. 
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Sfud  for  cutupl«te  Cuiaiugue  of  Kiij,'ii8li  uud  Cieriuau  Songs— Pre«. 

Ytisd  lisden  unto  rae  iind  I'll  sing  you  a  ditty, 

Abend  a  German  baud  dot  blays  aboud  dis  cidy; 

De  insdruniends  dot  dey  have  got,  is  a  drombone  und  cornet, 

Au  alto  horn,  a  big  brass  drum,  uud  a  B  flat  cluriuette* 

Spokex — Yes,  uud  I'm  de  leader  of — 

Ciionus. 

Dot  leedle  Germau  band. 
Dot  leedle  German  baud; 
De  beoble  cry  und  say:  "  Oh,  my  I" 


As  ve  march  drough  de  land. 


I  Ve  go  around  de  sdreerls  almosd  every  day, 
^  Und  set  de  beoble  vild  mit  de  music  dot  ve 


play: 


"  Goodbye,  sourheart,"  und  "  Himc,  swced  liimc,"  ve  blay  so  fine, 
But  ve  alvays  do  our  best  ven  ve  blay  "  Die  wacht  am  Rhine." 

Spoken — Yes,  uud  de  music  comes  so  sweed  from — Cltoraa. 

Vhile  vaiting  yesterday  down  by  a  German  garden, 

A  man  asked  me  if  I  could  blay,  "  De  duue  de  old  cow  died  on;" 

I  dold  dot  man  to  go  avav,  or  fnit  my  fisds  und  does 

I'd  show  him  gwick  dot  1  could  blay  a  solo  ou  his  uose. 

Spoken — Und  dot  if  I  couldn't  do  dot  mineself,  dot  I  voidd  get  to 
helb  ma—  C  horust. 


They  told  rae  not  to  love  him. 

They  said  that  he  would  prove 
Unworthy  of  so  rich  a  gem 

As  woman's  peerless  love; 
But  I  believed  tliem  not,  oh,  no  I 

I  knew  it  could  not  be. 
That  one  so  false  as  they  thought  him. 

Could  be  so  dear  to  me. 

They  told  rae  not  to  love  him, 

Tiiey  .said  he  was  not  true, 
And  bade  me  have  a  care,  le.st  I 

Sliould  do  what  1  raight  rue. 
At  first  I  scorned  their  warnings,  for 

I  could  not  think  that  he, 
C'oncoakKl  beneath  so  fair  a  brow 

A  heart  uf  perfidy.  - 

But  they  forced  me  to  di.scard  him. 

Yet  I  could  not  cease  to  love. 
For  our  mutual  vows  recorded  were 

Bv  angel  hands  above. 
He  left  his  boyhood's  home  and  sought 

Porgetfulness  afar^ 
But  memory  stun^  i.ira,  and  he  fought 

And  fell  in  glorious  war. 

They  told  me  to  discard  him, 

Tliey  said  he  meant  me  ill; 
They  darkly  spoke  of  friends  that  lure 

And  .smile,  and  ki.ss  and  kill. 
I  all  unheeding  heard  them,  for 

1  knew  it  could  not  l)e. 
That  one  so  false  as  they  thought  him. 

Could  be  .so  dear  to  me. 

He  dwells  in  heaven  now,  while  I 

Am  doomed  to  dwell  on  this  cold  eartk; 
Oh,  how  my  sad  soul  longs  to  break 

Away  and  wander  forth. 
From  star  to  star  its  course  would  be, 

Unresting  it  would  go. 
Till  we  united  were  al)ove 

"Who  severed  were  below. 


They  Told  Me  Not  to  Love  HinL 

t 
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The  Cabin  with  the  Roses  at  the  Door. 
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The  light  is  fading  fast,  and  I'm  thinking  of  the  past, 

I  am  sitting  with  rav  darling  by  my  side; 
She's  au  old  aud  wrinkled  daiue,'but'l  love  her  just  the  same, 

As  the  sunny  day  she  came  to  be  my  bride. 
I  think  I  see  her  now,  with  a  smile  uix>u  her  brow,  | 

As  she  vowed  to  be  mine  for  evermore; 
I  had  no  land  or  i)astures  wide,  but  I  took  her  home  with  pride. 
To  the  cabin  with  the  roses  at  the  door. 

CnoRus. 
Oh.  the  dear  old  cabin,  my  own  old  cabin, 

'Tis  my  home  ou  my  native  shore; 
I  would  yield  my  latest  sigh, 
I  have  lived  and  I  would  die 
In  the  cabin  with  the  roses  at  the  door. 

Light-hearted  did  I  toil,  and  I  found  the  grateful  soil. 

Give  me  Imck  for  my  work  a  hundred  fold; 
I'd  enough,  and  I  could  spare  for  the  poor  a  tiny  share. 

So  I  envied  not  the  planter  and  his  gold; 
Still  we  had  to  bear  a  grief,  resignation  brings  relief. 

But  'tis  hard  'till  the  bitterness  is  o'er; 
And  we  both  were  sorely  tried,  when  our  little  darling  died 

In  the  cabin  with  the  roses  at  the  door. — (Jhi/rns. 

So  we've  simply  journeyed  on,  and  the  l)oys  and  girls  are  gone 

To  the  cities  'mid  the  bustle  and  the  strife; 
The^-  havo  left  us  here  alone  in  the  cabin  that's  our  own, 

\V  here  patiently  we  wait  the  close  of  life. 
To  each  other,  all  in  all,  some  sweet  story  we  recall. 

Of  the  dear  little  one  that's  gone  before; 
And  we're  happ^,  though  we  know  that  we  soon  .shall  have  to  go 

From  the  cabm  with  the  ro.ses  at  the  door. — Chorus. 


THERE   SHE   BLOWS. 

CopjTlght,  18&1,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 
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What  joy  to  feel  beneath  our  feet 

A  living  moving  ship; 
As  sailing  o'er  the  l)oundless  sea 

We  feel  her  rise  and  dip. 
Fast  beat  our  hearts  as  on  we  sail 

'Mid  Arctic  ice  and  snows, 
And  hear  the  cry  of  the  topmast  man — 

The  look-out — "  There  .she  blows!  " 
And  hear  the  cry  of  the  topmast  man — 

The  look-out—"  There  she  blows  I '' 

Cnonrs. 
Pull,  boys,  over  the  sea. 

Driving  ahead  she  goes; 
"  Look  out! "  comes  from  the  mast, 

*'  I  see  her — there  she  blowsl " 
Pull,  bo3's,  over  the  sea. 

Driving  ahead  she  goes; 
"  Look  out! "  comes  from  the  maat, 

"  I  see  her — there  she  blows! " 

Then  what  a  change  at  once  appeai-s. 

The  mate  without  delay 
Sings  loudly  out:  "  All  hands  on  deck! 

Quick,  man  the  l)Oats  away!" 
Away  we  go,  the  bowman  then 
,  His  careful  training  sljows; 

And  says:  "  Now  steady,  steady,  lad«! 

I  see  her — tliere  she  blows!" 
And  .says:  "  Now  steady,  steady,  ladsl 

I  see  her — there  she  blows! " — ClwrvK 

A  little  nearer,  then  we  gain, 

'Twill  never  do  to  fail ; 
The  harpoon  glistens  in  the  air. 

Then  quivers  in  the  whale, 
(^ur  ship  lays  to  and  takes  us  in, 

As  every  sailor  knows; 
No  cry  a  whaler  loves  so  well 

As  topman's — " There  she  blowsl" 
No  cry  a  whaler  loves  so  well  '  j.  • . 

As  topman's — "  There  she  blowsl " — Chanu. 
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Never  Take  '*No"  for  an  Answer. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  Willis  Woodward  «&  Co. 
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Now,  gentlemen,  I  wish  to  tell  you  something, 

I  think  it  is  something  rather  new; 
If  you  wish  to  be  successful  with  the  ladies. 

Just  listen  and  I'll  tell  you  what  to  do. 
You  must  always  keep  your  pocket  full  of  money. 

And  take  the' lady  everywhere  you  go; 
And  if  j'ou  want  a  kiss  you'd  better  take  it. 

For  if  you  ask,  she's  sure  to  answer  "No!"       • 

CnoRus. 
Never  take  "  No  "  for  an  answer,  s 

Kiss  her  whenever  you  can,  sir; 

Whether  she  will,  or  whether  she  won't,  -       ^ 

Don't  you  believe  her  if  she  says,  don't! 
Never  take  "  No "  for  an  answer,  '  -  ■' ■        -  . 

Swear  she's  the  dearest  of  pearls; 
If  she  gives  you  a  smack,  why,  just  give  it  her  back. 

That's  the  way  to  get  on  with  the  girls. 

And  when  j'Oti  call  to  see  her  in  the  evening. 

You  mustn't  sit  away  across  the  room;  .     : 

Remember  every  arm  chair  holds  a  couple — 

Of  course,  that's  when  the  parlor  is  in  gloom. 
You  must  always  biing  a  present  when  vo;i  vi.sit. 

And  have  something  in  your  pocket  for  her  ma; 
You  must  never,  never  take  "  No"  for  an  answer, 

Unless  you  get  the  answer  from  her  pa. — C/iorug. 
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I'se  G-wine  to  Weep  No  More. 

CopjTight,  1885,  by  T.  B.  Uarms  &  Co. 
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De  good  book  tells  you  not  to  moan, 

I'se  gwinc  to  weep  no  more!  ■     . 

Dug  dem  taters,  shuck  dat  com, 

I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  morel 
Laid  my  sins  away  to  keep,  '       ; 

I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  morel 
!'■        Laid  dem  low  so  dey  could  sleep, 

I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  more! 

Refrain, 
Den  fare  yo«  well,  I'se  gwine  for  to  join  dat  golden  band, 

Good-bye,  I'm  gwine  to  walk  dat  golden  floor; 
I'll  take  my  banjo  wid  me,  and  I'll  touch  dat  golden  harp. 

An'  I  ain't  gwine  to  weep  any  morel 

CnOKUS. 
Fare  ye  well!  fare  ye  well! 

I'se  a  gwine  to  weep  no  morel 
Fare  ye  well!  fare  ye  well! 

I'se  a  gwine  to  weep  no  morel  good-bye! 

De  Jersey  Lily's  coming  back, 

I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  more! 
Robe  me  in  a  sealskin  sacque,         ■  -  ■    '. 

I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  more! 
Deck  my  breast  wid  diamond  pin, 

I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  more! 
She  can  chuck  me  on  de  chin, 

I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  morel— iZe^ram  and  Ghorm. 

Oh,  way  up  yonder  in  de  sky, 

I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  more! 
A  roller  rinker  I  can  spy, 

I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  more! 
I'll  give  my  wife  a  soothing  drink, 

I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  more!  ^         ;    , 

To  keep  her  fcom  de  roller  rink, 

I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  morel — Refrain  and  Chorus. 

I've  sung  you  children  all  enufif,  .' 

'-,:■..         I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  more!         .•      •'  '.  - 

De  road  to  Washington  am  rufif, 
'■■■-.'■        I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  more!  *      • 

;■  ;•  De  days  am  done  to  steal  and  rob,  ,   ; 

: 'V;  I'se  gwine  to  weep  no  more!  "''.■■".■,  -■■:  '  .  M  >• , 

And  many  a  sinner's  lost  his  job, 
I'se  gwme  to  weep  no  more! — Refrain  and  Cfuniis. 


It's  Enough  to  Knock  Any  One  Out. 
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If  you  listen  to  us  for  a  miuute  or  two,  •  . '       :" 

It's  enough  to  knock  any  one  out;  ;■ '.    ... 

You'll  think  it  is  awful  before  we  are  through, 

It's  enough  to  knock  any  one  out. 
We're  not  going  to  stand  here  to  sing  for  a  week,  :■: 

If  you  can't  stand  our  voices,  why,  tell  us  to  sneak;        '    V 
We  suppose  you'll  all  say  we've  a  terrible  cheek. 
It's  enough  to  knock  any  one  out.  '■■■'I : ' 

Just  pick  up  the  papers  and  read  them  all  through, 

It's  enough  to  knock  any  one  out; 
What  some  of  the  people  in  town  they  won't  do. 

It's  enough  to  knock  any  one  out. 
Some  ladies  that's  married  they  don't  seem  to  care. 
As  they  pass  you  they  ma.sh  you,  and  whisper,  ah,  there! 
We  know  every  one  of  them  on  the  dead  square. 

It's  enough  to  knock  any  one  out.  ~ 

The  way  the  girls  dress  you  can  see  at  a  glance. 
It's  enough  to  knock  any  one  out ;  .   ., 

Inside  of  a  month  they'll  be  wearing  the  pants, 
It's  enough  to  knock  any  one  out. 

There's  some  don't  come  home  'till  a  couple  o'clock,        .f.* 

They  get  chuck  full  of  oysters  and  old  rye  and  rock; 

Wherever  tlie}'  go  when  the  door  it  is  locked. 
It's  enough  to  knock  any  one  out. 


HENRY   G-REEN   OF   TROY. 

Good  people,  come,  both  old  and  young,  and  hear  a  story  told. 
Concerning  a  young  damsel,  'twill  make  your  blood  run  cold; 
A  young  and  beautiful  woman,  Mies  White,  it  was  her  naute. 
Who  was  murdered  by  her  husband,  and  he  hanged  for  the  same.   '  ■ 

Miss  White,  I'm  told,  was  handsome  unto  a  high  degree. 

Young  Henry  was  wealthy,  as  j-ou  shall  plainly  see; 

He  went  unto  her  dwelling  and  this  to  her  did  say: 

"Dear  Mary,  will  you  be  my  wife?  oh,  pray,  do  name  the  day." 

"Oh,  Henry,  dear  Henry,  I  fear  this  ne'er  will  do. 

For  you  have  proud  relatione,  and  I'm  not  as  rich  as  you; 

And  when  your  parents  come  to  know,  they'll  epuni  up  from  the  door. 

They'd  rather  you'd  marry  »ome  other  girl  with  wealth  laid  up  in  store.' 

"  Oh,  Mary,  dearest  Mary,  pray,  why  torment  me  bo? 
I  swear  by  all  that's  eacred,  I  ever  will  prove  true; 
And  if  you  do  not  give  consent,  I'll  surely  take  my  life. 
For  I  no  longer  wish  to  live,  unleses  you  are  my  wife." 

She  hearing  all  that  he  had  said,  believing  it  was  true. 
Soon  gave  consent  to  be  his  wife,  but  little  did  she  know; 
Oh,  little  did  she  dream,  indeed,  how  could  she  e'er  suspect. 
That  he  would  shortly  take  the  life  he  had  swoni  to  protect. 

They  had  been  married  scarce  a  week  when  she  was  taken  ill. 
Great  doctors  quick  were  summoned,  who  tried  their  utmost  skill; 
They  tried  their  best  in  every  way,  but  none  her  life  could  save. 
And  soon  it  was  proclaimed  that  she  must  go  down  to  the  grave. 

Her  brother  hearing  of  the  same,  straightway  to  her  did  go. 
Saying:  "  Sister,  you  are  dying,  pray,  tell  me  is  it  so? 
Have  you  not  been  murdered  by  one  you  thought  your  friend? 
Oh,  tell  the  truth  before  you  die,  do  not  the  guilty  'fend." 

"  As  1  am  on  the  bed  of  death,  and  know  that  I  must  die. 
And  that  I'm  going  to  meet  my  God,  I'll  not  the  truth  deny; 
Young  Henry  Green  has  poisoned  me — oh,  quickly  for  him  send. 
For  still  I  love  him,  just  as  well  as  when  he  was  my  friend." 

Young  Henry  Green  was  summoned  his  dying  wife  to  see. 
Three  times  she  said:  "Oh,  Henry,  were  you  e'er  deceived  by  me? 
She  cast  on  hira  one  loving  look,  then  dropped  into  death's  swoon, 
While  he  gazed  on  her  with  a  tearful  eye,  then  in  silence  left  the  room. 

At  an  inquest  on  the  body,  according  to  the  law, 
Twas  ascertained  by  doctors  that  arsenic  was  the  cause; 
Youug  Henry  was  arrested  and  cast  into  Troy  jail. 
There  to  await  his  trial,  as  the  court  would  take  no  bail. 

When  his  trial  day  arrived  he  was  brought  upon  the  stand. 

To  answer  for  the  blackest  crime  committed  in  our  land; 

He  said  he  was  Innocent  and  did  her  friends  defy. 

But  Judge  Parker  passed  his  sentence,  and  be  was  condemned  to  die. 


-'^'•■'i^^fei'-:'-^' 
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THE   SPITZ   DOG. 


Tuue— "  Jordttu  is  u  llard  Ruad  to  Travel." 


God  Knows  What  We'll  Do  Before 

We  Die. 
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Is  there  auy  one  here  wants  to  buy  a  spitz  dog? 

I've  irot  one  here  that  I'll  sell  ye; 
1  I  haven't  pot  the  money  for  to  take  a  license  out, 

So  I  came  here  to-nii;ht  for  to  tell  ye. 
While  walking  down  the  street  the  other  da}*. 

Some  loafers  on  tlic  corner  they  did  holler: 
"  There  goes  a  tarrier  with  a  little  spitz  dog. 

Without  the  number  of  his  license  on  the  collar! '" 

CUORUS. 

.    Arrah!  wouldn't  they  he  glad  if  he  went  mad? 
But  that's  all  right,  my  covey; 
I'll  keep  him  here  another  year, 
Till  he  takes  the  hy-ge-fo-ge. 

1*11  let  you  know  he's  no  ki-ie, 

A  black  and  tan  or  po(Hlle; 
He  can  sing  or  dance  an  Irish  jig 

To  the  tune  of  •' 'i'ankey  Doodle." 
He  can  get  away  with  a  good  beefsteak. 

A  haslett  or  a  liver; 
He  can  kill  more  rats  than  all  the  cats 

This  side  of  Harlem  River. — Choru». 

I  don't  profess  to  be  a  fighting  man, 

I've  traveled  through  the  roughest; 
And  often  had  the  mittens  on 

With  many  of  the  toughest. 
If  ever  I  lay'my  hands  upon 

Those  city  jiaid  dog-catchers; 
The  police  will  have  to  take  them  to 

The  btutiou  hou.se  on  stl'etchers. — C7iorn$, 


A  Thousand  Years,  My  Own  Columbia. 
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Lift  up  your  eyes,  desponding  freeman, 

Flingto  the  winds  your  needless  fears; 
He  who  imfurled  your  beauteous  banner, 

Says  it  shall  wave  a  thousand  years. 

Chorus. 
A  thousand  years,  my  own  Columbia, 

Tis  the  glad  day  so  long  foretold; 
'Tis  the  glad  morii,  whose  early  twilight 

Washington  saw  in  times  of  old. 

What  if  the  clouds  one  little  moment 

Hide  the  blue  sky  where  morn  appears; 
■When  the  briglit  sun  that  tints  them  crimson. 

Rises  to  shine  a  thousand  years? — Cfiorua. 

Tell  the  great  world  these  blessed  tidings, 

"i'es,  and  be  sure  the  Ijondmeu  hears; 
Tell  the  oppressed  of  ev'ry  nation, 

-lul^ilee  lasts  a  thousand  years. — C'fu^rui. 

Enviotis  foes  bevond  the  ocean. 
Little  we  heed  your  threat'ning  sneers; 
.  Little  will  they — our  children's  children — 

When  you  are  gone  u  thousand  years. — Chorut. 

Reljels  at  home,  go  hide  your  faces, 

Weep  for  your  crimes  with  bitter  tears; 
You  could  not  liind  the  l)Ie.s.sed  daylight. 

Though  you  should  strive  a  thousand  years.  —  Chorui. 

Buck  to  your  dens,  ye  secret  traitors, 

Down  to  your  own  degraded  spheres; 
Ere  the  first  blaze  of  dazzling  sunshine 

Shortens  your  lives  a  thousand  years.  —  Chorus. 

Haste  thee  along,  thou  glorious  noonday. 

Oh,  for  the  eyes  of  ancient  seers; 
Oh,  for  the  faith  of  Illm  who  reckons 

Each  of  his  days  a  thousand  years.— CAoru*.      .  ' ,  - 
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As  new  songs  are  very  rare,  I've  a  new  one  here  prepared, 

I  hope  it  will  not  fail  to  plea.se  you  all; 
My  subject  it  is  new,  I'll  quickly  prove  to  you. 

Your  attention  for  a  moment  I  will  call. 
How  often  do  we  meet  an  outt^ast  on  the  street. 

And  with  a  scornful  glance  we  pass  him  by; 
Let  us  give  to  him  u  hand,  and  remember  he's  a  man, 

For  God  knows  what  we'll  do  before  we  die. 


How  often  wo  do  meet  an  outcast  on  the  street, 
Perhaps  she  was  the  sunlight  of  her  home; 

Perhaps  a  mother's  love  smiles  on  her  from  above. 
But  now  as  a  poor  otitcast  she  must  roam. 

For,  ahis.  the  tempter  came,  and  left  on  her  a  stain. 
Then  left  her  in  her  sorrow  for  to  die; 


i 


f 


Let 


8  try  every  little  plan  to  reclaim  her  if  we  can, 
or  God  knows  what  we'll  do  before  we  die. 


For 


How  often  do  we  meet  a  poor  drunkard  on  the  street, 

And  with  scornfid  glance  we  pass  him  by; 
Is  there  not  one  pitying  eye  for  this  poor  wretch  as  he  goes  by? 

The  puplic  call  him  nothing  but  a  vag. 
Perhaps  he'd  ground  and  gold  ere  rum  had  its  hold. 

Who  knows  but  in  society  he  moved  high; 
Let  us  give  him  a  hand,  and  remember  he's  a  man, 

For  God  knows  what  we'll  do  before  we  die. 

In  conclusion  now  I  pray,  take  heed  of  what  I  say. 

And  upon  a  poor  unfortunate  <lo  not  frown; 
But  try  every  little  plan  to  assist  them  if  you  can. 

For  God  knows  how  they  suffer  wJien  they're  down, 
Let  us  with  all  our  might  try  to  do  what  is  right, 

For  we're  not  hid  from  God's  all-seeing  eye; 
Let  us  give  them  a  hand,  to  keep  them  if  we  can, 

For  God  knows  what  we'll  do  before  we  die. 


SAVE    MY    MOTHER'S   PICTURE 
FROM  THE  SALE. 
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I've  been  thinking  of  the  day  that  has  long  since  passed  away. 

When  my  mother  thro'  sickness  dr(K)ped  and  died; 
And  the  still  and  silent  room  when  thev  laid  her  in  the  tomb, 

I  remember  then  how  bitterly  I  crieil. 
I  btit  a  Ikjv  was  then,  my  age  was  scarcely  ten. 

And  with  sorrow  I  hall  grown  thin  and' j)ale;  1 

When  the  home  had  to  be  sold,  I  cried  witii  grief  untold. 

Oh,  save  my  mulUer's  picture  from  the  sale. 

Chorus. 
Mv  mother's  face,  that  dear  old  face, 

Her  loss  I  ever  shall  bewail; 
Don't  break  an  orphan's  heart. 
With  that  don't  make  me  part. 

Oh,  save  my  mother's  picture  from  the  sale. 

The  auction  day  came  rotmd,  with  mirth  the  room  did  sound, 

The  things  I  loved  so  well  soon  j^as-sed  away; 
The  chair  in  which  she  Siit,  and  in  which  she  liked  to  chat. 

They  all  went  into  stranger's  hands  that  day. 
The  table  where  I  i)layed,  the  cot  in  which  I  laid, 

All  pas.sed  away  like  chaff  before  the  gale: 
But  when  the  end  came  near,  I  cried  with  piteous  fear. 

Oh,  save  my  mother's  picture  from  the  .sale. — Chonu.- 

The  picttire  'round  was  pas.sed,  and  (piestions  they  were  asked, 

A  price  was  bid  for  it  just  here  and  there; 
The  tears  streamed  down  my  face,  I  could  .scarce  keep  in  the  place. 

When  I  saw  the  j>icture  ptiss  without  a  care. 
But  an  'angel  of  a  girl,  with  a  mass  of  golden  curls,     - 

Who  was  struck  to  see  my  face  so  sad  and  pale; 
Out-bid  them  all  you  see,  atid  presented  it  to  me,       ■>■ 

And  saved  my  'mother's  picture  from  the  sale. — CJiortu. 
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Morrissey  and  Heenan  Fight. 
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Ob,  was  not  that  a  glorious  sight, 
To  see  those  two  heroes  in  a  fight. 
And  on  each  other  try  their  sldll. 
To  prove  the  victor  of  the  mill ;  . 
To  gain  a  trifle  more  of  wealth, 
-     With  the  privilege  of  the  belt? 

This  manly  tug  was  ended  fair,    .   v      ' 
Everything  being  on  the  square; 
And  though  Morrissey  won  the  fight. 
Heenan  pressed  him  pretty  tight; 
And  many  thought  that  at  the  call, 
Morrissey  woula  not  win  at  all. 

To  the  end  it  was  "  give  and  take," 
The  blows  making  both  men  quake, 
And  stagger  as  if  on  drunk;  ";  : 

'T was  hard  to  tell  who  would  be  hunk, 
Until,  in  less  than  one  half  hour, 
Morrissey  showed  the  right  bower. 

Both  men  could  not  po.ssibly  win. 

And  neither  of  them  would  give  in; 

So  let  us  fill  our  glasses  high. 

And  hope  they  both  may  never  die; 

That  they  may  live  to  see  the  day,  ' 

To  participate  in  another  fray. 
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O'DONNELL,   THE   AVENGER 


My  Mother's  Wedding  Ring. 

.      Tune— "A  Flower  from  My  Angel  Mother's  Grave." 
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I've  a  relic  at  home  that  is  all  the  world  to  me, 

Yes,  one  that  I  look  upon  with  pride; 
Prom  a  kind-hearted  mother  that  I  dearly  loved, 

For  I  never  can  forget  the  dav  she  died 
But  there's  one  little  gift  that  fills  my  heart  with  grief. 

A  buixlen  that  I  often  try  to  bear; 
To  my  heart  it  will  ever  cling,  this  precious  little  ring, 

'Tis  the  wedding  ring  my  mother  once  did  wear. 

Chords. 

Forever  in  my  memory  'tis  a  precious  little  gift, 

A  token  that  was  left  in  my  care; 
This  ring  to  me  she  ^ve,  though  now  she's  in  her  grave, 

'Tis  the  wedding  nng  my  mother  once  did  wear. 

Her  quiet,  pleasant  face  in  my  dreams  I  think  I  see. 

Telling  me  to  be  cheerful  and  true; 
And  the  advice  to  me  she  gave  is  always  in  my  mind. 

When  from  our  midst  she  bade  us  adieu.  ^ 

In  our  neat  and  quiet  home  we  are  silent  and  alone. 

Where  her  picture  on  our  wall  seems  so  fair; 
With  it  I  could  not  part,  for  her  love  is  in  my  heart, 

'Tis  the  wedding  ring  my  mother  once  did  wear. — Cfiorut. 


Tune— "Johnny  Reel.' 
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Come  all  true  sons  of  Erin's  isle,  and  listen  unto  me, 

I'm  sure,  when  you  have  heard  my  song,  with  me  you  .will  agrets; 

To  condemn  those  English  juries,  who  with  faces  grim  and  bold,    - 

Do  send  poor  innocent  Irishmen  to  dungeons  dark  and  cold. 

Of  that  great  crime  in  Phoenix  Park,  no  doubt  you  all  have  heard      , 

At  the  trial  of  the  prisoners,  you  all  know  what  occured; 

James  Carey  turned  informer,  and  those  precious  lives  he  sold. 

And  sent  them  to  their  dreadful  doom  for  a  bit  of  English  gold. 

To  escape  a  speedy  vengeance,  James  Carey  had  to  roam. 
And  with  his  ruined  family  he  left  his  native  home; 
And  thought  to  seek  seclusion  in  lands  quite  far  away, 
So  he  sailed  on  the  Melrose  Castle  for  the  shores  of  Africa. 
On  the  29th  day  of  July,  as  the  ship  was  nearing  shore. 
Some  passengers  near  the  forecastle  heard  a  terrible  uproar; 
They  rushed  tmvard  the  cabin,  but  ere  they  reached  the  spot. 
The  base  Informer  Carey  had  received  a  fatal  shot. 

Those  noble  lives  had  been  avenged,  the  traitor  now  Is  dead.  ■ 

The  avenger,  Pat.  O'Donnell,  soon  slept  on  a  prison  bed; 

Cast  there  by  English  tyrants  until  his  day  of  trial. 

When  he  was  tried,  like  other  Irishmen,  in  the  unjust  English  style. 

On  the  30th  of  November,  for  this  murder  he  was  tried. 

When  he  saw  Judge  Denham  on  the  bench,  all  hopes  within  him  died: 

Hie  counsel,  who  were  able  men,  to  save  him  hard  did  try. 

But  the  jury  found  him  guilty,  which  meant  that  he  should  die. 

On  the  1st  day  of  December,  he  was  sentenced  to  be  hung. 

Soon  over  the  whole  universe  the  doleful  tidings  rung: 

In  every  cot  in  Erin's  Isle  great  sorrow  did  prevail,  >     ■ 

For  the  friends  of  Pat.  O'Donnell  his  misfortune  did  bewalL 

The  day  of  his  execution  was  a  terrible  sight  to  see. 

Ills  comrades  at  the  prison  gate  were  weeping  bitterly; 

At  the  loathsome  sight  of  the  gallows  he  ne'er  did  cringe  or  cry. 

As  a  martyr  for  his  native  laud  quite  bravely  did  he  die. 

Although  he's  dead  and  laid  to  rest,  all  honored  be  his  name, 

Let  no  one  look  upon  his  act  with  contempt  or  disdain;  , 

His  impulse  was  but  human,  that  no  one  will  deny. 

And  I  hope  he'll  be  forgiven  by  the  Infinite  One  on  high. ,.      "    . 

If  every  son  of  Erin's  Isle  had  such  a  heart  as  he. 

Soon  would  tliey  set  their  native  land  once  more  at  liberty;  • 

Unf nrl  their  flag  unto  the  breeze,  their  rights  they  would  redeem. 

If  unity  and  friendship  In  their  laud  did  reign  supreme. 


THE   MAIDEN'S  VOW. 
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A  fair  little  maid  was  working  one  day, 

Embroid'ring  a  slipper  was  she; 
At  every  stitch  she'd  merrily  sing: 

"  I'm  sure  this  will  not  fit  me! 
So  when  it  is  done  I'll  lay  it  aside. 

And  no  more  embroider  or  knit; 
But  here  make  a  vow,  that  I'll  lie  the  bride 

Of  him  that  the  shoe  will  fit." 

Chouus. 
Then  all  that  have  feet,  or  narrow  or  wide. 
Who  fear  not  receiving  the  mitt; 
r  Oh,  hastily  ride,  for  she'll  be  the  bride 

Of  him  whom  the  shoe  shall  fit. 

The  first  one  that  came  to  try  on  the  shoe, 

A  man  of  great  riches  was  he;  _    - 

But  pull  as  he  may,  yet  all  he  can  do, 

Still  leaves  the  fair  maiden  free. 
Then  came  they  in  scores,  and  long  did  ihoy  try. 

And  screw  their  feet  this  way  and  that; 
But  all  to  no  end,  for  some  were  too  high. 

Too  low,  or  too  thin  or  too  fat. 

Chorus. 

So  all  the  gay  swains  who  merril}' hied 

To  win  the  fair  maid  got  the  mitt; 
And  some  prophesied  she'd  ne'er  be  a  bride. 

For  none  would  the  shoe  ever  fit. 

At  length  there  came  in,  so  saucy  and  sly. 

Young  Willie,  the  brave  and  the  true; 
At  once  on  his  foot,  tho'  scarce  did  he  try. 

He  fitted  this  far  famed  shoe. 
The  little  fair  maid  was  won  in  this  way, 

Tho'  gossips  have  had  the  small  wit, 
To  say  that  she  knew  for  many  a  d|y, 
.' V   :       The  one  that  the  shoe  would  tit. 


Chorus. 

And  now  all  the  rest  away  quickly  ril'j. 

And  pocket  in  quiet  the  mitt; 
For  this  little  maid  is  now  the  loved  bride 

Of  him  whom  the  shoe  did  fit. 


— A  lady  recently  sought  to  instruct  her  little  grandchild  in  re 
lation  to  the  provident  care  of  heaven.  "Who  gives  you  yout 
daily  bread?  "  asked  she.  "  Dod,"  replied  the  child,  "  but  Uncie 
.John  puts  the  butter  and  sugar  on.'.' — Hartford  Times. 
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We  march  along  the  crowded  streets 

To  tlie  sound  of  life  and  drum; 
The  ladies  wave  their  handkerchiefs. 

And  to  the  windows  come. 
They  all  salute  us  as  we  pass. 

And  say  we  are  trump  cards; 
For  well  they  know  the  liandsome  show 
Of  the  flue  Maguiunis  Guards. 

Chorus. 
As  down  the  street  we  go 

With  colors  waving  high, 
We  hear  the  welcome  shout  "  hurrah  " 

As  we  go  marching  by. 
Oh,  when  we're  on  parade. 
The  rest  are  in  tlie  shade; 
They  give  tliree  cheers,  and  a  tiger,  too, 
•      For  the  great  Maguiunis  Guards. 

St.  Patrick's  day  the  Mulligan  Guards 

All  out  with  the  Musketeers; 
The  Skidmore  and  tlie  Hoolahan  Guards 

Turn  out  with  the  Fusileers. 
The  Fishing  Club  with  the  Branigan'a  Baud 

Fall  in  with  the  Jolly  Pards; 
But  after  all  there  is  none  so  gay 

As  the  flue  Maguiunis  Guards — Chorut. 

On  the  roster  of  our  company 

We've  many  a  gallant  name; 
There's  Googerty,  Hoolahan  and  McCarthy. 

Fogarty  and  Kilane. 
There's  Gleoaghan,  Finnigan  and  Flaherty,  toa 

McLiiugiilin  and  McLoon; 
And  Haggerty,  Flynn  and  Sullivan, 

Mulcahy  and  Muldoou.  —  Chorua. 
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Long  ago  in  drear  December, 

"When  the  snow  was  falling  fast,        : 
Mother  said:  "My  boy,  remember 

I'm  vour  friend  while  life  shall  laatl " 
I  was  leaving  her  unheeding. 

For  a  life  upon  the  sea;  ' 

And  she  stood  with  heart-strings  bleeding. 

Crying:  "  John,  remember  mel " 

Chorus. 
Remember,  remember,  John,  my  boy,  remember  me, 
Oh,  remember,  oli,  remember,  John,  my  boy,  remember  me; 
Oh,  rememb(;r,  rememlier  me, 
Remember,  remember  me,  remember  me. 


Years  have  past,  and  I've  been  sailing 

Over  life's  tempestuous  sea. 
Still  the  voice  comes  to  me  ringing, 

John,  my  boy,  remember  me! 
Early  in  the  morning  last  Winter, 

Came  a  letter  sealed  black; 
Mother's  dying,  words  so  tender, 

John,  my  sou,  to  me  come  back! — Cliorut. 

After  years  upon  the  ocean 

Those  dear  words  came  back  again; 
And  tjie  honest  hetirt's  devotion 

Fain  would  see  that  face  again. 
She  is  now  with  the  angels  singing. 

From  her  toils  and  sorrows  tree; 
Still  those  words  in  me  are  ringing, 

John,  my  boy,  rememlxjr  me! — CJioru*. 
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Where  is  My  Wandering  Boy  To-Night  ? 
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Where  is  my  wandering  boy  to-night? 

The  boy  of  my  tend'rest  care; 
The  boy  tliat  was  once  my  joy  and  light. 
The  child  of  my  love  and  prayer. 
Chorus. 
O  where  is  my  boy  to-nigl»t? 
O  where  is  my  boy  to-night? 
My  heart  o'erttows. 
For  I  love  him,  he  knows; 
O  where  is  my  boy  to-night? 

Once  he  was  pure  as  morning  dew, 

As  he  knelt  at  his  mother's  knee; 
No  face  was  so  bright,  no  heart  more  true. 

And  none  was  so  sweet  as  he. — Chorua. 

O  ronld  I  see  him  now,  my  boy. 

As  fair  as  in  olden  time; 
When  prattle  and  smile  made  home  a  joy, 

Aud  life  was  a  merry  chime. — V/iorui. 

Go  for  my  wandering  ])oy  to-night. 

Go  search  for  him  where  you  will; 
But  bring  him  to  me  witli  all  his  blight. 

And  tell  him  I  love  him  still. — Churaa. 


— Many  men  are  so  rushed  and  driven  by  business  affairs  that 
they  often  .>>;iy  laughingly,  "that  tl  ey  have  no  time  to  get  ac- 
quainted with  their  families."  The  Boston  Post  tells  an  amusing 
incident  regarding  one  of  these  very  busy  men.  He  usually  left 
home  before  his  chililren  were  up  in  the  morning,  and  did  not  re- 
turn until  after  they  had  gone  to  Itetl.  He  was  hurrying  away  one 
morninj^  when  he  found  that  his  little  lM)y  had  arisen  earlier  than 
usual,  and  was  i)laying  on  the  .sidewalk.  "Go  into  the  house." 
The  little  l)oy  refused.  His  father  .seized  and  puni.shed  him.  The 
child  went  into  the  house  crying,  and  the  mother  a.sked:  "  What's 
the  matter?  "  "Man  hit  me!''  cried  the  child.  "Whatman?" 
"  Why,  that  man  that  stays  here  Sundays!" 


HOIST  UP  THE  FLAG-. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wt-linmn.  P.  ().  Hox  ],'<«.  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Caluloguu  of  English  and  CJermau  Songs— Free. 

Away  down  in  Dixie  the  war  first  begun, 
'Way  down  at  Fort  Sumter  with  Major  Anderson; 
He  stood  by  the  flag  with  a  heart  brave  and  true, 
Aud  fought  like  a  man  for  the  red,  white  aud  blue. 

Chorus. 

Then  hoist  up  the  flag,  long  may  it  wave 
Over  the  Union  our  honor  to  sjive; 
Up  with  the  flag,  and  long  may  it  wave 
Over  the  Union,  the  home  of  the  brave. 

'Twas  there  that  secession  first  started  the  war, 
They  shot  down  our  soldiers  in  the  streets  of  Baltimore; 
And'  Ellsworth  was  .slain  when  he  tore  down  the  rag 
The  rebels  had  raised  for  a  Jeff.  Davis  flag. — C/wiiis, 


Then  down  on  an  island  we  call  Roanoke, 
Our  men  had  a  battle  that  raised  a  big  smoke; 
Our  l)oys  fought  away  to  the  rei)els'  surprise. 
Till  they  all  ran  away  after  Gov'uor  Wise. — Chorua. 

Again,  down  by  Norfolk,  wc  drove  the  foe  back. 

And  fought  seven  hours  with  the  big  Merrimac; 

The  old  Monitor  went  a  bobbing  around, 

Aud  drove  her  about  'till  she  ran  her  aground. — Chorua 


Old  England  is  trying  to  kick  up  a  fuss. 
We  think  they  had  better  not  interfere  with  us; 
If  they  come  to  fight  they  will  find  it  no  fun. 
They'll  get  what  they  got  from  Gen'ral  Washington 

Our  troops  are  the  finest  the  world  ever  saw. 

Our  men  are  the  brave.st  that  e'er  went  to  war; 

Our  land  is  the  best  where'er  you  may  go. 

The  boys  they  are  fast  aud  the  girls  are  not  slow. — Chorua. 

We'll  fight  for  the  Union,  but  just  as  it  was. 

Nor  care  what  Secesh  or  Abc-o-lition  does; 

We'll  stand  by  the  flag,  the  sword,  and  the  gun. 

To  save  from'dishouor  the  land  of  Washington. — CJiorut. 
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Can    You  Then  Lo-^ce  Another? 
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Can  you  then  love  another? 

Was  then  the  past  a  dream?  • 

Love  but  a  withered  blossom  ;    ' 

Floatitig  a-down  life's  stream? 
Once  we  were  blest  and  happy. 

Heedless  of  cloud  or  storm; 
Roses  of  sweet  affection 
^    .  Bloomed  in  the  sunlight  warm,      i       ; 

,■       Say,  are  the  smiles  forgotten. 

Once  very  dear  to  you?  . :.  7 

Can  you  then  love  another. 

Slighting  a  heart  so  true?  • 

Can  you  then  love  another?         ,         .    i 

Why  did  we  ever  meet?  v  , 

Why  were  your  smiles  of  gladuew 

Ever  to  me  so  sweet? 
Gone  is  the  dream  of  beauty,  .  ' 

Gone  like  a  fallen  star;  \     :  !      " 

Day  after  day  we're  drifting, 

drifting  apart  so  far.  '  .     -      >     .  . 

'  Oh,  must  I  be  forgotten, 

Once  very  dear  to  you?  <        •' 

Can  you  then  love  another, 

Slighting  a  heart  so  true?  V      :      .   ^ 

Can  you  then  love  another? 

Think  of  our  happy  past, 
Thiok  of  the  vows  we  plighted, 
;•  Ever  in  life  to  last. 

Am  I  so  soon  forgotten. 

Cast  like  a  flower  aside? 
Have  I  from  mem'ry  faded, 

Once  all  your  love  and  pride? 
Bring  to  my  soul  the  sunlight. 

Bring  to  my  life  the  dew;  ; '.     ■  : 

Can  you  then  love  another. 

Slighting  a  heart  so  true? 


!  That's  What's  the  Matter  with  Hannah. 

■  Copyright,  1865,  by  W.  R.  Smith.  -      '  ' 
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By -words  up  and  down  are  the  life  of  the  town, 

Like  heroes  they  every  day  grow,  sir; 
A  new  one  springs  up  a.s  an  old  one  goes  down, 

As  the  gals  change  their  dresses  and  beauxs.  sir. 
"  That's  what's  the  matter,"  has  been  tliumj>ed  about 

Like  the  keys  on  an  ancient  piano; 
But  it's  eot  a  new  face,  and  now  the  cant  phrase 

Lb:  "  That's  what's  the  matter  with  Hanujili." 

^  .■■''::  J:.-^.  ■;■'    Chorus.      /•  v. ';v;  ■■>-■.■..  ■'■.^- '.''.:;-   ■ 

Then  ring  out  the  chorus,  both  sweet  and  sonorus, 
-         Let  your  smiles  fall  upon  us  like  manna; 
.    To  please  old  and  )'oung  is  the  aim  of  our  song, 
And  that's  what's  the  matter  with  Hannah. 

The  price  of  gold's  ffflling,  we  hear  people  bawling. 

But  it's  up  in  an  hour  or  a  quarter; 
While  we  send  it  away  to  buy  foreign  array. 

To  show  off  a  wife  or  a  daughter. 
Gold  cannot  come  down  while  our  gals  sweep  the  town, 

With  silks  spreading  out  like  a  banner; 
The  longer  their  trails,  why,  the  higher  gold  sails, 

And  that's  what's  the  matter  with  Hannah. — Clwru*. 

But  the  draggle  tail  dresses  will  no  more  distress  us. 

As  wiper's  for  gentlemen's  feet,  sir; 
Tuck-ups  are  the  fashion  for  those  who  would  dash  on 

And  make  a  big  show  on  the  street,  sir.  , 

Each  belle  now  must  flirt  in  a  fifty -yard  skirt,       >.  ■    - 

Festooned  in  upholstery  manner; 
Now  black  tuck-ups  float  o'er  a  white  petticoat,  -       "^  , 

And  that's  what's  the  matter  with  Hannah. — Cluntu.  t.  ■  -.vA 


The  war  being  over,  our  brave  troops  discover 

A  new  field  to  strike  a  few  blows,  sir;  ;    ,  • 

And  lead  off  a  dance  for  sly  Louis  of  France, 

With  his  Dutch  king  in  poor  Mexico,  sir.  ., 

We  want  no  more  glory,  nor  more  territory. 

But  we'll  stand  by  the  old  Monroe  banner; 
And  we'll  have  no  king's  nest  in  this  world  of  the  Wert, 

And  that's  what's  the  matter  with  Hannah.  —Qlunu*. 

Petroleum  fever,  that  proved  such  a  lever 

To  grease  all  the  wheels  of  creation. 
Is  simmering  down  overdone  and  done  brown, 

Like  a  soap-bubble  bustitication.  ■ 

Some  folks  who  struck  ile,  made  a  blaze  for  awhfle    .  ' 

In  fast  nags,  champagne  and  Havana;  :,  > 

But  wells  pumped  too  high  arc  Ijound  to  run  dry. 

And  that's  what's  the  matter  with  Hanmih. — (JIvotm. 

The  Atlantic  cable  again  proves  a  fable,     . 

A  flasii  in  the  pan  but  no  thimder; 
Like  a  gun  that  burns  prime,  it's  a  fizzle  sublime,  " 

A  pay'd  out  and  playd  out  sad  blunder. 
The  wire  springs  a  leak  and  refuses  to  speak. 

It  liolis  in  a  most  shocking  manner; 
At  "  five  pounds  per  word  "  it  can  never  be  heard, 

And  that's  what's  the  matter  with  Hannah. — Chorut. 


BACON  AND    QREENS. 
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I  have  lived  long  enough  to  bo  raielj'  mistaken. 

And  lyid  my  full  share  of  life'.s  clKUigeal»]e  .scenes; 
But  my  woes  have  been  solaced  by  gowl  greens  and  bacoD, 

My  joys  have  l>een  doubled  by  bacon  and  greens. 
AVhat  a  thrill  of  remembrance  e'en  now  tliey  awaken, 

Of  childliood's  gay  morning  and  youth's  merry  scenes; 
When  one  day  we  had  greens  and  a  plaieful  of  i)acon,    , 

And  the  next  we  had  bacon  and  a  plateful  of  greens. 

Ah!  well  I  remember,  when  sad  and  forsaken, 

Heart-wnmg  by  the  scorn  of  a  Miss  in  her  teens; 
How  I  fled  from  her  sight  to  my  loved  greens  and  bacon. 

And  forgot  my  despair  over  bacon  and  greens. 
When  the  banks  refused  six'cie,  and  credit  was  shaken, 

I  shared  in  the  wreck,  and  was  ruined  in  means; 
My  friends  all  declared  I  had  not  saved  my  bacon. 

But  I  lived,  for  I  still  had  my  bacon  and  greens. 

If  some  fairy  a  grant  of  three  wi.shes  could  make  one     .  ' 

So  worthless  as  I,  and  so  laden  witii  sins, 
I'd  wish  all  the  greens  in  the  world,  then  the  bacon, 

Then  wish  for  a  little  more  bacon  and  greens. 
Oh,  there  is  a  charm  in  this  dish,  rightly  taken. 

Which  from  custards  and  jellies  an  epicure  weans;      - 
Stick  voin-  fork  in  the  fat,  wrap  your  greens  'round  the  bacon, 

And  you'll  vow  there's  no  dish  like  good  bacon  and  greens. 


The  Upper  and  Lower  Ten  Thousand. 

I've  got  a  new  song  to  sing  you  tonight,  -       ..  '".: 

Your  earnest  attention  to  which  I  invite: 

The  subject's  a  new  one  to  you  that  I  bring, 

Of  the  upiier  and  lower  ten  thousand  111  sing. 

The  upi)er  ten  thousand  are  fejisted  with  wine. 

On  turkey  and  venison,  and  pjistry  they  dine; 

While  the  lower  ten  thousimd,  whose  means  are  so  small. 

Have  often  to  go  without  dinner  at  all. 

If  an  upper  ten  fellow  a  swindler  .should  be, 

And  with  thousands  of  others  just  chance  to  make  free; 

Should  the  same  be  discovered  or  hap  to  leak  out. 

It's  quickly  hushed  up  with  .scarcely  a  doubt. 

If  a  lower  ten  fellow  should  liapi>en  to  steal, 

To  save  him  from  starving,  the  price  of  a  meal; 

The  law  declares  it  a  different  thing. 

They  call  him  a  thief  and  he's  sent  to  Sing  Sing. 

And  then  when  rebellion  o'ershadowed  our  land. 

And  the  country  called  for  each  volunteer  band; 

Who  was  it  in  battle  the  valiantest  proved? 

Was  it  the  upper  ten  thousand  with  their  fancy  kid  gloves? 

Or  was  it  the  lower  ten  thousand  was  found. 

Their  faces  hard  service  exposure  had  browned;    .  .-  v 

With  a  steel  in  their  hand,  and  a  fire  in  their  eye,  "  , 

Rushing  in  for  the  Union,  to  conquer  or  die? 
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They  All  Have  a  Mate  but  Me. 
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Kind  Christians,  all  on  you  I  call. 

If  to  pity  you  feel  inclined; 
Your  care  bestow  ou  a  fellow  full  of  woe. 

Who  is  almost  off  his  mind. 
Six  wives  I've  wed,  but  they've  all  gone  dead. 

My  love  was  labor  in  vain; 
For  I've  married  and  Ive  buried  till  I'm  very  near  worried. 

And  I'm  sick  with  wives  on  the  brain. 

Chorub, 
There's  the  fox  and  the  hare, 
And  the  badger  and  the  bear. 

And  the  birds  on  the  greenwood  tree; 
And  the  pretty  little  rabbits, 
So  engaging  in  their  habits. 

And  they  all  have  a  mate  but  me. 

The  first  on  the  page  is  little  Sally  Sage,  ' 

She  once  was  a  lady's  maid; 
But  she  ran  away  on  a  very  dark  day, 

With  a  fellow  in  the  fried  fish  trade. 
The  next  was  a  cook,  oh,  a  beauty  with  a  hook. 

And  I'll  tell  you  the  reason  why; 
For  a  leg  she'd  a  stump,  on  her  back  was  a  hump, 

And  she'd  got  a  little  squint  in  her  eye. — C/torm. 

Another  one  to  charm  was  a  girl  on  a  farm. 

Well  versod  in  the  harrows  and  ploughs; 
She  guarded  the  rigs  of  a  lot  of  little  pigs, 

And  .squeezed  new  milk  from  the  cows. 
She  was  sixteen  stone,  all  mu.scle  and  bone, 

And  she  looked  with  an  awful  leer; 
And  she  would  have  been  mine,  but  fell  in  a  decline, 

Thro'  swallowing  a  mouse  in  her  beer.  —  C/tonw. 

Then  another  one  came,  ah!  a  right  jolly  dame, 

And  her  purse  was  as  long  as  my  arm; 
All  full  of  yellow  gold,  such  a  sight  to  behold, 

Would  the  heart  of  a  miser  warm. 
And  her  only  sin  was  a  love  for  gin, 

But  it  brought  our  hopes  to  a  wreck; 
For  she  slipp'd  with  her  heel  on  a  bit  of  orange  peel. 

Fell  down  and  broke  her  blessed  neck. — C'/iorus. 

I  could  add  to  the  score  full  a  half  dozen  more,  ' 

For  the  list  is  a  long  way  round; 
One  went  o'er  the  sea  for  a  better  chap  than  me. 

And  some  of  them  were  hanged  or  drowned. 
And  the  last  I  had  through  drink  went  mad, 

In  vain  I  tried  to  stop  her; 
And  sad  was  my  dismay,  to  discover  that  one  day 

She'd  beeu  slowly  boiled  to  death  in  the  copper. — Chorut, 


Oh,  Take  Me  Home  to  Die. 

My  mother's  hand  I  fain  would  feel 

Laid  on  my  aching  brow; 
My  father's  kiss  would  almost  heal 

The  pain  that  racks  me  now. 
I  yearn  at  home  to  he  <;aressed. 

And  breathe  my  latest  sigh; 
In  this  strange  land  I  cannot  rest. 

Oh,  take  me  home  to  die. 

Oh,  chide  me  not,  the  worth  I  know 

Of  those  who  watch  me  here; 
But  still  I  cannot  meet  the  foe 

'Till  kindred  tones  I  hear. 
A  wounded  df)ve  will  seek  its  nest 

When  shades  of  deaih  are  nigh; 
And  like  that  dove  would  I  be  olest. 

Oh,  take  me  home  to  die. 

The  few  that  stood  beside  her  bed, 

And  watched  with  kindly  care; 
Before  the  sands  of  life  had  sped, 

Had  answered  all  her  prayer. 
The  frail  and  wasted  one  they  bore 

To  view  her  native  skj'; 
And  ere  life's  fitful  dreams  were  o'er. 

They  took  her  home  to  die. 


HE    SAID    I    SAID 

Written  and  suDg  by  Qua  Wllllama. 
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I  do  not  know  de  reason  I'm  in  an  awful  muss,  , 

Dere  is  a  fellar  in  dis  town  vot  vants  to  raise  a  fuss;  • 

He  blames  it  all  upon  me.  und  says  I've  told  a  lie, 

Ven  he  knows  dot  I've  told  de  druth,  yes,  just  as  veil  as  I.        j) 

Spoken — Yes,  dot  same  fellar  dot  I'm  dalkiug  aboud,  I  mean 
Jake  Weigel!  dot's  de  roosder!  He  knows  I  vouldn't  dell  a  lie 
aboud  anybody,  but  den  he  never  did  "  like  me  for  a  cent,"  und 
dot's  de  reason  dot — 

Chorus. 

He  said  I  said  you  said  I  said 

He  vos  an  awful  fraud. 
And  said  you  said  I  also  said 

He  couldn't  pay  his  board; 
Und  den  he  said  you  said  I  said 

His  grandfarder  vos  dead; 
So  dell  him  he  is  wrong  in  vot 

He  said  you  said  I  said. 

I've  told  him  he's  mistaken,  dot  I  never  said  a  vord 
Aboud  him  or  his  business;  but  den  he  said  he  heard 
Dot  I  spoke  of  his  farder.  und  had  called  him  a  fOol. 
Und  dot  he  vos  an  awful  dunce  und  never  vent  to  school. 

Spoken — Now  de  idea  of  me  dalking  al)oud  him  dot  vay,  vy,  I 
vouldn't  dalk  aboud  anybwly,  und  even  if  I  did  know  any  ding 
bad  aboud  his  family,  1  should  keeb  id  to  myself,  und  not  dell 
anybody;  in  fact,  id's  none  of  my  business,  dot's  id,  none  of  my 
busine-sa.  Vot  bu.siuess  is  id  of  mine  if  liis  grandfarder  vos  hung 
in  Germany?  Den  he  myn  I  dilk  aboud  his  family;  und  dis  moder 
u-sed  to  do  vashing  for  my  uncles  aunt's  sister.  Den  Jie  saynl  dalk 
aboud  hin  family;  vot  business  of  mine  is  id  dot  his  sister  vent  und 
married  a  shoemaker,  und  dot  he  died,  leaving  her  two  old  hists  of  i 
different  sizes?  none  of  my  busiaess— dot's  just  vot  I  .say.  D«n  lie 
myn  I  dalk  aboud  his  family;  vot  business  is  id  of  mine  it  hisbroder 
vos  sent  to  sdade  brison  on  accound  dot  he  sdole  a  gouple  of  second- 
hand mince  pies  from  a  bakery  in  Vest  sdreed?  Den  he  tays  I  dalk 
aboud  his  family;  vot  business  is  id  of  mine  dot  he  himself  never 
vent  to  school,  vinks  mit  his  ear,  chews  a  piece  of  leather  for 
tobacco,  drinks  viskey,  vorks  in  a  shooding  gallery  picking  ub 
bullets,  und  sleeps  down  on  de  dock  at  night?  Vy,  id's  none  of 
my  business,  ifnd  den  he  says  I  d^ilk  aboud  him  und  his  family; 
vy,  you  know  as  veil  as  I,  dot  I  vouldn't  do  such  a  ding,  und  yet 
for  all  dot Choms.  -   ,  . 


THE   BATTLE   OF   BULL   RUN. 


I 


Our  gallant  soldiers  they  are  going  to  leave  their  friends  to  mourn, 
To  watch  and  pray,  both  night  and  day,  their  quick  and  safe  return; 
We  are  going  to  face  the  enemy  and  put  rebellion  down. 
May  we  return  victoriously  and  wear  a  laurel  crown. 

Our  gallant  soldicrg  they  are  going  to  fight  a  glorious  cansc. 
To  defend  the  flag  and  Union,  the  government  and  its  laws; 
Kind  fortune  sinile  uim)ii  our  brow  wherever  we  may  go. 
We  will  never  yield  upon  the  Held  to  any  mortal  foe. 

Our  gallant  Holdlers  tl»ey  are  going  to  the  battle-field  of  fame, 

To  defend  the  gloriouH  etars  aud  stripes,  and  put  to  flight  with  shaiAe 

Each  proud  secession  leader,  with  bayonet,  sword  aud  gun, 

And  to  make  him  pay  severely  for  the  battle  of  Bull  Run. 

The  gallant  fire  zonaves  they  fought  like  lions  Vtave, 
Likewli^e  the  Massachusetts  boys  mont  manfully  behaved; 
The  gallant  27th  their  foes  they  did  not  shun. 
But  the  glorious  69th  was  the  terror  of  Bull  Run. 

Long  life  to  Gen.  Meagher,  that  Irish  blood  of  fame, 

Who  wore  the  harp  and  shamrock  upon  the  battle  plain; 

Who  said  unto  his  gallant  men,  remember  Fontk.noy! 

Then  the  whole  at  large,  with  bayouets  charged,  their  foes  they  did  deploy. 

When  the  gallant  Col.  Corcoran  lay  prostrate  on  the  ground. 

Weary  and  fatigued,  and  exhausted  from  his  wounds; 

He  said  unto  his  gallant  men,  brave  boys,  I  am  not  undone. 

We  will  make  them  pay  some  other  day  for  the  battle  of  Bull  Run. 

Over  ten  long  hours  we  had  fought  against  an  enemy. 

Of  four  to  one,  a  fearful  odds  of  men  we  could  not  see, 

Until  among  our  teamsters  a  panic  had  liegnn, 

Then  we  did  retreat,  but  were  not  beat,  at  the  battle  of  Bull  Run. 
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BARNEY,   COME   HOME.  . 
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I  have  just  got  a  letter  from  my  dear  old  mother, 

She  wauts  her  dear  boy  to  come  home; 
But  that  I  can't  do,  dear  mother,  for  you, 

I'm  an  exile  and  here  I  must  roam.  -  ■ 

She  says  her  heart's  breaking,  and  uo  one  to  help  her,        ,- 

The  cot  you  were  born  in  is  now  all  alone; 
Your  father  is  dead,  so  think  of  my  trouble,  ' 

Barney,  dear  Barney,  oh,  will  you  come  home? 


Chorus. 

Barney,  come  home  sure,  it  said  in  the  letter, 
I  know  she  is  old  and  I  cannot  forget  her; 

I'm  an  exile  from  Erin,  in  America  I  roam, 
When  Ireland  is  free,  mother. 

Your  Barney  '11  come  home. 


This  is  the  letter  I  got  from  my  mother. 

It's  a  year  since  fhad  one  before; 
And  it  makes  my  heart  sad  when  I  think  of  my  dad, 

For  he's  gone  where  I'll  never  see  him  more. 
A  pardon  she  wants  from  the  queen  for  to  get  me. 

But  I'll  write  her  a  letter  to  leave  it  alone; 
For  I'll  wait  till  the  sun  sliines  on  the  cro»  stones  of  Ireland, 

And  if  you  are  living  your  Barney  will  come  home. — Cfiorus. 


Miss  Maloney  on  the  Chinese  Question. 

By  Mary  M.  Dodge. 

OchI  don't  be  talkin'.  Is  it  howld  on,  ye  say?  An'  didn't  I 
howld  on  till  the  heart  of  me  was  chiue  broke,  entirely,  aud  me 
wastin'  that  thin  you  could  clutch  me  wid  yer  two  hands.  To 
think  o'  me  toilin'  like  a  nager  for  the  six  year  I've  been  in 
Ameriky — bad  luck  to  the  da^'  I  iver  left  the  owld  counthry,  to  be 
bate  by  the  likes  o*  them!  (faix  an'  I'll  sit  down  when  I'm'  ready, 
so  I  will,  Ann  Ryan,  an'  ye'd  better  be  list'nin'  than  drawin'  your 
remarks)  an'  it's  mysel,  with  five  good  characters  from  respectable 
places,  would  be  herdin'  wid  the  haythens?  The  saints  forgive 
me  but  I'd  be  buried  alive  soon'n  put  up  wid  it  a  daj'  longer.  Sure 
an'  I  was  a  granehorn  not  to  be  lavin'  at  'onct  when  the  missus 
kim  into  me  kitchen  wid  her  perlaver  about  the  new  waiter-man 
which  was  brought  out  from  Califoniy.  "  He'll  be  here  the  night," 
says  she,  "and  Kitty,  it's  meself  looks  to  you  to  be  kind  and 
patient  wid  him,  for  he's  a  furriner,"  saj-s  she,  a  kind  o'  looking 
off.  "  Sure  an'  it's  little  I'll  hinder  nor  interfare  wid  him  nor  any 
other,  mum,"  says  I,  a  kind  o'  stiff,  for  I  minded  me  how  these 
French  waiters,  wid  their  paper  collars  and  brass  rings  on  their 
fingers,  isn't  company  for  no  gurril  brought  up  dacint  and  honest. 
Och!  sorra  a  bit  I  knew  what  was  comin'  till  the  missus  walked 
into  me  kitchen  smilin',  and  says  kind  o'  sheared:  "  Here's  Fiug 
Wing,  Kitty,  an'  youU  have  too  much  sinse  to  mind  his  bein'  a 
little  strange."  Wid  that  she  shoots  the  door;  and  I,  mislhrusting 
if  I  was  tidied  up  sufficient  for  me  fine  buy  wid  his  paper  coUar, 
looks  up  and — Holy  fathers!  may  I  niver  brallie  auotlier  breath, 
but  there  stud  a  rale  haythen  Chineser  a-griuniu'  like  hed  just 
come  off  a  tay-box.  If  you'll  belave  me,  the  crayture  was  that 
yeller  it  'ud  sicken  you  to  see  him;  and  sorra  slich  was  on  him  but 
a  black  night-gown  over  his  trowsers  and  the  front  of  his  hcjid 
shaved  claner  nor  a  copper  biler,  and  a  black  tail  a-hangiu'  down 
from  behind,  wid  bis  two  feet  stock  into  the  lieathenesest  shoes 
you  ever  set  eyes  on.  Och!  but  I  was  up-stairs  afore  you  could 
turn  about,  a  givin'  the  missus  warnin';  an  only  stopt  wid  her  by 
her  raisin'  me  wages  two  dollars,  and  playdin'  wid  me  how  it  was 
a  Christian's  duty  to  bear  wid  haythins  and  taitcli  em  all  in  our 
power — the  saints  save  us!  Well,  the  ways  and  trials  I  had  wid 
that  Chineser,  Ann  Ryan,  I  couldn't  be  tellin'.  Not  a  blissed  thing 
cud  I  do  but  he'd  be  lookin'  on  wid  his  eyes  cocked  up'ard  like 
two  poomp-handles,  an'  he  widdout  a  speck  or  a  sinitch  o'  whiskers 
on  him,  and  his  finger-nails  full  a  yard  long.  But  il"s  dying  you'd 
be  to  see  the  missus  a  larnin'  him,  and  he  grinnin'  an'  waggin'  his 
pig-tail  (whicli  was  pieced  out  long  wid  some  black  stoof,  the 
haythen  chate!)  and  gettin'  into  her  ways  wonderful  quick,  I  don't 
deny,  imitatin'  that  sharp,  you'd  be  shurprised,  and  ketchin'  and 
copyin'  things  the  best  of  us  will  do  a-hurried  wid  work,  yet  don't 
want  comin'  to  the  knowledge  of  the  family— bad  luck  to' him! 

Is  it  ate  wid  him?  Arrah,  an'  would  I  be  sittin'  wid  a  haythen 
and  he  a-atin'  wid  drumsticks — yes,  an'  atin'  dogs  an'  cats  un- 
knownst  to  me,  I  warrant  you,  which  is  the  custom  of  them 
Chinesers,  till  the  thought  made  me  that  sick  I  could  die.  An' 
didn't  the  crayter  proffer  to  help  me  a  wake  ago  come  Toosday, 
aa'  me  a  foldiu'  down  me  claae  clothes  for  the  ironin',  an'  fill  his 


haythen  mouth  wid  water,'  an'  afore  I  could  hinder  saurrit  it 
through  his  teeth  stret  over  the  best  linen  table-cloth,  and  fold  it 
up  tight  as  innercent  now  as  a  baby,  the  dirty  baste!  But  the 
worrest  of  all  was  the  copyin'  he'd  be  doiu'  till  ye'd  be  dishtracted. 
It's  yerself  knows  the  tinder  feet  that's  on  me  since  ever  I've  bin  in 
this  country.  Well,  owin'  to  that,  I  fell  into  the  way  o'  slippiu' 
me  shoes  on  when  I'd  be  settin'  down  to  pale  the  praties  or  the 
likes  o'  that,  and,  do  ye  mind,  that  haythin  would  do  the  sjime 
thing  after  me  whiniver  the  missus  set  him  parin'  apples  or 
toraaterses.  The  saints  in  heaven  couldn't  have  made  him  belave 
he  cud  kai>e  the  shoes  on  him  when  he'd  be  payling  anything. 

Did  I  lave  fur  that?  Faix  an'  didn't  he  get  me  into  trouble  wid 
my  missus,  the  haythin?  You're  aware  yerself  how  tbe  boondles  ' 
comin'  in  from  the  grocery  often  conUiins  more  'n  '11  go  into  any- 
thing decently.  So,  for  that  matter,  I'd  now  and  then  take  out  a 
sup  o'  sugar,  or  flour,  or  tay,  an'  wrap  it  in  paper  and  put  it  in  me 
bit  of  a  box  tucked  under  the  ironin'  blankit  tiie  liow  it  cuddent  I 
be  bodderin'  any  one.  Well,  what  should  it  be,  but  this  blessed 
Sathurda^  morn  the  missus  was  a  spakin'  pleasant  aud  respec'ful 
wid  me  m  me  kitchen  when  the  grocer  boy  comes  in  an'  stands  | 
fornenst  her  wid  his  boondles  an'  she  motions  like  to  Fing  Wing 
(which  I  never  would  call  him  by  that  name  nor  any  other  but  just 
haj'thin),  she  motions  to  him,  she  does,  for  to  take  the  boondles  an' 
empty  out  the  sugar  an'  what  not  where  they  t)elongs.  If  you'll 
belave  me,  Ann  Ryan,  what  did  that  blatherin'  Chineser  do  but 
take  out  a  sup  o'  sugar,  an'  a  handful  o'  taj',  an'  a  bit  o'  chaze  right 
afore  the  missus,  wrap  them  into  bits  o'  paper,  an'  I  spachelcss  wid 
shuprise,  an'  he  the  next  minute  up  wid  the  ironin'  blankit  and 
pullin'  out  me  box  wid  a.show  o'  bein'  slv  to  put  them  in.  Och, 
the  Lord  forgive  me,  but  I  clutched  it,  and  the  missus  savin',  "  O 
Kitty!"  in  a  way  that  'ud  curdle  your  blood.  "  He's  a  haythin 
nager,"  says  I.  "  I've  found  you  out,"  says  slie.  "  111  arrist  him," 
says  I.  "It's  you  ought  to  be  arristed,"  says  she.  "  You  won't," 
says  I.  "  I  will,"  says  she;  and  so  it  went  till  she  give  me  such 
sass  as  I  cuddent  take  from  uo  lady,  an'  I  give  her  warnin'  an'  left 
that  instant,  an'  she  a-pointin'  to  the  doore. 


CHRISTMAS  TREE. 
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.       Who  comes  this  way  SO  blithe  and  gay, 
Upon  the  merry  Christmas  day; 
8o  merrily,  so  cheerily, 
With  his  peaked  hat  and  reindeer  sleigh; 
With  pretty  toys  for  girls  and  boys, 
As  pretty  as  you  e'er  did  see? 
Oh,  this  is  Santa  Clans'  man, 
Kriss  Kringle  with  his  Christmas  tree. 

Cnouus. 

Oh,  ho,  oh,  ho,  ho.  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho. 

Then  jingle,  jingle,  jing,  jing,  jing; 

Right  merry  we  shall  be, 
,       Yes,  jingle,  jingle,  come,  Kriss  Kringle, 

Come  with  your  Christmas  tree; 
*■      And  welcome,  welcome,  welcome,  Kriss, 
.  Right  welcome  you  shall  be. 

O  there  he  is,  yes,  yes,  'tis  Kriss.  .  '      . 

'Tis  Kriss  with  the'Christmas  tree;  '- 

The  Christmas  tree,  the  Christmas  tree. 

The  Christmas  tree,  the  Christmas  tree. 

His  sleigh  bells  ring  with  a  merry  ching,  - 

As  off  its  reefs  the  reindeers  spring; 
Gee  up,  gee  ho,  how  swittly  they  go 
Over  the  ice  and  drifts  of  snow. 
For  he  must  call  on  one  and  all. 
His  master's  pretty  pets  you  see; 
For  he  is  Santa  Clans'  man, 
-  Kriss  Kringle  with  his  Christmas  tree. — Ohorut. 

With  cakes  and  plums,  trumpets  and  drums, 

And  lots  of  pretty  things  he  comes; 

So  now  be  quick,  your  places  take, 

And  all  a  merry  circle  make. 

For  now  he's  near,  he'll  soon  appear. 

And  we  his  jolly  face  shall  see^ 

Oh,  welcome  Santa  Claus'  man, 

Kriss  Kringle  with  his  Christmas  tree.— C7Aort«.  ' 


— The  conductor  exclaimed  angrily:  "Here!  don't  do  that. 
You're  ringing  the  bell  at  both  ends 'of  the  car."  "  That's  all 
right.    Bedad,  an'  I  want  both  ends  of  the  car  to  shtop." 
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THE   QRgAN-G-RINDER 
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You  see  before  yoii  ii  young  man, 

Who  mourns  both  night  unci  duv'. 
For  the  loss  of  a  pretty  girl  named  Fan, 

Wlio  has  stolen  his  heart  away; 
She  said  she  loved  me  faithfully, 

And  vowed  we  ne'er  would  part. 
But  she's  gone  away  with  an  organ  man. 

And  broke  this  poor  heart,  heart,  heart. 

Cfionus. 
So  I  mourns  for  the  loss  of  the  girl  I  love, 

I  don't  know  where  to  tind  her. 
She's  gone  away  from  her  turtle-dove, 

With  a  nasty  organ-grinder. 

At  a  twelve-roomed  house  in  Canonbury  Square, 

She  lived  iUJ  a  kitchen-maid. 
Six  pounds  a  year  and  all  she  could  find 

Wjis  the  salary  she  got  paid. 
Oh,  how  often  down  those  area  steps, 

I've  crept  like  an  old  Tom-cat, 
And  alter  having  a  good  blow-out, 

I've  tilled  my  poor  old  hat,  hat,  hat. 

But  1  mourns  for  the  loss  of  the  girl,  &c. 

Out  of  all  the  servants  in  the  square. 

She  used  to  take  the  shine; 
She'd  a  delicate  turn  in  her  ankle. 

And  a  great  big  crinoline; 
When  .she  used  to  clean  the  front  door-steps. 

How  the  chaps  they  iised  to  stare, 
And  throw  sheep's  eyes  and  heave  big  sighs, 

VVhich  matle  me  tear  my  hair,  hair,  hair. 

But  1  mourns'for  the  loss  of  the  girl,  &c. 

Spoken — Oh,  what  depravity. 

Now  I  so'on  began  to  notice 

That  whenever  I  passed  that  way, 
There  was  always  an  or:,'an-grinder  there, 
A  grinding  'Old  Dog  Trav." 
■.    He'd  grind  and  ground,  until  he  found 
He  couldn't  grind  any  more; 
And  when  they  told  him  to  move  on. 
He'd  go  and  grind  ne.\t  door. 

But  I  mourns  for  the  loss  of  the  g^rl,  &c 

Now  one  day  "  Fan  "  asked  this  organ  man 

To  pla}'  her  "  Uncle  8am," 
She  gave  him  coppers  in  return. 

And  a  plate  of  "  cold  rojust  lamb." 
Then  he  told  her  he  was  of  noble  blood, 
And  would  be  a  manjuis  one  tine  day; 
In  fact,  he  told  her  such  thundering  lies, 
'  That  with  him  she  elo{)ed  away — that  day. 

So  I  mourns  for  the  loss  of  the  girl,  &c 

■Well,  the  la.st  I  heard  of  the  bappy  pair, 
'Twa.s  down  in  Pimlico; 
.•     The  fellow  was  a  grinding  on  his  instrument  of  torture, 
And  Fan  played  the  old  banjo;  " 
But  to  mourn  any  more  for  a  girl  like  that, 
I  should  only  be  i^  dunce; 
r         So  I'll  think  no  mor*i  of  Fan  and  her  organ  man. 

But  hope  they  11  get  nix.  mouths— 
Spoken— With  hard  labor,  for  disturbing  Mr,  Babbage  in  his 
skyentitic  pursuits  and  mtintal  miscalculatioua. 

Crionrs. 
So  no  mor'^  Vll  mourn  for  the  girl  I  loved. 

And  no  more  I'll  try  to  find  her; 
She  may  go  and  be  blowed  for  what  I  care. 

Yes.  and  so  may  her  organ-grinder. 


— A  Coha«He*;  fisherman  emplo3-cd  a  newly  arrived  Irishman, 
who  said  be  knew  all  about  the  business,  to  haul  the  lobster  pots, 
of  which  be  biul  many  set  al)Out  the  rocks  of  that  place.  Upon 
Paddy  r«;turning  from"  his  trip  he  was  met  by  his  emplover,  who 
was  much  astonished  at  not  seeing  any  lobsters  in  the  (lory,  and 
upon  inquirinic  tlie  reason  was  surpriscnl  at  the  replv  that  "  they 
wa-s  none  of  thim  rii>e,  for  they  were  all  green,  an  I  threw  thim 
over)x)anl  ag'n."— By»/o«  Gazette. 


MOLLY    BRALLAG-HAN. 
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Ah!  then,  mam,  dear,  did  you  never  hear  of  purty  Molly  Brallaghau? 
Troth,  dear!  I  have  lost  her,  and  I'll  never  be  a  mau  again; 
Not  a  spot  on  my  hide  will  another  Summer  tan  again. 

Since  Molly  she  lias  left  me  alone  for  to  die. 
The  place  where  my  heart  was.  you  might  easy  rowl  a  turnip  in. 
As  big  us  any  pavin'  stone,  and  from  Dublin  to  the  Devil's  Glin; 
If  slie  choee  to  taiie  another,  sure,  she  might  have  sent  mine  baclc  agaia. 

And  not  leave  me  here  all  alone  for  to  die. 


Mam,  dear.  I  remember,  when  the  milking  time  was  pa.«t  and  gone. 
We  went  into  the  meadows,  where  she  swore  I  was  the  only  man 
That  ever  she  could  love— yet,  oh!  the  base,  the  cruel  one. 

After  "ill  that  to  leave  me  here  alone  for  to  die. 
Mam,  dear,  I  remember  as  we  came  home  the  rain  began. 
I  rolled  her  in  my  coat,  tho'  devil  a  waistcoat  I  have  on; 
And  my  shirt  was  rather  ftne-dran  -yet,  oh!  the  base  and  cruel  one. 

After  all  that  she  left  me  here  alone  for  to  die. 

I  went  and  told  my  talc  to  Father  McDonnel,  mam. 

And  thin  I  wiut  and  uxed  advice  of  Counsellor  OConiiell,  mam; 

He  told  me  promiBc-breechcs  had  l)oeu  ever  since  the  world  liegan — 

Now  I  have  only  one  pair,  mam,  and  they  are  corduroy. 
Arrahl  what  could  he  mean,  mam.  or  what  woulil  you  advise  me  to  dof 
Must  my  corduroys  to  Molly  go?  in  troth.  I'm  bothered  what  to  do; 
I  can't  afford  to  lose  both  my  heart  and  my  breeches,  too — 

Yes,  what  need  I  care,  when  I've  only  to  die  1 

Oh !  the  left  side  of  my  carcass  is  as  weak  as  water-gmel,  mam. 
The  devil  a  bit  upon  my  banc.-*  since  Molly's  proved  so  cruel,  mam; 
I  wish  I  had  a  carabine,  I'd  go  and  llnd  a  duel,  mam. 

Sure  it's  better  fur  to  kill  myself  than  stay  liere  to  die. 
I'm  hot  and  determined  as  a  live  salamander,  mam — 
Won't  you  come  to  my  wake  when  I  go  my  long  meander,  mamt 
Ob!  I'll  feel  myself  as  valiant  as  the  famous  Alexander,  mam. 

When  I  hear  ylz  crying  'round  me:  "  Arrah!  why  did  ye  diet" 


PAPA,   COME   HOME. 
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The  wind  was  howling,  and  the  storm 

Beat  through  the  broken  window  glass; 
And  on  the  tloor  a  sickly  wife 

Was  waiting  from  this  world  to  pass. 
Right  beside  her,  little  Ida 

Watched  her  mother's  sinking  eye. 
And  softly  whispered:  "  God  in  heaven. 

Send  papa  home  tu  see  my  mamma  die." 

CUORCS. 

"Papa,  come  home!  pap;i  come  home!"  * 

And  she  raised  her  litlL  hand  up  high; 

"  Papa,  come  home!  papa,  come  home  I 
Come,  see  my  msuumu  die ! 

No  footstep  came,  tlio  .shoeless  child 

To  flinl  him  faced  the  sleet  and  rain;  ^ 

She  found  him  stupitied  with  drink, 

And  begged  of  him  to  come,  but  begged  in  vain. 
The  drunkard  struck  his  little  daughter. 

She  turned  her  sweet  face  to  the  sky. 
Then  said:  "  May  God  forgive  you.  papa, 

Please  come  home  and  see  my  mamma  ilie. — CJioru$ 

Then  she  turned  towards  home  heart-broken, 

With  feet  most  bare  away  she  sped; 
But  when  she  reached  the  old  straw  mattress 

Little  Ida  found  her  mamma  dead. 
The  drunkard  comes,  his  child  is  dying. 

She  whisjiered  him  a  sweet  go(Hl-bye; 
"  Though  you're  drunk,  please  ki.ss  ine,  papal 

I  only  wish  you'd  seen  my  mamiusi  die. 

Chorus.  v 

"Papa,  good-bye!  papa,  good-bye!" 
Oh,  the  tears'did  blind  tiie  drunkard's  eye; 

He  kissed  her  good-bye.  then  said  with  a  sigh:'; 
"I  wish  I'd  seen  your  mamma  die." 


'i 
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The  First  Time  in  Twenty-Four  Years. 
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We  will  sing  5'OU  a  song,  and  it  won't  take  us  long, 

If  you  listen  awhile  to  our  rhyme; 
And  before  we  are  tlirough,  our  words  you  will  say  Is  true, 

For  we  are  always  up  to  the  times. 
We  will  sing  of  the  old,  we  will  sing  of  the  young, 

We  will  sing  of  the  ladies,  the  dears; 
New  songs  are  quite  few,  but  we  have  got  one  for  you. 

For  the  tirst  time  in  tweuty-four  years,         ..... 

There's  that  man  over  there  without  any  hair, 

You  cau  bet  he  is  fond  of  his  beer; 
He  is  called  old-times  rocks,  and  last  night  changed  his  socks 

For  the  tirst  time  in  twenty-four  years. 

Now  the  great  railroad  war,  going  on  near  and  far. 

The  scalpers  are  giving  us  steers; 
It  was  a  great  treat,  when  Blaine  took  a  back  seat 

For  the  lirst  time  in  tweuty-four  years. 

We  will  sing  of  the  dudes  so  handsome  and  gay,  .^ 

The  ladies,  for  them  give  three  cheers; 
But  we  will  bet  that  the  dirt  is  quite  thick  on  the  skirt. 

And  will  stay  there  for  tweuty-four  years. 

We  will  sing  of  a  bank  that  was  run  by  a  crank,        ' 

Who  hired  some  dizzy  cashiers; 
They  stole  every  cent  and  to  Canada  went. 

And  will  stay  there  for  tweuty-four  years. 

Now  the  house  where  we  live,  very  strange  food  they  give. 

They  feed  us  on  ox  Uiils  and  cow's  ears; 
But  we  won't  tell  a  lie,  for  last  night  we  had  a  pie 

For  the  lirst  time  in  tweuty-four  years. 

The  election  at  last  is  over  and  past. 

The  democrats  tliey  have  no  fears; 
At  last  they  got  there  in  the  president's  chair. 

For  the  first  time  in  twenty-four  years. 


WIDOW   McaEE. 
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Though  old  Erin's  oppressed,  'tis  a  beautiful  place. 

'Tis  the  pride  of  my  heart  and  will  be  till  I  die; 
It  W(is  there  I  last  lo()ked  on  your  blushing  yoimg  face, 

And  got  a  sweet  smile  from  your  bonnie  black  eye. 
When  you  told  me  "  farewell,"  how  my  bosom  did  swell 

AVitli  emotions  of  sorrow  when  crossing  the  sea; 
And  I  never  coidd  part  with  the  love  of  the  heart. 

Which  I  brought  over  with  me  for  Widow  McGlee.    , 

CnoRCS. 

Arrah!  Widow  McGee,  are  you  thinking  of  me? 
If  you  are,  write  a  letter  from  over  the  sea, 
And  tell  me  you'll  marry  me,  Widow  McGee. 

Do  you  mind  the  bkiclc  night,  when  the  pigs  in  the  lane 

Came  grunting  along  to  the  gate  where  we  stood? 
They  all  scampered  in  to  keep  out  of  the  rain, 

Then  I  asked  you  to  have  me  and  you  said  that  you  would. 
But  I  left  you,  you  know,  and  I  told  you  I'd  go 

To  a  country  more  beautiful,  happy  and  free; 
Where  I'd  buy  me  a  lot,  and  build  me  a  cot, 

And  send  to  old  Erin  for  Widow  McGee. — Chorus. 

Troth,  I  liave  me  the  home  with  a  big  yard  before, 

And  a  cow  in  the  stable,  a  pig  in  the  sty; 
And  at  night  when  I'm  smoking  my  pipe  in  the  door,    >, 

Och !  the  divil  a  king  half  so  iiappy  as  I. 
But  what's  a  man's  life  when  he's  wanting  a  wife? 

Faith  1  he's  like  an  old  ship  with  no  rudder  at  sea; 
So  I'll  heave  out  my  rope  with  the  anchor  of  hope. 

And  I'll  wait  'till  I'm  married  to  Widow  McGee.— C/wru*. 


— A  young  man  who  was  jilted  by  his  girl,  and  subsequently 
married  her,  says  she  treated  him  like  a  bottle  of  patent  medicine, 
xle  was  "  shaken  before  taken." 


WHO   STOLE   THE   HAM?  ' 


Tune— "  Virginia  Uosebud." 
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We  had  a  ham,  'twas  in  the  bunk-room  hanging. 
Which  we  had  hidden  with  the  greatest  care; 

Wiien  rashers  of  it  on  the  stove  were  frying, 
A  fragrant  odor  seemetl  to  fill  the  air; 

Oh,  how  eacti  watchwl  his  raslier  while  'twas  cooklBg, 
And  thought  to  eat  the  rest  another  day. 

Repeat.        :  •. 

That  mom  we  left  it,  on  the  nail  it  was  hanging. 
But  ere  the  night  'twas  swiftly  stole  away. 

Chorus. 

They  stole,  they  stole,  they  stole  our  ham  away. 
Hear  us  now  calling,  hear  us,  pray. 

Solo. 

Our  empty  stomachs  craving  " 

For  the  ham,  the  ham  they've  stole  away. 

Full  Chorus. 
My  fancy  sees  them  on  the  stair. 
They've  got  the  ham,  I  do  declare; 
They  stole,  they  stole,  they  stole  our  ham  away. 
They  stole,  they  stole,  they  stole  our  ham  away. 

And  then  with  stomachs  empty  and  dejected. 
We  wandered  through  the  house,  but  all  in  vain; 

And  every  hole  aud  corner  was  inspected,  .    . 

But  not  a  smell  of  ham  did  there  remain; 

Then  swift  as  thought  this  firm  resolve  came  o'er  us. 
That  for  the  future,  whether  night  or  day — 

Repeat. 

Provisions  that  the  grocery  furnish  for  us 
Should  never  from  the  house  l)e  stole  awav. 

— Clionot,  Solo  and  Ji^uU  Clurriu. 


^PRENTICE   BOY. 
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As  down  in  cupid's  garden  for  ])le;vsure  I  did  walk, 

I  heard  two  loyal  lovers  most  sweetly  for  to  tsilk; 

It  was  a  brisk  young  lady  and  her  'prentice  boy. 

And  in  private  they  were  courting,  for  he  was  all  her  joy. 

He  said:  "  Dear  honor'd  lady,  I  am  your  'prentice  boy, 

How  ever  can  I  think  a  fair  lady  to  enjoy 'r " 

His  cheeks  red  as  roses,  iiis  humor  kind  and  free — 

She  said:  "  Dear  youth,  if  e'er  I  wed  111  surely  marry  thee. 

But  when  her  parents  came  this  to  understand, 

They  did  this  young  man  banish  to  some  foreign  land; 

While  she  lay  broken-hearted,  lamenting  she  did  cry: 

"  For  my  honest,  charming  "prentice,  a  maid  1 II  live  and  die." 

This  young  man  to  a  merchant  a  waiting  man  was  bound, 
And  by  his  good  behaviour  great  fortune  there  he  found; 
He  soon  became  his  butler,  which  prompted  him  to  fame. 
And  for  careful  conduct  the  steward  he  became. 

For  a  ticket  in  a  lottery  his  money  ho  put  down, 
And  there  he  gained  a  prize  of  twenty  thousand  jwunds; 
With  store  of  gold  and  silver,  he  pack'd  up  his  clothes,  indeed, 
And  to  England  returned,  to  his  true  love  with  sjjced. 

He  offered  kind  embraces,  but  she  flew  from  his  arms, 

"  No  lord,  duke,  or  nobleman,  shall  e'er  enjoy  my  charms; 

The  love  of  gold  is  cursed,  great  riches  I  decry, 

For  my  honest,  charming  'prentice,  a  maid  I'll  live  and  die." 

He  said:  "  Dear  honor'd  ladv,  I  have  been  in  your  arms. 
This  is  the  ring  you  gave  for  toying  in  your  charms; 
You  vow'd  if  e'en  you  married,  your  love  I  should  enjoy, 
Your  father  did  me  banish,  I  was  your  'ijreutice  boy. 

When  she  beheld  his  features,  she  flew  into  his  arms. 
With  kisses  out  of  measure,  she  did  enjoy  his  charms; 
Then  so  tlirough  cupid's  ganlen,  a  roaa  to  church  they  found. 
And  there  in  virtuous  pleasure  in  Hymen's  bane  were  bound. 


^^*^l^rS. 
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DORKINS  WAS  TIGHT. 

Tune—"  Dorkins'  Night." 
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The  theatre  was  full,  and  so  were  the  actors, 

Duu  Dorkius  was  going  to  appear 
That  night  iu  a  bare-footed  slack-wire  clog, 

For  he  was  the  Pompey  round  here. 
The  bar-room  was  fearfully  crowded  with  beata. 

Who  awaited  a  plejusant  surprise; 
For  they  knew  tliey  would  eat 

TVheu  the  lunch  was  set  out, 
And  they  longed  for  the  curtain  to  rise. 

The  curtain  arose,  and  so  did  the  people, 
"Who  began  to  shout  aud  hurrah; 

Dan  Dorkins  came  out  with  young  Oliver  Twist, 
But  they  gave  him  the  laugh  aud  yah  I  yah! 

The  play  it  began  when  the  curtain  went  up. 

But  something  was  wrong  I  felt  sure; 
"  He's  away  off  his  base,"  sjiys  John  Jas.  Mansfield, 

That  never  went  back  on  the  poor. 
A  brick— well  it  was— I  saw  Dorkins  start, 

And  carom  on  the  dark  red  for  two; 
And  it  made  me  feel  thirsty  to  see  how  he  worked, 

But  continually  dropping  his  cue. 
lie  saj's.  "Tin  tfu  king,"  when  a  woman  jumped  up. 

Cried,  "  You  lie,  for  you're  one  of  the  gang, 
And  you  owe  me  for  washing."     That  knocked  Dorkins  cold, 

And  his  head  on  his  breast  did  hang. 

At  length  the  footlights  he  approached  with  a  rush. 

And  "  ladies  and  gentlemen,"  said, 
"  If  I  haven't  drank  enough  bourbon  to-night. 

The  fault  is  my  wealth,  not  my  head. 
Many  a  time  I  have  made  you  all  sick. 

And  get  up  and  go  out  for  a  beer; 
When  me  and  Jim  Stokes  walked  a  mile  in  a  week, 

How  I  wish  Dan  O'Learv  was  here. 
You  insult  me  to-night  and  say  I  am  sober, 

For  years  I've  been  a  Hamlet  alone; 
I'll  tell  you  the  reason,  I  know  you  will  treat, 

I've  a  mother-in-law  dead — drunk  at  home." 


Two  or  Three  Strings  to  My  Bow. 
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I  am  a  poor  maiden  forsaken. 

Yet  I  have  a  contented  mind; 
I  am  a  poor  maiden  forsaken. 

Yet  I'll  find  another  more  kind. 
For  although  I  be  forsaken. 

Yet  tliis  I  would  have  you  know; 
I  ne'er  was  .so  ill-provided. 

But  I'd  two  or  three  strings  to  my  bow. 

I  own  that  once  I  loved  him, 
>  But  bis  scorn  I  could  ne'er  endure; 

Nor  yet  to  that  height  of  perfection. 

For  his  flights  to  love  him  the  more. 
I  own  he  was  very  engaging. 

Yet  this  I  would  have  you  to  know; 
I  ne'er  was  so  ill-provided, 

But  Id  two  or  three  strings  to  my  bow. 

Ye  maidens  who  hear  of  my  ditty. 

And  are  unto  loving  inclined; 
Men's  minds  they  are  subject  to  changing. 

And  wavering  like  to  the  wind. 
Each  object  creates  a  new  fjincy. 

Then  this  I  would  have  you  to  do; 
Be  easy  and  free,  and  take  pattern  of  me. 

And  keep  two  or  three  strings  to  your  bow. 


— "  Mamma,"  said  the  small  bov.  "  that  vonng  man  that  comes 
to  see  Edith  is  awful  funny."  "  Why,  child?  "  "  Because  he  puts 
his  watch  in  water."  "Nonsense!"  "Yes,  he  does,  cause  I 
heard  him  telling  another  man  down  the  street  this  afternoon  that 
he  couldn't  go  with  him  because  he  had  to  go  and  put  hig  watch 
I  in  soak." — PhiladelpUia  Public  Ilerald. 
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I  fain  a  winning  tale  would  tell  thee, 

And  know  myself  scarce  what  it  is; 
And  if  the  question  thou  should'st  ask  me. 

My  answer  should  be  only  this: 
'Tis  thee  I  love  with  all  my  heart, 

'Tis  thee  alone,  yes,  thee; 
I  love  but  thee  with  all  my  heart. 

But  thee  alone,  yes,  thee. 

I  fain  would  sing  in  plaintive  measure, 

A  lay  that  to  thy  heart  should  go; 
But  when  1  s^  k  the  tuneful  treasure, 

A  voice  within  me  answers  so: 
'Tis  thee  I  love  with  all  my  heart, 

'Tis  thee  alone,  yes,  thee; 
I  love  but  thee  with  all  my  heart, 

But  thee  alone,  yes,  thee. 

I  fain  woidd  write  a  loving  letter. 

That  might  to  me  thy  heart  incline; 
But  here  again  I  fare  no  better. 

For  all  my  thoughts  in  this  combine: 
I  love  but  thee  with  all  my  heart. 

But  thee  alone,  yes,  thee; 
I  love  but  thee  with  all  my  heart. 

But  thee  alone,  yes,  thee. 


UP  WENT  THE  PRICE. 
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I  find  it  hard,  very,  very  hard, 

Tho' every  means  I  try, 
My  living  to  gel  and  keep  out  of  debt, 

But  I  can't  and  I  don't  know  why. 
I  bought  a  butcher's  shop  last  year, 

A  grand  one  in  Tenth  street; 
Oh,  dear,  oh,  dear,  it  turnetl  out  queer. 
Up  went  llie  price  of  meat. 

CHonus. 
Up  went  the  price  of  meat. 

Up  went  the  price  of  meat; 
There's  heaps  of  trouble  on  this  young  man's  mind. 
They  raised  the  price  of  meat. 

I  sold  that  shop  and  another  one  took. 

But  very  much  against  mv  wish. 
To  deal  out  pickled  eels  and  whelks, 

Dried  cod  and  hot  fried  fish. 
But  it  wouldn't  sell,  and,  oh!  such  a  smoll, 

Aro.se  from  the  whelks  in  the  dish; 
The  fishermen  struck,  my  usual  luck, 

Up  went  the  price  of  fish. — Chorus. 

I  sold  that  shop  and  another  one  took. 

With  a  li(rense  to  deal  in  game; 
Bad  luck  to  the  man  who  sold  me  that  shop. 

It's  enough  to  turn  my  brain. 
A  collision  on  the  Erie  line 

Broke  up  the  poultry  trucks; 
Oh,  dear,  oh,  lor,  I  believe  I  swore. 

Up  went  the  price  of  ducks. — Chorut. 

I  .sold  that  shop  and  another  one  took, 

In  the  oil  and  color  line; 
With  pickles,  jam  and  marmalade, 

Soft  soap  and  balls  of  twine. 
'Twa.s  another  sell,  for  I  know  very  well,  . 

They  had  me  for  a  lamb; 
The  market  rose,  and  as  you  may  suppose. 

Up  went  the  price  of  jam. — V Uorua. 

I  sold  that  shop  and  wouldn't  take  another. 

But  thought  I'd  take  a  wife; 
I'd  lost  my  money  and  wanted  some  more. 

And  was  tired  of  single  life. 
But  the  Dutch  .sent  over  a  shipload  of  counts, 

And  Scotland  a  cartload  of  earls; 
They  got  the  run  of  the  market  first. 

So  up  went  the  price  of  the  girls. — Chorui, 
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BRAVE  BOYS  ARE  THEY-- 
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^!  ,r      Heavily  falls  the  rain,  : 

Wilci  are  tlie  breezes  to-night; 
But 'neath  the  roof  the  hours  £is  the  fly. 

Are  happy,  and  calm,  and  bright. 
Gathering  round  our  fireside, 

Tho' it  be  Summer  time. 
We  sit  and  talk  of  brothers  abroad. 

Forgetting  the  midnight  chime. 

Chorus. 

Brave  boys  are  they  I 

Gone  at  their  country's  call; 
And  yet,  yet  we  cannot  forget. 

That  many  brave  boys  must  fall.  \      .•■    * 

Under  the  homestead  roof ,  -       ^    y:..   ■ 

Nestled  so  cozy  and  warm, 
While  soldiers  sleep,  with  little  or  naught  i 

To  shelter  them  from  the  storm. 
Resting  on  grass}' couches, 

Pillow'd  on  hillocks  damp,  -    - 

Of  martial  fare,  how  little  we  know, 

Till  brothers  are  In  the  camp.— (7/«>ru». 

Thinking  no  les.s  of  them, 

Loving  our  country  the  more. 
We  sent  them  forih  to  fight  for  the  flag. 

Their  fathers  before  them  bore. 
Tho'  the  great  teardrops  started, 

This  was  our  parting  trust: 
God  bless  you,  boys!    We'll  welcome  you  home 

When  rebels  are  in  the  dust. — Cfunus, 

May  the  bright  wings  of  love 

Guard  them  wherever  they  roam; 
The  time  has  come  when  brothers  must  fight,  * 

And  sisters  must  pray  at  home. 
Oh,  the  dread  field  of  battle, 

Soon  to  be  strewn  with  graves;  . 

If  brothers  fall,  then  bury  them  where 

Our  banner  in  triumph  waves. — Choru*. 


PAPA'S    FOOTSTEPS. 
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Listen,  papa's  coming,  darling. 

Mamma  whispers  soft  and  low;     • 
Yes,  I  hear  his  footsteps  falling. 

Run,  kiss  papa,  baby,  go. 
With  a  smile  of  pure  affection,  ;     ;' 

That  care  can  never  chase  away; 
...       And  with  happy  expectation. 

Do  I  hear  my  mother  say: 

Chorus. 

Listen,  papa's  coming,  darling, 

Coming  surely,  dear,  I  know; 
I  hear  his  footsteps  on  the  landing. 

Baby,  go  kiss  papa,  go  1 

€      ■  As  I  hear  that  low  sweet  murmur 

,1  Bubbling  up  from  mamma's  heart, 

;/  Truly  do  I  know  that  never 

^  Power  there'll  be  these  souls  to  part. 

,  And  if  death  should  first  call  mother 

J     .  From  all  her  earthly  cares  away. 

She'll  be  waiting  there  for  father. 
When  he  comes  be  heard  to  say; — Ohortu, 


Don't  Put  My  Father's  Picture  Up 

>^^  For  Sale. 
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— "Pa,"  said  the  other  morning  at  breakfast  a  little  lisping 
prattler,  who  is  fond  of  eggs,  and  who  had  heard  her  eldest  sisters 
tran.slating  English  phrases  into  French,  "what  is  French  for 
tggt"  Pa  replied:  "  An  egg  is  vn  a>if."  "Well,"  said  she  im- 
m^iately,  "  an  egg  is  not  enough  for  me  this  morning,  for  I  want 
two! " 


'Tis  many  years  ago,  in  the  time  of  frost  and  snow, 

Mv  poor  old  father  fell  ill  and  he  died; 
Tho  but  a  child  then — my  age  was  scarcely  ten — 

They  cast  me  friendless  on  the  world  aside. 
My  father  went  the  pace  all  through  life's  busy  race. 

And  when  he  died  it  was  the  same  old  tale; 
For  the  little  one  bereft  there  was  next  to  nothing  left. 

They  even  put  his  picture  up  for  sjile. 

Cnonus.  " 

My  father's  face,  his  dear  old  face, 

His  loss  I  ever  shall  bewail; 
Don't  break  an  orphan's  heart,  from  that  don't  bid  me  part, 
-  Don't  put  my  father's  picture  up  for  sale.  ■, 

In  the  auction  room  they  laughed,  they  bargained  while  they  chaffed  { 

But  I  sat  in  the  corner  sad  to  mourn;  "  ( 

While  every  relic  old  of  my  childhood's  days  they  sold,    - 

I  felt  as  though  my  heart  was  racked  and  torn. 
The  chairs  on  which  he  sat  and  with  me  used  to  chat. 

All  passed  away  like  chaff  before  the  gale; 
My  heart  beat  fierce  and  fast,  I  was  forced  to  say  at  last, 

Don't  put  my  father's  picture  up  for  sale. —C/tona. 

The  picture  was  passed  round  and  a  bidder  quickly  found. 

In  a  lovely  little  angel  English  girl. 
With  cheeks  of  rosy  liue,  and  eyes  of  heaven's  blue,  "   ■ 

Her  head  a  mass  of  sunny  golden  curl. 
Even  now  for  her  I  die — she  whispered:  "  Do  not  cry! "     : 

To  joy  she  turned  ray  sad  and  piteous  wail ; 
.She  bought  it  but  for  me,  'twixt  happiness  and  glee. 

She  saved  my  father's  picture  from  the  sale. — Choru*. 
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THE  LOST  CHORD. 
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Seated  one  day  at  the  organ, 

I  was  weary  and  ill  at  ease, 
And  my  fingers  wandered  idly 

Over  the  noisy  keys; 
I  know  not  what  I  was  playing 

Or  what  I  was  dreaming  then; 
But  I  struck  one  chord  of  music, 

Like  the  sound  of  a  great  Amen; 

Like  the  sound  of  a  great  Amen. 

It  flooded  the  crimson  twilight, 

Like  the  close  of  an  angel's  psalm. 
And  it  lay  on  my  fever'd  spirit. 

With  a  touch  of  infinite  calm; 
It  united  pain  and  sorrow. 

Like  love  overcoming  strife. 
It  seemed  the  harmonious  echo 

From  our  discordant  life. 

It  linked  perplexing  meanings 

Into  one  perfect  peace. 
And  trembled  away  into  silence. 

As  if  it  were  loth  to  cease; 
I  have  sought,  but  I  seek  it  vainly. 

That  one  lost  chord  divine, 
Which  came  from  the  soul  of  the  organ 

And  entered  into  mine. 

It  may  be  that  death's  bright  angel 

Will  si)eak  in  that  chord  again. 
It  may  be  that  only  in  heaven 

I  shall  hear  that  grand  Amen;  • 
It  may  be  that  death's  bright  angel 

Will  speak  that  chord  again. 
It  may  be  that  only  in  heaven 

I  shall  hear  that  grand  Amen. 
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You're  all  invited  and  the  bund  engaged, 

And  we're  going  to  have  some  f  uu. 
For  Clara  Nolan  gives  a  ball, 

This  day  she's  iwcnty-oue. 
We've  lA)rrowed  knives  and  table  clotks 

From  all  about  tlie  town, 
And  every  man  must  bring  a  chair 

If  lie  wants  to  sit  down. 

Ciioucs. 

Will  you  come?  will  you  come? 

And  you  never  will  forget  it  if  you  come, 

Where  the  bells  are  ringing  aiul  the  girls  arc  singing, 

And  Ihe  fiddles  and  the  hai"p  go  rum,  turn,  tuni; 

With  teazing  and  pleasing,  and  squeezing  free  for  all. 

And  courting  in  the  cornl-rs  at  Miss  Clara  Nolan's  ball. 

Old  Casey's  coming  Avith  his  Irish  pipes. 

And  tiddler  Near}',  too; 
They'll  play  vou  the  "  Maria"  waltz. 

And  likewise  "  Feek-a-boo." 
Of  course,  its  not  the  lIolTman  House, 

Just  walk  inside  the  door; 
If  there's  no  place  to  liaiig  your  hats, 

Just  hang  them  on  the  lloor. — Chorus. 

The  dance  commences  when  the  clock  strikes  ten, 

And  well  keep  it  up  till  day; 
There  will  be  no  collection 
'  The  cxpt'iLses  to  defray. 

We've  bourbon,  rye,  an(i  lager  beer. 

And  Philadelphia  ale; 
And  if  the  keg  gels  empty,  we'll 

Go  out  and  till  the  i)ail.—C' /»"/''/.«. 


.  McCarthy's  Silver  Wedding. 
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Five  and  twenty  years  ago  McCarthy  took  a  wifo. 
And  bets  were  made  tliat  in  a  year  shed  tire  him  of  his  life; 
His  silver  wedding  came  last  nigiit,  and  he  was  still  altve, 
And  evrybody  came  to  wish  another  twenty-tive. 
Such  a  sight  wjis  never  se<-n  and  never  will  again, 
Lumps  of  lovely  womanhood  were  "  laying"  for  the  men; 
The  house  wjis  hardly  lug  enough  to  hold  them  all  with  ease. 
The  women  seem'd  to  like  it,  for  they  never  mind  a  squeeze. 

Cnoitus. 
There  was  flirting  in  the  kitchen,  kissing  on  the  stairs. 
All  about  the  house  you'd  fall  on  couples  unawares; 
People  that  were  old  enough  to  stop  it  on  the  spot. 
Were  struck  with  tits  of ' '  foolishness,  "  and  worse  than  all  the  lot. 

When  the  supper  was  removed,  'twas  then  the  fun  began. 

For  evry  woman  took  her  part  just  like  a  little  man; 

And  hair-pins  were  in  great  request,  and  bangs  were  out  of  curl. 

And  ancient  "  Mother  Flanagan  "  beliaved  just  like  a  girl. 

Nothing  else  would  suit  her  but  to  dance  the  Boston  dip. 

Like  a  two-year  old,  about  the  parlor  she  did  skip; 

She  fell  and  pulled  a  dozen  down,  we  found  her  underneath, 

And  in  the  sculfle  she  had  lost  her  brand  new  set  of  teeth. — Char. 

Some  one  then  got  up  to  toast  McCarthy  and  Ins  wife, 
And  wish  them  tons  of  happiness  th^  balance  of  their  life; 
With  lots  of  little  Bridgets,  mixed  with  Michaels  or  with  Pats, 
His  speech  w;is  full  of  poetry  till  some  one  hollered  "  rats!" 
Speeches  were  too  dry  for  them,  for  they  were  there  for  sport. 
Once  again  the  old  and  young  began  to  dance  and  court; 
The  fiddler  groiscd  his  ellKJw,  antl  we  danced  and  sung  away, 
In  honor  of  McCarthy  and  his  silver  wedding  day.— C/ujruj. 

— At  a  revival  meeting  in  a  country  town  not  long  ago,  a  voung 
I  convert,  who  wjis  by  business  a  milkman,  aro.se  to  speak.     Just  at 
I  the  moment  one  of  the  brethren  started  in  with  the  hymn,  "  Shall 
We  Gather  at  the  lliver?  " 


My  Heart  is  Sad  To-Night. 
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Sing  me  a  sonp,  of  sorrow,  love. 

One  that  te'is  of  hope's  lirst  blight; 
Leave  lights- »me  ones  till  the  morrow,  love, 

For  my  h  ^-art  is  sad  to-night. 
Vain  were  thine  notes  of  gladness,  love. 

To  win  (  ne  answering  tone; 
For  the  heart  that  is  turned  to  sadness,  love, 

Will  wake  at  its  touch  alone; 
For  the  heart  that  is  turned  to  sadness,  love. 

Will  wake  at  its  touch  alone. 

Some  other  hour  for  lightness,  love. 

Some  other,  some  other  hour  than  now; 
When  eyes  are  dimmed  in  brightness,  love. 

And  clouds  are  on  the  brow. 
Then  sing  me  a  song  of  sorrow,  love. 

One  that  tells  of  hoiMi's  lirst  blight; 
Leave  lightsome  ones  till  the  morrow,  love, 

For  my  heart  is  sad  to-night; 
Leave  lightsome  ones  till  the  morrow,  love. 

For  my  heart  is  sad  to-night. 


ELLSWORTH   AVENGERS. 


Tune— "Annie  Lible." 
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Down  where  the  patriot  army 

Near  Potomac's  sitle. 
Guards  the  glorious  cause  of  freedom. 

Gallant  Ellsworth  died. 
Brave  was  the  noble  chieftain,  , 

At  his  country's  call,  .    i 

Hastened  to  the  field  of  battle. 

And  was  first  to  fall. 

CnoRUS. 

Strike,  freemen,  for  the  Union, 
;  Sheathe  your  swords  no  more. 

While  remains  in  arms  a  traitor 
On  Columbia's  shore. 

Entering  the  traitor  city 

With  his  soldiers  true. 
Leading  up  the  zouave  column, 

Fixed  became  his  view. 
See  that  rel>el  flag  is  floating 

O'er  yon  building  tall. 
Spoke  he  na  his  dark  eyes  glistened. 

Boys,  that  flag  must  fall:— C/<aru«. 

Quickly  from  its  proud  position 

That  base  flag  was  torn. 
Trampled  'neath  the  feet  of  freedom. 

Circling  Ellsworth's  form. 
See  him  i)ear  it  down  the  landing, 

Pa-st  that  traitor's  door; 
Hear  him  groan — alas!  they've  shot  him— 

Ellsworth  is  no  more! — Gliorat. 

First  to  fall  thou  youthful  martyr. 

Hapless  was  thy  fate; 
Hasten  we  as  th^  avengers 

From  thy  native  State. 
Speed  we  on  from  town  and  city,  . 

Not  for  wealth  or  fame. 
But  because  we  love  our  Union 

And  our  Ellsworths  name.—Ohoru$, 

Traitor  hands  shall  never  sunder 

That  for  which  you  died; 
Hear  the  pledge  our  lips  now  utter. 

Thou,  our  nation's  pride. 
By  the  glorious  cause  of  Union, 

By  its  flag  on  high. 
Ellsworth's  name  and  proud  example    ,  ... 

Nevermore  shall  die! — Chorua. 
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SOLDIER'S  DREAM. 
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Our  bugles  sang  truce — for  the  nigbt-cloud  had  lowered, 
And  the  sentinel-stars  set  their  watch  in  the  sky, 

And  thousands  h)id  sunk  on  the  ground  overpowered — 
The  weary  to  sleep  and  the  wounded  to  die.      - 

When  reposing  that  night  on  my  pallet  of  straw, 
B}'  the  wolf-scaring  fagot  that  guarded  the  slain. 

At  the  dead  of  the  night  a  sweet  vision  I  saw, 
And  thrice  ere  the  morning  I  dreamt  it  again. 

Methought  from  the  battle-field's  dreadful  array, 
Far,  far  I  had  roamed  on  a  desolate  track; 

'Twas  Autum — and  sunshine  arose  on  the  way  -   '  "    ' 
To  the  home  of  my  fathers  that  welcomed  me  back. 

I  flew  to  the  pleasant  fields  traversed  so  oft 
In  life's  morning  march,  when  my  bosom  was  young; 

I  heard  ray  own  mountain-goats  bleating  aloft. 
And  knew  the  sweet  song  that  the  coru-reaiJers  sung. 

Then  pledged  we  the  wine-cup,  and  fondly  I  swore 
From  my  home  and  my  weeping  friends  never  to  part; 

My  little  one  kissed  me  a  thousand  times  o'er, 
And  my  wife  sobbed  aloud  in  her  fulness  of  heart. 

Stay,  stay  with  us — rest!  thou  art  wear}'  and  worn; 

And  fain  was  their  war-broken  soldier  to  stay. 
But  sorrow  returned  with  the  dawning  of  morn. 

And  the  voice  in  my  dreaming  ear  melted  away.        . 


Light-House  by  the  Sea.        < — 
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There's  a  li^ht — there's  a  lightl 
■■■:_.'..         And  it  shmes  far  out  at  sea;        .         .  t    .' 

'Tis  a  beacon  so  bright 

From  my  true  love  to  me.  .;' 

There's  a  light — there's  a  light,  .      '  1 

In  a  light-house  by  the  sea,        '  . 

CnoRcs. 

In  a- light-house  by  the  sea,  there's  a  sweet  face  waits  for  me. 
Whene'er  I'm  away,  she  wjiits  day  by  day  *•       •      .      .. 

For  the  white  ssuis  fur  over  the  foam; 
Wlien  storms  rage  high  at  night  her  lamps  are  always  bright. 

She's  the  pride  of  my  heart,  so  steer,  my  lads,  for  home. 

Many  a  day  since  last  I  saw  her  face, 
;        :    And  gazed  in  her  eyes  their  loving  truth  to  trace; 
■  /■■'-:  We'll  meet  ne'er  to  part,  for  with  lier  I'll  remain, 
'■:■■[-'.  I  am  coming,  yes,  I'm  coming  to  you,  sweet  lass,  again. 
\  When  storms  rage  high  at  sea, 

Ye-ho,  my  lads,  ye-ho! 
■      '■'■:       She  waits  for  me, 

Ye-ho,  my  lads,  ye-ho!— CA<?r««.  ,    ;> 


G-RECIAN   BEND. 
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The  ladies  wanting  something  new. 
As  women  are  so  prone  to  do,  , 

Wear  lofty  heels  upon  the  shoe 

To  give  them  a  Grecian  bend. 
With  foot  so  short,  and  heel  so  high, 
They  can't  stand  plumb  if  they  would  try. 
And  so  they  think  to  catch  the  eye 

By  means  of  a  Grecian  bend. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  see  them  promenade  Broadway, 
From  early  morn  till  end  of  day. 
To  hear  what  dashing  gents  will  say 
About  the  Grecian  bend.  "^  • 

'Tis  fun  to  see  a  lass  so  tall. 

Lean  forward  'till  you'd  think  she'd  fall. 

Or  pitch  against  a  tree  or  wall. 

Because  of  her  Grecian  bend.  >.  .; 

E'en  bashful  girls  are  forward  now,        v 
So  forward  that  the  people  vow,  ' 

They've  been  all  day  behind  a  plow 

To  give  them  a  Grecian  bend. — Vfu/nit. 

Fat  women  now  will  not  be  seen. 
For  all  are  bent  upon  the  lean, 
A  novel  way  to  walk  the  queen, 

This  beautiful  Grecian  bend. 
When  girls  go  out  upon  the  street. 
Their  heels  arrive  before  their  feet,     '. 
The  figure  cut  is  sure  a  treat, 

But  this  is  the  Grecian  bend. — ChoruM. 

Wh;it  next  we'll  have  we  do  not  know. 

For  novelty  is  all  the  go; 

And  when  designs  begin  to  flow. 

Where  will  the  follies  end? 
Perhaps  you'll  see  them  by  the  scores, 
Down  on  th^r  knees  upon  your  floors. 
To  try  to  gpf  upon  aU  fours, 

Aad  cut  the  Grecian  bend. — Chorn». 


The  Style  in  Which  it's  Done. 
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I  stand  before  you  once  again, 

A  few  words  just  to  say; 
The  subject  of  my  song  I'm  sure 

We  each  meet  every  day. 
Some  men  live  fiist  and  others  slow, 

As  through  the  world  they  run; 
But  so  very  much  dej^ends  upon 

The  style  in  which  it's  done. 

:  Fortune's  ever  said  to  give 

Her  favors  to  the  brave; 
But  fortune's  fickle  unless  that  we 

With  judgment  do  behave. 
It  is  not  by  the  fastest  horse 

Each  handicsip  is  won. 
For  so  very  much  depends  upon 

The  style  in  which  it's  done. 

A  man  shall  steal  a  horse  we  read. 

And  not  be  "  brought  to  book," 
"While  another  man  across  a  hedge 

Is  not  allowed  to  look. 
This  may  seem  contradictory 

Indeed  to  many  a  one. 
But  so  very  much  dei>ends  uix)n 

The  style  in  which  it's  done. 

■    Now  ha.s  it  n^^'r  occured  to  you 
How  strange  the  mystery  seems, 
That  young  girls  dash  along  Broadway 

Who  scarce  are  in  their  teens? 
Their  pa's  are  poor,  but  still  they  dresa 
In  a  style  that's  number  one, 
;  But  so  very  much  depends  upon 
The  style  in  which  it's  done. 

I  think  I'll  now  conclude  my  song. 

Perhaps  you'll  say  it's  time, 
.   But  I  hope  that  I  have  pleased  you 

With  my  little  bit  of  rliyine.  .  " 

Some  may  think  it  is  too-short, 

And  other's  it's  too  long, 
But  so  very  much  depends  upon  • 

The  style  in  which  it's  done. 


— "  Mamma,  what  is  color  blind?  "  asked  Iiltle  Nell.    "  Inability  > 
to  tell  one  color  from  another,  my  dear."     "  Then  I  gtiess  the  man  I 
that  made  my  geography  is  color  blind,  l)ecauRe  he's  got  Greenland 
painted  down  yellow." — P Iiila4idphm  Pxhlir  Iln:nli.  ( 
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JOHN    BULL. 
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Says  Mr.  Bull  to  Pat,  now  bow  .shall  we  get  on 

lu  case  there  is  another  Itiissian  war? 
Savs  Put,  to  tell  the  truth.  I  think  that  we  would  do 

Eveu  better  than  we  did  iu  tifty-four; 
For  then  you  killed  more  soldiers  than  the  Russians,  us  you  know, 

For  yoilr  goverunieiit  was  quite  as  soft  as  wool; 
Eveu  now  you  wouldu't  stand  a  chance  without  our  Irish  boys, 

Thats  a  whisper  iu  your  ear,  Johu  Bull. 

Says  John  Bull  unto  Pat,  that's  queer  sport  yon  Irish  have. 

Shooting  landlords  if  you  fancy  they  don't  suit. 
Savs  Pat,  now  that's  a  lie,  for  there's  "neither  sport  nor  fun 

in  shooting  men  who  are  worse  than  any  brute. 
The  same  God  made  us  all,  so  \\\ty  trample  on  our  \)00T 

Until  their  cup  of  bitterness  is  full? 
Depend  upon  it,  many  of  tlienx  bring  it  upon  themselves, 

That's  a  whisper  iu  your  ear,  Johu  Bull. 

John  Bull  then  said,  now,  Pat,  I'd  like  to  be  your  friend. 

So  tell  me  what  it  is  y<JU  require? 
Says  Pat,  you  .said  the  same  many  and  many  a  time  before, 

And  yoii  ought  to  know  by  this  what  we  desire. 
We  want  impartial  laws,  and  we  want  our  proper  share 

Of  Ireland's  wealth,  when  you've  your  pockets  full. 
Treat  us  equal  with  yourselves,  tlien  we  will  be  sterling  friends, 

That's  a  wkisper  iu  your  ear,  John. Bull. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Snibbs. 

The  Words  aud  Music  of  thi.s  Soii^  will  bo  cent  to  any  uUdn-i'S,  poat-puid,  on 

receipt  of  40  ci-um.  by  II.  J.  Wtliinau.   I*.  ().  Box  l«i"J,  N<\v  Yorl<  City. 

Seud  for  coiuplfte  Cataloijue  of  Eiiijlish  uud  Geriuau  Sougs— Free. 

She. — Oh!  blister  Snibbs,  you  cruel  man. 
Where  have  you  been  all  day? 
You  know  I  am  (juite  indisposed. 
Where  have  you  been,  1  pray? 

He. — My  dearest  love,  now  don't  be  cross, 
At  Mrs.  Smith's  I  tarrieil; 
You  know  she's  such  a  friend  of  ours, 
And  three  times  has  been  utarried. 

She. — I've  told  yo\i  often.  Mister  Snibbs,   ^ 
That  Mrs.  Siuith  1  hate; 
She  loves  to  chat  with  married  men. 
And  makes  her  hours  late. 

He. — Now,  Mrs.  Snibbs,  dear  Mrs.  Snibbs, 

You're  angry,  Mrs.  Snibi>s,  Mrs.  Snibbs, 
Mrs.  Snibbs,  Mrs.  Suibbs,  Mrs.  Snibbs. 

She. — 'Tis  your  unkindnes.<?,  Mr.  Snibbs, 
That  makes  me  pine  away: 
All  night  you're  playing  whist  or  loo. 

With  MVs.  Smith  all  day.  » 

He.— My  love,  you  know  your  jealousy 
Is  known  all  o'er  the  city: 
I  cannot  bow  to  widow  Smith, 
But  what  you  get  quite  gritty. 

She.— My  jealousy'  well,  I  declare! 
Of  such  a  thing  as  you! 
Why.  Mr.  Snibbs.  you're  scarcely  worth 
One  thought,  and  much  less  t\vo. 

He. — Now.  .Mrs.  Snibbs.  dear  Mrs.  Snibbs. 
You're  angry.  Mrs.  Snibbs. 

Sue. — When  I  was  single,  ^Ir.  Snibbs. 
You'd  scorn  to  treat  me  so; 
You  sighed  so  humbly  at  my  feet. 
And  wept  when  I  said  "  No!  " 

But  when  I  took  my  I'at  to  go, 

You  called  me  back  I  guess; 
You  didn  t  think  it  very  wrong 

Just  theu  to  answer  "  Yes!  " 


He.- 


SuE. — You're  quite  a  brute,  I  do  declare. 
You've  lorn  my  heart  to  bits; 
You  cruel,  tigly   hateful  thing, 
I  m  going  into  rits! 

He. — Now,  Mrs.  Snibbs.  dear  Mrs.  Snibbs, 
You're  foolish,  Mrs.  Suibbs. 
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Deneath  a  far  off  Australian  «ky  an  Irish  exile  lay. 

The  (iand  from  out  hi«  glues  of  life  was  ebbing  fu«t  away; 

The  friends  that  stood  around  his  bed  his  eyes  could  i^carcely  see, 

Hie  thoughts,  which  8oou  would  be  at  rest,  were  fur  across  the  sea 

In  spirit  once  again  he  stood  upon  his  native  sod, 

\yhcre  as  a  child  and  as  a  mau.  his  foot  had  lightly  trod: 

In  fancy  he  could  feel  upon  his  brow  the  mountain  air. 

Aud  from  hib  parted  lips  there  issued  forth  the  exile's  prayer: 

CUORCS. 

Luy  me  on  the  hill  side  with  my  face  towards  the  West, 
Towards  that  sacred  island,  the  land  that  1  love  best; 
Let  a  bunch  of  shamrocks  green  be  planted  o'er  my  grave, 
My  dying  prayer  is:  May  God  bless  the  island  of  the  brave  I 

Eviction  foul  and  cruel,  sent  him  far  across  the  foam, 

From  thai  sweet  spot  w  hich  Irishmen,  where'er  they  may  be,  call  home; 

The  laud  whose  hall  have  felt  the  tread  of  princes  and  of  kings, 

\yhose  harp  once  wootid  the  world  is  now  a  mass  of  broken  strings. 

They  were  forced  to  leave  the  land  which  gave  thoir  fathers  birth, 

As  strangers  and  as  outcasts  to  wauder  o'er  the  eartii ; 

The  time  came  back  to  him  again,  when  he  was  l)ut  a  child, 

With  mem'ries  of  sweet  rambles  through  her  wood  and  valleys  wild.— Cbobvs. 

Each  eye  was  wet  with  briny  tears,  his  words  had  touched  the  heart, 
l'"or  they  were  exiles,  too,  and  time  had  fulled  to  heal  their  smart; 
In  every  clime  beneath  the  sky  the  Iribh  race  are  seen. 
Yet  Btill  their  every  thought  is  lixed  ujwn  that  isle  o{  green. 
He  calls  his  friends  around  him,  for  the  end  is  drawing  near, 
And  from  his  pule  and  haggard  chcfk  they  wiiH'd  uwoy  a  tear; 
Another  victim  of  misrule  has  fell  the  hand  of  death, 
G»d  bless  you  Irelaud!  were  the  words  which  filled  his  dying  bfe^tn.— Chobcs.  ' 
■  s  ■ 
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IIow  many  dear  old  friends  we  meet. 

Who  take  you  by  the  Inmd, 
And  iisk  you  how  your  health  is. 

And  what  are  you  going  to  stand; 
They'll  smoke  your  cigars  aud  drink  your  wine, 

Aud  S!iy  you  are  a  king. 
And  all  llieir  dear  relations 

To  your  socials  they  will  bring. 

CnouL'8. 
That's  when  ycm've  got  the  money. 

You're  ii  brick,  brick,  brick. 
When  you've  >;ot  the  money. 

All  your  friends  will  stick; 
But  when  you've  got  no  money. 

All  the  world  lost  its  honey, 
Ami  you'll  tind  your  name  is  Dennis, 

Aud  you  can't  get  tick. 

Suppose  your  bank  account  is  large, 

And  you're  uglier  than  .sin, 
"i'is  then  the  invitations 

From  the  youni^  girls  do  come  in; 
You're  measure<l  by  your  ix)cket. 

Never  a  word  alK)iit  your  face, 
'Tis  then  the  girls  all  practice 

For  the  matrimonial  race. — Chorut. 


A  true  man  on  the  friendship 

Of  the  world  does  not  de|)end, 
Put  five  dollars  in  each  iXM-ket. 

Then  you  stand  between  two  friends; 
Let  booi'i  (-oinpauitms  and  drinking  friends. 

And  pals  idl  go  to  pot, 
Take  my  tip  that  your  pocket  is 

The  best  friend  that  you  have  got.  —  C hf/ruM. 


—An  enthusiastic  Indiana  editor  wrote:     "The  battle  is 
opened."     But,  alas!  the  compositor  spelt  *'  l)attle"  with  an  ' 
and  his  readers  say  they  have  expected  it  all  along. 
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or  guest— How  to  behave  durinp-  court*)) Id  and  mnrri  -Ifow  to"play  the  atlable  "  at 
ehtirch,  at  parties,  etc.,  etc.   Price  Twenty-five  Cents,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

}3^  This  book  and  any  four  other  25c.  books  on  this 
pace  lor  One  Dollar.    U.  S.  ]><«ta'_'u  ^laiupH  tulceii^auie  as  cash. 
ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


fl'^'COOKBiOK 


A  practical  and  reliable  guide  to  every-day  Cookery, 
by   an   Experienced  Housekeeper. 

PRICE  25  CENTS. 

This  work  on  Cookery  has  several  noteworthy  featun-s  entirely 
distinct  from  any  heretofore  published.  It  is  arranged  so  that 
the  Housewife  can  tell  at  a  glance  the  time  necessary  to  Cook 
any  Dish  or  Article  of  Diet,   it  also  gives  some  pructieal 

hints  and  suggeptions  for  sclectinjr  the  various  meats,  vopretatiles. 

flab,  etc ,  as  well  as  directions  for  Preserving.  Storing, 

and  Kaeplngthem.    Special  attention  is  paid  to  economy, 
and  an  effoi  t  is  made  to  remove  the  reproach  which  Justly  clings 


to  American  Cookery,**!!  being  exti-avagantand  wasteful  without  ^^ 
being  palatable  ana  neaitiiful.     Pull   iiis'ruotions  are  given    to  ^ 

preprxe  ail  kinds  of  pies.  Puddings,  Cakes,  Jellies,^ 
etc.,  as  well  as  preparing  and  civokiiig  all  kinds  of  Meats,  !•( 
Soups,  Gravies,   Fish,  Vegetables,  etc.,  In    an 
Kconomlcal  and  Appetizing  Manner.   It  also  con 

tains  considerable  miscellaneous  intormation   t^rtnininpr  to  thf  .^ 

household,  such  as  Removing  Kitchen  Odors,  Crease 
Spots,  iron  Stains,  Ink  spots  In  Books;  Cleaning, 

Scouring,  Receipts  for  Washing,  etc.,  and  a  vanoty  of  others  equally  use- 
ful and  necessary  to  the  Housekeeper  or  Cook.  These  features  make  this  work  the  best- 
moat  practical,  ^d  Popular  Cixik  Book  ever  issued.  This  book  will  be  tent  to  any 
address.  po*a-paid,  on  receipt  of  Twenty-five  Cents. 

^~  This  book  and  any  lour  other  25c.  books  on  this 
page  for  One  Dollar.     L'.  s.  iioetagu  etainpe  taken  eame  as  cush. 
ADDRESS  ALL  OKDERS  DIRECT  TO 


^J?^ 
^t'. 


•v*ivr: 


Wf^mm  -I 


■■f*\<KK; 


w^^m^^\ 


JSTREL  SKETCHES, 
CONUNDRUMS  AND  JOKE? 


PRICE  25  CEirrs. 


A  beeic  foD  and  mnninB-orer  with 
tfde«plittlng  fun.  It  contains  Conun- 
drums that  will  aet  the  whole  continent 
eruessing,  and  then  they'll  have  tojrtv* 
'em  up  half  the  time.  Jokes  and  Oagfl 
'  for  End  Men— the  best  lot  of  these  fun- 
ny answers  and  questions  ever  put^ 
llshed.  Negix)  sketches— the  Minstrel 
and  Showman  will  find  in  this  book  all 
the  sketcbex  they  want  to  set  a  house  la 
a  rip-roarious  iauj^hter.  It  also  cou- 
tains  all  the  latest  Jokes  of  Thatcher, 
Primrose  &  West,  Camcross',  and 
Haverly's  Minstrels;  also  of  such  come- 
dians as  Harridan  &  Hart,  Billy  Rice, 
Qus  Williams.  Fat  Roouey,  J.  K.  Em- 
mett,  Sam  Devere,  and  many  others 
equally  prominent.  In  fact,  it  contains 
the  liest  and  most  comprehensive  col- 
lection of  Sketches,  Conundrums  and 
Jokes  ever  sold  nt  so  Iowa  price.  S<ut 
by  mail,  post-paid,  to  any  aildreas  on 
receipt  of  2S  Cents.  U.  S.  poeta«re 
■tamps,  of  any  oeuomlnation,  taken 
game  as  cash. 

8rECiAi<— Five  copies  for  tL  Ortfotir 
of  your  f  ri>-ndB  to  club  in  with  you  at 
S5  cents  each,  making  tl  in  all,  and 
thereiiy  get  your  own  l)ook  free.  This 
oiler  holds  good  at  any  time,  Itemem- 
ber  the  title,  "WEaMAN's  Uinetbel 
Bkktches,  Cokttkdbums  and  Jokes." 
fiend  for  a  free  cataloerue  of  Bongt. 


@^  This  book  and  any  four  other  25c.  books  on  this 
page  for  One  Dollar.    C'icuii  aud  uuiieuU  U.  tj.  {lu^iat^c  etampe,  of  any 

Ueiioiiiiuuliou,  lukeu  eaim;  :i(<  Cash. 

ADDRE.SS  ALL  ORDEI^S    DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


THECOMPKTEimEliilTE 


PRICE  25   CENTS. 

This  is  the  first  time  that  a  book  lins  been  pulilished  thi 
plainly  teaches  hOW  tO  write  a   letter.    It  shows  clearly^ 
all   the   blunders  and   misiakis  apt  to  lie  made  by  an  ineX''' 
perienced  writer,  and  makes  manifest,  in  the  Hiiiiplest  way,  tiia 
proper  method  of  avoiding  and  rectifying  sueli  blunders  ana 
mistakes,  wliether  they  oi-cur  in  the  y|H-iliug,  tlie  punctuatioQ 
or  the  grammar.    This  book  explains  all  tlie  details  of    cor 
respoiidence,  whether  ndatiiip  to  the  form,  the  iienmanship,  ■ 
the  directing,  folilinp,  and-  scmliiiK'  of  a  note  or  a  !•  tier.     Tlierei 
are   in    tliis   book  valuable  hints  alxiiit   Love,  CourtShIp' 
and  Marriage,  "bowing  in  what  Ktyle  lovers  should  indit^ 
evistlcs.     I  here  aie  given  all  tlie  various  letters  that  arise  ia  i 
the  course  of  busiiies.-::  Askimr  for  money,  re<nii-stin>r  time,  en-, 
closint;  i-emittance,  a.sking  assistance,  ivosons  lor  nlusol,  fronO 
tenants  to  landlorils  on  dill'eient  nubjeets,  with  landlords'  re- " 

pUes.  Theu-and  thIs  Is  a  very  Important  feature- 
there  is  shown  the  l.nal  imixirtanceof  aletter;  and  explanationa 
are  given  uiKjn  the  exact  m<anintr  of  expre».sions  ii.si-d  Inwrtt- 
Inpr  that  mav  be  brouprht  into  court  in  litigations.  It  also  eontains  the  art  Of  Bblye- 
Vlatlng  WrItlniB,  so  that  any  one  can,  with  practice,  write  with  the  rapidity  W  tbe 
shorthand  writer.  In  fact,  the  following  persons  all  re<iuire  this  book.  Younir  ladies 
and  yoi.nir  grentlemen,  wivesand  huslMinds,  w idows  and  bacluiprs,  farmers  and  traders, 
tlie  sick  and  the  well,  soldiers  and  sailoi-s.  molhers  and  f.aiiers.  dauirhters  and  sons, 
givers  and  receivers  of  presents,  the  educated  and  the  illilci-ate.  Hut  it  »  ould  take  |>ag» 
after  p.Tpe  to  bf-erin  to  enumerate  oil  the  diiTerfiit  cl.-»ss«-s  to  whom  '*  This  Complete 

tetf0f  Writer"  wonid  pi-ove  an  invaluablu  eoiii|iunio?i.     Then-  is  notliir  k  woilE 
nowing  in  any  other  letter  writer  not  to  l>e  lound  here,  while  tliei-e  ar«-  mauv  ihiugs  of 
imnortance  here  not  to  be  found  in  any  other  book.    NotwithstnndinK  all  these  Kood 

points.    Price  25c.  p^r  f^vy.  Or  this  book  and  any  four  other  25o* 
books   on   this   page   for  One   Dollar.     Ciean  and  unused  "U.  8.   poetag* 

stamps,  of  any  denomination,  takjn  same  an  caeh 

ADDKliSS    ALL   OHi>ER.S    IHUKCT  TO 

H.  J.  Welinian,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


policy^TayerTdream  book 


PRICE  25   CENTS. 


With  thLs  Book  you  have  a  Sure  Guide  to  Lucky  Dr  ams  and 
Lucky  Numbers.  It  gives  you  the  Tnie  Iiitei-pn-tation  of  Dreania, 
and  also  the  Numbers  of  the  L'>tt<'ry  to  which  they  KmXy; 
Good  Combinations  to  Play;  Sign  ifle.-it  ions  of  Cards  DreamtSl  of. 
and  their  Numbers.  Comliinarton  Table  for  Raddles,  Gigs  and 
Horses;  Table  for  finding  Lucky  NiimlKTs.  Nuniliersof  Urvams 
of  the  Months;  for  the  Days  oi  the  Weeks.  The  (iraciilum,  or  Na- 
poleon BonaiKtrtc's  Book  of  Kate;  the  Method  of  Working  tho 
Questions;  the  Oraculum  'lable— in  fact,  this  book  gives  all  the 
sine  sipiis.  You  can  liiid  out  by  any  of  these  sure  systems  from 
this  Ixx.k  whether  you  will  Ik-  ric-h  or  pot.r,  lucky  or  unlucky; 
whether  you  » ill  pet  expected  money,  lovers,  clothes,  or  anjr 
,  other  article  that  you  may  set  your  mind  upon.  Do  you  dream 
of  lovi-  or  gold,  or  of  friendship,  of  f-x-s,  or  of  life  or  deathf  Thia 
book  will  explain  everything  clearly  to  you.    You  can  tell  your 


own  fortune  fi-om  its  pages  wilbout  consulting  any  livini;  for- 

"■      Ixxik  wilTbe  sent  to  any  addre^   ""     -■   " 

Postage  stami«  taken  same  as  i 


sB,por*/ 
caso 


"'-puid.oa 


tune-teller.    1  his  txxik  wi 
receipt  of  price. 

Prtee  Twenty-five  Cents  per  copy,  or  this  book  and  any  four  othar 
28e.  books  on  this  page  for  One  Dollar,   cican  and  unused  U.  a.  poetac* 

stamps,  of  any  deuomiuntion,  taken  same  lus  (.i-l, 
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PRICE  ,     1  O     C  E  INT  T  S  . 

NO   TWO   SONGS  ALIKE. 


EVERY   BOOK   DIFFERENT. 
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Allan,  O'Brien  and  Larkin;  or,  the  Manchester  Martyrs 7 
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OH,  NO,  CERTAINLY  NOT! 
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If  I  ask  a  few  questions  you  wont  tliink  mc  rude? 

Oh,  uo,  certainly  not! 
Will  the  "  mower  "  have  such  a  long  run  as  the  "  dude?  " 

Oh,  no,  certjiiuly  not! 
The  bridge  grip  invented  by  one  Colonel  Paine, 
Do  you  think  it  will  ever  survive  the  ^reat  strain? 
If  not,  do  you  think  he  will  try  it  again? 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 

Do  the  democrats  want  civil  service  reform? 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 
Is  there  no  way  of  getting  from  under  the  storm? 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 
But  tiie  President  says  he  will  uphold  the  law. 
Is  there  no  way  of  fiiuling  the  least  little  flaw, 
That  will  put  the  boys  in  for  four  years  or  more? 

Oh,  uo,  certainly  not! 

Do  the  hands  on  gas  metres  ever  point  to  a  lie? 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 
When  "  Ingersoll  "  dies  will  he  soar  to  the  sky? 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 
I  sent  with  a  letter  of  importance  to-day 
A  messenger  lK)y,  lold  hini  not  to  delay; 
Do  you  think  he  will  stop  and  with  other  boys  play? 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 

Will  Ferdinand  Ward  his  sentence  serve  out? 

Oh.  no,  certainly  not! 
While  the  tights  going  on  are  policemen  about? 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 
The  New  York  Ba.'^e  Ball  Club  commence  anew. 
Each  season  to  "  knock  out  "  opponents  'tis  true; 
Some  day  will  they  carry  the  pennant  too? 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 

Those  rackets  called  "  stags"  are  not  bad  in  their  way. 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 
Now  I  often  go  oi'it,  but  I  never  get  gay, 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 
When  you  get  home  at  night  after  painting  things  red. 
With  a  furnace  of  snakes  playing  tag  in  vour  head. 
Is  the  bath  tub  too  cold  when  mistaken  for  bed? 

Oh,  uo,  certainly  not! 

Euchre's  not  bad  when  progressive,  you  know, 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 
It  .sometimes  i)rogresses  'till  rooster  birds  crow. 

Not  bad,  certainly  not! 
There's  some  talk  of  making  poker  the  same — 
That  U  progressive— to  sweeten  the  game; 
Is  not  it  progressive  enough  in  its  shame? 

Jack  ix>t!  certainly  not! 

Will  "  Patti "  return  to  our  land  very  soon? 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 
And  wheedle  our  cash  to  a  popular  tune? 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 
Or  is  it  a  fact  as  I  hear  people  say. 
All  high  priced  "  Italians"  must  now  stay  away. 
That  American  opera  now  has  the  day? 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not ! 

Encokf,  Verse. 

You  are  asking  too  much  for  the  money  you  pay, 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 
Don't  call  ine  again  after  this  one   I  pray, 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 
Now  aljout  "  ballet  girls"  in  this  wonderful  age. 
Do  you  think  that  if  they  should  all  leave  the  stage, 
The  "  l)ald-headed  "  seats  would  be  hard  to  engage? 

Oh,  no,  certainly  not! 


— A  gentleman  in  New  Orleans  was  agreeably  surprised  to  find  a 
plump  turkey  served  up  for  his  dinner,  and  inquired  of  his  servant 
how  it  was  obtained.  "  Why,  sah,"  replied  Sambo,  "dat  turkey 
war'  roostin'  on  our  fence  three  niehts;  so  dis  mawnin  I  seized  him 
for  de  rent  of  de  fence." — P/iiUuletphia  Public  Jleraid. 


When  Bridget  G-oes  Out  on  a  Mash. 
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Oh!  Bridget's  the  darling  of  all  the  young  dudes. 

And  the  reason  is  not  hard  to  guess; 
She  holds  her  head  high  when  she's  out  on  the  street. 

And  is  stunning  in  matters  of  dress. 
If  she  gives  you  a  glance,  your  heart  gives  a  jump, 

You've  got  to  bow  down  to  her  and  her  dash; 
It's  no  use  resisting,  she'll  break  you  all  up. 

When  Bridget  goes  out  on  a  mash. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  what  a  shtyle!  my,  what  a  shmilel 
Shure,  isn't  she  tit  to  l)e  qtieen  of  your  cash? 

Just  give  her  a  chance,  mid  .see  what  a  dance, 
She'll  lead  yez,  whtu  Bridget  goes  out  on  a  mash. 

The  eyes  in  her  head  are  like  stars  in  the  sky. 

And  her  mouth  like  a  rose  in  full  bloom;  * 
Her  ears  are  like  shells  from  the  murmuring  sea. 

And  her  hair  is  as  sunny  as  noon. 
She's  a  real  Irish  girl,  antl  don't  you  forget, 

She  knows  that  her  beautv  is  no  common  trash; 
And  that  is  the  reason  she  sfaughters  the  boys, 

When  Bridget  goes  out  ou  the  mash.  —C/u^nm. 

Her  face  is  her  fortune,  that's  what  they  all  say. 

And  Bridget  she  knows  it  full  well; 
And  sure  it's  small  blame  when  a  girl  h:is  goo4l  looks, 

If  she  likes  to  be  counted  a  belle. 
Btit  I'll  give  ycz  this  one  little  bit  of  advice. 

If  she  drops  yoti  a  shmile,  don't  go  and  get  ra.sh; 
She's  another  man's  wife,  and  he  follows  Iwhind, 

When  Bridget  g(X's  out  ou  the  mash. — (Jlun-'t*. 


IT'S    HARD     WHEN     YOU     CAN'T 
TRUST    A    FRIEND.         l 
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In  this  age  of  deception,  you  will  admit, 

A  true  friend  is  a  jewel  indeed; 
For  he  will  ne'er  shtm  j'ou  when  poverty  comes. 

But  gladly  will  aid  you  when  you  need. 
Take  the  leaves  on  the  trees  that  wither  and  fall,       j 

These  butterfly  friends  disappear;  ' 

When  you're  ragged  and  hungry,  and  haven't  a  cent. 

They'll  all  pass  you  by  with  a  sneer. 

Chorcs.  ^ 

For  your  friepd  of  to-day  is  a  Judas  to-morrow. 
He  smiles  in  your  face,  and  your  money  he'll  borrow; 
He'll  back-bite  you  then,  and  you'll  find  to  your  sorrow, 
'Tis  hard  when  you  can't  trust  a  friend.  i 

So  be  careful  in  choosing  your  friendship,  my  Ijoys, 

New  acquaintances  tru.st  not  too  soon; 
It  is  best  to  go  slow,  in  the  end  you  will  win,  1    '    > 

And  caution  may  oft  prove  a  boon. 
Never  turn  your  back  on  a  man  because  he  is  poor. 

But  give  him  a  lift  when  you  can; 
For  at  some  future  day  he'll  remember  the  act,  ■ 

And  return  it,  I  know,  like  a  man. — Choru$. 


— Our  attention  has  been  called  to  another  dreadful  crime  In 
Vermont.  A  man  walked  dcliborttely  into  the  railroad  library 
room  in  St.  Alban's  the  othcj  <}ay,  and  took  the  life  of  Macaulay. 
The  wretch  has  .so  far  etjortped,  but  it  is  suspected  that  he  has  gone 
to  Beading. — St.  Alhpm»  Mcsnenger. 

— A  little  boy  who  was  to  pass  the  afternoon  with  the  doctor's 
little  daughter  was  given  two  pieces  of  candy.  When  he  returned 
liis  mother  inquired  if  be  gave  the  largest  piece  to  the  little  girl. 
"No,  mother,  I  didn't;  you  told  me  to  give  the  biggest  piece  to 
the  company,  and  I  was  the  company  over  there." 
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I  Kissed  Her  Under  the  Parlor  Stairs. 
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Oh!  the  happiest  time  that  ever  I  spent, 

Was  under  the  parlor  stairs,  .        V 

lu  the  nights  thf.t  I  u  courting  went,  "... 

Under  the  parlor  stairs. 
Oh !  a  barrel  ot  beer  iu  the  comer  stood, 
:   Beside  some  penny  bundles  of  wood, 
And  I  vowed  I'd  marry  the  cook,  I  would, 
.  •         Under  the  parlor  stairs.  .        v. 

Ciioncs. 
OhI  I  kissed  her  under  the  lilac  tree, 
.— ..  .  I  kissed  her  under  the  rose; 

I  kissed  her  under  the  balcony, 

I  kissed  her  under  the  nose. 
I  kissed  her  over  the  garden  wall, 

I  kissed  her  unawares; 
But,  oh!  the  sweetest  kiss  of  all 
Was  under  the  parlor  stairs. 

Oh!  she  gave  me  the  best  of  everjnhing. 

Under  the  parlor  stairs; 
The  breast  of  a  duck,  or  a  leg  or  a  wing. 

Under  the  parlor  stairs. 
So  I  had  a  "  whack,"  though  I  didn't  get  beat. 
That  is  to  say  I'd  a  "  whack  "  to  lat;  - 

And  I  found  a  " good  hiding"  quite  a  treat, 

Under  the  parlor  stairs. — Chorus. 

Oh!  I  heard  the  bobbj'  say  once  to  Sue, 
I  wa3  under  the  parlor  stairs, 
.      Shall  I  come  in  for  a  minute  or  two,  ; 

Under  the  parlor  stairs?  .'.:.'. 

■  But  Susan  replied,  so  that  I  could  hear, 
I  should  like  for  to  ask  you  in,  my  dear,  '     ■ 

But  a  man  is  here  looking  after  the  beer, 
Under  the  parlor  stairs. — C/iorus.  . 

-]  ■  One  night  the  confounded  dog  would  bark, 

Under  the  parlor  stairs: 
And  the  master  caught  me  in  the  dark,     .     ' 

Under  the  parlor  .stairs. 
But  Sue  said:  It's  all  through  the  missis,  sir, 
For  she  wouldn't  allow  no  follower;  "■ 

But  I  would  have  one  in  spite  of  her. 

Under  the  parlor  stairs. — Cliarus. 

And  now  we're  married,  but  we  sometimes  meet 
Under  the  parlor  stairs; 
.    ;   For  my  wife  will  say:  Come  along,  my  sweet. 
Under  the  parlor  stairs. 
Now  we'll  have  a  cosy  cup  of  tea. 
And  I'll  sit  again  upon  your  knee. 
Aid  think  of  the  time  when  vou  courted  me. 
Under  the  parlor  stairs. — C/wrus. 
■   *  >  ^  ■ 

SWEET   DREAMS   OF  ERIN. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  N.  Weinsteln. 

Sweet  dreams  of  Erin  where'er  I  roam. 
Bring  tender  mem'iies  of  mv  dear  old  home 
Far  o'er  the  waters,  on  the  Shannon's  shore. 
E'en  now  I  see  it  as  in  days  of  yore. 
Last  night,  in  dreams,  again  I  returned 
Back  to  the  scenes,  for  which  I  have  yearned 
Ever  since  the  day  I  bid  sad  farewell 
To  Erin  and  lovei  ones  at  home.    ,  .       . 

Sweet  dreams  of  Erin  where'er  I  roam. 
Bring  tender  mem'ries  of  my  dear  old  home 
■.'  Far  o'er  the  waters,  on  the  Shannon's  shore. 

Even  now  I  see  it  as  in  days  of  yore. 

Oft  as  I  wander  in  my  dreams  ,     " 

Amid  the  mountains  and  the  streams, 

I  see  the  golden  Shannon  flow, 

I  hear  it  murmur  soft  and  low. 
~  It  seems  to  sing  a  sad  refrain    ..-;-/ 

Of  days  that  are  no  more;  '   .       ' 

-  ■         Oh,  would  that  I  could  call  back        r  .. 

Those  happy  days  of  yore. , .. 
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How  sweetly  the  daisies  were  springing. 

How  drowsy  the  hum  of  the  bees,  " 

How  gaily  the  robin  was  singing 

His  sweet,  mellow  song  in  the  trees; 
When  beautiful  Jennie,  the  queen  of  the  May, 

Confessed  her  affection  for  me; 
And  blushingly  help'd  me  to  cut  out  that  day 

Ournames  on  the  bark  of  the  tree. 
-'  Chorus. 

The  letters  remain  here  with  moss  overgrown. 

But  death  took  my  darling  from  nie 
And  oft  1  come  hither  to  sorrow  alone. 

O'er  the  letters  we  carv'd  on  the  tree. 

The  pride  of  the  village  was  Jennie, 

We  made  her  the  queen  of  the  May, 
And  'mong  the  young  lads  there  were  many 

Who  courted  her  favor  that  day; 
But  she  turned  from  them  all  when  I  asked  her  consent 

To  go  out  a  Maying  with  me; 
Oh,  happy  that  day  were  the  moments  we  sj)enl 

In  carvmg  our  names  ou  the  tree. — Clwrua. 

Then  I  sailed  away  over  the  ocean. 

As  lovers  did  often  of  old. 
To  prove  my  heart's  earnest  devotion, 

By  bringing  her  jewels  and  gold; 
But  the  vessel  was  wreck 'd  on  a  far  away  shore. 

And  when  I  came  back  o'er  the  sea, 
I  found  she  was  dead,  and  would  look  nevermore 

On  the  letters  we  carved  on  the  tree. — Cluyru*.         . 

Sweet  letters,  how  full  of  affection. 

Oh,  let  them  remain  on  the  tree; 
They're  full  of  a  sweet  recollection 

Of  times  that  were  pleasant  to  me;         ^ 
When  through  the  gay  woodland  I  wander'd  along 

With  Jennie,  the  queen  of  the  May, 
Our  hearts  keeping  time  to  the  blithe,  hapA}'  song     -        . 

The  robin  was  singing  that  day. — Chorta. 


I'LL  RETURN   BYE-AND-BYE. 
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The  strife  is  beginning,  the  war  drums  are  Ix'aling, 

The  noise  of  the  trumpet's  alarm  fills  the  air; 
Soon  hearts  will  be  broken,  for  armies  are  meeting 

To  fight  in  defence  of  our  land  ever  fair.  .  -■ 

A  youth  hears  the  signal,  he  cries,  I  am  ready, 

I'll  follow  the  standard  wherever  I'm  led  I 
For  no  other  soldier  can  battle  more  steady. 

And  these  were  the  words  that  the  young  hero  said: 
Chouus. 

I'll  return  bye-and-bye,  and  tell  you  the  story 
Of  honor  and  valor,  with  rapture  I'll  cr)'; 

Then  do  not  forget  me,  I  seek  after  glory, 

Though  gone  from  you  now,  I'll  return  bye-and-bye. 

Then  off  with  his  fellows  he  marches  with  gladncAi, 

All  ready  and  armed  for  the  battles  to  come; 
His  heart  never  burdened  with  trouble  or  sadness. 

But  filled  with  a  love  for  the  dear  ones  at  home. 
He  follows  his  leader,  his  .sabre  is  swinging, 

With  never  a  thought  of  a  danger  or  pain;      ' 
Where  greatest  the  carnage  his  voice  is  heard  singinr, 

Some  day  I'll  return  to  my  friends  once  again. — Cnor^it. 

One  day  as  the  hero  wa.<5  leading  in  battle, 

A  shot  struck  him  low  and  he  fell  on  the  sand;        ^    .• 
He  cared  not  for  danger  or  loud  cannons'  rattle, 

I  die,  cried  the  boy,  for  my  own  native  land! 
And  now  when  years  after  we  think  how  he  left  us,       ■'   : 

To  go  to  the  wars  ou  that  sad  fatal  day. 
We  mourn  for  our  loss,  for  the  struggle  bereft  us. 

We  think  of  his  words  as  he  then  marched  away.— CA^ru*. 
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The  wife  of  a  soldier  was  stanint;  with  hunger. 

And  cloee  by  her  side  was  a  poor  little  lad; 
I've  feon  many  children,  but  never  one  youngitr, 

Who  seemed  so  depressed  at  the  loss  of  his  dad. 
Oh  I  where  is  my  father?  the  boy  kept  on  asking, 

I  wish  he  would  come,  for  I  do  feel  so  cold; 
And  then  in  reply  to  the  little  one's  asking, 

Why,  this  was  the  talc  that  the  poor  mother  told: 

Chorus. 
He'll  be  back  bye-and-bye,  it  is  true  all  I've  told  you. 

So  cheer  up,  ray  darling,  now  don't  sob  and  cry; 
Yonr  father,  my  lad,  is  a  brave  Union  soldier, 

Though  torn  from  us  now,  he'll  be  back  bye-and-bye. 

Oh,  father,  dear  father,  pray,  why  did  you  leave  us*  , 

And  why  from  your  boy  to  the  war  did  you  go? 
I've  prayed  to  the  One  up  above  to  receive  us— 

And  as  he  said  this  tlie  boy  fell  in  the  snow. 
The  mother  then  clutched  him  more  tighly  and  firmer. 

Then,  ere  she  had  done,  how  the  \k>ot  soul  did  weep; 
For  in  the  still  night  you  could  hear  the  faint  murmur. 

And  these  were  the  words  as  she  hushed  him  to  sleep: — Cbobc*. 

The  boy  then  awoke  and  dear  father  was  crying. 

The  mother,  poor  soul,  how  she  burst  into  tears; 
She  knew  very  well  that  her  poor  boy  was  dying. 

It  hlid  come  now  to  this  was  the  worst  of  her  fears. 
Oh,  father,  come  quickly!  his  faint  voice  was  calling, 

As  he  laid  back  his  head  in  her  arms  and  he  died; 
On  that  cold  Winter's  night  as  the  snow  fast  was  falling, 

I  heard  a  faint  sound  as  the  poor  mother  cried:— Chorus. 
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Written  and  sung  by  Wm.  J.  Scaulau. 

There's  a  cottage  iu  the  glen. 

You  can  .see  while  passing  by; 
In  that  cottage  dwells  11  maid, ' 

So  mo<lest  and  .so  shy; 
Her  cheeks  are  filled  with  rosea 

Her  eyes  with  glances  true; 
And  every  time  1  meet  her, 

My  eyes  are  filled  with  dew  Y 

'Tis  not  the  dew  of  sorrow, 

Nor  the  cold  dew  of  regret; 
B:it  tears  of  joy,  which  sjiy  to  me. 

We  will  be  happy  yet! 
Though  I've  not  asked  the  question. 

Of  one  gem  I  feel  .sure; 
Who's  mure  to  me  than  all  the  world. 

My  own  sweet  Peggy  O'Moore. 

Ciionus. 

Peggy  O'Moore,  Peggy  O'Moore, 

>l}'  own  little  darling,  the  one  I  adore: 
There's  none  half  so  charming,  more  chaste  or  more  pure. 

Than  my  own  little  d;rrling,  sweet  Peggy  O'Moore. 

When  first  I  met  my  love, 

She  was  strolling  through  the  flowers; 
No  lives  more  content, 

I've  learned  since  Lhen,  than  ours; 
My  heart  it  throbbed  with  jileasure, 

When  first  our  eyes  they  met; 
How  bcautifid.  how  chiiste  she  looked, 

I  never  can  forget. 
The  roses  paled  beside  the  tint, 

That  lay  uf)on  her  cheek; 
The  air  was  filled  with  rosy  balm, 

I  feared  I  could  not  speak; 
I  felt  that  I  was  dreaming, 

A  dream  of  untold  bliss; 
8o  ruby  like  her  pretty  lips, 

To  live  was  but  to  kiss. — Chorut. 


Oh,  My  Heart  Bleeds  for  Old  Ireland. 
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Oh,  my  heart  bleeils  for  old  Ireland, 

And  I  wish  that  I  was  there; 
For  I  long  to  help  its  people. 

Suffering  in  that  land  so  fair. 
Tis  the  harsh  and  cruel  landlords, 

Who  have  crushed  them  to  the  ground, 
With  no  pity  in  their  bosoms 

For  the  children  weeping  'round. 

Cuonus. 

Hark !  I  hear  a  voice  of  hunger 
Wafted  o'er  the  ocean  foam; 

Oh,  my  heart  bleeds  for  old  Ireland, 
And  I  wibh  that  I  y^  home. 

Oh,  my  heart  bleeds  for  old  Ireland, 

Like  a  wolf  the  landlord  stands; 
Tho'  his  hungr}'  tenant  perish. 

Yet  his  heart's  blood  he  demands. 
He  has  made  dark  desolation 

In  that  land  so  angel  fair; 
And  his  victims  die  around  him. 

With  no  hand  to  help  them  there. — Chorut. 

Oh,  my  heart  bleeds  for  old  Ireland, 

And  I  would  that  I  could  aid 
All  its  weeping  sons  and  daughters. 

Who  for  help  so  long  have  prayed. 
Would  that  every  Christian  nation. 

Might  with  firm  and  iron  hand, 
Ri.se  and  drive  the  foul  oppressors 

From  that  once  dear  happy  land. — Chorut. 
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I'll  sing  in  the  praise  of  the  gems  of  old  Ireland, 
Whose  names  are  respected  by  friends  and  by  foes; 

Of  men  who  were  proud  to  acknowledge  their  sireland. 
Of  men  who  giiined  fame  by  words  and  by  blows. 

Their  hearts  brave  and  true  never  knew  any  danger, 

And  cheerfully  thev  for  their  country  did  toil- 
It  must  be  acknowledged  by  friend  and  by  stranger, 

That  they  were  bright  gems  from  the  Emerald  isle. 

First  is  Brian  Barone,  the  great  king,  whose  example 

If  followed  by  monarchs  of  this  present  day, 
A  blessing  would  prove,  for  his  wisdom  was  ample. 

He  knew  how  to  rule  in  a  good  kingly  way.  . 

Brave  Patrick  Sarsfleld,  exiled  from  his  sireland. 

Exclaimed  as  he  died  on  a  foreigner's  soil: 
Would  that  this  blood  was  shed  for  old  Ireland! 

Then  died  a  bright  gem  from  the  Emerald  isle. 

If  we  boast  of  our  gems,  surely,  no  one  could  blame  us. 
When  we  have  produced  men  like  those  I  will  name: 

Balfe,  Wallace,  and  Tom  Moore,  who  made  themselves  famous, 
With  music  and  poetry  they  gained  their  fame.  , 

There's  Sheridan,  Goldsmith,  and  Swift,  three  more  great  men — 
What  nation  on  earth  ever  equalled  their  style? 

There's  Burke,  and  there's  Grattan,  two  eloquent  statesmen. 
All  these  are  bright  gems  from  the  Emerald  isle.        . 

The  memory  of  Wolfe  Tone,  who  fought  for  Ireland's  glory, 
Is  equalled  by  that  of  famed  Red  Hugh  O'Neill; 

Their  deeds  I've  oft  heard  related  in  story,  j 

And  Irishmen  proud  of  these  heroes  should  feel. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy. 

That  girl  next  door,  her  name  Is  Maud, 

She's  such  a  perfect  daisy ; 
With  beaux  and  sweethearts  by  the  score, 

They  ahuost  drive  me  crazy. 
From  dusk  to  dark  they  climb  upon  the  stoop. 

They  swarm  along  the  areaway; 
When  the  bell  rings  then  you'll  hear  these  words: 

Is  Maud  in?    No!  good-day! 

Chorus. 

Is  Maud  in?  is  Maud  in? 

That's  what  they  cry  and  shout; 
Is  Maud  in?  is  Maud  in? 
'  But,  do!  she's  always  out. 

Her  aunt  will  answer  with  a  frown. 

To  scare  them  all  away. 
Is  Maud  in?  is  Maud  in?  • 

Is  Maud  iu?    No!  good-day  I  '     \ 

Now  Maud's  a  girl  that  never  flirts, 
/,  I  set  my  mind  a-thinking; 

And  found  that  when  a  cliild  at  school    ■    .      .       -   , '  -. 

She  never  could  stop  winking. 
The  dudes  would  pa.ss  and  think  they  had  a  mash,   ... 

To  see  her  wink  her  eye  that  way; 
The  next  night  they  call  and  loudly  bawl:  -      • 

Is  Maud  iu?    No!  good-day  I— C'/tc/nw. 

I'm  not  a  very  wealthy  man, 
But  still  I'm  fond  of  pleasure;  '   ■ 

And  Summer  nights  when  I'm  at  home, 
I  like  to  take  ni}'  leisure. 

With  pipe  and  ghi-ss  I  sit  uix)n  the  stoop, 
To  while  the  sultry  hours  away; 

But  that  girl  next  door  she's  such  a  bore- 
la  3Iaud  in?    No  I  good-day!— C'Ao;t<«. 


.    Why  Do  You  Coldly  G-reet  Me? 
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Why  do  you  coldly  greet  me? 

Once  I  was  all  your  own;  , 

Why  now  in  silence  meet  me. 

Have  I  unworthy  grown? 
Bright  were  our  dreams  of  gladness. 

Lived  in  the  lovely  past; 
Dark  are  the  clouds' of  sstdness. 

Now  o'er  my  pathway  cast.  : 

/    CnoRUS.  /    . 

Whisper  one  word  of  kindness, 

Speak  in  the  olden  tone;  ^     • 

Why  do  you  coldly  greet  me? 

Once  yours  and  yours  alone. 

Why  do  you  coldly  greet  me? 

Smiles  once  your  joy  would  speak; 
Once  you  would  fondly  meet  me,  ■       *       , 

Love's  light  upon  your  cheek.  '^   ■  ,; 

Say  not  that  love  has  perished,  ' '  ;  . ' , 

Cast  like  a  flower  away; 
■■■■'.'    Give  me  the  smiles  I  cherish, 

Give  back  your  heart  to-day. — Ckorut.       , 

.     :    Why  do  3-0U  coldly  greet  me?  ,, 

Breathe  but  one  word  of  joy; 
Let  not  the  frowns  tliat  meet  me. 
Love  and  its  dreams  destroy.  V  : 

-  \      •     Think  of  the  hciirt  so  lonely,  .. 
■_.     V           Think  of  our  happy  past;              ,    ■  •     '. 

-  •   .;  ■         Think  of  the  life  that  only         ;      '       ■    :.    ;.'.■' 
Yours  is  until  the  last. — Cltorm. 
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Keep  j'our  seats,  if  you  please,  and  don't  be  afraid, 

I'm  only  a  ghost,  a  poor,  harmless  shudc; 

I  would  not  hurt  any  one  here  if  I  could. 

And  you  couldn't  do  me  much  harm  if  you  would. 

Knives  will  not  stab  me,  nor  shots  through  me  fly. 

But,  oh!  the  experiment  please  do  not  try: 

It's  not  for  myself  that  I  care,  not  at  all, 

I'm  only  afraid  you  might  "damage  the  wall. 

Spoken — For — 

CnoRUfl. 
I'm  the  ghost  of  John  James  Christopher  Benjamin  Blnns, 
I  was  cut  down  riglit  in  the  midst  of  my  sins- 
For  my  home  is  down  below, 
.  I'm  let  out  for  an  hour  or  so; 

When  the  cock  begins  to  crow. 
Farewell!  Benjamin  Binns. 

When  I  lived  on  this  earth  my  wife  often  said, 
If  I  should  die  tirst  shed  never  get  wed;  , 

To-night  I  called  on  her,  through  keyholes  I  crept. 
If  ghosts  could  have  tears,  I'm  sure  I'd  have  wept. 
A  man  held  my  wife  iu  his  tender  embrace, 
She  called  him  her  hubby,  he'd  taken  my  place; 
To  make  matters  worse,  and  to  crown  all  mj'  woes. 
The  fellow  w;ts  wearing  my  best  Sunday  clothes. 

Spoken — The  gas  was  full  on — she  could  not  see  me — but  I  was 
determined  she  should  hear  me,  so  I  said:  Hold  mortal  i)iece  of 
flesh  1  She  shrieked,  and  held  the  mantelpiece;  then  iu  a  sephulcral 
tone  I  said: — C horns. 

I'll  trj'  to  forget  my  false-hearted  wife. 

And  give  you  a  i>lau  of  my  present  life; 

I  get  good  engagements,  with  cash  iu  advance. 

Attending  the  spiritualist's  midnight  seance. 

I  rap  at  the  tables  and  kick  up  such  scenes, 

I  ring  clanging  bells  and  I  bang  tambourines; 

If  Maskelyue  says  "  ghosts  are  bosh,"  he  is  wrong. 

For  if  he  comes  near  me,  hell  smell  .spirits  quite*  strong. 

Spoken — And  I'm  willing  to  prove  that  Maskelyne  and  Feminine 
know  nothing  of  the  "  Cooke  "  shop  below;  and  as  for  their  spirits, 
they  only  exist  in  two-pen-'orths — and  I  exix;ct  a  drink  presently. 
But  I  have  done  with  frivolity  now,  no  more  will  I  frivol  down- 
there;  No,  I  have  big  engagements,  I  jilayed  "  The  Ghost  "  at  the 
theatre  to  Booth's  "Hamlet,"  but  I  did  not  stick  to  the  text  of 
Shakespeare;  no,  I  mo<leruised  it;  and  you  should  have  been  there 
when  Hamlet  says:  Hold,  who  art  thou?  speak!  I  will  go  no 
fartiier;  and  I  say:  Uamletl  Hamlet!— C/MAr««. 


SONG  OF  THE  FARMER 
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'■  I  have  cattle  that  feed  in  the  valley. 

And  herds  that  graze  on  the  hill"; 
And  I  pride  in  the  fruits  of  m}'  lalwr. 

For  I'm  lord  of  the  land  that  I  till. 
1  have  plow'd  the  rough  hill  and  the  meadow. 
Till  feeble  with  age  and  with  toil; 
•        -  And  I  know,  before  long,  that  auother 

^  r  Shall  reap  the  new  fruits  of  the  soil. 

For  the  son  that  hath  toiled  for  me  ever. 

And  faithfully  stood  by  my  side; 
Hath  a  hand  that  shsUl  gather  the  harvest 

When  his  feeble  old  father  hath  died. 
And  the  daugiiter,  so  kind  to  her  mother. 

Shall  share  with  him  all  I  possess; 
For  I  feel  that  they  love  me  as  father. 

And  welcome  my  lender  caress. 


There's  my  faithful,  my  trusting  companion. 

My  kind-hearted,  dear,  loving  wife; 
I  have  toiled  for  her  comfort  witli  pleasures. 

For  such  was  the  pride  of  my  life. 
And  still  in  my  manhood  I  love  her. 

For  her  kind  and  aflfectionate  care;  > 

And  all  that  the  earth  can  afford  me. 

With  her  I  most  willingly  share. 
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OH,   MOSES,  AIN'T  IT  COLD? 
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I'm  a  (land}-  coon  and  I  live  up  North- 
Ob,  Moses,  uiu't  it  cold? 

I  have  got  a  darling  wife,  and  I'm  happy  a.s  a  lord — 
Oh.  5loses,  ain't  it  cold'/ 

We  have  got  a  little  babe,  and  it  just  begins  to  talk — 
Oh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cold? 

You  oimht  to  see  the  babe,  it's  just  begun  to  walk — 
Oh,  Moses,  aiu't  it  cold? 

Chorus. 

Now  you  must  call  and  see  us  all. 

Great,  young,  and  old; 
Don't  forget  to  bring  j'our  provisions  along — 

Oh,  Moses,  aiu't  it  cold? 

My  wife  and  I  have  wings  and  fly — 

Oh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cold? 
"We  are  going  to  heaven  when  we  die — 

Oh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cold? 
AVe  will  siug  that  song,  "  In  the  Sweet  Bye-and-Bye" — 

Oh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cold? 
We  will  meet  them  angels  way  up  on  high — 

Oh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cold?— C  /torua. 

Now,  young  folks  all,  don't  be  doing  wrong — 

Oh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cold? 
For  you  know  that  Moses  is  looking  right  on — 

Oh,  Moses,  aiu't  it  cold? 
For  you  cant  remain  on  this  earth  very  long — 

Oh.  Moses,  ain't  it  cold? 
For  old  Giil)riel  is  coming  down  to  blow  his  horn — 

Oh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cokl? — Chorui. 


The  Wedding  of  Ballyporeen. 

Descend,  ye  chaste  nine,  to  a  true  Irif<h  Bard, 
You're  old  maids,  to  be  sure,  but  he  bends  you  a  card. 
To  beg  you'll  assist  a  poor  musical  elf, 
With  a  i*ong  reudy-made,  he'll  compose  it  himself; 
About  maids,  boys,  a  priest,  and  a  wedding. 
With  a  crowd  you  could  scarce  thrust  your  bead  In; 
K  supper,  good  cheer,  and  a  bedding. 
Which  happened  at  Ballyporeen. 

Twa?  a  fine  Summer's  morn,  about  twelve  in  the  day. 
All  the  birds  fell  to  i^ing.  all  the  asses  to  bray. 
When  I'atrif  1{.  th'-  bridegroom,  and  Oonagh,  the  hrlda 
In  their  best  bibs  and  tuckers,  set  olT,  side  by  side. 
O,  the  pii)ers  play'd  firt^t  in  the  rear,  sir. 
The  maid"  blushed,  the  bridesmen  did  swear,  sir; 
O,  Lord!  how  the  simlleens  did  stare,  sir. 
At  this  wedding  of  Ball}  jwreeu. 

They  were  soon  tacked  together,  and  home  did  rctnm. 
To  make  merry  the  day  at  the  sign  of  the  churn; 
When  they  sat  down  together,  a  frolicson»e  troop, 
O,  the  l)anks  of  old  Shannon  ne'er  saw  such  a  group. 
There  were  turf -cutters,  threshers,  and  tailors. 
With  harjKTS,  and  pijK-rs,  and  nailors. 
And  p«'(llei-s,  and  smu;.'glors,  and  sailorB, 
Assembled  at  Ballyporeen. 

There  was  Br>-an  MacDermot  and  Shanghnessy'g  brat. 
With  Terence  and  Triscol,  and  platter-fnced  I'at; 
There  was  Norah  .Macorinic  and  B"yan  O'Lynn, 
And  the  fat,  ri'd-haired  cook-maid,  who  lives  at  the  inn. 
There  was  Shel.ih,  and  Larry,  the  geniae, 
With  Pat's  uncle,  old  Derby  Dennis; 
Black  Tliady  and  crooked  Macgennis, 
Assembled  at  Ballyporeen. 

Nmv  the  bridegroom  sat  down  to  make  an  oration. 
And  he  charmed  all  their  souls  with  his  kind  botheration; 
They  were  welcomed,  he  said,  and  he  swore,  and  ho  cursed. 
They  might  eat  'till  they  swelled,  and  might  drink  'till  they  burst. 
The  first  christening  I  have,  if  I  thrive,  sirs, 
I  liopc  you  all  hither  will  drive,  sirs; 
You'll  be  welcome  all,  dead  or  alive,  sirs. 
To  the  christening  at  Ballyp<jreen. 


Then  the  bride  she  got  up  to  make  a  low  bow. 
But  she  twittered,  and  felt  bo— she  could  not  tell  how- 
She  blushed  and  she  stammered— the  few  words  sho  let  fall. 
She  whispered  so  low  that  she  bothered  them  all. 
But  her  mother  cried:  "What,  are  you  dead,  childf 
O,  for  shame  of  yon.  hold  up  your  head,  child; 
Though  sixty,  I  wish  I  was  wed,  child, 
O,  I'd  rattle  all  Ballyporeen." 

Now  they  sat  do\vn  to  meat— Father  Murphy  said  grace, 
Smoking  hot  were  the  dishes,  and  eager  each  face; 
The  knives  and  forks  rattled,  spoons  and  platters  did  plajr, 
And  they  elbowed  and  jostled,  and  wollopjK'd  away. 
Rumps,  chines,  and  fat  sirloins  did  groan,  sirs. 
Whole  mountains  of  beef  were  cut  down,  sirs; 
They  demolished  all  to  the  bare  bone,  sirs. 
At  this  w  edding  at  Ballyporeen. 

There  was  bacon  and  greens,  but  the  turkey  was  spoUsd, 
Potatoes  dressed  both  ways,  both  roasted  and  boiled; 
Hog's  puddings,  red  herrings— the  priest  got  the  snipe, 
Cnlcannon  pies,  dumplings,  cod,  cow-heel  and  trip*. 
Then  they  ate  'till  they  could  eat  no  more,  sirs. 
And  the  whiskey  came  pouring  galore,  sirs; 
O,  how  Terry  Macmants  did  roar,  sirs, 
O,  he  bothered  all  Ballyporeen. 

Now  the  whiskey  went  round,  and  the  songsters  did  roar, 
Tim  sung  "  Paddy  O'Kelly,"  Nell  sung  "  Molly  Asthore; " 
Till  a  motion  was  made  that  their  songs  they'd  forsake. 
And  each  lad  take  his  sweetheart,  their  trotters  to  shake. 
Then  the  piper  and  couples  advancing, 
Pumps,  brogues,  and  bare  feet  fell  a  ]>rancing; 
Such  piping,  such  figuring  and  dancing. 
Was  ne'er  known  at  Ballyporeen. 

Now  to  Patrick,  the  bridegroom,  and  Oonagh,  the  bride, 
liCt  the  harp  of  old  Ireland  be  sounded  with  pride; 
And  to  all  the  brave  guests,  young  or  old,  gray  or  greaa, 
Drunk  or  sober,  that  jigged  it  at  Ballyporeen. 
And  when  cupid  shall  lend  you  his  wherry, 
To  trip  o'er  the  conjugal  ferry,  . 

I  wish  you  may  be  half  so  merry 
A*  we  were  at  Ballyporeen. 


HAVE  YOU   SEEN  YUM- YUM? 

Copyright,  1886.  by  F.  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Mnslc  of  this  Song  wiU  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehniun.  P.  O.  Bo.x  IKiS.  New  York  City. 

Send  for  complete  Catalogue  of  English  and  German  Songs— Free. 

I  must  first  of  all  explain  that  I'm  not  a  bit  in.s.ine, 

As  you  probably  imagine  from  my  make-up; 
But  I  m  just  a  trine  mad  from  the  trouble  I  have  had. 

It  has  given  to  my  tenijier  quite  a  shake-up. 
I  once  weigh'd  sixteen  stone,  but  I'm  now  all  skin  and  bone. 

The  doctors  say  that  I  will  never  rally; 
My  wife's  gone  with  a  Jap,  but  I  wouldn't  care  a  rap, 

But  she's  gone  to  kick  her  heels  up  in  the  ballet. 

CnoKUS. 
Have  you  seen  Yum-Yum?  she  has  gone  and  left  her  Ko-Ko! 

Have  you  .seen  Yum-Yum?  .she  has  left  me  like  a  bum! 
Oil,  ju.st  to  think  that  Nan-ki-poo  with  her  could  play  at  pefk-a-i)00, 

And  I've  got  nothing  more  to  do  with  Yum,  Yum,  Yum, 

When  she  skip'd  the  tni-la-loo,  she  took  all  my  money  too, 

That  is  very  tough  I  think  you  will  allow,  sirs? 
She  sneak'd  my  watch  and  chain,  which  I'll  never  see  again. 

And  she  even  gave  the  other  bloke  my  trou.sers. 
To  think  that  she,  my  wife,  should  disgrace  me  all  my  life, 

And  treat  me  as  if  I  were  but  a  nigger; 
I'm  sure  slie'll  have  to  pad,  and  she'll  want  it  very  bad, 

If  she  ever  tries  to  travel  on  her  ligurc. — C/u»'ua. 


If  I  was  a  Japane.**c,  I  would  get  ray  snickersnee, 

I  would  follow  my  old  woman  and  her  Blo-ko; 
And  the  moment  that  we  met,  half  a  dollar  you  can  bet, 

I  wouhl  rai>  him  pretty  hard  up<jn  tlu'  Ko-ko. 
I  really  cannot  say  what  lia.s  made  her  ruti  away,  ; 

I  always  did  my  very  best  to  please  her;  I 

Yet  away  she  had  to  run,  with  a  foreign  son  of  a  gun. 

He's  a  dirty,  greasy,  ugly  Japaneser.— C'/k^n/». 
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ALLAN,   O'BRIEN  AND   LARKIN. 
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It  was  In  November,  I  well  remember, 

Two  noble  heroes  to  Manchester  came; 
It  was  their  intention,  as  I  now  will  mention. 

To  free  old  Ireland  from  her  tyrant's  chaio. 
The  police  viewed  them  as  if  they  knew  them,  . »! 

And  to  pursue  them  they  did  not  fail; 
They  did  surround  them,  with  handcuffs  bound  them, 

And  marched  them  prisoners  to  the  county  jail. 

When  Allan  heard  that  those  men  were  taken,     < 

To  O'Brien  and  Larkin  he  quickly  flew; 
Saying:  "For  Colonel  Kelly  my  heart  is  breaking,  . 

Ohl  noble  heroes,  what  shall  we  do?  " 
They  went  together  with  one  another, 

And  like  loyal  brothers  they  did  agree; 
Sayine:  "  Let  every  man  go  up  to  the  van,    . ,  • 

And  break  it  open  and  set  them  free." 

But  know,  kind  friends,  what  followed  after. 

Those  men  were  taken  as  you  may  see;  , 

Both  judge  and  jury  soon  found  them  guihy, 

And  they  died  true  martyrx  for  the  country. ' 
'Twas  sad  upon  that  fatal  morning, 

When  their  friends  assembled  to  bid  farewell, 
The  choir  chanted  ora  pra  nobui, 

And  they  all  joined  chorus  in  that  prison  cell. 

The  clock  struck  eight  and  their  friends  departetl. 

When  wicked  Colecraft  he  did  appear; 
They  then  raised  their  heads  and  kissed  each  other. 

They  knew  their  time  it  was  drawing  near. 
When  on  the  scaffold  they  looked  around  them, 

Kot  a  son  of  Enn  was  to  be  seen; 
Although  from  miles  around  they  came  iu  thousands, 

To  Bee  those  vuirtyra  die  for  t/ie  green. . 


Tliree  Perished  in  the  Snow. 
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'Twas  on  a  stormy  Winter's  night. 

The  snow  was  fulling  fast,  ' 

A  mother  and  two  little  babes 
'  Were  wandering  through  the  blast;  *   •. 

Still  clinging  to  their  mother's  breast, 
,v   ..     :>         The  little  ones  would  cry: 

-      Please,  mamma,  won't  you  make  us  warm. 
Oh,  mamma,  we  will  die. 

V      *   ■  CnoRUB. 

Toll  the  village  IwU, 

Let  all  good  people  know, 
'Twas  on  that  dreadful  stormy  night 
\     Three  perished  in  the  snow. 

When  morning  dawned  the  sun  came  out. 

The  snow  was  melting  fast. 
Three  darling  forms  lay  side  b}-  side 
In  one  fond,  loving  clusp. 
,   A  farmer  heard  the  sad,  sad  ut'.ws. 
That  made  him  weep  to  know, 
■''  That  from  his  house  not  twenty  rods, 

Three  perished  iu  the  snow.— C/M?r(/j. 
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THE   ORIG-IN   OF   THE   HARP. 
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'Tis  believed  that  this  harp,  which  I  wake  now  for  thee, 
Was  a  siren  of  old,  who  sung  under  the  sea, 
And  who  often  at  eve  through  the  bright  waters  roved, 
To  meet  on  the  green  shore  a  youth  whom  she  loved. 

But  she  loved  liira  in  vain,  for  he  left  her  to  weep, 
And  in  tears  all  the  night  her  gold  tresses  to  steep; 
Till  heaven  looked  with  pity  on  true  love  so  warm. 
And  changed  to  this  harp  the  sea-maiden's  form. 

Still  her  bosom  rose  fair,  still  her  checks  smiled  the  same. 
While  her  sea-beauties  gracefully  formed  the  light  frame; 
And  her  hair,  as  let  locse  o'er  her  white  arm  it  fell, 
Was  changed  to  bright  chords  uttering  melody's  spell.  • 

Hence  it  came  that  this  soft  harp  so  long  hath  l)een  known 
To  mingle  loves  language  with  sorrow's  sad  tone; 
'Till  t/ton  didst  divide  them  and  teach  the  fond  lay, 
To  speak  love  when  I'm  near  thee,  and  grief  when  away. 


Crossing  O'er  de  Ribber  Jordan. 
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Wonls  and  MiikIc  bv  Tom  Tucker. 


CUSHLAMACHREE. 
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Dear  Erin,  how  .sweetly  thy  green  bosom  rises. 

An  emerald  set  in  the  ring  of  the  sea; 
Each  blade  of  thy  meadows  my  faithful  heart  prizes. 

'Thou  queen  oi  the  West,  the  world's  Cushlamachree. 
Thy  gates  open  wide  to  the  poor  and  the  stranger, 

'There  smiles  hospitality  hearty  and  free; 
Thy  friendship  is  seen  in  the  moment  of  danger, 

And  the  wanderer  is  welcomed  with  Cushlamachree. 

Thy  sons  they  are  brave,  btit  the  battle  once  over, 

brotherly  peace  with  their  foes  they  agree; 
And  the  roseate  cheeks  of  thy  daughters  discover 

The  soul-speaking  blush  that  says  Cushlamachree. 
Then  flourish  forever,  my  dear  native  Erin, 

While  sadly  I  wander  an  exile  from  thee; 
And  firm  as  thy  mountains  no  injury  fearing,     :•■  •-.^. 

May  heaven  defend  its  own  Cushlamachree. 


When  you  hear  de  trumpet  you  must  take  a  trip, 

Cros.<*ing  o'er  de  riblwr  Jordan  I 
Keep  your  sails  a-llyin',  don't  you  lo.se  jour  i;rip. 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  streiun! 
Tho'  de  waves  am  tos.sin',  de}'  won't  swamp  your  boat. 

Crossing  o'er  de  ribber  Jordan! 
If  your  head  am  level,  wid  de  tide  you'll  float. 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream! 

CnoRUS. 

Den  hoist  dat  flag  ob  glory. 

Well  sorrow  here  no  more; 
Sail  cross  de  ribber  Jordan, 

'Way  to  dat  golden  shore. 
Den  hoist  dat  flag  ob  glory, 

We'll  sorrow  here  no  more; 
Sail  'cross  de  ribber  Jordan, 

'Way  to  dat  golden  shore. 

Won't  de  happy  darkies  .shout  de  jubilee. 

Crossing  ocr  de  ribber  Jordan! 
All  de  piccanninies  settin'  on  dere  knee, 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream! 
Leave  behind  your  gripsack,  you  won't  need  it  dar. 

Crossing  o'er  de  ribber  Jordan! 
Soon  a  crown  ob  glory  dey'll  put  on  your  head,     ■ 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream  1 — Ctiorus. 

Neb1)er  mind  de  money,  all  your  passage  paid, 

Crossing  o'er  de  ribber  Jordan ! 
Up  de  golden  pavement  soon  you'll  promenade, 

Sailing  on  dat  .silver  stream  1  ■      ; 

Peter  will  l)e  waiting  wid  de  raiyhty  key, 

Cros.sing  o'er  de  ribber  Jordan! 
Lock  out  all  de  sinners,  let  in  you  and  me. 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream! — Vhorus. 

ITab  your  rol)es  ob  whiteness  ready  for  to  start, 

Crossing  o'er  de  ribl>er  Jordan! 
Sinners  on  de  back  seat  hab  to  change  your  heart. 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream! 
Hear  old  Gabriel's  bugle,  soon  we'll  get  on  shore, 

Cro.ssing  o'er  de  ribber  Jordan ! 
Shout  you  happy  darkies,  gwine  to  sigh  no  more. 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream! — Cliorus. 
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OH,   MOSES,   AIN'T  IT  COLD? 
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I'm  a  dandy  coon  and  I  live  up  North — 

Ob,  Moses,  uiu't  it  cold? 
I  have  got  a  darling  wife,  and  I'm  happy  as  a  lord — 

Oh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cold"? 
We  have  got  u  little  babe,  and  it  just  begins  to  talk — 

Oh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cold? 
You  ou^ht  to  see  the  babe,  it's  just  begun  to  walk — 

Oh,  Moses,  aiu't  it  cold? 

Chorus. 

Now  you  must  call  and  see  us  all. 

Great,  young,  and  old; 
Don't  forget  to  bring  your  provisions  along — 

Oh,  Moses,  aiu't  it  cold? 

My  wife  and  I  have  winj^s  and  fly — 

bh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cokl? 
We  are  going  to  heaven  when  we  die — 

Oh,  >foses,  ain't  it  cold? 
We  Avill  siiiiT  that  song,  "  In  the  Sweet  Bye-and-Bye  "— 

Oh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cold? 
We  will  meet  them  augels  way  up  ou  high— 

Oh,  Moses,  aiii't  it  cold'? — C'fiorua. 

Now,  young  folks  all,  don't  be  doing  wrong — 

Oh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cold? 
For  you  know  that  Moses  is  looking  right  on — 

Oh.  Moses,  ain't  it  cold? 
For  you  cant  remain  on  this  earth  very  long— 

Oil.  Moses,  ain't  it  cold? 
For  old  GiU)riel  is  coming  down  to  blow  his  horu- 

Oh,  Moses,  ain't  it  cold? — Chorus. 


The  Wedding  of  Ballyporeen. 

Descend,  ye  chaste  nine,  to  a  true  Irioh  Bard, 
You're  old  maids,  to  be  .'•ure,  but  he  tends  you  a  card, 
To  beg  you'll  aseist  a  poor  musical  elf, 
With  a  i*ong  reudy-made,  he'll  compose  it  himself; 
About  maids,  boys,  a  priest,  and  a  wedding. 
With  .1  crowd  you  could  scarce  thrust  your  head  in; 
A  supper.  !,'ood  cheer,  and  a  bedding, 
Which  happened  at  Ballyporeen. 

'Twas  a  flno  Summer's  morn,  about  twelve  in  the  day. 
All  the  bird!"  fill  to  ^iug.  all  the  asses  to  bray. 
When  ratri(  k.  thi-  bridegroom,  and  Oonagh,  the  bride 
In  their  lust  bibs  and  tuckers,  set  off,  side  by  side. 
O,  the  pijiers  play'd  firrt  in  the  rear,  sir. 
The  nmida  blushed,  the  brldcsmt  a  did  swear,  sir; 
O.  Lord!  how  the  si)alk-eiis  did  stare,  sir. 
At  this  wedding  of  Iially]>orcea. 

They  w*  re  soon  tacked  together,  and  home  did  return. 
To  make  merry  the  day  at  the  sign  of  the  churn; 
When  they  sat  down  together,  a  frolicsome  troop, 
O,  the  banks  of  old  .Shannon  ne'er  saw  such  a  group. 
There  were  turf -cutters,  threshers,  and  tailors. 
With  IiariKTs.  and  piiKrs,  and  nailors. 
And  p<-dl<-r?'.  anil  ^'nmi.'i.'Icrs,  and  sailors, 
Assembled  at  Ballyporeen. 

There  was  Brjan  MacDermot  and  Shanghnessy's  brat. 
With  Terence  and  Tri.-col,  and  platter-fared  Pat; 
There  was  Norah  Miiformic  and  Bryan  O'Lynn, 
And  the  fat,  nd-haircd  cook-maid,  who  lives  at  the  inn. 
There  was  Shelah,  and  Larry,  the  geniae. 
With  Pat's  uncle,  old  Derby  Dennis; 
Black  Thady  and  crooked  Macgennis, 
Asgembltd  at  liallyporccn. 

Now  the  hrido^oom  sat  down  to  make  an  oration, 
And  he  charmed  all  their  souls  with  his  kind  botheration; 
They  were  welcomed,  ho  said,  and  he  swore,  an<l  he  cursed, 
They  might  eat  'till  they  swelled,  and  might  drink  'till  they  burst. 
The  flrbt  christening  I  have,  if  I  thrive,  sirs, 
I  liojM!  you  all  hither  will  drive,  sirs; 
You'll  be  welcome  all,  dead  or  alive,  sirs. 
To  the  christening  at  Ballyporeen. 


Then  the  bride  she  got  up  to  make  a  low  bow. 
But  she  twittered,  and  felt  so— she  could  not  tell  how- 
She  blushed  and  she  stammered— the  few  words  she  let  fall, ' 
She  whispered  so  low  that  she  bothered  them  all. 
But  her  mother  cried:  "  What,  are  you  dead,  child? 
O,  for  shame  of  yon.  hold  up  your  head,  child; 
Though  sixty,  I  wish  I  was  wed,  child, 
O,  I'd  rattle  all  Ballyporeen." 

Now  they  sat  down  to  meat— Father  Murphy  said  grace, 
Smoking  hot  were  the  dishes,  and  eager  each  face; 
The  knives  and  forks  rattled,  spoons  and  platters  did  play, 
And  they  elbowed  and  jostled,  and  wollopjK-d  awoy. 
Rumps,  chines,  and  fat  sirloins  did  groan,  sirs. 
Whole  mountains  of  beef  were  cut  down,  sirs; 
They  demolished  all  to  the  bare  bone,  sirs. 
At  this  wedding  at  Ballyporeen. 

There  was  bacon  and  greens,  bnt  the  turkey  was  spoiled. 
Potatoes  dressed  both  ways,  both  roasted  and  boiled; 
Hog's  puddings,  red  herrings— the  priest  got  the  snipe, 
Cnlcannon  pies,  dumplings,  cod,  cow-heel  and  trlp«. 
Then  they  ate  'till  they  could  eat  no  more,  sirs. 
And  the  whiskey  came  pouring  galore,  sirs; 
O,  how  Terry  Macmants  did  ro.ir,  sirs, 
O,  he  bothered  all  Ballyporeen, 

Now  the  whisltey  went  round,  and  the  Bcnffsters  did  roar, 
Tim  sung  "  Paddy  O'Kelly,"  Nell  sung  "  Molly  Asthore;  " 
Till  a  motion  was  made  that  their  songa  they'd  forsake. 
And  each  lad  take  his  sweetheart,  their  trotters  to  shake. 
Then  the  piper  and  couples  advancing. 
Pumps,  brogues,  and  bare  feet  fell  a  prancing; 
Such  piping,  such  figuring  and  dancing. 
Was  ne'er  known  at  Ballyi>orecn, 

Now  to  Patrick,  the  bridegroom,  and  Oonagh,  the  bride. 
Let  the  harp  of  old  Ireland  be  sounded  with  pride; 
And  to  all  the  brave  guests,  young  or  old,  gray  or  green. 
Drunk  or  sober,  that  jigged  it  at  Ballyporeen. 
And  when  cupid  shall  lend  you  hia  wherry, 
To  trip  o'er  the  conjugal  ferry, 
I  wish  you  may  be  half  so  merry 
Afl  we  were  at  Ballyporeen, 
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I  must  first  of  all  explain  that  I'm  not  a  bit  insane. 

As  you  probably  imagine  from  my  make-up; 
But  I  ra  just  a  trifle  mad  from  the  trouble  I  have  had. 

It  has  given  to  my  teniiH.'r  quite  a  shake-up. 
I  once  weigh'd  sixteen  stone,  but  I'm  now  all  skin  and  bono, 

The  doctors  say  that  I  will  never  rally; 
My  wife's  gone  with  a  Jap,  but  I  wouldn't  care  a  rap, 

But  she's  gone  to  kick  her  heels  up  in  the  ballet. 

CnoKUS. 

Have  you  seen  Yum-Ytim?  she  has  gone  and  left  her  Ko-Ko! 

Have  you  seen  Yum-Yum?  she  has  left  me  like  a  bum  I 
Oh,  jn.'^t  to  think  that  Nan-ki-poo  with  hercoidd  play  at  peck-a-l)0o,  ; 

And  I've  got  nothing  more  to  do  with  Yum,  Yum,  Yum.  i 

When  .she  skip'd  the  tra-la-loo,  she  took  all  my  money  too,  ! 

That  is  very  tough  I  think  you  will  allow,  sirs?  ' 

She  sneak'd  my  watch  and  chain,  which  I'll  never  see  again,  ' 

Antl  she  even  gave  tlie  other  bloke  my  trou.i^ers.  l 

To  think  that  .she,  my  wife,  shouhl  disgrace  me  all  my  life,  ; 

And  treat  me  as  if  I  were  but  a  nigger;  '  ( 

I'm  sure  she'll  have  to  pad,  and  she'll  want  it  very  bad,  | 

If  she  ever  tries  to  travel  ou  her  ligure. — (Jlu/rus.  < 

If  I  was  !i  Japanese,  I  would  get  my  snickersnee, 

I  would  follow  my  old  woman  and  Jier  Blo-ko; 
And  the  moment  that  we  met,  half  a  dollar  you  can  bet, 

I  would  rap  him  pretty  hard  upon  the  Ko-ko. 
I  really  cannot  say  what  has  made  her  niu  away, 

I  always  did  mv  very  best  to  please  her;  ^. 

Yet  away  she  had  to  run,  with  a  foreign  son  of  a  gim,  ;,.H'  , 

He's  a  dirty,  greasy,  ugly  Japaueser.— C'/w^rw*. 
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ALLAN,  O^BRIEN  AND   LARKIN. 
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It  wiis  In  November,  I  well  remember,  ■         *• 

Two  noble  heroes  to  Manchester  came; 
It  was  their  intention,  as  I  now  will  mention. 

To  free  old  Ireland  from  her  tyrant's  chain.      .       .    . 
The  iK)lice  viewed  them  as  if  the'y  knew  them,      '     /:;    .4 

And  to  pursue  them  they  did  not  fail; 
They  did  surround  them,  with  handcuffs  bound  them, 

And  marched  them  prisoners  to  the  county  jail. 

When  Allan  heard  that  those  men  were  taken, 

To  O'Brien  and  Larkin  he  quickly  flew; 
Saying:  "For  Colonel  Kelly  my  heart  is  breaking,  . 

Oh!  noble  heroes,  what  shall  we  do?" 
They  went  together  with  one  another, 

And  like  loyal  brothers  they  did  agree; 
Saying:  "  Let  every  man  go  up  to  the  van,    • 

.tVnd  break  it  open  and  set  them  free." 

But  know,  kind  friends,  what  foUowetl  after, 

Those  men  were  taken  as  you  may  see; 
Both  iudge  and  jury  soon  found  them  guilty. 

And  they  die<l  true  martj/rn  for  the  country. "     ■ 
'Twas  sad  upon  that  fatal  morning, 

When  their  friends  ast^mbled  to  bid  farewell, 
The  choir  chuniad  ara  pn>  nobiti. 

And  they  all  joined  chorus  in  that  prison  cell.  :, 

The  clock  struck  eight  and  their  friends  departetl. 

When  wicked  CoTecraft  he  did  appear; 
They  then  raised  their  hettds  and  ki.<»sed  each  other. 

They  knew  their  time  it  was  drawing  near. 
When  on  the  scaffold  they  looked  around  them, , 

A'oi  a  »on  of  Eiin  teas  to  be  seen; 
Although  from  miles  around  they  came  iu  thousands. 

To  seG  \h.os>Q  martyrs  die  for  the  green. 
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'Twas  on  a  stormy  Winter's  night, 

The  snow  was  fulling  fast, 
-     A  mother  and  two  little  babes  ;     .' 

Were  wandering  through  the  blast; 
Still  clinging  to  their  mother's  breast. 

The  little  ones  would  cry: 
Please,  mamma,  won't  you  make  us  warm. 

Oh,  mamma,  we  will  die.    - 

CnoRus. 

;  Tollthe  village  bell, 

Let  all  gfXKi  people  know,  , 

*Twas  on  that  dreadful  stormy  night 
-:  Three  perished  in  the  snow. 

"When  morning  dawned  the  sun  came  out, 

The  snow  was  melting  fast, 
Three  darling  forms  lay  side  by  side 
In  one  fond,  loving  clasp. 
■   :  A  farmer  heard  the  sad,  sad  ni'ws,  ,  .; 

That  niadehim  weep  to  know,  '  . 

■ ::      That  from  his  house  not  twenty  rods, 

Three  perished  in  the  snow.— C/ton/*. 
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THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE  HARP. 
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)  Wjis  a  siren  of  old,  who  sung  under  the  sea, 

J         And  who  often  at  eve  through  the  bright  waters  roved, 
J         To  meet  on  the  green  shore  a  youth  whom  she  loved. 

s  But  she  loved  him  in  vain,  for  he  left  her  to  weep. 
And  in  tears  all  the  night  her  gold  tresses  to  steep; 
Till  heaven  looked  with  pity  on  true  love  so  warm, 
And  changed  to  this  harp  the  sea-maiden's  form. 

Still  her  lx»som  rose  fair,  still  her  cheeks  smiled  the  same. 
While  her  sea-beauties  gracefully  formed  the  light  frame;    . 
And  her  hair,  as  let  loose  o'er  her  white  arm  it  fell, 
Was  changed  to  bright  chords  uttering  melody's  spell.  - 

Hence  it  came  that  this  soft  harp  so  long  hath  l)een  known 

To  mingle  love's  language  with  sorrow's  sad  tone; 

'Till  Viou  didst  divide  them  and  teach  the  fond  lay, 

To  speak  love  when  I'm  near  thee,  and  grief  when  away. 


CUSHLAMACHREE, 
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Dear  Erin,  how  sweetly  thy  green  bosom  rises, 

An  emerald  set  in  the  ring  of  the  sea; 
Each  blade  of  thv  meadows  my  faithful  heart  prizes. 

Thou  queen  of  the  West,  the  world's  Cushlamachree. 
Thy  gates  open  wide  to  the  poor  and  the  stranger, 

'There  smiles  hospitality  hearty  and  free; 
Thy  friendship  is  seen  in  the  moment  of  danger, 

And  the  wanderer  is  welcomed  with  Cushlamachree. 

Thy  sons  they  are  brave,  but  the  battle  once  over, 

Brotherly  peace  with  their  foes  they  agree; 
And  the  roseate  cheeks  of  thy  daughters  discover 

The  soul-speaking  blush  that  says  Cushlamachree. 
Then  flourish  forever,  my  dear  native  Erin, 

While  sadly  I  wander  an  exile  from  thee;  '. ..      - 
And  firm  as  thy  mountains  no  injury  fearing, 

May  heaven  defend  its  own  Cushlamachree.       -  -''    -    •' 
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Wortls  and  Music  by  Tom  Tucker.  .  , 

When  you  hear  de  trumpet  you  must  tiikc  a  trip, 

Cros,';ing  o'er  de  riblx'r  Jordan! 
Keep  your  sails  a-flyin',  don't  you  lose  your  grip. 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stretun! 
Tho*  de  waves  am  to.ssin',  dey  won't  swamp  your  boat. 

Crossing  o'er  de  ribber  Jordan! 
If  your  head  am  level,  wid  de  tide  you'll  float. 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream! 

:■_.,,  Cnonus. 

Den  hoist  dat  flag  ob  glory. 
Well  sorrow  here  no  more; 
;  Sail  cross  de  ribber  Jordan, 

'Way  to  dat  golden  shore.  * 

Den  hoist  dat  flag  ob  glory, 
*  We'll  sorrow  here  no  more; 

Sail 'cross  de  ribber  Jordan, 
-   "1  -  'Way  to  dat  golden  shore. 

Won't  de  happy  darkies  shout  de  jubilee, 

Cro.ssing  o'er  de  ribber  Jordan! 
All  de  piccanuiuies  settin'  on  dere  knee, 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream! 
Leave  behind  your  gripsack,  you  won't  need  it  dar. 

Crossing  o'er  de  ribber  Jordan ! 
Soon  a  crown  ob  glory  dey'll  put  on  your  head. 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream! — Chot'us. 

N'ebl)er  mind  de  money,  all  your  passage  paid, 

Cro.ssing  o'er  de  ribber  Jordan ! 
Up  de  golden  pavement  soon  you'll  promenade, 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream! 
Peter  will  be  waiting  wid  de  mighty  key,  ' 

Cros.sing  o'er  de  ribber  .Jordan! 
Lock  out  all  de  sinners,  let  in  you  and  me, 
••  Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream! — Vhorun. 

ITab  your  robes  ob  whiteness  ready  for  to  start. 

Crossing  o'er  de  ribl»er  Jordan ! 
Sinners  on  de  back  seat  hab  to  change  your  heart, 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream! 
Hear  old  Gabriel's  bugle,  soon  we'll  get  on  shore. 

Crossing  o'er  de  ribber  Jordan!  .  ■ 

•- ,  i      Shout  you  happy  darkies,  gwine  to  sigh  no  more. 

Sailing  on  dat  silver  stream! — Chorus. 
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Little  footsteps,  how  I  miss  ihcra, 

How  my  lieart  doth  3e:irn  to  hear. 
Dancing  feet  und  nu'rry  hiughter 

Of  my  little  one  .so  dear. 
Oft  I  dream  that  she  is  near  me. 

Then  I  see  no  vacant  chair. 
But  I  wake  and  miss  my  darling's 

Little  footsteps  ev'ry where. 

CnoRUS. 

How  I  miss  these  little  footsteps 
Of  my  darling  one  so  fair. 

But  I  ncer  more  can  hear  her 
Dancing  feet  upon  the  stair. 

Little  footsteps,  how  I  miss  them. 

But  their  charms  w  ith  me  remain; 
How  I  long  to  hear  her  luu,<;hter 

And  the  dancing  feet  again. 
But  there  is  a  stilhie-ss  ever. 

And  no  little  voice  I  hear; 
Oh,  I  miss  tlie  gentle  footstep.? 

Of  my  little  child  so  daar.—Chorua, 

Little  footsteps,  how  I  miss  them. 

Since  they  crossd  the  mystic  stream; 
But  their  charms  are  ever  near  me, 

Oft  I  hear  tht-m  in  my  dreams. 
Then  I  wake  and  mis.s  my  darling, 

And  I  .see  her  vacant  chair; 
I  shall  never,  never  hear  her 

Little  footsteps  ev'rywhere. — Chorus. 
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I  love  the  .songs  I  u.'^ed  to  sing 

Beside  nu*  mother's  knee. 
Of  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

^ly  cotiiitry  it  is  of  thee. 
And  often  e'er  I'd  go  to  .sleep 

I'd  kiss  my  mother's  l)row; 
But  I  haven  t,  haven't, 

I  haven't  for  a  long  time  now 

I  n«fd  to  liave  a  swootheart  once. 

A  precious  little  pearl; 
Indeed  she  was.  she  really  was 

A  very  ciiarmlng  jrirl. 
I  sam;  outside  her  door  each  night, 

'Till  her  fatlier  bfmght  a  hig  l)ow  wow; 
But  I  liaven't,  liavent, 

I  haven't  for  a  long  time  now. 

Tliore  is  a  hotischold  duty  which 

Ail  married  men  admire; 
That's  on  cold  Winter  mornings  to 

Get  out  of  bed  and  build  the  fire. 
My  wifey  ti5t>d  to  tend  to  that 

Like  a  darling  little  frou; 
But  she  hasn't,  hasn't, 

She  hasn't  for  u  long  time  now. 

Give  to  me  good  cold  water, 

Fill  the  glass  tip  to  the  lirim; 
For  water  is  a  irlorions  thing 

Whene'er  a  fellow  wants  to  swim. 
Often  it  has  quenched  my  thirst 

Ere  trouble  .seared  my  brow; 
But  it  hasn't,  hiisn't. 

Hasn't  for  a  long  lime  now. 


I  used  to  wear  a  diamond  pin, 

And  a  lovely  pair  of  studs, 
"With  little  pearls  aud  rubies  in 

A  form  of  opening  buds. 
I  also  had  a  watch  and  chain, 

'Twas  eighteen  curat  I  vow; 
But  I  liaven't,  haven't, 

I  haven't  fur  a  long  time  now 

Oh,  faro  is  a  pleasing  game. 

It  catches  young  and  old; 
But  lately,  Iwixt  the  game  and  me. 

The  weather  has  been  awful  cold, 
I've  often  tried  to  call  the  turn. 

When  I  fancied  I  knew  how; 
But  I  haven't,  haven't. 

Haven't  for  a  long  time  now. 
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ONCE   Il^A^  WHILE. 
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Once  in  a  while  in  this  world  so  strange. 

To  lighten  our  sad  regrets, 
We  may  liiid  a  heart  that  is  true  to  change, 

A  heart  that  ne'er  forgets. 
But  rare  us  a  rose  in  December, 

Or  a  bird  in  a  Arctic  clime, 
Is  a  heart  that  can  ever  reineinber 
Thro'  sorrow  and  chaii;je  aud  lime. 
Thro'  change  and  lime, 
Thro' chauge  aud  time. 
Ciionrs. 
Then  give  me  the  friends  who  will  always  prove  true. 
The  friendsiiip  of  those  who  are  known  to  but  few; 
They  are  tiie  friends  who  are  e'er  without  guile. 
And  they're  the  friends  whom  you  meet  only  oucc  in  a  while. 

Once  in  a  while  we  may  find  a  friend 

Who'll  cling  tliro'  good  and  ill, 
W'hose  friendship  follows  e'en  to  the  end, 

Tho"  tip  or  down  the  hill. 
But  a  heart  so  true,  Jind  a  love  so  pure. 

And  friendship's  faithful  smile. 
It  matters  not  whether  rich  or  poor. 

We  find  but  once  in  a  while; 

But  once  in  a  while. 

But  ouce  iu  a  while. — Chorut. 
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Keep  this  little  rose,  wear  it  for  my  sjikc, 

'Twill  bring  to  mind  the  hapi>y  hours  we've  known; 
JjOve  must  i)reathe  adieu,  tho'  the  heart  should  break, 

And  life  must  wend  its  wetiry  way  alone. 
Still  they  fondly  lingered,  stars  were  in  the  sky. 
Came  the  cheerless  moment,  love  must  say  gooA-hyc: 
Tho'  we  sever,  dearest,  hear  mv  parting  sigh. 
Thine,  my  love,  this  heart  shall  be,  yes,  thine,  still  thine; 
While  the  years  may  come  and  go  aiid  stars  may  shine. 

Thou  shall  be  my  star,  guide  my  steps  afar; 
Oh.  love,  in  life  or  death  my  lieart  shall  still  be  thine. 
Soon  I  shall  come  back  to  thee,  dear  loved  one  mine. 
True  to  thee  my  heart  shall  be,  still  thine,  my  own,  still  tiiiuc. 

Long  the  maiden  wept,  sad  the  days  had  grown. 
No  word  from  one  she  loved  e'er  cheered  the  gloom; 

Earth  grew  bright  witli  Spring,  strayed  she  all  alone. 
Where  long  ago  they  partcnl  'mid  tlie  bloom. 

Day  by  day  she  lingered  'mid  the  roses  red. 

On  the  field  of  battle  lay  her  loved  one  dead; 

Ere  his  life  had  faded  lips  so  i)ale  had  said. 

Thine,  my  lovp,  this  heart  shall  l>e,  yes,  thine,  still  thine; 

While  the  years  may  come  and  go  and  stars  may  shine,  , 

Thoti  shall  be  my  star,  guide  my  stei)S  afar; 

Oh,  love,  in  life  or  de.'itli  my  heart  shall  still  be  thine, 

8fK)n  I  shall  come  back  to  thee,  dear  loved  one  mine, 

True  lo  thee  my  heart  shall  be,  still  thine,  my  own,  still  thino. 
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THE  CASTLEBAR  BOY. 
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I  am  a  boy  from  ould  Ireland, 

What  an  elegant  place, 

Where  good  nature  and  morn  shines  on  every  face; 

And  the  pride  of  my  father, 

And  the  girl's  own  joy. 

And  the  darlings  they  call  me  the  Castlebar  boy. 

CnoRUS. 

For  my  name  it  is  Pat, 
I  am  proud  out  of  that, 

My  country  I  will  never  deny; 
I  will  fight  for  the  sod 
Where  my  forefathers  trod. 

Sing  hurrah  for  the  Castlebar  boy. 

I  was  bom  one  evening 

In  the  middle  of  June,  ■      - 

Thev  took  me  to  town 

And  they  christened  me  soon; 

What  name  shall  we  call  him?  says  Father  Malley. 

3Iouuudowl,  call  him  Paddy,  the  Castlebar  boy. — Choru». 

When  I  landed  in  England,  ,       .   . 

It  was  a  beautiful  morning. 

They  gave  me  a  job  at  reaping  the  corn; 

At  reaping  and  mowing  to  beat  me  they  tried. 

But  the  Oraadhauns, 

They  could  not  touch  the  Castlebar  boy. — Chorus. 

You  Englishmen,  poor  Paddy  don't  scorn. 

For  Paddy  was  not  always  a  big  Omadhaun; 

For  his  heart  is  in  the  right  place, 

For  a  friend  he  would  die; 

I  think  1  have  pleased  you,  the  best  I  did  try. 

Grant  your  applause  to  the  Castlebar  boy. — Vhorut. 


Let  My  Name  be  Kindly  Spoken. 
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Let  my  name  be  kindly  spoken 

When  you're  far  away  from  me; 
And  although  the  vows  arc  broken, 

I  will  fondly  speak  of  thee. 
All  the  scenes  of  days  departed 

111  endeavor  to  forget; 
:  And  if  you  are  broken-hearted. 

Think  not  of  the  day  we  met. 

CnonuSf 
Let  my  name  be  kindly  spoken 

When  you're  far  away  from  me; 
And  although  the  vows  are  broken, 

I  will  fondly  speak  of  thee. 

In  the  pa.st  we  loved  each  other. 

Loved  each  other  fond  and  true; 
And  I'll  never  find  another 

Tliut  can  take  the  place  of  you. 
Tho"  I  wander  on  forever,  , 

Seeking  lands  beyond  the  sea. 
Well  I  know  that  I  shall  never. 

Never  see  the  like  of  thee. — Choru$. 

If  the  fates  should  bid  me  meet  you    >  .       -^    ^ 

At  some  far-off,  distant  day; 
I  would  fondly  kiss  and  greet  you 

In  the  old  familiar  way. 
Tho'  the  binding  link  is  broken, 

It  is  sweet  to  part  as  friends;  -     ' 

V- ;    :        And  the  farewell  word  that's  spoken,  ,    ■■ 

To  the  heart  a  sweetness  lends. — Chonu. 


The  Green  Mossy  Banks  of  the  Lee. 
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.  When  first  to  this  country  a  stranger,  ; 

Curiosity  caused  me  to  roam; 
Over  Europe  an  exile  I  wandered. 

Far  from  my  American  home. 
At  length  I  arrived  in  sweet  Erin, 

This  land  I  had  long  wished  to  see;  » 

And  my  footsteps  seemed  guided  by  fairies, 

To  the  green  mos.sy  banks  of  the  Lee. 

One  morning  I  carelessly  wandered,  ~ 

Where  the  pure  winds  of  heaven  do  blow; 
Down  by  the  clear  crystal  river. 

Where  the  swift  running  waters  do  flow. 
'Twas  there  I  espied  a  fair  damsel. 

Most  modest  appearing  to  rac. 
As  she  rose  from  a  seat  near  the  water, 

On  the  green  mossy  banks  of  tho  Leo. 

I  stepped  up  and  wished  her  good-morning,  ^ 

Her  fair  cheeks  they  blushed  like  the  rose; 
I  said,  then:  "  These  meadows  are  charming, 

And  your  escort  I'll  be  if  you  choose!  "  '  .. 

^he  said,  then:  "  I  ne'er  want  an  escort. 

Kind  sir,  you're  a  stranger  to  me; 
But  yonder  my  father  is  coming,  , 

On  the  green  mossy  banks  of  the  Lee."  " 

I  waited  till  up  came  her  father, 

I  plucked  up  my  courage  once  more;  .     • 

Said  I,  then:  "  If  tbis  he  jour  daughter. 

She  is  truly  the  girl  I  adore. 
Ten  thousand  a  year  is  my  fortune,  ; 

A  lady  your  daughter  shall  be; 
And  ride  with  her  carriage  and  horses 

On  the  green  mossy  banks  of  the  Lee." 

They  welcomed  me  home  to  their  cottage. 

Soon  after  in  wedlock  we  joined; 
'Twas  then  that  I  rented  this  castle. 

In  grandeur  and  splendor  to  shine. 
And  it's  here  our  kind  friends  we  are  greeting. 

Each  knows  what  his  welcome  will  be;  ■ 

While  we  both  bless  the  hour  of  our  meeting 

On  the  green  mossy  banks  of  the  Lee. 

Come  all  you  fair  maidens  that's  handsome. 

No  matter  how  poor  you  maj-  l)e; 
For  there's  many  a  jwor  girl  more  handsome 

Than  those  with  a  large  property; 
With  flattery  let  no  man  deceive  you,  ■ 

Not  knowing  what  his  fortune  may  be; 
Like  the  adorable,  gentle  Matilda 

On  the  green  mossy  banks  of  the  Lee.  , 


DER  DEITCHER'S  DOG. 

Oh,  where,  oh,  where  ish  mine  little  dog  gone? 

Oh,  where,  oh,  where  can  he  be? 
His  ears  cut  short,  und  his  tail  cut  long. 

Oh,  where,  oh,  where  ish  he? 

Tra  la  la,  tra  la  la,  &c. 

I  loves  mine  lager,  'tish  very  goot  l>eer — 

Oh,  where,  oh,  where  caii  he  be? 
Btit  mit  no  money  I  cannot  drink  here — 

Oh,  where,  oh,  where  ish  ho? 

_■-__■•-  Tra  la  la,  tra  la  la,  &c. 

Ocross  the  ocean,  in  Germanic— 

Oh,  where,  oh,  where  can  he  be? 
Der  Deitcher's  dog  ish  der  best  companie — 

Oh,  where,  oh,  where  ish  he? 

Tra  la  la,  tra  la  la,  &c. 

Un'  sasage  is  good,  bolonie,  nf  course — 

Oh,  where,  oh,  where  can  he  be? 
Dey  makes  um  mit  dog,  und  dc}'  makes  um  mit  horse, 

I  guess  dey  makes  um  mit  he. 

Tra  la  la,  tra  la  la,  &c. 
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1  have  tnlii  thee  how  sweet  the  roses  are 

In  my  home  beyond  the  sea; 
There  the  tlark-eyed  maid  with  her  sweet  guitar 

Sits  under  the  orange  tree. 
Then  fly,  oh,  fly  from  this  isle  of  storm, 

Where  all  that  is  fair  m\ist  pine; 
To  a  sky  more  blue,  and  a  sun  more  warm, 

Ileuccfovth  k't  my  home  be  thine. 

I  have  heard  thee  tell  of  a  sky  more  blue, 

And  a  sim  more  warm  than  this; 
And  I've  sometimes  thought,  if  thy  tale  be  true. 

To  dwell  in  that  clime  were  bliss. 
But,  oh,  when  I  gaze  on  my  tranquil  cot, 

"Where  the  clematis  boughs  entwine, 
The  laud  of  the  stranger  tempts  me  not, 

No,  ne'er  can  thj-  home  be  mine. 

I  will  sing  to  thee,  if  with  me  thoult  rove, 

The  songs  of  the  olden  time; 
Thou  wilt  never  compare  with  my  ardentlove. 

The  love  of  this  colder  clime. 
Thou  wilt  scorn  the  fruits  of  thy  mountain  home, 

Beholding  the  purple  vine; 
Then  come  to  the  land  of  my  birth,  oh,  come. 

Henceforth  let  my  home  be  thine. 

Alas,  'tis  plain  that  my  mountain  home 

Must  ever  be  scorned  by  thee; 
And  may  I  not  fear  that  a  time  will  come, 

AVheu  thou  wilt  have  scorn  for  me? 
And,  oh,  there  is  one  who  loves  me  here, 

Whose  voice,  if  less  sweet  than  thine, 
To  my  simple  taste  is  far  more  dear. 

No,  ne'er  can  thy  home  be  mine. 


I   WOULD   NOT   DIE  AT  ALL. 

Tune— "I  Wotxld  Not  Die  in  Spring  Time." 
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I  would  not  die  in  Spring  time, 

When  worms  begin  to  crawl; 
When  cabbage  plants  are  shooting  up, 

And  frogs  begin  to  .squall. 
Tis  then  the  girls  are  full  of  charms 

And  smile  upon  the  men; 
When  lambs  and  peas  are  in  their  prime, 

I  would  not  perish  then. 

I  would  not  die  in  Summer, 

When  trees  are  filled  with  fruit. 
And  everv  sportsman  has  a '.Min 

The  little  birds  to  shoot. 
Tlic  gills  then  wear  the  bloomer  drew. 

And  half  distract  the  men; 
It  is  the  time  to  sweat  it  out, 

I  would  not  perish  then. 

I  would  not  die  in  Atitumn, 

When  new-mown  hay  smells  sweet, 
And  little  pigs  are  rooting  'round 

F(jr  something  nice  to  eat. 
'Tis  then  the  huntsman's  wild  haloo 

Is  heard  along  the  glen; 
And  oysters  "gin  to  fatten  up, 

I  would  not  perish  then. 

I  would  not  die  in  Winter, 

For  one  might  freeze  to  death; 
AVhen  blustering  boretis  sweeps  around 

And  takes  away  ones  breath. 
When  sleigh  belLs  jingle,  horses  snort. 

And  buckwheat  cakes  are  tall; 
In  fact,  this  is  a  right  good  world, 

I  would  not  die  at  all. 


ROCK-A-BYE,    BABY 
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Babv  is  sleeping  so  cozy  and  fair. 

While  mother  sits  near  in  her  old  oaken  chair. 

Her  f(X)t  on  the  rocker  the  cradle  she  swings, 

And  though  baby  slumbers  he  hears  what  she  sings. 

LULI.ABY. 

Itock-a-bye,  baby,  on  the  tree  top. 
When  the  wind  blows  the  cradle  will  rock; 
When  the  bough  breaks  the  cradle  will  fall. 
And  down  will  come  baby,  cradle  and  all. 
Oh,  rock-a-bye,  rock-a-bye,  mother  is  near. 
Then  rock-a-bye,  rock-a-bye,  nothing  to  fear; 
For  angels  of  slumber  arc  hovering  near. 
So  rock-a-bye,  baby,  mother  is  here. 

Grandma  sits  knitting  close  by  the  fire-place. 

With  snowy  white  hair  and  a  smile  on  her  face; 

The  years  have  pa-ssed  by,  \X't  it  does  not  seem  long. 

Since  she  rocked  baby's  papa  to  sleep  with,  that  »oug.—L>iUiiby. 

Dear  little  baby,  their  joy  and  their  pride. 
Long  may  he  Xxi  with  them  whatever  betide; 
The  kitchen,  the  cradle,  that  lender  refrain, 
In  mem'ry  will  linger  that  lullaby  strain. — LuHuby 


EIGHT  YEARS  IN  CHERRY  HILL 
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Come,  citizens  of  Philaddpliia. 

And  listen  tmto  me, 
A  letter  is  received  from  a  prisoner 

Stating  that  he  was  ill; 
The  judge  amd  Wie  jurv 

The  hiws  they  do  fultill, 
Bv  sending  poor  innocent  prisoners 
'To  die  in  Cherry  Hill. 

Tis  about  one  Johnny  McDermott 

That  I  am  going  to  sing; 
He  being  into.xicated  one  morning  in  the  Spring, 

With  an  a.\e  he  made  his  way  to  the  hou.se  oY 
He  found  him  lying  on  the  bed, 

And  swora  his  blood  tc  spill;   ., 
Not  knowing  he  had  to  lav  for  it 

Eight  years  in  Cherry  Hill. 

The  cr}'  of  nmrder  soon  was  heard. 

Policemen  they  did  pour; 
They  clubbed  him  with  their  billies 

And  laid  him  on  the  floor. 
They  sent  him  down  to  prison. 

And  there  he  laid  until 
His  sentence  was  hard  lal)or 

Eight  years  in  Cherry  Hill. 

Now  you  heard  his  sentence, 
And  don't  you  think  it  hard? 

On  tliat  great  day  of  judgment 
You  will  stand  before  your  God. 

The  judge  and  the  jury- 
It  will  be  a  bitter  pill— 

They  will  finil  they  will  visit  a  harder  plase 
Than  the  walls  of  Cherry  Hill. 

Come  all  kind-hearted  parents, 

And  a  warning  take  by  me; 
'Tis  keep  your  children  off  the  street* 

And  from  bad  company. 
For  if  they  don't  they'll  surely  ruin. 

And  turn  against  your  will; 
For  it  was  dancing  schools  and  night  walking 

Brought  me  to  Cherry  Hill. 


John  McFilles. 
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HOME  RULE  FOR  IRELAND. 
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It's  many  years  ago,  in  Ireland,  you  must  know, 

Since  happiness  looked  down  on  our  land;  -   - 

Our  sons  they  then  were  free,  and  the  star  of  liberty 

Shone  gloriously  on  every  Irishman. 
But  let  us  bar  the  door  on  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

There's  a  light  a-beaming  on  us  from  afar; 
If  vou  listen  unto  me  I  will  tell  you,  do  you  see? 

■rhe  sentiments  of  Pat  of  Mullingar. 

Cnouus. 

Hurrah  for  Erin's  isle,  though  her  sons  you  can  beguile, 
■  .  Because  they  know  the  wolf  is  at  the  door* 

Yet  our  flag  may  be  seen  aloft  in  College  Green, 
And  a  Home  Kulo  in  Ireland  evermore. 

In  England  they  may  boa.st  that  our  Parliament  is  lost. 

And  say  that  we  never  should  complain; 
Would  you  have  my  heart  be  light,  when  I  know  for  this  very  right. 

My  countrymen  are  wishing  o'er  the  main? 
Gladstone  he  may  rave,  but  our  country  for  to  save, 

'These  words  should  be  heard  from  shore  to  shore; 
For  O'Connel  he  did  say,  before  he  passed  away, 

A  Home  Rule  in  Ireland  evermore. — Chorus. 

There's  one  now  in  his  grave,  who  struggled  hard  to  save 

Our  country  from  oppression  long  ago; 
Henry  Grattan  is  his  name,  and  may  heaven  be  his  gain. 

His  energy  on  Ireland  did  bestow. 
His  voice  he  never  gave  our  people  to  enslave, 

Nor  drive  them  to  a  far  and  distant  shore; 
May  the  ttowrets  ever  wave  upon  our  hero's  grave. 

And  a  Home  Rule  in  Ireland  for  evermore. — Chorv*.  . 


{  There's  a  laurel  for  the  brow  of  the  one  who's  striving  now 


To  win  our  Legislature  back  again; 
John  Martin,  ever  bold  our  misery  to  unfold, 

And  Ireland  for  the  Irish  will  maintain. 
But  let  us  all  unite  to  drink  this  toast  to-night, 

May  happiness  revisit  Erin's  shore; 
And  the  plan  of  Isaac  Butts,  from  the  psilace  to  the  huts. 

Be  a  Home  Rule  for  Ireland  for  evermore. — Gh&rus. 


1    I 


THE   HAT   ME   FATHER  WORE. 
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I'm  Paddy  Miles,  an  Irish  boy. 

Just  come  across  the  sea; 
For  singing  or  for  dancing,  boj's, 

I  think  that  I'll  please  ye. 
I  can  sing  and  dance  with  any  man. 

As  I  did  in  days  of  yore; 
And  on  Patrick's  day  1  love  to  wear 

The  hat  me  father  wore. 

Chorcs. 

It's  old,  but  it's  beautiful. 

The  best  you  ever  seen ; 
'Twas  worn  for  more  than  ninety  year* 

In  that  little  Isle  so  green. 
From  my  father's  great  ancestors 

It  descended  with  galore; 
It's  a  relic  of  old  dacency,  ; 

Is  the  hat  nie  father  wore. 

I  bid  you  all  good-evening, 

Good  luck  to  you,  I  say; 
And  when  I  cross  the  ocean, 

I  hope  for  me  you'll  pray. 
I'm  going  to  mv  happy  land. 

In  a  place  called  Ballymore; 
To  be  welcomed  back  to  Paddy's  land 

With  the  hat  me  father  wore. — Cfiorut, 

And  when  I  do  return  again 

The  boys  and  girls  to  see, 
I  hope  that  with  old  Erin's  style 

You'll  kindly  welcome  me. 
"With  the  songs  of  dear  old  Irehmd, 

To  cheer  me  more  and  more. 
And  make  me  Irish  heart  feel  glad 

With  the  hat  me  father  wore. — Chorun, 


If  Your  Foot  is  Pretty,  Show  It. 
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If  your  foot  is  pretty,  show  it. 

No  matter  where  or  when; 
Let  all  fair  maidens  know  it, 
-  The  foot  takes  all  the  men. 

The  face,  so  fair  and  lovely. 

May  charm  the  gazer's  eye. 
But  if  the  foot  is  homely, 
,.   ,  He'll  quickly  pass  you  by; 

He'll  quickly,  he'll  quickly, 

IIc'll  quickly  pass  you  by. 


The  Girl  I  Left  Behind  Me. 
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If  your  foot  is  pretty,  show  it. 

If  you  wish  to  catch  a  beau; 
No  longer  hide  the  tell-tale  charm. 

Beneath  so  many  clothes. 
The  figure  may  deceive  you, 

All  hooped  and  padded  o'er; 
But  let  me  but  survey  the  foot, 

I'll  ask  to  see  no  more; 
I'll  ask,  I'll  ask, 

I'll  asked  to  see  no  more. 

If  your  foot  is  pretty,  show  it. 

When  you  trip  along  the  street; 
For  it  will  catch  the  eager  eyes 

Of  every  man  you  meet. 
Don't  toss  your  glossy  ringlets. 

Nor  pout  your  lips  so  sweet, 
But  gently  lift  your  petticoats 

And  show  your  handsome  feet; 
And  show,  and  show, 
.  And  show  your  handsome  feet. 


I'm  lonesome  since  I  crossed  the  hills 

And  o'er  the  moor  that's  sedgy; 
.With  heavy  thoughts  my  mind  is  filled. 

Since  I  have  parted  with  Peggy. 
Whene'er  I  turn  to  view  the  place, 

Tlie  tears  doth  fall  and  blind  me. 
When  I  think  on  the  charming  grace 

Of  the  girl  I  left  behind  me. 

The  hours  I  remember  well. 

When  next  to  see  doth  move  me; 
The  burning  flames  my  heart  doth  tell, 

Since  first  she  owned  she  loved  me. 
In  searcrh  of  some  one  fair  and  gay, 

Several  doth  remind  me; 
I  know  my  darling  loves  me  well. 

Though  I  left  her  far  behind  me. 

The  bec.<;  shall  lavish,  make  no  store. 

And  the  dove  become  a  ranger; 
The  fallen  water  cea.se  to  roar, 

Before  I'll  ever  change  her. 
Each  mutual  promise  faitlifully  made 

By  her  whom  tears  doth  blind  me; 
And  bless  the  hour  I  pass  away 

With  the  girl  I  left  behind  me.  " 

My  mind  her  image  full  retains. 

Whether  a.sleep  or  waking; 
I  hope  to  see  my  jewel  again. 

For  her  my  heart  is  breaking. 
But  if  ever  I  chance  to  go  that  way. 

And  that  she  has  not  resigned  me, 
I'll  reconcile  my  mind  and  stay 

With  the  girl  I  left  behind  me. 
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WOMAN'S  TONGUE  WILL  NEVER 
TAKE  A  REST. 
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I  have  of  times  heard  men  ask, 
AVhy  those  women  talk  so  fast, 

Aud  how  they  come  by  every  bit  of  news? 
From  moruinij  "until  night, 
All  day  long  until  midnight, 

The  way  thev  work  their  tongues  it  beats  the  Jews. 
You  will  be  fairly  talked  to  death 
Before  they  lose  their  breath, 

It  is  a  wonder  that  their  tongues  are  never  sore; 
For,  sewing  or  spinning, 
You  will  always  tiud  them  chinning, 

Eitliur  al  Uiu  window  or  the  door.  , 

Chorus. 

There's  no  use  you  beginning 
To  stop  a  woman's  chiiuiing, 

For  what  ever  you  do  she  will  be  equal  to  the  test ; 
So  take  my  advice  and  drop  it, 
For  you  know  you  cannot  stop  it, 

For  a  woman's  tongue  will  never  take  a  rest. 

Tlicre  is  I,  a  married  man, 
Who  tries  to  ilo  the  best  I  can 

To  keep  my  family  tlie  way  I  think  is  right; 
For  I  lead  a  sorrowful  life. 
Because  I  have  a  talking  wife. 

And  her  tongue  runs  from  morning  until  night. 
Do  you  wonder  how  I  feel 
When  I  am  sitting  at  my  meal. 

And  my  wife  at  licr  chinning  does  commence? 
And  while  I  am  working  hard. 
You  will  tind  her  in  the  yard 

Talking  to  the  neighbor;;  over  the  fence. — Chorus. 

She  is  bound  to  be  heard 
Before  I  can  get  in  a  word, 

And  when  she  is  done  she  does  try  to  tell  me  more; 
Now,  young  men,  who  are  fond  of  running 
After  till  those  pretty  women, 

It  is  better  you  know  this  all  before. 
'Tis  very  well  to  gr)  a  courting, 
Who  likes  that  kind  of  sporting, 

But  the  old  saying  is:  Go  it  while  you're  young! 
But  don't  give  yourself  away 
To  a  girl  that  talks  all  day. 

So  ju*l  marry  a  woman  that  cannot  use  her  tongue. — Chortit. 


For  a  week  or  two  I  was  preparing, 

Determined  in  style  for  to  shank  it; 
Put  a  pair  of  new  tails  to  ra\'  coat 

With  a  piece  I  cut  off  the'blanket. 
I  turned  the  cordurov  I)reeches 

I  borrowed  from  I^lielim  OFlaherty, 
And  I  put  a  new  patch  on  the  sate. 

For  to  cut  a  big  swell  at  the  party. — Chorus. 

They  hired  a  fiddler  and  piper, 

And  stuck  them  on  top  of  a  barrel,  ' 
With  a  jug  full  of  whiskey  iKJtween  'em, 

To  keep  them  from  havmg  a  quarrel. 
When  the  piiwr  struck  up  "  Garryowen," 

Faix!  the  tiddler  another  tune  started; 
And  they  welted  the  soles  off  their  brogue^ 

Wbool  at  lAis.  McLaughlins  party. — Chorus. 

Tim  Fagan  got  up  for  a  reel, 

But  he  jigged  it  on  every  one's  corns; 
To  try  for  to  stop  him  was  worse 

Than  to  take  a  mail  bull  by  the  horns. 
He  skinned  Diuny  Hagi^ertys  shins, 

Tore  the  skirts  off  Wmny  O'Dolierty; 
And  expose<i  the  dear  craythur's  fat  limbs 

To  all  the  gay  boys  at  tiie  party. — Chorus. 

Now  while  they  were  dancing  and  jigging. 

Tom  Cassidy  burst  in  the  dure,  .sir; 
Thin  the  ducks  and  the  dlirakes,  and  the  pigs. 

They  came  all  Hying  in  on  the  flure,  sir. 
The  ould  .sow  it  set  up  a  grunting. 

The  girls  laughed  merry  aud  hearty; 
While  the  pig  balancayed  down  the  middle 

At  Mrs.  McLaughlin's  party. — C/corun. 

Thin  the  party  was  brought  to  an  ending, 

The  tiddhr'fell  drunk  from  the  table; 
They  carried  him  home  on  a  shutter, 

Tore  off  t lie  dure  of  the  .stable. 
We'd  an  illigant  fight  on  the  way 

With  a  faction  from  Ballykillarty; 
And  I'm  be  d d  if  we  hadn't  to  pay 

For  the  frolic  we  liad  at  tlie  party. — Chorum. 


a  . 


MRS.  Mclaughlin*  s  party. 
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Scud  your  name  and  address  to  IT.  .1.  Wthnian,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City, 

aud  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Ciitiilo^ue  of  over  30«)U 

Popular  EngliBh  and  fierman  i<<)nijtf_l.>ee. 

Ould  Ireland  is  the  place  for  a  frolic, 

The  boys  and  the  girls  are  frisky;  .  , 

They  iieyer  can  feel  melancholic. 

They're  the  divils  for  tippling  the  whiskey 
For  a  row  or  a  ruction,  oh.  inurlher: 

The  br)ys  they  go  in  strong  and  hi.arty; 
Now  I'll  tell  yez,  before  I  go  further, 

Of  Mrs.  McLaughlin's  party. 

CUORUS. 

Whoo!  it's  welt  the  tlure,  Peter  O'Dougherty, 

Shake  your  leg.  liiddy  McCariy; 
Dance  toyour  partners,"  ye  divils,' 

At  Mrs.' McLaughlin's"  party. 

Moll  Dolan.  a  buxom  jroung  craythur. 

Had  lately  l)een  raising  my  dandher; 
I  met  her  going  down  to  McGuffln's 

To  borry  the  loan  of  a  gaadher. 
The  gandher  the  geese  had  been  coorting. 

She  .sould  it  to  Paddy  McCarty. 
To  buy  her  a  pair  of  white  slippers 

To  go  to  McLaughlin's  jxtrty. — Chorus. 


I  Would  Not  Die  in  Spring  Time. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thic  Sonj;  will  be  w>nt  V*  .inv  afldrcps.  j)<>!<t-paid,  on 
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I  would  not  die  in  Spring  time. 

When  all  is  bright  aroimd. 
And  fair  young  flow'rs  are  iHjepin^ 

From  o'ut  the  silent  ground; 
When  life  is  on  the  water, 

And  joy  ujKin  the  shore; 
For  Winter,  gloomy  Winter, 

Then  reigns  o'er  us  no  more. 

I  would  not  die  in  Summer,  ;     - 

When  music's  on  the  breeze, 
And  soft  delicious  murmurs 

Float  ever  through  the  trees; 
L::'}  fairy  birds  tire  ringing 

From  morn  till  close  of  day; 
No!  with  its  transient  glories 

I  would  not  pass  away. 

When  breezes  leave  the  mountain 

Its  balmy  sweets  all  o'er. 
To  breathe  around  the  fountain 

And  fan  our  bow'rs  no  more; 
When  Summer  Howers  are  dying  .  ^    / 

Within  the  lonely  glen. 
And  Autumn  wincfs  are  sighing, 

I  would  not  perish  then. 

But  let  me  die  in  Winter, 

When  night  hangs  dark  above, 
And  cold  the  snow  is  lying 

On  bosoms  that  we  love. 
Ah!  may  the  wind  at  midnight. 

That  bloweth  from  the  sea, 
Chaunt  mildly,  softly,  sweetly, 

A  requiem  for  me. 
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PATRICK'S  DAY  PARADE. 
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Saint  Patrick  was  a  gentleman, 

Sure  liis  name  we  celebrate, 
And  on  the  seventeenth  of  March 

The  Irish  concentrate — 
A  bran  new  hat  on  each  man's  head, 

And  a  green  necktie  that's  newly  made; 
The  left  foot  first,  then  lightly  tread 

In  the  Patrick's  day  parade — 
Then  two  by  two  away  we  go. 

Up  Broadway,  through  rain  or  snow; 
We'd  face  the  divil,  friend  or  foe, 

In  the  Patrick's  day  parade. 

.\-':-'-':-}.   Chorus.        ■- ■  \:^''' 

We  shout  hurrah  for  Erin-go-bragh 

And  all  the  Yankee  nation; 
Stars  and  stripes,  aud  shamrock  bright  arrayed; 
The  Irish  .shout,  the  girls  turn  out  . 

To  see  the  celebration; 
We  march,  stiil  as  starch,  in  the  Patrick's  day  parade. 

You  should  see  the  marshall  on  his  horse. 

Like  NajKileon  Bontiparte; 
And  as  he  rides  along  the  line 

He'd  break  each  lady's  heart — 
And  if  the  rain  should  fall  down  then. 

We  hoist  our  umbrellas  high; 
For  history  states  that  Irishmen 

Are  always  warm  and  dry — 
Then  two  by  two  away  we  go,   . 

Up  Broadway,  through  rain  or  snow; 
We'd  face  the  divil,  friend  or  foe, 

In  the  Patrick's  day  parade. — GJurrm. 

Then  here's  success  to  Patrick's  day, 

Though  it  comes  but  once  a  year; 
And  though  I'm  not  a  drinking  man, 

On  that  day  I'd  drink  my  beer — 
I'll  wear  the  shamrock  in  my  hat, 

The  green,  my  boys,  'twill  never  fade 
And  march  along  with  Dan  and  Pat 

In  the  Patrick's  day  parade — 
Then  two  by  two  away  we  go. 

Up  Broadway,  through  rain  or  snow; 
We'd  face  the  divil,  friend  or  foe. 

In  the  Patrick's  day  parade. — Choru».  ;„ 


THE  LAND  LEAG-TJE  BAND. 
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At  every  party  in  the  town.  .v 

Where  all  the  spielers  can  be  found; 
Wherever  they  are  we're  always  around, 

To  show  what  we  can  do. 
Wc  went  to  Brady's  house  last  night. 
The  ba.«e  horn  blower  put  out  the  light. 
Which  nearly  ended  in  a  fight. 

But  was  stopped  by  the  Land  League  Baud. 
Mahoney  he  got  drunk  on  lemonadv. 
To  walk  home  Mary  Grogan  was  afraid; 
And  the  divil  a  one  of  us  knew  the  tune  we  played. 
And  b'iliug  druuk  'till  daylight  there  we  stayed. — Cuorus. 

Killamey's  lakes  and  fells.  Emerald  isles  and  winding  bays 
»uty"s  home,  Killaruey — ever  fair  Killarney. 

We're  going  to  give  a  ball  pnrty  soon,    .    ■ 
We'll  invite  every  white  man  and  every  coon: 
Well  play  "The  Order  of  Full  Moons,'" 

The  affair  will  surely  l)e  grand. 
The  ladies  with  the  fantastic  toe. 
The  beauties  of  the  dance  will  show; 
You'l!  be  satisfied  when  you  go  home 

From  the  ball  of  the  Land  League  Band. 
The  welcome  that  you'll  get  will  l)c  prrat  to  hear, 
.\nd  we'll  quench  your  thirst  with  a  glaf-s  of  beer; 
The  Land  League  Band  will  send  -up  :i  nuising  cheer, 
And  not  a  single  man  will  get  on  his  ear.-CuoKL's. 

Oil!  grammachree,  I'd  like  to  sec  old  Ireland  free  once  more, 
.\nd  see  the  times  we  used  to  have  in  the  gotnl  old  days  of  yore 
rd  "like  the  harp  and  shamrock  waving  over  Erin's  shore. 
Id  like  to  see  old  Ireland  free.  oh.  grammachree  aethore! 


The  Land  League  Band  turned  out  last  night 
With  uniforms  of  blue  and  white. 
Their  instruments  were  shining  bright. 

The  greatest  in  the  land. 
We  have  climbed  the  ladder  of  fame, 
On  the  top  rung  cut  our  name; 
And  in  fancy  letters  do  flame 

The  Land  League  String  and  Brass  Band. 
We  marched  along  upon  Sixth  Avenue, 
We  played  the  tunes  that  everybody  knew; 
The  music  was  sweet,  aud  each  note  so  true. 
And  showed  just  what  the  Land  League  Band  could  do. 

Chorus. 

Oh !  the  ladies  and  the  babies  that  live  on  the  street. 
Applaud  with  their  hands  and  keep  time  with  their  feet; 
All  the  folks  from  the  table  got  up  from  their  seat. 
And  run  to  the  door  when  they  hear  the  drums  beat. 

Come  all  ye  jolly  sailor  boj's  and  listen  unto  me, 
While  I  relate  a  dreadful  tale  that  happened  on  the  aea; 
It's  of  a  jolly  sailor  boy,  by  name  Jack  Donohne, 
For  twenty  years  before  the  mast  on  board  the  Bugaboo. 


aOD,   SAVE   IRELAND. 
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High  upon  the  gallows  tree,  -      ■.  [ 

Swung  the  noble-hearted  three.  ( 

By  the  vengeful  tyrant  stricken  in  their  bloom;  -      ) 

But  they  meet  him  face  to  face.  ; 

With  the  spirit  of  their  race,  .  / 

And  they  went  with  souls  undaunted  to  their  doom 

God,  save  Ireland!  said  the  heroes, 
God,  save  Ireland!  said  they  all,  ■ 

Whether  on  the  scaffold  high 

Or  the  battle-field  we  die. 
Oh!  what  matter,  when  for  Erin  dear  we  fall? 

Girt  around  with  cruel  foes, 

Still  their  courage  proudly  rose. 
For  they  thought  of  hearts  that  loved  them  far  and  near; 

Of  the  millions  true  and  brave 

O'er  the  ocean's  swelling  wave. 
And  the  friends  in  holy  Ireland  ever  <lc'ar. 

God,  save  Ireland!  said  they  proudly, 
God,  save  Ireland!  said  they  all,  _ 

Whether  on  the  scaffohi  high 

Or  the  battle-field  we  <lie. 
Oh!  what  matter,  when  for  Erin  dear  we  fall? 

Climbed  they  up  the  rugged  stair, 

Rung  their  voices  out  in  praj'er. 
Then  with  England's  fatal  cord  around  them  cast; 

Close  beneath  the  gallows  tree. 

Kissed  like  brothers  lovingly, 
True  to  home  and  faith,  and  fi'cedom  to  the  last, 

God,  save  Ireland!  said  they  proudly, 
God,  stive  Ireland!  said  they  all. 

Whether  on  the  scaffold  high 

Or  the  battle-field  we  die. 
Oh!  what  matter,  when  for  Erin  dear  we  fall? 

Never 'till  the  latest  day 

Shall  the  memory  pass  awaj- 
Of  the  gallant  lives  thus  given  for  our  land; 

But  on  the  cause  must  go. 

Amidst  jo}-,  or  weal  or  woe.  •  .   ; ; 

Till  we've  made  our  isle  a  nation  free  and  grand.     • 

God,  save  Ireland!  say  we  proudly, 
God,  save  Ireland!  say  we  all,  ; 

If  upon  the  scaffold  high  . 

Or  the  battle-field  we  die,  '  '  '  ■  -       .  •;     • 

Oh!  what  matter,  when  for  Erin  dear  we  fall?        '.. .   . 
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Over  the  Hills  to  the  Bar-Room. 

Tunt'— "Over  the  llills  to  the  roor-IIouse." 
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Abl  me.  can  it  be  that  he"s  thrown 

By  the  bartender  out  iu  the  street, 
There  to  be  left  all  alone? 

For  he  has  no  money  to  treat. 
You  can  see  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

His  nose  that  has  blossomed  .m)  red; 
It's  over  the  hills  to  the  bar-room 

He  wauders  ulunc  almost  dead  (druuk).  ; 

Chorus. 
He's  old  and  helpless,  and  feeble. 

Hoping  to  get  a  hot  rum; 
It's  over  the  hills  to  the  bar-rcKMu 

He  wanders  alone,  this  poor  bum. 

It's  over  at  that  bar-room  counter, 

I  .stood  alongside  the  free  lunch;  > 

No  bummer  was  happier  or  fonder 

Thau  I  of  my  hot  whiskey  punch. 
Oh,  heaven!  he's  shaky  and' boozy. 

His  coat  is  all  tattered  and  tore; 
When  the  cop  eomes  along  he  says,  moosey.  ' 

And  drives  me  away  from  the  door.  —  Chorus, 

It's  lon^  since  I've  had  a  square  meal. 

For  f  have  ao  money  to  pay; 
You  people  don't  know  how  I  feel 

As  I  walk  through  the  streets  night  and  day.         ' 
If  I  tramp  the  wh<)le  city  through, 

The  people  will  call  me  a  tank; 
The  drinks  that  I  pay  for  are  few. 

I'm  known  as  a  confirmed  old  rank.— C'/(o/'ua. 

Whenever  I  made  the  .«;pondulix. 

Right  straight  to  the  bar-room  I  went; 
I'll  .sit  down  and  talk  about  politics 

Until  I  had  spent  every  cent. 
And  when  he  saw  I  hail  no  more, 

He'd  not  listen  to  me;  but,  hark!  i 

He'd  put  me  through  the  back  door. 

And  there  let  me  lie  iu  the  dark. — Chorus. 

Perhaps  they'll  be  happier  withotit  nie. 

Good-bye.  dear  old  l)ar-room,  good-bye! 
I've  joined  the  temperance  society. 

To  keep  sober  I'm  going  to  try. 
!?o  you  see  I've  given  tip  drinking, 

I'll  not  touch  anv  more  rum; 
Anfl  in  a  short  while,  I  am  thinking. 

The  people  won't  call  me  a  bum. — CJtorus. 


ALL   FOR   MONEY. 

The  Words  and  Miisir  of  thi«  Soiii;  will  t)e  pent  to  niiv  ad<lrof>i«.  pot-t-jmid,  on 

receipt  of  4i»(piit<>,  h\  II.  .1   Wehmun.  V.  (>.  I5()X  1«£1.  S'cw  York  City.     Send 

for  Culai')iiue  of  "ovir  3000  Popular  Kiii;licli  aud  Cierinau  Songs— Krce. 

What  will  not  most  people  do? 

All  for  money; 
Anyihiiiir.  'twi.\t  I  and  j'ou. 

All  for  money. 
Friend  will  turn  his  back  on  friend, 
Hauglity  people  have  to  b*!nd,  . 

Love  some  to  Old  Harry  sent, 

All  for  money. 

Cnonus. 

As  you  travel  on  through  life, 

"i  ou  will  find  it  ever  so; 
Nothing  like  the  ready  cash,  > 

For  money  makes  the  mare  to  go. 

Some  will  swear  that  blr.ck  is  white, 
i  All  for  money; 

Do  a  wrong  and  .say  it's  right. 

All  for  mr)ney. 
Moses  he  will  swear  to  you,  • 

His  old  clothes  are  gooa  as  new. 
Don't  he  make  them  tit  you,  too? 

All  for  money. — Chorus.' 


Pretty  girls  can  love  old  men,         .^      ' 

All  for  money; 
Even  wed  three-score  and  ten, 

All  for  money. 
'Tis  but  a  fool  who  ever  dreams 
That  everything  is  what  it  .seems; 
The  world  is  full  of  mocking  schemes, 

All  for  money. — Cfu/rus. 

Many  people  go  to  law. 

All  for  money; 
Dentists  nearly  break  your  jaw. 

All  for  money. 
Tradesmen  give  you  luijust  weight. 
Beggars  tea.se  eaflj' and  late, 
Garroters  kindly  on  you  wait 

All  for  money.  —Choi'us, 

Lawyers  plead  the  felon's  cause. 

All  for  money; 
Vows  he  has  not  broke  the  laws. 

All  for  money. 
Had  he  been  on  t'other  side. 
What  a  difference,  and  how  wide. 
To  make  him  guilty  he'd  have  tried, 

All  for  money. — Chorus. 

Don't  the  doctor's  physic  you? 

All  for  money; 
Give  black  draughts,  and  blue  pills,  too? 

All  for  money. 
What  their  patients  all  endure. 
Any  saint  would  try,  I'm  sure. 
They're  good  to  either  kill  or  cure, 

All  for  money. — Chorus. 

Chalk  and  water  milkmen  sell. 

All  for  money; 
Something  else  perhaps  as  well, 

All  for  money. 
Thus  I  will  conclude  my  .strain, 
With  a  sentence  short  and  plain, 
Evervthing  is  done  for  gain, 

All  for  money. — C/utrus. 


V 


One  Parting  Word,  Dear  Mother. 

Copyright,  l^tfrl,  by  \V.  R    Smith. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  tx*  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  o  f  JO  .ents,  l>y  H.  .1.  Wehnmn,  P.  (».  Biix  IftSJ.  New  York  City.     Send 

for  Catal<>t;uc  of  "over  :*)00  Popular  Knglish  and  (iernian  Songs— ^ Free. 

How  those  mirthful,  happy  hours,  and  joyous  scenes  of  life. 
Have  cheered  my  heart  of  sadn<-Ks  in  the  midiiii;ht  lionr  so  drear; 

With  tlie  prayer  kind  mother  tau::ht  nte,  to  shield  my  country's  strife. 
When  liHt'niiig  to  the  thunder  of  the  cannon  boomin<r  near. 

CUORl'9. 

One  parting  word,  dear  mother,  as  my  time  is  draw  ing  ni^h. 
Kiss  sisters  dear,  aiicl  broilierf.  with  my  partini;  word  good-bye. 

How  dreadful  is  the  moaning  of  the  wounded  left  to  die. 

While  there's  no  mother's  gentle  care  to  soothe  her  son  that  fell; 
And  the  visions  of  his  dreams,  as  on  the  fleld  he  lie, 

Of  death  aud  separation,  w  hen  he's  done  liis  duty  well.— CilOBUS. 

Oh.  mother,  thou'lt  be  lonely,  thy  future  days  be  drear. 
From  the  silence  of  the  dear  one  whom  thou  can'st  never  save; 

And  thy  little;  birds  of  music,  w  horn  no  sorrow  knew  or  fear. 
Will  change  their  notes  of  sweelness  like  the  ocean's  a-stless  wave— Cuonrs 

But  weep  not.  oh,  dear  mother,  for  the  loved  one  that  is  gone, 

For  his  sorrows  in  this  world  will  now  he  free  from  |>ain; 
I  fear  thy  heart  will  grieve,  thy  sighs  will  ne'er  be  ilone, 

While  thinking  of  the  absent  one  in  battle  has  bi-en  slain,    ihouis. 


? 


—All  of  the  Canadian  exiles  sjMirt  the  title  of  "  Dr.,"  but  they 
wear  it  after  their  names. — Boston  Ilernhl. 


— Instead  of  these  being  the  piping  times  of  i)eace,  they  are  the 
piecing  times  of  pipe — stove  pipe. — PittiAurgU  Chronicle.  I 
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If  I  Only  Were  a  Pretty  Little  Fly. 

Copyright.  1882,  by  Jas.  F.  Hey  &  Co.  >• 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tiii^  Song  will  be  fent  to  any  oddrvss,  post-paid,   on 

receipt  of  ■*»  cent*,  by  II.  J.  Wchnmii,  P.  O.  Box  ]8a3,  New  Yorlt  City.    Send 

for  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  Enj,'lii9h  and  Uennau  Songs— Free. 

Written  and  8uug  by  Gus  Williams.    .., 

While  sitting  at  my  ease  enjoying  much  the  breeze, 

At  my  window  the  other  afternoon, 
A  pretty  little  fly  I  saw  came  darting  by, 

He  buzzed  JUS  he  flew  into  the  room; 
He  aliglited  here  and  there,  devoid  of  ev'ry  care, 

As  round  about  he  went  with  utmost  speed; 
And  with  beautiful  repo.'<e  he  settled  on  my  nose, 

Which  I  thought  was  impudence,  indeed. 
So  between  you  and  me,  when  I  his  tricks  did  see, 

A  thought  struck  me  quickly  by  the  bye; 
To  wliat  places  I  could  go,  an(i  what  strange  things  I  would  know. 

If  I  only  were  a  pretty  little  fly. 

I'd  go  to  Coney  Isle  in  most  fashionable  style, 

And  the  boats  could  ne'er  sink  me  in  the  sea; 
If  trav'ling  by  the  train,  I  could  go  from  here  to  Spain,        ."  . 

No  accident  would  ever  trouble  me. 
I'd  go  among  the  boys  and  share  in  all  their  joys. 

And  at  the  "  Brighton  "  I  would  dine  each  day; 
Through  Central  Park  I'd  ride,  with  Jennie  by  ray  side,      ' 

And  listen  to  whatever  she  might  say. 
I'd  know  the  winning  horse,  and  bet  on  him,  of  course, 

And  for  a  drink  I  never  would  be  dr}'; 
Tho'  I  couldn't  dance  or  sing,  I'd  do  most  ev'rything. 

If  I  only  were  a  pretty  little  fly.  . 

In  the  politician's  way  I'd  wander  ev'ry  day, 

And  know  just  how  they  run  that  great  machine, 
To  each  alderman  Id  say:  They  ought  to  raise  your  pay, 

'Tis  the  hardest  working  office  ever  seen. 
In  l)<)b-tail  cars  I'd  ride,  no  fare  I  would  provide, 

"rill  they  came  and  took  the  money  in  their  hand; 
Id  do  just  as  I  please,  and  the  girls  how  I  would  tea.se. 

While  strolling  through  the  moonlight  on  the  sand. 
I'd  wake  up  ev'ry  day,  with  a  head  so  clear  and  gay,  ,      . 

To  play  me  for  an"  angel "  none  would  try; 
With  a  smile  for  ev'rj-  one,  all  trouble  I  would  shun,  ■ 

If  I  only  were  a  pretty  little  lly. 


ASSASSINATION  OF  ELLSWORTH 

At  Alexandria,  Va.,  May  84th,  1861. 

Tune—"  California  Brothers."' 


Now,  friends,  I  beg  you  listen,  a  sad  story  I  will  tell. 

Of  a  brave  and  gallant  ofticer  who  in  his  country's  service  fell; 

He  died  at  Alexandria,  shot  by  a  rebel's  hand, 

After  raising  up  the  banner  of  his  own  dear  native  land. 

Give  your  attention,  friends,  to  what  I  am  going  to  say,    . , 
Oh,  listen  to  me,  kind  friends,  only  a  little  while  I  pray; 
And  111  tell  of  a  commander  beloved  by  all  his  braves, 
I  mean  the  gallant  F.Usworth  of  the  New^  York  Fire  Zotiaves. 

He  was  sent  by  General  Scott  to  disperse  a  rebel  band. 
Who  at  the  town  of  Alexandria  had  Uiken  up  their  stand; 
As  they  landed  from  the  steamboat  the  sentries  ran  away. 
While  our  brave  and  gallant  fire  boys  rushed  nobly  to  the  fray. 

As  he  was  marching  up  the  streets  an  object  caught  his  eye, 
'Twas  the  flag  of  Seces.sion,  that  with  the  breeze  was  seen  to  fly; 
He  rushed  up  and  tore  it  down,  and  tramped  it  under  liis  feet. 
But  while  returning  to  his  own  brave  boys,  a  traitor  he  did  meet. 

Who  quicklj'  raised  his  rifle  up,  (may  a  curse  fall  on  his  name,) 
Intending  to  shoot  the  tirst  zouave,  but  the  rebel  missed  his  ainj; 
When,  with  a  frown,  he  rallied,  and  sent  his  messenger  of  lead 
Right  through  the  heart  of  Ellsworth,  who  with  a  sigh  fell  dead. 

Then  the  fearless  private  Brownell,  when  he  saw  his  leader  fall. 
He  rushed  up  to  the  traitor  and  through  his  brain  he  sent  a  ball; 
Then  with  his  bayonet  bright  he  nm  him  through  and  through. 
And  vowed  that  was  the  way  he'd  serve  the  whole  Secession  crew. 

Then  a  curse  be  on  the  traitor's  name,  and  on  the  bullet,  too, 
That  killed  the  gallant  Colonel,  who  was  so  brave  and  true; 
For  a  nobler  heart  ne'er  beat  beneath  the  breast  of  any  man. 
Nor  a  truer  soldier  never  fell  in  defence  of  Uncle  Sam. 


THE   PATROL   WAGON.    ^' 

Dedicated  to  the  Philadelphia  Police  Force.  ), 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  lio.t  1823,  New  York  City,  f 

«ud  ivceive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Cataloirue  of  over  8000  '> 

Popular  Enj^lieh  and  German  Songs— Free.  I 

Tunc— "  Climbing:  Up  the  Golden  Stairs." 

I  will  tell  you  of  a  new  invention, 
That  attracts  much  attention. 
Riding  in  the  patrol  wagon; 
If  they  think  you've  got  no  money, 
They  treat  you  awful  funny, 
:      '  While  riding  in  the  patrol  wagon. 

CnOKL'9. 

Then  hear  the  gong  striking, 
'Tis  warning  for  you  all; 
■    Oh,  hear  those  men  singing. 

While  riding  in  the  patrol  wagon. 

At  the  Central  Police  Station 
'        .  .  •.   It  causes  quite  a  sen.sation, 
.     ■"  Riding  in  the  patrol  wagon; 

It  will  make  you  open  your  eyes. 
And  even  look  with  surprise,' 

Riding  in  the  patrol  wagon. — Cliorut. 

The  wagon  is  very  quick, 
■- ,■    It  arri%'es  (}uite  oil  the  tick, 
■i        Riding  in  the  patrol  wagon; 
Not  long  after  you  hear  the  bell. 
They'll  throw  you  in  a  cell, 
:;.  Riding  in  the  patrol  wagon. — Cuoru*. 

Some  of  Philadelphia's  bicgest  men 
Have  rode  in  it,  all  the  sanie. 

Riding  in  the  patrol  wagon;  ,  '^ 

■    They  can  hardly  realize 
'  That  they've  been  criticized. 

While  riding  in  the  patrol  wagon. — Chorut. 

If  you  want  to  know  the  way. 
Just  get  drmik  in  Philadelphia, 
'  .    '  Rifling  in  the  patrol  wagon; 

You'll  be  sorry  for  that  time, 
When  you  come  to  i)ay  your  line, 
For  riding  in  the  patrol  wagon. — Chorut. 


What  a  Friend  We  Have  in  Jesus. 

Tlie  Words  and  Mupic  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  any  addr-ss.  post-paid,  od 

riHtipl  of  40  ceiup.  by  II.  J.  Wehmiiii.   V.  O.  Box  1S2:1.  New  York  t'itv.     Send 

for  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  Kuglish  and  Ciermau  Souips— Free. 

What  a  friend  we  have  in  Jesus, 
■  All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear; 

What  a  privilege  to  carry 
'  Everything  to  GtkI  in  prayer. 

Oh,  what  peace  we  often  forfeit. 

Oh,  what  needless  pain  we  bear,  > 

AU  because  we  do  not  carry 
Everything  to  God  in  prayer. 

Have  wc  trials  and  temptations? 
■  ".  Is  there  trouble  anywhere?  ' 

We  should  never  be  discouraged. 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful. 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness, 
.:    Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  jjrayer. 

Are  we  weak  and  heavy  laden,         - 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care? 
■■   V  Precious  Saviour,  still  our  refuge. 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer;  " 

In  His  arms  He'll  take  and  shield  thee, 

Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 


— The  small  boy  who  hangs  'round  the  parlor  and  makes  faces 
at  his  sister's  beau  should  be  punished  for  contempt  of  court. 
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The  Gal  with  a  Rogueish  Eye. 

The  Words  ;iiul  Music  of  tliio  Son:^  will  lio  sent  to  any  ailil  c-k*.  j>o8t-p«i<l,  on 

receii)l  of  JO  ceum,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  I'.  ().  Box  Itta,  New  York  City.    Seud 

for  C'atalot;ue  of  over  3000  Popiilur  Eiij^iidh  uud  GurmtiQ  i>oui{H-  Free. 


Oh,  I  think  it  very  plcii-sant 

To  promenade  the  street, 
Anil  gaze  upon  the  fashions 

Of  each  pretty  sirl  you  meet. 
Theyve  sucli  Hule  liats  and  bt)uncts. 

And  boots,  (cost  nine  or  ten,) 
Which  makes  them  altogether 

More  expensive  than  the  men. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  dear,  it  makes  me  feel  so  shy, 
Whene'er  I  meet  upon  the  street 

The  gal  with  a  rogueish  eye. 

Oh,  dear,  it  makes  me  feel  so  shy. 
Whene'er  I  meet  upon  the  street 
.  The  gal  with  a  rogueish  eye. 

Among  the  smiling  fac«s, 

There's  one  above  the  rest. 
Who  dresses  with  the  greatest  care, 

And  of  the  very  best. 
She  don't  apj^ear  to  mind  mc 

Whene'er  she's  psissing  by, 
But  drops  lur  veil  clear  o'er  her  face. 

To  hide  her  rogueish  eye. — Chorus. 

I  went  home  for  consolation 

To  ma,  the  other  day. 
And  told  her  all  al)out  mj-  love 

With  this  sweet  maiden  gay. 
"  Good  gracious,  bless  the  darling  boy!" 

These  words  my  mother  said, 
"  Why  don't  you  dress  up  in  your  best 

And  go  and  spark  the  maid?" — C'/iorua. 

I  mustered  all  my  courage  up, 

And  (ailed  one  afternoon. 
And  met  her  father  face  to  face. 

He  kicked  me  from  the  room. 
He  lifted  me  so  neatly 

Clear  out  into  the  street. 
And  laniied  me  uix)n  my  head. 

Instead  of  upon  my  feet. — Chorut. 

I  regained  my  scattered  senses, 

And  began  to  look  about. 
When  I  heard  a  voice  of  sweetness  sing, 

"  Does  mother  know  you're  out?  " 
I  turnexl  tlie  corner  in  a  rage, 

'Midst  laugliter,  yell  and  din. 
Determined  then  to  drown  myself. 

But  found  I  couldn't  swim. — Vltorun. 


THE   ORPHAN  BOY'S  LAMENT. 


Seuil  your  iiaiue  ami  ii(l(lre^.-»  to  IT.  J.  Wi-hman,  P.  O.  Box  1S23.  New  York  City. 

aud  recfivc  by  n-iiini  mnil  a  cotnplfte  Catalogue  of  over  3000 

I'opular  Kii;.'iisli  and  (iernian  Songs— Free. 


They  tell  me  that  my  mother's  lying 
In  the  eliurchyard  far  away. 

And  she  knows  that  I  am  weeping. 
Weeping  all  the  livelong  day. 
Weeping  itll  the  livelong  day. 
Weeping  all  the  livelong  day; 

And  she  knows  that  I  am  weeping. 
Weeping  all  the  livelong  day. 

Hark!  I  think  I  hear  her  calling, 
And  her  grave  1  long  to  find, 

But  there  is  no  one  here  to  lead  mc. 
And  the  orphan  boy  m  blind. 
And  the  orphan  boy  is  blind. 
And  the  orphan  l>oy  is  blind; 

And  there  is  no  one  here  to  lead  me. 
And  the  orphan  boy  is  blind. 


They  tell  me  that  my  father's  lying 
In  the  graveyard  by  her  side; 

He  has  left  me  iu  this  wide  world 
Without  an  earthly  friend  or  guide. 
Without  an  eartlily  friend  or  guide, 
Without  an  earthly  friend  or  guide; 

He  has  left  me  in  this  wide  world 
Without  au  earthly  friend  or  guide. 

Now  the  orphan  l)oy  is  lying 
Where  he  often  wished  to  be; 

Angels  bore  his  soul  to  heaven, 
And  the  orjjhan  boy  is  free. 
And  the  orj)han  l)oy  is  free. 
And  the  orjihan  Ikjj'  is  free; 

Angels  l)ore  his  soul  to  heaven. 
And  the  orphan  boy  is  free. 


^- 


I  Wonld  Like  to  Do  It,  Bnt  Can't. 

Tunc—"  They  Can't  Do  It,  Y'on  Know." 

Send  your  name  and  addre^'s  to  II.  .T.  Wthinan,  P.  O.  Box  IRS,  Now  York  City, 

and  receive  by  n-iiini  mail  u  toiiipleu-  Catalogue  of  over  3000 
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Come,  all  you  swells,  and  hear  what  I  say, 

I  would'like  to  do  it,  but  can't; 
About  tlie  strange  news  you  read  every  day, 

I  would  like  to  do  it,  but  can't. 
The  girls  are  commencing  to  cut  their  hair  short. 
You  know  they  woidd  like  to  appear  as  a  sjwrt; 
If  I  had  my  say,  they  would  soon  appear  iu  court, 

1  Avould  like  to  do  jt,  but  can't. 

Cnouus. 
I  would  like  to  do  it,  but  can't, 
I  would  like  to  do  it,  but  can't; 
So  don't  ]jive  me  away, 
I  will  be  in  iail  sonrj  day, 
I  would  like  to  get  there,  but  can't 

The  girls  and  the  boys,  when  they  wtuit  to  elope, 

I  would  like  to  do  it,  but  cant; 
They'll  t  .I.cj  the  boat  and  to  Camden  elojw, 

I  would  like  to  do  it,  but  can't. 
I  tell  you  it  \z  getting  to  be  quite  inunensc. 
When  you  cross  the  river  for  only  three  cents, 
And  come  home  married  witiiout  licen.se, 

I  would  like  to  do  it,  but  cant. — Chorus. 

When  married,  goes  arid  gets  boiling  tight, 

I  would  like  to  do  it,  but  can't; 
He  w  ill  then  go  home  and  rai.sc  a  big  light, 

I  would  like  to  do  it,  btit  can't. 
He  will  pick  up  a  stove,  hit  his  wife  in  the  jaw, 
If  she  says  much  he  will  clean  uj)  the  floor. 
And  do  a  .song  and  dance  on  his  mother-in-law, 

I  would  like  to  do  it,  but  can't. — Chorus. 

There  arc  the  men  who  arc  now  eating  glas.s, 

I  woulti  like  to  do  it,  but  can't; 
I  wotdd  soon  cut  my  throat,  up  tlie  spout  I'd  pass, 

I  would  like  to  do  it,  but  can't. 
They  say  that  this  man  by  the  name  of  Hill  Jones, 
Eats  loads  of  glass,  as  if  they  were  chicken  bones, 
But  show  me  the  man  that  eat  cobble  stones, 

I  would  like  to  do  it,  but  can't. — Choru». 

My  .song  is  now  ende<l  and  I'll  sing  no  more,    . 

I  woidd  like  to  do  it,  but  can't; 
Vou  might  get  angry  and  fire  me  through  the  door, 

You  would  like  to  do  it,  but  can't. 
The  la.st  time  I  sung  I  got  loads  of  bouquets. 
The  judge  knew  me  well,  gave  me  ninety  days, 
You  know  yourself  that  will  never  pay, 

I  would  like  to  do  it,  but  can't. — Cfurrus. 


I 


\ 


I 


—Why  is  a  fat  man  like  water? 
hill. — Burlington  Free  Preas. 


Because  neither  can  run  up 


— "  What  is  a  lake?"  asked  the  teacher.  A  bright  little  Irish 
boy  raised  his  hand.  "  Well,  Mikey,  what  is  it? "  "  Share  it's  a 
hole  in  the  kittle,  mum." 


■■^ses'r.  ■'rwKr*i.-.-j<nj.i«w»»'  rV-'r«' 
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BELLE   OF  BALTIMORE. 
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I've  been  through  Carolina,  '  ., 

I've  been  to  Tennessee; 
I've  trabelled  Mi.ssissippi, 

For  ma.ssa  set  me  free. 
. :     I've  kissed  do  lovely  Creole 

On  Louisiana  shore; 
But  I  never  found  a  gal  to  match 

De  blooming  Belle  of  Baltimore.: 

■'■■./,  ■.'-■-.   Chorus.    •  ■  ''  '■'■/, 

Oh,  boys,  Belle's  a  beauty, 
Ej'es  so  bright  and  cheeks  so  sooty; 
No  gal,  I  ever  seen  before. 
So  sweet  as  Belle  of  Bal|.imore. 

My  Belle  is  tall  and  slender,' 

And  sings  so  very  cleitr; 
You'd  think  she  was  an  owlingale. 
If  once  her  voice  you'd  hear.        ■ 
'  I  walked  down  to  her  cabin 

And  I  rapped  ag'in  de  door;  . 
.     ■■     I  want  to  gib  my  dagatype 

To  my  sweet  Belle  of  Baltimore. — CJioriia. 

I  found  her  by  de  ribber, 

My  errand  I  did  tell; 
Says  she:  "  You  gay  deceiber, 

Y6ur  tricks  I  know  too  well; 
I  seen  you  kiss  another  gal 

De  werry  night  before." 
"Wid  dat  she  turned  upon  her  heel. 

And  off  went  Belle  of  Baltimore. — Cfioru$,    . 

I  wrote  my  lub  a  letter. 

And  scented  it  so  sweet ; 
De  musk,  dc  clobes,  de  i)eppermlnt, 

Stuck  out  about  a  feet. 
But  all  my  trouble  was  no  use,  "^ 

I  neber  seen  her  more; 
For  I  squash 'd  de  tender 'fections  of  ,' 

My  blooming  Belle  of  Baltimore. — Ch&ru8.    /' 


I'M    A    BUM.      ^ 


Tunc—"  I'm  a  Dude.' 
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I'm  one  of  those  fellows  who  work  a  lunch  route, 

And  live  on  my  nerves  and  ray  gaul; 
My  nose  it  is  retl,  on  sponge  cake  I'm  fed, 

I'm  dying  for  a  whiskev  ball. 
About  seven  years  ago  I  (lid  a  day's  work, 

And  I  never  recovered  from  it  yet; 
So  I  swore  off  on  labor,  and  to  tramps  I'm  in  favor, 

I  can  drink  beer  without  the  aid  of  a  net. 

---.;■■■.■"■':;:/..:,;       Cuouus.  ■;  . 
I'm  a  hum,  full  of  rum, 

You  can  tell  by  nose  I  love  whiskey; 
See  my  hair,  cornbed  with  a  chair, 

And  to  wash  my  face  would  be  risky.       ■ 
Undershirt  fair,  no  socks  I  wear. 

And  cigar  butts  I  eat  for  fun; 
Wear  no  shoes,  full  of  booze, 

I'm  the  pet  of  the  ladies,  a  bum. 

"With  my  pants  ftill  of  patches,  and  dog  teeth  as  well, 

A  rim  of  a  hat  on  m^  head; 
Pair  of  leggins  for  ctms,  and  I  go  with  the  toughs, 

I'm  the  darling  young  bruiser 'tis  said.  .\- 

Put  me  in  a  brewery,  you  l)et  I'd  raise  fury, 

It  wouldn't  take  melong  to  knock  it  out; 
For  my  mouth's  like  a  tunnel,  I  drink  whiskey  with  a  funnel 

Pork  and  beans  will  give  me  the  gout. — Ghoi'Ui. 


'•■-■- f  UNDER  THE   DAISIES.  ^ 
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I've  been  just  Icamiiig  the  lesson  of  life. 

The  sad,  s:id  lesson  of  loving; 
And  all  its  jiowcrs  for  pleasure  or  pain, 

Been  slowly  and  sadly  proving. 
And  all  that's  left  of  the  bright,"bright  dream. 

With  its  thousand  and  briiliant  phases,  .     , 

Is  a  handful  of  dust  in  a  coffin  hid, 

A  coffin  under  the  daisies:  "  .' 

The  l)eautiful,  beautiful  daisies. 

The  snowy,  snowy  daisies. 

And  thus  forever,  throughout  this  wide  world. 

Is  love  a  .sorrow  proving; 
There  are  still  many  sorrowful  things  in  life, 

But  the  Siiddest  of  all  is  loving. 
The  life  of  some  is  worse  than  death. 

For  fate,  a  high  wall  oft  raises. 
And  far  better  than  life  with  two  hearts  estranged, 

Is  Ji  low  grave  starred  with  daisies; 

The  beautiful,  beautiful  daisies. 

The  snowy,  snowy  daisies. 

And  so 'tis  better  we  lived  as  we  did. 

The  Summer  of  Ipve  together; 
And  that  one  of  us  tired  and  lay  down  to  rest. 

Ere  the  coming  Wint'ry  weather. 
For  the  saddest  of  love,  is  love  grown  cold, 

And  'tis  one  of  its  surest  phases; 
So  I  bless  my  lot,  tho'  with  breaking  heart, 

For  that  grave  enstarred  witli  daisies;        *     . 

The  beautiful,  beautiful  daisies,  '  - 

The  snowj',  snowy  daisies. 


The  Day  I  Walked  Against  O'Leary. 

Tune— "Tlic  Day  1  Plaved  Base  Ball. 
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Mv  name  it  is  McGinty,  yes, 

1  live  on  ham  and  flour; 
With  O'Leary,  the  walker,  I  came  here, 

For  to  walk  a  mile  an  hour.  . 

About  half  past  twelve  o'clock  last  night. 
A  gang  gave  me  a  terrible  fright; 
They  woke  me  up  and  sot  me  tight. 

For  to  walk  against  O'Leary. 

They  took  me  to  a  great  big  field. 

And  with  alcohol  set  me  crazy; 
They  stripped  me  clothes  off  to  the  skin. 

And  it  made  me  feel  so  lazy. 
It  was  then  the  gang  commenced  to  talk. 
Saying:  Who  is  the  terrier  going  to  walk? 
And  they  said  they  would  hang  me  if  I'd  l)aulk, 

When  I  walked  against  O'Leary. 

The  first  mile  I  walked  ray  legs  were  weak,  ^ 

And  the  gang  commenced  to  holler: 
They  sprinkled  salt  upon  the  track. 

And  hit  me  with  an  iron  dollar. 
All  the  other  walkers  were  ahead. 
Eating  sponge  cake,  pie  and  bread; 
Oh,  heavens!  I  wish  that  I  was  dead, 

When  I  walked  against  O'Leary. 

I  walked,  until  I  catched  the  cramps, 

Around  and  around  the  track; 
All  the  ladies  threw  bouquets  at  me. 

There  was  a  corn  on  my  back.  > 

V.  The  judge  told  me  it  was  time  to  stop. 

As  around  tlie  track  like  a  chicken  I'd  flop; 
Yo\  the  want  of  a  wliiskey  I  thought  I'd  drop. 

The  day  I  walked  against  O'Leary. 


— A  little  girl  was  sitting  at  a  table  opposite  a  gentleman  with  a 

waxed  moustache.     After  gazing  at  him  several  moments  she  ex- 

I  claimed:  "  My  kitty  has  smellers  too! "  >:,,.  :''■;., 


— Mi-s.  Fourstars'  little  girl  was  there.  I  must  tell  you  one  of 
her  odd  little  sayings.  Her  father  has  a  small,  round,  bald  spot 
on  the  top  of  his  head,  and  kissing  him  at  bed-time,  .she  remarked: 
"  Stoop  down,  papsy,  dear.  I  want  to  kiss  the  place  where  the  lin- 
ing shows."    ;    ;.  ''  ^ 
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Now  there  is  a  pretty  fellow, 

Whom  I  meet  every  day; 
He  stands  upon  the  corner, 

But  never  seems  to  go  away. 
When  I  pass  bv,  he  hard  does  try 

To  mash  andl  ..t  ine  stare; 
Aud  if  I  look  some  other  way, 

Jde  always  s'louls,  uh,  there! 

CnoRUs. 

Ah,  'lerol  stay  there. 
Ah,  there'  stay  there, 

I  will  quickly  reply; 
Ah,  there!  stay  there, 
Ah,  there!  stay  there. 

As  I  um  passing  them  hy. 

Even  the  pretty  poli    man, 

As  he  walks  up  and  down  his  beat. 
He  always  tries  to  mash  me 

When" lie  chances  me  to  meet. 
As  he  walks  up  and  down. 

And  swings  his  club  with  care; 
And  when  I  chance  to  look  around, 

He  always  shouts,  ah,  tixevel—C horut. 

Now  the  gi-wcer  and  the  butcher. 

To  whom  I  go  mor,t  every  day; 
They  tell  me  'hat  they  love  me, 

But  I  bid  them  keep  away. 
The  Dutch  clerk  gives  me  taffy. 

With  his  blonde  and  curly  hair; 
Aid  when  he  chances  to  see  me. 

He  always  shouts,  uh,  there! — Chorus. 


I've  Wandered  by  the  Hut  Side. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrcMi.  |H)(<t-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cf-nis,  hy  11.  J   W'eiimaii,  P.  O.  Box  l«i3.  New  York  City.     Send 

for  Cauiogue  of  over  3000  Popular  English  aud  Uerman  Soaga— Free. 

I've  wandered  by  the  ''it  .side, 

Where  X  lly  u.sed  t-<  d^-  dl; 
And  sat  upon  the  a  at  we  made, 

My  aching  hearPdid  dwell. 
But  now  she's  gune  to  h;ii'pier  climes, 

Her  troubles  thoy  are  o't  r; 
This  darkey- "s  b  .irt  is  breaking  fast, 

For  darling  Nelly  Moore. 

CnoRUS. 

Then  good-bye,  good-bye.  Nelly,  dear. 

We  neer  shall  see  you  more; 
You're  gone  to  happier,  better  climes. 

Your  troubles  they  are  o'er. 

Oh.  she  Was  everything  to  me, 

We  love«l  eachother  well; 
And  all  the  darkie.s  in  the  place. 

Thought  all  the  world  of  Nell. 
I  can't  help  cry  to  think  she's  dead — 

Oh,  Nell,  why  have  you  gone. 
And  left  this  darkey  by  himself 

To  walk  about  alone'/ — CIu/ruH. 

I  almost  think  I  see  yon  now 

Away  up  in  the  .sky; 
If  we  be  gfKKl,  old  ma.ssa  says. 

We'll  go  there  when  we  die. 
8o  I'll  Ite  patient,  Nellv,  love, 

I'll  sec  you  bye-and-bye; 
And,  oh,  what  happy  times  we'll  have 

Away  up  in  the  .sky. — Cfioru*. 


FLORA     BELLE 
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Near  a  little  shaded  Streamlet, 

In  a  cool  and  mossy  dell, 
Lives  a  bright-eyed  little  fairy, 

And  we  call  her  Flora  Belle. 
'Round  our  home  she's  ever  singing, 

And  our  hearts  with  gladness  swell; 
Home  ne'er  had  so  sweet  a  flower, 

As  our  darling.  Flora  Belle. 

Cnours. 

Sweet  Flora  Belle,  dear  Flora  Belle, 
Golden-haired,  blue-eyed  Flora  Belle 
Sweet  Flora  Belle,  dear  Flora  Belle, 
Bright  as  any  fairy  was  our  sweet  Flora  Belle. 

Day  by  dav  she's  ever  singing. 

In  tiiat  little  mossy  dell. 
Ever  bringing  joy  and  sunshine 

To  our  home  is  Flora  Belle. 
When  the  shades  of  eve  are  falling 

On  our  home  we  love  so  well. 
May  no  care  or  sorrow  linger 

Is  ear  our  darling,  Fhjra  Belle. — Chorus. 


ALABAMA  AGAIN. 


— Inquisitive  partv  (to  IkmI  carrier) — '  And  do  you  go  up  that 
ladder  all  day  long?"  Pat—"  No,  siir,  half  ov  the  toime  Oi  cum 
down." — Jtulye.  .  \ 
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I  left  Alabama  a  long  way  behind  me. 

And  my  ole  inassa  and  woollj-head  B<m, 
They  are  almost  crazy  because  they  can't  find  me, 

And  I  must  go  'back  to  Alabama  again. 

Ben  was  my  true  love,  and  the  gals  all  kis.scd  him. 
So  I  got  jealous  and  left  him  soon  then; 

But  soon  after  that  my  affections  did  miss  him. 
Aud  I  must  go  baclc  to  Alabama  again. 

Oh.  kind  folks,  all  give  ear  to  my  ditty. 
If  ever  you're  placed  as  I've  l>een  and  am. 

Never  leave  your  ole  ma.ssa  and  sweet  little  Kitty, 
For  she  am  the  gal  that  says  she  loves  Sam. 

Oh.  dear  Alabama,  oh.  sweet  Alabama. 

I'm  sorry  that  ever  I  left  your  bright  ]ilains: 
And  if  ever  I  live  'till  the  sun  shines  to-morrow, 

I'm  going  to  go  back  to  Alabama  again. 

FrN.\l,K. 

Alabama  again,  Alabama  again. 

And  if  ever  1  liv    'till  the  sun  shines  to-morrow, 
I'm  going  to  go  back  to  Alabama  again. 


I  Would  Not  Die  in  Winter  Time. 
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receipt  of  40  cents,  by  II.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York  City.    Send 

for  Catalogue  uf  over  3000  Popular  Engli«h  aud  Germau  Songs— Free. 

I  would  m»t  die  in  Winter, 

Dark  Winter's  cheerless  hour, 
When  naught  is  glad,  aud  all  is  sad 

Beneath  its  icy  bower. 
Methinks  my  thoughtful  deathbed,  »» 

And  .sad  and  silent  tomb, 
Would  have  Spring's  light,  not  Winter's  night, 

I'd  not  add  gloom  to  gloom. 

But  let  me  die  in  Spring  time. 

Bright,  ever  joyous  Spring; 
Let  green  leaves  wave  around  my  grave. 

And  flowers  their  fragrance  bring. 
Let  gentle  zephyrs  waft  my  soul 

O'er  death's  uncertain  sea; 
And  when  birds  sing  on  flaunting  wing, 

Let  that  my  requiem  be.  .-     .      .,   ;    ' '-.  \^ 
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IT'S  ENaLISH,   YOU    KNOW,      i 
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What  queer  things  we  see,  and  what  queer  things  we  do, 
Tliat's  English,  you  know,  quite  English,  you  know; 

And  now  its  the  rage,  and  'tis  something  quite  new, 
It's  English,  quite  English,  you  know. 

We're  out  of  the  fashion,  unless  we're  agreed 

To  follow  wherever  they  lead;  - 

To  dress  just  as  they  do,  to  look  as  they  do. 
It's  English,  quite  English,  you  know.     . 

Chorus. 

It's  English,  you  know,  quite  English,  you  know. 
How  queer  are  the  people,  it's  English,  you  know; 

We  copy  their  ways,  we  pay  for  their  plays. 
It's  English,  quite  Englisla,  so  English,  you  know. 

They  sent  us  an  actor  to  show  us  the  way. 
That's  English,  you  know,  quite  English,  you  know; 

lie  showed  us  his  manner  of  playing  a  play. 
It's  English,  quite  English,  you  know. 

We  studied  his  walk,  and  copied  his  dress. 

We  puffed  him  well  up  in  the  press; 

Some  said  he  was  trash,  but  he  gobbled  our  cash. 
It's  English,  quite  English,  you  know.— CAonw. 

They  sent  us  a  boxer  from  over  the  sea, 
That's  Euglish,  you  know,  quite  English,  you  know; 

He  came  just  to  visit  this  land  of  the  free, 
It's  English,  quite  English,  you  know. 

He  played  the  drop  game  when  at  Madison  Square 

And  this  with  a  heart  free  of  care; 

lie  managed  to  join  on  with  hard  Yankee  coin. 
It's  English,  quite  English,  you  know.— C/kwh«. 


THE   LEADER   OF   THE   BAND. 


Copyright,  1886,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


RIDING-  ON  THE  CABLE  CARS. 

Tune — "Climbing  Up  the  (Jolden  Stairs." 
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-  Come  hurry  to  the  wicket. 

And  get  a  first  class  ticket,  • 

Riding  on  the  cable  cars; 
If  j'ou  want  to  cut  a  dash, 
Just  go  and  take  your  "  mash  " 
Riding  on  the  cable  cars. 

Chorus.  : 

Then  see  them  jump  the  gutter,  .      . 

And  go  and  tell  your  ma. 
That  it  IS  just  "  too  utter," 

Riding  on  the  cable  cars. 

The  heat  is  most  intense. 

To  stand  up  you  pay  five  cents. 

Riding  on  the  cable  cars; 
When  some  one  treads  on  your  corn, 
You  wish  you'd  ne'er  been  born. 

Riding  on  the  cable  cars. — Cfu?rm. 

[      You'll  meet  some  politician. 
On  a  vital  business  mission, 
Riding  on  the  cable  cars; 
He  carries  his  division, 
■;  And  he  swears  by  the  revision, 

.    Riding  on  the  cable  cars. — Chortct. 

A  dudish-looking  "masher,"'    , 
Is  leaning 'gainst  the  dasher, 

Riding  on  the  cable  cars; 
He  talks  about  bjise  ball, 
And  he  lives  upon  his  "  gaul," 

Riding  on  the  cable  cars. — Choru$. 

A  young  girl  and  her  "  ma.sh," 
V  Are  acting  very  rash, 

Riding  on  the  cable  cars; 
They're  indulging  in  flirtation, 
;  ;■  And  sometimes  in  osculation, 

\.; :  ,      ;      ,  Riding  on  the  cable  cars. — Chorus.     \.    ;. 
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I'm  the  leader  of  the  Twenty-Seventh  Colored  Dragoon  Baud. 
Just  cast  your  eyes  upon  us,  we're  the  linetit  in  the  land; 
When  I  strike  a  grand  })osition,  with  my  baton  in  my  hand. 

Oh,  the  ladies  nearly  die  with  admiration. 
Our  muf ic  it  is  wonderful,  you  ought  to  hear  us  play. 

The  way  we  shake  the  buildings  is  a  sin; 
When  we  play  a  big  bass  solo,  as  were  marcliiu;;  down  the  street, 

With  the  slide  trombone  a  grabbing  ground  for  wind. 

C'lIOKUS. 

I'm  the  leader  of  the  band,  aud  111  have  you  understand, 
\Mien  we  march  along  the  avenue,  1  tell  you  we  look  grand; 

While  the  music  plays  so  sweet,  and  the  drums  they  loudly  beat. 
Keep  your  eye  uiwu  the  leader  of  the  band.         ' 

I  dress  myself  so  tastefully— the  ladies,  as  we  pass,  .    ' 

Gaze  at  me  thro"  the  windows,  aud  with  admiration  ask: 
Who  is  that  dandy  colored  man?  such  style  I've  never  seen. 

Oh,  look.  Cecelia,  isn't  he  a  darliug* 
I'm  a  perfect  lady-killer,  all  their  darliug  little  hearts 

Go  pit-a-pat  whene'er  they  come  my  way ; 
I  salute  them  with  my  baton  as  I  closely  pass  them  l)y. 

Then  they  wave  their  little  hands  to  mc  aud  say  :—tnoRu». 

We  have  seven  slide  from  bones,  aud  a  fife  and  flageolet 

From  alto  horus,  a  tuba  and  a  yaller  clarionet; 

A  big  bass  drum  all  painted  with  red  letters  on  the  side. 

So  our  name  shines  out  in  view  of  ail  creation.  -.  /  ■ 

We  serenade  the  ladies  with  the  banjo  and  guitar,  • 

And  a  glee  club  singing  '•  Birdie.  Fly  with  Me!  " 
Then  we  warble  the  "Sweet  Violets"  and  "I'll  Await  My  Love," 

And  "My  Willie's  Coming  Home  from  O'er  the  Sea."— Chorcs. 


THE   TELEPHONE. 


Tune—"  Poor  Old  Dad.' 
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The  other  day  I  thought  I'd  take  a  ramble  thro'  (he  town. 
When  I  saw  some  advertisements  had  been  posted  up  and  down; 
It  told  of  an  experiment  they  were  going  to  try. 
Of  a  new  and  patent  telephone,  in  a  schoolroom  dose  by. 
It  told  that  many  messages  would  come  from  fat  and  wide. 
And  as  I  reached  the  school-room  door  I  gently  stei>ped  inside; 
Then  if  you  will  pay  attention,  I'll  tell  in  simple  tone. 
The  messages  that  came  to  me  along  the  telephone. 

The  first  thing  that  it  told  to  me,  it  thrilled  my  poor  heart's  blood. 
An  old  man  had  been  sent  to  jail  for  stealing  bits  of  wood; 
His  poor  old  wife  was  sick,  so  he  thought  it  was  no  harm 
To  take  the  sticks  a  fire  to  make,  to  cheer  and  keep  her  warm. 
Their  value  it  was  three  cents,  yet  that  old  man,  wan  and  pale, 
For  such  a  paltry  crime  as  this  was  sent  six  months  to  jail; 
And  the  cruel  judge  that  sent  hint  nmst  have  had  a  heart  of  stone. 
This  cruel  message  came  to  me  along  the  telei)hone. 

The  other  day  llirre  children  played  beside  the  riverside. 
When  two  of  them,  a  boy  and  girl,  of  ages  three  and  five. 
They  fell  into  the  water,  when  their  brolher,  brave  and  bold. 
He  plunged  into  tlie  river,  though  he  wjus  but  citrht  years  old. 
This  gallant  youlli  .saved  his  sister,  and  then,  alas:  did  try 
To  rescue  his  brother,  but  he  himself  did  die: 
For  exhausted  with  his  efforts  he  sank  just  like  a  stone, 
May  he  rest  in  peace  in  heaven,  said  the  wondrous  telephone. 

You've  often  heard  of  ragged  lads  who  are  starving  in  the  street. 

By  cruel  ix)lice  tliey  are  run  in  when  found  upon  their  beat; 

But  of  late  a  noble  jM>Heenian  he  has  done  a  noble  deed. 

He  saw  a  poor  boy  starving,  which  did  catise  his  heart  to  bleed. 

He  did  not  run  him  into  jail,  biU  gave  the  poor  lad  !)read, 

Then  took  him  home  and  placed  liim  in  a  cosy  little  lK.'d; 

And  now  that  little  orphan  is  tulopted  as  his  own. 

Let's  send  a  hearty  cheer  to  him  along  the  telephone.  '    ' 


—Why  are  E  and  I  the  happiest  of  the  vowels'/    Because  they 
are  in  happiness,  while  all  the  rest  are  in  purgatory,  . 
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If  I  Was  the  Man  in  the  Moon. 
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If  I  cotild  transform  inysflf,  what  I  would  do, 

I'd  be  the  man  iu  the  moon; 
What  curious  sights  every  night  1  could  see. 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon. 
I'd  .see  all  the  people  down  by  tlie  sea  shore, 
I'd  sec  all  the  fellows  and  girls  by  the  score. 
Do  their  kissing,  stiueezing.  and  lots  of  things  more. 

If  1  wus  lUe  man  iu  the  mouu. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  boys,  what  a  lark  it  would  be, 

Every  night  from  July  up  to  June; 
Your  mouths  would  water  at  what  I  should  see. 

If  I  was  the  man  iu  the  moon. 

I'd  peep  through  the  keyhole  and  look  up  the  stairs. 

If  I  was  the  man  iu  the  moon; 
I'd  watch  the  old  women  all  saying  their  prayers, 

If  I  wiu>  the  man  in  the  moon. 
Who  knows,  1  might  see  one  take  off  her  cork  leg. 
And  hang  up  her  tre.sses  of  golil  on  a  peg; 
And  discover  her  cranium  as  bald  as  an  egg, 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon. — t'Ju/rus. 

On  the  evening  of  Sunday  I'd  see  the  young  girls. 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon; 
In  their  sealskins  and  .satins,  feathers  and  cutis, 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon. 
Next  day  I  should  .see  them  make  short  morning  calls. 
To  liousl's  where  hang  out  three  big  golden  balls; 
With  l)undles  as  big  as  the  dome  of  St.  Paul's, 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon. — Chorus.. 


HEAVEN^ S  MY   HOME. 
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Though  the  world  may  ine  disown. 

Heaven's  my  home,  heaven's  m}-  home 
Though  the  world  may  me  disown. 

Heaven's  my  home. 
Though  the  world  may  me  di.sowu, 
And  I'm  little  and  unknown, 
•    I'm  an  heir  to  yonder  throne. 

Heaven's  my  home,  heaven's  my  home 
I'm  an  heir  to'yonder  tiirone, 

Heaven's  my  home. 

Though  dull  poverty's  my  lot. 

Heaven's  my  home,  heaven's  my  nomc; 
Though  dull  poverty's  my  lot. 

Heavens  my  home. 
Though  dull  jxjverty's  my  lot. 
And  the  fig  tree  blos-soms'  not, 
Yet  I'll  sing  the  .song  of  hojK', 

Heaven's  my  home,  heaven's  my  home; 
Yet  I'll  sing  the  song  of  hope, 

Heaven's  my  home. 

t  Though  temptations  mc  a.'isail, 

Heaven's  my  home,  heaven's  my  home; 
Though  temptations  me  assail, 

Heaven's  my  home. 
From  the  tempter  I  will  flee. 
And  my  soul  draw  nigh  to  thee, 
And  ril  sing  triumphantly, 

IKaven's  my  home,  licaveu's  my  home; 
And  111  sing  triumphantly, 

Heaven's  my  home. 

Oh,  that  every  one  could  say. 

Heaven's  my  home,  heaven's  my  liome; 
Oh.  that  every  one  could  say, 

Heaven's  my  home. 
Oh.  that  every  one  could  say,  — 

If  I  die  this  ver\-  day, 
I  should  ri.se  and  .soar  away. 

Heaven's  my  home,  heaven's  ray  home; 
I  should  rise  and  soar  away, 

Heaven's  my  home. 


A  Smart  Little  Bit  ov  a  Man. 
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Mv  name  is  McGinty,  ov  influence  I  have  plinty, 

With  the  gang  I'm  away  up  in  "  G; " 
Whenever  they  meet  me  they  always  do  treat  me. 

And  we  Often  go  out  on  a  spree. 
Though  a  iwlitician,  I  .seek  no  position, 

I'll  have  you  that  to  understand; 
As  I  pass  them  by,  you  can  hear  them  all  cry: 

He's  a  smart  little  bit  ov  a  man. 

Chorus. 

As  I  walk  through  the  street,  the  gang  I  do  meet. 

They  give  me  the  grip  of  the  hand; 
And  as  1  pass  by,  you  can  hear  them  all  cry 
little 


He's  a  smart 


bit  ov  a  man. 


I  wint  to  a  party  for  the  widow  McCarthy, 

'Twas  held  down  at  Hibernia  Hall; 
When  a  durty  big  calf,  whose  name's  Pendergast, 

He  wanted  to  give  me  a  fall. 
Says  I,  I'll  oblige  ye,  be  heavens,  I'll  try  ye, 

But  let  it  be  cateh-as-catch-can; 
And  on  his  back  sure  he  fell,  the  gang  all  did  yell: 

You're  a  smart  little  bit  ov  a  man. — Chorus. 

Since  I  left  the  old  sod  I  have  shouldered  the  hod, 

Up  the  ladder  I  always  wint  first; 
I  got  drtink  upon  Sunday,  but  worked  upon  Monday, 

And  devil  a  haporth  the  worst. 
When  my  day's  work  is  done,  it's  homeward  I  run 

In  my'Kilhog,  nij'  old  dinner  ran; 
As  I  pass  them  by,  the  neighbors  all  cry: 

You're  a  smart  little  bit  ov  a  man. — Chorut. 


The  Chicago  Police  Patrol. 
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Chicago's  a  place  where  most  every  race 

Can  be  seen  on  the  street  every  day; 
And  down  on  the  "  Levee  "  there's  always  a  Ixivy 

Of  ladies  luul  gents  most  too  gay. 
Their  conduct  will  border  oftimes  on  disorder, 

As  liome  in  the  morning  they  roll; 
And  before  I  am  through,  I'll  jiist  show  to  you 

How  they're  stopped  l)y  the  police  patrol. 

A  man's  brain  will  whirl  when  a  nice  little  girl 

Will  ask  him  to  pilot  her  home; 
Wheti  he  takes  a  few  drinks,  the  poor  sucker  thinks 

He'll  1)C  a  Roman  while  he  is  in  Home. 
She  soon  blows  him  in  for  all  of  his  tin, 

In  his  pocket  he  finds  a  big  hole; 
And  he  kicks  like  a  steer  when  the  collar  draws  near. 

And  loans  him  the  police  patrol. 

They  don't  tidce  your  fare,  for  that  they  don't  care. 

And  it's  real,  though  they  give  you  the  cell; 
And  the  very  same  day,  if  your  fine  you  don't  pay, 

They  lodge  you  outin  the  Bridewell. 
All  the  gambs'are  afraid  since  the  last  little  raid 

To  answer  the  call  of  the  roll; 
Ami  it's  twenty  to  ten,  that  .sometime  again 

They  will  ride  in  the  police  patrol. 

You  often  can  see  in  the  lowest  degree, 

A  man  stupid  drunk  on  the  street; 
Unable  to  stand,  in  the  gutter  he'll  land. 

With  his  head  lower  down  than  his  feet. 
The  police  C(m»es  along,  and  he  .sees  what  is  wrong. 

He  don't  have  to  club  the  poor  .soul; 
He  don't  smash  his  face,  but  saves  him  disgrace, 

By  calling  the  police  patrol. 


f- 


— A  new  comedy  is  called  ' '  The  Girl  with  a  Tin  Heart. "  Nearly 
all  the  girls  have  a  tin  heart  wlieu  a  young  man  comes  around 
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THE   OLD   RED   CRADLE. 
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Take  me  back  to  the  days  when  the  old  red  cradle  rocked, 

lu  the  sunshine  of  years  that  have  fled; 
To  the  good,  old,  trusty  days  when  the  door  was  never  locked, 

And  we  judged  our  neighbor's  truth  by  what  he  said. 
I  remember  of  my  years,  I  had  numbered  almost  seven, 

And  the  old  red  cradle  stood  against  the  wall; 
I  was  youngest  of  the  five,  and  two  were  gone  to  heaven. 

But  the  old  red  cradle  rocked  us  all. 

CUORUS. 

.  Kecking,  rocking,  gently  rocking. 

In  time  with  the  tick  of  the  clock  on  the  wall; 
One  by  one  the  eecouds  marking, 
The  old  red  cradle  rocked  us  all. 

By  its  side  father  paused,  with  a  little  time  to  spare.  .     - 

And  the  care  lines  would  soften  oa  his  brow; 
Ah!  'twas  but  a  little  while  that  I  knew  u  father's  care. 

But  I  fancy  in  my  dreams  I  see  him  now. 
And  if  e'er  there  came  a  day  when  my  cheeks  were  flushed  and  hot. 

When  I  did  not  mind  my  porridge  or  ray  play; 
I  would  clamber  up  its  side,  and  the  pain  would  be  forgot. 

When  the  old  red  cradle  rocked  away.— Chorus. 

Aye!  it  cradled  one  and  all,  brothers  and  hitters  in  it  lay. 

And  it  gave  me  the  sv.'eetest  rest  I've  known; 
But  to-night  the  tears  will  flow,  and  I  let  them  have  their  way, 

For  the  passing  years  are  leaving  me  alone. 
By  my  mother  it  was  rocked  when  the  evening  meal  was  laid. 

And  again  I  seem  to  eee  her  as  she  smiled; 
When  the  rest  were  all  in  bed,  'twas  then  she  knelt  and  prayed. 

By  the  old  red  cradle  and  her  child.— Chorus. 


THE   OREGON   GYPSY   GIRL. 


Send  yoor  name  and  address  to  II.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  18123,  New  York  CUy, 

and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000 

Popular  English  ^d  German  Songs— Free. 


My  father  was  the  king  of  the  gypsj'  true. 

My  motlier  died  and  left  me  some  traveling  for  to  do; 

^V  itli  my  pack  upon  my  back  my  friends  all  bid  me  well, 

I  went  traveling  off  to  London  some  fortunes  for  to  tell; 

Some  fortunes  for  to  tell,  some  fortunes  for  to  tell, 

I  wont  traveling  off  to  London  some  fortunes  for  to  tell. 

I  went  walking  through  fair  London,  -■ 

A  hiuidsome  stranger  1  chanced  to  meet 

With  ray  brown  eyes,  and  he  likes  my  looks  so  well; 

Said  he:  You,  the  Oregon  gypsy  girl,  will  you  niv  fortune  tell'/ 

Will  you  my  fortune  tell?  will  you  my  fortune  tell'? 

Said  lie:  You,  the  Oregon  gypsy  girl,  will  you  my  fortuue  tell? 

Yes,  kind  sir,  pray,  give  me  your  hands, 

You  luive  houses  and  ladies  at  your  command . 

You  have  servants  to  wait  and  open  every  door. 

And  for  the  kind  ladies  leave  them  aside; 

I  am  the  Oregon  gyp.sy  girl  that  is  to  be  your  bride,    . 

That  is  to  be  your  bride,  that  is  to  be  your  bride; 

I  am  the  Oregon  gypsy  girl  that  is  to  be  your  bride. 

He  took  me  to  his  home,  a  palace  high  and  pure. 
He  had  servants  to  wait  on  him  and  open  every  door; 

And  the  bells  they  ring  SO  merrily, 

As  through  the  streets  we  roam. 

She  was  once  the  Oregon  gypsy  girl,  ^^ 

But  now  a  squire's  bride; 

She  was  once  the  Oregon  gypsy  girl, 

But  now  a  squire's  bride. 


— "  ris,"  said  Pat,  "  Oi've  signed  two  pledges,  wan  to  the 
praste,  an'  wan  to  his  Honor."  "It's  a  foine  man  vez  are,  Pat," 
replied  Bridget,  "  an'  do  yez  think  ye'U  kape  thim?  "  Begorra, 
Oi'U  thry  an'  kape  wan  av  thim,  anyhow." 


THAT'S  THE   IDEA,   EXACTLY. 
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Now  take  a  young  girl  who  is  entering  her  tceu.s. 

That's  the  idea,  that's  the  idea; 
She's  anxious  to  marry  a  man  of  some  means, 

That's  the  idea,  exactly. 
She'll  smile  and  she'll  smirk,  and  quite  modest  she'll  act, 
;      In  doing  so  thinks  she  is  showing  good  tact. 
But  she  always  gets  left  in  the  end,  that's  a  fact — 
Spoken— Grasp  the  idea? 

Grasp  the  idea?  that's  the  idea,  exactly. 

The  dudes  of  to-day  are  quite  English,  you  know. 

That's  the  idea,  that's  the  idea; 
They  think  that  America's  deucidh- slow. 

That's  the  idea,  exactly'. 
They  think  our  American  actors  are  bad, 
They  think  that  our  ladies  are  boori.sh,  by  gad. 
But  to  stay  in  the  land  of  the  free  they  are  glad — 

Grasp  the  idea?  that's  the  idea,  exactly. 

We  trust  in  the  stronghold  of  bunks  everj'  day. 

That's  the  idea,  that's  the  idea; 
To  our  good,  pious  cashier  our  money  we  pay,    - 

That's  the  idea,  exactly. 
But  when  we  awake  on  some  beautiful  morn. 
With  a  way  that  is  sad  and  a  feeling  forlorn. 
We  find  that  to  Canada  our  cashier  has  gf)ne — 

Grasp  the  idea?  that's  the  idea,  exactly. 

Jay  Gould,  with  his  millions  at  his  command, 

That's  the  idea,  that's  the  idea; 
.     With  Vanderbilt's  help  would  rule  the  whole  land. 

That's  the  idea,  exactly. 
Let  workingmen  rally  and  take  a  bold  stand. 
And  capital  and  labor  go  forth  hand  in  hand; 
You'll  then  find  pro.sperity  throughout  the  whole  land — 

Grasp  the  idea?  that's  the  idea,  exactly. 

Of  the  Salvation  Army  we've  had  euougli  now, 

That's  the  idea,  that's  the  idea; 
They'd  own  the  whole  world  if  the  law  woidd  allow, 

That's  the  idea,  exactly'. 
Their  ways  are  ridiculous,  it  must  be  confessed. 
Now  I  leave  it  to  you  if  it  wouldn't  he  \xtst. 
To  exterminate and  all  of  the  rest? 

Grasp  the  idea?  that's  the  idea,  exactly. 

Young  man,  a  few  items  I'd  like  to  impart. 

That's  the  idea,  that's  the  idea: 
'Twould  be  well  to  observe  them  and  take  them  to  heart. 

That's  the  idea,  exactly. 
When  your  sweetheart  and  you  on  a  sofa  do  .sit, 
And  when  you  hitch  closer  she  don't  hitch  a  l>it. 
That's  a  vary  bad  sign,  and  you  may  as  well  git — 

Grasp  the  idea?  that's  the  idea,  exactly. 

You  take  your  best  girl  to  a  party  or  ball, 

That's  the  idea,  that's  the  idea; 
When  supper  time  comes  she's  not  hungry  at  all, 
That's  the  idea,  exactly. 
■     The  bread,  ham  or  biscuit,  .she  hardly  will  touch. 

But  when  ice  cream  is  brought  on  her  si>oon  she  will  take; 
,-  Eight  forty -cent  plates  full  don't  worry  her  much — 
Grasp  the  idea?  that's  the  idea,  exactly. 

When  married,  how  quickly  the  honeymoon  goes, 

That's  the  idea,  that's  the  idea; 
And  you  come  home  some  night  with  no  power  in  your  toes. 

That's  the  idea,  exactly. 
,    You  say:  My  sweet  tootsy,  I'm  very  near  dead, 
Two  gla."5ses  of  buttermilk's  gone  to  mj'  head. 
With  a  broomstick  how  quickly  .she  puts  you  to  l)ed — 

Grasp  the  idea?  that's  the  idea,  exactly. 

And  as  on  life's  journe}'  we  hasten  along. 

That's  the  idea,  that's  the  idea; 
And  we  meet  some  jwor  fellow  who's  down  in  the  world. 

That's  the  idea,  exactly. 
In  the  sea  of  misfortune  he  hardly  can  stand. 
Don't  turn  j'our  back  on  him,  but  give  him  your  hand, 
And  firmly 'stand  by  'till  he's  safely  on  land — 

Grap  the  idea?  that's  the  idea,  exactly. 
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OUR  FLAG  IS  THERE. 

Th«  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  iruta,  by  U.  J.  Wthumii.  P.  O.  Hox  ISil.  New  Yorlt  City.    S«nd 

for  Cuiul»>;ue  of  over  3000  I'upular  Euglliih  and  Uvrauui  Songs— Fre«. 

Our  flag  is  there!  our  flag  is  there  I 

We'll  Imil  it  with  three  loud  huzzas; 
Our  flai;  is  there!  our  fla^  is  there! 

Behold  the  glorious  stnpcs  imd  stars. 
Stout  hearts  have  fought  for  that  bright  flag, 

Stroug  hauds  sustained  it  uiast-heau  hi^fh; 
Antl,  oh,  to  see  how  proud  it  waves, 

Brings  tears  of  joy  to  every  eye. 
Our  flag  is  there!  our  flag  is  there! 

Well  huil  it  with  three  loud  huzzas; 
Oar  flag  is  there!  our  flag  is  there! 

Behold  the  glorious  stripes  and  stars. 

That  flag  has  stood  the  battle's  roar. 

With  foenu'U  stout,  with  foeuieu  brave; 
Strong  hiuids  have  sought  that  flag  to  lower, 

And  found  a  speedy,  watery  grave. 
That  flag  is  known  on  every  shore, 

The  standard  of  a  gill lant  band; 
Alike  sustained  iu  peace  or  war, 

It  lioats  oer  freedom's  happy  land. 
Our  flag  is  there!  our  flag  is  there! 

We'll  hail  it  with  three  loud  huzzas; 
Our  flag  is  tiiere!  our  flag  is  there! 

Behold  the  glorious  stripes  and  stars. 
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McaONIGLKS   gAME   DOO. 

Itt'citud  by  .Johnny  Tlionipsou. 

Now  keep  as  quiet  a.s  you  can, 
And  I'll  tell  you  of  a  sporting  man 
That  lived  in  New  York  some  time  since; 
He'd  a  fighting  dog  by  the  name  Prince, 
As  tine  a  dog  that  ever  was  made. 
Of  him  all  otiier  dogs  were  afraid, 
lle'd  never  bark,  but  always  bite. 
And  you  couldn't  find  his  match  to  fight, 
MeGroniglu's  game  dog. 

He'd  chase  a  rat  from  East  to  West, 
His  running  capacity  to  test, 
Mnny's  tiie  i)attle  he  fought,  says  j-ou. 
Ay!  ami  inaiiy's  the  liattle  he  won,  too; 
If  a  thousand  tinu-^  that  dog  was  bit 
Ho  was  never  known  to  leave  the  pit. 
He  (1  drink  his  ale  and  lager  beer, 
Then  for  the  free  lunch  he  could  never  stecp- 
McGouigle's  game  dog. 

Now  McGinty  had  a  fine  bull  pup. 
Out  in  Weehawlcen  he  won  a  cup. 
One  night  McGinty  bet  a  bot 
His  pup  could  battle  McGonigle's  dog; 
As  McGonigle  heard  the  challenge  made. 
He  walked  right  up,  his  money  paid; 
Then  McGinty  got  his  pup  to  weight. 
But  the  devil  knows  he  could  never  bate 
McGonigle's  game  dog. 

'Twas  on  the  fourteenth  day  of  May, 
.McGinty  was  after  getting  two  weeks'  pay, 
All  the  workingnK-n  iu  the  gas-house  quit, 
For  to  take  a  trip  down  to  the  Gowau  pit; 
That  everything  miglit  be  fair,  you  see, 
They  ma<le  foreman  .McGarety  reft.-ree. 
And  when  the  referee  called  time, 
The  betting  was  a  dollar  ai^aiu-st  a  dime, 
On  McGouigle's  game  dog. 

McGonigle's  dog  then  gave  a  spring 
Over  the  fence  into  tlie  ring; 
MfGinty's  jmp  walked  proudly  in, 
But  devil  a  chance  he  had  to  win. 
They  met  each  other  face  to  face. 
Then  walked  arotmd  the  ring  a  pace; 
I  thotight  the  pup  would  surely  choke. 
When  the  dog  caught  him  by  the  throat, 
McGonigle's  game  dog  was  dead. 


FAR  AWAY. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  o»  ] 
receipt  of  40  cents,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  F.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City,    tiend 
fur  C'at&loi;ue  of  over  aoOO  Popular  English  and  Uvnoau  Songs— Ftm. 

Where  is  now  the  merry  party  .^ 

I  remember  long  ago? 
Laughing  round  the  Christmas  fires. 

Brightened  by  its  ruddy  glow; 
Or  in  Summer's  balmy  evenings. 

In  the  fields  upon  the  hav? 
They  have  all  dispers'd  and  wander'd 

Far  away. 
They  have  all  dispers'd  and  wander'd 

Far  away,  far  away. 

Some  have  gone  to  lands  far  distant. 

And  with  strangers  made  their  Lome, 
Some  upon  the  world  of  waters 

All  their  lives  are  forced  to  roam; 
Some  are  gone  from  us  forever,  ,    '  - 

Longer  here  they  might  not  stay. 
They  have  reached  a  fairer  region. 

Far  away. 
They  have  reached  a  fairer  region, 

Far  away,  far  away. 

There  is  still  some  few  remaining 

Who  remind  us  of  the  past, 
But  the  change  as  all  things  here. 

Nothing  in  this  world  can  last. 
Years  roll  on  and  pass  forever, 

What  is  coming,  who  can  say? 
Ere  this  closes  many  may  be 

Far  away, 
Ere  this  closes  many  may  be 

Far  away,  far  away. 
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A  poor  old  man  of  seventy  and  his  wife  of  .sixty-two, 

One  night  in  Winter,  w'hen  the  snow  fell  fast. 
They  were  making  for  the  workhouse,  for  they  were  too  old  to  toil 

Aiid  they  knew  their  .s]ian  of  life  was  closing  fast; 
He  loving  wonls  was  speaking  to  the  poor  old  weary  lass. 

When  his  eye  that  moment  rested  on  his  son. 
Who  then  tried  to  avoid  him  and  pass  on  the  other  side. 

But  the  old  man  spoke  these  words  ere  he  was  gone — 

Cuonus. 
You  have  quite  forgot  your  father,  now  he's  feeble,  poor  and  old, 

You  have  quite  forgot  your  poor  old  mother,  too; 
You  think  yourself  above  us,  now  you're  worth  a  lot  of  gold. 

But  you  never  know  what  time  may  bring  you  to. 

You  quite  forget  the  time,  my  lad,  wlien  you  were  so  dear  to  me. 

When  the  other  five  by  death  were  torn  away. 
And  we  freely  spent  our  wealth  on  you,  our  only  loving  son. 

To  make  you  what  you  are  in  the  world  to-day — 
We  pinched  and  .saved  for  you,  my  lad,  and  tended  thee  for  years; 

Just  then  the  old  man  bent  Iwneath  the  .strain, 
And  the  mother,  too,  with  bended  head,  was  shedding  bitter  tears. 

And,  iu  sobbing  tones,  these  words  were  heard  again— 

You  have  quite  forgot  your  father,  &c. 

The  son  had  listened  for  some  time,  then  he  answered  with  a  curse, 

I  cannot  keep  you.  I've  now  no  time  to  stay, 
I  liave  told  you  what  I  mean,  and  now  don't  bother  any  more; 

And  with  these  words  he  pa.s.sed  upon  his  way. 
The  man  and  wife  drew  closer,  and  both  taking  hand  in  hand. 

They  trudged  along,  with  head  and  heart  bowed  down, 
And  as  the  workhou.se  door  was  closed  upon  this  poor  old  aged  pair, 

I  seemed  to  hear  the  breeze  bring  back  the  sound — 

You  have  quite  forgot  your  father,  &c. 


— Pray  tell  us,  ladies,  if  you  can,  who  is  that  highly  favored 
man,  who,  though  he's  married  many  a  wife,  may  be  a  bachelor 
all  his  life?    A  clergyman. 
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We  Ought  to  be  Thankful  for  That. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City, 

and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000 

Popular  English  and  Germau  Songs— Free. 

An  old  colored  preacher,  while  warning  his  flock,       . 

Cried,  meekness  is  satan's  best  hope,  :    ,  . 

If  5-ou  want  to  be  saved  your  purse  must  unlock, 

And  then  a  collection  he  took;  ,  .  ^    . 

A  deacon  passed  faithfully  through  the  dark  crowd,        '    '      . 

But  all  he  brought  bact  was  the  hat; 
The  minister  took  it  and  said,  half  allowed,  s,-^     : 

Well,  we  ought  to  be  thankful  for  that.  '       .  : : 

I  went  to  the  races  one  day,  -       . 

With  a  party  that  was  boisterous  and  loud. 
They  coraineuced  to  play  poker,  seveu-up  and  faro. 

And  of  course  I  joined  in  with  the  crowd; 
They  won  all  my  clothing,  my  watch  and  my  chain. 

My  umbrella,  my  coat  and  my  hat — 
I  walked  home  in  a  barrel,  in  the  injuring  rain, 

And  of  course  was  thankful  for  that. 

The  ladies  are  possessed  of  a  very  strong  freak,        '• 

Tliat  threatens  to  peril  our  sex, 
To  dress  like  us  men  they  continually  seek,  .      .; 

And  all  of  our  garments  annex; 
They  have  taken  our  waistcoats, 

Our  shirts  and  cravats,  - 

But  up  to  this  moment  they  left  us  oiir  pants, 

And  we  ought  to  be  thankful  for  tiiat. 


LITTLE   MEG  AND   L 


B>-  Con.  T.  Murphy. 


You  ask  mc,  mates,  to  .spin  a  yarn  ., 

Before  I  go  below;  - 

Well,  as  the  night  is  calm  and  bright, 

And  no  chance  for  a  blow, 
111  tell  you  one. 

The  story's  true  as  ever  j'et  was  told. 
For,  mates,  I  wouldn't  lie  about  the  dead—       . : 

No!     Not  for  gold. 
The  story  is  of  a  la.ss  and  lad 

Who  loved  in  days  gone  by; 
The  maiden  was  Meg  Anderson, 

The  lad,  messmates,  was  I. 

A  neater,  trimmer  craft  than  Meg 

Was  very  hard  to  find; 
Wliy,  she  could  climb  the  steepest  hill. 

Make  five  knots  against  the  wind; 
And  as  for  larning,  why  hidks  and  .spars! 

I've  often  heard.it  said. 
That  she  could  give  the  scholars  points. 

And  then  come  out  ahead. 
And  the  old  schoolmaster  used  to  say, 

And,  mates,  it  made  me  cry. 
Not  that  the  smartest  there  was  little  Meg,  '    - 

But  that  the  greatest  dunce  was  I. 

Btit  what  cared  I  for  larning 

When  Meg  was  by  my  side;  ,      ' 

For  although  a  lad.'l  loVcd  her,  mates, 

And  for  her  would  have  died; 
And  she  loved  me,  too,  the  little  la.*.*,       ... 

And  often  have  I  smiled 
When  she'd  say  she'd  be  my  little  wife. 

'Twas  the  prattle  of  the  child. 
For  there  lay  a  gulf  Iwtween  us,  mate.<«, 

With  the  waters  running  high; 
On  one  side  stood  Meg  Anderson, 

On  the  other  side  stood  I. 

Meg's  fortune  was  twelve  ships  at  sea.  . ' 

And  houses  on  the  land; 
My  fortime! — why,  mates,  you  might  haTe  lield 

My  fortune  in  your  hand. 
Meg's  father  owned  a  vast  domain 

For  miles  along  the  shore;  .     y  . 

My  father  owned  a  fishing  smack 

A  hut,  and  nothing  more. 
I  knew  I  never  coidd  win  Meg, 

No  matter  how  I'd  try. 
For  on  a  couch  of  down  lay  she, 

On  a  bed  of  straw  lay  I.  v    ^ 


But  I  never  thought  of  leaving  Meg, 

Or  Meg  of  leaving  me; 
For  we  were  young,  and  little  dreamt 

That  I  shoidd  go  to  sea. 
Till,  one  bright  day,  my  father  said, 

"  There's  a  whale-ship  in  the  bay; 
I  want  you.  Bill,  to  make  a  cruise — 

You  go  on  board  to-day." 
Well,  in  two  weeks' time  .         .• 

I  had  bid  them  all  good-bye. 
As  on  the  dock  stood  little  5leg, 

And  on  the  deck  stood  I. 

Before  sailing  we  always  met 

When  e'er  I  went  on  shore, 
And  Meg  would  say,  "  Bill,  when  you're  far  away 

I'll  love  you  more  and  more; 
And  I'll  be  true  to  you 

Through  all  the  coming  years; " 
And  as  she  spoke  I  saw  Iter  eyes 

Were  filled  with  pearly  tears; 
And  so  I  whispered  words  of  hope, 

And  kis.sed  her  eyelids  dry. 
Her  last  words  were,  "  God  bless  you.  Bill! '" 

So  parted  Meg  and  I. 

Well,  we  sailed  for  many  years. 

Till  one  bright  Summer's  day 
Our  good  ship,  the  "  Nimrod," 

Cast  anchor  in  the  bay. 
Mv  heart  beat  high  within  me,  mates, 

^0  see  her  home  once  more; 
And  hundreds  stood  upon  the  pier,  " 

To  welcome  us  on  shore. 
But  my  heart  sank  down  within  me,  mates. 

As  I  gazed  with  anxious  eye: 
No  little  Meg  stood  on  the  dock, 

As  on  the  deck  stood  I. 

Oh!  mates,  it  almost  broke  m}'  heart 

When  I  went  on  shore  that  day, 
And  learned  that  little  Meg  had  wed 

While  I  was  far  away. 
They  told  me,  too,  they'd  forced  her  to  it. 

And  wrecked  her  fair  young  life. 
Just  think,  messmates,  a  child  in  years, 

To  be  an  old  man's  wife. 
But  her  father  said  it  must  be  so, 

And  what  coidd  she  reply? 
Only  just  fifteen  was  little  Meg, 

Just  twenty -one  was  I. 

Well,  we  sailed  for  three  long  j'ears, 

Perhaps  it  may  be  four. 
One  bluster}'  night  Jack  Glenn  and  1  ' 

Were  rowing  towards  the  shore, 
When  right  ahead  of  us  we  saw  a  sight 

That  made  us  hold  our  breath; 
For  there  in  the  pale  moonlight 

Lay  a  woman  cold  in  death! 
I  raised  her  up;  Oh,  God! 

Messmates,  that  I  had  passed  her  by, 
For  there  in  the  bay  lav  little  Meg, 

And  over  her  stood  f . 

Next  day  we  laid  poor  Meg  away,  -  .. 

And  nightly  o'er  the  wave 
My  spirit  wanders  forth  to  keep 

A  watch  beside  hc-r  grave. 
Her  father  knows  not  where  .she's  laid. 

Nor  him  who  her  betrayed. 
There's  only  Bill,  messmates,  who  know* 

Where  little  Meg  is  laid. 
In  a  quiet  grove  of  willows. 

Her  father's  house  hard  by; 
There  sleeps  in  peace  my  little  Meg, 

And  here,  messmates,  am  I. 


— The  female  high  hat  at  the  theatre  is  an  exhibition  of  bad  taste 
that  we  could  easily  overlook — if  the  management  would  kindly 
provide  us  with  a  step  ladder. — Nonistown  Herald. 


— The  Queen  of  Roumania,  it  is  said,  frequently  delivers  private 
lectures  to  her  maids.  Other  women  are  very  much  like  the 
Queen,  only  they  do  not  confine  their  lectures  to  their  maids. 
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MY   QUEEN. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on 
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Where  and  how  shall  I  earliest  meet  her? 

What  are  tlie  words  she  tirst  will  say? 
By  what  uauie  shall  I  learn  to  greet  her? 

I  know  not  now,  but  'twill  come  some  day. 
With  the  self-same  sunlight  shining  uj)on  ber, 

Streaming  down  on  her  ringlet's  sheen; 
She  is  standing  somewhere,  she  I  woidd  honor, 

She  that  I  wait  fur,  my  (jueen,  my  queen. 

I  will  not  dream  of  her  tall  and  stately. 

She  that  I  love  may  be  fairy  light, 
I  will  not  say  she  should  walk  sedately, 

"Whatever  she  does  it  will  sure  be  right. 
And  she  may  be  humble  or  proud,  my  lady. 

Or  that  sweet  calm  that  is  just  between; 
But  whenever  she  comes  she  will  find  me  ready 

To  do  her  homage,  my  queen,  my  queen! 
But  whcnevei;  she  comes  she  will  find  me  ready 

To  do  her  Uomage,  my  queen,  my  queeu,  my  queen! 

But  she  must  be  courteous,  she  must  be  holy, 

Pure  in  her  spirit,  that  maiden  I  love. 
Whether  her  birth  be  noble  or  lowly, 

I  care  no  more  than  the  spirit  above. 
And  111  give  my  heart  to  my  lady's  keeping, 

And  ever  her  strength  on  mine  shall  lean. 
And  the  stars  shall  fall,  and  the  angels  be  weeping, 

Ere  I  cease  to  love  her,  ere  1  cease  to  love  her, 
Ere  I  cease  to  love  her,  my  queen,  my  queeu, 

Ere  I  cease  lo  love  her,  to  love  her,  my  queen! 
Ah !  my  queeu ! 


ADAM^S  ALE. 
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A  glass  of  cold  water  I'll  drink  when  I'm  thirsty. 

My  lungs  it  will  cool,  and  my  spirits  will  cheer; 
It  makes  me  feel  joyful,  so  hetUthy  tmd  happy! 

Then,  fill  up  the  pitcher,  and  h:ind  it  round  here. 
Awtiy  with  your  nmi,  punch,  wine,  beer  and  cider — 

Your  gin,  rum  and  brandy  will  send  you  to  jail! 
Come  all.  you  old  dnuikards,  and  join  the  tea-totallers, 

And  you'll  have  an  abundance  of  Adam's  good  ale. 

Contended  I  watch,  and  contended  I  study, 

Contended  I  pray,  and  contended  I  sing; 
I  ne'er  m;ide  a  practice  of  drinking  hot  toddy. 

For  that  is  a  vain  and  ungodly  thing — 
For,  they  that  drink  of  it  are  poor  wretched  creatures, 

With  inuiger  their  poor  little  children  bewail; 
Oh!  come,  drimken  parents,  provide  for  your  family. 

And  join  the  blest  band  that  drinks  Adam's  good  ale. 

The  drunkard's  a  thief,  ti  liar,  and  swearer, 

A  robber,  and  murderer  of  his  own  soul; 
lie  starves  and  abu.-es  and  l)egg:irs  his  familv — 

He  makes  them  go  ragged,  and  filthy,  and  cold; 
A  robber  of  G<xl,  a  seducer  of  neighbor, 

.V  spoiler  (^f  Zion  and  her  happy  vale; 
Ye,  poor  wretflied  creatures,  come,  give  up  )'our  folly, 

And  join  the  blest  band  who  drinks  Adam's  good  ale. 

The  drunkard  works  hard,  and  he  gives  his  week's  wages 

To  furnisii  the  landlord  with  every  fine  thing — 
Fine  beds  and  fine  carpets  and  grand,  splendid  parlor, 

A  watch  in  his  pf)cket,  and  jewels  and  rings; 
A  sinnptuous  living,  and  excellent  clothing; 

llis  wife  dressed  in  silks,  her  gold  rini,  *,  hat  and  veil — 
Look  'roiuid  you,  poor  drunkard,  examine  your  conduct, 

And,  now,  make  a  trial  of  Adam's  good  ale. 

This  ale  is  so  cheering,  refreshing  and  cleansing — 

It  makes  the  whole  world  rich.  Ileal  thy  and  gay; 
It  watered  bright  Eden,  and  Adam  enjoyed  it, 

Before  he  transgressed  or  corrupted  his  wwy. 
Not  one  single  blessing,  on  this  side  of  .Jordan, 

More  free,  meet  or  i>lenteous  for  man's  happy  vale; 
It's  granted  in  showers,  sent  down  by  the  Powers 

Oi  heaven,  the  Brewer  of  Adam's  g(X)d  ale! 
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The  Other  night  I'd  been  indulging — 
Which  I  own  is  very  silly — 
And  to  rouse  me  up  a  little, 

I  began  to  think 
I'd  turn  into  the  Cafe  Riche, 
Which,  you  know,  is  in  Piccadilly, 
And  refresh  my  noble  self 

With  something  cool  to  drink. 
Behind  the  bar,  presiding. 

Was  a  young  and  lovely  maid; 
I  gracefully  walked  up  to  her, 

And  this  is  what  I  said: 
"  An  American  refresher 

For  myself  I  do  intend; 
Asv'ou  know  what  is  best,  my  dear, 

What  would  you  recommend?" 

Chorub. 
;    A  Stonefence,  a  Rattletnake, 
A  Renovator,  Locomotive, 
Pick-me-np,  or  Private  Smile, 
By  Jove!  is  worth  a  fiver — 
A  CoUeen  Baton,  a  Lady't  Blush, 

A  Cocktail,  or  a  Flash  of  Lightning, 
Jukps,  Smashes,  Sangarees, 
Or  else  a  Coi-pse  Jievicer. 

"  Well,  really  now  you  seem  .so  bad. 
Your  looks  I  am  commiserating, 
Sir,"  said  she,  "but  let  me  see — 

I  must  have  time  to  think." 
She  appeared  so  lovely. 
So  bewitching  and  so  captivating; 
"  Any  thing  you  may  make,"  saMl  I, 

"  My  darling,  I  shall  drink." 
When,  for  some  seconds  more  or  less. 

This  charming  girl  had  stood. 
Said  she:  "  I  think  an  EyeOpener,  my  dear, 

"Would  do  you  good; 
You're  queer  about  the  optics. 

And  you're  husky  in  the  voice; 
But  there's  a  card  with  list  of  drinks, 

And  from  it  take  yoiii  choice."— 6'A<^rM». 

Said  I:  "  A.  Private  Smile  irom  you 
Is  really  quite  as  .sweet  as  honey. 
And  a  Lady's  Blush  is  more  becoming 

Tlian  a  frown; 
A  Pick-me-vp  is  very  nice,  and, 
^lade  by  you,  worth  any  money — 
Id  enjoy  a  P'ck-me-up, 

If  you  would  Kn»ck-me-down." 
Said  she:  "Oh!  come,  now  that's  enough,  sir 

You're  inclined  to  rave, 
I  wish  you  would  be  quick  and  tell  me 

What  you  are  going  to  have?  " 
Said  I:  "  How  can  I  choo.se,  my  dear,  ' 

From  such  a  splendid  lot? 
I  can't  make  up  my  mind, 

So  I'll  have  everything  you've  got." — Chortu. 

Said  she:  "  Now,  don't  be  stupid. 
For  to  take  them  all  would  be  such  folly- 
One  or  two  I'd  recommend. 

But,  pray  don't  take  the  lot; 
For,  as  all  the  drinks  are  iced,  sir. 
The  result  would  be  most  melancholy, 
I  am  very  certain  you  would 

Freeze  upon  the  .spot." 
SAid  I:  "  I  wouldn't  care  a  pin, 

I  think  it  rather  nice, 
A  Smile  from  vou,  I'm  very  sure. 

Would  quickly  melt  the  ice; 
And  as  I  must  make  up  my  mind, 

My  choice  at  once  I'll  take: 
Indulge  me,  please,  by  mixing 

A.  luxurious  Rattlesnake."— Chorus 

1    m%  ^  ' 


—"  Tommy,  did  you  hear  your  mother  call  you?  "  "  Course  I 
did."  "  Then  why  don't  you  go  to  her,  at  once?"  "  Well,  you 
see,  she's  nervous,  and  it  'd  shock  her  awful  if  I  should  go  too 
sudden.  "—Ezchtmge. 
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THE   LETTER  CAME  AT  LAST. 
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The  letter  cnine  nt  last,  tbo'  mauy  years  bad  past,  ..  -' 

'Twas  written  by  a  mother's  loving  band; 
It  told  how  far  away  she  sorrowed  day  by  day, 

To  .see  her  boy  who  roamed  a  distant  land. 
The  cottage-lijflit  had  slioiie  thro'  nights  so  dark  and  lone. 

To  welcome  liim  wbcn  ev'ry  grief  was  past; 
"  Come  back,  my  darling  boy,  my  only  hope  and  joy!" 

With  tears  she  wrote— the  letter  come  at  last. 

It  was  from  a  white-haired  mother  who  had  loved  him  as  no  other, 

But  now  bis  wuary  soul  from  earth  bad  past; 
Tliey  laid  it  on  liis  breast  when  he  had  gone  to  rest, 

Tuo'  years  had  llowu,  the  letter  came  at  last;  ;    > 

How  often  would  he  wait  'till  day  was  growing  late. 

Then  sighing  turn  away — no  letter  came; 
lie  seemed  by  all  forgot,  so  hapless  was  his  lot, 

Ab!  did  the  loved  ones  ever  breathe  bis  name? 
"  To-morrow  I  may  hear,"  lie  sighed  from  year  to  year, 
•        "  To-morrow  all  my  sorrow  will  be  past! " 

That  longing  heart  was  still,  and  far  from  earthly  ill. 

When  to  her  boy  the  letter  came  at  last. — Choi'us. 


Write  a  Loving  Letter  to  Your  Mother. 
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Write  a  loving  letter  to  your  motlicr, 

Always  try  and  share  her  lonely  heart;  ,  ' 

Promi.se  that  you'll  never  forget  iter, 

Ami  .soon  will  meet,  but  never  more  to  part.  ' 

Think  how  tenderly  slie  used  to  nurse  you, 

A  friend  so  true,  you  ne'er  will  tind  another; 
So  now  you  sIkmiUI  repay  those  poor  old  hairs  of  gray, 

So  write  a  loving  letter  to  your  mother. 

Cuouus. 

Write  a  loving  letter  to  your  mother, 

Always  try  to  cbeer  her  lonely  lieart; 

Now  you  sliould  repay  those  poor  old  hairs  of  gray. 

So  write  a  loving  letter  to  your  mother. 

Write  a  loving  letter  to  your  mother,  " 

Say  tbat  to  your  home  you'll  soon  return; 
Send  her  words  of  love  and  always  cheer  her, 

Tell  ber  tbat  j'our  heart  for  home  does  yearn. 
Think  bow  slie  wept  wlien  last  j'ou  jxirted. 

And  tried  her  sad  feelings  tlien  to  sraoothe. 
So  now  when  far  away,  for  you  she'll  surely  pray. 

So  write  a  loving  letter  to  vour  mother. — Chorus. 


— She — "  Yes,  we  had  a  splendid  time  last  Summer,  f'our  other 
Vassar  girls  and  1  took  a  tramp  tbrough  the  Adiroudacks. "  He — 
"  Did  the  tramp  have  a  good  time? " 
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I'm  out  for  a  spree,  as  no  doubt  you  can  see, 

It's  th-i  cause  of  my  wife  and  1  quarreling; 
It's  a  year  now  or  more,  since  I've  been  full  before, 

But  I  mean  to  make  this  one  a  darling. 
I've  plenty  of  n)oney  to  make  the  thing  funny. 

So  order  a  bottle  or  two; 
And  drink  wbile  you're  slaying,  I'll  do  all  the  paying, 

And  paint  the  town  red,  white  and  blue. 

•         ^     :  Chorus. 

'     , '  For  I'm  out  for  a  spree,  for  a  spree  you  can  see, 
And  I  mean  to  get  there  just  the  stime; 
I've  the  boodle  here  for  the  wine  or  beer. 
So  set  them  up  agaia. 

I'm  awfully  full,  I'm  as  tight  as  a  bull, 

But  what's  the  odds  long  your  merry; 
I'm  out  for  a  spree,  and  111  get  there,  you'll  see. 

So  set  up  more  Mumm's  wine  or  sherry. 
I  feel  like  a  loUar,  care  not  for  a  dollar, 

I'm  out  for  to  blow  in  my  wealth; 
So  fill  up  your  glasses,  we'll  drink  to  the  lasses. 

And,  Filzy,  take  something  yourself. — Clwrut. 


\~  :M 


— City  man — "What  the  blazes  is  the  matter  with  tbat  ben?"  , 
Farmer — "  Nothing;  she  has  just  laid  an  ^Qg."  City  man — "  Great 
Scott!  one  would  suppose  she  had  laid  the  foundation  of  a  brick 
block."  ,       

— A  well-known  brother  of  tbe  press  remarks  in  a  recent  issue: 
"  It  is  not  our  fault  that  we  are  red-headed  and  small,  and  the  next 
time  one  of  those  overgrown  rural  roosters  in  a  l)all-room  reaches 
down  for  my  head,  antl  suggests  that  some  one  has  lost  a  rose-bud 
out  of  his  button-hole,  there  will  be  trouble." 


The  Hungry  Boarding-House. 
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In  a  Broadway  house  across  the  street,  .  . 

Where  all  the  hungry  boarders  eat. 

At  noon  they  open  wide  their  gash. 

To  make  short  work  of  tlieir  soup  and  hash. 

At  nine  o'clock  they  slip  out  of  bed. 

And  lly  down  stairs  to  be  fed; 

They  clean  the  table  as  slick  as  a  mouse, 

In  the  hungry,  stai'viug  boarding-house. 

Chorus.       ■ 

Nobody  knows  what  the  boarders  eat,  • 

Pass  no  remarks  about  the  meat; 

Just  keep  mum  and  close  your  mouth,     - 

In  the  hungry,  starving  boarding-house. 

The  cooks  they  sleep  on  the  second  floor. 

With  a  padlock  hitched  on  every  door. 

So  the  hungry  boarders  can't  get  in. 

Where  was  Mo.ses  when  they  douced  the  glimf 

They  make  them  sleep  up  in  the  attic. 

And  all  nigJit  long  they  kick  up  a  racket; 

They  give  tbe  chambermaid  tlie  rim. 

And  chased  her  out  with  a  Gatliug  gun. — Chorus. 

A  week  ago  a  boanler  skipped. 

Faith!  out  of  tbe  window  be  fired  his  grip; 

He  lowered  his  trunk  down  with  a  rope. 

And  then  for  tbe  frcigbt  train  be  did  slope. 

Ne.xt  morning  when  tbey  called  tbe  roll, 

The  landlord  blessed  bis  darling  soul; 

His  daugbter  scpieaied  out:  "  Oh,  laws! 

He's  given  us  the  finger  for  three  weeks  board." — Clioru*. 


— Johnny  laboriously  lugged  a  pail  into  the  parlor  where  the 
family  were  assembled.  aii(i  asked  his  maternal  grandmotber  to 
kick  it.  "  Why  should  I  kick  it,  Johnny?  "  grandmother  inquired 
in  amazement.  "  Just  to  amuse  papa,"  said  Johnny.  "  He  sjud  he 
would  give  ten  dollars  any  time  to  see  you  kick  the  bucket." 


— "  Mamma,"  said  an  Innocent  of  five  years  old,  "  wken  I  grow 
to  be  a  woman  will  I  get  married  and  have  a  wedding?  "  "  I  hope 
so,  my  dear.  Wliy  do  you  ask?  "  said  mother.  "  Because,  mam- 
ma, I  shan't  ask  you  to  my  wedding."  "  No!  Why  not,  Mamie?  " 
"  Why,  mamma,  you  didn't  ask  me  to  yours." 


— A  negro  in  Alabama  was  brought  up  for  stealing  a  pair  of 
chickens,  but  declared,  solemnly,  tiiat  he  "didn't  steal  dem  ar 
fowls,"  declaring,  on  the  other  band,  tbat  the  complainant  had 
beaten  him  brutallv  witli  a  club.  "  But,"  said  the  judge,  "  you're 
twice  as  large  and  strong  as  he  is,  why  didn't  you  defend  your- 
self? "  "  Wiiy,  jedge,  see  hyar;  I  had  a  chicken  in  each  hand,  an' 
what's  two  raw  chickens  ag'm  a  club?  " 
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I  Shall  Never  Make  a  Grentleman  of  You 
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I  feel  like  a  flsh  out  of  water, 

Fresh  caui^bt,  and  just  thrown  ou  the  saud: 
For  I've  married  a  gentlemau's  daughter, 

Whose  ways  I  do  not  understand; 
You  must  know  that  I'm  roufjh  and  I'm  readj, 

Wliilc  she  is  retined  and  polite; 
And  thougli  daily  I  try  to  improve  myself, 

I  can  never  do  anything  right. 

CiioRrs. 
I  shall  never  make  a  gentleman  of  you,  John, 
I  shall  never  make  a  gentleman  of  you; 
For  yotir  manners  and  your  style  make  everybody  imfls, 
I  shall  never  make  a  gentleman  of  you,  John. 

If  I  stnokc  a  clay  pipe  there's  a  bother. 

If  I  drink  too  much  beer  there's  a  row; 
If  I  say  a  cross  word,  then  her  mother 

Storms  and  goes  on  at  me  anyhow; 
If  I  say.  Look  here!  cheese  it,  old  ladvl 

She  faints  or  she  lays  down  and  kicks, 
Aud  she  makes  such  a  din,  that  the  neighbor* 

Come  in,  and  I'm  in  a  deuce  ot  a  fix. — Ch»ru». 

Only  last  week  I  took  her  out  shopping. 

To  keep  myself  right  then  I  tried; 
But  so  long  ill  each  sliop  she  kept  stopping, 

"While  patiently  1  waited  outside; 
While  there,  an  old  friend  Avith  a  barrow. 

Came  by  and  sliook  me  by  the  liand, 
Saying,  John,  boy,  I  think  you've  enough  for  a  drink. 

So  what  are  you  going  to  .stand? — V karut. 

To  a  ball  we  one  day  were  invited. 

So  oil  with  the  mi-ssus  I  goes; 
And  thinking  tliat  I  might  bt-  slighted, 

I  put  on  some  extra  good  clothes; 
My  red  co.-it  and  trou.sers  looked  nobby. 

And  thinking  to  show  them  what's  \vhat; 
I'd  a  tie  that  was  pink,  calculated,  I  think. 

To  strike  them  all  dumb  on  the  spot. — Cfwrm. 


Wessons  Learned  at  a  Mother's  Knee. 

Copynyht,  18S«,  by  John  Stapf. 
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Around  their  mother's  knee  to-night, 

My  little  children  cling. 
AjuI' in  the  slow  ly  d}  ing  light, 

I  hear  her  .softly  sing; 
The  songs  that  best  they  love  to  hear. 

Those  .sweet  and  simple  lays, 
They  bear  me  back  thro'  many  a  year. 

To  childiiood's  happy  d.iys. 

Cnouus. 
But  rest  assured  tlie  yeurs  to  come. 

What  e'er  be  fate  degree, 
Le.s.sons  that  .-^o  taught  are  fairly  burned. 

On  heart  and  biaiu  *liouKl  be. 
Will  bring  to  mind  tho>e  wiser  thought* 

Learned  at  a  mother's  knee. 

What  can  .she  teach,  thai  mother,  dear. 

To  children  who  some  day 
May  be  our  nation's  guarflian  here, 

()r  champions  far  away? 
Things  that  so  tauglil  are  fairly  burned. 

On  heart  and  liraiii  shoidd  be. 
Wisest  ami  best,  so  easily  learned. 

Beside  a  mother's  knee. — Clmnit. 

A  taller  stnicfurc  may  be  made 

Tlian  slie  has  ever  known. 
But  all  must  spring  from  her  who  laid 

The  tlrnj  foundation  stone. 
In  such  a  stone  tiie  bi:ilder  places 

Records  that  otJiers  find; 
So  here  long  hence  mankind  may  brace 

A  mother's  gentle  mind. — Vlioiua. 


BILLY   JOHNSON'S   BALL.      , 

The  Worde  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  dent  to  any  address.  poAt-p«Id,  00 

receipt  of  40  cent*,  by  II.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  ItCKl  New  York  Citv.    Send 

for  CatiLlogue  of  over  3000  Popular  Englivh  aud  Uermau  SoQga — fVes. 

Billy  Johnson  had  been  married 

Just  a  twelve  months  aud  a  day. 
When  he  sent  his  friends  some  letters, 

In  which  he  went  to  say:  * 

As  how  about  just  two  months  8ino« 

A  baby  had  been  sent, 
So  he'd  give  a  ball  to  celebrate 

The  glorious  event.  . , 

Cuom'fi. 

Lar  dar  dc  dar  and  doodle,  doodle,  diddle. 

They  played  upon  the  tlddle,  and  went  up  and  down  the  middle; 

Such  ^olly  bovs  and  pretty  girls,  enough  to  please  you  all. 

A  reg  lar  brilfiaut  sort  of  spree  was  Billy  Johnson's  ball. 

There  were  the  Jones-es-cs,  and  the  Brown-M-««, 

And  the  Smith-es-es  a  score; 
The  Spriggins-es,  the  Scoggins-es, 

And  half  a  doz.en  more. 
In  Billy's  room  there  wasn't  room         , 

To  dance  a  decent  jig. 
So  he  went  and  took  abig  one 

At  "  The  Tinder-Box  ami  Pig  " 

Spoken— An  efficient  band  was  jirovided,  consisting  of  a  fiddle, 
a  tin  whistle  and  a  Jew's  harp,  and  they  played — Cliorut. 

They  intnxluced  the  baby, 

And  we  kissed  it  twice  all  'round; 
Mrs.  Johnson  was  quite  overcome. 

Fell  fainting  to  the  ground. 
But  the\'  brought  her  to  with  water, 

And  a  drop  of  something  in; 
And  when  she  felt  herself  again. 

The  dancing  did  begin. — t'horut. 

In  and  out  and  round  about, 

Such  a  ball  was  never  seen; 
And  every  now  and  then 

Wed  a  drop  to  drink  between.  .•; 

Billy  Johnson  he  got  dancing 

\\  ith  all  the  girls  he'd  tind; 
Mrs.  John.son  she  grew  jealous. 

And  declared  he  was  unkind. 

Spoken — I  make  it  a  rule  never  to  interfere  in  family  quarrels, 
.-o  I  cho.se  a  lovely  creature  in  red  aud  yellow,  and  w«  glided  into 
the — V  horns. 

I  drank  love  to  the  Jones-es, 

I  drank  love  to  the  Browns; 
I  tried  to  keep  on  tlancing,  but 

'Twas  somehow  njis  and  down*. 
To  tell  you  how  if  ended, 

I  really  am  not  able;  ^    .    .  ■ 

For  I  found  myself  next  morning 

Lying  underneath  the  table. 
Spoken— I  fell  rather  confused,  'till  a  friend  reminded  me  that 

I  had  been  doing  the  —  Churns. 
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THE   BLACK   FLAG. 

The  Wonlc  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrese,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  centt«,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  18-23.  New  York  City.    Send 

for  CatJtlot^uc  of  over  3000  Popular  English  aud  Uerman  Songe— Free. 

Oh!  ever  a  rover's  life  for  me, 

A  gallant  bark  on  the  rolling  sea; 

On  my  own  proud  deck  like  a  knig  I'll  stand, 

And  brave  hearts  bow  to  their  chief's  command. 

With  canvass  spread  where'er  I  roam. 

The  deep,  deep  sea  is  to  me  a  home;       "  "  \  * 

And  my  heart  on  that  will  ever  be,  : 

With  a  black  flag  roving  gallantly. 

Mid  thtmder,  war,  and  lightning's  flash, 
Onward,  my  bark,  we'll  proudly  da.sh; 
As  swift  as  the  flight  of  the  hawk  we'll  sail. 
And  bravely  ride  through  the  wildest  gale. 
We  shun  no  foe,  we  strike  to  none. 
With  broad  sword  gleaming  or  mounted  gun; 
But  we'll  meet  them  still  on  the  dark  sea. 
With  a  black  flag  waving  gallantly. 
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WEHMAN'S 

NEW  BOOK  OF 


TRICKS 


— AND^ 


TENTBHiOQUISTS'  GUIDE. 

■       PRICE  25  CEITTS.  ^      ' 


ThIslK  the  latoKt  and  beot  book  published  on  TrIoltSa  V«n° 

triloquism,  Second-Sight  vid  Fireside  Me«mer> 

lama  It  'X  illUKtialcxl  v\iih  oTcr  <0  enpraTliiKa.  the  InstrucdoiU 
[ur  [icrfunniiii;  ai-v  so  plainly  f^lven  that  aiiy  child,  with  a  little 
practice, can  uo  them, as  tney  ouly  require  simple  Spaa' 
ratus.  ^o  wtU  mention  a  few  of  the  tricks  in  thin  book;  How 
tu  e«t  a  ne''k  of  «)i<«vi:nf9  and  chantfn  them  into  a  ribbon— How  to 
niakeaa.nie(>iiJMA}irouf;hata'^l«— liowto  make  Are  bum  under 
water— How  to  put  a  riiijc  thruugh  your  cheek  and  then  brloc  It 
on  acUck- How  to  inako  a  loaf  dance  while  it  is  baklnff  Intha 
oven— How  to  cutoff  a  chicken's  head  without  klilrng  It— How  to 
make  ice  ill  S'.iTiiiner— How  lo  change  water  into  wine— A  lamp 
that  will  bum  fnrayear— How  to  cut  off  your  nose— How  to 
make  flreproot  paper— How  to  e4it  tow  and  set  It  on  Are  In  your 
mouth— How  to  produce  a  mouse  from  a  pack  of  cards— How  to 
tell  the  number  any  person  thinks  of— How  to  tell  in  adTanoe  a 
card  nelected  by  any  one— Row  ko  tell  if  a  person  Is  In  lore— 
How  to  remoTe  a  man's  shirt  without  taklnfr  off  bis  coat  or  Te«t— 
How  to  hold  a  glass  of  water  upside  d-wn  without  spilling  It— How  to  liecome  a  y%n~ 
triloqulst  «ind  I  50  other  equally  astouUhing  tricks,  etc.  Old  and  young  should  not 
(all  to  grt  this  highly  amusing  and  wonderful  tiook;  It  will  put  you  on  the  read  to  be- 
come a  Creat  MaRlclan,  «uch  aa  Hermann,  UcUer  and  other*  Dou't  f«U  to  galtt. 
Price  25c.  icr  copv.  or  this  book  aud  any  four  other  35c. 
books  oil  tills  page  tor  One  Dollar. 

AD1)R?:SS  ALX,  OUDEKS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehinaii,  130  Park  Row,N.  Y. 


IHMAN'S 


iiliii 


PRIC£    25    CENTS. 


At  la=t  it  ;*  within  Uip  reach  of  every  one  to  procure,  at  a 
tiiiliiii,'  cost,  a  complfte  h.ii.dbook  of  Etiquttte  and  rolitenesa 
tliat  bus  no  iieer  in  this  country  or  Europe.  This  book  has  none 
of  the  aucici:t  or  "  liack-nuinlier"  sug^jestioiis  on  this  allim- 
l-ortuiil  subject  whicii,  1  i-ejfi-et  to  say,  fo  many  other  biph- 
IMiced  books  cont.iia.  It  is  uota  "haahed-up"  or  "  faUe  "  edi- 
tion, but  a  first  lass,  complete  hand-book  on  a  subject  that  con- 
cerns every  livir.g  person— a  subject  that  comes  ne.\t  in  rank  to 
cieaiilii;e.-8— in  fact,  a  p;  a'tical  lu.-tnictor  in  tl.e  art  of  etiquette 
n'ld  politencssof  the  projent  time.  Good  manners  is,  ns  almost 
evi'o  body  knows,  a  veiy  es^ent  lal  factor  in  helpinir  any  one  to 
attain  and  command  the  respect  ff  everybody-  with  v.  horn  he 
comes  in  contact— ii!:ile  or  female,  young  orold,  fins  bo<.k  gives 
ft  thorough  explanation  of  theacportinent  of  both  nir.Iesand 
feninles.  It  teaches  a  person  how  t  >  be  coui't«'ous  all  and  still 
J)  isiicssacertaiii  amount  of  dignity  d  8elf-iTsij<-ct.  Itt<'aches 
now  to  act  in  any  emerjfcncy,  or  enter  any  society  without  em- 

»,  -         = .  barrasmient,  niid  how  to  avoid  incorrect  and  vul;rar  habits  in 

the  street,  at  lioine.  or  in  swiety.  It  teaches  you  how  to  so  behave  that  your  Six;iety 
will  be  couite<i  and  sought  after  by  overy  one.  jty  acting  upon  the  advi  given  in  this 
b«x>k,  vou  can  piin  access  into  anv  liiiiiily  in  Aiiicncn,  and  then  you  want  nothing  but 
opportunity  to  di^timruish  yourself.  In  short,  it  is  the  best  and  most  comprehensive 
tieaiiseon  the  subject  of  I.tinuelte  and  roliteness.  Abstract  of  Contents:  How  to  enter 
a  room  and  liow  to  leave  it- H'  'W  to  ii<-cost  or  notice  lad  it  s  or  gentlemen  on  the  street- 
How  to  diess  well,  nnd  yet  not  paiishly-  How  to  give  .ind  ccive  introductions- What 
kind  of  cards  to  have,"  and  liow  to  present  or  send  them— The  pr<>i>er  iiio<le  of  giving 
present" — How  to  shake  hiindsand  bid  good-bye— Ib.w  to  begin,  conduct,  and  end  a  con- 
versation—How  to  aeconiimny  oequan'an  <.s  or.  the  promenade— How  to  wok  a  partner 
In  the  dance,  and  how  to  decline  an  invitation— How  to  behave  at  dinners,  either  as  host 
f"  j^iiest- How  to  behave  durinir  cotirt»)iip  and  mnrri  -How  to  "play  the  affable  "  at 

chiireh,  at  parties,  etc.,  etc.   Price  Twentyflve  CentSt  by  ^naiU  post-iiald. 
^.^  This  book   and  any  four  other  25c.  books  on  this 

pas^e  for  One  Dollar.    U.  »>.  put-taL'c  biuiiips  taUeiihauic  nscasli. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wclunan,  130  Park  Row,  N.  T. 


A  practical  and  reliable  guide  to  every 'day  Cookery* 
by   an   Experienced  Housekeeper.   V 

PRIC£  25   C£NTS. 

This  work  on  Cookery  has  several  notewoiiliy  features  entirely , 
disliiut  from  any  licretofoi-o  publishiii.  It  is  airnngt  (1  so  thatt! 
tlie  Housewife  <'nn  tell  at  a  jrlnnoe  the  time  necessary  to  COOKlf 
any  Dish  or  Article  of  Diet.  U  also  gives  some  prucUcaJJ 
hints  and  suggestions  for  selecting  the  various  meats,  veiretn hies,  | 
fUh,  etc  ,  as  well  us  directioiu  for  PreSbrvlngt  Storingtj 
and  Keeping  them.  Special  attention  is  luiid  to  economy,  ^ 
and  an  elfoit  is  made  to  remove  the  reproach  which  justly  clings  j,^ 
to  American  (,'iHJkery,  of  being  extitivagantand  wasteful  witliont  , 
being  (lalaUible  ancf  healthfui.  KuU  iiis'.nutions  are  given  to,- 
pretitre  lUi  kinds  of  pies,  Puddings,  Cakes,  Jellies,!: 

etC,«  OS  well  as  prci)aring  and  cooUiiiLr  all  kinds  of  Meats,  ~ 

Soups,  Gravies,  Fish,  Vegetables,  etCi  In   an  I 
Kconomlcal  and  Appetizing  Manner,   it  also  con 

tains  considerable  miscrl'.ineoMS  iniorniatinii   p<rtaining  to  the,. 

household,  such  us  Removlne  Kitchen  Odors,  Crease) 
Spots,  Iron  Stnlns,  Ink  Spots  in  Books;  Cleaning;,' 

Scouring,  Receipts  for  Washing,  etc.,  ai<d  a  variety  of  others  equally  use- 
■  ful  and  necessary  to  the  Housckoepcr  or  Cook.  These  features  niaiie  this  work  the  best. 
•  most   practical,  ^nd   Popular  Cook  Book  ever  Issued.    This  book  wUl  be  sent  to  any 

address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  Twenty-five  Cents. 
t^-  Xhls  book   and  any  four  other  25c.  books  on  this 

page  for  One  Dollar.     U.  8.  postage  Btam()«  taken  eame  ae  cat>h. 
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CONUNDRUMS  AND  tJOKE: 


PRICE    25   CENTS. 


A  book  fan  and  running -orer  with 
■Ide-epUtting  fun.    It  contains  Conun- 
drums that  will  set  the  whole  continent 
{Tuessing,  and  then  they'll  have  to  give 
"em  up  half  the  time.    Jokes  and  Gaga 
for  End  Men— the  best  lot  of  these  fun- 
ny answers  aud   questions  ever  put>- 
llBhed.     Kegro  sketches— the   Minstrel 
and  Showman  will  And  In  this  book  all 
the  sketclies  they  want  to  seta  house  ia 
a  rlp-roanous   lauglitei*.    It   also  con- 
tains all  Uie  latest  jokes  of  Thatcher, 
Primrose    <fc    West,    Camcross',    and  JvJSkJ 
Haverly's  Minstrels;  also  of  such  come-  ^^S' 
dlans  as  Harrigan  <K  Hart,  Billy  Rice,  v^.nS:  :^^^ 
Gus  Williams,  Fat  Eooney,  J.  K.  Em-  §^:j>*  ;o^ 
mett,  Sam   Devere,  and  many  others  ^;-^^>''"! 
equally  prominent.    In  fact,  it  contains  ^sSsS- 
the  best  aud  most  comprehensive  col-  ^ 
lection  of  Sketches,  Conundrums  and  v^ 
Jokes  ever  Bold  at  so  low  a  price.    8ent 
by  mail,  post-paid,  to  any  address  on 
receipt  of  25  Cents.    U.  S.  postage 
stamps,  of  any  aenouiination,  taken 
sameascaah. 

SpECUi^Fire  copies  for  fl .    Get  four 
of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  n^ 
85  cents  each,  making  SI  in  all,  and  = 
thereby  get  your  own  book  fi^e.    This   - 
offer  hoWs  good  at  anv  time.     Hemein- 
ber   the   title,    "Weiiman's    Minstbel 
BKKTCHES,    CONTTNSIlUHg    AND    JOKES." 

Bend  for  a  free  catalogue  of  Songs, 


t^"*  This  book  and  any  four  other  25c.  books  on  this 
page  lor  One  Dollar.  Clean  and  uuuscd  U.  S.  jioMaoe  i^;unii)«,  of  any 
Qeiioiiiiuulioo,  lakeu  buiiiu  ae  ctmli. 

ADDRE.SS  ALL  ORDERS   DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Bow,  N.  Y. 


THtCOHPUTELETniiiiTE 


PRICE  25   CENTS. 

This  is  the  first  time  that  a  l)ook  ha.s  been  published  that 
plainly  teaches  hOW  tO  write  a  letter.  It  shows  clearly 
all  the  blunders  and  mistakes  apt  to  be  vnndo  by  an  inex- 
perienced writer,  a>id  makes  manifest-  in  the  simplest  way,  tlM 
proper  method  of  avoiding  and  rectifying  such  blunders  and 
niistaJces,  whether  they  occur  in  the  speiliug,  the  punctuation, 
or  the  grammar.  This  book  explains  all  tlie  details  of  cor- 
respondence, whether  relating  to  the  form,  the  peiimansliip, 
the  directing,  fi.Ming,  and  sending  of  a  note  or  a  letter.  There 
ai'o  in  this  book  valuable  hints  about  Love,  CourtShlD 
and  Marriage,  >^l>owiiig  in  what  style  lovers  sliould  indit* 
epistles,  ihei-e  ai-e  given  all  the  various  letU'rs  that  arise  In 
the  course  of  business:  Asking  for  money,  requesting  time,  en- 
closing reniittanee,  asking  assistance,  reasons  for  relusal,  from 
tenants  to  landlords  on  dill'ereiit  subjects,  with  landloitls'  re- 
plies. Then— and  this  Is  a  very  Important  feature- 
there  is  shown  the  li-g.il  importance  of  a  letter;  and  explanationa 
are  given  upon  the  exact  nnaning  of  expressions  used  ln««ri^ 
ing  that  m.-iy  bo  brought  into  court  in  litigations.  It  also  contains  the  art  of  abbre- 
viating Wrltln|Ev>^ '''"*''  ""y  °^'^  con,  with  practice,  write  witli  the  rapidity  ot  tba 
shorthand  writer.  In  fact,  the  following  persons  all  require  this  book.  Voung  ladies 
andyoi.ng  gentlemen,  wivesand  husbancfi,  widows  and  liachelors,  farmers  and  tr;ul<  m, 
the  fick  and  the  well,  soldiers  and  sailoi-s,  mothers  and  f.'itliers.  daughters  and  sons, 
givers  and  receivers  of  presents,  the  educated  and  the  illiteraiu.  But  it  would  take  page 
after  pnyre  to  lx?gin  to  cimiuerate  all  the  ditTcrent  classes  to  whom  "This  Complete 

t,0tter  Writer"  would  prove  an  invaluable  Ci)iiipanion.    There  is  iiuilni  g  worth 
nowing  in  any  other  letter  writer  not  to  be  tound  here,  while  there  are  many  things  of 
ImTiortance  here  not  to  be  found  in  any  other  book.    NotwithsUinding  all  these  good 

points.    Price  25c.  per  copy,  or  this  book  and  any  four  other  25o. 

books    on   this    page   for  One    Doilar.     Cleati  and  unused  U.  8.    poetac* 

stamps,  of  any  denomination,  taken  same  aj  cash 

ADUU1:>>S    ALL   Ohl^ERS    DIKECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Kow,  N.  Y. 


AUNT     SALLY'S 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 

with  this  Book  jon  have  a  Sure  Guide  to  Lucky  Dr  «m8  and 
Lucky  Numbers.  It  gives  you  the  True  Interpretation  of  Dreams^ 
and  also  the  Numbers  of  the  Ixittcry  to  which  they  Apply; 
Oooil  Combinations  to  Tlay;  Significations  of  Cards  Dreamed  ot 
and  their  Numbers;  Comrunalion  Tjible  for  Saddles,  Gigs  ana 
Hoix's,  Table  for  finding  Lucky  Numbers.  Numliers  of  Dreains 
of  the  Months;  fi>r  the  Days  ot  the  V.ecks.  The  Onu-nUim.  or  N»> 
poleon  I<ona|>arte's  Book'of  Kate;  the  Method  ot  Worklnir  tha 
Vuestionsi  the  Oraculum  Table— in  fact,  th is  book  gives  all  the 
sme  signs.  You  can  find  out  by  any  of  these  sure  systems  fntm 
this  IXM'k  whether  you  will  be  rich  or  po<'r,  lucky  or  unlucky; 
whether  you  will  get  expected  money,  lovers,  clothes,  or  any 
other  article  that  you  may  set  your  mind  upon.  Do  you  dream 
of  lov,'  or  gold,  or  of  friendship,  of  fo«-s,  or  of  life  or  death!  This 
l>ook  will  ex|>l.-;iii  everjtbing clearly  to  yon.  You  can  t<  11  your 
own  fortune  from  its  pages  without  consulting  any  livmir  for- 
tuneteller. 1  his  book  will  Ijc  sent  to  any  adiiress.  ]><«■  paid,  on 
i-f'ot'ipt  of  price.    Postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash 

Price  Twenty-five  Cents  per  copy,  or  this  book  and  any  four  oth*r 
25c.  books  on  this  page  for  One  Dollar.   Clean  and  unoseil  t'.  a  postao* 

Blainps,  of  any  denomlUiition,  taken  same  as  cash. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

W  J  WAhtnanlsSO  Park  Row.  N.I* 
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Just  look  at  my  shape  iind  voull  certain! v  siiy, 

Its  diidish,  i)y  Jove!  reaf  dudisli,  you  know; 
That  such  a  nice  liiiure  aiut  seen  every  day, 

It's  dudish,  real  dudish,  you  know. 
You  see  I  am  framed  in  such  delicate  style, 

That  I'm  really  forced  to  move  slow; 
I'm  sure  I  should  wither  in  walking  a  mile, 

It's  dudish,  real  dudish,  you  know. 

Refrain. 

It's  dush.  by  Jove!  it's  dudish,  you  know, 
All  plain  Yankee  notions  are  awfully  slow; 

Dear  boys,  don't  cher  know  our  stvles  all  the  go? 
It's  dudish,  by  Jovel  oh,  it's  dudish,  you  know- 

I  dress  in  the  fashion,  and  vou  will  agree. 

Its  dudish,  by  Jovel  real  dudish,  yoti  know; 
That  no  fellow's  tailor  can  rig  him  like  me, 

It's  dudish,  real  dudish,  you  know. 
Mv  bill  for  my  clothing  is  just  like  myself, 

in  paying  it  I  move  so  slow; 
Mv  tailor  would  gladlv  lay  both  on  the  shelf, 

it's  dudish,  real  dudish,' you  know. — Be/rain. 

The  ladies  all  love  mc  and  call  nic  "  a  dear," 

I'm  dudish,  by  Jove!  real  dudish,  you  know; 
And  when  they  caress  me  I  feel  awful  queer. 

It's  dudish,  real  dudish.  you  know. 
Thev  say.  Ain't  he  cunning,  he's  such  a  cute  air? 

W'hile  kisses  on  me  they  bestow; 
And  with  their  soft  lingers  they  bang  my  front  hair. 

It's  dudish,  real  dudish,  you'kaow. — Refrain. 

I  eat  angel  cake,  and  I'm  fond  of  ice  cream, 

It's  dudish,  by  Jove!  real  dudish,  you  know; 
If  offered  a  beefsteak  I  know  I  should  scream, 

Its  dudish,  real  dudish,  you  know. 
I'm  reallv  «?sthetic,  on  roses  I  dote. 

Ami  lilies  with  petals  of  snow; 
And  the  .sweet  little  bird  with  melodious  throat, 

It's  dudish,  real  dudish,  you  kuow, — Refrain. 

I've  got  a  nice  poodle  that's  awfully  sweet, 
It's  dudish.  by  Jove!  real  dudish,  you  know; 

I  take  him  along  when  I  go  on  the  street, 
He's  dudish,  real  dudish,  you  know. 

He's  got  a  blue  blanket  embwoidered  with  red, 
And  it  weally  confuses  me  so; 

I  don't  know  which  they  mean  when  the  ladies  call,  Fwed! 

;   It's  dudish,  real  dudish,  you  know.— i?</mj'n. 
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A  fortnight  ago,  boys,  me  and  >Iartin  Brallagan, 

Timoth}'  McCarty  and  Darhy  O'C'ulliignn. 

Went  for  a  .'■preedown  to  Palsy  Murpliy'.s  restaurant, 

And  being  fond  of  tun,  of  course,  we  took  some  girls  along. 

We  said  to  Murphy;  Bring  us  half  a  gallon  in. 

Also  some  wliiskey  for  the  girls,  they  are  included  in; 

When  he  brought  it  in,  we  said:  Shove  it  up  to  Flaherty, 

For  he's  our  boss,  and  will  settle  up  on  Saturday. 

Murphy  said:  No!  for  he's  had  quite  enough  of  us. 

He  .strapped  us  and  never  got  the  stuff  of  us; 

We'd  done  him  brown,  but  we  couldn't  do  him  black  again, 

So  he  picked  up  the  drink  and  was  going  to  take  it  back  again; 

When  up  junip<;d  McCartv,  and  asked  him  what  he  meant  by  W. 

And  swore  if  lie  did  take  It  hack  he'd  repent  of  it. 

^lurpliy  said.  Ocli!  and  was  going  to  take  the  pitcher, 

When  up  jumped  O'Callagan,  and  neatly  knocked  his  snitcher. 


He  shouted:  Murder!  Police!  and  Suicide! 
Then  to  help  him,  Brallagan  rushed  up  to  his  side. 
Gave  him  such  a  kick  it  nearly  knocked  his  belly  in, 
Tlicn  he  called  the  barman,  Patsy  Kelly,  in. 
In  came  Kelly,  and  he  had  a  lot  of  swagger,  too. 
Brought  in  a  poker  and  tongues,  and  daggers,  too; 
He  got  a  clout  that  very  soon  hit  him  down, 
Since  that  day  poor  Kelly's  jiever  sit  down. 

Bang  went  the  bottles,  and  bang  went  the  glasses,  too. 
We  were  enjoying  it,  and  so  were  the  lasses,  too; 
Sma.sh  went  the  windows,  and  smash  went  the  furniture, 
Then  on  the  tire  we  put  it  for  to  burn  it,  sure. 
Then  in  the  bar-room  we  turned  the  rum  and  whiskey  on, 
That's  what  the  boys  and  girls  all  got  frisky  on; 
Big  John  Burke  and  little  Martin  Brallagan 
Served  us  a  trick,  forget  we  never  shall  again. 

Only  because  they  couldn't  get  a  drop  0' gin. 

What  does  they  do  but  goes  and  calls  a  copper  in; 

He  got  his  head  split,  then  we  had  the  lau^h  at  him. 

For  when  he  was  down  we  usetl  his  own  club  on  him. 

He  blew  his  whistle,  when  up  came  a  score  of  them. 

Privates,  detectives,  sergeants,  and  more  of  them; 

They  were  no  use,  for  we  soon  got  the  best  of  them. 

And  when  on  the  ground  we  danced  on  every  chest  of  them. 

One  got  away,  faith!  it's  true  what  I  told  you. 
He  brought  back  with  him  a  regiment  of  soldiers. 
Also  a  magistrate,  because  we  wouldn't  quiet  act. 
And  what  does  he  do,  but  he  g(x»s  and  reads  the  riot  act. 
Tliey  seized  McCarty,  and  then  little  Brallagan, 
Then  into  them  went  the  girls  and  O'Callagan; 
They  left  sixteen  dead  upon  the  floor,  they  did. 
And  then  I  sloiK'd  out  of  the  back  door,  1  did. 

Thev  have  ten  warrants  out  for  murder  and  robbery, 
As  for  myself  they  can  all  go  to  l»ol»ery, 
For  I  am  going  away  a.s  soon  as  day  is  dawning, 
I  set  sail  for  Australia  in  the  morniiiL'. 


THE   SCOTCH  BRIG-APE, 

Copyright,  1887,  by  F.  Harding.  i 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents,  by  U.  J.  Weliinan.  P.  O.  Box  18va,  New  York  City.     Send 

for  Catalogue  of  over  30U0  Popular  English  and  German  Sougs— Free. 

On  the  banks  of  the  Clyde  stood  a  lad  and  his  lassie, 

The  lad's  name  was  Geordie,  the  lassife's  wjis  Jean; 
She  threw  her  arms  'round  him  and  cried,  "  Do  not  leave  mel" 

For  Geordie  was  going  to  ti^ht  for  his  Queen. 
She  gave  him  a  lock  of  her  bright  auburn  tresses,  j 

She  kiss'd  him  and  press'd  him  once  more  to  her  heart; 
Till  his  eyes  8|X)ke  the  love  which  his  lips  could  not  utter, 

But  the  last  word  is  spoken,  they  kiss  and  they  part. 

Cuonns. 

Over  the  burning  plains  of  Egypt, 

Under  a  scorching  sun. 
He  thought  of  the  stories  lie'd  have  to  tell 

His  love  when  the  fight  was  won. 
He  treasured  with  care  that  dear  lock  of  hair, 

For  his  own  darling  Jeannie  he  prayed; 
But  his  prayer  was  in  vain,  for  she'll  ne'er  see  again. 

Her  lad  in  the  Scotch  Brigade. 


Tho'  an  ocean  divided  tlic  lad  from  his  las.sie, 

Tho'  Geordie  was  forced  far  away  o'er  the  foam; 
His  roof  was  the  sky.  and  his  bed  was  the  desert. 

But  his  heart  with  his  Jeannie  was  always  at  home. 
The  morning  that  dawned  on  the  famed  day  of  battle. 

Found  Geordie  enacting  a  true  hero's  part; 
Till  an  enemy's  bullet  brought  with  it  its  billet, 

And  burieu  that  dear  lock  of  hair  in  his  heart.— C/ioru«. 

On  the  banks  Of  the  Clyde  dwells  a  heart-broken  mother. 

They  told  her  of  how  the  great  victory  was  won; 
But  the  glory  of  England,  to  her  brought  no  comfort, 

For  glory,  to  her,  meant  the  loss  of  her  son. 
But  .Jeannie  is  witlj  her  to  comfort  and  shield  her, 

Tom'ther  they  weep  and  together  they  pray; 
And  Jeannie  her  daughter  will  be  while  she  live*. 

For  the  sake  of  that  laddie  who  died  far  &wa.y. -^-Chorui. 
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'THE   WEDDING-   MARCH,  :/; 
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'.':■"    A  wedding,  whether  large  or  small, 

I  always  like  to  see;  v- 

I  form  my  own  conclusions,  ■      ''     V: 

"While  the  rest  are  full  of  glee.  "' 

The  wedding  bells,  of  course,  have  tonguea, 

And  every  time  the}'  ring 
I  understand  their  hinguage, 

For  I  always  hear  them  sing:  '':■■■■ 

CHonus.  ■ 

There  goes  another  one,  it  happens  every  day; 

Ding,  dong,  march  along!  Isn't  be  a  jay? 

His  wife  will  take  him  bye-and-bye  and  place  him  on  the  shelf, 

There  goes  another  man  who's  made  a  gilly  of  himself. 

The  night  before  he's  married. 

He  must  bid  his  pals  goodbye; 
The  last  drink  of  a  single  life  .; 

He  swallows  with  a  sigh. 
Next  day  the  job  is  finished, 

And  he's  thankfii  that  it's  through; 
He  thinks  the  bells  are  cheering  him. 

Ah  I  if  he  only  knew Chorus. 

'Tis  only  in  the  after  years 

The  truth  of  it  comes  out; 
His  temper  and  his  htrtr  has  gone. 

And  happiness,  no  doubt.  - 

The  pride  is  taken  out  of  him. 

And  likewise  all  the  starch;      '     ,. 
And  he  says  whene'er  he  hears 

Another  fellow's  wedding  march: — CJiaru».  ,  \. 


The  Old  Church  of  My  Childhood. 
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The  old  church  of  my  childhood. 

Built  on  the  country  green,  .     ' 

Was  near  a  charming  wildwood. 

The  fairest  ever  seen;  ^ 

j  Far  from  the  pastor's  dwelUng 

It  stood  in  peace  alone; 
Its  rustic  beauty  telling 

Of  days  forever  flown.  - 

Cnonus. 

Each  Sabbath  morn  the  ringing 

Of  bells  was  loud  and  clear, 
And  then  the  old  choir  singing  ,   . 

Brought  ev'ry  heart  good  cheer. 

The  old  church  near  the  wildwood, 

Its  walls  with  moss  overgrown,       ... 
Wbere  in  the  days  of  childhood 

Bright  hours  of  peace  I've  known;       ,        " 
With  tall  and  tow'ring  steeple, 

Where  peeled  the  Sabbath  bell,  '■• 

And  where  the  church-going  people 

Their  fafth  and  hope  would  tell. — Charu: 

The  rock,  the  stream,  the  wildwood. 

Are  just  tCe  same  to-daj; 
The  old  church  of  my  childhood 

Is  now  in  slow  decay. 
We  hear  no  more  the  ringing 

Of  bells  80  pure  and  clear;  ' 

No  good  old  choir  is  singing 

Those  hymns  we  loved  to  hear. — Charu$. 


THE   OLD   WILLOW   CRADLE. 
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It  stands  in  the  garret  deserted  and  lone.         .  ~ 

All  dingy  and  broken,  with  webs  overgrown; 

The  hands  that  once  rocked  it,  how  quiet  are  they, 

The  smiles  that  beamed  o'er  it  have  faded  away.  ■. 

A  sweet  angel  mother  once  leaned  o'er  its  side. 

And  sang  to  her  baby,  her  darling  and  pride; 

Oh,  sad  mem'ries  gather,  and  tears  downward  creep. 

That  old  willow  cradle  once  rocked  us  to  sleep,  Ah! — 

CnoRus. 
"Twas  rocking,  still  rocking,  at  t\vllight's  sweet  fall. 
And  rocking,  still  rocking,  when  uight  covered  all;  .; 

A  mother's  fond  prayer  begged  the  angels  to  keep  • '' 

Sweet  watch  oer  the  cradle  that  rocked  us  to  sleep. 

A  dear  baby  brother  its  pillow  has  pressed, 

While  angel-sweet  lullabies  sang  him  to  rest; 

Oh,  sad  were  the  tear-drops  when  empt}' it  stood, 

And  gone  was  that  brother  so  gentle  and  good. 

His  wee  broken  playthings  lay  near  it  that  day. 

When  angels  had  borne  him  so  softly  away; 

Oh,  long  oer  thy  pillow  a  mother  would  weep. 

Dear  old  willow  cradle  that  rocked  us  to  sleep,  Ahl — Chorus. 

It  stands  in  the  garret  deserted  and  lone. 

All  dingy  antl  broken,  with  webs  overgrown; 

And  years  have  departed  since  I  was  a  child. 

And  over  my  pathway  my  loved  ones  have  smiled. 

Yet  oft  in  the  pauses  of  world-wear}'  strife, 

The  sweet  early  mem'ries  will  dawn  on  my  life; 

They  bind  to  my  heart,  with  affection  so  deep. 

The  old  willow  cradle  that  rocked  us  to  sleep,  Ahl — Cfiorui. 


T  A  -  R  A-R  XT  M . 
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—"Where's  the  molasses.  Bill?"  said  a  red-headed  woman 
sharply  to  her  son,  who  had  returned  with  an  empty  jug.  "  None 
in  the  city,  motiicr,  every  grocery  store  has  a  big  black-board  out- 
gide,  with  the  letters  chalk^  on  it — '  N.  O.  Molasses.' " 
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There's  a  dirty  gang  of  loafers  on  the  comer  of  the  block. 

And  whenever  I  go  past  they're  sure  to  yell,  Ta-ra-nim;  ,  .- 

I  don't  know  what  it  means,  but  still  It  gives  me  quite  a  shock, 

And  it  hurta  my  feelings,  too.  ■■'.. 

If  I'm  passing  with  a  lady,  they  will  holler,  Chain  him  up,  V 

And  then  somebody  will  start  them  oflf  again,  ta-ra-rum;  \^ 

They  will  shout  out  to  the  lady,  Buy  a  muzzle  for  your  pnp, 

And  it's  me  they  mean,  that's  true. 

Chorus. 
Ta-ra-rum,  ta-ra-mm, 

May  the  devil  fly  away  with  them  and  their  ta-ra-nim; 

I'll  take  a  dose  of  poison,  or  myself  111  go  and  hang. 

Through  the  chorus  of  that  gang.  » 

When  they  put  me  np  for  alderman  a  speech  I  tried  to  make. 

But  my  mouth  was  scarcely  open  when  they  yelled,  Ta-ra-mm;    „       ', 
.    Next  morning  on  my  eye  I  wore  a  half  a  pound  of  steak,  ■-■.,:' 

Where  they  hit  me  with  a  brick.  ' 

I  went  down  to  the  court,  to  get  a  warrant  I  did  try, 

But  the  judge  says.  Serve  you  right,  you  look  a  bum,  ta-ra-rum; 
I  went  straight  home  and  put  my  Sunday  dinner  on  my  aye. 

So  of  politics  I  am  sick. 

Chorus. 
•  Ta-ra-rum,  ta-ra-rum. 

It  gives  me  hydrophobia  when  I  hear  ta-ra-rum ; 

The  country  may  be  ruined  for  the  want  of  aldermen, 

■    But  they  won't  fool  me  again. 

Now  I  backed  a  boree  at  Brighton,  and  my  money  went  to  get, 

When  the  betting  man  looked  at  me,  and  says  he,  Ta-ra-mm; 
Says  he,  Why,  don't  you  know,  sh,  that  your  horse  is  running  y«t, 

And  he'll  t>e  In  sometime  next  year? 
Of  course,  when  he  said  that,  the  people  'round  began  to  smile, 

Then  says  I,  You  have  my  money,  you  may  say,  Ta-ra-rum; 
But  the  horse  that  takes  a  year  to  run  three-quarters  of  a  mile. 

Is  a  d m  bad  horse  I  fear. 

''■'.■  Chobus.        -  ■ 

.'       T  Ta-ra-mm,  ta-ra-rum. 

You  have  my  twenty  dollars  in  your  purse,  ta-ra-mm; 

^    You  may  go  and  buy  a  platol,  and  I'll  iet  you  kill  a  fool, 

•'     "  If  I  ever  buy  another  pool. 
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As  Long  as  the  World  Goes  Round. 
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There  are  times  to  be  merry  and  times  to  be  sad 

On  this  cbangeal)le  earth  of  ours; 
There's  a  share  of  the  good  and  a  share  of  the  bad 

In  our  journey  thro'  thorns  and  tiowers. 
There  are  parts  of  the  way  that  are  blooming  and  gay, 

There  are  parts  that  are  stony  ground; 
And  so  it  will  be,  I  can  easily  see, 

As  long  as  the  world  goes  round. 

Chorus. 

As  long  as  the  world  goes  round, 
As  long  as  the  world  goes  round. 

And  so  it  will  be,  I  can  easily  see, 
As  long  as  the  world  goes  "round. 

Tho'  our  hearts  may  grow  faint  in  the  battle  of  life, 

'Tis  a  comfort  at  least  to  feel 
That  the  morrow  may  bring  a  new  turn  to  the  strife. 

In  a  turning  of  fortune's  wheel. 
Tho'  the  sky  be  oerca^t,  there  is  sunshine  at  last 

Where  the  blackest  of  clouds  are  found; 
And  so  it  will  be,  I  can  e:vsily  see. 

As  long  as  the  world  goes  round. — Charua. 

Let  *B  bow  to  the  sorrows  fate  throws  in  our  way, 

There  is  hope  when  its  frowns  are  worst; 
And  enjoy  the  l)right  weather  of  life  while  we  may, 

For  to-morrow  the  storm  will  burst. 
Seize  the  best  when  you  can,  bear  the  worst  like  a  man 

'Tis  a  motto  both  safe  and  sound; 
And  so  it  will  be,  I  can  easily  see. 

As  long  as  the  world  goes  "round. — Chorus, 


'Twill  All  Come  Out  in  the  Wash. 
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I've  a  neat  little  song  that  I'll  sing  }'ou  to-night. 

Of  the  things  that  we  tiud  in  the  wash; 
Every  day  as  we  rub  and  we  scrub  in  the  tub, 

A\.nd  we  splutter  away  with  a  splash. 
You  may  talk  of  the  ciistlos  you  build  in  the  air. 
And  the  wonders  that  stiffen"  the  roots  of  your  hair, 
But  there's  never  a  one  that  will  ever  compare 

With  the  things  that  come  out  of  the  wash. 

Chorus. 

With  a  rub,  rub,  rubbity  rub, 
And  a  scrub,  scrub,  scrubbity  scrub. 
In  your  tub,  tub,  tubbity  tub, 
'The  things  that  come  out  of  the  wash. 

There's  many  a  thing  that  we're  sure  to  find, 

That  often  comes  out  in  the  wash; 
Like  the  vote  of  an  aMernian  gentle  and  kind. 

You  would  think  that  he  came  from  Oshkosh. 
He  will  give  you  his  vote  for  your  dollars  aud  cents. 
And  grant  you  the  gift  of  a  railroad  immense, 
But  tlie  blessed  a  word  alK)tit  any  expense 

Until  it  comes  out  in  the  wash. — VIujtus. 

In  politics,  too,  it  is  awfully  tnie, 

'The  reform  that  we  hear  is  all  bosh; 
Oh  I  show  me  the  man  that  is  "  square"  if  you  can, 

And  who  hasn't  come  out  of  tlie  wash. 
The  Democrats  say  they  are  heartily  glad 
That  the  rascals  are  out,  *biit  tt'>  a  pity,  bedad! 
That  the  one  is  no  l)etter  and  the  oilier  a.s  bad. 

And  the  both  of  them  need  a  good  wash. — Chorus. 

Did  you  ever  come  home  to  a  pir-nic  at  night. 

And  stumble  up  stairs  with  a  crash; 
With  a  strange  maiden's  hair  on  your  coatlet  so  bare. 

And  your  pocket-book  hungry  for  cash? 
Your  wife  she  will  say,  with  a  cvnical  smile: 
"Oh!  don't  brush  it  off,  dear,  *1  pres"me  it'x  Vie  ntyle; 
Pray,  make  no  excuse,  sir,  it  isn't  wortli  while. 

Perhaps  'twill  come  out  in  tho  wash." — Chorus. 


Have  yon  read  of  the  things  that  occur  in  the  bank,    ; 

Of  Jerry  and  Jimmy,  and  Josh; 
And  the  frolicsome  "  tishes  "  that  go  to  the  tank 

For  to  have  a  gt>od  swim  in  the  wash? 
When  a  fellow  (foes  wrong,  how  the  papers  will  yell. 
But  the^''/c^tf  he  will  sigh  and  sadly  say — *"WeU, 
Oh  !  let  the  poui- fellow  skedaddle  to , 

iSome  day  he'll  come  back  for  a  waahl " — Chorus. 

There's  a  new-fangled  craze  that  we  see  nowadays. 

As  the  whip  goes  a  swishity  swash; 
And  the  maiden  will  cry  to  her  coachman:  "  Oh,  my! 

Come  take  me  out,  love,  for  a  dash  I " 
Her  papa  will  storm  in  a  terrible  rage. 
But  the  maiden  will  say — *•'  IgnCM  Tm  of  age. ^  " 
And  off  she  will  skip  and  she'll  go  on  the  sUige, 

And  never  come  back  for  a  wash. — Chorus. 

I've  lived  in  a  boarding-house  many  a  day. 
Where  they  fed  me  on  something  called  "  hash; " 

And  believe  me  or  not,  but  'tis  true  what  I  say. 
It  was  tough  as  the  bark  of  an  ash. 

I  always  supposed  'twas  a  great  myster-ee. 

Until  it  arose  and  it  said  unto  me: 

*"  I'm  the  thing  tliey're  using  to  set  Ireland  free! 
And  I'll  never  come  out  ia  the  visAh."— Chorus. 

Now  there  is  the  preacher  you  hear  in  the  church, 

And  often  he  is  preaching  you  bosh ; 
For  sure  he's  a  screecher  and  seldom  a  teacher 

Of  the  things  that  come  out  in  the  wash. 
You  may  go  through  this  world  on  a  beautiful  search. 
But  the  lesson  you've  hunted  way  up  in  the  church, 
*That  very  same  preacher  has  left  in  the  lurch. 

And  'twill  all  come  out  io  the  wash. — Cfiorus. 

The  maiden  jrou  meet  on  the  street  very  neat. 

Is  the  darhng  that's  out  for  the  "  mash; " 
She  is  beautifully  bright  in  the  glare  of  the  light, 

*Tis  the  way  that  she  uses  the  wash. 
Her  cheeks  are  as  red  and  as  ripe  as  a  rose. 
And  her  eyebrows  are  jet — *at  Uwt,  we  suppose— 
But  indeed  the}'  &vq  false,  as  everyone  knows, 
And  you  bet  they'll  come  out  in  the  wash. — Chorus. 

Now  my  song  it  is  done,  and  it  isn't  much  fun 
To  pick  out  such  things  from  the  wash; 

{Holds  lip  black  baby.) 

But  here  is  a  caulker  for  Miss  Mary  Walker, 
Oh,  dearie,  it  looks  like  a  squash. 

I  haven't  a  place  for  the  poor  little  lad. 

And  the  nary  a  one  can  I  find  for  his  dad; 

*  Won't  nobody  have  him  f  he  looks  pretty  bad, 
It's  a  pity,  I'll  give  him  a  wash. — Chorus. 


I  presume  you  have  read  of  some  Generals  of  note, 

Of  princes  and  that  kind  of  bosh; 
But  show  me  the  one  like  our  George  Wa.^^hington, 

Who  could  wipe  them  all  out  with  a  swash. 
And  where  is  the  man  that  can  walk  iu  the  track 
Of  the  ones  we  have  lost  who  will  never  come  hack;    ' 
*Like  Hancock  and  Grant,  and  our  brave  little  Mac, 

The  boys  that  have  passed  through  the  wash? — Ch/rus. 


Now  here  is  a  thing,  you  can  wager  your  life. 

That  has  passed  through  the  fire  and  the  flash; 
It  has  lived  through  the  battle  of  Diany  a  strife. 

And  has  never  yet  needed  a  wash. 
'Tis  the  flag  of  our  Union,  that  freedom  has  cast 
To  shelter  her  sons  from  the  first  to  the  last; 
And  you  bet  that  the  colors  are  solid  and  fast. 
And  will  never  come  out  in  the  wash. — Cfiorus. 
♦The  words  with  an  asterisk  (♦)  should  be  spoken. 

I     »  •  m     I 
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—"  Pa,  what  is  a  Mother  Hubbard?  "    "  It  is  a  kind  of  a  cover- 
ing that  a  woman  uses  when  she  gels  too  lazy  to  put  on  a  dress." 


— "  Shall  I  vind  the  clock,  fadder?  "  asked  young  Jacob  Isaac- 
stein,   as  they  were  about  to  close  the  store.     "Nol"  said  the 
fentlemnn  with  a  sigh,  "  pizness  vas  too  pad.     Choost  let  it  alone, 
acob,  und  ve  vill  save  the  vear  and  tear  on  the  veels." 
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RORY  OF  THE  HILL. 

"  That  rake  up  near  the  rafters. 

Why  leave  It  there  so  long? 
The  handle,  of  the  best  of  ash. 

Is  smooth  and  straight,  and  strong; 
And,  mother,  will  you  tell  me,  .       >.  .      : 

Why  did  my  father  frown, 
When  to  make  the  hay  in  Summer  time, 

I  climbed  to  take  it  down?  " 
She  looked  into  her  husband's  eyes. 

While  her  own  with  light  did  fill, 
"  You'll  shortly  know  the  reason,  boy  I " 

Said  Rory  of  the  Hill. 
The  midnight  moon  is  lighting  up 

The  slopes  of  Sliav-na-man, 
Whose  foot  affrights  the  startled  hares 

So  long  before  the  dawn ! 
He  stopped  just  where  the  Anner's  stream 

Winds  up  the  woods  anear. 
Then  whistled  low  and  looked  around 

To  see  the  coast  was  clear. 
A  sheeling  door  flew  open — 

In  he  stepped  with  right  good  will — 
"  God,  save  all  here,  and  bless  your  work," 

Said  Rory  of  the  Hill. 
Ri^ht  hearty  was  the  welcome 

That  greeted  him  I  ween, 
For  years  gone  by  he  fully  proved 

How  well  he  loved  the  green; 
And  there  was  one  amongst  them 

Who  grasped  him  by  the  hand — 
One  who  through  all  that  wear}'  time 

Roamed  on  a  foreign  strand; 
He  brought  tuein  news  from  gallant  friends 

That  made  their  heart-strings  tlirill —    , 
"  My  iowl!  I  never  doubted  them!  " 

Said  Rory  of  the  Hill. 
They  sat  around  the  humble  board  .       . 

'Till  dawning  of  the  day, 
And  yei  not  song  nor  shout  I  heard — 

No  revelers  were  they; 
Some  brows  flushed  red  with  gladness. 

While  some  were  grimly  pale; 
But  pale  or  red,  from  out  those  eyes 

Flashed  souls  that  never  quail! 
"  And  sing  us  now  about  the  vow 

They  swore  for  to  fulfill" —  ;  . 

"  You'll  read  it  yet  in  history," 

Said  Rory  of  the  Hill. 
Next  day  the  ashen  handle 

He  took  down  from  where  it  hung. 
The  toothed  rake,  full  scornfully, 

Into  the  fire  he  flun^; 
And  in  its  stead  a  shinmg  blade 

Is  gleaming  once  again — 
(Oh!  for  a  hundred  thousand  of 

Such  weapons  and  such  men!) 
Right  soldierly  he  wielded  it, 

And  going  through  his  drill — 
"  Attention! — charge! — front,  point! — advancel' 

Cried  Rory  of  the  Hill. 
She  looked  at  him  with  woman's  pride,. 

With  pride  and  woman's  fears; 
She  flew  to  him,  she  clung  to  him. 

And  dried  away  her  tears. 
He  feels  her  pulse  beat  truly. 

While  her  arms  around  him  twine — 
"  Now  G<xi  be  praised  for  your  stout  heart. 

Brave  little  wife  of  mine! " 
He  swung  his  first-born  in  the  air. 

While  joy  his  heart  did  fill — 
"  You'll  be  a  Fueeman  yet,  my  boy," 

Said  Rory  of  the  Hill. 
Oh,  knowle<lge  is  a  wondrous  power. 

And  stronger  than  the  wind; 
Anil  thrones  shall  fall,  and  despots  bow. 

Before  the  might  of  mind; 
The  poet,  and  the  orator,  -      ' 

The  heart  of  man  can  sway, 
And  would  to  the  kind  heavens  :  v 

That  Wolfe  Tone  were  here  to-day! 
Yet  trust  me  friends,  dear  Ireland's  strength. 

Her  truest  strength  is  still  ' 

The  rough-and-ready  roving  boys, 

Like  Rory  of  the  Hill.  ;^ ) : 


MY  MOTHERS   OLD   SLIPPER 
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How  well  I  remember  the  days  of  my  childhood. 
Its  joys  and  deep  sorrows,  its  pleasures  and  fears; 

But  nothing  e'er  left  a  more  lasting  impression,  ." 

Than  mother's  old  slipper — its  horrors  and  tears.  ,  ,•'; 

Chorus, 

My  mother's  old  slipper,  the  terrible  slipper. 
That  loose  fitting  slipper  my  mother  did  wear; 

When  ever  I  think  of  the  days  of  my  childhood. 
My  mother's  old  slipper  is  sure  to  be  there.  '■'■■: ; 

I  have  met  with  disaster,  and  braved  many  dangers. 

Been  threatened  with  extermination  and  death; 
Have  been  shipwrecked  and  left  on  a  desolate  island, 

But  mother's  old  slii)per!  the  thought  takes  my  breath  !-~C?/«wtti. 

I  ne'er  can  forget  her  sweet  smiles  and  caresses^ 

Her  warm  loving  kisses  and  tenderly  care; 
How  often  she'd  cheer  me  with  kind  words  of  comfort, 

But  mother's  old  slipper  still  raises  my  hair. — Clu>ru».    ■    . 

If  I  should  displease  her,  be  cross  or  unruly,  ■    -        -J 

Grow  sulky  or  careless,  refuse  to  obey;  ■;      .    ;   ,•'    ' 

'Tw.os  but  for  a  moment — I  knew  what  was  coming— 
!My  mother's  old  slipper  soou  carried  the  day. — vfurrui. 

I  have  studied  at  school,  and  have  struggled  to  master       ^    - 

My  lessons,  in  fact,  I  was  called  rather  bright; 
But  as  to  real  smartness,  without  hesitation. 

My  mother's  old  slipper  produced  it  at  at  sight. — Chorus. 


pray 


I" 


If  I  stood  at  the  table  while  eating  my  dinner, 
And  sister  should  whisper:  "  Sit  down,  Charlie, 

I  would  give  such  a  look  of  complete  desolation, 
"  My  mother's  old  slipper,"  was  all  I  could  say. — Chorus. 


BOTANY    BAY. 

Written  and  8uug  by  Edward  narrigan. 
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Oh,  I  was  reared  in  W^hite  Chapel, 

A  'prentice  I  was  bound; 
No  livelier  kid  was  ever  known      .     ;  '  , 

Her  majesty's  country  round.  .     \ 

I  cut  the  master  short  one  day 

And  started  off  alone, 
.-         And  went  to  swiping  handkerchiefs  ,      ^ 

Not  many  miles  from  home. 

Chorus.  , 

They  shipped  me  far  away 
To  a  penal  colony, 
-    Across  the  deep  blue  water 
To  the  isle  of  Australia. 
•     "        I  took  leg  bail  one  day,  .        '" 

I  could  no  longer  stay;         "  '  '    ■  .. 

I  slipped  the  goal  with  a  pleasant  smile. 
And  sailed  from  Botatiy  Bay. 

I  know  a  little  barmaid,  \  v 

'  All  at  the  Royal  Arms;  *  ■ 

She  is  sweet  on'this  ere  covey 
,  And  his  aggravating  charms.  ■ 

Her  parents  call  her  Dolly, 

I  call  her  Doll  for  short;  1 

..~.        I  gives  her  silken 'kerchief, 

.    And  that's  how  her  I  caught. — Ohonu. 

I  did  a  bit  in  Newgate,  ;• 

Likewise  at  old  Bridewell;  •    ' 

■:  :'    Like  Claude  Duval  and  his  jolly  pal. 
Carved  my  name  all  in  the  cell. 
;;•  On  the  old  treadmill  it's  all  up  hill, 

:'■:,,'        It  goes  against  the  grain 

Of  Sumniy  Slap,  the  cleverest  chap 
From  Costermonger  Lane. — Chorui, 
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BARBARA  FRITCHIE. 


Up  from  te  valleys  green  mit  yellow  corn 
Vhat  sloodt  up  slroigUdt  in  le  early  morn, 

Vben  te  repels  stretcbedt  cltbeir  draitor  necks. 
Do  see  vhat  they  soomtimes  soon  expects 

Mit  dot  Frederick  blace  wbat  stband  so  stbill 
Und  quiedt  do  see  vbat  vas  dtbeir  royal  vill. 

Roundt  dot  nice  leedle  town  was  pig  apple  drees, 
Vbat  scbmell  migbty  sweedt  do  le  boney  pees, 

Und  make  dot  blare  von  garten  of  te  Lord 
Do  dot  grazy  and  hungry  repel  horde. 

Veil  so,  on  dot  nice  day  vben  all  vas  so  fine, 
Vben  Lee  marched  along  bis  repel  line 

Ofer  dot  roadt  vinding  te  mountain  down 
Mit  foot  und  horseback  indo  Frederick  town 

Dere  vas  seen  40  Johnny  pattleflags 
Flapping  in  te  vind  like  crimson  rags, 

Und  shining  in  te  sun  of  dot  early  morn — 
But  dthey  vas  all  nix  py  te  hour  of  noon. 

Pcfore  dot,  some  repel  soldiers  hauled  down 
A  Yankee  flag  from  a  roof  of  Frederich.  town, 

Und  not  anypody  in  all  dot  blace  i 

Dare  shook  his  nose  in  te  repels'  face; 

But  Barbara  Fritchie  of  Frederick  town 
Took  up  dot  flag  vat  de  rei^els  hauled  down, 

Und  stuck  it  fast  do  her  vindow-sill, 

Do  show  dem  scamps  dot  she  loved  it  stbill. 

Py  dot  dime,  up  te  streedt  vas  bearddt  tc  treadt 
Of  repels,  mit  Stonevall  Shackson  in  te  lead. 

Stonevall  be  saw  dot  flag  py  dot  vindow-sill, 
Und  stopped  righdt  ofll  und  gave  a  rcjiel  yell. 

"  Halt!  "  be  cried  oudt  mit  voice  loudt  und  clear; 
"  Halt!  Doud't  you  see  dot  flag  flapping  dere?  " 

All  vas  stbill  at  vonce  like  mice.     "  Fire! "  be  said, 
"  At  dot  Yankee  flag  shust  righdt  on  abeadt! " 

Dot  leedle  flag  vas  shoot  through  und  through 
Py  dot  Stouevall  Shackson's  repel  crew, 

Und  it  full  from  its  broken  stick  do  te  floor; 
But  Barbara  Fritchie  held  it  oudt  vonce  more 

In  te  viiid  righdt  ofer  dot  vindow-sill 

Und  waved  it  so — dot  way — mit  all  her  vill. 

"  Dond't  shoot  your  country's  leedle  flag,"  she  said, 
"  But  shoot,  if  you  must,  my  gray  oldt  bead, 

Vor  it  vas  mime,  and  te  flag  vas  your  own! " 

But  Shacks(jn  be  shust  looked,  und  said,  "  March  on; 

Dot  voomans  vas  doo  tough  do  kill  dot  way; 
March  on!    Let  her  die  some  oder  day." 

All  dot  day  te  tramp  of  marching  repel  feedt 
Vas  beard t  along  dot  Frederick  streedt, 

Und  all  dot  day  dot  leedle  Yankee  flag 
Floutedt  ofer  every  40  repel  rag. 

Uud  alvays  ofer  Barbara  Fritchie's  grav* 
Dot  flag  of  freedom  vill  alvays  wave; 

Und  ever  she  vill  from  stars  look  down 
On  te  Stars  und  Stribes  iu  Frederick  town. 


Alonzo,  the  Brave,  and  Fair  Imogine. 

A  warrior  so  bold  and  a  virgin  so  bright, 

Conversed  as  they  sat  on  the  green, 
They  gazed  on  each  f>tlier  with  tender  deliijbt; 
Alonzo.  the  l)rave,  was  the  name  of  the  knight, 

The  maid's  was  the  Fair  Imogiue. 

"  And,  oh!  "  said  the  youth,  "  since  to-morrow  I  go 

To  tight  in  a  far  distant  land, 
Your  le;u-s  for  my  absence  soon  leaving  to  flow, 
.Some  other  will  court  you,  and  you  will  bestow 

On  a  wealthier  suitor  your  hand." 


"  Oh!  hush  these  suspicions,"  Fair  Imogiue  said, 

"  Offensive  to  love  and  to  me; 
For  if  you  be  living,  or  if  you  be  dead, 
I  swear  by  the  Virgin,  that  none  in  your  stead 

Shall  husband  ot  Imogiue  be.  .  , .    , 

And  if  e'er  for  another  my  heart  should  decide. 

Forgetting  Alonzo,  the  brave, 
Ood  grant  that,  to  punish  my  falsehood  and  pride. 
Your  ghost  at  the  marriage  may  sit  by  my  side; 
May  tax  me  with  perjury,  claim  me  as  bride. 

And  bear  me  away  to  the  grave." 

To  Palestine  hastened  the  hero  so  bold, 

His  love  she  lamented  him  sore; 
But  scarce  had  a  twelvemonth  elapsed,  when,  behold, 
A  baron,  all  covered  with  jewels  and  gold, 

Arrived  at  Fair  Imogine  s  door.  '    ' 

His  treasure,  his  presents,  his  spacious  domain, 

Soon  made  her  untrue  to  her  vows; 
He  dazzled  her  eyes,  he  bewildered  her  brain. 
He  caught  her  allections  so  light  and  so  vain. 

And  carried  her  home  as  his  spouse. 

And  now  had  the  marriage  been  blessed  by  the  priest. 

The  revelry  now  was  bc^un; 
The  tables  they  groaned  wub  the  weight  of  the  feast. 
Nor  vet  had  the  laughter  and  merriment  ceased, 

When  the  bell  of  the  castle  tolled  "  one," 

Then  first  with  amazement  Fair  Imogine  found 

That  a  stranger  was  placed  by  her  side; 
His  air  was  terrific,  he  uttered  no  sound, 
He  spoke  not,  he  moved  not,  he  looked  not  around, 

But  earnestly  gazed  on  the  bride. 

His  vizor  was  closed,  and  gigantic  his  height. 

His  armour  was  Siible  to  view; 
All  pleasure  and  laughter  was  hushed  at  his  si^ht, 
The  do^s,  as  thev  eyed  him,  drew  back  in  affright. 

The  lights  in  tLe  chamber  burnt  blue. 

His  presence  all  bosoms  appeared  to  dismay, 

The  guests  sat  iu  silence  and  fear; 
At  length  spoke  the  bride,  while  she  trembled:  "  I  pray, 
Sir  Knight,  that  your  helmet  aside  you  would  lay. 

And  deign  to  partake  of  our  cheer." 

The  ladjr  is  silent,  the  stranger  complies, 

His  vizor  be  slowly  unclosed; 
Oh!  then  what  a  sight  met  Fair  Imogine's  eyes, 
"What  words  can  express  her  dismay  and  surprise. 

When  a  skeleton's  head  was  exposed? 

All  present  then  uttered  a  terrified  shout, 

All  turned  with  disgust  from  the  scene; 
The  worms  they  crept  in,  and  the  worms  they  crept  out, 
And  sported  his  eyes  and  his  temples  about, 

While  the  spectre  addressed  Imoe 


imogine: 
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"  Behold  me,  thou  false  one!  behold  me! "  he  cried, 

"  Remember  Alonzo,  the  brave! 
God  grants  that,  to  punish  lliy  falsehood  and  pride. 
My  ghost  at  thy  marriage  should  sit  by  thy  side; 
Should  tax  thee  with  perjury,  claim  thee  as  bride, 

And  bear  thee  away  to  the  grave." 

Thus  saying,  his  arms  round  the  lady  he  wound, 

While  loudly  slie  shrieked  in  dismay: 
Then  sank  with  bis  prey  through  the  wide  yawning  ground; 
Nor  ever  again  was  Fair  Imogine  found, 

Or  the  spectre  who  bore  her  away.  .    i 

Not  long  lived  the  baron,  and  none  since  that  time        !  .  ; 

To  inhabit  the  oislle  presume;  j 

For  chronicles  tell,  that  by  order  sublime. 
There  Imogine  suffers  the  pain  of  her  crime, 

Ajid  mourns  her  deplorable  doom. 

At  midnight,  four  times  in  each  year,  does  her  sprite 

When  mortals  in  slumber  are  bouud. 
Arrayed  in  her  bridal  apparel  of  white, 
Appear  in  the  hall  with  the  skeleton  knight,        , 

And  shriek  as  he  whirls  her  around. 

While  they  drink  out  of  skulls  newly  torn  from  the  grave. 

Dancing  'round  them  pale  spectres  are  seen; 
Their  liquor  is  blood,  and  this  horrible  stave 
They  howl;  "  To  the  health  of  Alonzo,  the  brave. 
And  his  consort,  the  false  Imogine! " 
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Shall  I  Ever  See  My  Old  Home  Any 

More? 
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When  young  among  mv  friends  at  home 

I  lived  there  peaceful Iv, 
But  thinking  I  should  like  to  roam, 

I  went  away  to  sea; 
And  when  the  ship  began  to  roll, 

I  look'd  towards  the  shore, 
And  thought  if  ever  I  should  see 

My  dsar  home  any  more.  ' 

H      -  V  Chorus. 

Shall  I  ever  see  my  home  any  more? 
Where  my  playmates  used  to  call. 
And  play  at  bat  and  ball,  ■    -    .    - 

Shall  I  ever  see  my  home  any  more?   ' 

One  night  there  came  a  dreadful  storm, 

The  thunder  roared  on  high, 
I  felt  a  shock,  she  struck  a  rock, 

I  heard  the  capUiin  cry: 
"  She  must  go  down,  all  will  be  drowned, 
•  We  cannot  reach  the  shore!" 

And  then  I  thguglit  if  I  should  see 

My  old  home  any  more. — Cfiorus. 

The  life-boat  soot  was  by  our  side. 

Some  of  the  crew  jump'd  in. 
The  others  then  jump'd  overboard. 

And  tried  their  best  to  swim; 
So  being  the  last,  I  to  the  mast 

Hung  on 'till  break  of  day. 
While  the  sharks  below  swam  to  and  fro, 

I  to  myself  did  say; — Chorus. 

At  last  a  ship  came  by, 

And  I  showed  signals  of  distress, 
'  '  V        Then  Captain  Ward  took  me  on  board. 

He  could  do  nothing  less; 
The  ship  sailed  to  a  foreign  part. 

Where  I'd  not  been  before, 
And  I  wonder  if  I  e'er  shall  see 

The  old  home  any  more. — Cfiorus.  i   y 


'WAY  DOWN  IN  MAINE. 
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■  ;     .     There  was  a  girl  in  our  town, 

'Way  down  in  Maine, 
She  loved  a  man  named  Billy  Brown, 

'Way  down  in  Maine; 
The  neighbors  said  she  was  insane, 
But  she  loved  her  Billy  just  the  same. 
And  Bill  he  loved  his  Susan  Jane, 

'Way  down  in  Maine. 

Chorus. 

.  'Way  down  in  Maine, 

'Way  down  in  Maine, 
How  I  love  that  pretty  yaller  gal, 
'Way  down  in  Maine. 

';-   She  wa.s  clerk  in  a  hardware  store,    .-: 
'Way  down  in  Maine, 
And  her  heart  with  love  was  very  sore, 
'Way  down  in  Maine; 
-   She  stole  the  arm  of  an  eight-day  clock, 
-  And  Bill  stole  chickens  by  the  flock, 

Now  they're  both  in  jail  under  a  lock, 
'Way  dywn  in  Maine. — Chorus. 

Oh,  they  let  Bill  out  when  he  served  his  time, 

'Way  down  in  Maine, 
And  Bill  sent  the  judge  a  valentine, 
'Way  down  in  Maine; 
;'  ,  He  took  his  girl  out  in  a  sleigh. 

And  he  asked  her  to  marry  the  very  next  day, 
,V    But  the  horse  took  fright  and  ran  away, 
'Way  down  in  Maine. — Chorus. 


CREEP   INTO   BED,  MY   BABY. 
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Tra  la  la  la,  tra  la  la  la,  tra  la  la  la  la,  ah! 
Tra  la  la  la,  tra  la  la  la  la,  ah!  '   ;;■ 

Creep  into  bed,  my  baby. 
Steal  into  bed,  my  darling; 
Hurry  to  sleep,  slumber  thee  deep, 
\-         Into  bed  creep,  my  loved  one. 
One  little  kiss  for  mamma, 
\        One  little  kiss  for  me; 

Turn  out  the  light,  'till  morning  bright. 
Sleep,  little  baby,  sleep. 

Chorus. 
Tra  la  la,  la  la  la,  ley  hie  ye  ho. 
Sleep,  baby,  sleep,  in  slumber  deep; 
v    _         When  o'er  the  hills  the  bright  morning  doth  break. 
Then,  love,  again,  love,  awake; 
Then,  love,  again,  love,  awake,      .  . 

Then,  love,  again,  love,  awake.  ^  i 

Creep  into  bed,  my  bab^',  .  I 

■    Steal  into  bed,  my  darling;  .  .  | 

Hurry  to  sleep,  slumber  tliee  deep,  | 

Into  bed  creep,  my  loved  one.  | 

See  the  bright  moon  is  beaming,  | 

Bright  little  stars  gleaming;  "  i 

Angels  al)Ove  watch  o'er  thee,  love. 
Sleep,  little  baby,  sleep. — Cliorti*. 


SHEFFIELD  APPRENTICE. 

I  was  brought  up  in  Sheffield,  not  of  a  high  degree. 
My  parents  they  doated  on  me,  thej'  had  no  more  but  me; 
I  rolled  in  such  pleasure,  just  where  my  fancy  led, 
'Till  I  was  bound  apprentice,  then  all  my  joys  were  fled. 

,'I  did  not  like  my  master,  he  did  not  use  me  well, 
I  took  a  resolution  not  long  with  him  to  dwell; 
Unknown  to  my  poor  parents,  from  him  I  ran  away, 
I  steered  my  course  to  London — oh,  cursed  be  the  day! 

A  handsome  young  lady  from  Holland  was  there. 
She  offered  me  great  wages  to  serve  her  a  a  ear; 
Oh,  then  with  great  persuasions  with  her  1  did  agree, 
To  go  to  live  in  Holland,  which  proved  my  destiny. 

I  had  not  been  in  Holland  past  j'cars,  two  or  three, 
Before  that  my  young  mistress  grew  very  fond  of  me; 
She  said  her  gold  and  silver,  her  houses  and  her  land. 
If  I'd  consent  to  marry  her,  should  be  at  my  command. 

I  said,  dear  honored  lady,  I  cannot  wed  yon  both. 
For  I  have  latelj'  promised  and  made  a  solemn  oath, 
To  wed  none  but  Polly,  j'our  pretty  chambermaid, 
Excuse  me,  my  dear  mistress,  she  lias  my  heart  betrayed. 

Then  in  angry  humor  away  from  me  did  run. 
Resolved  to  be  revenged  before  it  was  long; 
She  being  perplexed,  she  could  not  be  ray  wife. 
That  she  would  seek  a  project  to  take  away  ray  life. 

One  day  as  we  were  walking,  all  in  the  garden  gay,    ■ 
The  flowers  they  were  springing  so  delightful  and  gay, 
A  gold  ring  from  her  finger,  as  I  was  pa.ssing  by. 
She  slipped  into  my  pocket,  and  for  it  I  must  die. 

My  mistress  swore  I  robbed  her,  and  quickly  I  was  brought 
Before  a  grave  ohi  justice,  to  answer  for  my  fault; 
Long  time  I  pleaded  innocent,  but  it  was  of  no  avail. 
She  swore  so  hard  against  me,  that  I  was  put  to  jail.     -, 

It's  now  the  last  assizes  are  drawing  on  a  pace. 
And  presently  the  judge  will  on  nie  sentence  pass; 
From  the  place  of  confinement  they  brought  me  to  the  tree, 
So  woe  to  ray  mistress,  for  she  has  ruined  me. 

All  you  that  stand  around  me.  my  wretched  fate  to  see, 
Don't  glory  in  my  downfall,  I  pray,  you  jjity  me; 
Believe  I'm  quite' innocent,  I  bid  the  world  adieu,  ,: 

Farewell,  my  pretty  Polly,  I  die  for  love  of  you. 
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In  the  Window  a  Light  I  Can  see. 
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O'er  the  proud  swelling  sea,  with  my  heart  light  and  free, 

And  my  thoughts  drifting  back  to  my  home, 
Many  years  they  have  past  since  our  good  ship  was  cast 

A  wreck  on  the  ocean  alone. 
I  was  only  a  boy,  a  fond  mother's  joy, 

Who  lives  in  a  cot  by  the  sea; 
And  as  homeward  I  go,  my  heart  tells  me  so, 

In  the  window  a  light  I  can  see. 

Chorus. 
In  the  window  a  light  I  can  see  burning  bright. 

It  fills  me  with  joy  and  with  glee; 
From  old  cottage  home  ne'er  again  will  I  roam — 

Iq  the  window  a  light  I  cau  see. 

Oh,  it  seems  but  a  day  since  I  sailed  far  away, 

And  kissed  my  dear  mother  good-bye. 
With  her  arms  'round  mv  neck,  as  we  stood  on  the  deck, 

Our  flag  waving  proutf  to  the  sk)'. 
Oh,  promise,  she  said,  with  her  hands  ou  my  head. 

You'll  be  all  that  I  wish  you  to  be! 
And  returning  with  joy.  bruigs  me  back  a  boy — 

In  the  window  a  light  I  can  see. — Chorus. 

Now  at  last  I  am  here,  but  with  sad,  silent  tear, 

My  heart  sinks  within  me  like  lead; 
I  knock  on  the  door,  but  she  answers  no  more, 

My  fond  loving  mother  is  dead. 
In  heaven  above!  shall  meet  her  in  love, 

As  an  angel  her  face  I  can  see; 
In  a  mansion  on  high,  like  a  star  in  the  sky, 

In  the  window  alight  I  can  see. — (Jhoi~u». 


You'll  Get  There  All  the  Same. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 
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Oh,  hark  to  my  song,  for  I've  got  some  points  for  you, 
And  well  would  it  be  if  the  half  you  only  knew; 
In  wooing  a  wife  oft  sweet  words  will  svviftly  flow, 
But  this  I  will  say,  you'd  better  at  first  go  slow. 
Better  keep  single  than  to  wed  in  a  hurry, 
Belter  keep  cocjI  than  to  got  yourself  in  a  flurry; 
Time  will  work  wonders,  only  push  onward  ever, 
Then  you'll  not  get  left,  then  you'll  not  get  left,  never. 

Cnouus. 
You'll  get  there  all  the  same,  you'll  get  there  the  same, 
You'll  get  there  the  same,  yes,  you'll  get  there  the  same; 
You'll  get  tliere  all  the  same,  you  11  get  tliere  the  same. 
You'll  get  there  the  same,  you'll  get  there  all  the  same. 

Most  folks  think  it  wrong  if  you  .sell  them  chalk  for  cheese. 
But  old  Uncle  Sam  small  things  like  this  he  never  sees; 
His  dollar  is  sliort  just  by  ten  or  twenty  cents. 
But  he  that  gets  burnt  is  the  one  that  first  rei)ents. 
Better  u.se  greenbivcks  than  to  use  short-weight  money, 
Better  be  just  tlian  to  be  so  very  funny; 
Time  will  work  wonders,  only  don't  you  forget  it. 
Better  stop  silver,  then  you'll  never  regret  it. — Cliorus. 

Bob  Ingersoll  says  there's  no  place  as — well. 

Perhaps  it  is  best  on  tho.se  subjects  not  long  to  dwell; 

But  this  I  may  say,  he  will  find  out  some  warm  day, 

That  somehow  or  other  he's  going  that  way. 

Robert,  oh,  Robert,  you  are  much  mistak.,n. 

Brimstone  you  think  will  not  luirm  you  ever; 

But  tho'  you  say  you  will  go  there  never, 

You'll  get  there  the  same,  you'll  gel  there  all  the  same. — Cliorua. 

They  say  in  some  States  they  will  sell  you  not  a  dram. 
Bat  I  liave  foiujd  out  that  it's  really  a  sham; 
Thongii  taverns  are  closed  you  will  find  at  each  drug  store 
A  place  for  dry  jHiopIe  behind  the  little  door. 
Belter  keep  sol)er  than  swallow  bad  whiskey. 
Friends,  I've  l>een  tliere  and  I  ktiow  that  it's  risky; 
Well,  too,  I  know,  if  you  would  wet  up  your  whistle. 
Quickly  you'd  prove  that  all  the  law  was  a  fizzle. — Chorus. 


'Tis  said  Belva  Lockwood  will  fight  for  woman's  rightg. 

But  only  an  old  maid  in  such  a  cause  delights; 

The  pretty  girls  marry  making  useful  loving  wives. 

And  thus  become  angels  the  balance  of  their  lives. 

Better  get  married,  so  young  folks  get  married. 

Don't  wait  for  riches  now,  young  man,  if  you've  tarried; 

Dishes  are  plenty,  and  so  you  will  find  ladles, 

And  if  you  want  to  own  a  pair  of  fine  cradles. — Chortit. 

I  bought  me  a  lamp,  as  my  gas  bills  were  so  high, 

And  thought  I'd  sjive  cash,  at  least,  I  was  bound  to  try; 

I  cut  off  the  meter  and  thought  the  trick  I'd  found. 

But  somehow  the  hands  kept  moving  round  and  round. 

Coal  oil  is  cheaper  for  the  folks  who  will  burn  it. 

But  to  save  gas  the  how  you  will  never  leant  it; 

Gas  bills  keep  growing,  they  thrive  like  mosquitoes. 

Two  tilings  you  can't  stop,  tongues  of  old  maids  and  meters. -C'/uw. 


THE    ILL-FATED   HURON. 


Tune — "  Najwleon's  Dream.* 
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Oh,  sad  Is  the  event  that  happened  of  late,  i: 

Once  more  sorrow  is  spread  o'er  our  nation; 

An  event  that  can't  help  but  bring  forth  a  sigh,  ! 

From  all  and  no  matter  what  station.  1 

Oh,  where  is  there  one  a  sigh  can  hold  back,  ' 

When  he  thinks  on  the  fate  of  the  poor  sailor.  Jack; 

When  he  thinks  on  the  Jacks  that  are  now  dead  and  gone. 

Who  were  last  with  the  ill-fated  Huron? 

Oh,  where  is  there  one  a  sigh  can  hold  back,  ■ 

When  he  thinks  on  the  fate  of  the  poor  sailor,  Jack;  i 

When  he  thinks  on  the  Jacks  that  are  now  dead  and  gone. 

Who  were  last  with  the  ill-fated  Uuron? 


Oh,  bright  were  the  hopes  of  this  ill-fated  crew 

A  short  time  before  the  ship  starting; 
Some  writing  to  mothers  and  fathers  so  dear, 

While  others  from  dear  friends  were  parting. 
The  time  came  at  htst,  the  anchor  was  weiijhed. 
The  ship  heading  seawaril  with  men  not  afraid; 
But  death  with  its  shadows  were  leading  them  on. 
The  crew  of  the  ill-fated  Huron. 
The  time  came  at  la.<;t,  the  anchor  was  weighed, 
The  ship  heading  seaward  with  men  not  afraid; 
But  death  with  its  shadows  were  leading  them  on, 
The  crew  of  the  ill-fated  Huron. 

The  clouds  o'er  the  sky  were  both  angry  and  dark. 
The  winds  they  controlled  the  wide  ocean; 

The  sprav  from  the  bows  of  the  noble  ship  flew. 
The  billows  were  in  fearful  motion. 

Their  compass  was  foul,  and  their  ship  was  astray. 

And  to  steer  out  of  danger  they  knew  not  which  way; 

O,  fate  was  against  them,  their  course  it  was  wrong. 

The  crew  of  the  ill-fated  Huron. 

Their  compji-ss  was  foul,  and  their  ship  was  astray. 

And  to  steer  out  of  danger  they  knew  not  which  way; 

Oh,  fate  was  against  them,  their  course  it  was  wrong. 

The  crew  of  the  ill-fated  H^pn 

The  ship  struck  at  last,  the  seas  washed  her  o'er. 

Her  boats  from  the  davits  were  taken; 
Some  breasted  the  waves,  while  more  on  their  knees 

The  mercy  of  God  were  imploring. 
But  now  they  are  gone,  and  the  storm  it  is  past. 
The  voice  of  command  they  obeyed  to  the  last; 
Let  every  one  pray  for  the  Jacks  dead  and  gone. 
That  were  lost  with  the  ill-fated  Huron. 
But  now  they  are  gone,  and  the  storm  it  is  past. 
The  voice  of  command  they  obeyed  to  the  last; 
Let  every  one  pray  for  the  Jacks  dead  and  gone, 
That  were  lost  with  the  ill-fated  Huron. 


— A  little  lad  who  is  accustomed  to  say  his  prayers  every  night 
has  made  it  his  especial  petition  for  a  week  past  to  ask  for  ' '  pleasant 
weather."  As  may  be  understo^nl,  the  daily  responses  have  not 
been  very  encouraging  to  him,  and  when  he  got  to  this  jwint  in  his 
little  prayer  last  night  he  stopped  short,  opened  his  eyes,  and  asked 
his  wailing  mother  In  plaintive  voice:  "Mamma,  do  you  think 
God  will  say  '  chestnut '  if  I  ask  for  that  pleasant  weather  again? " 
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Dot  Beantiful  Hebrew    GirL 
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I  fell  in  love  mit  a  Hebrew  girl, 

Kn-bitzky  vns  her  name; 
She  served  in  au  Irish  family, 

Dot  »liick-$a,  vbat  a  shame! 
Her  hair  vas^ed,  her  nose  vas  large. 

Her  eyes  were  black  as  night; 
I  almost  got  «i«-.s7(i/'5'-5'a 

Vben  of  her  I  first  caught  sight. 

."■'■^  'Chorus. 

Dot  beautiful  Hebrew  girl, 

Her  hair  dot  vas  done  up  in  curls; 
Hur  name  it  vas  Lulu,  she  veut  to  the  schiila. 

She  could  dance,  she  could  sing,  she  could  paint. 
Siie  could  play  the  piano  so  nice  and  so  fine, 

Shust  like  Mr.  Rubenslein; 
I'd  have  you  to  know,  sir,  you  bet  she  vas  ko-acliar. 

Dot  beautiful  girl  of  mine. 

When  at  her  brother's  har-miUt-va  ... 

I  met  this  Hebrew  fair; 
The  Rosenbaums,  the  Lowenthala, 

The  Levys,  dey  vere  dere. 
I  asked  her  to  be  mine  dot  night. 

Oh,  what  a /mf 2  pa 'twas; 
She  smiled  on  me  and  said  all  right, 

I  will,  why,  of  acoM. — Cltorus. 

Den  everybody  dot  vas  dere 

Said  massel-too  and  bro-clia, 
Kapores  and  machuUa,  ino, 

Lach-hyme  to  the  whole  mv>ch-po-cha. 
We  had  soura  fish  and  motzea  then. 

And  yomtoff-kl"es  so  fine; 
And  ere  another  month  was  past, 

Dot  Hebrew  girl  was  mine. — Cliorui. 

We're  married  now,  and  happy,  too. 

We've  got  a  little  boy; 
You  bet  he's  no  www/u/wa  kid. 

He  is  his  tata'a  joy. 
He  never  will  a  telinorrer  be. 

But  keep  a  shewelry  store; 
He'll  make  nuzommeit  plentj'  den. 

With  three  balls  on  the  door. — Cliorua, 


''■fyp'y-    THE   ACCENT   ON.     ... 
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In  speaking  we  should  emphasize  the  proper  sound,  of  coarse, 

It's  strange  how  ofi  tue  accent  gives  a  word  its  proper  force; 

To  properly  accentuate  some  plan  biiould  be  pursued. 

Thus  wheu  we  use  the  word  subdued,  put  the  accent  on  the  "  dude," 

Thus  wheu  we  uae  the  ^vo^d  subdued,  put  the  accent  on  the  "  dade." 

The  small  boy  to  the  grocer  said:  We're  out  of  cash  to-day, 
But  daddy  says  if  you  will  trust,  why  all  tlie  more  he'll  paj[I 
The  grocer  said:  Go  home,  my  son,  and  tell  your  daddy  quick, 
•1  like  not  his  arithmetic,  with  the  accent  on  the  "  tick,"  •  . 

I  like  not  his  arithmetic,  with  the  accent  on  the  "  tick." 

A  married  man  went  on  a  spree  and  tasted  all  the  taps, 

Be  reached  hie  doorstep  in  a  state  of  positive  collapse;  ... 

His  wife  looked  out  the  window  aa  the  bell  he  tried  to  pull. 

Says  she:  Well,  you  are  beautiful,  with  the  accent  on  the  "fall," 

Says  she:  Well,  you  are  beautiful,  with  the  accent  on  the  " full." 

Now  once  there  was  a  wicked  youth  who  spent  his  father's  caah,  •  •  - 

In  gambling  all  ilie  livelong  day  until  there  Came  a  crash, 

His  father  spoke  with  tearful  eyes:  My  son,  your  steps  retrace, 

Y'ou  are  a  very  sad  disgrace,  with  the  accent  on  the ''ace,"  -, - 

Yoa  are  a  very  sad  disgrace,  with  the  accent  ou  the  "ace."  ,  •. 

Two  ladles  once  discussed  the  mouths  that  each  or  both  possessed, 

Both  mouths  were  larije,  'twas  hard  to  say  which  was  more  nobly  bletsed; 

Y^oure  is  a  tiny  little  tning,  one  cried  with  fitful  spasm, 

Sut  this  you  know  was  pure  sarcasm,  with  tlie  accent  on  the  "chasm," 
ut  this  you  know  was  pure  sarcasm,  with  the  accent  on  the  "  chaem." 

Thank  yon,  kind  friends,  for  this  applause.  It's  more  than  I  deserve. 
It  only  goes  to  show  how  much  a  man  can  do  with  nerve: 
But  now  the  moment  comes  when  I  no  longer  am  inspired, 
'Twere  best  perhaps  that  I  retired,  with  the  accent  on  the  "'Ured," 
.     "fwere  beet  perhaps  that  I  retired,  with  the  accent  on  the  "  UrecL** 


Translation  op  Hebrew  ento  English. 

nd>rew.  English. 

Ku-bitz-ky A  name 

Shick-sa Servant 

Me-shug-ga Crazy 

Schu-la Church 

Ko-scher Good,  or  anything  fine 

Bar-mitz-va Confirmation 

Hutz-pa Cheek 

A-coss , Of  course 

Massel-too Luck 

Bro-cha Blessing 

Kapores Broke,  or  no  good 

Maschulla Gone,  or  lost 

Lach-hyme Long  life 

Mish-po-cha Family 

Yomtoff-kloes Holiday  dumplings 

Moschoves Trash 

Tata Father 

Schnorrer Beggar 

Mezumme* Money 


"  I  understand,  sir,"  he  began  as  he  walked  into  a  Grand  River 
avenue  grocery,  "  that  you  say  I  don't  pay  my  debts.  I  owe  you  $4. 
Take  it  out  of  that  $5."  "  Yes— uh — take  it  out — there's  your 
change.  No,  sir,  I  never  said  anything  of  the  kind.  What  t  did 
say  was  that  I  wished  you  owed  me  a  hundred  dollars,  as  I  was 
sure  of  getting  my  money."  "  Oh,  that  Avas  it'?  Well,  why  didn't 
you  say  so  before  I  paid  the  account?  "—Detroit  Free  Press. 


LITTLE    AH    SID. 

CopjTight,  1886,  by  F.  A.  North  &  Co.  ."   •" 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by 

H.  J.  Wetaman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  Xew  Y'ork  City.    Song  Catalogue  Frtw. 

Little  Ah  Sid  was  a  Chinee  kid, 
A  cut  little  cub  you'd  declare, 
•         With  eyes  full  of  fun,  and  a  nose  that  begun 
Right  up  at  the  roots  of  his  hair. 

Chorus. 
Ki-va,  Ki-va,  Kyip-ye,  yu-ka-kan, 

Ity-ya,  Ki-va,  yu-ka-kan. 
Sang  little  Ah  Sid,  the  Chinee  kid, 
*'         As  he  played  thro'  the  long  Summer  day. 

Jolly  and  fat  was  the  frolicsome  brat 

As  he  plaved  thro'  the  long  Summer  day, 

And  braided  his  cue  as  his  fatlier  used  to 
In  China  land,  far,  far  away. — Choi-us. 

Once  o'er  a  lawn,  that  Ah  Sid  played  upon, 

A  bumble  bee  flew  in  the  Spring; 
Melican  butterfly !  cried  he,  winking  his  eye. 

Me  catchee  arid  pull  off  um  wing. — C  Ivor  at. 

Then  with  his  cap  he  struck  it  a  rap. 

This  innocent  bumble  bee. 
And  put  its  remains  in  the  seat  of  his  jeans, 

For  a  pocket  there  had  the  Chinee. — Cltorut. 

Down  on  the  green  sat  the  little  sardine, 

In  a  style  that  was  strangely  demure, 
And  said,  with  a  grin,  that  was  brimful  of  sin. 

Me  mashee  um  buttleefly,  sure. — Cliorut. 

Little  Ah  Sid  was  only  a  kid, 

Nor  could  you  expect  him  to  guess 
What  kind  of  a  bug  he  was  holding  so  snug 

In  the  folds  of  his  loose-fitting  dress. — Clionis. 

Ki-ya,  Kyip-ye,  Ah  Sid  cried,  as  he 
Rose  luirriedly  up  from  the  spot; 
Kayi-yu-k:i-kan,  hang  um  Melican  man, 
'         Tjm"  b'aitleefly  velly  much  hot. 

Chorus. 
Ki-va,  Kyip-ye,  Ah  Sid  cried,  as  he 
Rose  hurriedly  up  from  the  spot; 
;,     Kayi-yu-ka-kan,  hang  um  Melican  man, 
Um  buttleefly  velly  much  hot. 
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I  am  an  Irish  boy,  and  my  heart  is  full  of  joy, 

I  owe  my  breath  to  famous  Limerick  City; 
I  can  handle  w*!!  the  twig,  or  flitter  an  Irish  jig, 

Or  give  you  a  stave  of  a  native  ditty. 
My  heart  is  seldom  sad,  I  like  to  make  folks  glad, 

And  the  girls'  eyes  a  twinkling  like  a  star,  ohl 
I'm  always  at  my  ease,  for  ray  friends  I  love  to  tease, 

I'm  the  rattling,  rowling,  teasing  Pat  O'llaru. 


3 


Chorus. 


Hurrah!  my  Irish  boys,  that's  fond  of  fun  and  noise, 
There's  not  from  Efublin  down  to  Connermara, 

Or  from  Limerick  to  Kildare,  a  bov  that  can  compare 
With  rattling,  fowling,  teasing  Pat  O'llara. 

And  on  a  pattern  day  my  heart  is  light  and  gay, 

I  frisk  across  the  green  sod  light  and  gayly; 
I  am  always  up  to  fun,  but  wjis  never  known  to  run, 

For  that  would  be  disgrace  to  my  shillalah. 
If  a  colleen,  too,  you  see  that's  looking  after  me. 

And  faix,  her  name  is  Kitty  McXamara; 
With  two  eyes  as  black  as  sloes,  that  wherever  I  may  go. 

They  are  always  chasing  after  Pat  O'llara. — Chonit. 

I  love  the  emerald  sod  where  in  childhood  first  I  trod. 

With  its  hills  and  valleys  ciotlied  in  shamrocks  green; 
And  its  colleens  sweet  and  fair,  few  with  them  can  compare. 

For  their  equal's  mighty  seldom  to  be  seen,  sure. 
Though  the  times  have  changed  this  while  in  dear  ould  Erins  isle, 

And  many  hav&  had  to  wander  near  and  far,  oh ! 
Arrah!  just  keep  up  your  heart,  youll  find  that  the  better  part, 

'Tis  the  style  that  always  pleases  Pat  O'llara. — Chorut. 


THE    CLOCK   ON   THE   WALL. 
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Down  by  a  river  beside  a  flowing  stream, 

Down  in  an  orchard  where  birils  sweetly  dream; 

Down  in  a  cottage  beneath  the  starlight's  gleam. 

Hangs  a  dear  old  clock  uixm  the  waU. 

And  b}'  night  and  by  day  it  ever  seems  to  say: 

"  Tick  lock,  time  is  fleeting  bv. 

Hear  me  tick,  hear  me  tock,  fm  the  old  cottage  clock, 

And  for  years  I've  live<I  and  never  die; 

And  111  still  tick  on  when  youre  dead  and  gone, 

So  make  you  hay  while  the  sun  shines." 

CnoKUS.  .      , 

,      Tic— k— too— k. 

Hark!  I  give  you  warning. 
Time  will  fly — to-morrow  you  die- 
So  make  you  hay  while  the  sun  shines. 

Oft  I  remember  when  in  the  days  gone  by, 

Sitting  so  lonely  I'd  hear  my  mother  sigh. 

As  with  a  bles.sing  she'd  draw  unto  me  nigh. 

And  point  to  the  clock  ujion  the  wall. 

'Tis  the  same  sad  song,   twill  ever  roll  along: 

"  Tick  tock,  time  is  fleeting  Ijv, 

Hear  mc  tick,  hear  me  tock,  I'm  the  old  cottage  clock, 

And  for  years  I've  lived  and  never  die; 

And  I'll  .still  tick  on  when  you're  dead  and  gone. 

So  make  you  hay  while  the  sun  shines." — Cluyni» 

Hark!  'tis  a  warning  that  ever  seems  to  say: 

"  Up,  and  Ije  doing,  there'll  'jome  a  rainy  day; 

Bright  sunny  hours  will  soon  fade  away. 

So  list  to  the  clock  upon  the  wall." 

'Tis  the  same  sad  song,  'twill  ever  roll  along: 

"  Tick  tock,  time  is  fleeting  by, 

Hear  me  tick,  hear  me  t(M:k,  I'm  the  old  cottage  clock. 

And  for  years  I've  lived  and  never  die; 

And  I'll  still  tick  on  when  you're  dejwl  and  gone, 

So  make  you  hay  while  the  sun  shines." — (Jlmru: 


While  the  Blue  Laws  are  in  Force. 

Wr'ttcn  and  sang  by  Sara  Devere. 
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Model  town  of  Gotham 

Changing  all  our  ways. 
Old-fashioned  Sunday  blue  laws. 

The  latest  religious  craze; 
The  old  deceitful  devil. 

We'll  leave  him  in  the  lurch. 
We'll  never  again  be  naughty. 

We're  going  to  join  the  church. 
We'll  pray  for  all  the  heathens, 

Likewise  the  tramps  and  bums, 
Bid  good-bye  to  rock  and  rye, 

Hot  toddy,  rum  and  gum; 
Oh,  the  new  code  is  a  corker, 

'Twould  paralyze  a  horse. 
We're  a  happy  set  of  christians 

While  the  blue  laws  are  in  force. 

Policemen  in  a  muddle. 

Judges  a  little  mixed, 
Bully  jobs  for  lawyers 

Until  the  thing  is  fl.xed; 
Members  of  legistature. 

Heads  are  made  of  wood. 
Couldn't  make  a  good  law. 

And  wouldn't  if  they  could. 
Barbers  got  a  holiday 

And  a  chance  to  save  their  breath. 
Tired  of  scraping  sinners 

And  talking  them  to  death;  ,,  ;> 

Preachers  in  their  glory, 

Suits  them  all,  of  course. 
We're  a  happy  set  of  christians 

While  the  blue  laws  are  in  force 

Don't  speak  above  a  whisper, 

You'll  disturb  the  Sabbath  day. 
Awful  wicked  newsboy. 

Cheese  it  and  keep  away; 
If  they  collar  the  daring  boiotblack, 

To  prison  he  must  go. 
The  baker  is  hot  as  an  oven, 

For  all  his  cakes  are  dough. 
Thev'll  arrest  the  butchers  for  skinning 

The  gay  and  festive  calf. 
But  the  sheenies  on  the  Bowery 

Are  the  boys  that  have  the  laugh; 
Keep  ojxjn  on  a  Sunday, 

■Ve  sell  clothing,  \t,  of  course. 
We're  a  happy  set  or  christians 

While  the  blue  laws  are  in  force. 
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MY   OLD   SCARLET  COAT. 
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Here's  ray  old  scarlet  coat,  which  my  father  before  me 

Oft  wore  cross  the  fields  in  the  chase. 
It  is  dear  to  my  heart  for  the  memory  it  brings, . 

For  it  never  clothed  pride  or  disgrace; 
Thou":h  many  a  cropper  it's  witnessed,  my  friends. 

Itself  alwavs  rode  straight  to  hounds; 
Though  'tis  fadcHi  and  worn,  and  in  places  'tis  torn. 

Faith,  its  worth  can't  be  reckoned  in  pounds. 

Cnouus. 
'Tis  a  heirloom,  d'ye  see,  from  father  to  son. 

And  I  prize  it  because  of  tiiat  same; 
It  has  followed  the  chase  with  dog,  horse  and  gim, 

And  has  never  disgraced  its  good  name. 


This  button  was  lost  when  I  jumped  the  high  hedge, 
And  this  left  sleeve  has  crept  'round  a  girl's  slender  waist. 
When  no  other  creature  was  nigh; 
Sure  the  nap's  so  bad,  but  it  mijjht  have  been  worse 

And  the  tails,  sure  they're  still  in  their  place. 
Though  I  lost  tidni  one  day  in  a  bit  of  a  iray 

We  had  at  a  rolicklu'  race.— 67«wh«. 
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A  glass  of  champagne  is  injurious,  I  fear. 

But  I  like  it,  1  like  it.  I  do; 
It  has  caused  many  smiles  and  many  a  tear. 

But  I  like  it,  I  like  it,  I  do. 
A  supper  s  a  thitig  that  is  greatly  desired, 
Along  with  a  fair  one  beloved  and  admired; 
You  go  home  very  late  feeling  awiuUy  tired, 

But  I  like  it,  I  like  it,  I  do. 

A  kiss  on  the  sly  is  quite  wrong,  I  confess, 

But  I  like  it,  I  like  it.  I  do; 
Although  such  behavior  1  always  repress, 

I  like  it,  I  like  it,  I  do. 
;  ?  A  stroll  all  alone  on  a  bright  moonlight  night    , 

Is  neither  enjoyable,  proper,  nor  right; 
But  when  a  youoij  man  is  just  holdiug  you  tight 

I  like  it,  I  like  it,  I  do. 

Draw-poker's  a  game  that  peculiar  is  quite, 

But  I  like  it,  1  like  it,  I  do; 
You  sit  down  for  an  hour  and  stay  there  all  night. 

But  I  like  it.  I  like  it,  I  do. 
According  to  fortune  3'our  views  change  about. 
It's  skill  when  you  win.  and  luck  when  3'ou're  out; 
But  you  all  know  about  it,  I  haven't  a  doubt. 

But  I  like  it,  I  like  it,  I  do.         ;•  ^   ;-    . 

A  sleigh  ride  in  Winter  is  jolly,  you  see, 

And  I  like  it,  I  like  it,  I  do-^ 
You  glide  o'er  the  snowbanks  so  merry  and  free. 

That  I  like  it,  I  like  it,  I  do. 
Sometimes  it  is  stories,  and  sometimes  it's  song, 
"Wrapped  up  in  warm  furs  j'ou  can  suffer  no  harm; 
And  if  your  escort  can  just  drive  with  one  arm, 

Hike  it,  I  like  it,  I  do. 


THE   BLARNEY. 


As  sung  by  Tony  Hart 
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There's  a  castle  in  Dublin,  convenient  to  Cork     ; 

And  Killurney,  Killaraey, 
There's  a  stone  in  its  tower  that  a  wonder  can  work. 

And  that's  l)lurney.  that's  blarney. 
There's  a  neat  little'villuge  in  which  stands  a  mill. 
That  goes  grinding  out  cloth  and  that's  grinding  there  still; 
And  a  plasmg  discoorse  you  can  lam,  if  you  Avill, 

And  that's  blarney,  that's  blarney. 

There  are  tie-ups  and  strikes  in  all  parts  of  the  land. 

Let  them  warn  yer,  yes,  warn  yer, 
That  the  rinh  and  the  poor  must  each  one  understand,  : 

And  no  blarney,  no  blarney. 
For  when  lal)or  and  capital  each  has  their  right. 
There's  no  striking  by  day,  or  no  burning  by  night; 
We  Avill  all  live  in  peace  without  dynamite, 

And  no  blarney,  no  blarney. 

Uncle  Sam  got  his  dander  rize  way  up  on  end, , 

And  says,  darn  yer,  yes,  darn  yer;  , .    • 

A  stout  helping  hand  to  ould  Ireland  I'll  lend. 

And  no  blarney,  no  blarney. 
I've  helped  with  cash,  and  I've  helped  with  com. 
And  I've  helped  her  while  starving,  distressed  and  forlorn' 
And  I'll  help  her  a  nation  once  more  to  be  born. 
That's  no  blarney,  no  blarney. 

The  great  statue  of  Liberty  enlighting  the  world. 

Is  all  blarney,  all  blarney; 
Though  the  star-spangled  banner  is  boldly  unfurled, 

It  don't  consarn  yer.  consarn  yer. 
Tlio' Liberty's  torch  may  light  Bedloe's  lone  isle, 
'Tis  a  will-o'-the-wisp  that's  burns  but  to  beguile;  , ..        ^ 

For  'tis  booille  that  wins  in  the  end  all  the  while,  " 

And  no  blarney,  no  blarney.  ,  -r 


THE   OLD-FASHIONED   GIRL. 

-    .'  As  pung  by  Tony  Pastor.  V      '     . '' 
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Her  cheeks  are  like  lilies  and  roses, 

Her  lips  they  are  peaches  and  cream; 
Her  smile  a  wee  dimple  discloses,  ■  : 

■   -  A  couch  where  a  fairy  might  dream.  .  "•- 

She's  free  from  all  new-fangled  noliong  -'•. 

-!Plie  man  who  gets  her  gets  a  pearl; 
>*  For  good,  honest  love  aud  jiffection, 

Oh,  give  me  the  old-fashioned  girL 

Chorus. 

No  fol-de-rols  over  her  bonnet,  ': 

Her  locks  have  a  natural  curl; 
No  necktie  with  beau-catchers  on  It  , 

Has  the  old-fashioned,  everyday  girL 
■• 

Now  just  let  us  vary  the  picture. 

The  new-fashioned  girl  comes  in  sight; 
Her  hair,  you  can  bet,  is  no  tixture, 

Her  waist  is  the  Iciist  little  mile. 
Her  face  isn't  made  up  for  kissing,  «•     ^^    . 

It's  covered  with  powder  called  pearl; 
•  '.  You  don't  dip  your  nose  in  a  flour  barrel 

In  kissing  the  old-fashioned  girl. — Cfufnu.    ,    , '' 

She  doesn't  wear  "  bangs,"  and  her  "  tootles  " 

Won't  go  in  a  number  one  shoe;       ,.  ,     ., ...  - 
A  calico  dress  shows  her  beauties,       ..  -  '  '■ 

She  don't  melt  in  rain  or  in  dew. 
She  wouldn't  be  seen  in  a  Derby, 

And  yet  she  sets  liearts  in  a  whirl;  ";■ 

She's  just  a  sweet  little  home  body. 

Is  the  good-natured,  old-fashioned  girl. — CJumu, 

Then  give  me  the  girl  of  my  fancy. 

Who's  not  a  "  blonde,"  dyed  in  the  wool; 
Some  substantial  Nelly  or  Is ancy 

We  used  to  meet  often  at  school. 
A  butterfly's  all  ver}'  charming. 

But  give  me  of  women  the  pearl; 
The  girl  for  all  times  and  all  seasons, 

The  old-fashioned,  everyday  girl. — Chtmu, 


NELLY  BRADY. 

As  sung  by  Tony  Ilart. 
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.      There's  a  colleen  fair  with  nut  brown  hair  .,   . 

•  And  laughing  eyes  of  blue, 

WitJi  a  form  sublime  and  a  face  divine. 
She's  the  image,  Nell,  of  you. 
'  None  can  compete  with  her  smile  so  sweet, 

Cheeks  and  lips  of  ros}' hue; 
Diana  fair,  cannot  compare  •■■■■ 

With  this  colleen  like  3"ou. 

Chouus.  ' 

Nelly  Brady  is  the  name  of  the  lady, 

The  same  as  yours. 'tis  true; 
I'd  not  be  surprised  if  you  had  surmised 
'  That  this  colleen  was  you. 

There's  a  boy  I  know  that  loves  her  so. 

And  an  honest  heart  has  he; 
He's  an  awful  sight,  sure  he's  worthless  quite, 

Well,  bedad,  he's  just  like  me. 
His  coat  is  torn,  but  his  he.-xrt's  not  worn, 

And  no  deed  he  dare  not  do. 
To  bless  the  life  of  his  little  wife,  • 

If  that  little  Avife  should  resemble  you. 

Chorus. 

Con  O'Grady,  do  you  mind,  young  lady. 

Is  the  name  of  the  boy,  do  j'ou  sec? 
And  if  your  name  is  Bn-uly,  you  11  change  to  O'Grady, 

I  thiiik  that  same  gossoon  I'll  be. 
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CHARLESTON  EARTHQUAKE. 


•    Tune— "Milwaukee  Fire." 
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It  was  a  pleasant  August  evening,  and  the  city  was  at  rest,    . 

Peace  and  quiet  reigned  on  every  band. 
When  a  dreadful  crasa  was  heardi^  that  struck  terror  to  the  souls 

Of  every  one  who  heard  it  throughout  the  land; 
The  people  were  distracted,  from  their  houses  they  did  flee, 

For  they  felt  that  they  were  safer  in  the  street. 
The  houses  they  were  tumbling  down,  and  the  crowds  did  hurry  on 

To  escape  the  terrible  doom  that  they  might  meet. 

Chorus. 

Mothers  with  their  children  clasped  so  tight  in  their  arra. 
Left  their  homes  where  they  had  dwelt  for  many  a  year. 

To  wander  up  and  down,  and  sleep  upon  the  cold,  damp  ground. 
For  no  place  of  safety  but  the  parks  was  near. 

Everything  was  in  confusion,  both  the  rich  and  poor  alike, 

Were  praying  for  the  morning  to  appear, 
To  break  the  gloom  that  hung  o'er  them  upon  that  wretched  night, 

That  filled  their  hearts  witn  misery  and  fear; 
Amidst  the  great  e.xcitement,  a  poor,  old,  feeble  man, 

Although  weak,  his  life  he  tried  hard  to  save, 
But  as  he  reached  the  lauding  the  walls  did  tumble  in, 

Beneath  the  ruins  he  had  found  a  silent  grave. 

Chorus. 

Charleston  is  in  ruins,  and  the  people  are  in  want. 

Let  every  one  do  what  is  in  their  power 
To  aid  the'poor  unfortunates  that  are  now  in  distress. 

And  send  relief  for  them  in  this,  their  saddest  hour 


My  Own  Sweet  Nellie  Bawn. 
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Oh,  young  children,  don't  be  ashamed, 

Dese  bones  shall  rise  again. 
To  deny  your  father's  name, 

Dese  bones  shall  rise  again; 
Judgement  day  is  rollin'  round, 

Dese  bones  shall  rise  again, 
When  de  gospel  trumpet  it  shall  sound, 

Dese  bones  shall  rise  again. 

Chorus. 
Den  I  know,  I  do  know,  children, 

I  know  dat  dese  bones  shall  rise  again; 
Den  I  know,  I  do  know,  children, 

I  know  dat  dese  bones  shall  rise  again. 

Some  dese  mornin's  bright  and  fair, 

Dese  bones  shall  rise  again, 
We'll  meet  de  Lord  up  in  de  air, 

Dese  bones  shall  rise  again; 
I  know  my  back's  chock  full  ob  sin, 

Dese  bones  shall  rise  again, 
I  know  Uncle  Pete's  gwine  to  let  me  in, 

Dese  bones  shall  rise  again. — Qhorun. 

Come,  ye  children,  go  wid  me, 

Dese  bones  shall  rise  again, 
I'se  gwiue  whar  de  Lord  will  sot  us  free, 

Dese  bones  shall  rise  again; 
I'll  shake  de  dust  right  off  my  feet, 

Dese  bones  shall  rise  again, 
And  walk  up  and  down  dem  golden  streets, 

Dese  bones  shall  rise  again. — Cho)'u». 


—He  had  been  courting  her  for  six  months  without  coming  to 
the  point,  when  she  turned  on  him  one  evening  with:  "  Charles, 
isn't  it  awful  for  a  girl  like  me  to  have  to  worry  over  how  I  shall 
invest  fTo.OOOy"  He  thought  it  was  and  three  months  later  they 
were  married.  "  I'll  invest  that  $75,000  for  you,  my  dear,"  he 
observed  a  day  or  two  after  marriage.  "Oh,  I  was  afraid  some 
one  might  love  me  for  my  money,  and  I  gave  it  to  Papa,"  was  the 
artless  reply.    ,..,.  .  ,  ., , 
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Written  and  sung  by  Banks  Winter. 

By  the  Shannon  side  there  dwells  a  girl 

With  eyes  of  heav'nly  blue, 
That  laugh  and  dance  with  gay  delight. 

And  pierce  you  through  and  through. 
To  steal  a  kiss  from  her  sweet  lips. 

You'd  wander  many  miles, 
It's  always  Summer  when  you  meet     ■ 

The  sunshine  of  her  smiles. 

CnoRUS. 

I  think  about  her  all  the  day. 

At  sunset  and  at  dawn; 
The  lovely  queen  of  Connaught 

Is  my  own  sweet  Nellie  Bawn. 

By  the  Shannon  side,  when  Summer  comes, 

Once  more  I  will  be  seen, 
To  claim  the  heart  she  promised  me, 

And  bear  away  my  queen. 
No  breath  of  care  shall  touch  her  cheek 

While  I  am  by  her  side. 
Our  lives  shall  like  the  Shannon  flow, 

With  Nellie  Bawn,  my  bride. — Chorut. 


There's  a  Little  Vacant  Chair. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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There  is  a  little  vacant  chair. 

The  dearest  keepsake  in  our  home, 
Left  by  our  baby  darling  there, 

Who  now  in  angel  land  doth  roam; 
We  often  look  on  it  and  weep, 

We  cherish  it  with  tender  care, 
And  pleasant  are  the  thoughts  we  keep 

Of  this  little  vacant  chair. 

Chorus. 

It  Is  a  little  vacant  chair, 
That  never  more  on  earth  will  hold 

Our  darling  one,  so  sweet  and  fair. 
Who  walks  the  shining  streets  of  gold. 

There  is  a  little  vacant  chair, 

Endeared  to  us  by  many  ties. 
Oft  sat  our  baby  blos.som  there, 

With  rosy  cheeks  and  laughing  eyes; 
But  now  the  sunny  face  we  miss, 

The  dimpled  hands  and  silken  hair,  '    ' 

No  ruby  lips  for  us  to  kiss. 

Within  that  little  vacant  chair.— C/i<>rttJ. 

There  Is  a  little  vacant  chair. 

That  of  our  treasures  seems  the  best, 
Worth  more  to  us  than  -jewels  rare. 

By  love  a  relic  ever  blessed; 
The  days  may  come,  the  days  depart. 

And  we  may  meet  with  loss  and  care. 
But  sacred  to  each  loving  heart 

Shall  be  our  little  vacant  chair. — (Jlwru*. 


"'<: 
"'^".\.  .'.*=' 


— "  You  little  rascal,  what  are  you  doing  with  that  cigar?"  ex- 
claimed a  father,  addressing  his  son.  "  ^la  said  if  I  hit  the  cat 
again,  she'd  make  me  'smoke;'  an'  I  hit  her  again,  an'  I'm 
smoking."  

— "What  will  drive  a  man  qtdcker  to  drink  than  idleness?" 
asked  a  temperance  lecturer  of  his  audience.  "  Thirst  1"  yelled 
the  bad  boy  of  the  village.     

—Three  tailors  established  themselves  in  the  same  .street  In 
Glasgow.  The  first  wrote  on  his  sign,  "  The  best  tailor  In  this 
town."  The  second  adopted  as  his  motto,  "  The  l)esf  tailor  in  the 
world."  But  the  third,  who  was  the  cleverest  of  the  lot,  got  awa^ 
with  them  aJl  by  putting  on  his  sign,  "The  best  tailor  in  this 
street," 
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There's  Nothing  Surprising  in  That. 

...  Copyright,  1883,  by  F.  A.  North  &  Co.  . 
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As  model  examples  most  men  like  to  pose, 

And  there's  nothing  surprisiue  in  that; 
They're  saints  in  disguise,  and  they'd  have  you  suppose 

That  there's  nolhiug  surprisiug  m  that. 
This  hypocris}' both  young  and  old  now  affect. 
Their  morals,  they'll  tell  you,  are  strictly  correct. 
But  if  heaven  they  reach,  as  they  seem  to  exoect. 

There'll  bo  something  surprising  in  that. 

Chorus. 

.       Now  don't  be  surprised  at  whatever  I  say,     .  . 
The  truth  I'll  not  try  to  combat, 
But  if  a  few  facts  before  you  I  laj,  ,;! :  ,• 

There'll  be  nothing  surprising  m  that. 

When  a  married  man  stays  out  at  night  rather  late. 

Why,  there's  nothing  surprising  in  that; 
To  his  wife  he  explains  urgent  business  can't  wait. 

And  there's  nothing  surprising  in  that. 
If  he  hums,  in  his  innocent  glee,  a  small  song, 
While  he  struggles  to  tell  her  what  kept  him  so  long, 
Of  course,  he'll  receive  the  full  length  of  her  tongue. 

But  there's  nothing  surprising  in  that. — Gfioru$. 

In  passing  I  must  say  a  word  of  the  dude. 

Oh,  there's  nothing  surprising  in  that; 
If  I  didn't  he'd  deem  me  exceedingly  rude 

And  there's  nothing  surprising  in  that. 
I've  a  plan,  which  I  think  will  redound  to  his  fame, 
As  a  piece  of  antique  ware  we'll  give  him  a  frame. 
If  to  brighten  our  home  as  a  chromo  he  came, 

Why,  there's  nothing  surprising  in  that. — Olu/rut. 

In  politics  honesty  sits  on  a  throne.  . 

And  there's  nothing  surprising  in  that;     r    ;    '   ,. 
Politicians  for  honor  their  services  loan, 

And  there's  nothing  surprising  in  that. 
They  cannot  be  tempted,  I  do  not  know  why. 
To  take  any  bribe  if  there's  any  one  nigh. 
But  if  you  get  their  votes  without  fees  on  the  sly, 

There'll  be  something  surprising  in  that. — Choru$.    '■--. 

BARNEY   BRALLAGHAN. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  182S,  New  York  City, 
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'Twas  on  a  frosty  night, 
At  two  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
V      An  Irish  lad  so  tight,  ,       ..: 

A11  wind  jmd  weather  scorning,  ' 

,    At  Judy  Callaghan's  door. 
Sitting  upon  the  palings, 

His  love  tale  he  did  pour, 
And  this  was  part  of  his  wailings: 

Only  say  you'd  have  Mister  Brallaghan, 

Don't  say  nay,  charming  Judy  Callaghan. 

Oh,  list  to  what  I  say, 

Charms  you've  got  like  Venus, 
Own  your  love  you  may, 

There's  only  the  wall  between  U8; 
You  lay  fast  asleep, 

Snug  in  bed  and  snoring, 
Round  the  house  I  creep, 

Your  hard  heart  imploring: 
Only  say  you'd  have  Mister  Brallaghan, 
Don't  say  nay,  charming  Judy  Callaghan. 

I've  got  nine  pigs  and  a  SOW, 

I've  got  a  stye  to  sleep  them,  .     . 

A  calf  and  a  brindled  cow, 

I've  got  a  cabin  to  keep  them; 
Sunday  hose  and  coat,  ,        •  \ 

An  old  grey  mare  to  ride  on,    - 
Saddle  and  bridle  to  boot,  .•" 

Which  you  may  ride  astride  on: 
Only  say  you'd  have  Mister  Brallaghan,     -  p. 

.;_•  ~     Don't  say  nay,  charming  Judy  Callaghan. 


I've  got  an  old  Tom  cat,  ,.    . 

Although  one  eye  is  staring,      -     .  \. 
;  I've  got  a  Sunday  hat, 

A  Tittle  the  worse  for  wearing; 
:   I've  got  some  gooseberry  wine, 
The  trees  have  got  no  riper  on, 
I've  got  a  fiddle  so  fine. 
Which  only  wants  a  piper  on: 
:  Only  say  you'd  have  Mister  Brallaghan, 
Don't  say  nay,  charming  Judy  Callaghan. 

I've  got  an  acre  of  ground, 

I've  got  it  set  with  praties, 
I've  got  of  backey  a  pound. 

And  got  some  tea  for  the  ladies; 
I've  got  the  ring  to  wed. 

Some  whiskey  to  make  us  gayly. 
A  mattress  and  feather  bed, 

And  a  handsome  new  shelelah: 
Only  say  you'd  have  Mister  Brallaghan, 
Don't  say  nay,  charming  Judy  Callaghan. 

You've  got  a  charming  eye, 

You've  got  some  spelling  and  reading. 
You've  got,  and  so  have  I, 

A  taste  for  genteel  breeding; 
You're  rich  and  fair,  and  young. 

As  every  one  is  knowing. 
You've  got  a  decent  tongue. 

Whene'er  'tis  set  a  going: 
Only  say  you'd  have  Mister  Brallaghan, 
Don't  say  nay,  charmmg  Judy  CaBaghan. 

For  a  wife 'till  death 

I  am  willing  to  take  ye, 
But,  och !  1  waste  my  breath, 

The  devil  himself  can't  wake  ye; 
Tis  just  beginning  to  rain, 

So  I'll  get  under  cover, 
I'll  come  to-morrow  again. 

And  be  your  constant  lover: 
Only  say  you'd  have  Mister  Brallaghan, 
Don't  say  nay,  charming  Judy  Callaghan. 


I 


A  LETTER  FROM  IRELAND. 
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"Tis  a  letter  from  Ireland  from  over  the  sea, 

Sure  I  knew  that  they  would  not  forget  me; 
I  would  have  them  beside  me  this  minute,  if  love 

And  the  strength  of  mv  purse  would  but  let  me. 
For  'tis  hard  to  be  parteci  from  those  we  adore. 

When  we  know  that  our  heart's  in  their  keeping; 
.    And  day-time  and  night-time  we're  wondering  if 

They  re  happy  and  laughing,  or  weeping. 

Chorus. 
Tis  a  letter  from  Ireland,  directed  to  me, 

Will  my  heart  sink  with  sorrow,  or  l)ound  up  with  glee? 
There  are  tears  in  my  eyes  when  the  posi-nuirk  I  see 

On  the  letter  that  comes  from  ould  Ireland. 

I  have  twisted  and  turned  it,  and  turned  it  again. 

And  my  feelings  were  strange,  but  delighting; 
•i.    Then  I  stole  in  a  corner  where  no  one  could  see. 

And  I  found  myself  kissing  the  writing. 
For  the  hand  that  inscribed  it  was  often  m  mine, 

In  the  long  Winter  nights  that  are  missing; 
Sure  I  knew  that  a  pair  of  sweet  lips  touched  the  stamp 

So  you  see  I  had  reasons  for  kissing. — Cfumtx. 

You  are  welcome  to  me  as  the  sun  after  rain, 
Every  stroke  of  the  pen  brings  a  blessing; 
.     Yet  the  letter  unojiened  still  lies  in  my  hands,  :'L 

And  at  what  it  contains  I  am  guessing.  "•  ■ ''. 

Is  it  love  and  bright  hopes  of  the  future  it  brings, 
Or  bears  it  a  message  of  sorrow?  ^. 

•I  I'm  living  in  happy  uncertainty  now, 
: '        So  the  letter  may  wait  'till  to-morrow. — Cftorvn. 
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There's  No  Love  Like  the  Love  of  a 

Mother. 
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There's  no  love  like  the  love  of  a  mother. 

Search  all  the  world  o'er  and  o'er; 
Tho'  foud  is  the  care  of  a  brother, 

Her  love  it  will  last  evermore. 
When  we  turn  from  the  pathway  of  our  duty. 

Oft  a  sister's  affection  may  wane; 
But  a  mother's  love  shows  its  beauty, 

Growing  f under  the  deeper  our  pain. 

Cnoncs. 

There's  no  love  like  the  love  of  a  mother, 

IS^oue  so  gentle,  forgiving  and  true; 
We'll  find  it  far  dearer  than  all  other. 

While  life  and  its  toils  we  journey  through 

There's  no  love  like  the  love  of  a  mother, 

Should  her  dear  boy  go  jistniy; 
She'll  stand  by  his  side  as  no  other, 

And  help  hnn  regain  his  lost  way. 
She  will  s[)eiik  to  him  kindly,  and  in  warning. 

And  as  gently  will  guide  him  aright, 
As  she  did  in  childhood's  fair  moruing. 

When  hia  path  was  so  loving  and  bright. — Cltorus. 

There's  no  love  like  the  love  of  a  mother. 

Earnest,  enduriui:  uiul  pure; 
A  sister  is  dear,  and  a  brother, 

But  her  love  will  ever  endure. 
When  we  lase  her  the  world  can  ne'er  restore  us 

One  so  faithful  and  const^mt,  and  dear; 
BtJt  in  heaven  she  will  watch  o'er  us. 

Praying  still  for  her  child's  welfare  here. — Cltorui. 
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Before  and  After  Marriage. 
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THE   BELLE   OF   AVENUE   B. 


Time—"  Belle  of  Tennessee. 
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Oh,  boys,  do  now  have  pity  and  listen  nnto,me, 
I  leiU  you  ut  a  gal  I  loved  thai  lived  ni  .\veiiue  B: 
Her  htiir  it  wae  so  very  red,  and  her  iianic  it  was  Itose, 

And  aiw  lutd  a  curabuncie  ou  tiie  otlier  side  of  her  uok. 

CuoBns. 

Koea.  dearest  Itoaa,  my  heart  still  beats  for  thee, 
Tbtt  only  gai  I  ever  loved,  the  belle  ot  Avenuu  B. 

When  I  went  np  In  Avenne  B,  it  grieved  my  heart  full  sore, 

1  »et!  uiy  own  dear  Komi  tht-re  a  cryiiii:  at  tin;  door; 

But  I  eat  down  and  Iw^iin  to  laii^h  ai<  Rfwa  caid  to  me: 

•■  Big  dirty  Jali.e,  what  uoubles  you  make  with  me  iu  Avenue  B." — CBOBrs. 

My  Ro»a  che  don't  wear  no  hoop*  lilce  other  pals  aronnd, 
B  it  uiie  wearrt  a  bi;,',  long  dress  thai  swwps  ii|ion  the  ground; 
And  when  clie  i;o<--  ncro-«  the  Mfri-et  hhc"ll  raise  it  to  let  you  cce 
A  bi<^r  fool  toau  auy  other  gal  that  lives  iu  Avenue  B.— Cuorcs. 

N^w  I'm  sad  and  dejected,  for  my  Rosa  is  gone  away 

Oil  a  trip  to  Blackwell  B  I.aland,  the  Siiuinier  months  to  stay; 

But  she  sent  me  a  letter — ^he  wishes  she  was  htre. 

Where  she  could  eat  the  eourkrout  and  driuli  the  lager  bier.— Cbobitb. 

But  Rosa's  coming  back  again  in  two  weeks  more,  you  know, 

Tiie  laet  time  I  w:i8  up  there,  'twas  then  8h»*  told  me  so; 

And  when  i»he  does  come  home  again,  we'll  go  In  the  Dutchman's  shop, 

Aud  we'll  eat  bulogua  sausageti  and  drink  the  brandy  snop. — Cuoitt'a. 

Now  Ro«a  she  Is  mine  again,  now  happy  I  do  be, 

I  gei»  up  ill  the  nioruln<rs  then  before  when  I  can  sec; 

Aud  flrt«t  I  gets  my  breakfast,  then  I  takes  my  ho^ks  and  bags, 

Aud  1  travels  around  the  streets  and  picks  up  buues  and  rage.- Ciiobcs. 


7^ 

— "  What  is  it  you  like  al^it  that  girl? "  asked  one  young  man 
of  another,     "  My  arm.J^^as  the  brief  reply. 

— "  Those  who  use  our  gomls  are  very  much  attached  to  them," 
is  what  a  porous  plaster  company  advertises. 


— Which  is  the  best  way  to  invpst  money  so  that  it  will  go  the 
farthest?     Why,  to  buy  postijife  stamps  with  it,  to  be  sure! 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  IT.  J.  Wehinan,  P.  0.  Box  1823,  New  York  City, 
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•*  What,  off  once  more!  well,  I  declare. 

You  never  stay  at  home;  .   " 

For  me  you  can  but  little  care, 

I'm  leii  so  oft  alone." 

"  Tis  business,  dear,  that  calls  me  out,      , 

I  must  attend  to  that, 
So  do  not,  love,  pray,  do  not  pout. 

But  give  mc  up  my  hat." 

"O!  btis'ness  ne'er  can  call  you  out 

So  ofleu,  and  so  long; 
I  do  believe,  without  u  doubt. 

That  something  must  be  wrong." 

"  You  must  misjudge — indeed  you  dOf— 

3Iy  meaning  and  design ; 
Mv  love  for  you  is  strong  and  true, 

l3ut  bus'uess  claims  my  time." 

"  O.  wotdd  that  I  was  once  more  free. 

Id  keep  a  single  life; 
And  never  wish  again  to  be  > 

A  poor  deluded  wife." 

"My  life, — my  love — my  fairest  one, 

Pray  let  your  rancour  cejise; 
You  make  me  an.\iQus  to  be  gone. 

That  I  may  be  at  peace." 

"O!  yes, — make  haste, — I  plamly  Bee 

Your  strong  desire  to  go; 
It  is  not  Jis  it  used  to  be: 

Your  growing  cold,  I  know." 

"  Come,  come,  dear  wife,  let's  have  no  more, 

I  am  not  growing  cold: 
Aside,  and  let  me  oik;  the  door, — 

Now  pray  leave  go  your  hold." 

"  How  very  different  now  it  seems. 

How  proud  you  used  to  be, 
If  you  could  get,  by  any  means. 

To  sit  and  chat  with  me!  " 

"  And  ."0  I  am.  my  dearest,  now; 

IJut,  as  I  said  before, 
'Tis  bus'ncss  calls  me  out, — I  vow 

You're  getting  quite  a  l>ore! " 

"  O.  certinnly  a  l)orcI — No  doubt, 

'Tis  bus'ness  tills  yourmiiid; 
From  morn  'till  niirlit  you're  always  ou^ 

But  wife  is  left  behind." 

"  You  surely  cannot  always  want       ' 

Mc  dangUng  by  your  side; 
I  love  as  much,— depend  upon't, 

As  ere  you  were  my  bride." 

"  You  do!  then  say  without  delay,    ■ 

Why  you  appear  so  strange; 
Have  1  e'er  vcx'd  }Ou?  tell  me,  pray. 

For  surely  theies  a  change." 

"  I  never  change,  although  the  times 

Are  chaug'd,  1  do  confess; 
I  ever  strive,  by  looks  and  signs, 

To  show  my  tenderness." 

"  Well,  here's  j-our  hat, — I  do  agree. 

Henceforth  you  may  go  out; — 
That  is,  if  you  will  promise  mc 

To  mind  what  you're  about." 

"  I  thank  you,  wife, — but  listen,  pray. 

The  truth  must  come  at  la.st: 
I  sought  you  once,  I'm  bold  to  say. 

But  now  I  have  you  fast." 

"  Well,  husband,  dear!  let  discord  cease- 
No  more  ejich  one  annoy; 

In  future  we  will  live  in  jKjace, 
And  love  without  alloy." 

"  Foul  jealousy,  get  thee  away, 
And  let  us  drown  all  sorrow, —  , 

Live  every  dtiy  that  so  we  may 
Be  happy  on  the  morrow."  ■•■.•■.     .  ; 
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,  -7  When  You  and  I  Were  Boys. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  jwsi-pald,  on 

receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by 

H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  0-  Box  1823,  New  York  City.    Song  Catalogue  Free. 

My  heart  is  sad  to-nigbt,  dear  Tom, 

While  thinkinff  of  the  past; 
/-  ■':':'     The  past  when  all  was  bright,  dear  Tom, 

But  days  like  those  can't  last. 
I  never  can  forget  those  days, 

And  all  our  childhood's  joj's; 
I  see  them  far  through  mera'ry's  page,   • 

When  you  and  I  were  bo3's. 

Chorus. 
Those  happy  days  will  come  no  more. 
With  all  their  cares  and  joys, 
•'.  -     But  still  I  love  you  as  of  old, 

When  you  and  I  were  boys.  ' 

We've  wandered  far  from  home  and  friends, 

And  all  we  loved  most  dear; 
But  to  those  friends  my  heart  still  bends 

Through  ev'ry  by-gone  year. 
And  oft  m  dreams  I  see  your  face,     . 

That  makes  my  heart  rejoice; 
And  all  our  fun  and  frolics  trace, 

When  you  and  I  were  boys. — Ckoru$ 

I  often  see  the  old  school -house 

That  stood  upon  the  hill, 
'Tis  pictured  in  my  mem'ry,  Tom,  » 

It  makes  my  pulses  thrill. 
I  see  the  old  mill  standing  there, 

But  hushed  is  all  its  noise; 
'Tis  changed  around  the  old  house,  Tom, 

Since  you  and  I  were  boys. — C /torus. 


WRECKED  AND  SAVED. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

rereipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by 
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The  day  was  fair,  the  sun  was  bright. 
Our  ship  80  gaily  dressed, 

All  hearts  were  bounding  with  delight. 

Not  one  with  fear  oppressed; 
The  anchor  weighed,  each  sail  was  spread 

To  catch  the  fiesh'niug  breeze, 

And  on  our  way  we  swiftly  sped 

Upon  the  boundless  seas. 

But  soon  a  dreadful  storm  began,  ^  ,    . , 

The  livid  lightning  flashed. 
The  troubled  seas  like  mountains  ran. 
The  troubled  seas  like  mountains  ran — 
The  troubled  seas  like  mountains  ran,  f 

And  loud  the  thunder  cnished; 
The  raving  waters  swept  the  deck       •'■.'...' 

And  shivered  ev'ry  mast. 
All  sails  were  gone,  the  ship  a  wreck. 

And  downward  sinking  fast. 

Our  captain  calm,  serene  his  brow. 

The  feiirful  sentence  gave: 
"  We're  lost,  no  power  can  help  us  now. 

The  sea  must  be  our  grave." 
E'en  then  we  wept  not  m  despair, 

Tho'  hope  of  life  had  flown. 
But  raised  one  voice  in  holy  prayer 

To  heaven's  benignant  throne. 

The  last  farewell,  the  last  good-bye 

We  gave,  for  death  seemed  near, 
When,  oh,  asail!  a  ship  comes  nigh, 

Thank  God!  thank  Gfod!  thine  aid  is  here! 
Hurrah!  we're  saved,  now  homeward  bound. 

The  ship  speetls  on  a  main. 
Soon  shall  our  joyous  shout  resound  ,      :  • 

In  England  once  again — 
Hurrah!  we're  saved,  now  homeward  bound. 

The  ship  speeds  on  the  main. 
Soon  shall  our  joyous  shout  resound   ';^'^'-^:i.-'-^-~^-r'---"^'y' 

In  England  once  again.  '  v-'  !.;■:,      'v  ii.  < 


The  Man  that  Coxildn^t  G-et  CooL 

Tunc -"King  of  tiie  Canuiballslanda." 

':■,,-   AH  you  who  love  }'Our  liquor  Strong,  ;/  ^. 

^■:l-     Come  list.  Ill  not  detain  you  long,  V',. 

-    -    Unto  the  burden  of  my  song,  •:' 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  cool. 
Who  brandy  drank  'till  he  became 
':['■'-'     So  hot,  be  seemed  a  walking  flame,  .   /     ' ! 

And  such  a  Bacchus  face  he  got,  :    • 

'Twas  like  a  ruby  red,  red  hot; 
In  midst  of  Wint'ry  rain  or  snow. 
If  standing  still  or  walking  slow,  * 

Looked  ever  in  a  glorious  glow,  .'  . 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  cooL 
'■.,    ••  '■  '  Chorus.    •.■;/""■■'',   •■■■■. 

Smokerj',  fumery,  tlamerj',  phiz, 
:    Flashery,  sparkery,  firework,  whiz; 
Jeminy  cracks,  how  hot  it  is. 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  cool.     .       , '  « . ' 

Great  coat  or  cloak  he  never  bore, 
■'  ;  His  breast  was  always  bare  l)efore,       •  - 
And  collar,  a  la  Byron,  wore, 
;'  '-.      The  man  that  couldn't  get  cool. 
A  sort  of  glory  j-ou  might  trace 
Ever  shining  'round  his  sunny  face, 
•  .      He  glowed  as  if  he'd  run  a  race. 

And  like  a  stove  he  warmed  the  place; 
.     '  In  midst  of  ice  he  did  perspire, 
.  "  And  whenever  splashed  by  rain  or  mire. 
He  spat  and  sputtcd  like  a  fire. 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  cool. — Chorut. 

As  in  the  fields  he  sometimes  lay  •  :.v 

/      To  chill  himself,  his  nose,  they  say,  ;  ';; 

Set  fire  to  several  ricks  of  hay. 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  cool.  .. 

Of  course,  this  countrx-  soon  for  him 
Became  too  hot,  so  he  by  steam  •     ' 

Resolved  to  visit  tlie  icy  pole; 
And  while  on  board,  for  want  of  coal 
The  ship  would  have  l)een  forced  to  stop, 
But  in  the  boiler  he  did  yx)p, 
And  thus  the  proi>er  steam  kept  up. 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  cool. — Cliorut. 

.{•    By  brandy  drinking  he  a  sight 
At  lust  became,  for  all  a  light 
.       He  walked  about  the  polar  night. 
The  man  that  couldn't  get  cool. 
■    Like  famed  snap  dragon,  burning  blua 
He  then  appeared,  and  all  the  crew 
;  .  Who  found  they  could  not  douse  his  glim 
Oft  lit  their  'bncc3'  pipes  bj-  him; 
And  when  the  Northern  lights  arose, 
The  sailoi-s  swore  the  real  ctiuse  - 

Of  'Rora  Borealis  was 
The  man  that  couldn't  get  cool. — Chorut. 

Of  brandy  he  had  shipped  a  store. 
And  hot,  hot,  hot,  the  vessel  bore 
Much  further  North  than  aught  before, 
"        The  man  that  couldn't  get  cool.  '         .    ": 

He  melted  all  the  ice  away. 

And  bathing  in  the  sea  each  day,  ^    • 

He  like  a  red  hot  poker  hissed. 
And  filled  the  North  with  steamy  mist; 
He  made  the  whales  with  heat  perspire,    - 
He  boiled  the  fish,  and  in  his  ire 
He  nearly  set  the  pole  on  fire. 
The  man  that  couldn't  get  cool.— C^ioru*.      "'*^- 

To  quench  the  flames  in  vain  he  tried. 
It  gradually'  consumed  his  hide,  ■ 

At  last  of  self-bustion  died 
The  man  that  couldn't  get  cool.  \i,"p 

,  Some  parts  of  him  that  was  unbumed 
Immediately  to  glow-worms  turned; 
"  And  some  part,"  says  old  Bo 'son  Buss, 
'  The  doctor  took  for  phosphorus." 
'.  The  dust  and  ash  the  ship  cook  choosed, 
V       And  afterward  he  was  accused, 
;  :''■  That  he  for  cayenne  pepper  used 

The  man  that  couldn't  get  cooL — Chorus. 
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MOTHER,  HOME  AND  HEAVEN. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son?  will  t>c  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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H.  J.  Wehmau,  P.  O.  Box  iJW3,  New  York  City.    Soug  Catalogue  Free. 

.    .  Mother,  home  and  he.iven, 

IIow  dear  those  words  to  me; 
The  first  she  held  me  to  her  breast, 

And  danced  me  011  her  knee. 
I  was  to  her  a  priceless  gem. 

She  thou.D^ht  me  nice  and  fair; 
And  now  I  never  can  forget 

A  faithful  mothers  care. 

Cnonus. 
Mother,  home  and  heaven, 

How  dear  to  tliink  of  all, 
Before  the  trumpeter  descends 

To  bid  us  miud  his  call. 

Mother,  home  and  heaven. 

How  sweet  to  me  is  home; 
For  there  we  meet  with  those  we  love, 

And  do  not  care  to  roam. 
"We  have  a  pretty  sister's  voice 

To  cheer  us  day  by  day; 
We  have  a  little  baby  bri'giit 

To  watch  while  he's  at  play. — Cliorut. 

Motlior,  home  and  heaven. 

The  last  we  hope  to  see; 
Where  angels  gather  'round  the  throne 

And  sing  a  joyous  glee. 
Oh!  may  we  all  assemble  there 

And  cast  our  sins  aside; 
For  with  the  true  and  righteous  ones 

Our  aim  is  to  abide. — Chorus. 


♦ » » 


We  Smile  and  Speak  as  We  Pass  By. 

S«nd  yoar  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  lftJ3,  New  York  City, 

and  receive  by  return  mail  a  complete  Cataloj^ue  of  over  8000 

Popular  Euglisti  and  Gormau  Songs— Free. 

She  caught  me  witli  her  beauty's  spell, 
But  lung  I  feared  my  love  to  tell; 
She  was  so  cold,  I  thought  her  heart 
Could  never  feel  loves  piercing  dart. 
Faint  heart  ne'er  won  a  Indy  fair, 
To  win  her  smiles  I  won't  despair; 
One  reason  makes  inv  Lopos  rise  hign. 
We  smile  and  speak  as  we  pass  by. 

CnoRus. 
We  smile  ami  speak  as  we  pass  by. 
Though  others  for  her  glances  sigh; 
,  I  think  that  she  will  bless  my  life, 

And  soon  become  my  loving  wife. 

Oh.  she  Is  fair  and  sweet  to  see, 
Her  charming  air  entrances  me; 
Her  lips  are  red.  her  eyes  are  bright 
..     And  sparkle  like  the  stars  of  night. 
At  balls  and  parties  oft  we  meet, 
And  pass  an  liour  in  C)n verse  sweet; 
While  others  for  her  favor  sigh, 
We  smile  and  speak  as  we  pass  by. — C?u>ru$. 

The  gladdest  moment  of  my  life 

Will  l)e  when  slie  becomes  my  wife; 

I'll  guard  her  life  from  every  care. 

And  in  my  heart  her  face  I'll  wear. 

For  she  is  all  the  world  to  me. 

This  maid  so  sweet  and  fair  t»  see* 

And  for  her  sake  I'd  gladly  die, 

We  smile  and  speak  as  we  pass  by. — Chorus, 


— "Ilulloaf  What  kind  of  a  thing  is  that  you  have  there?" 
gruffly  inquired  the  grocer.  "  It's  my  new  bonnet,  if  you  please," 
replied  his  other  half  with  a  pout.  "  Your  new  bonnet,  eli?  It's 
tfK)  bad  you  didn't  have  it  made  of  tin."  "  Have  it  made  of  tin! 
The  idea."  "  Not  a  bad  one  at  all,  my  d«ir.  For,  don't  you  see, 
after  it  wa.s  out  of  fashion  I  could  remove  the  trimmings,  put  a 
handle  on  it  and  use  it  at  the  store  for  a  sugar  scoop.  There's 
nothing  like  knowing  how  to  economize." 


I   SAW   ESAU   KISSINQ   KATE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonj;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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'Twas  just  about  a  j'ear  ajjo, 

When  I  was  down  at  Gio'ster, 
I  found  a  lass — but  now,  alas, 

I  find  that  I  have  lost  her, 
I'm  sure  I  never  can  forget 

The  happy  days  that  we  saw,  j 

Before  the  (lay  on  which  we  met        -         .    .  -      i 

Her  country  cousin,  Esau.  1 

SroKE:^ — For  it  was  on  that  unlucky  day  that-»  .    j 

Ciioucs.  I 

I  saw  Esau  kissing  Kate.  :       t 

And  the  fact  is  we  all  three  saw; 

For  I  saw  Esau,  he  saw  me. 
And  she  saw  I  saw  Esau. 

The  Cr^'stal  Pal:ice  is,  no  doubt, 

A  scene  of  happy  hours. 
To  loving  pairs  who  roam  about 

Amongst  the  trees  and  flowers; 
But  I  took  Kitty  there,  and  then 

Unfortunately  she  saw 
That  horridest  of  country  men. 

Her  country  cousin,  Esau. 

Spoken — But  even  then  I  never  thought  I  should  have  to  aay: 
-—C/ioruii. 

She  introduced  this  man  to  me, 

And  soon,  behind  a  statue, 
I  saw  what  made  me  audibly 

E.xclaim:  "  I'm  looking  at  you!" 
'Tis  sad  indeed  to  have  to  state 

What  poor,  unlucky  me  saw; 
For  there  was  Esau  kissing  Kate, 

And  Kate  was  kissing  Esau. 

Spokex — Yes,  they  had  commenced  (he  business  arithmetically; 
they  began  wilii  .simple  addition  of  kisses,  went  right  through 
subtraction,  and  would  have  gone  on  to  multiplication,  had  it  not 
been  been  that — Cliorut. 

"  Is  this  why  vou  lx>th  quitted  me, 

Said  I.  "  you  little  tartar?  " 
"  Oh,  yes,"  said  she,  "  the  rule  of  three 

Is  not  .so  good  as  barter. 
I  wont  to  school  with  him,  she  said, 

And  used  to  play  at  see-saw ;  | 

So.  if  you  please,  I  think  I'll  wed  [ 

My  country  cousin,  Esau." 

Spoken — Well,  said  1. 1  came  to  a  concert,  but  this  is  a  concerted 
piece  I  didn't  expect  to  .sec;  I  scarcely  knew  what  to  say,  for  it  was 
enough  to  disconcert  me  altogether  when — Choiiit. 

I  took  to  heart  m}-  solo  part. 

For  all  my  former  glee,  oh! 
Was  c|uite  upset  by  their  duet. 

Which  put  me  up  a  tree,  oh! 
But  still  my  .sorrow  wasn't  great 

When  in  the  papers  we  saw. 
That  Mr.  E.«aud  married  Kate, 

And  Kate  had  married  Esau.  .. 

Spoken— Oh,  yes,  I've  ([uite  recovered  now.  and  am  courting  a 
prettier  girl,  but  still  it  is  not  pleasant  to  reflect  upon  the  day 
when — Chorus. 


— Rev.  Mr.  Whangle — "  My  boy.  I'm  sorry  to  see  you  flying 
your  kite  on  the  Sabbath  day."  The  boy — "  Why.  it's  made  out 
of  the  Chrittain  Weekly  an'  got  a  tail  of  tracts."  1 


Prof.  Zwcibccr  is  a  rather  dissipated  old  man,  who  gives  lessons 
on  the  flute  for  a  living.  Gilhooly,  who  feels  a  kindly  interest  in 
the  man,  took  him  aside,  and  said  to  him:  "  Professor,  if  you  were 
to  quit  drinking  and  keep  solier,  you  would  be  engaged  to  give 
les-sons  in  some  of  the  fli.st  families  in  Austin,  and  make  a  great 
de:d  of  money."  "  Dot  ish  all  humbug."  said  the  old  man  in- 
dignantly. "  I  give  lessons  so  I  can  get  drunk,  and  now  you  vants 
me  to  keep  soljer  so  I  can  give  lessons." 
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THE  OUTCAST.       >   - 

The  Wordi  and  Mnelc  of  this  Song  will  be  pent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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Where  are  the  friends  that  once  gathered  around  me? 

Where  is  my  wife  and  children  so  dear? 
Vanished  is  all  that  once  made  life  so  happy. 

All  that  remains  now  is  cheerless  and  drear. 
What  care  I  now,  friendless  am  I, 

Far  from  the  loved  six)t  that  once  was  my  home? 
Never,  ah,  never  again  shall  I  see  them. 

Over  this  wide  world  an  outcast  I  roam. 

Chokus. 

Never,  ah,  never  again  shall  I  see  them. 
Over  this  wide  w^orld  an  outcast  I  roam. 

Once  I  had  father  and  mother,  and  sister. 

Once  I  had  all  that  a  man's  heart  could  crave; 
But  they  have  gone  now  and  deep  is  my  sorrow, 

Quiet  thev  rest  in  the  cold,  silent  grave.  -  .     , 

What  care  I  now?  friendless  am  I, 

Cheerless  my  heart,  deserted  my  home;  - 

Never,  ah,  never  again  shall  I  see  them. 

Over  this  wide  world  an  outcast  I  roam. — Chorut.        ' 


The  Constantinople  Countess. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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BUFFALO   G-ALS. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on 
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As  I  went  lumb'ring  down  de  street, 
Down  de  street,  down  de  street, 
A  'ansome  gal  I  chanced  to  meet,    . 
Oh,  she  was  fair  to  view. 

Chorus. 
Den,  Buffalo  gals,  can't  you  come  out  to-night, 
Come  out  to-night,  come  out  to-night? 
"■  Den,  Bufifalo  gals,  can't  you  come  out  to-night. 

And  dance  by  de  light  ob  de  moon? 

I  asked  her  if  she'd  hab  some  talk,  \ 

Hab  some  talk,  hab  some  talk; 
Her  feet  cubered  up  de  whole  sidewalk. 
As  she  stood  by  my  side. — Glu>ru». 

I'd  like  to  make  dat  gal  my  wife. 

Gal  my  wife,  gal  my  wife; 

I  should  be  happy  all  mv  life,       • 

If  I  had  her  by  me. — Chwu^.  '■'.,. 


ALK3  WELL. 

T1>e  Words  and  Mnsic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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Deserted  by  the  waning  moon, 

When  skies  proclaim  night's  cheerless  noon, 

On  tower,  or  fort,  or  tented  ground, 

The  sentry  walks  his  lonelv  round; 

And  should  a  footstep  haply  stray 

Where  caution  marks  the  guarded  way, 

"  Who  goes  there?  stranger,  quickly  tell; " 

"A  friend  "—the  word — ' '  Good-night— All'g  well  I " 

Or  sailing  on  the  midnight  deep. 

While  weary  measmiites  soundly  sleep,         . 

The  careful  watch  patrols  the  deck, 

To  guard  the  ship  from  foes  or  wreck; 

And  while  his  thoughts  oft  homeward  veer. 

Some  well  known  voice  salutes  his  ear —  v. 

"  What  cheer?  oh,  brother  quickly  tell! " 

"Above,  below,  good-night!— All's  well!" 


— "A  man  can  get  nothing  without  labor,"  said  a  woman  to  a 
tramp  who  declin^  to  saw  some  wood  in  exchange  for  a  dinner. 
"  I  know  better  than  that,"  he  replied  as  he  turned  away;  "he  can 
get  hungry." 


My  friends,  your  sympnlhy  bestow 

On  this  poor  man  before  you. 
And  hear  his  tale  so  full  of  woe. 

And  'tisn't  long  he'll  bore  you. 
To  this  sad  plight  he's  now  reduced. 

Though  once  he  felt  ambition's  flam«; 
For  once  he  loved  a  countess,  who 

From  the  Turkish  country  came; 
Constantinople,  Constantinople, 

Constantinople,  that  countess  came. 

CHoncs. 
C  O  N,  and  a  Con,  S  T  A  N,  and  a  Stan, 

And  a  Constan,  TIN,  and  a  Constantin, 
N  O,  and  a  No,  and  a  Constantino, 

PULL,  and  a  pull,  Constantinople. 

I  only  was  a  merchant's  clerk, 

But  I  lived  middling  well  tho';  •     ' 

I  met  her  in  the  Regent's  Park, 

Her  name  I  wished  as  well — so  * 

I  soon  found  out  the  lady's  maid. 

And  thus  did  quickly  ascertain 
The  lady  was  a  countess,  who 

From  the  Turkish  country  came; 
Constantinople,  Constantinople,  ' 

Constantinople,  that  countess  came. — Chorua. 

I  met  my  charmer  at  the  ball. 

And  forthwith  was  presented; 
And  down  before  her  I  did  fall, 

A  scheme  long  since  invented. 
I  swore,  like  any  German  prince,  < 

That  countess  should  bear  my  name; 
And  accepted  I  was  by  that  countess,  who 

From  the  Turkish  country  came; 
Constantinople,  Constantinople, 

Constantinople,  that  countess  came. — CJtcrut. 

Now  there  was  a  girl  called  Betty  Back, 

Who  I  was  long  engaged  to. 
She  very  soon  gave  me  the  "  sack," 

And  was  very  much  enraged,  too. 
She  said  she'd  heard  such  tales  of  me. 

And  knew  full  well  my  "  little  game" 
AV.as  to  marry  this  same  counte-ss,  who 

From  the  'rurkish  country  came; 
Constantinople,  Constantinople, 

Constantinople,  that  countess  came. — Choru$. 

I  spent  and  squandered  all  my  cash 

'To  gain  her  approbation; 
For  the  countess  she  cut  such  a  dash. 

She  was  far  above  my  station. 
I  found  out  what  a  rogue  she  was. 

And  not  a  stranger  to  that  game; 
I  was  done  "  brown  "  by  that  countess,  who 

From  the  Turkish  country  came; 
Constantinople,  Constantinople, 

Constaaliuople,  that  countess  came. — Chorut. 

'  ^  ■ 
So  now  you  see  how  I've  been  served. 

Through  one  so  much  above  me; 
Though  the  punishment  I  have  deserved, 

And  no  one  else  will  love  me. 
Oh,  what  a  happy  man  I'd  been. 

Had  Betty  Back  but  took  my  name, 
And  I'd  ne'er  seen  that  countess,  who 

From  the  Turkish  country  came; 
Constantinople.  Constantinople, 

Constantinople,  that  countess  came. — CJiorut, 


— The  corset  is  a  paradox, 
goc-s  to  waist. 


It  comes  to  stay  and  at  the  same  time 


— "  The  fellow  at  the  store  told  me  it  was  a  music  stool,  but  Fve 
been  twisting  the  thing  which  way  fur  an  hour,  and  not  a  bit  o' 
music  kin  I  git  out  of  it  anyhow  1 " 


■"^t^f" 
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Angels  Ever  Bright  and  Fair. 
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Angels  ever  bright  and  fair, 

Angels  ever  bright  and  fair, 
Take,  oh,  take  me. 

Take,  oh,  take  me  to  your  card 
Take  me,  oh,  take  me, 

Angels  ever  bright  and  fair, 
Take,  oh.  take  me  to  your  care. 

Take,  oh,  take  me  to  your  care! 

Speed  to  your  own  courts  mjr  flight. 

Clad  in  robes  of  virgin  white. 
Clad  in  robes  of  virgin  white. 

Clad  in  robes  of  virgin  white! 
Take  me,  angels  ever  bright  and  fair, 

Take,  oh,  take  me. 
Take,  oh,  take  me  to  your  care! 

Take  me,  take,  oh,  take  me, 
Angels  ever  bright  and  fair. 

Take,  oh,  take  me  to  your  care. 

Take,  oh,  take  me  to  your  care! 


i 


The  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. 
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THE  DUTCHMAN'S  SLATE. 


Tune—"  Enoch  Arden.' 
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Kind  friends,  you  vivs  listen,  I  told  you  one  story 

Vhat  hamwi'ied  to  me  here  one  day; 
I  keep  of  dis  city  a  lager  bier  saloon. 

And  I  think  of  dat  business  vill  pay. 
But  my  lager  run  out,  and  my  Switzer-kase,  too. 

And"!  found  out  vhen  it  has  been  too  late; 
If  you  vaut  to  make  money  in  dis  kind  of  pusiness, 

By  tarn!  you  must  not  keep  a  slate. 

My  friend.  Gasper  Huntz,  he  called  on  me  one  day 

And  asked  ine  for  eiu  glass  of  bier; 
lie  diink  dat  and  said:  It  v»is  bully,  anudder! 

And  den  rubs  his  belly — right  here, 
lie  c;ille(l  for  more  lager,  and  Switzer-kase,  too, 

And  den  he  said:  Dat  vas  flrst-ratel 
Vhen  I  a-sk  him  for  pay,  he  do  so — mit  his  eye 

And  tuld  me:  Put  dat  on  do  slate! 

Now  I  don't  like  dat  pusiness,  and  so  I  vai  told  him 

One  day  vlieii  he  come  mit  my  store. 
And  dere  I  saw  Gasper  a  drinking  mine  lager, 

And  huggin'  ray  wife  mit  de  door. 
I  take  him  shust  so,  mit  de  slack  of  his  breechet. 

And  pitch  him  right  out  on  his  head; 
I  take  down  dat  slate,  and  I  break  up  dat  pu«iness. 

And  den,  potz  tausand!  I  vas  mad. 


^  •  » 


k 


Sleep  Well,  Thou  Sweet  Angel. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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The  bells  are  hushwl,  the  world  is  still. 
The  sounds  of  toil  are  heard  no  more; 
■^  The  bird  has  ceased  his  tuneful  song. 
And  heaven  with  stars  is  spangled  o'er. 

CnoRUS. 

Sleep  well,  sleep  well. 
And  let  thy  lovely  eye  lids  close; 

Sleep  well,  sleep  well,' 
Dear  angel,  sweet  be  thy  repose. 

Oh,  didst  thou  think  of  me  to-day? 

The  thought  of  tbee  my  heart  could  fill; 
And  now,  to  breathe  a  fond  good-night, 
'.    -  Beside  thy  door  1  linger  still. — Ulun-ut. 

There  comes  to  thee  from  heavenly  realms 
\  A  holy  messenjjer  to-night; 

He  brings  you  bright  and  peaceful  dreams 
'Till  you  awake  in  mornmg's  light. — Choru$. 


Oh!  have  jrou  heard  the  news  of  late. 
About  a  mighty  king  so  great? 
If  you  have  not, 'tis  in  my  pate. 

The  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. 
He  was  so  tall,  near  six  feet  six. 
He  had  a  head  like  Mister  Nick's; 
His  palace  was  like  dirty  Dick's, 
'Twas  built  of  mud  for  want  of  bricks. 
And  his  name  was  Poonoowingkeewang, 
Flibeedee,  Flobeedec,  Buskeebaug; 
And  a  lot  of  Indians  swore  they'd  hang 

The  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. 

Chorus. 

Hokee  pokee  wongkee  f um, 
Puttee  po  pee  kaibula  cum, 
Tongaree,  wongaree,  ching,  ring,  wum, 
The  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. 

This  mighty  king  had  in  one  hut 
Seventy  wives  as  black  as  sooi. 
And  thirty  of  a  double  smut. 

The  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. 
So  just  one  hundred  wives  he  had. 
And  every  week  he  was  a  dad; 
Upon  my  word !  it  was  too  bad. 
For  his  smutty  dears  soon  drove  him  mad. 
There  was  Hungkee  Mim<'kee,  short  and  tall. 
With  Tuzzee  Mtizzee  and  Keeko  Pall; 
And  some  of  them  swore  they  would  have  all, 

The  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. — Clu>ru». 

One  day  this  king  invited  most 

AH  of  his  subjects  to  a  roast. 

For  half  his  wives  gave  up  tlie  ghost. 

The  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. 
Of  fifty  wives  he  was  bereft. 
And  so  he  had  but  fifty  left; 
He  said  with  them  he  would  make  shift. 
So  for  a  gorge  all  set  off  swift. 
But  not  one  an.swered  to  his  call. 
He  sprang  out  through  the  muddy  wall. 
Then  into  the  woods  he  went  with  grief. 
And  found  each  queen  along  with  a  chief; 
He  swore  he'd  macadamize  every  thief. 

The  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. — C7u>ru$. 

He  sent  for  all  his  guards  with  knives. 
And  put  an  end  to  all  their  lives. 
The  uftv  chiefs  and  fifty  wives. 

The  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. 
His  cannibal  slaveys  then  begun 
Carving  their  heads  off  one  by  one; 
And  the  king  he  laughed  to  see  the  fun, 
Then  jumped  into  bed  when  all  was  done. 
And  eveiT  night,  when  he's  asleep. 
His  headless  wives  and  chiefs  all  creep 
And  roll  u])on  him  in  a  heap. 

The  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. — Clurrus. 


.* ..  *'' 
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— A  young  ladv  once  married  a  man  by  the  name  of  Dust,  a- 
rainst  the  wish  of  her  parents.  After  a  short  time  they  lived  un- 
happily together,  and  she  returned  to  her  father's  house;  but  he 
refused  to  receive  her,  saying:  "Dust  thou  art,  and  unto  Dust 
thou  shall  return."  .      i 

— The  following  letter,  says  an  exchange,  was  sent  by  a  man  to 
bis  son  in  college:  "  My  son,  I  write  to  you  to  send  you  two  pair 
of  my  old  breeches,  that  you  may  have  a  new  coat  made  out  of 
them;  also  some  new  socks  which  your  mother  has  just  knit  by 
cutting  down  some  of  mine.  Your  moilier  sends  you  ten  dollars 
without  my  knowledge,  and,  for  fear  you  will  not  use  it  wisely,  I 
have  kept  back  half,  and  only  send  you  five.  Your  mother  and  I 
are  well,  except  your  sister  has  got  the  mcaslss,  which  we  think 
would  spread  among  the  girls  if  Tom  had  not  had  them  before,  and 
he  is  the  only  one  left.  I  hope  you  will  do  honor  to  my  teachings; 
if  not,  you  are  an  ass,  and  your  mother  ejid  myself  your  affectionate 
parents.     J.  L.  H." 
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THE  HALLELUJAH  BAND. 
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I  was  an  anful  dodger  once,  bat  now,  you'll  understand, 

I'm  a  most  exalted  member  of  the  Hallelujah  Band; 

Oar  doings  arc  notorious,  and  here  I  may  remark: 

We've  lately  held  a  picnic  in  the  grounds  of  Greenwich  Park.  \ 

It  was  a  glorious  morning,  and  we  made  a  jolly  start. 

Like  angels  going  to  Dixey  in  a  covered  carrier's  cart; 

So  brotherly  and  sisterly,  of  friends  about  a  score. 

And  such  a  lot  of  loving  lambe  you  never  saw  before. 

Chorus. 

Then  you  may  go  to  Blackpool,  Isle  of  Man  or  Harrowg&te, 
Southport,  Scarborough,  or  search  through  the  land; 

But  if  you  want  a  spree,  that  a  saint  can  only  sec. 
You  must  join  a  jolly  party  in  the  Hallelujah  Band. 

We  reached  the  park  at  2  P.  M.,  and  wandering  we  went 

On  where  to  find  a  shady  spot  that  we  might  pitch  our  tent; 

And  soon  we  found  a  quiet  8{)ot  where  we  could  sit  unseen, 

To  amoke  a  pipe,  to  sing  a  song,  or  dance  upon  the  green. 

We  introduced  the  eatables,  the  bottled  stout  and  beer, 

With  sundry  drops  of  something  short,  our  sinking  souls  to  cheer; 

When  sister  Sarah  Sprigginbottom  begged  that  brother  Pirn 

Would  sing  her  "Champagne  Charlie,"  and  she  would  sing  a  hymn.— Ohobttb. 

Now  when  we'd  done  with  Doctor  Watts  we  took  a  turn  at  Bass, 

And  drank  success  to  temperance  in  flowing  glass; 

We  pledged  each  other  manfully  in  wines  of  every  sort,    . 

The  women  ditto  in  a  drop  of  something  short. 

We  satisfied  the  inner  man,  then  cleared  the  crumbs  away, 

We  danced  and  sung,  declaring  we  had  spent  a  happy  day; 

Then  had  a  game  at  kiss  in  the  ring,  and  kissed  each  other's  wives, 

And  vowed  it  was  the  joUiest  day  we'd  spent  in  ali  our  lives.— CBOStn 


■  •  » 


O,  FAIR  DOVE!  O,  FOND  DOVE! 
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Metbouglit  the  stars  were  blinking  bright, 

And  tlie  Old  brig  sails  unfurled; 
I  said:  I  will  sail  to  ray  love  this  night,  • 

At  the  other  side  of  tlie  world. 
I  stepp'd  aboard,  we  sailed  so  fast.    ■ 

The  sun  shot  up  from  tlie  bourne; 
But  a  dove,  that  perch'd  upon  the  mast. 

Did  mourn  and  mourn,  and  mourn. 
O,  fair  dove!  0,  fond  dove! 

And  dove  with  the  white,  white  breasti 
Let  me  alone,  the  dream  is  my  own, 

And  my  heart  is  full  of  rest. 

My  true  love  fares  on  this  great  hill. 

Feeding  his  sheep  for  aye; 
I  looked  m  his  hut,  but  all  was  still. 

My  love  was  gone  away. 
I  went  to  gaze  in  the  forest  creek. 

And  the  dove  mourn 'd  on  apace; 
No  flame  did  flash,  nor  fair  blue  reek 

Rose  up  to  shew  me  his  place. 
O,  last  love!  0,  tirst  love! 

My  love  with  the  true,  true  heart! 
To  think  I  have  come  to  this,  your  home. 

And  yet  we  are  apart. 

My  love  he  stood  at  my  right  hand, 

His  eyes  were  grave  and  sweet; 
Methought  he  said:  "  In  this  far  land, 

O,  is  it  thus  we  meet? 
Ah!  maid,  most  dear,  I  am  not  here, 

I  have  no  place,  no  part; 
No  dwelling  more  by  sea  or  shore,        -:    ' 

But  only  in  thy  heart." 
O,  fair  dove!  O,  fond  dove!  ,v 

'Till  night  rose  over  the  bourne. 
The  dove  on  the  must,  us  we  sail'd  fast,  {':'■ 

Did  mourn  and  mourn,  and  mourn. 


MICHIGAN,  MY   MICHIG-AN. 
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Home  of  my  heart,  I  sing  of  thee,      ,    .  .-.    ,: 

.,  Michigan,  my  Michigan;  •    ;? 

- ,  Thy  lake-boimd  shores  I  long  to  see,  :  •.- 

Michigan,  mv  Michigan. 
From  Saginaw  s  tall  whispering  pine* 
To  Lake  Superior's  farthest  uiiues,  •       ^ 

;         Fair  in  the  light  of  mem'ry  shines  — ' 

Michigan,  my  Michigan. 

Dark  rolled  the  Rappahannock's  flood, 
>;  3licliigan,  my  Michiran; 

The  tide  was  crimsoned  with  thy  blood, 

Michigan,  my  Michigan. 
Although  for  us  the  du}' was  lost. 
Yet  it  shall  be  our  proudest  boast, 
'        ,  At  Fredericksburg  our  Seventh  crossed,  .;;"'" 
Michigan,  my  Michigan.  !  ;  : 

With  Genwal  Meade's  victorious  name, 
Michigan,  my  Michigan, 
\         Thy  sons  still  onward  march  to  fame, 

Michigan,  my  Michigan.  • 

And  foremost  in  the  tight  you'll  see 
Where'er  the  bravest  dare  to  be,  »    . 

*'  The  sabres  of  our  cavalry, 

Michigan,  my  Michigan. 

When  weary  watching  traitor  foee, 
"  Michigan,  m^  Michigan,  ^  "■•. 

The  welcome  night  brings  sweet  repose,  ■•': 

Michigan,  my  Michigan. 
The  soldier,  weary  from  the  fight,  •         .J 

Sleeps  sound,  nor  fears  the  rebel's  might, 
For  Michigan's  on  guard  to-night, 

Michigan,  ray  Michigan.  ." 

And  when  the  happy  day  shall  come,  '• 

Michigan,  ray  Michigan, 
That  brings  thy  war-worn  heroes  home,  • 

Michigan,  my  3Iichigan, 
What  welcome  from  thy  own  proud  shore, 
What  honors  at  their  feet  thou'lt  pour — 
What  tears  for  them  that  come  no  more, 

Michigan,  my  3Iichiguu. 


PATTER   OF  THE  RAIN. 
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When  the  humid  showers  gather  * 

Over  all  the  starry  spheres,  .    ': 

And  the  melancholy  darkness  /    ^ 

Gently  weeps  in  rainy  tears, 
•  'Tis  a  joy  to  press  the  pillow 

Of  a  cottage-chamber  bed,     • 
And  to  listen  to  the  patter       ,  V 
Of  the  soft  rain  over  head. 

La  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la,  &c. 

Every  tinkle  on  the  shingles 

Has  an  echo  in  the  heart, 
And  a  thousand  dreamy  fancie*     ,    •  ■     '' 

Into  busy  l)eing  start; 
And  a  thousand  recollections  ,: 

Weave  their  bright  hues  into  woof, 
As  I  listen  to  the  patter 

Of  the  soft  rain  on  the  roof. 
i:  . "        La  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la,  &o. 

There  is  naught  in  art's  bra vuras  .'■'.': 

That  can  work  with  such  a  spell,  .  \''. 

In  the  spirit's  pure  deep  fountams,  -  ■ ,  '       ~  ; 

Whence  the  holy  passions  swell, 
As  that  melody  of  nature,  ;^ 

That  subdued,  subduing  strain,  ,       .    ;  ■  * 

,  Which  is  played  uix)n  the  shingles 
;;  - .  By  the  patter  of  the  rain.  ._    ,     : 

La  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la,  &c. 
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Who'll  be  an  Old  Man's  Darling? 
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At  the  age  of  seventeen,  when  I  wanted  a  wife, 

'Mong  the  girls  there's  none  could  be  bolder; 
But  my  frieuds  all  declared  'twas  too  earl}'  iu  life, 

I  must  wait  'till  1  was  somewhat  older. 
How  my  time  passed  away,  I'll  not  venture  to  say. 

And  the  question  I  ever  must  parry; 
I  still  am  unsettled,  though  I'm  seventy  to-day, 

Yet  I  own  I  am  eager  to  marry. 

Chorus. 

But  I  don't  want  any  sort  of  cross-grain'd  ifame. 

No!  the  thought  of  all  such  sets  me  snarling; 
But  a  good-natured  woman  sets  my  heart  in  a  tlame. 

Who'll  be  an  old  man's  darling? 

At  the  age  of  twenty-flve  I  did  still  wish  to  wife, 

Though  I  own  1  ha^ grown  more  particular; 
I  was  called  by  the  faW  sex,  the  q^ueerest  man  alive. 

For  for  fortune  I  was  such  a  stickler.* 
All  ray  passion  of  love  was  corrupted  by  gold, 

I  wanted  a  wife  rich  and  beautiful; 
But  I'm  growing  wiser  as  I'm  growing  old. 

And  now  I  don't  care,  so  she's  dutiful. 

Spoken— What  I  mean  when  I  say  dutiful,  I  say  what  I  would 
like  to  mean,  and  what  I  mean  I  would  like  to  expect.  I  want  vay 
wife  to  have  a  temper  of  her  own,  keep  it  to  herself,  and  show  it 
to  me  as  seldom  a.s  possible;  and  I  wish  it  to  be  distinctly  under- 
stood, when  I  marry,  I  marry  her  alone;  for  I  have  had  a  mother 
of  my  own  in  my  clay,  and  can  dispense  with  a  good  mother  at 
present. — (Jl'orus. 

At  the  age  of  thirty-flve  I  strongly  did  strive 

To  espouse  a  young  maid  Vho  would  suit  me; 
But  I'd  got  a  rival,  and  as  I  am  alive; 

He  vowed  if  I  did  he  would  shoot  me. 
As  advancing  in  years  I  grew  fonder  of  life, 

I  for  love  seemed  inclined  not  to  bother; 
So  rather  than  life,  I  gave  up  a  good  wife. 

And  here  I  am  seeking  another. 

Spokex — Perhaps  it  is  just  as  well  I  gave  her  up,  otherwise, 
some  of  you  would  not  have  the  chance  of  a  good  husband;  and  I, 
perhaps  would  not  have  been  here  to  tell  the  tale.  She  got  married 
to  a  poor  little  fellow,  who  has  never  had  a  happy  day  since.  He 
is  obliged  to  take  his  shoes  oil  on  the  stair,  for  tear  of  soiling  the 
carpet.  I  endeavor  to  condole  with  him,  but  I'm  obliged  to  laugh 
at  the  ridiculous  stories  he  tells  me — ha,  ha,  hal  ho,  no,  ho!  On 
one  occasion,  the  children  became  rather  squally  through  the  night; 
she  ha<l  previously  removed  the  candle,  and  when  the  candle  was 
out,  of  course,  they  were  in  the  dark;  and  when  in  the  dark,  of 
coarse,  they  couldn't  see;  she  in  a  fury  came  down  stairs,  and  lifted 
the  counterpane  to  chastise  the  boys,  but  instead  of  doing  so,  she 
very  unmercifully  pommelled  po<jr  yit.  Phipps — ho,  ho,  ho!  ha, 
ha,  ha!    I  would  like  a  wife, — Cfufrus. 

When  forty-five  came  I  remained  just  the  same. 

That's  a  bachelor  spruce,  but  not  prudish; 
I  ogled  the  fair,  although  I  declare, 

I  was  neither  olfensive  nor  rudish. 
Those  that  were  inclined,  weren't  at  all  to  my  mind, 

And  those  whom  I  liked  did  refuse  me; 
Though  I'm  .seventy  to-day,  yet  I  still  hope  to  find 

Some  dear  little  girl  who  would  choose  me. 

Spoken'— Yes,  I  said  girl,  but  I  don't  mean  that;  I  am  not  at  all 
particular  as  to  the  age,  the  beauty,  nor  the  personals,  but  I  must 
say,  that — Clutrua. 

Many  Happy  Returns  of  the  Day. 
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Merry  words,  merry  words,  ye  come  bursting  around. 

Telling  all  that  affection  can  say; 
'Tis  the  music  of  heart-cords  that  dwell  in  the  sound. 

Many  happy  returns  of  the  day. 
The  red  cheek  of  the  child  is  more  rich  In  its  glow. 

And  the  bright  e^e  more  swift  in  its  ray, 
When  its  mates  hml  its  birth,  in  their  holiday  mirth. 

With  "  happy  returns  of  the  day." 


But  if  midst  the  greetings  there's  one  that  wc  miss. 

And  that  One  was  dearer  than  all, 
'Tis  then  we  feel  lonely  in  a  moment  like  this. 

When  our  loudly  hailed  birthday  shall  fall. 
What  would  we  not  give  if  the  hour  could  restore 

The  dear  form  that  is  far,  far  away; 
If  the  voice  of  the  loved  one  could  wish  us  once  more 

Many  happy  returns  of  the  day? 

The  old  man  may  smile  while  he  listen-s,  and  feels 

He  hath  little  time  longer  to  stay; 
Still  he  loveth  to  hear  from  lips  that  are  dear, 

Many  happy  returns  of  the  day. 
Then  a  garland,  a  bumper,  a  feast  and  a  song. 

Let  the  natal  tide  come  when  it  may; 
Be  it  Autumn  or  Spring,  a  gay  chorus  we'll  sing. 

Many  happy  returns  of  the  day. 


♦  ■  » 


Dollars  Do  the  Business  Every  Time. 
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This  world  is  full  of  wonders,  and  every  day  we  see 

Some  strange  and  curious  sights  on  every  hand; 
No  matter  where  we  go  we  always  find  it  so. 

That  money  is  the  ruler  in  the  land. 
There's  the  man  that's  poor  and  lowlj-,  with  a  brave  and  honeat  heart. 

Who'd  scorn  to  wrong  his  neighbor  of  a  dime; 
By  the  wealthy  he  is  slighted,  there's  none  to  take  his  part. 

For  it's  dollars  does  the  business  o\  .-y  time. 

Chorus. 

Then  wc  should  not  forget  to  remember  with  regret, 

Thar  poverty  Is  often  called  a  crime; 
For  the  man  with  wealth  and  fame  holds  a  high  and  honorud  name, 

For  his  dollars  does  the  business  ev'ry  time.  . 

There's  the  man  that  rolls  in  riches,  with  thousands  at  his  hand. 

He's  looked  upon  by  many  as  a  king; 
Ev'ry  comfort  that  he  wishes  for  is  placed  at  his  command, 

His  money  is  a  boon  for  everj-thing. 
On  the  Btreet  people  praise  him  and  often  touch  their  hat. 

He's  known  by  rich  and  poor  in  every  clime; 
But  it's  not  the  man  they  worship,  you  can  depend  on  that, 

'Tis  his  dollars  does  the  business  ev'ry  time.— Cuobus. 


And  in  our  courts  of  Justice  where  honor  should  abound. 

.\nd  equal  rights  be  given  one  and  all. 
The  man  with  lota  of  money  is  very  often  found 

To  excel  the  one  whose  bank  account  Is  small. 
He  can  work  the  judge  and  jury  in  a  scientific  way, 

The  verdict  la  "  not  guilty  of  the  crime;  " 
But  the  poor  man  goes  to  prison,  while  the  wealthy  walk  away, 

For  their  dollars  does  the  business  ev'ry  time.— Chobus. 

There's  the  high-toned  paying  teller,  who  In  luxury  does  roll. 

With  other  people's  money  at  his  hand. 
When  he  finds  himself  in  trouble  of  a  pile  he  takes  control. 

And  for  his  health  goes  to  a  foreign  land. 
But  should  he  be  arretted,  his  friends  secure  him  bail. 

And  in  court  he  is  acquitted  of  his  crime; 
For  the  judge  he  fails  to  sec,  and  the  jury  can't  agree, 

It's  his  dollars  docs  the  buiiiness  every  time.— CaoRrs. 

Ajid  the  corporation  president,  who  lives  In  lordly  style, 

With  a  salary  of  thousands  every  year. 
Takes  a  quiet  trip  to  Europe,  and  with  him  quite  a  pile 

Of  dollars  from  the  bank  does  disappear. 
Sometimes  he  goes  to  prison  by  order  of  the  court. 

And  gets  an  easy  sentence  for  the  crime; 
But  his  friends  to  him  will  stick,  he  is  pardoned  very  quick. 

For  his  dollars  does  the  Inisiness  every  time.— Chorus. 

It's  just  the  same  old  story  yon  very  often  hear, 

And  the  truth  of  it  you  never  can  deny. 
That  the  man  that's  got  the  inilllons  can  every  time  appear 

As  a  man  of  honor  in  Uiv  public  eye. 
For  money  is  the  master  that  governs  one  and  all, 

We  struggle  for  dollar  or  a  dime; 
And  no  matter  how  inclined,  we're  always  sure  to  And 

That  dollars  do  the  business  every  time.— Chorus. 
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Write  Me  a  Letter  from  Home. 
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Lonely  I  sit  me  and  weep, 

Weep  as  I  have  not  for  years;      ^ 
Why  do  mine  eyes  fail  to  keep 

Back  these  affectieuate  tears? 

I  think  of  dear  ones  over  the  sea, 

"  Who  love  me  wherever  I  roam; 

Oh!  go  to  them,  tell  them  for  me, 

•     To  write  me  a  letter  from  horn*.  :   ' 

_  J  Chorus. 

Have  they  forgotten  me  now,  ' 

Or  do  they  expect  me  to  come?    . 
No,  no,  go  and  tell  them  for  me, 

To  write  me  a  letter  from  home. 

I  think  of  the  old-fashioned  cot, 

I've  left  it  for  many  a  year; 
The  last  word,  God  bless  yoa!  I've  got 

From  mother  and  father  so  dear. 
They  hoped  that  my  voyage  would  be  .  , 
.     ;  :         A  pleasant  one  over  the  foam; 

Oh  I  some  one  go  and  tell  them  for  me,  ;  ^     r 

To  write  me  a  letter  from  home. — Choru$. 


Ana%ver  to  ^'  Write  ITIe  a  Letter  from  Home.** 


Yes,  We'll  Write  You  a  Letter  from 

■^.'■\"-  :f-..-y.:.-~-    Home. 
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We'll  write  you  a  letter  from  home,   . 

To  tell  how  we're  longing  to  hear 
The  footsteps  that  nevermore  come,       '  •,    ' 

The  voice  that  to  us  was  so  dear. 
For,  oh!  you  are  still,  still  the  same. 

Though  dark  raging  seas  may  divide; 
We  sigh,  when  we  hear  your  dear  name, 

To  welcome  you  back  "to  our  side. 

CHonus. 
We'll  write  you  a  letter  from  home. 

We  dream  of  you,  darling,  each  night; 
We  love  you  wherever  you  roam, 

We'll  kiss  every  word  that  we  write. 

We'll  write  you  a  letter  from  home. 

To  bear  you  our  love  o'er  the  sea;    :. 
To  gladden  your  heart  as  you  roam. 

And  cheer  you  wherever  you  be. 
'Tis  lonely  while  you  are  away, 

For  sweet  was  the  joy  that  you  gave; 
Oil !  sadly  we  pine  while  you  stray. 

Come  back  o'er  the  lone  weary  wave. — Chonit, 


Here's  to  the  Maiden  of  Bashful  Fifteen. 
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Here's  to  the  maiden  of  ba.shful  fifteen. 

Here's  to  the  widow  of  fifty; 
Here's  to  the  flaunting  extravagant  queen. 

And  here's  to  the  house-wife  that's  thrifty.        ' 

Here's  to  the  charmer,  whose  dimples  we  prize. 
Now  to  the  maid  who  has  none,  sir;  . -■ 

Here's  to  the  girl  with  a  pair  of  blue  eyes. 
And  here's  to  the  nymph  with  but  one,  air. 

Here's  to  the  maid  with  a  bosom  of  snow. 

Now  to  her  that's  brown  as  a  berry; 
Here's  to  the  wife  with  a  face  full  of  woe,  • 

And  now  to  the  damsel  that's  merry. 

Let  her  be  clumsy,  or  let  her  be  slim. 

Young  or  ancient,  I  care  not  a  feather;         ^  '  , 

Fill  up  your  glasses — nay,  fill  to  the  brim. 

And  let  us  e'en  toast  them  together.  ;■  •  -  ■ ;.. ;  i 


Who's  Dat  Callin'  so  Sweet?  V 
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When  I  git  over  to  the  promised  Ian', 

Who's  dat  er  callin'? 
I'll  play  my  harp  in  de  gospel  ban',    . 

Who's  dat  callin' so  sweet? 
.     H  yo*i  "want  to  walk  dem  golden  streets. 

Who's  dat  er  callin'? 
Just  step  right  forward  to  de  anxious  seat, 

Who's  dat  callin' so  sweet?  /..• 

Refraen.  • 

•  Who's  dat  er  callin'?  who's  dat  er  callin'? 

'       ,  Callin'  for  de  poor  lost  sheep? 

V-  Somebody's  callin'!  always  er  callin' I     ." 

W^ho's  dat  callin' so  sweet? 

Old  Satan  nebber'll  get  a  grip  on  me, 

Who's  dat  er  callin'? 
He  can't  kotch  me  wid  his  trickery. 

Who's  dat  callin' so  sweet? 
I'm  trablin' toward  dat  silv'ry  sho', 
^,  Who's  dat  er  callin'?  •* 

I'll  get  washed  just  as  white  a.s  snow. 

Who's  dat  callin' so  sweet? — Cliarut.      *      •    ; 

.    There's  no  use  balkin' in  de  gospel  cart, 

Who's  dat  er  callin'? 
Den  pull  right  smart  wid  all  your  heart. 

Who's  dat  callin' so  sweet? 
For  you'll  all  find  out  when  it  gets  too  late. 

Who's  dat  er  calling'?  « 

You  can't  jump  through  dat  gospel  gate. 

Who's  dat  callin'  so  sweet? — Vlioinis.    _ 


U-PI-DEE. 
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U-pi-dee  lives  in  the  dell 

•Tral-la-la,  tral-la-la,  v         , 

They  call  her  the  flower  Bell, 

Tral-la-la-la-la; 
\,  She's  fond  of  flowers,  that  I  know, 

They  alwaj's  blows  where'er  she  goes.  ^ 

U-pi-dee-i,  dec-i,  da,  U-pi-dee,  Upi-da,  -. 

U-pi-dee-i,  dee-i,  da,  U-pi-dee-i,  da,  yah. 

Yah,  yah,  yah,  yah  I  . 

U-pl-dee  sings  like  a  bird,       - 

Tral-la-la,  tral-la-la, 
You'd  think  so  if  her  voice  you  heard, 

Tral-la-la-la-la;  '       -  ;    , 

Now  just  between  you  and  me. 
She  sings  like  a  bird  on  a  tree.  '  . 

U-pi-dee-i,  dee-i,  da,  U-pi-dee,  U-pi-da, 
U-pi-dee-i,  dee-i,  da,  U-pi-dee-i,  da,  yah. 

Yah,  yah,  yah,  yah! 

U-pi-dee,  you  are  my  love, 

Tral-la-la,  tral-la-la; 
She's  like  the  stars  that  dwell  above, 

Tral-la-la-la-la; 
I'd  like  to  be  that  star  called  Mars, 
Then,  U-pi-dee,  we'd  be  pa's  and  ma'i. 
U-pl-dee-i,  dee-i,  da,  U-pi-dee,  U-pi-da, 
U-pi-dee-i,  dee-i,  da,  U-pi-dee-i,  da,  yaJi, 

Yah,  yah,  yah,  yah!  .  . 

U-pi-dee,  how  I  love  you,     /  -  ■       ; 

Tral-la-la,  tral-la-la. 
None  knows  our  love  but  us  two, 

Tral-la-la-la-la;  .  . 

I  don't  like  two, 'tis  not  the  fun. 
So  many  me,  then  two'll  be  one. 
U-pi-dee-i,  dee-i,  da,  U-pi-dee,  U-pi-da, 
;  U-pi-dee-i,  dee-i,  da,  U-pi-dee-i,  da,  yah, 

Yah,  yah,  yah,  yah! 
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MRS.    HiaaiNS^   PARLOR   FLOOR. 
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Mrs.  Higgins  lives 'round  these  quarters. 

In  a  house  that  was  built  by  her  son; 
She  has  three  elegant  daughters, 

In  society  considere<l  bon-ton. 
Every  uight  in  the  ijjeek  there's  a  party. 

Such  waltzing  and  dancing  on  toes; 
I'm  told  by  Miss  Biddy  McCarthy 

That  the  entire  neigborhooU  knows 

Chorus. 

Mary,  Nell  and  Rose  have  on  their  Sunday  clothes, 

To  entertain  their  lovers  by  the  score; 
Then  the  dancing  will  begin,  with  Tom,  Jack  and  Jim, 

They'll  soon  break  down  ^liss  Higgins'  parlor  floor. 

Miss  Marv  she  works  at  dressmaking, 

Rosie  clerks  In  a  store  on  Broadway; 
And  Nellie's  tine  at  roller  skating, 

She  won  the  tirst  prize  here  to-<iay. 
Mary  hits  her  left  eye  on  Tom  Kelly, 

Jack  Nolan's  in  love  with  Miss  Rose; 
And  Jimmie's  the  bright  boy  for  Nellie, 

"With  a  beautiful  wart  on  her  nose.  —  Choru*. 


The  Cork  Leg  and  James'  Crinoline. 

Tune— -Do  You  Think  He  Did?" 
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Jane  Jnlian  was  the  prettiest  girl  that  ever  I  had  seen. 
And  like  other  ladies  wore  an  ample  crinoline; 
1  own  that  I  was  deeply  smitten  by  her  charms. 
And  I  tried  every  art  I  could  to  win  her  to  my  arms. 

Chobcs. 
They  said  her  understanding  was  weak  and  very  queer. 
If  you  look  under  her  crinoline  it  quickly  would  appear. 

1  often  had  conversed  with  her,  but  could  discover  not. 
But  what  good  understanding  she  had  surely  got; 
Yet  strange  tales  of  slander  scandal -mon<;ens  made  appear. 
That  Julia's  understanding  was  really  queer.— CUURCS. 

I  met  her  at  a  party  invited  out  to  dine. 

Where  all  the  ladies  did  remain  to  take  deserts  and  wine; 

The  conversation  took  a  turn  upon  a  witty  wagg,  Dick  C'reggs, 

That  all  had  queer  understanding  that  had  got  cork  legs.— Chorui. 

Jane  Julian  she  rushed  from  the  room  amid  loud  roars  of  laughter, 

I  also  started  from  my  scat  and  instantly  rushed  after; 

I  overtook  her  on  the  stairs  resting  on  the  landing. 

And  underneath  the  crinoline  saw  her  queer  understanding.— Cuosus. 

Her  legs  were  two  odd  fellows,  as  much  as  cheese  and  chalk. 

The  right  leg  was  a  spindleshank,  the  left  a  leg  of  cork; 

It  Struck  me  queer  and  comical,  her  understanding  thus  to  see, 

And  her  cork  leg  bunged  up  my  love,  and  uUo  corked  up  me. — Chokus. 
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JOYS   THAT   WE'VE    TASTED. 
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Joys  that  we've  tasted  may  sometimes  return. 
But  the  torch  wlien  once  wa.sted,  ah!  how  can  it  burn? 
Splendors  now  clouded,  say,  wlien  will  ye  shins? 
Broke  is  the  goblet,  and  wasted  the  wine. 

Many  the  changes  since  last  we  met, 
"  Blushes  have  brightened,  and  tears  have  been  wept; 
Friends  have  been  scattered  like  roses  in  bloom. 
Some  at  the  bridal,  some  at  th«  tomb. 

I've  stood  in  yon  chamber,  btit  one  was  not  there. 
Hushed  was  the  lutestring,  and  vacant  the  cliair; 
Lips  of  love's  melod}',  where  are  ye  borne,    . 
Never  to  smile  again,  never  to  mourn? 


One  Black  Sheep  Will  Never  Spoil 

the.  Flock. 
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Old  Ireland,  the  shepherdess,  and  Irishmen,  her  flock. 

We've  always  tried  to  keep  them  into  the  fold; 
But  some  have  fallen  foolishly  in  the  fox's  snare, 

Whose  patriotism  preached  their  creed  was  gold. 
The  world  condemns  the  shepherdess. 

And  all  her  flock  as  well,  ''■'■■. 

Because  a  foolish  few  were  led  astray; 

There  are  black  .sheep  found  in  every  flock, 
No  matter  where  you  go. 

And  as  an  Irishman  I'm  proud  to  say: 

Chouus. 
That  we'll  still  be  staunch  and  true 
To  the  red,  white  and  blue, 

Our  royalty  is  firmer  than  a  rock; 
And  the  sorrows  of  to-day 
Shall  to-morrow  pass  away. 

For  one  black  sheep  will  never  spoil  the  flock. 

The  enemies  of  our  countrj'  would  be  only  glad  to  see 

That  poor  unhappy  island  worse  than  now; 
Though  the  black  sheep  of  her  flock 

Have  proved  traitors  to  the  core. 
Yet  may  their  heads  in  shame  and  sorrow  bow. 

Yet  in  spite  of  all  her  foemen,  ^     .. 

Or  whate'er  they  may  do 

To  dim  the  brilliant  lustre  of  her  name, 
The  future  of  that  nation  shall  be  brighter  than  the  past. 

And  Irishmen  will  fight  for  her  the  same. — Chonu. 
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HAIL   TO   THE    CHIEF. 
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Hail  to  the  chief  who  in  triumph  advances, 

Honor'd  and  bless'd  be  the  ever-green  pine; 
Long  may  the  tree  in  liis  banner  that  glances 
Flourish,  the  shelter  and  grace  of  our  lino. 

Heaven  send  it  happy  dew, 

Earth  lend  it  sap  enew, 
Qayly  to  bourgeon,  and  broadly  to  grow; 

While  ev'ry  Iligliland  glen 

Semis  our  shout  back  ngen. 
"Roderigh  Vich  Alpine  dhu,  ho,  leroel" 

Ours  is  no  saplin,  chance  sown  by  the  fountaiD, 

Blooming  at  Beltane,  in  Winter  to  fade; 
When  the  whirlwind  iias  strip|K'd  every  leaf  on  the  mountain, 
The  more  shall  Clan  Alpine  exult  in  her  shade. 

Moor'd  in  the  rifted  rock. 

Proof  to  the  tempest's  shock. 
Firmer  he  rof)ts  him,  the  ruder  it  blow; 

Menteith  and  Breadalbane,  then, 

Echo  his  praise  ajren, 
"Roderigh  Vich  Alpine  dLu,  ho,  icroc!" 

Proudly  our  pibroch  has  thrill'd  in  Glen  Fruin, 

And  Baiinocliar's  groans  to  our  .slogan  replied; 
Glen  Luss  and  Ross  dhu,  they  are  smoking  in  ruin. 
And  the  best  of  Loch-Ijoniond  lie  dead  on  her  side. 

Widow  and  Saxon  maid 

Long  shall  lament  our  raid. 
Think  of  Clan  Alpine  with  fear  and  with  woo; 

Lenox  and  Leven  glen 

Shake,  when  they  l»ear  agen, 
"  Roderigh  Vich  Alpine  dhu,  ho,  ieroe!" 

Row,  vas-sals,  row,  for  the  pride  of  the  IHghlandil 

Stretch  to  your  oars,  for  the  ever-green  pine  I  : 
Oh,  that  the  ro.scbud  that  gnices  yon  i.sluiids. 
Were  wreathed  in  a  garmnd  around  him  to  twinel 

Oh,  that  some  seedling  gem, 

AVorthy  such  nyb\e  stem, 
Honor'd  an«l  bles.s'd,  in  their  shadow  might  growl      . 

Loud  should  Clan  Alpine,  then. 

Ring  fiom  her  deepmost  glen, 
"  Roderigh  Vich  Alpine  dhu,  ho,  ieroel" 


I 


y.  ■ 


». 


:'^: 
^:: 


■■:"•■* 


■vTsr^. 


TT-%J»**-~ 


WEHMAN'S   COLLECTION    OF  SONGS-No.    15. 


23 


DER  SHOEMAKER  BOY. 
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De  meat-chopper  hanged  on  de  whitewashed  wall, 

For  no  customers  corned  to  de  putcher's  sthall;  *: 

Der  sausage  machine  was  no  longer  in  play. 

And  de  putcher  poys  all  had  a  holiday. 

De  shoemaker's  poy  come  dere  to  slide 

On  de  door  ob  de  cellar,  but  he  stealed  inside; 

Mit  de  chopping  machine  he  begianed  to  make  free. 

And  he  cried,  "  Dare  is  nobody  looking  at  me  I " 

De  day  goed  away,  and  de  night  com'd  on, 
When  de  shoemaker  found  dat  his  poy  was  gone: 
He  called  up  his  frow,  and  dey  both  began 
To  look  for  de  poy,  and  find  him  if  dey  can. 
Dej' seeked  and  asked  for  him  at  every  door, 
At  de  putcher's,  de  paker's,  an'  grocery  store; 
At  de  la^er  bier  cellar,  de  station  house. 
But  all  de  answer  dey  got  was  "  i^ir  cam  rou«." 

Dey  seeked  him  all  night,  dey  seeketl  him  all  day, 
And  for  more  than  a  month  dere  was  de  debbil  to  pay; 
In  der  alleys,  der  houses,  and  every  place  'round, 
In  de  river  Moyamensing,  and  de  old  horse  pond. 
De  seeked  him  in  vain  until  weeks  was  past. 
And  de  shoemaker  goed  to  his  awl  at  last; 
And  when  he  passed  by   de  beoples  would  cry, 
"  Dere  goes  de  shoemaker  what  lost  his  poy.' 

At  length  the  meat-chopping  machine  was  in  need, 

De  butcher  goed  to  it,  and  dere  he  seed 

A  bundle  of  bones,  and  de  shoes  was  dere 

What  de  long-lost  shoemaker's  poy  did  wear. 

His  jaws  were  still  wagging,  and  seemed  to  say,  '■  ■' 

"  When  no  one  was  here  I  got  in  to  play ! " 

It  closed  mit  a  spring,  and  de  poy  so  green 

Was  made  sausage-meat  by  de  chopping  machine. 


FRIENDSHIP. 

By  Nelson  Forsyth. 

'Tis  hard,  indeed,  to  find  a  friend 
On  whom  we  always  may  depend; 
We  oft  suppose  that  friends  we've  got, 
'Till  trials  prove  we  have  them  not. 

Many,  to  serve  some  selfish  end. 
Declare  and  vow  they  are  your  friend, 
But  soon  as  serving  self  is  o'er. 
Behold,  they  are  your  friends  no  more. 

Apparent  friendship  others  show, 
To  find  out  all  that  you  may  know; 
Your  secrets  then  are  quizzed  out, 
Then  they  are  handed  all  about. 

Others  will  act  a  part  more  base. 
Always  be  friendly  to  your  face. 
You  turn  your  back,  they  then  your  name 
Expose  to  obloquy  and  shame. 

Those  who  of  others  tell  you  much, 

M}'  counsel  is,  l)eware  of  such; 

Oh,  yes,  forever  keep  your  ear 

Closed — stopped— against  the  tales  they  hear. 

A  faithful  friend  I  highly  prize, 
A  treacherous  one  I  do  despise; 
All  in  suspense  I  ask  around, 
Where  can  a  real  friend  be  found? 

When  fortune's  golden  crown  you  wear,  ■ . 
Friends  are  numerous  and  to  spare; 
When  poverty  overshadows  you, 
Alas!  how  many  prove  untrue. 

Whenever  disposed  a  friend  to  find,   -  : /i-  ^^ 
Always  be  sure  to  prove  her  first, 
And  when  she's  tried,  then  treat  her  kind, 
A  faithful  friend  is  hard  to  find. 


;  T    c    -THE  IRISH  BRiaADE. 
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i«id  yoor  nua»  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1633.  Xew  Tttk  City, 

and  receive  by  return  mall  a  complete  Caialogiie  of  over  8000 

Popular  English  and  German  SougB— Free. 

Now  don't  be  alarmed,  Nell   at  seeing  me  here, 

I'm  a  gent  of  the  very  first  order;  • 

You  can  see  by  my  style  I'm  a  gentleman,  too, 

And  a  son  of  the  marquis'  daughter.  :. 

My  mother,  Grod  bless  her,  she  doated  on  me. 

Said  of  danger  I  ne'er  was  afraid; 
I  grew  up  to  manhood,  a  commission  I  bought, 

And  I'm  one  of  the  Irish  Brigade.  * 

Chorus. 

7    Then,  hurrah!  hurrah!  for  the  true  sons  of  Erin, 
A  stout-hearted  Paddy,  who's  never  afraid ; 
I'm  true  to  the  core,  and  to  death  even  daring,    ■ 
We're  true  noble  sons  of  the  Irish  Brigade. 

To  the  roll  of  the  drum  we  march  boldly  on 

O'er  the  field  midst  the  dead  and  the  aj'ing; 
Though  high  in  the  breeze  the  rebel  flag  waves, 

Our  green  banners,  too,  noble  fl^'iug. 
No  conquest  we  ask,  save  the  birthright  we  claim. 

And  the  freedom  which  tyrants  kept  shady; 
For  this  will  we  fight  'till  our  life-blood  be  spent, 

In  defense  of  the  name  of  0  Grady. — Chorus.  ; 


LOVELY   NELL. 

Ajb  Bong  by  Tony  Hart. 

I  love  my  love  in  the  morning. 

For  she's  fair  as  Aurora's  self ; 
And  as  winsome  as  the  flowers  in  May, 

Or  a  dancing,  sprightly  elf. 
I  love  her  when  the  noon  time  comes, 

Or  shadows  of  evening  fall; 
She's  fairer  than  the  flowers  that  bloom. 

And  lovelier  than  them  all. 

Chorus. 

With  dark  brown  hair  and  dreaming  eyes. 

And  stejjs  so  light  and  free. 
There's  no  girl  could  compare  with  Nell, 

And  she's  all  the  world  to  me. 

I  love  my  love  in  the  evening. 

For  her  cheeks  like  roses  bloom. 
Or  the  crimson  hue  of  the  setting  sun 

Which  glows  so  grand  in  June. 
She's  sweeter  than  the  lilies  fair. 

As  gentle  as  the  dew; 
And  her  eyes  with  blue  bells  can  compare, 

Or  a  night  of  azure  hue. — Chorus. 


THE   QUEEN   OF   ALL   FLOWERS. 

As  sung  by  Tony  Hart  >' 

Where  the  flowers  all  grow  in  the  dell. 
There  blooms  in  a  moss-covered  cot, 
A  sweet  little  bud  they  call  Nell, 
-  Who's  acknowledged  the  queen  of  the  lot. 

.    .  For  when  she  walks  over  the  dale. 

All  the  pinks  sure  with  envy  turn  green; 
Her  cheeks  make  the  roses  look  pale. 
All  the  blossoms  bow  down  to  this  queen.  ' 

Chorus.  -  • 

She's  as  fair  as  a  flower,  and  delicate,  too, 
Her  eyes  are  like  violets,  so  tender  and  true; 

Her  soul  pure  as  snowdrops,  her  heart  just  as  true. 
And  I  call  her  the  queen  of  all  flowers. 

*.  Sure  the  bumble-bee  lights  on  her  lips,  ,- 

And  goes  wild  o'er  the  honey  he's  found; 
And  sits  there  and  sips,  sips  and  sips, 
.  '  'Till  he  tumbles  dead  drunk  to  the  ground.  .'    •■ . 

Arrah,  what  is  the  use  for  to  talk? 
The  hot-house  buds  turn  nearly  wild, 
-.:•;...;      The  wild  flowers  die  on  their  stalk. 

If  at  them  she  would  just  only  smile. — Chorus. 
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» 

I  Stood  upon  the  old  brida:e 

And  watched  the  river  flow, 
As  daylight  beams  were  fading  fwt. 

The  evening  sun  was  low; 
My  memory  reviewed  the  past. 

Its  pleasures  and  its  pain. 
And  in  my  lonely  reverie 

I  lived  life  o'er  again. 

Refrain. 

Just  a  little  sunshine,  just  a  little  rain. 
Just  a  little  happiness,  just  a  little  pain; 
Just  ft  little  poverty,  lust  a  little  gold, 
Then  the  great  eventful  tale  of  life  is  told. 

Life's  book  of  recollections 

Lay  open  to  my  gaze, 
I  dwelt  amidst  the  early  scenes 

Of  childhood's  happy  days; 
I  saw  the  school  and  play-ground,  too. 

The  haunts  of  former  years. 
And  as  my  mind  recalleci  the  past. 

It  brought  back  joy  and  tears. — Refrain. 

•  .         I  saw  the  dear  old  homestead, 
But  it  no  welcome  gave, 
For  those  I  loved  and  cherished. 

Now  lay  silent  in  the  grave; 
No  more  the  faithful  house-dog 
f  Lies  basking  on  the  lawn, 

He,  like  dear,  dear  loved  ones. 
Is  long  since  dead  and  gone. — Refrain. 


DONNYBROOK   PAIR 

Tune—"  Limerick  Fair." 


Now  it  was  a  Monday  morning,        * 

In  the  pleasant  month  of  May, 
As  myself  I  took  a  jolly  ride 

With  charming  Molly  Gray, 
Whose  eyes  shone  like  the  stars, 

And  her  cheeks  were  like  the  rose; 
I'll  tell  3'ou  all  about  it. 

Just  as  my  story  goes. 

Chorus. 
But  as  I  drive  my  jaunting  car, 

I  drive  away  dull  care. 
And  never  can  forget  the  day 

We  went  to  Donnybrook  fair; 
And  never  can  forget  the  day 

We  went  to  Donnybrook  fair. 

Axrah!  Molly  had  on  her  Sunday  gown. 

And  I  ray  Sunday  coat; 
It  was  in  my  breeches  pocket 

I  had  a  one  pound  note. 
With  an  odd  few  shillings  or  so. 

And  the  whip  was  in  ray  hand; 
She  jumped  upon  my  Irish  car. 

And  away  we  drove  so  grand. — Choru». 

But  Molly  and  me  both  a^eed 

To  become  man  and  wife. 
So  the  best  we  try  in  every  way 

To  be  happy  all  our  life; 
Or  should  tiie' times  be  good  or  bad. 

We  drive  awav  dull  care. 
We  never  shall  forget  the  day 

We  went  to  Donnybrook  fair. — Chorut. 

So  fill  your  gla-sses  full,  my  friends. 

And  give  one  toast  with  me: 
Here's  success  to  dear  old  Ireland, 

The  bright  gem  of  the  sea! 
Let  us  hope  the  day  is  drawing  nigh, 

And  may  we  live  to  see 
That  poor,  down-trodden  emerald  isle 

A  land  of  liberty. — Charu$. 


ABSENT-MINDED   MAN. 
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I'll  sing  of  an  absent-minded  man,  ^ 

I'll  make  you  laugh,  that's  if  I  can, 
Forgetful  as  a  Jersey  clam. 

This  absent-minded  rooster. 
Forgot  everything  he  ever  knew. 
Forgot  everything  he  trietl  to  do; 
Forgot  he  was  Dutch,  said  he  was  a  Jew, 

This  absent-minded  rooster. 
Forgot  his  hat,  forgot  his  shoes, 
Forgot  his  clothes,  forgot  his  booze,  .  ' 

Forgot  his  sisters  and  cousins,  and  aunts,  j 

Went  out  for  a  walk  and  forgot  his  pants;  t 

Forgot  to  eat,  forgot  to  sleep,  ( 

AVokc  up  one  day  and  forgot  his  feet. 
Forgot  his  watch,  his  silk  umbrella, 
Forgot  it  was  dark,  he  fell  in  the  cellar. 
Forgot  his  false  teeth,  they  fell  in  a  cup 
And  was  carried  away  by  a  brindle  pup, 
Forgot  how  long  he'd  been  alive. 
He  went  to  get  married  and  forgot  his  wife; 
Forgot  to  name  his  youngest  son, 
He  went  out  hunting  anct  forgot  his  gun. 
He  fought  Jem  Mace  and  the  half  breed,    . 
He  got  l»it  in  the  nose  and  forgot  to  bleed. 
He  forgot  the  stove,  forgot  the  fire. 
He  forgot  the  truth,  the  notorious  liar,     , 
He  took  a  bad  cold,  forgot  to  cough, 
Jumped  on  the  cars  and  forgot  to  get  oflf; 
He  ran  through  the  kitchen  with  a  terrible  nuh. 
And  fell  in  a  boiling  pot  of  mush. 
He  jumped  in  the  sewer  and  never  was  founa 
The  Avater  was  deep,  he  forgot  to  drown. 
He  shot  himself  dead  with  a  custard  pio. 
Swallowed  his  clothes  and  forgot  to  die;  • 

And  some  other  night  I'll  tell  you  more 

About  this  absent-minded  rooster. 


The  Woodstock  Bridge  Disaster. 


Tan*—"  Milwaukee  Fire." 
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In  our  country  far  and  near,  each  day  we  read  and  hear 

Of  shocking  accidents  on  land  and  sea; 
Toar  attention  now  I'll  call  to  the  latest  of  them  all. 

The  Vermont  Central  Itailroad  tragedy. 
As  the  Montreal  express  was  speeding  at  its  best. 

Near  Woodstock  bridge  it  struck  a  broken  rail. 
And  with  a  fearful  crash  down  the  dark  abysa  was  dashed. 

Now  few  Bun-ive  to  tell  the  awful  tale. 

Chorcs. 
'Twaa  in  the  dead  of  night,  no  words  can  paint  that  sight. 

The  sleeping-cars  were  filled  with  living  freight; 
This  ill-fated  train  was  dashed  to  the  river  with  a  crash. 

And  a  hundred  souls  went  down  to  meet  their  fate. 

Boon  the  wreck  was  in  a  blaze,  horror  met  the  victims'  ga^e. 

Their  frantic  cries  for  help  were  sad  to  hear; 
None  responded  to  their  call,  they  must  perish  one  and  ali, 

Alas!  kind  friends,  no  help  for  them  was  near. 
'TU  shocking  to  relate,  and  sad  to  contemplate. 

No  words  can  paint  a  picture  of  that  sight; 
Little  thought  they  death  so  nigh  when  they  bid  their  friend*  good-bye. 

Ere  leaving  home  upon  that  fatal  night.— Chorus. 

There's  one  who'll  ne'er  forget,  that's  little  Joe  Malgret, 

He  was  with  his  father  on  the  fatal  train; 
Although  wounded  by  the  fall,  when  be  heara  bis  father'a  Otll, 

To  free  him  from  the  wreck  he  tried  in  vain. 
'Tis  no  ut!c,  my  boy,  said  he,  there  is  no  help  for  mel 

Just  then  the  burning  flames  around  him  curled; 
Little  Joe  began  to  cry  as  his  father  said,  good-bye. 

We'll  meet  again  up  hi  the  other  world;— CuoRtm. 


— "  You  will  want  to  enter  something  for  the  country  fair,  I  aup- 
pose,  Mr.  Hayseed?  "  said  the  chairman  of  the  agricultural  society. 
"  Waal,  yes,     replied  Mr.  Hayseed,  "you  can  put  me  down  fori 
the  biggest  hog  in  the  country."  •   •] 
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BECKY  MILLER. 


By  Chas.  Connolly. 


Go  vay,  Becky  Miller,  go  vayl  ."/       ' 

I  don't  lofe  you  not  von  scbmall  leetle  bit, 
My  dream  vas  played  oudt,  so  blease  git  up  and  git, 
Yo»ir  false-hearted  vays  I  can't  got  along  mlt, 

Gro  vay,  Becky  Miller,  go  vay! 

Vas  all  dot  young  voomans  false-hearted  like  you, 
Mit  a  face  nice  und  bright,  but  a  heart  plack — uud  pl]je, 
Und  all  de  time  shveanng  you  lofed  me  so,  too? 
Gk)  vay,  Becky  Miller,  go  vay! 

You  took  all  de  presents  vat  I  did  present. 
Yes,  gobbled  up  efery  blamed  ting  vat  I  sent; 
All  de  time  mit  anoder  young  rooster  you  vent, 
Go  vay,  Becky  Miller,  go  vay! 

Vhy,  once  I  fought  you  a  shtar  vay  up  hi^h, 
Uud  den  for  your  Siike  I  vould  vilhngly  die; 
But.  oh,  Becky  Miller,  you  hafe  proved  von  big  He, 
Go  vay,  Becky  Miller,  go  vayl 

Vhen  first  I  found  out  you  vas  such  a  big  lie. 
It  hurt  me  so  bad  I  t'ought  I  should  die; 
But  now  vas  a  change,  und  I  don't  efen  cry. 
Go  vay,  Becky  Miller,  jo  vayl 

Don't  try  make  pelieve  you  vas  sorry  about, 
I  don't  j)elieve  von  vord  vat  comes  out  by  your  moUt; 
Und  pesides  I  don't  care,  for  you  vas  played  out. 
Go  vay,  Becky  Miller,  go  vay! 


G-0  G-et  a  Derrick  and  Hoist  It. 


i 


The  Gal  With  the  Balmoral 

Tone— "Jockey  Hat  and  Feather." 
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.  As  I  walked  down  the  street 

I  met  my  charming  Kate; 
I  ax'd  "  Where  she  was  goin' to?  " 

She  says,  "  I'm  going  to  skate  I  " 
I  walked  close  by  her  side,  •   .    , 

And  didn't  we  cut  a  swell; 
With  high  heeled  boots  upon  her  feet. 

She  wore  a  Balmoral. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  there  is  fun  upon  the  ice. 
And  lots  of  nice  young  gals; 
'   :•  My  goodness!  how  they  glide  along. 

Dressed  in  their  Balmorals. 

We  took  a  car  and  reached  the  park, 

A  man  stood  at  the  gate; 
He  charged  us  fifteen  cents  a  piece 

To  let  us  in  to  skate. 
I  paid  the  dimes  and  in  we  went 

With  such  a  rush  pell  mell; 
It  beat  my  time  to  keep  in  track         - 

Of  that  same  Balmoral. — C/ioru$. 

She  started  off  and  said,  "  She'd  kiss 

The  man  that  first  would  catch  herl ". - 
.      Of  all  the  folks  upon  the  ice 

There's  only  one  could  match  her. 
I  made  a  grab  and  down  I  went. 

Upon  my  nose  I  fell; 
Some  other  fellow  caught  and  kissed 

Her  in  the  Balmoral. — Chorus. 

My  face  was  cut,  my  nose  did  bleed,        , 

I  was  in  such  a  plight; 
I  turned  aro>H)d  to  look  for  her, 
.  \-r    .  But  she  was  out  of  sight. 

K         ■'    The  young  folks  laughwi,  and  told  me  how 
.  V.:;  ■  She  took  that  other  swell; 

And  ever  since  I  faint  away 
To  see  a  Balmoral. — Clu/rui. 


Tnne— "  Tommy,  Make  Room  for  Your  Uncle." 
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I'm  a  decent,  respectable  Irishman, 

McCloskey  is  my  name;  ...    -■. 

Of  course,  you  can  see,  from  the  cut  of  my  jib,      ' 
— ■  From  Erm's  isle  I  came.  ..'^ 

But  that's  not  why  I  have  come  here. 

To  tell  you  stuff  like  that; 
I've  something  weightier  on  my  mind,  .       *    . 

Concerning  my  old  hat. 

Chorus. 
Go  get  a  derrick  and  hoist  it. 

Put  it  on  the  shelf ; 
Go  get  a  derrick  and  hoist  it, 
And  then  go  drown  yourself.  ' 

'      ■     .    It  almost  frightens  me  out  of  my  life 
To  hear  those  imps  of  sin 
Say:  Fire  a  brick  at  that  flannel-mouth  Mick, 
And  stave  his  old  slicer  in. 

It's  a  wonder  to  me  the  policeman 

Don't  arrest  those  noisy  scamps, 
Who  stand  on  the  corner  with  loud  neckties 

And  circus  tight  pants. 
'Twould  fit  them  better  to  look  for  work,  '^ 

And  help  their  mothers.  wLo  "      "*^ 

Go  out  each  day  to  wash  and  scrub, 

While  they  will  nothing  do. — (Jivorut, 


Look  With  Thy  Fond  Eyes  Upon  Me. 
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Look  with  th}'  fond  eyes  upon  me. 

Speak  witTi  thy  sweet  voice  again; 
Smile  and  say  that  I  may  greet  thee. 

Let  me  ask  thee  not  ill  vain. 
None  have  gazed  so  fondl}' on  me, 

None  have  songs  so  sweet  as  thine; 
Let  th}'  heart  with  favor  bless  me. 

Though  I  ne'er  may  call  thee  mine. 

Chorus.  - 
'  Though  I  ne'er  may  call  thee  mine, 

';  Though  I  ne'er  may  call  thee  mine. 

Let  thy  heart  with  favor  bless  me, 
Though  I  ne'er  may  cull  thee  mine. 

Look  with  thy  fond  ej'es  upon  me. 

Speak  in  thy  familiar  tone;  , 

Have  I  not  from  out  of  many 

Chosen  thee,  and  thee  alone? 
Oh,  with  what  a  deep  devotion 

Have  Ilearned  to  look  on  thee; 
Teach  thy  heart  with  true  emotion 

Thus  to  prize  and  cherish  me. 

.  ;   ,  Chorus.  /  ' '    ' 

Thus  to  prize  and  cherish  me,  >'. 

Thus  to  prize  and  cherish  me.  '    . 

Teach  thy  heart  with  true  emotion 

Thus  to  prize  and  cherish  me.  .    . 

Look  with  thy  fond  eyes  upon  me, 
■  With  thy  welcome  smile  serene; 

Every  gaze  of  thine,  believe  me, ...  ,  ; 

Sinks  into  my  heart  unseen.         .; 
Ev'ry  little  gift  I  treasure,  . : ' 

Sweet  to  claim  and  gaze  upon; 
Ev'ry  moment  fraught  with  pleasure       :, 

Is  with  thee,  my  chosen  one. 

Chorus. 

Is  with  thee,  my  chosen  one, 
':<  ■  Is  with  thee,  my  chosen  one, 

Ev'ry  moment  fraught  with  pleasure 
Is  with  thee,  my  chosen  one. 


uSU-MiilblUiriii 


M^a 


26 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.    15. 


% 


THE   ARMY   BEAN. 

Time— •' Sweet  Bye-and-Bye." 
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There's  a  spot  that  the  soldiers  all  love, 

The  mess-tents  the  place  that  we  meiiu, 
And  the  dish  that  we  like  to  sec  there 

Is  the  old-fjishioned  white  army  bean. 

Chouus. 

'Tis  the  bean  that  wc  mean, 
And  we'll  eat  as  we  ne'er  ate  before; 

The  army  bean,  nice  and  clean. 
We'll  stick  to  our  beans  evermore. 

Xow  the  bean  in  its  primitive  state 

Is  a  plant  we  have  all  often  met; 
And  wlien  cooked  in  the  old  army  style, 

It  has  charms  we  can  never  forget. — Chorus. 

The  Yankee  is  fund  of  beefsteak. 

The  potatoe  is  loveil  by  the  Mick; 
But  the  soldier  has  long  since  found  out 

That  through  life  to  our  beans  we  should  stick. — Chorus. 

Then  poise  a  fat  bean  on  your  fork, 

Gaze  ujKJU  it  and  together  smack  your  jaws. 

While  we  arise  from  around  the  board 
And  give  the  bean  three  hearty  hurrahs. — Chorus. 


THE   STRIKER  AND   HIS   SON. 
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In  the  city  of  Chicago,  not  so  very  long  ago, 

A  factory  turned  it.s  hands  out  in  the  street, 
Just  berau;<e  they  told  the  bosse.s  tliat  the  pay  waa  not  enough 

To  keep  u  decent  shoe  upon  their  feet; 
Among  tho*c  honest  strikers  was  an  old  man  and  his  son. 

Who  caused  a  great  sensation  far  and  near; 
The  old  man  was  with  the  strikers,  but  the  son  grew  very  weak. 

For  the  bosses  whispered  something  in  his  ear; 
It  was  pitiful  to  sec  that  father  pleading  with  his  son. 

To  stay  away  and  hold  out  for  a  spell, 
While  fifteen  hundred  honest  hands  were  flghting  for  their  bread. 

And  the  little  ones  they  loved  at  home  so  well. 

■Round  the  factory  stood  those  strikers  waiting  anxious  for  a  change. 

Until  a  mouth  or  more  had  passed  away, 
Still  the  bosses  were  determined,  and  the  strikers,  too,  were  firm 

And  at  night  for  strength  would  often  kneel  and  pray; 
The  landlords  grew  disgusted,  and  starvation  lingered  near. 

And  still  that  little  army  nobly  fought; 
But  the  bravest  one  among  them  was  tliat  poor.  old.  honest  man. 

Whose  days  on  earth  it  seemed  were  very  short; 
By  his  son  he'd  sit  for  hours  with  a  tear  upon  his  cheek. 

And  plead  with  him  to  hold  out  ami  bo  brave; 
My  son.  said  he,  if  yon  go  back  to  work  without  the  rest. 

It  will  drive  your  poor  old  father  to  the  grave. 

After  weary  months  of  waiting  happy  tidings  came  at  last. 

The  bosses  have  give  in.  tiie  cry  was  heard. 
And  the  joy  of  that  sweet  message  to  those  patriotic  souls 

Could  never  be  expressed  by  pen  or  word; 
The  factory  soon  was  started,  and  the  sun  shone  bright  again 

Around  the  little  homes  so  filled  with  tears; 
Monopoly  was  crushed  outright,  the  battle  fought  and  won 

A  struggle  filled  with  agonizing  fears; 
But  the  brightest  heart  among  them  was  that  poor.  old.  honest  man. 

When  he  heard  the  strikers'  side  had  come  out  best; 
He  ki.op'ed  his  iioy  and  hu!.';,'id  him  with  a  blescing  on  his  lips. 

For  his  son  had  nobly  held  out  with  the  rest. 


THE   WATER-MILL. 
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Listen  to  the  water-mill  all  the  livelong  day, 
To  the  creaking  of  the  wheel  as  It  wears  the  hours  away; 
Languidly  the  water  glides  tireless  on  and  still. 
Never  coming  back  to  that  water-mill; 
And  a  proverb  haunts  my  mind  as  the  spell  is  cast, 
••  That  the  mill  will  never  grind  with  the  water  that  has  past." 

Chorus. 
And  this  proverb  haunts  my  mind  as  the  spell  Is  o'er  me  cast, 
»"  That  the  mill  will  never  grind  with  the  water  that  has  past." 

Oh,  the  wasted  hours  of  life  that  have  floated  by. 

Oh,  the  good  we  might  have  done,  that's  lost  without  a  sigh; 

Love  that  we  might  once  have  had,  only  for  a  word. 

Thoughts  conceived  but  never  penned,  perishing  unheard; 

Take  the  lesson  to  yourself,  take  it,  hold  it  fast, 

"  That  the  mill  will  never  grind  with  the  water  that  has  past"— CaoRUs 

Take  the  lesson  to  yourself,  honest  heart  and  true. 

Golden  years  are  passing  by,  and  youth  is  passing,  too; 

Try  to  make  the  most  of  life,  lose  no  honest  way. 

All  that  we  can  call  our  own  lies  In  this  t.o-day; 

Power,  Intellect  and  strength  may  not,  cannot  last, 

"  For  the  mill  will  never  griud  with  the  water  that  has  past."— Chobub. 


ITS  NICE. 
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'When  people  ask  me  why  I  eat 

Strawberries  with  cream. 
And  calves-foot  jelly  for  my  lunch, 

I  ask  them  what  they  mean ! 
They  say,  if  you  would  like  to  know, 

I'll  tell  you  in  a  thrice. 
The  reason  why  I  do  so  is,  ■ 

Because  it's  awfly  nice.  .      .     " 

CnoRus. 
It's  nice,  it's  nice,  don't  you  think  it  is  so? 

It's  nice,  it's  nice,  that's  what  I  exclaim; 
It's  nice,  it's  nice,  don't  you  think  it  is  so? 

Other  people  do  it  and,  of  course,  I  do  the  same. 

And  then  they  ask  me  why  I  do  >  - 

Attend  each  fancy  ball; 
I  answer  if  you'd  like  to  know, 

I'll  quickly  tell  vou  all: 
The  ladies  are  so  lovely,  as 

You  dance  with  them  you  may 
Just  place  your  arms  around  their  waist, 

Which  makes  a  fellow  say: — Cfionis. 

My  uncle  lie  invited  mc 

Last  Christmas,  you  must  know; 
While  there  I  ki.ssed  his  daughter  twice 

Beneath  the  mistletoe. 
He  then  said:  "  Miss,  I  won't  have  this, 

I've  caught  you  at  it  twice; 
How  dare  you,  sir.  keep  kissing  her?" 

I  said:  "  Because  it's  nice! " — Vhonis. 

I  told  him  tliat  I  loved  the  girl, 

To  marry  her  I  meant; 
"  With  you,"  said  he,  "  I  quite  agree, 

I'll  give  you  my  con.scnt; 
But  better  far  to  single  keep. 

So  pray  take  my  ad  vice  1 " 
I  said:  "  You  may  think  it's  not  right, 

I  think  it's  awf'Iy  nice." — Chorus. 


• «  »  I 


— "I  guess  you'd  better  try  chloroform  on  me,'  .said  Tompkins, 
in  the  cliair.  t«)  llie  b;irl>er,  who  was  keeping  up  a  constant  chatter 
"Try  chloroform,  sir?"  "Yes,  gas  doesn't  seem  to  have  an^ 
effect." 


any 


— "  Julia,  did  that  young  man  who  called  on  you  last  evening 
kiss  you  just  before  he  left  the  house?"  "  Why,  mamma,  could 
you  hear?"  "I  heard  enough;  too  much  for  my  own  peace  of 
mind.  How  oftei^have  1  told  you  to  beware  of  these  men?  Your 
conduct  is  inexcusable."  "  I  wasn't  to  blame,  mamma.  We  were 
standing  at  the  front  iloor  and  his  mouth  wis  real  close  to  njy  face, 
and  before  I  knew  it—"  "  Th  it  will  do.  I  see  you  have  no  ex- 
cuse to  offer."  "  Yes — I  have."  sobbed  Julia.  "  What  i.s  it,  pray  ?  " 
"  His  mouth — waa — awful  close  to  my  face — and— dida't  kAow — 
it  was — loaded."  ''■■'■-  :  ■      .  ;.         ;'         [^ 
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JBahT  mine 
Buoh  an  edupAtlop  Vios  my  Mar/  Ann 

3  Aul<l  lAiiKSyoe 

4  Ella  K<'e 

6  Old  caliin  hom« 

6  Little  i>nes  «t  home 

7  Ukl  bhtck  J'>e 

t  Home,  sweet  home 

9  Ijirlxxtni  wutcli 
10  Many  can  hf  1|>  on» 
U  KilUu'iiey 

U  See  that  my  trrnve'n  k.'pt  «rt««0 
IS  Granilfutlier's  cUnk 
U  Emiiiffs  ••I.ullahv" 

15  The  liui-p  that  onii-  thr<>'  Tara's  halls 

16  My  ciniiitry.  'tis  of  tht  e 

17  Sweet  rorvet-ine-n<)t 

18  Whtn>  »aj  Moses  when  the  light  went 

19  Xiui.  y  I*'o  [ontl 

90  Write  me  a  letter  fmm  home 

91  neniitifMl  i.-le  of  the  s»a 

K  OI<l  folks  at  hoiiuM3uiui«e  rtbber) 
93  Come  Ixiok  to  Krin 
9*  Sivett  hve  ami  bve 
96  My  pi>-tty  nil  roue 

96  Wn'ia,  Emma 

97  Katie':«  ."evrit 

98  You'll  r'-meiiiher  me 

99  Rix-ke«l  in  thf»  cnuUo  of  U:e  <ieep 
90  Kathleen  Mavourn'en 

SI  I  UreAiiit  I  dwelt  ill  niiirhle  lialU 

S9  Wearmg  of  th»'  iii'e«  ;i 

33  When  yoii  arnl  1  were  youn^.  M^ifflrlo 

Si  t'ott^itre  bv  the  w\ 

35  We  |Hutt<I  by  the  river  sid" 

96  When  I  >aw'swvtt  Nelll-  ii'"n« 

S7  Swe«>t  spirit,  hear  my  ^ray^.  r 

38  Last  rose  of  Suiiuiier 

39  ShaiiiiiH  tiTtnen 

40  Exile  of  Erin 

il  Mangle's  sei'ret 

69  Or  any  other  mfirv— Stump  speecli 

63  I  C;innot  call  her  motiier 

66  Would  I  were  with  tUew 

65  Poor  oil!  nUve 

66  CasttV  ito-ial  oliib 

67  Cuinlierl.in.r*  er>-.v 

68  Take  thts  Utter  to  my  mother 

69  A  m<xlel  love  letter 
50  Kemale  stiita^rt  r.i 
U  How  to  kiss  a  Lv.ty 

59  Imliiin  Kjy 

63  The  wife's  commandmcn' J 

H  The  husba.ifl'seoiiiman.!    ■••nf* 

6S  Kulf.i  for  bummei-s 

M  Little  o!-l  lujf  cabin  lii  tli-  laro 

57  B.uiiara  Frictihie—liE'  If  axiom 

58  Maix-hihijthroKi'h  (rt'>iyia 

69  When  i  WIS  a  lad— I'laafore 

60  Widow  in  the  cotta^y  by  the  s^a 

61  I)ancins  in  the  barn 

62  ttre  m  the  tfnte 

63  Wonderinir  ref>n{eo 

64  Bl'le  ev.U  Nelly 

65  Min^tr.  i  iioy 

66  Letter  m  the  candle 

67  Star-sjiani;le<l  banner 

68  l>aneiii);  ou  the  (rre«a 
60  Heart  bow'il  Juwn 

70  Take  ba<  k  thrf  heart 

71  The  w«teniiill-KKCTr*IIO.'« 
tS  Kade.l  coat  of  bliic? 

73  Hold  the  fort 

74  Slav  ry  da>< 

75  ber  mule  sht"odonde.^htoaiiiin.-atdeck 
n  Little  ban-fixjt 

77  My  old  Kentucky  home,  good  ni^ht 

79  Home  again 

79  Th.'ii  ait  so  near  and  yet  to  far 

90  Bword  of  Ihinker  H:ll 

81  OlHce  rules 

92  Gray  haii-s  of  my  mother 
O  flooil  Rhine  wine 

M  I'll  be  all  sniilo.i  to  nli?ht,  Iov» 
15  You've  be«-n  a  f rien'l  to  itw 

96  Listen  t )  the  moi'kini^  binl 

97  %N'heii  the  corn  i.-.  wuviiuf.  Annte 

98  She  never  Ma.iie.l  him.  n-v-r 

89  Silver  threads  (.rnos:r  th-  t-ild 

90  Little  riii'in,  teU  Kitty  Imi  coming 

91  RiiHf  fhu  In  1!  Si>ftlv  i.'ifiv'.- 1  rape  on  the 

92  iViy  lost  I  la  ,;,;!i'iM'  •  i  ioor 

93  Her  bri:;!.t  smile  li.i.intsine  still 

94  Sunday  nii;lit  wiieu  the  piU'^or'n  lull 

95  Gypsy  t  warniTur 

96  Anchor's  wei.fh»Ml 

97  MoonUhin  I  the  hill 

98  SwingtnGT  oi  th  ■  Une 

99  Shendaii'%  ri  !••    lIwiTA'noM 
MO  We  met,  'twas  in  a  '  rowd 
101  Eilleen  Allai.na 

MM  Tl^  but :«  little  faded  flotrrr 

M8  Touch  the  h-trp ;.'.!. tly,  my  prettr.  loulae 

KH  Girl  I  I-  tt  )>.  lull  1  iHu 

1U6  Little  Huttenwp 

]H  Bit  loston,  coudiaa  and  aunts 

97  Carry  me  ha<k  to  ol<l  Viiviiii.y 
'lit  koses  underneath  the  suuw 

109  Kitty  WelU 

110  Billy's  appeal  fo  hi^  mi 

111  Wlien  tiie  gwallov.s  homeward  fy 

112  Old  man's  dniiik  a;r'ii:i 

113  TwoOi-phaus(r.p".'Kl\n  theatre  Are) 

114  Amber  lres»*»'S  ti<-d  iul>luo 

115  Pretty  ag  a  picture 

116  I  am  waitini;,  K -^ic,  dear 

117  Three  perished  in  the  biiow 

118  SliphthinU 

119  Take  me  hack  to  liomc  nnd  mr.thcr 

120  Come,  fit  by  my  side,  lit'  '•:  d  irliii.^ 

121  Kisa  me,  mother,  ki-.s  jx.ir  dai-ii!nf 

128  IWnRen  on  the  lUiiue 

123  A  Bower  fr)m  my  ani?<d  mother's  grar* 

124  Old  lot?  cabin  on  t4tu  liiii 

125  Croppy  b.jy 

126  Skids  are  out  to-4a7 
lf7  The  bridge 

las  Shabb    ^'  nteel 

129  Oh,  dat  wat-  rinclon 
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133 
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138 
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138 
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J06 
167 
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169 
170 
171 
179 
173 
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177 
178 
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186 
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214 
21.5 
216 
217 
218 
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223 
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237 
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241 
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Comln'  through  the  rye 

^iUfi  wo  I  lieu  iiKH/t  00  Btrang'^n 

Babies  on  our  block 

Brenncn  on  tho  Moor  i 

8kidinoro  fancy  UUl 

Hallway  door 

Where  tho  praas  grow^  green 

Parling  IV-.'vsie  of  tho  lea 

Ki.<«s  Ix'hlnd  tho  do<.r 

I'll  remember  you,  love.  In  my  prayers 

Mary  of  tho  wild  Moor 

Old  wooden  rtvhor 

Speak,  only  sprak 

Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

Whei'C  art  tliou  now,  my  beloved! 

.MoUie,  darling 

You  may  look,  but  you  mu-stn't  toui'h 

My  dauKhter,  Julia 

liaflle  for  the  stove 

Balm  of  Gilcad 

There's  nlwavs  a  seat  In  tho  parlor  for 

Diiven  fromlioiiio  [you 

I've  no  mother,  liow  I'm  weeping 

Pul'  for  theshoro 

Sean-r,  my  Ooil,  to  Thee 

Go<xl  news  from  home 

Fisherman's  daughter 

Shells  of  i>cean 

.Maxsa'a  in  tho  cold,  cold  pround 

Say  a  kind  word  wheayi'i  c«u 

Cure  for  SM'andal 

Twilijflit  coterie 

StranKcrs.vet 

CjiKtlesiii  the  air 

Dojir  little  shamrock 

I  c.annut  sint?  tho  old  Bonp^ 

Xorah  O'XeuJ 

Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

Rose  of  Tralee 

Jennie,  tho  flower  of  KUdare 

I'm  lonely  Rince  my  inoti.er  di"<t 

Drunkard's  lone  child 

Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ^'rouud 

Glove  niiLition 

Whip  lliitatic^n 

Slave's  dream 

l>on't  you  go,  Totruny,  don't  gr» 

Sweet  Evanifelino 

Good  bye  al  Uie  door 

"Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  wJ.^rfl  the 

Willie,  we  havo  mLst<ed  you   ;h.art,etc, 

Erin's  lovely  home 

Over  tho  hills  to  the  poor-house 

Twenty  years  ago 

I'addy  s  land 

Iv.nt  bo  arn^rr  with  me,  darlini; 

Old  vill.wre  school  on  the  green 

Woodman,  spare  that  trei> 

ISartiara  l-'rletohle— KECHailo:< 

Inrlinif  Mmnio  Li<e 

Hat  Mirt.ition 

Fan  ilirtation 

Flee  .a.1  a  bird  to  your  monn'nin 

G<smI  bve,  Annl",darlini{tLn.K  ii  .\rf'en.' 

Why  did  she  leave  hinil 

\  <juiet  little  homo 

Thou  ha«t  learned  to  love  anuUier 

Mary  of  .Ai-gyle 

Ml  bt'SiH-randum 

Sweet  liiKhland  Mary 

F.veninij  amu>enient  (laughable) 

I>ay  I  played  ha..*-  twU  [own 

Remeinlier  you  h<«ve  chlldivn  of  your 

Then-'s  none  I*'      a  motner  if  ever  so 

You  werw  fa'  >•.  bu,  "U  fonfiva      [poor 

Sweet  Ma^r  le  Oordui. 

Tanya  111  side 

IV  lis  of  Shandon 

Old  l*ig  cabin  in  the  dell 

\\lib.-p»>r  softly,  mother's  dying 

Frill's  preen  shore 

Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old 

Duimellj  and  Cooper 

Gathering  rhella  by  the  sea  shore 

Little  Ros.-bud 

Hy  the  sad  s<a  waves 

Come  Into  tho  ganlen,  Maud 

Harp  and  shamrock  of  Krin 

Where  there's  a  will  tlieio's  a  way 

(iod  blcHs  my  boy  at  sea 

Annie  Laurie 

Mac's  anil  the  O's 

Sherman's  march  to  th"  wa 

Laineiilation  of  James  l^><iK-:n 

Com",  birdie,  come 

Now  I  Lay  ine  down  to  sleep 

Ever  of  theo 

Xorah  .>IeKhan« 

Love  aiiioni;  the  roses 

Shamus  <  i'Brien— ItBCiTATloif 

IXt  l><  itcher  gal 

No  Iri.sh  need  apply 

(Hil  arm  chair 

'fun  Flaherty 

We  sat  by  tho  river  -ou  and  I 

I  love  music 

Sweet  Genevieve 

When  the  tlowers  fail  asleep 

Pcfrick  Sheehan 

Sailor's  s<!ave 

I'retty  maid  milking  her  oow 

Kentucky  l{<»-e 

Fariiier's  daughter 

<<h,  dcm  ,fold(  n  "Uppers 

In  the  iiioniini;  by  the  bright  Ujht 

N^.tsMly's  duriiii'.^ 

Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

SoiiK  Uxly's  iiiyihcr— lli;ciTATloil 

liirdie,  darling 

Nob<sly'3  darling  tut  mine 

Kfjck  me  to  sleep,  m  ithor 

I'ut  my  little  shix'S  »way 

Darling  Nelly  Gray  ffaJl 

Somebody's  com  lug  when  th<:dewdro|« 

I  left  Ireland  and  mother  liecause  we 

Little  brown  jug  [were  poor 

Ben  Bolt 

Good  bye,  irwertheart,  good-bye 

Krin  ij  '"e  >'o'-^ 
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Katty  Avourueen 

Saiiio  Itiy 

Bard  of  .\rma(fh 

Hush,  my  darlintrs.  do  not  weep 

Patrick's  day  pai-ado 

Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 

Speak  to  me,  speak 

Darling,  I  will  come  again 

Brigh^eyed  little  Nell  of  Karratranprt 

Hall,  Coruinhia  [bay 

IJttle  footstips 

Tim  Finneixan's  wake 

MeDonnel's  old  tin  root 

Scotch  la.isle,  Jean 

Hat  me  father  worn 

Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 

I've  only  been  dow'i  to  the  club 

Dance  me  on  your  knoo 

Ki.ss  me  again 

Emmet's  "  liove  of  the  shamrock  " 

Vacant  chair 

Sweet  suiinv  South 

Our  goixl  ship  sails  to-night 

Jersey  S;im 

Come  home,  father 

little  Jlagpie  May 

Cackle,  cacklo,  cackle 

Molly  itiwn 

M.iidof  Athen* 

Sallie  in  our  alley 

I'm  HittiM'.{  on  the  stile,  Mary 

PiwroldSed 

Dorkin-s'  night 

Man  in  the  moon  Is  looklngr,  love 

When  the  llowing  tide  ci..:-  <  m 

Don't  give  up  tho  old  fiieuds  fur  the 

Broken  di>wn  [new 

Mftrn-ipe  1»'II« 

Have  1  not  t>ecn  kind  to  theel 

Flowers  will  come  in  M.iy 

.Awfully  clever 

My  little  one's  waiting  for  m« 

I'll  go  Ikick  to  my  old  lovu  again 

But<herbi>y 

There's  somel)ody  walt!n;i  for  me 

Ai-o  you  th<n.'.  .M.jfiaiilyl 

I'se  gwino  bark  to  Di-vij 

Bidalia  J.-in,'  MeCaua 

Isle  de  Blaekwell 

When-  are  the  friends  of  my  yOQtbl 

Singing  on  the  roof 

Fi\e  cent  shavo 

Hen  convention 

K<-d,  white  and  blue 

<^ld  oaken  bucket 

Little  sw,-elheait,  come  and  kU.i  me 

Mv  divBin  of  love  is  o'er 

T1"e-y  all  do  if 

(i;  1  hriine  ain't  whit  li  us.  d  t.i  lij 

Wait  till  tUo  mouiiiiffht  Uilii  za  visiot 

Linger  no*',  darling 

Tis  eveninir  brinps  my  heart  to  fa-  e 

.'. m»ricaii  Nation. il  G'lard 

Johnny's  so  baKhf  ul 

Daisy  I>eanc> 

1  wish  aw  mm.  wis  hero 

Pulling  hard  against  thosfr^am 

Dancing  In  the  funligbt 

What  is  it) 

There  never  wai  a  coward  whcro  thn 

I/>ve  letters  lR'namro<'k  growg 

Delia  Cl'iney 

lU^ mem bt  r  t  ha  1 1  ho  poor  tramp  haa  to 

Ijimeiitiii  ion  of  Johnny  lUel  [live 

Koilcn,  silver  m«H.n 

When  McGuione.vf  peLs  a  job 

Give  an  honest  irisli  l.i«l  a  chance 

Kov.n  ainoni;  the  dai.-ies 

Down  by  the  old  mill  streatn 

Answer  to  "Tho  Gyp^y'it  warning" 

llJittJo  cry  of  fricifoiii 

Homo  tulii  for  Inl'ind 

K!din.X  oa  tho  elevated  railroad 

WL'.n  MeCorml  U  r;  lei  tho  Stat* 

S.vect  chiming  b-.lLi 

1.^-vlKvc.iday 

1  want  t  >  se;^  tho  cotton  flclda 

Waltz  with  I'.ij 

Mei  t  mo  by  iiioonlUrht  alone 

Do  thi  y  Tn.'t  me  at  home  I 

Lather  and  .ili  lv:< 

Happv  bo  thy  Uieams 

Taku  it  in 

Stukc3'  verdict  (Jim  Ffck  cong) 

lardy  dah 

De  golden  wodding 

My  mother  in-l.TV 

V.tiatsliouldm.akothoeFad.mydai-UikA 

Dear  Itai.an  girl 

llaiiUsof  Draiidywlno 

Old,  ond  oniy  in  t'u:  v.  ly 

Sl«  feet  of  carta 

V.'ritc  a  letter  I)  my  mother 

Yellow  roso  of  'fex.'.J 

When  my  ship  com-.j la 

One  Dound  two 

Wo  liavc  met,  loved  and  i.-u^ed 

Bumrai  r's  hot^  1 

I'm  petlin^  a  big  Is^y  now 

I  shall  never  bo  h-.;';'3'«rf»!'» 


Soldier's  fan  well 

Old  kitchen  lloor 

Sweet  Ikllo  Mah.-io 

My  dear  Savantiah  home 

nniy  Barlow 

V,  lid  IriJi  boy 

Dwcndy-eovcn  cents 

A  stari7  ni,-jht  for  a  ramble 
r.;;  Locked  out  after  ni.io 
U.'8  V.'hlp-poor-wUrssonif 
373  Day  when  you'll  for,:<  t  ine 
3.i«  You'll  rni.s  tr.o  v  hc.i  i'mgone 
3.S1  Ron  of  a  gamtK/Ucr 
aa  Golden  stair 
883  Your  littlo  UzaloTciyoa 
281  American  Ijoy 

S.^  You  get  more  like  yourdadereiyday 
'Hi  Bai'Ti'.  y  JlcCoy 
387  Razors  in  the  cir 


388  S  .Mie  TTnmcr 

389  WilUe  Itelllj  ' 
890  Sweet  Aleen 

391  Old  Sexton 

392  Pull  down  the  blind 
39J  Do  they  think  of  Rie  ot  bouMf 
394  Toll  mo  where  my  Eva's  gone 
396  Barbara  Allan 

396  The  'lougohorcraen's  Ktrike 

397  Bonnie  sweet  Bessie,  the  maid  of 

398  Bathing  sonj  [DoadM 
899  Cariio  I>m; 

400  Cine  wide  river  to  cross 

401  Moon  is  out  to-night,  lovo 
403  Devil's  in  New  Jersey 

403  Kambler  from  Cloro 

404  Pretty  little  blue-cyeUbtraoger 
40ft  Faded  flowers 

406  Dark-oved  sailor 

407  Rose  of  KiUamey 

408  Cot  in  tho  comer 

409  Boys,  keep  away  from  the  glria 

410  Phantom  footsteps 

411  Bonnv  bunch  of  roaes 
419  Pat  liivach  at  the  play 
413  Doran'soss 
614  Banks  of  Cla'.:dy 

616  VrtioX  ant  the  wild  wa ve»  naylas  I 

416  Her  front  name  is  Hannwr  i 

417  Sweet  Evelina  J 

418  Ik-hind  the  scenes 

419  Gospel  raft 

ta  Don't  put  the  poor  work  Ifigman  dam 
431  Cruiskecn  l.awn 

423  I  had  but  fifty  centa 
623  I'm  Ica\ing  now  the  old  folks 

424  Irt.h  Molly,  O! 

425  King  my  mother  wore  ■ 

426  The  Blaekbird 

427  Ijttle cherry  blossom 

428  Wist,  wist,  wL,t 
4  9  .\  violet  from  mother's  grave 
430  Nelly  lUv 

631  Maggie,  darling,  now  good-bjt 
112  lUso  it,  Kielly 
433  MivtiniT  of  tho  watera 
I'M  Wait  for  the  turn  of  the  t:dtt 
4.V  Old  farm  gato 
436  Oh,  I-Yed  '.  t>'!l  them  to  st-'P 
6.t7  lIc)><inaM's  return  to  Uici:<;M 
438  Mcntle  s<i  t-'n-tii 
I3g  I  Tn.'l«  I'uai'a  la"'e tjl 

440  .Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  m» 

441  Old-raxhhmed  lionie^-ttad 
641  Emmet's  ".Mount.un  sonT'' 
643  Oldtahhioiied  church  on  thnbiB 

416  A  handful  of  turf 
443  Beauty  of  Limerick 
446  Mn>.  I  (rally's  daughter 

417  Mary's  gone  with  a  coon 

448  IVinkle,  tniiikle,  Mttlostar 

449  In  hupf  y  moioeiits 
4.'iO  Hi  Jenny,  lio  Jenny  John.son 
4.M  All  oil  n<'count  of  fUiza 
4.'>9  Jlmmet's  "  I  know  whlUI:>vn  Ui" 
4-''>3  Down  In  a  coal  nduo 
6M  Drunkard's  dream 
4<'>5  Joe  Bowers 
iM  I'here's  a  line  ship  on  th<»  o~v>a 

457  Put  mo  In  my  little  bed 
4.'>8  Little  old  hou.se  on  tho  Rhine 

459  Stolen  kis.es aro  tho  swecte...t 

460  The  bravo  huzzars 

461  little  eld  log  cabin  by  the  stream 
40;  l'i4(JllUc  your  own  canoe 
463  U'lfiii  n  mile  of  I'.dinboro'  town 
466  Gate's  ajar 
4Ci  Arkaii.suw  traveler 
400  Gratit'd  trip  ai-uund  the  worH 
4<;7  Old  leather  breeches 
4«a  Rocky  road  to  Dublin 

669  Turnpike  gr.Us 

470  IJttlo  old  German  home  across  thsaaA 

471  Beautiful  pL-1  of  Kildaro 
672  liaby'sgota  tooth 

473  My  poor  heart  is  lOd  with  Its  Uroutninc 

474  Pallet  of  straw  ,    ^ 

475  I>ow  l«ck'd  car  .  •-'      ( 

476  Your  Uiiisio  will  be  truo 

477  In  do  cvcnirg  by  da  moonlight 

478  WTien  thcr«  old  clothes  were  now 

479  L'p  at  J  lines'  wood 
4.H0  Boston  burglar 

481  Tlio  CampbelLs  jiro  comla' 

683  Y'ou  never  raiss  the  water  till  tho  woU 

483  Bonnio  Eloiso  (riixu  drr 

484  lUvcr  Roe 

485  Murd(>r  in  Cohoes 

486  PoorhttloJ.io  I 

487  Along  tho  Kan.saa  line 

458  Tho  Ijanjo  now  haiipsidlenton  thedoor 
4S3  Wait  tillthoclouils  roll  by 

4'J«  Over  till-  garden  w.nll 

491  I'm  a  man  you  don't  moot  every  ilay 

492  Blue  Al:>at!an  mountains 

493  Chanmng  young  widow  I  (act  In  the 


*-\ 


4'.>1  Black ^-yed  Susan 
ijj  Huunii'h  cavalier 
436  Grave  of  Bonaparte 

497  Old  dog  Tray 

498  Juanita 

499  Moonlight  on  the  Iak« 
800  llab<^l  C'laro 

fOl  All  that  glitters  Is  not  gold     ' 

503  Marsciil.^  3  hymn 

ifXi  God  savo  tUo  Ouccn 

601  l;ollin,7  homo  In  tho  momlaff 

Coj  If  ever  I  cea.so  to  lovo 

606  Chocr,  Iwys,  cUoer 

fc«7  Dixie's  land 

608  Mother  says  I  mustn't 

POO  F"f  Uow  that  Icxvks  like  ma 

611  Vy'otch  on  tho  Bhino 

611  A  lix;k  of  mother's  hair 

519  St  p  dat  knocking  at  the  door 

813  Vu-'inla  rosebud 

m  R.d  robin 

M5  C-^spel  train  - 

b\i  V'o  won't  go  home  tin  momlnf 


(tralit 
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ointe:  cejstt  e^^^ch 


617  Lottie  Leo 

618  Who's  at  my  bedroom  winilow  | 

619  I  have  no  home 

6a»  It's  nice  to  bo  a  father 

621  Won't  you  toll  mo  v.  :,y,  Itoblnl 

623  Only  to  see  her  face  Ojroin 

623  Kingdom  coming 

an  Baniey  O'Hea 

625  Teddy  O'Neal 

IM  Man  with  the  scaJcliia  pants 

62}  Medicine  Joc-k 

628  A  leaf  of  Ivy  from  mother^  crraTa 

629  Keep  In  the  middle  of  Uio  rood 
63t  L&anigan's  ball 

631  LuLalsKone 

632  An  Inshnion's  toast 

633  Village  blxxclcsmiUl 

634  Nau^ty  Clan 

636  Dying  nun 

63|  When  the  leayes  tMffin  to  torn 

637  Larry  O'Brien 

638  Mother  kissed  me  In  my  dream 
638  I'll  hanur  ray  harp  on  a  v  lUow  tree 
64#  DyingCallirornifin 

641  Grandmother's  birthdiiv 

642  Come  where  my  love  liu3  druuolDg 

643  Pop  f:,-K>s  the  w<uis«;l 
641  Morikey'p  weddins 
646  Mary  hod  a  little  him'j 
84«  Wail  for  the  waeun 
847  Cork  leg 

648  Uncle  SamV  farm 

649  My  old  wife  oud  I 

650  I'm  BO  lonely 

651  Only  as  far  aa  the  gale 
662  Peek-Orboo 

baa  MoonllKht  at  Killamey 

664  I'll  wait  tUl  Uie  clouda  roll  by 

666  We  never  speak  es  vre  pass  DJf 

66*  Tlppt>rary  christcninp 

651  Be  home  early  to-ni(^ht,  my  d«ai  boj 

668  Old  rustic  brirl^je  by  tlie  mill 

658  Paddy  Ma^ee's  dream 

too  DreaoiUii;  ot  boma  nod  uiuOuir 

861  Shall  wf>  know  each  other  there? 

643  Jolly  Irirhirian 

683  Folks  t!in'  put  on  airs 

664  Ri^Kalie,  the  prairie  flowrer 

6*15  If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year 

866  Fisherman  and  hU  child 

K7  Swate  Castle  Garden 

MS  In  th?Klo;imiii|f 

6*9  Rrtnfir  nio  Ivick  the  one  I  loTO   ■',. 

570  Spider  and  the  fly 

671  A  warrior  bold 

672  Tot's  farewell 

673  In  her  little  bed  we  laid  her 

674  Dark  plrl  dressed  in  blue 
67j  Separation 

676  Pitcher  of  boor 

577  Keil  McGuUigan's  daughter,  Mary  Ann 

6i8  Nol)oay  knows  wiiat  a  racket  Wu3  there 

579  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left 

6W  Alice,  where  art  thou» 

681  Meet  me,  Jodc,  it  the  i;s.l3 

682  Jessie  at  the  railway  b^r 

683  Ada,  with  the  troldcn  hair 
5S4  Streets  of  New  York 

585  Courting  ii\  the  rjiin 

688  I'm  dying  for  nomn  one  to  love  ma 

687  Is  that  JlTster  Kcilly  I 

688  Let  my  name  bo  kiudly  npokcn 

689  Dar'B  one  more  ribber  ff)r  to  croai 
680  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paria 

B91  Poor  old  llilvO 

593  Good-byo,  my  lover, gcudbyo 

693  A  life  on  the  oooan  wave  -         .    ' 

694  I  am  dreaming 
595  Gypsy  Countesa 

696  She's  as  ko<x1  as  gold 

687  Watchman,  tcU  us  of  the  night  I 

693  Shoo,  llyl  don't  l)Olhcr  mo         i 

699  Ten  thuusaud  r.tiles  away 

MO  Give  my  love  to  ail  at  homa 

601  Jlygel  Snyder's  iSfty 

802  Increase  of  ciimo 

COSShiponflro 

604  Joscphua  Orange  Blossoia 

C06  OhI  Susannah 

608  Old  Bob  Hidley 

607  llonnio  blue  floor 

COS  NoUKlauifh on y'jditJca 

C09  John  Barlevcorn 

810  Utiles  for  lovi'-making 

CU  Land  Leaguo  Bund 

612  Down  by  the  old  abbey  mini! 

613  Glorious  6ith 

814  Old  willow  cradla 

615  I'\inny  old  gal 

flu  RtUgious  card  player 

m  Paddy's  the  boy 

«18  Toddy  McGlyna 

619  Lads  who  Uve  In  Ireland 

630  Worn-out  sailor 

821  Mott  Btrcfet,  44!> 

623  Limerick  is  beautiful 

623  Seven  ouC 

624  l£t  me  kiss  him  for  his  motnoy 
828  lYctty  lipa 

636  Sullivan's  boot  in  my  eyu 
837  Villikiiis  and  Iiij  Dinah 
628  Captain  with  Lis  whi.>Upn 
669  A  knot  of  blue  and  gt  ay 

630  Foley's  hotel 

631  ru  meet  her  when  tho  gnn  croea  down 
633  Never  take  the  horsestioe  trcm  the  door 

633  Woman,  lovely  womjn 

634  Napoleon's  dream 

635  When  the  robins  ncft  r.^aia 

696  OhI  you  Little  darling,  1  lorvjoit 

•37  Just  do'im  the  lana 

638  Call  me  back  agala 

•38  Milwaukee  fire 

648  One  of  the  finest 

•41  Over  the  raountaia 

842  Belle  of  the  baU 

643  Farmer's  toy 

641  When  Jack  comes  home  oiiaia  (SvlUnz) 

f'S  nush-arbyc.  baby  ^^^^^i 

tU  Wnere  tli"  iv\  trmHM  pq  c  '.  :i 


;i7  Bridget  Donahue 

618  Down  the  hill  :  V  '  •  - .     : 

619  My  Nellie's  blue  eyefl 

850  Ragged  coat  ^ 

651  Kitty  Kimo 

652  litile  darling,  dream  of  me 

653  Juice  of  tho  forbidden  fruit  '    . 

C54  Minute  gun  at  sea 

655  Some  day 

CoC  S<iurkroat 

C57  l>on't  give  tho  name  a  bad  blaeo 

CJS  !t.'.cketty  Jack  [hallelujah) 


C-')9  J;.hn  Brown  Gong  (Glory,  glory 
CfiU  Tmtnp,  tramp,  tramp,  thebo' 
ti*l  A  dollar  fifteen  cents 


)y3are 
fman-hing 

tCi  Iloper  O'Malley 

tC3  Don't  make  a  nolsa  or  else  you'll  wake 

(.01  Bringbaekmybonnloto  me   t'-hobaby 

C'jj  Belle\  ille  convent  flre  (Illinois) 

C,ij6  I'll  await  my  love 

CS?  Ilurd  times  come  again  no  more 

0G8  Mulcahey's  gone  away 

CR9  Ninetei'n  hundred  and  one 

C70  CoUecu  Dhas  Machreo 

671  Only  to  see  thee,  darling 

672  Blue  U-lls  of  8i-otland 

C73  A  boy'b  best  friend  is  his  mother 

C'4  Tlmt  s  how  you  get  Berved  when  you're 

C75  Dear  little  Innocent  thing!  [old 

C76  Mother,  I've  come  home  to  cii  j 

€77  Just  'oefore  the  batt!t>,  mothLr 

(78  Vovm  in  a  diving-lxll 

679  Kissing  through  the  bars 

6'0  Skipper  and  hi?  boy 

Col  Vouiig  Hum  tioa  tao  couacf}' 

888  ni  be  dar 

6S3  The  midsaipmite 

681  Kleveuth  Keginicnt  (N.  G.  B.  N.  T.) 

tS5  Naughty,  naughty  men 

686  Naughty,  naughty  girls 

CS7  New  coon  in  town 

038  Will  a  moiikey  climb  a  tree! 

CS9  Bold  soger  boy 

C90  Ilecnau  and  Sayers 

C51  Come,  landlord,  nil  the  fiowlng  boirt 

f'J2  SalU-,  come  up 

!  ;3  Sea  king's  burial 

C:'4  One-horse  open  sleigh 

CJ5  Baby  show 

696  Swim  out  for  glory 

C97  Jessie  Green 

698  Duffy's  grand  opening  night 

6?9  rm  a  dude 

700  Kuii  for  the  doctor 

701  C'hmbing  up  the  golden  stair* 
7M  My  good-looking  man 

7fp3  How  a  married  woman  goes  to  sleep 

701  I'm  off  for  Baltimore 

Tuj  Bright  little  kpot  on  the  ocean 

706  1  tickled  lier  under  ine  ciiiu 

707  lAkes  of  Cold  Finn 

708  My  Newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  Hill 

711  Maloiicy's  tho  man 

712  Ship  that  lever  returned 

713  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deept 

714  How  much  does  the  baby  weight 

715  A  mother's  watch  by  the  sea 

716  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

7!7  Some  uay"I'U  wander  back  again 

718  HikTh-water  pants 

719  Ev;-ry  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-and-bye 

720  1 11  send  you  down  a  lett<.T  from  the  sk] 

721  I'addy  stole  the  i  \e 

722  Duffy,  th«  swell 

723  Not  much 

724  Don't  leave  your  my.  iher.  Tom 

725  Pretty  little  dark  blue  eyes 

726  A  roliinz  stone  gathers  no  moss 

727  Dream  faces 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 

729  Good-bye  to  my  Southern  home 

730  f'retty  little  rosy  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  the  wmdow  to-night,  love 

732  Hard  up 

733  Forgive  and  forget 

734  Captain  Mishler  -    ■  ' 
7S5  Buttertly  dude 

736  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

737  I^eaf  by  leaf  the  roses  fall  , --, 

738  Let  me  like  a  s<.-ldier  fall 

739  Enniskillen  dragoon 

740  Papa's  baby  boy 

741  I  ain't  as  young  as  I  used  to  b« 

712  The  Dreadnought 

713  See-saw 

744  What's  in  a  kiss! 

745  Hush,  little  baby,  don't  you  cry 

746  Darling  Cio' 

747  Mothers  last  request 

748  Texas  ranger 

749  God,  save  Ireland 

750  Tho' rich,  I'm  no  better  than  you 

751  Bold  Jack  Donahue 
7^2  Lo«t  farewell 

753  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 

754  Mary  Ann  Kehoe 

755  Ciuly  an  emigrant 

756  Mv  Donny  boy  is  young,  but  he's  grow- 

757  Tlie  farmer  feeds  us  all  iing 

758  Strike  while  the  injn  is  hot 

759  Better  davs  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  girl's  message 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

763  Bye,  live,  baby,  bye.  bye 

764  Somebody's  tal!  and  handsome 
T65  Mother  keeps  the  gate  iockeil  now 

766  Sweet  Ali>ine  roses 

767  Morriisey  and  the  Benlcla  boy 

768  C!onsiaut  farmer's  Son 

769  Upper  ten  and  lower  five 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby  ' ' 

771  Key -hole  in  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  square,  boys 

773  Lackawanna  spoonera 

774  Ctot  whei-e  I  was  born 


775  Burke's  dream 

f7l  t^our-leaved  Bhamrock 

T77  Up  a  tree 

r78  Down  where  the  lllly  bells  grow 

T7I  Behind  the  parlor  door 

JSI  Peggy  O'Moore 

781  Bunny  hours  of  childhood 

78J  O'Reillv,  the  fisherman 

TBJ  Old  village  blacksn'ith  shop 

784  False  one,  I  love  thee  stiil 

785  Shannon  side 

f8S  Pennsylvania  tramp 

787  We'll  paint  the  town  red 

T88  lA)ok  always  on  the  sunny  sWe 

T81  Ureen  linnet 

79t  Gentle  Annie 

T91  Kiss  me,  mother,  ero  I  die 

793  There's  a  lit'ht  In  tho  window 

793  AJinie  of  the  vale 

794  Rising  of  tho  moon 

795  Who  will  care  for  mot'ier  now 

nt  Let  the  dead  and  the  beautUul  rest 

797  Bights  for  a  father 

798  Old  gray  mare 

799  How  isjour  slst<>r  Moryt 

800  Clara,  VtMr&.  will  you  come  out  to-night 

801  Grandma's  vacaut  ^hair 

802  America's  emblem  the  violet 

803  KnO(.<kiiig  at  tlie  gates  of  Jordan 

804  Take  good  care  of  mother 
806  Whisper  and  a  kiss 

806  01d-tashlon5d  photograph  of  mottUT 

807  Oood-bve,  Mike.gootl-bye,  I'ai 

808  Little  Mag  and  I 

809  Cradle's  emptj-,  baby's  gono 

810  Rosy's  Simday  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  family 

813  LittlP  wife  NclUe 
IIS  loo  utterly  utu>r 

814  I'm  a  dandy,  but  Fm  no  dnde 

$16  Tliey  can't  Keep  the  workingman  down 

816  Angel  mother  waits  for  mo  , 

817  Good-night,  but  not  good-byo 

818  Dar's  a  new  moon  In  de  sky 

819  just  plain  Jim  I<^trikP8teB 
82*  Mind  and  be  home  when  the  clock 

831  Where  the  pretty  little  ehamrocli  prow» 

822  My  little  four- leaved  eluuurock  f n.m 

823  V\  hite  Wings  tGlennort 

824  Always  take  mother's  advice 

825  Pretty  pond  llllies 

826  Dearltoljin,  I'll  lietmo 
837  Mikado  McAllister 

8211  For  one  day  of  turkey  there's  six  days 

821  Poor  old  dad  [ot  iiasb 

834  The  Haddingtonshire 

831  McSorley's  twins 

8SJ  Cricket  on  the  hearth 

83)  I  had  $15  dollars  in  my  Inside  pocket 

834  Ti-abling  back  to  Georgia 

835  Noble  knights  of  labor 

836  He  gets  there  juht  the  same 

837  Johnny,  get  your  gun 

838  Miss  Fog;irrv's  Christmas  cake 
83S  Maggie  DaiTOw's  welcome 

841  Come,  sit  by  mo,  mother 

841  I'm  not  asleep 

84}  Put  on  do  golden  shoe 

843  I'll  think  oi  my  mother  at  home 

844  Tveo  little  ragged  urchins 

845  Silver  hells  cl  memory 

818  Maggie,  dear,  I'm  called  away 

847  Soc'k  her  on  the  kisser 

818  Ohl  yon  girls 

849  Because  she  ain't  built  that  way 

856  Flanlgan,  tho  lodger 
8.M  Married 

WJ  Garden  where  the  praties  grow      [gone 

853  You'll  he  kind  to  my  mother  when  I'm 

854  Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma 
85li  An  agricultui-al  Irish  gii  1  [[mrents 
851  I'm  a  man  that's  done  wrong  to  my 

857  Ting,  ting,  that's  how  the  bell  goes 

858  Annie  LiSe 

859  I  will  be  true  to  thee 

R6«  Down  by  the  river  side  I  strayed 

861  Kitty  Clyde 

813  Under  the  willow  she's  aleeyiag 

863  Bay  of  Biscay,  OI 

864  Hazel  deU 

866  It's  funny  when  yon  feel  that  vmj 

866  They've  all  got  a  wife  but  me 

867  What  is  home  without  a  motberl 

868  Bowery  Grenadiers 

861  Dont  you  dare  to  kiss  me,  Joe 

878  Good-bye,  Su^an  Jona 

87]  S^ellie  was  a  lady 

871  Nettie  Moore 

87J  To  the  West  , 


874  foe  Hardy 


Think  of  your  head  in  the  morclBflr 
871  Wash  me,  mother,  dear 

877  Remember,  l)oy,  you're  Irish 

878  Where  can  tho  wanderer  bet 
878  Colored  band 

888  It's  naughty,  but  It's  rJoe 
881  We'd  better  hide  a  woo 
883  Come  along  my,  darling 

883  Old  turnkey 

884  Borah's  young  man 

8S1  She's  the  image  ot  her  mother  in  a  lOOC 
M  B'llo  Brandon  [diffei-eut ways 

8X7  Dreamy  eyes  tliat  haunt  ins  still 

888  Hungry  man  from  Harlem 

889  \Mien  Joinny  co'nes  moi-ching  home 
898  I  was  despised  t)ecouso  I  was  pocr 
891  Meet  me,  Kate,  by  the  cottage  gate 

893  Thou  ha^  wounded  the  spirit  that  loved 
89J  Clementine  Lthee 

894  Sweet  heather  bell 

895  Windy  man  from  Brooklyn 

89(  Swinging  on  the  old  rustle  gate     [gone 

897  You'll  never  miss  your  mother  tillsiie's 

898  Remember  me  to  all  at  homa 

899  Oh,  what  a  night 
M  Did  you  notice  it? 

001  Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone 
003  America  beats  them  all 
roS  Australian  exile 


90»  Just  to  show  mv  rcsixets  i<i  McGtnnIa 

I>'>3  liatheriii^f  the  niyruo  wiin  Maiy 

^•Ot  Horown  t)oy.  Jack 

||07  Clara  Nolan^s  ball 

1108  Letters  we  can-ed  on  the  tree 

I«U9  Two  Irish  police 

I'lO  Little  old  red  shawl  my  mother  wore 

UIl  Our  Jack's  coinc  homottxiny 

612  He's  never  done  luythlngaiiioe 

•'13  Oil,  Mr.  Flanlgan 

914  f!an  you,  then,  lov<>anotherl 

H5  Light-lu'use  by  thesea     ..    ... 

916  An  Irish  fair  day  .."•■. 

917  It's  f<)r  money 

9H  *«1  rend  tlie  jviTwrthmoRh 
919  They  can't  do  if.  you  know 
9"iO  Letter  that  never  came 
921  A  handful  of  caitu 
1'22  Is  Maud  int 
923  Southern  soldier  l.oy 
9'Jl  (ireeii  mossy  bnnl  s'of  the  Lea 
jao  Manchester  martyra 
028  Dear  Irish  boy 
627  I  haven't  for  a  longtime  now 
r":S  Have  my  mother's  picture  from  the 
B-.l  Rock-a-bye.  Imby  [sale 

cy  Liiy  tnv  l-'ad  bemoth  a  rose 
931  C«Ktl;■l).^r  boy 
m  Flora  IVllo 
p?l  It's  dudish  yon  know 
S34  The  letter  came  at  task 
I'ia  My  pretty  Jano 

VM  Lips  ihnt  touch  litinor  Shan  never  tonch 
C:i7  \\  I'flp  the  flae  around  me,  boya    ImitM 
«M  )>iq'8  dinner  pail 
P39  Thesprw 
941  Black  pick-a-nlnny 
94i  Widow  Nolan'i;  goat 
mi  Moid  of  the  Sill 
813  J'nddy  Duffy's  onrt 
914  Little  green  leaf  in  our  bibl* 
Pii  Marv  Kellv'.!  beau 
tit  He'll  be  bac',!  hv.»-and-by» 

847  Bonny  bl.ick  Bess 

848  Little  widow  Dunn 

841  Ghost  of  Bonjiimln  Blnn* 

858  Mantliati-tnickO'llira 

C51  A  How  er  I  found  in  mot hert  bible 

953  Dying  cowboy's  l.-nient 

85J  Bringing  jin'tty  bIoj.^onis  to  strew  on 

954  ftar  of  tlieevciiii:g  Imother'B grave 
981  Poor  lit  t;.' soldi!  rs' boy 

954  Bold  Mclntlroa 

857  How  ard's  cradle  sons' 

858  Handkon-Mef  IIirtaUoB 
951  Angel's  v.hisiier 

961  Tom.  if  you  love  me,  say  so 

861  Flying  tnipeze 

863  Little  old  <-alM>oae  behind  the  traJn 

963  Maggie,  the  cows  are  in  the  olovor 
961  I  behove  it,  fur  my  mother  told  me  mo 
805  Mamma's  black  buby  boy 

964  riigr.it<ful  son 

867  Double-breasted  mansion  on  thoiHJuare 

868  YoiUu-e  Doodlo 

965  The  faster  you  pluck  f  hem  the  thicker 
P7I  Mot  her,  is  the  battle  overt  [they  grow 
671  Sullivan  and  Hr.-.u 

9,''3  Package  of  old  lett.TH 

97.1  Cabin  with  tlio  r07.es  ut  the  door 

97<  Morri.svy  and  iieenau  tight 

97i  Matrimonial  suggestions 

978  Mother"?  wodding  ling 

977  Poverty's  tec.rs  ebli  o-'id  flow 

978  Never  -abe  '  no  "  for  en  answer 
97$  Have  j'ou  reen  Vum-Yui» 

984  I'll  return  bye-nnd-byo 
9S1  It's  English,  you  know 
9K3  In  the  wirdov.-  a  light  X  can  see 

983  IJttle  All  Sid 

984  Tlie  striker  and  hissoa 
98i  Tu-ra-rum 

98<  J  cannot  sing  that  f  ong  to-olght 
987  I  ld.<.jed  her  under  the  iiorlur  stafna 

985  Lost  on  tho  "  Lad  v  Llpm  " 
9SJ  We  draw  the  Iino"nt  tLot 
998  MerT>-  Klianty  boys 

991  Slightly  on  the  maph 

992  Down  among  IheFugarcano 

993  \\  hen  my  rovi-r  comrs  ««ruin 

994  Tlien^'s  no  one  to  wclconic  Lie  bonw 

995  J.ihn  MitoheU 
998  Dearest  Slae 

997  Sly  bonny  laboring  boy 

99*1  The  dawning  of  the  day 

995  Wreck  cf  the  "  London  •• 
1004  Tlie  song  that  reached  my  heare 
IWl  TheSo.ii.il  brigade 

1002  1  owe  $10  to  O'Grady 

1003  I'm  the  father  »f  a  DtUe  black  cooB 

1004  Where  is  Kathl.^n 

1005  Waiting,  waiting,  waiting 

1006  Malorey,  the  rolling  mill  1 

1007  Dan  O'Brien's  raffle 
IOCS  Just  a  little  siiii.-<hine 
1009  A.S  I  sat  upon  my  dear  old  mother^ 
imo  A  letter  from  Ireland  [knea 

1011  I'm  going  to  have  my  name  above  the 

1012  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so  [door 

1013  M.TU,  poor  man 

1014  When  baliy  smiles  In  her  steep 

1015  S..iigs  that  we  sing 

1016  Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe 

1017  Meet  a  cooti  to-nipht 

1018  Coj.per  and  the  co.  k 

1019  Bring  back  my  stiilorboT 

1020  Where  the  simrrows  and  chippies 

1021  Old  boss  B.irrv  [panuls 

1022  Midnight  squad 

1023  Isab<'lle  St.  Clair 

1024  Don't  i-un  down  the  Irish 

1025  From  the  cradle  to  the  gray* 

1026  The  little  fishermaiden  ' 

1027  You  know 

1028  Up  went  tho  price 

1029  Honor  thy  father  and  mother 

1030  Marguerite 

1031  Bid  me  good-bye  and  go 

1032  I'm  so  shy 


>* 
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IMS  A  Irattoii-iiole  bouqut  t 

1094  1  forsret 

loss  She  miirht  have  licked  McCartr 

1030  l/ove,  let  your  heart  be  f&lthfol 

1037  Sunshine  will  come  again 

loss  B«b7  that  nerer  cama 

lOSV  I  Uke  it,  I  do 

1040  It's  funny  what  InKer  wUl  do 

1041  LmH  tliat  nn  avv  ful  sliauio 

1042  KiiiK  dat  gulden  beil 

1043  Uems  •>!  i»d  IieluiiJ 

1044  JcKse  James  l"'ny 
104A  Yountr  man  that  use^l  lo  live  over  the 
lOM  We'vu  both  been  theie  befute  innny  a 
1047  Now  I  L-ume  tu  Uiitik  of  it  [Uino 
VM  1  paid  the  SIO  lu  O'tiiady 

1049  Wltli  all  her  faull.  I  love  her  still 

1050  Dear  little  hands 

1061  JiisC  across  rrmn  Jei-sej 
1068  Sdivutton  army,  oh 

1063  FoMj-  'leven  forty-four 

1064  Family  ovei  heud 

1066  I  wonder  how  lunu  It  will  IiutC 

1050  Charlestoo  l.iuea 

1067  Major  Uillcalher 

1068  Boodle 

1069  Tbal'd  an  o'd  ung  with  nie 
1060  Valley  lay  smilinx  liefore  ma 

lOei  Lllllc  hedh'e  iioho  .1 

lUtti  Old  feather  he. I 

1063  I  never  Urink  hehlm)  ihe  bar 

1064  McNall)  's  ro»  of  tlau-< 

1065  I'll  wear  the  ti'Oii^er-<,  oh 

1066  Strollmt;  UN  the  siiDds 

1067  Mulberry  sp.  intrs 

1068  Oood  b>e,  nij  h.  ney,  I'm  jfone 

1069  Plum-iiUildink' 

1070  I  conid  tell  it  il'  I  fell  in  the  dnrk 

1071  Let  Erin  reniemher  the  du>ii  of  old 

1072  U>-re  lies  on  actur 

1073  Mister  Doolei  '.i  ^eese 

1074  Ten  thousana  miles  away  on  the  banhs 

1075  Mother's  la.-t  I.  iter  to  me    [of  a  luiiel.> 

1076  Pill  and  hi^•  htlle  brown  inaie 

1077  Wttiei-oresw  s 

107«  She  liveaon  Miiri-ny  Hill 

1079  Eileen,  !i>v>'it  Eiheli 

1080  Hui  ly,  little  chihlren,  Sunday  morn 

1051  My  little  side  door 
MII3  It  showered  a;;Mni 

1063  Maikeloi.  Sat'irday  niKht 

1064  Other  arran^einenis 

1086  Hiiul  du  wo..(l'pile  ilo»n 

1084  As  »e  »andei'  In  the  oiange  Krove 

1087  Diill,  ye  Uiriers,  drill 
.  1088  l*lt;(fy-l«".-k 

1089  Onlv  a  bine  bell 

1090  Dltle  boVbliie 

1091  Where  the  sweet  magnolia  grows 
10-/^  (lid  bla.  k  <<)ow 

1083  Heik'h,  ho!  llnt;o  Solly 

1094  Hunt  the  buffiilo 

1096  Ked'haired  giri  and  near-by  white 

1096  Lei  hei  K's  (iailatrher  [hurse 

1097  Miis.'><>''<  Meddhigniifht 

1098  Old  hiiru  n.H>r 

1099  111  Ida!  march 

1100  Slaveri  's  ii.isscd  an  ay 

1101  Whcic  dill  you  get  thatliati 

1102  My  Miii^tcie 

1103  Si.'anIaM's  ^wlnt;  tH>ng 


lliM  You  nnd  I.  love 

lliid  Mottoes  that  are  framed  upon  the  wall 

11U6  Itozzle  dazzle 

11(X7  VVhlstllne  coon 

1108  HeUol  Ktilly 

11U9  Kllliiloe 

1110  Farewell,  Uargruerlta 

1111  Spare  thit  oU  iniid  cabin 

1112  Since  Kate  learnt  how  to  piny 

1113  1  Went  with  him;  or,  my  pal,  Jack 

1114  Johnstottn  flood 

1115  I'ostaKe-sitami)  rtlrtiitli^n 

1115  Tho^  lovely  llrooklyngals 
111?  Mide,  Kelly,  slide 

1118  Sullivan  and  Kllruin  flght 

1119  Douii  where  We  roaineu  together 
ua)  U  .>in  wentMcOiiity 

ll^'l  Ju-t  a  little 

1122  Chaiii|>h>ii  of  the  world 

1123  Uiild  plaid  shuwl 

1124  Near  it 
1123  Puddy  Shay 

1126  Shei  iK's  ihilo 

1127  Ihree  leaves  of  Bhamro<^'lc 

1128  A  luuthei's  appeal  t-  her  buy 
lVi9  Acr^-as  the  hiidKe  he  go<  s 

1130  You  will  never  know  a  uiothur's  lovu 

1131  Con\  let  and  the  bird  [.txiUii 

1132  Suy,  won't  yon  come  out  and  piuyt 

1133  (  hump!  or,  they  uid  lua  up 
113k  Only  a  pioturo 

1135  ^iiiiie  old  walk 

1136  When  \<  e  ran  wllh  the  old  machine 

1137  Itallyhooley 

1138  Hi!  waiter,  a  dozen  more  iHjttlcd 
Il,>tf  A~k  a  p<'llcoman 

11«0  liid  he  get  there 

1141  Dying  cowboy 

J112  %\  hy  don't  they  do  so  no"  ) 

1H3  Where  did  .\  ou  get  Ihi.l  laeef 

lltt  Little  empty  stockings 

1146  Since  Heiily  took  an  uulh  he'd  have  my 

1116  Ireianil  ioi  the  Iri-sli  llilo 

1147  Liitle  Annie  Koon.y 

1M8  Hu.sh!  don't  wnke  tne  bahy 

lUi»  Kooin  4,  second  lloor 

115U  Eniinet  s  larewell  to  bis  true  l»ve 

1151  Ma^'ie's back  yard 

1152  iu-iiutiful  language 
lli3  lly  hat 

)  154  N"W  you're  talking 

1155  tuwy's  wifo 

lljti  I  »ay,  Mike 

1157  There  goes  McManus 

1168  McUinlv'swake 

1159  I  h  lined  my  Sunday  coat  to  Moloney 

1160  Down  on  the  f.irm 

1161  Are  you  \>lth  ns,  Casey  f 
1102  He's  on  the  police  force  Uow 

1163  taces 

1164  Katie  Molloy 

1 165  I'm  a  Ci'UHln  to  ramell 

1166  liet  on  to  that  houquct 
1107  Sin.  o  Casey  runs  the  fl.t 
lies  Hell   !  John  Mulon.y 

1169  Dear  old  villo^fe-sil.'iol 

1170  Son."  thnt  Ureal. ^  my  heart 

1171  Oh,  what  ha.s chant;e.l  >i.ul 
1178  That  U  lo»o 

1173  Little  bunch  of  lilacs 


117*  Playmates 

11.6  Kelly's  new  gprlng  pants 

li76  oh.lrt  It  beacon 

1177  Sam  Hus 

1178  ^lllce  Mngfric  loomed  to  sing 

1179  I'll  parol  vze  the  man  that  iiuys 

IISO  A  drcudtul  oc-cldtnt  IMcUlnty 

11  >1  Mt'iior  Elng  Hinder,  the  Uarltono 

lUi  Suuday-sch.  ol  ("oholur  [singer 

1183  It  the  waters  Could  Ei-eak  us  they  tluw 

llS4  Mountain  dew 

1185  I  w histle  and  wolt  for  Kfltlo 

11S8  Oh,  leave  not  your  KaU\leC!i 

1187  Throw  hlin  down,  McC:cskev 

1188  It,  used  t.>  bo  ui'oi>or,  but  it  don't  to 

1189  We'ieoil  hod  Via  [now 

1190  Drink  up,  b..y9 

ll'Jl  My  dear  ol.lIrLiU  homo 
11112  Hcardein  bells 
II'JJ  BariRV,  Conic  home 

1191  Two  nc.v  spurts  in  t^wn 

1195  Whi'i'b  isiiiy  wondering  boy  to-nlghtl 

1196  Ijttlo  old  duddeen 

111*7  Oh,  inainnia;  biirmcth".t 

11<.'8  Dai'a  a  lock  on  tne  clucl^vn-coop  door 

1199  'i  iiey  never  tol.i  n  Ue 

l.'OO  Leamiiti(  McKtdden  to  wnlta 

l.t'l  Saloonkt  ■  pers'  Comiuanduienta 

1202  Irish  jubilee 

l':o3  Ho  was  a  pal  of  mine 

I'.'H  Tliej'ieolt.r  me 

I'.'OS  Sweet  Katie  Connor 

1206  Henin't  In  it 

1207  Then  you  wink  the  other  eye 

1208  I  was  on  it 

I'.'tn)  When  I  »ret  t'^  lie  n  man  like  pa 

1210  Clancy  wasnt  in  it 

1211  Poddy  Flyun 
1-»12  C.rtnmdes 

1213  McMonus  and  Mn  m>lke-tall  coat 

1214  Come  down,  Mrs.  Hynn 

1215  lireuminR  Bsshe  sUepH 

1216  B;ind  played  Annie  Ljiurie 

1217  Ma..-kA  and  faces 

1218  Swlnt;in(r  in  the  Orape-vlnoswlnff 
12i'J  Little  sik;n  ix  still  nhovc  the  door. 
1'220  Lovers' <iuurrel,  or  Mar^  andj'hii 
1221  Somethiiifr  went  »  roiij;  with  the  Worlcs 
r222  Wo  shall  all  be  antfels  in  the  »weet  •ly.' 

12'23  Come  w  hero  the  liiies  bloom    [aud-by 

1224  Uoud-nlirht,  ladies 

1'>'25  Haul  me  hack  again 

12-26  Father  O'Flynn 

1227  Fla^of  the  tree 

1  .-28  The  Kolileii  wedding 

i'">9  On  n  Sunday  inoiumc; 

1230  The  lone  grave 

liU  ^our  iiecikiie'H  up  lienitul 

1232  1  attlo  Fannie  MclntyitJ 

1'233  Murphy  owuBitie  rent 

12M  Only  a  year 

1235  1  don't  Icnow 

1236  I've  worked  eight  hours  this  day 

1237  A  little  beard  on  a  young  man  grow 

1238  WkI.iw  N.lan'sdoor 
12:19  Aikansaw 

lUiu  I'll  ture  that  is  inrned  towani  the  wall 
I'ill  He  never  came  buck 

1242  Oh!   w  hat  a  dlfTer^nce  In  the  morning 

1243  I  want  a  situation 


1844 
1246 
12(6 
1217 
1248 
1219 
1-250 
1-251 
1-2.12 
1253 
12.'>4 
1255 
1-256 
1257 
1258 
1-259 
12611 
1261 
1-262 
1-263 
1264 
1265 
1-266 
1-267 
1-268 
1269 
1270 
1271 
1-272 
1273 
1274 
1275 
1276 
1277 
1278 
1279 
1-28U 
1-281 
1282 
1283 
1-284 
12X5 
1-286 
1287 
1-2.H8 
1-289 
liVJ 
1-291 
1'2».' 
1-293 
1-291 
I2'>5 

r29t; 

1297 
1298 
1'2'W 

ijoo 

13'1 
1302 
1303 
13m 
13116 
136 
1.-W7 
1309 
I3U8 
1310 
1311 
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Could  I  but  spot  th«  winner 
McNuitv  ^ou'i«  a  daisy 
Ratigea  Put 
t-lancy's  trotter 
The  poor  old  bum 
Sentenced  to  death 

Blame  it  on  to  ibc  glrle        [oil 

Mistakes  are  apt  to  happen  In  the  beat 
Never  in  a  case  like  tliat 
Story  .'f  the  ould  uountre 
Mavourneen 
Molly,  O 

The  Cbrisi  mas  tree 
My  son,  my  only  son 
Since  Nelly  went  away 
lu-ra-ia  t>oom  der^o 
The  pardon  came  too  lat« 
TwelTe  months  ago  to-night 
Fireman's  boy 
Song  of  the  steeple 
He  ne«er  smiled  ngatii 
Tne.-«  wiinls  no  Shakespeare 
Theic'«  no  room  for  nie 
Between  love  and  duty 
lliilfle  for  a  Watei  bury  watch 
Whmt'  the  hogle  man 
It's  hiird  to  he  a  nigger 
Hotel  Kuyul  Are 
The  prodiKiil  son 
Tile  >tghts  ill  a  dime  museum 
The  p  or  gal  didn't  know,  you  know 
The  Broadway  swell  and  the  Bovteiy 
Scenes  in   New  York 
The  iMid  hotel 

It  takes  a  trirl  to  do  It  every  time 
Voii'd  better  stay  at  home,  lad 
Jovs  of  a  vt  ed<hng  rinx 
There's  always  a  chair  for  me 
l'ats>  Briiiinfgan 
Thy  land's  my  land 
The  niKhtlnxale's  sung 
Ihe  Stowaway 

A  little  bir.l  whispered  to  me 
Push  deiii  clouds  away 
I  oaw  E«iu  kis'^ing  Kate 
The  wife's  dream 
rile  broken  home 

He  is  an  anuel  now  [old  mother 

A  bunch  of  shamrock'  from  my  dear 
I  h.'tnded  It  over  to  RUoy 
Kti-olling  with  No>a 
liny  a  nice  liitle  home  In  the  country 
O'Biien's  hor>.e,  ll'hypaite 
Since  Murphy  broke  his  pledire 
My  s  >  eetheart's  the  man  in  the  moon 
The  Keeley  cure 
C''rl>ett  and  Sullivan  flght 
Do  as  1  I  ell  you 
There  is  a  tavern  in  the  town 
Tip  vour  hat  tu  Nelhe 
In  old  Madrid 
i-ohimbus 

Molit  and  I  and  the  bahy 
Padapr,  wait  awhile 
I'm  the  man  that  wrote  Ta-ra-ra 
Maiden  and  the  lamb 
The  man  that  broke  the  b«nk  at  Monte 
He  never  cares  to  wander  from  his  own 

Ulreidde 


(deay 
boom- 
I'-arlo 
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The  Maid  of  Sweet  Grorteen. 
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Come  all  you  gentle  Mnscs,  combine  and  lend  an  ear, 
'Wbile  I  set  forth  the  praises  of  a  charming  nmidcu  fair; 
It's  the  curling  of  her  yellow  locks  that  stole  away  my  heart. 
And  death,  I'm  sore,  moat  be  the  care  If  she  and  I  muat  part. 

The  praises  of  this  lovely  maid  I  mean  for  to  unfold. 

Her  hair  hangs  o'er  her  shoulders  like  lovely  links  of  gold; 

Her  carriage  neat,  her  limbs  complete,  which  fractured  quite  my  brain. 

Her  skin  is  whiter  than  the  swan  that  swima  on  the  purling  stream. 

Her  eyes  are  like  the  diamonde  bright  that  shine  in  crystal  stream. 

So  modest  and  so  tender,  she's  flt  to  be  a  qncen; 

Many  pleasant  honra  I  spent  iu  the  garden  field. 

She  won  the  heart,  I  cannot  part  with  the  maid  of  sweet  Gsrteen. 

It  was  my  cruel  father  that  caused  my  grief  and  woe. 

He  locked  her  in  a  room  and  would  not  let  her  go; 

Her  windows  I  have  daily  watched,  thinking  uhc  might  be  seen. 

In  hopes  to  get  another  sight  of  the  maid  of  sweet  Oorteen. 

J;  I  J         My  father  arost-  one  day  and  thus  to  me  did  say : 

'  O,  my  dear  sou,  be  advised  by  me,  don't  throw  yourself  away. 

To  marry  a  poor  servant  girl  whoae  parents  are  so  mean. 
So  stay  at  home  and  do  not  roam,  but  always  with  me  remain. 

O,  father,  dearest  father,  don't  part  me  from  my  dear,    . 

I  would  not  lose  my  darling  for  £1000  a  year; 

Was  I  possoastid  of  England's  crown  I  would  make  her  my  queen. 

In  high  renown  I'd  wear  the  crown  with  the  maid  of  sweet  Gorteen. 

My  father  in  a  passion  flew  and  thus  to  me  did  say: 
Since  it's  the  case  within  this  place  no  longer  she  shall  stay, 
Mark  what  I  say,  from  this  very  day  you  never  shall  see  her  face. 
For  I  will  send  her  far  away  nnto  some  lonesome  place. 

Twas  a  few  days  after  a  horse  he  did  prepare, 
And  sent  my  darling  far  away  to  a  place  I  know  not  where; 
I  may  go  view  my  darling's  room,  where  oftimes  she  has  been 
Thinking  to  get  another  sight  of  the  maid  of  sweet  Gorteen. 

Now  to  conclude  and  make  an  end  I  take  my  pen  in  hand, 
John  O'Brien  is  my  name,  and  flowery  Is  my  land. 
My  days  are  spent  in  merriment  since  my  darling  I  first  seen. 
But  her  abode  is  on  a  road  at  a  place  called  sweet  Gorteen. 


MY   SWEET   LITTLE   BLOSSOM. 


Will  the^  Roses    Bloom   Again? 
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Will  tlie  roses  bloom  again  "     . 

Wbcu  the  Summer  diiys  nrc  donef 
Will  they  scout  the  bill  and  plaio. 

Blushing  in  the  golden  sun?     . 
One  by  cue  they  fade  and  die. 

Ere  the  Autumn's  chilling  rain;  ,    , 

And  tiie  breezes  seem  to  sigh,  ,    i 

Will  the  roses  bloom  again? 
And  the  breezes  seem  to  sigh,  ■  •  ' ' 

Will  the  roses  bloom  again?  •     t 

Will  the  ro«€3  bloom  again?  •     I 

ClIORCS. 

One  oy  one  they  fade  and  die. 

Ere  the  Autumn's  chilling  rain; 
And  the  breczi'S  seem  to  sign,  .     . 

Will  the  roses  bloom  again? 

Will  the  roses  Oioom  again. 

Gentle  heart,  so  lone  and  sad? 
Will  the  days  of  weary  pain 

Leave  the  life  that  once  was  glad? 
One  by  one  our  ioys  depart, 

Tear-drops  fall  like  Autumn  rain; 
And  a  whisper  stirs  the  heart, 

Will  the  roses  bloom  again? 
And  a  whisp(;r  stirs  the  heart, 

Will  the  roses  bloom  again? 

Will  the  roses  bloom  again? — Chorus. 

Will  the  roses  bloom  again? 

Ask  the  warm  and  gentle  Spring, 
Soon  it  brings  the  balmy  rain, 

Soon  the  birds  around  us  sing. 
One  by  one  our  joys  return, 

Like  the  biids  to  hill  and  plain, 
Tlioujfh  we  a«ik  with  hearts  that  yearn. 

Will  the  roses  bloom  again? 
Though  we  a.sk  with  hearts  that  yearn. 

Will  the  roses  bloom  again? 

Will  the  ro-ses  bloom  again? — C7u>ru». 
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"'ve  roara'd  many  hours  o'er  mearlow  and  dell 

To  pluck  the  bright  blos.sonis  of  Spring; 
I  love  the  wild  roses  that  bloom  in  the  vale, 

And  oft  of  their  charms  do  I  sin^. 
But  I  have  a  flower,  the  sweetest  of  all, 

Oh,  sadlv  I'd  pine  should  we  part, 
A  bright  ifttle  maiden,  the  blossom  of  love. 

That  buds  like  a  charm  in  my  heart. 

Cuonufl. 

My  sweet  little  blossom. 
My  dear  little  blossom. 

My  heart  it  clings  fondly  to  thee; 
My  sweet  little  blossom, 
My  own  little  blos.som, 

That  blooms  fresh  and  tender  for  me. 

She's  fairer  than  flowers  that  bloom  but  in  praise. 

And  dearer  by  far  unto  me; 
Her  heart  it  is  light  as  a  soft  Summer  breeie. 

Her  smile  ovefiflowing  with  glee.  '         - 

'Mid  brightest  of  hopes  do  I  linger  each  day. 

And  pine  like  a  bud  left  alone, 
In  waiting  the  hour  thjit  slowly  draws  niph, 
-  To  call  this  sweet  maiden  my  own. — CUoruM. 


— Teacher;    "Who  was  the  .strongest  man?"      Boy.    "/onah, 
because  the  whale  couldn't  hold  him  after  he  got  him  down." 


I  Am  Happy  When  You're  Near  Me. 

Copyrigl»t,  1879,  by  W.  II.  Kieger.    Published  by  permission. 
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1  am  happy  when  you're  near  me, 

For  j'ou  charm  away  all  pain; 
And  the  heart-bliss  long  since  faded 

Comes  to  cheer  me  once  again 
I  can  see  your  sweet  smile  ever. 

And  they  bid  all  griefs  depart; 
There  is  joy  when  you  are  near  me. 

Brightest  sunshine  in  the  heart. 

Ciionus. 
There  is  joy  when  you  are  near  me. 

For  you  bid  all  care  depart; 
When  you  sweetly  smile  ujwn  me 

There  is  sunshine  in  the  heart. 

When  you're  near  me  I  am  happy. 

Blissful  as  the  days  are  long, 
For  you  speak  to  me  of  pleasure. 

And  you  sing  the  sweetest  song. 
Then  my  heart  forgets  its  sorrow,      : 

And  the  old  bliss  comes  again- 
I  am  happy,  oh,  so  happy. 

For  you  chase  away  all  pain.— C/M>rti4. 

I  am  happy  when  you're  near  rac, 

When  your  love  is  wann  aud  true; 
And  your  smile  will  ever  cheer  me, 

For  my  heart  goes  out  to  you. 
Oh,  then  bid  me  never  sorrow. 

Say  that  you  will  ne'er  depart, 
And  I  ever  more  will  cherish 

Brightest  sunshine  in  the  heart. — Cfumn. 
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I  Wonder  What  Will  Happen  Next. 
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Each  day  in  the  paper  we  read  funny  things,  \      ;  .; 

And  we  wonder  what  will  happen  next; 
The  banks  they  go  up  and  the  money  takes  wings. 

And  we  wonder  what  will  happen  next. 
The  poor  workitjginan  he  tries  hard  to  save  cash, 
I*uts  it  in  the  bant,  but  it  soon  goes  to  smash, 
And  to  Canada  the  president  he  goes  like  a  flash,  j    . 

Well,  I  wonder  what  will  happen  next. 

Now  you  sit  on  the  sofa  with  a  charming  young  miss. 

And  you  wonder  what  will  hapi)en  next; 
Prona  her  ripe  rosy  lips  you  will  steal  a  sly  kiss,    '  j 

And  you  wonder  what  will  happen  n«xt. 
You  are  modest  and  bashful,  and  she's  full  of  mirth, 
For  just  one  more  kiss  you  would  give  all  you're  worth; 
But  when  she  says  you're  a  fool,  and  you're  no  good  on  earth, 

Well,  you  know  then  what  will  happen  next. 

Now  you're  taking  a  drink  with  some  thoro'-bred  brick, 

And  you  wonder  what  will  happen  next; 
Your  language  in  time  gets  exceedingly  thick. 

You  wonder  what  will  happen  next. 
You  start  for  your  home  very  light  in  the  head, 
If  you're  married  you  creep  up  the  stairs  with  a  dread. 
But  your  wife  swings  that  poker,  you  sneak  under  the  bed, 

And  you  wonder  what  will  happen  next. 

Now  one  year  ago  I  married  my  wife. 

And  I  wondered  what  would  happen  next; 
And  I  swore  to  protect  her  and  love  her  through  life. 

And  1  wondered  what  would  happen  next. 
Last  week  she  presented  me  with  a  young  son, 
That  is  I  siipix)sed  that  there  was  onl}*  one. 
But  they  said  there  was  twins,  and  it  spoiled  all  the  fun. 

Well,  I  wonder  what  will  happen  next. 


Just  to  Make  a  Change  in  Business  All 
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Since  new  songs  are  all  the  rage 
In  this  great  and  glorious  age. 

On  some  things  I  surely  will  propound; 
Of  things  I'd  like  to  see. 
And  of  things  that  ought  to  be, 

Just  to  make  a  change  in  business  all  around. 
Ben  Butler's  eye  get  straight, 
Roscoe  Conklin  retire  from  State, 

The  Chicago  dynamiters  all  go  down; 
I'd  have  poor  little  Jimmie  Blame 
Annominated  again, 

Just  to  make  a  change  in  business  all  around. 

Give  the  workingmen  a  show, 
,  Tell  the  Chinaman  he  must  go, 

And  don't  let  cjipital  labor  try  to  down; 
For  if  the  rich  would  only  give 
The  poor  man  a  chance  to  live. 

What  a  change  it  would  make  in  business  all  around, 
The  St.  Louis  strike  is  at  an  end, 
Jay  Gould  to  the  workingman's  no  friend. 

He's  made  business  dull  all  over  town; 
The  people  give  him  an  awful  blast, 
The  Knights  of  Labor  are  working  at  last, 

And  they  make  a  change  in  business  all  around. 

Now  I  think  it  is  but  right 
For  to  mention  here  to-night, 

A  few  things  that's  going  on  around  your  town; 
Make  your  married  men  stay  at  home 
And  let  other  men's  wives  alone. 

And  you'll  make  a  change  in  business  all  around.   ' 
Give  the  dear  girl's  a  chance. 
And  I'll  bet  they'll  wear  men's  pants, 

And  when  tiie  Black  Crook  show  comes  to  town.    , 
We'll  make  every  man's  mother-in-law 
Put  a  padlock  ou" her  jaw. 

And  you'll  make  a  change  in  business  all  around.    '• 


Chestnut  G-reen  from  Wayback. 

Oopyrifftit,  U86,  by  Chaa.  D.  Blake  ft  Oo. 
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Tm  Cheetnn  Green  from  Wayback,  and  there's  hay  aeed  In  my  hair, 

At  huaklug-bce  or  sin|;^u|;-echool  you'll  always  find  me  thera; 

I  jjot  BO  peaky  smart,  by  goeh,  I  left  the  farm  one  day. 

And  thought  I'd  show  the  city  chapa  I  was  no  country  jay. 

I  landed  at  the  depot,  and  the  hackmen  lit  on  me. 

They  tore  my  grip-iack  from  my  hand  and  ran  off  with  the  key; 

Oh,  they  hustled  me  both  right  and  left,  just  like  a  bag  of  com. 

And  when  I  looked  to  see  the  time  I  found  my  watch  was  gone. 

■  Refrain.  ♦ 

For  it's  whoa,  holsh,  back  haw  in,  and  gee  off.  Star, 
If  yon'll  come  down  to  Pumpkin  dell,  we'll  show  yon  what  w«  art; 
-". .,      I  came  to  see  the  elephant  and  all  the  sights  so  rare, 

I'm  Chestnut  Green  from  Wayback,  Uiere's  bay  seed  in  my  hair. 

A  gentlemanly  looking  chap,  some  forty,  more  or  leas, 

Accoetcd  me  most  friendly,  and  said  he:  Good-morning,  Cheaat 

I  told  him  that  I  rather  thought  he  had  the  best  of  me  — 

Aht  yes,  he  said,  but  then  you  have  forgotten  me  I  see, 

I  tiaed  to  know  your  father  and  your  mother  mighty  well. 

Now  how  is  Chestnut,  Senior,  is  he  still  in  Pumpkin  dellf 

Oh,  it  being  after  banking  hours  he  asked  a  loan  of  me,  * 

I  tried  to  find  him  later  but  he'd  skipped  the  tra-la-lee.— REniAnr. 

I  met  a  fellow  on  the  street  and  paid  him  fifteen  cents. 

He  sold  me  his  dime  museum  check  and  there  I  quickly  went; 

I  showed  the  ticket  at  the  door  a,id  they  began  to  grin. 

And  said:  We  don't  take  dinner  checks,  that  Joke  is  rather  thin. 

I  aaw  a  sight  when  coming  out  that  took  away  my  breath,  ,. 

I  never  dreamed  of  such  a  thing,  it  frightened  me  to  death; 

I  asked  a  gentlemanly  lad  if  he  would  be  so  good 

To  name  M  Yes,  with  pleasure,  sir,  we  call  the  thing  a  dode.— RxrKAtn. 

Now  any  one  from  Pnmpkin  dell  can  tell  yon  who  I  am, 

My  father's  road  commissioner  and  leading  selectman; 

And  ma  she  makes  the  primest  butter  ever  made  from  cream. 

At  county  fair  our  oxen  take  the  prize  for  heavy  team. 

The  biggest  row  of  all  to  hoe  they  always  give  to  me. 

The  farmers  come  from  miles  around  our  Berkshire  stock  to  see: 

They  always  call  me  pesky  smart,  by  goeh,  down  in  our  town, 

And  don't  yon  ever  tell  them  how  you  roasted  Chestnut  brown.— RKFRam. 
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When  Business  Picks  Up  in  the  FalL 
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,     Yomr  attention,  kind  friends,  if  to  me  you  will  give, 

I  will  sing  unto  you  a  short  song; 
And  I'll  show  you  how  poor  folks  in  poverty  live. 

And  I'm  sure  you'll  not  say  that  I'm  wrong. 
Oh,  the  rich  have  their  gold,  and  treasures  untold. 

While  the  poor  have  nothing  at  all; 
But  there'll  be  quite  a  change,  and  you'll  find  it  is  true. 

When  business  picks  up  in  the  Fall. 

'■-■  ■'^-  Chorus. 

So  don't  be  discouraged,  down-hearted,  or  sad. 

There's  room  in  this  world  for  us  all; 
So  we'll  sit  down  in  silence  and  wait  for  our  turn, 

Whefa  business  picks  up  in  the  Fall. 

:  The  St.  Louis  strike  is  over  at  last. 
And  peace  once  more  it  does  reign; 
It  is  counted  alon^  with  some  things  of  the  past 

That  has  caused  the  ix)or  workmen's  heart  pain. 
The  Knights  of  Labor  were  bold  to  tackle  Jay  Gould, 
Of  millionaires,  king  of  them  all; 
' ;  And  the  workmen  done  right  in  stopping  the  fight, 

To  let  business  pick  up  m  the  Fall. — Vfiorxa.  .  . 

The  Democrats  have  elected  their  President  at  last 

And  since  they've  been  given  a  chance. 
Offensive  partizans  are  bounced  very  fast, 

And  postal  clerks  new  music  dance. 
,,  Now  perhaps  it  is  right,  and  perhaps  it  is  not. 

There's  no  way  of  pleasing  them  all; 
So  we'll  wait  for  our  turn,  it  won't  be  very  long. 

When  business  picks  up  in  the  Fail.—Cfiorug. 
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THE   GREEN  HILLS   OF   ERIN. 
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I  love  tlie  poldcn  Western  sun, 
-       And  the  blue  of  foreii^n  skies, 
But  there's  a  color  above  them  all 

That  I  more  dearly  ]iri7.e; 
It  covers  hills  and  lowlj-  vales, 

And  on  mountain  tops  tis  seen, 
I'm  not  ashamed  to  tell  its  name, . 

'Tis  old  Ireland's  native  green. 

V  Cnoiius. 

The  green  hills  of  Erin  arc  dear  unto  the  view, 

The  green  hills  of  Erin  though  old  are  ever  new; 

For  beauty  and  for  verdure,  too,  her  like  I  have  not  seen. 

The  green  hills  of  Erin,  they  in  old  Ireland's  native  green 

"What  makes  old  Erin  look  so  yoimg 

In  the  Spring  anil  Winter  time? 
For  surely  brighter  days  are  known 

In  almost  every  clime. 
Perhaps  the  tears  that  she  hjis  shed 

Through  her  sorrows  dark  and  keen. 
Have  helped  to  keep  old  Erin  young. 

And  refresh  her  hills  of  green. — Vhorm. 


The  Damsel  That  I, Longed  For  Never 

Came. 


Come  to  My  Arms,  Precious  Darling. 
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I  went  out  for  an  evening's  walk,  to  tell  the  truth  I  was  a  gawk, 

I  was  captured  by  a  damsel,  yes,  so  fair; 
With  a  captivating  smile  I  at  once  admired  her  style, 

Her  shape,  her  figure,  and  her  golden  hair. 
She  said  she  lived  quite  far,  so  we  both  took  a  car, 

At  the  doorway  I  stood  two  hours  in  the  rain; 
She  said  to  me  she  might  meet  me  to-morrow  night. 

But  the  damsel  that  I  longed  for  never  cauie. 

CUORUS. 

Was  she  giving  me  the  shake,  or  a  hint  for  me  to  take? 

Had  I  waited  on  that  corner,  yes,  in  vain?  y. 

She  said  to  me  she  mi<;ht  meet  me  to-morrow  night. 

But  that  damsel  that  I  longed  for  never  came. 

Many  mouths  have  gone,  they  say,  from  her  house  she's  moved  away, 

I  gave  up  hopes  of  finding  her  again; 
So  one  day  upon  the  street,  to  my  surprise,  who  should  I  meet? 

She  clasped  my  hand  and  8ai(>  she's  not  to  blame. 
Once  more  I  took  her  home  in  a  carriage  all  alone, 

I  embraced  her  and  she  said  she  was  ashamed; 
The  question  was  to  be,  if  she  would  marry  me. 

But  that  answer  from  her  papa  never  came. 

Chorus. 
Was  it  then  her  gray-haired  mother,  her  sister,  or  a  lover, 
That  made  me  wait  those  many  years  in  vain? 
.  The  question  was  to  be,  if  she  would  marry  me. 

But  that  answer  from  her  pai»a  never  c:ime. 


:^:-.4^ 


Come  to  my  arms,  precious  darling, 
I  love  thee  far  better  than  all; 
I  would  give  the  world  to  be  with  thee. 
My  own,  my  precious  darling  one. 
Oh,  how  sail  it  .seems  for  me. 
When  shall  I  see  thy  smiling  face? 
But  I  soon  will  Ik?  with  thee,  darling, 
Never,  oh,  never  leave  thee  again. 

ClIOKUS. 

Then  come  to  mv  arm.s.  precious  darling. 

Thy  sweet  and  lender  face  I  see; 
I  love  thee  far  sweeter  than  ever, 

And  be  forever  here  with  thee. 

Still  I  love  thee,  dear  one,  sweeter 

Than  all  the  flowers  that  grow; 

What  will  I  do  in  this  world  without  thee, 

No  one  to  love,  no  one  but  thee. 

Oh,  thou  ha.st  cherished  me  beytmd  heaven. 

Tears  in  my  eyes  overtlow ; 

Thy  love  still  remains  in  my  heart  for  ever, 

I'll  never  leave  thee  through  wail  or  woe.  —  C horns. 
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I'M     SO     SHY. 


Copyritrht,  1IU»,  by  Cha.M.  D.  Blake  Si  Ca 
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I  am  so  awful  timid,  it  is  quite  a  painful  thing. 

And  if  you  should  look  at  me  I  really  cannot  sing; 

So  if  you  wish  to  hear  my  song,  don't  stare  at  me,  I  pray. 

But  place  your  hands  l^fore  your  eyes,  and  look  at  me  this  way: 

Chorus. 

I'm  so  shy,  Fm  so  shy,  go  away,  sir,  I'm  so  timid, 

Don"t  intrude,  don't  l)e  rude,  get  away,  sir,  now  closer,  da 

I'm  very  fond  of  dancing,  but  I  dare  not  meet  the  beaux. 

For  when  at  me  they're  glancitig  I  binsh  down  to  my  tfies; 

I  never  had  a  sweetheart  yet  but  what  I  was  afraid, 

And  if  to  me  too  close  he'd  get.  why  this  appeal  I've  made:— CuoRUs. 

I  really  can't  endure  it  to  be  so  awful  shy, 

I's-e  often  wished  to  cure  it,  but  all  in  vain  to  try; 

And  when  I  wish  to  seem  at  ease,  I  blush  and  tremble  so 

That  people  notice  me  and  tease,  which  makes  it  worse,  you  know.  -CaoRCS. 


M}'  object  to-night  you  will  see  by  mj'  song, 

Is  to  sing  words  of  praise  of  some  great  men  that's  gone; 

Though  the  subject  to  some  of  you  may  not  seem  new, 

I  will  try  to^ve  honor  where  honor  is  due. 

And  the  names  I  will  mention  are  ones  that  we  love, 

Heinembere<l  on  earth  and  recorded  alvjve: 

Though  gone,  their  great  loss  we  will  ever  regret, 

I  will  sing  of  .some  names  we  should  never  forget. 

yiy  first  one  will  l)c  of  a  patriot  brave, 

W  ho  tried  from  oppression  his  country  to  save; 

A  name  that  true  Iri.shmen  cannot  forget. 

And  the  fate  of  their  hero  will  ever  regret. 

In  liberty's  battle  he  entered  the  strife. 

And  never  withdrew 'till  he  gave  up  his  life; 

He  proved  his  great  worth  when  by  trials  beset, 

Robert  Emmet's  a  name  you  should  never  forget. 

There's  another  great  name  that  we  all  do  revere. 

Whose  memory  throughout  our  great  land  is  held  dear; 

As  a  man  and  a  ruler  an  example  he  set, 

I  trust  his  successors  will  not  soon  forget. 

In  letters  of  glory  is  written  his  name 

On  the  immortal  n;cord  of  heroes  of  fame; 

Like  Lincoln,  his  memory  is  green  with  us  yet, 

James  A.  Garfield's  name  wc  should  never  forget. 

There's  another  great  hero  all  hail  to  his  name. 
It  is  known  to  you  all  and  deserving  of  fame; 
As  a  .soldier  his  record  will  miik  with  the  besj. 
This  the  brave  men  who  followed  him  proudly  attest. 
From  obscurity's  ranks  he  .soon  went  to  the  fore. 
Hut  his  name  as  a  hero  will  live  evermore; 
We  own  him  the  greatest  of  gratitude's  debt, 
General  Grant  is  a  name  Ave  can  never  forget 

As  the  great  men  I've  mentioned  have  all  passed  away. 

Let  me  now  sing  of  one  who  i*s  with  us  to-<lay; 

A  name  that  vile  slander's  tongue  could  not  deface. 

His  position  he  fills  with  ability's  grace. 

A  man  of  the  people,  staunch,  honest  and  square, 

Whose  object  will  be  this  great  nation's  welfare;      .     , 

So  give  him  a  chance,  and  don't  uselessly  fret, 

Grover  Cleveland's  name  you  will  not  soon  forget. 
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YOU  KNOW! 
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J.-;  Words  and  Miisic  by  CharicK  Connolly. 


In  uovv  topical  songs  we  must  freeze  out  the  worn      ' 

Old  gaglets—(>rAis^)— you  know! 
For  we  can't  use  tlie  "  chestnutty  "  stuff  that  is  torn 

To  raglets — {W/d'-tle) — you  know! 
So  if  this  little  .sample  wins  your  lively  praiso,  .  -  - 

Just  yell  out  for  more,  for  the  singer  it  pays; 
Call  me  out  forU'  times,  and  next  week  I  can  raise       :^.  • 

My  salary— {  TV"/<is<fe)— you  know ! 

Yesterday  I  was  skirmishing  for  a  good  drink, 

Just  a  "  trickle  " — {Whistle) — you  know! 
When  my  pockets  I  searched  how  my  spirit  did  sink, 

Not  a  nickle — (Whistle) — you  know! 
But  with  elegant  nerve  for  a  drink  I  did  cull, 
And  explained  I  was  "  broke  "  after  sampling  a  "  ball; " 
Then  the  boss  wipeti  the  floor  with  the  man  with  a  "  gaul," 

Who  was  it V — (Whigtle) — you  know! 

Once  I  knew  and  I  fancied  a  beautiful  maid 

With  laoney — (Whistle) — you  know! 
And  my  language  therefore  was  quite  largely  inlaid 

With  hone}' — (Whisik)— you  know \ 
So  1  asked  her  one  day,  just  my  chances  to  see, 
If  to  marry  a  poor  man  she'd  ever  agree? 
•*  I  would  if  he  had  lots  of  money,"  says  she,       ' 

And  I  vanished — (V/huitle) — you  know! 

But  I  didn't  grieve  long,  for  I  "  caught  on  "  again 

For  a  ' '  flyer  "— { Wlu'stle) — j'ou  know ! 
And  I  miule  the  girl  believe  I  was  truest  of  men, 

I'm  a  liar— ( Tr/<is<^)— you  know! 
When  of  marriage  I  spoke,  she  said,  "  Pa  I  must  suit; " 
So  she  brought  him  right  in,  and  pa  flourislied  his  boot,  .'■', 
Then  I  opened  the  door  and  endeavored  to  scoot. 

But  be  "  got  there  " — ( Whistle)^you.  know ! 
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l-  It  Didn't  Surprise  Me  at  All. 
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When  I  heard  that  an  earthquake  had  shook  up  the  world. 

It  didn't  surprise  me  at  all; 
That  down  to  destruction  whole  cities  were  hurled. 

It  didn't  surprise  me  at  all. 
When  Jo.shua  commanded  the  sun  to  stand  still,   - 
And  Cleveland  supix)rtod  the  civil  rights' bill; 
When  Chicago  aruiichists  policemen  did  kill. 

It  didn't  surprise  me  at  all.  .—       . 

When  Russia  kn-xked  Out  Alexandria's  right  eye. 

It  didn't  surprise  me  at  all; 
When  I  heard  Bismarck's  Angers  was  stuck  in  the  pie. 

It  didn't  surprise  me  at  all. 
When  the  great  Czar  of  Russia  he  made  a  stiff  kick, 
And  tried  Alexandria  to  overthrow  quick,  - 

And  France  said  she'd  try  to  make  Germany  sick, 

It  didn't  surprise  me  at  lUl. 

When  Beach  he  beat  Hanlatt  a  rowing  a  r;»ce. 

It  didn't  surprise  me  at  all; 
When  the  Dauntless  she  gave  to  old  Coronet  a  chase. 

It  didn't  surprise  me  at  all. 
When  pretty  Victoria  Shilling  had  slid. 
And  of  her  dear  coach  driving  husband  got  rid. 
And  old  Morrissini  hjui  captured  his  kid. 

It  didn't  surprise  me  at  all.     . 

When  Gladstone  tried  Ireland's  rights  to  abridge. 

It  didn't  surprise  me  at  all; 
When  lunatics  jumped  from  the  great  Biooklyn  bridge. 

It  didn't  surprise  me  at  all. 
When  I  heard  that  Chicago  don't  take  a  back  seat. 
And  England  must  send  over  liere  for  good  meat;        ■:  •     ■ 
When  I  found  out  the  size  of  Chicago  girls'  feet. 

It  didn't  surprise  me  at  all. 


vC'      BOULAISTG-ERS  MARCH. 
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Like  a  fond  father  brought  to  slaughter, 

I  for  a  long  while  had  desired  ■    " 

To  take  my  wife,  sister  and  daughter    '  •  • 

To  see  the  troops  so  much  admired;   : 
So  after  taking  breakfast  early 

We  all  set  out  together  gaily. 
The  women  folks  went  on  ahead,    . 

I  took  my  mother-in-law  instead. 
Each  one  had  something  good, 

So  not  to  hungry  be, 
I  took  some  prunes  and  doughnuts  fried, 
'        My  wife  two  nice  small  hams  beside; 
3Iy  mother-in-law  with  tripe 

Had  calf's  head  soaked  in  brine. 
My  daughter  cherries  rijw. 

My  sister  carried  eggs  and  wine. 

Refrain. 

Content  and  gay  we  marched  along  that  day. 

And  reached  at  last  Longchamps,  our  hearts  both  bright  and  gay; 

AVithout  delay  we  hurried  on  our  way, 

For  we  were  going  to  see  reviewed  the  army. 

-     Quite  soon  Longchamps  was  full  of  people, 

We  hunted  for  a  place  to  stand, 
;,/       And  then  I  opened  out  the  lunchetHi,  •    ^ 

And  we  all  were  gay  and  felt  so  gland; 
Then  they  cried:  Hurrah  for  Fiance! 

By  Jove!  the  soldiers  they  are  marching! 
I  climbed  a  big  horse-chestnut  tree. 

My  wife  stood  on  a  postman's  knee. 
Si-ster  with  firemen  three 

Shouted  with  childish  glee. 
My  loving  wife  she  clapped  her  hands 

When  passed  the  brave  St.  Cyricns; 
My  mother-in-law  was  proud 

And  spoke  her  praise  aloud,    .     , 
While  I  could  but  admire 

Our  General  Boulanger  entire.— Bef rain. 

And  then  I  gave  the  invitations 

To  soldiers  who  I  thought  were  dry. 
To  help  me  drink  the  wine  and  rations, 

And  we  were  getting  soon  quite  high; 
I  left  my  mother-in-law  quite  willing. 

And  found  a  vivandiere  beside  me, 
So  when  we  reached  home  light  and  free 

We  all  were  jolly  as  could  be. 
My  sister,  f ull  of  jov,  -  ; 

Brought  home  a  drummer  boy, 
."    My  daughter,  who  I  thought  was  slow,  ,.  : 

She  had  two  cavalry  men  in  tow; 
'■-'■\    My  wife  almost  too  soon 

Embraced  a  bold  dragoon. 
My  mother-in-law,  "true  blue," 

Was  iuakiug  love  to  a  young  Zoo-Zoo.— Befrain. 
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THE   BOSS   TRAMP. 


By  Peter  J.  Kooney. 


Give  me  a  corned  beef  sandwich,  a  iiorsc-car  nin  down  my  throat. 

Or  give  me  a  whiskey  straight,  or  surely  I  will  choke;  \. 

Once  I  was  married  and  miserable,  and  had  a  loving  wife. 

And  I  thought  no  more  of  spending  a  cent,  than  1  did  of  taking  my  life. 

'Way  over  in  the  wilds  of  Jersey,  where  you'd  sink  in  the  mud  to  your  kneep, 

I  had  a  cross-eyed  daughter,  and  she  was  just  the  cheese; 

Mushes!  why,  she  had  them  by  the  barrel,  each  owned  a  brown  stone  brick, 

But  they  were  mostly  Jersey  farmers,  and  fhe  said  they  made  her  sick. 

When  along  comes  a  Bowery  actor,  a  regular  free  lunch  tank. 

He  said  he  was  a  song  and  dance  man,  and  had  lots  of  money  in  the  bank: 

Well,  it's  the  same  old  gajj,  on  which  many  a  one  got  tripped. 

He  got  her  to  pawn  my  Sunday  clothes  and  then  to  the  river  skipped. 

Now  the  poor  thing  near  turned  a  serio  comic,  for  she  had  a  terrible  fall. 

.\nd  when  I  got  out  of  jail  that  day,  she  up  and  she  told  me  all;        ■■  .  ■■ 

I  took  her  to  my  aching  heart,  1  smashed  her  in  the  smeller, 

Then  I  swept  the  floor  with  her  and  threw  her  in  the  cellar.  ';  •  -  • 

No^v  you  can  all  laugh  and  chew  tobacco,  and  say  whatever  you  like, 

Bnt  I'll  tramp  'till  I  find  that  bum  actor,  if  it  takes  until  Saturday  night. 
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THE   LIGHT-HOUSE   KEEPER 

Copriifht,  isa,  by  W.  H.  Rle^r.    PubUib«d  bj  permlailon. 

TCh«  Wordf  and  Music  of  this  Sons  ^riU  be  sent  to  anr  tMldreas,  postpaid,  on  reeetp*  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonpi  for  One  Dollar,  by  It  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Bos 

ISO,  New  York  City.    Postage  Staiupd  taken  same  aa  cash  for  all  our  ffoodai 

The  light-hoiise  keeper  wa8  old  and  weak, 

And  the  night  was  dark  and  drear, 
The  Winter  breezes  were  chill  and  bleak, 

And  a  fearful  storm  was  near; 
The  lights  were  out  and  no  help  at  hand, 

Ajid  the  poor  old  man  could  see 
The  sails  so  white  aa  they  neared  the  land 

From  over  the  foaming  sea; 
The  sails  so  white  as  they  neared  the  land 

From  over  the  foaming  sea. 

The  light-house  keeper  shed  bitter  tears 

As  the  false  light  shone  afar. 
The  lightning  flashes  awoke  his  fears 

For  the  ship  and  gallant  tar; 
The  old  man  turned  from  the  cruel  sight, 

And  his  heart  was  sad  and  sore, 
.      As  the  ship  did  steer  for  the  wrecker's  light 

Upon  the  rock-bound  shore; 
As  the  ship  did  steer  for  the  wrecker's  light 

Upon  the  rock-bound  shore. 

There  were  hidden  rocks  off  the  wrecker's  cave. 

And  the  wrecker's  mates  were  there. 
Who  looked  with  joy  on  each  storm  lashed  wave. 

And  the  ships  they  hoped  to  snare; 
■    The  winds  grew  fierce  and  their  false  light  shone 

Far  over  the  angry  sea, 
And  weired  shades  crept  o'er  their  eyrie  lone. 

While  they  drank  and  danced  in  glee; 
And  weired  shades  crept  o'er  their  eyrie  lone. 

While  they  drank  and  danced  in  glee. 

But  with  footsteps  light  comes  a  maiden  bright, 

'Tis  the  keeper's  only  child. 
She  springs  aloft  to  the  beacon  light 

And  beholds  the  sea  so  wild ; 
With  eye  of  fire  and  a  firm  strong  hand 

She  runs  up  the  lanterns  three; 
She's  safe,  she  cries,  and  from  off  the  land 

The  ship  is  steered  toward  sea: 
She's  safe,  she  cries,  and  from  off  the  land 

The  ship  is  steered  toward  sea. 


HOME   BY   THE   WAVE. 
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Nobody's  Business  but  Your  Own 

Oopyrlffht,  1881,  by  J.  W.  Pepper. 

The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  bo  gent  to  any  sddr«<«.  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

ccnt.H.  or  thi-s  and  any  two  other  Son^s  fur  One  D<>ll*r.  hy  H   J.  Vi  rhman,  R  O.  Box 

laa,  .S'uw  Vurk  City.    Pubtuge  i>lajnpti  Ukca  tiaiuu  an  cauh  fur  all  our  gooda. 

Oh.  I  just  arrived  in  town  the  other  evening, 

Walked  along  to  drive  away  the  blues; 
Went  aud  bought  an  early  daily  paper, 

Sat  down  awhile  to  read  the  news. 
There's  folks  getting  lazy,  and  a  heap  going  crazy, 

A  killing  folks  and  breaking  up  their  homes; 
If  we  don  t  hang  the  cranks,  put  an  end  to  their  pranks, 

Why,  it's  nobody's  business  but  our  own. 

A  rich  man  may  steal  a  hundred  thousand. 

To  get  out  of  it  he'll  ne'er  chance  to  fail; 
If  a  poor  man  gets  hungry  and  he  takes  a  loaf  of  bread. 

Why.  they'll  hurry  up  and  put  him  into  jail. 
If  I  was  the  President  of  these  United  States, 

There's  a  heap  of  folks  that  I  would  let  alone; 
I'd  keep  in  my  place,  stare  the  world  in  the  face, 

Tend  to  nobody's  business  but  my  own. 

A  man  and  lady  get  acquainted, 

Both  act  a  little  strange  about  the  head; 
The  next  thing  you  hear  alxiut  an  elopemeot, 

Then  the  man  and  the  lady  are  weti. 
You  ramble  out  at  nii^ht,  get  into  a  fight, 

With  your  clothes  full  of  mud  you  reach  your  home; 
If  your  wife  throws  you  out  in  the  middle  of  the  street. 

Why,  it's  nobody's  business  but  your  own. 


'Tis  dear  to  the  heart  of  the  fisher  so  brave, 

That  sweet  little  home  by  the  beautiful  wave; 

For  there  is  the  wife  who  awaits  his  return,         • 

The  star  of  affection  that  ever  will  burn. 

Oh,  far  on  the  sea  when  the  storm  gathers  wild. 

Or  billows  are  hushed  Ifke  the  sleep  of  a  child. 

He  toileth  'till  dawn,  with  a  heart  strong  and  brave. 

And  sweet  is  his  rest  in  the  home  by  the  wave; 

He  toileth  'till  dawn,  with  a  heart  strong  and  brave, 

And  sweet  is  his  rest  in  the  home  by  the  wave. 

Oh,  there  on  the  beach,  when  the  sun  glimmers  red, 
The  fond  kisses  fall  and  the  good-bye  is  said; 
Then  white  flowing  sails,  like  a  bird  just  set  free. 
They  waft  him  away  to  the  wide,  open  sea. 
But  oft  kneels  his  wife  in  that  lone  cottage  home. 
And  breathes  forth  a  prayer  across  yonder  foam; 
Oh,  Father  in  heaven,  my  darling  one  save, 
And  bring  him  at  dawn  to  his  home  by  the  wave! 
Oh,  Father  in  heaven,  ray  darling  one  save, 
And  bring  him  at  dawa  to  his  home  by  the  wave  I 

So  day  after  day  sees  him  toil  o'er  the  foam, 

With  one  guiding  star — 'tis  the  loved  one  at  home; 

And  bright  as  the  sky,  when  the  waves  are  asleep. 

The  eyes  that  are  watching  for  him  o'er  the  deep. 

Oh,  joy  be  the  lot  of  the  lone  fi.sher's  wife. 

When  waves  are  at  rest,  or  when  they  are  at  strife; 

Oh,  Father  in  heaven,  her  darling  one  save, 

And  bring  him  sjife  back  to  his  home  by  the  wave! 

Oh,  Father  in  heaven,  her  darling  one  save. 

And  bring  him  safe  back  to  his  home  by  the  wave! 


i.  ■ 


THAT'S  ALL. 


• 
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For  a  topical  song  your  indulgence  I  seek, 

That's  all.  that^s  all; 
If  you're  patient  I'll  try  and  get  through  in  a  week, 

That's  all,  that's  all. 
I've  taken  great  trouble  this  son^  to  rehearse. 
But  I  do  not  improve,  I'm  afraid  I  get  worse. 
So  if  you  don't  like  it  I'll  sing  you  one  verse, 

Thai's  all,  that's  all. 

For  acting  when  young  I'd  a  terrible  rage, 

That's  all,  that's  all; 
And  determine<l  to  go  on  the  regular  stage. 

That's  all,  that's  all. 
With  my  talents  I  thought  I  would  make  the  star, 
I  was  sure  the  first  night  all  the  world  would  be  there, 
And  I  opened  the  door  to  a  rush  of  cold  air. 

That's  all,  that's  all. 


I  went  to  the  club  with  three  dollars  in  cash. 

That's  all,  that's  all; 
And  at  faro  I  went  with  a  regular  dash, 

That's  all,  that's  all. 
I  won  over  three  thousand  in  seven  straight  bets. 
And  I'd  made  up  my  mind  how  to  pay  off  my  debts. 
When  I  left  I'd  my  night-key  and  two  cigarettes. 

That's  all,  that's  all. 


— A  correspondent  sends  the  following:  "  Why  is  two  young 
ladies  ki.sf ing  each  other  an  embjf in  of  Christianity?  Because  they 
are  doing  unto  each  other  as  they  would  have  men  do  unto  them. 

— "I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  not  being  an  Irishman," 
said  a  gentleman  who  was  about  hiring  a  boy.  "  Och,  your  honor, 
if  thats  all,"  said  the  boy,  "small  blame  to  that.  Suppose  your 
cat  was  to  have  kittens  in  the  oven,  would  they  be  loaves  of 
hreodV— Philadelphia  Agents'  Herald. 
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A  Flower  I  Found  in  Mother's  Bible.      Tlie  Life  of  a  Soldier  in  the  U.  S.  Cavalry 


Oopyri<jht,  1887,  by  Heno'  F.  Smith,  Jr.      '        '  _.  .    ■     v^ 
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'Twas  while  looking  In  the  bible  that  I  found  a  little  flow'r. 
It  had  ouce  belonged  to  mother,  and  It  called  back  every  hour; 
Tho'  long  years  have  onward  glided  and  I  tiear  her  voice  no  more. 
Yet  my'mem'ry  often  wanders  to  the  happy  days  of  yore; 
To  the  merry  hours  of  childhood,  to  the  school  days  long  ago, 
To  the  daisy  covered  meadows  where  I  rambled  to  and  fro; 
And  this  little  flower,  tho'  faded,  will  a  pretty  story  tell. 
And  I  found  It  In  the  bible  that  my  mother  loved  so  well. 

Chorus. 
Many  years  have  onward  glided,  I  hear  mother's  voice  no  more, 
Yet  my  mem'ry  often  wanders  to  the  happy  days  of  yore; 
And  to  me  this  flow'r,  tho'  faded,  is  the  fairest  of  the  dell. 
For  I  found  It  in  the  bible  that  my  mother  loved  so  well. 

Years  ago  when  I  was  little  and  my  father  went  to  sea, 
I  beheld  the  soft  tears  falling  as  he  kissed  good-bye  to  me; 
As  he  bade  farewell  to  mother  I  could  hear  him  sadly  say: 
'  Put  your  trust  iu  God  and  heaven  when  I'm  waud'ring  far  away,  -  \ 

I  will  write  you  loving  letters,  for  wherever  I  may  roam 
All  my  thoughts  will  ever  linger  on  my  fond  ones  all  at  home." 
And  his  good  ship  sailed  that  morning  o'er  the  wide  and  wild  blue  main. 
But,  alas!  we  ne'er  expected  that  we'd  never  meet  again.— Chorus. 

On  a  bright  September  morning  came  the  postman  to  the  door. 

With  the  long  expected  letter— mother  read  it  o'er  and  o'er; 

It  was  from  my  absent  father,  he  was  'ueath  a  foreign  sky. 

And  he  said,  tho'  far  he  wandered  yet  in  spirit  he  was  nigli. 

And  he  sent  us  as  a  token  from  afar  a  little  flower. 

For  he  knew  'twould  please  my  mother  in  each  long  and  dreary  hour: 

And  she  placed  it  in  the  bible,  and  she  saw  it  day  by  day. 

And  it  brought  to  fond  remembrance  one  that  now  was  far  away.— Chorus. 

After  years  and  years  of  waiting  came  the  dismal  news  one  mom. 
That  my  father  had  been  shipwrecked  on  a  foreign  shore  forlorn; 
But  my  mother  bore  it  bravely,  for  she  said  her  days  were  few. 
And  they'd  meet  again  iu  heaven  when  her  earthly  coarse  was  through. 
For  a  few  short  months  she  lingered  ere  she  bade  a  last  good-bye. 
And  was  borne  by  spirit  angels  to  her  home  beyond  the  sky; 
So  this  little  flower,  though  faded,  has  its  pretty  story  told. 
And  I'll  keep  it  in  the  bible  as  my  mother  did  of  old.— CuoBue. 


THE  COWBOY'S  LAMENT. 


Copyright,  1887,  by  Heniy  J.  Wehman. 
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As  I  rode  down  to  Latern  in  Baria     : 

So  early  one  day, 
'Twas  there  I  espied  a  handsome  )'oung  cowboy. 

All  dressed  in  white  linen  and  clothed  for  the  grave. 

Chorus. 
Then  play  your  fife  lowly,  and  beat  your  drum  slowlj-. 

And  play  the  dead  march  as  you  carry  me  along; 
Go  take  rae  to  the  graveyard  and  place  the  sod  o'er  me. 

For  I'm  a  young  cowboy,  I  know  I've  done  wrong. 

'Twas  once  to  my  saddle  I  used  to  go  dashiug,    _,       ;     " 

'Twas  once  to  my  saddle  I  used  to  be  gay; 
But  I  first  took  to  drinking  and  then  to  card  playing, 

Gk)t  shot  tlirough  the  body,  so  now  I  must  die. — Choru». 

Go  gather  all  around  you  a  crowd  of  young  cowboys,     . 

And  tell  them  the  hJBtory  of  this  my  fate; 
Go  tell  them  to  stop  their  deep  drinking 

And  all  their  wild  ways  before  it's  too  late. — Vlvorui. 

Go  write  a  letter  to  my  gray-headed  mother. 

And  bear  the  news  gently  to  my  sister  so  dear; 
But  then  there's  another  far  dearer  than  a  mother. 

She'll  bitterly  weep  when  she  knows  I  am  here. — Chorus. 

Go  bring  me  a  cup  of  pure  cold  water,  .;       ;  ,    , .    , 

Of  pure  cold  water,  the  poor  fellow  said,  • :.: 

But  when  I  returned  the  spirit  had  departed  '  :     '  ■  , 

gone  to  the  Giver — the  cowboy  was  dead. — Chorru.    ■ 


Written  by  John  H.  Laaer,  Troop  D,  tth  U.  S.  Cavalrr. 
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The  life  of  a  soldier  is  wild  and  romantic. 

Out  upon  the  Western  frontiers; 
In  the  heart  of  the  mountains  or  on  the  open  prairie 

The  "  boys  "  they  live  like  festive  kings  or  peers. 
They  can  hunt  the  buffalo  and  the  bear, 

The  elk  and  the  cunning  panther,  too; 
And  many  are  the  poor  but  sungiuary  redskin 

Tliey  are  often  forced  to  put  the  daylight  through. 

We  start  out  at  daybreak  and  cross  the  open  prairie. 

Or  the  polht  o'er  which  our  iourney  it  mav  lie, 
Down  through  the  valley,  or  o  er  the  niggetl  mountains, 

Whose  distant  snow-tipped  summit  pierces  the  sky. 
And  we  travel  right  on  'till  noon. 

Until  we  strike  some  clear  little  stream; 
We  will  halt  by  its  banks  to  demolish  some  refreshments, 

And  bask  in  the  sun's  celestial  beams. 

After  resting  and  feeding,  and  seeing  to  our  horses, 

"  Swing  out  boj's,"  is  then  the  next  command; 
Immediately  after  our  small  but  jolly  party 

Is  once  on  route  o'er  the  land. 
Then  we'll  travel  the  remainder  of  the  day, 

Until  the  sun  sinks  far  iu  the  West; 
Then  we'll  camp  by  some  stream  and  refresh  ourselves  with  coffee, 

And  pass  the  night  in  slumber  and  iu  rest. 

It  wants  an  hour  of  daybreak,  the  boys  they  arc  sleeping. 

Dreaming  of  happy  and  sweet  times; 
The  camp  is  enveloped  in  darkness, 

And  in  silent  the  sentinel  patrols  his  lonely  beat. 
Not  a  sound  disturbs  the  air,  '  ? 

The  sentinel  calls  "  all's  well! " 
"When  all  of  a  sudden  the  crack  of  many  rifles  ^ 

Is  followed  by  a  loud  and  savage  yell.       ^ 

The  boys  are  on  their  feet,  feeling  for  their  rifles. 

The  barrels  in  the  darkness  brightly  gleam; 
The  animals  are  neighing,  snorting  and  prancing. 

Confusion  for  a  moment  reigns  supreme. 
Then  the  boys  dash  for  their  foe. 

Determined  to  conquer  or  die; 
And  when  the  morning  dawned  the  sun  came  out 

And  looked  where  many  a  lifeless  warrior  did  lie. 

The  soldiers  are  triumphant,  still  their  bronzed  and  hearty  faces 

Wear  expres-sions  of  sadness  and  of  gloom; 
For  three  of  their  companions,  when  the  redskins  came  upon  them, 

Sprang  from  their  couch  only  to  meet  their  doom. 
They  were  buried  where  they  lell. 

As  noble  looking  men  as  j'ou  could  see; 
And  they  shall  lie  in  peace  and  in  quietness 

Until  the  sounding  of  the  "  great  reveille." 

Then  hurrah  for  a  good  suit  of  blue, 

A  rifle,  a  horse,  and  pistol,  too; 

Hurrah  for  the  prairies,  the  wild  woods  and  the  mountains, 

To  pass  a  wild  and  reckless  life  awa}'. 


IS 


>V. 


—Mrs.  Montgomery's  mother  resides  with  lier,  but  at  present  she 
is  away  on  a  visit.  The  other  day  she  sent  her  photograph  to  her 
devoted  daughter.  When  Mrs.  Montgomery  received  it  she  rushed 
into  the  room  where  Ferguson  was  tr^'ing  to  figure  out  a  base  ball 
combination.  "Isn't  it  a  pretty  picture,  Fergy;  perfectly  life 
like?  "  ejaculated  Mrs.  Montgomery,  in  her  sweet,  contralto  voice, 
"  Um — ye-es.  I  guess  so.  ^V  ho  is  it?"  inquired  Mr.  Montgomery, 
doubtfully.  "  Why,  Fergy.  it's  mj  own  dear,  sweet  darling  | 
mother."  "Yes,  so  'tis,  so  'tis,"  said  Mr.  Montgomery,  hastily. 
"  I  ought  to  have  recognized  her."  "  And  it's  so  perfectly  natural 
except  about  the  mouth."  "  I  see  now  why  I  did  not  recognize 
the  photograph.  It  represents  her  with  her  mouth  closed  and  I 
never  saw  her  that  way,"  and  Jlr.  Ferguson  went  down  to  buy 
base  ball  pools,  while  his  wife  cried  all  the  morning. — Minnea/puU* 
Journal. 
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Dear  Tom,  my  brave,  free-hearted  lad, 

Where'er  you  go.  God  bless  you; 
You'd  better  speak  than  wish  you  had, 

If  love  for  me  distress  you. 
To  me.  they  say,  your  thoughts  incline, 

And  possibly  they  may  so; 
Then,  once  for  all,  to  quiet  mine, 

Tom,  if  you  love  me,  say  so! 

On  that  sound  heart  and  manly  frame 

Sits  lightly  sport  or  labor; 
Good  humored,  frank,  and  still  the  same 

To  parent,  friend,  or  neighbor. 
Then  why  postpone  your  love  to  own 

For  me  from  day  to  day  so, 
And  let  me  whisper  still  alone, 

Tom,  if  you  love  me,  say  so? 

How  oft  when  I  was  sick,  or  sad. 
With  some  remembered  folly. 

The  sight  of  you  has  made  me  glad. 
And  then  most  melancholy? 

Ah !  why  will  thoughts  of  one  so  gooa 
Upon  my  spirit  prey  so? 

By  you  it  should  be  understood, 
"Tom,  if  you  love  me,  say  so! 

Last  Monday  at  the  cricket  match 

No  rival  stood  before  you; 
In  harvest  time,  for  quick  despatch, 

The  fanners  all  adore  you; 
And  evermore  your  praise  they  sing. 

Though  one  thing  you  delay  so; 
And  I  sleep  nightly  murmuring, 

Tom,  if  you  love  me,  say  so! 

Whate'er  of  ours  you  chance  to  seek. 

Almost  before  you  breathe  it, 
I  bring  with  blushes  on  my  cheek. 

And  all  my  soul  goes  with  it. 
Why  thank  me  then  with  voice  so  low, 

And  faltering  turn  away  so? 
When  next  you  come,  before  you  go, 

Tom,  if  you  love  me,  say  so! 

When  Jasper  Wild  l)eside  the  brook 

Resentful  'round  us  lowered, 
I  oft  recall  that  lion  look 

That  quelled  the  savage  coward. 
Bold  words  and  free  you  uttered  then. 

Would  they  could  find  their  way  so; 
When  these  moist  so  plainly  mean, 

Tom,  if  you  love  me,  say  so!. 

My  friends,  'tis  true,  are  well  to  do, 

And  yours  are  poor  and  friendless; 
Ah.  no,  for  they  are  rich  in  you, 

Tlieir  happiness  is  endless. 
You  never  let  them  shed  a  tear, 

Save  that  on  you  they  weigh  so; 
There's  one  might  bring  you  better  cheer, 

Tom,  if  you  love  me,  say  so! 

My  imcle's  legacy  is  all 

For  you,  Tom,  when  you  choose  it; 
In  ))etter  hands  it  cannot  fall, 

Or  better  trained  to  use  it. 
I'll  wait  for  years,  but  let  me  not. 

Nor  wooed  nor  plighted  sta;,  so; 
Since  wealth  and  worth  make  even  lot, 

Tom,  if  you  love  me,  say  so! 


MISS   MALONEY'S   GROWLER. 


Copyright,  1883.  by  F.  Harding. 
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Each  night  at  eight  we  go  'way  down  to  Battle  Row,        .  , 

Where  all  the  boys  and  girls  they  meet  so  handy;  ' ' 

We  have  a  social  song,  and  chat  the  evening  long 

With  manners  just  as  sweet  as  taffy  candy.  ' 

There's  Mister  McAdoo,  he  sings  us  "  Peek-a-boo,"  j 

At  this  and  other  ditties  he's  a  howler; 
And  soon  there's  lots  of  fun  with  glasses  round  each  one. 

When  full  they  bring  on  Miss  Alaloney's  growler.  i 

Chorus, 

We  sing  the  whole  night  long,  with  voices  loud  and  strong. 

When  Miss  Malonev  sings  she  is  a  howler; 
Tkere's  ahva3's  lots  of  fun  with  glasses  round  each  one. 

When  drinking  out  of  iliss  Maloney's  growler. 

There's  iigs  and  funny  reels,  and  light  fantastic  heels 

That  figure  in  the  mazes  of  the  lancers; 
The  iport  is  of  the  best,  and  welcome  every  guest 

To  join  the  merry  frolic  of  the  dancers.  I 

There's  Biddy  Murphy  there,  who's  forty,  fat  and  fair, 

And  there's  the  undertaker.  Mister  Fowler; 
The  charming  Widow  Dunn,  who  gets  so  full  of  fun, 

When  in  comes  darling  Miss  Maloney's  growler. — Choru$. 

So  merry  goes  the  night,  with  jollity  so  bright. 

And  Jerry  Kelly  playing  on  the  fiddle; 
No  gayer  crowd  is  found,  for  soon  it's  hands  around   . 

And  balance  to  your  partners  down  the  middle. 
And  when  the  night  is  done  each  heart  is  full  of  fun. 

And  not  a  one  would  dare  to  be  a  scowler; 
We're  such  a  happy  set,  and,  oh,  the  pints  you  get 

When  you  go  out  with  Miss  Maloney's  growler. — Chorus. 


— A  woman  without  bustle  is  dull  and  unattractive;  and  a  bustle 
without  a  woman  is  anything  but  pleasing  to  the  eye.  It  is  a  com- 
bination of  the  two  that  makes  the  charming  eilect. 

— A  Philiidelphia  girl  says  Really!  a  Boston  girl.  Ah!  a  Chicago 

S'rl,    Which!    a  Baltimore  girl,   Indeedee!    A  Providence  girl, 
e-ow!  a  London  girl,  Fawncy!  a  Jjeadville  girl,  "  What  are  you 
givin'  us?  " 


Years  Have  Come  and  Passed  Away. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehinan,  P.  O.  Hox  1883.  New  York  City,  and  rccelTe 
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Years  have  come  and  piLs.sed  away, 
Golden  locks  have  turned  to  gray; 
Golden  ringlets  once  so  fair 
"Time  has  changed  to  silvery  hair. 

Chorus. 

Bring  to  me  my  harp  again. 

Let  me  hear  its  gentle  strain; 

Let  me  hear  its  chords  once  more 

Ere  I  pass  to  yon  bright  shore.      . 

• 
Yes,  I'm  near  the  river  side, 
Soon  I'll  launch  upon  its  tide; 
Soon  my  boat  with  noiseless  our 
Safe  will  pass  to  yon  bright  shore. — Chorus.         ■ 

Oh !  those  chords  with  magic  power 
Takes  me  back  to  childhood's  hour, 
To  that  cottage  by  the  sea. 
Where  I  knelt  at  mother's  knee. — Chorus. 

But  that  mother  now  is  gone. 
Calm  she  sleeps  beneath  the  stone. 
While  I  wander  here  alone 
Sighing  for  a  better  homc—Charus. 

Soon  I'll  be  among  the  blest. 
Where  the  weary  arc  at  rest; 
Soon  I'll  tread  the  golden  shore 
Singing  praises  evermore. — Chorus. 

Now  ray  boat  is  on  the  stream, 

I  can  see  its  waters  gleam; 

Soon  I'll  be  where  angels  roam. 

Dear  old  harp,  I'm  going  home. — Chorus. 


* 


■;'-':'^  V 


— A  little  girl  in  much  excitement  rtishod  into  the  parlor,  which 
was  full  of  company,  and  exclaiine<l:  "  Mamma,  just  think  of  it  I " 
"  Think  of  what,  darling?  "  "  Our  ait  has  a  whole  lot  of  twins, 
and  I  didn't  even  know  she  was  married! " 
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The  Wreck   of  the    SoTithern   Pacific 
Express  Train  at  Tehachapi  Pass. 

Tune— "Milwaukee  Fire,"  '.,■   ;.     • 


Give  Me  a  House  That's  Haunted. 
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It  WHS  at  early  morn  ou  the  South  Pacific  Road, 

Near  the  dangerous  p;LSs  of  Tehachapi, 
The  express  was  speeding  with  her  precious  load. 

While  all  on  boanl  were  sleeping  peacefully; 
Unconscious  of  the  doom  which  was  for  them  in  store, 

But  dreaming  of  the  loving  friends  they'd  meet, 
Who  would  clasp  them  in  extended  arms  once  more. 

And  with  happy  smiles  and  fond  kisses  greet. 
It  was  a  dark  and  stormy  night,  with  rain  and  snow. 

The  wind  was  blowing  fearful  o'er  tlie  tnick. 
Which  set  the  cars  a  swaying  to  and  fro. 

While  all  the  clouds  above  were  clothed  in  black. 

As  though  draped  in  mourning  for  the  dreadful  fate 

Of  those  who  calmly  slept  and  had  no  fears; 
Who  could  not  l>e  warned  until  it  was  too  late. 

To  save  them  from  tlio.^e  vain  and  bitter  tears. 
The  train  reached  the  summit  of  Tehachapi  at  last, 

And  changed  the  engine  for  the  other  train. 
Which  left  the  cars  with  no  weight  to  hold  them  fast. 

Therefore  they  started  rolling  down  the  track  again; 
Then  a  piercing  cry  rung  out  upon  the  air, 

That  the  cars  were  ruihing  madly  down  the  grade; 
Then  men  and  women  awoke  in  wild  despair, 

As  the  cars  leaped  in  a  ravine,  there  in  a  pile  were  laid. 

Then  a  fire  broke  forth,  the  cars  were  in  a  blaze, 

Roasting  its  victims  and  sapping  up  their  lives; 
Those  who  escaped,  iKme  could  their  grief  assuage. 

Men  prayed  in  agony,  oh,  God,  save  our  wives; 
Then  a  lovely  girl  arose  amidst  the  fire. 

And  s.iid:  Oh,  God,  in  pity,  oh,  in  pity  save, 
Let  not  this  wreck  be  my  funeral  pyre,  '     '        *   - 

Let  me  not  jwrish  in  this  burning  grave. 
This  fair  young  girl  was  soon  to  be  a  bride. 

Soon  be  united  with  affection's  chains 
To  her  betrothed  while  standing  by  his  side. 

But  her  cri«i>ed  form  is  all  that  now  remains. 

Then  at  a  window  there  did  a  face  appear,        , 

Making  frantic  efforts  to  get  free. 
But  the  roaring  llames  were  drawing  ver}'  near, 

Soon  they  will  reach  him,  no  more  that  face  we'll  see. 
Thus  poor  souls  i)erished  slowly  one  by  one. 

None  could  get  near  to  soothe  them  in  their  pain^ 
All  that  humane  power  could  do  was  done. 

Many  tried  to  save  them,  but  'twjvs  all  in  vain. 
When  this  sad  news  went  fltishing  o'er  the  wires. 

To  all  the  friends  of  dear  ones  loved  and  lost, 
Who  can  portray  the  anguish  of  husbands,  wives  and  sires, 

To  know  their  loved  ones  perished  in  that  fearful  holocaust? 
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Give  me  a  house  that's  haunted,  _ 

^         ,  With  love  the  only  sprite, 

I'll  dwell  in  it  undaunted. 
Nor  fear  its  utmost  spite. 
■        .     '       Though  witching  tones  are  swelling 
-  Above  me  and  beside, 

:  Where  love  is  in  the  dwelling 

I  am  content  to  bide. 
If  every  beam  and  rafter. 

And  every  stone  and  tile, 
Re-echo  with  its  laughter. 
My  heart  shall  laugh  the  while. 

The  favored  room  or  chamber 

Frequented  by  the  ghost, 
I'll  gladliest  remember, 
. .     ■  And  I  will  prize  it  most. 

When  morn  is  stilly  breaking. 

And  earth  is  growing  light, 
I'll  tremble  not,  if  waking,  ;.• 

Mine  eyes  behold  the  sprite. 
"     If,  as  the  day  grows  older. 

The  heavenly  tempcr'd  thing  .    *  • 

Taps  tenderly  my  shoulder, 

Rejoicingl^'  I'll  sing. 

-     When  in  the  midnight  lonely  .   ;: 

;.  Day's  brighter  scenes  are  hid,  ^ 

I'll  sweetly  sleep,  if  only 

Love  stirs  the  cover  lid.  : 

I'd  ever  be  enchanted  ^ 

.     .  By  love's  bewitching  spell,  - 

And  in  a  house  love-haunted 

I  would  my  life  long  dwell.  • 

And  when  my  time  is  ending,  , 

•  And  heaven  is  coming  nigh, 

Let  love,  my  soul  attending, 
,  .  Go  with  me  to  the  skv. 


OH!    SHARE   MY   COTTAG-E. 


MEET   ME   TO-NIGHT. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonj?  w^ill  be  sent  to  any  address,  po!<H>aid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Meet  rac  to-night,  dearest,  down  by  the  gate, 
Anxiously,  longingly  for  thee  I'll  wait 
There,  while  the  lady  moon  softly  reclines, 
Tliere,  while  her  beaming  eye  lovingly  shines; 
In  sweetest  dreams  of  thee  happv  I'll  wait, 
£ager  to  meet  thee,  love,  down  by  the  gate. 

■    ..  ^      '  Chorus.     V 

Meet  me  to-night,  dearest,  down  by  the  gate, 
)      ,   Anxiously,  longingly  for  thee  I'll  wait; 

.    In  sweetest  dreams  of  thee  happy  I'll  wait, 
'       Eager  to  meet  thee,  love,  down  by  the  gate. 

Meet  me  to-night,  dearest,  day  will  soon  close. 

Yonder  the  sun  softly  sinks  to  repose; 

Love  will  awake  as  the  starlight  arise,  I' 

On  me  will  shine  through  thy  dreamy  blue  eyes; 

Visions  of  joy  will  be  mine  Jis  I  wait. 

Eager  to  meet  thee,  love,  down  by  the  gate. — CJioru$. 


The  Words  and  Mn.«ic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Oh!  share  my  cottage,  gentle  maid. 

It  only  waits  for  tliee. 
To  give  a  sweetness  to  its  shade 

And  happiness  to  me. 
Here,  from  the  splendid  gay  parade 

Of  noise  and  folly  free. 
No  sorrow  can  my  j^ace  invade, 

If  only  blessed  with  thee. 

Cnonus. 

Then  share  my  cottage,  gentle  maid. 
It  only  waits  for  thee, 
.  To  give  a  freshness  to  its  shade 
"'  •  And  happiness,  happiness  to  me. 

The  hawthorn  with  the  woodbine  twined  « 

Present  their  sweets  to  thee. 
And  every  balmy  breath  of  wind 

Is  filled  with  harmony. 
A  truly  fond  and  faithful  heart 

Is  all  I  offer  thee. 
And  can 'st  thou  see  mc  thus  depart 

A  prey  to  misery? — C/iorua.  . 


— They  were  sitting  as  close  together  as  the  sofa  would  permit. 
She  looked  with  ineffable  tenderness  into  his  noble  blue  eyes. 
"  George,"  she  murmured,  with  a  tremor  in  her  voice,  "  didn't  you 
tell  me  once  that  you  would  be  willing  to  do  any  great  act  of  hero- 
ism for  my  sake?"  "Yes,  Fannie,  and  I  gladly  reiterate  that 
sentiment  now,"  he  replied  in  confident  tones;  "no  noble  Roman 
of  old  was  fired  with  a  lofiier  ambition,  a  braver  resolution  than 
I."  "  Well,  George,  I  want  j'ou  to  do  something  real  heroic  for 
me."  "  Speak,  darling;  what  is  it?  "  "Ask  me  to  be  your  wife. 
We've  been  fooling  long  enough. " 
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GALS   ON   THE   AVENUE. 
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As  I  walked  out  one  sultry  -norn, 

In  the  middle  of  July, 
Looking  at  all  the  pretty  dears 

As  they  went  passing  by; 
'Twas  there  I  saw  such  a  sweet  little  duck, 

A  thrill  my  frame  went  through. 
As  she  swept  the  pave  with  a  muslin  dress 

Up  Ridge  Road  avenue. 

CnoRua. 

Up  Ridge  Road  avenue, 
,         Up  Ridge  Road  avenue; 
So,  boys,  when  you're  out, 
Just  mind  what  you're  about 
With  the  gals  on  the  avenue. 

I  passed  her  bjr,  she  looketl  so  shy, 

Says  I,  "  Miss,  is  your  name  Jones?  " 
She  said,  like  a  saint,  "  Well,  no,  it  ain't!" 

In,  oh,  such  lovely  tones. 
She  said,  with  a  wink,  "  It's  no  such  thing, 

JIv  name  I'll  tell  to  you; 
It's  Maria  Krout,  and  I  live  out 

Up  Ridge  Road  avenue." — Cfiorus. 

Then  on  we  walked,  and  sighed  and  talked 

Of  love  and  things  divine; 
With  love  my  heart  it  swelled  right  oat, 

I  asked  her  to  be  mine. 
She  Hays,  "  They  don't  let  lovers  in 

The  house,  but  as  for  you, 
You  may  come  if  you  like,  and  I'll  make  it  all  riplif. 

Up  Ridge  Road  avenue." — Chorv$. 

When  I  got  there  how  I  did  stare, 

For  all  the  doors  was  shut; 
And  to  reach  my  love,  who  was  looking  out  oliove, 

I  got  on  a  water  butt; 
When  to  my  dismay  the  lid  gave  way, 

I  quickly  tumbled  through, 
And  soon  I  found  I  was  half  drowned. 

Up  Ridge  Road  avenue, —  Chorus. 

Maria  with  fright  did  scream  right  out, 

And  loud  for  help  did  shout. 
When  a  fellow  came  down  in  seedy  dressing  gown 

And  kindly  pulled  me  out; 
And  from  what  he  said  I  felt  afraid 

He  meant  to  put  me  through; 
And  my  fears  increased  when  he  called  police. 

Up  Ridge  Road  avenue. — Clu>rn$. 

When  he  let  go  I  was  not  slow 

In  bolting  from  the  spot: 
Across  the  wall  I  had  a  fall, 

By  jove,  I  had  it  hot. 
My  gal  I  never  saw  no  more. 

She  a  horrid  deed  did  do; 
She  hung  herself  to  a  ])arbcr's  pole 

Up  Ridge  Road  avenue. — Choni». 


Plying  Your  Kite  Too  High. 

Tune— "  The  Elixir  of  Love." 

Send  Tour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City,  and  reoelre 

ity  return  mail  a  complete  Uatalof^ue  of  over  3000  Popular  Knarllsii  and  German 

Son^s— Free.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  (foods. 

When  Doctor  Franklin  went  to  catch 

The  lightning  by  the  tail. 
He  raised  his  kite  high  up  in  air, 

A  telegraph  bob-tail. 
When  the  lightning  came  down  through  the  string 

And  kicked  him  in  the  eye, 
Oh,  says  he,  unto  his  darkey, 

Never  fly  your  kite  too  high. 

A  fast  young  man  flings  out  his  kite 

In  a  two-forty  run. 
And  with  his  daddy's  money 

Goes  in  for  every  fun. 
He  finds  his  cash  is  running  short, 

With  throat  and  pockets  dry; 
His  daddy  sa\s:  That  serves  you  right. 

You're  flying  your  kite  too  high. 

To  catch  some  wealthy  heiress 

He  gives  his  kite  a  swing; 
He  pays  out  to  an  airy  height, 

And  goes  his  length  of  string. 
The  lady  she  is  charmed  to  see 

His  bob-tail  spreading  nigh; 
She  says:  Who  is  that  sweet  young  man 

That's  flying  his  kite  .so  high? 

They  soon  get  strung  together, 

And  run  out  all  their  cash; 
His  tradesman  cuts  his  paper  notes. 

And  she  can't  cut  a  dash. 
With  bills  for  dress,  ct  cetra. 

She  at  him  now  does  fly; 
My  dear,  says  he,  I  can't  pay  out. 

You're  flying  your  kite  too  high. 

He  goes  to  clubs,  or  somewhere  elw?. 

And  he  comes  home  rather  late; 
She  finds  he's  l)een  a  drinking,  . 

And  she  aims  to  pull  his  pato. 
He  strikes  a  threat'ning  attitude, 

And  utters  this  reply: 
My  dear,  imless  you'd  raise  a  muss. 

Don't  fly  your  kite  so  high. 


I 


— "Did  he  pop  the  question  last  night?"  eagerly  aske<I  the 
'naolher,  as  the  daughter  came  down  to  a  late  breakfast.  "  No.  not 
quite."  "What  did  he  say?"  "Why,  he  squeezwl  my  hand 
twice,  and  said  that  he  believed  I'd  make  some  roan  an  excellent 
wife,  if  the  fellow  had  sense  enough  to  take  roe  so  far  away  that 
you  couldn't  make  me  a  visit  more  than  once  in  twenty  years." 


r 


— The  American  habit  of  humorou.s  exaggeration  betrays  itself 
at  home  and  abroad.  Its  favorite  use  is  to  bring  a  stare  to  British 
faces.  An  American  in  England  was  badgered  by  sf)me  cockneys, 
who  brairged  over  the  speed  of  their  railway  cars,  which  "often 
run  a  mite  a  minute."  "  Why,  that's  nothing,"  sjiid  the  Yankee. 
"  La.st  Summer  I  was  on  one  of  our  trains  with  an  English  traveler, 
who  got  mad  with  a  man  at  a  staticMi  when  he  went  up  the  road, 
and  now  he  stood  on  the  platform  witik  a  dub  to  hit  the  man.  He 
[  raised  and  brought  it  down  at  tlieman.  But  lie  had  timed  his  blow 
by  your  English  railway  spee<l,  and  he  knocked  down  a  man  at  a 
station  seven  miles  further  ool" 


The  girls  of  young  America 

Now  spread  their  kites  at  ten: 
Where  once  they  thought  of  dolls  niid 

They  now  think  of  the  men. 
When  for  the  newest  fa-shions, 

Newest  beaux,  and  tales  they  sigh. 
Their  mammas  say:  My  dearest  girls. 

Your  flying  your  kites  too  high. 

I  went  to  sec  a  lady  dance 

At  a  theatre  show, 
She  showed  her  stockings  up  a.s  far 

As  the  law  would  well  allow. 
Oh!  isn't  she  an  angel? 

Said  a  fellow  who  sat  nigh. 
Says  I,  I  guess  she  must  Ix;, 

For  she  fli&s  her  kite  .so  high. 


toys 


f 
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— "My  jioem  is  rather  lengthy,"  she  said,  "and  may  be  you 
won't  have  room  for  it  this  week."  The  editor  yawned  and  re- 
plied, "  Oh,  yes;  we  could  find  room  for  it  if  it  was  twelve  times 
as  long— our  stove  is  a  large  one,  you  see." 


■/  >", 


V  .«    »  : 


— "  By  the  way,  John,"  said  a  Philadelphia  wife  to  her  husband, 
as  he  was  leaving  for  the  office  in  tlic  morning,  "  I  wish  you  wouUl 
tell  Mr.  Stuckup  to  inform  his  wile  that  I  won't  be  home  thi.s 
afternoon."  "  Where  are  you  going?  "  "  Oh,  I'm  not  going  out, 
but  I  hear  that  she  has  a  sealskin  sacque,  and  I  don't  want  her 
parading  it  here  before  me.  We  have  a  prayer  meeting  at  the 
church  to-night,  and  I  don't  wan't  to  go  there  with  my  heart  filled 
with  hate."   ;  ,,•.•;■■-•.  :.\.  /:    ■   ■.-.::■■  -  -•:■■-•■:--•.  .■•■:.  .:::■■  ■^■<^-:r   ^ 
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Don't  Gro  Out  To-Niglit,  Joe. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thto  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  racelpC  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songii  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \\  ehman,  P.  O.  Box 

uia.  Hew  York  City.    Po«t«c:e  Stainpu  taken  same  u  cksti  for  alt  oar  goods. 

:  Don't  turn  from  me  away, 

\  .:  V  ;  '     v'       But  think  of  bow  I  love  you,  . .      , 
;    And  promise  me  you  will  stay,  ': 

Oh.  think  of  how  I  love  you; 
Let's  enjoy  our  fireside's  bliss, 
^         And  turn  from  wrong  to  right, 
.  .'     So  change  your  mind  and  kiss  me, 
And  stay  at  home  to-night. 

;'■,■--;;";  Chorus.  ■-  "-v^ /'.-,;.-'-.  \ 

Don't  go  out  to-night,  Joe, 

Don't  turn  from  me  away. 
But  think  of  bow  I  love  you,  . 

And  promise  me  you  will  stay. 

.       /     . '   Don't  go  out  to-night,  Joe,  ,; 

Be  loving,  kind  and  true, 
,  ,;  '    :  ^      And  listen  to  my  voice,  Joe, 
And  little  Annie's,  too; 
■       Ob,  think  of  how  I  love  you, 
/         And  turn  from  wrong  to  right,  : 

";   '  So  change  j'our  mind  and  kiss  me,  , 

And  stay  St  home  to-night, — Cfiorus.  ],■ 

' ■  ':^.-\-  -      '  Don't  go  out  to-night,  Joe,     X, 
For  I  have  hope  and  fear,  v 
It  makes  me  feel  so  sad,  Joe, 
'      My  eyes  are  filled  with  tears; 
Oh,  think  of  how  I  love  you, 

And  turn  from  wrong  to  right, 
You  have  chang'd  your  mind — kiss  me, 
Joe,  and  stay  home  to-night. — Chorua. 


SOFTLY    NOW,   TENDERLY,   LIFT 
HIM   WITH   CARE. 


r*- 


THE   OLD   OAKEN   BUCKET. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  any  address  poRt-nald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  U  ehniao,  V.  O.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 

:  J  Softly  now,  tenderly,  lift  him  with  care, 
This  is  a  hero  whose  pale  form  ye  bear; 
.-  Kaise  that  right  arm  of  his  up  to  bis  side — 
Look  here,  that's  where  the  ball  struck  when  he  died! 
Brush  back  the  hair  from  bis  pain-moistened  brow, 
:        Cold  enough,  still  enough,  while  enough  now; 
Lay  his  cap  over  it — gently — that's  right. 
Cover  bis  dead  eyes  away  from  the  light. 

Loo.sen  his  sword-belt — there,  take  it  away,    . 
.        No  blade  is  sheathed  in  its  scabtmrd  to-day: 

Here,  throw  this  tlag  o'er  bis  poor  wounded  breast. 
Wrapped  in  its  folds  we  will  lay  liiin  to  rest. 
Only  this  morning,  poor  fellow,  be  stood 
Smiling  in  front,  gallant,  noble,  and  good, 
Cheering  his  comrades,  himself  at  their  head, 
Now  they  have  killed  him,  we  bear  him  here  dead 

Some  heart  is  longing  and  hoping  for  him,  '■■'    . 

Some  eyes  must  weep  'till  their  light  has  grown  dim; 
Some  hand  shall  never  more  meet  touch  of  his, 

"    Heaven  curse  the  traitors  whose  work  is  like  tliis! 

•    There,  lay  him  down  in  his  lone  hero  grave. 

Throw  the  earth  tenderly  over  the  brave;  --;'.;• 

Now  leave  him  sleeping,  'tis  all  we  can  do,  /' 

Love's  work  is  o'er  for  him,  life's  journey's  through.;'   ;  ": 


'''^-^ 
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THE   BOLD   PRIVATEER. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Songr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontfs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stunii>s  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Songr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-pcUd,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box 

1893,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


How  dear  to  this  heart  are  the  scenes  of  my  childhood. 

When  fond  recollection  recalls  them  to  view; 
The  orchard,  the  meadow,  the  deep-tangled  wildwood,    ^ 

And  every  loved  spot  which  my  infancj'  knew; 
The  wide  spreading  pond,  and  the  mill  which  stood  by  it, 

Tlie  bridge,  and  the  rock  where  the  cataract  fell; 
The  cot  of  my  father,  the  dairy-house  nigh  it. 

And  e'en  the  rude  bucket  which  hung  in  the  well; 
The  old  oaken  bucket — the  iron-bound  bucket — 

The  raoss-cover'd  bucket  which  hung  in  the  well. 

The  moss-cover 'd  vessel  I  hailed  as  a  treasure. 

For  often  at  noon,  when  return'd  from  the  field, 
I  found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure. 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yield; 
How  ardent  I  seized  it  with  bands  that  were  glowing. 

And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom  it  fell. 
Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing 

And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose  from  the  well; 
The  old  oaken  bucket — tlic  iron-bound  bucket — 

The  moss-cover'd  bucket  arose  from  the  well. 

How  sweet  from  the  green  mossy  brim  to  receive  it. 

As  poised  on  the  curb  it  inclined  to  my  lips; 
Not  a  full-blusbin»  goblet  could  tempt  me  to  leave  it, 

Though  fill'd  with  the  nectar  that  Jupiter  sips. 
And  now  far  removed  from  the  loved  situation. 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell, 
As  fancy  revisits  my  father's  plantation, 

And  sighs  for  the  bucket  which  bangs  in  the  well; 
The  old  oaken  bucket — the  iron-bound  bucket — 

The  moss-cover'd  bucket  which  hangs  in  the  well. 


— What  was  Eve  made  for?    For  Adam's  Express  Company. 


— The  new  baby  had  proved  itself  the  possessor  of  extraordinarj' 
vocal  powers,  and  had  exercLsed  them  much  to  Johnny's  annoy- 
ance. One  day  he  said  to  bis  mother:  "Ma,  little  brother  came 
from  heaven,  didn't  be?"  "Yes,  dear."  Johnny  was  silent  for 
some  time,  and  then  he  went  on:  "Say,  ma."  "What  is  it. 
Johnny?  "    "I  don't  blame  the  angels  for  boimcing  him,  do  you?  " 


a  ..  **:„»;  .?\.v^;,.w_ 


It's,  oh,  my  dearest  Polly, 

You  and  I  must  part. 
I  am  going  across  the  seas,  love, 

I  give  to  you  my  heart; 
My  ship  she  lies  in  waiting,        --  . 

So  fare  thee  well,  my  dear, 
I  am  just  a  going  on  board 

Of  the  Bold  Privateer.         ^       - 

But,  oh,  my  dearest  Johnny, 

Great  dangers  have  been  crossed,    - 
•.:  And  many  a  sweet  life 

By  the  seas  has  been  lo.st ;   •■    ■ 
You  bad  better  stop  at  home 

With  the  girl  that  loves  you  dear 
Than  to  venture  your  sweet  life 

On  the  Bold  Privateer. 

When  the  wars  are  over. 

May  heaven  spare  my  life. 
Then  soon  I  will  come  back 

To  my  sweet,  loving  wife; 
Then  soon  I  will  get  married 

To  charming  Polly  dear, 
And  for  ever  bid  adieu 

To  the  Bold  Privateer. 

Oh,  my  dearest  Polly, 

Your  friends  do  me  dislike; 
Besides,  you  have  two  brothers. 

Who'd  quick!}'  take  my  life. 
■  Come,  change  your  ring  with  me,  my  dear. 

Come,  change  your  ring  with  me, 
And  that  shall  be  our  token 

When  I  am  on  the  sea.  .;    -' 


— At  the  burning  of  a  church  a  grand  pianoforte  was  taken  out 
on  the  lawn,  and  an  Irishman  exclaimed:  "  Begorra,  they've  saved 
the  billiard  table!"  ...  .,       - 


— "  The  dog  and  the  cat,  as  they  lay  before  the  grate  in  all  peace 
and  tranquility,  set  a  good  example  for  us  to  follow,"  said  an 
irritable  woman  to  her  husband.  "They  seem  to  be  on  pretty 
good  terms  with  each  other,"  replied  the  husband;  "  but  if  they 
were  tied  together  as  we  are  you  would  soon  see  the  fur  fly." 
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KITTY   WELLS. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  b*-  st-nt  to  any  «ddrew<  post-paid,  <in  ifo-iiif 
cent><:  or  this  and  any  two  otht-r  Songs  for  Oim  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehmaii,  J".  < ».  lli 
liKt.  Nfw  York  City.    PostaKu  Stamps  taken  same  as  tush  for  all  oar  iro*MN. 


You  ask  what  makes  this  darkey  wcop, 

Why  he  like  others  am  uot  gay; 
What  makes  the  tear  tlow  down  his  cheek 

From  early  morn  till  close  of  day? 
!Mv  story,  darkies,  you  shall  liear, 

li'dr  in  my  memory  fresh  it  dwells, 
'Twill  cause  you  all  to  drop  a  tear 

On  the  grave  of  my  sweet  Kitty  Wells. 

Cuouus. 
While  the  birds  were  singing  in  the  morning, 

And  the  myrtle  and  the  ivy  were  in  bloom, 
And  the  sun  on  the  hill  was  a-dawning, 

It  W!is  then  we  laid  her  in  the  tomb. 

I  never  shall  forget  the  day 

That  we  together  roamed  the  dells, 
I  kis.sed  her  cheek  and  named  the  day 

That  I  should  marry  Kitty  Wells 
But  death  came  in  my  cabin  door, 

And  took  from  me  my  joy  and  pride; 
And  when  I  found  she  was  no  more, 

Tiien  I  laid  my  banjo  down  and  cried. — CJvorut. 

I  often  wlsli  that  I  wa.s  dead 

Anil  laid  Ixiside  her  in  the  tomb; 
Tlic  .sorrow  that  bows  down  my  licad 

Is  silent  in  the  midnight  gloom. 
The  Spring-time  has  no  charms  for  me. 

Though  flowers  are  blooming  in  the  dell3, 
For  that  bright  form  I  do  not  see, 

'Tis  the  form  of  my  sweet  Kitty  Wells.— C/jotk*. 


McCarthys  fancy  ball. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr  will  be  «ent  to  any  nddnss,  ]>o^•t  }>aid,  on  i-ecclpt  of  40 

cents;  or  thin  aad  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  IXillar.  by  II.  J   WiliMiaii,  P.  O.  Box 

18:23,  New  York  City.    Postaffo  Stain)>.<  tiikeu  same  us  vtu<l\  for  all  our  (TUCkIa. 

Of  all  the  friends  I  vally,  McCarthy  has  the  floor, 

lie  lives  on  Castle  alley,  forninst  Pat  Orogau'.s  .store;  i 

A  message  he  indited  to  me  and  Tom  JlcCaull,  j 

In  which  we  were  invited  to  attend  his  fancy  ball.  ' 

Rutherford  McKann,  Belinda  Jane  Fogarty,  ! 

Alonzo  Hoolahan  and  Florence  ^IcAnall 

Were  in  a  set  together,  they  were  the  pride  of  all,  ! 

They  danced  the  glide  and  racquet  at  McCarthy's  fancy  ball.     ! 

Chorus. 

While  McCarthy,  so  gay,  kep'  srailin'  away, 

"  Welcome,  gintlemen.  all  to  the  parly! 
Clarence  Milton,  my  dear,  bring  a  can  full  oi  beer 

For  the  guests  of  the  Hotel  McCarthy! " 

The  supper  was  the  finest  that  ever  I  did  sec, 
And  to  it  I  escorted  Miss  Inez  Maud  McGee; 
We  liad  maccaroui  fritters,  and  lobster  fricasseed, 
With  toast  on  ice  and  pickles,  it  was  a  glorious  feed. 
Ham  and  lemon  pie,  fried  beans  and  floating  island. 
With  champagne  extra  dry  we  gormaudi/.ed  them  all; 
When  I  was  full  to  bursting  they  laid  me  in  the  hall, 
I  nearly  got  dyspepsia  at  McCarthy's  fancy  ball. 

Cnonus. 

While  McCarty,  so  sound,  bossed  the  servants  around, 

"  Will  yez  hurry  and  wait  on  the  party? 
Grace  Louisa,  I  say,  bring  some  pot  pie  this  way 

For  the  guests  of  the  Hotel  McCarthy! " 

The  punch  went  'round  quite  freelv,  the  fun  was  loud  and  high, 
'Till  Grogau  stuck  his  linger  in  Colonel  Dooly's  eye; 
This  caused  a  great  disturbance,  the  ladies  lost  their  wits. 
And  Agnes  Rose  McN'ally  went  into  gastric  fits. 
Dooly  hit  McHugh,  while  I  walked  into  Fagan, 
Then  Peter  Mc.Vdoo  just  paralized  them  all; 
We  put  it  on  McCarthy  and  sent  him  to  the  wall, 
'Twas  quite  a  royal  pic-nic  at  McCarthy's  fancy  ball. 

CnoKUS. 

While  ^McCarthy  did  cry,  as  he  picked  up  his  eye, 
"  Arrah,  gintlemen,  plaze  lave  the  parly! 

Dougla.s3  "Tracv,  I  say,  call  a  cop  right  awav, 
Tlieres  a  scrap  at  the  Hotel  McCarthy! " ' 


Bringing  Pretty  Blossoms  to  Strew  on 
Mother's  G-rave. 


Copyright,  1881.  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 


The  Words  and  Muslr  of  this  Sonjj  will  b*- 


,  on  receipt  of  40 


..  will  b«'  wnt  to  any  addreMi,  pout-paid,  t 
eont-*;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiii^  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Weliinan,  P.  O.  Box 
ItUS,  New  York  City.    VoAlage  St:unpti  taken  saiue  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Mother,  dear,  I'm  weary,  there's  sorrow  in  my  heart, 

And  from  my  heavy  eyelids  the  tears  unbidden  start, 

.\s  'neath  the  hawthorn  shadow,  down  b}'  the  silver  stream, 

I  sit  again  and  ponder  o'er  childhood's  happy  dream; 

Hut  gone  are  all  its  pleasures,  I'm  liappy  now  no  more, 

.^ince  thou  art  taken  from  me  beyond  the  silent  shore; 

How  well  do  I  remember  the  parting  kiss  you  gave, 

As  now  with  brightest  flowers  I  strew  thy  lonely  grave.  j 

Ciiom;8. 
Bringing  pretty  blossoms  to  strew  on  mother's  grave. 
How  well  do  I  remember  the  parting  kiss  she  gave; 
But  while  my  heart  with  sorrow  is  throbbing,  oli.  .so  wild, 
•  I  know  her  angel  spirit  is  watching  o'er  her  child.  i 

Soon  these  flowers  will  wither,  their  fragnince  dis,'ii>jK'ar, 
But  still  my  heart  will  cherish  a  love  for  mother  dear; 
And  when  the  coming  seasons  bring  back  their  precious  blo«m. 
Should  I  lie  spared,  111  scatter  fresli  blossoms  on  her  tomb; 
The  daisy  from  the  meadow,  the  sweet  wild  mountain  njse, 
The  motiest  little  pan.sy  that  in  the  woo<lland  grows.  , 

I'll  bring  in  all  their  beauty,  and,  oh.  what  joj'  'twill  be. 
To  kuow  that  up  iu  heaven  my  mother  watches  me. — C/ionm. 


,4. 
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THE   SPANISH   CAVALIER 

Oop.vrUrht.  ISSI,  by  Geo.  W.  Ha(;aiis. 

The  Words  and  Miudc  of  this  Sonir  will  lie  Ment  to  any  addreas,  poNt-paid.  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Somvjm  for  tJne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wel.iiian.  P.  O.  Box 

ItUCI,  New  York  City.    Postaire  .st<tjn|iH  taken  .laine  as  cash  for  nil  i>iir  (roods. 
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IX 


A  Spanish  c.ivalicr  stood  in  his  retreat. 

And  on  his  guitar  play'd  u  tune,  dear; 
The  music  so  sweet  they'd  oft-times  repeat, 

The  blessing  of  my  country  and  you,  dear. 

Ciionrs. 
Sav,  darling,  say,  when  I'm  far  away. 

Sometimes  you  may  think  of  me,  dear; 
Bright  sunny  days  will  soon  fade  awav. 

Remember  what  I  say  and  lie  true.  «lear. 

I'm  ofif  to  the  war,  to  the  war  I  mu.st  go. 
To  fight  for  my  country  and  you.  dear; 

But  if  f  should  fall  in  vain,  I  would  call 
The  blessing  of  my  country  and  you.  dear. — CfioT^iti 

When  the  war  is  o'er  to  you  I'll  return. 

Back  to  my  country  and  you,  dear; 
But  if  I  be  slain,  you  may  seek  me  in  vain,  "     ' 

I'lwn  the  battle-field  you  will  find  me. — ChoruK 


JUST  AS  OF  OLD. 

The  WonIs  and  Music  of  this  Sonft  will  Im>  sent  to  any  addresi.  (Kist-naid,  on  i-eceipt  of  40 

cent.';  or  this  and  any  two  other  8<>ii)r<  f<ir  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Welinuin,  P.  O.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    Postagre  ShuiiiM  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 


f 


Just  as  of  old,  the  moments  come  and  go,  j 

Tho  Spring  with  its  flowers,  iind  the  \\  inter  witli  its  snow: 
The  hours  pa.ss  awaj',  tiie  seasons,  Avarm  and  cold, 
And  lime  rolls  along  to-day  just  as  of  old.  j 

But.  ah,  how  we  change,  as  years  come  on  anew. 
The  heart  grows  strange  that  once  was  kind  and  true; 
And  dear  friends  part,  as  others  pass  awa}'. 
And  sadly  sighs  the  weary  heart  day  after  day.      -  ; 

Cnonus. 

But  just  as  of  old,  the  moments  come  and  go, 
Tlic  Spring  with  its  flowers,  and  the  Winter  with  its  snow: 
The  hours  pass  away,  the  .sea.soiis,  warm  and  cold, 
And  time  rolls  along  to-day  jusi  as  of  old. 

.lust  a«  of  old,  the  many  stars  appear, 

And  greet  us  again,  as  m  some  forgotten  year; 

The  flowers  bloom  anew,  and  rivers  ever  flow. 

Just  as  they  did  in  days  of  old,  lon^,  long  ago. 

But  why  should  we  sigh  when  hoping  for  the  best? 

As  years  roll  by  the  heart  will  find  its  rest; 

But  hoi>e  soon  dies,  and  sorrow  holds  her  sway. 

For  many  that  we  learn  to  prize  soon  pass  away. — Choru$. 
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HOWARD'S    CRADLE    SONG. 


CHEWING-   G-UM. 


The 


BYE-LOW,    BABY   BUNTING 

Copyri^-lit,  1SS3,  by  J.  K.  Mai-tiudoli". 

Words  »iiil  Musii;  of  thU  Song  will  Iw  sent  to  any  nddrvis,  p<jt<t-uaiU,  <m  r»;o«i|>t  i-f 
Kjnts;  or  this  aud  aiiv  two  ot)uT  Soutfs  for  itne  Poliar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnuui,  V.  O.  B<ix 
IS-a,  Sew  York  City.    I'outaje  StnniiH  tukeu  some  as  cash  for  all  our  yoods. 

lu  a  thutch-covorod  cot  iil  the  bend  of  the  road. 

That  leads  to  tlie  tar  distuut  town, 
A  mother  sits  singing  licr  baby  to  sleep,       '       : 

For  the  sun  it  is  fast  going  down; 
And  the  baby's  bright  eyes  are  heav^'  with  sleep. 

Still  a  white,  chubliy  arm  fondly  clings 
Round  that  tired  mother's  neck  as  she  rocks  to  aud  fro. 

Aud  this  old-fashioued  luUab}'  sings: 

CironiTS. 

Byc-iow,  baby  Bunting,         ,• 
Papa's  gone  a  huutiug,  .     • 

To  got  a  little  rabbit-skin, 
To  wrap  his  bal)y  iu. 

Xow  the  twilight's  gray  shadows  arc  shading  the  day. 

And  the  hills  wear  a  sini-guilded  crest. 
The  uKjlher  stops  singing,  sVeet  smiles  light  her  face, 

And  the  babe  lifts  liis  liead  from  her  breast; 
An  echoing  foot-fall  is  heard  drawing  near, 

The  door  ojiens  wide,  baby  .springs 
Into  papa's  strong  arms,  that  will  hold  baby  close 

To  his  heart  while  for  baby  he  sings: — Choru*. 


UNDER  THE   MOON. 

The  Woi-ds  II  lid  Music  of  tlils  S.ms;  will  be  Hsnt  to  any  address,  poKt-paid,  on  reci-iiK  of  -. 

contu;  or  till!*  ii:id  anv  two  otiier  Sonpfs  for  Onv  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  VVehinan,  I".  <  >.  Box 

18'Jl  Xew  York  City,    rostajfo  Stuiuiw  tiikcu  same  as  casli  for  all  our  gr.KKls. 


Send  your  name  and  addrww  to  IT.  J.  Weliman,  P.  O.  Box  IKS,  New  York  City,  and  moelTo 

by  return  mail  a  oouiuUto  Ciitnlogue  of  omt  3U00  Popular  li:ifirU«h  and  Oertnaii 

Songs— Free.     Poutage  St&nips  taken  same  as  oanh  for  all  our  gouda, 

1  courted  a  girl  named  Alice,  It  really  was  a  ein, 

r  worried  80  about  her,  it  made  mc  awful  thiu;  '' 

She  waiiu't  quite  perfection,  bad  habits  Bhc  had  one, 

And  that  was  worse  than  anything,  "twae  chewing  horrid  gum. 

CuoKtb.  V.  - 

1  never  got  a  word  from  lier  but  yum,  yum,  yum, 
Ucr  pretty  little  mouth  was  always  filled  with  chewing  gum;  ' 

For  she'd  eit  and  chew  'till  her  lips  got  black  and  blue, 
I  wish  she  would  get  through  with  chewing  gum,  g^m,  gum.    . 

To  parties  and  to  sociables,  of  course,  we  went  for  fun. 

But  she  never  went  out  evenings  without  her  mouth  chock  full  of  gum; 

And  when  I  tried  to  dance  with  her  upon  the  floor  or  licaih, 

I  couldn't  hear  the  music  for  the  rattle  of  her  teeth.  — Cuobi-s. 

I  took  her  out  a  riding,  the  horse  l)egan  to  rear. 
He  kicked  the  wagon  over,  sent  her  whizzing  t'urough  the  air; 
When  she  came  down  upon  the  grouud,  I  thought  that  she  was  dumb. 
For  the  only  sound  I  got  from  her  was  yum,  yum,  yum.— Chobub. 


Uuder  tiie  moon,  as  the  twilight  breeze 

Hippies  the  water  in  pulses  of  light,  -.        " 

We  stand  on  the  bridge  by  the  sycamore  trees, 

And  list  to  the  voice  that  comes  thro'  the  night; 
Uuder  tiie  elm-row,  misty  and  dark. 
Love's  sweet  laughter  rings  thro'  the  park, 
Sprinkled  with  many  a  dim.  red  lamp. 
Stretching  away  thro'  the  distance  damp; 
Hark!  'mid  the  foliage  blossom  with  Jimc, 
Tinkles  a  serenade  under  the  moon. 
Untler  the  moon,  as  the  twilight  breeze 

Ripples  the  water  iu  pulses  of  light. 
We  stand  on  the  bridge  by  the  sycamore  trees, 

And  list  to  the  voice  that  comes  thro'  the  night. 

Under  the  moon,  by  the  .soft  sea  shore, 
The  wind  walks  over  its  precious  floor 
('ourting  the  snow-white  bosomed  sails, 
Lighlly  dipping  through  azure  vales; 
Over  the  crisp  foam,  bearing  along 
The  musing  mariner's  midnight  song, 
As  by  the  rising  helm,  with  bands 
J.it  in  the  compa.ss  lamp  he  stands,  : 

Tliinking  of  tlioj^c  he  left  at  noon. 
Away  lie  U  bearing  under  the  moon. 
Under  the  moon,  as  tlic  twiliglit  breeze 

Ripples  the  water  in  pulses  of  light. 
We  stand  on  the  bridge  by  the  syc;imore  trees, 

And  list  to  the  voice  t!i:'.t  comes  thro'  the  night. 

Under  the  moon,  by  the  dusky  road, 

Pace  we  on  to  the  old  abode. 

The  listless  .splendor  floating  falls     ,  ■ 

O'er  ita  sycamor'd  rfH»f  and  walls; 

Peering  into  the  casement  nook,  .      "  ^  ^  •" 

Piled  with  many  a  brown  (lid  lK)ok,  v. 

Spirits  are  they  whose  pages  teem 

With  thoughtful  ditty  and  pictured  dream; 

Spirits  amid  whose  silence  soon  ■; 

Our  own  shall  slumbvr  under  the  moon. 

Under  the  moon,  as  the  twiiight  breeze 

Ripples  the  water  iu  pulses  of  light, 
We  stand  on  the  bri<lg(!  by  the  sycamore  trees,  :. 

And  list  to  the  voice  that  coine.s  thro'  the  night. 

— The  pretty  maiden  fell  overboard,  and  her  lover  leaned  over 
the  side  of  the  boat  as  she  rose  to  the  surface  and  said:  "  Give  nic 
your  hand."  "Please,  ask  papa,"  she  said,  as  she  sank  for  the 
second  time. 


Only  Remembered  by  What  I  Have  Done 

"Hie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Souff  will  'm'  sent  to  any  adili-ess.  p<)«it-iiaid.  on  reoelitt  of  40 

If  nts;  or  this  and  an,v  two  other  Son^s  tor  (»i.f  IXillar.  by  H.  J.  W  eliuian.  P.  < ).  Uox 

1823,  New  York  City.    Postage  StamiM  taken  tiauie  ais  eaah  for  all  our  gooda. 

Up  ami  away,  like  the  dew  of  the  morning 
Soaring  from  earth  to  its  home  in  the  sun. 

Thus  would  I  pass  from  the  earth  and  iLs  toiling. 
Only  remembered  by  what  I  have  done.  '  \ 

Ciioiius. 

Only  remembered,  only  rememberetl. 
Only  remembered  by  what  I  have  done; 

Only  remembered,  only  remembered,  ' 

Only  remembered  by  what  1  have  dune. 

Shall  I  be  missed  if  another  succeed  me. 
Reaping  the  fields  I  in  Spring-time  have  sown? 

No,  for  the  sower  may  pass  from  his  lalM)rs 
Only  rememberetl  by  what  he  has  done. — C'lujrus. 

Only  the  truth  that  in  life  I  have  sjjokeu, 

Only  the  seed  that  iu  earth  I  have  sown, 
These  shall  pass  onward  when  I  am  forgotten. 

Fruits  of  the  harvest  and  what  I  have  done. — Chortu. 

.     '    Oh,  when  the  Saviour  shall  make  up  his  jewels. 
When  the  bright  crowns  of  rejoicing  are  won, 
-  Then  will  his  faithful  and  weary  discijiles 

All  be  remembered  for  what  they  have  done. — Ctiorus. 


DoTigherty's  Boarding  House. 

I    Send  your  name  and  addi-css  to  H.  .1.  W'ehman,  P.  O.  Box  Il«23.  New  York  City,  and  re««iT-e 
!  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  Ku£lu<h  and  (i<*iiiian 

I  Song^s— Free.     PoKtage  Stampe  taken  same  an  ciudi  for  all  our  ^oods. 


I'm  going  to  try  aud  tell  you,  so  listen  unto  me. 
About  a  panic  boarding  house  in  Frog  street,  Xo.  3, 
Kept  by  a  man  named  Dougherty,  an  Irishman,  of  course, 
A  regular  European  North  American  boarding  house. 

Chorus. 
Cornellns  Slaughtery,  just  from  the  battery,  Timothy  Rj^gan,  Mike  Mc<>lu«. 
Big  foot  Hennessy,  Patsey  Leary,  all  iu  one  room,  number  two; 
Jerry  llawlcy,  the  man  from  Galwny,  Pat  McGione,  and  a  fellow  called  .'VIouse, 
Cobblers,  tailors,  coopers,  sailors,  down  at  Dougherty's  boardiug  house. 

On  week  days  we  have  liver,  on  Sundays  we  have  mnsh. 
And  when  the  bell  for  dinner  rings,  you  ought  to  sec  them  rush; 
And  the  way  they  make  the  landlord  stare  as  each  one  makes  a  grab, 
Aud  demolish  everything  they  see,  'twould  make  your  heart  feel  sad.- 


And  when  at  night  we  go  to  bed  and  try  and  get  some  sleep. 

Then  in  walks  big  O'Donnell  with  his  Xo.  35  feet; 

And  bedbugs,  too,  they  slick  like  glue,  and  jsromcnade  in  gangc. 

And  bottle-tailed  flies  get  on  your  eyes,  and  mosquitoes  ou  your  hand.  ■ 


-C'HOBC*. 


-Chorcb. 


— Before  marriage  a  true  lover  often  presents  his  sweetheart  with 
a  lock  of  his  hair,  after  marriage  she  helps  herself. 
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The  Celebrated  Speech  of  Robt.  Emmet. 

-   ,  LE.VDEU  OF  THE  IRISH  IXSURRECTIOX  OF  1801 


My  Lords: — I  am  asked  what  have  I  to  say  why  sentence  of 
death  should  not  be  pronounced  on  me  according  to  hiw?  I  have 
nothing  to  say  lluit  can  alter  your  predeterniinalion,  nor  that  it  will 
become  me  to  say,  with  any  view  to  the  mitigation  of  that  sentence 
"which  you  are  to  pronounce,  and  I  must  abide  by.  But  I  have 
that  to  say  which  interests  me  more  than  life,  and  which  you  have 
labored  (as  was  necessarily  your  office  in  the  present  circumstances 
of  this  oppressed  country)  to  destroy — I  have  much  to  say  why  my 
reputation  should  be  rescued  from  the  load  ot  false  accusations  and 
calumny  which  has  been  heaped  upcm  it.  I  do  not  imagine  that 
seated  wliere  you  are,  your  minils  can  be  so  free  from  impurity,  us 
to  receive  the  least  impression  from  what  I  am  going  to  utter.  I 
have  no  hopes  that  I  can  anchor  my  character  in  the  breasts  of  a 
'      Jf  I  Court  constituted  and  trammeled  as  this  is.     I  only  wish,  and  it  is 

the  utmost  I  expect,  that  your  Lordships  may  sufifer  it  to  float 
down  your  memories  untainted  by  the  foul  l)reath  of  prejudice, 
until  it  timls  some  more  hospitable  harbor  to  shelter  it  from  storm 
by  which  it  is  at  present  buffeted. 

Were  I  only  to  suffer  death,  after  being  adjudged  guilty  by  your 
tribunal,  I  should  bow  in  silence,  and  meet  the  fate  that  awaits  me 
without  a  murmur;  but  the  sentence  of  the  law  which  delivers  my 
body  to  the  executioner,  will,  through  the  ministry  of  that  law, 
labor  in  its  own  vindication,  to  consign  my  character  to  obloquy; 
for  there  must  be  guilt  somewhere;  whether  in  the  sentence  of 
court  or  in  the  catiustrophe,  prosperity  must  determine.  A  man  in 
my  situation,  mv  Lords,  hiis  not  only  to  encounter  the  difficulties 
of  fortune,  and  the  force  of  power  over  minds  which  have  cor- 
rupted or  subjugated,  but  the  difficulties  of  established  prejudice; 
ti»e  man  dies,  but  his  memory  lives;  that  mine  may  not  perish — 
that  it  may  live  in  the  respect  of  my  countrymen — I  seize  upon  this 
opportimity  to  vindicate  myself  from  some  of  the  charges  alleged 
against  me.  When  my  spirit  shall  be  wafted  to  a  more  friendly 
port — when  my  shade  shall  have  joined  the  bands  of  those  martyreil 
heroes  who  have  shed  their  blcjod  on  the  scaffold  anil  in  the  field, 
in  defense  of  their  country  and  virtue,  this  is  my  hope:  I  wish  that 
my  memory  and  name  may  animate  those  who  survive  me,  while 
I  look  down  with  complacency  on  the  destruction  of  that  perfidious 

fovernmunt,  wliich  upholds  its  dominion  by  blasphemy  of  the 
_Iost  High;  wliich  displays  its  powers  over  man  as  over  tlie  besists 
of  the  forests;  wliich  sets  man  upon  his  brother,  and  lifts  his  hand 
in  the  name  of  God  against  the  throat  of  his  fellow,  who  believes 
or  doubts  a  little  more  than  the  government  standard — a  government 
steeled  to  barbarity  by  the  cries  of  the  orphans  and  the  tears  of  the 
widows  which  it  has  made. 

[Here  Lord  Xurburv  luUTniptfcl  Mr.  Emmi-t — saylne  th.at  tho  mean  nnd  wloked  enthu- 
(ia^-ts  who  felt  ad  he  did,  were  itut  f<iual  to  tiio  accompilnhnit- nts  of  their  wild  desi|fus.J 

I  appeal  to  the  immaculate  aid — I  swear  by  the  throne  of  heaven, 
before  which  I  must  shortly  appear — b}-  the  blood  of  the  munlereil 
patriots  who  have  gone  before  me.  that  my  conduct  has  been, 
through  all  this  jK-ril  and  through  all  my  purposes,  governed  only 
by  the  convictions  which  I  have  uttered,  and  by  no  other  view  than 
that  of  their  cure  and  the  emancipation  of  my  country  from  the 
superhuman  oppression  under  which  she  has  so  long  and  too 
patiently  travailed;  and  I  contidertly  and  assuredly  hope  that,  wild 
and  chimerical  as  it  may  appear,  there  is  still  union  and  strength 
in  Ireland  to  accomplish  this  noblest  enterprise. 

Of  this  I  speak  with  tiie  confidence  of  intimate  knowledge,  and 
with  the  consolation  that  appertains  to  that  confidence.  Think 
not,  my  Lords,  I  say  this  for  the  petty  gratification  of  giving  you  a 
transitory  uneasiness;  a  man  who  never  yet  raised  his  voice  to  as- 
sert a  lie,  will  not  hazard  his  character  with  posterity  by  asserting 
a  falsehood  on  a  sulnect  so  important  to  his  country,  and  on  an 
occasiim  like  this.  Yes,  my  Lords,  a  man  that  does  not  wish  to 
have  his  epitaph  written,  until  his  country  is  lilierated,  will  not 
leave  a  weapon  in  the  power  of  envy,  nor  pretend  to  impeach  the 
probity  which  he  moans  to  preserve  even  in  the  grave  to  which 
tyranny  consigns  him. 

[Here  he  was  again  interrupted  by  the  court.] 

Again  I  say,  that  what  I  have  spoken  wa.s  not  intended  for  your 
Lordships,  whose  situation  I  commiserate  rather  than  envy — my  ex- 
pressions were  for  my  countrymen — if  there  is  a  true  Irishman 
present,  let  my  last  words  comfort  him  in  the  hour  of  affliction. 

[Herb  he  waso^aln  Interrupted;  Lord  N'orbury  said  he  did  not  nit  there  tohcartroaHon.] 

I  have  always  understcxMl  it  to  be  the  duty  of  a  judge,  when  a 
prisoner  has  been  convicted,  to  pronounce  the  sentence  of  law;  I 
have  also  understood  that  judges  sometimes  think  it  their  duty  to 
hear  with  patience,  and  to  speak  with  humanity;  to  exhort  the 
victim  of  the  laws,  and  to  offer,  with  tender  lienignity,  his  opinion 
of  the  motives  by  which  he  was  actuated  in  the  crime  of  which  he 
was  adjudged  guilty.  That  a  judge  hixs  thought  it  his  duty  so  to 
have  done,  I  have  no  doubt;  but  where  is  the  boasted  freedom  of 
your  institutions— where  is  the  vaunted  impartiality,  clemency,  and 


mildness  of  your  courts  of  justice,  if  an  unfortunate  prisoner  whom 
3'our  policy,  and  not  your  justice,  is  about  to  deliver  into  the  hands 
of  the  executioner,  ia  not  suffered  to  explain  his  motives  sincerely 
and  truly,  and  to  vindicate  the  principles  by  which  he  was 
actuated? 

My  Lords,  it  may  be  a  part  of  the  system  of  angry  justice  to  bow 
a  man's  mind  by  liumiliation  to  the  proposed  ignomity  of  the 
scaffold — but  worse  to  me  than  the  projwsed  shame,  or  the  scaffold's  I 
terrors,  would  be  the  shame  of  such  foul  and  unfounded  imputa- 
tions OS  have  been  laid  against  me  in  this  court.     You,  my  Lord, 
are  a  Judge;  I  am  the  supposed  culprit;  I  am  a  man;  you  are  a  | 
man  also;   by  a  revolution  of  power,  we  mi^ht  change  places, 
though  we  never  could  change  characters.     If  I  stand  at  the  bar  of 
this  court,  and  dare  not  vindicate  my  character,  what  a  farce  is 
your  justice;   if  I  stand  at  this  bar  and  dare  not  vindicate  my 
character,  how  dare  you  calumniate  it?      Dt)es  the  sentence  of' 
death,  which  your  unhallowed  policy  inflicts  upon  my  body,  con- 
demn my  tongue  to  your  silence,  and  my  reputation  to  reproach? 
Your  executioner  may  abridge  the  peri(xi  of  my  existence,  but  while  I 
I  exist  I  shall  not  forbear  to  vindicate  my  character  and  my  motives 
from  your  aspersions;  and  as  a  man.  to  whom  fame  is  dearer  than 
life,  I  will  make  the  last  use  of  that  life  in  doing  justice  to  that 
reputation  which  is  to  live  after  me,  and  which  is  the  only  legacy 
I  can  leave  to  those  I  hi^nor  and  love,  and  for  whom  I  am  proud  to 
perish. 

As  men,  my  Lords,  we  must  appear  on  the  great  day  at  one 
common  tribunal,  anil  it  will  then  remain  for  the  Searcher  of  all 
hearts  to  show  a  collective  universe,  who  wils  engaged  in  the  most 
virtuous  actions  or  actuated  by  the  purest  motive — my  coimtry's 
oppressors,  or 

[Here  he  wns  again  iiitorrupted,  and  told  to  listen  to  tho  xentence  of  the  law.] 

My  Lords,  will  a  dying  man  be  denied  the  legal  privilege  of  ex- 
culpating himself  in  the  eyes  of  the  community,  of  an  undeserved 
reproach  thrown  upon  him  during  the  triid  by  charging  him  with 
ambition,  and  attempting  to  cast  away,  for  a  paltry  consideration, 
the  liberties  of  his  country?  Why  did  your  Lord.ships  insult  me? 
or  rather,  why  insult  justice,  in  demanding  of  me  why  sentence  of 
death  should  not  be  pronounced  against  me?  I  know,  my  Lord, 
that  form  prescribes  that  you  should  ask  the  question— tho  form 
also  implies  the  right  of  answering.  This,  no  doubt,  may  be 
dispensed  with,  and  so  might  the  whole  ceremony  of  the  trial,  since 
sentence  was  already  pronounced  at  the  Castle,  l*efoie  your  jury 
was  empanuelled.  \our  Lordships  are  but  the  priests  of  the 
Oracle,  and  I  submit — but  I  insist  on  the  whole  of  the  forms. 

(Here  Mr.  Emmet  iMtuwd,  and  the  Court  desired  him  to  proceed.1 

I  am  charged  with  being  an  emissary  of  France.  An  emissary 
of  France!  and  for  what  end?  It  is  alleged  that  I  wish  to  sell  the 
iude{K'ndence  of  my  country!  and  for  what  end?  Was  this  the 
object  of  my  ambition?  and  is  this  the  mode  by  which  a  tribunal 
of  justice  reconciles  contradictions?  No!  I  am  no  emissary;  and 
my  ambition  was  to  hold  a  place  among  the  deliverers  of  my 
country — not  in  power,  nor  in  profit,  but  in  the  glory  of  the 
achievement.  Sell  my  country's  indeixjndence  to  France!  and  for 
what?  Was  it  for  a  change  of  masters?  No,  but  for  ambition. 
O,  my  country!  was  it  i)ersonal  ambition  that  could  influence  me? 
Had  it  been  the  soul  of  my  actions,  could  I  not,  by  my  education 
and  fortune — by  the  rank  and  consideration  of  my  family,  have 
l>laced  myself  amongst  the  proudest  of  my  country's  oppressors? 
^ly  country  was  my  idol;  to  it  I  sacrificed  every  selfish,  every  en- 
dearing sentiment— imd  for  it  I  now  offer  up  my  life.  Oh.  God! 
No!  my  Lord,  I  acted  as  an  Irishman,  determined  on  delivering 
my  country  from  the  yoke  of  a  foreign  and  unrelenting  tyranny, 
and  the  more  gidling  yoke  of  a  domestic  faction,  which  is  its  joint 
partner  and  perpetrator  in  the  parricide,  for  the  ignominy  of  exist- 
ing with  an  exterior  of  .splendor  and  a  conscious  depravity;  it  was 
the  wish  of  my  heart  to  extriciite  my  country  from  this  doubly 
ri vetted  despotism.  I  wished  to  place  her  independence  bcj'ond 
the  rea(;h  of  any  power  on  earth — I  wislied  to  exalt  her  to  that 
proud  station  in  the  world. 

Connection  with  France  was  indeed  intended,  but  only  as  far  as 
mutual  interest  would  sanction  or  require.  Were  they  to  assume 
any  authority  inconsistent  with  the  purest  independence,  it  would 
be  the  signal  for  their  destruction;  we  .sought  aid,  and  we  sought 
it  as  if  we  had  assurance  we  should  obtain  it — as  auxiliaries  in  war 
and  allies  in  peace. 

Were  the  French  to  come  as  invaders  or  enemies,  uninvited  by 
the  wishes  of  the  people,  I  should  oppose  them  to  the  utmost  of  niv 
strength.  Yes,  my  countrN'inen,  I  would  meet  them  on  the  beach 
witli  a  sword  in  one  hand  and  a  torch  in  the  other;  I  would  meet 
tliem  with  all  the  destructive  fury  of  war,  and  I  would  animate  my 
countrymen  to  immolate  them  in  their  boats,  before  they  had  con- 
taminated the  soil  of  my  country.  If  they  succeeded  in  'ending, 
iind  if  forced  lo  retire  before  superior  discipline,  I  would  di.spute 
every  inch  of  ground,  burn  every  blade  of  grass  before  them,  and 
the  last  entrenchment  of  liberty  should  be  my  grave.     What  I 
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could  not  do  myself,  if  I  should  fall,  I  would  leave  as  a  lust  charge 
,  t<>  my  countrymen  to  accomplish,  because  I  should  feel  conscitHis 
,|  that  life,  any  more  than  death,  is  profitable  when  a  foreign  nation 
;  holds  my  country  in  subjection. 
^      But  it  was  not  as  an  enemy  that  the  succours  of  France  were  to 

land.  I  looked  indeed  for  the  assistance  of  France,  but  I  wished 
^  to  prove  to  France  and  to  all  the  world,  that  Irishmen  deserved  to 
'  l)c  assisted;  that  they  were  indignant  at  slavery,  and  ready  to  assert 
*>  the  independence  and  liberty  of  their  country!^ 
<•  1  wished  to  procure  for  my  country  the  guarantee  which 
(  Washington  procured  for  America.     To  procure  an  aid  which,  by 

<  its  example,  would  be  as  important  as  its  valor — disciplined,  gallant, 

<  pregnant  with  science  and  experience,  who  would  preserve  tlie 
<;  go(Hl,  and  polish  tlie  rough  points  of  our  character;  they  would 
,'  et)ine  to  us  as  strangers  and  leave  us  as  friends,  after  sharing  our 
'  jwrils  and  elevating  our  destiny.  These  were  my  objects — not  to 
^  receive  new  task-makers,  but  to  expel  old  tx'rants;  these  were  my 
'  views,  and  these  only  became  Irishmen.  It  was  for  these  ends  I 
{  sought  aid  from  France,  because  France,  even  as  an  enemy,  could 
''  not  be  more  implacable  than  the  enemy  already  in  the  bosom  of  my 
^  country 

<  [Here  he  wMa^ainlntomipUMl  by  Uie  Court.] 

<  I  have  been  charged  with  that  importance  in  the  efforts  to 
(,  emancipate  my  country,  as  to  be  considered  the  keystone  of  the 
^^  combination  of  Irishmen,  or  as  your  Lordship  expressed  it,  ''the 
^  life  and  blood  of  the  conspiracy."  You  do  me  honor  over  much, 
.  you  have  given  to  the  subaltern  all  the  credit  of  a  superior.  Tlieru 
*"  are  engaged  in  this  conspiracy,  who  are  not  only  superior  to  me, 
^.  but  even  to  your  own  conception  of  yourself,  my  *Lord,  before  tlie 
^  splendor  of  whose  genius  and  virtues  I  should  bow  with  respectful 
^  deference,  and  who  would  think  themselves  dishonored  to  be  called 

<  your  friend,  and  who  would  not  disgrace  themselves  by  shukiug 
(  your  blood-stained  hand.  ,    .  -  -  ■  • 

(      [Here  be  was  a^aln  interruptod.] 

<  What,  my  Lord!  shall  you  tell  me  on  the  passage  to  that  scaffold, 
,;'  which  tiiat  tyranny  (of  which  you  are  only  the  intermediar^-execu- 
,  tioner)  has  erected  for  my  murder,  that  I  am  accountable  for  all 
,  the  blood  that  has  and  will  be  shed  in  this  struggle  of  the  oppressed 
;  against  the  oppressor — shall  you  tell  me  this,  and  shall  I  be  so  very 

a  slave  as  not  to  repel  it? 
'      I  do  not  fear  to  approach  the  Omnipotent  Judge,  to  answer  for 

<  the  conduct  of  my  whole  life,  and  am  I  to  be  appalled  and  falsified 
<•  by  a  mere  remnant  of  mortality  here?  By  you,  too,  who,  if  it  were 
i  (Kissible  to  collect  all  the  innocent  blood  that  you  have  cause<l  to  be 
^  shed  in  your  unhallowed  ministry,  into  one  great  reservoir,  your 
}  Lordship  might  swim  in  it. 

J     [Here  Uii' JutlKe  inU'rferud.]  '       '      - 

Let  no  man  dare,  when  I  am  dead,  to  charge  me  with  dishonor. 
Let  no  man  attaint  my  memory  by  believing  that  I  could  have  en- 
gaged in  any  cause  but  of  my  country,  liberty  and  independence, 
or  that  I  became  the  pliant  mmion  of  power,  m  the  oppression  or 
the  miseries  of  my  countrymen.  The  proclamation  of  the  Pro- 
visional Government  si)cak3  for  our  views;  no  inference  can  be 
tortured  from  it  to  countenance  barbarity  or  debasement  at  home, 
or  subjection,  humiliation,  or  treachery  from  abroad;  I  would  not 
have  submitted  to  a  foreign  oppressor,  for  the  same  reason  that  I 
would  resist  the  present  domestic  oppressor.  In  the  dignity  of 
freedom,  I  would  have  fought  on  the  threshold  of  my  country,  and 
its  enemy  should  only  enter  by  passing  over  my  lifeless  corpse. 
And  am  I,  who  liveil  but  for  my  country,  and  who  have  subjected 
myself  to  the  dangers  of  the  jealous  and  watchful  oppressor,  and 
the  Ixmdage  of  the  grave,  only  to  give  my  countrymen  their  rights 
and  my  country  her  mdepcudence — am  I  to  be  loaded  with  calumny, 
and  not  suffered  to  resent  or  repel  itV    No,  God  forbid! 

(Here  Lord  Norbury  told  Mr.  E^met  Uiut  his  scntiineutR  and  language  dixgraced  his 
family  and  tMlut-atiun,  but  more  |iarticulai-ly  his  father,  Dr.  Emmet  who  vraa  a  man,  if 
aiivv,  that  would  not  countenance  such  opioiona.] 

If  the  spirits  of  the  illustrious  dead  participate  in  the  concerns 
and  cares  of  those  who  are  dear  to  them  in  this  transitory  life — O, 
ever  dear  and  venerated  shade  of  my  departed  father,  look  down 
with  scrutiny  up<m  the  conduct  of  your  suffering  son,  and  see  if  I 
have  ever  for  a  moment,  deviated  from  those  principles  of  morality 
and  patriotism  which  it  was  your  care  to  instil  into  my  youthful 
mind,  and  for  which  I  am  now  to  offer  up  mj'  life. 

My  Lord,  you  are  impatient  for  the  sacrifice — the  blood  which 
you  seek  is  not  congealed  by  the  artificial  terrors  that  surround 
your  victim;  it  circulates  warmly  and  unruffled  through  the 
channels  which  God  created  for  a  nobler  purpose,  but  which  you 
are  bent  to  destroy,  for  purposes  so  giievous  that  they  cry  to  heaven. 
Be  ye  patient.  I  have  but  a  few  more  words  to  say.  I  am  going 
to  my  cold  and  silent  graver  my  lamp  of  life  is  nearly  extinguished; 
my  race  is  run;  the  grave  opens  to  receive  me,  and  I  sink  into  its 
bosom.  I  have  but  one  request  to  ask  at  ray  departure  from  tliis 
world;  it  is  the  charity  of  its  silence.  Let  no  man  write  my  epitixph, 
for  as  no  man  who  knows  my  motives  dare  now  vindicate  them, 
let  not  prejudice  or  ignorance  asperse  them.    Let  them  and  me  re- 


pose in  obscurity  and  peace,  and  my  tomb  remain  uninscribed, 
until  other  times,  and  other  men  can  do  justice  to  my  cliaracter. 
When  my  country  takes  her  place  among  the  nations  of  the  eartlk/ 
— then,  and  not  till  then — let  my  epitaph  be  written.     I  have  done. 


One  day,  previous  to  Emmet's  trial,  as  tLe  Governor  was  going 
his  rounds,  he  entered  Emmet's  room  rather  abruptly,  and  observ- 
ing a  remarkable  expression  in  his  countenance,  lie  aiK>logized  for 
the  interruption.  He  had  a  fork  fixed  to  his  little  deal  table,  and 
appended  to  it  there  was  a  tress  of  hair,  "  You  see,"  said  he  to  the 
keeiKT,  "  how  inflocently  I  have  been  occupied;  tliis  little  tress  has 
been  long  dear  to  me*  and  I  am  plaiting  it  to  wear  in  my  bosom  on 
the  day  of  my  execution."  On  the  day  of  that  fatal  event  there 
was  found,  sketched  by  his  own  hand  M'ith  a  pen  and  ink,  upon 
that  ver)'  table,  an  admirable  likeness  of  himself,  the  head  severed 
from  the  body  which  lay  neaf  it,  surrounded  by  the  scaffold,  the 
axe  and  all  the  paraphernalia  of  a  high  treason  execution.  What 
a  strange  union  of  tenderness,  enthusiasm  and  fortitude  do  not  the 
above  traits  of  character  exhibit.  His  fortitude,  indeed  never  for- 
sook him;  on  the  night  pre\ious  to  his  death,  he  slept  as  soundly 
as  ever;  and  when  the  fatal  morning  dawned,  he  arose,  knelt  down 
and  prayed,  ordered  some  milk,  which  he  drank,  wrote  two  letters, 
and  then  desired  the  sheriffs  to  be  informal  that  he  was  ready. 
When  they  came  to  his  room,  he  said  he  had  two  requests  to  make 
one  that  his  arms  mijlit  be  left  us  loose  as  possible,  which  was 
humanely  acceded  to.  '  I  make  the  other,'  said  he,  '  not  under  any 
idea  that  it  can  1x5  granted,  but  that  it  may  be  held  in  remembrance 
that  I  have  made  it:  it  is,  that  I  may  be  permitted  to  die  in  my 
green  uniform.'  This,  of  course,  wjis  not  allowed  him — and  the 
U!<]uest  seemed  to  have  no  other  object  than  to  show  that  he  gloried 
ill  the  cause  for  which  he  had  to  suffer. 

"  Whether  on  the  scaffold  high. 
Or  in  the  battleV  van, 
V  •   ■■  The  noblest  place  for  inan  to  die 

I.  where  he  dies  for  man." 


^  »  » 


ONLY  A  RING-LET  OP  HAIR 


Oopyricrht,  1883,  by  Frank  B.  Baynea. 
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Only  a  ringlet  of  hair, 

Tinted  with  sunlight's  bright  hue, 
Mingling  with  tresses  so  fair. 

Fairer  no  lover  e'er  knew; 
Like  a  bright  sunbeam  it  fell, 

Binding  my  heart  in  its  snare,  , 

•  Weaving  around  me  love's  spell,        .  ^ 

Tho'  but  a  ringlet  of  hair. 

Chorus. 

I    Precious  it  is  unto  me. 

Naught  with  this  tress  can  compare, 
■     How  my  heart  beats  when  I  see 
This  golden  ringlet  of  hair. 

Bright  the  stairs  twinkled  above  .■ -^ 

When  by  the  beautiful  sea, 
This,  as  a  token  of  love, 

Jennie  bestowetl  upon  me; 
Warm  on  my  lips  was  her  kiss, 
'  Maiden  so  sweet  and  so  fair. 

Thus  do  I  treasure  this  tress. 

Only  a  ringlet  of  hair. — Chorua. 

Wedded  for  years  we  have  been,  ""  - 

She  is  a  true  loving  wife. 
Still  of  my  heart  she  is  queen. 

Solace  and  joy  of  my  life;  '  '  .   -^ 

Beautiful  still  to  my  eyes. 

No  one  with  her  can  compare, 
Thus  do  I  treasure  and  prize 
;■"      This  golden  ringlet  of  hair. — Chorus. 


m*m 


■A  small  tire  in  Chicago  the  other  evening  was  put  out  by  the 
householder  sacrificing  to  the  flames  a  pitcher  of  beer  he  had  just ! 


bought. 


It  is  easy  to  sec  that  this  man  was  no  Anarchist. 


— There  was  a  feud  between  the  four-j-ear-old  young  lady  and  > 
her  atmt,  which  came  at  last  to  declared  hostilities.    But  the  little  \ 
lady  knelt  down  at  night  and  said  her  prayers:  "  Bless  papa  and  I 
bless  mamma,  and"— there  came  a  long  ominous  pause— "bless 
auntie;  but  if  you  can't  bless  her  it  doesn't  matter." 
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I  Have  Something  Sweet  to  Tell  You. 

The  Woitls  ami  Mu-<ic  of  tlii«  Son;;  will  b,"  *>nt-to  any  addrt-ss  |>(>Hl{ial(l,  on  receipt  of  *0 

ceatM:  i>r  thi-i  and  an,v  two  otlitr  ^^onj^;)  for  Ono  Dollar,  by  U.  J.  Wehmun,  K  O.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    FosUtge  iitainps  taken  tuuue  aii  eauh  (or  all  our  gooda. 

I  have  something  sweet  to  tell  you, 

But  the  secret  you  must  keep. 
And,  remember,  if  it  isn't  light, 

I'm  talking  in  my  sleep; 
For  I  know  I  am  but  dreaming, 

When  I  think  your  h)ve  is  mine,   , 
And  I  know  they  are  but  seeming. 

All  the  hopes  that  round  me  shine, 

Ciiouus. 

I  have  something  sweet  to  tell  you, 

But  the  secrelyou  must  keep. 
And,  remember,  if  it  isn't  right, 

I'm  talkiug  in  my  sleep. 

So,  remember,  when  I  tell  you 

What  I  cannot  longer  keep, 
"We  are  none  of  us  responsible 

For  what  we  say  in  sleep; 
My  pretty  secret's  coming,        ^ 

Oh,  listen  with  your  hearts, 
And  you  shall  hear  it  humming 

So  close  'twill  make  you  start. — C'honu. 

.;  Oh,  .shut  your  eyo3  so  earnest, 

Or  mine  w  ill  wildly  weep; 
I  love  you,  I  atlore  you,  but 

I'm  talking  in  my  sleep; 
For  I  know  I  am  but  dreaming, 

Wiien  I  think  your  love  is  mine, 
And  1  know  tiiey  are  but  seeming, 

All  the  hopes  that  round  me  shine. — Chorui. 


THE    OLD   STREET   LAMP. 


CopjrriKht,  1886,  by  J.  .\L  Stoddait  &  Co. 
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oeuts;  ur  thu  and  any  two  otlit-r  Sun^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \V  i-hnian,  P.  O.  Boi 

ItkS,  New  Vurk  City.     I''Ml4t|fe  Stanipii  taken  aante  u.^  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


By  the  quaiut  old  flower  markt-l,  wht-re  the  wlndiii}:  crosswayu  meet, 
An  old  street  lamp  was  shiiiin-;  for  the  lact  time  in  the  Btreet;  , 

It  thought  of  all  the  fucee  that  had  lo\cd  its  kindly  ray,  ' 

Oh,  Bome  were  changed  with  passing  years,  and  some  were  gone  aw«y; 
The  young,  the  old,  the  happy,  and  the  far-off  quiet  dead. 
The  old  street  lamp  remembered  all,  and  thii  i.^  what  it  said: 

ClIOKlS. 

It  was  shining  for  the  latt  lime  as  it  bhone  in  days  of  yore. 

And  the  faceH  and  the  tender  dreamo  came  hack,  came  back  once  more; 

It  was  shining  for  the  la.^t  time  as  it  shone  in  days  of  yore. 

And  the  faces  and  the  tender  dreams  came  back,  came  back  once  more. 


Long  ago,  one  night  in  Winter,  I  was  bhiuing  down  the  street, 

A  lover  came  beneath  me  and  perused  a  letter  sweet; 

I  shone  upon  his  fair  head,  and  I  heard  the  wonls  he  said: 

"  My  love,  my  love,  the  golden  days  when  we  ax  last  are  wed! '' 

I  saw  him  pus?  away,  and  his  face  was  blithe  jind  gay. 

But  all  his  words  arc  in  my  heart  forever  nud  for  aye.— Chorus. 

That  other  night  In  Winter  I  was  shining  down  the  street, 

I  saw  a  bier  with  lilieo,  and  n  maiden  while  and  sweet; 

I  saw  a  low  bent  head,  and  I  heard  the  words  he  sai<l: 

'•  My  love,  my  love,  I  am  alone,  my  love,  my  heart  is  dead! " 

I  saw  him  pass  away,  and  his  head  was  bowed  and  gray. 

But  all  his  words  are  in  my  heart  forever  and  for  aye.— Chorus. 


OLD    KING-   COLE. 


TI»e  Words  and  Mnnlc  of  this  Sontr  will  be  Bcnt  in  any  oddi-ess.  (Kwt-iiaid,  on  reeeipt  of  W 

cent«:  orthisnnil  any  t.vooUiir  Sonars  for  One  DolUir,  by  H.  J.  U<  hinan,  P.  O.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    ru.<.taj;e  SU:n>s  taken  t>aiue  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


You  Can  Do  It,  If  You  Want  To.  , 

The  Words  and  Mu.-*te  of  this  Son?  will  Ih;  .wiit  to  nny  addrew,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

eent.M:  or  this  and  any  two  othiT  Smi'rH  for  O.x.-  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  R  O.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.     Poolvi^e  Sui.iiiu  tukcn  suniu  as  eush  fur  ull  uur  KOoUs. 

I  once  was  deep  in  love  w  ith  a  cliarming  little  dear, 
And  when  in  her  society  1  always  felt  .so  queer, 
I  mustered  \i\>  my  cluck  and  a.sked  her  for  a  kiss, 
She  blushed  and  hesitated,  and  answered  like  this: 

Cironcs. 
Yoti  can  do  it,  if  you  want  to. 
For  I  really  can't  resi.»«t  you: 
You  are  such  a  charming  fellow. 
To  refuse  you  is  absurd. 

As  time  pa-ssed  on  I  found  I'd  have  to  get  a  wife, 

I  asked  her  if  she'd  like  to  be  my  better  half  thro'  life; 

Her  answer  was,  yes,  so  to  papa  I  went. 

As  I'd  money  plenty,  why,  he  quickly  gave  consent. 

Spoken— Yes,  as  I  was  well  fl.\ed,  so  I  a.skcd  the  old  jjeut  for 
his  dauicliter's  hand,  heart  and  soforlh.  "  Well,  I've  no  objection, 
of  course;  you  know  Galatea  hasn't  any  money,  but  as  you  love 
her,  why,  that  tlon  t  make  any  differeuce,  and  us  to  marrying  her 
my  dear  boy,  wliy,  " — ChoruM. 

I  went  with  rapid  steps  to  tell  her  of  my  plan, 

And  found  her  sitting  on  the  lap  of  a  handsome  looking  man; 

I  .scarce  believed  my  eyes,  and  started  with  di.smay, 

And  as  she  whis-pered  in  his  ear,  I  plainly  heard  her  say: 

Spoken—"  Nevermind,  Charley,  even  if  I  do  marry  that  snoozer, 
it  won't  make  any  dilfeience,  I'll  love  you  just  the  same  as  ever." 
Jeiness  Kiver!  wasn't  I  mad;  I  told  her  she  was  false  to  me  and 
that  I  would  never  many  her,  that  I  would  not  believe  her  if  .she'd 
make  a  slatenu'iit;  and  as  for  Cliarley,  why,  he  could  have  her  and 
welcome.  I  told  her  I  would  leave,  and  .she  would  never  set  her 
eyes  ou  me  again.     I  hope  I  may  never  if  .she  didn't  sjiy: — C'lioma. 

The  moral  of  my  talc  you  all  can  plainly  sec. 
Don't  marry  any  Lnrl,  my  boys,  tlio'  handsome  she  may  be, 
Uiiles.«  she  love  Iml  you,  I  guess  you'll  tiiid  I'm  right. 
They're  bound  to  have  a  Cliarley  when  you're  out  of  sight. 

Spoken— Y'es,  and  all  I've  got  to  .say  is,  if  any  of  you  ohap.s 
want  to  marry  such  a  girl  as  that,  why, — (Jlwrm. 


Old  King  Cole  was  a  nieny  old  soul. 

And  a  men  v  old  soul  was  he; 
He  called  for  Ids  pipe,  and  he  called  for  his  glass. 

And  he  called  for  his  fiildlers  three. 
Every  tiddler  had  a  line  liddle. 

And  a  very  flue  fiddle  had  he; 
Twcedle  twee,  tweetUc  twee,  went  the  tiddler, 

Tweedle,  tweeiUe  twee. 

CnoRCS. 

And  .so'merry  we'll  all  be, 

Tweedle  twee; 
For  there's  none  .so  rare  as  can  compare 

To  the  sons  of  harmony. 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul, 

And  a  merry  old  soul  was  he; 
He  called  for  his  piiu",  and  he  calle*!  for  hii«  glass. 

And  he  called  for  his  pipers  three. 
Every  pijier  had  a  line  pipe, 

Atid  a  very  fine  pi|)e  had  he; 
Totxlle  loo,  toodle  loo,  went  the  piiwr, 

Toodle,  UmkIIc  loo; 
Tweedle,  tweedle  twee,  went  the  fiddler. — Clvorvt. 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul,  \ 

And  a  merry  old  soul  was  he; 
He  called  for  his  ])ii>e,  and  he  called  for  his  gla.ss 

And  he  called  for  his  harjxjrs  three.  , 

Every  harper  had  a  line  harj),  ', 

And  a  very  fine  harp  had  he; 
Twang-a-twang,  twang-a-twang,  went  the  harjier. 

Twang  atwaiig-a-twang; 
Tooille  loo,  toodle  loo,  went  the  piix;r, 

Tweedle-dee,  tweedlc-dee,  went  the  fiddler.  — C'Awua. 


Old  King  Colo  was  a  merry  old  .soul. 

And  a  ineny  <Jd  soul  wjis  he; 
He  called  for  liis  injH.',  and  he  called  for  his  glass. 

And  he  ialle<i  for  his  drummers  three. 
Every  dnimii.er  had  a  fine  <lnnu,       ,    . 

And  a  very  tiia;  'Irum  liad  he; 
liub-a-dub,  rub  a-dub,  went  the  drummer. 

Iliib-a-dub,  iniiib; 
T\v;ing-a-t\\ang.  twanga-twang.  went  the  harper, 

To().i!e  loo,  io<nilc  loo,  went  tlit;  i»i|)er, 
Tv.'cedle-dce,  tweedlc-dcc,  went  the  tiddler. — Vho-nn. 


■  r 


I 


1 


-^-   ■■■ 


zza 


■-^-  • 


■>  11 


■■>:-■ 


iil- 


^ 


Mamma's  Black  Baby  Boy. 

OopyrlgUt,  1880,  by  Wiite,  Sinlth  &  Co. 


1 


I  Stole  all  (loin  'lasses  from  olT  of  de  shelf, 

I'm  inaiiuiia's  black  bal)y  boy; 
And  I  spilt  all  dat  swcctncs*  all  over  myself, 

I'm  mamma's  l>lack  baby  boy. 
She  sends  me  to  school  most  ebery  day, 
I  pick  up  my  books  and  I  rim  away; 
I  come  home  again  and  my  ma  she  will  say, 

I'm  her  little  black  baby  boy. 

I'm  my  mamma's  liaby  boy, 

I'm  my  mamma's  baby  boy;  .. 

Oh,  they  sjiy  I'm  complete,       - 

And  my  ma  says  I'm  sweet — 

I'm  my  mamma's  black  baby  boy.        > 

She  gives  me  ton  cents  to  buy  mo  a  drum. 

For  I'm  mamma's  l)laclr  baby  boy; 
So  I  dropped  in  a  store  and  I  bought  me  some  gum, 

I'm  my  mamma's  black  baby  boy. 
I  staggered  and  fell  all  over  the  place. 
The  mud  it  did  spatter  all  over  my  face; 
The  people  all  said  that  I  was  a  disgrace. 

For  I'm  mamma's  black  babj  boy. — Chorua. 

She  gave  me  new  hut  and  a  race  suit  of  clothes. 

For  I'm  mamma's  black  baby  boy; 
But  my  hat  was  too  large  and  it  covered  my  uose. 

But  I'm  mamma's  black  baby  boy. 
She  will  send  me  to  school  and  learn  me  to  dance, 
When  a  man  'round  the  ball-room  I'll  iJnmce; 
Last  night  I  came  home  Avith  uo  seat  to  my  pant:>, 

But  I'm  mamma's  black  baby  boy. — Chorus.    • 


Dar's  a  Lock  on  de  Ch.icken-Coo"D  Door. 


Copyright,  188C,  by  Chtis.  D.  Blake  &  Co. 


'  The  Words  and  MuhIc  of  tills  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pO!<!-j>.Ti(l.  on  recoipt  of  40 

centti:  or  thin  lUid  ajiy  two  otlu-r  Houjfs  for  One  Dolla'-,  by  H.  .J.  \\  •  liiunn,  I".  O.  box 

1823,  New  York  City.    I'uiitaife  Stamps  token  t>auio  aa  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Dis  kentry's  gwine  to  de  dogs  at  la.st, 

When  de  farmer  sets  a  watch, 
And  a  big  bull-dog  and  a  big  st«el  trap 

In  de  watermelon  patch; 
An' wus  dan  all,  dat's  happened  3'et, 

Dat  makes  us  feel  .sore, 
Where  eber  you  tral»el  around  you'll  find 

Dar's  a  lock  on  de  chickeu-coop  door. 

■-'■■"  CnoRUS. ",     '..'■'..:::.■;- ^ 

'         Oh!  Aunt  Susan:  .      :      y" .    ■ 

Did  you  eber  hear  ob  dat  before? 
-,         •  Where  eber  you  trabel  around  3'ou'll  lind 

Dar's  a  lock  on  de  chicken-coop  door.  .     - 

De  pullets  di^y  flop  doir  wings  and  crow 

When  a  darkt-y  i)as.ses  b}', 
Dey  seem  to  say,  dat  dey  can't  be  cotched. 

And  it  ain't  no  use  to  try.  -  * 

Oh.  Gabriel,  blow  de  mighty  horn,  • 

We  can't  stiiy  liere  no  more,  .  \ 

For  if  we  do  we'll  starve  to  death, 

Dar's  a  lock  on  dc  chickeu-coop  door. — Chorus. 

And  wiien  we've  a  wedding  party  now, 

Oh,  what  am  we  gwinc  to  do?  , 

Oh,  where  am  de  pullets  coming  from 

For  to  put  dat  parly  froo? 
Oh,  hang  up  de  banjo  on  de  wall. 

We'll  rattle  de  bones  no  more, 
Dis  kentry's  gwine  to  l!ic  dogs  at  la«t. 

Dar's  a  lock  on  de  cliicken-coop  door. — Chorus. 


I 


) 


— "You  have  to  work  pretty  hard,  don't  you?"  said  a  good 
natured  old  gentleman  t«  a  car  driver.  "  Well,  j-es,  but  I  have  no 
cause  to  complain."  "  Why  not?  "  "  Because  ray  boss  is  so  liberal 
that  he  gives  me  nearly  eighteen  hours  a  day  to  do  my  work  in, 
while  you  poor  bankers  have  to  crowd  your  work  into  about  four 
hours." 


nie  Wordis  and  )Iuxic  of  this  Son^r  will  be  sent  to  any  addrt-ss,  iKistpaid,  on  receipt  of  W 

eents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soaifs  for  Oao  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Vvohnum,  P.  O.  Box 

1^,  Kew  York  City.    P<.>stage  Stampii  takea  same  as  casiU  for  aU  our  good^. 


I  Cannot  Sing  That  Song  To-Night. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  S.  T.  Gordon  <St  Son. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontjs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  ehiuau,  P.  O.  Box 

IS'iS,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stumps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 

•"'_-  I  cannot  Sing  that  son^  to-night, 

•  For  in  its  words  and  music  dwell. 

While  all  3  our  hearts  seem  gay  and  light. 
Tome  a  sad  and  fearful  spell; 
;  For  'tis  the  song  I  used  to  sing 

For  him  when  all  was  hope  and  truth, 
.   ;    "       Before  I  knew  that  time  would  fling  .  ' 

One  shadow  o'er  my  happy  youth. 

I  would  not  brin^  my  sorrows  here 

Amidst  this  bnght  and  joyous  throng, 
,  I  would  repress  the  rising  tear, 

Then  ask  me  not  to  sing  that  song; 
It  tells  how  hard  it  is  to  part 

From  those  to  whom  we  fondly  cling; 
Its  notes  And  echo  in  my  heart, 

That  .song  I  cannot  dare  to  sing. 


THE   DOGS'   MEAT   MAN.  [ 

The  Woi-ds  and  Music  of  thin  Song  will  li'»  sent  to  any  address,  p<>^t  (mid,  on  reueipt  of  «0  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  St)MgM  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  \Nehinau,  P.  O.  Box         > 

l&a,  New  York  c'ity.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sanie  as  ca.sh  for  all  our  goods.  [ 

Xear  the  old  Fly  Market,  not  a  long  time  ago. 

An  old  maid  lived  a  life  of  woe; 

She  was  past  forty-three,  and  her  face  like  tan,  , 

When  she  fell  in  love  with  the  dogs' meat  man. 

IVIuch  she  admired  the  dogs'  meat  man, 

Kas<!  he  w;»s  a  gomi  looking  dogs'  mejiL  man; 

Iler  lilies  and  roses  to  fade  began. 

When  she  fell  deep  in  love  with  the  dogs'  meal  man. 

CnoRUS. 
Yankee  tltwdle,  doodle  dandj'. 
Turn  right  round  in  the  bottom  of  the  gangy; 
An  Injun  puddin'  and  a  pumpkin  i)ie, 
Lord!  how  they  made  the  whiskey  fly. 

Every  morning  he  went  by,  when  lie  had  his  meat  on  hand. 

And  opposite  the  old  maid's  door  lie  often  used  to  strnd; 

Then  she'd  run  out  to  the  i>retty  dogs'  meat  man. 

And  sit  upon  the  barrow  of  the  dogs'  meat  man. 

And  the  cats  would  come  to  see  the  fun. 

But  he'd  seize  his  go-carl  and  away  he'd  ruu; 

And  up  the  street  tiiat  he  did  go. 

He'd  cry:  Here's  fine,  fat  dogs'  meat,  oh. — Chorus. 

One  morning  she  kept  him  at  the  door 

A  talking  half  an  hour  or  more; 

For  30U  must  know  that  it  wiis  her  plan 

To  get  a  good  squint  at  the  dogs'  meat  man. 

Wiiy,  if  you  marry  me,  says  the  dogs'  meat  man. 

Why,  I'll  marry  you,  savsthe  dogs'  meat  man; 

And  for  a  quart  of  peppermint  away  she  ran, 

And  drank  good  health  to  the  dogs"  meat  man. —  Chorus. 

Now  the  very  next  evening  he  was  seen 

In  jacket  and  trousers  of  velveteen; 

And  to  Lemon  Hill,  all  in  a  span, 

With  a  new  gown  she  went  with  the  dogs'  meat  man. 

She  had  crackers,  she  had  ale,  with  the  dogs'  meat  n:an,  / 

And  she  walked  ann-iu-anu  with  the  <iogs'  nicjit  miin;  , 

And  all  the  little  boys  on  the  outside  did  stand,  f 

And  cried:  There  goes  the  dandy  little  dogs'  meat  man. — Chorus.  } 

Now,  he  said,  his  customers  (Gootl  Lord!) 

They  owed  him  a  matter  of  two  pounds' odd; 

And  she  replieii  it  w  ;ls  a  siiame. 

To  cheat  such  a  good  looking  dogs' meat  mau.  .   '  . 

Why,  if  I  had  but  the  niouey,  said  the  dogs'  meat  man,  . 

I'd  open  a  tiiiH)  shop,  said  the  dogs'  meat  man, 

And  marry  you  to-morrov." — she  admired  his  jjlaii. 

And  she  lent  a  live  dollar  bill  to  the  dogs'  meal  man. — Cfwrus. 

He  pocketed  the  money  and  he  went  away. 

She  waited  for  him  a)l  the  next  day; 

He  never  came  back,  and  she  beg.'.n 

To  tliink  she'd  l)e<'n  .sold  ly  the  dogs'  meat  man.  ;    ' 

She  went  out  to  look  for  the  dogs' meal  man,  • 

But  she  couldn't  find  the  dogs'  meat  ma'i: 

Ami  somebody  gave  her  fur  to  understar.fl. 

That  he  had  a'  w  ife  and  seven  little  dogs'  meat  mans. — Chorus. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    16. 


THE   AMERICAN   STATUES. 

Bend  your  iiaiiie  and  addrew  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823.  New  York  City,  aud  recvire 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalotfue  of  over  30ii0  Popular  V^KUxh  aiid  (.ieriuao 

Sou|r»  -  freo.     Postage  StaiDiw  taken  aoiut*  a.'i  ea:>h  Cor  aU  our  ((uods. 

Permit  me  here  to  represent 

Some  great  aud  uobfe  men. 
My  photographic  studio. 

I  trust,  may  pleasure  give. 
Forever  iu  our  memory  • 

These  noted  men  all  live. 

First,  the  Corsican  brothers, 

As  on  the  stage  they  boait, 
There  is  a  very  cutting  scene  between 

Fabian  and  the  ghost; 
II  fills  his  breast  with  woe. 

And  when  he  goes  to  seal  the  letter, 
I  think  he  stood  just  so.  -  . 

A  statue  now  I'll  show  you, 

Beloved  b}'  every  one; 
The  father  of  the  nation, 

The  great  George  Washington; 
May  many  follow  in  his  path, 

And  to  their  country  prove  no  foe; 
So  hail  Columbia's  warrior, 

As  I  represent  him  so. 

Now  we  have  Governor  Hoffman , 

Who  has  done  all  he  can 
To  stop  the  great  excise  law, 

And  aid  the  workiugman; 
He's  an  able  j)oliliciau,     " 

And  has  gained  himself  applause. 
So  1  think  now  here  you'll  give  a  cheer 

For  Hoffman  aud  his  cause. 

Then  there's  General  U.  S.  Grant, 

As  I'm  about  to  show, 
Who  led  his  troops  to  glory. 

And  struck  terror  to  the  foe; 
If  any  foreign  enemy 

His  trumpet  dares  to  blow. 
We'll  find  him  once  more  in  front. 

Standing,  I  think,  just  so. 

Now,  with  your  kind  permission, 

I'll  introduce  to  you 
The  chief-man  of  the  nation, 

Andrew  Johnson,  good  and  true: 
Many  have  fought  hard  against  him. 

But  he  says  it's  all  no  go; 
And  when  he  faced  his  enemy. 

He  stood,  I  tiiiuk,  just  .so. 


THE  RAILWAY   GUIDE. 

Send  jour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Weliman.  P.  O.  Box  1W3,  NVw  Yi>rk  rif  v,  and  r«*ivc 

by  return  mail  a  cumpU-te  Catalofpie  of  over  3000  Popular  Enarli.-<h  and  fiemuui 

Sung*— Free.      Poiitatre  Stamps  taken  mme  as  vanh  for  all  our  KoodK. 

While  traveling  through  the  State  last  week 

I  met  a  pretty  girl, 
:  ;  With  dark  blue  eyee  and  rosy  cheeku. 

And  hair  in  waving  curls; 
In  her  eyes  she  had  the  look 

Which  Borro-.v  there  was  showing  — 
Oh,  please,  sir,  lend  to  mc  your  book. 

I  don't  know  where  I  am  going. 

CUORUS. 

SL  Louis  and  Lynchburg,  San  Francisco, 

Watsonville  aud  Maryville,  Motora,  Sanloza,  Stockton,  too,  beelde,  oh! 

Santa  Rosa,  Marapoza,  San  Lorenzo,  Sacramento. 

These  were  the  town:>  I  mentioned  in  my  railway  guide. 
Burlington,  Washington,  Buffalo  and  Chicago, 
Montreal  and  St.  Paul,  New  York,  too,  beside,  oh! 
Portland,  Maine,  ami  Fort  Wayne,  Louisville  and  Brooklyn, 

These  were  the  towns  I  mentioned  in  my  railway  guide. 

When  we  landed  ut  the  depot 
;  And  was  going  for  the  door. 

She  says:  Kind  ulr,  don't  go  yet. 
',■'''■[  I  may  never  see  you  more; 

Beeides,  I  don't  know  where's  my  home- 
How  bitterly  she  cried— 
How  could  you  leave  me  all  alone 
Without  your  railway  guide.— Chokuh. 


THE   GRECIAN   STATUES. 


Tune— "Jim  Crow.' 


Send  your  name  and  addre<«  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  IttS,  New  Yori:  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mall  a  coniplete  Catalotruo  of  owr  3000  Popular  Enx Ilah  and  uermaii 

Son«r»— Free.     Postage  Stamps  token  same  aa  cash  for  all  our  (fooda. 

Although  my  name  is  Jack  I^ig,  if  you  w  ill  list  a  while, 
I'll  give  you  the  Grecian  statues  in  an  out  and  out  style; 
To  see  Bucrow  or  Thomson  you  would  not  care  a  nag. 
After  you'd  seen  them  done  by  me,  poor  Jack  Rag. 

The  first  was  Mr.  Hercules,  who  did  many  great  exploits. 
By  killing  men  in  battle,  and  throwing  of  the  (luoits; 
One  dav  he  took  one  in  his  band  and  gave  it  such  a  throw, 
And  when  he'd  thrown  it  fifty  miles,  he  stood  just  so. 

Then  there  was  Mr.  Ajax,  one  look  of  his  was  frightning. 
One  day  he  gave  a  hungry  grunt,  it  does  defy  the  lightning; 
He  went  out  without  his  breakfast,  and  spirits  very  low. 
He  stamptnl  and  swore,  he  raved  aud  tore,  and  istood  just  so. 

Mr.  Cincinnalus,  his  name  I  will  not  handle. 

He  stooped  l)efore  a  ladv  to  fasten  up  his  sandal; 

Some  boys  they  twigged  the  caper,  and  pelted  him  with  snow. 

And  all  the  while  they  hooted  him,  he  stood  just  .so. 

There  was  Cain  and  Abel  fell  out  with  one  another. 

So  Cain,  to  be  revenged,  he  thought  he'd  kill  his  brother; 

He  took  him  up  and  threw  him  down,  and  gave  him  .such  a  Wow,  / 

And  while  he  was  a  whopping  him,  he  stooil  ju.st  so.  |, 

/ 

Now  when  he  saw  his  brother  dead  lie  covered  him  with  hay,  I 

And  as  a  screw  was  getting  loose,  he  cut  his  stick  away;  [ 

For  when  or  where  his  brother  was,  he  said  he  didn't  know,  [ 

And  when  they  tpddled  after  him,  he  stootl  just  so.  ( 

When  Sampson  went  to  Gaza  he  broke  a  thousand  pates,  > 

And  as  he  was  not  satisfied,  he  carried  off  the  gates;  I 

The  soldiers  tried  to  hinder  him,  but  that  the}'  found  no  go  [ 

For  when  he'd  got  them  on  his  back,  he  stootl  just  so.  f 

Then  Sampson  caught  a  lion  a  wandering  about,  } 

He  shoved  his  arm  down  his  throat  and  turned  him  insiile  out;  > 
He  took  him  up  and  threw  him  down,  and  gave  him  such  a  blow,  I 
And  while  he  was  a  whopping  him,  he  stood  just  so.  I 

Now  if  you  think  me  clever,  l)e  generous  in  my  cause.  i  ( 

And  if  you've  nothing  else  to  spare,  give  me  your  kind  aj^plausc:    ( 
When  you  see  me  on  a  crossing,  and  you  can  spare  a  mag, 
I  hope  you  won't  begrudge  it  me,  poor  Jack  Rag.  ;• 


.<  ::^ 


THE   ALPINE   MAID. 

Th»'  Word*  and  Miiric  of  thU  Sonjf  will  br  ornt  t<*any  addn^w,  po»<t-i>iii>l.  ■•n  it-cctpt  of  10 
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1)«3,  Nc»  York  City. 


jntfs  tor  one  uonar,  ny  M.  J.  >vi.|iniaii.  r.  <J.  Box 

Poi^age  Stauipti  Uilicn  same  tu>  ooiOi  foi-  ail  our  (roods. 


That  strain  proclaims  my  lover  near. 

He  heeds  not  the  thunder's  crash. 
The  avalanche's  dread  descent. 

Nor  lightning's  vivid  flash; 
The  mountitin  pass  no  terror  strikes, 

From  crag  to  crag  he  bounds, 
While  echoing  every  note  he  plays. 

From  hill  to  dale  re-sounds; 
While  echoing  every  note  he  plays, 

From  hill  to  dale  resounds. 
Ari  ai  ai  hu  ai  ai  ai,  ari  ai  ai  hu, 
.Ai  ai  hu  ai,  ai  ai  hu  ai,  ai  ai  ai  hu. 

And  then  wlien  he  my  cottage  gains, 

What  soft  transi)orting  bliss* 
Delights  each  heart  while  we  exchange 

Love's  pure  impassioned  kiss. 
We  envy  not  the  vaunted  joys. 

Which  greet  the  gay,  the  great; 
Content  and  mutual  love  will  gild 

Our  humbler,  happier  state; 
Content  and  mutual  love  will  gild 

Our  humbler,  happier  state. 
Ari  ai  ai  hu  ai  ai  ai,  ari  ai  ai  hu, 
Ai  ai  hu  ai,  ai  ui  hu  ai,  :ii  ui  ai  hu. 


.'■■■■■.I 


-■.■n. 
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—"  You  know,  of  course,"  said  the  old  man  to  the  young  man, 
"  that  my  daughter  has  $100,000  in  her  own  right?  "     "  Yes,  sir."  \ 
"  And  you  are  not  worth  a  cent."     "  I'm  poor,  sir,  but,  great  Scott, 
IIOO.OCh)  is  enough  for  two!    Why,  I'm  economical,  you  know." 
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THE   MINER'S  LIFE. 

Tunc-"  Little  Old  Loe:  Cabin  in  the  lAne." 


8afld  roor  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  ItSS,  New  Yurli  City^and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalo^rue  of  over  3000  Popular  English  and  German 

Songs— iYee.     Posta^fe  Stamps  taken  same  an  cash  for  au  our  good^ 

I  am  getting  old  and  feeble  now,  and  I  can  work  no  home. 

I  have  laid  my  rusty  mining  tools  away; 
For  forty  years  and  over  I  have  toiled  about  the  mines. 

But  now  I'm  getting  feeble,  old  and  gray. 
I  started  in  the  breaker,  and  came  back  to" it  again. 

But  now  my  work  is  over  for  all  time; 
And  the  only  place  that's  left  me  is  the  alms-house  for  my  home, 

And  I  there  must  lay  this  weary  head  of  mine. 

Ciiouus. 
Where  are  the  boys  that  worked  with  me  in  the  breaker  long  ago? 

Many  of  them  now  have  gone  to  rest; 
Their  days  of  toil  are  over,  they  have  left  this  world  of  woe. 

And  their  spirits  now  are  roaming  with  the  blest. 

At  eight  years  of  age  to  the  breaker  firet  I  went. 

There  to  learn  the  occupation  of  a  slave; 
Boy-like  in  it  I  gloried,  and  on  picking  slate  was  bent, 

My  ambition  then  was  noble,  strong  and  brave. 
In  the  schutes  I  graduated,  instead  of  in  the  schools. 

Remember,  friends,  my  parents  they  were  poor; 
When  a  boy  had  left  the  cradle  then  it  always  was  the  rule. 

He  must  help  to  keep  starvation  from  the  door. — Chorus. 

At  eleven  years  of  age  I  bought  mvself  a  lamp. 

And  the  boss  he  sent  me  down  the  mines  to  trap; 
I  stood  there  in  the  water,  in  the  powder  smoke  and  damp. 

My  leisure  time  I  sp>ent  in  killing  rats. 
One  day  I  got  promoted,  to  what  they  call  a  patch. 

Or  a  "lackey  to  the  man  that  drives  a  team; 
I  carried  sprags  and  stretchers,  and  I  had  to  fix  the  latch, . 

I  was  going  through  my  exercise  it  seems. — Chorus. 

<  I  next  was  sent  at  driving,  and  I  thought  myself  a  man, 
{     The  boss  he  raised  my  pay  as  I  advanced; 
<i  As  I  went  along  the  gangway  with  a  team  at  my  command, 
I  was  prouder  than  the  President  of  France. 
But  now  that  pride  is  weakened,  and  I  am  weakened,  too, 

I  tremble  'till  I'm  scarcely  fit  to  stand; 
If  I'd  been  taught  book-lejirning  insteiul  of  driving  team, 
To-day,  my  friends,  I'd  be  a  richer  man. — Choriis. 

I  next  became  a  miner  and  a  laborer  combined, 

For  to  earn  my  daily  bread  beneath  the  ground; 
I  performed  the  acts  of  labor  that  come  in  a  miner's  line, 

To  cut  my  coal  and  load  it  I  was  bound. 
And  so  I  toiled  through  many  years  when  I  was  young  and  strong. 

And  I  never  turned  the  hungry  from  my  door; 
For  we  were  not  on  half  time  then,  nor  was  our  pay  a  song, 

And  our  poor  were  cared  for  well  on  every  fLoor.— Of u/nm. 

"Tis  not  so  now,  alas,  'tis  not,  the  times  is  changed  since  then. 

And  our  masters  grind  us  down  into  the  dust; 
On  low  wages  and  3  days  a  week  you  must  live,  my  humble  friend, 

And  in  heaven  put  your  faith  and  firm  trust. 
But  now  that  I  can  work  no  more,  my  race  of  life  is  run, 

I  am  waiting  for  the  signal  at  the  door; 
When  the  angels  gently  whisper,  poor  old  miner,  you  may  come, 

And  we'll  row  you  to  that  bright  celestial  shore. — Chorus. 


FM  SEVENTY-TWO  TO-DAY. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post'pajd,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box 

18S3,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aa  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I'm  seventy-two  to-day,  boys,  ,.         " 

They  say  I  am  growing  old. 
But  I  feel  as  brisk  as  in  days  of  3'ore, 
' :  And  my  heart  beats  strong  and  bold; 

~     .'  No  aches  and  pains  my  limbs  assail,  ':■ 

Though  I'm  getting  along,  it  is  true; 
And  a  jollier  soul  you  will  seldom  find, 
;     .  Although  I  am  seventy-two. 

Chorus. 
For  I  laugh  and  I  sing  while  I  can,  ha,  ha, 

And  keep  this  end  in  view. 
To  please  you  all,  both  great  and  small, 
^  Although  I  am  seventy-two. 

I  often  see  youn^  men  go  out 

And  spend  their  nights  in  glee,  .• 

With  whisky,  beer  and  wine  get  tight, 

Bnt  none  of  that  work  for  me; 
There's  fun  to  be  had  in  a  sober  way. 

And  rational  pleasures,  too. 
If  you'll  walk  your  horses  while  yet  you  are  young. 

You  may  trot  them  at  seventy-two. — Choi-vs. 

When  young  I  used  to  love  to  walk 
Down  by  some  shady  grove,  " 

With  some  pretty  girl  with  laughing  eyes, 
'  And  tell  her  of  my  love; 

I'd  place  my  arm  around  her  waist, 

I'd  hug  and  I'd  kiss  her,  too,  ^  . 

And  I'm  sure  I'd  enjoy  it  all  over  again, 
Although  I  am  seventy-two. — Chorus. 


•■^- 


TWO  NEW  SPORTS  IN  TOWN. 


As  liung  by  Leetcr  and  Allen. 


We're  two  dandies  just  arrived  in  town, 
Nobbiest  coons  in  all  the  land; 
Diamonds  dazzling  roueh,  about  ten  pounds, 
Ladies  say  we  are  two  darlings. 

CnoRus. 
Two  new  sports  in  town,  two  new  six)n«  in  town. 

Two  new  sports  who  came  the  other  day; 
Two  new  sports  in  town  that  nobody  can  down, 

We're  two  dandies,  so  they  say. 

No  use  talking,  we're  two  beauty  brights. 
Bathe  in  wme  most  every  day;  :  '   .' 

Blow  our  money,  don't  sleep  for  twenty  nights, 
Two  notorious  sports  to  gamble. — Chorus. 


PATRICK    RILEY. 

Bend  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  Citr,  and  rec«lT© 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  30U0  Popular  English  and'uerman 

Songs— Free.    Postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  aU  our  goodk. 

My  name  is  PaincK  Riley,  the  truth  I  will  make  known, 

And  I  was  bom  near  Clonls,  in  the  County  of  Tjronc;  • 

My  pareuta  reared  me  tenderly,  having  no  child  but  nic. 

And  with  them  I  lived  contented  to  the  age  of  twenty-throe. 

Alas!  I  took  a  notion  to  cross  the  raging  sea. 

In  search  of  some  promotion  unto  America; 

To  seek  employment  in  that  laud,  a  fortune  to  obtain. 

And  when  I  had  secured  it  to  return  straight  home  again. 

Alas!  I  had  a  sweetheart,  McCormick  was  her  name,  ..  '  ' 

When  she  heard  we  were  for  parting,  straightway  to  me  she  came, 
Saying:  Pat,  can  this  be  possible,  you're  going  to  prove  unkind, 
And  leave  me  broken-hearted  in  sorrow  here  behind? 

Dear  Ann,  1  said,  be  not  afraid,  it's  you  I  do  adore, 
My  daily  thoughts  shall  be  of  you  while  on  Columbia's  shore; 
And  when  I  do  return  again,  if  God  spares  me  my  life. 
Here  is  my  hand  in  promise  I  will  make  you  my  wife. 

With  this  she  seemed  quit«  reconciled,  and  home  straightway  she  went. 
And  early  the  next  morning  to  Captain  Pilot  went ; 
She  swore  that  I  waylaid  her  and  used  her  barbarously. 
And  robbed  her  of  a  purse  of  gold,  which  proved  my  destiny. 

The  police  then  soon  surrounded  me,  as  yon  shall  understand,    -. 
And  marched  me  off  to  Liffy  Jail  by  the  Magistrate's  command; 
It's  there  I  lay  in  irons  until  my  trial  day. 
Oh,  little  was  my  notion  she'd  swear  my  life  away. 

On  the  twenty-first  of  July  last  my  trial  it  came  on. 

This  maid  being  void  of  scripture  before  the  judge  did  stand: 

She  swore  that  I  waylaid  her  and  robbed  her  of  five  pound. 

And  thought  to  force  her  to  a  pool  where  she  wonld  soon  be  drowned. 

The  judge  then  charged  the  jury  with  words  that  were  severe. 
Saying:  This  maid  must  now  be  rightificd  for  all  that  she  did  swear; 
The  jury  gave  their  verdict,  aloud  the  judge  did  cry : 
•    For  your  cruelty  unto  this  maid,  young  Riley,  you  must  die. 
When  I  received  my  sentence  the  tears  from  my  eyes  did  flow. 
Thinking  to  leave  my  mother  in  sorrow,  grief  and  «oc; 
And  she  l)eing  far  advanced  in  years,  having  no  child  but  me. 
How  will  she  stand  to  see  her  son  upon  the  gallows  tree. 

As  I  am  going  to  face  my  God  all  on  this  very  day, 

I  never  injured  that  false  maid  that  swore  my  life  away; 

The  time  is  fast  approaching,  I  have  no  more  to  say. 

May  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  my  soul,  good  Christlane  for  me  pray. 


* 
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I'se  a  Methodist  'Till  I  Die. 


nto  Woitla  auil  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  ntldiiMX,  puot-ptUd,  uii  svfviiA  of  44 

oent*:  or  thiK  and  any  two  utlier  SonK»  f»i°  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  ebiuAii,  I>.  ( >.  Box 

ISM.  New  York  City.    PoMa^o  btaiupu  tokon  stuuv  aa  ctush  for  aU  our  good.'L 


Sistor  Patcy  went  up  in  de  clouds,  aud  biie  luokod  dowu  boluw, 

She  said  she'd  uever  come  down  any  uiore; 
She  Siiug  a  liule  song  what  de  augels  uever  heard 

While  a  preaching  on  de  golden  shore. 
She  put  her  toot  on  de  go.spel  ship, 

De  ship  it  left  de  .shore; 
It  took  her  clean  up  to  de  heavens  above, 

She'll  never  coiue  back  no  more. 

Refr-ux. 

Den  it's.  oh.  little  chillen.  I  befleve, 
Oh,  little  chillen,  I  believe; 
Oh,  little  chillen,  I  believe. 
I'se  a  Methoilist  'till  I  die. 

Chorus. 

I'se  a  Methodist,  Methodist,  tis  my  belief, 

To  be  a3Ietho<li.st  till  I  die; 
When  cold  grim  death  conies  knocking  on  de  ilooi , 

I'se  a  Methodist  'till  I  die. 

Oh,  de  winds  blow  East,  and  de  winds  blow  West, 

It  blows  like  de  judgment  day; 
Now  all  you  sinners  dat's  never  prayed  before, 

Prepare  for  to  pray  dat  day. 
You  may  go  dis  wa.v,  you  may  go  dat  way. 

You  may  go  from  door  to  door. 
But  if  you  haven't  got  de  grace  of  de  Lord, 

De  d'ebil  will  catch  you  shuah. — Refrain  ami  Vfwrn*. 


BRIGHAM  YOUNG-. 


Th«  Words  iind  .Music  of  this  Song  will  be  Kent  to  any  address.  |>osC  luiid,  on  i-eccipt  of 
oenta;  or  this  anil  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehman,  I",  o.  Vio\ 
18-a,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stuinpe  taken  name  as  cash  for  nil  our  soodx. 


Now  Brigliam  Young  was  a  Mormon  l)old. 

And  leader  of  the  roaring  rams; 
And  shepherd  of  a  lot  of  tine  tub  sheep. 

And  a  nice  lot.of  pretty  little  lambs. 
Oh,  he  lives  with  his  five  and  forty  wives 

In  the  city  of  the  great  Salt  Lake. 
Where  they  breed  and  they  swarm  like  heus  on  a  farm, 

And  cackle  like  a  duck  to  a  drake. 

Cnoiius. 

Oh,  Brighajn.  Brigham  Youn^, 

It's  a  miracle  how  you  survive, 
With  your  roaring  r:ims  and  pretty  little  lamljs. 

And  your  five  and  forty  wives. 

Nuniljer  forty-five  is  about  sixteen. 

Number  one  is  si.xty  and  three; 
And  they  make  such  a  riot— how  he  keeps  them  quiet, 

It's  a  downright  mystery  to  mc. 
For  till;}'  clatlcf  and  tliey  chow,  and  jaw,  jaw,  jaw, 

And  each  has  adilTereiit  desire; 
It  would  aid  the  renown  of  the  best  shop  in  town 

To  supply  tliciu  with  half  Ihcy  require.— C7/M/ru«. 

Now  Brigham  Young  was  a  stout  man  once. 

But  now  he's  thin  and  old; 
And  I'm  sorry  to  state  he's  bald  on  the  pate, 

Which  once  had  a  covering  of  gold. 
For  hi.«  oldest  wives  won't  liave  white  wool, 

And  his  yoiinjj  ones  won't  hav    red; 
So  with  tearing  it  out,  taking  turn  and  turn  about. 

They've  torn  all  the  hair  oil  his  head. — Choruis. 

Now  tiic  oldest  wivM  sing  palms  all  day. 

And  the  young  ones  all  sing  songs; 
And  aiuoiiirst  such  a  crowd  he  has  it  pretty  loud, 

Thcyre  .-r-;  noisy  as  China  gongs. 
And  whr-M  ilicy  ailvurue  for  a  Mormon  dance. 

He's  lilli.'d  with  tlu;  direst  alarms; 
For  they're  sure  to  end  tiic;  night  in  a  talwrnacle  fight. 

To  see  who  .shall  he  rolled  in  his  arms. — Cfiorus. 
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Now  there  never  wjus  such  a  man  »w  Brigham  Youug, 

So  curious  and  queer  if  his  joys  are  double; 
He  hjis  a  terrible  lot  of  trouble, 

And  it  gains  on  him  year  by  year. 
Yes,  he  sits  in  State  and  Iwars  his  fate. 

In  a  sort  of  semi-saintly  way; 
If  he's  one  wife  to  bury,  he's  another  one  to  marry, 

And  a  new  child  born  every  day. — C/ior-it. 

Now  if  any  gentleman  liere  envya  Brigham  Young, 

Let  him  go  to  the  great  Salt  Lake; 
And  if  he  has  the  leisure  to  enjoy  his  pleasure, 

lle'll  find  it  a  grand  mistake.  ' 
One  wife  at  a  time,  so  says  my  rhyme, 

Is  enough — there's  no  denial — 
So  before  you'd  strive  to  be  lord  of  forty-five, 

Take  two  for  a  month  on  trial. — ChoriiM. 


H 
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THE   OLD   RED   BARN. 

e  Woitlx  and  Music  of  this  S'.otig  will  )>«>  aent  to  aiiy  addreiw,  |K>rt-naid.  on  reeelpl  of 

centA;  or  thi«  and  onv  t«  o  other  Souk*  for  One  I>ollar,  by  M.  J.  weliinan,  V.  O.  Box 

182),  New  York  City.    I'o8tat;e  Stanipe  taken  game  as  cash  for  all  our  crood». 


I've  liccn  wsiulriiig  to-<l.iy  o"cr  the  old,  old  farm. 

When;  I  roaniM  many  happy  days  ago; 
And  I  Htray'd  thro' the  houst- where  straugers  now  resldi', 

8ad  mcnt'iivs  caused  the  bitter  tears  to  ilow. 
Then  I  lingered  near  the  place,  u  here  I  tpcul  Ihe  happy  houn 

Of  childhot)d*H  joys  that  never  come  a>:ai!i; 
And  I  turn  with  a  sigh  from  ilic  place  I  loved  so  well. 

The  old  red  baru  lu  the  lane,  the  old  red  barn  iu  the  lauu. 

Chorus. 
The  roof  ip  almost  gone,  and  the  sides  are  crumMlug,  roo^ 

Adinltting  both  the  sunshine  and  the  ruin; 
And  I  linger  near  the  door,  recallint;  days  of  yore 

In  the  old  red  bam  in  the  lane. 

When  a  child  oft  I  played  in  the  old  red  bam. 

With  the  sclioolmatee  who  have  long  since  passed  away; 
And  the  friends  of  my  youth  are  sleeping  'neath  the  sod. 

There's  no  one  here  to  welcome  me  to-day. 
Ah  I  I  heeded  not  advice  wlien  I  left  the  dear  old  home. 

The  old  f.ilks  waited  my  return  in  vain: 
Ail  my  ho|>e»  and  my  dreams  are  now  mingled  with  the  past. 

And  link'd  with  the  bam  iu  the  lane,  tlic  old  red  baru  in  the  lauc- 
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LET   MY  PEOPLE   GO.         ' 

The  Words*  and  Music  of  this  Sonf;  wiU  be  sent  to  any  addii-ns.  port-jiald.  on  reeeipt  of  «« 
rent«;  or  this  and  aii^'  two  other  Son^i  for  One  Dollar,  Uy  H.  J.  \\  rhinan,  I'.  O.  Box 


I  any 
I8i3,  Sew  York  City. 


Po!,tagu  StanjiM  taken  aonie  aa  cash  for  all  o'.ir  Kooda. 


When  Isral  was  in  Egypt's  land,  let  my  peoi)le  go. 
Oppressed  so  hard  they  could  not  stau(l,  let  my  people  go. 
The  Lord  tf)ld  Moses  what  to  do,  let  mv  jwople  go, 
To  leaii  the  children  of  Israel  through,  let  my  j^ople  go. 

Cuoiius. 

Go  down,  S[o.ses.  'way  down  in  Egypt  land. 
Tell  olc  Pharaoh,  let  my  people  go. 

Oh,  'twas  a  dark  and  dismal  night,  let  ray  people  go. 

When  Mo.scs  led  the  Isnclites.  let  my  people  go; 

Oh,  come  along,  Moses,  you'll  not  get  lost,  let  my  people  go. 

Stretch  out  your  roil  imd  come  across,  let  my  people  f^o.  — Chorus. 

'Twius  good  old  M(!.st's,  an<l  Aaron,  too,  let  my  pcoi)le  go,  i 

Twas  they  that  led  the  armies  through,  let  my  people  go; 
Ole  PharHoh  .said  he'd  go  acrow,  let  my  iK'ople  go, 
But  Pharaoh  and  his  host  were  lost,  let  my  people  go. — VTwrua. 

The  devil  he  thought  he  had  me  fast,  let  my  people  go. 

But  I  thought  I'd  break  his  cliains  at  last,  let  my  people  go; 

I  do  believe,  without  a  doubt,  let  my  people  g(». 

That  a  Christian  litis  a  right  to  shout,  let  my  people  go. — VJiorua. 

This  world's  ji  wilderness  of  woo,  let  my  people  go,  , 

Oh,  let  us  on  to  (Canaan  go,  let  my  [K'ople  go;  ' 

Oh,  take  yer  shoes  from  olf  yer  feet,  let  my  people  go, 
Antl  walk  into  the  golden  street,  let  my  i>eople  go. — Chorut. 


U- 


— "  Tommy,  you  should  trj'  and  lie  a  better  boy.     You  are  our  ' 
only  child  and  we  e.xiject  you  to  be  good."     "  It  ain't  my  fault,' 
.«>:iia  Tommy,  "  that  I  am  your  only  child.     It's  tough  on  me  to  be 
go<Hl  for  a  lot  of  brothers  and  sisters  I  haven't  got."  VJ  - 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    16. 


See  Where  She  Groes,  My  Own  Sophia. 

The  Woixls  ami  Music  of  this  Sonpf  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
■  my  two  other  Son^  for  One  l>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box 


cents;  or  thix  and  any  I 
188S,  New  York  City. 


Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  iroodii. 


Qood-morniug,  kind  friends,  bow  do  you  do? 
I  went  to  the  circus  a  short  time  ago. 
While  sitting  in  my  box  a-gazing  about, 
A  fellow  at  my  side,  lilie  a  bear,  shouted  out: 
See  where  she  goes,  my  own  Sophia, 
Swinging,  by  Jove!  on  the  daring  slack  wire.  • 

The  hollowing  and  shouting  of  poor  Jeremiah 
Caused  Sophia  to  start  as  she  stood  on  the  wire: 
Her  little  foot  slipped,  and  as  downward  she  fell, 
The.se  were  the  words  poor  Jerry  did  yell: 
See  where  she  goes,  my  own  Sophia, 
Falling,  by  Jove!  fronoi  off  the  slack  wire. 

Turn  him  out!  turn  him  out!  the  i^cople  did  crj', 
And  two  tall  policemen  poor  Jeny  did  .seize; 
They  haul  hira  and  maul  him,  and  pull  him  about, 
But  still  in  hi.s  struggles  he  continued  to  shout: 
See  where  she  goes,  my  owu  Sophia, 
Falling,  by  Jove!  from  off  the  slack  wire. 

Sophia  broke  her  fall  as  she  was  descending, 
And  showers  of  bouquets  at  her  feet  came  rending; 
Poor  Jerry  was  kicked  because  he  was  defeated. 
And  this  was  the  chorus  the  company  rei)eated: 
See  where  she  goes,  my  own  Sophia, 
Swinging,  by  Jove!  on  the  dnring  slack  wire. 


SIMON,   THE   CELLARER 

The  Wordis  and  Music  of  tliis  Sonjf  will  be  sent  to  nny  addix^s-s  post-waid.  on  reocipt  of  40 

cents;  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Son^s  for  <.)ne  Dolla'-,  by  It.  J.  Weliman,  P.  0. 1V)X 

1823,  New  York  City.    Po<ta(fe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Old  Simon,  the  cellarer,  keeps  a  rare  store 

Of  Malmsey  and  Malvoi-sie, 
And  Cyprus,  and  who  can  say  how  many  more? 

For  a  chary  old  soul  is  he, 

A  charj'  old  .soul  is  he.  ;     . 

Of  Sack  and  Canary  he  never  doth  fail. 
And  all  the  year  'round  there  is  blowing  of  ale;  ■         ; 
Yet  he  never  aileth,  he  quaintly  doth  say, 
AVhile  he  keeps  to  his  sober  six  flagons  H  day. 
But,  oh!  oh!  oh!  his  nose  doth  show- 
How  oft  the  Black  Jack  to  his  lips  dofh  go;    . 
But,  oil!  oh!  oh!  his  nose  doth  .<iiow  i.^ 

How  oft  the  Black  Jack  to  his  lips  dotli  go.  ?' 

Dame  Margerj*-  sits  in  her  i>wn  still  room. 

A  matron  sage  is  she; 
From  thence  oft,  at  Curfew,  is  wafted  a  fume. 

She  says  it  is  Rosemario, 

She  says  it  is  Ilo.seniarie. 
But  there's  a  small  cupboard  behind  the  back  stair, 
And  tlic  maids  say  they  often  see  Margerj-  there; 
Now  Margery  says  that  she  grows  very  old, 
And  must  take  a  somelliing  to  keep  out  tlie  cold. 
But,  oh!  oh!  oh!  old  Simon  dotli  know  , 
Where  many  a  flask  of  his  bcht  doth  go;  ;      ■   . 

But,  oh!  oh!  oh!  old  Simon  doth  know 
Where  many  a  flask  of  his  best  doth  go. .  - 

Old  Simon  reclines  in  his  high-backed  chair. 

And  oft  talks  about  taking  a  wife; 
And  Marger}' is  often  heard  to  declare, 

She  ought  to  be  settled  in  life! 

She  ought  to  be  settled  in  life! 
But  Margery  has  (so  the  maids  say)  a  tongue. 
And  she's  not  very  handsome  and  not  very  j'oung; 
So  somehow  it  ends  with  a  shake  of  the  head. 
And  Simon  he  brews  him  a  tankard  instead. 
While,  oh!  oh!  oh!  he  will  chuckle  and  crow. 
What!  marry  old  Margery?  no!  no!  no! 
While,  oh!  oh!  oh!  he  will  chuckle  and  crow. 
What!  marry  old  Margery?  no!  no!  no' 


— Lady — "  My  dear  doctor,  what  is  your  candid  opiniou  of  tlic 
state  of  my  health?"  Doctor—"!  will  advise  vour  husband  to 
buy  you  a  new  dress;  that  will  calm  your  nerves. ' — N.  Y.  Herald. 


Caroline  of  Edinburg  Town. 

♦ 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  Bent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  an^  two  other  Song^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehuuui,  P.  O.  Box 

1833,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stujups  taken  some  as  cash  for  all  our  goo<i«. 

Come  all,  young  men  and  m:tideus,  attend  unto  mv  rhyme. 
It's  of  a  young  damsel  who  was  scarcely  in  her  prime; 
She  beat  the  lilushing  ro.ses,  and  admired  by  all  around 
Was  lovely  young  Caroline  of  Edinburg  Town. 


Young  Henry  was  a  Highland  man,  a  courting  to  her  came,  r 

And  when  her  parents  came  to  know,  they  did  not  like  the  same;  f 

Young  Henry  was  offended,  and  unto  her  did  say:  ? 

Arise  my  dearest  Caroline,  and  with  me  run  awaj-.  > 

We  will  both  go  to  London,  love,  and  there  we'll  wed  with  speed, 
And  then  lovely  Caroline  shall  have  happiness  indeed. 
Now  enticed  by  young  Henry,  she  put  on  her  other  gown. 
And  away  went  young  Caroline  of  Edinburg  Town.  ,; 

Over  hills  and  lofty  mountains  together  they  did  roam. 
In  time  arrived  in  London,  far  from  her  happy  home; 
She  said;  My  dearest  Henry,  i)iay  never  on  me  frown. 
Or  you'll  break  the  heart  of  Cari>liue  of  Edinburg  Town. 

They  had  not  been  in  Loudon  more  than  half  a  year. 
When  hard-hearted  Henry  proved  too  severe; 
Said  Henry:  I  will  go  to  sea.  your  friends  did  on  me  frown. 
So  beg  your  way,  without  dela}-,  to  Edinburg  Town. 

The  fleet  is  fitting  out,  to  Spithead  dropping  down. 
And  I  will  join  the  fleet  to  tight  fc^r  king  and  crown; 
The  gallant  tars  may  feel  tlic  .scars,  or  in  the  water  drown. 
Yet  I  never  will  again  return  to  Edinburg  Town. 

Then  many  a  day  she  passetl  away  in  sorrow  and  despair. 
Her  cheeks,  though  once  like  roses,  were  grown  like  lilies  fair- 
She  cricii:  Where  is  mv  Henry?  and  often  did  she  swoon. 
(Vying:  Sad's  the  day  t  ran  away  from  Edinburg  Town. 

Oppressed  with  grief,  without  relief  the  damsel  .she  did  go 
Into  the  woods  to  eat  such  fruit  as  on  the  bushes  grow; 
Some  strangers  they  did  pity  her,  and  some  did  on  her  frown. 
And  some  did  say:' Wluit  niade  you  stra}'  from  Edinburg  Town? 

Beneath  a  loftv  spreading  oak  this  maid  sat  down  to  cry. 
A  watching  of  the  gallant  ships  as  they  were  pas.<;ing  bv; 
She  gave  three  .shrieks  for  Henry,  and  plunged  hor  iKidy  down. 
And  away  floated  Caroline  to  Edinburg  Town. 

A  note,  likewise  her  Ixmnet,  she  left  ui)on  the  shore. 
And  in  the  note  a  lock  tif  hair  with  the  words:  I  am  no  more. 
And  fast  asleep  I'm  in  the  deej)! — the  fish  are  watching  around 
Once  comely  young  Caroline  of  Edinburg  Town. 

Come  all  j'ou  tender  parents,  ne'er  try  to  part  true  love, 
Youre  sure  to  .see  in  some  degree  the  ruin  it  will  prove; 
Likewise,  young  men  and  luaideus,  ne'er  on  your  lovers  frown. 
Think  on  the  fate  of  Caroline  of  Edinburg  Town. 
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MY   DUTCH   GIRL'S  NAME. 


? 


Send  yoiir  name  and  addrvst*  to  II.  .1.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1S23,  New  York  City,  and  reeeire 
by  return  mail  n  complete  Catalofjae  of  over  SOW  Popular  Entrlish  and  German  S 

Son(^ -Pree.    I'ostatrc  StainpH  taken  same  ax  cash  for  ail  our  goodK. 

I  vill  tole  'bout  dot  gal  of  mine  vat  looks  eo  neat  unt  dress  bo  fine. 

.She  came  from  I.)eltchland  <»n  dc  Rhine  a  couple  of  weeks  ago: 
To  cross  de  e.aity  vater  eea  and  come  here  to  Amerike, 
'      She  left  her  ow  n  dear  8hermanie,  because  she  lofed  me  bo. 
Her  eyce  vas  phie  like  gn'cn,  she's  de  pnttieet  eflfer  seen, 

I  lofc  her  yut<t  like  j)lazeB,  unt  I  dink  she  lofes  me,  too; 
So  gife  me  your  attention,  unt  a  couple  a  facts  I'll  mention. 

For  I  tole  you  my  intention  is  to  stick  to  her  like  glue. 

CHORt'S. 

She's  got  such  a  funny  name,  but  den  she's  not  to  blame. 
It's  a  name  vat  she  got  from  her  own  father,  (all  dc  eune); 

For  it's  Katherina.  Willemina,  Leabenstina,  Mannalina, 
Dinglebender.  Ilockstein,  Lautenslaycr,  (vas  her  name). 

Her  broder  he  vas  a  dai^'y.  her  fader  he  vas  crazy, 

Her  moder  she  vas  lazy,  but  dot  makes  me  noding  out; 
Her  fader  he  don't  like  me,  ven  I  come  arount  he  flte  me, 

Mit  a  great  pig  glub  he  strike  me,  unt  he  hit  me  on  de  moat. 
1  lofe  her  yust  like  life,  I  will  make  dot  girl  my  wife, 

Oh,  jimminey  Christmas,  ain't  it  nice,  don't  you  wish  dot  yon  tm  me; 
I  lofe  her  to  distraction,  'twas  a  heap  fvon  satisfaction. 

For  she  y&e  my  whole  attraction,  I'm  as  happy  aa  can  be.— CaoBim. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.    16. 


The  Man  With  the  Terrible  G-aul, 

W»e  Word*  and  Mu«o  of  tliia  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  *0 

ceats;  or  this  and  any  two  otlicr  Si)inpi  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  welunau,  P.  O.  Box 

18'^,  New  York  City.    Postage  StomiM  taken  aaine  aa  cash  for  all  our  ifoodi. 

As  I  Stroll  home  each  evening 

From  a  bard  day's  work, 
I'm  bothered  by  a  terrible  gang, 

Everyone  of  which  has  a  dirk; 
They  throw  all  kinds  of  things  at  me. 

And  at  me  they  do  bawl: 
Get  on  to  his  jags,  it's  Conkling, 

The  man  with  the  terrible  gaul. 

I  attended  a  party  the  other  eve 

Of  a  neighboring  friend  of  mine, 
I  surely  thought  I  would  be  free 

From  insult  for  a  time: 
But  I  no  sooner  reached  the  comer. 

Upon  which  they  had  hired  the  hall, 
When  a  fresh  hollered  out  from  the  other  side: 

There's  the  man  with  the  terrible  gaul. 

I  says:  Young  fellow,  I'll  break  your  neck! 

He  says:  Come  over  and  try  it  I 
Says  I:   Where  did  you  get  the  watch  and  chain7 

I'm  sure  you  never  did  bay  it! 
This  made  tiie  fresh  terribly  mad. 

And  back  his  fist  he  did  haul, 
Says  he:  Here's  a  stunner  for  the  eve 

Of  the  man  with  the  terrible  gaul. 

For  five  long  weeks  I  was  laid  up, 

With  an  eye  like  an  overgrown  peach; 
I  swore  if  I  could  catch  the  fresh, 

A  lesson  to  him  I  would  teach. 
But  now  I  am  solid  with  the  gang. 

For  I  treated  them  one  and  all, 
And  never  ai;:ain  will  they  holler  at  mc: 

The  man  with  the  terrible  gaul. 


MISS  JULIA. 
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GRANDMOTHER'S   CLOCK. 

The  Words  and  Musir  of  this  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  addre^w,  poMt-paid,  on  rvceipt 
cent'4;  or  this  and  «n;r  two  other  Sonif."  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehman,  I'.  O.  » 
IK'S.  New  York  City.    Pubtagc  Stiunpn  taken  Name  as  eash  for  nil  our  ko<><1<i. 
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Before  my  old  grandmother  died 

She  left,  as  a  keepsake  to  me, 
The  old-fashioned  clock  on  the  shelf. 

Its  equal  you  never  can  see; 
It  runs  every  day,  and  it  never  goes  astray, 

True  as  the  bright  shining  sun. 
Tick,  tick,  tick  it  goes,  tick,  tick,  tick. 

And  its  work  is  never  done. 

Chorus. 

(irandmother's  clock  is  dusty  and  old, 
But  it  runs  everj'  day  thro'  heat  and  cold ; 

Tick,  tick,  lick  it  goes,  tick,  tick,  tick. 
And  its  work  is  never  done. 

It  brings  me  sweet  memories  of  old. 

To  me  'tis  a  treasure  most  dear. 
A  life-tale  it  seems  to  uphold, 

'Tis  something  to  love  and  revere; 
It  shows  well  its  age,  and  it  seems  a  written  page. 

Faithfvd  hands  creep  around. 
Tick,  tick,  tick  it  goes,  tick,  tick,  tick. 

With  the  same  unceasing  sotmd. — ChoruH. 

The  days  and  the  years  may  roll  on. 

But  true  to  my  charge  I  will  l)e. 
The  old  clock  I'll  keep  in  my  care 

As  long  as  there's  life  left  in  me. 
My  grandmother  said,  as  she  lay  upon  her  beri. 

Take  care  of  the  old  clock,  my  son  J 
Tick,  tick,  tick  it  goes,  tick,  tick,  tick. 

And  its  work  is  never  done. — Choi'u*. 


— A  Wa.shington  lady  was  canning  and  pickling  peaches,  and 
her  little  two-and-a-half-year  old  daughter  was  endeavoring  to  assist 
her  in  every  available  way.  Finally  a  package  of  whole  cloves  was 
produced,  which  w^ere  to  be  inserted  in  the  fruit  for  spice,  when 
tlie  little  one  suddenlv  exclaimed:  "  Oh,  mamma,  let  me  put  in  the 
tacksl " 
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Have  you  ne'er  been  in  love,  if  you  have'nt  I  have. 

To  the  mighty  god,  Cupid,  I've' been  a  great  slave; 

lie  shot  in  my  bosom  a  quiver  of  arrows, 

Like  naughty  boys  shoot  the  cock-robin  and  sparrows. 

My  hejirt  was  as  pure  as  the  white  alabaster, 

'Till  Cupid  my  bo.som  did  quite  overmaster; 

Ye  gods  only  Know  how  I  loved  Miss  Julia, 

There  was  something  about  her  so  very  peculiar. 

Like  a  Ijcautiful  peach  was  the  cheek  of  Miss  Julia, 
And  then  In  her  eye  there  was  something  peculiar. 
Speaking  volumes  which  darted  each  glance  to  my  marrow, 
As  swift  and  as  keen  as  the  wicked  boy's  arrow. 
A  catch  in  the  eye  to  her  looks  added  vigor, 
A  catch  in  the  eye  often  tends  to  disfigure; 
'Twas  not  so  with  the  catch  in  the  eye  of  Miss  Julia, 
There  was  something  about  it  so  very  peculiar. 

'Twas  first  at  a  ball  that  our  hands  did  entwine, 

I  did  stiueeze  her  fingers  and  she  did  squeeze  mine; 

To  be  my  next  partner  I  ventured  to  press  her. 

And  I  found  that  she  lisped  when  she  answered  me  yeth  thir. 

In  lisping  I  think  there  is  something  uncommon, 

I  like  in  particular  the  lisp  of  a  woman; 

I  know  you  would  like  the  lisp  of  Miss  Julia, 

There  was  something  about  it  so  very  peculiar. 

Good  friends  were  wc  then  'mid  .smiles  and  'mid  tears, 
I  courted  her  nearly  for  three  of  four  years; 
I  took  her  to  balls  and  to  pla5'8,  oh,  ye  powers. 
How  sweetly  and  swiftly  did  then  pass  the  hours. 
"Till  once  at  a  ball  one's  feeling  can't  smother, 
Slic  danced  all  the  evening  along  with  another; 
I  didn't  say  nothing  that  night  to  Miss  Julia. 
But  couldn't  help  thinking  twas  very  peculiar. 

I  went  there  next  day.  when  she  to  my  heart's  core 

Cut  me  up  b)'  requesting  I'd  come  there  no  more; 

And  .she'd  l)c  affronted  if  longer  I  tarried, 

For  next  week  to  another  she  was  to  Imj  married. 

(Jod's  .Julia,  cried  I,  oh,  then  you  don't  say  so! 

Oh,  yes,  but  I  do,  and  you'd  Iwtter  go! 

Well,  then,  I  will  go,  but  you'll  own  It,  Miss  Julia, 

Your  Ijehavior  to  me  has  been  very  peculiar. 


THE   BISMARCK   O-UARD. 
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VVe  are  two  German  mens, 

Wc  ytist  arrived  to-day, 
Tnd  while  we've  got  a  chance^ 

Addention  to  us  pay. 
We're  a  part  of  the  Bismarck  Guard, 

Und  of  bier  we  get  our  fill; 
Und  before  we're  going  to  schtart. 

We're  going  to  have  a  drill. 

Chorus. 
One,  two,  three,  four. 

Now  watch  us  when  wc  pass  dot  door; 
Oh,  de  girls  say  wc  look  nice. 

Of  course,  we  dont  doubt  dot; 
Und  we'd  long  ago  have  a  prize. 

If  we  was  only  fat. 
We're  a  part  of  the  Bismarck  Guard, 

Und  of  bier  we  get  our  fill : 
Und  before  we're  going  to  schtart, 

We're  going  to  have  a  drill. 

In  Germany  we  was  grand, 

Dat's  where  we  got  good  bier; 
We  was  sometimes  Litunant, 

Und  sometimes  Offlzier. 
But  soon  we  will  return 

Und  leave  you  here  alone; 
For  you  know  dot  our  hearts  does  bum 

To  Bee  our  German  home. — C/torus. 
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THE   CONVIVIAL   MAN. 


SHE   SHOOK  DER  BAILOR 


r 


, 
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They  tell  me  there's  nothing  like  pleasure 

To  keep  honest  fellows  alive, 
So  I  take  lots  of  that  at  my  leisure,  " 

And  manage  upon  it  to  thrive.  .  .'  i^ 

You  will  find  when  the  wine  is  before  us, 

And  harmony  freely  began, 
I'm  an  excellent  hand  at  a  chorus, 

And  quite  a  convivial  man. 

CnonuB. 

•  ___  ■ . " '  * 

Then,  ha'  ha!  hal  I  merrily  sing, 

Gentlemen,  follow  my  plan; 

Whatever  may  befall,  I'm  happy  withal, 

For  I'm  a  convivial  man. 

It's  true  that  I  am  not  over  wealthy. 

And  yet  I  have  riches  most  rare;  , 

Being  happy,  contented  and  healthy,  V  , 

And  not  overweighted  with  care. 
My  heart  is  as  light  as  a  feather,  -  '    .^ 

1  find  it  an  excellent  plan. 
To  chirrup  in  all  sorts  of  weather, 

I'm  such  a  convivial  man.  — CA<wu«. 

I'm  asked  out  to  every  dinner,  - 

Invited  to  parties  and  balls; 
There's  no  fear  of  my  getting  thinner 

Whilst  favored  with  these  kind  of  calls. 
At  a  pic-nic,  a  wedding,  or  christening. 

They  will  have  me  there,  if  thej'  can; 
And  no  one  receives  such  a  greeting,  . 

I'm  such  a  convivial  man. — Cliorut. 

I  cheer  up  the  aged,  God  bless  'em! 

I  frolic  and  play  with  the  young; 
They  smile  as  I  kindly  address 'em. 

And  laugh  at  my  joke  or  my  song. 
My  days  are  unclouded  and  sunny, 

I'm  sought  by  each  party  and  clan; 
Oh,  l)clieve  rac,  it's  better  than  money 

'Fo  be  a  convivial  man. — Chorus. 

Then  long  as  I  live  I'll  be  merry,     ^   •  •■ 

Enjoying  the  time  as  it  flies;  "^      ^  '        . 

Drinking  tea  if  I  cannot  get  sherry,    •  ■: . 

And  always  be  merry  and  wise.         .;   :>    , 
I  will  warble  and  sing  like  a  linnet, 

And  since  life  is  only  a  span. 
Make  the  most  of  the  world  whilst  I'm  in  it, 

And  be  a  convivial  man. — Chorii$. 
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THE   POOR  LITTLE    NEWSBOY. 


Copyi-ight,  IH86,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Oo.  ■    .    •    . 
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'Twas  a  wee  little  boy  trudging  on  thro'  the  night, 

He  ne'er  stopped  his  work,  tho'  the  tears  dimmed  his  sight; 

He  sobbed  out  aloud  as  onward  he  went: 

I've  not  sold  a  paper,  I  have  not  a  cent! 

His  father  was  dead,  his  mother  was  ill. 

And  this  little  child  w^as  at  work  with  a  will; 

To  keep  her  from  starving,  and  lest  she  should  die, 

He  choked  back  his  sobs  and  again  came  the  cry: 

Chorus. 

,  Chronicle,  Telegram,  Star,  or  News,  ^ 

The  latest  edition  of  ejich  if  you  choose; 
Some  for  a  penay,  and  some  for  two, 
So  buy  one,  I'll  thank  you  so  much  i^ou  do. 

So  crying  the  news  thro'  the  cold  and  the  .sleet,  ; 

He  hears  not  the  team  dashing  wild  down  the  street: 

A  crash  and  a  moan,  and  the  Tittle  boy  brave 

Lies  dying  while  striving  his  mother  to  save. 

They  carrry  him  back  midst  darkness  and  gloom,  .^  v 

To  his  mother  alone  in  the  bare  attic  room. 

And  all  thro'  the  night  in  his  anguish  and  pain. 

Rings  out  the  clear  voice  still  again  and  again: — Chorus. 


Vonce  dere  lived  a  dailor's  dauter,  . 

Und  a  fellar  vat  loved  her  very  much; 
Ober  she  loved  me  bedder  more  ash  him, 

Pecause  I  zing  such  bully  goot  Dutch. 
Dat  fellar  used  to  tdake  her  up  to  Shones  Voods, 

Und  dread  her  to  every  ding  fine; 
Lager  pier  und  pretzels,  plentv  liinburger  cheese, 

Goot  bologna  sausage  und  flhine  vine  ober  dera. 

Chorus. 
She  shook  der  dailor,  der  dailor,  der  dailor. 
She  shook  der  dailor,  pecause  he  didn't  got  sdamps; 
She  shook  der  dailor,  der  dailor,  der  dailor. 
She  shook  him  so  bad,  und  got  liira  so  mad, 
Dat  he  smoddered  himself  mit  his  pant-er-loons. 

Von  day  he  popped  de  Question  on  her. 

But  to  him  she  durned  her  pack; 
Den  he  says:  I'll  go  und  dold  your  modder! 

Und  to  der  house  he  zoon  vas  making  dracks. 
Und  she  shouded  oud  after  him, 

Dat  she  loved  none  bedder  ash  me, 
Und  dat  ve  vas  going  to  get  married, 

Und  dat  he'd  petter  go  to  sea — some  oder  gal — 
Spoken — Kause, — Chorus. 

Now  ve  vas  gone  oud  und  got  married, 

Und  ve  live  shust  so  nice  like  any  ding; 
She  makes  dem  coats,  pants  und      sketA, 

Und  he  alvays  hellup  her,  too. 
.  But  of  dat  Oder  fellar  I  don't  know, 
His  mug  sinze  I  never  have  saw; 
But  I  dink  dat  he  vas  gone  und  dieded, 
Und,  of  gorse,  ve  don't  see  him  any  more. 
Spoken— All  pecause, — Chorus. 
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COME    ALONG-,    SINNERS. 

CopjTight,  IMl,  by  Roeenfeld  *  White. 
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Oh,  what  will  you  do  when  de  great  day's  .i-comin'? 

How  am  you  gwine  for  to  speckerlate, 
When  we's  a  found  all  you  darkies  a-lookir.' 

To  lift  de  latch  ob  de  golden  gale? 
Dat  am  de  time  you'll  get  left  out,  sinner,     . 

Dat  am  de  time  you'll  get  left  out  late;  , 

Dat  am  de  time  you  will  get  no  dinner. 

And  be  locked  from  de  golden  gate.  ... 

Chorus. 
Come  along,  sinners,  come  along,  sinners. 
Come  along,  sinners,  a-hoopin"; 
♦        .     Come  along,  sinners,  come  along,  sinners. 
Come  along,  .sinners,  to  glory. 

Oh,  what  will  you  do  when  de  bellss  am  a-ringin'? 

What  will  you  do  while  de  angels  wait. 
When  j'ou'se  a  calletl  for  to  pass  in  your  razors. 

And  stand  stiff-kneed  for  de  golden  gate? 
Dat  am  de  time  you'll  get  left  out,  sinner, 

Dat  am  de  time  you'll  get  left  out  late; 
Hurry  along  or  you'll  get  no  dinner. 

And  be  locked  from  de  golden  gate. — Chorun. 

Oh,  what  will  you  do  when  ole  Satan's  a-comin'? 

What  will  you  do  when  he  hunts  his  match, 
When  you'se  a-hearin'  dc  fire  a-sizzing, 

And  can't  get  nigh  to  de  golden  latch? 
Dat  am  de  time  you'll  get  took  in,  sinner, 

Dat  am  de  time  you'll  get  left  out  late; 
Dat  am  de  time  you  will  get  yo'  dinner 

L^nderneath  ob  de  golden  gate. — Chorus. 


— A  bow-legged  man  was  standing  before  the  fire  warming  him- 
self. A  small  boy  waj^ed  him  intently  for  awhile  and  then  broke 
out:  "  Say,  mister ^^jKni're  standing  too  near  the  fire,  I  guess,  you're 
a-warping."        / 
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DOWN   IN   DOT    RESTAURANT. 
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THE   MARINER'S   GRAVE. 
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Written  and  sung  by  Otu  AViUiam-s 
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I  am  a  German  vaiter,  I  vouUl  have  you  all  to  know, 
Uud  I  vork  in  a  restaurant  from  here  tlree  jilocks  pelow; 
I  vork  from  morning  until  night  in  dot  eading  saloon, 
Put  de  liuie  dot  ve're  de  busiest  Vits  aiva\«*  apoul  noon. 

Ciioncfl. 
Down  in  dot  restaurant  underneath  de  ground, 
Vere  a  blate  of  cold  hash  alvays  can  pe  found; 
Vailing  on  de  dable  all  de  seastm  round, 
Down  iu  dot  restaurant  unilerueatli  de  ground. 

De  beohle  vat  come  into  dere  are  fust-glass,  can  be  said, 
Und  if  a  suoozer  should  come  in  ve  put  on  him  a  head; 
Ve've  visk}'  of  fust  gwality,  vich  cost  dree  cents  a  drink, 
Uud  Henry  Clays  at  seven  cents,  vich  can't  [w  jwat,  1  dink. 

Cuoui'S. 

Down  in  dot  restaurant  underncatli  de  grotuid, 
Vere  a  blate  of  cold  hash  alvays  can  jie  found; 
Vaiting  o:i  de  dable  all  de  season  'round; 
Down  in  dot  restaurant  tiuderueath  de  ground. 

Put  yesterday  two  funny  fellars  came  in  dot  saloon, 

Vone  callf!<l  for  bork  und  peans,  de  oder  he  called  for  u  "uoou; 

I  told  dot  fellar  lie  must  not  his  fun  on  me  to  dry, 

L'nd  dot  if  he  vautcd  a  moon,  lied  get  dot  in  de  sky. 

ClIORCS. 

Put  not  in  dot  restaurant  underneath  de  ground, 
Vere  a  blate  of  cold  hash  alvays  can  pc  found; 
Vaiting  on  de  dable  all  de  season  'round, 
Down  m  dot  restatirant  underneath  de  ground. 
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T  remciul)or,  the  niglit  was  stormy  and  wet. 
Colli  and  tlismally  dashed  the  dark  wave. 

While  tilt;  rain  and  .sleet  cold  and  heavily  beat 
On  the  mariner's  new  dug  grave. 

I  remenjber,  'twas  down  in  a  darksome  dale. 

Anil  ni'.ir  to  a  dreary  cave, 
Wiiere  the  wild  winds  wail  'round  the  wanderer  pale, 

In  the  mariner's  new  dug  grave. 

I  remember  how  slowly  the  bearers  trod, 

How  sail  was  the  look  they  cave, 
As  they  rested  tlieir  load  near  Its  last  abode. 

And  gazed  on  the  mariner's  grave. 

I  remember,  no  sound  did  the  silence  break 

As  the  corpse  to  th.'  earth  thev  gave, 
Save  the  night  birds  shriek,  ana  the  coffin's  creak 

As  it  sank  iu  llu-  mariner's  grave.  . 

I  remember  the  tears  that  slowly  slid 
Down  the  cheeks  .)f  a  mcs.%matc  so  brave. 

It  fell  on  the  liil  and  .^oon  was  hid. 
For  closed  was  the  mariner's  grave. 

Now  o'er  his  lone  bed  the  briars  creep, 
And  the  wild  Howers  mtmrnfully  wave, 

And  the  willows  weep  and  the  sunbeams  sleep 
On  the  uiariner's  new  dug  grave. 


THE   MONITOR  AND    MERRIMAC. 


Sister  Mary  Walked  Like  That. 


Aa  sunif  by  J.>lly  Na.<)h. 
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I'm  what's  called  a  very  jolly  man. 

That's,  at  least,  what  people  say; 
When  I  tell  them  how,  like  a  lamb,  ' 

I  went  to  be  married  the  other  day. 
yWc  went  off  one  very  fine  morning,* 

Uncles,  aunts  and  all  were  there, 
And  as  we  walked  down  the  street. 

How  the  ueiL'hbors  thev  did  stare. 

ClIOKUS. 

Sister  Mary  walked  like  that,  pit-pat,  pit-a-pnt — 
Then  comes  uncle,  stout  and  fat,  pit-pat.  pit-a-pat; 
Uncle  Thomas  walk<'d  like  so,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho. 
And  I  widkcd  like  this,  you  knr>w,  ho,  ho,  ho. 

The  neighbors  laughed  and  chaffed  all  the  way. 

What  could  I  do?  I  did  the  s.ime; 
Here's  a  jolly  lark!  .«oine  one  did  say. 

And  of  us  they  all  made  game. 
Uncle  Thomas'  wooden  leg 

Fairly  made  the  jjeoplt!  roar; 
Someone  at  him  shy'd  an  vjn:;. 

And  it  made  them  laugh  the  more. — Chont*. 

We  reached  the  church  all  right,  all  serene. 

Flowers  were  strewed  along  the  way; 
And  the  bride  witii  joy  did  beam. 

Every  thing  seemed  bright  ind  gay. 
Up  I  walked  right  to  the  ;.It;ir, 

Full  of  joy  the  bride  to  wed; 
The  knot  was  tied,  I  difln't  falter, 

Then  straight  home  my  wife  I  led. — Cfiorus. 


— Once  there  was  lying  by  the  side  of  a  ditch  ii  pig.  On  the 
other  side  lay  a  man.  'Fhe  pig  was  .sober,  the  man  was  drunk. 
The  pig  had  a  ring  in  his  nose,  the  man  had  a  ring  on  his  finger. 
Some  one  passing  e.xclaitned,  so  that  the  pig  heard  it:  "One  is 
judged  by  the  company  he  keeps."  Instantly  the  pig  rose  aud 
Avcnt  away. 


S«'nd  vour  name  and  :iddre>s  to  II.  J.  Wchnian.  I'.  < ).  Box  1823,  Sew  York  City,  and  receive  J 
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Soiiipt— Free.    Poolaife  Stamps  token  Muue  as  casli  for  all  our  iroodii. 

I'm  polng  to  fiing  ii  eons,  I  won't  tlctain  you  long, 

If  you  lihtc-u  1  will  tell  you  how  BO  handy,  oh! 
The  Monitor  v.eiii  ematk  uj)  to  the  Mtirimac, 

And  upon  her  Hidou  pl/»ye<l  Yankee  Do<KUe  Dandy,  Oh! 

OlCORVS. 

Hip  a  1)o<.m1cii  Do.  .Jeff  D.'ivis.  how  arc  you? 

Our  Monitor  heat  yonr  Merriiuac  quite  bandy,  oh! 
Frriepon  he's"  nininid,  in  the  world  there  can't  be  found 

.\  j)cople  like  the  Vankei's'  Doodle  Dandy,  Ohl 

"Twas  on  the  ci^th  of  March  the  Mcrriniac  clipped  out 

From  Norfolli  for  lo  take  a  cruise  co  handy,  ohl 
She  did  not  tlilnk  hht'd  nu-et  anything  in  our  fleet 

Able  to  give  her  VanUec  Doo<llc  Dandy,  Oh!— CnoRCS, 

.She  went  rushing  "round  ••niafhing  everything  she  foand, 

'Till  the  Monitor  came  !>a!Iing  in  so  handy,  ohl 
And  Worden  sto;)ix-d  her  fun,  coon  made  her  cut  and  run. 

While  tlie  r^hell.-  they  whir»tl(d  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh!— CnoRUS. 

For  the  Yorktown  and  the  other,  they'd  br>  little  bother  ' 

To  sma$<h  and  hreai;  them  both  up  so  handy,  oh! 
For  our  gun-l>oalfi  they  would  do  to  rip  tliem  through  and  through. 

While  the  Miilon'  they'd  ting  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh! — C'horcs 

Th«  Merrimac  was  i«onie, 'till  the  Monitor  she  come  I 

.\nd  opened  ui>  her  little  ports  so  handy,  oh!  j 

Then  the  r^liot  did  fly  till  the  MerrimacV  men  did  cry;  \ 
Hern's  the  devil,  8un\  or  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh!~CHOBl7B. 

To  .Jeff  this  onsrhl  to  8how  that  this  monster  is  no  go, 

Aud  that  jnedianicc  in  the  Nonh  are  very  handy,  oh! 
That  he  mu!-!  riiirrendtT  soon,  or  we'll  blow  him  to  the  moon 

With  invention*  of  our  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh!— Chorus. 

Now,  bovn,  lei  urt  elieer  the  men  that  don't  know  fear, 

That  worked  ^at  I  it  lie  battery  go  handy,  oh! 
They  dewrve  well  of  nn  all,  let  tie  pray  that  none  may  fall. 

May  ihey  live  long  to  ning  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh!— Chorus, 


■.:<■ 


m  •  I 


— .\  negro  held  a  cow  while  a  cross-eyed  man  %vas  to  knock  her 
on  the  heatl  with  an  ax.     The  negro,  observing  the  man's  eyes,  in 
some  fear,  inquired:      "Is  you  gwine  lo  hit  whar  vou  look?" 
"  Den,"  said  Cuffe'e,  "  hold  de  cow  yourself. 


Yes. 


^:'*^^,7*y^^^ 


wmi 


mm 


^im  laniiMi  *  k 


y'^Sl?^!^^^^^^¥^^^^^^^'''^-^^r  ■ 


CB 


■V  >. 


■^JtSm 


:-3;i?p^ 


V. 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF   SONGS-No.    16. 


25 


DOWN  AMONG-  THE  COALS.  ^ 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Songr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po8t-nai<{,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Uclinmn,  P.  ().  Box 

JSitS,  Mew  Vork  City.    Poata^e  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 

My  Jemima  was  in  service  once 

At  a  house  in  Hoxton  Square,  ':     - 

She  never  got  out,  and  so  I  used  ■    . 

To  go  and  court  her  there; 
Her  mistresses  were  two  old  maids,  .,!    . 

Such  very  particular  souls, 
That  Jemima  often  had  to  hide  me 

In  amongst  the' coals.  :. 

CnoRus.  • 

Down  among  the  coals,  dowu  among  the  coals. 

Oh,  by  Jove!  it  Wivs  a  lark,  all  alone  and  in  the  dark; 
Down  among  the  coals,  dowu  among  the  coals, 
Wailing  to  make  Icve  to  my  Jemima. 

When  in  that  cellar,  cobwebs  used 
.  To  decorate  my  clothes, 

The  coal  dust  got  into  my  ej'es, 

And  would  get  up  my  nose; 
And  when  it  rained,  the  water  came 

A  trickling  tiirough  a  crack, 
And  I  always  fancied  spiders  were        '    • 

A  crawling  down  my  back.— C/wrwa. 

One  night  they  sent  Jemima  out, 

Who*d  forgotten  her  dear  Joe 
Was  down  among  the  wall's-ends. 

And  a  prisoner  below; 
I  began  to  freeze,  was  obliged  to  sneeze, 

And  felt  inclined  to  shout, 
.    At  last  called  thro' the  keyhole: 

Here,  Jemima,  let's  get  out! — Chorus. 

At  last  the  door  was  opened, 

'Twas  dark,  oh,  the  best  of  bliss, 
I  threw  my  arms  around  her  neck     -.    1  . 

And  gave  her  such  a  kiss.         ..  '.'■■':i  '         ,• 

A  scream — and  then  a  shovel  %      .. 

■'-  ,  Gave  me  one  uix)n  the  head — 

/    I  kissed  her  ancient  mistress, 

Oh!  ha!  I  needn't  say  I  fled. — Chorus. 

They  say,  love  laughs  at  locksmiths. 

That  was  the  cjise  with  us. 
Of  course,  Jemima  had  to  leave. 

It  caused  an  awful  fuss; 
But  I  married  her  soon  after  that, 

I'm  as  happy  a-s  a  king, 
And  often  'round  our  cozy  fire, 

This  is  what  we  sing: — Cfiorus. 


COLLEEN   BAWN. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  addreiv,  post-i>aid,  on  i-eoeint  of  10 

oenui;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box 

1823,  Sew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ciush  for  all  our  goods. 

By  the  clear  lakes  of  Killarney 

Walked  a  youth  one  fine  Summor  morn. 
Who  softly  was  whisijering  blarney 

To  one  whom  he  called  Colleen  Bawn; 
He  promised  her  jewels  so  rare. 

He  promised  her  gold  in  galore. 
And  said  that  a  maiden  so  fair 

Deserved  all  she  wished  for  and  more. 
Then  beam'd  on  the  sweet  face  of  Eily 

A  smile  like  the  first  blush  of  dawn. 
And  she  said,  while  glancing  so  slyly: 

You'll  marry  your  own  Colleen  Bawn; 

You'll  marry  your  own  Colleen  Bawn. 

He  spoke  of  his  family's  pride— 

She  told  him  at  once  to  be  gone,  -      . 

And  said:  Sir,  unless  as  a  bride, 

In  vain  you  will  seek  Colleen  Bawn. 
The  wild  flowers  that  gi'ow  by  the  lake  - .  /^ 

Are  jewels  sufficient  for  me,  -    .     , 

And  all  the  gold  from  you  I'd  take,  ": 

In  a  plain,  simple  ring  it  must  be.  •. 

Then  bright  grew  the  sweet  face  of  Eily, 

For  he  promised  the  very  next  morn, 
.' ; "         To  speak  to  the  priest.  Father  Riley, 
":-\  '■■'    And  marry  his  dear  Colleen  Bawn;     -•  ;    •;    .-   r 

And  marry  his  dear  Colleen  Bawn. 


FIRST    SHE    WOULD,   AND    THEN 
SHE    WOULDN'T. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  Ik-  sent  t4>  nny  addreat,  potst-imid,  on  roeeipt  of  40 

cent.s;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonars  for  Otie  Dollar,  by  ll.  J.  W  eliinan,  P.  O.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    Postage  Staiiii>s  uikeu  sanie  as  casli  for  all  oUr  goods. 


.        To  an  evening  party  once  I  wont. 

And  I  met  such  a  nice  young  girl. 
Dressed,  oh,  SO  fine,  and  snioiliered  in  scent. 

My  head  soon  felt  in  a  whirl; 
I  asked  her  if  she'd  dance  with  me. 

She  gave  a  languishing  smile, 
She  wouldn't  say  no,  she  didn't  say  yes, 

She'd  quite  a  iKJCuliar  style. 

CnoRUS. 

First  she  would,  and  then  .she  wouldn't. 
Then  she  smiled  and  said  she  couldn't; 
Then  she  said:  Qh!  my!  you  shouldn't, 
Oh!  you  naughty,  naughty  man! 

I  sat  down  by  the  fair  one's  side, 

And  handed  her  wine  and  cake, 
I  told  her  what  I'd  do  and  dare 

For  such  a  darling's  sjike; 
She  hung  her  head,  and  smiled  and  giggled. 

Her  giggle  to  me  was  bliss. 
And  when  we  parted  on  that  night 

I  tried  to  steal  a  kiss.  ,  • 

Chorus. 
First  she  would,  and  then  .she  wouldn't. 
Then  .she  smiled  and  said  she  couldn't; 
Then  she  said:  Oh!  my!  you  shouldn't, 
Oh!  you  naughty,  naughty  man! 

I  often  met  her  after  that, 
And  Id  take  her  here  and  there,      ; 
...     And  every  time  I  got  a  chance, 
'      ■         My  passion  I'd  declare; 

I've  vowed  to  be  true  on  the  top  of  St.  Paul's, 

On  the  underground  rail,  Richmond  Hill, 
At  last  I  said:  If  she  wouldn't  wed, 
By  Jingo!  myself  I'd  kill. 

Chorus. 

First  she  would,  and  then  she  wouldn't, 
.  -  Then  she  .smiled  and  said  she  couldn't; 

Then  she  said:  Oh!  my!  you  shouldn't. 
Oh!  you  naughty,  naughtj'  man! 

I  thought  it  was  right,  so  I  had 

The  banns  put  up  on  si)eck, 
And  sent  my  love  a  sweet  silk  dress 

Her  darling  self  to  deck; 
•    Upon  the  wedding  laom  I  called. 

My  intended  bride  to  find 
Not  dressed  at  all,  and  worst  of  all, 

She'd  not  made  up  her  mind. 

Spoken — She  said  she  thought — 

Chorus.         - 

At  first  she  would,  and  then  she  wouldn't, 
And  then,  somehow,  she  thought  she  couldn't; 
And  then  she  said:  I  really  shouldn't, 
And  I  was  a  naughty,  naughty  man! 


Well,  after  that  we  married  were. 

And  we're  pretty  jolly  at  home,      • 
To  one  thing  tho'  my  wife  objects. 

That's  when  I  wish  to  roam; 
She  saj's  that  home's  the  proper  place 

For  all  good  married  men. 
If  I  trot  out  at  night, 

I  have  to  be  in  bed  by  ten. 

Spoken — As  for  letting  me  have  a  latch-kej — 

t  " '  Chorus.  '   "  v/" 

■         Once  she  would,  but  now  she  wouldn't,     :  -v^^. 
'  ;  I  say  she  could,  she  says  she  couldn't; 

She  says:  What's  more,  she's  sure  she  shouldn't. 
And  I'm  a  naughty,  naughty  man. 


.tl^^: 


l-^ 


»    , 

I     ■ 


;  ■«*i<»i.)ft  i:~. 


..c-atw.^- 


TERRY   O'RANN. 


SmuI  your  luuiid  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wchman,  P.  O.  Box  iKO,  New  York  City,  and  ree«lr» 

by  rvtuin  mall  a  cyiniili-U'  C'liuilotfie  of  over  30iK>  P.ipular  EiiKlinh  and  (Jerman 

Son^ro— Fi'vt^.     Poi>iii«;e  Slaiupn  taken  lutiuv  as  ciult  for  all  our  yuodo. 


V 


Terry  O'Rann  was  a  fine  young  man. 

And  from  i\  boy  it  was  his  joy 
To  tipple  and  drink,  and  lovingly  wink 

At  all  the  gay  la^'ics  iu  Derry; 
And  when  bis  Hist  love  be  was  making. 

The  girls  for  him  had  such  a  taking. 
If  he'd  hist  wink  liis  eye,  och,  wouldn't  they  sigh. 

You'd  think  all  their  backs  was  a  breaking. 
He  took  whisky  punch  ever}'  night  to  his  hmcb. 

All  the  thoughts  of  his  love  to  bury, 
And  then  he  would  roam  far  away  from  his  home. 

To  the  grief  of  the  lasses  of  Derry. 

Day  and  night,  'twas  bis  delight  to  play 

This  game,  without  any  shame, 
Till  stopped  by  death,  which  took  his  breath, 

And  killed  him  with  whisky  in  Derry; 
His  loss  to  the  lasses  was  grievous, 

But  from  death  there  is  nothing  can  save  us, 
And  every  soul  in  terror  did  bowl,  saying: 

Och.  Terry,  why  did  ye  lave  us? 
That  night  at  the  wake  every  head  it  did  ache. 

And  when  they  went  with  the  coffin  to  bury, 
A  crowd  wius  seen,  that  covered  the  green 

la  the  black-luukiug  churchyard  iu  Derry. 

The  Mayor  of  the  town  wa.s  a  man  of  renown, 

He  was  a  shoemaker,  a  tailor, 
A  baker,  a  doctor  besides. 

And  undertaker  to  all  the  people  in  Derry; 
And  when  they  were  all  merrj'  making, 

Himself  to  his  be<l  he  was  taking. 
When  Terry's  dead  ghost  stood  at  liis  bedpost. 

Says  he:  'Tis  a  shame  to  the  waking. 
Nor  I  don't  ask  your  lave  to  come  from  the  grave. 

Your  conduct  is  shocking,  och,  very, 
I  say  to  your  face,  you  must  alter  my  case, 

Or  I'll' tell  all  the  people  in  Derry. 

I  w!is  buried  to-day,  but  where  I  lay 

The  ground  was  damp  and  gave  me  the  cramp, 
All  over  ray  Ixxly  the  wet  did  get, 

There  was  water  enough  for  a  ferry; 
And  besides  my  feelings  to  barrow, 

I  w;is  doultli;d  up,  as  if  in  a  barrow, 
I  wiis  wedged  in  tight  bound,  I  couldn't  turn  'round. 

My  coffin  was  too  devilish  narrow. 
It  was  made  of  bad  stuff,  not  half  long  enough. 

And  as  sure  as  my  name  it  is  Terry, 
I  will  not  lay  quiet,  but  111  kick  up  a  riot, 

I'll  haunt  'all  the  people  in  Derry. 

Pniv.  says  the  Mayor,  now  take  a  chair. 

If  you'll  allow,  I'll  mea.siire  you  now 
For  a  new  coffin,  longer  and  broader,  and  stronger. 

If  tiiatil  make  your  heart  merry. 
Then  the  ghost  lirightcned  up  in  a  jiffy. 

His  frolicsome  spirits  grew  frisky, 
Says  he:  With  pleasure  you  may  take  my  measure. 

And  I'll  take  a  measure  of  whiskey; 
For  you  noc<lii't  be  told  that  the  grave's  very  cold. 

And  doesn't  agree  with  |VM)r  Terry, 
I'm  a  comical  elf,  so  I'll  drink  a  good  health 

To  all  the  live  laSses  in  Derrv. 


While  the  bottle  and  glass  merrily  pass, 

And  Terry  was  riin;  for  a  song  or  a  fight. 
The  clock  .struck  one,  and  ended  the  fun 

()f  the  frolicsome  corpse  of  poor  Terry; 
For  the  .soun<l  of  tlie  clock  was  a  warning. 

That  no  ghost  e'er  whs  scorning. 
So  tipsy  and  drunk  away  he  slunk. 

To  get  into  bis  grave  before  morning. 
But  the  old  women  say  that  he  missed  his  way. 

For  the  coffin  they  did  bury 
Was  quite  empty  found  in  the  turned-up  ground, 

To  the  grief  of  the  lasses  in  Derry. 


The  truth  to  suppose,  for  there's  nobody  knowi. 

The  ghost  ran  hard  to  gain  the  churchyard. 
But  to  his  distress,  be  got  into  a  mess. 

By  meeting  some  blackguanls  in  Derry; 
Surrounded  in  every  direction. 

No  shillalah  had  be  for  protection, 
80  they,  in  a  crack,  popped  him  in  a  sack. 

And  carried  him  off  for  dissection. 
He  told  all  the  house,  be  was  but  a  poor  ghost, 

But  they  wouldn't  believe  him,  poor  Terry, 
With  hearts  hard  as  stones,  cut  the  fiesh  off  bis  bones, 

And  anatomised  Terry  of  Derry. 


•  >» 


AND   SO   SAY   ALL   OF  US. 


Ah  ming  by'Hallcn  and  Ilnrt.  1 

8«nd  Tour  iiai)ie  and  addn'wi  to  H.  J.  W»-hni.nn,  P.  O.  Rot  1S23,  Sow  York  City,  and  reoeiTe 

hv  return  iiiall  a  eomjilete  (>it»loKiic  of  o%  cr  ;*XiO  Popular  Enorli.><h  and  0«nnan 

Son^  -Kn«.     PoKta^  Stamiw  takon  same  a«  cai<h  for  ail  our  gootXa. 


I 


It's  correct  nowadays  to  sing  topical  songs, 

And  .so  say  all  of  us; 
To  descant  about  people  and  popular  wrongs,     ' 

And  so  say  all  of  us. 
If  j'ou  listen  to  mc  a  little  you  may. 
From  things  I  touch  on  iu  a  jocular  wav. 
If  you  wish  to  indorse  my  opinion  you'll  say. 

And  so  say  all  of  us. 

We'll  commence  with  the  weather,  It's  been  very  bad. 

And  so  any  all  of  us; 
Enough  to  send  a  respectable  citizen  mad. 

And  so  say  all  of  us. 
Rain  fell  so  that  folks  said  it  never  would  cea.se. 
Crops  were  ruined  completely,  though  now  the  police 
Say  that  county  crops  here  are  upon  the  increa.se, 

And  so  say  all  of  us. 

The  people's  Gold  Tribute,  by  Dizzy,  was  spurned. 

And  .so  say  all  of  us; 
The  sub.scril)ers  did  not  get  their  pennies  returned. 

Ami  so  say  all  of  us. 
Poor  Tracey  at  last  got  over  his  woes, 
The  wreath  is  on  view,  now  even*  one  knows. 
In  the  Chamber  of  Horrors,  at  Madame  Tussauds, 

And  so  say  all  of  us. 

Town  Talk  has  been  stopped  by  the  arm  of  the  law, 

And  so  s.iy  all  of  us; 
It  should  have  been  stopped  though  a  long  time  ago. 

And  so  say  all  of  us. 
To  libel  all  parties  was  its  great  delight. 
To  swear  white  was  black,  and  that  yellow  was  white 
And  the  editor's  sentence,  it  serves  him  quite  right, 

And  so  say  all  of  us. 

The  retired  Lord  Mayor  got  In  a  fearful  distress,  [ 

And  so  .say  all  of  us; 
Got  himself  a  bad  name,  so  they  say,  (Mayor  or  less). 

And  so  say  all  of  us. 
Nottage  tohi  him  quite  plainly  he'd  not  l)e  rebuffed. 
But  tlie  Mayor  stamped  with  rage,  and  dreadfully  huffed, 
He's  a  wonderful  man,  and  he  ought  to  be  stuffed. 

And  so  say  all  of  us. 

Encore  Versb. 
Mr. is  a  jolly  gootl  man  In  his  way, 

And  so  say  all  of  us; 
Quite  as  good  as  you'll  meet  in  the  course  of  a  day. 

And  so  say  all  of  us. 
Such  wisdom,  such  wit,  and  such  sense  so  profound, 
Martin  Tupper  l.iefore  him  should  bow  to  the  ground, 
I  propose  that  he  treat*  us  to  glasses  all  'round. 

And  so  say  all  of  us. 


i 


\ 


I    . 
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— Violet — "  Mamma,  bow  do  people  know  that  it's  a  man  in  the 
moon?  "    Mother,  sadly—"  Because  it's  always  out  at  nights.  " 


— ''And  now,  Mrs.  Sullivan,"  said  the  counsel,  "will  you  l)e 
kind  enough  to  tell  the  jury  whether  your  husband  was' in  the 
habit  of  striking  you  with  impunity?  "  "  Wid  what,  sir?  "  "  With 
impunity."  "He  was,  sir,  now  and  then,  but  he  struck  me  oftener  I 
wid  his  fist  1" 
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That's  Pretty  G-ood,  What  Next? 
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When  folks  arc  surprised  you'll  oft  hear  them  say, 

Well,  that's  pretty  good,  what  next? 
A  remark  you  will  hear  many  times  in  a  day, 

Well,  that's  pretty  good,  what's  next? 
At  every  scheme  or  idea  new 
The  wonder  is  then  what  next  will  they  do 
Without  Murphys  or  meat  they  make  Irish  stew, 

Well,  that's  pretty  good,  what  next? 

As  the  young  girl  said  when  she  got  her  first  squeeze. 

Well,  that's  pretty  good,  what  next? 
Don't  do  it  again,  though  you  may  if  you  please, 

Well,  that's  pretty  good,  what  next? 
When  your  arm  is  around  the  waist  of  a  pretty  young  Miss, 
She  exclaims  with  a  sigh,  as  you  give  her  a  kiss: 
Oh,  Charley,  my  de^r,  what  heavenly  bliss, 

Well,  that's  pretty  good,  what  next? 
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America  is  G-ood  Enough  for  Me. 
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They  can  boast  of  foreign  lands, 
Where  rich  lords  and  dukes  are  born. 

But  America  is  good  enough  for  me. 
They  can  praise  their  British  wheat, 
And  their  flour  and  their  corn. 

But  American  food  is  good  enough  for  me. 

We  have  fine  land  in  the  West, 
Where  we  raise  foo<l  of  the  best. 

And  our  climate  is  as  healthy  as  can  be; 
Tho'  some  folks  our  ways  can't  swallow, 
You  can  Iwt  your  bottom  dollar. 

That  America  is  good  enough  for  me. 

In  the  different  kinds  of  sport. 
In  the  ring  or  on  the  stage, 

America  is  grjod  enough  for  me 
As  for  fighting,  Johnny  Sullivan 
Is  acknowledged  now  the  king. 

And  Sullivan  is  good  enough  for  me. 

As  for  those  upon  the  stage, 
Mary  Anderson  was  the  rage. 

Like  McCullough,  when  she  saile<l  across  the  .sea. 
Mrs.  Langtry  m^y  l)e  great, 
Henry  Irving  may  be  greater. 

But  our  Edwin  Booth  is  good  enough  for  me. 

Among  great  men  of  fame. 
Who  have  gone  but  left  a  name, 

Daniel  AV  ebstcr  was  good  enough  for  me. 
Of  poets  dead  and  gone. 
There  was  one  we  oft  did  mourn. 

That's  Longfellow,  he  was  good  enough  for  me. 

General  Lee  we  name  with  pride. 
General  Grant,  too,  side  by  side 

In  the  battle-field  were  brave  as  brave  could  be; 
And  such  men  as  little  Mac, 
Hancock,  too,  and  Stonewald  Jack, 

You  can  bet  your  life,  were  good  enough  for  me. 

I  was  born  and  raised  right  here, 
And  right  here  I  mean  to  stay. 

For  America  is  good  enough  for  me; 
Where  our  grand-dads  fought  and  bled 
In  the  years  long  pa.s.sed  away, 

You  can  bet  your  boots,  is  good  enough  for  me. 

We  are  well  supplied  with  tramps, 
We  have  every  kind  of  .scamps. 

Pretty  girls  and  lots  of  babies  you  can  see; 
Mother-in-laws,  old  maids  and  cats, 
Shangheigh  roosters,  dogs  and  rats. 

Oh,  America  is  good  enough  for  me. 


A  fine  little  maiden,  with  beauty  o'crlmleu, 

Lives  right  'round  the  corner  from  me. 
She's  a  face  like  a  fairy,  her  style's  light  and  airy. 

She's  a  maiden  as  few  you  will  see; 
Iler  dressing's  exquisite,  she's  every  requisite. 

And  shows  them  all  off  to  a  dot, 
I  wa.s  mashed  on  this  daisy,  she  had  me  nigh  crazy. 

This  girl,  Mary  Ann  Kate  McDermott. 

Chorcb. 

Mary  Ann,  Mary  Ann, 

Mary  that  lives  'round  the  corner. 

Bright  and  gay  all  the  day, 

Oh,  she's  a  daisy,  she  drove  me  nigh  crazy; 

When  she's  seen,  like  a  queen. 

Stately,  majestic  is  she; 

Some  call  me  pluckv,  but  I  think  I'm  lucky. 

For  Mary  is  mashed  on  me. 

I  met  her  on  Monday,  and  then  on  next  Sunday 

I  took  her  out  strolling  with  me. 
She  cost  me  much  money,  this  dear  little  honey. 

She  wunte<l  nigh  all  "that  she'd  see; 
On  the  lake  we  went  rowing,  not  a  wind  was  then  blowing, 

I  was  wet  to  the  skin,  for  'twas  hot, 
She  seemed  not  to  worrv,  but  felt  very  sorry. 

This  girl,  Mary  Ann  Kate  McDermott. — Chorus. 

When  at  last  we  got  started  for  home  and  parted. 

She  bade  me  a  nice,  sweet  good-day; 
Please  don't  call  to-night,  sir,  there  may  be  a  fight,  sir, 

For  my  beaux  ijc't  .so  mad  right  away. 
I  was  nearly  dumbfounded,  like  a  ship  that  has  grounded, 

I  scarcely  could  move  from  the  8iK)t; 
She  looked  for  a  dandy,  and  I  came  in  handy. 

This  girl,  Mary  Ann  Kate  McDermott. — Vhorut. 


It  Makes  a  Man  Feel  Like  a  FooL 
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If  you  go  to  get  shaved  with  no  hair  on  your  face, 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool; 
If  vou  lo.sc  all  the  money  you  bet  on  a  race, 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 
If  you  take  a  young  lady  to  see  a  new  play. 
And  invite  her  to  supper  at  a  high-toned  cafe. 
Put  j'our  hand  in  your  pf)cket  with  no  money  to  pay. 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 

If  vou're  asked  for  the  time  when  you've  only  a  chain. 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool; 
If  your  umbrella  turns  inside  out  in  the  rain. 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 
If  you  take  a  young  lady  out  for  a  stroll. 
And  3'our  tailor  conies  up  before  you're  aware. 
And  will  ask  you  to  settle  that  little  afTair, 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 

If  a  lady  you  met  dressed  in  satin  and  lace. 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool ; 
If  you  get  but  one  plimjwe  of  her  beautiful  face, 

It  makes  a  man  fwl  like  a  fool. 
If  you  put  your  hands  on  her  shoulders  so  bold. 
And  she  lifts  up  her  veil,  it's  then  you  behold 
An  ugly  old  damsel  some  sixty  years  old. 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 

If  a  man  has  been  married  some  ten  or  twelve  years. 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool; 
If  his  wife  is  the  l)o.ss  and  has  made  him  shed  tears. 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 
He  meets  a  latly  of  whom  he  knows  well, 
And  invites  her  to  sip  off  wine  nice  and  cold. 
His  wife  looks  in  on  the  scene,  and  says:  Ah,  thcrel 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 
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I'll  G-ive  You  One  More  as  You  Gro. 
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My  sweetheart  is  a  sly  little  Miss, 

Though  a  girl  whom  I  fondly  adore, 
And  often  I  ask  for  a  kiss,  -- 

She  gives  me  just  one  and  no  more. 
I  called  at  her  house  Sunday  night, 

And  asked  for  a  kiss  as  her  beau; 
She  answered:  You  fright,  don't  you  squeeze  me  so  tight, 

I'll  give  you  one  more  as  you  go. 

CHonus. 
ni  give  you  one  more  as  you  go, 

rn  give  you  one  more  as  you  go; 
She  answered:  You  fright,  don't  you  squeeze  me  so  tight, 

I'll  give  you  one  more  as  you  go. 

Her  daddy  is  a  feeling  old  man,  .  -     - 

He's  always  a  feeling  for  me; 
I  remember  this  feeling  began 

When  I  first  went  his  daughter  to  see. 
While  bidding  my  sweetheart  good-night, 

In  the  usual  manner,  you  know, 
He  exclaimed  with  a  swear,  as  his  foote  smote  the  air: 

I'll  give  you  one  more  as  you  go. 

Chorus. 
Ill  dve  you  one  more  as  you  go, 

rn  give  you  one  more  as  you  go; 
He  exclaimed  with  a  swear,  as  his  foot  smote  the  air: 

I'll  give  you  one  more  as  you  go. 

Oh,  that  dog!  oh,  that  dog  I  what  a  brute! 

He  was  on  to  me  quicker  than  flash. 
He  was  mashed  on  my  eight  dollar  suit. 

And  to  make  me  a  subject  for  hash. 
I  jumped  over  the  garden  wall, 

In  a  manner,  you  bet,  was  not  slow, 
When  a  voice  from  the  house  I  heard  say:  Seek  him,  Towse, 

Just  give  him  one  more  as  he  goes. 

""■■'  Chorus.'      "'^^  ■■■.■. 

Just  give  him  one  more  as  he  goes. 

Just  give  him  one  more  as  he  goes; 
When  a  voice  from  the  house  I  heard  say  Seek  him,  Towse, 

Just  give  him  one  more  as  he  goes. 


Maggie,  the  Cows  are  in  tlie  Clover. 
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SUPPOSING. 
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I  had  an  only  brother,  we  were  twins, 

In  feature,  form  and  voice  we  are  both  the  same* 
We  resemble  each  other  as  closely  as  two  pins. 

We  are  perfectly  alike  in  all  but  name. 
When  we  go  out  people  would  take  their  oath, 

That  the  likeness  between  us  it  was  sich, 
They  could  never  tell  the  other  one  from  both. 

Or  distinguish  the  other  one  from  which. 

Chorus. 

Now  supposing  as  how  he  was  I, 

Or  supposing  as  how  I  was  he; 
Or  supposing  we  lioth  were  some  one  else, 

Who  the  dickens  do  you  suppose  we  both  would  be? 

Now  supposing  that  I  should  fall  in  love, 

And  take  unto  myself  a  darling  wife; 
With  her  I  would  be  all  hand  and  glove, 

A  happy  man  the  rest  of  my  life. 
But  supposing  she  couldn't  tell  me  from  Jim, 

Whatever  would  the  consequences  be,  ' 

If  she'd  all  the  time  been  taking  me  for  him 

And  after  marriage  find  that  he  was  me.— Chorus. 

N  )w  supposing  that  I  was  taken  ill 

With  the  measles,  the  whooping  cough,  or  gout; 
Then  the  doctor  would  bring  potion,  draught  and  pills. 

But  who  to  give  them  to  there'd  be  a  doubt. 
For  if  ever  I  was  laid  upon  my  back, 

My  brother  they'd  be  sure  to  put  to  bed. 
And  If  he  should  get  the  worst  of  the  attack. 

They'd  be  certain  sure  to  say  that  I  was  dead. — Chorut. 


I  love  to  wander  by  the  brook 

That  winds  among  the  trees. 
And  watch  the  birds  flit  to  and  fro     ,:V 

Among  the  Autumn  leaves. 
'Tis  my  delight,  from  mom  'till  night. 

To  ramble  oh  the  shore. 
But  when  I  do  my  mother's  voice 

Comes  from  the  kitchen  door: 

Chorus. 

Maggie!  Maggie!  the  cows  are  in  the  clover, 
They've  trampled  it  since  morn, 

Go,  and  drive  them,  Maggie, 
To  the  old  red  bam. 

I'm  not  allowed  to  have  a  beau, 

Elxcept  upon  the  sly. 
So  yesterday  he  came  and  took 

Me  walking  through  the  rye; 
We  strolled  along  so  lovingly. 

It  seemed  just  like  a  dream, 
When  just  from  out  that  kitchen  door 

Came  that  familiar  scream: — (Jhoru%. 

He  took  me  to  a  country  fair, 

We  went  in  a  balloon. 
Says  he  to  me,  we'll  go  and  see 

The  man  up  in  the  moon; 
We  drifted  over  toward  the  farm. 

Perhaps  a  mile  or  more. 
When  suddenly  I  heard  that  voice 

Come  from  the  kitchen  door. — Chorus. 


Johnny,  Get  Your  Hair  Cut. 
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Over  in  the  sands  of  Jersey, 

Where  the  watermelons  grow. 
Dwells  a  youth  who  whistles  ever 

This  one  tune  all  he  does  know: 

Chorus. 
Johnny,  get  your  hair  cut,  hair  cut,  hair  cut, 

Johnny,  get  your  hair  cut  like  a  sport; 
Johnny,  get  your  hair  cut,  hair  cut,  hair  cut. 

Johnny,  get  your  hair  cut,  your  hair  cut  short. 

Up  in  Manayunk  the  mill  hands 

Make  the  hills  and  valley  ring. 
When  the  long  day's  work  is  over. 

As  they  travel  home  and  sing: — Chorus, 

On  the  banjo  and  the  organ, 

On  the  fiddle  and  the  flute. 
On  the  cornet  and  the  kazoo, 

Everybody  tries  to  iOQi:— Chorus 

Everv  cheap  and  five  cent  barber 

Tries  to  make  the  business  pay, 
So  his  sign  upon  the  shutter 

To  the  crowd  is  made  to  say :— C  horus 

Many  folks  are  fond  of  music. 

Some  they  like  it  not  at  all, 
Get  your  gun  if  any  neighbor 

In  your  ear  begins  to  squall: — CJtorus 

Now  my  song  at  last  is  ended. 

Let  me  give  you  all  a  rest. 
Nevermore  to  find  me  singing 

This  old  tune  we  love  the  best: — Chorus. 
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Pat  Gallagher's  shanty  was  getting  too  small. 

Or  the  size  of  his  family  wa.s  growing  too  iiig, 
So  he  built  an  addition  outside  of  the  hall, 

As  a  neat  little  pen  for  the  goat  and  the  pig; 
In  time  for  the  moving  he  tied  the  old  sow 

With  a  strong  hempen  cord  from  the  foot  to  its  ham, 
But  the  hog  wouldn't  drive,  and  the  old  woman  yelled: 

Just  let  her  go,  Gallagher,  don't  be  a  clam! 

CnoRUS. 
Let  her  go,  Gallagher,  let  her  go,  Gallagher, 

Let  her  go.  Gallagher,  don't  be  h  dam! 
Let  her  go,  Gallagher,  let  her  go,  Gallagher, 

Let  her  go,  Gallagher,  don't  be  a  clam ! 

Oh,  never  a  bit  would  the  critter  move  on. 

So  he  made  up  his  mind  just  to  tackle  tlie  goat, 
But  the  thing  wouldn't  work,  for  she  butted  him  round, 

"Till  she  bounced  him  clean  out  of  his  boots  aud  his  coat ; 
He  got  himself  up  in  a  passion,  he  swore, 

And  he  brought  his  tist  down  with  a  terrible  slam, 
But  the  old  woman  yelled,  just  the  same  as  before: 

Oh,  let  her  go,  Gallagher,  don't  be  a  clam! — Charus. 

Just  stop  your  loud  chinnen,  cried  Pat,  in  a  rage. 

On  your  pate  rae  sheleligh  I'll  break  it,  I  sware; 
But  she  straightened  right  up  for  a  gal  of  her  age, 

Aud  declared  herself  loudly  the  best  of  the  pair. 
Thej-  had  a  square  fight  for  a  minute  or  more, 

'Twas  a  lively  old  tussle,  without  any  sham. 
And  the  neighbors  cried  out  from  the  windows  next  door: 

Oh,  let  her  go,  Gallagher,  don't  l>e  a  clam! — Chorus. 


(TOPICAL  VERSION.) 


LET   HER   GO,   GALLAGHER! 

Cop>TiKtit,  18,s:,  by  J.  Gib.  Winner.     Published  by  permlwloD. 

Tis  said  Phil;uleli)hia'.s  a  very  fine  place 

To  those  who  love  quiet  and  dote  on  renown, 
For  its  people  are  proud  if  they  only  can  trace 

A  high  pedigree  from  the  grandfather  down; 
Her  people  go  slow,  they  would  make  you  l)elievc. 

And  their  lofty  pretentions  are  nothing  but  sham, 
But  there's  quite  a  large  numl)er  j-ou  cannot  deceive. 

So  let  'em  go,  Gallagher,  don't  be  a  clam! 

There's  old  ^loncymakpr  who  runs  a  big  .shop^ 

And  sells  ail  the  goodies  a  city  ran  need; 
He'll  supply  you  with  dry  g(M)ds  and  wet  ginger-pop. 

And  fool  you  on  prices  if  he  can  succeed. 
Tliere's  lots  of  sharp  fellows  to  .shut  up  vour  eye. 

And  stick  you  with  mutton  when  paying  for  lamb; 
So  vou  mustn't  remark  on  their  morals  awry. 

But  let  'em  go,  Gallagher,  don't  be  a  clam! 

The  streets  arc  so  dirty  that  many  complain, 

Tlio'  people  are  waiting  and  living  in  hope, 
That  Wagner  may  push  the  contractors  again, 

And  send  them  a  cargo  of  Frank  Siddall's  soap. 
Bad  water  so  muddy  the  city  supplies, 

That  it  looks  like  a  paste  as  it  goes  o'er  the  dam; 
In  drinking  it  down  you  must  just  shut  your  e3'es. 

And  let  her  go,  Gallagher,  don't  be  a  clam' 

Now  Stokely  is  doing  his  l)est  to  correct 

Tlie  very  loose  morals  f)f  many,  I  think; 
His  laws  of  morality  all  must  rcsjK'ct, 

Fjspeci.illy  the  mixing  of  music  and  drink. 
The  j)oor  pet  canary  no  longer  can  sing 

'Mid  the  odor  of  beer,  and  of  juustard  and  ham; 
So  lay  down  the  glass,  with  its  .sad  li>  How  ring, 

And  let  her  go,  Gallagher,  don't  be  a  clam! 

High  license  they  say  will  not  work  around  here. 

And  where  is  the  freedom  of  which  we  all  l)oa.st. 
If  a  man  is  deprived  of  his  whisky  and  beer. 

His  very  best  comfort  and  what  he  l()ves  best? 
The  fact  is  our  country  is  rather  t<x)  free 

For  those  who  object  to  tli}'  Jaws,  Unch;  Sam, 
It  costs  but  a  trifle  to  recross  the  sea. 

So  let  'em  go,  Gallagher,  don't  Ix;  a  clam! 


They  say  that  no  rum  is  allowed  in  the  park. 

But  go  tell  Mayor  Fitler.  providing  he  cares. 
There's  many  things  done  in  the  ways  that  are  dark. 

And  show  him  the  avenue  leading  up  stairs. 
Just  take  him  around  where  the  crowd  is  not  seen, 

Aud  let  him  endure  a  few  moments  jam 
Up  in  the  sky  parlor,  where  thousands  have  been, 

Yes,  let  him  go,  Gallagher,  don't  be  a  clam! 

We  have,  it  is  said,  quite  the  biggest  town  hall, 

Of  any  fine  village  out.side  of  New  York; 
I  mention  that  city,  for  though  it  is  small. 

It  holds  (juite  a  number  from  Deitchland  and  Cork. 
We  have  lots  of  policemen  to  keep  down  the  noise, 

Who  arrest  the  attention  of  Quakers  so  calm. 
But  no  one's  afraid,  not  even  the  boys, 

So  let  'em  go,  Gallagher,  don't  be  a  clam! 


Ireland  Will  Yet  Be  Free. 


8«nd  your  name  and  mldress  to  H.  .1.  Wfhman.  P.  O.  Box  l»a.  New-  York  Olty,  and  pee«lTe 

by  return  mail  a  complete  (  iifalotfue  of  over  .<U00  I'opiilar  KiurliMh  and  Oerman 

Songs— Free.      Vv<agv  Stam|>»  taken  name  lu*  ciu<h  for  all  our  ({uodii. 

Let  tyrants  exult  and  their  mandates  proclaim. 

Their  sceptres  with  iron  hands  sway: 
Oppression  the  Irish  heart  never  can  tame, 

Nor  drive  hope  of  freedom  away. 
The  yoke  may  be  heavy  and  firai  in  its  place. 

The  fetters  secure  all  may  be; 
But  blood  will  wash  out  this  most  shameful  disgrace, 

Aud  Ireland  ere  long  shall  be  free. 

The  day  may  be  distant — perhaps  it  is  near. 

When  freedom  shall  dawn  on  our  land; 
When  Ireland  no  longer  a  tyrant  need  fear,  ■ 

Her  rights  she  will  seek  and  demand. 
Her  fields,  now  deserted,  shall  blossom  once  more, 

Her  ships  will  skim  over  the  sea; 
The  hirelings  of  England  Ikj  hurled  from  our  shore, 

And  Ireland  will  truly  be  free. 

Then  toast  our  fair  island,  my  countrymen  all, 

"  Success  to  her  stniggle  so  nigh! " 
Her  sons  will  spring  forth  at  the  first  trumpet  call. 

Ami  battle  for  freedom  or  die. 
Then  when  we  have  conquered  and  peace  smiles  again. 

Let  this  our  grand  toa^f  r'ver  l)e: 
"  Confusion  to  tyrants  \\  herevt  r  Miey  reign! " 

And  Ireland  shall  ever  be  free. 


I  Believe  It,  for  My  Mother  Told  Me  So. 


CopyriKht,  1887.  by  Ljon  *  Healy. 


The  W( 


onls  and  Mti:<le  of  this  Sonp  will  >»•  sent  to  any  addreiw.  port-paid,  on  pe<'<di>t  of  40 
cents;  or  this  mid  any  two  other  S<iiiifs  for  tine  Hollar,  by  H.  J.  >\ehnian.  1'.  O.  Ilox 


1823,  New  York 


my  t> 
City. 


I'lwtnge  Sta>n|iM  taken  Kunie  un  eaoh  for  all  our  guod:). 


There's  a  little  maxim  that  was  told  to  mc  by  mother  dear, 

When  in  childhoo<l  I  was  seated  on  her  knee; 
She  told  me  that  a  rolling  .stone  would  gather  little  moss. 

Many  lessons  of  advice  she  gave  to  me. 
She  told  me  that  the;  Father  watched  o!cr  me  from  above. 

She  bade  me  pray  to  Him  with  head  boweil  low; 
She  said  if  I'd  take  her  advise  some  day  I'tl  be  with  Him, 

I  believe  it,  for  my  mother  told  me  so. 

CnoRUS. 

She  told  me  that  in  manhood  temptations  I  would  meet. 
And  that  very  few  true  friends  in  life  I'd  know; 

She  also  .said  the  world  was  full  of  falsehood  and  deceit, 
I  believe  it,  for  my  mother  told  me  so. 

She  told  mc  to  never  turn  my  back  on  sorrow  or  distress, 

But  give  whate'er  I  could  to  help  the  poor; 
You'll  never  know  what  poverty  is,  lad,  until  j'ou  find 

The  wolf  of  hunger  knocking  at  the  door. 
So  try  and  love  your  neighbors  as  you  try  and  love  yourself. 

Your  deeds  will  make  vou  known  where'er  you  go; 
A  man  who's  honest  neecls  no  monument  when  he's  gone, 

I  believe  it,  for  my  mother  told  me  .so.  —  Cfiorits. 


— The  crop  of  cigar-stumps  has  not  suffered  from  the  drouth, 
and  promi.ses  to  be  large  enough  to  supply  the  increasing  demands 
of  the  cigarette  dudes. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF   SONGS-NO.  17. 


SOMEBODY^  MOTHER. 

As  Recited  by  Adolph  J.  Jackson. 


The  woman  was  old,  and  rngijed  and  gray. 
And  beut  with  the  chill  of  a  Winter's  day; 
Tlie  streets  were  white  with  a  recent  snow, 
Aud  the  woman's  feet  with  age  were  slow. 

At  the  crowde<l  crossing  she  waited  long, 
Jostled  iiside  by  the  careless  throng 
Of  hninaii  beings  who  passed  her  by, 
Unheeding  the  glance  of  her  anxious  eye. 

Down  the  street,  with  laughter  and  shout, 
Glad  in  the  free<lom  of  "school  let  out." 
Come  happy  boys,  like  a  flock  of  sheep, 
Hailing  the  snow  piled  white  and  deep;  . 
Passed  the  woman,  so  old  and  gray, 
Hastened  the  children  on  their  way. 

None  offered  a  helping  hand  to  her, 

So  weak  and  timid,  afraid  to  stir, 

Lest  the  carriage  wheels  or  the  horse's  feet 

Should  trample  her  down  in  the  slippery  street. 

At  last  came  out  of  the  merry  troop 
The  gayest  boy  of  all  the  group; 
He  paused  beside  her,  and  whispered  low, 
"111  help  you  across,  if  you  wish  to  go?" 

Her  agetl  hand  on  his  strong  young  arm 
She  placed,  and  so,  without  hurt  or  harm. 
He  guided  the  trembling  feet  along. 
Proud  that  his  own  were  young  and  strong; 
Then  Itack  again  to  his  friends  he  went, 
Ifis  young  heart  happy  and  well  content. 

"She's  somebody's  mother,  boys,  you  know, 
For  all  she's  agc-d,  and  poor,  and  slow; 
And  some  one,  some  time,  may  lend  a  hand 
To  help  my  mother — you  understand? — 
If  ever  she's  poor,  and  old,  and  gray, 
And  her  own  dear  boy  is  far  away. 

"Somel)ody's  mother"  bowed  low  her  head. 
In  her  home  that  night,  and  the  prayer  she  said 
Was:  "G«k1  be  kind  to  that  noble  boy. 
Who  is  somebody's  .son  and  pride  aud  joy." 

Faint  was  the  voice,  and  worn  and  weak. 
But  heaven  lists  when  its  chosen  speak; 
Angels  caught  the  faltering  word. 
And  "Somebody's  Mother's"  prayer  was  heard. 


AMERICA  STILL   AHEAD. 


Semi  vonr  imiiif  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehmnn.  P.  O.  Box  182S.  New  York  Cit>-  and  receive 
J  by  return  mail  n  complete  Cat«lo(rue  of  over  :1000  Pojiular  Enfirlish  and  German 

]  Somps -Kree.    PontJUfe  Stamiw  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

'  We  i>eruse  the  ]>a|X'rs  every  day,  and  curious  things  we  hear 
^  AI)out  the  jK'opltr  and  tlieir  ways,  that  live  both  far  and  near; 
)  Being  of  enquiring  mind  we  strive  to  make  out  • 

)  The  hearts  of  all  persons,  and  what  they  are  about. 
)  Now  there  is  Miss  Langtry,  famed  both  far  and  wide,    . 
)  Mashe<l  on  Freddie  Gei)hard,  we  know  that  she  is  not  his  bride. 
)  They  claim  her  as  a  beauty,  in  the  world  'tis  said  the  best. 
But  for  hops,  Yankee  girls  can  knock  her  out,  &  America  still  ahead. 


Now  there's  an  English  actor,  I  believe  that's  what  he's  called. 
By  the  name  of  Osmond  Tearle,  and  in  New  York  was  enstalle<l, 
He  says  Americans  are  ham-fatters  and  don't  know  how  to  act, 
And  he  came  here  to  show  us  and  prove  to  us  the  fact. 
Now  there  is  T.  W.  Keene,  I'm  sure  has  stood  the  test,  -■■■''" 
For  woman,  Mary  Antlerson  undoubtedly  is  the  best, 
There  is  no  use  of  further  talk,  I'm  sure  you  all  have  read, 
That  Edwia  Booth  can  show  them  all  that  America  still  ahead. 

For  boxers  and  prize-flghteis  England  tries  to  claim  the  belt. 

With  Tom  Sayers  and  Tom  King,  Heenan  wasn't  fairly  dealt, 

But  if  they  are  ambitious  they  soon  very  quickly  learn. 

That  there  is  men  in  this  coimtry  with  whom  she  can  have  a  turn. 

Now  there  is  Slade.  the  half-breed,  from  a  foreign  land  has  come. 

Along  with  Jem  Mace,  to  fight  John  Sullivan, 

There  is  no  use  of  further  talk,  I'm  sure  you  all  have  read. 

That  Sullivan  has  knocketl  them  out,  aud  America  still  ahead. 


YOU  WILL  NEVER  KNOW  A 
MOTHER'S  LOVE  AGAIN. 


Copyright,  1887,  by  F.  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  b<'  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoelpt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjrs  fi)r  t>iie  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian.  P.  O.  Ikix 

1823,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 

I  remember  when  I  was  a  lad,  just  sixteen  years  of  age. 

My  poor  old  father  he  took  ill  and  died; 
And  Uie  morning  of  the  night  that  his  spirit  wingeti  its  flight, 

He  called  his  children  all  to  his  bedside. 
As  he  kissed  us  all  good-bye,  he  bade  us  not  to  cry, 

But  be  good  boys  to  mother  when  I'm  dead; 
Her  head  is  bending  low,  she  soon  from  you  will  go — 

He  spoke  these  words  and  then  his  spirit  fled. 

Chorus. 

Take  good  care  of  mother,  boys,  when  I'm  de:id  and  gone. 

Try  and  keep  her  last  days  free  from  pain; 
Respect  her  old  gray  head,  remember  when  .<!lio's  dead, 
■   .       You  will  never  know  a  mother's  love  again. 

The  years  flew  quickly  onward  and  I  soon  became  a  man. 

The  other  children  all  gi-ew  up  apace; 
But  my  mother,  poor  old  soul,  she  had  almost  reached  life's  goal, 

I  could  see  it  as  I  gazed  into  her  face. 
Her  head  was  bending  low,  her  step  was  weak  and  slow. 

Her  ej'cs  were  growing  dim,  she  scarce  could  see; 
I  would  try  to  cheer  her  heart  as  often  I'd  impart 

The  words  my  dying  father  said  to  me:—C/ioi'un. 

On  a  pleasant  summer  morning  when  the  birds  were  singing  gay, 

And  the  roses  lent  tlieir  fragrance  to  the  air. 
In  a  quaint  old  country  churchyard,  close  by  a  hallow 'd  mouud, 

A  few  sad  faces  were  assembled  there. 
Within  that  sacred  spot  they  laid  my  mother  down. 

With  him  whom  on  this  earth  she  loved  so  dear; 
And  while  the  aged  sexton  wjts  filling  up  the  grave. 

The  zephyr  seemed  to  whisi)er  in  my  ear: — Glu/rus. 


Annie,  Who  Played  the  Baiyo. 

Copyright,  1885,  by  Cha.<i.  D.  Blake  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  iK>st-|>aid.  on  i-oeeipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  l>v  H.  J.  Wehnian,  P.  <).  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stomps  token  same  as  eaaJi  for  all  our  goods. 


There's  a  charming  girl,  I  know  she's  fond  of  music  very. 
When  I  call  to  see  her  she  will  always  sing  and  play  for  me 

Selections  from  the  "oi>era  l>ouffe,"  and  marches  military, 
Each  dainty  little  finger's  filled  with  sweetest  melody; 

Talk  about  the  music  made  by  orchestra  or  band. 

She  can  make  the  sweetest  music  in  tiie  land. 

Plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk  plunk,  plunk! 

Plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk! 

Refk.yin. 

Annie  who  plays  the  banjo,  plunk,  plunk, 

So  fine,  plunk,  plunk, 

She's  mine,  plunk,  phink! 

Annie  who  plays  the  banjo,  plunk,  plunk, 

Her  touch,  it  is  something  divine, 

Annie  who  plays  the  banjo,  plunk,  plunk! 

Best  yet,  plunk,  plunk. 

You  bet,  plunk,  plunk! 

Under  her  window  I  softly  go, 

While  Annie  plays  on  the  banjo,  plunk,  plunk! 

When  her  dad  was  fast  asleep  I  used  to  serenade  her. 
Then  she'd  raise  the  window  just  to  let  me  know  she  was  there; 

I'd  sing  the  sweetest  songs  I  know  and  everj-thing  I  p!a3'ed  her, 
'Till  her  old  dad  would  show  his  foot,  a  number  eleven  pair. 

Say,  young  man,  who  do  you  .seek,  speak  out  withcut  delay? 

To  her  father  then  these  words  I'd  have  to  say: 

Plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk! 

Plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk! — Refrain. 

Now  we're  wetl  and  in  our  home  we  have  a  little  cradle, 
I'm  the  father  of  a  very  sweet  and  bouncing  girl, 

I  know  she's  found  of  music,  for  she  bawls  when  she  is  able, 
I  walk  the  floor  till  early  morn,  my  brain  is  in  a  whirl. 

What  made  me  seek  this  weddctl  life,  that's  what  Id  like  to  know? 

Then  Annie  answers  back  so  sweet  and  low: 

Plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk! 

Plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk,  plunk' — Refrain. 


^. 
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TOM  COLLINS  IS  MY  NAME. 

The  Words  and  Muidr  of  this  Son?  will  be  nent  to  any  addr««R.  poot-naid,  on  rooeigt  of  to 
cents;  or  thw  and  any  twq^other  Soukh  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  VV(>hnuui, 


MS,  New  York  City. 


,  P.O.Box 

Po«!ta^e  StainpH  taken  game  as'caith  for  all  our  guoda. 
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Tom  Collins  is  my  name,  my  friends, 

May  I  beg  leave  to  state. 
You've  beara  of  me,  I  dare  suppose. 

Quite  often  bere  of  late; 
I'm  here,  I'm  there,  I'm  everywhere. 

But  rather  bard  to  find, 
•    So  don't  attempt  to  look  me  up, 

Unless  you're  well  inclined. 

Spoken — I  am  pained  to  learn  that  so  many  of  my  friends  have 
been  seiircbing  for  me  in  vain.  I  hear  that  I  have  Ijeen  inquired 
for  in  a  great  number  of  places  by  many  excited  and  basty  indi- 
viduals, who  had  lost  their  tempers  in  the  search.  I  am  extremely 
sorry  to  have  just  missed  them,  but — 

Chorus. 

I'm  here,  I'm  there,  I'm  everywhere, 

And  rather  bard  to  find, 
So  don't  attempt  to  look  me  up. 

Unless  you're  well  inclined. 

I  count  myself  a  gentleman. 

Or  something  of  the  sort, 
Though  many  seem  mclineid  to  take 

Me  as  a  common  sport; 
I'm  willing  to  apologize, 

And  reach  my  hand  to  all 
Who  are  inclined  to  wait  on  me. 

And  give  a  friendly  call. 

Spokeit— Indeed.  I  have  shed  tears  of  sympathy  for  those  who 
'have  been  compelled  to  suffer  the  derision  of  the  heartless,  or 
stand  treat  on  my  account.  I  know  the  trials  of  mankind  are 
many,  and  sometimes  a  little  expensive,  but  I  will  make  it  all  right 
with  mv  persecuted  friends  if  they  will  favor  me  with  a  vbit; 
but — Cnorus.  / 

I'll  tell  jmu  bow  it  is,  my  friends, 

And  you  will  all  agree. 
Some  wretches  without  heart  or  soul. 

Are  fooling  you  and  me. 
So  let  us  keep  our  tempers  straight. 

And  take  the  joke  as  fair. 
We'll  get  along  much  better,  boys. 

In  acting  ou  the  square. 

Spoken — I  understand  several  persons  are  looking  after  me 
with  weapons.  I  am  sorry  for  it,  for  I  can  disappear  like  any 
ghost,  and  I  would  not  wish  them  anv  unnecessary  trouble.  If 
there  are  any  here  who  have  been  victimized,  they  can  call  upon 
me  at — their  convenience,  and  I  will  make  amends;  but — Chorus, 


MAMMA'S  BABY  BOY. 


Copyright,  IKO,  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 


w 


The  Wordii  and  Miiidc  of  thin  Sont<  will  be  nent  to  any  addrem,  pout-paid,  on  roreipt  of  40 

cents,  or  thiH  and  any  two  othfr  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  V.  O.  Box 

1883,  New  York  City.    Fostajfe  Stainpe  taken  name  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 

Sweet  little  treasure  I  dearly  prize,  .    , 

Mamma's  baby  boy; 
Pride  of  our  home,  his  papa's  joy. 

Mamma's  baby  boy. 
See  how  he  creeps  nil  over  the  floor. 
Chasing  the  sunbeam  that  enters  the  door. 
Pride  of  our  home  and  joy  evermore, 

Mamma's  baby  boy. 

.  Chorus. 

Pretty  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair. 

Mamma's  baby  boy; 
We  pray  to  God  above  to  spare 

Mamma's  baby  boy. 
We  pray  to  God  above  to  spare 

Mamma's  baby  boy. 

At  night,  when  we  lay  him  away  to  rest, 

Mamma's  baby  boy; 
Fraying  to  God  above  to  bless, 

Mamma's  baby  boy. 
Sweet  little  bands,  nice  little  toes. 
Cheeks  that  are  blooming  like  the  red  rose, 
Loving  we  watch  his  sweet  repose, 

Mamnia'.s  l)aby  boy, — Vhorua. 


My  Heart's  in  the  Highlands. 

The  Words  and  Mnidc  of  this  Sohr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pO!<^paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

centii;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiigrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box 

Its,  New  York  City.    Puotai^e  Staiupti  taken  saine  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here; 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a-cnasing  the  deer; 
Chasing  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe. 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 
Farewell  to  the  Highlands,  farewell  to  the  North, 
The  birth-place  of  valor,  the  country  of  worth; 
Wherever  I  wander,  wherever  I  rove. 
The  hills  of  the  Highland  forever  I  love. 

Farewell  to  the  mountains  high  covered  with  snow; 
Farewell  to  the  straths  and  green  valleys  below; 
Farewell  to  the  forests  and  wild  hanging  woods; 
Farewell  to  the  torrents  and  loud-pouring  floods. ' 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here, 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a-cbasing  the  deer, 
Chasing  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe — 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 


OUT  OF  WORK 
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For  hours  along  the  crowded  street, 

With  aimless  steps  I  trod, 
Without  a  home  or  hope  in  life. 

With  scarce  a  hope  in  God. 
This  cruel  night  is  fitting  close, 

To  such  a  crushing  day, 
The  earth  is,  oh!  so  dreary  cold. 

And  heaven  so  far  away. 

The  friendless  rouse  no  anxious  thoughts, 

The  busy  throng  sweeps  on, 
I've  strayed  beyond  the  city's  lights. 

The  twilight's  gray  has  gone. 
My  useless  arms  have  fail^  to  win, 

A  crust,  a  place  to  stay; 
Earth  has  no  work,  no  room  for  me. 

And  heaven  is  far  away. 

Oh,  grea*.  ^ide  world!  oh,  frowning  skyl 

So  checrlr'ss  and  so  vast, 
I  dare  your  keen  Jind  cutting  sleet, 

Your  piercing,  bitter  blast; 
Rage,  howl  and  lash  this  living  spark,    - 

From  out  the  tortured  clay. 
That  feels  existence  dark,  all  dark. 

And  heaven  so  far  away. 

How  dark  and  black  beside  my  feet 

The  sluggish  river  rolls. 
It  beckons  as  a  demon  might, 

To  lure  unhappy  souls. 
Its  .slimy  voice  is  whispering: 

Here,  rest  in  peace  for  aye. 
Oh,  God!  the  river  is  so  near. 

And  heaven  is  so  far  away. 


THE   MINSTREL  BOY. 
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The  minstrel  boy  to  the  war  is  gone. 

In  the  ranks  of  death  you'll  nnd  him; 
His  father's  sword  he's  girded  on. 

And  the  wild  harp  strung  behind  him; 
"  Land  of  song,"  said  the  warrior  bard, 

"  Though  afi  the  world  betray  thee, 
One  sword  at  least  its  right  shall  guard. 

One  faithful  harp  shafi  praise  thee." 

The  minstrel  fell,  but  the  foeman's  chains  - 

Could  not  keep  his  proud  soul  under; 
The  harp  be  loved  ne'er  spoke  again, 

He  tore  the  strings  asunder, 
And  said:  "  No  chains  shall  sully  thee, 

Thou  soul  of  love  and  bravery, 
Tliy  songs  were  made  for  the  pure  and  free, 

They  shall  never  soimd  in  slavery! "  •  •i 
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When  I  bought  from  Flynn,  he  went  out  and  I  went  in, 

There  was  no  one  knew  the  difference,  I'm  6ure, 
For  the  bneineee  didn't  stop  at  my  little  liquor  shop 

When  I'm  going  to  pat  any  name  above  the  door ; 
For  the  trade  remained  the  same,  though  I  never  changed  the  name. 

They  took  me  for  a  bartender,  I'm  gnre. 
But  I'll  have  ye  all  to  know  I'm  the  b08«  down  here  below, 

Where  I'm  going  to  pat  my  name  aliovc  the  door. 

Chobvs.  V' ' 
For  I'm  going  to  put  my  name  abo*e  the  door. 

In  fact  I  should  have  done  it  long  before  ;  •■. 

It's  better  late  than  never,  and  it  must  be  done  however. 

So  I'm  going  to  put  my  name  above  the  door.  't 

I  am  building  me  a  sign  of  an  elegant  design. 

It  will  reach  across  from  number  six  to  mine, 
It  will  say  In  letters  bold,  black  and  tan,  and  tipped  with  gold, 

That  the  whole  of  the  establishment  is  mine  ; 
I  will  build  a  story  higher,  and  insure  in  case  of  flre, 

I'll  have  my  oflSce  on  the  second  floor, 
And  when  everything's  complete,  sure  there's  no  one  can  compete 

With  Maloney  and  his  name  above  the  door.— Chorus. 

I  will  shortly  stop  retail,  and  go  in  for  wholesale. 

And  then  I'll  be  a  merchant  out  and  out. 
And  all  my  friends  they  say  to  me  I  a  Congressman  should  be. 

For  I'm  the  coming  man  without  a  doubt ; 
Now  when  I  look  around  that  you're  my  friends  I  will  be  bound. 

And  I  know  that  all  your  votes  I  could  secure. 
But  I  think  I'd  l)ettcr  etup  at  my  little  liquor  shop 

When  I'm  going  to  have  ray  name  above  the  door.— Chobcs. 


THE    COPPER   AND    THE    COOK; 


Or,  The  Rabbit  Pie. 


Copyrlsrht,  1887,  by  F.  Harding. 
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Sung  with  great  Bucce»,  by  the  vocalists,  Thornton  and  Lawler. 
i       ;■  Words  and  Music  by  J.  F.  Mitchell. 


Now  a  Story  I  will  tell  of  a  cook  in  New  Rochelle, 

Wbo  loved  what  vulgar  people  call  a  copper; 
He  swore  for  her  he'd  die,  but  he  meaut  her  rabbit  pie, 

And  so,  of  course,  he  told  a  wicked  "whopper." 
Every  evening  he  would  go  to  the  kitchen  down  below, 

And  there  he'd  gourmandize  like  any  glutton, 
Till  one  evening  unawares  came  the  missus  down  tUe  stairs 

But  the  copper  didn't  seem  to  care  a  button. 

Chorus.  - '.   ■ 

Oh!  the  missus  had  her  eye  upon  the  rabbit  pie, 

The  pie  was  laid  upon  the  table; 
And  the  cookie  tried  her  copper  dear  to  hide 

As  well  as  she  was  able. 
She  was  a  cook,  and  she  knew  her  little  book; 

The  copp)cr  was  the  finest  in  the  nation, 
But  he  tickled  her  with  his  staff,  and  he  made  the  cookie  laugh, 

So  the  cookie  hsid  to  lose  her  situation. 

Now  the  copper  was  no  flat,  for  he  knew  what  he  was  at. 

The  cook  sUwd  up  and  he  lay  down  behind  her; 
The  missus  raved  and  jawed,  the  cook  she  hummed  and  hawed, 

But  the  copper,  well  he  didn't  seem  to  mind  her. 
Till  at  hist  he  felt  so  gay,  in  his  own  peculiar  way, 

lie  didn't  care  about  the  cook's  affliction. 
So  he  tickled  her  with  his  staflf  till  the  cook  began  to  laugh; 

Whin  the  missus  knew  that  he  was  in  the  kitchen. — Cfiorua. 

Says  the  missus  to  the  cook:   "  You  had  better  '  sling  your  hook,* 

Pack  up  your  bag  and  baggage  ere  the  morning;" 
But  the  cook  defiant  stood,  for  the  words  had  roused  her  blood. 

And  said:  "  Here,  upon  the  spot,  I  give  you  warning," 
The  copjier  on  the  floor  couldn't  stand  it  any  more. 

His  head  had  got  into  a  pan  of  gravy. 
When  the  master  threw  him  otit,  when  outside  he  gave  a  shout, 

"  Throw  me  out  my  staff,  my  helmet  and  my  slavey." — Chorus. 


,  SHELLS  OF   OCEAN.     . 
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One  Summer  eve,  with  pensive  thought, 

I  wandered  on  the  sea-beat  shore. 
Where  oft,  in  heedless  infant  sport, 

I  gathered  shells  in  days  before — 
Where  oft,  in  heedless  infant  sport, 

I  gathered  shells  in  days  before.  . 

The  splashing  waves  like  music  fell, 

Responsive  to  my  fancy  wild, 
A  dream  came  o'er  me  like  a  spell, 

I  thought  I  was  again  a  child — 
•    A  dream  came  o'er  me  like  a  spell, 

I  thought  I  was  again  a  child. 

'      ;     \    I  stood  upon  the  pebbly  strand,         - 
To  cull  the  toys  that  roimd  me  lay, 
.    But  as  I  took  them  in  my  hand, 

I  threw  them  one  by  one  away— 
•     But  as  I  took  them  in  my  hand, 
.       '        I  threw  them  one  by  one  away. 

"  Oh,  thus,"  I  said,  "  in  every  stage. 

By  toys  our  fancy  is  beguiled, 
We  gather  shells  from  youth  to  age. 

And  then  we  leave  them  like  a  child — 
We  gather  shells  from  youth  to  age. 

And  then  we  leave  them  like  a  child," 


She  Might  Have  Licked  McCarty 


As  Sung  by  The  Kemells. 
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It's  just  a  year  to-day  I  took  to  me  a  wife,  "' 

And  ever  since  she's  proved  a  burden  to  my  uxe! 

She's  the  widow  of  McCarty,  and  McCarty  was  her  name. 

And  for  changing  it  to  Riley,  why,  of  course,  she's  not  to  blame. 

She  speaks  aV^ul  McCarty  and  his  virtues  every  day. 

And  wishes  I'd  be  sober,  and  be  like  him  every  way. 

She'd  bate  him  with  the  broomstick  every  time  the  baby  cried, 

And  made  him  rock  the  cradle  'till  from  cruelty  he  died. 

Chorus. 

She'd  lick  him,  she'd  kick  him,  she'd  never  let  him  be. 
She'd  lash  him,  she'd  mash  him  until  he  couldn't  see; 
McCarty  wasn't  hearty,  but  now  she's  got  a  different  party. 
She  might  have  lickea  McCarty,  but  she  can't  lick  me. 

She  says  that  every  evening  he  done  all  the  work  he  could, 

He  used  to  wash  the  dishes,  yes,  and  split  the  kindling  wood. 

He'd  carry  in  the  coal  himself,  no  labor  would  he  shirk, 

He'd  rinse  the  clothes  on  wash  days  before  he  went  to  work. 

She  says  that  every  evening  abroad  he'd  never  roam, 

And  all  the  neighbors  told  me  he  was  always  found  at  home. 

And  if  he  didn't  .stir  himself  to  try  and  mend  his  clothes. 

The  frying  pan  was  often  sent  to  try  and  break  his  nose. — Charut. 

I'm  going  down  to  Brady's  now  on  purpose  to  get  tight, 
And  when  I  do  go  home  again  there's  going  to  ue  a  fight,  . 
I'll  smash  up  all  the  furniture  before  I  will  get  through, 
Upset  the  stove  when  I  go  in  is  the  first  thing  I  will  do.  ^; 

The  difference  in  the  two  men  then  she  will  easily  see. 
And  faith  she'll  know  who  is  the  best,  McCarty  then  or  me. 
Then  perhaps  she  will  behave  and  learn  to  shut  her  mouth, 
And  if  she  puts  me  into  jail,  she'll  have  to  get  me  out. — Chorui, 
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— Emma  goes  to  school,  but  dislikes  it  very  much.     A  lady 
friend  of  the  family  questioned  her  on  the  subject:     "  Emma, 
what  do  you  do  in  school?    Do  j'ou  learn  to  read?"    Emma  I 
shakes  her  head.     "Do  you  learn  to  write?'     Another  shake. 
"  Then  what  do  you  do?  "     "  I  wait  for  it  to  be  out." 


—A  number  of  ladies  were  sitting  last  evening  in  the  mriors  of 
a  certain  charitable  institution  discussing  various  topics.  Presently 
one  of  the  party  mentioned  the  name  of  a  friend.  "  Why,  do  you 
know  him?  "  quickly  asked  a  listener.  "  Indeed,  I  do,'  was  the 
reply.  "  He  brought  his  fourth  wife  to  see  tis  a  short  time  ago." 
"  His  fourth!  "  exclaimed  the  other.  "  I  wouldn't  have  him  in 
the  house.  My  opinion  is  that  a  first  wife  is  desirable,  a  second 
advisable,  a  third  permissible,  but  a  foiirth — that's  simply  awful." 
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Don't  Leave  Your  Father,  Kate. 
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We  have  arranged  a  picnic,  out  in  Fairmouut  Park, 
To  spend  a  Summers  Sunday  in  frolic  until  dark. 
The  ride  on  the  can*  \\a»  lovely,  we  left  all  troubles  behind. 
There  was  Anuic  with  her  mother,  her  father  and  his  friend. 
And  Kate  and  her  brother*,  with  father,  mother  and  aunty, 
All  carrying  loads  of  baskets  with  plenty  meals  and  candies. 
"Twas  then  m  liilc  Kate  and  her  brothers  were  romping  on  the  green. 
Her  father  thus  did  tell  her  with  earnest  in  his  mean  ; 

Chorcs. 
Stick  to  your  father,  Kate,  while  in  the  park, 
Dantrer  lurks  from  every  tree,  from  every  hollow  dark, 
Remember  there  are  rivers  and  creeks  which  full  of  sharks. 
So  dou't  leave  your  father,  Kate,  while  you're  in  the  park. 

The  time  rolled  so  quickly,  it  was  a  sunny  day. 
So  Kate,  Annie  and  two  others,  they  took  a  stroll,  they  say, 
Wandering;  finm  the  picnic  grounds,  and  thinking  it  no  harm. 
They  reached  the  lovely  Schnylkill,  it  had  a  peculiar  charm. 
To  take  a  little  titoamcr  and  go  to  Riverside- 
Have  ice  cream,  cakes  and  lager,  and  a  little  boat  ride. 
On  the  Wiiisahickon.  the  lonely,  they  |>awed  the  hours  away, 
.  Forgetting  all  tlie  lesson  which  Kate's  father  did  say.— Cborcs. 

Tlie  picnic  wan  in  uproar,  there  was  an  awful  fear, 
A  weepiiii;  father  and  mother,  oh!  Kate,  Annie  appear  ; 
The  brothers,  brave  and  noble,  run  to  the  Schuylkill's  shore. 
The  park  sriiards  set  the  watchword,  look  for  the  missing  four  ! 
The  missing  ones  are  coming,  like  culprits  they  ring  their  hands, 
They  know  they  well  earned  the  wrath  of  loving  friends. 
They  soothe  a  father's  anger,  and  implore  his  blessing  instead. 
And  Kale  will  ever  remember  the  words  her  father  said.— Chobus. 


*  German  Home  Upon  the  Rhine. 
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MANY    CHANGES   HAVE   I   SEEN. 
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Many  changes  have  I  seen. 
Over  many  lands  have  I  been, 

I  have  learned  a  thing  or  two  in  my  time. 
But  I  never  knew  a  knave, 
Wlio  went  happy  to  the  grave, 

Or  reached  the  mountain-top  lie  went  to  climb. 

Though  I  liavc  traveled  far  and  wide. 
And  have  waited  time  and  tide, 

But  I  never  knew  dishonesty  to  win. 
F'<)r  a  man,  however  hard. 
From  all  .sympathy  debarred, 

Who.se  kindness  does  not  touch  and  enter  in: 

Never  yet  in  all  my  rounds, 

Though  I  have  sought  it.  have  I  found 

A  thriving  man  contented  with  a  will, 
Nor  the  children  of  the  just. 
Lying  homeless  in  the  dust, 

Without  a  friend  to  shield  them  from  the  cold. 

Never  yet  could  I  discern, 

Though  I  have  studied  hard  to  learn, 

That  the  rich  could  lK)lt  out  sorrow  from  the  door; 
Nor  the  cliildren  very  wi.se. 
In  their  own  and  others'  eyes. 

Did  not  nurse  some  little  folly  at  their  cause. 

Never  yet  know  I  a  man, 
Who  made  others'  good  a  plan, 

Who  was  not  contented  with  his  gold. 
Nor  the  worshiper  of  wealth, 
Or  the  scraping  up  of  pealth. 

Whose  troubles  were  not  scattered  to  the  wind. 

So  now  my  song  is  done, 
Here  is  success  to  even'one. 

And  he  throughout  his  life  that  plays  a  manly  part, 
May  ble.s.sings  on  him  flow 
Be  he  old  or  be  he  young. 

Who  unites  .-i  willing  liuii    and  loving  heart. 


My  dear  old  German  home  dot  stands  upon  de  Rhine 

I  am  thinking  of  you,  and  it  breaks  my  heart, 
I  left  you  long  ago,  when  I  was  a  leedle  boy, 

I  never  thought  that  from  you  I  would  part. 
My  fader  used  to  smoke  his  pipe,  und  mudder  used  to  knit, 

Side  by  side  dot  tlower-covered  door; 
But  der  wheel  by  de  mill  now  has  turned  de  oder  way 

Und  dose  happy  days  vill  come  to  me  no  more. 

"  Chorus. 

My  dear  old  German  home  dot  stands  upon  dc  Rhine 
Oh!  vat  fond  recollections  you  bring  back  to  me; 

But  ven  I'm  old  und  feeble,  den  bring  me  dere  to  die 
In  my  leedle  German  home  across  dc  sea 

I  remember  ven  my  i>oor  old  fader  took  me  on  his  knee, 

He  kissed  me  und  he  told  me  not  to  cry. 
Dot  de  place  vould  soon  lie  sold,  for  de  soldiers  dey  vould  come, 

Und  soon  after  dot  my  parents  dey  did  die. 
Yali,  vot  I  said  vos  true,  sure  de  soldiers  dey  did  come, 

Tiid  dey  took  ray  dear  old  home  away  from  me; 
But  ven  I'm  dead  und  gone,  den  lay  me  by  der  side, 

In  my  leedle  German  home  acro.ss  de  sea. — Chatttt. 


THAT  BIG  BEAVER  HAT. 
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There's  a  dear  friend  of  mine 
Who's  rather  divine. 

His  manners  and  ways  are  superb. 
Though  he'd  blush  like  a  child, 
And  nearly  go  wild, 

To  speak  to  a  girl  but  a  word. 
'Twas  a  gay  Christmas  night — 
If  I  remember  aright- 

As  to  the  rink  we  wended  our  way 
Among  beauty  so  rare, 
It  made  my  poor  friend  stare. 

And  surprised  me  to  hear  him  this  say: 

Chokus. 
The  dear  little  girl  in  the  big  Injaver  hat. 
The  dear  little  girl  has  my  poor  hetirt  entrapped; 

There's  none  half  so  fair. 

Nor  none  can  compare 
With  that  dear  little  girl  in  the  big  beaver  hat. 

At  the  rink  we  first  met 
This  darling  young  pet. 

In  ii  big  beaver  hat  she  looked  grand, 
With  the  skaters  so  gay 
She  kept  whirling  away 

To  the  sweet,  stirring  airs  of  the  band. 
My  divine  friend,  he  said. 
That  this  dear  little  maid,  ,       . 

Had  stolen  his  poor  heart  away, 
And  every  once  and  awhile. 
Between  a  sob  and  a  .smile. 

Distinctly  I  could  hear  him  say: — Chorus. 

I  tried  hard  to  induce,  - 

But  it  seemed  of  no  use, 

To  get  my  dear  friend  to  go  home; 
For  at  that  moment  there  came 
This  sweet  little  dame 

A-skating  around  all  alone; 
He  smiled  as  she  pa.s.sed, 
She  turned  round  and  jvsked:  '   ■ 

"  Is  there  anything  strange,  sir,  about  me?" 
Says  he:  "Oh,  dear  no. 
It's  I — I  say,  Charley,  let's  go — 

If  I  had  the  courage  1  would  speak  to  thee." — Chorus 


— Mother  to  wayward  son:  "  I  saw  you  kissing  the  servant 
girl  on  the  stairs.  Wayward  son:  "That's  just  alMuit  the  size 
of  it."  Mother:  "  Well,  ain't  you  ashamed  of  your  conduct?" 
Son:  "No,  that's  the  servant  girl's  privilege,  and  I  don't  pro- 
|)ose  to  rob  her  of  it." 
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Little  birdie  sweetly  singing 

In  the  warm  and  azure  sky; 
Have  you  seen  my  little  sweetheart, 

Have  you  watched  her  roaming  .by? 
Will  she  meet  me  in  the  twilight, 

Shall  I  then  my  darling  see? 
Tell  me,  tell  me,  little  birdie, 
Is  my  darling  true  to  me?  i: 

Chorus. 
Birdie,  tell  me,  birdie,  tell  me. 
With  your  voice  of  melody. 
Thro'  the  world  should  all  forsake  me. 
Is  ray  darling  true  to  me? 

Little  darling,  you  will  know  her. 

Know  her  by  her  sunny  eyes; 
Oh,  she  is  the  fairest  blossom 

You  could  find  beneath  the  skies. 
Bear  to  me  her  loving  message. 

O'er  the  sweet  and  rosy  lea; 
Whisper,  whisper,  none  will  hear  you. 

Is  my  darling  true  to  me? — Chorus. 


What  Do  They  Care  About  That? 


Wrttfin  by  J.  F.  Mitchell. 
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I've  iust  had  a  terrible  row  with  my  wife. 

But  what  do  I  care  about  that? 
If  I  go  home  tight  she's  afraid  of  licr  life. 

But  what  do  I  care  about  thai?  v      ' 

What  right's  my  old  woman  to  snivel  and  cry? 
If  I  knock  her  down  she's  no  right  to  reply. 
Her  mother  just  gave  me  a  splendid  black  eye, 

But  what  do  I  care  about  that? 

If  I  stop  out  at  night  she's  as  mad  as  can  be. 

But  what  do  I  care  about  that? 
She  threatens  to  fetch  her  big  brother  to  me, 

But  what  do  I  care  about  that? 
I'm  a  lord  of  creation — I'll  never  give  in, 
While  she — why  she's  not  worth  two  pennorth  of  gin;' 
Perhaps  you'd  like  to  bang  me,  you'd  better  begin, 
■    But  what  do  I  care  about  that? 

There's  plenty  of  jxjople  who  marry  for  lore. 

But  what  do  they  care  about  that? 
It  doesn't  last  long  as  divorce  cases  prove,       ' 

They  soon  make  a  finish  to  that. 
The  cause  of  the  trouble  is  not  far  to  seek, 
The  Juggins's  wed  on  a  few  bobs  a  week. 
Love  won't  live  on  bread  without  a  beefsteak, 

Now  make  no  mistake  about  that. 

I'm  surprised  at  the  girls  and  the  way  they  all  dress, 

But  what  do  they  care  al)out  that? 
Their  costumes  each  season  grow  very  much  less,  . 

But  what  do  they  care  about  that? 
They're  all  ornamental  and  got  up  to  kill. 
The  whole  of  their  toj's  a  small  hat  box  won't  fill. 
The  less  clothes  they  wear — why  the  larger  the  bill , 

But  what  do  they  care  about  that?  ' 

There  arc  actresses  now  who're  not  fit  for  the  stage, 

But  what  do  they  care  alwut  that? 
Because  they're  good-looking  they  soon  arc  the  rage, 

And  folks  care  a  lot  about  that. 
They're  smothered  in  satins,  in  diamonds  and  gold, 
Their  incompetent  efforts  the  audience  behold, 
While  talented  people  are  out  in  the  cold,  .  , 

But  what  do  they  care  about  that? 

The  French  have  got  cocky  and  cheeky  of  late, 

But  what  do  we  care  about  that? 
They  abused  King  Alphonso  at  a  terrible  rate, 

But  what  do  they  care  about  that? 
Tliey  were  fond  of  a  row  since  the  world  first  began. 
But  let  Frenchmen  remember  Alfonso's  a  man. 
They  may  talk  of  the  conquest  they  made  at  Sedan, 

"But  what  do  we  care  alx)ut  that? 


They  Are  Hatched. 

Oopyrlffht,  1888,  by  W.  P.  Shaw.    ; 
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There  are  places  of  learning  all  over  the  world, 
There  are  humble  echool-houses  and  colleges  grand. 
Where  wisdom  is  taught  to  the  rich  and  the  poor. 
But  the  folks  are  no  smarter  than  they  were  before. 
And  the  fools  are  as  plenty,  I'm  sorry  to  say,  i 

As  they  once  used  to  be  in  my  grandmother's  day; 
You'll  find  them  in  palace  and  hovel  that's  thatched. 
Still  counting  their  chickens  before  they  are  hatched. 

Chorus. 
A  little  horse  sense  is  an  excellent  thing. 
And  so  to  the  world  this  maxim  I  fling; 
Although  in  our  learning  you  cannot  be  matched. 
Just  don't  count  your  chickens  before  they  are  hatched. 

There  is  Muggins,  the  banker,  comes  iu  with  a  smile, 

His  clothes  tJbey  are  cut  in  the  nobbiest  style; 

He  clasps  his  soft  hand  on  the  cap  of  his  knee. 

And  he  says:  "What  a  great  millionaire  I  will  be!" 

But  when  the  glad  sim  of  the  morrow  shall  dawn, 

His  hopes  will  be  blasted,  his  money  be  gone; 

The  house  where  he  lives  by  the  law  be  attached, 

He  counted  his  chickens  before  they  were  hatched. — Vhorut. 

And  the  great  politician  will  gather  his  friends,  - 

Nor  think  of  the  money  he  foolishly  spends; 

He  is  sure  of  election,  there  is  no  doubt. 

For  his  friends  have  all  promised  that  they  will  turn  out. 

He  watches  the  count  with  a  confident  air. 

But  when  it  is  over  goes  home  in  despair. 

From  most  every  ticket  his  name  has  been  scratched, 

He  counted  his  chickens  before  they  were  hatched. — Choru». 

There's  young  Charles  Augustus  in  love  with  a  girl. 

He'll  twist  his  mustachios  up  into  a  curl; 

He  tells  all  the  boys  he'll  be  married  quite  soon, 

And  sing  silly  songs  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

But  while  he  is  talking  of  what  is  to  be. 

Another  youu^  man  comes  along,  don't  you  set;? 

From  under  his  nose  the  sweet  girl  has  been  snatched. 

He  couutetl  his  chickens  before  they  were  hairlu-d. — Chorn$. 

I  knew  a  young  lady,  a  beautiful  lass, 

Who  wasted  her  time  in  consulting  her  glass; 

"My  beauty,"  she  said,  "is  a  fortime  to  rae, 

The  wife  of  a  noble  I'm  sure  I  will  be!" 

She  lives  here  to-day,  and  quite  often  we  meet 

In  a  short  little  alley,  she  calls  it  a  street; 

She  dresses  in  calico  pretty  well  patched,  • 

She  counted  her  chickens  before  they  were  hatched. — ChoruH. 

Don't  think  I  am  joking  in  what  I  have  sung, 

I  learned  long  ago  how  to  bridle  my  tongue; 

I  try  to  be  careful  in  all  that  I  say, 

I  would  not  for  world  lead  a  brother  astray. 

Then  never  build  castles  of  fanciful  stuff, 

But  live  on  realities  though  they  be  rough; 

The  gates  of  prosperity  you  may  find  latched. 

Then  don't  count  your  chickens  before  they  are  hatched. — Ch<»'u«. 
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— "  I  see  you  are  on  the  watch  " — as  the  thief  said  to  the  guard 
chain.  

— The  advertisement  of  a  Western  stone  cutter  reads:     "  Those 


who  buy  tombstones  from  us,  look 
upon  the  graves  of  their  friends. " 


with  pride  and  -satisfaction 


— He  had  been  going  to  see  her  a  lon^  time,  but  never  Stated 
the  object  of  his  visits,  and  she  was  desirous  of  knowing  some- 
thing of  the  future.  The  last  night  he  called  he  seemed  to  be 
quite  sad,  and  after  several  well-developed  sighs,  he  said:  "  Life  is 
full,  very  full  of  bitterness,  isn't  it?  "  "  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  she 
respondetl  cheerily.  "I  haven't  much  cause  to  complain."  "Pos- 
sibly not  now,  Mary,  but  the  bitter  cup  has  been  placed  to  your 
lips."  "Yes,  Henry,  my  parents  are  dead."  "And  is  there  no 
bitterness  in  that,  Mary?  Is  it  not  very,  very  sad  to  dc  an  or 
phan?  "  "Of  course  it  is,  Henrj',  but  you  see  " — and  she  blushed — 
"  it  relieves  you  of  the  embarrassment  to  ask  father." 
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JESSIE    JAMES. 
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How  the  people  held  their  breath 
AVhen  they  heard  of  Jessie's  death, 
And  wondered  how  he  came  to  die; 
For  the  big  reward,  little  Robert  Ford 
Shot  Jessie  James  on  the  sly. 

Cnoucs. 

Jessie  leaves  a  wife,  to  mourn  all  her  life, 

The  children  he  left  will  pray 

For  the  thief  and  the  coward 

Who  Shot  Mr.  Howard. 

Aud  laid  Jessie  James  in  his  grave. 

Jessie  was  a  man — a  friend  to  the  poor — 

Never  did  he  suffer  a  mans'  pain, 

And  with  his  brother  Frank, 

They  robbed  the  Chicago  Bank, 

Aud  stopjKid  the  Glendale  train.  —Chorm. 

Jessie  goes  to  rest,  with  his  hand  on  his  breast,- 
And  the  devil  will  be  upon  his  knees. 
He  was  born  one  day,  iu  the  County  of  Clay, 
And  came  from  a  great  race. — Cfwrits. 

Men,  when  you  go  out  to  the  West, 

Don't  be  afraid  to  die — 

With  the  law  in  their  hand. 

But  they  didn't  have  the  sand. 

Fur  to  take  Jessie  James  alive. — Chorut. 


LITTLE   BROTHER  JOE. 


MAID   OF   MONTEREY. 


Copyright,  IMO,  by  MUler  ft  Dearhain. 
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Louisa  Jane  resides  at  home, 

The  pride  of  her  dear  mother; 
The  family  is  very  small. 

There's  only  one  young  brother ; 
I  often  call  to  have  a  chat. 

And  pa.s3  an  hour  or  so, 
But  I  am  always  bored  to  death 

With  litte  brother  Joe. 

CnoRUS. 

He  sits  uix)n  the  sofa,  he  jumps  around  the  floor. 
He  views  the  situation  through  the  key-hole  of  the  door! 
He  talks  to  his  companions  of  his  big  .sister's  beau; 
A  plague  upon  humanity  is  little  brother  Joe. 

Now  often  when  I  sit  and  sigh 

And  almost  ix)p  the  question, 
In  comes  that  wicked  little  boy. 

And  offtrrs  some  suggestion; 
I  brilje  him  up  with  sugar  plums. 

And  try  to  make  him  go, 
But  nuthmg  seems  to  take  effect 

On  little  brother  Joe. — Chorus. 

He  likes  to  climb  upon  my  knee. 

Ami  at  my  side  he  lingers; 
He  pulls  me  by  the  collar 

^V  ith  his  little  taffy  fingers. 
Sometimes  I'd  like  to  warm  hiu). 

But  Ijoui.sa  whispers,  no? 
Don't  mind  his  playful  manner, 

He's  my  little  brother  Joe. — Cliorut. 

^or  si.v  long  months  it  has  been  thus, 

I've  tried  to  win  Louisa; 
'        But  I  have  had  no  chance  at  all. 

Not  even  to  hug  or  .scpieeze  her. 
I  might  have  done  much  better, 

But  a  fellow  has  no  show, 
When  people  will  intrude  themselves 

Like  little  brother  Joe. — Choru$. 


of  M 


The  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  aent  to  any  addreaa,  poat-pald,  on  receipt  of  10  I 

centM;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  I><>Ilar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  P.  O.  Box 

1KB,  New  Work  City.    Postage  SKmipM  taken  same  as  cuah  for  all  our  goods. 

The  moon  was  shining  brightly 

Upon  the  battle  plain. 
The  gentle*  breeze  lanned  lightly 

The  features  of  the  slain. 
The  guns  had  hushed  their  thunder, 

The  drum  in  silence  lay. 
When  came  the  Senoretta, 

The  maid  of  Monterey. 
The  guns  had  hushed  their  thunder. 

The  drum  in  silence  lay, 
When  came  the  Senoretta,  •.     •        ' 

The  maid  of  Monterey. 

She  cast  a  look  of  anguish 

On  dying  and  on  dead; 
Her  lap  she  made  the  pillow 

Of  those  who  groaned  and  bled;  » 

And  when  the  dying  soldier 

For  one  bright  gleam  did  pray, 
He  blessed  the  Senoretta, 

The  maid  of  Monterey. 
And  when  the  dying  soldier 

For  one  bright  gleam  did  pray. 
He  bles.sed  the  Senoretta, 

The  maid  of  Monterey. 

She  gave  the  thii-sty  water, 

And  dressed  the  "bleeding  wound. 
And  gentle  prayers  .she  uttered 

For  tho.se  wlio  sighed  around; 
And  when  the  bugle  sounded, 

Ju.st  at  the  break  of  day. 
We  blessed  the  Senoretta, 

The  maid  of  Monterey. 
And  when  the  bugle  sounded, 

Just  at  the  break  of  day, 
We  blessed  the  Senoretta, 

The  maid  of  Monterey. 

For,  though  she  loved  her  nation. 

And  prayed  that  it  might  live, 
Yet  for  the  dying  foemen 

She  had  a  tear  to  give; 
Then  here's  to  that  bright  beauty,         •        ■    • 

Who  drove  death's  pang  away,  •  [ 

The  meek-eyed  Senoretta, 

The  maid  of  Monterey. 
Then  here's  to  that  bright  beauty. 

Who  drove  death's  pang  away. 
The  meek-eyed  Senoretta, 

The  maid  of  Monterey. 
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— Young  man— I  love  your  daughter,  sir,  and  would  like  to 

make  her  my  wife.     Father — What  are  your  prospects?    Young  j 

man — I  think  they'll  lie  pretty  good  if  you'll  say  yes.  I 


MEEK  AND   LOWLY 
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Meek  and  lowlj',  pure  and  holy. 

Chief  among  the  bles.sed  three; 
Turning  sadness  into  gladness, 

Heaven-l)orn  art  thou.  Charity. 
Pity  dwelleth  in  thy  bosom. 

Kindness  reignetli  o'er  thy  heart; 
Gentle  thoughts  alone  can  sway  thee. 

Judgment  with  thee  hath  no  part. 

CnoHUS. 
Meek  and  lowly,  ptire  and  holy. 

Chief  among  the  blessed  three; 
Turning  sadness  into  gladness. 

Heaven-bom  art  thou.  Charity. 

Hoping  ever,  failing  never, 

Though  deceived,  believing  still; 
Long  abiding,  all  confiding 

To  thy  heavenly  Father  s  will: 
Never  weary  of  well-doing. 

Never  fearful  of  the  end; 
Claiming  all  mankind  a.%  brothers, 

Thoii  dost  all  alike  defend. — Chorus. 
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BENNY  HAVENS,  OH ! 
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Come,  time  your  voices,  comrades,  and  stand  up  in  a  row. 

For  tc  singing  sentimentally  we  are  about  to  go ; 
In  the  army  there's  sobriety,  promotions  very  slow. 

So  we'll  slug  our  remiuiBcenccB  of  Benny  Havens,  Ohl 

Chorus. 
Benny  Havens,  Oh!  Benny  Havens,  Oh! 
We'll  sing  our  reminisceuces  of  Benny  Havens,  Obi  , 

Let  ue  toast  our  foster  father  (the  Republic  as  you  know), 
Who  in  the  paths  of  science  taught  ue  upward  for  to  go, 
And  then  the  maidens  of  our  land,  whose  cheeks  with  roses  glow, 
Whose  smiles  and  tears  were  sung  'mid  cheers,  at  Benny  Havens,  Oh! 

Chorits. 
Benny  Havens,  Oh !  Benny  Havens,  Oh!  '  .,    - 

We'll  sing  our  reminiscenaes  of  Benny  Havens,  Oh! 

To  the  ladies  of  the  Empire  State,  whose  hearts  and  albums,  too, 
Bt'ar  f*i  example  of  the  wrong  that  stripling  soldiers  do, 

We  bid  a  sad  adieu,  our  hearts  with  sorrow  overflow. 
Our  loves  and  rhyming  had  their  source  at  Benny  Havens,  Oh! 

Chorus. 
Benny  Havens,  Oh!  Benny  Havens,  Oh: 
We'll  sing  our  reminiscences  of  Benny  Havens,  Ohl  V   . 


May  Be  Yon  Do,  But  I  Donbt  It. 

Tlie  Words  and  Muttic  of  thia  Song  will  be  s^nt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  «0 
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When  a  pair  of  red  lips  are  upturned  to  your  own, 

With  no  one  to  gossip  about  it, 
Do  von  pray  for  endurance  to  let  them  alone? 

XVelll  may  be  you  do,  but  I  doubt  it. 
When  a  sly  little  hand  you're  permitted  to  seize, 

With  a  velvety  softness  about  it, 
Do  vou  think  you  could  drop  it  with  never  a  squeeze? 

y^eW.  may  be  you  can,  but  I  doubt  it. 
When  a  pair  of  red  lips  are  upttirned  to  your  own,        -      - 

With  no  one  to  gossip  about  it,  'V 

Do  you  pray  for  endurance  to  let  them  alone? 

Well!  may  be  you  do,  but  I  doubt  it.  '    *: 

When  a  tapering  waist  is  in  reach  of  your  arm, 

With  a  wonderful  plumpness  about  it, 
Do  you  argue  the  point  'twi.xt  the  good  and  the  harm? 

Well!  may  be  you  do,  but  I  doubt  it. 
And  if  by  these  i ricks  you  should  capture  a  heart, 

With  a  womanly  sweetness  about  it, 
Do  yoti  guard  it  and  keep  it  and  act  the  good  part? 

Well!  may  be  you  will,  but  I  doubt  it. 
When  a  tapering  waist  is  in  reach  of  your  arm, 

With  a  wonderful  plumpness  about  it, 
Do  vou  argue  the  point  'twixt  the  good  and  the  barm? 

W^'ell!  may  be  3'ou  do,  but  f"  doubt  it. 


FAIRY  BELLE. 


The  Words  and  Muwio  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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The  pride  of  the  village,  and  the  fairest  in  the  dell. 
Is  the  queen  of  my  song,  and  her  name  is  Fairy  Belle  ; 
The  sound  of  her  light  step  may  be  heard  upon  the  hill,         '. 
Like  the  fall  of  the  snow-drop  or  the  dripping  of  the  rill. 

Chorus. 
Fairy  Belle,  gentle  Fairy  Belle,  ',:;      ' 

The  star  of  the  night  and  the  lily  of  the  day,  " 
Fairy  Belle,  the  queen  of  the  dell, 
Long  may  she  revel  on  her  bright  sunny  way. 

She  sings  to  the  meadows,  and  she  carols  to  the  streams. 
She  laughs  in  the  sunlight,  and  smiles  while  in  her  dreams  ; 
He.  hair,  like  the  thistle  down,  is  borne  upon  the  air. 
And  her  heart,  like  the  humming-birds,  is  free  from  every  care. 

Fairy  Belle,  gentle  Fairy  Belle,  &c. 

Her  soft  notes  of  melody  around  me  sweetly  fall ; 

Her  eye,  full  of  love,  is  now  beaming  on  my  eonl ;  ,  '  - 

The  sound  of  that  gentle  voice,  the  glance  of  that  eye. 

Surround  me  with  rapture  that  no  other  heart  could  sigh. 

Fairy  Belle,  gentle  Fairy  Belle,  Ac. 


;         LULA   WALL..        .^^- 

Send  roar  naaie  and  addrew  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City,  and  receive 
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There's  a  maiden  sweet  and  fair,  with  lovely  golden  hair. 

She  is  perfect  as  an  angel  from  above; 
She  stole  my  heart  from  me,  now  I'm  in  misery. 

And  I  fear  with  some  one  else  she  is  in  love. 
And  every  little  while  she  would  greet  nie  with  a  smile,   . 

And  ask  me  to  her  pretty  home  to  call ; 
But  when  my  suite  I  pres-sed.  she  said  not  no  or  yes. 

This  aggravating  beauty,  Lula  Wall. 

Cnonus. 

Oh,  such  style  was  never  seen,  she  is  perfect  as  a  queen, 

At  first  sight  my  heart  she  did  enthrall. 
If  she'd  only  be  my  wife,  I'd  be  happy  all  my  life. 

With  this  aggravating  beauty,  Lula  Wall. 

One  evening,  just  at  dark,  we  first  met  in  the  park. 

She  was  sitting  near  the  fountain  all  alone; 
I  passed  and  tipped  my  hat,  then  we  began  to  chat. 

And  she  allowed  me  then  to  see  her  home. 
Fast  friends  we  soon  became,  for  she  always  acts  the  same' 

I  asked  her  if  she'd  wed  me  in  the  Fall, 
But  she'd  only  turn  away,  and  nothing  she  would  say. 

Oh,  this  aggravating  beauty,  Lula  Wall. — Chorus. 

I  am  on  my  way  to-night  to  meet  this  fairy  bright. 

And  I  intend  to  ask  her  for  her  hand: 
I  must  not  hesitate,  no  longer  can  I  wait, 

An  answer  then  and  there  I  will  demand. 
If  she  will  but  be  mine,  I  will  have  a  house  so  fine. 

Around  it  I  will  build  a  fence  so  tall; 
It  may  be  jealousy,  but  no  one  else  but  me 

Must  gaae  upon  this  beauty,  Lula  Wall. — Charu*. 


TELL  MOTHER  I  DIE  HAPPY. 
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I  am  dying,  comrades,  dying, 

As  you  bear  me  lightly  tread. 
Soon,  ah,  soon  I  shall  be  lying 

With  the  silent,  sleeping  dead; 
I  am  dying,  comrades,  dying. 

Still  the  battle  rages  near. 
Tell  me,  are  our  foes  aflying — 

I  die  happy,  mother  dear. 

Chorus. 

Tell  my  mother  I  die  happy, 
■  That  for  me  she  must  not  weep, 

Tell  her  how  I  longed  to  kiss  her, 
Ere  I  sank  in  death  to  sleep. 

I  am  going,  comrades,  going, 

See  how  damp  my  forehead's  now — 
Oh,  I  see  the  angels  coming, 
"  With  bright  garlands  for  my  brow- 

Bear  this  message  to  my  mother, 

How  in  death  that  God  was  near. 
He  to  bless  and  to  support  me — 

I  die  happy,  mother  dear. — Chamt. 

Lay  me,  comrades,  'neath  the  willow, 

That  grows  on  the  distant  shore, 
Wrap  the  starry  flag  around  me. 

I  would  press  its  folds  once  more. 
Let  the  cold  earth  be  my  pillow, 

And  the  "  Stars  and  Stripes  "  my  shroud. 
Soon,  O,  soon,  I  shall  be  marching. 

Amid  the  heavenly  crowd. — Choru$. 


*v'*: 


— When  is  a  doctor  like  a  mole? 
his  holes  in  the  ground.         


"When  you  can  track  him  by 


— "Why  do  you  paint?"  asked  a  violinist  of  his  daughter. 
"For  the  same  reason  that  you  use  rosin,  papa."  "What's 
that?  "     "  AVhy,  to  help  draw  my  beau." 

— "John,"  asked  the  doctor  of  the  apothecary's  boy,  "did 
Mrs.  Green  get  the  medicine  I  ordered?  "  "I  guess  so,"  replied 
John,  "  for  I  see  crape  on  the  door-knob  this  morning." 
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FAREWELL,  MY   OWN.       - 
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Ralph — Farewell,  mj'  own! 

Light  of  my  life,  farewell! 
For  crime  unknown 
I  go  to  a  dungeon  cell. 

All — For  crime,  etc. 
Ralph — In  the  meantime  farewell! 
And  all  alone 
Rejoice  in  your  dungeon  cell! 

All — And  all,  etc. 

Jos — A  bone,  a  bone, 

I'll  pick  with  this  sailor  fell; 
Let  him  be  shown 
At  once  to  his  dungeon  cell. 

All — Let  him,  etc. 

Ralph — Hell  hear  no  tone 

Of  ihe  maiden  he  loves  so  well. 
No  telephone 
Communicates  with  his  cell! 

All — No  telephone,  etc. 

But — But  when  is  known 

The  secret  I  have  to  tell, 
Wide  will  be  thrown 
The  door  of  his  dungeon  cell. 

All — "Wide  will  be  thrown,  etc. 


The  Controllin'   Influence  of  Drink. 


Copjrriirht,  IStS,  by  P.  Harding. 


Tlie  Words  and  Muitic  of  thin  Souk  will  be  «ent  to  any  addrcHH,  poatrpald,  on  receipt  of  40  ] 

(■enta;  or  thlH  and  any  two  otlic-r  S<>n;o<  for  Out-  IKillar,  by  H.  J.  Wetiman,  P.  O,  Box 
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BLUE    aLASS. 

Copyright.  1877.  by  E.  H.  Harding. 
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Oh,  this  is  the  age  of  invention, 

Strange  wonders  turn  up  every  day. 
All  the  sciences  seem  in  convention. 

Where  they'll  stop  at  no  mortal  can  say; 
But  the  latest  and  greatest  of  mysteries. 

Which  other  wonders  surpass. 
To  go  down  in  posterity's  histories. 

Are  these  wonderful  panes  of  blue  glass. 

Chorus. 
'Tis  a  science  none  others  compare  to, 

"  The  philosopher's  stone  found  at  last" 
For  'twill  cure  all  the  ills  flesh  is  heir  to. 

These  wonderful  panes  of  blue  glass. 

If  a  pane  of  blue  glass  you  put  over 

Tliu  lieud  of  your  mother-in-law. 
She'll  l)e  tame  as  a  lamb  in  spring  clover, 

And  shccant  even  wag  her  own  jaw; 
Your  own  wife  won't  dare  ask  where  you've  been  to        ^ 

If  a  night  at  your  club  you  should  pass 
If  you  have  in  your  own  bed-room  windows 

These  wonderful  panes  of  blue  glass. — C /tarns. 

Twould  do  well  in  the  windows  of  churches. 

It  might  keep  the  preachers  from  sin. 
And  in  street  cars  'twould  make  the  conductors 

Account  for  each  fare  they  take  in; 
And  if  yon  had  a  brick  in  your  hat,  sir, 

For  a  solKjr  man  wanted  to  pass, 
'Twould  \Hi  ea.sy  for  you  to  do  that,  sir. 

In  your  hat  put  a  pane  of  blue  glass. — (Jhorua. 

A  blue  goblet  full  of  good  whiskey 

Would  ha  most  too  tempting  to  pass, 
And  no  temperance  man  will  get  frisky 

If  he  drinks  his  rum  from  a  blue  glass; 
All  the  Ixiardin,^- house  keepers  will  have  them, 

And  the  boarders  will  get  fat  quite  fn5t, 
Thev  cant  tell  the  "  shirt  buttons  "  from  "  grizzle," 

When  the  "  hash  "  is  served  up  in  blue  glass.— (7A<wu« 

If  we'd  send  up  a  dozen  of  glazers 

To  the  Capitol  with  this  "  blue  glass," 
Congressmen  would  l)e  honest  as  "  l;lazes," 

And  the  day.s  of  their  stealing  l)e  past; 
If  we  had  "  blue  gl.'i.s.s  "  ballot  boxes, 

We'd  have  fair  elections  at  last,  » 

And  a  President  upright  and  honest. 

If  the  "  White  House"  was  glazed  with  blue  glass  — Charut 
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In  a  tenement  of  brick. 
Where  the  families  were  thick. 

Lived  McMullin,  a  poor  little  tailor;         .  ' 
And  although  he  was  small. 
At  a  party  or  ball, 

He  was  nimble  and  as  light  as  a  sailor 
As  a  man  he  was  quiet, 
Kept  out  of  a  riot. 

His  nose  was  as  red  as  pink; 
Oh!  but  whin  he  got  full 
He  was  like  a  mad  bull. 

From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink. 

Chohus. 

Yes,  for  when  ho  got  full. 

He  was  like  a  mad  bull, 

From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink. 

Whin  the  war  it  begun. 
Oh' he  followed  the  drum. 

In  the  Sixty-Ninth  Regiment  a  soldier; 
He  wiut  to  the  fro«it. 
The  rebels  to  himt, 

The  divil  a  man  there  was  bolder; 
Whin  he  inarched  to  the  fight. 
Oh!  McMiiilen  was  tight. 

He  never  took  time  for  to  think; 
He  was  shot  in  the  head. 
And  was  left  there  for  dead. 

From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink. 

Chorus. 

He  was  shot  in  the  head. 

And  wa3  left  there  for  deail. 

From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink. 

When  McMulleu  got  home. 
He  was  all  skin  and  bone, 

'Pon  my  sowl,  the  poor  fellow  was  failing; 
Whin  the  doctor  came  in. 
Says  he.  Give  him  some  gin! 

For  that's  where  the  tailor  is  ailing!" 
Oh !  he  swallowed  a  quart. 
Plenty  more  was  soon  brought. 

His  life  was  beginning  to  sink; 
"  More  gin,"  then  he  cried. 
Rolled  over  and  died. 

From  tlie  controllin'  influence  of  drink. 

#• 

Chorus. 
YeB.  "More  gin  "  then  he  cried; 
Rolled  over  and  died 
From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink. 

Oh!  the  Honor  and  cake 

That  rollal  in  at  the  wake,  . 

'Twould  fill  up  a  confectionery; 
The  neighbors  came  in 
To  take  the  la.st  look  at  him  *     ; 

Who'd  a  smile  on  his  face  like  a  fairy; 
Wid  sobs  and  w  id  sighs, 
And  teai-s  in  their  eyes, 

They  gave  one  another  the  wink. 
And  slobbering  said: 
"  I'm  tou  1(1  that  he's  deiul. 

From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink.  — Chorus. 

There's  a  mite  little  spot, 

Beyant  in  a  plot,  . 

Where  the  iKX)r  little  tailor  was  buried; 
And  carriages  fine,  .      .  - 

And  soldiers  in  line. 

In  a  lK)at  cross  the  river  were  ferried;       • 
They  stood  round  the  grave. 
Many  sighs  then  they  gave, 

As  the  dirt  was  .shoveled  up  to  the  brink; 
And  on  the  tombstone 
Was  read:  "  Died  alone 

From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink. — O^torus. 
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THE  BOY  FROM  COUNTY  CLARE. 
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My  name  is  Pat,  now  look  at  that, 

I  am  an  Irishman; 
I  have  the  slick  to  do  the  trick,  '  '    sfik 

So  iKjat  me  if  j'ou  can.  '•  T^-.  \        ,". 

Of  all  the  boys  that  make  a  noise,  .  • 

At  wake  or  pattern  fair, 
Tlie  divil  a  one  so  full  of  fun. 

As  the  boy  from  County  Clare. 

Chorus. 
For,  to  turn  a  stick,  smart  and  quick,  .   "' 

Bothers  thera  completely; 
:        -    Divil  a  wrist  can  do  the  twist. 

Roll  it  round  so  neatly.  .: 

;     Of  all  the  boys  that  make  a  noise,     :        - 
At  wake  or  pattern  fair,  , 

The  divil  a  one  so  full  of  fun. 
As  the  boy  from  County  Clare. 

A  neat  colleen  and  sweet  potheen, 

Bedad!  I  love  the  two, 
And  to  the  both  I  took  an  oath, 

And  mean  to  keep  it  true;  ,:"  , 

For  when  away  too  long  I  stay,  - 

*  I  sigh  to  think  of  that, 
And  take  a  drain  to  stay  the  pain. 

And  w^arm  the  heart  of  Pat. — Gharua. 

Nell  O'Grady  is  a  lady, 

Sweet  as  buttermilk, 
Although  she  wears  no  quality  ai%  . ;. : , .    . 

Nor  yet  the  gown  of  silk. 
She  has  no  hat,  liut  what  of  thati  v 

And  though  her  arms  are  bare. 
She  is  a  jade  to  suit  a  blade  .      , 

Like  Pat  from  County  Clare. — CJiorua. 

I  told  my  love  I'd  weep  above 

A  teapot  full  of  tears, 
Unless  she'd  say  she'd  come  my  way, 

And  comfort  Paddy's  years. 
"  I  will,"  said  she,  and  smothered  me 

With  kis.ses  on  the  nose;  :  •' 

"  I'm  fond  of  that,"  said  she,  "  that's  flat, 

But  not  shillelagh  blows." — Chorus.  ^ 

So  Paddy's  life  and  Paddy's  wife  ^ 

Are  botli  MS  bright  as  day;  ~ 

Not  anywhere  in  County  Clare 

Are  two  so  blithe  as  they;  ^ 

With  dance  and  song  they  jog  along,  '■■-■■ 

In  fair  and  stormy  weather. 
And  when  they  die  they  mean  to  try, 


And  so  do  both 


together. — C/iorua. 


Harp  That  Once  Thro'    Tara's  Halls. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Songr  will  be  sent  to  any  atldress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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The  harp  that  once  through  Tara's  halls 

The  soul  of  music  she<l,  ,     . 

Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara's  walls. 

As  if  til  at  soul  were  fled.  .    ^  ■ 

So  sleeps  the  pride  of  former  days,  '.        . 

So  glory's  thrill  is  o'er, 
And  hearts  that  once  beat  high  for  praise 

Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more.  ] 

No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright  '      ■ 

The  harp  of  Tara  swells; 
The  chord  alone,  that  breaks  at  night, 

Its  tale  of  ruin  tells.  ■  "^^ 

Thus  freedom  now  but  seldom  wakes; 

The  only  throb  she  gives 
Is  when  some  heart  indignant  breaks,  '. 

To  show  that  still  she  lives.  '."      - 


— The  only  reason  some  men  don't  follow  the  plow  Is  because 
It  isn't  a  woman. — Tcrat  Sif  tings. 


THE  DAY  WE  CELEBRATE! 


Copyright,  1875,  by  E.  H.  Harding.        , :      •  .  .. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  anv  luUIreis,  poit-pald.  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonfrs  for  Oii»-  IXillar,  bv  H.  J.  ^\  chman,  P.  O.  Box 

1883,  New  York  City.    Poatage  Stamps  taken  same  as  caati  for  all  our  goods. 

Come,  all  ye  brave,  bold  Irishmen,  '  • 

Wherever  ye  may  be;  , .' /      '  ".-'^ 

On  Patrick's  day  we  march  away. 

In  eaeli  society; 
The  Ancient  Order  of  Hibernians, 

Father  Matthew  temperance  men, 
The  sprig  of  Shamrock,  and  Fenians,  too, 

On  the  seventeenth  of  March  fall  in. 

Chorus.  <■    - 

Arah!  the  drums  do  roll, 
The  marshals  ride; 
I  tell  you  it's  a  trate 
.;       To  see  the  sons  of  Erin's  Isle, 
•  '  '  On  the  day  we  celebrate.  - 

The  'longshoremen  are  next  in  line. 
All  hardy,  stout  and  tough; 
-     Their  hearts  are  made  of  Irish  oak, 
Altjiough  their  hands  are  rough; 
The  music  blowing  sweet  Garry  Owen,     • 
Or  Killarney's  lakes  so  fair, 
,     To  the  city  hall  we  make  a  call, 
■.■;''  To  be  reviewed  by  the  Mayor. — CJtarut.  ,  - 

Shoemakers  and  tailors,  too,  ■ 

And  tradesmen  of  all  kinds. 
In  regularity  they  march  along, 

And  never  look  behind; 
The  green  flag  flying,  and  the  young  girls  sighing. 

In  their  snow-white  calico  so  nate; 
For  Ireland's  saint  we'd  march  till  we  faint,    . 

On  the  day  we  celebrate. — Ghorm. 


I'M  ALL  BROKE  UP  TO-DAY. 


Copyright,  1880,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  pont-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  live  in  Brooklyn  on  the  Heights, 

I  often  cross  the  ferry. 
To  Catherine  street,  where  I  usually  meet. 

My  second  cousin  Jerry. 
It  was  last  night  I  got  so  tight. 

The  divil  a  penny  to  pay,  * 

At  Maloney's  bar  we'd  beer  and  cigars — 

I'm  all  broke  up  to-day. 

Chorus.         ^  .  . 

~  I  am  not  intoxicated. 

But  slightly  elevated. 
With  joy  I'm  overheated, 
I'm  all  broke  up  to-day. 

From  Maloney's  we  went  to  Casey's, 

It  was  after  twelve  o'clock, 
We  eat  hot  clams  and  fries  of  lambs,  - 

Three  barrels  of  saddle  rocks. 
Men  from  Tyrone  and  sweet  Athlone, 

Across  the  Atlantic  say, 
Had  arguments,  of  consequence —  .- 

I'm  all  broke  up  to-day. — Chorus. 

I  had  an  altercation  V     \ 

With  Maloney's  brother,  Jack; 
We  wrestled  'round  the  barrels, 

I  put  him  on  hjs  back; 
Then  all  Maloney's  family 

They  put  me  on  a  dray. 
And  took  me  to  a  calaboose — 

I'm  all  broke  up  to-day. — Cfiorut. 

I  have  formed  a  resolution,  • 

The  pledge  I'm  going  to  sign, 
Drink  ginger  ale  and  double  X  pale,     ■  - 

And  French  Canandaigua  wine.         / 
I'll  sober  up  and  shake  the  cup. 

Drink  nothing  but  cofifee  and  tay, 
111  soak  my  head  and  go  to  bed —        •  :'      •  ». 

I'm  all  broke  up  to-day. — Chonit.      '"'     ■'• 
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WEHMAN'S   COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— NO.  17. 


FAREWELL,  MY  OWN.       - 

Send  Tour  mune  and  addreiw  to  H.  J.  Wohman,  P.  O.  Box  1(WS,  New  York  City,  and  reoelTe 

by  return  mall  a  eoiiijplf t«  Ottalutnie  of  over  3U0O  Popular  Enerlish  and  Qormaa 

Songs— Kre«.     Puotck^  Staiupe  token  same  as  caMh  for  all  vme  <{Oods. 

Ralph — Farewell,  my  own! 

Light  of  my  life,  farewell! 
For  crime  unknown 
I  go  to  a  dungeon  cell. 
All — For  crime,  etc. 

Ralph — In  the  meantime  farewell! 
And  all  alone 
Rejoice  in  your  dungeon  cell! 

All — And  all,  etc. 

Jos — A  bone,  a  bone, 

I'll  pick  with  this  sailor  fell; 
Let  him  be  shown 

At  once  to  his  dungeon  cell. 

All — Let  him,  etc. 

Ralph— Hell  hear  no  tone 

Of  llie  maiden  he  loves  so  well, 
No  telephone 
Communicates  with  his  cell  I 

All — No  telephone,  etc. 

But — But  when  is  known 

The  secret  I  have  to  tell. 
Wide  will  be  thrown 

The  door  of  his  dungeon  cell. 
All — Wide  will  be  thrown,  etc. 


The  Controllin'   Influence  of  Drink. 


CDpyright.  ISO,  by  F.  Harding. 


I    The  Worda  and  MudIc  uf  thin  Song  will  tw  wnt  to  any  addre>«,  post-uaid,  on  receipt  o(  40  \ 
I  centa;  or  this  and  any  two  otiior  Sun^fti  for  ( >nf  1  Kiltar,  by  H.  J.  W  ehinan,  P.  C*.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.     Pu«tage  Staiiiix  tul^on  Niiine  as  cash  for  all  our  goodo. 


BLUE    aLASS. 

Copyright,  1»77,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  b»-  vnt  to  any  a<ldro-«s.  port-paid,  on  rec«'lpt  of  40 

centji;  or  tiii.-i  and  any  two  othrr  Sont?s  for  Ouu  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \V  L'tiuiaii,  P.  O.  Box 

las,  Nt'w  York  city.    Postage  Stojupn  token  mme  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 

Oh,  this  is  the  age  of  invention. 

Strange  wonders  turn  up  every  day. 
All  the  sciences  seem  in  convention, 

Where  they'll  stop  at  no  mortal  can  say; 
But  the  latest  and  greatest  of  mysteries. 

Which  other  wonders  surpass. 
To  go  down  in  posterity's  histories. 

Arc  these  wonderful  panes  of  blue  glass. 

Cnonus. 
'Tis  a  science  none  others  compare  to, 

"  The  philosopher's  stone  found  at  last" 
For  'twill  cure  all  the  ills  flesh  is  heir  to. 

These  wonderful  panes  of  blue  glass. 

If  a  pane  of  blue  glass  you  put  over 

The  licad  of  your  mother-in-law, 
She'll  Ikj  tame  as  a  lamb  in  spring  clover,         ' 

And  she  can't  even  wag  her  own  jaw; 
Your  own  wife  won't  dare  ask  where  you've  been  to 

If  a  night  at  your  club  you  should  pass 
If  you  have  in  your  own  bed-room  window.s 

These  wonderful  panes  of  blue  ghiss. — Chorn*. 

Twould  do  well  in  the  windows  of  churches. 

It  might  keep  the  preachers  from  sin. 
And  in  .street  cars  'twould  make  the  conductors 

Account  for  each  fare  they  take  in; 
And  if  yon  had  a  brick  in  your  hat,  sir, 

For  a  sol>er  man  wanted  to  pa.ss, 
'T would  l)e  easy  for  you  to  do  that,  sir, 

In  your  hat  put  a  pane  of  blue  glass. — (Jhoru9, 

A  blue  goblet  full  of  good  whiskey 

Would  be  most  too  tempting  to  pass. 
And  no  temperance  man  will  get  frisky 

If  he  drinks  his  rum  from  a  blue  glass; 
All  the  lx>ardin^-hou8e  keepers  will  have  them. 

And  the  boariuers  will  get  fat  quite  fstst, 
Thev  can't  tell  the  "  shirt  buttons  "  from  "  grizzle," 

When  the  "hash "  is  served  up  in  blue  glass. — Chorut 

If  we'd  .send  up  a  dozen  of  glazcrs 

To  the  Capitol  with  this  "  blue  glass," 
Congrcs-smen  would  l»e  hon&st  as  "  blazes," 

And  the  days  of  their  stealing  be  past; 
If  we  had  "  blue  glass  "  ballot  boxes. 

We'd  have  fair  elections  at  last,         ' 
And  a  President  upriglit  and  honest, 

If  the  "  White  House  "  was  glazed  with  blue  glass  —Chorus 


In  a  tenement  of  brick.  '     ; 

Where  the  families  were  thick. 

Lived  McMullin,  a  poor  little  tailor;  '        . 

And  although  he  was  small, 
At  a  party  or  ball. 

He  was  nimble  and  as  light  as  a  sailor    . 
As  a  man  he  was  quiet, 
Kept  out  of  a  riot, 

His  nose  was  as  red  as  pink; 
Oh!  but  whin  he  got  full  ... 
He  was  like  a  miwi  bull, 

From  the  controllin*  influence  of  drink. 

Cnoiius. 

Yes,  for  when  he  got  full. 

He  was  like  a  mad  bull. 

From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink. 

Whin  the  war  it  begun. 
Oh'  he  followed  the  drum, 

In  the  Sixty-Ninth  Regiment  a  soldier; 
He  wiut  to  the  fro»»t. 
The  rebels  to  hunt, 

The  divil  a  man  there  was  bolder; 
Whin  he  inarched  to  the  fight, 
Oh!  McMullen  was  tight. 

He  never  took  time  for  to  think; 
He  was  shot  in  the  head, 
And  was  left  there  for  dead, 

From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink. 

Chorus. 

He  was  shot  in  the  head, 

And  was  left  there  for  deail. 

From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink. 

When  McMullen  got  home. 
He  was  all  skin  and  bone, 

'Pon  my  sowl,  the  poor  fellow  was  failing;     ■ 
Whin  the  doctor  came  in. 
Says  he,  Give  him  some  gin! 

For  that's  where  the  Uiilor  is  ailing!" 
Oh!  he  swallowed  a  quart. 
Plenty  more  was  soon  brought^ 

His  life  was  beginning  to  sink;      ' 
"  More  gin,"  then  he  cried. 
Rolled  over  and  dieti. 

From  the  controllin' influence  of  drink.        . 

Cnonca 
YeB.  "More  gin  "  then  he  cried: 
R^led  over  and  died 
From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink. 

Oh!  the  li«iuof  and  cake 
That  rollc<l  in  at  the  wake, 

'Twould  fill  up  a  confectionery; 
The  neighbors  came  in 
To  take  the  last  look  at  him 

Who'd  a  smile  on  his  face  like  a  fairy; 
Wid  sobs  and  wid  sighs, 
And  teai-s  in  their  eyes. 

They  gave  one  another  the  wink. 
And  slobbering  .said: 
"  I'm  tould  that  he's  dejul. 

From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink.  — Chorus. 

There's  a  nate  little  spot, 
Beyant  in  a  plot. 

Where  the  i)oor  little  tailor  was  buried; 
And  carriages  fine. 
And  soldiers  in  line. 

In  a  lK)at  cross  the  river  were  ferried; 
They  stood  round  the  grave. 
Many  sighs  then  they  gave. 

As  the  dirt  was  shoveled  up  to  the  brink; 
And  on  the  tombstone 
Was  read:  "  Died  alone 

From  the  controllin'  influence  of  drink. — OJiorut. 
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THE  BOY  FROM  COUNTY  CLARE. 


The  Words  and  Musio  of  thU  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  (uldreao.  pout-paid,  on  receipt  Of  10 

centH;  or  this  and  any  t»t)  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^Veh^uuJ,  P.  O.  Box 

IttS,  New  Yurie  City.    I\)8ta^e  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  ail  our  (foods. 

My  name  is  Pat,  now  look  at  that, 

I  am  an  Irishman; 
I  have  the  stick  to  do  the  trick. 

So  l>cat  me  if  j'ou  can. 
Of  all  the  boys  that  make  a  noise, 

At  wake  or  pattern  fair. 
The  (livil  a  one  .so  full  of  fun. 

As  the  boy  from  County  Clare. 

CnoRUS. 

For,  to  turn  a  stick,  smart  and  quick. 

Bothers  them  completely;  . 

Divil  a  wrist  can  do  the  twist. 

Roll  it  round  so  neatly. 
Of  all  the  boys  that  make  a  noise, 

At  wake  or  pattein  fair, 
The  divil  a  one  so  full  of  fun. 

As  the  boy  from  County  Clare. 

A  neat  colleen  and  sweet  p<>theen, 

Bedad !  I  love  the  two, 
And  to  the  both  I  took  an  oath,  . . 

And  mean  to  keep  it  true; 
For  when  away  too  long  I  stay, 
*  I  sigh  to  think  of  that. 
And  take  a  drain  to  stay  the  pain. 

And  warm  the  heart  ot  Pat. — Chorua. 

Nell  O'Grady  is  a  lady, 

Sweet  as  buttermilk, 
Although  she  wears  no  quality  ai»^, 

Nor  yet  the  gown  of  silk, 
She  has  no  hat,  but  what  of  thati 

And  though  her  arms  aie  bare. 
She  Is  a  jade  to  suit  a  blade 

Like  Pat  from  County  Clare.— (7/w>nw. 

I  told  my  love  I'd  weep  above 

A  teapot  full  of  tears. 
Unless  slie'd  say  she'd  come  my  way. 

And  comfort  Paddy's  years. 
"  I  will,"  said  she,  and  smothered  me 

With  kisses  on  the  nose; 
"  I'm  fond  of  that,"  said  she,  "  that's  flat, 

But  not  shillelagh  blows." — Chorus. 

So  Paddy's  life  and  Paddy's  wife 

Are  both  as  bright  as  day; 
Not  anywhere  in  County  Clai'e  v 

Are  two  .so  blithe  lis  they; 
With  dance  and  song  the}'  jog  along, 

In  fair  and  stormy  weather, 
And  when  they  die  they  mean  to  try. 
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And  so  do  both 


together. — Clurrua. 


\ 


Harp  That  Once  Thro'    Tara's   Halls. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  a<Idrew<,  post-paid, 

'     or  this  and  any  two  «ther  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P. 


cents; 

ISO,  New  Yorlc  City. 


eceipt  of  40 
.    .  ,    .  O.  Box 

Posta^re  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


The  harp  that  once  through  Tara's  halls 

The  soul  of  music  shed. 
Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara's  walls, 

As  if  tliat  soul  were  fled. 
So  sleeps  the  pride  of  former  days, 

So  glory's  thrill  is  o'er. 
And  hearts  that  once  beat  high  for  praise 

Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more. 

No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright 

The  harp  of  Tara  swells; 
The  chord  alone,  that  breaks  at  night, 

Its  tale  of  ruin  tells. 
Thus  freedom  now  but  seldom  wakes; 

The  only  throb  she  gives 
Is  when  some  heart  indignant  breaks. 

To  show  that  still  she  lives. 


— The  only  reason  some  men  don't  follow  the  plow  Is  because 
it  isn't  a  woman. — Te.va»  Sif tings. 


THE  DAY  WE   CELEBRATE! 

Ctopyright,  1875,  by  E.  H.  Harding.      .        .  .  -       ^ 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  aililn-HS,  post-paid,  on  receint  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  lK>llar,  liv  H.  J.  \\  chman,  P.  CVBox 

1883,  New  York  City.    Postage  Slampe  taken  same  as  caali  for  all  our  goods, 

•         Come,  all  ye  brave,  bold  Irishmen,       -     ;  T  -  ;  ' 

Wherever  ye  may  be;  "  "^  " 

On  Patrick's  day  we  march  away, 

In  each  society; 
The  Ancient  Order  of  Hibernians, 

Father  Matthew  temperance  men, 
The  sprig  of  Shamrock,  and  Fenians,  too, 
.'     .  On  the  seventeenth  of  March  fall  in. 

Chokus. 

-  .  Arab!  the  drums  do  roll, 

.:  .         The  marshals  ride; 

:■    '     .  I  tell  you  it's  a  trate 

.  To  see  the  sons  of  Erin's  Isle,        •> 

On  the  day  we  celebrate. 

The  'longshoremen  are  next  in  line. 

All  hardy,  stout  and  tough; 
Their  hearts  are  made  of  Irish  oak, 

Altjiough  their  hands  are  rough;  ' 

The  music  blowing  sweet  Garry  Owen, 

Or  Killarney's  lakes  so  fair. 
To  the  city  hall  we  make  a  call, 
'     To  be  reviewed  by  the  Mayor. — CJwi'ua. 

Shoemakers  and  tailors,  tO(J, 

And  tradesmen  of  all  kinds, 
In  regularity  they  march  along. 

And  never  look  behind;  ' 

The  green  flag  flying,  and  the  young  girls  sighing,  " 

In  their  snow-white  calico  so  nate; 
For  Ireland's  saint  we'd  march  till  we  faint,    .    .. 

On  the  day  we  celebrate. — Chorus.  '■         . ;; 
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I'M  ALL  BROKE  UP  TO-DAY. 


Copyright,  1880,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  anjr  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \V  ehman,  P.  O.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  live  in  Brooklyn  on  the  Heights, 

I  often  cross  the  ferry. 
To  Catherine  street,  where  I  usually  meet. 

My  second  cousin  Jerry.  ^ 

It  was  last  night  I  got  so  tight. 

The  divil  a  penny  to  pay. 
At  Maloney's  bar  we'd  beer  and  cigars — 

I'm  all  broke  up  to-day. 

Chorus. 

I  am  not  intoxicated. 
But  slightly  elevated. 
With  joy  I'm  overheated, 
I'm  all  broke  up  to-day. 

From  Maloney's  we  went  to  Casey's, 

It  was  after  twelve  o'clock. 
We  eat  hot  clams  and  fries  of  lambs, 

'Three  barrels  of  saddle  rocks. 
Men  from  Tyrone  and  sweet  Athlone, 

Across  the  Atlantic  say, 
Had  arguments,  of  consequence — 

I'm  all  broke  up  to-day. — Chorus. 

I  had  an  altercation 

With  Maloney's  brother.  Jack; 
We  wrestled  'round  the  barrels, 

I  put  him  on  hjs  back ; 
Then  all  Maloney's  family 

They  put  me  on  a  dray, 
And  took  me  to  a  calaboose — 

I'm  all  broke  up  to-day.— C/u»*u«. 

I  have  formed  a  resolution,  • 

The  pledge  I'm  going  to  sign, 
Drink  ginger  ale  and  double  X  pale,  * 

And  French  Canandaigua  wine. 
I'll  sober  up  and  shake  the  eup, 

Drink  nothing  but  coffee  and  tay, 
111  soak  my  head  and  go  to  bed —  .. 

I'm  all  broke  up  to-day. — Chorus.    • 
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SONG-   OF   THE   HAYMAKERS. 

The  Wonlii  and  MuMie  of  this  Song  will  be  xent  to  any  adareiia.  poxt-Daid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cento;  or  thia  and  any  two  other  Sonss  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Webman,  P.  O.  Box 

uio.  New  York  City.    Puata^  Stamps  taken  same  an  caah  fur  all  «mr  goods. 

The  noon-tide  is  liot,  Jiud  our  forelieads  are  brown, 

Our  palms  are  all  shining  and  hard. 
Right  close  is  our  work  with  the  wain  and  the  fork,  , 

And  but  poor  is  our  daily  reward; 
But  there's  joy  iu  the  sunshine,  and  mirth  in  the  lark 

That  skims  wliistling  along  over  head,  . 

Our  spirits  are  liglit,  though  our  skins  may  be  dark, 

And  tiieres  peace  with  our  meal  of  brown  bread. 
We  dwell  in  the  meadows,  we  toil  on  the  sod. 

Far  away  from  the  city's  dull  gloom. 
And  more  jolly  are  we,  though  in  rags  we  may  be, 

Thau  the  pale  faces  over  the  loom. 

Chorus. 

Then  a  song  and  a  cheer  for  the  bonnie  green  stack. 

Climbing  up  to  the  sun  wide  and  high. 
For  the  pitchers  and  rakers  and  merry  haymakers. 

And  the  beautiful  midsummer  sky, 

And  the  beautiful  midsummer  sky. 

Come  forth,  gentle  ladies,  come  forth,  dainty  sirs,  , 

And  lend  us  your  presence  a  while; 
Your  gi'.rracnts'will  gather  no  stain  from  the  burs, 

And  a  freckle  won't  tarnish  your  smile; 
I  Our  carjH.-t's  more  soft  for  your  delicate  feet, 

Than  the  pile  of  your  velveted  floor; 
And  the  air  of  our  balmswarth  is  surely  as  sweet. 

As  the  perfume  of  Araby's  shore. 
Come  forth,  noble  masters,  some  forth  to  the  field. 

Where  fresliness  and  health  may  be  found, 
Where  the  windrows  are  spread  for  the  butterfly's  bed. 

And  the  clover  bloom  fallcth  around. — Choru». 

Hold  fast,  cries  the  waggoner,  loudly  and  quick. 

Then  comes  the  hearty,  "  Gee,  wo!" 
WhiLst  the  cunning  old  team  of  horses  manage  to  pick 

A  sweet  mouthful  to  munch  as  they  go. 
The  tuwuy-face*!  children  come  round  us  to  play, 

And  bravely  they  scatter  the  heap, 
'Till  the  tiniest  one.  all  out-spent  with  the  fun, 

Is  curled  up  with  the  sheep-dog  asleep. 
Old  age  sitielh  down  on  the  haycock's  lair  crown, 

At  tiie  clo.se  of  our  laboring  day, 
And  wishes  his  life,  like  the  grass  at  bis  feet. 

May  be  purg  at  its  passing  away. — Gharu*. 


/ 
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THE   DANUBE  RIVER 
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Do^-ou  recall  that  night  in  Juue, 

L  [Kin  the  Danube  Kiver? 
We  listened  to  a  I^ander  tune, 

We  watched  the  moonbeams  quiver? 
I  oft  since  then  have  watched  the  moon. 

But  never,  love.  Oh!  never. 
Can  I  forget  that  night  in  June,  ■  * 

Upon  the  Danulnj  River; 
Can  I  forget  that  niglit  in  June, 

Up<^)n  tiie  Danulx;  River. 
Can  I  forget  that  night  in  June, 

Upon  the  DaMul)e  River; 
Can  I  forget  that  night  in  June 

Upon  the  Danube  River. 

Our  boat  kept  measure  with  ita  oar. 

The  music  rose  in  snatches. 
From  peasants  dancing  on  the  shore. 

With  boisterous  songs  and  catches. 
I  know  not  why  that  Ljinder  rang 

Through  all  my  soul,  but  never,  never 
Can  I  forget  the  .songs  they  sang. 

Upon  the  Danube  River; 
Can  I  forget  the  sonra  they  sang, 

Upf)n  the  Danul)e  River. 
Can  I  forget  the  son^g  they  sang, 

U|K)n  the  Danube  River; 
Can  I  forget  the  songs  they  sang, 

Upf)n  tiie  Danulje  liiver. 


DRUNK    AGAIN. 


Th«  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pootrpald,  on  receipt  of  40  ' 
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hie! 


Now  I've  been  out  with  some  pals  to  dine. 

Beautiful  dinner  and  glorious  wine, 

They  all  drank  their  share,  and  I've  got  mine, 

So  now  I'm  rolling  home. 
The  reason  why  I'm  inclined  to  roll. 
The  wine  has  got  up  into  my  old  poll, 
I  can't  walk  straight,  upon  my  soul. 

For  my  legs  are  inclined  to  roann 

Spoken — Most  strodinary  thing  whenever  I  get  a  little  jolly, 
my  legs  get  so  deucedly  obstinate;  one  wants  to  lay  down,  and 
the  other  wants  to  go  round  the  comer — in  fact  they  give  me  a  i 
gentle  hint  that  I'm — 

.  Cuouus. 

Drunk  again,  drunk  again. 

I'm  Timothy  Tottle,  I'm  fond  of  my  bottle, 

Drunk  again,  drunk  again, 

A  jolly  old  cockle  am  I. 

Like  loyal  boys  we  Ujastcd  the  Queen, 
And  drank  her  health,  too.  all  serene! 
There  were  fifteen  of  us,  /counted  nineteen! 

That's  rather  strange,  you  will  say. 
We  drank  everyone's  health  and  then  our  own. 
Until  every  blesseil  bottle  had  flown; 
Then  we  gave  such  a  cheer  as  never  was  known. 

With  a  hip,  hip,  hip.  hooray! 

Spoken— I  made  a  speech,  I  said— I  don't   exactly  remember' 
what  I  did  sav;  I  know  I  ))egan  it  on   my   legs,  and  finished   it 
under  the  table — when  some  one  remarked  in  reply: — Chorus. 

I'm  fond  of  a  bottle  of  sherry  or  port. 

With  that  logwood  stuff  I'm  not  to  be  caught; 

Good  forty  j'ears  old,  hah!  that's  the  sort! 

Now  of  such  I'm  a  capital  judge. 
Mind,  I  don't  turn  up  my  nose  at  brandy  or  gin! 
At  whiskey  or  rum,  I  can  do  a  "go  in," 
To  refuse  any  drink  I  consider  a  sin, 

And  "  teetotalers'  twaddle  "  all  fudge! 

Spoken — Talking  about  teetotalers,  have  you  seen  my  land- 
lady's nose?  She's  one,  and  gives  me  notice  to  quit  every  week 
for  getting: — Choi'ut. 

I  must  now  toddle  round  to  number  three, 

I  wish  number  three  would  come  round  to  me; 

For  if  a  policeman  this  party  should  see. 

That  "  minion  "  will  make  out  a  case; 
For  since  this  new  licensing  act's  come  out. 
It's  not  safe  for  a  fellow  to  go  much  about. 
You  chance  to  get  in  a  cell,  no  doubt,  •» 

And  that's  not  a  "  comfable  "  place. 

Spoken— No.  not  but  what  /m  all  right  enough — it's  my  le^  I 
that  get  me  into  trouble;  they  arc  so  abstroplopsus.  And  this  is  , 
the  way  they  serve  me  after  sticking  to  'em  all  these  years.  In- 
gratltiule!  They're  the  only  pair  I've  got  at  present, 
wouldn't  put  up  with  it,  for  they  will  keep  on  getting — 

CnoRUS. 
Drunk  again,  drunk  again, 
Timothy  Tottle's  so  fond  of  his  bottle,  hie! 
Drunk  again,  drunk  again, 
A  jolly  old  cockle  am  I. 


or  I 


— Husband — What  are  you  reading,  my  dear?  Wife — A  long 
letter  from  mother.  Husband — Has  she  anything  in  particular  to 
say?  Wife — I  don't  know.  I  haven't  got  to  the  postscript  yet. — 
JIarper'a  Bazaar.  

—Class  in  American  history.  Teacher—"  Why  did  the  North 
and  South  engage  in  civil  war?"  Johnny  Smartl^oy — "So  that 
the  Generals  could  write  magazine  war  papers  about  it. "  Teacher — 
"  Right.     Go  to  the  head,  and  stay  there  for  the  rest  of  the  term. 


— "  Boyl"  called  a  man  with  a  clothe.s  wringer  under  his  arm, 
as  he  looked  over  the  gate,  "  will  that  dog  bite?  "  "  Yes,  he'll  go 
for  some  folks  like  smoke."  "  I  guess  he  won't  bite  me,  for  I'm 
a  collector."  "  Say,  don't  you  dare  come  in  here.  If  you  was  an 
agent  you'd  be  all  right,  but  he's  been  taught  to  down  a  collector  I 
on  sight."— Detrvit  lo-ee  Press. 
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Ellsworth's  Body  Lies  Mouldering  in 

■:■:■."..■■.•■.--.:--•■.     the   Dust.    ■■    ■■::^^-^--^ ■'.;::■■: 
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Ellswortli's  lK)dy  lies  mouldering  in  the  dust, 
Ellswortli  s  body  lies  mouldering  in  the  dust, 
Ellswortlj  5  body  lies  mouldering  in  the  dust. 

As  ve  go  marching  on.— Glory,  glory,  hallelujah! 

He's  gone  fo  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 

His  soul  is  marching  on. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah. 

Ellsworth  8  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back, 
Ellsworth  3  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  ])ack, 
Ellsworth's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back. 

As  we  go  marching  on. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah. 

We'll  hang  Jeff  Davis  on  a  sour  apple  tree, 
We'll  hang  Jeff  Davis  on  a  sour  apple  tree. 
We'll  hang  Jeff  Davis  on  a  sour  apple  tree, 

As  we  go  marching  on. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah. 

His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way. 

As  they  go  marching  en.— Glory,  glory,  hallelujah. 

The  Fire  2Jouave8  are  marching  on  their  way. 
The  Fire  Zouaves  are  marching  on  their  way,         ' 
The  Fire  Zouaves  are  marching  on  their  way, 

For  Ellsworth's  death  to  avenge. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah. 

Now  three  rousing  cheers  for  the  Union,      .^    ^     . 
Now  three  rousing  cheers  for  the  Union, 
Now  three  rousing  cheers  for  the  Union, 

As  we  go  marching  on. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah. 


LULA    IS    aONE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  addres«<,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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With  a  heart  forsaken  I  wander 

In  silence,  in  grief,  and  alone;  ;       ,.: 

On  a  form  departed  I  ponder. 

For  Lula,  sweet  Lula  is  gone. 
Gone  when  the  roses  have  faded. 

Gone  when  the  meadows  are  bare. 
To  a  land  by  orange  blossoms  shaded, 

Where  Summer  ever  lingers  on  the  air. 

Chorus. 
Lula,  Lula  is  gone. 

With  Summer  birds  her  bright  smiles 
To  sunny  lands  have  flowTi; 
When  day  breaketh  gladly, 
•  My  heart  waketh  sadly,  / ..      • 

'■ .  For  Lula,  Lula  is  gone. 

Not  a  voice  awakens  the  mountains, 

No  gladness  returns  with  the  dawn. 
Not  a  smile  is  mirrored  in  the  fountains. 

For  Lula,  sweet  Lula  is  gone. 
Day  is  bereft  of  its  pleasures, 

Night  of  its  beautiful  dreams, 
-    While  the  dirge  of  well  remembered  measures, 

Is  murmured  by  the  ripple  on  the  streams. — Charui. 

When  I  view  the  chill-blighted  bowers. 

And  roam  over  the  snow-covered  plain. 
How  I  long  for  Spring's  budding  flowers 

To  welcome  her  sweet  smiles  again. 
Why  does  the  earth  seem  forsaken?  • 

Time  will  this  sadness  remove, 
At  her  voice  the  meadows  will  awaken. 

To  verdure,  sweet  melody  and  love. — Chorus. 


—Cashier— I  wish  to  marry  your  daughter,  sir.  May  I  have 
her?  Proprietor  (who  has  just  been  examining  the  books) — 
Well,  I  suppose  I'd  better  give  my  consent.  I  want  to  keep  the 
money  in  the  family.       .^  • 


On  the  Beach  at  Long  Branch. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrotw,  post-jMOd,  on  receipt  of  < 
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'Twas  on  the  beach  at  Long  Branch,  one  fine  Summer's  day, 

I'd  a  novel,  reading,  to  pa.ss  the  time  away, 

.\nd  so  interested  was  I  in  the  plot, 

A  gent  stood  there  beside  me,  still  I  saw  him  not. 

Till  at  last,  by  chance,  my  eye-lids  I  did  raise, 

I  found  him  on  me  looking  with  enraptured  gaze. 

Bright  blue  eyes  so  charming,  handsome  Grecian  nose. 

Teeth  of  pearly  whiteness,  quite  the  pink  of  beaux. 

Chorus. 
'Twas  on  the  beach  at  Long  Branch,  one  fine  Summer's  day, 
I  met  this  handsome  man  who  stole  my  heart  away; 
Now  I  feel  so  happy  as  blissful  moments  glide, 
The  day  is  quickly  coming  wlien  I  shall  be  his  bride. 

As  like  one  awaking  from  some  happy  dream. 

We  glances  did  exchange,  his  eye  with  love  did  beam, 

And  e'er  much  time  was  over  we  began  to  chat. 

Hours  passed  away,  still  he  beside  me  sat. 

And  with  ways  so  winning  he  did  love  impart. 

My  spirits  rose  as  high  as  the  early  morning  lark; 

He  told  me  that  he  loved  me,  said  thiit  all  his  life 

Would  be  to  him  worthless  unless  I'd  be  his  wife. — Chorus. 


^  >  »  ■ 


A  BUTTON-HOLE   BOUQUET. 


Copyright,  1886,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 
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I  know  a  little  maiden  who  ii<  all  the  world  to  me, 

Every  evening  just  at  twilight,  ere  the  droning  honey-bee 

lias  sipped  the  fragrant  sweetness  from  the  dew-beepauglcd  flo%rar,     ■ 

She  meets  me  at  the  trj-sting  place,  the  honey-euckle  bower.  • . 

Her  eyes  are  like  the  turqoiee,  or  ultra-marine  blue,  — 

Her  lips  are  like  the  strawberry,  she  wears  a  dainty  shoe,  « 

She  nestles  to  me  closer  than  the  fragrance  to  mown  bay. 

As  she  naively  pins  apou  my  coat  a  button-bole  bouquet. 

Chori's. 
Daffodils,  roses,  pansies,  sweet  posies, 

Hyacinths  rivaling  heaven's  own  day; 
Mignonnette,  clover,  dew-sprinkled  over. 

Are  gathered  by  my  darling  for  a  button-hole  bouquet. 

WTiere  the  oriole  is  singing  ere  the  golden  sun  goes  down, 

Ere  the  whip-poor-will  is  singing  oft  I  stole  outside  of  town. 

Where  the  violet  is  pearling,  I  would  seek  the  sheltered  spot. 

She's  sure  to  be  there  waiting  like  a  sweet  forget-me-not ; 

How  they  thrill  me,  those  caresses,  none  but  I  can  ever  know, 

Whileher  shimmering  golden  tfessee  float  across  my  throbbing  brow. 

Heart  to  heart  is  beating  wildly,  eye  to  eye  that  seems  to  say : 

Don't  forget  to-morrow  evening,  here's  a  button-hole  bouquet.— Chorus. 


A  HUNDRED   YEARS  AGO. 
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When  first  the  sound  of  battle  came. 

We  gaily  marched  away; 
For,  when  we  heard  our  country  call, 

We  could  not  but  obey; 
For  truth  and  right  the  first  to  fight, 

And  never  known  to  flee, 
Our  fathers  recognize  Iheir  sons — 
'■  The  gallant  Ninth  are  we.  • 

Cnoncs. 

A  hundred  years  ago  we  stood  in  fight  arrayed,  boys, 
And  boldly  met  the  foe  for  truth  and  liberty; 

Our  voice  is  living  still,  and  we  should  be  obeyed,  boj's, 
Who  gave  our  lives  to  make  you  free,  a  hundred  years  ago. 

A  little  band  of  earnest  men. 

Who  knew  no  law  but  right. 
We  just  a  century  ago 

Set  freedom's  torch  alight; 
We  fought  and  fell,  and  ages  tell 

The  story,  which  you  know. 
Of  how  the  sun  of  glory  rose  -^^ 

.,;  A  hundred  y«irs  ago. — Chorus.       .^ 
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LOVE  AMONG  BIG  NOSES/ 

Tune— '•  Love  Among  the  Roses." 
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Dwiis  on  a  Vinter  evening, 

I  dink  'dwas  de  afdernoon, 
^     I  zaw  a  man  und  voman 

In  a  lager  pier  saloon; 
Dey  vas  eading  kraut  and  sweiter  kase. 

And  as  I  bussed  dem  pye. 
De  man  durned  round,  und  looked  of  me, 

Mit.a  dark,  plue,  bully  glass  eye; 
His  nose  vas  apout  dwelve  inches  long, 

Und  red  just  like  do  rozes; 
Und  hers  viis  just  apout  de  zanic, 

'Dwas  love  among  big  nozes 

CnoRCS. 
I  (lout  like  to  tole  you,  but  I  dink  I  vill, 

Of  higer  pier  dey  drank  dere  lill; 
Dl'V  vas  sitting  near  a  fouiidain, 

Vere  de  muskeedler  ret)oses, 
Dev  sat  und  valkcd,  and  kissed  und  dalked, 

bwas  love  among  big  uozes. 

I  zaw  a  nose  next  evening, 

I  looked,'  und  it  vjis  hers,  • 

She  vas  standing  on  de  sidevalk 

A  zelling  shf)e  lazers; 
She  laugluti  as  I  vent  pye  her, 

Und  at  her  I  did  stare", 
Yen  a  man  game  »jp,  hit  me  of  my  mout, 

Und  goinmenced  to  pull  my  hair; 
Ven  he  let  go  my  mad  got  up, 

Ash  you  may  well  subbose, 
I  durned  apout.  hit  dem  bodb  of  de  mout. 

By  tami  I  broke  dose  nozes. — Choru*. 

A  l>olicoman  game  up  quickly, 

Und  took  us  to  der  jail; 
He  pud  dt-ni  in  der  brison, 

But  led  nie  oud  on  bjtil; 
Ne.xt  tav  dey  d(K)k  us  'fore  de  shudge, 

Und  i  told  him  de  gase, 
He  said  dat  he  led  us  go  dat  dime. 

Of  ve  vould  geep  de  l)eace; 
Ven  dey  mate  ub,  day  marrietl  now, 

Und  he's  zelling  old  glotheses. 
But  I  gant't  forget,  ven  firsd  I  met. 

Dose  overcrone  big  nozes. — Chorus. 


Rocked  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep 

Tb«<  WoMU  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  adilmw,  |>at<t-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wuliinan,  P.  O.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda. 

Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep, 

I  lay  me  down  in  peace  to  sleep; 

Secure  I  rest  upon  the  wave. 

For  Thou,  O  Lord,  hath  power  to  save. 

I  know  Thou  wilt  not  slight  my  call, 

For  Thou  dost  mark  the  sparrow's  fall. 

And  calm  and  peaceful  is  my  sleep,  - 

Rocked  in  the  criulle  of  the  deep; 

And  calm  and  peaceful  is  my  sleep. 

Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep. 

And  such  the  trust  that  still  were  mine. 
Though  stormy  winds  swept  o'er  the  brine, 
Or  though  the  tempest's  fiery  breath 
Roused  me  from  sleep  to  wreck  and  death, 
In  ocean's  cave  still  safe  with  Thee, 
The  germ  of  immortality. 
And  calm  and  peaceful  Is  my  sleep. 
Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep; 
And  calm  and  peaceful  is  my  sleep. 
Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep. 
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THE    IRISH    VOLUNTEER 
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Tune—" The  Yankee  Manof-War." 


JANE    O'MALLEY. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  oi 
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I'll  fell  thee  a  tail  of  a  maiden's  veil. 

It  wfts  worn  by  .Tane  O'Malley, 
On  the  highland  green  her  foroii  was  seen. 
But  she  now  sleejw  in  the  valley. 
She  now  sleeps, 
She  now  sleeps  in  the  valley. 

One  year  ago,  when  the  sun  was  low, 

Along  with  Elwyn  Ally, 
To  chat  and  talk  she  took  a  walk, 
But  she  now  sleeps  in  the  valley. 
Slie  now  sleeps. 
She  now  .sleeps  in  the  valley. 

They  talked  of  love,  she  stood  above 

A  rocky  cliff  with  Ally; 
Alas!  she  fell  he  could  not  save. 
And  now  she  sleeps  in  the  valley. 
She  now  .sleeps. 
She  now  sleeps  in  the  valley 

They  searched  around,  till  the  spot  was  found. 

Where  struggled  Jane  O'Malley; 
Where  the  rock  was  cleft,  her  veil  was  left. 
And  .she  now  sleet>s  in  the  valley. 
She  now  sleeps, 
She  now  sleeps  in  the  valley. 
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Ye  daughters  of  old  Ireland,  | 

These  lines  to  you  I  write. 
Concerning  your  true  lovers. 

Who  have  volunteered  to  fight 
For  their  country's  Standard, 

To  face  their  rebel  peers; 
Its  pretty  dame  will  see  again 

Our  Irish  volunteers. 

The  worthy  son  of  liberty 

Who's  got  the  heart  to  ^o, 
To  sustain  his  country's  dignity 

And  face  the  rebel  foe — 
He's  worthy  of  a  lady's  love. 

We'll  call  them  our  dears. 
They're  strong  and  bold,  and  uncontrolled. 

Our  Irish  volunteers. 

The  cymbals  are  sounding. 

The  trumpet  shrill  doth  blow. 
For  each  platoon  to  form. 

We've  got  orders  for  to  go. 
EJach  pretty  girl  saj's  to  her  love: 

"  My  darling  never  fear. 
You  will  always  find  us  true  and  kind 

To  the  Irish  volunteer." 

In  the  fearful  hour  of  battle. 

When  the  cannons  loud  do  roar,  . 
We'll  think  upon  our  loves 

That  we  left  to  see  no  more; 
And  if  grim  death  appears  to  us. 

Its  terrors  and  its  fears 
Can  never  scare  in  freedom's  war 

Our  Irish  volunteei's. 

Come  all  ye  worthy  gentlemen 

Who  have  the  heart  and  means. 
Be  kind  unto  tlie  sf)ldier'8  wife. 

They  hold  your  country's  reiu.s. 
They  will  come  back  victorious. 

Those  gallant  fusileers, 
And  bring  again  the  flag  unstained. 

Our  Irish  volunteers. 
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that  gate? "  s 


— Young  lady  to  farmer:     "Can  I  get  through    ^ 

Farmer:     "  Well,  I  guess  so;  a  wagon  load  of  hay  went  through  I 
there  this  morning."  ^  ( 
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Ilurnvh  for  our  brave  Pennsylvanians!        '  ..u 

To  their  Hag  they  are  always  so  true;  .- 

Hurrah  for  Abe  and  bis  Generals! 
Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue! 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue! 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue! 

Hiiriah  for  Abe  and  his  Generals! 

Three  cheers  for  the  lied,  White  and  Blue! 

In  armies  of  mighty  battallion,  , -/ 

Our  true  sous  are  marching  so  brave; 
They  are  marching  to  crush  out  rebellion, 

They  are  fighting  their  countrj'  to  save. — Repeat. 

Brave  Baker,  Lyon  and  Ellsworth,  ' 

Our  hearts  would  forever  upbraid, 
Should  we  falter  in  fighting  for  freedom 

In  the  ranks  of  the  Keystone  Brigade. — Repeat. 

Far  a wav  across  the  Blue  Moimtnins 

Is  the  land  of  our  fathers  so  true; 
We  love  them  with  heartfelt  devotion, 

While  we  fight  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. — Repeat. 

We've  sons  in  the  land  of  the  rebels. 
Our  banner  is  proudlj' displayed. 

On  the  battlefield  full  of  great  danger- 
It  waves  over  the  Keystone  Brigade. —.B<3>c«/. 

They  fear  not  the  loud  cannoas  rattle. 

Their  foes  they  are  bound  to  subdue, 
As  bravely  they  march  on  to  battle. 

Upholding  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. — Repeat. 

Like  Baker's  brave  soldiers  undaunted. 

May  it  now  and  forever  be  said 
That  none  but  brave  hearts  are  wanted 

In  the  ranks  of  the  Keystone  Biigade. — Repeat. 


V       WHAT    NORAH    SAID. 
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SATURDAY    NIGHT,    WHEN    THE 
BARROOM'S  FULL. 


Tune—"  Sunday  Night  When  the  Parlor's  FuU." 
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I've  a  cou.sin,  an  eccentric, 

lie  keeps  a  barroom  at  the  East  End,  ■ 

Once  a  week  I  go  to  see  him, 

Saturday  night  I've  the  time  to  spend. 
He  has  singing,  he  haa  dancing, 

In  the  ward,  sure,  he  has  a  pull, 
But  the  .Mghts  are  so  entrancing, 

Saturday  night,  when  the  barroom's  full. 

Chorus. 

^  He  has  porter  and  cold  water, 

s  Of  the  latter  ye  can  drink  your  full  I 

But  what  makes  me  merry  is  his  Tom  and  Jerry, 
Saturday  night,  when  the  barroom's  full. 

Every  nation  in  creation 

Is  represented  at  his  bar —  ..     ; 

The  Greeks,  Itidians  and  Germans 

Step  in  his  place  while  the  door's  ajar;    _ 
For  his  fine  whiskey,  rye  or  bourbon. 

Bad  stuff,  too,  that  would  fell  a  bull. 
Though  it's  risky  to  inflate  whi.skey, 

Saturday  night,  when  the  barroom's  full. 

Spoken — La.<^t  Saturday  night,  at  me  cousin's,  a  policeman 
came  in,  and  lie  says  to  me  cousin,  says  he:  "  I'd  like  so  to  take 
a  nap."  And  me  cousin  put  him  under  the  bar.  About  one 
o'clock  he  woke  up,  and  he  says  to  me  cousin:  "  What  kind  of  a 
night  is  it?  "  Mc  cousin  told  him  that  it  was  snowing.  "  Well," 
says  the  policeman,  "  I  must  be  getting  down  to  the  station  house, 
but  I'm  too  dry!"  "Have  a  drink,"  says  me  cousin.  "No," 
says  the  policeman,  "  I  mane  me  clothes  are  too  dry."  "All  right," 
says  me  cousin,  "  I  can  fix  that,"  and,  going  behind  the  bar,  he 
got  a  pail  of  water  and  threw  it  over  the  policeman.  He  went  to 
the  station  house  as  though  he'd  been  out  all  night.  But  when  I 
think  of  it  I  have  to  say:— CAt^wa. 


Is  it  lonely  ye  are,  then,  without  me? 

Only  wait  and  I'll  come  bye  and  bye,  ''-'''"' 

For  myselfs  just  entirely  as  lonely. 

And,  darling,  I  give  sigh  for  sigh. 
If  the  glance  of  my  eyes,  like  the  star,  love. 

If  my  voice  sweetly  sounds  on  your  ear; 
In  your  own  looks  of  love  my  ej^es  brighten, 

And  my  voice  tender  grows  when  you're  near. 

Chokcs. 

Is  it  lonely  ye  are,  then,  without  me? 

Only  wait,  and  I'll  come  bye  and  bye; 
For  myselfs  just  entirely  as  lonely. 

And,  darling,  I  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

Sure  the  nightingale's  notes  are  delightful, 

When  he  warbles  at  night  in  the  wood; 
And  if  birds  taught  us  colleens  love's  language. 

He's  the  sweet  little  birdie  that  could. 
But  it  wasn't  from  him  I  learnt  singing. 

Not  from  nightingale,  no,  nor  from  dove; 
'Tis  my  heart  in  my  voice  makes  to  mu.sic. 

When  I  see  the  dear  boy  that  I  love. — Choinig. 

Then,  mj'  darling.  Oh!  si>eak  not  of  sorrow. 

To  her  heart's  core  your  Nora  is  true; 
She  knows,  Dennis  dear,  that  jou  love  her,  . 

And  Dennis,  you  know  she  loves  you. 
And  would  ye  then  wait  'till  to-morrow, 

While  the  moon  shines  in  heaven  so  bright. 
And  the  lane  and  the  kiss  so  convenient, 

Won't  I  meet  j'ou,  my  darling,  to-night? 

Chorus, 

And  would  ye  then  wait  till  to-morrow? 

While  the  moon  shines  in  heaven  so  bright, 
And  the  lane  and  the  kiss  so  convenient. 

Won't  I  meet  j'ou,  my  darling,  to-night? 
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THE   G-IPSY'S   WARNING. 
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Tnist  him  not,  O  gentle  lady. 

Though  his  voice  be  low  and  sweet — 
Heed  not  him  who  kneels  before  thee, 

Softly  pleading  at  thy  feet; 
Now  thy  life  is  in  its  morning: 

Cloud  not  this  thy  happy  lot. 
Listen  to  the  gipsy's  warning — 

Gentle  lady,  trust  him  not. 

Lady,  once  there  lived  a  maiden, 

Young  and  pure,  and  like  the  fair; 
Yet  he  wooed,  he  wooed  and  won  her, 

Thrilled  her  gentle  heart  with  care — 
Then— he  heeded  not  her  weeping — 

He  cared  not  her  life  to  save! 
Soon  she  perished — now  she's  sleeping 

In  the  cold  and  silent  grave! 

Lady,  turn  not  from  me  so  coldly, 

For  I  have  only  the  truth —  • 
From  a  stern  and  withering  sorrow, 

Lady,  I  would  .shield  thy  youth; 
I  would  shield  thee  from  all  danger — 

Shield  thee  from  the  tempter's  snare- 
Lady,  shun  the  dark-eyed  stranger — 

I  have  warned  thee,  now  beware!  '         . 

Take  your  gold — I  do  not  want  it; 

Lady,  I  have  prayed  for  this — 
For  the  hour  that  I  might  foil  him. 

And  rob  him  of  expected  bliss. 
Aye,  I  see  thou  art  filled  with  wonder, 

At  my  looks  so  fierce  and  wild — 
Lady,  in  the  church-yard  j'onder,  .      ,  .    _  :     ,   .  - 

Sleeps  the  gipsy's  only  child! 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— NO.  17. 


POOR  OLD  JEFF. 

Th<K  Woi-dit  and  Music  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  addreiw,  poat-imid,  on  receipt  of 
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IWS,  New  York  Cuy.    PoMafce  Stamp*  token  same  ati  cotih  for  all  our  gooda 

'Tis  just  a  3-Gar  ago  to-day, 

That  I  remenibtjr  well, 
I  sat  down  by  poor  Nelly's  side. 

And  a  story  she  did  tell, 
'Twas  about  a  jwor  old  darkie,  Jeff, 

That  lived  for  many  a  year. 
But  now  he's  dead  and  in  his  grave, 

No  troubles  docs  he  fcur. 

Choru8. 
For  good  old  Jeff  has  gone  to  rest, 
.  We  know  that  he  is  free; 

Disturb  hira  not,  but  let  him  rest, 
Way  down  Tennessee. 

She  took  my  arm,  we  walked  along. 

Into  an  open  field, 
And  then  she  paused  to  breathe  awhile, 

Then  to  his  grave  did  steal; 
She  sat  down  by  that  little  mound, 

And  softly  whispered  there: 
"  Come  to  me,  father,  'tis  thy  child," 

Then  gently  dropped  a  tear. — Chorus. 

But  since  that  time  how  things  have  changedl 

Poor  Nelly  that  was  my  bride. 
Is  laid  beneath  the  cold  grave  sotl, 

Dowu  by  her  father's  side.  , 

I  planted  there  upon  the  grave 

The  weeping  willow  tree, 
I  bathed  its  roots  with  mauy  a  tear, 

That  it  might  shelter  me. — Chorus. 
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A  G-irls  Best  Friend  is  Her  Lover. 

Tunc—"  A  Boy's  Best  Friend  Is  His  Mothir."  * 
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A  .song  to  yoti  I'll  sing,  'tis  a  very  common  thing. 

Which  you  see  occuring  every  night, 
Yow'll  see  men  and  women  talking  about  most  anything, 

But  eventually  they  wind  up  with  a  fight.  '  ' 

Yet  there  is  one  whose  name  forever  shall  remain. 

When  he's  gone  they  will  soon  have  another. 
You  are  always  sure  to  find  girls  are  of  a  kind, 
„  They  all  claim  their  best  friend  is  their  lover. 

CnoRUS. 

Th«'u»  watch  him  very  clo.se,  buy  him  lots  of  clothes, 

So  he  will  look  as  neat  as  any  other. 
Give  him  lots  of  cash,  but  never  let  him  ma.sh. 

And  give  all  your  hard-earned  dollars  to  your  lover. 

Some  lovers  look  like  roughs,  their  hair  cut  close  like  toughs. 

They  steer  around  the  joints  to  raise  a  row. 
Sometimes  they  meet  their  match,  a  sleeper  they  will  catch. 

Who'll  jam  their  nose  clean  up  to  their  eye-brow. 
Some  lovers  they  are  nice,  some  .should  l)e  put  on  ice, 

And  some  young  ones  should  be  .sent  home  to  their  mother. 
In  my  song  1  show  to  you,  you  will  find  it  is  quite  true, 

A  girl's  best  friend  is  her  lover. 

Chorus. 

Then  hold  him  if  you  can,  if  he  is  a  moneyed  man. 

Never  let  him  go  with  any  other. 
Collar  all  his  dust,  yes,  steal  it  if  you  must. 

Hut  make  him  remember  he  is  the  lover. 

Sometimes  girls  say  to  you,  "  Whose  baby  is  'oo?  " 

And,  "  What  wi'll  lovy  do  if  dovy  dies?"" 
Cigarettes  they  smoke,  thev  are  surely  always  broke. 

They  amuse  lhem.selves  by  telling  each  other  lies. 
You  can  liet  your  little  boots,  they  always  come  to  Roops, 

W'hen  he  is  around  they  want  no  other. 
Now  I  will  end  my  song,  i)erhaps  it  wf)n't  be  long 

Before  you  see  some  fairy  and  her  lover. 

Chorus. 
Then  always  use  him  well,  always  make  liim  tell. 

If  he  has  been  hugging  any  other. 
When  you  get  hira  to  wetl.  ju.^t  np  him  on  the  head 

So  he  will  rcmeml)cr  he's  your  lover. 


The  S"Qnny  Hours  of  Childhood. 
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The  sunny,  sunny  liours  of  childhood. 

How  soon,  how  stK»n  they  pass  away. 
Like  llowers,  like  flowers  in  the  wild  wood, 

That  once  bloomed  fresh  and  gay; 
But  the  ix;rfuine  of  the  flowers. 

Ami  tlie  freshness  of  the  heart, 
Live  but  a  few  brief  hours,  • 

And  then  for  age  depart.  . 

The  friends,  the  friends  we  saw  around  us. 

In  iKiyhood's  happy,  happy  days. 
The  fairy,  fairy  links  that  bound  us, 

No  feeling  now  displays; 
For,  time  hath  changed  forever 

What  youth  cannot  retain, 
And  we  may  know.  Oh!  never. 

These  sunny  hours  again. 


THE   IRISH    SCHOOLMASTER 
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Old  Teddy  O'Uourke  kept  a  bit  of  a  school, 

At  a  place  called  Clarina,  and  made  it  u  rule 

If  the  mind  wouldn't  mark,  faith,  he'd  sotm  mark  the  back. 

And  he'd  give  them  their  own  with  a  devilish  crack. 

Ilis  scholars  were:  Jerry,  Big  Billy  and  Ned, 

With  Murrogh  McCarthy.  Old  Darby  and  Ted, 

Tall  Dermot  0'(;lany  and  Dennis  O'Sliea, 

Faith,  all  noble  boys  to  drive  learning  away. 

Spoken — Well,  my  l)oy8,  says  old  Ted,  as  you  are  all  here,  I'll 
just  be  calling  your  nanie.s  over,  to  see  if  any  of  ye  are  mis.sing. 
Gerahl  McShee. — I  am  not  here,  sir. — Then  where  are  you,  agrah? 
— I'm  astride  of  the  door,  sir.— Then  come  in,  and  I'll  beat  you.— 
Corney  O'Flaherty. — I'm  liere,  but  my  brother  Barnej*  ain't. — 
— Then  whera  is  your  brother  Barney'/ — Faith,  sir,  he's  dead,  and 
they  are  going  to  wrt^  him. — Poor  fellow!  I'm  sorry  he's  gtme 
home,  for  he  Avas  iii}-  own  .scholar;  but  do  you  go  and  sit  down, 
and  (ion't  fall  asleep,  or  III  be  after  uiaking  yo.u. 

Chorus. 

So  long  life  to  old  Teddy, 

For  he's  always  ready 
To  kick  up  a  row  or  the  whisky  to  smack; 

With  drinking  and  eating. 

He's  birching  and  l)eating. 
And  his  hubaboo,  philaloo,  row  de  dow  whack. 

Faith,  Ted  had  a  nose  as  big  as  a  ton, 

And  a  chin,  too!  ocH,  honey!  but  they  were  all  one; 

A  grin,  too,  he  had,  and  if  there  was  a  noise,  * 

He'd  just  give  a  scpiint  and  frighten  the  boys; 

A  fortune  he  had,  too' — his  birch  and  his  wig, 

A  black  udy  cow,  and  an  old  dirty  pig, 

A  praity  plantation,  a  dog  and  a  cat, 

And  his  head  that  he  kept  in  an  old  greasy  hat. 

Spokkx— Plicliin  O'M.ihcncy,  says  he  one  day,  before  you 
sit  down,  stand  up  and  say  your  alphal)ct;  so  keep  your  five 
fingers  out  of  your  head  for  a  few  minutes,  and  begin.  What 
letter's  that,  sir? — I  don't  know,  sir. — Arrah!  botheration  to  you; ) 
wliat  was  it  I  said  when  I  s!iw  you  blacking  Pat  Moonev's  eye? —  ^ 
— Faith,  sir,  you  said:  Ah!  you  big  bhtckguard. — Well,  never 
mind  the  blackguard,  but  say  Ah. — Ah. — Now,  what  letter's  that? 
— Faith,  sir,  I  don't  know;  you  ought  to  know  better  than  me. — 
What  makes  the  honey,  anti  hold  your  whist? — B. — That's  a  good 
boy.  Now,  what  kind  t>f  a  half-moon  thing  do  you  call  that? — I 
don't  know,  sir.— Och!  botheration,  what  do  I  do  with  my  eyes?- 
He!  he!  he! — Well,  what  do  you  laugh  at,  sir?  I  a-sk  you  what 
do  I  do  with  my  eyes? — You?  you  squint! — And  what  else,  sir? — 
You  see.— That's  a  good  Iwy.  Now  go  on.— D-E-F-Q-H.— Well! 
why  do  you  stop? — ^IJecause  I  can't  go  any  further,  sir. — What 
has  your  mother  got  at  the  corner  of  her  no.se? — A  pimple,  sir. — 
Och.  my  service,  t'ye,  sir;  and  what  else? — One  eye.  Devil  take 
you,  and  don't  Imj  getting  into  figures  now.  Say  I  without  the 
one. — I  without  the  one. — What's  the  next*— It's  something,  sir. 
but  I  don't  know  what. — What  does  3'our  mother  open  the  door 
with?-r-A  string,  sir,  and  sometimes  her  foot. — Well,  did  you 
never  have  anything  else?— Yes,  sir,  K. — That's  a  good  boy;  and 
now,  as  3'ou  have  got  to  L  (hell)  you  may  sit  down  and  warm 
yourself.— C'Aorwa.  "-,  >:>:;.<:•:-',  . 

■   ■      ■•       ■•■•  ■■"'■■■■■'    ( 
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-    THE  POOR   OLD   SLAVR  ^ 

The  Words  and  Mumc  of  this  Song  will  be  sont  to  any  address,  goet-p&id,  on  receipt  of  40 

ceuts;  or  tiiL-i  anil  any  two  other  Soiifrti  for  One  Uollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box 

ltU3,  New  York  City.    Poeto^  Stamps  taken  same  as  caah  for  rU  oar  goods. 

'Tis  just  one  year  ago  to-tla)',  ^ 

That  I  remember  well; 
I  sat  down  by  poor  Nelly's  side,  .  ,  ",. 

A  story  she  did  tell; 
'Twjvs  about  a  ix>or  unhappy  slave,  . 

That  livc<l  for  many  a  3'ear; 
But  now  he's  dead  and  in  his  grave,       '      •        :■ 

No  master  does  he  fear. 

Cnonus. 

The  poor  old  slave  has  gone  to  rest, 

AVe  know  that  he  is  free; 
Disturb  hun  not,  but  let  him  rest, 

'Way  down  in  Tennessee.  - 

She  took  my  arm,  we  walked  along 

Into  an  o\)iin  tield; 
And  here  she  paused  to  breathe  a  while,     .    r     .  " 

Then  to  his  grave  did  steal. 
She  sat  down  by  that  little  mound,  ■      ,      ,   ,     . 

And  softly  whispered  there: 
Come  to  me,  father, 'tis  thy  child! 

Tlien  gently  dropped  a  tear. — Cliorus. 

But  since  that  time,  how  things  have  changed! 

Poor  Nelly,  that  was  my  bride,    : 
Is  laid  beneath  the  cold  grave-sod,         , 

With  her  father  by  hei  side. 
I  planted  there,  upon  her  grave. 

The  weeping  willow-tree; 
I  bathed  its  roots  witli  many  a  tear,  • 

That  it  might  shelter  me. — Chorus. 


WHEN   IRELAND   HAS  AN  ARMY 
AND   NAVY   OF  HER  OWN. 

As  sung  by  W.  H.  Power,  in  the  "  Ivy  Leaf." 


I   NEVER  CAN     FOROET. 


The  Wonls  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  Ije  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
iny  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  ehnian.  P.  O.  Box 


cents:  or  this  and  any  t 
ISO,  New  York  City. 


Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


In  vain,  though  banished  from  thy  heart, 
.      I  strive  to  l^nd  to  fortune's  will;  •; 

J  I  cannot  with  fond  memory  part,  ;/    .' 

)      Thii.e  image,  dear  one,  haunts  me  still. 
Thv  smile,  that  dazzling  beam  of  light, 

'f'hat  gilded  hope's  bright  morning  raj', 
That  starred  the  darkest  hours  of  night, 
I  worship  still,  though  turned,  though  turned  away. 

Chokus. 

Though  banished  from  my  heart,  still  mine 
■         Remembers  thee  with  fond  regret, 
I  know  thy  love  can  never  be  mine. 

But,  ah!  I  never  can  forget; 
My  ever-constant  thoughts  are  thine, 

Ah!  no,  I  never,  never  can,  I  never  can  forget. 

Nor  time,  uor  change  of  scene,  to  me 

AlTi  1(1  their  balm  to  soothe  my  pain; 
My  heart,  though  broken,  clings  to  th€«,         » 

rJeluctant  to  unloose  thy  chain. 
Thy  form,  each  feature,  every  grace. 

As  first  they  dawned  upon  my  view,  • 
The  tyrant,  nieniorj',  may  retrace, 

But  never  can  one  pang,  one  pang  subdue. — Cfiorus. 


— "  Hulla  Mike,  I  hear  yer  on  a  strike." 
for  fewer  hours."     "Did  vou   succeed?"     ' 
not  working  at  all  now." — PhUadtlphia  Call. 


So  I  am.     I  struck 
Indeed  I  did.     I'm 


— Father — Tommy,  you  should  try  and  be  a  better  Iwy,  You 
are  our  only  child,  and  we  expect  you  to  he  good.  Tommy — It 
ain't  my  fault  that  I'm  your  only  child.  It  is  tough  on  me  to  be 
good  for  a  lot  of  brothers  and  sisters  I  haven't  got. 


— "  I  say,  Jobkins,  can  you  let  me  liave  the  dollar  you  owe 
me?  "  "  Want  it  to-day,  particularly?  "  "  Well,  you  see,  I  have 
the  toothache."  "What  has  that  to  do  with  it?"  "A  great 
shock  will  cure  the  toothache,  Jobkins,  and  I  thought,  perhaps,  if 
you  paid  me  I er .    Thank  you." 


There  ie  a  little  inland  in  the  middle  of  the  sea. 

The  land  w  here  shamrocks  jrrow  bo  green,  'tis  verv  dear  to  me. 

'Twas  there  my  mother  raim-d  me  on  a  TJpperary  farm. 

In  peace  and  comfort,  loving,  wishing  no  one  any  harm. 

Our  happiness  did  not  la^t  long,  cruel  tyrants  did  ns  oppress, 

'Till  on  Columbia's  shore  we  had  to  eeek  a  place  of  rest. 

The  day  will  come  that  we  can  crush  these  men  with  hearts  of  etone. 

When  Ireland  has  an  army  and  a  navy  of  her  own. 

Choru?.  ■ ., 

Oh,  the  good  old  times  are  enre  to  coirte  again. 

And  the  dark  clund«  o'er  US  will  have  tt>wn  ; 
We'll  have  peace  and  plenty  when  old  Ireland  has 

An  army  and  a  navy  of  her  own. 

What's  fair  and  honest  in  our  cause  is  all  our  people  claim. 
Sure  Scotland  haa  its  own  laws,  then  why  can  t  we  fcave  the  same? 
That  England's  Qneen  should  govern  us,  to  that  we  are  content. 
What  we  demand  in  Ireland  is  our  Irish  Parliament. 
The  Englishmen  they  brag  about  their  army,  that's  all  right,  . 
But  it's  Irish  lads  who  constitutes  the  regiments  that  fight  ; 
For  all  the  sorrow  caused  to  ns,  these  tyrants  shall  atone. 
When  Ireland  has  an  army  and  a  navy  of  her  own.  -  Chouur. 


,.J» 


PUT   BY   FOR  A  RAINY   DAY. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  ret-eipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  iiollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnuiii,  ¥.  O.  Box 

1823,  Kew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Oft-times  the  world  may  laugh  and  jeer, 

At  what  I'm  going  to  saj'. 
That  is:  provide  yourselves,  mj' friends. 

In  case  of  a  rainy  day.  ■■- 

For  if  you  don't,  when  vou  grow  old — 

On  what  I  say  dei>end — 
If  you  can't  help  yourself, 

'Tis  hard  to  find  a  friend.  -. 

•  '  Chorus. 

•  '     So,  now  be  careful  and  be  wise. 
And,  like  me,  stow  away 
.     A  little  pelf,  to  protect  yourself, 
In  case  of  a  rainy  day.   , 

Be  not  extravagant  nor  mean. 

Have  just  what  you  require; 
Be  kind  and  provident  to  all, 

It  is  my  heart's  desire. 
When  I  see  my  fellow-creature 

Is  trodden  down  with  strife, 
To  help  him  on  the  road, 

Is  a  proud  time  of  my  life. — Cfiorus. 

"  Waste  not,  want  not,"  my  motto  is — 

A  maxim  I  would  teach; 
And  this,  another,  I'tt  prescribe: 

"  Touch  nothing  out  of  reach." 
For,  "  honesty's  l^st  i>olicy," 

So  honest  people  say. 
And  just  rememl)er,  though  but  small. 

Put  by  for  a  rainy  day. — CJurrut. 

_■_'■'■'_    A  pin  a  da}'  is  a  groat  a  year, 

Which  proves  that  the  smallest  mito 
Put  by,  will  soon  accumuhite. 
And  shows  my  words  are  right. 
.    So  persevere  when  iti  your  youth. 
And  then  when  old  you'll  say: 
I  care  not  how  the  world  treats  me, 
I  thought  of  a  rainy  day. — Cfwrua. 

I'm  hale,  Tm  jolly,  yott  can  see, 

And  I  like  my  "iriends  to  call; 
Though  the  best  of  friends  I've  ever  found; 

Was  my  pocket  after  all; 
"^         For.  that  old  friend  sticks  to  me  still. 

Through  thick  and  thin,  I  say,  . 
If  you  woidd  be  advised  by  me. 

Put  by  for  a  rainy  day. — C/iorut. 

"  A  friend  in  need's  a  friend  indeed," 

But  how  often  when  you're  poor, 
'     Those  friends  will  pass  you  one  by  one. 

And  on  you  close  the  door! 
So,  let  your  motto  be  like  mine, 

Whale'er  the  world  may  say,     - 
Look  out  for  number  one — that  is. 

Put  by  for  a  rainy  day. — Choi-v$. 
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WILL    WATCH. 


Send  your  name  and  addre«  to  H.  J.  Wehinan,  P.  U.  Pox  1823,  Now  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  i-ouiulete  CataluKue  »>f  over  3000  IVpiilar  KiiKlish  and  Uurnuui 

Songs— Kne.     Pimtage  Stajups  taken  .same  as  catUi  lor  «Tl  our  kooUj*. 

'Twaa  one  morn,  when  tlic  wind  from  the  Nortluvanl  bl«-\v  keenly, 

While  sullenly  roared  the  big  waves  of  the  main. 
A  famed  smujtgler,  Will  Watch,  kissed  his  Sue,  then  sereiiely, 

Took  helm,  and  to  sea  boldly  steered  out  again. 
Will  had  promised  his  Sue  that  this  trip,  if  well  ended, 

Would  coil  up  his  hopes,  and  he'd  anchor  on  shore  ; 
Whon  his  pockets  were  lined,  why,  his  life  should  be  meiideil. 

The  laws  he  had  broken  heM  never  break  more.     ' 

I!is  sea-boat  was  trim,  maie  her  port,  took  her  lading, 

Then  Will  stood  for  home.  reache<l  the  offing,  and  cried  : 
Tliis  night,  if  I've  luck,  furls  the  sails  of  my  trading. 

In  dock  I  can  lie,  aiul  a  friend  serve  beside. 
Will  lay-to  till  the  night  came  on  darksome  and  dreary. 

To  crowd  every  sail  then  he  piped  up  each  hand  ; 
But  a  signal  soon  spied,  'twas  a  prosj)ect  uncheery, 

A  signal  that  warned  him  to  bear  from  the  land. 

The  Philistines  are  out,  cries  Will,  we'll  take  no  heed  ou't. 

Attacked,  who's  the  man  that  will  flinch  from  his  gun  ? 
Should  my  head  be  blown  off,  I  shall  never  feel  the  need  ou't— 

We'll  fight  while  we  can  ;  when  we  cau't,  boys,  we'll  mu. 
Through  the  haze  of  the  night  a  bright  flesh  now  appearing. 

Oh  !  now,  cries.  Will  Watch,  the  Philistines  bear  down  ; 
Bear-a-hand,  my  tight  lads,  ere  we  think  about  sheering. 

One  broadside  pour  in,  should  wc  swim,  boys,  or  drown. 

But  should  I  be  popped  off,  yoii,  my  mates,  left  behind  me, 

Rt'garil  my  laT*t  words,  see  them  kindly  obeyed. 
Let  no  stone  mark  the  spot,  and,  my  friends,  do  yon  mind  me  » 

Near  the  beach  is  the  grave  where  Will  Watch  would  lie  laid. 
Poor  Willie's  yarn  was  spun  out— for  a  bullet  next  minute 

Laid  him  low  on  the  deck,  and  he  never  spoke  more  ; 
His  bold  crew*  fought  the  brig  while  a  shot  remained  in  it. 

Then  sheered— and  Will's  hull  to  hie  Susan  they  bore. 

In  the  dead  of  the  night  his  last  wish  was  complied  with. 

To  few  known  his  grave,  and  to  few  known  his  end  ; 
He  was  borne  to  the  earth  by  the  crew  thai  he  died  with, 

lle'd  the  tears  of  his  Susan,  the  prayers  of  each  friend. 
Near  his  grave  dash  fhf  billows,  the  winds  loudly  b«llow, 

Yon  ash,  stnick  with  lightning,  points  out  the  cold  bed. 
Where  Will  Watch,  the  bold  smuggler,  that  fameil  U\vle.«H  fellow. 

Once  feared,  now  forgot,  sleeps  iu  peace  with  the  dead. 


Wait  Till  the  Bull-Dog  Dies,  Jennie. 


Tune-"  Wait  TQl  the  Clouds  RoU  By." 


TIDINGS  OF  COMFORT  AND  JOY. 


Send  your  mune  and  addresH  to  H.  J.  Wehmau,  P.  O.  Box  1S23,  New  York  City,  and  itH-elre 

l>y  return  moil  a  eompU'te  Cutalojriie  of  over  3000  Popular  (^gli.sh  and  (H'rman 

Sontp*— Frti*.      PoHta^e  Stunii>H  tukeu  same  as  cuah  for  ail  our  i^ooUs. 

Won't  you  come  over  lo-i»iglit,  Freddy? 

I  am  .s«>  lonely  now; 
It  hits  been  very  near  a  mouth,  Freddy, 

And  I  hear  but  the  dog's  bow,  wow. 
He  is  .so  gentle  and  pas-sive. 

If  he  liears  but  the  wind,  then  he  cries; 
But  I  answered  soft  and  sweetly, 

Wait  till  the  bull  dog  dies. 

Chorus.  • 

Wait  till  the  bull  dog  dies,  Jennie, 

Wait  till  he'll  close  his  eyes; 
Then  I'll  come  around  and  .see  you. 

But  not  till  the  bull  dog  dies. 

I  remember  well  when  we  parted, 

'Twas  on  a  very  dark  night,  "    .>'  - 

How  he  tiu'klod  my  pants  and  suspenders. 

Oh!  heavens  didn't  lie  hold  on  tight.  .' 

Then  your  parents  got  on  to  the  racket. 

Ana  your  dad  blackened  both  my  eyes;  .    , 

So  you  will  have  to  excuse  me, 

I'll  wait  till  the  bull  dog  dies. 

ClIOKCS. 

Wait  till  the  bull  dog  dies,  Jennie, 

Wait  till  he'll  close  his  eyes; 
My  pants  are  a  wreck,  and  hi.s  teeth  had  effect. 

Wait  till  the  bow-wow  dies. 


OH,   HOW   DELIGHTFUL! 


The  Wonl.-<  and  Muolo  of  this  Sonif  will  tx- 
c)  otiiir  s<mt<n  I 
1823.  Svw  Tork  City.     Pootu^^e  Stamps  taken  samu  as  cash  for  all  our  goodti. 


■nt  to  any  addi-css.  |M>Ht  iiaid.  on  nH**'lr>t  of  10 
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If  vou  listen  to  me,  I'll  sing  a  refrain,    . 

I'idings  of  comfort  and  joy; 
Your  tears  will  flow  down  like  the  eqiiino.vial  rain, 

Tidings  of  comfort  and  joy. 
Tis  of  a  lover,  who  said  he  would  shoot, 
And  called  his  gal's  father  a  Spanish  galoot. 
Because  he  raised  him  with  one  of  his  boots, 

'fillings  of  comfort  and  joy. 

-  '.  Chokus. 

Tidings  of  comfort  and  joy. 
Tiding.*}  of  comf rot  and  joy; 
What  I  sing  to  you, 
Yes,  every  word  is  true, 
Tidings  of  comfort  and  joy. 

He  would  take  his  girl  out  for  a  walk  every  night, 

Tidings  of  comfort  and  joy; 
She  would  send  all  his  money  up  higher  than  a  kite. 

Tidings  of  comfort  and  joy. 
She'd  eat  quail  on  toast,  and  you  \)et  lie  would  stare. 
She'd  eat  and  sht'tl  eat  till  his  pockets  were  bare, 
And  then  he'<l  run  home  and  pull  out  his  hair. 

Tidings  of  comfort  and  joy.  —  (.'/ioru$. 

He  gf)t  a  position  to  work  iu  a  bank. 

Tidings  of  comfort  and  joy; 
And  everyone  said  "that  he  was  a  crank. 

Tidings  of  comfort  and  joy. 
He  fooled  around  the  .safe  like  a  clear-headed  gent, 
He  soon  bad  it  opened,  and  quickly  he  went 
'Way  over  to  Europe,  but  took  every  cent, 

Tidings  of  comfort  and  joy. — (Jlionm. 


Oh.  how  delightful,  oh,  how  entrancing. 
From  this  drear  thraldrom  soon  to  be  free! 

With  wildest  joy  then  m}'  heart  is  dancing, 
Dancing  so  gaily  now  with  glee. 

From  morn  till  night  imprisoned  here,  , 

Passed  we  our  days  in  gloom  and  fear; 

Xo  joys  to  cheer  us,  no  delight, 

All  wa.s  dreary,  nothing  bright; 

Now  how  delightful,  now  how  entrancing. 
From  this  drear  thralldom  soon  to  be  free! 

Cnonus. 

With  wildest  joy  then  my  heart  is  dancing. 
Dancing  so  gaily  now  with  glee; 
Ah!  ah!  my  heart  is  dancing  now  with  glee! 
Ah!  ah!  my  heart  is  dancing  now  with  glee' 

Oft  when  dark  shadows  are  over  us  creeping, 
And  check  the  throbbing  of  youthful  hearts, 

Hope,  like  a  sunbeam,  watch  near  us  keeping. 
Breaks  through  the  gloom  and  joy  inipans. 

No  longer  shall  we  droop  and  pine 

In  dreary  hours  our  lives  away. 

When  clouds  are  darlcest,  oft  doth  shine 

Softly  and  brightly  hope's  cheering  ray; 

Yes,  how  deliglitful,  yes,  how  entrancing. 
From  this  drear  tliralldom  soon  ty  be  free! — Chorus. 


— Pat  (reading)— "A  few  more  sowl  agiiits  wanted."     "  Begorra,  |, 
thin,  Moike,  what's  the  manin'  o'  that?  "    Mike — "An*  sure  it's  min- 
isters they're  aftlier,  don't  yer  think?" — Harper's  Weekly. 


— A  girl  working  in  a  Biddeford  (Me.)  mill  is  the  thirty-second  . 
child  of  the  Kune  father  and  mother.     All  her  brothers  and  sisters  ( 
write  to  her  every  week,  and  she  has  the  largest  correspondence 
taken  from  the  Biddeford  posloflice  by  a  woman. 


— "Well,  we  are  penniless,  or  mighty  near  it,"  he  said,  as  he 
reached  home,  and  threw  the  evening  paper  to  his  wife.  "  Wh — 
what  is  it?"  "The  Mechanics'  Bank  has  burst,  and  we  had 
|l4,000  on  deiKisit  there."  "  But,  Itichard,"  she  said,  after  glanc- 
ing at  tiie  article,  "  the  president  s.iy8  that  he  hof>e8  to  be  able  to 
pay  all  depositors  in  full."  "  And  didn't  I  say  the  same  thing  to 
my  creditorA  when  I  failed  in  the  grocery  business,  and  did  a 
single  one  of  them  receive  live  cents  on  the  dollar?"  he  groaned. 
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IT'S  ALL  IN  A  MATTER  OF  TIME.     MOTHER,  I  WAS  NOT  TO  BLAME. 


Send  roar  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City,  and  reoairo 

by  ivtiim  mail  a  complete  Catalogrue  of  over  30UU  Popular  F^iclish  and  German 

Songs— Free.     Poijtage  Stamps  taken  game  an  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Now  there's  objects  in  life  that  some  people  they  want, 

And  how  to  gain  them,  of  course,  don't  know. 
But  experience  and  ambition  will  ever  pull  you  through, 

Although  the  path  may  be  hard  to  row. 
Dear  friends,  I'll  tell  you,  if  you've  an  object  in  view. 

An  object  you  want  to  call  thine, 
There  must  be  no  playing,  but  remember  the  old  saying. 

That  it's  all  in  a  matter,  a  matter  of  time. 

Chorus.^;..  .--■.■  ,^;'',  ,- 

It's  all  in  a  matter  of  time, 
P's  all  in  a  matter  of  time, 
■  .;  There  must  be  no  playing. 
But  remember  the  old  saying, 
That  it's  all  in  a  matter, 
A  matter  of  time 

Now  there's  English  actresses  of  great  beauty,  you  know, 

They,  of  course,  are  fine  in  their  way; 
Tlie  bald-headed  prince  fell  in  love  with  them  all. 

He  was  a  prince,  and  of  course  held  the  day. 
He  used  to  explain  that  any  actress  he  could  gain. 

That  luiy  actress  would  bow  to  his  shrine; 
But  one  made  him  flarry,  and  that  was  our  Mary, 

And  all  in  a  matter,  a  matter  of  time  — CJiorun. 

Somewhere  Jis  you  stroll  out  you  sometimes  meet 

Gay  young  girls  and  falljnto  love; 
They  wear  diamond  rings  and  silk  dresses,  you  know. 

And  the  i)oor  working  girl  far  above. 
They'll  go  around  for  fun,  and  drink  lots  of  water. 

Feeling  elegant  and  considered  cjuite  fine; 
But  next  morning  they'll  yell,  findmg  themselves  in  a  cell, 

But  it's  all  in  a  matter,  a  matter  of  time, — CJunut. 

The  boxing  and  prize-fighting  is  now  all  the  rage. 

There  are  champions  you  know  by  the  score; 
There's  England's  champion,  Jpm  Smith,  a  good  lad, 

Wlio  intends  to  make  Kilrain  feel  sore. 
They  say  our  man  hjvsn't  got  any  fllmd. 

Anil  Smith  will  do  him  quite  fine. 
But  if  he  tries  to  do  it,  you  bet  he'll  rue  it, 

And  all  in  a  matter,  a  matter  of  time. — Cfumu. 


THERE'S   MILLIONS   IN   IT. 


)  Send  your  name  and  nddrew  to  H.  J.  Wehmau,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City,  and  receive 
\  by  retiiin  miiil  a <.-oniplete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  EnKlliih  and  German 

)  Sont{8— Free.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  caoh  for  all  our  goods. 


The  Words  and  Hnsic  of  this  Song  will  be  aent  to  any  addrem.  post-paid,  on  receipt  o*  40 

c«nts;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  bv  H.  J.  W'ehnian,  P.  O.  Box 

182S,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  catih  for  all  our  goods. 

Oft  bast  thou  told  me,  mother  dear, 
Subtle  man  I'd  cause  to  fear, 
Thou,  a  saint  in  3-onder  skies,      '    ; 
Still  thy  walTiing  voice  I  prize;       '      , 
But,  if  he  would  still  pursue, 
Mother  dear,  what  could  I  do? 
Let  this  little  tear  proclaim,       , 
Mother,  I  was  not  to  blame. 

Sadly  beats  my  breaking  heart. 
From  one  form  so  loved  to  part; 
Oh !  how  hard  my  lonely  lot — 
Still  to  live  by  him  forgot! 
Though  remembrance  wake  a  sigh. 
Though  pale  sorrow  dim  mine  eye — 
;  Let  my  silent  tear  proclaim, 

Mother,  I  am  not  to  blame  -     , 
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The  other  day,  upon  the  street, 

I  met  a  curbstone  broker, 
Who  handed  me  his  card  so  neat — 

Upon  it  "  William  Croaker." 
He  soon  explained  a  little  scheme — 

A  thousand  would  begin  it — 
And  said  it  would  prove  a  "cream," 

Because  "  there's  millions  in  it." 

Chorus. 
Don't  grab  or  bite  upon  first  sight, 

Just  stop  and  think  a  minute; 
There's  many  a  "  fresh  "  got  in  a  mesh, 

Because  "  there's  millions  in  it." 

My  friend,  Fritz  Jones,  once  lx>ught  some  land, 

Somewhere  around  Kellyville — 
"A  speculation  safe  and  ^rand," 

'Tis  this  which  made  him  feel  ill. 
The  land  was  high — in  fact  so  high, 

You  couldn't  climb  or  shin  it — 
But  some  landshark  had  made  him  buy, 

Because  "  there's  millions  in  it." — Chorus. 

How  manj  men  from  day  to  day,  ;    ;, 

We  see  who  wear  long  faces, 
W^ho  foolishly  have  thrown  away 

Their  many  hard-earned  "  cases." 
Stocks,  bonds  and  lots  they  eager  bought 

On  the  impulse  of  the  minute, 
And  all  because  they  merely  thoucht 

That  "  there  was  millions  in  it.'— C/ioru*. 


I'M    THE    FATHER    OF  A   LITTLE 
BLACK  COON. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpf  will  be  sent  to  any  a<l(ii\*ss.  poKt-jmid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cH'nts;  or  this  and  aiiy  two  other  Soiii,'s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  ehinan.  P.  O.  Box 
1823,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  a)<  cash  for  all  <Mir  goods. 

I'm  the  father  of  a  little  picaninny, 

My  first  and  my  only  little  boy, 
His  liirth-place  it  is  in  old  Virginia,  - 

And  you  know  he  is  my  pride  and  joy. 
His  mother  thinks  that  he's  the  prettie.st  creature. 

And  his  eyes  shine  like  the  silvery  moon 
I  must  let  myjoy  be  known  of  my  pride  and  all  I  own, 

I'm  the  father  of  a  little  black  coon 

Chorus. 

Mamma,  hear  the  baby  cry, 

I  fear  he's  going  to  raise  his  little  wings  and  fly; 

See  the  little  baby  rolling  over, 

I'll  buy  for  him  a  tin-cup  and  sjKxin, 
.    So  he  can  drink  his  milk  und  make  him  fine  as  silk, 

I'm  a  father  of  a  little  black  coon. 

When  he  grows  up  111  show  this  generation 

What  can  1)e  made  out  of  this  lad; 
A  president,  a  statesman  of  this  nation, 

'The  folks  all  say  he  looks  ju.st  like  his  dad. 
A  pair  of  hazel  ej'es  and  a  heart  brimful  of  eager, 

'Two  little  teeth  will  be  out  pretty  soon. 
So  enjoy  yourself  with  me,  I'm  as  happy  as  can  be, 

I'm  a  father  of  a  little  black  coon. 

Chorus. 
A  happier  man  there  never  can  be, 
The  baby  boy  looks  just  like  me; 
He  has  my  forehead,  my  eyes,  and  all  my  features, 

He  can  almost  whistle  up  a  tune. 
I  will  try  my  might  and  main  to  see  you  all  again, 

I'm  a  father  of  a  little  black  coon. 


^Wikl 


LET'S  BE   G-AY. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjt  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cente;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiim  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  ehinan,  P.  O.  Box 

182SI  New  Yoric  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aii  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Let's  be  gay  and  banish  sorrow,  all  our  work  is  done  to-day. 

Laugh  and  sing  until  to  morrow,  'tis  the  nigger's  holiday; 

In  the  morning  out  we  go  to  de  wood  to  chop  and  de  corn  to  hoe, 

Our  hearts  are  free,  and  our  spirits  bright. 

And  we'll  dance  wid  de  gals  till  de  broad  daylight. 

Let's  be  gay  and  banish  sorrow,  &c. 

Strike  the  banjo,  strike  it  gaily,  bones  and  tamborinc  now  play. 

Fiddle,  3-ou  shall  lx)w  more  gaily,  'tis  the  niirger's  holiday; 

To  the  merry  banjo  play  we'll  dance  all  thought  of  sorrow  away; 

Our  hearts  are  free,  our  spirits  bright. 

And  we'll  dance  wid  de  gals  till  morning  light. 

Strike  the  banj«),  strike  it  gaily,  &c. 
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—First  boy:  Had  any  Christmas  Ijoxes.  Second  boy:  Rather! 
First  boy:  How  many?  Second  boy:  Two.  First  b<w:  What 
were  they?  Second  boy:  A  smack  from  mother  ana  another 
from  dad — Moomldne. 


M^ 


.^^ 


^^ 


t 


A  SAD  LOVE   STORY. 

Send  your  luune  and  addresi  to  H.  J.  Wehinnn,  I".  O.  Rox  1*23,  New  York  City,  and  recejTO 

by  return  mail  a  ooinpltte  L'ataloirut'  of  over  3000  I'opiilHr  t^iiKltKli  and  UennaD 

Souj^—  Frix'.     l*oHta(;t'  StainiM  taken  sunn-  a.s  vixah  for  all  our  t(uodiL 

Oxcoose  nie  if  I  shed  some  tears, 

Und  wipe  my  uose  away; 
Und  if  a  lump  v(»s  in  my  troat, 

It  comes  up  dere  to  sblay.  ►• 

My  sadness  I  shall  now  unfoldt, 

Und  if  dot  tail  of  wo 
Don'd  do  some  Dutchmans  any  good. 

Den  I  dou'd  pelief  1  know. 

You  sec  I  fall  myself  in  love, 

Und  effery  uisrht  I  goes 
Across  to  Brooklyn  by  dot  bridge 

All  dressed  in  t?uuday  clothes. 

A  viddcr  vomans  vos  der  brize. 

Her  husband  he  vos  dead; 
Aud  all  alone  in  this  colt  vorldt 

Dot  vidder  vos,  she  said: 

'  Her  heart  for  love  vos  on  der  pine, 

Und  dot  I  like  to  see; 
Und  all  der  time  1  hoped  dot  heart 
Vos  on  der  pine  for  me. 

I  keeps  a  butcher  shop,  )-ou  know, 
;  Unci  in  a  shtocking  stout 

I  put  avay  my  gold  uiid  bills 
Und  no  one  gets  him  oudt. 

If  in  der  night  some  bank  cashier 

Goes  skipping  off  mit  cash, 
I  shlcep  so  sound  as  nefer  vas 

Vhile  rich  folks  go  to  shmash. 

I  court  dat  vidder  sixteen  months. 

Dot  vidder  she  courts  me, 
Und  vhen  I  savs:  "  Vill  vou  Ik;  mine?" 

She  .says:  *' Vou  bet  I'll  be !  " 

'  Ye  vas  engaged-   •(^)ii!  blessed  fact! 

I  squee.se  dot  dimpled  iiand; 
Her  head  ujwn  my  shoulder  lays, 
Shust  like  a  bag  of  sand. 

"  Before  the  vcdding  day  vas  sot," 

She  vhi.spered  iu  my  ear, 
"I  like  to  say  I  haf  to  use 

Some  cjish,  my  Jacob  dear. 

/  "  I  owns  dis  house  und  two  big  farms, 

Und  ponds  und  railroad  stocks; 
Und  up  in  Yonkers  I  bossess, 
A  grand,  big  peesness  block. 

"  Der  times  vos  dull,  niy  butcher  lx>y.     . 

Der  market  voz  no  good, 
Und  if  I  sell  " — I  squeezed  her  hant 

To  show  I  understood. 

_i_..  Next  day — excuse  my  briny  tears — 

Dot  shtocking  took  a  shrink; 
/  I  counted  out  twelve  hundred  in 

-, '  Der  cleanest  kind  o' chink. 

■■  •«  *  ' 

Und  later,  by  two  days  or  more, 

Dot  vidder  shlopes  avay ; 
Und  leaves  a  note  behind t  for  me 
In  which  dot  vidder  say: 

"Dear  Sh.^ke:  ; 

Der  rose  vos  redt, 
^  Der  violet  blue—  .     ' 

You  see  I've  left,  • 

Und  you're  left,  \oo.— Tie  Bfntei'y  Boy. 


— "Can  I  go  to  the  circus,  dear  mamma?  "  "  No,  my  sweet  dar- 
ling; but  if  you  vrill  be  good,  I  will  take  you  to  see  grandmother's 
grave." 


THE    THREE  ANGEL  VISITANTS. 


The  WordR  and  Mxixio  of  thlM  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  axldrww,  poHt-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO 
X  and  any  two  other  Sont;-<  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \\  elinian,  P.  O.  Box 


cents;  or  thin  i 

isa.  New  York  Cfty. 


Paatafe  Stainpa  token  inune  as  caah  for  all  our  gooda. 


Father,  dear  father,  a  young  child  said, 
As  she  stole  one  night  to  his  lonely  bed; 
Father,  Oh  come  to  my  room  with  me. 
And  three  beautiful  tuigels  there  you'll  see. 

Cnouus. 

But  ray  gentle  mother's  eye  grew  dim 
As  she  said,  "  Let  her  stay  and  comfort  him; 
To  both  but  a  few  months  of  sorrow  are  given. 
We'll  then  have  them,  Willie,  with  us  in  heaven. 
Yes,  yes,  all  in  heaven,  yes,  yes,  all  in  heaven." 

Just  now,  as  I  lay  with  half-closed  eves, 
I  heard  a  sweet  song  from  the  sparkling  skies; 
And  as  I  was  wonderinjj  what  it  could  mean, 
Mother,  Mary  and  Willie  came  gliding  in. — Chorus. 

They  hovereti  around  my  little  l)cd, 

And  each  laid  a  hand  on  my  aching  head; 

The  tears  from  my  eye-lids  fell  like  pearls. 

But  they  wijxjd  them  away  with  my  loosened  curls. — Chonis. 

I'll  tell  you,  dear  father,  why  I  cried, 

'Twas  because  with  them  we  had  not  died; 

I  thought  when  they'd  gone,  how  lonely  'twould  be, 

To  live  all  alone  here — just  you  aud  me. — Vharni. 

"  'Tis  a  dream,  a  dream,  my  precious  child. 

Your  aching  head  made  your  fancy  wild; " 

A  dream,  oh,  no,  that  could  not  be. 

For  dreams  do  not  come  and  talk  with  me. — Ch&j'us. 

And  they  did  talk,  for  sister  Mary  said: 
Her  spirit  was  blest,  though  her  body  was  dead; 
And  she  said  that  but  once  the  flowers  should  die. 
And  I'd  find  my  home  in  her  own  bright  sky. — Chorus. 

And  little  Willie,  as  he  stood  there. 

With  his  mild  blue  eyes  and  shining  uair. 

Lisped  amid  smiles  I  yet  can  see — 

*'  Come,  little  sister,  go  home  with  me." — Chorun, 


PRETTY    LITTLE    FLORA. 


The  Word*  and  Munic  of  thin  Son^r  will  he  Kent  to  any  addresR,  pont-pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

centa;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Honirw  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  P.  o.  Box 

1883,  New  York  City.    Potftatfe  Stainpt*  taken  same  as  i-ash  for  all  our  ^oodH. 


I  sing  of  pretty  Flora,  a  gem  behind  the  bar, 
At  the  "  Bird     in  Highbury  you'll  find  my  guiding  star, 
She  is  the  sweetest  treasure,  all  round,  near  or  far, 
And  to  speak  the  truth,  I  adore  her! 
Swells  flock,  like  little  flies,  around  a  treacle  jwt, 
And  want  to  steal  my  fair  one,  and  don't  care  a  jot, 
.They  chaff  and  drink  just  to  look  large,  and  fancy  they're  Al, 
But  they  have  not  hall  a  chance  with  little  Flora. 

Ciionus. 

Pretty  little  Flora  serves  beliind  the  bar 
Bas-ses,  bitter  ales  and  porter; 
I  stand  there  all  the  day,  and  cannot  keep  away, 
It  breaks  my  heart  to  leave  my  little  Flora. 

How  I  love  little  Flora,  and  for  hours  there  I  stand,  » 

The  proudest  of  the  proud,  the  grandest  of  the  grand. 

And  soon  I'll  place  the  gold  ring  on  her  tiny  hand. 

Yet  I  keep  ray  eye  on  all  who  stand  before  her; 

Wlien  swells  they  pass  a  joke,  she  says:  "  Sir,  don't  be  rude." 

And  popping  on  a  frown,  declare  they  do  intrude: 

Then  turning  round  she  looks  at  me  as  just  to  say: 

"Ah!  George,  you  have  the  heart  of  little  Flora." — Chorus. 

I  could  oat  pretty  Flora,  my  love  is  so  sincere. 

She  wants  no  "  Ilachel  "  touch,  her  skin  it  is  so  fair,  .    ' 

Her  eyes  are  full  of  fire,  and  you  should  sec  her  hair. 

In  a  bnx)ch  she  carries  me  before  her; 

We've  named  the  happy  day,  and  so  I'm  right  for  life. 

If  all  she  says  be  true,  she'll  prove  a  charming  wife. 

So  am  I  not  a  lucky  dog  my  rivals  to  defeat. 

And  drive  off  to  church  with  little  Flora.— (7 /w^ru*. 
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Is  There  No  Message  Here  For  Me? 


Copyright,  1887,  by  T.  B.  Hanns  &  Oo. 


The  Word.  Mid  Music  of  tliis  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  addix-so,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  mid  any  two  otlur  >S<>iiu^  lor  Diu-  Inillar,  by  H.  J.  W ehmaii,  P.  O.  Box 

1833,  New  York  City,     f  osta|;e  Stanip^  uikeu  same  a.s  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

'*  No  messaaje  Lere  for  me?  "  she  murmured  pleadingly, 

'Twas  a  mother  who  was  waiting  for  her  Iwy ;  ■ 

She  sadly  turned  away,  the  tears  began  to  stray 

Down  the  cheeks  that  once  were  bright  with  hope  and  joy 
A  ship  had  come  at  last,  through  every  stormy  blast, 

For  a  message  from  her  boy  with  love  came  she; 
Within  the  station  there  her  heart  had  breathed  a  prayer. 

As  she  asked:  ' '  Is  there  no  message  here  for  me? " 

Chorus.  :  ' 

Click!  click!  click!  the  words  they  come  and  go, 
■  .-■'\       With  messages  of  sorrow  and  glee ! 

Click!  click!  click!  oh,  sad  are  those  who  wait. 
While  they  ask:  "  Is  there  no  message  here  for  me?" 

She  dried  each  falling  tear,  that  mother  proud  and  dear;  " 

He  is  coming  home,  she  murmured,  though  'tis  lat«,    •  , 
I  know  H  word  of  joy  he'll  send,  my  darling  boy;  .,       • 

So  with  hopeful  heart  I'll  think  of  him  and  wait; 
The  shades  of  twilight  fell,  but  nothing  came  to  tell 

Any  tidings  from  her  boy  who  braved  the  sea, 
Till  over  the  wire  sped  these  words:  "  Your  son  is  dead! " 

Whtu  she  asked:  "  Is  there  no  message  here  for  me? " — Chortitt. 
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Let  Me  Hug  Her  For  Her  Mother. 
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Let  me  hug  her  for  her  mother, 

Let  me  clasp  her  "  scrumtious  "  waist. 
How  I'd  like  to  almost  smother 

That  form  so  tightly  laced! 
Kind  snobs  are  buzzing  round  her, 

They  call  her  style  divine; 
One  fellow's  arm  has  bound  her— 

1  wish  that  arm  was  mine'     , 

Chorus. 
Dance,  darling,  dance, 

I  love  you  as  no  other; 
Oh!  how  I'd  like  to  kiss 

And  hug  you  for  your  mother! 

Let  me  hug  her  for  her  mother, 

All  her  curls  and  "  fixins,"  too; 
How  I'd  like  to  be  her  brother, 

I'd  make  those  chaps  look  blue! 
I'd  choose  to  be  her  poodle, 

To  follow  where  she  went! 
And  though  you'd  call  me  ' '  noodle,** 

I  wouldn't  care  a  cent. — Chonis- 

Let  me  hug  her  for  her  mother, 

That  is  all  I've  got  to  say; 
It's  a  fact,  I  would  much  "  rather," 

Than  be  a  shrimp  in  May! 
Oh!  I'd  so  much  like  to  tease  her,^ 

But  I  really  have  mj-  fears     • 
That  if  I  tried  to  squeeze  her 

She'd  box  a  "  feller's"  ears! — ChoruM. 


Land  where  the  shamrock  grows. 
Land  where  the  sunburst  ^ows, 

I  live  for  thee; 
Thy  hills  are  ever  fair. 
Beauty  is  ever^'where, 
Thy  sons  will  ever  dare 

To  fight  for  thee. 

Sarsfield  and  Emmett  will 
Live  in  our  memory  still. 

Urging  to  do 
What  they  have  left  undone. 
What  they  so  well  begtin. 
Each  patriot,  sire  and  son 

Will  swear  to  do. 

Who,  when  the  hour  is  rife. 
Shrinks  from  his  country's  strife? 

Coward  his  name; 
Close  to  him  friendship's  door. 
Mention  him  nevermore, 
Brand  him  forcvermore. 

Eternal  shame. 

Then  when  fair  liberty 
Crowns  thee,  isle  of  the  sea, 

Emmett  shall  be 
Written  in  epitaph. 
Tyrants  shall  cease  to  laugh. 
And  patriots  a  toast  shall  quaff 

To  liberty. 
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BIDDY    TOOLE. 
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KIND   WORDS   CAN   NEVER   DIE. 
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Blight  things  can  never  die,  even  though  they  fade; 
Beauty  and  minstrelsy  deathless  were  made! 
Wliat — though  the  Summer  day  passes  at  eve  away,    : 
Does  not  the  moon's  soft  ray  silver  the  night? 

Kind  words  can  never  die;  cherished  and  blest, 
G<m1  knows  how  deep  they  lie,  stored  in  the  breast. 
Like  childhood's  simple  rhymes  said  over  a  thousand  times. 
Age,  in  all  years  and  climes,  distant  and  near. .  , 

Childhood  can  never  die;  wreck  of  the  pa.st 

Floats  over  the  memory  bright  to  the  last.  -■;•.', 

Many  a  happy  thing,  many  a  daisy  Spring  >•;:.■> 

Float  over  time's  ceaseless  wing,  far,  iar  away. 


I  courted  a  girl  called  Biddy  Toole, 
Oh  hi,  oh  hi,  oh! 
;  ;:         But  of  me  she  did  make  a  fool. 
Ah  ah,  ah  ah,  ah! 
I  loved  her  as  I  loved  my  life. 

Oh  hi,  oh  hi,  oh! 
And  asked  her  if  she'd  be  my  wife,         - 
*  Ah  ah,  ah  ah,  ah! 

Chorus. 
My  Colleen  is  an  Irish  lass, 
The  devil  a  girl  could  her  surpass, 

To  see  my  Biddy  Toole  upon  a  Sunday,  oh! 
By  all  the  bogs  in  Ireland, 
She'd  break  tiie  heart  of  man — 

You  should  .see  my  Biddy  Toole  ujwn  a  Sunday,  oh. — Danc^. 

When  first  to  court  her  I  began,        ''  '. 

Oh  hi,  oh  hi,  oh! 
,-   She  said  she'd  have  no  other  man, 

All  ah,  ah  ah,  ah! 
But  when  that  she  got  all  she  could, 

Oh  hi,  oh  hi,  oh! 
She  left  me  sticking  in  the  mud. 

Ah  ah,  ah  ah,  ah! — ChoitiM. 

I  bought  her  ribbons  pink  and  green 

Oh  hi,  oh  hi,  oh! 
And  set  her  up  in  a  neat  shebeen. 

Ah  ah.  ah  ah,  ah! 
I  stocked  it  well  with  spuds  and  meal. 

Oh  oh,  oh  oh,  oh! 
But  she  hooked  it  away  with  Pat  O'Neil, 

Ah  ah,  ah  ah,  ah! — Choi'us.  ■■: 

I  wish  that  girl  I  never  had  seen. 

Oh  oh,  oh  oh,  oh!  /    » 

For  she  skedaddled  with  a  big  spalpeen. 

Ah  ah,  ah  ah,  ah! 
She's  gone  across  the  seas  to  sail. 

Oh  oh,  0*  oh.  oh! 
And  I  hope  she'll  make  a  meal  for  a  great  big  whale. 

Ah  ah,  ah  ah,  ah' — Chorut. 
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SUNSHINE    WILL    COME    AG-AIN. 
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As  8ung  in  "  Casper,  the  Yodler,"  by  Charle*  T.  Sllit. 

Why  droop  thy  heail? 

Those  eves  moist  with  dew, 
Tell  of  sjuluess  lit  tliy  heart, 

Its  fibres  are  bursting  in  two. 
Grief  came  and  stole 

Thy  happiness  away; 
Fear  not,  fortune  seldom  fails, 

So  smile  another  day. 
Harbor  not  sorrow,  wjiit  for  the  morrow, 

Tidings  of  comfort  shall  reign, 
Oh,  be  of  good  cheer,  better  days  will  be  here, 

Sunshine  will  come  again. 
Ley  e  le  o  hey  le  o,  ley  eo  le  o  le  o, 
Ley  e  le  o  le  o  le  o,  le}'  ei,  la  e  o. 

Soon  will  those  clouds. 

So  dark  in  yonder  sky. 
Fade,  and  in  their  stead  the  darkest 

Will  bring  you  a  glad  bye  and  bye; 
Wii>e  away  those  tears 

That  course  down  thy  cheeks. 
Golden  days  are  yet  in  store, 

The  stars  in  the  heavens  ))esj)eak; 
Wake  from  thy  dreaming,  smiles  sweetly  beaming. 

Leaving  no  traces  of  pain, 
Thy  i>oor  heart  so  lonely,  will  echo  its  joy. 

Sunshine  will  come  again.  '  ^ 

Ley  e  le  o  hey  le  o,  ley  eo,  le  o  le  o. 
Ley  e  le  0  le  b  le  o,  ley  e  la  e  o. 
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The  Bloated  Yoting  Aristocrat. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song'  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  poMt-pald.  on  receipt  of  M 
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The  Honorable  Sidney  Fitzdoodle 

Is  standing  J)efore  you  just  now; 
I'm  looked  uiwn  oft  as  a  noodle. 

And  often  get  into  a  row; 
But  all  this  my  friends  cjm  attest,  sir, 

Although  I'm  inclined  to  Ihj  fat, 
I  can  take  mj'  own  part  with  the  best,  sir, 

Although  a  bloated  young  aristocrat. 

Cironcs 

You  can  see  by  the  style  of  my  walk. 

The  shape  of  my  coat  and  rhy  hat, 
My  style  and  my  air,  the  cut  of  my  hair, 

I'm  a  bloated  young  aristocrat. 

Of  fashionable  life  I  am  weary. 

And  from  it  I  soon  shall  retire. 
For  everything  seems  to  l)e  dreary. 

There's  nothing  I  really  admire. 
Except  Sir  John  Muccoo's  niece  Carrie, 

Who  .says  I'm  inclined  to  be  fat. 
And  rather  inclines  for  to  marry 

The  bloated  young  aristocrat' — Chorus. 

My  good  looks  I  often  do  r\ie — 

What  it  is  to  be  handsome,  alas! 
There's  one  girl  in  Fifth  Avenue, 

I  notice,  whenever  I  pa.ss, 
At  the  window,  along  witii  her  poodle; 

For  the  la.st  fourteen  days  she  has  sat 
Merely  to  gaze  at  FitzdfKxIle, 

The  bloated  young  aristocrat. — Chorm. 

I  really  must  thank  you  profusely 

For  the  kind  way  you've  li.stened  to  me. 
And  really  trust  you  will  excuse  me 

If  by  acci<Jent  I've  been  too  free. 
The  gents  I  thank  for  their  attention, 

To  the  ladies  I  take  off  my  hat. 
But  to  see  you  again's  the  intention 

Of  the  bloated  young  aristocrat. — Chanis. 


1  WISH   I   WAS  A  FISH. 
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Sweet  Polly  Primrose  was  a  girl 

Of  nineteen  Summers  old, 
I  loved  sweet  Polly  better  far, 

Than  all  the  world  untold; 
And  she  was  very  fond  of  me, 

But  now  I  wail  and  weep, 
For  the  girl  I  love's  at  present 

At  the  bottom  of  the  deep. 

Chorus. 
So,  I  wish  I  was  a  fish  with  a  great  long  tail, 
I  wish  I  was  a  fish  with  a  great  big  tail, 
A  tiny  little  tittle  bat,  a  winkle  or  a  whale, 
At  the  bottom  of  the  deep  blue  sea.     Oh!  my. 

Sweet  Polly  was  on  board  a  ship, 

And  bound  for  Union  Souare, 
When  the  vessel  sighted  "Tammany  " 

It  began  to  pitch  and  rear; 
My  love  was  gazing  over 

At  the  water  rollmg  by, 
When,  somehow,  she  tumbled  overboard, 

And  never  said  good-bye. — C/ww«. 

The  captain  and  his  gallant  crew 

Jumj^ed  overboard  to  save 
My  darling  Polly,  but  in  vain. 

She'd  sunk  beneath  the  wave; 
And  when  they  told  me  of  her  fate, 

I'd  tear  my  hair  and  weep. 
And  requested  1  might  be  allowed 

To  plunge  into  the  deep, — Charm. 

I  had  a  dream  last  night  that  I  ■ 

Was  down  below  the  wave. 
And  there  I  saw  my  Polly 

In  a  gorgeous  coral  cave; 
She'd  changeil  into  a  mermaid,       - 

She'd  such  a  splendid  tail. 
She  was  doing  double  shuffles. 

In  conjunction  with  a  whale. — Chonit. 

While  she's  a  .sportive  mermaid, 

I'm  so  wretched  here  al)ove; 
So  I  think  I'll  take  a  plunge,  and  be 

A  merman  with  my  love; 
But  the  precise  locality 

I  don't  exactly  know, 
Where  I  may  find  my  Polly, 

So  perhaps  I'd  best  not  go. — Chorua. 
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EMMETS    "LULLABY." 
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Close  your  eyes,  Lena,  my  thirling. 

While  I  sing  your  lullaby; 
Fear  thou  no  danger,  Lena, 

Move  not,  dear  Lena,  my  darling; 
For  your  brodder  watches  nigh  you,  Lena  dear. 

Angels  guide  thee,  Lena  dear,  my  darling. 
Nothing  evil  can  come  near; 

Brightest  flowers  bloom  for  thee. 

Darling  Lena,  dear  to  me.    .. 

Chorus. 

Go  to  sleep,  go  to  sleep,  my  baby. 
My  baby,  my  baby. 
Go  to  sleep,  ray  baby,  baby,  oh!  by, 
Gt)  to  sleep,  "Lena,  sleep. 

Bricht  be  the  morning,  my  darling,  i- 

When  you  ope  your  eyes, 
Sunl)eams  grow  all  around  you,  Lena, 

Peace  l>e  with  thee,  love,  my  darling; 
Blue  and  cloudless  be  the  sky  for  Lena  dear. 

Birds  sing  their  bright  songs  for  thee,  my  darling, 
Full  of  sweetest  melody; 

Angels  ever  hovernear. 

Darling  Lena,  dear  to  me. — Clurrus.  -    '  : 
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OUT   IN   THE   COLD. 


YOU'LL   REMEMBER   ME. 
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With  liluc  cold  hands  and  stockingless  feet, 
Waiuh'icd  !i  child  in  the  cheerless  street; 
Children  nerc  many,  who  housed  and  fed, 
Lovingl>' nestled,  dreaming  in  bed, 
Caroled  their  joy  in  a  land  of  bliss, 
Without  a  care  or  thought  of  this — 
They  were  warm  in  humanity's  fold. 
But  this  little  child  was  out  in  the  cold! 
Out  in  the  cold! 

Bleak  blew  the  wind  through  the  cheerless  street. 
Dashing  along  the  merciless  sleet. 
All  furred  and  shawled,  man,  woman  and  child. 
Hurried  along,  for  the  storm  grew  wild; 
They  could  not  bear  the  icicle  blast, 
Winter  so  rude,  on  their  pathway  cast. 
Alas!  no  one  pitied,  no  one  consoled 
This  litlle  wanderer  out  in  the  cold! 
Out  in  the  cold! 

She  had  no  father,  she  had  no  mother, 
Sister  none,  and  never  a  brother. 
They  had  passed  on  the  star-worlds  above, 
She  reniain«;d  lien;  with  nothing  but  love — 
Nothing  but  love — ah!  men  did  not  know 
What  wealth  of  joy  that  child  could  bestow; 
So  they  went  by  and  worshiped  their  gold. 
Leaving  this  little  one  out  in  the  cold! 

Out  in  the  cold!  ^ 

Wandered  .she  on,  till  the  shades  of  night. 
Veiled  her  shivering  form  from  sight. 
Then  with  her  cold  hands  over  her  breast 
She  prayed  to  her  Father  in  heaven  for  rest; 
When  hours  had  tied  'neath  the  world's  dark  frown, 
Hungered  and  chilled  she  laid  herself  down, 
Laid  down  to  rest,  while  the  wealthy  rolled 
In  carriages  past  her,  out  in  the  cold! 
Out  in  the  cold! 

Out  in  the  cold,  lo!  an  angel  form 
Brought  her  white  ro1)es  that  were  rich  and  warm. 
Out  in  the  cold,  on  the  .sleeping  child. 
The  sainted  face  of  a  mother  smiled; 
A  si.stcr  i)rcssed  on  her  brow  a  kiss,  , 

Led  her  amid  .scenes  of  heavenly  bliss. 
And  angels  gatliered  into  their  fold 
That  night  the  little  one  out  in  the  cold! 
Out  in  the  cold! 


CHARLIE'S  LITTLE  DOO. 


Recitation— By  J.  C.  Murphy. 
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Charlie  had  a  liule  dog. 

His  liair  Wiis  black  jis  jet, 
And  everywhere  that  Charlie  went 

The  (log  went,  too.  you  bet. 
He  followed  him  to  school  one  day. 

Which  happened  to  be  near, 
And  when  tlie  teacher  l)ooted  him  out. 

He  walked  off  on  his  ear. 

Returning  home  he  met  a  cow,         '  - 

And  at  this  cow  did  fly,  ' 

He  tossed  him  up  five  hundred  feet. 
Now  how  is  tbat  for  high? 

The  dog  he  never  came  down  again, 

And  Charlie  was  left  a  mourner. 
For  the  dog  he  stuck  on  the  steeple  top 
.         Of  the  little  church  round  the  corner. 

The  dog  never  appeared  again. 
No  dog  like  this  could  he  see; 
;       Charlie  would  say  as  the  dogs  passed  by: 
Shoo,  fly,  don't  bother  me. 
When  Charlie  heard  his  darling's  fate 

Scarcely  a  word  he  said, 
But  toddled  home,  and  weeping  said: 
^>..;V    Please  put  me  in  my  little  bed.  c-  •   ,     !^ 
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When  Other  lips  and  Other  hearts 

Their  tales  of  love  shall  tell, 
In  language  whose  excess  imparts 

The  power  the}'  feel  so  well. 
There  may,  perhaps,  in  such  a  scene, 

Some  recollection  be 
Of  days  that  have  as  happy  been. 

And  you'll  remember  me — 

And  you'll  remember,  you'll  remember  me. 

When  coldness  or  deceit  shall  slight 

The  beauty  now  they  prize, 
And  deem  it  but  a  faded  light 

Which  beams  within  your  eyes; 
When  hollow  hearts  shall  wear  a  mask, 
.        •  -         'Twill  break  your  own  to  see, 
In  .such  a  moment  I  but  ask 

That  you'll  remember  me — 

That  you'll  remember,  you'll  remember  me. 

PAR    EXCELLENCE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son«  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  i-eoeipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Somks  for  t)ne  Dollar,  l»y  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  < ).  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    Pobtuge  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  ail  our  goods. 

I'm  "  on  the  cards  for  Tammany," 

The  "  world  "  is  not  so  old,  : 

I  need  no  "  yellow  passport,"  . 

.    ;  I  live  on  a"  cloth  of  .gold." 

"^    I'm  "  ca-ste  "  in  gocMl  .societ}'. 
They  like  my  noiichalajice. 
Wherever  I  go  they  always  know 
The  swell,  Par  Excellence. 

Spoken — Many  fellows  stroll  down  Broadway  into  the 
"Olympic,"  because  they  like  the  "Streets  of  New  York," 
gaiety  being  the  order  of  the  day,  but  stranger  than  ever,  time 
tries  all,  and:  ■       , 

Chorus. 

I'm  Par  Excellence,  the  idol  of  the  day, 

New  York,  or  in  the  Hub,  my  time  I  pass  awaj'; 

I'm  Par  Excellence  in  form,  in  field,  in  dance. 

In  fact,  in  all  the  sports  of  life,  I'm  Par  Excellence. 

Now  "  after  dark  "  I  like  to  roam. 

And  have  a  loving  cup. 
Or  at  the  hunt  I'm  quite  at  home. 

And  with  the  mjister  sup. 
I'm  sweet  oi/  rural  felicity. 

Can  course  when  I've  the  chance, 
And  as  to  givo  a  "  blow  for  blow," 

Why,  I'm  Pax- Excellence! 

Spoken — Yes,  every  fello-v  ought  to  school  himself  in  defence 
of  the  fair  sex — from  a  Grand  Duchess  to  a  Lancashire  Lass,  even 
though  she  sbouhl  Ite  a  woman  of  the  world,  or  a  girl  of  the 
period. — Cliorns.  \ 

At  Harvard  I  gained  a  B. A., 

Was  never  reckoned  slow,  , 
And  at  the  side  of  liberty  ;   , 

A  standard  man  to  row; 
A  volunteer — was  in  the  guards, 

My  military  glance 
Was  noticed  b}' the  Governor 

As  quite  Par  Excellence! 

Spoken— Ah!  I  mean  the  gallant  Seventh, 
crack  corps,  in  which — Chorus. 
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Ours  is  the,  ah! 


St.  .Tames  I've  my  chambers  in, 

Dunns  can't  make  me  retrench; 
A  Ihtle  countess  on  the  hill 

Makes  me  "  AM /ati"  in  French. 
No  Grecian  eye  to  Tammany, 

Where  ballet-girls  do  prance;  - 

To  charm  the  No.  1  Belles  my  finesse 
.  ,       •      Is  thought  Par  Excellence.  ., 

Spoken — Some  find  in  the  l)ower  of  the  South  a  gallery  of  illus- 
tration; but  give  me  the  pavilion  of  the  Esust,  in  the  City  of  New 
York,  where  I  can  revel  in  an  Alhambra  of  delight,  for — Chorus. 
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What  Shall  We  Name  the  Baby? 

The  Word:<  and  Miislc  of  this  Sonflr  will  bo  «>nt  to  any  a<ldr»^  poet -paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cent»:  i>r  this  and  any  two  other  Sohk»  tor  One  Dollar,  l.y  It.  .1.  \V  i-lunan,  P.  O.  Box 

1833,  New  York  City.    I'ustage  btouipa  taken  unmv  as  caah  for  all  our  gooda. 

Oh!  such  a  tootsie  wootsie 

Was  Mi-s.  Jones'  girl. 
Of  all  the  baby  wonders, 

This  buby  was  the  pearl! 
Its  loudest  stiuall  was  music. 

And  when  it  said:  "Da!  da'" 
•*  What  shall  we  name  the  baby?  " 

Exclaimed  its  happy  pa. 

Spoken'— " "What  shall  we  call  it,  darling?"  said  Mrs.  Jones. 
Jones  thought  awhile,  then  smiled,  and  said:     "  Let's  call  it  " — 

Chorus. 
Seraphina,  Concertina,  ilaudie,  Mary  Ann, 
Gushalina,  Scarlatina,  Roxiana,  Fan, 
Bridget,  Susie,  Allie,  Sallie,  llopzibah,  or  Nan 
Pittie,  Itlie,  mamma's  darling,  ya!  ya!  ya! 

Then  Mrs.  Jones  said  sweetly: 

"  I'd  like  to  call  it,  love. 
Just  after  my  dear  mother — 

The  darling  little  dove!  ' 
But  Jones  frowned  very  fiercely, 

And  muttered:  "After  that 
He  would  not  name  the  baby. 

Nor  would  he  name  a  cat!  " 

Spoken—"  But,  dearest  George,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  J.  "  Matlam," 
replied  George,  "don't  let  us  perpetuate  the  mother-in-law.  No; 
its  name  shall  be  " — Chorus. 

His  wife  burst  out  a-crying. 

And  so  did  baby,  too. 
And  oh!  it  bawled  so  loudly. 

It  turned  from  red  to  blue. 
But  Jones  he  stroked  his  whiskers, 

A  frightful  tartar  he. 
And  .said  he'd  name  the  baby. 

And  this  its  name  should  be. — Cltorua. 

At  last  Jones  he  relented, 

And  kissed  his  darling  wife; 
He  said  that  he'd  repented, 

There'd  be  an  end  to  .strife. 
The  baby  smiled  serenely. 

It  shook  its  daddy's  hand. 
And  -SO  they  named  the  baby, 

And  had  a  christening  grand. 

Spoken- And  this  is  what  they  came  to  the  mutual  conclusion 

to  call  ii:—C'ftoru$. 

■ — i»  >  1 — • 

ROBERT    EMMET. 


PAPA'S  COMING,  BYE   AND   BYE. 

The  Wnrdn  and  Uufiic  of  this  Song  will  be  went  to  any  addraaa,  poHt-pald,  on  nveiut  of  40  I 
eent«;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonKM  for  One  Dollar,  hy  H.  J.  ^^ehlnall,  I'.  O.  Box         | 
IMS,  New  York  city.    Fustat^e  Stanipo  taken  uanie  an  canh  fur  all  oUTKOods. 


Oh!  our  precious,  fair-haired  darling, 

'Round  our  hearts  she  fondly  clings. 
And  a  flood  of  golden  sunshine 

To  our  happy  home  she  brings; 
There  is  mirth  in  every  dimple. 

And  her  merry,  laughing  eye. 
How  it  sparkles  when  she  whispers: 

"  Papa's  coming,  bye  and  bye! " 

Chorus. 
"Watching  in  the  rosy  twilight, 

When  the  day  goes  softly  by. 
Oh!  how  lovingly  she  whispers: 

"  Papa's  coming,  bye  and  bye! " 

Then  she  meets  me  at  the  threshhold, 

And  with  tender,  winning  grace. 
Throws  her  tiny  arms  about  me. 

Looking  up  with  smiling  face, 
Asking  question  after  question; 

Then  in  all  her  childish  glee, 
With  her  lips  to  mine  she  whispers: 

"  Papa,  got  a  kiss  for  me?  " — Chorut. 

Oh!  her  pure  and  warm  affection. 

How  it  steals  our  hearts  away, 
As  we  listen  to  the  music. 

Of  lier  prattle  all  the  day; 
May  our  darling's  life  be  happy, 

Ma}' no  sorrow  dim  her  sky. 
Still  as  fondly  may  she  whisper: 

"  Papa's  coming,  bye  and  bye!  " — Cliortu. 


>%» 


&c. 


•Send  your  name  and  addross  to  H.  J.  Wihninn,  P.  O.  Box  183S,  New  York  City,  and  receive 
■turn  mail  u  c 
Sontfs— Free. 


by  return  mail  u  i-oniplete  Catalogue  of  over  auOrt  I'opular  EnKli.-<h  and  f;erniau 
Puxtage  SlanipM  taken  Hiuiie  a.H  cash  for  all  our  ^oud.s. 


Tliey  tell  us  to  breathe  not  the  patriot's  name. 

They  say  let  it  rest  in  the  gloom: 
But  can  we  forget  all  the  glory  and  fame 

Of  him  who  sleeps  cold  in  the  tomb? 

Foriret  him!  oli!  never,  while  one  of  our  race 

On  the  soil  of  Irelantl  lemaius; 
His  epitaph  brightly  in  jewels  we'll  trace 

When  Erin  her  freedom  regains. 

In  afjes  to  come  will  his  name  still  l>e  blest, 
W  ho  loved  his  dear  country  .so  well, 

And  forever  deep,  deep  in  each  patriot's  breast 
Will  his  fame  and  his  memory  dwell. 

lie  parted  with  all  a»d  he  joined  in  the  strife 
\Vith  freedom's  bright  banner  in  hand: 

He  left  his  heart's  love,  and  he  gave  his  young  life 
Tc  raise  up  our  downtrodden  land. 

He  died  for  his  land  on  the  high  gallows  tree. 
With  the  dark  tyrant's  cord  round  him  cast; 

He  died  as  all  should  who  would  work  to  be  free, 
Defiant  and  true  to  the  last.  . 

Oh,  heaven!  I  pray,  ere  I  rest  in  the  grave, 

I  may  .see  by  the  LifTev's  gray  ti<le 
The  green  tliig  of  Ireland  triumphantly  wave 

O'er  the  sjm)!  wlieie  the  young  hero  died. 


THE    WATCHER. 

Tliv  ^V<inlM  and  Musie  of  thin  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  addreas,  po«t-pald,  on  receipt  of  M  | 

eentH;  or  tlii»  ami  any  two  other  Somk;*  for  One  Dollar,  by  M.  J.  Wehinan,  P.  O.  Box 

ItbSS,  New  York  City.    Poiita«^  Stamptt  token  same  ae  eaali  for  aU  our  goods. 

The  night  was  dark  and  fearful. 

The  blast  swept  wailing  by, 
A  watcher,  pale  and  tearful. 

Looked  forth  with  anxious  eye. 
How  wistfully  she  gazeth. 

No  gleam  of  mourn  is  there,    • 
Her  eyes  to  heaven  she  raiseth 

In  agony  of  prayer. 

How  wistfully  ^e  gazeth, 

"Within  that  dwelling  lonely. 

Where  want  and  darkness  reign, 
Her  precious  child,  her  only, 

Lay  moaning  in  his  pain. 
And  death  alone  <!an  free  him. 

She  feels  that  this  must  be. 
But,  oh!  for  morn  to  see  him 

Smile  once  again  on  me. 

And  death  alone  can  free  him, 

A  hundred  lights  are  glancing 

In  yonder  mansion  far, 
And  merry  feet  are  dancing, 

They  heetl  not  mourning  there. 
Oh!  young  joyous  creatures, 

One  lamp  from  out  your  store 
Would  give  that  i>oor  boy's  features 

To  his  mother's  gaze  once  more. 

Oh!  young  joyous  creatures, 


&c. 


ice. 


The  morning  sun  is  shining, 

She  heedeth  not  it«  ray, 
Bc.side  her  dead  reclining. 

The  pale,  dead  mother  la}'. 
A  smile  her  lips  were  wreathing, 

A  smile  of  hope  and  love, 
And  though  she  still  were  breathing. 

There's  light  for  us  above. 

A  smile  her  lii»  were  wreathing,  &c. 


—He:  "Good  gracious!  Twenty -eight  dollars  for  a  hatl 
Doesn't  that  strike  you  as  pretty  high?"  "She:  "Well,  y-e-s; 
but  then  you  know  high  hats  are  all  the  style! " 
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517  Lottie  Lee 

618  Who's  at  my  l>edrooin  window  f 

619  I  hare  no  home 
62*  It's  nice  to  be  a  father 
521  \Von't  you  t**!!  me  why,  Robin  I 
5'22  Only  to  sets  her  face  ot;ala 
I'SS  Kingdom  conunj* 
i2t  lUimoy  O'Hea 
sa  Teddy  O'Neal 
5A'  Man  with  tho  ecolsUin  ;>ants 
&2'  Medicine  Jack 

&fi  X  leaf  of  Ivy  from  mother's  tciUTO 
an  Keep  in  the  middle  of  Uie  rou 
&3t  l^OAini^an's  boll 
£31  Luia  is  Koao 
633  An  Irish.uan's  toast 
1st  VUlacro  bL\cksiiutb 
6M  Naughty  Clara 
63S  Dying  nun 

m  When  the  leaves  besia  to  turn 
5JJ  Ijury  O'Brien 
&M  Mothf  r  kissed  me  In  my  dream 
&39  I'll  hanu:  mr  harp  on  a  willow  tr«e 
54«  Dying  Califomlan 
6tl  Grandmother's  birthday 
612  Come  wherv  my  lore  liea  dnWIBlllg 
6<3  Pop  goes  the  wecwel 
Hi  Uonkey's  wedding 
B4»  Marr  had  a UttteGuab 
5«6  Wait  for  the  waooa 
347  Cork  leg 
MS  Uncle  Sam's  farm 
M»  Xy  old  wife  and  I 
fifiO  I'm  so  lonely 
661  Only  aa  far  as  the  gate 
6B3  Peek-a-txM) 
S63  Moonlight  at  KUlamey 
S5t  111  wait  till  the  clouds  roU  bjr 
US  We  never  speak  as  we  |. 
6M  Tipnerory  cnristenint; 
667  Be  home  earlv  to-night,  my  dear  boj 
658  Old  rustic  bri<l»?e  by  the  ouU 

663  Paddy  Matj-ce':!  divam 

NO  Dnomifig  ot  Uuiua  aad  nuthei 

Ml  Sh.tii  wo  ininw  each  Other  there f 

5S3  JoUy  Irishman 

663  FolkR  that  put  on  airs 

M*  Rcifalif,  the  prairie  flower 

665  If  I  hod  but  a  thousand  a  year 

S6fl  Fisherman  and  his  child 

M7  Swate  Castle  Garden 

S68  In  tho  glooming 

!i69  Bring  me  back  the  one  I  lora 

5T0  Spider  and  the  tly 

571  A  warrior  lx>ld 

573  Tar's  foreweU 

S73  In  her  little  bed  wo  laid  her  < 

57*  Dark  girl  dressed  in  blue 

575  Separation 

J78  Pitcher  of  beer 

577  Nell  McOullicran'3  daughter,  Uary  *wn 

578  Nolxxly  kno»-s  what  a  racket  was  there 
j7»  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left 

580  Alice,  where  art  thou  I 

J81  Meet  me,  Joele,  at  the  irata 

afQ  Jessie  at  the  railway  bar 

•j83  Ada,  with  the  golden  hair 

'-M  Streets  of  New  York 

■'««  Courting  ii\  the  rain 

086  I'm  dying  for  some  one  to  lore  ms 

'X!  Is  that  SOsttr  Ueilly  f 

■M  Let  my  name  be  kindly  spoken 

5*9  Dot's  one  more  nbber  for  to  cioai 

530  Napoleon's  farewell  to  t'oria 

531  Poor  old  ilike 

S33  Oood-bye,  my  lover, goodbya 

593  A  life  on  tho  ocean  wava 

5)1  I  am  dreaming 

505  Oypey  Countess 

536  She's  as  good  as  gold 

,557  Watchman,  tell  u-i  of  the  night  1 

5M  Shoo,  flyl  don't  b.jther  md 

090  Ten  thuas&nd  miles  a-.vay 

COO  Give  my  love  to  all  at  homa 

CW  Mygel  Snyder's  party 

6a>  Incirease  of  crime 

MS  Ship  on  fire 

nt  Josephus  Orange  Blossom 

«08  Oh!  Su.<!anha!i 

cm  Old  Bob  Ridley 

507  Bonnie  blue  tuut 

roe  Nell  Flaughortj's  drake 

Ci)9  John  Barleycorn 

CIO  Rules  for  love-making 

CU  Land  League  Bond 

C12  Down  by  the  old  abbey  mfiMi 

♦13  r.lorioaa«9th  ^^ 

«14  Old  willow  cradle 

C15  Funny  old  gal 

618  Rellgloas  card  player 

m  Paddy's  the  boy 

61S  Teddy  McGlynn 

CIS  Lads  who  Uve  In  Ireland 

CiO  Worn-out  sailor 

«a  Mott  Btret  t.  419 

622  Limerick  l^i  t>cautlf  ul 
Ci3  !)tven  out 

C21  Let  me  kiss  him  for  his  motlisv 
625  Pn  tty  Una  ^^ 

628  Sullivan's  boot  In  my  ey« 
837  Villlklns  and  his  Dinah 
ca  Captain  with  his  whiskera 

623  .\  knot  of  Ijlue  and  gi-aw 
630  Foley's  hotel 

C31  I'll  meet  h<^rwhen  thasmiaoeadawa 

Caj  Never  take  the  borM'shoufrumthedoor 

633  Woman,  lavely  woman 

!>34  .Vapoleon's  dream 

€35  When  tho  robins  ne"t  again 

636  Oh!  you  little  darUus.TioTe  you 

637  Just  do  m  the  lane 
633  Call  me  t>ack  again 
•:39  Uilwaukie  flrs 

610  One  of  the  finest 

eu  Over  the  mountain  '   ■ 

643  Belle  of  the  ball 

643  Farmer's  hoy 

M6  When  Jack  comes  hom«asBala(teMl^l 

M3  Hnsh-a-hye,  baby  ^       "^     ** 

Mt  Where  the  Ivy  grows  so  green 


<A7  Bridget  Donahoa 

C:.S  Down  the  hill 
6ii)  My  NtlLie's  blueeyea 
CV)  I'affirrd  coat 
651  Kitty  Kirao 

653  Littio  darling,  dream  of  m« 
653  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fnilt 
6IA  Minute  gun  at  as* 
t>.'>5  Some  day 
650  Sour  krout 

C.')7  Don't  give  the  name  a  bad  blaee 
an  Racketty  Jack  [baUeliiJah) 

659  John  Brown  song  (Glory,  glory 
COO  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  tneboys are 
C61  A  dollar  fifteen  cents  [marching 

eea  Roger  O'Malley 

r>63  Don't  moke  a  noise  or  else  yon'U  wake 
cr>4  Brintr  back  my  bonnie  to  me  [the  baby 
CiJ5  Bellovillo  convent  Are  (IlUnola) 
666  I'll  await  my  love 
r>67  Hani  times  come  again  no  mora 
fii>8  Mulcahcy's  frone  away 

669  Nineu-en  hundn'd  anilona 

670  CoUecn  Dha.s  Machree    -, 

671  Only  to  see  thee,  darling^ 
073  Blue  iH^lls  of  Scotland 

673  .\  tMiv'3  bfst,  friend  is  his  mother 
C74  TlmtV  how  you  get  served  when  you'ro 
C75  Dear  little  innocent  thint^a  [old 

C76  Mother,  I've  come  home  to  dio 

677  Just  before  the  battle,  moth'.T 

678  I»own  in  a  diving-lwU 

679  Kissing  through  tho  bars 
630  Skipper  and  his  boy 

6U  YouQj(  uau  troiu  uo  cou&tfy 

681  I'll  be  dar 

683  Themidshlpmlte  

684  Fleventh  Regiment  (N.  O.  81 1».  T.) 

685  Naughty,  n.'\ughty  men 
688  Naughty,  naughty  girls 
087  Now  ooon  in  town 

688  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  treel 

688  Bold  soger  t)oy 

890  H'X'nan  and  Sayers 

63!  Come,  landlord,  fill  the  flowing  bow! 

193  Sally,  come  up 

C93  Sea  king's  burial 

694  One-horse  open  sleigh 

695  Baby  show 

696  S  wlra  out  for  glory 
C97  Jessie  Green 

698  Iniffy's  grand  opening  nlgtat 

699  I'm  a  dude 

700  Hun  for  the  doctor 

701  Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs 
70S  My  good-looking  man 

703  Hnw  a  married  woman  goes  to  sleep 

704  I'm  oir  for  Baltimore 

205  Bright  little  8;>ot  on  the  ocean 
7UA  1  ucKied  her  under  Uio  cnin 
707  likes  of  Cold  Finn 
70M  My  Newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  Hill 

711  Maloney's  the  man 

712  Ship  that  i.ever  returned 

71S  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  irrave  so  deepf 

714  How  much  does  The  iMiby  weigh! 

715  A  ninther's  watch  by  the  sea 

716  Vncle  Billy's  drenm 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  t>ack  again 

718  High-water  pants 

719  J^it  ry  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-and-bye 

720  I  11  send  you  down  a  letter  from  the  sk] 

721  I-addy  stole  the  I  "^ 

722  Imffy,  the  swell 

723  Not  much 

784  Don't  leave  yonr  mciher.  Tom 
728  Prettv  little  dark  blue  eyes 

726  A  rolling  stone  gathers  do  moss 

727  Dream  faces 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 
"29  Good  bye  to  my  Southern  home 

730  lYetty  little  rosy  che«'k8 

731  Kn(x<k  at  the  wmdow  to-night,  lor* 

732  Hard  up 

733  Foivive  and  forget 

734  Captain  Mishler 

736  Butterfly  dude 

738  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

737  I>eaf  by  leaf  the  roses  fall 

738  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  Ennlskillcn  dragoon 

740  I'aua's  t>aby  boy  ' 

741  I  ain't  as  young  as  I  used  to  ba 

742  Tho  Dreadnought 

743  See-saw 

744  What's  In  a  kissi 

745  Hush,  little  t>aby,  dont  yott  C17 

746  Darling  Clo' 

747  Mother's  last  request 

748  Texas  ranger 

749  God,  save  Ireland 

750  Tho'  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  yon 
i.tl  Bold  Jack  Donahue 

752  La-st  farewell 

753  Swei't  dream   of  mother  and  home 

754  Mary  Aim  Kehoe 
756  Only  an  emigrant 

758  My  bonny  tx>y  is  young,  but  he's  grow- 
767  The  farmer  feeds  uk  all  [ing 

758  Strike  while  the  mm  is  hot 

759  Better  davd  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  Kirl's  message 

782  Some  other  girl  Khali  wear  the  ring 
763  Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye    l)ye 

784  Somelxxly's  tall  and  handsome 

785  Mother  keeps  the  gate  lucked  now 
788  Swei-t  Alpine  ror<-s 

767  Morrissey  and  the  Benlcta  boy 

768  Constant  farmer's  son 

769  Upper  ten  and  lf>wer  Ave  ■" 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Keyhole  In  the  door  ,:     • 

772  Act  on  the  square,  boys 
T73  T  "ckAwanna  spoonei* 

771  Cot  where  I  waa  boca 


775  Burke's  dream 

J78  Four-leaved  shamrock 

T77  Up  a  tree  

778  l>owu  where  the  lilly  beUs grow 
771  Behind  th-i  parlor  door 
Tf  I  i'cggy  O'Moore 
781  ((unny  hours  of  childhood 
VliJ  O'KeiUv,  the  flslu  rnian 
rSS  Old  vlliago  black.smith  shop 
W4  False  one,  I  love  thee  stUl 
785  SItannou  sido 
S6t  Fennsylvanla  tramp 

787  VVe'll  paint  the  town  rod 

788  Look  always  on  the  sunny  side 
1st  (;re«'n  llnir-t 

79*  Gentle  Annie 

791  KlsB  mo,  mother,  ere  I  die 

792  there's  a  light  In  the  window 

793  Aimie  of  tho  vale 

794  iUsing  of  tho  moon 

795  Who  will  care  for  mot'jer  now 

798  I>et  the  <Ie«d  and  the  beautiful  rest 

797  Bighti  for  a  father 

798  Old  gray  more 

790  How  is  your  sirter  Maryt 

SCO  Clara.  OlAn.  wlU  you  coiae  oat  to-nlghl 

801  Uraudnia  'h  vacant  chair 

802  Amerl"a'8  emblem  the  violet 
801  Knocking  at  the  gates  of  Jordan 
804  Take  good  care  of  inutber 

806  Whisper  and  a  kiss  _ 

806  OU-f  oshlonad  photograph  of  mottiaF 

807  Oood-bye,  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat 

808  Uttle  Mag  and  I 

809  t>adk>'s  empty,  baby's  gone 

810  Rosy'B  Sunday  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  family 
11}  Little  wife  Nellie 

113  loo  utterly  utter 

814  I'm  a  dandy,  but  I'm  no  dndo  

815  They  can't  Kov'p  the  workingman  dowr 

816  Angel  mother  waits  for  mo 

817  Goo<l-night,  but  not  good-bye 

818  Par's  a  new  moon  in  Uo  sky 

819  Just  plain  Jim  [strikestes 
82*  Mind  and  l>e  home  when  the  clo<'k 

821  Where  the  pretty  little  shamrock  prrowt 
823  My  little  four-leavfd  shamrock  from 

823  H'hite  Wings  IQlennorc 

824  Always  take  mother's  advice 
824  I'retty  pond  lillics 

826  Dear  Robin,  I'll  t>etme 

827  Mikado  McAllister 

828  For  one  day  of  turkey  there's  six  days 
821  Poor  old  dad  [of  hash 
831  The  H.-xddingtonshlre 

831  McSorlcy's  twins 

831  Cricket  on  the  hearth 

8.3]  I  had  $15  doll.ara  in  r.iy  Inside  pocket 

8;»4  Trabling  back  to  (Vorgia 

8;ii  Noble  knights  of  labor 

8.18  Ho  gets  there  just  the  same 

837  Johnny,  get  your  gun 

R3*  Miss  Fognrty'sChrlKtmas  cake 

839  Maggie  Darrow's  welcome 

844  Come,  sit  by  me,  mother 

841  I'm  not  asleen  \ 

Mi  {"ut  on  de  golden  shoe 

84)  I'll  think  of  my  mothorathooM 

844  fwo  little  rojjgi-d  urchins 

844  Silver  bells  (;f  memory 

848  Maggie,  dear  I'm  called  away 

847  Sock  her  rm  the  kisser 

848  OhI  you  girls 

8«>  B«'causo  anoaint  built  that  way 

850  Flanlgnn,  the  kxlger 

851  Marrfel 

8.5J  Garden  where  the  praties  grow      (gone 

8.53  You'll  be  kind  to  my  mother  when  I'm 

8.54  Oh,  mammal  oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma 
868  An  agricultural  Irish  girl  |;iRrentS 
851  I'm  a  man  that's  done  wrong  to  my 

8.57  Ting,  ting,  that's  how  the  bell  goes 

868  Annie  USe 

PfiO  I  will  be  true  to  thee 

f  6*  Down  by  the  river  side  I  strayed 

881  Kitty  Clyde 

882  Cnder  the  willow  she's  sleeping 
86]  Bay  of  BLscay,  Ol 

864  Hazel  dell 

KC*  It's  funny  when  yon  feel  that  way 

864  They've  all  got  a  wife  but  me 

867  What  is  home  without  a  motbert 

868  Bowery  Oreaatliers 

861  iHmt  you  dare  to  kissme,  Joa 
871  Good-bye,  Susan  Jane 
871  Nellie  was  a  lady 
871  Nettle  .Moore 

873  To  the  West 

874  Joe  HAi-dy 

871  Think  of  your  head  In  the  momlnc 
878  Wash  me,  mother,  <lear 

877  Remember,  t>oy,  you're  Irish 

878  Where  can  the  wanderer  be! 

879  Colored  band 

*M  It's  naughty,  but  It's  nice 
SSI  We'd  better  bide  a  wee 
8^  Come  along  my,  darling 

883  Old  turnkey 

KM  Sarah's  young  man 

8*4  She's  the  Ipioge  of  her  mother  In  a  1096 

8x4  Belle  Brandon  [different  ways 

S.'fl  Dreamy  ryes  that  haunt  me  still 

8X1  Hungry  man  from  Harlem 

f^  When  Jolinny  comes  marching  home 

tas  I  was  de»plse<I  Ijecause  1  was  poor 

►91  Meet  me,  Kat<',  by  the  cottage  urate 

891  Thou  hast  wounded  the  spirit  that  lovAd 

891  Clementine  [tboe 

m  Sweet  heather  bell 

PU3  Windy  man  from  Brooklyn 

K3(  Swinging  on  the  old  rustic  gate     JgpIM 

fV  You'll  never  miss  your  mother  tUlshe'l 

898  Remember  me  to  all  at  home 

89t  Oh,  what  a  night 

m  Did  you  notice  It* 

(Ul  Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gooe 

901  America  beats  them  all 

903  Anatrallan  ezlla 


904  Just  to  show  my  respects  to  UcOinnls 

tOii  uatherinfT  the  inyrtto  with  KaiT 

908  Her  own  l><>v,  Jack 

Vn  Clura  Nolan'i  baU 

D<>8  Lett<'rs  we  carved  on  the  tree 

O-iO  T«o  Irifh  jHilice 

(10  Little  old  n>d  shawl  my  mother  ^ 

VII  Our  Jock's  come  home  to-day 

912  He's  never  done  anything  sinoa 

913  Oh,  Mr.  Flanlgan 

914  Can  you,  then,  love  nnothert 
919  Light-hous<>  by  the  sea 
9lt  An  Irish  fair  day 
917  It's  for  money 
«i8  As  I  read  the  paper  thronflll 
919  Tliey  :»n't  do  it,  you  know 

920  Letter  that  never  came 

921  A  liondful  of  earth 

922  Is  Maud  int 
•23  Southern  soldier  boy 
9S4  Green  mossy  banks  of  the  Lea 
/2&  Manchester  martyrs 
920  IVar  Irish  boy 
!B7  I  haven't  for  a  long  time  bow 


■t 


Kt  6ave  my  inotlier's  picture  from  the 
921  Rock  a  bye,  baby  (a 

KM  Ijiv  my  head  beneath  a  rove 


lUl  CastleOar  boy 

931  Flora  Belle 

93]  It's  dudisli  yon  know 

9.14  The  letter  came  at  lart 

•."a  My  pretty  Jane 

SM  Lfps  that" touch  llnuorahaHnerertooelti 

937  Wrap  the  flii!?  around  me,  boys    [i  ' 

93$  Dud's  dinner  pail 

939  The  spree 

9SI  Black  pick-a-nlnny 

941  Widow  N<  Ian 'K  goat 

Ml  Maid  of  Ml.'  MilT 

91)  Paddy  Dufly's  cnrt 

044  Little  grreii  leaf  in  onr  bflii* 

9tl  Mar}'  Kelly's  boau 

9lt  He'll  be  l>ack  bye-and-by» 

917  Bonny  bl;uk  BcKS 

»4»  IJttle  widow  I>unn 

941  Ghost  of  Benjamin  Bbina 

•58  Man  thst  Ftruck  O'llnm 

9f>l  A  (lower  I  foi,nd  in  mother's btbto 

951  Dying  cow  Uiy's  lament 

96)  Bringing  pretty  blossoms  to  strew  on 
954  btarof  iiioeveulna:        (mother's grav* 
961  Poor  little  soldiers' boy 
9S«  Bold  McinlUv.^ 
957  Hownrii'HcmdlPsnnSf 
8.'.!  Handkercl'ief  Hirtatfon 
V4  Angel's  v.-hisjier 
984  Tom.  if  you  love  me,  say  so 
961  Flying  trapezo 

901  Llttlo  oKI  calKXise  behind  the  train 
90  Maggie,  the  cows  are  in  the  clover 

964  I  believe  it,  for  my  mother  told  roe  1 

965  Mamma's  block  baby  boy 
964  Cngrateful  son 
967  Double-bn  asted  manidon  on  thesqiiare 

983  Yankee  rKxxilo 

98J  The  faster  you  pluck  them  the  thicker 
971  Mother,  1.)  the  liattle  ovtrf    Ithey  grow 
971  Sullivan  and  Rynn 
971  Package  of  old  Icttenr 

97)  I'abin  with  the  roses  at  the  door 
971  Mon-it'jiey  and  lleenon  flgbt 
971  Matrimonial  sufTgertions 
971  Mother's  we<ldinp  ling 
977  Poverty's  t<arsel)b  and  flow 
971  Never  take  "  no  "  for  an  answer 
971  Have  you  seen  Yuni-Yuns 

984  I'll  return  bye-nnd  byo 
981  it's  Kngllsh,  you  know 
98]  In  tho  window  a  light  I  can  as* 
9X1  l.ittlo  Ah  Sid 
984  The  striker  and  hisson 
981  Tura-runi 

984  I  cannot  sipg  that  sontr  t<vntgM 
987  1  klKtt*d  lu-r  under  tj.'.' {'nrliirstalra 
9.S1  Lost  on  the  "  Lady  Klurii:  " 
9X3  We  draw  the  lino  at  tntt        .      , 
9y4  Merry  phanty  lx*ya  ,     .  '•■ 

991  Slightly  on  tlie  inosh 
9il2  Down  among  tho  sugar  can« 

993  When  my  roviT  comes  again 

994  There's  no.one  to  welcome  me  IMBM  , 
991  John  Mit<'hell  t 
99<1  iHarest  Sloe  '  . 
997  My  lx)nny  laboring  boy                         I 
993  The  dawning  of  the  day 

991  Wreck  of  the  "London"  ( 

too*  The  song  that  reached  my  Ii«art         : 

luOl  'lHeb>i.,.ii  OMKuUe 

1002  I  owe  tlO  to  O'Orady 

1008  I'm  the  father  of  a  little  black  coon 

1004  Where  is  Kathleen 

1006  Waiting,  wailing,  waiting 

1008  Moloney,  the  rolling  mill  man  <j 

1007  Dan  O'Brien's  raffle  |   ■ 
1006  Just  a  little  sunshine 

1009  As  I  sat  upon  my  dear  old  mother's 

1010  A  letter  from  Ireland  [knee 

1011  I'm  going  to  have  my  name  above  the 
I'll!  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so  [door 

1013  Man,  poor  man 

1014  When  l>aby  smiles  In  her  sleep 

1015  8f  ngs  that  we  sing 

1016  List«-n  to  my  tale  of  woe 
lOlt  M^et  a  coon  to-night  .    . 

1018  Copper  and  the  cook  ■    v 

1019  Brmg  tiack  my  sailor  boy 

1020  Where  the  sparrows  and  chippies 

1021  Old  boss  liarry  [parada 
loes  Midnight  squad 


1023  IsabelTe  St.  Clair 

1024  Don't  run  down  (he  Irish 

1025  From  the  cradle  to  the  ( 
1028  The  little  flahermalden 

1027  You  know  ■'-'■ 

1028  Up  went  the  price 

1009  Honor  thy  faither  and  moHisr 
IU30  Marguerite 
1031  Bid  me  good-bys  and  (O 
loss  I'm  so  tby 
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eents.  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonttsforOne  Dollar,  ly  H.  J.  Wehman,  I'.  i>.  Box 

182J,  New  York  C"ity.     Postage  stamps  taken  aanie  as  cash  for  all  our  gooK 

Look  yonder,  where  the  laughing  babbling  brook 

Skips  o'er  the  pebbles  like  a  fairy, 
There  stands  .m  little  cot,  a  lovely  nook,       "       ' 

The  finest  on  the  prairie, 
The  shades  of  evening  linger  when  they  meot, 

To  weave  a  s{iell  around  this  bower. 
Where  dwells  a  blue-eyed  maiden,  pure  and  sweet. 

The  fairest  prairie  flower; 
I  love  her,  I  love  her,  my  secret  I  must  tell. 

My  bewitching  Nell. 

Arotind  the  lattice  creeps  the  blushing  rose. 

The  ivy  to  the  wall  is  clinging. 
Beneath  the  roof  the  birds,  in  sweet  repose, 

Their  lavs  of  love  are  singing: 
I  see  the  blushing  roses  come  and  go, 

I  feel  the  twining  ivy  tremble, 
I  hear  the  lays  of  love,  I  see  the  glow 

That  can  no  more  dissemble; 
She  loves  me,  she  loves  me,  my  secret  I  must  tell, 

My  bewitching  Nell 

The  little  stars  are  twinkling  on  their  way, 

The  moon  moves  on  in  silent  splendor. 
The  zephyrs  with  niv  darling's  ringlets  play, 

And  whisper  words  so  tender; 
I  wutch  the  zephyrs  in  their  airy  flight, 

I  kiss  those  golden,  flowing  tresses, 
I  see  two  little  stars  so  pure  and  bright. 

My  love  her  love  confesses, 
I'm  iiappy,  I'm  happy,  no  words  my  joy  can  tell. 
My  bewitching  Nell. 


Only  an  Outcast,  Forsaken  by  All. 

Copyright,  1«87,  by  W.  H.  Ewald  &  Bro. 
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"Only  an  outcast,"  she  wanders  along, 
Shrinking  away  from  the  hurrying  throng  ;    » 
Hungry  and  cold  with  her  heart  in  despair. 
Sighing  to  lay  down  her  burden  of  care. 
Far  from  the  home  that  she  once  made  so  bright. 
Far  from  the  mother  who  weeps  o'er  her  blight. 
Sadly  she  wanders  while  night  shadows  fall, — 
Only  an  outcast,  forsaken  by  all  ! 

Chorus. 

Only  an  outcast,  a  poor  homeless  outcast. 
Alone  in  her  sorrow  while  night  shadows  fall, — 
Nobody  near  her,  to  comfort  or  cheer  her. 
She's  "only  an  outcast,  forsaken  by  all!  " 
•  .       . 

Lonely  and  sad  by  the  wayside  .she  roams. 
Gleaming  around  her  are  bright  happy  homes; 
Music  and  laughter  .sound  sweet  on  the  air, 
Telling  of  joy  that  she  never  can  share. 
Once  slie  wa5  fair  as  tlie  roses  of  Mtiy, 
"Sunbeam  of  gladues.s,"  they  call'd  her  each  day,— 
Joys  of  tiie  past,  now  how  vain  to  recall  ! 
Only  an  outcast,  forsaken  by  all  \—Cfu>ru$. 

Only  an  outcast,  yet  warm  in  her  breast 
Still  beats  a  kind'heart.  where  love  made  its  nest; 
Still,  as  she  hears  now  the  sweet  vesper  bell, 
Hope's  gentle  angel  within  seems  to  dwell. 
Close  by  tlie  belfry  she  rests  on  her  way, 
Whi.spering  softly:  "  111  weep  not,  but" pray!" 
Then  to  her  heart  comes  a  Friend  in  her  fall — 
God  helps  the  outcast,  forsaken  by  all  ! — Choru». 


G-ive  Me  Back  Your  Smiles  Again. 


Copyright,  181)7.  by  W.  II.  Kwuld  Jt  Bro. 


Tlie  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  Ix-  sent  to  uny  atltiretis.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  4 
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ISSi,  New  York  C{ty.    Postage  Stamps  token  .same  a.s  cash  for  all  >mr  goodit. 


Tho'  the  words  of  pain  were  spoken. 

And  I  wander'd  from  j'our  side; 
Tho'  each  tender  link  was  broken, 

Yet  my  love  I  cannot  hide! 
Still  your  image  comes  to  cheer  me, 

To  forget  is  all  in  v.iin! 
Like  some  angel  linger  near  me, — 

Give  me  back  your  .smiles  again! 
Oh,  the  world  to  me  i-  lonel}', 

And  mj'  life  one  dream  of  pain; 
Tis  of  you  1  think  of  only, 

Give  me  back  yoiu"  smiles  again! 

When  the  flow'rs  of  .summer  perish. 

Still  I  think  of  one  sweet  flow'r, 
That  you  bade  me  fondly  cherish. 

In  dear  hojHJs  enchanted  hour! 
Tho'  your  gift  long  since  has  faded. 

Tell  me  not  that  love  can  wane! 
Let  the  clouds  depart  that  shaded, — 

Give  me  back  your  smiles  again! 
Never  more  my  heart  shall  doubt  you, 

Let  the  past  be  not  in  vain; 
Life  can  ne'er  be  life  without  j'ou, — 

Give  me  back  your  smiles  agiuu! 


WILL   MY  ROBIN   COME  AG-AIN? 


Copyright,  IHM,  by  W.  H.  Ewald  *  Bro. 


The  Wonis  and  Music  of  this  S<ing  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  iMwt-jwld,  on  receipt 
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When  we  parted  in  our  sorrow 

Where  tlie  wavelets  danced  in  glee. 
Still  I'm  watching  for  the  morrow 

When  lie'll  come  again  to  me  I 
By  the  billows  fondly  straying 

Till  the  sunsets  tranquil  wane. 
Days  are  flying,  while  I'm  .sighing. 

Will  my  liobiu  come  again? 

Cnonus. 

Ah!  will  m}'  Robin  come  again. 
O'er  the  dark  and  weary  main? 

Oh,  what  joy  to  me  his  face  to  .see  1 
Will  my  Itobin  come  again? 

All  the  summer  days  have  faded, 

And  the  skies  are  dull  aud  drear; 
But  the  sadness  that  has  shaded 

Would  depart  if  he  were  here! 
.    Bird  of  ocean,  swiftly  winging 

'Mid  the  tempest  and  the  ram. 
Linger  near  me,  come  to  cheer  me, 

Will  my  Robin  come  again? — Choru$. 

Tho'  the  billows  sadly  saver,  . 

Yet  I  know  he's  true  to  me; 
And  my  heart  is  true  forever 

To  my  darling  o'er  the  .sea! 
Still  I'm  waiting,  weary  watching  ! 

Oh,  the  sadness  and  the  pain! 
Straying  lonely,  sighing  only. 

Will  my  Robin  come  again? — Cliorus. 


otto : 

>OX 


The  straight  and  narrow  path  is  a  difl3cult  thing  to  keep  in  the 
rural  districts  after  a  heavy  snow-fall. — Puck. 


Speaking  of  doughnuts,  an  exchange  .says  the  quickest  way  to 
digest  them  is  to  eat  only  the  hole  and  throw  the  rest  away. 
Despite  this  suggestion,  the  whole  of  the  doughnut  will  be  eaten, 
■NmnUoum  Herald. 


A  ro.se  by  any  other  name  would   smell   as  well,  but    its  price 
would  probably  Increase  TA)  per  canX.— Merchant  Traveller. 


The  United  States  Treasury  Department  u.ses  18,000  towcis  a 
month.  The  department  ought  to  have  a  pretty  clean  record, 
then. — Boston  Poat.  1 . 


There  Is  an  old  proverb  which  says:  "It  makes  all  the  differ- 
ence as  to  which  end  of  a  horn  comes  foremost."    The  same  might  I 
be  said  with  triple  emphasia  of  the  hornet. — Detroit  Free  Preu. 
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I   OWE   $10   TO   O'G-RADY. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  M.  A.  Kennedy. 


CAUTIONr— All  persons  are  warned  from  publiBhinf?  tliis  sonir  under  penalty  of  the  law 
IIkkrt  J.  Wehman,  Song  Publisiier,  130  Park  Row,  New  Yurk  City,  has  Uie  exclusive  right 
to  publiKli  the  words  of  my  Songs.— HARRY  Kknneuy. 

The  WoriN  and  Music  of  thLs  song  will  be  sent  t  o  nny  addres-s,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  t  hi:)  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  it.  J.  \\  chnian,  P.  O.  Box 

18£t,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  some  as  ca.sb  for  all  our  goods. 

I  lost  my  situation  twelve  mouths  ago  to-day, 

The  ditU  a  stroke  I've  done  from  then  till  now;    - ' 
They  had  me  on  half  wages,  I  struck  for  better  pay, 

They  fired  me  out  before  1  raised  a  row. 
A  bran  new  suit  I'd  ordered,  from  a  tailor  on  our  block, 

I  lM)ught  it  on  the  new  installment  plan; 
I  paid  him  just  five  dollars,  that  left  me  owing  ten, 

Pat  O'Gnuly  was  the  little  tailor  man. 

Chorus. 

I  owe  ten  dollars  to  OGrady, 
You'd  think  he  had  a  mortgage  on  my  life; 

He  calls  to  see  me  early  ev'ry  morning, 
At  ni^ht  he  sends  his  wife. 

He  tried  to  have  me  pawn  my  girl's  piano, 
-  I  think  O'Grady  has  a  dreadful  gall; 

Unless  he  wants  to  wait.  Ill  rub  it  off  the  slate. 
And  divil  a  cent  he'll  ever  get  at  all. 

A  week  ago  last  Sunday  I  walked  around  the  block. 

To  get  a  pint  of  German  lager  beer; 
O'Grady  stood  there  drinking  a  glass  of  rye  and  rock, 

I  thought  at  once  he  acted  ratlicr  (pieer, 
He  said  I  was  a  blackguard    I  saiil  lie  v>as  the  same. 

He  struck  me,  then  we  rolled  upon  the  floor; 
I  whipiH.'(V  liim  in  five  minutes,  O'Grady  wa.su't  game. 

As  lie  walked  away  I  couldn't  help  but  roar; — Vliorus. 


Little  Bright  Eyes  Watching  for  Me. 

Copyright,  1887,   by  W  H.  Ewald  &  Brn. 

Tile  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  1k>  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  roceipt  of  40 
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1833,  New  Yurk  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Little  bright  eyes  at  the  window. 

Watch  for  nie  with  glances  bright; 
How  I  love  to  see  them  shining. 

Fairer  than  the  orbs  of  night 
Peeping  out  with  glance  of  welcome. 

Fondly  beaming  when  I  come. 
Little  bright  eyes  at  the  window, 

Starry  beacons  of  my  home! 

Chorus. 
Watching  for  me,  watching  for  me. 

Fondly  beaming  when  I  come. 
Little  bright  eyes  at  tiie  window, 

Starr}'  beacons  of  my  home! 

Little  bright  eyes  at  the  window. 

Charm  away  each  cloud  of  care; 
Though  the  day  be  dark  and  dreary, 

Life  to  me  grows  ever  fair.  ^ 

Like  the  dewdrops  to  the  roses. 

Cheering  them  at  morning's  gleam, 
Oh,  my  heart  is  filled  with  gladness, 

When  those  eyes  ujxjn  me  beam! — Chorus. 

Little  liriglit  eyes  at  the  window. 

How  my  heart  would  miss  their  glow. 
If  they  shone  no  more  to  greet  nie. 

If  their  glance  no  more  I'd  know! 
How  I  long  with  joy  to  meet  them 

When  the  cares  of  day  are  o'er; 
Deep  within  my  heart  they're  beaming, 

Fatleless  still  forever  more! — C'/iornx. 
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A  Tress  of  Baby's  G-olden  Hair. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  W.  H.  Ewald  Jt  Bro. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  |>o.st-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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"  .  I  hold  tmto  my  lips  one  treasure  "• 

That  brings  to  me  the  golden  past ! 
It  still  recalls  the  days  of  pleasure, 

Ere  sorrow's  cloud  was  o'er  us  cast  '., 

Again  I  see  a  face  so  smiling. 

Again  I  hear  a  laugh  so  fair! 
Still  dear  to  me,  each  care  lieguiling. 

My  tress  of  baby'sgolden  hair! 

Chorus.     -  • 

Ob,  fondly  forever  I  treasure 
This  loving  tress  so  soft  and  fair! 

It  brings  me  back  the  days  of  pleasure, . 
My  tress  of  baby's  golden  hair! 

Those  tiny  feet  are  still  forever. 
And  yet  I  hear  them  in  my  dreams; 

How  sad  and  weary  'twas  to'sever 
,  My  heart  from  hope's  entrancing  lieains! 

Oh,  siiining  link  that's  ever  binding. 
My  thoughts  to  yonder  land  so  fair; 

Of  joys  now  dead 'tis  still  reminding, 
This  tress  of  baby's  golden  hair! — Cfiorita, 

I  think  of  one  who  slowly  faded. 

As  roses  fade  beneath  the  bla.st ! 
Of  lives  that  evermore  are  shaded 

And  live  but  in  the  happy  past. 
No  treasure  to  my  heart  is  nearer, 

I'll  keep  it  still  with  tender  care; 
As  years  go  by  it  grows  still  dearer. 

This  tress  of  baby's  golden  hair! — Choi'ut. 


<o 


Dreaming  of  the  Loved  Ones. 

Copyright,  188«,  by  W.  H.  Ewald  &  Bro.  •    , 

The  Words  and  Mii.«ic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po«t-paid.  on  r«>ceipt  of 
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Dreaming  of  the  loved  ones  while  the  shadows  fall, 
Olden  faces  linger,  now  mein'ry  will  recall, 
Scenes  of  happy  childhood  come  before  me  now. 
Mother's  gentle  kisses  sweet  fall  upon  my  brow  !   -  . 

Refr.mn. 

Happy  dreams  !  happy  dreams 
Visions  of  beauty  vay  heart  now  thrill !      . 

Happ3' dreams  !  happy  dreams  ! 
Oh  let  me  dream  of  the  loved  ones  still ! 

Dreaming  of  the  loved  ones  ; — oh  the  happy  past ! 

Sweet  the  ray  of  sunshine  bright  o'er  mv  pathway  cast ! 

Like  the  song  of  angels  come  their  words  to  me. 

When  tlie  twilight  gathers  dim  over  land  and  sea  ! — Refrain 


Dreaming  of  the  lo veil  ones  gone  from  earth  afar  ! 

Oh,  the  joj'  to  wander  now  where  the  dear  ones  are  !  v 

Gentle  voices  falling  charm  away  my  pain, 

Hope  still  whispers  soft  and  low,  we  shall  meet  again! — 'lief rain 


— If  there  is  anything  in  a  name  the  masher  ought  to  see  witli 
pulverize. — PittiJuirg  C kronide-Telegiaph. 


— When  the  Emperor  of  Germany  takes  off  his  crown  after 
wearing  the  weapon  for  several  hours,  the  people  can  see  the 
crown  prints. — Rr>chejs(er  Punt-Rrpre4«. 


—Judge — "You  were  caught  in  the  act  of  taking  a  valuable  fur 
out  of  a  shop  window.  This  has  occurred  several  limes  liefore 
now.  Do  you  admit  having  committed  these  robberies?"  Prisoner 
— "Well,  lour  Honor,  you  see  I  have  had  an  influenza  for  the  last 
few  days,  and  my  doctor  recommended  me  to  take  something 
warm  every  morning." — Le  Qrdot. 


—Old  Gentleman  (calling  down  the  stairs)— "Clara,  didn't  I  hear 
that  young  man  go  just  now?"  Daughter — "Yes,  papa,  you  heard 
liim  go  to  the  cellar  for  more  coal." — Epoc^i. 


— One  hears  a  good  deal  nowadays  about  the  necessity  of  haviiig 
a  "  pull "  to  secure  preferment ;  but  it  is  as  true  to-<lay  as  it  has 
l)eeu  for  years,  that  the  dentist  is  the  only  one  whose  worldly  suc- 
cess absolutely  depends  upon  a  good  pull. — Botton  Budget. 
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THATS  MY   GIRL. 

CopyriKht,  1S.S6,  by  LsiUon-  rruKi-r. 


The  Words  ami  Musk-  of  this  Soiitr  wil  bt-  «'nt  to  nny  addn-s.  inMt  LMtid,  on   reofiii 
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l&ti.  New  York  City.    i'ostMtf^  Stouipai  taken  xaiiie  as  cash  for  ull  our  Koudn. 
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All!  that'.s  my  girl  who  sitteth  yomler, 

Within  a  miuisiou  o'er  the  way, 
And  as  I  muse  and  silent  ix)uder, 

Each  weary  care  is  lead  tistray. 
Her  queenly  form  I  see  before  me. 

Her  gentle  eyes  w  ith  beauty  gleam, — 
And  do  I  sleep,  or  am  I  Avakiug, 

Her  face  doth  haunt  mc  like  a  dream. 
Ah!  that's  my  girl  who  sittoth  yonder. 

The  summer  sun  shines  thro'  her  hair; 
And  ev'ry  night  and  ev'ry  hour 

1  breathe  a  silent  tender  pra^-er. 

CUOKUS. 

Ah  I  that's  my  girl  who  sitteth  over  yonder. 
Dreaming  the  happy,  the  hai)py  hours  away; 

Sweet  sunny  days,  oh!  linger  with  her  ever, 
And  shelter  my  darling,  my  l^ved  one  for  aye! 

Ah!  that's  my  girl,  I  see  her  yonder. 

With  queenly  gait  she  cometh  nigh, 
A  lovely  maid  in  comely  raiment. 

And  with  a  lustrous  tender  eye. 
No  wealth  of  robe  nor  jewel'd  garment 

Bedecks  her  form  of  nature's  mould, 
Her  beauty  rare,  her  auburn  ringlets 

Outvie  the  wealth  of  gold  untold. 
Ah !  she's  my  girl  who  cometh  yonder, 

So  sweet  and  grand  bej'ond  degree; 
And  do  I  dream,  or  imx  I  waking. 

There's  not  a  one  so  fair  as  she.— CAorw*. 


DON'T   WHISPER  NO. 

Cupyright,  1887,  by  W.  U.  EwaUl  &  Bro. 

The  Words  and  Mimie  of  this  Song  will  )m>  sent  to  any  addreiis.  potit-paid.  on  recfipt  of  40 

centit.  or  thia  and  any  two  otlier  Soiiifs  for  One  iHiUar.  by  H.  J.  \\  ehnian.  1*.  O.  Box 

ISZ3,  Hvw  York  City.    Postage  Stoiupa  taken  xame  as  cash  for  ull  our  kouUs. 

Don't  whisper  "  No!  •  birds  wait  for  thee. 

Out  in  the  woodland  so  bright, 
"Where  fir.st  we  met,  wander  with  me, — 

Bring  once  again  to  my  heart  delight! 
Here  'mid  the  roses  love  spoke  its  vow, 

Queen  of  them  all,  I  would  speak  once  again, 
Ere  twilight  closes,  haste  to  me  now, 

Come  ere  the  glories  of  summer  shall  wane. 
Birds  are  calling,  and  night  is  falling. 

In  dreams  thou'rt  near  me  wherever  I  go. 
Still  I'm  lonely  to  see  thee  onl}\ 

My  rose,  my  lily,  don't  whisper  "no!" 

Don't  whisper  "  No!  "  stars  Iwam  afar. 

Why,  dear  one,  linger  so  long? 
Sadly  I  wait,  thou  art  my  star. 

Love  is  the  theme  of  the  night-bird's  song. 
Soon  leaves  will  wither,  flowerets  decay. 

Tell  me  thy  love  will  not  fade  like  the  llow'rs. 
Winter  comes  hither,  jo^-s  melt  away, — 

Say  tliou'lt  be  mine  thro'  life's  weariest  hour' 
Love  will  meet  thee,  and  kis.ses  greet  thee. 

Ah.  how  I  long  for  thy  voice  sweet  and  low! 
Still  I'm  lonely  to  see  thee  only; 

My  rose,  my  lily,  don't  whisper  "uq!" 


— "  Der  vhny  of  him  was  like  dis,"  he  said  in  explanation  to  his 
friends.  "Der  proker  says  if  I  puys  wheat  at  eighty-two  cents 
and  he  goes  oop,  I  can't  help  but  make  some  money;  so  I  puys 
him."  "  But  wheat  went  down."  "Oxactly.  Der  proker  forgot 
to  'tell  me  dot  if  wheat  went  down,  I  lose;  but  I  knows  better  next 
time.     I  haf  some  experience." 


— Young  wife — "  IIow  awful  !  Tlio  paper  says  a  young  man 
who  had  only  been  married  three  mouths  went  to  his  room  and  com- 
mitted 8uici<Ie."  Young  husband— (with  affected  interest) — "  Eh? 
How?"  "He  hanged  himself  with  his  suspenders."  "Well,  I 
■uppose  his  buttons  were  all  off  and  he  hadn't  any  other  use  for 
suspenders." 


Pretty  Little  Tommy  With  a   Squeak 


The  Wortis  oml  Mu!<ic  of  thi.-<  Sonjr  will  Id'  >*-iit  to  any  addreiw,  |Kist  laaid.  on  rvoeipt  of  40  < 

r<-nls.  or  lliis  iiikI  any  two  iitlu-r  S-iivr^  Ini  I  >iii'  Dollar,  by  il.  J.  \V  •liinitn,  1*.  O.  liox  I 

18£1,  .Ni-»  Y<>ik<'ily.     i'oKtage.^taiiijxi  t.ilicn  .sanu' u-scusli  lor  all  our  ^oixl^  ' 

One  afternoon  as  down  the  street  I  ninihled,  [ 

My  attention  was  attracte<l  l»y  a  crowd 
Of  people,  who  with  oiKjn  mouths  were  list'ning 

To  .Mime  language,  which  to  me  .sceinwl  very  loud; 
It  issue<l  from  a  chap  U|H)n  tlic  c  irner, 

A  fellow  who  was  overstocked  V, ith  cheek. 
He'd  a  little  rublier  toy  which  he  was  selling. 

And  he  saiil  it  was  a  "  Tommy  with  a  sijucak." 

RroKE.N— He  pulled  a  .string,  caii.-ing  the  little  rublxT  toy  to 
i.Kive  its  arms  and  legs  in  a  ritliculous  maniu  r,  and  at  the  .same 
time  to  utter  a  very  jieculiar  little  sque.ak  ;  llieii  tlie  gentleman 
would  turn  round  to  his  audience  and  say — 

ClIOltL'S. 

Will  you  buy  a  little  Tommy  with  a  stiueak,  .'icpieak,  squeak? 
Pull  it  for  a  week,  il  will  sinicak,  squeak,  .s(jiifak  ; 
Buy  a  little  Tonuny  with  a  squeak,  scjueak,  .squeak. 
Pretty  little  Tommy  with  a  squeak. 

I  purchased  one,  it  was  so  very  funnv' 

That  I  couldn't  keep  it  hidden  out  of  sight, 
At  home  we  had  a  little  boy  in  trou.sers. 

Who  had  suffering  been  and  crying  till  the  night; 
And  I  found  the  cause  of  all  his  youtliful  .sorrow 

Wiis,  he'd  had  the  stomache-aelie  for  near  ;i  week. 
But  he  laughed  so  loud,  the  pain  at  once  departed. 

When  I  let  him  take  the  "  Tommy  with  a  sfjucak." 

Will  you  buy  u  little  Tommy  with  a  squeak,  «S:c. 

For  some  time  I  have  .sojourned  in  this  city. 

And  of  course  I  have  been  looking  otil  for  fun, 
I've  desired  with  tlie  girls  to  get  acquainted. 

But  they  "  turn  me  the  cold  .shoulder" — every  one; 
There  is  one  by  whom  I  have  been  captivated, 

And  though'to  gain  her  notice  I  did  .seek. 
She  somehow  frown^'d  on  all  of  my  advances. 

Till  I  bought  a  Imle  "  Tommy  with  a  squeak! " 

Spoken — I  called  on  her  la.st  Sunday  evening,  the  servant 
announced  me.  I  made  a  very  elaborate  bow  and  said  "Good  ' 
evening,  Sophronia."  Siie  turned  up  her  no.se  at  me  and  sat  down  I 
in  the  corner.  I  made  up  my  mint!  I  had  got  to  catcli  her  .some  ( 
way,  I  walked  over  to  where  she  was  sitting,  took  tiic  little  nil»-  ( 
ber  toy  from  my  pocket  and  pulled  the  string.  That  settled  the  ( 
whole  business,  she  laughed  very  heartily  ami  as  she  clutched  the 
little  rubber  toy  she  said — 

Darling  little  Tommy  with  a  s«]ueak,  «Sa;. 

Now  advice  in  this  matter  I  will  give  you, 

And  I'm  certain  you  will  find  il  true  indeed,  ; 

If  you  try,  and  cannot  win  a  girl's  affections, 

Buy  a  little  rubber  toy,  and  you'll  .succeed;' 
For  if  when  to  jileatl  your  cause  you  would  endeavor, 

Should  the  lady  blusli  and  hang  her  head  r-o  meek. 
She'll  qui.,kly  smile  and  wliisjK'r  yes  so  sweetly, 

If  you  buy  a  little  "  Tommy  with  a  squeak! " 

Spoken — If  you  are  in  love  with  some  charming  young  girl  and  i 
she  fails  to  notice  you,  all  that  is  necessary  to  gain  her  affections  is  ( 
to  do  just  exactly  as  I  done — 

Go  and  buy  a  little  Tommy  with  a  squeak,  &c. 


— A  Burlington  teacher  told  one  of  her  boys  that  the  next  lime 
he  wrote  a  composition  there  must  be  .some  point  to  il.  The  sub- 
ject of  his  next  di.sipiisition  was  "  Ncetllcs."  - 


— Wife — "A  box  came  today,  John,  addre.s.sed  to  you." 
Ilasband—" Did  you  open  it?"  ^Vi^e— "No."  Husband— "Well, 
I  wish  you  had.  It  may  be  one  of  those  dinged  infernal  ma- 
chines." 


— In  a  dry  goods  store.  New  York.  Lady — "  Have  you  »m- 
dressed  kids?"  Salesman — "  Sh  !  not  so  loud,  ma'am,  if  you 
please.  Yes,  we  have  them;  but  Anthony  ('omstock  might  drop 
ID  on  us  at  any  moment.     Wc  can't  be  t(x)  careful,  you  know." 


— Brown — "How  long  does  il  take  you  to  go  from  tlie  bridge 
to  your  new   place  in   Br(X)klyn,  Robinson?"     Robinson  (late  of ' 
New  York)— "  By  the  elevatetl  road,  fifteen  minutes."    Brown — 
"And  how  long  on  foot?"     Robinson — "About  ten  minutes." 
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It's  All  Over  Now  With  the  Ladies. 


Sung  with  great  success  by  Tony  Pastor. 


Send  vour  name  nnd  a<|ilre>w  to  II.  .1.  Wehiimn.  P.  O.  Rot  1«W,  Xt-w  York  Cif y,  and  receive 

f)y  retiiin  iimil  a  coiiipletc  CataloKuo  of  ovit  .•»00  Po|nilai-  Kii(!lish  and  German 

Soiiffs-  Jtee.     Posla^je  Stamps  taken  same  as  lasli  for  all  our  (foods. 

I  grieve  to  relate,  I've  bad  news  for  the  girls, 

No  loujfcr  they'll  capture  tiie  Viscounts  and  Earls; 

Each  night  at  a  swellish  Fifth  Avenue  '  PUB,' 

Meet  the  members  and  heads  of  the  Baclielors'  Club. 

Monsieur  de  la  Rue,  who.se  wife  treated  him  bad, 

In  starting  the  club  laid  out  all  that  he  had; 

Marrie<l  men,  single  men,  at  the  chainbers  abound, 

And  they  swear  while  the  founder  is  standing  drinks  round. 

Chorus. 

It's  all  over  now  with  the  ladies,  ",  . 

It's  all  over  now  with  the  girls. 

They've  treated  the  men* 

Rather  rough  now  and  then. 

And  the  fellows  declare 

That  they'll  stand  it  no  longer. 

It's  all  over  now  with  the  ladies, 

For  Marquises,  Viscounts  and  £arls, 

Have  sworn  on  the  si>ot. 

To  get  rid  of  the  lot. 

Of  the  poor  little  unhappy  girls.         .  -        ' 

They've  billiards  and  pool,  banker,  gribbage  and  whist. 
To  amuse  all  the  members,  of  games  they've  a  list, 
Tliey've  taken  an  oath,  and  they've  soleninl\'  sworn, 
If  a  lady  comes  near  'em,  tliey'U  treat  her  with  scorn- 
No  man  ii  allowed  in  the  club  to  take  part. 
Unless  he's  been  jilted  and  broken  his  heart; 
Their  waiters  are  males,  and  their  barmaids  are  men. 
And  the  members  have  voted  again  and  again. — Chorus. 

To  picnics  and  parties  they  never  repair. 

In  case  they  should  meet  with  a  young  lady  there,      •, 

To  elude  and  escai)c  them,  tliey  constantly  try,  .       ' 

For  they  can't  stand  the  wink  of  a  feminine  eye. 

If  a  lady  should  say,  "  I  am  fainting,  young  man," 

They  leave  her  to  get  around  the  best  way  she  can, 

To  coa.x  or  to  kiss,  would  be  breaking  the  laws, 

And  so  no  member  thinks  of  the  darlings,  because — Chorus. 

Gofxl  gracious  alive,  what's  this?  Charles,  dear  friend. 

The  bachelors'  club  has  just  come  to  an  end, 

To-da}'  de  la  Rue  got  the  toast  nice  .and  brown, 

Tliougli  the  breakfast  got  cold,  not  a  member  came  down. 

lie  went  up  to  .see  if  they  lingered  in  bed. 

Astounded,  he  found  every  member  had  tied, 

Tlie  beds  were  all  empty,  and  all  he  could  scan. 

Was  a  note  on  each  pillow,  and  here's  how  it  ran: 

CUORUS. 

We've  had  to  go  back  to  the  ladies. 
We've  had  to  go  back  to  the  girls,    : 
We  dreamt  in  the  night 
.         *      That  our  wives  were  in  sight,  - 

And  we  made  up  our  minds 
*-  That  we'd  leave  them  no  longer; 

We  went  and  gave  in  to  the  ladies. 
And  fell  on  our  knees  to  the  girls, 
We're  with  them  again. 
And  we  mean  to  remain 
With  the  dear  little,  sweet  little  girls. 


— It  was  a  colored  preacher  who  said  to  his  flock:  "  We  have  a 
collection  to  make  this  morning,  and  for  de  glory  of  heaven  which- 
ever one  stole  3Ir.  Jones'  turkeys  his'  Thanksgivin'  don't  put  any- 
thing on  the  plate."  The  result  wjus  that  every  blessed  nigger  m 
the  church  came  down  with  the  rocks. 


—"An  unfortunate  mistake  o<;curred  in  last  week's  edition," 
plaintively  mutters  a  Custer  County  paper.  "  We  referred  to  Mr. 
Takem,  candidate  for  sheriff  on  the  opposition  ticket,  as  a  'rough- 
hewn  diamond.'  It  shoidd  have  been  'ruffianly  demon.'  We 
tiTist  our  readers  will  forgive  the  mistake." 


— "  Yes,"  said  a  fresh  girl  at  a  show,  "  I  know  my  beau  goes 
out  Ixjtween  acts,  but  he's  nice  juid  never  drinks  anyiiiing  but  a 
cup  of  coffee,  because  I  can  always  smell  it  as  plain  as  day,  and  I 
know  the  smell  of  coffee  from  beer  or  whisky,  if  I  am  a  little  bit 
green."  It  is  a  very  happy  thing  i^>r  a  yoimg  man  to  have  a  girl's 
confidence. 


WHERE   IS  JKATHLEEN? 

Copyright,  1878,  by  Win.  E.  HouhkIow. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  lie  sent  to  any  addrejw,  |)ost-|iaid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cent*;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonps  for  One  Dollar,  bv  H.  J.  Wihnian.  P.  (>  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    Pubta^^u  Stamps  taken  same  as' cash  for  all  our  ifouds. 

I'm  silting  alone  while  the  sunset  is  falling. 

In  purple  and  gold,  on  the  far  distant  hill, 
And  the  throstle  so  sweetly  his  love-note  is  calling. 

From  out  the  old  willow  that  bends  o'er  the  rill. 
I  see  the  old  cottage,  with  woodbine  half  cover'd,     • 

The  one  brightest  spot  in  that  beautiful  scene; 
But  where  is  the  spirit  that  round  it  once  hover'd. 

So  loving  and  gentle?  oh,  where  is  Kathleen? 

CnoRus. 
Where  is  Kathleen,  darling  Kathleen? 

She  who  wjis  ever  my  heart's  fondest  queen! 
Where  is  the  sweetheart  I  loved  in  my  childho<Kl? 

I  hear  but  the  echo,  oh,  where  is  KiUhleen? 

I  turn  from  the  sjwt  with  a  heart  full  of  sorrow, 

To  think  of  the  path  1  must  tread  all  alone; 
For  no  matter  how  bright  be  the  sun  of  to-morrow, 

I'll  sigh  for  the  love-light  that  once  o'er  me  shone. 
Though  far  from  the  scenes  by  her  presence  once  gladdcn'd, 

1  still  shall  remember  sweet  days  that  have  been; 
And  the  voice  of  my  heart,  tho'  'tis  broken  and  .saddend, 

AVill  ever  be  calling,  oh,  Avhere  is  Kathleen? — Choi-us. 


JUSTINE,  YOU   LOVE  ME   NOT. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Bo.x  18S1,  New  York  Olty,  and  receWe 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalo^e  of  over  3U0U  Popular  Knctlish  and  (.ierman 

Song»— Free.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  co^ili  for  all  our  goods. 

I  know,  Ju.stine,  you  spoak  me  fair,  as  often  as  we  met. 
And  'tis  a  lu.\ury,  I  swear,  to  hear  a  voice  so  sweet; 
And  yet  it  does  not  i)lease  me  quite,  the  civil  wa}'  you've  got. 
For  me  you're  something  too  iwlite — Justine,  you  love  me  not ! 

I  know,  Justine,  you  never  scold  at  naught  that  I  may  do, 
If  I  am  pa&sionate,  or  cold,  'tis  all  the  same  to  you; 
"A  charming  temiK-r,"  say  the  men,  to  smootha  husband's  lot. 
I  wish  'twere  ruffled  now  and  then — Justine,  you  love  me  not  I 

I  know,  Justine,  you  wear  a  smile  as  1)eaming  as  the  sun. 
But  who  supposes  all  the  while  it  shines  for  only  one? 
Though  azure  skies  are  fair  to  see,  a  transient  cloudy  sjx)! 
In  yours  would  promise  more  to  me — Justine,  you  love  me  not ! 

I  know,  Justine,  you  make  my  name  your  eulogistic  theme. 
And  say — if  any  chance  to  blame — you  hold  me  in  esteem ; 
iSiicli  words  for  all  their  kindly  scoi>c,  delight  me  not  a  jot, 
Just  so  you  would  have  praised  the  pope — Justine,  you  love  me  not ! 

I  know,  Justine,  for  I  have  heard  what  friendly  voices  tell. 
You  do  not  blusii  to  say  the  words,  "  You  like  me  passing  well;" 
And  thus  the  fatal  sound  I  hear  that  seals  my  lonely  lot, 
There's  nothing  now  to  hope  or  fear — Justine,  you  love  me  not ! 


Live  in  My  Heart  and  Pay  No  Rent. 


Copyright,  1885,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address  |iost  jiaid,  on  ret-eipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  l>olla>-,  by  H.  .1.  W  ehmiui,  P.  <  >.  Uox 

1823,  New  York  City.    Posta^^e  StamiK;  taken  same  as  caali  for  aU  our  goods. 


Vourneen,  when  )"our  day  were  bright. 

Never  an  eye  did  I  dare  to  lift  to  you. 
But  now  in  your  fortunes  blight 

False  ones  are  flying,  in  sunshine  that  knew  you; 
Still  on  our  welcome  true  rely, 

Tho'  the  crops  may  fail  and  the  cow  go  dry, 
Tho'  your  cabin  l)e  burnt  and  all  be  sjxint, 

Come,  live  in  my  heart  and  pay  no  rent. 

Chorus. 
Come,  come,  live  in  mj'  heart. 

Oh!  live  in  my  heart  and  pay  no  rent; 
Come,  come,  live  in  my  heart,  .    , 

Oil!  live  in  my  heart  mavourneen. 

"Vourneen,  drj' up  your  tears. 

The  sen.sil)le  people  will  tell  you  wait,  dear. 
But,  ah!  ill  the  wasting  of  life's  young  jears. 

And  our  innocent  hearts  were  committing  a  chale,  dear; 
For  hearts  when  they  are  joung  should  make  the  vow, 

For  when  they  are  old  sure  they  don't  know  how^ 
So  marry  at  once,  and  you'll  not  repent, 

When  you  live  in  my  heart  and  pay  no  rent. — Cliorut. 
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Never  Pash  a  Man  When  He's  G-oing 
Down  the  Hill. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son(r  will  bo  wnt  to  any  a<ldroK»,  |M>st^>aid,  on  n-rcipt  of  40 
^  cento;  or  this  and  any  two  othtr  ^ion|^*  for  One  Ifollnr,  hy  H.  J.  Uthnian.  I'.t).  liox 
1^,  New  York  City.    Postaije  Stumps  token  .same  ati  cosh  for  all  our  ^(kxIk. 

In  this  sensation  century. 

Good  songs  are  very  few, 
The  words  are  little  cared  for. 

If  the  music  it  is  new; 
And  subjects  the}'  are  hard  to  find, 

But  I  have  found  one  still. 
That's  "  Never  push  a  man  because 

He's  going  down  the  hill." 

Ciiouus. 

Then  help  one  another,  boys. 

Should  fortune  on  you  shine; 
Remember,  when  you  give  your  mite, 

"  Poverty  is  no  crime!  " 
Though  little  be  the  offering,  boys. 

Give  it  with  gcnxl  will. 
But  never  push  a  man  because 

He's  going  down  the  bill. 

.In  thi«  wide  world  there's  many  a  man, 

With  brave  and  honest  heart. 
•  Who  to  raise  his  wife  and  family 

In  business  makes  a  start; 
But  still  his  ends  don't'seem  to  meet, 

Work  which  way  he  will. 
Fate  seems  to  be  against  him, 

And — he's  going  down  the  hill. — Chorus. 


As  we  journey  on  in  daily  life, 

IIow  many  men  we  find. 
That  Poverty's  a  grievous  .sin. 

To  think  tliey  are  inclin'd; 
They  meet,  in  sad  adversity, 

Some  oltl  friend,  Tom  or  Bill, 
And  p.'iss  him  by  disdainfully, 

As  lie's  going  down  the  hill. — Chorua. 

Should  e'er  you  meet  an  honest  man 

Struggling  on  with  fate, 
Xe'er  sjieak  words  of  di.scourageraent, 

Nor  tell  him  'tis  "Too  late!  " 
Dont  sneer  as  you  pa.ss  by  him. 

But  help  him  with  a  will. 
And  perhaps  some  day  you'll  meet  him 

On  the  summit  of  the  hill. — Chorus. 


MY  COT  BESIDE  THE  SEA. 

Tin-  Wordd  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  Ik'  t»'nt  to  any  addreaa,  post-paid,  on  rf«ciiil  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  liny  two  other  Soii(;m  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wchnian,  I'.O.Box 

una,  Nc-w  York  City.    Toataffv  Stampa  taken  aame  na  cash  for  all  uur  guud;>. 

A  cot  that  stood  beside  the  sea 

Was  once  my  childhood  home. 
But  I  had  .seen  tall  sliips  go  by. 

And  long'd  with  Ihem  to  roam; 
I  had  my  wish,  and  far  and  wide 

I  travers'd  o'er  tlic  world, 
And  saw  with  pride  in  distant  lands 

My  native  tlag  unfurl'd; 
Yet  absence  gave  my  early  home 

A  thousiind  clianus  to  me. 
And  more  tiiaii  palaces  I  priz'd  , 

My  cot  beside  the  .sea, 

My  cot  beside  tlie  sea. 

Tho' kind  liearts  lieat  in  many  lands, 

Tho'  gentle  looks  were  true, 
Mv  longing  hope>  of  home  gave  birth 

To  luaiiy  a  fervent  prav'r; 
And  when  I  laid  nie  down  to  rest, 

Tlie  ssvect  desire  of  day. 
Gave  place  to  bright  andhaj^py  dreams, 

l)f  dear  ones  f.ir  away; 
I  woke,  and  fondly  thought  their  dreams, 

Perchance  had  been  of  me. 
Thus  day  and  night  I  longed  to  gi'eet. 

My  cot  beside  the  sea. 

My  cot  l)eside  the  sea. 

I  hailed  at  length  the  happy  land, 

I  pressed  my  native  shore, 
I  I  felt  my  heart  grow  young  again. 

What* could  I  ask  for  more? 
But  phantom  like  my  visions  fled. 

The  friends  I  love  an*  gone, 
A  stranger  in  my  childhood's  home, 

Island  unloved,  unknown; 
Yet  while  one  link  in  mem'ry's  chain 

Unbroken  there  siiall  be — 
'Twill  bind  me  to  that  once  h)v'd  home 

My  cot  beside  the  sea, 

My  cot  beside  the  sea. 


SfTJfl  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  I'.  O.  Box  1R23,  New  York  City,  and  receive 
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YOUR    MOTHER'S    THE    BEST 
FRIEND  YOU'VE    OOT. 


iL, 


How  well  I  remember  dear  mother,  my  l)oys, 

The  best  friend  tiiat  ever  I  had; 
IIow  slie  would  eiKourage  all  my  childish  joys. 

How  liapi)V  to  see  her  Ijoy  glad. 
But  a  dark  day  ilid  dawn,  and  poor  mother  died, 

Twas  the  first  time  I  ever  felt  sad; 
Through  these  long  years  I've  remembered  with  tears, 

She  was  the  best  friend  that  ever  I  had. 

Chorus. 

So  cling  to  your  mother,  my  boys, 

No  matter  what  e'er  be  your  lot. 

You'll  find  out  it's  true,  now,  what  I  tell  you, 

Your  mother's  the  best  friend  you've  got. 

If  you'll  take  the  advice  your  dear  mother  gives, 

5ly  boys,  you  will  never  go  wrong; 
Itespect  her  gray  hairs  as  long  as  she  lives, 

Ueuiember,  you'll  soim  be  alone. 
A'hen  she's  laid  away,  rememlier  this, 

Let  her  dear  face  ne'er  lie  forgot; 
And  think  as  you  on  her  death  brow  print  a  kiss, 

She's  the  best  friend,  my  boys,  you  have  got. — Choinii. 


SHEENY^  G-LAZIER. 

Tune— "  Jowphiw  Orange  BlOBSom." 
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1      ,  Sung  by  Frank  Ou!>h. 

Gootl-ovening,  friends,  I'm  Solomon  Bulerinsky, 

I  came  here  all  the  w;iy  from  Ludlow  street; 
You  bet  I  am  a  bully  little  sheeny. 

At  glass  piitcen,  you  bet  I  can't  lie  l)cat. 
M^'  route  is  right  through  Ludlow  to  the  Bowery,    . 

And  from  the  Bowery  down  to  Avenue  A,  ., 

When  the  loafers  on  the  corner  do  insult  me,  . 

I  only  turn  around  to  them  and  say: 

ClIOKUS.  ■ 

Butsky  (svm)  Viifskj',  (sym), 

The're  Irish  and  they  don't  know  wliat  I  mean. 
That's  the  only  way  I  f(K)l  dose  Irisli  loafers. 

For  I  am  a  bulh'  sheeny  glass  puteeu. 

Now  the  other  day  a  loafer  on  the  comer. 

Come  up  and  asked  me  if  I  was  alive; 
And  with  a  club  lie  hit  me  on  the  .shoulder, 

And  for  the  nearest  store  I  made  u  dive. 
The  man  that  owned  the  store  he  chased  me  quickly. 

And  with  his  fist  he  hit  me  in  the  eye; 
Then  I  told  liini  for  to  nemt,  a,  mis.samashinna. 

And  at  the  dirty  loafers  I  did  cry— Chorus 

Now  another  loafer  standing  on  the  corner, 

Says  there's  going  to  Ihj  a  big  wind  out  to-day; 
You  better  strap  your  business  to  a  lampost, 

And  hold  on  or  you'll  both  get  blowed  away. 
He  .said  he  knew  a  place  they  wanted  monkeys. 

To  carry  signs  for  sixty  cents  a  da}'; 
And  I  asked  him  then,  why  he  was  not  working. 

And  I  nearly  drove  him  mad  when  I  did  say — Chorus. 
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The  Letter  That  Came  Too  Soon. 

Tunc— "  The  Letter  That  Never  Came." 
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Sung  by  Tony  Pastor. 


A  letter  Iiere  for  you? 

Then  his  wife  so  angry  grew, 

Wlu'ii  the  postmau  haniled  her  a  note,  one  day, 
He  turned  green  and  blue  and  white, 
And  his  legs  they  sliook  with  fright, 

Wliile  h<!  hung  his  liead,  and  tried  to  sneak  away; 
But  his  wife  "  yelled  "  can  it  be, 
You  old  wretch,  you're  false  to  uie? 

And  she  flew  at  him  as  crazy  as  a  loon; 
For  she  read  the  pretty  name, 
Of  some  fascinating  dame. 

And  he  cursed  Lis  luck,  that  letter  came  too  soon. 

Ciiouus. 
Oh!  j'ou  old  bald-headed  duffer, 
She  cried,  I'll  make  you  .suffer, 

With  a  broom  upon  his  crown  she  played  a  tune; 
When  he  sought  his  couch  that  night, 
He  was  just  an  awful  sight. 

For  the  letter  that  he  looked  for  came  too  soon. 

He  had  waited  long  to  hear 
From  a  dizzy  litll<^  dear. 

But  the  postman  alwaj'S  met  him  with  a  wink; 
He  had  seen  her  at  the  play, 
In  the  ballet,  light  and  gay. 

And  she  knew  that  ancient  masher  had  the  chink. 
So  he  wrote  her  on  tlie  sly,  ... 

And  he  waited  her  reply. 

Just  a.s  happy  as  a  bug  in  sunny  June; 
Then  he  murmured,  surely  she, 
Won't  make  a  "  guy"  of  me, 

But  her  letter,  oh,  her  letter  came  too  soon. 

Cnonus. 
Oh!  his  wife  brought  down  her  mother. 
And  their  rage  he  tried  to  smother; 

But  his  head  was  swelled  as  big  as  a  balloon. 
For  they  wiped  the  floor  with  him. 
From  the  morn  'till  twiliglit  dim. 

Yes,  the  letter  that  he  longed  for  came  Um  soon. 

Now,  to  plays  he  doesn't  go. 
Just  to  "mash"  in  tlie  front  row, 

For  the  fairies  in  the  ballet,  he  don't  care. 
And  he  doesn't  pen  a  note. 
With  the  glee  that  once  he  wrote. 

So  the  postman  don't  call  very  often  there. 
His  head  is  plastered  "round," 
And  Ills  jaw  is  neatly  bound. 

From  tlie  mantle-piece,  he  eats,  and  with  a  sjioon, 
JIany  years  will  pass,  they  sa}'. 
Ere  he'll  quite  forget  the  day. 

When  the  letter  that  he  longed  for  came  too  soon. 

Ciiouus 

Oh'  the  air  was  thick  with  boot- jacks, 
He  dodged  a  dozen  h!i4-racks. 

And  he  thought  he  was  a  i)oor  gone  coon, 
If  the  postman  had  l>een  "  fly," 
He'd  have  brought  it  on  tlie  sly, 

But  the  letter  that  he  loo'ied  for  came  too  soon. 


SONa  OF  ALL  SONGS. 

Tune— "  The  Captain  with  hU  ^NTiiskeru." 
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As  sung  by  jVmerica's  own  vocalist,  Tony  Pastor. 

I  will  .sing  you  a  song  of  the  songs  so  gay, 
,  That  I  saw  in  a  windo\v  as  I  passed  one  tla}*; 
There  was  the  "  Marselaise"  and  the  "Good  Old  Fatherland," 
And  the  jolly  songs  of  England  and  every  other  land. 
As  I  read  Ihem  along,  oh.  ni}'  heart  tilled  with  joy, 
For  I  .saw  the  old  songs  that  I  sung  when  a  Iwy, 
'Twas  our  Home  Sweet  Home  and  the  Old  Arm  Chair, 
And  the  Star  Spangled  Banner  and  Erin  Go  Bragh  ! 

Spoken. — Yes,  these  were  the  good  old  songs  that  our  fathers 
and  our  mothers,  and  everybody  sung. 

Now,  it's  Pull  Down  the  Blind,  Come  in  and  Shut  the  Door, 

Mother  Savs  I  Mustn't,  Oh,  Not  Before  Pa, 

On  the  Strict  Q.  T.,  They  All  Do  It,  On  the  Sly, 

And  they  Never  Miss  the  Lager  'Till  the  Keg  ftuns  Dry. 

Since  Terry  Joined  the  Gang,  I'm  Not  Myself  At  All, 

There's  Bound  to  Be  a  liow.  On  the  Itjigiiig  Canawl, 

With  the  Finest  Police,  T«n  Thousand  Miles  Away. 

Rolling  Home  in  the  Morning,  ^Vhen  the  Band  Begins  to  Play. 

There's  EHleen  Alanna,  On  a  Flying  Trapeze, 

And  Hilderbrand  Montrose,  A  Slielling  Green  Peas; 

Up  in  a  Balloon,  playing  Billiards  and  Pool. 

All  On  a  Sunday  Night  When  the  Parlor  it  is  Full. 

That's  the  Way  the  Story  Goes,  I'm  Waiting,  Love.  F<)r  Thee, 

I  Hear  an  Anga'l  Sing,  and  Shoo  Fly,  Don't  Bodder  Me; 

Hold  the  Fort,  Oh,  Emma,  Jly  Dream  of  Love  is  O'er, 

Let  3Ic  like  a  Soldier  Fall,  on  Grimes'  Cellar  Door. 

A  Hundred  Years  Ago,  Strolling  Up  in  Central  Park. 

Oh,  What  Lots  of  Fun,  Going  Out  Upon  a  Lark, 

A  Courting  in  the  Rain,  When  the  Moon  is  Shining  Bright, 

And  Skating  On  tlie  Ice,  all  On  a  Summer  Night.. 

Muldoon  the  Solid  Man.  He  Played  Upon  the  Drum, 

Hurrah!  for  Old  Ireland,  Happy  Days  W'ill  Come; 

Don't  Get  Weary,  Children,  Oh,  Never  Say  Die, 

We  May  Be  Happy  Yet,  in  the  Sweet  Bye-aud-Bye.       ,, 


When  We  Ran  With  the  Old  Machine 


^^'i 


Copyright,  1887,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


— As  between  the  dude  and  his  cane,  at  this  writing,  the  cane 
.seems  to  have  a  trifle  the  best  of  it  in  the  shape  of  head. 

— "Then  you  do  love  me,  Evalinc?  "  he  said.  "I  do,"  she 
murmured.  '"And  shall  I  s|K'ak  to  your  pa?  "  he  asked.  "  No,'' 
she  replied,  "  speak  to  ma;  pa  isn't  of  any  account  in  this  family.'' 


— A  .suicide  who  killed  him.self  w  ith  a  revolver  said  in  his  fare- 
well note:  "  I  know  it  is  foolish  to  commit  suicide,  but  please  see 
that  I  get  credit  with  the  public  for  knowing  that  it  was  loaded." 


— Lover  (passionately) — "My  sweet!    My  darling!     I  love  j'ou 
with  all  my  heart!    Be' mine!"     Fair  maiden — "Oh,  William,  this 

is  so  sudden;  I  must  have  time "    Lover — "No,  no!    I  must 

have  my  answer  now,  for  I  have  my  eye  on  another  girl." 


Tlie  Word«and  Music  of  this  Sontr  will  be  wnt  to  any  addre.-w,  iMwtpaid.  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  othir  Sonjrs  fur  ( tne  I>ollar,  by  H.  J.  \\  ehimui,  I".  < ».  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casii  for  aU  our  gooda. 


Written  and  sung  by  Gus  Williams. 


Bnive  relics  of  the  past  are  we. 

Old  firemen  staunch  and  true. 
We're  thinking  now  of  days  gone  by. 

And  all  that  we've  gone  through. 
Thro'  fire  and  flame  we've  made  our  way, 

And  dangers  we  have  seen. 
We  never  can  forget  the  time. 

When  we  ran  with  the  old  machine. 

Chorus. 
Through  night  and  day,  in  sunshine  or  in  ruin. 
We  answered  then,  the  warning  bells  refrain, 
Those  good  old  times  we'll  never  .see  again. 
When  we  ran  with  the  old  machine. 

No  rival  could  approach  us  then. 

In  valor,  or  in  sjK'ed, 
And  often  we  have  taken  part 

In  many  a  daring  deed. 
The  fire  bell  was  the  bugle  cry, 

That  brought  us  to  the  .scene. 
Where  lives  were  saved  and  dangers  braved, 
•.  When  we  ran  with  the  old  machine. — C/ioru&. 

In  numbers  now,  we  are  but  few, 
.  A  host  have  pa.ss'd  away. 

But  still  we're  liappy,  light  and  free. 

Our  spirits  ne'er  decay.  , 

We  often  sigh  for  those  old  days,     . 

Whose  mem'ry  we  keep  green. 
Oh,  there  was  joy  for  man  and  boy, 

"When  we  ran  with  the  old  machine. — Chorut. 
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The  Song  That  Reached  My  Heart. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co. 


I'otitatF*^  Stanipti  taken  tuuiie  on  cai<h  for  all  our  goods. 


P 
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Uf  you'll  listen  to  my  sdory 

I  will  try  uud  tole  you  somttling 

Vat  you  see  most  every  diiy-time, 

As  you  valk  along  d'e  street: 
Now  und  den  you  meet  a  fellow 
Mil  a  voice  he  loud  does  bellow, 
Voue  of  whom,  when  I  describe  him, 

You  did  often  meet; 
He  vill  holler  out  so  loud 
To  his  audience  (a  crowd), 
Uud  he  gave  such  ^reat  inducoments 

In  his  own  peculiar  way. 

Spoken — Und  dis  is  vat  you'll  hear  him  say — 

Chorus. 

Pins  und  needles  by  the  dozens, 
For  your  uncle,  aunts,  and  cousins; 
A  blane  gold  ring,  a  vedding  ring, 

Uiul  a  lockwl— dot's  immense; 
A  receipt  for  making  chowder, 
Und  here  is  some  fine  tooth-powder; 
Take  do  lot,  I  sell  to  you 

For  dwcudy-scveu  cends. 

Selling  if  it  rains,  or  shining, 
You  vill  never  find  him  pinmg. 
But  as  habbv  as  an  oysder 

He  does  always  seem  to  be; 
Telling  jokes  dot  are  so  funny — 
Any  ding  to  raise  de  money 
From  his  audience  arounci; 
An  eye  to  business — see? 
f  If  a  lx>liceman  moves  him  on, 

!  In  a  minute  he  is  gone, 

I  But  upon  some  oder  corner 

In  dwo  seconds  he  will  be. 

Spoken — You  can't  drive  him  away;  he's  like  a  jack-in-the-box. ' 
He's  like  a  tlea,  voue  minute  here,  de  next  dere,  still  crying  his  oUl 
song  of — Chai  u$. 


OLD    BLACK    JOE. 

CopyriKht.  1860,  by  tlrth.  Pond  &  Co. 


V^- 
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I  sat  midst  a  mighty  throng 

Within  a  palace  grand. 
In  a  city  far  lieyond  the  sea, 

In  a  (listaut  for«ign  land; 
I  listened  the  grandest  strain 

My  ear  had  ever  heard, 
Enraptured,  charmed,  amazed  I  was, 

3Iy  iiimo.st  soul  was  stirred. 
I  looketi  on  the  singer  fair, 

My  heart  was  at  her  feet. 
She  sang  of  love,  the  old,  old  theme, 

In  accents  low  and  sweet; 
And  then  she  sang  a  song 

That  made  the  teardrops  start. 
She  sang  a  song,  a  song  of  home, 

A  song  that  reached  my  heart. 

Chorus. 
Home,  home,  sweet,  swett  home. 
She  sang  the  song  of  "  Home,  Sweet  Home," 
The  song  that  reached  my  he<irt. 

That  night  I  shall  never  forget. 

That  night  with  its  pleasure  and  pain, 
I  think  of  the  singer,  I  think  of  the  song. 

And  wish  I  could  live  it  again;  . 
In  fancy  again  I  recall 

The  scene  with  its  splendor  bright. 
The  mighty  throng,  the  palace  grand, 

Oh.  the  mem'ry  of  that  night. 
My  fancy  it  may  have  been 

But  never  had  I  heard 
A  song  that  thrilled  me  o'er  like  this, 

Like  this  no  strangely  stirre<l; 
The  memo'ries  of  that  night  of  bliss 

Will  never  from  me  part. 
She  sang  a  song  of  "  Home,  Sweet  Home," 

The  song  that  reached  my  heart. — Chorus. 
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MY    DAUGHTER,   RACHAEL. 


Tune—"  My  Daughter,  Julia." 


The  Wonls  and  Milxic  of  this  Sonjf  will  be  wnt  to  any  addrc^.M,  post-^>nld,  on  receipt  i.f  4tl 
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ISffl,  New  York  City.     Postajfc  Stain|>ei  taken  same  aNc<t.-<h  for  all  our  Koods. 

Gone  arc  the  dajs 

When  my  heart  was  young  and  gay. 
Gone  are  my  friends 

From  the  cotton-fields  away, 
Gtmc  from  the  earth 

To  a  better  land  I  know — 
I  hear  their  gentle  voices  calling 

"OldBlac-k  Joe." 

ClIOULS. 

I'm  coming,  I'm  coming. 

For  my  head  is  bending  low; 
I  hear  those  irentle  voices  ctvillng 

•Old  Black  Joe." 


Why  do  I  weep 

When  my  heart  should  feel  no  pain? 
Why  »lo  I  sigh 

That  my  friends  come  not  again'/ 
Grieving  for  forms 

Now  tleparted  long  ago? 
I  hear  their  gentle  voices  calling 

••Old  Black  Joe."— 6'/i<</-«s. 

Where  arc  the  hearts 
Once  so  hajipy  and  so  frxHi? 
I  The  children  so  dear 

,  That  I  held  ujxjii  my  knee'/ 

I         ;  Gone  to  the  shore 

'  Where  my  soul  has  longed  to  go, 

I  ■  I  hear  their  gentle  voices  calling 

."Old  Black  Joe.'— (7M/rM8. 


Ben<l  V'Hir  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  IftO.  New  York  City,  and  r«>rclve 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalomie  of  over  .'MOO  Popular  Kturlish  and  (k-mian 

StinKit—Pree.      Puntaffe  Stamps  taken  same  a.><  caMli  for  all  our  gnoin. 


Written  expressly  for  the  grvtA  Frank  Bush  by  James  Richmond. 

I  have  a  daughter  named  Rachael, 

She  has  nearly  broke  my  gaul. 
She  goes  on  the  stage  singing  Highland  tlings, 

Down  in  Actors' Ilall. 
She  dances  a  clog  on  a  motzer. 

As  an  actress  she  is  all  the  rage: 
She>sang  the  Sweet  Bye-and-Bye  la.><l  Fourth  of  July, 

When  Rachael  came  out  on  the  stage. 

Chorus. 

She  Avaltzes  around  upon  her  ear, 

Slie  dances  the  ballet  otua  schooner  of  beer; 

Walt/ing  around  with  Rachael, 

She  looks  like  an  Irish  page; 
She  stands  on  her  toes  and  sings  through  her  nobc. 

When  Rachael  leaps  out  un  the  stage. 

Her  photograph,  twelve  for  a  quarter. 

Of  the  Queen  of  Ireland  christening  Jews, 
She  went  to  Australia  for  a  million  a  week. 

To  support  Edwin  Boots  or  Shoes. 
She  can  walk  to  Scotland  on  a  wire. 

She  sleei>s  in  an  iron  cage; 
They  throw  iron  medals  and  wtKnlen  cheese, 

W  hen  Rachael  leajw  out  on  the  stage.— C7«/rm. 


—On  a  sign  over  a  store  in  a  New  England  village  the  following 
was  painted:  "  Dry  Goods;  by  John  Baggster;  Who  wi.shes  to  get 
Married."  This  sign  drew  all  kinds  of  customers.  The  single 
ladies  went  a.s  a  matter  of  course,  and  the  married  men  told  their 
wives  to  go,  under  the  impression  that  they  could  easily  get  good 
bargains  out  of  one  they  think  such  a  fool. 


^?-^^--- 


M^^MM 


^^ 


■->l'- 


V     , 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.    18. 


THE    LITTLE    FISHERMAIDEN. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  iS  Co. 


The  Words  and  Miwic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  anj-  a«lilress,  jxist-paicl,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  l>ollar,  by  II.  J.  Welinian,  I'.  O.  Box 

1821,  New  York  City.    Pontage  Stiunps  taken  banie  as  cash  lor  all  our  goodn. 

There  was  a  little  fisbermaiden. 
Of  l)eauty  sweet  and  rare, 
Eyes  ne'er  saw  one  more  fair,  . 
Eyes  ne'er  saw  one  more  fair. 
^  No  tisbermaid  such  charms  arrayed  in! 

When  storms  w^ere  wild  and  free, 
;;        She  braved  the  tossing  sea. 
She  braved  the  tossing  sea. 
The  .sea-nymphs  sang  a  warning  cry, 
To  tell  the  maid  of  dangers  nigh.  '     '. 

To  tell  the  lishcrmaid  of  dangers  nigh.  . 

The  sea-nymphs  sang. 

The  sea-nymphs' voices  rang,  .  . 

'  :'  -        Fisbermaiden,  barken,  - 

Waves  with  danger  darken, 
'.-  Trust  them  not,  of  storm  beware, 

Maiden  of  the  sea,  take  care'  .  " 

Fisbermaiden,  barken, 
.y        Waves  with  danger  darken : 

Maiden  of  the  .storm,  beware,  ^- 

Of  the  sea  take  care. 

She  sixid:  oh,  let  me  still  be  sailing, 

I  laugh  at  youder  sea ; 

Mid  storms  I  love  to  be, 

'Mid  storms  I  love  to  be; 
Then  on  the  Tritons  came  loud  bailing; 

When  tbe.se  the  maiden  saw, 

She  courage  bad  no  more, 
;  She  courage  bad  no  more. 

;         They  tossed  about  her  fragile  bark, 

'Mid  rocks  and  caves,  and  storms  so  dark;    - 

They  tossed  her  fragile  bark 

'Mid  storms  so  dark. — Itefraui.        ■    '     . 

'  The  fisbermaiden's  bark  lay  shattered; 

Tiie  drowning  maiden's  prayer,  ■     - 

Great  Neptune  answered  there. 
Great  Neptune  answered  there; 
The  storm  and  thunder  wild  be  .scatteretl, 
And  led  her  to  the  laud, 
She  trod  again  the  sand. 
She  trod  again  the  sand. 
The  fisbermaiden,  poor  iind  lone. 
Now  weary  sighs,  all  joj'  lias  flown, 
Now  sad  and  weary  sighs,  • 

-:  Her  joy  has  flown. — Refrain.   . 


MR.   LEVY'S    DOTER. 

Tunc— "Mrs.  Brady's  Daughter." 


,  ■  ' 


■  »ji  *;.f 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehmau,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City,  and  receiv 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  30(K)  Popular  Knglisli  and  (ierinan 

Songs— Free.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  vas\\  for  all  our  ^'oml-i. 

Written  by  S.  Wimpelberg,  and  sung  by  Frank  Bush. 

'Dwas  at  a  party  I  vos  invited,  .     ;. 

1  eat  so  hearty   'dwas  dere  I  figlited  •. 

;         Vid  Boronotsky  und  Keely  INIo.'^es,  _    - 

De  son-of-a-roosters,  I  punched  deir  noses. 
Dere  vos  Levy  und  bis  relations 
,        Come  in  dere  den  vid  invidations,  , 

I  know  his  doter,  I  nearly  caught  her.  « 

'.    Und  her  father  keeps  a  wholesale  clothing  store. 

CnoRcs. 

Levy's  doter,  I  often  sought  her, 

For  to  court  her,  I  cross  de  vater, 

She  is  my  daisy,  she  .set.s  me  crazy, 

Und  her  father  keeps  a  wholesjde  clothing  store. 

Ven  she  goes  valking  .««he  dre.s.ses  tasteful,  .;. 

And  at  a  party  she  dances  graceful, 

I'm  solid  vid  her  ma,  she's  such  a  lab-tle-fla. 

But  her  father  doesn't  like  me  for  a  cent. 

Dere  is  Jakey,  und  brother  Ike,  i. 

Sister  Rachael,  und  cousin  Mike,  ■':'.:'-V:J^-'   y''''.r- 

Dey  don't  like  me,  dey'd  like  to  fight, 

But  her  father  keeps  a  wholesale  clothing  store. — Chor>i». 


The  Young   Man  Who  Used  to  Live 
Over  the  Way. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-jwiid.  on  r«H-cii>t  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  IK)llar.  by  H.  J.  Wchman.  P.  O.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  at>  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

It's  singular — very!  how  young  people  meet, 
A  lovinu:  pair  used  to  inhabit  our  street, 
Wiieii  George  met  bis  Sophie   'twas  fir.>;t  at  a  ball. 
Where  she  dazzled  the  men  and  enraptured  them  all; 
But  ({eorge  saw  her  home,  all  the  way  to  the  d(K)r, 
When  .she  .said  that  she  fancied  she'd  seen  him  'oefore; 
Said  be:  "  Yes,  and  I've  loved  you  many  a  day, 
I'm  the  young  man  who  used  to  live  over  the  way!" 

>•:'  V  t    ^•■■^■'■■'■' -■  ■'■  Ciiours.  •■,  ■ 

V  He  gave  her  a  kiss,  and  be  bought  her  a  ring. 

And  be  called  her  a  dear  little  innocent  thing. 
She  inatle  up  her  mind  and  got  married  to-day, 
To  the  young  man  who  used  to  live  over  the  way. 

He'd  visit  his  darling  on  alternate  days. 

And  wooed  her  in  many  affectionate  waj-s, 

When  be  took  off  bis  bat,  you  could  see  his  hair 

Had  been  parted  and  brushed  with  particular  care; 

In  bis  best  Sunday  clothes,  just  as  bright  as  a  gem. 

He  was  ready  for  Sophie  at  seven  P.  31., 

And  with  great  satisfaction  I  gazed  once  a  day 

On  the  young  man  who  u.sed  t^Iive  over  the  way. — Chorvt. 

Each  night,  they  came  back,  they  wouUl  stand  at  the  door. 

And  kiss  and  canoodle  an  hour  or  more. 

They  used  to  imagine  that  no  one  was  near. 

But  I  was  quite  close,  when  she  called  him  her  dear; 

Whenever  she  kissed  him,  I  firml}-  aver, 

I  was  fully  as  close  as  the  lover  to  her. 

And  like  an  eves-dropper  I'd  bear  all  she'd  say 

To  the  young  man  who  used  to  live  over  the  way. — Chorui. 

The  wedding  was  one  of  the  grandest  on  earth, 
■       I  wouldn't  have  missed  it  for  all  I  was  worth; 
The  lover  wjis  eager,  the  niiiiden  was  fond, 
Tho'  her  voice  fjiltered  each  time  she  bad  to  resjwnd: 
I  was  so  much  delighted  to  think  they  were  wed, 
I  felt  I  could  almost  have  stood  on  my  bead, 
I  should  certainly  not  have  felt  nearly  so  gay. 
Only  I'm  the  young  man  who  lived  over  the  waj'. — Chorus. 


POOR    OLD    NED. 

Send  your  name  and  addi-ess  to  H.  J.  Welini!\n,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  i-eturn  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  ol  over  :W00  Popular  English  and  <K-rman 

Songs— Free.     Postage  Stam|>s  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  once  knew  a  darke}'  and  bis  name  was  Uncle  Ned, 

O,  be  died  long  ago. — long  ago. 
He  bad  no  liair  on  the  top  of  his  bead. 

The  place  where  the  wool  ought  to  grow, 

ClIOIUTS. 

'  '  '^^y  down  the  .shovel  and  the  hoe; 

Hang  up  de  fiddle  and  the  bow; 
Fo'  no  more  work  for  poor  old  Ned, 
He's  gone  where  the  good  darkies  go. 

His  fingers  were  long  like  the  cane  in  the  break, 
-'  And  be  bad  no  eyes  for  to  see; 

He  bad  no  teeth  for  to  eat  the  hoe-cake. 
So  he  bad  to  let  the  hoe-cake  be. — Cluyrus, 

One  cold  frostj'  morning  old  Ned  died, 
Oh,  the  tears  down  mas.sa's  face  run  like  rain; 

For  he  knew  when  Ned  was  laid  in  the  ground. 
He'd  ueber  see  his  like  again. — Chorus. 


-^'^ 


M'\ 


■*-^ 


—Young  Stayer,  at  11.. 55  P.  M.;  "  What  a  cbawming  song  that 
was.     I  wish  you  would  repeat  it.     What  is  it  called?"    Miss 
Bored:  "I  chose  it  J)ecause  I  thought  it  might  l)e  new  to  you 
entitled:  'Going.'" 


It'sf 


— "When  a  man  comes  home  late  at  night,  after  working  bard  all 
the  evening  at  the  office  on  the  books,  it  is  mean  for  his  wife  to 
require  him  to  say:  "  Should  such  a  shapely  sash  shabby  stitches 
show?"  before  she  will  unbolt  the  front  door. 
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Grit  of  the  Frying-Pan  Into  the  Fire. 


Sontr  will  Ik'  Mfiit  to  uiiy  lulilrrss.  p<><<t-|itiiii.  oii  n-ofipt  of  40 
i-eiiwt.or  thi^  «iul  aiiy  two  other  Sonera  for  Cue  Uollar.  by  H.  J.  W  chiiiuii,  P.O.  Bo« 


it 


A, 

r 


■I 


The  ■Words  and  Music  of  thl: 
itx.or  this  aiul  aiiy  t« 
ISiJ,  New  York  City.     I'ostage  Stuiupn  taken  same  iu<ca.sti  for  uU  our  KOOtU, 

I*ity  tuv  sorrow  aud  melt  ut  my  woes, 

What  I've  put  up  with  you  would  not  .^.uppose. 

How  I've  bceu  treated  and  snubbed  all  alon^, 

Listen  to  me  aud  I'll  tell  in  my  song. 

When  but  a  school-boy,  tho'  trying  my  best. 

In  the  last  form  I  continued  to  rest, 

Getting  well  flogged  when  I  tried  to  ri.se  higher, 

'Twas  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire. 

Chorus. 

Out  of  the  frying-pan,  out  of  tho  frying-pan. 

Perhap.s  you  may  fall,  if  too  high  vou  aspire. 
Out  of  the  frying-pan,  out  of  the  frying-pan, 

Out  of  the  frying-uun,  into  the  fire. 

"When  tired  of  leading  a  bachelor's  life. 

Looking  around  me  I  sought  for  a  wife, 

Met  with  an  angel  with  manners  so  soft, 

Face  like  a  cherub's  that  .sits  up  aloft. 

Oh!  how-  I  picture  our  lives  free  from  care, 

Happy  as  Dicky-birds  up  in  the  air. 

But  such  a  temper  hail  darling  Maria, 

'Twas  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  lire. — Charm. 

Doating  on  children,  to  babies  endeared, 

Happy  wa.s  I  when  first  twins  appoar'd. 

But  the  next  year  they  were  triplets  we  had. 

Somehow  or  other  I  wasn't  so  glad; 

Now  at  my  table  twelve  mouths  do  I  see. 

Hungry  aud  oi>en  and  wailing  for  me; 

Why  did  I  ever  to  marriage  aspire? 

'Twas  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  tire. 

Once  I  bought  shares  in  a  line  that  they  made, 

Twenty  per  cent,  was  the  dividend  paid; 

Cra.sh  went  the  bubble,  my  savings  entire 

Went  out  of  the  frying  pan  into  the  tire. — Chorus. 


*.      f 


THERE  ARE  FRIENDS   THAT  WE 
NEVER  FORG-ET. 

Words  by  Alice  Hawthorne.    Music  by  Sep.  Wlmmer. 


Th«  Words  and  Munic  of  thi.-t  Sonif  will  l»e  sent  to  any  nddres,«.  jiost-pald,  on  receipt  of  10 

cMtK.*:  or  tliLs  aud  any  two  other  SoiiifH  for  one  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehniaii,  P.  O.  box 

Ita,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stanipti  taken  sanie  a^i  vanti  for  all  our  ifovds. 

There  are  friends  that  we  never  forget. 

There  are  hearts  that  we  ever  hold  dear, 
Tho'  we  meet  with  a  kiss  in  a  moment  of  bli.ss. 

Yet  we  part  with  a  sigh  and  a  tear. 
Oh,  we  learn  our  first  lesson  of  love, 

At  the  home  where  our  childhood  is  pass'd, 
Aud  we  never  forget,  tho'  we  part  with  regret. 

The  friends  of  our  youth  till  the  kst. 

Ciioins. 

There  are  friends  that  we  never  forget, 
There  are  hearts  that  we  ever  hold  dear, 

Tho'  we  meet  with  a  kiss,  in  a  moment  of  bliss, 
Yet  we  part  with  a  sigh  and  a  tear. 

There  are  friends  that  we  never  forget, 

Tho'  the  .sea  may  divide  us  for  years. 
Yet  we  linger  apart  with  a  sorrowing  heart. 

In  an  ab.sence  that  only  endears. 
There  are  friends  that  we  never  forget. 

There  are  hearts  that  we  ever  hold  dear, 
Tho'  we  find  but  a  few,  who  are  eai.iest  and  true, 

Y'et  how  sweet  is  our  pa.s.sing  career. — Chui-na. 


— There  are  lots  of  men  in  this  world  born  to  rule,  but  their 
wives  gel  there  all  the  .same. 


— As  two  little  girl.9  were  playing  together  they  became  e.xceod- 
ingly  confidential,  and  one  of  them  told  the  other  a  long  story 
about  what  her  father  did  for  a  living,  and  ended  by  asking  her 
companion:  "And  what  does  your  papa  do?"  ""Whatever  mam- 
ma says,"  was  the  reply. 


THE  WHOLE  HOG   OR  NONE. 

TL*"  Words  and  Music  of  thix  SonK  will  In-  sent  to  any  addrrsx.  postixiid,  on  n-celut  of  4o 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  iJollar.  by  11.  J.  Wehuiau,  P.  O.  Box 

IKEi,  N«»  York  City.    PosU>(;e  StuaiiM  taken  name  as  catUi  for  all  our  guodn. 

I've  just  arrived  across  the  sea. 

All  the  way  from  Canada, 
You  Britishers  I've  come  to  see. 
Not  long  escap'd  from  slavery. 
Up  and  down,  I  know  a  dotlge  or  two, 
,  I'm  pretty  full  of  fun — 

In  and  out,  and  n)und  al)out, 
I'll  go  the  whole  hog  or  none. 

Up  and  down,  I  know  a  dodge,  &c. 

.Tust  arrived  at  Liverpool, 

A  chap  comes  up  and  sjwke  to  me; 
Says  he,  "I  know  you  are  no  fool ! 

The.se  things  I've  smuggled  here,  you  see — 
t'igars  thcv  are,  .some  fine  Havana, 

And  India  shawls,  as  sure  as  a  gun; 
I  brought  'em  in  the  ship  Cabana — 

I  went  the  whole  hog  or  none." 

Up  and  down,  I  know  a  dcMlge,  Jcc, 

Stnught  up  to  London  then  I  came. 

Determined  all  to  see; 
I  went  to  concerts,  ma.squerades. 

And  all  the  sights  with  glee. 
By  Fechter,  the  Shake.sperian, 

I  saw  the  great  Othello  done; 
At  Sydenham  Palace,  Mr.  Blondin 

Went  the  whole  hog  or  none. 

Up  and  down,  I  know  a  dtnlge,  v\:c. 

In  Rotten  Row  the  ladies  all. 

On  every  afternoon. 
Their  figures  fine  are  .showing  oflE 

To  gain  a  husband  .soon. 
Mammas  desire  to  make  a  match, 

By  which  they  won't  l)e  done — 
To  catch  a  fine  young  chap  like  me. 

They'll  go  the  whole  hog  or  none. 

Up  and  down,  I  know  a  do<lge,  &c. 

The  marrietl  men  of  London 

Never  stop  out  late  at  night, 
Th(mgh  they  like  a  bit  of  fun, 

And  dearly  love  a  sight ! 
They  love  their  children  dearly. 

Their  boys  and  girls  surpass 'd  by  none; 
They  love  their  homes  and  wives,  and  like 

To  go  the  whole  hog  or  none. 

Up  aud  down,  I  know  a  dodge,  &C. 

Your  humble  servant  now  before  ye. 

Will  ever  strive  his  part  to  play 
"  In  the  Strand,"  or  "  Dixey's  Land," 

As '•  Uncle  Sam,"  or  "  Peter  Gray." 
The  welcome  given  shows  that  you 

Appreciate  what  he  has  done; 
To  gain  your  smiles  he'll  be  prepar'd 

To  go  the  whole  hog  or  none. 

Up  and  down,  I  know  a  dodge,  &c. 
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Farewell,  Farewell,  My  Own  True  Love 

The  Wonln  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  wll  be  wnt  to  any  addrtfi,  poitt-paid,  on   re<-elpt  of  40 

cents,  or  thiH  ami  any  two  other  SontfsforOne  Dollar,  by  H.i.  Wehinan,  P.  0-  """ 

WU,  New  Y'ork  (Mty.    PoHtage  StanipD  taken  same  an  cash  for  all  our  good;). 

How  can  I  l)ear  to  leave  thee? 

One  parting  kiss  I  give  thee, 

And  then  whate'er  befalls  me, 

I  go  where  hon()r  calls  me, 

Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love! 

Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love! 

Ne'er  more  may  I  behold  thee. 
Nor  to  this  heart  enfold  thee — 
With  spear  and  penon  glancing, 
I  see  the  foe  advancing. 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  level 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love! 

I'll  think  of  thee  with  longing — 
Think  thou  when  tears  are  thronging — 
And  with  my  last  faint  sighing 
I'll  whisper  soft,  while  dying. 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love! 
■  Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love! 
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SALLY   JONES^THE    COOK. 

I  Written,  composed  and  stung  by  Wm.  H.  Ijngai-d, 

I  Tlie  Woni.s  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
I         (•»-iit-«;  or  thin  and  any  t\v^  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  it.  J.  Welinian,  P.  O.  Box 
'  HtSS,  New  York  City,    Postage  Stanipa  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  gooda. 

I  met  a  friend  the  other  night.  "  Where  off  to,  Brown?"  eaid  he;    >.  ' 
I  tol.l  iiiin,  he  said,  "  No,  you  don't,  yon'll  go  along  with  nio;" 
t  1  llr»it  said  "  No,"  and  Iheii  naid  "Yes,"— as  with  a  kiiowinsj  look, 
Saiil  lie  to  nie,  "  We'll  go  and  fee  Mies  Sally  Jonca,  the  cook." 

CnORtJS.  -  ■ 

O,  deary  nie— 'twas  Buch  a  spree,  I  never  laughed  BO  hearty. 
By  jiugol  1  enjoyed  myself  at  Sally  Jones' party. 

Well,  off  we  went,  on  pleaBiire  bent,  quite  a  jolly  pair;  '        ■  ,  •■  „ 

Arrived,  Smith  pulled  the  kitchen  bell,  close  to  I'nion  Square; 

And  when  we  in  the  kitchen  got,  me  by  the  hand  Smith  took. 

And  1  was  kindly  introduced  to  Miss  Sally  Joues,  the  cook. -Chorits. 

Now  after  lea  WHS  over,  the  butler,  Mr.  Vance,  "; 

He  kindly  took  his  liddle  for  us  to  have  a  (lance;  ' 

And  when  the  kilclien  floor  was  cleaned,  hiw!  how  the  girls  did  look. 
When  the  firt-t  dance  was  led  by  me  and  Sally  Jones,  the  cook.  -C'aoBi's. 

Well,  in  and  out  we  danced  about,  upon  the  kitchen  floor, 

I  thought  I'd  never  leave  off  dancing  any  niori'; 

Wlien  suddenly  1  smelt  Are,  and  round  to  turn  did  look, 

When  tlie  crinoline  was  blazing  away  of  poor  Sally  Jouee,  the  rook.— CnoRrs. 

We  got  the  fire  under  when  Sally  began  to  faint, 

We  (loused  her  face  with  water,  whic'i  brought  off  all  the  i)aint; 

But  as  soon  as  she  n-covered,  mv  ann  again  she  took. 

And  off  again  I  danced  like  mad,  with  Sally  Jones,  the  cook. — Chorus. 

Now  the  supiier  preparations  were  all  one  conld  desire, 

A  lovely  i>linnp  fat  leg  of  pork  was  roasting  by  the  tire; 

When  some  one  bump  aganist  us  came  without  giving  a  look. 

And  slap  into  the  dripping-pan  went  Sally  Junes,  the  cook.— CiioRrs. 

But  you  must  know,  in  such  a  mc«p,  Sally  picked  herself  up  quick, 

."^lie  H|M)iled  her  new  merino  dress,  that  she  had  got  on  tick; 

The  boss  he  returned  to  town,  so  to  our  legs  we  took. 

But  I  never  shall  forget  the  day,  or  Sally  Jones,  the  cook.— Cuorus. 


The  Hebrew  Clothing  Drumnier. 

By  fM-nntxHioa  of  Balmer  &  WelK-r,  publishers  and  owners  of  copyright. 


)  Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l)e  s»'nt  to  any  ad(lres.s.  post-iKild,  on  ivceipf  of  40 
)  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  I>ollar,  liy  II.  . I.  Wehinaii.  l'.(».  1!<>.\ 

)  lust,  New  YoA  clty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as" cash  for  allour  giusls. 

.My  name  is  Isidor  ]\Io.scs, 

1  am  it  trav'ling  man, 
I  sells  men's  and  boys' closes, 

I  ir}' the  best  I  can; 
For  I  travel  the  whole  of  the  year. 

In  the  winter  time  well  its  the  Slimmer, 
The  most  liberal  man  that's  on  the  road, 

Is  the  Hebrew  clothing  drummer.  :     " 

When  I  arrive  in  a  town, 

In  morning  or  at  noon,  - 

I  have  my  trunk  brought  to  the  hotel. 

And  piit  in  a  sample  room; 
If  a  man  comes  to  look  at  my  goods, 

A  sale  I'll  never  miss, 
For  I'll  date  his  bill  three  months  ahead. 

For  that  is  my  reg'lar  biz. 

And  when  the  sea.son  is  over,  '  ... 

I  sell  my  samples  out, 
To  the  man  who  gives  the  highest  price. 

For  I  know  what  I'm  about; 
Then  I'll  figure  what  I've  drawn  and  .si>ent. 

And  hand  it  to  the  concern. 
And  if  both  the  sides  they  do  not  meet, 

The  balance  I'll  charge  to  the  firm. 


The  Hebrew  clothing  drummer, 
In  winter  as  well  as  in  summer, 

He  is  out  on  the  road, 

In  Lis  Style  a  la  mode, 

You  might  think  him  a  sport  «r  a  btiramer; 

He  makes  no  stops  or  delays. 

His  bills  he  always  pays. 
His  expenses  so  large,  '         ' 

To  the  firm  he  does  charge, 

That  Hebrew  clothing  majo, 


THE   MAID   OF  ERIK 
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My  thoughts  delight  to  wander 

Upon  a  distant  shore, 
Where  lovely,  fair  and  tender, 

Is  she  whom  I  adore; 
May  heaven  its  blessings  sparing. 

On  her  bestow  them  free, 
The  lovely  maid  of  Erin, 

Who  sweetly  sang  to  me. 

Had  fortune  fix'd  my  station 

In  .some  propitious  hour, 
The  monarch  of  a  nation, 

Eudow'd  with  wealth  and  power; 
That  wealth  and  |X)wer  sharing, 

My  peerless  queen  should  l)e. 
The  lovely  maid  of  Erin, 

Who  sweetly  sang  to  me. 

Although  the  restless  ocean 

May  long  l)etwcen  us  roar. 
Yet,  while  my  heart  has  motion. 

She'll  lodge  within  its  core; 
For  artless  and  endearing. 

And  mild  and  young  is  she. 
That  lovely  maid  of  Erin, 

That  sweetly  sang  to  me. 

When  fate  gives  intimation 

That  my  la.st  hour  is  nigh. 
With  placid  resignation 

I'll  lay  me  down  and  die; 
Fond  hojie  my  bo.som  cheering. 

That  I  in  heaven  shall  see 
The  lovely  maid  of  Erin, 

That  sweetly  sang  to  me. 


THE   TICKLER 

As  sung  by  J.  S.  Berry. 

Send  yonr  name  and  address  to  IT.  J.  Wehmnn,  P.  O.  Box  1«23,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  .'touo  Popular  Eucrlish  and  Uerman 

Songs  -  Fi-ee.     Postage  Stainiw  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  g(Xids. 


There  was  a  young  man,  as  I've  heard  say. 
That  tickled  everything  tliat  came  in  his  way, 

With  his  high  fol  de,  de,  de. 
lie  tickled  his  father,  he  tickled  his  mother. 
He  tickletl  his  sister,  he  tickled  his  brother. 
And  he  wasn't  content  with  tickling  that. 
But  he  tickled  the  dog  and  he  tickled  the  cat, 

With  his  high  fol  de,  de,  de. 
He  tickleti  the  pigeon,  he  tickled  the  wren. 
He  tickled  the  cock  and  he  tickled  the  hen, 

With  his  high  fol  de,  de,  dt. 
He  tickled  the  cow  and  he  tickled  the  calf. 
He  tickled  the  duck  till  he  made  it  laugh; 
He  tickled  the  cook,  he  tickled  maid. 
And  he  tickled  the  pig  till  he  made  it  afraid. 

With  his  high  fol  de,  de,  de. 
He  tickled  the  horse,  he  tickled  the  mare. 
And  tickled  the  girls  at  a  county  fair; 
There  was  never  known  such  a  tickling  job. 
For  after  he'd  done  he  got  tickling  a  snob. 

With  his  high  fol  de,  de,  de. 
This  tickling  man  was  so  tickling  bent. 
That  he  tickled  the  landlord  right  out  of  his  rent. 

With  hia  high  fol  de,  de,  de. 
lie  went  out  a  tickling  without  any  coat. 
And  he  caught  a  .sad  tickling  pain  in  his  throat. 
And  that  worst  of  all  ticklers,  grim  Mister  Death, 

He  tickled  this  tickler  right  out  of  his  breath, 

With  Lis  high  fol  de,  de,  de. 


— A  Nashville  woman  died  happy.  She  was  taken  sick  just 
after  she  had  purchased  a  perfect  love  of  a  bf>nnet,  and  on  her 
deathbed  she  'was  given  the  blessed  assurance  that  it  should  be 
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I    FORGET. 

AMSUnif  by  Hot-)',  in  tht-  Turlor  MaU-h. 
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The  Little  Stars  Won't  Tell. 

CopyriKUt,  18l*;,  l>y  Cliux.  I).  Blake  <&  C«i. 


I  remember,  I  remember,  who  it  wixs  that  wrote  this  song, 

I  remember  that  he  snug  it  o'er  auil  o'er; 
He  played  the  music  to  me  till  I'd  learut  every  note. 

I  could  m)t  help  but  shout  to  him  encore! 
He  told  me  that  'twas  safe  to  be  a  very  big  success, 

'Twould  surely  make  of  me  a  public  pet; 
I  remember  that' I  bought  the  soug,  but  did  I  i)ay  the  man'/ 

I  forget,  I  forget.  I  forget. 

I  remember,  I  remember  that  1  madly  fell  in  love. 

Not  once,  not  twice,  but  many  a  score  of  times; 
But  one  girl  in  particular,  the  latest  one  I  mean, 

I  lov'd  and  in  her  praises  sung  vards  of  rhymes; 
I  poj>p'd  the  question  to  her  that  Id  popp'd  to  many  more. 

She  said  she'd  be  my  wife,  my  darling  pet; 
I  remember  that  I  promised — ah!  did  I  wetl  the  girl? 

I  forget,  I  forget,  I  forget. 

I  remem1>er,  I  remember  that  I  got  a  suit  of  clothes, 

And  I  never,  never  had  a  better  fit; 

I  must  congratulate  3()u,  sir,  "  I  to  the  tailor  said, 

■'  You've  really  made  what  I  might  call  a  hit. 
Ill  recommend  my  friends,"  so  I  sent  a  dozen  pals. 

Each  one  of  them  got  in  the  tailor's  debt; 
I  remember  that  he  sent  the  bills,  but  did  we  settle  them? 

I  forget,  I  fi>rget,  I  forget. 

I  remember,  I  remember  what  occurr'd  the  other  night. 

Id  been  dining,  ditto,  wining  rather  late; 
My  way  home  seem'd  so  roundabout,  the  streets  got  very  mixed, 

And  the  lamps  went  by  at  such  a  rajiid  rate! 
3Iy  wife  had  gone  to  roost  so  I  knocked  loudly  at  the  door. 

When  straightway  to  the  window  came  my  pet; 
Did  the  hand  wash-basin  strike  me,  or  one  of  my  top-boots? 

I  forget,  I  forget,  I  forget. 

I  remember,  I  remember  how  one  morning  I'd  to  run 

To  fetch  the  needful  doctor  to  my  wife; 
The  occasion  was  so  pressing  I'd  no  time  for  coat  or  boots, 

And  I  bade  the  doctor  run  as  if  for  life: 
An  hour  of  anxious  waiting  and  then  it  all  was  o'er, 

I  met  that  doctor's  face  so  stern  and  set; 
Is  it  one,  or  two,  or  triplets?  tell  me  doctor; — he  replied  : 

I  forget,  X  forget,  I  forget. 


Tile  Wonis  ami  Mii.-'ic  of  this  Soii^  will  Ik'  wnt  t<>  any  uddrcsM,  |MMt  )K4id,  oil  ntw 
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When  the  birds  were  dreaming  in  their  nest, 

And  tlie  sun  was  golden  down  ilie  west, 

Side  by  side  we  lingered  by  ihe  lnook 

'Mitl  the  roses  in  a  lovely  nook: 

Stars  were  in  tlie  Sumnu-r  sky. 

IJright  tlie  moments  wandered  l>y; 

Oil  I  need  I  siiftly  wliispcr  why'.'' 

'Twas  tliere  'mill  tlow'rels  fair 

Her  loving  eyes  as  fondly  shone. 

Some  one's  heart  was  all  my  own. 

Yet  what  was  told  me  in  the  dell. 

The  little  stars  won't  tell. 

Cirours. 

Down  among  the  lilies  white, 

lioaming  in  the  moonlight  night, 

Oh,  111}-  licart  I  lost  in  love's  delicious  tiream. 

Gentle  eyes  were  brighter  th.-in  the  silvery  be 

While  a  voiee  like  music  f«'li; 

Who  met  me  in  the  dell, 

Oh,  the  pretty  little  stars  won't  tell ' 

Oh,  the  silvery  moon  was  waning  fast. 

And  the  parting  hour  had  come  at  last, 

Ftnidly  then  we  whisjiered  sweet  goodbye, 

While" the  stars  are  peeping  frtim  the  sky; 

Loving  eyes  were  sail  to  go, 

Ho.sy  cheeks  were  all  aglow. 

And  parting  wonls  were  whisjMjred  low; 

And  there  'mid  lilies  fair, 

Oh,  what  if  lips  again  did  meet. 

All  among  tiie  flow'rets  sweet, 

Or  some  one's  promise  in  the  dell,  ' 

The  little  stars  won't  tell. — Vfiorus. 
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ME    BE   LIKE   MELLICAN   MAN. 


CopyriKht.  IJWT.  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 
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Me  pigee  tail,  him  am  cut  short. 

Me  wear  a  pantaloons. 
Me  like  to  be  a  muchee  sport. 

Me  walkee  afternoons; 
Me  wasnee,  wasliee  not  a  bit. 

Me  loafee  all  me  can. 
Me  drink,  me  .smoke,  me  chew,  me  spit. 

Me  be  like  Mellican  man. 

In  China  Ian'  me  workee  some, 

Me  gettee  no  nuicii  pay. 
Me  tiiikee  by  an'  by  me  come 

An'  live  in  Mellica; 
Me  watchee  people  how  dey  do, 

Me  learnee  all  me  can, 
Me  lie,  me  steal,  me  cheatee,  too. 

Me  be  like  Mellican  man. 

Me  getee  money  anyhow. 

Me  gettee  plenty  wife, 
Me  shootee,  stickee,  aliee  .same. 

Me  packee  longee  knife; 
Me  sellee  yotee  mighty  cheap, 

Me  cussee  all  me  can, 
Me  learnee  fjis',  me  know  a  heap,  , 

Me  be  like  Mellican  mao. 


STAND  BY  YOUR  MOTHER,  JACK 

CopyrlRht,  1SK7.  I  y  Clia.s.  P.  llluk.-  i  Co. 
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When  I  was  a  tiny  lad. 

Father  .said  to  me, 
"  Stand  by  your  mother.  Jack, 

When  I'm  away  at  sea." 
My  heart  recall  the  years  of  care 

That  fro.st  my  mothers  head. 
Ah!  cherished  be  each  whitening  hair. 

And  dear  those  words  he  said. 

Ciiouus. 
Stand  by  your  mother.  Jack, 

Your  duty  do. 
And  should  I  ne'er  come  back, 

Be  thou  ever  true; 
Love  and  resjiect  her,  lad, 

More  day  by  day, 
Stand  by  your  mother 

When  her  hair  is  turning  gray. 

Often  in  my  watch  at  sea. 

When  night  gathers  near, 
Tender  mera'ries  come  to  me 

Of  home  and  mother  dear; 
She  comes  as  in  my  childhood  days. 

With  hand  upon  my  head, 
I  see  her  tender,  loving  eyes. 

And  hear  the  words  he  .said. — C'horut. 

While  life  la.sts.  this  holy  tru.st 

I  will  sacred  keep, 
Till  beside  his  hiillowed  dust 

My  mother  shares  his  sleep; 
I'll  guard  with  patient,  tender  love, 

ftly  mother,  day  by  day. 
And  to  my  father  faithful  prove. 

For  still  I  hear  him  say;— (7 Aorui. 
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OUR  STYLISH  BOARDING-HOUSE 


Copyright,  1887,  by  The  Gt-o.  D.  Xcwhall  Co; 


'Die  Words  niul  Music  of  this  Song  will  l)e  sent  to  any  address,  iKwt-paid,  on  ivceint  ( 
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IftS,  Sew  York  City.    Posstuge  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca.'<li  for  all  our  (foods. 

"We  keep  a  stjiisb  boarding  liouse. 

On  the  "Gncco-Roraaa"  plau, 
Our  boarders  come  just  when  tbey  please, 

And  go  ju.sl  when  they  cau; 
But  when  the  time  to  eat  arrives, 
..  You'll  find  they  all  are  there, 

Waiting  for  the  servant  girl 

To  call  out  iu  their  ear: 

,^  CnoRL's, 

Roast  beef,  roast  ix)rk, 

And  nice  potatoes,  too; 
And  a  nice  new  mystery — 
•      ■  They  call  it  sawdust  stew; 

And  for  dessert  we  have  to-day 
A  dish, 'twill  make  you  cry; 
We  made  it  fresh  this  morning, 
And  it's  called  sole -leather  pie. 

Our  l)oarders  arc  quite  numerous. 

Their  occupations,  too; 
First  on  the  list  comes  Doctor  Quack, 

With  cures  so  sure  and  true. 
And  next  we  have  Alfonso  Spry, 

Considered  quite  a  match, 
Whose  ear  is  always  open  for 

This  welcome  cry  to  catch:— C'Aorwa.  - 

We  have  Miss  Seraphlna  Sharp, 
,  A  maid  of  many  years. 

She  has  the  sweetest  tabby  cat, 
With  long  and  slender  ears. 
•    She  has  a  dog,  a  little  bird,  .        ■ 

And  many  other  pets; 
But  when  the  bell  for  dinner  rings 
She  drops  them  all  and  gets. — Chorus. 
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)    Huldy  Ann,  How  is  Your  Mother? 

I  Worils  by  Siilniy  Hurt.    Mu.sic  by  John  J.  ninliam. 


Please  Spare  That  Old  Home. 

As  sung  by  Ned  Bairy,  in  One  of  the  Bravest. 
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!My  name  is  Tommy  Thomas,  I  li-e  on  a  farm, 

I've  a  sweetheart  by  name  Iluldy  Ann; 
Her  father's  a  neighbor  of  daddy's,  and  so 

I  go  there  whenever  I  can. 
Tiie  first  time  I  set  foot  on  her  father's  step, 

I  di«ln't  dare  go  a  step  farther. 
Until  she  came  out  and  said,  "  Tommy,  come  in;" 

Said  I,  "  lluldy  Ann,  how  is  your  mother?" 

'  '  ■    .  Cuoiiua. 

"Iluldy  Ann  Ilaiikinson.  how  do  you  do? 

I  called  to  iiupiiie  for  your  brother;" 
I  thought — I  was  thinking — I  wanted  to  say — 

"Iluldy  Ann,  how  is  your  mother?" 

Savs  she,  "Quite  a  fine  cveniTi';  come  over  on  foot?" 

Says  I,  "  No,  Mi.«s,  I  rode  on  old  Dapple;" 
Then  I  went,  .sat  beside  her,  but  soou  .she  arose 

And  brought  out  the  cider  and  apples. 
Then  went  on  with  her  work,  while  I  sat  there  iUid  looked 

First  at  one  foot  then  at  the  other; 
But  when  I  tried  talking,  all  I  could  .say 

Was,  "Iluldy  Ann,  how  is  your  mother?" — Chorus. 

Thought  I,  now  is  my  chance,  for  a  kiss  I  will  ask. 

Though  with  blushes  my  cheeks  seemed  to  burn  up; 
But  she  turned  up  her  nose  when  I  made  my  appeal. 

And  went  on  a  peelin'  a  turnip; 
"  Then  I'll  take  one, '  s;iys  I;"  "Oh,  no.  you  won't,  mister. 

If  vou  dare  to.  I'll  call  my  big  brother;" 
She  didn't  look  like  she  meant  it,  so  I  gave  her  a  buss; 

Says  she,  "  Hush,  or  you'll  wake  up  my  mother."— Charia. 


There's  an  old  rustic  cot  that  stands  in  a  square. 

For  ninety  odd  years  that  cot  has  stood  there. 

Surrounded  by  trees  and  a  fence  that  is  worn, 

It's  the  home  of  my  forefathers,  there  I  wjis  born; 

But  misfortune  came  o'er  us,  it's  hard  for  to  tell. 

The  sheriff  came  iu,  our  old  home  to  sell; 

It's  then  I  did  weep  and  my  mother  did  mourn, 

As  I  begged  them  in  vaiu,  would  they  please  spare  that  home, 

CnoKus. 

Please  spare  that  old  home,  please  spare  it  I  pray; 
,  Don't  turn  out  raj'  mother  so  feeble  and  gray, 
•;     And  my  dear  loving  sister,  so  sickly  and  jiale, 

Auctioneer,  auctioneer,  won't  you  please  stop  that  sale? 

You  seldom  would  find  a  happier  lot. 

Than  our  little  family  that  dwelt  in  that  cot. 

With  father  and  mother,  sister,  brother  and  I, 

'Till  sickness  came  over  us  and  father  did  die. 

^ly  brother  left  home  to  find  work  to  do. 

Hut  where  he  had  gone  to  no  one  ever  knew; 

I  toiled  late  and  early  to  keep  down  the  debts. 

And  I  fancy  I  hear  myself  pleading  them  yet. — Cliorui. 

In  vain  did  I  plead  but  'twas  of  no  avail. 

The  auctioneer  continued  to  cry  on  the  sale. 

And  the  very  next  bidder,  a  man  quite  tmknown. 

He  laid  down  his  money  and  jnirchased  our  Iiome; 

Then  mother  and  sister,  witii  hearts  sad  and  .sore, 

Prepared  to  depart  from  that  old  cottage  door, 

When  the  stranger  spoke  up,  saying  your  sorrow  is  done. 

Accept  a  home  from  me  your  long  lost  son. 

CnoRus. 

What  love  and  rejoicing  was  there  on  that  day, 
AVhen  brother  embraced  my  mother  so  gray. 
With  a  welcome  for  me  and  my  sister,  so  pale. 
And  that  put  an  end  to  the  dread  sheriff's  sale. 


Barney,  the  Lad  From  Kildare. 

riie  Words  and  Miisii'  of  this  scing  will  be  sent  t  o  any  address,  |>ost-i)nid,  on  re<'<ii»t  of  10 
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How  cruel  it  was  of  me  ]iarents  to  send  me 

Away  o'er  the  dark,  rolling  waves  of  the  sea. 
They  thought  that  a  trip  o'er  the  ocean  would  lend  me 

A  great  helping  hand  in  this  world  wide  and  free. 
I'm  here,  out  of  work  and  without  a  red  penny, 

I'd  carry  the  hod  if  they'd  give  me  half  fare; 
But,  sure,  they  don't  want  we,  they  say  there's  t<x)  many. 

So  pity  poor  Barney,  the  lad  froin  Kildare. 

Chohus. 
Talk  of  this  country  and  all  of  its  glorj', 

When  you're  awaj-  it  appears  mighty  fair; 
Then  when  you  try  it  you'll  find  it  a  storv. 

For  such  is  the  case  of  the  lad  from  Kildare, 

It's  there  in  old  Erin  I  left  my  Allanna,  -* 

A-weeping  for  me  just  because  I'd  to  go. 
And  now  to  get  back  to  her,  tell  me  how  can  I, 

For  .surely  it's  oni;  of  those  things  I  don't  know. 
It's  no  use  to  w  rite  to  the  old  folks  for  money. 

They  never  would  send  it,  for  sure  they  don't  care; 
I  don't  play  the  part  in  our  farm  of  a  "  hone}'," 

So  pity  poor  Barney,  the  lad  from  KUdira'.  — Chorus. 

I'd  work  ray  way  back  iu  a  ship  if  they'd  let  mc. 

But  fate  seems  ag.itnst  me,  like  death  cold  and  grim; 
For  a  man  I  was  talking  to  said  he  would  bet  me 

I  never  would  get  back,  imless  I  could  swim. 
It's  awful  hard  luck  that  a  fellow  must  suffer,  .!■ 

Who  tries  to  be  honest  and  act  on  the  square; 
I'll  have  to  turn  out,  be  a  gambler  or  "duffer," 

So  look  out  for  Barney,  the  lad  from  Kildare. — Chorut. 
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When  the  Brooklyn  folks  were  all  in  lied, 
One  night  old  Parson  Talma^e  sjiid, 
"I  want  to  see  what  does  entice 
Young  men  to  the  holes  of  sin  and  vice." 
t?aid  he.  '•  To-ni<^ht  I  11  take  them  in, 
These  gilded  holes  of  vice  and  sin" — 
As  he  t<H)k  his  hat  from  off  the  shelf 
To  sec  how  the  old  thing  worked  himself. 

lie  put  on  his  ulster  coat  and  gums. 
For  a  jaiulx)ree  in  the  New  York  slums, 
!Said  he,  "  111  shake  this  Brooklyn  set 
Ami  go  on  a  racket  to-night,  you  U't." 
Said  he,  "Oh,  what  a  glorious  chance 
To  see  the  great  big  elephant  dance" — 
And  his  face  I>eamed  up  with  a  heavenly  light 
As  he  thought  of  the  fun  hed  have  that  uight. 

At  the  Buckingham  he  tirst  peeped  in, 

"Which  made  the  gooil  old  parson  grin; 

Said  he,  "Oh,  ho,  I  understand 

"What  makes  young  men  all  do  the  grand." 

In  the  mazy  waltz  he  t(X)k  a  whirl 

With  his  arms  around  a  sweet  yt)ung  girl, 

To  satisfy  him  in  his  search 

Of  things  that  he  wanted  to  tell  his  church. 

To  the  Cremorne  then  he  took  a  trip. 
And  here  he  let  the  old  thing  rip. 
He  danced  the  can-can  out  of  sight. 
And  kicked  up  higher  than  Gilroy's  kite. 
From  each  dear  girl  he  stole  a  kiss. 
Then  shouted,  "Oh,  what  heavenly  bli.ss! 
Oh,  hallelujah!  bless  the  Lamb! 
1  feel  as  happy  Jis  a  great  big  chun." 

He  whisi>orcd  something  .strange  and  fincer 
To  a  big  fat  blonde  in  her  offside  ear; 
She  said,  "  You  bet;  well,  I  don't  mind," 
And  the  parson  meekly  followed  behind. 
"When  he  got  to  the  d(X)r  he  heard  them  shout, 
That's  Parsftn  Talmagc  just  went  out, 
Then  he  shook  the  gal  with  the  auburn  hair 
And  .scooted  as  hard  as  he  could  tear. 

He  ran  as  he  never  ran  before. 

Till  he  reached  a  boat  for  the  Brooklyn  .shore; 

Then  he  tried  to  think  just  what  he'd  say 

To  square  himself  with  the  church  next  day 

Then  he  cooked  up  a  sermon  nice  and  brown. 

On  the  "  Night  Side  of  Life  in  New  York  "  town; 

His  congregation  came  in  a  throng, 

knd  hia  salary  was  raised  twelve  thouiiand  strong. 
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If  ever  you  saw  my  girl  you'd  bust 

"With  love  for  her  I  know. 
She's  sweet  as  husses,  'deed  she  is, 

And  oh,  I  love  her  so. 
A  rosy,  iK).sey,  nosey  girl, 
A  hunkey.  pluiikcy,  spunkey  girl, 
A  feeling,  tlirting,  dashing,  doating. 
Smiling,  .Mnacking,  jolly,  joking, 
Jaunting,  jovial,  poser,  poker, 
"Whijiity,  skipit\',  laughing,  joker. 
Running,  jumping,  stjuealiiig.  dancing. 
Singing,  whistling,  kicking,  prancing, 
IlooW<y,  iKxits}-,  toot.sy,  wootsy. 

Dear  little  duck  of  a  girl. 

Sweet  as  a  water-melon  patch 

Is  my  sweet  Ho.s:dind; 
I  never  feed  her  on  solid  grub, 

But  fill  her  up  on  wind. 
The  brightest,  fairest,  sweetest  girl. 
The  trimmest,  gayest,  neatest  girl. 
The  funniest,  flu.shest,  frankest,  fairest, 
Itoiinde.st,  riix'st,  roguishest,  rarest. 
Spunkiest,  spiciest,  squirme.st,  happiest, 
siiortesl,  thickest,  nobbiest,  nattiest. 
Bollicking,  froUocking,  tearing,  ripping, 
Scolloping,  walloping,  hopping,  skijiping, 
Hnmpsy.  jump.sy,  pumpsy,  womp.sy, 

Dear  little  duck  of  a  <jrirl. 


From  the  Cradle  to  the  Grave. 

Ah  Ming  by  Gum  Williatna. 
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IN   THE    GLOAMING. 
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In  the  gloaming,  oh!  my  darling. 

When  the  lights  are  dim  and  low. 
And  the  fjuiet  shadows  falling. 

Softly  come  ami  softly  go; 
"When  the  winds  are  sobbing  faintly, 

With  a  gentle  unknown  woe, 
Will  you  think  of  me,  and  love  mc. 

As  you  did  once  long  ago? 
In  the  gloaming,  oh!  my  darling, 

Think  not  bitterly  of  me. 

Though  I  pa.s.s'd  away  in  silence, 

Left  you  lonely,  set  you  free, 
For  my  heart  was  crush'd  with  longing, 

What  had  been  could  never  be; 
It  wa.s  best  to  leave  you  thus,  dear. 

Best  for  you  and  best  for  me. 
It  was  best  to  leave  you  thus, 

Best  for  you  and  best  for  me — 
In  the  gloaming,  oh!  my  darling, 

Think  not  bitterly  of  me. 


Life  has  its  cares  and  .sorrows. 

Its  pleasure  and  its  pains. 
As  long  its  rugged  road  we  go. 

We  oft  .strike  narrow  lanes; 
The  lucky  star  its  favorite  ha.s. 

While  many  it  will  miss. 
But  after  all  when  life  is  done, 

We  find  it  only  this: —  '■'-- 

Cnouus. 

.lust  a  little  cradle,  .just  a  little  child, 
.lust  a  few  fa.st  fleeting  v'ears,  just  .a  lK)y  .so  wild. 
Soon  he  reaches  manhrxKl,  then  ct)mes  on  old  age, 
Thus  we  have  the  journey  from  the  craille  to  the  grave. 

We  sec  our  loved  ones  fading, 

And  we  are  lonely  here, 
Our  hair  is  turning  gray,  which  shows 

We  older  grow  each  year; 
Let's  l)e  contented  with  our  h)t,  ' 

And  as  we  go  along, 
Kcmeml)er  many  are  worse  off. 

And  gaily  sing  our  song. — Chorus. 

Should  you  meet  some  i>oor  fellow, 

Who's  struggling  hard  with  fate. 
Don't  speak  words  of  discouragement, 

Or  tell  him  'tis  too  late; 
But  give  to  him  a  lifting  hand. 

To  help  him  ^'ct  along, 
Your  dreams  will  happier,  brighter  bo, 

And  you'll  think  of  my  song. — Cfwus. 


■%i^ 


— Ada:  "  Why,  one  of  your  cheeks  is  red  as  fire  and  the  other 
pale  as  that  of  a  ghf)sl."  Ella:  "  Yes;  Harry  was  on  one  side,  and 
1  wa-s  afraid  thatjmamma  would  see  us  on  the  other." 


— Teacher:  "Have  animals  a  capacity  for  affection?"  Class: 
"  Nearly  all."  Teacher:  "Correct.  Now,  what  animal  possesses 
the  greatest  attachment  for  man?"    Little  girl:  "Woman." 
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To  be  olMjdicnt  is  a  plan 

I've  acted  on  through  life,  '  / 

And  ou  this  simple  principle  '     '. 

I  always  treat  my  wife; 
The  other  day  her  cousins  came,    . 

Each  one  a  charming  Miss, 
And  like  a  loving  relative, 

I  gave  each  one  a  kiss. 

Spokkn — Pour  sweet  girls,  two  kisses  each,  upset  the  wife;  she 
looked  knives  at  me,  and  said,  "  You  and  your  kisses,  you  havn't 
had  enough;  kios  them  again;  then  kiss  the  servant  girl — go  on." 

Chorus. 

I  did  it.  I  did  it,  ^ 

It  didn't  take  me  long! 
I  did  it,  I  did  it, 

I  didn't  think  it  wrong; 
The  wife  kicked  up  a  rumpus,     ..;..':• 

Of  that  you  may  be  sure; 
I  only  did  as  I  was  bid, 

A  fellow  cau't  do  more. 


I'm  alway.?  most  impatient  if 

The  dinner  should  be  late, 
And  in  my  temper  once  or  twice 

I've  smashed  a  di.sh  or  plate;  '  . 

Last  Friday  week  the  mid-day  meal 

Was  later  than  before, 
So  in  my  rage  I  rai.sed  a  joint  -  . 

And  dashed  it  on  the  floor. 

Spoken — The  wife  said,  "  That's  a  sensible  thing  to  do  with  a 
beautiful  joint  of  beef,  now  perhaps  you'll  throw  the  greens  and 
potatoes  at  me." — Chorus. 

One  night,  well  I'd  been  dining  out. 

And  felt,  hie!  well,  just  so, 
Asiolly  as  a  sandboy  sort  of 

Feeling,  don't  you  know; 
I  tumbled  gently  into  bed. 

But  scarce  began  to  dose, 
Before  the  wife  suggested  that 

I'd  best  take  all  the  clothes. 

Spoken — 'Twas  a  frosty  night,  but — Chorus. 

Her  familv  all  sponge  on  me, 

And  think  I  take  it  in; 
Their  flattery,  I  mean,  just  like 

Her  mother  swallows  gin; 
At  last  they  raised  my  temper,  for 

They  came  it  just  too  hot, 
So  I  declared  I'd  cutaway. 

And  so  cut  all  the  lot. 

Spoken — And  a  nice  lot,  too,  as  for  mother-in-law,  well,  words 
fail  me  now,  but  they  didn't  on  the  occasion  of  her  la.st  visit; 
came  to  dine  and  lived  with  us  three  months;  I  said,  "I  can't  stand 
this."  The  wife  said,  "Of  course  you're  tired  of  poor,  dear 
mother;  you'd  like  to  show  her  the  door." — Cltorus. 


POOR  ROBINSON   CRUSOE. 
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When  I  was  a  lad  my  fortune  was  bad, 

My  grandfather  I  did  lose,  oh ! 
I'll  bet  you  a  can  you've  heard  of  the  man. 

His  name  it  was  Robinson  Crusoe.  ■; 

CnoRUS.  ' 

Oh,  poor  Robinson  Crusoe! 
Oh,  poor  Robin.snn  Crusoe! 
High  diddle,  diddle,  the  cat's  in  the  fiddle; 
Oh,  poor  Robinson  Crusoe! 

You've  read  in  a  book  of  a  voyage  be  took. 

When  de  r.igin'  whirlwind  blew  so, 
Dat  de  .ship  wid  a  shock,  fell  plump  on  a  rock, 

Near  droundiug  4)oor  Robinson  Crusoe. — Cfu/rus. 

Poor  soul  !  none  but  he  escaped  from  de  sea; 

Oh,  fate!  fate!  how  could  you  do  so? 
Till  at  length  he  was  thrown  on  an  island  unknown. 

Which  received  iK)or  liobinson  Cru.s'x'. — Chorus. 

But  he  saved  from  on  board,  a  gun  and  a  sword, 

Another  old  matter  or  two;  so, 
That  by  dint  of  his  thrift  he  managed  to  shift. 

Pretty  well  for  poor  Robinson  Crusoe. — Clwrus. 


'.y 


MY   DEAR   SAVANNAH   HOME. 


— Son:  "Papa,  how  do  they  catch  lunatics?" 
"  With  diamond  necklaces,  decollete  dresses  and 
gloves,  my  dear  boy." 


Cynical  father: 
fourteen-button 


) 


— The  authoress  of  "  Loving  and  Being  Loved  "  compares  a 
man  to  a  silk  umbrella  in  these  quaint  terms:  "A  good  man  is  like 
a  strong  silken  umbrella — trustworthy  and  a  shelter  when  the 
storms  of  life  pour  down  upon  us.  A  mere  walking-stick  when 
the  sun  shines;  a  friend  in  misfortune." 


iiliW      .^m^lH^tn 


— ■Rastem  hotel  clerk:  "  What  did  988  want?"  Hall  boy: 
"  Nothin'.  He  didn't  ring.  Must  a  been  some  other  number,  sir. 
He  said  he  didn't  ring  an'  didn't  want  anything,  an'  he  says  he's 
very  comfortable,  sir.  "  Very  comfortable!  He's  got  one  of  the 
cheapest  rooms  in  the  house.    Go  turn  the  heat  off." 

■^ '^ ■ 7   ■     '  "■    ■      T^' 
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Whar  de  balmy  air  is  sighing, 
And  de  roses  catch  de  dew. 

And  de  mocking  bird  am  singing  in  dc  trees, 
Dar's  a  charming  lubly  city. 
And  I'll  eber  hold  it  true, 

I  was  bro't  up  'mong  its  butterflies  and  bees. 
In  de  pastures  and  de  tields 
I  lived  de  whole  day  long, 

But  from  all  of  dem  I'se  been  obliged  to  roam, 
•  And  when  I  think  of  liappy  times, 

De  merry  dance  and  song, 

I  long  to  see  my  deiir  !?avannah  home.      - 

Chorus. 

I  long  to  see  you  once  again,  and  feel  de  scented  breeze. 
And  thro'  dose  sunny  strnets  I  long  to  roam; 

I  long  to  hear  de  mockin'  bii'ds  a  singin'  in  de  trees 
Dat  grow  around  my  dear  Savannah  home. 


An  de  sweet  magnolia  blossoms 
Dat  was  blooming  in  de  lanes, 

And  garden  dat  was  loaded  with  perfume, 
All  am  dearer  to  dis  darkey 
Dan  de  long  and  lebel  plains. 

And  dar  1  always  had  enough  ob  room. 
When  de  shining  moon  at  night 
Was  looking  from  de  skies, 

And  we  puslied  de  flat-boat  from  de  ribber  side. 
And  down  de  rippling  waters  whar 
De  Fort  Pulaski  lies. 

Our  jolly  dancing  parties  used  to  glide. — Cliorus. 

But  dose  happy  days  are  ober  now, 
De  boys  hab  gone  away. 

And  de  collud  gals  are  scattered  o'er  de  land; 
Oh!  de  times  ain't  as  dey  used  to  be 
When  massa  had  his  say, 

And  each  plantation  had  its  niggar  band. 
Near  dat  little  cabin  home, 
De  place  whar  I  was  born, 

Dar's  a  quiet,  iubly  spot.  I'd  like  to  see, 
'Tis  whar  dey  laid  my  tnudder  down. 
One  pleasant  Summer  morn. 

While  sontfsters  sang  a  sad  and  plaintive  glee. — Chora*, 
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DEAR  HARP   OF   MY  COUNTRY. 

Th<t  WorUii  and  Music  of  thL<  Sonir  will  be  sent  tu  any  addrew.  po!(t-i>aid,  on  ret-eipl  of  iO    | 
ceot.'';  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Sontcx  for  t)ne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^\  olinmii,  V.  O.  Box 
18^,  New  York  City.    Potttage  Stmnpe  token  same  as  oovh  for  all  our  goods. 

Dear  barp  of  my  country,  in  darknes.s  I  found  tliec. 

The  cold  chain  of  silence  had  hung  o'er  thee  loui^, 
When  proudly,  my  own  island  harp,  I  unbound  thee. 

And  gave  all  thy  chords  to  light,  freedom  and  song. 
The  warm  lay  of  love  and  the  light  note  of  gladness 

Have  ■wakeuetl  tliy  fondest,  thy  loveliest  thrill. 
But  so  oft  hast  tliou  echoed  the  deep  sigh  of  .sadnes.s, 

That  e'eu  iu  thy  mirth  it  will  steal  from  Ihee  still. 

Dear  harp  of  my  country,  farewell  to  thy  numbers. 

This  sweet  wreath  of  .song  is  the  last  we  s'lall  twine; 
(Jo — sleep,  with  the  sunshine  of  fame  on  tliy  slumbers. 

Till  touched  by  some  hand  less  xuiworthy  than  mine. 
It  tlie  pulse  of  the  patriot,  .soldier  or  lover. 

Have  throbbed  at  our  lay,  'tis  thy  glory  alone; 
I  was  I)Ut  as  the  wind,  passing  heedlessly  over, 

And  all  the  wild  sweetness  I  waked  was  thy  own. 


PICKIN'    ON   A   HARP. 

Lopyrifc'lit.  IW*7.  by  W.  F.  Sh.iw. 


The  Wi.ids  and  Mu.-ic  of  this  Ronir  will  be  tieiit  to  any  addifnw,  ixwtpaid.  on  nitiiii  of  til 
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r.s  gwine  to  jine  dat  happy  throng, 

Pickin'  on  a  iiarp,  pickin'  on  a  harp, 
Is  gwine  to  sing  dat  liiblv  song, 

Pickin'  on  a  harp  wid  de  golden  strings. 
Come,  sisters,  all,  I'll  meet  you  dar, 

Pickin'  on  a  harp,  pickin'  on  a  harp, 
AVe'U  leab  de  banjo  an'  guitar, 

Pickiu'  on  a  liarp  wid  de  golden  strings. 

De  Mofodis"  an'  Raptis',  too, 

Pickin'  on  a  harp,  pickin'  on  a  harp, 
:        Am  waithig  dar  for  me  an'  you. 

Pickin"  on  a  harp  wid  de  golden  strings. 
Don't  be  so  aggravatiu'  slow, 

Pickin'  on  a  harp,  pickin'  on  a  harp, 
You  ncbl)er  will  be  fixed  logo, 

Pickin'  on  a  harp  wid  de  golden  strings. 

Before  we  go  well  pass  de  hat, 

Pickin'  on  a  harp,  pickin"  on  a  harp. 
An'  den  we'll  know  jes  where  we're  at, 

Pickin'  on  a  harp  wid  de  golden  strings. 
If  you  ilon't  gib  you're  money  free, 

Pickin'  on  a  harp,  piekin'  on  a  harp. 
My  brudder,  you  will  neltber  be 

Pickin'  on  a  harp  wid  de  golden  strings. 


SOME    DAY.     '-': 

Thr  Words  and  Muxie  of  this  Kong  will  be  sent  to  any  oddrewL  post  paid,  on  receipt  of 
I'eiits;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SongB  for  One  Dollar,  by  It.  J.  W Vhnian,  }'.  O.  Box 
IKS,  New  York  City.    Putituge  Slumps  token  iMune  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  know  not  when  the  day  shall  be, 

I  know  not  where  our  eyes  may  meet, 
What  welcome  you  may  give  to  me. 

Or  will  your  words  be  sad  or  sweet; 
It  may  not  be  till  years  have  passed, 

Till  eyes  are  dim  and  tresses  gray. 
The  woHd  is  wide,  but  love  at  last. 

Our  hands,  our  hearts,  must  meet  some  day. 

CUORCS. 

Some  day,  some  day,  some  day  I  shall  meet  you, 

Love,  I  know  not  when  or  how — 

Love.  I  know  not  when  or  how; 
Only  this,  only  this,  this,  that  once  you  lovctl  me 

Only  this  I  love  you  now, 

I  love  you  now,  I  love  you  now. 

I  know  not  arc  you  far  or  near, 

Or  are  you  dead  or  do  you  live; 
I  know  not  who  the  blame  should  Ix-'ar, 

Or  who  should  plead  or  who  forgive; 
But  when  we  meet  some  day,  some  day, 

Kycs  clearer  grown  the  truth  may  see, 
An<i  ev'iy  cloud  shall  roll  away. 

That  darkens  love  'twixt  you  and  me.- 


M 


-Cfu/rus. 


A  Mark  from  My  Angel  Mother's  Shoe 


Tune  -"A  Violet  From  Mother's  lirave."' 


ScciH>  rise  Ix'f'irr  me  of  hotluxNlV  happy  ilayit. 

I'tii  ihiiikiii?  of  the  HfoiH'-rt;:ht;*.  tli<-'  tnekri  hikI  piiiii>  ninl  |>la>>. 

Tlie  itayh  when  we  ueiit  >i\\  iinuiiiii;  I  wan  hai>[iy  an  a  clam. 

The  copixTs  how  they'd  cliaife  iic  but  w(;  (tiiln't  care  a  d ii. 

Father  ha<l  the  jint-janii'.  and  he  han  packed  away, 
M'ittier  loved  her  Imu'-jtiicc.  lihe't*  now  iMtieat))  tlie  clay, 
While  an  <>r|ihan  I  remain,  thcn'V  a  ecur  I  will  retain, 
Ti!*  a  murk  from  my  aiii;cl  mother'^  (<Ii(h;. 

Citonu!". 

Only  a  little  *car.  hul  how  it  made  me  dance. 

When  the  t"M-  of  her  cowhide  clipjxT  jnr"l  unroofed  'he  feat  of  my  paiiti'. 

WliiU;  an  orphan  I  leniain,  I'll  rcmeinher  witli  much  j>aiii, 

'Tis  a  murk  frout  my  ani;el  mother's  shoe. 

Well  I  reuiemlM  r  my  dear  old  nuither'n  Ikm)". 

She'd  kick  mc  full  nt  kiiot-hole.«,  of  thai  I've  Iota  of  proof. 

My  fpinal  coluniti  she'd  |utralyKe  accordinc  to  the  riih-H  of  lloyle. 

And  with  me  wi|H'  the  floor  up,  I<m>,  when  sh'-'d  get  full  of  oil. 

W"h<-n  fiho  elevated  lier  |M'dal  extremity  and  llii'd  her  cow-hide  Ijool. 

You  l.*'i  yonr  la~t  trade  dollar  ns  kids  L'ot  up  lo  scoot. 

In  Miemo:i>im  ^li!l  I  keeji  u  ccar.  itoth  loll','  and  deep, 

"I'li^  a  uiark  from  my  aiij,'el  juolher's  slioe. 

Cuoncs. 
Every  timr  che'd  raise  her  hoof,  che'd  take  my  breath  away. 
That'!*  how  gentle  mother  dear  would  pass  the  time  sway. 
If  fhc  were  here  a:.'uin,  I  dfui'l  tliiiik  I'd  remain 
For  another  mark  from  iiiy  ant^l  mother's  nboe. 


KILLARNEY. 


Tlie  Woiils  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  |iost-|mid,  on  riH-eipt  of 
cents;  or  this  nnd  any  two  other  Sf>ngs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan.  I'.  O.  Box 
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By  Killarney's  lakes  and  fells, 

Em'mhl  isles  and  winding  bay.<«, 
Moimtain  ))aths  and  woodland  dells, 

Mem'ry  ever  foiuUy  strays. 
Bouiilcous  nature  loves  all  lands, 

Beauty  wanders  ev'rywhere, 
Fo(dpriiits  leave  on  many  strands. 

But  her  home  is  surely  there' 
Angels  fold  their  wings,  and  rest 

In  that  eden  of  the  west, 
Beauty's  home  Killarney 

Ever  fair  Killarney. 

Innisfallen's  ruined  .shrine 

May  suggest  :i  passing  sigh. 
But  man's  fate  ctin  ne'er  decline 

Such  (iod's  wonders  floating  by. 
("asile  J.,ougli  and  Glenna  Bay, 

Mountains  Tore  and  Eagle's  Nest; 
Still  at  Mucross  you  must  pray. 

Though  the  monks  are  now  at  rest. 
Angels  wonder  not  that  man 

There  woidd  fain  prolong  life's  simn, 
Beauty's  home  Killarney, 

Eever  fair  Killarney. 

No  i»lace  else  can  charm  tht;  eye 

With  such  bright  and  varied  tints,   , 
Every  rock  that  you  pass  by. 

Verdure  broiders  or  Ix'sprints; 
Virgin  there  the  green  grass  grow.9, 

Every  morn  Spring's  natal  day, 
Bright-hued  berries  doff  the  snow.s, 

Smiling  Winter's  frown  away. 
Angels  often  pausing  there. 

Doubt  if  Eden  were  more  fair. 
Beauty's  home  Killarney, 

Ever  fair  Killarney. 

Music  there  ff)r  ceho  dwells, 

Makes  each  soul  a  harmony, 
Manv-voiced  the  chorus  swells. 

Till  it  faints  in  extacy. 
^V  ilh  the  charmfiil  tints  Ix^'low 

Seems  the  heaven  above  tf>  vie, 
All  the  c(»Iors  that  we  know, 

Tinge  the  cloud-wreaths  in  that  sky. 
Wings  of  angels  so  might  shine, 
■   Glancing  back  soft  light  divine. 
Beauty's  home  Killarney,  '  ■ 

Ever  fair  Killarney. 
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Give  an  Honest  Irish.  Lad  a  Chance 
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My  name  is  I^IcNamara,  and  I  came  from  County  Clare, 

In  that  darlinj;  little  isle  across  the  sea. 
Where  the  mountains  and  the  hills,  the  lakes  and  rippling  rills, 

Are  singing  sweetest  music  all  the  day.  .  ,     . 

Our  little  farm  was  small,  it  would  not  support  us  all, 

So  one  of  us  was  forced  away  from  home;  ■  », 

I  bid  them  all  good-bye,  with  a  tear-drop  in  my  eye, 

And  I  sailed  for  Castle  Garden  all  alone. 

Chorus. 
I  ara  an  Irish  lad,  of  work  I'm  not  afraid, 

If  it's  pleasure  to  j'oii  I  will  sing  or  dance; 
I'll  do  anything  you  say,  if  youU  only  name  the  day 

When  they  give  an  honest  Irish  lad  a  chance. 

When  I  landed  in  New  York,  I  tried  hard  to  get  work, 

And  I  traveled  through  the  streets  from  day  to  day; 
I  went  from  place  to  place,  with  starvation  in  my  face. 

But  every  place  they  want  no  help  they  sjiy. 
And  still  I  wandered  on,  a  hoping  to  find  one 

That  would  give  a  lad  a  chance  to  earn  his  bread, 
But  then  it's  the  same,  for  I  know  I'm  not  to  blame. 

And  oftentimes  I  wished  that  I  was  dead. — Chorua. 

Biit  I  know  I've  one  kind  friend,  who  a  helping  hand  will  lend 

To  a  poor  boy,  and  to  help  him  on  at  home; 
I  will  bring  my  mother  here,  and  my  little  sister  dear. 

And  never  more  again  from  them  to  roam. 
I  will  trv  k)  do  what's  right,  I  will  work  both  day  and  night, 

Yes.  f  11  do  the  very  best  I  can, 
And  God  will  bless  the  heart  that  will  take  the  poor  boy's  part. 

And  make  an  honest  Irish  lad  a  man. — Chorus. 


MY    NELLIKS   BLUE  EYES. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  T.  B.  HanuK  &  Co. 


LARRY'S   ON   THE  FORCE. 


By  Irwin  RusselL 
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Well,  Katie,  and  is  this  yersilf  ?   And  where  was  you  this  whoilc? 
And  aint  ye  dhrissed!     You  are  the  wan  to  illusthrate  the  stoile! 
But  never  moind  thim  matthers  now — there's  toime  enough  for  thim; 
And  Larry — that's  me  b'y — I  want  to  shpake  to  you  av  him. 

Sure,  T.arry  bates  thim  all  for  luck! — 'tis  he  will  make  his  way, 
And  be  the  proide  and  honnur  to  the  sod  beyant  the  Siiy; 
We'll  soon  Imj  able — whist!  I  do  be  singin'  till  I'm  hoorse, 
For  iver  since  a  month  or  more,  my  Larry's  on  the  foorce!     , 

There's  not  a  proivate  gintleman  that  boords  in  all  the  row. 
Who  houlds  himself  loike  Larry  does,  or  makes  as  foine  a  show; 
Thim  eyes  av  his,  the  way  they  shoiue,  his  coat  and  butlhous,  tou — 
He  bates  thim  kerrige  dhroivers  that  be  on  the  avenue!    - 

lie  shtipsthat  proud  and  shtately-likc, you'd  thinkhcowncd  the  town 
And  hould  his  shtick  convaieut  to  be  tappin'  some  wan  down — 
Aich  blissed  day,  I  watch  to  see  him  comin'  up  the  shlrate, , 
For,  by  the  greatest  bit  av  luck,  our  house  is  on  his  bate. 

The  little  b'ys  is  feared  av  him,  for  Larry's  moighty  shtrict. 
And  many's  the  litthle  blagyard  he's  arristetl,  I  expict; 
The  l)eggyars  ^ets  acrass  the  shtrate — you  ought  to  see  thim  fly — 
And  orgau-gromdhers  scatthers  whin  they  see  him  comin'  by. 

I  know  that  Larry's  bound  to  roise;  he'll  get  a  sergeant's  post. 
And  afther  that  a  captincy  widhin  a  year  at  most; 
And  av  he  goes  in  iwlitics  he  has  the  head  to  throive — 
I'll  be  an  aldrwoman,  Kate,  afore  I'm  thirty- foive! 

What's  that  again?    Y'are  jokin'  surelj', — Katie!  m  it  thrue? 
Last  noight,  you  say,  Jie — mwriedf  and  Aileen  O'Donahuc? 
O  Larry!  c'u'd  yc  have  the  hairt — but  let  the  spalpeen  be; 
Av  he  demanes  himsilf  to  her,  he's  nothing  more  to  me. 

The  ugly  schamp!  I  always  said,  just  as  I'm  lellin'  you. 

That  Lairy  was  the  biggist  fool  av  all  I  iver  knew; 

And  many  a  toime  I've  tould  mesilf— yow  see  it  now,  av  coorse — 

He'd  uiver  come  to  anny  good  av  he  got  on  the  foorce! 
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My  dear  Nelly's  eves  are  blue; 
Hair  of  bright  and  golden  hue; 
Like  her  heart,  her  eyes  are  true, 

My  Nelly,  my  own; 
,   ..-       Never  lived  a  queen  so  fair. 
With  my  Nelly  life  I'd  share, 
By  her  side  I  know  no  care. 

My  Nelly,  my  own.  . 

Ne'er  was  curled  from  nature's  bower, 
Half  so  rare  or  sweet  a  flower, 
Though  we've  culled  them,  hour  by  hour. 

My  Nelly,  my  own. 

'     Chorus.  , 

Mv  Nelly's  blue  eyes, 
-  My  Nellj-'s  blue  eyes, 

Brighter  than  stars  that  shine  at  night. 
My  Nelly's  blue  eyes. 

When  I  first  saw  Nelly's  home. 
Where  the  moon-beams  .softly  shone. 
From  mine  he^irt  a  lover's  moan. 
My  Nelly,  my  own;  / 

/       -"'     Fairer  seemed  this  world  to  me, 

Whilst  the  wind  blew  o'er  the  lea,   • 
Words  and  ki&ses  sweet  for  me, 

My  Nelly,  my  own; 
Like  a  rose  refresh 'd  with  dew, 
My  sad  heart  when  won  by  you, 
.    '.     Angel  words  said,  "  Thou  art  true," 
'  My  Nelly,  my  own. — (Jhorus. 


BRING  BACK  MY  BONNIE  TO  ME 


Copyright,  1882,  by  T.  B.  Ilanns  &  Co. 
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My  lx)unie  lies  out  on  tlie  ocean. 

While  sjidly  I  wait  on  the  shore;  ;        ' 
He  wander'd  away  o'er  the  billow, 

I'm  longing  to  see  him  once  more! 
He  comes  to  my  heart  in  bright  visions. 

His  face  like  an  angel's  I  see! 
And,  still  do  I  sigh  in  my  dreaming; 

Oh!  bring  buck  my  bonuie  to  me! 

Chorus. 

Brin^  back    bring  btvck, 

Bring  back  my  love  oer  the  sea! 
Brin^  back,  bring  back, 

Bnng  back  my  love  o'er  the  sea! 
Brin^  back,  bring  back. 

Bring  back  my  bonuie  to  me! 
Bring  back,  bring  back, 

Bring  back  my  bonuie  to  uic! 

He  left  mc  when  roses  were  fading. 

To  bid  me  farewell,  for  a  while; 
My  heart  is  so  weary  and  lonely. 

Bereft  of  his  be.*uitiful  smile. 
I  stray  where  the  billows  are  dashing, 

And  wonder  where  now  he  r^ui  l)c; 
My  heart  to  the  waves  ever  whisjiers: 

Oh!  bring  back  my  bonnie  to  me. — ChoruM. 

Then,  darling  one,  can  j'ou  forsake  me? 

My  life  is  so  weary  and  lone! 
Oh!  send  mc  a  word  o'er  the  water. 

And  say  you  are  ever  my  own! 
In  sorrow  and  tears  I'm  repining. 

And  sad  is  my  watch  by  the  sea. 
My  darling,  my  dear  one  forever! 

Oh!  bring  back  my  bonnie  to  me. — Chorut. 


— The  truly  helpful  wife  is  the  one  who  always  returne  her  I 
husband's  pencil  when  she  borrows  it.     She  has  not  been  bom  yet. 
So  says  a  cynical  editor. 


■>i-y-vyAr-h\ 


ONLY  A   G-IRL. 


By  Ruth  Hall. 

I  hear  a  sbarp  ring  on  the  frosty  way, 

And  I  catch  the  gleam  of  a  cycle  hright. 
Just  a  .jjlimpse  of  a  form  in  Quaker  gray; 

And  then,  the  dear  boy!  he  is  out  of  sight. 
Ah  I  out  and  away,  ere  the  sun  is  higli. 

While  the  early  clouds  are  all  rose  and  j>earl. 
And  tlie  air  like  a  wine  that  is  iiright  and  dry; 

And  I'm — only  a  girl. 

I  think  of  the  hollows  where  leaves  lie  dead, 

Of  the  gaunt  trees'  shadows  against  the  sky; 
Of  the  cool,  clear  stretch  of  blue  overhead, 

And  the  low,  lush  meadows  he  rattles  by. 
I  look  on  the  road  with  its  dusty  track, 

Where  the  wind  gusts  meet  to  whistle  and  whirl; 
And — ves'  I  may  look  for  his  coming  back; 

For  I'm  only  a  girl. 

I  may  watch  and  wait  all  day  for  the  ring 

Of  his  prettv  playthings  glistening  steel; 
And,  dressed  in  my  gayest,  may  sit  and  sing 

Over  my  work  till  I  hear  the  wheel; 
Then  I  shall  see  the  eyes  o'  my  lad. 

And  he  a  check  and  drooping  curl;  ■ 
And — well,  yes — perhaps — I'm  a  little  glad 

That  Im  only  a  girl. 


It*s  Funny  What  Lager  Will  Do. 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Leslie  and  Hardinan. 


I  awoke  up  this  morning  with  a  terrible  head, 

I  was  nervous  and  I  had  the  shakes, 
I  had  to  use  a  shoe-horn  to  put  on  my  hat, 

I  imagined  that  I  had  the  snakes. 
For  I  had  l)eeu  drinking  a  little  too  much, 

Which  made  me  feel  awfully  blue, 
I'd  given  the  world  for  a  cocktail. 

It  s  funny  what  lager  will  do. 

Ciiouus. 
It  will  make  a  man  fight. 
And  stop  out  all  night. 

Get  arrested  and  get  ten  days,  too, 
It  will  make  a  man  stutter. 
And  sleep  in  the  gutter. 

It's  funny  what  lager  will  do. 

Make  hira  join  the  marines. 
Live  all  Winter  on  beans, 

And  put  him  in  a  terril)le  stew, 
It  will  make  him  a  bum. 
By  the  copper  get  run. 

It's  funny  what  lager  will  do. — Chorus. 

It  will  make  hira  cat  clams, 
And  have  the  jim-jams. 

And  sometimes  get  him  clubljed  black  and  blue; 
It  will  make  a  man  lazy. 
And  drive  him  near  crazy, 

It's  funny  what  lager  will  do. — Chorus. 

It  will  put  him  in  rags, 

Make  him  drain  old  beer  ket;s, 

And  various  other  things  do; 
And  when  he  gets  l)r()ke. 
All  his  clothes  he  will  soak, 

It's  funny  what  lager  will  do. — Chorus. 

It  will  make  him  a  fool. 
Get  hira  stuck  playing  pool. 

And  banged  <;'er  the  head  with  a  cue; 
And  if  he  is  flush. 
It  will  soon  make  him  lush. 

It's  funny  what  lager  w  ill  do. — C/iorua. 

Make  a  man  soon  repent, 
When  he  ain't  got  a  cent. 

You  bet  he'll  feel  awfully  blue; 
Made  a  man  in  the  gallery 
Spend  all  his  week's  salary. 

It's  funny  what  lager  will  do. — Chorus. 

It  will  make  a  man  stout. 
It  knocked  Sullivan  out, 

Though  he  says  the  report  is  not  true; 
It  made  the  coachman  skip  off 
With  Morrisania's  fair  daughter, 

It's  funny  what  lager  will  do. — CJu>ru$. 


I  still  do  remember  the  old-fiishioncd  homestead, 

That  l>eautiful  place  where  I  first  saw  the  light. 
Where  oft  I  have  played  on  the  green  when  in  childhood. 

That  lovely  old  ^n){  was  so  happy  and  bright. 
The  garden  was  luadod  with  sweet  scented  flowers. 

The  pretty  magnolias  grew  dose  by  the  door, 
How  sweetly  the  mocking  bird  sang  in  the  wildw(xxl. 

Take  me  back  home,  let  me  sec  it  once  more. 

ClIOULS. 

The  old-fashioned  homestead  I  still  do  rememlxir. 
The  magnolia  flowers  grew  close  by  the  door; 

How  sweetly  the  mocking  bird  sang  in  the  wildwood. 
Take  me  back  home,  let  mc  sec  it  once  more. 

How  often  I've  thought  of  my  dear  aged  mother — 

God  bless  and  protect  her  from  sorrow  and  pain; 
She  kissed  and  canssed  me  so  fondly  in  childlKKxl, 

I  long  to  return  just  to  si-e  licr  again. 
The  garden  and  gnjves  will  l{M)k  strange  when  I  see  them, 

Thow  sweet  lovely  places  I  still  do  adore; 
The  years,  too,  have  vanished  since  last  I  beheld  them, 

Take  mc  back  home,  let  me  see  it  once  more. — Chorus. 


: 


.    BASE    BALL. 

The  noon-day  sun  was  iK>uring  down 
Upon  a  meadow  sere  and  brown, 
Where  stood  a  youth  with  bat  on  high. 
Loud  to  his  comrades  rang  the  cry: 
"Baseball!" 

He  hopes  to  win  himself  a  name 
By  playing  soon  "a  great  match  game;" 
For  him  'twill  be  the  greatest  fun 
To  hear  the  words:  "  Live  Oaks  have  won,' 
"  Baseball !" 

Around  the  field  he  saw  the  light 
Of  frieinUy  faces  beaming  bright; 
Just  by  his  head  a  ball  has  flown. 
And  from  his  lips  escape  a  groan, 
"  Baseball !" 

"  Now,  stop  this  game,"  the  old  man  said, 
"  The  second  base  has  smashed  his  head; 
The  pitcher,  too,  has  sprained  his  wrist, 
The  umpire's  brain  is  in  a  mist," 
"  Baseball  1" 

"Oh!  drop  that  bat,"  the  maiden  said, 
"And  make  a  long  '  home-run'  instead;" 
A  hot  ball  hit  him  in  the  eye. 
But  still  he  answered,  with  a  sigh. 
"Bjisebalir 

"  Beware!  you'll  soon  1)€  out  on  foul!" 
This  was  the  fielder's  awful  howl! 
But  still  there  echoed  in  his  ear. 
In  that  deep  voice,  so  thick  and  queer, 
"Baseball!" 

"  Used  up,"  he  sinks  upon  the  ground. 
While  pitying  comrades  gather  round, 
And  in  the  awful  throes  of  lieath. 
He  murmurs  with  his  latest  breath, 
"Baseball  !" 

There  on  the  cold  earth,  drear  and  gray. 
To  perfect  jelly  smashed,  he  lay. 
While  o  er  the  autumn  fields  afar 
Was  heard  the  victor's  loud  huzza, 
"Baseball!" 


— She,  just  through  playing:  "  I  fear,  Mr.  Sniggles,  my  music 
is  too  poor  to  give  you  enjoyment."  He,  assuringly:  "0,  indeed  I 
do  enjoy  it.  It  does  not  take  much  to  please  me  in  the  line  of 
music,  you  know." 
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DONNELLY  AND    COOPER 

Send  yuur  name  and  oddreaR  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  182S,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  eompJete  Catalo^e  of  over  3000  Popular  EnelLsli  and  German 

Songs— IVee.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Come  all  you  true-bred  Irishmen,  I  hope  you  will  draw  near, 
And  likewise  pay  attention  to  iho«^  few  lines  you  hear; 
Ii's  of  as  true  a  story  as  ever  you  did  hear. 
It's  about  Donnelly  and  Cooper,  that  fought  all  on  Kildare. 

"I\va8  on  the  3d  of  June,  brave  boys  this  challenge  sent  o"er, 

From  Brittania  to  old  Grauna  to  renew  her  eons  once  more; 

To  renew  her  satiisfaction,  and  her  credit  to  recall, 

For  they're  all  in  deep  distraction  since  Donnelly  conquered  all.  ." 

Old  Grauna  read  the  challenge  and  received  and  she  smiletl. 
Saying:  "  You'd  better  hasten  to  Kildare,  my  well  beloved  child, 
There  von  will  rei^ii  vicitorious,  which  you  often  did  before, 
Aud  your  deeds  will  shine  so  gloriously  around  old  Erin's  shore." 

The  challenge  was  accepted ;  these  heroes  did  prepare 

To  meet  brave  Captain  Kelly  on  the  Curragh  or  Kildare; 

When  these  two  bully  champions  were  strip|>ed  off  in  the  ring,    :    ' 

They  both  were  still  determined  on  each  other's  blood  to  spilT.  ■    *       i : 

Prom  6  to  9,  parried  their  time,  till  Donnelly  knocked  him  down. 
Old  Grauna  smiled:  "  Well  done,  my  child;  that  is  ten  thousand  t)ound!" 
Tlie  second  round  that  roo|)er  fought,  he  knocked  down  Donnelly, 
Likewise  tnie  game  was  Donnelly,  ne  rose  most  furiously. 

Right  active  then  was  Cooix-r— he  knocked  Donnelly  down  again; 

Those  Englishmen  then  gave  three  cheers,  saying:  "The  battle's  all  in  vain." 

Long  life  to  brave  Miss  Kelly:  she's  recorded  on  the  plain; 

.She  boldly  stepped  into  tlie  ring,  saying:  '•  Dan,  my  boy.  what  do  you  mnne? 

My  Irish  boy,'  said  she,  "my  whole  estate  I've  bet  on  you,  brave  Douuelly." 

Donnelly  rose  again,  and  meeting  with  great  might, 

And  to  stagnate  those  nobles  all,  contiimed  to  his  fight;         ^ 

trooper  stood  in  his  own  defence;  exertion  proved  in  vain, 

Ue  soon  received  a  temple  blow  that  knocked  him  on  the  )>laiu. 

Now  you  sons  of  proud  Brittania,  your  boasting  now  recall. 
Since  Co«per,  now,  by  Donnelly,  he  met  a  sad  downfall,  V 

Out  of  eleven  rounds  gave  nine  knock-downs  and  broke  his  jaw-bone;  . 

"  Shake  hands,"  said  she,  "  brave  Donnelly,  the  battle's  all  our  own." 


THE   DEATH   OF   SARSFIELD. 


The  Words  and  Musir  of  Uiis  Song  wiU  l>e  sent  to  any  addresK,  |M>st-i>iud. 

?ents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  lv>llar,  by  H.  J.  U  ehiu. 

1823,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ou^i  fur  all  oi 

Sarsfield  Las  sailed  from  Limerick  town — 
He  held  it  lonp:  for  countrj-  and  crown. 
And  ere  he  yieldetl,  Uie  Saxon  swore 
o  spoil  our  homes  and  our  shrines  no  more! 

Sarsfield  and  all  bis  chivalry 

Are  fighting  for  France  in  the  low  country — 

At  his  fiery  charge  the  Saxon  reel. 

They  learned  at  Limerick  to  dread  the  steel! 

Sar.sfield  is  dying  on  Landen's  plain. 
His  corselet  hath  met  the  ball  in  vain — 
As  bis  life-blood  gushes  into  bis  hand, 
lie  says,  Oh,  that  this  was  for  fatherland! 

Sarsfield  is  dead,  yet  no  tears  shed  we— 
He  died  in  the  arms  of  victory ; 
And  his  dying  words  shall  edge  the  brand. 
When  we  chase  the  foe  from  our  native  land. 
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What  Biddy  Said  in  the  Police  Court,  f 


DOT   STUPPORN   PONY. 


By  Harry  Woodson, 


I  growt  SO  ferry  hcflfy 

Dot  too  much  de  walkin'  pe,      ' 
So  I  pyed  me  of  von  pony;  '  ," 

But  dot  pettier  he  sbeat  me. 
Bote  eyes  of  him  was  limp}', 

Bote  leeks  of  him  vas  plint:         .  '; 
But  dot  vot  prake  of  me  mine  heart  ^ 

Dot  pony  vas  oonkiut. 

He  keeck  shusl  like  a  chackcss; 

Oop  town,  pefore,  pehint; 
Und  bow  a  cure  dot  pony 

I  roUt  ooj)  in  my  mint. 
Dot  sympathee  vas  nonsense; 

Shust  cverydinks  hepreak; 
Vhen  sutton  coomt  von  grant  itec, 

I  tole  you  how  I  make  : 

I  keetch  him  mit  de  sbafters. 

But — outsite  in  instet — 
His  bet  oop  py  dot  vagon, 

His  dail  vere  vas  his  bet. 
Den — one,  doo,  tree — I  schlag  him. 

Ach,  himmel,  how  he  keeck! 
But  vhen  be  fints  he  noddings  stroock. 

He  stop  dot  pooty  queeck. 

Den  looks  he  oop  ascbtountet, 

Oxcited  pooly  pat; 
Den  sutten  makes  he  backvarts, 

Like  as  or  he  vas  mat. 
I  laugh  as  I  vas  tying 

Ven  I  see  him  go  dot  vay; 
Den  on  his  haunch  he  stoomples  town. 

As  he  vas  going  to  bray. 

How  scbamt  he  look,  vafeffer! 

I  tole  him  vat  I  dinks; 
Doo  deal's  drop  oud  his  ej'epalls, 

Mit  grief  his  dail  he  vinks, 
Arount  all  right  I  toorn  him. 

His  het  pefore  him  now, 
Und  streecks! — he  trives  as  goot  und  kind 

As  be  ¥88  peen  my  frau! 


By  E.  T.  Corbett 


Yis,  Ink  at  me  now,  if  ye  can,  Tim, 

Luk  in  me  face  if  ye  dare! 
It's  bruised  an'  it's  ugly — I  know  it — 

But  sorra  a  bit  do  ye  care, 
Ye  dhrunken — I'm  ready,  yer  Honor, 

,  I'll  show  ye's  the  mark  of  Tim's  fist, 
An'  the  black  an'  blue  bruise  on  me  shoultber 

Where  he  pushed  me  agin  the  ould  chist. 

Sure  I  will— don't  be  winkin'  at  me,  Tim, 

I'm  done  wid  ye  now,  ye  can  say, 
An'  if  ye're  siut  up  for  a  twelvemonth 

It's  rejoiciu'  I'd  be  ivery  day, 
"Whisht,  officer — what's  that  ye're  sayin'? 

"  Me  complaint'?"  why,  what's  ailin'  ye,  man? 
For  sure  an'  I'm  aftber  complain', 

Yer  Worship,  as  fast  as  I  can! 

Wliin  yc  kim  home  last  night,  now  that's  thruc,  Tim, 

The  place  was  so  purty  an'  nate, 
Wid  such  ilegant  corn  bafe  an'  inyons  " 

Set  out  on  me  blue  chaney  plate; 
An'  Molly  a  waitin'  to  show  ye 

The  beautiful  medal  she'd  got; 
An' me,  wid  my  fut  on  the  cradle, 

A  kapin' the  tay  good  an' hot. 

But,  Tim,  3-e'd  bin  dbrinkin',  ye  blackguard, 

Yer  wages  was  gone,  ivery  cint; 
An'  ye  b-a-ate  an'  abused  me  a-an'  M-ol-ly 

For  sphakin' a  word  of  the  r-r-rint. 
But  whin  ye  turned  over  the  table. 

An'  smash !  wint  me  plate  on  the  floor, 
An  angel  cud  never  kape  silence,  . 

So  thin — 111  confess  it — I  swore! 

Jist  wance,  an'  ye  needn't  have  minded, 

Well  knowin'  me  timper  is  quick. 
But  wurra!  ye  knocked  down  the  slitove,  Tim, 

And  batthered  the  wall  wid  yer  shtick. 
Yis,  an'  broke  the  best  chair,  too,  ye  si)al|)een! 

No  wonder  the  naybors  tuk  fright, 
Wid  Molly  an'  Patsy,  both  screamin' 

Outside,  in  the  cowld  Winter's  night. 

Wh&V.  fine  ?iim  tin  doHws,  your  Ilonov'i 

Och,  sure  now,  that's  bard  on  poor  Tim. 
"Twas  just  the  laste  bit  of  a  scrimmage. 

There's  husbands  far  worser  nor  him' 
But  niver  mind,  darlint,  here's  money, — 

I'd  saved  up  a  thrifle,  ye  see. 
By  washin'  an'  clanin' — I'll  spind  it,  '• 

Mavourneen,  to  let  ye  go  free. 

So  come  along  home  wid  y^er  Biddy, 

There's  breakfast  expectin'  ye  there. 
Sure  ye're  needin'  the  bit  an'  the  sup,  Tim,  - 

Ye're  lookin'  so  white,  yis,  an'  quaire, 
See!  Molly's  outside  there,  a  srailin',  • . 

An'  fifty  cints  left  vit,  asthore. 
Come  an,  Tim — good  mornin',  yer  Honor, 

I  won't  be  a  throublin'  ye's  more! 
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KATHLEEN^  MY   DARLING-. 

•  *  Copyright,  1881,  by  Kmnk  P.  Andenon. 

Tl»e  Wonl:*  .iiiil  Miiiir  of  \\\\*  5!<>n(r  will  he  m-nt  to  nny  nddrt'ss,  poHtpHid.  on  rec-eipt  of  40 

ivnts.  oi  tlii.-i  anit  miv  t\»o  i.tln  r  Srniu-i  lorOiu'  Di.lliir,  by  H.  J.  Wihinaii.  P.O.  Bo« 

USi!.  New  York  Clly.    Postagu  aumips  tuki/n  saint-  a&  t-aah  for  all  our  goods. 

Oh,  Katlileen,  my  darling,  I'm  thiukiiig  of  you, 

Of  you,  my  bright  angel,  so  tender  and  true; 

Yi.ur  swfct  face  it  haunts  me  each  night  in  my  dreams, 

G*>d  low  you,  darling,  my  fairest  Kathleen: ' 

In  dreams*  how  I  fancy  I'm  still  by  your  side, 

liu  whispering  darling,  and  calling  you  bride, 

■^'(lur  cheeks  like  the  roses,  your  laugh  tilled  with  glee; 

Guil  love  my  Kathleen,  who's  over  the  sea. 

Cuouus. 
Kathleen,  ray  darling,  so  tender  and  true. 
Fondly  my  heart  beats  for  no  one  but  you; 
Voiw  own  sweet  face  haunts  me  while  thinking  of  thee, 
God  love  my  Kathleen  who's  over  the  sea. 

■Twa>  Kautiful  Springtime,  the  birds  sang  their  lay, 
WliLii  having  you,  Kathleen,  at  grey  dawn  of  day; 
'I'lie  hunters  h<)rn  sounding  far  o'er  hill  and  lea, 
I  pniuiseti  you,  love,  that  I'd  think  of  thee; 
Yt  s,  Kathleen  Mavourneen,  my  Colleen  aroon, 
You  re  fairer  than  flowers  that  in  Springtime  bloom, 
1  am  always  thinking  of  3'ou,  my  sweet  queeu; 
Gotl  love  you,  darling,  my  fairest  Kathleeu.— C'/torMs. 


Three  Little  Maids  From  School. 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Tony  Pastor. 

Three  little  maids  went  skipping  by. 
Sweet  as  a  slice  of  cherry  pie, 
Awfully  nu-ek,  and  very  shy. 

Three  little  maids  from  school. 

Naughty  boy.s  shouted  out,  "Ah,  there!" 
Said  they  would  "  steal  "  these  beauties  fair, 
"  Three  Of  a  kind,"  they  beat  "two  pair," 
Three  little  maids  from  school. 

Tlirce  little  maids  so  light  and  airy. 
Bangs  that  were  dyed  a  bright  canary. 
All  of  them  fresh  from  Tipperary, 
Three  little  maids  from  school. 

One  little  maid  chewed  her  parasol, 
Two  little  maids  hugged  a  |K)odle  small. 
Three  little  maids  carried  books  for  a  "stall," 
Three  little  maids — no  fools  1 

Then  three  little  maids  three  "noodles'  met, 
Kacli  <in  the  end  of  a  cigarette; 
Soon  they  "  caught  on  "  to  the  "  jays,"  you  bet. 
Three  little  uuiids — no  fools. 

Three  little  maids  so  tough  and  tender. 
Out  on  :i  beer  and  ice-cream  "bender," 
Kacli  one  could  guz/le  all  you'd  .send  her. 
Three  little  maids  from  .school. 

Three  little  maids  were  asked  to  dine, 
I>ut  .ill  you've  got  they  didn't  decline; 
Broke  up  these  "gawlis"  on  hasli  and  wine, 
Three  little  niai«ls  from  .school. 

•Then      just  for  a  tlyer'  sailed  away, 
AH  on  a  "jamboree  "  that  <lay; 
••."spooned  '  on  the  lM)at,  the  deck-hands  say. 
Three  little  maids — no  fools. 

Three  litlh-  maids  so  fresh  and  merry, 
Fillid  to  the  necks  with  quail  and  sherry; 
llavini;  a  gay  ohl  time — yes,  very, 
Threeiittle  maids— no  fools. 

One  little  maid  then  her  "  business"  knew. 
Two  little  maids  saw  the  "gag"  to  do; 
Three  little  maids  went  three  jKickets  thro' 
Three  little  maids— no  fools! 

Now,  three  diamond  studs  are  up  the  "sixjut," 
Three  watches,  ditto,  there's  no  doubt; 
Three  maids  nt  heme,  .seiitl  the  "growler"  out, 
Three  little  maids— no  fools. 

Three  little  "chappies"  ma.sh,  now  never, 
Three  little  maids  .so  "fly"  and  clever; 
Still  work  the  "  book  bluff  "  sjime  as  ever, 
Three  little  maids  from  school. 

•■■--■•-» 


LIMERICK  RACES.  1 
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I'ui  a  shnpic  Irish  hid,  I've  resolved  to  uee  i-ome  fun,  eir«, 
So  to  Butiffy  my  mind,  to  Limerick  town  I  came,  eirt<; 
Oh,  murther!  what  a  precious  place,  and  what  a  charming  city. 
Where  the  lioys  arc  all  so  free,  and  the  girls  are  all  so  pretty! 

Choku-j. 
Miisha  ring  a  diug  a  da,  ri  too  ral  laddy,  Uh ! 
Muitha  ring  a  ding  a  da,  n  too  ral  laddy,  Oh! 

It  was  on  the  fln*t  <>f  May,  when  I  lK-i;nn  my  raml)lci>, 
When  everything  was  there,  both  jaunting  car  and  ^ambolii; 
I  looked  alon^  the  road,  which  wa:)  lined  with  eniiling  facet). 
All  driving  off  ding-dong  to  go  and  see  the  races.— CuoRua. 

So  then  I  wac  rc!>olved  to  go  and  i*ee  the  race,  8in», 

And  on  a  roach-iiiid-foiir  neatly  took  my  place,  sirs. 

When  a  cliup  t)u«  led  out,  "•  B<'hold  I"  and  the  driver  dealt  a  blow,  sira; 

Faith!  he  hit  me  ju»t  as  fair  att  if  hii<  eyei>  were  in  his  poll,  sin.— Cuorl':*. 

So  (hen  I  had  to  walk  and  make  no  great  delay,  sirs. 

Until  I  n-acht'd  the  coiirce  when;  everything  was  gay.  sirs; 

Ifs  then  I  epied  a  v\oo<len  hont!e,.and  in  llie  upper  story. 

The  band  sinick  up  a  tune  called,  "Cinrry  Owen  and  glory."— CuoRcs. 

There  wa*  fiddlers  playing  jigs,  tliere  was  lads  and  lassies  dancing. 

And  chaps  upon  their  na;rs.  round  the  cours«'  sure  they  were  prancing. 

Some  were  drinking  whiskey-punch,  while  others  baw'led  out  caily, 

"  Hurrah  I  then  for  the  ehauimck  green  and  the  splinter  of  shillelagh!"— Chorus 

There  was  betters  to  and  fro  to  t-ee  who  would  win  the  race,  sirs, 

Aiul  one  of  the  sportiiii;  chai)s  of  coiirxe  came  up  to  me.  sirs;  [ 

yays  he,  '•  I'll  Ix-t  you  llfty  pounds  and  Til  put  it  down  this  minnte," 

"Ah!  then,  ten  to  oue,"  says  I,  "  The  foremost  horse  will  win  it."— C'lioitus. 

When  the  players  came  to  town,  and  a  funny  set  was  they,  j. 

I  paid  my  two"  thirteens  to  tro  and  see  the  play:  '  ■      •' 

Tney  acted  kiii;;s  ami  cobblers,  and  everything  so  gaily. 
Bull  found  myself  at  home  when  they  struc  k  ui).   •  I'addy  Carey."— C'HORUS. 


The  Song  That  Will  Never  Die. 
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I  heard  it  first  in  a  lowly  cot 

From  the  lips  of  a  pea-siuit  bride; 
Her  voice  was  full  of  melody. 

That  she  sjuig  with  a  joyous  pride. 
I  .saw  the  husbjmd  return  from  toil. 

And  he  .stood  in  the  porch  to  hear 
The  loving  s-ong  that  his  young  wife  sang. 

In  a  voice  that  was  low  aud  clear. 

C'lioitus. 

And  the  .same  sw  eet  sonir  has  l)cen  ever  sung. 

In  each  land  beiie.ith  the  sky; 
And  the  sweetest  song  in  tlie  mother  tongue, 

Is  the  song  that  will  never  die. 

I  heard  it  next  in  the  gilded  halls, 

Of  u  palace  grand  and  nire. 
And  sweeter  ftir  than  the  siren's  song 

Came  its  burden  on  the  air. 
It  brought  me  back  to  the  liai)py  times. 

And  I  lived  it  o'er  again, 
"NVlien  my  mother  folded  a  .sleeping  child. 

While  singing  the  sweet  old  strain. 

Li:i-L\BV. 

Slumber  my  baby,  my  darling. 
Angels  are  hovering  near, 
Sweet  may  thy  slumbers  !)e. 
All  the  world's  wealtli  to  me, 
Slumljer  my  baby,  my  dear,  my  own. 

ClIOUL'S. 

And  the  same  sweet  .song  will  l>e  ever  sung, 

Tis  the  mother's  Itdlaby, 
'Tis  the  sweetest  song  in  the  mother  tongue, 

And  the  soni;  that  will  never  die. 


— An  English  journal  states  that  the  fii>t  pri/c-winner  for  Ches- 
hire cheese  at  the  Royal  and  the  second  prize-winner  are  two 
sisters;  the  third  prize-winner  is  their  motiier,  and  the  highly  com- 
mended is  taken  by  another  sister;  so  that  the  whole  of  the  honors 
in  this  class  went  to  one  family.  That  may  be  called  a  dairy 
famUy  of  premium-takers. 
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PUT   ON  DE   G-OLDEN   SWORD. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


The  Word*  and  Huxic  of  thb  Songr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  roo<-ipt  of  10 

eentH;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sont^  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  welinian,  P.  O.  Box 

IS-jS,  Nvw  York  City.    Postage  Stanipe  taken  suiae  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


■<  ■•• 
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Oh,  pretty  little  darkies,  come  and  gather  all  around, 

Put  on  de  golden  sword! 
And  dig  de  jailer  taters  from  de  bosom  of  de  ground, 

Put  on  de  golden  sword! 
Dar's  heaps  o'  trouble  comiu'  from  de  bosom  ob  de  deep. 

Put  on  de  golden  sword ! 
Ole  Satan  am  a  watching  for  to  catch  you  fast  asleep, 

Put  on  de  golden  sword ! 

Chorus. 
Ob,  children,  knuckle  on,  oh,  children  chuckle  on, 

Oh,  children,  buckle  on — put  on  de-goldeu  sword! 
Den  fare  you  well,  I'll  meet  you  bye  and  bye, 

Where  angels  sing,  and  darkies  never  die, 
De  road  am  rough,  unless  you  hasten  ou, 

And  put  on  de  golden  sword ! 

Dar's  heaps  o'  joy  a  comin'  dat  you  little  did  expec'. 

Put  on  de  golden  sword ! 
So  buckle  on  your  armor  if  you  want  to  be  on  deck. 

Put  on  de  golden  sword ! 
Dars  dancing  and  a  singing  and  a  ringing  in  de  sky. 

Put  ou  de  golden  sword ! 
So  keep  you  on  a  moving  and  you'll  eat  potato  pie, 

Put  on  de  golden  sword!— 6" /wwtM.  .        \^ 


THE    ROCKY    ROAD   TO    DUBLIN. 
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lu  the  njerry  month  of  June,  when  flrut  from  home  I  started, 
Aud  left  the  girls  alone,  g!i4  and  broken-hearted, 
Shook  hands  with  father  dear,  kiif>He<l  my  darling  mother, 
Drank  a  pint  of  beer,  my  teari^  and  trrief  to  smoiner; 
Then  off  to  reap  the  corn,  and  leave  where  1  was  bom, 
I  cut  a  stout  black-thorn  to  banieh  ghoet  or  goblin; 
With  a  pair  of  bran  new  brogues  I  rattled  o'er  the  bogs— 
iSure  1  frightened  all  the  dogs  ou  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin. 

Chorus. 
For  ills  the  rocky  road,  here's  the  road  to  Dublin; 
llere's  the  rocky  road,  now  fire  away  to  Dublin  1 

The  steam-coach  was  at  hand,  the  driver  said  he'd  cheap  onea. 

But  sure  the  lutrgage  van  was  too  much  for  ha'pence. 

For  England  1  was  bound  it  would  never  do  to  Dalk  It, 

For  every  step  of  the  road,  bedad!  says  I,  I'll  walk  it. 

I  did  not  sigh  nor  moan,  until  I  saw  Athlone, 

A  pain  In  my  shin  bone,  it  set  my  heart  a  bubbling; 

And  fearing  the  big  cannon,  looking  o'er  the  Shannon,         ',    ■ 

I  very  quickly  ran  on  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin.— Chorcs. 

In  Mullingar,  that  night,  I  my  limbs  so  weary. 
Started  by  dayliglit,  with  spirits  light  and  airy; 


Took  a  drop  of  tlie  pure,  to  keep  my  spirits  from  sinking, 
"rishman's  cure,  whenever  he's  troubled 


with  thinking. 


That's  always  an  Irishman 

To  see  the  lassies  smile,  laughing  all  the  while. 

At  my  comical  style,  set  my  heart  a  bubbling, 

They  axed  if  I  was  hired,  the  wages  I  required. 

Until  I  was  almost  tired  of  the  rocky  roaa  to  Dublin.— Chorub. 

In  Dublin  next  arrived,  I  thought  it  was  a  pity 

To  be  so  soon  deprived  of  a  view  of  that  flue  city; 

'Twas  then  I  took  a  stroll,  all  among  the  quality. 

My  bundle  then  was  stole  in  a  neat  locality. 

Something  crossed  my  mind,  thinks  I,  I'll  look  behind. 

No  bundle  could  I  find  upon  my  stick  a  wobbling. 

Inquiring  for  the  rogue,  they  said  my  Connaught  brogue. 

It  wasn't  much  iu  vogue  ou  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin.— CHORtrs. 

A  coachman  raised  his  hand  as  if  myself  was  wanting, 

I  went  up  to  a  stand,  full  of  cars  for  jaunting; 

"Step  up,  my  boy!"  says  he;  "ah,  ahl  that  I  will  with  pleasure," 

"Ana  to  the  strawberry  beds,  I'll  drive  you  at  your  leisure." 

"A  strawberry  bed?"  says  I,  "faith,  that  would  be  too  high! 

On  one  of  straw  I'll  lie,  and  the  berries  won't  be  troubling  ;" 

He  drove  me  out  as  far,  upon  an  outside  car. 

Faith!  such  jolting  never  wor  on  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin.  —Chorus. 

I  soon  got  out  of  that,  my  spirits  never  failing, 

I  landed  on  the  quay,  just  as  the  ship  was  sailing,  ' 

The  captain  at  me  roared,  swore  that  no  room  had  he, 

But  when  I  leaped  on  board,  they  a  cabin  found  for  Paddy. 

Down  among  the  pigs  I  played  such  rummy  rigs. 

Danced  some  hearty  jigs,  with  the  water  round  me  bubbling. 

But  when  off  Holyhead,  1  wished  that  I  was  dead. 

Or  safely  put  in  bed,  on  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin.— Chorus. 

The  boye  In  Liverpool,  when  on  the  dock  I  landed. 

Called  myself  a  fool,  I  could  no  longer  stand  it;  .,^  '       / 

My  blood  began  to  boil,  mv  temper  1  was  loosing. 

And  poor  old  Erin's  Isle,  they  all  began  abusing.  J; 

"Hurrah!  my  boys,"  says  I,  my  sliilialagh  I  let  fly.  ,  -.  ;  /  :;   ';= 

Some  Galway  boys  were  by,  they  saw  I  was  a  hobble  In; 

Then  with  a  loud  hurrah!  they  joined  me  in  the  fray, 

Faugh-a-ballagh!  clear  the  way  for  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin.— Chorus. 


THE  WEARING-   OF  THE   G-REEN. 
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Ob,  Paddy  dear,  and  did  you  hear  the  news  that's  going  round? 
The  shamrock  is  forbid  by  laws  to  grow  on  Irish  ground ! 
No  more  St.  Patrick's  da\'  we'll  keep,  his  color  last  be  seen, 
For  there's  a  bloody  law  ag'in  the  wearing  of  the  green. 

Oh,  I  met  with  Naber  Tancl}-,  and  he  took  me  by  the  hand. 

And  he  says,  "  How  is  poor  ould  Ireland,  and  how  does  she  stand?" 

She's  the  most  distressed  country  that  ever  I  liave  .leen. 

For  they  are  hanging  men  and  women  for  the  wearing  of  the  green. 

And  since  the  color  we  must  wear  is  England's  cruel  reti, 
Ould  Ireland's  sons  ^vill  ne'er  forget  the  blood  that  they  have  shed; 
Then  take  the  shamrock  from  your  hat  and  cast  it  on  tlic  sod — 
It  will  take  root  and  flourish  still,  tho'  under  foot  'tis  trod. 

When  the  law  can  stop  the  blades  of  gi-iiss  from  growing  as  thej'grow 
And  when  the  leaves  in  the  Summer  time  their  verdure  do  not  show. 
Then  I  will  change  the  color  I  wear  in  my  cabeen. 
But,  'till  that  day,  plaze  God,  111  stick  to  the  ^vearing  of  the  green. 

But,  if  at  last  her  colors  should  \>c  torn  from  IrelaTid's  heart. 
Her  sons,  with  shame  and  sorrow,  from  tlie  dear  old  soil  will  part; 
I've  heard  whispers  of  a  country  that  lies  far  bc\-ond  the  sea. 
Where  rich  and  iwor  stand  equal  in  the  light  of  Freedom's  day. 

Oh,  Erin!  must  we  leave  you,  driven  by  the  tyrant's  hand? 
Must  we  ask  a  mother's  blessing,  in  a  strange  and  hapi)y  land? 
Where  the  cruel  cro.ss  of  England's  thrald  was  never  to  Ik;  seen, 
But  where,  thank  Glod,  w-e  11  live  and  die,  still  wearing  of  the  green. 


The  Ship  that  Never  Returned. 

Copyright,  1884,  by  S.  Brainard's  Sons. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 

On  a  Summer's  day,  when  the  wave  was  rippled 

By  the  softest,  gentlest  breeze. 
Did  a  ship  set  sail,  with  cargo  laden. 

For  a  port  beyond  the  sejis; 
There  were  sweet  farewells — there  were  loving  signals. 

While  a  form  was  yet  discern  d; 
Though  they  knew  it  not,  'twas  a  solemn  parting,     . 

For  the  ship — she  never  returned. 

■  _  i--  '  Chorus.  ' 

Did  she  never  return?    She  never  ruturn'd — 

Her  fate,  it  is  yet  unlearn 'd; 
Tho'  for  years  and  years  there  were  fond  (jnes  watching. 

Yet  the  ship — she  never  returned. 

Said  a  feeble  lad  to  his  anxious  mother, 

"  I  must  cross  the  wide,  wide  sea; 
For  they  say,  perchance,  in  a  foreign  climate. 

There  is  health  and  strength  for  me." 
'Twas  a  gleam  of  hope  in  a  maze  of  danger, 

And  her  heart  for  her  youngest  yearn 'd; 
Yet  she  sent  him  forth  with  a  smile  and  a  blessing 

On  the  ship  that  never  returu'd. — Choi'vu. 

"Only  one  more  trip,"  said  a  gallant  seaman, 

As  he  kiss'd  his  weeping  wife; 
Only  one  more  bag  of  the  golden  treasure. 

And  'twill  last  us  all  through  life. 
Then  I'll  spend  my  days  in  my  cozy  cottage. 

And  enjoy  the  rest  I've  earnd; 
But,  alas,  poor  man!  for  he  sail'd  commander 

Of  the  ship  that  never  return 'd. — Chorus. 


■u 


*  »  * 


— Mother:  "  Then  you  have  decided  to  marr)-  James,  Clara?" 
Daughter:  "  Yes,"  mamma.  We  think  it  will  be  an  economical 
measure  for  us  to  get  married."  Mother:  "Where  does  the 
economy  come  in?"  Daughter:  "  Well,  we  both  wear  the  same 
sized  spectacles." 
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The  Day  We  Went  Tobogganning. 

As  sung  with  great  succeja  by  Tony  Pastor. 


A  Man  to  Knock  Sullivan  Out. 
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The  Other  (lay  ray  girl  I  met. 
She's  just  the  dearest  little  pet, 
She  asked  me  if  Id  witnessed  yet, 

The  fuu  where  folks  toboggan. 
And  so.  to  be  in  style,  I  dress'd — 
A  blanket  made  my  coat  and  vest — 
And  such  a  crazy  sight  was  I, 
The  bo^'s  they  shouted,  "See  the  guy!" 
"VVe  quickly  reached  the  icy  spot. 
The  sport,  I  tell  you,  was  red  hot! 
■        Tlie  laughing  couples  by  us  shot 

That  day  we  weul  loboggauuiug. 

The  girls  were  there  in  all  their  charms. 
Around  the  chaps  they  placed  their  arms, 
'  'Twas  just  to  hush  the  wild  alarms 

They  had  where  folks  tolwggan! 
At  length  we  started  down  the  slide, 
And  like  a  flash  began  to  glide; 
My  girl  she  hugged  me,  like  the  rest. 
I  tried  to  do  my  level  best; 
But  half  way  down,  while  we  did  dash, 
There  w:is  a  very  awful  smash' 
And  on  the  ice  we  fell,  ker  splash. 

That  day  we  weut  toboggunning! 

When  I  got  up,  I  looked  around, 

And  this  was  what  I  straightway  found; 

My  nose  was  broken,  my  limbs  unsound. 

Up  there  where  folks  toboggan ! 
My  eyes  were  of  the  rain-bow's  hue! 
I'd  lost  my  purse  and  "  ticker,"  too!       i 
Let  others  go  enjoy  the  fun; 
With  this  new-fangle<l  sport  I'm  done! 
So  take  your  "  best  girl  "  where  you  will, 
But  if  you  don't  want  her  to  kill. 
Take  my  advice,  avoid  a  "spiU," 

When  you  goiout  tobogganuiug! 


THE   WILD   IRISH   BOY. 
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Farewell  to  the  dear  land  I  leave  fiir  l)ehind, 
Farewell  to  my  father,  although  he  be  blind; 
Shall  I  ever  forget  him,  while^my  heart  beats  with  joy? 
For  he  called  me  his  darling,  the  wild  Irish  boy — 
For  he  callecl  me  his  darling,  the  wild  Irish  boy. 

When  I  came  to  this  country,  I  had  brogues  on  my  feet, 

And  corduroy  breeches,  although  I  looked  noat. 

Yet  the  boys  they  all  laughed  at  me,  which  to  me  was  a  jf>y, 

For  they  called  me  the  hero,  the  wild  Irish  boy — 

For  they  culled  me  the  hero,  the  wild  Irish  boy. 

There  is  one  they'll  remember  and  never  forget, 
'Tis  Washington'.^ dear  friend,  the  bold  Lafayette, 
Who  gave  fortune  and  all,  not  wishing  for  fame. 
For  he  dearly  loved  freedom,  and  Washington's  name — 
For  he  dearly  loved  freedom,  and  Washingto^i's  name 

I'll  send  for  my  parents,  and  tliey  will  come  here, 

To  a  land  filled  with  plenty,  and  a  land  they  love  dear; 

For  I  know  they  will  bles-s  me,  while  there  hearts  beat  with  joy,    i 

For  they  called  me  their  own  .son,  their  wild  Irish  boy — 

For  they  called  me  their  own  .son,  their  wild  Irish  boy. 

There's  the  land  of  my  kindred  I'll  never  forget, 
For  the  time  it  may  come  when  it  will  be  happy  yet; 
Would  to  God  it  were  now,  for  'twould  give  me  great  joy, 
For  to  gaze  once  more  on  it,  though  a  wild  Irish  boy — 
For  to  gaze  once  more  on  it,  though  a  wild  Irish  boy. 
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Short  folks  and  tall  folks,  come  listen  to  me. 

Your  attention  I  ask  for  awhile; 
I'll  sing  you  the  latest  sensation  to-night. 

And  perhaps  I  may  cause  you  to  smile. 
Gas  bills  and  Iward  bills  have  gone  away  up, 

Anrt  the  boot-blacks  are  running  about,  . 
If  you  ask  what  their  looking  for. 

They'll  reply,  a  man  to  knock  Sullivan  out. 

Talk  about  sluggers,  but  he  is  the  darling. 

As  a  snuisher  now  he  is  a  pet ; 
There's  big  Herbert  Slade  on  the  shelf  has  been  laid 

From  a  slugging  which  he  did  get. 
Paddy  Ryan,  so  fine,  got  knocked  out  of  time. 

Charley  Mitchell  got  turned  inside  out. 
And  Richard  K.  Fo.x  will  have  to  walk  many  blocks. 

To  find  a  man  to  knock  Sullivan  out. 

Ilarr}'  Miner  wouldn't  do  it  for  he  is  too  fat, 

Cleveland  .smokes  too  many  cigars, 
Blaine  .says  he  can  stand  up  four  rounds 

With  a'driver  on  a  Third  avenue  car; 
Kate  Cla.xton's  too  thin,  Clara  Morris  is  too  lazy, 

Fanny  Davenport  is  a  little  too  stout; 
Hut  I  w-ill  bet  fifty,  that  Mrs.  Langtry 

Can  knock  Johu  L.  SuUivaa  out. 


IRELAND'S   SWORD  AND   SHIELD 
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Oh!  Erin,  my  country,  thee  I  dearly  adore, 
I  hope  I  may  .see  you  as  in  the  bright  days  of  yore. 
When  no  Englisli  landlord  our  soiT  would  frequent, 
N<  *r  bring  on  starvation  to  pay  back  rents. 

CnoRUS. 

Oh!  the  cruel-hearted  Saxons, 

Our  vengeance  they'll  feel; 
Ireland,  Ireland, 

To  no  Englishman  yield. 

Oh!  Erin,  my  country,  thee  I  dearly  adore, 

I  hojM;  in  the  future  you  will  have  peace  in  galore, 

WIh'H  your  sons  and  your  daughters  no  more  they  will  roam. 

But  with  peace  and  contentment  they'll  all  stay  at  home. 

CiroRCS. 

Oh!  the  cold-hearted  Saxons, 

Our  answer  they'll  feel, 
Ireland,  Ireland, 

Grasp  your  sword  and  shield. 

Oh!  Erin,  my  country,  thee  I  adore, 
In  the  battle  for  freedom  may  you  rush  to  the  fore. 
When  the  battle  is  raging,  for  victory  you  are  set. 
Then  we'll  i)ay  back  the  English  our  long-standing  debt. 

Chorus. 

Oh!  the  cruel-hearted  English, 

Our  revenge  they  must  feel, 
Ireland,  Ireland, 

Sway  your  Hag,  sword  and  shield. 

Oh!  Erin,  my  country,  thee  T  dearly  adore, 
Thougii  I  am  far  from  thy  bosom,  yet  I  love  thee  the  more, 
May  your  voice  for  your  freedom  like  waves  ever  swell, 
Through  as  loyal  a  channel  as  Mr.  Parnell. 

Chorus. 
Oh!  you  true  sons  of  Erin,     ; 
.  '    :•'              May  your  valor  be  seen    •. -\:-^  [:":■' }'j: ,  r 
la  your  own  parliament, 
""     In  old  sweet  College  Green,. 


•"■si 

si 


:•;. 


MlBi 


?*8W^'<W*W]ytUWWW:j»' 


=^r5«a 


'i'?^^ 


UK  " .  '  *  ■Mf'W  ii  mn^''^  mmw?  ■*>»-<»  t,fvH>>«av'S^t 


■^*^W^^^ 


-^..?-v5 


^•4 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS.-No.   18. 


23 


THE   PUZZLED   DUTCHMAN. 


By  C.  F.  Adams. 


I'm  a  broken-hearted  Deutscber, 
Vol's  villed  mit  crief  uiid  shame; 

I  dells  you  vol  der  drouble  Ls — 
Idoem't  kiuno  my  name 

You  dinks  dis  very  funny,  eh? 

Ven  you  der  story  hear, 
You  vill  not  vonder  den  so  mooch, 

It  vas  shtrange  und  queer. 

Mein  moder  had  two  little  twins, 
Dey  was  me  und  mein  broder; 

Ve  looks  so  ferry  mooch  alike, 
No  von  knew  vich  from  toder. 

Von  ov  der  poys  was  "  Yawcup," 
Und  "  Hans  "  der  Oder's  name; 

But  den  it  makes  no  tiflferent, 
Ve  both  got  called  der  same. 

Veil!  von  ov  us  got  tead — 
Yaw,  Mynheer,  dot  ish  so! 

But  vedder  Hans  or  Yawcup,         :  C 
Mein  moder,  she  ton't  know.  '■'■■:.■ 

Und  so  I  am  in  d  roubles, 
I  gan't  git  droo  mein  hed. 

VeMtr  I'm  Hans  vol's  lifing. 
Or  Taweup  vot  ish  tead! 


THE   OLD  "VILLAGE   BUM. 

'  .■  Compo6t>d  and  sungr  by  P.  J.  Downey. 
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Tune— "The  Old  Kitchen  Floor." 


Sometimes,  when  I'm  musing,  my  memory  flics  back, 
To  pleasures  and  sorrows  in  life's  stormy  track, 
There's  one  thing  comes  to  me  I  cannot  repres.s, 
Those  days  are  long  gone,  yet  to  me  they  are  fre.sli. 
A  poor,  lonely  stranger  to  our  village  came, 
His  clothes  they  were  seedy,  his  walk  it  was  lame; 
We  gathered  around  him,  and  just  out  of  fun. 
We  christened  him  Billy,  the  old  village  bum; 
We  gathered  around  him,  and  iust  out  of  fun. 
We  christened  him  Billy,  the  old  village  bum. 

His  labor  was  useful  to  neighbors  around. 

Give  him  but  a  meal,  and  his  sorrows  were  drowned, 

His  shape  it  was  known  to  most  all  in  the  place. 

The  children  would  smile  at  his  good-natured  face. 

When  we  were  a-playing,  if  things  were  unfair. 

They  soon  would  be  riglited  if  he  were  but  there; 

When  strangers  chastised  us,  how  quick  they  avouUI  run. 

If  we'd  call  our  Billy,  the  old  village  bum; 

When  strangers  chastised  us,  how  quick  they  would  run, 

If  we'd  call  our  Billy,  the  old  village  bum. 

At  last,  cruel  war  it  came  unto  our  land, 
lie  was  not  the  last  with  a  gun  in  his  hand; 
The  day  I  remember,  it  made  us  all  cry. 
When  he  came  around  to  bid  us  good-by. 
The  war  it  was  ended — he  came  in  the  cars — 
One  poor  arm  was  gone,  and  he  covered  with  scars; 
Although  he  was  crippled,  we  never  could  .shun 
Our  poor,  honest  Billy,  the  old  village  bum; 
Although  he  was  crippled,  we  never  could  shun 
Our  poor,  honest  Billy,  the  old  village  bum. 

His  wounds  came  against  him — his  age  helped  them  on. 
His  limbs  they  were  feeble,  his  strength  it  was  gone; 
We  brought  him  a  doctor  and  gave  him  a  bed. 
But  death  came  at  last,  and  poor  Billy  was  dead. 
The  people  to  pacifv  children  did  try. 
But  thinking  of  Billy,  they  could  not  help  cry; 
By  a  tree  in  our  grave-yard,  just  out  of  the  sun. 
We  laid  o^r  poor  Billy,  the  old  village  bum; 
By  a  tree  in  our  grave-yard,  just  out  of  the  suu, 
e  laid  our  poor  Billy,  the  old  village  bum. 


BUNCH    OF    SHAMROCKS. 
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There's  a  little  green  spray,  that  on  meadow  or  brae. 

Is  kissed  by  the  dew  morn  and  eve. 
And  the  sun  from  above  throws  a  smile  full  of  love. 

On  this  cluster  of  emerald  leaves; 
•    'Tis  the  symbol  of  Erin's  sweet  six)t  in  the  sea. 

And  no  flower  more  rare  e'er  was  seen, 
ihan  grows  on  its  stem — 'tis  my  own  precious  gem, 

"  Bunch  of  Shamrocks,"  so  fragrant  and  green. 

Chorus. 

."-        Tis  the  shamrock  .so  green,  the  shamrock  so  green, 
No  flower  more  rare  e'er  was  seen. 
Than  grows  on  its  stem — my  own  precious  gem, 
"  Bunch  of  Shamrocks,"  so  fragrant  and  green. 

Good  fortune  is  found  in  the  blessings  that's  round 

This  dear  little  treasure  so  fair. 
In  the  famed  days  of  old  each  warrior  bold, 

A  charm  in  virtue  so  rare. 
And  still  dew-kissed  it  peeps  from  bog  or  brake. 

Bejewelled  more  rich  than  a  queen; 
.    The  dear  little  gem  on  its  triple-branched  stem, 

"  Bunch  of  Shamrocks,"  so  fragrant  and  green. — Cliorut. 
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THE   WALKING-    MANIA. 

Sung  by  America's  favorite,  Tony  Pastor. 
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About  O'Leary's  all  the  talk, 

And  how  Sport  he  did  from  Bridgeixirt  walk.  "* 

And  since  Lepper  Hughes  first  toed  the  mark,  ' 

We've  got  the  walking  mania. 

Brains  in  New  York  is  played  out. 

It's  only  the  legs  they  care  about; 

With  a  pretty  girl  you've  now  no  power. 

If  you  can't  do  six  miles  an  hour. 

If  to  win  your  darling's  love  you  dream. 

So  kindly  she'll  upon  you  beam, 

If  she  only  finds  you've  got  the  steam  - 

To  keep  up  the  walking  mania. 

No  girl  does  for  a  sweetheart  care, 
Strijicd  stockings  now  they  will  not  wear, 
A  ten-mile  walk  by  it  they  swear, 
Since  they've  got  this  walking  maiiia. 
Even  married  men,  it's  turned  their  head. 
All  night  they're  walking  round  the  IkhI, 
' ;  As  if  they  had  the  jim-jams  got — 

Going  round  and  round  in  a  regular  trot; 
In  vain  the  little  bab}' cries, 
The  wife  gets  up  and  does  likewise — 
It  has  taken  this  town  by  surprise, 
Has  this  great  walking  mania. 

The  parsons  now  no  more  they  preach. 
But  the  way  to  raise  your  muscle  teach. 
Sweet  Jordon's  banks  are  out  of  reach. 
All  thro'  the  walking  mania. 
The  Herald  will  tell  you  what  to  eat. 
Madam  Anderson's  dose  it  can't  be  lieat; 
Her  digestive  powers  will  take  the  shine 
From  a  bushel  of  oysters  and  a  basket  <»f  wine; 
The  only  ones  that  don't  increase 
Their  regular  speed,  is  our  police — 
Except  a  bribe  their  palm  does  grease, 
Then  they  catch  the  walking  mania.       . 

Men  and  women  now  nothing  mind, 
But  to  beat  the  champions  almcst  blind; 
They  must  be  worked  by  steam  behind,    .. 
They've  got  such  a  walking  niiiuia. 
.     •  Old  maids  whose  dream  of  love  is  fled, 

Have  given  up  men  and  all  thoughts  bad, 
They  now  their  powers  of  youth  retain,  .* 

By  discarding  love  and  going  into  train; 
I  must  away  on  my  practice  walk 
: .    '-;         A  ten-mile  breather  around  the  park,  - 

Don't  call  me  back  and  my  purpose  balk,' 
For  I've  got  the  walking  mania. 
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IF  WE   ONLY   HAD   OUR  WAY. 

Written  expivwly  for  Uice  and  Barton. 
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Of  something  new  we're  going  to  sing. 
And  joy  to  many  hearts  'twill  bring, 
It's  what  we'd  do  with  everything, 

If  we  only  iiad  our  way; 
No  more  tianl  times,  hut  plenty  of  eash. 
An  absenee  of  liair  in  boanling- house  hash, 
Monopolies  we  quick  would  smash, 

If  we  only  had  our  way. 
We'd  clean  "each  street,  ^et  rid  of  each  beat. 
To  the  girls  so  sweet  we  d  give  small  feet, 
I>eer  from  each  mountain  would  freely  flow, 
We'd  feed  Oscar  Wilde  with  fried  bulls  of  snow; 
To  fight  the  Indians  we'd  send  our  mother-in  law. 
We  know  they  couldut  stand  her  terrible  jaw. 
No  more  foreign  paupers  would  land  on  our  soil. 
We'd  rub  Henry  Ward  Beecher  with  !?t.  Jacob's  Oil; 
We'  see  that  the  rich  gave  poor  men  gcxxl  pay, 
In  fact,  every  man  should  receive  fair  play; 
Tnule  doyars  would  all  be  retleomed  at  par. 
And  two  cents  the  fare  on  every  street  car; 
Wed  run  a  railroad  clear  up  to  the  moon. 
Have  snow  storms  in  the  middle  of  June, 
We'd  make  nigger  minstrels  get  new  gags; 
In  Ireland  we'd  hoist  American  flags. 
Sara  Uernhardt  we  d  make  tiie  ruler  of  France, 
Irving  would  black  up  for  a  song  and  dance; 
Each'^dude  should  have  a  nice  liitle  bang, 
In  Connecticut  a  few  murderers  wed  hung. 
The  Kenntniy  brothers  we'd  have  mesmerized. 
Then  get  them  so  full  they'd  be  paralyzed; 
No  mure  the  heathen  Chinese  man  would  wash  the  linen  .shirt. 
AVed  send  him  back  to  China,  where  he  could  live  in  dirt. 
We  get  a  few  new  ballet  girls  for  men  with  heads  of  gray. 

All  of  these  things  we'd  do  if  we  only  hail  our  way. 
We'd  collar  the  cash  of  millionaires. 
And  then  with  it  put  on  lots  of  airs. 
Wed  make  Bob  lugersoll  say  his  prayers. 

If  we  only  had  our  way; 
We'd  give  each  dude  a  little  brain. 
Murderers  wouldn't  escape  by  being  insane. 
The  Star  Route  frauds  we  would  explain. 

If  we  only  had  our  way. 
Each  politician  elected,  if  in  stealing  detected. 
Would  at  once  be  corrected,  by  being  ejected. 
And  as  for  the  brutes  who  whip  their  own  wives. 
We'd  have  them  will  whippetl,  till  they  gave  up  their  lives; 
In  Congress  we'd  have  a  few  honest  men. 
In  Massachusetts  we'd  keep  old  bi;is-eyed  Ben, 
Anna  Dickinson's  "  Hamlet  "  we'd  make  all  the  rage, 
We'd  get  Beecher  and  Talmage  to  go  on  the  stage; 
We'd  get  rid  of  both  Republicans  and  Democrats, 
Bv  having  them  fight  like  the  Killkenny  cats, 
AVe'd  kiss  every  girl  that  had  pretty  lips. 
And  buy  for  the  navy  a  few  dandy  ships; 
Take  charge  of  the  aVmy  and  treat  the  men  right, 
Get  Sullivan  and  Grant  to  have  a  prize  fight, 
Make  Vanderbilt  and  Aslor  go  digging  for  coal. 
Send  Gouhl  in  his  yacht  to  find  the  north  pole; 
Introduce  Mary  Anderson  to  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
Get  rid  of  politicians  by  filling  our  jails, 
We'll  have  the  best  of  whiskey  sold  at  one  cent  a  glass. 
And  you  l^et  from  no  country  would  we  t^ike  any  sji-ss; 
And  as  for  Mrs.  Langtry,  we  would  send  her  home  to  stay. 

All  of  these  things  we  would  do  if  we  only  had  our  way. 


Over  the  Hills  and  the  Valleys. 

Written  and  xung  l>y  Chan.  Keilbooii. 


Over  the  hills  and  the  valleys. 

Over  tlie  hills  far  away, 
I  hear  the  banjos  ringing. 

They  are  ringing  all  the  day. 

Ciiouus. 

Father,  mlieu — mother,  adieu, 
Sisters  and  brothers,  I  am  dreaming  of  you. 
Dreaming  of  you,  of  vou,  dreaming  of  you, 
Sisiers  and  brothers,  1  am  dreaming  of  you. 

I  f  a  man  has  money, 

Friends  all  fi(M'k  anmnd. 
But  if  he  has  no  monej'. 

Not  a  friend  is  to  l>e  found. — Chortin. 

If  I  would  have  o])C3-ed  my  mother, 

I  would  not  be  here  to-day. 
But  I  wa.s  young  and  foolish. 

And  I  went  mv  own  sirav  wav. — Chorut. 
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There  Never  Was  a  Coward  Where  the 
Shamrock  Grows. 
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— Mamma:  "But,  Flora,  my  dear  child,  how  uo  you  know  that 
this  young  man  loves  youV  Has  he  told  you  .so?"  Flora:  "Oh, 
no,  mamma!  But  if  you  could  only  .s<'e  the  way  he  looks  at  me 
when  I  am  not  looking  at  him  I" 

— A  new  novel  is  called  "A  Lady's  Four  Wishes."  An  old 
bachelor  saj's  he  hjusn't  read  the  l)4>f)k,  but  lie  knows  what  her 
wishes  are:  "  First,  a  new  l)onnet;  second,  a  new  Umnet;  third,  a 
new  bonnet;  fourth,  a  new  bonnet." 

— "  How  nice  and  rjuiet  it  is  out  here,"  .she  .said,  as  she  le<l  him 
from  the  crowded  parlor  and  s.-it  on  the  stairs.  "  Yes,"  he  replied; 
"this  would  be  a  fine  place  to  hang  the  mistletoe."  "Oli,  no,"  she 
returned,  smiling  archly;  "it  la  so  dark  here  tliat  it  i.su't  necessary." 


rents:  *^r  thin  and  an^'  I  »■»>»><  h»T  S^jiiirw  for  On**  DolLir,  by  }f.  J.  Wfhiiiati,  I*.  O-  ti«>x 
lIGEt,  New  York  City.    Potttage  btaia|>i<  taken  aauie  as  cosh  for  all  our  t(ood.- 

Let  cowardly  slanderers  say  what  they  may 

Against  the  dear  land  of  my  birth. 
But  I  will  maintain,  in  spite  of  all  foes. 

It's  the  deare.'Jt  green  sjx)t  on  the  earth. 
Some  say  we  are  cowards  and  fit  for  naught  else, 

But  drinking  our  home-made  ix)theen. 
But  I'll  throw  back  the  villainous  lie  in  their  face — 

We're  as  brave  as  the  shamrock  is  green. 

Ciionus. 

Pat  may  Ik;  foolish,  atid  very  often  wrong, 

Pat's  got  a  temper  which  don't  last  very  long; 

Pat  is  full  of  jolity,  jis  everybody  knows. 

But  there  never  wjts  a  coward  where  the  shamrock  grows. 

Tho'  oppressed  and  insulted  for  hundreds  of  years. 

By  the  foe  who  once  conquere<l  them,  they 
Have  left  us  the  courage  our  fathers  had, 

For  that  they  cannot  tjike  away. 
Thoy  kept  learning  from  us,  stole  all  we  held  dear. 

And  crushed  us  till  others  cried  "  shame!" 
But  in  spite  of  it  all  we  have  struggled  to  learn. 

That  courage  and  wit  are  the  same.  —Chorun. 


I 


WHEN  MULDOON    IS  MAYOR 

Send  vour  name  and  a<lilre!tK  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  IRS3,  New  York  City, and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  coniplpt*'  Catalotriie  of  ovi-r  300  l*opular  lCn(rli^<h  and  (U'rman 

SouKe -KnMi.    PutttaKe  Stainiw  lokvu  aaiue  aj<  caab  for  aU  our  gooda. 

I  am  Michael  Muldoon,  a  man  of  great  fume, 

Aiid  all  of  my  ancestors,  of  course,  were  the  same. 

My  first  cousin  Barney  is  on  the  police, 

And  the  lord  mayor  of  Dublin  is  married  to  my  niece; 

So  I  am  highly  connected  across  the  big  sea. 

And  I  stoppetl  Captain  Williams  dumping  dirt  in  the  bay, 

And  if  I'm  elected,  I'll  make  the  gang  stare, 

God  help  the  commissioners  when  Miildoon  is  ilayor! 

I'll  raise  nil  the  city  lal)orers  to  three  dollars  a  day, 
And  send  all  the  .lohn  Chinamen  out  West  to  ciiew  hay. 
Two  schooners  for  five  cents,  it's  then  you  cjm  buy, 
And  the  boys  can  shoot  fire  crackers  on  the  fourth  of  July. 
I  will  cha.se  all  the  Italians  and  their  peanut  stands. 
And  fan  every  bloat  I  see  carrying  a  can; 
We'll  have  no  country  .senators  our  8|x>ils  for  to  .share. 
But  make  law  here  in  town  when  Muldoon  is  Mayor. 

When  Muldoon  is  Mavor  3'ou  can  wear  yonr  tall  hat<?, 

With  high  choked  collars  and  .silken  cravats, 

You  can  stand  on  the  corner  and  smoke  your  segars. 

And  if  yoti  don't  want  to  walk  you  can  ride  in  the  cars. 

I'll  have  Coney  Island  upon  Harlem  flat.s. 

And  Talmage  with  Ingersoll  in  a  sewer  catching  rats. 

And  no  electric  light  up  in  Madison  square. 

But  give  the  lovers  a  cuance  when  Muldoon  is  Mayor. 
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THE   BOYNE   WATER 

July  the  first,  of  a  moriiiii;;  clear,  one  thousand  eix  hundred  and  ninety. 
King  William  did  his  men  pre^Mire,  of  tbousande  lie  had  thirty; 
To  llKht  King  James  and  all  his  foee,  encamped  near  the  Boyne  Water, 
He  Utile  feared,  though  two  to  one,  their  mulutudee  to  ecatt«r. 

King  William  called  his  officers,  saying,  "Gentlemen,  mind  your  station. 
And  let  your  valor  here  be  shown,  before  this  Irish  nation; 
My  brazen  walls  let  no  man  l)ieuk,  and  your  subtle  foes  you'll  scatter. 
Be  sure  you  show  them  good  English  play,  as  you  go  over  the  wat«r." 

•  *  ♦  ♦  •  ♦  •  ♦  •  *• 

Both  foot  and  horse  they  marched  on,  intending  them  to  batter. 
But  the  brave  Duke  Schoinberg  he  was  shot  aelie  crossed  over  the  water; 
When  that  King  William  he  observ'd  the  brave  Duke  Schomberg  falling, 
lie  rein'd  his  lioise,  with  a  heavy  heart,  on  the  Enuiskilleners,  calling: 
'•  What  will  yon  do  for  me,  brave  "boys,  see  yonder  men  retreating. 
Our  enemies  encouraged  are—and  •English  uMims  are  beating;" 
He  says,  "  My  boys,  feel  no  dismay  at  the  loaing  of  one  commander. 
For  Uod  shall  be  our  King  this  day,  and  I'll  be  general  under." 

Within  four  yanls  of  our  fore-front,  before  a  shot  was  fired, 

A  sudden  Mn'ifT  they  got  that  day,  which  little  they  desired; 

For  hor^e  aixl  man  fell  to  the  ground,  and  some  hung  in  their  saddles, 

Otbera  turned  u])  their  forked  eud^i,  which  we  call  coup  de  ladle. 

Prince  Eusjene's  regiment  was  the  next,  on  onr  right  hand  advanced. 
Into  a  field  of  standing  wheat,  where  Irish  horses  pranced— 
But  the  brandy  ran  so  in  their  heads,  their  senses  all  did  scatter. 
They  little  tliought  to  leave  their  bones  that  day  at  the  Boyne  Water. 


THE   PUZZLED   CENSUS-TAKER. 


By  John  G.  Saxe. 


LANNIG-AN'S  BALL. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Simg  « i!l  Ix-  sent  to  any  addrvas,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
c**lit*<;  or  thin  niiil  aiij'  two  otht-r  Soiijfs  f  ■>!■  <  )iie  lH>Har,  by  H.  J.  Wehiiiaii,  P.  O.  Box 

18a,  New  York  City.    I'oslage  Stainpr  taken  same  as' cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Ill  the  town  of  Athol  lived  one  Jimmy  Launigan, 

He  liathered  away  till  be  badu't  a  pound; 
His  father  died  and  made  him  a  man  again, 

Left  him  a  farm  of  ten  acres  of  ground. 
lie  gave  a  large  party  to  all  his  relations, 

That  stood  beside  him  wlieu  be  went  to  the  wall; 
So  if  you  but  listen  111  make  your  eyes  glisten 

With  the  rows  and  the  ructions  at  Lannigan's  ball. 

Chorus. 

Whack,  fidhil.  fallal,  talladedy, 

Whack,  fallal,  fallal,  talladcdy, 

Whack,  fallal,  fallal,  talladedy, 

Whack,  burroo,  for  Lannigan's  ball ! 

'Twas  mcself  bad  free  invitations 

For  all  the  boys  and  girls  I  might  ask: 
In  less  than  five  minutes  I'd  fri'nds  and  relations. 

Singing  an  merry  jis  tlies  round  the  cask. 
Kitty  OHara,  a  nate  little  milliner, 

Tipt  me  the  wink,  and  ask'd  me  to  call,  ' 

Wliiii  I  arrived  with  Timothy  Galligan, 

Just  in  Time  for  Lannigan's  ball. — Cftonis. 

Whin  we  got  there  they  were  dancing  the  polk«, 

All  round  the  room  in  a  quare  whirligig; 
But  Kitty  and  I  put  a  stop  to  this  nonsinsc,  . 

We  tipt  them  a  Uiste  of  a  nate  Irish  jig; 
Oh!  Mavrone,  wasn't  she  proud  of  me! 

AVe  bathcr'd  the  flure  till  the  ceiling  did  fall. 
For  I  spent  three  weeks  at  Brooke's  acttdemy, 

L'arning  a  step  for  Launigan 's  ball. — Chorus.    ; 

The  boys  were  all  merry,  the  girls  were  frisky, 

Drinking  together  in  couples  and  grotips, 
Whin  an  accident  hapi)ened  to  Paddy  O'ltaffertj-, 

He  stuck  bis  right  foot  through  Miss  Flanigan's  hoops. 
The  craythur  she  fainted,  and  roared  "  Millia  murther!  " 

Called  for  her  fri'nds,  and  gathered  thim  all; 
Tim  Dermotly  swore  that  he'd  go  no  further, 

But  have  satisfaction  at  Lannigan's  ball. — Chorus. 

Och,  arrab!  boys,  thin  was  the  ruction, 

Meself  got  a  wollop  from  Phelim  McCoo, 
Soon  I  replied  to  his  nate  introduction, 

And  we  kicked  up  the  divil's  phililaloo; 
Casey,  the  piper,  he  was  nearly  strangled. 

He  squeezed  up  his  bags,  chaunters  and  all. 
The  girls  in  their  ribbons  all  got  entangled,  ' 

And  that  put  a  stop  to  Lannigan's  ball. — Chorus. 

In  the  midst  of  the  row  Miss  Kavanagh  fainted,     ,        • 

Her  f:ice  all  the  while  was  as  red  as  the  rose, 
The  ladies  declared  her  cheeks  they  were  painted. 

But  she'd  taken  a  drop  too  much,  I  supix)se. 
Paddy  McCaty,  so  hearty  and  able. 

Whin  he  saw  his  dear  colleen  stretched  out  in  the  hall. 
He  pulled  the  best  leg  out  from  under  the  table, 

Aiid  broke  all  the  chiney  at  Lannigan's  ball. — Ch«rus. 


•»*«»-nn»»  ■"•<n«-jR^wvx^.^j»jtv»*j(V.— . 


"Got  any  boys?"  the  marshal  said       !  ..- 

-  To  a  lady  from  over  the  Rhine;  " 

And  the  lady  sluK)k  her  flaxen  head. 
And  civill}-  answered,  "ydn!" 

■      "Got  any  girls?"  the  marshal  said 
To  the  lady  from  over  the  Rhine; 
And  again  the  lady  sliook  her  head. 
And  civilly  answered,  "JVvjiV 

"  But  .some  arc  dead?"  the  mtirshal  said 

To  the  lady  from  over  the  Rhine; 
And  again  the  lady  shook  her  head. 

And  civilly  answered,  "iV<M«.'" 

"  Husband,  of  course,"  the  marshal  said 

To  the  lady  from  over  the  Rhine; 
And  again  slie  shook  her  flaxen  head. 

And  civilly  answered,  '"Ndn!" 

"  The  devil  you  have!"  the  marshal  said 

To  the  lady  from  over  liie  Rhine; 
And  again  she  shook  her  flaxen  bead, 

And  civilly  answered,  'JVct/i/" 

"  Now,  what  do  j'oii  mean  by  shaking  your  head. 
And  always  answering  '  Nme?'  " 
■  ,"Icli  knnn  nicht  Engluili!  "  o'lviUy  suvd 
The  lady  from  over  the  Rhine. 

;....,     ,. ■  ■***  • \y 

TIM  FINNIGAN'S  WAKE.  " 

The  Words  and  Musio  of  this  Song  win  be  sent  to  any  address,  itost-ixiid,  on  ix-it-iiH  of  M 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiiprs  for  one  Dollar,  hy  11.  .1.  Wehinau,  I',  o.  Box 

1823,  New  York  City.    Poiitage  Stamp^j  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Kouds. 

Tim  Finnigan  lived  in  Walker  street, 

A  gentleman  Irishman  mighty  (Kid, 
He'd  a  beautiful  brogue  so  rich  and  sweet, 

And  to  rise  in  the  world,  he  carried  a  hod; 
Bill  you  see  he'd  a  sort  of  a  tippling  way — 

With  a  love  for  tlie  liquor  poor  Tim  was  Ijorn, 
And  to  help  through  his  work  each  day, 

He'd  a  drop  of  the  creatur' every  morn. 

Chorus. 

Whack,  hurnih!  blood  and  'ounds,  ye  sowl  ye! 

Welt  the  flure,  ye're  trotters  shake; 
Isn't  it  the  truth  Iv'e  told  ye? 

Lots  of  fun  at  Finnigan 's  wake. 

One  morning  Tim  was  rather  ftdl.  ' 

His  head  felt  heavy,  whi<;h  made  him  shake, 
He  fell  from  the  ladder  and  broke  his  skull. 

So  they  carried  him  home  his  corpse  to  wake. 
The}'  rolled  him  up  in  a  nice  clean  sheet. 

And  laid  him  out  uix)n  the  bed. 
With  fourteen  candles  round  his  feet. 

And  a  couple  of  dozen  around  his  head. — Chorus. 

His  friends  assemble<l  at  his  wake; 

Missus  Finnigan  called  out  for  the  lunch, 
First,  they  laid  in  tay  and  cake, 

Then  pipes  and  tobacky  and  whisky -punch. 
Miss  Biddy  O'Brien  began  to  cry, 

"  Such  a  purty  corpse  did  ever  you  see? 
Arrab!  Tim  avoureen,  an'  why  did  ye  die?  ' 

"Och  none  of  your  gab,"  sez  Judy  Magee. — C/wrus. 

Then  Peggy  O'Connor  took  up  the  jolt, 

"Arrah!  Biddy,"  says  she,  "ye're  wrong  I'm  sure;" 
But  Judy  then  gave  her  a  belt  on  the  gob. 

And  left  her  sprawling  on  the  flure. 
Each  side  in  the  war  did  soon  engage — 

'Twas  woman  to  woman  and  man  to  man, 
Shillalah  law  was  all  the  nige. 

An'  a  bloody  ruction  soon  began. — Chorus. 

Mickey  Mulvaney  raisetl  bis  head. 

When  a  gallon  of  whiskey  flew  at  him; 
It  missed  him  and  hopping  on  the  bed, 

The  liquor  scattered  over  Tim! 
Bedad,  he  revives!  see  how  he  raises! 

An'  Timothy,  jumping  from  the  bed, 
Cries,  while  he  lathers  around  like  blazes, 

"Bad  luck  to  yer  souls,  d'ye  think  I'm  dead  !" — Chorus 


^.-"^ 


Hi!  Waiter,  a  Dozen  More  Bottles 

Copyright,  IIW7,  by  V.  Harding. 

The  Words*  and  Miisif  of  this  Soinr  will  be  sent  to  any  nddrt-ss.  |ioirt-)>nid.  on  n-Ofiut  of  10 
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Lovely  woman  was  made  to  be  loved, 
■'         To  be  fondled  and  courted  and  kissed; 

And  tlie  fell()\vs  wlio've  never  made  love  to  a  girl — 

.  AVell,  they  don't  kntnv  what  fun  they  Lave  misst'd. 
I'm  a  fellow  who's  up  to  the  times, 
Just  the  l)oy  for  a  lark  or  a  spree; 
There's  a  chap  that's  dead  stuck  on  the  women  and  wine, 
You  can  bet  }  our  old  boots  that  it's  me. 

Cnonus. 

Hi  !  waller,  a  dozen  more  bottles, 
Let's  give  the  ladies  a  jolly  goml  spree: 

My  <lad  was  a  "boodler,  '  so  "let  her  go  Gallagher," 
Hang  the  expense,  put  it  all  down  to  mu.  ' 

I'm  beginning  to  think  I'm  tight. 

Though  I  think  I've  room  for  one  yet; 
I'm  afraid  my  cigar  was  a  little  too  strong, 

So,  old  man,  give  me  one  cigarette. 
Now  I  feel  I'm  ;is  good  as  a  king; 

Come  along,  have  a  "  hooker"  with  me, 
My  eyes  magnify,  there's  but  one  I  know  well. 

But  of  waiters  I  see  sixty-three. — Vhorm. 

There's  my  w-ife  I've  not  seen  for  a  year, 

And  she  has  not  seen  me  for  a  week; 
There's  the  children  I  love  but  I  have  not  got  one, 

I  will  tell  something  else  when  I  speak. 
I  am  drunk,  I  am  forced  to  admit, 

But  it  is  not  my  fault  that  I  am, 
'Tis  the  fault  of  the  waiter,  wljo's  awfully  slow, 

In  serving  the  nectar  called  Cham.  — C'/«>^"««. 
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BEAUTY   OF   LIMERICK. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son(?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-piid,  on  rrivii.t  of  10 
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Via. 


I  sing  f)f  my  loved  ones — an  idol  to  me. 

Though  parted  we  are  by  the  deep  rolling  sea; 

My  tlioughts  giadl}-  wander  to  Erin's  green  >sh()rf. 

Where  dwells  my  sweet  treasure  mavourncen  asihi)re, 

By  the  side  of  the  brooklet — a  clear  niuniiig  stream, 

I  fancy  I  see  her,  my  cu>shla  machree, 

Oh,  tlieres  no  girl  fairer  nor  lovelier  than  slie. 

My  beauty  of  Limerick,  acushla  machree; 

Oh,  there's  no  girl  fairer  nor  lovelier  than  she, 

My  beauty  of  Limerick,  acushla  machree. 

I  sigh  when  I  think  of  otir  farewell  gootl  bj-e — 
You  strivetl  for  to  keep  the  sad  tear  from  your  eye; 
Poor  Paddy,  God  .save  you.  and  .send  you  safe  home, 
The  heart  I  hat  is  melting  for  you  all  alone. 
Sure  don't  I  remember  tlie  promise  I  gave, 
I'd  go  back  to  old  Ireland  when  money  I'd  save; 
Oh,  there's  no  girl  fairer  nor  lovelier  than  she. 
My  beauty  of  Limerick,  acu.shla  machree; 
Oh,  there's  no  girl  fairer  iiftr  lovelier  than  she, 
My  beauty  of  Limerick,  acushla  machree. 

I  place  'neath  my  pillow  at  night,  when  I  sleep, 
A  sweet  little  token  she  gave  me  to  keeji — 
A  wee  bit  of  ribbon  she  took  from  lier  hair — 
No  King  has  a  jewel  more  precious  or  rare; 
In  tlie  morn  when  awakened  I  press  to  my  heart 
My  colleen's  last  gift,  with  it  never  I'll  part; 
It  comes  from  the  fariest,  the  loveliest  to  me, 
My  l)eauty  of  Limerick,  acushla  machree; 
Qh,  there's  no  girl  f.iirer,  nor  lovelier  than  she, 
My  beauty  of  Limerick,  acushla  machree. 


— "  Jennie,"  .said  a  young  lady,  turning  away  from  the  mirror 
and  addressing  a  companion,  "  what  would  you  do  if  you  had  a 
moustache  on  your  lip?  "  "If  I  liked  Lira  I  would  keep  quiet," 
was  the  demure  reply. 


THE   IRISH  PHILOSOPHER 

L.XDiEs  .\M)  GiNTLKMKN: — I  scc  SO  many  folne-lookin'  people 
siitiu'  before  me,  that  if  you'll  excuse  me  I'll  be  after  takin'  a  seat 
meself. 

You  don't  know  me,  I'm  thiukin',  or  some  of  yees  'ud  be 
noddin'  to  me  afore  this. 

I'm  a  walkin'  pedestrian,  a  traveling  philosopher;  Terry  O'Mul- 
ligan's  me  name.  I'm  from  Dublin,  where  many  philosophers 
before  me  was  rai.sed  and  bred.  Oh,  philosophy  is  a  foine  studv. 
I  don't  know  anvthing  about  it,  but  it's  a  fome  study.  Before' I 
kirn  over  I  attinded  an  imixirtant  meetin'  of  philosophers  in  Dub- 
lin, and  the  discussin'  and  talkin'  you'd  hear  there  al)out  the  world 
'ud  warm  the  very  heart  ftf  Socrates  or  Aristotle  himself.  Well, 
there  was  a  great  many  imminent  and  learned  min  there  at  the 
meetin',  and  I  was  there  too,  and  while  we  was  in  the  very  thickest 
of  a  heated  argument,  a  man  conies  up  to  me,  and  says  he,  "Do  you 
know  what   were  talkin'  about?"     "I  do,"  says  I,  "but  I  don't 


understand 
the  earth?  " 


"Very 


yees.       "Ctmld  you  explain  the  sim's  motion  round 
says  he.   "I  cotilil."  sjiys  I;  "  but  I'd  not  know  could 
you  underst.iud  me  or  not."    "Well,"  says  lie,  "we'll  see,"  says  he. 

Sure'n  I  ditln't  know  anything  how  to  get  out  of  it  then,  so  I 
piled  in,  for  says  I  to  meself,  never  let  on  to  any  one  that  you 
don't  know  anything,  but  make  them  believe  that  you  do  know  all 
about  it.  So  says  I  to  him.  takin'  up  me  shillalah  this  way 
{liolding  a  venf  crooked  4ick  hoiUontaUyy—"  VVell  take  that  for  the  | 
straight  line  of  the  earth's  etpiator."  IIow's  that  for  gehoggraphy  ? 
{To  ilie  itudieuce.)  Oh,  that  was  straight  till  the  other  day  I  l)ent  | 
it  in  an  argument. 

"Very  go<Hl."  says  he.     "Well,"  says  I,  "now  the  sun  rises 
•in  the  east."    (Placing  the  dixengaf/ed  Iki'iuI  at  the  eastern  end  of  the 
i>tick.)     Well,  he  couldn't  deny  that,  "and,"  sjiys  I,  "  ht — he— he 
rises  in  the  mornin'."     No  more  could  he  deny  that 
early,"  says  I,  "and  when  he  gets  up  he 

Darts  Mi  roey  beams 
*  Tlirough  the  inomin' gleams." 

Do  you  moind  the  poetry  there?  (To  the  audience ,  with  a  smile.) 
"And  he  keeps  on  risin'  an'  risin'  till  he  reaches  his  meridian." 
"What's  that?"  says  he.  "  His  dinner-toime."  siiys  I.  "Sure'n 
that's  my  Latin  for  dinner-toimc.     And  when  he  gets  his  dinuer 

rie  ninke  to  rost. 

Bt-hiiid  the  glorious  hills  of  the  \Vi«t." 

Oh,  begorra,  there's  more  poetry.  I  feel  it  croppin'  out  all 
over  me. 

"There,"  says  I,  well  satisfied  with  meself,  "will  that  do  for  ye?" 

"  You  havn't  got  done  with  him,"  says  he. 

"  Done  with  him?"  sjiys  I,  kinder  mad  like.  "  What  more  do 
you  want  me  to  do  with  him?  Didn't  I  bring  him  from  the  Ea.st 
to  the  West?  What  more  do  you  want?"  "Oh,"  says  he,  "you 
have  to  have  him  t)ack  a.i'in  in  the  east  to  rise  the  iie.vt  moruin'!" 

Hy  Saint  Patrick,  anil  wasn't  I  near  betrayin'  me  ignorance. 
Sure'n  I  thought  there  was  a  large  family  of  suns,  and  thev  riz  one 
after  the  other;  but  I  jrathere*!  meself  quick,  and  .sjiys  1  to  him, 
'  Well, "  says  I,  "  I'm  .surpri.sed  ye  ax  me  that  simple  question.  I 
thought  any  man  'ud  know,"  saj-s  I,  "that  when  the  sun  sinks  to 
rest  in  the  West  that  er— When  the  .sun."  says  I —  "You  said  that 
Iiefore,"  says  he.  "Well,  I  want  to  im|)ress  it  strongly  upon  jou," 
saj'i!  I.  "  When  the  sun  sinks  to  rest  l>ehind  the  glorious  hills  of 
the  Kast — no.  West— why.  \n — why.  he  waits  till  it  grows  very 
dark,  and  then  Imgoen  back  in  the  night-time!" 


LITTLE   BOY   BLUE. 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonif  will  In*  s»'nt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  ri'reigt  of  40 

-.•enls;  or  this  and  any  '.wo  other  Sonjrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  I'.O.  Box 

IXSt,  New  York  City.     I'ostatce  StuinpH  taken  same  an  oai«h  for  all  our  goods. 

I  hejird  a  mother  singing  to  her  babe  ui>on  her  knee. 
An  old  familiar  chikiish  strain,  that  had  lK;en  sung  to  me; 
It  brought  to  mind  ni}'  mother,  she  long  has  passed  away, 
I  think  I  hear  her  tender  words,  as  softly  she  would  say: 

Chorus. 

"  Little  l)oy  blue,  come  blow  your  horn. 

The  sheep's  in  I  Ik;  meadow,  the  cow's  in  the  corn, 

Where's  the  little  lK)y  that  tends  the  sheep? 

He's  under  the  haystack  fast  a.sleep! 

Go  wake  him,  go  "wake  him!  no,  not  I, 

For  if  I  do  he  will  surely  cry! 

My  dear,  my  gentle  mother.  I  look  back  to  her  with  love, 
And  think  of  all  the  le-s-sons  taught  by  one  who's  now  above; 
And  of  ttimes  when  temptation  assails  me  on  my  way, 
I  can  resist  them  for  I  think  I  hear  my  mother  say:— CA<?rt/», 
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Bfthy  mine 

Buoh  an  ednoatiop  tuM  my  Mary  Ana 

AiiM  l^nx  Syiie 

Ella  Kef 

Old  cabin  liom«» 

Ijttle  oiu's  at  homo 

OUi  bhu-k  Joe 

Home,  nwtvt  home 

Ijirboanl  waU>h 

Many  i-iin  help  one 

KilUirney^ 

See  that  rHy  (nave's  kept  green 

Gramlfather  s  elock 

Emmets  "Lullaby" 

The  harp  that  once  thro'  Tani'd  hall:) 

My  c»»uiiti-y,  'tU  of  tht-e 

Sweet  furvet-me-not 

WlH-re  was  Moses  when  the  li)fhC  went 

Nanry  Le«  luiitl 

Write  nie  a  letter  from  home 

Beautiful  isle  of  the  s«'a 

OM  folks  at  home  (.Suanee  rlbber) 

Come  hack  to  Krin 

Sweet  byeandbye 

My  pretty  reU  rose 

\NTioa,  Emma 

Katie's  secret 

You'll  remember  me 

Rocked  in  the  ci-ailh-  of  Uie  deep 

Kathleen  Mavounieeii 

I  dreamt  1  dwelt  in  n\arble  h.->lU 

Wearing  of  the  ifreeii 

When  you  and  I  weiv  yount<,  Maggie 

("ottajfe  hv  the  sea 

We  parted  by  the  river  side 

When  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  home 

Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

Ijirt  rose  of  Summer 

.shanius  O'Brien 

Exile  of  Erin 

Maggie's  secret 

Or  any  other  man— Stump  speech 

1  cannot  call  her  moth.r 

Would  I  were  with  thee 

Pi^ior '  *\t\  slave 

Casey  S4K'ial  club 

CuinVrl.iiid'.s  crew 

TiUte  thus  letter  to  my  moth«r 

A  model  love  letter 

Kemale  strata;.'iin 

How  to  kiiua  lady 

iMjblin  bay 

The  wife's  commandment-^ 

The  husband's (Miiimandmenti 

Hules  for  bummtrs 

Litlle  old  logciSin  in  the  Line 

RtrlKii-a  Friet;liie  •  Kt. -rr ATiott 

Marclimg  throuirh  Gi-oiyia 

When  I  was  a  lad     Piualort; 

Widow  in  the  ccttajf f  by  Uiu  se* 

I>ancinK  in  the  tiur:i 

Fire  ui  the  ttr'ate 

WanderiiiflT  refugee 

Blue-eyed  jCeiiy 

Min«itrel  boy 

Iiett«r  tn  the  candle 
Star-spansrled  tianner 
l>ani'iii(?-  on  r!ie  (jpeen 
Heart  bow'd  down 
Take  back  the  heart 
The  wateriiiii!     RECIT*TIOIt 
KaJed  coat  of  blue 
Hold  the  fort 
Slavery  days 

Der  tnule  .'<rit<».'dondeshto«muoat(Seck 

Little  barefo<jt 

My  old  Kentucky  honiv,  goijd-night 

Home  aKain 

Th -u  art  s-:)  near  and  yet  ao  far 

Swonl  of  Hunker  Hill 

onice  rules 

Gray  haii-s  of  my  mother 

(.ood  Rhine  wine 

I'll  be  all  smiles  to-nli?ht,  !ov»   ' 

You've  been  a  friend  to  iiu> 

Listen  to  the  mi^.kiniy  bird 

WTien  the  corn  l.s  waving,  .^nIlle 

She  never  blamed  him.  never 

Silver  threads  amoni;  the  gnU\ 

Little  robin,  toll  Kitty  I'm  eomint; 

RinK  the  bell  siiftly  there's  cra(>e on  the 

Boylost  <  laughable)  idoor 

Her  briifht  snnle  haunts  me  still 

Sunday  Dlt;ht  when  the  parlur's  fuU 

UjTwy  »  warning 

Anchor's  weiijhed 

M<X)n  behind  the  hill 

Swinffinfj  in  the  lane 

Sheriilan's  ride -KECTTA'noN 

We  rntt,  'twai  in  a  crowd 

Eilleeu  Ailanna 

Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower 

Tfiuchthe  harii^-ntly.my  prettv  liUUlac 

liirl  I  left  Ijebiiid  me 

Ijttle  Butt»;r<Mp 

His  astern,  oousina  muI  aunta 

Carry  me  Uiik  to  old  Virv'iii:ir 

Roses  underneath  the  s:.oiv 

Kitty  Wells 

Billy's  app).-al  to  his  ma 

When  the  swallows  homewar.l  fly 

n;d  man's  drtink  a^rain 

Two  Orphans  iBrfxiklvn  tlieati-e  tire) 

Aint^r  tresws  tied  in'V>lue 

Pretty  as  a  picture 

I  arn  waitinir,  K'^j^ie  dear 

Th  ree  nenshed  in  the  snow 

.'Nlii.'ht  iiiuts 

Take  me  ba<-k  to  home  and  mother 

Come,  Hit  by  my  side,  llttli-  durliiitf 

KisH  ine.  mother,  ki-m  your  darling 

Bin^en  on  the  Ithiii-? 

A  flower  from  my  an(fel  mother's (p-ava 

old  loif  cabin  ou  the  hill 

Croppy  ijoy 

Skids  are  (Jut  to-day  , 

The  brid(fe 

Sliubhy  1,'tiitcel 

O.'i,  dat  watei  i.'i'lon 
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Comiu'  through  the  rye 

Must  we  then  meet  as  strangcn 

Babies  on  our  block  < 

Breniu  n  on  the  Moor 

Skidmore  fancy  ball 

Hallway  door 

Where  the  grass  grows  green 

liarling  Ues.sle  of  the  lea 

Ki.ss  l>enind  the  d'Kr 

I'll  reinemb»T  you.  love,  in  my  prayers 

Mary  of  the  wild  .Moor 

Old  wooden  rocker 

Speak,  only  speak 

Oanciiig  around  with  Charlie 

Where  art  thou  now,  my  beloved! 

Mollie,  darlinir 

Y'ou  may  li>ok,  but  you  mu.stn't  touch 

My  daughter,  Julia 

Rattle  for  the  stove 

Rjilm  of  uilead 

There's  always  a  seat  In  the  parlor  for 

I'riven  fiom  home  '"ou 

I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

Pull  for  the  shore 

Nearer,  my  Ood,  to  Tlice 

r,o<xl  news  from  lioiuo 

Kisherman's  daughter 

Shells  of  <K'ean 

Majvsa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 

Sa.v  a  kind  word  when  you  can 

Cure  for  scandal 

Twili^rlit  coterie 

Straiigei-s  yet 

Ciistles  in  the  air 

Dear  little  shamrock 

I  cannot  sing  the  old  nongs 

Norah  O'.^eal 

Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

Rose  of  Ti-alee 

Jennie,  the  flower  of  Klldaiv 

I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 

Drunkard's  lone  child 

Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

Glove  flirtation 

Whip  flirtation 

Slave's  dream 

Don't  you  go,  Tommy,  dont  gfo 

Sweet  Evangeline 

(;i>odbve  at  the  door 

'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the 

Widie,  we  have  mis-sed  you   [heart, etc, 

Erin's  lovely  horn:- 

Over  the  hlllj  to  the  poorhouae 

Twenty  years  ago 

Pa<ldy''»  land 

lion't  Ik-  angry  with  me.  darling 

Old  village  fj'fiivil  on  the  greeu 

Woodman,  spare  that  tree 

Barlmra  Kri.Wliie— RKCIIATION 

Parling  Minuiu  Lee 

Mat  IlirtJition 

Kan  flirtation 

Klee  as  a  bird  to  your  monntain 

G<-iodbye,  Annie,  darling  (Enoch  Arden) 

^^'hy  di'd  she  leave  himi 

A  quiet  little  home 

Thou  ha.-<t  leai-ned  to  love  another 

Mary  of  Argyle 

Nil  liesiM-rundum 

Sweet  Highland  Mary 

Evening  urnus**inent  Haugbable) 

I>ay  I  played  ha.se  Uill  [own 

Rememiwr  you  have  children  of  your 

There's  none  I'"'     »  mother  if  ever  so 

■i'ou  were  fa'  j.bu,  "UforKivo      Uxiui' 

Sweet  Mag-  le  (iordoi. 

Tanyard  .siae 

BelLs  of  Shandon 

Old  log  cabin  in  the  doll 

WTiisi)er  softly,  mother's  dying 

Erin's  gn'en  snore 

Will  you  1  )ve  me  when  I'm  old 

DomusUy  euid  Cooper 

Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  shore 

Little  Rosebud 

By  the  sad  sea  waves 

''ome  into  the  garden,  Maud 

Harp  and  8hamro<  k  of  l-Irin 

Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way 

God  bless  my  l)oy  at  sea 

Annie  lAurie 

Mac's  anil  the  O's 

Sherman's  march  to  the  ses 

Lamentation  of  James  liodgera 

Come  birdie,  come 

Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

Ever  of  thee 

.Norah  McShann 

Love  among  the  rones 

Shamus  O'Brien— Rkcit*TIO!» 

lier  |)<-itihergal 

No  Irish  need  apply 

Old  arm  chair 

Tim  Haherty     « 

We  sat  by  the  river  "ou  and  I 

I  love  inusio 

Sweet  U<-ne\ieve 

When  the  Mowers  faii  asleep 

Patrick  Shei-han 

Sailor's  grave 

Pretty  maid  mllkln^'  her  coiw 

Kentucky  lujse 

Kamier's  daughter 

Oh,  dem  golden  slipriers 

In  the  morning  by  the  bright  light 

.'<ob'-Kly's  darling 

Po<jr.  but  a  gentleman  still 

Somebody's  mother  -Recitatioh 

Birdie,  darling 

NolHxIy'sdarlingf  tut  mino 

Ro<.-k  me  to  sle«?p,  m  ither 

Put  my  little  shoes  »way 

Darling  Nelly  Gray  [fall 

Somebody's  coming  when  th<dpwdro|ia 

I  left  In-land  and  mother  t^cau.se  we 

IJttle  brown  Jug  I  were  DOor 

Ben  Bolt 

Goodbye,  sweetheart, g xid-bya 

PHnJa  ir<v  1.,>T>.. 
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K.iily  .\vouriiieii 

Sadie  Kay 

Bard  of  Armagh 

Hush,  my  dartinc's,  do  not  weep 

Patrick's  day  pur.ide 

Poor  Pat  must  emi;.r;ate 

Si>eak  to  me,  speak 

Darling,  I  will  come  again 

Rrighteved  little  Xell  of  ?7arraganse( 

Hail,  Columbia  [bay 

Little  fiK)t.stei« 

Tim  Finnegan'swT.ke 

McUoniiel's  old  ti:i  i-oof 

Scotch  lassie,  Jean 

Hat  me  father  wor,-) 

Rinksof  sweet  Dundee 

I've  only  l)een  dow  n  to  tho  club 

Dance  me  on  your  Luee 

Kiss  moag.-xin 

Emmet's  "  Love  of  the  shamrook  " 

Vacant  chair 

Sweet  sunny  Sout'i 

Our  go<Ml  sliip  sails  to-nigbt 

Jerwy  S.im 

Come  home,  father 

IJttle  .Mai.v-ie  May 

Cickle,  I'iii-klo,  uackle 

Molly  liawn 

Malii  of  Athens 

&illie  in  our  alley 

I'm  sittiiifT  on  the  etile,  Uar/ 

Poor  old  Ned 

Dorklns'  night 

Man  In  the  moon  Is  lof>ktncr.  love 

When  the  tlowiiii;  tide  coiiics  in 

ivin't  give  up  tho  old  friends  for  the 

Broken  down  [new 

M.irriago  l»'lls 

Have  I  not  lieen  kind  to  thect 

Flowers  will  come  iu  May 

.\wfully  clever  , 

My  little  one's  waiting  for  me 

rfl  go  ba<-k  to  my  old  love  itgain 

Butcher  hoy 

Tliere's  somebody  waiting  for  mo 

Are  you  there.  Moriarityl 

I'se  gwine  liack  to  Dixie 

Bidali.a  Jan<!  Me(  'aun 

Mede  Black  well 

Where  are  tho  fiiendsof  my  youtUt 

Singing  on  the  roof 

Five  cent  shave 

Hen  convention 

Red,  white  and  blue 

Old  oaken  bucket 

IJttle  sweetheart,  come  and  kiSBino 

My  dream  of  love  is  o'er 

They  all  do  it 

Old  home  ain't  what  li.  iis4^d  to  be 

Wait  UIl  the  luoooii^ht  fuUa  ua  water 

IJnger  not,  darling 

'Tis  evenlrs?  brings  my  heart  to  th*^ 

American  National  Guard 

Johnny's  ho  ba.;hful 

Diii.sy  ucane 

I  wish  mamma  T7M  h^^re 

Pulling  hard  against  thoshvnm 

D.apcing  in  the  sunliglit 

Whatisitl 

Tiiei "  never  was  .i  coward  when*  tlirt 

I^ovc  letters  [sliamrock  gi  o\v« 

Delia  Clancy 

Renicmbr-r  that  tho  poor  tramp  hnn  to 

Limentalion  of  Johnny  Red  iU\e 

Roll  on.  Sliver  moon 

When  Mc(!uin!iew>  gets  n  Ji.J> 

Give  an  honest  Iririi  l.id  a  chance 

I)owii  among  the  duLsie.s 

Down  by  the  <<ld  mill  stream 

Answor'to  "  The  Oypsy  a  waminflr" 

liattlo  try  of  t'reedoi-.i 

Homo  rulo  for  Irclan  I 

Riding  on  tho  clcT.iteil  railroad 

When  McCormlck  rules  tho  btat* 

Sweet  chiming  b<-Llj 

Levi  Kaaslday 

1  want  to  see  tho  cotton  fields 

Waltz  with  mu 

Meet  mo  by  moonlight  alona 

Do  they  niLM  me  at  home  I 

Lather  and  Khave 

Happy  bo  thy  dreams 

TalJoItLi 

Stol:-s'  vortlict  (Ji.-n  FLk  song) 

Lardy  dah 

I»e  golden  weddlnr? 

My  mother-in-law 

What  should  make  ti.oe  i-vl,  my  darling 

Dear  Italian  girl 

Hanks  of  Bnindywl.-.c 

Old,  and  only  in  tho  way 

Six  feet  of  earth 

Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 

Yellow  rose  of  Texiiii 

Whenmyehipcom   ti.i 

One  pound  two 

We  have  met,  loved  c- J  parted 

Bummer's  hotel 

I'm  getting  a  big  boy  :i  rr 

I  shall  never  bo  happy  again 

Soldier's  far-wi  II 

Old  kit.h>  n  W*t 

Sweet  ls<-lle  Maho-ie 

My  dear  Savannah  noma 

Iiilly'B.irlow 

WUd  Irbh  boy 

Dwcndy-seven  cents 

A  starry  night  for  a  nrabia 

Locked  out  afu-r  niuo 

Whip-poor-will's  song 

Day  when  you'll  forget  mo 

You'll  mLss  me  wh'  ii  I'nicoaa 

Son  of  a  ganiliulier 

Golden  stair  '    , 

Your  UUlo  IJza  loves  yoU 

American  boy 

You  get  moiti  likoyourdadereiyda} 

Baruey  McCoy 

Razors  In  tbo  air 


388  S.llie  Ilonier 

S89  Willie  ncilly       . 

390  Sweet  Aleen 

391  Old  Sexton 

392  l»oll  do\vn  the  Mind 
303  Do  they  thiuk  of  mnathMlMf 
394  Tell  inc  when'  i-iv  Eva's  pone 
835  Barbara  AUau 
3**  The  'loim^'Kir-  i.ien'jFtri'ko 

397  Bonc'o  swi  •  t  lassie,  tho  in-iid  of 

398  aithin;ra.  nj  Ll>iUKtoe 

399  Carrie  U'O 

400  One  wide  river  t.  >  cross 

401  Jloon  is  out  to-r.i;;hi.  lovo 
>Al  Devil's  in  New  Ji>^'y 
40S  Rambler  from  Cl.ir.- 
401  I'rcttv  little  bluet  ,»Ld8traotfer 
405  Fadid  (lowers 
403  Dark-iyed  sailer 

407  Rose  ot  Killamty 

408  Cot  in  tho  comer 

409  Bo vs,  k  ei  p  awa  v  f nj  m  the  ,iir!« 

410  Phantom  f ...titi  j.s 

411  Bonny  bunch  of  roses 

412  Put  I!,  aeh  at  the  pLiy 
41!>  Doran'sa-w 

414  U  inl:s  of  Claudy 

415  What  arc  the  wi!  I  <■  avcswylagl 

413  Her  trout  name  i-i  it jjinar 
417  Swci  t  i;v;hna 
lis  IHiind  tliesct'lies 

419  GoFoel  raft 

42'J  Don't  put  the  poor  ■.voiLiniTinatt  duwa 

421  Cniiskcen  lawn 

422  1  had  but  llify  ciiisn 
4'23  I'm  leaving  now  thu  old  toilLd 
424  Irish  Molly,  O! 
42.^^1  King  my  hiothir  woro 

426  The  Blackbird 

427  Littlo  cherry  blossom 
42-t  Wist,  wn.st,  wist 
4  9  A  violet  from  mother's  irrava 
4:iO  Nelly  Itay 

4.11  M.ipgie,  ii  irllng,  now  ijood-tyo 
f,;  Rise  it.  luelly 
4;a  Meetin:r  of  the  v/atcrs 
4:'>4  Wait  for  the  turn  oi:  tho  tide 
43.i  Old  fan.i  gaUi 

436  Oh,  Kn-d  !  tell  I  hem  to  sto|. 

437  McI)oiiaid's  returu  t\>  til'.U'.;^ 

438  Montle  po  gi-cvri 

fgy  ^Ti^eio  I'O'p'ti  l-^fT'e'^f 

440  Slary  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  ma 

441  ( >lil-f.i.sliionc<l  homcste/id 
4 1 :  K  nmct's  "  Mountain  :  ong" 
413  Ci.i-fasldoned  chufh  on  timMIl 
-144  A  hand! \il  of  turf 
4-i'i  Beauty  if  Limerick 
445  Mi-s.  Brady's  daughter 
4li  Mai-j ';»  Cone  w It li  a  "ooil 
411  Tw  inkle,  twiiil,;  •,  iil  ;.,•  star 
41-)  In  iiappy  moments 
tfiO  Ki  Jenio',  ho  Jcnity.l.  Iinsoti 
4.11  All  on  mvount  of  i;iiz;i 
4.'>2  Lmmef  s  "  1  know  what  Iov«  b" 
4.V1  Down  in  ,■»  t  oal  mine 
4-;4  I)nin';ani'.-  dream 
<.',.'»  Joe  r,owcrs 

4>i  Tl'."rc'a  a  ilr..-*  sJiip  oti  tho  oc^.i.n 

4".7  Put  mo  iu  my  little  bod 

4>S  Litt!i.- old  house  on  the  Tlhln'j 

4.'9  Stolen  kisscj firo  till' s'.vcctcst 

469  ']  1io  brave  huizars 

401  Little  old  |o,»  cnliin  b-,-  tho  f«r".-,!n 

4iiJ  TcvJillc  i  our  own  c,in<JO 

KM  iVifl.in  ■.  mile  of  Kilinb.>n>' touii 

464  Gate's  ajar 

4U  Arkimsf!  w  traveler 

V^  Grant's  trip  around  th<»  world 

467  Old  Rather  breeches 

408  Kocky  road  to  Dublin    , 

469  Ttimpiiic  gate 

le)  I.itt!"  o!<lG'.rm;in  home «cro?<) the BM 

171  Beautiful  girl  of  Kildarj 

472  r,ab%  "s  .•;■  t  a  tooth 

47 )  My  J  ../r  heart  ii  sad  '.viUi  Its  dreamiiK 

474  PalU  t,  c  f  i;tnw 

47.'i  IiOw-!>ack'd  ear 

476  Y'our  las.'  io  will  bo  truo 

477  In  do  evening  by  de  moonli;:!:* 

478  Vvlien  these  tAA  idothcs  Wero  ucsw 

479  I'p  at  Jones*  wood 
430  I!.:tonburgI.ar 

481  Tho  CampLiells  are  comin' 

482  You  never  niLss  tho  water  till  the  well 

483  Bi'nnio  EloL-o  Irund  dry 
481  lUver  Roo 

48J  Murder  in  Coiiocs 

4:.G  Pool  little  J.,o 

487  Al..iigth,'KanK.T3l!no 

4iv1  Tlie  lianjo  now  h.ingsKllcnton  thedoor 

4.>9  V»'ait  till  tho  clouds  roll  by 

49U  Over  the  g.irden  wall 

491  I'm  a  m.iu  you  don't  meet  every  day 

493  Blue  Al-iaiian  mountains 

41*3  Chamiiug  young  widow  I  met  In  the 

494  Black-<'y<'d  Su.san  [train 
49j  Spa:ii.  h  eav.-Ulcr 
4'.'<1  Giavo  of  Bonaparte 
437  fjia  dog  Tray 
4-.8  Juanita 

499  .Moon  1  ight  on  tho  lake 
too  MaU  I  CLare 
f  01  AUth.at  glitters  is  notgcld 
6<'2  Maniiilles  hymn  i« 

ti;3  God  savi)  thy  Qu^rn 
.vji  Rfdiiii;^  Iiomo  In  th-*  momiiup 
5.15  If  ever  I  cea-so  to  lovu 
ruii  Ciifcr,  lifiys,  chcfsr 
W7  Dixie's  land 
tiiS  Mother  nays  I  mustn't 
r  "3  Fellow  th.it  looka  like  ma 
51t  Watch  <n  tho  Ithine 
611  A  iM'k  of  mother's  hnlr 
rd2  St  pdat  knot^kingatthadooi* 
US  Vii'iniariwebud 
614  Ri  J  robin 
61i  (Jospel  trai  a 
51 J  We  won't  {,  j  home  till  monJBff 
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ONE    CEJNTT    E^VCH 


617  Ix>ttie  Lee 

618  Who's  at  my  bedroom  window  I 

618  I  have  no  home 

b2»  It's  nice  to  bo  a  father 

521  Won't  you  tell  me  why,  Robin  I 

522  Only  to  see  her  face  again 
liZi  Kingdom  coming 
521  l«amey  O'llea 
525  Twldy  O'Neal 
&2(  Man  with  the  sealskin  pants 
621  Medicine  Jack 

628  A  leaf  of  i\-y  from  mother's  (.__ 

629  Keep  in  the  middle  of  Ute  roMt 
631  lA.migan's  boll 

631  LulaLiRone 

632  An  Irishmau'a  toa«S 
533  Village  blacksmith 
63t  Naughty  Clara 

635  Dying  nun 

63i  V  hen  the  learea  begin  to  turn 

637  I^rry  O'Brien 

638  Mothtr  kissed  me  in  my  dream 

639  I'll  hauij  my  harp  on  a  willow  tree 
64«  1  )yinK  Califomian 

641  (Jranamother'a  birthday 

bi2  Come  where  my  love  liCd  dmuiuut; 

6*3  Pop  (foes  tlie  weasel 

64i  Monkey's  weililinp 

645  Mary  had  a  littlo  lamb 

M(!  Wait  for  the  waguu 

547  Cork  les 

648  Vncle  Sam's  farm 

649  My  old  wife  and  I 

650  I'm  BO  lonely 

651  Only  as  far  aa  the  Kate 
662  Peek-a-lKK) 

553  Moonlight  at  Killamey 

654  111  wait  till  the  cloiidd  roll  by 

655  We  never  speak  »<<  wo  paaa  Dy 
65«  Ttpnerary  christeiiin;; 

£67  Ik-  home  early  to-rutfht,  my  doM  boj 

658  Old  rustic  bridge  by  tho  mlU 

6&V  faddy  Ma^ee's  dream 

too  Dreamiui;  ut  bume  aud  muther 

661  Shall  we  know  each  other  th«x«f 
6(!3  Jolly  Irishman 

563  Folks  that  put  on  airs 

564  Kor,alio  the  prnirle  flower 
665  If  I  hn(i  hut  a  thousand  ayetf 
Njfi  Fisherman  and  his  child 

667  K«  ate  Castle  Garden 

5(W  In  the  gloaniinK  { 

5C9  Bring  me  back  the  one  I  lor* 

570  Spider  and  the  fly 

571  A  warrior  bold 

572  Tar's  farewell 

573  In  her  little  brd  wc  laid  her 

574  Dark  girl  dressed  in  bluo 

575  S<pa ration 

578  ritchcr  of  beer 

577  Neil  SIcGulliuan'ii  daiighter,  HaiT  *"« 

578  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  ther* 

579  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left 

580  Alice,  where  art  thou  I 

J81  Meet  me,  Jo«>ie.  at  the  eata 
582  Jessie  at  the  railway  bar 
J83  Ada,  with  the  golden  hair 
iM  Streets  of  New  Yorit 

'>85  Courting  ii\  the  nun 

,W9  I'm  dying  for  ("me  one  to  lore  dm 

5S7  l3  that  Mister  lUilly I 

XS  I^t  my  nanio  be  kindly  spoken 

589  Dar's  one  more  ntiberfor  to  croai 

590  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paris 

591  Poor  old  iliko 

592  Good-bye.  my  lover,  ^ood-bys 

593  A  lifo  on  the  ocean  wavo 
694  I  am  dreaming 

895  Gypsy  Countess 

596  She's  as  good  as  gold 

697  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  nlsht  I 

698  Shoo,  fly!  don't  bother  ma 

699  Ten  thousand  miles  away 

600  Give  my  love  to  all  at  horns 

601  Mygel  Snyder's  party 

602  Increase  of  crime 

603  Ship  on  firs 

604  JosoDhua  Oranjfe  Blotwa 

605  Oh!  Susannah 

606  Old  Bob  Ridley 

607  Bonnie  blue  flaif 

608  Nell  Flaugherty'BdralM 

609  John  Barleycorn 

610  Itules  for  love-maUlng 

611  Land  League  Band 

612  Down  by  tho  old  abbey  rulas 

613  Glorious  69th 

614  Old  willow  cradlo 

615  Funny  old  gal 

616  Religious  card  player 
«17  Paddy's  the  boy 

618  Teddy  McOlynn 

619  I-ads  who  live  in  Ireland 

620  Worn-out  Bailor 

621  Mott  street,  449 

622  Limerick  ia  beautiful 

623  Seven  out 

624  Let  me  kiss  him  for  Ida  mothiV 
C25  I'ntty  llpa 

C2fl  Sullivan  g  boot  in  my  eya 
627  ViUikins  and  his  Dinah 

625  Captain  with  his  whiskert 
C29  A  knot  of  blue  and  gray 
C30  loley's hotel 

C3I  I'll  meet  her  when  the  sun  eoes  down 
;  Never  take  the  horseshoe  from  the  door 
Woman,  lovely  woman 
Tapoleon's  dream 

en  the  robins  uest  again 
you  little  darling,  iJoTe  you 
lo^n  the  lana 
me  back  agaux 
'ukee  Are  ... 

.*  the  finest 
^e  mountain 
hebaU 
boy 

k  cornea  hom«aMlii(iBiliK) 
e,  baby  -,  -,, 

*  ivy  gn)ws  m»  gi  een 


M7  Bridget  Donahua 
618  Down  the  hlU 

649  My  Nellie's  blue  eye* 

650  Ragged  coot 

651  Kitty  Kimo 

652  utuv  oarling,  dream  of  ma    - '   - 
053  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fruit 

•>:>!  Minute  gun  at  ae»  . 

C.';5  Some  day 

CM  Sourkrout 

r,57  Don't  give  the  name  a  bad  blaca 

C5S  Kacketty  Jack  [hallelujah) 

059  John  Brown  eong  (Qlory,  glory 

ceo  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  boys  are 

001  A  dollar  fifteen  cents  [marchiiijf 

662  Roger  O'MaUey 

663  Don*t  make  a  noise  or  else  you'll  wake 
CM  Bring  btu^k  my  bonnie  to  me  [the  baby 
C$5  Bellevillo  convent  Ore  (lUiuoiii) 

066  I'll  await  my  love 

067  Hard  times  come  again  no  mora 

068  Mulcahey's  gone  away 
(;69  Nineteen  hundred  and  one 
b70  CoUeen  Dhas  Machree 

171  Only  to  see  thee,  darling 

672  Blue  bells  of  Scotland 

C73  A  boy's  best  friend  Is  his  mother 

074  That  8  how  you  get  served  when  you're 

676  Dear  little  innocent  thing*  [old 

676  Mother,  I've  come  home  to  die 

677  Just  before  the  battle,  mother 

678  Down  in  a  diving-bell 

679  Kissing  through  the  bars 

680  Skipper  and  his  t>oy 

C8I  'ITounK  tnou  from  Uio  coua^iry 

683  nibedar 

683  The  mldshlpmite 

«84  Eleventh  Regiment  (N.  O.  S.  N.  T.) 

686  Naughty,  naughty  men 

686  Naughty,  naughty  girLi 

68"!  New  coon  in  town 

(88  Will  a  monkey  cUmb  a  tree! 

C84  Bold  soger  boy 

(90  Heenan  and  Savers 

C91  Come,  landlord,  fill  the  flowing  bowl 

(92  Sally,  come  up 

153  Sea  king's  burial 

(94  One-horse  open  sleigh 

696  Baby  show 

696  Swim  out  for  glory 

C97  Jessie  Green 

698  Duffy's  grand  epenincr  night 

699  I'm  a  dude 

700  Run  for  the  doctor 

701  Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs 
709  My  good  looking  man 

703  How  B  married  woman  goes  to  sleep 

704  I'm  off  for  Baltimore 

706  Bright  little  spot  on  the  ocean 
7ue  1  tickled  her  unaer  tue  cum 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Fmn 
70t  My  Newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  Hill 

711  Maloney's  the  man 

712  Ship  that  i.ever  returned 

715  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deepi 
714  How  much  does  The  baby  weigh! 

716  A  mother's  watch  by  the  sea 
718  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  "I'll  wander  back  again 

718  High-water  pants 

719  Every  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-and-bye 

720  I  U  send  you  down  a  letter  from  the  sk] 

721  Paddy  stole  the  i  ""pe 

722  Duffy,  the  gweU 

723  Not  much 

724  Don't  leave  your  m^^her,  Tom 
728  Prettv  little  dark  blue  eyes 

726  A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss 

727  Dream  fncea 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 

729  Good-bye  to  my  Southern  home 

730  Prettv  little  rosy  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  the  window  to-night,  love 

755  Hard  up 

733  Forgive  and  forget 
7S4  Captain  Mishler 

756  Butterfly  dude 

736  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

757  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roses  fall 

738  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall  -  _ 

739  Enniskillen  dragoon 

740  Papa's  baby  boy 

741  I  ain't  as  young  as  I  used  to  be 

742  The  Dreadnought 

743  See-saw 

7M  What's  In  a  klsst 

716  Hush,  Uttle  baby,  don't  you  cry 

746  Darling  Clo' 

747  Mother's  last  request 

748  Texas  ranger 

749  Ood,  save  Ireland 

760  Tho'  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  yon 

761  Bold  Jack  Donahue 
752  Last  farewell 

763  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 

754  Mary  Ann  Kehoe 

755  Only  an  emigrant 

756  My  bonny  boy  is  young,  but  he's  grow- 

757  The  farmer  feeds  us  all  [ing 

758  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hot 

759  Better  days  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  lullaby  ■ 

761  Dying  girl's  message 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

763  Bye,  bve,  t>ar>v.  bye,  bye 

764  Somebody's  tall  and  handsome 

765  Mather  keeps  the  gate  locked  now 

766  Sweet  Alpine  roses 

767  Monissey  and  the  Benicia  boy 

768  Constant  farmer's  son 

769  I'pper  ten  and  lower  five 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Key-hole  in  the  door  .  ' 

772  Act  on  the  square,  boys  '  . 

773  Lackawanna  8po<>ners 

774  Got  where  1  was  bom      ;  -:        ;'  i'„- 


i75  l!urke'.»  (Ireani 

776  F«>ur-leaved  shamiwek 

777  Up  a  tree 

778  Down  where  the  lilly  bells  i 
77J  Behind  the  parlor  door 

783  Peggy  O'Moore 

781  Bunny  hours  of  childhood 
78J  O'Reillv,  the  fisherman 
7X3  Old  village  blticksniith  shop 

784  False  one,  I  love  thee  still 

785  Rhannon  side 

ir8«  Pennsylvania  tramp 

787  We'll  paint  the  town  red 

788  Ix>ok  always  on  the  sunny  nda 

789  Oreen  linnet 
799  Gentle  Annie 

791  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 
VS»2  There's  a  light  in  the  window 

793  Annie  of  the  vale 

794  Rising  of  the  moon 

795  Who  wUl  care  for  mot'ier  now 

Vjt  Let  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  rest 

797  Bights  for  a  father 

798  Old  gray  mare 

WJ  How  is  your  sister  Mary! 

8U0  Clara,  CHiUu.  will  you  come  oat  tu-ulght 

801  Grauama's  vacant  ctuur 

802  America's  emblem  the  violet 

803  Knocking  at  the  gates  of  Jordaa 

804  Take  good  care  of  mother 

805  Whisper  and  a  kiss 

80G  Old-fashionJd  photograph  of  moltMr 

807  Good-bye,  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat 

808  Little  Mag  and  I 

809  Cradle's  empty,  baby's grona 

810  Rosy's  Sunday  out 

811  Jly  sweetheart's  family 

812  Little  wife  Nellie 
113  Too  utterly  utter 

814  I'm  a  dandy,  but  I'm  no  dado 

815  T))ey  can't  keep  the  workingman  down 

816  Angel  mother  waits  for  mo 

817  Good-niglit,  but  not  good-bye 

818  Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky 

819  Just  plain  Jim  [strikes  tec 
829  Mind  and  be  home  when  the  cloelc 

821  Where  the  pretty  little  shamrock  prowf 

822  My  little  four-leaved  shamrock  from 

S23  White  Wings  [Glemion 

824  Always  take  mother's  advice 

825  Prettv  pond  lillies 

826  Dear  Robin,  I'll  be  true 

827  Mikado  McAllister 

828  For  one  day  of  turkey  there's  six  daj-s 
82J  Poor  old  dad  [of  hash 
83*  The  Haddingtonshire 

831  McSorley's  t»-in3 

831  I'ricket  on  the  hearth 

tXI  I  had  $15  doUaro  in  tuy  Inside  pocket 

834  Trabling  back  to  Georgia 

835  Noble  knights  of  labor 

836  He  gets  there  just  the  same 

837  Johnny,  get  vour  giiu 

838  Miss  Fogarty's  Christmas  cake 

839  Maggie  I)arrow'8  welcome 
B4(  Come,  sit  by  me,  mother 
841  I'm  not  asleep 

M  IMt  on  de  golden  shoe 

9tS  I'll  think  of  my  mother  at  home 
844  rwo  Uttle  ragged  urchins 

815  Silver  bells  cf  memory 

848  Maggie,  dear,  I'm  called  away 

847  Sock  her  on  the  kisser 

848  Oh!  you  girls 

849  Because  siie  alnt  built  that  way 

858  Flanipon,  the  lodger 
gSl  Married 

852  Garden  where  the  praties  grow      [gone 

853  You'll  bo  kind  to  my  mother  when  I'm 

854  Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma 

855  An  agricultural  Irish  girl  (jiarents 

851  I'm  a  man  that's  done  wrong  to  my 
857  Ting,  ting,  that's  how  the  bell  goes 
85S  Annie  Lisle 

859  I  will  be  true  to  thee 

860  Down  by  the  river  side  I  strayed 

861  Kitty  Clyde 

869  Under  the  willow  she's  sleeping 

863  Bay  of  Biscay,  OI 

864  Hazel  deU 

86(1  It's  funny  when  you  feel  that  w«y 

866  They've  all  got  a  wife  but  nio 

867  What  is  home  w  ithout  a  motherl 

868  Bowery  Grenadiers 

869  l)on't  vou  dare  to  kiss  mo,  Joe 
R7(  GoiKl-bye,  Susan  Jane 

871  Nellie  was  a  lady 

872  Nettle  Moore 

873  I'o  the  West 

874  Joe  Hardy 

875  Think  of  yonr  head  In  the  morning 

876  Wash  me,  mother,  dear 

877  Remember,  boy,  you're  Irish 

878  Where  can  the  wanderer  bel 

879  Colored  band 

880  It's  naughty,  but  It's  nice 

881  We'd  better  bide  a  wee 

852  Come  along  my,  darling 

883  Old  turnkey 

884  Sarah's  young  man 

884  She's  the  image  of  her  mother  in  a  1000 

886  Belle  Brandon  [different  ways 

887  lireamy  eyes  that  haunt  me  still 

888  Hungry  man  from  Harlem 

889  When  JoJinny  comes  marching  home 
899  I  was  despised  l)ecauso  I  was  poor 

f  91  Meet  me,  Kate,  by  the  cottage  gate 

CM  Thou  hast  wounded  the  spirit  that  lovod 

f.'J  Clementine  [thee 

1 34  Sweet  heather  bell 

895  Windy  man  from  Brooklyn 

B9(  Swinging  on  the  old  rustic  gate     [gone 

897  Vou 'U  never  miss  your  mother  till  »<h«»'s 

898  Remember  me  to  all  at  home 

899  Oh,  what  a  night 
801  Did  you  notice  it? 

901  Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone 
909  America  beats  them  all 
f'rtS  Australinn  exile 
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Just  to  show  my  re«>ects  to  Mcdiimln 

uatherlng  the  myrtfe  with  lUiT 

Her  own  DOT,  Jack 

Clara  Nolan's  baU 

Letters  we  carved  oa  the  tree 

Two  Irish  poUce 

Little  old  red  shawl  my  mother  w«c« 

Our  Jack's  come  home  to-day 

He's  never  done  anything  alaoe 

Ob,  Mr.  Fl&ntgan 

Can  you,  then,  love  aootbert 

Ught-house  bf  the  se» 

An  Irish  fair  day 

It's  for  money 

*■•  I  rend  the  paper  throooh 
They  can't  do  it,  you  know 
Letter  that  never  came 
A  hRiidf>il  of  earin 
Is  Maud  in! 
Southern  soldier  Ikiv 
Green  mossv  banksVf  the  Lea 

tlancnei^er  martyrs 

Dear  Irish  boy 

I  haven't  for  a  long  time  now 

Save  my  mother's  picture  ftom  the 

Rock-a-bye,  baby  l^ala 

Lay  my  head  beneath  a  rasa 

CastlelMW  lK>y 

Flora  Belle 

It's  dudLsh  yon  know 

The  letter  came  at  last 

My  pn^tty  Jano 

Lips  tiint  touch  liquor  shall  nerertooA 

Wrap  the  tlag  around  me,  boys    (miaa 

Pad'ci  dinner  pail 

The  spree 

Black  pick-a-nlnny 

Widow  Nolan's  goat 

Maidof  theMiir 

J'addy  Duffy's  cart 

Little  green  leaf  In  our  tilMa 

Mary  Kelly's  beau 

He'll  be  back  bye-and-byv 

Bonny  black  Bess 

Little  widow  Dunn 

Ghost  of  Benjamin  BIniM 

Man  tliat  struck  0'H.--ra 

A  flower  I  found  In  niotfctils  bIMa 

Dying  cowboy's  lament 

Bringing  pretty  bloiasoms  to  strew  om 

Ftar  of  the  evening       [mother's  gnkTA 

Poor  little  soldiers'  boff 

Bold  Mclntires 

Howard's  cradle  sonar 

Handkerchief  flirtation  .   • 

Angel's  whisper 

Tom.  if  you  love  me,  say  aa 

Flying  trapeze 

Little  old  caboose  behind  the  train 

Maggie,  the  cows  are  in  the  clover 

I  believe  it,  for  my  mother  told  bm  mo 

Mamma's  black  baby  boy 

I'ngrnteful  son 

Doulile-breAstod  mansion  ontb^aqoare 

Yankee  Doodle 

The  faster  you  pluck  them  the  thicker 

Mother,  is  the  battle  over!    Itlwy  irrow 

(Sullivan  and  Ryan 

Package  of  old  letters 

Cabin  with  the  roues  at  the  door 

Morrissey  and  Heenan  flght 

Matrimonial  suggestions 

Mother's  wedding  ring  ^ 

Poverty's  tears  ebb  and  flow 

Never  take  "  no  "  for  an  anawar 

Have  you  seen  Tom-Yuns 

I'll  return  bye-and-bya 

It's  English,  you  know 

in  the  window  a  light  I  can  aea 

Little  Ah  Ski 

Tlie  striker  and  hissois 

Tu-ra-rtun 

1  caimot  sing  that  song  tcMiIgM 

I  kissed  her  nnder  the  parlor  i '  ' 

Lost  on  the  "  Lady  £!«£•• 

We  draw  the  Une  at  that 

Merry  shanty  boys 

Slightly  on  the  mash 

Down  among  the  sogar  eana 

When  my  rover  comes  again 

There's  no  one  to  welcome  ma  I 

John  MitcheU 

Dearest  Haa 

My  bonny  laboring  hoy 

The  dawning  of  the  d^ 

Wreck  of  the  "  London" 

TTie  song  that  reached  my  I 

The  Scotch  brigade 

I  owe  $10  to  O'GradT 

I'm  the  father  of  a  little  black  cooa 

Where  is  Kathleen 

W'aiting,  waiting,  waiting 

Maloney,  the  rolling  mill  man 

Dan  O'Brien's  raffle 

Just  a  little  sunshine 

As  I  sat  upon  my  dear  old  mother's 

A  letter  from  Ireland  [hnea 

I'm  going  to  have  my  name  above  the 

Judge  Duffy  told  me  so  [doer 

Man,  poor  man 

When  baby  smiles  in  her  sleep 

Songs  that  we  sing 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe 

Meet  a  coon  to-night 

Copper  and  the  cook 

Bring  back  my  sailor  boy 

Where  the  sparrows  and  chippies 

OM  lioss  Barry  [paradt 

Midnight  squad 

Isabelle  St.  Clair 

Don't  run  down  the  Irtnh 

From  the  cradle  to  the  grara 

The  little  flshermaiden 

You  know 

Up  went  the  price 

Honor  thy  father  and  mother 

Marguerite 

Bid  me  good-bye  and  go 

I'm  so  shy 
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ill  send  10  of  the  above  Songs,  your  selection,  for  10  cents; 
W  Remember  we  will  not  aend  leas  than  10  of  iliese  Son 


30  for  25  cents;   50  for  40  cents;    100  for  75  cents,  or  lOOO 
by  mail.     Be  sure  to  order  Songs  by  their  numbers  only.     We  will 
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lOM  A  button-hole  boiiqut-t 

lOM  1  lorget 

MM  She  mifrht  hare  licked  UcCarty 

■H  Love,  It't  your  heart  N*  faichfoi 

KMT  Buiuhine  will  cuine  ugaiia 

1038  Baby  that  never  on  me 

103V  I  like  iC,  I  do 

low  It's  fiiiiiiy  what  la^,'e^  will  do 

1041  iKPt  ilial  an  a»rul  shauie 

ItML'  KiiiK  rial  K"Iden  bell 

1043  (aeiiu)  of  ud  Iit-laud 

1044  Jiaee  Jaiiii'S  -^Iwny 
1046  Youi>«(  mail  that  iixed  to  live  over  llie 
1044  We've  botli  be>  ii  tlit-ie  beit^ie  many  a 
1U47  Now  I  coine  tu  think  uf  it  Ltiiiie 
104ii  I  paid  the  $10  lu  ct'cii-aily 

1049  With  all  her  fault.-.  1  love  hei  titill 
106U  Dear  little  hanUn 

1061  Just  aoriiss  frxin  Jei-sey 

1062  Salvutixii  army,  uli 

1063  Four  'leven  foityfour 
lOM  Kaiiiilv  iiveilieaa 

1066  I  wonder  hnw  long  It  will  lo^t 
106«  Charlestoi.  I.luea 

1067  Major  UiUeallier 

1068  Boodle 

1059  Thal'rt  an  old  trnK  with  me 

1060  Valley  lay  aiiiilin^  liefore  ine 

1061  Little' liedi;esohoi>l 

1062  Old  feather  h.  .1 

1063  I  never driiik  heliiml  the  bar 

1064  McXally's  row  of  rtau 

1065  I'll  wear  the  troii.Her?*,  oh 

1066  StrolliUK  on  the  :vimli 

1067  Mult)erry  spiiinfs 

1068  Good  b>e,  my  honey,  I'm  tfoiie 

1069  Flum-puddinu 

1070  I  could  tell  it  11  I  felt  In  the  dnrk 

1071  Let  Erin  reiiiemher  llie  duja  of  old 
10724Icre  lies  an  actor 

1073  Mister  IX)ole.v  's  ^recie 

1074  Ten  thousand  miles  away  on  the  bar.l.s 
1075i  Hother's  last  Niter  to  me    [of  u  lonely 

1076  fat  and  hi.i  little  brown  male 

1077  WaU'i -cn-SM  8 

1078  ahe  hves  on  Murray  Hill 

1079  Eileen,  s«<-i  t  Kilreu 

1080  Hui  ry,  little  children,  Sunday  niorn 

1081  My  little  side  door 
1063  It  sliowered  auiiiil 

lOKi  Market  on  Saturday  nl|fht 

1084  Other  arrant;emeiita 

1086  Haul  de  wo..d-pile  down 

1086  Aft»«  »ander  in  tlie  oiange  itruve 

10H7  Oiill,  ye  tamers,  drill 

lUM  nirt;v-back 

1089  Only  a  bluebell 

loao  Little  b<'T  blue 

losi  WJiere  the  sweet  magnolia  gn>w8 

1092  old  black  crow 

1003  Heik'li.  ho!  Ilntfo  Solly 

1094  fluiit  the  baffiilo 

1096  Ited  haired  givl  and  near-by  white 
■1096  Lekhei  If..,  uallatrhei'  lh<.n>e 

1097  Maavi'M  iieddtugnight 
ll«S  t)kl  burn  l1..or 

low  Hridal  march 

1100  Slaver)  '»  pus^ed  atvay 

1101  Where  did  you  get  thatliatf 

1102  My  MtitTKie 

1103  RyanlHii's  sying  ooii(» 


1104  You  iind  I,  love 

1105  Mottoes  that  are  framed  upon  the  wall 
11U6  Kazzle  dazzle 

11U7   WhistllnB  coon 

1108  Hello!  Keilly 

1109  KilliiliH- 

1110  Karewell,  MarRuerlto 
nil  Spare  tlmt  old  mud  cabin 

1112  Smce  Kate  learnt  how  to  piny 

1113  1  Went  with  hini^  or,  my  pal.  Jack 

1114  .Johnstown  flood 

1116  Postage-stamp  flirtation 

1116  Those  lovely  llrooklyii  girls 

1117  Slide,  Kelly,  slide 

1118  Sullivan  and  Kilraln  tight 

1119  Don  n  where  we  roamed  together 

1120  i).>»n  went  McOiiity 

1121  Ju>t  a  little 

1122  C'humpion  of  the  world 

1123  ^)^l^A  plaid  shawl 
11-24  Neai-lt 

1125  J'liddy  Shay 

1126  Shoi  Ill's  sulo 

1127  Three  leaves  of  shamrock 
I1'28  A  inulher's  appeal  to  her  boy 

1129  Acro.s*  the  biiiltre  he  goes 

1130  You  will  never  know  a  mother's  love 

1131  Convict  and  the  bird  [lu-'uiii 

1132  Suy,  won't  yuii  come  out  aud  pluj  • 

1133  chump!  or,  they  Ulduieup 

1134  Dniy  a  picture 
1136  Same  old  walk 

1136  When  w  e  ran  with  the  old  iiiai'lii:i.' 

1137  Itallyhooley 

1138  Hi!  waiter,  a  dnzen  more  bottles 

1139  A...k  a  policeman 

1140  Did  he  get  there 

1141  I'jing  cowboy 

1142  W  hy  don't  they  do  »o  nowf 

1143  Whei e  did  )  ou  get  that  face! 

1144  Little  empty  stockings 

1146  Snice  Keilly  took  an  oath  he'd  have  my 

1146  Ireland  fui  the  Iri.sh  ilil'c 

1147  Liitle  Annie  Kooney 

1U8  Hush!  don't  wuke  tlie  baby 

1149  Koom  4,  second  floor 

1150  Emmet's  farewell  to  his  true  love 

1161  Mn^ee's  backyard 

1162  Beautiful  language 

1163  My  hat 

ILH  Now  you're  talking 

11 56  Casey's  wife 

1156  I  say,  Mike 

1167  There  goes  McManus 

1158  McUintv's  wake 

1169  1  I'Miiied  my  Sunday  coat  to  Mal.iuey 

IHW  Down  un  the  farm 

1161  Are  you  with  us,  Casey' 

1162  He's  on  the  police  force  tiuw 

1163  Faces 

1164  Katie  Molloy 

1166  I'm  a  cousin  to  Pamell 

1166  Get  on  to  that  liouquet 

1167  Sinee  Casey  runs  the  flat 

1168  Hell.!  John  Maloney 

1169  Dear  old  villat;esch(iol 

1170  Son,.'  that  breaks  my  heart 

1171  Oh,  what  ho^  changed  you* 
1178  Thut  IS  lovo 

1173  Little  bunch  of  lilacs 


1174  riayinate.t 

lli'o  Kelly's  new  sprinK  p«uita 

ma  oh,  let  it  be  soon 

1177  Sam  liana 

1178  Since  JIugpic  learned  to  wiijf 

1179  I'll  parul>  i^-  the  iiiau  tiiaC  says 

1180  A  dreadful  accident  IMcOiuty 
ll.sl  Signor  Bing  lUiiKcr,  the  baritone 
llU'i  Sunday-school  schoiur  [singer 

1183  If  the  waters  could  siieaU  us  they  llow 

1184  Slountaiii  dew 

1186  I  whistle  and  wait  for  Katie 

1186  Oh,  leave  not  your  Kutldeeii 

1187  Throw  him  down,  SlcCIoskey 

1188  It  ustd  t.>  lie  proper,  but  it  don't  po 

1189  We'xeallhad'cm  Inow 

1190  Drink  up,  b<.v8 

1191  My  dear  old  Irish  homo 

1 192  Hear  dem  »>ella 

1193  Uuruey,  come  homo 

1194  Tvfo  lie*  sports  In  town 

1196  \\  here  Is  my  wandering  boy  toiiightl 

1196  Little  old  duddeen 

1197  Ob,  mamma!  biiyniethnt 

1198  Dai 's  a  lock  on  the  chickeii-<-oop  dour 

1199  Tiicy  never  toM  a  lie 

1200  LeamiiiK  McFoddeii  to  «  altz 
l'20l  Saloonkeepers'  Conuiiondiiienta 
1'202  Irish  jubilee 

1203  He  was  a  (kiI  of  mine 
l!^>4  They're  alter  me 
l'J06  Sweet  Katie  Connor 

1206  He  aiu't  In  it 

1207  Then  you  wink  the  other  cyo 
1'208  I  was  on  it 

1209  When  I  get  to  be  n  man  like  tw 

1210  Clancy  wasn't  lu  it 

1211  Paddy  Flyun 

1212  Comrades 

1213  McManus  and  his  n>ike-tail  coat 
1814  Come  down,  Mrs.  tlynn 
1216  lireaining  asshe  sleeiw 

1216  Blind  played  Annie  Laurie 

1217  Ma.>ks  and  faces 

1218  Swinging  in  the  Grape-vine  swing 

1219  Little  si^rn  Lh  still  above  the  dinir. 

1220  Love^^<•  nuorrel,  or  Mary  and  John 
1231  Something  went  wrong  with  the  wi.ika 
1'222  We  shall  all  be  angels  in  the  sweet  by- 

1223  Come  w  here  the  mies  biooui     Land-by 

1224  Good-night,  ladies 
1226  Haul  me  liack  again 

1226  Father  O'Klynn 

1227  Flag  of  the  tree 
r228  The  goMeii  wedding 
l^'W  On  a  Sunday  mornlnff 

1230  The  lone  grave 

1231  Your  neeiitie'sup  iK-hiod 
IKS  little  Fannie  Mclntyi« 
r23»  Murphy  owes  me  rent 
1234  Only  a  year 

1236  Iduat  know 

1236  I've  worked  eight  hours  thia  day 

1237  A  little  beard  on  a  young  man  grew 
12:«  Widow  N..lairs  door 

1239  Arkansaw 

1210  Picture  that  is  turned  toward  the  wall 

11241  He  never  came  buck 

1242  Oh!   what  a  difference  In  the  nioruiiig 

1243  I  want  a  situation 


Luun 


1244  Could  I  but  spot  the  winner 

124.'>  McNulty ,  you'i-e  a  dal.sy 

12t6  Itagged  Put 

l'Ji7  Clancy's  trotter 

l'248  The  poor  old  bum 

1249  Sentenced  to  death 

12.'>o  Klaiiie  it  on  to  llie  girls         [of  families 

1261  Mi.st.akes  aiv  a|>t  to  hap|H-ii  in  llie  Ust 

1'2.V2  Never  in  a  ease  like  that 

12.'>3  Story  of  the  ould  couutie 

12.'i4  Mavouriieeii 

1-iV.  Molly.  O 

r2.'i6  The  Chi  isi mas  tree 

1267  My  son,  my  only  son 

12.i8  Since  Nelly  went  away 

l'2.'i9  Ta-raiit  iKMiiiidere 

12iio  The  pardon  came  too  lato 

rjiil  Twelve  mi<nlhs  ago  to  iiight 

12''i2  Fiieinuii's  boy 

l'263  Song  of  the  steeple 

r2<>4  lie  never  smiled  again 

1'266  Tlie.ie  words  lio  Shake.<peare  wrot« 

1266  There '.s  no  room  for  nie 

r2l>T  Between  love  and  duty 

ViM  lOittle  for  u  Wuteibiiiy  watch 

r2b9  Whist!  the  Ix'gie  man 

1270  It's  hard  to  ife  a  nigger  >«k 

1271  Hotel  Ko^ul  flit! 
r272  The  proditrni  son 

1273  The  sight-s  in  a  dime  museum 

1274  Tlie  i>->or  gal  didn't  know,  >oii  know 
1276  The  Broaduny  S"ell  aud  the  lU>\\eiy 
127li  S4.ein.H  in  New  Y'ol  k  [ui 
1-277  The  bud  hotel 

1278  It  takes  a  girl  to  do  it  every  time 

1279  Y'ou'd  better  stay  at  home,  lail 

1280  Joys  of  a  wed<tiiig  ring 

1281  There's  always  a  chair  for  me 
1-282  I'utsv  BrannigBii 
1-283  Thy  land's  my  land 
1'28|  The  nightingale's  song 
I'UCt  rhe  Stowaway 
1286  A  little  bird  whisp<>red  to  me 
12.S7  Push  dein  chitids  away 
12HX  1  saw  Ksau  kis>-tng  Kate 
l-28>(  The  wife's  dn-am 
1-29(1  The  broken  home 

1291  He  Ls  an  aiiuel  now  l<>ld  mother 

r29J  A  bunch  of  shamriH-ks  from  my  dear 

1-293  1  handed  it  over  to  Kiley 

l'29t  Strolling  with  Nma 

1-2'J6  Itiiv  a  nice  little  home  in  the  country 

1-296  (>-Biien's  horse,  B  iivfiaite 

1-297  Since  Murphy  broke  liis  pled^'e 

r29S  My  S'>eetheart's  the  man  in  the  moon 

1299  The  Keeley  I'llle 

13U0  c.irbett  and  Sullivan  fight 

13i>l  Do  as  I  tell  you 

IMri  There  Is  a  tavern  in  the  town 

1303  Tip  voiir  hat  to  Nellie 

i:«>4  In  old  Madrid 

IW")  Columbus 

13ii6  Moll.v  and  I  and  the  baby 

1307  Paddv,  wait  awhile  Ide-ay 
1:109  I'm  tne  man  that  wrote  Tu  ra  la  lx>oin' 

1308  Maiden  and  tlie  lamb  ICarlo 
i:<iu  The  man  that  broke  the  bank  at  Montv 
1311  He  never  cures  to  svander  from  his  own 

IBreslde 


We  will  send  10  of  the  above  Song.s,  your  seleclion,  for  10  cents;  30  for  25  cents;  60  for  40  cents;  100  for  75  cents,  or  lOOO 
for  $5.  E^*  Renieml>ei'  we  will  not  sfiul  less  than  10  of  tlios*'  Sontrs  liy  mail.  Be  sure  to  ortler  Songs  hy  their  numbers  only.  We  will 
send  the  .sheet  music  of  any  song  on  tliis  jviu'e.  arrani^ed  for  the  pi.iiio,  words  and  music  combined,  for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  3  copies  for  $1. 

Address  all  orders  to   HENRY  J.  IxrEHMAN,  130  dc  132  Park  Row,  New  York  < 


-*  THE    F0LiI_.0"WIlTC3- is- 


Twenty-five-Cent  Hand-Books 


WILL    BE     ISSUED    SHORTLY: 


^.  'v'/T  •  ■&. 


WEHMANS  PRACTTCAL  POULTRY  BOOK.       '''""■  flUj^^^!^^- 


'A/c> 


WEHMANS  GERMAN  COOK  BOOK. 


%£ 


WEHMAN'S  IRISH  SONG  BOOK-No.  4. 


5/jj 


■-i*-* -T>-T»J-^lJVi   f 


J-JM*' fiVjBi/uflut; 


PUBLISHED  QDARTERLT.-Jannary.  April,  Jnly  ani  October. 


./■f"' 


t^     FOR     SALE      BY     ALL     BOOKSELLERS     AND      NEWSDEALERS.      .^ 


WEHMAN'S 


COLLECTION    OF 


F  H  I  C  E  ,     1  O     CENTS 

NO    TWO    SONGS   ALIKE. 


EVERY    BOOK    DIFFERENT. 


CONTENTS    OF 

PAGB 

As  T  Sat  Upon  My  Dear  Old  ^lotlicr's  Kuec 3 

Ati  American's  Toast 10 

A  Littie  Knot  of  Blue 11 

A  Soldier  To-Ni<,'lit  is  Our  Guest 20 

A  Preltv  Little  liaby  to  Dandle  on  Your  Knee 24 

A  Whiltof  the  Pipe 26 

Broken  Plavthin<;s  on  tlie  Floor 10 

Blue  and  the  Gray  (The) 4 

Be  Kind  to  the  >fotherless  Child 4 

Boodle  (The) 6 

Baby  That  Never  Came  (Tiie) 13 

Constitution  and  Guerriere 2 

Can  Brigade  (The) 8 

Carrie  Lee— ^V<».  1 26 

Carrie  Lee— iVb.  2 26 

Drill.  You  Terriers.  Drill 6 

Don't  Come  in  the  Parlor  'Till  the  Company  Goes  Away 4 

Drinkin<5  With  Daniel  Malouey 6 

Don't  Leave  Me,  Laddie 8 

Dorkins'  Night 14 

Dear  Italian  Girl 14 

I^wn  l)v  the  Old  Abbey  Ruin 15 

Dude  {:'n\ii)—lleciUttiim 17 

Don't  Siiut  Out  the  Sunliuht,  Mother 18 

Don't  Take  the  Children  From  Me 23 

Duncan  Gray 24 

Evicted 10 

Fellow  that  Plays  the  Kazoo  (The) 5 

French  Flats 17 

Grandmother's  Garret 9 

Gladiator  {^\\Q)—ReciUttion 15 

Gliding  Up  the  Stream. 17 

Gilhoolys  Supper  Party 18 

Grandpa's  Donkev 18 

Hie  Awav,  Ole  Satan 2 

Ilello!  Bab-by 5 

Honor  Thy  Father  and  Mother 7 

How  Sweet  the  Name  of  jMother 12 

Handel's  Soliloquy  on  Death — Recitation 16 

If  the  Twinkling  Stars  Could  Tell 3 

111  Be  True,  Love.  U)  You 5 

Isn't  That  An  Awful  Shame? 11 

Ivy  Leaf  (The) 12 

Irene,  Good-Night 16 

I'll  Await  Your  Smiling  Face 16 

I  Wonder  What  They're  Springing  ou  Us  Now 18 

I'm  a  Jolly  Little  Fellow 20 

Judge  DuflFv  Told  Me  So 3 

John  L.  Sullivan,  the  Champion 7 

Jumbo,  the  Elephant 12 

Kutchy,  Kutchy,  Coo 10 

Keep  Your  Eye  ou  It 23 


Published  by  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


THIS    NUMBER: 

PAOB 

Liillaby,  from  "  Erminie  ", . . , 25 

Little  bister's  Gone  to  Sleep 15 

Letter  From  Over  the  Sea  (The)— iVo.  1 18 

Letter  From  Over  the  Sea  (The)— Ao.  2 19 

Mrs.  Grogan's  Boy 2 

My  Dad's  Dinner-Pail 5 

]yiy  Love's  Returned  Again 6 

.  Mister  Doolev's  Geese 7 

Miller's  Song'(The) 13 

Man  Who  Never  Tumbled  (The) 17 

Ma's  Baby — Recitation 20 

Marguerite 21 

My  Old  Kentucky  Home 23 

Maloney,  the  Rolling  Mill  Man 25 

Never  to  Meet  Again 14 

Nothing  Else 24 

Old-Fashioned  Cot  in  the  Lane  (The). 4 

Our  Brave  Little  Volunteer 7 

Old  Doorstep  (The) 11 

Only  a  Blue  Bell 11 

Orphan  Boy  (The) 13 

One  of  the  Bravest 21 

O'Hara,  Get  the  Gag 21 

One  Pair  of  Black  Eyes 22 

Piggy-Back 2 

Papa,  Come  Home  to  Y'our  Darlings 9 

Poor  Little  Newsgirl  (The) 12 

Postal  Card  That  Never  Came  (The) 12 

Pretty  Mary,  the  Dairyman's  Daugliter 19 

Ring  Dat  Golden  Bell 3 

Rock  and  Rye  Crazy 8 

Remember,  You  Have  Children  of  Your  Own 16 

Rcd-Haired  Girl  and  the  Near-By  White  Horse  (The) 23 

She's  the  Gawkiest  Gawk  of  Them  All 9 

Spray  of  Four-Leaved  Clover 9 

Sarah  Jane's  Relations 9 

Sailing  Home  to  Nell 13 

Safely  Rocked  in  Mother's  Arms 13 

Steak  That  Never  Came  (The) 20 

Sour  Grapes 21 

Side  by  Side,  the  Old  Folks  Sleep 22 

Sweet  Love,  Good-Night  to  Thee : 25 

Soldier's  Song,  from  "  Erminie  "  (The) 25 

That's  Not  English,  Y'ou  Know 8 

They  All  Love  Jack 14 

They're  Not  Asleep 19 

Tlicre's  Something  in  the  Cradle 22 

Twenty  Years  Ago — Recitation 22 

What  the  Dicky  Birds  Say,  from  "  Erminie  " 25 

Wreck  of  the  Alpena 26 

You're  Born,  But  Y'ou're  Not  Buried  Y^et 16 


Copyright,  1888,  by  Henrt  J.  Wkbhax. 


mm 


-/'I 


vvj 


ij{ 


\  yl 


P^5* 


r»"s»  ?c'-tv 


lzL~»^^ 


( 


CONSTITUTION  AND  GUERRIERE 


Tune—"  The  Landlady  of  FVanoe," 


Send  yonr  name  and  nddrvm  to  11.  J.  Wchiunii,  130  Taik  I^)w,  New  York  City, and  receWe 

Ly  return  mail  a  (.oiiiplcto  (  iitulo^tui-  ot  ovi-r  ;«XW  I'opulur  Kiurtlsh  oiid  CH-mian 

Uuugit— i'rve.    I'ustaKt--  Staiii|>M  tiiken  Haiiic  an  caul)  fur  ali  uur  guMdik 

It  ofUimes  has  l)een  told  ' 

Thai  British  seamen  bold, 
Could  Qoff  the  tars  of  France  so  neat  and  handy,  oh! 

But  they  never  found  their  match, 

Till  the  Yankees  did  them  catch. 
Oh,  the  Yankee  boys,  for  fighting  arc  the  dandy,  oh! 

The  Guerriere,  a  frigate  bold.    .         ' 

On  the  foaming  billows  roH'd, 
Commanded  b}'  brave  Dacres,  the  grandee,  oh  I 

With  a  choice  of  British  crew. 

As  a  rammer  ever  drew, 
They  could  flog  the  Frcucli,  two  to  one  so  handy,  oh! 

When  this  frigate  bore  in  view, 

Says  proud  Dacres  to  his  crew, 
Com«,  clear  the  ship  for  action  and  be  handy,  oh! 

To  the  weather  gage,  l)oys,  get  her. 

And  to  make  his  men  fight  better. 
Gave  them  to  drink,  gunpowder  mixed  with  brandy,  oh  I 

Then,  Dacres  loudly  cries. 

Make  this  Yankee  ship  your  prize. 
You  can  in  thirty  minutes,  neat  and  handy,  oh! 

Thirty-five's  enough  I'm  sure. 

And  if  you'll  do  it  in  a  score, 
I'll  treat  you  to  a  double  share  of  brandy,  ohl 

The  British  shot  flew  hot. 

Which  the  Yankees  answered  not. 
Till  they  got  within  the  distance  they  call  handy,  oh! 

Tsow,  says  Hull  lUJto  his  crew. 

Boys,  let's  see  what  we  can  do. 
If  we  take  this  botxsting  Briton  we're  the  dandy,  oh! 

The  first  broadside  we  poiir'd. 

Carried  her  mainmast  by  the  board. 
Which  made  this  lofty  frigate  look  al)andoned,  oh! 

Tlien  Diicrt'S  shook  his  head. 

And  tf)  bis  officers  he  said. 
Lord,  I  didn't  tliink  these  Yankees  were  so  handy,  oh! 

Our  second  told  so  well. 

That  their  fore  and  mizzen  fell. 
Which  dous'd  the  royal  ensign  so  handy,  ohl 

By  George,  says  he,  we're  done, 

And  then  fired  a  lee  gim. 
While  the  Yankees  struck  up  Yankee  doodle  dandy,  ohl 

Then  Dacres  came  on  board, 

To  deliver  up  his  sword. 
Loth  was  he  to  part  with  it,  it  was  so  handy,  oh! 

Oh,  keep  your  sword,  says  Hull, 

For  it  onl}'  makes  you,  dull. 
So  cheer  up,  come,  let  us  have  a  little  brandy,  oh! 

Come,  fill  your  glasses  full, 

And  we'll  drink  to  Captain  Hull, 
And  so  merrily  we'll  push  abo\U  the  brandy,  oh! 

John  Bull  may  toast  his  fill. 

Let  the  world  say  what  it  will, 
But  the  Y'ankee  boys  for  fighting  are  the  dandy,  oh! 


"PiaGY-BACK" 

Copyright,  1886,  by  T.  ».  Harms  &  Co. 


The  Word«  and  Mu.«lc  of  thU  Sonir  will  be  .s<;nt  to  any  oddn-w,  postpaid,  on  refvlpt  of  M 
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In  childhood's  merry,  happy  days,  we've  gathered  in  a  throng, 
In  joyous  circle  of  the  dance,  or  joined  in  merry  song. 
How  sweet  it  is  to  think  of  days,  our  fairy  ciiildhood's  life, 
When  we  lived  but  in  a  dream,  devoid  of  care  or  strife. 

Chouus. 
Piggy-back,  piggj'-back,  I'll  carry  you, 
Pigiry-back,  piggy-back,  I  wish  I  vosyou; 
Lean  on  my  shoulder  now,  you  shall  not  fall; 
Piggy-back,  piggy-back,  dot's  vot  I  call. 

"WhenWinter  comes  and  brings  the  frost, that  kills  the  lovely  flowers, 
How  mem'ry  turns  and  brings  the  tho'Ls.to  childhood's  happy  hours. 
For  when  the  spell  is  broke  at  last,  and  children  were  no  more. 
We'll  only  hope  to  meet  again  on  life's  love-laden  shore. — Cftorui. 


MRS.    QROGAN'S   BOY. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co. 


The  Word*  and  MhkIc  of  this  Sonsr  will  be  sent  to  any  oddrew  jKMt-iMld.  on  receipt  of 
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A  week  ago  last  Sunday  night 

To  a  christening  I  did  go; 
It  was  held  down  here  at  Grogan's  house,  . 

A  few  short  blocks  below;  '     *- 

All  the  neighl)ors  were  invited 

And  welcomed  them  with  joy; 
Arrah,  they  shower 'd  heaps  of  compliments. 

On  Mrs.  Grogan's  boy. 
Oh,  ev'ry  one  was  crazy 

To  hold  the  Iwuucing  lad, 
While  we  congratulated 

The  mother  and  the  dad. 
The  child  set  up  a  stiualliiig. 

Which  made  the  old  liou.se  ring. 
And  the  father  ga}',  in  a  (iu:iint  way. 
These  words  wtis  heard  to  sing- 
Cnoiius. 
Go  to  sleep,  my  baby. 

Close  your  little  eyes, 
Can't  you  stop  your  crying, 

Y''our  parents  they  are  nigh; 
You  are  your  mothers  comfort. 

And  your  father's  heart's  delight. 
Now,  do  lie  still,  while  the  ghiss  we  fill. 
For  it  is  your  christ'ning  night. 

The  people  who  assembled  there, 

They  were  of  great  renown. 
For  Irish  wit  and  humor. 

Oh,  there  like  could  not  be  found; 
The  toast  drank  for  the  baity. 

By  its  Uncle  Tim  Malone, 
He  hoped  he'd  make  as  gooil  a  man| 

As  Parnell  or  Giad.stone. 
The  music  it  was  there  on  time, 

A  harp  and  violin. 
And  when  tiiey  played  sweet  Garry  Owen, 

The  old  folks  they  did  grin; 
The  jigs  and  reels  were  numerous. 

How  the  good  old  ale  did  fly! 
But  what  a  joke  when  the  baby  woke. 

For  the  father  had  to  cry: — Chorus. 

And  just  for  sociability. 

Oh,  ev'rybody  sang; 
There  was  ballads  from  Tom  Moore, 

Also,  *'  Terry  joined  the  gang;" 
0'Shaughnes.s\',  the  Irish  dude,  • 

Recited,  "  Fontenoy." 
'Twas  rendered  in  dramatic  style. 

And  never  woke  the  boy. 
When  early  dawn  was  breaking, 

Ca.sey  danced  a  Highland  fling. 
And  ev'ry  one  requested 

Mr.  Grogan  for  to  .sing; 
The  band  struck  up  "  Killarney," 

Sweeter  strains  sure  never  rang. 
But  they  all  were  disappointed. 

For  this  is  the  .song  he  sang: — Chorus. 
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HIE  AWAY,  OLE  SATAN! 

Copyright,  188.S,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wil  be  sent  to  any  a<I<lr(>i<H,  post-paid,  on   receipt  of 
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Kow,  New  York  City.    Poetage  Staniiw  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goodsk 

Run  away!  hie  away!  baby,  go  to  bed. 
Go  to  sleep — slumber  deep,  pretty  curly  head; 
Day  is  done,  night  has  come,  stars  are  out  to  peep, 
Baby  girl,  pretty  pearl,  darling,  go  to  sleep. 

Ciiouus. 
Hie  away,  hie  away,  ole  Satan,    ' 
Hie  away,  and  leave  my  child  alone. 

It  is  late,  do  not  wait,  baby,  go  to  bed. 
Mother's  here,  watching  near — see!  the  day  has  fled, 
Night  has  come,  day  is  done,  flumber  sweet  and  deep. 
Baby  girl,  pretty  pearl,  darling,  go  to  sleep.— 6'Aore/«. 

Satan,  stop!  don't  you  pop  in  my  chaml)er  door; 
Baby's  sleep,  dreaming  deep  of  the  happy  shore; 
Not  an  ill,  sleeping  still,  mars  her  slumber  deep. 
Hie  away!  Satan,  hie!  let  my  baby  sleep. — Chorus. 
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If  the  Twinkling  Stars  Could  Tell. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  T.  B.  KeUey. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  bo  sent  to  any  a<ldresg.  poftt-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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If  the  twinkling  stars  could  speak,  loye, 

In  the  quiet  evening  sky, 
Oh,  the  secrets  they  would  whisper, 

Of  the  hearts  that  lonely  sigh; 
They  would  tell  you  how  I'm  longing, 

Fondly  waiting,  love,  for  you. 
If  the  twinkling  stars  could  speak,  love. 
Up  in  yonder  heaven's  blue. 

Cnouus.         -         . , 
They'd  tell  you  all  I  long  to  say, 

\V hcii  30U  are  by  my  side,  •       ■ 

The  love'repeat,  so  fond  and  sweet. 

That  ever  shall  abide; 
They'd  tell  me  how  they  sighed  to  kiss 

The  roses  of  your  cheek, 
If  the  twinkling  stars  could  speak,  love. 
If  tlie  twinkling  stars  could  speak. 

If  the  twinkling  stars  could  speak,  love. 

You  ne'er  should  lonely  be. 
For  they  tell  you  I  am  thinking 

Of  you  sweetly,  longingly;  .        - 

Tho'  the  weary  hours  might  sever. 

Life  for  us  would  lu^t  be  glad. 
If  the  twinkling  stars  ould  sjjeak,  love. 

Telling  you  my  message  glad. — Cfiorus. 

If  the  twinkling  stars  could  speak,  love. 
They  would  whisper  in  your  dreams, 

All  the  love  my  heart  is  keeping, 
While  the  moon  so  silv'ry  beams; 

They  would  tell  you  I  am  waiting, 
Lead  you  safely  to  my  heart. 

If  the  twinkling  stars  could  speak,  love, 

:    And  we  never  more  should  part. — Cfiorus. 
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JUDGE   DUFFY   TOLD   ME   SO. 


Tune—"  Mother  Told  Me  So." 


of  10 
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There's  an  honest  little  Ju.stice,  who  in  Ilarlem  'mid  the  goats 

Dispenses  justice  like  a  sound  old  Democrat; 
He's  a  .sober  little  party,  looks  at  frivolity  with  scorn. 

And  a  workl  of  wisdom  carries  'neath  his  hat. 
He  told  iiu;  tiiat  the  angels  watched  o'er  the  ladies  here, 

And  that  girls  with  bangs  would  never  stand  a  show; 
He  told  me  that  St.  Peter  would  clo.se  the  door  on  them, 

I  believe  it,  for  Judge  Duffy  t(^d  me  so. 

Ciiouus. 
He  told  me  that  the  angels  never  wear  a  bang,     -       :      ' 

And  that  bangs  and  paint  and  powder  they  must  go; 
He  said  that  girls  with  saucer  bangs  untruthful  were  and  false 

I  lielieve  it,  for  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so. 

He  told  me  Mayor  Hewitt  would  view  the  Patrick's  aay  parade, 

And,  like  Oakey  Hall,  himself  would  march  in  line. 
That  a  Democratic  jwstmaster  we'd  see  near  City  Hall,    . 

And  that  Ireland  would  be  free  in  eighty-nine; 
He  told  me  that  old  Canada  would  soon  claim  the  annex, 

Her  fisheries'  trouble  then  away  woulil  blow; 
He  said  that  John  L.  Sullivan  would  some  day  meet  his  match, 

I  believe  it,  for  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so. — Vhorus. 

He  informed  me  Qrover  Cleveland  some  day  would  jolly  l>e, 

When  a  bouncing  boy  would  share  his  happy  lot; 
He  said  barroom  politicians  no  more  would  rule  the  roost. 

That  our  war  veterans  would  never  be  forgot. 
That  every  red-headed  girl  he'd  present  with  a  white  horse, 

And  that  tiic  Socialistic  drama  was  a  go; 
He  said  that  Dennis  Kearney  would  in  China  happy  live, 

I  believe  it,  for  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so. — Chorus. 

He  told  me  Gen.  Badeau  wrote  most  of  Grant's  "  Memoirs," 

That  the  Stewart  will  contest  would  end  next  week; 
That  the  Worcester's  Dictionary  Iwat  Webster's  ev'ry  time, 

He'll  translate  the  former  into  Volapuk. 
He  told  me  that  the  G.  A.  R.  looked  on  Hewitt  as  a  saint, 

A  proud  "  savior  of  society,"  you  know, 
He  also  said  the  world  was  full  of  falsehood  and  deceitj  ;  ;,/■ 

I  believe  it — Charles  A.  Dana  told  me  so. — Clioru*.     . ;-.  .'.;.- 


RING  DAT   GOLDEN  BELL. 

Copyright,  1885,  by  Roeenfeld  &  Me  Vey. 

The  Words  and  Mnslo  of  this  S<infr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-iwM,  on  r»><:*lpt  of  *0  j 
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Writen  for  and  sung  by  the  great  and  only  Iiotta, 

One  night  I  had  a  pleasant  dream, 

Ring  dat  bell  for  glory; 
I  sailed  me  up  the  golden  stream, 

Ring  dat  golden  bell.  -  . 

Bob  IngersoU  was  working  hard. 

Ring  dat  bell  for  glory; 
De  angels  told  him  leave  his  card. 

Ring  dat  golden  bell. 

Cnouus. 
Ring  dat  bell  at  de  golden  gate, 
Come,  you  sinners,  don't  be  late, 
Hurr^  on,  don't  stop  long, 
Ringing  at  de  golden  bell,  Ding-a-ling-ling. 

I'd  like  to  meet  you  all  up  there. 

Ring  dat  bell  for  glory. 
And  punch  your  tickets  for  de  fare. 

Ring  dat  golden  bell. 
Old  Jakey  Sharp  he  won't  be  dar. 

Ring  dat  bell  for  glory, 
Dey'll  bounce  him  from  de  Broadway  car. 

Ring  dat  golden  bell. — Cfioi'u&. 

I  had  another  dream  one  night. 

Ring  dat  bell  for  glory, 
Mrs.  Langtry  fought  with  all  her  might. 

Ring  dat  golden  bell. 
And  Mary  AValker  jumped  and  danced. 

Ring  dat  bell  for  glory, 
And  tore  her  bran  new  Sunday  pants. 

Ring  dat  golden  bell. — Chorux^ 

Two  countries  tried  to  make  a  name,        - 

Ring  dat  bell  for  glory. 
But  neither  had  the  pluck  nor  game, 

Ring  dat  golden  bell. 
The  Russian  bears  and  British  hams,    - 

Ring  dat  bell  for  glory, 
Dey  weakened  like  a  pair  of  lambs, 

Ring  dat  golden  bell. — Chorus. 

Come,  all  you  sinners,  watch  your  load, 

Ring  dat  bell  for  glory. 
Don't  race  your  horses  on  de  road, 

Ring  dat  golden  bell. 
You'll  hab  no  Comstock  in  de  sky. 

Ring  dat  bell  for  glor}'. 
And  you  can  gamble  on  the  sly. 

Ring  dat  golden  bell. — Chorus. 
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As  I  Sat  upon  my  Dear  old  Mother's  knee 


Cop>Tight,  1884,  by  Wni.  J.  McVey. 
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As  sung  with  unbounded  applause  by  GcoiTge  Wilson. 

I've  a  tender  recollection  that  I'll  cherish  all  my  life. 

And  age  but  makes  it  dearer  day  by  day; 
'Tis  the  memory  of  a  mother,  whose  smile  in  days  agone. 

Drove  all  my  troubled  childish  thoughts  away. 
I  remember  in  the  evening  when  the  fire  was  burning  bright, 

She'd  call  me  to  her  side  and  say  to  me: 
Be  brave,  my  boy,  and  truthful,  and  never  be  a.s]iamed 

Of  the  teachings  that  you  learned  on  mother's  knee. 

Chorus. 
She  was  gentle  and  .so  kind,  and  I'll  ever  bear  in  mind. 

The  many  golden  lessons  she  taught  me; 
I  have  wealth  and  earthly  power,  yet  I'd  give  all  for  one  hour. 

That  I  sat  upon  my  dear  old  mother's  knee. 

How  her  loving  smile  would  cheer  me  when  at  evening  I'd  return 

From  toiling  in  the  meadows  all  the  day. 
Each  gentle  word  brought  comfort,  but  that  voice  is  silent  now, 

The  mother  that  I  loved  has  pa.ssed  away. 
In  the  quiet  village  churchyard  she  has  slumbered  many  years. 

And  the  only  trea.sure  life  holds  dear  to  me. 
Is  the  mound  that  oft  in  twilight  I  have  moistened  with  my  tears, 
.;  And  the  lessons  that  I  learned  on  mother's  knee. — Cfiorus. 
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THE   BLUE   AND   THE   GRAY. 

Copyright,  1884,  by  W.  A.  Evans  <K  Bro. 
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Bo  Kind  to  the  Motherless  Child. 


Copyright,  18*3,  by  W.  A.  Evani  &  Bro. 


By  the  flow  of  the  inland  river, 

Whence  the  fleet.s  of  iron  have  fleil. 
Where  the  blades  of  the  grave-gniss  quiver, 

Asleep  are  the  ranks  of  the  dead; 
Under  the  sod  and  tiie  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day. 
Under  the  one,  the  Blue, 

Under  the  other,  the  Gray. 

These  in  the  robings  of  glory, 

Tlioso  in  tlie  gloom  of  defeat, 
All  with  tlie  battle  blood  gory. 

In  the  dusk  of  eternity  meet- 
Under  llic  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  llie  judgment  day. 
Under  the  laurel.  Blue, 

Under  tiio  willow,  the  Gray. 

From  tlie  silence  of  sorrowful  hours,  • 

Tiie  desolate  mourners  go. 
Lovingly  laden  with  llowers, 

Alike'for  the  friend  and  the  foe;— 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day. 
Under  the  roses,  the  Blue, 

Under  the  lilie.s,  the  Gray. 

Iso  more  shall  the  war  cry  .sever. 

Or  the  winding  rivers  be  red, 
Thev  banish  our  anger  forever, 

■NViien  they  laurel  the  graves  of  our  dead; 
Under  the  s(m1  and  the  dew. 

Waiting  the  judgment  day, 
Love  and  tears  for  the  Blue, 

Tears  and  love  for  the  Gray. 


The  Old-Fashioned  Cot  in  the  Lane. 


Copyright,  1S84,  by  Wni.  J.  McVcy. 
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The  fond  days  of  childhood  come  back  to  me  now, 

Bringing  thoughts  of  the  sweet  long  ago. 
My  memory  pictures  a  loved  mother's  smile, 

And  a  face  framed  in  tresses  of  .snow. 
A  fatlier  so  gentle,  I'd  climb  on  his  knee. 

When  twilight  stole  over  the  pljiiii; 
In  the  glow  of  the  grate,  what  tales  he'd  relate, 

In  that  old-fafhioned  cot  in  the  lane. 

ClIOHl'S. 

It  spoke  not  of  grandeur,  of  wealth,  nor  of  jx)wer, 

But  peace  and  content  used  to  reign, 
A  mother's  sweet  smile  l)anislied  .sorrow  and  guile, 

From  the  old-fitshioned  cot  in  the  lane. 

In  Summer  the  flowers  would  climb  to  the  .sill 

Of  the  wimlow  where  mother  would  sew. 
Thro'  the  murmuring  trees  catne  the  laugh  of  the  brook, 

That  danced  in  the  valley  below. 
The  bioiid  shaded  porrli,  tlie  moss-covered  well, 

The  creaking  old  gate  with  its  chain, 
Comes  back  through  the  years  that  has  brought  me  liut  tears, 

Since  I  left  the  old  cot  m  the  lane. — Cfionia. 

The  cheery  old  kitchen  when  Christmastidc  came 

Was  a  picture  of  peaceful  content; 
The  mantlepicce  high,  where  our  .stockings  we'd  hang, 

Awaiting  what  Santa  Clans  .sent. 
IIow  sadly  has  time  changed  the  home  that  I  loved. 

But  memory  will  ever  retain 
The  bright  days  of  joy  I  si>eiit  when  a  boy, 
I          In  the  old-fashioned  cot  in  the  lane. — Vhorua 
< . , 

— Said  Brown:  "  The  day  I  was  married  I  quit  chewing  tobacco, 
'  and  I  tell  you  it  was  pretty  hard  on  me  that  day,  but  in  a  day  or 
'  two  I  was  all  right."     "Ah,  how's  that?"     "  I  commenced  chew- 


ing again." — Texa$  Siftingt. 
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The  kind  heart  is  touched  by  the  sight  of  distress, 

And  often  the  eyes  overflow; 
Sweet  pity  is  nurtured  by  sorrowfulness, 

And  .sympathy  fostered  by  woe; 
But  all  the  kind  feelings  that  sleej)  in  the  breast 

Are  seldom  from  sluml>er  beguiled, 
'Till  the  eyes  on  that  picture  of  mourufulness  rest, 

The  face  of  a  motherless  child. 

Ciiouus. 

O  soothe  that  sad  heart  with  a  kind  loving  word, 

And  ever  be  gentle  and  mild. 
And  let  your  heart's  warmest  afl^eclions  be  stirred. 

Be  kind  to  the  motherless  child: 
And  let  your  heart's  warmest  affections  be  stirred. 

Be  kind  to  the  motherless  child. 

The  loss  of  a  father  is  heavy  to  l)ear. 

His  loving  protection  we  miss; 
Whose  highest  ambition  and  tenderest  care. 

Were  ever  to  comfort  and  bless; 
But,  ah !  there's  a  sorrow  much  greater  by  far, 

The  greatest  of  sorrows  confess'd; 
When  home  is  deprived  of  its  light  and  its  star. 

And  mother  has  gone  to  lier  child. — Vhorut. 

The  teardrop  that  trembles  on  infancy's  cheek. 

Proclaiming  a  loved  mother's  loss; 
Oh,  wipe  it  away,  and  a  loving  won!  speak. 

And  grief  in  sustaining  it  cross; 
As  rain-drops  refreshen  the  sun-withered  rose, 

That  blossoms  alone  on  the  wild. 
So  words  kindly  spoken  will  lighten  the  woes 

That  sadden  the  motherless  child.— C/(o;*u«. 
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Don't  Come  in  the  Parlor  'Till  the 
Company  Grf)es  Away. 


Copyright,  18*4,  by  T.  B.  tiarms  ft  Co. 
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Words  and  music  by  Harry  C.  Talbert. 


There  is  a  charming  little  girl,  I'd  give  for  her  my  life. 
And  soon  I'm  going  to  ask  her  if  she'll  lie  my  precious  wife; 
But  everv  time  I  cjill  on  her,  her  brother's  in  the  way. 
So  now  I  bring  him  lots  of  toys,  and  this  to  him  I  say: 

Cirouus. 

Tommy,  you  can  go  and  play,  'till  papa  writes  a  letter. 
Be  a  good  boy,  don't  go  far  away,  then  I  will  like  you  better; 
Don't  go  making  mud-pies,  or  muss  your  clothes,  I  say; 
Please  don't  come  in  the  parlor  'till  the  company  goes  away. 

It's  pretty  tough  to  stand  a  brat  who'll  tread  upon  your  toes. 
And  pull  your  mou.stachc, crown  our  hat, then  drum  ujxm  your  nose; 
Ihit  now  I've  got  a  gag  for  them,  to  keep  them  from  harm's  way, 
Ju.st  give  them  i^cnnies,  five  or  ten,  and  .smilingly  you'll  say: 

Tommy,  you  can  go  and  play,  &c. 

Who  knows  but  what  this  little  boy  some  day  will  fall  in  love 
With  a  pretty  little  maid,  he'll  call  his  turtle  dove; 
And  if  she's  got  a  sister  Mag,  or  a  brother  in  the  way. 
Oh,  he  can  think  of  my  old  gag,  and  this  to  them  can  say: 

"Tommy,  you  can  go  and  play,  &c. 

I  never  shall  forget  the  night,  'twas  at  a  minstrel  show, 

A  great  surpri.se  there  met  my  eyes,  'twas  Tommy  and  his  beau; 

I  call'd  on  them,  next  afternoon,  in  a  quiet  .sort  of  way; 

The  young  girl  blushed,  and  Tommy  rush'd  at  me  and  this  did  say: 

Chorus. 

Papa,  you  can  go  and  play  while  Tommy  writes  a  letter; 
Be  a  good  boy,  don't  go  far  away,  then  I  will  like  you  better; 
Don't  go  making  mud-pies,  or  muss  your  clothes,  I  say; 
Please  don't  come  in  the  parlor  'till  the  company  goes  away. 
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MY   DAD'S   DINNER-PAIL. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Ca  -  -/ 

The  Words  and  Muidc  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  addrewi,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
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Row,  New  York  City.    Postal  Stamps  taken  saiue  an  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  sung  by  Edward  Harrigan. 


Preserve  that  old  kettle,  so  blackened  and  worn, 
It  belonged  to  my  father  before  I  wjis  born; 
It  hung  in  a  corner  beyant  on  a  nail, 
'Twas  an  emblem  of  labor,  my  dad's  diuner-pail. 

Chorus. 

It  glistened  like  silver,  so  sparkling  and  bright, 

I  am  fond  of  the  trifle  that  held  his  wee  bite; 

In  Summer  or  Winter,  in  rain,  snow  or  hail,      - 

I've  carried  that  kettle,  my  dad's  dinner-pail. 

When  the  bell  rang  for  meal  time,  my  fathcr'd  come  down. 

He'd  ate  with  the  workmen  about  on  the  ground, 

He'd  share  wid  a  laborer,  and  say  he'd  go  bail. 

You  would  ne'er  reach  the  bottom  of  dad's  dinner-pail. — Clurrua. 

If  the  day  should  be  rainy,  ray  father'd  stop  home, 
And  he'd  polish  his  kettle  as  clane  as  a  stone. 
He'd  joke  wid  me  mother,  an'  me  he  would  wail, 
If  I'd  just  put  a  finger  on  dad's  dinner-pail. — Ohamu. 

There's  a  place  for  the  coffee  and  also  the  bread. 

The  corned  Iwef  and  praties,  and  oft  it  was  said. 

Go  fill  it  wid  porter,  wid  beer  or  wid  ale, 

The  drink  would  taste  sweeter  from  dad's  dinner-pail. — Chorus. 


Tlie  Fellow  That  Plays  the  Kazoo. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Muric  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Row.  Mew  York  City.    Postage  SUunps  token  saiuc  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  music  by  Victor  Hawley. 


I  once  was  a  happy  young  fellow, 

I  never  knew  trouble  or  care. 
But  now  I  feel  blue,  green  and  yellow, 

And  stand  on  the  verge  of  despair. 
The  cause  of  my  sorrow  and  moping 

I'll  mention  in  secret  to  you — 
My  gal  slie  hjis  just  been  eloping 

With  a  fellow  that  plays  the  kazoo 

Chorus. 
Oh,  dear!  what  shall  I  do? 
My  licart  is  breaking  in  two; 

I'm  left  all  alone. 

For  my  girl  she  has  flown 
With  a  fellow  that  plays  the  kazoo. 

I  think  I'll  jump  into  the  ocean. 

And  pull  for  that  beautiful  shore. 
Where  men  with  kazoos  have  no  portion, 

Nor  coachmen  can  e'er  enter  more. 
It  makes  me  feel  like  the  old  Harry, 

I  don't  think  it's  right,  now,  do  you? 
For  young  girls  to  run  off  and  marry 

With  a  fellow  that  plays  the  kazoo. 

Chorus. 

Oh!  dear!  what  shall  I  do? 

My  heart  is  breaking  in  two; 
'Twas  like  an  earthquake. 
When  she  gave  me  the  shake 

For  a  fellow  that  plays  the  kazoo. 

I  hope  you'll  not  think  me  intruding, 

If  a  word  of  advice  I'd  impart 
To  any  young  man  who  is  brootling 

O'er  a  maiden  that's  broken  his  heart.  : 
Don't  worry  or  get  in  a  flutter,  ,.     * 

Nor  think  that  she'll  ever  be  true, 
But  know  that  she's  skipped  o'er  the  gutter 

With  a  fellow  that  plays  the  kazoo. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  dear!  what  shall  I  do? 
My  heart  is  breaking  in  two; 

It  is  all  very  well, 

She  can  just  go  to — ahem! 
With  the  fellow  that  plays  the  kazoo. 


TLL  BE  TRUE,  LOVE,  TO  YOU. 


Copyright.  1888,  by  Frank  A.  Drake. 
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Tell  me  truly  that  you  love  me, 

And  will  keep  3"our  promise  true; 
You  know  that  I  did  tell  you  truly,  dear, 

That  I  would  come  back  to  you; 
And  I  want  to  see  that  old  home. 

Where  I  lived  so  many  years; 
And  oil,  how  happy  we  will  be,  my  dear. 

No  sorrow,  no  trouble  need  you  fear; 
Oh,  those  happy  days  have  come  and  gone,   , 

Take  me  to  that  home  again, 
Where  I  lived  with  my  dear  mother, 

In  that  old  house  near  the  lane. 

Chorus. 
I'll  be  true,  love,  to  you, 

Tho'  we  may  never  meet  for  years; 
I'll  be  true,  love,  to  you. 

You  are  my  darling  own,  dear. 

Now,  the  Summer  time  is  gone,  love, 

And  the  flowers  are  at  rest; 
I'll  think  of  you,  my  darling,  love<l  one, 

I'll  think  of  one  I  loved  so  dear; 
You  must  not  forget  your  promise, 

When  we  parted  at  the  gate; 
The  night  was  dark  as  it  could  be,  3'oii  know. 

You  told  me  that  the  hour  was  growing  late; 
Tho'  these  many  years  have  past  Jiiid  gone. 

Will  you  keep  your  promise  true*/ 
Do  j'ou  love  me  now  as  then,  love? 

Tell  me  darling,  tell  me  true. — Chorus. 
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HELLO!   BAB-BY. 

Copyright,  1884,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Oo. 
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Earl}'  in  de  morning  when  de  sun  do  rise. 

Lying  on  a  corn-cob  bed,  _  ^ 

Bab-by  rolling  over,  hazel  colored  eyes. 

Little  kinkey,  wooly  head; 
Mammy  is  a  dozing,  dreaming  of  de  bliss, 

I'm  thinking  of  He  day  a-comiug  on; 
Oh,  come  along,  my  cherub,  give  your  pop  a  kiss. 
Bless  the  day  that  he  was  born. 

Chorus. 
Hello!  Bab-by,  here's  your  Dad-dy; 

Up  and  down  he  goes! 
You  black  picaniuny  from  old  Virginny,- 

Goodness,  how  she  grows! 
Black  picaninny  from  old  Virginny, — 
Goodness,  how  she  grows! 

Buy  a  little  wagon,  roll  de  Bab-by  out, 

Let  him  swallow  good,  fresh  air. 
Feed  him  on  bananas,  neber  have  de  gout,- 

Yellow  ribbon  in  his  hair; 
Jonah  is  his  namesake,  living  in  de  whale, 

A  floating  'roun'  de  ocean  in  a  storm; 
Oh,  shouting  happy  neighbors,  haila,  haila,  hail! 

Bless  the  day  that  he  was  born. — Ctiarim. 

Buy  him  little  slippers,  cover  up  his  toes. 

Keep  him  from  de  frost  and  cold. 
Sit  him  by  de  hot  fire,  don't  you  freeze  his  nose. 

Only  twenty -two  months  old; 
Bring  him  up  a  Baptist,  make  him  go  to  church, 

Oh,  rare  him  like  a  ix)ssum  on  a  farm; 
Oh,  give  him  plenty  gum  drops,  better  than  the  birch, 

Bless  the  day  that  he  was  born. — Chorut. 


^  •  m 


— TTypocrisy. — Ethel:  "Mamma.  I  am  writing  to  Nellie  Lee; 
shall  I  say  anything  for  you?"  Mamma:  "Writing  to  that  con- 
temptible person  again?  Yes,  give  her  my  love.  How  I  detest 
that  girl,  to  be  sure! " 
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MY  LOVE'S  RETURNED  AG-AIN. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Win.  A.  Pond  &  Oo. 
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Wu  bri'iitlied  farewell,  my  heart  was  fondly  calling 

Unto  my  love  across  the  stormy  deep; 
The  shadows  dark  around  my  life  were  falling, 

No  suidight  came  to  eyes  that  fain  would  weep, 
With  sad  regret  for  words  in  anger  spoken, 

Tlie  past  tuis  brought  its  dreams  of  weary  pain; 
IJut  joy,  at  last,  the  hitler  spell  has  broken. 

For  to  my  heart  my  love's  return'd  again! 

Ciiours. 
Oh,  bright  the  hours  of  gentle  hope  and  gladness, 

Tlie  days  no  more  will  bring  their  tears  and  pain; 
My  life  awakes  from  ev'ry  dream  of  sadness, 

With  smiles  of  joy  my  love's  returned  again! 

Eacli  thought  of  pride,  thro'  which  our  love  was  parted, 

lias  Uown  away  and  hope  is  fondly  bright; 
Once  more  I  clasp  my  own,  so  gentle-hearte»l, 

Once  more  I  gaze  in  eyes  of  sweet  delight; 
The  pasi  forgot,  how  rosy  dawns  each  morrow. 

My  joys  come  back  like  sunlight  after  rain; 
The  days  were  lone,  and  clouded  o'er  with  sorrow. 

But  rapture's  mine,  m}'  love's  returned  again! — Chorus. 


THE     BOODLE. 

Copj-right,  1884,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 
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Writcn  and  sung  by  Eilwurd  llarrigan. 

The  little  green  note  that  keeps  us  afloat 

Is  eijual  to  silver  or  gold; 
It's  made  in  D.  C,  oh,  give  it  to  me, 

Oh,  let  it  l)e  new  or  be  old! 
Twill  buy  anything,  its  jingle  and  ring 

Is  heard  on  the  land  or  the  sea;  * 

"Wherever  I  go,  I'd  have  you  to  know, 

The  boodle,  the  bomlle  for  me! 

Chorus. 

The  l)oodle,  the  boodle,  the  boodle,  the  boodle  for  me, 
Hold  on  with  a  grip  and  never  let  slip. 

The  boodle,  tlie  boodle  for  me; 

The  boodle,  the  boodle,  the  bootUe  for  me. 

Hold  on  with  a  grip  and  never  let  slip, 
The  boodle,  the  boodle  for  me. 

It's  money,  my  boys,  makes  troubles  and  joys 

In  politics,  church  or  the  law; 
The  worship  of  gold  a  story  quite  old — 

A  story  twice  told  is  a  lK)re. 
Now  soldiers  may  cry,  we're  willing  to  die 

For  liberty,  joyous  and  free, 
Ob.  say  to  myself,  I'm  fond  of  the  pelf, 

The'bofjdle,  the  boodle  for  me. — C'horui. 

Some  marry  for  love  a  sweet  little  dove. 

They  struggle  for  bread  and  a  home! 
Ill  never  tie  up  for  bite  nor  a  .sup, 

I'd  rather  much  go  it  alone. 
Oh,  she  must  have  dust,  if  marr}'  I  must, 

To  one  thing  I'd  have  her  agree; 
^Vhen  she  is  my  wife,  you  l)et  your  sweet  life, 

The  boodle,  the  Iwodle  for  me. — Chornn. 

The  merchant  and  clerk,  (juite  meagre  from  work, 

Go  running  at  midday  to  dine; 
They  swallow  their  food  in  dy.speptic  mood. 

Then  back  to  their  desk  upon  time. 
To  tigure  ami  write  'till  late  in  the  night, 

A  ricii  man  determined  to  Ix;; 
As  plodding  along,  they  sing  the  old  song, 

The  boo<ile,  the  IxHxile  for  me. — O'ftorua. 

Oh,  'wice  two  arc  four,  and  .sometimes  it's  more 
In  l)anking  on  tinancial  .seas, 
.    ,       The  rt-a-son  is  why  we're  all  on  the  try, 
A  millionaire  banker  to  be; 
Each  man  wants  it  all.  tho' man's  wants  are  small. 

In  this  glorious  land  of  the  free; 
Oh,  everywhere  the  cry's  in  the  air, 
..;..  The  boodle,  the  boodle  for  me. — (Jhorut. 
"_":_ ■ .  _  1^.  .    .  ■..L.t»-'x>«i^^;;s 


Drinking   With  Daniel   Maloney. 

Copyright,  18R4,  by  Wni.  J.  McVcy. 
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You've  heard  of  Dan  Maloney, 

He's  known  both  far  and  near; 
He's  ready  to  assist  a  friend  - 

With  heart  and  hand  sincere. 
And  though  he's  not  a  toper, 

He's  ever  light  and  gay; 
When  drinking  with  some  old-time  friends, 

You'll  hear  Malonc}-  say: 

CiiontTs. 
Here's  to  ye,  lH)ys,  good  luck  and  long  life. 

Here's  to  ye  Charles  and  Owno}', 
Have  the  best  on  the  bar,  aither  wine  or  cigar, 

When  drinking  willi  Daniel  Mulouey. 

He's  not  inclined  to  Cli(|uot, 

Or  champagne,  e.xtra  dry. 
But  like  the  solid  man  he  is, 

He  sticks  to  good  old  rye; 
He'll  pjuss  a  joke  or  sing  a  song 

All  night  till  break  of  day. 
And  when  the  parting  gla.ss  is  filled, 

You'll  hear  3Ialoney  say: — C'horua. 

His  heart  and  pocket's  ojwn 

To  assist  a  fellow  man; 
No  matter  when;  you  go  j-ou'll  hear 

A  word  in  praise  of  Dan; 
He's  upright  and  he's  iionest. 

With  a  conscience  clear  as  day,  * 
In  rain  or  .shine  where'er  lie's  met, 

Right  heartily  he'll  say: — Chorus. 
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DRILL,  YOU  TERRIERS,  DRILL. 


Copyright,  1884.  by  N.  Y.  PuU  Co. 


The  Wonls  and  Mii.xic  of  this  Song  will  ho  wnt  to  any  mMrrKM.  (lOst-pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tlii.s  and  any  two  other  Sonkrs  for  ( )ne  l>»ll:ir,  by  H.J.  \%  eliinan,  Ktit  Park 

Kow.  New  York  City.    Postage  SUini|>s  taken  suiue  as  eaali  for  all  our  gooUa. 

The  bullfrog  sjioke  at  last. 
Two  dollars  a  day  from  the  first  of  May, 
Two  dollars  a  day  and  that  fair  pa}', 
For  to  work  on  the  Midland  Itailway. 

Cnonrs. 
Drill,  you  terriers,  drill. 
Drill,  you  heroes,  drill. 

You'll  work  all  day  without  sugar  in  your  lea, 
When  you  work  on  the  Midlaiul  liailway. 

Our  boarding  bo.ss  was  from  C'orktown, 

And  he  got  married  to  a  blocxly  faidown; 

She  bake<l  good  bread  and  she  baked  it  well, 

But  she  baked  it  as  hard  as  the  hobs  of Choi-us, 

Our  boarding  boss  went  to  town  one  day. 

To  buy  us  .some  sugar  and  sojne  tea; 

lie  soon  found  out  that  sugar  was  too  dear. 

For  now  he  is  drinking  his  own  tea  clear. — Chorus. 

He'll  give  you  a  drill  for  to  drill  a  hole. 

He'll  cur.se  and  d n  your  Irish  .soul. 

The  ship  that  brought  you  over  the  sea. 

For  to  work  on  the  .MitUand  Railway. — Chorm. 

We  all  go  to  work  at  .seven  o'clock, 

You'll  lind  twenty  terries  drilling  a  rock; 

The  l>oss  .says  to  Pat:  "  Can't  you  keep  still. 

And  come  down  heavier  on  your  cast-iron  drill?" — Chorus. 

It's  there  where  vou'll  hear  both  Irish  and  Dutch, 
And  you  mu.st  allow  that  they  don't  know  much. 
With  a  hi!  hi!  here,  and  phat  are  you  doing  there? 
bure  you'd  wake  up  the  birds  in  the  morning. — Chorus. 


— Father:  "  What  do  you  think  of  a  boy  that  throws  a  banana 
skin  on  the  sidewalk?"  Son:  "I  don't  know.  What  do  you 
think  of  a  banana  skin  that  throws  a  man  on  the  sidewalk?" — Life. 
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John  L,  Sullivan,  the  Champion. 


Tune—"  Donnelly  (uid  Cooper." 


Bend  jrour  name  and  addreaii  to  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  Cftjjand  receive 
by  return  mail  a  cuniplete  Catalogue  of  • 
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„         '  over  3000  Popular  En^lkh  and  Oerman 
Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  aJU  our  goods. 


John  L.  he  is  the  champion,  no  naan  can  well  deny, 

lie  started  out  upon  a  tour,  each  bully  for  to  try, 

Who  wanted  so  to  meet  him,  for  to  beat  him  was  the  craze; 

There  are  some  who  did  not  mean  It,  but  who  tried  to  make  a  raise. 

But  when  he  stood  before  them.  It's  then  there  was  some  fun, 
Some  would  rather  hug  the  stage — I  mean  "  Tug"  and  Robinson; 
The  other  men  who  fought  him  were  game  without  a  doubt, 
For  each  man  faced  the  music  until  they  were  knocked  out. 

The  Boston  Boy's  a  brave  one,  the  Britishers  admit, 
He  never  yet  was  beaten,  from  danger  known  to  flit; 
The  noble  blood  of  Erin,  from  there  he  Uxkes  his  grit, 
Posterity  will  praise  him,  for  his  name  will  long  exist.  "  ^ 

In  the  manly  art  of  self-defence  his  equals  yet  ain't  found, 
They  went  to  Australia  and  scacched  that  place  all  round; 
For  Mace  was  8i)eculating  to  make  a  few  more  pounds, 
But  Jim  was  irritated  when  Slade  was  whipped  so  sound. 

He  has  faced  the  best  of  fighting  men  wherever  he  did  go. 
But  like  Samson  with  the  Philistines,  he  strikes  a  heavy  blow; 
He  never  tried  an  unfair  trick  as  the  battle  he  did  rage. 
May  his  days  be  long  and  happy  and  live  a  ripe  old  age. 

Hail !  Columbia's  lovely  land  that  never  yet  was  beat. 
Who  in  your  childhood's  darkest  days  the  foreign  foe  did  meet; 
And  whilst  your  eagle  soars  on  high, the  stars  and  stripes  we'll  greet, 
Remember  John  L.  Sullivau  who  never  met  defeat. 


MISTER  DOOLEY'S  GEESE. 

■       ■•'.•'■;         Copyright.  18M,  by  Wm.  jL  Pond  &  Oo.    "^:'    '  ---V.- 
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Written  and  sung  by  Edward  Harrigan. 

I've  a  very  noisy  neighbor.  Mister  Dooley  is  his  name, 

He's  fond  of  ructions,  likewise  of  raising  game; 

With  his  turkeys  and  his  chickens,  oh,  my  troubles  never  cease, 

From  many  innovations  of  Mister  Dooley 's  geese. 

V' ■.■•^  o ;--'/. '•,./':■■    '  •  Chorus. 
For  it's  all  day  long  they're  marching. 
With  they're  quack,  quack,  quackle,  quackle,  quack! 
And  their  gobble,  gobble,  gobble,  and  my  shu,  shu,  shut 

Sure  he  has  a  Shanghai  rooster,  who  is  troubled  with  the  croup. 
He  sits  up  at  my  window,  likewise  upon  my  stoop, 
Witli  his  flopping  and  his  crowing,  oh,  I  have  not  any  peace. 
He  cannot  hold  a  candle  to  Mister  Dooley's  geese. — Cfuyrut 

'Tis  in  very  rainy  weather,  oh,  it's  then  they're  mighty  fond. 
Of  huddling  up  together  to  swim  out  in  the  pond; 
Then  in  platoons  and  in  sections,they're  all  covered  o'er  with  grease. 
To  set  on  my  piazzy — old  Mister  Dooley's  geese. — Clun-m. 

When  I'm  drying  of  my  linen,  that  is  hanging  on  the  line. 
They  fly  and  make  it  muddy,  I'm  busy  all  the  time; 
Wid  my  broomstick  and  my  shovel,  oh,  I'd  like  to  have  a  lease 
To  murder  all  those  devils  called  Mister  Dooley's  geese. — Vhorua. 


Honor  thy  Father  and  Mother. 
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The  bright  recollections  of  childhood  come  back 

Thro'  the  years  that  have  faded  away; 
Again  I'm  a  boy  in  the  old  village  home,  ■■ 

Where  I  first  saw  the  light  of  the  day. 
Once  more  in  the  glow  of  the  cherry  old  grate, 

Sitting  on  grandmother's  knee; 
Her  old  wrinkled  face  beaming  fondly  with  love. 

As  she  whispers  this  lesson  to  me: 

Chorus. 

Honor  thy  father  and  mother, 

Change  every  sorrow  to  joy; 
Remember  the  words  of  sweet  childhood's  refrain. 

Honor  thy  parents,  my  boy. 

'Twas  the  Father  of  all  who  spake  the  sweet  words, 

That  grandma  repeated  to  me. 
And  faithful  I've  been  to  the  sacred  advice, 

That  I  learned  when  a  child  on  her  knee. 
Like  the  bright  star  that  guides  the  storm-beaten  bark 

Of  the  mariner,  safe  o'er  the  wave; 
Was  the  lesson  of  love,  I  learned  from  the  lips 

Now  silent  and  mute  in  the  grave. — Cfwrus. 

How  sweet  the  reflection  of  duty  well  done, 

At  night  in  the  firelight  glow; 
The  old  folks  are  telling  my  own  little  ones. 

The  sweet  words  I  learn'd  long  ago. 
On  a  bright  Summer  morning  the  old  wrinkled  face 

W^as  hid  'neath  the  murmuring  trees. 
But  oft  in  the  twilight  her  sweet  words  of  love,  " 

Come  back  to  my  ear  on  the  breeze. — Choru*. 


Our  Brave  Little  Volunteer. 
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Words  and  music  by  Miss  Jennie  Lindsay. 


—Court:  "Mr.  Clerk,  is  this  Thursday  afternoon?"  Clerk: 
"Yes,  your  honor."  Court:  "To-morrow  is  the  Turkish  Sab- 
bath; Saturday,  the  Hebrew,  and  Sunday,  the  Christian.  We 
adjourn  until  Mondav."  Clerk:  "  But  that  is  labor  day;  Tuesday 
is  the  Anniversary  of  Irish  Independence,  and  Wednesday  of  the 
founding  of  the  German  Empire."  Court:  "  Then  we  are  closed 
for  the  week,"— 2W-.Ba«. 


Hurrah!  hurrah!  for  our  gallant  yacht, 

The  pride  of  the  water  blue; 
Hurrah!  hurrah!  for  General  Paine, 

Hurrah!  for  her  skip|X3r  and  crew.  • 

We  hold  the  cup,  we'll  not  give  it  up. 

It  belongs  to  our  Yankees,  too; 
The  pride  of  all  American  hearts. 

Is  our  Volunteer  so  true. 

Chorus. 
We  take  the  lead,  we  can't  be  beat. 

And  we  are  bound  we  will  ever  retain; 
The  honors  we  won  honestly 

No  country  on  the  earth  from  us  shall  gain. 
We  don't  undertake,  we  appreciate 

The  Scotch  cutter  Thistle,  her  captain  and  his  crew. 
But  our  Yankee  pet,  the  cup  holds  yet. 

Our  gallant  Volunteer — (hurrah !  hurrah !) 

We  have  boats  upon  our  waters,      <■ 

None  with  us  can  compete; 
They've  tried  it  time  and  time  again. 

Still  we  never  yet  were  beat; 
We  hold  our  own,  and  do  intend 

No  foreign  land  will  claim 
The  honors  we  have  justly  won. 

For  we'll  keep  our  cup  and  name. — Chorw&, 

Johnny  Bull  sent  the  Genesta  over. 

Not  very  long  ago; 
She  thought  she'd  be  in  clover, 

But  some  great  work  we  did  show.     . 
The  Puritain  fair,  sixteen  to  spare, 

She  now  'mid  thousands  cheers; 
So  let  foreigners  boast,  we'll  clear  the  coast 

With  our  little  Volunteer. 

Patriotic  Chorus. 
The  Volunteer  is  the  gem  of  the  ocean. 

The  pride  of  our  country  so  free,  a 

The  shrine  of  each  American's  devotion,  v 

We  offer  our  homage  to  thee.  / 

The  beauty  and  boast  of  the  Atlantic, 

To  the  hearts  of  our  nation  ever  dear;  ' 

Success  to  your  commander,  crew  and  skipper, 

Three  cheers  for  our  little  Volunteer, 


P^HPf 


.^3^r^J«iii^2%i^i^::Ll!IJ5^Jiifc;L: 


■r 


m 


:Ji^ 


f^  i 


-^<*J 


>*<  >l 


lY  .'^^■i?*>:^*  >  «^^i*^S»^^56illV- 


That's  Not  English,  You  Know. 
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There  are  fnshiona  we  sec  on  the  street,  and  we  eay, 
That's  not  English,  you  know,  that's  not  English,  you  know 

When  a  party  don't  sport  his  own  cab  or  coupe, 
That's  not  English,  not  English,  you  know. 

When  youths  at  the  club  are  quite  meek  and  demure, 

And  don't  dress  and  look  like  a  regular  cure. 

And  nt'viT  gi't  jolly  and  act  like  a  boor. 
That's  not  English,  not  English,  you  know. 

Chorus. 

That's  not  English,  you  know,  that's  not  English,  you  know 
You  will  hour  this  remarked  evorywhere  you  may  go; 

If  vou're  Yankee  in  style  people  sneeringly  smile. 
That's  not  English,  not  English,  you  know. 

When  a  coachman  we  treat  like  the  rest  of  mankind, 
That's  not  English,  you  know,  that's  not  English,  you  know; 

Wht-n  no  fault  with  this  land  no  one  ever  can  nud. 
That'll  not  English,  you  know,  not  English,  you  know. 

If  a  fellow  can't  Ulk  like  a  duke  or  a  lord; 

If  ho  ceiili's  his  wash  bill,  and  oft  pays  his  board,  , 

And  ho  dtH'!>in't  live  faster  than  he  can  afford. 
That's  not  English,  not  English,  you  know. — ChobC'S. 

If  a  fellow  can't  dine  at  Dclmonico's  oft, 

Thais  not  English,  not  English,  you  know; 
If  ho  can't  out-etare  ladies  and  talk  very  soft, 

Thai's  not  Engli.^h,  not  English,  you  Know. 
If  a  toothjjick  umbrella  a  fellow  can't  swing. 
And  he  won't  skip  along  with  a  kangaroo  spring; 
If  III  everything  "i  aukec  he  don't  have  a  fling. 

That's  not  English,  not  English,  you  know. — Chorus. 

Now  there's  Dixey  who  ne'er  would  allow  his  song  sung. 
That's  his  English,  you  know,  that's  his  English,  you  know. 

How  the  hearts  of  the  public  his  siubborness  wrung, 
'Twas  his  Englifih,  his  English,  you  know. 

If  he'd  get  an  injunction  all  swells  to  suppress. 

And  \\»uld  think  of  himk-lf  just  a  little  uit  less. 

But  his  answer  would  be  to  all  this,  you  may  guess — 
That's  not  English,  not  English,  you  know.— Chorus. 


DON'T   LEAVE   ME,    LADDIE 
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In  the  Spring  of  life  a  youth  stood  beside  his  mother's  knee, 

"Waiting  ere  he  sped  acros.s  the  main, 
For  fi  word  of  cheer  to  comfort,  a  smile  to  speed  him  on, 

From  t!ie  lips  of  her  he  ne'er  mi^ht  see  again. 
I'm  i^oing  now,  dear  mother,  oh,  bid  me  sweet  farewell 

My  country  antl  its  freedom  call  lo  me; 
I'll  bring  tliee  gold  in  plenty,  I'll  fight  for  name  and  fame, 
And  when,  some  day,  I'll  come  again,  these  all  I'll  bring  to  thee. 

Cnoiius. 
Cheer  up,  dear  mother,  oh!  do  not  weep  and  sigh, 
Life  is  at  Iwisl  a  book  of  pain; 
Sweet  sunny  days  will  soon  come  back  again, 
And  I  will  be  with  you  bye  and  bye 

But  the  mother,  bent  with  age,  took  her  laddie's  hand  in  hers, 

l)rew  him  close  unto  her  beating  heart, 
As  she  spoke  in  accents  sadly:  "  Wc  ne'er  .shall  meet  again! 

If  thou  and  I,  my  laddie,  now  must  part!" 
In  {)lea(liii,tr,  sweet  and  sadly,  I  saw  her  bend  her  head. 

And  look  into  the  eyes  of' her  dear  boy. 
Then  with  a  sigh  of  sorrow,  she  brush'd  a  tear  away, 
And  kneeling  there  she  held  his  hand  and  these  words  softly  said: 

Chokus. 
Don't  leave  me,  laddie,  oh!  look  into  my  eyes, 
"What  is  thy  fame  or  gold  to  me? 
These  fade  away,  but  true  love  never  dies. 
And  that,  lad,  is  all  1  ask  of  thee. 

Kefraix. 
Never  leave  a  mother  for  fame  or  gold. 
Never  leave  a  mother  for  wealth  untold. 
These  fade  away,  but  true  love  never  dies, 
And  that,  lad,  is  all  she  a-sks  of  thee! 

Yet  the  lad  he  sail'd  away,  o'er  the  deep  and  silent  sea. 

Onward  to  a  distant  land  of  woe. 
And  licneath  the  starry  heavens,  where  the  bravest  heroes  fell, 

With  gallant  heart  he  proudly  met  the  foe! 
A  thrust  from  warrior's  sabre  had  pierc'd  his  bleeding  heart, 

While  far  away,  his  mother  watched  in  vain, 
Ile'd  fought  for  name  and  glory,  he'd  fallen  with  his  fame, 

Aad  evermore,  methkiks  I  hear  this  sad,  this  sad  refrain: 

Don't  leave  me,  laddie,  &c. 


ROCK   AND   RYE    CRAZY. 
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Daddy  is  snoring  on  the  station  floor  bare, 
While  mamma  waits  for  him,  cjuitc  ready  to  swear; 
Her  hand  grasps  the  poker,  which  she  gently  swings. 
But  dad's  snoring  safely,  while  vengeance  she  sings. 
He's  rock  and  rye  crazy,  down  in  the  tlock, 
You'll  see  by  his  nose  he  loves  rye  and  rock. 
Now  he  has  the  snakes  and  thinks  that  they  crawl. 
He  sighs  for  his  bottle,  he'd  drink  cork  and  all. 
Oh,  it's  rock  and  rye  on  the  sly  put  him  on  his  car; 
For  rock  and  rye  he  would  buj'  instead  of  good  beer. 
For  angels  and  hummers  he  hovered  too  near — 
The  coppers  have  nipped  him,  he's  up  for  one  year. 

Daddy  sat  drinking  in  the  gin-mill  next  door, 
•  With  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  his  feet  on  the  floor; 
But  he's  jugged  for  a  year,  now  it's  tough  and  it's  wrong, 
For  he'll  die  if  deprived  of  his  toddy  too  long. 
He's  rock  and  rye  crazy,  my  dear  old  pop; 
He's  drunk  as  a  daisy — a  brick  in  his  top. 
He  froze  to  the  shutter,  his  head  to  the  wall, 
A  policeman  grabbed  him,  sore  head  and  all. 
When  rock  and  rye  he  would  spy,  old  daddy  dear; 
This  rock  and  rye  he  would  buy  antl  get  on  his  ear; 
For  angels  like  papa  get  drunk  and  don't  care; 
The  judge  ■winds  them  up  with  si.\  months  or  a  year. 

My  poor  helpless  daddy,  you  are  in  for  it  now. 
You  punished  more  rum  than  the  law  did  allow; 
We  hojMJ  soon  to  greet  you,  without  this  refrain: 
"  There's  ma  with  the  poker,  guess  dad's  drunk  again." 
You're  rock  and  rye  crazy,  dad,  you  must  slop; 
You're  rum-dumb  and  lazy,  you  drink  'till  you  drop. 
Reform,  now,  dear  papa,  behind  the  jail  wall; 
Some  day  in  the  Springtime  on  you  I  will  call; 
For  rock  and  rye  you  may  sigh,  for  a  whole  year;  , 
To  HKk  and  rye  say  good-bye,  dad,  with  a  tear. 
The  angels  you  look  for  will  never  come  near. 
So  good-bye,  dear  papa,  I'll  see  you  next  year. 


THE    CAN    BRIGADE. 
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In  a  street  of  New  York,  there's  a  gay  lot  of  fellow.s. 

These  fellows  are  famous,  they're  tlandies,  you  know; 
With  singing  and  dancing  they  pass  a  dull  evening, 

Ofttiines  to  the  corner  the  growler  will  go, 
It  is  tilled  to  the  brim  with  bright  foaming  lager, 

'Tis  passetl  to  each  lad  and  each  lovely  fiiir  maid. 
Till  bright  eyes  they  glisten  and  the  jokes  they  fly  faster, 
Drinking  love  and  success  to  the  Can  Brigiule. 

Cnouus. 
Merrily,  boys,  we  pass  the  growler. 

Drink  from  It  every  one. 
And  list  to  the  stories  the  lads  all  tell 

Of  the  concjuesls  they  have  won. 
Then  cherish  with  care  your  darling  so  fair 

If  ill-fortune  comes  don't  be  dismayed. 
Stick  to  business  like  wax,  eight  cents  is  the  tax 
For  each  lad  in  the  Can  Brigade. 

The.se  jolly  young  fellows,  perhaps  you  will  know  them, 
John  Cullen,  tlie  dandy,  whom  no  one  can  tame; 

There's  brave  Jimmy  Cavanagh,  so  witty  iiiul  mode-st. 
And  Dod  Gil.  who  sets  the  girls'  hearts  all  aflame; 

John  Dwyer,  the  baker,  with  his  lovely  Lena, 

■     And  truth-telling  Plumljcr,  who  is  not  afraid; 

And  sweet  James  T.  Golden,  who  a  j>ic-nic  is  holdin*. 
Sure  they  all  drink  success  to  the  Can  Brigade. — Chorm. 

Tlierc's  the  Hon.  William  Murtha,  the  pet  of  the  ladies 

With  each  little  fairy,  don't  he  cut  a  dash; 
And  gay  Larry  Dalton,  another  old  meml)cr. 

And  Frank  Flynn  who  cherishes  every  new  mash; 
McCrady  and  Hannimm,  the  musical  wonders. 

Who  leave  Josef  Iiofman  away  in  the  shade; 
Sure  their  fathers  and  mothers,  their  sisters  and  brothers. 

Now  they  all  drink  good  health  to  the  Can  Brigade. — Ohorut. 
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Row, New ' 


Words  by  Arthur  W.  French.    Music  by  K.  A.  Kinuc. 


Papa,  come  Lome  to  your  (larling.s, 

Mamma  and  baby  and  me  • 
Nobody  ever  can  love  y Oil 

Dearer  and  better  than  we. 
We  are  so  lonely  witlioiil  you. 

How  could  you  thus  from  us  roam; 
Surely  ho  longer  you'll  wander. 

Pupa,  dear,  won't  you  come  home. 

Chorus. 

Only  come  home  to  vour  darlings, 
Back  to  your  lov'd  and  your  own; 

We  are  so  lonely  without  yoii,  •  : 

Papa,  say,  won't  you  come  home. 

Papa,  come  home  to  your  darlings. 

Why  did  you  wander  away; 
AVe  have  been  longing  to  see  you,  • 

Ever  so  many  a  day.  ■^• 

Over  our  hearts  lies  a  shadow, 

Ev'ry  hour  that  )'ou  roam; 
Only  bring  back  the  bright  sunshine. 

Papa,  then  quickh'  come  home. — Cliorus. 

Papa,  come  home  lo  your  darlings. 

There's  a  sweet  welcome  for  you; 
None  in  the  wide  world  can  love  you 

More  than  your  little  ones  do. 
You  are  the  one  whom  our  prayers 

Follow  wherever  you  roam; 
Hark  to  us  tenderly  pleading. 

Papa,  why  don't  you  come  home. — Chorus. 


•  •  » 


She's  the  Gawkiest  G-awk  of  Them  All 
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I  have  fallen  in  love,  I  am  sorry  to  say. 

With  a  Roman  nose  gugle-eyed  belle; 
I  captured  her  heart  in  a  business-like  way, 

But  I've  found  her  a  regular  sell; 
'Twas  a  cold  Summer's  day  on  which  fate  made  us  meet. 

She  wiis  dressed  in  her  ev'ry-day  clothes; 
I  was  captur'd  at  once  by  the  size  of  her  feet. 

Ami  the  dear  little  wart  on  her  nose. 
Now  I  slmdder  to  think  of  the  size  of  her  smile, 

She's  a  voice  like  an  elephant's  call. 
And  her  laugh  was  imported  I  think  from  the  Nile, 

She's  the  gawkiest  gawk  of  them  all. 

Her  pretty  blue  eyes  are  now  changing  to  gray. 

And  her  pearly  white  teeth  she  has  lost. 
Her  freckles  and  wrinkles  have  all  come  to  stay, 

She  has  seen  many  Summers  and  frost; 
When  she  winks  it  will  pa}'  you  to  study  her  face. 

But  a  line  must  be  drawn  on  her  cheek. 
As  that  is  her  feature  and  leaves  little  space 

For  the  rest  of  her  charms  so  to  speak; 
Oh,  she  stumbles  and  waddles  wherever  she  goes, 

And  .shell  jamb  you  into  a  brick  wall. 
She  will  step  in  the  mud  and  then  tramp  on  your  toes, 

She's  the  gawkiest  gawk  of  them  all. 

Her  eccentric  notion's  the  talk  of  the  town,       ,    ". 

She  blunders  in  all  that  she  tries, 
She  Iripp'd  on  the  stairway  one  day  and  slid  down. 

And  blackened  her  beautiful  eyes; 
She's  a  Jonah  to  glassware,  there's  not  a  good  clock 

WitlTin  seven  miles  of  this  elf. 
When  her  hand  you  shake,  you'll  receive  such  a  shock, 

That  will  lay  you  six  months  on  tlie  shelf; 
She  broke  me  all  up  o'ne  night  at  the  play,  - 

She  haw-hawed  till  the  curtain  did  fall. 
The  managerp  paid  me  to  take  her  away;    'y:  ■  -  ^  ■ 

She's  the  gawkiest  gawk  of  them  all.        ;- 1  ■       ;■  -  • 


aRANDMOTHER'S   aARRET. 

Copyright,  1884,  by  W.  A.  Evans  4  Bro.  ' 
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Oh !  sweet  to  my  heart  is  my  praiidmof her"*  parret. 

With  its  co1)webbed  rafters  and  windows  wo  small, 
With  ita  treasures  of  years  and  the  dust  thick  uuoii  them. 

And  rubbish  enough  a  child's  heart  to  enthrall. 
You  may  siiip  all  you  please  of  the  moss-covered  bucket, 

Yon  niay  sing  of  the  clock  which  stood  on  the  stair; 
But  in  my  own  heart  there  is  naught  can  compare  with 

Mj'  grandmother's  garret  all  out  of  re|)air. 

There  were  chests  packed  with  patch-work  her  dear  liands  had  quilled. 

There  were  books  that  she  learned,  when  a  child  like  myself. 
There  were  bits  of  old  china  in  a  quaint  corner  cupboard, 

Which  had  lost  both  its  doors  and  a  part  of  a  shelf. 
And  a  spinning-wheel  old  stood  alone  in  one  corner. 

Suggestive  of  linen  with  a  lavender  scent. 
Which  grandma  had  packed  in  an  old-fashioned  bureau. 

In  a  room  where  I  followed  whenever  she  went. 

And  the  cradle  in  which  I  was  rock'd  when  a  l)aby. 

With  its  red  and  white  quilt,  was  a  joy  to  my  heart. 
And  in  it  I  rock'd  my  own  babies  of  sawdust. 

With  never  a  thought  that  we  sometime  must  part; 
In  the  years  that  have  passed  of  jov  and  of  sorrow, 

A  picture  I've  kept  on  mem'ry's  fair  wall; 
"Tis  of  grandmother's  gairet,  with  cobwebs  and  contcute, 

With  her  love,  as  a  veil,  thrown  over  it  all. 


Spray  of  Four-Leafed  Clover. 

Copyright,  1884,  by  Wm.  J.  McVey. 
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There's  a  tiny  little  blossom  growing  in  the  country  fields. 

Where  butterflies  are  flitting  all  day  long: 
Oh,  the  Summer  air  is  perfumed  with  the  fragrance  that  it  yields. 

And  hon*\-bc><'8  around  it  love  Ut  throng: 
"Tis  said  a  magic  power  lurks  in  the  f-^grant  flower. 

Each  country  lassie  in  the  charm  believes; 
And  when  the  lads  are  mowin".  throngh  the  meadows  they  are  going 

To  find  a  spray  of  clover  with  four  leaves. 

Chorus. 
So  all  the  world  over  where'er  grows  the  clover, 

"Tis  eagerly  gathered  and  prized  as  a  gem; 
Good  lucK  willattend  you  and  fortune  l)efriend  you. 

If  four  leaves  are  clustered  upon  one  green  stem. 

There's  a  legend  that  the  fairies  dine  ujwn  the  clover  bloom. 

And  swing  their  cobweb  hammocks  'neath  it«  shade. 
And  that  wiien  the  closing  roses  will  not  give  them  sleeping  room, 

'Tis  there  their  little  fairy  Ix'ds  are  made; 
It  has  the  fairies'  bles-^ini:,  niid  anyone  posscwing 

A  four-leafed  clover  ne^er  with  it  should  part. 
For  friends  will  ne'er  forsake  you,  misfortue  ne'er  overtake  you. 

If  you  wear  a  four-leaved  clover  next  your  heart.— Chorus. 


SARAH  JANE'S  RELATIONS. 


Copyright,  1887,  by  S.  8.  Stewart. 
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I  have  not  come  to  sell  you.  but  a  story  I  will  tell  yon,  , , 

All  about  my  Sarah  Jane  from  old  Carlisle; 
She  is  very  pretty,  very,  but  she's  apt  to  be  contrary. 

And  she  talks  of  her  relations  all  the  while; 
She  boasts  of  several  mothers  and  of  sixteen  great  big  brother!, 

Some  smaller  ones,  and  some  that  come  between: 
Of  fathers  she  has  two,  and  of  uncles  quite  a  crew. 

And  lots  of  country  cousins,  fresh  at'.d  green; 
My  Sarah  .lane's  relations,  they  are  bores  and  aggravations. 

And  they  represent  all  nations  in  this  land  of  tribulations; 
They  work  at  excavations,  and  they  build  steamboats  and  stations. 

Now  I  often  take  vacations  to  bo  rid  of  Sarah  Jane. 

She  speaks  of  sisters  plenty,  and  her  aunts  they  numljer  twenty; 

Oh,  they  must  have  l)een  a  very  fruitful  race; 
Scores  of  grandpaps,  and  grandmothers  and  by  marriage  lots  of  others, 

And  far  back  her  noble  lineage  she  can  trace. 
To  l)egin  with,  let  nic  see.  there  is  Thomas  James  D.  B. 

Who  with  pilgrims  landed  on  this  shore; 
You  may  think  it  all  a  myth,  that  this  old  man's  name  was  Smith, 

But  the  natives  heard  of  that  name  long  before; 
My  Sarah  Jane's  relations  all  ^ivc  food  for  her  nanrations. 

And  their  trials  and  temptations  are  the  cause  of  my  vexations; 
You'll  excuse  these  explanations,  for  her  tales  have  no  foundations. 

There'll  be  lots  of  vindications  when  I'm  square  with  Sarah  Jane. 

We  used  to  go  ont  walking,  but  forever  she'd  be  talking. 

And  with  feeling  I  would  listen  to  her  tales; 
I'd  get  weaker  and  sh«  stronger,  but  it  cannot  last  much  longer. 

For  I'll  leave  her  soon  to  capture  other  males. 
She  is  robust  and  she's  healthy,  in  her  mind  she's  very  wealthy, 

And  she's  going  to  get  a  farhi  when  some  one  dies; 
She  then  can  live  contented  with  some  other  poor  demented. 

Who  can  listen  to  her  stories  and  her  sighs; 
My  Sarah  Jane's  relations  have  been  full  of  expectations 

Of  getting  invitations  to  our  wedding  cclebratlonsj  '  '  '•  . 

But  serious  complications,  have  caused  some  alterations. 

You'll  excuse  these  variations,  they  were  catised  by  Sarah  Jane. 
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KUTCHY,   KUTCHY,   COO. 

Copjrltrht,  1888,  by  M.  H.  Roaenfcld. 
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WordB  and  music  by  M.  H.  Rosenfcld. 


"  I'ui  as  happy  as  a  queen.  I  cau  do  most  anytliiiig, 
I  can  dance  and  I  can  sing,"  sang  a  inaid  one  evening, 
As  she  passed  along  the  street,  searching  for  a  lover  sweet, 
"All  I  want  is  just  a  beau  to  escort  me  to  and  fro." 

Refiuin. 
As  we  journey  all  along  through  life's  own  busy  throng. 
We  often  meet  a  maiden  gay,  who'll  to  you  sweetly  say: 

Chorus. 
Kutcliy,  kutchy,  kutchy,  coo!  lovey  me,  I  lovey  'oo! 
Does  'oo  lovey,  lovey  me  as  I  lovey,  lovey  'ee? 
Kutchy,  kutchy,  kutchy,  coo!  lovey  me.  I  lovey  'oo! 
Kutchy,  kutchy,  kutchy,  coo!  lovey,  lovey,  'oo! 
Kutchy,  coo!  (kiss)  kutchy,  coo!  (kiss.) 

So  he  took  this  maiden  fair,  with  her  bangs  and  golden  hair, 
Down  the  street  to  take  a  trip,  held  her  close  and  kissed  her  lip; 
Tighter  grew  his  fond  embrace,  though  he  scarce  couhl  see  her  face, 
For  the  night  was  very  dark,  and  he  thought  it  such  a  lark! 

As  we  journey  all  along,  &c. 

Shall  I  tell  all  the  song?  really,  it  was  very  wrong, 
But,  indeed,  would  you  suppose — it  was  cruel— heaven  knows! 
Gootluess  gracious!  in  the  light,  there  he  saw  a  fearful  sight; 
He  was  stabbed  as  with  a  knife; — who  d'ye  tliink  it  was? — his  wife! 

As  we  journey  all  along,  &c. 


EVICTED. 

Copyright,  1M7,  by  F.  riardlnK- 
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God  help  the  homeless  ones  to-night, 

Who  lie  on  Irish  soil. 
Where  British  re<l-coats  ruthles.sly 

Their  sacred  homes  desp(jil. 
Where  mothers  bent  a«d  worn  with  age 

Are  turned  abroad  to  die. 
While  from  a  thousand  breaking  hearts. 

There  comes  this  wailing  cry: 

Chorus. 
Torn  from  the  home  that  has  shelter 'd  us. 

Home  of  our  joys  and  tears, 
Thrust  from  the  hearth  where  the  laugh  and  song 

Gladden'd  us  many  years. 
Homeless  we  wander  abroad  to-night, 

Under  the  moonlit  sky. 
England  may  break  the  Irish  heart, 

But  its  spirit  will  never  die. 

See  where  the  father  clasps  the  babe 

That  cries  aloud  for  brea<l. 
See  where  the  aged  husband  kneels 

In  silence  with  his  dead. 
Upward  he  looks  to  the  One  al)ove, 

Ilis  snowy  locks  are  bare, 
And  'mid  the  sound  of  crumbling  walls. 

His  voice  rings  tliro'  the  air: — Chorun. 

God  help  tlic  liomeles.s  om-s  fo-iiight 

And  give  them  strength  and  trust. 
The  world  is  with  the  Irish  cause, 

Tho'  lrample<l  in  the  dust. 
Tlie  strupgles  of  a  thousand  years 

Shall  never  be  in  vain, 
And  Ireland  will  no  more  have  cause 

To  sing  this  mournful  .strain: — C'horua, 


AN    AMERICAN'S    TOAST. 


Copj  right,  1885,  by  R  W.  Hltchcoek. 
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Let  Englishmen  boast  of  the  wealth  of  the  Briton, 

Give  Scotchmen  the  thistle,  the  lily  to  France, 
While  Irelaixl  e.vtols  her  green  shamrock  and  sunburst, 

The  German,  his  king,  and  the  Moslem  his  lance; 
Give  the  Arab  liis  desert,  the  Switzer  his  mountains. 

And  Ru.ssia  the  pow'r  of  which  tyrants  may  boast, 
Golconda  her  diamonds,  Italia  her  fountains. 

But  list,  and  I'll  drink  an  American  toast: 

Chorus. 
Here's  to  Columbia,  our  Country,  our  Union, 

Here's  to  the  heroes  we  all  love  the  most. 
Here's  to  the  North  and  the  South  in  Communion, 

As  brothers  well  drink  an  American  toast. 

Our  heroes  that  fought  for  America's  glory, 

Our  statesmen  who  govern 'd.  with  tongue  and  with  pen, 
Our  Washington  whose  name  is  echoed  in  story, 

Who's  first  in  tlie  hearts  of  his  own  countrymen. 
Clay,  Jefferson.  Webster.  Lee.  Sumpter  and  Putnam, . 

OldPanuiel  hall  of  which  Boston  can  boast, 
And  the  old  state-house  bell  that  rang  slav'ry's  freedom. 

Still  seems  to  ring  out  an  American's  toast: — Cfioru*. 

We'll  drink  j^ace  and  plenty  to  all  that  surround  us. 

Our  lilierty,  glory,  and  country  and  cause. 
Our  wives  and  our  children,  who  cluster  around  us, 

Our  free<lom  and  happiness,  honor  and  laws; 
Let  neighbors  and  friends,  sweethearts,  sisters  and  brothers. 

And  each  sister  country  whose  friendship  we  boast. 
Our  wives  and  our  children,  our  fathers  and  mothers. 

All  fill  up  an  drink  an  American's  toast: — Vhorua. 


-Husband,  groaning:  "  The  rheumatism  in  my  leg  is  coming 
again."  Wife,  with  sympathy:  "  Oh.  I  am  sorry.  John!  I  wanted 
to  do  some  shopping  to-day,  and  that  is  a  sure  sign  of  rain." 


— "What  are  you  reading,  B.?"  "  It's  a  very  useful  book  for 
those  who  don't  know  how  to  swim."  "  How  so?  "  "  If  you  fall 
overboard,  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  turn  to  page  57,  read  the  direc- 
tions, and  you  are  safe." 


Broken   Playthings  on  the  Floor. 


Copyright,  18»,  by  Wm.  J.  McVcy. 
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God  recalled  the  gift  he  sent  us, 

Little  cherub,  bright  and  fair; 
Sunny  ray  that  came  and  faded 

In  the  glfx)m  of  grief  and  care. 
Golden  tresses,  bright  as  amber, 

Rosy  cheeks  we'll  kiss  no  more,  : 
Gone  and  left  his  little  treasures. 

Broken  playthings  on  the  floor.    '      , 

Ciiouus. 
Little  blue  eyes  closed  in  slumber. 

Ne'er  on  earth  to  open  mere; 
Fondly  we  will  guard  his  treasures. 

Broken  playthings  on  the  floor 

Little  lips  that  murmured  mamma, 

Still  and  silent  now  are  they; 
Tiny  feet  no  longer  patter — 

Hushed  forever  'neatli  the  clay.     ' 
Oft  we  seem  to  see  our  darling 

Smiling  on  us  from  the  door; 
Oft  bis  joyous  laughter  echoes 

From  his  playtiiings  on  the  floor.— CAorut. 

In  the  cot  where  baby  8luml)ered, 

Witli  its  pillow  white  as  snow; 
Now  no  golden  tresses  mingle 

O'er  a  bright  and  sunny  brow; 
For  the  angels  came  and  bore  him 

To  that  bright  and  golden  shore, 
Only  leaving  us  to  treasure 

Broken  phiythings  on  the  floor. — Chorut. 


— Young  wife,  petulantly: 
)U  c 
band : 


'*  Well,  even  if  I  don't  come  to  meet 


you  everv  night  as  I  used,  what  does  it  signify?"    Young  hus- 
"  That  we  have  been  married  six  months." 


— A  short  man  l)ecame  attached  to  a  tall  woman,  and  somebody 
said  that  he  had  fallen  in  love  with  her.  "  Do  you  call  it  falling 
in  love?  "  said  the  suitor;  "  it's  more  like  climbing  up  to  it." 
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ISN'T  THAT  AN  AWFUL   SHAME? 

Copyright,  1888,  by  M.  H.  Itosenfeld  and  E.  J.  R  Stecher. 
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Written  for  America's  faTorite  comedian,  Toney  Hart. 
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f   <         Every  night  in  my  back  3'ard, 

Isn't  tliat  an  awful  siiame? 
Pussy  cats  are  fighting  liard,  '       -- 

Isn't  that  an  awful  sliame? 
Take  my  bootjack  and  my  gun,  . 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
When  I'm  ready  off  dey  run, 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? 

Refuain. 
Isn't  that  an  awful  shiune? 
Isn't  that  an  awful  shame,  little  children? 
Isn't  that  an  awful  shame, 
What  wicked  things  we  do? 
Chorus. 
Oh!  come,  dear  children,  we'll  join  dat  hapj)y  band, 
Oh!  come,  dear  cliildren,  we'll  reach  dat  promised  land. 
Oh!  come,  dear  children,  and  take  me  by  the  hand. 
Come  along,  come  along,  come  along,  come  along  wid  me. 

Nowadays  the  girls  are  flj', 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
Wearing  bangs  d')wn  on  deir  eye, 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
Trying  hard  to  make  a  mash. 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
All  they  want  is  your  sweet  cash, 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? — Refrain  dk  Chorut. 

Little  boy  was  very  rude,  > 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
Baid  he'd  like  to  be  a  dude. 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
"Till  his  mamma  sung  and  danced, 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
With  the  broomstick  on  his  pants. 

Wasn't  that  an  awful  shame? — Refrain  A  C1u>rm. 

Have  you  heard  the  latest  gag? 

Isn't  it  an  awful  shame? 
■    A  girl's  l)cst  friend's  her  powder  rag, 

Isn't  it  an  awful  shame? 
Paints  herself  just  like  a  rose. 

Isn't  it  an  awful  shame? 
Paints  her  mouf  and  jaws  and  nose. 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? — Refrain  &•€ horns. 

As  I  reed  de  paper  through. 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
Of  de  land  where  shamrocks  grew,        .  ., 

Isn't  that  an  awful  .shame? 
Dear  old  country  o'er  de  sea. 

Isn't  that  au  awful  shame? 
Why  not  make  old  Ireland  free? 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? — Refrain  dk  Chorut. 

Oh!  Mary  Walker  loves  to  sigh, 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame?  ■ 

••  Hush,  Little  Baby,  don't  You  Cry! " 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
See  her  skip,  and  see  her  dance, 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
Drest  up  in  my  Sunday  pants, 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? — Refrain  dt  Chorus. 

Way  down  dar  in  Satan's  bole? 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame?  : 

Dar  was  Bobby  Ingersoll, 

Wasn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
Bobby  says,  "  I'm  full  of  sin! " 

Wasn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
Satan  said,  "  You  can't  come  in! " 

Wasn't  that  an  awful  shame? — Refrain  <fe  CJifinif. 

Street-car  drivers  on  a  strike. 

Isn't  that  an  awful  shame?  .;•..";' 

Can't  they  treat  them  all  alike? 
Isn't  that  an  awful  shame? 
-  Fourteen  hours,  mighty  ruff,  .•  ^  ;     ^ X     '    '. 

V ^  .  .^      Isn't  that  an  awful  shame?  *    V  ^r 

.-.r  '.   Don't  they  have  to  work  enough?  .:    -. 

Isn't  tliat  an  awful  shame? — Refrain  <fe  Chorus.  ' 


THE   OLD   DOORSTEP. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  F.  S.  Chandler  A  Cv. 


The  Words  aod  Music  of  this  Song  wil  be  sent  to  any  addrew.  |K>!<t-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  >N  ehman,  190  nuic 

Bow,  Mew  York  uty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  Stand  on  the  doorstep  at  eventide  now,  . 

The  wind  whisijers  by  with  a  moan; 
The  fields  will  be  whit'ning,  but  I  will  be  gone 

To  roam  o'er  the  wide  world  alone. 
I  stood  on  the  doorstep  when  school-time  was  o'er 
!         And  longed  for  the  time  to  go  by, 

And  now  it  has  gone,  and  I  stand  here  to-night 

To  bid  this  dear  stepstone  good-bye. 

Chorus. 
Good-bye  to  this  stepstone,  good-bye  to  mj'  home, 

God  bless  those  I  leave  with  a  sigh; 
I'll  cherish  dear  mem'ries  when  I  am  away. 

Good-bye,  dear  old  stepstone,  good-bye. 

It  is  hard  to  be  parted  from  those  that  wclove. 

When  reverses  in  fortune  have  come. 
And  the  strongest  of  heartstrings  are  broken  in  twain 

By  the  absence  of  lovetl  ones  at  home. 
But  I'll  bid  this  poor  heart  cease  repining  in  vain. 

And  hushed  be  each  deep-heaving  sigh, 
Tho'  the  pain  it  will  cost  me  none  ever  can  know 

To  bid  this  dear  stepstone  good-bj-e. — Uhorut. 

There  are  many  temptations  with  which  I  may  meet. 

And  sad  mournful  scenes  ever}'  da}', 
And  the  faces  at  home,  oil!  I  never  shall  greet. 

Their  forms  will  he  so  far  away. 
But  I'll  tliink  of  the  dear  old  stonestcp  at  the  door, 

And  oft  drop  a  tear  from  my  eye, 
I  will  stand  in  my  dreams  as  I  stand  hear  to-night 

To  bid  this  dear  stepstone  good-bye. — Chorus. 
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A  LITTLE  KNOT   OF  BLUE. 

.     :     ;  Copyright,  1887,  by  Willis  Woodwaixl  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  MukIc  of  this  Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  adtlrcHS,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  4o 

cent«;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dullar,  by  li.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sanie  asca^h  for  all  our  goods. 

She  hath  no  gems  of  lustre  bright  to  sp.irkle  in  her  hair. 

No  need  hath  she  of  borrowed  light  to  make  her  beauty  fair, — 

Upon  her  shining  locks  afloat  are  daisies  wet  with  dew. 

And  peeping  from  her  lissome  throat  a  little  knot  of  blue; 

A  little  knot  of  blue,  a  ribbon  blithe  of  hue. 

It  fills  my  dreams  with  sunny  gleams,  that  little  knot  of  blue; 

A  little  knot  of  blue,  a  ribbon  blithe  of  hue, 

It  fills  my  dreams  with  sunny  gleams,  that  little  knot  of  blue. 

I  met  her  down  the  shadowed  lane  beneath  the  apple  tree. 

The  balsome  blossoms  fell  like  rain  upon  my  love  and  me; 

And  what  I  said  or  what  I  did  that  morn  I  never  knew. 

But  to  my  breast  there  came  and  hid  a  little  knot  of  blue. 

A  little  knot  of  blue,  a  love-knot  strong  and  true, 

'Twill  hold  my  heart  'till  life  shall  part,  that  little  knot  of  blue; 

A  little  knot  of  blue,  a  love-knot  strong  and  true, 

'Twill  hold  my  heart  'till  life  shall  imrl,  that  little  knot  of  blue. 
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ONLY  A  BLUE  BELL. 

Copj-right,  1887,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Mu.slc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poetjiaid.  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  anr  two  other  tMinKs  for  One  I>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 
^__       Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Only  a  blue  bell,  emblem  of  consUncy, 
Through  long  weary  years,  bringing  her  back  to  me, 
Plitccd  "twixt  the  pages,  faded  and  dead  to-day. 
Where  she  so  tenderly  plighted  her  love  alway; 
Oft  as  I  gaze  on  this  little  flower,  sent  in  her  message  long  ago. 
Fondly  I  dream  of  life's  happy  hour  buried,  alas!  'neath  the  snow, 

IteFRAix.  ■ 

Only  a  blue  bell,  emblem  of  constancy, 
'Through  long  weary  years,  bringing  her  back  to  me. 
Placed  'twi-tt  the  pages,  faded  and  dead  to-day. 
Where  she  so  tenderly  plighted  her  love  alway. 

When  will  this  aching  heart  find  its  rest  with  thee? 
When  AviJl  this  weary  life  be  from  sorrow  free?  - . 

When  will  that  loving  smile,  once  so  dear  to  me. 
Welcome  me  home  at  last,  where  parting  ne'er  can  be. 
Welcome  me  home  at  last,  where  parting  ne'er  can  be? — Rtfrain. 
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THE    POOR   LITTLE    NEWSGIRL. 

Copyright,  18»,  by  Wm.  J.  McVey. 

Tbt  WoMis  and  Music  of  this  Sonit  wil  be  st-iit  to  any  nddress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiijra  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehman,   130  Park 

Kow,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aa  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 

Only  a  poor  little  news/^irl, 

With  face  that  is  .sniiliui;  and  bright; 
Up  at  the  ^^ra}'  of  the  morning. 

And  toiling  'till  far  in  the  night. 
Blithely  her  paiu-rs  she's  calling: 

Tiie  Telegram,  Journal,  and  News, 
"  Help  me.  for  mother  is  dying! 

Oh,  please  buy  one,  do  not  refuse!" 

Chorus. 

Only  a  poor  little  newsgirl, 
"\V'ho  wanders  all  day  through  the  street; 

Calling  her  papers  so  blithcl}'. 
With  voice  that  is  pleadini;  and  sweet. 

• 

Only  a  poor  Hi  lie  newsgirl. 

"\Vlio  wiiiulers  along  'mid  the  crowd; 
"Wildly  the  siiowtlakes  are  falling. 

And  wrapping  the  streets  in  a  shroud! 
Hark  ti)  the  voice  that  is  pleading: 

"  My  mother  is  starving  at  home. 
Please  buy  a  pajHT  to  help  me. 

From  morning  till  night  do  I  roam." — Cfioriii. 

Only  a  inior  little  newsgirl. 

With  face  that  is  pallid  and  C(j1«1I 
Clasping  her  papers  so  tightly, 

When  rays  of  the  morning  unfold; 
,    Hurries  the'  crowd  thro'  the  city. 

With  never  a  thought  of  the  dead; 
Pity  the  poor  little  newsgirl. 

Who  sleeps  in  her  soft  icy  bed. — CJufru$ 
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The  Postal  Card  That  Never  Came. 

Copyright,  ISfW,  by  Frank  A.  Prak--. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  5*on«r  will  b*-  wnt  to  any  aililrt-w",  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  49 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  of  her  S-intrs  for  One  Iiollnr,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  rark 

Kow,  New  York  <°'ity.     i'usUii^e  Stain|>s  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

For  I  love  my  Mezzie  dear, 

Tho'  my  heart  is  tilled  with  fear; 

For  she's  going  way  to  leave  me. 

And  to  eross  the  deep  blue  sea; 

For  I  love  iier.  oh,  sode.'irl 

And  she  said  she"d  write  to  me; 

I  am  waiting,  darling  Mezzie,  by  the  lea; 

For  I'm  lonely  night  and  day, 

When  my  darling  is  awa}'; 

For  you  .said  you'll  write,  my  darling,  every  day. 

For  vou  said  you  would  explain, 

But  I've  waited  her  in  vain 

For  that  postal  card  and  word  that  never  came. 

CllOltlTS. 

It's  no  sister  or  no  brother  tlmt  said  they'd  write  to-day. 
It's  no  father  or  no  mother  that's  old  and  turning  gray. 
It  is  from  my  darling  Mezzie,  she  sjiid  siie'd  write  again; 
I  am  waiting  for  that  postal — that  card  that  never  came. 

I  have  waited  for  the  «lay, 

For  a  postal  that  would  say. 

For  j-ou  told  ine  that  you'd  write  to  me 

When  you  was  far  away; 

And  my  heart  is  full  of  pain. 

For  you  said  you'd  write  again; 

But  that  postitl,  if  you  wrote  it,  never  came. 

You  must  not  forget,  I  pray,  ~ 

When  you  are  .so  far  away. 

That  your  own  true  one  is  waiting  for  the  day; 

I  will  think  of  you  the  same, 

And  I  know  you're  not  to  blame. 

For  I  long  to  .see  that  card  that  never  came. — Cfu>rv». 


—  Train    lioy:  "Peanuts?/'^  Funny  passenger:  "Haven't   any 
,  leeth."    Train  boy  (turnip^basket  around):  "  Gum  drops!  " 


— Judge 
face  before 
to  tend  bar 


(to  prisoner):  "  It  JJcems  to  r 
,"  Prisoner:  "  L<(nouldn'l  be 
down  at  the  Bald  Eagle." 


me  that  I  have  seen  your 
surprised,  judge;  I  used 


JUMBO,   THE   ELEPHANT. 

Copyright,  US3,  by  W.  A.  Eraoa  Sc  Bro. 


The  Words  and  Muale  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addr««s,  post-paid,  on  He«ipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Song^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehmat  nb  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  F.  H.  Evans.    Music  by  J.  Albert  Snow. 


O  have  you  seen  the  elephant?  is  all  the  people's  cry; 

The  great  and  mighty  elephant,  who  stands  so  broad  and  high! 

He  daily  eats  a  ton  of  hay,  and  drinks  upon  the  sly 

A  tub  of  circus  lemonade,  and  several  pints  of  rj'e. 

Chorus. 

O  have  you  seen  the  elephant?  from  England  late  he  came; 
He  is  the  king  of  elephants,  and  Jumbo  is  his  name. 

Old  Jumbo  likes  a  social  glass,  but  he  is  never  drunk; 

Tho'  people  say  he  always  keeps  a  bottle  in  his  trunk; 

But  then  there's  always  snakes  around,  and  JumlK)  thinks  it  right 

To  keep  some  rye  on  hand  to  cure  an  accidental  bite. — Choru». 

When  people  went  to  see  him  first,  they  wondered  at  his  size; 
And  then  he  looked  so  funny,  too,  and  winked  his  knowing  eyes; 
But  they  were  very  much  surprised  when  soon  the  monster  ran 
And  left  the  ring  between  the  acts  to  go  and  see  a  man. — Choru$. 
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THE    IVY   LEAF. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  W.  H.  Power. 


14,  on  receipt  of  i 
"1, 130  Park 
gooda. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post^ld,  on  rec 

centsi  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehm&n,  130 

Row.  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aa  cash  for  all  our  good 

Beautiful  shining  leaf  of  green. 
Why  were  you  plucked  from  the  parent  vine? 

Only  for  sorrow  and  care  I  ween. 
Only  to  break  her  heart  and  mine. 
Only  to  break  her  heart  and  mine. 

Soft  as  the  plume  of  a  cooing  dove, 

Innocent  cause  of  all  her  grief ; 
Why  were  you  sent  as  a  pledge  of  love, 

Beautiful,  Iwautiful  ivy  leaf? 

Beautiful  leaf,  if  you  only  knew 
How  light  her  heart  was  before  you  came, 

You'd  hide  away  from  the  morning  dew. 
And  in  the  sunlight  blush  with  shame. 
And  in  the  sunlight  blush  with  shame. 

Ah!  little  she  thought  in  her  perfect'bliss. 
That  her  dream  of  love  would  be  so  brief, 

As  she  welcomed  you  with  a  holy  kiss. 
Beautiful,  beautiful  ivy  leaf. 


How  Sweet  the  Name  of  Mother. 


Copyright,  KM,  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiig  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Stjngs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Oh,  how  sweet  the  dear  old  name  of  mother  sounds  to  rae 

As  I  wander  through  the  weary  da}-; 
How  it  lightens  ra^  poor  heart  and  makes  it  glad  and  free, 

Shc>dding  sunshine  o'er  my  lonely  way. 
Every  thought  of  care  and  sorrow  flees  just  like  a  dream. 
And  the  little  stars  of  heaven  even  brighter  seem. 
As  they  gently  guide  me  o'er  life's  drear  and  restless  stream. 

Oh,  how  sweet  the  name  of  mother  sounds! 

Chorus. 

Oh,  how  dear  the  name  of  mother. 

Softly  stealing  sweet  and  free. 
With  its  echo  true  and  constant. 

Oh !  how  sweets  it  sounds  to  me. 

iSv'ry  night  and  ev'ry  day  while  drifting  thro'  the  years, 

In  my  dreams  I  ever  plainly  see, 
Just  the  same  old  kindly  face  as  in  days  gone  by. 

Vanished  now  amid  the  vale  of  tears. 
Naught  is  left  me  now  in  sorrow  thro'  each  fading  year. 
Bringing  recollections  sadly  with  a  falling  tear. 
Save  the  memory  of  that  name  I  cherish  ever  dear. 

Oh,  how  sweet  the  name  of, mother  sounds! — Chorut. 
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SAILINa    HOME   TO    NELL. 


I 
t 


;;.,'•;        CSopyright,  18S6,  by  Robert  Scbact       ■;'..;. 

ne  Words  and  Xude  of  this  Song:  wil  b^  sent  tu  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

c«nt«i  or  thia  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Putk. 

Row,  N«w  York  uty.    Postal  Stamps  taken  same  an  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  left  her  standing  on  the  shore, 

My  love  so  sweet  and  dear, 
To  sail  the  wide,  wide  ocean  o'er, 

Tho' skies  be  bright  or  drear. 
But  still  a  star  yet  shines  for  me 

With  joy  that  none  can  tell. 
The  star  that  guides  me  o'er  the  sea 

While  sailing  home  to  Nell. 

CUORUS. 

I'm  sailing  home,  I'm  sailing  home. 

Across  the  dark  blue  sea; 
The' far  I  wander  o'er  the  foam, 

There's  one  who  waits  for  me; 
Oh,  Still  a  star  now  shines  for  me. 

With  joy  no  heart  can  tell. 
It's  one  bright  star  that  shines  for  me, 
'    ;  ,.  I'm  sailing  home  to  Nell. 

■.     I  sail  the  fierce  and  angry  deep. 

And  still  of  her  I  dream; 
.     I  think  of  her  whene'er  I  sleep,    , 
Her  eyes  upon  me  beam; 
-    ■■  ^  '  Tho'  while  my  watch  I  keep  at  sea. 
One  thought  I  love  to  tell, 
Tis  true  my  heari  shall  ever  be, 
While  sailing  home  to  Nell. — Chorus. 

.  Tho' when  I  sail  again  to  home. 

Across  the  dark  blue  sea, 
I  know  there's  one  beyond  the  foam 

Whose  smile  will  welcome  me. 
As  constant  as  the  polar  star. 

No  words  her  love  can  tell, 
She'll  greet  me  sailing  from  afar, 

Whfle  sailing  home  to  Nell. — C?ioru$.. 


^  »  » 


THE    ORPHAN    BOY. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  F.  Harding. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  Co  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

oenta;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  ehman,  l'^  nu-k 

Row,  New  York  Uty .    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 
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Hother!  how  I  love  that  name! 

As  in  those  days  of  joy. 
When  but  a  child  she  did  caress, 

And  called  me  her  dear  boy. 
Bui  time  works  changes,  and.  I  know. 

Experience  me  has  taught; 
Alone,  forsaken,  mother's  dead: 

It  broke  her  poor  boy's  heart! 

Chorus. 

Mother's  left  me  here  alone,  yes,  alooe! 

Her  last  request  was  not  to  mourn ; 
An  orphan  boy  I  God!  can  it  be, 

Mother  dead  and  I'm  alone?  yes,  I'm  alone! 

Mother,  she  is  dead  and  gone. 

Her  mem'ry  causes  tears! 
I  love  and  cherish  that  sweet  name; 

And,  in  the  after  years. 
Have  thought  of  childhood's  happy  hours. 

And  the  little  pray'r  she  taught; 
God!  can  it  be  my  mother's  dead? 

It  broke  her  poor  boy's  heart! — Chorus. 

Mother's  love  for  me  did  last 

Thro' many  years  of  pain; 
And,  when  I  smn'd  or  went  astray. 

Her  voice  was  heard  again. 
She'd  take  me  to  her  side  and  say: 

"  My  boy  is  home  to-night! 
Remember  well  your  mother's  pray'r. 

And  God  will  keep  you  right! " — Chorus. 


—"I'm  sitting  on  the  stilj 
her  new  bonnet. 


as  he  said  when  he  sat  on 


THE    MILLER'S    SONG. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  i 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  190  Park 

Row,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  takt-n  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 

Oh!  don't  you  remember,  Lily  dear. 
The  mill  by  the  old  brook-side, 
\  Where  oft  we  went,  in  Summer  time. 

To  view  the  rippling  tide; 
"  »  And  the  miller  with  his  slouchy  hat. 

And  his  eyes  of  mildest  grey. 
Plodding  along  in  his  dirty  work, 
-*  And  singing  the  live  long  day? 

Chorus.  .  - 

Ulea.  Ulea,  Ulea. 
Singing  the  miller's  song. 

Oh!  Lily,  the  mill  is  torn  away. 
And  a  factory,  dark  and  drear, 
„  Raises  its  smoke  in  the  clear  blue  sky, 

And  dims  the  atmosphere; 
The  only  time  for  pleasure  now. 
Is  the  Sabbath  all  day  long, 
:  And  what  brings  back  the  olden  time. 

Is  the  good  old  miller's  song. — Cfiorus. 

Oh!  Lily,  the  miller's  dead  and  gone, 
\  In  the  old  churchyard  he's  laid; 

And  the  poor  dog  that  used  to  growl 

As  round  the  mill  we  played. 
He  followed  in  the  funeral  train,    '      , 

As  the  village  round  did  throng; 
He  died  upon  his  master's  grave 

As  they  sang  the  miller's  song. — Chorus. 


Safely  Rocked  in  Mother's  Arms. 

C<H>yrisht,  1887,  by  Chas.  D.  Blake  &  Ca 
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Row.  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


CJcntly,  elowly  to  and  fro,  sways  the  old  arm  chair. 
Tenderly  the  evening  breeze  stirs  the  curls  of  golden  hair. 
Drowsy  eye-lids  softly  closing,  lullabv  has  worked  its  charms, 
Slumber  deep  has  come  to  baby,  safely  rocked  In  mother's  arms. 

Chorus. 
Lullabv,  sweet  lullaby,  silver  stars  begin  to  peep. 
Sweet  lullaby,  hush  all  sound  while  baby  sleeps; 

Now  babv's  sorrows  have  all  vanished,  sooth'd  by  lullaby's  sweet  channs. 
Gently,  slowly  to  and  fro,  lullaby,  sweet  lullaby,  safely  rocked  in  mother's  arms. 

Snow-white  brow  and  rosy  cheeks,  parted  lips  two  teeth  disclose. 

All  that  mother  loves  on  earth  safe  within  her  arms  repose. 

Oh!  the  pray 'rs  to  heaven  whispered,  pow.'r  to  shield  him  from  all  harm. 

May  he  find  in  years  of  sorrow  sweetest  rest  in  mother's  ariitB.— Choih-h. 


THE   BABY   THAT   NEVER   CAME. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  E.  J.  H.  Steeher. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresR,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
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A  baby  here  for  met  was  the  question  that  he  asked 

Of  his  wifey  at  the  closing  of  the  day;  t  ' 

And  he  turned  with  a  sigh  as  a  tear  stood  in  his  eye,  i 

Then  he  bowed  his  head  and  slowly  sneaked  away; 
Then  he  murmured  can  it  be,  will  It  never  come  to  me. 

Had  he  waited  all  these  many  years  in  vaiuT 
Yet  from  earlv  morning  bright  he  would  watch  till  late  at  night. 

For  that  baby,  but  alas!  it  never  came. 

Chorus. 
Then  he  called  upon  hia  mother,  his  sister  and  his  brother. 

But  they  told  hmi  that  they  thought  he  was  to  blame, 
Yet  from  early  morning  bright  he  had  watched  with  all  his  might. 

For  the  baby,  but  alas  I  it  never  came. 

He  had  waited  many  years,  beers  had  mingled  with  his  tear*. 

While  his  wifey  met  him  ofteu  with  a  smile; 
How  his  features  they  would  brighten  and  his  sad  h^art  seem  to  lighten. 

But  his  vain  hopes  lasted  but  a  little  while; 
When  his  wifey  sne  would  say  there  is  nothing  here  to-day,    - 

He  would  walk  away  and  saj',  "Oh,  what  a  shame  1 " 
Then  he  murmured  surely  she  is  forever  kidding  me. 

And  he  wondered  why  the  baby  never  came.— Choru*. 

I 
So  one  day  upon  the  floor  he  was  found  in  grief,  galore, 

His  poor  wifey  she  had  gone  out  for  a  ride; 
In  his  nand  they  found  a  note  with  the  last  words  that  he  wrote. 

Should  a  baby  come,  please  tan  its  little  hide; 
Sweet  flowers  twine  around  o'er  the  spot  where  he  was  found. 

On  which  was  scrawled  his  wish,  also  his  name; 
Many  a  night  has  passed  to  day  since  his  wifey  ran  away. 

But  the  baby  that  he  longed  for  never  came.— CeoBtn. 
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NEVER  TO  MEET  AGAIN. 

Coprrigbt,  1888,  by  J.  Ctu.  Uraamuk.    (Tliu  St&nOanl  Manic  Cu.) 


The  Words  and  Music  of  thin  S<>nt(  will  be  nent  to  nny  addn-sti,  pont-pakt,  on  receipt  of  4o 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlur  SunifS  for  One  I>ollar.  I>y  It.  J.  Wchman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Po«t«gc  Stsinpe  taken  sainv  ascaab  for  all  our  goods. 

On  a  crowded  street  one  eveuin);,  when  the  lights  were  flickering  low, 
I  saw  a  face  of  queenly  form  and  grace, 
Paes  into  the  eurging  rabble  and  amid  tlie  seething  eireain — 
Then  fade  away  foreverniore  like  some  siweet  pleasant  dream. 
With  beating  heart  I  hastened  to  cross  the  chosen  way, 
That  ere  the  darkness  chastened  from  nic  each  hopeful  ray; 
And  I  sped  along  the  pathway  'neath  the  btars  that  softly  shODe, 
Toeee  that  form,  to  meet  that  face,  but  I  was  left  aloue. 

Chorus. 
Never  to  meet  again,  never  again  to  see; 
Never  to  see  her  face— never,  save  in  dreaming; 
Unless  perchance  we  meet  on  some  fair  golden  stiect. 
Never  to  see  her  face,  never  more  to  meet; 
Never  to  see,  never  lo  see;  never  to  meet  again. 

Ah!  methinks  I  see  that  vision  as  it  haunteth  mc  each  day, 

In  waking  and  in  dreaniin«;  evermore; 

And  w  herever  I  may  waiuler,  in  the  street  or  in  the  lea. 

That  face— that  form  of  godly  grace— doth  guide  and  comfort  me. 

With  longing  soul  I  hearken  to  mevt  the  image  fair, 

Yet  everv  day  must  darken  my  hopes  iu  deep  despair; 

For  the  I'niag'e  of  that  picture  fled  with  never  hope  but  this: 

That  up  above,  some  day  we'll  meet— bome  day  we'll  meet  again.— Chorus. 


^  •  ^ 


DORKINS^   NIGHT. 

Copyright,  1877,  by  John  F.  Perry  &  Co. 
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The  theatre  was  full;  it  was  Dorkins'  night. 

That  is,  Dorkins  was  goiii^  to  appear 
At  night,  in  a  favorite  comedy  part, 

For  he  was  cometlian  here. 
Funny?  why,  he'd  make  you  hmgh  'till  tbe  teara 

lian  dowii  your  face  like  rain. 
And  every  time  he  came  on  the  stage, 

You'd  try  to  stop  laughing  iu  vain. 
A  family?  yes,  he'd  a  family. 

And  he  loved  them  as  dear  as  his  life. 
And  youd  scarcely  tiiid  a  liappier  lot 

Than  Dorkins'  children  and  wife — 
And  you'd  .scarcely  find  a  hajipier  lot 

Than  Dorkin.s'  chikiren  and  wife. 

There  came  one  night,  and  I  Mas  in  front. 

And  Dorkins  was  going  to  play 
A  character  new  to  himself  and  the  stage 

Which  he'd  trod  for  many  a  day. 
By  eiglit  the  theatre  was  perfectly  jammed; 

All  awaited  a  pleasant  surprise. 
For  they  knew  they'd  laugh  'till  their  sides  would  ache. 

And  they  longed  for  tlie  curtain  to  rise. 
The  pla}'  soon  began;  each  neck  was  stretched  forth. 

And  eagerly  watched  each  eye 
For  Dorkins  to  mjike  his  fir.st  entrance,  and  then 

To  give  him  a  cheerful  hi!  hi! — 
For  Dorkins  to  make  his  first  entrance,  and  then 

To  give  him  a  cheerful  hi  I  hi! 

At  last  he  appeared  amid  loud  applause. 

But  .something  was  wrong  you  could  sec. 
Why,  Dorkins  is  jilaying  quite  badly  to-night, 

The  people  said  sitting  'round  me. 
A  hiss — yes,  it  wa.s— I  saw  Dorkins  start 

As  if  stung  by  a  serjx^nt's  fang. 
And  he'd  cast  a  beseeching  look  all  'round, 

WJiile  his  head  on  his  breast  he  would  hang. 
He's  drunk!  someone  said,  and  I  thought  so  myself. 

For  to  me  it  was  awful  at  times 
To  see  how  he'd  struggle  along  with  his  part. 

And  continually  stick  in  his  lines. 

The  footlights  at  last  he  approached  very  slow. 

And,  "  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  "  said, 
"  If  I  cannot  please  you  to-night, 

The  fault's  not  the  heart  but  the  head; 
There's  many  a  night  I've  made  you  all  laugh 

When  so  ill  I  could  .scarcely  well  stand; 
And  every  eiTort  was  pain  to  me  then. 

Yes,  if  even  I'd  raise  but  my  hand; 
You  hi.s.sed  me  to-uiirht,  and  said  that  I'm  drunk — 

(From  his  heart  came  a  .sob  and  a  moan) 
I'll  tell  jou  the  reason — I  know  you  won't  laugh — 

I've  a  little  one  dying  at  home— 
I'll  tell  you  the  reason — I  know  you  won't  laugh — 

I've  a  little  one  dying  at  home." 


DEAR    ITALIAN    GIRL. 

CopyriKbt,  1880,  by  H'bite ,  Smitb  &  Co. 


■:\ 


The  Words  and  Mukic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  poat-uald,  on  receipt  (tf  40 

oentr.;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Siiukm  fur  One  Uollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Pau-k 

Kow,  New  Y'ork  City.    PoHtai{oStani|Nitakeu  Muneaa  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

There's  a  prett}'  lilile  maiden,  tliat  I  ever  shall  adore. 

In  Italy  that  bright  and  sunny  land;  • 

My  life  would  be  a  pleasure,  I  would  wish  for  nothing  more, 

If  she  would  only  share  ray  heart  anil  hand. 
Her  fatlier  is  a  brigand  on  a  lonely  mountain  pass, 

And  with  him  on  the  mountain  she  does  dwell; 
There  is  no  titled  lady  in  all  Europe  can  surpass  ~ 

That  dear  Italian  gii-1  I  love  .so  well. 

C II  onus. 
Though  her  father  is  a  brigand  on  the  mountain, 

She's  as  gentle  as  the  daughter  of  an  earl; 
And  although  she  set  me  free,  my  heart  will  ever  be 

A  captive  to  that  dear  ItiUian  girl. 

While  roaming  lovely  vaUeys,  'neuth  the  bhie  and  sunny  skies, 

A  band  of  sturdy  brigands,  lK>ld  juid  strong. 
Did  capture  me,  and  helpless,  with  a  bandage  o'er  my  eyes, 

A  victim,  I  was  (luickly  led  along. 
Five  thousand  pounds  as  ran.som  they  .said  that  I  should  pay. 

But  that  I  was  not  rich  enough  to  give. 
And  only  for  the  pleadings  of  that  little  mountain  maid, 

They  would  not  have  permitted  me  to  live. — Uhoru». 

They  put  me  in  a  dungeon,  where  I  tliousjht  that  I  should  die, 

Anil  while  the  brigand  chief,  with  all  his  band. 
Were  plundering  \mh)T  travelers,  this  lovely  girl  came  nigh 

In  gloomy  night,  and  by  my  side  did  stand. 
She  tore  my  bands  asunder,  bade  me  rise  and  quickly  fly, 

And  from  her  f:»lher's  coffers  gave  me  gold. 
And  while  the  tears  of  love  and  pity  glistened  in  her  eye. 

The  secrets  of  our  hearts  were  plainly  told. — C'/ionix. 

I  bid  her  then  fly  with  me,  and  be  my  darling  bride, 

Although  her  love  for  me  was  plainly  shown. 
Her  duly,  she  declaretl,  was  by  her  outlawed  father's  side. 

And  so  to  America  I  returned  alono. 
But  I  cannot  live  forever  in  this  free  and  happy  land, 

To  Italy  I'm  going  to  return. 
To  seek  with  love,  and  try  to  win,  if  only  for  a  while. 

That  girl  for  whom  my  heart  will  ever  yearn. — Vhoru$. 


> ,  s>  • 


\^ 


THEY  ALL  LOVE   JACK 

The  Words  and  MiL-^ic  of  this  Sonjf  will  be  sent  to  nny  oddrem,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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When  the  ship  is  trim  and  ready,  and  the  jollv  days  are  done, 
When  the  last  good-byes  are  whispered,  and  Jack  aboard  is  gone; 
The  la.sses  fall  awecping,  as  they  watch  his  ves-sels  tnick. 
For  all  the  landsmen  lovers  are  nothing  after  Jack — 
For  all  the  landsmen  lovers  are  nothing  after  Jack. 

Cnom:8. 
For  his  heart  is  like  the  sea.  ever  oi>en,  brave  and  free. 
And  the  girls  mu.st  lonely  l>e  till  the  ship  comes  back;     • 
But  if  love's  the  best  of  all  that  can  a  nian  befall. 
Why,  Jack's  the  king  of  all,  for  they  all  love  Jack! 

Where  he  goes  their  hearts  go  with  him;  e'en  his  ship  he  calls  her  iJie! 
Up  aloft  that  "  little  cherub,"  sure  a  nndden  she  must  be; 
And  as  o'er  the  .sea  he  travels,  the  mermaids  down  l>elow. 
Would  give  their  crystal  kingdoms  for  the  love  of  J.ick,  I  trow — 
Would  give  their  crystal  kingdoms  for  the  love  of  Jack,  I  trow. 

For  Jiis  heart  is  like  the  sea,  »fcc. 

When  he's  sail'd  the  world  all  over,  and  again  he  steps  ashore. 
There  are  scores  of  lasses  waiting  to  love  him  all  the  more. 
He  may  lo.se  his  golden  guineas,  but  a  wife  he'll  never  lack. 
If  he'd  wed  them  all  they'd  lake  him,  for  they  all  love  Jack — 
If  he'd  wed  them  all  they'd  take  him.  forthey  all. they  all,  love  Jack! 

For  his  heart  is  like  the  sea,  &C. 


— Woman  (to  tramp,  sharply): 
soup.     Ain't  it  good?"     Tramp:  " 
mum,  but  there  ain't  quite  enouj 
a  couple  more  dishes  in  il'^ 


YoiMton't  seem  to  like  that 

's  g(xxi  flavored  enimgh, 

y  to  it.     Couldn't  you  wash 


— Street-car  conductor  lo  countryman:  "If  you  saw  him  pick- 
ing the  gentleman's  iK)cket,  why  didn't  you  interfere,  instead  of 
letting  him  get  away?  "  Countryman:  "  I  saw  that  sign  up  there, 
'  Beware  of  Pickpockets,'  an',  b'gosh,  I  was  afraid  to!  ' 
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THE    aLADIATOR 


B7  J.  A.  Jones. 


They  led  a  lion  from  his  den. 
The  lord  of  Afric's  sun-scorched  plain; 

And  there  he  stood,  stern  foe  of  men, 
And  shook  his  flowing  mane. 

There's  not  of  all  Rome's  heroes  ten 
That  dare  abide  this  game. 

His  bright  eye  nought  of  lightning  lacked; 

His  voice  was  like  the  cataract.  ;. 

Thev  brought  a  dark-haired  man  along, 

"Whose  limbs  with  gyves  of  brass  were  bound; 
Youthful  he  seemed,  and  bold,  and  strong, 

And  yet  unscathed  of  wound. 
Blithely  he  stepped  among  the  throng. 

And  carelessly  threw  around 
A  dark  eye,  such  as  courts  the  path 

Of  him  who  braves  a  Ducian's  wrath. 

Then  shouted  the  plebeian  crowd, — 
Rung  the  glad  galleries  with  the  sound; 

And  from  the  throne  there  spake  aloud 
A  voice, — •'  Be  the  bold  man  unbound! 

And  by  Rome's  sceptre,  yet  unbowed, 
By  Rome,  earth's  monarch  crowned, 

"Who  dares  the  bold,  the  unequal  strife. 

Though  doomed  to  death,  shall  save  his  life." 

Joy  was  upon  that  dark  man's  face; 

And  thus,  with  laughing  eye,  spuke  he; 
"  Loose  ye  the  Lord  of  Zaara's  waste, 

And  let  my  arms  be  free: 
'  He  has  a  martial  heart,'  thou  sayest; — 

But,  oil !  who  will  not  be 
A  hero  when  he  flghts  for  life. 
For  home  aud  country,  babes  and  wife? 

"And  thus  I  for  the  strife  prepare: 
The  Thraciau  falchion  to  me  bring, 

But  ask  th'  imperial  leave  to  spare 
The  shield, — a  useless  thing.  • 

Were  I  a  Samnite's  rage  to  dare. 
Then  o'er  me  would  I  fling 

The  broad  orb;  but  to  lion's  wrath 

The  shield  were  but  a  sword  of  lath." 

And  he  has  bared  his  shining  blade. 
And  s])rings  he  on  the  shaggy  foe; 

Dreadful  the  strife,  but  briefly  played; — 
The  desert-king  lies  low: 

ni«  long  and  loud  death-howl  is  made;        - 
.\iid  there  must  end  the  show, 

Aud  when  the  multitude  were  calm. 

The  favored  freed  man  took  the  palm. 

"  Kneel  down,  Rome's  emperor  beside?  " 
He  knelt,  that  dark  man; — o'er  his  brow 

Was  thrown  a  wreath  in  crimson  dyed; 
And  fair  words  gild  it  now: 

"  Thou  art  the  bravest  youth  that  ever  tried 
To  lay  a  lion  low; 

And  from  our  presence  forth  thou  go'st 

To  lead  the  Dacians  of  our  host." 

Then  flushed  his  cheek,  but  not  with  pride 
And  grieved  and  gloomily  spake  he: 

"  My  cabin  stands  where  blithely  glide 
Proud  Danube's  waters  to  the  sea: 

I  have  a  young  and  blooming  bride. 
And  I  have  children  three: — 

No  Roman  wealth  or  rank  can  give 

Such  joy  as  in  their  arms  to  live. 

"  My  wife  sits  at  the  cabin  door. 
With  throbbing  heart  and  swollen  eyes; — 

While  tears  her  cheek  are  coursing  o'er. 
She  speaks  of  sundered  ties; 

She  bids  my  tender  babes  deplore 
The  death  their  father  dies; 

She  tells  these  jewels  of  my  home, 

I  bleed  to  please  the  rout  of  Rome. 


"  I  cannot  let  those  cherubs  stray 
Without  their  sire's  protecting  care; 

And  I  would  chase  the  griefs  away 
Which  cloud  my  wedded  fair." 

The  monarch  spoke;  the  guards  obey; 
And  gates  unclosed  are: 

He's  gone! — No  golden  bribes  divide 

The  Dacian  from  his  babes  and  bride. : 
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Down  by  the  Old  Abbey  Ruin. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  he  «ent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  recMpt  of  M  ' 
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Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  talcen  same  as  caah  for  all  our  goods. 

..  One  day  as  I  strayed  .    >,     ■  -  '■. 

'Neath  the  beautiful  glade. 
Enjoying  the  sweet  Summer  breeze, 

I  chanced  to  behold 

The  remains  of  an  old 
Ruined  abbey  o'ershadowed  by  trees;    . 

And  the  picture  to  crown, 
'  .  As  I  chanced  to  look  down. 

Was  the  figure  and  form  I  did  see  , 

Of  a  beautiful  maid 

Who  reclined  in  the  shade 
Of  a  large  spreading  horse-chestnut  tree. 

Chorus. 

There  were  no  eyes  to  see,  no  tongue  to  tell. 
And  the  birds  only  knew  of  our  wooin'; 

There  I  first  chanced  to  see  my  sweet  Jemiie  Lee 
Down  by  the  old  abbey  ruin. 

I  told  her  my  name, 

And  friends  soon  became,  '  . 

Though  her  shyness  I  cannot  compare; 
..    She  fluttered  aud  flushed,  . 

Turned  pale,  and  then  blushed. 
When  I  spoke  of  her  beauty  so  rare; 

By  the  old  garden  wall, 

I  soon  told  her  all 
I  had  in  this  world  she  could  share; 

And  naught  but  the  birds 

Knew  of  our  loving  words. 
Or  knew  of  our  love-making  there. — Charm. 
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LITTLE  SISTER'S  G-ONE  TO  SLEEP 

Copyrlsrht,  1871,  by  O.  DItaon  4  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Hong  will  be  sent  to  amy  addrasa,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  t 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  W  shnian,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.     I'ostoge  Sta  nips  taken  same  as  caah  for  all  our  goods. 

Lay  her  playthings  all  away. 
She  will  uever  ne«i  them  more!        , 

Gone  the  sunlight  of  our  day, — 
Gone  to  yonder  golden  shore! 

Clasp  her  hands  upon  her  breast, 
While  we  softl}' round  her  creep; 

O,  her  sweet  and  holy  rest! 
•  Little  sister's  gone  to  sleep! 

Choucs. 

Gone  to  yonder  happy  home! 

Sadly  round  her  bed  we  weep; 
Angels  bade  our  darling  come, — 
;.  Little  sister's' gone  to  sleep. 

Like  a  lily  in  the  storm. 

How  she  faded  from  our  sight! 
Crown  with  flow'rs  her  lovely  form, 
'  Never  flower  was  half  so  bright; 

O,  the  stillness  all  around! 

O,  the  sadness  lone  and  deep! 
Hush 'd  her  footsteps  merry  sound, — 

Little  sister's  gone  to  sleep! — Chorus.  ' 

;  Rosy  cheeks  have  grown  so  pale! 

Nevermore  we'll  hear  her  words, 
;        ,    :      -  Sweet  as  voice  of  Summer  gale,  . 

■ ,         ;  I  Dearer  far  than  warbling  birds;  -        ' 

■  Angels  to  their  starry  home 
'  ..         Bore  the  gem  we  could  not  keep!  •  r 

,  .  ".  There  she  waits  until  we  come, — 

.' \  Little  sister's  gone  to  sleep! — Choni*. 
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REMEMBER,   YOU    HAVE    CHIL- 
DREN  OF  YOUR  OWN. 
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You're  Born,  but  You're  not  Buried  yet 


Copyright,  1887,  by  Ctaas.  D.  BUke  Jfc  Co. 
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In  your  path  thro'  life  each  day, 

You  will  meet  uixjii  the  way, 
Fellow  mortals  upon  whom  this  world  dotli  frown, 

Who  from  jwverty  or  crime, 

Have  fallen  in  their  time, 
Or  by  circumstances  crusli'd  and  stricken  down; 

Young  men  with  blighted  names, 

Who  once  had  noble  aims; 
Young  girls  with  shame  and  sorrow  on  their  brow, 

Whom  a  kindly  word  might  save 

From  a  dark,  dishonor 'd  grave. 
While  a  cruel  one  would  drive  to  madness  now. 

They  were  once  to  someone  dear, 

So  don't  pass  them  with  a  sneer. 
But  speak  a  kindly  word  in  cheering  tone; 

You  know  not  what's  in  store 

For  the  loved  ones  you  adore; 
Remember,  you  have  children  of  your  own. 

The  shop-girls  on  the  street, 

AVith  as  much  respect  should  meet 
As  the  milli(ni;iire,  who  in  his  carriage  rolls. 

And  the  honest  laboring  man, 

With  his  strong  and  horny  hand — 
They  too  have  hearts  and  feelings,  yes,  and  souls; 

And  the  wretched  drunkard,  too, 

Who  perhaps  wns  once  like  you. 
Respected  and  beloved  by  one  and  all. 

Though  no^iloubt  from  care  and  strife. 

Or  some  sorrow  of  his  life. 
Has  fallen,  but  not  quite  beyond  recall. 

And  the  poor  outcast  forlorn. 

Don't  pass  her  by  with  scorn. 
But  six'ak  unto  her  with  a  gentle  tone; 

Perhaps  .^Iie's  not  to  ))lanie 

For  her  life  of  sin  and  shame — 
Remember,  you  have  children  of  your  own. 

Don't  despi.se  the  wretched  poor, 

Who,  perhaps,  grim  want  may  lure 
To  steal  the  bread  their  starving  cliildren  crave; 

Be  notthe  one  to  blame, 

You  yourself  would  do  the  same. 
With  starvation  at  your  door,  yo\id  dare  the  grave; 

Their  family  is  as  dear 

To  them  as  any  here, 
Tho'  their  clothes  may  be  all  ragged,  torn  and  old; 

Dejected  and  forlorn. 

Yet  still  their  hearts  are  warm, 
Tho'  they  lack  the  rich  man's  cheerful  home  and  gold. 

They  are  all  to  some  «jne  dear. 

So  don't  pass  them  with  a  sneer. 
But  speak  a  kindly  word  in  cheering  tone; 

You  know  not  what's  in  strne 

For  the  lovd  ones  you  adore — 
Remember,  you  havo  children  of  your  own. 


IRENE,    GOOD-NIGHT. 

Copyright,  1»M,  by  CR-*}.  I'ropheter,  Jr. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thi.s  Song  will  )>c  sent  to  any  ad<Ires<i  post  riaid,  on  receipt  of  <0 
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Irene,  fjofxl-iiight,  tliink  love  of  mo,  my  pretty  Ireiu-, 
Good-nit;ht,  good-niyht,  Irene,  oh,  jjreciouH  one  I 

Irene,  good-night,  keep  nie  uUvavi*  in  tliy  dreaming. 

Think,  love,  of  me  wlu'n  llie  niyht  closes  dnj  with  its  twilight; 

Irene,  good-night,  Hoftly  tlie  moonlight  in  gleaming. 

Would  I  ne'er  could  leave  thee,  my  pretty  Irene,  good-night! 

I'll  count  the  moinentH  and  tho  liosirn  they  pssH  mo  clowly  hy. 
Until  I  see  your  sunny  sniiles  and  gaxe  inlo  your  eye.-*; 
Oh,  let  me  hear  thy  tender  voire,  Iho  oft  heard  liefore, 
Irene,  good-night,  oh,  precious  one,  oh,  hjv'done  I  adore! 

Irene,  good-night,  keep  me  alwavB  in  thy  dreaming. 
Think,  love,  of  me  when  the  night  closew  day  with  itit  twilight; 
Irene,  good-night,  softly  the  m<K>nlight  is  gleaming, 
Would  I  ne'er  could  leave  thee,  my  pretty  Irene,  good-night! 

Irene,  good-night,  think,  love  of  me,  my  pretty  Irene,  gootl-nfghr. 
Good-night,  Irene,  oh,  preeloiis  one,  good-night,  good-night! 


Th«  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  tie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

cents^  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman, 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'osCage  Stamps  taken  seine  as  ca.«ib  for  all  our  i 
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In  this  age  of  great  learning  when  people  have  riches 

Not  n  thought  do  they  give  to  the  poor. 
They  think  tney  will  never  have  a  misfortune, 

Tho'  to  some  it  will  come  I  am  sure; 
IIow  well  I  remember  the  words  of  my  mother. 

As  she  toyed  with  the  curls  ou  my  head ; 
I've  had  reason  to  think  of  them  In  recent  years,— 

Those  words  that  my  dear  mother  said. 

C'HORrs. 
Treat  all  men  with  kindness  whatever  their  station,     ' 

And  vour  favors  you'll  never  regret; 
Never  laugh  at  a  man  when  he's  down  in  the  gutter, 

For  you  re  born,  but  you're  not  buried  yet. 

One  day  an  old  man  who  was  tir'd,  ill  and  footsore 

Sat  down  ou  a  curbstone  to  rest. 
When  the  hoys  of  the  Hreet  gather'd  around  him 

.lust  to  plague  him  In  ways  they  thought  Im-hI; 
Some  one  grabbed  his  old  cane,  while  another  young  rascal 

Knocked  llie  hat  from  the  old  man's  gray  head, 
lie  ttlood  up  with  tlush'd  face  all  heated  with  pattsion. 

While  these  words  in  a  tremor  be  said :  — C'uobl's. 

Some  men  yon  will  find  who  are  constantly  smiling, 

While  otiiers  like  dogs  have  their  growl; 
The  former  man  finds  tliat  his  friends  number  many. 

While  the  latter  gains  few  by  his  scowl. 
The  man  who  is  cheerful  you'll  find  toiling  daily  . 

To  earn  for  his  little  ones  bread; 
The  growler  is  shunn'd  by  resjiectubli-  people, 

For  he  scorn'd  what  his  poor  mothei  .aid. — Chorus. 


Hamlet's  Soliloquy  on   Death.. 


By  Shakespeare. 


To  be,  or  not  to  Ikj,  that  is  the  question: 

Whether  'lis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  suffer 

The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune. 

Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles. 

And  by  opposing  end  them  I    To  die, — to  sleep; — 

No  more;  and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  we  end 

The  heart-ache,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 

That  flesh  is  heir  to, — 'tis  a  consummation 

Devoutly  to  Imj  wished.     To  die, — to  sleep; — 

To  sleep  I  perchance  to  dream; — ay,  there's  the  rub; 

For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come. 

When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil, 

Must  give  us  pause:  there's  the  respect. 

That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life: 

For  who  would  bear  the  whip'^  and  scorns  of  time. 

The  otjpressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely, 

The  pangs  of  despised  love,  the  law's  delay, 

The  insolence  of  office,  and  the  spurns 

That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes. 

When  he  hiin.self  might  his  quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin?    Who  would  these  fardels  bear. 

To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  life; 

But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death, 

The  uiuliseoveied  couiitiy,  from  whose  l)ourne 

No  traveller  returns,  pu/zles  the  will; 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have. 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of? 

Thus  conscienee  does  make  cowards  of  us  all; 

And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 

Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought 

And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment. 

With  thi.s  regard,  their  currents  luru  awr}', 

And  lose  the  name  of  action. 


<  >  » 


I'll  Await  Your  Smiling  Face. 


Copyright.  18M,  by  iHidore  lYager. 
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Oh!  darling,  come  and  meet  me,  when  the  evening  shadows  fall. 
Come  with  y(nir  Hweetest  smile,  when  you  hear  the  uight-bird  call; 
I  will  Ik;  waiting,  in  our  dear  old  tiy(<ting  place, 
Down  by  the  grand  old  oak,  I'll  await  your  smiling  face. 

Chorus. 
Yes,  I'll  await  your  coming,  down  in  the  dear  old  place, 
When  the  nightingale  is  singing,  I'll  await  your  smiling  face; 
Yes,  I'll  await  your  coming,  down  in  the  dear  old  place. 
When  the  nigntingale  is  singing,  I'll  await  your  smiling  face. 

The  evening  shades  arc  falling,  calm  is  the  sky  above. 

Haste  to  me,  my  darlini;,  to  the  heart  so  full  of  love; 

With  the  leaflets  just  above  me,  as  the  time  creeps  on  apace. 

'Mid  sweet,  sweet  breath  of  flow'rs,  I'll  await  your  Bmiang  face.— Chokub. 
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THE    DUDE. 

Recited  by  MaU.  McElroy. ' 


Between  his  pearly  teeth  a  pick, 
In  his  hand  a  little  stick; 
Pointed  toes,  yards  of  collar. 
In  his  pocket  half  a  d6llar, 
Spiko  pants,  color  light. 
Can't  sit  down — awful  tight, 
Very  tired  standing,  'fraid  to  squat, 
Bust  the  stitches. 

Awful  noise  over  rending  breeches. 
Little  Dudeen  passes  by, 
Langtry  bangs,  heaves  a  sigh, 
Bighs  a  smole,  bobs  her  sash, 
Mr.  Dude  makes  a  mash. 
Dudeen's  thirsty,  Delmonico 
Sogood  water,  Icniou  squash. 
Eyes  bewitching,  smiles  intense, 
He  don't  smile — sixty  cents. 
Tries  to  borrow  from  the  mash — 
She  turns  red,  nixey  cash. 
Bound  is  heard  of  bursting  stitches, 
Awful  noise  of  rending  breeches. 
Girley  faints,  dude  flops. 
No  more  mashes.     Curtain  drops. 


FRENCH_FLATS. 

As  sung  with  great  success  by  Tonjr  Pastor. 

Send  Tour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wchnian,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receire 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  {English  and  Oerman 

Songs— (Yee.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I'll  sing  of  a  charming  retreat, 

■Where  I  have  been  lately  residing. 
With  everything  cosy  and  neat. 

My  neighbors  are  sweet  and  confiding; 
It's  furnished  in  elegant  style. 

Rich  carpets  and  soft  Turkish  mats — 
And  now  I  have  something  to  tell  you 

Of  the  iK'ople  who  live  in  French  flats. 

Chorus.  - 

French  flats  are  charming  retreats. 

For  beautiful  belles,  for  elegant  swells; 
French  flats  arc  charming  retreats. 

But,  oh,  they  would  never  suit  me. 

>      There's  an  old  Yankee  lady  from  Maine, 

Who  lives  with  her  dear  married  daughter. 
All  day  you  will  hear  her  complain. 

Of  the  smoke,  and  the  gas,  and  the  water; 
There's  an  old  maid  who  keeps  herself  jolly, 

With  parrots,  and  poodles,  and  cats; 
And  a  barber,  with  eye  melancholy, 

Maj'  be  found  in  those  fancy  French  flats. — Cliorut. 

There's  an  actor  of  fame  and  renown, 

Who  practices  terrible  pieces; 
He  paces  the  floor  up  and  down. 

While  grandly  his  passion  increases; 
There's  a  musical  man  with  a  flute, 

He  knows  all  the  new-fa.shioned  airs. 
And  the  girl  with  her  grand  concertina, 

Can  be  heard  up  the  five  flights  of  stairs. — Choiiis. 

Now  often  I'm  out  very  late. 

And  when  I  get  home  I've  a  failing       . 
For  opening  some  other  man's  door. 

And  then  be  thrown  over  the  railing;    ■ 
Thro' long,  narrow  hallways  I  roam. 

In  terror  my  heart  pit-a-pat; 
;  Oh !  you,  who  possess  your  own  dwellings. 

Keep  clear  of  those  charming  French  flats. — Chorui. 

Spoken — You  know  those  cosey,  convenient  apartments  which 
they  call  French  flats.  They've  got  to  be  very  fashionable,  you 
know.  You're  bound  to  go  up  in  the  world  when  you  live  in 
them.  Up  five  pairs  of  stairs.  They  have  all  the  modern  im- 
provements. You  can  have  the  morning  paper  brought  up  on  the 
dumb  waiter.  A  friend  of  mine  got  married  lately,  and  after  a 
pleasant  wedding  tour  I  found  him  with  his  lovely  bride  at  the 
Fifth  Avenue  Ht^tel.  He  asked  what  sort  of  a  house  she  would 
like  for  their  honeymoon.     Oh,  lovely!  she  said,  do  take  a — 

French  flats  are  charming  retreats,  &c. 


The  Man  Who  Never  Tumbled. 

Sung  by  the  prince  of  sable  humorists,  BiUy  Birch. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  182S,  New  York  City,  and  reoalTW 

by  return  mail  a  coniulete  Catalogue  of  over  90(10  Popular  English  and  QermAit 
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There  was  a  fellow,  his  name  was  Jake, 

For  nerve  he  did  take  the  cake. 

He  coral)ed  his  hair  with  a  farmer's  rake, 

And  like  an  earthquake  grumbletl; 
He'd  come  to  your  house  and  make  you  sick, 
He  wouldn't  care  if  him  you'd  kick. 
His  head  was  just  about  three  feet  tliick,    ■ . 

This  man  that  never  tumbled. 
He'd  visit  you,  and  your  wife  he'd  kiss, 
A  chance  for  a  drink  lie'd  never,  never  miss. 
And  if  he  thought  3'ou  had  a  dime 
He'd  give  you  the  brace  every  time; 
If  a  free  lunch  he  would  spy. 
He'd  eat  it  all  or  he  would  die. 
He'd  see  a  pretty  girl  on  the  street 
And  pass  remarks  about  her  feet. 
He'd  give  a  bartender  the  wink, 
'        *       And  never  was  known  to  pay  for  a  drink. 
He  died  of  enlargement  of  the  jaw. 
When  he  tackled  his  mother-in-law;  .. 

When  he  died  he  wouldn't  admit. 
And  made  the  tmdertaker  have  a  fit. 
When  he  was  buried,  what  do  you  think? 
He  got  out  of  his  grave  to  get  a  drink; 
His  ghost  went  wandering  through  the  street. 
He  met  a  cop  on  his  beat. 
He  stole  his  coat  and  great  big  stick, 
And  called  the  cop  a  Chinese  mick. 

And  when  he  got  hit  he  grumbled. 
And  though  his  head  in  two  was  broke. 
He  thought  it  really  was  a  joke. 
And  never  a  word  by  him  was  spoke. 

For  he  was  a  man  that  never  tumbled.  . 


G-LIDING-  UP  THE  STREAM. 

By  Edward  Harrigan.    As  sung  by  Harrigan  and  Hart. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wil  be  sent  to  any  addresH,  post-paid,  on  receipt  ct  40  | 
cents:  or  this  and  anytwoother  SongsforOne  Di)llar,  by  H.  J.  ^\  ehman,   130  Park 
I  Row,  New  York  dity.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Tune — "Qliding  Down  the  Stream." 


One  year  ago  my  Willie 

Gently  took  a  sail, 
As  far  as  Blackwell's  Island, 

He  couldn't  find  no  bail; 
He'd  been  h'isting  sour  mashes, 

'Till  he  got  on  too  much  steam, 
In  a  Bellcvue  ferry  vessel,  oh!  .         ■ 

He  glided  up  the  stream. 

Chorus. 

Gliding  up  the  stream. 

Oh!  how  the  snoozers  .scream. 
With  bums  afloat  on  a  Bellevue  boat. 

It's  a  ten  day  dizzy  dream; 
Gliding  up  the  stream, 

To  wear  a  suit  of  Jean, 
Oh!  what  a  gawk,  to  leave  New  York, 

And  go  gliding  up  the  stream. 

They  put  him  in  the  baker's — 

My  Willie  pure,  as  snow. 
And  made  him  count  the  raisins, 

And  stamp  down  all  the  dough; 
They  cut  his  curly  ringlets, 

Yes,  shaved  his  head  off  clean, 
To  make  him  look  respectable. 

After  gliding  up  the  stream. — Chorut. 

When  Will  came  from  the  prison. 

He  floated  in  a  tank. 
He  landed  in  Astoria, 

On  Long  Island's  grassy  bank; 
He  fell  down  on  his  benders. 

So  bad  bis  eye  did  gleam. 
Saying,  "  You'll  never  catch-ee  me  no  mor-ee. 

Gliding  up  the  stream." — Cliorut. 
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Don't  Shut  Out  the  Sunlight,  Mother. 


Word*  and  oiusio  by  Will.  H.  Fox. 


\   i 


Tbe  Words  knd  MuMc  of  this  Soni;  will  bo  sent  to  any  nddivsi,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

ceats;  or  this  and  any  two  oChiT  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  VSO  I'ark 

Row,  iS«w  York  City.    Poiitaifo  StainpH  taken  sainu  on  i-ash  for  all  our  goods. 

Don't  shut  out  the  sunlight,  mother. 

Let  the  sunshine  in  agiiin. 
Its  beams  may  woo  mo  off  to  shimbers, 

For  I've  tried  to  sleep  in  vain; 
Mother,  I  have  watched  for  hours. 

As  I  lay  here  all  alone, 
How  those  sweet  and  fragrant  flowers 
Faded  when  the  sun  had  gone. 

Ciiouus. 
Don't  shut  out  tlie  sunlight,  mother. 

Let  it  beam  on  me  once  more. 
Ere  the  angels  call  me,  mother. 
To  the  happy  golden  shore. 

Don't  shut  out  the  sunlight,  mother. 

For  it  is  my  last  request. 
Nor  do  not  close  the  shutters,  mother, 

Till  I  pass  away  to  rest; 
When  you  find  that  I  am  dying, 

To  be  laid  beneath  the  clay, 
Lay  me  gently,  won't  you,  mother. 

Where  the  golden  sunbeams  stray. — Chorut. 


G-ILHOOLY'S    SUPPER    PARTY. 


Copyright,  1«87,  by  F.  Harding. 


I  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wil  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
'         cents;  or  this  and  any  twoothiT  SoiufsfurOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \\ehnian,   130   Park 
Row,  Sew  York  City.     I'ostage  Stamps  takfn  same  o^  cash  for  all  our  goods. 
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Gilhooly  gave  a  supper  to  his  friends  a  week  as"; 

There  were  guests  from  C'oiuity  (ialway  and  from  Sligo  and  Mayo, 

Tlie  dining  room  was  elegant  with  flowers  and  with  fruit, 

And  Gilhooly  was  a  dandy  in  bis  upen-vested  suit. 

He'd  everything  that  grew  above  or  undernoath  the  ground; 

Ue  had  a  dozen  "  naygurs  "  for  to  hand  the  grub  around. 

I  never  saw  such  eticjuette  as  was  displayed  that  night; 

I  swear  that  it  w  ould  knock  a  whitehuu^se  dinner  out  of  sight. 

CiioRis. 
There  wan  ham  and  lamb,  l)ecr  by  the  bucket  and  imported  "  C'h.tm." 
And  you  never  saw  such  a  divll  of  a  jam  as  there  was  when  we  all  sat  down. 
With  forks  and  knives  we  worked  away  like  working  for  our  lives,  [town. 

And  the  boys  and  girls,  and  the  fellows  and  their  wives  uearly  eat  up  half  the 

When  Father  Murphy  started  "  grace  "  car  heads  we  had  to  stoop. 

When  "  grace  "  was  over  all  the  ••  naygurs  "  holler'd,  "  Who's  for  soupy  " 

Maloney  with  his  knife  and  fork  his  sou])  began  to  ate, 

'Till  you  never  saw  the  whiskers  of  a  man  in  .such  a  state. 

When  Burke  began  to  monkey  with  a  bird's  anatomee. 

It  flew  right  off  the  table  onto  Miss  Mulcahey's  knee, 

'•  Have  you  ever  been  to  Turkey  )■ "  says  Gilhooly  just  for  peace, 

"I  have  not,"  says  Miss  Mulcahey,"bu{at  present  I'm  in  Greece!"— Chorus 

Bedalia  Rooney  eat  so  much  we  thought  that  she  would  die, 

Says  she,  "  I'm  nearly  bustin'.  but  I'll  take  a  piece  of  pi«," 

And  then  to  cap  the  '•smilax,"  if  she  didn't  may  I  sin. 

She  drank  water  from  the  liowi  she  should  have  washed  her  fingers  in. 

But  taken  altogether,  it's  a  thing  we  won't  forget, 

And  wait  awhile,  my  Buckos,  you've  not  heard  the  finish  yet, 

Gilhooly  says,  "you  don't  get"Bupi>ers  like  this  ev'ry  day, 

'Twill  cost  you  just  a  V  apiece,"  and  faith  we  had  to  pay. — Chorus. 


•  »  » 
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GRANDPA'S    DONKEY. 

Sung  w  ith  great  success  by  Lester  and  Williams. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sung  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \Nehnian,  lao  I'aik 

Kow,  New  York  City.     I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Tune— "A  Violet  From  .Mother's  firave." 

Grandpa  had  a  donkev,  his  maiden  name  was  Pete, 

The  masher  of  the  staljles,  he  had  no  nose  or  feet; 

He  would  get  drunk  on  oysters,  was  cross-eyed  and  too  fresh. 

His  bones  weighed  forty  ounces,  and  you  could  not  see  bis  flesh. 

As  a  kicker,  none  slicker,  he  won  the  cake  and  cheese. 

He'd  wear  out  any  sidewalk  and  eat  up  house  and  trees; 

He  was  trained  in  the  hind  legs,  he  could  drain  stale  beer  kegs. 

Grandpa's  heart  is  broke  since  Peter  died. 

ClIOKUS. 

Peter  kicked  *Ih;  bucket,  for  he  had  the  yellow  Jaundice, 

They  made  mincemeat  of  his  cars,  tail  and  hide, 

To  remove  him  they  were  not  able,  so  they  put  crajH!  upon  the  stable. 

Grandpa's  heart  is  oroke  since  Peter  died. 

He  was  l)orn  in  the  eonth  of  Italy,  his  parents  they  were  Jews, 
He  stfKxl  seventeen  feet  high  in  stockiims  without  sh<M's; 
With  Koscoe  he  went  to  Congress,  and  if  he  had  acted  smart,* 
He  might  have  been  conductor  on  a  dizzy  railway  cart; 
But  he  was  a  bummer,  a  loafer,  a  turncoat  and  a  tramp. 
His  sickn'.-ss  was  caused  from  drinking  out  of  a  Chinese  lamp; 
He  ate  up  fourteen  nens,  cleaned  out  sixty-eight  pig-pens. 
Grandpa's  heart  is  broke  since  Peter  died. 

Chokis. 

Snowballs  on  his  tombstone  to  keep  his  memory  fresh. 

This  Quadruped  I  don't  think  ever  lied; 

He  is  ouried  in  our  back  yard,  his  headstone  is  a  postal  card, 

So  grandpa's  heart  is  broke  since  Peter  died. 


I    Wonder    What    They're    Sprin^ng 

on  Us  Now. 

Written  and  composed  by  James  McAvoy. 


Send  your  name  and  addre**  to  II.  J.  Wehnian.  1.10  Park  Kow,  New  York  City,  and  receive 
by  return  mall  a  ooniplete  Catalogue  of  over  'MOO  i'optilar  Knglish  and  German 

Songs  -t'lve.     1  osloge  Stiimps  taken  same  as  cash  for  iul  our  goods. 
•  

Everybody  has  their  troubles,  and  the  more  they  fret  it  doubles, 

While  they  link  themselves  in  other  folks'  affairs. 

They  overdo  themselves  outrightly,  their  ideas  are  so  slightly, 

Insteaii  of  up,  they  are  going  down  the  .stairs. 

They  all  come  to  their  senses  when  some  witty  brain  commences, 

For  to  start  a  thing  and  really  show  them  how". 

You  will  often  here  them  mention,  with  a  very  light  intention. 

Asking  what  the  deuce  they're  springing  on  us  now? 

CHOKC8. 

We  laugh  at  things  rediculous,  and  often  it  will  tickle  us. 
It  starts  in  fun,  but  winds  up  in  a  row. 

And  we  ask  and  answer  questions,  and  make  such  suggestions. 
With  a  wonder  what  they're  springing  on  us  now.    .,. 

Now,  your  foolish  if  you  marry,  you'll  wish  that  you  bad  tarried, 

If  you  do  you'll  lind  jour  prosixjcts  ain't  so  bright, 

'Tis  then  you'll  have  to  hustle  and  exercise  your  muscle. 

Just  take  my  word  you'll  kick  yourself  for  si)ite; 

ISometiines  your  wife  will  jaw  you,  and  tell  you  that  she  saw  you, 

A  fooling  with  some  other  fellow's  frau, 

With  u  washboard  or  a  pitcher,  in  the  neck  she'll  surely  hit  you. 

You'll  wonder  what  she's  springing  on  you  now. 

Chorus. 

And  some  night  when  you  are  snoozing,  you  wake  up  in  confusion, 
With  a  pair  of  twins  the  nurse  will  make  a  bow; 
When  she  lays  them  on  your  arm.  it  would  be  no  harm. 
For  to  ask  her  what  she's  springing  on  you  now. 


The  Letter  From  Over  the  Sea. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  .Song  » ill  be  sent  to  any  a<ldres.s,  pr>Kt-|>aid.  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  mid  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II  .).  Weliiiian,  130  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.     Postage  .stamps  taken  sainea.s  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


As  Nelly  one  morning  was  thinking  of  days  gone  away, 

To  the  Ijcat  of  her  heart  and  her  spinning. 
She  warbled  this  sweet  little,  bright  little  lay. 

The  notes  to  her  lips  sweetly  springing: 
"  He  told  me  he  ne'er  loved  anotlier. 

He  called  me  Mavourneen  Machree, 
But  ah !  sure  he's  with  me  no  longer, 

For  he  is  gone  over  the  sea — 
But  ah!  sure  he's  with  me  no  longer, 

For  he  is  gone  over  the  sea. 

"Tis  long,  very  long  since  he  left  me. 

And  oh  I  they  woidd  make  ni}'  heart  sore. 
They  said  tliat  his  Coleen  forgetting, 

Ile'tl  wed,  and  I'd  sec  him  no  more. 
But  still  in  my  bosom  a  whisper, 

Tho'  they  chatted  on  very  free. 
Told  honor  and  love  would  be  .sending    ■ 

A  letter  from  over  the  sea — 
Told  honor  and  love  would  be  sending  l      . 

A  letter  from  over  the  sea. 

•'  Last  night  in  a  beautiful  vision, 

A  robin  flew  round  where  I  lay. 
Ami  a  voice  chirruped  over  my  pillow, 

'  Oh,  come  to  your  Willie  away.' 
I  awoke  and  beheUl  it  wjis  morning. 

The  sun  shone  on  fallow  and  lea. 
And  I  got— oh — how  my  heart  flutteredl 

A  letter  from  over  the  sea — 
And  I  g(;t — oh — how  my  heart  flutteredl 

A  letter  from  over  the  sea. 

"  Impressed  on  the  seal  e'er  I  broke  it, 

Two  hearts  in  a  ribbon  were  Ixmnd, 
When  I  kissed  it  and  ojK'ne<l  it  swiftly. 

Whore  a  bonnie  bright  charm  I  found. 
Its  name  I'll  not  mention  to  any. 

But  some  one  is  watcliing  for  me, 
Oh,  waft  ye  winds  till  I  answer. 

The  letter  from  over  the  sea— 
Oh,  waft  ye  winds  till  I  answer, 
. .  The  letter  from  over  the  sea." 
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The  Letter  From  Over  the  Sea. 

Written  and  composed  by  Carney  Chamben.  ■■..,;, 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  S>oii(;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pogtrpaid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otiier  Sungrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  if orlc  cflty.    Voislatiti  Stamps  talcen  stuue  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


This  is  tlic  letter  sure  Barney  has  brought  me, 

It's  from  the  dear  ones  far  over  the  sea, 
Sure  there's  never  a  heart  could  ever  forget  them, 

I  know  that  I  left  them  in  sorrow  and  tears.  * 

The  sweet  voice  of  comfort  now  is  all  silent,       -     ■    . 

Since  I  have  left  my  own  mother's  knee. 
The  cot  I  was  born  in  is  taken  now  from  her,  .' 

It  says  in  this  letter  from  over  the  sea. 

Chokus. 

This  is  the  letter  sure  Barney  has  brought  me, 

It's  from  the  dear  one  far  over  tlie  sea; 
The  l)oys  and  the  girls  they  all  gather  round  me 

To  hear  that  sweet  letter  from  over  the  sea.  ; 

Sure  I'll  never  forget  when  the  l)ig  ship  was  ready, 

The  tears  from  her  eyes  rolled  down  on  the  shore, 
"Where  she  said  good-bye,  Barney,  yoifre  going  forever. 

Like  the  leaves  with  the  tide  30U  will  come  back  no  more. 
Heaven,  God  bless  you,  I  know  that  she  loves  me, 

ilore  than  the  jewels  wherever  I  be, 
If  the  sun  shines  to-morrow  no  more  I'll  have  sorrow, 

But  go  back  with  this  letter  from  over  the  sea. — Chortts. 


THEY'RE    NOT  ASLEEP. 

Written  by  Hen.  Alk-n,  of  I>evere  and  Allen. 


Send  TOur  nanie  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  coniplet<-  C'atalo|fU<>  of  over  SOUU  Popular  Knijriisli  and  liorman 

Son^^s— Free.     Poetai;e  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  ^oods. 


The  female  sex  of  the  prccont  day  are  in  all  sorts  of  disgiiisc. 
Their  make  up  ia  neat,  their  talk  is  8we«;t,  on  them  you  nay  is  no  flies; 
To  Coney  Island  you  may  k*>i  around  you  they  wiHtTcoi). 
They'll  cut  a  dash  and  theu  you're  inai<hed,  for  they're  not  .i.>ileei). 

Chorus. 

They're  not  asleepj  they're  not  asleep. 

Diamonds  wear,  with  goldeu  lockets,  on  the  strength  of  young  men's  pockets, 

They're  not  asleep,  they're  not  asleep. 

You'll  spend  your  diujt,  go  home  yon  must,  for  they're  not  asleep. 

The  water  is  fresh,  the  air  is  cool,  von  bet  they  are  no  fool. 

They'll  call  you  dear,  for  a  glass  of  beer,  then  play  you  a  game  of  pool. 

They  walk  you  down  upon  the  shore,  their  style  you  will  adore. 

You  8ay  it's  nice,  and  spend  your  price,  for  wine  you'll  call  for  more.— Chori's. 

■   v'  .  CuoBrs.  ■'"/■■'-■'.. 

They're  not  asleep,  they're  not  asleep, 

With  celluloid  bustle,  t'hey  will  hustle,  use  your  face  with  all  their  lunsclo. 
They're  not  asleep,  they're  not  asleep. 
They  get  your  money,  now  ain't  it  funny,  while  you  are  fast  asleep. 

To  Long  Branch  with  your  diamond  pin,  yon  take  the  races  in, 

With  your  money  in  your  oymn  hand,  she  tickles  you  under  the  chin; 

She  says,  "  Now  George,  dear,  don't  you  Ix-t,"  with  their  la-la  they  can't  be  beat. 

Your  boodle  will  go  iK-fore  you  know,  while  they  put  you  fast  to  skn-p. 

CuoRi>. 

But  they're  not  asleep,  they're  not  asleep; 

You'll  lose  your  diamond  ring  and  locket.i,  then  go  home  with  empty  pockets. 

They're  not  asleep,  they're  not  asleep,  [ling. 

You'll  buy  her  a  sealskin  cloak,  your  bank-book  broke,  while  you  are  fast  a  bust- 


Pretty  Mary,  the  Dairyman^  s  Daughter 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  S<imk  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonffs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamiis  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  groods. 


Faix  it's  I'll  sing  you  a  ditty  tliat's  funny  and  witty, 

Yet  it  wakens  tlie  pity  of  ever}'  one. 
It's  in  vain  ye'll  be  thryin'  to  prevint  3'eersels  cryin*, 

An'  ycr  eyes  ye'll  be  dliryin'  whin  my  song  is  done. 
'Twns  in  swate  Tipperary  there  stud  a  nate  dairy, 

Wid  the  name  iv  Ned  Carey  wrute  over  the  door, 
An"  sure  Ned  sould  good  butter,  so  it  said  on  the  shutter, 

And  beautiful  googeens  a  shilling  a  score. 

Chorus. 

An' he  had  a  fine  daughter  call'd  Mary, 

The  pride  iv  her  dad  an'  his  dairy, 
Och!  she  was  his  delight  an'  the  pearl  iv  his  sight. 

An'  as  frisky  an'  blithe  as  a  fairy. 


Poor  old  Ned  loved  his  daughter,  for  an  aagel  he  thought  her. 

An'  fine  clothes  he  brought  her  to  make  her  look  gay. 
An'  she  was  a  sweet  creature,  so  full  of  good  nature,  ' 

An'  as  fair  in  ach  fathure  as  the  blossom  o'  May 
She  was  always  intrudliiu'  and  iiiver  a  feud  in, 

So  ye'll  all  be  kindudin'  she'd  iv  lovers  her  share. 
There  was  tradesmin  an'  doctors  an'  law3ers  and  proctors. 

Came  no  ind  of  miles  from  the  divil  knows  where. 

Chorus.  .  -..  '.    .  ; 

Just  to  get  a  smile  from  sweet  Marj^ 
The  pride  iv  her  dad  an'  his  dairy,  ,' 

,:.    Och!  she  was  his  delight  and  the  jxiarl  iv  his  sight,  .  '    ' 

An'  as  frisky  and  blithe  as  a  fairy. 

But  so  plaze  )'ou,  sweet  JIary  lov'd  one  Paddy  Rarey      .■       ;.. 

Who  could  dance  lik  a  fairy  an'  twirl  his  stick;  ■    >., 

Tho'  his  birth  wjus  a  misthry,  could  trace  his  ancistry. 

Thro'  the  pages  iv  histhry  to  Amonacliuic: 
But  ]Mar}'"s  ould  daddy  didn't  care  for  young  Paddy,  ' 

For  no  money  had  he  .sure  a  wife  to  support; 
An' a  silk}' ould  waver,  a  well-to-do  shaver. 

Crept  into  Ned's  favor  his  daughter  to  court. 

Chorus. 
An' was  promised  the  hand  iv  sweet  Mar}',  — 

The  pride  iv  her  dad  an'  his  dairy, 
Och!  she  was  his  delight  an' the  pearl  iv  his  sight, 

An' as  frisky  an' blithe  as  a  fairy. 

Mary's  lovers  got  jealous  an'  oft  they  did  bellus, 

Sayin'  befors  they'll  expel  us  we'll  all  take  the  sack; 
One  wint  home  to  his  garden,  an'  (cravin'  ycr  pardon), 

lie  dug  up  the  devil  an'  .shoveled  him  back.  ", 

An'  some  sliouldered  arums  an'  others  sung  jieamis,  ■'■■■ 

An'  many  tried  chariims  till  their  houses  they  burn'd. 
An'  the  papers  related  iv  "  death's  contemplated," 

Thro' love  it  shtated,  which  wasn't  returned. 

Chorus. 
By  the  beautiful  heart-killin'  Mary, 

The  pride  iv  her  dad  an'  his  dairy, 
Och!  she  was  his  delight,  an'  the  pearl  -'v  his  sight, 

An'  as  frisky  an'  blithe  as  a  fairy. 

So  one  day  to  her  father,  sez  ]\Iary  I'd  rather  , 

Be  siugfe  for  life,  than  that  life  sliud  be  ruled 
By  a  crawlin'  ould  waver,  an'  I'll  not  have  the  craver 

If  the  hair  iv  his  head  hung  with  diamonds  an'  gold. 
Siz  her  father,  daunt  raise  me,  for  the  divil  may  saise  me. 

If  ye  iver  have  Pat,  I'd  as  lave  see  yer  dead. 
Thin  he  turii'd  like  a  wild  boor,  an'  bullied  his  child  sure, 

'Till  she  fell  on  the  tiled  flure,  her  senses  most  flod. 

Chorus. 

An'  yer  wouldn't  give  that  for  jxiot  Mary,  "     . . 

The  pride  iv  her  dad  an'  his  dairy, 
Och!  she  was  his  delight  an' the  pearl  iv  his  sight,  '; 

An'  as  frisky  an'  blithe  as  a  fairy. 

But  at  last  she  got  betthur  an' wraiit  Pat  a  letthur. 

Telling  him  to  forget  her  an'  bid  him  good-bye! 
Thin  she  gave  a  great  shiver,  flue  away  to  the  river. 

Axed  God  to  forgive  her,  an'  prepared  for  to  die! 
Cum  away  from  the  water,  shoutetl  Ned  to  his  daughter. 

An'  you  shall  wed  Pat  an'  have  all  yer  dad's  tin, 
But  it  wasn't  so  aisy,  for  the  sjxii  bein'  grazy. 

An'  her  mind  bein'  crazy,  she  slipped  and  fell  in. 

Chorus. 

An'  all  down  to  the  bottom  went  Mary,        . 

In  sight  of  her  dad  an'  his  dairy, 
Och!  she  was  his  delight  an'  the  pearl  iv  his  sight. 

An'  as  frisky  an'  blithe  as  a  fairy. 

An'  ^Mary's  poor  lover  did  never  recover, 

An'  his  antics  an'  tanthrums  'twas  horrid  to  see, 
'Till  he  tuk  off  his  garther,  .some  forty  years  afther 

An'  hoong  himsetf  tip  to  a  mulljerry  tree! 
An'  sure  ould  Ned  Carey  foUied  Pat  an'  Mary, 

An'  they  haunted  the  dairy  an'  kicked  up  a  great  din. 
An"  such  shriekin'  an'  laughter,  from  foundation  to  rafther. 

Was  heard  for  years  afther  till  the  house  it  fell  in! 

Chorus. 
■     An' that  was  the  ind  o' poor  Mary, 
Her  Paddy,  her  dad,  an'  the  dairy, 
An'  from  that  same  night  I've  never  seen  sight, 
Iv  the  home  iv  the  l^autiful  fairy. 
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A  Soldier  To-Night  is  Our  G-uest. 

The  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  recipt  .f  40 

oents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sunirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  It.  J.  VV  ehinan,  130  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  St«  mp«  taken  same  us  eash  for  all  our  goods. 

Fan,  fan  the  gay  hearth,  and  fling  back  the  barr'd  door, 
Strew,  strew  the  fresh  rushes  around  on  the  floor, 
And  blithe  be  the  welcome  in  every  breast. 
For  a  soldier — a  soldier  to-uight  is  our  guest. 

All  honor  to  bim,  who,  when  danger  afar, 
Had  lighted  for  ruin  his  ominous  star. 
Left  pleasures  and  country,  and  kindred  behind, 
And  sped  to  the  shock  on  the  wings  of  the  wind. 

If  you  value  the  blessings  that  shine  at  our  hearth — 
The  wife's  smiling  welcome,  tlie  infant's  sweet  mirth — 
While  they  charm  us  at  eve.  let  us  think  upon  those 
Who  have  bought  with  their  blood  our  domestic  repose. 

Then  share  with  a  soldier  your  hearth  and  your  home, 
And  warm  be  your  greeting  whene'er  he  shall  come; 
Let  love  light  a  welcome  in  every  breast, 
For  a  soldier — a  soldier  to-night  is  our  guest. 


•  »  » 


FM  A  JOLLY  J.ITTLE    FELLOW. 


Written  by  J.  P.  SkeUy. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  oth^r  Song:)  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^^  ehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Puslatfe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


I'm  quite  a  social  favorite, 

Of  all  the  girls  the  pet, 
I  sport  the  latest  fashion, 

Tho'  I'm  seldom  out  of  debt. 
My  wardrobe's  varied  and  complete, 

Mv  necktie's  pink  and  j-eliow; 
I'm  known  around  society. 

As  a  jolly  little  fellow. 

Chorus. 
I'm  a  jolly  little  fellow. 

In  my  manner  free  and  gay, 
Tho'  with  wine  I'm  often  mellow — 

'Tis  for  pleasure  by  tlie  way; 
All  my  friends  with  gladness  greet  me. 

Wherever  I  may  be, 
They  love  to  share  the  hours  so  fair, 

In  a  jolly  time  with  me. 

I've  lately  thouj?ht  of  marriage, 

And,  with  serious  intent, 
L'^nto  the  lady's  rich  papa, 

With  trembling  heart  I  went. 
He  chilled  me  when  he  cooly  said: 

"  What  claims  have  you,  pray  tell?  "     "  Oh! 
I  know  she  loves  me,  sir,  because 

I'm  a  jolly  little  fellow." 

Spokex — Yes,  the  old  gentleman  seemed  somewhat  surprised 
when  I  demanded  the  hand  of  his  daughter.  "  Who  are  you,  any- 
way?" said  he.  "Why,  don't  you  know  me?"  said  I;  "I'm 
Berry  Wall !  My  parents  are  very  rich.  My  father  is  a  poet — 
hence  their  opulence.  His  wealth  l)eing  '  tied  up,'  however,  (in 
other  people's  purses),  he  is  compelled  to  utilize  his  descriptive 
talents  in  the  unromautic  field  of  commerce  as  a  book  agent,  while 
I,  fully  appreciating  my  own  qualifications,  drift  upon  the  surface 
of  a  dazzling  world  as  an  exemplifier  of  fashion.  I  shall  be  a  good 
husband  to  her,"  says  I,  "  and  do  her  errands  for  her  like  a  little 
gentleman.     I  shall  never  lose  my  temper,  because  " — Vhoru*. 

I  soon  shall  be  a  Benedict, 

And  then  I'll  settle  down; 
I'll  feed  my  wife  on  blandishments, 

And  kiss  away  each  frown. 
Perhaps  in  future  there  may  come 

Domestic  storms  to  bellow. 
When  I  am  dancing  on  my  knee, 

A  jolly  little  fello'w! 


MAS    BABY. 

Written  expressly  for  Kice  and  Barton  by  Ben.  OolUna, 


Spoken — Of  course,  no  one  knows  what  may  nappen. 
any  event,  you  always  find  that — Vh&ru$. 


But  in 


Who  is  it  in  the  stilly  night 
Yells  like  satan  in  a  fight, 
Roars  with  paregoric  might? 
Ma's  baby. 

Who  was  it  ate  the  arsenic, 
And  touched  a  match  to  the  bed  tick. 
And  told  the  cook  to  fry  a  brick? 
Ma's  baby. 

Who  was  it  drank  the  washing  blue, 
Put  mush  and  milk  in  father's  shoes. 
And  fed  the  chickens  vermifuge? 
Ma's  baby. 

Who  was  it  with  a  loaf  of  bread  did  creep 
Into  a  molasses  barrel  six  feet  deep. 
And  got  stuck  in  there  for  over  a  week? 
Ma's  baby. 

Who  was  it  tied  a  flour  sieve 
To  poor  dog  Towser's  negative, 
And  castor  oil  to  the  Tom  cat  did  give? 
Ma's  baby. 

Who  was  it  when  but  twenty -one 
Robbed  a  hen  roost  just  for  fun. 
And  chewed  tobacco  by  the  ton? 
Ma's  baby. 

Who  was  it  called  his  father  boss. 
And  his  oock-eyed  sister  Charley  Ross, 
And  got  fourteen  years  for  st'jaling  a  horse? 
Ma's  big  baby. 
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The  Steak  That  Never  Came. 


Written  by  Thoa.  P.  OeU 

The  Words  and  MuiUc  of  this  Song  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Tuno— "  The  Letter  that  Never  Came." 


Last  night  I  had  ten  cents,  in  a  restaurant  I  went 

To  eat,  for  I  waa  hungry  an  a  bear; 
The  cashier  sized  me  up  as  I  went  in  to  sup. 

And  the  waiter  handed  nie  the  bill  of  fare; 
I  loolced  it  o'er  and  o'er,  there  were  things  there  by  the  score, 

Steaks  and  chops  and  every  kind  of  game; 
I  ordered  a  small  otcak  and  the  paper  I  did  take 

To  sit  and  read,  and  wait  until  it  came. 

Cnonrs. 
Oh,  would  it  be  made  of  leather,  that  has  stood  out  in  the  weather? 

After  eating,  would  it  make  me  gripe  with  painl* 
I  waited  there  an  hour  that  small  steak  to  devour, 

But  the  Bteaklet  that  I  longed  for  u«ver  came. 

The  waiter  rushed  about,  down  the  dummy  he  would  shout, 

"Where  is  the  steak  I  ordered  long  ago)"" 
Then  around  the  plai'c  lie'd  skate,  and  the  people  had  to  wait 

For  the  cook  to  send  the  things  up  fruiii  Delow; 
Then  he  murmured,  '*  Waiter,  here,  will  you  kindly  try  and  steer 

That  steak  to  me  before  I  die  in  pain? " 
I  was  alinoHt  out  of  breath,  I  was  nearly  starved  to  death, 

While  waiting  for  that  steak  that  never  came. 

Chorus. 
You  could  hear  the  codfish  ball,  and  the  cockroaches  would  cnwl 
.    Around  the  pies  till  they  were  limp  and  lame; 
When  the  butter  got  a  chance  it  would  <lo  a  song  and  dance. 
Still  the  steaklei  that  I  looked  for  never  came. 

They  had  Boston  pork  and  beans,  that  were  ripped  down  at  the  seams; 

They  had  doughnuts  that  had  laid  there  many  davs; 
Tliey  had  dillerent  kinds  of  pies,  that  were  frescoed  o'er  with  flies. 

And  Uiey  dished  them  up  art  currenta  to  the  jays; 
They  brought  tne  a  plate  of  hash,  that  was  growing  a  moustache, 

I  cut  its  Tiuir  and  shaved  it  with  a  plane; 
It's  a  wonder  I  survived,  it's  a  wonder  I'm  alive, 
And  I'm  glad  the  steak  I  ordered  never  came. 

Chorus. 
I  paid  my  little  bill  and  my  heart  with  joy  did  fill 

When  l  found  myself  ui>on  the  street  again; 
The  odor  it  was  fearful,  and  I  was  sad  and  tearful. 
But  I'm  glad  the  little  steaklet  never  came. 


— "  Shall  I  play  'Over  the  Garden  Wall  ?' "  asked  the  organ- 
j  grinder.     "  No,"  replied  the  citizen,  "  I  would  rather  you  would 
play  in  the  next  street."  ..  v.    '•■: 


— Husband — "Mary,  my  love,  this  apple  dumpling  Ifl  not  half  ] 
done."     "  Well,  finish  it  then,  my  dear." 


— Superintendent  (to  little  girl) — "  Now,  mv  dear,  how  can  you 
best  show  your  appreciation  to  j'our  parents  for  the  liberal  educa- 
tion they  have  given  you?  "    Little  girl — "  By  marrying  rich,  Sir." 
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ONE   OF  THE   BRAVEST. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  wmu  Woodward  A  Ca    ; 
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When  tbe  bugle  calls  to  arms,  to  arms. 

The  soldier's  always  ready, 
Armed,  capable,  a  hero  he. 

Is  faithful,  staunch,  and  steady. 
The  battlefield  may  have  its  charms,         ■  , 

For  those  who  fame  desire,  , 

Go,  count  the  famous  battles  won 

By  those  who  fight  with  fire. 

Chorus. 

One  of  the  bravest,  one  of  the  bravest. 

One  of  the  tendcrcst  in  the  ranks  of  all  the  brave, 
•    Never  a  stranger,  where  there  is  danger, 

Wlien  from  the  jaws  of  death  there  is  life  to  save. 
Clambering  higher  into  the  fire, 

Fighting  the  raging  demon  undismayed. 
Never  surrender,  loving  and  tender. 

Is  the  laddie  of  the  fire  brigade. 

In  the  dead  of  night  when  all  the  world 

In  slumlxjr  calm  is  sleeping. 
Faithful  lie  stands,  while  in  his  hands 

Our  lives  have  got  their  keeping. 
The  lieil  peals  out  its  warning  note, 

Red  glows  the  morning  sky, 
The  fireman  at  his  post  is  found, 

Perhaps  he's  there  to  die. — Chorus. 

On  the  burning  roof  the  hero  stands,  ■'.../• 

Close  to  his  bosom  pressing,  ,  ; 

A  baby  snatched  from  out  the  flames. 

With  tender  touch  caressing. 
How  often  does  the  blazing  mass 

Become  his  funeral  pyre, 
God  bless  the  gallant  Iwys  who  fought 

The  demon  foe  called  fire. — Choitu. 


SOUR    GRAPES. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  WVIiman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 
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A  sly  old  fo.x,  as  I've  been  told. 

Sat  looking  for  an  hour 
At  big  sweet  graj)es  he  couldn't  reach. 

Then  left  and  called  them  sour. 
Now  that's  the  way  with  the  human  race. 

Their  minds  takes  curious  shapes; 
Juat  watcli  them  close,  you'll  find  they're  like 

The  fox  and  the  "  sour  grapes." 

A  young  girl  sees  her  friend  go  by, 

With  a  now  and  stylish  dress;  ;  V; 

.     .        8he  quick  sticks  up  her  little  nose,     .      : 

It  causes  her  distress.  ;     ., 

She  says,  oh,  heavens!  what  a  fit. 

Of  all  the  horrid  shapes; 
She  wouldn't  wear  that  ugly  thing,   r. 

Because  it's  "  sour  grapes."  "     . 

Then  there's  the  dry  old  rusty  cuss     •/: 

Of  sixty  years  or  more; 
When  a  fellow  squeezes  a  lovely  girl,  , 

It  makes  him  awful  sore.  -   \ 

He  once  knew  how  it  was  himself,    • 

Those  naughty  lovers' scrapes. 
But  now  he  hates  the  pretty  girls. 

Because  they're  "  sour  grapes." 

Now,  there's  the  married  couple,  too. 

Who  hates  all  kinds  of  noise. 
And  that's  the  reason  they  never  bad        : 

No  baby  girls  or  boys. 
They'd  have  no  children,  oh,  dear,  no!    • 

They  get  in  such  horrible  scrapes; 
Do  you  know  just  why  they  don't  have  kids? 

Because  they're  "  sour  grapes."  '^ 


"O'HARA,   GET  THE    GAG." 

Written  by  John  Wilkinson.    Sung  by  F.  Peggy. 
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My  name  is  Pete  O'Hara,  boys,  ' 

In  New  York  I  do  live; 
And  if  you  will  but  listen  now. 

The  history  I  will  give  : - 

Of  a  byword  that  is  flung  at  me. 

Wherever  I  may  lag. 
The  "  kids"  cry  out  when  I'm  about,        • 

"  O'Hara,  get  the  gag! "  "   . 

'    ;  .       '  Chorus.  ; 

I  am  an  American  citizen, 

Born  under  the  American  flag; 
But  I  don't  know  what  they  mean  at  all. 

When  they  cry  out:  "Get  the  gag!" 

The  other  day  I  left  my  house. 

And  went  upon  a  spree; 
I  took  a  boat  and  went  afloat,     ■ 

Up  the  river  to  Fort  Lee; 
And  feeling  tired  and  played  out, 

I  sat  down  on  a  crag,  - 

When  a  friend  came  by,  I  heard  nim  ciy: 

•'  O'Hara,  get  the  gag!  "—Chorus. 

-   ,         I  am  not  rich  at  all,  my  friends, 
;  I  have  to  work  hard  now;  ". 

And  every  penny  I  have  got. 

Was  earned  by  the  sweat  of  my  brow; 
I  bought  a  horse  the  other  daj', 
Some  they  called  him  a  nag, 
When  I  said:  "  Get  up,"  they  cry:  "  Dry  up — 
O'Hara,  get  the  gag!" — Ctiorut. 

I  am  about  tired  of  this  thing,  . 

In  fact  I'm  almost  mad; 
And  if  they  would  forget  that  phrase. 

Indeed  1  would  be  glad; 
If  I  was  only  on  the  force. 

Those  fellows  I  would  bag. 
For  crying  out,  when  I'm  about, 

"  O'Hara,  get  the  gag!  " — Chorui. 
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MARGUERITE. 

<  opyright,  1883,  by  White,  Smith  A  Co. 
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Marguerite!  Marguerite!  my  star  of  hoj^e, 

I  dread  the  day  you'll  forget  me.  Marguerite  I 
And  still  I  know  it  soon  will  come. 

The  festive  dance,  the  rich,  the  gay. 
So  different  from  our  home.  Marguerite! 

I  would  not  chide  thee, 
Chide  thee.  Marguerite! 

Nor  mar  one  joy  of  thine  so  sweet;     ' 
But,  oh !  I  dread  that  weary  day 

You'll  me  forget.  Marguerite  I 
But,  oh!  I  dread  that  weary  day 

You'll  me  forget.  Marguerite! 

I  wandcr'd  down  by  the  little  babbling  brook, 

Its  ev'ry  ripple  speaks  of  thee; 
The  roses,  too,  they  droop  their  heads. 

In  sympathy  with  me,  Marguerite! 
If  this  bright  world,  it  were  all  of  mine  to  give, 

I'd  proudly  lay  it  at  thy  feet; 
But,  oh!  the  thought  you'll  not  be  mine 

Will  break  my  heart.  Marguerite! 
But,  oh!  the  thought  you'll  not  be  mine 

Will  break  my  heart.  Marguerite! 


J 


— ' '  How  styles  have  changed  since 
lady.  "  When  I  was  young  we  used 
neck,  and  gloves  %vith  only  one  button. 


up  to  the  neck  and  only  one  button  on  the  dress." 


I  was  a  girl,"  said  the  old 
to  wear  dresses  up  to  our 
Now  they  wear  tne  glove 
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There's  Something  in  the  Cradle.  ^ 
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I  know  a  cosy  little  lioinc. 

Where  quiet  ahvays  used  to  reign. 
But  now,  if  there  you  chance  to  roam, 

For  quiet  you  will  look  in  vain; 
But  sunshine  seems  to  round  it  cling, 

And  full  of  joy  the  hours  go  by;  • 

The  pretty  birds,  above  it  sing. 

And  would  you  know  the  reason  why? 

Say,  can  you  guess  the  rejvson  why? 

Chorus. 
Hush!  there's  something  in  the  cradle, 

A  tiny,  little  pet! 
And  mother  fondly  whisiwrs. 

It's  just  the  sweetest  yet! 
While  "  rock-a-bye  "  she's  singing. 

Her  glad  heart  Iwats  with  joy; 
There's  something  in  the  cradle — 

It's  a  bouncing  baby  boy! 

Oh,  home  is  never  home  at  all, 

And  lots  of  joys  'tis  sure  to  miss. 
When  on  tlie  stair.«  your  footsteps  fall, 

And  there's  no  baby  cheek  to  kiss! 
How  proudly,  too,  a  daddy  grows. 

When  plodding  from  his  toil  each  day; 
How  soon  his  weary  trouble  goes, 

To  hear  those  pleasant  words  that  ."iay. 

Those  ever-welcome  words  that  say: — Chorui. 

So,  when  a  jolly  smile  you  sec 

On  any  married  fjiee  jou  meet, 
Or  when  you  he.ir  :i  sound  of  glee 

While  passing  thro'  .some  quiet  street, 
You  soon  may  know  the  reason  why. 

Or  else  to  facts  you're  very  blind; 
■  Peep  thro'  the  windows  going  by. 

And  this  is  what  you're  sure  to  find. 

Yes,  very,  very  sure  to  find: — (Jhorui. 


ONE   PAIR   OF   BLACK   EYES. 


As  sung  Ly  Tony  Pastor. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  po!<t-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cent«;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Songs  for  <  Mie  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Tune—"  Jly  Nellie "s  Blue  Eyes." 


Once  I  swore  by  eyes  of  l)lue. 
Heaps  of  trouble  I've  l)een  thro. 
Would  vou  know  the  reason  true? 

My  >relly's  a  fraini! 
When  we  met  'twas  at  a  fair. 
Oh,  she  U)oked  so  lovel}'  there. 
Now  for  her  I  do  not  care. 

My  Nelly's  a  fraud! 
Just  one  week  before  we  wed. 
At  a  ball  some  duffer  said: 
"  That's  my  girl.  Ill  punch  your  head! " 

My  Nelly's  a  fraud! 
Ciiouup. 

One  pair  f»f  black  eyes! 

He  wasn't  my  size! 
That's  what  I  got,  when  she  struck  out, 

Much  to  my  surprise! 

One  pair  of  black  eyes! 

Friends,  take  my  advice, 
Don't  strike  a  man  like  Sullivan, 

One  pair  of  black  ( yes! 

On  my  arm  she  tised  to  cling, 
Happy  as  the  birds  in  Spring; 
Oft  we  went  tolxigganning, 

My  Nelly's  a  fraud! 
When  her  pa  would  come  home  late. 
Oft  he'd  catch  us  at  the  gate. 
How  he'd  .swing  bis  numlier  eight. 

My  Nelly's  a  fraud! 
When  I  asked  him  for  her  hand. 
His  disgust  was  something  grand; 
And  now  I  understand 

My  Nelly's  a  fraud  !—C7/a;'w«. 


Side  by  Side,  the  Old  Folks  Sleep. 

Coprright,  1M7,  by  T.  R  KeUey. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addr«ss,  post-paJd,  on  receipt  of  10  i 
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I  wandered  to  the  cot. 
The  dear  and  liallow'd  six)t. 

The  home  for  years  I'd  long'd  to  see; 
'Twas  there,  a  htipjjy  child, 
•     A  mother's  love  so  mild. 

Made  all  the  world  so  bright  to  mel 
But,  oh !  'twas  sad  and  lone. 
No  smiles  of  welcome  shone. 

Where  roses  grew,  the  dark  weeds  creep; 
And  'neath  the  churchyard  clay, 
Where  once  I  used  to  play, 

Side  by  side,  the  old  folks  sleep! 

Chorus. 

The  daisies  gently  wave,  '■  ■  '' 

Above  each  lowly  grave, 

And  thinking  of  the  past  I  sadly  weep! 
The  sod  is  dear  to  me. 
Where 'neatii  the  willow  tree. 

Side  by  side,  the  old  folks  sleep!  ' 

I  saw  my  mother's  face. 
In  all  its  gentle  grace. 

For  still  her  image  fills  my  heart; 
And  father  kind  and  true. 
As  when  we  bade  adieu. 

His  mem'ry  never  shall  depart! 
How  often  would  tliey  sigh, 
As  days  have  wander  d  by. 

To  see  their  l)oy  across  the  deep; 
They  breath 'd  for  him  a  prayer. 
Then  p.-issed  from  earthly  care. 

Side  by  side,  the  old  folks  sleep! — Chorut. 

Their  weary  stei)S  grow  slow, 
Their  locks'  as  white  as  snow, 

And  still  the  cottage  lamp  shone  bright; 
To  welcome  back  their  boy, 
Their  darling  and  their  joy, 

Thro'  every  lone  and  dreary  night. 
Oh!  could  I  but  recall 
The  dearest  love  of  all, 

A  parent's  love  so  true  and  deep; 
Ah!  now  I  know  its  worth. 
They've  gone  away  from  earth. 

Side  by  side,  the  old  folks  sleep! — Cfioriit. 
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TWENTY   YEARS   AG-O. 

1  have  wandered  by  the  village,  Toni;  I've  pat  Ix^neath  the  tree, 
Upon  the  whool-houtie  playing-Kroiiiid,  which  sheltered  you  and  me; 
But  none  are  left  to  f,'reet  the.  Tom,  and  few  are  left  to  know. 
That  play'd  with  us  u|)on  the  preen,  jnet  twenty  yearn  ago. 

The  pra'"»»  ii»  jn-"^t  an  preen,  dear  Tom;  bare-foottnl  boys  at  play 
Are  sportinp  jiict  as  we  were  then,  with  spirits  just  as  pay; 
But  master  sleeps  upon  tlie  hill,  all  coateo  o'er  with  snow, 
That  afforded  us  a  sliding-place  just  twenty  years  ago. 

The  old  school-house  is  altcr«'d  some;  the  t>enches  are  replaced 
By  new  ones,  very  like  the  same  our  penknives  had  defaced; 
But  the  same  old  "bricks  arc  in  the  wall,  the  Ik-H  swings  to  and  froi, 
The  music  just  tlie  same,  dear  Tom,  'twas  twenty  years  ago. 

The  boys  arc  ]>layinp  some  old  pame,  l)eneath  that  same  old  tree; 
I  do  forpet  the  name  juct  now-  you  have  play'd  the  same  with  me; 
On  tliat  same  snot,  'twas  play'd  with  knives,  by  throwing  so  and  so— 
The  leaders  haa  a  task  to  do  there  twenty  years  ago. 

The  river  is  runninp  just  as  still;  the  willows  on  its  side 
Are  larptr  than  they  were,  dear  Tom,  the  stream  appears  less  wide; 
The  priii>e-viMe  swiiip  is  ruin'd  now,  where  once  we  play'd  the  beau. 
And  swung  our  sweethearts— pretty  pirls— just  twenty  years  ago. 

The  sprinp  that  bubbled  'neath  the  hill,  close  by  the  spreading  beach, 
Is  very  hiph      twas  once  so  low  that  we  could  almost  reach; 
But  in  kneeling  (lovfn  to  get  n  drink,  dear  Tom,  I  started  so. 
To  see  how  sadly  I  am  changed  since  twenty  years  ago. 

Down  by  the  sprinp,  upon  an  elm,  you  know  I  cut  your  name; 
Your  sweetheart  is  just  beneath  it,  Tom— and  you  did  mine  the  same; 
Some  heartless  \vrctch  has  pcei'd  the  bark— 'twas  dying  sure  but  slow, 
Just  as  the  one  whose  name  you  cut,  died  twenty  years  ago. 

My  lids  have  long  been  dry,  dear  Tom.  but  tears  come  in  my  eye«— 
1  thought  of  her  I  loved  so  well    those  early  broken  ties; 
I  visited  the  old  churchyard,  and  took  some  flowers  to  strew  ,  -.  . 

Ul)on  the  praves  of  those  we  loved  some  twenty  years  ago. 

Some  are  in  the  churchyard  laid,  some  sleep  l)ene«lh  the  sea. 
But  few  arc  left  of  our  class,  excepting  you  and  me; 
But  when  our  (Jme  shall  come,  dear  Tom,  and  we  are  call'd  to  go, 
I  hope  they'll  lay  us  where  we  play'd  just  twenty  years  ago. 
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Don't  Take  the  Children  from  Me. 


,.■'  ■■( 


By  Fi-ank  EKarton. 
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Oopyright,  1885,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  exposure  and  the  trial  now  is  over,  ,     •       : 

My  hupband  they  tell  me  is  free,  ,  ' 

And  ah,  the  CI  uel  law  pays  my  children 

Mu8t  l)e  taken  away  from  me; 
But  I  will  to  my  dear  John  go. 

To  hie  Rood  heart  I'll  pray. 
To  think  of  by  gone  loving  times. 

And  on  my  Kuecs  I'll  pay : 

Chorus. 
I  know  I  have  fallen  through  another, 

And  my  husband,  I  have  wronged  thee,      ; . 
But  I've  always  done  my  duty  as  a  mother,    '■  ■ 

Oh,  don't  take  the  children  from  me. 

'Twae  the  ecoundrel  you  called  friend  who  wrought  my  downfall. 

Who  poured  the  poie'ning  flattery  in  mine  ear. 
That  took  me  from  my  home,  my  loved  children, 

From  you,  John,  and  all  I  hold  dear. 
In  silent  sorrow  I  have  wept 

To  think  for  life  we  part. 
Don't  fake  the  boy  and  girl  from  me 

To  break  my  drooping  heart.— Chorus. 

You  know  that  I  have  ever  lov^d  our  children,  - 

nave  watched  them  in  sickness  and  in  pain. 
In  your  absence  they  have  made  our  home  a  heaven. 

Ah,  spare  them  to  mc,  I  beg  again. 
Their  nietlier's  shame  they  i.e'er  shall  know. 

Their  lips  your  name  shall  nurse;  s  •   .' 

Don't  drive  mc  to  destruction,  John, 

To  death,  despair,  or  worse.-  Chorus. 


The  Red-Haired  Girl  and  the  Near-by 
White  Horse. 


Copyright,  1887,  by  Bcnj.  W.  Hitchcock. 
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Some  peoi)lc  prophesy  the  weutlicr. 

And  tell  iis  by  a  certain  sign, 
Wlien  it  will  storm  for  days  together,    : 

Or  when  it  surely  will  be  fine. 
But  tell  me,  single  ones,  or  wedded. 

Why  is  it,  when  there  comes  in  sight,  -  -   ' 

A  nice  young  girl  who  is  red-hcoded. 
You  next  will  see  a  hor.se  that's  white? 
Cnonus. 
Oh!  tell  me  the  reason,  I'm  dying  to  know, 
The  fact  it  is  queer  and  it  puzzles  me  so,  _ 
I  see  tills  phenomenon  in  town  or  out. 
Its  driving  me  crazy  beyond  any  doubt; 
They  both  go  in  pairs,  now,  I'd  like  to  know  why, 
Just  watch  when  the  dear  girls  are  passing  you  by, 
See  one  and  your  vi.sion  the  other  will  cross. 
It's  a  read-headed  girl,  then  the  near-by  white  horse. 

I've  asked  my  friends  to  tell  the  reason,      - 
.-.  I've  looked  in  books  the  same  to  find, 

I've  pondered  in  and  out  of  season,  ,       .     ■. 

To  see  the  cause  I  yet  am  blind. 
This  other  fact  likewise  unravel. 

Or  else  my  life  to  grief  you  hurl, 
Why  when  you  see  a  white  horse  travel, 
-  Why  do  3'ou  see  a  red-haired  girl? — Chorus. 

'        In  theatre,  or  church,  no  matter, 
-   :  .  It  haunts  me  like  a  funny  dream;       ;        ^-, 

I  hear  a  footstep  near  me  patter, 
I  see  two  eyes  upon  me  beam. 
Like  sunset  clouds  her  flaming  tresses,  :        '. 

And  while  I  keep  her  still  in  sight, 
I  see  what  ev'ry  body  guesses, 
.  That  very  famous  steed  so  white. — CJiorun. 

• 

I  give  it  up,  I  cannot  guess  it,  ..  '. 

This  riddle  is  too  hard  for  me. 
My  wonderment  I  can't  express  it,  '•, 

It  seems  an  awful  mystery.  » 

•].-■■        E'en  when  I  find  within  the  butter, 
•/':  .-i  ;  A  red  hair  flaming  to  my  sight,  ,       1  .:■   !;   . 

I  can't  restrain  my  hps  that  mutter. 
There!  now  I'll  see  a  horse  that's  white. — Choru$. 


MY   OLD   KENTUCKY   HOME. 

The  Words  and  Jfaisio  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addreiv.  pnet-paid,  on  r««elpt  of  M 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W>hnian.  130  Pau^         I 
Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  StB  nips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

The  sun  shines  bright  in  the  old  Kentucky  home, 

'Tis  Summer,  the  darkies  are  gay; 
.     The  corn  top's  rijie,  and  the  memlow's  in  the  blooii. 

While  the  birds  make  music  all  the  day. 
The  young  folks  roll  on  the  little  cabin  floor, 

All  merry,  all  happy  and  bright; 
By'n-by  hard  times  comes  a-knocking  at  the  d6or. 

Then,  my  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night! 

Chokus. 

Weep  no  more,  my  lad}'. 

Oh,  weep  no  more  to-day; 
We  will  sing  one  song  for  tlie  old  Kentucky  home, 
;  -      For  the  old  Kentucky  home  far  away. 

They  hunt  no  more  for  the  possum  and  the  coon 

On  the  meatlow,  the  hill  and  the  shore; 
They  sing  no  more  bj'  tlie  glimmer  of  the  moon 

On  the  beach  by  the  old  cabin  door. 
The  day  goes  by,  like  a  .shadow  o'er  the  heart. 

With  sorrow  wliere  all  was  delight; 
The  time  has  come  when  the  darkies  have  to  part. 

Then,  my  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night! — Chorus, 

The  head  must  bow,  and  the  back  will  bend 

Wherever  the  darke}' may  go; 
A  few  more  days,  and  the  trouble  all  will  end 

In  the  field  where  the  sugar  canes  grow. 
A  few  more  days  for  to  tote  the  weary  load. 

No  matter, 'twill  never  be  light; 
A  few  more  days  we'll  totter  on  the  road,        -      - 

Then,  my  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night! — Chorus. 


KEEP  YOUR  EYE    ON   IT. 

Copyrife'lit,  1888,  by  Bf.wen  *  SchleUIarth. 
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If  you  should  e'er  be  tempted  to  an  editor  to  bring 

An  airy  little  poem  on  the  novel  theme  of  Spring, 

Beware,  the  goat,  the  office  goat,  his  horns  are  sharp  and  hard. 

And,  oh.  he  loves  to  dally  with  the  unsuspecting  bard; 

So  lest  his  horns  sliould  linger  'neath  the  coat-tails  of  your  coat, 

Keep  one  eye  on  the  editor,  the  other  on  the  goat. 

If  you  should  keep  a  beer  saloon,  and  to  you  should  appear 
A  most  suspicious  looking  tramp  who  loudly  calls  for  beer, 
Be  wary  when  he  looks  around  to  see  what  he  may  seize, 
lie  surely  has  designs  upon  the  crackers  and  the  cheese; 
Then  take  his  measure  carefully  before  you  kick  or  punch. 
Keep  one  eye  on  the  nickel,  and  the  other  on  the  lunch. 

If  an  Italian  marquis  you  should  ever  entertain, 

A  titled  .scalawag  who  hopes  an  heiress'  hand  to  gain, 

Ilis  manners  may  be  perfect,  and  his  accent  quite  too  sweet. 

But  for  all  that,  perhaps  he  is  the  deadest  kind  of  beat; 

When  dining,  l)ear  in  mind,  aristocrats  are  artful  coons. 

Keep  one  eje  on  the  marquis,  and  the  other  on  the  spoons. 

When  calling  on  a  prett}'  girl  who  smiles  upon  your  suit. 
Do  not  forget  her  father  who  may  be  a  surly  brute. 
And  wliile  you  pour  your  vows  of  love  into  her  shell-like  ear. 
Be  watchful  that  her  parent  on  the  scene  does  not  appear; 
Be  sure  the  gate  is  opened  wide  and  be  prepared  to  scoot. 
Keep  one  eye  on  the  fair  one,  and  keep  one  on  papa's  boot 

If  you  should  bo  a  candidate  for  some  "  fat  ofllice  ''  job, 
Be'lil>eral  with  every  one  and  shake  hands  with  the  mob. 
Say  thAt  you  think  a  man  should  vote  as  conscience  bids  him  to, 
That  is,  of  course,  providing  conscience  bids  him  vote  for  you; 
Be  early  at  the  jwlls  and  watch  until  the  voting's  done, 
Keep  one  eye  on  the  ballot  box,  the  other  on  your  gun. 
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— "And  so  3'ou  think  you  will  get  married  when  you  grow  up  to 
be  a  young  lady,  Flossie?"   said  the  caller.     "Oh,  I  haven't  a 
doubt  of  it,"  assented  Flossie.     "  Ever5'body  says  I  am  very  much 
like  my  mamma;  and  she.  you  know,  tias  been  married  three  | 
times." 
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A  Pretty  Little    Baby   to    Dandle   on 

Your   Knee. 


OopTTiKht,  1S8S,  by  H.  H.  Roaenfeld. 

The  Words  uid  Music  of  this  Son^r  will  be  sent  to  uny  addr««8,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonK!<  for  One  Dollar,  by  >l.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box 

ISO,  Mew  York  City.    Postal  StMnpe  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Oh,  now-a-days  there  seems  to  be  a  certain  kind  of  craze, 

You  hear  it  sung  upon  the  streets,  in  books  and  all  the  plays, 

'Tis  all  about  a  baby,  a  baby,  a  baby; 

Some  pretty  little  cherub  of  sweet  and  gentle  ways. 

No  matter  where  you  roam — in  rambles  to  and  fro. 

The  song  that  echos  far  and  near  is  of  some  baby  dear. 

Spoken — Yes  indeed!  the  envy  of  all  the  world — the  sweetest 
treasure  known  to  mortal — except,  perhaps  to  the  preacher,  the 
old  maid,  and  the  Salvation  Army,  who  must  sadly  sing  as  the 
world  goes  around: 

Chorus. 

A  baby,  a  baby,  baby  from  the  skies, 

Pretty  little  darling,  sweet  as  she  can  be; 

A  baby,  baby,  baby  from  the  skies, 

I  wish  I  had' a  baby  to  dandle  on  my  knee! 

O-ley,  o-ley-o,  o-ley-o,  o-ley,  o-ley-o, 

O-ley-o,  o-ley,  o-ley-o.  o-ley-o, 

O-ley.  o-ley-o,  baby  dear, 

A  pretty  little  baby  to  dandle  on  your  kneel 

t^ow  there  are  many  people  that  we  do  meet  each  daj'. 
The  old.  the  young,  the  handsome,  the  happj",  sad  and  ^y. 
But  what  is  e'vry  pleasure,  each  pleasure,  each  pleasure. 
But  what  is  ev'ry  pleasure  without  a  baby — say? 
A  pretty  little  cherub,  with  sweet  and  bonnie  eyes, 
A  pretty  little  darling,  one  as  bright  as  sunny  skies. 

Cnouis. 

A  baby,  a  baby,  baby  from  the  skies. 
Pretty  little  darling,  sweet  as  she  can  be; 
A  baby,  babv,  baby  from  the  skies. 
•'  A  pretty  little  baby  to  dandle  on  your  kneci 

O-ley,  o  ley-o,  o-ley-o,  o-ley,  o-ley-o, 
O-ley-o,  o-ley,  o-ley-o,  o-ley-o, 
O-ley,  o-ley-o,  baby  dear, 
A  pretty  little  baby-  to  dandle  on  my  kneel 

I  often  hear  and  read  of  love,  and  watch  some  loving  pair. 

As  silently  they  sit  and  mope  upon  some  parlor  chair; 

Sometimes  it  is  a  sofa,  sofie,  sofee, 

It  doesn't  really  matter  whatever  it  may  bo, 

But  just  you  listen  softly  and  quickly  bye-and-byc. 

You'll  hear  the  maiden  gayly  laugh,  as  gently  she  will  sigh. 

Choris. 

A  baby,  a  baby,  baby  from  the  skies. 

Pretty  little  darling,  sweet  as  she  can  be; 

A  baby,  baby,  bal^-  from  the  skies. 

Oh,  buy  me,  love,  a  dolly  to  dandle  on  my  knee! 

O-ley,  o-lcv-o,  o-ley-o,  o-lcy,  o-lcy  o, 

O-ley-o,  o-ley,  o-ley-o,  o-ley-o, 

O-ley,  o-ley-o,  baby  dear. 

Oh,  buy  rac,  love,  a  dolly  to  dandle  on  my  knee. 

I'm  sure  it  isn't  ea.sy  to  sing  of  all  I  dare. 

If  I  could  sing  a  story,  you'd  Inugh,  I  do  declare; 

If  I  could  sing  a  st^)ry,  storie,  storee. 

If  I  could  sing  a  story,  'twould  stiffen  up  your  hair; 

I'd  tell  you  of  a  secret  that  Beeclier  doth  adore. 

And  how  dear  Mary  Walker,  too,  cries  on  the  quiet  for. 

CnoKUS. 

A  baby,  a  baby,  baby  from  the  skies, 
Pretty  little  darling,  sweet  as  she  can  l)c; 
A  baby,  baby,  baby  from  the  skies, 
A  pretty  little  baby  to  dandle  o:i  your  knee! 
O-ley,  o-ley-o,  o-ley-o,  o-Iey,  o-ley-o, 
O-ley-o,  o-ley,  o-ley-o,  o-ley-o, 

O-ley,  o-ley-o,  baby  dear. 

A  pretty  little  baby  to  dandle  on  your  knee! 


—Husband,  airily  (they  had  just  returned  from  their  wedding 
trip):  "  If  I'm  not  home  from  the  club  by — ah — ten,  love,  you 
won't  wait?"  Wife,  with  appalling  firmness:  "No,  dear;  I'll 
come  for  you! "     He  was  back  at  nine  forty-five  sharp. 


DUNCAN    GRAY. 


The  Words  and  Mnslc  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  addresii,  pos^I>ald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  J»  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda. 

Duncan  Gray  cjuue  here  to  woo; 

Ha.  ha,  the  wooing  o't! 
On  blitlie  Yule  nicht,  when  we  were  fou; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't! 
Maggie  cuist  her  head  fu'  lieich, 
Look'd  iisklunt,  and  unco  skcigh, 
Qart  puir  Duncan  stand  sbeigh; 

Ila,  ha,  the  wooing  o't! 

Duncan  fleechcd,  and  Duncan  prayed; 

Ha,  ha.  the  wooing  o't! 
Meg  was  deaf  as  Ailsn  Craig; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't! 
Duncan  sighed  baith  out  and  in, 
Grat  his  een  baith  bleert  and  blin', 
Spak'  o'  louping  owcr  a  linn; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't!  "*  "  ' 

Time  and  chance  are  but  a  tide; 

Ha,  hit,  the  wooing  o't! 
Slichtit  love  is  sair  to  bide; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't! 
"  Shall  I,  like  a  fool."  ouoth  he, 
"  For  a  hauchty  hizzy  dee? 
She  may  gae  to — France,  for  me!" 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't! 

How  it  comes,  let  doctors  tell; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't! 
Meg  grew  sick  jts  he  grew  well; 

Ha.  ha,  the  wooing  o't! 
Something  in  her  bosom  wrings. 
For  relief  a  sigh  she  brings. 
And,  O,  her  een!  they  spak'  sic  thhigi; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't! 

Duncan  was  a  lad  o'  grace;      '     " 

Ha,  lia,  the  wooing  o't! 
Maggie's  was  a  piteous  case; 

Ila,  ha,  the  wooing  o't! 
Duncan  couldna  In;  her  death, 
Swelling  pity  smoored  his  wrath, 
Now  they're  crouse  and  cantie  baith; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't! 


NOTHING-    ELSE 


CopyriKht,  Itn.  by  f  ha.^  D.  Blake  A  Co. 


The  Words  and  Mufic  of  this  Soiic  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-jpald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cent«;  or  this  and  iiiiy  two  other  !x>ir.ts  for  ( )ne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  <  'Ity.     I'<>Mtnt(e  Klani|w  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  irooda. 


Topical  songs  are  now  all  the  rage. 

Nothing  else,  nothing  else; 
You  hear  tliem  .so  often  your  brain  is  quite  crazed. 

Nothing  else,  nothing  else. 
Now  a  topical  song  I'll  sing  you  to-night. 
Don't  throw  any  eggs,  for  that  wouldn't  be  right. 
You'd  spoil  this  new  dress,  then  I'd  look  like  a  fright, 

Nothing  else,  nothing  else. 

Oh.  the  dude  you  will  .sec  with  high  collar  and  cane, 

Nothing  else,  nothing  else; 
Doctors  fijiy  his  discjtsc  is  decrease  of  the  brain. 

Nothing  else,  nothing  else. 
He  sits  like  a  king  on  a  free-luncheon  stool. 
He  glues  himself  there  and  fills  up  like  a  mule, 
I  think  your  opinion  must  be  he's  a  fool. 

Nothing  else,  nothing  else. 

• 

All  tailors  have  signs  reading,  "  Cash  in  Advance," 

Nothing  else,  nothing  else; 
How  to  get  a  new  suit  knocks  you  into  a  trance, 

Nothing  else,  nothing  else. 
You  go  to  a  picnic  to  have  sport  and  fun. 
While  bathing  a  tramp  takes  your  clothes  on  a  run,    ',  - 
Going  home  in  a  barrel  to  the  crowd  Is  great  fun. 

Nothing  else,  nothing  else. 
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Maloney,  the  Rolling  Mill  Man. 


By  J.  W.  Killey. 


Send 


•  s". 


■1  ■ 


yoar  name  and  addrese  to  H.  J.  Wchiimn,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York  City,  and  receive 
by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalofrue  of  over  30U0  Popular  Eiicrlish  and  Germau 
Son^—Free.     Pustage  ytaiii|>»  taken  uumc  as  vaali  fur  all  our  g:oud& 

I've  a  first  cousiu  uamed  Dan  Maloney, 

An  honest  relation  and  friend, 
Who  always  has  made  a  good  living. 

And  has  often  a  dollar  to  lend; 
He  is  well  known  by  all  the  neighbors. 

For  a  short  name  we  call  him  Dan, 
And  there's  no  one  in  town  more  resixjcted 

Than  Maloney,  the  rolling  mill  man. 

Cnouus. 
You  will  find  him  at  church  every  Sunday, 

Himself  and  his  wife,  Mary  Ann; 
And  the  one  who  takes  up  the  collection. 

Is  Maloney,  the  rolling  mill  man. 

There  are  some  folks  in  town  that  don't  like  him. 

Because  Daniel  will  have  a  drink, 
But,  of  course,  when  a  man  iloes  feel  tliirsty, 

A  couple  is  proper,  I  tliiuk; 
And  if  they  would  mind  their  own  business. 

It  would  be  a  very  good  plan, 
For  there's  no  one  that  likes  a  drink  better 

Than  Maloney,  the  rolling  mill  man. 

Chorus. 
You  can  find  him  at  work  every  morning. 

He's  the  first  one  to  send  out  the  tun; 
And  draught  ale  is  the  favorite  drink 

For  Maloney,  the  rolling  mill  man. 

You  will  see  him  each  day  on  election, 

Around  to  see  things  going  right. 
He'll  be  out  at  the  polls  first  at  morning, 

And  stop  till  the  last  one  at  night; 
And  now,  Avhile  I  sjieak  of  elections. 

It  would  be  an  excellent  plan 
To  nominate  for  next  mayor  of  the  city, 

3Ialoney,  the  rolling  mill  man.  , 

Ciiouus. 
I  am  certain  he  would  be  elected 

Without  aid  from  clique  or  from  clan; 
And  tlie  best  mayor  we've  had  would  bo 

Daniel  Maloney,  the  rolling  mill  man. 


LULLABY,   FROM   "ERMINIE 


?5 


_   ■■  Music  by  Ed.  JakohowskL 

Wonls  and  Music,  conipl<-to  l>o<>k,  the  only  nuthoruied  edition  of  Ermlnie,  ok  performed 

at  the  New  York  C"n*ino,  under  the  diivetion  of  Uiutolph  Aronson, 

by  mail,  iK»it-i)aid,  to  any  address,  $l.IiO. 

Dear  mother,  in  dreams  I  see  her 

With  loved  face,  sweet  and  calm,        ..' 
And  hear  her  voice,  uith  love  rejoice, 

Wlien  nestling  on  her  arm. 
'■■■_  I  tliink  how  she  softly  pressed  me. 

Of  the  tears  in  each  glist'ning  eye,       .    . 
When  she  rocked  to  sleep 

Her  child  with  this  lullaby: 

Ciiouus. 
Bye,  bye,  bye,  bye,  bye,  Dye,  bye, 
Bye,  bye,  bye,  bye,  by  %  bye,  bye. 
Bye,  bye,  drowsiness  o'ertaklng, 
:.   ■  Pretty  little  eyelids,  sleep; 

.    •  Bye,  bye,  watching  'till  thou  art  waking. 

Darling,  be  thy  slumbers  deep. 

Bye,  bye,  drowsiness  o'ertaking, 
Pretty  little  eyelids,  sleep; 

Bye,  l)ye,  watching  'till  thou  art  waking. 
Darling,  be  thy  slumbers  deep; 
Bye,  bye,  bye,  bye.  . 

Ah!  e'en  when  her  life  was  ebbing, 

Her  words  were  all  of  me; 
My  future  years  were  all  her  fears, 
Iler  fate 'twas  not  to  see. 
'■      '■'  V       My  father,  I  heard  you  weeping,        "■-'■■'" 
'  i.  As  in  sorrow  you  standing  by; 

And  my  mother's  plaint,  in  accents  faint,     ;       :    ;     . 
This  tender,  sweet  lullaby. — Chorus.        • . ;/ ,.  /.  >;." 


Sweet  Love,  Good-Night  to  Thee. 

The  Words  and  Muisie  of  this  Sonir  wil  1k>  sent  to  .any  ndiir<'ss.  |M>st-i>aid.  on   rx-eeipt  of  40  | 

ciats;  or  thisnnd  an.vlMoother  SijnifsforOiie  iHiIlar.  Iiv  II..I.  VVeliinnn,  ISU  I'ark 

lUiw,  New  York  City.     I'mstaj^e  Stiiinps  taken  same  as  ejusU  for  all  our  kuoUs. 

The  exile  leaves  his  native  land 
V   .  .  :  '     ..  With  sad  and  tearful  eye, 

":  He  tliinks  upon  his  village  home, 

;;^;  '•  And  heaves  a  bitter  sigh. 

But,  ah!  he  feels  not  lialf  the  grief 
.  ;,       ;  That  now  is  fell  by  me, 

As  when  I  falter  out  the  worils, 
•  ;.  Sweet  love,  good-night  to  thee. 

,    .       The  miser  views  his  golden  store, 
AVith  joy  it  fills  liis  heart, 
.  His  sordid  mind  is  pained  to  see 

One  single  coin  depart. 
Then  let  me  ])e  a  miser,  too. 
Thy  smiles  are  gold  to  inc. 
Ne'er  let  another  voiee  repeat, 
■  '  Sweet  love,  good  night  to  thee. 


^  >  » 


The  Soldier's  Song,  from     Erminie." 

Woi-ds  and  Musie,  complete  l»ook,  the  only  niitlioriKMl  e<lition  of  Krminir,  as  |H'rforined 

at  the  New  'iork  C.n.sino,  under  tlir  diiii  tioii  of  Kudolph  AronsL>n, 

by  mail,  post-paid,  to  tiiiv  .-iddiess,  81.50. 


Dull  is  the  life  of  the  soldier  in  ]>eace. 
With  hateful  routine  until  war  brings  release; 
Harsh  discipline  trammels  the  freedom,  we  know, 
What  better  than  that  in  the  fact;  of  the  foe? 
The  soldier  has  learnt  he  must  bridle  liis  will. 
Submit  without  murmur  to  vigorous  drill; 
But  the  summons  to  war  is  the  soldier's  rew:ird, 
Joy  to  brighten  his  corslet,  his  helmet  and  sword. 

,       ,  CnoKUS. 

All  for  glory  the  soldier's  life, 

From  the' eonllict  scorning  (!'er  to  flee; 

The  hero's  aim  is  fame  in  strife. 
In  love,  in  war  the  victor  he. 

Glad  is  the  heart  at  the  sternest  campaign. 

For  we've  nothing  to  lose,  jhuI  we've  i>ienty  to  gain; 

To  rush  midst  the  steel,  midst  the  smoke  and  the  flame. 

To  carve  with  our  sabre  a  pathway  to  fame. 

We've  learnt  to  ol)ey.  and  until  we  are  told. 

We  dream  not  of  leaving  the  p(isi.s  that  we  liold; 

AVe'd  fall  where  we  .'^tand,  till  tlie  warning  sound  conies 

Of  recall,  in  the  music  of  bugles  and  drums. — C'horut. 


What  the  Dicky  Birds   Say,  from 
"Erminie." 

Words  and  Music,  complete  book,  the  only  authorised  edition  of  Erminie,  a-x  p«Tformcd 

at  the  New  'iork  Casino,  under  the  liin-elion  of  Kudolpli  Aruliiiun, 
by  mail,  i>ost^|iaiil,  l<i  .'iiiy  uddriss  $1.50. 


'^1 


'ffl 


I'm  not  a  free  agent  like  any  of  j-ou. 

There's  them  as  looks  art ea  my  fate;         • 
I  arsk  their  advice  when  Iv    sumniat  to  do. 

There  care  and  attention  is  great. 
Whenever  I  wishes  to  steal  from  the  night 

A  few  hours  for  use  in  the  day,  . 

Before  that  I  knows  I'm  doin'  what's  right, 

I  see  what  the  dicky  birds  say. 

Cnouus. 

Chirp,  chirp,  chirp,  chirp,  in  the  shrillest  tone. 
Chirp,  chirp,  chirp,  chirp,  in  a  tongue  of  their  own; 
What  their  warbles  and  twitters  convey. 
Taking  study  and  thought,  for  a  mind  can  Ixj  bought 
.  To  define  what  the  dicky  birds,  the  dicky  birds  say — 
Chirp,  chirp,  chirp. 

When  brought  afore  bis  bcakship  evidence  to  give, 

I'm  alius  in  a  dreadful  state. 
For  fear  I'll  have  to  go  to  a  settlement  to  live, 

A  pena".  one  is  sure  to  be  my  fate. 
Now  juries  ain't  very  well  up  to  their  job. 

They,  for  fear  of  confinement  all  day,  -'  ■ 

The  verdict  agree  on  by  spinnin"  a  sob. 

At  least,  so  the  dicky  birds  say. — Ghorui. 
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.     WRECK   OP  THE   ALPENA. 

By  J.  W.  Kelley. 

The  Word*  and  Mii!«ic  of  thin  5lnn(r  will  })e  <u'nt  to  nnr  addrcaB,  pout-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

pviits:  or  tills  and  any  two  iitluT  Soii^r><  for  « )iic  Dollar.  Iiy  It.  J.  Wchiimn,  I'.  < ).  Box 

lifiS,  Kew  York  City.    I'u8lat;e  suuiiiw  tuki-n  same  an  cash  (or  all  our  KOoda. 


In  OctolHjr,  cigliteen-eiglily. 

You  all  have  heard,  no  doubt. 
Of  the  wreck  of  the  Alpena, 

When  but  a  short  time  out; 
It  hapi>ened  on  Lake  Michigan, 

Where  she,  called  stauncli  and  true, 
Went  down  without  a  warning 

To  her  passengers  or  crew. 
Awakened  from  their  slumbers 

Bv  a  cry  that  pierced  the  heart — 
"  All  hands  on  deck  to  save  your  lives. 

The  vessels  going  apart!  " 
No  welcome  port  was  near  them, 

They  got  no  friendly  hail; 
No,  not  a  soul  was  left  alive 

To  tell  the  dreadful  talc. 

A  few  days  after  some  of 

Their  bodies  washed  ashore, 
But  many  others  sank  to 

Be  seen  f)n  earth  no  more; 
Their  friends  were  walking  'long  the  beach, 

Antl  watched  each  coming  wave, 
But  sf)ns  and  daughters  shared  alike 

The  honest  sailor's  grave. 
The  tide  washed  in  somebody's  bo}'. 

Who  'twas  they  could  not  tell, 
'Till  ids  fatlier  reeognized  liim. 

Then  to  his  knees  he  fell: 
"  Thank  God!  you've  sent  poor  Johnny  home, 

For  nothing  more  I'd  crave. 
For  now  I'll  sec  him  buried  close 

Beside  his  mother's  grave." 

This  isn't  half  the  misery 

Such  accidents  will  bring, 
And  many  a  good  old  mother 

For  years  will  feel  the  sting; 
You'd  often  see  small  groups  of  friends, 

And  'mongst  them  hear  it  said: 
"  We'd  l)e  satisfied  to  see  them  once 

To  know  that  they  Averq  dead." 
Somebody  might  be  blamed  for  this, 

But  who  we  cannot  .say, 
It  wa.sn't  poor  Nels.  Napier, 

He  was  as  honest  as  the  day; 
That  GfHl  may  rest  their  souls  in  peace, 

Has  l)een  an  earnest  prajT-r, 
And  it  will  l>e  the  same  with  all 

Good  jx-'ople  everywhere. 


■    m  *  m 


CARRIE    LEE. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  In-  iH-nt  to  any  address,  ponbpaid,  on  reoei|>t  of  tf, 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontf "  f '  'r  ( nxf  Ixjllar,  hy  H.  J.  WVhman,  130  Tark 

Kow,  New  York^lty.    Postage  St«  iii|w  taken  sanii'  a-neaHh  for  all  our  KoodK. 

We've  made  her  a  grave  in  the  grcenwotKl  shade. 

Where  the  wild  flowers  wave  in  their  bloom; 
Where  the  sweet  birds  sing,  ami  the  midsummer  wind 

Chants  its  melody  o'ei*  her  lone  tomb. 
'Tis  there  Carrie  lies  in  the  long  sleep  of  death, 

The  queen  of  the  valley  wjis  she; 
And  there  oft  we  meet,  and  in  grief  sadly  weep 

By  the  grave  of  our  own  Carrie  Lee. 

CUOKUB. 

Then,  oh,  let  her  sleep  in  the  grave  wo  have  made. 

From  .sorrow  and  care  she  is  free; 
Then,  friends,  let  us  weep,  while  the  sad  willows  droop. 

O'er  the  tomb  of  our  sweet  Carrie  Lee. 

We've  made  her  a  grave  in  the  greenwoml  shade, 

SVhere  flowers  are  reigning  supreme; 
Where  all  day  is  heard  the  sweet  warbling  of  birds. 

And  the  low  murmuring  flow  of  the  stream. 
No  more  her  sweet  voice  shall  In;  heard  in  the  glen. 

Her  bright  smile  no  more  shall  we  see; 
Her  sweet  songs  are  hushed,  and  her  smile  passed  away. 

In  heaven  dwells  our  own  Carrie  Lee.— C'/wmi. 


A   WHIFF   OF   THE   PIPE. 


As  sung  in  "  The  Ivy  Leaf." 


Send  year  name  and  adilress  to  H.  J.  Wehiiian,  130  Park  Itow,  New  York  City,  and  reoelre  I 

by  retiirii  mail  a  coinpU'tv  Cnlalonin-  of  over  .'iOOO  ropiilar  Knjflisli  and  (ierman 

Sunt;»— Free.     ruKtuge  Stumps  taken  same  an  cash  for  all  uur  gooda. 


Oh,  what  joy  in  a  whiiT  of  the  pipe  for  your  soul, 

When  your  labor  is  done  for  the  day. 
As  you  watch  the  blue  smoke  curling  up  from  the  bowl, 

AV'hlle  you  dream  all  your  troubles  away. 
The  tea-kettle  merrily  hums  on  the  hob. 

And  the  little  ones  climb  to  your  knee;  "       ' 

While  puss  softly  purrs  as  she  watches  your  wife 

While  .setting  the  table  for  tea. 

Chorus. 

Glad-hearted  and  gay,  your  cares  pass  away 
In  the  smoke  from  the  bowl  rich  and  ripe; 

And  the  heart  in  your  breast  is  made  glad  while  you  rest 
And  enjoy  a  few  whiffs  from  the  pipe. 

Wliat  though  you  must  toil  for  your  bread,  being  poor. 

True  love  makes  the  toiler's  task  light; 
And  when  you  go  home  to  your  own  humble  door. 

Why,  a  whiff  of  the  pipe  sets  you  right. 
No  king  on  his  throne  is  more  happy  than  you 

In  your  home,  though  it  be  but  a  cot; 
With  dear  ones  around  you,  who  love  you  so  true. 

No  king  but  might  envy  your  lot. — Clu/rus. 

And  when  tea  is  over  you  draw  up  your  chair 

To  the  fire,  and  you  bask  in  its  glow; 
While  your  wife  sits  beside  you,  so  happy  and  fair. 

And  you  talk  of  the  sweet  long  ago. 
All  rosey  and  plump,  the  little  ones  play, 

Made  glad  by  a  smile  or  a  nml; 
I  am  sure  one  and  all  will  agree  when  I  say, 

Such  a  home  has  the  blessing  of  God. — Vhonu. 
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CARRIE     LEE 


By  Harry  M.  Palmer. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  Ik-  sent  to  any  adilreas,  pont-nntd,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Son^s  for  Due  I>ollar,  hy  11.  J,  wVhman,  1.10  Park 

Ituw,  New  York  City.    PudbtKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  caaii  (or all  our  guuds. 

When  the  babbling  brook  does  flow,  •  ^ 

And  the  honey -suckles  grow, 

And  the  ivy  clings  around  the  old  oak  tree; 
In  a  cottage,  neat  and  small, 
Liveil  a  maiden  loved  by  all,  .• 

My  bright-eyed  darling,  pretty  Carrie  Lee. 

CnoKCS. 

Angels  called  her:  *' Loved  one,  come, 

'Ihis  earth's  no  place  for  thee!  " 
They  t(M)k  her  to  their  happy  home. 

My  bright-eyed  Carrie  Lee. 

When  the  sun  sank  in  the  West, 
And  all  nature  was  at  rest. 

Save  the  katy-tlid  and  plaintive  whip-poor-will; 
Carrie's  lovely  voice  was  heard,  i 

Like  some  merry  warbling  bird. 

As  we  sat  together  on  the  old  door-sill. — Chonia. 

Oft  at  noonday  would  we  rove 
Through  the  shady  woodland  grove. 

And  talk  of  the  happy  days  to  Come; 
When  wedded  I  should  be 
With  my  gentle  Carrie  Lee, 

And  we'd  mark  that  spot  out  for  our  future  home. — CJuymn. 

Ah!  but  now  how' things  have  changed. 
Summer  flowers  have  come  again. 

But  my  darling  from  all  earthly  pain  is  free; 
They  have  laid  her  in  the  grave, 
'Neath  the  weeping  willow's  shade, 

And  my  heart  Is  breaking  for  my  Carrie  Lee. — Chorm 


— Smithcrs:  "Miss  Parker  sings  much  better  than  she  used  to. 
Her  course  at  the  Conservatoire  has  improved  her  considerably." 
Wilkius:  "Improved?  Well,  I  should  say  so!  She  knows  when 
to  stop  now. "— Harper' »  Bazar. 
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DiTo.    1.— ent^oltcnb  lOO'^iebcr. 


914,  {4  bin  fo  mfibt 
ad),  twnn  bu  h)orfl  mein  eiflen 
91(b.  roie  tft's  moglid)  bann 
9lcnn(!)cn  Don  Iljarou 
?lls  ber  WroBDoter  bie  ©rofemutter  na^m 
9lls  id)cin  junfl'  ©eielle  roar 
?ll5  ''Jioal)  aus  bem  ftoftcn  root 
am  griiiifii  Jpubfon.Stronb 
an  ber  jd)ont-u  btaurn  X'ounu 
anna,  ju  bir  iff  mf  in  Uebfler  fflanji 
antroort  ouf  ©riinl)orn'S  erftcii  ®rief 
aud)  i4  tour  (in  3iinnltna  mil  lodigeni 
'  auf,  i^r  Sriibcr,  lofet  una  rooUi-n  [^oar 
augtn,  bie 

aSaufr  QUf  bfr  ^ifenba^n,  ber 
XaS  iff  ber  Ion  bc§  ^errn 
%ai  rocig  ja  aOein  nur  ber  J^auSfne^t  )u 
Tejerteur,  ber  [fagen 

3>eutid)e  flnabe  in  amerifa,  ber 
txi\  fidferfnobcn,  bie 
^rei  muMtre  Surf^en  fafeen    j 
^Tutdjman's  ftlofle 
(?ine  Seele,  bie  mid)  liebt 
(fin  45fa(^4  t'ieb 
(f  ins  mu^  nod)  aufla 
63  blinfcu  jo  luftifl  brei  SJerne 
es  ift  jrour  fein  Uualiid,  ober  '8  argert 
es  fict)t  cin  !U)irtl)d9auS  an  ber  !^a^n 
g^ibucit 

jjreibeif.  bie  id)  meine 
@et)Iantc  tf  t)?n">n"<  ber 
©riine  in  amerifa,  ber 
©riinborn'S  crftev  aSrief,  btl 
®ufe  ftomerab,  bet 

^anbclsjube,  ber 

jannes,  ber  ftcrbenbe  Sauet 

,   .mann  i'ft>i 

)ineinaefallfu 

jirtcnfnab,  ber 

jiftorie  com  ftufe 

3d)  (omme  com  ©cbirfle  ^er 

3d)  roar  Oiii'flling  no*  an  3a|)ren 

3m  3anuar  ba  fiibrrn  un3 

3m  tii^len  iicUcr  fi^  id)  ^ier 

3n  ben  augen  lirat  \>Qii  ^erj 

3n  ber  ;{jcimat^  ift  e§  jd)on 

3n  bir  allein 

3n  einem  (listen  (Srunbe 

AapeQe,  bie 

fliinftlerleben 


ftuHd)te  auf  bcm  Sorpoflen 

Sabie§  in  amerifa 

2iebf  fanft  man  nii^l,  bie  •  . . 

Ciebeg^aBcrbung 

fiorelel) 

Souis  unb  Eugenie 

iL'utber'S  asja^rjprud)  [€d)ritt 

5)ta4t  man  ins  iieben  faum  ben  erften 

5Kein  9»ann  ift  gefa^ren  inS  ^eu 

'IRenge  mu^  e§  bringen,  bie 

TOoberne  iiiebc 

TOorgenroth 

<I»uHcr  roiU'S  nid)t  Iciben,  bie-  - 

92ad)  ber  ibeimat^  mod)t  id^  roieber 

^ur  fiir  VJatur 

C  fd)au  nur  ein  einjig&  mat 

O  Strnfeburg 

*i<a»)ft  Icbt  ^errli*  in  ber  aBclt,  ber 

SRdtl)fi'l  Don  SSien,  bie 

Waftcufdngcr  Don  ^ameln,  ber 

SRcccpt  jum  5Keid)roerben 

Stolen --i!ieb 

Salomonifd)e§  Urtbeil 

©d)ier  30  3al)re  bift  bu  alt 

Scblcsroifi^feolftein,  mcerum|d)lungen 

Sdineiberlieb 

£d)Birflen  augcn,  bie 

©(broeijer's  fieimrocl) 

Sid)  ouf  ^nglij^  }u  Derftanb'gen 

©Dlbatcnriiiebe 

So  roie  bu 

SU)pa  little 

ib^'O"''  bie 

Zrinffpru^  '  .. 

I^roler  unb  jcin  ftiitb 

Sergifemeinnid)!,  baj . 

Serrcnftc  feerj,  ba8     • 

SBalb,  ber 

aUornung  [ni^t 

SHarum  gefd)ift)t  fo  roo?  b'ut  )u  Slag 

!U?enn  bie  Bdjroalben  bei'nroartS  jic^n 

SWenn  id)  cin  iSijglcin  roar 

SBer  lieben  roiD,  mu6  Iciben 

ai}ill)c[m§l)ol)e 

SaJir  gcljn  na4  Sinbenou 

9Bir  fitscn  jo  frbblid)  bcijammen 

SBtrtbin  lod)tcrlein,  ber 

SDJobl  Diele  tnujfub  SBgelein 

Sffio  joH  i4  mi(b  t)iniDenben 

^'  I'auterbad)  l)al)  i(b  mein  Strumpf 


TSIq.    2.-G 

an  ber  OucDe  jafe  ber  flnabe 

aUgemeiner  looft 

a  19  ber  liebe  &ott  bie  SGBett  erj^aticn 

abam  unb  (?Da 

anbreaS  foofer 

a  Deanerl  gebt  um  .Oolj  in  3Balb 

ai9  eS  mit  ^IJoob  giug  iu  ftnb 

ai9  bie  *i»rcu6eu  nrorKflirun  Dor  ^^Srag 

ai9  id)  an  cinem  Soininfrtag 

ais  roir  jiingft  in  Stcgen9bur.'5  toaren 

SBerliner  iBiermamjeU,  bie 

aJruber,  lagert  cud)  im  JVrcije 

iBlau'  acuglcin  finb  gefdtjrlidi 

©unbeSlieb 

!8ertranb'9  abjd)ieb 

Du  liegjt  mir  im  Jperjen 

Da  ftreiten  fid)  bie  iJeut  ^erum 

%tv.  lieben  langen  Za^ 

35em  J^crrn  allein  bie  (Sl)re 

Du  baft  Diamanfcn  unb  '^>crlen 

25u  bift  mir  nab  ""*>  ^odj  )o  fern 

35rfi  2Dod)cn  eor  Cftern 

Dein  5Bohl,  mein  iiieb^cu 

'3>eutfd)e  TOutter,  bie 

^A  roaren  einmal  brei  Jtdferfnobcii 

Sinfam  bin  id)  nid)t  aUeine 

ffs  roaren  mat  brei  ®eje(len 

es  fann  ja  nid:t  immer  jo  blciben 

ffine  '4Jcrlt  nenn'  id)  mein 

ffinen  fiufe,  bann  gate  *)la(I)t 

iinfmalbunberttaujenb  leufel 

em  im  £iib  baS  f(^6ne  Spanicn 

reunb,  id)  bin  jufrieben 

aljr'  mid)  biniiber,  jd)oncr  6d)iffcr 

rab'  au9  bem  3Birtbsl)au3 
©ute  Wutter  Wanbelbaiim,  bie 
®ute  *)ind)t,  bu  mein  bcrjiflfS  ftinb 
^  efnrid)  jd)lief  bet  feiner  'DJcuDermd^ltwi 

ambur|)  ift  ein  J45ne§  Stdbtd)en 

eil  bir  im  Sicgerfranj 

inau3  in  bie  jerne 

od)  »om  Xiad)ttein 

erj,  mein  ^erj,  roarum  fo  traurig 

iftorie  Don  yioab 

erj,  Dom  Rummer  tief  gebeugt 

ii  rootlt  i(b  rodr  ein  SBogel 
3d)  bin  ber  5 iirft  ber  Iboren 
3n  meinem  od)li)ftdKn  ift'8  gar  fein 
3d)  bWi  ein  'i'reufee 
3d)  bin  ber  ioctor  gifenbati 
3*  bin  bir  gut 

34  bob  bir  gefd)aut  in  bie  augen 
3mmer  fein  —  luftig  jein 


ntbaltenb  105  Sieber. 

3m  JfOalb  unb  auf  ber  ^aibe 

3a,  b^itatbeu  foil  id) 

3eber  'J)JenJ4  \)0.i  jein  SScrgniigen 

ftuB,  ber 

ftein  Sropflein  m^x.  im  !Be(!f)<c 

ilanb  ber  accibentS,  baS 

Sinbenbaum,  ber 

S!auf,  WiiUcr,  Inuf 

yaurentia,  licbe  i'aurentia  mein 

93iudcr,  ber 

Weine  Sd)uhe  ftnb  jerrijjen 

*JJJdbclc,  rurf,  rud,  rud 

TOuft  i  bcnn  jum  Stdbtele  'nauS 

TOenjd)  joU  nid)t  ftolj  jein,  bet 

Weine  crftc  unb  Ictjte  iiiebe 

Worgen  mufe  ieb  fort  Don  biet 

Wni  ift  gefommen,  ber 

^o(b  ift  volen  ni^t  Dcrloren 

O  Sannenboum 

D  bleib  bei  mir 

Saftlojc  SBanbercr,  btt       .. ,    '     ■ . 

Slinalbini,  lieber  Sidubet 

Sd)<ifermdbd)en,  ba§  ■  .  . 

Sdjlaf  bu  mein  ftinbelcin 

Sebnfutbt  na4  2;cut|dilanb 

So  Diet  Stern'  am  ^immel  jieljen 

©tctjrer'S  ^eimroeb 

Sd)!c§roig.^olftein 

€0  leb  benn  roobi,  bu  flilleS  bo,vA 

Sd)nciber  in  ber  5«ntbe 

S4Iaue  ^anfel,  ber 

SAnribcrlieb 

©d)neibcrcourage 

IbeureSJatcrbanS,  baS 

Irompcter,  ber 

5ooft 

Unb  bie  SBiirjburgcr  ©lorfli  babn  a 

Ueb  immer  2reu  unb  9leblid)feit 

SSogclfdnger  bin  id)  ja,  ber 

S5on  ber  aipe  tout  bo3  feorn 

Sffias  ift  be§  I'cutj(ben  Soterlanb 

SBad)t  am  Sbein,  bie 

9Bie  '9  bie  TOdb  beut  treiben 

SBenn  fieb  jroei  jficrjen  jd)eiben 

9Bdr  id)  cin  iPriinnfcin  flar 

STOoblauf,  nod)  getrunfen 

5BaS  id)  aQeS  roifjen  m&d)t 

aOenn  ber  i^riibling  fommt 

SDat  touQ  bei  fticrl 

aBer  nicmals  einen  Wnuf*  gebabt 

aBittfommen,  0  feliger  abenb 

3tt)a  orbentlitben  I'eut,  bie 

3u  Strafeburg  auf  ber  S^ani 


Su  Derfoufen  bei  atten  beutf(?)en  ©udt^anblern  unb  3eitung8agenten  in  ben  3?er. 
_  in  Staaten  unb  Canaba,  ober  aud)  unter  ginjenbung  beg  SetraoeS  bireft  Don 
I  QctauBgeber, 

l^ettt^  %  SBc^tnan,  130  ^arf  JRotti,  3lett>  ^orf. 


]N'o.    8.— ^ntbaltenb  lOS  Sieber. 


abj4ieb  nebmen,  fagt  er 

abe,  bu  liebcr  Jannenroalb,  obe 

afles  fiiblt  ber  iiiebe  ijreuben 

an  jebem  abenb  geb  id)  au3 

aite  3abr  Dcrgangcn  ift,  baS 

an  Sd)loiter  bat  an  Wjellen  g'bobt 

ai9  id)  nod)  'i'rinj  roar  Don  arlabien 

auf  ber  5yievbant 

ad),  roie  bunfd  finb  bie  5)?anfrn 

ad),  id)  fiibr,  eS  ift  Derf^rounben 

ad),  roeld)e  I'uff,  Solbnt  ju  jcin 

auf,  yjJatrojen,  bie  anfcr  gelid)tct 

an  ber  Saale  griinem  Stranbc 

auf  ©erges  ^Bben  [lBed)er 

©cfrdnjt  mit  i!aub  ben  lieben  DoHen 

Sriiber,  jammelt  cud)  im  Kreije 

Siirgjcbnft,  bie 

Sluiicn  augen,  bie 

SSalb  graj' id)  am  ^Jledor 

99unte  »lcib,  ba§ 

SBemooftcr  SBurjdjc  jieb  i(b  auS,  obe 

Ta  brobcn  auf  jenem  Serge 

%\x  roirft  mir'8  ja  nit  libel  ne^ma 

£cutjd)lanb  iiber  alleS 

Tes  !iOai|cnfinbc§  ftlage 

Trudnit  jo 

%ii  Wid)el  a?aterlanb 

Tenfft  bu  baran 

(*in  freieS  I'eben  fiibren  roir 

(f  ritonig,  ber 

(ffjen,  nid)t  6aS  Irinfen 

(fin  I'eben  roie  im  *i<arabic§ 

P§  ift  cin  Scbuft  gefallen 

(fin  Sdjijflein  jal)  id)  fal)ren 

(f  S  roar  einmal  ein  ftonig 

(fin  Soger  au§  fiurpfalj 

(f  roig  roiU  i4  bir  gcboren 

(f  §  ift  bcftimmt  in  ®ottc§  3latb 

(fS  leben  bie  Solbaten 

ijrojd)'  unb  bie  Unfcn 

iVriibling9lieb 

iferbinanb,  roie  jd)(5n  bift  bu 

if  rijblicb  unb  rooblgcmut^ 

ijriebcricuS  Stej 

^rijd)  auf  jum  froblidien  3agcn 

wuten  abenb,  licber  TOonbcnid)ein 

©rofemutter  tuiH  tanjcn       • 

focrr  im  fiouS,  bet 

aerr  ©ruber,  nimm  bein  ®Id§4cn 

Oer}ig'§  Stbntjerl,  lafe  bi(b  b^rjen 

^olbcr  3iingling,  mein  Serlangcn 


feerbei,  b"bei,  bu  trauter  Sangerfretl 

©or',  liebcr  SiMlbelm 

Ocute  jd)cib  id) 

3d)  bin  ein  freier  Wnnn  unb  finge 

3d)  roar  iPrunbfud)c-  nod)  an  3abnn 

3  tljof  jo  gem  beiratti'n 

3d)  roiU  mein  (S>liid  j  iiHuvni,  marjd)ircn 

34  but  ftc  um  bie  9to)c 

3m  aiU-in  iff  iiOabrbeit  nur  oQcin 

34  roar  ein  rid)fcr  t^ajelbans 

3u  bicjen  bcil'gen  J^allcn 

34  J4iiitt  fS  gem  in  alle  IRinben  cin 

3n  ber  grofeen  Sceftabt  I'cipjig 

34  fomm'  immer  ni4t  boju 

34  bnb'  ben  gonjcn  SJormittag 

3br  3;iirften  ber  ayalbung,  bcrcor 

3abr  ift  gut,  bod 

Setjt  J4roingen  roir  ben  ^lut 

fJein  Jcuer,  feine  fiobI> 

ftommt  a  Sogerl  gcflogcn 

flommt  ein  ftplonfcr  !PurJ4'  gegangen 

ffomm',  ftiUcr  aiu-nb 

ftennt  ibr  ba<>  I'anb 

I'ebc  roobl,  bu,  bie  i4  innig  liebe 

I'etjte  9ioje,  bie 

'UJcinUbriflian 

92otij 

9Jo8lein  auf  ber  ^oibcn 

Sie  ftanb  auf  bobem  IVrgt    ■  ■  < 

Sie  jollen  ibn  nidjt  baben 

Sagt  er 

Stedbrief,  ber  •   "  • 

S41a4tlieb 

S4uftcrjungc  nl§  fio4in,  ber 

lobod 

Ueberall  bin  i4  ju  i^iaujc 

Sorrt4tige  3ube,  ber 

Son  aUcn  I'dnbern  biefer  SBcIt 

aOajjer  rauJ4t.  bos  ai>afier  jdjwoH,  ba8 

SBaren  mir  jeligc  lagc,  bos 

aOenn  id)  einmal  ber  ^errgott  roar' 

ffiJaS  flinget  unb  Tinget  bie  Strofie  berouf 

SBanbern  ift  beS  WiiUerS  I'uft,  bag 

STOer  roiU  unter  bie  Solbalcn 

2Bir  finb  jroei  topf're  a^anem 

aCenn  es  teine  fjlaf4en  gdbe 

SBann  man  trinfen  mufe 

ffioDt'  ©oft,  fte  ware  meine 

aUonberer  in  ber  Sdgemiible,  ber 

a»a§  frag'  i4  »ieJ  na4  Welb  unb  ®ut 

j^opf,  ber  bdngt  ibm  binten,  ber 
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a  SBufjerl  iS  a  J4uudrig  Ting 

a4,  ad),  roie  finb  bie  ^f'ifn  jitoer 

a4,  umjonft  auf  oiler  Sdnber  ftarten 

ailcS  licM  unb  paartri4  toiebcr 

atle§,  Wit-3  roir  lieben,  Icbe 

aOe  S?6gel  Rnb  f4on  ba 

ai6  bie  stomer  fre4  gcroorben 

aiten  Teufl4fn,  bie 

anaieri«  jcnb'  i4  bi4 

an  cines  58dd)lein§  iRonbe,  gar  liebli4 

arm  unb  flein  ift  meine  fciutte 

auf,  ibr  9?riibcr,  finget  Sieber 

auf'm  a^crglein  bin  i4  g'jejien 

93ei  einem  5ffiirtbe  nmnberjnilb 

ffiei  TOannern,  roel4c  i'iebc  fiiblcn 

iPilbung  mo4t  fein 

SSin  au9  unb  cingongo  im  ganjen  ^Qrol 

SBin  i  net  on  luft'gcr  £4roenerbu 

SPringt  mir  9?Iut  ber  eblen  Steben 

©riibcrlciii  fein 

firombombuli,  ba§  ift  ber  litel 

To  brobcn  auf  jcncm  a?crge 

S!)a§  ift  oUcS  einS 

S!a§  roar  cin  niebli4  3.«ijflcin 

3!er  liolijle  99uhle,  ben  i4  bow 

%t\  TOdb4cn  lieb'  i4  Diele 

35cr  933eibno4t§obenb  fom  gegangen 

Tier  ffiJein  erfreut  beS  5JJenJ4en  Jj^erj 

2)cutjd)e§  ^Cterj,  Derjage  ni^t 

2!ie  Ccinewcber  l)aben  cine  laubere^unft 

Tie  5iieb',  bei  meiner  (?br' 

^ie  ^ojen  bliit)en  im  Xbale 

Tie  S4ufter}unft  bleibt  immer  bo4 

Tie  Sonn'  erroa4t  mit  ibrer  H-*ta4t 

Tie  ai.VIt  glei4t  einer  ©ierbouteille 

To  benn  je  be  a?ebrele  in'S  Cjome  geno' 

Traufe'  ift  aHeS  jo  pra4tig 

Trei  rood're  SBurJ4en  jafeen,  Ja 

ein'  fefte  9?urg  ift  unjer  ®ott 

Cin  getreueS  .^crj  \a  roifjen 

©in  ftaufman,  ber  fi4  £4uMe  nennt 

Cin  luft'gcr  TOurifontc  marj4irte  einfl 

Cin  aiomer  ftonb  in  finft'rcr  9Ja4t 

Cin  S4ii6  bin  i4  in  be§  Wegenten  Solb 

Cinff  bat  mir  mein  fieiborjt  geboten 

Cin  S?eild)en  auf  ber  aOiefe  ftanb 

Cin  aBanbcrburJ4'  mit  bem  Stab 

Ci  roa8  brau4t  man  um  gliidli4  lu  fein 

Cs  ftebt  ein  ®aum  im  Cbennalb 

CS  tbut'8  bait  nimmcrmebr 

jJreubDon  unb  leibDoD,  gebanfensoH  fein 

rreut  eu4  be§  2eben9 

frif4,  gonje  Rompanie  mit  lautem  SinB 

friib  morgenS  roenn  bie  ^d^ne  frab'n 

Jefang  Dcrf4Bnt  ba§  fieben 
©cjunb^eit,  ^err  92a4bar,  baS  @ld§4en 
©uanolieb 
^dring  unb  aufiet 


ter)lieb4en  mein  untcrm  9lebcnba4 
4  bob'  ein  beifeeS,  jungc*  9?lut 
34  lenn'  ein'n  beOen  (J belftcin 
34  m64te  fie  roobl  jebcn 
3m  firug  lum  griinen  iJranje 
3n  einem  ibale  frieblid)  flifle 
3e^t  gang  i  an'S  ©riinncle,  trinf  ober 
^egcQieb 

ftteine  5if4ermabd)en,  boS 
ftommt,  5Briibcr,  trinfct  frob  mit  mir 
iJdbmt  bir  bie  j4n>erftc  allrr  ftetten 
Sebc  »»obI.  Dergife  mein  ni4t 
Ccbig  ift  ber  J4onfte  Stonb 
SJeije,  leije,  fromme  atteije 
fiieb  on  bie  (Jttube 
TOama,  ^>apa,  o4,  jcb'n  Sie  bo4 
TOein  i^ixi,  i4  WiQ  bi4  frogen 
?J?ein  ^erj  ift  im  §o4Ianb,  mein  i^erj 
9J}ein  berjliebflefe  idin^erl,  fomm 
5Jlcin  ficbenSIauf  ift  iiicb*  unb  I'uft 
TOcin  t'ieb  ift  cine  aipnerin 
TOci  €4ati  ift  a  «eitcr 
TOir  ift  ouf  ber  aBclt  niditS  lieber 
9lo4  ift  bie  bliibcnbe,  golbene  '^(\\ 
9Jun  leb'  roobl,  bu  fleine  ©afje 
Cb  i4  bi4  licbe,  frogc  bie  Sterne 
O  bu  lieber  auguffin,  aOes  ift  bin 
D  aBolb,  mit  beinen  buft'gcn  '-Jweigen 
Wofenftorf,  ^olbcrbliib* 
Sonft  ^aulus  roar  cin  TOcbifu8 
S4au'  14  bie  SPiiglcin  on 
64(ntt  mir  mal  ^airij4  cin 
Sebt  ibr  brei  Stofjc  Dor  bem  SBogcn 
©e^t  eu4  lu  mir  um'S  ,^flf!  bcrum 
'S  $er}  ift  ein  jpajng's  Ting 
Sinb  roir  ni4t  jur  ^errli4feit  gcboren 
So  is  boS  Cnb'  ber  aOclt 
So  man4er  mo4t'  ibr  a?Iiim4en  jein 
Sonft  jpielt'  i4  mit  cccptcr 
Stanb4cnfangcr 
Ste4partiert'ieb  ,.  /. 

©tubio  ouf  eincr  SJcif 
3;enJBin§ 

txxim,  !(;ieb4fn,  frinfe  f4non 
aJergefet  bie  beutJ4c  Spra4e  ni4t 
Serloften  bin  i 
aSiel  Cfjcn  ma4t  Diet  breiter 
aSBon'.S  TOailiifterl  roal)t 
aBa§  bob'  i4  benn  meinem  3='inSlitb4en 
aBafjerfoa,  \>vc 
ffiBeine  nt4f,  c§  ifl  DergebcnS 
gBenn  ba§  otlant'fd)c  *UJcer 
agir  teinben  bir  ben  3ungfernfrani 
ffio  0  tlcin'S  guttle  ftebt 
SBobin  mit  ber  f>rcub' 
Siebt  im  ^erbfl  bie  l'er4e  fort 
S'  TOiiOen  an  ber  ^ofJ 
3um^$eiratl)en  taugen  bie  VlSnnet 
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THE  AMERICAN  AMATEUR  RECITER  &  SPEAKER 
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Boiny  a  mont  Valuable  CoUpction  of  Standard  Rf- 
ritatioiiB,  Popular  K*a<lui(.-«,  Doclaiiintions  ami 
Beautiful  Compositions.  Kspocially  miaptcd  for 
Parlor  Kntertainniwits,  Bo<-ialOath<'riiiioi.  Scliool 
Kxhibitions.  4o.  By  TcachorB,  YounK  LAdiffl  and 
Oentleincn,  this  RtH-'itt-r  iw  pronouncwi  the  B«Ht. 
Itcoiitains  the  very  Finest  Productions  ever  writ- 
ten, couipriHlmr  Si-lectlonn  In  Proso  and  Verse,  on 
alnioBt  every  Poi>ular  Subject,  Boiuo  of  which  an 
quite  recent  I,iterary  I'roauctions,  eii)reHsive  ol 
every  NobloPa«8ion  of  t lie  Human  Heart — Versen 
that  will  make  an  audiencovlaiiKh— others  that  i| 
will  maketheni  weep:  Kentiuiental, Tragic, Comic, 
affording  opiHirtunitlea  for  the  distnlay  of  every 
different  Quality  of  action,  voice  and  delivery. 

In  it  will  be  found  material  from  wliich  one  can 
rehrarpe  for  tlir'lnilpit,  the  Statue,  or  Public  Mewt- 
inif.  the  legislature,  or  the  Uallw  of  ConKress,  be- 
sidefc  many  Beautiful  Ple«^-C8  that  a  Younic  l^ady  or 
Miss  can  Read  or  Kccite  to  her  friends  In  a  parlor 
or  before  an  audieuge^  Price  by  maUl  i2{>  C'euta. 
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Address  all  orders  to  HEXRT  J.  WEHMAN,  130  Park  Row,  New  York. 
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GOES  POPULAR  METHOD  I  The  Greatest  of  Tiiem  All! 


'.'':'■■ -^^■^■■-: :  ■■l::^.'-  for    the    :  :':-^^--^'^'r:-'y::x 

VIOLIN 

As  the  most  Concise,  Clear  and  ProgrcssiTC  Self- 
Instructor  ever  Published. 

IT  CONTAINS  all  the  elements  of  music  fully 
illustrated  and  placed  before  the  beginner  in 
such  an  easy  and  progressive  manner  as  to 
make  the  services  of  a  teacher  unnecessary. 

IT  CONTAINS  full  illustrations,  showing  how  to 
hold  the  Violin,  the  Bow,  etc.,  properly. 

IT  CONTAINS  an  illustrated  diagram  showing 
at  once  how  to  tune  the  Violin. 

IT  CONTAINS  a  number  of  well-known  tunes 
easily  arranged,  with  bow  marks,  for  beginners. 

IT  ALSO  CONTAINS  92  of  the  latest  and  most 
popular  melodies  of  the  day,  especially  ar- 
ranged for  the  violin,  making  this  at  once  not 
only  the  peer  of  all  instructors,  but  the  largest 
and  most  choice  collection  of  popular  melodies 
ever  arranged  or  published  for  the  violin. 

Copies  Mailed,  Post-paid,  on  Receipt  of  Price, 

ONLY    75    CENTS. 


Banjo 


MONARCH 

Method 


COMPILED  AND  ARUANGEL  BY    .. 


Contains  all  the  Rudiments  of  Music;  shows 
correct  Method  of  Holding  and  Tuning  the  Banjo, 
Manner  of  Fingering,  and  how  to  make  all  Chords 
in  both  Major  and  Minor  Keys  ;  also  contains  a 
Large  Collection  of  the  Most  Popular  Songs  and 
Instrumental  Music  of  the  day,  with  Marked 
Fingering,  showing  at  once  how  to  perform  them 
easily.  ■  > 

Copies  Mailed,  Post-paid,  on  Receipt  of  Price, 

60    CENTS. 


ADDRESS    ALL    ORDERS    TO 

H.  J.  WEHMAN, 

p.  0.  Box,  1823.         :  ^ ,  PARK  BOW,  N.  Y. 


ADDRESS    ALL    ORDERS    TO 

H.  J.  WEHMAN, 

p.  0.  Box,  1823.  PAEE  BOW,  N.  Y. 


GOES  ALBUM  OF 

JIGS  and  EBELS 

:     .      FOR    THE   ■ 

VIOLIN. 

The  largest  and  best  collection  of  new,  popu- 
lar and  Standard  Jigs,  Irish  and  Scotch  Reels, 
Clog- Hornpipes,  Waltzes,  Walk-Arounds,  Quad- 
rilles, Country  Dances,  &c.,&c.,  &c.  Printed  from 
large,  bold  type,  on  fine  paper,  making  this  one 
of  the  greatest  books  ever  published  for  Amateur 
and  Professional  Violinists,  Leaders  of  Orchestras, 
Quadrille  Bands,  and  Clog,  Reel  and  Jig  Dancers. 

Copies  Sent,  Post-paid,  on  Receipt  of  Price, 
75    CENTS. 


THE  BEST  PUBLISHED. 

IVIONARCH 

Guitar  Method 

WBITTEN  AND  COMPILED  BY 

D.    I.    MARTIN; 

Is  the  most  Practical  Method  ever  Published. 


It  contains  all  the  Rudiments  of  Music,  man- 
ner of  Holding  and  Tuning  the  Guitar  ;  also 
Diagrams  of  all  the  Chords  necessary  to  enable  a 
person  to  accompany  songs  without  going  through 
a  long  course  of  study.  It  also  contains  a  choice 
collection  of  popular  and  standard  Songs  and 
Instrumental  Pieces  arranged  for  the  Guitar. 

Copies  Mailed,  Post-paid,  on  Receipt  of  Price. 
60    CENTS. 


ADDRESS    ALL    ORDERS    TO 

H.  J.  WEHMAN, 

p.  0.  Box,  1823.  -  PAEZ  EOW,  N.  Y. 


M}^! 


ADDRESS    ALL    ORDERS   TO 

H.  J.  WEHMAN, 

p.  0.  Box,  1823.  •  :     'PAEK  EOW.  N.  Y. 
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OINTE     CEISTT    E^CKC 
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1  Baby  mine 

2  Such  an  education  has  my  Maiy  Aos 

3  Auld  Lang  Syne 

4  Ella  Ree 

5  Old  cabin  home 

6  Little  ones  at  home 

7  Old  black  Joe 

8  Home,  succt  homo 

9  Larboard  watch 

10  Manv  can  help  one 

11  KillaVuey 

12  See  that  mv  erave'a  kept  green 

13  OrandfathtT's  clock 

14  Emmefs  "  Lullaby  " 

15  The  hstrp  that  once  thro'  Tara'e  hall 

16  My  country,  "tin  of  thee 

17  Sweet  forget-me-not 

18  Where  was  Moees  when  the  light  went  out? 

19  Nancy  Lee 

30  Write  me  a  letter  from  home 

21  Beautiful  isle  of  the  sea 

Zi  Old  folks  at  home  (Swanee  ribber) 

23  Come  back  to  Erin 

24  Sweet  bye-and-bye 

25  My  prettv  red  rote 

26  Whoa.  Einmal 

27  Katie's  secret 

28  You'll  remember  me 

29  Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep 

30  Kathleen  Mavoiirneen 

31  I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls 

32  Wearing  of  the  preen 

33  When  you  and  I  were  young,  Maggie 
^  Cottage  bv  the  sea 

35  We  pairtfd  by  the  river  side 

36  When  I  saw  "sweet  Nellie  home 

37  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

38  Last  rose  of  Summer 

39  Shamus  O'Brien 

40  Exile  of  Erin 

41  Maggie's  secret 

42  Or  any  other  man— Stnmp  speech 
*{I  raiiriot  call  her  mother 

44  Would  I  were  with  thee 

45  IV)or  old  slave 

46  Ca!»ev  social  club 

47  Cumberland's  crew 

48  Take  this  letter  to  my  mother 
40  A  model  love  letter 

50  Female  stratagem 

51  How  to  kiss  a  lady 

52  Dublin  bay 

53  Wife's  commandments 

54  Uusband'c  comniandmente 

55  Rules  for  bumnuT!* 

56  Little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane 

57  Barbara  Frleichie— KEfiTATioN 

58  Marching  through  Georgia 

59  When  I  was  a  lad— Pinafore 

60  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  the  eea 

61  Dancing  in  the  barn 

62  Fire  in  the  grate 

63  Wandering  refugee 

64  Blue-eved  Nelly 

65  Minstrel  boy 

66  Letter  in  the  candle 

67  star-spangled  banner 

68  Dancing  on  the  green 

69  Heart  bow'd  down 

70  Take  Iwick  the  heart 

71  Thewatermlil— Kecitation 

72  Faded  coat  of  blue 

73  Hold  the  fort 

74  Slavery  days 

75  Der  mule  shtood  on  de  shteamboat  deck— Rec. 

76  Little  barefoot 

77  My  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night 

78  Home  again 

TO  Tkou  art  so  n^-ar  and  yet  so  far 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 

81  Office  rules 

K  Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 

83  GcKxi  Rhine  wine 

84  ril  be  all  smiles  to-night,  love 

85  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 

86  Listen  to  the  mf)cking-bird 

87  When  the  com  in  waving,  Annie 

88  She  never  blaniel  him,  never 

89  S'lver  threads  among  the  gold 

90  Little  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

91  King  the  bell  softly,  there's  crape  on  the  door 


92  Boy  lost  (laughable)" 

93  Her  bright  smile  haunts  mc  still 

91  Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  fall 
95  Gypsy's  warning 
90  Anchor's  weighSi 

97  Moon  behind  the  hill 

98  Swinging  in  the  lane 

99  Sheridan's  rido— Ukcitatiok 

100  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd 

101  Eilleen  Allanna 

102  'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower 

108  Touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Louise 
1(M  (}irl  I  left  iHihiiid  me 

105  Little  Buttercup 

106  His  sisters,  cousins  and  iiinta 

107  Carry  me  back  to  old  Virginny 

108  Roses  underneath  the  snow 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  apjx'al  to  his  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  fly 

112  t)ld  man's  drunk  again 

113  Two  or])hans  (Brooklyn  theatre  fire) 

114  Amber  irt^sses  tied  in  blue 

115  Pretty  as  a  pictun- 

lit)  I  am  waiting,  Kssie,  dear 
117  Thn-e  pj-rished  in  the  snow 
lis  Slijiht  hints 

119  Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother 

120  Come  sit  by  my  side,  little  «larling 

121  Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 

122  Bingen,  on  the  Rhine 

Vii  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave 

121  Old  log  cabin  on  the  bill 

125  Cronpy  boy 

12tj  Skius  are  out  to-day 

127  The  bridge 

12S  Shabby  genteel 

129  Oh,  dat  watermelon 

130  C'omin'  thro'  the  rye 

131  Must  we  then  meet  as  strangers 

132  BahieK  on  our  block 
iXi  Brennen  on  the  Moor 
Kil  Skidmore  fancy  ball 
IX)  Halhwty  Door 

l*j  Wtieri'  the  grass  grows  green 
137  Darling  B«'Ksie  of  the  lea 
i;iM  Kiss  l>ehind  the  door 

139  I'll  rem<'ml)er  you,  love,  in  my  prayers 

140  Mary  of  the  wild  moor  ._ 

141  Old  wo<Mlen  rocker 

142  S|)eak,  only  s|K'ak 

143  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

144  Where  art  thou,  my  beloved? 

145  Mollie,  darling 

140  You  may  look,  but  you  mustn't  touch 

147  .My  daughter,  Julia 

148  Raffle  for  the  stove 

149  Balm  of  (iihml 

150  There's  always  a  seat  in  the  parlor  for  you 

151  Driven  from  home 

152  I'vt!  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 
15:i  Pull  for  the  shore 

1.54  Neart'r,  my  (;<kI,  to  Thee 
15.5  (jO(hI  news  from  home 
150  Fisherman's  daughter 

157  Shells  of  ocean 

158  Massa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 

159  Say  a  kind  word  when  you  can 
IGO  Cur«!  for  scandal 

Itil  Twilight  coterie 
162  Strangers  yet 
168  Castles  in  the  air 

164  Dear  little  shamrock 

165  I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs 

166  Norah  O'Neal 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

168  Rose  of  Tralee 

169  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare 

170  I'm  lonely  sini;e  my  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lone  child 

172  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

173  Glove  tiirtation 

174  Whip  tiirtation 

175  Slave's  dream 

176  Don't  you  go,  Tommy,  don't  go 

177  Sweet  Evangeline 

178  Good-bye  at  the  door 

179  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the  heart  can 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you  [never  be 

181  Erin's  lovely  home 

182  Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-house 


183  Twenty  years  ago 
181  Paddy^s  land 

185  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling 

186  Old  village  school  on  the  green 

187  Woo<lman,  spare  that  tree 

188  Barbara  Frielchle— Rkcitatiom 

189  Darling  Minnie  Lee 

190  Hat  flirtation 

191  Fan  flirtation 

192  Flee  as  a  bird  to  yonr  mountain 

193  Good-bye,  Annie,  darling  (Enoch  Arden) 

194  Why  did  she  leave  him? 

195  A  quiet  little  home 

19<i  Thou  hast  learned  to  love  another 

197  Mary  of  .Vrgyle 

198  Nil  Desix;raudum 

199  Sweet  llii?hiand  .Mary 

200  Eveidng  amusement  (laughable) 

201  Day  I  played  base  ball 

2(W  Remember  you  have  children  of  your  own 
20.'!  There's  none  like  a  mother  if  ever  so  poor 
201  You  were  false,  but  I'll  forgive  you 

205  Sweet  .Maggie  Gordon 

206  Tanyard  side 

207  B<>Ilsof  Shandon 

208  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell 

209  Whisptr  softly,  mother's  dying 

210  Erin's  green  shore 

211  Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  oldT 

212  Donnelly  and  Cooper 

213  (fathering  shells  by  the  sea  shore 

214  Little  Rosebud 

215  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

216  Come  into  the  garden,  Maud 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

218  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  W8J 

219  <;(xl,  bless  my  boy  at  sea 
•£30  .\nnie  Laurie 

'221  Mac's  and  the  O's  '       ' 

•£12  Shennan's  march  to  the  sea 

223  Lamentation  of  James  Rodgers 

'224  <  'ome,  birdie,  come 

2*25  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

•£iO  Kv.r  of  thee 

227  Norah  McShane 

•£H  Love  among  the  roecs 

229  Shamus  O'Brien— lOcciTATiOX 

230  Der  IX-itcher  (Jal 
•-{31  No  Irish  nee<l  apply 
*232  Old  arm  chair 

2:«  Tim  Flaherty 

231  We  sat  by  the  river,  you  and  I 
235  I  love  music 

•£M')  Swt-et  Cknevieve 

2:i7  When  the  flowers  fall  asleep 

'£iH  Pntrick  Sbeuhan 

2:i9  Sailor's  grave 

2t«)  I'ntfy  maid  milking  her  cow 

241   Kentucky  Rose 

■242  Farmer's"  daughter 

2M  Oh,  dem  golden  slippers 

241  In  the  morning  by  the  bright  light 

245  Noboily's  darling 

SM6  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

247  Somebo<ly's  mother— RkcitatioH 

248  Birdie,  darling 

249  NolMKiy's  darling  but  mine 
2.'>0  Rock  me  to  sleep,  mother 

251  Put  my  little  shm*  away 

252  Darling  Nelly  Gray 

253  Somebody's  coming  when  the  dewdropsfsV 
251  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  w«M 
2.55  Little  brown  jug 

25<;  B«'n  Bolt 

257  (Jood-byc,  sweetheart,  good-bye 

"258  Klin  is  my  home  . 

2.59  Katty  Avourneen 

•JflO  Sadie  Ray 

261  Bard  of  Armagh 

2fi2  Hush,  my  darllngB,  dft  not  weep 

2(3  Patrick's  day  parade 

261  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 

265  S|)«ak  to  me,  s|)eak 

266  Darling,  I  will  come  again 

'267  Bri''ht-eyed  little  Nell  of  Narraganset  bay 
268  Hail,  Columbia 
2f'i9.  Little  footstciJS 

270  Tim  Finigan's  wake 

271  McDonnd's  old  tin  nvof 

272  Scotch  lassie,  Jean 

273  Uat  mc  father  wore  ~ 
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ORDER    SONGS    BY    NUMBERS    ONLY. 

We  •will  send  10  of  tlie  above  Songs,  your  selcetion,  by  mail,  |K)st-r)iiid,  for  10  cents  ;  BO  Sonps  for  SO  cents*  orlOO  Songs 
for  50  cents.     liemember,  we  will  not  send  lens  than  10  of  these  Songs  by  mail      We  will  send  the  Sheet  Music  of  any  of  the  above 
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OISTE     CENT    E^CH. 


547  The  Cork  le? 

648  Uncle  Sam's  fann'    • 

649  My  old  wife  and  1 

630  I'm  80  lonely  . 

fiSl  Onlv  as  far  a«  the  gate 

552  Pcefe-a-boo 

653  Moonlight  at  Killarney 

5M  I'll  wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by 

655  We  never  speak  as  we  pass  by 

556  Tijyperary  chriBtcuing 

657  Be  home  early  to-night,  my  deir  boy 

558  Old  rustic  bridge  by  the  mill 

559  Paddy  Magee's  dream 

560  Dreaming  of  home  and  mother 

561  Shall  we  Know  each  other  iheref 
563  Jolly  Irishman 

663  Folks  that  put  on  airs 

664  Rosalie,  the  prairie  flower 

565  If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year 

566  Fisherman  and  his  child 

567  Swate  Castle  Garden 

568  In  the  gloaming 

569  Bring  me  back  the  one  I  love 
670  Spider  and  the  fly 

571  A  warrior  bold 

572  Tar's  farewell 

573  In  her  little  bed  we  laid  her 

574  Dark  girl  dressed  in  blue 

575  Separation  '.' ^'  .' ■ 
5TQ  I^itx^hcr  of  beer 

577  Neil  McOulligan's  daughter.  Mary  Ann 

578  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there 

579  Its  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left 

580  Alice,  where  art  thou? 

581  Meet  mc,  Josie,  at  the  gate 

582  Jessie  at  the  railway  bar 

583  Ada,  with  the  golden  hair 

584  Streeu  of  New  York  ' 

585  Courting  in  the  rain 

586  I'm  dying  for  some  one  to  lovo  me 

587  Is  that  Mister  Keilly? 

588  Let  my  name  be  kindly  spoken 

589  Dar's  one  more  rlbber  for  to  cross 

590  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paris 

591  Poor  old  Mike 

592  Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye 

593  A  life  on  the  ocean  wave 

594  I  am  dreaminff 

595  Gypsy  Countesb  ..     • 

596  She's  as  good  as  gold 

597  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  nigbt 

598  Shoo,  fly!  don't  bother  me 

599  Ten  thoufanrt  miles  away  , 
COO  Give  my  love  to  all  at  home 

601  Mygel  Snyder's  party 

602  Increase  of  crime 
COS  Ship  on  Are 

JM  Josephus  Orange  Blossom 

605  Oh!  Susannah 

606  Old  Bob  Rid|ey 

607  Bonnie  blue  flag 

608  Nell  Flaugherty's  drake 

609  John  Barleyconi 

610  Rules  for  love-making 

611  Land  League  Band 

612  Down  by  the  old  abbey  ruins 

613  Glorious  G9th 

614  Old  willow  cradle 
616  Punny  old  gal 

616  Religious  card  player 

617  Paddy's  the  boy 

618  Teddy  McGlynn 

619  Lads  who  live  in  Ireland 

620  Worn-out  sailor 

621  Mott  street,  449 

622  Limerick  isbesntifnl 
6J3  Seven  oud 

em  Let  me  kigg  him  for  his  mother 

625  Pretty  lipe 

626  Sullivan's  boot  in  my  eye 

627  Villlkins  and  his  Dinah  :     . 

628  CapUln  with  his  whiekere 

629  A  knot  of  blue  and  gray 

630  Foley's  hotel 

6;J1  I'll  meet  her  when  the  sun  goes  down 
(Xa  Never  take  the  horseshoe  from  the  door 

633  Woman,  lovely  woman 

634  Napoleon's  dream 

635  When  the  robins  nest  again 

636  Oh!  you  little  darling,  Ilove yoa 
0S7  Just  down  the  laue 


638  Call  me  back  again 

639  MUwaukee  fire 
&10  One  of  the  finest 

641  Over  the  mountain 

642  Belle  of  the  ball 
M3  Farmer's  boy 

644  When  Jack  comes  home  again  (Sailing) 

645  llui<h-a-bye,  baby 

646  Where  the  ivy  grows  so  g^reen    • 

647  Bridget  Donahue 

648  Down  the  hill 

649  My  Nellie's  blue  eyes 

650  Ragged  coat  "    • 

651  Kittv  Kimo  -  ^ 
C52  Little  darling,  dream  of  me  ~ 
653  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fnit 
654('Minute  gun  at  sea                           •  ' 

655  Some  day  .     ',    ■  •■ 

656  Sour  krout 

657  Don't  give  the  name  a  bad  blace 

658  Racketty  Jack 

059  John  Urown  song  (Glory,  glory  hallelnjah) 

660  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  Doys  are  marching 

661  A  dollar  fifteen  cents 

662  Roger  O'Mailey 

663  Don't  make  a  noise  or  else  you'll  wake  the  baby 

664  Bring  back  my  bonnic  to  me 

665  Belleville  convent  fire  (Illinois) 

666  I'll  await  my  love 

667  Hard  times  come  again  no  more 

668  Mulcahey's  gone  away 

669  Nineteen  hundred  and  one 

670  Colleen  dhas  machree 

671  Only  to  sec  thee,  darling 

672  Blue  bells  of  Scotland 

673  A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother 

674  That's  how  you  get  served  when  you're  old 

675  Dear  little  innocent  things 

676  Mother,  I've  come  home  to  die 

677  Just  before  the  battle,  mother    • 

678  Down  in  a  diving-bell 

679  Kissing  through  the  bars 

680  Skipper  and  his  boy 

681  Young  man  from  the  ,,onntry  : 

6&J  I'llbedar  -       . 

683  Midshipmite 

m  Eleventh  Regiment  (N.  G.  S.  N.  Y.) 

685  Naughty,  naughty  men 

686  Naughty,  naughty  gltis 

687  New  coon  in  town 

688  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  tree? 

689  Bold  soger  boy 

690  Heenan  and  Sayers 

691  Come,  landlord,  fill  the  flowing  bowl 

692  Sally,  come  up 
69;j  Sea  king's  burial 

694  One  horse  ojHjn  sleigh 

695  Baby  show 

696  Swim  out  for  glory 

697  Jessie  Green 

698  Duffy's  grand  opening  night 

699  I'm  a  dude 

700  Run  for  the  doctor 

701  Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs 

702  My  good-looking  man 
70:3  How  a  married  woman  goes  to  sleep 

704  I'm  off  for  Baltimore 

705  Bright  little  spot  on  the  ocean 

706  I  tickled  her  under  the  chin 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn 

708  My  Newmarket  coat 

709  lie  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  Hill 

711  Maloney'e  the  man 

712  Ship  that  never  returned 

713  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  eo  deepf 

714  How  much  does  the  baby  weigh? 

715  A  mother's  watch  by  the  sea 

716  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

718  High-water  pants 

719  Every  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-and-bye 

720  I'll  send  you  down  a  letter  from  the  sky 

721  Paddy  stole  the  rope 

722  Duffy,  the  swell 

723  Not  much  : 
TH  Don't  leave  your  mother,  Tom 
725  Pretty  little  dark  blue  eyes 
736  A  rollinK  stone  gathers  no  moss 

727  Dream  races 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 


729  Grood-bye  to  my  Southern  sunny  home 

730  Pretty  little  rosy  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  the  window  to-night,  love 

732  Hard  up 

733  Forgive  and  forget 

734  Captain  Mishler 

735  Butterfly  dude 

736  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

737  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roses  fall     • 

738  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  Enniekillen  dragoon 

740  Papa's  baby  boy 

741  I  ain't  as  young  as  I  used  to  be 

742  The  Dreadnought 

743  See-saw 

744  What's  in  a  Kiss? 

745  Hush,  little  baby,  don't  you  cry 

746  Darling  do' 

747  Mother's  last  .equest 

748  Texas  ranger 

749  God,  save  Ireland 

750  Tho'  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  yon 

751  Bold  Jack  Donahue 

752  Last  farewell 

753  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 

754  Mary  Ann  Kehoe 

755  Onlv  an  emigrant 

756  My  lionny  boy  is  young,  but  he's  growing 

757  The  farmer  feeds  us  all 

758  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hot 

759  Better  days  will  come  again 
70(1  Baby's  lullaby  ' 
701  Dying  girl's  message 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

763  Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye,  bye 

764  Somebody's  tall  and  handsome 

765  Mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  now 

766  Sweet  Alpine  roses 

767  Morrissey  and  the  Bcnicia  boj 

768  Constant  farmer's  son 

769  Upper  ten  and  lower  Ave 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Keyhole  in  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  square,  boys 

773  Lackawanna  spooners 

774  Cot  where  I  was  bom 

775  Burke's  dream 

776  Four-leaved  shamrock 

777  Up  a  tree 

778  Down  where  the  lilv  bells  grow 

779  Behind  the  parlor  door 

780  Peggy  O'Moore 

781  Sunnv  hours  of  childhood 

782  O'Reilly,  the  fisherman 

783  Old  village  blacksmith's  shop 

784  False  one.  I  love  thee  still 
Tffi  Shannon  side 

786  Pennsylvania  tramp 

787  We'll  paint  the  town  red 

788  Look  always  on  the  sunny  side      ' 

789  Green  linnet 

790  Gentle  Annie 

791  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 

792  There's  a  light  in  the  window 

793  Annie  of  the  vale 

794  Rising  of  the  moon 

795  Who  w^ill  care  for  mother  now? 

796  Let  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  rest 

797  Sights  for  a  father 

798  Old  gray  mare 

799  How  is  your  sister  Mary? 

800  Clara,  Clara,  will  you  come  out  to-night? 

801  Grandma's  vacant  chair 

802  America's  emblem,  the  violet 

803  Knocking  at  the  gates  of  Jordan 

804  Take  go<xl  care  of  mother 

805  Whisper  and  a  kiss 

806  Old-fashioned  photograph  of  mother 

807  Good-bye.  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat 

808  Little  Mag  and  I 

809  Cradle's  emi)ty,  baby's  gone 

810  Rosy's  Sunday  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  family  ' 

812  Little  wife,  Nellie 

813  Too  utterly  utter 

814  I'm  a  dandy,  but  I'm  no  dude 

815  They  can't  keep  the  workingman  down 

816  Angel  mother  waits  for  me 

817  Good-night,  but  not  good-bye 

818  Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky 

819  Just  plain  Jim 
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ONE    CENT    E^CI-I 


820  Mind  nnd  he  homo  hoforo  the 

Ki\  \\  here  the  iinity  littlo  uliamrnck 

SW  Mv  little  foiir-li'iif  M>hainrock  from  Oleiinoro 

8-iJ  White  wiiiu'w 

(W4  Always  take  mother's  advice 

8i'>  I'rettv  pond  liilii's 

ftX  I).ar"l{ohiii.  I'll  1k»  trn« 

(«7  Makido  MrAllistor 

s-iS  For  one  dav  of  turkey  there's  six  days  of  hash 

8:>!>  Poor  old  dad 

Ki'  The  Haddiiiu'tonstiire 

K11   Mi'Sork'v'-'^  twins 

K5-J  Cricket  on  the  liearth 

K«  I  had  315  in  my  inside  pocket 

Kit  Tnil>lini:  l>!»rk  to  (JeorKia 

835  N<)ble  knitrhts  of  lahor 

K}»>  He  sets  there  just  the  same 

KIT  .lohnnv,  get  your  irnn 

S.JS  Miss  p'o<;arty's("hristmHi»cako 

ftV.)  MaL'jrie  Dari-ow's  wflcomc 

H4<)  ('t>ine,  sit  by  me,  mother 

Hll  I'm  not  iisleei) 

HA'i  Put  on  de  trolden  shm^ 

84;^  ril  think  of  my  mother  .tt  home 

S4-1  Two  little  rasiied  nrchiud 

W")  Silver  bells  of  memory 

Mfi  Mairu'ie,  dear  Iin  called  away 

847  Sock  her  on  the  kisser 

t^iH  Oh:  you  girls 

8t'.»  Ki'canse  she  ain't  btiilt  that  way 

KV)  Flani::iin.  the  lodijer 

a">l  Married 

Kt'-l  (iarden  where  the  parties  grow 

KM  You'll  t)e  kind  to  my  mother 

854  Oh.  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh, 

85.")  .\ii  agricultural  Irish  girl 

8."i<J  I  am  a  man  that's  done  wrong  to  my  parents 

K')7  Ting.  ting,  that's  how  the  bell  goes 

KW  Annio  Lisle 

K")i>  I  will  be  true  to  thee 

Sfai  Down  hv  the  river  side  1  strayed 

8til   Kitty  Ciyde 

mi  I'nder  the  willow  she's  sleeping 

80.1  Hav  of  Bisoav,  O! 

8»'.»  Hazel   I>ell 

Nk*!  It's  funny  when  yoti  feel  that  way 

8*^;  They've  iill  got  a"  wife  but  me 

S*;?  What  is  home  without  a  mother? 

n;h  Howery  (ireiiadiers 

8tj'.)  Don't  you  dare  to  kiss  me,  Joe 

870  (Jooil-bve,  Susau  Jane 

871  Nellie  was  a  lady 
87"^  Nettie  Moore 
873  To  the  West 

871  Joe  Hardy 

875  Think  of  your  head  in  the  morning 

H7ti  Wash  me."  mother  dear 

H77  ItiMueinber,  boy.  you're  Irish 

87H  Where  can  the"wanderer  be 

87!>  Colored  hand 

880  Ifg  naughtv  but  it's  nice 

SSI  We'd  better  bide  a  wee 

88:*  Cr>nie  along,  my  darling 

88."}  Old  turnkey 

Hm  Sarah's  young  man 

HI.".  She's  the  image  of  her  mother  in  a  1000  different 

RS*i  R.IIe  Branilon  [ways 

887  Dreamy  eyes  that  haunt  me  still 

H'^8  Hungry  iiiaii  from  Harlem 

88!)  When  Johnny  comes  m.irrhing  home 

8'.>0  I  wa-J  des])ise"d  Ix'canse  I  was  jioor 

801   Mi-et  me,  Kate,  bv  the  cott;ige  gate 

8<W  Thou  hast  wounded  the  spirit  that  loved  thcc 

811.}  Clementine 

8'.M  Swet't  heather  bell 

805  Windy  man  from  Brooklvn 

Ktt;  Swingini:  on  the  oM  rustfe  gate 

KK  You'll  never  miss  your  mother  till  she's  gone 

KM  Iteinember  me  to  all  at  home 

H'Mi  Oh.  what  a  night 

1X10  Did  you  notice  it? 

901  Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone 

Wy  America  beats  them  all 

WW  .\ustnilian  exile 

901  Just  to  show  my  respects  to  McGinnis 

91JO  (;ath<ring  the  myrtle  with  Mary 

'Ml')  Her  own  bov.  Jack 

907  Clara  Nolair's  ball 

908  Letters  we  carved  on  the  tree 
W.i  Two  Irish  poliie 

910  Little  old  red  shawl  my  mother  wore 

911  Our  Jack's  come  liomi- t(»-day 

912  He's  never  done  anything  since 

913  Oh,  Mr.  Flaniguu 


01 1  Can  you.  then,  love  another 

015  hight-house  by  the  sea 

on;  An  Irish  fair  day 

017  It's  for  money 

01>>  As  I  read  the'paper  through 

010  They  <an't  do  it,  you  know 

ifJO  Litter  that  never  came 

iyi  A  handful  of  earth 

OJ-,'  Is  Maud  in? 

ifi'J  Southern  soldier  boy 

ihJI  (ireen  mossy  banks  of  the  Lee 

9'.J5  Maiu'hester  martyrs 

9v'«>  Di'ar  Irish  boy 

O'.K'  I  haven't  for  a  long  time  now 

inw  Save  my  mother's  i)icture  from  the  sale 

9-JO  Kock-a-bye,  baby 

H.'iO  Lay  my  head  beneatli  a  rose 

m\  Castlebar  boy 

'.m  Flora  Hello 

0:i.'5  It's  dudish,  yon  know  . 

031  The  letter  came  at  last 

IW  My  jiretty  Jane 

o:i(i  Lips  that  touch  li(|nor  shall  never  touch  mine 

0:J7  Wrap  the  I'.ag  around  me,  boys 

0.'iS  Dad's  dinner  pail 

<Xi\)  The  spree 

940  Hlack  pick-a-idnny 

on  Widow  Nolan's  goat 

OJ-J  Maid  of  the  mill 

013  Paddy  DulTy'scart 

'Ml  Little|L'reeii  leaf  in  our  bible 

015  Marv  Kelly's  beau 

1»4*!  He'll  be  back  bye-and-bye 

!M7  Bonnv  black  Hess 

!^t8  Little"  Widow  Dunn 

949  fthost  of  Kenjamin  Hinns 

9.-|t)  Man  that  struck  O'Hara 

051  A  tlowerl  found  in  mother's  bible 

'X>i  Dying  cowboy's  lament 

O.VJ  Hringing  pretty  flowers  to  strew  on  mother's 

951  Star  of  the  evening  [grave 

9.55  poor  little  soldiers'  boy 

9.5tJ  Bold  Mclntires 

057  Howard's  cradle  song 

O.'iS  Handkerchief  flirtation 

it.")0  .Viigers  whisper 

SMjO  Tom,  if  you  love  me,  say  st» 

%1  Flying  trape/e 

'Mi'-i  Little  olil  caboose  beh^d  the  train 

'Jt'hi  MaL'gie,  the  cows  are  in  the  clover 

0*;i  I  believe  it.  for  my  mother  told  me  so 

!Mk»  .Mamma's  black  baby  boy 

'.HV')  rngraleful  son 

9«»7  Double-breasted  mansion  on  the  square 

9«W  Yankee  Doodle 

9<;9  The  faster  you  plnck  them  the  thicker  they 


970  .Mother,  is  the  battle  over? 
071  Sullivan  and  Ryan 
97-i  Package  of  old  "letters 

073  Cabin  with  the  roses  at  the  door 

074  .Morrisey  and  Heeiian  flght 
975  Matrimonial  suggestions 
97fi  Mother's  wedding  ring 

977  Poverty's  tears  ebb  and  flow 

978  Never  take  "  no  "  for  an  answer 
079  Have  you  seen  Yuin-Yum? 

9S0  III  return  bye-and-bye 

!»81  It's  Knglish.  you  know 

Wi  In  the  window  a  light  I  can  see 

98:1  Little  Ah  Sid 

981  'I'lie  striker  and  his  son 

985  Ta-ra-ruin 

9S»i  I  cannot  sing  that  song  to-night 

987  I  kissed  lier  nn<ler  the  parlor  stairi 

08S  Lf>st  on  the  "Lady  Klgin" 

989  We  draw  the  line  at  that 

!KtO  Merrv  shanty  boys 

!t01  Sliglitly  on  the  numh 

00-.J  Down  among  the  sugar  cane 

003  When  my  rover  coves  again 

W.H  Ther<!'s  no  one  to  welcome  me  home 

905  John  Mitchell 

(HW  Dearest  Mae 

!>07  My  bonny  lalmring  boy 

!»98  The  dawning  of  tlit;  day 

>.¥M  Wreck  of  the  "  London  " 

1000  T\u:  song  that  reached  my  heart 

1001  The  Scotch  brigade 
mu  I  ow(!  SIO  to  O'tirady 

1003  I'm  the  father  of  a  little  black  coon 

1004  Where  is  Kathleen 

1005  Waiting,  waiting,  waiting 
1000  Maloney,  the  rolling  mill  man 
1007  Dan  O'Brien's  raffle 


[trow 


KKW  Just  a  little  sunshine 

IIK)9  /.•  I  sal  upon  my  <lear  old  mother's  knee 

1010  .\  letter  fr  'in  Ireland 

1011  I'm  going  to  have  my  name  above  the  door 
101-,'  Ju<lge  Dully  told  me  so 

1013  Man,  )>oor  man 

li»ll  When  baby  smiles  in  her  sleep 

1015  Songs  that  we  sing 

lOKi  Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe 

1017  .Meet  a  coon  to-night 

1018  Copper  and  the  cook 
1 »       -      • 


010  Bring  back  my  saUor  boy 
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"WAITING,  WAITING,  WAITING. 

Cop}Tight,  lSi».  by  >L  Witmark  A  Sons. 

The  TVonlH  nnil  Mu^io  of  thl«  Song;  will  tie  ^-nt  to  any  nddreiw,  postpnlit,  on  nTelpt  of  to 

ooiiti;  or  till-"  niul  any  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  Ixillur.  Iiy  II.  J.  Wi-hnian,  130  I'ark 

Row,  Nc"'  York  clty.    Poatafre  Stainpw  taken  same  an  CiVth  for  uU  our  |f<xHi» 


Waiiin-r,  waiting,  waiting.  W"a.<  a  friend  of  mine  one  ni<:ht. 
For  a  t'lrl  lio  loxed  most  dcarlv.  and  to  her  lu*  used  to  writo; 
He  had  arnim:t.'il  to  nu-et  her,  tmt,  ala«:  in  liin  despair, 
/In  a  note  he  xaid,  meet  ine  to-ninht.  bnt  foriT'it  to  nu'iition  where; 
And  he  wart  waitiiiif.  wuitiiij;.  waitiiis;,  he  had  on  hi*  Sunday  suit. 
He  stood  vN ailing,  waiting,  waiting,  till  a  policeman  told  him  scoot 

Waitinff.  waiting,  waitine,  was  her  hnsband  with  a  rliih. 

For  the  >rirl  he  met  was  married,  and  it  wa.*  a  ptit-up  jub; 

She  wac  peepin};  through  the  fhuftpr-:.  the  ram  came  jioiirinj;  down. 

He  never  took  a  tumble,  bnt  ^^to<Hl  there  like  a  clown; 

She  left  him  waiting,  waitint{.  waitim;.  and  he  tiM)k  a  terrible  chill. 

He  waited,  for  he  was  a  waiter  from  old  \VHiter!<ville. 

Waitinj:,  waiting,  waiting,  was  the  tailor  that  made  his  clothes. 

He  my.-terionslv  vacated,  where  he"s  j;i)no  iiobtxly  kii'nvs; 

He  paid  a  small  installment,  then  away  from  here  he  shot. 

The  tailor  got  hii»  meamire.  and  that  was  all  he  got; 

He  left  the  tailor  waiting;,  wailihi.'.  the  dnde  he  was  too  fly. 

And  I  think  he"ll  keep  him  waiting,  waiting  "till  the  tloud.s  roll  »> 

Waitinsr.  waiting,  waiting,  was  a  driver  of  a  hack. 

But  the  fellow  he  was  waiting  for  lie  never  did  rome  back; 

He  got  out  and  went  into  a  saloon  to  get  a  drink  or  two. 

But  the  back  door  it  was  open,  out  tin-  alleyw;iy  be  tiew; 

H>^  left  the  driver  waiting,  waiting  for  two"loiiL'  hours  and  a  half. 

He  never  eiiiiled  while  waiting,  it  wasn't  his  place  to  laii^h 

WaitinL',  waitinc.  waiting  for  her  lover  to  name  the  day. 
But  tlie  lovei  tried  to  shake  her,  and  he  hiidn't  a  word  to  say: 
.She  knrw  that  he  had  money,  bnt  he  wouldn't  have  it  .so. 
She's  !)•  en  iryins;  hard  to  marry  hlin  since  twenty  years  ago; 
She's  be.  n  waitiiik.',  waitinir,  waitinsr.  and  her  time  is  nearly  due. 
And  I  think  he'll  keep  her  waiting  'till  uiucteeii  ninety-two. 

Waiting,  waiting,  waiting  for  him  to  pive  her  .1  divorce. 

But  the  li'i-b-iiid  wi.iildn't  do  it.  and  it  made  her  mad.  of  course; 

She's  dead  on  to  The  husband,  and  he's  dead  on  lo  her. 

She  vaiit«  io  wed  another,  bnt  I  think  it  won't  uc  iiir: 

He  keeps  her  wailing,  waiting,  waitini:  'hrongh  clear  an<l  stormy  wea' 

But  the  other  fellow  doesn't  care  becan.se  they're  not  living  together 

VVaitini:.  wait  ins,  waiting,  was  a  lady  for  a  car. 

She  wair<  '1  for  an  hour,  and  then  she  s.nid.  oh.  pshaw! 

"Till  a  policeman  thus  addressed  her:  .Miss,  I'm  sorry  for  to  say. 

The  las'  car  that  you're  waitiiiK  for  has  gone  the  other  way. 

She  Waited,  yes.  she  waited  untii  it  was  too  late. 

She  thanked  him  vet'\  kiudlv  and  then  she  took  u  skutP. 


ADAM   AND   EVE. 


BID   ME   GOOD-BYE  AND   GO. 

CopjTight,  1884,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Oo. 

The  Word*  and  .Miislo  of  tliH  Son-,?  will  ho  wnt  to  i»nv  addn>m.  pns^paid,  on  recelt-t  of 
c«iit!<.  or  Ihis  and  luiy  two  other  Soma's  for  One  lV)llar,  bv  H.  J.  Webman   130  I'ark 
how,  New  York  City.    Postave  St«ni|w  taken  same  a«  caah  for  all  our  (f<->a«. 

If  in  your  heart  a  cnrnor  lit-s  tlmf  li.is  no  pl.ice  for  ine, 
You  do  not  love  mo  as  I  <Ueni  tliat  love  .should  ever  be; 
Is  there  a  .sinulc  joy  or  p.iin  tliat  I  may  never  know? 
Take  h.ack  your  love,  it  U  in  vtiin,  bid*  me  good-bye  and  go. 
You  do  not  love  ine,  no!  \)'u\  me  gootl-bye  aud  go. 
Goodbye,  good-bye,   ti.s  better  .so.  bid  me  good-i>ye  nnd  go; 
Yf>u  do  not  love  me.  no!  bid  me  goo<l-bye  antl  go. 
Good-bye,  goo«l-bye.  'tis  better  so"  bid  me  good-bye  and  go. 

Mans  love  is  like  the  restle.ss  waves,  ever  at  rise  and  fall. 
The  only  love  :i  woman  craves,  it  must  be  all  in  all; 
A'ik  me  no  more  if  I  n-gret.  you  need  not  care  to  know. 
A  Wdiiiairs  h<'.irt  tloi-s  not  forget,  liid  me  good  bye  and  go. 
You  do  not  love  me,  no!  bid  me  good-iiye  and  go, 
Good  bye,  good-liye,  "lis  belter  so,  biti  iiie  good-bye  and  go; 
You  do  not  love  me,  no!  I»id  me  good-bye  Jind  go,  • 
Good-bye.  go(xi-bye,   tis  better  so,  bid  nie  gootl-bye  and  go. 
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IT'S   HOME,    SWEET   HOME. 

Ssnd  vour  name  ami  n<l<lress  to  I!.  J.  Wehinaii.  1.10  Park  Row,  N>w  Y'ork  City,  and  rroclv* 
by  return  mi.tiI  u  ei>iiit.i<  te  <  'Mtali>KU«  of  ovi-r  30t>i)  Populnr  Cno'lLsh  anil  0«<rnian 
e.     Postnp-  S(ain|is  taken  wine  tu  ca»h  for  aJl  <.u 


.*»oiHt.'»— K'-K-. 


r.ur  yucsU. 


/  iend  yr.nr  name  and  addrew  to  n.  J.  Wehnmn.  l.fi  Park  Rr.rv,  N>w  York  City. 
1  by  return  mall  a  romi.l.'te  <  iitnloirue  of  over .«»«)  Populnr  Knirli^^h  .tikI  G 

(  Hongs— Free.    PostuKe  Stain|is  taken saiiK-o^ioxb  furallourgoiHl 


»nd  rppAire 
01  man 


The  first  of  till  pas  and  mamm.is,  I  bclievr , 

Was  tli.at  no!:ible  couple,  cjiUed  Ail.tm  and  Evi.>; 

How  badly  they  acted  we  ail  of  us  know. 

And  they  brouirht  on  this  world  mu<h  trf)iiblc  and  woe. 

Tother  night,  while  in  bed,  I  saw  them  appear. 

And  all  they  were  sayiiiir  I  mtinaged  to  hear; 

I  must  have  been  dreaming,  I  really  believe, 

Btit  I'll  tell  of  the  saj-Jngs  of  Adani  aud  Eve. 

Said  Eve  imto  Adam.  I'd  like  now  to  know. 

Whv  girls  wear  their  button*  all  down  in  a  row. 

An'l  wiiv  the  young  men  all  lake  suth  delight 

In  showing  their  legs  througli  their  ptuits  made  so  tight? 

Said  Adam  to  Eve,  .and  why  does  each  Miss 

Think  a  pair  of  whisk<rs  so  nice  for  to  kiss? 

Can  it  be  the  sweet  tltivor  they  love  to  receive? 

Oh!  suppose  we  now  tr)  one?  said  Adam  to  Eve. 

Said  Adam  to  Eve,  how  can  you  suppose 
Each  newlv  liorn  baby  has  its  pai>a's  nose? 
A  nd  why  do  the  .stdnts  on  Utaii's  far  shore 
Have  twenty  young  wives,  and  still  wish  for  moreV 
Said  Eve  unto  Adam,  what  makes  men  who  wed 
Immediately  after  get  bald  on  the  hea«l? 
Now.  tliat  it's  human  nature  I  cannot  believe. 
( )b '  we  men  liave  to  stand  it,  said  Adam  to  Eve. 

Said  Eve  unto  Adam,  I  think  'Us  a  sin. 

Each  wife  should  get  stout,  while  her  husband's  so  lean, 

And  •why  do  the  young  swells  from  sense  so  refrain, 

By  pawning  their  shirts  to  buy  them  a  cane? 

Said  Adam  to  Eve,  what  makes  ladies  fine 

Turn  around  so  scornful  when  in  siiks  they  shine? 

A  poor  girl  that's  striving  by  labor  to  live. 

She's  above  a  fine  lady,  said  Adam  to  Eve. 


When  you  come  along  a  little  full. 

Tiierc  s  no  place  like  home; 
And  at  the  Im>II  you  pull  and  pull, 

Tlu'ie's  no  place  like  home. 
But  tlurc  is  one  wiio  11  iiuet  you  in  the  gloom, 
By  the  hair  of  I  lie  head  she'll  dnig  you  to  the  room. 
And  comb  \our  hair  with  the  biild-headed  broom. 

Oh.  there  is  no  place  like  home. 

ClIOULS. 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 

And  comb  your  hair  witii  a  bulU-hcaded  broom. 

There  i.s  no  place  like  home. 

Was  you  ever  full  of  litpior,  .ind  tried  to  w.ilk  quicker? 

Oh.  there  is  no  i)l;ice  like  home; 
And  iouflly  you  would  utier,  when  you'd  fall  into  the  gutter. 

Oh.  there  is  no  place  like  home. 
■Voii  would  get  tip  <piirkly.  look  around  with  a  glance. 
You'd  di-cover  you  <1  busted  your  new  Sunday  pants; 
To  go  home  in  a  barrel  is  your  only  chance. 

Oh,  there  is  no  place  like  home. 

C'liouvs, 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home. 
To  go  liotr.c  in  a  Itarrel  h  yoiu-  only  chance. 
Oh,  there  is  no  place  like  liome. 


ANCHORED. 
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Flying  w  ith  flowing  s;iil  over  the  .Summer  sen. 

Sheer  tliroM-.'h  the  svethi'ig  irale,  homeward  bound  w.is  she; 

Flying  with  f'vith'ry  prow,  bounding  with  slanting  keei. 

Aiid  glad  waa  the  isuilor  lad,  as  he  steered  and  sang  at  hia  wtieel: 

Cborcs. 

Only  ano'hcr  d,".y  to  strav.  only  nnotlur  night  to  roam. 
Then  eate  at  last  the  harbor  past,  safe  iu  uiy  fathcr'H  home. 

Bricht  on  the  na!»hiiic  brine  puttered  the  Summer  wn. 

Sweetly  t!ie  starry  shine  emili'd  when  the  day  was  done; 

Bii'liewHs  the  bre«'ze  of  heaven  filling  the  fl\  Intr  imiII, 

And  glad  was  the  sailor  lad,  aa  be  steered  and  sang  thronsh  the  gal«: 

CnoRts. 

On!y  another  day  to  utr.iy,  only  nnothor  night  to  roam, 
The'n  safe  at  la.-t  the  harbor  piiut.  uufe  iu  my  father's  tiome. 

Sudden  tiie  lightnings  fl.-nhcd  like  falchiort6  In  the  dark, 
f^iiddeii  the  thunders  cra.--hed;  alas!  for  the  gallant  hark, 
'I'iiere.  when  tin-  storm  had  pas.-ed.  a  tlreary  wreck  lay  she, 
ISut  bright  wa.s  the  starry  night  that  shoue  on  the  Summer  sea. 

Chorus. 

And  a  soft  gmile  came  from  the  utar*,  and  ft  voice  from  the  whispering  foam; 
Safe,  safe  at  last  the  danger  past,  safe  in  his  father's  home. 


tt^^ 
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DAN   O'BRIEN'S   RAFFLE.  - 
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Dan  O'Brien  gave  a  raffle  to  his  friends  a  week  ago,  , 

The  pang  liot  hot  wliun  I  thrt- w  forty-four; 
Then  they  started  In  to  fisjhting.  and  I  really  do  believe, 

Taev'd  kill  me  when  they  got  me  on  the  floor. 
I  fougit  them  like  a  tiger  till  O'Brien  broke  my  nose, 

Broke  my  ribs  before  the  others  had  begun; 
Then  they  hit  inc  with  a  poker,  turned  ?piitoons  upon  my  clothea. 

It's  a  good  thing  that  1  didnt  have  my  gun. 

CnoRua. 
If  von've  money  yon  can  bet  it,  I  never  will  forget  It, 

f  11  hold  the  griidge  until  the  day  I'm  dying; 
And  I'll  live  lo  see  the  day  when  the  penalty  he'll  pay, 

And  I  will  live  to  slaughter  Dan  O'Brien. 

Thpre  were  ten  or  twenty  men  started  kicking  at  me  then. 

Their  boots  gentlv  into  me  they  drove; 
The  1  1  hey  hit  nie  forty  cracks  with  the  butt  end  of  an  ax, 

8  me  one  swore  that  I  iii-set  the  stove. 
T\"i.en  the  half  of  them  was  done  the  other  half  begun, 

1  ?  ;!■;  :mv  pray<'r»  and  thoni:ht  I  had  to  die; 
Wli'  n  O'B"  ien,  "to  flulsli  all,  stood  me  up  against  the  wall 

And  turned  tlie  excelsior  water  in  my  eye. 

CnoRL'8. 
If  von've  monev  vou  can  bet  it,  I  never  will  forget  It, 

I'll  hold  the  grudge  until  the  day  I'm  dying; 
And  I'd  giv  e  u  nandi ed  pounds  to  fight  a  single  round. 

To  show  you  all  tl.at  1  can  lick  O'Brieu. 

Thev  thotight  they  had  me  killed  when  my  Irish  blood  they  spilled. 

O'Brien  says.  lion't  hurt  him  any  more! 
Th'Mi  in  show  lii-  noble  heart,  ami  to  give  me  a  good  start, 

H  ^  geutlv  shoved  me  thiouirh  the  barroom  door. 
On  t:n.'  very  spot  I  fell  I  heard  .i  curious  bell. 

'  I'was  the  ringing  of  the  patrol  w.igon  sound; 
When  O'Brien  shouted  s'roiig,  Will  you  take  the  turkey  alongt 

But  I  slighted  him  and  never  looked  around. 

Cnoncs, 

If  vou've  money  you  can  bet  it,  I  never  will  forget  It, 
I'll  hold  the  grudge  until  the  dav  I'm  dying: 

And  if  I  cant  have  his  life,  I  will  go  and  lick  hla  wife. 
But  I  would  sooner  go  and  lick  O'Brien. 


MY   DEAR   OLD   IRISH  HOME. 

Oopyrisht,  18S8,  by  F.  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Mu.<:lc  of  this  Sonj;  «-il  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cents;  or  this  and  anj' two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  b.v  n.  J.  Wehuuui,   ISO  Park         ' 
Bow,  New  York  City.    Postage  SiainpH  taken  same  ais  cash  for  all  our  good*. 

As  sung  by  Mr.  John  Walsh. 
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If  ever  you  saw  my  dear  old  Irish  home, 

You'd  say  'twas  a  pit}*  from  there  I  should  roam; 

There's  a  dear  faith  fill  mother,  my  sweetest  joy,  * 

As  she  fondles  the  children  so  happy  and  coy. 

My  fatlier,  so  merry,  our  young  hearts  to  cheer, 

"With  u  bit  of  a  song  would  always  draw  near; 

And  we  laughed  'till  we  cried,  we  htid  no  grief  to  hide. 

For  happiness  reigned  by  our  old  fireside. 

Chorus. 

Tis  my  home,  my  home,  my  dear  old  Irish  home. 

Deafer  to  me  than  palaces  so  grand; 
'Tis  my  home,  my  home,  my  dear  old  Irish  home. 

Over  in  old  Ireland  'tis  my  own  native  laud. 

When  the  bugle's  loud  blast  called  brave  men  to  war. 
"When  freedom's  great  banner  was  threatened  with  gore; 
'Twas  then  you  found  Paddy  with  knapsack  and  gun,- 
Bravely  he  fought  in  the  battle  of  Bull  Run. 
Honor  is  due  him  in  this  land  of  the  brave, 
0  er  his  head  let  the  stripes  and  stars  ever  wave; 
For  the  brave  Sixty-Ninth  fought  with  ne'er  a  groan. 
Their  names  are  in  gold  in  uiy  dear  Irish  home. — Chorv*. 

There  is  no  costly  carpets  upon  the  floor, 

But  dear  to  my  heart  it  will  be  evermore; 

There's  no  pictures  of  kings  or  of  queens  on  our  wall, 

But  the  faces  of  great  men  who  answered  death's  call. 

"Washington  audO'Connell  hang  side  by  .side 

With  Lincoln  and  Eminett.  who  like  true  martyrs  diwi; 

You'll  meet  brave-hearted  Irishmen  where'er  vou  may  roam, 

They  come  from  old  Ireland,  my  dear  native  home. — Cliorxu. 


•THE  OLD   STEP  STONE. 

As  sung  by  Frank  F.  Jonee. 

S^nd  rour  name  and  .iddrew  to  H.  .1.  Wehman.  V.  O.  Itox  I,<!'33.  N<»w  York  Oitv,  and  rocelre    i 
by  retnin  mall  ii  eomplcto  Lat,il">rnf  uf  over  300  PopuLir  English  and  German 
Soiige— Fi-ce.    Ixistagc  Staniira  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  g^oods. 

I  stand  on  the  door  step  at  eventide  now, 

And  the  wind  whispers  by  with  a  moan;  - 

The  fields  will  be  whitening,  but  I  will  be  gone 

To  roam  o'er  tlie  wide  world  alone. 
I  stood  on  the  door  step  when  school-time  was  o'er, 

And  lonceti  for  those  days  to  go  by; 
But  now  tliey  are  gone  anti  I  stand  here  alone, 

To  bid  the  old  step  stone  good-bye. 

Chorus. 

Good-bye  to  the  step  stone,  gooa-bye  to  my  home, 

God  iiless  those  I  leave  with  a  sigh; 
I'll  cherish  dear  memories  when  I'm  far  away, 

Good-bye,  dear  old  step  stone,  good-bye. 

It  is  hard  to  be  parted  from  those  that  we  love 

When  reverses  in  fortunes  they  come; 
The  strongest  of  heart-strings  are  broken  in  twain 

By  ilie  altsence  of  loved  ones  at  home. 
But  I'll  bid  this  poor  heart  cease  repining  in  vain. 

And  hushed  l)e  each  deep  heaving  sigh; 
Thou!:li  the  pain  it  will  cause  me  none  ever  can  know, 

To  bid  the  dear  step  stone  good-bye. — Chorus. 


HAIL,   JERUSALEM,   HAIL. 

Send  vour  name  and  addrem  to  H.  J.  Wehnmn,  I».  O.  Box  I82S,  New  Tork  (^ty.and  receive  ! 
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Soivjfs— fYee.      Postage  Stiunpn  token  stuue  as  ca-tli  for  all  our  KOuds. 
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— "S^ce  life  a  married  man  leudsjurTTen  every  time  he  asks  his 
wife  for  a  cup  of  tea  he  knows  sii^ll  make  it  hot  for  him. 


— "  Why,  Mary,"  said  her  mistress,  "  I  told  yon  to  make  up  my 
room  an  hour  ago,  and  here  it  is  in  terrible  disorder."  "  Yis,  mum, 
anil  I  did,"  said  .Mary;  "  but  the  master  came  in  to  put  on  a  clean 
collar,  mum,  and  he  lost  the  button." 


Walk  along  John  and  my  Aunt  8:d. 

"Wandering  through  di's  world; 
Both  lived  down  in  Shin  Bone  Al, 

Wandering  through  dis  world. 
NumlK'r  on  tie  gate  and  de  number  on  de  door. 

Wandering  through  dis  world; 
Next  one  is  a  grocery  store. 

Wandering  through  dis  world. 

I'm  a  long  time  a  wandering,  wandering,  oh,  wandering, 
I'm  a  long  time  a  wandering,  wandering  through  dis  world; 
For  de  rocks  in  de  mountains  am  done  gone  passed  away, 
Oh,  won't  we  have  a  good  time,  for  we  can't  stay  away. 

Chorus. 

Then  hail,  hail,  hail,  Jerusalem,  hail. 
Eh,  h',  eh,  h',  oh,  my  Lord, 

Hail,  Jerusalem,  hail. 
Then  hail,  hail,  hail,  Jerusalem,  hail. 
Eh',  h',  eh',  h',  shout  good  Lord, 

Hail,  Jerusalem,  hail. 


Look  up  yonder!  what  do  I  see? 

Wandering  tlirough  dis  world; 
A  lot  of  black  angels  looking  at  me. 

Wandering  through  di;i  world. 
How  much  de  mighty  power  I  do  feel, 

Wandering  through  dis  world; 
Till  along  came  Sal  with  tar  on  her  heel, 

Wandering  through  dis  world. 

I'm  a  long  time  a  wandering,  •wandering,  oh,  wandering, 
I'm  a  long  time  a  wandering,  wandering  through  dis  world; 
For  de  rocks  in  de  mountains  am  done  gone  passed  away. 
Oh,  won't  we  have  a  good  time,  for  we  can't  stay  away. 
. ,        Then  hail,  hail,  hail,  Jerusalem,  hail,  &c. 


^ 


r*^t;.*i: 


* 


I'll  Never  Have  Her  Back  Again. 


As  sung:  by  Jolly  Nash. 


f 
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Songi— ^Yvt'.     Pustajce  Stniiipa  tAken  saiiii-  tm  ciibh  fur  iill  oiir  |;u<HLi 


My  fal«e  wifo  slio  ran  :iway  from  rae 

Some  two  or  tliri-c  weeks  ago. 
And  now  slie  wants  to  come  back  again. 

AVLich.is  not  risjlit,  you  know; 
Once  bit.  twice  shy,  i.s'niy  reply. 

And  if  it  were  to  rain 
Cats  and  dogs,  mussels  and  frogs, 

I'd  not  Lave  licr  back  again. 

C'liours. 
The  birds  may  sing,  the  bells  may  ring. 

The  fish  in  the  sea  remain; 
The  winds  may  blow,  and  she  may  go. 

I'll  never  have  her  back  again. 

I'll  tell  you  how  she  commenced  the  row. 
One  night  I  stayed  out  late, 

She  wanted  to  know  where  I  had  been. 

And  because  1  would  not  relate, 
She  ran  away  from  nie  tliat  night. 

And  unless  I  am  insane. 
If  coals  were  to  c<.>me  toten  cents  a  ton, 

I'd  not  have  her  back  again. — Chomt. 

No  doubt  she  thought  I  sliould  break  my  heart. 

Or  else  go  out  of  my  mind. 
But  it  is  not  sf)  I  would  have  you  to  know, 

I  never  was  that  way  inclined; 
I  loved  luT  once,  but  now  she  has  gone. 

This  I  will  maintain. 
If  mutton  ;md  lamb  were  cheaper  than  jam. 

I'd  not  have  her  back  again. — C'n-rtis 

I've  not  any  one  now  to  kick  up  a  row 

When  I  return  home  late, 
I  sit  at  my  ease,  iro  to  be<l  when  I  please, 

I'm  happy  and  proud  to  state; 
No  scolding  wife  to  bother  my  life. 

So  sinsile  I'll  remain. 
And  if  the  fish  in  the  seas  were'  to  roost  up  on  trees 

Id  not  have  her  back  airain.  —  Chorus. 


KETCH   ON. 

CopyriKht,  tHJO.  by  T.  B.  Harm*  A  Co. 

The  Word"  nnd  Mint'*  nf  this   Snin  wi\\  Iw  <cTit  t"  nnv  iid(lrf'«'<.  post-paid,  <  n  n-i-olm  of  «0 
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Kind  a  folks,  just  a  If.eten  to  dis  darkey's  refrain. 
How  lie  managed  to  ketch  on  to  dut  u'lOry  train; 
How  he  followed  dem  kyars  till  his  feet  was  fnjze. 
An'  how  he  evt'r  got  dar  goodness  only  knows. 
An'  den  d.ir  was  trubble,  a  heap,  heap  ob  trubble. 

A  miLMity  sij:ht  o1)  trulible  on  de  ole  man's  mind, 
But  now  dis  trubble  am  gone  to  de  debbil, 

An'  dere's  no  more  trubble  on  de  olo  uian'3  miud. 

Chorus. 

Dem  kyars,  dem  kyars, 
Dem  gilde(l  ky.ars  to  glory, 
Ketclfon,  ketch  on. 
Ketch  on,  ketch  on,  ketch  on. 

Den  dis  glory  train  struck  a  powerful  trate, 

An"  a  faster  hoss-time  den  dis  nigger  man  made; 

Over  ties  .and  tnissels  by  de  light  ob  de  stars, 

Dis  coon  he  clinciied  on  to  dem  glory  ky;irs. 

An'  den  dar  was  trubble.  a  heap,  heap  ob  trubl.le, 

A  miLrhty  sight  fib  trubble  on  de  ole  nmn's  mind; 
But  now  dis  trubble  am  gone  to  dedebl.'il, 

An'  dere's  no  more  trubble  ou  do  ole  man's  mind. — Chwm. 

(  When  I'm  a  sailor  on  de  Jasper  sea 

!  I  w.mt  all  you  niggers  for  to  look  up  at  me; 

I  I'll  be  steefin'  ob  de  ship  to  de  shores  ob  gold. 

I  An'  you  coons  on  do  banks  will  be  badly  sold, 

I  An"  den  dar  w:is  trubble,  a  heap,  heap  o!)  trubble, 

A  mitrhty  siirht  ob  trubble  on  de  olo  man's  mind; 
But  now  dis  trubble  am  L'one  to  dr;  dcbbil, 

An'  dere's  no  more  trubble  on  de  ole  man's  mind. — Clionis. 


BALLYHOQLEY. 

The  Words  and  .Musip  of  thW  Sonir  vtll  W  «.'nt  to  anv  addr^sn,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
cents;  or  this  luid  an,v  t«o  oiluT  Soiiirs  t''>r  One  KuUnr  by  H.  J.  Wtluiian,  130  Hirk 
Row,  Xiw  York  fit;-.     I'jjstage  Stani|iH  taUi-n  Hanie  as  ca&h  for  all  our  ^lods. 

Thfro'.s  -i  (In.-'tiin'r  »-r>rt  of  boy,  who  is  called  hi^  mother'."*  joy, 

nil"  ructioiiH  ami  liio  clciiiciit^  tht-y  thanii  me; 
He  Takes  I  lie  elii«f  eoiniii.-tiul  in  a  wuier-driiikiiijf  band, 

failed  the  Hallylnioley  Hliie  Ribbon  Army. 
Tlie  Indies  all  deelaiv  he's  t!io  pride  of  every  fair, 

Ai:d  he  bears  the  ])!i!riotic  iiume  of  Dooley; 
When  the  tennH'rancc  liri^rade  ijo  out  uijon  parade,  * 

Faith:  IhereH  not  a  sober  man  in  Ballyhooley. 

ruoRL'9. 

'  Willoo  loo  hoo!  boo! 
We  will  till  enli>t,  you  know, 

For  their  i>rinciples  and  elements  they  charm  me. 
Sure  thev  don"!  eun,-  v.  hat  they  ate. 
If  tiiey  drink  their  whiskey  iiute, 

In  the  I5ullyh<K>ley  lime'Uibbon  Army. 

When  wT'ro  out  upon  jjatrol  aiid  we're  under  his  control, 

\\'<'  take,  of  coiirce.  a  niosl  extended  radiiih; 
.Mtl'.ouirli  ifs  very  clear  we  drink  oiily  <;iii^er  twer, 

V.'e  thid  tlie  drinkiiij;  sonietiines  rather  tadici). 
The  pulire,  oiie  lini-Jday.  fjiilh!  they  chanced  to  come  our  way, 

A;id  they  said  we  Here  behavins'inost  nnniiy; 
Whoa  the  scrtreant  he  did  state,  that  we  were  not  walklne  Btralght, 

Faith!  \\v  bUttched  him  for  a  corp.se  in  Bullyhooley.— <;B08l'ii 

Then  lieforo  the  tnniristratc  every  one  of  ns  did  state. 

That  we  liad  taken  notliing  that  could  injure: 
And  .1*  it'j  vi-ry  clear  \\e  drink  only  ginger  l)oer. 

There  iii'sst  liave  Icen  some  stiii<;()  in  the  triiiger. 
Some  iif  IIS  did  own  wc  were  drinking  zoscxlouc, 

IJiit  tiie  police  were  behaviniLr  most  unruly; 
It  w.is  of  no  avail,  and  w  ithin  the  county  jail 

Liea  the  teuiperanec  brigade  of  Ballyhoolcy.— Cuonua. 

SAM   DEVERE'S   DREAM.  * 

Written  and  Ming  by  Sam  Dcverfc 

The  Other  right  I  just  dropped  in  . 

To  a  Germ.m  beer  saloon, 
And  ;d'tiT  putting  away  a  keg 

I  fell  iisleei)  ipiile  so(»u; 
I  dreamt  all  sorts  of  funny  things. 

And  as  it  won't  take  loiig. 
To  tell  you  all  about  it  now 

111  try  in  a  little  song. 

I  tliought  all  sorts  of  things  occured. 

Funny,  strange  and  ipieer; 
Girls  wore  jtretzels  for  ear-rings. 

And  the  i:utlers  flowed  with  beer; 
Biir  (Jerm.in  bologna  saus.ige  .skins 

Tiie  liieiiicii  used  for  ho.sc. 
And  tiic  good  oUl  strong  limburger  cheese 

Smelled  sweeter  than  the  rose! 

I  thought  r.ld  General  Grant  pulled  hard 

On  a  bad  five  cent  cigar, 
While  Senator  Conkling  and  Jim  Blaine 

Both  jtut  on  tiie  gloves  to  spar: 
I  thfitiirht  St.  Patii(  U  appeared  with  a  club. 

And  ItMiiislied  all  the  snakes 
Th;i'  cra\\led  in  old  .socks,  hats  and  boots, 

When  tliey  got  the  benzine  shakes. 

I  dreamt  old  .Sitting  Bull  came  in 

To  gel  .1  new  supply. 
He  save  them  taffy  all  round. 

And  lie  shut  tiie  wiiite  man's  eye; 
Thouirht  Francis  Murphy  and  John  B  Oough 

On  the  sly  took  rum  and  gum,  ' 

And  the  British  lion  wa»  bloweil  sky-high 

N'v'ilh  a  great  big  Fenian  bomb. 

Tiiouaht  Doctor  Walker  lost  her  pants, 

Wl.icli  left  her  in  the  lurch. 
And  Beechcr  lectured  on  free  love. 

As  the  licad  of  the  Morinan  church; 
I  dreamt  they  had  a  warrant  out 

For  the  arrest  of  the  Uiissi.in  Czar, 
For  trying  to  pass  off  whitewaslied  pennies 

As  dimes  in  a  bob-tail  car. 

I  dreamt  that  Doctor  Tanner  .said 

He  could  fast  for  twenty  years. 
But  lie  got  so  thin  they  let  him  out  ' 

For  a  pair  of  tailor's  shears; 
I  dreamt  the  tramps  were  getting  fat 

Dr.-iiniiig  out  lager  beer  kegs. 
And  lioo]>s  were  coming  in  style  again,   ' 

To  encircle  the  fair  ones' — forms. 
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IF    THE    MAN    IN    THE    MOON 
COULD    ONLY    SPEAK. 

]  Bond  yowr  n»ttie  and  address  to  H.  .1.  Wchman.  130  Park  Row,  New  Yorlc  City,  and  receive 
S  iiy  return  mail  a  -oiiu>lete  C'atalogriie  of  over  .'i<KKi  Popuinr  EnirlUh  and  German  j 

J  Songs— Krce.     I'ostage  Stanuw  taken  same  as  caali  for  aU  our  goods. 

What  fnnny  thines  we'd  hear  abotit  this  lai^d  so  queer. 

If  the  man  that  e  In  the  inoon  could  only  spuak; 
What  funnj-  tliiii<48  heM  say  of  thiiiL's  goiiig  on  dwy  by  day. 

If  the  man  tliafs  in  the  tnoon  could  only  epealv. 
Ile'd  tell  us  why  bank  cashiers  and  aldermen  like  to  travel,  -      - 

He'd  tell  ns  of  a  way  the  Rahway  mystery  to  unravel: 
He'd  tell  us  why  at  election  time"  we'must  have  so  much  gabblo, 

If  the  man  that's  In  the  moou  could  only  si)eak. 

Befrain. 

If  the  man  that's  in  the  moon  could  only  epcak, 

The  thinpo  he'd  say  would  eurely  he  a  treat. 
Of  the  boodler  and  the  iuror.  and  the  ftraw  bail  procurer. 
If  the  man  that's  in  tnc  moon  could  only  siK-ak. 

He'd  t«ll  UR  'vhat  the  monopolists  think  of  the  Knights  of  Labor, 

If  the  man  that's  in  the  moon  could  only  pprak; 
He'd  tell  ns  why  Jay  Gould  don't  buy  all  the  Ailaniic  cables, 

If  the  man  that's  in  the  moon  could  only  ^iKak. 
Ile'd  It'll  us  what  the  prospects  are  of  re-instating  Father  McGlyna, 
He'd  tell  us  which  is  the  safest  bank  to  put  onr  money  m: 
He'd  tell  us  who  for  President  in  th<-  next  canipaifju  will  win. 

If  the  man  that's  lu  the  moon  could  only  spcuk. 

Refrain. 

If  the  man  that's  in  the  moon  could  only  speak. 

The  things  he'd  say  wouUl  eurely  l)c  a  treat: 
He'd  tell  US  if  our  (ifover  will  ever  have  a  little  rorer. 

If  the  man  that's  in  the  moou  could  ohly  speak. 


LET    US    PART    FRIENDS. 

Copyriglit,  188;,  by  WihLs  Woodward  .V  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son?  wlM  lie  sent  to  any  ad<lrpss.  post-paid,  on  rej-dpt  of  iO 

cents;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Son^s  for  Cue  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wchrniii,  ISO  lark 

How,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  .same  at  ca.-ih  for  ail  ourfroo-is. 

Let  US  part  friends,  tlbj' forever. 

Sad  viis  the  liour  we  first  met: 
Links  lightly  made  we  must  sever, 

Tho' with' a  bitter  regret. 
Brokeu's  the  speil  tiiat  enthralled  me, 

Broken  the  vows  of  the  past; 
Sweetheart  I  once  fondly  called  thee. 

Yet  must  I  leave  thee  at  last? 

Cnonus. 

Let  us  part  friends,  tlio'  we  were  dearer. 
■    •  Tho'  now  at  hust  the  hriirht  day-dream  ends. 

Tho"  I  shall  never  to  thee  l)e  dearer. 
Let  us,  oh.  let  us  part  friends. 

Let  us  part  friends,  tho'  the  parting 
'  Brings  us  hut  .sorrow  in  love; 

•;  Tho'  to  our  eyes  tears  are  startinir. 

All  of  our  hearts' jvission  prove.        '  *      v 

Lot  us  part  friends  witiiout  chiding. 

Let  us  recall  i)ast  bright  hotu's; 
Under  the  ro.ses  thorns  are  hiding, 
Thorns  must  be  grasped  with  the  flowers. — Choru*. 


Love,  Let  Your  Heart  Be  Faithful. 

Copyright,  18.S7,  by  F.  Hardinj:. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  bo  sent  to  any  addroiw.  pogt'paid.on  receipt  of  44 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  oiher  Soups  for  Oiu-  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^\cl■Inan.  liCi  Ptu-k 

Kow,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stdiiips  taken  sjmKa»ra«UforaJl  ourgoudK. 

Good-bye,  she  said  to  her  sailor  boy, 

As  the  tears  stood  in  her  <'yes, 
I'll  think  of  you  when  you're  far  away. 

With  the  love  that  never  dies; 
M}'  fcnis  shall  rise  at  the  ,ii)i,^ry  skies, 

And  the  howling  of  the  wind; 
Oh,  love,  she  cried,  lot  your  heart  be  true 

To  the  girl  you  leave  iK'hiud. 

Cnoitrs. 

liove,  let  yotir  luart  be  faithful. 

Ever  the  same  to  me. 
Life  will  Ik?  s.nd  withotit  you 

When  }ou  are  far  at  sea; 
How  I  sliall  count  the  days  and  hours, 

Living  in  Iiojm;  and  pain. 
Knowing  no  rest,  dearest  and  best. 

Until  3'on  return  again,  again. 

He  kissed  the  tears  from  lier  weeping  eyes. 
And  he  tore  liimself  away. 

Her  form  alone  on  the  beach  he  saw- 
In  the  fast  declining  Aay. 

The  years  roiled  on,  but  lie  ne'er  returned, 
Still  her  love  is  pure  and  strong, 

Tho' her  eyes  are  dim,  .v.iil  .she  prays  for  him. 
And  sJie  sings  this  tender  song:— ('/wrt/j. 


Do  What  de  G-ood  Book  Tells  You. 


Copyright,  18M,  by  T.  B.  Harms  4  Co. 


THE   MAPLE   ON   THE   HILL 


Copyright,  lt»6,  by  W.  F.  H.Iniii  k. 


I  The  Words  and  MiisJc  of  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

e«nt«:  or  this  and  anv  two  oth»r  Songs  for  One  lioll.ir.  l>y  H.  .1.  Welnnan,  IW  Park 

Row,  New  'Vork  City.    Postage  St«mi>s  taken  wime  o-s  en.sli  if'r  all  our  coods. 

Near  a  qtiiet  country  vlllape  grows  a  maple  on  the  hill,    . 

There  I  sat  with  iriy  .Tennetia  long  atro; 
Whfn  the  stars  are  shining  brightly,  .ind  we  heard  the  whip-poor- will. 

Then  we  vowfd  to  love;  each  other  evermore. 
We  would  sing  love  songs  together  wheti  the  birds  had  gone  to  reel. 

And  would  listen  to  the  murmur  of  the  rill; 
Then  I'd  fold  my  arms  around  her,  lay  my  head  upon  her  breast. 

■U'hen  we  siit  beneath  the  maple  on  the  hill. 

Chorus. 
■We  are  getting  old  and  feeble,  yet  the  stars  an>  shining  bright. 

And  we  listen  to  the  murmiir'of  the  rill: 
Will  you  always  love  me.  darling,  as  you  did  those  Btarry  nights 

When  we  sat  beneath  the  maple  on" the  hilly 

Don't  forget  me,  little  darling,  when  they've  laid  me  dowm  to  re«t. 

"Tis  a  little  wish,  oh,  darling,  praiit.  I  "cr:ivi': 
When  you  linger  there  ni  sadness,  thinking,  darling,  of  the  past.  . 

Let  your  tears  kiss  the  tlowers  on  my  grave. 
I  will  soon  be  with  the  angels  on  the  bright  and  peaceful  shore. 

Even  now  I  hear  them  coming  o'er  the  rill; 
Bo  good-bye,  my  little  darling,  for  my  time  has  come  (o  go. 

I  mtist  leave  you  and  the  maple  on  the  hill.— C'HoRis. 


The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  thts  Sor.g  will  \w  sf  nt  to  .any  address,  post-paid,  on  rfleelpt  of  iO 

cents:  or  t'lis  and  any  two  other  Sonps  for  One  Pollai,  by  H.  3.  Wehiuan,  130  }^k 

Row,  New  York  City.    Hostage  Stamps  t^iken  same  as  casta  for  all  ourgooda. 

Oh,  do  what  de  good  book  tells  you, 

Do  wliat  it  wants  yfiu  to; 
Do  as  de  captain  bids  you. 

Or  de  devil  will  h.ive  yott  shu. 
Little  cherubim  on  a  cloud-top. 

Angels  in  de  air; 
Doing  what  de  gtMxi  liook  told  'em. 

Is  jes  what  put  dem  diir. 

CnoKCs. 

Praise  when  you  rise  in  de  morning, 

Praise  de  whole  day  long; 
Pretty  little  birds  in  de  tree  top, 

Dey  pniise  him  in  dar  song. 
Den  do  what  de  captain  bids  you. 

Do  what  he  wants  you  to; 
Do  what  de  good  lK)ok  tells  you. 

Or  de  devil  will  nub  you  sLu. 

Elisha  ascontled  the  heaven.s. 

Mounted  on  wheels  of  fire: 
He  didn't  believe  in  de  bad  place. 

So  he  kept  goin  higher  and  higher.      , 
Sinners  don't  l)elieve  in  de  gf»od  lx)ok,   ' 

Hoi')e 'tain't  so  wid  you; 
Jump  in  de  track  wid  de  good  ones. 

Or  ole  Nick  will  hab  vou  shu.. —  CJ-omtt 


— .\  wR.sherwoman  is  a  cruel  creature. 
b<')soms. 


She  druly  wrings  men's 


— "  Yes,"  said  Quiggles.  "  I  have  a  good  deal  on  my  hands  just  \ 
now."  "So  I  jx-rceive  "  replied  Fogg;  "why  don't  you  try  a^ 
little  soap  and  water? "  '  I 

— "  I  am  surprised,  Bobby,"  said  his  father  reprovitigly,  "that  \ 
you  should  strike  your  little  broUier.  Don't  you  know  that  It  is  i, 
cowardly  to  hit  one  smaller  than  yourself?  "  "Then  why  do  you  ( 
hit  me,  pa?  "  inquired  the  hoy,  with  an  air  of  having  the  better, ' 
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THE  STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER 


The  Words  and  Mnctc  of  this  Sang  will  be  Rent  to  nny  addread.  post-paid,  on  rer«lpt  of  40 

C«nt«:  or  this  and  anv  two  othf  r  Soiifrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Po«tat;e  Staii>p8  tokrn  oaiiie  as  casli  fur  all  our  tcoods. 

Oil!  say,  can  you  see  by  the  dawn's  early  light, 
What  so  proudly  we  hailed  a'  the  twilights  last  gleaming? 

Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars,  through  the  jierilous  fight, 
O'er  the  ramparts  wo  watched  were  so  gallantly  streaming. 

And  the  rockets  red  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in  air. 

Gave  proof  tliiough  tiie  night  tiiat  our  flag  was  still  there; 
Oil!  say,  does  that  star-spangled  banner  yet  wave 
O'er  the  laud  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave? 

On  the  shore,  dimly  seen  throutfh  the  mists  of  the  deep. 
Where  the  foe's  haugiity  host  in  dread  silence  reposes, 

Wliat  is  that  which  the  breeze  o'er  the  towering  steep. 
As  it  fitfully  blows,  half  conceals,  half  discloses? 

Now  it  catches  the  gleam  of  the  mf)rning's  tlrst  beam. 

In  full  glory  reflected,  now  shines  in  the  stream; 
'Tis  the  star-span ":led  banner! — oh!  long  may  It  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  tlie  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave! 

And  where  is  that  band  who  so  vauntingly  swore, 
'Mid  the  havoc  of  war  and  the  battle's  confusion, 

A  home  and  a  country  they'd  leave  us  no  more? 

Their  blood  has  washetl  out  their  foul  footsteps  poUutloa! 

No  refuge  could  save  the  hireling  and  slave 

From  the  terror  of  fliglit.  or  the  gloom  of  the  grave; 
And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  doth  wave 
O'er  the  laud  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave! 

Oh!  thus  be  it  ever,  when  freemen  shall  stand 

Between  their  loved  home  and  wars  de-^olation; 
Blest  with  victory  luid  |)eace,  may  the  heaven-rescued  land 

Praise  the  Power  that  hath  matle  and  preserved  us  a  nation. 
Theu  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  i*  just, 
And  this  be  our  motto:  "  lu  God  is  our  trust!  " 

And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  shall  wave 

Oer  the  laud  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave! 


A  SISTERS   LULLABY. 

Copyrltcht.  1«85,  by  Wilbs  Woodward  &Co. 


HAIL    COLUMBIA 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  onr  .tddrees.  post-paid,  on  rwwdpt  of  «0 

c«nt»;  or  this  and  any  two  oiher  Sonps  for  One  Dollar,  by  U.  J.  W  •hmn:i.  ISrt  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  takcu  snjnu  as  ea«b  for  all  our  goodt. 


Hail  Colnmbla,  happy  land!  hnil,  ye  heroes.  Iieaven-bom  band; 

Wiio  fouptu  and  Med  in  freettom's  caiif"*, 

Who  fouiiht  auil  bled  in  freedonrs  caiife. 
And  when  the  storm  of  war  was  gone,  enioyed  the  peace  your  valor  won; 
Let  indL'i)endeiice  l>e  our  boa^t,  ever  niindfiil  what  It  coet, 
£ver  grateful  tor  the  prize*,  let  its  altar  reach  the  skies. 

Chorvs. 

Firm  united  let  ns  be,  rallying  round  our  llhorty. 

A«  a  baud  of  brothers  joined,  peace  aud  safety  "we  eball  find. 

Immortal  patriots  rise  onoe  more,  defend  your  rights,  defend  your  shore, 

Let  no  rude  foe,  with  impious  hand. 

Let  no  rude  foe,  with  inipions  hand. 
Invade  the  shrine  where  t-acrea  lies,  of  toil  and  blood,  thf  well-c.Trned  prize; 
While  ofleriiij:  peace,  sincere  and  just,  in  heaven  we  place  a  mimlv  trust, 
That  truth  aud  jusUcc  will  prevail,  and  every  scheme  of  bondSKe  Jail. 
:     ,  Irirui  uuited  let  us  be,  rallying  rouud  our  liberty,  Ac. 

Sound,  sound  the  trumpet  of  fame,  let  Washington's  great  name 

Ring  through  the  world  with  loud  applause. 

Ring  throujrh  the  world  with  loud  applause, 
j  Let  every  clime  to  freedoih  dear,  listen  witn  a  joyful  car; 
S  With  equal  skill  and  GodUike  power,  he  goveriieil  in  the  fearful  hour 
<  Of  homd  war,  or  guides  With  ease  the  happier  times  of  honest  jx'aciv 
}  i  Firm  united  let  us  be,  rallying  rouud  oar  llbertv,  Ac. 

: 

\  B«bold  the  chief  who  now  commands  again  to  serve  his  cotmtry,  stands — 

(  The  rock  on  which  the  storm  will  Wat, 

'■  The  rock  0:1  which  the  «torm  «ill  l>cat, 

\  Bnt  anned  in  virtue  firm  and  tnic.  his  hopc.'<  are  flxed  on  heaven  and  tou; 

(  When  hope  was  binking  In  dismay,  and  gloom  ob(<cuicd  Columbia's  day, 

1  His  steady  mind,  from  changes  free,  resolved  on  death  or  liberty. 

Firm  united  let  ns  be,  rallying  round  our  liberty.  &c. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  lie  sent  to  any  nddresH,  pont-twid,  on  rec«lpt  of  tO 

oenta;  or  thia  and  any  two  other  SoniTH  for  One  D<>IHr.  hy  ll.  J.  Wi-hman,  r*  nLrk 

Bow,  New  York  City.    Puetu^fe  Stanipii  tokou  amne  as  coah  for  all  uiu-  goods. 

Sle  p,  little  darling,  sister  is  near. 

She  w ill  watch  o'er  thee,  so  hii>li  ev'ry  fear; 

Home  to  the  angels  mother  has  flown, 

Sister  and  brother,  we're  left  all  aluue. 
Ciionu.s. 
Sleep,  little  darling,  no  care  shall  annoy, 
Angels  will  watch  o'er  the  motherless  l)oy, 
Yes,  augels  w  ill  watch  o'er  the  motherless  boy. 

Rest,  little  brother,  sweet  be  thy  dream. 

Stars  o'er  thy  pillow  will  loviii;;l\  beam; 

Mother's  fond  kisses  now  will  be  thine, 

Round  thee  in  visions  her  arms  will  eutwlue. — Choru*. 

Sleep,  little  darling,  close  now  thine  eyes, 
3Iother  is  watching  from  yonder  fair  skies; 
Wake  with  the  ro.ses.  brother,  so  dear. 
Wake  with  tlie  birdies.  I  still  shall  be  near  — C^^rm. 


That  Doesn't  Go  for  a  Cent. 


Send  rour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wclnuan,  tJ<)  Park  Row,  J.'ew  York  City,  and  r«o«lv« 

jturnn"  ""    —   '  "  

Songe 


by  return  mail  a  coniiilete  I'atiiloKur  «rf-(>v<.T  .HKMi  Popular  Eiiyliiih  aud  0«rmaii 
-Free.    I'ogtOKe  Stainiw  taken  r«inie  as  cosh  (or  aTl  our  goods. 


-  •  ^1 


vl 


— "You  "Want  a  fl!ogglng.  that's  what  you  want,"  said  a  father 
to  an  unruly  son.  "  Iknow  it,  dad,  but  ill  try  to  get  along  with- 
out it,"  said  the  independent  brat. 

— A  farmer  out  West  is  obliged  to  chalk  his  nose  everv  time 
be  tjikcs  a  walk  over  his  farm,  to-  save  himself  from  an  old  bull 
which  has  a  strong  antipathy  tared. 

— He  ran  three  squares  after  what  he  thought  was  a  streetcar 

•^nd,  after  he  got  out  of  breath,  he  laid  down  on  the  doorstep, 

'^'  to  find  otit  that  it  was  only  a  liijbtniug  bug  on  LJa 
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I'll  admit  I  am  somew  hat  of  ;i  liar  myself, 

I  can  tell  you  some  horrible  things; 
I  can  tell  you  .some  darlings  that  never  occurred, 

When  you  hear  them  you'll  say  they  are  kings. 
But  we  heard  some  to-<lay  that  knocks  mlue  iu  the  shade, 

In  my  record  they've  made  a  big  dent; 
But  the  people  that  knows  me  ami  heanl  me  t<;ll  mine. 

Tells  me  that  doesn't  go  for  a  cent. 

Chokis. 
Now  my  voice  is  the  flnest  that  ever  3*ou  heard, 

Besides  I  am  a  single  young  gent; 
I'd  like  to  convince  you  I  screech  in  high  C. 

But  that  doe&u't  go  for  a  ceut. 

Now  to  show  you  how  bad  a?  a  liar  I  am  left. 

When  I  had  it  I  thought  my  own  wuv. 
Now  how  does  the  girls  speiul  twenty  dollars  a  waek 

On  seventy-five  cents  a  day? 
And  as  for  mvself,  now  I  dont  drink  a  drop. 

But  where  lias  my  salary  went? 
I  might  tell  you  I  gave  it  away  to  the  poor. 

But  that  doesn't  go  for  a  cent. 

Chorus. 
Now  to  tell  you  the  truth,  no!  I  ran't  tell  you  that. 

For  you  know  'twas  a  lie  that  I  meant: 
I  was  paying  my  debts,  now  1  hope  you'll  believe  me. 

But  I  think  it  won't  go  for  a  cent. 

Now  my  wife  tells  me  that  she  loves  no  one  but  mc, 

I  certainly  tell  her  the  same; 
She  knows  that  her  word  is  no  better  than  mine. 

And  the  way  we  tell  lies  it's  a  shame. 
Now  I  know  you  believe  that  we  would  not  deceive 

One  another  in  any  intent; 
And  she  tells  me  she's  lonely  when  I  go  away. 

But  that  doesu't  go  for  a  cent. 

Cfiouus. 
She  goes  to  her  ma  three  or  four  times  a  week. 

That's  where  all  her  evenings  are  spent; 
She  tells  me  her  ma  sends  her  love  iiud  regards. 

But  that  doesn't  go  for  a  cent. 

Now  I  keep  in  the  limits,  you  don't  see  me  roashlug, 

If  a  girl  winked  at  me  I'd  fall  dead; 
It's  a  hard  thing  to  say.  but,  dear  ladies,  don't  ask  me 

For  my  wife's  sake  I  mean  w  hat  I  said. 
Now  you  all  know  how  naughty  'twould  be  if  I  did. 

To  her  I  confess  and  repent. 
As  I  do  every  night  as  we  both  kneel  and  pray, 

I  suppose  that  don't  go  for  a  cent. 

CnoRus. 
I  only  can  love  you  dear  girls  ns  a  brother. 

For  my  heart  to  another  has  went; 
For  all  married  men  they  are  constant  and  true, 
.  ■        That  ought  to  go  for  a  ceut      ..  . . 


•^•'1 
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The  poor  married  man  has  enough  on  bis  hands. 

Wuen  bis  mother-in-law's  at  home  ! 
Like  a  statue  of  misery  sadly  he  stands,      .  ' 

When  his  mother-in-law's  at  home  ! 
You  enquire  how  be  is,  be  replies  with  a  groan,     ■ 

You  will  do  him  a  favor  and  leave  biiu  alono  ; 
And  there  isn't  a  bone  in  bis  boily  bis  own, 

When  his  mother-in-law's  at  home  ! 

Chokus. 
No  more  standing  at  the  corner  of  the  street. 
Winking,  blinking  at  every  girl  you  meet ' 
Good-bye  latch-keys,  farewell  fun  ! 
There's  no  more  stopping  out  till  half  past  one  I 

His  face  wears  a  look  of  eternal  disgust, 

When  his  motber-iulaw's  at  home  ! 
And  his  language  is  not  strictly  pious  or  just. 

When  bis  niotber-in-luw's  at  home' 
He  thinks,  with  regret,  of  bis  bachelor  joys, 

lie  longs  for  excitement  and  pleasure  and  noise. 
For  he  never  goes  out  on  a  spree  with  the  boys. 

When  liis  motlier-in-Iaws  at  home  \—Chpru». 

He  puts  on  the  air  of  a  meek  looking  saint, 

When  bis  mother-in-law's  at  home  ! 
But  his  prayers  that  be  says  quickly  prove  that  he  ain't. 

When  bis  mother-in-law's  at  home  ! 
He  declares  it's  the  cat,  if  liis  face  should  be  scratched. 

If  bis  forehead  or  chin  with  court  ])laster  are  ]>atched  , 
You  may  lK;t  your  sweet  life  that  he's  pretty  well  matched. 

When  his  mother-in-laws  at  home  I — Vh'oruk. 

He  loses  five  pounds  every  week  of  his  life. 

When  his  mother-in-law's  at  home  ! 
An  encouraging  word  be  can't  get  from  bis  wife, 

When  bis  mother-in-law's  at  liome  ! 
But  the  day  she  is  leaving  he's  full  of  delight, 

And  he  stjmds  on  bis  bead  when  there's  uo  one  in  sight. 
For  a  week  or  ten  days  be  gets  gloriously  tight, 

When  his  mother-in-law's  gone  home  I — Chorus. 
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I'm  a  true-hearted  lad  from  the  Emerald  Isle, 

The  land  where  her  sons  ne'er  knew  fear. 
My  song  is  in  praise  of  the  heroes  of  old, 

To  every  true  Irishman  dear. 
For  centuries  England  has  held  us  in  fear. 

And  called  us  an  ignorant  race, 
But  the  glory  of  Erin  again  will  return 

And  Iling  "back  the  lie  in  their  face. 

Chorus. 
I'm  a  true-hearted  son  of  old  Erin, 
Her  emblems  of  green  ever  wearing. 
And  soon  will  her  frecdonV  he  sharing. 
Beneath  her  bright  banner  of  green. 

There's  a  name  that  will  live  in  all  Irishmen's  heart« 

When  kingdoms  and  crowns  are  forgot, 
A  name  that  the  whole  world  honors  to-day. 

And  one  without  blemish  or  blot. 
The  fetters  that  bound  us  be  holds  to  the  light. 

Her  tale  of  oppression  to  tell. 
Behind  such  a  leader  with  us  in  a  light, 

Her  own  eon,  Charles  Stuart  Parnell.— (7/«;rw«. 
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Come  'long  fo'  yo'  got  no  time  ter  lose. 

When  yo' heali  de  big  bell  ring; 
Don"  be  skeer'd  an'  tremble  in  yo'  shoes. 

When  yo'  heah  de  big  Itell  ring. 
De  preaciiers  will  tog  in  der  Sumlay  clothes. 

When  dey  lieah  de  big  bell  ring; 
Ef  dey's  gwine  up  er  down,  well,  no  one  knows, 
•  When  dey  heah  de  big  bell  ring. 

^  Chorus.  '    v 

Hof  dar.  j'o' sinnahs,  '..  .  ,   ' 

Jine  de  angel  ban'!  ■'■'.,'-         .       . 

Scoot,  happy  niggabs, 
'Way  ter  de  goMen  stran'!         /■     1    . 
Wbaow!  Aunt  Zenoby!  *   v.  . 

Tell  (le  pickaninnies  sing. 
Unc' Bijy,  twang  de  banjo!  7, 

When  yo' heah  de  big  bell  ring'  ..- 

Oh!  git  de  chickens  from  de  pens.  .,     '    . 

"'     .;    An' de  roosters  an' de  hens,  .•  ^ 

An'  de  watermillyuns  an'  eb'ry  ting; 
.   .    Hab  a  barrel  ob  rye.  an'  a  cartload  ob  pie. 

When  yo' heah  de  big  bell  ring.        :     •,^ 

,      Yo'  kin  do  de  cake-walk,  dance  and  shout,  -."' 

When  yo'  heah  de  big  bell  ring;  .   ; ,  . 

But  don'  raise  Cain  er  yo'll  git  flr'd  out.      '  ;  . 

When  yo' heah  de  big  bell  ring. 
In  dat  lubly  Ian',  coons,  yo'll  hab  ter  pray, 
When  yo'  heah  de  big  l)ell  ring;  .     " 

•     An' yo'll  alius  git  three  squar'  meals  a  day;        ' 
-      When  yo'  heah  do  big  bell  ring. — Chorm.  ^    '  = 


A  little  poach  in  an  orchard  grew,       -  ; 

Listen  to  my  t:ile  of  woe; 
A  little  peach  of  emerald  hue. 
Warmeti  by  the  sun  and  wet  by  the  dew. 
It  grew,  it  grew, 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 
Ont  day  in  pa.«sing  the  orchard  through. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe, 
That  little  peach  dawned  on  the  view 
Of  Johnny  Jones  and  his  sister,  Sue, 
Them  two,  them  two. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 

Chorus. 

Hard  trials  for  Ihein  two, 
Johnny  Jones  and  bis  sister.  Sue, 
And  the  peach  of  emerald  hue. 
That  grew,  that  grew. 
Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 

Now  up  at  the  peach  a  club  they  threw, 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe; 
Down  from  tlie  stem  on  which  it  grew 
Fell  the  little  peach  of  emerald  hue, 
Poor  John,  poor  Sue, 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 
Now  she  took  a  bite  and  John  a  chew. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe, 
And  then  the  trouble  l>egan  to  brew , 
A  trouble  that  the  doctor  couldn't  subdue. 
Too  true,  too  true, 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. — Cftorut. 

Under  the  turf  where  the  daisies  grew,      " 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 
They  planted  John  and  bis  sister.  Sue,  . 

And  their  little  souls  to  the  angels  flew. 
Boo-hoo,  boo-hoo,  .  "V 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe.  •    .- 

But  what  of  the  peach  of  emerald  hue. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 
That  was  warmed  by  the  sun  and  wet  by  the  dew? 
Ah!  well,  its  mission  on  earth  is  through. 
Adieu,  adieu. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe.— C/iorf/«. 
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THE  STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER 
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Oil!  say,  can  j-ou  see  by  tl>e  dawn's  earlv  litrht. 
What  so  proudly  we  bailed  a'  the  twilights  Inst  gleaming? 

Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars,  through  the  iierilous  fight, 
O'er  the  rainparts  we  watched  were  so  gallantly  streaming. 

And  the  rocket's  red  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in  air. 

Gave  proof  through  tlie  night  that  our  flag  was  still  there; 
Oil!  say,  does  that  star-spangled  banner  yet  wave 
0"er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave? 

On  tlie  shore,  dimly  seen  through  the  mists  of  the  deep, 
Wiiere  the  foe's  haughty  liost  in  dread  silence  rcpose«, 

WJiat  is  that  which  the  l)reeze  v^er  the  towering  steep. 
As  it  fitfully  blows,  half  conceals,  half  discloses? 

Now  it  catches  the  gleam  of  the  morning's  first  beam. 

In  full  glory  reflected,  now  shines  in  the  stream; 
'Tis  the  star-span  "lied  banner! — oli!  long  may  it  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave! 

And  where  is  that  band  who  so  vaimtingly  swore, 
'Mid  the  Lavoc  of  war  and  the  battle's  confusion, 

A  home  and  a  country  they'd  leave  us  no  more? 

Tlieir  blood  has  wa'sheil  out  their  foul  footsteps  pollution ! 

No  refuge  could  save  the  hireling  and  slave 

From  the  terror  of  fliglit.  or  the  gloom  of  the  grave; 
And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  doth  wave 
O'er  the  laud  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave! 

Oh!  thus  be  it  ever,  when  freemen  shall  stand 

Between  their  loved  home  and  wars  desolation; 
Blest  with  victory  and  i>€ace.  may  tlie  heaven -rescued  land 

Praise  the  Pow'er  that  hath  made  and  preserved  us  a  nation. 
Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  is  just. 
And  tliis  be  our  motto:  "  In  God  is  our  trust!  " 

And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  shall  wave 

O'er  the  laud  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave  t 
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Hail  Coltimbld,  ha7>py  land!  hnil,  ye  hertK-s.  lieMveu-bom  hand! 

Who  foupht  and  bled  in  freedom's  raiise, 

Who  fought  aud  b]ed  in  frcedom>  caiifo. 
And  when  tlie  storm  of  war  wa?  gone,  enioyed  the  peace  your  valor  won; 
Let  indfi)endeiice  t)e  our  boact,  ever  niindful  what  It  cost, 
Ever  gTuteful  tor  The  prize,  let  its  altar  reach  the  skies. 

Chorvs. 
Firm  united  let  us  be,  rallying  ronnd  our  llhcrtT, 
Ae  a  baud  of  brothers  joined,  peace  aud  safety  we  shall  find. 

Immortal  patriots  riee  once  more,  defend  your  rights,  defend  your  shore. 

Let  no  rude  foe.  with  impious  hand, 

Let  no  rude  foe,  with  impious  hand.' 
Invade  the  shrine  where  tucred  lies,  of  toil  and  bl<x>d,  the  well-e.Trned  prize; 
While  oflferiu;:  peace,  sincere  and  just,  in  heaven  we  place  a  mdulv  trust. 
That  truth  aud  justice  will  prevail,  and  every  scheme  of  bondsse  fail. 

Finn  uuited  let  us  be,  rallying  round  our  liberty,  &c. 

Boaud.  sound  the  tnimpeC  of  fame,  let  ^Vat^hington's  great  Dame 

Ring  through  the  world  "ith  loud  applause. 

Ring  throutrh  the  world  with  loud  applause, 
l,et  every  clime  to  freedom  dear,  listen  with  a  joyful  car; 
Wl'^h  equal  skill  and  God-like  power,  he  governed  in  the  fearful  honr 
Of  homd  war,  or  guides  with  ea«e  the  happier  times  of  honest  jx-ace. 

Firm  united  let  us  be,  rallying  rouud  our  liberty.  &c. 
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Blep,  little  darling,  sister  is  near. 

She  will  watch  o'er  thee,  so  hti.sli  ev'ry  fear; 

Home  to  the  angels  mother  lias  flown. 

Sister  and  brother,  we're  left  all  alone. 
Ciiouus. 
Sleep,  little  darling,  no  care  sli.iU  annoy. 
Angels  will  watch  o'er  the  inothcikss  lH)y, 
Yes,  angels  will  watch  o'er  the  motheiieiiS  boy. 

Rest,  little  brother,  sweet  be  thy  dream. 

Stars  o'er  thy  pillow  will  lovinjil}  lieam; 

Mother's  fond  kisses  now  will  be  thine. 

Round  thee  in  visions  her  arms  will  eutwiue. — Choru*. 

Sleep,  little  darling,  close  now  thine  eyes, 
Mother  is  watching  from  yonder  f.iir  skies; 
Wake  with  the  roses,  brother,  so  dear. 
Wake  with  the  birdies,  I  still  shall  be  near. — CTiorut. 


^ 


\  Behold  the  chief  who  now  commands  again  to  Bf:r\'C  his  country,  stands — 
i  The  rock  on  which  the  storm  will  Wat. 

'  The  rock  o;i  which  the  storm  will  l>cat, 

\  But  armed  in  virtue  Arm  and  tnic.  his  hopc^  are  fl.xed  on  heaven  and  rdu; 
<  Wlicn  hope  was  oinking  in  dismay,  and  gloom  obscured  Columbia's  day. 
His  steady  mind,  from  changes  fri-e.  resolved  on  deatu  or  liberty. 

Firm  united  let  us  be,  rallying  round  our  liberty,  &c. 


— "You  want  a  flogging,  that's  what  vou  wait,"  said  a  father 
to  an  unrulv  son.  "  I  know  it,  dad,  but  I'll  try  to  get  along  with- 
out it,"  said  the  indeix^ndent  brat. 

<;  

I      — A  farmer  out  West  is  obliged  to  chalk  his  nose  every  time 

(  be  takes  a  walk  over  his  firm,  to  save  himself  from  an  old  bull 

;  which  has  a  strong  antipathy  ta«;d. 

— lie  ran  three  squares  after  wlint  he  thought  was  a  street-car 

ind,  after  he  got  out  of  breath,  he  laid  down  on  the  doorstep, 

'  to  find  out  that  it  was  only  a  lightning  bug  on  Lis 
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I'll  admit  I  am  somewhat  of  a  liar  myself, 

I  can  tell  you  .some  horrililu  things; 
I  can  tell  you  some  darlings  that  never  occurred, 

Wlicu  you  hear  them  you'll  say  they  are  kings. 
But  we  heard  some  to-day  that  knocks  mine  in  the  shade, 

In  my  record  they've  made  a  bis?  dent; 
But  tlie  people  that  know.s  me  and  heard  me  tell  mine. 

Tells  me  that  doesn't  go  for  a  cent. 

Chorus. 
Now  my  voice  is  the  finest  that  ever  you  heard. 

Besides  I  am  a  single  young  gent; 
I'd  like  to  convince  you  I  screech  in  high  C. 

But  that  doesn't  go  for  a  cent. 

Now  to  show  \-ou  how  bad  as  a  liar  I  am  left. 

When  I  had  it  I  thought  my  own  way. 
Now  how  does  the  girls  spend  twenty  dollars  a  week 

On  seventy-five  cents  a  day? 
And  as  for  myself,  now  I  don't  drink  a  drop, 

But  where  has  my  salary  went? 
I  might  tell  you  I  gave  it  away  to  the  poor. 

But  that  doesn't  go  for  a  cent. 

Ciionus. 
Now  to  tell  you  the  truth,  no!  I  ran't  toll  you  that. 

For  you  know  'twas  a  lie  that  I  meant: 
I  was  paying  my  debts,  now  I  hojte  you'll  believe  me. 

But  I  think  it  won't  go  for  a  cent. 

Now  my  wife  tells  me  that  she  loves  no  one  but  me, 

I  certainly  tell  her  the  same; 
She  knows  that  her  word  is  no  better  than  mine. 

And  the  way  we  tell  lies  its  a  fih.une. 
Now  I  know  you  believe  that  we  woulj  uot  deceive 

One  another  in  any  intent; 
And  she  tells  me  she's  lonely  when  I  go  away. 

But  that  doesn't  go  for  a  cent. 

ClIOKl'S. 

She  goes  to  her  ma  three  or  four  times  a  week. 
That's  where  all  her  evenings  are  spent; 

She  tells  me  her  nia  sends  her  love  juid  regards. 
But  that  doesn't  go  for  a  cent. 

Now  I  keep  In  the  limits,  you  don't  see  me  mashlug, 

If  a  girl  winked  at  me  I'd  fall  dead; 
It's  a  hard  thing  to  efly,  but,  dear  ludies.  don't  ask  me 

For  uiy  wife's  sake  I  mean  what  I  said. 
Now  you  all  know  how  naughty  'twould  be  if  I  did. 

To  her  I  confess  and  reiwiit. 
As  I  do  every  niglit  as  we  both  kneel  and  pray, 
I  suppose  that  don't  go  for  a  cent. 

Ciiouus. 
I  only  can  love  you  dear  girls  ns  a  brother. 

For  my  heart  to  another  has  went; 
For  all  married  men  they  are  constant  and  true, 
That  ought  to  go  for  a  cent. 


♦w  j«-  ii.-j^iy- 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.   20. 


When  His  Mother-in-Law's  at  Home. 
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Tlic  poor  married  man  lias  enough  on  bis  Ixands,     ■ 

WLen  bis  mother-in-luw's  at  bome  ! 
Like  a  statue  of  misery  sadly  be  stands, 

Wbeu  bis  motber-in-Iaw's  at  bome  ! 
You  enquire  bow  be  is,  be  rei)lies  witb  a  groan. 

You  will  do  bim  a  favor  and  leave  bim.  alouo  ; 
And  there  isn't  a  bone  in  bis  body  bis  own, 

Wbeu  bis  mother-in-law's  at  home  ! 

-  '     Chouus.  ■ 

No  more  standing  at  the  corner  of  the  street, 
Winking,  blinking  at  every  girl  you  meet  ' 
Good-bye  latch-keys,  farewell  fun  ! 
'    There's  no  more  stopping  out  till  half  past  one  !  ^ 

His  face  wears  a  look  of  eternal  disgust,  .      " 

When  bis  mother-in-law's  at  bome  ! 
And  bis  language  is  not  strictly  pious  or  just. 

When  his  motber-in-biw's  at  bome! 
He  thinks,  with  regret,  of  bis  bachelor  joj's. 

He  longs  for  excitement  and  pleasure  and  noise. 
For  be  never  goes  out  on  a  spree  willi  the  boys, 

When  Iws  mother-in-law's  at  bome  '.-—Chorus 

He  puts  on  the  air  of  a  meek  looking  saint. 

When  bis  mother-in-law's  at  bome  I 
But  his  prayers  that  be  says  quickly  prove  that  he  ain't. 

When  bis  mother-in-law's  at  home  ! 
He  declares  it's  the  cat,  if  his  face  should  be  scratched. 

If  bis  forehead  or  chin  with  court  i)la.ster  are  i»atched  , 
You  may  bet  your  sweet  life  that  he's  pretty  well  matched, 

When  his  mother-in-laws  at  bome  I — Vhoruft. 

He  loses  five  poimds  every  week  of  his  life, 

When  bis  mother-in-law's  at  home  !  :( 

An  encouraging  word  be  can't  get  from  bis  wife, 

When  bis  mother-in-law's  at  home  ! 
But  the  day  she  is  leaving  he's  full  of  deliiibt. 

And  he  stimds  on  bis  head  when  there's  no  one  in  sight. 
For  a  week  or  ten  days  be  gets  gloriously  tight, 

Wh«n  his  mother-in-law's  gone  bome  ! — Chorus. 


~i'  Copyright,  1887,  by  John  WatOu      :f.V  .-■-,' 
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I'm  a  true-hearted  lad  from  the  Emerald  Isle. 

The  land  where  her  sons  ne'er  knew  fear, 
My  song  is  in  praise  of  the  heroes  of  old,  ■  ■ 

To  every  true  Irishman  dear. 
For  centuries  England  has  held  us  in  fear,         '     ■  ■ 

And  called  us  an  ignorant  race. 
But  the  glory  of  Erin  again  will  return 

And  flxngback  the  lie  in  their  face. 

CnoRUs. 
I'm  a  true-hearted  son  of  old  Erin, 
Her  emblems  of  green  ever  wearing. 
And  soon  will  her  freedonV  l)e  sharing. 
Beneath  her  bright  banner  of  green. 

There's  a  name  that  will  live  in  all  Irishmen's  heart* 

When  kingdoms  and  crowns  are  forgot, 
A  name  that  the  whole  world  honors  to-daj'. 

And  one  without  blemish  or  blot. 
The  fetters  that  bound  us  he  holds  to  the  light. 

Her  tale  of  oppression  to  tell. 
Behind  such  a  leader  with  us  in  a  fight, 

Her  own  son,  Charles  Stuart  Parnell.— C/wJru* 
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LISTEN   TO   MY  TALE   OF  WOE. 
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When  Yo'  Heah  de  Big  Bell  Ring. 

.    -   "         copyright,  1888,  by  OtH).  M.  KJenk  &  Co. 
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Come  'long  fo'  yo'  got  no  time  ter  lose. 

When  yo'  heah  de  big  bell  ring; 
Don'  be  skcer'd  an'  tremble  in  yo'  shoes,  - 

When  yo'  heah  de  big  l>ell  ring. 
De  preachers  will  tog  in  dcr  Sunday  clothes. 

When  dey  heah  de  big  bell  ring; 
Ef  dey's  gwine  up  er  down,  well,  no  one  knows, 

When  dey  heah  de  big  bell  ring. 

Chorus. 
Ho!  dar.  yo' sinnahs, 
.       Jine  de  angel  ban'! 
Scoot,  hapi)y  uiggahs, 
'    'Wa}' ter  de'golden  stran'i 
Whaow!  AuntZcnoby! 
Tell  de  pickaninnies  sing. 
Unc' Bijy,  twang  de  banjo! 

When  yo' beali  de  big  l)ell  ring' 
Oh!  git  de  chickens  from  de  pens. 
An' de  roosters  an' de  hens. 
An'  de  watermillyuns  an'  eb'ry  ting; 
..    Hab  a  barrel  ob  rye,  an'  a  cartload  ob  pie. 
When  yo' heah  de  big  bell  ring. 

Yo"  kin  do  de  cake-walk,  dance  and  shout. 

When  yo' heah  de  big  bell  ring; 
But  don'  raise  Cain  er  yo'U  git  fir'd  out. 

When  yo'  heah  de  big  bell  ring. 
In  dat  lubly  Ian',  coons,  yo'U  hab  ter  pray, 

When  yo'  heah  de  big  bell  ring; 
An' yo'irallus  git  three  squar'  meals  a  day;     : ,     . 

Wlicn  yo' heah  de  big  bell  ring.— (7 /«)ru* 


Cop}T%ht,  1881,  by  John  F.  Ellis  &  Co. 
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A  little  peach  in  an  orchard  grew. 

Listen  to  my  t.de  of  woe; 
A  little  peach  of  emerald  hue.  .' 

WariiK-d  b\-  the  sun  and  wet  bj'  the  dew. 
It  grew,  it  grew. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 
One  day  in  passing  the  orchard  through. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 
That  little  peach  dawnetl  on  the  view 
Of  Johnny  Jones  and  bis  sister,  Sue, 
Them  two,  them  two. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 

Chorus.  - 

Hard  trials  for  them  two, 
Johnny  Jones  and  bis  sister.  Sue, 
And  tiie  jjeacb  of  emerald  hue. 
That  grew,  that  grew. 
Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 

Now  up  at  the  peach  a  club  they  threw. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe; 
D(^wn  from  the  stem  on  ■which  it  grew 
Fell  the  little  peach  of  emerald  hue. 
Poor  John,  poor  Sue, 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 
Xow  she  took  a  bite  and  John  a  chew. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 
And  then  the  trouble  l»egan  to  brew, 
A  trouble  that  the  doctor  couldn't  subdue. 
Too  true,  too  true. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. — Choru*. 

Under  the  turf  where  the  daisies  grew. 

Listen  to  mj'  talc  of  woe,  ^ 

They  planted  John  and  bis  sister.  Sue,        ' 
And  their  little  souls  to  the  angels  flew, 
Boo-hoo,  boo-hoo. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe. 
But  what  of  the  peach  of  emerald  hue.    '■■ 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe, 
That  was  warmed  by  the  sun  and  wet  by  the  dew? 
Ah!  well,  its  mission  on  earth  is  through. 
Adieu,  adieu. 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  vroe.— Chorus. 
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SONGS  THAT   WE   SINO. 

Tone-"  There's  »  Light  in  the  Window." 
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There  nre  sonf»s  in  the  window  to  please  one  and  all, 

Tlie  latest,  tlie  greatest,  tlie  l)est  to  recall; 
The  songs  that  you  read  of,  the  songs  that  you  hear. 

The  songs  that  in  niein'ry  forever  are  dear. 
There's  the  "AustralSan  exile"  and  '"Peggy  O'Moore," 

And  "Why  did  she  leave  him  because  he  was  poor," 
The  songs  that  delight  us,  the  old  and  the  new, 

"The  dying  girl's  message,"  and  sweet  "Peek-a-boo." 

Chorus. 
There  are  songs  in  the  window  both  witty  and  wise, 
With  songs  bright  and  Cheerful  the  world  he  supplies, 
There  are  songs  in  the  window  to  please  high  uud  low, 
At  Henry  J.  Wehman's,  one-thirty  Park  Row. 

There  is  "  Rock-a-bye,  baby,"  "  It's  English,  you  know," 

"  The  letter  that  never  came,"  "  Softly  and  low;" 
"  A  l)oy's  best  triendis  his  mother  " — tliat's  true — 

"  The  liglithouse  by  the  sea  "  for  the  ship  that  is  due. 
Oh!  "  Where  is  ray  wandering  b<>y  to-night V  " 

In  "  The  Scotch  brigade,"  fiir  away  from  my  sight; 
Or  "  Gathering  the  myrtle  with  Mary,"  so  gay, 

"  I'll  go  back  to  the  old  bridge  again,"  by  the  way. — Clwnu. 

"  The  finest  police  in  the  world  "  have  renown. 

But,  truly,  "  Thev  rant  keep  the  workingmen  down;" 
It's  funny  "  Wlien  Bridget  goes  out  on  the  mash," 

"  There's  one  day  of  turkey  and  si.\  days  of  hush!  " 
"  The  poor  married  man  "  ran  away  fronii  his  wife. 

He  "  Dreame<l  that  old  Ireland  was  free  '  from  all  strife. 
And  gay  as  "  The  wadding  of  Ballyporeen," 

"  6' fair  dove,  O,  fond  dove,"  pray  "  Where  is  Kathleen?"— Cw. 

"  Sleep  well,  thou  sweet  angel  "  while  sadly  I  roam. 

Forget  not  to  "  Write  me  a  letter  from  home;" 
"  There  is  no  harm  in  kissing  "  "The  pride  of  Mayo," 

"  The  fiister  you  pluck  them  tiic  thicker  they  grow." 
"  I'll  await  my  love  "  "  When  'tis  moonlight,  "  so  fnir, 

Wliiie  "  Little  Ah  Sid  "  plays  with  "  Robin  Adair.' 
For  the  songs  that  you  need  and  the  songs  vou  don't  know, 

Go  to  Henry  J.  Wiehman,  ouc-thirty  Park  Row.— CAor'/ji. 


Harry  Kennedy's  Great  Success 


MEET  A   COON  TO-NIGHT. 
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Oh,  silver,  silver  moon,  won't  you  shine  on  bright? 

I'se  gwine  to  meet  a  coon  to-night; 
Meeting  in  de  valley  by  de  pale  moonlight, 

I'se  gwine  to  meet  a  coon  to-night.  • 

Hurry,  Aunty  Liza,  for  I  won't  .stop  long, 

I'se  gwine  to  meet  a  coon  to-night; 
Listen  to  de  bell  wid  its  big  ding-dong, 

I'se  gwine  to  meet  u  coon  to-night. 

Ciionus. 
Meet  a  coon  to-night,  meet  a  coon  to-night, 
When  de  little  stars  nre  shining  bright. 
At  de  hour  of  eight,  down  by  de  garden  gate. 
I'se  gwine  to  meet  a  dandy  coon  tonight. 
Meet  a  c(M)n  to-night,  meet  a  coon  to-night. 
When  de  little  .stars  are  shining  bright; 
At  de  hour  of  eight,  down  by  de  garden  gate, 
I'se  gwine  to  meet  u  dandy  coon  to-night. 

The  leader  of  de  choir  in  de  Baptis'  church, 

I'se  gwine  to  meet  a  coon  to-night: 
Never  stole  a  chicken  off  a  hen-roost  perch,   . 

I'se  gwine  to  meet  a  coon  to-night. 
Nigger  went  a-fishing  for  a  great  big  whalo, 

ise  gwine  to  meet  a  coon  tonight; 
Caught  a  little  monkey  wid  a  tom-cat's  tail, 

I'se  gwine  to  meet  a  coon  to-night. — Cfiont*. 
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RED,    WHITE   AND   BLUE. 


HEAR  DEM   BELLS. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  The  Chicago  Music  Co. 
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We  goes  to  ciiurch  in  de  early  morn. 

When  de  birds  am  a  singin'  on  de  trees; 
Sometimes  de$e  does  am  werry  much  worn, 

But  we  wears  dcm  out  at  the  kneos. 
At  night  when  de  moon  am  a  shiiiin'  bright. 

And  de  clouds  hab  passed  away, 
Dem  l)ells  keep  a  ringin'  for  de  gospel  fight 

Dat  will  last  till  de  judgment  day. 

Chorus. 

..    Hear  dem  bellsl  dont  you  hear  dem  bells? 

Dey's  a  ringin'  out  de  glory  ob  de  lamb; 

Hear  dem  bellsl  don't  you  hear  dem  beils? 

Dey's  a  ringin'  out  de  glory  ob  de  lamb. 

De  church  am  old  and  de  benches  worn, 

De  bible  am  a  gittiu'  hard  to  read; 
But  de  spirit  am  dere,  as  sure  as  you're  bom. 

Which  is  all  de  comfort  we  need. 
We  sing  and  shout  wid  all  our  might 

To  keep  away  de  cold; 
Dem  bells  keep  a  ringin'  out  de  gospel  light 

Till  de  story  ob  de  lamb  is  tola.  —  CJwnit. 

All  day  we  work  in  de  cotton  and  de  com 

Wid  feet  and  hands  so  sore, 
A  pray  in' for  Gabriel  to  blow  his  hom. 

So  we  don't  liab  to  work  any  more. 
I  hear  dem  chariots  comin'  dis  way, 

And  I  know  dey's  comin'  for  me. 
So  ring  dem  bells  till  judgment  day, 

And  de  land  dat  I'se  gwine  for  to  see. — Clicru*. 
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O  Columbia,  the  gem  of  the  ocean. 

The  home  of  the  brave  and  the  free. 
The  shrine  of  each  patriot  s  devotion, 

A  world  offers  homage  to  thee. 
Thy  mandates  makes  heroes  assemble, 

When  liberty's  form  stands  in  view. 
Thy  banners  make  tyrants  tremble, 

When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

Chokus. 

When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 
When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  an<l  Blue, 

Tliy  banners  make  tyrants  tremble. 
When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

When  war  waged  its  wide  desolation. 

And  threatened  our  land  to  deform, 
The  ark  then  of  freedom's  foundation. 

Columbia,  rode  safe  through  the  storm. 
With  her  garland  of  victory  o'er  her,  * 

When  so  proudly  she  Iwre  her  bold  crow, 
With  her  flag  proudly  floating  before  lior. 

The  boast  of  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. — Cliprut. 

The  wine  cup,  the  wine  cup  bring  hither. 

And  fill  you  it  up  to  the  brim; 
May  the  wreath  they  have  won  never  wither. 

Nor  the  star  of  their  glory  grow  dim. 
May  the  service  united  nc'eV  sever, 

And  hold  to  their  colors  so  true; 
The  Army  and  Kavy  forever. 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue.— CAorw*. 
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— A  young  woman  tried  to  be  aristocratic,  and  did  not  look  at 
the  money  slie  gave  to  the  conductor  of  tiie  car;  but  he  meekly 
gave  her  back  the  lozenge,  on  which  was  written,  "  I'll  never  cease 
to  love  thee,"  and  said  that  he  was  an  orphan,  t\'itU  five  little  { 
brothers  to  support,  and  must  be  excused.     ;         '    , 
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MAN,    POOR    MAN. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Henry  J.  Wehinan. 
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'    '    ■,       Written  and  tompoaed  by  Jaa.  McAroy. 


VTho  is  it  that  the  subject  of  my  song  l8  all  about  ? 

Man,  poor  man! 
Who  is  it  that  tiie  women  folks  they  always  have  a  iloabt  of. 

Man,  poor  man! 
Who  Is  it  when  ne '8  married  he  soon  finds  out  his  mistakeT 
Who  iu  it  gets  a  thumping  if  he  dares  to  make  a  break? 
And  who  is  it  says  lie  wi&hes  hie  wedding  uight  It  was  his  wake? 

Man,  poor  man  !- 

Chobcs.        ;  :-.  ■;  < 

Man,  man  rules  this  great  nation,  ,      ^ 

Man,  man  to  tliis  world  is  known. 
But  women  will  stop  you  in  all  stages  and  statlooa, 

You  hardly  can  say  your  soul  Is  your  owa.  . ; . 

Who  Is  It  walks  the  floor  at  uight  and  never  goes  to  bed? 

Mail,  poor  man! 
And  who  is  it  that  gets  all  the  blame  if  baby's  hair  Is  red? 

Man,  poor  man ! 
Who  is  it  gets  up  early  for  to  start  the  morning  fire? 
Who  gets  all  the  coul  and  kindling  wood,  please,  may  I  inquire) 
It  is  woman,  lovely  woman!    No!  excuse  me,  I  am  a  Liar. 

It  is  man,  poor  man! 

CUOHUS,  •       .  . 

Man,  man  sleeps  on  a  clothes-line,  ■    " 

Man,  man's  afraid  for  to  snore, 
Man,  if  you  do  your  wife  will  get  even. 

She'll  make  you  get  up  and  go  sleep  on  the  floor. 

Who  is  it  says  he'll  have  m  mother-in-law  about  the  house  r 

Man,  poor  man! 
But  who  is  it  when  liis  wife  .'peaks  np  he  weakens  like  a  monse? 

Man,  i>oor  man  I 
Who  is  it  d(Klu;ei>  knives  and  forks,  and  keitles.  pans  and  plates? 
Who  stands  before  the  glasn  and  sees  his  eyes  don't  look  like  mates? 
And  who  walks  upon  hi»  uppers  just  because  he  has  no  skates? 

^laii,  poor  man! 

Chorus. 
Man,  man,  when  you're  married  you're  murdered,  < 

No  good  for  an>thiiit.'.  what  are  you  worth? 
You  let  your  wife  lick  you,  smash  you  and  kick  you. 

If  you"  have  any  sense,  get  off  the  earth. 

Who  sometimes  thinks  his  wife  she  is  an  angel  from  abore? 

Man,  poor  man! 
Who  never  takes  a  tumble  that  she's  got  another  lorer? 

Man.  iKxir  man! 
Who  fs  if  when  iic  lliids  it  out  he  makes  an  awful  kick? 
Who  is  it  starts  in  drinking,  soon  becomes  a  total  wreck? 
And  who  is  it  says  I  married  her  and  got  it  in  the  neck? 

Muu,  poor  man! 

CHOUL'S.  •    •      ■"      ;    , 

Man,  man,  pood  enough  for  you, 

Man,  mun,  ain't  you  a  Jay?  .       -•■      . 

Mun,  man.  never  get  married  -  , 

And  raise  up  your  children  the  very  same  way.    ' 


Harrjr  Kennedy's  Great  Sueoeeai 


When  Baby  Smiles  in  Her  Sleep. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy,  Agent. 

CAUTION.— All  persons  are  warned  from  publixhlng  this  song  under  penaltj  of  the  law 
HxintT  J.  Wkhvam,  Song  Publisher,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  has  the  ezclusiT«  right 
to  publish  the  Words  of  my  Songs.— Harkt  Kekn'edy. 

The  Words  and  Uusic  of  this  Song  wil  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  I 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiifirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Park         | 
Row,  Kew  York  CSty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  caah  for  all  our  g«oda. 

:':.'.:■■.,:      Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy.   ■."■■..■■■■> 


Baby's  asleep  in  the  cradle, 

Eyes  that  were  laughing  with  glee. 
Now  are  so  tranquil  m  slumber. 

Baby's  sweet  face  I  can  see. 
Watch  how  the  little  cheeks  dimple. 

Smiles  o'er  her  tiny  face  creep;  - 

They  say  that  the  angels  are  whiBperlng 

When  baby  smiles  in  her  sleep. 

Refrain. 

Baby's  asleep  in  the  cradle,  . 

Blue  eyes  no  longer  I  see; 
But  two  little  sweet  tiny  dimples 

Seem  to  be  laughing  at  me. 
Oft  have  I  heard  the  old  story, 

So  close  to  the  cradle  I'll  creep; 
For  they  say  that  the  angels  are  whispering 

When  baby  smiles  in  her  sleep. 

CHoncs.  >; 

-     Sleep,  baby,  sleep,  angels  they  keep 

Watch  o'er  thy  cradle,  so  sleep  on  my  babe: 
Sleep,  baby,  sleep,  angels  they  keep 
Watch  o't-r  thy  cradle,  so  sleep,  bao;',  sleep. 

What  arc  the  angels  a  whispering?  •  , 

Could  I  but  baby  beguile  "; 

To  tell  me  the  message  they  bring  her,  ' 

That  makes  her  so  sweetly  smile. 
Then  could  I  solve  the  deep  mystery. 

Close  in  its  secrets  I'd  peep, 
And  tell  what  the  angels  are  whispering 

When  baby  smiles  in  her  sleep. — Eefrain  and  Chorv9 


THE   CLICK   OF   THE   LATCH. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  Geo.  JL  KJenk  <t  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sing  wil!  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoript  of  ** 

O -nts;  orthisand  any  two  ot  i  r  So  iks  for  due  Doiliu-,  by  H.  J.  Welirmui,  130  Rirk 

itow,  New  Vurk  City.     Postage  Suimps  takt  ii  same  as  ca-sh  for  all  our  gooda 


Oh,  the  bright  dreams  of  childhood  have  glided  away, 

The  liours  we  were  hanpy  and  young, 
When  we  sat  round  the  nre  at  the  close  of  the  day. 

How  sweet  were  the  songs  that  were  sung.  r, 

Gentle  memory  will  often  recall  them  to  me, 

Tho.?e  quick  passing  moments  of  yore,  • 

When  I  heard,  as  a  cliild  on  my  dear  mother's  knee, 

The  click  of  the  latch  on  the  cottage  door. 

CnoRUS. 

Gentle  memory  will  often  recall  them  to  me, 
Those  quick  passing  moments  of  yore, 
When  1  heard,  as  a  child  ou  ray  fond  mothers's  knee. 
The  click  of  the  latch  on  the  cottage  door. 

Though  the  years  still  roll  onward,  I  oft  have  recalled 

The  days  that  are  long  ago  past ; 
And  the  first  hours  of  ciiiliihood  when  I  was  enthralled 

By  pleasures  too  happy  to  last. 
Now  a  wanderer  far  from  the  ones  that  are  dear,      .  ;, 

On  earth  I  may  meet  them  no  more. 
Yet  ill  dreams  of  my  far  away  home  I  can  hear 

The  click  of  the  latch  on  the  cottage  door. — C7ioru$. 


Some  Day  I'll  Wander  Back  Again. 

Copyright,  187»,  by  W.  F.  Shaw.  [, 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wl!l  be  sent  to  any  address  post-paid,  on  i-e«'eli>t  of  40  > 
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Row,  New  York  city.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  av  cash  for  ail  our  gooda.  ^ 

■     .  ■         :  > 


Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

To  where  the  old  home  standi. 
Beneath  the  old  tree  down  the  lane 

Afar  in  other  lands; 
Its  humble  cot  will  shelter  me 

From  every  care  or  pain, 
And  life  be  sweet  as  sweet  can  be 

When  I  am  home  again. 

■  Chorus. 

I'll  wander  back,  yes,  back  again 

To  where  childhood's  home  may  be, 
For  memory  in  sweet  refrain 
Still  sings  its  praise  to  me.  , 

Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

To  scenes  so  dear  to  me. 
Where  life  sweet  infancies  refrain 

Beside  a  mother's  knee; 
To  live  once  more  the  golden  hour 

Of  joyous  merry  play. 
No  thorns,  but  only  sweetest  flowers 

There  in  life's  merry  way. — C?ioru*. 

Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

To  hearts  so  kind  and  true. 
Whose  gentle  faces  still  remain 

In  memory's  cherished  view; 
No  more  mj'  wayward  feet  shall  roam 

Life's  troubled  pathway  o'er. 
But  in  tlie  life  ana  love  of  home  ;' 

I'll  rest  me  evermore. — Ch«rti» 


mmm 
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There's  No  One  Like  Mother  to  Me. 


CtopjTiKht,  1MB,  by  J.  C.  Oro»-ne  &  Co. 

S  Tbe  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poBt-pald,  on  i-eceip!  uf 
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S  Uow,  Nt'w  York  (^ty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  aaiiio  aa  cash  for  all  our  goods 

]  Sadly  I'm  thinkine.  thinking  to-night  of  days  lone  gone  by. 
Memories  of  childnood  fo  bright  come  back  ae  a  dream  with  a  sigh; 
I'm  thinking  of  friends  and  of  home  in  that  cottage  far  over  the  sea. 
Oh,  uo  matter  wherever  I  roam,  there's  uo  one  like  mother  to  me. 

Chorus. 

There's  no  one  Hke  mother  to  me,  no  matter  bow  poor  she  may  be, 

I'll  go  back  to  that  home  o'er  the  sea,  there's  no  one  like  motlier  to  ui<v 


A   SCENTLESS   ROSE. 

I'opyrlgrht,  18T»,  by  S.  Turnev. 


1 


When  I  left  that  old  home  o'er  the  sea,  kissed  them  good-bye  at  the  gate. 


"1  Somebody  whispered  to  me,  a  gentle  voice  asked  me  to  wait; 
\  Her  Idesslng  s^lie  gave  with  a  kiss,  and  teai 


Oh. 


tears  on  her  checks  1  could  see, 
liow  often  tiiat  sweet  face  I've  missed,  there's  no  one  like  mother  to  me. 

There's  uo  one  like  mother  to  uie.  jtc. 


In  a  Little  Fisher  Village. 

i  Copj-rtght,  1887,  by  T.  B.  namis  4  Co. 


The  Wonls  iiinl  Music  of  thL-"  Sons'  will  be  sent  to  any  adilri'wi,  pout-paid,  ou  receipt  of  ( 

>-enu;  or  this  and  any  two  nthtr  Sontts  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISu  Puj-k 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stsniim  taken  same  a»caah  (oral!  our  good; 


There's  ji  little  flsher  village  that  stands  beside  the  sea, 

Onci'  :i  sliip  was  ancliored  uear  it  in  the  bay; 
St»>i)d  :i  maiden  and  a  sailor  as  sad  as  they  could  be. 

For  till'  ship  •was  soon  to  carry  Lim  awaj'. 
They  took  u  farewell  kiss  and  spoke  of  days  of  bliss.     " 

To  welcome  him  whenever  he  returned; 
They've  been  parted  uow  for  years,  still  she's  waiting  there  in  tears, 

Antl  tlie  sailor  for  his  lassie*  often  yearned. 

Chorus. 
lu  a  little  fisher  village  she's  been  waiting  day  and  night 

For  her  lover  that  has  .sailed  far,  far  away; 
She  is  wiiiting  for  a  letter,  wond'ring  why  he  does  not  write. 

F(»r  time  and  sorrow's  turned  her  hair  to  gray. 

i 
I'o  the  little  flsher  village  a  .stranger  came  one  day 

With  a  letter,  with  her  name  and  her  address; 
-Viid  it  bore  a  tale  of  sorrow  of  the  laddie  far  away, 

It  ciuiii'  to  turn  her  anguish  to  di.stre.s.s. 
It  told  her  of  a  shipwreck  upon  the  coast  of  Wales, 

Hiiw  he  with  many  perished  on  the  sea; 
Now  >lif  sits  there  by  the  window  to  watch  the  passing  sail, 

All!  I  htr  licart  cries:     •  Bring  my  bonnie  one  to  me" 

CUORVS. 

In  the  little  fisher  village  she  sits  at  home  all  day, 
Wi:li  her  hands  upon  her  head  as  if  in  prayer; 

^iie  is  thinking  of  the  sailor  boy  that  died  far,  far  away 
iler  life  is  qaught  but  sorrow  and  despair. 


AT   LAST. 


Copy*lght,  1887,  by  Isidoi-e  Prager  <Jt  Julian  Jordan. 

Words  and  Musly  of!  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  .any  address,  postixiid,  ou  receipt  of  40 
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A  mother  is  watching  beside  the  blue  waters. 

Her  heart  filled  with  sadness,  her  eves  filled  with  tears, 
H'T  hoy  far  away,  far  away  on  the  billow. 

She  waltes  for' his  coming  with  hopes  and  with  fears, 
o  mighty  wjive.  mighty  wave,  bring  back  my  darling, 

O  bring  back  my  treasure,  my  heart's  triieAt  Joy, 
»)  mighty  wave,  mighty  wave.  list  to  my  pleading, 

O  bear  back  my  loved  one,  my  own  (farliug  boy! 

Chorus. 

fli;  CHUii'  at  last,  O  happy  day!  gone  were  her  tears,  banished  her  fears, 
kU:  came  at  last,  O  happy  day!  gone  were  her  tears,  banished  her  fears, 
He  tame  at  last,  great  was  her  joy,  the  loving  mother  again  ciasp'd  her  boy, 
Ue  (.ame  at  laet.  great  was  her  joy,  the  loving  mother  again  cla'-p'd  her  b»jy. 

In  thi<  world  of  trials,  what  h''art  has  no  sorrow* 
What  breast  has  not  felt  biiter  anguish  and  painr 
■    "  Be  patient,  be  hop«'fiil,  who  knows  but  to-inorrow 

.>Iur  bring  back  the  roees  anil  t'unshine  aga'i, 
IJe  fearless,  be  honeot,  l)e  Upright  and  noble. 
He  faithful  and  loving,  be  tender  and  true, 
'     ,         From  out  of  the  darkness  the  8un  will  be  shining, 
A  bright  day  is  c«>ming,  is  coining  for  you. 

Ciioucs. 

'Twill  come  at  last,  'tis  coming  soon,  the  night  will  pass,  welcome  the  noon, 
'Twill  come  at  last,  'tis  coming  soon,  the  night  will  pass,  wel<'onie  the  noon. 
'Twill  come  at  last,  dry  all  thy  tears  bright  days  are  dawning  then  banish  thy  fe.irs 
'Tw  Hi  come  at  last,  dry  all  f  hy  tears  bright  days  are  dawning  then  banish  thy  iVurs 


Th( 


»  Wordg  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  Rent  to  any  addrefw,  po«t-nald,  on  receipt ' 
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Woixls  ond  Music  by  Frank  Ck>nway. 


^ofioj, 


We  meet,  but  not  as  once  we  met, 

With  secret  throbs  of  heart-felt  pain, 
With  jealous  fears,  that  fond  regret 

Oft  Kindled  into  joy  again; 
Alas!  wo  meet  as  strangers  now. 

No  jealous  fears  our  lips  unclose: 
The  victim  of  a  broken  vow, 

My  life  is  like  a  scentless  rose. 
The  victim  of  a  broken  vow, 

My  life  is  like  a  scentless  rose. 

We  part,  but  not  affection's  tenra 

Bedew  our  long  and  last  farewell; 
The  pjist  recall'd  in  future  years 

Will  .seem  to  toil  its  mem'ry's  knell; 
But  heaven  grant  that  love  may  shed 

Around  thy  life  a  sweet  repose; 
To  me  its  fragrance  now  hath  fled, 

My  life  is  like  a  scentless  rose. 
To  ine  its  fragrance  now  hath  fled, 

My  life  is  like  a  scentless  rose. 


My  Little  Tot's  High  Chair. 

Copyright,  1880.  by  WillLs  Woodward  A  Co. 

The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l)e  sent  to  hmv  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  and  .Music  by  Edgar  SeldeiL 

Most  every  one  In  every  Iniid  holds  in  remembrance  dear  • 

Some  token  that  to  no  "one  else  is  worth  a  thought  or  tear; 
But  when  ut  night  I  reach  my  home  I  see  a  sight  most  fair.  .   '   • 

Through  window  wide  I  see"iuside  my  little  lot's  high  chair. 

Cuonrs.  ' 

My  little  tot's  hich  chair,  my  little  golden  head, 

Your  little  eyes  of  blue  and  heart  so  true,  and  lipe  of  cherry  red; 

Mav  care  ne'er  cross  your  wav.  yoiir  life  be  ever  fair. 

In  wealth  untold  I'll  always  hold  my  little  tot's  high  chair. 

When  work  is  o'er  and  I  return  to  wife  aiid  babe  at  home. 

No  other  place  is  half  so  dear  wherever  I  may  roam; 

I  clasp  my  darlings  to  my  breast,  no  thought  of  toil  or  care. 

While  some  one  crows  and  laugli«  from  out  my  little  tot's  high  chair.— Cborvs 

In  storm  or  darkness  'tis  the  liL'ht  that  guides  me  safely  through 
The  snares,  where  others  sink  and  fall  for  want  of  heart  so  true; 
And  when  at  supiK-r  time  we  give  our  thanks  in  humble  prayer, 
A  tiny  head  bentls  low  while  in  my  little  tot's  high  chair.— CaoKiis. 


WAITING   ATTHE   WINDOW. 

copyright,  1888,  by  Geo.  M.  Klenk  &  Co. 

Tlie  XVord."  and  Music  of  this  Kong  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  postiuiJd.  on  receipt  of  40 
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O  come  and  .shake  a  day -day,  baby, 

Kiss  a  fond  good-bye  to  mt;, 
An<l  111  be  thinking  of  you,  darling, 

Till  your  sweet  face  again  I  see. 
For  you  are  our  dearest  treasure. 

And  your  voice  is  full  of  mirth, 
Like  a  little  hov'ring  angel. 

Love,  you  make  a  heav'n  of  earth. 

Chorus. 

O  come  and  shake  a  day -day,  baby. 
Kiss  a  fond  good-bye  to  nie. 
Baby,  darling,  you're  an  angel. 
What  would  home  without  you  be? 

There's  .some  one  waiting  at  the  window, 

'Tis  some  one  with  goldt;n  hair; 
Upon  the  pane  her  fingers  tapping, 

Blie  will  be  waiting  for  nic  there. 
Her  blue  eyes  with  merry  twinkle  • 

Brighten  with  a  childish  blis.s, 
As  she  run,s  to  meet  me  .saying: 

"Papa,  Where's  my  little  kiss?" — Choiu». 


\ 


\ 
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SWEET   JENNIE   BELL.  % 

.      ■     >  Copyright,  1887,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Oo. 
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On  a  hillside  by  the  valley  where  the  breezes  softly  blow, 

W'liere  the  wild  bird  siiiers  his  happy  song  so  free. 
Stands  a  rose  encumbered  cottage  mid  the  flowers"  eweet  perfume. 

There  dwelt  a  little  maid  so  dear  to  me. 
Oh,  dearest  little  iniiiden,  thy  sweet  face  haunts  me  yet. 

Though  years  have  passed  I  nou'  remember  well, 
And  wherever  I  may  wander  I  ever  will  remember, 

1  never  can  forget  thee,  Jennie  Bell. 

CUORUS. 

Jennie  Bell,  eweet  Jennie  Bell,  let  my  song  thy  praises  tell, 
Jennie  Bell,  sweet  Jennie  Bell,  oh,  I  lovecTthee,  Jemiie  Bell. 

Yes,  well  do  I  remember  all  her  gentle,  winning  ways, 

How  she  used  to  play  and  climo  upon  my  kuee; 
Her  eyes  so  blue  and  tender,  her  voice  so  low  and  sweet, 

She  seem'd  an  angel  sent  from  heaven  to  me. 
Life's  cliaiiges  have  been  many,  the  past  is  like  a  dream. 

Yet  still  I  see  that  sweet  face  loved  so  well, 
And  wherever  I  may  wander  I  ever  will  remember 

The  idol  of  my  boyhood,  Jennie  Bell.— Chorijs. 


LITTLE   QUEEN   OF   MAY. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Geo.  M.  Klenck  &  Co.     r' 


I'll   Dance   Upon   Your   Grave. 


Aa  ming  by  Jack  HeauMsy. 


Tb*  Words  and  Mutdc  of  this  Song  \vill  be  sent  to  any  addresi-s,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

e«nta;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  furk 

Row,  New  York  City,     Postage  Stamps  taken  saiueas  caah  for  all  our  good*. 


Of  all  the  gentle  hearts  I've  kuown. 

And  fiices  I  have,  seen, 
Tbeie's  one  where  love  rules  on  his  throne, 

I  fondly  call  my  queen. 
Her  brow  is  deck'd  with  golden  curls,    > 

Her  smile  is  bright  and  ^ay. 
The  lairest  far  of  all  the  girls  . 

Is  little  Queen  of  May. 

CnoRus. 
Oh,  never  can  my  heart  forget 

The  first  bright  sunny  day, 
Long,  long  ago,  when  first  I  met 

Tile  little  Queen  of  May. 

Though  years  and  years  have  onward  roll'd, 

My  heart  remains  as  true 
As  when,  dear  May,  in  hours  of  old 

I  first  brealli'd  love  to  you. 
But  times  have  cliang'd,  we  part  no  more, 

Our  hearts  are  one  for  aye; 
And  I  will  call  you.  as  of  yore. 

The  little  Queen  of  May. — ChoruH. 


G-RANDFATHEKS  DARLING. 

Copyrlifht,  1887,  by  Wra.  McEwen.  "•     ■, 

The  Word!  and  Music  of  this  Song  wll  »>e  wnt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Song-.i  for  One  PoUar,  by  H.J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  dity.    I'ostagfe  Stani  |>!i  taken  itanio  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Composed  by  Charlotte  McKwcn. 

Grandfather  is  past  ninety,  and  little  May  but  four. 

Yet  they  love  to  sit  together  beside  the  cottage  door; 

And  as  the  old  man  dances  his  darling  on  his  knee 

He  tells  her  of  the  far-back  time  when  he  was  young  as  she. 

Those  long  and  rambling  stories  May  oft  before  has  heard. 
But  she  IJsicns  with  wide  open  ears  to  everv  well-known  word; 
And  in  her  mind  f*he  wonders  if  he  remembers,  too. 
The  man  who  lived  in  Noah's  ark  when  this  old  world  was  new. 

Owndfather's  hair  is  scanty,  and  white  as  driven  snow. 

While  May's  rich  curls  are  golden,  kissed  by  the  sun's  warm  glow: 

But  as  the  young  head  neptk'S  fondly  against  the  old 

You  see  the  sunlight  blending  the  silver  and  the  gold. 

Grandfather's  not  book-learned,  but  from  his  early  youth 
He  hns  striven  to  walk  heavenward,  and  loved  the  way  of  trtith; 
And  now  he  clasps  his  darling  as  the  day  is  getting  dim. 
And  both  together  murmur  a  simple  evening  hymu. 

His  stalwart  sons  come  round  him,  all  well  advancer!  in  years. 
And  ic'U  him  how  the  world  goes  on  with  all  its  hopes  and  fears; 
But  from  their  modern  possip  lie  turns  away  to  hear 
The  childish  prattle  little  May  it-  whispering  in  his  ear.  ,  .. 

Folks  call  the  old  man  childish.  It  may  be  even  so. 

His  heart  is  as  a  little  child's,  and  this  we  love  to  know; 

And  somewhere  It  is  written,  that  not  the  wise  alone, 

But  those  who  live  in  child-like  faith,  our  Father  calls  his  own. 

Grandfather  is  past  ninety,  and  little  May  but  four. 

So  they  will  not  sit  together  long  beside  that  cottage  door; 

But  we  know  when  the  old  man  from  earth  is  called  away,  -, 

His  God  and  hers  will  still  protect  his  darling  litUe  May.        -.. 


S»ad  Tournameandaddres.sto  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row, New  Tork  Citr,andree«lTe 

by  return  mail  a  eoioplete  CatiUogrue  of  over  3000  Popular  Iilnf  liiih  anU'Uermau 

Song:e— Fi«e.    VuellASe  Stamps  taken  aarae  as  uaah  for  all  our  ^oodt. 

Now  when  I  was  a  nice  young  girl, 

And  faith  j-ou  needn't  grin ; 
The  boys  they  came  from  miles  and  miles. 
My  lieart  and  hand  to  win. 
-,         P:it  Burke's  the  boy  I  gave  them  to, 
'     ^        Swore  he'd  be  kind  and  true,  * 

.-      But  now  he's  always  blind  drunk. 

And  he  bates  me  black  and  blue.       • 

Chorus. 
Pat,  you're  a  villain, 

Patrick,  you're  a  rogue. 
There's  nothing  of  you  Irish, 

Except  your  name  and  brogue. 
You're  killing  me  by  inches,  .        '  ' 

You  know  I  am  your  slave,  ..      ' 

But  when  you're  dead,  you  mane  oiild  scut  I 

I'll  dance  upon  your  grave.  .         ! 

"     *  i 

Sometimes  he  works  a  nice  full  week,  ,       i 

Goes  on  a  spree  the  next,  i 

'   -  _    And  sure  he'd  curse  the  cobwebs  i 

On  the  ceiling  if  he's  vexeti.  •;                              . 

He  never  can  come  .straight  home  ' 

.                Without  boozing  on  the  way,  y     \ 

Last  week  he  only  brought  home,      .  ,:                     ' 

About  one-half  of  his  pay. — Chorn».  '-'■'-                         I 

,.   .     Last  week  he  came  home  speechless  drunk  I 

And  wanted  me  to  fight,  | 

The  noble  art  of  self-defence        .;     .  .-.v:  i 

,  He  said  he'd  teach  me  right.  -  •  ;         .  J 

-         Put  up  your  hands,  he  quickly  said, 

Wheri  mad  I  thought  he'd  gone, 
-       And  he  rose  a  lump  uptm  my  nose 

You  could  hang  your  trousers  on. — Chorut, 


HER   WEDDING    NIGHT. 

Copyright,  1885,  by  Thomas  K.  Si-rrano. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  addreiw,  |xw)t-paid.  of  rf<celpt  of  40  I 

e«nt»;  or  this  and  anj-  two  oth<  r  Son^  for  One  Dollar.  I>v  H.  J.  Wehmai.    130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  a.i'eaa)i  for  aU  our  ^^oda. 

To-night,  to-night's  her  wedtling  night. 

And  she  so  very  fair, 
A  girl  whose  dreamy  eyes  are  blue, 
'  '  A  rfrl  with  golden  hair. 

And  I  am  all  alone  to-night. 

While  sombre  all  things  seem,   , 
A  thinking  of  departed  years 

And  all  that  might  have  been.         • 

Chouus. 

To-night,  to-night's  her  wedding  night. 

Why  shed  for  her  a  tear? 
;  Her  hand  is  in  his  keeping  now, 

But  can  her  heart  be  there? 
I  hear  the  merry  wedding  bells, 

A  joy  to  me  denied. 
And  while  I  iwnder  o'er  tlie  past, 

I  bless  the  beautious  bride. 

And  one  by  one  while  alone  I  sit. 

And  stars  in  heaven  burn,  -  ' 

The  joys  of  other  years  like  birds 

On  golden  wings  return;  .J 

They  perch  upon  me,  and  th»'ir  I>eak9 

Are  whispering  regrets. 
As  if  the  mind  had  gone  to  slt^p, 

As  if  the  heart  forgets. — Chorug.       "  .  '    ." 

They  tell  me  that  a  woman's  hand 

Is  often  bought  for  gold; 
They  tell  me  that  a  woman's  heart 

Like  merchandise  is  sold. 
Ah,  can  it  be!  ah,  can  it  l)e!  .',      . 

That  hers  was  sold  to-night?  V;  • 

If  so,  her  love  for  me  was  naught,  •  '- 

'Twas  well  it  took  its  flight. — Chorrtt. 
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MOTHER'S  LOCKS   OF   SNOW. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  T.  B.  KeUcy 

'  The  Word!  and  MOiiio  of  this  Sonir  will  he  wnt  to  nny  uddreHs  post-pdld,  on  receipt  of  to 
'        centa:  orthLsand  any  two  other  S<>ni^l  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wohnmn,  130  Turk 
Kow,  New  York  City.    P'Tetage  Stamp;)  taken  name  as  vaaU  for  all  our  guodii. 


Don't  Do  This  and  Don't  Do  That. 


Oopyrigbt,  1879,  by  T.  B.  Kelley. 


%k 


It  weniri  to  me  but  yesterday,  though  long,  long  y«'.ir«  have  fled, 
VThen  mother  cKinced  me  on"  her  knee,  while  tender  words  she  t>aid; 
She  called  me  her  own  darling  child,  and  fondly  m^  caress'd. 
She'd  uing  to  me  until  I'd  fall  asleeping  on  her  bn-anf. 
Metliinks  I  fee  her  gentle  smile,  her  noble,  winsome  face, 
Methiiik><  I  eoe  that  faultless  form,  the  regime  of  grace; 
•  At  sunrise  she  would  take  my  hand,  and  in  the  fields  we'd  go, 
I'd  pick  wild  tlowers,  and  mingle  them  with  mother's  locks  of  snow. 

Chorus. 

Mother's  locks  of  snow,  I  oft  gaze  in  the  locket  that  she  gave  me  long  ago, 

Her  dear  oM  face  is  smiling  there,  so  gentle  and  so  fair; 

Tho'  many  years  have  p«j*!«ed  since  I  a  mother's  love  did  know. 

I  cberinh  sti'll  that  simple  curl  of  mother's  locks  of  snow. 

Xo  more  she'll  sing  those  songs  to  me  I  loved  so  well  to  bear. 
In  meinorv  I  seem  to  hear  her  \olce  so  soft  and  clear; 
She  wa.-*  ttio  pure  for  this  cold  world,  but  anguish  filled  my  heart. 
To  hear  her  say  as  death  dri'w  near,  one  kisn,  dear,  ere  we  part, 
ller  spirit  lied," and  on  her  grave  I've  planted  rtowers  rare. 
They  mid  and  bloom,  and  fade  away,  as  did  her  face  so  fair: 
Tho  many  years  have  passed  since!  a  mother's  love  did  know, 
I  cherish  still  that  simple  curl  of  mother's  locks  of  snow— CuoRrs. 


DE    COON    DAT    GOT   DE    SHAKE. 


The  Woixls  and  Music  of  this  Soiijr  » 111  he  sent  t«»  uny  udtires.*.  pii«t-r<d 

oentSi  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  l;ollar,  by  II.  J.  Wel; 

Row,  Now  York  City.    l'o«ita«e  Stamps  taken  same  as  CKi>h  for  all 


Id,  on  receipt  of 
hinnn,  130  Park 
louriroodji. 


40 


/ 


Copyright,  1886,  by  WUlla  Woodward  *  Co. 


roo^lMof  to 
180  Park 


The  Words  and  Music  of  thl.i  .Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addres-s,  post-paid,  on 
oeots;  or  thirf  and  any  two  other  .Songs  forOne  lK>llar,  by  H.  J.  Wehmun, 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  once  had  a  g:il,  and  a  eood  gal  wa.s  she, 

Apd  I  loved  her  to  pcrfectitin, 
She  was  jess  as  sweet  as  de  little  honey  bee. 

But  she  drove  nie  to  distraction ; 
She  done  run  away,  and  she  left  dis  coon 
De  day  before  yesterday,  jess  about  noon. 
And  I  don't  exi^jct  dat  she'll  be  back  soon, 
For  when  she  left  me  she  sang.dis  tune: 

Chorus. 

I  Den  a  good-bye,  my  honey,  I  got  another  fellar, 
I  Good-bye,  my  honey,  you're  blfick  and  he  is  yaller; 
De  reason  I  must  go  i.s'  Ijecause  you  are  too  slow. 
8o,  my  honey,  I'm  a-gwine  to  say  good  bye. 
I  Den  fare  you  well,  I'm  gwine  away  to  leave  yoii, 
Leave  you,  leaVe  you,  honey  fare  you  well  now  nigger  don't  you  cry 
Fare  you  well,  don't  let  my  parting  grieve  you,  grieve  you.  houey. 
Got  my  little  satchel  packed,  I'm  a-gwine  to  say  good-bye. 


Of  course  you  go  to  sec  your  love 

Each  Suiid.iy  night  iil  eight, 
And  in  the  room  witii  pa  and  ma 

You  chat  'till  it  is  lale; 
The  old  folks  say  when  off  to  bed. 

Our  clock's  a  little  slow, 
A  roguish  brother  cries  to  you 

As  he  up  stairs  does  v,o: 

Ciiours. 

Now  don't  do  this  and  don't  do  thai. 

Or  pa  and  ma  will  smell  a  nit. 
So  mind,  be  careful  what  you're  ftt, 

Aud  don't  do  this  and  don't  do  that. 

The  time  goes  by  in  merry  chat 

Of  things  the  town  about. 
Till  you  me  in  the  dark  because 

Tiie  light  has  quite  burned  out; 
You  venture  in  a  little  squeeze. 

When  lightly  screams  your  love. 
And  all  at  once  you  hear  this  cry 

Come  down  from  up  above: — Chorm. 

You  take  your  hat  in  hand  just  then 

And  si  art  toward  the  door. 
But  linger  in  the  hall  awhile. 

Perhaps  an  hour  or  more; 
The  sweets  of  love  you  give  and  take 

In  one  loud  ringing  kiss. 
When  down  the  stairs  there  comes  to  you 

A  warning  just  like  this: — Chorus. 


— >  »  »  * 


Little  Darling,  111  Be  True. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  Isidore  Prager. 


Tb«  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  Iw  s«nt  to  any  address,  pos^rMLld 

•ents;  or  this  and  any  two  oilier  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wel^iuan,  ISO  Hirk 


I 


I  used  to  dress  her  up  in  the  finest  kind  ob  style, 

And  she  looked  jess  like  a  queen. 
Den  I  used  to  take  her  out  to  all  de  colored  hops, 

And  I  treated  her  to  ice-cream; 
But  she  done  run  away  and  she  left  her  bed. 
Eloped  wid  a  nigger  wid  a  pock-marked  head, 
To  tell  you  de  truth  why  she  shook  me  dead. 
And  when  she  left  me  dese  words  she  said: — Chorut 


Baby's   Footsteps   on  the   Sill. 


\ 


OopjTlght,  lN»,by  T.  B.  KeUey. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  thi.")  Sonic  -aI'.I  be  w-m  to  any  address,  iK)»t paid, 

or  this  and  any  two  other  .H^ngs  for  One  I>oll«r,  by  ll.  J.  Weliiiian,  130  l^irk 


.  on  r*eelnt  of  40 


c«nu: 

Row,  Stw  York  City. 


Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casii  for  all  our  good  , 


Words  by  Oeo.  Cooper.    Mudic  by  T.  B.  Kelley. 


Oh:  how  sweet  when  home  returning,  and  the  toils  of  day  have  flown 
While  the  heart  for  home  is  yearning  once  again  to  clasp  our  own; 
How  we  listen  for  the  voices  that  we  know  will  greet  us  still. 
Then  'tis  joy  to  hear  them  patter,  baby  footsteps  on  the  sill. 

Chorvs. 

Like  soft  music  round  us  falling,  oh,  what  bliss  to  hear  them  etlU, 
Tiny  footsteps,  fairy  footsteps,  baby  ffjotsteps  on  the  sill 
Like  soft  music,  oh,  what  bliss  to  hear  thciu  still, 
Tiny  footsteps,  baby  footsteps  ou  the  sill. 

Dimpled  anns  ar«  round  us  twining,  loving  kisses  then  we  share. 

Htars  above  so  brightly  shining  never  saw  a  sight  so  fair. 

What  would  home  e'er  l)e  without  them?  tears  our  longing  eves  would  fill, 

If  we  heard  no  more  those  footsteps,  baby  footsteps  ou  tiie  sni.— CuoRvs. 

Oh,  the  heart  Is  llled  with  gladness  when  those  baby  hands  we  hold. 

And  we  pray  that  never  sadness  may  our  darling  one  enfold; 

For  the  home  would  lose  its  sunshine,  as  we  climb  life's  weury  hil!. 

If  we  heard  no  more  those  footsteps,  baby  footstep*  on  the  sill.— Cuokcs. 
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on  receipt  of  40 

..  .  - ,.  .    o  "iiier  ^song3  lor  une  uoiiar,  uy  n.  J.  w  euiuan,  ISO  Hi  ' 

how.  New  York  City.    Pujitagt-  Stamps  taken  sajue  sm  caUi  for  aU  our  good*. 

When  I'm  over  the  deep  blue  sea  .        C 

I  will  over  tiiiiiU  of  tln'e;  T 

Darling,  be  undaunted  and  true  f 

As  I'll  ever  be  to  you.  [^ 

E'en  when  memory  fades  away  \ 

I  can  ne'er  forget  the  day  } 

Which,  when  itirsl  my  eyes  beamed  on  you,  ) 

Little  darling,  111  be  true.  > 

CnouLS. 
Little  darling,  I'm  far  from  thee, 
Yet  I  know  that  mine  you'll  be; 
Fondest,  sweetest  ever  are  you. 
Little  darling,  I'll  be  true 

Little  darling,  tiicn  can  you  be 
Faithless  an(l  untrue  to  me? 
As  my  heart  with  sweet  roundelays. 
Bears  me  back  to  childhood's  days. 
Wlien  our  bosoms  tirst  thriil'd  with  love. 
How  I  called  you  "  little  dove!" 
Still  my  heart  is  yearning  for  you, 
Little  darling,  I  am  true. — C'hoiua. 

Little  darling,  I'm  far  from  thee. 
Yet  I  know  that  mine  you'll  Ikj; 
Smiles  for  many,  kisses  for  few. 
As  for  me,  they're  all  for  vou. 
Soon  I'll  launch  on  Ihe  roIlin*j  sea. 
That  I  may  relurn  to  thee; 
Fondest,  sweetest  ever  are  you. 
Little  dArliug,  still  I'm  true. — Chorut. 


— "  I  wish  my  name  were  '  Isotoricty,  "  sighed  a  thirty -year-old  > 
maiden.  "Why?"  asked  her  mother.  "  IJecaus*?  .so  many  men '^ 
court  notoriety.''  "        . 

— Wife,  looking  up  from  her  book:  "  You  know  a  groat  many 
thinps,  John.  Now,  what  do  you  think  should  In;  done  in  a  c.nsc 
of  drowning?"    Husband:    '  Have  a  funeral,  of  course." 
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Dear    Father,   Come    Down   With   the 
)  Stamps. 

'  Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  rt^cvitn 
^  by  return  mall  a  complete  Catalotrue  of  over  :VMO  Popular  Rntrlixb  and  Oemian 

Songs— Free.     Fosta^e  Stamps  taken  same  as  c««h  for  all  our  goods. 

(3li,  father,  dear  father,  come  down  with  the  siami>8, 

My  dressmaker's  bill  is  unpnid; 
She  said  she  would  send  it  right  home  from  the  shop 

As  soon  as  the  flounces  were  made. 
Come  down,  come  down,  come  down, 
Please,  father,  dear  father,  come  down. 

/  ^  ■  CnoRue.-^-  ■  ■■>  >-.^-.-^:,  ■'.;.;' 

.         Oh,  hear  the  sweet  voice  of  thy  child,      :        . 
Who  cries  in  her  room  all  alone; 
Oh,  who  could  resist  her  most  pitiful  tears? 
So,  father,  with  stamps  quick  come  down 

My  new  dress  from  Stewart's  is  down  in  the  hall. 

The  boy  will  not  leave  without  pay; 
I've  nothing  to  sport  with,  can't  go  to  the  ball. 

So,  please,  send  the  shop  boy  away. 
Come  down,  come  down,  come  down. 
Please,  father,  dear  father,  come  down.— Cfio>-u*.   . 

Oh,  father,  dear  father,  come  down  with  the  stamps. 

My  curls  are  not^t  to  be  .seen; 
The  hairdresser  said  he  would  not  do  them  up 

Unless  I  could  pay  liim  fifteen. 
Come  down,  come  down,  come  down. 
Please,  father,  for  Braiieau  come  down. — Charv*. 

He  only  asks  twentj'  to  give  a  new  set, 

And  "take  the  old  hair  in  exchange: 
Besides,  pa,  ray  waterfalls  awfully  rough.     V 

And  so  my  back  hair  will  look  strange. 
Come  dvown,  come  down,  come  down. 
Please,  father,  for  Braiteau  come  down. — Chorus. 


i 

I 


THE   BABY  SHOW. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thLs  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  <  me  iKillnr.  I>y  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Ilow,  New  York  City.    IVwUige  Stemp^  i:  ken  same  as  casli  for  ali  "ur  goode. 

Oh,  come  and  see  the  bal»y  .shuw. 

It  is  a  pretty  sight; 
We've  every  colored  infant  here, 

Magenta,  blue  and  white. 
We've  babies  more  than  eight  feet  high, 

And  thirty  sfjuare  yards  round; 
I  wouldn't  miss  a  sight  like  this 

For  five  and  forty  pound. 

Spoken. — Hi!  hi!  they're  :ill  alive,  and  some  of  'em  kicking;  all 
warranted  sound.     Hear  'em  cry ! 

Cnont:8. 
The  baby  show,  the  baby  show; 

Come,  bring  your  wives  and  mothers. 
Come  and  see  tiie  baby  show, 
Come  and  hear  the  darlings  crow. 
The  baby  show,  the  baby  sliow. 
Come,  bring  your  little  brothers, 
;     "your  uncles  and  your  grandmothers. 
To  see  the  baby  show. 

V    The  pretty  little  infant  there 

Who's  playing  witii  a  rattle. 
Weighs  six  pound  two  and  six,  and  Hvrs 

On  Thorley's  food  for  cattle. 
You  see  that' i>ensive  piebald  child,        . 

That  interesting  jiet. 
Takes  first  prize  at  the  .show,  and  takes 
..   Whatever  he  can  got. — Choriu. 

That  olive  branch  of  six  months  old. 

Although  he  cannot  s|X!ak. 
Can  read  and  write,  and  understands  •! 

His  Latin  and  his  Greek. 
The  next  child,  only  ten  days  old.    ',.    - 

Has  grown  .so  very  stout, 
He  takes  his  mother  in  his  arms  - 

'.-""-.■'■         And  carries  her  about. — CIioruM.\-  ^ 


The  next  one  is  a  knowing  child. 

He  must  be,  for  he  states. 
That  though  his  mother  whacks  and  loves 

His  doctor  whacks  and  ates. 
The  way  he  bit  his  aged  nurse 

Brought  tears  into  her  eyes; 
He  says,  that  as  he  is  a  twin. 

He's  sure  t'win  a  prize. — Chorus. 

That  boy  there  is  a  little  girl. 

Just  two  foot  high  of  age. 
She's  to<jk  to  drinking,  and  with  her 

Th«  bottle's  all  the  rage. 
The  other  child  does  nothing  else 

But  su<5k  his  little  thumbs;  ^ 

Just  put  your  finger  in  his  mouth. 

You'll  bless  his  little  gums. — CJu>rv*. 

It's  feeding  time,  step  in  and  sec 

The  pretty  little  dears; 
But  if  your 'nerves  are  weak  at  all. 

You'd  better  stop  your  ears. 
Then  when  we  think  you've  seen  enough 

We  give  a  hint  to  go. 
And  pinch  the  children  till  they  cry. 

Which  clears  the  baby  show. — Cltom*. 


THE    GOOD-NIGHT   REQUEST. 

C\)pyright,  1886,  by  Chas.  D.  Blake  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  po«t-nii<l.  oi>  i»oelp»  of  M  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Songs  for  <  (ne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehn-.an,  I'lO  Park  ' 

Kow.  New  Yoik  City.     I'ostage  Stamps  taken  sunie  a-t  ciisli  for  all  our  Koodo.  s 

Words  by  Allie  L.  Griss.    Music  by  W.  A.  Kellar.  .  \ 


I  know  it'e  getting  late,  love,  'tis  twelve  o'clock  and  pa«t, 
Suppoec  \vc  turn  ttie  hands  around,  it  eiirely  is  too  fast: 
The  ev'nings  are  so  short,  love,  so  very  short,  you  know, 
And,  darling,  won't  you  give  me  one  more  kiss"  and  then  I'll  gof 

Chorus. 
The  fctars  alone  can  peep,  love,  the  inoiiii))ean]s  only  see, 
Oh!  won't  you  grant  nie  this  request,  and  give  one  kisu  to  met 
I  pray  don't  look  so  pouting,  and  frown  uih)ii  me  so. 
But,  darling,  come  and  give  me  one  more  Kibe  and  then  I'll  go. 

You  know  yon  said  last  night,  love,  you'd  always  try  to  please. 

And  now  I  claim  your  promise  true,  don't  wait  "for  me  to  lease; 

But  (-inre  you  look  so  bashful,  I'll  keep  myself  iust  so, 

But,  darliiig,  dou't  refuse  me  one  more  kihs,  and  then  I'll  go.— Chortt*. 

The  time  will  surely  come,  love,  my  own,  my  heart's  delight. 

When  1  shall  ask  no  more,  my  love",  a  kiee  for  sweet  good-night; 

For  yoti  will  l>e  my  wife,  love,  what  joy  I  then  shall  know. 

Then,  darling,  won't  you  give  me  one  sweet  kiss  before  I'll  go*— Ohorcs. 


The  Letter  that  was  Written  Long  Ago  \ 


Copyright,  1887,  by  15.  W.  lUtchcock. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addn-Mi,  post-paid,  ou  i-.-celpt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  l>oilar,  by  If.  J.  Wehman,  1.10  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stnmpetaken  saineaaciuth  for  allourgoods. 

With  writing  dim  and  faded  it  lies  before  me  now, 

And  calls  to  mind  the  one  who  passed  away! 
What  tender  mem'ries  gather  as  oer  the  page  I  1k>w, 

Of  one  whose  smile  was  fairer  far  than  dajM 
When  twilight  softly  falling  has  lulled  the  hours  to  resi. 

I  see  her  face  in  all  its  youthful  glow; 
It  iirings  to  me  a  message  so  loving,  sweet  and  blest. 

The  letter  that  wiis  written  long  ago! 

Chorus.   ;■  •;■;.:.•.,  ■•-' 

That  dear  old  faded  letter,  this  fondly  treasured  letter' 
How  loved  and  cherish 'd  none  ou  earth  can  know! 

Forever  while  I  wander  111  keep  with  tender  care 
The  letter  that  was  written  long  ago!  • 

A  little  withered  blos.som  between  the  leaves  I  see, 

O  dream  of  love  that  faded  in  its  bloom !  • 

Of  all  tlie  hallow'd  mem'ries  that  life  has  left  to  me, 

The  fondest  one  is  this  amid  my  gloom! 
I  sadly  read  them  over  these  lines  so  kind,  so  dear, 

From  one  Avho  slumbers  where  the  daisies  grow. 
Oh,  l)eltcr  than  all  treasures  that  life  can  cive  to  me. 

The  letter  that  was  written  long  tigo\—C liorus. 
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The  Grlasses  Mother  Wore. 

,    ^    ,  CJBpyright,  18«7,  by  Ch<»«.  D.  Blake  A  Cy>. 

'rh«  WoHn  and  Mnsle  of  this  Sonu  will  be  wnt  to  ■ny  addrew.  post-puld,  on  rfp«ipt  of  40 

eent«;  oi'  thi«  and  any  t" o  other  Sonurs  for  On<>  I>ollar.  by  H.  J.  W  rliiiiaii.  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  Oij.    Postage  Stamps  taken  Mime  u«  CAdh  for  all  our  good*. 

Word*  *nd  Mutiic  by  C.  E.  Randall. 


THE   TOBOOOAN    SLIDE. 

Copyright.  18M,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


We  are  sitting  by  the  fire  to-night  near  the  closlnR  of  the  year. 
My  wife  has  placed  within  my  nands  aonie  things  to  memory  dear; 
^^  ould  you  know  what  my  hands  contain  and  why  :ny  heart  is  sorof 
TUey  hold  a  well  worn  leather  case  and  the  glasses  moth'^r  wore. 

■  Chorus. 

Then  do  not  deetn  me  weak  or  mad,  or  mock  these  falling  tear*. 
For  she  who  wore  these  glasses  has  been  dead  for  niany^ears; 
But  she  will  never  be  forgot,  nor  is  there  in  earth's  store 
A  diamond  half  so  dear  to  nie  as  these  glasses  mother  wore. 

As  I  gaze  on  these  bright  crystals  my  mothers  face  is  near, 

Iler  clear  old  eyes  look  Into  mine,  her  voice  I  seem  to  hear; 

Bat,  no!  alas,  "it  cannot  be,  my  heart  it  is  so  sore. 

For  mother's  gone,  and  ail  I've  left  are  the  glasses  that  she  woru.— Cborvs. 

Ill  muny  a  happy  home  to-night  there's  a  mother  old  aud  gray, 
]  With  fe«'blc  stcu  and  faiUnit  sight,  so  love  her  while  you  raav. 
i.  For  the  time  will  come,  aniiairioo  soon,  when  her  face  you'll  hce  no  more. 
'  And  you  weep,  like  me  to-night,  o'er  the  •;las8e9  mother  wore.— (  horts. 


All  Among  the  Barley. 

The  Word*  and  Mualo  of  thin  Hong  will  b«  gent  to  any  addrvs*.  po«»-j5«i;i.  on  rec«tpt  of  M 
cent*;  or  this  aud  any  two  other  Sonfrx  for  One  LMll.ir.  by  l(.  J.  W  ebnian,  130  Park  j 

Kow,  N«w  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascaab  foral!  our  guoda  i 


Come  iOut,  'tis  now  Septeml)er. 

The  Imnter's  moon's  begun; 
And  tUrougb  tbe  whesiten  stubble 

Is  beard  ibe  frequent  cun. 
Tbe  lejivcs  are  paling  }'enow, 

Or  kindling  into  red; 
And  tbe  ripe  and  golden  barley 

Is  hanging  down  its  head. 

Chorvs. 

All  among  tbe  barley. 
Who  would  not  be  blytbe, 

When  tbe  free  and  bappy  barley 
Is  smiling  ou  the  scythe? 

The  Spring  she  is  a  young  maid 

That  does  not  know  her  mind; 
Tbe  Summer  is  a  tyrant 

Of  most  unrighteous  kind. 
Tbe  Autumn  is  an  old  friend 

That  loves  one  all  he  can, 
Aud  that  brings  the  bappy  barley 

To  glad  the  heart  of  mdn.—C'horut. 

The  wheat  is  like  a  rich  man 

That's  sleek  and  well  to  do. 
The  oats  are  like  a  pack  of  girls 

Laughing,  and  dancing,  too. 
The  rye  is  like  a  mi.scr 

That's  sidky,  lean  ami  small; 
But  the  free  and  bearded  barley 

Is  the  monarch  of  tliem  r]\.— Chorus 


Th«  Words  and  Mnslo  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  nnv  nddrobK,  poat-pntd,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cent*;  or  thl«  and  any  two  otlur  SonuH  for  One  I>oll.ir,  \>y  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Park 

Row,  Kew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aa  cash  foruU  our  goods. 

We  belong  to  tbe  upper  class 

Of  the  bon  ton  colored  favored  few, 
We're  tbe  bright  gem  of  de  fasliiou  • 

With  our  comment  porlez-vous;  ', 

All  our  ladies  dcy  are  full  of  tbish, 

And  their  figures  like  a  .«itatuette:  ' 

Oh.  we've  lots  of  brains  and  lota  of  cash,  ' 

We  members  of  our  .social  set.  I 

Ciiours.  , 

Come  dance  tbe  Toboggan  Slid<'  over  tbe  floor, 
Toboggan,  Toboggan  and  all  forward  four. 

At  parties  and  soirees,  or  op'ra  ball, 
Real  aristocratic  folks  one  aud  all. 

We  dance  tbe  Toboggan  till  morning. 
Toboggan  confined  to  our  set. 

Mister  Giggle,  our  cbef-de-fcte, 

Oh,  so  grandly  bowiug  over  dar,    ' 
He's  the  magnate  of  de  evening, 

Madame  Giggle,  oli  bon  jour. 
Lovely  Clam,  she  is  full  of  guile, 

Such  a  dancer,  see  licr  pirouotte. 
Oh,  we've  lots  of  grace  and  lots  of  style, 

We  meml.)ers  of  our  social  set. — V Imut. 

In  the  grand  art  of  terjisicbore, 

Oh,  so  stately  we  all  bend  the  knee. 
In  de  lancers  or  dc  polka 

We  are  tres  jolie  esprit. 
We  are  conversant  of  bieck  and  breaks. 

And  were  ixtlisbed  off  in  etiquette; 
We're  tbe  upper  ten,  tbe  gilded  claque. 

We  members  of  our  social  set.  —  Cftorut 


ON   UNION    SQUARE. 

Cop>Tight.  1«8«,  by  Wni.  A.  Pond  A  Co. 


»  »  »    — 


I   NEVER   CAN    FORGET    YOU. 

fopjTJght,  1M7.  by  Geo.  D.  Xtwball  To. 


'  Tb»  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  bo  s«'nt  to  any  addres.s.  p<)s^)w|ll,  »n  reoeint  of  40 
')         cenlJt;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Songs  for  On»;  Dollar,  by  l(.  J.  Wrhmau.  l.'tO  Park 
/  Kow,  New  York  Citv.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  rasli  for  all  our  goods. 


By  Will  .s.  Hnys. 

We  nifl  as  stratigrrB,  parted  frieIld^'.  when-  balmy  tireezes  kissed  the  flowers. 
And,  oh,  it  seemed  two  happier  hearts  ne'er  formed  a  friendship  such  as  ours; 
And  it  has  almost  warmed  to  love,  the  ties  of  pleasure  had  to  sever. 
But.  !ih,  one  ihotisht  will  live  with  ine,  I  never  ran  forgot  you.  never. 

C'HoKls. 

No  matter  where  in  life  I  roam,  there's  naught  on  earth  but  death  can  BC^•er 
The  lies  that  made  us  friends  for  life,  I  never  can  fr-get  you,  never. 

Thoiich  I  should  wander  far  u>vay  and  live  for  years  In  foreic;n  places. 
Ah,  do  not  think  that  I'll  forget  the  fairest,  sweetest  of  ell  faces; 
No!  no',  if  I  should  bid  farewell  to  home,  to  you  and  friends  forever. 
And  never  s<;e  your  face  again,  I  never  can  forget  you,  nevcr.-CuuKUs. 

I  never  ran  forget  your  face,  yotir  eyes  so  full  of  bcatity  beaming, 
<  Vonr  gentle  voice  so  soft  and  sweet,  I  think  of  you  awake  or  dreaming; 
J  'I'o  love  you  and  to  think  of  you  through  life  shall  l>e  my  fond  endeavor, 
J  And  though  wc  may  not  meet  again,  lUl  not  forget  you,  never.— Cuoiius. 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  huv  nddrfss.  post-paid,  on  r«H^lpt  of  40 

rents;  or  tlii*  ami  any  two  other  Sollg^  for  i  >ne  PoIIim-.  1«.v  It.  J  Wehmaji,  130  Park 
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On  warm  Summer  days  the  actors  of  plays 

As-venible  to  gossip  and  stare,  > 

And  grandly  pose  in  a  statuette  way  i 

At  the  pla/za  on  Union  S(piare.  ^ 

Then  it's  how  did  you  do  at  Kalamazoo.  { 

Was  business  im'iififrent  or  i;\\r'!  I 

We  had  to  ring  down  and  leave  tlip  queer  town,  l 

Becau.se  Paddy  Rcwney  was  there.  ^ 

C'lIOUlH.  C 

I  live  in  Brooklyn  oil  the  Heights,  > 

I've  often  cros.i;cd  the  ferry  >  ^ 

On  Catherine  street  where  I  often  meet  s 

My  second  cousin  Terry.  ^ 

It's  come  have  a  beer,  you  frequently  hoar  t 

Tiie  chorus,  the  answer,  oh.  where!  ? 

It's  not  very  far,  there's  the  Morton  House  bar  r 

At  tbe  piazza  on  Union  S(ju;ire.  ^ 

Then  it's  bow  did  you  do  in  the  tow  n  of  Yazoo,  > 

AVas  business  indiffrcnt  or  fiiir?  > 

We  had  to  ring  down  and  leave  the  queer  tow  u,  > 

'Cause  Haverly's  Minstrels  were  there. — ('horu».  ';> 

It's  there  we  have  cawn't,  you  shan't  and  you  wau't.  ^ 

It's  English  quite  often  jou  bcyar,        "  ; 

Get  onto  his  nibs,  his  jibs  and  lii.s  gibs,  ( 

At  tbe  piazza  on  Union  Square.  (* 

Then  it's  how  did  it  jwiy  in  Canaday-a.  } 

Was  business nndilTrent  or  fair?  .  } 

We  had  to  ring  down  and  leave  the  queer  town.  } 

Because  Tony  Pastor  was  there. — Chorus.  ) 


— Make  up  your  mind  that  you  will  be  cured  by  making  up  your 
mind  that  you  will  be  cured,  and  you  certainly  will  be  cured  of 
whatever  you  can  be  cured  of  by  making  up  your  mind  that  you 
have  been  cured  of  it. 
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You'll  Hear  the  Bells  in  the  Morning. 

Copyright,  1880.  I>y  Win.  A.  Tond  &  Co.  '" 
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Oil!  I)(t_vs,  Iin  going  to  leave  you  all 

To  uijirry  Jeru.»<liii  Aun; 
Slie's  had  of  lovers  a  s<'Oie  or  more. 

But  liii  the  happy  man. 
T'other  night  I  saw  lier  liome  and  ix>pi)ed 

The  question  you  may  guess; 
My  heart  went  all  of  a  buinpitj'-bump 

Until  she  answered,  yes! 

CimufH. 
So  shout  hurrah  for  this  young  niau, . 

I'm  going  to  marry  Jerusha  Ann; 
Good-bye,  boys,  be  as  good  as  you  can, 

You'il  hear  tlie  bells  in  the  morning. 

A  "  butcher  "  maile  .sheep's  eyes  at  her. 

His  mutton  it  sf)on  was  (ro'»ked; 
A  young  "  Dutch  grocer  "  tried  his  .soft  soap. 

On  him  with  scorn  >ho  looked:  ^: 

To  a  ■■  sailor"  she  soon  said  tar-tar, 

A  "  tailor"  would  not  suit; 
A  "  ma.son,"  oh,  how  .she  mortar-fied  him, 

A  "  cobbler  "  got  the  boot. — Chorus. 

She  shunned  a  ■•  baker  " — ^aid  that  he 

Was  crusty  and  (juile  ill  bred; 
An  "  undertaker"  looked  vorj'  grave  -  •      v       . 

When  she  refused  to  wed. 
Then  a  "  coachman  '"  asked  her  to  eloiX', 

She  reined  him  in  a  bit; 
And  she  scared  a  "  dude  "  so  he  swallowed  his  c»nfl 

And  fell  down  in  a  fit.  —  Chorus. 


MAJOR  GILFEATHER 


Banks  and  Braes  O'  Bonnie  Doon. 


The  Woi-ds  and  Mu»ic  of  this  Song:  "111  be  sont  to  any  addrnw,  pout-paid,  on  rewlpt  of  40 

e«nts;  or  thin  and  aiiv  two  other  Sontm  for  One  JXillar,  by  H.  J.  Weliia.m.  130  I'ark 

Kow.  New  York  City.     Pt>8taire  Stainiw  taken  same  a.s  eawh  for  uU  ■  'Ui-  (^ivxlf 

.     :.    Ye  banks  and  braes  o' bonnie  Doon,  .     > 

How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fair? 
How  can  ye  sing,  ye  little  birds. 

While  f  m  sac  weary  fu"  o'  care? 
Yell  break  my  heart,  ye  little  birds. 
That  warble  on  the  flowery  thorn. 
-   :     Ye  mind  me  o' departed  joys, 
;  Departed  never  to  return.  . 

Aft  have  I  strayed  by  iKmiiie  Df)on. 

To  see  the  rose  and  wootlbine  twine. 
And  ilka-bird  sing  o'  its  love 

As  fondly  sae  did  I  o' mine. 
Wi' lightsome  heart  I  pou'd  a  rose. 

Sae  sweet  frae  off  the  thorny  tree; 
But  my  fause  lover  stole  the  imsc, 

And.  ah!  he  left  the  thorn  witli  mo. 

Oh :  blow  ye  flowers,  your  Ixjimic  bloom 
And  draw  the  wild  birds  to  the  burn. 

For  Lumon  promised  me  a  ring. 
And  ye  maun  aid  me  should  1  mourn. 

Oh!  na,  na,  na,  ye  nood  na  bloom, 
•        My  eeii  are  dim  and  drows}-  warn; 

Ye  bonnie  birds,  ye  need  na  sing. 
For  Lumon  never  will  return. 

:    My  Lumons  love  in  broken  sighs 
'     .  At  dawning  day  by  D(M>n  ye'se  hear;     ^  • ' 

.    At  midday  b3' the  willow  green;  ..^.  . 

'  For  him  I'll  shed  the  silent  tear. 

Sweet  birds,  I  ken  yell  pit^-  me. 
An  join  me  wi' a  plaintive  sang. 
."    While  echo  wakes  to  ai<i  the  mane  -' 

I  mak  for  him  I  lo'ed  sae  lang. 


*<» 
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Oh,  beautiful  Major  Gilfeather! 

The  ladies  remark  m  ith  a  sigh; 
Oh,  gracious,  oh,  my,  did  _\ou  ever 

Observe  such  a  beautiful  eye? 
The  choicest  of  choict;  conversation 

I  give  to  the  ladies,  oh,  dear! 
In  hotel  or  parlor,  or  station. 

Oh,  this  is  the  language  I  hear: 

C  lion  us. 

Oh,  how  is  the  Major  Gilfeather? 
I'm  a  little  l)it  under  the  weather, 
It's  smilinglj'  then  I'd  endeavor 
To  borrow  ji  five,  do  you  sec? 
Oh,  take  il  and  keep  it  forever. 
My  friendship  for  you  cannot  sever. 
For  you  are  so  royally  clever! 
Oh,  meaning  the  Major,  that's  me., 

To  dinner  I'm  <iften  invited. 

It's  out  of  my  style  to  decline; 
With  rapture  and  joy  I'm  delighted, 

And  often  prostrated  with  wine. 
The  ladies  they  say  I'm  bewitching. 

In  fact  I'm  a  real  Belvedere; 
In  ball-room,  in  parhM-  or  kitchen, 

Oh,  this  is  the  language  I  hear: — Chor 
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The  tailors  and  barbers  all  know  me, 

Thej''re  envious  of  my  great  success; 
They  say,  come  and  pay  what  you  owe  me! 

I  give  them  mj-  name  and  address. 
I  leave  them  to  mingle  with  fashion,  ;; 

Their  voices  grate  bard  on  my  ear;.;.        ;; 
When  hungry  and  needing  a  ration. 

Oh,  this  is  the  language  I  hear: — Chorut. 


When  Nelly  Was  Raking  the  Hay. 

CopjTight,  1887,  by  J.  C.  Gro<ne &  Oj. 
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When  Nelly  was  raking  the  hay. 
.  So  often  1  think  of  that  day;* 

Such  little  bare  feet  and  blue' eyes  so  sweet. 

And  cheeks  like  the  ro.ses  of 'May. 
Oh,  nothing  with  her  can  compare'  • 

No,  I  knew  that  my  fate  it  was  there: 
So  often  it  seems  I  see  her  in  my  tlreams. 

My  Nelly  when  raking  the  hay 

What  were  those  words  that  she  whispered  tome  by  ilic  mill  sfrpom 
Whispered  so  low  like  the  voice  of  an  angel  alnive  nie;  ' 

Say  you'll  be  mine!  tell  me  now  for  I  love  you  fondly! 
Say,  do  you  love  me?  for  I  ever  shall  love  <>nly  you. 

CHORI'S. 

When  Nelly  was  raking  the  hay. 

So  often  I  think  of  that  day; 
Such  little  bare  feet  and  blue  eyes  so  swrei. 

And  cheeks  like  the  roses  «if  May. 
Oh,  nothing  with  her  can  compare"! 

No,  I  knew  that  my  fate  it  wjis  ihere. 
So  often  it  seems  I  .see  her  in  my  dream%  _ 

My  Nelly  when  raking  the  hay, 

.    Wait  till  the  harvest  is  over,  '      .' 

Wait  till  we've  gathered  the  clover, 
•       Wait  till  the  leaves  will  be  falling.     . 

And  our  song  echoes  over  the  lea.  v. 

.;     Say  you  will  come  to  me,  darling,  '■         ;.     ,    ' 

,         ;        Come  when  the  dewdrop  is  falling;  .     <  i 

Come  to  your  own  Nelly,  darling,  .  //. 

Oh,  come  when  the  harvest  is  o'er. — Chor%i».     „-.   .     i 


— "  How  are  you  and  your  wife  coming  on?  "  asked  a  gentleman  \ 
of  a  colored  man.  "  She  has  run  off,  boss.  I  gave  her  a  splendid  ; 
white  silk  dress,  and  den  she  got  so  proud  she  had  no  use  for  inc.  ' 
She;  said  I  was  too  dark  too  match  de  dress."  ' 
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Hungry  at  Somebody's  Door. 
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Absent  now  from  home  and  mother, 

Among  strangers  doomed  to  roam. 
Far  from  kindred,  sister,  brolhor, 

And  from  loving  liearts  at  home. 
How  I  long  for  tlieir  embraces 

As  in  days  of  long  ago;     '       , 
Far  away  with  stranger  faces. 

Hungry  at  somebody's  door. 

i 

I  CHOUU8. 

Trent  the  poor  old  pilgrim  kindly. 
What  good  he'll  do  you  do  not  know; 

For  you  may  have  an  absent  brother 
Hungry  at  somebody's  door. 

HeftTt-sick.  footsore,  sad  and  dreary. 

Wandering  pilgrim  in  distress; 
Brightest  hearts  sometimes  grow  woary, 

lx)nging  for  those  we  love  best. 
Fate  oft  puts  our  hearts  asunder, 

Some  to  never  meot  no  more; 
Some  are  doomed  through  life  to  wander. 

Hungry  at  sombody's  door. — Choi'ut. 

On  he  wandered  all  alone 

Till  he  reached  the  ocean  shore. 
Cast  an  eye  across  the  waters 

Toward  his  childhood  home  once  more 
They  are  waiting  for  his  coming, 

And  for  years  they've  wailed  sore; 
But  he's  wandering  on  the  ocean. 

Hungry  at  somebody's  door. — Chorum. 


THE   BLACK   MARIA,   O. 


Uopyrlght,  188«,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &.  Co. 


Only  a  Rose  From  Mother's  Grave. 
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Oh,  here  we  come  in  filth  and  rags. 

We  snoozers  sneak  witli  tramp  and  bags. 

We're  bound  away  for  Hlack wells  Isle, 

The  Summer  months  to  rest  awhile. 

There's  highwaymen  and  ten-day  bums. 

All  dragged  from  alleys,  dark  courts  and  slums. 

From  boozing  kens  and  crooked  drums. 

To  ride  in  the  Black  Maria,  O, 

CUORIS. 

To-day  we  sail  to  the  county  jail 
To  eat  our  meat  and  mushy  mejil. 
There's  many  a  man  that's  out  on  bail 
Who  ought  to  be  in  the  Black  Maria,  O. 

Oh,  ev'ry  one  in  county  jail 

Must  stand  in  line  with  coffee  pail. 

Then  all  sit  down  in  royal  style 

To  tat  their  hash  on  Blackwcll's  Isle. 

Witli  picks  and  shovels  then  oiT  we  go 

To  dig  in  quarries,  wlmt  slavery,  O; 

Take  ray  advise  both  friend  and  foe, 

Keep  out  of  the  Black  Maria,  0.—Clu>T\i%. 

Oh,  my,  oh,  my,  when  we're  afloat, 
A  sailing  on  the  Bell'vue  boat. 
We  chat  and  sing  in  haj^py  style. 
All  pals  that's  l)ound  for  Blackw ell's  Isle. 
Our  pr.son  cells  are  cold  and  bknk. 
Their  iron  doors  they  creak  and  shriek; 
Now  if  misfortune,  lioys.  you'd  seek. 
Come  ride  in  the  Black  Maria,  O. — Cfiorut. 


Copyright.  188«,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  *  Co. 


BACHELOR'S  HALL. 
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Only  a  rose  from  mother's  grave 

That  I  planted  long  ago; 
Pulled  from  the  stem,  it  used  to  wave 
»'  Where  the  winds  were  soft  and  low. 

Only  a  flower,  white  and  fair. 

That  she  used  to  love  so  well; 
Sweet  the  perfumes  that  fill  the  air 

'Round  the  grave  down  in  the  delL 

Chouus. 
Only  a  rose,  a  fragrant  ro.sc. 

That  bloomed  so  sweetly  on  mother's  grave; 
Peace  to  her  soul  and  blest  repose. 

Where  the  bright  roses  above  her  wave. 

Only  a  rose  from  mother's  grave, 
1  he  flower  she  loved  when  she  was  here; 

Press  it  away  in  a  book  and  save 
It  through  never  ending  years. 

Mother  wa.s  like  this  snow-wliite  rose. 
Gentle  at  heart  and  lovely,  too. 

Soon  cnme  the  twilight  with  repose, 
'-;:  Angels  made  her  bed  anew. — Choru*. 

Only  a  rose  from  mother's  grave. 

Kissed  by  dew  from  heaven  above; 
Over  her  form  it  used  to  wave 
..•  ■  ,  In  its  tenderness  and  love. 

Only  a  rose,  but  through  the  rears 

Keep  it  in  some  hallowed  shrine. 
Often  our  eyes  will  fill  with  tears 

Gazing  on  this  flower  divine.  — CAoru*. 


Senn  rour  name  and  ad'Iressto  H.  J.  Wehninn.  ISO  Park  How,  N>w  York  City, and  recelre  \ 

(>,v  return  mnil  a  coinplet*'  CalaloKUi-  of  over  3ooo  Popular  KnKl':-h  nnd  G*naan  ' 

Snnge— Free.    Poeluge  StaniiM  taken  same  as  cofeh  for  ail  our  goods.  J 

IJaclulor's  Ilall,  what  a  quare-lookirg  pl.ice  it  is,  (, 

Kajx;  me  from  sich  all  the  days  of  my  life:  i 

Sure,  but  I  tiiink  what  a  burning  disgrace  it  is  ( 

Niver  at  all  to  be  getting  a  wile.  f 

Sc-e  tlie  ould  liachelor.  gloomy  and  sad  enough. 

Placing  his  tay-kittle  over  the  fire; 
Soon  tips  it  over,  St.  Patrick,  he's  mad  cnrmgh, 

If  he  were  present,  to  fight  with  the  squire. 

How  like  a  pig  in  a  mortar  bed  wallowing. 

Awkward  enough,  see  him  kiiading  his  dough; 
Troth!  if  the  bread  he  could  ate  without  swallowing, 

IIow  he  would  favor  his  palate,  you  know. 
Pots,  dishes,  pans,  and  such  greasy  cf>mm(>dities. 

Ashes  and  pratie  skins  kiver  the  floor; 
His  cupboard's  a  storehouse  of  comical  (uldities, 

Tilings  that  had  never  l)eeu  neighbors  before. 

His  meal  being  over,  his  table's  left  setting  so, 

Di.slies,  take  care  of  yourselves  if  you  can; 
But  hunger  returns,  then  he's  fuming  and  fretting  so, 

Och!  let  him  alone  for  a  baste  of  a  man. 
Late  in  the  night  when  he  goes  to  bed  shiverin', 

Never  a  bit  is  the  bed  made  at  all; 
He  crapes  like  a  tarapin  under  the  kiverin', 

Bad  luck  to  the  picture  of  Bachelor's  Hall. 
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—She  was  very  stout,  very  jolly,  and  a  little  sarcastic,  and  she 
was  chiding  Mr.  De  Dood  for  not  speaking  to  her  at  a  reception 
the  day  liefore.  "Aw,  Miss  Laura,"  he  pleaded,  "I  wanted  to, 
but  you  wouldn't  recognize  me.  Really,  don't  you  know,  I  walked 
all  around  you,  but  you  wouldn't  see  me."  "  Clear  around  me, 
Mr.  De  DoodV "  she  said  sympathetically.  "How  tired  it  must 
have  made  you!" 


—In  teaching  his  boys  the  composition  of  sentences,  a  school- 
master said  to  them!  "  If  I  ask  xou  '  Wliat  have  I  in  my  hand?' 
you  must  not  answer  '  Chalk,'  but  compose  a  full  sentence  and 
say,  '  You  have  chalk  in  j-our  hand.'  Now  we  will  go  on.  What 
have  I  on  ray  feet?"  "  Boots,"  was  the  immediate  answer. 
••  Wrong.  You  haven't  listened  to  my  directions."  "  Stockings," 
ventured  another  heedless  one.  "  Wrong  again;  worse  than  ever!" 
wrathfully  cried  the  master.  "  Well'/ "  he  continued  interrogatively 
to  a  lad  near  him.  "  Please,  sir—"  Then  he  paused.  Perhaps 
he  thought  his  answer  might  seem  funny;  but,  convinced  that  it 
was  right,  he  gasped  out  recklessly:  "  Corns!" 
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I  Couldn't  Help  Langliiiig,  it  Tickled 

Me  So.  . 
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From  morning  till  night  I'm  indulging  in  mirth, 

I've  always  been  so  fipni  the  day  of  my  birth; 

I  grin  like  a  Maltese  cat  all  thrMii^h  each  day. 

And  never  feel  riglit  unless  lauehiug  away. 

My  infantile  actions  were  certaTuly  wild. 

Ail  folks  saiil  I  was  a  most  wonderful  child; 

And  when  first  short-coated,  I'd  have  you  to  know, 

I  couldn't  help  laugliing,  it  tickled  me  so. 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!  ho!  ho!  ho!  ho! 

I  couldn't  help  laughing,  it  tickled  mc  so  ■  / 

And  when,  by  degrees,  I  had  reached  man's  estate,  ; 

I  then  looked  about  in  search  of  a  mate; 

My  eyes  soon  I  set  on  a  girl,  tall  and  fair,  - 

And  begg'd  that  my  heart  and  my  home  she  would  share. 

And  while  ho  persistently  urging  my  chiim, 

Siie  g.ive  her  consent  and  at  last  the  day  came;    - 

But,  wlien  in  the  morning  to  church  we  did  go,  /  , 

I  couldn't  help  laughing,  it  tickled  me  so. 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!  ho!  ho!  ho!  ho!  ^      .  '- 

I  couldn't  help  laughing,  it  tickled  me  so.*' 

I'm  fond  of  a  game,  I'm  a  good  one  to  chaff. 

At  all  kinds  of  mischief  I'm  certain  to  laugh; 

I  oft  play  a  lark  on  some  innocent  elf, 

Kor  care  tiiouirh  the  laugh  should  be  turn'd  'gainst  myself. 

I  once,  walking  out,  saw  a  man  in  a  fit. 

To  make  liim  come  round  I  his  ear  quickly  bit: 

And  wiien  he  jump'd  up,  knock'd  me  down  with  one  blow, 

I  couldn't  help  laughing,  it  tickled  me  so. 

Ila!  ha!  ha!  ha!  ho!  ho!  ho!  ho! 

I  couldn't  help  laughing,  it  tickled  me  so 

Mv  landlord  once  called  for  his  two  quarters'  rent, 

But  1  couldn't  pay  it  because  it  was  spent; 

f?o  oflf  to  a  broker  he  went  very  quick 

And  vowed  he  would  seize  ujwn  every  stick. 

IJcfoic  he  could  get  back  I  gave  him  leg-bail. 

For  I  .shot  the  moon  but  got  caught,  put  in  jail; 

And  tho'  plac'd  in  "  limbo"  for  what  I  did  owe, 

I  couldn  I  help  laughing,  it  tickled  me  so. 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!  ho!  ho!  ho!  ho! 

I  couldn't  help  laughing,  it  tickled  me  so. 

Three  times  in  succe.s.sion  my  partner  had  twins. 
My  place  to  look  like  a  small  schoolroom  begins; 
Throughout  all  the  day  there  is  nothing  but  glee. 
For  all  of  tiiem  have  laughing  fits  just  like  me. 
Tlie  last  time  to  add  to  our  family  jo^-s, 
To  me  three  presented,  a  girl  and  two  boys; 
When  I  saw  the  three  cherubs  all  of  a  row, 
I  couldn't  help  laughing,  it  tickled  me  so. 
Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!  ho!  ho!  ho!  ho! 
I  couldn't  help  laughing,  it  tickled  me  so. 


WASHINGTON'S   GRAVE. 
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Disturb  not  his  slumbers,  let  Washington  sleep 

'Nealh  the  boughs  of  the  willow  that  over  him  weep; 

His  arm  is  unnerved,  but  his  deeds  remain  bright 

As  the  stars  in  the  dark  vaulted  heaven  at  night. 

Oh,  wake  not  the  hero,  his  bnttles  are  o'er. 

Let  him  rest  undisturbed  on  Potomac's  fair  shore; "  - 

On  Die  river's  green  border,  so  flowery  drest. 

With  the  hearts  he  loved  fondly  let  Washington  rest.  ,.   .[ 

Awake  not  his  slumbers,  tread  lightly  around, 

'Tis  the  grave  of  the  freeman,  'tis  liberty's  mound; 

Thy  name  is  immortal,  our  freedom  you  won, 

Brave  sire  of  Columbia,  our  own  Washington. 

Oh.  wake  not  tho  hero,  his  battles  are  o'er, 

Let  him  rest,  calmly  rest  on  his  dear  native  shore; 

While  the  Stars  an(^  the  Stripes  of  our  country  shall  wave 

O'er  the  laud  that  can  boast  of  a  Washington's  grave. 


MANY   CAN   HELP   ONE. 
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Some  very  good  sayings  I've  heard  in  my  time, 

And  some  I  l)elieve  to  be  true;  » 

The  one  I  will  mention  to-night  in  my  song 

Is  one  that  is  well-known  to  you; 
If  you  meet  a  man  who  is  down  in  the  world 

And  assistance  you  can't  give  him  any, 
J  .    Remember  that  many  can  alwavs  help  one. 

Where  one  cannot  always  help  many. 

V  ■.„;■■:' ■•'"-■■"'  :  Cironus.  ;  ■. 

Then  give  what  you  can  to  those  in  distress. 

Let  it  be  a  dime  or  a  penny. 
For  many  can  help  one  I've  lienrd  people  say. 

Where  one  cannot  always  help  many. 

"-"'?-'.'  .     .  ■     ^■ 

How  often  a  tiltle  wouldsave  a  man's  life 

When  he  is  near  dying  for  want; 
He's  tried  to  live  honest  all  through  his  lifetime. 

But  finds  in  tiie  end  that  he  can't; 
At  last  he  is  tempted  to  steal  or  to  starve. 

His  rich  friends  thej'  all  pass  liim  by; 
Tliey  heed  not  his  wishes,  they  care  not  Ids  wants, 

He's  left  like  a  dog  there  to  die. — Chorus 

A  man  may  be  wealthy  one  end  of  the  year, 
/  The  next  one  l)c  wretched  and  poor; 

He's  struggled  his  hardest  to  keep  himself  up. 

But  has  sunk  down  to  jwverty's  door; 
Such  men  as  these  deserve  your  support, 

So  give  it  to  them  who  most  need; 
For  those  who've  experienced  poverty  know  •  -  . 

'Tis  a  very  hard  battle  indeed. — C/toru$.  -  : 

I  hope  what  I've  mentioned  to-night  in  my  song. 

Tljat  nothing  I've  said  out  of  place; 
A  man  may  be  poor  but  still  honest  be. 

For  poverty 'tis  no  disgrace; 
.-    Then  give  what  j-ou  can  with  a  generous  heart. 

No  knowing  when  the  tide  it  may  turn; 
Just  give  him  a  chance  to  rise  up  in  the  world. 

And  your  kindness  he's  sure  to  return. — Chorvs 
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OH!   MOLLY   GROGANI    ^ 


Copyright,  1886,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 
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There's  a  little  Irish  lass  and  she  wears  a  gingham  gown. 

An'  it's  hey,  Molly,  oh!  'MoUy  Gmgan! 
And  she's  living  wid  her  mam  in  a  shanty  way  uptown. 

An'  it's  hey,  Molly,  oh!  Molly  Grogan! 
Her  father  is  a  laborer  digging  hills  away, 

A  digging  wid  a  shovel,  digging  every  day; 
Her  brother  is  a  ga.sraan,  working  in  the  pipes. 

Six  feet  in  his  stockings,  oh,  ye  never  saw  the  likes. 

She's  a  pretty,  rosy  face  with  a  dimple  in  her  cheek. 

An*  it's  hey.  Molly,  oh!  Molly  Grogan! 
And  she's  helping  of  her  mam  while  she's  working  all  the  week, 

An'  it's  hey,  Molly,  oh!  Molly  Grogan! 
She's  wa.shing  every  morning  overalls  and  socks 

For  Dan'l  Connell  Grogan,  blowing  up  the  rocks; 
She's  tending  to  the  goslings,  Larries  and  the  Mikes, 

Five  feet  in  her  stockings,  oh,  you  never  saw  the  likes. 

Oh!  she  walks  the  Boidevard  with  her  father's  dinner  pail. 

An'  it's  hey,  Molly,  oh!  Molly  Grogan! 
With  a  little  bread  and  meat  and  a  half  a  pint  of  ale— 

An'  it's  hey,  Molly,  oh!  Molly  Grogan! 
You'll  see  her  at  the  clothes-line  hanging  up  the  duds. 

Then  out  into  the  garden  planting  of  the  spuds. 
With  her  lanky  l)eau  from  Iiailem.  Nicodemus  Sykes, 

Eight  feet  in  his  stockings,  oh,  ye  never  saw  the  likes. 


— "  Doctor,  you  ought  to  take  a  vacation."  "  My  dear  fellow, 
I  tried  that  once,  and  it  proved  most  disastrous.  It  was  at  least  six 
weeks  after  I  came  back  before  my  patients  got  into  the  way  of 
l)eing  ill  again.  I  tell  you  it  doesn't  pay  for  a  man  to  let  his  busi- 
ness go  at  loose  ends." 
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I  Likes  a  Drop  of  Good  Beer. 
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Iin  Roger  Rough,  a  ploughmiin. 

A  itlougliniiin's  son  ami, 
And  like  "my  thirsty  fatiier, 

3Iy  tbrctflc's  always  dry; 
Let  the  world  iro  wroiiir.  M  me  'tis  right. 

Why  need  I  interfere? 
For  I  works  «n'  I  sings  from  morn  till  night. 

And  then  1  drinks  my  heer; 
For  1  likes  a;  drop  of  good  beer,  I  dose. 

I  am  fond  of  :i  drop  of  good  beer,  I  is. 
So  let  gentlemen  tine  sit  down  to  their  wine. 

But  I  likes  a  drop  of  good  beer,  I  dose. 
For  I  likes  a  drop  of  good  beer.  I  dose. 

I  am  font!  of  u  drop  of  good  beer.  I  is, 
So  let  gentlemen  fine  sit  down  to  their  wine, 

But  I  likes  a  drop  of  good  beer.  I  dose. 

There's  Sarah,  that's  my  wife,  sir. 

Siie  likes  beer  as  well  as  me. 
She's  the  happiest  woman  in  life,  sir. 

Ah.  as  happy  as  woman  can  be; 
She  does  her  work,  takes  care  of  the  bairns. 

No  gossipihg  neighbors  near, 
But  as  every  Siiturday  night  returns. 

Like  me,  Sail  drinks  her  beer. 
For  she  likes  a  drop  of  good  beer,  she  dose. 

Slie  is  fon(jl  of  a  drop  of  good  beer,  she  is. 
So  let  gentlemen  fine  sit  down  to  their  wine. 

But  our  Sj(11  likes  her  beer,  she  dose. 
Fur  she  likc$  a  drop  of  good  beer,  she  dose. 

She  is  fon4  of  a  drop  of  good  beer,  she  is. 
So  let  gentle^nen  fine  sit  down  to  their  wine, 

But  our  Sail  likes  her  beer,  she  dose. 

So.  lads,  neeti  no  persuasion. 

But  fill  yotir  glasses  round. 
Well  never  fear  invasion 

"While  the  barley  grows  in  the  ground; 
Let  discord  cease  and  joy  increase 

With  every  coming  year. 
Possessed  of  these  and  blessed  with  peace. 

Why,  we'll  sing  and  well  drink  our  beer. 
For  we  likes  a  dnjp  of  good  beer,  we  dose. 

We're  fond  of  a  drop  of  gtwd  beer,  we  is. 
So  let  gentlemen  fine  sit  down  to  their  wine. 

But  we  likes  a  drop  of  good  boor,  we  df>so 
For  wo  likes  a  drop  of  good  beer,  we  dose. 

We're  fond  of  a  drop  of  good  beer,  we  is. 
So  let  gentlemen  fine  sit  down  to  their  wine. 

But  we  likes  a  drop  of  good  beer,  we  dose. 


THE  TWO  ORPHANS. 
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The  evening's  bright  stars  they  were  shining. 

The  mooul)eams  shone  clear  on  our  land; 
Our  city  was  in  peace  and  (juietness, 

Tiie  hour  of  midnight  near  at  hand. 
But,  hark!  do  3<)u  hear  that  cry,  fire? 

IIow  dismal  the  bells  they  do  sound — 
Our  Brooklyn  Theatre  is  burning! 

Alas!  burning  fast  to  the  ground. 

Ciioiirs. 

We  ne'er  can  forget  the  '•  Two  Orphans," 
Bad  luck  seems  to  be  in  its  wake; 

It  seems  it  were  brought  to  our  city 
The  lives  of  our  dear  friends  to  lake. 

The  doors  they  were  open  at  seven. 

The  curtain  wjis  rolled  up  at  eight; 
Them  that  had  got  seals  they  were  happy. 

Outside  they  were  mad  that  were  late. 
The  play  it  went  on  very  smoothly 

'Till  sparks  from  the  scenes  they  did  fly; 
It's  then  that  men,  women  and  cluldren, 

*■  O  God!  save  our  lives! '  they  did  cry. — Choru*. 

Next  morn  in  amongst  those  black  ruins, 

O  God!  what  a  sight  met  our  eyes; 
The  dead  they  were  lying  in  all  sha{)e8. 

Some  there  that  none  could  recognize. 
Poor  mothers  there  weeping  and  crying 

For  sons  that  were  out  all  that  night; 
O  God !  let  their  souls  rest  in  heavcu 

Amongst  the  innocent  and  brighu — Cfioru*. 

What  means  this  large  gathering  of  people 

Upon  such  a  cold,  dreary  day? 
Or  what  means  this  long  line  of  hearses, 

With  tops  plumed  in  feathery  array? 
Far  out  to  tlic  cemetery  of  Greenwood, 

Where  the  wind  makes  the  lone  willow  sigh, 
Tis  there  where  the  funeral  is  going. 

The  poor  unknown  dead  there  to  lie. — Olwru*. 
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Tell  Me  You  Are  Mine. 


Cfpy"«ht.  1M7.  by  Stephen  Mansett. 
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Look  into  my  eyes,  dear, 

And  tell  me  you  are  mine. 
No  other  glance  can  charm  me 

Like  that  fond  look  of  thine. 
)•-  Look  deep  into  my  eyes,  lo\'e. 

And  sweet  yotir  vows  shall  be. 
As  bright  tipped  crested  wavelets 

That  crisp  the  Summer  sea. 

;.      '  The  breeze  upon  the  mountain 

Bathed  in  the  morning  dew. 
Is  not  more  pure,  my  darling, 
Than  is  my  love  for  you. 
•  So  whatever  may  betide  thee. 

Whatever  fate  is  mine, 
■  .  While  life  lasts  you  are  mine,  love. 

And  I  am  ever  thine. 


m*m 


— A  lady  of  experience  observes  that  a  good  way  to  pick  out  a 
lushand  is  to  sec  how  patiently  the  man  waits  for  his  dinner  when 
t  is  behind  time.  Her  husband  remarks  that  a  good  way  to  pick 
)ut  a  wife  Is  to  see  whether  the  woman  h.is  dinner  ready  m  time. 


The  Widow  in  the  Cottage  by  the  Sea. 
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Just  one  year  ago  today,  love, 

I  became  your  happy  bride. 
Changed  a  mansion  for  a  cottage, 

To  dwell  l)y  the  river  side; 
You  told  me  Id  be  happy. 

But  no  happiness  I  see. 
For  to-ulght  1  am  a  widow 

In  the  collage  by  the  sea. 

CH0RU8. 

Alone,  all  alone  by  the  seaside  he  left  me. 

And  no  other's  bride  1 II  be. 
For  in  bridal  flowers  he  decked  me  - 

In  the  cottage  by  the  sea. 

From  my  cottage  by  the  seaside 

I  can  see  my  mansion  home; 
I  can  see  those  hills  and  valleys. 

Where  with  pleasure  I  have  roamed; 
The  la-st  time  that  I  met  him, 

Oh,  how  happy  then  were  we. 
But  to-night  I  am  a  widow 

In  the  cottage  by  the  sea. — CJu»'u9. 

Oh,  my  poor  and  aged  father. 

How  in  sorrow  he  wouhi  wail;  "y 

And  my  poor  and  aged  mother. 

How  in  tears  her  eyes  would  swell; 
And  my  poor  and  only  brother, 

Oh,  how  ho  would  weep  for  me. 
If  he  only  knew  his  .Msler  .^ 

Was  a  widow  by  the  sea. — Cluyrut.        ■         -  '       '9-'- 
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I'M  FLYING-  HIGH. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  J.  C.  Oroenc  &  Co. 
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;.  Mv  name  it  is  John  Anderson,  ^   ; 

Myself  and  sister  Lize  .  " 

Is  about  to  sUirt  an  army  , 

Tliat  will  fly  up  to  the  sky; 
So  all  you  coons  that  want  to  join, 

Just  grab  us  by  the  hand; 
For  we'll  command  the  army. 

Marching  to  that  promised  laud 

CnoRts.  '"'-  . 

I'm  flyln' high,  I'm  flyin' hitjh; 
You  fly  on  before  me,  I  will  meet  you  in  the  ^ky. 

Some  people  think  I'm  crazy,       :      ' 

Case  I'm  flyin' to  the  sky; 
But  they'll  find  that  they're  mistaken 

When  the  judgment  day  arrives; 
Case  Parson  l)oe.  who's  in  the  lanes, 

Got  papers  for  to  show  , 

And  I'm  gwine  to  believe  him, 

Case  I  think  he'd  ought  to  know. — Chorus. 
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THE   KEYHOLE   IN  THE  DOOR 


Written  and  sung  by  Budd  Harris. 
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Thine*  belli';  (lull  not  loiig  ago  with  an  idea  I  was  hit,  ;. 

To  take  a  trip  to  \Vashin(;fton  to  Btir  them  up  a  J)it; 

I  packed  my  trunk,  jnin}^  on  a  train,  arrivinl  all  safo  jind  tound. 

And  having  nothing  eli^e  to  do,  I  tlionjrht  I'd  look  arothid. 

I  rt'plfitered  at  Willard'K,  walked  all  around  the  town, 

I  visited  the  Whit«  House  and  places  of  renown; 

I  went  to  public  buildings  I  had  never  been  to  before— 

Now  I'll  telUyou  what  I  saw  and  heard  through  the  keyhtjic  in  the  door. 

I  heard  the  plan  conroctcd  to  afsassinat*  Abe  Lincoln. 

The  liegroes  loved  him  a«  the  men  of  old  loved  Washington; 

Eiit  LInpolii,  Johnson,  Grant  have  gone  and  Hayes  now  fills  the  chair, 

Uv  went  back  on  the  men  that  put  him  there  bv  foul  mean.s  not  fair. 

Though  (Jrant  was  thought  the  worst  card  in  the  presidential  pack. 

t)f  all  the  i)luiider  that  he  got  he  gave  his  friends  a  square  "  whack;" 

"Twould  have  In^en  better  i?  we  had  him  in  for  four  years  more — 

P^xj'ivRsioui!  like  this  I  heard  through  the  keyhole  in  the  door. 

I  heard  fhetn  mourn  George  Fox's  death,  that  good  man— king  of  fun. 

lie  played  his  part  on  life  s  great  stage  and  maiiv  launils  won; 

E<luin  AdnniB,  too.  has  gone,  we  ne'er  shall  seeliim  more, 

He>  joined  some  combination  on  the  bright  celestial  shore. 

Billy  I'lislor  and  Dan  Bryant,  Nelse  Seymour  and  fusworth, 

Jim"  liudworth  and  many  more  have  forever  left  this  earth; 

If  I  only  had  the  time,  my  friends,  I  could  tell  a  great  deal  more 

Of  things  that  I  saw  and  heard  through  the  key-hole  in  the  door. 
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THE   SWEET   BY-AND-BY. 
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-  There's  a  land  that  is  fairer  than  day. 

And  by  faith  we  can  see  it  afar, 
For  the  Father  waits  over  the  way 
To  prepare  us  a  dwelling-place  there. 

'    :  Cuouus. 

In  the  sweet  by-and-by 

We  shall  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore; 
In  the  sweet  by-and-by 

We  shall  meet  on  that  Ixjautiful  shore. 

We  shall  sing  on  that  beautiful  shore 

The  melodious  songs  of  the  blest. 
And  our  spirits  shall  sorrow  no  more — 

Not  a  sigh  for  the  blessing  of  rest. — Chorus. 

To  our  bfiuntiful  Father  above 

We  will  ofTer  the  tribute  of  praise. 
For  the  glorious  gift  of  his  love 

And  the  blessings  that  hallow  our  days.— C/»#rr/«. 

We  shall  rest  on  that  beautiful  shore — 
In  the  joys  of  the  saved  we  shall  share; 

All  our  pilgrimage-toil  will  be  o'er. 
And  the  conqueror's  crown  we  shall  wear. — Chorus. 

We  shall  meet,  we  shall  sing,  we  shall  reign 
In  the  land  where  the  saved  never  die; 

We  shall  rest  free  from  sorrow  and  pain, 
Safe  at  home  in  the  sweet  by-and-by. — CJiomt. 


Old  And  Only  In  The  Way. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  T.  B.  Harms  *  Co. 
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As  wc  walk  thro'  the  street  how  often  we  meet  '  ;  .^ ' 

Some  poor  old  men,  whose  lires  arc  naught  but  woe. 
AVith  age  their  forms  are  bent,  in  their  pot-kcts  not  a  cent. 

And  for  shelter  they  do  not  know  where  to  go. 
With  relations  by  the  score,  who  keep  them  from  the  door. 

And  meeting  on  the  street  they  pass  Ihent  by ; 
If  you  ask  them  why  it's  done,  they  will  answer  you  and  say. 

"  We're  poor,  were  old  and  only  in  the  way! ' 

Chorus.  ..  •    • 

So  let  us  cheer  them  on,  they  won't  be  with  us  loug. 

Don't  let  us  sneer  them  because  they're  old  and  gray; 
And  remember  while  were  young,  the  days  1o  us  may  come 

When  we'll  be  old  and  only  in "tlie  way.* 

There  w.is  a  time,  I  hear,  when  the  young  were  not  so  queer. 

But  since  that  time  there's  come  an  awiul  change; 
Young  men  in  health  and  might  their  old  parents  ihej'  will  slriko. 

And  it  hapi^eus  every  day,  it's  nothing  strange. 
Take  this  poor  wreck  of  toil,  his  children  him  lio  spurn. 

For  death  I'm  sure  he  oftentimes  docs  pn«y; 
Himself  and  faithful  wife,  after  toiling  all  their  life. 

When  old  they  find  that  they  are  in  the  way. — Chorvt. 

^Iv  little  song,  I'm  sure,  is  for  rich  as  well  as  poor, 

Vor  take  a  rich  man  when  he's  growing  old. 
His  friends  will  shake  his  hand,  his  relation.s  round  liiui  siand. 

Awaiting  him  to  die — they  want  his  gold. 
Then  let  us  from  this  hour  do  all  that's  in  our  i>owcr 

To  make  the  road  for  old  folks  light  and  ga\ ; 
And  if  they  trouble  on  us  cast,  why,  let  it  l)e  our  last 

To  say  that  they  arc  old  and  in  the  way. — Chorutt. 


SLAVERY   DAYS. 
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I  am  thinking  to-day  of  dem  }  cars  dat  pa.sscd  awjiy. 

When  liey  lied  me  up  in  bondage  long  ago; 
In  old  Virginiiy  Slate  it  was  dar  we  separate. 

And  it  filled  m}'  heart  wiih  miseiy  and  woe. 
Dey  look  awjty  my  bo\',  he  was  his  mother's  joj*.    ' 

From  a  baby  in  de  ciadle  we  him  raise; 
Oh,  dey  put  us  far  apart  an'  it  broke  de  old  man's  heart 

In  dem  agonizing,  cruel  .slavery  days. 

Chorus. 

Dey  never  come  again,  let  us  give  our  praise  to  iliiu 
Who  looks  down  whar  de  little  children  play; 

So  every  night  and  morn  we  will  pray  for  dem  dafs  gone 
In  dem  agonizing,  cruel  slavery  days. 

Still  my  mem'ry  will  steal  o'er  to  dat  dear  old  cabin  floor. 

When  de  shadow  of  de  sun  came  i^eeping  in; 
At  night  when  all  was  daik  we  would  hear  de  watch-dog  bark 

And  we'd  ILsten  to  de  murmur  of  de  wind. 
It  seem  to  say  to  me:  "  You  jjcople  must  be  free," 

For  de  happy  time  am  coming,  I^rd  be  prais'd! 
For  den  we  would  wee))  and  moan,  for  our  souls  were  not  our  own 

In  dem  agonizing,  cruel  slavery  days. — Chorut. 

I  am  very  old  and  feeble  and  our  life  am  nearly  done, 

I  have  traveled  in  de  roughest  kind  of  road; 
Thro'  sickness,  toil  tmd  sorrow  I  have  reached  de  end  at  last, 

And  I'm  resting  by  de  waj'side  wid  mj' load. 
Forget  now  and  forgive  lias  alwajs  been  my  guide, 

For  dat's  what  de  golden  scripture  surelj'  says; 
But  our  mem'ry  will  turn  roun',  when  our  souls  dey  were  tied  down 

In  dem  agonizing,  cruel  slavery  days. — CIiotub. 
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— An  ugly  wart  is  a  difficult  thing  to  get  off  one's  hands, 
ugly  daughter  is  still  more  difBcult. 


An 


— Minister  (dining  with  the  family):  "  You  were  a  nice  little  boy 
In  church  this  morning,  Bobby.  I  noticed  you  kept  very  quiet  and 
still."     Bobby:  "  Yes,  sir,  I  was  afraid  of  waking  pa  up. 
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Be  Sure  You're  Right,  Then  G-o  Ahead 

'  The  Words  nnd  MuMc  of  this  Song  wll  be  sent  to  any  «ddr«><!5.  port-paid,  on   rceolpt  of  |0 

cents; or  tliU  and  auvtwoother  Songsfd'Oiio  Dollar,  by  H.. I.  NVehman.   1".'  Part 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  Oii  ca^h  foi  ail  our  Koody. 

Be  sure  you're  ridit,  tlicn  go  ahead, 

M!ike  this  your  motto,  boys. 
And  fewer  clouds  will  o'er  you  spread 

To  sliadow  life's  fair  joya; 
There's  naught  that's  great  but  may  be  won. 

Of  this  I  will  remind  you. 
And  when  your  eyes  are  on  the  suu, 

The  shadows  lie  behind  you. 
Be  slow  'till  doubts  have  all  an  end. 

Then  on,  nor  stop  to  rest. 
For  Providence  will  e'er  befriend 

Tlie  man  wLo  does  his  best; 
Ah.  many  are  the  traps  and  snares 

That  lie  on  every  side. 
But  when  you're  ricbt  you'll  knoTv  no  care« 

Or  fear  wbate'er  T)etidc. 

CnonrR 
Be  sure  you're  right,  then  go  ahead, 

My  bo3-s,  oh,  ne'er  despond. 
Be  sure  you're  right,  then  go  ahead. 

Success  lies  just  beyond. 

Be  sure  you're  right,  thfn  go  ahead 

With  iieart  and  conscience  true. 
You'll  on  the  path  of  right  be  led. 

And  heaven  will  prosper  you;  '. 

What  though  your  station  lowly  be? 

A  purpose  placed  you  there, 
Which,  though  your  edrtlily  eyes  can't 

Shows  wisdom  everywhere. 
Let  slander  wound  you  all  it  can. 

The  truth  it  cannot  slay. 
Fear  not,  ni}'  boys,  an  honest  man 

Is  open  as  the  day; 
Act  but  your  part  as  to  your  sight 

The  better  course  appears. 
Walk  in  the  rigbt.  and  joy  shall  light 

The  skies  of  future  vears.—f/w'ui. 


*TIS   FOLLY   TO    BE    WISE. 


I 

I  The  Words  and  Musin  of  this.  Song  »111  l>e  sent  to  any  addr*-;*.  post-paid,  on  rw»ipt  of  It) 

oants;  cr  this  and  anv  '.»<>  other  Song^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  V.eiunjin,  ISO  Park 
'  Kow.  New  Tork  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  nainv  lu  c«uth  (or  ail  our  ^oo<L>. 
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There  was  a  time  I  fondly  loved 

A  young  girl  bright  and  f:iir, 
The  sunlHjiinis  si)orted  in  her  eyee. 

And  glistened  in  her  hair; 
Slie  was  my  star,  my  life,  iny  all, 

I  gloried  in  my  prize; 
Where  ignorance  is  bliss,  j'ou  know, 

'Tis  foil}'  to  be  wise. 

Oh,  many  a  pleasant  hour  I've  passed 

While  .sitting  by  her  side. 
And  <<ft  I  kissed  her  ruby  lips 

And  wLsiied  she  were  my  bride. 
And  then  I  dreamed  her  heart  so  pure 

Responded  back  by  sighs; 
Where  ignorance  is  bliss,  you  know, 

'Tis  folly  to  be  wise. 

She  nfeed  to  go  with  me  to  balls. 

And  daily  on  me  smile, 
Whil^  I  in  my  sweet  innocence 

Wilis  happy  all  the  while; 
I  never  knew  t'ne  cou?.in,  Tom, 

Shq  seemed  s<>  much  to  prize; 
Where  ignorance  is  bliss,  you  know, 

'Tis  folly  to  bo  wise. 

The  truth  came  out  at  last  one  mom, 

My  treasure  ran  away, 
And'cf)usin  Tom,  the  horrid  scamp. 

Went  with  her,  so  they  say; 
Alas!  I  know  not  where  she  went, 

For  I  was  too  surprised; 
Where  ignorance  is  bliss,  you  know, 

'Tis  folly  to  be  wise. 


OLD   ROSIN,   THE   BEAU. 

The  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Bongr  «ill  )>«  wint  to  any  addresiK,  poet-paid,  on  recelni 

cenlH:  orUiUand  aiiy  two  other  Sonjrs  for  Oiio  Dollar,  bv  H.  J.  VVohman,130  I'a 

Row,  New  York  City.     Pootage  Stamps  taken  same  a«  caah  for  all  our  goods. 

I  have  traveled  this  wide  world  over. 

And  now  to  another  I'll  go, 
I  know  that  good  quarters  are  waiting 

To  welcome  old  Kosiii,  the  beau, 

To  welcome  old  Rosiu,  the  beau. 

Ciioiius. 
To  welcome  old  Rosin,  the  beau. 

To  welcome  old  Rcisin,  the  beau;  . 

I  know  that  good  quarlers  are  wailing   .    , 

To  welcome  old  Rosiu,  the  beau. 

When  I'm  dead  and  laid  out  on  the  counter, 
A  voice  you  will  hear  from  below, 

Singing  out,  "  Wliiskey  and  water, 
"ro  drink  to  old  Rosin,  the  beau, 
To  drink  to  old  Rosiu,  the  beau." — C7iorus. 

And  wlien  I  am  dead,  I  reckon, 
The  ladies  will  all  want  to.  1  know. 

Just  lift  off  the  lid  f)f  tiie  cofBu 
And  look  at  old  Rosin,  the  beau. 
And  look  at  old  Rosiu,  the  beau. — Cfiorti*. 

You  must  get  some  dozen  good  fellows 
And  stand  them  all  round  in  a  row. 

And  drink  out  of  half  gallon  bottles 
To  the  name  of  old  Rosin,  the  beau, 
To  the  name  of  old  Rosin,  the  beau. — Choru*.  . 

Get  four  or  five  jovial  joimg  fellows, 
And  let  them  all  staggering  go, 

And  di,!^  a  deep  hole  in  the  meadow, 
And  in  it  toss  Rosin,  the  beau. 
And  in  it  tos>s  Rusiu,  the  beau. — Chorut. 

Then  get  you  a  couple  of  tombstones, 
Place  one  at  my  head  nnd  my  toes, 

And  do  not  fail  to  scratch  on  it 
The  name  of  old  Rosin,  the  beau, 
The  name  of  old  Rosin,  the  beau. — CJiortu. 

I  feel  the  grim  tyrant  approaching, 

That  cruel,  implacable  foe. 
Who  spares  neither  age  nor  condition, 

Nor  even  old  Rosin,  the  beau. 

Nor  even  old  Rosin,  the  beau. — Cfioru$. 


t  of  iO 
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HIGH   BORN   LIVER   DANIEL. 

Bead  >  our  name  and  address  to  n.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  ret<im  mall  a  complete  C'«tnlo|riie  of  over  3u00  Popular  Eii^rlixh  and  Cenuau 

bongs— Free.     Postage  Stani|>s  taken  saiiio  as  cash  for  aU  our  goods. 


Satan  tempted  Eve, 

Eve  temi)tcd  man; 
Hadn't  been  for  the  mercy  of  the  Lord, 

We'd  all  been  cursed  iii  the  land. 
Nigger  man  he  picks  cotton. 

Little  bees  sip  the  honey; 
Colored  man  be  work  all  day  long. 

And  white  man  gets  the  money. 

Cnouus. 

Case  he's  a  high  born  liver  Daniel, 

Daniel,  Daniel; 
He's  a  high  born  liver  Daniel, 

I'm  going  to  the  promised  land. 

Talk  alxiut  good  eating. 

Your  oysters  and  your  clams; 
If  you  want  something  good  for  to  eat, 

Just  get  hold  of  a  sweet  ham. 
Talk  about  good  buckwheat  cakes. 

If  you  want  them  good  and  done, 
Just  slap  'em  on  to  a  nigger  man's  heel. 

And  hold  'cm  up  to  the  sun. — (Jfiorus. 


—A  man  about  to  travel  said  to  his  wife.  "  I  am  afraid,  my  dear, 
that  while  I  am  gone  absence  will  conquer  love."  "Oh,  you 
needn't  fear  for  me,"  quickly  said  his  wife;  "  the  longer  you  stay 
away,  the  better  I  shall  like  you."  -     ..  ^  .  .,-■ , 
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ROCKING-   THE   BABY. 


Copyright,  18S4,  by  Wm.  McEwen. 


,  on  receipt  of  w 


) 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  t<j  pjiy  adilreja,  po^paid,  on  receipt  c 
cents;  or  UiUaiiJ  any  two  othtr  Songs  for  One  Iwllor,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 
Row,  M«w  York  City.    Potitat^c-  Slanip><  taken  s&iue  a:i  caab  for  all  oar  roods. 

Composed  by  Charlotte  McEwen. 

I  hear  lier  rocking  Uie  baby,     ••' 

Her  room  is  next  to  mine. 
And  I  fancy  I  feel  the  dimpled  arms 

Thai  round  her  neck  entwine, 
As  slie  rocks  and  rocks  the  baby 

In  the  room  just  next  to  mine, 
As  slie  rocks  and  rock?  the  haby  • 

111  the  room  just  next  to  mine. 

Chorus, 

I  hear  her  rockin.ij  the  baby 
Each  day  wlien  twilight  comes, 

And  I  know  there's  a  world  of  blessing  and  love 
In  the  "  baby-bye  "  she  hums. 

I  can  see  the  restless  fingers  : 

Playing  with  mamma's  rings. 
The  sweet,  little,  smiling,  pouting  mouth 

That  to  hers  in  kissing  clings, 
As  slie  rocks  and  sings  to  the  baby. 

And  dreams  as  she  rocks  and  sings. 
As  slie  rocks  and  sings  to  the  baby, 

And  dreams  as  she  rocks  and  sings. — Choru*. 

From  her  rocking,  rocking,  rocking, 

I  wonder  would  she  start 
Could  slie  know,  tiirougli  the  wall  between  ua, 

She  is  rocking  on  a  heart, 
Wliile  my  empty  arras  are  aching 

For  a  form  tliey  may  not  press. 
And  my  empty  heart  is  breaking 

lu  its  desolate  loneliness? — Ctioi'ua.  ■ 

I  list  to  the  rocking,  rocking, 

In  the  room  just  next  to  mine. 
And  breathe  a  prayer  in  silence 

At  a  mothers  broken  shrine, 
For  the  woman  who  rocks  the  baby 

In  the  room  just  next  to  mine, 
For  the  woman  who  rocks  the  baby 

In  the  room  just  next  to  mine. 

Chouus. 

I  hear  her  rocking  the  baby 

Slower  and  slower  nf)w. 
And  I  hear  she  is  leaving  her  good-night  kiss 

On  ila  e^cs  and  check,  and  brow. 


The  Boys  of  the  Bowery  Pit. 


Tune—"  The  New»boys.'' 


VIVA   L' AMERICA. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrens,  poet~pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sont^s  for  One  Dolkir,  by  JI.  J.  Wishman,  ISo  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Poetagc  Sta  mps  token  same  aij  cash  for  all  our  KOuda. 


Noble  republic,  happiest  of  lands. 
Foremost  of  nations  Columbia  stands; 
Freedom's  proud  banner  floats  in  the  skies, 
"Where  shouts  of  liberty  daily  arise:  ,, 
United  we  stand,  divided  we  fall,     ';;:': 
Union  forever,  freedom  to  all.       v   ■';■.;    ! 

aCiionus. 
Throughout  the  world  our  motto  shall  be, 
Viva  r America,  home  of  the  free! 

Should  ever  a  traitor  rise  In  the  land. 
Cursed  be  his  homestead,  withered  his  hand; 
Shame  be  his  memory,  scorn  be  his  lot. 
Exile  his  herita<'e,  his  name  a  blot: 
United  we  stand,  divided  we  fall. 
Granting  a  home  and  freedom  to  all. — Clioru$. 

To  all  her  heroes  justice  and  fame. 

To  all  her  foes  a  traitor's  foul  name; 

Our  stripes  and  stars  still  proudly  shall  wave. 

Emblem  of  liberty,  flag  of  the  brave: 

United  we  stand,  divided  we  fall. 

Gladly  we'll  die  at  our  country's  call. — CJiom*. 


Send  Tonr  name  and  nddre«H  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  Oltv.  and  r«oat**'J 

oy  return  mail  n  coniplete  Catalogue  of  over  ."WOO  Popular  Enplish  ajid'U«rtuan 

Songs— Free.     Postage  Stamps  taken  saine  as  caah  for  all  our  gooa«. 

I  am  eittinc  In  the  Bowcrv  pit  omongst  the  gnllus  boys, 
Seeing  the  play  go  off  and  listenitig  lo  the  noiae; 
The  hi-hieti  aiid  the  wliititling,  au  earthquake  nothing  to  it. 
For  kicking  up  a  ihuuUeriug  din,  they're  the  boys  to  do  it. 

Chorus. 

The  newsboys  they're  a  fralluB  crowd,  as  I  will  let  you  know. 
They  go  to  tlie  Bowery  pit  for  to  see  the  show. 

■  ,  When  Cony  with  his  dog  comes  on  yon  ought  fo  hMr  the  cry. 

And  wh<-n"lhe  dog  gets  wounded  and  makes  l)elie\e  to  die; 

■  •  When  Taylor  conies  with  sword  in  hand,  he  and  ("ony  light, 
'.  The  heart  of  all  the  gallus  boys  are  brimful  of  delight.— Chobcs. 

But  presently  the  actors  are  seen  looking  at  the  wings. 

As  ii  they  were  watching  for  somebody  or  some  thingt*; 

Tlie  gullus  boys  are  w  ide  awake,  they  know  what's  a  coming  now. 

For  J.  R.  Scott  is  coming,  and  then  there's  buch  a  row .— Chobcs. 

Oh,  if  you  want  to  see  some  fun  go  to  the  Bowery  pit, 

Especially  on  some  night  there  18  a  beueflt; 

And  I'll  be  bound  that  you  will  think,  amid  the  din  and  noise, 

That  they  are  gallus  bloods  indeed,  and  uothlug  but  the  boys, — Caoava. 
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SOME   MOTHER'S  BOY. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  Chaa.  D.  Blak*  &  Oo. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rvoelpt  of  • 
cents;  or  tMs  .-Jiid  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  ehniaii.  130  Park 
Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stuniis  taken  saiue  as  cash  (or  kU  our  goods. 

Oh,  please,  dear  lady,  one  penny  give  me,       ''■      '    - 

Plaintive  and  sweet  was  his  voice  like  a  sigh; 
Oh,  dear  lady,  pity  me,  I'm  poor,  you  see. 

But  they  11  not  heed  me.  they  all  pass  me  by.  :. 

I  looked  and  saw  a  dear  little  face. 

And  then  I  thought  he  has  never  known  Joy; 
With  hair  golden  yellow  with  poverty's  trace, 

God  bless  you,  dear  baby,  you're  some  mollier's  boy. 

Chorus. 

Wretched,  forlorn,  hungrj-,  ragged  and  torn. 
Little  face  teitr-staiiied,  with  nc  look  of  joy; 

Cold  pinched  and  damp,  and  with  poverty's  stamp, 
Though  he's  a  beggar,  he's  some  mother's  boy.- 

Onlv  a  box  with  a  few  faded  flowers, 

\Vhich  llie  poor  boy  had  been  trying  to  sell; 
But  though  he  had  trudged  many  sad  weary  hours. 

Could  not  succeed  as  the  nuralMjr  did  tell. 
No  one  would  buy  them  faded  and  dead. 

Could  tears  revive  them  then  his  would  revive;  \ 
Oh,  how  the  cliild  wept,  so  dejected  and  &id, 

For  nothing  restraiued  them  however  be  tried.— C/i^nrt. 

He  told  the  tale  which  we  all  would  expect, 

Poor  mothers  dead,  tlien  his  joy  saw  an  end; 
His  father  he  drank,  and  'twas  naught  but  neglect, 

Oh,  how  1  pitied  him,  dear  little  friend. 
He's  now  in  school  with  playmates  to  meet. 

One  little  sad  face  it  now  \)eam8  with  joy; 
Then  don't  pass  a  beggar  when  out  on  tlie  street. 

But  just  tLink  one  moment  he's  some  mother's  boy. — Ch 


Ish-t  Mr.  Dinglebender  Home? 

Written  and  sung  by  Ous  Williams. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addreas.  po8t-p,-Ud,  on  reoetpt  «rfj 
cents;  or  this  and  tthy  two  other  SoniTs  for  One  Dollar,  by  If.  J.  Wchmau,  130  Park 
Itow,  New  Yurk  City,    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  foods. 


My  name  icht  Dinjrlebender.  I  whs  pom  in  Germany,  ■ '  *  ,v 

Mine  fadder  und  mine  modder  died  vhen  I  vas  a  paDy; 
1  vas  porn  to  be  a  scoundrelman,  und  a  shmart  vone,  I've  no  toabt, 
Put  de  pcobies  all  ruu  after  me,  dat  I've  to  say  I'm  out. 

-  ;  Chobcs.  ;       ' 

Xow,  Jake,  right  avay  go,  see  vhat's  de  matter? 

Dere  goes  de  door-bell,  oh,  vhat  a  clatter; 

Isht  Mr.  Diiigiebeiider  home?    (A  voice)  No!    Dat  ehnst  de  vay  dey  she 

If  any  vouc  culls,  now  don't  forgot,  pe  sbure  to  say  I'm  out. 

Now  dere  isht  Mr.  Meyer  who  lives  two  plocke  pelow, 

Vho  says  I'm  a  shmarl  man  und  to  Congress  I  must  go. 

Den  hc'asks  for  half  a  tollard  a  tozen  time  a  veek, 

Uud  he's  ail  de  time  a  poderiug  me,  dat  I  have  to  say  I'm  sick.— Cbobc*. 

Dere's  blenty  more  shust  like  him,  only  In  anodder  vay, 
Dere's  some  vant  me  to  marry,  put  dat  eame  I  vill  not  play; 
I  can't  live  in  de  gonnlry,  for  vfierever  I  roam, 
Dere's  alvays  some  voue  coming  to  see  if  I  am  home.— CuoBt^a. 


.;vC.^ 


I've  Only  Been  Down  to  the   Club. 


■f 


CopTTlfrlit,  187t,  by  £.  H.  nanUng. 


"Hie  Words  aiul  Miuir  of  this  Son?  will  b«  aent  to  any  addrtias,  posHmld,  on  receipt  of  M 
cents,  or  tUb  «unl  aav  two  other  S<7njfs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  wehman.  IJO  lT«r> 


Bow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  takun  smno  a«  ciuh  fur  all  our  tfoodd. 

Last  night  I  was  out  rather  late. 

'Twas  only  an  innocent  spree; 
My  wife  for  my  coming  did  wait, 

When  sleeping  I  thought  she  would  be. 
I  found  her  in  temper  and  tears, 

Oh,  she  cried,  it's  a  sin  an(i  a  shame; 
And  siie  scratched  both  my  eyes  and  my  e«ra. 

But  I j told  her  I  soon  would  explain. ' 

'  Chouvs. 

The  c^ub  had  a  meeting  to-night,  love. 
Of  business  we  hud  a  great  sight,  love; 
Don't  tlilnk  for  a  moment  I'm  tight,  love, 
I've  only  been  down  to  the  club. 

My  boots  I  left  down  in  the  hall 

And  softly  I  crept  up  the  stairs; 
I  kept  rather  close  to  the  wall 

Ami  thought  to  ascend  unawares. 
But  just  as  1  got  to  the  door, 

I  seemed  to  get  lost  in  the  dark; 
I  stumbled  and  fell  on  the  tloor, 

And  just  then  I  could  only  remark: — Choru». 

She  sobbed,  .«he  wept  and  she  screamed. 

And  said  she'd  go  back  to  her  ma. 
While  I  ou  the  mantelpiece  leaned. 

And  tried  to  enjoy  my  cigar. 
I  promised  to  buy  her  a  dress. 

If  she'd  let  me  alone  for  a  while; 
Then  1  gave  her  a  sweet  little  kiss. 

And  I  saw  her  beginning  to  smile. — Cliornt. 
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Let  Me  Die  With  My  Face  To  The  Foe 
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This  morning  at  breakfast  I  said  to  my  wife. 

But  one  jroldon  wedding  we  see  in  a  liti-; 

'Tis  now  fifty  years  since  the  clorgym;in  s-\.\A 

lu  that  dear  ringing  voice:  With  tliis  ring  I  thee  wed. 

So  it  is.  *iO  it  is.  said  my  dear  old  wife  Jane, 

Let  us  liave  our  old  wedding  day  over  again; 

OH  we  went  to  the  t-hurrh  with  our  chocks  all  .nglow. 

And  the  same  love  at  heart  as  we  had  years  ago. 

Chohi'si. 
Oh,  for  the  golden  visions,  oh,  for  the  crimson  glow. 
Oh,  for  the  golden  day  dreams  fifty  years  ago, 
Oh,  for  the  fairy  voices  aud  the  .songs  we  useil  to  sing. 
Telling  of  heavenly  joys,  my  lioys,  found  in  a  wedding  ring. 

The  service  was  ended,  we  pa.<*.sod  thro'  the  door 
And  into  the  buttercup  meadow  once  more; 
I  plufki'd  .I:uie  a  bunch  and  she  asked  for  a  pin, 
Which  I  gave  and  she  fastened  them  under  her  chin. 
We  Ktrolhnl  by  the  .stream,  then  our  fofiL-iteps  retraced, 
'  And  my  ana  slyly  stole  round  tlie  old  lady's  wai.st; 

I  gave  her  a  .squeeze,  but  she  did  not  cry,  oh. 
As  she  did  about  two  score  and  ten  years  ago. — Chorus. 

We  reached  the  old  homestead  and  then  went  insicie, 
Bui  no  l>oii<iuct  awaited  the  bridegroom  and  bride; 
My  ilioiiglits  wandered  back  to  the  hour  of  my  joy. 
When  1  opened  ni}'  arms  for  my  dear  liaby  boy. 
The  hapjiiiiess  heaveu  has  promised  to  men 
Can  not  \>c  compared  to  my  happiness  then; 
It  .seemed  the  wliole  worM  was  witliout  .an  alloy. 
I'd  no  eyes,  Id  no  thought  lliat  were  not  frir  my  boy. 

Spokkn — My  mind  conjured  up  the  old  scene  in  an  in.stanl.  I 
can  .see  him  now  as  1  saw  liim  then,  standing  .it  the  cottage  door, 
wi'jliing  his  mother  good-bye  and  saying:  "  Oood-bye,  Fatlier,  my 
country  rcfpiiies  soldiers  to  sustain  her  honor.  You  would  not 
have  me  called  a  coward  and  a  traitor."  That  was  tlie  very  litst 
time  we  ev«.-r  siw  the  poor  boy  again  alive.  As  I  thougiit  of  it, 
the  tears  ran  down  my  sillv  old  cheeks,  and  I  felt  two  loving  arms 
steal  around  my  neck,  and  that  dear  old  voice  that  had  cheered  mo 
on  through  all  these  years,  murmuring: — (Jkorut. 


Let  me  die  with  my  face  to  the  foe,  bo3a. 

On  the  field  by  the  brave  made  gory; 
'Tis  sweet  thus  to  die  and  to  know,  bf>y3, 

Tiial  the  old  flag  waves  in  glory; 
To  hear  the  bugles  pealing. 

Where  a  fearful  wrong  Is  reeling. 
While  slavery's  might  and  slavery's  night 

Sink  down  in  the  battle's  glow. 

Cnonus. 
I  hear  the  shout  of  the  brave  ring  out 

Where  the  land's  high  hearts  he  low; 
Then  let  me  gaze  thro'  the  cannon's  blaze 

And  die  with  my  face  to  the  foe. 

Let  me  turn  my  face  to  the  foe,  boys, 

Ere  the  dark  tide  of  death  rolls  o'er  me; 
Let  the  tlames  of  the  combat  glow,  boys, 

And  the  old  flag  stream  beu)re  me. 
I  know  the  glorious  morning. 

The  gloom  of  war  adorning. 
Will  drive  away  with  deathless  ray 

The  night  of  our  nation's  woe. — Chonts. 

Let  me  die  with  my  face  to  the  field,  boys, 

As  the  shot  of  the  foeman  found  me; 
I  crave  no  shroud  or  shield,  boys. 

Save  the  old  flag  wrap'd  around  me. 
Those  stars  shall  gleam  forever 

Oer  laud  and  sea  and  river. 
In  freedom's  right  and  freedom's  light 

O'er  hearts  that  will  never  yield. — Chorut. 
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Lets  go  to  de  golden  wedding, 

.■Vli  de  darkies  will  be  dere; 
Oh,  .such  dancing  and  such  treading, 

.Viid  .such  yaller  gals  so  fair. 
All  de  higii-toned  colored  people 

Dal  reside  for  miles  around. 
Have  received  an  invitation. 

And  dey  surely  will  come  down. 

Cnoi{i.'s. 

All  de  darkies  will  be  dere. 
Don't  forget  to  curl  your  hair; 
Bring  along  your  damsels  fair. 

For  soon  we  will  be  treading. 
Won't  we  have  a  jol'y  time. 
Eating  cake  and  diinking  wine? 
All  de  high-toned  darkies 

Will  be  at  de  golden  wedding. 

We  will  have  ice  cream  and  honey, 

Apple  brandy  and  mince  pie; 
Darkies,  won't  it  look  too  funn}' 

When  Aunt  Dinah  does  shoo  fly? 
Uncle  Joe  and  Hezekiah, 

From  de  old  Car'lina  State, 
Will  be  at  de  golden  wedding, 

Kase  dem  colored  gents  am  great. — Chorut. 

Old  Jim  Grace  will  play  de  fiddle, 

Beat  de  bones  and  old  t  am  bo ;  ;    "     . 

And  Kersands  will  play  de  es.sence 

On  Jim  Bohee's  ole  banjo.  ,     ...  '. 

Macintosh  will  kiss  Lucinda,  ' 

Kase  she  is  so  very  shy; 
And  de  little  piccaninnies 

Dey  will  dance  and  sing  shoo-fly. — Vhorut. 
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BRING-    BACK    MY    SAILOR    BOY. 
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Hp.  kissed  rae  sweet  good-bye  one  day        . 

Beside  the  cottage  gate. 
And  whispered,  Tho'  I'm  far  away,  " 

My  dear  one,  watch  and  wait. 
;        .  The  falling  tears  were  ou  my  cheek. 
He  waved  a  last  adieu; 
'         Cheer  up,  he  cried,  what  e'er  betide. 
My  heart  shall  still  be  true. 
Then  breeze  blow  high  or  low. 
Bear  to  him  iny  message  of  joy;    , 
•     .  And  blue  sea,  over  to  me 

Bring  back  my  sailor  boy 

CHonus. 

Breeze  blow  high  or  low,  -    , 

Bear  to  him  my  message  of  Joy; 
;  And  blue  sea,  over  to  me 

Bring  back  my  sailor  boy. 

I  watched  afar  the  snowy  sails, 

They  brought  no  word  from  him; 
At  night  I  heard  the  stormy  gales, 

Tiiut  made  my  hopes  grow  dim. 
In  dreams  I  saw  him  on  the  deck. 

And  love,  he  said,  be  true; 
Tho'  storms  may  rave  across  the  wave, 

I'm  sailing  home  to  you. 
Then  breeze  blow  high  or  low,  •       '.    .    .  - 

■  :         Bear  to  him  ray  message  of  joy; 
And  blue  sea,  over  to  me 

Bring  back  my  sailor  Iwy.—  r/'onM.     , 

The  dawn  is  bright  on  sea  and  shore, 

A  sail  is  in  the  bay; 
He  comes  to  leave  me  never  more. 

My  love  comes  home  to-day. 
Oh,  bonuie  ship  that  bounds  along,     - 

My  heart  flies  out  to  you; 
And  winds  may  blow  and  seas  may  flow, 

I  know  my  love  is  true. 
Then  breeze  blow  high  or  low. 

Bear  to  him  my  message  of  joy; 
And  blue  sea,  over  to  me 

Bring  back  my  sailor  boy. — Chorus. 
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Won't  You  Dance  With  Me,  Love? 
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■  Won't  you  dance  with  me,  love, 

Dance  again  with  me? 
Filled  with  merry  gladnes.s 

And  joy  our  waltz  shall  be. 
In  your  sparkling  eyes  I'll  read 

Welcomes  warm  and  sweet. 
And  with  hopeful,  gladsome  words 

Each  loving  smile  I'll  greet — 
Hark!  the  music  calls. 

Chorus. 

Won't  you  dance  with  me,  love. 

Dance  again  with  nie? 
Filled  witli  merry  gladness 

And  joy  our  wultz  shall  be. 

Won't  you  dance  with  me,  love. 

Only  dance  with  me? 
In  the  radiant  splendor 

Around  we'll  whirl  in  glee. 
In  the  glow  of  golden  light,     , 

'Neath  each  lustrous  beam. 
Beauty  fairer,  whispers  warmer. 

Glances  brighter  seem — 
Hark!  the  music  calls. — Clionis.    ■ 


DICK   DARLIN',   THE   COBBLER. 
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OchI  my  name  is  Dick  Darlin',  the  cobbler. 
My  time  I  served  down  there  in  Kent; 

Some  say  I'm  an  ould  fornicater, 
But  now  I'm  resolv'd  to  repent.  ^  :      :  ,. 

For  twenty  j'ears  I'd  been  a  rover. 

An' wasted  the  prime  of  my  life;  '.   f' 

One  day  I  resolved  to  give  over  v 

An'  settle  myself  down  to  a  wife.  ^ 


d  to  me.     Now,  upon  ( 


Spoken— Yes,  I  got  married  an'  be  d- 
my  sowl!     a  woman  is  the  most  obstroperous  and  outrageous  v 
creature  on  the  face  of  tho  earth.     Before  I  was  married,  whiuiver  ( 
I'd  go  among  'em,  they'd  be  fighting  for  me;  and  when  I  married 

one  o'  them  in  the  hopes  to  be  quiet  an'  peaceable,  d n  the  day 

she'd  be  aisy  if  she  wasn't  fighting  wid  me. 

Now  I'll  give  ye  the  contints  uv  my  oath:  that  before  I  was 
married  there  wasn't  a  nicer,  quieter,  ducenter,  bether  disposed  or 
meeker  disposition'd  boy  than  myself;  but  since  I'm  married,  be 
gob!  if  I  didn't  git  into  a  bit  of  a  fight  now  and  then,  I'd  go 
mouldy.  And  divil  a  fight  iver  I  was  in  or  heard  tell  of,  but  a 
woman  was  at  the  top,  the  bottom,  both  sides  and  in  the  middle 
of  it. 

Mv  wife  she  was  blinkin'  an'  blearin'. 

My  wife  she  was  humpy  and  black, 
The  divil  all  over  for  sweariu'. 

And  her  tongue  it  kept  going  click  clack. 

Spoken— Bad  luck  to  me  if  iver  I  could  tell  how  a  woman's 
tongue  is  hung  at  all!  We  all  know  that  a  man's  tongue  is  hung 
bj'  one  ind,  but  bad  scran  to  me  if  I  don't  think  that  a  woman's  is 
hung  by  the  middle,  an'  no  sooner  one  ind  strikes  the  upper  part 
of  her  jaw,  but  the  other  ind  hits  the  lower;  an'  there  it  is,  upper 
an'  lower,  the  whole  day  pcltin',  till,  at  last,  I'd  have  to  give  her  a 
welt  in  the  gob  wid  my  last  to  stop  her.  Ad'  thin  she'd  run  out 
of  the  cellar,  roaring:  Watch,  watch,  watch!  here's  this  murder'n 
villin',  he's  killin'  me;  he's  give  me  a  welt  in  the  gob  wid  his  last, 
an'  he's  broke  the  collar  bone  of  me. 

A row,  wirrastrow!  what'll  I  do?    An'  thin,  widout  waitln' 

for  any  one  to  tell  her  what  to  do,  she  up  wid  a  brick  an'  lets 
drive  at  me.  I  can  dodge  it  aisv  enough  'cause  I'm  used  to  it; 
but  another  poor  divil  there,  standing  by  an'  not  sayin'  a  word  to 
anybody,  he  got  it  plumb  in  the  mug.     Up  coincs  the  police  an' 

walks  the  three  uv  us  off  for  assault  an'  batthery,  an'  d n  the 

one  got  batlhered  but  the  poor  divil  who  had  nothin'  to  do  wid  it. 
But  that's  the  way  of  it,  evil  communications  corrupt  good  manners. 

But  now  w'e  are  parted  for  iver — 

One  mornin'  before  it  was  light, 
I  sliov'd  the  ould  jade  In  a  river 

And  cautiously  bid  her  good  night. 

My  troubles  of  wedlock  bein' over. 

This  counthry  I  thought  I  would  try; 
Once  more  I've  become  a  free  rover. 

An' single  I'll  stop 'till  I  die. 

Spoken— A  fellow  came  into  my  shop  the  other  day.  Dick, 
says  he.  Sir,  says  I.  I'll  bet  ye  three  dollars  to  one.'  says  he, 
that  I  can  sole  three  pair  of  lioots  while  you  sole  one.  "Vou  can't, 
says  I.  Will  ye  bet,  says  he.  I  will,  says  I.  Done,  says  he. 
Done,  says  I,  and  to  work  we  wint.  An'  afther  I'd  bate  him,  as 
an  Irishman  ought  to  do,  the  dirty  bla'guard  woultlnl  pav  me. 
But,  maybe  I  hadn't  satisfaction  out  of  liim;  I  wint  out  an'  1  bate 
him;  I  liate  him  'till  I  was  blind  as  a  bat.  I  bate  him  'till  I  brrfke 
nearly  all  the  liones  in  my  body  an'  they  had  to  carry  me  home  on 
a  shu'tther.  He  come  to  me  aftherwards,  an'  says  he,  you  ought 
to  pay  me  somethin'. 

Didn't  I  give  you  a  practical  lesson  in  indusihry?  You  didn't 
know  how  much  work  you  could  do  till  I  brought  it  out  uv  you, 
says  he.  Be  gob!  but  I  knew  how  much  work  he  hinder'd'  me 
from  doin'.  But  hould  on  a  bit;  let  me  come  across  liim  again, 
if  iver  I  come  across  him  again — by  J-s-s!  I'll  keep  clear  uvliim. 


— "How  styles  have  changed  since  I  was  a  girl,"  said  the  old 
lady.     "  When  I  was  young  we  used  to  wear  dresses  up  to  our 
neck,  and  gloves  with  only  one  button.     Now  they  wear  the  glove  I 
up  to  the  neck  and  only  one  button  on  the  dress." 
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The  Man  That  Stmck  O'Hara. 
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Last  night  to  Dan  O'Hara's  house  a  lot  of  good  boys  went. 
We  had  a  splendid  supper,  and  a  pleasant  time  we'wpent- 
Bat  In  every  company  there's  a  fool  who  makes  a  lot  of  fuss, 
And  upsets  all  the  harmony — 'twas  just  the  same  wiA  us. 

Chokus. 
First  we  mopped  the  floor  with  him,  dragged  him  np  and  down  the  stairs. 
Then  we  had  another  go  under  tables,  over  chairs; 
Snch  a  sight  you  never  saw— before  he'd  time  to  say  his  prayers. 
Rags  and  boiies  were  all  we  left  of  the  man  that  Dtruck  O'llara. 

You  never  saw  such  value,  boys,  there  never  was  such  fun, 

lie  wanted  to  apologize  before  we'd  half  begun; 

We  wanted  no  ai>o!ogy,  for  that  would  do  no  good, 

Bnt  to  wipe  out  that  gross  insult,  wc  meant  to  nave  his  blood.—  Chorcs. 

At  first  we  played  with  him,  like  a  cat  will  with  a  mouse. 

We  chased  nlm  in  the  corners,  and,  in  fact,  all  'round  the  house; 

He  shoutetl,  mercy  and  police,  it's  time  that  you  were  done! 

But  when  he  shouted  .-uurder!  oh,  'twas  then  we  had  the  fun. — Chobcs. 


THERE    WAS   A   JOLLY    MILLER. 


V. 
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There  v:R<i  n  jolly  miller  once  • 

Lived  on  the  river  Dee, 
He  danced  and  sang  from  morn  till  night. 

No  lark  so  blitbe  as  be; 
And  this  tlie  burden  of  his  song 

Forever  used  to  be, 
"  I  care  for  nobody,  no,  not  I, 

If  nobody  cares  for  me." 

I  live  by  my  mill,  Ood  bless  herl 

She's  kindred,  child  and  wife; 
I  would  not  change  my  stullon 

For  any  other  in  life; 
No  lawyer,  surgeon  or  doctor 

E'er  had  a  groat  from  me, 
*'  I  care  for  nobody,  no,  not  I, 

If  nobody  cares  for  me." 

When  Spring  begins  his  merry  career. 

Oh,  how  his  heart  grows  gay; 
No  Summer's  draujrht  alarms  his  feara. 

Nor  Winter's  cold  decay; 
No  foresight  mars  the  miller's  Joj, 

Wlio's  wont  to  sing  and  say, 
"  JLet  others  toil  from  year  to  year, 

I  live  from  day  to  day." 

Thus,  like  the  miller,  bold  and  free. 

Lot  us  rejoice  and  sing. 
The  days  of  youth  are  made  for  glee. 

And  lime  is  on  the  wing. 
This  song  shall  pass  from  me  to  thee 

Along  the  jovial  ring. 
With  heart  and  voice  let  all  agree 

To  say,  "  Long  live  the  king." 


MY   DANDY    CIG-ARETTE. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  G<'0.  M.  Klcnck  *  Co. 
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Oh,  my  dandy  little  Turkli-h  cigarette. 

You  drive  away  all  worry  and  all  fret; 

When  vou  bmoke  so  soft  and  creamy  makes  the  prospect  dim  and  dreamy. 

Then  f  love  you,  dainty  Turkish  cigarette. 

Ilavintj  drained  my  little  crimson  coffee  cup. 

Then  I  roll  you  gold  tobacco  deftly  up. 

And  send  blue  smoke  flowers  reeling  lazily  unto  the  ceiling  from 

Out  my  little  Turkish  cigarette. 

C'HOKUS. 

Ciirare'tc.  cigarette,  you're  a  darling,  you're  a  bibv  clfarotte; 
Cigarette,  cigarette,  you're  a  dnamuig  thought,  a  bonlx)n  cigarette. 

Thongh  you  kill  off  dudes,  you  naughty  cigarette. 

You're  a" benefactor  and  I  w"ill  not  fret; 

If  you  rid  us  of  the  chappie  who  makes  our  lives  unhappy. 

You're  a  dainty,  you're  a  good  kind  cigarette. 

Though  I  love  my  little  Turkish  cigarette. 

They  say  it's  rude  to  smoke  you,  and  I'll  bet. 

And  I'll  wager  and  conjecture  that  I  get  an  awful  lecture  for 

Smoking  you,  my  buoy  cigarette.— CaoBcs, 
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WASHING-DAY. 
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The  sky  with  clouds  was  overcast,  the  rain  began  to  fall, 
My  wife  she  wipped  the  children,  who  raised  a  pretty  squall; 
Slie  bade  me,  with  a  frowning  look,  to  get  out  of  her  way. 
Oh,  the  deuce  a  bit  of  comfort's  here  upon  a  washing-day. 

Chorus. 
For  'tis  thump,  thump,  scrub,  scrub,  scold,  scold  away, 
Oh,  the  deuce  a  bit  of  comfort's  here  upon  a  washing-day. 

My  Kate  she  Is  a  bonny  wife,  there's  none  so  free  from  evil. 
Except  upon  a  washing-day,  and  then  she  is  the  devil; 
The  very  kittens  on  the  hearth  they  dare  not  even  play. 
Away  they  jump,  with  many  a  bump,  upon  a  washing  day. 

For  'tis  thump,  thump,  &c. 

I  met  a  friend,  who  asked  me.  How  long's  poor  Kate  been  dead? 
Lamenting  the  ^ood  creature  gone,  and  sorry  I  was  wed 
To  such  a  scolding  vixen,  wlifle  he  had  been  far  away; 
The  truth  it  was,  he  chanced  to  come  upon  a  washing-day. 

For  'tis  thump,  thump,  «&c. 

I  asked  him  then  to  stay  and  djne;  come,  come,  quoth  I,  odds  buds. 
I'll  no  denial  take,  you  must,  though  Kate  be  in  the  suds! 
But  what  we  had  to  dine  upon,  in  truth,  I  cannot  say. 
But  I  think  he'll  never  come  again  upon  a  washing  day. 

For  'tis  thump,  thump,  &c. 

On  that  sad  morning  when  I  rise,  I  put  a  fervent  prayer 
To  all  the  gods,  that  it  may  be  throu^out  the  day  quite  fair; 
Tliat  not  a  cap  or  handkerchief  may  in  the  ditch  be  laid. 
For,  should  it  happen  so,  egad,  I  get  a  broken  head. 

I  ,  ,.    For  'tis  thump,  thump,  &c. 

Old  Homer  sang  a  royal  wash  down  by  a  crystal  river. 

For  dabbing  in  the  palace  hulls  the  king  permitted  never; 

On  high  Olympus  beauty's  queen  such  troubles  well  may  scout, 

While  Jove  and  Juno,  with  their  train,  put  all  their  w.ishing  out; 

Ah,  happy  gods!  they  fear  no  sound  of  thump  and  ecold  away,        ;> 

But  smile  to  view  the  peril  of  a  mortal  washing-day. 


Garryowen. 
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Let  Bachus' sons  be  not  dismayed,  / 

But  Join  with  me  each  jovial  blade;  } 

Come  booze  and  sing  and  lend  your  aid 
To  help  me  with  the  chorus. 

Chokus. 
Instead  of  spa  we'll  drink  down  ale. 
And  pay  the  reckoning  on  the  nail; 
No  man  for  debt  shall  go  to  gaol 
From  Garryowen  in  glory  I 

"We  are  the  bovs  that  take  delight  in 
Smashing  the  Limerick  lights  when  lighting. 
Through  the  streets  like  sporters  figthiug 
And  tearing  all  before  us. — Chorim. 

We'll  break  windows,  we'll  break  doors, 
The  watch  knock  down  by  threes  and  fours; 
Then  lot  the  doctors  work  their  cures, 
And  tinker  up  our  bruises. — Vlwrut. 

We'll  beat  the  bailiffs  out  of  fun. 

We'll  make  the  mayor  and  sherilTs  run; 

We  are  the  boys  no  man  dares  dun,  :  . 

If  he  regards  a  whole  skin. — Chorut. 

Our  hearts  so  stout  have  got  us  fame. 
For  soon  'tis  known  from  whence  wc  came; 
Where'er  we  go  they  dread  the  name 
Of  Garryowen  in  glory. — Cfiorus. 

Johnny  Cornell's  tall  and  straight, 

And  in  his  limps  he  is  complete; 

He'll  pitch  a  bar  of  any  weight 

From  Garryowen  to  Thomond  Gate. — Choru*. 

Garryowen  Is  gone  to  wreck 
Since  Johnny  Cornell  went  to  Cork; 
Though  Darby  O'Brien  leapt  over  the  dock 
In  spite  of  all  the  soldiers. — Chunu. 
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The  Virgin,  Only  Nineteen  Years  Old. 
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.\e  1  was  ont  walking  one  nipht  near  the  strand, 
I  met  a  fair  damsel  all  hooped  up  so  grand;  ■       .  . 

j  She  had  feathers  and  finery,  and  jewels  and  gold, 
•J  And  she  said  she  was  a  virgin,  yes,  a  virgin,  only  nineteen  years  old, 
<;  She  had  featheis  and  finery,  and  jewels  and  gold, 
I  And  she  said  she  was  a  virgin,  yes,  a  virgin,  only  nineteen  years  old. 

}  ili-T  fingers  were  tapered,  her  neck  like  the  swan, 

)  Her  nose  was  a  tiirn-up,  and  her  voice  not  too  strong; 

^  In  three  weeks  we  were  married,  and  the  wedding  IkjIIs  tolled  •'" 

That  I'd  married  a  virgin,  yes,  a  virgin,  only  nineteen  years  old. 
In  three  weeks  we  were  married,  and  tlie  wedding  bells  tolled 
That  I'd  married  a  virgin,  yes,  a  virgin,  only  nineteen  years  old. 

The  wedding  party  broke  np  and  wc  retired  to  rest. 

But  mv  hair  stood  upright  when  my  bride  she  undressed; 

For  a  cartload  of  padding  my  yonng  bride  did  unfold, 

A  thing  rather  peculiar,  verj-  peculiar  for  nineteen  jears  old. 

For  a  cartload  of  padding  my  young  bride  did  unfold, 

A  thing  rather  peculiar,  very  peculiar  for  niueteeu  year«  old. 

First  she  took  off  her  right  foot  about  a  foot  wide, 
,  Then  she  unscrewed  her  left  ear  and  laid  it  aside; 
'  Then  she  pulled  out  her  right  eye,  on  the  carpet  It  rolled, 
I  Thinks  1:  here's  a  virgin,  what  a  virgin,  only  nineteen  years  old, 
I  T'ncn  she  pulled  out  her  right  eye.  on  the  carpet  it  roIlM, 
'  Thinks  I :  here's  a  virgin,  w  hat  a  virgin,  only  nineteen  years  old. 

Next  she  unscrewed  her  left  leg  as  far  as  the  knee. 

Then  she  pulled  off  her  fingers,  I  counted  iiist  three; 

Then  on  her  left  shoulder  a  large  hump  I  did  behold. 

So  I  said,  there's  a  virgin,  yes.  a  virgin,  only  nineteen  years  old. 

Then  on  her  left  shoulder  a  large  hump  I  did  behold; 

So  I  said,  there's  a  virgin,  j-es,  a  virgin,  only  nineteen  years  old. 

When  she  wiped  off  her  eyebrows,  I  thought  I  should  faint. 

And  scraped  from  her  thin  cheeks  a  cartload  of  paint; 

When  she  pulled  off  her  black  wig.  then  her  bald  pate  soon  told 

That  she  was  an  old  virgin,  an  old  virgin,  more  than  nineteen  vears  old. 

When  she  pulled  off  her  black  wig,  then  her  bald  pate  soon  told 

That  she  was  an  old  virgin,  an  old  virgin,  more  than  nineteen  years  old. 

When  she  pulled  out  her  false  teeth,  I  jumped  up  in  terror. 

For  her  nose  and  her  chin  very  near  stuck  together; 

From  the  chamber  I  stepped  it  never  more  to  behold. 

This  virgin,  not  nineteen,  no,  not  nineteen,  but  ninety-nine  years  old, 

From  the  chamber  I  stepped  It  never  more  to  behold. 

This  virgin,  not  nineteen,  no,  not  nineteen,  but  uiucty-nine  years  old. 

Now,  young  men,  take  warning,  ere  to  church  yon  go 

Be  sure  vour  bride's  perfect  from  the  top  to  the  toe; 

Or  you'll  pay  for  your  foll^  and  like  nie  ne  sold 

By  some  patched-np  old  bit  o'  stuff,  cruel  old  virgin,  about  nlnety-ninc  years  old, 

Or  you'll  pay  for  your  folly  and  like  me  be  sold 

By  some  patched-up  old  bito'  stuff,  cruel  old  virgin,  about  ninety-nine  years  old. 


Wedlock  Is  A   Ticklish  Thing. 
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Wedlock  is  n  ticklish  thing, 

Hey  nierriiy  ho,  and  ho  merrily  hey; 
And  will  joy  or  sorrow  bring, 

Hey  merrily  ho,  hej'  ho! 
Oh.  how  delightful  pass  their  days  away, 

Who,  never  spiteful,  only  toy  and  play. 

Spokex — He:  Will  you  take  a  walk,  my  dear?  She:  With 
great  pleasure,  my  love.  He:  Then  pray,  piit  on  your  clogs,  for 
u  is  very  damp.  She:  And  do  you  put  on  your  ffreat-coat,  for 
fear  of  catching  cold.  He:  Oh,  thank  you,  my  darling,  for  your 
tender  care.    Oh ! 

Wedlock's  joys  are  soft  and  sweet, 

Hey  merrily  ho,  and  ho  merrily  hey; 
When  fond  hearts  in  union  meet. 

Hey  merrily  ho,  hey  ho. 

Let  us  only  change  the  scene, 

Ho  terrible  hey.  and  hey  terrible  ho; 
Take  a  peep  behind  the  screen, 

Ho,  terrible  ho,  hey  ho; 
What  she  projwses.  be  it  good  or  bad, 
He  still  opposes  till  he  drives  her  mad. 
Spoken — In  imitation  of  man  and  wife.    She:  Do  you  dine  nt 
home  to-day,  sir?    He:  Can't  tell.     She:  What  shall  I  order  for 
dinner?    He:    What  you  like.     She:    Should  you  like  chicken 
boiled  or  roasted?     He:    Neither,  I  hate  chicken.     She:   Then 
wiiat  will  you  liave?    He:  Nothing.     She:    Oh.  very  well,  sir. 
He:  Very  well,  ma'm.— Thus,  • 

Wedlock  is  a  terrible  state. 
•  Ho  terrible  hey,  and  hey  terrible  ho! 

When  cold  hearts  are  joined  by  hate. 
Ho,  terrible  ho,  hey  hoi  . -,■  ;:,      -     ^ 


Remember  Mother's  Lessons  When  A 

Child.-:/^:  ^■■-■■r..^^  :,.,:•■ 
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How  well  do  I  remember  the  lesson  that  I  learn 'd 

In  childhood  from  my  mother  fond  and  tiiic; 
In  accents  full  of  joy  she'd  say,  my  darling  boy, 

Now  don't  forget  wliat  I  am  telling  you: 
As  through  this  life  you  go  you'll  meet  with  many  a  foe. 

Temptations,  too,  will  oft* beset  your  way; 
But  when  you  kneel  at  night,  ask  God  to  guide  you  right 

In  all  your  actions  each'succecdiug  day. 

Chorus. 
Then  do  not  forget  the  lesson  that  you  learn'd  ,  - 

In  childhood  at  your  loving  mother':;  knee; 
In  thoughts  of  love  so  true  shell  siill  remember  you, 

Tho'  far  from  home  and  mother  you  may  be. 

Those  lessons  that  I  learn'd  I  think  of  ■with  sweet  pride, 

And  cht'iisli  those  fond  mein'ries  dear  to  me; 
Companions  they  have  been  in  childhood  oft  I  wocn. 

Since  when  I  left  my  darling  mother's  kucc. 
As  older  now  I  grow  and  think  of  years  gone  by,  - 

One  tliought  of  niother  helps  me  on  m}'  way; 
God  bless  her  dear  old  face,  none  other  can  replace 

Affections  you  receive  in  childhood's  day. — CltoruM. 
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Hasten,   Sweet  Maiden,  To   Me. 
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Sweet  little  maid  of  the  valley,  where  are  those  bright  eyes  to-day? 

nonrs  for  your  smiles  I've  been  watching,  smiles  tn.it  are  brijrhtcr  than  Maj* 

Here  by  the  side  of  the  brooklet.  «  here  we  so  often  have  stroll'd, 

I  will  sit  down  and  await  you,  where  our  fond  love  was  first  lold. 

CHonrs. 

Sweet  little  maid  of  the  valley, 
I'm  longing  that  dear  face  to  see;  ,     • 

Bad  is  my  heart  with  its  waiting, 
Haeten,  sweet  maiden,  to  me.     •      . 

Gaily  the  little  birds  warble,  singing  their  songs  as  of  yore. 

While  we  were  bulldine  air  castles,  chatting  of  bright  "things  in  store; 

Here  are  the  lilies  and  daisies  and  the  old  rock  In  tne  glade. 

Yet  is  my  heart  filled  with  sorrow  while  I  wait  for  you,  sweet  maid. — Cbobvb. 


THE   ANGELS   TOOK   MAMA. 
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An  old  man  sat  by  his  Are  SO  bright,    "  "   ; 

And  his  grandchild  play'd  at  his  knee; 
She  said,  they  have  taken  my  mama  aw.iy,  ..; 

Why  don't  they  come  and  take  me?  .     -r 

Oh.  Marie,  my  darling,  your  mama  is  dead. 

She  has  cross'd  oerlife's  dark  sea; 
The  angels  have  taken  her  up  to  their  home. 

And  to-morrow  perhaps  they'll  take  me. 

Ciionus. 
Good-night,  mama,  your  trotibles  are  o'er. 
Gone  to  a  home  on  that  bright  golden  shore; 
Never  again  your  sweet  smile  I  see. 
The  angels  took  mama,  why  don't  tliey  tnke  me? 
The  angels  took  mama,  why  don't  they  take  me? 

Oh,  grandpa,  don't  go  and  leave  me  alone, 

For  what  will  a  poor  orphan  do 
Without  any  mama,  without  any  home? 

Why  don  t  they  take  me  when  they  take  you? 
Our  father  in  heaven  will  watch  o'er  his  child. 

And  for  her  witli  his  love  ho  will  care. 
If  you  will  but  love  him  as  your  mama  has  done, 
'  :   V      And  remember  that  sweet  childish  pray'r. — Chxymt, 
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The  Harp,  or  Ireland's  Resurrection.       THE   BRIGADE  AT  FONTENOY. 
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Magic  harp  of  Erin,  what  stills  thy  sweet  ciulence? 

\VJjy  art  tiii>u  silent  when  hII  else  is  glad?  '• 

The  sun  shines  most  glorious,  the  stars  burn  divinely, 

Say,  harp  of  Erin,  oh,  why  art  thou  sad? 

Thou'rt  the  hope  of  the  race  that  adorns  the  story, 

The  gentlest  in  loves,  the  most  fearless  in  wars; 
The  sons  of  Hii>eriiia  to  l)eaiUy  pay  tribute, 

And  their  falchions  flash  flerce  on  the  red  field  of  Mars. 

Thou'rt  the  emblem  of  Ireland,  the  gem  of  old  ocean. 
Wilt  thou  gloriously  ascend  fronj  vile  slavery's  thrall? 

Will  the  God  of  high  heaven  break  the  spell  which  benumbs  thee. 
And  gladden  the  souls  of  the  sons  of  Fingal? 

YesI  thou  chosen  emblem,  great  celestial  glory! 

For  the  harp  in  ihe  heavens  is  Jehovah's  own  lyre; 
Thou  yet  shall  ring  wildly  to  Tara  resounding, 

Delivered  from  uontjage  by  heavenly  fire. 

Yes!  God  in  his  wisdom  and  judgments,  remembering 
The  wrongs  of  the  race  of  the  kinsmen  of  Mars, 

Will  raise  up  a  Joshua  his  tribe  to  deliver. 
And  plant  thee,  dear  harp,  at  His  throne  'mid  the  stars. 
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Copyright,  1887,  by  M.  Wltmark  4  Son* 


.1 
■-i 


i 


-■;. 


The  AVords  and  Muidc  of  this  S^^nx  will  be  wnt  to  an.T  addrf.<<:<.  post-paid,  od  receipt  of  10 

C«uts;  or  tills  aud  anv  two  other  ik>nir»  for  One  l>vllar,  b.v  H.  J.  Avehmaji,  i;a»  Park 

Bow,  New  York  City.    Potitage  btninpo  taken  itaiue  as  uaali  for  all  our  goods. 

The  la!«ie  who  loves  but  me. 

High  up  on  the  cragtry  shore. 
Is  far  away  many  a  mile. 

Tho'  absent,  my  heart  loves  her  mo>e; 
To  India's  shores  I  went. 

But  victory  brings  me  home; 
A  letter  of  love  I  sent, 

With  promise  no  more  Id  roam. 

Ciioucs. 
Then  blow,  ye  fair  winds.  I  pray,  and  htirry  me  o'er  the  sea. 
To  bring  me  safe  home  to  ^lay,  the  lasbie  who  loves  but  me. 

The  sight  of  fair  Scotia's  shore. 

Soon  back  to  my  own  dear  love, 
I'll  clasp  to  my  tond  heart  once  niori; 

My  own  dear,  my  sweet  darling  dove;  } 

For  tlie  plow  I'll  exchauire  llie  suord.  1 

And  ne'er  leave  the  Scots  no!)le  land,  *       i 

But  give  her  my  heart's  best  love. 

With  the  ring  that  shall  grace  her  hand. — Chorut         '. 

Let's    Make   A   Little   Home  For   The 

Old  Folks. 
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Let's  make  a  little  home  for  the  old  folks, 

Can  any  friends  be  dearer  to  us  now 
Than  those  who  watched  our  footsteps  in  childhood. 

With  sweet  affection  smooth'd  each  youthful  brow? 
Let's  make  a  little  liome  for  the  old  folks. 
For  time  is  swiftly  passing — do  not  wait, 
'Twill  not  be  long,  at  most,  they'll  l)e  with  you. 
Then  cheer  their  footsteps  ere  it  be  too  late. 

Chorus. 
Let's  make  a  little  home  for  the  (jld  folks, 

And  C^od  will  surely  bless  yon  and  I; 
Then  cheer  them  till  s»)me  angel  shall  whisper. 
Sweetly  whisper,  take  a  last  good-bye, 
Take  a  lust  good-bye. 

Then  make  a  little  home  for  tho  old  folks, 

Antl  care  for  them  as  long  as  life  may  Inst; 
They'll  honor  any  home  you  may  give  thetn, 

And  G'kI  will  bless  you  now  as  in  the  jmst. 
Remifmber.  years  of  toil's  surely  telling, 

And  well  they  know  life's  journey's  idmost  through; 
Then  clieer  those  loving  hearts,  faithful,  willing, 

Aud  be  to  them  what  they  have  bccu  to  you. — Chonu. 


By  our  camp  fires  rose  a  murmur 

At  the  dawning  of  the  day. 
And  the  tread  of  many  footsteps 

Spoke  the  advent  of  the  fray; 
And  as  we  took  our  places. 

Few  and  stern  were  our  words, 
While  some  were  tightening  horso-girtha. 

And  some  were  girding  swords. 

The  trumpet-blast  has  sounded 

Our  footmen  to  array. 
The  willing  steed  has  bounded 

Impatient  for  the  fray; 
The  green  flag  is  unfolded. 

While  rose  the  cry  of  ioy: 
"  Heaven  speed  dear  Ireland's  banner 

To-day  at  Fontenoy!" 

Wc  looked  upon  that  banner. 

And  the  memory  arose 
Of  our  homes  and  perished  kindred, 

Where  the  Lee  or  Shannon  flows; 
We  looked  upon  that  banner 

And  we  swore  to  0<xl  on  high. 
To  smite  to-day  the  Saxon's  might, 

To  conquer  or  to  die. 

Loud  swells  the  charging  trumpet, 

'Tis  a  voice  from  our  own  land; 
God  of  battles,  God  of  vengeance. 

Guide  to-day  the  patriot's  brand; 
There  are  stains  to  wasli  away, 

There  are  memories  to  destroy 
In  the  best  blood  of  the  Briton 

To  day  at  Fontenoy. 

Plunge  deep  the  flery  rowels 

lu  a  thousand  reeking  flunks; 
Down  chivalry  of  Ireland, 

Down  on  the  British  ranks; 
Now  shall  their  serried  columns 

Beneatli  our  sabres  reel; 
Through  their  ranks,  then,  with  the  war-horse. 

Through  their  bosoms  with  the  steel. 

With  one  shout  for  King  Louis 

And  tlie  fair  land  of  the  vine. 
Like  the  wrathful  Alpine  tempest 

We  swept  ujx)n  their  line; 
Then  rang  along  the  battlefield  ' 

Triumphant  our  hurrah. 
And  we  smote  them  down,  still  cheering: 

*'  Erin,  slanthagal  go  bragh! " 

As  prized  as  is  the  blessing 

1  rom  an  aged  father  s  lip. 
As  welcome  as  the  haven 

To  the  tempcst-tlriven  ship. 
jVs  dear  H9  to  the  lover 

The  smile  of  gentle  maid. 
Is  this  day  of  long-sought  vengeance 

To  the  "swords  of  the  Brigade. 

See  their  shattered  forces  flying, 

A  broken,  routed  line; 
See.  England,  what  brave  laurels 

For  your  brow  to-day  we  twine; 
Oh,  thrice  blessed  the  hour  that  witnessed 

"■rhe  Briton  turned  to  flee 
F^om  tho  chivalry  of  Erin 

And  France's  "'  fleur  de  lisl " 

As  we  lay  beside  our  camp-fires. 

When  the  sun  had  passed  away, 
And  thought  upon  our  brethren 

Who  had  perished  in  the  fray, 
Wc  praye<l  to  God  to  grant  us. 

And  then  we'd  die  with  Joy, 
One  day  ujwn  our  own  dour  land 

Like  this  of  Fontenoy! 
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Tl7e5man*0  ^ammPunj  toon  ©euffc^en  Bi^bmu 


ZHfo.    1.— ent^alttnb  lOQ  iitttv. 


V4.  i<fe  bin  fo  mQbe 

flA,  nxnn  bu  ndrfi  mein  ttgcn 

So,  loie  lit'8  m&fllid)  bann 

VtnnciKn  bon  S^arau 

SIS  ber  (Srogoater  bie  Orogmuiter  nafjtn 

Slfi  Id) (in  jung'  &e\ctie  luar 

Sl9  9loat)  au9  biin  Aaften  rear 

Sm  griincn  ()ubfon.3tranb 

Sn  bcr  icboiteii  blauen  Xonau 

Snna,  )u  bir  ift  mtin  li<:i)flft  ®ang 

Sntroort  ouf  ©riinljonrs  trften  58rief 

Sud)  id)  tuar  tin  Oiingling  mit  lodioem 

-aiif,  il)t  ©riibet,  lafet  un§  waUen  [^aax 

Sugen.  bie 

iBauer  ouf  bcr  (Jifenba^n,  b«r 

XaS  ill  ber  iog  beS  ^crrn 

S>as  neie  jo  aUein  nur  b<r^auS{n(4t  ju 

Ttierteur,  bcr  [iagcn 

2>t'utid)«  ftnabe  in  Smcrtfa,  txr 

Ttei  ftdfurJnQl'i-n.  bie 

SJrel  mniilvc  ajutid^cn  faftcn 

S>utd)niQn'S  ftlagc 

Sine  Seele,  bie  mid)  licbt 

(?iu  45fa(tK:&  Cleb 

(line  muB  nod)  aufia 

St  blinieit  io  luftig  cr«t  Sterne 

Qi  iff  jroar  fcin  Ungliid,  ober  '»  argert 

SS  fUbt  cin  ^Dirt^tOauS  on  ber  fio^n 

||ibucit 

jfrei^eit,  bie  i*  meine 

©epiogte  Gljcmann,  ber 

Qtiine  in  amerila,  ber 

©riinliorn'S  erfter  JBrief,  bel 

(Bute  Romerab,  ber 

lonbelsjube,  ber 

lannee,  ber  ftcrbi-nbe  ©ouet 
^etjmonn  V!cPi 

lincinncfoUcn 

lirfenfnob,  ber 

liftorie  pom  Stub 
jd)  foinine  Dom  ©ebirge  ^r 
^d)  tnor  diingiing  noii  on  3at)rtn 
?nn  Oonunt  bo  fubrcn  unJ 
^m  tiit)Ien  JttcQcr  ftb  id)  t)ter 
5n  ben  Suscn  liegt  boS  fieri 
3n  ber  ^eimotl)  ijt  eS  td)5n 
3n  bir  aaein 
3n  einem  (ii^Ien  ©runbe 
ftopeQe,  bie 
fiiinfilerleben 


ftutJ4f(  ouf  bem  Sorttoften 

fiabicS  in  9lmerifa  .  _ 

Siebe  {anft  man  nic^t,  bie  '         . 

2lebe6.2Berbung 

Screlct) 

^Duie  unb  Cugenie 

Cutber'S  Sabrjftrud)  [SArttl 

^tadjt  man  inS  Seben  fount  bett  erften 
I  TOein  5){ann  ifl  gefabren  inl  ^eu 
;  TOcnge  mufi  ti  bringen,  bie  , 

I  TOoberne  iilebt 
;  TOorgenrotb 

*I»}utter  xoitL'i  nid)t  Iclben,  bie 

^iai)  ber  ficimot^  m5d)t  id)  loieber 

9Jar  fiir  fotur 

C  fd)cu  nur  eiu  einjigS  mol 

C  Strafeburg 

ViX>)i  Icbt  b"rli*  in  ber  ffiOelt,  ber 

8l(itt)Ul  Don  iOien,  bie 

Stattenfongcr  oon  j^>ome(n,  bcr 

Slecept  lum  3lcid)K)erbcn 

Rolen. yifb 

£aIcnioni(d)e§  llrtbcit 

ed)ier  30  ia^re  bin  bu  olt 

&d)leSn)ig>OoIiteiu,  m(erum|(!)Iungen 

Sdjneibttlleb 

Sdjonfltn  9Iugen,  bie 

S(^rocijer'8  ficimmcl) 

Sid)  ouf  SngTiJ4  )U  btrftdnb'seti 

Solboten.fiiebe 

So  icie  bu 

Stop  a  little         .    -     ' 

Sbrone,  bie 

Irinlfprui^ 

Sijroler  unb  Jetn  <?inb 

S}ergi6meinntd)t,  bol 

S-'ertentte  §er},  baS 

aaSolb,  ber 

ttBornUng  I'nid)t 

IS<arum  o'id)ict)t  fo  tnaS  b(ut  )u  2ag 

SBcnn  bie  Sii^walben  ^eimrodrtS  jiibn 

SDcnn  ic^  ein  IBoglcin  tear 

23er  lieben  toifl,  mufe  Iciben 

ils3ilbelmS^81)e 

^it  net)n  nad;  Sinbenau 

S3ir  fiften  io  frob'id)  bcijammen 

SR5irtt)in  JBdjitrlcin,  ber 

2DobI  Diele  tQiifcnb  5)i3ge[ein 

!Bo  foD  id)  mid)  Ijinroenben 

^'  Sauterbod^  bob  idi  mein  Strumpf 


l>Jo.    a.— OntbQltcnb  105  Siebcr. 


Tin  ber  CueDe  fog  ber  Anabe 

Sagemeiner  Soaft 

':il»  ber  liebe  @ott  bie  fQelt  erjd^affen 

aibom  unb  (iva 

SnbreoS  foofer 

a  Teanerf  aebt  uin  .^olj  in  2Da(b 

au  eS  mit  vioal)  ginfl  ju  5nb 

Sir  bie  'i^reuBeii  marjiqirtcn  t)or  ^Stag 

SU  id)  on  einem  Sommertag 

Sis  mir  jiingft  in  StegenSburg  toorcn 

Serliner  SiermamieU,  bie 

93ruber,  (agert  eud)  im  Areife 

iBlau'  Scuglein  Tiub  gcfd^rlid) 

©unbcSlieb 

IBertranb'S  Sbfd)icb 

Til  liegft  mir  im  :^?rjen 

^a  ftreitcn  jid)  bie  i'eut  ^erum 

SDen  lieben  langen  lag 

Xem  fierrn  oUein  bie  C?t)t« 

Da  ban  Tiamantcn  unb  ^erlen 

Xu  Dift  inir  nab  ""b  bod)  jo  fem 

2!rei  a3od)en  t)or  Cftern 

S>ein  iWohl,  mein  ijicbicn 

3)eutjd)e  OTulter,  bie 

(Si  waren  elnmal  brei  ftiiferfnabcn 

^inlam  bin  id)  nitbt  oUeine 

^8  iDorcn  ma(  brei  ©ejeQen 

Si  fann  ia  nid:t  inimer  fo  bleiben 

Sine  '4-'«le  nenn'  id)  mein 

Cinen  jtug.  bann  gute  92ad)i 

Riinfmalljunberttauienb  leufel 

|tern  im  &iib  boS  fdione  Sponien 

Jreunb.  id)  bin  ^ufrieben 

^abr'  mid)  ^iniibrr,  |(^oner  Sd)iffer 

&:jy  au§  bem  2B;rti)Sl)au3 

©utc  'Wutter  TOanbclbaum.  bie 

©lite  9Ja4t,  bu  mein  bcrjiocS  Jttinb 

~  ;inrid)  idjlicf  bei  fciner  9leu»«rmdl)Iten 

amburg  ift  ein  fdioneS  Stdbtd)en 

oil  bir  im  8ieger!ranj 

inauS  in  bie  ^yerne 

od)  t)om  2^ad()tcin 

erj.  mein  fterj,  marutn  fo  trourig 

iilorie  »on'9loal) 
oerj,  onm  ftummcr  tief  geb<ugt 
3d)  toottt  id)  rcdr  ein  SBogel 
^4  bin  ber  iViiift  ber  Xboren 
an  metnem  Sd)lbgd)en  ift'8  gar  fein 
^A  bin  ein  ^reuge 
?l*  bin  ber  tEoctor  Sifenbart 
^d)  bin  bir  gut 

3d)  bab  bir  gefdbaut  in  bie  Sugen 
ammet  feln  —  lufJig  feln 


3m  SEBalb  unb  auf  ber  ^albt 

5a,  beiratben  foU  i^ 

Jebir  IReniif  Ijat  fein  5Dergnligen 

Kufe,  ber 

flein  Irbpllein  mcbr  im  95e(ber 

Vlanb  ber  SccibentS,  baJ 

LMnbenbaum,  ber 

2auf,  OTiiUer,  lauf 

I'ourrntia.  liebe  Ucurentia  mein 

Wurfer,  ber 

TOeine  Stbubc  flnb  jerriffen 

TOdbele,  rud,  rud,  rud 

5)lu6  i  bcnn  jum  Stdbtcle  'nau9 

TOeni^  fon  nid)t  ftolj  (ein,  ber 

TOeinc  erftc  unb  le^te  iiicbe 

TOorgen  mufe  id)  fort  pon  bier     .' .' 

<D?ai  ift  flcfommcn,  ber 

9Jod)  ift  ipolen  nid)t  perloren 

C  Ja-.inenbQum 

C  bleib  bei  mir  ■'  \     . 

Saftlofe  aOanberer,  ber 

Winalbini,  lieber  Kduber  ..  - 

Sd)dferm5bd)en,  baS 

£d)laf  bu  mein  Aiitbelein 

Sebnfuit  nod)  Teutfd)Ianb 

So  DitI  atern'  am  ^immel  fle^en 

Stetjrer'S  4)cimwel) 

Stblefiroig.^olffein 

So  leb  benn  wobl,  bu  flitteS  feauS 

Sd)neiber  in  ber  jremb* 

S(blaue  ^onfel,  ber 

Sdmeiberlieb  : 

S^neibercournge 

3;beure  S3aterban8,  baS 

Srompeter,  bcr 

3:oaft 

Unb  bie  SBiirjburger  ©lotfl!  hatrn  a 

Ueb  tmmer  Jrcu  unb  Rebli^ieit 

Bogelfdnacr  bin  id)  ja,  ber 

9?on  ber  SIpe  tont  baS  feorn 

5QJa8  ift  beS  iJeutfci^n  Sfaterlanb 

SDJaibt  am  Rbein,  bie 

a3Bic  'SbicTOdbbcuttretben 

SBenn  fid)  jmci  feerjcn  f^eibcn 

aSar  Id^  ein  iBrunnlein  Hor 

©ol)Iauf,  no(b  getrunfen 

aSad  i^attcS  miffen  mBd)t 

2Benn  bcr  fjriibling  fommt 

9Dat  wuQ  bei  ftierl 

2Dcr  niemaia  eincn  WauTtf!  gehab! 

SBiUfommen,  o  feliget  TlK-ub 

Sma  orbentIi(t)en  Scut,  ;■;.' 

S»t  Strafeburg  auf  ber  Si  anj 
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Sbfi^leb  nebmcn,  fagt  er 

Sbe,  tu  lieber  lannenwalb,  ab< 

Sae«  tiibH  ber  2iebe  Srcubcn 

Sn  jebem  Sbcnb  gel)  fd)  cuS 

Site  3abr  Pcrgangcn  ifl,  ba8 

Sn  ©d)lofier  bat  en  ©Meden j'bobt 

S16  \i)  no4  ^'rinj  war  con  Srfablnt 

Suf  bcr  SBierbanf  . 

Sd),  rote  buntel  Tmb  bie  OTaucrn 

Sd),  id)  fubr,  e8  ift  Perid)»unben 

S4,  neldx  I'uft,  Solbat  ju  feln 

Suf,  'DJatrofen,  bie  Snfer  oeli(btet 

Sn  bet  Saale  nriincm  Straube 

Suf  Serges  &oben  ISDeil^t 

IBcfrdnjt  mit  v!aub  ben  licfccn  Pouen 

SBriiber,  jammclt  cud)  im  ftreije 

SBiiig(d)aft,  bie 

SSlauen  Sugen,  bie 

SSalb  graf  id)  am  9ledat 

5Bunte  fl-lcib,  ba8 

3?emooftcr  i8urfd)e  jieh  14  oui,  obe 

Ta  brotcn  auf  jenem  SJerge 

3)u  wi:  ft  mir'J  ja  nit  iibcl  ne^nto 

2?cutid)ianb  iibet  oQcS 

£-c§  JBfirfeiifinbeB  illage 

3;rud  nit  io 

STeS  OTidjcl  Soterlanb 

2;cnfft  bu  baran 

Gin  freiffl  i!cben  fii^jren  tolr 

(Srlfonig,  ber 

Sfen,  ni^t  ba§  Jrinfcn 

Gin  t'cben  wie  im  HJaroblt* 

Qi  ifl  ein  ScbuR  gefflflen 

(?in  £{bitilctn  jab  idi  fnbten 

SI  njar  einmal  ein  flSnig 

(fin  3ager  au§  iluvpfalj 

Sroig  roiH  id)  bir  gebbrt'n 

S«  ift  beftimmt  in  ©otte3 

SS  leben  bie  Solbaten 

^riSfdi'  unb  bie  Unteu 

l^riiblingslieb 

"rerbinonb.  loic  fdion  bift  bu 

•r6blid)  unb  wjcblgemutb 

fricfci-ricus  IRrr 

Frifd)  auf  sum  fi-3t)lidipn  ^agen 

iutrn  Sbenb,  lieber  WJoubenfdjein 
©rofemutter  will  tnnjen 
fierr  im  fiauS,  ber 
©err  Sriibet,  nimm  bein  Old6d)en 
©erjig'S  ScJ^o^erl,  lag  bid)  tjerjcn 
^olber  3iingling,  mein  SSertangen 


9lati) 


nt^altcnb  lOS  St(b<r. 

fierbei,  berbei,  bu  irautet  eSngerlrtll 

fiBf,  liehcr  ffiilbelm 

ueute  fdieib  id) 

Sd)  bin  cin  frcicr  OTann  unb  flnge 

Sd)  nwr  SJranbtudiS  nod)  an  5at)ren 

5  tbat  jo  gem  beiratb'n 

5d)  wia  mcln  ©liid  probircn,  marfebireti 

^6)  bat  fie  urn  blc  Sofe 

3m  aJJciu  ift  ffljabrbcit  nur  oQcin 

31^  war  ein  rid)ter  Jjafclbana 

3n  biejen  bcil'gcn  j^aflcn 

d)  fi^nitt  eS  gern  in  one  Sinben  ein 
^n  ber  grofeen  Seeftabt  t'cipjlg 

d)  fomm'  immer  nidit  baju 

(^  bab'  ben  ganjcn  SJcrmittaj 

bv  ^ilrften  ber  aSalbung,  bcrPor 

al)r  ift  gut,  baS 

etit  Jdiroingen  tuir  ben  ^ut 

ein  (Jeucr,  fciuc  Coble 
ftommt  a  SBogerl  geficgcn  • 

fTommt  cin  filonfcr  5Bur'4'  cegangen 
Jfomm',  ftiller  Sbenb 
ficnnt  tbr  baS  iBanb 
Sebe  iDobl,  bu,  bie  iii  Innig  Hebe 
2e8tc  Wojc.  bie 
TOeln  (Jbriftion     .      - 
9Joti}  -         T 

S661cin  auf  ber  feaibcn 
Sle  ftonb  ouf  bobem  Bcrgt 
Sic  loHen  lt)n  ni(tt  ^oben 
Sagt  er 

Stcdbrief,  ber  •   -   ,■ 

e4lad)tlieb 

6d)uftcrjungc  018  ABdjln,  ber 
iobod 

Ueberall  bin  idi  }u  ^aufe 
5Dorrid)tige  3ubc,  ber 
8?on  oBen  I'dnbem  biefer  83elt 
SBafjer  raujd)t,  baC  CDai^er  fd)n)on,  boS 
SBaren  mir  feligc  insc  tr.s 
S^enn  itb  cininal  ber  ^crrgotl  rcii:' 
8DaS  tiinget  unb  finnct  bie  Strc^e  bcrouf 
Sffianbcrn  ift  bc5  9iJiiUet6  2uft,  b>:g' 
ffier  Kill  unter  bie  Solbafen 
5Bir  finb  jwci  tapf're  iPajern 
SOScnn  eS  {cine  (Vlaid)cn  gabe 
SBonn  man  trinfcn  mufe 
iHonX'  ©oft,  fie  ware  m:inc 
SDanPerer  in  ber  Sagemiilu,  bci 
&5aS  frog'  id)  piel  nod)  ©clb  unb  0ut 
JJopf.  bcr  bdngt  ibm  hinten,  bet 


I 


I 


3>ro.    •4.-Sn 
S  ©nfferl  is  a  (dinudrig  lino 
Sd),  adi,  wie  fmb  bie  S^'xUn  fdgiDcr 
Sd),  umfcnft  auf  afler  fianber  ftartcn 
SIlcS  liebt  unb  paart  Ti*  reiebcr 
SQeS,  wa~  roir  lieben.  lebe 
Sae  S»fqclfinb  jdion  ba 
Sis  bie  aloiner  frcd)  geworben 
Sltcn  Tcuttd)cn.  bie 
Sn  Sleris  jcnb'  id)  bid) 
Sn  einfS  ^ddilcinl  iSanbc,  gar  ItebtiA 
Srm  unb  flcin  ift  incinc  foiitte 
Suf,  ilir  SBriiber,  linnet  iJteber 
Sufni  50crglcin  tin  id)  g'jejien 
®ei  einem  SBirtbc  lounberniilb 
8?ci  ^DJanncrii,  rocldic  2iebe  fiiblen 
iPilbung  martil  fein 

©In  au5  unb  eintianga  im  gan^en  2;))rol 
8?in  i  net  an  luffger  SdjiDciicrbu- 
©ringt  mir  !Blut  bcr  cbleii  SReben 
©riibcrlcin  fcin 

Groinbambuli,  ba§  ift  ber  litel 
S;a  broben  oiif  jencin  iPergc 
ToS  ift  aUciJ  eino 
S5a8  ronr  cin  nicblidi  j^eifelcin 
Tcr  liel'fte  Suble,  ben  id)  ban 
Tcr  9??dbd)cn  licb'  id)  Picle 
Ter  ffBeibnadjtsnbenb  fnm  gegangen 
SDcr  2Bcin  er^reut  beS  93?enid)cn  ^er| 
S^culjrt)e9  Soex).  Perjage  nidil 
He  2einenfeber  babcn  eine  jauberc^unft 
SJic  2icb',  bei  meiner  Sbr' 
He  Wojeit  bliiben  im  Jbalc 
^ie  £d)ufter}iinft  blribt  immer  bo* 
5Cie  Sonn'  erroadit  mit  ibrer  'i'radit 
He  aSctt  fllcidit  finer  Sicrbouteille 
3)0  benn  fc  be  5BcI)rcIc  in'?  O^jamtficno' 
iraufe'  ift  aflel  Io  prad)tig 
^rci  niad're  99urfd)cn  fafecn,  ja 
Gin'  fcflc  a?urg  Ift  unfer  ©ou 
Cin  getreucS  S^ex\  ?u  roiffen 
ffin  ftaufmon,  bcr  fid)  £d)ulj?  nennt 
gin  luft'ger  9Jlurifante  marjd)irte  cinfl 
Sin  Slomcr  ftanb  in  finff'rcr  9lad)t 
Cin  Sdiii^  bin  id)  in  bc§  9lcgcnten  Solb 
Cinft  bat  mir  mein  2fibarjt  nebpten 
gin  S3eild)cn  ouf  ber  23icic  ftc.nb 
Sin  SBanborburjd)'  mit  bem  2fnb 
Si  was  braudit  man  um  gliidlitb  ju  lein 
SB  fteht  ein  Saum  im  Cbcnwalb 
SS  thut'8  bait  nimmermcbr 
ffreubPoG  unb  leibPoH,  gebanfenpoll  |ein 
f^reut  eud)  beS  2ebenS 
rFrild),  flonje  ftompanie  mit  lautem  SinB 
PFriib  morgenl  toenn  bie  ^a^nc  frdlj'n 
©clang  PerjdiBnt  bo8  2cben 
©elunbbeit,  Igexr  9lad)bar,  bal  ©Idid^n 
©uanolieb 
^firing  unb  Sufier 


t^oltenb  110  2ieber. 

terilicbdien  mein  unternt  Sl'-f-enfad) 
d)  bob'  cin  hci|jc«.  junp.-S  ffllut 
3*  fenn'  ein'n  betlcn  Gbclficin 
3ib  mBd)te  fie  niobnehen  '     ' 

3m  flrug  lum  griiiirn  jRrar.jc 
3n  einem  I  bale  friiblicli  ftille 
3e^t  gong  i  on'5  SBriinnele,  trint  alcr 
ttegcQleb 

ftlclne  5if(bermdbd»en,  hni 
itommt,  Briibcr.  trinfct  frd;  mit  mir 
2dbmt  bir  bie  Jdiwcrfte  olli-r  Aettcn 
2ebe  roobl,  Pcrt^ig  mein  iiicSt 
2ebig  ift  ber  jdionfte  Sfaiib 
2eile,  leile,  fromme  'iBcije 
2ieb  an  bie  ^reube 
TOama,  ^I'apa,  adi,  fcb'n  Sic  bf(5 
TOeirt  6ctj,  i(b  will  bid)  fragcn 
5Kein  ©crj  ifl  im  <jpd)lcr.b,  i-.icin  iSJerj 
3)}cin  hcrjliebftes  2d)oijerl,  fomra 
9)Jein  2ebenslauf  ift  2icb'  nnb  2uw 
Wein  2icb  ift  cine  Slpncrin 
9JJci  £d)ati  in  a  9leitcr 
Vlix  ift  auf  bcr  91.>plt  niditS  lieber 
^loii  ift  bie  bliihenbe,  golbene  ,^ctt 
9iun  Icb'  TOobl,  bu  flcire  ©ajte 
Cb  id)  bi(^  liebe,  frage  bie  Stcme 
C  bu  lieber  Suguftin.  oOcs  iff  bin 
C  4Salb,  mit  beinen  buft'gen  S^eigen 
Rojcnftod,  jfiolberbliib' 
Sanft  ^aulu£  war  ein  9J?cbifu8 
Sdiau'  id)  bie  S?Bglcin  an 
Sdiciift  mir  mal  SPairifd)  ein 
Scljt  ibr  brei  9lofie  Por  bcin  SiJngen 
Se^t  eud)3u  mir  nnre  i>afe  ben;m 
'£  t»cr^  iff  ein  Ipalfig'e  2;ing 
Sine  loir  nidit  jur  ^icrrlisrcil  getorcn 
€o  is  ba?  Snb'  ber  SSelt 
So  mandter  mBd)f'  ibr  iPliimdicn  fein 
Soiiit  jpielt'  icb  mit  Scepter 
£tanbd)en|dnger 
Sied)partie.2icb 
Stubio  auf  (incr  Keif ' 
ien  ^inS 

^rinfe,  2icbd)en;  trinTc  f^nell 
iPcrgcftf  bie  beut'dbc  Spra<^  niS)t 
aicrlafien  bin  I 
a>icl  Pfien  madjt  PicI  fcrettcr 
Span's  OTailiiflerl  tiwbt 
Si^a?  bab'  id)  benn  mclnem  ffelnlflebdjcti 
aBaifevfan,  ber 
2Betne  nid)t,  et-  Iff  PcrgeberJ 
©enn  bas  otlant'fdbe  ^JJecr 
g3it  wiubeu  bir  ben  Sungferntrtttu 
2Bo  a  nein'8  ^iittle  fteljt 
aSBobtn  mit  bcr  J^rcub' 
Siebt  im  fcierbft  blc  'ilexfy  fort 
S'  TOlincn  an  bcr  ?Joft 
3um.^eiraH)fn  tougen  bie  <Dl&nner 
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\  handful  of  earth 

A,  warrior  bold 

All  on  account  of  Eliza 

Are  von  jroing  to  the  hop  this  cvsnlng 

A  %-iolet  from  niother'n  grave 

An^Cel'g  whisper 

B»;f8V  and  I  arc  onf— REaTATiOK 

Biddv.  the  ballet  pirl 

Be  h6:ne  early  to-night,  my  dear  boy 

Brave  hiizzars 

B«tsy  deptrovs  the  paper— Recitation" 

Blu.?' bells  of^  Scotland 

Ual;v>  pit  a  tooth 

Beautiful  leaves 

Beiey  uud  I  hafe  bnst  np— RB<'rri.noH 

Blue  Abail.m  mountalna 

Chickens  in  the  gardea 

Cow?  are  in  the  com 

C^hiitge  of  the  light  tri^»<J»-  /Ucrr. 

Coiored  hop 

Campton  Racea 

Come  where  my  love  lies  drromltja; 

Decision  in  "the  Gipsy"*  wamlna: '" 

Doublo-brcaeied  maueion  on  tht  sniars 

Dar  am  honey  on  dcM  lipa 


Down  in  a  coal  mine 

Drunkard's  dream 

Dear  Iri»h  boy 

Emmefs  "mountain  song" 

Father  Tom  OXeil 

Granite  mill  dre 

Grant's  trip  around  the  world 

Grave  of  Wolfe  Tone — Recitation 

Gwiue  to  cross  de  river  by  and  by 

Garden  where  the  pratios  grow 

Hanu;  np  your  lint  uehind  the  door 

Hani  times  come  again  uo  mor« 

I  can't  make  it  out,  can  you? 

I've  a  baby  iu  Kalamazoo 

I  don't  like  a  cur  at  my  heels 

In  de  lowlands,  low 

Irish  fair 

•Toe  Bowers 

Keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road 

Kitty  Tyrrell 

Littie  brown  cot  on  the  hill 

Little  old  house  on  the  rhine 

Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old 

Lost  Rosabel 

Little  ilower  you  gave  me 


IvOve's  eludings 

Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  m* 

Moonlight  at  Killarney 

Mother  would  comfort  me 

Mulligan's  funeral 

My  pretty  Jane 

Mary  Aim  McLaughlin 

Mary's  gone  wid  a  coon 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Malone 

Norah,  the  pride  uf  Kildare 

No  one  to  love 

Oh :  Fred,  tell  them  to  stop 

Our  army  and  navy  of  blue 

Over  the" garden  wall 

Old  fashioned  church  on  the  hill 

Old-fashioned  homestead 

On  the  strict  Q  T 

Oh!  breathe  not  his  name 

Old  brown  pants 

Old  mountain  free 

Oar  grandfather's  dayf 

O'R.iily's  billy  goat— RcciTATioif 

Pallet  of  straw 

Patrick,  mind  the  baby 

Patter  of  der  ehingle»— Rbcitation 


Sadie,  darling 
Sarah's  young  man 
Shamus'O  Bnen— Recttatioji 
Spring  gentle  Spring 
Same  thing  over  again 
Schneider  s  ride— Recitatioic 
She  ie  f,ir  from  the  land 
Temple  of  fame 

There  is  a  fine  ship  ou  the  ocean 
Trami)— Recitation 
True  Irish  gents 
Turnpike  gate 
Twickenham  ferrv 
Twinkle,  twinkle,"  little  ttar 
Taiu  O'Shaiitcr  hat 
True  a^  steel 
Tar's  farewell 
Torpedo  and  the  whale 
Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  boys  are 
Vp  at  Jones'  wood  [marching 

\vhen  these  old  clothes  wore  ucw 
Wist!  wl9i!  wisti 
White  cockade 

Way  down  upon  de  Snanoe  rlbber 
Wife's  dream 
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Angfl  Gabriel 

Annie  Lisle 

A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moM 

Annie  oi  the  vale 

A  leaf  of  ivy  from  mother's  grave 

A  look  of  mother's  hair 

An  Irishman's  letier— Com.  Reading 

Bamev  McCov 

Bf  lieve  me  if  all  those  endearing  ronng 

Boyi  of  Kilkenny  [charms 

Boston  burglar 

Boston  Are 

B<-lle  Brandon 

Bii.'  sun  flower 

Biilv  Orlnie?,  tho  tmr 

Jtold  .J:\rk  rymohuo 

(.'o<J  Iivcr  oil 

Captain  Jialc;,  of  the  horse  martaes 

C'.Ck^  the  shutters,  Willies  dead 

r««K.'v's  whiffkev 

Dt^th  of  Piesitfent  Garflcld 

Drifiiii^  with  the  tide 

Dying  Soldier— Recitation 

Don't  call  in  the  morning 


DreamT  eyes  hannt  me  still 

Don't  getwearv.  children 

Eilecu.  sweet  £ileen 

Empty  is  the  stable,  Davy's  gone 

Evening  star 

Flagx  oT  all  nations 

Fanner's  boy 

Fisherman  and  bis  child 

Flying  trapeze 

Gentle  heart  be  true 

German  fifth 

Goodbye,  Susan  Jane 

Gootl-byc,  Charlie 

Give  brt-ad  to  the  poor 

Ood  save  our  president  from  erorr 

Huckleberry  pl(y-nic  [harm 

Hungry  man  from  llarlom 

It's  r.anghty.  but  it's  nice 

I  hope  I  don't  intrude 

I  love  my  love  in  de  morning 

I'll  b<-t  you  a  doll.ir  you  don  t 

I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day 

In  de  eveiiiiig  by  de  moonlight 

I  will  be  true  to  thee 


I'd  offer  thoe  this  hand  of  mine 

I'm  the  governor's  only  eon 

I've  got  R  donkey 

fn  the  days  when  I  wpg  hard  ap 

It  don't  belong  to  me 

I'd  choose  to  be  a  babv 

I  long  to  be  single  again 

I  wandered  by  the  brookstde 

John  Brown  song;  or  glorv,  glory 

John  Mitchell  '  [hallelujah 

Johnny  is  eonc  for  a  soldier 

Jniit  landed 

Jim  Bludso— Recitation 

Kitty  Clyde 

lA-avf  not  your  Kathleen 

L'Cture  on  " domperance " 

Love!  love!  love! 

lA't  the  dead  and  the  beanttfal  re«t 

l,««t  night  I  was  dreaming  of  you 

Mid  watch 

Muldoon.  the  solid  man 

MncKenna's  dream 

Minnie,  hear  the  bluebird  sing 

^Iv  sweetheart,  when  a  bov 


Never  empty  cradle,  twim  are  bom 

Not  before  pa,  dear 

Old  Zip  Coon 

Old  plantation's  lonely 

Paul  Reverc's  ride— Recitatmw 

She's  a  jiil  o'  mine 

Squire  and  Maria 

Sunny  days  will  come  again 

Sailing  oii  the  lake 

ShcrlJaii's  ride— Recitatioji 

Strawberrit^%nd  cream 

That's  how  you  get  served  when  yon 'ro 

Things  I  don't  like  to  see  [old 

Tiddre-a-Wink.  the  barber 

True  to  the  rope 

Toss  the  tnrk 

True  lovers'  discussion 

Under  the  willow  she's  sleeping 

Vjolot*  dipped  in  dew 

Why  did  tney  dig  ma's  grave  so.decpf 

We  are  coming,  sister  Alary 

Yankee  Doodle 

Your  lassie  will  be  true 
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A  hnndred  years  to  come 

Atheist  and  acorn— Recitatiob 

Annie  o"  the  banks  o'  Dee 

A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that 

A  motto  for  e\-ery  man 

Beautiful  dreamer 

B«ui!itifal  Venice 

Blue  and  the  gray 

Biby's  r;ot  a  rrarap 

Bay  "of  Biscay,  O! 

Boys.  keei>  a'.vay  from  the  gals 

Bread  and  cheese,  and  klseea 

Bright  emerald  isle  of  the  sea 

Buck  Kanshaw's  funeral— RBcrranoN 

Caprala  with  bis  whiskers 

Clarabcl  .>frtgee 

College  days 

Come  and  liiss  me 

Digglnsj  for  gold 

Don  t  slam  the  gata 

Duffv'R  opening  night 

Dan  ^laloney  is  the  man 

Dying  Califomian 

Days  of  '49 

Down  by  the  rlTcx  aid* 


Dree  donsand  milea  away 

Ellen  Bayne 

Fearfully  and  wonderfully  made 

Flow  geiitly.  s'A'eet  Afton 

Farmer  satin  his  easy  chair 

Goat 

Gentle  Annie 

Guilty  or  not  p;llty— RrciTATios 

Gnin  tree  canoe 

Hazel  dell 

I'll  hang  mv  h.irp  on  a  wUJow  tree 

Is  it  anybody  s  bnsincsa 

Irithma.i's  «hanty 

It's  funny  when  yon  feel  that  way 

Indian  hnnter 

Indian  warrior's  grave 

Inslt'.slde 

Insh  jaunting  car 

John  .\ndcrsoQ,  my  Jo,  John 

Johnny  Sands 

Katy'?"  letter 

Kisi  me  quick  and  go 

Kate  Kearney 

Little  old  duddccn 

Little  Yawcob  Strauss— REcrfATiON 


Little  more  cider 

Mi^'s  GmberV  Bonrding  hoose 

Miiccgie  by  my  side 

Ml  rne«t  girl  that's  oat 

Mike  Brady's  shirt 

Mi«:let(x;  lioiigh 

Meet  me  at  the  lane 

.^fllllig;ln  guard 

Xctlle  Moore 

.Vicodemns  JoUoaoo 

N.-mcy  Till 

O'Donnel  A>»n 

OH  arm  chair 

O.ir  I'roit  stoop 

Pat  Msllov 

P;;tr!o:«  of  Ireland 

Pat  Malone^-'s  family 

Pritfy  J<>mima.  don't  Bay  no 

Piill  down  your  vest 

Perhaps  she's  on  the  rallwaj 

Piratc'8  serenwle 

Polich  boy— Recitatioh 

Paddy  Blake's  echo 

!{.-)«#  of  Allandale 

Row  of  tenement  honsea 
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Ring,  ring  de  banjo 

Regular  army,  01 

Rorv  O'More 

Spado 

Stump  spocch 

Shelling  green  peas 

Bkiiitighi  pants 

Tipperary  christening 

They've  nil  got  a  wUo  but  me 

Three  black  crows 

Twinkling  stars 

Tapping  at  the  earden  gate 

Thou  art  gone  from  my  ga^e 

Valley  lay  smiling  before  me 

Wnlking'down  Broadwav 

Why  should  the  oi)irii  of  mortal  b« 

Wait  till  the  clouar"  roll  by         [praad 

When  the  band  begins  to  play 

What  i«  home  without  a  mother? 

Who  will  care  for  mother  now 

W'idiw  Malone 

Wi'.'uga  of  oold  Irolaad 
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1  Baby  mine 

2  SucU  au  edncatlou  bat  my  Mary  Aaa 

3  Auld  Luug  Syne 

4  EliuRt-e 

5  Old  cabin  homo 

6  Little  ones  at  liome  .  . 

7  Old  black  Joe  ■      .  -     . 

8  Home,  Bwec't  home 

9  Larboard  watch 

10  Many  cau  liclp  one 

11  KUlarney 

12  See  that  my  prave's  kept  gre«n 

13  Gruudfatlier'8  clock 
M  Eininet's  •'  Lullaby  " 

15  'I'he  harp  that  once  thro'  Tani'g  haU 
l(i  My  country,  'tis  of  thee 

17  Sweet  forget-me-not 

18  Where  was  Mo«e8  when  th«  light  went  outT 

19  Xaucy  Lee 

2iJ  Write  me  a  letter  from  Lome 

21  Beautiful  isle  of  the  sea 

^  Old  folkii  at  lioiae  (Swanee  ribber) 

Zi  Come  back  to  Erin 

%\  Sweet  bye-and-byo 

25  My  pretty  red  row 

2C  Whoa,  Emmal 

27  Katie'8  secret 

2d  YouU  remember  me 

23  Rocked  in  (he  cradle  of  the  deep 

30  Kathleen  Mavourueen 

31  I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  Lalls 
3J  Wearing  of  the  green 

33  When  you  and  I  were  yoang,  Maggie 

31  Cottage  bv  the  sea 

33  We  part  d  by  the  river  side 

SO  When  1  sav  sweet  Nellie  horns 

37  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

Zi  Last  rose  of  Summer 

39  Sliainus  OBnen 

40  Exile  of  Eiin  ,  - 

41  Maggie's  secret 

4i  Or  any  other  man— SCnmp  speech 

4'i  1  cannot  call  her  mother 

41  Would  I  were  with  thee 

43  Poor  old  slave 

as  Cusev  social  clnb 

47  Cujnberland's  crew 

4d  Take  this  letter  to  my  mother 

4i»  A  model  love  letter 

50  Female  stratagem 

51  IIow  to  kibs  a  lady 
m  Dublin  bay 

.'vj  Wife's  commandmentB 

54  Husband's  commandments 

53  Rules  for  bummers 

•Vj  Little  old  log  cabin  In  the  lane 

57  Harbara  Frietchie— RtcfTATioM 

5^  Mnrcliiusr  through  Gi'oigla 

59  When  I  was  a  lad— Pinafore 

(X)  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  the  ee« 

Gl   Dancing  in  the  baru 

(ii  Fire  in  the  grate 

03  Wandering  refugee 

W  Blue-eyed  Nelly  T 

(>3  Minstrel  boy 

60  I^etter  in  tlie  candle 

U7  Star-spangled  banner  ■  ; 

OS  Duncing  on  the  greeo 

GO  Heart  bow'd  down  , 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  watermiil— Recitatios 
7i  Faded  coat  of  blue 

73  Hold  the  fort 

71  Slavery  days 

73  Dor  mule  s'htood  on  de  shteamboat  declt— Rsc. 

70  Little  barefoot 

77  My  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night 

7>S  Home  again 

7'»  Thou  art  so  n-'ar  and  yet  bo  fw 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 

81  Oftlceniles 

Hi  (Jray  hairs  of  my  mother 

8.J  (ioo'd  Rhine  wipe 

8i  I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night,  love 

83  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 

8J  Listen  to  the  mocking-bird  \,  , 

87  When  the  corn  !■<  waving,  Annie 

8S  She  never  blame  1  hlin.  never 

89  Silver  threads  among  the  gold 

90  Little  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

91  Ring  the  bell  softly,  there's  crape  on  the  door 


92  Boy  lost  (laushable) 

93  Iler  bright  smile  haunts  me  still 

91  Sunday  night,  when  tlie  parlor's  full 
95  Gypsy's  warning 
90  Anchor's  weighed 

97  Moon  behind  the  hiU 

98  Swinging  in  the  lane 

99  Sheridan's  ride— Recitation 

100  We  met,  'twas  ii:  a  crowd 

101  Eillecn  Allanna 

108  'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower 

103  Touch  the  harp  guntl  v,  my  pretty  Louise 

104  Girl  1  left  behind  me" 

105  Little  Buttercup 

106  His  sisters,  cousins  and  aunts 

107  Carry  lue  back  to  old  Virginny 

108  Roses  underneath  the  snow 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  fly 

112  Old  man's  drunk  attain 

113  Two  orphans  (iJrooKlyn  theatre  Are) 

114  Amber  tresses  tied  in  blue 

115  Pretty  as  a  picture 

116  I  am  waiting,  Essie,  dear 

117  Three  perished  in  the  snow 

118  Slight  hints 

119  TaSe  me  back  to  home  and  mother 

120  Come  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling 

121  Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 

122  Bingen,  on  the  Rhine 

123  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave 

124  Old  log  cabin  on' the  hill 

125  Cronpy  boy 

126  Skias  arw  out  to-day 

127  The  bridge 

128  Shabby  genteel 

129  Oh,  dat  watermelon 

130  Corain"  thro'  the  rye 

131  Must  we  then  meet  as  strangers 

132  Babies  on  our  block 

133  Brennen  on  the  Moor 

134  Skidmore  fancy  ball 
113  Hallway  Door 

136  Where  the  grass  grows  green 

137  Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 

138  Kiss  behind  the  door 

139  I'll  remember  von.  love.  In  my  prayers 

140  Mary  of  the  wild  moor 

141  Old  wooden  rocker 

142  Speak,  only  speak 

143  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

144  Where  art  thou,  my  beloved? 

145  Mollie,  darling 

146  Yon  may  look,  but  yon  mustn't  totich 

147  My  daugliter,  Julia 
1 13  Raffle  for  the  stove 

149  Balm  of  Gilead 

150  There's  always  a  seal  In  the  parlor  for  you 

151  Driven  from  home 

152  I've  no  motlier,  now  I'm  weepiug 

153  Pull  for  the  shore 

154  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 

155  Good  news  from  home 

156  Fisherman's  daughter 

157  Shells  of  ocean 

158  Massa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 

159  Say  a  kind  word  wben  yon  can 

160  Cure  for  scandtU 
181  Twilight  coterie 
162  Strangers  vet 

103  Castles  in  the  air 

104  Dear  little  shamrock 

165  I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs 
160  Norah  O'Neal 

167  Waiting,  mv  darling,  for  thee 

168  Roseof  Tralee 

169  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare 

170  I'm  lonelv  since  my  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lone  child 

172  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

173  Glove  flirtation 

174  Whip  flirtation 

175  Slave's  dnjam 

176  Don't  you  go,  Tommy,  don't  go 

177  Sweet  Evangeline 

178  Good-bye  at  the  door 

179  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the  heart  can 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you  [never  l>e 

181  Erin's  lovely  home 

188  Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-house 


183  Twenty  years  ago 

184  Paddy  8  land 

185  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  dadlng 

186  Old  village  school  on  the  green 

187  Woodman,  siwre  tiiat  tree 

188  Barbara  Frietchio— Rkcitatios 

189  Darling  Mluuie  Lee 

190  Hat  tlirtation 

191  Fan  flirtation 

192  Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  mountain 

193  Good-bye,  Annie,  darling  (Enoch  Arden) 

194  Why  did  she  leave  him? 

195  A  quiet  little  home 

196  Thou  hast  learned  to  love  another 

197  Marv  of  Argyle 

198  Nil  Desperandum 

199  Sweet  Highland  Mary 
'■X^)  Evening  amusement  (laughable) 

201  Day  1  played  base  ball 

202  Remember  you  have  children  of  yoor  own 

203  There's  none  like  a  mother  If  ever  eo  poor 
201  You  were  false,  but  I'll  forgive  yon 
205  Sweet  Maggie  Gordon 

208  Tanyard  side 
207  Bells  of  Shandon 
•Mi  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell 

209  Whisper  softly,  mother's  dying 

210  Erin's  green  shore 

211  Win  you  love  me  when  I'm  old? 

212  Donnelly  and  Cooper 

213  Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  shore 

214  Little  Rosebud 
213  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

216  Come  Into  the  garden,  Maud 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

218  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way 

219  God,  bless  my  boy  at  sea 

220  Annie  Laurie 

221  Mac's  and  the  O's 

222  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 

223  Lamentation  of  James  Rodgeia 

224  Come,  birdie,  come 

225  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  aieeifi 

226  Ever  of  thee 

227  Norah  McShane 

228  Love  among  the  rosea 

229  Shamus  (^'Brlen— RfCiTATloa 

230  Der  Deitcher  Oal 

231  No  Irish  need  apply 

232  Old  arm  chair 

233  Tim  Flaherty 

234  We  sat  by  the  river,  yoo  and  I 
2;13  I  love  music 
2;i6  Sweet  Genevle^'e 
2:i7  When  the  flowers  fall  asleep 

235  Patrick  Sheehan  .      ' 
239  Sailor's  grave 

210  Pretty  maid  milking  her  cow 

211  Kentucky  Rose 
242  Farmer's  daughter 
21.3  Oh,  dem  golden  slippers 

244  In  the  moniing  by  the  bright  light 

245  Nobody's  darling 

246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

247  Somebody's  mother —Rkitatioh 
218  Birdie  darling 
249  Nobody's  darling  but  mine 
230  Rock  me  to  sleep,  mother 

2.31  Put  my  little  shoes  away  ■  ■ 

2.32  Darling  Nelly  Gray 
2.V3  Somebody's  coming  when  the  dewtf rviTM  liB 

2.34  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  wm»  f^-^ 

2.35  Little  brown  jug 
256  Ben  Bolt 

2.37  '.'fOod-bye,  sweetheart,  good-by« 

2.38  Erin  is  my  home 
239  Katty  Avoumeen 
20O  Sadie  Ray 
261  Bard  of  Armaeh 
202  Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  weep 
20:J  Patrick's  day  parade 
204  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 
265  Si)eak  to  me,  speak 
206  Darling,  I  will  f  ome  again 
267  Bright-eyed  little  Nell  of  Narraganaet  bay 
208  Hail,  Columbia 
2.59  Little  footsteps  ,        •  - 

270  Tim  Finigan's  wake 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  rwrf 

272  Scotch  lassie,  Jean 

273  Hat  me  father  wois 
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274  Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 

273  I've  only  bwn  down  to  the  dab 

276  Dauce  me  on  your  kuec 

277  Kisa  lue  asfiiin 

8rs  Emiuct's  "  LoTC  of  the  »bamrook 
379  V'acaut  chali' 
list)  Swoet  siuiuv  South 
2->l  Our  go<Hl  bliip  salia  to^ght 
2*J  Jcrsoy  Sam 

2S3  CouiJ  homf ,  father  . 

8-i4  Little  Maggie  May 
233  Cackle,  cackle,  cackl* 
2^0  Mollv  Bawn 
2S7  Maid  of  Athens 

^  I    '.WjJ  Sallie  in  our  alley 

L  S    as9  liu  siuin?  on  the  stile,  Sliry 

>■  t;    2Ji)  l'>orold  Ned 

I'-.-         )    2Jl  Uorkiiis'  n:-;ht 

■iJi  Man  iu  the  inoon  U  looking,  love 

'■i.Ki  Wtieii  the  llowlug  tide  comes  In 

•iJi  Don't  g'vo  up  tlie  old  frienda  for  the  n«w 

iWS  Brokon  dow  u 

2jJ  M;irria;ie  Ik'Us 

•■iJT  Have  1  no:  btt-n  kind  to  theef 

••03  Flo  V'iri  Aili  come  iu  May 

•3JJ  Awfully  cl.:ver 

JtXt  My  little  oiic-'s  waiting  for  mo 

3J1  1 11  go  r»ack  to  my  oldlove  again 

o  ij  lljtcher  boy 

ajj  There's  somebody  waiting  for  am 

iiJl  Are  you  thetx*,  Moriarity? 

•i)i  I'ae  e.vine  hack  to  Dixie 

S'Jij  Bid.ilia  Jane  McCuun 

3>7  1-le  de  Black  well 

3  'S  \Vh<ie  are  the  friends  of  my  yoatlkf 

3  0  Siiiaii'.g  on  the  roof 

SiO  Five  cent  shave 

311  llf  II  conveuiion 

31.i  Kcd,  white  and  blUv 

3ii  Old  oaken  bucket 

3U  Little  s.vectheart.  come  and  klse  me 

31 J  Mv  dream  of  love  is  o'er 

8l'3  They  all  do  it 

^17  Old  home  ain't  what  It  used  to  be 

8H  Wait  till  the  moonlight  falls  on  the  water 

3i'3  Llnirer  not,  darling 

3-vJ    Tie  evening  bruitrs  my  heAft  to  the* 

3,'l  Amrrlcan  National  Guard 

S-U  Johnny's  ?o  lia#hful 

ilii  Daisy  beane 

Sil  1  wi-'li  mamma  wa«  here 

32)  Pulliiij?  hard  against  the  streAin 

3.'>  D.uicinij  In  the  sunlight 

3.'r  What  is  it? 

3ii  Th'TP  never  waa  a  coward  where  the  ahamrock 

S.'-J  Love  letters  fjgnvrB 

XiJ  Delia  Clancy 

3.31  Tlie  tramp 

ai.'  LHineiiiatmn  of  Johnny  Reel 

3JJ  Rill  on.  silver  moon 

3U  When  McGuinnese  gets  a  Job 

33 J  Give  an  honest  Iii^n  lad  a  chanc* 

3JJ  Dowu  among  the  daisies 

3J7  Down  by  the  old  mill  ctreara 

333  Do  not  heed  her  warning  (Answer  to  No.  96) 

839  Battle  crv  of  freedom 

810  Ilo-ne  rule  for  Ireland 

3J1  Kidinij  on  the  elevated  railroad 

3}^  When  McCorniirk  rulefl  the  State 

8J3  Sweet  chiming  bclh 

3M  Levi  Kassidav 

3;a  I  want  to  see  the  cotton  fleida 

3H  Waltz  with  me 

3J7  Meet  me  bv  moonlUht  alone 

8i3  Do  they  mi^s  me  at  home? 

Sl9  Lather  and  shavo 

3)0  Haj»pv  be  thy  dreams 

3.1  Take  "It  in 

3>J  Stokes'  verdict  (Jim  Flak  song) 

C'»3  Lardv  dah  . 

3>1  Do  golden  wedding 

Vjj  Mv  mnther-in-law 

3V5  What  should  make  thee  sad.  my  darllngf 

3j7  Dear  Italian  irlrl 

36i  Banks  of  Brandywine 

Go")  (>ld,  and  onlv  in"  the  way 

3i»  Six  feet  of  earth 

•9 'd  Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 

8Ji  Veilow  rose  of  Texas 

j-a  When  my  ship  comes  In 

3Ci  One  pound  two 


3(a3  We  have  met,  loved  and  parted 
9t>(i  Bummers'  hot«l 
307  I'm  gettmg  a  big  boy  now 
'MS  I  shall  never  be  tiappy  again 
809  Soldier's  farewell 

370  Old  kitchen  floor 

371  Sweet  Belle  .Mahone 
3Ti  My  dear  Savannah  home 
873  Billv  Barlow 
374  Wild  Irish  boy 
87^  Dwendy-seveu  cents 
a70  A  starry  night  for  a  ramble 
377  liOcked  out  after  nine 
87S  Whip-uoor-will'9  song 

379  Day  when  yonll  forget  me 

380  You'll  miss  me  when  I'm  gone 
3(31  Son  of  a  ganibolier 
8Si  Golden  stair 
3*3  Your  little  Liza  loves  you 
3-<4  Americau  boy 

3<)  Yo;i  get  more  like  your  dad  every  day 
3>*«5  Barney  McCoy 
3:<r  Kazors  in  the  air 
as8  Sal  lie  Horner 
S5«9  Willie  Reilly 

890  Sweet  Aleen 

891  Old  sexton 
iJi  Pull  down  the  blind 
3:1.3  Do  they  think  of  me  at  home» 
S'M  Tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone 
39.")  Barbara  Allan 
39j  'Loncjshoremen's  strike 
397  Bonnie  sweet  Besbie,  the  maid  of  Dundee 
3U"3  Bathing  song 
339  Carrie  Lee 
4(iO  One  wide  riVer  to  cross 
401  Moon  is  out  to-night,  love 
<10,'  lievii'-i  In  New  Jersey 
403  Uambler  from  Clare 
401  Pretty  little  blue-eyed  stranger 
AXi  Faded  rtowrrs 
40  J  Dark-eyed  »^ailor 

407  H060  of  Killarney 

408  Cot  in  the  corner 

409  Boys,  keep  away  from  the  glrla 

410  Phantom  fcKUSteps 

411  Bonny  bunch  of  roses 
iVi  Pat  Roach  at  the  play 

413  Dorfln's  ass 

414  Banks  of  Claudy 
413  What  are  the  wild  waves  saying 
41f'>  Her  front  name  is  Hannar 

417  Sweet  Evelina 
413  Behind  the  scenes 
419  Gospel  raft 

AM  Don't  put  the  poor  worklnjfman  down 
4;il  Cruinkeen  lawn 
4-i-i  I  had  but  fifty  cents 

4'.J3  I'm  loavint;  now  the  old  folka 

4:.'4  Irich  .Molly.  ()! 

4:^5  Ring  mv  mother  wore 

i-M  The  blackbird 

427  Little  cherry  blossom 

4-i8  Wist,  wist,  wist 

4-2&  A  violet  from  mother's  grave 

4.30  Nelly  Rav 

4.31  .Maggie,  darling,  now  good-bye 
4:3-2  Rise  it.  Reilly 

433  Meeting  of  the  waters 

431  Wait  for  the  turn  of  the  tide 

435  Old  farm  gate 

4:36  Oh,  Fred:  tell  them  to  stop 

437  McDonald's  return  to  Glenco 

4;38  Mitntle  so  green 

439  Uncle  Tom's  lament 

4-10  .Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  yon r  ma 

4-11  Old-fashioned  homestead 

412  Emmet's  "  Mountain  song  " 

443  Old-fashioned  church  on  the  hill 
1-54  A  handful  of  turf 

445  Beauty  of  Limerick 

446  Mrs.  Brady's  daughter 

447  Mary's  gone  with  a  coon 

418  Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  star 
449  In  happy  niomeiiti 

4.'J0  Hi  Jenny,  ho  Jennv  Johnson 
451  .\11  on  account  of  £liza 
4!i2  Emmet's  "  I  know  what  love  is  " 
453  Down  In  a  eoal  mine 

14.54  Drunkard's  dream 
455  Joe  Bowers 


456  There's  a  fine  ship  on  the  ocean 

457  Put  me  iu  my  little  bed 

458  Little  old  house  on  the  Rhine 

459  Stolen  kisses  are  the  sweetest 
4ti0  Der  bmve  huzzars 

461  Little  old  log  cabin  by  the  Btream 

402  Paddle  your  own  can>H3 

463  Wiihlu  a  mile  of  Edlnboro'  town 

464  Ilotv  the  gates  came  ajar 

403  Arkansaw  traveler 

466  Grant's  trip  around  the  world 
407  Old  leather  brveches 

468  Rocky  road  to  Dublin 

469  Turnpike  gate 

470  Little  old  German  home  acroea  the  Ma 

471  Beautiful  girl  of  Klidare 

472  Bjiby's  got  a  tooth 

473  My  poor  heart  Is  sad  with  iU  dreaming 

474  Pallet  of  straw 

475  Low-back'd  car 

476  Your  lassie  will  be  true 

477  In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 

478  When  these  old  clothes  were  new 

479  Up  at  Jones' wood 

480  Boston  burglar 

481  The  Campwlls  are  comin' 

482  You  never  miss  the  water  'till  the  well  rons  dry 

483  Bonnie  Eloise 
4&J  River  Roe 

4S5  .Murder  in  Cohoea 

486  Poor  little  Joe 

4S7  Along  the  Kansas  line 

488  Banjo  now  hangs  silent  on  the  door 

489  Wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by  '       • 

490  Over  the  garden  wall 

491  I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day 

492  Blue  Alsatian  mountains 

493  Charming  young  widow  I  met  in  the  train 

494  Black-eyed  Susan 

495  Spanish  cavalier 
49;t  Grave  of  Bonaparte 

497  Old  dog  Tray 

498  Jaanira 

499  .Moonlight  on  the  lake 

500  Mabel  Clare 

501  All  that  glitters  la  not  gold 

602  .Marseilles  hymn 

503  God.  save  the  Queen 

504  Rolling  home  in  tlie  morning 

603  If  ever  I  cease  to  love 

O'.HJ  Cheer,  boys,  cheer  '  ; 

507  Dixie's  land 

508  Mother  says  I  mustn't 
5<X)  Fellow  that  looks  like  me 
510  Watch  on  the  Rhine 

611  A  lock  of  mother's  hair 

612  Stop  dat  knocking  at  de  door 

613  Virginia  rosebud 

514  Rixl  robin  -^ 

515  Gospel  train 

010  We  won't  go  home  till  morning 

517  Lottie  Lee 

518  Who's  at  my  bedroom  window? 

519  I  have  no  home 

620  It  8  nice  to  be  a  father 

521  Won't  you  tell  me  why,  roblnf 

529  Only  to  see  her  face  again 

623  Kingdom  coming 

5',M  Barney  O'Hea 

5^5  Teddy  O'Neal 

526  Man  with  the  sealskin  pants 

527  Medicine  Jack 

528  i\  leaf  of  ivy  from  mother's  grav« 
5~'9  Keep  in  the  middle  of  the  rwid 
510  Laimlgan's  bail 

531  Lula  Is  gone 

532  An  Irishman's  toaat 

533  Village  blacksmith  - 

534  Naughty  Clara 
583  Dving  nun 

536  When  the  leaves  begin  to  torn 

537  Larry  O'Brien 

538  Mother  kissed  mc  In  my  dream 
689  I'll  hung  mv  harp  on  a  willow  tree 

510  Dying  Califoriilan 

511  Grandmother's  birthday 

542  Come  where  my  love  lies  dreaming 
513  Pop  coes  the  weasel 
5n  Slonkev's  wedding 
515  .Mary  had  a  little  lamb 
546  Wall  for  the  wagon 
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M7  The  Corkier 

5JS  Uuclc  Sam's  farm 

6J9  My  old  wife  and  1 

sio  Tin  eo  lonelv 

Kl  Only  as  far  as  the  gate 

fi'yi  Put'k-a-boo 

653  Moonlight  at  Killarney 

551  ril  wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by 

655  Wc  never  speak  as  we  pass  by 

656  Tipperary  christening 

557  Be  home  early  to-uight,  my  deir  b«fjr 

558  Old  rustic  bridge  by  the  mill 
659  Paddy  Magce's  dreain 

600  Dreaminsf  of  honi^*  and  mother 

501  Shall  we  know  each  other  Lheref 

5Cit  Jolly  Irishman 

6J3  Folks  that  put  on  airs 

6-U  Rosalie,  the  prairie  flower 

HSi  If  i  iiud  but  a  thousand  a  y«ar 

bJi  Fisherman  and  his  child 

607  Swatc  C;i8tle  Oaixien 

533  In  ihu  gloaming 

5Ci  Uiingiue  iNiCk  theon«Ilov»  , 

^70  Spider  and  the  fly 

5ri  A  warrior  bold 

5:2  Tar's  farewell  , 

6r3  In  her  Utile  bed  we  laid  her 

674  Dark  girl  dressed  in  blue 

575  Separation 

67rt  Pitcher  of  beer 

577  Neil  McGuUiKan '9  daughter,  Mary  Ann 

57ii  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there 

579  If  8  a  cold  day  when  I  get  l<;it 

580  Alice,  where  art  thou* 

5;jl  Meet  me.  Josie.  at  the  gate 
S'ti  Jessie  at  the  railway  bar 
5.S3  Ada,  w  ith  the  golden  hair 
Mi  Streets  of  New  Vork 
CSj  Courting  in  tlie  rain 
58G  I'm  dving  for  eoine  one  to  Ioto  toe 
5-^7  Is  tlia't  Mif^ter  Reilly? 
5.S8  Let  my  name  be  kindly  spoken 
5S9  Dar"s  one  more  rlbber  for  to  crou 
SaO  Napolccn'o  farewell  to  Paris 
6;il  Poor  old  Mike 
532  Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-by» 
5ja  A  life  on  the'ocean  wave 
5*1  I  am  dreaming 
5J5  Gypsy  Countess 
S'JtJ  She's" as  good  as  gold 
5'J7  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night 
698  Shoo,  fly !  don't  bother  me 
539  Ten  tho'usana  miles  away 
000  Give  my  love  to  all  at  home 
601  Mygel  Snyder's  party 
ij&i  Increase  of  crime 
mm  Ship  on  fire 
/ '4  Joseplius  Orange  Blossom 
C05  Oh!  Susannah 

006  Old  Bob  Ridley 

007  Bonnie  blue  flag 

603  Nell  Flaugherty'i  drakB 
600  John  Barleycorn 
CIO  Rules  for  love-making 
CI  1  Laud  Lea<^ue  Band 

612  Down  by  the  old  abbey  rolne 

613  Gk>riousG9th 

614  Old  willow  cradle 

615  Fiinnv  old  gal 

610  Relijfous  card  player 

017  Paddv's  the  l)oy  • 

018  Teddy  McGlvnn 

019  Lads  who  live  In  Ireland 
Q-H)  Worn-out  sailor 

e,i\  Mott  8tre<»t,  449 

622  Limerick  Is  beautifol 

C."  Seven  oud 

C;.»4  Let  me  kiss  him  for  hie  mother 

«5  Pretty  lips 

6-.I3  Sullivan  8  boot  in  my  eye 

037  Villikins  and  his  Dinah 

628  Captain  with  his  whiskcre 

039  A  knot  of  blue  and  gray 

UW  Foley's  hotel 

f.:ll  I'll  meet  her  vrhen  the  sun  goes  down 

C'W  Never  take  the  horseshoe  from  the  doer 

&13  Woman,  lovely  woman 

<".i  I  Napoleon's  dream 

635  When  the  robins  nest  again 

636  Ohl  you  little  darling,  Ilove  yoo 
C37  Just  dowu  the  l&ne 


038  Call  me  back  again 

639  Milwaukee  Are 

640  One  of  the  finest 
C4i  Over  the  monntaiu 

042  Belle  of  the  ball  ,^ 

648  Fanner's  boy 

644  When  Jack  comes  home  agam  (Sailing) 

645  Hush-a-tjye.  baby 

646  Where  the  Ivy  grows  so  green 

647  Bridget  Donahue 
618  Dowu  the  hill 

649  My  Nellie's  blue  eyea 

650  Raggefi  coat 
051  Klitv  Kimo 

652  Litife  darling,  dream  of  me 

653  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fruit 

654  Mluute  gun  at  sea 

655  Some  day 

656  Sour  krout 

057  Don't  give  the  name  a  bad  blace 

658  Racketty  Jack 

»i59  John  Brown  song  (Glorv,  glory  hallelujah) 

600  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  boys  are  marching 

661  A  dollar  fifteen  cents 

662  Roger  O'Mailey 

C63  Don't  make  a  noise  or  else  yoa'U  wake  the  baby 
664  Bring  back  my  bonnic  to  me 

605  Belleville  convent  Are  (lUinoia) 

606  I'll  await  my  love 

0*57  Hard  times  come  again  no  more 

668  Mulcahey's  gone  awiiy 

609  Nineteen  hundred  aiid  one      " 

070  Colleen  dhas  maclirof 

671  Onlv  to  sec  thee,  darling 

6?2  Blue  bells  of  Scotlnnd 

673  A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother 

674  That's  how  yon  get  served  when  you're  old 

675  Dear  little  innocent  things 

676  Mother,  I've  conn;  home  to  die 

677  Juet  before  the  battle,  mother 

678  Down  in  a  diving-beli 

679  Kissing  through  the  bars 

680  Skipper  and  his  bov 

681  Young  man  from  t&e  .ountry 

682  I'll  be  dar 

683  Midshipmite 

684  Eleventh  Regiment  (N.  O.  8.  N.  Y.) 

685  Naughty,  naughty  men 

686  Naughty,  naughty  girls 

687  New  coon  in  town 

688  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  tree?  ^  . 

689  Bold  soger  boy 

690  Heenan  and  Savers 

691  Come,  landlord',  fill  the  flowing  bowl 

692  Sallv,  come  np 

693  Sea  king's  burial 

691  One  horse  open  sleigh    -  \ 

695  Baby  show 
690  Swim  out  for  glory 

697  Jessie  Green 

698  Duffy's  grand  opening  night 

699  I'm  a  dude 
7tX)  Run  for  the  doctor 

701  Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs  , 

702  My  good-looking  man 

703  How  a  married  w  oman  go»s  to  sleep 

704  I'm  off  for  Baltimore  ,  . 

705  Bright  little  spot  on  the  ocean 

706  I  tickled  her  under  the  chin 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  linn 

708  My  Newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May 

710  Tbn  years  in  Cherry  HUl 

711  Maloney's  the  man 

712  Ship  that  never  returned 

713  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep? 

714  How  much  does  the  baby  weigh? 

715  A  mother's  watch  bv  the  sea 
718  Uncle  Blllv's  dream" 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

718  High-water  pants 

719  Every  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-and-bjre 

720  I'll  send  you  down  a  lotte'r  from  the  sky 

721  Paddy  stole  the  rope 

722  Duffy,  the  swell 

723  Not  much 

724  Don't  leave  your  mother,  Tom 

725  Prettv  little  dark  blue  eyes 
72(i  A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss 

727  Dream  faces 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 


729  Good-bj-e  to  my  Southern  sonny  hoa* 

730  Prctly  little  rosy  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  the  window  to-night,  lot* 

732  Hard  up 

rJS  Forgive  and  forget 

7;J4  Capuin  Mifhler 

735  Butterfly  dude 

730  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

737  Leaf  bv  leaf  the  roses  fall 

788  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  Ennlskillen  dragoon 

740  Papa's  baby  boy 

741  I  ni  n't  as  young' as  I  used  to  be 

742  The  Dreadnought 

743  See-Baw 

744  What's  In  a  Kiss? 

745  Hush,  little  baby,  don't  yoo  Ctjr 

746  Darling  C'lo' 

747  Mother's  last  .eqnest 
7-13  Texas  ranger 

749  God,  save  Ireland 

7*0  Tho' rich,  I'm  no  better  than  you 

751  Bold  Jack  Donahue 

(52  Last  faiv'well 

753  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 

754  Mary  Ann  Kehoe 

755  Onlv  an  emigrant 

756  My  Donny  boy  is  young,  but  he's  growing 

757  The  farmer  feeds  us  all 

758  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hot         ;  . 
1 59  Better  davs  will  come  again 

700  Baby's  lu"llaby 

761  Dying  girl's  message 

702  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

7G:J  Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye.  bye 

764  Somebody's  tall  and  handsome 

765  Mother  keei>6  the  gate  locked  now 
7tW  Sweet  Alpine  roses 

707  Morrissey  and  the  Bcnlcla  boy 

708  Constant  farmer's  son 

709  Upper  ten  and  lower  five 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Keyhole  In  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  square,  boye 
lid  Lackawanna  spooners 

774  Cot  where  I  was  bom 

775  Burke's  dream 

776  Four-leaved  shamrock 

777  Up  a  tree 

778  Down  where  the  Illv  belli  grow 

779  Behind  the  parlor  door 

780  Peggy  O'Moore 

7H1  Suniiv  hours  of  childhood 

782  O'Reilly,  the  fisherman 

783  Old  village  blacksmith's  shop 

784  FalhC  one.  I  love  thee  siLU 

785  Shannon  side 

786  Pennsylvania  tramp 

787  We'll  paint  the  town  red 

788  I^ok  alwaye  on  tlie  snimy  aide 
78.1  Grt-en  linnet 

790  Gentle  Annie 

791  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 

792  There's  a  light  in  the  window 

793  Annie  of  the  vale 
791  Rising  of  the  moon 

7ft5  Who  will  care  for  mother  now? 
7'90  Let  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  reet 
797  Sights  for  a  father 
793  Old  gray  mare 

799  How  is  your  sister  Mary? 

800  Clara,  Clara,  will  you  come  out  to-nlgfatf 

801  Grandma's  vacant  chair 

803  America's  emblem,  the  %1olet 

803  Knocking  at  the  gates  of  Jordan 

801  Take  good  care  of  mother 

805  Wliisi>er  and  a  kiss 

800  Old-faghioned  photograph  of  mother 

807  Good-bve.  Mike  good-bve,  Pat 

808  Little  Mag  and  I 

609  Cradle's  empty,  imby'e  gone 

810  Rosy's  Sunday  out 

811  My  sweetheaii's  family 

812  Little  wife.  Nellie 
613  Too  utterlv  utter 

814  I'm  a  dandy,  but  I'm  no  d3de 

815  They  can't  keep  the  worklngman  down 

816  Angel  mother  waits  for  me 

817  Good-night,  but  not  good-bye 

818  Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  aky 

819  Just  plain  Jim 
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OlSTE     CENT    EA.CH. 


880  Mind  and  b«  bene  when  the  clock  strikes  ton 

^l  Where  the  pn.'.t>  little  shaiuiock  grows 

ftii  Mv  little  four-kaf  bhaiurock  from  Ukuoore 

8iJ  white  Wings 

8-4  Always  take  mother's  advice   ,. 

Sij  Pretiv  poi'.U  liiu'8 

(i.'J  Dear'Hobiii,  1  11  bo  true 

S.'?  MlKudo  .McAliister 

8.a  For  one  ilav  of  liukoy  there'e  six  dajrs  of  hash 

b-'iJ  Poor  eld  dad 

SJO  The  Iladdmg'onshlie 

831  McSorley's  twiijj 

8il  Cricket  on  the  hearth 
.     8.«  1  had  S15  in  niv  In.-ldo  poclcM 
[.-•        )    83J  Triililhi'^  buck  toGoori;iii 
JE-  >    8:15  Xobie  kiiii;htv*  of  labor 

&i6  He  gets  tliire  .1n-;t  the  same 

8;jr  Jdhimv.  get  )our  n.m 

8:1:)  Miss  F^o>{art.\  V  Cliri.-iiuas  cake 
I''         i    HJJ  .Maj;<,'ie  Darfo\v"s  wi  Icoiua 

8K)  t'ome  Bit  by  me,  mother 

811  Tai  not  aslt'ep 

6li  Put  on  de  golden  shoe 

&ii  I'll  think  of  my  mother  at  home 

Wl  Two  little  ras^i^ed  urchiua 

843  Silver  bells  of  memory 

W'J  Majjgie,  dear,  I'm  called  away 

8ir  Sotk  her  on  her  kL?ser 

BW  Oh!  von  kriris 

8U  Because  she  ain't  buUt  that  way 

80J  Flaiiiiran,  the  lodger 

851  Marriv.-d 

Si-J  Garden  where  the  praties  urow 

•ij^i  Voull  be  kin<l  to  my  mother  when  I'm  gone 

%»  Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma:  oh,  mamma! 

S55  An  ai;ricultural  Irish  girl 

S50  I  a;n  a  man  that's  done  wrong  to  my  parent* 

357  Tins,  linij,  that's  how  the  beU  goes 

95S  Annie  Lisle 

6")J  I  will  be  true  to  ihec 

9>)  Down  bv  the  river  side  I  strayed 

Sul  KiuvC'lvde 

^ii  Under  the  willow  she's  sleeping 

b03  Bay  of  Biscay,  01 


S;i  nazcl  dell 

8  -")  It's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way 

8  W  They've  all  got  a  wife  but  me 

8or  What  is  homo  without  a  moiLerf 

*i8  Bowery  Grenadiers 

rtOJ  Don't  you  dare  to  kiss  me,  Joe 

870  Good-bye,  Susan  Jaue 

871  Xollie  was  a  Jady 
8T3  Nettie  Moore 
87-J  To  the  West 

874  Joe  Hardy 

875  Think  of  your  head  In  the  morning 
87(5  Wash  me,  mother,  dear 

877  Remember,  boy,  you're  Irish 

878  Where  can  the' wanderer  bef 
87U  Colored  band 

880  It's  naughty,  but  It's  nice 

881  We'd  better  bide  a  wee 
tStti  Come  alouk:,  my  darling 
88:1  Old  turnkey 

8*4  Sarah's  youns;  man 

885  She's  the  image  of  her  mother  in  a  1000  different 

8'iO  Belle  Brandon  ^ways 

8^*7  Dreamy  eyes  that  hanut  me  still 

8t$8  Hungry  man  from  Harlem 

8'i9  Wheirj>)hnny  comes  marching  home 

8A(  I  was  despised  because  I  was  poor 

81>1  Meet  me,  darling  Kate,  by  the  cottage  nite 

8!>-'i  Thou  hast  wounded  the  spirit  that  loved  thee 

blKi  Clementine 

VM  Sweet  heather-bell 

WJ  Windy  man  from  BrookUTj 

HM  Swinging  on  the  old  riixtlc  gate 

8117  You'll  never  miss  your  mother  till  she's  gone 

SU-*  Remember  me  lo  all  at  home 

Syj  Oh,  what  a  iiinht 

900  Did  you  notice  M 

901  Since  my  inother'H  dead  and  gone 
90-J  America  iK-ats  them  all 

90.J  Australian  exile 

9Ut  Just  to  show  my  respects  to  McOlonls 

905  Gathering  the  myrtle  with  Mary 

90«J  Her  own  boy.  Jack 

907  Clara  Nolan's  ball 


908  Letters  we  carved  on  the  tree 

909  Two  Irish  police 

910  Little  old  red  shawl  my  mother ' 

911  Our  Jack's  come  home  to-day 
91^  He's  never  done  auythmg  since 
913  Oh,  Mr.  Flanigan 

91 1  Can  you,  then,  love  another? 
U15  Lighthouse  bv  the  sea 
OIC  An  Irish  fair  day 

917  It's  for  money 

918  As  I  read  the  paper  throogh 

919  Tliey  can't  do  it,  you  know 
9'M  Li  tier  that  never  came 

{l-Jl  A  handful  of  earth 

»i»  Is  Maud  Inr 

O-^'t  Southern  soldier  boy 

\m  Green  mossy  banks  of  the  Le« 

9-J5  Manchester  martyrs 

9-,'(i  Dear  Irish  boy 

9*^7  I  haven't  for  a  long  time  now 

9"^  Save  my  mother's  picture  from  the  aala 

9-.'9  Rock-a-bye,  baby 

0:30  I^y  niv  head  beiteath  a  roee 

931  Casllebar  boy 

9:t!  Flora  Bc-lle 

9;W  It's  dndlr'h,  you  know 

9:i4  The  letter  came  at  last 

935  My  pretty  Jane 

9^36  Lips  that  touch  liquor  shall  never  toach  mine 

9!i7  Wrap  the  flag  around  me,  boys 

938  Dad's  dinner  pail 

9:39  The  Spreo 

940  Black  pic-a-ninny 

941  Widow  Nolan's  goat 
9K  Maid  of  the  mill 

9W  Paddy  Duffy's  cart  "^ 

94(  Little  i;reen  leaf  in  our  blbla 

945  Mary  Kelly's  beau 

94t>  He'll  be  back  bye-and-bye 

917  Bonny  Black  Bess 

918  Little  Widow  Dunn 

919  Ghost  of  Benjamin  Binna 
950  Man  that  suuck  O'llara 
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I   PAID   THE   $10    TO    O'GKADY. 

Ci.pyiight,  188S,  li>  Will  H.  Koiimxlj,  .\«>iit. 


rviTinx 

Mkskv  .1.  \Vkiiman.S<>iij{ 

to  imblixli  the  wyrds  vl  my  Soup*.-  IIakrv  Kknnkkv 


All  i>»»r«in!<  nn-  wnnxil  fniiii  imlilisliint;  tlli^<  >«>ii>r  iiikUt  iK'niilly  of  ilif  lji»  • 
I'lililiHlit'i',  IMi  rmt  |{o\v,  N.-w  Yolk  <'ity,  liiux  tlic  ixclusivi-  iitflit 


The  WoriN  uml  Miisii-  of  tliU  Sonir  will  Ik'  s«tit  to  .uiv  iiililri'sti.  ixistiuiiil.  oil  rr<ii|>t  of  40 

colli-,  or  till- :iiiit  any  Iwo  oili)-i' Soii^T^  for  <  i|ii- lK»lliii'.  by  II.  J.  \\\>liiiiaii,   i;u»  Tark 

How, Mew  Vi'ik  city.    I'ostintu  SUimp.-  laki  u  xitmt-  u-  <a.-«h  fur  kII  uiir  ijmil^ 


Woixluoml  mu.-iii- I'y  Jl.iiTj- Keniu'dy. 

Tin  the  man  that  owt-d  ten  tiullars  to  o'Gnidy, 

Ni>\v  lirlitVL'  uie  wIr'h  1  .-ay  lis  true; 
If  it  U'a-n't  Iliat  lii<  wife  was  such  a  hul}', 

Tlu-  ten  ilollars  it  would  still  In;  due. 
I  nut  lier  at  an  eveninij  party. 

81ie  asi<tMi  to  have  a  wait/  with  me — 
Pat  O'Graiiy.  your  wife's  a  lady, 

And  the  ilivil  a  growl  you'll  ever  Lave  with  mo. 

Chouus. 
I've  paid  the  ten  dollars  to  O'Grady, 

We  sfiili'd  up  the  matter  for  a  V(vee); 
If  aiiyliiHly  wants  to  lick  O'Grady, 

First  hf  must  lick  me. 
His  eldest  .-on  is  tryiui:  to  mash  my  daiiirhter, 

Last  iii.dit  he  took  lur  to  a  faiiey  ball — 
Pal  O'Grady,  your  wife's  a  lady, 

And  the  divil  a  cent  I  owe  you  now  at  all. 

You  must  know  I'm  not  a  dirty  thavin.i,'  vil-li-an, 

IJur  a  daeiiit  hoiiesi  workinirtnan; 
lHvil  a  cent  Id  >teal  unless  it  was  a  million, 

And  I'd  nevrr  run  for  .Vl  deriiiaii. 
My  soli  shall  wed  O'Gratly's  daugiiler, 

And  drive  lier  in  a  line  coupe; 
She's  a  daisy,  she'd  set  you  crazy. 

But  the  divil  a  word  of  her  I'll  have  to  say. — Chorus. 


-•   ^♦-< 


THE    PICTURE     ON     THE    WALL. 


Cupyrijrlit,  1S,h;,  by  Willi<  W(Kxl»anl  *  Co. 


Til*-  Words  and  Mii^ii-  of  tlu<  S"iiiir  will  N-  at-ut  toimv  mblrcs.*.  |Ki>'t  imlil.  <m  it«-ii|'l  of  40 

tvnr-.  or  this  aii.l  any  twootli.r  Son-.;-  fori  >ii.-  Hollar,  by  H.  .1.  Wcbiiiaii.  l;'.ii  Calk 

Kovv,  Xew  York  (.'ily.    ro>t;i^'«-  St.iiii|i.-lMki'ii  «aim-  iu<i\u-ili  lor  uU  our  jjooils. 

'Mid  Splendor  and  licauty  sublime. 

On  the  wall  in  tiie  dim  liiiht  it  hunir, 
;  A  i»iclure  th.it  thrilled  as  when  loiul  beats  the  dnmi, 

Or  the  trumpet  to  liatlle  has  runi;. 
I A  .soldier  is  siuiriiiir  a  son^. 

'■  Arouse  ve!  aioiiseyel  "  he  cries, 
*.'  Ye  sons  of  freedom  wake  to  irlory. 

Hark!  hark!  what  myriads  bid  you  rise?" 
j  Again  I  hear  the  snaiuthat  from  'those  lip.s  did  fall, 

Ayaiu  I  read  the  story  of  the  picture  ou  the  wall. 

Hkkhaix. 
Ye  sons  of  France  awake  to  irlory. 

Hark!  hark!  what  myriads  bid  you  rise'/ 
Your  childnn,  wives,  and  i:rand  sires  hoar}', 

IJehold  their  tears  and  hear  their  cries. 

Behold  thiir  tear-  and  hear  their  cries. 
ShHll  hateful  tyrants  mischief  breeding, 

Willi  hireling  host,  a  rullian  liand, 

Afl'iivhl  and  desolate-  the  land 
"W'liile  jieace  and  liiierty  is  bleeding? 

To  arms!  to  arms!  ye  braves. 

The  avciiiring  sword  uusheath! 

March  on!  inarch  on! 

All  hearts  resolved  on  victory  or  death. 

And  there  in  the  dim  liirht  it  hangs, 

A  sentry  by  niirlil  and  Iiv  day. 
Inspiring  the  hearts  of  the'brave  and  the  true. 

Its  glory  shall  ne'er  pass  away. 
Its  irraiideur  my  sjiirit  awakes, 

Binu  out  tlie  refrain  to  the  skies. 

Ye  sons  of  freeiloni  wake  to  glory. 

Hark!  iiark!  w  h.ii  myriads  l>id  you  rise?"  " 
Again  I  lie.'ir  the  strain  that  tyrant  lieart.'--  appall. 

Euchaiued  I  .stood,  transtixed  my  gaze  l»y  tlie  i>irture  on  tfie  wall. 

Ye  sons  of  France  awake  to  glory.  Arc. 


— Mr.  Mendels-sohn's  wedding  march  is  very  popular,  hut  we 
think  he  failed  to  .score  a  greater  point  wlieu  he  forgot  to  write  a 
divorce  march. 


^:| 


With  All  Her  Faults  I  Love  Her  Still. 


Copyi-lKht,  1W«,  by  tt  W.  Hluhitn-k. 


Tlif  Woitls  uiitl  Mnslf  of  tliis  Soiiif  w  ill  In-  wiit  to  any  iuIiIivhh,  imKtiiaid,  on  nyfipt  of  40 

i-i'iit-;  or  llii.<4uii(l  luiy  two  ollur  Sonars  for  OlH-  Ih'illar,  b\  II.  J.  Wriiinan,  ISU  l^rk 

Uo» ,  New  York  CUy.    l'o!<tut;t'  .stuiii|>s  tukcii  Maine  tui  ett.sli  for  all  uur  Kuods. 

Woi-iUulul  Mil.-iie  by  M.  H.  Itom-nfelU. 

With  all  her  fault.s  I  love  her  Still, 

And  even  though  the  world  shouhl  scoru; 
No  love  like  hers  my  heart  can  thrill, 

Although  she's  made  tliat  heart  forlorn. 
Tho'  other  hearts  have  won  her  love,- 

I  bear  for  her  no  dreams  ofill; 
Her  face  to  me  still  dear  shall  lie. 

With  all  her  faults  I  love,  I  love  her  still. 
With  all  her  faults  I  love  her  still. 

And  even  so  till  death  doth  part; 
No  love  like  hers  my  s<iul  can  thrill. 

No  otlier  love  can  win  my  lieart; 
I  love  iier  still.  I  love  her  still. 

With  all  her  faults  I  love  her  still. 

She  went  awjiy  one  Summer  day. 

And  never  came  again  to  me. 
And  since  tliat  day  I  long  and  l>ray, 

Tiial  1  may  jiass  life's  dreary  sea! 
I  see  her  now  as  lirst  we  met. 

The  sunlight  shininu:  o'er  her  brow; 
The  tlays  were  joy  willioul  alloy, 

But,  ah!  iiiv  heart,  mv  heart  is  weary  now. 
With  .dl  her  fault.s  I  love  Jier  still. 

Anil  even  .so  till  death  iloth  part; 

No  love  like  hers  u\\  .soul  can  thrill. 

No  other  love  can  win  my  heart; 
I  love  her  .still,  I  love  her  still, 

With  all  her  faults  I  love  her  Still. 

With  all  her  faults  I  love  her  still, 

Althougii  her  love  for  me  is  «iead: 
In  evry  dream  her  smile  doth  lieam 

Nor  care  1  what  the  world  hath  said. 
I  know  that  she'll  return  again. 

Although  her  face  no  more  I  greet. 
And  when  this  life  shall  end  the  strife, 

I  know  that  we,  th.at  welTgain  shall  meet. 
With  all  her  faults  I  love  her  still. 

And  even  so  till  ileath  doth  part; 
No  love  like  hers  my  soul  can  thrill, 

No  other  love  can  win  my  heart; 
1  love  her  still,  I  h)ve  her  still, 

With  all  her  faults  I  love  her  still. 


ONLY   A   PICTURE. 

<  oliyrltflit,  1888,  by  (jeo.  M.  Kltiik  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  MhkIp  of  this  Sonif  will  be  sent  to  niiv  odfli-emi.  iMwt-iMid.  on  receipt  of  40  i 

"  Kollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehnum.l.Wl'ai" 

t  MiUie  an  vash  for  ail  ouriCoiHlH. 


i-iils:  or  tbiMUiid  .tiiy  two  other  SonifM  for  One  Ii<illar,  by  11.  J.  Wehnuin.l.lU  I'ark 
Kow ,  New  York  City.    IVuliiKe  Staiii]>!i  taken  Mtt 


WonU  by  Juliiui  Holmes.    MuHie  by  Henry  F.  Smith. 


Slie  kil'^■<l  liiT  ticiy  a  fond  triKxI-bye.  tlie  liour  liad  come  to  i)art. 

His  •jiMid  i-hi|i  huil'd  llmt  iiKini  nerofis  tlie  inaiii; 
'I'lie  lears  were  riiiir-inir  down  lier  cheeks  while  sadly  throhli'd  her  heart. 

She  knew  not  if  Iheyd  ever  liieel  ai^aiil. 
I-on-.',  loni:  she  wailed  ho|M-fulty  as  slowly  on  roll'd  liuie. 

I'or  lidiiiL's  of  her  idol  and  her  joy;  ,    ,- 

One  day  then;  came  u  iiiessa>ce,  it  w'us  from  a  forc'igu  climu, 

Aud  with  it  caiuv  a  picture  of  hcT  lM)y. 

Cuoncs. 

'Twas  only  a  piftiiro,  only  a  picture, 

Only  an  iiiia;.'e  of  her  hoy; 
For  he  was  her  pride  and  e'er  at  hvt  (tide, 

tluly  a  picture  of  her  lK)y. 

The  yean>  f>|HMl  by.  but.  lol  upon  a  drear  Ih'rftntH'rdny 

'riieri- came  a  sirauuer  lo  Ihal  inolher's  dn<ir; 
He  told  her  how  her  bov,  w  hile  in  the  thickcbt  of  the  fray. 

Fell  liL'litinir  for  the  riai:  he  bravely  liore. 
.\  little  while  she  )ini;ered  ere  she  tiade  tlie  world  jjood-liye, 

For  realms  w  here  no  more  ve.xiiit;  cares  annoy; 
And  as  she  softly  whis|MTed.  "  We  shall  meet  a^aiii  on  high," 

She  kissed  that  little  picture  of  her  boy.— CuoiiUB. 


—Mrs.  IJings—"  There  goes  poor  Mrs.  BliUhcr.  She  l)oars  up 
well  under  the  loss  of  lier  husband."  Mr.  Bings — "Yes!  She 
stands  it  nobly.  Blather  carried  a  good  deal  of  insurance,  you 
know." 

— The  all-night  hot  corn  jjcddler  naturally  has  a  husky  voice. 


* 

f 


SE 


mw 


^mfi^^mmmmmmmmmmm 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.    21 


HUSH,   MY   BABY   BUNTING. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Montague  Breslin. .   -   '    .1      ..'.'- 


The  WordH  and  Muidc  of  this  Song  will  be  Mfiit  to  any  address,  poxt-paid,  on  receipt  of  (0 

oenu;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  >\ehuuui,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 

The  cradle  swings  while  mother  sings, 

And  baby  softly,  calmly  sleeps; 
>     •         The  old  brass  clock  goes  tick-a-tock, 

As  time  to  mother's  song  it  keeps. 
Hush,  my  baby  Bunting, 

Papa's  gone  a  hunting. 
So  close  your  loving  eyes  in  sleep 

Till  morning  light  is  dawning. 
Hush,  m}'  baby  Bunting, 

Papa's  gone  a  hunting, 
;.  '  Then  dream  of  him  and  mother  dear 

Till  sunshine  in  the  morning. 

Chorus. 
Hush-a-bye,  lullaby,  baby,  oh,  bye, 
Mother  is  watching,  no  danger  is  nigh; 
Lullaby,  hush-a-bye,  mother  will  sing, 
Till  angels  sweet  slumber  to  thee  will  bring. 

A  footstep  falls,  a  sweet  voice  calls, 

'Tis  papa  coming  down  the  lane. 
From  toil  now  free,  he  longs  to  see 

His  baby's  smiling  face  again. 
Hush-a-bye,  baby  Bunting, 

Papa's  gone  a  hunting. 
So  close  your  loving  eyes  in  sleep        . 

Till  morning  light  is  dawniug. 
Hush,  ray  bab}' Bunting, 

Papas  gone  a  liuntiug, 
Then  dream  of  him  and  mother  dear 

Till  sunshine  in  the  morning. — Chorut. 

A  smile,  a  kiss,  there  is  no  bliss 

So  sweet  to  tliem  as  baby  boy; 
In  after  years,  thro'  smiles  and  tears. 

Oh,  cheer  their  loving  hearts  with  joy. 
Hush,  my  baby  Bunting, 

Papa's  gone  a  hunting. 
So  close  your  loving  eyes  in  .sleep 

Till  morning  light  is  dawning.  -< 

Hush,  ray  baby  Bunting, 

Papas  gone  a  hunting. 
Then  dream  of  him  and  mother  dear 
.    .•   Till  sunshine  in  the  morning. — Chorut,     . 


When  We  Sit  in  the  President's  Chair. 

Written  and  sung  with  great  success  by  John  i.  Hubiu. 


We  are  two  }K)liticiaus,  two  gutter  musicians. 

We  just  got  in  here  from  New  York;  - 

We're  a  museum  freak,  and  we  got  lots  of  cheek. 

They  imjxtrted  us  over  from  Cork. 
Just  give  us  a  chance  to  get  in  our  pants, 

Then  we'll  make  the  people  all  stare; 
We  will  now  tell  to  you  all  the  things  we  will  do 

When  we  sit  in  the  president's  chair. 

We  will  tell  you  the  gag.  why  the  girls  use  a  rag. 

And  how  the  dudes  g«;t  in  their  pants; 
And  the  bald  head  so  neat,  always  has  a  front  seat 

To  see  all  the  pretty  girls  dance. 
So  boys  never  fear,  we  will  all  get  our  beer, 

And  we'll  eat  from  a  large  bill  of  fare; 
Vanderbilt  and  Jay  Gould  will  be  out  in  the  cold 

When  we  sit  in  the  president's  chair. 

We  will  all  have  a  show,  foreign  labor  must  go, 

The  Chinese  and  Dagoes  must  sneak; 
We  will  banish  all  Turks,  give  all  honest  men  work. 

Now  you'll  sjiy  this  is  true  what  we  speak. 
That  thing  called  free  trade  we  will  lay  in  the  shade. 

We  will  see  that  all  things  are  done  square; 
And  that  dear  flag  of  green  with  our  own  will  be  seen 

When  we  sit  in  the  president's  chair. 
There's  our  statesman,  Jim  Blaine,  from  Europe  he  came, 

And  he  tells  us  he  dcn't  care  who  wins; 
What  would  poor  Grover  do  if  he  heard  something  new, 

That  he  was  the  daddy  of  twins? 
The  ball  clubs  may  brag,  but  New  York's  won  the  flag, 

And  they  made  all  the  other  clubs  stare; 
And  Bellew  and  Lorillard  will  put  on  the  gloves 

When  we  sit  in  the  president's  chair. 


MOTHER'S    LETTER    ^ 

Copyright,  1888,  by  J.  D.  McCarthy  and  I.  Prager. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  -kWI  be  sent  to  anv  addrew.  postjiald.  on  receipt  of  ■ 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  bv  H.  J.  Wehniau,  LIU  Park 

Kow,  New  Yorit  City.    Postage  StanipK  taken  same  as' cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  have  a  fond  letter  that  came 

From  far  distant  lands  o'er  the  sea; 
A  mother  I've  not  seen  for  years 

Now  writes  that  she  still  thinks  of  me. 
She  prays  for  my  safety  as  well, 

No  matter  wherever  I  roam, 
And  she  hopes  that  some  day  I'll  come  back 

Again  to  dear  mother  and'home, 

ClIOKUS. 

'Tis  hard  to  keep  back,  oh,  'tis  hard. 

Each  fond  and  affectionate  tear. 
Whenever  I  }>riiig  to  my  g-aze 

The  letter  from  mother  so  dear. 

The  letter  from  mother  so  dear. 

The  writing  how  jjlainly  it  tells 

That  mother  is  now  growing  old; 
Oh,  God!  what  a  joy  it  would  be 
'  Her  sweet  face  again  to  Ijehold. 

"  Forget  not  the  promise,"  she  saya, 
"  You  made  me  when  leaving  liiy  side, 
■        ~         That  forever  my  tlarliug  you'd  be, 

A  fond  mother's  joy  and  her  pride." — Choru$. 


NEW    YORK    BASE    BALL    CLUB. 

Written  and  sung  with  great  sui-cess  by  John  Hubiu. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehiiian.  ISO  Park  Ilow.  New  York  nty.  and  receive 

liy  return  mail  a  complftf  Cataloiriic  of  nver  .'ttNiO  Pupiilar  Knglish  ami  i;<'nuau 

Songs — Free.     PoslHge  Stamps  takvii  same  us  i-asli  for  lul  our  goods. 


I  will  .sing  al)out  our  national  game. 

That  we  all  love  so  dear. 
And  of  our  Giant  Base  Ball  Club, 

That  won  the  flag  this  year; 
They  worked  hard  for  their  laurels. 

And  they  struggleil  with  might  and  main; 
Jim  Mutrie  can  wear  those  silk  hats  now, 

For  they  got  there  just  the  same. 

Chouus. 

Then  give  three  cheers  for  our  b.ise  ball  club 

Wita  New  York  on  their  shield; 
The^  showed  us  how  to  play  the  game 

AV  hen  the^' were  on  the  field. 
With  lightning  pace  they  won  the  race. 

For  success  was  theirs,  I'm  sure; 
And  I  hope  they  stand  up  strong  and  grand 

On  their  next  season's  tour. 

Buck  Ewiug  is  our  catcher. 

And  a  ball  will  never  drop; 
Our  pitchers,  Keefe  and  Smiling  Mick, 

Johnny  Ward  is  our  short-stop. 
They  are  the  four  invinciiWes, 

The  men  that  leads  them  all; 
They  can  give  all  others  i^ointers 

When  they  want  to  play  base  ball. — Chorut 

Roger  Connor  holds  our  first  base, 

And  he  does  that  up  in  style; 
And  when  he  puts  a  runner  out 

He  always  wears  a  smile. 
Richardson  holds  the  second  base. 

And  Whitney  holds  our  third; 
When  at  the  bat  they  hit  the  ball. 

It  goes  up  like  a  bird. — Gfwrut. 


Tiernan  right,  and  O'Rourke  left, 

And  Slattery  centre  field, 
You  can  bet  they  all  do  credit  to 

The  name  upon  their  .shield. 
Long  may  the  Giants  prosper 

In  health,  wealth  and  fame. 
And  win  the  flag  next  season. 

For  they  know  how  to  play  the  game. 


■Cfiarut. 


— Mountains  are  rarely  jealous  of  each  other,  but  they  sometimes 
show  a  great  deal  of  peak. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    21. 


DON'T    RUN    DOWN    THE    IRISH. 

Copyriifht,  IKM,  by  >'.  Hardinff. 

To  W11..M  It  M*Y  Cmsckrn:    \  ►rivr  to  llfiiry  J.  Wi'liiimn,  ISii  Park  Kuw,  Sew  Yurk. 
full  niut  xolc  |>t'riiii!Mii>ii  t«>  |>ul>li.-li  the  tti-rils  i<r  lliix  smii;.     KukSK  liAUiuNii. 

The  Word;*  niiil  Miisir  of  this  Smitr  will  Ix-  wiit  ti>  atiy  adilivsK,  |Mist  jKiiil,  on  receipt  of  W 

ceiitM.  or  lliiK  :tiiil  :iiiv  <»o  other  Solly's  fill' one  Dollar,  liy  II.  J.  Wehiniiii.  KUi  Park 

Ko»,  N I  «  York  i^ily.    rostajfeStdinins  taken  sginieuseasji  foriiM  our  i;imm|s. 

On  llu"  liosoin  of  tlic  (K'can, 

Like  a  jcwfl  in  tin-  sea. 
Is  a  |ioor  and  t'ortiK'  island 

That  is  st^lloolj|l^r  to  Itc  free; 
And  alllioiiirh  1  am  an  exik". 

And  upon  a  foitiuM  .straml. 
My  lovf  iiiiiains  for  Erin's  isle, 

'I'iiat  unprotectfd  land. 
In  povt-rty  or  luxury,  , 

So  matter  where  1  be. 
My  heart  beats  true  for  Erin's  isle. 

The  emerald  of  the  sea. 

Ciioufs. 

Then  dou't  nin  down  the  Irisli, 
'  They're  ifood  and  Ihi'V  are  true; 

If  some  of  th«ni  do  wroiii^  at  times. 

Why.  so  »lo  some  of  you. 
IJul  tall  for  tliein  in  battle 
'„ /■  And  you'll  find  them  useful,  too. 

So  di>ut  run  tlown  the  peopie 
Fruni  old  Irelauti. 

Upon  lier  roll  of  honor 

Stand  many  a  noble  name. 
Of  the  men  who've  shed  their  lifc'.s  Moo<l 

Tlieir  birthplaee  to  reclaim; 
For  her  their  hearts  did  fondly-  beat. 

With  wealth  of  love  iintohl, 
They  truly  love<l  old  EriM, 

And  could  not  l)e  bouuht  or  .sohl. 
I  love  the  i;rceii  and  wear  it. 

It's  treasured  in  my  heart. 
And  on  the  field  at  Waterhw) 

It  played  a  ut)ble  part.  —  Chorus. 

~^  And  wlien  that  little  island, 

The  emeralil  in  the  sea, 
Shall  i>roudly  Imist  her  banner 

"WIdch  ijives  her  liberty. 
Let  in  her  memory  linirer  ,  t 

Sweet  thoii.irhts  of  this  free  land, 
Who  to  her  e.xiletl  herot's 

Oft  extended  friendship's  hand; 
Tliou^di  now  held  in  oppression 

Hy  British  tyranny, 
The  da\  i»  not  far  ilistant 

"Wheii  our  islantl  will  l)e  free. — Chorus. 


We've  Both  Been  There   Before. 

Coj.ynjfht,  lH(t<t,  I.J  K.  Harillnk;. 

To  WiifiM  It  M  \V  Conoerv -1  u'wv  to  Henry  .1.  Wi-hnian.  i:;li  I'nrk  How.  New  Vork' 
full  auil  sole  iKrnii'i.-'iun  to  |>ulili.Hh  the  wonl.'* of  this  kou);.     Kua.vk  Hauii1N<<. 

The  WortN  ami  Mn-ie  of  this  Sr>nir  will  !«•  s«'nt  to  nny  artdri'*",  |Mist  imid.  on  receipt  i>r  to 
ceiit.s;  or  thl.-niMlHiiy  two  other  Soiiifs  for  i  ine  Dollar,  hy  11.  .1.  Wehniaii.  1:m>  I'ark 
kow,  New  York  City.    l'o«tak;i- Staiii|>»  taken  sjmie  as  eiLsh  for  all  our  K"«"I--    - 

My  (ilil  |inl  Spifkinf  call'il  «ni  luu,  "twui*  t)iit  the  other  day, 
I  liuii  not  sfcii  liiin  foru  ww'k.  so  hf  to  me  diil  say, 
'■  It's  no  ii.sf  stickiiitf  here  at  homo.  IctV  irr>  out  for  a  walk. 
Ami  cull  into  tlio  ""  Tankard  ""  for  a  drink  and  pleai<aiii  talk. 
Of  I'oursf  I  Msk'd  the  "  Mis.-iti.''  for  ehoV  ihu  "  bo.ss,"  don't  yoii  know! 
She  Mn-wer'd  rather  tovhit'lv,  "Of  cour?-*;  you'd  lietler  i,'o!  " 
W'v  wcni  into  ttii-  "  Tankard."'  h;id  a  trlass  of  t)itfcr  twer. 
I  Wht-rt-  t-v'ryl)ody  wish'd  uh  t>oth  a  proi-pcrous  New  Year! 

I  C'HOIIIS. 

For  we'd  >ioth  tx-t'ii  there  before,  many  a  time,  many  a  timt»! 
'  We'd  holli  tieen  there  before,  many  a  iiiml 

I  Where'inany  a  t-'ullon  of  t>c-er  had  ;;onc  to  color  hi-*  no)*e  jiiid  mine! 
,  And  we'd  both  Ijeeu  there  l>ef<>re  many  a  time,  many  a  lime! 

I         W'i-  rame  out  of  the  "  Tankard  "  and  we  wandered  down  the  street. 

And  ev'ry  ^a!oon  we  rame  across  we  ^tood  each  other  treat; 
I  U'e  swore  eternal  frioiid-hi|>  over  every  t;lass  of  luer, 

I  fiiTil  for  want  of  eatable*  we  both  felt"  very  ijiieer. 

■  My  dear  <)ld  pal  ni;.'j;ested  we'd  t'o  in  for  some  j«>rk  pie, 

I  W  ith  nice  hot  r«m  to  wash  it  down,  as  we  fell  very  dry; 

j  Hut  somehow  they  did  not  a^'ree,  my  pal  coinmenet.-d  to  frown. 

And  ttd  he  wua  eo  oleepy,  iu  the  j;utter  he  laid  down. 

Clioitis. 
For  we'd  both  been  there  tx-fore  many  a  lime,  many  a  time! 
We'd  both  l)een  ttiere  before  many  a  timel 

You  laut;h  aijd  i>iii};  and  feel  like  a  kinj;  when  you  lie  on  your  back  in  the  Hiiiiie! 
And  we'd  Ixxh  been  there  before  many  a  time,  luauy  a  time. 


A  p'liceman  read  a  sermon  on  the  friiit«  of  drink  and  crime. 
So  my  pal  paid  for  whiakieo,  I  drank  mine  every  time; 
Ttie  "  copiH-r"  knew  me  very  well,  so  he  to  me  did  say, 
•■  I'll  have  to  run  yim  in  unless  yon  t>oth  can  walk  away!  " 
We  tried  to  chalk  somedrinkt<  up,  but  as  we  had  nothing  more. 
The  "  iMinnrer  out  "  pnHliiced  Ids  t<K'  anil  we  went  throiitrli  the  door; 
We'll  sjH'iit  a  '•  hundred  '"  since  we  left  tlie  house  thai  very  luoru, 
And  as  we'd  iiolhin;;  more  we  put  our  watches  into  (mwii. 

C'lloKfS. 
I'or  they'd  both  been  there  before  many  a  time,  many  a  time! 
They'd  both  Imcii  there  before  many  a  time! 

My  pal  uot  ••  lifty  and  four  "  on  his,  but  only  a  "  dollar  "'  on  mine; 
And  we'd  IhiiIi  been  there  before  many  a  time,  many  a  time. 

Then  Spifkens  tiaid,  '•  I  think  it  Is  a  treat  to  he  alive. 

We  won't  <;o  home  until  we  blow  this  t)lessi-d  "  tlfty-flve;" 

W'v  went  into  n  music  hall  and  loudly  we  did  shout. 

As  each  jierronner  pleased  lis  till  tliey  had  to  throw  us  out. 

Tlieti  all  seenis  blank  for  what  occurred  I  really  cannot  tell, 

1  know  1  woke  next  inurnin^  with  a  headache  in  a  cell; 

Hoth  lined  a  ■'ten  "  or  fourteen  days,  the  cell  then  we  must  tread, 

>\'e  asked  him  what  we'd  done  for  itr  lie  looked  at  us  and  said: 

CnoRus. 

You've  both  been  here  In-fore  many  a  time,  many  a  time! 

You've  bolh  been  here  before  many  a  time! 

Ami  the  very  ne.Nt  time  you  visit  mc  here  you'll  not  have  the  option  of  fine, 

For  you've  both  Ix-eu  here  before  many  a 'time,  many  a  time. 


> 


NOW   I   COME    TO    THINK   OF   IT. 


fopyri»fht.  KMW,  by  F.  Hanlinfr. 


To  Whom  It  M  »y  CovikrN:     I  tfive  t«  Henry  J.  W'ehman,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York' 
itli*  •       


full  and  sole  iN'rnii.ssioii  to  piihli.sh  the  wonis  of  tills  souk.     Fka.nk  HakuIM). 


The  Worils  and  Music  of  this  Ron>t  will  !>«•  H«nt  to  any  address,  ismt  lutld,  on  nH'eii>f  of 
leiits;  .ir  this  and  any  two  oilier  Soiurs  for  I  >in!  Iiollar,  hy  H.  J.  Wihnmii,  130  I'aik 
Kuw,  New  York  i  'ity.     I'ostuKf  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  Kouds. 

I'm  a  hardy  handed  sou  of  toil, 

Willi  troul)le,  and  a  lot  of  it, 

Now  I  eome  to  tJiink  of  it; 
ThtTe  may  be  happiness  iu  life, 

I've  very  little  jiot  of  it, 

Now  I  come  to  think  of  it. 
They  talk  to  me  of  honest  toil. 

Well,  I  do  not  think  much  of  it; 
I'm  told  that  if  I  work  for  wetdth, 

I'm  sure  to  earn  ii  lump  of  if; 
Well,  I've  been  workin<(  all  my  life. 

And  now  I've  f^ot  enouffli  of  it. 

Now  1  come  to  think  of  it. 

It  seems  to  me,  the  upper  classes 

Always  get  the  best  of  it. 

Now  I  come  to  think  of  it; 
Ain't  they  srot  their  palactjs, 

Their  clubs  and  iiH  the  rest  of  it. 

Now  I  come  to  think  of  it. 
If  a  workingmaii  thinks  something's  wrong, 

And  wants  to  go  and  speak  of  it. 
The  lii|uor  store  must  do  for  him, 

There's  not  the  .slightest  doubt  of  it; 
And  when  he's  had  enough  to  drink. 

They  come  and  throw  him  out  of  it, 

Now  1  eome  to  think  of  it. 

If  he  goes  f)ut  on  the  spree,  he  lets  you  kuow  it. 

You'll  allow  of  it. 

Now  I  come  to  think  of  it; 
He  don't  seem  to  enjoy  himself, 

I'nless  he  makes  a  tight  of  it, 

N(»w  I  come  to  think  of  it. 
Htr  first  begins  to  argue. 

Then  he  does  get  e.xcited  at  it; 
Perhaps  lie'll  kick  a  copper 

When  he's  in  the  very  height  of  it; 
Gels  a  month  witliout  the  option. 

Then  he  feels  he's  had  a  night  of  it. 

When  he  comes  to  think  of  it. 

The  copper  stiys,  I've  got  to  go, 

lie's  told  me  ouce  or  twice  of  it,  . 

Now  I  come  to  think  of  it: 
I'm  L'oing  to  have  a  (juiet  drink, 

I  find  I  ve  got  the  price  of  it. 

Now  I  come  to  think  of  it. 
Th(;y  talk  about  the  workingnian. 

His  rights  and  all  such  PtiilT  of  it; 
I  s'jM)se  life's  .smooth  enough  for  some, 

I  only  get  the  rough  of  it; 
And  now  I  think  I'll  give  it  up. 

You  nuist  have  hud  enough  of  it,    . 

Now  I  come  to  think  of  it. .      . 
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I   Wonder  How  Long  It  Will  Last? 

Copyright,  1887,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

The  WordB  and  Music  of  thU  Song  will  l>o  .•«ent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  ivceipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tkix  and  anv  two  other  Son^rK  for  CHie  IHtllas,  by  H.  i.  Wehnian,  13U  I'arlc 

Row,  New  York  Olty.    Postage  Statups  taken  .same  as  cattU  for  ail  our  goods. 

Words  by  Susan  Crawford.    Musi<'  by  N.  J.  Travcrs. 


Wo  oft  hear  of  ftti>hions  ko  (hM  and  so  qiiocr. 
The  cigarette  craze  is  iiicreaiiing  each  year. 
And  babies  will  goon  learn  to  piifl  them,  I  fear; 
I  %vonder  how  long  it  will  lapt*  .,  ,     . 

Chorus.  -' 

I  wonder  how  long  'twill  la»st? 
Wc  all  get  an  awful  blast  I 

Each  ci>;arette  fellow  is  colored  quite  yellow, 
I  wonder  how  loiij^  hell  last* 

When  tender  young  men  take  their  girls  out  at  night 
To  buy  them  Ice  cream  with  the  sweetest  delight, 
Now,  If  they  don't  get  but  a  salary  Blight, 
I  wonder  now  long  it  will  laety 

Chorus.  ■ 

I  wonder  how  long 'twill  last? 
Their  tailor  bills  come  so  fast! 

The  girls  call  them  looney  to  tiiid  them  so  spooney. 
And  wonder  how  long  they'll  lust* 

Now  married  life's  pleasant,  I've  heard  iR-opic  toll. 
The  first  year  or  so  goes  along  v»'ry  well ; 
But  when  all  your  joy  is  disiHjrsed  by  a  yell, 
You  wonder  how  long  it  will  last! 

Chorus. 
You  wonder  how  long  it  will  last! 
When  all  the  long  night  is  past 

With  some  squally  babby  by  some  hapi)y  daddy. 
You  wonder  how  long 'twill  last! 

Now,  if  to  the  ballet  some  evening  you'll  go. 
You'll  see  some  old  mashers  who  keep  the  front  row; 
And  oft  you'll  exclaim  as  you  guy  each  old  beau, 
I  wonder  how  long  "twill  last* 

Chorus. 

I  wonder  how  long 'twill  last* 
They're  sixty  odd  years  or  past! 

Biit  when  their  wives  catch  'em  and  pummel  and  scratch  'cm, 
I  woiuler  how  long  they'll  last? 

The  iKKxllers  for  some  time  have  look<Hl  mighly  blue, 
A  few,  off  to  Sing  Sing,  have  bill  IIS  adieu; 
But  if  we  sen.  np  all  the  shaq)  ones  we  kuow, 
I  wonder  how  long  they  would  last* 

CllORtrs. 

I  wonder  how  long  they'd  last?    .  ,  '-    • 

They  KobliKHl  our  money  fast; 

Hut  if  we  had  strung  tliem  and  to  a  i)08l  hung  them, 
I  wonder  how  long  they'd  last* 

Now  base  ball  is  raging  all  over  the  t<iwn. 
The  jwople  go  crazy  o'er  clubs  of  nnown; 
One  pitcher  goes  lip  and  aiml her  goe's  tlowu, 
1  wonder  how  loug  they  will  last* 

Chorus.  .    » 

I  wonder  how  long  they'll  last?         ■      '  • 

They  all  eurve  the  ball  so  fast; 

Don't  bet,  you're  a  nooille  to  lose  all  your  boodle. 
For  not  very  "long  'twill  last!  .    ;• 

(Jive  justice  to  Ireland's  the  theme  of  the  hour,  .' 

For  long  it  has  suffered  thro' tyranny's  power; 
We  see  her  still  linger  in  misf<>rtiine's  thowcr, 
1  wonder  how  long  it  will  last? 

Chorus.  ' 

1  wonder  how  long 'I will  last?  ■. 

Let's  ho|>e  clouds  will  soon  be  i)ast!    ■ 

That  valley  and  highland,  they'll  free  poor  old  Ireland, 
And  long  may  its  sunshine  last ! 


— Diulcly  (who  is  not  as  big  a  fool  as  he  looks):  "Did  you,  ah. 

S've  my  card  to  Mith  Bondclipper?"  Servant:  "Yes,  sir." 
iidely:  "What  did  she  thay?"  Servant:  "She  told  me  to  tell 
yon,  that  she  was  sorry  that  she  was  not  in."  Diidely:  "  Ah,  in- 
deed! Please  tell  your  mithtress  that  I  said  I  was  glad  I  didn't 
call." — Mocking  Bird. 


— The  conversation  had  turned  on  the  recent  ravages  of  wolves 
in  Hungary,  when  Jones  remarked:  "Well!  3'ou  may  say  what 
you  please.  Not  long  ago  I  fotmd  mjsclf  face  to  face  witii  tliree 
ravenous  Ij'nxes.  Snow  covered  the  ground,  and  it  was  evidentlj' 
a  long  time  since  they'd  had  their  breakfast.     Their  fierce  eyes 

flared  on  me  and  I  was  without  weapons."  "Well?"  "Well! 
stared  steadily  at  them  in  return,  then  turned  on  my  heel  and 
went  off  whistling."  "And  they  didn't  spring  upon  you?" 
"  How  could  they?  They  were  in  a  cage  in  the  Central  park 
menagerie !" — Judge. 


THE   SONGS  I  HEARD  AT  HOME. 


Copyright,  liWX,  by  V.  Hnrding. 


Tlie  Wonis  and  Music  of  thLs  Sonfi  will  Ih'  s»-nt  to  any  address,  po«t-naid,  i>n  rc<H>i|>t  of  M  i 

cents;  or  Ibis  and  any  two  other  S<mtts  for  One  iKtUur.  by  H.  J.  Webman,  I.lli  Park 

ICow,  Sew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sanu-  a.s  catsh  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  I*.  Skelly. 


The  days  of  dear  old  childhfx>d  come 

In  mem'ry  liright  and  clear, 
Again  I  see  my  cottage  home 

And  loving  voices  hear. 
I  sing  the  songs  they  used  to  sing. 

To  cheer  me  o'er  the  foam. 
They  bring  me  rest,  the}'  soothe  my  breast. 

The  songs  I  heard  at  home. 

Rkfk.mn. 

The  sweet  .songs  I  heard  at  home 

Never  can  I  forget ; 
The  old  songs,  the  plaintive  songs,. 

Dear  to  my  mem'ry  yet. 
In  absence  the}'  cheer  my  heart 

While  o'er  the  sea  I  rotim; 
The  sweet  songs,  the  dear  old  songs. 

The  songs  I  iieard  at  home. 

I  hear  again  each  happy  voice 

In  strains  so  pure  and  .sweet. 
Sing  of  the  joys  of  love  and  home 

That  nowhere  else  I  meet. 
Within  my  heart  they  ever  dwell  - 

As  through  the  world  I  roam. 
The  dearest  mem'ries  of  my  life. 

The  songs  I  heard  at  home. — Refrain.    . 

The}'  make  the  mind  its  cares  forget, 

And  make  the  heart  forgive; 
The  songs  so  simple  and  so  sweet, 

The  songs  that  ever  live. 
In  absence  long  they  comfort  me 

While  far  away  I  roam, 
They  bring  me  back  to  dearest  joys. 

The  songs  I  heard  at  home. — Refrain. 


DEAR   LITTLE   HANDS. 

Copyriglit,  1877,  t>y  WhiU>,  Smith  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  |>o«it-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  ( Hie  l>ollar.  by  II.  .1.  Wtliniaii.  mi  Park 

Kow,  Ntiw  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  s<ani<'  as  o.isb  for  all  our  goods. 


Under  the  snowdrifts  so  silent  and  wliile 

Tho.<;e  dear  little  Inind.s  lie  in  iiuiet  to-night, 

Kvermore  folded  in  .slumber;  to  me 

('are.s.sing  and  playful  they  once  used  to  be; 

1  Jut  now  they  are  lying  under  the  snow,  •!- 

Dear  little  hands,  I  loved  them  so. 

Cnonus. 
Day-time  or  night-time  in  life's  varied  hours 
I  miss  them  :is  birds  mi.ss  the  sunshine  and  showers, 
For  now  they  arc  lying  under  the  snow, 
Dear  little  hands,  I  loved  them  so. 

All  through  the  night-time  how  lonely  it  seems 

That  no  little  hands  wake  me  up  from  my  dreams. 

Day-time  or  night-time  in  life's  varied  hours 

I  miss  lliem  tis  l)irds  miss  the  sun.shine  and  showers. 

For  now  they  are  lying  under  the  snow, 

Dear  little  hands,  I  loved  them  so. — Chorun. 

Hands  of  my  darling,  long  vanished  from  mc. 
That  used  to  clasp  mine  in  their  innocent  glee; 
When  earth  is  failing  and  breaking  life's  bands, 
I'll  clasp  them,  I  know  then,  those  dear  little  bands, 
Thus  crossing  death's  river  safely  we'll  go, 
Dear  little  hands,  I  loved  them  so. — Chorut. 


— "  All  the  presents  you  have  ever  given  me.  Mr.  Sampsfm," 
said  the  haughty  girl,  "  will  be  returned  to  you  to-morrow,  save, 
of  course,  the  caramels  and  ice  cream.  Would  that  I  could  return 
them,  too!"  "You  need  not  worry  about  the  caramels  and  ice 
cream,  Miss  Smith,"  he  returned,  will  equal  hauteur;  "  my  share 
of  the  responsibility  for  the  broken  arm  chair  will  balance  the  cost 
of  them."— iV.  T.  Sun. 
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Never  in  the  Wide,  Wide  World. 

OOprrigbt,  1M7,  by  the  DocknUder  Piiblbihincr  On. 

The  Wordfi  and  Mumr  of  Uii*  Soiik  wllj  be  sent  to  any  addrpsn,  pont-piud,  cm  receipt  t4  M 

centai  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonsn  for  Une  Iiollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  Oty.    Postal  Stompa  taken  iianif  a.i  cash  for  all  our  iruoda. 


Words  by  Edward  E.  Kidder.    Muitic  by  W.  8.  Mullaly. 


Did  you  ever  go  to  "  Coney"  that  you  didn't  meet  a  crusli? 

Never  in  tlie  wide,  wide  world; 
When  you  try  to  borrow  money  is  there  anylnxly  flush? 

Never  in  the  wide,  wide  world. 
You  toddle  to  your  slumbers  after  weary  hours  of  strife. 
Your  pockets  they  are  rummaged  by  your  very  anxious  wife; 
But  you  couldn't  find  her  pocket  if  you  hunted  all  your  life. 

Never  in  the  wide,  wide  world. 

You  think  it  isn't  difficult  for  me  to  sing  this  song. 

Never  in  the  wide,  wide  world; 
For  I  manufacture  verses  as  I  ciUmly  go  along. 

Never  in  the  wide,  wide  world. 
We've  got  a  worthy  President  as  sharp  as  any  knife. 
He  seems  to  please  the  people  and  he  leads  a  busy  life; 
Do  vou  think  he'd  be  as  popular  if  it  wasn't  for  his  wife'/ 

Never  in  the  wide,  wide  world. 

The  Britishers  are  clever,  that  no  one  can  deny, 

If  ever  in  the  wide,  wide  world; 
But  they  can't  eclipse  America  no  matter  how  they  try, 

Never  in  the  wide,  wide  world. 
We  like  the  English  jxjople  and  we  like  the  English  beer, 
And  we  patronize  the  actors  they  are  sending  over  here, 
But  we  don't  believe  the  Thistle  can  beat  the  Volunteer, 

Never  in  the  wide,  wide  world. 


O   Whistle,   and    I'll    Come  to   You, 

My  Lad. 

The  Words  and  MuMe  of  this  Soner  » ill  1>^  «>iit  to  sny  address,  post-paid,  on  reeelpt  of  40 

centii:  or  this  and  anv  two  nher  SonKs  for  (»nr  miliar,  hy  H.  J.  Wnhmnii.  ITO  I'ark 

Row,  »w  York  Lity.    Postage  Stamps  taken  game  as  <'a.»h  for  all  our  goods. 


O  whistle  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  la<l, 
O  whistle  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad; 
Tho'  father  and  molh«'r  and  a'  should  gac  mad, 
O  whistle  and  111  come  to  you,  my  lad, 
But  warily  tent,  when  ye  come  to  court  me. 
And  come  na  unless  the  back  yett  l>e  ajee; 
Syne  up  the  back  style,  and  let  nae  IxHiy  .see. 
And  come  fis  ye  were  nae  coming  to  me, 
And  come  as  ye  were  nae  coming  to  me. 

O  whistle  and  I'll  come  to  j'ou,  my  lad, 

0  whistle  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad; 

Tho'  father  and  motner  and  a"  should  gat;  mad. 

Thy  Jeany  will  venture  wi'  ye,  my  la»i. 

At  kirk  or  at  merket,  whene'er  you  meet  me. 

Gang  by  me  as  though  that  ye  cared  nae  a  flie; 

But  steal  me  a  blink  o'  youi  bonny  black  e'e. 

Yet  look  as  yv,  were  nae  looking  at  me. 

Yet  look  }is  ye  were  nae  IcHjking  at  me. 

O  whi.stle  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad, 

O  whistle  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  la«i; 

Tho'  father  and  mother  and  a'  should  gae  mad, 

Thy  .Jeany  will  venture  wi'  ye,  my  lad. 

Ay  vow  and  protest  that  ye  care  nae  for  me. 

And  whyles  ye  may  lightly  my  beauty  a  wee; 

But  court  nae  anither  tliough  joking  ye  be. 

For  fear  that  she  wyle  your  fancy  frae  me, 

For  fear  that  she  wyle  your  fancy  frae  me. 


SHE'S  WAITING-    ON   THE   QUAY. 

Copyright,  int.  by  H.  R  FVedricks. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wil  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonKM  for  One  Dollar,  by  R.J.  Wehman,  1.10  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  U.  Ix)rd  Daria. 


To-night  we  are  nearing  the  loved  ones  at  home, 

And  my  heart  beats  with  rapture  and  joy. 
To-night  ev'ry  lass  to  the  haven  will  come, 

To  welcome  back  her  sailor  boy, 
I  know  a  sweet  maiden  with  eyes  l)caming  bright, 

AVith  the  rest  will  be  waiting  for  me; 
Yes,  I  know  she  will  come,  she  will  be  there  to-night. 

Awaiting  on  the  quay. 

Cnouiis. 

She'll  wait  on  the  quay,  yes,  she'll  wait  there  for  me. 

And  happy  the  meeting  will  be; 
I'll  kiss  'way  the  tears  that  I've  caused  her  for  years, 

When  I  meet  her  on  the  quay. 

She's  true  as  the  stars  that  look'd  down  from  the  skies 

On  the  ni^dit  when  I  bade  her  adieu. 
She's  the  pride  of  my  heart  and  the  light  of  my  eyes, 

So  constant,  so  faithful  and  true. 
I  long  to  enfold  her  again  in  my  arms, 

And  to  hear  her  sweet  love  songs  to  me; 
Yes,  I  long  for  a  glimpse  of  the  harbor,  and  her 

Awaiting  on  the  quay. — Chorus. 


»»m 


FATHER'S   LAST   WORDS    TO   ME. 

CopyriRht,  ISM,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co, 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  ( 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wriiman.  1.10  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  caah  for  all  our  gooda 

Words  by  OcorKe  Cooper.    Mudc  by  J,  P.  Skelly, 


Tho'  years  have  flown  since  we  were  parted, 

The  words  lie  spoke  I'M  ne'er  forget; 
Dear  father  kind  and  gentle  hearted. 

No  fonder  friend  in  life  I've  met! 
He  called  me  to  his  side  one  twilight. 

And  said:  "  My  boy,  no  more  I'll  seel 
I'm  fading  fast;  ]^c  gotxl  to  mf)ther!" 

Were  father's  last  words  to  me. 

ClIOKTIS. 

Tho'  life  may  be  gay,  oh,  heed  his  words  each  day. 
And  never  let  the  world  your  heart  entice! 

The  le.s.>M)ns  he  taught  but  good  to  ns  have  brought. 
Forget  not  your  falherslast  advice! 

"  Yotir  poor  old  father  now  is  fading, 

But  life  for  you  is  fair  and  bright; 
The  wing  of  death  ray  brow  is  shatling, 

And  soon  I'll  wander  from  j-our  sip^ht!" 
He  clasped  ray  hand,  and  drew  me  closer. 

And  murmur'd:  "  Boy,  where'er  you  t>e, 
Reniemlier  .<5till  the  gorxl  I've  taught  you!" 

Were  father's  last  words  to  me. — Chonit. 

His  voice  grew  faint,  a  smile  of  gladness 

O'erspread  his  pale  and  wrinkled  brow; 
I  think  of  him  with  pain  and  sadness, 

I  sec  those  whiten 'd  hairs  e'en  now! 
Oh,  still  his  gentle  words  I  cherish, 

I've  known  no  dearer  friend  than  he  I 
So  in  my  heart  I  keep  for  ever 

My  father's  last  words  to  me. — Choru». 


— Brown:  "  Does  your  wife  keep  her  temper  very  well?"  .Tones: 
"  Um-um-er  some,  but  I  get  the  most  of  it."— OosJitn  Denwernt. 


— Barber:  "  How  do  yoti  like  to  have  your  hair  cut,  sir?" 
Flanigan:  "  Wid  de  8ci.ss<^)rs,  av  co<jrse!  D'ye  supphose  Oi  wanted 
ye  to  take  a  scythe?  " — Judge. 


— The  old  question  of  how  to  support  a  family  on  a  .small  salary 
)Js  being  discussed.     Everybody  but  the  small  salaried  men  are 
doing  the  talking. — Albany  Union. 


— Countryrnan  (to  drug  clerk):  "  D'ye  know  where  Jim  Bullard 
lives?    Jim's  a  friend  of  mine."     Drug  Clerk:  "  No,  sir;  there's  a  ' 
Trow  city  directory  on  the  counter."    Countryman:  "Idon'tkeer 
nothin'  'oout  Trow  city.     Jim  lives  in  York." — Epocfi. 


— Mrs.  Moneybags  (to  her  husband):  "Now,  understand  me, 
Mr.  Moneybags.  Unless  I  can  sit  on  the  right  hand  8i«le  of  the 
ship  I  don't  want  any  meals  at  all."  Mr.  Moneybags:  "Why,  my 
dear?"  Mrs.  Moneybags:  "  I  heard  some  one  say  the  star  board 
would  be  on  that  side,  and  I  guesa  we're  rich  enough  to  have  the 
best."— .Hr. 
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SiaNOR  McSTING-ER 

Copyright,  1I«W,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Mu«lc  of  thin  Sonir  wlH  b«-  nent  to  any  aUdreas,  post-mid,  on  rooemt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonps  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  ourgoods. 


I  sing  of  a  feminine  gender, 

One  whom  I  thought  so  dirine, 
Delicate,  gentle  and  tender. 

And  hoping  some  day  she'd  be  mine; 
For  op'ras  this  girl  was  crazy, 

And  opera  singers  as  well. 
For  when  I  said  be  mine,  she  rcplicti,  I  decline, 

And  the  reason  I  quickly  will  tell, 

Cnonup. 

She  said  at  the  Gaiety  theatre, 

There  was  the  man  of  her  choice, 
Signor  McStingcr,  a  baritone  singer, 

With  such  a  magnificent  voice. 
I  tried  with  my  voice  to  enchant  her, 

Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la. 
But  she  said  it  won't  fizz,  yours  is  nothing  like  his 

Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la. 

Said  I,  darliilg,  be  not  so  silly. 

Let  me  not  live,  dear,  alone. 
Smile  on  your  own  loving  Billy,  '], 

Give  up  your  big  baritone; 
I'll  take  lessons  from  Mr.  Weldon, 

If  you  say  that  you'll  marry  me, 
Just  wait  for  a  year  and  I  have  no  fear, 

I'll  warble  as  well  then  as  he. — Chorus. 

I've  paid  notes  and  gold  for  her  daily. 

Plainly  I've  stated  my  case. 
In  joke  i  have  said  to  her  gaily. 

That  my  notes  were  good,  his  were  bass; 
But  last  night  she  pointedly  t^ld  me. 

My  hopes  and  my  wishes  were  vain. 
So  I'll  go  from  the  place,  she  shall  ne'er  .see  my  face. 

And  I'll  never  be  happy  again. — Chorus. 


LET   BABY^  SLEEP. 

Copyright,  1(W8.  hy  T.  R.  Hjirnis  &  Co. 


Thp  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  Im"  wtit  to  any  addn-ss,  |ioFt-TKil<1.  r>n  ppcoipt  of  40 

crnts;  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  On<-  l)<>llar,  hv  H.  .T.  ^^  iliiiinn,  IW)  furk 

Row,  New  York  City.    PoBtagp  Stamps  taken  .same  Ji.s  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Frank  E.  MeNi.-ih.    Mn>ie  by  Samuel  Bradlmrj-. 


Oh.  what  is  one  without  a  friend? 

His  life  19  full  of  care; 
Oh.  what  is  home  without  a  child?         ■ 

Its  rooms  .seem  cold  and  bare; 
But  I  have  one  with  light  blue  cyc«, 

A  pirl  that's  bright  a!i<l  sweet; 
She  plays  and  coot-s  tlic  whole  day  long. 

Then  gently  goes  to  sleep. 

CrioRus. 

Now  step  very  lightly. 

And  doni  iiiaUi'  a  noise; 
Turn  down  the  light. 

And  away  put  iier  toys; 
M}'  darling  is  weary 

With  learning  to  creep, 
Now  step  very  lightly,         \\ 

And  let  bal)y  sleep. 

She  wakes  up  in  the  morning 

With  a  rougish  little  smile. 
Until  I  take  her  from  her  cot. 

She  cooing  all  the  while; 
And  all  day  long  she  plays  and  laughs. 

And  mingles  with  her  toys; 
Our  baby  girl,  our  joy  and' pride. 

Is  one  oi  heaven's  joys. — Choi'us.  •. 


— Miss  Augusta  Mayne  (to  Pat  Chogue,  who  has  just  tendered 
her  bis  seat):  You  have  my  sincere  thanks,  sir!  Pat  Chogue:  Not 
at  all,  mum,  not  at  all.  It's  a  dooty  we  owe  to  the  sect.  Some 
folks  only  does  it  phen  a  lass  be  pretty;  but  I  says,  says  I:  "the 
sect,  Pat,"  say  I;  "  not  the  individool!" — Puck. 


THE   DOTLET   ON   THE    "L" 

Copyright,  18K!,  by  K<lwnnl  .\ron.son  &  Co. 


Tho  Words  and  Mnsio  of  this  Song  will  U-  sent  to  any  addr.>R<.  |iost-naid ,  on  nveipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjfs  for  One  IK>ll.-ir.  bv  H.  J.  Wehniaii.  1M>  Park 

llow.  New  Y^ork  City.     Postage  Stumps  taken  same  H.s'euMli  for  all  our  ginnls. 

Music  by  Call  KJimnier.    Words  by  Sydney  llosenfekl. 


In  olden  days  a  learned  man  a  learned  message  iwun'd. 
But  when  the  people  came  to  scan,  not  one  could  comprehend. 
"  We  try  to  read  they  cried  in  vain!  and  yet  the  writing's  plain. 
"  We  try  to  reatl  they  cried  in  vain!  and  yet  the  writing's  plain. 

Cuours 

At  last  they  saw  why  not,  and  this  the  reason  why: 
The  man  forgot  the  doHet.  the  dotlet  on  the  "  i." 
At  last  they  saw  why  not,  and  this  the  rea-son  why: 
The  man  forgot  the  dotlet,  the  dotlet  on  the  '*  i." 

A  royal  liou.se  an  heir  requires,  and  father,  mother  pray, 
Tlie  wish  that  most  their  heart  desires  ))e  born  to  them  one  d.ny. 
"  No  little  girl  will  bring  ns  joy,  we  wish  a  little  boy! " 
"  No  little  girl  will  bring  us  joy,  we  wish  a  little  l>oy!" 

Chokus. 
At  last  a  tiny  totlet,  a  prince  arrives,  oh,  my! 
That  princelet  was  the  <lotlet.  the  dotlet  on  the  "  i." 
At  last  a  tiny  totlet,  a  prince  arrives,  oh,  my! 
That  princelet  was  the  dotlet,  the  dotlet  on  the  "  i." 

The  scientific  age  of  man  has  come  to  us  at  last; 
The  missing  link  that  Darwin  .sought  has  finally  been  class'd: 
It  wears  tiijht  pants  and  bangs  its  hair,  and  is  not  very  shj-; 
It  wears  tight  pants  and  bangs  its  hair,  and  is  not  very  sliy. 

Cnouus 

Of  all  tlie  silly  rotlet  of  this  and  time  gone  by. 
The  dndelet  is  the  dotlet.  the  dotlet  on  the  "  i." 
Of  all  tlie  .«illy  rotlet  of  this  and  time  gone  by. 
The  dudelet  is  the  ilotlet,  the  dotlet  on  the  "  i." 


OUR   OWN   BOY,   JACK. 

Tlie  Wonls  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  ho  s<'nt  to  any  nddn  s.«.  jiost  (Kiid.  on  n'e«>ipt  of  40 

cents;  orthisand  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  IVlIar,  by  II.  .1.  \\eliiii;in,  rut  Park 

llow.  New  York  City.    Postage  Staniiw  tnki'u  same  as  ea.sli  for  all  our  ^oikIs. 


Parody  sung  by  John  J.  Itubin 


Tlie  foremo.st  picture  in  my  mind  is  when  I  was  a  kid. 
I  11  tell  you  of  the  times  I  had  and  .sonw  thino-s  that  I  did, 
I'll  get  i)aralize(l  on  cider,  through  a  Ituiig  hole  it  was  nice, 
I  wouUi  .set  a  hen  on  snow  balls  for  to  see  him  liatcli  out  ice. 
Olio  day  I  tried  to  ride  a  mule,  he  kicked  m<!  in  tin;  jaw. 
You  can  bet  I  saw  a  thousand  stars  I  never  saw  before; 
One  day  I  irave  a  poor  ol<l  bum  a  tlime  to  get  .some  brea<l, 
-My  mother  caught  me  in  tlic  act,  and  this  is  what  she  .said: 

Cnoiics.  : 

Be  upright  and  gaily,  be  nervy  and  lH)ld, 

Bemcmbcr  that  old  Vaiulerbilt  has  more  rocks  than  Jay  fJould; 
You  may  not  be  a  millionaire,  but  the  growler  you  must  li.i(;k. 
Then  your  mother  will  be  proud  of  you,  her  own  boy,  Jack. 

She  used  to  make  me  chase  the  duck  just  forty  times  a  day. 

She  alw.ays  made  me  pay  for  it.  slie  knew  I  was  a  jay; 

I've  traveled  all  around  this  world  ami  strange  things  I  did  .see, 

1  went  from  Spain  to  Russia  anil  from  tlierc  to  Germany. 

I  went  to  growler  parties  and  I  tried  to  work  the  bliiff. 

But  1  would  get  it  in  the  eye,  you  can  bet  I  had  enouirli; 

The  neiirhbors  .said  I  grew  just  like  my  mother  every  day,    '       ■ 

My  motiier  she  was  proud  of  me,  and  this  is  what  she'd  say: — Chorus 


J^ 


— Jones:  "  I  s.a}'.  Smith.  I  understand  Brown  is  something  of  a 
literary  man.  "  Siuith,  "  Literary  man,  yes.  Why,  Brown  writes 
for  the  waste  baskets  of  some  of  the  leading  newspapers  and  mag- 
azines in  the  country." 


— Daughter  (to  materfamilias  at  Narragansett):  "  Mamma,  this  is 
Mr.  Bravcboy.  who  so  heroically  rescued  me  from  the  waves  this 
morning."  Materfamilias  (who  feels  that  the  family  owes  Mr. 
Bravcboy  a  debt  of  gratitude,  but  not  liking  the  general  ap|>ear- 
aiice  as  to  what  the  result  may  be):  "  Er-oli-ycs,  Mr.  Bravelx>y,  it 
wa.?  very  noble  of  you,  I  am  sure,  and  er-I-l  trust  j'ou  did  not ' 
find  the  water  unpleasantly  cold?  " — Epoch. .:.  \i.''";':'^^'''  ,■■:  h 
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Save  Enough  to   Send  for   Me. 

Copyright,  1M7.  by  T.  B.  llBrms  A  Co. 

Th«  Wortld  »n(l  Munlr  of  this  Sontr  wH  •>»'  «"iit  ti>  any  addn-so,  |ioHt-pMi<l,  on  rwH-ipt  of  iO 

cents:  or  thiaand  aiiytwootht-r  SonKxf'TOnf  m>lli>i-.  by  H.  J.  ^V<>hiiian,   1.10  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  C'lty.    Postage  staiii|>.-<  taken  xanir  n.s  oaxh  for  all  our  KOodH. 


Word.-. and  Miiaii-  by  J.  W.  Ktlly. 


The  ship  wa.s  reiuly.  ami  the  sailor 

Knew  tluit  soon  the  liour  was  nij^h, 
When  gentle  hearts  were  sei)arating 

At  the  sad,  sad  word,  good-l)ye. 
A  lad  was  standing  l>y  a  m()tlR'r, 

He  was  the  last  to  leave  tlie  slir)re; 
He  kissed  her  brow  anil  thought  at  parting. 

"  Will  I  ever  see  her  more?" 
She  fain  would  go.  hut  gave  her  blessing, 

Though  parted  now  by  j>overty. 
"  Wlien  you're  happy,  son,"  she  whis}H'red, 

"  Save  enough  to  send  for  me!" 

Chorus. 

"  Save  enough  to  send  for  me! 

I'll  await  you  patiently: 
When  you  pro.s|>er,  .son,  God  bles.s  you, 

Save  enough  to  .send  for  nie!' 

A  year  has  pa.s.sed  and  now  the  mother 

liids  her  home  a  last  farewell. 
Her  heart  is  aching  w  ith  that  .M>rrow, 

No  one  save  herself  can  tell. 
Oh.  far  out  on  the  mighty  o<-ean. 

Ere  death  released  her  weary  soid. 
She  wished  to  see  the  captain,  for  she 

Had  a  storv  to  unfold. 
"  Dear  captain,  if  you  see  my  darling. 

Oh,  tell  him  now  that  I  am  free, 
Tell  him  soon  I  will  Ix"  happy, 

Other  friends  have  sent  for  me!" 

CHORrc. 
"  Other  friends  have  sent  for  me! 

Soon  ff)rcver  I'll  Ik-  free: 
Son  was  go<Kl,  so  now,  (}ofl  blos  him, 

Other  friends  have  sent  for  mel" 


When   the   Roses   Bloom   in   Spring. 

CopyriKht,  1»7,  by  T.  B.  Hannw  *  lo. 

The  Word*  and  Munio  of  this  Sonir  will  b.-  wnt  to  any  nddrfst..  prwit  naid.  on  rercipt  of  40 

cento,  or  thio  and  any  two  .■th<'r  Sonirn  (xr  <  >iif  I>ollar.  iiy  H.  .1    Wchman.  \'M>  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  t.'ity.     I'lWtaK^  StaiiipM taken  h.->ni>'  »^t'aKh  for  allourKoudf. 

WordB  by  Jamen  R.  Adams.    M«»io  by  luldio  t'»x. 

When  the  roses  bloom  in  Spriiiir, 

And  the  Wint(?r  days  have  i)as.s'd, 
When  tiie  birds  s.)  sweetlj'  sing. 

My  love  will  come  at  last: 
No  more  .sorrow,  no  more  care, 

Hright  sunshine  lie  will^uing. 
Content  with  love  to  shan-. 

When  th«!  roses  bloom  in  Spring 
Come,  love,  now  to  cheer  me, 

I'm  waiting  to  Ik;  near  thee, 
I  will  not  lie  lonely. 

For  him  I  live  only. 
He  is  coming  back  to  me, 

My  love  far  o'er  the  .sea! 

Rkfk.m.n. 

When  the  roses  bloom  in  Spring, 

And  the  Winter  days  have  pass'd. 
When  the  birds  so  sweetly  sing, 

My  love  has  come  at  last; 
No  more  sorrow,  no  more  can-, 

Bright  sun.shine  he  will  bring, 
Content  with  love  to  share, 

When  the  roses  bloom  in  Spring. 

Oh,  he  will  never  more  from  me  stray. 

Should  harm  befall  him, 
Oh,  God,  I  pray, 

Protect  my  darling,  far  o'er  the  sea. 
And  guide  him  safely 
;    ,  Back  again  to  me. — Refrain. 


MY   SOLDIER   BOY. 

CopyiiKht,  ISn,  by  Bowen  A  SehleUrarth. 


Thi-  WordM  and  Miialr  of  thin  .Sonfr  will  be  Kent  to  any  addreea,  poat-paJd,  on  receipt  of  40  f 
cfntM.  or  thia  and  any  two  other  Sonira  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  nrk 
Kow,  New  York  (Sty.    roHtairf  StanipM  taken  Mune  mx  cash  for  aU  our  (rood*. 

Words  by  Harry  B.  Smith.    Muidc  by  Oeo.  Schleiflarth 


I  saw  him  when  the  trumpets  called, 

March  off  so  galllant  and  brave, 
My  soldier  boy  with  all  the  rest 

Ilis  country  dear  to  save: 
A  .smile  wius  on  his  l)onny  face. 

His  .step  was  proud  and  free; 
Soon  he  will  return, 

Yes,  he  will  return  to  me! 

ClIORl'S. 

'Neath  banners  waving  far  away 

My  soldier  lioy  to-night 
Awaits  the  trumjx't  that  s<M»n  will  call 

To  battle  for  the  right. 
And  when  the  order  comes  to  him, 

I  know  he'll  l)e  tnie  blue; 
I  know  my  soldier  l)oy  is  true. 

I  know  my  soldier  boy  is  true. 

Then  when  at  night  he  lies  at  rest 

Where  camp-fires  brightly  are  gleaming, 
'Neath  the  moon's  )x;aming,  tenderly  seeming. 

Sweet  may  be  ever  his  dreaming. 
And  if  he  fall,  a  soldier's  death 

And  all  its  glory  awaits  him, 
But  ixjril  over,  his  country  made  free, 

He  will  return  to  me. — Choru». 


>. 


When  the  Springtime  Flowers  Bloom. 

Copyright,  IM7,  by  iMidorr  Praxer. 

The  Words  and  Mnrtc  of  thi!<  Song  will  bo  sent  to  any  addreiw.  poxt-pald,  on  rei-eipt  of  40 

cenl»(  or  tliin  and  any  two  other  Sonir<  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  w'ebman,  100  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'oetaKe  StampM  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goodii. 


Words  and  Munie  by  J.  W.  Wood. 


Peep  in  my  heart  there  is  a  sigh 
For  my  loved  one  o'er  the  sea. 
Again  I  hear  his  parting  words: 
"  I'll  come  again  to  thee."     Ah! 
I'll  come  to  thee,  I'll  come  to  thee 
When  the  Springtime  flowers  b!<M)m, 
And  sweet  fragrance  tills  the  .-tir. 
When  the  song  of  joyous  liirils 
Makes  all  earth  seem  bright  antl  fair; 
Then  my  Ixinny  lad  will  come 
'Mid  the  ros<!s  .sweet  perfume. 
For  he  promised  he'd  return  tt)  me 
When  the  Springtime  flowers  bl(N>m. 

When  th<m  art  near,  my  darling  lM>y, 

Life  seems  a  pleasure  to  me. 

Come  when  the  sun  is  .shining  bright, 

Comt!  then  from  f)ver  the  sax. 

Ah! — When  the  Springtime  flowers  bloom, 

Antl  sw(!et  fragrance  tills  the  air. 

When  the  song  of  joyous  birds 

Makes  all  earth  seem  bright  and  fair, 

Then  my  bonnie  lad  will  come, 

'Mid  the  roses  .sweet  perfume. 

For  he  promised  he'd  return  to  mc 

When  the  Springtime  flowers  bloom. 

Oft  I  drean\*ftic  Springtime's  here, 

And  I  sigh  with  aching  heart. 

When  I  wake  to  find,  alas! 

That  still  we're  far  apart; 

But  then  my  thoughts  would  steal  away 

And  dispel  all  care  and  gloom. 

For  I  know  he  will  return  to  me. 

When  the  Springtime  flowers  bloom. 


— "  A  very  clever  girl,  that  stupid  Miss  Blum,  who  just  went 
out."  "Clever?  Why,  she  never  opens  her  mouth!"  "That's 
where  she's  clever." — Puck. 
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THE   CONVICT  AND   THE   BIRD.         TRUE  AS  THE   STARS  ABOVE. 


Copyright,  1«88,  by  WUlis  Woodward  4  Co. 

The  Words  and  Huidc  of  this  Sonc;  will  be  aeiit  to  any  addrews,  |iO!<t-paid,  on  re<f  ipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Son^  for  One  UolUtr.  !>>'  H.  J.  nehinun,  IW  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  itaine  oh  cash  for  all  uurgouUi*. 


Words  and  Miutic  by  Paul  Dreaaer. 


A  convict  sat  in  a  prison  cell, 

Doom'd  all  the  days  of  his  life; 
And  his  thouj^hts  went  out  to  the  ones  he  loved. 

To  his  home,  his  baljc  and  wife; 
A  songster  lit  on  his  window  sill, 

And  the  pfwr  soul's  heart  was  stirred, 
For  he  seemed  to  sing  of  the  days  gone  by. 

To  the  convict  sang  the  bird. 
He  seemed  to  sing  of  the  sunshine. 

He  seemed  to  sing  of  the  clouds,  \^    . 

He  seemed  to  sing  of  prosperity,  ,      - 

And  of  poverty's  somber  shrouds; 
He  seemed  to  sing  of  freedom 

In  the  sky  near  the  sun's  bright  ray. 
And  as  it  brought  to  his  eyes  the  tears, 

The  bird  it  fiew  away.  ' 

Cnonus, 
Come  to  me  each  day 
Come  to  nie,  I  pray;  ... 

Thou  messenger  of  freedom,  come  to  me; 
Let  me  hear  each  note 
That  bubbles  from  thy  throat, 

ITie  convict  like  tue  bird  would  fain  be  free. 

The  bird  he  came  to  sing  his  song 

At  dusk  on  a  Summer's  day. 
And  the  poor  thing  cliirped  in  loneliness, 

For  no  convict  heard  his  la)'; 
He  sang  his  notes  so  plaintively. 

Too  sad  for  tongue  to  tell, 
And  at  early  morn  the  faithful  bird 

Lay  dead  in  the  convict's  cell. 
He  sang  no  more  of  the  sun.shine. 

He  sang  no  more  of  the  clouds. 
He  sang  no  more  of  prosperity. 

Nor  of  poverty's  somber  shrotids; 
He  sang  no  more  of  freedom 

In  the  sky  nesir  the  sun's  bright  ray, 
And  as  he  tinished  his  song, 

The  faithful  bird  it  passetl  away. 

Chorus. 

He  came  no  more,  they  say. 
He  came  no  more  each  day, 

The  mcs.senger  of  freedom  none  could  see; 
Silent  was  the  cell. 
As  if  l)y  magic  six;ll, 

The  convict  like  the  bird  again  was  free. 


Just  Arrived  from  Harrisburg. 


Words  and  Music  by  WiU  H.  Fox. 


The  Word«  and  Mnntc  of  this  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-pnid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  orthisand  any  two  olhtT  Sohrb  for  One  iKjIlar,  by  H.  J.  Wfliinaii,  I'M  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goodii. 

0  I'm  shust  arrived  from  Harrisburg,  aboad  an  hour  ago. 
Bis  dii  {leniund,  mein  frieud? 

To  make  a  living  in  die  place,  is  hard  as  you  must  know. 
Bis  du  giTsunu,  mein  friend? 

1  am  thirsty,  und  I'm  hungry,  und  mitont  a  single  tollar, 
I've  walked  around  for  dree  days,  und  not  sold  a  paper  collar; 
8o  help  me  Solomon  Isaacs's  dots  the  reason  dot  I  holler. 
Now  who  will  puy  of  a  poor  pedler  man? 

Chorus. 

I  will  tell  der  next  bolice  I  meet  what  a  bad  gang  is  aronnd; 
Dey  kick  mein  hat,  und  rob  mein  sack  und  tump  me  on  der  ground. 
But  my  goods  vou'll  find  are  unexcelled,  und  warranted  der  best, 
Dey  are  made  by  Cohn  und  Levi,  who  keeps  a  store  out  Vest. 

I  ain't  eat.a  ting  for  dese  dree  days,  der  dimes  dey  are  so  shlack, 

Bist  du  gersund,  mein  friend? 
1  vill  pack  up  mein  carpet  sack,  und  leave  for  Cincinnati, 

Bist  du  gersund,  mein  friend? 
I'm  a  jKjdler  und  of  Iky,  you  no  doubt  have  often  heredt, 
1  shumps  up  in  der  morning  like  a  pooty  leetle  biredt; 
I  selling  from  a  flue  toot  brush,  una  from  dot  down  to  a  shiredt,    , 
Now  who  will  puy  of  a  poor  pedler  man? 

Chorus. 

Den  who'll  puy  of  me  dots  pedler  Ike,  he's  der  sheapest  pedler  round; 
Dis  padent  fan,  dot  in  mein  hand,  der  price  I  have  marked  down; 
All  mein  shtock  of  goods  so  help  me  friends,  I  shwear  dey  are  der  best, 
Dey  are  made  by  Cohen  and  Levi,  who  keepe  a  store  oat  Vest. 


Copyright,  1887,  by  T.  a  Harms  A  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son?  «-iU  be  sent  to  any  address,  podt-jpaid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^  for  One  Dollar,  l>y  H.  J.  Wehinan,  ISO  Hirk 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aij'cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  K.  G.  Richmond. 


His  ship  at  anchor  safely  lay. 

And  he  was  by  my  side. 
That  night  he  had  to  sail  away, 

Across  the  ocean  wide; 
He  look'd  into  my  eyes  and  said. 

One  vow  I'll  ask  t)f  thee: 
When  I  am  far  on  ocean's  bed. 

Wilt  thou  be  true  to  me? 

Chorus. 
True  as  the  stars  above 

Will  I  be  to  thee! 
Never  forgetting,  dear. 

That  you  love  me! 
Thinking  of  thee  alone 

On  the  stormy  sea; 
Praying  that  thou  wilt  come, 

My  darling,  to  me. 

A  year  has  pass'd,  but  not  a  word 

From  him  I  held  so  dear. 
In  dreams  I  saw  him  and  I  heard 

His  sweet  voice  low  and  clear; 
But  when  from  sleep  I  would  arise. 

My  heart  was  till'd  with  fear; 
And  when  the  daylight  gently  dies. 

His  words  rang  in  my  ear: 

CnoRi's. 

True  as  the  stars  above 

Will  I  be  to  thee! 
Never  forgetting,  dear. 

That  you  love  me! 
Thinking  of  thee  alone 

On  the  stormy  sea;  ■     -   .    " 

Praying  that  thou  wilt  come. 

My  darling,  to  me. 

One  Summer  evening  when  the  sun 

Was  giving  his  la.st  ray, 
A  noble  ship  with  canvjis  spread 

Came  sailiag  up  the  b;iy; 
My  heart  did  leap  to  see  my  boj% 

As  on  the  shore  he  came; 
And  between  the  smiles  antl  tears  of  joy 

I  whisper "d  this  refrain: 

Chorus. 

True  as  the  stars  above 

Have  I  l)een  to  thee! 
Never  forgetting,  dear, 

That  you  love<l  me! 
Tliiuking  of  thee  alone 

On  the  .stormy  sea; 
I've  pray'd  that  thou  would  come. 

My  darling,  to  me. 
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How  Happy  I  Could  "be  with  Either. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Uollar,  by  II.  J.  •Ve'unan,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    PostageStamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


How  happy  I  could  be  with  either. 

Were  t'other  dear  charmer  away; 
But  while  you  thus  tease  me  togetiier, 

To  neither  a  word  will  I  say. 

Ri  tol  de  rol,  lol  de  rol,  li  do,  Ac 

How  happy  I  could  be  with  either. 

Dear,  dear  maids,  so  l)eauteou8  and  gay; 
And  with  thee  my  heart  it  would  ever 
,   Its  love  and  aflfection  convey. 

Ri  tol  de  rol,  lol  de  rol,  li  do,  &c 

How  happy  I  could  be  with  either. 

To  charm  by  night  and  by  day; 
To  be  to  each  one  a  fond  lover. 

And  pass  hours  of  pleasure  away. 

Ri  tol  de  rol,  lol  de  rol,  H  do,  &c. 
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WAIT  TILL  THE  TIDE  COMES  IN. 


tV)pyTi«ht.  llfT.  ^y  OvoTKv  I*rophcter,  Jr. 


The  Wordfi  aii<l  Milsir  of  thin  Sonjr  will  !>«•  wiit  to  any  mldn-so.  jxwt-jMvid,  on  rw«>i|>t  of  M 

cents;  t)r  tlitxanil  any  two  iitluT  Soiiifs  for  One  Unllnr,  Ijy  II.  J.  WcliiiiHii,  I'M  I'luk 

Kow,  Kew  York  City.    ru»tut;e  Stunitwi  tukt'U  imiue  aa  csfili  fur  ull  utu'  kuo^Io- 


Vfottla  by  Oeoivc  IVophetcr.    Mu.-Uc  by  Oiutie  L.  Daria. 

lie  kissed  me  by  the  sea, 

Tlie  tears  rolled  down  my  cheeks, 

My  heart  was  tilled  with  sadness, 

Tf)  him  I  covild  not  spfjik; 

The  ship  was  wei<;hiiig  anchor, 

And  sadly  moaned  the  wind. 

His  last  words  were,  "  God  bless  you, 

Wait  till  the  tide  comes  in." 

Chorus. 

"Wait  till  the  tide  comes  in, 

I  will  return  to  you,  love.  a&:nin, 

Back  to  sweet  kisses,  back  to  caresses, 

And  with  you  I  will  remain. 

Think  of  me  always  when  I'm  away. 

Watch  for  tlie  white  sails,  love,  da}'  by  day, 

I  will  return,  love,  only  be  constant, 

Wait  till  the  tide  comes  in. 

The  days  and  weeks  roll  by. 

And  months  turn  into  vears. 

Since  that  sa<l  hour  of  parting 

He  left  me  here  in  tears; 

I  oft  sit  by  the  seaside 

And  watch  the  stormy  main, 

I  can't  forjret  his  hist  wonis: 

"  Wait  till  the  tide  comes  in." — Chorui. 
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THE    HARBOR    LIGHTS. 

The  Wrtnl."  ami  Music  of  tlii.o  Sonfr  will  »>e  sent  to  any  addrowi,  poxt-jiaiil,  on  nTelpt  of  iO 

Cf  ntK:  or  llii.<  and  any  two  oilur  .Soii;;^  for  I  >Me  Dollur.  by  H.  J.  W  elinian,  130  Park 

Kuw.  New  York  City.     I'osta^i*  S(ani|>!>tak<'n  Minu-a.s  cash  for  all  our  ^uodii. 
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AULD   LANG   SYNE.         . 

Till-  Wtirdx  and  MiihIo  of  thin  BonfT  will  be  ornt  to  any  nddrvw.  |N>st'|>aid,  on  rit'cipt  of  40 

cents;  ortliiMaiid  any  two  otiu'r  Sonprs  for  Onf  Dollar,  liy  H.  .1.  Wi-hnian,  130  I'ark 

Itow,  New  York  City.    Postoijo  Stamps  tjikrn  same  as  ciuUi  for  all  our  ^oods. 


Words  by  Jo!*|>h  T.  I»njf.    Music  by  Kate  Itoyle. 

YouHii  Pat  had  beeti  some  years  away 

From  Cork,  his  native  home, 
Ami  now  with  money  saved  he  back 

Was  journimr  on  the  foam; 
The  days  to  him  like  years  apjx'ar'd, 

And  endless  .seein'd  the  ni^^hts. 
Till  he  at  liu*t  with  joy  beheld 

The  famed  Cork  liarbor  lights. 

Ciionus. 

The  liirlits  of  the  h.arlM)r,  the  harbor  lii^hts 
The  dream  of  so  many  long  dreary  niglifs. 

Like  till?  bright  lieaiuing  star,  and  so  near  yet  SO  far. 
The  lights  of  the  liHrbor,  the  harl)or  lights. 

lie  fancied  in  those  distant  lights 

His  mother  he  could  see. 
He  i>ietured  her  with  tearful  eyes 

K  cr  wond'ring  where  was  he; 
And  how  deliglitid  she  would  be 

To  meet  him  once  again; 
He  pictured  this  while  ga/ing  at 

Those  lights  across  the  main. — Clutrua. 

Pat  still  those  lights  kept  watching,  which 

To  him  .seem'd  slow  tr)  spreiwl. 
As  onward  o'er  the  mystic  deep 

The  heedless  ve.s.sel  si»ed; 
When,  lo?  a  sudden  fearful  "bang" 

Ke-eclioed  thro'  tlie  night, 
Then  all  was  dark,  and  e'en  tho.se  lic:ht.<j 

Quite  di.s.sapoir6d  from  sight. — ('h>rua. 

Alas!  'twas  not  ordained  that  Pat 

That  night  .should  safely  land. 
For  .soon  'twas  found  the  vessel  was 

In  tlames  on  ev'rj-  hand; 
At  length,  with  all  alioard  .she  sank  '  " 

BeticJith  the  foam  like  lead, 
With  Pat  on  deck  and  watching  still 

Those  brilliant  lights  ahead.— CVit>rar/. 


Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot 

And  never  brought  to  min'  ? 
Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot 

And  the  days  of  Lang  Syne  ? 

CnoRi'S. 
For  Auld  Lang  Syne,  my  dear. 

For  Auld  LangSvne, 
We'll  take  a  cup  o'  l^indness  yet 

For  Auld  Lang  Syne. 

We  twa  hae  run  about  the  braes. 

And  j>ou't  the  go  wans  fine. 
And  we've  wandered  moiiy  a  weiiry  fit. 

Sin'  Auld  Lang  Syne.— C'/<wm«. 

We  twa  hae  paddled  i'  the  burn, 

Fra  mornin'  sun  till  dine, 
IJut  seas  between  us  braid  hae  ro.arcd. 

Sin'  Auld  Lang  Syne. — t'liorut. 

And  hero's  a  hand,  my  trusty  friend. 

And  gie's  a  hand  o"  thine. 
And  we'll  tak'  a  cup  o"  kiiidn««s  yet 

For  Auld  Lang  Syne. — V horns. 

And  surely  ymi'll  be  your  pint  stoup, 

As  sure  as  I'll  be  mine. 
And  we'll  tak'  a  right  good  willie-waught 

For  Auld  Lan^  Svne. — C/iorus. 


HIBERNIANS   LOVELY   JEAN. 

Send  your  iiaiuf  and  .'iddn'i>.'<to  H.  ,1.  Wchinnn,  l:!0  I'nrk  liow.Ncw  York  City,  and  roceivo 

by  n-tnin  ni.iil  a  i'iini|il<'t<'  I'ataloK'iic  ol  oxer  'Hkmi  l'o|iiiliii'  KiiKli^biimt  (icrnian 

Sougf    Km-.     l'o«tat;c  Stnni|M  taken  nunc  US  rash  for  all  uurt;outl& 


— Why  is  a  selfish  friend  like  the  letter  p? 
is  first  in  pity,  he  is  the  hist  in  help. 


Becai.so  Vhough  he 


When  parting  fioni  the  Scottish  shore. 

And  the  lliirhlands  mossy  banks, 
To  Germany  we  all  sailed  o'tr 

To  join  the  hostile  ranks; 
At  length  in  Ireland  we  arrived 

After  a  long  campaign. 
Where  a  bonny  maid  my  heart  lK?trayed, 

She's  Hiberni.is  lovel}'  Jean. 

Her  cheeks  were  of  the  ro.seate  hue. 

With  the  bright  blinks  of  her  e'en, 
Besparkling  with  the  drops  of  dew 

That  .si)angle  the  meadows  green. 
Jean  Cameron  ne'er  was  half  so  fair, 

No!  nor  .Je.s.sy  of  Diimblane, 
No  princes  fine  can  her  outshine. 

She's  llil)ernia'8  lovely  Jean. 

This  l)onny  la.ss  of  Iri.sh  braw 

Was  of  a  high  degree, 
Iler  parents  said  a  soldier's  bride 

Their  daughter  ne'er  should  I)e. 
Overwhelmed  with  care,  grief  and  despair, 

No  hope  does  now  remain; 
Since  the  nymj^h  divine  <;annot  be  mine. 

She's  Hibernia's  lovely  Jean, 

My  tartan  ])laid  I  will  forsake. 

My  commission  I'll  resign, 
I'll  make  this  bonny  lass  my  bride. 

If  the  la.s.sie  will  be  mine; 
Then  in  Ireland,  wliere  the  graces  dwell, 

For  ever  I'll  remain. 
And  in  hymen's  band  join  heart  in  hand 

Wi'  Hibernia's  lovely  Jean. 

Should  war  triumph.ant  sound  again. 

And  call  her  sons  to  arms. 
Or  nei>tune  waft  me  o'er  the  flood. 

Far  from  Jeannie's  charms; 
Should  I  be  laid  in  honor's  bed, 

liy  a  ball  or  dart  be  slain. 
Death's  pangs  would  cure  the  pains  I  bear 

For  Hibernia's  lovely  Jean, 
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Mistress  Jinks,  Wife  of  Captain  Jinks  '^ 


Tune—"  Captain  Jinks." 


Send  your  name  and  addrefw  to  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  I'opular  English  and  Gennaa 

Songs— Free.     Postage  Stainps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 

I  am  Mistress  Jinks  of  Madison  Square,         ,; 
I  wear  fine  clotlies  and  I  puff  my  hair, 
And  bow  the  gentlemen  at  me  stare. 

While  my  husband's  in  the  army;  .:  • 

'-    Where'er  I  go  I'm  tiilked  about,  v      >    . 

;  I'm  talked  about,  I'm  talked  about; 

/.      ■;     '    1  wear  the  latest  fashions  out,  .<     1! 

While  the  Captain's  in  the  army,  . 

Spoken — And  why  shouldn't  I ?    Everybody  that  sees  me  knows : 

-:■•-■■"  ^'■■^^-■-  [■■ '- ^^      Chorus.  -'-'.r-^  ■'^^■'■V;;"'  ;^:■ 

I  am  Mistress  Jinks  of  Madison  Square,  /    . 

I  wear  tine  clothes  and  I  puff  my  hair, 
And  how  the  gentlemen  at  me  stare, 

-   -  While  the  Captain's  in  the  army. 

I  give  my  parties  and  my  balls,  '      i  •;; 

And  tend  to  all  my  evening  calls,  ; 

And  buy  the  !)est  I  can  find  at  Hall's  ; 

Wliile  my  husband's  in  the  armj';  ;  . 

I  write  to  him  and  he  writes  to  me,  '  ■  \ 

lie  writes  to  me,  he  writes  to  me,  i^ 

And  says  that  I  must  happy  be 

While  the  Captain'.s  in  the  army. 

Spoken — And  why  shouldn't  I?  He  fights  for  his  pay,  I  get  it 
and  spend  it,  he's  happy,  so  am  I,  for — Choru$. 

'  He  saj's  he'll  get  a  furlough  soon, 

And  come  back  home  to  stay  till  June, 

O!  won't  I  sing  a  different  tune  '' 

To  my  husband  in  the  army;  '; 

I'll  meet  him  then  with  kisses  sweet. 
With  kis.ses  sweet,  with  kisses  sweet, 
,   ■        I'll  hasten  out  of  the  door  to  meet 

With  the  Captain  home  from  the  army. 

Spoken — And  why  shouldn't  I?  Haven't  I  spent  all  his  money? 
Owe  large  bills,  house  rent  due,  nothing  to  wear,  hungry,  and, 
well — vTiorus. 


If  the   Waters   Could   Speak  as   They 

Flow. 


Copyright,  1887,  by  WlUis  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  i)e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  ourgoods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Oraham. 
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If  the  waters  could  speak  as  they  flow  along 

To  the  depths  of  the  mighty  sea, 
What  sorrow  and  tears  and  laughter  and  song       / 

Would  its  pent  up  bosom  free; 
Tales  of  many  a  shatter'd  life. 

And  once  golden  hopes  laid  low. 
Would  mingle  with  those  of  careers  more  bright 

If  the  waters  could  speak  as  they  flow; 
Woul<l  mingle  with  those  of  careers  more  bright 

If  the  waters  could  speak  as  they  flow. 

"r'  ....;;..;.■      CnoRUs.       ''■_■'  ;.;■:*■,';■■ 

St/)ries  of  laughter  and  tears. 

And  once  golden  hopes  laid  low, 
Would  mingle  with  (hose  of  brighter  careers 

If  the  waters  could  speak  as  they  flow. 

If  the  waters  could  speak  as  they  flow  along 

Of  scenes  in  the  ages  past. 
Or  tell  of  the  great  and  mighty  throng 

That  shall  wake  at  the  trumiKJt's  blast; 
Unwritten  lore  of  love  and  war, 

That  the  world  will  never  know, 
Would  come  before  us  from  days  of  yore 

If  the  waters  could  speak  .is  they  flow; 
Would  come  before  us  from  days  of  j'ore 

If  the  waters  could  speak  as  they  flow. — C7i<n'us. 


HANDY    ANDY. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  *0  ; 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^  ehman,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ali  uur  goods. 


How  are  yez,  me  friends?  sure  I  hoi>e  j'ou're  all  well, 

My  cruel  misfortunes  to  you  I  will  tell; 

I  was  born  on  a  Friday,  that  ill  omened  day, 

"  He's  a  blundering  blackguard,"  my  father  did  say. 

Och,  hone!  now  ain't  it  a  shame 

To  be  called  Handy  Andy  when  Andrew's  my  name? 

My  blunder,  the  first,  I  remember  it  yet, 

I  was  sent  to  the  Post  Office  letters  to  get; 

"  What  name?"  axed  the  clerk  as  I  looked  at  him  shy, 

"  That's  none  o'  your  business,  you  blackguard,"  says  I. 

Och,  hone!  now  ain't  it  a  shame 

To  be  called  Handy  Andy  when  Andrew's  my  name? 

One  morning  there  lay  about  two  feet  o*  snow,   - 

Said  my  boss,  "  You  must  clear  off  the  pavement,  ye  know,' 

He  meant  but  the  snow,  but  I  cleaned  it  complete. 

By  shovelling  the  bricks  wid  the  snow  in  the  street. 

Och,  hone!  now  ain't  it  a  shame 

To  be  called  Handy  Andy  when  Andrew's  my  name? 

'   *     '  " 

One  night  I  was  waiter  at  a  party  so  nice. 

They  tould  me  to  put  the  champagne  in  the  ice; 

I  opened  each  bottle  and  thought  it  all  right. 

In  the  ice-water  poured  it,  and  ruined  it  quite. 

Och,  hone!  now  ain't  it  a  shame 

To  be  Cidled  Handy  Andy  when  Andrew's  my  name? 

Says  they  "  Ye  young  stupid,  see  what  you  have  done. 
You've  spoiled  our  champagne,  likewise  all  our  fun, 
Go!  bring  in  soda  water."     Says  I,  "enough  said;" 
Soap  and  water  I  brought,  which  they  threw  at  my  head. 
Och,  hone!  now  ain't  it  a  shame 
To  be  called  Handy  Andy  when  Andrew's  my  name? 

Next  I  hired  with  a  farmer  to  work  by  the  year, 
One  day  he  says,  "  Give  the  cows  corn  in  the  ear! " 
W^ith  shelled  corn  I  filled  up  the  ears  of  the  cows. 
When  the  farmer  he  kicked  me  straight  out  o'  the  house. 
Och,  hone!  now  ain't  it  a  shame 
To  be  called  Haqdy  Andy  when  Andrew's  my  name? 

One  day  a  man  led  his  horse  up  to  a  fence, 

"  Keep  an  eye  on  him,"  says  he,  "  I'll  give  j'e  six  pence," 

But  he  never  paid  me,  'cause  the  horse  took  affright. 

Though  my  eye  was  on  him  till  he  run  out  o'  sight. 

Och,  hone!  now  ain't  it  a  shame 

To  be  called  Handy  Andy  when  Andrew's  my  name? 

Then  a  footman  I  was,  to  attend  to  the  door. 

Where  I  had  to  tell  lies  as  I  did  ne'er  before; 

"  Is  yer  mashter  at  home?  "  one  wud  ax  wid  a  grin, 

"  No,  he  told  me  to  tell  yez  he  wasn't  just  in," 

Och,  hone!  now  ain't  it  a  shame 

To  be  called  Handy  Andy  when  Andrew's  my  name? 

At  last  then  I  sez  to  myself:  Andy,  dear. 

If  ye  wudn't  be  spiled  ye  had  bether  lave  here;      , 

Now  I  work  at  railroading  and  diggin'  canawl. 

And  when  grog  time  comes  round,  I  am  there  at  roll  call. 

Och,  hone!  now  ain't  it  a  shame 

To  be  called  Handy  Andy  when  Andrew's  my  name? 
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GYPSY    MAID. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po«t-paid.  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  I>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

liow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 


I'm  a  merry  gypsy  maid  from  my  tent  to  yonder  glade, 
Selling  ballads  is  my  trade,  fortunes,  too,  I  tell; 
For  village  maids  I've  comfort  bland,  of  sweethearts  who  complain, 
You've  only  just  to  cross  your  hand  to  little  gypsy  Jane. 

Tra  la  la  la  la  la,  &c. 

With  the  lark  I  greet  the  mom  wlien  the  dew  is  on  the  rye; 
With  the  milkmaid  'neath  the  thorn  stealthy  am  I; 
For  her  I've  tales  of  house  and  land,  and  husbands  rich  to  gain. 
She  has  but  just  to  cross  the  hand  of  little  gypsy  Jane. 

Tra  la  la  la  la  la,  &c. 
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THE    FACTORY    GIRL. 

Send  voiir  nanie  and  ailitrvssto  H.  J.  Wt'litnaii,  \M>  J'lirk  Row,  New  York  City,  nnil  receive 

by  return  nmil  ii  roniplete  CnUtloiriie  of  uvi-r  MUM  i'o|>iilar  KnirliHh  and  (i<'nniin 

Sonne     Kree.     l*i>snn{e  SUini|iK  tukt-u  tianie  un  i-asli  l\'i'  uU  our  jfinxls. 

If  there's  aiij- young  mail  lare  iu  love, 
•.;  I  think  tliat  I  tan  tun-  him; 

I  onff  thouirht  women  anufels  were, 

But  now  I  cant  endure  them; 
For  I've  lieen  sold  hy  a  heartless  maid 

■VVlio  made  i>f  nie  a  martyr, 
She  worked  in  a  straw  hat  factory. 

And  her  name  was  Kitty  Carter. 

Bpokf.n — She  was  tlie  nicest  litth'  hundle  of  deceit  that  a  man 
ever  met  witli — slu-  lived  with  iier  parents;  her  father  was  a  brakes- 
man in  an  oyster  saloon,  and  her  inotaer  was  book-keeper  at  au 
apple  stand;  but  she,  oh!  i 

CiiORra. 

Her  eyes  were  briirht.  her  footsteps  light, 

Her  teeth  as  white  as  pearls; 
She'd  jet  black  hair  and  face  as  fair. 

My  pretty  little  factory  girl; 
I  never  shall  forget  the  day 

When  lirst  I  chancitl  to  meet  her, 
iAe  looked  so  nice,  I  surely  thought 

I  never  saw  one  sweeter. 

What  lots  of  presents  for  lier  I  bought: 
Kings.  j>ins,  sacks,  shawls  »nd  bonnets; 

And  I  hired  a  poet  at  ten  cents  a  line 
To  write  sojue  sweet  love  sonnets. 

Spoken — Yes,  I  became  highly  extravagant,  and  deperately  in 
love.  I  actually  paid  a  dollar  and  a  half  for  a  love  poem  which 
I  presented  to  her;  it  ran  as  follows: 

Oh!  Kitty  Carter,  the  brakenian's  darter. 

No  girl  is  smarter:  to  you  I'm  a  niartyr; 

All  The  world  I'd  barter  for  a  string  of  3'our  garter, 

And  if  you  don't  jirove  a  tarter, 

I'll  love  you  forever  and  long  arter— for — Cliorus. 

I  sparked  her  for  three  months  or  more. 

At  last  I  was  deligiited; 
I  pressed  her  and  she  named  the  day 

When  we  shoidtl  be  united; 
C)erjoy«(l,  upon  her  I  bestowed 

Sucii  soft  and  fond  carese.ss, 
And  I  gave  her  all  the  ciish  I  had 

To  purchase  wedding  dresses. 

SroKKN — Yes,  I  was  "rejoiced  when  she  named  the  day,  I 
rushed  straight  to  the  bank,  drew  all  the  money  I  had  (twenty- 
seven  dollars),  and  dej)osited  it  on  her  lap;  I  couldn't  help  it, 
because — C/'0)->i». 

At  last  the  happy  day  came  rmmd. 

To  her  house  I  diil  repair; 
The  door  was  locked  and  no  one  home. 

The  bride  she  wasn't  there. 
I  searchetl  all  round,  she  couldn't  be  found, 

With  horror  I  was  wrapt  in, 
■When  I  learned  that  she  had  eloiMid  that  night 

With  a  big  canal  boat  captain! 

Spoken- -I  was  tlnmderstruck;  tlie  idea  of  licr  serving  me  so 
after  I  had  uivcn  her  all  I  liad  in  thi'  world!  My  first  tought  was 
suicide.  I  ruslietl  to  the  nearest  saloon  and  call«'d  for  a  glass  of 
brantiy  and  wiiter  and  drank  it  to  the  last  drop,  and  all  through 
her— for— 6' /((/?•»<«. 

Since  then  I've  wandered  all  alone, 

With  grief  I  am  confounded. 
The  canal  boat  got  wrecked  last  week 

And  the  faithless  girl  was  drowned. 
I  went  to  a  friend,  her  burial  to  attend. 

And  I  nearly  lost  my  senses, 
When  tlie  capt.'iin  ran  away,  and  I  had  to  pay 

All  of  her  hmeral  e.\iH;nses! ' 

Spoken — Yes,  I  made  myself  very  prominent  as  a  mf)urner. 
The  undertaker  called  on  me  to  foot  the  bill;  I  had  to  do  it. 
Since  thou  I  have  carefully  avoided  the  entire  sex.  I'll  never  go 
near  one  of  them,  even  if— C'/«>/'ms. 


BRING   BACK   MY   FISHER  BOY. 


CopyrlKbt,  1885,  by  Wm.  J.  McVey. 


The  Words  and  Munic  of  fhU  Sonjr  wdl  lie  Kent  to  any  addresK,  pout  paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

e«-nt.'«;  orthi^  and  an.v  two  other  SonK!<  for  One  Dollar,  hy  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Hark 

Huvi,  New  York  City.    I*otitAK<°  Htitin|it>  taken  name  aji  caHh  for  nil  our  Koud*. 

Words  an<l  Miisi<'  hy  M.  J.  Cavanntch. 


-A  high  chair:  A  Stock  Exchange  seat. 


On  a  rugged  shore  where  the  sullen  roar 

Of  the  liillows  rent  the  skies, 
And  the  boiling  surge  sang  the  seaman's  dirge, 

Stood  a  maid  with  tearful  eyes. 
She  seaward  gazed  where  tlie  lightning  bhized. 

While  this  pray'r  she  sends  alxive: 
"Safe  from  the  wave,  oh,  God!  pray  save 

My  lisher  boy,  my  love!" 

ClIOUL'S. 

Ye  wild  w  iiids  that  blow. 
Ye  tides  that  ebb  and  How, 
Give  ba<k  my  love  to  me. 
Give  back  my  love  to  me; 
Still,  oh,  God!  the  wave 
That  bears  away  my  joy, 
And  bring  back  my  blue-eyc<l  lad. 
Bring  baik  my  Jisher  boy. 

His  heart  was  gay  as  he  sjiiled  away 

From  his  love  that  Summer  morn; 
Ilib  staig  of  glee  o'er  the  placid  .sea 

To  her  ear  was  softly  l)orne. 
But  skies  grc^w  dark — the  fisher's  bark 

Is  gulfed  in  the  .seething  wave; 
He'll  ne'er  return  to  the  heart  that  mourns 

Her  love  in  his  ocean  grave. — Vhorun. 


COME,  HASTE  TO  THE  WEDDING 

Tlie  Wonln  and  Muste  of  this  Sontr  will  hv  Kent  to  any  addreioi,  poxt-iHtid,  <>n  rei-eipt  of  M 

i-enls;  or  this  and  any  »»€,  oiher  SonjrK  for  one  miliar,  hy  H.  J.  Wi-hninn,  i:Kl  I'ark 

l(o\v,  New  York  Cit.v.     l'o>>ta^t*  KtjLiii|n<  takt-ii  riaiiu*  txt*  vtish  for  all  our  i^immI^i. 

Come,  haste  to  the  wedding,  ye  friends  and  ye  neighbors. 

The  lovers  their  bliss  can  no  longer  delay; 
Forget  all  your  sorrows,  your  care  and  your  labors 

And  let  every  heart  beat  with  rapture  to-day; 
Ye  votaries  all,  attend  to  my  call. 

Come,  revel  in  pleasures  that  never  can  cloy: 
Come,  see  rural  felicity 

Which  love  and  innocence  ever  enjoy. 

Let  envy,  let  pride,  let  hate  and  ambition 

Still  crowd  to  and  beat  at  the  breast  of  the  great; 
Tt)  such  wretched  ])assions  we  give  no  admi.ssion, 

IJut  leave  them  alone  to  the  wi.se  ones  of  state; 
We  boast  of  no  wealth,  but  contentment  and  health, 

In  mirth  and  in  friendship  our  moments  employ; 
Come,  see  rural  felicity 

Which  love  and  innocence  ever  enjoy. 

With  reason  we  .taste  of  each  heart-stirring  pleasure. 

With  reason  we  drink  of  the  full  flowing  bowl; 
Are  jocund  and  gay,  but  all  within  mea-sure. 

For  fatal  excess  will  enslave  the  free  soul. 
Then  come  at  onr  biilding  to  this  happy  wedding. 

No  care  shall  intrude  our  bliss  to  annoy; 
Come,  see  rural  felicity 

Which  love  and  innocence  ever  enjoy. 


•  ; 


— Pa:    "What  would  you    like  to    \ie  when  you  ^row    \jp, 
Johnnv?"    .lohnny:    "I  think  I'll  be  a  .soldier."     ""iou  might 
get  killed."     "Who  by?"     "  By  the  enemy,  of  course."     "Well 
then  I  guess  I  had  better  Ix;  the  enemy." — Tej.as  Siftinf/s.  ,  --. 

— Harlem  Patron  (rushing  in):    "  Qiuck  !    Get  this  up  to  my 
liouse!     It's  a  matter  of  life  or  death!"    Snoozy  (messenger  num 
Iter  44):  "  Lemme  take  it.  Sully.     Dey's der  boss  game  'r  ball  goin 
on  bout  live  blocks  dis  side  'r  where  dat  bloke  lives." — Judge. 


— "  Gentlemen,"  said  an  indignant  pas.scuger  on  a  south  side 
cal)le  car  yesterday,  "will  none  of  you  get  up  and  give  this  old 
lady  a  scat'/  '  "  111  thank  you,  sir/  snapped  the  lady,  "  to  attend 
to  vour  own  affairs.  I  am  not  as  old  as  you  are  by  twenty  years, 
if  i'm  any  judge  of  a  person's  age."  The  indignant  passenger  got 
oil  at  the  next  crossing. — Chicago  Tiibune.      .,, 
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Carry  Me  Back  to  Old  Virginny. 

Tlie  Words  and  HuKic  of  this  8on(r  will  be  (writ  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cent«;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park 

How,  New  York  uty.    Postage  Stoinpii  taken  aaiue  an  casli  for  ali  our  Kooda. 

Carry  me  back  to  old  Virgiuny, 

There's  where  the  cotton  aud  tlie  corn  and  tatoes  grow, 
There's  where  the  birds  warble  sweet  in  the  Spring-time, 

There's  where  the  old  darkey's  heart  am  longed  to  go; 
There's  where  I  labored  so  hard  for  old  massa 

Day  after  day  in  the  field  of  yellow  corn, 
No  place  on  earth  do  I  love  more  sincerely 

Thau  old  Virginuy,  the  Slate  where  I  was  born. 

Chorus.  ' 

Carry  me  back  to  old  Virginny, 

There's  where  the  cotton  and  the  corn  and  tatoes  grow, 
There's  where  the  birds  warble  sweet  in  the  Spring-time, 

There's  where  this  old  diirkey's  heart  am  longing  to  go. 

Carry  me  back  to  old  Virginny, 

There  let  me  live  'till  I  wither  and  decay, 
Long  by  the  old  dismal  swamp  have  I  wandered. 

There's  where  this  old  darkey's  life  will  pass  away; 
Massa  and  Mis.<ius  have  long  gone  l)efore  me, 

Soon  we  will  meet  on  that  Ijright  and  golden  shore, 
There  we'll  be  happy  aud  free  from  jill  sorrow. 

There's  where  we'll  meet  aud  we'll  never  part  no  more — C?iorns. 


Carry  Me  Back  to   Old  Virginny 


/ 


The  ^ords  and  Music  of  this  Son);  wil  Ik-  sent  to  .iny  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

centti;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  I>ollar,  liy  H.J.  Welinian,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.     PoBtago  .Stamps  taken  same  iw  eauh  for  all  our  goods. 


De  floating  scow  ob  old  Virginny 

I)at  I  worked  in  fnmi  day  to  day, 
A-rakiug  amongt  de  oysters'  bed. 

To  me  it  was  but  play; 
But  now  I'm  old,  and  feeble,  too, 

I  cannot  work  any  more; 
Den  take  me  back  to  old  Virginny, 

To  old  Virginny  .shore! 

Oh!  if  I  was  but  young  again 

I  would  lead  a  different  life. 
And  I'd  .save  my  money  and  buy  a  farm. 

And  take  Dinah  for  my  wife; 
But  now  ojtl  age  he  holds  nic  tight. 

And  my  limbs  are  growing  sore; 
Den  take  nie  back  to  old  Virginny, 

To  old  Virginny  shore! 

Oh !  when  I'm  dead  and  gone  to  rest. 

Lay  de  old  banjo  by  my  side, 
Let  the  possum  and  cooii  to  the  funeral  go. 

For  (ley  wjis  my  only  i)rid(\ 
Den  ill  soft  ie|K)Si'  I  take  my  sleep. 

And  I'll  dream  for  ebluM*  more 
Dat  I'm  taken  back  to  old  Virginny, 

To  old  Virginny  shore! 


MADAM    DUVAN. 

As  suiiK  by  I'al  ItfKmcy. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehnmn,  l.TO  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  I'oniplete  (';>t.ili>niie  of  over  30IK>  Popular  Kutrlisli  and  (ierniaa 

Sonus— KiiH'.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  easli  for  all  o»r  goods. 

I  have  a  (laughter,  litT  niimc  is  Ollolalian, 
She  conies  out  on  the  sta;:e  and  stie  (ianecs  the  can-can; 
■     ,   She  can  stniiil  for  tliree  weeks  on  the  top  of  bor  tippy  toce. 
And  how  she  dws  it  tlie  Lord  only  known; 
■     bhe  skips  around  like  a  juinpiiiir  jack,  . 

Some  day  or  other  ghe'll  break  her  back. 

Choui-s. 

On  the  hills  she  is  Madam  Dnvan, 

And  at  home  she  is  O'Holalian,  "'  : 

Is  my  daiijjhter,  Biddy,  she  is  HO  pretty. 

And  they  say  she  is  just  like  her  pa. 

.    I  took  my  old  lady  to  see  the  performance. 

But  my  uauKhtcT  she  kicked  uj)  so  hi|t:li  in  the  clog  dance. 
The  old  lady  };ot  scared  and  eominencctl  for  to  cry:  "hi!  hi! 
.  •    ■    Look  out,  liidfly.  there,  you'll  kick  a  hole  in  the  sky;" 
For  she  leaps  around  like  a  jumping;  jack. 
For  she  fell  lut  w eek  on  the  broad  of  her  back.— CaoRua. 


— Why  does  water  run  down  bill?    Because  it  can't  walk. 


DENNIS   GRADY'S    HACK 

v'  Copyright,  1886,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  *  Co.      '■■'.'     ■■•'. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  ttiis  Song  will  Ih-  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rerrtpt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Uollar,  liy  H.  J.  \v«'hman,  13(t  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stjimps  taken  same  as  ca^  for  all  otir  goods. 

Words  l)y  Edward  Han-igan.    Music  by  Dave  Bratuun. 

»    .  *  

Last  Sundaj- morning  early, 

;     Tom  Qtiin  and  Mary  Haley, 

Pat  Breuiian  aud  Pat  I  )aley, 

Meself  and  my  bo}-,  Jjick; 
Ould  nobb}- Denny  Grady, 
In  livery  coat  and  cady.  -       ' 

He  drove  each  gent  and  lady 

In  his  yellow  painted  hack. 

CnoKcs. 

It's  whoa,  my  pony! 
"  .  'Glang,  NHpolean!  »; 

He  is  a  pace  the  fastest  ou  the  track; 
It's  whoa,  mj-  dandyl  •       . .     , 

.  •  ^      'Glang,  NaiHilean! 

He'll  beat  two-forty  -• 

Pulling  Denny  Gradj''s  hack.        • 

Ob!  when  we  crossed  the  ferry. 

All  feeling  very  merr^' 

From  drinking  port  aud  sherry,        V 

The  tide  was  rather  .slack; 
Like  playful  little  children. 
The  sea-gulls,  by  the  million. 
They  flew  round  in  cotillion 

As  we  sat  in  Grady's  hack. — Charu*.  '■ 

We  reached  our  destination, 
The  horse  in  pre^piration. 
He  took  a  long  vacation 

'Way  out  in  Ilackensack; 
AVhile  we  did  gather  flowers,  ' 
Unmindful  of  the  hours,  - 

:    Until  the  falling  showers. 

Oh!  they  drf)ve  us  in  the  hack. — Choru$. 

-        The  road  was  dark  and  drear}'. 
And  we  were  worn  and  weary, 
.A  little  over  leery 

When  we  were  driving  back:  '. 

'Twas  there  we  struck  a  bowlder. 
The  horse  fell  on  his  shoulder. 
The  wheel  caiue  off  and  rolled  us 

Out  of  Denny  Grady's  hack.— C7«A/-t/«. 

Such  swearing  and  such  talking. 
High  kicking  and  fast  walking, 
A  cursing  old  Weeliawken 

Along  the  railroad  track; 
Tongue-lashing  Denny  Grady, 
His  livery  coat  and  catl}-. 
All  wisiiiiig  him  in  hailes 

Wid  his  yellow-painted  hack. — Chorus. 


I   BUILT  A  BRIDGE  OF  FANCIES. 

The  Words  and  Musie  of  this  S<m;f  will  Ik*  s*'nt  t*»  any  aU<lrt*s<.  post-paid.  *»ii  n-cripi  <,f  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Songs  I'm-  <  Hn-  l><>llar,  liy  H.  .1.  Weliinaii.  i:«i  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ea^b  for  all  our  guu«ls. 

I  built  a  bridge  of  fancies. 

It  reached  from  earth  to  heaven. 
Yet  scarcely  ere  completed. 

Its  .slender  chains  were  riven; 
:     .  So  many  shadows  crossetl  it, 

In  colors  decked  .sf)  bright. 
No  wonder  that  (hey  broke  it, 

Althf)iigh  their  weight  was  light, 

Although  their  weight  was  light. 

Yet  staj%  I  now  rememlier, 

'Twas  a  bliniling  .storm  of  rain 
Fell  from  my  eyelids  heavy, 
•  Kai.xing  a  mist  of  pain; 

■,  :  When  next  I  gaze<l  with  longing, 

-  In  one  short  Sumniers  day,  . 

'         '  ' "  * :         All  I  had  lovc'il  had  vanished. 
My  bridge  was  swept  away, 
.:   -■      .    My  bridge  was  swept  away. 
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ANNIE    LAURIE. 


I,  po«t-pnlil,  on  mc«ipt  of  M 
H.  J.  Wtihniaii.  130  P»rk 


Th*  Word*  and  Mimic  ot  thU  Soii|;  will  be  Kent  to  any  addrm 
oento;  or  this  and  anv  two  oituT  Sontrn  for  One  I><>Uar,  by 

fiow,  New  York  City,    rutttuttu  Htanips  tukt-n  saino  an  uaaii  (or  ail  our  goods, 

Maxwclton  braos  arc  bonny 

Where  early  fas  the  dew. 
And  its  tliere  that  Annie  Laurie  • 

Gic'd  me  her  promise  true; 
Gie'd  me  her  promise  true, 

Wliich  ne'er  forfjot  will  be, 
And  for  boniiie  Annie  Laurie 

I'd  lay  me  doune  and  dee. 

Her  brow  Is  like  a  snaw-drift. 

Her  throat  is  like  tlie  swan. 
Her  face  it  is  the  fairest 

That  e'er  the  sun  shone  on; 
That  e'er  the  sun  sli(me  on. 

And  <iark  blue  is  her  e'e. 
And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie 

I'd  lay  mo  doune  and  dee. 

Like  dew  on  the  gowan  lying 

Is  the  fa'  o'  fairy  feet. 
And  like  tlie  winds  in  Sununer  sighing 

Her  voiee  is  low  and  sweet; 
Her  voice  is  low  and  sweet. 

And  she's  a'  the  world  to  me, 
And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie 

I'd  lay  me  doune  and  dee. 
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THE    FISH-BALL    MUSKETEER 

Tune—"  The  Cork  Leg." 

Send  your  name  «n(t  nddn'iw  to  If.  J.  Wt-hman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  rrcclTe 

6y  return  in.-iii  a  i'oiMj|ilfto  Cntalotfui'  of  <i«pr  MM  Popular  Kntrlixh  and  (ifrnMUi 

SonKS— Kree.     Postagu  Stamps  tJil<i-n  mme  a«  coith  for  all  our  Kooda. 

A  musketeer  went  up  and  down. 
To  seek  a  dinner  through  tlie  town; 
He'd  notliiiig  loiuhed  for  one  long  day. 
No  one  to  treat  on  all  Broadway, 
A  tish-ball  musketeer. 

He  ojx'us  his  jiurse  to  count  his  pence, 
And  finds  he  lias  but  just  three  cents; 
This  won't  do  much,  luit  still  I'll  try 
To  see  what  my  tlirce  cunts  will  buy, 
Says  my  my  fish-liall  musketeer. 

At  last  he  finds  a  right  gmnl  place, 
And  enters  it  with  modest  grace; 
The  waiter  stared  as  he  came  in, 
And  thouglit  he  jookerl  quite  short  of  tin, 
This  fish-ball  uuisketeer. 

The  bill  of  fare  he  glances  through, 
To  sec  what  his  three  cents  wouhl  do, 
The  cheapest  viands  of  them  all 
Was  just  six  (rents  for  two  fish-balls, 
My  fish-ball  buccaneer. 

Six  cents!    I've  not  Imt  only  three. 
And  for  two  balls  I  can't  agree; 
So  tlie  waiter  to  him  In;  did  call. 
And  gently  wliispcred:  one  fish-ball, 
This  oyster-pie  zouavo. 

The  waiter  brought  him  liis  fish-ball; 
My  zouave  wliispercd.  tliat's  not  all. 
A  piece  of  bread,  sir,  if  you  please, 
.  '        Will  apiMtile  and  conscience  easc', 

Says  my  little  plum-broth  ensign. 

The  guests  all  stared  at  our  |>oor  friend, 
Tlie  waiter  looked  from  end  to  end, 
And  tiieii  lie  rr>ared  it  tiiroiigli  tlic  hall: 
We  dont  give  bread  witli  one  fish-ball, 
My  colTee  and  cake  cadet. 

MouAi,— Which  I  hope  the  Captain  of  the  Free  Lunch  Cadets 
will  co.nmunicate  to  his  company. 

If  your  cash  is  down  to  just  three  cents, 
O'S'eii  has  left  but  one  request: 
Take  my  advice,  now  one  and  all, 
Don't  ask  for  bread  witli  one  fish-ball, 
Like  my  tisli-ball  musketeer. 


THE    CAT'S-MEAT    MAN. 


The 


Words  and  Hunix  of  thU  Son(;  will  he  xent  to  any  addrew.  poet-paid,  on 

enta:  or  this  and  anr  two  otlit<r  Sontr"  for  (>nu  l><nlar,  by  H.  J.  \V  ebnian, 
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Oh!  love,  it  is  ft  ticklish  thing. 

It  makes  true  lovers  blue, 
I  mean  such  chaps  as  me,  whose  heart 

Is  big  enough  for  two; 
For  twelve  long  months  I  sjwnt  my  time 

And  money,  which  was  not  much. 
On  a  nursemaid  in  a  family 

Where  they  all  sjxikc  double  Dutch.    . 

Chokub. 

But  Sarah's  gone  and  left  me. 

Her  love  for  me  was  sham; 
I  never  thought  she  was  so  false, 

Autl  eloi)c  with  a  cat's-meat  man. 

By  trade  I  am  a  sandwich  man. 

That  is,  I  carry  boards, 
And  a  i)oor  man  has  a  heart  to  love 

As  well  as  dukes  and  lords;  ' 

And  so  had  I,  I  told  her  so, 

Siie  promised  me  she'd  wed, 
And  so  she  did,  lait  'Iwasn't  me. 

'Twas  the  cat's-meat  man  instead. — Cftonu. 

I  never  had  cause  to  doubt  her, 

Until  I  tLsed  to  see 
A  cnt's-meat  man  call  twice  a  day, 

Who  tried  to  rival  me; 
With  his  jien'orth  of  meat  upon  a  skewer, 

Half-price  to  her  he'tl  sell. 
And  that  was  how  he  won  her  heart 

And  left  me  here  to  tell. — Vliorua. 

She  thought  by  marrjing  the  cat's-meat  man 

To  lead  a  hajipy  life; 
But  he  takes  his  eiuse.  she  goes  liis  roimds. 

He's  niaile  her  a  useful  wife; 
I  never  knew  that  .she  could  .sing. 

But  she  can  so  nice  and  .sweet, 
With  a  barrow  in  front,  .she  screams  and  cries 

Morning,  noon  and  night:  "  Ciit's-meat!  " — Cfu/rus. 

I  swore  I'd  have  satisfaction, 

I'll  bring  him  to  the  ground; 
I'll  buy  some  jioisoii  and  destroy 

All  tlie  cats  that's  on  his  round; 
If  I  kill  the  cats  thej'  won't  want  meat. 

His  trade  to  the  dogs  will  go, 
He  stole  my  love.  I'll  .steal  his  trade. 

For  a  soldier  then  111  go. 

Spokex — And  join  the  Donkey  Kifie  Corps. 

Last  Cuokub. 

Sarah's  gone  and  left  me. 

Her  love  for  me  was  .sham; 
She  can  go  to  Putney  on  a  pig 

Along  with  her  cat's-meat  man. 
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CASEY'S    BOAHDING-    HOUSE. 

!5cnd  Tour  name  and  a<ldn'Mito  H.J.  Wehinan.  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  re«t'lTC 

by  n-luni  mail  a  cuiniili'lc  CntiiliiKUO  of  over  .tOOO  Po|>ulur  KnirliHh  and  <t<-rnian 

Son^-'Kree.     PoetaRu  Stuni|m  taken  Hanio  as  I'aMb  for  all  ourKtMKlii. 

Mr.  Ciusey  started  a  boarding  hou.se  down  here  in  Cherry  .street, 

AI)out  twenty  .sailors  came  to  lM)ard,  his  shanty  was  so  neat, 

He  gave  them  feather  l)eds  and  bolsters, 

Laid  them  out  jii.st  like  a  mouse; 

In  Summer  time  you'd  Ijc  eat  with  bugs 

At  Casey's  boarding  house.  .  .  j 

CnoRUH. 
That's  where  you  could  get  your  plum  duff 
And  apple  sauce. 
-    Pigs'  feet  pies,  and  co<l-fish  eyes 
At  Casey's  boarding  house. 

Casey  came  to  \is  one  morning,  and  this  is  what  he  said: 

"  Can't  ye  spare  the  butter,  lM)ys,  there's  plenty  of  fresh  bread; 

Butter  costs  me  money,  bread  is  so  awful  cheap, 

There's  plenty  of  cigar  ligliters  there  for  to  pick  your  teeth.  "-C/u). 
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THE   Bia   AND   LITTLE   OF   IT. 

Send  your  name  mid  addretw  to  H.  J.  Wcliman,  130  Park  Row,  Now  York  City,  and  receive 

liy  return  mall  a  eoniplete  Catalogue  of  over  MMO  I'lipular  Kne'li>li  and  German 

Kungo— Frt!e.    I'ufitage  Stam|>8  token  wanie  an  cash  fur  all  uur  goods, 

FiusT  Lover — I've  just  arrived  in  town  to-day,         '  ' 

To  see  the  girl  I  love,  - 

She  lives  in  yonder  little  cot,      , 

She  is  my  turtle  dove:  '; 

I  know  I've  got  u  rival  .    ' 

That  comes  here  on  the  sly; 
I'm  bound  to  have  the  girl,  you  bet. 

At  least  I'm  going  to  try. 

CHOU08.     .. 

Oh,  m}'!  the  girl  she  must  l)C  mine, 

With  her  Grecian  ))end  stuck  out  behind, 

I'm  bound  to  liave  the  girl,  you  know. 
The  fairest  in  the  laud; 

And  I  never  will  be  satislied  .  \ 

Until  I  take  her  hand.  ; 

Second  Lover— I  wonder  who  that  fellow  was. 
He  thinks  he  cuts  a  shine, 
He  conies  around  the  girl  I  love,  .  . 
And  very  soon  I'll  tind; 
.  Hed  better  quickly  take  a  walk, 

On  him  I'll  put  a  head. 
And  send  him  home  with  his  ma. 
Shell  put  kim  right  in  bed. — Vhorut. 

Both — Oh!  what's  the  matter?  excuse  me,  sir, 
What  W!is  you  doing  here? 
Second  Lover — I  came  to  court  tlie  girl  I  love. 
Now  don't  j'ou  inlerfere; 
First  Lover — I'd  interfere,  just  if  I  like.  ^.; 

For  30U  was  now  on  time. 
Second  Lover— I  reckon  not  if  1  know  myself, 

She  promised  to  be  mine. — Choru&. 


The  Mill  will  Never  G-rind  Again 
with  the  Water  that  has  Passed. 

The  WordB  and  Mimic  of  this  Soner  will  lie  w^nt  to  any  addii-«<.  post-iMiid,  on  rt'oeipt  of  40 

rents;  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Sonps  for  One  l>i>Ilar,  by  n.  J.  Wehman.  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Togtage  Stam|iti  taken  same  uji  eash  for  all  our  ^oud*. 

Last  night  I  dreamed  of  home  and  friends  and  when  I  was  a  boy, 

I  thought  I  lived  in  scenes  I  had  of  j'tjre, 
I  thought  I  heard  my  mother's  voice  in  accents  soft  and  low, 

It  sounded  sweeter  than  it  ever  did  l)efore; 
I  went  with  father  to  the  mill,  as  often  I  had  done. 

And  watch  the  wiicel  go  'round  so  siu(X)th  and  fast,  ' 

He  placed  liis  hand  upon  my  head,  and  said  to  me:  IVIy  son. 

The  mill  will  never  grind  again  with  the  water  that  has  passed. 

CnoRus. 
Those  dear  old  .scenes  I  can't  forget  wlicrever  I  may  go. 

Far  in  my  memory  they  will  ever  last. 
And  a.s  I  journey  on  through  life  there's  sometliing  wliispcrs  low. 

The  mill  will  never  grind  again  with  the  water  that  has  passed. 

As  years  rolled  on  I  grew  to  be  a  wild  and  reckless  boy. 

Not  caring  what  I  done  or  where  I  went, 
I  grew  to  be  a  drunkard.  I  who  was  my  mother's  joy. 

And  on  the  road  to  ruin  I  wjis  bent; 
"My  money  gone,  I  sat  me  down  to  think  what  I  had  done. 

And  the  tears  rolled  dow'u  my  cheecks  so  thick  and  fast. 
And  as  I  sat  I  thought  I  heard  lu}^  mother  say:  "  My  son, 

The  mill  will  never  grind  agaiu  with  tlie  water  that  has  passed." 

Those  dear  old  scenes,  &c. 


— Young  father:  Blamed  if  I  know  what's  the  matter  with  the 
baby,  doc,  but  she  cries  all  the  time.  Doctor:  Perhaps  she  has 
been  cutting  her  teeth.  Young  father:  I  don't  believe  it,  doc; 
she  ain't  hml  a  knife  or  anything  sharp  to  play  with  since  she 
was  born. 


— "  Ethel,"  asked  a  Lewiston  mother  of  her  daughter,  as  the  fair 
young  girl  sat  down  to  a  late  breakfast  in  her  morning  gown,  "did 
George  leave  any  package  for  me,  hist  evening?  "  Ethel  blushed, 
and  said,  falteringiy:  "  Why,  no,  mamma.  What  made  you  ask?  " 
"  O,  nothing;  I  only  heard  him  say  at  the  door  as  he  said  good-by, 
'  Now,  here  is  one  more  for  your  mother,  and  I  didn't  know  but 
it  was  that  pattern  for  lace  lambrequins  that  his  mother  has 
promised  me."    Ethel  said  nothing. 


SAVING   IT  ALL   FOR  MARY.  " 

Tune— " Gathering  the  Myrtle  with  Mary." 

Send  your  name  and  addreai  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row.  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mall  a  eomplett'  ("ataloirue  of  ovei-  awxi  I'oixilar  Kn^lish  an<I  German 

Songs— Free.     Postage  Stanipc  taken  mnie  ax  vaA\  for  all  our  goods. 

You  wonder  why  I  am  happy,  , 

":      ,         You  I  will  tell;  '.  \. 

•  lam  about  to  marry 

'  .      '   -         A  charming  little  l>ellc; 

I'm  saving  all  my  money, 
•  I  never  spend  a  cent, 

I  will  give  it  ail  to  Mary 
So  she  may  pay  the  rent. 

■     "  Chorus. 

I  am  saving  it  all  for  Mary, 

She  will  have  every  one, 
I  am  saving  it  all  for  Mary,  • 

Oh!  what  lots  of  fun; 
When  we  are  married  I  will  be  the  boss. 

Or  make  it  hot  for  Mary. 

I  was  never  known  to  quarrel, 

I  Wiis  never  known  to  kick, 
-.  Neither  did  I  hit 

My  neiglilK>r  with  a  brick; 
I  was  never  known  to  fight, 

I  never  came  to  blows, 
I  never  was  known  to  smiish 

Another  fellow's  nose. — CTwrut. 


.  ii 


PICTURES    OF    HOME. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Kunkel  Bro.n. 


The  Words  and  Munic  of  this  Song  wil  be  sent  to  any  address,  po«t-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cent*;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  U.J. Wehman,  IX>  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  s<tmea.seaKli  for  all  uur  goods. 


Words  by  Fred.  Pixon.    Music  by  Ilarrj'  Pepper. 


I'm  watching  l^j-  the  old  log  fire 

As  ruddy  tiamcs  they  rise. 
And  pictures  of  my  home  I  see 

Through  tears  tliat  dim  my  eyes; 
I  see  each  face  once  loved  so  well. 

My  heart  is  filled  with  pain, 
I  think  where  home  I  used  to  dwell 

I  ne'er  shall  see  again. 

ClIORTIS. 

Home,  home,  ])ictiircs  of  home. 
Home  far  acro.'^.s  llic  sea. 

Home,  home,  beautiful  home, 
Home  ever  dear,  ever  dear  to  me. 

I  see  the  cottage  'neath  the  tree, 

I  see  the  old  arm  chair; 
I  see  my  mothers  bible. 

But  mother  is  not  there; 
I  see  the  woods,  the  sehool-lionse  old. 

The  brook  widi  its  .soft  flow; 
I  see  the  sweet  lieait  fair,  who  told 

Her  love  now  long  ago. — Charut. 

I  sec  the  happy  Christmas  time 
The  children  with  their  toys, 

And  father's  merry  joyous  face 
Anil  happy  girls  and  boys; 

I  mutter  low,  "  G(xi  bless  them  all," 
And  try  to  say  a  prayer. 

So  let  the  curiam  slowlj'  fall, 

.   The  picture  still  is  there. — Cfu>ru$. 


ti: 


^1 


— Drinking  man  (to  friend):  Congratulate  m.e!  I've  stopped 
drinking;  and  I  would  liave  quit  lon^  ago  if  I  had  known  how 
much  iR'tter  a  man  feels  as  a  total  ab.stainer.  Friend:  Good!  How 
long  since  you  quit?     About  fifteen  minutes. 


—I  hate  to  make  a  complaint,  Mr.  Smith,  but  that  lawn-mower 
of  yours  is  a  terrible  nuisance."  "  Lawn-mower!  I  haven't  got 
any  lawn-mower."     "  Haven't  got  any  lawn-mower?    Well  that's 

food.  As  though  I  hadn't  heard  it  night  and  morning  ever  since 
moved  here.  There!  There  goes  the  confounded  thing  again." 
"  But,  my  dear  sir,  that  isn't  a  lawn-mower.  That's  my  son  wind- 
ing up  his  Waterbury." 


-  V  ^ 


^ 


i: 


The  Man  That  Knew  the  Actors. 


Semi  Tour  mtme  Mid  ftddrem  to  H.  J.  Welinmn,  13(1 1'ark  Row,  New  York  City, and  roceire 

oy  return  mail  a  complotc  Catalotr^ic  of  ovit  IWOO  I'opiilnr  Knfflixh  and  tirnnan 

ioDga—Free.    I\>8tHKe  Stamp:!  taken  xaino  a^  oaHh  fur  all  oUTKOods. 

Of  a  queer  young  miin  I'm  going  to  tell. 
And  every  one  of  you  know  him  well. 
He's  rather  a  sort  of  u  dizzy  swell, 

The  man  that  knew  the  actors; 
He  knew  every  actor.  lK)th  East  and  West, 
The  highest,  the  lowest,  the  least,  the  l)est. 
In  fact  be  would  never  give  you  a  rest, 

The  man  that  knew  the  actors. 

He  knew  Frank  Qirard.  Charles  White  and  Pat  Rooncy, 

When  he  spoke  of  Add  Ryman  he  nearly  went  "  looncy;" 

He  knew  bt)th  the  Tonys,  Pastor  and  Hart, 

And  he  said  he  gave  Harrigan  his  very  first  start; 

He  knew  .John  Wild.  Johun}'  Shay  and  Billy  Gray, 

And  he  knew  Billy  Thompson  wrote  many  a  play. 

He  knew  Billy  Barr>'  as  well  jis  his  mother. 

And  Frank  Bennett  to  him  was  dear  as  a  brother; 

Watson  and  Ellis  he  knew  thoroughly  wfll, 

And  he  put  in  the  business  John  and  Harry  Kernel!. 

He  knew  the  Deveres,  both  iSamuel  and  Billy, 

And  Fields  and  Hanson,  who  knocked  the  "  guys  "  silly; 

Gus  Williams,  he  said,  is  a  great  friend  of  mine, 

"He  eats  nothing  but  birds,  and  drinks  nothing  but  wine;" 

Lew  Slmmonds  and  Richmond  are  two  of  his  pards, 

And  Sanford  and  Wilson  enjoy  his  regards. 

Bily  Emerson  jmd  Newcomb  are  two  of  his  friends. 

And  to  Schoolcraft  and  Coes  his  l)cst  wish  extends; 

He  knew  Hughey  Dougherty,  and  of  him  s|K)ke  well, 

And  he  lived  in  the  same  house  with  Senator  Bell; 

Delehanty  and  Hengler,  Harry  Thompson  and  McKee 

Were  many  times  out  with  him  on  a  go<xl  "  spree." 

He  gave  Charley  Diamond  his  first  lesson  in  music. 
And  writes  all  the  songs  for  Bill  Morton  and  Gulick; 
He  knows  Backus  and  Wambold.  auAfat  Billy  Birch, 
They  intrcxiuced  him  to  Thatcher  one  day  in  a  church; 
Billy  Carter.  Jacques  Kruger,  and  himself  are  quite  lidck. 
He  knows  all  the  Nortons,  including  one  they  call  Nick. 
Milt  Barlow,  George  Wilson,  West  and  Primrose, 
Wouldnt  l()se  his  good  will  for  a  million  of  shows; 
He  knows  Larry  Tooley,  Joe  Lan^  and  Ne<l  West, 
And  Cummings  and  Harrington  his  friendship  attest; 
He  knew  Quilter  and  Goldrich,  and  ohl  Walter  Bray, 
In  fact,  he  knows  every  actor  in  the  country  to-day. 

He  knows  people  that  were  dead  for  ninety-nine  years, 
And  whenever  he  sj)oke  of  them  he  always  shed  tears; 
A  Mick  who  was  list«'ning  to  iiim  a  <<)uple  of  hours, 
Said:  "  Do  you  knfiw  a  young  man  by  the  name  of  Ed  Powers?" 
He  said  he  clid  not;  and  could  you  suppose 
That  the  terrier  thmuped  him  square  on  the  nose. 
Saying  :  "  You're  a  liar!  "  as  his  ear  he  did  eat. 
And  made  kick  at  his  neck  as  he  ran  in  the  street, 
And  now  he  knows  no  actor. 


PADDY    WHACK. 


I  Send /our  name  an<1  addnw  t<>  tl 

•turn  mall  a  <• 

8ong»— >'re« 


.1.  Wehman,  130 


and  rroeive 
cnnan 


I'ark  Row,  New  York  City. 
Sy  return  mall  a  <-oini>leU-  ( ■at.*li)tf\ie  of  over  .'aiOO  I'opiilar  KtiirllHh  ami  r, 
roHtat;c  StampH  taken  Kaiiie  aH  caHh  for  all  our  Koodii. 

Arrah!  Paddy's  my  name,  and  a  comelier  lad. 
Sure,  never  sung  wiiack  at  the  end  of  a  song; 

Then  give  me  a  buss,  it  will  make  my  heart  gTa<l, 
And  I'll  love  and  .sing  whack,  honey,  all  the  day  long. 

Chorus. 

Yes,  whack,  my  dear,  what:k,  whack,  my  dear,  whack. 
Yes,  whack,  my  dear,  whack,  all  the  day  long. 
Love  an«l  wluick  is  the  same  in  an  Iri.shmun's  song. 

Botherntion,  \>tt  aisy.  I'm  dying  for  love, 
I  can't  sleep  for  grumbling  out  the  old  .song; 

I've  a  pain  at  me  heart,  yet  that  pain  pleases  me, 
I  love,  dream,  and  cry  whack  ail  the  night  long.— CIioru$. 

In  the  land  of  Kilkenny  the  la.sses  ran  after  me, 

Plaguing  and  teasing  me  all  the  day  long; 
And  the  good  wives  and  widows  were  always  a  teasing  me 

To  play  the  last  stave  of  my  good  Irish  song. — Cfiorut. 


THAT    MELODY    DIVINE. 

Copyri«bt,  ISM,  by  Wiliiii  Wmxlward  A  Co. 


The  Words  and  Muiiic  of  thin  Sohk  will  be  nent  to  any  adilreKx,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cento;  orthlH  and  any  two  otlirr  Sonirs  for  Onr  IhiUar.  by  II.  J.  \\ehman.  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  Yurk  City.    PoHtaK''  Ktonipti  takuii  same  a.seaah  for  all  our  goods. 

Wordii  and  Musir  by  Julian  Jordah.  ' 


From  out  the  mighty  city,  its  tumidt  and  its  strife, 

The  noisy,  noisy  city,  its  bustle  and  its  life; 

From  out  the  mighty  city,  its  splendor  and  its  blaze. 

Transported  in  a  dream  I  was  to  childhoo<rs  happy  days; 

Again  I  saw  the  fair  green  fields,  and  as  again  I  strayed 

The  birds  sang  sweetly  round  me,  the  breezes  softly  played 

Just  as  they  did  in  days  gone  by,  when  free  from  every  care, 

I  roamed  alwut  those  sunny  fields  with  heart  as  light  as  air, 

And  as  I  dreaming  lisleneil,  another  struin  I  heard. 

More  sweet  thati  sound  of  sighing  breeze  more  sweet  than  song  of  bird 

It  was  a  dear  voice  singing  ii  song  of  olden  time, 

A  dear  old  song  of  long  ago,  a  nielody  divine, 

It  was  a  sweet  voice  singing  a  melody  divine. 

0  melody  divine,  O  vision  come  again, 

And  take  me  to  that  blissful  scene,  O  dream  of  dreams  return, 

1  fain  would  hear  the  strain  again,  the  voice  of  long  ago, 
That  song  of  "  Annie  Laurie,"  in  tones  so  sweet  and  low; 

The  dear  old  songs  will  never  die,  they  come  to  bless  and  cheer, 

To  bring  us  fond  remembrances  (^f  loved  ones  ever  dear; 

Yes,  there  are  songs  that  never  die,  around  the  heart  they  twine, 

The  dear  old  songs  of  long  ago,  the  melo<lies  divine. 

The  dear  old  songs  of  long  ago,  the  melodies  divine. 

"  Maxwelton's  banks  are  l)onny,  where  early  falls  the  dew, 

And  'twas  there  that  '  Annie  Laurie'  gie'd  me  her  promise  true," 

That  melody  divine,  that  melody  divine. 


I  HOPE  IT  DON'T  HAPPEN  AOAIN 


Send  your  name  and  addreiw  to  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park  Row,  Ni'w  York  City,  and  receive 

ny  return  moil  a  complete  ('atalo)riie  of  over  .'IDOO  I'opiilar  Knjflish  nnd'<;ennan 

Songs-  Free.     PotitaKt'  Stanipii  tak«-n  name  an  raj<h  f(jr  all  our  Kooda. 


I  borrowed  five  dollars  the  week  iKjforc  hist. 

And  I  hope  it  don't  happen  again, 
I  went  out  wHth  the  gang  and  1  blew  it  in  fast, 

And  I  hope  it  don't  happen  again; 
It  will  take  me  a  year  to  pay  up  the  debt, 
Yoti  can  l)et  your  sweet  life  that  I've  not  done  it  yet. 
But  that's  what  I'll  do  the  first  money  I  get, 

And  I  hojH;  it  don't  happen  again. 

I  once  had  a  fight  with  our  hired  man. 

And  I  hope  it  don't  happen  again. 
He  kn(K-ked  me  around  like  a  John  Sullivan, 

And  I  hope  it  don't  happen  again; 
He  hit  me  so  hard  that  I  thought  I  was  killed, 
Sure  that  time  of  fighting  I  had  my  fill. 
Only  forty-three  dollars  was  my  doctor  bill. 

And  I  hojx;  it  don't  happen  again. 

One  morning  last  Spring  I  went  out  to  play  ball. 

And  I  hope  it  don't  happen  again. 
For  of  the  game  I  knew  nothing  at  all, 

And  I  hojK' it  don't  hapiten  again; 
I  was  out  in  the  field,  I  run  for  a  fiy, 
Down  came  the  ball  and  struck  n\v  in  the  eye. 
Holy  Jemima!  I  thought  I  would  die, 

And  I  hope  it  don't  hapi)cn  again. 

I  once  had  a  scrap  with  my  mother-in-law. 

And  I  hope  it  don't  hapjK'n  again, 
She  broke  my  arm  and  fractured  my  jaw. 

And  I  hope  it  don't  happen  again; 
She  hit  me  a  whack  on  the  back  of  my  head. 
For  seven  long  weeks  I  lay  stretched  (m  my  l>ed. 
They  had  crape  on  the  door  for  they  thought  1  was  dead, 

And  I  hope  it  don't  happen  again. 


CASTLK8  IN   .lAVA. 

'*  Are  you  building  air  castles  in  Spain?" 

The  landlady  asked  of  a  boarder. 
Then  tht  poor  fellow  flushed  with  pain. 

Replied,  as  he  sadly  glanced  toward  her, 
"No,  madiim!  niy  coffee's  so  poor 

I  think  not  of  Seville  or  Havre; 
Yet,  really,  I  wish  I  were  sure 

I  were  looking  at  grounds,  now  in  Java." 


i 


\ 


* 


*TJ 


o 

o 

S3 


r 


t«2 

V. 
v> 


4 


•■"a-i.  jf' 


Tcr 


mmm 


Beaa 


f 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.    21, 


17 


OVER    THERE. 


Send  Tonr  name  and  addmw  to  H.  J.  Wohninn,  ISO  Park  Bow,  New  York  Ci(7,and  receiTe 
.  by  return  mail  a  (.■oinjulcti-  Catalot^ue  of  over  3UW  Popular  English  and  OermaQ 
Songs-  -Free.     PostAKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Oh!  iKitatoes  they  grow  small,  over  there,  over  therel 
Oh!  poliiloes  they  grow  small,  over  there!  ./ 

Oh!  potatoes  they  grow  small, 

'Cause  they  piaut  tbem  in  the  Fall, 
And  then  eats  em  tops  and  all,  over  there,  over  there! 

Oh!  the  candles  they  are  small,  over  there,  over  there! 
Oh!  the  candles  they  are  small,  over  there! 

Oh!  the  caudles  they  are  small, 

For  they  dips  'em  lean  and  tall, 
And  then  burns  'em  sticks  and  all,  over  there,  over  there! 

Oh!  I  wish  I  was  a  geese,  all  forlorn,  all  forlorn! 
Oh!  I  wish  I  was  a  g«ese,  all  forlorn! 

Oh!  I  wish  I  was  a  geese, 

'Cause  they  lives  and  dies  in  peace. 
And  accumulates  much  grease,  eating  corn,  eating  corn! 

Oh!  they  had  a  clam-pie,  over  there,  over  there! 
Oh!  they  had  a  clam-pie,  over  there! 

Oh !  they  had  a  clam-pie. 

And  the  crust  was  made  of  rj'e, 
And  you  must  eat  it  or  die,  over  there,  over  there! 


PAT   AND    THE    PRIEST. 

T»me— "  ViUkius  and  His  Dinah." 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

f»y  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  English  and  German 

Songs— Free.     Postage  Stamp.s  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Pat  fell  sick  on  a  time,  and  he  sent  for  the  priest. 
That,  dying,  he  might  have  his  blessing,  at  least; 
And  to  come  with  all  speed  did  humbly  implore  him. 
To  fit  him  out  right  for  the  journey  before  him. 

Slug  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral  li  day. 

Tlie  good  father  the  summons  did  quickly  obey. 

And  found  Paddy,  alas!  in  a  terrible  way; 

Fi.xed  and  wild  were  his  looks,  and  his  nose  cold  and  blue, 

And  his  countonauce  wore  a  cold  churchyard-like  hue. 

■  :-  Sing  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral,  li  ru  ral  li  day. 

The  good  father  bid  Pat  C(mfess  all  bis  crimes. 
To  think  of  his  sins,  and  forsake  them  betimes; 
Or  his  fate  else  would  l)c,  like  other  vile  souls. 
To  be  flayed  and  l)e  salted,  then  roasted  on  coals! 

Sing  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral  li  day. 

"  Oh!  think,  my  dear  Pat,  on  that  beautiful  place. 

Where  you'll  visit  St.  Patrick,  and  .see  his  sweet  face;  '• 

'Tis  a  country,  my  jewel,  so  charming  and  swate, 

Where  you'll  never  want  praties,  nor  brogues  to  your  fate." 

Sing  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral  11  day."^ 

"  Well,  well,  then,"  ."^ays  Pat,  with  inquisitive  face, 
"  That  country  must  sure  be  a  Ixjuutiful  place; 
St.  Patrick,  no  doubt,  will  give  us  good  cheer. 
But  d'ye  think  he  has  got  any  ould  whiskey  there?" 

Sing  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral  li  day. 

The  good  father  with  wonder,  amaze  and  surprise, 
Cljisjwd  his  hands  and  ne.\t  turned  up  the  whites  of  his  eyes; 
"  Oil!  vile  sinner,"  .says  he,  "  can  you  hope  to  be  forgiven. 
If  you  think  there  is  carousing  and  drinking  in  heaven?  " 

Sing  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral  li  day. 

"  Well,  well,  then,"  .says  Pat,  "  though  I  cannot  help  thinking. 
If  in  heaven  they  can  do  without  eating  or  drinking. 
( Though  I  don't  mean  to  say  what  you  tell  is  a  fable,) 
'Twould  be  dacent,  3'ou  know,  to  see  a  drop  on  the  table." 

Sing  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral  li  day. 


— Twiffkins:  What's  the  reivson  they  always  have  rocky  psisses 
and  all  that  kind  of  thing  in  Irish  plays?  BHffkins :  Because 
nothing  could  be  more  appropriate  for  Ireland  than  sham-rocks. 


— Stern  Papa  ( hiding  a  stout  cane  behind  his  back,  under  a  tree 
on  which  his  young  hopeful  has  been  foraging  among  the  apples): 
Charley,  dear,  come  down;  it  is  beginning  to  thunder.  Charley: 
All  right,  pa;  I  can  listen  to  it  up  heTe\—Kladderadat$ch. 


IS  YOUR  MAMMA   WELL?         \ 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  mill  be  Rent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  aiiy  two  other  Songs  for  One  Itollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Plktk         i 

Bow,  New  York  Caty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods.  ' 

There's  a  fellow  so  simple  who  calls  upon  me,  | 

Who  thinks  he's  surprisingly  clever,  ,                    / 
To  be  posted  on  every  expression  that's  new, 

Is  always  his  eager  endeavor; 

"  Are  you  going  verj'  far?  "     "  Yes.  I  are."    "  Well,  ta,  ta,"  ' 

And  such  brilliant  nonsense  he  mutters,  I 

But  of  late  he  has  caught  something  crazier  still,  I 

And  this  is  the  question  he  utters:  '               | 

"■   ^    ■;:>=■•■-,■  Chorus.  •   '     -  ■ ' 

Is  your  mamma  well,  baby,  is  your  mamma  very  well?  i 

Healtli  of  papa  good,  daisy,  is  your  papa  cheerful,  tell?  , 

And  your  sister  is  she  very  bright,  brother,  too,  is  he  all  right? 

And  again,  love,  are  you  quite  sure  you're  mamma's  well?  ' 

In  the  talk  of  the  day  he's  a  genius  indeed,  I 

For  certainly  none  could  be  wiser,  | 

Not  a  thing  that  occurs  but  he's  sure  to  insist  | 

Was  *'  all  on  account  of  Eliza;" 
"  Not  this  eve! "  "  Well,  good  eve! "  he  so  quickly  did  learn, 

When  "  What,  never?  "  he  had  to  smother, 
".Are  you  going  to  the  ball,  love,  this  evening?  "  came  next. 

With  its  answer,  "  Not  this,  but  some  other." 

Spoken — He's  a  regular  dictionary  of  popular  slang.  He  knows 
all  about  "jays,"  "gillys,"  "freshes,"  "gawks,"  "  rubes,"  "ter- 
rors," "daisies,"  and  other  curiosities,  and  talks  alntut  "shooting 
dicers,"  "  taking  tumbles,"  "  bracing  main  guys,"  and  going  to  the 
ball  this  evening,  or  some  other,  no  other,  this  other,  or  any  other  [ 
good  evening  until  he  crazes  me.  And  now  be  makes  matters 
worse  by  asking  me — Cfiorus. 


What  a  Stunning  Pair  of  Legs. 

Send  your  name  and  adriress  to  H.  1.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Rrm  ,  New  York  <^t)-,  and  recelre 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3U00  Topular  Kuglish  and  (iermao 

SoDge— Free.    Postage  Stani{>s  taken  same  ax  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 

I'm  a  buxom  little  fellow^,  now  it's  true  I  do  declare, 

But  still  I'm  not  a  dandy  with  a  nobby  head  of  hair; 

As  I  roam  along  the  streets  they  admire  me,  oh,  fegs, 

And  the  ladies  cry  when  passing,  what  a  stunning  pair  of  legs. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

The  ver}'  morn  I  was  born  I  drained  my  mother's  purse. 
There  was  the  cook  and  doctor,  the  mid-wife  and  the  nurse; 
They  drank  my  health  in  gin  and  rum,  and  ogled  me,  oh,  fegs. 
And  each  in  turn  kept  shouting,  what  a  stunning  pair  of  legs. 

Tol  de  rol,  «fcc. 

Now  when  that  I  grew  up  a  boy,  and  I  was  sent  to  school, 
One  day  I  played  the  truant,  and  fell  into  a  ptH)l; 
My  master  went  to  flog  me,  he  halloaed  out,  oh,  fegs. 
Hold  fast  the  little  rascal  by  his  stunnning  pair  of  legs. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

My  mother  doted  on  me  and  often  she  would  sing, 
Indeed,  I  think  my  little  son  will  surely  be  a  king; 
One  day  I  tried  to  stop  a  pig,  it  wsis  a  lark,  oh,  fegs, 
For  he  gave  a  grunt  and  bolted  though  my  stunning  pair  of  legs. 

-  -;:  Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

A  policeman  collared  hold  of  me,  oh,  how  he  made  me  sfjueak. 
He  took  me  to  the  station-house  and  then  lief  ore  the  beak; 
Do  you  know  him?  said  the  magistrate;  said  the  peeler,  yes,  oh,  fegs. 
You  may  know  he  is  a  prig  by  his  stunning  pair  of  legs. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

Send  him  off  to  Blackwell,  the  magistrate  then  says, 

And  let  him  work  the  quarry  for  one-and-thirty  days; 

Tell  the  Governor  to  watch  him,  and  work  him  well,  oh,  fegs, 

And  clap  a  pair  of  ruffles  on  his  stunning  pair  of  le^. 

Tol  de  rol,  Ac. 

I  served  a  month  in  limbo,  in  misery  and  pain, 
I  hope  that  I  shall  never  get  into  their  claws  again, 
I  tried  to  run  one  morning,  but  trod  upon  some  eggs. 
And  slipped  into  a  plug-hole  with  my  stunning  pair  of  legs. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 
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— It  was  a  woman  who  saw  the  first  snake,  but  since  then  the 
men  hare  attended  to  that  sort  of  thing. 
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HUSH!   DON'T   WAKE   THE  BABY 


CopjTight,  IIWX.  by  WIU  H.  Kcnnetly,  Ae^nU 


nie  Wonti  and  Music  of  thU  Sohr  wit  l>e  .<w-nt  ti>  any  addrem,  imHt-pald,  on  r«ralpt  of  <0 

eente:  or  thU  and  any  two  other  Somitb  for  One  IXillar,  by  H.  J,  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Row,  Mew  York  City.    FoMaKu  (>tAni|Hi  taken  same  a»  cash  for  all  our  gouda. 


Words  and  Mniiic  by  Harry  Kennedy. 


,1 

.1 


Two  little  eyes  of  nzure  blue, 
Two  little  locks  of  gohlen  hue. 
One  litle  sweet  and  pretty  face. 
One  little  look  of  heavenly  grace. 
Like  an  angel,  bright  and  fair. 
Baby's  asleep  iu  the  old  arm  chair; 
Close  the  door  softly,  and  just  come  and  peep. 
Softly!  for  baby  is  fast  asleep; 
Silent  creep,  baby's  asleep. 
Hush!  don't  wake  the  baby. 

CnoHUS. 
Hush!  don't  wake  the  baby, 

See  how  she's  silently  sleeping. 
One  little  arm  round  her  neck  entwines. 

Two  little  eyes  half  peeping; 
Mamma,  she's  a  lady. 

Sleep  on,  my  dear  little  baby; 
See  how  she  smiles  with  the  angels  bright, 

Good  night!  gooil  night!  gootl  night! 

Innocent  lips  just  made  to  press 

Close  in  a  mother's  fond  caress. 

Language  can  never  well  detiue 

One  l)abv  look  of  love  divine; 

Like  the  sound  of  angel  wings 

Soft  to  a  mother's  fond  heart  it  clings; 

Close  the  door  .softly  and  just  come  and  peep, 

Softly!  for  baby  is  fast  asleep; 

Silently  creep,  bat)ys  asleep, 

Hush:  don't  wake  the  baby. — Choi'ut. 


I  NEVER  SAW  A  SAW  SAW  LIKE 
THIS   SAW^SAWS. 

The  Wonlii  and  Music  of  this  S<inic  will  be  sent  to  any  aildr<>m.  poat-paid.  on  rwelpt  of  to 

cpnt«:  or  thin  and  any  two  other  SoriRM  for  One  liollar,  l>y  H.  1.  Wohinan,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York'city.    PoKtuKO  Stamps  taken  Mune  as  eash  for  all  our  goods. 


I'm  cheap  Jack  by  trade,  and  all  things  I  have  sold, 
Low  priced,  and  exp«'nsive.  and  novel,  and  old; 
I've  journeyed  o'er  England,  o'er  Scotlanti  and  Wales, 
And  .startled  tlie  natives  with  marvellous  tales; 
But  to-night  I've  an  artifb'  I  want  to  .sell. 
That  will  suit  any  one,  I  can  warrant  it  well, 
This  sjiw  I  can  iutroduct!  safely,  because 
I  ue'er  saw  a  .saw  .saw  like  tiiis  ere  saw  saws. 

Ciiours. 

You  may  have  sought  a  saw  that  saws  like  this  ajiw  saws. 
Or  want  a  sort  of  .«aw  tliat  saws  like  this  saw  saws. 
You  purchase  ought  a  .saw  tli;it  .siiws  like  this  saw  saws, 
But  you  never  saw  a  saw  that  .saws  like  this  s»iw  saws. 

Its  uses  I'll  run  through  remarkably  quick. 

It  can  cut  its  own  lucky  and  cut  its  own  .stick. 

To  cut  along  cpiickly  it  never  li.is  failed. 

And  goes  faxtj-r  tban  ever  a  ftillcr  yet  .<5jiiled; 

It«  assisted  full  many  old  fogies  when  ill. 

To  cut  off  tlieir  heir.  I  mean  in  a  will. 

It  can  cut  in  the  light  and  can  cut  in  the  dark. 

And  hits  caused  full  many  a  cutting  remark. — ChoTU9. 

Now  this  very  saw,  mind,  it's  truth  that  I  tell, 

Assi.sted  in  i-utting  the  Suez  (".inal, 

An<l  it's  used  you  always  di.stincily  can  Ir.ace, 

In  taking  a  short  cut  to  any  known  place; 

It's  used  in  cutting  a  dozen  things  tnore. 

It  can  cut  an  actiuaintance,  a  dun  or  n  bore. 

And  its  falsehorKi  my  spirit  is  muchly  beneath, 

I  fts.surc  you  it's  true,  it  can  cut  its  own  teeth. — Chorus. 

Mind  what  I  now  tell  yon  is  not  in  a  joke, 

'Twill  a,*i.sist  you  to  long  cut  or  .short,  if  you  smoke. 

And  though  I've  not  tried,  I  believe  these  two  facts 

It's  useful  to  cut  df)wn  a  rate  or  a  tax; 

I  never  saw  a  sjiw  like  this  .saw  saws,  no! 

Will  any  one  purchase  it  now,  ere  I  go? 

For  though  at  tlie  fact  perhaps  many  may  scoff, 

This  saw  is  comp>elling  me  now  to  cut  off. — Choru$. 


JUDY  Mccarty. 

8*nd  yonr  namp  and  addn^ss  to  It.  J.  Wehnian.  I.'to  I'nrk  H«>w,  New  York  City,  and  c^yire  ' 

by  r*tnm  mail  a  complete  CataJottiie  of  over  .HKK)  ropnlar  Kni;li8h  and  OennJl 

Songs— JVee.     Postage  Stanipc  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Come,  all  my  hearty  roving  blades. 

Some  fun  you  are  expecting, 
And  I  will  prove  without  any  noise 

That  I  am  not  neglecting; 
You've  heard  the  song  of  Bid<ly  McGee, 

And  how  she  coaxed  poor  Paildy, 
But  another  one  you'll  get  from  me 

About  charming  Judy  McCaitv. 

Whiick  fiU  la,  &c. 

At  Donny brook  fair  I  met  her. 

Along  with  Michael  McCarty, 
He  handed  her  into  a  seat  with  care. 

Then  soon  I  followed  after> 
I  asked  her  up  to  dance  a  jig. 

She  danced  it  nate  and  hearty. 
It  was  then  with  love  I  felt  quite  big 

For  charming  Judy  McCarty. 

Whack  fal  la,  &c. 

I  asked  her  would  she  be  my  wife. 

Or,  would  .she  l)c  my  darling? 
The  best  of  husbands  I  would  make. 

And  plaze  her  night  and  morning; 
She  said  she  would,  and  glad  she  was 

I  took  her  from  the  party. 
That  nijjhl  wjis  spent  in  devilment 

Hugging  Judy  McCarty. 

Whack  fal  la,  &c. 

Tf)  go  home  then  we  did  prepare, 

\V  e  jogged  it  all  the  way,  sir; 
We  slept  together  that  very  night 

Until  the  break  of  day,  sir; 
Next  morning  to  the  priest  we  went, 

Who  tied  us  nate  and  hearty, 
That  night  wjw  s[>ent  in  devilment 

Hugging  Judy  McCarty. 

Whack  fal  la,  «Sbc. 

Twelve  months  after  we  were  wed, 

What  do  you  think  she  brought,  sir? 
But  a  pair  of  twins  as  like  tlieir  dad. 

As  ever  .soups  like  broth,  sir; 
And  now  I'll  finish  my  little  song,  • 

My  .song  so  gay  and  hearty; 
The  Irish  Iniys  such  devils  are 

For  getting  the  young  McCartvsl     • 

Whack  fal  la,  &c. 


,-    V. 


I    WOULDN'T    IF    I    COULD. 


TIh>  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  (lORt-iiald,  on  rxrei^it  a 
centx;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  'or  One  Dollsr.  by  l(.  J.  W  ehninn,  i:«)  Park 
Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stsni|M>  taken  iginie  aiirusU  for  all  our  goods. 


of  <0  I 


I  wandered  bj'  the  leafy  lane. 

The  sun  was  going  down, 
I  lieard  his  gentle  steps  again. 

And  yet  1  did  not  frown; 
Thinks  I:  "he  (!ame  to  walk  with  mc. 

To  tell  him  No!  is  rude; 
I  couldn't  if  I  would,  you  see, 

I  wouldn't  if  1  could." 

Ciionis. 

I  couldn't  if  I  would,  you  see, 

I  wouldn't  if  1  c<>ul<l! 
I  couldn't  if  I  would,  vou  sec, 

I  wouldn't  if  I  could. 

The  early  stars  were  in  the  sky. 

Anil  still  he  did  not  go.  • 

The  garden  gale  we  lingered  by 

In  evening's  .silver  glow; 
He  asked  me  if  his  wife  I'd  be. 

And  whi.spcr  "  No,"  svho  would? 
I  couldn't  if  I  wouhl,  vou  see, 

I  wouldn't  if  I  could.— CAorM«. 


P: 


— The  man  who  falls  out  of  a  bidloon  realizes  the  gravity  of  the 
situation  before  he  has  dropped  five  miles. — Baaai: 
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LIFE    IN    THE    ARMY. 


Tune—"  I'addy'i  Watldlnc' 


Send  yonr  name  nnd  addrtfw  to  H.  J.  Wt-liiiiMi.  130  I'urk  Row.  NVw  Tork  Ctty,  and  receiT* 

by  return  mail  a  coinpletc  <'al«li>piie  of  ovit  MiM)  I'upnljir  Kntlbih  atid  0«>rTnan 

Songs— Fret-.     Put>Ui«;e  Slaiii|>s  taken  Koine  as  ca«h  fur  aU  our sooda> 

I'm  safe  once  more  and  landed  on  shore, 

And  soiukI  as  a  trout  and  s<<|lidor,  oh!  i. 

No  music  so  sweet  in}' cars  ciin  greet  .      .^    ^^     v-. 

As  the  noi.=e  of  a  fourteen  i)<)under,  oh! 
When  honor  calls  for  bullets  and  balls. 

My  heart  is  light  and  airy,  oh! 
My  eyes  get  bright  its  the  slars  at  night,  .  ; 

That  shine  over  sweet  Tipjx'rary,  oh! 

Spoken — Oh!  boys  and  girls,  I'm  just  after  putting  over  the 
devil's  campaign,  as  Mickey  Flinn  said  when  he  I>eat  the  devil! 
IJut  the  devil  take  the  Russians  for  me,  anyhow,  for  if  I  haven't 
had  my  hearty  bellyful  of  them,  the  devil  a'  well-fed  man  In  Tur- 
key has.  But,  boys,  to  make  a  long  story  short.  Ill  tell  you  how 
I  became  a  soldii^r.  Well,  you  see,  I  had  an  uncle  by  my  mother's 
side,  in  the  army,  and  he  being  over  on  the  recruiting  service  in 
our  part  of  the  country,  he  came  one  flue  morning,  and  says  he: 

Pheiim  Devlin,  do  you  know  what  I'm  after  thinking?  "  "  How 

should  I  know  what  you  would  Ix;  after  thinking,  before  you  tell 

jne'/"     "  Well,"  says'he,  "  I  am  just  thinking  that  you  are  losing 

'your  good  looking  time  here  when  you  might  list  for  a  soldier,  go 

out  lo  the  Crimea  and  mix  among  the  most  respectable  of  society." 

It's  a  very  large  .society,  uncle,"  says  I,  "they  must  have  the 
devil's  own  mortalily  to  pay,  but  devil  a  word  ye're  speaking  about 
being  kilt."  "  You're  only  to  die  once,  Phelim,  my  boy."  "  By 
my  sucklers,  and  you  are  right,  and  when  I'm  dead  I'll  l)e  done 
buying  blutchers,  but  kilt  or  not  kilt,  tip  us  the  bob."  "  Well, 
sirs,  he  struck  the  left  side  of  the  heel  oPmy  fist  with  the  shilling, 
and  off  we  marched  to  the  tune  of — 

Chorus.    • 
Hurrah!  boys,  machree,  come  join  with  me, 
Those  Russians,  boys,  can't  harm  you,  ohl 
Both  night  and  day  we're  sure  of  our  pay. 
So,  hurrah  for  a  life  in  the  army,  oh! 

To  a  .shebeen  we  got,  i)ut  the  day  was  so  hot,  •    / 

And  myself  was  tired  of  lushing,  oh! 
"  Uncle,  ochone,  where  are  we  gone?" 

"  Och !  "  says  he,  "  we're  gone  down  to  the  Russians,  oh! " 
"  Is  it  to  fight?"  says  I.     Says  he:  "  Aye,  or  die," 

When  in  marched  Captain  O'Leary.  oh! 
Savs  my  uncle:  "  Don't  fear,  in  a  couple  of  years 

You'il  get  back  to  sweet  Tipperary,  oh! 

Spokkn— And,  sure  enough,  in  walked  Captain  O'Leary,  with  a 
fjtce  upon  him  for  all  the  world  like  a  fourpenny  loaf  burnt 
])rown.  that  a  three  year  old  kid  had  picked  the  currants  out  of. 
"  Is  your  men  all  ready,  sergeant,  d'ye  mind?  "  "  They  are,  your 
honor's  glory,"  says  my  uncle.  "  Thanks  Iw  to  God  I'm  not  one 
of  them,  anyway,"  says  I.  "I'll  tell  you  Avhat,"  says  my  uncle, 
"you're  the  Queen's  man  for  ten  years,  or  two,  if  required." 
"  How  the  blazes  can  I  be  the  Queen's  man  for  teu  years,  or  two, 
if  required,  when  I'm  Nelly  Hnulys  at  home  for  life,  and  we're 
going  to  be  married  the  day  after  to-morrow?"     "  I'll  tell  you," 

I  sjiys  the  captain,  "you  had  l)clter  not  tell  your  sweetheart  any- 
thing about  it  or  she  might  lie  in  next  Winter"  "You'll  excuse 
me.  (Japlain,"  says  I,  "  but  if  you  get  the  route  out  to  India,  you 
might  lie  out  next  Winter."  But,  boys,  with  talking  I  didn't  see 
where  I  was  walking,  so  the  toe  of  my  boot  happened  to  rub  up 

lugaiiist  the  Captain's  trousers.  He  turns  round  to  me,  and  sa.vs 
he:  "  Mind  where  you're  going,  sir,  mind  where  you're  going;  do 

I  you  see  what  you're  after  doing  to  my  trousers?"  "  I  beg  your 
pardon.  Captain,"  says  I,   "but  I  think  it's  ten  years  since  you 

i  could  call  them  trousers."  "  What  do  you  mean,  sir?  what  do 
j'ou  mean?  "  "I  mean  that  if  you  be  after  wearing  them  as  long  as 
you  have  done  already,  you'll  have  them  worn  into  knee-breeches." 
iiut,  bo)'s,  when  he  saw  I  turned  the  joke  against  him  he  gave  me 
n  look  as  sharp  ivs  a  sack  of  razors.  "  High t-about-f ace!  "  sjiys  he. 
"  Oh!  here's  you're  .shilling,"  says  I,  and  I  looked  home  to  Nelly 
Brady.     But,  boys,  it  was  no  use  talking,  I  might  as  well  tr}'  to 

1  stop  a  railway  train  as  to  sj>eak  to  either  of  them;  so,  boys,  the 
Captain  gave  the  word  of  command,  and  we  all  struck  up  a  sing- 
ing—  Uharus.  - 

We  were  ordered  away,  we'd  no  time  to  stay, 

I  got  my  trousers  and  jacket,  oh! 
With  walking,  astore,  my  feet  were  sore, 

'Till  we  arriveil  on  lM)ard  the  packet,  oh! 
We  were  ordered  away,  we'd  no  time  to  stay. 

And  the  ship  flew  through  the  waves  like  a  fairy,  ohl 
When  coming  near  the  shore,  each  man  gave  a  roar  •  -r 

For  the  army  in  sweet  Tipperary,  oh! 


Spokbn — Down  come  my  uncle,  and  says  he  to  me:  "Prepare, 
Phelim,  for  fight's  the  word."  "Och!  go  and  amuse  j-ourself 
with  shooting  Russian  sparrows.  Is  it  -committing  murder  you 
want  me  to  be  after?  "  "  Well,  if  you  don't  they'll  peg  you  down 
if  they  can."  "  Will  they?  let  them  try  it,  by  mv  soul.  Do  you 
know  this,  uncle?  the  man  that  would  peg  me  ^own  wouldn't  I 
get  up  and  knock  his  brains  out !  d'ye  mind  that  now."  But,  boys, 
we  l)egan  fighting  in  rejtl  earnest,  there  we  were  to  be  seen  going 
up  the  heights  of  Alma,  there  were  to  l>c  seen  heads  looking  for 
their  bodies,  and  bodies  looking  for  their  heads  in  return.  But 
when  it  came  to  the  charge  of  the  88th,  the  96th  and  the  77tb,  och! 
we  put  the  chase  on  them,  as  Phil  Doolan  said  to  his  bull  dog. 
After  two  or  three  hours  hard  fii^liting,  down  comes  my  uncle, 
and  says:  "  Dress  up  in  the  front,  Phelim,  for  here  comes  the  Cap- 
tain with  a  despatch."  Down  comes  the  Captain  and  says  to  me: 
"  Come  here,  Phelim  Devlin,  my  Tipix-rary  soldier,  the  field's  our 
own."  "  Had  we  not  better  take  it  with  us?"  says  I.  M)'  boy«, 
he  had  scarcely'  the  words  out  of  his  mouth,  when  he  got  the  hit  of 
a  Russian  bullet  on  the  refreshment  bag,  and  down  he  fell 
like  a  pig  in  a  fit.  "  Ho,  t^renageous!  the  Captain's  hit! "  "  I've 
got  a  ball,  Phelim,"  says  he.  "  Well,  yoti  can  do  no  less  than 
give  them  a  ball  in  return,"  says  I.  "  Get  up,"  says  I.  "  I  can't," 
savs  he.  "For  why?"  says  I.  "Because  I'm  kilt."  says  he. 
"  Well,  you  shan't  lie  there  as  long  as  Phelim  Devlin's  here."  So, 
boys,  I  got  him  on  my  shoulders  and  carrie<i  him  oflf  to  the 
trenches.  But,  boys,  as  great  a  favorite  as  I  was  with  the  Cap- 
tain, faith!  he  got  that  stiff,  devil  a  word  he'd  speak  to  poor 
Phelim;  the  fact  of  the  matter,  boys,  he  was  dead;  so,  of  course 
we  buried  him  in  all  due  military  respect.  But,  boys,  I  was  for- 
getting to  tell  you  that  I  didn't  escajMJ  unhurt  mjself.  I  got  the 
hit  of  a  Russian  bullet  on  the  cap  of  my  left  knee  that  made  me 
roar  like  a  Spanish  ass.  I  was  sent  home  to  Dublin  on  a  shilling  a 
day,  and  just  arrived  tliere  in  time  for  a  jolly  blow  out  that  was 

fjiven  to  all  the  Crimean  heroes;  then  you  may  know  what  Phelim 
aid  in,  when  he  bursted  three  button-holes  of  his  shareholder,  but 
if  ever  I  meet  with  any  of  my  old  comrades  that  suffered  with  me 
in  the  Crimea,  I  won't  prevent  my  Tipperarj'  tongue  from  singing 
— Chorus. 


-♦-•" 


DRINANE    DHUN. 

S«nd  your  name  and  addreiw  to  H.  J.  Wchinan,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  r«ceiT»  I 

by  return  mail  a  ooinjilet*-  Catalopue  of  over  3000  Popular  Eii^linh  and  U<>nnan 

Sonjfs— Free.     Poetage  Staniiw  taken  xanie  aa  caKli  for  all  our  (fooda. 

Of  late  I'm  captivated  by  a  hand.some  young  man, 

I'm  daily  complaining  for  my  own  darling  John, 

I'll  he  roving  all  day  until  night  does  come  on. 

And  I'll  be  shaded  by  the  green  leaves  of  the  Driuane  Dhun. 

Next  fair  day  I'll  get  a  fairing  from  my  handsome  young  man, 
Twenty  bright  kisses  from  my  own  darling  John, 
Confuse  them,  consume  them  that  say  I'm  not  true. 
Through  green  groves  and  lofty  mountains  111  rove  with  you. 

My  love  is  far  fairer  than  a  fine  Summer  day. 
His  breath  is  far  sweeter  than  the  new  mown  hay. 
His  hair  shines  like  gold  when  expostni  to  the  sun. 
He  is  fair  as  the  blossom  of  the  Diinane  Dhun. 

My  love  he  is  going  to  cro.ss  over  the  main, 

M-ay  the  Lord  send  him  .safe  to  liis  virtuous  love  again; 

He  is  gone  and  he's  left  me  in  grief  for  to  tell. 

O'er  the  green  hills  and  lofty  mountains  between  us  to  dwell. 

I  wish  I  had  a  small  boat  on  the  ocean  to  float, 
I'd  follow  my  darling  wherever  he  did  re.s((rt; 
I'd  sooner  have  my  true  love  to  roll,  sjiorl,  and  pla^', 
Than  all  the  golden  treasure  by  land  or  by  sea. 

I'm  patiently  waiting  for  mv  true  love's  return. 
And  for  his  long  absence  I'll  ne'er  cease  to  mourn, 
I'll  join  with  the  sweet  birds  till  the  Summer  comes  on. 
To  welcome  the  blossc^ms  of  the  Drinane  Dhun. 

Come  all  you  pretty  fair  maids  get  married  in  time. 
To  some  handsome  young  man  that  w  ill  keep  tip  your  prime; 
Bevi'are  of  the  Winter  morn,  cold  breezes  come, 
'Which  will  consume  the  blossoms  early  of  the  Drinane  Dhun. 


— It's  all  very  well  to  pay  as  you  go,  but  if  you  have  no  baggag 
the  hotel  proprietor  would  rather  you  would  pay  when  you  nrrivp 


arrive. 


— "By  the  way,  where  is  Jones  now?"  asked  Briggs.     "I 
haven't  heard  of  him  for  a  long  time."   "  He  has  gone  to  the  spirit  1 
land."  replied  Quimby.     "  AVhat,  is  he  dead?  "    "I  didn't  say  he  I 
was  dead.    He  has  moved  to  Kentucky." 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.    21. 


NANCY. 


Copyright,  1880,  by  WilU»  Woodwanl  A  Co. 

The  Worda  and  MuKio  of  this  Song  »il  he  wnt  to  any  addn-ss,  post-paid,  on  ivcelpt  of  10 

cento;  or  this  and  any  two  othor  Sonifs  for  Oiu-  l><>llHr,  by  II.  J.  Wehiimn,   ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  Oty.    Pu»taKe  Stamps  taken  luimt'  a.-<  ciuth  for  all  our  Koodv. 

Written  and  Compoxed  by  J.  F.  Mitchell. 


Come  trim  her  sails  ami  away  we  !»») 
With  a  merrily,  cheerily,  ho,  ye  ho. 
And  away  we'll  sail  for  the  glorious  West, 
To  the  land  and  the  lassie  I  love  the  best; 
And  this  was  the  sailors  song, 
He  sung  it  the  whole  day  long. 

Cnonrs. 

Nancy,  Nancy,  I  hope  that  you  have  lx?on  true. 

Miles  awiuj',  night  and  day,  I've  always  thought  of  you, 

But  now  I'm  sailing  to  the  West, 

Back  to  the  lassie  I  love  best. 

Nancy,  you're  my  fancy,  aiul  I'm  still  true  blue. 

I've  stfKxl  the  blaze  of  a  "  Sonlh'n^ns's"  eye. 
With  its  flashing  of  love  and  its  langour  shy. 
But  tiie  compsiss  never  was  found-more  true, 
Than  I  through  danger  have  l)een  to  you; 
You  gave  me  your  love  to  keep, 
I'll  bring  it  back  o'er  the  deep.— C/toru*. 

I've  dnink  your  health  in  each  seaport  town, 
'Till  they  thought  you  a  lady  of  high  renown. 
And  I  gave  three  cheers  and  a  tiger,  too, 
For  your  strawberry  lips  and  your  eyes  so  blue; 
At  last  o'er  the  l)ounding  main, 
I'm  sailing  to  you  again. — Chorus. 


HENRIETTA    PYE. 

CopjTiKht,  IfWS,  by  Wni.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


The  Word*  and  MukIc  of  thin  .Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  nddroso.  po!<t-(Miid,  on  receipt  of 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  .itht-r  S<in«»  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \\fhnian,  130  Park 
Row,  New  York  City.     PoKta^c  iitanips  taken  Kanie  an  cash  for  all  our  gooda. 
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Word-s  by  Edward  Harritrnn.  '  Music  by  Dave  Brahatn. 

My  name  is  Henry  Iliggins, 

A  .«iniple  country  lad. 
My  sweetheart  1  liiive  lost  her. 

All  throiigb  lier  cruel  dad; 
He  was  a  wealthy  baker, 

I  was  his  'prentice  boy, 
Who  loved  his  Henrietta, 

While  in  her  jmi's  employ, 

Ciioias. 

"  Oh,  Henrietta!  Henrietta!  Henrietta  Pj-e!" 
The  little  Uiys  would  lioller  out  whenever  .she'd  go  l»y; 

And  wlien  her  iladdy  ask  for  to  know  the  rca.son  wby. 
They  res|><)nded  with  the  chorus  of  "O,  Henry,  cat  a  pie! 

Behind  the  baker's  counter, 

i)h,  bless  the  ttow'ry  place! 
Wlieri  bending  down  for  hiscuits 

I  met  her  face  to  face; 
Sonic  hoys  looked  in  tiic  window 

And  siiouted;  "What  a  guy!" 
For  kis,sing  Henrietta, 

My  Henriett.-i  Pye. — Chorus. 

She  held  some  ladies'  fingers, 

Also  ii  lemon  pie. 
And  wlien  1  kissed  my  darling 

They  wasn't  fit  to  buy. 
For  there  upon  my  bosom 

Was  lemon  juice,  oh,  my! 
From  kissing  Henrietta, 

My  Henrietta  Pye.  — C'Aotm*. 

Her  daddy  was  a  miser, 

But  nimble  as  a  fly. 
So  when  he  saw  the  pastry 

He  pasted  up  nij-  eye; 
When  black  and  blue  and  bleeding, 

I  asked  him  why,  oh,  why? 
He  said:  "  You  are  a  glutton, - 

You,  Henry,  eat  a  pie." — Chorus.   ■ 


NO,    *TIS    NOT    TRUE. 

Copyright.  1868,  by  O.  Schirtner. 


The  Words  and  Muric  of  thin  Soufr  will  be  wnt  to  any  addrem,  pont-nald,  on  receipt  of  iO  ' 
cent.;  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Sonfro  for  One  Dolbir,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  l.TD  Park 


Row,  New  York 


ny  tw 
City. 


Potitage  Stanipe  taken  same  aa  caah  for  all  our  i;ood». 


'Tis  not  true,  when  I  sat  by  thee  enthralled. 

Murmuring  love  'til  #ght  had  passed. 
Hast  thy  memory  e'er  recalled 

How  our  hearts  were  lieating  fast. 
When  I  sat  by  thee  enthralled, 

Murmuring  love 'till  night  had  passed? 
Ah!  no,  'tis  not  true, 

Ah!  no,  no,  'tis  not  true,  no,  no; 
Has  thy  memory  never  recalled, 

How  our  young  hearts  were  beating  fast? 

No,  'tis  not  true,  ah !  dost  remember  thy  lips  said. 

While  Hive  I'll  love  but  thee, 
But  l)eforc  the  sound  had  tied 

Tliy  heart  cea.sed  to  beat  for  me; 
Dost  rememlier  thy  lips  said, 

While  I  live  I  can  love  but  thee? 
Ah!  no,  'tis  not  true,  ah!  no,  no,  'tis  not  true,  no,  no; 

But  before  the  .sound  had  fled 
Thy  heart  had  ceased  to  beat  for  me, 

iNo,  'tis  not  true,  no,  'tis  not  true. 


HAPPY    BIRDS. 

CopyrtKht.  1887,  by  O.  Ditson  *  Co. 

The  Wonls  and  Music  of  this  Son^^'ill  be  went  to  any  addrew,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    PostaKe  StanipH  taken  seme  as  cash  for  aU  our  goods. 

Words  by  C.  T.  Steele,    Music  by  Eduard  Hoist 

Happy  birds  sing  to  me  that  I  too  may  happy  be, 
()  liappy  birds  all  the  day  warbling  in  the  trees. 
How  your  song  floats  along  on  the  gentle  breeze. 
And  it  .seems  that  the  leaves  wisper  in  their  glee. 
While  your  song  floats  along  gay  and  merrily; 
And  your  plumage  gay,  as  ye  dart  in  your  flight, 
Sends  the  .sun's  warm  ray  a  glatl  splendor  more  bright. 
And  your  glad  refrain  makest  nature  resound 
As  your  voices  ring  from  the  hills  and  vales  around. 

Chorus. 
C)  had  I  wings  to  fly  like  you,  then  would  I  .seek  my  love  so  true. 
And  never  more  we'd  parted  be,  but  live  and  love  eternally; 
()  had  I  wings  to  fly  like  you,  then  would  I  seek  my  love  so  true. 
And  love  forever,  sighing,  O  never,  e'er  would  be  happy  and  gay. 

Hai>py  birds  sing  to  me  that  I  too  may  happy  be, 

()  liappy  birds  sing  to  me  of  the  fields  and  flowers, 

<  )f  the  woods,  vales  and  hills  and  the  leafy  bowers, 

So  lliat  I  will  not  sigh  nor  will  lonely  lie. 

For  my  love  now  has  gone  far  away  from  me; 

(,'unst  thou  not  away  from  thy  shady  retreat 

And  unto  my  love  bear  a  nie.s.sage  so  sweet?  < 

Say  my  heart  is  true  and  will  change  never  more. 

Take  my  missive  sweet  to  the  one  that  I  mXoxe.—Chorxit. 


m  »m 


Drink  to  Me  Only  with  Thine  Eyes. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  n'celve 
nplet«>  Catalofrue  of  over  :W00  Popular  Is^cclish  and  (ieriuau 
PostaKe  Stani|M<  lakon  winie  as  eaxh  for  all  our  goods. 


1  yr 

by  return  mail  a  oomplet«>  Catalofrue 
Songs— Free.  -         ... 


Drink  to  me  only  witli  thine  eyes. 
And  I  will  pledge  with  mine; 

Or  leave  a  kiss  within  the  cup. 
And  I'll  not  look  for  wine. 

The  thirst  that  in  my  soul  doth  rise. 

Doth  a.sk  a  drink  divine; 
But  might  I  of  .Jove's  nectar  sip, 

I  would  not  change  for  thine. 

'  I  .s<'nt  thee  late  a  rosy  wreath. 

Not  .so  much  honoring  thee, .     • . 
As  giving  it  a  hop*;,  that  there 
It  would  not  withered  be. 

But  thou  thereon  didst  only  breathe. 

And  sent  it  back  to  me; 
Since  then  it  grows  and  smells,  I  swear, 

Not  of  itself— but  thee! 
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RAZZLE,    DAZZLE. 

Copyright,  1«88,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.  '      -      '• 

The  WordB  and  Music  of  thi«  Song  will  1k'  sent  to  any  addrvtw,  post-paid,  on  Tvoeipt  of  40 

cents;  ortliisaiid  anv  two  other  SongH  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehiniiii,  1;I0  raik 

Kow,  New  York  City.     I'lRituge  Stamps  taken  xanie  as  eaxh  fur  all  our  goods. 

W<inl8  and  Music  by  Willard  Thompson. 


Nobody  knows  wbcu  we're  out  upon  a  .spree, 
NolKxly  knows  nor  cares  a  D, 
NolKxIy  knows  for  it's  underneath  the  rose, 
So  nobody  knows  but  Eliza. 

Chorus. 

Razzle,  dazzle,  razzle,  dazzle,  (hie) 
How  full  I  am;  (hie)  don't  care  a  hang, 
'  Razzle,  dazzle,  (hie)  de  dazzle, 
Let's  have  one  drink  more; 
We're  out  ujxtn  a  terrible  tare. 
No  matter  how  full  we  never  will  care, 
■  For  razzle,  dazzle,  (hie)  de  dazzle. 
Let's  have  one  drink  more. 

"When  morninf!:  comes  and  our  little  spree  is  o'er, 
Everyone  resolves  to  drink  no  more, 
For  li.  E.  fnorse  h:is  us  very  strong  and  sure, 
So  we'll  all  swear  off  together. — Vliorus. 


HIS    FUNERAL'S    TO-MORROW. 


Copyriglit,  l!WH,  by  B.  W.  Hitchcock. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  tieiit  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

centK;  or  thi.M  and  any  two  other  S4)iigM  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wt-hnian,  13<>  I'ark 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ajjcasb  for  all  our  goods. 

Little  Johnny  in  the  street 

Found  a  little  toy, 
'Twas  a  lump  of  dynamite, 

Johnny  jumped  with  joy; 
Johnny  played  with  it  awhile. 

Then  began  to  tire, 
And  to  see  how  it  would  bum 

He  put  it  on  the  fire. 

Cuouus. 

And  his  funaral's  to-morrow. 
My  poor  heart  aches  with  sorrow; 
.  Little  Johnny  had  to  git. 
But  we've  found  a  little  bit, 
And  we're  going  to  plant  him  to-morrow. 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb, 

Mary's  folks  were  poor. 
Hard  they  worked  most  every  day 

To  keep  the  wolf  from  dcwr; 
Once  a  tramp  came  to  the  hou.se 

With  worn  and  weary  feet. 
Pound  the  lamb  was  ju-st  his  size. 

And  he  the  lamb  did  eat. 

Chorus.  -       • 

And  his  funeral's  to-morrow. 

My  poor  heart  aches  with  sorrow; 

Now  that  tramp  for  tender  lamb 

Doesn't  care  a  .single — bit, 

And  we're  going  to  plant  him  to-morrow. 

Bridget  ])uilt  a  little  fire 

In  the  kitchen  range, 
And  she  poured  in  kerosene. 

Which  was  nothing  strange; 
I*resently  like  dynamite 

Bomb-shells  fi'lle<i  the  room,  , 
Bridget,  with  a  |>caceful  smile,  / 

Sailed  the  golden  flume. 

'  .  Chorus. 

And  her  funeral's  to-morrow. 
My  poor  heart  aches  with  sorrow. 
On  her  tombstone,  luckless  one, 
'  They'll  have  the  words  "  Well  done," 
And  we're  going  to  plant  her  to-morrow. 


;  Mary  never  had  baked  before,     . 

But  when  she  got  wed 
She  said  to  her  husband  dear, 

"  I  will  bake  some  bread;" 
Mary  baked  a  liltle  cake. 

He  to  tea  did  sit. 
Took  that  small  cake  in  his  hand 

And  ate  every  bit. 

Chorus. 
And  his  funeral's  to-morrow. 
My  poor  heart  aches  with  sorrow; 
Doctor  said  he  had  to  kick, 
For  he  couldn't  digest  a  brick. 
And  we're  going  to  plant  hint  to-morrow. 

Little  Billy  had  a  mule. 

And  it  would  not  go, 
Billy  whacked  it  with  a  stick, 

Cried  "gee  up,"  "gee  whoa;" 
To  drive  that  kicking  mule  along 

Billy  he  would  tussle. 
He  tried  to  stick  a  great  big  pin 

In  that  poor  mule's  bustle. 

Chorus. 

And  his  funeral's  to-morrow, 

My  p«x)r  heart  aches  with  sorrow; 

The  mule  with  his  hind  paw 

Paralyzed  poor  Billy's  jaw. 

And  we're  going  to  plant  him  to-morrow. 

Once  my  sweeetheart  said  to  me, 

"  Let  me  hear  your  voic«. 
Sing  to  me  a  little  song, 

Make  my  heart  rejoice;" 
There  we  sat  l)eside  the  fire, 

I  gently  cleared  my  throat, 
•    Then  I  let  my  sweet  Voi(;c  swell 

Upon  a  big  top  note. 

Chorus. 

And  her  funeral's  to-morrow. 

My  poor  heart  aches  with  sorrow; 

Now  she  is  gone  on  high 

Painting  raiDlM)ws  in  the  sky. 

For  we're  going  to  plant  her  to-morrow. 


/> 
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THE    OLD    GOLDEN    LOCKET    MY 
MOTHER  USED   TO   WEAR. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  tn  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoptpt  of  M 
cents;  or  thisand  any  t)«'oother  SongK  for  One  l><>llar.  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  13U  Park         ' 
Uow,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  isame  as  cash  for  all  our  guoda. 


Words  and  Music  by  liaymond  A.  Wilson. 


It  is  many  years  ago  since  my  mother  passed  away. 

And  left  me  in  this  wide,  wide  world  to  roam. 
Still  I  have  one  memory  sweet  of  the  village  and  the  church. 

And  of  mother  in  that  dear  old  fiishionwi  home; 
She  said,  "  my  boy,  be  upright,  and  never  go  a.stray. 

Be  like  your  poor  old  father,  who  struggled  day  by  day, 
So  now  this  golden  treasure  I  leave  for  you  to  keep. 

For  perhaps  on  earth  mj'  love  not  long  you'll  share; 
But  if  ever  you  are  tempted  just  open  this,  and  think 

Of  this  old  golden  locket  your  mother  used  to  wear. 

C"9RUS. 

She  said,  "  my  boy,  this  .    -ket  is  all  I  can  give. 

Ever  keep  it  sacred  as  long  as  you  live, 

'Twas  the  gift  of  your  dear  father;"  so  that  is  why  I  care 

For  this  old  golden  locket  my  mother  used  to  wear. 

Oh,  I  often  sob  and  sigh,  as  the  tears  roll  from  my  eye. 

When  thinking  of  my  dear  old  happy  home, 
For  I  know  that  one  I  loved  and  who  taught  me  when  a  child. 

Now  in  yonder  heaven  far  away  doth  roam; 
Yes,  father  and  dear  mother  are  lying  now  asleep, 

Within  the  village  churchyard  where  silent  willows  weep, 
I  often  go  with  blessings  where  my  dear  parents  lie. 

And  I  place  a  little  flower  sadly  there; 
So  I'll  always  think  of  them,  and  a  treasure  fondly  dear 

Is  this  old  golden  locket  my  mother  used  to  wear. — Chorv*. 
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GRANDFATHER    BRIAN. 

Send  Toar  name  and  addrom  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark  Row,  New  York  City,  and  reeelTe 

oj  return  mail  a  cuniplvte  C'ataloKue  of  uvf  r  :<UU)  I'opular  RnfrUah  and  Uvnuan 

Bonify— free.    Putttai^e  Stanipa  taken  mnie  an  casli  fur  ul  our Kooda. 

Grandfather  Brian  departed  this  life. 

It  was  on  Saint  Patrick's  day. 
He  started  off  to  the  next  world 

Without  ever  asking  the  way; 
Leaving  nie  all  liis  riches, 

With  a  great  deal  of  wealth,  d'ye  see? 
With  a  pair  of  his  cloth  leather  breeches. 

That  buttoned  up  down  to  the  knee. 

ClIORUft. 

Hurrah,  for  my  grandfather  Brian! 

I  wisli  lie  was  living,  och,  sure! 
"And  every  day  he'd  be  dying. 

To  be  leaving  me  ten  times  as  much  more. 

He  left  nie  the  whole  two  sides  of  bacon, 

Only  one  half  was  just  cut  away. 
With  a  broomstick,  with  the  head  of  a  rake  on. 

And  a  tield  full  of  straw  to  make  hay; 
He  left  me  some  props  and  some  patches, 

With  a  beautiful  new  8mo<tk  frock; 
Six  beautiful  hens  to  hiy  ducks  eggs. 

Only  one  turned  out  to  be  a  cock. — Chorus. 

He  left  me  a  ■well  full  of  water, 

Only  some  said  it  was  dry; 
Three  pitfulls  of  sand,  lime  and  mortar. 

And  a  s<iuinting  Tom-cat  with  one  eye; 
He  left  me  an  old  dog  and  kitten. 

His  lapstone,  knife  and  bnul-awl; 
With  a  lump  of  Dutch  cheese  that  was  bitten, 

And  a  box  full  of  nothing  at  all. — C'lurrui. 

He  left  me  a  glass  that  was  broken. 

With  a  pair  of  new  lioots  without  soles; 
And.  faith  I  if  the  truth  must  be  six>ktin, 

A  kettle  with  tifty-five  holes; 
A  knife  board  make  out  of  leather, 

A  treacle  jxjt  half  full  of  glue; 
A  down  bed  without  ever  a  feather, 

And  a  tine  coat  nigh  handy  iu  two. — CJiorua, 

He  left  me  a  mighty  fine  clock,  too. 

Full  of  brass  wheels  made  out  of  wood; 
A  key  without  ever  a  lock,  too, 

A  stool  to  sit  down  where  I  stood; 
A  blanket  made  out  of  cloth  patches, 

A  bread  basket  made  of  tinware; 
A  window  without  any  sashes. 

And  a  horse  collar  made  for  a  mare. — Ohoru%. 

He  left  me  a  starling,  a  beauty, 

But  it  turne«l  out  to  be  a  thrush; 
He  bid  me  in  life  do  my  duty, 

And  never  comb  my  hair  with  a  bni-sh; 
He  left  me  six  pounds  all  in  copper. 

With  a  splendid  .straight  rule  double  Iwut; 
And  a  l)eautiful  bacca  stopper, 

With  a  view  of  Blackwater,  in  Kent. — Chorus. 

He  left  me  some  whiskey  for  drinking. 

And  a  l)cautiful  stick,  look  at  that; 
And  also  a  she  bull  for  milking. 

And  a  se(;ond-hand  silk  l)eaver  hat; 
He  left  me  a  shirt  all  in  tatters. 

Amongst  other  things,  I  must  state; 
And  a  rare  stock  of  old  broken  platter, 

And,  In  fact,  all  the  family  plate. — Chorus. 

He  left  me  the  bog  for  a  garden. 

One  niglit  it  gf)t  covered  with  the  flood. 
And  when  I  went  out  in  the  morning, 

I  went  up  to  my  two  eyes  in  mud; 
lie  left  me  a  fine  mare  for  breeding. 

Its  age  was  over  threescore. 
And  when  I  come  here  next  evening, 

I  will  tell  you  ten  times  as  much  more. — Chorus. 


— "  John,"  .said  Mrs.  Billus,  "  I  feel  sorry  for  Mr.  Ferguson,  our 
next  door  neighlmr.  lie  bet  everything  he  could  rake  and  .scrajn; 
on  Cleveland,  and  lost."  "  If  Fergu9<m  bet  everything  he  could 
scrape,"  rejoined  Mr.  Billus,  "  then  he  mu.st  have  lost  that  infernal 
fiddle  of  his,  and  I'm  deeply  grateful,  Maria." 


ON    BOARD    THE    MARY    JANE. 

The  Word*  and  MuhIc  of  thlR  Song  will  be  rent  to  any  addrem,  poxt-pald,  on  receipt  of  M 
r  tlim  and  any  two  other  SontrH  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wetiuian,  '" 


centum  or 

Row,  New  York  City. 


.  130  Park 

PuatageSt*ni|>«  taken  sanieaiicash  f  or  all  our  gooda. 


Hb — I'm  going  away  to  leave  you,  dear, 

I'm  going  off  to  sea; 
Bub— Now  don't  say  so,  my  Johnny  dear. 

What  will  become  of  me? 
Hk — You  know  I  love  your  darling  face. 
But  I  must  tell  you  plain, 
I'm  off  to  sea  as  the  captain  bold 
On  board  the  Mary  Jane. 
CnoKus. 
Both— On  board  the  Mary  Jane, 

On  lM)ard  the  Mary  .Tane, 
I've  fixed  it  right,  I  sleep  to-night 
On  board  the  Mary  Jane. 

He — Here's  a  lock  of  hair,  you  can  have  it  made 

Into  a  fine  gold  chain; 
She — Oh!  Jack,  don't  court  another  girl 

When  you  are  on  the  main; 
He — Now  here's  some  chewing  gum  for  you, 

And  to  chew  it  find  the  knack,  oh! 
She — But,  Jack,  when  you  come  home  from  sea, 

Mind  bring  back  some  tobacco. — Chorus,  ? 

She — Here's  a  needle.  Jack,  to  mend  your  pants,    . 
Here's  a  thimble  with  a  hole; 
Jack,  what's  the  cargo  on  boartl  your  ship? 
He —    Oh!  a  great  big  lump  of  coal. 

Two  harpauites  and  a  few  chestnuts; 
Site —    It's  a  large  ship,  that's  (juite  plain; 
He — Yes,  I'm  the  captain,  mate  and  chief  bone  i)olisher 
On  board  the  Mary  Jane. — Cfiorua. 

Hb — Well,  I  must  leave  you,  darling  dear, 

And  leave  my  native  shore; 
She— Will  the  vovage  take  long? 
He —     An  hour  love,  or,  perhaps  a  quarter  more. 

Do  you  think  you  can  keep  true  all  that  while? 
She —    So  help  nie.  Bob,  I'll  try, 
He — That's  a  put  up  job. 
She—    What? 
lis — Why,  so  help  mc,  Bob, 

And  I'll  just  show  you  why. 

Spoken — I  don't  want  any  Bob  to  l)e  helping  you  while  I'm  on 
my  dangerous  voyage  to  lirooklyn.  I  want  you  to  Im  ter-ruc  to 
your  Jack,  your  evcrliLStinj'  Jack. 

She — And  so  I  will  be.  Jack,  only  don't  l>c  away  more  than  an 
hour  or  so;  you  can't  tell  what  may  happen  while  you're — Chorus. 

He — I  don't  want  any  Bob  to  be  helping  vou  while  I'm  on  the 
raging  sea,  going  to  Brooklyn  and  other  wild  parts.  No,  I  want 
you  to  be  true  to  your  Jack  in  blue,  your  seafaring  Jack,  your 
navigating  Jack,  your  tarpauling  Jack,  your  everlasting  Jack. 
On,  see!  she  sUirts. 

Shk— Oh,  Jack,  I'll  l)c  true  for  an  hour  or  two;  only  I'm  told 
you  sailors  bold,  when  you  go  on  shore,  you  find  a  drug  store  and 
(piickly  at  once  you  get  brisky,  with  drink  you  get  insane,  can't  tell 
Mary  from  Jane,  you  tlress  up  quite  spruce,  go  the  wliole  hog, 
little  l)oys  flog,  and  then  into  their  eyes  squirt  toltacco  juice,  and 
then  swear  it's  all  through  the  bad  whiskey.  Now,  Jack,  don't 
do  that,  now  look  sharp.  Jack;  come,  I  say,  imd  bring  home  lots 
of  pay,  and  I'll  be  waiting  for  you. — Chorus. 

Thy  Name  Was  Once  the  Magic  Spell 

The  Word*  and  Mimic  of  this  Song  will  l)0  Kent  to  any  addrem,  postpaid,  im  receipt  of  tO  | 

itinbt;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonicn  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  VVehmaii,  I'M  I'ark 

Itow,  New  York  City.     I'oMtatce  Slumps  taken  name  aMcaxii  for  all  our  KuCdii. 

Thy  name  was  once  the  magic  spell 

Bv  which  niv  thoughts  were  lK)und, 
And  burning  dreams  of  light  and  lovo 

Were  wakened  by  the  .sound; 
My  heart  beat  (juick  when  stranger  tongues, 

With  idle  praise  or  blame, 
Awoke  its  dee|)est  thrill  of  joy. 

To  tremble  at  thy  name. 

Long  years,  long  years  have  passed  away, 

Ami  altered  is  thy  brow. 
And  we  who  met  so  fondly  once 

Must  meet  as  strangers  now; 
The  friends  of  yore  come  round  me  still, 

But  talk  no  more  of  thee; 
'  'Twere  idle  e'en  to  wish  it  now,         .^  '":';•    -.. 

For  what  art  thou  to  me?  ^  f     *...". 
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DID    HE    GET    THERE? 

Copyright,  1888,  by  M.  Wltmajk  &  Sona.     . 
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Th«  Word*  and  Huido  of  thic  Son«r  will  be  sent  to  any  addren,  poat-jpaid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cento;  or  thin  aiid  any  two  other  Son^ni  for  Une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehniau,  130  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Postoire  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  fur  all  our  gooda. 

Word*  and  Music  by  M.  J.  Caranagli. 

A  nice  j'oung  man  was  a  friend  of  mine, 

And  he  loved  a  nice  young  maid. 
And  every  night  at  half-past  nine  . 

In  his  Sunday  suit  arrayed, 
He  met  this  maid  at  the  old  front  gate 

When  the  moon  shone  bright  alK)ve; 
And  he  spoke  so  loud  that  he  woke  the  dog 

When  he  told  ber  of  his  love. 

CnoRUS,  *  ' 

Did  he  get  there?  did  he  get  there? 

Yes,  the  dog  got  there,  you  bet. 
The  maiden  wrote  him  to  come  again 

But  he  hasn't  got  there  yet. 

He  took  his  girl  to  the  show  one  night,      ..   ..  •    » . 

He  bought  her  a  nice  front  seat,  ,   • 

She  l)rought  along  her  appetite. 

She  was  well  prepared  to  eat; 
She  thought  of  the  oyster  stew  and  wine  .>;  . 

She'd  devour  when  the  show  was  out,  '         >       ' 

She  steered  him  passed  every  restaurant. 

But,  alas,  he  failed  to  shout. 

"■'    Chorus.  -  '■:        ■  /-'  '  v  ■ 

Did  she  get  there?  She  never  got  there, 
Though  she  thought  she  had  him  pat,         : 

The  poor  j.iy  had  but  thirty  cents 
And  she  couldn't  get  there  on  that.     . 

There  was  a  dude  who  went  on  the  mash. 

Got  stuck  on  another  man's  wife;  •.,    ' 

She  told  him  to  call  when  her  husband  was  out. 

And  he  nearly  lost  his  life;  ;;        • 

The  husband  dropped  to  the  little  game 

And  loaded  his  little  gun, 
When  the  nice  yoimg  man  got  there  that  night 

You  ought  to  see  the  fun. 

Chorus. 

Did  he  get  there?  the  husband  got  there. 

In  a  style  that  was  most  sublime. 
And  the  nia.sher's  pants  will  be  iron  clad  - 

When  he  goes  there  next  time.  • 

When  a  man  goes  to  sleep  while  his  linen  dries 

In  an  up-town  neighborhood. 
He  wants  to  keep  a  gun  for  the  William  goats 

Or  his  wash  is  gone  for  good; 
For  next  to  a  lunch  of  oj'ster  cans. 

There's  no  other  dish  on  earth 
So  toothsome  to  a  hungry  goat 

As  a  flannel  undershirt. 

Chorus. 

And  he'll  get  there,  yes,  he'll  get  therei  * 

If  you  give  him  but  half  a  chance, 
He'll  make  his  escape  in  proper  shape, 

With  the  breast  of  your  only  pants. 

When  the  slick  young  man  tells  the  hotel  clerk 
That  his  duds  are  lined  with  wealth, 
'  And  sneaks  up  stairs  to  the  top  floor  back 
To  remove  his  trunk  by  stealth; 
The  train  is  due  at  half -past  four, 

And  his  board's  been  due  four  weeks. 
The  clothes  line's  weak,  and,  alas,  his  shoes 
J;  Are  full  of  noisy  squeaks. 

Chorus. 

Did  he  get  there?  he  never  got  there. 

The  trick  wus  a  trifle  stale, 
And  the  young  man's  trunk  is  still  in  soak, 

And  the  young  man  he's  in  jaiL 


.m> 


'  When  a  jay  strikes  town  with  a  nice  big  roll, 

Oh,  the  gang  are  all  his  friends. 
When  his  watch  and  pin  are  both  blown  in 

Then  the  game  it  quickly  ends; 
To  pet  back  home  is  his  only  thought. 

He  knows  that  he's  been  a  gawk. 
He  strikes  the  railroad  for  a  puss 

For  he  feels  too  weak  to  walk. 

Chorus. 
But,  did  he  get  there?  yes.  he  got  there. 

They  sent  him  home  as  freight, 
In  a  big  1k)x  car  billed  C.  O.  D., 

He  arrived  in  a  woeful  state. 


JAKEY,    DE    BUTCHER    BOY. 


Tune—"  Jlni,  the  Carter  Lad." 


Send  Tour  name  and  addrem  to  H.  J.  WeJiman,  ISO  Park  K<>w,  Now  York  City, and  receive  | 

by  return  mall  a  couiplf  to  t.'ataloKuc  nf  over  SUOO  l\>i)Ular  Khk lisli  and  Uemuui 

Bonifg— FVee.     Postatfe  Stani]>8  taken  same  as  ca«h  for  all  ourKoods. 

My  name  is  Jakey,  de  butcher  boy,  a  happy  mans  am  I, 

I  drink  a  lot  of  lager  beer,  somehow  I'm  allawnys  tlry; 

I  drink  a  lot  of  weiss  beer  to  vot  fills  me  up  rait  joy, 

De  happiest  Dutchman  in  the  land  is  Jackey,  de  butcher  boy. 

Chorus. 
Slap,  slap,  slap  him  on  de  kopp,  I  always  like  to  sing  (get  up), 
I  sit  upon  dat  butcher  cart  ash  happy  ash  a  king; 
My  horse  can  go  2:40,  that's  vot  make  me  so  much  joy, 
De  happiest  Dutchman  in  de  land  is  Jakey,  de  butcher  bo}'. 

My  father  keeped  a  slaughter-house  vay  down  in  Stbantou  street. 
How  often  he'd  send  me  out,  you  try  und  sell  dat  meat; 
To  go  mit  him  to  dat  market  for  me  was  shust  de  thing, 
I'd  like  to  sit  on  the  butcher  cjirt  und  hear  de  old  man  sing. 

Slap,  slap,  slap,  &c 

Now  church  affairs  und  politics  mack  mir  gar  nix  aus, 

Vhen  peojile  ask  me  vat  I  vas,  I  told  dem  nix  comeraus;   ■;     "  . 

I  do  to  odders  as  I  vould  have  dem  do  to  me, 

Dat's  vhy  here  beats  an  honest  heart,  I  allaways  gay  and  free. 

Slap,  slap,  slap,  &c. 

Und  now  I  guess  I  better  quick  bring  an  end  to  my  song. 
For  if  I  keep  on  singing  you'll  sa}'  it  Wiis  too  long, 
To  see  you  smile  off  me,  it  give  me  so  much  joy. 
So  if  you  blease  shust  clap  your  hands  for  Jackey,  de  butcher  boy. 

Slap,  slap,  slap,  isc. 

■     m  e^— 

The  Blind,  Loving  Faces  at  Home. 

Copyrigrht,  1877,  by  O.  P.  Benjamin. 

The  Words  and  Mualc  of  this  Sonff  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Sonars  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehnian,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Poetatre  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  Koods. 


Words  by  E.  S.  Dwyer.    Music  by  Henry  Maylath. 


1  am  thinking  to-day  of  the  home  of  my  youth. 

Near  the  brooklet  that  runs  through  the  glade. 
The  green,  grassy  lawn,  and  the  orchard  so  dear. 

Where  oft  in  my  childhood  I  have  strayed; 
'Tis  many  a  year  since  these  scenes  I  have  left. 

Through  far  distant  countries  to  roam. 
But  wherever  I  wander  I  still  longed  to  see 
.    The  kind,  loving  faces  at  home. 

Chorus. 
And  though  we  are  parted,  yet  ever  to  me 
Sweet  thoughts  of  my  loved  ones  come; 
And  wherever  I  wander  I  still  long  to  see 
The  kind,  loving  faces  at  home.   .    . 

How  oft  In  my  dreams  have  my  thoughts  wandered  back 

To  ray  mother  so  kind  and  so  true, 
Who  whispered  good-bye,  and  God  bless  you,  my  boy. 

When  I  bade  her  and  father  adieu; 
E'en  now,  in  my  fancy,  I  once  more  can  feel 

Her  warm  loving  kiss  on  my  brow. 
And  sigh  when  I  think  that  'tis  naught  but  a  dream,     ,    ' 

For  I'm  wandering  far  from  her  now. — Clun-ua. 

My  dear  sweet  sister  with  whom  I  have  played 

So  oft  in  our  childhood  at  home. 
Has  sent  to  me  many  a  message  of  love, 

To  cheer  me  wherever,  wherever  I  roam; 
My  father  is  waiting  to  meet  me  again 

When  my  long  weary  journey  Is  o'er,  '  ' 

And  soon  we  will  meet  at  the  old  fireside    ' 
.    To  part  on  this  earth  nevermore. — ChJorvM. 
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COME    HOME,    FATHER   ^ 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son«r  will  be  sent  to  any  addretw,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

c«nt8;  orthisand  any  two  other  SonKS  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  >Vehman,  ISO  Carle 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  an  cash  for  all  our  i^uoda. 


Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  now, 

The  dock  in  the  steeple  strikes  one; 
You  suid  you  were  coming  right  home  from  the  shop 

As  sfH)n  as  j'our  day's  work  was  done; 
Our  lire  has  gone  out,  our  house  Is  all  dark. 

And  mother's  been  watching  since  tea, 
With  poor  brother  Benny  so  sick  in  her  arms. 

And  no  one  t<i  help  her  but  me; 
Come  home!  come  home!  come  home! 
Please,  father,  dear  father,  come  home! 

Chorus. 
Hear  the  sweet  voice  of  the  child. 

Which  the  night  winds  repeat  as  they  roam; 
Oh!  who  could  resist  this  most  plaintive  of  prayers; 

Please,  father,  dear  father,  come  home? 

Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  now. 

The  clock  in  the  steeple  strikes  two; 
The  night  has  grown  colder  and  Benny  is  worse. 

But  he  has  l)een  calling  for  you; 
Indeed  he  is  worse,  ma  says  he  will  die 

Perhaps  before  morning  shall  dawn; 
And  this  is  the  message  she  sent  me  to  bring: 

Come  quickly,  or  he  will  be  gone! 
Come  home!  come  home!  come  home! 
Please,  father,  dear  father,  come  home!— C/«>r««. 

Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  now, 

The  clock  in  the  steeple  strikes  three; 
The  house  is  so  lonely,  the  hours  are  so  long 

For  poor  weeping  mother  and  me; 
Yes,  we  are  alone,  for  lienny  is  dead 

And  gone  with  the  angels  of  light. 
And  these  were  the  very  last  words  that  he  said: 

I  want  to  kiss  papa  go<xi-night. 
Come  home!. come  home!  come  home! 
Please,  father,  dear  father,  c«)me  home. — Choru$. 


»  •  m    I 


WHY  DO  SUMMER  ROSES  FADE? 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonfr  will  be  .oent  to  anr  addreHS,  pos^pald,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Why  do  Summer  roses  fade? 

If  not  to  show  how  fleeting 
All  things  bright  and  fair  are  made, 
To  bloom  awhile  as  half  fifraid 

To  join  a  Summer's  greeting; 
Or  do  they  only  bloom  to  tell 
How  brief  a  season  love  may  dwell? 
Or  do  they  only  bloom  to  tell 
How  brief  a  season  love  may  dwell? 

Then  while  Summer  rases  last. 
Oh,  let's  be  friends  together; 
Summer  time  will  soon  be  past. 
When  Autumn  leaves  around  us  cast. 

And  then  comes  Wiat'ry  weather. 
Surely  as  the  Summer's  day. 
Friendship,  too,  will  pass  away; 
Surely  as  the  Summer's  day. 
Friendship,  too.  will  pass  away. 

But  though  Summer  roses  die. 

And  love  gives  way  to  reason. 
Friendship  pass  without  a  sigh. 
And  all  on  earth  pass  coldly  by, 

It's  but  a  Wintry  season; 
And  friendship,  love,  and  roses,  too. 
The  Springtime  shall  again  renew; 
And  friendship,  love,  and  roses,  too, 
The  Springtime  shall  again  renew. 


—Superintendent:  "  Now,  children,  I  have  compared  you  all  to 
flowers  in  a  l)eautiful  garden.  What  is  it  that  you  have  that  the 
flowers  have?  "     Small  boy:  '*  Worms  " 


THE  SHIP  ON  FIRE. 

'Die  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  I 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  "" '"    " 


Kow.  New  York  City. 


,130  Park 
Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  tor  all  our  goods. 


Tlic  storm  f)'er  the  ocean  flew  furious  and  fast. 

And  the  waves  rose  in  foam  at  tiie  voice  of  the  blast; 

And  heavily  labored  the  gale-beaten  ship, 

Like  a  stout-hearted  swimmer,  the  spniy  at  his  lip; 

And  dark  was  the  sky  o'er  the  mariner's  path. 

Except  when  the  lightning  illumined  it  in  wrath. 

A  young  mother  knelt  in  the  cabin  IkjIow, 

And  pressing  her  babe  to  her  bosom  of  snow. 

She  pray'd  to  her  God  'mid  the  hurricane  wild, 

"  Oh,  Father!  have  mercy,  look  down  on  my  child!" 

It  pass'd — the  tierce  whirlwind  career'd  on  its  way, 

And  the  ship  like  an  arrow  divided  the  spray; 

Her  sails  glimmered  white  in  the  beams  of  the  moon. 

And  the  breeze  up  aloft  seemed  to  whistle,  to  whistle  a  tune, 

And  the  wind  up  aloft  seemed  to  whistle,  to  whistle  a  tune. 

There  was  joy  in  the  ship  as  she  furrow 'd  the  foam. 
For  fond  hearts  within  her  were  dreaming  of  home; 
The  young  mother  press'd  her  fond  liabc  to  her  breast, 
And  sung  a  sweet  song  as  she  rocked  it  to  rest; 
And  the  husband  sat  cheerily  down  l)y  her  side. 
And  looked  with  delight  on  the  face  of  his  bride. 
"  Oh,  happy,"  said  he,  "  when  our  roaming  is  ()'er. 
We'll  dwell  in  our  cottage  that  stands  by  the  shore; 
Already  in  fancy  its  roof  I  descry, 
And  the  smoke  of  its  hearth  curling  up  to  the  sky; 
Its  garden  so  green,  and  its  vine-covered  wall. 
The  kind  friends  awaiting  to  welcome  us  all. 
And  the  children  that  sport  by  the  old  oaken  tree  "— 
Ah,  gently  the  ship  glided  over  the  sea. 

Hark!  what  was  that?    Hark!  hark!  to  the  shout — 

Fire!  then  a  tramp  and  a  rout. 

And  an  uproar  of  voices  arose  in  the  air, 

And  the  mother  knelt  down,  and  the  half-spoken  prayer 

That  she  offered  to  God  in  her  agony  wild 

Was:  '•  Father!  have  mercy,  look  down,  l<K>k  down  on  my  child!  " 

She  flew  to  her  husband,  she  clung  to  his  side. 

Ah,  there  was  her  refuge  whate'er  might  betide. 

Fire!  fire!  it  was  raging  above  and  below. 

And  the  cheeks  of  the  sailors  ^rew  pale  at  the  sight, 

And  their  eyes  glistened  wild  m  the  glare  of  the  light; 

'Twas  vain  «)'er  the  ravage  the  waters  to  drip. 

The  pitiless  flame  was  the  lord  of  the  ship, 

An«l  the  smoke  in  thick  wreaths  mounted  higher  ajid  higher. 

"  Oh,  G<xl!  it  is  fearful  to  perish  by  tire,  '  , 

Alone  with  destruction,  alone  on  the  sea. 

Great  Father  of  mercy,  our  hope  is  in  Thee." 


Sad  at  heart  and  resigned,  yet  undaunted  and  brave. 

They  lowered  the  boat,  a  mere  speck  on  the  wave; 

First  entered  the  mother,  enfolding  her  child. 

It  knew  she  cares.sed  it,  looked  upward  and  smiled; 

Cold,  cold  was  the  night  as  they  drifted  away. 

And  mistily  dawned  o'er  the  pathway  the  day; 

And  they  prayed  for  the  light,  and  at  noontide  about 

The  sun  o'er  the  waters  shone  joyously  out. 

"  IIo!  a  sail!  ho!  a  sail! "  cried  the  num  on  the  lee, 

"  Ho!  a  sail!"  and  they  turned  their  glad  eyes  o'er  the  sea; 

"  They  see  us!  they  see  us!  the  signal  is  waved! 

They  lK*ar  down  uy>on  us,  they  bear  down  upon  us, 

They  In-ar  <lown  upon  us,  the  signal  is  waved, 

Thank  God!  thank  God!  we're  saved!" 


— Chinamen  should  be  encourage<l  in  their  desire  to  learn  base- 
ball.    It  teaches  them  to  make  home  runs. 


— Ihidish  customer:  "See  here;  these  black  pants  have  already  , 
worn  shiny."  Dealer:  "  Mein  freint,  dot  was  dot  new  style  Vrench  ' 
goots.     I)e  longer  you  vear  dem  de  l)edder  dcy  match  your  boots." 


— Examiner:    "Suppose   that  during  a  bloody   battle  all   the' 
officers  of  your  regiment  were  killed  and  the  regiment  thus  left ' 
without  a  commantling  otflcer;  what  would  you  do  in  such  a  case?  " 
Cadet:  "  I'd  think  my  chances  for  promotion  were  blamed  good.'" 
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Oh !  Write  Me  a  Song  of  My  Father. 

Words  ami  Music  by  C.  Ilt'iiry. 

Tli«  Wonlii  and  MuHie  of  this  Sonp  will  be  »«-nt  to  any  addrvss.  ix>sf-pni<l,  on  nwipt  of  10 

LH'nt^;  or  thin  and  aiiv  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Ixdlar,  by  H.  J.  ^^  vhiiiaii.  l."tii  I'ark 

Itow.  New  York  City.    PoHtajfe  Stamps  taken  tuune  as  cash  for  all  our  troods. 


Oil!  write  me  a  song  of  my  father. 

And  tell  nie  the  reason,  I  pray, 
Ycm  ever  write  songs  about  mother. 

Not  a  word  of  dear  father  you  say? 
Is  his  love  and  affection  less  ardent? 

Does  his  heart  less  emotion  l)estow? 
Though  the  sun  to  the  moon  is  less  ardent, 

Still  I)ut  one  light  fnnn  both  o'er  us  glow 

{'iiouus. 
Oh!  write  me  a  song  of  my  father. 

And  tell  me  the  reason,  I  pray. 
You  ever  write  s<mgs  about  mother. 

Not  a  word  of  dear  father  you  say? 

Oil!  think  of  liim  when  in  your  childhofxl, 

With  dear  mother  he'd  fervently  pray. 
And  call  you  his  chilii  and  his  darling, 

And  that  God  might  protect  you  alway; 
Then  blessings  and  kisses  he'd  give  you. 

And  call  you  his  own  pretty  boy. 
When  s<  !ine  you  could  lisp  the  word  "  Father! " 

And  }()ur  heart  free  from  earthly  alloy. — C'/iorus. 

And  now  that  j-ou've  grown  into  manhood. 

Be  grateful  to  him  wliose  fond  care 
Ever  guarded  both  you  and  your  mother, 

And  as  oft  dried  the  sorrowful  tear. 
Oh!  love  him.  think  not  of  him  lightly. 

Cheer  his  heart,  let  it  not  be  oppressed; 
Lov«  your  mother,  but  don't  forget  father, 

Letthe  one  with  the  other  be  blessed. — Chorus. 


Answer  to  "  Come  Home,  Father/ 


FATHEKS   COME    HOME. 

The  WordH  and  Music  of  this  Song  w  il  b<>  st'nt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reorlpt  of  10 

ciMits.  or  lliisand  nnvtwoivthiT  Son>r»forOn«  Dollar,  by  H..I.  Wchmaii,   i:»0  Park 

Ilow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  8amc  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Yes.  Mary,  my  Mary,  your  father's  come  home, 

Vi)u  waited  througii  ail  the  long  night, 
lie  was  deaf  to  your  pleadings,  for  reascm  was  drowned. 

Hut,  oh!  it  came  back  witli  the  light. 
ll  sccuis  like  a  dream,  oh!  a  terrible  dream —  . 

l>iit.  alas!  now  I  know  it  w;i.s  true; 
Poor  Itenny  is  dead,  but  your  father's  come  home. 

Dear  Mary,  to  mother  and  you. 

ClIOHl'S. 

Oh!  no  more,  through  the  dark,  weary  hours. 

Little  Mary  in  saclness  shall  roam. 
Ah!  hf)w  glad  to  her  ears  are  the  worils  which  she  hears: 

Dear  Miiry,  your  father's  come  home.       ., 

Please,  ^Mary,  tell  mother  that  father's  come  home. 

And  kneels  by  our  little  boy's  bed; 
Ami  he  prays  for  Gods  help,  that  the  husband  may  till 

The  place  of  the  boy  that  is  dead; 
And  say,  though  he  left  her  forsaken  to  weep, 

.\11  alone  to  bear  sorrow  and  pain, 
Hell  never  more  cause  her  a  paMg  or  a  tear, 
If  once  more  she  will  trust  him  again. 

CnoKus.  ' 

Oh!  no  more  shall  the  wife  watch  and  weep 

All  iu  vain  for  the  loved  one  to  come; 
Antl  all  gone  are  her  fears,  as  the  mes.sage  she  hears: 
Tell  mother  that  father'.s-comc  home. 

Yes.  Mary,  tell  mother  that  father  has  left 

The  drink  that  has  made  him  so  bad; 
You  can  say  he  has  taken  the  temperance  pledge, 

I  know  it  will  make  her  heart  glad; 
And  tell  her  he  waits  to  clasj)  mother  and  child. 

And  vow,  on  his  knees,  to  \)e  true; 
For  father's  come  home,  to  his  reason,  at  length. 

Dear  Mary,  to  mother  and  you. 

CnoRUR.  :, 

Oh  !  no  more,  to  the  mother  and  child,         •"'  ' 

Shall  the  night  black  and  desolate  come. 
For  the  tire  shall  be  bright,  and  their  hearts  shall  be  light 

While  saying,  Dear  father's  come  home! 


THE  DAY  OUR  MOTHER  DIED.     | 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  anr  address,  post  tiaid.  on  receipt  of  M  l, 
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There  was  silence  in  the  homestead. 

By  the  hearth  and  in  the  hall. 
And  our  sorrow,  like  a  Wintry  cloud, 
V,  Hung  darkly  over  all  ; 

For  the  love  that  was  to  us  far  more 

Than  all  the  world  l)eside. 
Went  down  with  mourning  to  the  grave 

The  day  our  mother  died; 
Went  down  with  mourning  to  the  grave  ^ 

The  day  our  mother  died. 

We  rememlxjred  how  she  loved  us. 

We  re|neml)ered  well  the  tears 
And  thefprayers  that  guarded  all  our  way 

Thro'  many  happy  years; 
But  now  her  earnest  love  no  more 

]SIight  seek  our  steps  to  guide. 
And  all  our  life  .seemetl  dark  to  us 

The  day  our  mother  died; 
And  all  our  life  seemed  dark  to  us 

The  day  our  mother  died. 

We  shall  never,  never  meet  her. 

By  the  hearth  or  in  the  hall. 
We  shall  never  see  her  face  on  earth, 

W^here'er  our  lot  may  fall; 
But  memory  brings  each  gentle  grace 

As  ever  to  our  side. 
And  hoi)e  and  sorrow  hollow  .still 

The  diiy  our  mother  dic<l; 
And  hoix!  and  .sorrow  hallow  still 

The  daj' our  mother  died. 


LAWN    TENNIS. 

Copyright,  IWH.  by  (lias.  D.  Blake  A  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  |MiKt-p«ld,  on  reoeiiit  of  M 

cents:  orthisiind  anytwootherSongs  forOne  D<illar,by  H.  J.  Wehniaii,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  a»  oa-sh  for  all  our  goods. 


,  Words  and  Music  by  Barney  Fagan. 

Out  ainonp;  Ihc  rlofcr  as  the  iioon-tinie  psfiRtfi 

Over  lio  «r  jratluT  for  a  lark. 
With  joy  (•a<-h  heart  is  toennnc,  every  lioiir  witti  fiiu  i(>  hcamiiiK., 

And  «<•  liiifrer  Ihcrc^  till  nearly  dark. 
Kacli  other  j:aily  chaltlnix.  at  the  liarinless  frolic  lauKhin^, 

HeeiUcKK  of  tlie  hours  that  steal  away. 
There  is  naught  such  pleasure  yieldB  as  hid  in  clover  eccnted  fieldb. 

Playing  iu  the  eool  of  the  day. 

REniAlN. 

Lawn  tennis!   I^wn  tennis! 

Sweethearts  are  wont  to  |)l«^  at  this. 
The  moments  j>ass  so  jolly,  "tig 

A  pleapiirc  not  a  folly. 
Give  me  the  jjaine:  Lawn  tennm. 

Ivids  and  merry  lassies  nii>i<:le  on  the  Summer  (;ra88C8 

.\fter  lunch  is  served  each  day. 
When  the  ciin  is  j;eiitly  tjlowinff  and  a  balmy  brwze  IB  blowing. 

You  will  find  us  eat;er  for  the  fray. 
Lots  of  fun  and  sayiiijirs  witty,  from  the  dimpled  cheekis  m>  pretty, 

(Jiances  of  theirwinninK  eyes  divine; 
Tho'  a  little  bit  confuhinR  makes  the  (jame  much  more  amuKing, 

Then  the  geiitj*  try  to  them  outshine.— Kekkain. 


^  >  » 
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make  a 
Do  j'ou 


— "  A  friend  of  mine  told  me  last  night  that  I  would 
splendid  jockey  if  I  le;irned  to  ride,"  said  DeSmythe.  ' 
think  he  meant  Iwcause  I  was  a  lightweight?  " 

''  Not  exiictly,'  replyedMiss  Snyder,  not  daring  to  look  at  him. 
"  I  suppose  it  was  liecause  you  are  so  bow-legged." 


— It  was  getting  pretty  near  the  end  of  leap  year  and  Amaran- 
tha  was  becoming  agitated. 

"  (/'harlie,"  she  saM  with  a  sigh,  as  she  raised  her  store  frizzles 
from  the  shoulder  of  his  Tewksberry  mills  all-wool  ca-s-Mmcre  four- 
Initton  cutaway;  "  I've  thought  of  a  conundrum  : — Why  are  you 
like  green  corn?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  I'm  suah,  Amarantha — Oh,  it's  because  I'm  so 
sweet." 

"No,"  replied  Amarantha,  whose  education  was  completed  at 
the  Athens  of  America  :  "it's  because  no  degree  of  warmth  causes 
you  suddenly  to  expand  into  a  desiderated  efflorescence." 

Then  there  was  silence  by  the  space  of  several  minutes,  while 
the  significance  of  the  answer  was  working  its  way  throtigh  his 
nerve  centers  to  his  occipital  vacancy,  and  then — he  popped — 
Springfield  Union. 
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IS    MAKKIAGE_A    FAILIJRE? 

WonU  by  Jamo8  H.  McUuinncps  (Orlnndi'). 

Bend  yonr  nnmo  nn<l  nddp*."  to  n.  J.  Wfhmaii.  i:M>  Park  How.  Nf»-  York  Pity,  ami  receive: 

iiy  rffnni  iiiiiil  .i  i-oiniiN'tt-  i  'fitnlotruf  of  over  JoiHi  ropiilar  KiitrlNIi  aiiii  (mtiiiuii 

Soll^;^—  Krcf.     1  Dstaiff  Staini»  InWrii  <<iinic  iuh  cash  for  all  tuir  i;ik>Uk. 

Is  marriafirc  a  failure?  this  (lucstion  I  hear 

Many  timrs  and  (Hiitc  f)ftfn  of  late, 

Pt*rhai)s  it  wa>s  started  because  it's  leap  year 

By  some  ancient  maid  anxious  to  mate; 
Ma\'l)e  slie  proposed  to  a  irallaiit  young  man. 

And  that  he  said.  no.  I  am  sure. 
And  then  tiirouirli  lier  mind  disappr)inted  tliouglits  ran, 

Su  this  question  siu'  slarted  her  feelin<;s  to  cure. 

ClKlRfS.- 

It's  a  proltletn  that  troubles  both  soxes 

In  all  walks  and  stations  of  life; 
It's  a  (piosiion  that  seriously  vexes, 
.     And  its  caused  nuuli  contention  and  strife. 

It  lias  InMliered  our  srlKtlars  and  statesmen, 

<  »ur  miilionains  and  ministers,  too. 
The  lawyer  and  the  artist  who  handle  the  pen, 

And  a  jjood  many  more  than  these  few; 
If  a  youn<r  man  marrirs  and  irets  a  <;o<k1  wife 
-^  And  a  few  hundred  thousand  in  irohl. 
And  -she's  faithful  and  true  to  him  ail  fiirou2:li  life. 

You  can  bet  all  you're  worth  he's  not  sold. — Choruf  , 

But  another  man  marries  a  maiden  divine. 

And  of  course  slie's  an  ani:el  at  lust. 
Until  her  ma  comes,  then  its  not  s<->  tine 

Tf>  be  by  a  mother-in-law  (  ursed; 
Wifey  tliris  with  younir  men  in  a  manner  (piite  rasli, 

And  he  tries  hi  vain  lier  to  cure. 
And  f>n<-  day  linds  out  thai  s'ne's  irone  with  his  cash. 

Then  marriage  is  a  failure,  be  sure. — C/ionis, 


A    DARK    AND    ROGUISH    EYE. 

S«>nd  your  iianif  und  addn-x*  to  H.  J.  Wi-hnmn.  i:i<>  r.-xrk  Kkw.  New  York  rity.nml  not  :•••«■ 

by  ivtiirn  ninil  n  i-<>iiii>U'tf  ('ntidoifuu  of  ovrr  sot  I'opulnr  KntrlHli  and  ('•••rmaii 

.Soiijf.s     Ki>f.      J'lwtatrt-  .S(aiii|>s  taken  xiiiio  as  ca-h  for  all  u>ir  Kfxxls, 

U'e  all  do  like  tlie  ]>n  tty  irirls, 

We  See  them  day  t)y  day, 
And  liow  at  lirst  sitrbt  fall  in  love, 

Wiieneer  lliey  pa^s  tlial  way; 
Hut  a  ehannini,' irirl.  tlie  otiier  morn, 

1  saw  come  walkimr  by, 
And  as  slie  irazed.  I  saw  she  hud 

A  dark  and  rf>i;uish  eye. 

Cnours. 

I  never  can  foriret  her. 

The  first  time  tiiat  I  met  her. 

And  as  I  lonkeij  my  fate  was  iMjoked, 

I  sealed   it  with  a  .-i-_'li; 

J  foini*!  that    I  had  fell  in  love 

With  a  dark  and  roi^uisli  eye. 

Her  dress  was  in  the  fasliion  cut, 
ili>()|>cd  up  so  s:ay  Mid  neat, 
.'  And  as  she  went  to  cro--;  the  way, 

I  saw  lier  jtretty  feet; 
By  ohance  she  dropped  her  handkerchief, 

"'Twas  marked  L  u-c-y. 
I  picked  it  up,  she  tliaiiked  me  with 
•    A  dark  and  loijuish  eye. — VhoruH. 

Of  course  thi«  little  chance  I  t»M)k, 

We  walked  and  talked  awhih-, 
She  said  her  fat  lier  he  was  rich, 

He  lately  had  struck  lie; 
But  avS  I  exclainicrl:  Will  you  be  mine? 

Her  fellow  he  came  by. 
Walk  off  !  he  said,  or  I'll  ;^ve  you 

A  dark  and  roiruish  eye. — Cftonn. 


— "  I  can  only  I)C  a  sister  to  you.  Georjre;  nothing  more."  "  I'm 
afraid  that  won't  do,  Miss  Clara.  I  have  five  jjrown  si.sters  already, 
and,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  they  arc  not  very  favorably  disposed 
toward  you;  they  think  a  match  with  you  would  be  the  mistake  of 
my  life."  "  In  that  cjise,  George,"  said  the  girl,  drawing  herself 
up  with  haughty  grace,  "you  may  name  the  day." 


HE'S    ALL    RIGHT! 

Cop.vripht,  1W7,  by  Wllbcrt  W<><>d««to. 


^1 


The  Words  .-ind  Mtlolo  of  tl\ii«  Sonir  wit  \>e  wnt  to  any  addroM.  post-iMtid,  «n  T*<H>lpt  of  40 

•••■Ml.";  or  thin  anil  any  twoothcr  Soiiif.xforOiK' Dollar,  hv  II.  J.  W.-hman.   1.*)   I'ark 

liow.  New  Yurk  City.    ru«tnK«'  Stniii|Mi  taken  Kiiiiie  aix  ca»U  fur  all  uur yooda. 

This  world  is  quite  inquisitive  at  times, 

And  tlie  (picstion.s  people  ask  would  fill  :\  hook. 

There's  one  that  is  the  subject  of  my  rhymes, 

I  ask  you  now  ujv^n  tlic  case  to  look; 
Xo  matter  whether  young  or  growing  gray. 

On  every  side  we  hear  it  asked  to-day, 
"Where'er  our  footsteps  tend :  ' '  What's  the  matter  with  your  friend?" 

lie's  all  right  I  you  are  (juite  sure  to  say. 

Kkfr.mtj. 

He's  .-ill  right!  He's  all  right! 
,v^We  are  willing  and  (piick  to  defend; 
Wherever  we  may  go,  everybody  wants  to  know: 
"  O,  I  s!iy,  what's  the  matter  with  your  friend?" 

They  often  spoak  of  all  our  greatest  men. 

Yet  they  mention  such  with  feelings  of  respcd, 
For  though  they  joke  a  little  now  and  then. 

Each  high  pf)sition  all  will  rorollect; 
The  foremost  in  the  land  they  ^'ill  array. 

And  thus  we  often  hear  them  brought  to  bay: 
"  HowsGrover?"  (no  harm  meant)  "  "S'matter  with  the  President?" 

lie's  all  right!  you  are  (luile  sure  to  si»y. — Refrain. 

Thev  ready  are  to  own  a  gallant  act, 

"I'is  no  matter  who  the  handsome  deed  may  do. 
Quite  jiromptly  they  acknowledge  such  a  fact, 

Tliough  it  may  be  a  home  or  iforeign  crew; 
In  VMchting  there  is  never  l)oyish  play. 

\S'lien  Hur<ress,  Paine  and  IlafT  get  under  weigh, 
"Where  s  Thistle?"  "In  the  rear!"  '""S'matter  with  the  'Volunteer'?'; 

She's  all  right!  yon  are  qiiite  sure  to  say. — Refrain. 

There  is  a  pleasant  pastime  I  recall, 

'Tis  the  game  that  is  callcfl  National  by  some, 
1  mean  the  sjiort  familiar  calle<l  base  ball, 

\ow  worrying  the  "  boys  "  like  "  kingdom  come;" 
Some  clubs  are  go<^l  at  this  exciting  phiy. 

Hut  otlH-rs  very  very  far  away. 
Beat  record  if  you  can,  "  'Smaller  otit  in  Michigan?" 

They're  all  right!  you  are  quite  sure  to  »;iy. — Refrain. 

America  will  welcome  the  oppres.sed. 

All  the  poor  and  humble  of  the  olden  world. 
She  gives  them  labor,  freedom,  peace  and  rest. 

Beneath  the  grandest  banner  yet  unfurle<l; 
The  monarchs  of  the  wf)rld  are  held  at  bay, 

<  >ur  land  is  made  the  marvel  of  the  day. 
To  foes  we'll  close  our  gates,    "  'S'matter  with  the  I'niled  States?" 

They're  all  right!    you  are  (luite  sure  to  say. — Refrain. 


THE    SWISS    BOY. 

The  Wonis  and  Mu»ir  of  this  Somk  will  be  Hont  to  any  addn^Rn,  port  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

rcntK;  or  llii-<  and  an.v  two  oiIiit  Soiiitk  f">r  One  Dollar,  by  U.  .1.  Welinion.  ISO  Park 

How,  .New  York  City.     I'onta^e  stamps  taken  iwnii'aKcanli  for  alloiirfttouda. 

Come,  arf)Uso  thee,  arotise  thee,  my  brave  Swiss  l)oy, 

Take  thy  pail,  and  to  lalH)r  away, 

("imie,  arouse  thee,  arouse  tliee.  my  brave  Swiss  boy, 

Take  thy  jiail,  and  to  labor  away; 

Tiie  sun  is  up  with  ruddy  beam, 

Tlie  kine  an;  thronging  to  the  stream, 

rome,  arouse  IIkm*,  arouse  thee,  my  brave  Swiss  boy, 

Take  thy  pail,  and  tf)  labor  away. 

Am  not  I,  am  not  I,  I  say,  a  merry  Swiss  Iwy, 

When  I  hie  to  the  mountain  away? 

^^)r  there  a  shc])lierd  maiden  dear 

Awaits  my  song  with  listening  ear;  ' 

Am  not  I,  am  not  I,  then,  a  merry  Swiss  boy. 

When  I  hie  to  the  mountjun  away? 

Then  at  night,  then  at  night,  oh!  a  gay  Swi.ss  hoy, 

I'm  away  to  my  comrades,  away. 

The  cup  we  till,  the  wine  is  passed 

In  friendship  round,  until  at  last 

With  "good-night,"  and  "good-night,"  goes  the  happy  Swiss  boy 

To  his  home  and  his  slum^rs  away. 
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A  handfnl  of  earth 

K  warrior  bold 

All  on  account  of  Eliea 

Ari'  you  goinp  to  the  hop  thi*  evening 

A  violet  from  mother's  grave 

AnK«'r(<  whisper 

BetPv  and  I  are  ont— Recitation 

Biddy,  the  ballet  prl 

fk'  home  early  to-nif;ht,  my  dear  boy 

Brave  hiixzars 

Betsv  deptroyn  the  paper— Recitation 

Blue' bells  of  Scotlana 

Baby'H  pot  a  tooth 

Beautiful  leaves 

Betny  und  I  hafe  bust  up— RE'"«'»ArioN 

Blue' Alsatian  mountains 

Chickens  in  the  parden 

Cows  are  in  the  com 

Charge  of  the  light  brfgartp-  itxnr. 

Colored  hop 

rampton  Racen 

Come  where  my  love  lies  dreaminc 

Decision  iu  "  the  Oips^"s  wamini:  " 

Double-breasted  mansfon  on  the  si|uare 

Dar  am  honey  on  dcee  lips 


Down  in  a  coal  mine 

Drunkard's  dream 

Dear  Irish  boy 

Emmet's  "mountain  song" 

Father  Tom  O'Neil 

Granite  mill  tire 

(iraut's  trip  around  the  world 

Grave  of  Wolfe  Tone — Rbcitation 

Gwinc  to  cross  de  river  by  and  by 

Garden  where  the  praties  grow 

Hang  np  your  hat  f)ehind  the  door 

Ilara  times  come  again  no  more 

I  can"t  make  it  ont,  can  youy 

I've  a  baby  iu  Kalamazoo 

I  don't  like  a  cur  at  my  heels 

In  de  lowlands,  low 

Irish  fair 

Joe  Bowers 

Keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road 

Kitty  Tyrrell 

Little  brown  cot  on  the  hill 

Little  old  house  on  the  rhine 

Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old 

Lost  Rosabel 

Little  flower  you  gave  me 


Love's  chidings 

Mary  Ann.  I'll  tell  your  ma 

Moonlight  at  Killamey 

Mother  would  comfort  me 

Mulligan's  funeral 

My  pretty  Jane 

Mary  Ann  McLaughlin 

Mary's  gone  wid  a  coon 

Mr.  'and  Mrs.  Malone 

Norah,  the  pride  of  Rildare 

No  one  to  love 

Oh!  Fred,  tell  them  to  stop 

Our  army  and  navy  of  blue 

t)ver  the'ganlen  wall 

Old-fashioned  church  on  the  hill 

Old-fashioned  homestead 

On  the  strict  Q  T 

Oh !  breathe  not  his  name 

Old  brown  pants 

Old  mountain  tree  - 

Our  grandfather's  days 

0'F{«illy"8  billy  goat— Recitation 

Pallet  of  straw 

Patrick,  mind  the  baby 

Patter  of  der  shingles — Recitation 


Ho.  1, 


Sadie,  darling 
Sarah's  young  man 
Shamus  O'Brien— RgnTATiOir 
Spring,  gentle  Spring 
Same  thiiip  over  again 
Schneider  s  ride— KKriTATiOH 
She  Is  {k:  from  the  land 
Temple  of  fame 

There  is  a  fine  ship  on  the  ocean 

Tramp— Recitation 

True  Irish  gents 

Turnpike  gate 

Twickenham  ferry 

avinkle.  twinkle,  little  star 

Tam  OShanter  hat 

True  as  steel 

Tar's  farewell 

Torpedo  and  the  whale 

Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  hoys  arc 

Up  at  Jones'  woo<l  [marching 

When  these  old  clothes  were  new 

Wist!  wist!  wist! 

White  cockade 

'Way  down  upon  de  Suanee  ribbcr 

Wife's  dream 
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Angel  Gabriel 

Annie  Lisle 

A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss 

Annie  or  the  vale 

A  leaf  of  ivy  from  mother's  grave 

A  lock  of  mother's  hair 

An  Irishman's  letter— Com.  Readixo 

Barney  ,McCov 

Believe  me  if  all  those  endearing  younj^ 

Boys  of  Kilkenny  [charms 

Boston  burglar 

Boston  fire 

JVlle  Brandon 

Bit:  sun  flower 

Billy  (irimes,  the  rover 

Bold  Jack  Donohue 

<;od  liver  oil 

Captain  Jinks,  of  the  horse  marines 

Olo»e  the  shutters.  Willie's  dead 

Casey's  whiskey 

Death  of  I^'sident  (iarfldd 

Drifting  with  the  tide 

Dying  soldier-  Recitation 

Don't  call  iu  the  moruiug 


Dreamy  ej'es  haunt  me  still 

Don't  get  weary,  children 

Eileen,  sweet  Eileen 

Empty  is  the  stable,  Davy's  gone 

Eveniii}'  star 

Flags  of  all  nations 

Farmer's  boy 

Fisherman  and  his  child 

Flying  trajx-zc 

Ge'ntle  heart  l)c  true 

German  fifth 

Good-bye,  Susan  Jane 

Good-bye.  Charlie  •  :      : 

Give  bread  to  the  j)oor 

(tod  save  our  president  from  every 

Huckleberry  pic  nic  [harm 

Hungry  mail  from  Harlem 

Its  naiiijhty   but  it's  nice 

I  hoiK!  I  don't  intmde 

I  love  my  love  in  de  morning 

I'll  iH't  you  a  dollar  you  don't 

I'm  a  man  yon  don't  meet  every  day 

In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 

I  will  be  tnie  to  thee 


I'd  offer  thee  this  hand  of  mine 

I'm  the  governor's  only  sou 

I've  got  a  donkey 

In  the  days  when  I  wes  hard  np 

It  don't  lielong  to  me 

I'd  choose  to  l)e  a  baby       .•  , 

1  long  to  be  single  again 

1  wandered  by  the  brookside 

John  Brown  song;  or  glory,  glory 

John  Mitchell  [hallelujah 

Johnny  is  cone  for  a  soldier 

Just  landed 

Jim  Bludso— Recitation 

Kitty  Clyde 

I/cave  not  your  Kathleen 

Lecture  on" "  demperance  " 

Love!  love!  love! 

l/Ct  the  dead  and  the  Iwaiitiful  rest 

I>ast  night  I  was  dreaming  of  you 

Mid-watch 

Mnldoon,  the  solid  man 

MacKenna's  dream 

Minnie,  hear  the  bluebinl  sing 

My  sweetheart,  when  a  Iwy 


Never  empty  cradle,  twins  are  bom 

Not  before  pa,  dear 

Old  Zip  coon 

Old  plantation's  lonely 

PaujRevere's  ride— Recitatiom 

She's  a  gal  o'  mine 

Squire  and  Maria 

Sunny  days  will  come  again 

Sailing  oil  the  lake 

Sheridan's  ride— Recitation 

Strawberries  and  cream 

Thafs  how  you  get  ser\'ed  when  you're 

Thinee  I  don't  like  to  see  [old 

Tiddie-a-Wink,  the  barber 

Tnic  to  I  he  core 

Toss  the  tiirk 

True  lovers'  discussion 

Under  the  willow  she's  sleeping 

Violets  dipped  in  dew 

Why  did  tuey  dig  ma's  pnivc  so  deept 

We  "are  coming,  sister  Mary 

Yankee  Doodle 

Your  lassie  will  be  true 
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A  hundred  years  to  come 

Atheist  and  acorn-  Recitation 

Annie  o'  the  banks  o'  Dec 

A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that 

A  motto  for  every  man 

Beautiful  dreamer 

Beautiful  Venice 

Blue  and  the  irray 

Baby's  got  a  cramp 

Bay  of  Biscay.  O! 

Bfiys.  keen  away  from  the  gals 

Bread  ana  cluH-se.  ai«i  kisses 

Bright  emenild  isle  of  the  sea 

Buck  Fanshaw's  funeral— RECITATION 

Captain  with  his  whiskers 

Clarabel  Magec 

College  davs 

Come  and  Viss  me 

Digging  for  gold 

Don't  slam  tne  gate 

Duffy's  op«MiinK  night 

DanMaloney  is  theman 

Dying  Califomian 

Days  of  '49 

Down  by  the  river  side 


Dree  dousand  miles  away 

Ellen  Bjiyne 

Fearfully  and  wonderfully  made 

Flow  gently.  swiH-t  Afton 

Farmer  sat' in  his  easy  chair 

Goat 

Cienlle  Annie 

Guilty  or  not  guilty— Recitation 

Gum  "tree  canoe 

Hazel  dell 

III  hang  mv  hari>  on  a  willow  tree 

Is  it  anybody's  business 

Irishman's  shanty 

It's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way 

Indian  hunter 

Indian  warrior's  grave 

Incleside 

Irish  jaunting  car 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo,  John 

Johnny  Sands 

Katy's"  letter 

Kiss  mc  quick  and  go 

Kate  Kearney 

Little  old  duddeen 

Little  Yawcob  Strauss— Recitation 


Little  more  cider 

Miss  fJmber's  Boarding  house 

Mafrgie  by  my  side 

Merriest  girl  that's  out 

Mike  Brady's  shirt 

Mistletoe  bough 

Meet  '-.le  at  the  lane 

Mulligan  guard 

Nettie  Moore 

Nicodemus  Johnson 

Nancy  Till 

0"I)onnel  A'-u 

Old  arm  chair 

Our  front  stoop 

Pat  Malloy 

Patriots  of  Ireland 

Pat  Maloney's  family 

I'retty  Jemima,  don't  say  no 

Pull  down  your  vest 

Perhaps  she's  on  the  railway 

Pirate's  serenade 

Polish  boy— Recitation 

Paddy  Blake's  echo 

Rose  "of  Allandale 

Row  of  tenement  houses 


PRICE    TEN    CENTS. 
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Ring,  ring  de  ban}o 

Regular  army.  O! 

Rory  O'More 

Spade 

Stump  speech 

Shelling  green  peas 

Skin-tiRht  pants 

Tipperary  christening 

They've  "all  got  a  wife  but  me 

Three  black  crows 

Twinkling  stars 

Tapping  at  the  garden  gate 

TTiou  art  gone  from  my  gaze 

Vallet  lay  smiling  before  me 

Walking  down  Broadwav 

Why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  l»e 

Wait  till  the  clouas  roll  by         [pr«ad 

When  the  band  begins  to  play 

WTiat  is  home  without  a  mother? 

Who  will  care  for  mother  now 

Widow  Malone 

Wrongs  of  onld  Ireland 


Postage  Stamps  taken.  .JEi 
Box  18S8),  New  York  City. 


rtsj 


"N/ — V— %<^"\/" 


•r^rt:^^^^ 


■  "V: 


^ 


I-.,-  (i.J 


,^     \AiM      *  ,.^'. 


■     .'I,' .ywrwy  '>;.'Ji!j.pg 


Wehman's  Collection  of  Songs,  No.  10, 


CONTAINING    98    SONGS. 


Alwavs  take  mothrrV  ailviro 

AiijicI  iin)tlnT  wail!*  ri>r  nic 

All  im  I  In-  quiet 

Alwiivr'  ilo  your  iluly.  l)oy 

A  iiorrililf  talc  of  tlio  suicidal  family 

AviMiilalf  tli«isl«T 

ArabyV  (iaiii^KttT 

Alice  tJray 

A  yaller  d'orcV  Inve  for  a  iiiirvTr-  Hei-. 

Ik"  friends  witli  yniir  brollier  airaiii 

(."iin-  for  l()ve 

("ailed  away 

Cloineiitiiie 

I'aptaiii  Cuff 

Creole  irirl 

IJar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky 

IK-ar  Kohin.  Til  l>e  true  [pizeTied 

Kiuifty  i>  I  he  doi.'.li(>ii-e.  TowmT'n 

Kariy  Monday  niorniiiL'  in  )>*>'> 

For  J>ne  day  of  turkey  there's  fix  davf 

Fanny  «;r»y  [of  hash 

Flanitran,  the  linlu'er 

Flowrri*  of  the  forect 

Friar  of  ordorn  jrrey 

Fine  old  Dutch  ^eiitlemsMi 


CtOod-nii:liI,  i>ut  noi  ;_'ood-l)ye 

t;nod  cveniiii: 

(live  nie  a  I  oi  111  ilie  valley  1  love 

(iold  di'_"_'erV  laineiil 

(iainholiin:  man 

lli.i  heart  wa.«  true  to  Poll 

lie's  never  done  anvlhins^  einco 

lliL'h  dad.lic 

IiV-  all  a  matter  of  biclo 

I'm  awaiiiiiL'  my  love's  n-tiirn 

I  wouldn't  ad\  i^e  yon  lo  do  it 

I'm  «adilest  when  I  cing 

.Iti^t  |ilain  .liiii 

Ki«-iiiL'  in  llie  street     Kkcitation 

hi»s  in  school— Kk(  IT ATioN 

I.ativ  <»'»;all 

I.oiri  Vale 

Lord  l.i>v«-! 

I.oiw  rock  !iy  the  wa 

Last  link  i<  iiroken 

l.ailL'h  ill    srliiml— I{E(  ITATIOM 

I.ailv  Franklin 

Maiiied 

Maiil  of  the  mill 

Jdikado  McMlistrr 


Morrisey  and  the  Uiisslaii 

^ly  love  sIh's  like  the  red,  ri'd  rose 

Miillii.'aii"s  daui;hler,  Nell 

Maid  of  .liidah 

Minnie  Clyde 

My  motluT,  dear 

M<>llie,  dear,  como  then  with  mc 

Maloiie  at  the  hack  of  the  har 

Ne\er  take  the  hind  shcn^  from  a  mule 

Neil  Mciiiiliiran's  daiifihtiT,  Mary  Ann 

New  .lenisalem 

No,  sirl 

One  word  would  call  me  back  again 

<  iceaii  burial 

(•hi  you  L'irls 

Old  Sus(|iielianiia 

Old  coiiniry  circus 

I'oor  old  dad 

I'eiiiiy  balliiils 

I'at's  not  so  black  as  he's  been  [lainted 

I'n-tty  i>ond  lilies 

I'oor  old  I  ramp 

I'hifbe,  deaivst 

l'ad<ly  <  'arey 

Hat-c:itcher''»  daimhtcr 


Rosa  l>o 

Some  other  cirl  shall  wear  the  ring 

SnllivHii  aiKlKyau 

Staiidaiil  bearer 

SiH-ncer's  fln-y  slope 

Sparking  Sunday  niuht 

Sock  her  (ui  her  kissiT 

Sailor's  widow 

They  ('an't  k<vp  the  workingman  down 

Trust  her  not,  she  is  fooliiii;  thee 

There  is  no  harm  in  kissing 

Tick!  tick!  tick! 

Tell  me,  Mary,  hmv  to  woo  tlij-e? 

Truth  in  i>art-titliis     Uec  itation 

Thri-e  sailor  boys 

Viiu'jrar  shoes  and  pain-r  slocking* 

Wash  me,  mother,  dear 

Wreck  of  the  HesidTiis— Uecitat;on 

White  Wiiiirs 

Waitini;  at  the  ferry 

What  becomes  of  a  lie— RecitaTIOV 

Wake!  Dinah,  wake! 

Yoiins;  Charlotte 

"i'onr  little  Liza  loves  you 

Yes,  sir! 
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A  swppt  facfi  at  the  wiinlow 

American  star 

A  kiss  from  dear  old  mother 

Antony  and  Cleopatra— KkcitaTION 

Aunt  Jemima's  plaster 

li'illinamiick  Hri<:ade 

Britannia  n'icns  supreme 

IJrave  old  oak 

Bridal  rinir 

Bnice's  address  to  his  army 

Blind  boy's  lament 

Bryan  O'l.ynn 

Biiccanier's  iiride 

Broken-hearted  milkman 

Come,  sit  l)v  me.  tnoiluT 

Cautive  bird's  complaint 

Child's  jirayer 

Clap  your  hamls  till  ilaihly  comes  home 

Do«-«  your  molhei  take  in  wushilii;!' 

Don't  die  an  ohl  inni<l 

Dean-st  s|xit  on  earth  to  me  is  home 

Don't  you  hear  the  bulh.'inej 

Fellow  who  stole  my  wife 

Fairy  boy 

(loot  lairer  l»ier 

Uo  it  while  you're  young 
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firandmother's  birthday 

Iloni'-wanl  bound 

In  orlier  respects  we  are  doini;  (piite 

I  liad  ^l.'i  in  my  inside  pocket        [well 

Iiisii  .-;raiiL'er 

{'■I  L'oiiii.'  to  lii^hi  mit  Siegj'! 

Iri-!i  I'.riL'.'ide 

lii«h  i«>tlieen 

I'll  marry  no  man  if  he  drinks 

I'm  a  brokiii  down  man 

.l<«-k  I  >'  Ila/eldean 

.I.«-  Hardy 

,Ii>liiiiiy.  '_'et  your  nun 

Kilty,  the  li.iby  and  I 

Lass  O'  (iowrie 

Little  old  red  shawl  my  mother  wore 

La»l  liyniii     Km  itation 

Liltie  i  h-lorooll 

Little  hero 

.My  home  by  the  deep  rolHni;  sea 

^Icl  'ortlliek".  the  copf«T 

Mary  .\nii  o'lloiahan  Dowd 

Marv  .\ileen 

.My  S'atmi'-.  O! 

Mi.-s  Foirirty's  Christmas  cake 

.^lurylaud,  my  home 


Manilla  boy 

My  mother's  irrave 

.Moii«e  traps,  a  jM-niiy,  who'll  liny? 

Mother,  dear,  write  to  your  boy 

My  iiioustacbe  is  •;rowifig 

.Money 

My  love  is  a  Zon-Zii 

Miilly.  [lilt  the  kettle  on 

Noble  kliiirhls  of  l;ibor 

Never  u'o  back  on  the  iHJor 

Nora  Cn'ina 

Oyster  maid 

oil  old  Long  Island's  sea-girt  Mhore 

Over  the  .la-jH-r  sea 

on  tin'  Ilea'  h  at  l^ini;  Braneh 

Och!  I'a'hlv.  is  it  yerseify 

Oil,  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh, 

'Ostler. loe    Hkcitation        imamma! 

Oh!  briiiLT  me  but  my  Arabsteetl 

Toor  old  horw,  let  him  die 

I'eaiiMi  stand 

(Quilting  party 

|{.iL.'in:r  e-iiial 

Kemember  piMir  mother  at  home 

Kool  ho'_'  or  die 

ItJitaplan 


Shall  we  know  carh  other  there? 
She  wore  a  wreath  of  ros4-s 
S|)Ot  where  1  was  tH>ni 
Si'ii.  the  sea,  the  0|s'ii  sea 
Sanimv  Sl.ap,  the  bill  sticker 
Soa])  fat  man 

Since  Maggie  learned  to  skate 
Seeing  New  Vork  sights 
StaiKling  on  the  platform 
Thou  art  gone,  but  not  forgotten 
That's  whi-re  you  make  the  mistake 
That  hired  girl     Hkcitation 
Three  maids  of  Let- 
To  show  my  resix'cts  fo  McClunIs 
Will  my  darlinir  come  aii.iin? 
What  I  heard  an  olil  maid  say 
Woman,  lo\idy  woman 
Wreck  of  the  il.iildingtoiishire 
We  foii^dil  in  the  sjinie  eampaign 
Washiiisrton.  star  of  the  \\  epi 
What  I'd  like  to  know 
When  'tis  moonlight 
Ye  parliaments  of  Knglnnil 
You  cau'l  do  it,  you  know 
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.\ny  tinware  to  montl? 

Alilerman  of  the  Ward 

A  soldier  and  a  man 

Becau-e  she  ain't  built  that  way 

Bill  Masons  tide     ItKciTATlo.v 

Bad  whisky  -Uki  itation 

■•Chestnti'"  Hell 

Come  along,  my  darling 

Cove  vof  spouts 

County  jail 

( 'ast  one  liitle  thought  for  mo 

Captjiin  Dwyer 

Cracksnian's  chant 

Cniianl  <liMk 

Cow  that  ate  thr-  j>i|(er 

Dyi'ig  lioy's  r<'i|uest 

l>on'i  tilame  the  mother 

Drop  the  pink  curtains 

Did  you  notice  it'.' 

l)«t  watermillion  growin'  on  de  vine 

Dream  no  nu)rt' 

Darling  .Mignonetto 

Dowu  in  .Mobile 


Durk-foot  Sue 
E.vcelsjor!  — IfKciTATroN- 
Far  away  from  homi'  and  mother 
Fifty  miles  umler  the  -I'U 
Faster  you  pluck  them  the  thicker  they 
(ierman  fun  a'  I'liion  ]|il|  [irrow 

G'llly.  .'lin';  I  wicked' 
Gideon's  band 

GathirinL'  tip-  myrtle  with  Mary 
llamtown  Ba-e  I'jall  Club 
I|er  own  buy  .lack 
iiail  to  the  statue  of  Li'nerty 
I'm  only  iroiii.'  oe.l  for  the  Ix-er 
I  coiiid  tell  ii  if  I  fell  it  iu  the  tlark 

I'm  not    a^leep 

Irish-.Vmerican  tea 

Jicks  yiirii 

Ka'v  Drew 

Kaiy  |{\ai)    ' 

Little  olil  iiiMil  rn>>ln  n»>ar  the  bogg 

Live,  m\   love,  oh,  live 

Lif«''s  lot 

Little  Kva  to  her  papa 


Mr.  Kiii:i:;an 

My  father  sould  charcoal 

Maureen  Mavonrne<-n 

My  love  beyond  the  sea 

Mini  that  couldn't  get  warm 

.Mouiilaine«-r's  farewell 

My  friend  from  Chicago 

Not  inatried  yet  * 

Never  trust  a  nigger  with  a  Rnn 

Owen  Keilly 

Oh,  (Ji-orire,  tell  nie  if  you  love  me? 

One  |K-nny  portion 

Oh.  love,  "will  yon  be  mine? 

r.'ieka'.:e  of  old  letterw 

I'le.ise  !_'ive  me  a  ixiiiiy.  siry 

I'olly  I'erkins  of  Washington  S'jtiarc 

ritiii'ii.il  LaiK! 

kememlMT.  boy,  you'n-  Irish 

iJetnemlM'r  tne  to'all  at  home         fliv(- 

Hemcinber  that  the  ixHir  tramp  has  to 

Sv\im  out,  vou're  over  your  head 

Sweet  heather  bell 

Swinging  '>n  iIk'  old  rustic  gate 


She's  the  Image  of  her  mother  in  a  liXiO 

Sarah  Walker  [diffen-nt  ways 

Simple  >5imon 

She'd  have  her  way  or  die 

Shivering  and  shaking  out  in  the  cold 

Something  sweet  to  think  of 

S.  O.  T. 

Something  for  the  babies 

Scanlan's  rose  song 

Two  little  ragge<l  urchins 

That's  wh.ai  jaizzles  the  (Quaker 

Trust  to  luck 

WhiTe  <ati  the  wanderer  Is-? 

Wreck  of  tile  Princess  Alice 

>\arrior's  grave 

Winking  at  me 

Wliy  Paddy's  always  ])Oor 

What  do  you  think  of  it?     -    4 

Whiskers  on  the  moon 

Widow  McCarty 

\\  liistler    He*  ITATION 

Y'ou'll  never  mlse  your  mother  'till 

[sSe's  gone 
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1  Baby  mine 

S  Such  an  education  has  my  Uary  Ann 

3  Auld  Lang  Syne 

4  Ella  Kee 

5  t»ld  cabin  home 

6  Little  ones  at  home 

7  Old  black  Joe 

8  Home,  eweet  home 

9  Larboard  watch 

10  Many  can  help  one  ,  '    ' 

11  Rillainey 

12  See  that  my  grave's  kept  green 

13  Grandfather's  clock 

14  Emmet's  "  Lullaby  " 

15  The  htrp  that  once  thro'  Tara'e  ball 

16  My  country,  'tis  of  thee 

17  Sweet  forget-me-not 

18  Where  was  Moses  when  the  light  went  outf 

19  Nancy  Lee 

20  Write  me  a  letter  from  home 

21  Beautiful  Isle  of  vhe  sea 

22  Old  folks  at  home  (Swanee  ribber) 

23  Come  back  to  Erin 

24  Sweet  bye-and-bye 

25  Mv  pretty  red  rose 

26  \\''hoa,  Emmal 

27  Katie's  secret 

28  You'll  remember  me 

29  Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep 

30  Kathleen  Mavourueeu 

31  I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls 
Si  Wearing  of  the  green 

33  When  you  and  I  were  young,  Maggie 
ai  Cottage  bv  the  sea 

35  We  part»-d  by  the  river  side 

36  When  1  saw  sweet  Nellie  home 

37  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

38  Last  rose  of  Summer 

39  Shamus  O'Brien 

40  Exile  of  Erin 

41  Maggie's  secret  "         .        . 
4i  Or  any  other  man— Stnmp  speech 

43  I  cannot  call  her  mother 

44  Would  I  were  with  thee 
4.'>  Poor  old  slave 

46  Caccv  social  club 

47  Cumberland's  crew 

48  Take  this  letter  to  my  mother 

49  A  model  love  letter 

50  Female  stratagem 

51  How  to  kiss  a  lady 

52  Dublin  bay 

53  Wife's  commandinontB 

54  Husband's  couiiiiaudments 

55  Rules  for  bummers 

56  Little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane 

57  Barbara  Frieichie— Recitation 

68  Marching  through  Georgia 

69  When  I  was  a  lad— Pinafore 

60  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  the  eea 

61  Dancing  in  the  barn 

62  Fire  in  the  grate 

63  Wandering  refugee 

64  Blue-eyed  Nelly 

65  Minstrel  boy 

66  Letter  in  the  candle 

67  Star-spangled  banner 

68  Dancing  on  the  grven 

69  Heart  bbw'd  down 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  watermill -Recitation 

72  Faded  coat  of  blue 

73  Hold  the  fort 

74  Slavery  days 

75  Der  mule  shtood  on  de  ehteamboat  deck— Rec. 

76  Little  barefoot 

77  My  old  Kentucky  home,  good-uight 

78  Home  again 

79  Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  far 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 

81  Office  rules 

82  Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 

83  Good  Rhine  wine 

84  ril  be  all  smiles  to-night,  love 

85  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 

86  Listen  to  the  mocking-bird 

87  When  the  com  is  waving,  Annie 
8«  She  never  blamed  him,  never 

89  Silver  threads  among  the  i^ld 

90  Little  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

91  Kiug  the  bell  softly,  there's  crape  on  the  door 


92  Boy  lost  (laughable) 

93  Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still 

SM  Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full 

95  (iypsy's  warning 

90  Auchor's  weighed  '  ■- 

97  Moon  behind  the  hiU 

98  Swinging  in  the  lane 

99  Sheridan's  ride— Recitation 

100  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd 

101  Eilleen  Allanna 

102  'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower 

103  Touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Louise 
101  Girl  I  left  behind  me 

105  Little  Buttercup 

106  His  sisters,  cousins  and  annt« 

107  Carry  me  back  to  old  Virgiuny 

108  Roses  underneath  the  snow 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  By 

112  Old  man's  drunk  again 

113  Two  orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  fire) 

114  Amber  tresses  tied  in  blue 

115  Pretty  as  a  jiicture 

116  1  am  waiting,  Essie,' dear 

117  Three  nerislK-d  in  the  snow 

118  Slight  hints 

119  Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother 

120  Come  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling 

121  Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 

122  Bingen,  on  the  Rhine 

123  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave 
121  Old  log  cabin  ou' the  nill 

125  C'roopy  boy  -' 

120  Skius  are  out  to-day 

127  The  bridge 

128  Shabby  genteel 

129  Oh,  dat  wat«'rmelon 

130  Comin'  thro'  the  rye 

131  Must  we  then  meet  us  strangers 
l-'-t2  Babies  on  our  bl<K'k 

13:1  Brennen  on  the  Moor 

134  Skidmore  fancy  ball  ' 

13.")  Hallway  Door 

130  WheR'  fh<;  grass  grows  green 

137  Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 

ViH  Kiss  behind  the  door 

139  I'll  r<>memb<'r  you,  love,  in  my  prayers 
14<»  Mary  of  the  wild  moor 

141  Old  woiMleii  rocker 

142  Speak,  only  citeak  , , 

143  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

144  Where  art  thou,  my  beloved? 

145  Mollie,  darling 

140  You  may  look,  but  you  mustn't  touch    ;  '    - 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 

148  Raffle  for  the  stove 

149  Balm  of  KiUviul 

150  There's  always  a  s<?at  in  the  parlor  for  you 

151  Driven  from  home 

152  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 
1.53  Pull  for  the  short- 

154  Nearer,  my  G(k1,  to  Thee 

155  GochI  news  from  home 

156  Fishermairs  daughter 

157  Shells  of  ocean 

158  Massa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 

159  Say  a  kind  word  wbeu  you  cau 

160  Cure  for  scandal 

161  Twilight  cou-rie 

162  Strangers  yet  , 
168  Castles  ic  the  air 

104  Dear  little  shamrock 

165  I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs 

160  Norah  O'Neal 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

168  Rose  of  Tralee 

169  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare 

170  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lone  cliild 

172  Tentin"  on  the  old  camp  ground 

173  Glove  flirtation  - 

174  Whip  flirtauon 

175  Slave's  dream 

176  Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  don't  go 

177  Sweet  Evangeline 

178  Good-bye  at  the  door 

179  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the  heart  can 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you  [never  be 

181  Erin's  lovely  home 

182  Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-house 


lai  Twenty  years  ago 

1H4  Paddys  land 

1^6  Don't  l»e  angry  with  me,  darling 

180  Old  village  school  on  the  green 

187  Woodman,  spare  that  tree 

188  Barbara  Frieichie— Recitation 

189  Darling  Minnie  Lee 

190  Hat  flirtation 

191  Fan  flirtation 

192  Flee  as  a  bird  to  yonr  mountain 

193  Good-bye,  Annie,  darling  (Enoch  Ardei4 

194  Why  did  she  leave  himl' 

195  A  quiet  little  home 

190  Thou  hast  learned  to  love  another 
197  Mary  of  Argyl* 
19H  Nil  Desperandum 

199  Sweet  Highland  Mary 

200  Evening  amus<,'ment  (laughable) 

201  Day  I  playe<i  base  ball 

202  Remember  you  have  children  of  your  own 
20S  There's  none  like  a  mother  if  ever  so  poor 
201  You  were  false,  but  I'll  forgive  you 

205  Sweet  -Maggie  Gordon 
20tj  Tanyard  side 
207  Bells  of  Shandon 
20H  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell 

209  WhisjR'r  softly,  mother's  dyinf; 

210  Erin's  green  shore 

211  Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  oldT 

212  Donnelly  and  C'ooi)er 

213  Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  shore 

214  Little  Rosebud 

215  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

216  Come  into  the  ganlen.  Maud 

217  Hari)  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

218  When;  there's  a  will  there's  a  way 

219  (Jod,  bless  my  boy  at  sea 
!iJO  Auuie  Laurie 

221  Mae's  and  the  O's 

222  Sherman's  march  to^the  sea 

223  Lamentation  of  James  Rodgers 
221  Come,  birdie,  come 

15  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

10  Ever  of  thi« 

7  Nonih  McShanc  '  ;   . 

228  Love  among  the  roses 

229  Shamus  O'Brien  -ItEClTATIOH 
ZiO  Der  Deitcher  Gal 

2;il  No  Irish  ni-ed  apply 

•Sil  Old  arm  chair 

2:«  Tim  Flaherty 

2:}!  We  sat  by  the  river,  you  and  I 

2'i")  I  love  music 

2^10  Sweet  Genevieve 

2:17  Wlu;n  the  flowers  fall  asleep 

ZiH  Patrick  Sheehan 

2.'i9  Sailor's  grave 

210  Pretty  maid  milking  her  cow 

241  Kentucky  Rose 

242  Farmer's  daughter 

24.'}  Oh,  dem  golden  Blij>pt!r« 

244  In  the  inoniing  by  the  bright  light 

245  Nobody's  darlini; 

240  P<x>r,  but  a  gentleman  still 

24-7  Somebody's  mother— Recitation 

!M,H  Birdie,  darling 

249  Nobody's  darling  but  mine 
2.50  RfK;k  liie  to  i*le«'p,  mother 
251  Put  my  little  shoes  away 

2.52  Darling  Nelly  Gray  

2.53  Soniebo<}y's  coming  when  the  dewdiupfl  ftfi 

254  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  went 
2.55  Little  lirown  jug 

250  Ben  Bolt 

^57  (iood-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye 

255  Erin  is  my  home 
.259  Katty  Avoumeen 
2(J0  Sadie  liay 

261  Bard  of  Armagh 

202  Hush,  my  darlings,  dci  not  weep 

20.'i  Patrick's  day  parade 

2»>4  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 

205  S|K;ak  to  me,  s|ieak 

2(>0  Darling,  I  will  tome  again 

207  Bright-eved  little  Nell  of  Narragantet  bay 

2(J8  Hail,  Columbia 

2<;9  Little  footjiteps 

270  Tim  Finigan's  wake 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  roof 

272  Scotch  lassie,  Jean 

273  Hat  me  father  wore 
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OJNTE     CENT     E^CH. 


W7  The  Cork  leg 

M8  Uncle  Sain'ii  farm  ^ 
U9  My  old  wife  and  1 
^S0  I'm  so  lonely 

551  Onlv  an  far  an  the  gate 

552  Peet-a-boo 

553  Moonlight  at  Killamey 

554  I'll  wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by 

555  We  never  apeuk  sui  we  i»ai»8  by 

556  Tipperary  chriuteuiug 

557  Be  home  early  to-nigut,  my  dear  boy 

558  Old  rustic  bridge  by  the  mill 
569  Paddy  Magee's  dream 

5(!0  Dreaming;  of  home  and  mother 
561  yhall  we  Know  each  other  there? 
56:i  Jolly  Iritthmau 

563  Folkd  that  put  on  airs 

564  Rosalie,  th>:  prairie  Hower 

565  If  I  had  but  a  tUouaaud  a  year 
5(i6  Fioherman  and  hia  child 

667  Swate  Caatle  Ciardea 

568  In  the  gloaming 

569  bring  me  back  the  one  I  love 

570  Spider  and  the  fly 

571  A  warrior  bold 
672  Tars  fartwell 

573  In  her  little  bed  we  laid  her 

574  Dark  ^irl  dresaed  in  blue 

575  Separation 

576  Pitchf  r  of  beer 

577  Neil  McGuUigan's  daughter.  Mary  Ann 

578  Nobody  kuowa  what  a  racki'i  ua.i  there 

579  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  lell 

580  Alice,  where  art  thour 

581  Meet  me,  Joaie.  at  the  gate 
58a  Jeaeie  at  the  railway  bar 
583  Ada,  with  the  golden  hair 
684  iStreeta  of  New  York 

585  C^>urting  in  the  rain 

586  I'm  dying  for  aonie  one  to  love  me 

587  la  that  .NfiHter  Reilly? 

588  Let  my  name  be  kindly  ap4>kfii 

589  Dar'a  one  more  ribbt-r  for  to  croaa 

590  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paris 
691  Iloor  old  Mike 

593  Good-bye,  my  lover,  grxxl-byo 
598  A  life  on  the  ocean  wave 
5;m  I  am  dreaming 
596  (Jypey  Counle*j 

596  She's  aa  good  as  gold 

597  Watchman,  tell  ua  of  the  night 

598  Slioo,  fly !  don't  bother  me 

599  Ten  tho'u.saiul  miles  away 
WO  (iive  mv  love  to  all  at  home 

601  Mygel  Suyder'a  party 

602  lucreaae  of  crime 
mi  Ship  on  Are 

JU4  Joaephua  Orange  Bloeaom 

605  Oh:  Huaanuah 

606  Old  Bob  Kidley 

607  Bonnie  blue  flag 

608  Nell  FlauL'herty's  drake 

609  John  Barleycorn 

610  Rules  for  love-making 

611  Laud  League  Band 

612  Down  by  the  old  abbey  ruius 

613  Uk>rioua  e9th 

614  Old  willow  cradle 

615  Funny  old  gal 

616  Relieioua  card  player 

617  Paday'8  the  boy 

618  Teddy  Mc(ilyun 

619  Lada  who  live  la  Ireland 

620  Worn-out  sailor 

621  Mott  street,  449 

622  Limerick  la  beautiful 
d^i  Seven  oud 

&i4  Ijet  me  kias  him  for  hla  motber 

625  Pretty  lips 

626  Sullivan's  boot  In  my  eye 
027  Vlllikins  and  hia  Dinah 

628  Captain  with  hla  whiskera 

629  A  knot  of  blue  and  gray 
too  Foley's  hotel 

631  I'll  meet  her  when  the  sun  goM  down 

GU  Ijever  take  the  hor»esh(K!  from  the  door 

*>ii  >W)nian,  lovely  womau 

(>V4  Napoleon's  dream 

635  When  the  robins  nest  again 

(Si6  Oh!  you  little  darling,  I  love  yoa 

C37  Just  down  the  iauo 


6"18  Call  nie  backagaiu 

6.'J9  Milwaukee  llr»! 

610  One  of  the  finest. 

641  Over  the  mountain 

M>  Belle  of  the  ball 

613  Farmer's  boy 

6+4  When  Jack  cornea  home  again  (.Sailing) 

645  liu!<li-a-l>ye,  baby 

646  Where  the  ivy  grows  »o  green 

647  Briil<,'et  Donahue 

648  Down  the  hill 

(V49  My  Nelllea  blue  eyes 

650  Ragged  coat 

651  Kitty  Kimo 

652  Little  darlint;,  dream  of  me 

653  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fruit 

654  Minute  gun  at  sea 

655  Some  day 
(>56  Sour  kro'ut 

657  Don't  give  the  name  a  bad  blace 

658  Racketty  Jack 

659  John  Brown  at)ug  (tilory,  glory  hallelujah) 

660  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  tiie  boys  are  marching 

661  A  dollar  tifteeu  ceuta 

662  Roger  O'Muiley 

ti6;j  Don't  make  a  noise  or  else  you'll  wake  the  baby 

664  Bring  back  my  boiiiiie  In  nie 

665  Ik-lleville  convent  lire  (Illinois) 

666  I'll  await  my  love 

tj67  Hani  times  come  as;ain  no  more 
668  Mulcahey'a  j;one  away 
6(i9  Nineteen  himdn-d  ana  oue 

670  Colleen  dhaa  machree 

671  Only  to  see  thee,  darling 

672  Blue  bells  of  Seotlari.l 

673  A  boy'g  beat  friend  is  his  mother 

674  That's  how  yon  get  servecl  when  you're  Old 

675  Dear  little  innocent  things 

676  Mother,  I've  come  home  I<>  die 
6ii  Jnat  before  the  battle,  mother 
67H  Down  in  a  diving-liell 

679  Kissing  through  the  bars 

680  Skipper  and  his  boy 

681  Young  man  from  the  .ountry 
6X.'  I'll  Ik-  dar 

683  Midshipmite 

684  Kleventh  Regiment  (N.  O.  S.  N.  Y.) 

685  Naughty,  uaiighty  men 

686  Naughty,  naughty  girls 

687  New  coon  in  town 

688  Will  a  uionkey  climb  a  tree? 
CM  Bold  sf>ger  boy 
t?.H)  lleenan  and  Sayers 

691  Come,  landlord,  Ull  the  flowing  bowl 

692  Sallv,  come  up 
mi  Sea  "king's  burial 

694  One  horse  oj>eu  sleigh 

695  Baby  show 

696  Swim  out  for  glory 

697  Jessie  (ireen 

698  Duffy's  grand  upeuiug  night 

699  I'm  a  dude 

700  Run  for  the  doctor 

701  Climbint;  up  the  trolden  stairs 

702  My  go<Hl-lookiMg  man 
70;i  How  a  married  woman  goes  to  sleep 
704  I'm  off  for  Kultiniiire 
706  Bright  little  siM)t  on  the  ocean 

706  I  tickled  her  under  the  chin 

707  I>akes  of  Cold  Finn 

708  My  Newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  ilowera  of  May 

710  Ten  years  In  Cherry  Hill 

711  Maloney's  the  man 

712  Ship  that  never  returned 

713  Why  did  they  dit;  ma's  (n^ave  so  deep? 

714  How  much  d<H's  the  l)«by  weigh? 

715  A  mother's  walch  by  the  sea 

716  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

718  High  water  i)ants 

719  Every  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-aud-bye 
7^^0  I'll  send  you  down  a  letter  from  the  sky 
721   Paddy  stole  the  rope 
?22  Duffy,  the  swell 
723  Not  much 

?<M  Don't  leave  your  mother,  Tom 
725  Pretty  little  dark  bine  eyes 
?26  \  rollint;  sttme  gathers  no  moss 

727  Dn-ani  faces 

728  Wind  blew  through  hla  whiskers 


TJ^}  (iiKxl-bye  to  my  Southeru  aiinny  home 

7;«l  Prctly  lillU?  r»>sy  cht^eks 

731  KiKM'k  at  the  window  to-night,  love 

T:ti  Hard  up 

7.'W  For-^MNe  and  forget 

7:^4  Captain  .Mishler 

7:15  Buiterlly  dude 

7:*)  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

737  l^'af  by  leaf  the  rows  fall 

7:18  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  Knniskillen  dragoon 

740  Pajja'a  baby  boy 

741  I  ain't  as  young  as  I  used  to  be 
712  The  Dreadnought 

743  See-saw 

744  What's  In  a  kIss? 

745  Hush,  little  babv,  don't  you  cry 

746  Darling  Clo' 

747  Mother's  last  .equeat 

748  Texas  ranger 

749  (;o<l,  save  Ireland 

7.'iO  Th<»' rich,  I'm  no  better  than  yon 

751  Bold  Jack  Donahue 

752  I^M  farewell 

75.'1  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 

751  Mary  Ann  KelwM' 

^-'k")  t)nlv  an  emigrant 

7."i»i  My  "bonny  Iniy  is  youii'',  but  he'a  growing 

757  The  farmer  feeds  us  all 

758  Strike  while  the  iron  ia  hot 
75!>  Iktter  dava  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  hrilaby 

761  Dying  girl'a  messajre 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 
7(>:i  Bye.  bye.  baliy,  bye.  bye 

764  Somebody's  tall  and  handa<ime 

765  Mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  n(»w 
7'i<>  Sweet  Alpine  roses 

7(i7  Morrifisey  and  the  Ih-nicia  boy 
7ti8  ( 'onstant  farmer's  son 

769  I'pjK'r  ten  anil  lower  five 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby  .  - 
<  1 1  Keyhole  in  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  aquare,  boys 

773  I>ackuwaiina  spoonera 

774  Cot  where  I  was  born 

775  Burke's  dream 

776  Four-leaved  shamrock 

777  Up  a  tree 

i(S  Down  where  the  lily  bells  grow 

779  Behind  the  parlor  aoor 

7>iO  Pegity  O'. Moore 

7X1  Sunnv  hours  of  childhood 

7K2  O'Reilly,  the  tlshernmn 

7H.3  Olil  village  blacksmiih's  shop 

781  Falw  one.  I  love  thee  still 

785  Shannon  side 

786  Pennsylvania  tramp 

7H7  Well  paint  the  town  retl 

78H  Look  always  on  the  suuny  side 

789  <;reen  linnet 

790  fJentle  Annie 

791  Kiss  me.  mother,  ere  I  die 
7i^2  Then's  a  light  in  the  window 
7!W  Annie  of  the  vale 

791  Rising  of  the  moon 

7?t5  Who  will  can;  for  mother  now? 

V9fi  Ix't  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  reet 

7I>7  Sitrhtti  for  a  father 

798  Old  j,Tay  mare 

7!t9  How  is  your  sister  Mary? 

800  Clara.  Clara,  will  you  come  out  to-night? 

WJI  (Jrandtna'a  vacant  chair 

802  .Xmcrica's  emblem,  the  violet 

H0.1  Knocking  at  the  galea  of  Jordan 

804  Take  go<)d  can;  of  mother 

8f»5  Whis]N>r  and  a  kiss 

806  Old-fashioiie<I  photograjdi  of  mother 

807  OcxMl-bve,  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat 

808  Little  Miij;  and  I 

SIW  <"radle's  empty,  baby's  gone 

810  Rosy's  Siintlay  out 

811  Mv  sweetheart's  family 

812  Little  wife,  Nellie 

813  T(M)  utterly  utter 

814  I'm  a  danify,  but  I'm  no  dude 

815  They  can't  keep  the  workiugman  down 

816  Angel  mother  waits  for  me 

817  (Jootl-nlKht,  but  not  good-bye 

818  Dar's  a  new  moon  iu  de  sky 

819  Juat  plain  Jim 
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HJt^man'B  ^ammiunc^  toon  ©euffc^en  Bubenu 

jsf  ^reid  ^ler  Glummer  10  ^ettt§*  -^ 


STo.    1.— entl)oUtnb  100  fiifbfr. 


V(t,  i((  bin  ]o  tnubt 

%A,  ttxnn  bu  todrfi  nt(in  tigen 

%Q.  wit  \\Vi  mbilit)  bann 

%(nndKn  son  l^orou 

%\»  bet  ©rofeoater  bif  (Srogmutttr  no^m 

'Ali  id) (in  jung'  @ef(U(  tuar 

9(8  ''Jloat)  au5  bem  fiafttn  roar 

'Hm  flriiiun  ^ubjon>3tranb 

Hn  bee  fdjbnen  blauen  Toitau 

^Hiia,  )u  bir  ift  mein  liebfter  @ans 

9lntn)ort  auf  ©rijn^orn'9  crftfit  ®ri<f 

%u(l)  id)  wax  tin  Ounflliiifl  mit  lodigem 

\(luf,  il)r  9)riibirr,  lagt  iins  maUen  [i^aax 

tKugrn.  bt( 

SSaurr  auf  ber  ^ifenba^n,  btc 

"tias  ift  ber  Xag  bo  ^errn 

"tai  KKig  ja  aUein  nur  bee  ^augfnec^t  ju 

Xefrttfur,  bet  IJafltn 

'E<utid)e  Rnobt  in  amerifo,  ber 

Xrei  Aiiffrtnabeu,  bit 

33rei  niuntre  *urfdKH  lafem 

Xutd)man'^  Alage 

Crine  Btelt,  bit  ini4  litbt 

»in  45fa(^8  ilieb 

^in»  muB  nod)  auffa 

da  blinfen  fo  luftig  brei  SUrnr 

©«  ift  jroar  tein  Ungliid,  abet  'S  otflerl 

(ii  fietit  ein  ilOirt^sgauS  an  bet  i!al)n 

^ibucit 

ivteit)eit,  bie  id)  meine 

eeplagte  (*l)emann,  bet 

©riine  in  ^merifa,  bet 

©riinhorn'6  erftet  *-8titf,  be* 

@ute  Hametab,  bet 

lanbelijube,  bet 

lanneS,  bet  fterbenbe  99auer 

leqmann  Ceoi 

ineinaefaUen 

littenfnab,  ber 

iiftprie  Dom  Siu% 

id)  fomine  Doin  @ebitge  ^er 
3d)  )Dar  Oiingling  nocb  an  ^u^r*" 
3nt  i^miuQr  ba  ful)ren  una 
3m  fiiblen  AeUer  r>4  id)  l)i<t 
3n  ben  'Xagen  licat  Mi  btri 
3n  bet  ^eimalt)  ift  tS  jdjon 
3n  bit  aOtin 
3n  einem  tii^len  @tunbe 
ftapeDe,  bie 
ftiinftlerleben 


1  Kuniurt 


r©*ritt 


ftut)4te  auf  bem  itiorpoflen 

SabieS  in  Imetifa 

i'iebe  fanft  man  ni4)t,  bie 

i'iebes.SBetbunfl 

i!orele«) 

I'ouiS  unb  ffugenie 

t'ut^t'S  aSa^tjptu* 

IJlaait  man  inS  I'eben  faum  ben  etften 

Wein  ^IRann  ift  gefa^ren  ins  ipeu 

Wengc  miife  es  btingen,  bie 

Woberne  iiiebe 

Wotflentoll) 

Wuttet  mill's  nid)t  leiben,  bie 

^Jiad)  ber  ficimatt)  mijd)t  i^  luieber 

Wur  fiir  ^jjatur 

C  fd)au  nur  ein  einjigS  ma(         :. 

C  atrajburg 

*4$apft  lebt  t)errlid)  in  ber  Belt,  Ut 

9(dtt)fel  Don  Bien,  bie 

9tattenfdngrr  tion  J^ameln,  ber 

Mecept  jum  Sieicbroetben 

Slojen.l'ieb 

SaIomonifd)e5  Urtbeil 

©(bier  30  Jobre  bift  bu  alt 

€d)leSn)ig'^olftein,  meerumfdjlungen 

©(bneiberlieb 

€d)&nften  ''jlugen,  bie 

Stbroeijer's  fieimroeb 

£id)  auf  ©nglifd)  ju  wrftonb'gen 

Solbaten.lL'iebe 

Go  mie  bu 

Sto])  a  little         •        . 

Ibtone,  bie 

Irinffprud) 

Iflrolet  unb  jein  ftinb 

$(tgiBnteinni(bt,  baS 

Setrenfte  fterj,  baS 

SBalb,  ber 

SSarnung  [nic^t 

IBarum  gefd)iet)t  fo  toaS  beut  ]u  lag 

iWenn  bie  ®(^malben  beimwdrts  jielju 

SUenn  ii)  fin  i^oglein  tudr 

iWer  lieben  roill,  mufe  leiben 

ai)ilbelm9l)ot)e 

SlUir  gebn  nad)  iMnbenau 

SLBir  nfeen  io  fc6l)lid)  bcifammen 

aUirtt)in  Ibd)terlein,  ber 

aiJobl  oiele  taufenb  ajogelein 

^0  joQ  id)  mid)  l)iutDi-nben 

3'  tauterbod)  bab  id)  mein  Strumpf 


DN"o.    2.-6ntb 
%n  ber  Quelle  fag  ber  Anabe 
^dgemeiner  2ojft 
«19  ber  liebe  O^ott  bie  Siielt  eri^affen 
%bam  unb  6oa 
9lnbrea«  fiofer 

91  Xeanerl  oebt  urn  ^olj  in  SBolb 
91U  ts  mit  9ioab  ging  }u  C^nb 
9ll6  bie  *^reuBen  mar)d9irie:\  ttor  *4'rag 
ills  io)  an  einem  Sommertag 
'ills  mil-  jiingft  in  Stegensburj  toaren 
Serlincr  SBiermamjeU,  bie 
SBriiber,  lagert  eud)  im  ftreife 
9)lau'  ^euglein  finb  gefdtjrlid) 
9)unbeslieb 
SBertranb'S  abfdjieb 
I)u  liegft  mir  im  <?et}en 
T)a  ftreiten  ficb  bie  i'eut  ^erum 
len  lielxn  langen  Zaii 
Xcm  foerrn  aUcin  bie  ffbre 
Tiu  haft  l)iamonfen  unb  *^«erlen 
35u  bift  mir  nab  unb  bod)  )o  fern 
Drei  iOodjen  nor  Cftern 
53ein  aOobl,  mein  iJiebdjen 
•Eeutfdje  Gutter,  bie 
SS  roaren  einmol  brei  ftdferfnabeu 
Sinfam  bin  id)  nidjt  aHeine 
Ps  roaren  mal  brei  ©efeOen 
Qi  (ann  fa  nii^t  immer  fo  bletben 
Sine  'lierle  nenn'  id)  mein 
Kinen  ftufe,  bann  gute  9Jod)t 
Junfmalbunberttaufenb  tcufel 
ijern  im  Siib  baS  fd)ftne  £ponien 
jjreunb,  id)  bin  jufrteben 
jabr'  micb  binUber,  fibbner  ©djiffer 
®nb'  auS  bem  iffiirtbeibouS 
0ute  WuHer  Wanbelbaum,  bie 
©ute  'JJadjt,  bu  mein  b«rjige§  IJinb 

eihrid)  fdjlicf  bei  fciner  9leut)ermdblt*n 

amburg  ift  ein  f(^5neS  6tdbtd)en 

eil  bir  im  Sicgerfranj 

inaus  in  bit  ^erne 

od)  bom  Xad)ticin 

er},  mein  (jerj,  roarum  fo  traurig 

iftorie  Von  "Jloab 

erj,  Bom  Rummer  tief  gebeugt 
3d)  rooQt  id)  mdr  ein  Sogel 
3d)  bin  ber  (Jiirft  ber  Xboren 
3n  meinem  ac^lolidien  ift'8  gar  fein 
34  bin  ein  '4Sreuge 
3*  bin  ber  Doctor  Sifenbart   , 
3(p  bin  bir  gut 

3d)  bab  bir  gef^out  in  bie  augen 
Stnmer  fein  —  luftig  fein 


laltcnb  105  Uieber. 
3m  llflalb  unb  ouf  ber  ^aibe 
3a.  beiratljen  foil  icb 
3eber  Wcujcb  i)at  fein  iBergniigen 
Pufe,  ber 

Rein  Irbpflein  mc4)r  im  58e(^r 
i^anb  ber  9tccibentS,  baS 
Sinbenboum,  ber 
i'auf,  aWiiUer,  lauf 
I'aurenlia,  liebe  ilaurentia  mein 
TOuder,  ber 

'Bleine  ©d)ube  finb  jerriffen 
Wdbele,  rud,  rurf,  rud 
TOufe  i  benn  jum  Stdbtele  'nau5 
Wenf(b  foU  uid)t  ftolj  fein,  ber 
TOeine  erfte  unb  le^te  i!iebe 
TOorgen  mu6  id)  fort  tjon  bier 
"Siai  ift  gefommen,  ber 
9lod)  ift  $olfn  nid)t  betloren 
C  2annenbaum 
0  bleib  bei  mir 
Saftloie  fflanberer,  ber 
9*inolbini,  lieber  Sfiubet 
S(ftdfermdbd)en,  baS 
Sd)lai  bu  mein  Jfinbelein 
Se^nfudjt  nad)  Xeut|d)lanb 
©0  oiel  Stem'  am  ^immel  fteben 
©tebrer'S  ^eimrocb 
©(^lesroig.^olftein 
©0  leb  benn  roobl,  bu  ftiHeS  baui 
Sd)neiber  in  ber  ^rembe 
Scblaue  ^anfel,  ber 
©d)nciberlieb 
©(^neibercourage 
Ib^ure  3?ater^anS,  boi 
Irompeter,  ber 
Xoaft 

Unb  bie  9Diir}burger  ffllodli  babn  a 
Ueb  immer  ireu  unb  9tebli(^feit 
Sogelfdnger  bin  id)  ja,  ber 
a?on  ber  «lpe  tont  ba§  £)orn 
STOaS  ift  be§  Tcuff^en  Soterlanb 
aSacbt  am  SRbein,  bie 
©ie  'S  bie  TOdb  beut  treiben 
aOenn  fid)  jroci  ticr}cn  fdjeibcn 
9Bdr  id)  ein  iPriinnlein  flar 
aBoblauf,  nod)  gefrunfcn 
aOaS  i(b  alleS  wiiien  mld)t 
aSenn  ber  ^riibling  fommt 
aSat  wua  bei  ftierl 
SBer  niemaU  einen  Waufd)  gcbabt 
aBiUtommen,  o  feliger  Hbeub 
Sroa  orbentlid)en  I'eut,  bie 
3u  ©trafeburg  ouf  ber  ©cbonj 


I        3u  berfcufen  bei  atten  beutfdjen  Su^banblern  unb  ^eitunglaqentfti  in  bnt  Ber- 
etnigten  Slaaten  unb  Canaba,  ober  au4  unter  einfenbung  bes  SBetrageS  birrft  Son 

^""""^  W^EfflS^^A^^J*®*  Woto,  9lm  Sort. 


^Jo.    3.-6 

Vlbfdbieb  nebmcn,  fagt  er 

9lbe,  bu  liebcr  lannenmalb,  abe 

'AlleS  fublt  ber  I'iebe  Jrreuben 

'Jtn  jebem  91benb  geb  id)  au8 

'Alte  3«^r  Dergangen  ift,  baS 

"An  241ofier  bat  an  ©'fellen  g'bobt 

91U  i(b  nod)  '-Urinj  roar  tion  ^rfabien 

91  uf  ber  SBicrbanf 

%&),  roii  buntel  finb  bie  'JJiauern 

'ild).  id)  fiibl',  es  ift  nerfdirounben 

'ildi,  roeld)e  I'uft,  Solbat  ju  fein 

Hul  'JJiatrojeu,  bie  iHnfer  gelicbtet 

VI 11  ber  ©aale  griinem  ©traiibe 

«uf  Merges  ^bben  l»ed)er 

iPefrdnjt  mit  I'aub  ben  lieben  boUen 

Sriiber,  fammelt  eud)  im  Rreije 

95iirgfd)aft,  bie 

5^lauen  'Augen,  bie 

5Palb  graf '  id)  am  VJedar 

tt^unte  Rleib,  baS 

l^emoofter  9?urfd)e  jieb  id)  au§,  abe 

Xo  broben  auf  jenem  iBerge 

Tu  roirft  mir's  ja  nit  iibel  ne^ma 

Teutf(blanb  iiber  alleS 

XeS  SBaifenfinbeS  ftlage     . 

Irud  nit  fo 

leS  WidKl  SBaterlanb 

Ten! |t  bu  baran 

(^in  freies  SJeben  fiibven  Wir 

(f  tlfbnig,  ber 

Pfien,  nid)t  bus  Irinten 

(*in  I'eben  roic  im  'i'arabieS 

66  ift  ein  Scbufe  gefallen 

6in  ©(bifflcin  fa^  id)  faljren 

6S  roar  einmal  etn  Abnig 

(fin  Odtjer  auS  Aurpfal) 

(f  roig  roiO  id)  bir  gehbren 

(*S  ift  beftimmt  in  CHottcS  SRat^ 

6s  leben  bie  colbaten 

jjrbfd)'  unb  bie  Uufeii 

t^riiblingslieb 

gerbinanb,  roie  fd)ou  bift  bu 

ffrbhlid)  unb  rooblgemutb 

|>ru-bericu§  9ter 

rt-riid)  auf  juin  frbhlid)cn  Sagen 

OJuten  Vlbenb,  lieber  'JJJoiibenfdjein 

©roBmutter  roill  taujen 

$>err  im  Jhaus,  ber 

©err  ®ruber,  nimm  bein  &\a^d)tn 

Cerjig'S  ©(batjerl,  lap  bid)  licrjen 

yolber  3i'ngling,  mein  SJerlangen 


ntbaltenb  lOS  Cieber. 

^erbet,  berbci.  bu  trauter  SSngerfreii 

©Br',  lieber  SBilbelm 

ueute  fdKib  id) 

3d)  bin  ein  freier  Wann  unb  finge 

3(b  roar  *ranbfud)e  nod)  on  3al^ren 

3  tbdt  jo  gern  beirotb'n 

3d)  roia  mein  Wliid  probiren,  marfdyiren 

3d)  bat  fte  uni  bie  9(ofe 

3m  at^ein  ift  'iKobrbeit  nur  uQein 

'Ait  roar  ein  red)tcr  tVafelbanS 

yn  bicfeu  beil'gen  ©alien 

3d)  fd)uitt  es  gern  in  alle  Minben  ein 

3n  ber  grofeen  Steftabt  Veipjig 

3d)  fomm'  immer  nid)t  boju 

3d)  bab'  ben  ganjen  %!ormittag 

3br  (Jiirften  ber  iWalbuug,  beroor 

3abr  ift  gut,  bus 

3e^t  tiroingen  roir  ben  ©ut 

Rem  (>euer,  teine  Roble 

Rommt  a  a.>ogrrl  geflogen 

Hommt  ein  fd)la»ter  ^urfft'  gegangen 

Romm',  ftiller  Vtbenb 

Rennt  iljr  bos  I'anb 

I'ebc  roohl,  bu,  bie  i4)  innig  liebe 

I'e^te  Stofe,  bie 

Wein  (fl)riftian 

^lotij 

Stbsiein  auf  ber  ©oiben 

©ie  ftanb  ouf  bobem  a^erge 

©ie  foUen  ibn  ni^t  t)aben 

©agt  er 

©tedbrief,  ber 

©d)lad)tlieb 

©djufterjunge  oil  R64in,  ber 

iobod 

UeberoU  bin  id)  )u  ©aufe 

aSorridjtige  3ube,  ber 

aSon  alien  I'dnbern  biefer  BJett 

aBofier  roufdjt,  bos  ayaffer  fcbrooll,  bal 

SBoren  mir  felige  lage,  bos 

ai3enn  id)  einmal  ber  ©errgott  rodr' 

aUoS  llinget  unb  Rnget  bie  ©trafee  berauf 

Ultanberu  ift  beS  WiiUerS  Vufi,  bas 

a'Jcr  will  unter  bie  ©olboten 

aiMr  finb  jroei  tapf're  aSoflern 

ilBenn  es  teine  ^lafdhrn  gdbe 

ai^ann  man  trinfen  mug 

ai>oUt'  ©ott,  Ri'todre  meine 

aUanberer  in  ber  ©dgemiihle,  ber 

aOas  frag'  id)  Die/  nad)  ©elb  unb  ©ut 

,'iopf,  ber  bdngt  ibm  binten,  ber 


©<J 


Z^o.    4.— 6ntl)oltenb  116  Siieber. 


ai  ajufierl  is  a  fd)nudrig  Xing 

aid),  ad),  roie  finb  bie  ,>ieiten  fdhroer 

aid),  urajonft  auf  alter  i'dnber  Rarten 

allies  liebt  unb  paort  fid)  nieber 

aiQes,  ma-:-  roir  lieben,  lebc 

auie  a)ibgelfinb  fd)on  bo 

aiU  bie  aibmer  fred)  geroorben 

ailteu  Xeutldieu,  bie 

ain  aileris  ifub' id)bi<b 

ain  eineS  a?dd)lein5  iHanbe,  gar  liebli<^ 

airm  unb  flein  ift  meine  ©Utte 

aiuf,  ibr  aSriiber,  Tinget  i'ieber 

aiuf'm  ®erglein  bin  id)  g'fefien 

a?ei  einem  iJlMrtbe  rounbermilb 

5Pci  Wdnnern,  rofld)e  iiiebe  fiiblen 

a?ilbung  mad)t  fein 

aSin  ous  unb  eingonga  im  ganjen  X^rol 

©in  i  net  an  luft'ger  ©diroeijerbu 

a?ringt  mir  a?lut  ber  eblen  meben 

ffiriiberlcin  fein 

ernimbambuli,  boa  ift  her  Xilet 

Ta  broben  auf  jcnem  Serge 

TaS  ift  aUtS  einS 

Xa?  roar  ein  nieblid)  ^/ifflein 

Xcr  liebfte  iPuble,  ben  id)  ban 

Xer  'JKdbdKn  lieb'  id)  nicle 

Ter  a3Jetbnad)t§abfnb  fam  gegangen 

Xer  aOein  erfreuf  bes  Weii|d)en  ©erj 

Xcutfd)e6  ©erj,  Derjage  nit^t 

Xie  Seinerocber  baben  eine  laubere  J^unft 

S^ie  t'ieb',  bei  meiner  6hr' 

Xie  iRpfen  bliiben  im  Ib.ale 

Xie  ©djufterjunft  bleibt  immer  boi^ 

Xie  ©onn'  erroodjt  mit  i^rer  'i(rad)t 

Xie  ©elt  glcidjf  finer  93ierbouteillc 

Xo  bfun  ff  be  Sebrele  in'S  Sjame  geno' 

Xraug'  ift  afleS  fo  prad)tig 

Xrei  roarf'rc  5BuTfd)en  fafeen,  jo 

Pin'  feftc  aSurg  ift  unfer  ©ott 

6  in  getreues  ©erj  ju  roifien 

Q'\n  Raufman,  ber  fid)  Edjulje  nennt 

^in  luft'ger  WJufifante  marfdjirte  einfl 

Cin  Stbmer  ftanb  in  finft'rer  ^Jiaifct 

^in  ©diiit;  bin  id)  in  beS  9tegenten  ©olb 

6inft  bat  mir  mein  fieibarjt"  geboten 

Cin  a?cild)en  auf  ber  SBiefe  ftanb 

Cin  ai'anberburftb'  mit  bem  ©tab 

Qi  roaS  braudit  man  um  gliidlid)  ]u  fein 

es  fteht  ein  aSaum  im  Cbenroalb 

C?§  tbut'S  ^alt  nimmermfbr 

iVreubBolI  unb  leibooU,  gebanfent)on  fein 

greut  eud)  beS  yebenS 

griftb,  ganje  Rompaniemitlautem  ©inB 

ffriib  morgenS  roenn  bie  ©d^nc  frS^'n 

Oefong  berfdibnt  bas  fieben 

©efunbbeit,  ©ert  aiad^bat,  baS  ©ldS(t)en 

©uanolieb 

faring  unb  aiuftet 


©er)liebd)en  mein  uuterm  Stebenbod) 

Sd)  bob'  ein  beifeeS,  junges  a?lut 

3d)  fenn'  ein'n  bellen  t*belftein 

3d)  mbd)tc  fie  roobl  feben 

3m  Rrug  jum  griinen  Rranje 

3n  einem  Ibule  frieblid)  ftille 

3e^t  gong  i  an'6  IBriinnele,  trin!  aWr 

RegeUieb 

Rleine  5ifd)ermabd>en,  boS 

Rommt,  aSriiber,  trinfet  ftob  mit  mir 

ydbmt  bir  bie  fd)nKrfte  aller  Retten 

!debe  »obl,  DergiB  mein  nid)t 

fiebig  ift  ber  f(bbnfte  ©tonb 

I'eife,  Icife,  fromme  UOeife 

Sieb  an  bie  ?Jreube 

aitamo,  1ifa\ui.  od),  feb'n  ©ie  bo4 

Wein  ©rrj,  icb  roiO  bid)  frogrn 

ailein  foerj  ift  im  ©od)lonb,  mein  ©er| 

TOein  berjliebftes  id)ajjerl,  fomm 

5»ein  iiebenslauf  ift  iiieb'  unb  L'uH 

TOein  I'ieb  ift  eine  ailpnerin 

gjJei  Sd)ah  ift  a  Steiter 

Wir  ift  nuf  ber  SBflt  ni(bt8  lieber 

^0(b  ift  bie  bliibenbe,  golbene  J^eit 

9iun  leb'  roobl,  bu  tlcine  ©affe 

Ob  id)  bid)  liebe,  froge  bie  Sterne 

O  bu  liebcr  aiuguftin,  oUeS  ift  bin 

0  aOolb,  mit  bcinen  buft'gen  ^^-^roeigen 

Sloienftod,  ©olbirbliib' 

©onft  'i^aulus  roar  ein  WebituS 

Sd)ou'  id)  bie  a?bglfin  an 

©(benft  mir  mal  iPoirtfd)  ein 

Sebt  ibr  brei  Slofie  sor  bem  aSogen 

6e^t  eud)  ju  mir  um'8  fja|  betum 

*e  ©erj  ift  tin  fpofftg'S  Xing 

Sinb  roir  ni(bt  lur  ©^rrli(bfeit  geboren 

©0  is  bos  (fnb'  ber  SBelt 

©0  manixr  m&d)t'  ibr  a?liimd)en  fein 

©onft  fpitlt'  id)  mit  ©cepter 

©tdnbdKufdnper 

£ted)partie.i.'leb 

©tubio  ouf  einer  Weif ' 

2:cn  itinS 

Xrintf,  Uiebd)e:i,  trinte  f^neC 

aSergegt  bie  beutfd)e  ©prad)e  nii^t 

aSerlaffen  bin  i 

a?iel  (fffen  mad)t  Diet  breiter 

aaSan'S  TOoilufterl  roobt 

aiSaS  bab'  id)  benn  meinem  3=etnllieb4)en 

afOofferfoll,  ber 

aSeine  nid)t,  e§  ift  BergebenS 

aSenn  baS  atlant'fd)e  TOeer 

aCir  roinben  bir  ben  3ungferntTan} 

aSoa  tlein'g  ©utile  ftel)t 

S)obin  mit  ber  f^reub' 

3iebt  im  ©erbft  bie  iierifte  fort 

k'  SWuUen  on  ber  *ofl 

3uml©eirat^  tougen  bie  VtSnner 
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THE  COMPLETE  INSTRUCTOR  IN 


SWIMMINS.  BYMNASTIGS  PEDESTRIANISM  TRAININB 

Kxplalnlnir  the  B<'«t  Known  System  ot 
TRAINING  In  the  Manlr  Art  of  Self  De- 
fpure.  aluo  Oo-an-yon-l'leaite  and  Heal- 
and-Toe  Matched,  Tihlt-s  of  the  Bent  Re- 
corded Time  down  to  a  very  late  date  ; 
how  to  Swim  without  a  MaKter,  How  to 
l)e  an  f'xpert  (iymnaat,  Tumhler  and 
Trajieze  Performer.  Reoordaof  all  I'rlze 
KiKi>t:<  of  note  for  25  years juast.  Fastest 
Timeniade  bythe  leadini;  norwsof  the 
wurlil.  Sportmu  Records,  Secrets  requi- 
site to  t>eeome  a  irreat  Ivdestrian.  Illii* 
tratioiis  explainini;  the  I'rinciples  and 
Practice  of  the  sirhool  of  S|>arrinir,  the 

means  of  Attack  and  I  "efence.  Wrestling 

and  TralnlntrAttacks,  nymnastle  Kxercises,  etc.  The  lessons  are 
•o  simple  that  hy  pi-acticinir  the  Rules  one  may  attain  the  utmost 
perfe<-tion  in  Sparrinir.  Swimmlnsr.  iJymnagtics,  I'edestrianism, 
Trapeie,  Rowintf,  Boat  and  Horse  Racini;,  etc.  It  is  a  Perfect  Kn- 
cyclopedia  of  Sporting  matter;,  and  la  highly  prlf/ed  an  iv  Bovlr"* 
iCeference.    I^ce  28  Cents 


^HE  SECRETS  o^ANCIENT 
AND  MODERN  MAGIC. 


THE  ART  OF  CONJURING  UNVEILLEO 

As  performed  t.y  the  wonderful  Ma^ri(•iaIlM 
Houdin,  Col.  Stiidnre  and  IlelUr,   irivinjf 
all  their  Best  SUire  Trlck.s.aiid  KullKxpla 
nations  for  iierfi.rniinK  them.   This  Hook 
teaches  you  now  to  be  a  MaKlciaii,  ho  that    ). 
jrou  can  perform  any  Trick  done  hy  them.  Q| 
You  can  urlnff  liow-Is  of  Kish  from'Kmpty  '7 
handkerchiefs  ,  or  Tell  a  <  ard  l>y  Smelllni;  Si 

t ;  or  Send  k  Card  from  the  Pack  to  any  | 

'erson's  Pocket  ;  to  Make  a  ('«r<I  Ris«'  f  )ut  | 

>f  a  Pack;  to  make  a  Utme  ply  Into  tli> 

Centra  of  an  Apple  ;  to  make  a  Coin  \ns 

wer  Questions ;  to  make  It  Sluiwer   Real 

Money  ;  to  Change  a  Handkerchief  into  an  Ktrtr  :  to  take  Ix.rrowed 

Hintp  and  I.ive  IXives  out  of  an  Omelet ;  how  to  do  the  Solid  Rinif 

Trick  ;  to  make  Kiesh  Klowei-s  ktdw  from  an  Kmiity  Klower  Pot  ; 

to  pull  Live  Kabbitu  out  of  a  Hat  and  then   Roll  tnem  into  one  ,  it 

teaches  the  wmiUerfuI  Sphinx  lUuaion  Trick.  <t  is  wortti  $luu  to 

kpow  this  trick.  It  teaches  the  Indian  BasketTrlck,  which  la*  for- 

TOne  to  an  ainatuer  ;  to  make  a  Drum  huna'to  the  CeilUng:  tapp :  to 


make  a  LI  VINO  WOMAN  Sleep  In  Mid  Air.    This  Itook  teaches  hun 
dreds  of^t*«!  Best  Tricks  f 


I  for  Parlor  or  Hall,  and  you  can  learn  how 


toAeliKht  a  company  for  two  hours.     $1  .WiO  has  (K-en  received  is 


:  to  see  these  Tricks  performed.  Pi  ice  ^  Cts. 
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theSTUDENTS  MANUAL 
ofPHONIC  SHORT  HAND 


WITHOUT  A  MASTER. 

^l  "^   V     •!    Complete  Intri>ductiontotheSteno(nTiphle 

-_.^>-  /.--  ■-V*,JL,.i,  Art,  as  us    •-       -     • 


^rs 


\  f  >  1^  rv -.  reduced  to  every  day  j.r.ictice.  The  SI 
•••»'•  L'"'  ■  '  J^^-..  arc  till  constnu'tcd  on  simpli- plans,  and 
y  \  I '_^  "^  I,  !>«•  read  easier  than  the  plainest  prir 
' *  -^  ^^J.  ■■-^■'■■"  copy.  Pach  Hiifn  indicatt'S  a  siiund.  .\  bo 


iise<l  for  Business  ("orresiMindenc* 

and  Verbatim  Reporting.  Hy  K.  B.  BL'RNZ, 

^.;_^«*z>  Principal  of  N.  Y,  School  of"l'hono(fraphy. 

^•■a         Illustrated  by  I'laU-s  having  printed  Keys. 

..•u.7«-i  *.  Rased  wholly  upon  a  System  that  ha«  l>een 

•        •  ■  "he  Sltrns 

, and  can 

printed 

>py.  Mach  Hiifn  indlcatt'S  a  siiund.  .\  boy  of 

, '  ^   J  ^  u   I      .      PJ.Iiythisiiicthod,  willlcarn  ina  wc«-k  what 
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V'    "■  one  can.  In  a  short  time,  Ke|iort  Sermons, 

im  LORD'S  PRAYIR.  Sisc<hcs.Trials,  etc.  with  ea.se  and  ranidity. 
Many  rtoys  ana  ( .ins,  from  this  I^x>k  aWtne.  havi-  iMtMiine  splendid 
RciM inters,  and  arc  now  reivlvinir  from  Jl.^jOO  toffJOOOa  yea-  as  Kx- 
pert  Stenojrraphi'rs.  Youcan  (x'rfcct  yourself  In  a  short  time,  so 
that  yoii  will  have  a  I.ifc  <  >ccui)ati<m— one  that  always  commands 
hiph  salaries.  It  is  not  a  difllcult  study.  It  will  lie  of  immense  valuu 
to  any  vouiuf  nmn  or  woman.  This  is  really  the  only  Simple  and 
I'ractical  Hook  on  Shorth.ind  published,  and  it  will  !»■  a  profitable 
invest«)ent.l'rti.'e  90  p^nt*  or  Ixiund  in  Cloth  Uilt^y  I  ,00^ 
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Veterinary  Surj.'eon,  of  jfieat  ex|«Tience 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    22. 


Where  Did  You  G-et  That  Hat?  l 

CopjTlKht  S«-ur«l  1888. 

To  Whom  It  May  Poncbrs:-  I,  Frank  HardinK.  (rive  to  Henry  J.  Wehmaii,  130  J'ark 
Row.  New  York,  full  and  Hule  pemiitwlon  to  publiiih  the  words  of  thU  suhk- 

The  Wordu  and  Mimii!  of  thin  Sons:  will  be  sent  lo  any  addreHH,  post  paid,  on  rei-elpt  of  W 

i-ent».  or  this  and  any  two  otluT  Sonifs  for  Out-  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  NNehinan,  130  Park 

Kuw.  24ew  York  City.     Hostat^e  Stumps  taken  same  as  oash  for  ali  our|{uods, 

1 .  Now  how  I  came  to  get  this  hat 

'Tis  very  strange  and  funny: 
Grandfather  died  and  left  to  me. 

His  property  and  money. 
And  when  the  will  it  was  read  out. 

They  told  me  straight  anil  dat; 
If  I  would  have  his  money, 

I  must  always  wear  his  hat! 

Chorus.  ' 

Where  did  you  get  that  hat? 

Where  did  you  get  that  tile? 
Isn't  it  a  nobby  one, 

And  just  the  proper  style? 
I  shoultl  like  to  have  one 

Just  the  .same  as  that! 
Where  e'er  I  go  they  shout: 

"  Hello!  where  did  you  get  that  hat?" 

If  I  go  to  the  op'ra  house, 

In  the  op" ra  season; 
There's  s<ime  one  sure  to  shout  at  me. 

Without  the  slightest  reason. 
If  I  go  to  a '•  chowder  club," 

To  have  a  jolly  spree; 
There's  some  one  in  the  party. 

Who  is  sure  to  shout  at  me:— Chori's. 

At  twenty-one  I  thought  I  would 

To  my  sweetheart  be  married; 
The  people  in  the  neighborhood 

Hail  said  too  long  we'd  tarried. 
So  off  to  church  we  went  right  tjuick, 

Determined  to  get  wed; 
I  had  nut  long  l)een  there, 

When  the  parson  to  me  said: — CnoRUS. 


HERE   LIES  AN  ACTOR. 

lopyriKht,  1««»,  by  Willis  Woodward  <St  Co. 


THE  SHERIFF'S  SALE. 

CopyriKht,  1887,  by  8.  Brainurd's  Son8. 


Th«  Words  and  Music-  of  this  Soiitr  wil  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  po.■<^paid,  on  re<'«lpt  of  40  | 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sont(s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehnian,  130  fark 

Kow ,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  KOods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Barney  Mullelly. 

There's  an  old  cot  that  stands  in  a  square. 

For  ninety  odd  years  that  old  cot  has  stootl  there; 
Surrounded  by  trees  and  a  fence  that  Is  worn,  - 

'Twas  the  home  of  my  forefathers,  there  I  was  born. 
Hut  misfortune  came  o'er  us  and  soon  it  did  tell, 

The  sheriff  came  in  our  old  home  to  sell; 
It  WHS  then  I  did  weep,  my  poor  mother  did  moan. 

As  I  begged  them  in  vain  would  they  please  spare  the  home! 

CUUKUS. 

Please  spare  the  old  home,  please  spare  it,  I  pray. 

Don't  turn  out  my  mother,  so  feeble  and  gray; 
And  my  dear  loving  sister,  so  sickly  and  pale, 

Auctioneer!  auctioneer!  won't  you  please  stop  the  sale? 
Love  and  rejoicing  were  there  on  that  day. 

When  brother  embraced  my  dear  mother  so  gray, 
With  a  welcome  for  me  and  my  sister  so  frail, 

And  that  put  an  end  to  the  dread  sheriff's  sale! 

You  seldom  would  find  a  happier  lot, 

Than  our  little  family  that  dwelt  in  that  cot, 
With  father  and  mother,  sister,  brother  and  I, 

Till  sickness  came  over  us  and  father  did  die. 
Then  our  brother  left  home  to  tind  something  to  do, 

But  where  he  had  gone  no  one  ever  knew; 
So  I  toiled  late  and  early  to  keep  down  the  debt. 

And  often  I  hear  myself  pleading  them  yet:— ('hori'k. 

In  vain  I  did  plead,  but  without  avail. 

The  auctioneer  continued  to  cry  on  the  sale; 
The  very  l)est  bidder  was  a  man  quite  unknown. 

Till  his  money  he  paid  and  had  purchased  oiir  homo. 
Then  mother  and  sister,  with  hearts  sad  and  sore, 

Prepared  to  depart  from  our  cottage  door, 
When  the  stranger  spoke  up  .saying,  "  Your  sorrow's  done — 

I  return  you  your  home,  I  am  your  long  lost  son!  " — CiioRrs. 


f  s. 


published  with  exclusive  permls.siun. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  thi.'t  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  thisand  any  two  other  Sonip*  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow ,  New  York  City.     Postot^e  Stamps  taken  same  mt  cash  for  all  our  (foods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dre».ser. 

One  evening  I  was  strolling  through  the  city  of  the  tlead, 

Wliere  folks  have  .slept  for  many  years  while  birds  sang  overhead, 

The  little  mound  of  baby,  of  father  and  mother  dear. 

To  .see  them  there  united  filled  mine  eye  with  many  a  tear; 

I  saw  the  gra.s.sy  spot  where  my  dear  old  grandpa  lay. 

And  brothers,  sisters  scattered  'round,  a  mass  of  silent  clay; 

liiii  that  which  mo.stly  touched  me  was  an  open  spot  of  ground. 

These  words  ujiou  a  tombstone  I  saw  above  the  mouud: 

Chorus. 

Here  lies  an  actor,  In  life  play'd  many  parts. 

He  had  his  joys  and  sorrows,  was  oftimes  sad  at  heart; 

May  his  sleep  here  Ix;  peaceful,  beneath  the  bright  blue  skies. 
While  passing  drop  a  flower  where  an  actor  lies. 

Many  jxxiple  pa.ss'd  the  grave  that  day, I  knew  not  whence  they  came 

The  old,  tin;  young,  the  deaf,  some  gray,  decrepid,  blind  and  lame, 

A  silent  throng  of  faces,  they  moved  with  gentle  tread, 

Eiich  searching  for  a  loved  one  in  the  city  of  the  dead. 

Tlie  one  spot  looked  forsaken,  no  one  it  seemtnl  drew  nigh. 

No  tears  were  shed  unless  i>erchance  they  came  down  from  the  sky, 

llut  Ix'ing  naught  but  stranger,  with  nothing  else  to  do, 

Tho.se  words  impressed  me  vividly,  again  I  read  them  through. -Cho 

While  pond'ring  there,  a  little  child  with  innocence  and  grace, 

It  .seemed  to  me  celestial,  a  babe  with  angel  face, 

Came  up  and  scattered  o'er  that  spot  some  flowers  rich  juid  rare, 

Tlien  kneeling  by  the  actor's  grave,  bow'd  down  her  head  in  prayer. 

Oil,  God!  protect  my  papa  thro'out  the  night  and  day, 

I  l)eg  you  treat  him  kindly,  he's  'monj'  strangers  far  away, 

For,  oh,  we  loved  him  dearly,  she  said  in  accents  mild. 

Please  heetl  the  prayer,  oh.  Father,  of  an  actor's  only  child.— Cno. 


KERRIG-AN'S  MASQUERADE. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  re<'elpt  of  40 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  l.'to  Park  ' 

Kow,  New  Yolk  Uty.    Posta^fe  Stanipti  taken  Mtnie  us  casli  for  all  inxr  ttooUf. 

Words  and  Mu.tlo  by  Frank  Davis. 


One  night  I  was  invited  to  attend  a  fancy  Itall, 

I  dres.sed  myself  up  in  my  best, 
I  hurried  to  the  hall; 

All  sorts  were  there, 
I  do  declare. 

And  sweet  music  it  was  playeil; 
We  had  a  jolly  racket 

At  Kerrigan's  masquerade! 

Chorus. 

Hands  all  around,  Ijoys! 

Sweet  music  it  was  playc<l; 
Arrah!  forward  four,  we  welt  the  floor, 

At  Kerrigan's  mastjuerade. 

At  ten  o'clock,  precisely, 

We  had  to  close  the  door; 
It  was  crowded  to  suffocation. 

And  it  could  hold  no  more. 
There  was  ninety-seven  couples 

Kound  the  hall  did  promenade. 
Old  Ireland  was  well  represented 

At  Kerrigan's  masquerade.- Chorus. 

Kerrigan  was  dressed,  I  do  declare, 

Regardless  of  expense; 
He  waxed  his  moustache  up  with  soap. 

He  fairly  looked  immense. 
111."^  hair  was  tarred  with  axlegreasj;, 

He  had  a  five-cent  shave; 
It  would  make  you  die  when  to  waltz  he  tried 

The  night  of  the  masquerade! — Chorus. 


— A  lot  of  bootblacks  perched  on  a  curbstone  may  not  be  India 
rubber  boys,  yet  they  are  gutter  perchers. 
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Can  Yon  Tell  Me  the  Reason  Why? 

Copyright,  18S8,  by  Gt^.  M.  Klentk  &  Co. 

The  Words  aiid  Huidc  of  this  Sonjc  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

eentu;  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Sonerfi  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan.  130  Hark 

Kow,  Sew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Barney  McDonough.    . 


Good  music  is  always  quite  pleasing  to  the  ear. 

Can  you  tell  me  tne  reason  wbj-? 
But  some  you  hear  to-day  is  exceedingly  queer, 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 
If  you're  feeling  quite  ill,  got  an  awful  headache, 
And  a  little  Dutch  band  makes  every  thing  shake; 
Don't  you  wi.sh  you  were  in  Rome,  or  a  Southern  earthquake? 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 

They  say  a  red-headed  girl  and  a  white  horse  are  mates, 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 
By  inspiration  they  seem  to  make  dates, 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 
A  red-headed  girl  you  see  on  the  street, 
And  just  around  the  corner  a  white  horse  you  meet,     , 
Now  if  you'll  explain  the  reason,  I'll  stand  the  treat,     . 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reiison  why? 

Policemen  in  a  city  are  very  useful,  indeed, 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 
But  do  they  get  credit  for  every  noble  deed. 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  wLy? 
See  a  policeman  off  duty,  meet  him  on  the  street, 
He  is  dressed  just  the  Siune  as  any  other  man  you  moot ; 
But  you  can  always  tell  his  business  by  the  size  of  his  f«*(*t. 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 

Did  you  ever  meet  a  dude  with  a  pocket  full  of  boodler 

Can  you  tell  me  tlie  reasoa  why? 
But  how  aljout  the  girl  who  carries  the  poodle? 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 
A  man  in  our  days  must  "get  up  and  hustle," 
With  one  button  on  his  pants  he  often  has  to  tussel; 
But  liis  wife  must  always  have  the  latest  style  of  bustle, 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why?  . 

Spiritualism  in  our  days  is  growing  very  strong, 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 
But  to  disturb  a  fellow's  rest,  don't  you  think  it's  very  wrong? 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 
Now  it  may  be  very  pleasing  to  hear  from  those  who'rc  p:.ss'd  away, 
By  spiritualistic  rapping  through  a  medium  they  .say, 
But  you'll  find  more  honest  spirits  in  a  bar-r<M>m  any  day, 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 

When  you  have  the  money  you  can  always  "  let  her  go! " 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 
But  when  your  money's  gone  why  you  kind'er  go  it'slow. 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 
Go  round  to  your  grocer  and  ask  him  for  trust. 
He  will  tell  you  C.  O.  D.,  otherwise  he  would  bust; 
You  always  have  a  friend  when  you  have  the  dust. 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 

You  come  home  at  night,  you  know,  you  know. 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 
And  the  faster  you  walk  the  slower  you  go. 

Can  you  tell  me  tlie  reason  why? 
You  work  the  dead  latch  till  your  fingers  are  sore. 
Then  you  pull  the  door  bell  for  an  hour  or  more; 
But  your  wife  is  not  surprised  when  she  opens  the  door, 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why?  _      - 

The  donkey,  you  know,  is  very  fond  of  kicking, 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 
Of  course  it's  his  nature,  he  can't  be  cured  by  licking. 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 
But  some  people  in  this  world  beat  the  donkey  in  his  way, 
They  kick  in  their  sleep  and  they  kick  all  the  day. 
And  they'll  keep  on  kicking  until  they're  laid  away, 

Can  you  tell  me  the  reason  why? 


FINNEG-AN^S  MASQUERADE. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twovther  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stumps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


.  Words  by  Jerry  Cohan.    Music  by  Robert  Recker. 


— The  little  boy  came  in  with  his  clothes  torn,  his  hair  full  of 
dust,  and  his  face  l)earing  unmistakable  marks  of  a  severe  confiict. 
"Oh,  Williel  Willie!"  exclaimed  his  mother,  deeply  shocked  and 
grieved,  "  you  have  disobeyeti  me  again.  How  often  1  have  told 
you  not  to  play  with  that  wicked  Stapleford  boy!"  "Mamma," 
said  Willie,  "  (to  I  look  a.';  if  I  had  been  playing  willi  anybody?" 


Friends,  here  to-night  ye  have  an  invite 

To  a  grand  masquerade  of  a  high-toned  family; 
Put  on  your  queer  clothes,  masks  and  dominoes. 

In  gorgeous  cheapness  ye'll  hop,  dance  wid  glee; 
.  We'll  have  kings  and  clowns  in  their  garbs  and  «TOwn9, 

Lords,  dukes  and  great  ladies  nice,  there  promenade. 
All  races  of  min  since  the  world  begin, 

Will  sash-a  at  the  Finnegan's  grand  masijuerade; 
Ceaser,  Boss  Kelly  and  Brian  Borough, 

Wid  Sitting  Bull  skipping  the  gay  tra-la-loo. 

Chokub. 
There'll  be  Sprague  wid  his  gun,  making  Conkling  run. 

Then  Garfield,  Napoleon  and  Grant  will  para«le; 
Tlie  Parole  horse  will  prance,  Bernhardt  will  dance 

Wid  Kowell  at  Finnegan's  grand  masquerade. 

Russian  and  Turk  will  get  in  their  work. 

And  East  India  belles  dance  wid  African  beans; 
The  bulls  and  the  bears  will  assemble  in  pairs. 

Brave  knights  and  fair  dames  will  shake  their  toes; 
Tlie  Spaniard  and  Moore  will  welt  the  wax  floor, 

Britania's,  Columbia's  and  Erin's  fair  maids. 
With  the  queen  of  Japan  and  a  big  Injun  man 

Will  chow-chow  at  Finnegan's  grand  masqueratie; 
The  Sultan  and  Czar  will  dance  and  talk  war. 

And  Grant  smokes  cigars  wid  the  Emitcror  Bill! 

CUOKUS, 

John  Bull  and  Parnell  will  cut  a  great  swell. 
The  Pope  and  Prince  Bisniark  in  peace  will  paraiie. 

While  the  heathen  Chinese  wid  his  pig-tail  all  grease. 
Will  be  fired  from  the  Finnegan's  grand  mascjuerade. 


TOOTSY  WOOTSY. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  WUUs  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  is>st-iiaid,  on  i-eceipt  of  40 
'Uts;  or  this  and  uii>'  two  other  Sonjrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  weliinan,  Vfti  Park 


Koiv,  New  York  City.    Pob'tuge  Stampstaken 


an  casli  for  all  our  gouUn. 


Words  by  Sydney  Rosenfeld.    Music  by  Jesse  Williams. 

Moon  light  fell  ui)on  the  lake, 

Sailed  a  maid  and  lover  bold; 
And  the  moon  but  half  awake. 

Nodded  as  the  tale  wjis  told. 
Soft  she  spake,  her  arms  around  him. 

While  he  drank  her  love  notes  triiet; 
"  I's  oose  ickle  t(X)tsy  wootsy, 

Whose  ickle  toots  is  'oo?  " 

Sailed  upon  that  self-same  lake. 

That  same  maid  with  lover  l)old; 
But  the  moon  now  wide  awake. 

Listened  as  the  tale  was  told. 
For  another  love  sat  near  by  her, 

Drinking  words  of  honeyed  dew; 
"  I's  oose  ickle  tootsy  wootsy, 

Whose  ickle  toots  is  'oo?  " 

Listening  moon  was  sore  distrest. 

For  two  warriors  met  one  night; 
Each  declared  himself  as  blest, 

(Faithless  maid  to  cause  such  plight!) 
Both  were  lovers,  fond  and  fervent, 

Each  as  sure  as  sure  could  be; 
Both  were  her  own  tootsy  wootsies. 

Whose  ickle  toots  was  she? 


—George— After  Miss  De  Pink,  eh?  Are  you  solid  with  her 
father?  Gus- Solid?  Every  time  I  am  with  her  father  I  am 
petrified. 

— Blobson — Say,  Dumpsey,  did  you  know  that  your  ghost 
stories  and  anecdotes  came  near  frightening  Popenjay  to  death  the 
other  night?  Dumpsey — Why,  no!  he  seemed  to  be  all  right 
when  he  left.  Blobson — I  know  it;  but  5'ou  see  he  kept  thinking 
those  horrible  things  over  all  the  way  home,  and  when  he  got  to  \ 
the  door,  and  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  and  pulled  out  a  skeleton  C 
key — why,  man,  it  came  near  being  the  death  of  him!  f 
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SWEET  LOVE,  BE^  TRUE  TO   ME. 

I'opyntfht.  188e,  by  J.  <".  (}io<>iU'  A  Co. 

Tlie  Woidit  aud  Miixio  of  this  Souk  will  t>e  !«nt  to  any  aUdrt'K*.  po!it-iMU<l,  on  receipt  of  4U 

>  riit''.  ur  chin  uiid  niiv  l«o  utiier  SoiiK-t  for  One  I>ollar.  by  H.  J.  Wetiiuaii,  IM  ^mk 

Raitk,  New  Yolk  <'Uy.     I'uxfaKe  Stamps  taken  name  an  caHh  tin-  all  uur  KouUs. 

Word!)  and  Miisio  by  Thox.  lieMat'k.      .        . 


MUST  WE  FOREVER  PART? 


«'0|i>riKi>t.  1)W8,  b>  IVase  Jt  Sander. 


The  Wonl!)  and  MunIo  of  (his  S»iik  will  be  M-nt  to  any  addreiw,  po^iiaid,  on  receipt  ot  4U 

r»nl».  ur  this  Mnd  aii>  (»<>  other  Solitrs  for  One  llullur,  l>y  H.  J    \Vehiii<in,  l.iu  t^ark 

Kou  ,  Nrw  ^oiki'ity.     l'osiKt;eStanipstakeii  Haiiieu'^i'nsh  lor  all  oiirKtMHls. 


My  heart  is  where  ray  darling  itwells, 

In  ii  land  so  far  away; 
Oh.  would  that  I  was  near  her, 

I'd  forever  with  her  stay. 
I'll  never  forget  at  parting, 

As  we  stood  by  the  sea, 
Hhe  whisi>ered  in  my  heart, 

Sweet  h>ve,  l)e  ever  true  to  me. 

Chorus. 

Sweet  love,  l)e  true  to  me. 

She  whispered  by  the  sea; 
When  you  are  on  the  ocean  wlhl, 

I'll  fondly  dream  of  thee. 
Farewell,  you  must  not  weep, 

'Tis  only  for  a  while; 
When  Winter's  o'er  I  shall  return 

With  Spring's  bright,  happy  smile. 

In  all  of  earth's  beauties. 

Flowers,  rich  and  rare. 
Nature  never  smiled  upon 

A  flower  so  rich  and  fair. 
When  evening  shades  were  falling. 

We  would  wander  side  by  side. 
To  a  quiet  shade  that  nature  made. 

For  me  to  woo  my  bride. — Chokl's. 


Won't  You  Bny  My  Pretty  Flowers? 


t'opyright.  ll«7.  by  John  S  Horuer. 


The  Words  and  MUKic  of  this  Song  wil  Ije  sent  to  any  addretv),  poxt-paid,  on  receipt  of  «u 

rents,  ur  thi!)  and  any  two  other  Son^forOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian.  l!tu  >'ark 

KoM,  Neu  Vurk  City.    Postacc  ■'^'''■■>P^t&'t^»  itaiiiea.sca.th  for  all  i>ui'ifuu<>s 


Words  by  Jennie  Calef.    Mu-sic  by  H.  H.  Danlu. 
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rnderneath  the  gas  light's  glitter. 

Stands  a  fragile  little  girl; 
Heedles-s  of  the  night  winds  bitter, 

As  they  round  about  her  whirl. 
While  the  thousands  pass  unheetling 

In  the  evening's  wanning  hours; 
Still  slie  cries  with  tearful  pleading, 

Won't  you  buy  my  pretty  flowers? 

Refrain. 

There  are  many  .sad  and  weary 

In  tliis  pleasant  world  of  ours, 
Crying  in  the  night  winds  bitter. 

Won't  you  buy  my  pretty  flowers? 

Ever  coming,  ever  going, 

."Men  and  women  hurry  by. 
Heedless  of  the  tear  dro{\s  gleaming. 

In  her  sad  and  wistful  eyes. 
While  she  .stamls  there  .sacfly  sighing, 

III  the  cold  and  dreary  hours, 
Listen  to  her  .sweet  voice  crying. 

Won't  you  buy  my  pretty  flowers?— Hkfrain. 

Not  ii  loving  word  to  cheer  her. 

From  the  pa.s.sers  by  is  heard; 
Not  a  friend  to  linger  near  her. 

With  a  heart  by  pity  .stirred. 
On  they  rush  the  selfi.sh  thousands. 

Seeking  pleasure's  pleasant  l)owers; 
None  u>  hear  with  sjid  compas.sion, 

Won't  you  buy  my  pretty  flowers. — Refkain. 


— Humorous  husband:  "  Maria,  what  do  you  think?  This 
I  lorning  a  man  k>r>ked  me  straight  in  the  fac-e  andcttt  mc"  Trust- 
i^ig  wife:  "  Oo*h1  gracious!  Who  was  it?"     Humorous  husban»l: 

The  burlier".  '  

— "  How  are  my  buscuits.  Algernon,  dearest?"  a.sked  a  young 
^'ife.  "  Biscuits!"  echoed  the  young  husband,  as  one  fell  olT  on 
the  floor  with  a  thud  (of  the  "  dull,  sickening"  variety),  "Well,  a.s 
bisruits  they  are  failures,  but  if  yoti  will  gild  or  bronze  a  few,  I'll 
liake  them  to  my  oflico  and  use  them  for  pai)er  weights." 


Wurda  by  A.  Piiuchlnellu.    Musid  by  W.  A.  Sandrr. 

Do  yoii  then  love  another? 

Have  yoii  forgot  the  past  ? 
Or  are  you  loath  to  tell  me 

It  was  too  sweet  to  last? 
Love,  like  the  tender  rose-bud 

That  on  thy  breast  doth  lie. 
Will,  if  'tis  left  uncared  for. 

Wither  and  fade  and  die. 

CnoRi's. 

Is  then  our  love  dream  over? 

Speak  to  my  aching  heart ; 
Do  you  then  love  another? 

Must  we  forever  part? 

Do  you  then  love  another? 

Why  was  it  that  we  met? 
Why  did  I  love  you  ever? 

Why  can  I  not  forget? 
Life  is  a  b\irden  to  me 

When  thou  art  from  my  side 
W^hy  do  you  leave  me  darling? 

Conquer  foolish  pride. 

ClIORfS. 

Tell  me  the  old  love  lingers, 
Sjieak  to  my  aching  heart; 

Or  do  you  love  another? 
Must  we  forever  part? 

Do  you  then  love  another? 

W  hat  was  my  love  to  thee? 
Gone  like  a  withered  flower. 

Smiles  that  I  loved  to  see. 
Are  all  the  vows  forgotten, 

Plighted  for  life  to  last? 
Now  day  by  day  we're  drifting,     - 

A|KU't  we" re  drifting  fast. 

Chorus. 

Say  that  )'ou  love  no  other. 
Speak  to  my  aching  heart; 
*  Kiss  me  once  more,  my  darling. 
Then  we  shall  never  part. 

BABY  S  PRAYER 

CopyriKbt,  ISM,  by  T.  B.  Harms  <t  Co. 
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The  Word*  and  Music  of  thi>i  Song  will  be  nent  to  any  addref<.<<,  poll^paid,  on  n-<-eipt  of  40 

rehla;  urthiHaiiU  any  (wo  other  Songii  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehiiuui,  l.iu  furk 

Ruw,  .New  York  City.    Postage  tttamiM  taken  Maine  a.^  cash  fur  all  uur  ko*mIK' 

Wordi  by  ( »eor(fe  C<x>per.    Music  by  J»n»es  Noriie 


With  hands  so  softlj-  folded. 

She  whispered,  "  Papa,  dear. 
Come  hear  my  prayer,  as  mother  heard  It, 

When  she  was  with  us  here! ' 
Fondly  then  that  little  darling 

Knelt  l)e.side  her  father's  eiiair, 
W'hile  the  twilight  shadows  deep:'ned 

< )  f-r  her  ringlets,  golden  fair. 

ClIORlS. 

Then  he  taught  his  baby  darling 
Words  so  .simple,  pure  and  liiest; 

Taught  the  jnayer  as  mother  tauirht, 
Kre  his  darling  went  to  rest. 

"Our  FatluT,  up  in  heaven. 

All  hallowed  l>e  thy  name; 
Thy  kingdom  come,  Tliy  will  iM'done 

On  earth,  in  heaven  the  same." 
"  This  is  all  I  know,  dear  papa. 

And  I  want  to  say  it  right; 
T«'ach  me,  just  as  mother  .sjiid  It, 

Kre  I  kiss  you  sweet  gootl-night, — CHOHra. 


»  >  » 


— Little  Willie  (wanting  to  be  .sick  about  .s<hool-time):  "Mamma, 
what  sickness  is  it  where  you  don't  have  to  take  castor  oil?" 
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The  Mottoes  That  are  Framed  Upon 

the  Wall. 

Copyright,  IMS,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  t'o. 

The  Word*  and  Much-  of  this  Song  will  Ihj  sent  to  «uy  oddrcsH.  |>ost/j>«id.  on  rpi-pipt  nf 
Cfnti",  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjre  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  .1.  ^^  phnian,  ISO  Park 
Bow,  New  York  C'ity.    Poetage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Wm.  I^vere.    Music  by  W.  K.  Mullaly. 

ThiTcs  a  weallb  of  pure  affectiou. 

There's  a  retrospect  of  joy, 
Miugled  witb  the  thoughts  of  mother  and  of  home. 

And  the  t<,'nder  recollection  of  her  teachings  when  a  boy 
Seem  to  always  hover  'round  me  where  I  roam. 

Every  window,  every  door,  every  nail  beneath  the  floor,    . 
Kvery  cranny  from  the  kitchen  to  the  hall, 

And  engraven  on  my  heart, 
From  memory  never  to  part. 

Arc  the  mottoes  that  are  framed  upon  the  wall. 

Kefkain, 

•'  God  bless  our  home,"  "  In  God  we  trust," 

"  Kind  wordc,"  "  A  welcome  to  all;" 
"  lyove  one  another,"  "  What  is  home  without  a  mother? " 

Are  the  mottoes  that  arc  framed  uix>n  the  wall. 


And  while  kneeling  in  the  evening,  -  /  ■    . 

I  have  echoed  mother's  prayer, 
And  I  lingered  for  her  gentle,  loving  kiss; 

And  I  heard  her  "  goodnight,  darling,"  as  I  climbed  the  fetairs, 
For  me  there  was  no  dearer  sound  than  this. 

Her  angel  form  reposes 'neaih  the  daisies  on  the  hill,        -  . 
An  offering  to  Him  who  rules  us  all, 

Her  spirit  hovers  near, 
Iscems  whispering  to  mo  still, 

From  the  mottoes  that  are  ujwn  the  wall.— Refkatn.  '.    . 


That's  Where  the  Laugh  Conies  In. 

Copyright,  1865,  by  Wni.  A.  I'onU  A  In. 

Tlia  Words  sod  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  |in.>iti)aid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cent«;  or  this  and  an.y  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  .1.  wehinan.  isn  Park 

Row,  N«w  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca^^h  for  all  our  goods. 


•    V    ,  Words  and  Music  by  Ka.stburn.  -. 

Augustus  Doni  Pedro,  a  handsome  young  man, 
Who  travelled  on  his  shape,  I  am  told, 

Determined  to  get.  if  he  possibly  could, 
A  wife  who  had  plenty  of  gold. 

So  tilling  his  noddle  with  many  a  plan,* 
Bv  which  he  the  lady  could  win; 

He  hit  ujKjn  one  which  1  shortly  shall  tell, 

.  And  "  That's  where  the  laugh  comes  in."  -^ 

Chokus. 

"  That's  where  the  laugh  comes  in,  hal  ha! 

That's  where  the  lau^h  comes  in, 
'Twas  owing  all  to  the  meome  tax. 

And  that's  where  the  laugh  comes  in." 

He  borrowed  a  watch  and  a  massive  g«jld  chain, 

Rings,  studs,  and  in  fact  all  he  could; 
Then  sold  them  for  greenbacks,  and  shortly  Ix'forc 

The  income  assessor  he  stood. 
He  handed  the  money  to  one  of  the  clerks. 

Who  entered  his  name  with  a  grin. 
He  thought  him  a  nabob,  and  set  him  down  such. 

And  short!}'  "  The  laugh  comes  in."— Chokus. 

While  eagerly  scanning  the  pajxir  nc.\t  da}'. 

To  his  great  delight  did  appear 
His  name,  with  his  income  in  figures  set  down, 

At  full  twenty  thousand  per  year. 
The  plan  was  successful,  he  married  the  girl,     • 

And  tho'  he  was  not  worth  a  pin. 
His  wits  got  a  wife  who  had  plenty  for  both, 

And  "That's  where  the  laugh  comes  in." — Chokus. 

The  father  enraged  at  the  terrible  "  sell," 

Determined  the  young  man  to  shoot; 
But  turning  tlie  matter  again  in  his  mind. 

Concluded  Augustus  to  lx)ot. 
When  the  calmer  he  grew,  he  thought  he  would  do 

The  best  that  he  could  for  his  kin, 
bo  he  gave  them  the  cash,  and  they  cut  quite  a  da.sh, 

And  "  That's  where  the  laugh  comes  in." — Chorus. 


I  DO  FEEL  SO  AWFULLY  LOOSE. 

Copyright,  187«,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Bong  will  be  sent  U<  anv  addrcw.  iHtst  imid.  on  receipt  of  40  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  U.J.  W  ehinan,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  lucash  for  all  our  goods. 

I've  been  dining  and  wining  to-da}',  you  can  see. 

In  a  manner  remarkably  loose; 
And  to  go  on  the  spree  I  know  would  suit  me, 

For  I  mustn't  go  home,  'tis  no  use. 
,  Oh,  I  do  feel  so  gay,  so  reckless  and  gay. 

My  spirits  so  lively  and  spruce; 
I  could  dance,  sing  or  play  in  a  juvenile  way. 

For  I  feel  so  a^v'fully  loose. 

Chouus. 

I  do  feel  so  awfully  loo.se, 
I  do  feel  so  awfully  lot>se; 
:   Of  course  you  can  see  I'm  out  (»n  a  spree, 
For  I  do  feel  so  awfully  l(x)se. 

I  was  walking  and  talking  along  Broadway, 

And  feeling  decidedly  loose; 
I  was  laughing  and  chaffing  with  ladies  .so  gay. 

The  excitement  must  plead  my  excuse. 
All  at  once  I  descried  a  girl  by  my  side. 

And  my  heart  went  pit-pat  like  the  deuce; 
For  I  give  you  my  word  this  would  not  have  occurred. 

Had  I  not  felt  so  awfully  loose. — Cnoiurs. 

The»  to  woo  and  to  coo  I  embraced  every  chance. 

In  a  style  that  was  certainly  loose; 
For  I  pressed  her  to  go  to  the  Argylc  to  dance. 

And  really  would  take  no  excuse. 
I  said  'twould  be  bliss  if  she  gave  me  a  kiss. 

And  to  raise  her  veil  tried  to  induce; 
Who  is  that?  on  my  life!  I've  been  courting  my  wife. 

Oh,  I  did  feel  so  awfully  loose.— Chouuk. 

Now  what  she  said  and  I  said  may  easily  Ik-  gues.sed. 

We  both  felt  remarkably  loose; 
The  dispute  grew  so  w  arm  that  I  thtiught  it  be  l:R;st 

To  leave  her  by  way  of  a  truce. 
So  1  left  her  behind  and  comfort  I  tiiul 

In  imbibing  the  generous  juice; 
Oh,  I  shall  get  it  hot  but  I  don't  give  a  jot, 

For  to-night  I  am  out  on  the  loose. — Chouur. 


.  •  .Wi 
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I  WILL  RETURN  AGAIN. 

CopjTtght,  188«,  by  T,  B.  Harms  &  <;<>. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrcs.".  luHit^naid.  on  rocxipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H  ,1.  ^  ehnian,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as'ca.Hh  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Samuel  Bradbury. 


I  am  leaving  thee  to  wander 

Far  over  the  ocean  wide; 
Oh,  say  you'll  not  forget  me 

Whatever  may  betide. 
Tho'  land  and  sea  divides  us. 

My  heart  shall  ever  l»e 
As  true  as  the  stars  above. 

So  true  I'll  be  to  thee. 

Choru8. 

Oh,  love,  say  you'll  Ik;  true 

When  I'm  far  away; 
Tho'  years,  love,  come  ;ind  go. 

Think  of  me  night  and  day. 
One  kiss,  love,  and  gotxl-byc. 

Parting  may  give  thee  pain; 
Faithful  to  thee,  darling,  I'll  1)c, 

I  will  return  again. 

Tho'  long  5'ears  pass,  my  sweet  one. 

And  cares  our  path  l)cstrcw , 
A  constant  love  will  brighten 

That  path  for  me  and  you. 
Tho'  foreign  lands  I  soon  maj-  roam. 

And  other  faces  see; 
My  heart  will  still  be  true  to  my  love. 

Will  still  be  true  to  thee. — Chorus. 


— Frenchman:  Yes,  Miss  Bostonia.  in  the  Mediterranean  I  sjiiled 
through  .schools  of  sardines.  Miss  Bostonia:  Nonsense!  How 
could  they  swim  in  those  heavy  tin  lM>xes? 
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MISTER  NOBODY. 

Copyright.  11B8,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

Th«  Worrto  und  Munio  of  thUi  Sons'  *'U1  be  sent  to  any  addresA,  post  paid,  on  r«>oplpt  of  tO 

cento,  ur  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wchnian,  IM  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 

fWords  by  Elizabeth  Prentiss,    finale  by  Seba.<<tian  B.  Schlcsinger. 

j        I  know  a  very  funny  little  man, 
As  quiet  as  a  mouse; 
Who  tioes  the  mischief  that  is  done 
In  cverylxxly's  house. 
-'  There's  no  one  ever  .sees  his  face. 
Ami  yet  we  all  agree; 
That  every  plate  we  break  was  crackcil 
By  Mister  Nobody. 


'Tis  he  who  always  tears  our  l)ooks, 

Who  leaves  the  door  ajar! 
He  pulls  the  buttons  from  our  shirts, 

And  scatters  pins  afar! 
The  squeaking  door  will  always  squeak. 

For  prithee,  don't  you  see, 
AVc  leave  the  oiling  to  be  done 

By  Mister  Nobody. 

He  puts  damp  wood  on  the  fire. 

That  kettles  cannot  boil; 
His  are  the  feet  that  bring  in  mud, 

And  all  the  carpets  soil. 
The  papers  alwaj's  are  mislaid, 

Who  had  them  last  but  he? 
There's  no  one  tosses  them  about 

But  Mister  Nolxxiy; 
Theres  no  one  tosses  them  about 

But  Mister  Nobody. 

The  finger  marks  upon  the  doors, 

By  none  of  us  are  made; 
We  never  leave  the  blinds  unclosed. 

To  let  the  curtains  fade. 
'The  ink  we  never  spill, 

The  boots  that  lying  round  j'ou  sec. 
Are  not  our  boots. 

They  all  belong  to  Mister  Nolxxiy; 
To  Mister  Nobody, 

They  all  belong  to  Mister  Nobody. 


I'D   LIKE   TO   BE   A   SWELL. 

j      '  Copyright,  IM9.  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  A  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-p«id,  on  rereipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  v,  phman.  ISO  Park 

Row,  Sew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


To  Others  I  will  leave  the  praise 

Of  being  useful  men. 
It's  ornamental  I  would  be, 

One  of  the  upper  ten ; 
I  dare  say  when  it's  at  your  foot,       . 

It's  right  to  kick  the  ball; 
■But  I  always  see  he's  most  admired 

Who  nothing  docs  at  all. 
For  I'd  like  to  Ix;  a  swell. 

Yes.  I'd  like  to  be  a  swell; 
With  his  drawling  talk,  affected  walk. 

Id  like  to  be  a  swell. 

Chorus. 

I'd  like  to  be  a  swell, 

Yes.  Id  like  to  be  a  swell; 
With  his  drawling  talk,  affected  walk, 

I'd  like  to  be  a  swell. 

I'd  rather  Ix;  a  butterfly 

Than  a  little  ugly  grub,  ^    ^ 

It  always  is  the  humble  grub     ; 

That  people  like  to  snub; 
But  get  a  suit  of  handsome  clothes, 

A  lot  of  stamps  also. 
And  then  no  matter  who  you  arc 

You're  certain  sure  to  go. 
^^  I'd  like  to  be  a  swell, 

Yes  I'd  like  to  be  a  swell; 
With  his  drawling  talk,  and  affected  walk, 

I'd  like  to  be  a  swell.— Chorus. 


THAT  INNOCENT   KID. 

Copyright,  IMS,  by  Harding  Brothrrs. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postiMiid.  nn  m-eipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  1.%  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  V.  Mitchell. 


I  pity  the  father  and  mother  we've  got,  ^ 

An  innocent  kid! 
They're  always  in  water  exceedingly  hot. 

With  inuiwent  kid! 
The  kid's  an  example  to  all  kids  around. 
With  .sanctified  phrases  her  speeches  alx>und; 
Yet  in  all  sorts  of  devilment  she  will  be  found. 

This  innocent  kid! 

She  talks  goody-goody  and  loves  Sunday-school,  y 

Sweet  innocent  kid! 
Yet  she  has  her  own  way  like  a  government  mule. 

This  innocent  kid! 
She  will  tell  you  of  "  Mary  and  her  little  lamb!" 
She  will  smear  your  best  trousers  with  candy  or  jam; 
Till  you  feel  in  your  heart  you'd  like  to  say 

To  innocent  kid ! 

There  never  was  a  secret  that  isn't  well  known 

To  innocent  kid! 
She  will  worry  your  life  as  a  dog  does  a  bone, 

This  innocent  kid! 
If  her  sister,  at  night,  is  alone  with  her  spark. 
And  the  lx;au  should  be  bashful,  well — he's  just  the  mark! 
For  she'll  turn  out  the  gas  and  leave  them  in  the  dark, 

Sweet  innocent  kid! 

She  will  talk  about  marriage  b<;fore  she  is  ten, 

This  innocent  kid! 
And  give  jxiinters  in  courting  to  old  married  men. 

Oil,  innocent  kid! 
You  may  dress  in  the  fashion  and  study  with  pains,    . 
An«i  prt'sent  her  big  sister  with  lockets  and  chains; 
But  she'll  (piickly  nnd  out  if  you've  got  any  brains. 

This  innocent  kid! 

When  she  grows  up  to  womanhood,  she  is  the  same 

Sweet  innocent  kid! 
With  a  woman's  ambition  for  changing  her  name, 

Dear  innocent  kid! 
Siipjxjr  parties  and  balls,  matinees  and  all  that. 
Are  the  aim  of  her  life  and  she's  got  them  down  pat; 
Oh,  the  fun  she  hits  when  she  catches  a  flat. 

This  innocent  kid! 

She  goes  fishing  for  men  and  her  smiles  are  the  bait. 

Of  innocent  kid! 
She  will  meet  a  big  jay  and  she'll  call  him  her  fate; 

Oh,  inn(x;ent  kiti! 
Ah,  l)ut  when  she  has  captured  the  man  and  his  pelf. 
The  love,  like  cold  mutton,  is  put  on  the  shelf; 
Then  the  husband  sits  down  and  sings  to  himself, 

"  I'm  innocent  kid!  " 


;•    ii 


THE  EVENING   TELEGRAM. 

Written  and  pnng  by  Sam  Dcvcrc. 

There  arc  loto  of  daily  )>a|)«r8  that  arc  published  every  day. 

And  if  you  will  liften  I  will  tell  you  what  they  pay; 
Firnt  we  have  the  Herald,  Tribune  and  the  Sun, 

But  ril  bet  the  Star  was  printed  before  the  World  Ix'^nin. 
Wc  have  the  New  York  C'lfpncr.  for  cjiortinp  news  the  bent. 

And  what  the  Tnith  woufa  like  to  know  the  Post  and  Kxj)reiw; 
But  if  you  want  the  newB  that'K  freph,  ai«  Burc  an  my  name  if«  Sam, 

Call  a  ncwBboy  from  the  corner  and  buy  the  Evening  Telegram. 

Would  you  like  to  know  how  Hewitt  went  over  to  Iluntcre'  Point 

In  jmrtnernhip  with  Talmagc  to  start  an  onium  joint? 
How  Doctor  Mary  Walker  in  waiting  for  a  chance 

To  wear  a  jersey  to  expose  the  polonaise  of  her  pants? 
When  President  Cleveland's  fishing  he  never  has  to  wait. 

For  the  fat  woman  in  the  museum  is  just  the  thing  for  bait? 
And  why  the  cheap  Italians  never  expect  to  see  a  man 

Of  the  Board  of  Ilealth  in  Crosby  street  in  the  Evening  Telegram? 

Twill  tell  you  about  divorcee,  and  the  cheapest  place  to  eat,  * 

How  the  "Reverend  Billy  McG  lory  discovered  Hcetcr  street; 
Al>out  lady  fortune  tellers  who  try  to  to\ic  you  in. 

And  give  you  lots  of  taffy  and  collar  all  your  tin. 
t)r  if  you  have  rheumiitirs  and  a  turkish  bath  you  need. 

There's  lot's  of  ladv  doctors  who  are  very  kind  indee<l; 
And  al>out  the  great  fea-st  iron  bridge  two  great  cities  span. 

And  when  Hugh  J.  tJrant  will  have  twins  in  the  Evening  Telegram. 
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THE  BLONDE  THAT  NEVER  DYES. 


Copyricrht,  1«70,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


Mutiic  of  thi«  Sons  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet^paid,  or 
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The  Words  and  ] 
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on  receipt  of  40 
„  .  m,  ISO  Pn   ■ 

Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Bobby  Ncwcomb.    Music  by  J.  R  Donniker. 


As  I  Strolled  out  the  other  day, 

In  f<ashioDs  best  arrayed, 
I  passed  and  looked  and  listened  to  gents, 
--  As  compliments  they  paid. 

And  one  that  pleased  me  most  of  all. 

Was  spoken  with  such  sighs; 
A  nice  young  man  says  there  she  goes, 
The  blonde  that  never  dyes. 
Spoken. — He  was  a  real  nice  young  fellow,  and  I  foil  (^uitc 
taken  with  him,  especially  when  he  spoke  the  truth  so  charmingly 
in  saj'ing  that  I  was — 

Chorus.  /    :  , 

The  blonde  that  never  dyes, 

The  blonde  that  never  dyes; 
Both  far  and  near  that's  what  I  hear, 
The  blonde  that  never  dyes. 
v  ■     The  blonde  that  never  dyes, 

Both  far  and  near 
.        I'm  sure  to  hear. 

The  blonde  than  never  dyes. 

What's  in  a  name?  Shakespeare  .said. 

But  with  him  I  don't  hold; 
For  some  have  st^^lctl  my  hair  of  late. 

As  quite  a  rise  in  gold. 
Yet  I  don't  mind  them,  not  a  bit,  ' 

But  wonder  at  their  eyes. 
To  think  I  die  while  yet  live. 

The  blonde  that  never  dyes. 

Spoken.— And  it  is  so  funny  to  bear  the  different  remarks  as  I 
go  bj,  I  heard  a  young  fellow  the  other  day  lisp  out  to  his  com- 
panion: I  thav  Charlie,  ith  that  hair  vermillion?  No,  replied  his 
friend,  I  think  its  wed,  but  at  that  moment  a  third  parly  tapped 
him  on  the  shoulder  and  said  your  are  quite  mistaken  for  that 
lady  is  the— Chorus.  - 

To  use  a  phrase  I  call  my  own, 
And  one  of  which  I'm  fond; 
At  once  proclaims  to  all  my  friends: 

I'll  live  and  die  a  blonde. 
Yet  some  will  say  that  cannot  be. 

And  add  to  my  surprise; 
That  I  must  live  and  die  the  same  a.s  now 
A  blonde  that  never  dyes. 
Spoken. — So  I  suppose,  my  friends,  you  may  congratulate  mc, 
as  I  shall  in  all  probability  live  forever — that  is,  it  must  be  so 
when  I  hear  it  daily  announced  that  I  am  the — Chorus. 


JUST  A  LITTLE.  V  U 

Copyrighted  1888. 

Written  for  Sam  Dcvcre  by  Joseph  Tabrar,  of  London,  England. 

When  I  go  to  a  theatre  a  private  box  I  occupy. 

To  notice  all  the  pretty  little  darlings  on  the  sly; 
1  dont  like  girls  in  long  sleeves,  but  1  really  must  confess, 
1  much  prefer  ladies  in  a  slightly  low-nccKCd  dress. 
Spoken:— You  know,  not  too  low,  but— 

CHORrs. 
Just  a  little,  just  a  little, 

I  don't  like  to  behold  them  when  they  arc  dressed  bciow  the  shoulders; 
Tho'  it's  proper,  strictly  proper 
To  wear  their  dresses  oixjn  just  a  little. 

All  things  in  this  world  I  think  there's  nought  like  married  life, 
And  every  fellow  ought  to  have  at  least  one  true  and  loving  wife; 

But  wives  should  ne'er  permitted  be  to  talk  to  other  men. 
And  men  should  only  oe  allowed  to  flirt  just  now  and  tJien. 
Spoken  :— Not  flirt  too  much,  but—  « 

Chorus. 
Just  a  little,  just  a  little, 

Such  as  kissing  sweet  every  pretty  girl  yea  meet; 
Which  is  proper,  strictly  proper 

For  a  married  man  to  travel  just  a  little. 

I  don't  like  girls  who  walk  out  without  holding  up  their  skirt, 
.\nd  let  them  dangle  on  the  ground  U>  sweej)  up  all  the  dirt; 

In  fact  as  far  as  I'm  a  judge  1  think  young  ladies  ought 
To  have  their  trains  cut  oflf  and  wear  their  dresses  rather  short. 

Spoken:- Not  too  short,  but— 

Chorus. 
Just  a  little,  just  a  little. 

If  they  wore  them  slightly  shorter  they  would  always  have  A  conrter; 
And  It's  proper,  strictly  proper 
To  wear  their  dresses  shorter,  just  a  little. 


Dimpled  Cheeks  and  Laughing  Eyes. 

Copyright,  18«(t,  by  Islen  *  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rpceipt  of  ■ 
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There's  a  secret  that  has  placed  me  in  distress, 

And  if  you'll  only  listen  I'll  confess; 
'Tis  of  a  maiden  fair,  with  sunny,  golden  hair, 

And  her  eyes  gave  me  a  glance  or  tenderness. 
It  was  early  mom  and  in  the  month  of  May, 

When  I  first  chanced  to  meet  her 
In  a  quiet  little  grove,  the  residing  place  of  love. 

When  the  soaring  lark  was  carrolling  forth  its  lay. 
She  is  the  fairest  in  the  land. 

And  very  soon  I'll  claim  her  hand,        . 
Dimpled  cheeks  and  laughing  eyes, 

Greet  me  mornings  at  sun  rise; 
And  together  through  the  glen  we  stray. 

When  the  soaring  lark  is  carrolling  forth  its  lay. 

Sweet  thoughts  of  her  are  always  in  my  mind, 

Now,  harm  in  that  you  surely  cannot  find; 
When  the  sun  has  gone  to  rest,  and  each  bird  has  sought  its  nest. 

We  wander  forth  and  leave  all  cares  l)ehind. 
When  the  dew  is  calmly  resting  on  each  spray. 

Reflecting  back  the  moonlight; 
We  stroll  thro'  every  glen,  then  part  to  meet  again. 

When  the  soaring  lark  is  carrolling  forth  its  lay. 
She  is  the  one  I  love,  I  prize, 

With  laughter  in  her  eyes; 
Dimpled  cheeks  and  laughing  eyes,  ; 

Greet  me  mornings  at  sun  rise; 
And  together  through  the  glen. 

When  the  soaring  lark  is  carrolling  forth  its  lay. 


t  .  ■- 


LET  IT  BE  SOON. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


Tho  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  SonR  wil  he  f>ent  to  any  address.  p<>!>t-p^d.  ob  receipt,  of  «0 
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IWords  by  Clement  Scott.    Music  by  F.  Paolo  Tostt 

Let  is  be  soon! 

.  Life  was  not  made  to  long  for  distant  hours  of  futurity; 
Thy  presence  soothes  me  like  some  far  off  song. 
Thy  presence  soothes  me  like  some  far  off  song. 
Oh,  where  my  heart  has  rested  let  it  lie. 
Oh,  where  my  heart  has  rested  let  it  lie;  * 

.  Hope  is  the  morning,  love  the  afternoon, 
Let  it  be  soon,  let  it  be  soon! 

Let  it  be  soon! 
^  The  treasured  daylight  dies. 

And  changes  sadly  to  the  chill  of  night , 
•     But  Summer  reigns  forever  in  thine  eyes. 
'  And  at  thy  touch  grief  stealeth  out  of  sight, 
After  sad  years  of  Idnging,  love  must  swoon, 
After  sad  years  of  longing,  love  must  swoon. 
Let  it  be  soon,  let  it  be  soon! 

Love  cannot  live  like  this. 
Lost  in  a  maze  of  wild  expectancy; 
Life  can  endure,  if  solaced  by  a  kiss, 
But  faith,  if  unrewarded,  it  must  die. 
Thou  art  cold  Winter, 
I  am  sun  in  June; 
Let  it  be  soon,  let  be  soonl 
\^       Let  it  be  soon! 


— "  Talking  about  dogs  of  keen  scent,  I  have  one  that  will  com- 
pare favorably  with  any  of  them."  "  Remarkable  dog,  eh?"  "I 
should  say  so.  The  other  day  he  broke  his  chain,  and  although  I 
had  been  away  for  hours  he  tracked  me  and  found  me  merely  by 
scent.  What  do  you  think  of  that?"  "  I  think  you  ought  to  take 
abath."  -  -.. 

— Impetuous  fashionable,  meeting  old  friend  in  the  street:  Oh, 
Countess,  how  do  you  do?  I'm  glad  you're  back.  I  haven't  sticn 
you  since  your  brilliant  wedding;.  Of  course  the  Count  is  with 
you?  Countess:  No,  I  left  him  in  Italy.  Friend:  I  hope  voti  had 
a  good  time  there  at  his  grand  old  castle.  Countess:  Well,  you 
see,  it  took  all  my  money  to  pay  his  debts  on  it,  but  a  friend  lent 
the  money  to  come  back  with.  By  the  way,  you  can  do  me  a 
great  favor.  Friend  (weakly):  Certainly.  What  is  it?  Countess: 
Give  me  some  sewing  to  do. 


-*  ^^<i.n»>arT>iiitVafiy^.-; 


'/'Jcft.^ 


..^"HiJ^^ 


.*".■• 


8 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    22. 


Gently  Down  the  Stream  of  Time.  \y    LIST  TO  THE  CONVENT  BELLS. 


C'opjTight,  1M»,  by  J.  S.  White  &  Co. 

Tbe  Words  aud  Mukio  uf  tbiii  Song  i«iU  be  Kent  tu  any  address.  (iohI  paid,  on  receipt  of  |0 

c«nta;  or  thi«  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehinan,  130  l*ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  tuune  as  canh  for  all  our  goodti. 

Word.<t  and  Music  by  MaJ.  J.  Papton. 


Gtently  dowu  tbe  stream  of  time 

Floats  our  bark  towards  the  sea; 
Sweetly  pieals  the  evening  chime, „ 

Hear  it  echo  wild  aud  free. 
Friends  have  gone,  ties  have  been  broken, 

Fears  and  doubts  and  hopes  .sublime, 
Careless  words,  tbo'  idly  spoken, 

Lie  ^sleeping  'ncath  the  sea  of  time; 
Careless  words,  tho'  idly  sjiokeu, 

Lie  sleeping  "neath  the  sea  of  time. 

Chokvs. 

Gently  d<»wu  the  stream  of  time 
Floats  our  bark  towards  the  sea; 

Sweetly  peals  the  evening  chime, 
Hear  its  echo  wild  aud  free. 

Yonder  ou  the  golden  shore 

Forms  unseen  arc  chanting  low; 
Strains  we  loved  in  days  of  yore, 

Memories  of  long  ago. 
Voices  are  now  hushed  forever. 

Tears  and  flowers  strew  their  graves; 
And  this  mighty  rushing  river 

Buries  all  beneath  its  wave; 
And  this  mighty  rushing  river 

Buries  all  oeneath  its  wave. — Chouus. 


WHEN    MOTHER   PUTS   THE 
TLE  ONES  TO  BED. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  Chas.  II.  Blake  ft  Co. 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  thi.i  Souk  wil  be  sent  to  any  addres.«.  ixisi  |>miiI,  on   rpi-fli)!  of  in 
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Words  hy  »  ha-s.  Noll.     Music  by  .1.  W.  Wheel..! . 
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When  mother  puts  the  little  ones  to  Ixtl 

With  tender  words  and  fervent,  loving  prayer; 

iShe  lays  her  hand  upon  each  tiny  head, 
As  close  they  gather  round  her  ea-sy  chair. 

She  folds  each  little  prattler  in  a  loving,  warm  cmbracf. 
And  listens  till  each  lisping  prayer  is  said; 

How  tenderly  she  kisses  every  smiling  face, 
And  listens  as  they  call  out  from  their  lietl: 

Chorus. 
Good-night,  mamma,  good-night,  papa, 
Angels  bright  watch  over  us  all ; 
-'  God, l)le.ss  mamma,  God,  bless  papa, 
Pleasant  dreams  and  now  good  nigfit. 

When  mfither  puts  the  little  ones  Ui  l)C(l 

She  hears  each  childish  tale  of  hope  and  fear; 
And  .soothes  all  sorrows  till  all  grief  has  fled. 

And  kisses  off  each  tiny  trickling  tear. 
Tlieu  when  each  little  one  is  laid  within  its  l>ed  to  sleep. 

She  kneels  and  prays  as  only  mothers  pray; 
That  licavcn  all  her  precious  ones  will  sjifely  keep," 

And  still  the  little  voices  .softly  say:— Cnouus. 

Whi-n  mother  puts  the  little  ones  to  iK'd, 

She  tliiiiks  of  days  and  years  long  pa.s.sed  away; 
Of  those  who  long  have  sfuinberetl  with  the  dcud, 

Who  once  with  her  enjoyed  their  childish  play. 
She  recalls  her  mother's  anguish  if  her  darling  drooped  in  jiain, 

And  tho't,  ■•  Supposing  one  of  mine  .should  die; " 
With  anxious  heart  she  kissed  them  o'er  and  o'er  again. 

And  listened  as  they  murmure<l  in  reply; — Ciiouu». 


/ 


List !  'tis  music  stealing 

Over  the  rippling  sea; 
Bright  yon  moon  is  beaming 

Over  each  tower  and  tree. 
The  waves  seem  list'ning  to  the  sounds. 

As  silently  they  flow. 
O'er  coral  groves  and  fairy  ground. 

And  sparkling  caves  IkjIow. 
Li.st!  'tis  music  stealing 

Over  the  rippling  sea; 
Hiighty<jn  m<x>n  is  Iwaming 

Over  each  tower  aud  tree. 
List!  list!  list!  to  the  convent  bells, 

List  to  the  convent  liells. 

Music  sounds  the  sweetest 

When  on  the  moonlit  sea. 
We  sail  in  our  bark  (the  fleetest) 

To  a  sweet  melo<ly . 
Then  as  we're  gently  sailing. 

We'll  sing  that  plaintive  strain, 
Which  mem'ry  makes  endearing, 

And  home  recalls  again. 
List!  'tis  music  stealing 

Over  the  rippling  sea; 
Bright  yon  moon  is  l)eaming 

Over  t»ch  tower  an<i  tree. 
List!  list!  list!  to  the  convent  Ixjlls, 

List  to  the  convent  bells. 
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G-ive  Me  a  Man  of  Honest  Heart. 

Words  by  O.  Btednian.    Music  hy  M.  Holition. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  \w  sent  to  sny  «ddres.«.  posfpsid.  on  ipieipt  of 
ceiilM;  or  thi«  nnd  sny  two  other  Soinfs  for  One  Dollsr.  bv  M.  J   \\ctiin«ii.  IW  Pink 
Kow,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  tnkcn  .sMUie  nscash  for  all  our  goods. 

Give  me  a  man  of  honest  heart, 

I  care  not  what  he  be;  .  .  > 

He  may  be  rich,  he  may  be  i^xjr, 

It  matters  not  to  me. 
He  may  not  wear  a  silken  vest,  ' 

Or  iHjasl  of  high  degree; 
Bill  if  he  owns  an  honest  heart, 

He's  nature's  all  to  me; 
But  if  he  owns  an  honest  heart. 

He's  nature's  all  to  me. 

ClIORUH. 

All  praise  then  lie  to  him 

Who  acts  a  noble  part; 
For  a  right  good  man  is  he 

Who  owns  an  honest  heart, 

Wliat  if  a  man  can  learning  lK)ast, 

And  wealth  of  golden  ore'/ 
Yet,  if  he  lacks  an  honest  heart, 

I  call  him  yet  but  |KX)r. 
Tell  me  not  of  wealth  and  rank. 

They're  bubbles  on  the  .sea; 
A  man  may  dwell  in  gilded  halls. 

But  may  not  honest  be. — Chorus.        ■." 

Oh!  if  he  owns  an  houest  heart, 

Is  gentle,  true  and  kind, 
W»;  iieetl  not  search  the  wide  world  o'er, 

A  better  man  to  find. 
Then  give  to  every  man  his  due, 

Who  acts  the  honest  plan; 
It  is  the  heart,  and  not  the  coat, 

That  makes^he  honest  man. — Chorus. 
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— Milkman:  Do  you  wish  to  settle  for  your  last  month's  milk'/ 
Hou.sewife:  Not  to-<lay;  I  guess  you'll  have  to  chalk  it,  as  you 
usually  do. 

— '•  What  is  a  green  gn>cer,  panaV"  asked  Jones'  youngest  son 
as  the  two  pa.s.sea  a  Woodward  avenue  store  this  morning.  "  A 
green  grocer,  my  lad,  is  one  who  advertises  to  .sell  thirteen  pounds 
of  10-cent  sugar  for  a  dollar,  and  then  trusts  the  customer — to 
be  paid  in  a  day  or  two,  you  know.  But,  my  .son,  the  grm'cr  gets 
over  his  greenness  if  he  lives." 


—  •  By  the  way  Peckham,  how's  your  wife?  You  used  to  say 
Ijcfore  you  were  inarrit-d-^u  had  the  boss  girl."  Peckham  (sadly): 
'•  She's  still  bos.s."  ,^^/^       

—Mrs.  Gorhiim  Ware:  "I  must  run  now,  dear.  tVe're  going 
to  have  a  dreadful  shower.  I  hope  your  dress  won't  9p>t.  Why 
did  you  c<»me  out  today  without  an  umbrella'/"  Miss  Korton. 
"Oh,  I  don't  know;  I  suppose  because  you  borrowed  it  yester- 
day." Mrs.  Gorham  Ware:  "  How  stupid  of  me  to  forget!  This 
is  your  umbrella,  isn't  it?  Well,  I'll  send  it  around  as  sood  as  I 
get  home," 
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till,  'iV«- 
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HOW  MUCH  WOULD  YOU   GIVE 
TO   FIND   OUT? 

CopyriKht.  1887,  by  E.  J.  H.  Stecher. 
A  ReciUtion-By  H.  J.  Cavana«h. 


One  morning  in  the  "  Sessions  "  a  prisoner  stood 

In  the  dock,  on  suspicion  of  theft; 
The  facts  brought  against  him  were  such  that  he'd  not        . 

Of  escape  e'er  the  faintest  chance  left, 
The  officer's  evidence  tended  to  show 

That  he'd  caught  him  in  rather  queer  plight; 
Trying  hard  with  a  key  to  open  a  door. 

In  the  silence  and  dead  of  the  night. 
The  District  Attorney,  pompous  and  loud 

In  his  general  blustering  way. 
Addressing  the  officer,  said,  sir,  when  caught, 

Pray  what  did  the  prisoner  say? 
The  officer  coughed  [ahem!]  and  scratching  his  head 

Looked  around  as  if  something  in  doubt. 
Then  smiled  at  the  lawyer  and  answered  him  thus: 

"  How  much  would  you  give  to  find  out?" 

"  Come,  come,  sir,  we  want  not  your  levity  here," 

The  lawyer  irascibly  cried, 
"  Or  you  might  find  yourself,  sir,  repenting  your  joke 

In  the  dock  at  the  prisoner's  side." 
Now,  look  at  the  prisoner  grinning  away 

At  your  myrth,  sir,  so  low  and  ill-timed. 
"  You  say,  sir,  you  saw  him  creep  up  to  the  door 

When  over  the  railing  he  climbed." 
The  policeman  replied,  "  Yes,  I  did  sir,  that's  true. 

Then  I  followed  and  collared  him  tight. 
Dragged  him  off  to  the  station,  altho'  to  escape 

He  tried,  sir,  with  main  and  with  might." 
The  counsellor  here  interposed  once  again, 

"  Well,  you  stopped  him  from  getting  away, 
But  answer  me  this,  when  you  seized  him  at  first. 

Then,  what  did  the  prisoner  sav?" 
The  policeman  looked  'round  and  again  scratched  his  head 

As  if  of  his  ears  were  in  doubt; 
Then  smiled,  and  amid  roars  of  laughter  he  said: 

"  How  much  would  you  give  to  tind  out?" 

The  counsel  jumped  up  and  the  counsel  sat  down, 

Then  at  the  policeman  he  glared, 
And  addressing  the  stern  looking  judge  on  the  l)ench. 

He  solemnly  vowed  and  declared. 
That  he'd  never  before  since  he'd  practiced  the  law 

Had  with  so  much  insolence  met, 
And  hoped  that  the  man  reprimanded  would  be. 

In  a  manner  he  would  not  forget. 
The  judge  gave  the  witness  a  look  of  reproof , 

And  then  with  a  manner  severe. 
Desired  him  at  once  a  fit  answer  to  give 

To  a  question  so  simple  and  clear. 
Then  the  lawyer  addressed  the  policeman  again, 

"  You  have  heard  what  his  '  Honor '  has  said, 
Which  is  only  what  I  have  expected  from  one 

Who  possesses  his  '  Honor's '  great  head." 
The  judge  then  continued,  now,  witness  take  care. 

Just  consider  this  is  not  child's  play. 
On  your  oath,  when  first  you  had  seized  upon  him, 

Ptay,  what  did  the  prisoner  say? 
A  silence  profound  then  pervaded  the  court. 

As  tho'  everyone's  breath  had  been  stopped 
And  there's  not  the  least  doubt  but  a  pin  could  be  heard 

If  down  on  the  floor  it  had  dropped ; 
The  people,  the  jury,  the  bench  and  the  bar,  ■ 

'Fore  the  officer's  gaze  were  all  mixed — 
The  eyes  from  all  quarters  that  glared  on  him  now 

Like  one  terrible  optic  were  fixed; 
Add  yet  round  his  mouth  a  faint  smile  was  discerned. 

As  he  carefully  twirled  about 
His  club,  and  replied  in  stentorian  tones, 

"  How  much  would  you  give  to  find  out?"  . 

A  loud  shout  of  laughter  rang  out  in  the  court,       ' 

Which  the  judge  very  quickly  suppressed. 
And  even  his  Honor  was  fain  just  to  smile 

As  if  he  to  himself  had  confessed. 
That  the  matter  was  one  not  quite  guiltless  of  myrth, 

Here  the  counsel  in  passion's  tones  spoke. 
And  observed  that  with  all  due  respect  to  the  court. 

He  failed  to  perceive  any  joke. 
In  the  insolent  answer  repeated  now  thrice. 

By  the  witness,  who's  satisfied  air. 


Was  an  open  insult  to  his  Honor  and  all 

Honest  citizens  now  present  there.  ■ 

The  policeman  must  guilty  of  perjury  be. 

Or  else  dull  and  heavy  as  lead. 
At  this  the  poor  wretch  in  the  dock  shouted  out 

"  You,  duffer,  that's  just  wot  I  said. 
The  cop,  when  he  collared  me,  a.sked  me  my  game. 

'Twas  an  hour  honest  folks  ain't  alK)ut, 
And  I  give  him  the  '  gag '  he's  been  giving  to  you, 
.  How  much  would  you  give  to  find  out?" 


UNCLE  JEFFS  RETURN. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 
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Mv  life  is  full  of  misery  and  pain, 

I've  travelled  over  land  and  on  the.<iea; 
But  now  I  am  back  home  once  again, 

I  wonder  how  they'll  welcome  me? 
Oh!  where  are  the  friends  that  I  loved?  ' 

There  is  the  home  where  I  was  born; 
Oh!  do  they  ever  think  of  me? 

Or  do  they  think  me  dead  and  gone? 

Refr.\in, 
My  life  is  full  of  misery  and  pain, 

I've  travelled  over  land  and  on  the  sea; 
But  now  I  am  back  home  again, 

I  wonder  how  they'll  welcome  me? 

CHoncs.  i 

Back  to  the  home  he  loves  so  well. 
Back  to  never  leave  again;  • 

Kind  friends,  I'm  glad  to  see  you  welcome  me, 
Uncle  Jeff  has  just  returned. 

The  misery  and  pan  has  pass'd  away. 

My  heart  is  filled  with  comfort  and  with  joy; 
No  more  to  roam  so  far  away  from  home, 

I'll  stay  here  now  until  I  die. 
And  when  I  am  calle<l  up  alwve, 

To  meet  the  loved  ones  gone  lief  ore; 
I  hope  they'll  l>e  watching  there  for  me. 

When  I  reach  that  shining  shore. — Refr.\in  &  Coorcs. 
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List'ning  For  His  Coming  Step. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Willis  WooHward  A  Co. 
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Words  and  Mu.sic  by  Julian  Jordan. 


List'ning  for  the  step  of  one  she  loves. 
Looking  for  a  manly  face  to  cheer; 
•     Longing  for  a  tender  loving  smile, 
List'ning  for  a  voice  to  her  so  dear. 
Trustingly  a  little  maiden  waits. 

Soon  he'll  come,  she's  singing  all  the  day, 
Soon  my  Robin  will  come  back  to  me, 
■        Soon  my  anxious  fears  will  pass  away; 

Soon  my  Robin  will  come  back  to  me,  -    . 

Soon  my  anxious  fears  will  pass  away. 

Chorus. 
Speed,  speed,  lingering  time,  bring  my  Robin  to  me. 

Bear  him  safe,  oh,  gallant  ship  o'er  the  stormy  sea; 
Speed,  speed,  lingering  time,  bring  him  iKick  to  me, 

I  listen  for  his  coming  step,  and  wait  so  lovinglj'. 

Visions  sweet  her  peaceful  sluml>crs  bless. 

Visions  of  a  meeting  soon  to  be; 
Visions  of  happy  days  to  come. 

When  he's  home  far  from  across  the  sea. 
Lovingly  a  little  maiden  waits. 

Soon  he'll  come,  she's  singing  all  the  day,  . 
Soon  my  Robin  will  come  back  to  me, 
'         Listen  while  she  sings  her  sweetest  lay; 
Soon  my  Robin  will  return  to  me, 

Soon  my  anxious  fears  will  pass  away. — Cnonus. 


— Minister  (to  boy  digging  for  worms):  "  Little  boy,  don't  you 
know  that  it  is  wrong  to  work  on  Sunday,  except  in  case  of  neces- 
sity?" Boy:  "  This  is  a  case  of  necessity.  A  feller  can't  go  fishin' 
'thout  bait." 


iirtHMTitiiWriJiiifWi^Safe. 
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WHERE'S  THE  WHITE  HORSE  ? 


Copyright.  1887.  by  Wm.  W.  pelam-y 
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Words  and  Musio  by  Willie  Wildwave. 


I  am  a  young  maiden  of  bashful  sixteen, 

I'm  troubled^  I'm  angry,  I'm  sad; 
I  don't  like  the  many  expressions  I  hear — 

The  latest  one  makes  me  so  mad. 
My  hair,  you  must  know,  is  of  bright  golden  hue. 

To  term  it  a  red  is  language  quite  gross; 
If  I  ride  in  a  car  some  fool  will  shout,  ah! 

There's  a  reil-headed  girl,  so  where's  the  white  hors^e? 

Chorus. 

Where's  the  white  horse?  Have  you  seen  the  white  horse? 

To  account  for  this  saying  I'm  sadly  at  loss; 
When  I  go  on  the  street,  my  appearance  they'll  gree. , 

There's  a  retl-headed  girl,  so  where's  the  white  horse? 

Why  people  poke  fun  at  a  maiden  so  shy, 

And  call  her  a  "  bright  shining  light." 
Is  something  I  hardly  can  answer  mj'self, 

I'm  sure  you  do  not  think  it  right. 
These  men  about  town  are  the  plague  of  my  life. 

Their  jokes  are  vulgar,  their  wit  is  so  coarse. 
They'll  laughingly  cry,  when  me  they  espy, 

There's  a  red  headed  girl,  so  where's  the  white  horse. — Cno 

Now  some  folks  imagine  they're  showing  their  wit. 

When  they  speak  of  a  lady's  hair; 
I'd  advi.se  them  to  stop  or  else  we  might  take 

Prom  their  heads  a  not  mwlest  share; 
Young  ladies,  you  know,  are  propriety's  saints. 

Sometimes  you  rile  them,  make  them  very  cross; 
When  you  shout  out  aloud  before  a  whole  crowd. 

There's  a  red-headed  girl,  so  where's  the  white  horse?— Cho 


Hannah's  Done  Stuck  on  a  Coon. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  M.  Witmark  *  Sons.  r 
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Dar's  a  heap  ob  trouble  I'm  obliged  to  tole, 

An'  my  heart  am  fiill  of  woe; 
Dis  wool  am  changin'  from  its  cold  black  hue. 

It  am  turnin'  ju.st  as  white  as  snow. 
An' de  cause  ob  all  my  tribulations. 

My  brothers  I'll  tole  you  soon, 
Dar's  been  no  cherrybubs  abtjut  dis  hou.se, 

Since  Hannah's  got  stuck  on  a  anm. 

Chorus. 

Hannah's  done  stuck  on  de  coon, 

Hannah's  done  stuck  on  de  coon; 
She's  gone  on  de  figger  ob  a  big  swell  nigger. 

Yes,  Hannah's  done  stuck  on  de  coon. 

^  • 

I  raised  dat  gal  in  de  Baptis'  camp, 

To  trabel  in  de  righteous  way; 
No  low  down  niggah  could  come  nigh  dat  chile. 

She  was  sweeter  than  de  new  mown  hay. 
But  she's  gone  and  went  wid  a  yalhir  moke 

And  lef  me  to  sing  dis  tune: 
Dar's  great  commotion  in  de  ole  man's  mind. 

Since  Hannah's  done  stuck  on  a  coon.— Choruh. 

I  would  not  worry  if  his  hide  was  black, 

My  mind  would  be  at  ease; 
But  she's  done  skedaddled  wid  a  wa.she<l  out  coon. 

As  yallah  as  a  hunk  of  cheese. 
But  I've  got  a  (;lub,  and  a  razor,  too, 

Gwine  to  spile  dat  honeym(X)n — umph! 
Dar'll  be  trouble  in  de  family  shuah 

When  de  ole  man  finds  dat  coon. — Chorus. 


—Coal  dealer:  "Where's  John?"  "Driver:  "He  staid  up  to 
Mr.  Brown's."  "  Why  on  earth  did  he  do  that?  Doesn't  he  know 
we're  short-handed?"  "  I  suppose  he  does,  sir,  but  he  said  he  was 
weighed  in  with  his  load,  and  he  had  an  idea  he  belonged  to  Mr. 
Brown." 


WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY. 

Written  and  »iing  by  Sam  Devere. 

There  is  a  great  change  going  on. 

You  can  see  it  every  day; 
The  women  are  trying  to  be  like  men. 

And  they're  bound  to  have  their  way. 
They  have  their  racket  on  the  sly. 

In  the  courts  they  make  a  noise,  / 

They  want  you  all  to  understand 

They're  cut  out  for  one  o'  the  boys. 

The  men  will  have  to  take  a  back  seat 

If  things  keep  on  as  they  are. 
The  women  are  quickly  coming  to  the  front. 

And  the  men  are  way  below  par. 
We've  female  lawyers  in  our  courts. 

Their  tongues  will  make  a  noise; 
They  will  succeed  and  mash  the  judge, 

It  s  the  thing  to  please  the  boys. 

Woman's  rights  are  what  we  need,  ' 

For  the  men  are  getting  rude. 
If  you  don't  believe  were  changing  'round. 

Just  look  upon  the  dude. 
And  Doctor  Mary  walker  is  one. 

And  no  one  her  annoys. 
She  wears  her  pants  like  a  real,  real  man. 

You  bet  she's  one  o'  the  boys. 

They've  got  to  be  physicians. 

And  you've  got  to  show  your  tongue. 
And  they'll  rap  you  hard  upon  the  chest 

To  try  your  little  lung. 
It's  mighty  nice  to  have  'em  'round. 

To  fill  your  heart  with  joys. 
To  kiss  your  brow  and  feel  your  pulse. 

It's  the  thing  to  please  the  boys. 


The  Villain  Never  Harmed  Her. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 

A  maiden  resolved  to  pack  her  trunk, 

But  the  villain  never  harmetl  her; 
She  looked  like  a  number  9  mackerel  shnink, 

And  the  villain  never  harmed  her. 
Her  wealth  was  immense,  and  her  wardroln*  large. 
With  a  hair-pin  her  loving  father  armed  her; 
She  had  a  couple  o'  pairs  of  socks  in  a  paper  collar  box. 

And  the  villain  never  harmed  her. 

She  wore  a  pair  of  seal-.skin  jackets  in  her  ears, 

But  the  villian  never  harmed  her; 
She  had  just  got  them  out,  they  were  in  pawn  seven  j'ears. 

And  the  villain  never  harmed  her. 
When  he  pealed  off  his  ulster  she  was  stuck  on  his  shape, 
This  fascinating  scoundrel  thought  he  had  charmed  her; 
She  .stabbed  him  in  the  eye  with  a  huckleberry  pie. 

But  the  villain  never  harmed  her. 

She  clasped  to  her  brea.st  her  long  lost  child, 

And  the  villian  never  harmed  her; 
'Twas  a  monkey  di-sguised  as  Oscar  Wild, 

And  the  villain  never  harmed  her. 
She  tried  to  blow  him  up  with  a  bladder  full  of  wind. 
He  anticipated  her  motive  and  disarmed  her; 
With  a  mouth  full  of  gum  she  dared  him  to  come, 

But  the  villian  never  harmed  her. 

She  was  combing  her  teeth  with  a  fine  tooth  clam. 

And  the  villian  he  never  harmed  her; 
He  spit  blue  fire,  but  she  didn't  give  a  darn, 

But  the  villain  never  harmed  her. 
With  a  big  tin  dagger  that  he  bought  for  a  cent. 
His  manner  .so  exceedingly  alarmed  her; 
But  the  son-of-a-gun  he  was  only  in  fun. 

And  the  villain  hever  harmed  her. 


.-■  • 


— Guest  (in  restaurant):  "Here,  waiter,  there's  a  fly  in  this 
soup;  take  it  away."  Waiter:  " 'Scuse  me  lx>8s.  But  dat  ain' no 
fly."  Guest:  "I. say  it  is.  Take  it  away."  Waiter:  "  All  right, 
boss.  But  dat  ain  no  fly.  Dat's  a  roach,  boss.  We  don'  have 
no  flies  yer  in  Wintah  time.  Dis  am  a  fust-class  place,  an'  we  don' 
serve  nuffln  outen  .season,  sah."  ;•  .   '-"  v 
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j    WHERE  MOTHER  IS,  IS  HOME. 


) 


Copyright,  1886,  by  A.  Buchbaum.    .,  •-.       : 

"Hie  Wordd  and  Miifric  of  this  SonK  will  be  swnt  to  any  address,  po<4^paId,  on  receipt  of  40 

i-ents;  or  Uii«  aud  any  two  other  SongK  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Putitage  Stamps  taken  same  us  cash  fur  all  our  Koods, 


Words  by  QeorKe  Cooper.    Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 

The  world  has  many  joys  in  store. 

Though  fleeting  they  may  be; 
We  live  its  pleasures  o'er  and  o'er, 

Its  clouds  and  sunshine  see. 
But  there  is  still  one  halloweil  place. 

No  matter  where  we  roam; 
Autl  time  can  ne'er  this  truth  efface, 

Where  mother  is,  is  home. 

Refkain, 

Where  mother  is,  is  home, 

She'll  cheer  you  when  you  come; 

Forever  true  her  heart  is  to  you. 
Where  mother  is,  that's  home. 

Though  other  scenes  may  bring  delight. 

And  lure  us  for  awhile; 
We  miss  one  face  so  dear  and  bright,       t 

( )ne  sweet  and  loving  smile. 
And  when  in  life  we're  tempest  tost, 

No  star  in  yonder  dome; 
One  hope  is  left  though  all  be  lo.st. 

Where  mother  is,  is  home. — Cuokus. 

Then  fold  her  fondly  to  your  breast, 

And  smooth  her  pathway  here; 
Her  smile  can  bid  our  sorrow  rest. 

And  make  our  life  still  dear. 
Oh!  gentle  thought  amid  our  care. 

While  here  on  earth  we  roam; 
Though  joy  or  pain  the  heart  may  share, 

Where  mother  is,  is  home. — Chokus. 


MY  MAG-G-IE. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  T.  B.  Harms  *  Co. 


YOU  ANDJ[,  LOVE. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  T.  R  Harms  A  Co. 


The  Words  and  HurIo  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  anv  address,  poRt-pald,  on  re«!jpt  of  M 
eents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Wllai .  bv  H.  .).  \\  eliniau,  ISO  Park  i 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Pot<tage  Stamps  taken  same  a>  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Written,  and  sung  by  W.  J.  Scanlan,  in  his  new  drama,  •'  Mykw  Aruuu." 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  orUiisand  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  CMty.    Pontage  Stamps  taken  same  aa  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  Written,  and  sung  by  W.  J.  Scanlan,  in  hid  new  drama,  "  Myleii  Aroon." 

]  ■   Don't  be  trying  to  tease  me 

^  With  your  aggravating  way, 

(  Saying  that  I  aon't  love  you  , 

^  That  you  wish  me  far  awaj'; 

I  dream  of  you  when  sleeping. 

Awake  I  call  you  mine, 
You're  queen  of  all  ray  thoughts,  love. 

My  heart  and  soul  are  thine. 
To  take  you  gently  in  my  arms, 
And  kiss  those  lips  so  sweet, 
-].    As  flower  meets  flower  in  fond  embrace, 
As  birds  the  poets  greet; 
What  king  could  be  more  happy. 
In  his  world  of  pomp  than  I? 
'  '. .    What  star  of  light  to  me  St)  bright 
As  Maggie's  roguish  eye. 

Refrain. 

Give  to  me  my  Maggie,  and  her  little  roguish  eye, 
You  may  have  your  ladies,  so  haughty  and  high; 

Give  to  me  the  flowers  from  my  little  Alaggie's  breast. 
You  may  have  your  ladies,  their  jewels  and  the  rest. 

I'd  not  give  my  Maggie 

For  the  queen  and  all  her  throne, 
Maggie's  heart  is  more  to  me 
'  1  ban  wealth  or  stalely  home; 

What  mine  contains  a  jewel, 

In  this  or  foreign  land,  ^ 

So  rare  or  pure  as  Maggie's  heart. 

So  mountain-like  and  grand? 
You,  ladies  grand,  of  high  degree,  .  ■  : 

Who  try  to  reach  the  sky, 
With  up-turned  heads  and  haughty  mein. 

Who  look  as  if  they'd  fly; 
,     ,    What  place  have  they  with  Maggie,         ;    v    . 

In  her  simple,  motlest  home,  ,    .  ' 

'        Where  nature's  always  smiling,     '      '  '  ■■        "  '"■ 

Where  weary  ones  oft  roam? — Refkain. 


vy^  -j,i  -  f  •wrjpv'.  ■;- 


The  poets  may  dream  of  rapture  and  bliss. 

Of  lovers  whose  love  is  a  lingering  kiss; 
Of  hearts  ever  true  thro'  sorrow  and  .strife, 

Of  home  and  its  joys,  the  comforts  of  life. 
Give  to  me  the  dell  with  all  its  fragrance  sweet. 

The  dell  where  first  my  love  and  I  ditl  meet; 
Where  stars  shown  out  the  brightest  in  that  grautl  retreat. 

Where  oft  my  love  and  I,  together  strolled, 

'^  ■'■'.■'"  y^  Refrain. 

Starry  night  in  fairy  dell. 
We'll  kiss  again,  love,  but  never  tell, 
.    "       .     None  to  see,  love,  but  stars  and  .sky, 
None  to  tell,  love,  but  you  aud  t. 

In  fairy  dell  where  we  have  oft  met. 

Those  happyihours  can  you  ever  forget? 
There  by  your  side  'neath  starry  sky, 

Like  doves  w'e  coo,  ray  love  and  I. 
Happy,  love,  am  I  when  e'er  I  think  of  thee, 

Oh,  how  my  heart  doth  beat  when  you  I  see; 
Oh  what  would  life,  or  fancy's  dream  be,  love,  to  me. 

Did  I  but  feel  that  thou  hath  sjiid  farewell?— Kkkuain. 


TURN  DOWN  THE  LIGHT. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 

If  you  ever  go  a  courting  Til  tell  you  what  to  do, 

If  you  wish  to  oe  eucceseful  in  your  suit; 
Pick  out  a  Sunday  evening  when  the  father's  out  of  town, 

So  you  won't  come  in  contact  with  his  boot. 
.Tu8t  take  her  in  the  parlor,  let  her  sit  upon  your  kuee. 

Squeeze  her  and  hug  her  awful  tight ; 
Then  kies  her  on  the  upper  lip,  repeat  it  once  or  twi<e. 

Then  suddenly  turn  aown  the  light. 

Chorus*. 
Turn  down  the  light  when  you're  both  alone, 

"Specially  on  a  Sunday  night; 
When  you're  sitting  on  the  eofa  and  she  says  *•  Oh,  (ieorge!" 

You'd  better  turn  down  the  light. 

One  night  I  was  a  courting  aud  I  wasn't  losing  time. 

For  I  thought  her  parents  were  asleep  in  l)ed; 
But  they  were  both  awake  and  they  took  in  all  we  said. 

For  their  bedroom  was  just  overhead. 
The  old  man  tried  to  come  down  staint 

To  kick  me  clean  out  of  sight, 
But  liis  wife  said  John,  you  know  voii  was  once  young  vourself. 

And  you'd  better  turn  down  the  light. 

Chorus. 

Turn  down  the  light  and  don't  be  a  fool. 

You  know  it's  Sunday  night; 
You  was  once  young  yourself,  and  when  yoii  came  a  conrtliig  me. 

You  alw-ays  turned  down  the  light. 

I  was  having  such  a  time  that  I  didn't  see  the  clock 

Was  pointing  to  half  past  one. 
But  I  didn't  care  a  nickle,  she  was  sitting  on  my  knee, 

And  her  weight  was  only  a  ton. 
I  was  just  kissing  her  for  the  hundredth  time. 

And  hugging  her  with  all  my  might. 
When  a  policeman  peeked  in  the  window  aud  eakt : 

You'd  Detler  turn  down  the  light. 

Chorus. 
Turn  down  the  light,  it's  against  the  law. 

You  know  it's  Sunday  night; 
The  neighbors  are  complaining,  but  they're  all  a  peeking  in. 

So  you'd  better  turn  aown  the  light. 


-♦^^Jj 


— Wife:  "Will  you  take  me  to  the  opera  tonight,  dear?' 
Husband:  "  Yes,  go  and  undress."  .       . 

—  Young  artist:  "  Well,  Charley,  what  do  you  tliink  I  ought  to 
get  for  this  painting?"    Charley:     "Six  months." 

—On  the  rolling  deep— First  Passenger:  "  Well,  old  lK)y, 
what's  up  this  afternoon?"  Second  Passenger:  "All  but  the 
soup." 

— "  Waiter,  can  you  bring  me  a  nice  young  chichen  smothered 
in  onions?"  "  No  sah;  we  doesn't  kill  'em  dat  way,  sah.  We 
cuts  oflf  d'er  heads."  ^^  .    . 

—Out  West:  "  How's  Jjal^tting  along,  Sandy?"  "Jim?" 
Oh,  he  kemitted  sewer^ide  'bout  a  month  back."  "That  so! 
How'd  he  do  that?"*>'^all,  you  see,  he  called  me  a  liar." 
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Sam  Devere's  Version  of 

WE'VE   BOTH    BEEN   THERE   B 
:     FORE,  MANY  A  TIME. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 

The  Words  and  Muxic  of  thirt  Sodk  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pojit^paid,  on  re<>elpt  of  40 

e«ntH;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Suntrx  fur  Uue  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Purk 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    Pu8ta«fe  Stant|)!<  taken  samti  ati  caalt  fur  all  our  gotnla. 


My  friend.  Al.  Sheldon,  called  on  me,  'twas  but  the  other  day, 

1  had  not  nei-n  him  for  a  while,  so  he  to  me  did  say: 
You've  just  got  back  to  New  York,  let's  take  a  little  walk. 

And  we  stopped  into  a  beer  saloon  for  a  quiet  little  talk. 
But  when  we  came  out  of  that  beer  saloon  we  were  pretty  full,  I  tliink. 

And  every  place  we  came  across  we  went  in  and  had  a  drink; 
We  tackled  good  old  rock  and  rye,  which  made  us  feel  quite  (lueer, 

Au<l  we  eat  a  big  cheese  sandwich  with  every  schooner  of  beer, 

Choki's. 
For  we'd  Iwth  been  there  before,  many  a  time,  many  a  time. 

For  we'd  both  been  there  before,  many  a  time; 
Where  many  a  gallon  of  beer  had  gone  to  color  his  nose  and  mine. 

For  we'd  both  been  there  before,  many  a  time,  many  a  time. 

The  next  thing  I  remember  in  the  Hoffman  House  we  went. 

We  turned  our  pockets  inside  out.  but  didn't  have  a  cent; 
We  tried  to  stand  the  barkeeper  up  for  drinks,  which  made  hiui  awful  sore. 

He  grabbed  us.  by  the  slack  of  our  pants  and  fired  us  out  of  the  door. 
A  copper  then  he  collared  us  and  to  us  he  did  say, 

ril  have  to  run  you  in  unless  you  both  do  walk  away; 
Both  of  us  were  b'iling  full,  our  money  was  all  gone, 

And  as  we'd  nothing  more  we  put  our  watches  in  pawn. 

Chorus, 

For  they'd  both  been  there  before,  many  a  time,  many  a  time. 

For  they'd  both  been  there  before,  many  a  time; 
He  got  four  dollars  on  hie,  I  got  a  dollar  on  mine. 

For  they'd  both  been  there  oefore,  many  a  time,  many  a  time. 

Thfen  we  left  Uncle  Simpson's,  where  three  golden  balls  hang  out. 

And  as  we  walked  along  the  street  we  began  to  sing  and  shout; 
We  got  a  talking  politics  and  said  we  owned  the  town. 

When  some  one  slugged  us  in  the  neck  and  in  the  gutter  we  both  fell  down. 
Then  all  .•»eemt'd  l)lank,  for  what  occurred  I  really  cannot  tell, 

I  know  I  awoke  next  morning  with  a  big  head  in  a  cell; 
Before  Judge  Duffy  they  took  us  both,  ten  dollars  fiut'  we  paid. 

And  when  we  asked  him  what  we'd  done,  he  looke<}  at  us  and  said: 

Chorus. 
You've  both  been  there  befor«>.  many  a  time,  many  a  time. 

You've  both  been  there  before,  many  a  time; 
And  the  very  next  time  you  come  before  me,  you'll  not  get  off  with  a  fine. 

For  you've  both  been  there  iK'fore,  many  a  time,  many  a  time. 


THE   LITTLE   ONES  AT   HOME. 

The  Words  and  Mu.^c  of  this  Sonf;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

centi*:  or  thi»  and  any  two  other  Son^s  for  (Jne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  13U  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 


I  am  thinking  now  of  Lome,  among  my  native  hills, 

And  thongh  afar  thro'  distant  lands  I  roam. 
The  memories  of  the  past  my  heart  with  longing  tills, 

To  see  the  darling  little  ones  at  home. 
Ah!  now  their  forrns  I  seem  to  see, 

Far  o'er  the  rolling  ocean's  foam; 
And  hear  their  voices  ringing  in  merry  childish  glee, 

Oh,  I  long  to  see  the  little  ones  at  home. 

Cnont's. 

The  little  ones  at  home,  the  little  ones  ut  homo, 

I  long  to  see  the  little  ones  at  home, 
And  hear  their  voices  ringing  in  merry  childish  gloc. 

Oh,  I  long  to  .see  the  little  ones  at  home. 

The  moon  looks  mildly  down,  the  .same  as  oft  before. 

And  bathes  the  earth  in  floods  of  mellow  light. 
But  its  beams  are  not  so  bright  upon  this  lonely  shore. 

As  they  .seemed  at  home  one  year  ago  to-night. 
Sadly  my  heart  still  turns  to  thee, 

\V  herever  I  may  chance  to  roam 
I  hoar  your  voices  rintjing  in  merry  childish  gleo. 

Oh,  I  long  to  hear  the  little  ones  at  home. — CiioRrs. 

May  guardian  angels  .still  their  vigils  o'er  thee  keep. 

May  heaven's  choicest  blessings  on  thee  rest, 
Till  I  am  safely  Ixjrne  across  the  stormy  deep. 

And  meet  again  with  those  I  love  the  lK.'.st. 
Soon,  soon  your  faces  I  shall  see. 

Never,  nevermore  from  thee  to  roam. 
Soon  shall  I  hear  your  voices  in  merry  childish  gleo 

Proclaim  the  joyous  welcome,  welcome  home. 

Chorus. 
The  little  ones  at  home,  the  little  ones  at  homo, 

I  long  to  .see  the  little  ones  at  home 
Soon  siiall  I  hear  your  voices  in  merry  childish  glee 

Proclaim  the  joyous  welcome  welcome  home. 


BABY   MINE. 


/ 
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I've  a  letter  from  thy  sire, 

Baby  mine — baby  mine; 
I  could  read  and  never  tire. 

Baby  mine — baby  mine. 
He  is  sailing  o'er  the  sea. 
He  is  Coming  back  to  me. 
He  is  coming  back  to  me. 

Baby  mine — baby  mine, 
He  is  coming  back  to  me. 

Baby  mine. 

Oh !  I  long  to  see  his  face. 

Baby  nunc — baby  mine; 
In  his  old  acctLStomed  place. 

Baby  mine — baby  mine. 
Like  the  rose  of  May  in  bloom. 
Like  a  star  amid  the  gloom. 
Like  the  sunshine  in  the  hmhu. 

Baby  mine — baby  mine. 
Like  the  sunshine  in  the  room. 

Baby  mine. 

I'm  so  glad,  I  cannot  sleep. 

Baby  mine — baby  mine; 
I'm  so  happy  I  could  weep. 

Baby  mine — baby  mine. 
He  i.s  sailing  o'er  the  sea. 
He  is  coming  back  to  me. 
He  is  coming  back  to  thee,  . 

Baby  mine — baby  mine. 
He  is  coming  back  to  thee. 

Baby  mine. 

. — »  »  m     ■ 

SALLY   IN   OUR  ALLEY. 
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Of  all  the  girls  that  are  so  smart,  there's  none  I  love  but  Sally; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart,  and  she  lives  in  our  alley. 
There's  not  a  lady  in  the  land  that's  half  so  sweet  ;us  Sally; 
She  is  the  darling  of  mj'  lieart,  and  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

Her  father  makes  cabb.ige  nets,  and  thro'  the  streets  doth  cry  'em; 
Her  mother  she  sells  laces  long  to  such  as  piea.se  to  buy  'em. 
But  sure  such  folks  could  never  own  so  sweet  a  girl  as  Sally; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart,  and  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

When  she  is  by,  I  leave  my  work,  I  love  her  so  sincerely; 
My  ma.ster  comes  like  a  Turk,  and  bangs  me  most  severely. 
But  let  him  bang  his  iK'Uy  full,  I'll  bear  it  all  for  Sally; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart,  and  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

Of  all  the  days  that's  in  the  week  I  dearly  love  but  one  day, 
And  that's  the  day  that  cf)mes  l)etween  Saturday  and  Monday. 
For  then  I'm  drest  all  in  my  l)est,  to  walk  abroad  with  Sally; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart  and  she  liven  in  our  alley. 

My  ma-ster  carries  me  to  church,  and  often  I  get  blamed. 
Because  I  leave  him  in  the  lurch  as  st)on  as  the  text  is  named. 
I  leave  the  church  in  sermon  time,  to  walk  abroad  with  Sally; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart,  and  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

When  Christmas  comes  about  again,  oh!  then  I  shall  have  money; 
I'll  hoard  it  up,  and  imx  and  all,  and  give  it  to  my  honey. 
And  would  it  were  ten  thousand  dollars,  I'd  ^ve  it  all  to  Sally; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart,  and  she  lives  m  our  alley. 

My  ma.ster  and  the  neighbors  all,  make  game  of  me  and  Sally; 
And  but  for  her  I'd  rather  l)e  a  slave,  and  row  a  galley. 
But  when  my  seven  long  years  are  out,  oh!  then  I'll  marry  Sally; 
Oh!  then  we'll  wed,  and  then  we'll  bed,  but  not  in  our  alley. 


— "  Tom,  my  boy,  if  you  so  dislike  the  lady,  what  made  you 
propose  to  her?"  "  Well,  you  see,  we  had  danced  three  dances 
together,  and  I  couldn't  think  of  anything  else  to  say." 

— Husband:  "Now  I  think  this  is  going  too  far.  You  prom- 
ised me  you  would  countermand  your  onler  for  that  dress." 
Wife:  "  I  wrote  to  the  firm  that  very  day,"  "  But  here  is  the 
dress  and  the  bill  for  it — enough  to  bankrupt  me  almost.  How 
do  you  explain  that?"  "  I  gave  you  the  letter  and  I  suppose  you 
forgot  to  mail  it  as  usual." 
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ELLA  RHEE. 


<y 
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Oh!  Ella  Rhee,  SO  kind  and  true,     .  •:      -  • 

In  the  little  church  yard  lies;  .    <  ";. 

Her  grave  is  bright  with  drops  of  dew, 
■    -  But  brighter  were  her  eyes. 

Then  carry  me  back  to  Tennessee, 

There  let  rae  live  and  die 
Among  the  fields  of  yellow  com,  .     ' 

i    ;  And  the  land  where  Ella  lie. 

Chouus. 

Then  carry  me  back  to  Tennessee, 

There  let  me  live  and  die 
Among  the  fields  of  j'cllow  corn. 

And  the  land  where  Ella  lie. 

Her  pretty  eyes  and  gentle  form, 

Methinks  I  yet  can  see;  . 

I  love  the  spot  where  she  was  born,  .     ,     ' 

'Way  down  in  Tennessee. 
Then  carry  me  back  to  Tennessee, 

There  let  me  live  and  die  , 

Among  the  fields  of  yellow  corn,    >  '  : 

And  the  land  where  Ella  lie. — Chouus.    ; 

The  Summer  sun  wi!l  rise  and  set, 

And  the  night-birds  thrill  their  lay; 
And  the 'possum  and  coon  so  softly  Step 

Round  the  grave  of  Ella  Rhee. 
Then  carry  me  back  to  Tennessee, 

There  let  me  live  and  die 
Among  the  fields  of  yellow  corn, 

And  the  land  where  Ella  lie. — Chorus. 


LARBOARD   WATCH. 


U" 


IF  I  WERE  A  MILLIONAIRE. 

'       ,    '  ^;       ■  .      Copyright,  1888,  by  Ackland  Lord  Boyle.    ;•'. 
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You  ask  me,  friend  Harry,  to  say  what  I'd  do. 

If  I  were  a  millionaire; 
You  ask  if  I'd  travel  and  have  a  good  time. 

And  live  without  trouble  or  care. 
Ah,  Harry  my  boy,  sordid  aims  give  no  joy,    ;      -     - 

And  selfishness  truly's  a  snare,  '  - 

So  if  you  will  listen  I'll  say  what  I'd  do. 

If  I  were  a  millionaire. 

Chorus. 

If  I  were  a  millionaire, 

3Iy  blessings  with  others  I'd  share. 
For  the  poor  and  down-trodden  I'd  tenderly  care, 

If  I  were  a  millionaire. 

A  poor  workingman  is  thrown  out  of  employ. 

By  a  strike  of  the  rich,  called  a  trust, 
His  family  is  starving,  he's  tempted,  he  steals. 

And  his  good  name  is  dragged  in  the  dust. 
I'd  employ  the  best  counsel,  for  mercy  appeal. 

And  bring  ev'ry  effort  to  bear, 
To  save  the  poor  fellow  and  give  him  a  chance, 

If  I  were  a  millionaire. — Chorus. 

But  the  millionaire  bandit  who  robs  rich  and  poor,  : 

Tho'  he  owns  thousands  more  than  he  needs; 
Who  deals  in  "  wheat  steals,"  most  gigantic  and  bold, 

And  other  such  high  handed  deeds. 
Who  raises  the  price  of  the  workingman's  bread, 

To  fight  such  a  man  I'd  ne'er  fail;  .     -.- : 

Id  spend  ev'ry  dollar  I  had  in  the  world 

To  send  the  rich  rascal  to  jail.— Chorus.  .- 

There  are  young  fact'ry  children,  white  slaves  in  this  land, 

Who  toil  out  their  poor  little  lives; 
There  are  hundreds  of  women  who  scarce  earn  their  bread, 

Tho'  the  boss  they  are  working  for  thrives. 
There  is  sadness  and  suffering,  oppression  and  want. 

To  relieve  and  protect,  I'd  not  spare; 
And  that's  the  way,  Harry,  I'd  have  a  good  tiine. 

If  I  were  a  millionaire. — Chorus. 
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At  dreamy  midnight's  cheerless  hour,       -  -     .         . ;, 
.i!  .  Deserted  e'en  by  Cynthia's  beams,  ~      / 

When  tempests  beat  and  torrents  pour,  '  .    > 

And  twinkling  stars  no  longer  gleam. 
The  wearied  sailor,  spent  with  toil, 

Clin^  firmly  to  the  weather  shrouds; 
And  still  the  lengthened  hour  to  guile. 
Sings,  as  he  views  the  gathering  clouds: 
Larboard  watch,  ahoy! 

Chorus.  < 

But  who  can  s|Xiak  the  joy  he  feels 
While  o'er  the  foam  his  vessel  reels. 
And  his  tir'd  eyelids  slumbering  fall    ', 
.  He  rouses  at  the  welcome  call 

Of  larboard  watch,  ahoy! 

"With  anxious  care  he  eyes  each  wave. 

That,  swelling,  threatens  to  ov'rwhelm,  -•: 

And  his  storm-beaten  bark  to  sjive. 

Directs  with  skill  the  faithful  helm. 
With  joy  he  drinks  the  cheering  grog,  ;  •■ 

V  'Mid  storms  that  bellow^  loud  and  hoarse; 

With  joy  he  heaves  the  reeling  log. 
And  marks  the  leeway  and  the  course: 
Larboard  watch,  ahoy! — Chorus. 


THE   OLD   CABIN  HOME. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrpss,  pn«t^naJd,  on  receipt  of  40  I 

ccnti<;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehman,  130  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  am  going  far  away. 

Far  away  to  leave  you  now,  ' 

To  de  Mississippi  nvor  I  am  going; 
I  will  take  my  old  banjo, 
.      And  I'll  sing  dis  little  song. 

Away  down  in  my  old  cabin  home. 

Chorus. 
Here  is  my  old  cabin  home. 

Here  is  my  sister  and  my  brother; 
Here  lies  my  wife,  de  joy  of  my  life. 

And  my  child  in  de  grave  with  its  mother. 

I  am  going  to  leave  dis  land, 
-,         ,    With  dis  our  darkey  band. 

To  travel  all  dis  wide  world  o'er; 
And  when  I  get  tired, 
'      .      I  will  settle  down  to  rest,  ' 

Away  down  in  my  old  cabin  home. — Chorus. 

When  old  age  comes  on, 
And  my  hair  is  turning  gray, 
I  will  hang  up  de  banjo  all  alone; 
I'll  sit  down  by  de  fire, 

And  I'll  pass  de  time  away,  ' 

Away  down  in  my  old  cabin  home. — Chorus. 
■■;';-« 

'Tis  dar  where  I  roam. 
Away  down  on  de  old  farm, 
^-  Where  all  de  darkies  are  free; 

Oh,  merrily  sound  de  banjo,  '         ,, 

For  de  white  folks  round  de  r(K)m, 

Away  down  in  my  old  cabin  home.  —Chorus. 


—If  you  should  see  your  girl  gazing  intently  at  your  feet,  don't  I 
shift  them  about  uneasily  or  draw  them  up,  or  sit  upon  them, 
under  the  impression  that  she  is  overwhelmed  by  their  immense  , 
size.     She  is  merely  taking  their  measure  mentally  for  a  pair  of  | 
slippers,  on  the  toes  of  which  she  intends  to  work  a  blue  dog  with 
a  green  tail  and  scarlet  ears.  . 

— A  priest  in  examining  a  confirmation  class,  asked  the  ques- 
tion— "  What  is  the  sacrament  of  matrimony?"  to  which  a  little  ' 
girl  answered — "  A  state  of  torment  into  which  souls  enter  to  pre- 
pare for  another  and  better  world."  "  Being,"  said  the  priest. 
"  the  answer  for  purgatory."  "  Put  her  to  the  foot  of  the  class," 
said  the  curate.  '*  Leave  her  alone  said  the  priest.  "  for  anything 
you  or  I  know  to  the  contrary,  shejnay  be  perfectly  right." 
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ACROSS   THE   BRIDG-E  HE   G-OES. 


Copyright.  18«t,  by  Oliver  llitMUi  A  (.'o. 
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On  the  bridge,  at  midnight,  stood  I  in  dismay. 
Watching  weary  stragglers  passing  on  their  way, 
Silently  reflecting,  dreaming  there  alone. 
All  their  joys  and  sorrows  seemed  to  be  my  own; 
See  the  wretched  gambler,  looking  deathly  white, 
All  his  fortune  vanished  in  one  single  night. 
With  a  look  of  horror  peeps  into  the  stream, 
Thinks  of  wife  and  children,  shattered  in  his  dream. 
"  Ruined,  fleeced  and  cheated,  fool  I  was  to  play, 
Home,  how  can  I  face  it?  what  am  I  to  say/" 
Whither  will  he  wander,  heaven  only  knows. 
Crushed  and  broken-hearted,  too, 
Across  the  bridge  he  goes. 

Next  with  steps  erratic  comes  the  city  clerk. 

Button-hole  and  stick  too  ready  for  a  lark; 

Been  to  smoking  concert,  stmg  his  latest  song. 

'•  Can't  be  twelve  o'clock  yet,  works  have  all  gone  wrong; 

What  a  beastly  nuisance,  last  omnibus  has  gone, 

Must  be  in  the  office  at  nine  to-morrow  morn." 

Then  he'll  ask  the  "  Bobby,"   •  oblige  me  with  a  light? 

Thank  you,  all  the  same,  old  chap — much  obliged,  g<MHl-nightI" 

Only  got  threeha'-pence,  this  is  jolly  queer! 

Where's  the  other  six-pence?  must  have  gone  for  ]>eerl 

Well,  here  he  goes  to  walk  it;  jingo,  how  it  blows! 

Lights  another  cigarette  as  o'er  the  bridge  hs  goes. 

Comes  the  muffled  burglar,  glancing  left  and  right, 
Shuffling  like  a  spectre,  shuns  the  glaring  light; 
Touches  his  revolver  with  a  murderous  leer, 
What's  a  life  to  him  when  sweet  liberty  is  dear? 
Next  with  flying  footsteps  <;omes  the  common  thief, 
Ilunletl  like  a  tiger,  trembling  like  a  leaf. 
Hark!  the  cry  "  They've  got  him" — tries  to  break  away. 
Appeals  aloud  for  mercy,  hear  what  he's  to  say. 
Let  me  off  this  time,  sir,  my  wife  is  ill  in  bed. 
It's  hard  to  hear  the  children  crying  out  for  bread. 
This  is  my  first  offense,  sir,  it  is,  Go<l  only  knows! 
Mercy  Was  not  meant  for  him,  as  over  the  t)ridgc  he  goes. 

Hark!  a  jK-al  of  laughter,  like  a  bird  in  song, 

A  pretty  little  actress  trips  her  way  along; 

Hugging  "  floral  tributes  "  in  her  dainty  arms, 

Whilst  her  tall  admirer  reminds  her  of  her  charms. 

Ditl  not  they  go  frantic  when  I  did  my  dance? 

I  told  you  I  should  knock  them  out  when  I  got  the  chance. 

Take  a  cab — no,  thank,  you,  I  have  not  far  to  walk. 

Leave  me  at  the  corner,  please,  you  know  how  people  talk. 

This  is  too  bad  of  you,  Fhj — dont  go  <m  like  this. 

You  know  you  are  so  fetching,  just  one  platonic  kiss; 

There's  not  a  soul  about  here,  hang  it,  don't  say,  no! 

Hugging,  squeezing,  teasing,  across  the  bridge  they  go. 

Comes  the  cunning  miser,  shriveled,  shrunk  and  old. 

Clutching  in  his  lM)ny  hands  a  bag  of  shining  gold; 

How  he  looks  al)out  him  to  see  if  any  one's  near 

t'o  steal  away  his  treasure,  than  Gcxl  to  him  more  dear. 

He  seeks  his  wretched  hovel,  with  tottering  step,  and  slow. 

And  curses  pomp  and  splendor  as  it  passes  to  and  fro; 

The  wind  is  blr)wing  fiercely  he  trembles  with  theTcold, 

And  as  he  creeps  along  the  bridge  he  whispers  to  his  gold: 

O,  thou  precious  burden,  that  fllled  the  world  with  ill, 

'Tis  you  that  prompts  the  murderer  to  draw  his  knife  and  kill! 

The  banc  (jf  all  gfH>d  feeling,  the  origin  of  woes. 

Cursing,  clutching  at  his  wealth,  across  the  bridge  he  goes. 

Next  a  form  approaches  iit  a  halting  pace, 
Grief  has  failed  to  shatter  the  l)eauty  of  her  face; 
promises  and  falsehoods  fondly  she  believed. 
Now  her  dream  is  ended,  forsaken  and  deceived. 
Silently  to  heaven  she  offers  up  a  prayer. 
Gazes  at  tlie  river,  then  shudders  in  despair. 
Clutching  some  love  token  in  her  witheretl  hands. 
Like  an  apparition  on  the  brink  she  stands. 
Why  did  he  forsake  me — him  I  loved  so  well? 
Hark!  the  bell  is  tolling,  bidcling  earth  farewell; 
Frantically  her  hands  high  in  tlie  air  she  throws, 
A  sigh,  a  leap,  a  scream, 'tis  done, 
Aa  o'er  the  bridge  she  goes. 


Such  an  Education  Has  My  Mary  Ann. 
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My  Mary  Ann's  a  teacher  in  a  great  big  public  school, 

She  gets  one  thousand  dollars  every  year. 
She  has  charge  of  all  the  children,  you'd  never  find  a  fool, 

For  Mary  gives  them  all  the  proper  .steer. 
()h!  she's  studied  Greek  and  Latin,  real  French  and  Timbuctoo, 

Germiui,  Spanish,  Turk  and  Hindoo.stan, 
Portuguese,  Irish  and  Jerusalem  Hebrew, 

Such  an  education  has  my  Mary  Ann. 

Chouus. 

She's  a  darling,  she's  a  daisy, 

She's  a  dumpling,  she's  a  lamb; 
You  .shoidd  hear  her  play  the  pi-ana. 

Such  an  education  has  my  Mary  Ann. 

My  Mary  Ann's  a  lady,  no  contemptible  co<iuettc. 

When  I  see  her  sure  my  heart  goes  in  a  drame; 
She  is  thoroughly  conversant  with  the  art  of  etiquette. 

And  at  cards  she'd  l)eat  old  Hoyle  himself  a  game. 
Oh,  she'd  play  you  whist  or  cribbage,  forty-five  or  cai>iu«), 

And  she'd  dale  the  cards  like  any  gamblin'  man, 
Poker  or  peanuckle.  or  Sanky  ♦)h  Pedro, 

Such  an  education  has  my  Mary  Ann. — Chorus. 

Mv  Mary  Ann's  a  dancer  in  the  art  of  terpsichore, 

I'ou  would  see  her  forward  four  and  alamandi; 
She'd  break  up  all  the  lumber  you'd  put  down  on  the  floor, 

Such  a  heavy  stepiwr  is  my  Mary  Ann. 
Oh,  she'd  dance  you  the  mazourka,  a  polka  or  quadrille. 

Heel  or  jig,  or  shuffle  in  the  sand,  scholtische  or  the  German, 
You  couldn't  keep  her  still. 

Such  an  education  had  my  Mary  Ann. — Chorus. 


SPARE  THE  OLD  HOMESTEAD. 


Copyright.  1M3.  by  Mrs.  J.  I*.  Webrter. 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  lie  sent  le  any  addrewt.  poKl  tiaid.  on  rpceipt  of  M 
How,  New ' 


cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  one  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  I.W  Park 
'  York  C  ity.    Postage  St-unps  taken  nanie  aa  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Sy<lney  I>j«-r.     Music  by  J.  1'.  Webster. 


Oh!  .spare,  .spare  the  old  homestead, 

'Twas  tiiere  I  flrst  knew 
The  love  of  ray  mother. 

Still  changeless  and  true. 
A  father's,  a  brother's, 

A  lov'd  sister's  care; 
Oh,  the.se  are  the  mcm'rics, 

That  beam  on  me  there. 

Chorus. 

Then  spare,  spare  the  old  homestead, 

'Tis  dear  to  me  yet ; 
The  home  of  my  childhoo<I, 

I  never,  never  can  forget. 

Oh!  spare,  spare  the  old  honislead. 

Nor  ruthles-sly  part 
The  ties  that  have  lK)und  it 

So  long  to  my  heart. 
When  wandering  and  weary. 

And  burdened  with  care, 
A  bright  spot  of  sunshine. 

Still  beams  for  me  there.— CnoRi  8. 

Oh!  spare,  spare  the  old  homestead. 

Though  moss  overgrown. 
Its  halls  are  deserted. 

Decaying  alone. 
Y'ct  back  to  its  hearth-.stone, 

My  heart  will  repair. 
As  though  its  warm  greetings, 

Still  welcomed  me  there. — Chohuj*. 

Oh!  spare,  spare  the  old  homestead 

Till  that  pensive  hour. 
When  age  makes  me  weary 

And  life  yields  its  power. 
Then  bear  me  when  fainting. 

To  breathe  the  sweet  air. 
And  die  'mid  the  sunshine, 

That  beams  on  me  there. — Chorub. 
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I   LEFT  ^Y   LOVE. 

Coprriffht,  18S2,  by  Wm.  H.  Hamilton. 


i 


The  WArds  and  Music  of  this  Soni?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post^oaid,  on  rrreipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son(?s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  dity.    Posta^re  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  ail  our  goods. 

I  left  my  love  in  a  far  off  land 

In  poverty  and  pain, 
The  tears  hung  heavy  in  my  eyes, 

And  hers  came  down  like  rain. 
I  gave  her  all  I  had  to  give,  : 

Repressed  the  rising  sigh, 
And  hoping  for  the  days  to  come 

I  kept  my  courage  high.  '       • 

Oh,  farewell,  I  said,  if  seasons  pa.ss 

And  sunshine  follows  rain, 
And  morning  dawns  on  darkest  night. 

You'll  see  me  back  again. 


A  year  had  passed  and  I  sought  my  love 

And  brought  her  over  the  sea, 
A  happy  man,  a  happy  wife. 

To  bless  my  home  and  me. 
My  home  is  small,  my  wants  arc  few, 

I  bid  all  care  depart. 
And  sit  beside  my  cottage  door 

With  proud  but  grateful  heart. 
Oh,  the  children  smiling  round  my  1x>ard 

Never  ask  for  bread  in  vain. 
The  day  has  dawned  upon  the  night. 

The  sun  has  followed  rain. 


u 
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SCANLAN^S  SWING  SONG. 

Copyriffht,  1888,  by  T.  B.  Harms  *  Co. 


The  Words  and  Hnsie  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address^,  postri>aid,  ou  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonars  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  aaine  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written,  and  sung  by  W,  J.  Scanlan,  in  his  new  drama  "  Mylcs  Aroon." 

Just  like  a  flower  in  Spring  time, 

Swaying  to  and  fro. 
Like  bells  when  ringing,  ' 

Swinging  high  and  low; 
Swings  my  bud  of  beauty,    ■ 

Happy  as  days  are  long; 
;    Who  would  not  like  me. 

Bubbling  with  joy  and  song? 
See  those  eyes  of  sunshine 

Dance  with  childish  glee; 
On  thy  face,  my  dear  darling, 

3Iay  they  ever  be. 

Refrain. 

Just  like  a  flower  in  Spring  time. 

Swaying  to  and  fro 
Like  bells  when  ringing. 

Swinging  high  and  low; 
Swings  my  bud  of  beauty, 

Happy  as  days  are  long; 
Who  would  not  like  me. 

Bubbling  with  joy  and  song? 
See!  there  she  goes! 

See!  there  she  goes! 


Kiss  me,  my  little  darling. 

Crown  me  with  childish  love; 
He  who  gives  all,  dear. 

Watches  from  above. 
Well  the  flowers  greet  thee, 

Bathe  their  heads  in  dew; 
Wishing  to  be  culled,  love. 

Since  they  are  all  for  you. 
Like  the  bud  that  soon  will  bloom,  . 

Like  the  bird  that's  free; 
So.  my  blushing  rosebud. 

Thou  wilt  some  day  be. — Refrain. 


— "  John,"  she  said  sweetly,  as  she  glanced  at  the  clock,  "  do 
you  know  anything  about  bass  ball?"  "Well,  I  rather  guess  I 
do,"  he  answered  with  pride.  "There  is  a  shortstop  in  every 
nine,  isn't  there?"  "  Certainly."  "  Is  there  a  long  stop,  too? " 
"No."  "It  is  a  pity."  "Why  so?"  "Because,"  and  she 
glanced  at  the  clock  again,  "  if  there  was  a  long  stop,  you  would 
make  money.    Every  club  would  be  bidding  for  you." 


MRS.  MCCARTHY'S  PARTY. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Chas.  P.  Blake  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoeipt  of  M  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonars  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  nirk 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aii  0Ai>h  (or  all  our  (oods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Frank  C.  Turner. 


Mrs.  McCarthy,  stout  and  hearty, 

Thought  shed  give  a  birthday  party 
When  her  daughter,  Mary  Ann,  was  twenty-thrcc; 

She  extended  invitations, 
To  her  friends  and  near  relations. 

For  to  call  and  have  a  time  c^uite  socially. 
The  Ryans  and  O'Briens  were  mvitcd  to  attend, 

The  Bradys  and  O'Gradys  led  the  van; 
And  the  Irish  ixtliticians.  ,^ 

All  who  held  high  positions. 
Came  to  pay  their  respects 

To  handsome  Mary  Ann. 

Refrain. 

At  eight  o'clock  we'all  sat  down  to  .supper. 
We  cleared  the  floor  to  have  a  dance  at  ten; 
•     At  eleven  we  all  felt  frisky  from  drinking  Irish  whiskey. 
And  at  twelve  o'clock  the  fighting  begin. 

All  the  guests  as  they  came  in  ■ 

Were  received  by  Patsy  Flynn, 
And  escorted  to  the  parlor  in  big  style; 

The  O'Learys  from  Galway, 
Said  that  they  had  come  to  stay,  .       J 

And  to  the  parlor  marched  in  single  tile. 
Then  social  etiquette  was  quite  forgotten  for  a  time. 

And  Mickey  Burke  went  out  to  fill  the  can; 
With  the  singing  and  the  dancing. 

Sure  the  fun  was  quite  entrancing, 
And  they  wished  long  life 

To  the  handsome  Mary  Ann. — Refrain. 

Mrs.  Terry  got  quite  merry. 

All  from  drinking  "  Tom  and  Jerry," 
And  she  vowed  she'd  break  the  leg  of  Mike  O'Neil; 

Mrs.  Malony,  oh,  so  tony. 
Says,  "  be  quiet,  you  old  croney,"  •  ' 

Or  on  your  body  I'll  dance  a  reel. 
Then  every  one  began  to  talk  and  tell  what  they  could  do, 

The  Ryans  swore  they'd  kill  O'Grady's  gang; 
Then  they  all  began  to  battle. 

And  they  made  the  windows  rattle, 
In  the  mansion  of  the 

Handsome  Mary  Ann. — Refrain. 

They  all  fought  till  they  were  tired, 

And  poor  Patsy  Flynn  was  fired 
Through  the  parlor  window  out  into  the  street; 

Delia  Clancy's  nose  was  broken. 
And  Pat  Ryan  was  a  choking 

Tom  O'Grady  who  was  stretched  out  at  his  feet. 
The  piano  fell  on  Mickey  Burke  and  squeezed  him  most  to  death. 

He  kicked  and  broke  the  jaw  of  Kate  Mahonc; 
Mrs.  McCarthy  and  McNally 

Threw  them  all  out  in  the  alley,  . 
And  they  left  them  there  to 

Fight  it  out  alone. — Refrain. 


The  World  is  Coming  to  an  End. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  rec^ire 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  oTer  3000  Popular  English  and  Oemuui 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  forul  our  goods. 

When  you  hear  that  somebody  mobbetl  a  plumber, 

The  world  is  coming  to  an  end; 
When  the  girls  refuse  ice  cream  in  Summer,  r 

The  world  is  coming  to  an  end. 
When  a  man,  in  the  rain  for  an  hour  and  a  half. 
Holds  and  compels  you  to  listen  to  his  chaflF, 
Then  he  tells  you  a  "  chestnut "  that  will  make  you  laugh. 

The  world  is  coming  to  an  end. 

If  you  don't  flop  down  on  a  banana  peel. 

The  world  is  coming  to  an  end ;  ■ 

When  the  color  in  the  ladies' cheeks  is  real,    . 

The  world  is  coming  to  an  end.  | 

When  lovers  will  cease  to  plot  and  to  plan, 
And  give  each  other  taffy  when  ever  Uiey  can, 
And  when  old  maids  turn  their  back  on  a  man,     ' 

The  world  is  coming  to  an  end. 
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'NEATH  THE  OLD  MAPLE  TREE 

Copyright,  1887,  by  Willis  WooUwarU  A  Co. 

The  Wonlg  and  Musiu  of  this  Sont;  »II  be  m-iit  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sondes  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wchnian,  130  Park 

.  Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Musiv  by  Julian  Jordan. 


Near  an  old-fasbiom'ti  school-house  neglected,  decayed, 
Forgotten  amid  life's  great  throng; 
■  A  tree  spreads  ils  branches,  beneath  which  we  played, 

In  childhood  when  days  were  so  long. 
.  Companions  for  years  together  they've  stood, 
Together  they've  braved  frost  and  snow; 
Oh,  my  eyes  till  with  tears,  in  my  heart  there's  a  sigh, 
As  I  think  of  days  long  ago. 

j      •  liEFKAIN. 

For  my  metn'ry  recalls  the  glad  moments  of  yore. 
When  with  heart  full  of  laughter  and  glee; 

With  playmate  and  sweetheart  together  we  played. 
And  swung  'neath  the  old  maple  tree 

The  old  tree  yet  stands  on  the  bank  of  the  door, 

But  where  are  the  dear  ones  who  strayed 
Beneath  its  kind  shelter  when  school  hours  were  o'er, 

And  games  of  sweet  childhood  we  played? 
Oh,  could  they  but  gather  again  as  of  yore. 

So  merry,  so  happy  and  free; 
Oh,  could  they  but  gather  again  as  of  yore, 

To  swing  'neath  the  old  naaple  tree. — Rekkaik. 


BERNARD  REILLY. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Will.  H.  Kennedy. 

The  Wurdy  anil  Musio  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rerelpt  of  10 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Uollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy. 


Bernard  Reilly,  Bernard  Reilly,  days  have  passed  so  lonely, 
Since  you  left  your  cottage  home  to  sail  beyant  the  sea; 

Every  night  and  every  morn  I'm  thinking  of  you  onlv. 
Won't  you  write  a  loving  line  to  show  you  think  of  me? 

In  the  meadow  by  the  brook,  'neath  the  spreading  tree, 
Where  we  carved  our  names  together,  darlin',  you  and  me; 

There  at  twilight  oft  I  wander,  thinking  of  you  fondly. 
Won't  you  write  a  loving  line  to  little  Kate  McGee? 

Chorus. 

In  the  meadow  by  the  brook,  neath  the  spreading  tree, 
Where  we  carved  our  names  together,  darlin',  you  and  me; 

Bernard  Reilly,  Bernard  Reilly,  faith,  I  love  but  thee. 
Won't  you  write  a  loving  line  to  little  Kate  McGee";? 

Bernard  Reilly.  don't  forget  the  vows  we  pledged  together, 

Near  that  little  village  church  beside  the  shady  lane; 
Well  you  know  when  last  we  met,  to  roam  the  brush  and  heather, 

Then  you  asked  me,  Bernard,  dear,  if  I  would  change  my  name. 
Though  you've  sailed  so  far  away  over  the  ocean  wide. 

Yet  I'll  never  forget  my  promise,  that  I'd  be  your  bride; 
Bernard  Reilly,  Bernard,  darlin',  stay  tho.se  tears  of  sorrow. 

Won't  you  write  a  loving  line  to  little  Kate  McGee? — Chorup. 


Happy  Times  Passed  and  Gone  Away. 

Written  and  eunj;  by  Sam  Dcvcrc. 

Oh.  1  never  shall  forect  de  many  happy,  hajipy  times, 

Dat  we  cpcnt  in  .Xlabania  lonj;  ago; 
When  wc  "jK'mbled  in  de  evenin"  to  have  a  little  dance, 

.■\nd  forget  about  de  shovel  and  de  hotf. 
Whar  de  purty  little  yaller  j;als  joined  us  in  de  fun, 

Dat  la-oted  till  do  breukin'  of  de  day: 
Oh.  I  never  ohall  forget  it  to  de  lonjjest  day  I  live, 

Dcm  dar  happy  times  pat<(>ed  and  gone  away. 

Chorus. 

I  feel  old  time  just  creeping  right  along, 

I'se  getting  right  old  and  gray; 
But  rd  like  to  show  de  white  folks  how  I  used  to  dance 

In  de  happy  times  passed  and  gone  away. 

Oh,  I  like  to  linger  fondly  on  dcm  happy,  happy  days. 

And  de  fun  I  used  to  have  when  I  was  j-oung; 
When  we  used  to  come  together  "round  de  little  cabin  doors. 

Oh.  de  merry,  merry  songs  dat  wi;  have  sung. 
I  used  to  pick  de  banjo  all  to  pieces  in  my  time. 

How  de  darkies  used  to  like  to  hear  me  play; 
Oh,  dar's  no  use  in  talking  dey  will  never  come  again, 

Dem  happy  times  passed  and  gone  away.  —Chorus. 


AM    I     RIGHT? 

Copyright,  1«88,  by  Chaa.  D.  Blake  A  Co. 

'rhe  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Poatage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  aU  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  8.  KuaseU  Ctulds. 


Now  this  city  isn't  noted  for  its  water. 

Am  I  right,  am  I  right? 
And  the  river  doesn't  suit  us  as  it  oughter. 

It  isn't  quite  clear  and  bright. 
In  every  drop  some  anamalcular  appears, 
8o  that  when  a  fellow  thirsty  gets  he  drinks  in  deadly  fear; 
It's  gootl  enough  for  washing  but  for  drinking  give  me  beer, 

Am  I  right,  am  I  right? 

Now  we're  a  very  pugilistic  nation, 

Am  I  right,  am  I  right? 
Mister  Sullivan  affords  an  illustration 

How  to  smite  in  a  tight. 
Jem  Smith  says  he'll  come  over  here  and  paralyze  our  men, 
But  Smith  is  given  very  much  to  blowing  now  and  then, 
And  if  he  ever  tackles  John  he'll  never  blow  again. 

Am  I  right,  am  I  right? 

Now  the  ladies  have  the  latest  art  of  dressing, 

Am  I  right,  am  I  right? 
Their  little  wai.sts  so  tight  compressing. 

It  isn't  quite  exactly  right. 
Their  present  style  of  dressing  seems  to  me  a  little  crude. 
It  must  please  them  at  all  events,  yet  still  wc  must  conclude. 
That  if  they  cut  much  more  away  they  might  as  well  be  nude. 

Am  I  right,  am  I  right? 

Now  I've  no  doubt  you're  weary  of  my  verses. 

Am  I  right,  am  I  right? 
But  if  you  ^ve  applause  instead  of  curses, 

I  will  recite  some  other  night. 
The  patience  of  the  public  I  have  very  much  admired. 
If  I  should  sing  another  verse  I'm  sure  I'd  make  you  tired; 
So  I'd  rather  leave  with  dignity  than  wait  till  I  gel  tired. 

Am  I  right,  am  I  right? 


■■.■*■•*■•'  '- 


FAREWELL,    MARGUERITE. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  ChaK  D.  Blake  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-rwiid.  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  see  thy  loving  smile, 

I  hear  thy  gentle  voice. 
That  could  the  darkest  hour  beguile, 

And  make  my  heart  rejoice. 
I  see  thee  still  as  in  the  happy  past. 

And  in  my  bosom  tender  mem'ries  dwell. 
Bright  hour  of  bliss  that  could  not  last. 

Sweet  Marguerite,  farewell. 

CUORUS 

I  know  not  if  within  the  bounds  of  time. 

We'll  meet  again  our  mutual  love  to  tell, 
I  hear  the  hour  for  parting  chime. 

Sweet  Marguerite,  farewell ; 
I  hear  the  hour  for  parting  chime. 

Sweet  Marguerite,  sweet  Marguerite,  farewell. 

Marguerite,  farewell,  farewell. 

What  though  between  us  oceans  roll, 

And  swelling  seas  divide. 
My  heart  still  owns  thy  sweet  control. 

It  knows  no  queen  beside. 
And  often  in  the  holy  hush  of  night. 

This  theme  my  fondly  waiting  heart  will  swell- 
Dear  dream  of  love  that  made  earth  bright, 

Sweet  Marguerite,  farewell.— Chorus. 

And  though  in  life  we  meet  no  more 

As  in  the  happy  past. 
We'll  bless  those  blissful  days  of  yore, 

While  life  and  time  shall  last. 
Bcvond  the  reach  of  every  grief  and  pain, 

Beyond  time's  dark  and  stormy  billows  swell 
Above  life's  clouds  we'll  meet  again. 

Sweet  Marguerite,  farewell. — Chorus.      .  • 


»-" Say,  I've  got  the  hiccoughs.    Frighten  me  won't  you?"' 
"  Lend  me  a  five?"    "  Thanks  it's  all  over  now." 
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LITTLE  MAID  OF  ARCADEE. 

Wonls  by  W.  S.  GUbert    Music  by  Arthur  S.  SulUran. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  «^ll  be  sent  to  ej\y  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooos. 

Little  maid  of  Arcadee 

Sat  upon  cousin  Robin's  knee,  / 

Thought  in  face  and  form  and  limb 

Nobody  could  equal  him; 
He  was  rich  and  she  was  fair,  ■       ;  '. 

Truth,  they  made  a  pretty  pair;    : 
Happy  little  maiden  she, 

Happy  maid  of  Arcadee:       i 
Happy  little  maiden  she,  - 

Happy  maid  of  Arcadee,    /         \. 

Happy  maid  of  Arcadee. 

Moments  si>ed  as  moments  will, 

I^pidly  enough,  until 
After,  say  a  month  or  two, 
•  '  Robin  did  as  Robins  do; 

Fickle  as  the  month  of  May, 

Jilted  her  and  ran  away, 
Wretched  little  maiden  she; 

Doleful  maid  of  Arcadee,       '    ,     • 

Doleful  maid  or  Ardadee. 

^  To  her  little  home  she  crept, 

There  she  sat  her  down  and  wept. 
Maiden  wept  as  maidens  will, 

Grew  so  thin  aud  pale  and  ill; 
Till  another  came  to  woo. 

Then  again  the  roses  grew; 
Happy  little  maiden  she, 

Happy  maid  of  Arcadee;    .  * 

Happy  little  maiden  she, 

Happy  maid  of  Arcadee, 

Happy  maid  of  Arcadee. 


)  You'll  Have  to  Be  Up  to  the  Times. 

;  Send  vour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wenman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  itx.-eive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  English  and  German 
,  8ong»— Free.    Postal  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

There's  hundreds  of  people  most  worried  to  death, 

They  can't  find  out  where  the  fault  lays; 
They  bother  ^^emselves  'till  they're  all  out  of  breath, 

While  thfy^stick  to  old  stereotype  ways. 
A  synopsis  we'll  give  in  a  skeleton  form. 

The  very  best  way  in  our  rhymes. 
Give  up  the  idea  of  old  grandfather's  day,  ' 

And  try  and  be  up  to  the  times. 

Chorus.  '  > 

Just  save  up  your  pennies  aud  figure  them  close. 

You  can  very  soon  count  them  in  dimes; 
Soon  your  dimes  runs  to  dollars,  and  when  you  have  them 

You  can  always  be  up  to  the  times. 

Now  appearance  is  half  of  the  battle,  you  bet, 

You're  a  darling  in  every  one's  eyes. 
Remember  you're  working  for  all  you  can  get. 

Always  spring  something  new  by  surprise.  ^'^ ' 

There's  lots  of  inducements  to  throw  a  man  off. 

When  you  listen  to  flattery's  chime 
You'll  find  yourself  lost,  and  you'll  be  a  dead  frost. 

Unless  you  are  up  to  the  times. 
Chorus. 

It's  a  very  wise  lad,  yes,  that  knows  his  own  dad. 

To  find  out  if  you  re  very  inclined. 
If  your  father  can't  tell,  you  can  know  very  well, 

That  he  was  never  up  to  the  times. 

Just  look  at  the  ladies  each  day  that  we  meet, 
They  seem  to  know  more  than  the  men, 
.    Well,  your  wife,  just  for  spite,  she  goes  out  every  night, 
You  can  never  find  out  where  she's  been. 
You  might  think  it's  all  right,  but  I  know  it's  all  wrong, 
Well,  there's  other  nice  mashers  she  finds, 
.      Whatever  she  does,  and  wherever  she  was, 

You  can  bet  she  was  up  to  the  times. 
■  Chorus. 

Girls  at  sweet  sixteen  Summers  know  more  than  their  mammas, 

Up  the  back  stairs  often  climb; 
Well,  the  skating  rink  never  keeps  open  all  night. 

Well,  the  girls  are  all  up  to  the  times. 


He's  All  Bight  When  You  Know  Him. 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Tony  Pastor. 

The  party  that  I  sing  about  is  called  the  "  East-side  Pet," 
He  wears  his  hat  upon  one  ear,  and  chews  a  cigarette. 
He  sports  a  sky-high-collar,  and  a  diamond  made  of  glass. 
The  chain  upon  his  vest  is  like  his  features,  "  solid  brass." 

:'  ■    ' -.-  ^:■•■•:  "'■■•.■;■    '  Chorus.   ■    ^'^ '■■-■■■  ■■-^'-i 

He's  all  right  when  you  know  him,  tho'  he's  spoiling  for  a  fight. 
He'll  black  your  eye  one  minute,  then  he'll  hug  you  with  delight; 
He  wouldn't  hurt  a  baby,  he's  a  pal  that  you  can  trust. 
He's  all  right  when  you  know  him,  but  you've  got  to  know  him  fust. 

He  has  a  bull-purp  on  a  string,  which  follows  him  about,    . 

Policemen  look  the  other  way  whenever  he  walks  out; 

The  only  labor  that  he  does  as  far  as  you  can  see. 

Is  blowing  froth  off  schooners  down  the  festive  Bow-er-ree. — Cho. 

He  bangs  his  hair  just  like  a  girl,  and  takes  the  pic-nics  in. 

And  when  he  makes  a  little  raise  he  blows  in  all  the  tin; 

At  every  East-side  ball  in  town  he  manages  the  floor, 

Or  else  he's  the  grand  bouncer,  who  is  stationed  at  the  door. — Cho. 

He  goes  to  every  slugging  match,  at  pcanuckle  he's  fly. 

The  East-side  ladies  think  he's  sweet,  they  love  to  catch  his  eye; 


With  laiMjl  of  his  coat  thrown  back,  he's  just  the  gayest  yet. 
There  isn't  any  flies  on  him,  the  nifty  •'Last-side  Pet." — ( 


Chorus. 


There  Isn't  a  Law  to  Prevent  It. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  ^V't•hman,  130  Park  Row.  New  York  t^ty,  and  receive  | 

By  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  F^iglixh  and  (^rmao 

Songs— (Vee.     Postage  Stampx  taken  same  ai>  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

The  ladies  now  dress 

In  style  of  distress,  '.; 

They  try  to  look  just  like  a  man;  ■  '  ■  • 

Derby  hats  they  will  sport. 
Wear  their  hair  very  short. 

They  want  to  be  dudes  if  they  can. 

Pug  dogs  take  our  place. 
They  kiss  their  nose  and  face. 

But  some  day  they'll  surely  repent  it; 
They'll  come  around  bye-and-bye, 
After  the  boys  on  the  sly. 

And  there  isn't  a  law  to  prevent  it. 

Mr.  Whitney's  the  man. 
Who  will  see  if  he  can 

Get  a  navy  that  sometimes  will  float;  ; 

He'll  do  away  with  old  junk, 
That  always  has  sunk 

If  it  runs  up  against  an  old  boat. 

Chetip  stuff  will  not  do. 
We  want  everything  new. 

For  the  Dolphin  a  million  we  spent  it; 
But  when  Whitney  did  drop. 
Roach  he  shut  up  his  shop. 

And  there  wasn't  a  law  to  prevent  it.  '    ' 

There's  another  funny  crowd. 
That  go  around  shouting  loud. 

Promenading  up  and  down  the  street; 
They  wear  jerseys  of  red. 
With  no  brains  m  their  head,  ' 

And  they're  dancing  the  shoes  off  their  feet. 

And  the  women  with  poke  hats, 
^  Try  to  mash  all  the  flats. 

And  their  captain  a  tambourine  sent  it; 
Their  music's  not  charming, 
That  Salvation  Army,  ", 

Please  give  us  a  law 

The  Genesta  came  o'er 

From  old  England's  shore,  . 

Thinking  our  prize  she  could  win; 
Sir  Richard  talked  loud,  •• 

And  his  crew  felt  quite  proud. 

But  to  lose  our  boys  thought  it  a  sin. 

She's  won  prizes  on  all  foreign  shores. 
And  to  win  our  cup,  John  Bull 

He  sent  it: 
But  our  Puritan,  so  thin,  .        ,  '  .        . 

Scooped  the  Englishmen  in,        ':    .•  ^ 

And  there  isn't  a  law 
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HARP   OP  THE   WILD   WIND. 

Copyright,  1851,  by  Orramal  Whittlesey. 
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Words  by  Miw  Mary  Bradford.    Music  by  Orranial  WhitUeaey. 

Sweet  liarp  of  the  wild  wind, 

Thy  soft  and  mellow  strain, 
Sweet  as  the  notes  of  Cherubim 

Is  wafted  o'er  the  plain. 
It  speaks  of  joys  and  gladness, 

It  tells  of  luyrth  and  glee,  , 

AVhile  steps  of  airy  lightnes.s 

Move  to  music  wild  and  free. 

Now  a  wail  is  on  the  night  wind. 

That's  howling  o'er  the  plain, 
And  itJi  numbers  wild  and  mournful, 

Tell  of  sorrow  and  of  pain. 
They  sjjeak  of  storm  and  tempest. 

Wild  horror  and  despair. 
And  its  numbers  chill  the  life  blood, 

For  the  dirge  of  death  is  there 

Harp,  oh,  harp  of  the  wild  wind. 

Wake,  oh,  wake  thee  in  thy  power. 
For  a  spirit  tilled  with  fury. 

Rules  the  tempest  in  that  hour. 
For  the  dread  roll  of  the  thunder. 

And  the  fierce  rush  of  the  blast, 
In  angry  tones  they  threaten 

This  moment  is  thy  last. 

Hark  I  a  strain  of  fairy  music 

Now  rises  o'er  the  storm, 
'Tis  thee,  my  harp,  that  now  jwura  forth 

Its  sweetest  lay  of  song, 
.  And  answers  to  the  storm  king. 

Who  his  fury  pours  on  thee. 
Thy  rage  can  but  awaken 

My  strings  to  melody. 


CLOSE    TO    IT. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Harding  Brothers 
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WAITING-. 

.         CopyriKht,  1««7,  by  H.  Millard. 

Word.'*  and  MuMc  of  thi«  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addre.is,  post-nsid,  on  rrepipt  of  |u 
cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjra  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  .1.  Wehman.  1.10  Tark 
Row,  New  York  City.    Pootafre  Stamps  taken  same  as  ra.xh  for  all  our  goods. 


Wonls  by  EUen  H.  Klagg.    Music  by  H.  Millard. 


The  stars  shine  on  his  pathway. 

The  trees  l)end  back  their  leaves. 
To  guide  him  to  the  meadow 

Among  the  golden  sheaves; 
Where  stand  I,  longing,  loving, 

And  lislning  as  I  wait 
The  nightingale's  wild  .singing. 

Sweet  singing  to  its  mate; 
Singing,  singing. 

Sweet  singing  to  its  mate. 

The  breeze  comes  sweet  from  heaven. 

And  music  in  the  air. 
Heralds  my  lover's  coming 

And  tells  me  he  is  there,       ' 

And  tells  me  he  is  there. 
Come,  for  ray  arras  are  empty. 

Come,  for  the  day  was  long, 
Turn  the  darkness  to  glory. 

The  sorrow  into  song. 

I  hear  his  footfall's  music, 

I  feel  his  presence  near. 
All  my  soul  respon.sive  answers 

And  tells  me  he  is  here. 
Uh,  stars,  shine  out  your  brightest, 

Oh,  nightingale,  .sing  swecl, 
To  guide  him  to  me,  waiting, 

And  speed  his  flying  feet; 
To  guide  him  to  me,  waiting. 

And  speed  his  flying  feet. 


—Judge  to  prisoner:  Your  wife  says  you  dragged  her  out  of 
her  lied  by  the  hair.  Prisoner:  I  didn't  touch  her  hair,  your 
honor.  It  was  hanging  on  the  back  of  a  chair,  just  Adhere  she  put 
it  the  night  before.     Case  dismissed. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wil  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
cents,  or  thisand  anytwootherSongsforOne  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehnuui,  ISO  Park 
How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  oash  (or  *U  OUT  good*. 

A  man  should  always  be  precise 

In  what  he  says  thro' life, 
And  I  am  most  precise 

In  all  I  say  to  my  dear  wife; 
'Twas  late  last  night  when  I  roll'd  in 

To  my  domestic  bunk — 
"  You're  drunk,"  my  wife  said, 

I  replied,  **  My  dear,  I  am  not  drunk." 

Cnonus. 
But  miitc  close  to  it,  so  close  to  it, 
Tho'l  a.ssured  my  loving  wife 
I'd  not  I)cen  drunk  in  all  my  life; 

Close  to  it,  quite  close  to  it. 
Well,  not  exactly  loaded, 

But  close  to  it. 


We  have  a  pretty  servant  girl. 

And  so  has  Jones  next  door; 
Well,  I  iust  treat  our  servant,  Jane, 

Politely,  nothing  more. 
My  wife  declares  I  took  the  girl 

To  Barnum's  show  one  night; 
I  said,  "  My  love,  by  all  the  stars, 

I  swear  you  are  not  right." 

Chorus. 
But  quite  close  to  it,  so  close  to  it, 
I  did  not  take  our  girl,  I'm  sure, 
You  sec  I  took  the  girl  next  door; 

Close  to  it,  quite  close  to  it. 
My  wife,  of  course,  was  wrong. 

Yet  quite  close  to  it. 

I  went  to  the  Hoffman  House 

To  get  a  good  cigar; 
And  while  no  one  was  looking, 

I  strolled  behind  the  bar. 
I  run  my  hand  into  a  lx)X, 

My  pockets  I  did  fill; 
But  why  did  Stokes  kick  up  a  row? 

I  was  not  at  the  till. 
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Chorub. 

But  quite  close  to  it,  so  close  to  it. 
The  policeman  gave  me  such  a  wliack, 
'Twas  not  exactly  on  the  back- 

Close  to  it,  quite  close  to  it, 
The  window  it  was  closed 

And  I  went  through  it. 

I  »\so  am  a  modest  man. 

And  when  at  the  sea.side, 
I  hate  to  see  men  st;ire  while  girls 

Are  bathing  in  the  tide. 
I'm  not  at  all  a  hypocrite. 

But  practice  what  I  preach. 
So,  while  the  girls  are  bathing, 

I'm  never  on  the  beach. 

Chorus. 

But  quite  close  to  it.  .so  close  to  it, 
'Tis  fun  to  see  an  old  maid 
Approach  the  rojx;  and  try  to  wade 

Close  to  it,  quite  close  to  it, 
Not  close  enough  to  please  her, 

But  close  to  it. 


—The  difTercncc  between  a  porous  plaster  and  a  lottery  ticket  is 
that  the  plaster  draws  .something. 

— A  woman  in  the  waiting  room  of  the  Third  street  depot  the 
other  day  had  a  great  deal  of  trouble  with  one  of  her  two  children 
— a  boy  of  seven  or  eight — and  a  man  who  sat  near  her  stood  it  as 
long  as  possible,  and  then  observed:  "  Madam,  that  Ixry  of  yours 
needs  the  strong  hand  of  a  father."  "  Yes,  I  know  it,"  she  re- 
plieti.  "but  he  can't  have  it.  His  father  died  when  he  was  six 
years  of  age,  and  I've  done  my  best  to  get  another  man  and  failed. 
He  can't  have  what  I  can't  get." 
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TWO  LOVELY  BLACK  EYES. 

Strolling  so  gaily  down  Bowling  Green, 
This  gay  youth  you  might  have  seen; 
Maginnis  and  I  with  a  girl  between, 

But,  oh !  what  a  surprise. 
I  praised  the  Republicans  frank  and  free, 
Maginnis  got  angry  quite  speedily, 
And  in  a  moment  be  Landed  me 

Two  lovely  black  eyes. 

Chorus. 

Two  lovely  black  eyes, 

Oh!  what  a  surprise; 
Only  for  telling  a  man  he  was  wrong, 

Two  lovely  black  eyes. 

The  next  time  I  argued  I  thought  it  l)est 

To  give  the  Republican's  a  rest; 

So  the  merits  of  Henry  George  I  pressed. 

But,  oh!  what  a  surprise. 
The  man  I  had  met  was  from  Tammany  true, 
Nothing  the  workingmen  right  could  do. 
This  was  my  share  of  that  argument  too. 

Two  lovely  black  eyes.— Chorus.  . 

The  moral  you've  caught,  there  is  no  doubt. 
Never  on  politics  rave  or  shout; 
Leave  it  to  others  to  flght  it  out, 

If  you  would  be  wise. 
Better  by  far  it  is  to  let 
Republicans  and  Democrats  alone,  you  bet, 
Unless  you  are  willing  and  anxious  to  get  •  " . 

Two  lovely  black  eyes. — Chorus, 


THE   OLD  LOVE  AND  THE  NEW. 

The  Words  and  Munic  of  this  Soni;  will  be  Bent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  iTcoipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wchman,  1.*  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

On  the  terrace  in  the  moonlight  when  the  leaves  were  turning  red, 
And  the  purple  clouds  hung  heavy  overhead. 
Of  love  and  hope  he  wove  a  golden  chain,  ^ 

To  the  music  of  the  falling  Autumn  rain; 
Ah,  write  those  vows  in  water,  or  trace  them  deep  in  snow. 
The  sunlight  of  a  new  love  will  melt  them  with  its  glow. 

Chorus. 

Write  those  vows  in  water  or  trace  them  deep  in  .snow, 
The  sunlight  of  a  new  love  will  melt  them  with  its  glow; 
Ah,  me,  too  true! 
;     How  very  oft  the  old  love  will  fade  before  the  new. 

Came  the  Winter,  died  the  Summer,  and  the  golden  Autumn  fled, 

Then  I  knew  the  old,  old  love  with  him  was  dead; 

Those  vows  perhaps  repeated  once  again, 

To  the  music  of  the  mournful  Autumn  rain; 

Ah,  write  those  vows  in  water,  or  trace  them  deep  in  snow. 

The  sunlight  of  a  new  love  will  melt  them  with  its  glow.— Cho, 


ALL  ON  ACCOUNT  OP  A  WOMAN. 

I've  iust  escaped  the  county  jail. 

All  on  account  of  a  woman; 
And  I  l)een  ridden  on  a  rail, 

All  on  account  of  a  woman. 
I've  been  shot  and  .stabbed  and  lost  my  hair, 
For  weeks  I've  been  on  a  terrible  tare, 
I  was  bit  by  a  bull-dog— never  mind  where. 

All  on  account  of  a  woman. 

I've  pawned  my  watch  and  all  my  clothes. 

All  on  account  of  a  woman; 
I've  often  been  smashed  in  the  nose,    : 

All  on  account  of  a  woman, 
I've  missed  my  meals  and  jumjicd  my  bo.ird, 
And  spent  lots  of  money  I  couldn't  afford, 
By  friends  and  family  I'm  ignored, 

All  on  account  of  a  woman. 

I  was  born  when  I  was  young. 

All  on  account  of  a  woman; 
It  happens  to  all  since  the  world  begun. 

All  on  account  of  a  woman.  ; 

Man  was  tempted  and  he  fell, 

The  rest  of  this  I  hate  to  tell,  ;  -^ 

But  the  reason  why  there  is  a  hell,  is—     -       ;        ' ' 

All  on  account  of  a  woman.  .,-  ,     -    • 


THE   SCISSORS  GRINDER 

Written  and  eung  by  Sam  Dcvcre. 

-   •,         Catharine  wae  my  darling's  name. 
For  Phort  I  called  her  Kitty, 
Her  clothes  were  not  of  the  richest  kind, 

But  folks  all  called  her  prettv. 
'  Phe'e  bounced  away,  the  Lord  "knows  where. 

And  left  me  here  behind  her, 
She  left  a  note  saving  ehe  elajKHl         -, 
With  a  little  old  sciBBors  grinder.    ' 

('Hours. 
He  carried  a  liell  that  he  did  ring,  ^. 

And  this  is  the  song  that  he  did  sing: 
Scissors  to  grind,  scissors  to  grind. 

Scissors  and  shears  of  every  kind; 
Give  me  a  trial  and  you  will  find  - -. 

I  can  grind  your  scissors. 

The  first  time  that  he  saw  my  Kitty. 

She  was  dusting  the  window  bliufi. 
When  he  CAme  by  ringing  a  l)ell 

And  singing  out  scissors  to  grind. 
He  gave  her  a  wink  and  then  declared      ^ 

Such  a  lovely  gal  as  she 
Could  have  his  heart  and  his  |>ocket-book,  too. 

And  he'd  grind  her  scissors  free.— Chorvs. 

My  love  for  Kitty  is  very  strong, 

And  daily  it  increases; 
I'm  thinking  of  her  all  the  time. 

She's  broke  my  heart  to  pieces. 
If  I  could  sec  that  gal  again, 

How  happy  I  would  be. 
She's  bounced  away  with  that  grinder  man     • 

To  parts  unknown  to  me.— Chorus, 

I'll  advertise  her  everywhere. 

And  do  my  beet  to  find  her, 
Forgive  her  all  if  she'll  come  back  •  ,      , 

And  leave  that  scissors  grinder.  •     ' 

I  worry  so  I  cannot  sleep, 
-.'  Oh,  darling  Cather-een; 

I  dreamt  she  was  doing  the  go-as-you  please 

With  a  scissors  grinding  machine.— Chorus. 


DON'T  LET  IT  WORRY  YOU. 

Send  your  name  and  addre.s8  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  How,  N«-w  York  <  'It v.  and  reoei ve 
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Songs— Free,    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Now  I  am  going  to  sing  you  a  nice  little  song. 
While  I  am  singing  don't  make  any  noise; 
The  words  are  all  right  and  the  subject  is  good, 
But  I  am  sorr}'^  for  me  and  my  voice. 
If  they  play  it  in  G  I  might  sing  it  in  C, 
I  go  right  along  and  don't  stop, 
I  make  a  great  bluff  when  I  hit  a  blue  note. 
But,  of  course,  I  pretend  I  don't  drop. 

Chorus. 

Don't  let  it  worry  you,  may  be  it's  wrong, 
Don't  let  it  worry  you,  not  very  long; 
Don't  let  it  excite  you,  it's  not  going  to  bile  you,  . 
Don't  let  it  worry  you,  it's  all  in  the  song. 

Now  the  place  where  I  am  stopping  I  owe  twenty  for  board. 

The  landlady  duns  me,  so  does  the  landlord. 

They  keep  a  close  watch  on  the  room  where  I  bunk, 

For  fear  that  some  robber  might  kidnap  my  trunk. 

It's  nailed  to  the  floor,  it's  filled  up  with  rocks, 

I  took  everything  out  but  a  thin  pair  of  socks. 

While  the  trunk  still  remains,  their  traps  are  in  bloom, 

I  give  them  this  gag  when  they  ask  for  the  room. 

Chorus. 

Now  don't  let  it  worry  you,  trunk  isn't  gone. 
There's  six  suits  of  clothes  in  it  I've  never  had  on; 
Now  don't  let  it  grieve  you,  I  am  not  going  to  leave  you, 
Don't  let  it  worry  you,  though  j'ou're  not  on. 

A  friend  just  approached  me  while  all  out  of  breath. 

He  weeped  o'er  the  news  of  his  mothcr-in-law'.s  death; 

Then  he  said  he'd  forgive  her  if  she  was  alive. 

For  the  trouble  she  made  between  him  and  his  wife. 

He  said  that  he  knew  that  her  soul  was  at  rest. 

While  the  tears  fell  like  rain  down  the  front  of  his  vest; 

I  tried  *o  console  him  the  most  that  I  could. 

And  I  whispered  those  words  that  did  me  so  much  good.  . 

Chorus.  :■'■ 

Now  don't  let  it  worry  you  here  on  the  street. 
Don't  worry,  your  face  looks  as  pale  as  a  sheet ; 
Some  day  you'll  be  with  her,  but  at  present  you  miss  her, 
So  don't  worry  if  you  think  that  you  can  stand  heat. 


r--":-.;--I  ■■■  . 
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ONCE  WAS  ENOUGH  FOR  HIM. 
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There  was  a  meek  and  mellow,  burd-driuking  young  fellow, 

Who  was  born  in  this  wide  world  of  sin; 
Who  loved  the  flecker  that  fleek  through  the  litiuor, 

Which  we  speak  of  Jis  old  Holland  gin. 
He  loved  it  no  duller  than  water  in  color, 

And  drink  it  no  more  it  is  said; 
It  seems  that  a  slender,  though  a  careless  bartender, 

Gave  him  water  oac  day  instead. 

CUORUS. 

Once  was  enough  for  him,  once  was  enough  for  him, 

He  never  more  would  attempt 

To  risk  it  any  more, 

Oh,  once  was  enough  for  him. 

There  was  a  dear  chappy  so  gay  and  so  happy, 

At  the  opera  he  sat  in  the  front  row; 
As  the  chorus  girls  fleckered  o'er  the  stage, 

And  they  snickered,  he  thought  he  had  mashed  the  whole  show. 
So  he  wrote  one  a  billy,  and  sent  her  a  lilly, 

And  asked  her  to  supper  that  night; 
At  the  stage  door  he  waited,  but  her  husband  him  l)erateil. 

When  he  got  through  that  chappy  was  a  sight.— Chorus. 


m  »  m 


TERRANCE   McMULLIN. 


Sung  by  James  Reilly. 


My  name  it  is  Terrance  McMullin. 

I  came  from  the  sweet  town  of  Trim; 
Once  I  was  stout,  fat  and  hearty. 

But  of  late  I've  grown  awfully  thiu. 
My  business  is  lamp- post  inspector, 

A  position  I  hold  mighty  well; 
Every  day  as  I  go  out  inspecting. 

There's  a  gang  of  young  loafers  will  yell: 

Chorus. 
Wipe  off  your  chin,  pull  down  your  vest. 
Now,  that's  too  thin,  give  us  a  rest; 
Tralla-la-lee,  now  over  the  creek, 
Get  on  to  McMullin,  the  mick. 

N(»w  when  I  first  came  to  your  city. 

They  wanted  to  elect  me  for  your  mayor; 
For  my  ways  and  my  talk  was  so  witty, 

And  if  I  got  there  I'd  act  on  the  square. 
But  I'd  rather  be  lamp-post  inspecting, 

For  that's  what  I  know  more  alxjut, 
Make  my  friend  Reilly  the  mayor, 

Then  that  gang  of  young  loafers  won't  shout:— Cho. 


Mcmullen,  the  squire. 

Written  and  BijnR  by  Sam  Devcrc.  » 


ThtTcV  a  (^olid  old  (iport  in  Phila.. 

The  4th  ward  is  his  favorite  !<ix)t; 
Whcrt-  the  billy  goat  roamed  at  hin  leisure, 

Lonj;  airo  \i\Hin  Sweeny's  old  lot. 
Fair  maids  from  the  Rue  de  Fitzwatcr, 

On  a  sweet  Summer's  eve  would  stroll  by. 
When  they'd  pipe  off  his  nibbs,  Sipiirj!  McMulicn, 

You'd  hear  them  exclaim  with  a  sigh: 

Chorcs. 
Oh.  bless  his  bald  head,  here's  the  squire. 

He  sets  all  the  ladies  on  Are; 
On  a  lold  Winter's  dav  they  pcrspjrc. 

When  Sniiire  McMullen  go<'H  bv. 
Oh,  the  baoies  stick  to  him  like  leeches. 

He  stuffs  them  with  cream  puffs  and  |)cachCB; 
They  sav  he  looks  well  in  tight  brccchet. 

On,  \Vm.  McMullen,  the  squire. 

They  say  his  ijarents  were  Italians. 

W  hen  a  kid  he  was  wicktnl  and  fat: 
That  he  once  sawed  his  grandmother's  leg  off. 

And  pulverized  Sam  Itandall's  cat. 
Turned  pirate  on  the  dark,  raging  Schuylkill, 

Made  fortune  and  fame  in  a  day; 
Then  the  gory  4th  ward  made  him  alderman, 

Mow  you'll  hear  the  politicians  all  say: 

("HORIS. 

Who  gets  your  big  brothers  positions?    -  • 

Who  made  all  your  big  itoliticiansf 
Who  elects  them  on  certain  conditions? 

Why  Billy  McMullen.  the  r«iuire. 
Oh,  the?  c,ommitte«;  of  100  looked  sullen. 

Their  heads  were  so  awfully  swollen; 
;  Who  done  it?  why  Squire  McMullen, 

Yes,  Billy  McMullen,  the  squire. 


SAVE  A  SUNNY   SMILE   FOR  ME. 
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Words  by  Ueonce  Cooper.    Music  by  J.  1*.  Skclly. 

When  afar  your  footsteps  wander. 

Will  you  then  your  words  forget'^ 
Will  you  leave  me  but  a  mem'ry 

Of  the  days  when  first  we  met? 
Oh,  my  heart  would  fondly  whisper 

In  the  weary  days  to  be; 
Will,  you  dearest,  tell  me  truly, 

Save  a  sunny  smile  for  me? 

Chorus. 

Other  smiles  may  beam  upon  you, 

other  hearts  may  gentle  be; 
Will  you,  dearest,  promise  truly, 

Save  a  sunny  smile  for  mc? 

When  you  linger  far  away,  love, 

Will  you  thmk  of  me  again? 
Dreaming  of  the  happy  moments. 

Moments  that  so  soon  must  wane. 
Will  you  think  of  days  departed. 

When  your  face  no  more  I  see? 
Say  that  you  will  save  forever, 

have  a  sunny  smile  for  me. — Chorus. 

Never  doubt  the  love  I  bear  you. 

Though  you  linger  still  afar; 
Love  for  you  is  beaming  brightly,     ■ 

Fair  as  evening's  fairest  star. 
Clasp  my  hand  in  yours  so  fondly. 

Whisper  that  you'll  faithfullw;; 
Sa^  that  you  will  ever  save,  love. 

have  a  sunny  smile  for  me. — Chorus. 
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SOMETHING  A  WOMAN  CAN  DO. 


Sung  by  Charles  Alien. 


Send  your  name  and  addreiw  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row.  Nf  w  York  City,  and  MTeive 
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Songs— Kree.     PoKtage  Stamps  taken  name  a«  rash  for  tOl  our  goods. 

Of  all  the  great  things  that  have  proven  the  test, 
We  always  have  found  that  the  woman's  the  best; 
All  of  us  know  she  can  stand  lots  of  rest, 
With  sweet,  tender  smiles  lay  her  head  on  our  breast; 
She  can  be  very  loving  when  she  wants  a  new  dress, 
That's  something  a  woman  can  do. 

Chorus. 
She  can  say  many  words  without  taking  breath. 
She  can  stand  on  her  head  and  talk  you  to  death. 
And  keep  on  a  chinning  till  you  feel  sore  and  blue, 
That's  something  a  woman  can  do. 

She  can  Uilk  to  the  neighbors,  get  into  a  muss, 
If  she  comes  out  a  loser  with  her  husband  she'll  fuss; 
If  she's  late  with  your  dinner  don't  utter  a  sigh. 
The  lK;st  thing  to  do  is  to  let  it  pass  by, 
Or  she'll  pick  up  a  poker  and  put  out  your  eye. 
That's  something  a  woman  can  do. 

Chorus. 
She  will  say  when  she's  forty,  "  I'm  just  twenty-two," 
She'll  l)c  wearing  false  teeth,  bang  her  hair  up  with  glue, 
She  will  use  paint  and  powder,  make  herself  look  like  new. 
That's  something  a  woman  can  do. 

If  a  woman  is  handsome  she  can  make  you  feel  sore. 
You'll  spend  all  your  money  till  you  can't  spend  no  more; 
You'll  stay  at  home  on  Sunday  when  your  clothes  arc  tore. 
When  you've  found  she's  deceived  you,  •you  are  cut  to  the  core, 
But  she's  got  all  your  cash,  for  she's  been  there  before; 
That's  something  a  woman  can  do. 

Chorus. 

What  a  woman  can  do  is  a  thing  that  gets  me, 
She  can  close  both  her  eyes  and  still  she  can  see, 
She  can  do  all  but  one  thing,  and  that's  climb  a  tree; 
That's  sometliing  a  woman  can't  do. 


— Deacon:  "  How  did  you  like  the  Doctor's  sermon?" 
loner:  "  First-rate;  I  always  did  like  that  sermon." 
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PUT  A  HEADSTONE  O'ER    POOR 
MOTHER'S  G-RAVE. 


Written  and  sung  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlan. 
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Oh,  Willie,  dear  Willie,  our  mother  is  dead, 

Our  mother,  whom  we  loved  so  dear; 
She's  sleeping  to-night  in  her  cold,  cold  grave. 

No  more  will  she  be  with  us  here. 
How  happy  we  were  when  bv  the  fireside, 

With  mother  we'd  sit  all  alone; 
And  what  stories  she'd  tell  to  both  you  and  I, 

Bat  now  she  has  left  our  dear  home. 

Chorus. 

Yes,  mother  has  gone  to  heaven  above, 
And  there's  one  thing  of  you  I  would  crave; 

As  children  should  do  for  a  mother  so  true, 
Put  a  headstone  o'er  her  beloved  grave. 

How  often  when  sickness  kept  us  in  our  beds. 

Not  a  friend  in  the  world  could  we  find 
Half  so  good  as  our  mother,  who'd  sit  by  our  side,  : 

And  to  us  be  so  gentle  and  kind. 
Yes,  Morning  and  night,  she'd  watch  our  sick  brows, 

Never  thinking  of  rest; 
But  now  she  has  left  us  alone  here  to  weep. 

And  gone  to  the  land  of  the  blest. — Chorus. 


TERRIBLE  TRAGEDY. 


Sung  by  Looise  Sanf  ord. 


A  long  time  to  come, 

I  remember  it  well, 
All  alone  in  a  poorhouse 

A  maiden  did  dwell; 
She  lived  with  her  father 

And  mother  serene, 
Her  age  it  was  red  and  her 

Hair  was  nineteen. 

Now  this  girl  had  a  lover. 

Who  close  by  did  dwell; 
A  banty-back  roaster 

And  hump-legged  as  well. 
Said  he,  fly  with  me 

By  the  light  of  yon  star. 
For  you  are  the  eye 

Of  my  apple  you  are. 

Now  the  beautiful  maiden 

Said  gently,  be  wise. 
Or  my  father  will  scratch 

Out  his  nails  with  your  eyes. 
If  you  love  me  so  you'll  not 

Cause  me  disgrace. 
Cried  the  girl  as  she 

Buried  her  hands  in  her  face. 

When  the  girl  she  refused  him, 

He  knocked  down  the  maid, 
Then  quickly  he  opened  the 

Knife  of  his  blade; 
And  he  soon  cut  the  throat 

Of  this  damsel  so  fair, 
Then  he  dragged  her  around 

By  the  head  of  the  hair. 

Now  just  at  this  moment 

The  old  man  appears. 
He  gazed  at  the  sight  there. 

With  eyes  in  his  tears; 
He  knelt  down  beside  her  and 

The  cold  corpse  kissed. 
Then  he  rushed  with  his 

Throat  at  the  murderer's  fi.st. 

The  old  man  ordered 

The  villain  to  bolt, 
He  drew  a  horse  pistol 

He'd  raised  from  a  "  colt." 
The  villain  he  ran  for  the 

Chimney,  that's  true, 
Said  he,  now  I'll  fly. 

So  he  flew  up  the  flue. 


What  Did  They  Ever  Do  to  Get  There? 


Written  and  sung  by  Jamea  McAvoy. 


We'll  dig  up  the  records  of  people  we  know    • 

That  has  climbed  up  latlder  of  fame; 
And  some  in  hard  luck  with  no  ladders  to  climb, 

But  those  are  the  ones  we  can't  blame. 
I'd  like  to  see  some  honest  man  that's  got  wealth. 

Or  has  money  by  honesty  made; 
I'd  rather  take  chances  and  rob  all  I  can. 

For  it  is  one  of  the  tricks  of  the  trade.  ' 

When  we  think  of  the  millions  Miat  some  of  them  has, 

I'll  tell  you  right  on  the  dead  square, 
It  will  keep  me  a  going  as  long  as  I  live. 

What  did  they  ever  do  to  get  there? 

What  has  Jim  Blain  done  to  rule  our  great  land? 

And  St.  John  with  his  temperance  speech? 
And  where  did  Kilrain  get  the  championship. 

When  he's  out  of  John  Sullivan's  rejich? 
Why  did  young make  arrangements  quick. 

And  where  did  he  get  all  his  tin? 
And  how  did  Mrs.  Langtry  make  such  a  great  hit? 

Where  did  Soand-So  get  all  his  wind? 
And  Why  did  McGargal  to  Canada  go. 

With  Maloney  his  pleasures  to  share? 
And  why  did  Jake  Sharp  get  four  years  in  Sing  Sing? 

What  did  he  ever  do  to  get  there? 

What  did  Cleveland  do  to  win  fame  so  dear? 

And  why  does  the  girls  dress  so  neat? 
And  why  did  the  Detroits  win  the  pennant  this  j'ear. 

And  the  rest  of  the  clubs  they  did  beat? 
Why  is  it  Ben  Butler  sees  straight  every  time. 

Though  his  eyes  are  as  crooked  as  spoons? 
Why  does  the  bartenders  tend  bar  for  a  year. 

And  the  next  they  own  the  saloons? 
But  the  "  Thistle  "  it  did  not  stick  nobody  here. 

But  got  beaten  two  miles  on  the  square, 
'Twas  our  own  little  yachty,  our  dear  "  Volunteer,"  ; 

Showed  her  what  she  could  do  to  get  there. 


•  • 


The  Raffle  for  Monaghan's  Stove.  ^ 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Dcvere. 

Odd  Monaghan  used  to  be  clerk  to  a  maeon. 

He  carried  up  mortar  and  bricks  in  a  hod; 
One  day  afther  havin' too  much  of  the  crayther. 

He  slipped  from  the  ladder  and  fell  to  the  Bod. 
Oh.  thej-  had  to  pour  eoup  through  hie  nose  wid  a  funnel, 

He  laid  for  a  year  without  makin'  a  move. 
Whin  he  got  on  his  crutches,  his  friends  all  assirabied 

To  get  up  a  raffle  for  Monaghan's  stove. 

Chorus. 

The  Bradys  and  Gradys,  along  wid  their  ladies. 
The  Moonys  and  Roouys  all  came  in  a  drove; 

The  Reagaus  and  Pagans,  along  wid  the  Ueogbans, 
All  came  to  the  raffle  for  Monaghan's  stove. 

There  was  Mr.  and  Mrs.  O'Toole  and  their  daughter, 

A  bouncin'  big  girl  wid  a  foot  like  a  bam; 
Kosanna  McMullen  and  big  Biddy  Nolan, 

Her  mouth  always  open  just  like  a  dead  clam. 
There  was  ould  Mr.  Duffy  wid  nine  of  his  family, 

Alonzo  McCarthy  and  Felix  O'Dowd, 
Old  crooked-back  Kelly,  and  Moogan,  the  miser, 

McSwiggen,  the  fighter,  came  in  wid  a  crowd.— CHORrs. 

They  drank  till  they  all  got  as  drunk  as  the  devil. 

The  whiskey  gave  out  and  the  raffle  began; 
I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  I'll  win  it  says  Duffy, 

Oh,  ho!  You're  a  gambler,  says  Conny  Moran. 
Just  then  McXamara  caught  young  Johnny  Keilly 

Wid  three  loaded  dice,  and  he  kicked  up  a  fuss,  ' 

He  swore  he  was  chatin",  then  young  Johnny  Keilly 

Just  hit  McNamara  a  clout  in  the  puss.— C'uoRUS. 

McMullin  called  Peter  McNulty  a  liar, 

O'Shay  left  a  terrible  eye  on  McCann; 
Ould  Monaghan  lifted  up  one  of  his  crutches 

And  laid  Paddy  Duffy  as  flat  as  a  pan. 
Biddy  Nolan  macle  Mrs.  O'Donnell  yell  morther. 

And  then  the  police  they  came  up  in  a  drove; 
McSwiggin,  the  fighter,  leaped  out  of  the  windy. 

And  took  all  the  money  for  Monaghan's  stove.— Chorcs. 


Then 


— Young  Belle:  "  I  do  love  dress."    Cynical  Bachelor: 
I  should  think  you  would  wear  more  of  it." 

— "And  .so,"  said  he,  bitterly,  when  he  realized  that  she  re- 
jected him,  "  and  so  you  have  been  flirting  heartlessly  with  me  all 
the  while.  Well,  thank,  heaven,  I  have  found  you  out  at  last!" 
"Yes,"  she  replied,  "  you  have;  and,  what's  more,  I  think  you 
will  always  find  me  out  hereafter  when  you  call." 


NEAR   IT. 


CopyriK)>t.  1888,  by  UUvtr  Uitxon  Sc  Vo. 
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A  man  should  always  be  precise 

In  what  he  says  thro'  life, 
And  I  am  most  precise 

lu  all  I  siiy  to  my  dear  wife; 
'Twits  late  last  night  when  I  roll'd  in 

To  my  domestic  bvmk — 
"  You're  drunk,"  my  wife  said, 

I  replied  "  My  dear,  I  am  not  drunk." 

Chorus. 
But  I  wjis  near  it,  precious  near  it, 
The'  I  assured  my  loving  wife 
r  not  been  drunk  in  all  my  life; 

But  near  it,  jolly  near  it. 
Not  drunk  enough  to  tell  the  truth, 

Bui  near  it. 

I  also  am  a  mcnlest  man, 

And  at  the  se.'tside 
I  hate  to  see  men  stare  while  girls 

Are  bathing  in  the  tide. 
Oh,  I  am  not  a  hypocrite, 

I  practice  what  I  preach. 
And  whiLst  the  girls  are  in  bathing 

I  am  never  on  the  beach. 

Chorus. 
But  I  am  near  it,  nice  and  near  it, 
I  seek  a  still  secluded  place, 
And  thro'  my  gla.sses  view  each  face; 

Quite  near  it,  oh,  so  near  it. 
Not  near  enough  to  give  offence, 

But  near  it. 

I  went  into  a  "  sample  room  " 

To  get  a  glass  of  stout, 
But  there  was  no  one  in  the  bar, 

And  no  one  near  about. 
The  landlord  and  his  man  came  down. 

And  shouted  with  a  will; 
But  why  did  they  make  such  a  noise? 

I  was  not  at  the  till. 

Chorus. 
But  I  was  near  it,  awful  near  it. 
The  landlord  gave  me  such  a  whack — 
AVell,  not  exactly  on  the  back, 

But  near  it,  very  near  it. 
They  cjilicd  a  savage  dog. 

And  left  me  near  it! 

We  have  a  pretty  servant  maid,  / 

And  so  h:is  Jones  next  door; 
Now  though  I  treat  our  servant,  Jane, 

Politely — nothing  more. 
My  wife  dechires  I  took  the  girl 

To  Buff 'lo  Bills  la.st  night; 
I  said,  "  My  dear,  by  all  that's  good, 

I  swear  you  are  not  right." 

Chorus. 
But  she  is  near  it,  frightful  near  it, 
I  did  not  take  our  girl,  I'm  sure, 
Yi>u  see  I  tfH>k  the  girl  next  door; 

How  near  it,  awful  near  it. 
My  wife,  of  course,  was  wrong, 

But  she  was  near  it. 

Without  a  verse  called  "  topical." 

Of  course,  a  song  won't  do; 
And  so,  of  names  iK)litical, 

I'll  mention  one  or  two. 
Friend  Grover  Cleveland's  ".second  term"  • 

Has  vani.she<l  into  air; 
And  many  others  didn't  get 

The  Presidential  chair. 

Chorus. 
Biit  they  wi-re  near  it,  very  near  it. 
Yet  everything  went  wrong,  .somehow; 
They  d<»n't  stand  in  the  White  House  now. 

But  near  it,  jolly  near  it. 
Whene'er  they  have  an  axe  to  grind, 
/  .-  ._  They're  near  it. 


to 


I   WAS   IN   IT,   FAIRLY   IN  IT. 
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I'm  a  most  unlucky  chap, 

Of  troubles  I  have  my  share. 
If  anything  goes  wrong,  of  course, 

I'm  in  it,  1  do  declare. 
Last  week  outside  a  general  shop, 

My.self  I  chanced  to  tind. 
Some  boys  gave  me  a  push,  there  wa.<J 

A  1m)X  of  eggs  behind. 

Chorus. 
And  I  was  in  it,  fairly  in  it, 

I  fell  in  the  l)ox  of  eggs  and  there  I  qtdckly  stuck; 
I  was  it  it,  fairly  in  it, 

1  was  in  it,  for  it's  just  my  luck. 

Of  sport  I  alwaj's  have  been  fond 

Since  quite  a  little  lK>y; 
A  ride  upon  a  donkey  i.s 

A  thing  I  quite  enjoy. 
I  had  one  out  .some  time  ago, 
»  We'd  not  gone  far,  you  see. 

Up  went  his  legs,  and  as  there  was 

A  ditch  in  front  of  me — 

Chorus. 
I  was  in  it,  fairly  in  it. 

My  heatl  into  the  ditch  and  there  I  (]uickly  stuck; 
I  was  in  it,  fairly  in  it, 

I  was  in  it,  for  it's  just  my  luck. 

I  like  a  drop — drink  you  know — 

I  frequently  get  tight. 
And  into  the  wrong  Louse  sonicliow 

I  got  the  other  night. 
/  Unconscious  I  laid  down  to  .sleep, 

And  soon  began  to  snore, 
The  proper  owner  came  to  betl, 

But  then  he  quickly  saw — 

Chorus. 
That  I  was  in  it,  fairly  in  it, 

I  iK)pped  underneath  the  clothes,  and  there  I  «|uickly  stuck; 
I  was  in  it,  fairly  in  it, 

I  was  in  it,  for  it's  just  my  luck. 

.Said  he,  get  out,  .said  I,  not  me, 

In  bed  I  mean  to  stop ; 
He  said,  somebody  outside  of 

The  window  I  shall  drop. 
He  opened  it  and  threw  me  out, 

I  uttered  one  loud  cry, 
I  should  have  reached  the  ground   but  then 

A  mud  cart  just  pa.s.se«l  by. 

Chorus. 
I  was  in  it,  fairly  in  it, 

I  went  in  with  such  a  whop,  and  there  I  quickly  stuck; 
I  was  in  it,  fairly  in  it, 

I  was  in  it,  for  it's  just  my  luck.  y 


CRY  BABY,_CRY   BABY. 

CopyriKht,  1U8 ,  by  Willis  Woodward  *  Co. 
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Words  by  Burt  Shepard.    Music  by  Morrin  Westuu. 

I  know  the  girl  of  girls,  with  a  crown  of  golden  curls. 
When  she's  good  she's  pretty  as  the  day  is  long; 

But  she  is  often  bad,  making  mamma  .satl. 
And  all  the  children  they  are  glad  to  sing  this  song: 

Chorus. 
,      Cry  baby,  cry  baby,  wipe  out  your  eyes, 

See!  there's  the  "  bogie  man,"  tall  as  the  skies; 
If  you  are  naughty  he'll  take  you  away, 
Stop  my  dear,  cry  no  more,  run  off  and  play. 

But  she'll  no  longer  cry,  I  can  tell  It  by  her  eye. 
See!  the  smiles  are  chasing  o'er  her  dimpled  face; 

Come  to  mamma's  arms,  my  pet,  you  are  the  sweetest  yet. 
And  on  my  breast  your  head  will  find  a  resting  place. — Cho. 


■"^^r^' 
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TO   BE   THERE,  x     ■ 

As  Bunf  by  Tony  Pastor. 
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I've  bad  my  ups  and  downs  like  others  here,  \        . 

And  experience  Las  taught  many  things; 
I  wedded  ouce  the  sweetest  little  dear, 

Alas!  each  day  more  trouble  to  me  brings. 
Now  when  I  was  a  bachelor  so  free. 

My  marrietl  friends  would  joyfully  declare, 
"  There's  nothing  half  so  sweet  as  a  wife  so  nice  and  neat," 

We  all  know  what  it  is  to  be  there. 

Chorus. 

To  be  there,  to  be  there! 

Now  I  know  what  it  is  to  be  there;      . 
It's  nothing  new  to  me,  tho'  to  others  it  may  be, 

For  I  know  what  it  is  to  be  there! 

When  first  I  went  to  see  her,  long  ago, 

How  I  lingered  at  the  gate  half  the  night; 
Her  eyes  were  like  the  stars  that  glow, 

I  held  her  little  hand  and  squeezed  it  tight. 
I  hadn't  called  her  my  wife  for  many  days. 

When  in  her  tantrums  she  would  rave  and  tear. 
She  yelled  for  the  police,  I  was  held  to  keep  the  peace 

Oh,  I  know  what  it  is  to  be  there. — Chorus. 

I've  often  wandered  sadly  down  the  street 

In  a  duster  when  the  snow  lay  around. 
And  not  a  friend  I'd  ever  chance  to  meet. 

When  needed  they  are  rarely  to  be  found. 
But  soon  a  gilded  sign  has  caught  my  eye. 

And  to  my  "  uncle's  "  mansion  I'd  repair. 
My  purse  it  would  grow  fat,  if  I  gave  up  the  "  collal," 

For  I  know  what  it  is  to  be  there. — Chorus. 

I  love  to  lead  a  very  quiet  life 

In  the  bosom  of  my  home,  day  by  day, 
I  never  yet  was  fond  of  noise  or  strife. 

And  sleepless  nights  are  anything  but  gay. 
But  now  I  often  have  to  walk  the  floor. 

With  squalling  twins  a  tugging  at  my  hair. 
While  in  her  little  bed,  lies  my  wife's  peaceful  head, 

Oh,  I  know  what  it  is  to  be  there. — Cuoiius. 

Now  when  you  take  your  wife  out  for  a  walk. 

When  the  bonnet  shops  have  got  all  the  styles, 
Don't  linger  at  the  windows  just  to  talk, 

Because  you'll  find  how  cunning  are  her  wiles. 
Unless  you  ve  got  a  fortune  in  your  purse, 

Don't  let  her  at  the  latest  fashions  stare. 
For  if  she  wants  to  stop,  and  to  go  inside  the  shop. 

Oh,  you'll  know  what  it  is  to  be  there.— Chorus. 

I've  often  gone  to  sleep  with  lots  of  cash. 

And  in  gentle  dreams  I've  slept  all  serene;  . 

My  money  has  oft  faded  like  a  flash. 

The  midnight  and  morning  hours  between. 
My  pockets  have  been  lovingly  explored, 

My  letters  all  perused  with  special  care. 
My  wife  would  look  so  meek  when  about  my  loss  I'd  speak, 

Oh,  she  knows  what  it  is  to  be  there. — Chorus, 


Pigs'  Head  "Wid  Cabbage  and  Praties. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devcre. 

Oh,  lt"e  In  many  far  away  countries  I've  travelled. 

I'm  fond  of  good  eatin'  and  drinkin'; 
And  the  mysteries  of  fancy  French  cooking  unravelled, 

It'ti  elegant,  too,  I  be  thinking. 
I've  dined  with  the  best  of  them  all  the  world  o'er, 

No  matter  whatever  my  state  is; 
Sure  I'll  be  contented  with  lashins  galore, 

Of  pigs'  head  and  cabbage  and  praties; 

Oh,  good  pigs'  head  and  cabbage  and  praties. 

Oh,  in  England  I've  dined  on  roast  beef  and  plum  duff,  sir,  '  ; 

In  Italy  on  famed  moccaroni; 
In  Russia  on  fat  tallow  candles,  sir. 

In  Germany  I  ate  Dutch  bologny. 
In  China  I  dined  on  their  rat«  and  their  do^,  .-."" 

Ate  in  France  where  the  cookin' so  great'is; 
And  the  nearest  approach  to  French  fricaseed  frogs 

Is  pigs'  and  caboage  and  praties; 

Oh,  good  pigs'  heaa  and  cabbage  and  praties. 

Oh,  my  father  nor  mother  before  me  were  naithcr 

Bad  lookin',  but  handsome  and  healthy; 
Divil  an  ache  or  a  pain  ever  bothered  them  aither. 

With  nature's  free  gifts  they  were  wealthy. 
They  reared  a  big  familv,  the  Lord  to  be  praised. 

And  sure  every  one  of  them  straight  is; 
All  rosy  and  hearty,  and  all  of  them  raised 

On  pigs'  bead  and  cabbage  and  praties; 

Oh,  good  pigs'  head  aud  cabbage  and  praties. 

Oh,  at  banquets  and  royal  receptions  quite  numemns, 

I've  feasted  on  rarest  occasions; 
Where  the  wines  were  the  choicest,  the  company  most  himiorons. 

Disturbed  by  no  plebian  invasions. 
The  viands  were  all  of  the  choicest  and  rare. 

Sure  I  know  what  a  fine  bit  of  mate  is, 
And  there  is  no  dish  in  the  world  to  compare 

With  pigs'  head  <»nd  cabbage  and  praties; 
■    Oh,  good  pigs'  head  and  cabbage  aud  praties. 

OH,   LET   IT  BE   SOON! 

Copyright,  1889,  by  HardioK  Brothers). 
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MOLLY  FLYNN. 

Written  and  composed  by  J.  F.  Mitchell  for  Maggie  Cline. 
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I  love  the  neatest  gossoon  that  your  two  eyes  ever  saw, 
But  my  mother  says  she  will  never  become  his  mother-in-law; 
She  .says  that  .Johnny  is  a  man  who'll  never  make  his  mark. 
So  every  night  the  poor  boy  comes  to  sing  when  it  is  dark : 

Chorus. 

Molly,  Molly,  my  darlin',  Molly  Flynn, 
Molly,  Molly,  get  up  and  let  me  in;  ♦ 

Open  wide  the  window  and  just  pop  out  your  head. 
And  tell  me  in  a  whisper  has  your  mother  gone  to  bed? 

In  hail  or  rain,  in  frost  or  snow,  my  Johnny  will  be  found, 
It  makes  me  cry  to  know  that  I  can  never  ask  him  round; 
I  won't  be  treated  like  a  child,  with  Johnny  I  will  skip. 
Then  he  won't  have  cause  to  say  when  on  our  wedding  trip: — Cho. 


They  say  there's  a  good  time  coming. 

You  hear  it  ev'ry  day. 
When  ev'ry  one  will  be  happy, 

When  ev'ry  one  will  be  gay;  ' 

When  no  one  will  ever  feel  hunger. 

When  poverty  won't  be  a  crime. 
When  the  poor  will  be  no  more  down-trotlden,    •         , 

Oh,  for  that  glorious  time. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  let  it  be  soon,  oh,  let  it  be  soon! 
When  we  shall  be  contented  and  gay. 
Work  when  you  like,  and  get  plenty  of  pay; 
When  we  shall  all  have  our  three  meals  a  day. 
Oh,  let  it  be  soonl 

This  morning  I'd  nothing  for  breakfast. 

For  dinner  I  had  just  the  same; 
At  six  o'clock  in  the  evening, 

I  was  quite  famished,  weary  and  lame; 
A  friend  I  met,  said  "  Charles,  old  fellow. 

You're  hungry  and  thirsty  I  fear; 
Come  with  me,  have  some  limch  and  a  *  schooner!' " 

Oh,  when  he  mentioned  the  beer! 
Chorus. 

Oh,  let  it  be  soon,  oh,  let  it  be  soon! 

I've  got  such  an  emptiness  in  the  region  here, 

And  the  thirst  that  I've  got  I  shan't  quench  in  a  year; 

So,  if  you're  going  to  treat  me  to  beer. 

Oh,  let  it  be  soon! 

My  wife,  (you  all  know  that  I'm  married,) 

Although  we're  so  wretchedly  poor. 
Insists  upon  having  her  mother 

Stop  with  us  for  evermore. 
Just  now  she's  a  dreadful  nuisance. 

In  fact  she's  laid  up,  very  queer; 
My  wife  goes  about  the  house  crying: 

"  We  shall  lose  poor,  dear  mother,  I  fear." 

Chorus. 
Oh,  let  it  be  soon,  oh,  let  it  be  soon! 
I'm  sick  of  her  horrible  jaw,  - 

It's  worse  than  the  noise  of  a  circular  saw; 
If  the  angels  intend  to  take  mother-in-law, 
Oh!  let  it  be  soon! 


1 
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JAMSETJHEE. 
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Just  like  Sinbad,  the  sailor, 

Or  Robiuson  Crusoe. 
I  left  my  native  land,  in  soarcli 

Of  wonders  I  would  go. 
I  went  to  be  a  sailor, 

I  came  back,  as  you  see, 
A  mixture  of  an  Indian, 

A  Turk  and  Chimpanzee. 

Chorus. 

Jamsetjhee,  ma  jabajehoy, 

Jabbery,  Dobie,  Porie, 
Ikev,  Pikey,  Sikey,  Crikey, 

Chillingowullabmlorie. 

We'd  been  to  sea  a  fortnight, 

A  dreadful  storm  arose; 
Upon  an  island  I  was  thrown. 

To  wind  and  rain  exposed. 
By  savages  surrounded, 

(It  was  their  island  home.) 
They  addressed  me  in  a  language 

Deoidetlly  their  own. — Chohus. 

I  expeotetl  from  these  .savages 

Less  pence  than  kicks  and  blows; 
They'd  a  funny  dress,  in  fact  they'd  not 

A  single  stitch  of  clothes. 
They  tore  my  things  from  off  my  back. 

My  hair  from  out  the  roots, 
They  left  me  with  a  waistcoat, 

A  hat  and  pair  of  boots. — Chorus. 

When  they'd  got  all  my  clothing. 

Thinks  I:  what  next  they'll  do? 
Thev  brought  their  paint  and  painted  mc 

With  colors,  red  and  blue. 
And  so  that  was  my  costume, 

A  waistcoat  for  my  clothes. 
Striped  red  and  blue,  a  hat  and  lioots, 

And  a  ring  stuck  through  my  nose. — Chorus. 

For  five  years,  in  that  costume, 

I  roamed  about  the  land; 
To  a  damsel  of  the  royal  bloo<l 

They  made  me  give  my  hand. 
And  there  were  great  rejoicings 

Upon  the  wedding  day. 
And  we've  got  two  pairs  of  black  kids 

My  wife  has  taught  to  say:— Chorus. 

One  day  a  ship  appeared  in  sight, 
■       I'd  .scarce  believe  it  true; 
To  reach  the  ship  I  stole  a  lx>at, 

And  paddle<l  my  own  canoe. 
But  now  I'm  back  in  Merlkey, 

The  country  I  adore; 
I'll  take  good  care  to  .stick  to  it, 

And  never  leave  it  more.— Chorus. 


McGINTY,  KING   OF  THE  RINK. 


I'opyriKht,  1884,  by  BenJ.  W.  Hitchcock. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  Crandall. 


Oh,  they  call  me  the  "  King  of  the  Rink," 

A  skater  I  am,  so  they  thmk; 
For  when  I  apjwar  the  people  all  cheer, 

Aud  the  hulies  at  me  slyly  wink. 
So  fondly  at  me  they  will  glance. 

When  I  have  on  my  Oscar  Wilde  pants 
And  tight  polo  cap,  their  hands  they'll  clap. 

For  •'  McGinty,  the  King  of  the  Rink. ' 

Chorus. 
I  can  skate,  for  I  bate  ev'ry  man  in  the  rink 

At  "go  as  you  please;" 
I  did  pose  on  my  toes,  when  they  call'd  out, 

"  McGinty,  you're  King  of  the  Rink." 

When  I  skated  at  Coney  Island, 

They  have  a  fine  rink  on  the  sand. 
I  made  fancy  whirls,  which  captured  the  girls, 

When  the  music  struck  up  by  the  band, 
I  thought  I  would  give  the  grape-vine. 

When  a  fellow  came  up  from  behind; 
But  soon  he  wivs  floored  and  everylwdy  roar'd 

For  "  McGinty,  the  King  of  the  Rink." — Chorus. 

Now  a  lady  with  bright  auburn  hair 

La.st  Saturday  evening  was  there; 
And  how  she  did  skate,  I'm  sure  it  was  fate. 

That  I  met  this  young  latly  so  fair. 
We  did  all  the  movements  in  style. 

When  she  turn'd,  saying  with  a  sweet  siuilr, 
"  McGinty,  old  man,  (lo  well  as  you  can. 

F«>r  we  know  you're  '  King  of  the  liiuk.'  " — Chorus. 


LIST  TO  THE   THRUSH. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  T.  B  Harms  A  Co. 


^ 


GROWLER  THAT    NEVER   CAME. 

Tune—*'  The  Letter  That  Never  Came." 


Sung  by  Murphy  and  Welle. 

He  leaned  against  the  fence  und  he  scraped  up  seven  cents. 

Not  another  penny  had  he  to  his  name; 

If  he  only  ha!d  three  more,  he'd  go  in  a  liijuor  store, 

Und  get  a  hummer,  but,  alas,  he  searched  in  vain. 

Then  a  tho't  fla.shed  thro'  his  mind,  beer's  only  seven  cents  a  pint, 

Den  he  called  a  little  boy,  wholooke<l  quite  slick; 

He  said,  "  .sonny,  I'm  in  luck,  I've  got  enough  to  rush  the  duck, 

Here's  the  money,  get  a  growler,  come  back  (piick." 

Chorus. 
How  long  he  waited  we've  forgotten, 
We  know  he  spit  bales  of  cotton, 

Und  de  wind  blew  through  his  whiskers  just  the  same; 
He  had  thought  that  boy  all  right, 
Yet  from  early  morn  'till  night. 
He  waited  but  the  growler  never  came. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  thiH  .SoriK  vi  ill  be  Heiit  to  any  addrew.  poat-naid,  on  receipt  of  <0  , 

••ents,  or  thw  and  any  two  oUit-r  Songs  for  Om-  ix>llar,  by  H.  J.  Wt-hman,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  fur  ail  ourgixxls. 

Written  and  sung  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlau. 


I  hear  the  thrush  a  sinking,  singing, 

I  hear  the  thrush  a  singfng 
His  merry,  merry  song; 

Listen  to  his  warble,  warble,  warble. 
Listen  to  his  warble  the  whole  day  long; 

Little  do  you  know  the  troubles  we  endure. 
Whilst  you  .sing  your  merry  song, 

Always  sweet  and  pure; 
Ah !  that  we  are  like  you  alway.s  blithe  and  gay, 

To  cheer  our  friends  though  near  or  far  away. 

Chorus. 
Ah!  I  hear  the  thrush  a  singing,  singing,  singing, 

I  hear  the  thrush  a  singing  his  merry,  merry  song; 
Oh.  li.sten  to  his  warble,  warble,  warble, 

Listen  to  his  warble  the  whole  day  long. 

Oh.  flowers  will  bloom  and  wither,  wither,  wither. 

Flowers  will  bloom  and  wither. 
Flowers  will  fade  away; 

Youth  will  lose  its  color,  color,  color, 
Hearts  will  knit  and  sever,  love  will  have  its  day; 

Life  is  short,  .so  while  we  live 
Joy  .should  be  our  home. 

Where  the  haunts  of  loving  ones 
Should  never  l)e  dethroned  of  all  that's  pure  and  lovely. 

By  that  which  is  not  Inie, 

So  think  of  those  we  love  and  what  we  do. — Chorus. 


— A  tioctor  was  much  annoyed  because  some  of  his  patients 
would  p<*rsi.st  in  consulting  him  in  the  street.  In  this  way  they 
thought  they  would  escape  being  charged  a  fee,  and,  indeed,  the 
doctor  never  put  these  consultations  in  the  bill.  But  he  adopted 
a  plan  to  che<;k  this  mania  for  gratuitous  meilical  advice.  When 
his  <;arriage  was  stoppe<l  by  a  patient  who  exclaimed.  "  Oh,  doc- 
tor, I'm  so  glad  to  see  you — I've  got  on  awful  pain  in  my  side," 
he  expre.s.se<l  the  greatest  concern  and  said,  "Shut  your  eyes — 
close!  Now,  show  me  your  tongue."  Then  he  drove  off,  leaving  J 
the  patient  with  his  tongue  out. 


iVtsl; 
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i       THE   OLD   GrRANITE   STATE. 

'  ■.  Copyright,  IMS,  by  John  Hutchinson.  J   ='■:-■. :         ,  i.\  .'.."'[:  "^  ' 

'  Tin*  W,,r<l«i  and  Music  of  this  Bonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  addrt-s*.  poxtpafd,  on  rfi^ipt  of  40 

'         centH;  or  thin  atid  any  two  other  Song«  for  One  IJollHr,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Park  -^ 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    PoHtage  Stamps  taken  Mune  as  cosh  fur  all  our  goods. 

Wc  bave  come  from  the  raouutains, 
''       We  have  come  from  the  mountains,       •  .  . 
We  have  come  from  the  mountains 

Of  the  "  Old  Granite  State." 
We're  a  band  of  brothers, 
We're  a  band  of  brothers, 
We're  a  band  of  brothers, 

And  we  live  among  the  hills. 

With  a  band  of  music. 
With  a  band  of  music, 
With  a  band  of  music 

AVc  are  passing  round  the  world. 
We  have  left  our  aged  parents, 
Wc  have  left  our  aged  parents, 
Wc  have  left  our  aged  paients 

In  the  "  Old  Granite  State." 

We  obtained  their  blessing, 
•      '     '.  Wc  obtained  their  blessing.  ;      . 

Wc  obtained  their  ble-ssiug. 

And  we  bless  them  iu  return. 
Good  old-fa-shioned  singers, 
.  Gootl  old-fashioned  siugt-rs, 

Go(xi  old-fashioned  singers 
They  can  make  the  air  re-sound. 

.  ;  We  have  eight  other  brothers, 

'1  And  of  sisters,  just  another. 

Besides  our  father  and  our  mother. 
In  the  "  Old  Granite  State." 

With  our  present  number, 

There  are  fifteen  in  the  tribe; 

Thirteen  sons  and  daughters, 

..   And  their  history  we  bring. 


;' 


.' 


^'i' 


Yes  while  the  air  is  ringin<. 

With  tlieir  wild  mountain  sinjjing,  . 

Wc  the  news  to  you  are  bringing 

From  the    '  Old  Granite  State!" 
Tis  the  tribe  of  Jesse, 
'Tis  the  tribe  of  Jesse, 
'Tis  the  tribe  of  Jesse, 

And  their  several  names  wc  sing. 

r)avid,  Noah,  Andrew,  Zcphy  (auiah), 
Caleb,  Joshua,  Jesse  and  Beny  (jamin), 
Jiidson,  Rhoda,  John  and  Asa, 

And  Abbe  are  our  names. 
We're  the  sous  of  Mary, 
Of  the  tril)e  of  Jesse, 
And  we  now  address  ye 

With  our  mountain  song. 

We  are  all  real  Yankees, 
We  are  all  real  Yankees, 
We  are  all  real  Yankees   ^ 

From  the  "  Old  Granite  State." 
And  by  prudent  guessing, 
And  by  prudent  guessing, 
And  by  prudent  guessing 

We  shall  whittle  through  the  world. 

Lilwrty  is  our  motto. 

Liberty  is  our  motto,  .- 

Equal  liberty  is  our  motto 

In  the  "  Old  Granite  State." 
We  despise  oppression. 
We  despise  oppression,  .     , 

We  despise  oppression, 
:.    And  we  cannot  be  enslaved. 

Yes,  we're  friends  of  emancipation, 
And  we'll  sing  the  proclaimation. 
Till  it  echoes  through  our  nation.       ' 

From  the  "  Old  Granite  State."  :      , 
That  the  tribe  of  Jesse,  -   y: 

That  the  tribe  of  Jesse,       ..!:.:  '■'V-;^^.-:.  : 
That  the  tribe  of  Jesse 

Are  the  friends  of  equal  rights. 


We  are  all  Washiugtonians,  „.. 

Yes,  we're  all  Washingtouiaus,  "    >: ' 

Heaven  bless  the  Washiugtonians 

Of  the  ' '  Old  Granite  State. "         '  : 
We  are  all  teetoatlcrs. 
We  are  all  teetoatlers,  J:'' 

We  are  all  teetoatlers,     -■'      -'■'■■■ 

And  have  signed  the  temperance  pledge. 

Now  three  cheers  altogether. 

Shout  Columbia's  i)eople  ever,  , 

Yankee  hearts  none  can  sever,     ^     -  . 

In  the  "  Old  Sister  States." 
Like  our  sires  before  us. 
We  will  swell  the  chorus. 
Till  the  heavens  o'er  us  - 

Shall  rebound  the  loud  huzra. 
Hurnih,  hurrah,  hurrah! 
Like  our  sires  before  us. 
We  will  swell  the  chorus,  ' 

Till  the  heavens  o'er  us  ■.' , 

Shall  rebound  the  loud  huzza. 


I   DOUBT   IF  IT  EVER   OCCURS. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Willin  Woodwiird  *  Co. 

The  Words  nnd  Miisii-  of  this  Sons  «il  be  (tent  to  any  addreKs,  imiM  paid,  on   m-etpt  nl  40  ^ 

cents,  oi-  this  and  any  two  other  Soni^forOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wohmaii,  130  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.     I'ostaije  Stamps  taken  same  a<i  caxh  for  all  our  goudii. 


Sung  by  Lew  Dockstader. 


They  say  through  the  air  we  will  navigate  soon, 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs; 
Instead  of  a  yacht,  men  will  have  a  balloon. 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs. 
If  jHilitical  siMjakers  would  get  into  one. 
They'd  supply  it  with  gas  to  go  up  to  the  sun,     "■ :. 
We'd  be  Ixitter  off  with  their  voyage  begun. 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs. 

Chorus. 

We'd  l)e  better  off  with  their  voyage  Ixiguu, 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs; 
And  ladies  sjiy  thanks  when  you  give  them  j'our  seat. 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs. 

They  .say  that  the  cars  on  the  crossing  will  stop, 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  oc;curs; 
That  if  there  is  a  puddle  you'll  not  in  it  drop, 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs. 
When  iu  a  street  car,  it  would  be  a  great  treat. 
If  out  of  the  aisle  men  would  keep  their  big  feet. 
And  ladies  say  thiinks  when  you  give  them  your  seat, 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs. — Ciiokus. 

Mr.  ('omstock,  a  butcher,  they  sa}',  will  arrest,       < 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs; 
For  the  selling  of  l)ecf  from  Chicago  undressed. 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs. 
That  the  walls  of  our  houses  must  never  be  bare. 
Show  their  limbs  without  leaves  the  trees  must'nt  dare. 
And  Mexican  dogs  must  wear  fur  or  grow  hair. 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs. — Chokus. 

They  say  Charley  Mitchell  will  Sullivan  fight. 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs; 
John  seems  to  have  filled  England's  fighters  with  fright. 

So  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs. 
Should  Charley  stop  talking  and  fight,  you  can  bet 
Your  money  that  John  will  be  champion  yet. 
And  Charley's  fond  mamma  will  not  know  her  jtet. 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs. — Ciiokus. 

It  is  said  that  the  ladies  their  dogs  will  exchange. 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs; 
For  the  monkey  and  "  gaitor,"  and  other  things  strange. 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs.  . 

Just  imagine  how  funny  will  be  the  contest. 
When  a  lady  is  j'auking  the  "  monk  "  slie  loves  best. 
If  she  wants  to  go  Ea.st  and  the  "  monk  "  to  go  West, 

But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs. — Chokus. 

They  say  Buffalo  Bill  will  of  England  l)e  king. 

But  I  doubts  if  it  ever  occurs;  .    '  •    .. 

That  Mrs.  Brown  Potter  in  opera  will  sing,       -^^  ',     ••  " 
But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs.  .  ■  .;;  ' 

Up  the  second  term  ladder  our  President  climlw. 
And  it's  said  that  although  he  keeps  up  with  the  times, 
On  the  quiet  he's  learning  some  nursery  rhjTues, 
But  I  doubt  if  it  ever  occurs. — Chorus. 
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MY   LAST  CIG-AR. 

Copyright,  1884,  by  James  M.  Hubbard. 
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'Twas  off  the  blue  CiUiaries, 

A  glorious  Summer  day, 
I  sat  upon  the  quarter  deck 

And  whiffed  my  cares  away. 
And  as  the  volumed  smoke  arose 

Like  incense  in  the  air, 
I  breathed  a  sigh  to  think  in  soothe 

It  was  my  last  cigar; 
I  breathed  a  sigh  to  think  in  soothe 

It  was  my  last  cigar. 

I  leaned  upon  the  quarter  rail 

And  looked  down  in  the  sea. 
E'en  there  the  purple  wreath  of  smoke 

Was  curling  gracefully. 
Oh.  what  had  I  at  such  a  time 

To  do  with  wasting  care? 
Alas!  the  trembling  tear  proclaimed 

It  was  my  last  cigar; 
Alas!  the  trembling  tear  proclaimed 

It  was  my  hist  cigar. 

I  watched  the  ashes  as  they  came 

Fast  drawing  towards  the  end. 
I  watched  it  as  a  friend  would  watch 

Beside  a  dying  friend; 
But  still  the  flame  crept  slowly  on, 

It  vanished  into  air; 
I  threw  it  from  me — spare  the  tale — 

It  was  my  last  cigar; 
I  threw  it  from  me— spare  the  tale — 

It  was  my  la-st  cigar. 

I've  seen  the  land  of  all  I  love 

Fade  iu  distance  dim, 
I've  watched  with  pain  the  blighted  heart 

Where  once  proud  hope  hath  been; 
"  Yet  I  have  never  known  a  sorrow, 

That  could  with  that  compare —      —  -f - 

When  off  the  blue  Canaries 

I  smoked  my  hist  cigar; 
.  When  off  the  blue  Canaries 

I  smoked  my  last  cigar. 

GOOD-BYE,  DEAREST  HEART. 

Copyright.  1»M,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  M'isi<-  of  thin  fVmir  will  be  st-nt  to  anv  addrt-ss,  post-paid,  on  rei-eipt  of  40 
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MAOEE^S  BACK  YARD. 

As  sung  by  Conway  A  McLeod,  with  great  aucrrss. 


Word."  and  Musii'  by  Henry  J.  Sayers, 
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The  girl  I  love  is  Kate  Magee, 
And  lier  one  night  I  went  to  see, 
But  there  was  no  admittance  for  mc. 

Unless  by  the  back  yard. 
So  I  (juickfy  climl)ed  up  o'er  the  fence. 
When  a  terrible  growling  did  commence. 
And  Magee's  dog,  Touser,  seized  my  trouser, 

Which  made  Magee  laugh. 

CHORrs,  -. 

Now  I  pullet! ,  Touser  pulled, 
Touser  got  the  best  of  It, 
And  we  Iwth  pulled  together. 

And  the  pull  was  mighty  hard. 
I  got  the  front  away, 
Touser  got  the  rest  of  it. 
And  I  left  my  seat  of  honor  in 

Magee's  back  yard. 

At  last  my  Sunday  pants  gave  way, 
And  I  flew  off  in  sad  dismay, 
But  I'll  remember  from  thai  day 

To  be  upon  my  guard. 
My  coat  was  tore,  my  hat  was  lost. 
And  the  seat  of  my  trousers,  oh.  what  a  cost. 
But  I'll  remember  forever,  boys, 

Magee's  back  yard.— Chorus. 


THE  BROKEN  PITCHER. 

AVordfi  by  '*  Nemo."    MuMc  by  Henry  Fontrt. 


^  I 


A  sailor  and  his  colleen  fair 

Stoo<l  on  the  Queenstown  quay; 
His  goo<l  .ship  lay  by,  ready 

To  sail  far  o'er  the  sea. 
A  wave  of  sorrow  swept  her  heart. 

And  low  she  drooped  her  head, 
And  as  he  held  her  to  his  breast, 
Thusc  farewell  word.s  she  said: 

Cnonis. 
GofKl-bye,  dear  heart,  now  we  must  part, 

We  part,  perhaps  forever; 
But  naught  our  hearts  can  sever, 
Ah!  go(Ml-bye,  dearest  heart. 

Now  we  must  part. 

And  as  over  the  world  you  are  roving, 
God  keep  you  from  harm,  all  danger  di.sarm, 

That  may  threaten  the  lad  I  am  loving; 
And  bring  you  safe  home  to  these  arras  again. 

To  the  girl  you  leave  by  the  .sea. 
Wlio'll  be  waiting  for  you,  with  love  fond  and  tnie, 

Ilju^ten  home  to  your  country  and  me. — CuuKUb. 

Long  years  had  jtas-sed,  no  tidings  came 

<^)i  him  she  loved  so  well. 
Her  weary  heart  was  heavy 

With  pain,  no  tongue  could  tell; 
**  Oh,  God."  she  cried  in  pity,  "send 

My  darling  back  to  me! ' 
But  her  only  answer  wjis 

This  echo  from  the  .sea: — Chouus. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poAt-nald,  on  receipt  of  i 
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Trip,  trip  over  the  grass. 
Merrily  went  a  laughing  lass; 
The  daisies  peeped  to  see  her  pass. 

All  on  a  Summer  morning. 
Her  pitcher  she  bore  unto  the  well 
That  lay  in  the  lap  of  a  mossy  dell; 
And  her  voice  ran^  clear  as  a  silver  bell, 

The  rival  song  birds  scorning. 

But  as  she  turned  a  hawthorn  bush, 

A  youth  rushed  forth  with  speed  so  rash; 

That  down  came  pitcher  with  a  crash, 

And  left  her  all  a  mourning. 
Oh,  sir,  what  have  you  done'/ 
Ah,  mc,  where  shall  I  nm? 
My  pitcher's  gone,  I  had  but  one! 

What  will  my  mother  say? 
Oh,  sir,  what  have  you  done? 
Ah,  me,  where  shiUl  I  run? 
My  pitcher's  gone,  I  had  but  one  I 

Oh,  what  will  my  mother  say? 

"  Stay,  stay,  my  prettv  maid! 
Soon  your  pitcher  shall  be  paid;" 
A  golden  piece  in  her  hand  he  laid, 

Bright  as  the  Summer  morning. 
But  as  he  looked  upon  her  face. 
He  saw  lier  simple,  winsome  grace; 
Nor  gold,  nor  pearls,  nor  priceless  lace, 

lier  slender  form  adorning. 

He  saw  the  blush,  the  drooping  lash, 
And  gazed,  tho'  gazing  there  was  rash; 
When  .snip,  and  snap,  nis  heart  went  crash. 

And  left  him  all  a  mourning. 
"  Oh,  maid,  what  have  you  done? 

Snick!  quick!  home  let  us  run! 
y  heart  is  gone,  I  had  but  one, 
What  will  your  own  heart  say?" 
"  Oh.  sir,  what  have  I  done? 
Quick!  quick!  homeward  we'll  run. 
What's  fairly  done  can't  be  undone. 
And  that's  all  my  heart  can  say." 


■■^. 
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—Brown:  "  Hello,  Jones!  How's  your  wife?"    Jones  (a  little 
deaf):  "  Very  blustering  and  disagreeable  again  this  morning." 


J» 
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914.  t4  bin  fo  miibe 

9lil),  mtnn  bu  indrfl  metn  eifljn    " 

?IA.  n>i(  ift'i  mbelid)  bann 

^cnndKn  Don  2l)arau 

9114  ber  @ro|Dat(r  bit  @ro6mutter  na^m 

"VllS  idjtin  iung'  @(j(0e  mar 

%\i  9)0Q^  ffU5  bem  ftaften  toot 

Vim  flriinen  J^ubfon.Slranb 

?ln  ber  {djBnen  blautn  Xonau 

'Jlnnn,  }u  bir  ift  metn  lifbfttr  ©onfl 

'JlntiDort  auf  @(Tun|)orn'9  erfteii  Sticf 

\nud)  id)  tear  tin  Ijitnnling  ntit  locltaein 

'iluf,  it)r  aSriiber,  lagt  unS  tvaOen  [ipaar 

91uflfn.  bie 

5Paucr  auf  btr  (^ilcnboljn,  btr 

I^qS  if!  ber  loo  tti  ^trrn 

Xad  rocig  ia  auein  nur  btrJ^auSfne^t  ju 

Xcierfeur,  ber  Ifogen 

Xeulj*f  Wnabe  in  Slmerifa,  bet 

Xrei  fldfcrfnaben,  bie 

Xrei  inuntrc  Surf^en  fafeen 

Xufdiman's  SHafie 

(*ine  £celc,  bie  mid)  liebt 

(*in45fQd)€«  iJieb 

(*in«  mu^  no^  aufja 

l^S  blinfcn  io  luftifl  brei  Sterne 

(»«  iff  jmar  fein  Ungliitf.  abtr  '8  ftrgerl 

^i  ftebt  (in  SSirt^SQauS  an  ber  !t!a^n 

^ibucit 

Jreibcit,  bie  id)  meine 

©e>»roflte  C^bemann,  ber 

©riine  in  'ilmerilo,  ber 

Wriinhorns  erfler  SSrief,  beS 

®ute  ftnmerab,  ber 

foanbeUjube,  ber 

©onneS,  ber  fterbenbt  *auet 

ueqmann  ileoi 

©ineinflefallen 

fiirtenfuab,  ber 

©iftorie  com  Auft 

5d)  fommc  t)om  ©ebirfle  l»et 

J^d)  roar  iiinfllin^  no(b  on  Oo^ren 

3m  ^nnuar  ba  fiiljren  uns 

i>m  liiblen  ftetler  fin  id)  bier 

;>n  ben  'Jluflen  lieat  baS  ©erj 

^^n  ber  ifieimatb  ift  <B  Won 

3n  bir  aUein 

3n  einem  liiblen  ©runbe 

JtapeHe,  bie 

ftiinni(r(eb<n 


i)ut|d)fr  auf  bem  Sorpoften 

2abie§  in  9lmertfa 

fiiebe  fanft  man  nid)t,  bie 

yiebeS.SBerbung 

iJoreUl) 

SouiS  unb  Sugenir 

Sutler's  aSabrfprud)  [Sd)ritt 

!!Rait  man  inS  I'eben  faum  ben  erflen 

TOein  TOann  ift  gefabren  in§  ^t\i 

!IRenge  mug  e§  bringen,  bie 

^Dloberne  fiiebe 

Worgenrotb 

TOutter  will's  ni(^t  letben,  bie 

'^ai)  ber  ^eimat^  mbcbt  ii)  toieber 

9lurfjir  Wotur 

O  f4au  nur  tin  tinjtgS  mat 

0  Strafeburg 

iPapft  Icbt  berrlid)  in  btr  SBclt,  ber 

Watbfel  eon  STOten,  bit 

Satttnfdngtr  uon  ^amtln,  ber 

9lece))t  lum  a*tid)n)erbtn 

Wofen.fiitb 

Salomonifd)tl  Urtbtil 

Scbttr  30  3abrt  bift  bu  alt 

Sd)lt3n)ig<£iolftein,  meerumf^lungcu 

©cpneiberlieb 

®d)6njitn  Slugtn,  bie 

Septoetjtr'S  foeimwt^ 

Sid)  auf  (^ngitf^  ju  Dtrftdnb'gen 

©olbottn.fiitbt 

So  toit  bu 

Stop  a  little 

%\)xant,  bit 

Irinffpruift 

2»)roltr  unb  fein  ftinb 

Sergi6mttnnid)t,  baS 

33trrenfte  ^trj,  baS  , 

28alb,  ber 

SJarnung  |nid)t 

aBorum  gtfd)iebt  fo  toaS  bfut  }u  lag 

SBenn  bie  St^walben  beimiodrtd  i)iel)u 

5EBenn  xi^  tin  SPSglein  war 

3Ber  lieben  wiH,  xn\\%  leiben 

SaBilbelmSbotie 

5lBir  gebn  nod&  I'inbenau 

!©ir  ftfeen  fo  frbblid)  beifammtn 

2Birtl)tn  2:6d)terlein,  ber 

SKobl  »ielc  taufenb  SSogelein 

!lBo  foil  i4  mi(b  binwenben 

3'  Sauterbad)  bob  id)  mein  Strmnbf 
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9ln  btr  CutOt  fa^  btr  ftnabt 
UlUgemeiner  loaft 
VI  Is  ber  liebt  @ott  bie  3Belt  trj^affen 
Vlbam  unb  t^tia 
VlnbreaS  fooftr 

a  Ttnneri  gebt  um  Jt)olj  in  ©alb 
VIU  es  mit  vloab  ging  lu  @nb 
91  IS  bie  '45reu6en  marfdbirten  nor  '45rag 
VIU  id)  an  tintm  Sommtrtag 
9ll6  wir  jiingft  in  WtflenSburg  wartn 
SBtrliner  aSiermamfttl,  bie 
SBriibtr.  lagtrt  eud)  im  flrtift       ♦ 
SPlQu'  Vleuglein  T'nb  gtfdbrli(^ 
SPunbesiieb 
99frtranb'S  «bfd)itb 
Xu  liegft  mir  im  ^erjen 
Xa  ftreiten  Rd)  bie  i'eut  betum 
Xen  litbtn  langtn  la^ 
Xtm  fetrrn  aUtin  bit  ff  bte 
Xu  boft  Xiamanttn  unb  ^trltn 
Xu  bift  mir  nab  unb  toil  fo  ftrn 
Xrei  aSBodKn  nor  Cftern 
Xein  SDBobI,  mein  iJitbdKn 
Xtutfd)t  Wuttcr,  bie 
6S  waren  einmol  brti  Rdftrfnaben 
Sinjam  bin  id)  ntd)t  alletne 
(*S  waren  mal  brei  ©efellen 
^8  (ann  jn  nid:t  immer  fo  bleibtn 
ftint  '.^trlt  ntnn'  i(b  mtin 
Cintn  ftufe,  bann  gutt  9la<bl 
iViinfmalhunbtrttaufenb  XeuftI 
^trn  im  »iib  txxi  fd)6ne  Spanien 
ijrtunb,  id)  bin  lufrieben 
^al)r'  mid)  t)iniibtr,  Idifiner  Sniffer 
®nb'  auS  bem  9Birtb5bou§ 
©ute  Wutter  "Ulnnbelbaum,  bie 
Wute  'Jlnd)t,  bu  mein  berjigeS  Jfinb 
peinrid)  fdilief  bei  feiner  *3leuliermdblttn 
j^nmburg  ift  tin  fcbbnes  3tdbt(^n 

eil  bir  im  Siegetlranj 

inaul  in  bie  iTcrne 

od)  Dom  Xod)ftein 

erj,  mein  jf;(erj,  worum  fo  trautig 

iftorie  t)on  "JJoab 

trj,  t)om  ftummer  titf  gtbtugt 
5d)  moQt  id)  wnr  tin  9?ogtI 
3d)  bin  ber  ,Jiin't  ber  Ibortn 
3n  mtinem  «d)Ib6(ben  iff  8  gar  ftin 
3d)  bin  tin  ^f^rcugt 
34  bin  btr  Xoctor  (Sifenbart 
3d)  bin  bir  gut 

34  brfb  bir  gtf4aut  in  bit  llufltit 
3mmtr  ftin  —  luflig  fein 


3m  SBalb  unb  auf  btr  ipaibe 

3a,  beiratben  foQ  i4 

3eber  !Dlenf4  bol  i<in  SJergniigen 

^ufe,  ber 

Sttm  Xropflein  mebr  im  99e4er 

!>ianb  ber  VlccibentS,  baS 

!iJinbenbaum,  ber 

iiauf,  aJliiner,  lauf 

yaurentia,  liebt  Saurtntio  mtin 

OTurftr,  btr 

TOtint  £4ubt  ftnb  jerrifjen 

TOdbele,  rurf,  rud,  rud 

TOufe  i  benn  jum  Stabtelt  'nauS 

TOtnf4  foQ  nidjt  flolj  ftin,  btr 

2»tint  erfte  unb  lefete  iiitbt 

TOorgen  mufe  i4  fort  Don  bier 

5Roi  (ft  gefommen,  ber 

9lo4  ift  volen  ni4t  t)trlortn 

O  ionntnbaum 

C  bleib  bti  mir 

Saftloft  aBanbtrtr,  ber      »■ 

Winalbini,  litbtr  Rdubtr 

®d)dfermdb4tn,  bo§ 

®4Iaf  bu  mein  jittnbelein 

Sebnfudit  nod)  Xeutt4Ianb 

£o  btel  Stern'  om  ^immtl  Ptbtn 

©ttflrer'S  4)timwtl) 

S4leSwig.^ioIfltin 

©0  Itb  btnn  mobl,  bu  fliHtS  feous 

€4ncibfr  in  ber  g^ttmbe 

S4laut  ^anftl,  ber 

S4ntiberUeb  •'    \ 

's4nfibercouroge  /    . 

l^eure  SSater^anS,  i»n§ 

Xrompeter,  ber 

Xoaft 

Unb  bit  aSurjburger  ©ISdli  babu  a. 

Ufb  immer  Xreu  iinb  9lebli4feit 

Sogelffinger  bin  id)  jo,  ber 

3?on  ber  aipe  tout  bo§  Jfjorn 

aSBaS  ift  bc8  Xeutjd^n  SSaterlanb 

aBa4t  am  Kbein,  bie 

SBJie  '8  bie  TOdb  beut  treiben 

fflenn  fi4  jwei  fierjen  f*eibcn 

aajdr  i4  ein  99runnlttn  flar 

SBoblauf,  no4  gttrunftn 

iBBQ§  id)  alle§  mifftn  mJ4t 

SBenn  ber  g^riibling  fommt 

aaSat  WuO  bei  ftierl' 

aSer  niemots  tintn  Sauf4  gcbabt 

aSillfommtn,  o  ftliger  9lbct\b 

'Ama  orbentlid^n  L'eut,  bie 

3u  €tra|burg  auf  btr  ed)anj 


I  ;Su  oerfaufen  bti  aUen  btutf4tn  »u4^anblern  unb  3eitunQaaqcnten  in  ben  Scr- 
,  eiutgttn  *taaten  unb  (Sanobo,  ober  au4  unfer  einfenbung  beS  99ctraoe§  bireft  toon 
I  <)erauSgtbtr,  " 

i  ^enrt)  %  fS^t^mm,  130  %iaxt  Woto,  «crt»  ^oxh 
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Vlbf4ieb  nel)men,  (agt  er 

9lbe,  bu  lieber  lanntnwalb,  abe 

9111ts  fiiblt  ber  iiiebe  ^reuben 

9ln  iebem  Vlbenb  geb  i4  aud 

Vllte  3obr  bergangcn  ift,  ba8 

Vln  e41oiicr  bat  on  W'feDen  g'bobt 

VIU  i4  nod)  Vrinj  war  Don  Vlrfabitn 

VI uf  ber  9?ierbanl 

VId),  wit  bunfel  finb  bie  Wauern 

Vld),  i4  fiibl",  es  ift  Peri4munbtn 

VI d),  weld)e  \!uft,  Solhot  ju  fein 

VI uf,  Wntrofcn,  bie  Vlnfer  geliAtet 

Vlu  btr  Snale  griintm  ©trrinbe 

Vhif  Merges  ^-ibben  [99e4cr 

5Pcfrdnjt  mit  V'aub  ben  lieben  boUen 

Sriiber,  fammelt  tu4  im  ftreife 

*iirBfd)oit,  bie 

aSlauen  Vlugen,  bit* 

*alb  graf  t4  am  9Je«fat 

5Punte  fileib,  bas 

a?tmoofter  18urf4e  jieb  14  nu§,  abe 

Xo  broben  auf  jenem  9?trflc 

Xu  wirft  mir'S  ja  nit  iibel  neljma 

Xeuti4lanb  uber  aUeS 

Xes  !ll'aijentinbe8  ftlagt 

Xrurf  nit  fo 

Xe^  Widjel  9}attrlanb 

Xenfft  bu  baran 

ttin  frete8  ijebcn  fiibrcn  wit  ' 

(f rllonig,  ber 

(ffien,  ni4t  ba8  Xrinfen 

(fin  !i!ebcn  wie  im  *45arabic§ 

(f  8  ift  ein  S4u6  gefnlltn 

(fin  S4ifflein  fnb  i4  fo^rtn 

(?8  wnr  einmal  ein  flonig 

(fin  ;5agcr  auS  Aurpfalj 

(f  loig  mill  i4  bir  gebbrcn 

(f  e  ift  btftimmt  in  @otte8  Xat^ 

(f  6  leben  bie  Solbaten 

fVrBf4'  unb  bie  Unfen 

pFriibling8Iieb 

("Verbinanb,  wie  f4bn  bift  bu  • 

Jtrbblicb  unb  woblgemutb 

jrvcbericus  9ter 

fVrif4  auf  }umfrbbli4en  3agen 

(Huten  Vlbtnb,  lieber  '3Jlonbenf4etrt 

(Mrofemutttr  will  tanjen 

fterr  im  feaus,  ber 

©err  ^ruBcr,  nimm  betn  ©ISSdKn 

.yeriifl'g  S^otierl,  Infe  bid)  berjcn 

jfiolber  Siingling,  mein  9?erlanflen 


Ctrbti.  berbfi.  bu  trautcr  SdngerfrtiS 

Vbr',  lieber  SlMlbelm 

Ututt  fdKib  i4 

34  bin  ein  freier  "JDJnnn  unb  ftnge 

34  war  99ranbfu45  no4  an  3abren 

3  tbdt  fo  gem  bfiratb'n 

34  win  mein  ©liid  probiren,  marf4ircn 

34  bat  fie  um  bit  9iofe 

3m  SJftn  ift  SBabrbfit  nur  oBein 

34  war  ein  re4ter  ^jafelbans 

3n  biefen  ^irgen  Si^aVim 

34  f4nitl  ts  gem  in  one  Stinbcn  tin 

3n  btr  grofeen  Sceftabt  I'eipjig 

34  fomm'  immer  ni4t  baju 

34  bab'  ben  ganjen  ^.tormittag 

3br  O^iirften  ber  ^albung,  berpoc 

3a^r  ift  gut,  baS 

3etit  f4wingen  wir  ben  ^ut 

fttin  ireutr,  (tine  Aoble 

ftommt  a  SSogerl  gtflogen 

flommt  ein  f41anfer  a?urj4'  gcgangeu 

ftomm",  fttller  Vlbcnb 

ftennt  ibr  bae  ^'anb 

I'ebt  WPbl,  bu,  bie  i4  innig  liebe 

I'eftte  Wofe,  bit 

2Rtin(i^rifttan 

9lotij 

9ib8Itin  auf  ber  ^atbtn 

eic  ftanb  auf  bobtm  3*cig£ 

Sit  foUen  ibn  ni4t  ^bben       ^  ♦ 

eagt  er  '    .  •     : 

Stedbrief,  ber 

£41ail)tlieb 

£4ufterjungc  als  ltb4in,  bee 

lobad 

UebtraQ  bin  t4  ju  J^aufe 

3?or|'i4tige  3ube,  ber 

a?on  alien  S^nbern  bitler  SOelt 

aSBaffer  rauf4t,  ba«  ai^affer  f4woU,  bos 

SDaren  mir  felige  lage,  bos 

XBtnn  i4  einmal  ber  Jt>errgptt  wiir" 

^a§  llinget  unb  finget  bie  £traf;e  berauf 

aSanbern  ift  beS  TOiillers  Vuft,  bas 

5lBer  WiH  unter  bie  Solbnten 

SBir  fmb  jwet  topf're  5Pai)ern 

STOcnn  t8  ffint  3^1af4cn  gdbt 

SlBann  man  trinfen  mufe 

SffloDf  Wott,  fie  ware  meine 

SBanberer  in  ber  Sdgtmiible,  ber 

ffiaS  frag'  i4  Pitl  na4  ©tlb  unb  Wut 

3opf,  btr  bftngt  ibm  bintcn.  btr 


STo. 
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VI  a?ufierl  is  n  i4nu({rig  Xing 

V14,  a4,  Wie  ftnb  bie  ^-iciten  jdbwer 

V14.  umfonft  auf  aller  i'dnbcr  ftarten 

Vllles  liebt  unb  poart  fid)  wieber 

VlDe§.  wa«  wir  lieben,  lebe 

Vine  a?bofl  finb  f4on  ba 

VI U  bie  inomcr  fred)  geworben 

VUten  Xeut14en,  bie 

Vln  Vlleris  fenb'  i4  bi4 

Vln  eine?  a3d4Iein9  9ianbt,  gar  liebli4 

Vlrm  uiib  flein  ift  meine  feiittc 

Vluf,  ibr  a?riiber,  fmget  SJieber 

Vluf'm  a?erglein  bin  i4  g'fefien 

a?ei  einem  5H>irtbe  wunbermilb 

9?ci  ^Jannern,  wel4e  I'iebc  fiiblcn 

iBilhung  ma4t  fein 

5Bin  ou§  unb  eingangn  im  gnn}en  It)rol 

®in  i  net  an  luft'ger  S4wenerbu 

aSringt  mir  SBIut  ber  eblen  5Rcbtn 

®riibtrlein  fein 

(Trambambuli,  bas  ift  ber  litel 

Xa  broben  ouf  jenem  a?ergt 

Xa8  ift  ane§  ein8 

Xa8  war  ein  niebli4  3'if*'f •'• 

Xcr  liebfte  aSuble,  ben  id)  ban 

Xer  9J?Qb*en  lieb'  i4  biele 

Xer  a[i>eibno4tsabenb  fam  gegangen 

Xer  aiein  erfreut  be§  TOenf4en  §crj 

Xeuti4e8  J&cr?,  toerjage  ni4t 

Xie  iieinemeber  babtn  eine  faubcre^unft 

Xic  I'icfa',  bei  meiner  ffb'' 

Xie  !Rofen  bliiben  im  Xbale 

Xie  S*ufterjunft  bleibt  immer  bo4 

Xic  Sonn"  erma4t  mit  ibrer  ll<rn4t 

Xic  SDSelt  glei4t  einer  aSierbouteillt 

Xo  benn  ie  be  a?ebrclc  in'§  (frame  gcno' 

?!rau6'  ift  ancS  fo  prd4tig 

Xrei  wad're  a?urf4en  fafeen,  fa 

ein'  fefte  aSurg  ift  unfer  ©ott 

©in  getreueS  ^erj  ju  wiffen 

©in  ftaufman,  btr  rt4  £4ulK  nennt 

©in  luft'ger  3Kufifante  mari4irte  einft 

©in  Slbmcr  ftanb  in  finft'rer  ^!a4t 

©in  £4ii^  bin  i4  in  be8  SRegenten  £olb 

Ginft  bat  mir  mein  ficibarjt  gebcten 

©in  9?ciI4cn  auf  ber  aSieic  ftanb 

©in  a!Banberburf4'  mit  bem  Stab 

©i  was  brau4t  man  um  gliidli4  )u  fein 

©8  ftebt  ein  aSaum  im  Cbenwalb 

©8  tbut's  bolt  nimmermebr 

grcubboU  unb  leibboU,  gebanfcnPoH  ftin 

grcut  eu4  be§  I'ebenS 

[f rif4,'  ganjt  ilompanit  mit  lautem  Sinb 

?priib  morgens  wenn  bie  J^dbne  frfib'n 

©einng  l)erf4bnt  bae  Seben 

©cfunbbcit,  J&err  %a4bar,  bo8  ©1064"! 

©uanolieb 

iydring  unb  Vlufttr 


£terjlieb4cn  mein  untcrm  9{cbenba4 

34  bab'  ein  beifeeg,  junges  a?lut 

34  lenn'  cin'n  ttetten  (f  belftcin 

34  mb4tc  fit  wobl  febcn 

3m  ftrug  jum  griinen  ffranjt 

3n  tintm  a:  bale  friebli4  ftittt 

3t%t  gang  i  an's  aSriinntlt,  trinf  obtr 

fttgtUieb 

jilcint  ((if4crmdb4en.  ba8 

ftommt,  aSriiber,  trinfct  fro^  mit  mir 

JJdbmt  bir  bie  f4it)erfte  utter  fletten 

fitbt  wobl,  btrgife  mtin  nt4t 

Sebig  ift  ber  f4bnfte  Stanb 

Seife,  leift,  frommt  aSeife 

£ieb  an  bie  grcube 

5Wama,  ^apn,  a4,  feb'n  Sic  bo4 

TOein  £)crj,  i4  WiU  bi4  frageu 

5Jlein  ^crj  ift  im  ^D4Ianb,  mtin  j^jerj 

'JRtm  bcrjlitbftcS  &4a^frl,  fomm 

TOtin  2tbtn8Iauf  ift  V!icb'  unb  i'uH 

*D2ein  I'ieb  ift  eine  Vllpnerin 

2Wei  S4a^  ift  a  iRciter 

9Kir  ift  auf  btr  9!BeIt  ni4tS  lieber 

91o4  ift  bie  bliibenbe,  golbcne  ,Seit 

9Jun  leb'  wobl,  bu  fleine  ©afie 

Cb  14  bi4  liebe,  frage  bie  Sterne 

C  bu  lieber  Vluguftin,  attcS  ift  bin 

C  SBalb,  mit  beintn  buft'gtn  ^wtigtn 

Softnftod.  4»oIbcrbliib' 

Sanft  a^aulus  war  tin  WtbifuS 

S4ou'  i4  bit  9?ogltin  an 

Sd)cnft  mir  mal  a?airif4  ein 

Sebt  ibr  brei  S»ofie  »or  btm  aSngen 

Se^t  cu4  ju  mir  urn's  i^nfe  beriiin 

'S  iberj  ift  ein  fpaffig's  Xing 

Sinb  wir  ni4t  jur  ^orrli4ffi»  gfl'oren 

So  i8  bag  ©nb'  ber  VBcIt 

So  mand)er  mb4t'  i^r  SPliim4en  fein 

Sonft  fpiclt'  14  mit  Scepter 

Stdnb4tnfdngtr 

Ste4partic.^2ieb 

Stubio  auf  tintr  Steif 

Xen  *4}in§ 

Xrinfe,  2ieb4fn,  Irinfe  f4nen 

a?erge|t  bit  btutf4e  Spra4e  ni4t 

aJcrlaffen  bin  i 

3?iel  ©ffcn  ma4t  biel  breitcr 

aSan'8  TOailiifterl  wabt 

ai5os  bob'  i4  benn  mcinem  3cin5lieb4cn 

aSafferfaU,  ber 

SBeinc  nt4t,  es  ift  bcrgebens 

SBSenn  ba8  Qtlanff4f  TOeer 

Sfflir  winbcn  bir  ben  3ungftrnfranj 

Sfeo  a  ftein'S  4»iittle  ftebt 

SBobin  mit  ber  r^rcub' 

giebt  im  Joerbft  bie  yer4c  fort 

3'  WUnen  an  btr  ^oft 

Sumf^ciratben  taugen  bie  Stfinner 
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THE  AMERICAN  AMATEUR. RECITER  &  SPEAKER 
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Hoiiiir  a  most  Valiialilo  rolloction  of  Standard  R<»- 
rttafioiiH  Poimlar  ItcadiitkrH,  Dfiiauiaticnis  and 
Jifautiful  C<)iiiji<isitii>nn.  K.nf>0(*ially  ada|>tc<I  for 
V  I'arlor  Knt<Ttamun'iits,  Social Oatluriiurs.  Sc-hool 
Kxliit)iti()iis.  fc<".  By  Tpa<li<r»,  V')iiiiK  t<a<Ue«  Biid/j 
ficiitlciiini,  tliiHR<<-it(T  isjironouiicfd  the  B«'Ht. 
It  contains  tlievcry  Finrst  Produrtions  pver  writ- 
ten, coiiii>riHinK'S<l(<>tio!i«  in  ProHoand  Wrse,  on 
almost  every  Popular  KuWcet,  Ronie  of  which  an 
quite  recpnt  Literary  Prodjirtlons,  pipreHflve  of 
every  NobloPa.ssiou  of  the  lluman  Heart— Verses 
that  will  make  an  andienro  lauirh— others  that 
will  niaketliemweep:  Kentiinental.Trajric. Comic, 
afffirdinK'oiii'ortnnitieB  for  the  diMnlay  of  every 
difTerent  nnality  of  aetion,  voice  and  delivery. 

In  it  will  tx-  found  material  from  whjch  one  can 
rehearse  for.the'l'iiljiit,  the  Hta*re,  or  Iniblic  Meet- 
inif.  tlie  I^tfislafure.  or  the  Hulls  of  Contfress,  be- 
HiilcH  many  Beautiful  Pieces  that  a  Vountr  Ijidy  or 
MisH  can  Read  or  Recite  to  her  friends  in  a  parlor 
or  bf  fore  an  audiencejl»rice  by  mail  4$  Onta. 
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;  Address  all  orders  to  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  130  Park  Row,  New  Tork.( 
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OISTE     CEJNTT     E^CH. 


5 
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I 
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1  Baby  mine 

2  Nuch  an  education  hai  my  Mary  Ann 

3  Auld  Lang  Svne 

4  Ella  Ree        ■ 
Old  cabin  home 
Little  ones  at  home 
Oidblacic  Joe  • 
Home,  sweet  home 
Larboard  watch 

10  Many  can  help  one  . 

11  Klllaruey 

1'^  S«'e  that  ray  grave's  kept  green 

13  Grandfather's  rlo<  k 

14  Emmet's  "  Luliaby  "' 

15  The  harp  that  once  thro'  Tara'a  ball 

16  My  couutry,  'tis  of  thee 

17  Sweet  forget-me-not 

18  Where  was  Moeea  when  the  liglit  went  ontt 

19  NaiM-y  Lee 

ao  Write  me  a  letter  from  home 

21  Beautiful  isle  of  the  sea 

^  Old  folks  at  home  (Swanee  rlblH>r) 

23  Come  back  to  Erin 

H  Sweet  bye-and-bye 

25  -Mv  preUy  red  roce 

26  Whoa,  Emma! 

27  Katie's  secret 

28  You'll  remember  me 

29  R<Kked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep 
90  Kathleen  Mavourneen 

31  I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls 

32  Wiring  of  the  green 

33  When  you  and  I  were  young,  Maggie 

34  Cottage  by  the  sea 

35  We  partid  by  the  river  side 

36  When  1  saw  sweet  Nellie  home 

37  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

38  Last  rose  of  Summer 
89  Shamiis  OBrien 

40  Exile  of  Erin 

41  Maggie's  secret 

42  Or  any  other  man— Stnmp  ipeech 

43  I  cannot  call  her  mother 

44  Would  I  were  with  thee 

45  Poor  old  slave  '    ■     •   . : 
4<)  Casey  social  club 

47  (.'umoerland's  crew 

48  Take  this  letter  to  my  mother 

46  A  model  love  letter 
60  Female  otratagem 

51  How  to  kiss  a  latly  • 

52  Dublin  bay 

53  Wife'i*  commandments 

M  Husband's  commandments 
65  Rules  for  bummers 

60  Little  old  log  cabin  iu  the  lane 
67  Barbara  Frietchie— Recitation 

58  Marching  through  Oeorjfia 

59  When  I  was  a  lad— Pinafore 

CO  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  the  sea 

61  Dancing  in  the  barn 

62  Fire  iu  the  grate 

63  Wandering  refugee 
M  Blue-eyed  Nelly 

«5  Minstrel  boy 

(jC  Letter  iu  the  candle 

67  Star-spangled  banner 

68  Dancing  on  the  greeu 

6ft  Heart  bow'd  down  .,■ 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  watermlll  -  Rbcitatiok 

72  Faded  coat  of  blue 

73  Hold  the  fort 

74  Slavery  days 

75  Der  mule  shtootl  on  de  shteamboat  deck— Rec. 

76  Little  barefoot 

77  My  old  Kenturky  home,  goodnight 

78  Home  again 

79  Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  far 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 

81  Office  rules 

82  Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 
M  Good  Rhine  wine 

8t  I'll  be  ail  smiles  to-night,  love 
85  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 
8ti  Listen  to  the  mocking-bird 

87  When  the  corn  Ih  waving,  Annie 

88  She  never  blauied  him,  never 

89  Silver  threads  among  the  gold 

90  Little  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

91  King  the  tiell  softly,  there's  crape  on  the  door 


02  Boy  lost  (laughable) 

^Xi  Her  bright  sniile  haunts  mo  sttll  * 

94  Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full 

95  Gypsy's  waruing 

96  Anchor's  weigh«l 

97  Moon  behind  the  hilJ 

98  Swinging  in  the  lane 

99  Sheridan's  rid< — Rkcitation 

100  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd 

101  Eilloen  Allanna  .- 

102  'Tie  but  a  little  fad.'d  flower 

103  Touch  the  harp  gently,  my  jircttv  Louise 

104  Girl  I  left  behind  me 

105  Little  Buttercup 

106  His  sisters,  cousins  and  aunts     "       . 

107  Carry  me  back  to  old  Virginny 

108  Roses  underneath  the  hiu>vv 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  ap]>eal  to  his  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  fly 

112  Old  man's  drunk  ui^Hin 

113  Two  orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  fire) 

114  Amber  tresses  tied  in  blue 

115  Pretty  as  a  picturi' 

116  I  am  waiting,  Essie,  dear 

117  Three  perished  in  the  snow  .  . 

118  Slight  hints 

119  Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother 

120  Come  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling 

121  Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling    . 

122  Bingeu,  on  the  Rhine 

123  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave 

124  Old  log  cabin  on  the  bill 

125  Croppy  boy  ■.     .  ■. 

126  Skias  are  out  to-day 

127  The  bridge  ... 

128  Shabby  genteel 

129  Oh,  dat  watermelon  ,  ■  ' 

130  Comin'  thro'  the  rye  • 

131  Must  we  then  meet  as  strftngera  , 

132  Babies  on  our  block 

133  Brennen  on  the  Moor 

134  Skidmore  fancy  ball 
136  Hallway  Door 

136  Where  the  grass  grows  green 

137  Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 

138  Kiss  behind  the  door 

139  I'll  remember  jou,  love,  in  my  prayers 

140  Mary  of  the  wild  moor  . 

141  Old  wooden  rocker 

142  Si)eak,  only  speak 

14;^  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

144  Where  art  thou,  my  beloved* 

145  Mollie,  darling 

146  You  may  look,  but  you  miietn't  touch 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 

148  Raffle  for  the  stove 

149  Balm  of  Gilead 

150  There's  always  a  seat  in  the  parlor  for  you 

151  Driven  from  home 

152  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weej»iu» 
1.53  Pull  for  the  shore 

154  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee  ■ .     '.     ~ 

155  Good  news  from  home  •     ' 

156  Fisherman's  daugliter 
1.57  Shells  of  ocean 

158  Maesa's  in  the  colj,  cold  ground 

159  Say  a  kind  word  when  you  can  -- 

160  Cure  for  scandal 

161  Twilight  coterie  ; 

162  Strangers  yet 
168  Castles  in  the  air 

164  Dear  little  shamrock 

165  I  cannot  sing  the  oUl  songs 

166  Norah  O'Neal 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

168  Roseof  Tralee 

169  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare 

170  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lone  cliild 

172  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  F^rountl 

173  (4love  flirtation 

174  Whip  flirtation 

175  Slave's  dream  , 

176  Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  don't  go      , 
111  Sweet  E^'angeline 

178  Good-bye  at  the  door 

179  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the  heart  can 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you  [Ufver  be 

181  Erin's  lovely  home 

182  Over  the  hills  to  tht;  poor-house 


183  Twenty  vcarg  ago 

18t  Paddy's  laud 

IK")  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling 

186  Old  village  school  on  the  green 

1H7  Woodman,  spare  that  tree 

188  Barbara  Frieichie— Rwitation 

189  Darling  Minnie  Ia'C 

190  Hat  flirtation 

191  Fan  flirtation 

192  Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  mountain 

1^1  (lood-bye,  Aimie,  darling  <Kuorh  Arden) 

194  Why  did  she  leave  him* 

195  A  quiet  Mule  home 

190  Thou  hast  leame<l  to  love  another 

197  Mary  of  Argyl* 

198  Nil  Desperandum 

199  Sweet  Highland  Mary 

200  Evening  amusement  (langhaWe) 
aiil  Day  I  played  base  ball 

202  Remember  you  have  children  of  your  oxra 
•Mi  There's  none  like  a  mother  if  ever  so  poor 
•204  You  were  false,  but  I'll  forgive  you 
205  Sweet  Maggie  Gonloii 
200  Tanyard  side 

207  Bells  of  Shandon 

208  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell 

2t»9  Whisper  softly,  mother's  dying 

210  Erin's  green  shore 

211  Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old? 

212  Donnelly  and  Cooper 

213  Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  shore  • 

214  Little  Rosebud 

215  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

216  Come  into  the  garden,  Maud      . 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

218  Where  there's  a  will  there's  s  way 

219  God,  bless  my  boy  at  sea 

220  Annie  Laurie 

221  Mac's  and  the  O's 

222  Sherman's  march  to  the  eea 

223  Lamentation  of  James  Rodgera 

224  Come,  birdie,  come 

225  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

226  Ever  of  thee 

227  Norah  McShane 

228  Love  among  the  roses 

229  Shamus  O'Brien— Rb<-itatioh 

230  Der  Deitcher  Gal 

231  No  Irish  need  apply 

232  Old  arm  chair 

233  Tim  Flaherty 

234  We  sat  by  the  river,  yon  and  I 

235  I  iove  music 
2:^6  Sweet  Genevieve 

}£i7  When  the  flowers  fall  asleep 
2:^8  Patrick  Sheehau 
2:i9  Sailor's  grave 

240  Pretty  maid  milking  her  cow 

241  Kentucky  Rose 

242  Farmer's  daugbU'r 

243  Oh,  dem  golden  Blip|)er8 

244  In  the  morning  by  the  bright  light 

245  Nobody's  darling 

246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

247  Somebody's  mother -RwiTATioH 

248  Birdie  darling 

249  Nobody's  darUng  but  mine 
2.")0  Rock  me  to  sleep,  mother 
•251  Put  my  little  shoes  away 
2,52  Darling  Nelly  Gray 

253  Somebody's  coming  when  the  dewdropa  t%§ 

2.54  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  ))ecause  we  weT« 

2.55  Little  brown  jug 

256  Ben  Bolt 

257  Good-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye 

258  Erin  is  my  home 

259  Katty  Avourneen 
'2«J0  Sadie  Ray 
201  Banl  of  Armagh 
•202  Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  weep 
20."i  Patrick's  day  parade 

204  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 

205  Speak  to  me,  speak 
'260  Darling,  I  will  coiue  again 
•207  Bright-eyed  little  Nell  <it  Narraganiet  bay 
•268  Hail,  Columbia 
•269  Little  footsteps 
•270  Tim  Finigan's  wake 
271  McDonnel's  old  tin  rftof 
•272  Scotch  lassie,  Jean 
27:j  Hat  me  father  woto 
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274  Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 
I    275  I've  only  been  down  t<>  tho  club 
276  Dance  me  on  your  kne<' 
:f77  KiHS  me  a^ain 

278  Knimefo  "  Love  of  the  i^huniniok 

279  Vacant  chair 

280  Sweet  suuny  South 

281  Our  giKKl  ("iiip  eaila  to-nighl 

282  Jersey  Sam 

283  Come  home,  father 
•J84  Ijttle  Matrgie  May 
285  Cackle,  cackle,  cackle 
280  Molly  Bawu 

«7  Maid  of  Atheiw 

288  Sallie  iu  our  alley 

289  I'm  sitting  on  the  stilo,  Mary 

290  Poor  old  Neil 

291  Dorkinn'  uight 

292  Man  iu  the  luoou  is  looking,  love 
29:1  When  the  tlowiu£  tide  coiwe:^  in 

•£H  Uon'l  give  up  the  old  frit i..J<r  Sor  the  new 

295  Broken  down 

2%  Marriage  bells 

aOT  Have  I  not  been  kind  to  thee? 

298  Flowers  will  come  iu  May 

299  Awfully  clever 

•"JOO  My  little  one's  waiting  for  me 

."101  I'll  go  back  to  my  old  love  afj;ain 

a»2  Butcher  boy 

:-tO:l  There's  somebody  waitint;  ft>r  me 

;*)t  Are  you  there,  Moriarity? 

•105  I'se  (jwiue  back  to  Dixie 

;100  BidiUia  Jane  McCann 

;ior  Isile  de  Blackwell 

•■)08  Where  are  the  friends  of  my  youth? 

.■*)9  Singiuif  on  the  roof 

■"110  Five  cent  shave 

311  Hen  convention 

•'112  Ued,  white  and  bluv, 

.'113  old  oaken  bucket 

314  Little  sweetheart,  come  and  kiss  me 

311  Mv  dream  of  love  is  o'er 

31«)  They  all  do  it 

317  Old  home  ain't  what  it  used  to  l)e 

.318  Wait  till  the  moonlight  falls  on  the  water 

319  Linger  not,  darlini; 

320  "Tis  evening  briu^t-  my  heart  to  iheo 
•'121  American  National  tJuard 

.122  Johnny's  so  bashful 

•'12:1  Daisy  Deaue 

:124  I  wirih  mamma  was  here  - 

;i25  Pulliui;  liard  against  the  stream 

■ii6  Dancing;  in  the  sunlight 

:127  What  is  it* 

328  There  never  was  a  coward  where  the  shamrock 

.•129  Love  letters  [grows 

aiO  Delia  Clancy 

•JUl  The  tramp 

xa  Lamentation  of  Johnny  Re<'l 

3.13  Roll  on.  silver  moon 

.3:14  When  McGuinness  gets  a  job 

:i:ir>  ciive  an  hone-t  Irish  lad  a  chance 

:i:i«>  Down  among  the  daisies  :• 

3:17  Down  by  the  old  mill  Htrean\ 

:13'*  Do  not  heed  her  warning  ^Answer  to  No.  9r>> 

:il9  Battle  cry  of  freedom 

340  Home  rule  for  Ireland 

341  Riding  on  the  elevated  railroail 

342  When  McCorinick  rules  the  State 

343  Sweet  chiming  bells 

344  Levi  Kassiday 

■Ur>  I  want  to  see  the  cotton  fleUls 

.'m  Waltz  with  me 

•147  Meet  me  bv  moonlight  alone 

348  Do  they  miss  me  at  home? 

•'^49  lather  and  shave 

■350  Hai>pv  be  thy  dreams 

351  Take  "it  in 

.3.52  Stokes'  verdict  (Jim  Fisk  song) 

3.5:1  Lanly  dah 

3.54  De  golden  wedding 

:i55  Mv  mother-in-law 

:J56  What  should  make  thee  sad,  my  darllngt 

3.57  Dear  Italian  girl 

■iM  Banks  of  Brandywiiie 

:i.59  old,  and  only  iu  the  way 

360  Six  feet  of  earth 

•3tjl  Write  a  letter  t«>  my  mother 

:ltJ2  Veliow  rose  of  Texas 

:*>3  When  my  ship  comes  in 

364  One  pound  two 


:«>.")  Wo  have  met.  loved  and  parted 

■366  Bummers'  hotel 

367  I'm  getting  a  bi^  boy  now 

•368  I  shall  never  lie  happy  again 

:169  Soldier's  farewell 

.170  Old  kitchen  floor 

.171  Swtt't  Belle  .Mahone 

;172  -My  dear  Savauuah  lionio 

:i7:i  Billy  Barlow 

:174  Wild  Irish  boy 

:175  Dwendy-seven  cents 

■376  A  starry  night  for  a  ramble 

377  Locked  out  after  nine 

;178  Whii>-uoor-will'8  song 

.379  Day  when  ycMi'U  forget  me 

380  You'll  miss  me  when  I'm  j;onp 

;181  Sou  of  a  gainbolier 

.382  (iolden  stair 

•"183  Your  little  Li/.a  loves  you 

.'184  American  boy 

:1.S5  You  get  more  like  your  tlail  every  day 

.186  Barney  McCoy 

387  Razors  in  the  air 

;188  Sallie  Horner 

;189  Willie  Heilly 

;190  Sweet  Aleeu 

391  Old  sexton 

392  Full  down  the  blind 

.393  Do  they  think  of  me  at  home? 

:194  Tell  me  where  my  Kva's  gone 

:195  Barbara  Allan 

'■i'M  'Longshoremen's  strike 

.3i>7  Bonnie  sweet  Beshie,  the  mai<l  of  Dundee 

:198  Bathing  song 

:199  <  'arrie  Lee 

400  One  wide  river  to  cross 

401  Moon  is  out  to-night,  love 

402  Devil's  iu  New  Jersey 
40:i  Rambler  frem  Clare 

4W  Pretty  little  blue-eyi-d  stranger 
405  Faded  flowers 
4M  Dark-eyed  sailor 
4(»7  Rose  of  Killarney 

408  Cot  iu  the  corner 

409  Boys,  keep  away  from  the  girls 

410  Phantom  footsteps 

411  Boiiny  bunch  of  rows 

412  Pat  Roach  at  the  play 

413  Doran's  ass 

414  Banks  of  Claudy 

415  What  are  the  wild  waves  saying 

416  Her  front  name  is  Uannar 

417  .Sweet  Evelina 

418  Behind  the  scenes 

419  (Josp«-l  raft 

420  Don't  put  the  poor  workingman  down 
4'Jl  Cruiskeen  lawn 

4','2  I  had  but  fifty  cents 

42:1  I'm  leaving  now  the  old  folkc 

424  Irish  Molly,  O! 

425  Iting  nty  mother  wore 
4-'«;  The  blackbird 

427  Little  cherry  blossom 

428  Wist,  wii^t,  wist 

42*.»  A  violet  from  mother's  grave 

4:iu  Nelly  Ray 

431  Maggie,  darling,  now  goo<l-livo 

4:«  Rise  it,  Reilly 

4:1.3  Meeting  of  the  waters 

434  Wait  for  the  turn  of  the  tiile 

4^i')  Old  farm  gate 

4:16  Oh,  Fretl!  tell  them  to  stop 
4:17  McDonald's  return  to  tilenco 
4:18  Mantle  so  green 
4:19  I'ncle  Tom's  lament 

440  Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  ma 

441  Old-fashioned  homesteail 

442  Emmet's  "Mountain  song" 

443  Old-fashioned  church  on  the  hill 

444  A  handful  of  turf 
44.5  Beauty  of  Limerick 

446  Mrs.  Brady's  daughter 

447  .Mary's  gone  with  a  coon 

448  Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  star 

449  In  happy  moments 

450  Hi  Jenny,  ho  Jenny  Johnson 

451  All  on  account  of  Eliza 

452  Emmet's  "  I  know  what  love  is" 

4.53  Down  in  a  eoal  mine 

4.54  Drunkard's  dream 

4.55  Joe  Bowers 


4.56  There's  a  fine  ship  on  the  orean 
457  Put  me  In  my  little  bed 

4.58  Little  old  house  on  the  Rliine  .    <' 

4.59  (Stolen  kisses  are  the  sweetest 

460  Der  brave  huzzars 

461  Little  old  log  cabin  by  the  stream 

462  Paddle  your  own  canoe 

4<>3  Within  a  mile  of  Edinboro' town 

464  How  the  gates  came  ajar 

465  Arkausaw  traveler 

466  Grant's  trip  around  the  world 
At"!  Old  leather  breeches 

468  Rocky  road  to  Dublio 

469  Turnpike  gate  ' 

470  Little  old  (jerman  home  aeroM  the  sea 

471  Beautiful  girl  of  Kildare 

472  Baby's  got  a  tooth 

473  My  poor  h'-art  is  sad  with  Its  dreaming 

474  Pallet  of  straw 

475  Low-backM  car 

476  Your  lassie  will  be  tme 

477  In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 

478  When  thes«>  old  clothes  were  new 

479  Up  at  Jones"  wood 

480  Boston  burglar 

481  The  Cainpl>ells  are  comin' 

482  You  never  miss  the  water  'till  the  well  runs  dry 

483  Bonnie  Elotsu 

484  River  Roe 

485  Murder  in  Cohoes 

486  Poor  little  Joe 

487  Along  the  Kansas  line 

488  Banjo  now  hangs  silent  on  the  door 

489  Wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by 

490  Over  the  garden  wall 

491  I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day 
4'.^  Blue  Alsatian  mountains 

493  Charming  young  witlow  I  met  in  the  train 

494  Black-eyed  Susau 

495  .Spanish  cavalier 

496  (irave  of  Bonaparte 

497  Old  dog  Tray 

498  Jnauita 

499  Moonlight  on  the  lake 

500  Mabel  Clare 

601  All  that  glitters  is  not  gold 

502  ^Jarseilles  hymn 

50;i  (Jod.  save  the  C^ueeu 

504  RoUiug  home  in  the  morniuK 

606  If  ever  I  cease  to  love 

506  Cheer,  boys,  cheer 

.507  Dixie's  laud 

508  Mother  say*  I  mustn't 

509  Fellow  (hat  looks  like  me 

610  Watch  on  the  Rhine 

61 1  A  lock  of  motlutr's  hair 

&lii  Stop  dat  knocking  at  de  door 

61.1  Virginia  rosebud 

614  Red  robin 

51,5  (ioepel  train 

516  We  won't  go  home  till  morning 

617  Lottie  Lee 

518  Who's  at  my  bedroom  window? 

519  I  have  no  home 

.520  It's  nice  to  Ix'  a  father 

521  Won't  you  tell  me  why,  robin? 

522  Only  to  see  her  face  again 

523  Kingdom  comin j; 
.^24  Barney  O'Hea 
Hsffy  Twldy  O'Neal 

•■iao  Man  with  the  eoalskln  pants 

527  .Medicine  Jack 

•528  A  leaf  of  ivy  from  mother's  grave 

.529  Keep  in  the  middle  of  the  road 

5:10  I>aniiigan's  ball 

Sill  Lula  is  gone 

.532  An  Irishman's  toast 

.53:1  Village  blacksmlTb 

534  Naughty  Clara 

•5.35  Dying  nun 

.^30  W  hen  the  leaves  begin  to  turn 

•5.37  Larry  O'Brien 

538  Mother  kis8e<l  me  iu  my  dream 

•5.39  I'll  hang  mv  harp  on  a  willow  tree 

540  Dying  (  alifornian 

.541  (irandmofher's  birthday 

•542  Come  where  my  love  lies  dreaming 

513  Pop  goes  the  weasel 

•544  Monkey's  wedding 

•H5  Mary  had  a  little  lamb 

•546  Wait  for  the  wagou 


«l 
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ointe:   cent   e-^chl 


547  The  Cork  leg 

518  Uncle  Sam'a  fano      '   . 

M»  My  old  wife  and  I 

550  I'm  BO  lonely  , 
Ml  Only  as  far  as  the  gate 
55a  Feefe-a-boo 
553  Moonlight  at  Killamey 

551  111  wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by 

555  We  never  speak  as  we  pass  by 

556  Tipperary  cLriBteuing 

557  Be  home  early  to-night,  my  dear  boy 
658  Old  rubtic  bridge  by  the  mill 

569  Paddy  Mageets  dream 
500  Dreaming  of  home  aud  mother 

561  Shall  we  Know  each  other  then'? 

562  Jolly  IrlBhmau 

563  Folks  that  put  on  airs 
5&1  Rosalie,  th<!  prairie  flower 

565  If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year 

566  Fisherman  and  his  child 

567  Swate  Castle  Gardeu 

568  In  the  gloaming 
669  Bring  me  back  the  one  I  love 

570  Spider  and  the  fly 

571  A  warrior  bold 

572  Tar's  farewell  ;     ' 

573  In  her  little  bed  we  laid  her 

574  Dark  girl  dressed  In  blue  ' 

575  Separation 

576  Pitcher  of  beer 

577  Neil  McGulli','an'8  daughter,  Mary  Ann 

578  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there 

579  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left 

580  Alice,  where  art  thou? 
5«1  Meet  me,  Joeie.  at  the  gate 
58a  Jessie  at  the  railway  bar 

583  Ada,  with  the  golden  hair 

584  Streets  of  New  York  • 

585  Courting  in  the  rain 

586  I'm  dying  for  some  one  to  love  in« 

587  Is  that  >fi«ter  Reillyy 
■,    588  Let  my  name  be  kindly  spoken 

)    589  Dar's  one  more  rlbber  for  to  cross 
"    590  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paris 

591  Poor  old  Mike 

592  Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye        .  -^  ., 

593  A  life  on  the  ocean  wave 

594  I  am  dreaming 

595  Gypsy  Countess 

596  She's  as  good  as  gold 

597  'Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night 

598  Shoo,  fly!  don't  bother  ni« 
509  Ten  tbou!>aud  miles  away 

600  Give  my  love  to  all  at  homo       ' 

601  Mygel  Snyder's  party 

602  Increase  of  crime 

003  Ship  on  fire  - 

604  JosephuB  Orange  Bloeaoon 
005  Oh!  Sucannah 

606  Old  Bob  Ridley 

607  Bonnie  blue  flag 

608  Nell  Flaugherty'8  drato 

609  John  Barleycoru 

610  Rules  for  love-making 

611  Land  League  Band 

612  Dovra  by  the  old  abbey  rains 

613  Glorious  69th 
C14  Old  willow  cradle 

615  Fimny  old  gal 

616  Religious  card  player 

617  Paddy's  the  boy 

C18  Teddy  McGlynn  : 

C19  Lads  who  live  iu  Ireland 

6'JO  Worn-out  Bailor  ■        • 

C21  Mott  street,  449 

622  Limerick  is  beantifnl 

623  Seven  oud 

624  Let  me  kiss  bim  for  bie  mother 

625  Pretty  lips 

626  Sullivan  s  boot  in  my  eye 

627  ViUikins  and  his  Dinah 

628  Captain  with  his  whiskers 
029  A  knot  of  blue  and  gray 
0;«  Foley's  hotel 

6;«  I'll  meet  her  when  the  sun  goca  down 

6:12  Never  take  the  horseshoe  from  the  doer 

WA  Woman,  lovely  woman 

6;J4  Napoleon's  dream 

6;i5  When  the  robins  nest  again 

636  Oh!  you  little  darling,  Ilove  you 

637  Just  down  the  laue 


638  Call  me  back  again 

639  Milwaukee  fire 

610  One  of  the  finest     ^  .    - 

641  Over  the  mountain 

612  Belle  of  the  ball  ■       ; 

643  Farmer's  boy 

044  When  Jack  comes  home  again  (Sailing)j 

645  Hu8h-a-bye,  baby  -^ 

646  Where  the  ivy  grows  BO  green 
617  Bridget  Donahue 

648  Down  the  hill 

619  My  Nellie's  blue  eyes 

650  Ragged  coat 

051  Kitty  Kimo 

652  Little  darling,  dream  of  me 

053  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fruit 

054  Minute  gun  at  sea 
t>55  Some  day 

656  Sour  krout 

657  Don't  give  the  name  a  had  blace 

058  Racketty  Jack 

059  John  Brown  eong  (fllorv,  glory  hailelujah) 
600  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  hoys  are  marching    • 
001  A  dollar  fifteen  ceuta 

062  Roger  O'Mailey 

063  Don't  make  a  noise  or  else  you'll  wake  the  baby 
604  Bring  back  my  bonnie  to  me 

665  Belleville  convent  fire  (IlliaoiB) 

666  I'll  await  my  love 

667  Hard  times  come  again  no  more 

668  Mnlcahey's  gone  away 

669  Nineteen  hundred  and  one 

670  Colleen  dhas  machree 

671  Only  to  see  thee,  darling 

672  Blue  bells  of  Scotland 

673  A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother 

674  That's  how  you  get  eer\'ed  when  you're  oM 

675  Dear  little  innocent  things 

676  Mother,  I've  come  home  to  die 

0.  <  Just  before  the  battle,  mother  • 

678  Down  iu  a  diving-bell 

679  Kiseing  through  the  bars 
6t|>  Skipper  and  his  boy 

(«1  Young  man  from  the  country 

682  rilbedar 

683  Midshipmite 
681  Eleventh  Regiment  (N.  G.  S.  N.  Y.) 

685  Naughty,  naughty  men 

686  Naughty,  naughty  girls 

687  New  coon  in  town 

688  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  treef 

689  Bold  soger  boy 

690  Ileenan  and  Sayers 

691  Come,  landlord,  fill  the  flowing  bowl 

692  Sally,  come  up 

693  Sea  "king's  burial 

694  One  horse  open  slelgb 

695  Baby  show 

696  Swim  out  for  glory 

697  Jessie  Green 

698  Duffy's  grand  opening  night 

699  I'm  a  dude 

700  Run  for  the  doctor  - 

701  Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs 

702  My  good-looking  man 

703  How  a  married  woman  goes  to  sleep 

704  I'm  off  far  Baltimore 

705  Bright  little  spet  on  the  ocean 

706  I  tickled  her  under  the  chin 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn 

708  My  Newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  Hill 

71 1  Maloney's  the  man 

712  Ship  that  never  returned 

713  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep? 

714  How  much  does  the  baby  weigh? 

715  A  mother's  watch  by  the  sea 

716  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

718  High-water  pants 

719  Every  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-and-bye 

720  I'll  send  you  down  a  letter  from  the  sky 

721  Paddy  stole  the  rope 

722  Duffy,  the  swell 

723  Not  much 
784  Don't  leave  your  mother,  Tom 

725  Pretty  little  dark  blue  eyes 

726  A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss 

727  Dream  races 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 


729  Good-bye  to  my  Southern  Bunny  home 

730  Pretty  little  roHy  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  the  wmdow  to-night,  love 

732  Hard  up 

733  Forgive  and  forget  " 

734  Captain  Mishler 

735  Butterfly  dude 

736  Bowery  on  Saturday  night  " 

737  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roses  fall 

738  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  Enniskillen  dragoon 

740  Papa's  baby  boy  ' 

741  I  ain't  as  young  as  I  used  to  be  '    - 

742  The  Dreadnought 

743  See-saw 

744  What's  In  a  kIss? 

745  Hush,  little  baby,  don't  yon  cry 

746  Darling  C'lo' 

747  Mother's  last  .eqnest 

748  Texas  ranger 

749  God,  save  Ireland 

750  Tho'  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  yon 

751  Bold  Jack  Donahue 

752  Last  farewell 

753  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 

754  Mary  Ann  Kehoe 

755  Only  an  emigrant 

756  My  bonny  boy  is  young,  but  he's  growing 

757  The  farmer  feeds  us  all 

758  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hot 

759  Better  days  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  girl's  message 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

763  Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye    bye 

764  Somebody's  tall  and  handsome 

765  Mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  now 

766  Sweet  Alpine  roses   ^ 

767  Morrissey  aud  the  Beuiria  l>oy 

768  Constant  farmer's  sou 

769  Upper  ten  and  lower  five 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Keyhole  iu  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  square,  l)oys 

773  Lackawanna  spoouers 

774  Cot  where  I  was  bom 

775  Burke's  dream 

776  Four-leaved  shamrock 

777  Up  a  tree 

778  Down  where  the  lily  bells  grow 

779  Behind  the  parlor  door 

780  Peggy  O'Moore 

781  Sunuv  hours  of  childhood 

782  O'Reilly,  the  fisherman 

78;^  Old  village  blacksmith's  shop 

784  False  one.  I  love  thee  still 

785  Shannon  side 

786  Pennsylvania  tramp 

787  We'll  paint  the  town  red 

788  IxK>k  always  on  the  sunny  Bide 

789  Green  linnet 

790  Gentle  Annie    •  .     - 

791  Kiss  »ie,  mother,  ere  I  die 

792  There's  a  light  iu  the  window 

793  Annie  (Of  the  vale 

794  Rising  of  the  moon 

795  Who  \A]1  care  for  mother  nowf 

796  Let  theidead  and  the  l)eautlful  rest 

797  Sights  for  a  father 

798  Old  gray  mare 

799  How  ie  your  sister  Maryf 

800  Clara,  Clara,  will  you  come  out  to-nightf 

801  Grandma's  vacant  chair 

802  America's  emblem,  the  \ioIet  - 

803  Knocking  at  the  eates  of  Jordau 

804  Take  good  care  or  mother 

805  Whisper  and  a  kiss 

606  Old-fashioned  photograph  of  mother 

807  Good-bye,  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat 

808  Little  Mag  and  I 

809  Cradle's  empty,  baby's  gone 

810  Roey's  Sunoay  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  family 

812  Little  wife,  Nellie 

813  Too  utterly  ufter 

814  I'm  a  dandy,  but  I'm  no  dude 

815  They  can't  keep  the  workiugman  dowa 

816  Angel  mother  waits  for  nvt 

817  Good-night,  but  not  good-bye 

818  Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky 

819  Just  plain  Jim 
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to  my  parents 
gwes 


830  Mind  and  bo  home  before  the 

(Cil   Where  the  pivtty  little  nhamrtK'k 

tsii  My  little  foiir-lekf  shainnxk  from  lilemioro 

8il  White  wings 

tii4  Always  take  mother's  advice 

KS)  Pretty  pond  lillies 

836  Dear  Robin.  [11  l>e  true 

837  Makido  M>Allit<T«r 

ttm  For  one  day  of  tiirkt-y  I  ben; 'a  six  dayi  of  hash 

t«9  Poor  old  diitl 

K*)  The  HHddin<;toni»liire 

K31    McSorley'H  iwiiiD 

Kti  Cricket  oil  tlie  hearth 

SiJ  I  had  §15  ill  my  iii.->ide  pooket 

8:14  Trabling  bark  "to  iieorgia 

Ki't  Noble  knightis  of  labor 

W)  He  gets  there  jiiBt  the  -ame 

837  Johnnv,  got  your  gun 

KJH  Miw  F'o^artyV  Chriftinaii  rak* 

839  Ma^ie  Darrow  >  welcome 

tMy  Come,  i^it  by  me,  niotlier 

H»l  I'm  not  ai»leei) 

843  Put  on  de  golden  shoe 

^i  I'll  think  of  my  mother  at  home 

844  Two  little  raggeil  iirchioii 
WS  Silver  bells  of  memory 

84t;  Maggie,  dear  I'm  called  away 

847  Sock  her  on  the  kisser 

848  Oh!  you  girix 

841*  Because  she  ain't  built  that  way 

g.")*)  Flanigan,  the  Imlger 

8.^1    Married 

853  <;arden  where  the  parties  grow 

SM  You'll  be  kind  to  my  mother 

8''>4  Ob.  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh, 

8^5  An  agricultural  Irish  girl 

S-V)  I  am  a  man  that's  done  wrong 

W7  Ting,  ting,  that's  how  the  tjell 

858  Annie  Lisle 

859  I  will  be  true  to  xhw 

8B0  Down  bv  the  river  side  I  strayed 

8t;i  Kitty  Clyde 

8C3  Under  the  willow  she'a  Hleeping 

»'ii  Bay  of  Biscay.  (>! 

8t«l  Hazel  Dell 

ftW  It'B  funny  when  you  feel  that  way 

8etf  They've  all  got  a  wife  but  me 

8t>7  What  is  home  without  u  motherr 

868  Bowery  Ureiiadiers 

86ft  Don't  you  dare  to  kiss  me,  Joe 

870  (ioodbye.  .Susan  .lane 

871  Nellie  was  a  ladv 

873  Nettie  Moore 
87:}  To  the  West 

874  Joe  Hartly 

875  Think  of  your  head  in  the  morning 
87ti  Wa»h  me,  mother  dear 

857  Remember,  bov.  you're  Irish 
87r*  Where  can  the  wAndeiei-  he 
870  Colore<l  baiui 

880  IfB  naughty  but  it's  nice 

881  We'd  bitter  bide  a  we«' 
883  Come  along,  my  darling 

883  Old  turnkey  * 

8tyt  Sarah's  young  man 

885  She  9  the  image  of  her  mother  in  a  1000  different 

880  Belle  Brandon  [wayii 

887  Dreamy  eyes  that  haunt  me  still 

888  Hungry  man  from  Harlem 

889  Wlien  "Johnny  comes  munhing  hot\ie 

890  I  was  despi.seil  Ijecaus*'  I  was  poor 

891  Meet  me,  Kate,  bv  the  cottage  gate 

893  Thon  hast  wounded  the  spirit  that  love«l  thee 

89.3  Clementine 

8»4  Sweet  heather  bell 

895  Windy  man  from  Brooklyn 

896  .Swinging  on  the  old  rusti<;  gate 

897  Yon'n  never  miss  your  mother  till  she's  gone 

898  Remember  me  to  all  ni  home 

899  Oh,  what  a  night 

900  Did  you  notice  it? 

901  Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone 
903  America  beats  them  all 

903  Australian  exile 

904  Just  to  show  my  respt^cfs  to  McGinnhi 

905  Gathering  the  myrtle  with  .Mary 

906  Her  own  bov.  Jack 

907  Clara  Nolan's  ball 

908  Letters  we  carved  on  the  tree 

909  Two  Irish  police 

910  Little  old  red  shawl  my  mother  wore 

911  Our  Jack's  come  home  to  day 

912  He'i  never  done  anything  since 
M3  Oh,  Mr.  Flanigan 


914  Can  you,  then,  love  another 

915  Light-hous<*  by  the  sea 

916  An  Irish  fair  day 

917  It's  for  money 

918  As  I  read  the  paper  through 

919  They  can't  do  it,  you  know 

930  Letter  that  never  came 

931  A  handful  of  earth 

933  Is  Maud  inr 

983  Southern  soldier  boy 

934  (Jreen  mossy  banks  of  the  Lee 

935  Manchester  martyrs 
93»i  Dear  Irish  boy 

937  I  haven't  for  a  long  time  now 

938  Have  my  mother's  picture  from  the  aal« 
W9  Uock-a-bye,  liaby 

990  Lay  inv  head  lieneath  a  rose 

931  Castlebar  boy 

9:ti  Flora  Belle 

9:33  It's  dudish.  yon  know 

9*1  The  letter  came  at  last 

935  My  pretty  Jane 

936  Lips  that  touch  liquor  shall  never  touch  mine 

937  Wrap  the  flag  around  me,  boya 

938  Dad's  dinner  pail 

939  The  spree 

940  Black  pick-a-niuny  * 

941  Widow  Nolan's  goat 
943  Maid  of  the  mill 
943  Paddy  Duffy's  cart 

Ml  Littlejgreen  leaf  in  onr  bible 

915  Mary  Kelly's  beau 

946  He'll  be  back  bye-andbye 

W7  Bonny  black  Bess 

948  Little  Widow  Dunn 

&t9  (ihost  of  Benjamin  Binns 

950  Man  that  struck  O'Hara 

961  A  flower  I  found  in  mother's  bible 

963  Dying  cowboy's  lament 

953  Bringing  pretty  flowera  toatrew  on  mother's 

954  Star  of  the  evening  [grave 

955  Poor  little  soldiers  boy 

956  Bold  Mclntires 

957  Howard's  cradle  song 

958  Handkerchief  tlirtatloD  .  % 

959  Angel's  whisper  '^ 
96<)  Tom,  if  you  love  me,  say  so 
961  F'lying  trapeze 

903  Little  old  caboose  behind  the  train 

963  Magf^ie,  the  cows  art;  in  the  clover 

964  I  believe  it.  for  my  mother  told  me  to 

965  Mamma's  black  baby  boy 

966  I'ngratefiil  son 

967  Double-breasted  mansion  on  the  square 

968  Yankee  Doodle 

969  The  faster  you  pluck  them  the  thicker  they 

970  Mother,  is  the  battle  over?  [^row 

971  Sullivan  and  Ryan 
973  Package  of  old  letters 

973  Cabin  with  the  roses  at  the  door 

974  Morrisey  and  Ileenao  fight 

975  Matrimonial  suggestions 

976  Mother's  wedding  ring 

977  Poverty's  tears  ebb  and  flow 

978  Never  take  "  no  "  for  an  answer 

979  Have  you  seen  Ynm-YumT 

980  I'll  return  bye-andbye 

981  It's  Knglish,  you  know 

983  In  the  window  a  light  I  can  see 
98:1  Little  Ah  Sid 

984  The  striker  and  his  son 

985  Ta-ra-rum 

986  I  cannot  sing  that  song  to-night 

987  I  kissed  her  under  the  parlor  stair* 

988  Lost  on  the  "I.3dy  Elgin" 

989  We  draw  the  line  at  that 

990  Merry  ahanty  boys 

991  Slightly  OD  the  mash 

993  Down  among  the  sugar  cane 
99:j  When  my  rover  coves  again 

994  There's  no  one  to  welcome  me  home 

995  John  Mitchell 

996  Dearest  Mae 

997  My  bonny  laboring  boy 

998  The  dawning  of  the  day 
99'.t  Wreck  of  the  "  London  " 

1000  The  song  that  reached  my  heart 

1001  The  Scotch  brigade 
1003  1  owe  $10  to  O'Urady 

1003  I'm  the  father  of  a  little  black  coon 
loot  Where  Is  Kathleen 

1005  Waiting,  waiting,  waiting 

1006  Maloney,  the  rolltng  mill  man 

1007  Dan  O'Brien's  rafl!le 


1008  Jnst  a  little  sunshine 

1009  ^.'  I  sat  upon  my  dear  old  mother's  knee 

1010  A  letter  fr.-m  Ireland 

1011  I'm  going  to  have  my  name  above  the  door 
1013  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so 

1013  Man.  poor  man 

1014  When  baby  smiles  in  her  sleep 

1015  Songs  that  we  sing 

1016  Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe 

1017  Meet  a  co<m  to-night 

1018  Copper  and  the  cook 

1019  Bring  back  my  sailor  hoy 

1030  Where  the  sparrows  and  chippies  parade 

1031  Old  boBt>  Barry 

1033  Midnight  squad 
Wm  IsalHjlle  St.  Clair 

1034  Dont  nin  down  the  Irish 

1035  From  the  cradle  to  the  grave 

1036  The  little  fishermaideu 

1037  You  know 

1038  Up  went  the  price  , 

1039  Honor  thy  father  and  mother 

1030  Marguerite 

1031  Bid  me  Kood-bye  and  go 
1033  I'm  so  9Dy 

ia'«  A  button-hole  bonqnet  - 

10*1  I  forget 

1035  She  might  have  licked  McOarty 

1036  Love  let  let  your'heart  be  faithful 

1037  Sunshine  will  come  again 

1038  Baby  that  never  came 

1039  1  like  it,  I  do 

1(M0  It's  funny  what  lager  will  do 
1041  Isn't  that  an  awful  shame 

1012  Ring  dat  golden  bell 

1013  Gems  of  old  Ireland 

1044  Jesse  James 

1045  Young  man  that  used  to  live  over  the  way 

1016  We've  both  been  there  before 

1017  Now  I  come  to  think  of  it 
1048  I  paid  the  $10  to  O'Wrady 

1019  W'ith  all  her  faults  I  love  her  sHU 

1050  Dear  little  hands 

1051  Just  across  from  Jersey 

1053  Salvation  army,  oh 
1063  Four  'leven  fortv-foiir 

1054  Family  overhead 

1065  I  wonder  how  long  it  will  last 
1056  Charleston  Blues 
1067  Major  Gilfeather 

1058  Boodle 

1059  That's  an  old  gag  with  me 

1060  Valley  lay  smning  before  me 
lOtSl  Little  hedge  school 

lOea  Old  feather  bed 

1063  I  nwver  drink  behind  the  bar 

1064  McNally's  row  of  flats 

1065  I'll  wear  the  trousers,  oh 

1066  Strolling  on  the  sands 

1067  Mulberry  Springs 

1068  Good-bye,  my  honey,  Um  gone 

1069  Plum  pudding 

1070  I  could  tell  Itlf  I  felt  it  in  the  dark 

1071  Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old 
1073  Here  lies  an  actor 

1073  Mister  Dooley's  geese 

1074  Ten  thousand  miles  away  on  the 

1075  Mother's  last  letter  to  me 

1076  Pat  and  his  little  brown  mare 

1077  Water-cresses 

1078  She  lives  on  .Murray  Hill 

1079  Eileen,  sweet  Eileen  ■       ' 

1080  Hurry,  little  children,  Sunday  morn 

1081  My  little  Bide  door 

1082  It  showered  again 

1083  The  market  on  Saturday  night 

1084  Other  arrange   .ents 

1085  Haul  de  wood  pile  down 

1086  As  we  n  ander  In  the  orange  grove 

1087  Drill,  ye  tarrlers,  drill 

1088  Piggy-back 

1089  Only  a  blue  bell 

1090  Little  boy  blue 

1091  Where  the  sweet  magnolia  grows 
1093  Old  black  crow 

1093  Heigh,  ho!  lingo  Sally 

1094  Hunt  the  Buffalo 

1095  Red-haired  girl  and  the  near-by  wfclte  horse 

1096  Let  her  go,  Gallagher 

1097  Massa's  wedding  night 

1098  Old  bam  floor 

1099  Bridal  march 

1100  Slavery's  passed  away 
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HELLO!    HILEY. 

Copyiight,  1888,  by  Oliver  Ditson  A  Ca 


'l/ 


The  Words  and  Muni?  of  this  Sotik  will  Im>  sent  tu  any  addrcKX,  po«t-nald,  on  receipt  of  M 

cent«;  orthisand  any  two  otlirr  S>ii(ri<  for  Out-  iHillar.  by  H.  J.  wehman,  130  Fiirk 

Row,  New  York  City.    Povta^e  Stumps  tiikeii  same  as  caMli  for  all  our  ^oodH. 

Words  and  Music  by  Murtin  Hennessey. 

1  have  a  piece  of  property,  the  title  it  is  clear. 

The'  some  day  I  may  lose  it.  Is  tlie  only  thins;  I  fear; 

'TIb  a  large  apartment  dwelling  house,  each  room  is  occupied. 

Excepting  one  np  near  tlie  roof,  where  Mike  Mnlcahy  died. 

It  has  an  elevator,  a  bath  and  wash-tub  set. 

The  tenants  never  use  them,  they're  afraid  of  getting  wet; 

I  am  alwavs  out  in  front  of  it,  I  never  miss  a  day. 

And  frieuQs  and  neighbors  as  they  pass,  to  me  do  always  say: 

CHonrs. 

Hello!  Riley,  'tis  yonTsclf  that's  looking  grand, 

Hello!  Riley,  is  it  there  you  always  stand? 

With  your  hands  down  in  your  pocket,  and  vour  little  chain  and  locket. 

Say,  begorra.  Mister  Riley,  you're  a  line  oulil  uiau. 

/ 

It  has  all  the  improvements  of  a  family  hotel, 

Tlie  tenants  are  contented,  and  live  in";)eace  as  well; 

All  growler  rushers  and  their  kind  must  find  some  other  place. 

On  Riley's  hig  apartment  house  they'll  never  bring  disgrace. 

A  man  of  education  is  Grover  ('.  Malone. 

I  had  his  rooms  connected  with  Mc!*orley's  telephone; 

1  yelled,  McSorley,  into  it,  I  tried  to  make  him  near, 

It  almost  drove  nie  crazy  when  the  words  came  to  my  ear:— Cuoru*. 

The  location  it  is  splendid,  it  has  plenty  air  and  light. 

For  miles  in  all  directions  Riley's  palace  greets  the  sight: 

They  say  'lis  ornamental,  and  a  credit  to  the  town, 

Tho'  some  advised  me  recently  to  go  and  burn  it  down. 

But  wouldn't  I  be  foolish  if  I'd  do  such  a  thing? 

For  as  a  |)lace  of  residence  'tis  worthy  of  a  kins;! 

Since  Casey  and  his  wife  moved  in  tlie  divil  is  to  pay, 

With  their"  heads  stnck  out  the  window  they  yell  at  me,  and  say:— f'lionfs. 

The  tenants  tell  me  they  are  glad  I  never  use  red  tape, 

They  gather  ever>-  eveiiinc  out  ujion  the  fire  escajK-; 

They  talk  about  ull  sorts  of  things,  the  sight  to  nie  is  grand. 

I  love  to  hear  them  sing  of  dear  oiild  Ireland. 

Pat  C'lancey  he  sings  tenor  to  Brady's  baritone. 

While  Frankie  Folsom  ReaL'an  has'the  nerve  to  sing  alone; 

After  singing  all  the  soni;s  they  know.  Rodego  Mclntee 

Does  alwavs  lead  the  chorus  in  this  little  verse  lo  me:— ruoRis. 


KILLALOE. 


Copyriirht,  li«S.  by  n.  W.  Hitohoock. 


w/ 


'Oje  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonif  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reeeipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjfs  for  ( <ne  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  W  ehinan.  l:tO  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City,    fostafce  Stumps  taken  same  as  ea.sh  for  all  onr  goods. 

Music  by  .VIexander  S|H'ncer. 


Well,  1  happened  to  be  horn  at  the  time  they  cut  the  corn, 

Quite  contagions  to  the  town  of  Killaloe: " 
Where  to  tache  us  they'd  a  shame,  and  a  French  mossoo  he  came 

To  instruct  us  in  the  game  of  '•  uarlez  vous." 
I've  one  father,  that  I  swear,  but  tie  said  I  had  a  pare. 

And  he  stnick  me  whi-n  I  said  it  wasn't  true; 
And  the  Irish  for  "  a  jint,"  or  the  French  for  '•  half  a  pint." 

Faith,  we  larnt  it  in  the  school  at  Killaloe. 

CuoRi-s. 
You  may  talk  of  "  Boncy])arfy,"  you  may  talk  about  "ecarte." 

<  )r  any  other  party,  and  "•  comment  vous  parley,  vous." 
We  larnt  to  sing  it  "aisy,"  that  song,  the  Marsellai»y. 

■•  Booloni:.  Toolong,"  "  coutinong,"  we  larnt  at  Killahw. 

•'  Mais  oni,"  Mossoo  would  cry.  "  Well,  of  course  you  can,"  says  1 

"  Noil,''  "no,  I  know,"  says  I  with  some  surprise; 
When  a  boy,  straight  np  front  Clare,  heard  his  mother  called  • 

He  cave  mossoo  his  fist  between  his  eyes. 
Suys  Mossoo  with  much  alarm,  "  (Jo  anil  call  jonnydarm." 

••  There's  no  such  name,"  said  I,  "  about  the  place;"  ---^ 

"Comment."  he  made  rejdy,  "(.'oine  on  voiirself."  says  1. 

.\nd  I  scattered  all  the  features"  of  his  face.— Ciiokcs. 

Oh.  boys,  there  was  the  fun,  you  should  sec  him  w  hen  t'was  done. 

His  eveballs  one  by  one  did  disa;)pear; 
And  a  doctor  from  the  .*»outh  took  some  days  to  flnil  his  mouth. 

Which  had  somehow  "'ot  concealed  behind  his  ear. 
Then  he  swore  an  awfuloaih,  he'd  have  law  agin  us  lioth, 

And  then  he'il  lave  both  Limerick  and  Clare; 
For  he  found  it  wouldn't  do,  to  tache  Frinch  at  Killaloe, 

Unless  he  had  a  face  or  two  to  spare.— Chobi"«. 

If  disguise  you  would  try.  or  would  nrove  an  alibi. 

Or  alter  your  appearaiice  just  for  fun; 
You've  juet  one  thing  to  <lo,  go  tache  Frinch  at  Killaloe,  * 

And  your  mother  will  not  know  you  for  a  son. 
Frinch  may  be  very  fine,  it's  no  enemy  of  mine, 

But  as  I  'think  you'll  aisily  suppose. 
Whatever  tongue  von  fake,  it  is  mighty  hard  to  spake. 

While  your  ear  keeps  f  hanging  places  with  your  nose.  -Cmori's. 

Now  I'm  glad  to  find  'tis  true,  j-e  are  pleased  with  Killahx-, 

And  our  conduct  to  the  teacher  they  did  send; 
But  I've  tonld  you  all  that  passed,  so  this  verse  must  \h-  the  last. 

That's  the  reason  I  have  left  it  to  the  end. 
We're  all  Irish  tenants  there,  and  we're  all  prepared  lo  swear. 

That  to  the  Irish  language  we'll  Ik-  true, 
But  we  all,  wid  one  consent,  when  they  "  ax  "  ns  for  the  rent. 

Sure,  we  answer  them  in  French  in  Killaloe.— Ciiorus. 


man-, 


I'm  a  Chappie  From  Over  the  Wattah. 
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Copyright.  1884,  by  Benj.  W.  Hitchcock. 
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Words  by  George  I).  Sutton.    Music  by  Monroe  H.  Roeenfeld. 


I'm  u  chappie  from  over  the  wattah, 

My  manners  are  quite  itcherche; 
I'm  out  for  a  rich  banker's  daughter, 

And"  I  think  the  investment  will  pay. 
The  ladies,  ah!  all  of  them  love  me, 

They  call  me  their  sunbeam,  their  pet; 
I  kiss  and  caress  them  .so  slyly, 

I've  never  been  captured  as  yet. 

Chorus. 

I'm  a  chappie  from  over  the  wattah, 

My  style  and  manners  are  new; 
I've  a  fad,  just  imported,  to  stuttah, 

For  that's  the  correct  thing  to  do. 
I'm  an  awfully  fetching  young  chappie, 

A  sight  for  the  dear  girls  to  view; 
I  know  I  mrtke  their  hearts  happv. 

As  I  flutter  and  stutter,  "  llovv'd  do!" 

Refrain.  • 

Ah!  deah  chappie,  ah,  how  happy. 
Howdy  do,  howdy  do,  how  are  you? 

Ah!  deah  chappie,  ali,  how  happy. 
Howdy  do,  howdy  do,  how  are  you? 

Is  marriage  a  failure?  they  ask  me, 

The  girls  are  .so  awfully  shy; 
I  tell  them  I  think  I'll  ne'er  ninrry. 

They  then  say  that  I  ought  to  Try. 
Proposals  by  scores,  I've  refused  them, 

I'm  glad  now  that  leap  year  is  o'er; 
The  answer  I  give  to  the  problem, 

Is  that  marriage  is  really  a  btjre.r—Ciio.  &  Rkf. 

I  often  go  off  on  a  racket. 

And  dally  with  rosy  old  wine; 
Assurance,  I  never  then  lack  it, 

My  spirits  are  simplj'  divine. 
I  go  home  when  day-light  is  breaking. 

The  ke)'-hole  seems  dancing  a  jig; 
And  I  wonder  when  later  I'm  waking. 

Why  is  it  my  head  is  .m)  big. 


FROM  THE  SOURCE  TO  THE  SEA. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  C«j. 

any  address.  )Mist-i>aid,  on  receipt  of  40 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  fiorir  wMH  Im>  sent  t^ 
cent« 


t«,  or  this  and  any  two  other  S  tntrx  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  .1.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 
Row,  New  York  < 'Uy.    Postage  Stani|itt  taken  same  .-ut  iusU  for  all  uiirgixHls. 


Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Uraham. 


I  have  followed  a  .stream  from  the  spring  at  its  source. 

Where  it  bounded  away  glad  and  free, 
As  a  clear  running  brook*  to  a  deep  rivers  course. 

As  a  river  glide  on  to  the  sea; 
I  have  followed  it  on  thro'  the  forest  ami  glade. 

And  fiften  the  thought  comes  to  me. 
That  life  hath  its  beauty,  its  sun-slnnc  and  shade. 

And  runs  as  a  stream  from  the  source  to  the  .'*ea. 

Chorus. 

Time  like  a  stream  a  pathway  has  made, 

And  often  tlie  thought  comes  to  me,  * 

That  life  hath  its  beauty,  its  sunshine  and  .shade, 
And  runs  as  a  stream  from  the  source  to  the  sea. 

The  spring  is  like  infancy,  joyous  and  bright, 

Untouched  by  a  sorrow  or  care,  ♦ 

And  the  brook  skimming  on,  laugliing  merry  and  light. 

Like  childiiood  so  sunny  and  fair, 
While  the  deep  running  river,  like  man  in  his  prime, 

Tho'  mighty  and  strtmg  he  may  l)c. 
Is  buried  at  last  in  tiie  ocean  of  time. 

And  runs  as  a  stream  from  the  .source  to  the  sea. — Chorus. 


—  Mr.  Brown  and  his  wife  happened  to  be  in  the  deixit  "when 
an  emigrant  train  came  in.  When  the  newly  arrived  foreigners, 
in  their  picture.squely  dirty  costumes,  emerged  fr4)m  the  train,  the 
lady  inquired,  "What  are  all  these  people.  Henry?"  "  That's  a 
job  lot  of  American  citizens  just  come  in,"  was  the  reply. 
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Wreck  of  the  "  City  of  Columbtis."       As  Long   as  the  World  G-oes  Round, 


Tune—"  Shadows  of  Crime." 


Bend  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  Yoric  City,  and  receiv* 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  English  and  Oennan 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  iQl  our  goods. 

Each  day  as  we  read  our  newspapers, 

Of  crimes  and  disasters  we  bear  '         '-  .  - 

Occuring  all  over  the  country,  .   -■[ 

Casting  sorrow  and  gloom  far  and  near. 
There's  the  wreck  of  the  fatal  "  Columbus," 

On  the  Devil's  Bridge  rocks,  near  Gay  Head, 
Where  (he  lives  of  a  hundred  poor  people 

Were  lost  in  the  wild  waves,  'tis  said. 

Chorus. 
Nearly  all  were  asleep  as  the  ship  plough'd  the  deep, 

While  the  wind  blew  the  waves  mountains  high; 
With  a  terrible  shock  she  wjis  cast  on  the  rocks. 

And  many  were  doomed  there  to  die. 

The  people  were  wild  with  excitement, 

Their  cries  were  heartrending  to  hear; 
Loudly  calling  for  .some  one  to  save  them, 

But.  alas!  none  to  help  them  was  near. 
Captain  Wright  tried  his  best  to  console  them, 

And  to  calm  them  he  vainly  did  strive: 
He  bravely  remained  on  his  vessel 

'Till  the  last  man  had  left  it  alive. — Chorus. 

All  the  blame  has  been  placed  on  young  Harding, 

Wlio  steered  from  his  course  toward  the  shore; 
'Twas  little  those  poor  folks  w.<;re  dreaming 

Such  a  sad  fate  for  them  was  in  store. 
I  can't  help  condemning  the  Captain  of  the  Glaueus, 

Who  quickly  sailed  by. 
Leaving  forty  poor  souls  in  the  rigging. 

From  exposure  to  siitTer  and  die. — Chorus. 


Copyright,  18M,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


McNALLY'S  ROW  OF  FLATS, 

Ah  «ung  In  Ell.  Hurrigan'M  Local  Comedy,  entitled:  "  McSorley's  Inflation." 


<  The  Woi-ds  and  Music 


,  on  receipt  of  40 


nd  Music  i)f  this  Soup  will  be  wnt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 

cents;  ortliis  nnd  any  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  lK)llar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Piark 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'uFtage  Stumps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Hie  Words  and  Huaic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po«t-pakl,  on  receipt  of  it  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Song^s  for  One  Etollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascaah  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Ed.  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dare  BrahAm,  .' , 

There  once  lived  old  Adam,  and  he  courted  Eve 

So  slyly  and  coy  like  a  dove: 
He  was  the  first  suitor,  we're  taught  to  believe, 

The  accepted  inventor  of  love. 
He  started  the  fashion  of  meeting  his  dear 

In  a  garden  where  roses  abound; 
Oh,  there  will  be  lovers,  don't  you  ever  fear, 

As  long  as  the  world  goes  round. 

Chorus. 

Where  strong-minded  mothers, 
•  .  Athletic  brothers, 

Cruel  old  fathers  and  uncles  abound, 
So  sly  under  cover, 
„ .  Oh,  there  will  be  lovers  f 

As  long  as  the  world  goes  round. 

Where'er  there's  a  maiden,  with  love  in  her  heart, 

A  longing  to  meet  her  true  mate;  ' 

Should  they  come  together,  oh,  ne'er  let  them  part, 

They'll  reunite  sooner  or  late. 
The  king  is  old  nature,  who  makes  his  decree 

To  follow  his  orders  we're  bound; 
Oh,  there  will  be  lovers,  so  happy  and  free,  •: 

As  long  as  the  world  goes  round. — Chorus. 

Where'er  there's  a  soldier,  that's  noble  and  brave, 

A  longing  to  fight  on  the  field; 
He  conquers  with  honor,  but  love  is  a  knave, 

It  forces  the  hero  to  yield. 
Oh,  sly  little  cupid,  'tis  he  leads  the  way, 

Coqueti.shlv  tripping  the  ground; 
Oh,  there  will  be  lovers,  so  merry  and  gay, 

As  long  as  the  world  goes  round. — Chori's. 


Down  in  Bottle  Alley 
Lived  Timothy  McNally, 
A  wealthy  politician, 

And  a  gentlemen  at  that;        '•'-''■■'''■■'\^'\. 
Admired  by  the  ladies, 
The  gossoons  and  the  babies,         '  .; 
Who  occupy  the  building 

Called  McXally's  row  of  flats. 

Chorus. 
Ireland  and  Italy, 
Jerusjilem  and  Germany, 
Chinamen  and  nagurs, 

And  a  paradise  for  cats; 
Jumbled  up  together 
In  snow  or  rain}' weather. 
They  represent  the  tenants 

In  McNally's  row  of  flats. 

The  great  conglomeration  ;..■ 

Of  men  from  every  nation, 
The  Tower  of  Babylonian 

Couldn't  equal  that 
Peculiar  instituti(m, 
Where  brogues  without  dilution 
Were  rattled  off  together 

III  McNally's  row  of  flats. — Choru& 

Bags  of  rags  and  pajjers,  -  . 

Tramps  and  other  slapers, 
Italian  lazzaronies. 

With  lots  of  other  rats, 
Laying  on  the  benches,  .  .  ■    ■ 

And  dying  there  by  inches 
From  the  open  ventilation  -..  , 

In  McNally's  row  of  flats. — Chorus. 

It  never  was  expected 

The  rents  would  be  collected; 

'Fhcy  levied  on  the  furniture. 

The  bedding  and  the  slats;  !    :         : 

It's  then  you'd  see  the  rally,  /    ' '. 

As  they'd  battle  down  the  alley,'.,. 
Fired  from  the  building. 

Called  McNally's  row  of  flats. — Chorus, 


BULLY  OLD  HORSE. 


.;h' 


■Til 


Tune—"  Stokes'  Verdict.' 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  reettte 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogrue  of  over  3000  Popular  Enehsh  and  German 

Songs— Free.     Postage  Stamps  taken  sai^  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Richard  J.  Pigott. 


Maud  S.  is  considered  the  best  on  the  turf 

By  sporting  men,  new.spapers,  too; 
But  I've  got  a  boodle  that  says  she  is  not. 

And  prove  it,  I  will  unto  j'ou. 
Right  here  in  New  York  dwells  a  poor  millionaire — 

A  grocer — we  know  him,  of  course; 
Well,  he  is  the  dandy  that  owns  tlie  mare's  peer. 

Which  he  christened  the  Bully  Old  Horse. 

^  ■;  ^  -     Chorus.  • 

He  can  go  like  the  wind — down  a  hill — if  he's  pushed, 
Or  when  charged  with  electrical  force; 

He's  been  used  as  a  hat-rack  by  boys  in  the  street. 
Has  this  wonderful  Bully  Old  Horse. 

He  is  fast  when  he's  tied,  but  is  faster,  I'm  sure. 

When  he  goes  without  food  for  a  week; 
A  knot  must  be  made  of  his  tail,  or,  I'm  told, 

Through  his  collar  hell  go  like  a  streak. 
He  lost  all  his  teeth  years  ago,  I  have  heard. 

While  trying  to  eat  stable  doors; 
The  Herald  or  Times  can  be  read  through  the  rib.s 

Of  the  photo,  called  Bully  Old  Horse. — Chorus. 

The  stall  which  he  sleeps  in  is  padded  with  bricks, 

For  fear  he  might  injure  his  bones; 
His  bedding,  indeed,  is  exceedingly  fine, 

Being  mud,  mixed  with  rare  precious  stones. 
He  gets  shaved  twice  a  week  with  a  bale-.stick  or  club, 

"\\  hich  makes  him  feel  happy,  of  course; 
He  can  wink  with  his  ears,  ana  sling  ink  with  his  heels, 

Cau  this  nondescript.  Bully  Old  Horse. — Chorus. 


— The  man  who  goes  to  a  Summer  resort  for  diange  and  rest, 
often  finds  that  the  waiters  get  all  the  change  and  the  landlord 
the  rest.  .  .■ . 


^      .:■ 
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Call  Me  ''Darling"  Once  Again. 

Oopyright,  187«,  by  J.  L.  Peters. 

The  Worda  and  Music  of  tliis  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  addreiis,  poat-pald,  on  recel|>t  of  10 

cents;  or  thU  and  any  two  other  Suiiith  for  Une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  'Wehinan,  190  Hu-k 

Row;  New  York  City,    Poatage  Stamps  taken  sanie  as  catih  for  all  our  KOodN. 

Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.    Music  by  Chas.  Z.  Pratt. 

Call  me  "  darling"  once  again 

Let  the  past  be  all  forgot; 
Smile  like  sunlight  after  rain,      i 
Dearest  one,  oh,  chide  me  not. 
Sad  my  heart  is  while  you  frown. 
Sweet  to  me  your  loving  smile; 
Hope  and  joy  my  moments  crown, 
Dreaming  of  you  all  the  while. 
Chouus. 
Call  me  "  darling  "  once  again. 

Let  the  pjist  be  all  forgot; 
Smile  like  sunlight  after  rain. 
Dearest  one,  oh,  chide  me  not. 

Call  me  "  darling  "  once  aguin, 

Ev'ry  angry  word  forgive; 
While  you  frown  in  weary  pain 
Evermore  my  heart  must  live. 
Think  of  joys  tliat  we  have  known — 
'  Turn  me  not  in  pride  away; 

Whisper  I  am  still  "  your  own," 
'  -  Dear  as  in  life's  happier  day. — Chorus. 

Call  me  "darling "  once  again, 

Bid  my  heart  no  more  repine; 
Dreary  must  my  life  remain, 

Till  your  sweet  eyes  look  in  mine. 
Clearer  beam  the  skies  above. 

When  the  an;;ry  storm  is  past; 
Dearer,  fonder  be  our  love. 

For  the  clouds  that  do  not  last. — CnoRUS. 


THE  PRODIGAL  SON. 

Words  by  Nella.    Music  by  Henry  Parker. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sons:  wil  Vie  iient  to  anv  address,  poxt-p&id.  on   receipt  of  iO 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontr;*  fur  Une  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehinan,   130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Staiii|is  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  iroods. 


Weary  and  foot-.sore,  sad  and  faint. 

By  grief  and  sin  opprest; 
Father,  unworthy  as  I  am. 

To  thee  I  turn  for  rest. 

Wide  open  .^tand  the  i)alace  gates 

To  welcome  rich  luul  poor, 
But  one  looks  on  from  far,  and  fears 

To  seek  the  friendly  door. 
Not  lon^  he  waits,  a  fatlier's  love 

Can  pierce  that  sad  disgui.sc, 
Not  long  he  fears,  nor  change,  nor  time. 

Deceives  a  father's  eyes. 
With  songs  of  joy  the  halls  resound, 

The  erring  son,  long  lost,  is  found. 
With  songs  of  joy  the  halls  resound, 
I.  ,.         The  erring  son,  long  lo>t,  is  fouti(i. 

In  welcome  now  tlie  servants  bend. 

Another  son  draws  near; 
"  What  mean  these  .sounds  of  festive  mirth?  " 

"My  lord,  thy  brother's  here!"     . 

He  turns  away,  his  father  pleads. 
My  son,  my  nil  is  thine, 
My  son,  my  all  is  thine; 
But  this,  our  dead  returns  alive, 
■  Our  lost  again  is  mine. 
For  this  in  joy  our  songs  resound, 

Beglad  with  me,  our  lo.st  is  found. 
For  this  in  joy  our  .songs  resound, 
-  Beglad  with  me,  our  lo.st  is  found; 

For  this  in  joy  our  songs  resound, 
Beglat.!  with  me,  our  lost  is  found. 

■   »  >  »  ■ 

—After  the  marriage:  A  friend  of  the  family  takes  the  father 
of  the  bride  aside,  jmuI  siiys  contidentially:  "Do  you  know  that 
your  son-in-law  is  a  terribly  bad  CJise,  and  is  literally  overwhelmed 
withdebta?"  "The  deuce!  you  don't  mean  it!"  "lam  certain 
of  it.  Why,  he  has  onlv  taken  your  daughter  to  pay  his  creditors 
with  her  dowry."  "And  you  didn't  warn  me  before?  "  "You  don't 
take  me  for  a  fool,  do  you?    He  owes  me  more  than  $20,000." 
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I  Cannot  See  Where  It  Comes  In. 

Copyrlcbt,  1888,  by  Ilacn  ft  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sock  will  be  sent  1<>  anv  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  | 

cenU;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Bjnt(s  for  One  liulUir,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Pootace  Stainptt  taken  saiue  an  caah  for  all  ourgoods. 

Words  by  Harry  C.  Clarke.    Music  by  Jerome  Hill. 

To  satirize  topics  some  think  very  wrong. 

But  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in; 
You'll  probably  say  when  I've  finish 'd  this  song, 

I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in. 
I'll  tell  you  of  things  that  are  now  all  the  rage, 
Not  chestnuts  of  antediluvianagc; 
And  until  I've  sung  tliem  I  wout  quit  the  stage, 

For  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in. 

I'm  courting  a  girl,  but  her  father  says,  no!    - 

And  I  cannot  sec  where  it  comes  in; 
He  looks  at  the  clock  to  remind  me  to  go,  ' 

But  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in. 
I  spoke  of  tol)ogganthia  answer  I  drew, 
"  Toboggan,"  says  dad,  "  Oh,  that  never  would  do, 
Unless  you  take  me  and  the  family,  too!" 

But  1  cannot  see  where  they  come  in. 

My  wife  says  "  her  mother's  just  too  sweet  to  live" 

But  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in; 
Her  ma's  little  weakness  I  must  forgive,  ^ 

But  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in. 
She  swears  at  the  servants  and  wants  them  all  fired. 
She  wakes  up  the  babies  wiien  I  have  retired: 
And  what  she  is  good  for,  I've  often  inquired, 

But  I  cannot  see  Avhere  she  comes  in. 

Some  think  that  the  shop  girls  have  nothing  to  do, 

But  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  iu; 
They're  expected  to  labor  'till  nightfiill  for  you. 

But  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in. 
Some  folks  keep  the  saleswoman  slaving  along, 
Displaying  the  gocxis,  then  they  placidly  suy: 
I  don't  think  I  want  any  drygoods  to  liay!  .     ' 

But  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in, 

(DiuNKrNO  Water.) 

Some  tell  us  that  water's  a  good  thing  to  drink, 

But  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in; 
This  town  cannot  boast  of  its  water,  I  think. 

So  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in. 
I  once  tried  to  drink  some,  it  then  came  to  pa'^s. 
That  worms,  caterpillars,  brown  jviju-r  and  gra.ss. 
Were  a  few  of  the  things  that  I  found  in  the  glass, 

And  I  cannot  see  where  they  come  in. 

(Street  Cars.) 
I'm  told  that  the  cars  are  convenient  things, 

But  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in ; 
The  dust  to  your  pants  so  persistently  clings, 

And  I  cannot  see  wliere  it  comes  in. 
You  rise  for  a  lady  and  beg  her  to  sit. 
She'll  accept  quick  enough,  but  her  brows  she  will  knit; 
Do  you  think  the  will  thank  you?  No,  devil  a  bit! 

She  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in. 

(Prize  Fights.) 

There  is  far  too  much  talk  about  Smith  and  John  L., 

And  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in; 
They  dont  seem  to  fight,  yet  the  gate  receipts  swell. 

And  I  cannot  sec  where  it  comes  in. 
They  say  that  Jim  Smith  fought  Kilrain  very  well. 
Of  the  exploits  of  both  I  have  heard  people  tell; 
But  compared  with  the  world  renownetl  champion,  John  L., 

I  cannot  see  where  they  come  in. 
(Choke  off.) 

It's  all  very  well  to  keep  singing  to  j'ou. 

But  I  cannot  .see  where  it  comes  in; 
My  laryn.x  is  cracked,  if  not  broken  in  two, 

And  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in.  i 

Your  patience  to-night  I  have- greatly  admired. 
But  to  linger  much  longer  would  make  you  all  tired. 
And  to  hang  around  here  'till  I'm  Ijodil}'  fired. 

Well,  I  cannot  see  where  it  comes  in. 


— "  Do  you  realize,  sir,"  said  the  long-haired  passenger,  "that 
there  is  one  who  sees  and  hears  all  we  do,  who  can  solve  our  inmost 
thoughts,  and  before  whom  we  are  but  crushed  and  bruised  worms?" 
"Give  us  your  hand,  stranger,"  replied  the  other,  "  I  know  just 
how  you  feel.     I'm  married  myself." 


^S^'^*^^^''?^''^-^^^ 
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NEVER  ENCOURAGE    THE    MEN. 


As  Bung  by  Ton}-  Pastor. 


Seud  your  name  and  addrem  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  reoeir* 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  30U0  Popular  English  and  German 

Bongs— Free.     Postage  Stainpti  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 

A  word  of  advice  I'll  give  to  the  girls,  ; :  .  ■>   -; 

If  they  will  but  listen  to  me:  I         ■- 

If  the  men  do  not  like  it  it's  little  I'll  Are,  '       V ;;.    .:     \ 

If  the  girls  with  me  will  agree.  ■ ' '  -  -" 

Should  a  young  man  wink  at  you  while  passing  the  street, 

Dou't  laugh  or  he'll  do  so  again; 
Pretend  you  don't  see  him  and  pass  on  your  way, ;  '         ■  ■  ^r 

And  never  encourage  the  men,  ,     , 

CnoRCS.  : 

Don't  ever  be  flattered  with  what  they  may  say, 

Tliough  they  call  you  a  rare  little  gem; 
For  if  you  allow  them  just  one  little  kIss,  .      \ 

They  surely  will  kiss  you  again.  '     j, 

If  your  lover's  pocket  should  ever  get  light, 

Of  course  he'll  explain  all  to  you; 
Then  he'll  say,  "  Little  darling,  will  you  be  so  kind 

As  to  lend  me  a  dollar  or  two?" 
If  you  lend  him  five  dollars  to-day,  bear  in  mind, 

'To-morrow  he'll  surely  want  ten; 
So  cling  to  your  purse,  and  don't  act  like  a  fool. 

And  never  encourage  the  men. — Chorus. 

But  when  in  the  ball-room  you're  dancing  so  gay, 

Witli  a  handsome  young  man  at  your  side; 
He  vows  that  he  loves  you,  and  says  that  some  day 

He  will  surely  make  you  his  bride. 
And  if  he  should  pinch  you  and  give  you  a  hug. 

Stand  up  for  your  rights  there  and  then; 
And  just  tell  hi'ii  quickly  he'd  better  behave, 

And  never  encourage  the  men. — Chorus. 

And  if  out  t(^  the  park  you  should  go  for  a  walk, 

And  should  happen  to  meet  a  young  swell. 
With  his  gold-heatied  cane  and  his  big  diamond  pin.      , 

(Dame  fortune  has  favored  him  well). 
Don't  look  upon  him  any  more  than  a  man, 

For  George  is  no  better  than  Ben; 
But  just  pass  him  by,  pay  no  heed  to  his  sigh. 

And  never  encourage  the  men. — Chorus. 


HELLO,  SWEET  "49!' 

;"-.."■■  .     Copyright.  188»,  by  Adolph  Kirchnor.       ■- 


When  Jamie  Comes  Over  the  Sea. 


Copyright,  1869,  by  John  Kej-nton. 


/  Tlie  Words  and  Muaio  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poxt-uaid,  on  receipt  of  40 
I         cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  li.  J.  W  ehnion,  130  Park 
Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca«h  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  John  Keynton.    Music  by  Charles  K.  IVatt. 


When  Jamie  comes  over  the  sea. 

To  fauld  again  to  his  heart; 
How  fond  wi'  that  gentle  heart  be. 

To  know  that  we  never  s'all  part.      " 
For  tho'  he  is  roamin'  afar, 

I  know  that  he  will  ne'er  forget 
The  lassie  he  left  lang  ago, 

With  sunny  bright  tears  of  regret. 

Chorus. 

So  life  may  be  wearie  and  sad, 

It  makes  little  matter  to  me; 
For,  oh,  my  puir  heart  will  be  glad 

When  Jamie  cames  over  the  sea. 

When  Jamie  comes  over  the  sea. 

He'll  gie  me  the  flow'r  that  I  gave; 
'The  gloamin'  he  parted  from  me, 

To  wander  across  the  sad  wave. 
I  greet  for  him  earlie  and  late. 

The  lad  that  I  ken  is  so  true,  „  • 

Oh,  wearie  the  moments  have  ganc. 

Since  lust  time  I  bade  him  adieu. — Chorus. 

When  Jamie  comes  over  the  sea, 

My  heart  will  no  longer  be  sore; 
He's  still  all  the  world  unto  me,  '  . 

The  lad  that  I  love  and  adore. 
I'll  welcome  him  hame  with  a  kiss,  . 

And  never  again  s'all  we  part;         - 
My  dear  sailor  lad  s'all  ne'er  miss 

The  lassie  he  keeps  in  his  heart.— Chorus. 


The  Words  and  Mosic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO  ' 

e«nta;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehioan,  130  Pirk 

Row,  N«w  York  city.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  (ooda. 

Words  by  Fulton  Gardner.    Music  by  Adolph  Kirchnar. 

My  sweetheart  is  a  brakeman 

On  the  elevated  line. 
And  oft  I  hear  him  calling,  ;-.         .    .  . 

:  _   :.        "  Hello!  sweet  Forty-nine!" 

That's  the  number  on  the  door,  ''I- 

•  He  doesn't  know  my  name,  i  ■ 

But  he  throws  lots  of  kisses 
From  the  elevated  train.  • 

Refrain. 

Now  the  train  is  coming. 

It's  swinging  up  the  line; 
I  hear  the  engine,  engine,  engine. 

Here  he  is,  "  Hello!  hello!  sweet  Forty-nine!" 
The  same  to  you,  my  dear  darling, 

He's  always  here  on  time; 
Good-bye,  my  ducky,  ducky,  duck}',  ducky  darling, 

"  Good-bye,  good-bye,  sweet  Forty -nine! 

Oh,  yes,  I  love  my  darling. 

So  very  sweet  and  fine,  •         .     ■ 

And  when  I  hear  the  whistle. 

The  rumble  on  the  line; 
I  fly  into  the  window, 
-  .     '  My  face  against  the  pane. 

Waiting  for  his  love  and  kisses 

From  the  elevated  train.— Refrain.  '. 

-    They  tell  me  he  is  flirting,  :      : 

And  that's  his  little  game, 
He's  mashing  all  tlie  ladies 

From  the  elevated  train.  ~ 

Perhaps  he  has  a  hundred, 
He  calls  me,  "  Forty -nine;" 
'   .  Now  list,  I  hear  him  coming 

On  the  elevated  line. — Refrain. 

Now  there's  the  good  old  engineer, 

His  name  is  Michael  Cann; 
He  always  throws  me  kisses. 

But  he's  a  married  man. 
If  his  wife  should  tumble 

To  his  naughty,  naughty  game. 
He'll  think  there  was  a  smash-up 

On  that  elevated  train. — Refrain. 


KATHLEEN    MAVOURNEEN. 


As  sung  by  Bryant's  Minstrels. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^Vehman,  130  Park 

Bow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Kathleen  Mavourneen,  the  gay  dawn  is  breaking, 
The  horn  of  the  hunter  is  heard  on  the  hill. 

The  lark  from  her  light  wing  the  bright  dew  is  shaking- 
Kathleen  Mavourneen,  what,  slumbering  still? 

Oh!  hast  thou  forgotten  how  soon  we  must  sever? 
Oh!  hast  thou  forgotten  this  day  we  must  part? 

It  may  be  for  years,  and  it  may  be  forever — 
Oh!  why  art  thou  silent,  thou  voice  of  my  heart? 

It  may  be  for  years,  and  it  may  be  forever. 
Then,  why  art  thou  silent,  Kathleen  Mavourneen? 

Kathleen  Mavourneen,  awake  from  thy  slumbers, 

The  blue  mountains  glow  in  the  sun's  golden  light; 
Ah!  where  is  the  spell  that  once  hung  on  my  numbers? 

Arise  in  thy  beautyi  thou  star  of  the  night. 
Mavourneen,  Mavourneen,  my  sad  tears  are  falling. 

To  think  that  from  Erin  and  thee  I  must  part; 
It  may  be  for  years  and  it  may  be  forever. 

Then,  why  art  thou  silent,  thou  voice  of  my  heart? 
It  may  be  for  years  and  it  may  be  forever. 

Then,  why  art  thou  silent,  Kathleen  Mavourneen? 


— A  poor  bargain:  There  is  a  new  baby  on  Deer  Hill  Avenue. 
It  is  a  small  one.  It's  little  five-j'car  old  sister  watched  it  carefully 
for  a  few  minutes  yesterday,  and  then  turning  to  its  mother  said: 
"  Mamma,  couldn't  papa  have  paid  another  dollar  and  got  a 
larger  one?" 
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TIT  FOR  TAT. 

Words  by  Nemo.     Music  by  Heury  Tontet. 
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If  you  cross  the  bill,  by  my  father's  mill, 

Ami  walk  along  the  tielus  about  a  mile, 
By  the  willow  copse,  where  the  pathway  stops, 

Youll  tiad  a  very  high  and  awkward  stile; 
It  has  four  high  steps,  so  widely  set, 

Tt)  cross  it  by  myself  I  am  afraid; 
I  never  dare  that  way  repair. 

Unless  at  band  I've  strong  and  friendly  aid. 
'Twas  there,  one  day  in  the  month  of  May, 

I  met  a  loving  lad,  and  in  my  sweetest  tones, 
I  asked  him  would  he  mind,  would  he  be  so  very  kind, 
As  to  help  me  o'er  those  four  most  awkward  stones? 
lie  heliK'd  me — "one," —  he  helped  me — "two," — 
And  then  to  my  surprise,  he  paused  and  said: 
'•  Rose,  I  love  j-ou!  "     I  only  laughed; 
"  Ro!H.*,  do  you  love  me?  "     I  saiil,  '•  not  I." 
"  Then  stay  where  jou  are,  sweetheart,"  said  he. 
And  turned  away  without  another  word! 
I  could  not  get  up  or  down  in  my  fright. 
What  was  I  to  do  in  such  a  sad  and  sorry  plight? 

'■  Come  back!  come  back!  "  I  wildly  cried, 

"  Come  back!  come  back!  I  want  to  go  to  town. 
If  you  help  me  o'er  tlie  stile,  you'll  gain  my  sweetest  smile, 

And  p'raps  I'll  tell  you  more  when  I  am  down." 
He  helped  me — "three" — he  helped  me  "four," 
Then,  with  a  laugh,  I  bounded  lightly  o'er. 
■■  Rose, what  say  you?  "  I  only  laughetl;  "  Rose,  you  promised!" 
I  said.  "  not  I."     I  told  him  to  stay  where  he  was  just  then. 
And  tiipped  away  without  another  word; 
He  did  not  get  up,  he  did  not  go  down. 
But  sat  upon  the  stile  looking  at  me  with  a  frown, 
And  if  you  cross  the  hill,  and  walk  alniut  a  mile, 
I  think  you'll  find  hiiu  sitting  ou  that  selfsame  stile! 


SWEET   FORGET-ME-NOT. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thin  Sontr  will  be  wnt  to  any  ii<lilre!<s,  poat-paid.  on  receipt  of  40 
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Oh!  fancy  brings  a  thought  to  me 

Of  tiowers  sweet  and  rare. 
With  grace  luid  iHjauty  there  combined, 

And  brightest  hues  so  fair; 
So  like  a  maiden  that  I  loved, 

It  was  my  happy  lot; 
I  whispered  when  we  parted  last, 

"Oh!  you'll  forget-me-not! " 

Ciionus. 

Graceful  and  as  charming  as  the  lily  in  the  pond. 
Time  has  pa.ss'd  so  swiftly,  for  of  her  I  am  so  fond; 
Daises  and  the  roses,  too,  they  grow'  round  the  spot. 
When  we  parted,  and  I  whispered, 
"  You'll  forget-me-not!  "—{Dance.) 

We  met,  I  really  don't  know  where. 

But  still  'tis  all  tlie  same. 
For  love  walks  in  the  busy  streets 

As  well  as  in  the  lane. 
I  gently  pres.sed  her  tiny  hand. 

She  glanced  at  me  a  shot, 
She  dropped  a  Hower,  I  picked  it  up, 

A  sweet  forget-me-not! — CiioKUS. 

At  last  there  came  a  happy  day, 

And  sometiiiug  that  I  said. 
Just  caused  her  lips  to  murmur,  "yes," 

And  shortly  we  were  wed. 
A  little  cottage  by  the  brook. 

And  a  tiny  garden  spot. 
Where  grows  a  little  flower,  called, 

A  sweet  forget-me-not!— Chorus. 


— Sidney  Smith  .said  of  Macaulay:  "He  is  a  book  in  breeches. 
He  is  certainly  more  agreeable  since  his  return  from  India.  His 
enemies  may  have  said  before,  though  I  never  did  so,  that  he  talked 
rather  too  much;  but  now  he  has  occasional  flashes  of  silence  that 
makes  his  conversations  perfectly  delightful." 


Sandy-Haired  Mary  in  Our  Area. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co, 
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Words  by  Edward  Harridan.    Music  by  David  Braham 

I  board  with  Misses  Dooley,  I  have  an  attic  room. 

There's  a  little  Irish  lady,  that  sweeps  it  with  a  broom- 
Her  name  is  Mary  Daley,  and  when  the  supper's  ate. 
She's  titivated  gayly  beside  the  area  gate. 

Chorus. 
She's  a  duck,  she's  a  dove,  she's  the  only  one  I  love, 

She's  a  jewel,  she's  a  lily,  she's  a  fairy; 
She's  a  pet,  you  can  bet. 
She'll  be  Misses  Grogan  jet. 
Fair  sandy-haired  Marj'  in  our  area. 

She-flirts  with  ev'ry  M.  P.  patrolling  on  the  beat, 
The  milkman  in  the  morning,  he  has  his  tcte-a-te; 

The  Dutchman  in  the  groc'ry,  he  gives  her  double  weight. 
And  lugs  her  heavy  baskets  down  to  the  area  gate. — ^Ciiorcs. 

The  man  who  carries  letters,  a  certain  blister  Flynu, 

He  hollers  in  the  area,  "  Is  Mary  Daley  in?  " 
It  makes  me  aggravated  to  see  her  drop  a  plate. 

And  smile  upon  the  postman,  who  meets  her  at  the  gate.-CuORU 

The  iceman  and  the  butcher,  the  baker  with  the  brciul. 

The  plumber  »md  the  glazier,  have  nearly  turned  n\\-  head; 
A  dreamy  undertaker  has  finished  me  complate. 

He  marries  her  next  Sunday,  we  close  the  area^ate.— CnoRU 

HE  WENT  G-LIMM1NG-.  j 

Sung  by  J.  F.  Ilooy,  w  ith  llmvard  AtheiUL'Uin  Sliow.  j  • 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  11.  .1.  Welinian,  l.'»  Vnr\i  l;<>w,  New  York  City,  ana  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalotfiie  of  over  :tiiu()  I'opular  KiitrliKliund'ltcriuaa 

Songs — Free.     Postage  Stamps  taki'ii  Huiiie  a»  eiuih  for  all  our  goods. 

In  the  gliniining  of  ilie  glemining 

I  went  glimining  in  tiie  glen. 
There  I  met  Mary  Ann  McGlomming, 

She  went  glcmming  of  my  glemes. 
But  her  papa's  bull  (log,  Towser, 

Tore  my  pants  so  gracefully, 
Oh,  it  is  best,  love,  we  never  met,  love, 

Best  for  Towser  and  best  for  me. 

ClIORUt^. 

Of  all  the  girls  that  are  so  smart,  tiiere's  none  I  love  but  Sally; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart,  and  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

In  the  glimraing  some  flue  evening. 
When  it  is  raining  snow  and  hail, 
I'll  chloroform  thiit  dog,  Towser, 

And  tic  a  milk  can  to  his  tail. 
And  with  dynamite  and  gun-powder. 

And  a  little  fu.se, 
I  will  send  him  to  the  angels. 
Where  he  came  near  sending  me. 
Chorus. 
Down  in  a  coal  mine,  underneath  the  ground. 

Where  a  gleam  of  sunshine  never  can  be  found; 
Digging  dusky  diamonds  all  the  season  round, 
Down  in  a  coal  mine,  underneath  the  ground. 


;i  ■•-. 


ILL-G-IFTED  RING. 

Send  your  name  and  addr«w  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  1,10  Park  Row,  Now  York  City,  and  receive 
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Ill-gifted  ring,  how  many  avow  ..    .. 

Of  faith  on  thee  I've  sworn. 
And  blighted  hopes  are  all  which  now 

Thou  leavest  me  to  mourn. 
This  pledge  o'er  which  such  burning  tears 

Have  flowed  without  relief. 
Though  given  by  me  in  happy  years. 

Comes  back  to  me  in  grief. 

Oh,  if  from  mem'ry  far  away 

The  thought  could  now  be  chased, 
That  in  my  first  afTections  day 

'I'hou  on  her  hand  wert  placed. 
Sad  pledge,  o'er  which  such  burning  tears 

Have  flowed  without  relief. 
Though  given  by  me  in  happy  years,    ,. 

Comes  back  to  me  in  grief. 
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DONCHERKNOW.   v      v      : 

,  CopyriKkt,  IW,  by  H.  Witmark  ift  Soaa.  V     '  '  v..''         '  ^ 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliig  Song  Kill  be  wnt  to  any  address,  poetjpaid,  on  receipt  of  to 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  saiue  as  cash  for  all  our  kooU». 

Word*  by  H.  W.  Emmet.    Music  by  Isidor  Witmark. 

■    •   Oh,  the  latest  thine  from  England  is  thie  doncherknow! 
To  a  chappie  who  18  happy  it  Ib  bliss,  doncherlinow! 
..    To  iniprecs  upon  a  feller  or  to  meet  a  girl  and  tell  her         ^      ',■"■' 
That  tnere's  nothing  could  be  Bwellcr,  doncherknow! 

Ciionijs.  .     .    V    ^;. 

Flow  dy'e  do?  doncherknow!  same  to  you,  doncherknowt 
When  Its  dark,  ev'ry  spark  has  a  lurk,  doncherknow! 
For  you  only  want  to  waddle  with  no  brains  in  your  noddlj, 
And  you'll  catch  the  girls  who  toddle,  doncherknow!  donoherknowl  ?•>  ; 


I  ,- 


When  a  chappies  starting  out  to  paint  the  town,  doncherknow ! 
And  a  p'licemau's  club  gently  lays  him  down,  doncherknow! 
Then  his  head  out  swells  Ills  collars  and  they  line  hiiu  twenty  dollars, 
:„.    lu  his  rage  he  only  hollers,  doncherknow  1 

Chorus.  '    "  V'  -  •:  '\" 

now  dy'e  do?  doncherknow!  same  to  you,  doncherknow! 
Get  run  in,  call  it  bin,  have  to  grin,  doncherknow! 

If  you  can't  driuk  whiskey  sourlah,  without  turning  out  a  howlab,         - 
You  had  belter  work  the  growlah,  doncherknow!  doncherknow  I  _     .. 

■     Wlien  a  fellah's  got  a  proper  sort  of  mash,  doncherknow!  ■ 
.    It  is  sure  to  play  the  devil  with  his  cash,  doncherknow! 

It's  a  case  of  buy  ice  cream,  or  far  away  with  love's  young  dreant, 

Or  breach  of  promise  soon  is  seen,  or  doncherknow! 

CHORfS. 

How  dy'e  do?  doncherknow!  same  to  you,  doncherknow!  ,.': 

Clivcs  you  rope,  till  her  hope  is  all  soap  doncherknow! 
For  there's  no  more  silly  flirtin'  when  your  love  you've  been  assertln'. 
For  the  judge  won't  drop  the  curtain,  doncherknow!  doncherknow! 

When  a  fellow  has  a  wife  and  infant  twins,  doncherknow! 
And  at  midnight  fcuch  ii  holy  row  I)egin8.  doncherknow! 
When  the  baWes  all  want  candy,  cause  the  bottle  isn't  handy. 
And  your  mother-in-law 'b  a  dandy,  doncherknow! 

Chorus. 

How  dy'e  doy  doncherknow!  same  to  you,  doncherknow! 
All  your  sleep  has  to  keep,  while  they  weep,  doncherknow!  .     ' 

In  v'our  arms  the  kids  are  qualking,  while  your  mother-in-law  keeps  talking. 
Till  your  feet  are  sore  with  walking,  doncherknow!  doncherknow! 


GRANDFATHER'S  CLOCK 
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The  sunlight  is  beautiful,  mother, 

And  sweetly  the  flowers  bloom  to-day,  ' 

And  birds  ill  the  branches  of  hawthorn 

Are  ciirrolling  ever  so  gay; 
And  down  by  the  rock  in  the  meadow, 

The  rill  ripples  by  with  a  song; 
And,  mother,  I,  too,  have  been  singing 

The  merriest  all  the  day  long. 

Last  night  I  was  weeping,  dear  mother, 

Last  night  I  was  weeping  alone; 
^  Tiie  world  was  so  dark  and  so  dreary,  ' 

My  heart  it  grew  heavy  as  stone; 
I  thought  of  the  lonely  and  loveless,         .    • 

All  lonely  and  loveless  was  I; 
I  scarcely  could  tell  why  it  was,  mother. 

But,  oh,  I  was  wishing  to  die. 

Last  night  1  was  weeping,  dear  mother,      -:   - 

But  Willie  came  down  by  tiie  gate. 
And  whispered,  "  Come  out  in  tlie  moonlight, 

I've  something  to  say  to  you,  Kate." 
Oil,  mother,  to  him  I  am  dearer 

Than  all  in  the  wide  world  beside, 
He  told  me  .sa  out  in  the  moonlight. 

And  called  me  his  darling,  his  bride. 

So  now  I  will  gather  my  roses, 

And  twine  in  my  long  braided  hair; 
Then  Willie  will  come  in  the  evening. 

And  smile  when  he  sees  me  so  fair; 
And  out  in  the  moonlight  well  wander, 

'Way  down  by  the  old  hawthorn  tree —  -  " 

Oh,  mother,  I  wonder  if  any 

Were  ever  so  happy  as  we. 

—Betsy,  an  old  colored  cook,  was  moaning  around  the  kitchen 
the  other  day,  when  her  mistress  asked  her  if  she  was  ill.  "  No 
ma'am,  not  'zacily,"  said  Betsj',  "  but  the  fac'  is,  I  don't  feel  am- 
bition 'nough  to  get  out  of  my  own  way." 
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My  grandfather's  clock  was  too  large  for  the  shelf, 

.   So  it  stood  ninety  years  on  the  floor; 

It  was  taller  by  half  than  the  old  man  himself, 

Though  it  weighed  not  a  pennyweight  more. 
It  was  bought  on  the  morn  of  the  day  that  he  was  bom. 

And  was  always  his  treasure  and  pride; 
But  it  stopped  short — never  to  go  again —  '  "- 

When  the  old  man  died. 

Chorus. 

Ninety  years,  without  slumbering — tick,  tick,  tick,  tick. 
His  life-seconds  numbering— tick,  tick,  tick,  tick, 

It  stopped  short — never  to  go  again — 
When  the  old  man  died. 

In  watching  its  pendulum  swing  to  and  fro,     •      '  ' 

Many  hours  had  he  spent  while  a  boy; 
And  in  C;hildhood  and  manhood  the  clock  seemed  to  know, 

And  to  share  both  his  grief  and  his  joy; 
For  it  struck  twenty-four  when  he  entered  tjie  door, 

With  a  blooming  and  beautiful  bride; 
But  it  stopped  short — never  to  go  again — 

When  tUe  old  man  died. — Chorus. 

My  grandfather  said  that  those  he  could  hire. 

Not  a  servant  so  faithful  he  found, 
For  it  wa.sted  no  time  and  had  but  one  desire. 

At  the  close  of  each  week  to  be  wound. 
It  was  kept  in  its  place,  not  a  frown  upon  its  face,      ■ , 

And  its  hands  never  hung  by  its  side; 
But  it  stopix;d  short— never  to  go  again —  .  •, 

-     When  the  old  man  died. — Chorus. 

It  rang  an  alarm  in  the  dead  of  the  night, 

An  alarm,  for  years  had  been  dumb; 
And  we  knew  that  his  spirit  was  pluming  for  flight. 

That  his  hour  of  departure  had  come. 
Still  the  clock  kept  time,  with  a  soft  and  mufl^led  chime, 

As  we  silently  stood  by  his  side; 
But  it  stopped  short — never  to  go  again, 

When  the  old  man  died. — Chorus. 


See  That  My  Grave's  Kept  G-reen. 
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Wl*n  I  am  dead  and  gone  from  you,  darling, 

When  I  am  laid  away  in  my  grave, 
When  my  spirit  has  gone  to  heaven  above. 

To  Him  who  m}'  soul  will  save; 
When  you  are  happy  and  gay  once  more, 

Thinking  of  days  that  have  been. 
This  one  little  wish  I  ask  of  you —  • 

See  that  my  grave  is  kept  green.  •-  ; 

Chorus. 

Oh!  the  days  will  come  to  you,  darling, 

When  no  more  on  earth  I'll  be  seen;  ,    ■ 

One  sweet  little  wish,  darling,  grant  me — 
•  See  that  my  grave's  kept  green.  ,     . 

y.  .      Though  the  hours  of  joy  now  are  passing,     - 
Yet  how  soon,  alas!  they  will  fade — 
Though  your  glances  of  love  are  meeting  my  own, 
,     Fair  sunlight  will  turn  to  shade; 
^    When  from  the  world  and  its  hopes  I  ^o, 
Leave  forever  this  scene; 
Though  others  are  dead,  ah!  will  you  then 
See  that  my  grave  is  kept  green? — Chorus. 

W^ill  you  keep  me,  love,  in  remembrance,    ' 

Though  the  voice  of  chiding  be  heard. 
And  while  others  might  speak  in  censure  or  blame. 

Yet  breathe  no  unkindly  word? 
Tell  Jiie  j'ou'll  think  of  the  past. 

Think  of  the  joys  we  have  seen; 
This  one  little  promise  keep  for  me — 

See  that  my  grave's  kept  green. — Chorus. 


— What  is  the  difference  between  a  hungry  man  and  a  glutton? 
One  longs  to  eat,  and  the  otlier  eats  too  long. 


CHINa,   CHING-. 
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My  name  is  Cliing  Cliing,  come  from  China, 

In  a  big  large  a  sbipa  come  along  here, 
Wind  blow  ver}'  hard,  kick  up  bublee, 

Make  a  poor  Chinaman  a  feel  very  queer; 
Me  bring  a  little  gal  very  much  nicey, 

She  come  along  for  to  be  my  wife, 
She  say  she  love  me  wonce,  twicee. 

Make  her  mine  for  all  my  life; 
Me  like  a  bowwow  very  goodee  chow  chow, 

Me  like  a  little  gal,  she  a  likee  me, 
White  man  come  along  take  to  little  gal, 

Take  a  little  gal  from  poor  Chinee. 

CHoncs. 
Hi.  ki,  hi,  ching.  ching,  ching, 
Bune  a  rung  a  chickee, 
Weckey  supey  fatlv  bung, 
Funey  Mosey  peachey  toesee,  Keno  John, 
Chinaman  a  goodee  mance  from  Hong  Eong. 

Now  I  live  in  San  Francisco. 

Very  much  nicee  place,  away  over  here. 
Me  got  a  hair  cut  short  like  a  Melican  man. 

Me  getee  drunk  on  a  goodee  lager  beer. 
Me  bring  a  little  gal  very  much  nicey. 

She  come  along  for  to  be  my  wife. 
She  say  she  love  me  wonce,  twicee, 

Make  her  mine  for  all  my  life; 
Me  like  a  bowwow  very  goodee  chow  chow. 

Me  like  a  little  gal.  she  a  likee  me. 
White  man  come  along  take  to  little  gal. 

Take  a  little  gal  from  poor  Chinee.— Chorus. 


When  Other  Friends  Are  Round  Me. 

The  Words  and  Muiiic  of  tliis  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  addretw,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
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When  other  friends  are  round  thee. 

And  other  hearts  are  thine. 
When  other  days  have  crowned  thee 

More  fresh  and  green  that  mine; 
Then  think  how  sad  and  lonely. 

This  wretched  heart  must  be, 
Which  while  it  beats — beats  only, 

Beloved  one.  for  thee. 

Yet  do  not  think  I  doubt  thee, 

I  know  thy  truth  remains, 
I  would  not  live  without  thee 

For  all  the  world  contains; 
Thou  art  the  star  that  guides  me 

Along  life's  troubled  sea. 
Whatever  fate  betides  me. 

This  heart  still  turns  to  thee. 


ON   THE   SEA. 

The  Words  and  Mu<iic  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  addrem,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
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On  the  sea,  on  the  sea  in  my  fast  sailing  craft, 
With  my  hand  on  the  helm,  and  the  gale  far  abaft. 
Not  a  sail  is  in  sight,  nor  a  speck  on  the  foam. 
As  she  glides  like  a  bird  to  our  own  native  home. 

In  the  wave,  like  a  bird,  she  has  dipiwd  her  broad. crest. 
And  she  shakes  a-s  she  rises  the  drop  from  her  breast, 
And  she  bounds  to  the  .skies  with  such  frolicsome  glee. 
That  my  heart  goes  along  on  the  .sea,  on  the  sea. 

On  the  .sea,  on  the  .sea  with  a  crew  of  my  choice. 
Not  a  false  heart  among  them,  nor  lublKjrly  voice. 
And  a  cherub  aloft  as  she  sails  in  tlie  wind, 
From  the  wreath  of  tiie  dew  to  the  billows  behind. 

Tliree  cheers  for  our  craft  a.s  she  rides  on  the  wave, 
AVith  her  captain  .so  noble,  her  men  all  so  brave, 
For  we  heed  not  the  tempest,  nor  shrink  from  a  foe, 
But  with  hearts  free  as  air  through  the  ocean  we  go. 

On  the  sea,  on  the  sea  far  away  from  the  shore. 
Where  the  winds  whistle  free  and  the  billows  loud  roar. 
On  the  ocean  our  home,  none  so  happy  as  we. 
And  let  this  be  our  song  on  the  sea,  on  the  sea. 
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Of  all  the  wives  as  e'er  you  know, 

Yeo  ho!  lads,  ho!  yeo  ho!  yeo  ho! 
There's  none  like  Nancy  Lee,  I  trow, 

Yeo  ho!  lads,  ho!  yeo  ho! 
See,  there  she  stands  an'  waves  her  hands  uixm  the  quay. 
An'  ev'ry  day  when  I'm  away  she'll  watch  for  me. 
An'  whisper  low,  -when  tempests  blow,  ffir  Jack  at  sea, 

Yeo  ho!  lads,  ho!  yeo  ho! 

CnoRus. 

The  sailor's  wife  the  sailor's  star  .shall  be, 
Yeo  ho!  we  go  across  the  sea; 
The  sailor's  wife  the  sailor's  star  shall  be, 
The  sailor's  wife  his  star  shall  be. 

The  harbor's  past,  the  breezes  blow, 

Yeo  ho!  lads,  ho!  yeo  ho!  yeo  ho! 
'  Fis  long  ere  we  come  back  I  know, 

Yeo  ho!  lads,  ho!  yeo  ho! 
But  true  an'  bright  from  morn  till  night  my  home  will  be, 
An'  all  so  neat,  an'  snug  an'  sweet,  for  Jack  at  sea. 
An'  Nancy's  face  to  bless  the  place  an'  welcome  me, 

Yeo  ho!  lads,  ho!  yeo  ho! — Ciiouus. 

The  l)o's'n  pipes  the  watch  below. 

Yeo  ho!  lads  ho!  yeo  ho!  yeo  ho!  ; 

Then  here's  a  health  afore  we  go, 

Yeo  ho!  lads  ho!  yeo  ho! 
A  long,  long  life  to  my  sweet  wife  and  mates  at  sen. 
An'  keep  our  bones  from  Davy  Jones  where'er  we  be. 
An'  may  you  meet  a  mate  as  sweet  as  Nancy  Lee, 

Yeo  ho!  lads,  ho!  yeo  ho! — Ciiouus.  •    •    . 


*  «  ^ 


WHOA,   EMMA! 
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I  took  ray  girl  one  day 
A  sailing  down  the  bay. 

And  Emma  was  the  darling  creature's  name; 
While  standing  on  the  pier. 
Some  chaps  at  her  did  leer, 

And  one  and  all  around  her  did  exclaim: 

Chorus. 

.    Whoa,  Emma!  whoa.  Emma! 
Emma,  you  put  me  in  quite  a  dilemma! 
Oh.  Emma!  whoa,  Emma! 
That's  what  I  hear  wherever  I  go, 

I  asked  them  "  what  they  meant?" 

When  some  one  at  me  sent  ' 

An  e^g  which  nearly  struck  me  in  the  eye; 
The  gin  began  to  scream. 
Saying,  "  Fred,  what  does  this  mean? " 

i  a.sked  again  and  this  was  their  reply: — Chorus. 

I  thought  they'd  never  cease. 
So  shouted  out,  "  Police!" 

And  when  he  came  he  looked  at  me  so  sly; 
The  crowd  they  then  me  chaffed. 
And  .said,  "  I  must  be  daft," 

And  once  again  they  all  commenced  to  cry: — Chorus. 

An  old  man  said  to  me, 

"  Young  man,  can't  YOU  sec 

The  ioke?  "  and  I  looked  at  him  with  surprise: 
He  8Jii(l,  "  Don't  be  put  out. 
It's  a  saying  got  about," 

And  then  their  voices  seemed  to  rend  the  skies. — Chorus. 
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"  So  you've  had  a  cyclone  in  your  county,  have  you?  "  "  Yes, 
sir-ee!  Just  tore  up  everything  by  the  roots.  In  some  places  it 
left  the  ground  as  bare  as  your  hand."  "How  did  you  suffer?" 
"  Well,  it  took  my  house  and  out-buildings  and  all  the  stock, 
the  old  woman  and  six  children."  "A  clean  sweep?"  "  No-o. 
There  was  one  thing  it  never  lifted."  "  What  was  that?  "  "  The 
mortgage."-:;  •..'■".;/  :'':■:'-   '^'■■-  ^:y:-.-'v-  :.':.■  \:-~,'.\  :■' .'''\x. 
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Some  Girls  Do,  and  Some  Grirls  Don't. 


As  lung  by  Wallace  Foy. 
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Of  all  the  strangest  girls  on  earth, 

I  think  my  girl's  tlie  one; 
You  know  she  has  peculiar  ways,     .-      •      .-  ~ 
;-  And  quite  devoid  of  fun. 

She  never  sees  a  joke  of  mine,  •     -       ■      ■■'• 

Whenever  humor  flows,  ^' 

But  gives  me  u  disdainful  look. 

And  quite  turns  up  her  nose. 

Spoken. — Some  girls  like  a  little  joke,  you  know,  but  mine 
don't,  stie  turns  her  nose  up  at  it,  I  think  she  works  on  the  same 
principle  as  this,  [turning  up  nose  with  finger.]  .    = .. 

Chorus. 

Some  girls  do,  and  some  girls  don't. 
Some  girls  will  but  my  girl  won't; 
I  tried  very  hard  to  see  if  she  would. 
She  said  she  really  couldnt. 
And  i  don't  think  she  could. 

I  took  my  love  to  see  the  play,    ,         /  v 

As  other  fellahs  do; 
And  thought  that  she'd  enjoy  herself, 
She  cried  the  whole  night  through. 
■     And  when  we  reached  the  street  again, 
Some  oysters  I  proposed; 
■-       But  she  said,  "  No,  net  me,  young  man!"    ; 

Still  turning  up  her  nose.  •    *' 

Spoken. — Up  it  went  again  at  three  dozen  of  the  best  Dutch 
natives,  just  think  of  that.  To  see  a  girl  turn  up  her  nose  at  two 
pence  a  lime,  I  sjiid:  Well,  my  love,  if  you  won't  have  any  supper, 
we  will  have  a  cab  and  go  home."  She  said:  "  No,  young  man, 
no  four-wheel  cabs  for  me  at  this  time  of  night." — Chorus. 

We  met  one  Sunday  afternoon, 

For  a  day  at  Greenwich  Park;  ■ 

And  when  we  mounted  "  One-tree  Hill," 

We  had,  well,  say  a  lark. 
Georgiana  said.     "  You  know,  young  man, 

Some  girls  prefer  a  stroll;         "  "j. 

■      Not  me.  when  I'm  in  Greenwich  Park 

I  dearly  love  a  roll." 

Spoken. — Now  there's  an  extraordinary  girl  for  you;  of  course 
I  wanted  to  take  her  for  a  nice  quiet  lover's  walk  in  some  shady 
lane,  but  she  said  she'd  prefer  a  roll.  Then  I  wanted  to  talk  to 
her  of  love,  romance  and  poetry,  but  no,  she  said  she'd  rather 
have  a  good  dinner.     Well, — Chorus. 

Not  long  ago  my  uncle  died 
■    -         And  left  me  fifty  pounds, 

As  soon  as  I  received  the  news. 

My  joy  it  knew  no  bounds. 
I  thought,  well,  I  will  marry  now,  , 

So  I  at  once  proposed; 
But  when  I  mentioned  the  amoimt. 

Up  went  her  lovely  nose. 

Spoken. — The  bad  girl  said  she  ought  to  have  five  hundred 
with  such  a  man  as  me,  I  thought  she  would  have  jumped  at  me, 
for— CuoRUS. 


MY  PRETTY  RED  ROSE. 

. -v  ■         -    Oopyrisht,  18S7,  by  Frederick  Blume. - 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Songr  will  be  sent  to  any  addreas^jxiet-paid,  on  raoelM  o(  { 
oents;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  83n^  for  One  Dollar,  by  AT  J.  Wehman,  ISO  nrtc 
Bow,  Mew  York  City.    Postafre  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our 


EILY   MAVOTJRNEEN. 

Sung  by  PaaUne  Corri,  with  Howorth's  rtbemlea. 


Eily  Mavoumecn,  I  see  thee  before  me, 

if'airer  than  ever  in  death's  pallid  hue; 
Mortal  tiiou  art  not,  I  humbly  adore  thee, 

Yes,  with  a  love  which  thou  knowest  is  true. 
Lookest  thou  in  anger?  ah!  no,  such  a  feeling 

Ne'er  in  tliy  too  gentle  breast  had  a  place; 
Softly  the  smile  of  forgiveness  is  stealing, 

Eily,  my  own,  o'er  thy  beautiful  face. 

Once  would  my  heart  with  the  wildest  emotion 

Throb,  dearest  Eily,  when  near  me  wert  thou; 
Now  I  regard  thee  with  deep  calm  devotion, 

Never,  bright  angel,  I  loved  thee  as  now. 
Tho'  in  this  world  were  so  cruelly  blighted 

All  the  fond  hopes  of  thy  innocent  heart;    ■ , 
Soon  in  a  holier  region  united,  .    -  : 

Eily  Mavourneen,  we  never  shall  part 


He  gave  me  a  pretty  ted  rose 

While  rambling  to-night  o'er  the  lea;    , 
And  said,  as  he  kissed  me  good-bye, 

"  Wear  this  in  your  breast,  love,  for  me." 
*Tis  fading  and  fallfog  apart, 

But  close  to  my  heart  it  will  cling; 
While  lonely  I  sigh  for  my  darling's  bright  eye. 

Of  my  pretty  red  rose  I  will  sing. 

Chorus.  ? 

My  pretty  red  rose,  my  pretty  red  rose, 
'Tis  a  sweet  little  token,  my  pretty  red  rose. 

While  lonely  I  sigh  for  my  darling's  bright  eye, 
I'll  sing  of  my  pretty  red  rose. 

'TIS  a  dear  littlQ  mem'ry  of  love. 

How  sad  it  soon  must  decay;  • 

But  fondly  I'll  treasure  its  leaves, 

The'  their  beauty  may  vanish  away. 
Sweet  moments  of  ioy  it  recalls, 

And  lulls  ev'ry  sigh  to  repose; 
Though  now  we're  apart,  still  my  true  lover's  heart 

Seems  to  dwell  in  my  pretty  red  rose. — Chorus. 


THE   ACTOR'S  DREAM. 


As  saner  by  Tony  Pastor. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wenman,  130  Park  Row,  New  Toi^  City,  and 


'I? 


return  mall  a  complete  Oatalotrue  of  over  3000  Populiir  Enf  Ush  and  dei 
Songs— Free.    Postal  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda 

We'd  a  trip  "  Across  the  Continent," 

Old  "  Forty-nine  "  and  I; 
Met  "  Orpheus  and  Eurydice," 

Discussing  "  Romany  Rye." 
Saw  "  Fritz  in  Ireland,"  "  In  the  Ranks," 

With  "Clio  "at  the  ball; 
And  "  Hazel  Kirke,"  "  Three  of  a  Kind," 

Jump  "  Over  the  Garden  Wall." 
In  a  quiet  little  "  Hamlet," 

Where  the  "  Lights  o'  London  "  shone, 
"  Two  Orphans  "  with  "  The  Magistrate," 

At  "  School  "  sat  all  alone. 
Then  "  The  Mighty  Dollar, '  "  Her  Atonement»- 

"  Eily  "  said  would  be. 
While  "  Adonis,"  with  "  We,  Us  &  Co.,"  ,. 

Struck  "  Rosedale  "  on  a  spree. 

Chorus. 

The  lovely  "  Piquita." 

And  there's  none  could  be  sweeter. 

On  Tom,  Dick  and  Harry  did  spoon; 
While  "  M'liss  "  in  a  twinkle. 
With  gay  "  Rip  Van  Winkle." 

"  Skipped  by  the  Light  of  the  Moon." 

"  Our  American  Cousin  "  soon  we  met. 

On  his  "  Vacation  "  there; 
With  "  Kit,  the  Arkansas  Traveller," 

Likewise  "  Fedora "  fair.  .     , 

So,  "  Round  the  World  in  80  Days" 

We  went,  but  were  "  Called  Back" 
By  "  Sealed  Instructions,"  though  no  "  CheeW 

Nor  "  Money  "  did  we  lack. 
But  while  "  The  Black  Flag  "  waved  aloft 

A  funny  sight  I  saw — 
"  Old  Lavender"  won  the  "  Banker's  Daughtw" 

In  a  "  Corner  Grocery  Store;" 
A  "  Parlor  Match  "  it  proved  to  Ire, 

They  soon  were  "  >Ian  and  Wife;" 
And  a"  Pair  of  Kids  "  will  just  complete 
.;     Their  "  Lottery  of  Life." 

Chorus. 
"Pygmalion  and  Galatea,"    ■    .       .; 
Sippeid  Ehrlanger  beer 
"  Ten  Nights  in  a  Bar  Room,"  quit*  raA; 
i  And  the  "  Stranglers  of  Paris  " 
All  tried  to  embarrass 
"  Sam'I  of  Posen,"  who  paid  them  "  Spot  Cash.' 
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MY  FAVORITE,  MY  QUEEN. 

Copyright.  1888,  bj  Willis  Woodward  *  Co.     • 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Sonit  wil  be  rent  to  any  address,  i>o«t-paltl,  oB  re<re!pt  of  40 

centos  or  tliis  and  any  t»o  other  SontfsforOiic  l)»>llnr,  by  II.  J.  Wfhnmn.   130  Hark 

Row,  New  \  ork  City.     I'oKtRge  Staiii|>!<  tukeu  game a^  cn^li  for  aH  our  iroods. 


Words  and  Music  by  BanMI  Winter. 


Mv  Leonora  is  a  little  angel  of  sweet  seventeen. 

You'd  love  and  adore  lier  if  you'd  ever  seen  my  darling; 
She  is  fairer  than  the  blushing'tlower,  the  lilys  they  seem 

To  bow  in  respect  to  my  favorite,  my  queen. 
Innocent,  blitlie  and  gay, 'joyous  and  full  of  play, 

Briglit  as  a  sunny  ray,  heavenly  divine; 
When  I  am  near  her.  'tis  rapture  to  hear  her 

Singing  sweet  ujelotUes,  favorites  of  mine.  -.    , 

Chorcs. 

Ah!  my  Leonora  is  a  little  angel  of  sweet  seventeen. 
You'd  love  and  adore  her  if  you'd  ever  Seen  my  darling; 

She  is  fairer  than  the  blushing  Uower,  the  lilys  they  seem 
To  bow  in  respect  to  m}-  favorite,  my  queen. 

Her  promise  she  has  made  me.  to  love  mc  thro'  life. 

And  protid  I  shall  Iw;  of  my  sweet  little  wife,  my  treasure; 
Our  home  shall  be  all  smiles  and  gladness,  no  storms  ever  seen, 

G(xi  bless  you,  my  darling  favorite,  my  queen. 
Life  to  me  then  will  seem  one  brijjht  and"  happy  dream, 

Sent  like  a  sunny  Ijeam  from  heaven  above; 
Angels  watch  over  thee,  guard  thee,  dear  one,  for  me. 

True  as  the  stars  I'll  be  to  you,  my  love. — C'lioiivs. 


G-ive  'em  String  and  Let  'em   "Went. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wfninan.  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  nnd  recleve 

by  return  mnil  u  complete  CataloifUf  of  over  Mf**)  I'oimUir  Entrllsli  and  (tcnnan 

SoDtf!)  -1'  ree.    I'ostagre  Stamps  taken  Ntme  as  ca-tli  fur  ail  our  yuodM. 

Life  is  but  a  span  of  hor.>c'S  — 
'  .  One  is  age.  tlie  otlier  prime; 

Up  and  down  tlie  hill  our  course  is, 
"  Go  in,  ponies,  make  your  time." 

Boyhood  flias  1  he  whip  of  pleasure. 

Youthful  folly  gives  a  stroke; 
Manliood  go.-ids  tliera  at  his  leisure — 

"  Let  era  'rip — they're  tough  jis  oak." 

'        "  Hi,  yo!  there;  the  stakes  we'll  pocket. 
To  the  wimls  let  them  be  sent; 
Time:  2.40 — whip  in  .socket. 
Give 'em  string  and  let 'em  went," 

Op  the  sunny  road  to  fifty. 
Prime  is  drown'd  in  Lethe's  stream; 

Aire  is  left  old  and  unthrifty. 
Life  then  proves  a  "  one  horse  team." 

Age  jogs  on,  grows  quite  unsteadj', 
■  .  Keels  and  slackens  in  his  pace. 

Kicks  tlie  bucket,  always  ready, 
Gives  it  up — Death  wins  the  race. 


MY  HEART  IS  SAD  TO-DAY. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tlila  Sonff  will  t>e  M>nt  to  any  addrem,  |in«t-pald,  on  receipt  of  10  i 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W>hn>an,  ISO  nrk 

Row;  New  York  CKy,    PoetajfeStJimps  taken  sameoscaah  for  all  our  foods. 

I  have  MtHjd  of  all  your  kindness. 

For  my  heart  is  sad  to-day. 
There's  a  cloud  upon  my  spirits 

You  alone  can  chase  away. 
Let  me  hear  but  one  low  whisper. 

Let  that  whisper  be  but  kind. 
Then  shall  mine,  like  cliildren's  sorrow. 

Pass  and  leave  no  trace  behind. 

ClIORCS. 

We  have  happy  been  together 
While  the  sunshine  led  our  way. 

Now  I've  need  of  all  your  kindness, 
For  my  heart  is  sad  to-day. 

We  have  happy  been  together  ■ 

While  the  sunshine  led  our  way. 
Now  I've  need  of  all  your  kindness. 

For  my  heart  is  sad  to-<lay. 
Let  the  world  look  coldly  on  us,  ' 

While  our  hearts  with  kindness  glow; 
Each  will  be  unto  each  other 

As  a  shield  against  the  foe. — Cuokus. 

We  have  treasured  in  our  bright  days 

Feelings  dearer  to  us  now. 
Let  remembranco  of  the  pleasure 

Chase  the  shadows  from  our  brow. 
*  We  have  happy  been  togetlur. 

What  if  clouds  obscure  the  way? 
There  may  be  a  sunny  future. 

Though  my  heart  is  sad  t<t-day. — Choucs. 


-i 


. 


,:,■>.  :^ 


■  1 .;.. 


.:?; 


,'•(> 


ON   YONDER    ROCK    RECLINING-. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonft  «ill  be  sent  to  any  addrcKs,  |KiKt-i>aid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SunKS  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian.  130  Park 

Itow,  New  York  City.     Poetaxe  Stamps  taken  saiiu:  as  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 


••'■1  ::^i<-:-^ 


Juliana,  Phebiana,  Constantina  Brown. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Snnft  will  tn;  s«'nt  to  any  address,  poxt-pAid,  on  rvcelpt  of  «0 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songr.^  for  Om-  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Webnion,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.     Postatfe  Htitin|M  taken  same  as  c-asli  for  all  our  irooda 

Oh.  I'm  going  to  sing  a  fong  to  jou  aboiu  Julinna  Brown, 

She  wan  the  prettiest  ynllcr  gal  \va»  ever  hi  the  town. 

She  had  eyes  so  briirht  and  teeth  f>o  white,  lilic  diamonds  they  did  shine. 

And  Biich  lovely  foot  8h<;  Liul.  she  won- a  number  nine. 

riioiifs. 
For  she  looked  m>  pweet.  and  she  dressed  so  neat. 
Of  all  the  pretty  yaller  gain  wa»  ever  in  the  town. 
It's  my  Juliana  Phebiana  Coustautina  Bro^vn. 

Oh,  the  first  time  that  I  saw  her,  she  was  dressed  up  to  the  teeth. 

The  loolt  that  she  then  gave  nie  nearly  took  away  my  breath. 

I  asked  her  if  she  would  only  be  true  to  nie. 

And  when  Td  sell  tny  poodle  dog,  a-married  we  should  Ix-.— Ciiori**. 

It's  my  Juliana  Phebiana  Constantina  Brown, 

She  wan  the  prettiest  dancer  ff)r  miles  and  miles  around. 

For  when  she  went  to  balls  her  like  was  never  seen, 

For  she  was  sure  to  be  the  belle,  and  I  the  Ijelgerine.— Chorus. 


— An  Irishman,  somcwliat  di.sguised  in  liquor,  wjia  shouting  in 
Edinburgh,  "  Tiiree  cheers  for  home  rule."  A  Scotchman  shouted 
in  answer,  "Three  clieers  for  hell."  "You  are  riglit,"  said  the 
Irishman,  "  every  one  should  stick  up  for  his  own  country." 


On  yonder  rock  reclining. 

That  flercu  and  swarthy  form  behold. 

Fast  his  hands  his  carbine  hold, 

'Tis  his  best  friend  of  old; 

This  way  his  steps  inclining. 

His  scarlet  plume  waves  o'er  his  brow. 

And  his  velvet  cloak  hangs  low, 

Playing  in  careless  flow; 

E'en  while  the  storm  is  beating. 

Afar  hear  echo  repeating, 

Diavolo!    Diavolo!    Diavolo! 

Although  his  foes  waylaying, 

He  tights  with  hate  and  rage  combined, 

Tow'nls  the  gentle  fair  they  find 

He's  evor  mild  and  kind. 

The  maid  too  heedless  straying, 

(For  one,  we  Pietro's  daughter  know,) 

Home  letuiTis  full  siul  and  slow, 

What  can  have  made  lier  »o? 

Each  one  the  maiilen  meeting. 

Is  sure  to  be  re}>eutiug, 

Diavolo!     Diavolo!     Diavolo! 

While  thus  his  deeds  accusing, 

Let  justice,  too,  at  least  l)e  sliown, 

All  that's  lo.st  here,  let  us  own. 

Mayn't  l)e  his  prize  alone. 

Full  oft  his  name  abusing. 

Perchance  some  young  and  rustic  beau. 

Whilst  his  hopes  with  conquest  glow. 

At  beauty's  shrine  bows  low; 

Each  sighing  lover  dread. 

For  of  him  mon;  tridv  be  it  said, 

Diavolo  I    Diavt)lo!    l)iavoloI 


■;.' 


m\ 


— A  celebrated  lawyer,  who  was  well  known  for  the  repulsive- 
ncs8  of  his  features,  once  attacke<l  a  prisoner  with  great  bitterness. 
The  judge  advised  him  several  times  to  use  more  moderation,  but 
the  lawyer  continued  his  tirade:  "  The  wretch  bears  his  character 
in  his  face — any  one  may  read  it.  Why,  he's  the  ugliest  man  I 
ever  knew."  "Counsellor,"  again  interrupted  the  judge,  "you 
are  forgetting  yourself." 


;* 


vT' 


■\^f, 


j^ 


'^^v^'ii 


^j:^i^—  -TW 


..ittam^^jikf. 
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1  1 


WHERE  WAS  MOSES  WHEN  THE 
^       ,       LIGHT   WENT   OUT?     ,     .. 

'  The  Words  and  Mufiic  of  this  Sent?  w-ill  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  ree«iptof  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjfs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  P»A 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

When  but  a  child  I  used  to  go  to  bed  at  eight  each  night, 
The  nurse  girl  used  to  frighten  me  when  ehe  put  out  the  light; 
She'd  talk  of  ghoets  and  goblins  in  a  very  awful  way. 
She'd  then  put  out  the  candle  and  to  me  ehe  used  to  Bay; 

Chorus. 
"Where  was  Moses  when  the  light  went  outt  '. 

Where  was  Mo8t-e — what  was  he  about?  '.     ' 

Now  my  little  man,  tell  me  if  you  can. 
Where  was  Moses  when  the  light  went  out?"   :.■;-    '' 

Now  Moses  being  my  Christian  name  I  used  to  feel  afraid, 

And  dreaming  something  awful  I  for  hours  awake  have  laid; 

Sometimes  I'd  cry  myself  to  sleep,  but  horrid  things  I  dream'd. 

For  naughty  ghosts  at  my  bedside  glar'd  at  me  while  they  scream'd ;— Cho. 

Upon  the  nurse  I  eplit,  and  she  was  kindly  asked  to  leave,  > . 

But  Moses  Muggins  married  her  for  which  we  did  not  grieve; 
I  met  her  in  the  street  when  she  had  just  two  days  been  wed. 
And  didn't  she  warm  my  jacket  when  I  innocently  said: — Cuokus. 

Some  twenty  years  passed  liefore  I  heard  the  phrase  again,      ■  . 

Alone  with  a  young  lady  I  was  riding  in  the  train; 

We  rushed  into  a  tunne!,  and  when  all  was  pitchy  dark. 

My  lively  little  lady  friend  gave  vent  to  this  remark:— Chorus. 

Now  when  once  more  the  light  of  day  we  saw,  to  her  I  said. 

As  you've  'waken'd  up  old  memories  you're  the  girl  I'd  like  to  wed; 

We're  married  now,  and  six  fine  boysamuse  us  every  night. 

And  sing  this  jolly  little  chorus  when  their  pa  puts  out  me  light:— Cho. 


I   *  t » 


Why  art  thou  wandering  alone  on  the  shore? 

The  wind  it  blows  cold  and  the  white  breakers  roar; 

Oh !  I  am  wanderinj;  alone  by  the  sea, 

To  watch  if  my  father's  returning  to  me,    - 

To  watch  if  my  fathers  returning  to  me. 

For  tlic  gale  it  blew  thro'  the  darkness  of  night, 

And  I'm  watching  here  since  the  dawning  of  light; 

Looking  thro'  tears  o'er  the  dark  rolling  sea, 

To  watch  if  my  fatiier's  returning  to  me. 

To  watch  if  my  father's  returning  to  me. 

Last  when  my  father  put  forth  on  the  deep. 
To  our  cottage  returning  I  lay  down  to  sleep. 
But  while  the  calm  sweet  sleep  came  to  me, 
The  voice  of  the  tempest  was  waking  the  eea. 
The  voice  of  the  tempest  wivs  waking  the  sea, 
I  thought  in  a  dream  'twas  my  father  that  spoke, 
But.  oh !  to  the  voice  of  the  tempest  I  woke. 
And  the  father  I  dreamt  of  was  far  on  the  sea — 
Good  angels,  keep  watch  o'er  my  father  for  me. 
Good  angels,  keep  watch  o'er  my  father  for  me. 


Down  Upon  the  Banks  of  Tennessee. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  D.  A.  Crane. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^Vehlnan,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stumps  token  same  as  ca)>h  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  James  J.  Mulcaiiy. 


Come  all  you  white  folks  and  listen, 

And  to  you  a  few  words  I  will  say;  '  -, 

Of  the  happy  times  to  pass,  and  play  upon  the  grass, 

All  the  live  long  Summer  da}'. 
Oh,  'tis  there  you  would  see  the  j'oung  and  old. 

And  as  happy,  and  as  happy  as  could  be; 
You  would  hear  the  darkies  singing,  and  hear  the  banjos  ringing, 

'Way  down  upon  the  banks  of  Tennessee.         -  >     ;    . 

Chorus.  *    .' 

Ho,  ho,  hoi  them  banjos,  ' 

It  would  fill  your  heart  with  glee. 
On  a  moonlight  night,  when  the  stars  are  shining  bright, 
':■;.      'Way  down  upon  the  banks  of  Tennessee. 

Now  there's  to  he  a  wedding. 

And  all  the  old  parsons  will  be  there; 
With  old  Brother  Dannali.  with  old  Sister  Hannah, 

And  the  color'd  girls  so  fair.  .,^         .      ; 

'Tisthen  you'll  hear  the  banjos  ringing,  ^' 

While  the  birds  are  sweetly  singing  In  the  trees;  „•■;•■.:• 

So  vou're  welcome,  one  and  all.  us  on  you  we  will  call,      ' 

lo  be  down  upon  the  banks  of  Tennessee. — Chorus. 


MARINERS  DAUG-HTER         - 

-:'     .'   ,  V'  -_  ^'   By   sJ.  Lover.    ■■.--:     -...v:, /■■.":  V        :'.'[ 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wnll  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontfs  for  One  Dollar,  by  U.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Slam|>s  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  o<ir  goods. 


r,  SWEET  ROSE  OF  DAWN. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  A.  Buchbauni. 
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■  -  •  .;  Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  Ida  Baarsch. 


Sparkling  with  dewdrops,  I  greet  thee  once  more, 

Blushing  so  sweetly,  rose  so  fair; 
SofC winds  have  wooed  thee  till  starlight  was  o'er. 

Peeping  from  thy  bower,  now  charming  the  air. 
Last  night  brought  the  angels,  yes,  brought  them  here. 

They  woke  thee,  to  blush  and  to  bloom; 
Ah,  then,  whisi)er  of  them  in  the  sunlight  so  clear. 

And  charm  from  the  daylight  each  thought  of  gloom. 

Chorus. 

Sparkling  with  dewdrops,  I  greet  thee  once  more. 

Sunlight  is  gilding  grove  and  lawn; 
Soft  winds  have  wooeti  thee  till  starlight  was  o'er. 

Peep  from  thy  bower,  sweet  rose  of  dawn. 

Robins  are  chanting  their  praises  again,  . 

Brooks  of  the  meadow  sing  of  thee; 
Over  the  flowers  a  queen  thou  dost  reign,  ■ 

Winds  lisp  thy  beauty  in  soft  melody. 
Oh,  where  didst  thou  linger  when  winds  were  cold, 

And  dark  were  the  skies  overhead? 
Ah,  how  long  did  we  wander,  thy  bloom  to  behold. 

Till  Summer  thy  smiles  to  our  hearts  has  led';* — Cuorub. 

Birds  come  to  greet  thee  with  songs  of  delight, 

For  soon  will  the  Summer  hours  hasten  their  flight; 
Then  give  to  the  day  all  thy  sweetness  and  grace, 

And  hide  not,  fair  flow'ret,  the  joy  of  thy  fare. 
Soon  will  the  Winter  each  joy  bear  awa}',  •" 

Ah,  soon  will  thy  beauty  in  sorrow  decay; 
Then  give  to  the  heart  all  thj'  sweetness  and  grace. 

And  hide  not,  fair  flow'ret,  the  joy  of  thy  ^ce. — Chorus. 


They  Cannot  Keep  the  Working  G-irls 

Down  Town.  ,. 


Originally  written  and  composed  by  James  Xi 


MHSoy. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Paik  Row.  Now  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  Englixh  and  Ueniian 

Songrs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  an  ca.sh  for  all  our  goods. 


I  will  sing  you  of  the  latest  things  that  ha^)pen  every  day.  '  ■  ■■  .  '    '\ 

Also  maiiy  things  that  happens  in  the  nighi;  "       "  '  •    ', 

And  many  things  I'd  do  myself  if  I  only  ha<l  my  way,  , 

When  you  hoar  me  you'll  agree  that  1  am  riplit. 
The  poor  man  works  eight  hours,  the  rich  drinks  whiskey  eours,        , 

They  slop  police  from  sleeping  on  his  beat; 
They  can  stop  a  horse-car  driver  from  eating  two  square  meals, 

They  can  stop  conductors  from  walking  on  your  teet. 
They  can  keep  a  bum  from  drinking,  they  can"  keep  the  people  thinking. 

They  can  keep  a  married  man  from  running  round; 
They  can  keep  a  dog  from  barking,  and  a  tom-cat  from  skylarkiiig. 

But  you  cannot  keep  the  working  girl  down  town.  j^ 

They  can  stop  a  flea  from  biting,  and  Sullivan  from  fighting. 

And  an  alderman  from  going  to  Sing  Sing; 
They  can  keep  a  scandal  quiet,  if  ihey  want  a  thing  they'll  buy  it. 

If  yon  tell  a  chestnut  gag  a  bell  they'll  ring. 
They  cAn  stop  the  kid  from  squawking,  and  your  mother-in-law  from  talking, 

They  can  stop  yon  with  a  growler  full  of  beer; 
They  can  eay  yoiir  wife  was  flirting  with  some  gilly  while  out  walking. 

And  they  can  whisper  something  funny  in  your  ear. 
They  can  stop  a  barber  chinning,  and  a  gambler  from  winning. 

They  can  make  the  smartest  lawyer  act  a  clown; 
They  can  make  a  pretty  lady  think  her  husband  ie  a  baby,      .         " 

But  you  cannot  keep  the  working  girl  down  town. 

They  can  set  an  old  maid  crazy,  if  they  tell  her  she  is  a  daisy. 

They  can  make  you  pay  for  what  you  never  got; 
They  can  put  you  on  a  racket,  of  you  have  the  stuff  to  back  It,    .        " 

They  can  fix  you  so  you  never  will  be  caught. 
They  can  make  a  copper  chase  you.  they  can  make  a  bummer  mace  yon. 

They  can  marry  and  divorce  you  in  a  day; 
The^  can  make  you  feel  so  funny,  you  must  give  her  alimony,  .  <'  • 

W  hen  the  old  fifteen  dollar  a  week  you  have  to  pay. 
You  can  stop  a  train  from  going,  you  "can  stop  a  rooster  crowing. 

You  can  chew  upon  a  sausage  weighs  a  pound; 
Take  a  regiment  of  soldiers  with  gatiing  guns  on  their  shoulders, 

Ther  .Jould  not  keep  the  working  girl'down  town. 


— A  hint  was  sufficient:  At  a  house  in  Ohio  where  a  minister 
was  boarding,  the  servant  girl  was  anxious  lo  anticipate  everything , 
in  her  work  that  any  one  wished  her  to  do.  She  had  always  "just  | 
done  it,"  or  was  "  just  doing  it "  when  the  order  was  given.  This 
amused  the  young  divine,  and  on  one  occ/usion  he  thought  to  non- 
plus the  girfby  a  ruse.  "  I  don't  think  Eliza  has  washed  my  bible 
since  I  have  been  here,"  he  said  to  the  mistress,  in  a  low  tone,  but 
designed  to  be  overheard  by  the  girl.  In  a  few  minutes  later  the 
mistress  said  to  her  in  the  presence  of  the  clergyman,  "  Elizu,  have 
you  washed  Mr.  Blank's  bible?"  "No,  ma'am;  but  I'vegotil  asoak." 


•r>«*^ 
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I  Went  With  Him;  or,  My  Pal  Jack. 

Published  by  T.  B.  Harms  *  Co. 
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Words  and  Muaic  by  Leslie  Reed. 


One  day  my  pal  said,  "lets  go  out," 
•'  So  I  weut  uith  liiin;  0 

The  streets  lie  wandered  round  about. 

And  I  weut  with  hira. 
We  met  two  young  irirls,  l)ve  the  bye. 
And  one  of  tliem  she  looked  so  shy; 
Jack  said,  "  let's  co  there's  uo  one  uigh,' 

So  I  weut  with  iiim. 

CiioRrs. 

I  went  with  him,  for  I  could  not  leave 

My  pal.  Jack,  for  I  knew  that  he  would  grieve; 

I  was  very  well  aware  that  for  mashing  he'd  a  whim, 

And  the  ladies  took  my  fancy,  so  I  weut  with  him. 

He  saw  them  home,  'twas  in  the  town, 

And  I  went  with  him; 
They  asked  him  in  and  he  sat  down. 

And  I  went  with  him. 
,       .    When  suddenly,  oh,  dear!  oh.  Lor'! 

Tlie  father  came  anil  stamped  and  swore; 
He  kicked  Jack  clean  out  thro' the  door, 

And  I  weut  with  him. 

Chorus. 
I  went  with  him,  for  I  could  not  leave 
My  pal.  Jack,  for  I  knew  that  he  would  grieve; 
The  father  starajjed  and  swore,  then  with  a  .savage  grin, 
He  kicked  Jack  in  the  gutter,  and  I  went  with  him. 

He  went  to  take  a  drink  one  night, 
'  And  I  went  with  him; 

And  strange  to  say  he  got  quite  tight, 

Tho'  I  went  with  him. 
And  when  he'd  spent  nearly  all  his  tin 
On  whiskey,  ale  and  rum  and  gin, 
A  policeman  came  and  ran  Jack  in, 
And  I  weut  with  him. 

ClIOKUS. 

I  went  with  him,  for  I  could  not  leave 

My  pal,  Jack,  for  I  knew  tliat  he  would  grieve; 

The  policeman  was  .so  strong,  altho'  he  looked  so  slim, 

He  took  Jack  to  the  station,  and  I  went  with  him. 

Next  morn  he  came  before  the  judge. 

And  I  went  with  him; 
And  strange  to  say,  he  could  not  speak, 

Though  I  was  with  him. 
The  jiulge  looked  .stern,  and  .said  at  once, 
'  Young  man,  you  must  have  been  a  dunce;" 
He  sentenced  Jack  to  three  long  months. 

And  I  went  with  him. 

C110RC8, 
I  went  with  him,  for  I  could  not  leave 
My  pal.  Jack,  for  I  knew  tliat  he  would  grieve; 
He  was  so  much  afraid,  and  shook  in  ever}'  limb, 
An<l  I  thought  he  might  feel  lonely,  so  I  went  with  hira. 

One  day  he  went  out  on  the  ice. 
And  I  went  with  him; 
.,  He  said  that  .skating  was  so  nice, 

So  I  went  with  him. 
•  We  both  were  skating  very  well. 
When  suddenly  I  heard  a  yell; 
The  ice  gave  Avaj'  and  in  Jack  fell. 
And  I  went  with  him. 

Chorus. 
I  went  with  him,  f(jr  I  could  not  leave 
My  pal,  Jack,  for  I  knew  that  he  wouUl  grieve; 
AN  e  were  very  nearly  drowned,  for  Jack  he  couldn't  swim. 
And  as  I  never  learnt  myself,  I  went  with  hira. 


— Why  are  your  eyes  like  fdelScir  separated  by  distant  climcR? 
They  correspond,  but  nevetjrfeet.  .. 

— First  dude:  "You  look  tired,  old  fellah."  Second  dude: 
"Yes,  I  ara  weal  tired.  I've  been  cawying  a  silvaii  dollah 
awound  for  ovah  houah.  I  must  huhwy  up  and  get  it  changed 
into  scwip." 


HE'S   IN  THE   ASYLUM   NOW. 

with  Original  Version  and  Text  by  Sam  IX-rere. 

The  Woidt  and  Music  of  this  Sor4i  wi'l  be  xent  tu  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cenM;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sjnirs  for  One  DolUir.  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  VkcSl 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Posta^re  Stanipo  taken  sauie  .is  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  knew  a  happy  married  pair. 

Who  lived  not  far  from  here. 
They'd  never  had  an  angry  word, 

Tlieir  love  was  so  sincere: 
They'd  call  each  other  pet  and  duck,  ' 

Like  doves  they'd  bill  and  coo. 
One  day  his  mother-in  law  came  round 

To  slay  a  week  or  two. 

Cnonus.    ":■ 

He's  in  the  asylum  now, 
Her  voice  was  so  sweet  I  vow; 
How  he  longs  to  hear  once  more  ' 
That  dear  old  lady's  jaw — 
He's  in  the  asylum  now. 

Is  marriage  a  failure? 

Ouce  inquired  a  married  man. 
He'd  three  dear  wives  and  all  alive. 

Away  from  each  he'd  ran; 
But  how  to  solve  the  jiroblera 

He  felt  very  much  in  doubt, 
80  he  called  the  three  togeliier 

Just  to  talk  the  matter  out. 

Ciionus. 
He's  in  the  asylum  now, 
With  his  hand  to  his  classic  brow; 
Safe  inside  a  paddtnl  room. 
Writing  verses  for  his  tomb — 
He's  iu  Ihe  asylum  now.  ■« 

A  friend  of  mine  one  evening. 

Having  nothing  else  to  do. 
Weut  out  ami  bought  an  old  trombone. 

To  play  a  tune  or  two; 
To  l)e  a  fameil  musician  was 

His  one  fond  wish  in  life, 
One  day  he  played  a  solo  on 

That  trombone  to  his  wife. 

Chorus, 
She's  in  the  asylum  now, 
Where  sweet  riiusic  tluv  seldom  allow; 
Laid  in  silence  all  alone. 
How  she'll  miss  his  old  trombone—      \- 
She's  in  the  a.sylura  now. 

There's  a  new  ten  cent  puzzle  just  came  out. 

Will  cause  you  all  to  smile. 
It's  called  the  "  Pigs  in  Clover." 

And  has  set  the  people  wiM; 
I  bought  one  and  took  it  home      .  • 

My  family  to  entertain, 
But  in  trying  for  to  do  it. 

Has  drove  thcra  all  insane.  ... 

Chorus. 
And  they're  in  the  asylum  now. 
Squealing  like  a  lot  of  pigs,  I  vow; 
They'll  never  get  a  chance  again 
To  drive  the  pigs  into  the  jK'U,  ,  . 

For  they're  in  tiie  asylum  now.         .  -^ 
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POSTAGE  STAMP  FLIRTATION. 


Upside  down  on  teft  corner — I  love  you. 

Same  corner,  crosswise — My  heart  is  another's. 

Straight  up  and  down — Good-bye,  sweetheart. 

Upside  down  on  rigiit  corner — Write  no  more. 

In  centre,  at  top — Yes. 

Opposite,  at  bottom— No. 

On  rii^ht  hand  corner,  at  a  right  angle — Do  you  love  me? 

In  left  hanil  corner — I  hate  you. 

Top  corner,  at  the  right— I  wish  your  friendship. 

Bottom  corner,  at  the  left — I  seek  your  acquaintance. 

On  line  with  surname — Accept  my  love.       •  .:.-.• 

The  same,  upside  down — I  am  engaged. 

At  right  angle,  same  place — I  long  to  see  you.  -.  -.. 

In  the  middle,  at  right  hand  edge — Write  immediately. 
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THE   TILT   SKIRT./   ,:         I 

'^     .  Tune:—"  Chorming:  Young  Widow." .         ■   ' '  ■ 

Send  Tour  name  »nd  addrcsw  to  II.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Bow,  New  York  City,  and  receive 
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Suugit— Free.    Postage  Stauipe  taken  same  as  caiib  tor  all  our  goods. 

While  walking  down  Broadway  one  morning,  and  thinking 

Of  the  funny  creations  which  fashion  has  bred. 
As  shown  by  the  "  pancakes,"  the  "sundowns,"  the  "  gypsies, 

And  all  tlie  queer  things  girls  wear  on  their  head; 
I  saw  ' '  waterfalls,"  '  'puffs,"  '  Tats," '  'mice,"  and  cheek  "plumpers, " 

Worn  by  maids,  wives  and  widows,  and  ditshing  young  flirts. 
But  nothing  so  much  took  my  eye  or  my  fancy. 

As  those  killing,  enchanting,  suggestive  "  tilt  skirts."         *    " 

While  thinking,  before  me  I  saw,  what  a  figure, 

My  eyes  were  entranced,  I  was  dumb  with  surprise; 
She'd  a  waist  of  a  Venus,  a  bust  fit  for  a  Juno, 

And  the  wickedest,  killingest  kind  of  black  eyes. 
She  smiled  sucli  a  smile,  as  before  a  shop  w  indovv 

Slie  stopped,  first  to  peep — I  was  on  the  alert, 
And  as  gracefully  forward  she  stooped  for  a  moment, 

I  saw  such  a  sight!    Oh,  that  blessed  "  tilt  skirt."  )  . 

What  a  foot!  what  an  ankle!  they  set  my  heart  bumping. 

Oh,  how  my  mouth  watered  as  she  onward  sped; 
And  I  followed,  panting,  and  hoping  and  fearing, 

With  a  thousand  wild  thoughts  rushing  through  my  poor  head. 
When,  all  of  a  sudden,  she  dushed  in  a  doorway. 

And  up  stiiirs  she  tripped — 1  hope  'twas  not  pert — 
But  who  could  restrain  liis  eyes  from  then  feasting 

On  all  'twas  revealed  by  that  blessed  "  tilt  skirt." 

What  a  foot!  what  a  gaiter!  an  ankle,  oh,  dear  me, 

It  quite  drives  me  mad,  but  to  tliiuk  of  it  now,  -^ 

And  tlien  what  a  leg!  spanned  by  such  a  sweet  gaiter, 

I  felt,  quite  all  over,  1  cannot  tell  how! 
I  waited,  how  could  I  lejive  a  feast  so  enchanted? 

Five  long  minutes  passed  and  still  on  the  alert; 
I  saw  her  come  down,  and  at  each  step  she  tilled, 

And  1  fairly  wilted!  oh,  that  blessed  "  tilt  shirt." 

For  a  moment  I  stood  without  power  to  follow. 

As  she  daintily  tripped  along  over  the  "  Russ;" 
But  soon  i  summoned  courage,  and  caught  up  with  my  charmer, 

Just  as  she  her  fingeis  iield  up  for  a  "  bus." 
It  stopped.     The  door  opened.     Her  dry  goods  she  lifted, 

I  stood  in  the  ru.sh,  uumindful  of  hurt; 
Ye  gods!  what  a  heaven  to  my  eyes  was  then  ojiened. 

As  once  more  she  tilted  that  blessed  "  tilt  skirt." 

I  rushed  in  lieliind  her,  a  seat  took  beside  her,    - 

At  the  end  of  tiie  street  she  rose  to  go  out;  ■    / 

)  And  I  rose  as  well.  I  was  in  such  a  fever,  .     '      " 

That  really  I  knew  not  what  I  was  aboutl 
I  followed  her,  spoke;  she  blushed,  I  insisted  • 

On  seeing  her  home,  and  she  proved  no  flirt;         ' 
For  she  quickly  consented,  and  I've  never  repented 

The  day  I  first  saw  that  blessed  "  tilt  skirt." 


;   '".I 


Good  Old  Friends  of  My  Youth. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soup:  wii  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  )x>8t-paid.  on  receipt  of  iO 

oeutM;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Son);s  tor  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  130  Park 

Kow, New  York  City.    PoslageSlainpstakeu  saineaocuMhforaU  ourgood>. 

When  I  dream  of  the  fiiends  of  my  youth, 

And  the  hearts  that  were  dear  to  me  then, 
I  turn  with  a  sigh  to  the  days  gone  by. 

Yet  I  love  to  recall  them  again. 
When  I  dream  of  the  joys  that  once  were  mine, 

Of  the  hearts  that  were  gentle  and  true, 
My  heart  still  bends  to  my  good  old  friends,        / 

And  1  sigh  when  I  bid  them  adieu     .;    .. 

Ciiouus. 

My  heart  still  bends  to  my  good  old  friends. 

To  my  good  old  friends  of  yore; 
And  I  turn  with  a  sigh  to  the  dnys  gone  by, 

And  the  hearts  that  shall  greet  me  no  more 

When  I  think  of  a  mother  so  kind,  - 

And  the  hearth  to  my  childhood  so  dear; 
Wherever  I  roam  I  dream  of  that  home,         -.    ■ 

With  a  sigh  that  will  melt  to  a  tear.  ■  ' 

When  I  think  of  the  hand  that  led  me  forth, 

And  the  footsteps  that  followetl  my  own; 
The  ej'es  that  smiled  when  tliey  called  me  a  child. 

But  have  failed  and  left  me  alone.— Cuoiius 
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O'DONNELL,   THE  AVENGER 


Copyright,  1883,  by  W.  J.  McVey. 
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Tune:— "  Wearing  of  the  Green." 


In  Newgate's  gloomy  prii<on  they  have  dug  a  narrow  grave,    '   '    '  "■'■ 
And  in  it  eleepis  O'Donnell,  the  bravest  of  the  brave; 
From  this  world  lie  sent  a  monster  who  is  numbered  with  the  damned. 
The  bat<e  and  brutal  Carey,  who  disgraced  bis  native  laud. 

Chorus. 
Now  Carey's  gone  before  tlie  Great  Tribune,  where  truth  he  had  to  tell, 
Where  all  his  jierjured  evidence  could  not  eave  his  soul  from  hell; 
Where  his  crimes  stood  plain  before  him  and  he  could  not  them  deny. 
And  the  blood  of  Irieh  luartyrB  for  revenge  did  loudly  cry. 

He  was  the  organizer  of  the  Mysterious  Number  One,  ...  ^ 

He  planned  the  double  murder  and  he  led  the  bloody  van;         ■' 
For  worldly  greed  he  done  the  deed,  his  coimtrynien  he  sold. 
Like  Judas  in  the  Scripture,  for  his  Saxon  master's  gold.— Chorus. 

O'Donnell  left  his  native  land  when  he  was  very  young,  : 

To  seek  an  honest  living  ill  the  land  of  \\ashington; 

He  bade  adieu  to  Donegal,  and  i>raved  timl  he  might  see 

The  Saxon  driven  from  Lough  Foyle  and  the  green  flag  flying  free.— Chobub. 

He  lived  beneath  the  stars  and  stripes  when  fortune  on  him  shone. 

But  thought  he  would  return  again  to  see  his  dear  old  home; 

He  was  shadowed  by  detectives,  so  he  bade  his  friends  good-bye,  • 

And  started  off  for  Africa  his  fortune  there  to  try. — Choru«.  -    ■    ;.■' 

On  board  the  Kinsfann  Castle  from  England  he  did  sail, 

She  was  a  British  steamship,  and  carried  the  <'apo  Town  mail; 

Among  the  cabin  passengers  he  met  an  Irishman, 

Who  with  his  wife  and  family  were  bound  for  that  distant  land.— Chorus. 

They  shook  hands  and  made  acquaintance  in  the  real  old  Irhsh  style, 

The  stranger  looked  suspicious,  l)ut  vainly  tried  to  smile; 

He  seemea  to  be  in  trouble  or  had  something  on  his  mind, 

O'Dounell  thought  he  mourned  the  loss  of  tiiose  he  left  behind.— Chorus. 

'Twas  noticed  he  kept  distant  from  the  passengers  and  crew, 
And  always  tried  to  nide  his  face  from  everybixlv's  view; 
Like  Cain  when  he  slew  Alx-l,  he  could  find  no  place  to  bide,         '   - 
He  fancied  vengeance  followed  him  ui>on  the  ocean  wide.— Chosw. 

When  they  arrived  in  Cape  Town  a  rumor  did  arise. 

That  Carey,  the  informer,  was  « ith  them  in  disguise; 

The  thought  struck  O'Donnell  that  Powers  was  the  man,  -       • 

And  soon  on  board  the  Melrose  liiey  face  to  face  did  stand. — Chorus. 

The  informer  had  been  drinking,  his  manner  it  wae  changed. 

It  seemed  as  though  he  got  a  blow  that  set  his  niiud  deranged;  .  .■■_ 

He  rushed  upon  O Donnell  and  swore  he  would  have  his  life, 

But  a  bullet  pierced  his  traitorous  heart  in  presence  of  his  wife. — CnoRUS. 

They  have  found  O'Donnell  guilty  in  the  first  degree. 

But  he  simply  stood  in  self  defense  before  a  brute  at  sea; 

W  ho  brought  his  wretched  family  to  sorrow,  grief  and  shame, 

They  will  shake  with  fear  and  blush  to  hear  their  cowardly  father's  name.  -  Cho 

Surrounded  by  his  enemies,  and  from  his  prison  cell 

Marched  O'Donnell  to  the  gallows,  and  his  look  did  plainly  tell,  ".' 

He  would  mount  the  tyrant's  scaffold,  his  Saxon  foes  defy. 

For  Ireland  and  the  Irish  he  was  not  afraid  to  die. — Chorus. 


Oh!  If  I  Had  Some  One  Who'd  Love  Me. 
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Oh!  if  I  had  some  one  who'd  love  me, 

My  troubles,  my  trials  who'd  share; 
One  to  love  and  a  little  reprove  me, 

And  lessen  my  heart  of  its  care. 
Oh !  if  I  htid  some  one  who'd  love  me. 

To  cherish  and  comfort  me,  too. 
The  bright  shining  stars  then  above  me 

Would  i^rove  a  gre.it  h:ippiness,  loo. 
For  'tis  love  that's  the  bliss  of  creation 

Only  love  that's  in  nature  sublime; 
To  the  highest  of  lowly  of  station. 

Love  to  all  is  a  feeling  divine. 
Ciiouus. 

Oh!  if  I  had  some  one  who'd  love  me, 
Jly  troubles,  my  trials  who'tl  share; 

One  to  love  and  little  reprove  me,  '    ', 

And  lessen  my  heart  of  its  care. 

Oh!  if  I  had  some  one  who'd  love  mo, 

Then  nature  more  lovely  would  beam; 
The  flowerets'  sweet  perfume  then  round  me, 

Wtiuld  hail  and  gladden  the  scene. 
Oh!  if  I  had  some  one  who'd  love  mc. 

Whose  henrt  and  whose  soul  could  l)e  mine. 
Then  I'd  praise  the  blest  powers  above  me 

For  my  life  thus  made  truly  divine.         ".:  .; 
For  'tis  love  that's  the  bliss  of  creation. 

Only  love  that's  the  nature  sublime; 
To  the  highest  of  lowest  of  .station, 

To  be  loved  is  a  feeling  divine. — Chorus. 


^^ 
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THE   HODMAN'S   LAMENT. 

Tune— "  Poor  Pat  Must  Emigrato." 

Scud  vour  name  and  luUlresrf  to  H.  J.  Wenman.  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  recelT* 

by  return  mail  a  ouiiiplete  C'ataloftue  of  over  3000  Popular  Enirligh  and  German 

SongH— Free.    Pobto^e  Stamps  toki'U  same  a«  cash  for  all  our  kooUk. 

My  name  is  Dt-unis  Morgan, 

I  was  born  in  tlie  County  Mobicon; 

Where  a  nice  uate  farm  I  lived  upon. 

That  was  in  (lays  gone  by; 
I  come  over  to  this  conutry 
Along  with  my  i«raall  fanuly. 
Where  ricli  and  poor  were  on  equality. 

My  fortune  for  to  try. 
I  ani  a  long  time  from  that  good  old  sod, 
Man\  miles  of  this  broad  land  I  trod, 
My  r)Cfupation  was  carrying  the  hod. 

But  those  days  will  never  more  be  seen; 
For  they've  cut  our  wages  down  so  small 
A  poor  man  can  scarce  live  at  all, 
For  the  hod,  the  mortar,  bricks  and  all. 

They're  hoisting  up  by  steam. 

Long  life  and  health  to  you,  Bill  Tweetl, 
What'ere  your  nation  or  your  creed, 
For  you  always  helped  the  poor  in  need 

When  you  were  Senator;  ' 

No  soup  liousc  paupers  then  did  hirk. 
And  less  poor  men  were  out  of  work. 
For  you  fought  the  wolf  just  like  a  turk. 

When  hunger  did  occur. 
But  if  ere  you  should  come  back  again. 
You'll  meet  the  help  of  honest  workingmen, 
For  no  matter  who  may  you  condemn, 

You  were  poverty's  best  screen; 
But  now  your  loss  "we  do  deplore, 
And  none  will  .«;ay  much  less,  I'm  sure. 
Though  you  robbed  the  rich  you  fed  the  poor. 

And  never  acted  mean. 

I  coultl  recall  many  facts  here  in  my  rhymes. 
But  God  be  witli  them  good  old  times, 
"VVhcn  in  New  York  we  had  less  crimes. 

And  labor  got  its  pay; 
/  But  we  daily  .see  before  our  sight 

■  That  r.ipitaf  still  backs  up  might. 
And  still  do  strive  to  cheat  the  rights 

Up  to  the  present  day. 
But  pidl  tngother,  show  our  power, 
^  And  wash  out  might  with  a  rightful  shower. 

And  iieaven's  blessing  every  hour. 

Will  help  the  poor  man's  cause; 
For  if  Washington  was  here  to-day. 
His  eloquence  he  would  display. 
And  grant  the  poor  man  still  fair  play. 

And  put  down  thievery  and  fraud. 


THE  DAY  I  FIRST  PLAYED  BALL. 

Tuuf—  'The  Day  I  Played  Base  Ball." 
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By  John  E.  Shea. 

My  name  it  is  O'Gal higher, 

I'm  a  bail  player  b}-  trade; 
I  play  now  with  a  crack  team,- boys, 

And  a  large  salary  I'm  paid. 

I  rank  among  the  l)est  of  men. 

And  deserve  the  prai.se  of  all; 
But  I  tell  jou  wliat,  it  was  no  fun. 

The  day  I  first  played  ball. 

Oh,  first  I  tried  the  catcher's  mask. 
Sure  I  thought  my.solf  in  a  powder  flask, 

And  they  struck  me  with  a  cobbler's  la£t. 
The  day  1  first  played  ball. 

Then  next  I  tried  a  "  home  run  "  bat. 
And  iiit  the  ball  such  a  terrible  smack, 

That  it  kiK)cked  a  horse-car  off  the  track. 
The  day  1  first  played  ball. 

They  put  me  behind  the  plate. 

And  said  if  I  caugiit  a  ball  they'd  treat; 
But  I  showed  tliem  I  couldn  t  be  beat, 

The  day  I  first  played  ball. 


So  then  I  trieil  to  steal  a  base. 
Sure  I  fell  down  and  broke  ray  face; 

Oh,  it  was  worse  than  a  six-days  race, 
The  day  I  first  played  ball. 

Sure  then  I  tried  to  throw  a  "  tly," 
And  it  struck  the  manager  in  the  eye; 

And  they  all  jumped  over  the  fence  to  dio. 
The  day  I  first  played  ball. 

The  people  then  took  ofT  their  hatj. 
And  the  kids  they  all  did  holler  "  rats;" 

And  they  gave  me  all  the  broken  bats. 
The  day  I  first  played  ball. 

The  ladies  all  appeared  so  gay, 

Antl  presented  me  witii  a  fine  bouquet; 
And  said  I'd  be  worth  10,000  some  day. 

If  I'd  learn  to  play  base  ball. 

Then  I  met  a  gang— one's  name  was  Luke, 
lie  said,  "  old  man,  go  take  a  fluke;" 

I  turned  and  htt  him  a  rap  in  the  snute, 
The  day  I  first  played  ball. 

The  gang  then  gave  me  a  l)ottle  of  rj'e, 
And  said,  "  old  man,  you've  got  to  die;" 

And  they  hung  me  on  the  gallows  high. 
The  day  I  first  played  ball. 


SAM   DEVERKS  LATEST. 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere.  ' 


They  are  fcoing  to  try  and  stop  them  selling  crooked  auction  pools. 

It's  tlie  latest; 
The  Bowery  tiny  say  it  will  be  full  of  Sunday  schools. 

It's  the  laiefit. 
Then  the  gawks  that  come  from  Jersey  will  fail  to  see  the  sights. 
The  dudes  are  going  crazy,  and  bald  li'eads  are  on  a  strike. 
Because  Miss  Lillian  Russell  has  refused  to  put  on  tights, 

It's  the  latest. 

Johnnie  Bull  he  thinks  that  all  the  Irish  people  they  are  fools, 

Ifs  the  latest; 
Because  they're  fighting  very  hard  to  try  and  get  home  rule, 

Ifs  the  latest. 
How  they  suffer  under  English  rule  no  human  tongue  can  tell, 
Old  rigott  with  his  forgeries,  and  the  London  Times  as  well. 
Couldn't  down  the  Land  League  or  its  hero,  Cbas.  Paruell, 

It's  the  latest. 

Down  at  Washington  they're  having  quite  a  time  the  papers  say. 

It's  the  latest; 
Since  our  President  and  Congress  took  their  scats  the  other  day. 

It's  the  latest.  \  » 

I  hoj)e  they'll  pass  a  bill  to  give  the  workingman  a  show, 
Cleveland's  adniiiiistration  you'll  admit's  been  rather  slow;  - 

So  with  an  empty  cradle  he  II  go  back  to  OufTalo, 

It's  the  latest. 

Of  the  elevated  conductors  I  would  like  to  say  a  word, 

Ifs  the  latest; 
I  think  the  orders  they  receive  are  certainly  absurd,  . 

It's  the  latest. 
They'll  holler  "  here  step  lively,"  and  in  your  face  the  gate  they'll  slam. 
But  I  think  they  ought  to  be  oj)en  when  to  save  a  fellow  man; 
But  the  directors  for  a  poor  man's  life,  you  bet,  dont  care  a , 

It's  tlie  latest. 

We  produce  the  smartest  fighters  in  this  country  there's  no  doubt. 

It's  the  latest; 
For  Jack  Mc.\ul:Se  he  has  knocked  the  light  weight  English  champion  out, 

If  ►  the  latest. 
And  John  L.  for  his  battle  with  Kilrain  this  time  will  surely  train, 
Then  the  draw  across  the  water  will  be  easy  to  explain: 
For  Sullivan  the  champion  of  the  world,  you  bet,  will  still  remain, 

Ifs  the  latest. 

A  hundred  j  ears  ago  George  Wasbington  in  New  York  did  land, 

Ifs  the  latest; 
And  to  celebrate  that  arrival  they  fixed  things  very  grand, 

I'ts  the  latest. 
And  all  the  people  from  near  and  far  they  tried  to  get  a  chance 
To  see  the  Ceiiteniiial  parade  and  join  into  the  dance. 
For  we  invited  all  our  sisters  and  our  coubius  aud  our  aunts, 

Ifs  the  latest. 


— "  My  friend,  have  yoti  sufficient  confidence  in  me  to  lend  me 
a  dollar?"     "  Oh,  yes!  confidence  enough,  but  no  dollar." 

— "  Buy  a  trunk,  Pat?"  said  a  dealer.  "  And  for  what  should 
I  buy  a  trunk?"  rejoined  Pat.  "To  put  your  clothes  in,"  was 
the  reply,     "  And  go  naked!  exclaimed  Pat?  the  divil  a  bit  iv  it." 

— A  bashful  young  man  was  escorting  a  bashful  young  lady, 
when  she  said,  entreatingly:  "  Jabt-z,  don't  tell  anybody  you 
beaued  me  home."  "  Don't  be  afraid,  replied  he,  I  am  as  much 
ashamed  of  it  as  you  are." 
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GAL  WHAT   I  CALLS   MINE. 
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Just  around  the  corner  youll  observe  .  . 

A  snug  little  green -procer's  shop,  -  ;V 

With  the  name  of  Villiam  Viggins  .     '  ' 

Painted  large  as  life  on  top;  ".  *   . 

Well,  that  concern  belongs  to  me,  v  r 

And  the  trade  I  does  is  fine, 
But  I'd  sooner  part  with  all  I  have 
'•,  -      .  Than  that  gal  what  I  calls  mine. 

Chorus. 

For  I  dotes  on  the  ground  she  walks  upon. 
And  her  two  bright  ej'es  that  shine, 

I  would  not  take  all  the  money  in  the  bank 
For  that  gal  \v hat  I  calls  mine. 

Now  where  she  lives  and  what's  her  name 

I  don't  intend  to  tell, 
For  certain  sure  she'd  soon  be  quizzed 
.  By  every  noble  swell; 

/  You  may  see  me  on  a  Sunday,  -.^ 

If  the  weather  it  is  fine,  ' 

■  /       As  I  take  my  walk,  and  on  my  arm 
,  Is  the  gul  what  I  calls  mine. — Chorus. 

There's  servant  maids  and  other  maids. 

What's  dealers  at  my  store;  '■ 

They  winks  their  eyes,  so  I  winks  mine 

In  fun,  but  nothing  more. 
If  a  duchess  wished  to  marry  me, 

I'd  beg  leave  to  decline; 
I'd  rather  live  on  bread  and  cheese 

With  the  gal  what  I  calls  mine. — Chdrus. 

Twns  last  Sunday  afternoon,  \i;     :  - 

■  I  plucked  up  nerve  v>  [xtp 

The  question  if  slie'd  have  me. 
And  my  wegebles  and  shop; 
She  didn't  say  "  no!"  she  didn't  say  "yes!" 
:.  But  she  said  slie'd  "  drop  a  line,"  .         ' 

'Cause  so  very  bashful  and  so  shy 
Is  the  girl  what  I  calls  mine. 

Spokkn. — I  do  believe  she'd  blush  herself  to  death  if  anybody'd 
let  her.  But  it's  a  ton  of  coals  to  a  pint  of  goose-berries  she  an- 
swers "yes!"  So,  if  the  wegebles  should  go  up  a  penny  or  so,  it 
will  be  owing  to  the  matrimonial  speculation  of  this  "  umble 
hindiwiddle"  with  the  pjarty  of  the  hoppersite  sect  of  which  as  I 
said  before. — Cuouus.  . 
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MICHAEL   DWYER. 
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At  length  brave  Michael  Dwyer,  ■■ ' 

And  his  undaunted  men. 
Were  scented  o'er  the  mountains 

And  tracked  into  the  glen; 
The  stealthy  soldiers  followed. 

With  ready  bhide  and  ball. 
And  swore  to  tnip  the  outlaw 

That  night  in  wild  Email. 

They  prowled  al)Out  the  valley. 

And  toward  the  dawn  of  day 
Discovered  whore  the  faithful 

And  fearless  heroes  lay; 
Around  the  little  cottage 

They  formed  a  ring, 
And  called  out,  "  Michael  Dwyer, 

Surrender  to  the  king!" 

Thus  answered  Michael  Dwyer:    ,  ;. 

"  Into  this  house  we  came 
Unasked  by  those  who  own  it,      ;  ■ ' 

Thev  cannot  be  to  blame;  :,- 

Then  let  those  guiltless  people. 

Unquestioned,  passed  you  through, 
'And  when  they're  passed  in  safety, 

I'll  tell  you  what  we'll  do." 


'Twas  done — "  and  now,"  said  Dwyer, 

"  Your  work  you  may  begin; 
You  are  a  hundred  outside,         . 

We're  only  four  within; 
We've  heard  your  hau.u:hty  summons. 

And  this  i^  our  reply —     ^ 
We're  true,  united  Irishmen,  ..  "•      - 

We'll  fight  until  we  die!"       y      . 

Then  burst  the  war's  red  lightning, 

Then  poured  the  leaden  rain. 
The  hills  around  re-echoed 

The  thunder  i>eals  again; 
The  soldiers  falling  round  him, 

Brave  Dwyer  sees  with  pride- 
But,  ah!  one  gallant  comrade 

Is  wounded  by  his  side. 

Yet  there  are  three  remaining. 

Good  battle  still  to  do, 
Their  hands  tire  strong  and  steady. 

Their  aim  is  quick  and  true; 
But,  hark— that  furious  shouting 

The  sjivage  soldiers  raise! 
Tlie  house  is  fired  around  them. 

The  roof  is  in  a  blaze! 

And  brighter  every  moment 

The  lurid  fiames  arose. 
And  louder  swelled  the  laughter 

And  cheering  of  their  foes; 
Then  spake  the  liiave  M'Alister, 

The  wejik  ami  wounded  man, 
"You  can  escape,  my  comrades,    .     ";;_ 

And  this  shall  be  your  plan — 

Place  in  my  hands  a  musket. 

Then  lie  upon  the  floor, 
I'll  stand  before  the  soldiers. 

And  o|)en  wide  the  door; 
They'll  pour  into  ni}-  bosom 

The  fire  of  tiieir  aiimy,  --'''' 

Then  wliile  their  guns  are  empty. 

Dash  through  them  and  away !" 

He  stood  before  the  foemen. 

Revealed  amidst  the  flame,  • 
From  out  their  levelled  pieces 

Tlie  wislied-for  volley  came; 
Up  sprang  the  three  survivors 

For  whom  tlie  hero  died. 
But  only  Michael  Dwyer 

Burst  through  the  ranks  outside. 

He  baffled  his  pursuers, 
Wlio  followed  like  the  wind. 

And  swam  the  river  Slaney, 
And  left  them  far  behind; 

But  many  a  scarlet  sohlier 
He  promised  soon  sliould  fall. 

For  those,  his  gallant  comrades, 

.    Who  died  in  w  ild  Email. 


I   DO   NOT   WATCH  ALONE. 

Words  and  Music  by  Annie  Friokcr. 
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centK;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  tor  One  Dollar,  by  U.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  aU  our  goods. 

When  every  flower  that  ope'd  at  morn 

Its  weary  eye  shall  close. 
And  by  the  wings  of  mem'ry  borne,  "' 

My  thoughts  on  thee  repose; 
.  /     :    I  love  to  hear  the  ev'ning  iKills,       :  -'-'  * 

To  list  their  soothing  tone, 
For  to  my  heart  their  music  tells, 

I  do  not  watch  alone,  I  do  not  watch  alone. 

-:  In  fancy,  while  I  hear  that  chime,  ", 

•         •,    .,        I  rove  again  with  thee, 

•,;^..    And  hear  thy  VOW':  "  At  ev'ning  time,      ,     -..  ! 
■ ;        .;'      My  thoughts  of  thee  shall  be."  ••  '  ':\ 

Then  will  I  love  those  vesper  bells,  '-    • 

And  list  their  soothing  tone; 
For  to  my  heart  their  music  tells, 
I  do  not  watch  alone,  I  do  not  watch  alone. 


-.;a5i*K:?'.':*ias^5:2£;  .'^:^=^^  ■ 
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SHE   DANCED  LIKE  A  FAIRY. 


1  Tour  Dam*  and  addret*  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  UO  Park  Row,  N*«w  Tork  City,  and  raoelr* 
DjrrMum  mail  a  cotaplete  oaC&lotrue  uf  over  9U00  Popular  Enffliah  and  0«rtnan 
Soi>(»— Free.    Postagu  Stamps  taken  name  an  caali  for  all  our  irooda 


I'll  relate  to  you  pubHc  the  source  of  my  woes,   .• 

They're  worse  than  hard  blows,  for  nobody  knows 

Wlien  with  love  your  young  heart  like  a  cauliflower  grows, 

And  the  girl  don't  care  two-pence  for  you. 
The  case  ills  mine,  I'm  sorry  to  say, 

Through  a  girl — when  I  think  my  heart  heaves — 
Whom  I  taught  to  dance  in  an  exquisite  way, 

And  sing  twice  as  well  as  Sims  ueeves. 

Chorus. 

She  danced  like  a  fairy,  and  sang  like  a  bird 
She  did  on  my  word — but  rather  absurd; 
She  doated  on  Vivian,  a  man  that  you've  heard. 
And  so  she  skedaddled  from  me. 

Then  her  father  sold  goods  on  a  second-hand  plan. 
He'd,  when  he  began,  no  meat  in  the  pan; 
But  from  little  to  big  he  became  a  great  man. 

And  he  now  has  a  hand-me-down  shop 
Coats,  trousers  and  waistcoats  for  him  she  would  turn. 

And  ccavert  the  old  sliirts  into  new; 
When  husmess  was  done,  then  her  steps  she  would  learn. 

And  dance  in  a  suit  of  light  blue. — Chorus. 

The  first  time  that  I  met  her,  'twas  at  her  pa's  shop, 

I  outside  did  stop.  th«i  inside  did  pop; 

Half  a  sovereign  bright  in  her  little  palm  drop. 

Said:  "  Have  you  got  a  suit  to  fit  me?" 
She  showed  an  assortment,  hats,  coats,  boots  as  well. 

And  at  last  I  chose  these  like  a  man; 
She  said  I  looked  handsome,  in  love  with  me  fell — 

From  that  time  our  courtship  began. — Chorus. 

On  each  Saturday  night  I  my  clothes  would  redeem, 

It's  jiist  like  a  dream,  so  strange  does  it  seem; 

Just  to  think  we  on  Sundays  looked  like  king  and  queen. 

When  from  "  Uncle's  "  I'ti  l>orrowed  my  clothes. 
He'd  lend  me  my  Chesterfield  just  for  the  day, 

And  on  Mondays  I'd  take  him  them  back; 
The  money  spend  on  her — but  to  ray  dismay. 

One  morning  she  gave  me  the  sack.— Chorus. 

But  Charles  Vivian  got  clothes  from  the  same  shop  as  me, 

And  soon  I  could  see  with  me  'twas  U  P; 

He  made  friends  with  her  father,  and  with  them  took  tea. 

And  he  san^  them  his  last  comic  songs. 
His  soft  winnmg  ways  her  affections  did  win. 

And  then  he  took  her  feelings  by  storm; 
He  then  brought  her  out,  and  he  thus  took  her  in. 

For  with  him  now  she  does  perform. — Chorus. 


Pretty  Little  Pigs  in  Clover. 

CopjrJjht,  1889,  by  W.  H.  Ewald  *  Bro. 

Til*  Word*  and  M udc  of  UUa  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrem,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

eentt:  or  thU  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  IX  nrk 

Row,  New  York  City.    Poetace  Stamp*  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda. 

Words  and  Music  by  Frank  Matthews. 


A  pleasant  little  sight  oft  fills  me  with  delight 

When  day  is  done  with  all  its  toil  and  care; 
As  homeward  I  return,  with  fondest  hopes  I  yearn 

To  see  my  little  darlings  gathered  there. 
About  the  floor  they  plav,  with  hearts  so  light  and  gay, 

They  climb  ujwn  my  knee,  each  tiny  rover; 
They  shout  in  hearty  glee,  us  merrjjr  as  can  be, 

Contented  they  as  little  pigs  in  clover. 

Chorus. 

Pretty  little  pigs  in  clover. 
So  happy  is  each  tiny  rover; 
Each  dimpled  smile  of  glee 
Is  suusliine  unto  me, 
Yon  pretty  little  pigs  in  clover. 

I  join  their  sunny  glee,  for  in  each  face  I  see 

A  glimpse  of  heaven  while  I  gaze  with  joy; 
The  patter  of  their  feet  is  music  ever  sweet, 

I  prav  that  Gotl  will  bless  each  girl  and  boy. 
So  cosily  they  rest,  with  hope  it  fills  my  breast. 

And  here  at  home  each  earthly  trouble's  over; 
There's  Almy,  bright  and  fair,  and  funny  Sidney  there, 

With  all  the  rest,  like  little  pigs  in  the  clover.— Chorus. 
My  heart  ne'er  knows  a  care,  while  lovingly  I  share 

The  gentle  loving  smiles  of  faces  bright; 
For  like  a  happy  dream,  the  children  round  me  seem. 

Whose  bed-lime  comes  they  kiss  me  sweet  good-night. 
Like  roses  on  life's  way,  they  bloom  from  day  to  day. 

They  cheer  my  heart  and  tide  all  sorrows  over; 
My  life  still  keeps  its  joys  for  all  my  girls  and  boys. 

Still  may  they  be  liKe  little  pigs  in  clover. — Chorus. 


HATTIE   MAY. 

Tune—"  Haggle  May." 


Band  Toor  name  and  addrensto  H.  J.  Wennian,  130  Park  Row,  New  Tork  City,  and  reeelre 

Dy  return  mall  a  complete  C'atalofrue  uf  over  3000  Popular  EnKlUh  and  liemian 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda 

Her  fairy  form  is  flitting  now 

Before  my  ardent  gaze. 
The  light  of  heaven  is  on  her  brow. 

And  happy  are  her  days. 
Her  face  is  bright  as  morning  light, 

Her  breath  lilie  new-mown  hay, 
Bhe  is  a  creature  gay  and  bright, 

Sweet  charming  Ilattie  May. 

Ciioitus. 

My  darling  win.some  Hattie, 
With  face  as  briglil  as  day, 
Your  fairy  form  i.s  sweet  to  see, 
' .     ^  My  charming  Hattie  May. 

In  years  agonc  I  knew  her  well, 
And  saw  her  budding  charms; 
Her  loviny  nature  I  could  tell 
.  •  While  nestling  in  my  arms. 

>  She  is  enshrined  within  my  heart, 

■,  Grows  sweeter  every  day; 

May  many  j-cars  pass  ere  we  part, 
'  My  charming  liatiie  May. — Chorus. 


THE  GIRL   OF  THE   PERIOD. 

The  Words  and  Muxlc  of  this  Sonfc  will  Im;  sent  to  any  addrrm,  noet-pald,  on  receipt  of  M 

cenU;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  fur  One  Itullar,  by  ll.  J.  Wehman,  IW  iWk 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casta  for  all  our  goods. 

I  am  a  girl  of  the  period. 

And  am  not  afraid  to  venture 
That  I  am  just  the  gavcst  girl 

Of  this  the  19lh  century; 
Some  gents  think  they  are  very  fast. 

But  this  is  all  conceited; 
Give  us  gay  girls  but  a  square  chance. 

And  we  are  bound  to  beat  'em. 

Chorus. 

I  am  just  sixteen  and  from  mama, 
With  little  i)oodlc  and  cigar; 
I  strut  the  street  with  a  flourishing  cane. 
And  the  Girl  of  the  Period  is  my  name. 

I'll  be  seventeen  next  birthday. 

For  ina  says,  and  she  knows; 
If  any  young  man  wants  to  marry  me, 

Let  him  pop  and  liere  slie  goes; 
For  I'm  anxious  for  the  day 

To  come  when  I'll  be  wedded 
To  a  handsome  chap  with  a  black  mustache. 

Blue-eyed  and  curley  headed. — Chorus. 

Now  all  you  chaps  that's  twenty  or  more. 
And  don  t  want  to  lie  on  the  bachelor's  score; 
For  heaven's  sake  don'l  longer  tarr}', 
But  come  to  me,  for  I'm  bound  to  marry 
I'm  handsome  and  I  know  it,  too. 
With  a  waterfall  of  a  golden  hue; 
,    With  a  Grecian  bend  and  a  heavy  frill, 
I  tell  you  I'm  a  sweet  little  pill. — Chorus. 


— There  are  various  stations  in  life;  but  the  least  desirable  is  the 
police  station.  

—A  good  old  lady,  who  improved  every  opportunity  to  leach 
by  precept  and  example,  once  remarked  at  a  prayer  meeting-  "Aly 
friends,  as  I  came  along,  I  saw  a  cow,  a  cow  iiswitching  of  her 
tail — in  this  wicked  world  of  strife  she  was  peaceful  and  con- 
tented, a-8witching  of  her  tail— and  I  said  to  myself:  Go  thou  and 
do  likewise." 
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.      Immenseikoff;  or,  the  Central  Toflf. 

Tll«  WoiiU  aiid  Music  of  thU  Song  -aI'.I  be  sent  to  any  addreak  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  < 
•ents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sjngs  for  One  l>ollar.  by  H.  J.  Wehmaii,  130  yurk 
Bow,  New  York  city.    Postage  Stamps  taken  name  aa  cash  for  all  ourKOoda. 

Hal  my  dear  friends,  pray 'ow  de  do? 
^  I 'opes  I  sees  you  well; 

Perhaps  ye  don't  know  who  I  am. 

Well,  I'm  the  Heastern  swell.  v 

My  chambers  is  in  Broadway, 

And  I  fancy  I'm  a  toff ; 
From  top  to  toe  I  really  think 

I  looks  immenseikoff.  ,  v 

,  Chorus.  - 

Immenseikoff,  immeuseikoff. 

Behold  in  me  a  central  toff ; 
A  toff,  a  toff,  a  toff,  u  central  toff. 

And  I  think  myself  immenseikoff. 

For  my  togs  I  used  to  deal  with  Poole, 

But  now  in  these  'ard  times, 
I  ain't  no  such  a  lively  fool, 

I  gets  my  things  from  Lynes';    . 
And 'e  gives 'em  to  me  cheaper,      ; 

'Cos  'e  says  I  shows  'em  off. 
And  certainly  I  really  think 

I  looks  Immenseikoff. — Chokus.  ', 

With  the  fair  sex,  "  bless  'em, "  need  I  say 

That  I  am  number  ore? 
It's  really  quite  a  bore  to  me 

The  way  the  girls  do  run; 
Not  away  from  me,  but  after  me,  .    .  V  . 

Ah!  you  may  laugh  and  scoff, 
But  I  can  tell  you  that  the  girls 

Think  I  am  immenseikoff. — CnoRua 

At  skittles,  bowls,  and  other  games, 

I  licks 'em  all  to  chalks. 
In  anything  where  skill's  required 

In  flrst  1  always  walks. 
You  should  see  me  playing  billiards, 

'Ow  my  tigure  I  shows  off; 
No  one  can  'old  a  cue  with  me, 

'Cos  I'm  immenseikoff. — Chorus. 

By  Jingo,  Jove,  and  Jupiter!  "      .. 

I  can't  stay 'ei'e  all  night; 
But  before  i  leave  this  festive  scene, 

I  wish  to  do  what's  right. 
That's  to  thank  you  one  and  all, 

For  your  kindness  to  the  toff. 
Who  'opes  that  your  applause  to-night 

Will  be  itumeuseikoff. — Chorus. 


;i 


I  Love  Him  More  Than  I  Can  Say 

Tbs  Words  and  Music  of  this  Songr  wll  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  (roods. 

Only  an  angel's  eye  can  sec 

The  holy  throbbing  of  her  breast. 
Who,  in  her  youth,  loves  fervently. 

And  knows  the  future  to  be  blest.  'v 

In  his  true  heart  she  finds  a  throne, 

And  reijjns  alone,  then,  day  by  day, 
Daring,  with  modest  priile.  to  own, 

"I  love  him  more  than  I  can  say." 

Thus,  one  by  one,  pass  happy  3ears, 
Endearing  as  they  onward  move; 
E'en  sorrow  scarcely  Stirs  lier  fears, 

Ennobled  by  such  princely  love. 
But  the  solemn  messenger,  called  death,        ;'  > 
.:_:':':  Bears  him  with  sudden  haste  away; 

She  pleads  with  failing  head  and  breath,  ■::        r 

"  1  love  him  more  than  I  can  say." 

* 
A  struggle!  then  a  holier  fire! 

Her  soul  has  found  its  heavenward  wings; 
And  meets  his  love  translated  higher, 
In  the  palace  of  the  king  of  kings! 
,.'.'■/:       The  rarting  sorrow  has  passed  l)y,        '    "       . :        :  -V 
V  .:•  Slie  kneels,  with  yearning  heart,  to  pray; 

Breathing,  to  greet  his  soul  ou  high, 
"  I  love  him  more  than  I  can  say." 


\ 


Snowy  Strands  Among  the  Jet. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Bong  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rec^pt  ot  i 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  nrk 
Bow,  New  York  City.    Poatage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  (oodi. 

Youth  has  gone  forever,  my  darling. 

With  its  brilliant  sparkling  zest;  - 

And  the  day  is  fast  approaching 

When  our  dearest  joy  is  rest. 
We  have  tasted  many  pleasures. 

And  their  fragrance  lingers  yet,  ^     .   .' 

But  I  mark  amid  your  tresses 

Snowy  strands  among  the  jet. 

Chorus. 

You  have  worn  when  life  was  brightest, 

Roses  in  your  dark  hair  set; 
.     Wear  with  equal  grace,  my  darling. 

Snowy  strands  among  the  jet. 
You  have  worn  when  life  was  brightest, 

Roses  in  your  dark  hair  set;  ^ 

Wear  with  equal  grace,  my  darling,         , 

Snowy  strands  among  the  jet.  _ 

We  have  lived  and  life  was  pleasant. 

We  have  laughed,  our  mirth  was  gay; 
We  have  sung  and  danced  and  flirted 

As  our  youth  fled  fast  away. 
But  the  dance  must  end,  my  darling. 

Let  it  pa£8  without  regret; 
Time  has  placed  his  hand  upon  us. 

Snowy  strands  among  the  jet. — Chorus. 

Let  us  not  for  joys  departed 

Grieve  our  souls  with  mournful  thought- 
Truer  pleasures  are  before  us. 

If  with  patient  faith  they're  sought.    ,       • 
Let  us  wiu  a  happy  future, 

Nor  for  past  enjoyment  fret; 
Let  us  wear  a  crown  of  honor. 

Snowy  strands  among  the  jet. — Chorus. 


•^ 


Let  Each  Man  Learn  to  Know  Himself. 

Tbe  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postjpaid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  nrk 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Let  each  man  learn  to  know  himself. 
To  gain  that  knowledge  let  him  labor; 
%     To  improve  those  failings  in  himself. 
That  he  condemns  so  in  his  neighb 
How  leniently  our  faults  we  view. 
And  guilty  conscience  strive  to  smother; 
•  .       '      And  3-et  how  harshly  we  review 

Those  self-same  failings  in  another. 

Chorus. 
-  ..       Let  each  man  learn  to  know  himself,  • ' 

'  To  gain  that  knowletige  let  him  labor; 

To  improve  those  failings  in  himself. 
That  he  condemns  so  in  his  neighbor. 

If  you  should  meet  an  erring  one, 

WJiose  deeds  are  blameable  and  thoughtless. 
Consider,  ere  you  cast  the  stone. 

That  you  youi-self  are  free  and  faultless. 
Oh!  list  to  that  small  voice  within, 

Whose  whisperings  oft  make  men  confounded; 
And  trumpet  not  another's  sin. 

Lest  you  should  blush  if  you  were  sounded. — Chor. 

"  If  in  self-judgment  you  should  find 

That  you  to  others  are  superior; 
Think  Providence  to  you's  been  kind, 
.:  As  you  should  be  to  your  in»eri(»r. 

Example  sheds  a  genial  ray, 
i    /•  Which  oft-times  men  are  apt  to  follow; 

First  learn  to  improve  yourself  to-day, 

And  then  improve  your  friend  tomorrow. — Chorus. 


»*»■ 


— During  an  examination,  a  medical  student  being  asked  the 
question:  *'  When  does  mortification  ensue?"  replied:  "  When 
you  pop  the  question,  and  are  answered  '  No  I' " 

— An  old  minister,  the  other  day,  asked  a  woman  what  could  be 
done  to  induce  her  husband  to  attend  church?  "1  don't  know," 
she  replied,  "  unless  you  were  to  put  a  pipe  and  a  jug  of  whiskey 
in  the  pew." 
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THE   MUD  RUN   DISASTER 

Tuue— •'  Mary'H  Dream." 
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Now,  comrades,  one  and  all,  give  ear 

In  silence  to  uiy  sad  refrain. 
And  pray  that  while  we  linger  here 

We  ne'er  may  hear  its  like  again; 
That  ne'er  again  on  such  a  scene 

Shall  rise  the  bright  October  sun. 
As  that  on  which  the  daylight  dawned 

'Fhat  fatal  morning  at  Mud  Run. 

October  tenth,  in  eighty-eight, 

To  honor  Father  Mutliew's  day. 
Came  temperance  men  in  numl)er8  great. 

With  wives  and  children  blitlie  and  gay, 
With  music  sweet  that  fills  the  air, 

And  banners  flashing  in  the  sun, 
You  ne'er  may  see  a  nobler  host 

Than  met  that  day  at  Ilazelton. 

In  recreation  soon  is  spent  ■*- 

The  long  and  happy  Autumn  day. 
And  tlien  at  eve,  each — well  content — 

Turns  to  pursue  his  homeward  way. 
The  trains  approach,  and  soon  are  filled. 

And  friends  have  bade  their  last  adieu. 
Then  moving  from  the  busy  town. 

Are  soon  in  distance  out  of  view. 

They  rush  along  the  mountain  side. 

Through  tunnels  deep,  o'er  bridges  high, 
'Mid  rocky  dells,  through  valleys  wide. 

And  then  along  llie  dark  Lehigh. 
But  soon  they  reach  the  brook  "  Mud  Run," 

Where  they  for  "  time  "  wait  minutes  ten, 
The  last  ten  minutes'  time  on  earth 

For  fifty  women,  boys  and  men. 

While  one  thus  waits,  another  train 

Comes  whirling  'round  the  curve  below. 
And  crushing  through  two  great  long  cars, 

Turns  all  the  mirth  and  joy  to  woe. 
Oh!  Where's  the  man,  and  where  the  pen 

Can  trace  the  horror,  grief  and  pain. 
That  centered  in  fhat  awful  wreck. 

Pray  God  the  like  haps  not  again. 

Amid  the  hiss  of  scalding  steam. 

And  cries  for  aid  that  there  ascend, 
Survivors  quick  the  task  essjiyed 

Of  rescuing  each  helpless  friend. 
And  all  throughout  that  dreadful  night 

They  labored  manfully,  nor  ceased 
Until  the  morning's  dawping  light 

Saw  dead  and  wounded  all  released. 

The  rigid  forms  of  fifty-five 

At  early  mom  I  looked  upon. 
Awaiting  Carlmn's  coronor 

Upon  the  siding  at  Mud  Run. 
But  why  should  I  seek  more  to  tell, 

When  most  of  you  about  me  here. 
The  sad,  sad  story  know  so  well, 

And  on  some  grave  have  dropped  a  tear. 

The  list  of  names  is  very  long. 

Too  many  fur  for  me  to  tell 
Within  the  limits  of  my  song, 

And  yet,  I  know,  you'd  like  them  well. 
Then  I  will  mention  just  a  few 

Of  fam'ly  names  I  have  by  me, 
Some  of  them  lost  one,  some  two. 

While  many  lost  as  high  as  three. 

There's  Andrew,  Atkinson  and  Flynn, 

With  Stevens,  Coleman,  Connor,  Noon, 
And  Curran,  Cannon,  Fuatherstone, 

Kilcullen,  Conalx)y  and  Rhone; 
With  Durkin,  Duhigg.  Dolan.  Hart, 

And  Doraii.  Early,  McKeehan, 
And  Farry.  Gerton,  Gallagher, 

Farrell,  Gibbons  and  Callahan.    - . 


There's  Goelitz.  Ilorrice,  Jackson,  Moore, 

And  Kelly,  Keeley,  Tool,  Ahearn, 
With  Loftus.  Lynett,  Mehan,  Welsh, 

Mulligan,  Moilat  and  Mulliearn. 
McAndrews,  Whalen  and  Maxwell, 

And  Malia,  Cusick,  Mullin,  Klein, 
Powell,  Kennedy  and  Tyrell. 

McNichols,  Qulnlan  and  O'Brien. 

• 

There's  Ruddy,  Reilly,  Stephens,  too, 

Brehony,  Barrett,  Flaherty, 
Ruane.  Rogan,  and  Pat.  Smith, 

Whose  smiling  face  no  more  we'll  see; 
And  Johnny  Gibson,  young  and  brave, 

With  Ratchford,  Keating  and  Moran, 
All  rest  within  the  silent  grave. 

So  ends  the  story  of  31  ud  Run. 


BE-EUTIFUL  BILL. 


i 


Tone—"  BeauUrul  BeU&" 


■end  TOur  name  and  addremto  H.  J.  Wenman,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  recelra 
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Don't  talk  to  me,  it's  quite  absurd. 

Of  dashing  fellows,  please! 
I'll  never  listen  to  a  word. 

But  think  you  mean  to  tease! 
Although  my  heart  is  broken  quite. 

It  goes  on  beating  still. 
For  one  I  lovetl  with  all  my  might. 

My  be-€utiful,  my  Bill. 

CHOUU8. 

(Whistle).— Be-eutif 111  Bill  was  a  beautiful  beau, 
Beautiful  Billy  who  bothered  me  so; 
Sweetest  of  Williams,  adorable  Will,    , 
Beattiful,  beautiful,  beautiful  Bill. 

'Twas  at  a  ball  I  mot  my  Bill, 

He  made  the  neatest  bow. 
He  squeezed  my  hand  in  a  quadrille. 

And  went  on  anyhow. 
He  praised  my  toilet,  thought  it  neat, 

As  we  walkeii  to  and  fro; 
The  things  he  said  were  very  sweet. 

But  then  his  waltzing,  oh! — Chorus. 

The  waltzing  done,  he  said,  "  My  love. 

This  balcony  is  nice;" 
And  then,  oh,  foolish,  fluttering  dove, 

I  let  liira  kiss  me  twice. 
And  though  I  s;iid,  "  Plea.se,  let  me  go?" 

ResistJince  was  ia  vain; 
His  lips  were  vtjry  near,  and  so 

1—1 — I  kissed  him  back  again.— Chorus. 

He  promisea  we  should  meet  next  day. 

Whatever  did  befall; 
And  so  we  did — up  North- West  way. 

The  Zo-o-lo-gi-cal. 
'Twas  in  the  parrot-house  that  Bill 

Proposed  a  little  walk. 
For  pretty  poUy-syllables, 

To  hear  the  parrots  talk. — Cnouus. 

The  chattering  parrots  made  a  din. 

Enough  to  drive  one  wild; 
I  didn't  notice  comTVig  in  - 

A  la<ly  and  her  child. 
Bill  blushed,  and  though  he  look'd  confused. 

With  all  the  cheek  in  life, 
The  lady  then  he  introduced 

As  Mrs.  Brown,  his  wifc.-CnoKcs. 

With  hopes  all  crushed  and  tumbled  down 

I  staggered  to  the  door. 
And  murmured  laintly,  Mrs.  Brown, 

I've  heard  that  name  before. 
And  that  is  why  I'm  single  now. 

And  shall  be  so  until 
Some  future  day,  when  perhaps  I  may 

Take  up  another  Bill. 

Spoken. — And  the  next  one  must  be  a  superior  article,  without 
encumbrances,  quiet  to  drive  in  double  harness,  in  fact, — Chorus. 
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Martha,  the  Milkman's  Daughter. 
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The  object  tbat  you  now  behold 

Once  loved  a  darling  fairy, 
In  the  shape  of  a  blue-ej-ed,  ifair-baired  girl,     '-■'- 

Whose  father  kept  a  dairy.  ■  . ' 

Not  far  from  tha*iiddle  of  the  Harlem  Road,    ; , 
•;  How  well  I  knew  it  rather; 

'  ^        She  lived  with  her  daddy,  a  cross  old  buffer,    . 
And  my  loved  one's  name  was  Martha. 

Spoken. — Sweet  Martha. 

■'■■■■-■  Chorus.    ■■■"   -         --."■■■.-'■•■.  ,:■•■: 

■  •;;  Ah,  I  was  once  as  happy  as  a  young  cock  robin,    . 
Or  the  pretty  little  tisbes  in  the  water; 
Those  days  are  gone,  for  now  I  mourn 
For  Martha,  the  milkman's  daughter. 

She  served  the  milk  in  hap'orths  and  penn'orths, 

From  the  bottom  of  a  block-tin  pail; 
The  only  cow  tliat  her  father  kept 

Was  the  one  with  an  iron  tail. 
And  that  was  kept  in  the  little  back  yard,     :  , 

Up  against  the  white-washed  wall. 
It  always  yielded  plenty  of —  ., 

Well,  I  mustn't  tell  you  all. 

Spoken. — So  excuse  me. — Chokus. 

When  the  old  l)oy  used  to  "  walk  his  chalks," 

'Twas  then  I'd  call  on  Martba; 
Iloved  the  very  ground  she  trod. 

But  I'd  strong  objections  to  her  father. 
-'       Unexpected  he  one  day  returned,  .    ".        "r.^'. 

And  upon  me  placed  a  check;  .:-'".. 

For  he  nearly  shook  me  inside  out. 
And  vow^  he'd  break  my  neck.        ;  :      " :, 
Spoken.— The  brute!— Chorus. 

Then  I  used  to  wander  near  the  house 

In  hopes  my  love  to  see; 
She'd  take  a  survey  from  the  second  floor  front,      •    V 

In  hopes  that  she'd  see  me. 
One  day  she  threw  a  "  billet  doux," 

Which  made  ray  blood  turn  cold, 
Her  daddy  demanded  tiiat  she  should  wed    '  \        .  '  - 

An  old  codger  with  lots  of  gold. 

Spoken^— The  root  of  all  evil.— Chorus. 

In  time  the  wedding  day  arrived, 

When  she  was  to  be  bound 
To  a  rich  old  fool  she  couldn't  love, 

But  the  bride  could  not  be  found. 
They  searched  the  house  and  scoured  the  streets, 

AVhen  at  last  they  did  discover 
A  note  to  say  that  she'd  gone  away, 

To  die  for  her  true  lover. 

Spoken. — And  that  was  me. — Chorus.  .  ♦ 

Next  morning  in  the  pure,  bright  Hudson,  • 

Her  lovely  form  was  found,  . ..  .. 

With  all  her  clothes  in  such  a  mess. 

Her  darling  self  she'd  drowned. 
From  the  horrible  effects  of  sugar  of  lead  \    . 

Her  daddy  died  that  night, 
And  the  verdict  the  coroner's  inquest  found 

Was — "  It  served  the  old  fool  right." 

Spoken. — And  so  it  did. — Chorus. 

t  In  the  middle  of  the  night  I  jump  upright,  .     '->■ 

For  I  dream  such  dreams  while  sleeping; 
That  the  ghost  of  Martha,  dressed  in  white,  :  /  ' 

Comes  to  my  bedside  weeping.  ".  ; 

'  #        Without  that  lovely  sky-blue  maid, 
•      I  ne'er  can  be  a  liver; 
If  I  knew  how  to  swim,  or  wasn't  afraid,  / 

I'd  throw  myself  in  the  river. 
Spoken. — Ah,  that  I  would. — Chorus.     ..   .,     ..  '     . 


:.        OLD   HATS  AND   RAGS. 
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Old  hatsi  old  rags!  my  trouble  is  great, 
Could  I  be  in  a  more  wretched  state?  •:   '  • 

I  feel  indeed  my  heart  it  will  break,  •*':"• 

':'      List,  and  I  will  tell  you  of  my  wrongs. 
Hark,  and  I  will  ray  woes  unfold, 
By  a  girl  I  have  been  cruelly  sold; 
And  through  her  I've  lost  all  my  nice  gold — 
My  heart  and  my  gold  are  both  gone.    . 

Chorus. 

Old  hats,  old  rags,  my  cry  is  old  rags. 
This  bag  on  my  back,  the  streets  I  drag. 
And  Ruth,  mine  Ruth,  I  did  love  her  so, 
:       But,  Slotciizein,  I  find  I've  been  sold. 

She  lived  down  an  area  in  Union  Square, 
>-       And  every  day  I  did  pass  me  by  there; 
She  was  possess'd  of  l)eauty  most  rare. 
And  one  day  she  beckoned  me  to  come.      ,    ' 
She  had  some  old  hats  to  exchange  for  new. 
She  melted  the  heart  of  tiiis  poor  Jew;  - 

But  how  I  loved  her,  ah,  just  a  few, 
But,  Slotchzien,  I  find  I've  been  sold. — Chorus. 

I  used  to  call  on  her  most  every  day, 

Down  on  ray  knees  I  implored  her  "to  saj'. 

She'd  be  my  dear  wife  and  not  to  say,  nay. 

And  then  she  agreed  to  be  mine.  .t 

But,  oh!  my  heart,  I  must  have  been  cream. 

For  iu  my  old  coat  I  opened  a  seam. 

And  gave  ten  dollars  to  my  hearts  queen,  '': 

To  buy  her  some  things  for  the  time. — Chorus.     '  . .  •: 

She  said:  "  Now,  dear  Slotchzien.  soon  youll  be  mine, 
Drink  ray  good  health  in  a  glass  of  old  wine!" 
It  raust  have  been  poisoned,  for  I  slept  such  a  time, 
Which  she  turned  to  profit  it  seems; 
For  when  I  awoke  I  thought  I  must  choke, 
I  was  tied  by  the  aims  and  legs  with  a  rope, 
"       And  Ruth  had  hooked  it  with  mine  coat. 

With  a  thousand  dollars  sewed  in  the  scam. — Chorus. 


— A  lady  was  examining  an  applicant  for  the  office  of  "  maid  of 
all  work,"  when  she  interrogated  her  as  follows:  "  Well,  Mary, 
can  you  scour  tinware  with  alacrity?"  "No,  ma'am,"  replied 
Mary,,  "  I  (tlways  scour  them  with  sand." 


WHAT  A  FOOL   YOU  WOULD   BE 
/  TO   BELIEVE   HER.       • 
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When  j'ou  meet  with  a  girl  that  is  prett)'  and  neat. 

Who  captures  your  heart  by  her  beauty. 
Who  has  bright  winning  ways  and  a  manner  so  sweet. 

That  to  love  her  you  feel  it  a  duty ; 
•   If  you're  handsome  at  all  and  you  whisper  in  tones 

Betraying  the  height  of  love  s  fever, 
If  she  tells  you  she  wishes  you'd  let  her  alone, 

What  a  fool  you  would  be  to  believe  herl 

When  you  are  tenderly  twining  you  arm  round  her  waist. 

To  draw  the  beloved  one  nearer. 
When  you  ask  of  the  sweet  ruby  lips  just  a  taste. 

And  swear  that  no  maiden  is  dearer; 
When  you  pour  forth  your  love  in  a  passionate  strain. 

And  vow  to  die  sooner  than  grieve  her, 
If  she  bids  you  not  to  mention  the  subject  again. 

What  a  fool  you  would  be  to  believe  her. 

\-  When  out  in  the  gloaming  you  take  her  to  walk. 
And  under  tree  shadows  you  tarry, 
When,  impulsive,  of  love  and  the  future  you  talk. 

And  pleadingly  ask  her  to  marry;  ■,■ 

If  she  blushes  and  simpers  while  shaking  her  head 
.':     At  the  story  your  fancy  doth  weave  her, 
And  declares  it  is  not  her  intention  to  wed. 
What  a  fool  you  would  be  to  believe  herl 


— "Why  do  you  not  admire  my  daughter?"  said  a  proud  mofter 
to  a  gentleman.     "Because,"  he  replied,  "lam  not  a  judge  of  | 
paintings."    "  But,  surely,"  replied  the  lady,  not  in  the  least  dis- 
concerted by  this  rude  reflection,  "you  never  saw  an  angel  that 
was  not  painted." 
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Word!  by  J.  J.  Jackson.    Mtialc  by  Charles  Van  Leer. 

Now,  why  do  rude  creatures  make  fun  of  us  swells? 

Nobody  knows,  nobody  knows; 
And  why  cull  us  dudes  and  at  us  ring  chestnut  l)ellsY 

Nobo<iy  knows,  nobody  knows. 
We  are  polite  to  the  ladies  and  do  what  is  right, 
We  give  ma  four  dollars  each  Saturday  night. 
Why  should  you  guy  'cause  mince  pie-makes  us  light? 

Nobody,  nobody  knows. 

Now,  you  have  no  idea  how  real  hard  I  try, 

Nobody  knows,  nobody  knows 
When  people  are  cross  to  me,  never  to  cry, 

Nobody  knows,  nobody  knows. 
What  sets  the  girls  laughing  when  I  try  to  dance? 
I  am  sure  I  waltz  splendid  with  all  of  my  aunts. 
But  why  should  you  guy  'cause  ma  makes  my  pants? 

Nobody,  nobody  knows. 

Now,  why  are  all  lovers  so  fond  of  the  dark? 

NolKxly  knows,  nobody  knows; 
And  why  do  thin  men  the  girls  like  to  spark? 

Nolx)dy  knows,  nobody  knows. 
Why  is  it  when  couples  go  out  for  a  ride. 
If  married,  the  cab-seat  is  never  too  wide. 
But  if  single  there  is  plenty  of  room  on  each  side? 

Nobody,  nobody  knows. 

Why  do  men  stand  at  corners  on  a  wet,  rainy  day? 

Nobody  knows,  nobotly  knows; 
Are  they  watching  that  nJrl  thro'  the  mud  pick  her  way? 

Nobody  knows,  nobody  knows. 
Why  do  boxes  obstruct  tiie  most  public  sidewalk? 
Why  do  bores  pull  your  buttons  when  Ihey  stop  you  to  talk? 
Why  does  reading  the  signs  make  you  look  like  a  gawk? 

Nobody,  nobody  knows. 

What  makes  some  rich  men  up  in  Canada  stay? 

NolH)dy  knows,  nobody  knows; 
Will  Uncle  Sam  pass  a  bill  that  can  bring  them  away? 

Nobody  knows,  nobodv  knows. 
Why  does  a  great  artist  draw  less  than  a  freak? 
Why  stand  off  your  wash  bill  till  some  day  next  week? 
Wliy  kiss  a  girl's  lips  instead  of  her  cheek? 

Nobody,  nobody  knows. 

Why  do  policemen  frequent  the  back  streets? 

Nobody  knows,  nobody  knows; 
Do  they  watch  the  back  doors  to  saloons  on  their  beats? 

Nobody  knows,  nobody  knows. 
On  street  crossings,  to  ladies,  he  is  such  a  love. 
If  a  man  pusses  by  he  will  give  him  a  shove. 
But  wlien  he  leads  pretty  girls  why  does  he  take  off  his  glove? 

Nobody,  nobody  knows. 

Why  are  bald-headed  men  all  so  proud  of  front  rows? 

Nobody  knows,  nobody  knows; 
And  also  young  men  wlio  wear  such  tight  clothes? 

Nobody  knows,  nobody  knows. 
Why  don't  they  like  lectures  about  women's  rights, 
And  why  are  they  absent  on  prayer  meeting  nights. 
But  all  come  to  the  opera  when  the  chorus  wear  tights? 

Nobody,  nobody  knows. 

Why  do  ladies  with  new  hats  come  to  the  show  late? 

Nobody  knows,  nobo<ly  knows; 
Do  they  think  they  look  iK-tter  at  nine  than  at  eight? 

NolKxly  knows,  nolxwly  knows. 
Why  is  it  that  'tween  acts  men  go  out  in  droves. 
And  when  ihey  come  back  there's  strong  smell  of  cloves. 
What  makes  them  object  to  sit  near  the  hot  stoves? 

Nobody,  nobody  knows. 

How  many  new  verses  to  this  song  must  I  learn? 

Nf)lKKly  knows,  nol)ody  knows; 
Are  they  swearing  out  there  while  awaiting  their  turn? 

Nobody  knfiws,  nobody  knows. 
If  I  sing  any  longer  tliey'll  not  think  it  right. 
The  la.st  car  will  'l)e  gone  and  you'll  walk  home  to-night. 
What  excuse  will  you  give  if  your  wife  saya  you're  tight? 

Nobody,  nobody  knows. 


There's  No  Snch  G-irl  as  Mine. 
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There's  no  such  girl  as  mine 

In  all  this  wide  Vorld  round. 
With  her  hair  of  gold  so  fine. 

And  her  voice  of  silver  «)und. 
Her  eyes  are  as  black  as  tire  sloe. 

Her  lips  in  a  smile  combiue; 
Her  breath  is  as  pure  as  the  snow, 

There's  no  such  girl  as  mine. 

Cnoucs. 

Oh!  there's  no  such  girl  as  mine  >.^ 

In  all  this  wide  world  round; 
With  her  hair  of  gold  so  fine. 

And  her  voice  of  silver  sound. 


Oft  her  soul  in  sweetness  flows. 

She's  gainer  of  all  hearts; 
There's  a  smile  where'er  she  goes, 

And  a  sigh  when  she  departs. 
She's  loved  by  the  rich  and  the  poor. 

She  is  free  from  all  dark  design. 
She  is  welcome  at  every  door, 

There's  no  such  girl  as  mine. — Chorus. 

She  is  light  to  the  banquet  hall, 

She  is  balm  to  the  couch  of  ca'e. 
When  around  us  troubles  fall 

She  calmly  takes  her  share; 
At  home,  or  when  far  away. 

Her  virtues  will  ever  shine. 
Her  heart  is  as  of>en  as  day. 

There's  no  such  girl  as  mine. — Chorus. 


PARODY    ON; 

WHEN  THE  ROBINS  NEST  AG-AIN. 
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Songs-  Free.     Postage  Btamiis  taken  fiamc  an  cavli  fur  all  our  goods. 

I'm  going  to  sing  that  old  refrain. 

When  the  robins  nest  again, 
I  hope  it  will  not  cause  you  pain 

When  the  robins  nest  again. 
Now  what  I'll  sing  of  in  my  rhymes. 
Will  lie  the  topics  of  the  times.  '. 

And  people  who  will  cut  big  shines 

When  the  robins  nest  again. 

What  will  become  of  Ingersoll 

When  the  robins  nest  again. 
Will  he  preach  his  doctrines  to  us  all 

Wlien  the  robins  nest  again? 
The  lecture  platform  suits  him  well, 
Tiie  public  help  his  purse  to  swell, 
*        But  he'll  find  out  there  is  a 

When  the  robins  nest  again.  ^ 

To  Paris  Buffalo  Bill  will  go 

When  the  robins  nest  again. 
And  take  with  him  his  Wild  West  show 

When  the  robins  nest  again. 
When  Queen  Victoria's  taken  ill. 
The  lawyers  come  to  make  her  will. 
She'll  leave  the  throne  to  Buffalo  Bill 

When  the  robins  nest  again. 

John  L.  Sullivan  will  cross  the  raging  main 

When  the  robins  nest  again. 
With  the  scalps  of  both  Smith  and  Kilrain,     .     . 

When  the  robins  nest  again. 
Timt  New  York  sport.  Richard  K.  Fox, 
Will  have  to  walk  a  good  many  blocks 
To  find  a  man  that  with  John  can  box 

When  the  robins  nest  again. 


i 


i 


— Poor  relief:  Being  relieved  of  one's  watch. 

— At  a  negro  ball,  in  lieu  of  ' '  not  transferable  "  on  the  tickets, 
a  notice  was  posted  over  the  door,  "  No  gentleman  aiUnitted  un- 
less he  comes  himself." 


•1'.:' 


■■ 


my^r^^- 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.    23. 


21 


I'll  Come  Back,  My  Darling,  to-  Thee. 

Copyright,  1889,  bj  HanUnar  Brothen. 

Tlie  Wortu  aiid  Uusic  of  tlils  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrese,  post-paid,  on  raoaf|Pt  of  M 
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How,  New  York  City,    Puetage  Stainpe  taken  same  an  casta  for  aU  our  geeda. 

My  wife  was  a  cbarniing  young  creature, 

But  she  ran  awuy  from  her  Lome; 
:  ,  ■     Because  I  would  take  all  her  eiuuings  '.  "/. 

iSbe's  left  me  alone,  yes,  alone.  '   ...     — 

1  wrote  lier  a  letter,  pathetic. 

When  slie  answered  I  was  in  high  glee; 
I  thought  she'd  consented  to  come  back. 

But,  oh,  no,  no,  no,  not  to  rae.  .  -    . 

Chorus.  '.-.■:'.■;,.  ^,  .■■■■■-"■■••   ' 

When  the  flowers  that  bloom  in  the  Spring,  love. 

Shall  not  open  their  petala  till  Fall; 
When  the  oyster,  the  cl.im,  and  the  codfish, 
■ '  Shall  dance  a  "  can-can  "  at  the  ball; 
When  all  the  old  maids  shall  have  sweethearts. 

And  married  folks  always  agree; 
When  the  man  in  the  moon  comes  in  a  balloon,   ^ 
Then,  my  darling,  I'll  come  back  to  theel 

>    ,  ,         .        •■'  .■  •  '" 

They  say  she's  gone  with  another, 

A  man  who  lived  offer  the  way;  .,  . 

If  she  has,  why,  I  hope  she  will  send  me 

Some  dollars  my  board  bill  to  pay.  ;   ' 

I've  tried  many  dodges  to  get  on,  ' 

But  work  and  I  cannot  agiee;  .  .^ 

So  I'm  wailing  to  get  a  short  letter,  /    v       '■ 

To  see  if  she'll  come  back  to  me. 

Chorus. 

When  chewing  gum  goes  out  of  fashion. 

And  hackmen  will  charge  the  right  fare;  "  ^ 

When  you  point  out  a  few  politicians  ' 

Wlio've  decided  to  act  on  the  square;    ;  ;  - 

When  schemers  of  l>oodle  are  punished,  .:       ' 

And  woiuen  drink  nothing  but  tea; 
When  we've  a  Cliinee  for  our  President, 

Then,  my  darling,  I'll  come  back  to  thee.    • 

When.  Ah,  there!  is  dropp'd  by  the  street  boys,     ^  . 

And,  St^'iy  there  Ms  dropp'd  by  the  girls; 
When  He's  all  right!  is  no  more  shouted 

By  America's  lialf  drunken  swells; 
When  the  streets  of  our  city  are  kept  clean. 

And  fishes  won't  swim  in  the  sea;  '  - 

Wheu  your  name  is  emblazon'd  in  history. 

Then,  my  darling,  I'll  come  back  to  thee. — Chorus. 


^  •  m 


Mr.  Bob  Pubbs;  or  the  Love  Chase. 

^ 
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Songs- 


^Ir.  Bob  Fubbs  was  a  clerk  confidential. 
And  to  his  employers  was  always  essential; 
lie  belonged  to  the  firm  of  Scrawl,  Scribble  and  Winnet, 
And  was  always  at  his  desk  true  to  a  minute. 
Ilis  wages  were  nearly  eiirht  hundred  per  annum. 
Enough  to  keep  a  man  tidy  on  pannum; 
At  night  he  would  frequent  "  The  Admiral's  Daughter," 
And  take  his  six-penno'th  of  cold  gin  and  water. 

• 

Now  Mr.  Bob  Fubbs  for  a  long  time  had  tarried, 
So  thought  it  was  really  high  time  to  get  married; 
One  day  it  was  showery  when  going  to  dinner. 
He  met'  with  a  damsel  and  swore  he  would  win  her. 
He  kindly  invited  her  'neath  his  umbrella. 
And  seeing  that  Bob  was  a  smart  looking  fellow, 
She  accepted  his  offer,  likewise  his  protection, 
And  from  that  moment  he  won  her  affection. 


On  Sundays  they  both  went  to  church  in  the  day  time. 
And  then  in  the  evening  because  it  was  hay  time, 
Through  fields  so  delightful  by  moonlight  thev  rambled, 
And  over  the  haycocks  so  playfully  gambolled. 
At  last  the  alliance  for  life  was  agreed  on, 
To  take  place  instanter  and  then  to  proceed  on     ^ ,  ■ 
By  rail  to  Southampton  the  moment  'twas  over,  ■  -'  •  >  - 
And  live  out  of  town  a  few  days  in  clover. 


At  last  came  the  day  the^  should  both  l)e  united. 
Bob  was  in  raptures— Miss  Stubbs  was  delighted; 
Went  to  churcli,  got  cemented  and  ne'er  to  be  parted. 
And  off  in  a  cab  to  the  railway  they  started. 
But  scarce  had  Bob  handed  his  bride  in  the  carriage. 
When  a  darkness  came  o'er  the  bliss  of  their  marriage; 
She'd  left  her  new  reticule — oh.  vile  foreboding — 
Containing  her  watch  in  a  cab  which  they  rode  in. 

Nothing  must  do  but  Bob  must  run  back  again, 
And  follow  the  cabman  and  cab  in  his  track  again; 
While  Bob  thro' vehicles  vainly  was  darting, 
The  sound  of  a  bell  told  the  train  was  departing. 
In  the  ears  of  (xxir  Bob  like  a  death  knell  it  sounded. 
He  rushed  to  tiie  sUition  and  stood  quite  astounded; 
The  train  with  his  bride — oIj,  confound  steam  power — 
Was  pelting  along  twenty-five  miles  an  hour. 

Poor  Bob  tore  his  hair,  called  himself  a  lost  creature. 

But  they  told  him  the  next  train  would  very  soon  reach  her; 

So  as  drowning  men  catch  at  a  straw,  what  they  told  him 

Brought  the  poor  little  clerk  to  himself  and  consoled  him. 

At  last  the  train  started,  away  went  our  hero, 

Arrived  at  Southampton,  he  sought  for  his  dear,  oh  I      ^  . 

Rushed  into  each  tavern — he  didn't  get  guzzling, 

But  frantic  to  find  out  his  dear  bit  of  muslin. 

He  scoured  the  whole  of  Southampton  in  vain,  sir, 
Night  was  advancing  and  so  was  the  rain,  sir; 
His  new  bridal  garments  tiie  rain  peppered  into, 
And  his  white  inexpressibles  stuck  to  his  skin,  too. 
At  last  one  house  more  he  espied  in  a  canter. 
And  scarce  had  he  asked  when  the  maid  cried  instanter: 
"  La,  sir,  your  good  lady  for  you  has  l»een  long  weeping, 
In  No.  8.  bedroom  you'll  find  her  asleeping." 

He  rushed  to  the  bedroom  with  visions  of  blisses,  -■ 

And  smothered  the  l)eautiful  creature  with  kisses; 
But  instead  of  his  bride  young  and  tender — more  t'other—^ 
'Twas  a  twenty-stone  dame,  old  enough  for  his  mother. 
Of  course^  she  screamed  nmrder!  the  bouse  was  alarmed,  sir; 
The  servants  rushed  in  with  tongs,  jwkers.  all  armed,  sir; 
They  knocked  him  down  stairs  ere  a  word  he  could  utter 
And  the  two  chamber-maids  rolled  him  into  the  gutter. 


SINCE  MY  DAUGHTER  PLAYS  ON 
THE  TYPEWRITER 


Copyright,  1889,  by  Thos.  P.  Getz. 
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.  Word*  and  Music  by  Thos.  P.  Getz. 


My  daughter's  as  fine  a  young  girl  as  you'll  meet 

In  your  travels  day  in  and  day  out; 
But  she's  getting  high-ton 'd  and  she's  putting  on  airs, 

Since  she  Inis  been  working  aliout. 
When  she  comes  home  at  night  from  her  office 

She  walks  in  with  n  swag  like  a  fighter; 
And  she  tells  the  old  lady  to  drop  on  herself,    . 

Since  my  daughter  plays  on  the  typewriter.     , 

Chorus. 
She  cries  in  her  sleep,  your  letter's  to  hand. 

She  calls  her  old  father  esquire: 
And  the  nei.ghbors  thc>^shout  w  hen  my  daughter  turns  out. 

There  goes  Bridget  "Typewriter  Maguire. 

She'll  not  carry  her  lunch  in  a  basket  no  more. 

And  she'll  not  take  a  Ha.sk  of  cold  tay; 
For  she  says  she  goes  out  to  lunch  with  a  fish, 

'Way  down  to  theBon  Ton  Cafe. 
She  says  that  sometimes  she  pocs  out  with  the  boss. 

You  can  bet  your  sweet  life  he  don't  slight  her; 
For  she  says  she  can  give  liim  away  to  his  wife. 

Since  my  daughter  plays  on  the  typewriter. — Chobcs. 

She  says  she's  a  regular  dais}'. 

Uses  slang  till  ray  poor  heart  is  sore;  -.  ; 

She  now  warbles  snatches  from  operas 

Where  she  used  to  sing  Peggy  O'Moore.  i  .      ; 

Sure  she's  gone  to  the  divil  entirely. 

She's  bleached  her  hair  till  it  is  "lighter; 
And  I'll  dance  a  can-can  on  the  face  of  the  man 

That  taught  her  to  play  th€  typewriter. -^hobvb. 
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Meet  Me  in  the  Lovely  Twilight. 

Copyright,  1878,  by  Wm.  H.  Ew&ld  ft  Bro.  i 
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Worda  by  Theo  D.  C.  Miller,  M.  D.    Music  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 


Meet  me  In  tlie  lovely  twilight, 

By  the  little  garden  gate; 
When  you  feel  tliat  1  am  coming. 

Darling  Lila.  do  not  wait; 
Where  the  roses  scent  the  breezes 

And  the  lilies  bloom  so  fair. 
Come  and  greet  me  with  a  welcome. 

You  will  ever  find  me  tl^cre. 

Chorus. 

Meet  me  in  the  lovely  twilight. 
When  the  roses  bloom  so  sweet; 

I  shall  bide  your  presence,  darling, 
Wait  the  coming  of  your  feet. 

Meet  me  in  the  lovely  twilight. 

With  your  eyes  aglow  w  iih  love; 
TV'ben  you  hear  the  song  birds  warble 

Or  the  cooing  of  the  dove. 
Hei-t  me  with  true  loves  pure  token, 

While  t  watch  and  wait  for  thee 
In  the  mossy  valley,  Lila, 

ATliere  no  prying  eyes  can  see. — Chorus. 

•  Meet  me  in  the  lovely  twilight. 

Sn  the  stars  begem  the  sky; 
TTfeATe  the  brooklet's  gentle  murmur 

Echoes  pure  love's  blissful  si^h. 
M«et  mo  where  the  weeping  willow, 

Or  the  tall  oak  stands  so  fair; 
Come  tund  greet  me  with  a  welcome. 

Meet  m«,  Lila,  ev'rywhere. — Chorus. 


True  as  the  Stars  That  are  Shining. 


Copyright,  1871,  by  White  A  Qoallaud. 
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CASEY   AT   THE  BAT. 


by  Mr.  De  Wolf  Hopper. 


There  was  cmc  fn  Caserns  manner  as  he  stepjietl  into  his  place, 
There  was  pride  in  Casey's  bearing  and  a  smile  on  Casey's  face; 
And  when  responding  to  the  cheers  he  lightly  doffed  his  hat. 
No  stranger  in  the  crowd  could  doubt  'twas  Casey  at  the  bat. 

Ten  thousand  eyes  were  on  him  as  he  rubbed  his  hands  with  dirt. 
Five  thousand  tongues  applauded  when  he  wiped  them  on  his  shirt; 
Then  while  the  writhing  pitcher  ground  tlie  ball  into  his  hip, 
Defiance  gleamed  in  Casey's  eye,  a  sneer  curled  Casey's  lip. 

And  now  the  leather-covered  sphere  came  hurtling  thro'  the  air. 
And  Casey  stood  a-watching  it  in  haughty  grandeur  there; 
Close  by  tiie  sturdy  batsman  tlie  ball  unheeded  sped — 
"  That  ain't  my  style,"  said  Casey,  "  strike  one,"  the  umpire  said. 

From  the  benches,  black  with  people,  tliere  went  up  a  muffled  roar. 
Like  the  l)eating  of  storm  w  aves  on  a  stern  and  distant  shore; 
"  Kill  him!  kill  the  umpire!''  shouted  some  one  on  the  stand. 
And  it's  likely  they'd  have  killed  him  had  not  Casey  raised  his  hand. 

With  a  smile  of  Christian  charity  great  Casey's  visage  shone, 
He  stilled  the  rising  tumult,  lie  bade  the  game  go  on; 
He  signalled  to  the  pitcher,  and  once  more  the  splierf)idflew, 
But  Casey  still  ignored  it,  and  the  umpire  said,  "strike  two," 

"  Fraud!"  cried  the  maddened  thousands,  and  echo  answere<l  fraud! 
But  the  scornful  look  from  Casey  and  the  audience  was  awed; 
The}'  saw  his  face  grow  stern  and  cold,  they  saw  his  mu.scles  strain. 
And"  they  knew  that  Casey  wouldn't  let  that  ball  go  by  again. 

The  sneer  is  gone  from  Casey's  lip,  his  teeth  are  clinched  in  hate. 
He  pounds  with  cruel  violence  his  bat  u|)on  the  plate; 
Au({  ndw  the  pitcher  holds  the  ball,  and  now  he  lets  it  go. 
And  now  the  air  is  shattered  by  the  force  of  Casey's  blow. 

Oh,  somewhere  in  this  favored  land  the  sun  is  shining  bright, 
The  band  is  playing  somewiiere,  and  somewliere  hearts  are  light; 
And  somewhere  men  are  laughing,  and  somewhere  children  shout, 
But  there  Is  no  joy  in  Boston— mighty  Casey  has  struck  out. 


— The  auctioneer's  motto:  Buy  and  buy. 

— "  There,  John,  that's  twice  you  have  come  home  and  forgotten 
the  lard."  "  Really,  mother,  it  was  so  greasy  it  slipped  my  mind." 
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Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  W.  H.  Brockway. 

True  as  the  stara  that  are  shining, 

Love,  will  I  be  unto  you; 
Fond  as  the  vine  that's  entwining. 

Dear  as  the  rose  to  the  dew. 
Life  that  would  ever  be  sadness 

Tranquilly  flows  when  you're  near  me; 
Thus  in  your  beauty  and  gladness 

Love  ever  lingers  to  cheer  me. 

Chorus. 

True  as  the  stars  that  are  shining. 

Love,  will  I  be  unto  you;  ■'■■.':■ 

Answer  my  fond  heart's  repining, 
Sa}' that  you'll  still  be  as  true. 

Day  is  bereft  of  its  splendor, 
Love,  when  you're  gone  from  my  sight: 

Gazing  in  eyes  tliat  are  tender 
Life  is  a  dream  of  delight. 

Sweet  is  the  breath  of  the  roses, 
>  Sweeter  the  joys  that  ydu  bring,  love; 

Sorrow  forever  reposes. 
Cares  unavailingly  cling,  love. — Chorus. 

Look  in  mine  eyes  once  again,  love. 

Say  you'll  be  true  unto  me; 
True  in  the  sunlight  and  rain,  love,  ■ 

True  wheresoever  I  may  be. 
Clasp  me  again  to  your  bosom. 

Tell  me  in  accents  of  sweetness; 
Dear  as  to  Spring  is  the  blossom, 

Bring  to  my  heart  loves  completeness. — Chorus. 
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The  Old  Mtisician  and  His  Harp. 


Copyright,  1878,  by  Oliver  Ditson  a  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  190  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stain  pii  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Wm.  &  Pitta.    Music  by  H.  IL  Higglna. 


Years  have  come  and  pass'd  away, 
Golden  locks  have  turn'd  to  gray; 
Golden  ringlets,  once  so  fair,      ^ 
Time  has  changed  to  silvery  hair. 
Yes,  I've  neared  the  river  side. 
Soon  I'll  launch  upon  its  tide; 
Soon  my  boat,  with  noiseless  oar. 
Safe  will  pass  to  yonder  shore. 

Chorus. 

Bring  my  harp  to  me  again,     _ 
Let  me  sing  a  gentle  strain;  > 

Let  me  hear  its  chords  once  more 
Ere  I  pass  to  yon  bright  shore. 

Oh,  those  chords  with  magic  power 

Take  me  bark  to  childhood's  hour. 

To  that  cot  beside  the  sea. 

Where  I  knelt  at  mother's  knee; 

But  that  mother  she  has  gone, 

Calm  she  sleeps  beneath  the  stone, 

While  1  waiidtr  here  alone 

Sighing  for  a  brighter  home.— CnOBUB.    " 

Soon  I'll  be  among  the  blest 

Where  the  weary  are  at  rest; 

Soon  I'll  tread  the  golden  shor« 

Singing  praises  evermore.  ,/ 

Now  my  boat  is  on  the  stream,  . 

I  can  .see  its  waters  gleam; 

Soon  I'll  be  where  anjjels  roam, 

Dear  old  harp,  I'm  going  home. — Chorus. 


...    Y- 


— If  3'ou  want  your  neighl)ors  to  know  all  about  you,  give  a 
party,  and  don't  invite  the  folks  who  live  next  door. 

— An  Irishman,  with  a  heavy  bundle  on  his  shoulder,  riding  on 
the  front  of  a  hoi'se  car,  was  asked  why  he  didn't  set  his  bimdle 
on  the  platform?  He  replied.  "  Be  jabersi  the  horses  have  enough 
to  drug  me;  I'll  carry  the  bundle." 
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SPARE   THAT   OLD  MUD  CABIN. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  Frank  Hardinjr- 


Tbe  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Sons  wil  be  sent  to  any  address,  po«t-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Souths  fur  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Webnian,  UO  Park 

Kow,  New  Yorlc  City.    Pustatce  Suxiiips  talien  saine  as  caab  for  all  our  ffoods. 
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It's  a  terrible  tale  to  tell,  ,r 

But  down  111  a  lovely  dell 
One  bright  Stiinmer  day,  when  nature  wa«  80  gay, 

And  the  song  of  the  bird«  broke  the  spell; 
The  note  of  the  bugle  I  hear, 

It  rings  ihrougli  the  valley  bo  clear,  .    ... 

Then  lo  and  beliold  with  scarlet  and  gold. 

Of  queen's  gallant  Welsh  fusilier; 
With  sheriff  and  bailiffs,  police  by  the  score. 

Surround  our  old  cabin  and  tear  down  the  door, 
But  they  must  do  their  dutv  by  a  landlord  they're  sent. 

The  tenant  appears,  but  be  has  uo  rent; 
An  old  man  with  silv'ry  hair. 

His  thin  face  was  haggard  with  care. 
Knelt  at  their  feet  and  tried  to  entreat,  ^ 

Tbcu  came  the  cry  of  despair.  ,  _  •  ■■,'    ■ 

Chorus."  ■". 

Spare  the  old  mud  cabin,  sir, 

The  home  I  love  so  dear, 
For  It  has  sheltered  me  and  mine 

For  over  forty  year; 
My  dear  old  wife  is  dying,  sir, 
-  .  And  I  ain't  worth  a  nail, 

.  So  spare  the  old  mud  cabin,  sir. 

And  I  will  go  to  jail. 

The  sheriff  wore  a  sneer  on  his  face. 

As  he  cried,  oh,  what  a  disgrace. 
Come,  come,  old  man,  pay  if  you  can. 

Or  III  soon  burn  that  wretched  old  place; 
Men,  do  your  duty,  he  Cried, 

When  the  biiil'ffs  all  rushed  to  his  side. 
And  tills  cruel  band,  with  torches  in  hand. 

Like  demons  their  weapons  they  plied;  .\ 

Bnt  just  at  that  moment  a  scream  pierced  the  sky. 

That  chilled  ev'ry  true  heart  and  dimmed  ev'ry  eye; 
It  was  the  sick  woman  trembling  with  fear. 

For  she  knew  that  the  hour  of  eviction  was  near; 
An  old  man  with  silv'ry  hair. 

His  thin  face  was  haggard  with  care. 
Knelt  at  their  feet  and  tried  to  entreat. 

Then  came  the  cry  of  despair.— Chorus. 

A  stranger  appeared  on  the  scene. 

Like  a  deer  he  sped  o'er  the  green,  >, 

It  was  a  bold  tar,  with  mettle  and  bar,  '    ■ 

And  the  blue  uniform  of  his  q^iicen; 
Hold  haid  there,  you  lubbers,  cried  Jack,     • 

And  let  those  bold  pirates  stand  buck. 
For  I  want  to  know  what  the  old  people  owe. 

And  hang  it  I'll  pay  in  a  crack; 
Four  pntiuds  the  sailor  was  told. 

And  this  noble  fellow  then  threw  down  the  gold;    • 
It  saved  the  old  cabin,  the  humble  old  cot. 

The  sheriff  was  beaten  and  fled  from  the  spot; 
Then  the  old  man  with  sil'vry  hair, 

Opened  his  eyes  with  a  stare, 
For  he  gazed  ui»on  his  long  lost  son,  John, 

No  more  you'll  hear  him  declare:— CuoRUS. 


I      ♦   S   »      I 


The  Travelling  Man  From  Boston. 

Written  and  composed  by  Jtunes  McAvoy. 


From  Wasliiugtoii  to  Baltimore, 
From  Baltimore  to  Haverstraw, 
From  Haverstraw  to  Syracuse, 
From  Syracuse  to  Santa  Croix, 
From  Santa  Croix  to  Birmingham, 
From  Birmingliam  lo  Amsterdam, 
From  Amstei^ain  to  Windsor  Locks, 
From  Windsor  Locks  to  Little  Rock, 
From  Little  Rock  to  Logansport, 
PVom  Logansport  to  Walliiigsford, 
From  Walliugsford  to  Meriden, 
From  Meriden  to  Brooklyn, 
From  Brooklyn  to  Louisville, 
From  Louisville  to  Bunker  Hill, 
From  Bunker  Hill  to  Hackensack,    ' 
From  Hackensack  to  Eulamazack,   r 
From  Ealaniazack  be  went  away,     '■ 
He  got  to  Piiiladelpliia, 
From  Piiila.  lie  started  on  the  go, 
From  there  he  took  the  B.  &  O., 
He  landed  out  in  Indianoixilis, 
Took  the  train  to  MinnejiiX)lis, 
From  Minneapolis  to  Eeokiik, 
From  Keokuk  to  Naugaluck, 
From  Naugatuck  to  Cliattanooga, 
From  Cliattanooga  to  Saratoga, 
From  Saratoga  to  Morrisinia, 
From  Morrisinia  to  Allegheny 
From  Allegheny  to  Pensacola, 
From  Pensacola  to  Cappitalla, 
From  Cappitalla  lo  Marinett,  .     i 

From  Marinetl  to  Joliet, 
From  Joliet  he  took  a  steer 
To  Boston  town  he  love<l  so  dear. 
Because  he  couldn't  stay  away 
He  said  he'd  be  there  New  Year's  Day, 
About  a  week  ago  he  was  seen 
In  company  with  a  gang  of  fiends,       ?- 
They  were  wading  into  pork  and  beans 
With  the  travelling  man.  from  Boston. 


GO   TO   SLEEP  MY  BABY  GIRL. 


Copyright,  1885,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son^  will  b«  Ment  to  any  addrent.  poRt^pald,  on  receipt  of  4o 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonps  for  One  Dollar,  bv  rt.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Pai^ 

Bow,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  a^s  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  H.  H.  Boaenfeld. 


Send  rour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  Tork  City,  and  reoeiTe 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Cataloirue  of  over  3000  Popular  English  and  Oerman 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  Hi  our  goods. 

It  makes  no  difference  where  you  go 
■'■■■.      You'll  fall  across  eomebodj'  you  know. 
Wherever  you  be  you'll  always  see 
A  travelling  man  from  Boston.  .  \ 

You'll  surely  know  he's  from  the  "  Hub," 
For  pork  and  beans  he's  on  the  grub, 
You  couldn't  face  him  with  a  club,  -■  . 

...        This  travelling  man  from  Boston.         t 
He  travels  all  over  the  country. 
From  Portland,  Maine  to  Santa  Fe, 
From  Winnepeg  to  New  Orleans,  •      .    :   .  : 

From  New  Orleans  to  Bowling  Green, 
From  Bowling  Green  to  Buffalo,  " 

'   '    .       From  Buffalo  to  Oswego,       . 

'•  ;;      From  Oswego  to  Albany,  . 

From  Albany  to  Kankakee,  \.:  \'-^.'-'-: 

^  From  Kankakee  to  Omaha, 

'  ■    .  •.       From  Omaha  to  Arkansas,  >^    , 

From  Arkansas  to  Kalamazoo, 

'..^^   ^      Prom  Kalamazoo  to  Tuscaloo,         .    ;  .    ' 

v  ■         From  Tuscaloo  to  Saganaw,  .    >  '       .    " 

;..  ■  •        From  Saganaw  to  Walkashaw,        ^     '  ,.         ,        • 

•:••..;■;>       From  Walka-shaw  to  Niagara  Falls,     ...      ,u"  j    v  •, 
Prom  Niagara  Falls  to  Montreal,  •..../--.., 

From  Montreal  to  Burlington,  :.  '.4  -;  } . 

From  Burlington  to  Washington, 


Little  baby,  go  to  sleep     ■  •"  . 

While  the  sun  is  setting  low; 
Angels  watch  thy  slumbers  deep       .  "  - 

As  the  shadows  come  and  go. 
Little  darling,  pretty  baby. 

Go  to  slumber  deep;  ',' 

Day  is  done  and  night  has  come. 

Softly  steal  away  to  sleep. 

'■■'^'' ■''•      Chorus.  ■'•■'"■■ 
Then  go  to  sleep,  my  little  baby  girl. 

Go  to  sleep,  my  little  precious  pearl; 
Let  me  twine  thy  little  bonnie  curl. 

And  kiss  my  darling  sweet  good-night. 
Ley  he  o,  ley  ye  o,  ho,  ho  o. 

Ley  ye  o,  ho  ho,  ley  ye  o,ho,  ho,  o; 
Ley  ye  o,  ley  ye  o,  ho,  ho  o. 

Ley  ye  o,  ho,  ho,  ley  ye  o,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  o. 

Little  baby,  sweetly  dream,  "■      =';    ' 

Birds  are  in  each  down}'  nest; 
Stars  above  will  softly  beam  * 

While  the  angels  guard  thy  rest. 
Little  darling,  pretty  baby. 

Shadows 'round  tliee  creep; 
Close  thine  eyes  till  morning  skies 

Wake  thee  from  thy  gentle  sleep. — Chorus. 

Little  baby,  close  thine  eyes,  \,     '%;  - 

Rest  in  slumbers  pure  and  bright;     '. 
Angels  from  the  starry  skies  ; 

Bring  the  visions  of  delight. 
Little  darling,  pretty  baby. 

Watch  I'll  fondly  keep; 
Bird  and  rose  now  seek  repose, 

Pretty  rose-bud,  go  to  sleep. — CnoRUft. 


— A  hand  to  mouth  exbtence:  That  of  a  dentist 
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V   BARNEY'S  COURTSHIP. 

'       Copyright,  U7S,  by  White  ft  Qoullaud. 

The  Word!  and  Muaic  of  this  Song  wiU  be  sent  to  any  addreas,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO 

cenu;  or  thia  and  any  two  oclier  ikiUKsi  for  Uuc  lH>Uar,  l>y  ||.  J.  Wehinan,  130  farlc 

Row,  New  Yoric  City.    FuHtage  Staniptt  talcen  same  tut  vmMh  for  ail  our  good*. 


Can  You,  Sweetheart,  Keep  a  Secret? 


CopyriKht,  1<T<,  by  Geo.  W.  Richardiion  <ft  Cb. 


Words  by  Dexter  Smith.    Music  by  C.  B. 


Tbe  sun  shines  briglitl}',  Mully  dear. 

About  your  cabin  door; 
And  J030US  birds  are  singing  clear 

Tlieir  carols  as  of  yore. 
The  sunshine  tliat  before  you  floats. 

Is  dimmed  as  by  eclipse. 
And,  Moliie  <lear,  tiie  birds'  sweet  notes 

Catch  music  from  your  lips. 

CHonus. 

I  hear  the  distant  silvry  bells 
Ring  out  tlieir  dulcet  strain. 

And  soinetliing  in  the  glad  music  tella 
Me  I  may  hope  again; 

Something  in  the  ghid  music  tells 
ile  1  may  hope  again. 

The  roses  blush  along  the  wall. 

And  lilies  ope  their  bells; 
Your  lovely  features  blend  them  all. 

And  pale  the  flow'ry  dells. 
I  wear  a  bouquet  on  ray  breast, 

'Twiis  formed  by  thy  sweet  art; 
You  are  the  flower  I'd  like  best 

To  wear  within  my  heart. — Chorus. 

Oh.  Moliie,  darling,  will  you  go 

With  me  to  distant  lands? 
You  must  not,  cannot  answer  "  no!" 

My  joy  is  in  your  hands.' 
I  have  not  wealth,  but  hope  and  love 

Are  richer  far  beside. 
And  earth  will  seem  like  heav'n  above, 

If  you  will  be  my  bride. — Chorus, 

I  have  your  answer,  it  is  "  a'cs!" 

'Tis  murmured  sweet  and  low; 
An  angel  whisper,  sent  to  bless 

The  heart  of  man  l)elow. 
The  roses'  perfume  'round  us  steals, 

The  birds  sing  sweeter  now; 
May  heaven  bless  the  kiss  that  seals 

Our  heart's  eternal  vow.  -i 

Chorus. 

The  good  ship  lies  out  in  the  bay, 

To  bear  us  o'er  the  sea: 
Yes,  we  will  go  to  America, 

Dear  Moliie,  come  with  me; 
We  will  go  to  America, 

Dear  Moliie,  come  with  me. 


WE'VE  A  MILLION  IN  THE  FIELD 

The  Words  and  Mvxlc  of  this  Sonff  will  be  iient  to  any  address,  iiost-pald,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  .1.  Wehman,  190  Parle 

Row,  New  Yoric  City.    Postage  Stanipo  taken  same  aa  cas)>  for  all  our  groodi. 

The  flags  are  flying,  and  brave  men  arc  dying, 

The  din  of  the  l)attle  is  revealed; 
The  Union's  quaking,  the  land  is  shaking 

With  the  tramp  of  a  million  in  the  fleld. 

Cnoucs. 
We've  ft  million  in  the  field, 
We've  a  million  in  the  field; 
While  our  flag  is  slighted,  with  hearts  united. 
We  can  bring  a  million  more  to  the  field. 

We  were  pcaceflil  hearted,  in  days  departed. 
While  foes  kept  their  blighted  plans  concealed; 

But  they  now  must  weather,  the  storms  they  gather. 
For  they  must  meet  a  million  in  the  field. — Cuorub. 

Down  in  old  Kentucky,  they're  true  and  plucky 
They  know  that  the  Union  is  their  shield; 

And  they'll  do  their  duty,  in  all  its  beauty, 
When  they  find  we've  a  million  in  the  field. — Chords. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  oilier  Sonirs  for  one  l>ollar,  by  tl.  J.  Wchnian, 

Kow,  New  Vorii  (Jity.    l'osla«{e  Slampo  lalcen  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  | 
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Words  and  Music  by  H.  M.  Eastbrooke. 


Can  you,  sweetheart,  keep  a  secret, 

If  1  whisper  one  to  you? 
I  will  say  it  very  softly. 

Can  you.  sweetiieart,  keep  it  true? 
Bend  your  head  a  little  lovxer,    .       . 

Put  aside  each  curling  tress; 
For  the  words  I'll  gently  whisper. 

And  their  meaning,  can  you  guess? 

CUOKUS. 

Can  you,  sweetheart,  keep  a  secret. 

If  I  whisper  one  to  you? 
I  will  say  it  very  softly. 

Can  you,  sweetheart,  keep  it  true? 

Do  not  turn  away  so  shyly, 

For  my  passion  you  must  know; 
Let  me  look  into  y«)ur  face,  love, 

Where  the  roses  come  and  go. 
Let  me  look  but  once,  my  darling. 

In  vour  eyes  of  deepest  blue; 
Filled  with  love-light,  warm  and  tender. 

And  I'll  guess  your  secret,  too. — Chorub. 

Ah!  no  longer  'tis  a  secret. 

For  within  those  dewy  eyes; 
Veiletl  by  lashes  long  and  silken. 

Only  i)ure  afifeciion  lies; 
Brighter  than  the  stars  of  evening. 

On  my  brow  they  seem  to  shine. 
And  I  fold  my  arms  about  you, 

Knowing  you  are  wholly  mine. — Chorus. 


^ 


A  STITCH  IN  TIME  SAVES  NINE. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  (or  One  D<;llar,  by  If  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Bow,  ^ew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casb  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 


,     .      How  well  do  I  rememlier 

When  but  a  little  child, 
I  sat  upon  my  mother's  knee. 

How  sweetly  then  she  smiled. 
In  years  as  I  grew  older. 

With  heart  so  light  and  free, 
I  knelt  in  silence  by  her  side, 

When  thus  she  spoke  to  me: 

Chorus. 
Do  unto  others  as  you'd  have  them  do  unto  you. 
Always  be  upright,  honest,  trietl  and  true; 
Look  upon  the  sunny  side  of  life,  but  never  pine. 
And  remember  that  a  stitch  in  time  saves  nine. 

It  seems  to  me  but  yesterday 

I  left  the  dear  old  place;  .^ 

A  mother's  grief  and  sjiduess 

I  yet  see  on  that  old  face. 
I  gave  to  her  the  farewell  kiss, 

How  bitterly  she  cried; 
Good-bye,  I  said,  when  at  the  gate. 

To  which  she  thus  replied: — Chorub. 

Long  years  of  ^ef  and  saflness, 

Combined  with  tears  and  sighs. 
Have  passed,  and  now  that  dear  old  soul 

In  yoniler  church-vard  lies. 
Sweet  flowers  hide  the  silent  form 

Whose  thoughts  were  but  of  me; 
And  on  the  tombstone  o'er  her  grave 

These  maxims  you  can  see: — CuoRUS. 


1- 


— A  youngster,  after  deep  Tne<Htation,  broke  nut  to  his  father: 
"  Pa,  I  know  why  colored  people  have  white  palms  to  their  hands  ' 
and  white* soles  to  their  feet.     When  the  first  colored  man  was ' 
made,  he  stood  on  all  fours  while  God  painted  him." 
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Did  You  Ever  Hear  a  Girl  Say  No? 

Copyright,  18X9,  by  Harding  Brothers. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City,    postage  Stamps  taken  saine  as  cash  for  alt  our  goods. 

Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music^by  J.  P.  Skelljr.  .      _    . 

There  are  many  words  we  bear,  -. 

Some  are  kind  and  some  are  queer,  '''':y''''^':^ ■:■'-' -^'^ ; 

Some  are  droll  and  some  affection  show;  ' 
But  I'll  mention  now  a  word 
That  is  very  seldom  beard,  .  , 

Did  you  ever  bear  a  girl  say  "  No?"      *  -    ;       ' 

Ev'rybody  must  confess  '  '  ^ 

That  its  easy  to  say  "  yes,"  •  : 

And  at  talking  girls  are  not  so  slow;    ..' ' 
-    But  wherever  you  have  been,  '      ■         * 

And  whatever  you  have  seen. 

Did  you  ever  hear  a  girl  say  "  No?"  , .     ,, 

Did  you  ever  hear  a  girl  say  "  No?" 
Did  you  ever  hear  a  girl  say  "  No?"    •• 
Did  you  ever,  did  you  ever? 
■!         (If  you  did  you  are  very  clever!) 

Did  you  ever  hear  a  girl  say  '  •  No?" 

When  you  take  her  for  a  walk,  ^ 

And  a  cosey  little  talk. 

While  her  arm  in  yours  is  snugly  twined;         -    .- 
.:     Oh,  what  happiness  you  feel, 
^    "   Till  the  fac%  will  o'er  j'ou  tfteal 

That  your  pocket-book  you've  left  behind! 
'Mid  your  love's  delightful  dream, 
She  iK'holds  a  sign  "  Ice  cream," 

And  you  haven't  got  a  dime  to  show;         ;', 
When  you  politely  inquire  -    ,  ^ 

:     If  ice  cream  is  her  desire. 

Did  you  ever  hear  a  girl  say  "  No?" — Chorus. 

'    When  pa's  dog  is  safely  tied, 
And  you  nestle  side  by  side 

While  the  old  folks  are  in  slumber  sweet; 
There  is  much  that  you  will  say 
Just  to  while  the  time  away, 

And  your  happiness  is  then  complete. 
■  She  has  lovely  ruby  lips,  ^         ■.  '  -. 

That  a  rose-bud  would  eclipse,  "" 

But  to  press  them  to  your  own  you're  slow; 
Don't  be  bashful  then  and  miss. 
If  you  ask  a  little  kiss, 

Did  you  ever  hear  a  girl  say  "  No?"— Chorub, 

When  a  fellow  s  very  poor, 
Why  his  chances  are  not  sure. 

If  he  ask  a  charming  girl  to  wed;  - 

So  his  heart  will  almost  stop 
When  the  question  he  will  "  pop," 

And  he  waits  to  hear  the  sweet  "  yes  "  said. 
But  a  diamond  ring  or  two,  ,; 

This  will  place  another  view 

On  a  fascinating,  ardent  beau; 
Ask  a  girl  to  marry  then,  ; 

You'll  not  have  to  ask  again, 

Oh,  you'll  never  hear  a  girl  say  "  No." — Chorus. 


The  Last  Sweet  Words  of  Mother. 

Copyright,  18«4,  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 

The  Words  and  Mu*lc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addreiw,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

centA:  or  this  and  any  two  oUier  Songs  for  One  l>oilar.  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ork 

Row;  New  York  City,    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  caf  h  fur  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  George  Cooper.    Mu^c  by  Cha*.  E.  Pratt 

Of  all  the  memories  that  I  keep, 

Like  roses  in  my  breast, 
A  gentle  one  lies  hidden  deep. 

Far  sweeter  than  the  rest. 
It  brings  me  back  one  sunny  year. 

One  dream  of  childhood's  glee; 
The  last  sweet  words  of  mother  dear 

Are  whisper'd  now  to  me,  .  • 

'  • .:.   ;    Chorus.  '-.  ■ 

.    The  last  sweet  words  of  mother. 

How  dear  tbeir  echo  seems;  -. 

,.   They  bless  my  sad  and  lonely  heart  \j/^'.\ 

With  bright  and  heavenly  beams.        ' 


I  gaze  within  hei  gentle  eyes, 

Wbere  shines  the  parting  tear. 
Again  her  tender  soft  replies 

In  accents  pure  I  hear! 
Her  loving  hand  is  on  my  brow, 

Her  lips  are  meeting  mine; 
Altho'  in  sadness  I  may  bow. 

These  dreams  my  heart  entw  ine. 


-Chorub. 


The  last  sweet  words  of  mother  dear 

Shall  never  fade  away, 
Like  voice  of  angels  hov'ring  near 

They  glad  my  life  to-day. 
The  joys  of  old  return  once  more 

Witli  all  their  mem'ries  sweet. 
And  mine  they  are  till  life  is  o'er. 

And  fondly' we  shall  meet. — Chorus. 


LATER   ON,  LATER   ON. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  coinplete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  E^Ush  and  German 

Songs— Free.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Girls  won't  flirt  and  mash  upon  the  sly, 

Later  on,  later  on;  •  . 

And  they  won't  wear  hats  that  will  reach  up  to  the  sky. 
Later  on,  later  on. 

Their  hair  they  won't  bang  and  curl, 

And  set  each  poor  fellow's  heart  iu  a  whirl. 

And  j-ou  can  tell  which  is  the  bustle  and  which  ia  the  jfirl. 
Later  on,  later  on.  -  .     :  ;     :  ;  .' 

Everybody  in  New  York  will  pay  their  back  debts, 

Later  on,  htter  on; 
And  all  the  hot! -carriers  smoke  cigarettes,  •*     .      • 

Later  on,  later  on. 
And  the  boys  won't  grieve  over  money  they  have  Kpent, 
And  a  mormon  with  one  wife  will  be  content,  ; 

And  Jim  Blaine  give  up  trying  to  be  our  president, 

Later  on,  later  on. 

The  boy  now-a-days  won't  be  played  for  a  gawk. 

Later  on,  later  (m. 
When  they  take  a  young  lady  on  the  street  for  a  walk. 

Later  on,  later  on. 
They  treat  them  to  supper  so  very,  very  neat, 
Everything  they  see  they  want  to  eat. 
And  he  hasn't  got  a  cent  when  he  gets  into  the  street. 

Later  on,  later  on. 


PADDY   SHAY. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  IT.  J.  Wehman,  130  Tark  Row,  Now  1  ork  Cit  v,  and  raoeive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  inn,i}  Popular  Rnglish  and  Oerman 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  E.'iine  as  cosh  for  lul  our  goods. 

Oh,  my  name  is  Mike  Riley  and  I  came  from  Athlone, 

And  I'm  going  for  to  tell  you  my  woes;  v 

I'm  nearly  drove  wild  through  the  loss  of  my  wife, 

Where  she's  gone  to  nobody  knows. 
She  skipped  away  from  me,  and  crossed  over  the  sea 

Along  with  my  cousin,  Pat  Shay, 
But  I'll  hunt  high  and  low,  'till  I  find  him,  you  know, 

Then  the  penilty  he'll  have  to  pay; 
And' while  I  was  at  work,  the  cute  Irish  turk,. 

With  my  money  they  skipped  across  the  sea.        . 

Chorus. 

If  I  ever  run  acro.ss  the  man  that  stole  my  wife  and  money, 
I'll  revenge  me  Irish  honor  if  I  hang  that  very  day, 

I'll  garrotte  him  and  I'll  boot  him,  I'll  cut  him  and  I'll  shoot  him, 
And  I'll  never  sleep  a  wink  until  I  murder  Paddy  Shay. 

If  I  ever  lay  my  hands  upon  the  bandy-legged  robber, 

I  will  show  him  no  mercy,  he  stole" my  wife  away; 
I'll  grab  him,  and  I'll  jab  him,  with  the  biHcher  knife  I'll  stab  him. 

And  I'll  never  sleep  a  wink  until  I  luurder  Paddj'  Shay. 
Oh,  it  makes  me  feel  sore  when  I  think  of  Pat  Shay,  ' 

For  I  always  believed  him  my  friend, 
I  invited  him  down,  like  a  good-natured  gawk. 

To  my  house,  just  a  few  months  to  spend; 
It  was  then  all  the  mischief  began  to  take  root,  -     c^   •    ■ 

He  won  my  wife's  love  away  from  me. — Chorus.  » 


The  Countess  Chestnutta:  Lorenzo,  dearest,  we  must  meet  only 
as  strangers  hereafter.  I  *marry  Count  Bowleggio  to-morrow. 
(Lorenzo  weeps.)  Do  not  weep,  sweet.  Why  weep?  Lorenzo— 
I  am  weeping  for  the  count. 
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THE   MILWAUKEE   FIRE. 

Copyright,  1884,  b.v  S.  r.rainard's  Suuh. 


The  Words  and  Muxie  of  tlii!<  Soil);  Mil  he  sent  to  imy  nddri'ys.  |><>!<t-|>alil,  on  toi-oipt  of  <0 

c«ut«;  or  this  and  aitv  tuutitlicr  Siiri;;sl\>i  One  Ix.llar.  I>.v  11.  J.  W(>hniuli,   IM  I'utk 

K*>w,  ^iew  I'ui'k  City.     l'u:ila|;t' stumps  talvfii  saint' :ui  ousli  fur  ull  our  ((oudii. 

WorUannd  Music  by  J.  V>.  KoUy. 


'TwaH  the  pray  of  early  niorniii^  when  the  dreadful  cry  of  flrf 

Raii^  out  upon  tlie  cold  ami  |iiereiiii;  air; 
Just  tliat  I'ttlo  word  uloiio  i»  all  that  it  would  require 

To  hprcud  dismay  iiud  Jianic  every  wluTe. 
Milwaukee  was  exeiteil,  ai  it  nevi-r  \va»  before. 

On  leariiinj'  that  the  tire  hell-*  all  around 
Were  riuj;iiij;  lo  etirnlty  u  buii<lred  foulf"  or  more, 

Aud  the  Newluill  House  was  burning  to  the  ground. 

CUOUUB. 

Oh,  hear  the  Are  bell*  riiiginc  at  the  morning's  early  dawu, 

iiear  the  voices  ns  they  Ka\e  thai  dreadful  cry; 
Oh,  hear  the  wail  of  terror  'mid  the  Uerce  and  biirnini;  flame, 

lieaveu  protect  theui,  for  they're  wailing  tliere  to  die. 

The  firemen  worked  liki-  denioiiP.  and  did  all  in  their  power 

To  cave  a  life  or  iry  t<>  soothe  a  pain; 
It  made  the  stronve^i  heart  hick,  for  in  less  than  half  an  hour 

All  was  hushed  and  furilier  efforts  were  in  vain. 
When  the  dread  alarm  wai  sounded  tlirou<;h  the  oft  coiidcmucd  hotel. 

They  r^l^lled  in  mad  confusioii  overv  way; 
The  siuoke  was  siitTocatiiii,'  tmd  hlindln;;  tiieni  as  well; 

The  Hre-king  could  not  be  held  at  bay.— Cuours. 

At  every  window  men  and  women  would  wildly  bcseeeh 

For  help  in  anu'iiisli  and  despair; 
Wliai  must  have  l»i  ii  their  feeliii'.'s  where  the  huhlers  could  not  reach? 

And  they  felt  death's  tirasp  around  th'-ni  every"  here. 
Up  in  the  hisrliesl  window  stood  a  servant  k'irl  alone, 

Ttie  irowd  bviicatli  all  grazed  with  battu  d  breath: 

They  turned  away  their  faces,  there  were  many  a  stifled  proaii. 
Wlien  ehe  jumped  to  meet  i>erhap(!  as  liaril  li  death.— Ciiokls. 

A  boy  stoo<1  at  the  window,  and  his  mother  stood  below, 

Slie  saw  him,  ami  the  daii;.'er  drawin<r  near; 
With  upraised  hands  to  ))ray  for  him.  blie  knelt  down  in  the  5Uow, 

And  the  stoutest  man  could  not  restrain  a  tear. 
She  madly  rushed  towanls  the  tire  and  w  ildly  tore  her  hair, 

Take  me.  oh,  (Jod.  hut  spare  my  jiride.  my  joy. 
She  saw  the  flames  cinround  hiiui  and  llien'in  dark  despair, 

Said:  Ood  have  uieicy  on  my  only  boy.— cuoiiis. 


Since  Kate  Learnt  How  to  Play. 

Copyrijfht,  1SS9,  l)y  H.  II.  Jun.^sen. 

The  Words  and  Musle  of  tlils  Sonff  will  !«■  sent  to  any  nddres-;.  |)0.st-p!iid.  on  rpreipt  of  <0 

cents;  I 'I' this  II  lid  any  two  otln  r  Smii.'.-'  Id'  <  'no  I'cillar.  bv  II.  J.  V.'clnii.iii,  l:;ii  I'arlc 

l<u«  ,  New  Vork  Lily.     I'o.-ta^fe  St.oii|is  t.ikfU  tiMiiie  a.s  easli  for  all  our  |;<>ods. 


V„rds  and  Mu-ic  by  B.  H.  Jan8.st'U. 


Kate  Reilly  was  a  riirht  smart  girl,  ns  brij^ht  as  she  could  l)e. 
With  sweet  and  lovely  handsome  fate.  :-nch  as  you  seldom  (?ee; 
She  spf)kt  the  lan^'iiaire  of  each  cUme.  she  studied  night  and  day. 
Her  education  v\as  coiiiidete,  tint  Katie  couldn't  play. 
OKI  Keilly  did  not  have  a  rest,  he  could  not  sleep  or  eat. 
"  .\u  upright  piano!  "  was  tlie  cry,  whenever  Kate  he'd  meet; 
An  Instrument  at  la^t  he  bouL'lit,  lie  -cut  it  home  one  day. 
The  fam'ly  are  all  dead  or  mad,  since  Kate  learut  how  to  play. 

Chorus. 

La  la  la  la  la  la  la  la,  up  and  down  the  scale, 

La  la  ia  la  la  la  la  la,  like  an  infant's  wail; 

'•  Fishermaideu,"  "  Krminie,"  they're  all  plaved  In  one  way, 

There's  iff)t  a  tenant  iu  the  house  since  Kate  learnt  how  to  jilay. 

She  has  her  own  p<'culiar  style,  she  plays  from  morn  till  night. 

At  times  she'll  let  her  left  h"aii<l  rest  and  play  both  with  her  rij,'ht; 

Both  jM-dals  she  will  always  u-»'.  she  says,  "to  force  the  tone." 

She  h&A  a  little  fancy  wailz  which  she  jdays  w ith  them  alone. 

She  plays  a  sonir  just  like  a  niarcli.  an  ojKTa  like  a  dance. 

And  sings  about  some  lish'-rmaid  whene'er  she  gets  a  chance; 

No  soul  now  lives  wiihiii  a  block,  they  all  have  nio\ed  away, 

Tiie  horse-cars  take  aucnher  street  since  Kate  learnt  how  toplay.— Choui  *. 

She  buys  her  music  by  the  load,  she's  everything  that's  out, 
And  if  perchance  youdo  meet  Kate,  of  Wauner  sIk'  will  spout; 
V  She's  worn  down  ail  the  ivory  with  "  classics,"  so  she  says, 
"Boulanger's  .March."  the  "  .Maidiii's  l'ra>er,"  for  weeks  and  weeks  she  jihus. 
She  drums  on  each  and  evervlhiiiL'.  on  tabli-,  sofa,  chair. 
And  talks  of  flats  and  sharps  and  rests,  and  always  hums  some  air; 
No  policeman  now  will  tnke  that  bc^it,  no  -oul  will  i>ass  tluit  way. 
The  sun  has  not  shone  down  that  stnu.-t  since  Kate  learnt  to  play.-CiioKi-s. 

—He:  Ciiti't  I  have  ju^t  one  kiss  before  I  /?o?  Only  one?  She: 
If  I  k-t  yoii  tiike  one  yon  will  tuke  two,  wt^n't  you'/  He:  >»o,  I 
won't;  indeeil  I  w(  n't.     She:  Then  you  shan't  have  any. 

— Mr.  IJllhis  wa.s  .^tandintr  up  in  a  .'^trcet  car,  hohlini^  tiirhtly  to 
a  ^rap.  The  ctir  g.ive  a  siuMen  Inroli,  he  Itiiigcd  forw.iid,  niul 
an  exclamation  of  pain  came  from  the  lip.s  of  the  lady  .siltiiii^  next 
to  Mrs.  IJillus.  "  If  yoti  didn't  keep  yotir  great  hi^  hoofs'.xiick- 
in*?  out  so  Ciireles.sly  I  wouldn't  stiimhle  over  them,"  frrowkd  .Mr. 
Billus.  "  When  a  woman  h.isn't  ;uiy  more  .sense — I  beg  your 
pardon  sincerely,  madam.  I  thought  it  was  my  wife's  foot  I 
stepped  on." 


We'll  Raise  De  Roof  To-Night. 


CupyriKht,  IHU,  by  Blair  &  LydoQ.  ^, 

Tilt)  Words  and  MurIc  of  thi»  Soii^;  will  Im.-  sent  to  any  addreiw,  powt-pnld.  on  rt- e«-ii>t  of  to  \ 

ctMils;  or  thi.s  and  luiy  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  ehniau,  I'M  Tark 

Itow,  New  York  City.    i'uHlatie  Stumps  taken  wnie  o^  cosh  for  all  our  ifooUii. 

Words  by  H.  0.  Wheeler.    Music  by  J.  W.  "Wheeler. 

Come,  niggers,  grease  yo'  ankles  and  wenches  bang  yo'  wool, 
Kansaik  around,  get  on  your  duds,  we  aiiit  got  no  tiuie  to  fool 
Take  all  de  little  chilluu  and  make  a  big  carouse, 
Dars  gwine  to  be  a  wariniu'  at  Ciiithy  Johnson's  house. 
Au;;ustiis  quit  dat  f(»olin',  don't  stan'  dar  iu  de  middle, 
Uiit  saslia  doM  ii  to  Jupiter's  and  tole  hlin  fotch  dat  Jlddle; 
Well  shout  dar,  well  sing  dar,  I'se  tellin'  you  de  troof, 
■    A\  hen  we  go  down  to  de  waruiiu'  we're  gwiiie  to  raise  de  roof.  { 

CUORUS. 

Come  aloni;,  oh,  cliillun,  come  along;. 

And  while  de  moon  am  shining  bright 
We'll  take  de  boat  aud  down  de  ribber  float. 

And  raise  dat  roof  to-night. 

Oh,  'souse  me.  Miss  Sebastian,  yo'  crimps  am  out  ob  gear. 

Now  shake  yo'self,  Mose  Washington,  and  shiifTul  over  here; 

liars  p<issunis  on  de  tal>le  and  chicken  in  de  pot, 

W  id  cold  bak'd  coon  a  floatiu'  and  hoe-cake  smokin'  hoi. 

W  e'll  alli^io  down  toyedder  and  cut  de  pigeon  wing, 

I)en  leai>  about  and  kick  de  ar  and  step  tie  kunjo  (ling;  ■    " 

De  tickets  am  ready  wid  .Miss  Celestial  C'liiie, 

Den  all  you  bratkest  smokejacks  go  get  into  de  line.— Chorus. 

De  essence  an  de  jnba  in  ole  Virginny  style. 

While  liicle  Unfe  is  puitin'  he  can  watch  de  chicken  bile; 

We'll  let  de  little  chilluu  jump  up  and  dance  Jim  (row, 

Jte  (piality  will  be  dar,  dey're  all  invitetl  sho. 

Deii  i;<'t  yo'  jmrtiiers  lively,  be  read)  to  skip  out, 

\\  ell  all  go  down  to  "fiewhtuents  sho  when  Cinthy  gibs  de  shout; 

So  hustle  loiieddcr  and  sassha  to  de  riijht. 

We'll  go  down  to  de  waruiiu'  aud  raise  de  rooflo  night.— Cuonus. 
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THE   SONa   I'LL   NE'ER  FORGET. 


Copyright,  18»9,  by  WillU  Woodward  «  Co. 

The  Wimis  and  Music  tif  this  Sonp  will  U-  s«-iit  to  anv  nddress,  po«^paid,  on  receli 

c-eiil.s:iirtlii.sund  any  two  other  Soiitfs  for  One  OoUur.  by  H.  J.  'Wehman,  130  I'l 

How,  New  Vork  City,    rosuii^e  .-sUnnps  taki'u  saint!  lueasta  (or  all  our  Kotxla, 


Ipt  of  10  I 
'nrk 


Words  and  Music  by  Julian  Jordan. 


I've  listened  to.swiet  music  vtilnptous  and  jfrand. 

I've  listened  to  the  melo<lies  of  every  forei;;!!  land;  -"- 

And  many,  many  songs  I've  sung  of  praise,  of  chivalry, 

And  song  of  love,  and  songs  of  war,  nut  never  can  it  be. 

That  I'll  foijjet  one  oW,  old  strain,  witliin  my  heart  so  deep, 

The  song  my  mother  used  to  sing  to  rock  her  babe  to  sleep; 

Hush,  my  dear,  lie  still  and  slumber, 

lloly  augels  guaid  thy  Wd: 

Chorus. 
Its  echo  linucrs  yet. 
The  song  I'il  ne'er  forget; 
The  song  my  mother  used  to  sing, 
The  song  I'll  ne'er  forget. 

'Tw  lis  not  so  much  the  music  as 'twas  the  tender  tone. 

'I'hat  made  me  pause  and  listen  when  often  all  alone; 

WUU  mother  ihar,  and  baby,  so  tiuiel  wcmhl  I  keep 

While  list'iiing  to  that  mother's  voice  singing  her  child  to  sleep. 

And  now .  though  years  liave  passed  since  then,  its  echo  lingers  yet. 

The  song  my  mother  used  t.)  sinj:  I  never  can  forget; 

Hush,  my  dear,  lie  still  and  slumber. 

Holy  angels  guard  thy  l>e<l.--fuoiU's. 


JACK   WON'TFORGET   YOU. 

Copyplsrht,  1889,  by  M.  Wiiinerk  A  Sons. 

The  \V..r(|s  nnd  Music  of  this  S-.n^  will  In-  sent  to  anv  address,  post.|>aid,  on  receipt  of  M 

ciiil-i;  orlliisiimlirin  '»•>  other  Si>n;rs  for  One  Ihillar,  by  H.J.  U'clmian,  130  Pork 

Uow,  New  Voik  t  Uy.    I'ostnife  SIuiii|k*  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  M.  J.  Cnvananh.    Mu.sic  by  Isldor  Wltniark. 

Many  years  atjo  a  seaman  and  a  maid 

lleside  a  moss-grow  11  gateway  stood  and  lender  words  betrayed;     •• 

Tli<' )miii  that  gives  to  fond  hearts  leal  and  true, 

"  Forget  ine  not "  she  cries  while  tears  bedim  her  eyes  of  blue. 

ClIOKfS. 

.lack  won't  forget  you.  Jack  won't  forget  you. 

His  heart  will  be  loyal  and  true; 

Jack  won't  forget  you,  should  dor.lits,  love,  beset  you, 

l.'esiiember  Jack,  till  he  comes  back,  will  think  of  vou.    • 

Weary  years  have  fled,  and  faded  now  the  eyes 

That  once  with  life  and  hope  and  love  were  bright  as  Summer  skies; 

Still  watch<s  she  and  waits  by  the  crumbling  gate  each  dav. 

.\iid  until  life  and  all  is  o'er  she'll  wait  and  watcb  alway.- Ci 


HORVS. 


— "  Well.  Ned.  I  proposed  to  Mi.ss  Jenkins  last  niirht,  and  she 
lias  iicrcptcd  me."  '  Did  vou.  ihoiifrh?  Why,  I  never  for  a  mo- 
iiutit  tiiou!.;lif  you  h.id  the  .sli;r|,t,.sf  ideti  of  marrying."  "  I  didn't, 
liiii  .Mis.s  .Iciikiti.s  uoii  niL-  .so  oomplelelv  hy  her  hciiiitiful  tact  and 
lUlic.ile  fon  ilKMijjrht."  "In  what  respect?"  "Why,  when  I 
called  she  walked  up  to  the  mantle-piece  imd  stoi)ped  the  clock. 
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Thin  Is  thn  latevt  and  bent  hook  published  on  TrIokSt   VaR' 

triloquism,  Socond'Stght  an^i  PIrealde  Mesmer- 
ism. It  is  illuKUatbil  with  OT^r  60 engravljiga.  the  instruetlonf 
fur  iKTfomiJnK  are  so  plainly  given  that  any  child,  with  a  llttla 
practice,  can  do  them,  u  tney  onlj  require  slrnblO  apoa* 
ratus.  We  will  mention  a  fpwof  the  tricks  In  this  book.  How 
to  eut  a  peck  of  shavinps  and  change  them  into  a  nbt>on— How  to 
DiaJie  ai.iine  im^*  thri>ai.-b  a  tAltle— How  t<)  make  Ore  bum  under 
water— liow  lo  put  a  ri.ig  throuujh  yovir  cheek  and  then  brins^lt 
on  a  stick— How  to  riial<e  a  loaf  d&nce  while  It  is  baklnff  Inthe 
oven— How  to  cutoff  a  chlckeu's  head  without  killing  It— How  to 
make  Ice  in  Sinniner— How  to  change  water  into  wme — A  lamp 
that  will  burn  f"rayear— How  to  cut  off  your  noae — How  to 
make  fireproof  paper— How  to  eat  tow  and  aet  It  on  Are  In  your 
mouth— How  to  produce  a  mouse  from  a  pack  of  cards— How  to 
tell  the  number  any  person  thinks  of— How  to  tell  in  adraaoe  a 
card  selected  by  any  one— How  to  tell  It  a  person  is  in  lora— 
How  to  remove  a  man'atihlrt  without  taking  off  hlsooat  or  rest— 
Bow  to  hold  a  glass  of  water  upxide  d^wn  without  spilling  It— Mow  to  become  a  y«n- 
trlloqulst  and  I  SO  other  equally  asumlsiiing  tricks,  eto.  Old  and  younc  ■honld  not 
tmil  to  get  this  highly  amusing  and  wonderful  t>ook:  It  will  put  you  on  the  raad  to  ba- 
•ome  a  Or«at  MHRlClan,  such  as  Hermann,  Heller  and  othen.    Dont  fail  to  gstlt. 

Price  25c.  i>er  copy,  or  this  book   and  any  four  other  25c* 
books  on  this  page  lor  One  Dollar. 

A1>I)RKSS  ALL  OliDKKS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Weliman,  130  Park  Row,N.  Y. 


;tW  T^ 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 


At  la'=t  It  la  within  the  reach  of  every  one  to  procure,  at  a 
tiilliii;r  cost,  a  coinj)lcte  hand-book  of  Etiquette  and  Politeness 
that  has  no  iK'cr  iu  this  couiitiy  or  Europe.  This  book  has  none 
of  the  ancitN-t  or  '•  liack-nuinber"  sugfe'estious  on  this  all-im- 
(■orlunt  bul.ji-ct  which,  1  regret  to  sav,  t^o  many  other  hiph- 
piiced  l)Ooks  contain.  It  is  nota  "  hashed-up"  or  "fake'"  edi- 
tion, but  a  tii-st  ■  l.i-s,  complete  hand-book  ou  a  subject  that  con- 
ri  ins  every  livinp  pel's-.!! — a  subject  that  comes  next  in  rank  to 
Cleaiili"e>s-lu  fact,  a  pru"tical  instructor  in  tl'e  art  of  etiquette 
uiui  iM.litenossof  the  present  time.  Good  manners  is,  as  almost 
everybody  knows,  a  veiv  essential  factor  in  helping  any  one  to 
(ittain  and  command  the  respect  ( f  everj-body  with  whom  he 
cimes  in  contact— mnle  orfeinale,  youngorold.  fhiabook  gives 
a  thorough  explanation  of  the  aeportinent  of  btith  innlcsand 
females.  It  teache-i  a  jierson  how  t  ,  be  coui-toous  all  and  still 
]>.>ss«Rsacertuin  amount  of  ditnlty  d  self-respect.  It  teaches 
iiow  to  act  in  any  emcivt'iicy,  or  enter  any  bo<  iety  without  em- 
barrnssment,  and  how  to  avoid  incorrect  and  vulg-ir  habits  in 
tha  street,  at  honje.  or  in  society.  It  tenches  vou  how  to  so  behave  that  your  si>ciety 
win  bo  courted  and  sought  after  by  every  one.  By  acting  upon  the  advi  given  in  this 
book,  you  can  giiln  accc^^s  into  anv  Inmil.v  in  Amem-a,  and  then  you  want  nothinar  but 
opportunity  to  <listiniruish  ^oui-yelf.  In  short,  it  is  the  best  and  most  comprehensive 
treatise  on  the  subject  of  Ktiqnette  and  Toliteness.  Abstract  of  Contents:  How  to  enter 
a  room  and  how  to  leave  it— H..w  to  accost  or  notice  ladies  or  gentlemen  on  the  street- 
How  to  dress  well,  and  yet  not  gari.-hly— How  to  give  and  ceive  introductions— What 
kind  of  cards  to  have,"  and  how  to  present  or  send  them— The  proper  mode  of  giving 
|ire!«nts— How  to  shake  hnndsand  bid  g'>od-bye—H<'w  to  begin,  conduct,  and  end  a  con- 
versation—How  to  accompany  acqua  niai  ws  on  the  promenade — How  to  seek  a  partner 
in  the  dance,  and  how  to  derlme  an  invitation- How  to  behave  at  dinners,  either  as  host 
or  guest — How  to  behave  dininL'  couvtsliip  and  mnrrl  -How  to  "  play  the  aSable  "  at 
chnrcb,  at  parties,  etc.,  etc.   Price  Twentyflve  Cents,  by  mail,  poet-jjald. 

t^^  This  book   and  any  four  other  25c.  books  on  this 
page  lor  One  Dollar.    U.  M.  puetusze  ^luiups  tukuu  t^aiue  oe  cash. 
ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Weliman,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


A  practical  and  reliable  g^uide  to  every  •day  Cookery* 
by   an  Experienced  Housekeeper* 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 


This  work  on  Cookery  has  several  notewortliy  features  entirely 
distinct  from  any  heretofore  pulilislied.    Itisairnnged  bo  thatl! 
the  Housewife  can  tell  at  a  glance  the  time  necessary  to  OoOKil 
any  Dish  or  Article  of  Diet,    it  also  gives  some  practical  ' 
hints  and  suggestions  for  selecting  the  various  meats,  vegetnMes 

flsh,  etc ,  as  well  as  directions  for  Preserving.  Storing^ 

and  Keeping  them.     Special  attentioir  is  iMud  to  economy 


Keeping 

and  an  effort  is  mad 


to  remove  the  reproach  wliieh  justly  clings 


to  American  Cooker}-,  of  tH>ing  eitravagaiitand  wasteful  without  ■>, " 
being  palatable  ana  healthful,     dill   instructions  are  given    toif^ 
prepiLre  all  kinds  of  pies,  Puddings,  Cakes,  Jellles,| 
etc.,  as  well  as  preparing  and  cooking  all  kinds  of  Meats,  ,|i~ 
Soups,  Gravies,   Fish,  Vegetables,  etc..  In    anf 
Economical  and  Appetizing  Manner.   It  also  con  j 
tains  considerable  miscellanoous  Intormatlon  tiertaining  to  theli 
household,  such  as  Removing  Kitchen  Odors,  Creasej 
Spots,  Iron  Stains,  Ink  Spots  In  Books;  Cleaning,' 

Scouring,  Receipts  for  Washing,  etc.,  ai>'I  a  variety  of  others  cquaMy  use- 
ful and  necessary  to  the  Housekeeper  or  Cook.  These  features  make  this  work  the  best, 
most  practical,  fjid  Popular  Cook  Book  e\  er  issued.  This  book  will  be  sent  to  any 
address,  poxt-paid,  on  receipt  of  Twenty-five  Cents. 

:    t7~  Tills  book   and  any  four  other  25c.  books  on  this 
page  for  One  Dollar.    U.  a.  postage  Biauii>e  tukeu  e&vae  ae  cash. 
ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  N.  T. 


CONUNDRUMS  AND  tlOKE; 


PRICE    25   CENTS. 

A  bonk  fan  and  running -over  with 
sidesplitting  fun.  It  contains  Conun- 
drums that  will  set  the  whole  continent 
puessing,  and  then  they'll  have  to  giva 
"em  up  half  the  time.  Jokes  and  Gags 
for  End  Men— the  best  lot  of  these  fun- 
ny answers  and  questions  ever  put>- 
Ushed.  Negro  sketches- the  Minstrel 
and  Showman  will  find  in  this  book  all 
the  sketcliea  they  want  to  set  a  house  ia 
a  rip-roarioua  layghter.  It  also  con* 
tains  all  the  latest  Jokes  of  Thatcher, 
Primrose  &  West,  Camcross'.  and 
Haverlj''8  Minstrels;  also  of  such  come-  jv,  ,n 
diana  as  Hanigan  &  Hart,  BiUv  Rice,  v'v^.*'^^' 
Oua   Williams.  Vat  Koouev.  J.   K.    Em- Sv\^  ^'^  .,%^ 

mett  Sam  Devere,aud  many  others  ^,#<#V^ 
equallv  prominent.    In  fact,  it  contains  ^^^^' 
the  best  and  most  comprehensive  col-  $;<^SS< 
lection  of  Sketches,  Conundrums  an**;y^'xv^>i, 
Jokes  ever  sold  st  so  low  a  price.    Sent  ^ 
by  mail,  poft-paid,  to  any  addrera  on  v 
receipt  of  28  Cents.    U-  S.  postage 
Btanips.  of  any  denomination,  tjikeif 
game  as  cash. 

Specul— Fire  copies  for  tl-    Geffonr^ 
of  your  fri'-nils  t-o  club  in  with  you  at^^ 
Ki  cents  each,  making  $1  in  all,  and  : 
thereby  get  your  own  b<H>k  free.    This: 
offer  holds  good  at  any  time.    Heinem-  '■ 
ber  the  title,    "Wkhmak's    Minstrel 

BKETCHES,    CONTTKDRCliS    AND    JOKES.'M 

Bend  for  a  fre«  catalogue  of  Songs.  \ 

portico,  e*'*     "*'* 

tW  This  book  and  any  four  other  25c.  books  on  thl» 
page  for  One  Dollar.  Clcun  uiid  auut-eii  U.  8.  i><>8ia;:e  biHinps,  of  any 
deiioiiiiiiiilioii,  luUeii  liuiiic  :i>>  cai<li. 

ADDRESS  AU,  ORDERS   DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


'W^EH]y:^isr's 


TH[lHPl[T[miT[ 


PRICE   23   CEXTS. 


This  is  the  first  time  that  a  Ixiok  has  been  published  that 
plainly  teaclies  hOW  tO  write  a  letter,  it  shows  clearly 
all  t!ie  blunders  and  iiilstakts  apt  to  be  made  by  an  iuex- 
I>erience<l  writer,  and  makes  nuinilest,  in  the  Kiniplest  way,  tha 
proper  method  of  avoiding  aii<l  reetii^ying  such  blunders  and 
inisU'ikes,  whether  they  occur  in  the  spelling,  the  punctuation, 
or  tiic  grnmmar.  Tlils  biHik  ex|ilains  all  the  details  fit  cor- 
resp<^iidenee,  whethir  nliiting  to  tlio  form,  the  |>ennianship, 
the  «iiiecling,  f.  Idiiiif,  and  sending  of  a  note  or  a  letter.  There 
aiv  in  tliis  lXH>k  vnlualile  hinls  about  Love,  CourtShlp 
and  Marriage,  showing  in  wlia^  style  lovers  sliould  indita 
episiles.  ilieie  are  given  all  the  various  letters  that  arise  in 
the  coui-sc  of  business  Asking  for  money,  i-eiiue.sting  time,  eu> 
closing  It  mittance.  a.sking  assistance.  iva.sons  for  rtlusul.  from 
tenants  to  landlords  on  dill'eient  sulijects,  with  lanillordH'  re- 
plies. Then-and  this  is  a  very  Important  feature- 
there  issliown  tlie  hgal  iniixirtanceofaletter:  andexplanationa 
oi-e  given  upon  the  exact  iiKanmg  of  expn-s.sions  used  in  writ- 
ing that  may  be  brought  into  court  m  liligalions.  It  also  contains  the  art  Of  abbrS" 
Vlating  writing,  so  that  any  one  can,  witli  pnutice,  write  with  the  rapidity  oi  ira 
sliorthand  writer.  In  fact,  the  following  per^ms  all  ivipiire  this  tMX)k.  Young  Ladies 
and  young  gentlemen,  wivesand  husbands,  widows  and  liachelors,  farmers  and  trHdii-s 
the  sick  and  the  well,  soldiers  and  sailoi-s.  inoihers  and  fntliers.  daugliters  and  K<;ns, 
givers  and  receivers  of  presents,  the  educatetl  and  the  illiterate.  But  it  n ould  take  page 
after  page  to  begin  to  enumenite  all  the  different  cin.uses  to  wliom  **  This  Complete 

t,etter  Writer"  would  prove  an  invulualile  coni|Anion.    There  is  nothir  g  woitn 
nowing  in  any  other  letter  writer  not  to  lie  louud  here,  whih'  there  are  many  things  of 
Imnortance  here  not  to  be  found  in  any  other  book.    Notwithstanding  ail  thes*' g.KXl 

points.    Price  25c.  ver  copy,  or  this  book  and  any  four  Other  2Sc 
books  on  this  page  for  One  Doilar.    ciean  and  unused  u.  s.  postage 

stamps,  of  any  denomination,  taken  some  as  casii 

ADDKEtJS    ALL   OhiiERS    HIKErT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


POLICY  rIEOREAM  BOOK 


PRICE   25   CENTS. 


With  this  Book  yoii  have  a  Sure  Guide  to  Ijieky  Dr  lams  and 
Lucky  S'umljen--.  It  gives  you  the  Tme  Interpn-tat  ion  of  Dreams, 
and  also  the  NnmbcrR  of  the  I>oit<>ry  to  which  they  Apply; 
U<K)d  ('•mibinations  to  I 'lay;  Signiflcalions  of  Cards  Dreamed  of. 
and  their  Numbers,  Comliinatioii  Talile  for  Saddles,  Uigs  ana 
Horses;  Table  for  finding  Lucky  Nmntiers,  Numlicrsof  Dreams 
of  the  Months;  for  the  liays  oi  the  Weeks.  The  Draculum,  or  Na- 
poleon Bona|>arte's  Book  of  Kate;  the  Mi  tlicKl  of  Working  the 
Questions;  the  Oraculunf'r.ible— in  fact,  this  book  gnes  all  the 
Kni«  signs.  You  can  tlnd  out  by  any  of  these  surv  systems  from 
this  IxK'k  whether  you  will  be  rich  or  poor,  hicky  or  unlucky; 
whether  you  will  get  expected  moni'.v,  lovers,  clothes,  or  any 
other  article  that  you  may  R<'t  your  iMiid  u|s)n.  Do  you  dream 
of  love  or  gold,  or  of  friendsliip,  of  fcx-*.,  or  of  lifeoi  death!  This 
book  will  explain  cverj  thing  dearly  to  yon.  You  can  Ull  your 
own  foitune  from  its  p,ng<s  without  cnsulting  any  living  for- 
tune-teller. This  book  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  DOKVpoid,  oa 
receipt  of  price.  Postage  staniiis  tak(  n  same  as  cosh 
Price  Twenty-five  Cents  per  copy,  or  this  book  and  any  four  other 

2Sc.  books  on  this  page  for  One  Dollar,   ciean  and  unused  u.  a  po^aar* 

stamps,  of  any  deuomin  'ihin,  taken  same  as  ca«ti. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDEItS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 
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NOT  THAT  I  WISH  TO  SAY  ANY- 
THING-  WRONG-. 
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by  return  mail  a  complete  oatalo(;ue  of  over  3000  I'opuhir  KiiKliith  and  Uerman 
;»— free.    IVwla^e  Stamps  taken  suuie  as  cosli  for  all  our  KOoUs. 


As  guug  by  Tony  Tastor. 


Now  it's  not  that  I  wish  to  suy  auything  wrong. 

Not  for  the  world,  not  I; 
But  you  cjui't  help  noticing  some  little  things 

That  daily  occur  ou  the  sly; 
While  walking  along  down  the  street  here  to-night, 

A  neighbor  of  mine  passed  me  by ; 
Well,  it  was  not  his  wife  he  had  ou  his  arm. 

But  I  shall  say  nothing,  not  I. 

Chorus. 

For  it's  not  that  I  wish  to  say  anything  wrong, 

Not  for  the  world,  not  I; 
But  you  can't  help  noticing  some  little  things 

Just  as  you  are  passing  by. 

There's  Jenkins,  the  bobby,  he  lives  next  door  to  me, 

But  his  house  is  much  finer  than  mine; 
And  it's  strange  how  he  does  it  on  ten  dollars  a  week, 

While  my  wages  exceed  twenty-nine; 
He's  got  a  gold  wutcli  ami  a  beautiful  guard. 

And  some  rings  that  would  dazzle  your  eye; 
But  how  he  came  into  possession  of  these, 

Why,  I  shall  say  nothing,  not  I.— CuoRUS. 

Besides,  there's  Miss  Brown,  now  she  lives  in  our  street. 

But  she  dresses  remarkably  gay, 
And  however  she  can  do  it  ou  nine  shillings  a  week 

Would  puzzle  a  lawyer  to  say; 
At  night  she  is  seen  with  so  many  young  men, 

That  to  find  out  I  mean  to  try, 
And  mind  if  I  find  she  does  auything  wrong, 

Why,  I  shall  say  nothing,  not  I. — Churls. 

Well,  again,  there's  Miss  Green,  who  has  led  a  fast  life, 

To  a  banker  was  going  to  wed; 
But  somehow  the  marriage  has  been  broken  off. 

Through  tlirting  too  much,  it  is  said; 
But  while  passing  her  house  one  evening  this  week 

A  baby  was  heard  for  to  cry; 
Well,  the}'  say  it  is  one  she  hits  taken  to  nurse, 

But  I  shall  say  nothing,  not  I. — Chorus. 


Oh,  Leave  Not  Your  Kathleen. 


Copyright,  1M8,  by  D.  P.  Faulda. 
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Words  by  A.  O.  Cha-se.    Music  by  Frank  H.  King. 


Oh,  leave  not  your  Kathleen  to  cross  the  dark  sea. 
For  she  will  be  lonely,  she  cares  but  for  thee: 
The  scenes  that  were  bright  will  fade  from  her  view. 
Oh,  say  you'll  not  leave  me  for  scenes  that  are  new; 

Oh,  why  do  you  loave  the  land  of  j'our  birth. 

The  sweet  lan(l  of  shamrock,  the  home  of  your  youth? 
'Tis  an  emerald  that  glisten.s  in  tlie  bright  suiiliglifs  glenm. 
When  away  ybull  forget  her  and  your  darling,  Kathleen. 

Oh,  leave  not  your  Kathleen,  your  Colleen  Bawn, 
She'll  be  broken-hearted  when  from  her  you're  gone; 
Her  eyes  will  grow  dim,  tlic  sjnile  lose  its  beam, 
The  blu.sh  on  her  fair  cheek  will  lose  its  soft  gleam. 
Oh,  stay  by  her  side  and  pass  the  sweet  hours, 
Together  we'll  wander  in  Kiliarney's  green  bowers; 
Oh,  think  not  from  Erin  there's  a  far  brighter  .scene. 
And  leave  not  her  shores  and  your  darling,  Kathleen. 

Oh,  have  you  forgotten  your  own  Colleen  Bawn, 

And  the  days  when  we  strolled  on  the  beach  and  the  lawn? 

'Twas  then  you  first  told  me  of  loves  winning  powers, 

When  beside  the  still  stream  we  plucked  the  wild  flowers. 

And  now  you  would  leave  me  to  wander  afar. 

And  forget  your  Kathleen  and  Erin-go-Bragh; 

No  kind  heart  will  cheer  her  if  now  we  must  sever, 

When  you  part  from  your  Kathleen  we're  parted  forever. 

— Bilby:  "  My  trousers  are  short  and  do  not  touch  my  shoes.  I 
do  not  see  how  they  could  get  frightened  that  way."    Dolby: 

Don't  you  understand  it?  Why.  they're  frayed  of  your  shoes. 
Thai's  it."    Then  Bilby  dropped  dead. 


Song  of  the  Dying  Emigrant. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  F.  Mitchell. 


The  shadows  of  death  hover'd  over  the  bed 

Where  the  young  Irish  emigrant  lay; 
The  poor  wasted  himds  ou  the  coverlet  spread 

Were  moved  in  a  tremulous  way. 
His  eyes  sought  the  face  of  each  person  around, 

Like  a  man  who  is  dazed  in  a  throng; 
A  hush  came  upon  them,  they  heard  but  the  sound 

Of  a  pleading  and  piteous  song. 

Refrain.  , 

My  colleen  is  over  the  water. 

My  colleen  is  over  the  sea; 
Oh,  God,  let  an  angel  just  lend  her  his  wings. 

That  she  may  tiy  over  to  me. 
Let  me  live,  let  me  live  till  I  see  her  again, 

Let  me  see  the  blue  heaven  of  her  eyes, 
For  soon  there  will  be  but  the  mem'iy  of  me. 

And  the  grave  where  the  emigrant  lies. 

He  smil'd  as  the  dreams  of  his  love  and  his  youth 

Came  back  to  his  menx'ry  once  more; 
When  together.they  pliglited  their  troth  and  their  truth 

Out  of  love's  inexhaustible  store. 
His  eyes  were  alight  with  the  fervor  of  love, 

And  he  murmured  lier  name  as  he  smiled; 
Then  his  song  seemed  re-echoed  by  angels  alw)ve 

As  he  passed  to  his  rest  like  a  child. — Bkkrain. 

Ah,  who  was  the  colleen  who  won  all  the  love 

That  lived  in  tiie  moment  of  death? 
And  the  name  that  was  coupled  with  God's  up  above 

As  the  emigrant  yielded  his  breath? 
It  will  never  be  known,  she  may  think  of  him  still. 

She  may  weep  for  him  all  the  night  long; 
But  what  angel  will  tell  her  he  loved  her  until 

He  lay  dead  with  that  unfinished  song? — REFJtAlN. 


THE   PALMS. 
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Words  by  A.  J.  Holdeii.    Miuiic  by  J.  Faurt'. 

All  round  our  way  the  palms  and  beauteous  flowers 

Waft  wide  their  (nlor  on  this  glorious  day, 
Lo!  Jesus  conies  to  take  away  our  tears. 

Now  awaiting  hosts  their  adoration  pay. 
Let  all  creation  join  and  raise 

Loud  songs  of  triumiih  to  the  glorious  Redeemer's  praise, 
Hosanna,  glory  to  God. 

Oh,  shout  the  praise  of  the  Lord  of  Salvation. 

He  spake  the  word,  the  waiting  nations  hear, 

And  now  rejoice  in  free<loiu  lost  before; 
Peace  to  the  earth  he  brought,  good  will  to  men, 

And  light  has  burst  uj>ou  the  world  agaiu. 
Let  all  creation  join  and  raise 

Loud  songs  of  triumph  to  the  glorious  Redeemer's  praise, 
no.sanna,  glory  to  God, 

Shout  the  praise  of  the  Lord  of  Salvation. 

Lift  up  thy  voice.  Holy  Jerusalem, 

Thy  children,  too,  smging  tiie  Deliv'rer's  fame; 
By  heavenly  grace  the  God  of  Bethlehem 

Hath  given  the  ho|>e  and  faith  in  his  great  name. 
Let  all  creation  join  and  rai.se 

Loud  scmgs  of  triumph  to  the  glorious  Redeemer's  praise, 
Hosanna,  glory  to  Q(Mi, 

Oh,  shout  the  praise  of  the  Lord  of  Salvation. 


f 


— "  Is  marriage  a  failure?  Great  Scott!  Don't  I  git  up  at  five 
o'clock,  make  the  fires,  sweep  out  the  house,  git  tlie  breakfast, 
call  my  wife,  wash  the  dishes,  dust  the  rooms,  and  prepare  for 
dinner!    Marriage  a  failure?    You  just  ask  my  wife." 

— A  fatal  admission:  She  (his  sweetheart):  "Oh,  what  a  nice 
present  you  have  given  me.  I  hope  you  have  not  been  too  ex- 
travagant." He:  "  Oh,  no;  a  dollar  down  and  a  dollar  a — oh,  ah, 
I  mean  I  didn't  pay  much  for  it." 
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IN  THE  EYE  ABIDES  THE  HEART. 


Copyright,  1851,  by  Firth,  Pond  &  Co. 
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OVER  THE   BANISTER.    '- 


Copyright,  1887.  by  Franklin  Robinson. 


In  the  eye  abides  the  heart, 
Every  pure  and  tender  feeling, 

All  emotions  worth  revealing 

Through  the  eyes  their  charm  impart. 

Words  are  often  clothed  in  guile. 
For  the  lips  with  fear  may  falter; 

E'en  contiding  smiles  may  alter, 

;    Oh,  believe  not  in  a  smile.        :  -  . 

Chorus. 

:    'Tis  the  eye  unveils  the  heart, 
Every  pure  and  tender  feeling; 
All  emotions  worth  revealing 
To  the  eyes  their  glow  impart. 

If  thy  bosom  heaves  a  sigh 

For  a  fair  and  cherished  maiden, 
Though  her  voice  with  love  be  laden, 

Mark  the  language  of  her  eye.  "    • 

There  each  impulse  of  her  soul 

Beams  for  thee  in  truth  and  candor; 
There  her  secret  passions  wander, 

There  remain  beyond  control. — Chorus. 


^  >  » 


Keep  This  Flow' ret  For  My  Sake. 

Copyright,  18S1,  by  Louis  P.  Goullaud. 
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Words  by  Oeorge  Cooper.    Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


Though  I  wander  far  away,  love,  V 

Though  we  never  more  may  meet, 
Yet  my  heart  would  have  you  treasure 

One  memento  bright  and,  sweet; 
One  dear  emblem  of  affection. 

Though  my  heart  in  sadness  break; 
When  my  love  is  but  a  mem'ry. 

Keep  this  flow'ret  for  my  sake. 

Chorus.  " 
When  we  part,  love,  in  your  heart,  love, 

Mem'ries  bright  will  fondly  wake; 
It  will  si>eak  of  joys  departed. 

Keep  this  flow'ret  for  my  sake. 

When  your  heart  is  sad  and  lonely. 

One  sweet  thought  may  then  arise. 
Gazing  on  this  withered  blossom 

While  the  tear-drops  dim  your  eyes; 
May  it  whisper,  glad  and  hopeful, 

Brighter  days  will  surely  wake; 
Keep,  when  I  am  absent,  dearest. 

Keep  this  flow'ret  for  my  sake.— Chorus. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 
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Over  the  banister  leans  a  face 
■       ■ '.        Tenderly  sweet  and  beguiling,  V,.      • '  { 

While  below  her  with  tender  grace 

He  watches  the  picture  smiling; 
The  light  burns  dim  in  the  hall  below,  '  ^ 

Nobody  sees  them  standing,  ,      .     .       '      -i 

Saying  good-night  soft  and  low  ^  ■  v  -   ' 

Haft  way  up  to  the  landing.  1,  ' 

Nobody,  only  those  eyes  of  brown, 

Tenderly  and  full  of  meaning,  ;     '.    . 

Gazing  on  the  lovliest  face  in  town 

Over  the  banister  leaning;  :/' 

Timid  and  tired  with  downcast  eyes,      '  '',  "> 

I  wonder  why  she  lingers  .   ^ 

After  all  the  good-nights  are  said?  c 

Somebody  holds  her  fingers. 

Held  her  fingers  and  drew  her  down. 

Suddenly  crowing  bolder, 
Till  her  lovely  hair  let  its  masses  down 

Like  a  mantle  over  his  shoulder;  \', 

There's  a  question  asked  and  a  swift  caress; 

She's  fled,  like  a  bird,  from  the  stairway, 
But  over  the  banister  comes  a  "yes " 

That  brightens  the  world  for  him  alwaj. 


Don't  Believe  All  That  you  Hear. 


As  sung  by  Tony  Pastor. 


LIFE  LET  US  CHERISH. 


Compoeed  by  Mozarfc 
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Life  let  us  cherish  while  yet  the  taper  glows. 
And  the  fresh  flow'ret  pluck  ere  it  close; 
Why  are  we  fond  to  toil  and  care? 
Why  choose  the  rankling  thorn  to  wear. 
And  heedless  by  the  lily  stray 
Which  blossoms  in  the  way? 

When  clouds  obscure  the  atmosphere,  •:' 

And  forked  lightnings  rend  the  air,  "        ,;, 

The  sun  resumes  his  silver  crest,  ,  •  ^ 

And  smiles  ado wn  the  West?  .', 

,     •     The  genial  seasons  soon  are  o'er. 

Then  let  us  ere  we  quit  this  shore   .     , 
..V    Contentment  seek,  it  is  life's  rest,  .     '      _:, . : 

.r  „,,     The  sunshine  of  the  breast. 

-    '.^       Away  with  every  toil  and  care,  V  V 

'     And  cease  the  rankling  thorn  to  wear;    ■^  ■      ' "-  -    ■ 
With  manful  hearts  life's  conflict  meet 
Till  death  sounds  the  retreat. 
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Now  the  papers  are-full  of  Strange  Stories  of  late,   . 

But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear; 
They  tell  us  that  Jumbo  is  learning  to  skate,  : 

But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear. 
They  say  that  policemen  must  shave  their  mustache. 
That  girls  take  the  rink  in  on  purpose  to  mash. 
That  boarding-house  tables  have  given  up  hash. 

But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear.  .    • 

Now  they  say  dynamiters  old  Ireland  will  free. 

But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear, 
That  Short  and  Miss  Dudley  soon  married  will  be. 

But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear. 
They  say  that  the  sizes  of  bonnets  decrease,  ~ 

And  soon  they  will  look  like  a  new  ten-cent  piece,  ^     * 
That  Senator  Evarts  is  growing  obese. 
But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear.  '  '  ' 

If  you  meet  a  slick  fellow  around  Union  Square, 
Now  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear; 

Ile'll  say  that  he's  sure  he  has  met  you  somewhere. 

But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear. 
He'll  say  he's  a  banker  with  plenty  of  tin. 

And  there's  a  nice  club-room  he'll  steer  you  right  in, 

He  says  that  a  chance  you  are  certain  to  win. 
But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear. 

Now  they  say  that  our  blondes  are  all  turning  brunettes. 

But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear; 
That  Vanderbilt  gives  away  half  that  he  gets,   ;        ■ 

But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear.  " 

They  say  Parson  Talmadge  will  rest  for  a  spell,  •- 

And  over  our  wickedness  soon  cease  to  yell. 
That  Colonel  Bob  Ingersoll  thinks  there's  no well. 

But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear.    ..    -      -        r 

Now  they  say  that  the  actors  have  all  got  a  job,  '; 

But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear; 

They  say  that  Canadian  cashiers  wouldn't  rob. 

But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear. 
They  say  Mayor  Grace  closes  each  liquor  store,       - 
That  boys  with  the  growler  can't  work  the  back  door,    ' 
That  pool-sellers  won't  sell  us  pools  any  more, 

But  don't  believe  all  that  you  hear. 


>— Johnny '8  generosity:  Mrs.  Brown:  How  did  you  come  to  give 
your  sister  the  big  apple  and  keep  the  little  one  yourself?  lottle 
Johnny:  'Cause  there  was  a  worm  in  it. 
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THE   OULD   PLAID   SHAWL. 
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Not  far  from  old  KiCvara,  In  the  merry  month  of  May, 

When  the  birds  were  singing  cheerily,  there  came  across  my  way, 

As  if  from  out  tlie  siky  above  an  angol  chaijced  to  f;ill, 

A  little  Irish  cailin  iu  au  ould  plaid  shawl. 

She  tripped  alont;  rijght  joyously,  a  basket  on  her  arm. 
And,  oil!  her  face,  $nd,  oh!  lief  };race,  the  soul  of  saint  would  charm; 
Her  brown  hair  rippled  o'er  her  brow,  but  the  greatest  oliarin  of  all 
Was  her  modest  blue  eyes  bcauiini;  "ueath  her  ouid  plaid  shawl. 

ourteoiislv  ealiitcil  her,  "God  save  you,  Miss,"  says  I, 
'MJod  save  vou,  kiiKlly  sir."  said  she,  and  shyly  jiassed  mo  by; 
/'Off  wont  my  heart  aloiig  with  her,  a  cantive  in  her  thrall, 
Imprisoned  iu  the  corner  of  her  ould  plaid  shaw  1. 

Enchanted  w  ith  her  beauty  rare.  I  gazed  iu  pure  delight. 
Till  round  an  angle  of  the  road  she  vanished  from  my  sight; 
But  ever  since  1  sighing  say,  as  I  that  scene  recall. 
The  grace  of  Cod  about  you  and  your  ould  plaid  shawl. 

I've  heard  of  highway  robbers  that  with  pistols  and  with  knives 
Make  trembling  travellers  yield  them  >ip  their  money  or  their  lives. 
But  think  of  nie  that  handed  out  my  heart  and  head,  and  all 
To  a  simple  little  cailin  iu  an  ould  plaid  shawl. 

Oh,  graceful  the  mantillas  that  the  sipnorinas  wear, 
And  tasteful  are  the  bonnets  of  Parisian  ladies  fair. 
But  nevi-r  cloak,  or  hood,  or  robe,  in  palace,  bower,  or  hall, 
Clad  half  such  witching  beauty  as  that  ould  plaid  shawl. 

Oh,  some  men  sigl^  for  riches,  and  some  men  live  for  fame. 
And  some  in  history's  pages  hope  to  win  a  glorious  name; 
My  aims  are  not  ambitious,  and  my  wishes  are  but  small— 
You  might  wrap  them  all  together  in  an  ould  plaid  shawl. 

I'll  seek  her  all  through  Cialway,  and  I'll  seek  lier  all  through  Clare, 
I'll  seaich  for  tale  or  tidings  of  my  traveller  everywhere; 
For  peace  of  miud'I'll  never  And  until  my  own  I  call 
That  little  Irish  C41LIN  in  her  ould  plaid  shaw  I. 


THE   GREEN   LINNET. 
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Curiosity  bore  a  young  native  of  Erin 

To  view  the  gay  banks  of  the  Rhine,  i 

When  an  Empress  he  saw,  and  the  robe  she  was  wearing 

All  over  with  diamonds  did  shine; 
A  goddess  in  splendor  was  never  yet  seen 

To  equal  this  fair  one  so  mild  and  serene. 
In  soft  murmur  she  savs:  My  sweet  linnet  so  green. 

Are  you  gone— will  I  never  see  you  more? 

The  cold,  lofty  Alps  you  freely  went  over, 

Which  nature  had  placed  in  your  way. 
That  Marengo  Saloney  around  you  did  hover, 

And  Paris  did  rejoice  the  next  diiy; 
It  grieves  me  the  hardships  vou  did  undergo. 

Over  mountains  you  travelled  all  covered  with  snow. 
The  balance  of  power  your  courage  laid  low. 

Are  you  gone— w  ill  I  never  see  "you  more? 

The  crowned  heads  of  Europe,  when  you  were  in  splendor. 

fain  would  they  have  you  submit. 
But  the  (ioddess  of  Freedom  soon  bid  them  8urrcn<ler, 

And  lowered  the  standard  to  your  wit; 
Old  Frederilck's  colors  in  France  you  did  bring. 

Yet  his  offspring  found  shelter  under  your  wing. 
That  year  in  Virginia  vou  sweetly  did  sing, 

Areyou  gone— will  1  never  see  you  more? 

That  numbers  of  men  are  eager  to  slav  you, 

Their  malice  you  viewed  with  a  smile. 
Their  gold  through  all  Europe  tbey  sowed  to  betray  you, 

Aiid  they  joined  the  Mamelukes  on  the  Nil'.'; 
Like  ravens  for  blood  their  vile  p.Tscion  <lid  liurn. 

The  ori>haiis  they  slew  and  caused  the  w  idow  to  mourn; 
They  say  my  linnet's  gone  and  ne'er  will  return, 

Ishe  goiie— will  I  never  set;  him  more? 

When  the  trumpet  of  war  the  grand  blast  was  sounding 

Yon  marched  to  the  North  with  good  will. 
To  relieve  the  poor  slaves  iu  their  vile  sack  clothing 

You  used  your  exertion  and  skill; 
You  spread  out  the  wings  of  your  envied  train 

While  tyrants  great  Cajsar's  old  nest  set  in  flames. 
Their  own  subjects  they  caused  to  eat  herbs  011  the  plainA 

Are  you  gone— will  I  never  see  you  more? 

In  great  Waterloo,  where  numljcrs  laid  sprawling 

In  every  field,  high  or  low. 
Fame  on  her  trumpets  thro'  Frenchmen  was  calling, 

Fresh  laurels  to  place  on  her  broiv; 
I'suriHMs  did  tremble  to  hear  the  loud  call. 

The  third  old  Babe's  new  buildings  <iid  fall, 
.The  Spaniards  their  fleet  in  the  harbor  did  call, 

Are  you  gone— 1  will  never  see  you  more. 

I'll  roam  thro'  the  deserts  of  wild  Abyssinia, 

And  yet  find  no  cure  for  my  pain. 
Will  I  go  and  inquire  in  the  Isle  of  St.  Helena? 

No,  we  will  whisper  in  vain. 
Tell  me.  you  critics,  now  tell  me  in  time. 

The  nation  I  will  range  my  swfK't  linnet  to  find. 
Was  he  slain  at  Waterloo,  on  Elba,  on  the  Rhine? 

If  be  was— I  will  never  sec  biin  more. 


THE   JOHNSTOWN  FLOOD. 
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Words  and  .Music  by  Joseph  Flynn. 


On  a  balmy  day  In  May,  when  nature  held  full  sway,  ' ; 

And  the  birds  sang  sweetly  in  the  sky  above; 
A  lovely  city  lay  serene  iu  a  valley  deep  in  green, 

Where  thousands  dwelt  in  happiness  and  love. 
Ah,  but  fioon  the  scene  was  clianged,  for  just  like  a  thing  deranged, 

A  storm  came  crashing  through  the  quiet  town; 
The  wind  it  raved  and  shrieked,  thunder  rolled  and  lightning  streaked, 

And  the  rain  it  poured  iu  awful  torrents  down. 

Refrain. 

Then  the  cry  of  distress  rings  from  East  to  West, 
And  our  whole  dear  country  now  is  ]dunged  in  woe; 

For  the  thousands  burned  and  drowned  iu  tlie  city  of  Jobustown, 
All  were  lost  ill  that  great  overflow. 

Like  the  Paul  Revere  of  old,  comes  a  rider  brave  and  bold. 

On  a  big  bay  horse  he's  flying  like  a  deer; 
And  he  is  shouting  warnings  shrill,  "  quickly  fly  off  to  tlie  hills," 

But  the  people  smile  and  show  no  signs  of  fear. 
Ah,  but  ere  they  turned  away,  the  brave  rider  and  his  bay, 

An'<  the  many  thousand  souls  he  tried  to  save; 
For  they  had  no  time  to  spare,  or  to  offer  up  a  prav'r. 

They  were  hurled  at  once  into  a  watery  grave.— Repraik. 

'Twae  a  scene  no  tongue  can  tell,  homes  strewn  about  pell-mell. 

Infants  torn  away  from  loving  mothers'  arms; 
And  strong  men  battling  for  their  lives,  husbands  stniggling  for  their  wives. 

And  no  one  left  protecting  them  from  harm. 
Fathers,  mothers,  children,  all,  both  the  young,  old,  great  and  small. 

Were  thrown  about  like  chaff  before  the  wind; 
When  that  fearful  raging  flo<Kl,  rushing  when-  the  citv  stood, 

Lcaviug  thousands  dead  and  dying  there  behind.— I{efrain. 

Soon  the  houses  piled  on  high,  reaching  far  up  to  the  sky. 

And  containing  dead  and  living  human  freight; 
Loud  shrieks  and  groans  soon  n'lit  the  air.  from  the  wounded  lying  there, 

With  no  chance  to  lielp  avert  their  dreadful  fate. 
But  a  fearful  cry  arose,  like  the  screams  of  battling  foes, 

For  that  dreadful  sick'ning  pile  was  now  on  fire; 
While  they  i)oured  out  prayers  to  heaven,  they  were  burned  as  in  an  oven. 

And  tliat  uuruiug  heap  had  formed  their  funeral  pyre.— Refraijj. 


THE   IRISH   SPREE. 
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A  fortnight  ajro,  boys,  me  aiul  Martin  Brallagan, 

Timothy  .Mccarty  and  Darby  O'Callagan, 

Went  for  a  spree  down  to  Patsy  Murphy's  restaurant. 

And  being  fond  of  fiinj  of  course,  we  took  some  girls  along. 

We  said  lo  Miiri)hy:  Bring  as  half  a  gallon  in, 

Also  some  whisKey  for  the  girls,  they're  included  in;       - 

When  he  brought  It  in,  we  said  rhove  it  u]>  to  Flaherty,     • 

For  he's  our  boss,  and  will  settle  uj)  on  Samrdnv. 

Murphy  said:  No!  for  he's  had  quite  enough  of  us, 

He  strapped  ns  and  never  got  the  stuff  of  us; 

SVe'd  done  him  brown,  but  we  couldn't  do  him  black  again. 

So  he  picked  up  the  drink  and  was  going  to  take  it  back  again. 

When  up  jumped  McCarty,  and  asked  him  what  he  meant  liy  it? 

And  swore  if  he  did  take  it  back  he'd  n-pent  of  if. 

Murphy  said:  Och!  and  was  going  to  take  the  pitcher. 

When  iip  jumis-d  O'Callugau,  and  neatly  knocKcd  his  snitcbcr. 

He  shouted:    Murder!  Police!  and  Suicide! 

Then  to  help  biin,  Brallagan  rushed  np  to  his  side, 

(Jave  him  such  a  kick  it  nearly  knocked  his  belly  iu, 

Then  he  called  ilie  barman,  I'atsy  Kelly,  in; 

In  came  Kelly,  anil  he  had  a  lot  of  swagger,  too. 

Brought  in  a  poker  and  tongues,  and  daggeis,  too; 

He  got  a  clout  that  very  sooii  hit  him  down. 

Since  that  day  poor  Kelly's  never  sit  down. 

Bang  went  the  liottles,  and  bang  went  the  glasses,  too. 

We  were  enjoying  it,  and  so  were  the  lasses,  loo; 

Smash  went  the  windows,  and  smash  went  the  furniture. 

Then  on  the  fire  we  put  it  for  to  burn  it,  sure; 

Then  in  the  bar-room  we  turned  the  rum  and  whiskey  on, 

That's  what  the  boys  and  girls  all  got  frisky  on. 

Big  John  Burk  and  little  Martin  Brallagan 

Served  us  a  trick,  forget  we  never  shall  again; 

Only  because  thev  couldn't  get  a  drop  o'  gin. 

What  does  they  do  but  goes  and  calls  a  copper  in; 

He  got  his  head  split,  then  we  had  the  laugh  at  hiia, 

For  when  he  was  down  we  used  liis  own  club  on  him. 

He  blew  his  whistle,  when  nj)  came  a  score  of  them, 

I'rivates,  detectives,  sergeants,  and  more  of  them; 

They  were  no  use,  for  we  soon  got  the  best  of  them. 

And  w  hen  on  the  ground  we  danced  on  every  chest  of  them. 

One  got  away,  faith!  it's  true  what  I  told  yon. 

He  brought  back  with  him  a  regiment  of  soldiers. 

Also  a  magistrate,  because  we  wouldn't  quiet  act. 

And  w  hat  does  he  do,  but  he  goes  and  reads  the  riot  act. 

They  seized  McCarty,  and  then  little  Brallagan, 

Then  into  them  went  the  girls  and  O'Callagan; 

They  left  sixteen  dead  uixm  the  floor,  they  did. 

And  then  I  slo|>ed  out  of  the  l)ack  door,  I  did. 

Thi-v  have  ten  warrants  out  for  murder  and  roboery,  ,    , 

As  for  myself  they  can  all  go  to  bobl)ery. 

For  I  am  going  away  as  so<m  as  day  is  dawning,  '.  '     . 

I  set  sail  for  Australia  in  the  morning. 
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SLIDE,   KELLY,   SLIDE. 

,  .  ■     Copyright,  1889,  by  Frank  Harding. 
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SULLIVAN  AND  KILRAIN  FIG-HT. 


Compoecd  by  Sam.  Smith. 


I  played  a  game  of  base-ball,  I  bdoug  to  Casey's  nine, 
The  crowd  was  feeling  jolly,  and  the  weather  it  "was  fine; 
A  nobler  lot  of  players  1  think  were  never  found, 
"When  tlie  oniuibuses  landed  that  day  upon  the  ground. 
The  game  was  quickly  started,  they  sent  rue  to  the  bat, 
I  made  two  strikes,  says  Casey,  "  What  are  you  striking  at?" 
I  made  the  third,  the  catcher  muffed  and  to  the  ground  it  fell, 
I  run  .like  a  divil  to  first  base,  when  the  gang  began  to  yell: 

■.  ^ '■■■■■.■"•■;';■■•■■  ^' ""-••■"  V  Chokus."-"'   '   :.    '"■:■■:',./  ■.'- 
Slide,  Kelly,  slide,  your  running's  a  disgrace,  1  •     ■- 

Slide,  Kelly,  slide,  stay  there,  hold  your  base; 
If  some  one  doesn't  steal  you,  and  your  batting  doesn't  fail  you. 
They'll  take  you  to  Australia,  slide,  Kelly,  slide. 

'Twus  in  the  second  inning  they  called  me  in,  I  think. 
To  take  the  catcher's  place  while  he  went  to  get  a  drink; 
But  something  was  the  matter,  sure  I  couldn't  see  the  ball, 
And  the  second  one  that  came  in  broke  my  muzzle,  nose  and  all. 
The  crowd  up  in  the  grand  stand  they  yelled  with  all  their  might; 
I  ran  towards  the  club  house,  I  thought  there  was  a  fight; 
'Twas  the  most  unpleasant  feeling  I  ever  felt  before, 
I  knew  they  had  me  rattled  when  the  gang  began  to  roar:— Ciio. 

They  sent  me  out  to  centre-field,  I  didn't  want  to  go, 

The  way  my  nose  was  swelling  up,  I  must  have  been  a  show; 

Thev  said  on  me  depended  victory  or  defeat. 

If  ablind  man  was  to  look  on  us,  he'd  know  that  we  were  beat. 

Sixty-four  to  nothing  was  the  score  when  we  got  done, 

And  everybody  there  but  me  said  they  had  lots  of  fun; 

The  news  got  home  ahead  of  me,  they  heard  I  was  knocked  out, 

The  neighbors  carried  me  in  the  house, and  then  began  to  shout:-C'HO 


■  ^  >  »  ■ 


Those  Lovely  Brooklyn  Girls. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Benj.  W.  Hitchcock. 
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I've  seen  the  dark-eyed  girls  of  Spain, 

The  darling  girls  of  France, 
The  English  beauty  o'er  the  main 

With  sweet  and  melting  glance; 
But  none  of  those  can  e'er  compare 

With  nature's  precious  pearls, 
The  sweetest  far,  'neath  moon  or  star. 

Those  lovely  Brooklyn  girls. 

CUORUS. 

Those  lovely  Brooklyn  girls. 

Delightful  ch!\rming  girls; 
With  faces  sweet  and  graces  neat, 
^       Creation's  proudest  pearls. 
Those  lovely  Brooklyn  girls. 

Enchanting  Brooklyn  girls, 
The  fairest  and  the  rarest, 

Are  those  lovely  Brooklyn  girls; 
Pretty  girls,  pretty  girls,  pretty  girls, 

Those  lovely  Brooklyn  girls. 

The  rose-buds  in  each  sunny  cheek 

Were  never  made  by  art;  :- 

And  well  their  modest  glances  speak 

The  true  and  trusting  heart. 
Their  step  is  like  the  sunny  breeze, 

There's  sunlight  in  their  curls; 
They  seem  a  dream  of  joy  supreme 

Those  lovely  Brooklyn  girls. — Chouus. 

Let  poets  sing  of  maidens  dear 

In  strains  of  rapture  grand; 
The  sweetest  creatures  far  and  near 

Are  those  of  Yankee  land. 
And  in  that  land  of  beauty  bright, 

Where  dwells  the  rarest  pearls,  ,%. 

We  find  every  grace  combined, 

Those  lovely  Brooklyn  girls. — Chorus. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  n.  J.  Wohmnn,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  Oty,  and  receire 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over.'iOOO  Popular  English  ami  "liennan 
Souga — Free.     Posti^ge  Stain|>s  taken  same  a^  cash  for  ul  our  goods. 

Tune— "  Donnelly  and  Cooper."  '■.'.■,'; 


Como  all  5"ou  tnie-hrcd  sporting  men,  attend  to  what  I'm  poing  to  sing, 
It's  of  the  deeds  of  two  brave  men,  two  champions  of  the  ring; 
Wlio  met  and  fought  for  the  chntnjiionship,  each  tried  victory  to  gain. 
Their  names,  Tni  8ure,  you  all  have  heard,  are  Sullivan  atid  kilraiu. 

"fwas  <n  the  town  of  Kichburg,  rear  the  city  of  New  Orlcanei, 

On  the  eighth  day  of  July,  'eighty -nine,  they  with  their  friende  did  teem; 

And  having  staked  the  battle  ground  and  named  the  referee. 

They  quickly  stepped  into  tlie  ring  and  shook  hands  cordially. 

When  time  was  called  for  the  first  round  both  men  came  up  in  style, 
Kilrain'e  face  had  a  careworn  look,  while  Sullivan's  wore  a  smile; 
The  betting  was  two  to  one  that  Kilrain  would  win  the  fight, 
Sullivan's  backers  were  not  afraid  and  did  not  fail  to  bite. 

Sullivan  had  his  own  way  all  through  the  fight. 

To  see  him  hammer  Kilrain  was  a  perfect  siglit; 

He  knocked  him  right  and  left,  ana  sent  him  clean  over  the  ropes, 

Kilrain's  backers  got  excited,  they  thought  that  he  would  croke. 

Kilrain  saw  it  was  all  one  way  and  tried  to  make  it  a  draw, 
Sullivan  said:  '-oh,  no,  we'll  fight,  for  I've  been  there  before;" 
Then  Kilrain's  trainer  tried  to  get  the  slieriff  to  stop  the  fight. 
But  he  had  $250  iu  liis  inside  pocket  and  kept  well  out  of  sight. 

Kilrain  may  no  longer  boast  of  the  championship. 

For  the  strong  boy  from  Boston  he  could  not  whip; 

They  fought  seventy-five  rounds,  then  Kilrain  saw  it  was  in  vain,  •     ' 

So  ended  the  great  battle  between  Sullivan  and  Kilrain. 


THE  YOUNG-   MAN'S  WARNING. 
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I  boldly  stepped  up  to  the  door, 
A  fair  young  Miss  ctime  over  the  floor. 
Saying,  who  is  it  at  my  door? 
Who  is  at  my  door? 

It  rains,  it  hails,  it  snows,  it  blows. 
And  I  am  wet  through  all  my  clothes; 
I  pray  you  please  to  ope  the  door. 
Please  to  open  the  door. 

Oh,  no,  kind  sir,  that  cannot  be. 
There's  no  one  in  the  house  but  me; 
I  bid  you  begone  from  my  door, 
Begone  from  my  door. 

I  turned  about  my  way  to  go, 
A  little  compassion  she  then  did  show, 
And  she  called  me  back  again. 
She  called  me  back  again. 

That  night  was  sjient  in  sweet  content. 
Anil  the  very  next  day  to  church  we  went. 
And  I  made  her  my  lawful  bride, 
I  made  her  my  lawful  bride. 

Now  all  young  men  wherever  you  be, 
'Tis  not  every  pretty  girl  that  you  see 
That  will  call  you  back  again. 
Will  call  3'ou  back  again. 


BONNY   MAE. 
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In  the  blooming  valley,  ah,  down  by  the  w<K)d, 
There's  a  cottage  with  roses  and  vines  covered  o'er; 

And  there  dwelleth  a  fairy  iu  that  loved  abode. 
Bonny  Mae,  the  sweet  maiden  who  sighs  by  the  door. 

Chorus. 

Bonny  Mae,  Bonny  Mae, 

Wherever  I  roam  and  •whatever  my  lot; 
Sweet  hoj>e  in  my  bosom  to  thee  turns,  for  aye, 

Bonny  Mae,  the  fairy,  and  little  low  cot. 

As  I  go  in  the  morning  to  call  home  the  kine, 
In  the  garden  I  see  her  a  culling  sweet  flowers, 

As  I  come,  I  oft  linger  'neath  low  jessamine. 
And  thus  fly  with  the  fairy  the  gay  rosy  hours. — Chobus. 

Oh.  the  blithe  little  maiden  with  lips  of  the  rose, 
With  a  kind  beating  b(jsom,  and  blue  beaming  eyes; 

Without  her  this  earth  were  a  desert  of  wo^s, 
But  'tis  with  her  a  garden,  a  bright  paradise.— Chorus. 
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Words  from  "Home  Journal."    Music  by  Edgar  O.  Spinning. 

Oh,  don't  you  remember  llie  corn,  Bell  Blair, 

That  waved  in  the  Autumn  breeze; 
Like  the  peaceful  flow  of  a  mother's  prayer, 

Or  the  swell  of  the  singing  seas. 
And  how  when  the  harvest  time  came  on. 

We  hid  in  the  golden  sheaves, 
To  wait  for  the  coming  of  gentle  John 

From  under  the  low  barn  eaves? 
To  wait  for  the  coming  of  gentle  John 

From  under  the  low  barn  eaves? 

I  am  not  ashamed  that  I  loved  John  Dean, 

For  his  heart  is  pure  and  true; 
Though  the  flow'rs  he  cuH'd  in  the  Spring  time  green. 

Were  always  given  to  you; 
And  you  crushed  them  under  your  feet,  Bell  Blair, 

As  he  lovingly  turned  away; 
But  I  gathered  them  up  to  my  heart  and  there 

They  are  all  abloom  to-day; 
But  I  gathered  them  up  to  my  heart  and  there 

They  are  all  abloom  to-day. 

Ah!  well  I  remember  the  roses  borne 

With  his  beautiful  love  for  thee. 
How  he  freed  their  stem  of  the  faintest  thorn. 

And  the  briers  were  given  to  me; 
They  are  all  I  shall  ever  ask,  Bell  Blair, 

For  I  know  my  brier  will  bloom 
To  a  fragrant  flower  for  my  soul  to  wear. 

For  I  smell  its  hushed  perfume; 
T6  a  fragrant  flower  for  my  soul  to  wear. 

For  I  smell  its  hushed  perfume. 

Sometimes  when  the  shadowy  mist  uncurls 

From  the  path  my  soul  will  tread, 
And  the  rose  unfolds  'mid  the  eddying  whirls 

Of  the  snow  around  my  head. 
And  now  when  the  harvest  times  comes  on. 

In  heaven  I  shall  gladly  wait 
And  watch  for  the  coming  of  angel  John 

At  the  beautiful  golden  gate; 
And  wait  for  the  coming  of  angel  John 

At  the  beautiful  golden  gate. 


When  the  Pansies  Droop  and  Die. 


Seventeen  and  Twenty  Sweethearts. 
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Farewell,  sweetheart,  since  we  must  part. 
May  the  joys  of  the  world  go  with  you; 

I  will  enter  no  more  within  your  door 
To  tell  you  how  dearly  I  love. 

Since  you  have  treated  me  with  scorn, 

Your  conduct  has  betrayed  you; 
You  are  waiting  for  some  better  match. 

But  fortune  will  destroy  you. 

Some  poets  say  until  this  day, 

For  love  there  is  no  cure; 
But  this  is  false  for  I  did  try, 

The  pain  did  once  endure. 

I  know  you  hate  my  low  estate. 

But  that  shall  never  grieve  me; 
I  am  a  brisk  and  lively  lad, 

And  sweethearts  have  I  many. 

I  used  to  have  just  seventeen, 

But  now  I  have  them  plenty; 
The  loss  of  one  is  the  gain  of  two. 

And  also  choice  of  twenty. 

I  count  my  health  the  greatest  wealth. 

So  long  as  my  pockets  will  jingle, 
I  am  not  afraid  of  coming  to  want 

So  long  as  I  live  single. 

Oh,  sweetie  pink,  what  made  you  think 

I  could  not  do  without  you? 
The  love  I  had  for  j'ou  once  was  true. 

But  now  care  nothing  about  you. 


♦  •  » 


WHEN  MY  LITTLE  ONE'S  ASLEEP 


Copyright.  IfWS,  by  R.  A.  Saalfleld. 


Copyright,  18»4,  by  Ut-orge  Arlington. 
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Words  and  Mu.-<lc  by  Ueorge  Arlington. 


When  the  pansies  droop  and  die, 

And  the  birds  have  come  and  gone, 
Tlien  my  Jamie  will  return 

To  the  land  where  he  was  born ; 
For  he  said,  long  years  ago. 

When  he  bade  us.  all  good-bye, 
"  I'll  return  some  day  to  you, 

When  the  pansies  droop  and  die." 

Impatiently  I've  waited,  Jamie,  for  you. 

With  heart  sad  and  lonely,  tender  and  true; 
The  warm  days  are  over,  song  birds  depart. 

Thy  promise  remember,  cheer  my  poor  heart. 
For  vou  said,  long  years  ago. 

When  you  bade  us  all  goodbye, 
"  I'll  return  some  day  to  you, 

When  the  pansies  droop  and  die." 

Far  from  the  home  of  thy  childhood  thou'st  wandered. 

Far  from  the  loved  ones  waiting  for  you  there; 
Long  years  so  dreary  have  pas.sed  since  you  left  us, 

\Vhy  need  you  linger?  oh,  Jamie  we're  watching  for  you. 
Oh!  come,  Jamie,  come,  do  not  longer  delay,  hasten  the  day. 

Oh!  come.  Jamie,  come  to  this  heart  that  is  sad  and  lonely; 
For  Summer  days  are  o'er,  and  the  pansies  droop  and  die. 

Brighter  days  are  in  store,  happy  days  for  you  and  I; 
As  thro'  life  wcj-oam,  never  more  to  part  again, 

Jamie,  do  not  longer  tarry,  tJiy  absence  causes  pain. 


The  Woids  and  Music  of  this  Sopr  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  po8^puJd,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 

While  the  quiet  stars  are  gleaming, 

And  the  birds  to  their  rest  have  flown; 
Then  I  watch  my  darling  dreaming, 

Ling'ring  by  her  side  alone. 
Oh.  what  visions  wake  to  cheer  me. 

Angels,  too,  their  vigils  keep, 
For  their  pinions  hover  near  me 

While  my  little  one's  asleep. 

Refrain. 

Songs  of  angcl.s  bless  and  cheer  her 
While  the  shadows  round  us  creep; 

All  things  lovely  linger  near  her 
When  my  little  one's  asleep. 

Golden  tresses  now  are  shinJng 

O'er  the  pillow  soft  and  white; 
Oh,  the  sunny  smile  reclining 

On  lier  placid  brow  each  night. 
In  tlie  land  of  dreams  .she  wanders. 

Where  no  eyes  in  sadness  weep; 
O'er  its  joy  and  bosom  ponders. 

While  my  little  one's  asleep.— Rekkain. 

Fondly  now  my  heart  is  praying 

For  my  darlin;^  day  by  day; 
Little  feet,  now  tired  with  playing, 

May  they  never  go  astray. 
Stars  the  azure  skies  adorning, 

Watch  her  slumbers  calm  and  deep; 
Angels  hover  near  till  morning, 

While  my  little  one's  asleep. — Rkfuain. 


—She:  Do  you  think  of  me  dftily?  He:  I  should  snicker,  ray 
dear  little  sugar-coated  ang^^if  You  bet;  and  now  that  the  days 
are  longer,  I  sometimes  tljifliK  of  you  twice  u  day. 

She:  Last  night  I  dreamt  we  were  at  Saratoga  and  stopping  at 
one  of  the  finest  hotels.  He:  Don't  talk  that  way.  Money  is  so 
scarce  nowadays  that  we  can't  aflford  even  to  dream  of  going  to 
Saratoga. 
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THE   WORLD   AND   HIS   WIFE. 

Words  by  Fred  K.  Weatherly.    Music  by  Joseph  L.  Roeckel. 

The  Words  and  Mufdc  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 
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■  '       The  World  first  met  his  wife  in  May, 

Where  they  were  lad  and  lass, 
And  fell  in  love,  the  gossips  say, 

As  sometimes  comes  to  pass; 
And  such  a  sweet  and  tender  bride 

There  never  has  been  found; 
And  you'll  be  happy,  the  gossips  cried, 

As  long  as  the  world  goes  round; 
And  you'll  be  happy,  the  gossips  cried, 

As  long  as  the  world  goes  round. 

The  World,  he  loved  his  little  bride, 

His  little  bride,  alas!  ' 

Was  not  content  or  satisfied,  -.''■_■■' 

•    /         As  sometimes  comes  to  pass;  , ' 

She  thought  she  had  a  crooked  fate, 
She  fretted  and  she  frowned; 

For  when  she  bade  her  world  go  straight, 
He  always  would  go  round.      . 

Forgive  me,  dear,  he  said  to  her, 

I  cannot  bear  your  blame; 
It  is  my  fate,  I  can't  go  straight, 

But  I  love  you  just  the  same. 
And  in  those  loving  words  of  his 

Her  joy  once  more  she  found; 
'Tis  love,  you  see,  sweet  wife,  said  he. 

That  makes  the  world  go  round; 
'Tis  love,  you  see,  sweet  wife,  said  he. 

That  makes  the  world  go  round. 


As  a  blacksmith  I  sat  on  a  three  legged  stool.     ,  . 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred;  "•  *  -'    ' 

I  had  something  to  do  with  the  liind  legs  of  a  mule. 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred. 
I  didn't  do  much,  for  the  first  thing  I  knew 
Like  a  cannon  ball  I  struck  the  fence  and  went  through, 
I  was  picked  up  somewhere  out  in  Kalamazoo, 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred.  .  -. 

I  once  told  a  friend  that  I  thought  I  could  sing. 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred; 
I've  carried  my  voice  ever  since  in  a  sling, 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred.  .. 

I  went  for  "high  C  "  and,  oh!  what  a  tone. 
My  crochets  and  guavers  made  the  audience  groan. 
And  I  split  a  cadenza  way  up  the  back- bone. 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred. 


I'M  SORRY  IT  EVER  OCCURRED. 


Send  your  namo  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 
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I  Started  in  life  as  a  pharmacy  clerk. 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred; 
I  had  a  desire  for  medical  work. 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred.  .         . 

I  treated  a  man  for  a  pain  in  his  side. 
By  giving  him  "  strychnine  "  and  "  potash  cj'anide," 
I  presume  that  he  took  it,  for  that  night  he  died,    ■ 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred. 

I  next  took  a  notion  a  sailor  to  be. 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred; 
I  "  shivered  my  timbers  "  and  started  for  sea. 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred. 
A  great  big  wave  swept  clear  over  the  deck, 
I  opened  my  mouth  and  swallowed  a  peck. 
And  I  pulled  my  left  lung  through  the  back  of  my  neck, 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred. 

I  once  asked  a  maiden  i^  she'd  marry  me, 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred; 
She  said  if  I'd  get  pa's  consent  she'd  agree, 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred. 
I  soon  got  a  chance  with  the  old  man  to  speak. 
At  his  answer  I  went  through  the  door  like  a  streak. 
And  I  didn't  sit  down  for  the  rest  of  the  week. 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred, 

I  once  met  a  friend,  who  said,  "  how  d'ye  do,  John?" 

And  I'm  soiT}' it  ever  occurred; 
I'm  going  to  dine,  so  I  hope  you'll  come  on. 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred. 
Of  course  I  went  with  him,  on  pleasure  intent. 
And  we  certainly  did  dine  to  a  royal  extent. 
But  he  left  me  to  pay,  and  I  hadn't  a  cent. 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred. 

I  went  into  the  country  to  better  my  health. 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred; 
I  left  there  a  wreck  in  physique  and  wealth,        ■ 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred. 
The  cows  gave  no  milk,  the  hens  wouldn't  lay. 
It  was  ram,  lamb  and  mutton,  we'd  eat  every  day, 
And  the  fine  feather  bed  were  big  bundles  of  hay. 

And  I'm  sorry  it  ever  occurred. 


IRELAND   FOR  THE   IRISH. 

By  A.  A.  Walla. 
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-.  Ireland  for  the  Irish,  is  oar  motto,  says  Parnell,  ... 

Those  fertile  fields  and  flowery  dales  young  Emmet  loved  8o  well,  ■ 

M'ere  never  decked  by  nature  for  an  English  absentee. 
Come,  Erin's  eons,  take  up  your  guns  and  fight  for  liberty. 

Chorus.  "      . 

We'll  meet  the  English  army,  those  landlords  we'll  defy. 
We'll  meet  them  as  our  old  brigade  at  the  charge  of  Fontenoy. 

■    Gladstone's  bill  is  a  failure,  boys,  and  so  is  Foster's  plan. 
They  said  they  would  drive  the  Irish  race  from  their  native  land; 

.    They  would  force  them  to  emigrate,  or  lock  them  up  in  jail. 
And  swore  they'd  stop  the  "  Irish  World"  from  coi^iing  thro' the  mail.-CHO. 

The  brave  and  noble  Davitt  lies  in  a  prison  cell. 

Likewise  the  brave  John  Dillon,  Brannen,  and  Father  Sheahy,  as  well; 

They  struggled  hard  for  Erin's  Isle,  they  organized  the  league. 

For  Ireland  and  the  Irish  to  die  they're  not  afraid. 

Chorus. 
We'll  meet  the  English  army,  those  landlords  we'll  defy. 
And  free  our  noble  heroes  from  the  dungeons  where  they  lie. 

May  Erin's  sons  and  daughters  live  to  see  our  Ireland  free. 

The  great  Parnell,  our  president,  our  ships  upon  the  sea; 

The  army  just  like  Sherman  had,  General  Burke  in  full  command, 

To  keep  those  frauds,  or  titled  lords,  out  of  our  native  land.  , 

Chorus.  , 

Then  Ireland's  young  Republic  will  happy,  happy  be,  X 

No  landlords'  slaves  or  pauper's  graves,  when  Erin's  Isle  is  free.    / 

Down  Where  .We  Roamed  Together. 

;..  Copyright,  1883,  by  James  E.  Nolan.       '•  .  - 
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Words  and  Music  by  James  E.  Adams. 


Down  where  we  roamed  together, 

Darling,  you  and  I, 
Sweet  was  the  Summer  weather. 

Bright  the  glowing  sk)'; 
There  I  told  you  love's  fond  story 

'Neath  the  stars  so  fair; 
Oh,  the  hours  of  sunny  gladness 

Once  we  used  to  share. 

Chorus. 

Down  where  we  roamed  together. 
Where  the  soft  winds  sigh, 
;i    Sunshine  and  fairest  weather. 
Wait  for  you  and  I. 

Down  where  we  roamed  together. 

Oh,  what  mem'ries  dear 
Come  now  of  blooming  heather 

By  the  brook  so  clear; 
There  our  heart-felt  love  was  plighted. 

There  your  winning  smile 
Cheer'd  my  heart,  and  I  delighted 

Clasped  your  hand  the  while.— Chordb. 

Down  where  we  roamed  together. 

There  the  sweet  birds  sing. 
Oft  in  the  bright  June  weather 

Joy  to  me  tLey  bring; 
Still  the  love  of  old  I  cherish        . 

Of  that  Summer  night;  ^ 

Sweet  the  mem'ry  ne'er  to  perish   •; 

In  my  fond  delight. — Chorus. 


'V::^ 
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THE   BELL  BUOY.       ^ 
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Kow,  ^ew 


Wordaaud  Mu.sic  by  Carl  Rankin, 


Forever  deserted,  my  vigil  keeping, 

I'm  chained  to  the  rocks  like  a  captive  for  life; 
The  waves,  my  tormentors,  to  keep  me  from  sleeping. 

I  sound  the  alarm  amidst  the  dark  strife; 
Tolling  my  warning  from  morning  till  morning. 

And  oft  making  happy  poor  souls  in  despair; 
When  nearing  de3tructiou  in  tones  loud  and  clear, 

The  boom  of  the  bell-buoy  bids  them  beware. 

When  tempest  is  raging  and  storm  kings  are  howling, 

AVhen  mountains  of  water  rush  on  through  the  gloom; 
When  dark,  threat'niug  clouds  'mid  the  tempest  are  scowling, 

I  hurl  back  detiauce  with  boom  after  boom. 
Then  when  around  me  the  ocean  seems  tranquil. 

The  sailor  not  dreaming  that  danger  is  there; 
Will  heedlessly  glide  tow-'rd  this  death  dealing  snare, 

But  the  boom  of  the  bell  buoy  bids  him  beware.  . 


LITTLE   EMPTY   STOCKINGS. 

Copyright,  188S,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy,  Agent. 
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Words  and  .Music  by  Harry  Kennedy. 

Hanging  from  the  mantle-piece  on  every  Christmas  night 

Little  empty  stockings  can  be  found; 
When  the  bells  are  ringing  in  the  pale  and  frosty  night 

Santa  Claus  is  speeding  o'er  the  ground. 
Climbing  o'er  the  chimney  tops,  you'll  see  his  chubby  face, 

Heeding  not  the  Wintry  wind  or  snow; 
When  the  folks  are  fast  asleep  in  every  happy  place, 

Santa  Claus  is  always  sure  to  go.. 
Christmas  bells!  happy  bells! 

Their  song  can  never  tire. 
What  a  world  of  happiness  their  jingle  jangle  tells. 

Little  empty  stockings  by  the  lire; 
What  a  world  of  tiappiness  their  jingle  jangle  tells. 

Little  empty  stockiugs  by  the  tire. 

j  CUORUS.      ■ 

Little  empty  stockings  on  a  Christmas  night 
Huugiag  from  the  mantle  by  the  tire  so  bright; 
Little  curly  heads  peeping  from  their  beds 

L'util  their  dro<jping  eyelids  tire. 
With  the  morning  light  they  open  wide  their  eyes, 
Santa  Cliiu.s  ha.s  come  again,  just  hear  their  cries; 
Oh!  what  pretty  things  old  Santa  Claus  he  brings 

For  little  empty  stockings  by  the  lire. 

Hanging  from  the  raaptle-piece  on  every  Christmas  night 

Little  empty  stockiU.l,^s  can  be  found; 
Oh.  what  flisappointnjeut  in  the  early  morning  light, 

Santa  Claus  forgot  |o  come  around; 
Little  fami.shed  faces,  how  they  lusk  with  trembling  voice: 

Mainma,  why  dcm't  Santa  Claus  come  here? 
From  her  slender  store  she  cannot  make  their  hearts  rejoice. 

Mammas  only  answer  is  a  tear. 
Christmas  belLs!  happy  bells! 

They  ring  but  once  a  year. 
How  the  heart  is  .softened  by  that  little  childish  voice: 

Mamma,  why  don't  Santa  Clans  come  here? 
Bid  the  wealthy  li.'itea  to  that  little  childish  voice: 

Mamma,  why  doo't  Santa  Claus  come  here? 

Chouus. 
Little  empty  stockings  on  a  Christmas  night. 
Little  stockings  empty  in  the  morning  light; 
Mamma,  tell  me  why  old  Santa  Claus  went  by 

And  didn't  till  the  stockings  by  the  Are? 
Little  empty  stockings  on  a  Christmas  night. 
Little  stockings  empty  in  the  morning  light; 
Would  I  were  a  king,  what  treasures  I  would  bring 

And  fill  the  empty  stockings  by  the  fire. 

»  »  m     ■ 

— Jack:  Suppose  I  were  to  ask  you.  just  for  fun,  that  we  get 
I  married'^    Edith:  And  suppose  I  were  to  answer  just  for  fun.  No? 
I  Jack:  Why,  then,  I'd  think  that  if  you  were  speaking  seriously 
you'd  say,  Ye.s! 


DON'T  BE  ANGRY,   MOTHER 
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Words  and  Music  by  Master  Adama 

Don't  be  angry,  mother. 

Let  thy  smiles  be  smiles  of  jay; 
Don't  be  angry,  mother. 

Don't  be  angry  with  thy  boy. 
Years  have  flown  since  we  traversed 

The  dark  and  stormy  sea. 
Whilst  your  boy,  quite  broken-hearted, 

Ne'er  has  ceased  to  think  of  thee. 

Don't  be  angry,  mother,  mother. 

Let  the  world  say  what  it  will; 
Tho'  I  don't  deserve  thy  favor. 

Yet  I  fondly  love  thee  still. 
We  have  liveti  and  loved  together, 

Then  our  hearts  never  knew  a  pain; 
But  forgive  me,  mother,  mother. 

Oh,  forgive  thy  boy  again. 

Pray  remember,  mother,  mother, 

I've  been  kneeling  at  thy  feet; 
And  I'm  dreaming  of  thee  nightly 

While  reclining  in  my  sleep. 
But  forgive  me,  mother,  mother. 

It  will  ease  thy  heart  of  pain; 
But  forgive  me,  mother,  mother. 

Oh,  forgive  thy  boy  again. 


V   ii 
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Skating  on  One  in  the  Gutter. 


Copyright,  1877,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  Mow  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  aU  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Ous  Williams. 


When  I  was  a  boy  I  was  brimful  of  fun. 

For  all  sorts  of  tricks  I  was  noted; 
From  morning  till  evening  I  never  was  done, 

On  rollicking  pleasure  I  doted. 
I  tried  every  game,  and  when  Winter-time  came, 

With  joy  I  was  all  in  a  flutter; 
Then,  out  on  the  ice,  oh,  I  tell  you  'twas  nice, 

I  went  skating  on  one  in  the  gutter. 

ClIORCH. 

Skating  an  one,  skating  on  one, 
Oh,  boys,  there  was  never  such  glorious  fun; 
All  other  pleasures  of  youth  I  would  shun. 
And  go  skating  on  one  in  the  gutter. 

I  beat  all  the  boys  with  one  fiir-fetching  stride. 

In  fact  I  never  was  artistic; 
While  backward  and  forward  so  graceful  did  glide 

I  thought  every  motion  majestic. 
I  cared  not  to  skate  on  the  rink  or  the  park, 

Y'ou  may  b'lieve  it's  the  truth  which  I  utter; 
The  best  of  all  pleasures  from  daylight  till  dark 

Was  skating  on  one  in  the  gutter. — Cnouus. 

To  join  in  the  sport  I  would  loiter  from  school 

And  gain  the  great  wrath  of  my  master; 
Sometimes  on  the  ice  I  would  gel  a  great  fall. 

And  go  home  for  a  piece  of  shin-plaster. 
And  oft  thro'  the  day  I  would  steal  soft  away 

With  a  hungry  boy's  balm,  bread  and  butter, 
To  meet  my  companions,  so  noisy  and  gay. 

And  go  skating  on  one  in  the  gutter. — Chorus. 


M 


"x» 


♦  >  » 


—Charlie:  That  was  a  good  game  of  poker  we  had  last  night. 
Harry:  First  rate.  How  did  you  come  out?  "  Ten  dollars  ahead." 
"  How  do  you  figure  it  out  that  way?  You  borrowed  twenty, 
didn't  you,  to  begin  on?"  "  Yes,  but  I  only  lost  $10  of  it." 

— "  Here,  sonny,  hold  my  horse."  said  a  gentleman  to  a  gamin 
as  he  alighted  from  a  carriage  on  Washington  street  the  other  day. 
**  Has  he  had  his  oats  ter  day,  sir?"  asked  the  boy,  as  he  hesitated. 
"  Had  his  oats!  What  has  that  to  do  with  it?"  inquired  the  gentle- 
man in  surprise.  "  Well,  yer  see,  sir,  de  las'  time  I  hung  onto  a  \ 
boss  he  eat  de  straw  hat  off  me  head,  and  I  only  got  a  nickle  and  ( 
a  lickia'  when  I  got  home.  Put  up  a  quarter  and  I'll  take  de  risk."  i 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.    24. 


It's  Funny  What  Girls  Will  Do. 

8oiig»-Free.    Portage  Stamps  taken  same  a*  cash  for  all  our  goodi. 

I  T  often  sit  and  wonder  how  fickle  some  giriB  are,     ,      ^       .     , 

Of  course  they're  not  all  alike,  there's  a  difference  in  them  by  far; 

Some  are  fat,  some  are  lean,  some  are  short  or  tall,  -  . 

But  with  me  you'll  all  agree  they  all  have  lot*  of  gall. 
I  They'll  langh  In  your  face  and  call  you  turtle  dove,  , 

Fill  you  up  with  taffy,  you're  the  only  one  she  loves; 
I  They'll  play  vou  for  a  gillie,  ice  cream  and  candy,  too,         • 
I  Then  shake  you  on  the  comer,  it's  funny  what  girls  will  do. 

Now,  before  they  pet  married  how  sweet  they  both  do  talk, 
I  They'll  sit  for  hoore  and  slobber  like  a  pair  of  great  big  gawks; 
1  But  when  the  honey-moon  is  over  bow  quick  shell  change  her  tone, 
'  She'll  hit  him  on  the  head  with  a  frying-pan,  and  comb  his  hair  with  a  broom. 

When  he  becomes  a  father,  with  a  kid  upon  his  knee, 

He'll  have  to  pawn  his  ulster  the  landlord  for  to  see; 

With  a  double-barrelled  shot-gim,  the  butch  and  baker,  too, 
I  How  these  poor  gawks  suffer,  it's  funny  what  girls  will  do. 


There's  No  Place  Like  Home. 

I  Send  your  name  and  addrem  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  1»  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  fecelre 
'  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogrue  of  over  8000  Popular  Engrlish  and  German 

Songs— Free.    PoetaKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all.our  (roods. 

When  you're  having  a  good  time  and  getting  full  of  beer. 

There  is  no  place  like  home; 
When  your  feet  get  tangled  up  and  you  walk  home  on  your  ear, 

There  is  no  place  like  home. 
There  is  one  who  will  meet  you  at  the  door. 
Her  voice  ie  familiar,  you've  heard  it  before, 
When  she  pulls  you  out  of  bed  and  your  head  thnmps  the  floor, 

There  is  no  place  like  home. 

When  yon're  coming  down  the  street  at  4  A.  M., 

There  is  no  place  Tike  home; 
And  you  searcn  for  your  night-key  and  find  that  it  IB  gone, 

There  is  no  place  like  home. 
You  pull  on  the  door-bell  it,  comes  out  with  a  bound, 
The  first  floor  is  just  twelve  feet  from  the  ground. 
You  have  to  sit  on  the  door-step  till  the  milkman  comes  round, 

There  is  no  place  like  home. 

When  yonr  relations  they  come  to  visit  you,  , 

There  is  no  place  like  home; 
And  they  bring  their  trunks  and  stick  like  glue,  ;. 

There  is  no  place  like  home.  ■ '    •'         ' 

When  you  have  to  give  up  the  best  room  you've  got. 
And  go  and  sleep  on  an  old  tough  cot, 
With  your  brother-in-law,  who  is  always  half  shot, 

There  is  no  place  like  home. 

Wlien  the  biscuits  are  bad,  and  the  coffee  it  is  sad, 

There  is  no  place  like  home; 
When  the  butter  it  is  rough,  and  the  steak  it  is  tough. 

There  is  no  place  like  home. 
You  run  and  you  get  the  big  carving  knife. 
You  swear  you  surely  will  nave  his  life,  ' 

When  you  catch  the  new  boarder  a  hugging  your  wife, 

There  is  no  place  like  home. 

When  you  have  to  get  up  In  tke  middle  of  the  night. 

There  is  no  place  like  nome; 
And  search  for  paregoric  without  any  light. 

There  is  no  place  nke  home. 
When  the  baby  he  cries  till  his  lungs  do  crack. 
And  you  step  on  the  point  of  an  old  nisty  tack, 
And  your  wife  she  sticks  her  cold  feet  it  the  middle  of  your  back. 

There  is  no  place  like  home. 


HANKI   PANKI. 

Send  yonr  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  190  Park  Row,  New  Tork  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mall  a  coninlete  catalogrue  of  over  SOOO  Popular  English  and  Genwan 

Songs— Free.    Pootage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  once  had  lots  of  cash,  but  now 

I  wished  some  one  would  lend  it; 
I  thought  I'd  go  and  travel, 

And  found  that  the  way  to  spend  it.  :        . 

I've  been  to  the  North,  I've  been  to  the  East, 

But  now  I'm  a  repiner; 
You  must  know  that  all  my  trouble's  caused 

Thro' a  girl  I  brought  from  China. 

Chorus.  *- . 

But  now  do  tell  me  true, 

Have  you  seen  my  Hank!  Pankl? 
Fo  fum  choke  em  chum, 

Tapioca,  sago,  gum! 

In  the  city  of  Nankin, 'twas  there 

Lived  Hanki  Panki's  father. 
He  used  to  keep  a  barber  shop. 
And  Hanki  did  the  lather.  :       .         ;    .    . 

;  vi  I  used  to  let  her  lather  me,  ;  ;  > 

Ah!  none  could  do  it  finer; 
i  She  could  speak  broken  English,  too,        \      ;  . 
Whilst  I  spoke  broken  China. 

Bpokkn— And  so  our  love  began,— Chorus. 


Sweet  Hanki's  eyes  were  very  small,      •,  - 
-' r  Her  mouth — ah!  well — no  matter;       '  ,.: 

Her  finger  nails  six  inches  long,  ;     , 

Her  nose  could  not  be  flatter; 
'Twas  not  her  beauty  that  I  loved, 

The  feeling  I  felt  was  finer, 
I  thought  at  home  how  grand  'twould  look  ' 

To  have  a  wife  from  China. 

Spoken — But  where  is  she  now?  echo  answers — Chorus. 

She  bid  good-bye  to  Nankin, 

And  she  bid  good-bye  to  lather, 
And  left  the  chin  shop  business 

To  her  ugly  long  tailed  father. 
I  brought  my  love  across  the  sea    . 

In  hopes  to  cut  a  shine,  ah! 
But  now  I'm  much  inclined  to  wish 

She'd  never  come  from  China. 

Spoken — For  she's  gone  from  my  gaze  like  a  beautiful — Chorus. 

One  day  there  came  a  Chinaman 

A  begging  at  the  door,  sirs. 
She  saw  him,  screamed,  then  ran  away, 

I've  never  seen  her  more,  sirs; 
But  the  Chinaman  he  calls  each  day. 

And  kicks  up  such  a  shine,  ah! 
He  vows  he'll  be  the  death  of  me    •_    . 

For  bringing  her  from  China. 

Spoken — She  turned  out  to  be  the  Chinaman's  wife!  I  was  as 
innocent  as  a  sucking  pig,  but— Chorus. 

My  intentions  were  honorable. 
And  no  one  could  be  kinder. 
But  Hanki's  husband  says  that  I  •     . 

Shall  die  if  I  don't  find  her;  ••' 

:,'         .        So  pity  me  I  hope  you  will,  '  '        ^ 

-■  ^  ^  ■  For  dreadful  troubles  mine  are;  ,    . 

I  shall  have  to  find  my  Chinese  love 
And  take  her  back  to  China. 

Spoken — For  the  Chinaman  threatens  me  daily  with  his 
Ilukaboo,  Ningpo,  Hanki  Panki,  chop-chop,  chow-chow.  Pekoe, 
Bohea  and  Souchong,  to  say  nothing  of  his  gunpowder. — Cuoiius. 


Shakespeare's  Seven  Ages  of  Man. 


By  Shakespeare. 


Send  TOUT  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 
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Bongs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  stime  as  cash  for  all  our  goinls. 

This  charming  epitome  of  human  life  affords,  in  its  brief  space, 
almost  every  variety  of  expression.  Running  the  gamut  from  the 
faint  moan  of  infancy  to  the  resonant  base  of  manhood — again  de- 
clining to  the  low,  weak  cadence  of  senility  and  feebleness: 

All  the  world's  a  stage, 

And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  players: 

They  have  their  exits  and  their  entrances; 

And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts, 

His  acts  being  seven  ages.     At  first,  the  infant,  '• 

Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurse's  arms; 

And  then  the  whining  school-boy  with  his  satchel. 

And  shining  morning  face,  creeping  like  snail 

Unwillingly  to  school:  And  then,  the  lover, 

Sighing  like  furnace,  with  a  woeful  ballad  ' 

Made  to  his  mistress'  eye-brow:  Then,  a  soldier, 

Full  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard, 

Jealous  in  honor,  sudden  and  quick  in  quarrel, 

■  .'      Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 

Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth:  And  then,  the  justice, 

In  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lined. 

With  eyes  severe,  and  beard  of  formal  cut. 

Full  of  wise  saws  and  modern  instances, 

And  so  he  plays  his  part:  The  sixth  age  shifts 

Into  the  lean  and  slipper'd  pantaloon; 

With  spectacles  on  nose,  and  pouch  on  side; 

His  youthful  hose  well  saved,  a  world  too  wide 

For  his  shrunk  shank;  and  his  big  manly  voice, 

Turning  again  to  childish  treble  pipes 

And  whistles  in  his  sound:  Last  scene  "*  all. 

■  ,>         That  ends  the  strange  eventful  history, 

The  second  childishness,  and  mere  oblivion; 

Sans  teeth,  sans  eyes,  sans  taste,  sans  everything.  •    ' 


— Minnie:  "  You  say  you  make  more  money,  bjr  your  pen,  now 
than  you  did  a  year  ago?"   Arthur:  "Yes."    Minnie:  "How  is 
ihaxr  Arthur:  "  I  stopped  i 
envelopes." 


writing  stories  and  began  addressing 


THE  CHAMPION  OF  THE  WORLD. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  F.  Hardingr. 


The  Word*  and  Miudc  of  this  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Acton  E.  Kelly.    Music  by  Wra.  Loralne. 


'Oh,  holBt  the  flag  of  victor)-,  let  the  banner  be  nnfurled. 
We'll  sing  the  praise  of  Sullivan,  the  champion  of  the  world; 
A  title  now  he  proudly  holds,  from  which  he'll  never  part, 
'Twas  nobly  won  at  Richburg,  boye,  by  hie  nndauntea  heart. 
Where  now  the  trait'rous,  croaking  crew  who,  be  it  to  their  ehame, 
With  voice  and  pen  were  foremost  to  defile  his  hard  won  fame; 
Yet  greater  still  our  hero  is,  malign  him  as  they  may, 
A  credit  to  hie  country  and  the  best  man  of  his  day. 

Chorus. 
Then  give  a  hearty  cheer,  boys,  hip,  hip,  hip,  hnrrah! 
A  tiger,  too,  with  heart  so  true,  brave  Jack  has  won  the  dayt 
The  fight  is  done,  the  battle's  won,  he  is  our  nride  and  joy. 
The  champion  of  the  world  he  stands,  our  gallant  Boston  boy. 

His  equal  we  may  never  see,  so  let  us  hold  him  dear. 

The  greatest  of  all  fighters,  the  man  who  knows  no  fear; 

True  as  steel  to  all  his  friends,  a  terror  to  a  foe, 

A  kindly  word  he  always  has  for  either  high  or  low. 

No  foxy  tricks  could  ever  swerve  the  champion  from  the  right. 

He  always  went  into  the  ring  for  a  good  square  stand-up  fight; 

In  all  the  battles  he  has  won,  e'en  enemies  will  say, 

lie  stood  up  like  a  thoroughbred,  was  guided  by  fair  play.— Chorus. 

Among  the  names,  the  glorious  names,  in  the  annals  of  the  ring. 
No  greater  one  will  ever  be  found  than  his  of  whom  I  sing; 
Bold  "Sullivan,  Columbia's  son,"  will  ever  be  our  boast. 
The  champion  of  all  champions,  the  one  we  love  the  mo!>t. 
Then  let  us  sound  his  praises,  boys,  with  heartiest  acclaim. 
And  on  the  roll  of  honor  bright,  emblazoned  be  his  name; 
Long  may  he  live  and  prosper,  his  honors  to  enjoy, 
Foremost  in  the  hearts  of  all,  the  gallant  Boston  boy.— Chorus. 


I  ^  •■' 


SIGHING   FOR   THEE. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  Firth,  Pond  <k  Got 
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Words  and  Music  by  Frederick  Buckley, 

Lonely  I  lie  'neatb  the  sad,  drooping  willow, 

List'ning  to  zephyrs  gladsome  and  free; 
Gazing  afar  on  the  wild  tossing  billow, 

Sighing  for  thee,  sighing  for  thee 
Starlight  is  streaming  o'er  forest  and  mountain, 

Echoes  are  lost  in  the  silence  of  eve; 
Sweet  fairies  trip  it  by  streamlet  and  fountain, 

Love's  tendrils  weave,  love's  tendrils  weave. 


Chorus. 

Lonely  I  He  'neath  the  sad,  drooping  willow, 
List'ning  to  zephyrs  gladsome  and  free; 

Sighing  for  thee,  sighing  for  thee, 
Sadly  I'm  sighing,  I'm  sighing  for  thee. 

Lovely  wert  thou  as  a  seraph  immortal, 

Fleeting  thy  course  as  a  meteor  bright; 
Angels  awaited  thee  over  death's  portal, 

Beaming  with  light,  beaming  with  liglit. 
Life  hath  no  charms  for  the  sad  and  forsaken, 

Fondly  I  turn,  yes,  I  turn  to  thy  liome; 
Hearts  that  love  truly,  tho'  sundered,  shall  waken 

Never  to  roam,  never  to  roam.— Cuouus. 


PEOPLE   I   HAVE   MET. 


Sung  by  Ben  ColUna 


Send 


your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  reoeiye 
by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  English  and  Clennan 
Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  Ml  our  gooda 

I  have  been  out  to  Australia, 

I've  met  soldiers,  I've  met  sailors,    ' 

I've  met  people  of  all  nations, 

Both  in  every  land  and  clime; 
I  saw  people  who  were  thinking, 
I  met  people  who  were  drinking. 
Would  tell  you  all  their  history — 

Yes,  and  more — for  half  a  dime. 

I  saw  girls  out  in  Chicago 

Whose  big  feet  would  make  a  cargo 

Fit  to  sink  the  Adriatic — 

Yes,  or  any  ship  afloat; 
I  saw  four  kings  and  four  queenies, 
Forepaugh's  circus,  and  four  sheenies 
Trying  hard  to  sell  a  one-armed  man 

A  second-handed  coat. 

I've  met  girls  in  Philadelphia 
That  were  forty,  fat  and  wealthy; 
I've  seen  girls  in  San  Francisco 

That  could  give  them  cards  and  spades; 
I've  met  girls  along  the  Bowery 
Who  could  whistle  "  Annie  Laurie  " 
Loud  enough  to  close  your  doors  up. 

Or  pull  down  your  window  shades. 

I  have  met  all  kinds  of  actors, 
I  have  met  some  lough  characters, 
I  saw  Sitting  Bull  and  Sitting  Calf 

A  sitting  down  to  tea; 
I  saw  talented  hash-slingers — 
Yes,  and  serio-comic  singers. 
Who  had  voices  that  would  sour  milk 

Or  set  old  Ireland  free. 

I  have  been  in  Pennsylvania, 
Where  the  prohibition  mania 
Makes  them  hang  a  man  for  selling  beer. 

Just  for  his  country's  sake; 
I've  Iruvelled— well,  it  little  matters — 
Prom  Pork  and  Beans  to  Cincinnati, 
.    But  for  red-headed  girls  and  scrappers, 

Brooklyn  city  takes  the  cake. 
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THE   OLD   TOBACCO   BOX. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Weliman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receire 
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Thete  was  an  old  man 

And  he  had  a  wooden  leg. 
He  had  no  toljacco, 

Nor  no  tobacco  could  he  beg; 
There  was  another  old  codger. 

Who  was  as  cunning  as  a  fox, 
He  had  lots  of  tobacco 

In  his  old  tobacco  box. 

Says  codger  number  one. 

Will  you  give  me  a  chew? 
Says  codger  number  two, 

I'll  be if  I  do; 

For  If  you'll  save  up  your  money, 

Aqd  be  cunning  as  a  fox, 
Faith,  you'll  always  have  tobacco 

In  your  old  tobacco  box. 


SNOW   ANGELS. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  reeeW* 
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What  makes  the  snow  come  down,  mamma. 

The  pretty  flakes  of  snow? 
I  love  to  watch  their  soft  white  wings. 

As  merrily  tliey  go. 
Their  wings,  my  child,  their  soft,  white  wings, 

What  is  it  that  you  say? 
They're  little  angels,  dear  mamma. 

That  come  down  here  to  play. 

Cnonrs. 
The  snow  that's  made  where  angels  sing. 

The  pretty  flakes  of  snow, 
I  love  to  watch  their  soft,  white  wings. 

As  merrily  they  go. 

And  see,  mamma,  how  good  they  are, 

They  kiss  each  other  while 
They're  flying  playfully  about, 

With  such  a  happy  smile. 
Not  angels,  darling  little  one. 

They're  only  flakes  of  snow. 
No,  no,  mamma,  that  cannot  be. 

Angels  they  are,  I  know. — Chorus. 

They  shake  their  lovely  wings  for  joy. 

As  down  their  feathers  come. 
And  dunce  and  circle  through  the  air 

Until  they  reach  our  home. 
You  tliink  they're  tiny  feathers,  dropped 

Each  from  an  angel's  wing?  '       *      , 

Yes,  that  is  it,  yes,  dear  mamma,  .    '. 

Whene'er  the  angels  sing. — Chorus.     ^ 
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NEARINa  THE  HARBOR 

CopTiight,  1888,  by  T.  R  Harms  &  Co. 


Ttie  Worda  and  Mosic  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  addrena,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Song^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehtnan,  190  Park 

Row,  New  Torlc  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  ffoods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Ouasie  L.  Davla.  .^ 


Oh,  sailors,  come  with  me, 

The  harbor  lights  1  see, 
Yeo  ho,  yeo  hoi  . 

To  the  harbor  lights; 
Nearing  the  harbor  and  home, 

Nearing  the  haven  of  rest; 
Nearing  the  smiles  of  a  sweet  sailor's  lass. 

Where  gladness  and  joy  are  expressed. 

Retrain. 
Nearing  the  harbor  and  home, 

Neanng  the  haven  of  rest; 
Nearing  tlie  smiles  of  a  sweet  sailor's  lass, 

Where  gladness  and  joy  are  expressed. 
Never  again  shall  we  part. 

Never  from  her  will  I  roam; 
Steering  to-night  toward  the  star  of  my  heart, 

Nearing  the  harbor  and  home.       :• 

Never  again  shall  we  part, 

Never  from  her  will  I  roam; 
Steering  to-night  towards  the  star  of  my  heart, 

Neanng  the  harbor  and  home. 
My  mother  kissed  my  boyish  lips. 

My  father  loved  me  true; 
But  my  heart  anchored  with  the  ships 

That  sailed  the  billows  blue. — REFiiAm. 

I  left  my  home  to  cross  the  foam. 

And  see  lands  strange  and  new; 
I  left  a  little  maid  in  tears 

When  I  bade  them  adieu. 
Yeo  ho!  to  the  harbor  lights, 

She's  waiting  there  to-night  I 
Oh,  faithful  one  so  true, 

I'm  coming  back  to  you. — Refrain. 


The  Harp  Withotit  the  Crown. 

Send  Tonr  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receire 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  fetish  and  German 

Bongs— Free.    Posta^^  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

The  Yankee  loves  the  Stars  and  Stripes, 

And  Orangemen  the  blue, 
And  why  not  we  our  emblem  show 

As  other  nations  do? 
Or  must  we  alter  through  the  dread 

Of  any  bigot's  frown, 
The  sign  for  which  our  fathers  died,       . ", 

The  harp  without  the  crown? 

Oh!  many  a  warlike  hero 

Beneath  its  shadow  died; 
Of  poets,  bards  and  sa^es. 

It  always  was  the  pride. 
To  please  a  few  officials 

Must  me  now  pull  it  down,  -^ 

The  emblem  of  a  thousand  years, 
.      The  harp  without  the  crown? 

Let  Fenians  rage,  and  crafty  spies 

Against  their  objects  plan,  ."-''' 

Each  link  they  gain — in  rapture  prize 
,.         To  sell  their  fellow  man. 
:      '      Convict,  imprison  if  you  will,      ' 
And  rebel  cruisers  drown, 
But  yet  we'll  show  our  emblem  still. 
The  harp  without  the  crown. 

'       The  world  may  change,  and  Mr.  Black 
May  wear  an  altered  mien, 
I  feel  convinced  he  will  not  turn 

To  any  shade  of  green.  - 

':~l:      He  can't  be  white,  but  yet  thro'  time,     -•' 

Perhaps  he'll  turn  brown; 

'Tis  nought  to  us,  we  still  will  love 

The  harp  without  the  crown. 


DOWN  WENT  McGINTY. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Spaulding  &  Komder. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wUI  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  reotiat  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  a^  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  F«rk 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 


As  sung  by  Sheridan  and  Flyon. 


Last  Sunday  morning  at  nine,  Dan  McGlnty,  dressed  bo  fine. 

Was  looking  at  a  very  high  stone  wall; 
When  along  came  Pat  McCann.  says  he:  I'll  bet  you  five  dollars,  Dftn, 

1  can  carry  yon  to  the  top  without  a  fall. 
On  his  back  he  got  poor  Dan,  to  climb  up  the  ladder  be  began. 

Until  he  very  nearly  reached  the  top; 
But  before  he'd  lose  his  five,  as  sure  as  you're  alive, 

Let  go  bis  hold,  not  thinking  of  the  drop. 

Chorcb. 

Down  went  McQlnty  to  the  bottom  of  the  wall. 
Although  he  won  his  five,  he  was  more  dead  than  alive; 

With  kicks  and  bruiees  on  his  face  from  such  a  terrible  fall. 
Dressed  in  his  best  Sunday  clothes. 

To  the  hospital  they  took  him.  for  dead  the  doctors  booked  him, 

But  McGinty  gave  the  doctors  a  surprise; 
Then  he  began  to  shout:  Say,  you  blackguards  let  me  outl 

Although  his  head  was  twice  its  natural  size. 
To  see  his  wife  and  child,  with  joy  he  near  went  wild,  - 

He  walked  along  as  proud  as  John,  the  great; 
On  the  sidewalk  was  a  hole,  to  receive  a  ton  of  coal, 

McGinty  never  saw  until  too  late. 

Chorcs. 
Down  went  McGinty  to  the  bottom  of  the  hole, 

The  driver  of  the  cart  gave  the  ton  of  coal  a  start; 
We  were  an  hour  and  a  half  digging  McGiuly  from  under  the  coal, 

Dressed  in  his  best  Sunday  clothes. 

When  they  dug  McGinty  out,  for  vengeance  he  did  shout,  • 

The  driver  of  the  cart  then  he  spied;  ,    :y'' 

He  picked  up  half  a  brick  and  hit  him  such  a  lick  -  ;■    ' 

That  it  raised  a  carbuncle  on  his  eye. 
He  then  raised  such  a  fuss  that  the  cops  got  in  the  muss. 

They  arrested  McGinty  for  being  very  drunk;  '    ,'•• 

Next  morning  the  judge  did  say,  no  fine  you'll  have  to  pay,  .       * 

Six  months  you'll  sleep  upon  a  prison  bunk.  .  / 

Chorus. 

Down  went  McGinty  to  the  bottom  of  the  jail,  '    "      -      t 

He  stayed  exactly  six,  his  board  it  cost  him  nix; 
Six  long  months,  for  nobody  went  his  bail, 

Dressed  in  his  best  Sunday  clothes.  .    '  . 

WTien  the  half  jrear  was  up  they  let  McGinty  out. 

He  dressed  himself  as  he  did  in  days  of  yore;  ,    .     • 

But  judging  his  surprise,  he  could  scarcely  believe  his  eyes. 

When  he  neard  hm  wife  had  skipped  the  day  before. 
To  lose  his  wife  and  child,  with  grief  he  near  went  wild, 

To  drown  himself  he  went  down  on  the  shore; 
And  foolishly  jumped  in,  knowing well  he  could  not  swim. 

For  water  Dan  had  never  took  before. 

Chorus.  .  - 

Down  went  McGinty  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 

They  haven't  found  him  yet,  for  the  water  it  was  wet; 
They  say  that  McGinty's  ghost  haunts  the  docks  at  the  break  of  day. 

Dressed  in  his  best  Sunday  clothes. 


Jeanie  with  the  Light  Brown  Hair. 

The  Words  and  Hnsic  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <0  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehman,  130  PkriL 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postaere  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  eroods. 

-  I  dream  of  Jeanie  with  the  light  brown  hair, 

-  Borne,  like  a  vapor,  on  the  soft  Summer  air; 
.1  see  her  tripping  where  the  bright  streams  play 
.   Happy  as  the  daisies  that  dance  on  her  way. 

Many  were  the  wild  notes  her  merry  voice  would  pour, 
Many  were  the  blithe  birds  that  warbled  them  o'er; 
Oh  I  I  dream  of  Jeanie  with  the  light  brown  hair. 
Floating,  like  a  vapor,  on  the  soft  Summer  air. 

I  long  for  Jeanie  with  the  day-dawn  smile, 
Radiant  in  gladness,  warm  with  winning  guile;    • 

■  I  hear  her  melodies,  like  joys  gone  by. 
Sighing  round  my  heart  o'er  the  fond  hopes  that  die. 
Sighing  like  the  night  wind  and  sobbing  like  the  rain, 

.  -  Wailing  for  the  lost  one  that  comes  not  again; 
Oh,  I  long  for  Jeanie,  and  my  heart  bows  low, 
Neve/  more  to  find  her  where  the  bright  waters  flow. 

>  I  sigh  for  Jeanie,  but  her  light  form  strayed  /   ?  = 

"    Far  from  the  fond  hearts 'round  her  native  glade. 

Her  smiles  have  vanished  and  her  sweet  songs  flown, 
.     Flitting  like  the  dreams  that  have  cheered  us  and  gone. 

■  Now  the  nodding  wild  flowers  may  wither  on  the  shore, 
.    While  her  gentle  fingers  will  cull  them  no  more; 

Oh,  I  sigh  for  Jeanie  with  the  light  brown  hair. 
Floating,  like  a  vapor,  on  the  soft  Summer  air. 
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rm  Just  Beginning  to  Like  You. 


Copyright,  1882,  by  B.  W.  Hitchcock. 


The  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresB,  pont-nald. 

centa,  or  this  and  aiit  two  oilier  Si>n(r9  for  One  UoUar,  l>y  H.  J.  Weliiiian,  130  I'ark 


Id,  on  receipt  of  <0 

__,  .     0  oilier  SonfTS  for  One  Dollar,  l>y  H.  J.  weninan,  130  l"i 

Kow,  New  York  Ctty,    ruatajrvSUuups  taken  saiuv  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Mualc  by  W.  C  Robey. 


I'm  over  head  and  ears  In  love  with  a  charming  girl, 

She  vowis  some  day  she'll  be  my  loviug  bride; 
Her  eyes  are  blue,  ht-r  flgiire  flue,  her  teeth  are  white  aa  pearl, 

I'm  happy  whcu  I'm  seated  by  her  side. 
We  often  sit  so  cosey,  with  my  arm  around  her  waist, 

Not  thinking  of  the  hours  that  pass  away. 
And  when  I  rite  to  leave  her  In  quite  unexpected  haste, 

Ob,  she  gives  me  such  a  look  and  then  she'll  say: 

Chorus. 

Don't,  don't  go  away  yet,  Vm  just  beginning  to  like  you, 

The  weather  is  fine,  tqiere's  plenty  of  time,  stop  a  bit  longer,  do; 

Don't,  don't  go  away  tet,  I'm  just  beginning  to  like  you. 

You're  always  in  haste,  put  your  arm  'round  my  waist,  and  stop  a  bit  longer,  do. 

I  called  on  her  one  evening,  her  folks  were  out  of  town. 

And  quickly  she  invited  me  inside; 
We  made  ourselves  so  cosy  as  we  lovingly  sat  dowm, 

How  fast  the  hours  of  happiness  did  glide. 
I  heeded  not  the  moments  nor  the  ticking  of  the  clock. 

In  such  a  case  we  very  seldom  do; 
It  brought  mei  to  my  senses  and  my  nerves  received  a  shock. 

When  I  heard  the  old  church  clock  a  striking  two. 

Spoken— I  iramedi»tely  jumped  up,  but  the  girl  took  me  by  the  arm  and 
said:— Chorus. 

It  doesn't  seem  to  matter  at  what  hour  I  chance  to  go 

To  visit  the  dear  girl  that  I  adore; 
In  daylight  or  at  twilight,  I  would  have  you  all  to  know. 

There's  alwfiys  some  new  happiness  in  store. 
I  never  wished  to  slop,  or  to  detain  her  late  at  night, 

Tho'  often  she  would  press  me  hard  to  stay; 
And  as  I  bid  the  girl  adieu  beside  the  garden  gate, 

She  just  takes  my  hand  and  theu  she's  sure  to  say : — CuoRUS. 


THE   BLIND   MOTHER 

Copyright.  1889,  by  WUlia  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Moalc  of  this  Sonff  wil  bo  iient  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  atif  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  Uity.     fustage  Stamps  taken  sanieas  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 


A  careworn  face  has  waited  and  watched  for  many  a  day. 
By  the  window  for  a  fair-haired  boy,  who  lone  since  went  away 
Across  the  seas,  but  still  the  flame  of  love  for  nim  doth  burn, 
For  one  sweet  look,  for  one  sweet  face,  oh,  will  he  e'er  return  f 
For  years,  poor  soul,  she's  waited  with  patient,  anxious  eye. 
For  years  she's  never  failed  to  scan  the  face  of  passers  by; 
Each  night  she  kneels  down  by  his  cot  and  prays  aloud  for  him, 
The  constant  watch  she's  kept  so  long  has  made  her  eyes  grow  dim. 

Chorus. 

When  she  hears  a  footstep  her  heart  bounds  with  joy. 
She  trembles  like  a  leaf  aud  hopes  'tis  her  boy; 
She  feels  she's  growing  older,  she  knows  it  cannot  last. 
Oh,  boy  come  to  your  mother,  her  eyes  are  failing  faf>t. 

Long  years  have  passed  but  now  I  see  that  same  old  face  again, 

'Tis  changed,  'ti^sad  and  still,  with  all  you  see  no  trace  of  pain; 

She's  seated  by  the  window,  she  is  rocking  to  and  fro. 

And  murmnrin<»  Some  old  nursery  rhyme  she  learned  long  ago. 

Bat  like  all  noble  womankind,  with  ho[)e  unto  the  last. 

She's  watched  through  many  a  Summer's  day,  many  a  Winter's  blast; 

But  now  she  listens  to  the  plaintive  moaning  of  the  wind. 

She  bears,  she  feels,  but  that  is  all,  the  mother  now  is  blind. 

Chorus. 

Hark,  hark,  a  footstep,  she's  not  heard  in  years. 
Those  eyes  that  were  sightless,  again  fliled  with  tears; 
She  falls  in  his  arms  with  a  sharp  cry  of  pain, 
In  the  arms  of  her  boy  she'll  ne'er  see  again. 


y 


BUY   A  BROOM. 


The  Words  and  Mnnle  o*  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  to 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonfrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  rark 

Kow,  New  York  Oty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

From  Teutcliland  I  come  with  my  light  wares  all  laden, 
To  dear  happy  Boston  in  Summer's  gay  bloom; 

Then  listen  fair  lady  and  young  pretty  maiden, 
Oh,  buj'  of  the  wandering  Bavarian  a  broom; 

Buy  a  broom,  buy  a  broom,  buy  a  broom, 
Oh,  buy  of  the  wandering  Bavarian  a  broom. 

To  brush  awajr  insects,  that  sometimes  annoy  you, 
You'll  find  It  quite  handy  to  use  night  or  day, 

And  what  belter  exercise,  pray,  can  employ  you, 
Than  to  sweep  all  vexatious  intruders  away? 

Buy  a  broom,  buy  a  broom,  buy  a  broom. 
And  sweep  all  vexatious  intruders  away. 


£re  Winter  comes  on,  for  sweet  home  soon  departing. 

My  toils  for  your  favor  again  I'll  resume, 
And  while  gratitude's  tear  in  my  eyelid  is  starting,    . 

Bless  the  time  that  in  Boston  I  cried  buy  a  broom, 
Biiy  a  broom,  buy  a  broom,  buy  a  broom. 

Bless  the  time  that  in  Boston  I  cried  buy  a  broom. 

Spoken — Yes,  I  shall  go  back  to  my  own  country  and  tell  them 
there  I  sold  all  my  wares  in  Boston,  singing: 

Oh,  mein  lieber  Augustin,  Augustin,  Augustin, 

Oh,  mein  lieber  Augustin,  alles  ist  weg; 
Bock  ist  weg,  stock  ist  weg,  auch  ich  bin  in  dem  dreck, 

Oh,  mein  lieber  Augustin,  alles  ist  weg. 


Don't  Say  One  Thing  and  Mean  Another 

Words  by  Chas.  Swain.    Music  by  W.  Palmer. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  | 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Bongs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Welwnau,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  aajue  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

The  little  lane,  the  greenwood  lane 

Where  Mary  dwelt  was  gay  with  singing; 
For  brook  and  bird,  in  many  a  strain, 

Down  vale  and  moor  their  notes  were  flinging. 
But  Mary's  heart  was  deaf  to  song, 

No  longer  she  her  tears  could  smother; 
For  she  had  learnt  at  last  'twas  wrong, 

To  say  one  thing  and  mean  another. 

'Tis  right,  'tis  due,  when  hearts  are  true, 

To  show  the  heart  without  deceiving; 
And  not  to  speak  in  idle  freak. 

To  try  if  one's  the  power  of  grieving. 
In  Mary's  heart  and  Mary's  mind 

She  loved  one  youth  and  loved  no  other; 
But  Mary's  tongue  was  oft  inclined 

To  say  one  thing  and  mean  another. 

Would  all  might  see,  how  sweet  'twould  be, 

If  truth  alone  their  words  directed; 
How  many  a  day  might  then  be  gay, 

That  passeth  now  in  tears  dejected. 
Would  all  might  learn  and  all  discern. 

That  truth  keeps  longest,  friend  or  brother; 
Then  maids  be  kind  and  speak  your  mind, 

Nor  say  one  thing  and  mean  another 


'f] 


MY  JOHNNY  WAS  A  SHOEMAKER 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  J.  Florence. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonar  will  be  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  I 

....  ....-.,       Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Pai" 

1  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


cents;  or  this  anil  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 
How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  s 


My  Johnny  was  a  shoemaker, 

And  dearly  he  loved  me; 
My  Johnny  was  a  shoemaker. 

But  now  he's  gone  to  sea. 
Wifh  nasty  tar  to  soil  his  hands, 
And  sail  across  the  briny  sea. 
My  Johnny  was  a  shoemaker. 

His  jacket  was  a  deep  sky  blue. 

And  curly  was  his  hair; 
His  jacket  was  a  deep  sky  blue. 

It  was,  I  do  declare. 
To  reef  the  top-sails  he  has  gone. 
To  sail  across  the  briny  sea, 
My  Johnny  was  a  shoemaker. 

A  captain  he  will  be  bye-and-bye. 

With  a  sword  and  spy-glass,  too; 
A  captain  he  will  be  bye-and-bye. 
With  a  brave  and  valliant  crew. 
And  when  he  gets  a  vessel  of  his  own. 
He'll  come  back  and  marry  me, 
My  Johnny  was  a  shoemaker. 

And  when  I  am  a  captain's  wife, 

I'll  sing  the  whole  day  long; 
Yes.  when  I  am  a  captain's  wife. 

And  this  will  be  my  song: 
May  |>eace  and  plenty  bless  our  days, 
And  the  little  one  on  my  knee, 
My  Johnny  was  a  shoemaker. 
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Calling  Me  Back  to  the  Old  Home. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  H.  KaUenberg. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Song^  f.ir  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park 

Bow,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

■:'._"■:    Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 

,'  I  hear  it  wherever  I'm  roaming, 

A  whisper  so  loving  and  sweet; 
.    It  comes  to  my  heart  m  the  gloaming 
And  tells  me  the  dear  ones  I'll  meet. 
,     ';        My  heart  yearns  with  fondest  affection 
To  wander  afar  o'er  the  main; 
They're  calling  me  back  to  the  old  home,  '        ' 

The  home  of  my  loved  ones  again. 

Refrain. 
Comeback,  comeback. 
They  fondly  call,  "  come  back." 
Chorus. 
They're  calling  me  back  to  the  home  I  love  so  well, 
I  long  for  their  smiles  with  a  joy  no  heart  can  tell. 
For  here  I  grow  lonely  with  sadness. 
But  there  is  all  sunlight  and  gladness; 
They're  calling  me  back  to  the  old  home, 

Afar  beyond  the  main;  : 

Still  calling  me  back  to  the  old  home, 
My  dear  old  home  again. 

It  seems  many  years  since  we  parted. 

And  yet  those  dear  faces  I  know, 
Have  cheered  me  when  alone,  weary-hearted, 

As  roses  are  cheered  by  tlie  dew. 
A  mother,  with  snowy  white  tresses. 

Is  watching  for  me  at  the  pane; 
She's  calling  me  back  to  the  old  home. 

The  home  of  my  childhood  again. — Ref.  «&  Cho. 

I  go  where  the  loved  ones  are  sighing 

To  welcome  the  wanderer  once  more; 
I'll  haste,  like  the  bird  swiftly  flying, 

To  yon  distant  home-nest  of  yore. 
This  world  cannot  give  me  the  gladness  -  ■ 

That  waits  for  me  o'er  the  main; 
They're  calling  me  back  to  the  old  home, 

The  home  of  my  heart  once  again. — Ref.  &  Cho. 
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JENNIE,   OUR    DARLING,    THE 
PRIDE  OF  OUR  HOME. 


He  Oets  There  Just  the  Same. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  the  Windsor  Music  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrem,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songra  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^^ehman,  ISO  Pirk 

Row,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 


There  is  a  chance  in  this  great  world  for  every  humble  thing — 
You  must  not  judge  one  by  his  looks,  as  I'll  proceed  to  sing: 
The  beet4e  has  his  crown  of  gold,  the  fire-fly  nae  his  flame. 
The  bed-bug  has  no  flame  or  crown,  but  he  gets  there  just  the  same. 

The  burglar  knows  his  trade  right  well  whene'er  he  comes  to  call, 
He  burgles  all  the  live  long  nlgnt,  whatever  may  befall; 
The  bank  cashier,  he  also  knows  the  points  about  his  game,        '■:'.    ,  ; 
He  is  a  member  of  the  church,  but  he  gets  there  all  the  same. 

The  millionaire  has  money  bags,  and  many  bonds  and  stocks, 
He  owns  a  railroad,  too,  and  has  substantial  business  blocks; 
But  when  the  Winter  days  have  come,  with  cold  we  all  exclaim. 
The  plumber  has  no  stocks  or  bonds,  but  be  gets  there  just  the  same 

The  game  of  poker  I  enjoy,  of  it  I  never  tire, 

To  sit  behind  four  aces  is  a  thing  I  much  admire; 

But  when  with  aces  fotir  I  sit  and  think  I'll  scoop  the  game, 

A  little  straight  flush  don't  look  big,  but  it  gets  tnere  all  the  same. 

Tho'  many  fall  by  fire  and  sword  and  yield  np  their  last  breaths. 
The  perils  of  the  railroads,  too,  cause  many  sudden  deaths; 
In  deadly  mines  beneath  the  earth,  fire-damp  doth  kill  or  maim. 
Toy-pistols  don't  amount  to  much  ,  but  they  get  there  just  the  same. 

The  roller  skate  has  often  caused  a  dull  and  sick'ning  thud, 
While  others  fall  a  victim  to  the  thick  and  slipperv  mud; 
But  when  it  comes  to  shaking  up  a  person's  mortal  frame,  ';    ' 

The  innocent  banana  peel  will  get  tncre  all  the  same. 


The  G-intleman  From  Kildare. 

Copyright,  1879,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO  | 

cent*;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonfrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^^  ehtnan,  130  Fkrk 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  saiue  as  oaab  for  ail  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  J.  L.  Feeney. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sougs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  L  Feeney. 


Six  months  ago  I  landed  here,  for  pleasure  I  kem  over, 
I've  travelled  all  the  continent,  in  fact,  I'm  quite  a  rover; 
They  put  me  among  the  emigrants,  ten  days  they  left  me  there. 
With  indignity  they  treated  me,  a  gintleman  from  Kildare. 

Chorus. 

I'm  a  gintleman  from  Kildare, 

And  my  name  is  Dennis  O'Hare; 

I'm  a  swell  of  the  day,  and  I  dress  very  gay,    . 

I'm  a  giutleman  from  Kildare. 

When  up  Broadway  I  gently  strolled  to  view  the  ploriouB  city, 

A  stranger  took  me  by  the  arm  and  laughed  and  joked  so  witty; 

He  took  me  in  and  called  for  wine,  of  course  I  did  not  care, 

But  he  ran  away  with  the  watch  and  chain  of  the  gintleman  from  Kildare. -Cho 

To  Coney  Isle  I  often  go  to  have  a  day  of  pleasure, 
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giutlec 


I  Kildare.— Cho. 
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I've  a  dear  little  wife,  the  joy  of  my  life. 
We've  a  sweet  little  baby  girl;  • 

She  is  just  turning  three,  and  so  dear  to  me, 
•  My  baby,  my  own  precious  pearl.  .  , 

Ev'ry  night  in  the  week,  when  my  home  I  do  seek, 
There's  no  joy  'neath  the  heavenly  dome 

Can  ever  compare  with  the  treasure  I've  there, 
Jennie,  our  darling,  the  pride  of  our  home. 

Chokus. 
Papa,  kiss  me,  take  me  on  your  knee,    - 

I've  no  cause  to  wander  or  roam; 
I's  papa's  own  girl,  my  sweet  precious  pearl, 

Jennie,  our  darling,  the  pride  of  our  home. 

She  will  bring  to  my  side  my  slijjpers  with  pride, 

'Then  merrily  climb  on  my  knee; 
And  soon  she  will  say,  in  her  sweet,  childish  way. 

Oh,  papa,  dear  papa,  kiss  me. 
She  will  hug  and  caress,  lay  her  head  on  my  breast, 

I  love  her,  my  darling,  my  own; 
There's  naught  can  replace  my  sweet  Jennie's  bright  face, 

Jennie,  our  darling,  the  pride  of  our  home. — Chorus. 

As  she  sits  on  my  knee  in  sweet  ecstasy, 

A  story  to  her  I  relate; 
An  olden  tale  sweet  she  often  makes  me  repeat, 

"What  joy  'tis  to  hear  her  sweet  prate. 
If  in  some  future  time  I  perchance  leave  this  clime, 

Far  away  among  strangers  to  roam, 
'Twould  grieve  me  to  part  from  the  light  of  my  heart, 

Jennie,  our  darling,  the  pride  of  our  home. — Chobub. 


Now  I'm  going  into  politics  and  swell  my  repntation,  .■■■ 

I  want  to  oe  a  Congressman  and  lead  a  delegation; 

I'll  be  a  good  friend  to  all  the  boys,  they'll  always  find  me  square. 

So  let  allturn  out  and  loudly  shout  for  the  gintleman  from  Kildare. — Chorus. 


JUST  A  LITTLE   SUNSHINE. -No.  2. 

s"      ,    ,  .  Copyright,  1887,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Oa      ,  , 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H,  J.  Wehman.  130  Park 

Bow,  New  Y'ork  City.    Postage  blanii>s  taken  same  aii  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  George  Cooper. 


I  paused  upon  life's  journey  to  tell  its  story  o'er, 

And  childhood  with  its  golden  dreams  returned  to  me  once  more; 

The  pleasant  faces  smiled  again  that  faded  long  ago. 

And  this,  my  heart  responded  there,  is  all  of  life  we  know, 

And  this,  my  heart  responded  there,  is  all  of  life  we  know. 

Chorus.  • 

Just  a  little  sunshine,  just  a  little  cloud. 

Just  a  little  glimpse  of  joy,  then  a  heart  that's  bowed; 

Just  a  little  tranquil  hour,  just  a  little  strife. 

That  is  all  the  story  of  every  mortal  life. 

I  strayed  beside  the  river,  where  when  a  youth  I  played,  .        - 

It  still  was  gliding  to  the  sea  in  sunlight  and  in  shade;  ": 

But  now  the  face  reflected  there  was  older  grown  and  sad,     ' 

No  voice  I  heard  to  welcome  me  with  accents  fond  and  glad, 

No  voice  I  heard  to  welcome  me  with  accents  fond  and  glad.— Chobub. 

The  mournful  leaves  were  sighing,  and  sank  the  dying  day,       •     ' 
I  seemed  to  hear  the  voices  tnere  of  friends  long  passed  a«ay; 
The  dear  old  home  was  silent  now,  the  village  cliurchyard  lone 
Bore  graven  on  its  marble  white  the  names  my  youth  had  known. 
Bore  graven  on  its  marble  white  the  names  my  youth  had  known. 

Chorus.  ..     ...■■  ,-.  .  •    ■- 

Just  a  little  cradle,  inst  a  little  pave,  '■ 

Just  a  voyage  very  brief  over  life's  dark  wave; 
Just  a  thought  in  memory  here,  fading  one  by  one, 
goon  we  are  forgotten,  and  life's  brief  story's  done. 
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Let  Us  Raise  a  Row  To-Night. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  J.  Thome. 
The  Words  and  Music  of  thU  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresn,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  lo 


cents; 
How 


i 


i  orthi«and  any  two  otlier  Songti  for  One  l>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 
>w.  New  Yorlc  City.    Fustoge  StuniiM  talcvn  same  as  casti  for  ali  our  Koods. 

Words  by  Reginald  V.  Forrester.    Music  by  Frauic  Addis  Kent. 

A  bed-bug  said  to  bis  brother  bug, 

Let  us  raise  a  row  lo-niglit; 
We'll  lie  iu  ttie  bed-tick  warm  aud  enug 
Until  the  boarder  shows  his  mug, 
liis  mug,  his  mug. 

Lei  us  raise  a  row  to-uight. 
And  Boon  upon  the  stairs  they  heard, 

Let  us  raise  a  row  to-night; 
The  boarder  victim  they  preferred; 
Up  to  the  slaughter  came  the  bird. 
The  bird,  the  bird. 

Let  us  raise  a  row  to-night. 

CUORCS. 

Ohi,  how  they  nipped  their  prey. 

Oh,  how  he  scratched  away; 

All  niiiht  long  and  next  day, 

All  night  they  fight,  : 

Let  us  raise  a  row  to-night. 

The  board'^r  kicked  and  the  boarder  swore, 

Let  us  raise  a  row  to-uight; 
ne  never  had  such  luck  before. 
He  grabbed  his  clothes  and  rushed  for  the  door, 
The  door,  the  door. 

Let  us  raise  a  row  to-night. 
But,  ah !  "tis  a  sad  tale  to  relate. 

Let  us  raise  a  row  to-uigiit. 
From  loss  of  blood  he  was  iu  such  a  state. 
He  fell  to  the  floor  and  mashed  his  pate. 
His  pate,  his  pate. 

Let  1X8  raise  a  row  to-night.— Chokus. 

The  bed-bugs  lived  on  fat  and  fine. 

Let  us  raise  a  row  to-uight: 
Among  their  fellows  they  will  shine 
As  champions  iu  the  beJ-bug  line, 
Bug  line,  bug  line, 

L«t  us  raise  a  row  to-night. 
But  Where's  the  boarder?  sad  his  fate, 

Let  us  raise  a  row  to-night, 
nc'i  iu  the  grave-yard  'neuth  a  slate. 
On  which  is  written  in  words  sedate: 
"Bug  bit,"  "bug  bit," 

Let  us  raise  a  row  to-uight. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  how  they  nipped  their  prey,     • 
Oh,  how  he  scratched  away. 
No  more  on  earth  he'll  stay. 
That  night,  last  fight, 
L/it  us  raise  a  row  to-night. 


SLAVERY'S  PASSED   AWAY. 

I     Copyright,  1887,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  4  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrofls.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

centK  or  this  ami  anv  two  otlier  Songs  for  One  Uollar.  l>y  1(.  J.  \V  ebman,  130  Parle 

Kow.New  Yoric  City.    Postage  SUinH>s  talcen  saine  as  cash  f  ur  all  our  gooda. 

Words  by  Edward  Harrlgan.    Music  by  Davo  Braham 

Oh.  child,  come  to  me  and  just  sit  down  on  my  knee, 

I'll  tell  that  same  old  story  just  once  more. 
Of  dark  clouded  years,  oh,  so  full  of  bitter  tears, 

In  those  bondage  days  of  long  before  the  war. 
In  rice  field  and  in  cane,  there  the  black  man  felt  the  pain, 

The  diiver's  whip  it  cut  him  every  day; 
Our  good  Lord  al)ove,  w  ith  his  never  dying  love, 

Mi^e  that  cruel,  cruel  slavery  puss  away. 

t'UORUS. 

Oh,  shout  hallelujah,  freedom  ever  rules  the  land. 

Go  bend  your  knee,  black  people,  for  to  pray; 
The  shackle  and  the  band  has  fell  from  the  bondman's  hand, 

And  that  cruel,  cruel  slavery's  passed  away. 

Oh,  child,  in  those  times  I  lived  among  the  praes. 

Yes,  in  an  old  log  cabin  I  was  born; 
Then  I  heard  the  moan,  when  the  mothers  lost  their  own, 

In  those  bondage  days,  oh,  thank  the  Lord  they're  eone. 
That  iron  cliaiu  and  band  they  grow  rusty  in  this  lana. 

No  more  the  bloodhound  hold  the  slave  at  bav; 
So  we  bend  the  knee  to  the  Lord  that  made  us  free. 

For  that  cruel,  cruel  slavery  passed  away.— Cuorus. 

Oh,  don't  complain,  it  will  never  come  again. 

So  all  our  little  children,  black  and  brown. 
They  ne'er  can  Ix;  sold  for  that  yellow  shining  gold,  . 

For  sweet  freedom,  child,  she  had  put  ou  her  crown. 
She  came  here  in  the  night,  oh,  then  might  gave  In  to  right, 

Old  Abram  Lincoln  brought  about  the  day; 
So  shout  hallelujah,  there's  a  lot  of  work  to  do. 

For  that  cruel,  cruel  slavery  passed  away.— Chobu*. 
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— "  Deuced 


Deuced  unpleasant  typographical  error  in  those  Invitations 
to  the  we(ldin<,^"  said  young  N.  U.  Bridegroom.  "  How  so?" 
anxiously  inquired  tlie  bride.  "  Wliy,  instead  of  '  Your  presence 
is  requested,'  ibo  confounded  printer  made  it  read  '  Your  presents 
are  requested."' 


HAUL  DE  WOOD  PILE  DOWN. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

The  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  ' 

cents;  or  thla  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  Yoric  City.    Postage  Stoinpe  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Edward  Harrlgan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 

De  red  cow  brushing  de  old  blue  fly,  away  down  in  Florida, 
De  white  man  laugh  when  de  coon  go  by,  now  haul  de  wood  pile  down; 

De  steamboat's  reatfy  to  burn  dat  pine,  away  down  iu  Florida, 
De  grapt?  am  ripe  on  de  old  black  vine,  now  haul  de  wood  pile  down; 

Den  travelliufj,  den  travelling,  as  long  as  de  moon  am  round, 
Dat  black  giri  mine  on  de  Georgia  une,  now  haul  de  wood  pile  down. 

De  musk  rat  hide  in  de  old  burnt  log,  away  down  in  Florida, 
De  chip  monk  laugh  at  de  old  house  dog,  now  haul  de  wood  pile  down; 

Dar's  Captain  Jim,  of  de  old  Bob  Lee,  away  down  in  Florida, 
Ue  drinks  more  rum  den  he  does  hot  tea,  now  haul  de  wood  pile  down; 

Den  travelling,  den  travelling,  as  long  as  de  moon  am  round, 
Dat  black  girl  mine  ou  de  Georgia  riue,  now  haul  de  wood  pile  down. 

De  old  roof  leaks  an' de  rain  comes  thro',  away  down  in  Florida, 
De  nig  dun  die  if  he  touch  hoo-doo,  now  haul  de  wood  pile  down; 

When  1  grow  weary  den  1  lay  down,  away  down  in  Floricla, 
De  weuch  looks  sweet  in  a  new  clean  gown,  now  haul  de  wood  pild  down; 

Den  travelling,  den  travelling,  as  long  as  de  moon  am  round, 
Dat  black  girl  mine  on  de  Georgia  line,  now  haul  de  wood  pile  down. 


(  • 


ADIEU,    DEAR   FRIENDS,    ADIEU. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po<l^naid,  on  reoelpt  of  40  | 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Uullar,  by  It.  J.  W  elinian,  130  Pkrk 

Kow ;  Ne  w  Yorlc  City,    Postage  Stani  p«  talcen  same  as  oaab  tor  all  our  goods. 

'Tis  sweet  to  be  remembered  by  friends  to  us  so  dear, 

'Tis  comfort  to  our  hearts  to  bear  their  wonls  of  honest  cheer; 

It  helps  us  on  life's  journey,  'tis  a  source  of  heart-felt  joy, 

It  softens  many  a  sorrow  that  would  our  peace  destroy, 

It  softens  many  a  sorrow  that  would  our  peace  destroy. 

'Tis  sweet  to  be  remembered  by  smiles  as  well  as  tears, 
The  sympathy  of  constant  friends  gives  joy  to  us  for  years; 
Oh !  friendship,  pure  and  lasting,  how  dear  to  us  the  name, 
In  riches  or  adversity  it  clings  to  us  the  same, 
In  riches  or  adversity  it  clings  to  us  the  same. 

'Tis  sweet  to  be  remembered,  'tis  music  to  our  ears. 
To  listen  to  the  words  of  love  that  flow  from  hearts  sincere; 
Then  welcome  friendship  to  our  breasts,  be  constant,  kind  and  true, 
And  with  life's  latest  breath  we'll  lisp,  adieu,  dear  friends,  adieu, 
And  with  life's  latest  breath  we'll  lisp,  adieu,  dear  friends,  adieu. 


THE   OREGON  BOYS. 

Bend  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  reoeire 

by  return  mall  a  complete  catalogue  of  over  9000  Popular  English  and  German 

Bongs— Free.    Postage  Htanipa  talcen  same  aa  cash'f  ur  ul  our  goods. 

Come,  young  ladies,  listen  to  my  noise, 
Don't  you  mui'ry  the  Oregon  boys, 
For  if  you  do  your  portion  will  be 
Johnny-cake  and  venison,  that's  all  you'll  see.     ' 

When  you  go  to  a  neighbor's  close,  i 

It's  "hello,  madam,  do  you  keep  house?"  I 

The  first  thing  they  say  when  they  sit  down,  f 

"  Young  ladies,  your  Johnny -cake  is  getting  mighty  brown."  f 

When  they  go  to  bake  their  bread 
They  build  a  fire  as  high  as  their  head; 
They  rake  out  the  coals  and  on  them  throw — 
Well,  the  name  they  give  it  is  dough,  boys,  dough. 

Some  houses  are  attached  to  a  hugh  log  wall, 
Without  anv  windows  in  it  at  all; 
An  old  mud  chimney  and  batten  door,  ,  f 

Clapboard  roof  and  a  puncheon  floor. 

When  they  dress  it  is  like  the  rest, 

Buckskin  trousers,  coat  and  vest;  •   ■' 

Old  yarn  socks  they  wear  the  year  'round, 

Old  white  hat  more  brim  than  crown. 

Milk  in  the  slop-bucket,  strain  it  in  a  gourd, 
Put  it  in  the  corner  and  cover  with  a  board; 
Some  get  a  share  and  some  get  none, 
And  that  is  life  at  the  Oregon's  home. 


— Nervous  and  tenderhearted  "Conductor,  what  was  that?" 
nskcd  a  nervous  old  lady,  as  the  wheels  of  the  car  made  a  little 
more  jar  than  usual.  "  We  went  over  a  few  frogs  jusl  then," 
he  replied.  "  Most  likely  squashed  the  poor  things,  too,"  she 
said,  with  a  tremor  in  her  voice. 
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How  I  Got  Even  With.  0' Grady. 


Oopjright,  1888,  by  Thos.  P.  Gett 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehinan,  130  Park 

Bow,  New  York  uty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Thos.  P.  Gets.    •.•-;•."';'•'.; 


About  twelve  months  ago,  as  most  of  you  now  know^ 

The  ten  I  owed  O'Grady  drove  me  wild; 
He'd  never  let  me  rest,  and  I  think  he  done  his  best 

To  separate  me  from  my  wife  and  child. 
So  at  last  I  went  to  work,  and  my  debts  I  did  not  shirk. 

And  one  fine  day  I  paid  OGrady  ten; 
He  took  it  with  a  smile,  while  I  with  rage  did  bile, 

And  I  swore  that  I'd  get  even  with  him  then. 

Chorus.  ■  .-  ■; . 

So  I  lent  five  dollars  to  O'Grady, 

I  made  him  think  I  owned  him,  life  and  soul; 
I'd  stop  him  on  the  way  to  church  on  Sunday, 

And  touch  him  for  a  part,  if  not  the  whole. 
I  joined  a  bad  bill  association, 

Who  sent  a  man  to  see  him  every  day; 
It  makes  me  laugh  and  blink,  and  it  tickles  me  to  think 

I  got  even  with  O'Grady  in  this  way.  . 

My  daughters  and  my  sons,  and  neighbors  all  with  duns, 

Would  touch  him  as  he'd  walk  along  the  street; 
I  took  his  wife  and  children  and  everything  he  had. 

And  tried  to  file  a  claim  against  his  feet. 
O'Grady  begged  and  pleaded,  his  pray'rs  were  all  unheeded, 

I'll  track  him  every  day  that  I'm  alive; 
I'll  make  him  sob  and  cry,  and  when  he  conies  to  die 

He'll  curse  the  day  that  he  struck  me  for  the  five.— Cuoius. 

A  week  ago  to-day,  at  a  picnic  across  the  bay,     - 

I  put  a  lot  of  girls  upon  his  track;  ' 

They  made  him  buy  ice-cream  that  was  made  of  butterine. 

And  sjMjnd  all  the  money  he  had  in  his  sack. 
When  the  time  came  to  go  home,  O'Grady  sobb'd  and  moan'd. 

He  didn't  have  a  cent  to  pay  his  fare; 
His  wife  and  I  did  cry,  we'll  see  you  bye-and-bye. 

And  I  hollered  as  we  left  him  standing  there: 

Chorus. 
I  lent  you  five  dollars,  Pat  O'Grady, 

I  made  you  think  I  owned  your  life  and  soul; 
I'll  follow  you  to  church  on  Sunday  morning 

And  touch  you  for  a  part,  if  not  the  whole. 
Your  wife  is  so  badly  stuck  upon  me. 

She  follows  me  around  from  day  to  day; 
Sure  now  I've  got  your  wife  and  some  day  I'll  have  your  life, 

I'll  be  even  with  you,  Patrick,  in  that  way. 


THE   BROOKLYN   TRAGEDY. 

■  f-'  Written  aad  sung  by  Fred  Beasel. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  E^nglish  and 'German 
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Kind  friends,  if  you  will  list  to  me  a  sad  story  I'll  relate, 

Of  that  horrible  crime  in  Brooklyn,  where  poor  Luca  met  his  fate; 

It  was  on  the  28d  of  August  that  this  murder  did  occur, 

And  iu  the  annals  of  great  crimes  'tis  the  worst  we've  ever  heard. 

On  that  quiet  Summers  morning,  when  all  nature  seemed  at  rest. 

Poor  Luca  was  cruelly  murdered,  now  may  his  soul  rest  with  the  blest; 

He  was  so  cruelly  butchered  by  that  fatal  knife. 

May  God  above  us  rest  his  soul  for  all  eternal  life. 

Now  the  last  horrible  crime's  excitement  has  not  yet  died  ont, 

I  mean  the  Lyman  S.  Weeks,  murder,  to  which  there  was  no  doubt; 

Now  this  great  crime  has  shocked  us,  one  and  all,  throughout  the  town, 

The  Luca  murder  we  all  know  is  the  most  shocking  of  renown. 

The  city  of  churches  soon  will  be  called  the  city  of  horrible  crime. 

For  many  murders  have  occurred  within  a  few  months  time; 

Poor  Luca  he  was  murdered  for  his  money,  we  all  know. 

His  poor  wife  is  almost  stricken  down  with  sorrow,  grief  and  woe. 

Why  men  commit  such  crimes  as  these  not  one  of  us  can  say. 

Their  career  is  most  always  cut  short  at  some  soon  or  later  day; 

'Tis  not  the  murdered  man  alone  who  suffered  by  this  crime. 

But  the  heart  of  all  good  citizens  lay  hart  from  time  to  time.  '     ' 

Why  McElvain  committed  such  a  crime  not  one  of  us  do  know. 

His  heart  was  filled  with  murder  when  he  struck  that  fatal  blow; 

But  as  my  song  progresses  with  me  you  will  agree. 

That  he's  better  under  lock  and  key  than  mixed  up  with  you  and  me. 

The  funeral  of  poor  Luca  was  a  grand  and  noble  sight. 
For  he  belongea  to  most  good  orders  who's  motto  is  just  and  right; 
At  the  sight  of  that  poor  widow  there  was  good  men  raved  and  swore. 
It  was  lucky  for  McElvain  he  did  not  live  in  days  of  yore; 
For  if  they  did  have  such  men  as  these  In  days  gone  by, 
\  ''Judge  Lynch  "  he  would  quickly  step  forth  and  say  that  they  most  die; 
But  those  days  arc  now  past  and  gone  with  me  you  »11  will  Bay, 
That  our  Creator  tries  tbcm  all  on  his  great  judgment  day. 


Let  Me  Shake  the  Hand  that  Shook 
.,.     the  Hand  of  Sullivan. 

Copyright,  1889,  b3-  Benj.  W.  Hitchcock. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receii*  of  M 
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Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  M.  H.  Roaenfeld. 


The  Bradys  and  O'Gradys,  ye  may  talk  about  them  all, 

The  Laceys  and  Casey s  from  Bombay  to  Donegal; 

I'd  like  to  find  another  man  that's  fit  to  breath  the  air 

Wid  Sullivan,  the  gintleman  from  good  old  county  Clare. 

It's  him  that's  aisy  wid  the  girls  and  solid  wid  the  men. 

And  whin  the  whiskey  jug  goes  round  can  drink  enough  for  ten; 

If  any  man  does  know  him  here,  I  don't  care  who's  the  man. 

Let  me  shake  the  hand  that  shook  the  hand  of  Sullivan. 

.  Cuouus. 

He's  the  pride  of  the  ward,  happy  as  a  lord,  - 

He's  got  a  reputation  lilce  a  man; 
Arrah,  good  luck  to  yez  all,  let's  have  another  ball. 

Let  me  shake  the  hand  that  shook  the  hand  of  Sullivan. 

He  wears  a  hat  the  stoyle  of  that  they  wore  in  'ninety -eight, 

Wid  whiskers  thin  foreninst  his  chin  which  makes  him  look  so  swate 

A  black -thorn  stick  widin,  his  fist,  he's  swinging  night  and  day, 

He  houlds  it  there,  the  boys  declare,  to  keep  the  girls  away. 

The  widdy  Dolan  had  a  raffle  for  a  stove  one  night, 

He  danced  until  the  tin  roof  tumbled  in  and  raised  a  fight; 

To  settle  all  the  damages  he  stepped  up  like  a  man, 

Let  me  shake  the  hand  that  shook  the  hand  of  Sullivan. — Ciiouus 

The  bootblacks  on  the  comer  they  all  wait  to  catch  his  eye. 

It's  "  good -day,  Mishter  Sullivan,"  as  he  goes  walkin'  by; 

He  wears  a  rose  as  big  as  any  turnip  on  his  coat, 

A  stand-up  collar  half-mast  high,  and  big  enough  to  vote. 

The  tons  av  coal  he  gave  away  would  fill  the  river  up. 

And  when  he  drinks  it's  "  come  me  b'ys  and  have  another  sup;" 

He  has  me  vote  for  president  way  down  to  alderman. 

Let  me  shake  the  hand  that  shook  the  hand  of  Sullivan. — CuoRi 


Since  Reilly  Took  an  Oath  He'd  Have 

My  Life. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  M.  Wltmark  &  Sons. 
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Words  by  M.  J.  Cavanagh.    Music  by  Isidor  Wittnark. 


I'm  perfectly  bewildered,  I'm  not  myself  at  all,  '  - 

But  like  a  man  that's  walking  in  a  trance; 
I'm  in  mortal  dread  of  Reilly,  who  swears  he'll  have  my  life 

The  first  time  that  I  give  him  half  a  chance. 
We  were  always  thick  as  brothers  till  a  week  ago  to-night, 

When  McCarthy  gave  the  neighbors  all  a  spree; 
'Twas  there  began  the  trouble,  for  Reilly  he  got  vexed 

Be  the  way  his  wife  was  buckling  up  to  me. 

Chorus. 
He  swears  he'll  stop  at  nothing  short  of  murder,     . 

And  says  I  tried  to  lead  his  wife  astray; 
All  night  I  dreamed  of  Reilly  and  his  pistol. 

Me  heart  is  in  me  mouth  throughout  the  day. 
I  didn't  give  him  reason  to  be  jealous, 

Shure  I  was  only  joking  with  his  wife,  I'm  as  timid  as  a  mouse; 
I'm  afraid  to  leave  the  house 

Since  Reilly  took  an  oath  he'd  have  my  life. 

Shure  I  lay  it  to  drinkin',  we  were  all  a  trifle  full, 

And  Reilly's  wife  was  settin'  on  my  knee; 
Then  Reilly  he  got  boilin'  and  swore  'twas  not  - 

The  place  an  honest  married  woman  ought  to  be. 
We  tried  to  pacify  him,  but  he'd  murder  in  his  eyes, 

And  all  our  augufying  was  no  use;  «    • 

It  took  them  all  to  hoult  him,  till  I  got  out  the  dure. 

If  they'd  let  him  up  he  would  have  cooked  my  goose. — Cho. 

When  Reilly's  name  is  mentioned  I  tremble  like  a  leaf, 

With  fright  I'm  growing  thinner  than  a  rail; 
I  had  him  twice  arrested,  but  Reilly  has  a  pull,  -    ' 

The  politicians  got  him  out  of  jail. 
He  has  a  big  revolver  that  'ud  kill  a  Texas  steer, 

And  night  and  day  he's  always  on  my  track; 
Me  eyes  are  growin'  crooked  from  keeping  watch  behind. 

For  fear  that  Reilly'd  stab  me  in  the  back.— Chorus. 
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MY   SAILOR  GIRL. 

Copyright,  nm,  by  J.  Thoine. 
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^Vonls  and  Mu.-<io  by  Frank  Addis  Kent. 

The  ship  is  sailiug  o'er  the  main, 

My  heart  is  light  as  air; 
I'm  Deariug  home  and  frieuds  agaiu, 

I  soou  will  meet  them  there. 
"When,  oh!  across  the  deck  now  treads 

A  beiug  fair  to  see, 
Her  tresses  waving  in  the  breeze. 

My  sailor  girl  so  free. 

Chorus. 

Ah!  fain  would  I  thus  sail  with  thee 

Across  life's  bounding  sea; 
'Neath  sunny  skies  or  dark'ning  clouds, 
I    My  sailor  girl,  with  thee. 

.       lifer  jaunty  sailor  hat  is  placed 
So  saucily  one  side, 
The  stars  upon  her  collar  shine 
And  nestle  there  with  pride; 
Her  dainty  feet  are  bearing  her 
Now  closely  to  my  side, 
.    Ah!  pass  me  not,  but  with  me  stay 
And  o'er  the  billows  ride. — Chokus. 

The  land  is  reached,  we  step  ashore. 

My  sailor  girl  and  I; 
"We  seek  the  little  church  near  by, 

The  parson  find  to  tie 
The  knot  tlmt  binds  us  in  the  bonds 

Of  matrimony  sweet. 
And  thus  my  sailor  girl  from  then 

As  dearest  wife  I  greet. 

Chouus. 

Ah!  fain  will  I  thus  sail  with  thee 

Across  life's  bounding  sea; 
'Neath  sunny  skies  or  dark'ning  clouds. 

My  sailor  girl,  with  thee. 


*  »  » 


The  Banks  of  the  SchTiylkill. 

Send  your  nnnie  and  address t.i  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Pnrk  Row,  Nfw  York  City,  and  receive 
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Bongs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

On  the  banks  of  the  Schuylkill  so  pleasant  and  gay, 
'There,  blest  with  my  true  love,  I  spend  the  short  day; 
Where  the  sun  shed  his  rays  through  the  mulberry  tree. 
And  the  streams  formed  a  mirror  for  my  true  love  and  me. 

On  the  spot  of  clover  we  sat  ourselves  down, 

Not  envying  the  greatest  of  monarchs  that's  crowned; 

My  name  in  the  sand  with  his  fingers  he  drew, 

And  he  swore  by  the  stream  he  would  ever  prove  true. 

To  which  I  beheld  the  gay  pride  of  my  fair, 
I  gazed  on  his  face  while  he  played  with  my  hair; 
He  need  not  have  told  me  his  love  with  a  sigh, 
For  the  Schuylkill  secures  my  dear  fellow  to  me. 

Oftimes  he  told  me  the  stories  of  love. 
He  would  sing  me  a  .song  my  affections  to  move. 
My  lips  were  solicited,  ray  hand  gently  pressed. 
On  the  banks  of  the  Schuylkill  Jesse  was  blessed. 

"  Whenever  we  leave  this  enchanting  retreat," 

With  blushes,  says  he,  "  when  next  shall  me  meet?" 

"  Next  Sunday,"  he  says,  "  if  the  weather  proves  clear,  ^ 

On  the  banks  of  the  Schuylkill.  I'll  meet  you  my  dear," 

Now  all  these  innocent  pleasures  are  o'er. 

The  murmuring  river  can  please  me  no  more 

Since  the  banks  of  the  Schuylkill  have  lost  all  their  charms. 

And  the  soldiers  have  torn  ray  dear  boy  from  my  arms. 

But  should  ever  I  clasp  him  again  to  my  heart. 
No  more  shall  my  true  love  and  I  ever  part; 
No  more  shall  the  wars  take  my  true  Uve  away. 
And  the  banks  of  the  Schuylkill  shall  ever  be  gay. 


A  BUDDHIST  SOLDIER'S  GRAVE. 

Copj-right,  1889,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 

Bend  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  r«cciT»  ' 
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Oh,  the  battle  it  is  over,  and  the  stars  are  shining  bright. 

The  moon  shone  on  the  dying  and  the  dead; 
Not  a  sound  could  be  heard  but  the  screach  of  some  wild  bird, 

As  it  fluttered  over  the  dying  and  the  dead; 
But  on  that  field  lay  one  who  nobly  fought  that  day. 

His  comrades,  true  to  him,  were  standing  by; 
As  with  anger  he  cried  his  comrades  gently  sighed. 

And  with  their  hands  they  wiped  away  a  tear. 

Chorus. 

Then  he  whispered  good-bye  to  his  comrades  so  dear. 

His  head  on  his  knapsack  gently  laid; 
Should  you  live  to  get  home  you  may  tell  them 

That  I  am  sleeping  in  a  pretty  soldier's  grave. 

Oh,  don't  you  remember  that  dear  old  oak  tree, 

With  my  knife  I  cut  my  name  out  in  the  bark; 
Oh,  that  dear  old  lonely  spot  it  will  never  be  forgot. 

Though  many  miles  I  am  from  it  now. 
Oh,  that  dear  old  shady  lane  it  will  never  be  forgot. 

There's  where  I  used  to  meet  the  girl  I  love; 
Oh,  go  tell  her  not  to  cry,  I  will  meet  her  bye-and-bye 

In  a  bright  and  better  land  above. — Chorus. 


CHINAMAIST  WASHEEMAN. 

Send  Tour  name  and  addrem  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive  i 

by  return  mall  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  English  and  Oemuin 

Songs— tVee.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  aiU  our  goodsi 

Heigho  mungo  Chinaman,  no  likee  foolee  with  you 
Takee  my  washee,  run  away,  me  take  my  pistol. 
Shoot  Irish  boy,  heap  sorry  all  time  likee  tight, 
Catcbee  my  pigtail  pull  heap  hard,  no  think  him  all  light 

Chorus. 

Savy  your  brother,  your  sister,  your  cousin, 

"Washee  all  time  for  him, 
No  likee  pay  rae,  washee  all  day. 

Go  back  to 'Hong  Cle  Chin. 

Me  work  all  day  in  laundry,  Ching,  Chang,  Chinaman 
Fall  in  love  with  Irish  girl,  I  think  on  my  head  I  stand; 
Three  week  we  get  married,  get  three,  four  little  kid. 
One  go  to  China,  others  up  chimney  slid. — Chorus. 


YOU  CAN  IMAGINE  THE  REST. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  Now  York  City,  and  receive 
by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Popular  Knirllsh  and  (iertnan  | 
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Subjects  for  songs  now  are  quite  hard  to  find, 

But  think  that  I've  got  something  new, 
And  if  you  will  list  ray  rhyming  so  crude, 

I'll  try  to  explain  them  to  you. 
If  d  man  he  sits  down  on  a  red-hot  stove,     - 

The  heat  of  the  stove  he  does  test, 
'Tis  then  he  will  jump  in  the  air  and  exclaim — 

You  can  imaging  the  rest. 

When  a  man  goes  to  bed  oc  a  hot  Summer's  night. 

Surrounded  by  bricks  and  boot- jacks. 
To  bombard  the  Tom-cats,  that  continually  fight. 

With  a  candle,  a  pistol,  an  axe. 
He  l)egin8  to  bombard  them  about  twelve  o'clock. 

And  disturbs  his  next  door  neighbor's  rest, 
'Till  he  opens  the  window  and  hollers  'cross  the  block — 

You  can  imagine  the  rest. 

When  a  young  man  gets  married  and  steps  on  a  tack. 

He  says  things  that  he  never  heard  at  school. 
He  never  goes  out  but  stays  home  with  his  wife. 

And  the  gang  then  call  him  a  fool.  '  . 

But  when  he'd  been  married  about  one  year, 

In  fact,  a  little  bit  less,  .' 

Tis  then  the  doctor  comes  to  him  and  says — 

You  can  imagine  the  rest. 


— "  Say,"  said  a  city  youth  to  a  modest  countryman,  "  got  the  ' 
hayseed  out  of  your  hair  yet?"  "  Wall,  I  jedge  not  from  the  way  ' 
the  calves  run  arter  me." 
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What  a  WonderfTil  "World  ItWoxild  Be 

By  John  S.  Gray.        ■■■     -v--    >■..-■•     .:        ■■   - 
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If  we  could  imagine  tbis  world  full  of  peace,    . 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be; 
If  troubles  and  trials,  and  quarrels  should  cease, 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be. 
If  we  all  could  get  wives  without  temper  or  flaw. 
Who  would  not  give  us,  club  nights,  so  much  of  their  jaw. 
If  we  never  had  heard  of  our  mother-in-law — 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be. 

Chouub. 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be,  my  boys, 

What  a  marvelous  world  it  would  be, 
If  the  mothers  of  wives  would  but  sweeten  our  lives. 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be. 

If  girls  lost  their  fancy  for  eating  ice  cream, 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be; 
If  busts  and  bustles  were  great  as  they  seem, 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be. 
If  the  ladies  in  street  cars  which  one  daily  meets 
Would  but  offer  the  gentlemen  standing  their  seats. 
In  a  tone  and  style  which  acceptance  entreats, 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be. 

Chorus. 

What  a  wonderful  world  ii  would  be,  my  boys, 

What  a  marvelous  world  it  would  be;  * 

If  the  girls  smoked  cigars  on  the  end  of  the  cars. 
What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be. 

If  streets  of  New  York  were  respectably  clean, 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be; 
If  aldermen  were  not  in  Canada  seen, 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be. 
If  that  sort  of  office  which  seeks  out  the  man 
Would  ensure  he  was  built  upon  honesty's  plan, 
Or  place  him  immediately  under  the  ban — 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be. 

Chorus. 
What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be,  my  boys,  ]i 

What  a  marvelous  world  it  would  be, 
If  we  knew  a  man's  faults  ere  with  boodle  he'd  waltz, 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be. 

If  boarding-house  keepers  would  buy  better  meat, 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be; 
If  their  chickens  were  fit  for  a  mortal  to  eat, 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be. 
If  the  butter  was  weaker,  the  coffee  more  strong; 
If  the  hash  wasn't  always  decidedly  wrong; 
If  they  didn't  put  mail  where  it  didn't  belong — 
What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be. 

Chorus. 
What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  Imj,  my  boys. 

What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be, 
If  tlieir  eggs  weren't  stale  as  the  jokes  told  at  Yale, 
What  a  wonderful  world  it  would  be. 


A  LADY  IN  LOVE. 
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Oh,  they  sa^  from  this  valley  you  are  going, 
I  shall  miss  your  blue  eye  and  bright  smile; 

And,  alas!  it  will  take  all  the  sunshine 
That  has  brightened  my  pathway  for  awhile. 

Then  consider  well  ere  you  leave  us. 

Do  not  hasten  to  bid  us  adieu,  ' 

But  rememl)er  the  dear  little  valley, 

And  the  girl  that  has  loved  you  so  true. 

Do  you  tnink  of  the  home  you  are  leaving,  '        ,j 

How  sad  and  how  dreary  'twill  hel 
Do  you  think  of  the  heart  you  are  breaking,    ,;    ; 

Or  the  shadow  it  will  cast  over  me?  "   . 

I  have  waited  a  long  time,  my  darling, 
■    ^    For  the  words  that  you  never  would  say, 
And  at  last  all  my  fond  hopes  have  vanished, 
For  they  tell  me  you  are  going  away.  •  -■      :- 


THE  GREEN  WILLOW  TREE. 
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There  was  a  ship  that  sailed  from  South  America, 
Kown  by  the  name  of  the  Green  Willow  Tree, 
As  she  sailed  in  the  lowlands,  lowlands  lowey. 
As  she  sailed  in  the  lowlands  low. 

Short  time  had  she  been  sailing,  dauntless  and  free. 
When  there  hove  in  sight  a  Turkish  robery, 
As  she  sailed  in  the  lowlands,  lowlands  lowej'. 
As  she  sailed  in  the  lowlands  low. 

Up  steps  the  captain,  saying,  what  shall  we  do? 
Yonder  is  a  Turkish  robery ; 
She  will  sink  us  in  the  lowlands,  lowlands  lowey, 
Sink  us  in  the  lowlands  low. 

Forward  there  came  one  of  the  captain's  boys. 
Saying,  what  will  you  give  to  me 
If  I  sink  them  in  the  lowlands  lowey,       ' 
Sink  them  in  the  lowlands  low? 

I  will  give  you  gold  and  will  then  set  you  free. 
Besides  my  youngest  daughter  your  wedded  wife  to  be, 
If  you  will  sink  them  in  the  lowlands  lowey, 
Sink  them  in  the  lowlands  low. 

At  once  he  took  the  task  and  away  swam  he. 
And  soon  reached  the  Turkish  robery, 
Where  they  had  anchored  in  the  lowlands  lowey. 
Anchored  in  the  lowlands  low. 

He  had  a  little  instrument  just  fitted  for  the  use, 
With  which  he  cut  some  gashes  and  let  in  a  sluice. 
As  they  la^  at  anchor  in  the  lowlands  lowey. 
At  anchor  in  the  lowlands  low. 

Some  with  their  hats  and  some  with  their  caps, 
All  tried  their  best  to  stop  those  water  gaps 
As  they  were  sinking  in  the  lowlands  lowey. 
Sinking  in  the  lowlands  low. 

His  task  being  accomplished,  back  swam  he. 
And  soon  regained  the  Green  Willow  Tree, 
Where  she  was  sailing  in  the  lowlands  lowey. 
Sailing  in  the  lowlands  low.  ■- 

He  hailed  the  captain — will  you  keep  your  word? 
Will  you  lay  to  and  take  me  on  board? 
Or  will  you  sink  me  in  the  lowlands  lowey,  ..:. 

Sink  me  in  the  lowlands  low?  .V 

No,  I  will  not  be  as  good  as  my  word,  •  . ! 

I  will  not  lay  to  and  take  you  on  board, 
But  I  will  sink  you  in  the  lowlands  lowey. 
Sink  you  in  the  lowlands  low. 

If  it  were  not  for  the  guards  you  have  on  board, 
I'd  leave  you  just  the  same,  I  would  upon  my  word, 
I  would  sink  you  in  the  lowlands  lowey. 
Sink  you  in  the  lowlands  low.  • .  •    . 

His  appeals  were  useless  and  away  swam  he, 
Bidding  an  adieu  to  the  Green  Willow  Tree, 
As  he  was  sinking  in  tlie  lowlands  lowey. 
Sinking  in  the  lowlands  low. 


I  Wish  I  Were  Single  Again. 
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.     ,  ;^  Once  I  was  single  and  lived  at  my  ease, 

Now  I  am  married  with  a  husbaud  to  pleaec,     ;; 
.         .  Three  little  children,  too,  to  maintain. 

Oh,  how  I  wish  I  were  single  again. 

One  crying,  mama,  I  want  some  bread. 
Another,  papa,  I  want  to  go  to  bed; 
Washing  and  dressing  them,  the  daily  dread, 
While  papa  site  scolding  and  wishing  he  were  dead. 

Washing  and  ironing  I  also  have  to  do, 
And  earning  and  spinning  I  well  remember,  too, 
....  '        Sweeping  the  floor  and  going  to  the  spring,  .      ; 

.      .  ;~r  Oh,  how  I  wish  I  was  single  again.  '■       _ 

These  young  men  they  flirt  about  the  town  •'.      .- 

As  if  they  were  worth  a  thousand  pounds. 
Searching  their  pockets,  not  a  penny  will  you  And, 
And  quite  as  empty  is  their  mind.  '■  .,   , 

When  they  first  begin  to  love,  .".•=:'.'        r,  ^ 

It's  my  darling.  Utile  turtle  dove;  "  ■'" 

'  * '.   ..  .,■  •       When  they're  married  'tis  another  song  they  sing— 
'  '•  Get  to  work,  you  good  for  nothing  thing. 
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MACKAFEKS  CONFESSION. 
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Draw  near,  young  men,  and  bear  from  me 
My  sad  and  dreadful  history. 
And  may  you  ne'er  forgetful  be 
Of  all  I  this  day  tell  to  thee. 

Before  I  bad  reached  my  fifth  year. 
My  mother  and  my  father  dear 
Were  both  laid  in  the  silent  grave 
,'       By  Him  whom  to  them  being  gave. 

No  more  a  mother's  voice  I  heard,    ; 
No  more  a  father's  love  I  shared. 
No  more  was  I  a  parents' joy,  .    ' 

Only  a  poor  helpless  orphan  boy. 

But  Providence,  the  orphan's  friend, 
A  kind  relief  did  quickly  send, 
And  snatched  from  want  and  poverty 
Poor  little  orphaned  Mackafee. 

:  ,        Beneath  a  humble,  friendly  roof. 

From  want  and  danger  far  aloof. 

Nine  years  Avas  I  most  kindly  reared, 
.  '        And  uncle's  best  affection  shared. 

But  I  was  thoughtless,  young  and  gay. 
Would  from  good  counsel  turn  away. 
My  dear,  kind  uncle  oft  would  chide, 
But  I  seemed  never  satisfied. 

At  length  there  came  a  fatal  day 
When  from  my  home  I  ran  away       '  . 
And  'mong  my  other  acts  in  life 
I  took  unto  myself  a  wife. 

Oh,  she  was  kind  and  good  to  me 
As  any  woman  need  to  be. 
And  still  alive  would  be,  no  doubt 
Had  I  not  met  Miss  Hetty  Stout. 

'Twas  on  a  pleasant  Summer  day 
When  Hetty  stole  my  heart  away. 
My  love  for  her  controlled  my  will. 
And  prompted  me  my  wife  to  kill. 

The  act  was  done  one  peaceful  night, 

Suiet  reigned  and  the  stars  shone  bright, 
y  wife  reclining  on  the  bed, 
----         When  I  approached  and  to  her  said: 

My  love,  here's  medicine  I've  brought 
For  you  which  this  day  I  have  bought. 
With  confidence,  it  will  cure  you 
■  Of  those  bad  fits,  pray,  take  it,  do. 

i      .       She  gave  to  me  a  tender  look, 
V      .    Then  straightway  she  the  poison  took; 
And  with  her  babe  upon  the  bed 
Down  to  her  last  long  sleep  she  laid. 

But  fearing  that  she  was  not  dead. 
My  hands  upon  her  throat  I  laid; 
A  deep  impression  I  did  make. 
And  then  her  soul  its  flight  did  take. 

'Twas  then  my  heart  was  filled  with  woe, 
And  I  cried  out,  where  shall  I  go? 
How  can  I  leave  this  mournful  place? 
The  world  again  how  can  I  face? 

Her  body  lies  beneath  the  sod, 
Her  soul  I  trust  is  with  her  God, 
And  soon  into  eternity 
My  guilty  soul  will  also  be. 

I'd  freely  give  up  all  my  store, 
Had  I  tea  thousand  pounds  or  more, 
'     If  I  again  could  bring  to  life 

My  dear,  my  darling,  murdered  wife. 

Young  men,  learn  this,  be  warned  by  me. 
And  shun  all  evil  company, 
Walk  in  the  path  of  righteousness. 
And  God  your  lives  will  surely  bless. 

But  now  the  morn  is  drawing  nigh. 
When  from  this  earth  my  soul  shall  fly 

,  To  meet  Jehovah  at  His  bar, 

• ;.  J       And  bear  my  final  sentence  there. 


THE  MILL  BOY. 
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My  parents  raised  me  tenderly. 
Provided  for  me  well,  '  • 

And  in  the  town  of  Lexington  .'■■. -.'-^ '''-.■■:''■- ^'' 
^       They  placed  me  in  a  mill.  "'[.'.:.'^-/--' 

'Twas  there  I  spied  a  pretty  maid. 

On  whom  I  cast  my  eye,  ; 

I  promised  that  I'd  marry  her, 

But  she  believed  a  lie.  ■  /: 

Not  long  ago,  remembered  well, 

Ob,  fatal  was  that  day, 
The  devil  put  it  in  my  head 

To  take  her  life  away. 

I  went  to  her  sister's  house, 

'Twas  at  the  hour  of  nine,  .  - 

But  little  did  the  innocent  think 

She  never  would  be  mine. 

I  asked  her  would  she  take  a  walk. 

Among  the  flowers  so  gay, 
That  she  and  I  might  have  a  talk 

And  appoint  the  wedding  day. 

So  hand  in  hand  we  walked  along 

'Till  we  reached  a  quiet  place. 
When  from  a  fence  I  took  a  stake 

And  smote  her  in  the  face. 

Upon  her  bended  knees  she  fell. 

And  loud  for  mercy  cried. 
She  said,  oh,  do  not  murder  me 

I  am  not  prepared  to  die. 

I  paid  no  heed  to  all  her  cries, 
"  But  smote  her  more  and  more, 
'Till  finally  I  took  the  life 
Which  I  could  not  restore. 

I  grasped  her  by  her  lily  white  hana. 

And  to  conceal  my  sin 
I  dragged  her  to  the  river  side 

And  there  I  plunged  her  in. 

Returning  to  the  mill  again, 

I  met  one  by  the  way 
Who  asked,  what  makes  you  look  so  pale? 

You  seem  quite  gone  astra}'. 

Pray,  what's  occasioned  so  much  blood 

Upon  your  hands  and  clothes? 
To  which  I  quickly  did  reply, 

'Twas  bleeding  from  the  nose. 

I  hurried  on  and  went  to  bed, 

I  sought  to  get  some  rest. 
But,  oh,  it  seemed  a  burning  hell  '.-:'  » 

Was  raging  in  my  breast. 

Her  body  was  searched  for  far  and  near. 

But  it  could  not  be  found; 
At  last  a  magistrate  was  called. 

And  I  in  prison  bound. 

Now  all  young  people  warning  take. 

And  to  your  love  prove  true. 
And  then  the  devil  will  never  get 

The  upper  hand  with  you. 


— "  My  son,"  said  a  father  to  a  seven-year-old,  hopeful, 
discipline  you.     Your  teacher  says  you  are  the  worst 
school."    "  Well,  papa,"  was  the  reply,  "  only  yesterday  she' said 
I  was  just  like  my  father." 


"  I  must 
boy  in 


— A  Chicago  boy  who  has  been  sitting  up  nights  reading  pirate 
stories,  called  his  father  to  supper  the  other  evening,  bawling  out: 
"  What,  ho,  there,  base  craven!  Come  hither  to  thy  vesperian 
bash."  And  when  that  father  and  that  son  came  together,  it 
sounded  as  if  the  butt  had  slipped  off  a  twenty -foot  fly-wheel. 
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As  I  went  to  church  last  Sunday       :  . 

My  true  love  passed  me  by, 
I  knew  her  mind  was  changing 

By  the  movements  of  her  eye. 

My  true  love  she  is  handsome, 

Quite  proper,  neat  and  small,  - 

In  fact,  she  is  very  winsome, 

The  merriest  girl  of  all. 

Her  eyes  are  bright  as  diamonds. 
Her  hair  as  black  as  a  crow,  ^ 

Her  cheeks  are  red  as  roses  ~. 

All  in  the  morning  glow. 

She  said  if  she  ever  married         '       y 

That  I  should  be  the  man, 
Stand  with  her  at  the  altar — 

'Twas  thus  her  answer  ran.     '.    ; 

But  now  she  has  broken  that  promise. 
She  may  marry  whom  she  will,  ;, 

Tho' it  leave  my  poor  heart  bleeding, 
I  can't  help  loving  her  siill. 

I  wish  I  were  in  Dublin, 

Or  some  othei  seaport  town, 
I'd  go  at  once  on  shipboard 

To  sail  the  ocean  up  and  down. 

While  sailing  o'er  the  deep,  \  * 

From  home  and  friends  afar,  ,  ■' 

My  thoughts  of  lovely  Molly 
Would  save  me  from  despair. 


Charles  Guiteati's  Confession. 
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Come  all  ye  tender  hearted 

And  listen  unto  me. 
Give  heed  and  pay  attention    '.    •'        v^^ 
';  To  this  short  history.  ^        :;:  :    '^ 

For  the  murder  of  James  A.  Garfield 

I  am  condemned  to  die. 
And  on  the  30th  day  of  June 

Must  mount  the  scaffold  high.  ■  >     . 

My  name  is  Charles  Guiteau,  -,.-.-"'  -y- .:'■-' ."r ^^  ■:/'■'■'-:.'-'.. 

A  name  I'll  ne'er  deny, 
I  leave  my  aged  parents  ';,,;• 

In  deepest  grief  to  die.  '     .    ■    - 

Thev  little  thought  that  I, 

While  in  my  youthful  bloom. 
Would  be  taken  to  the  scaffold 

To  meet  so  great  a  doom. 

It  was  down  by  the  depot 

I  tried  to  make  my  escape, 
But  Providence  was  against  me. 

And  I  found  it  was  too  late. 
/.        They  marched  me  to  the  prison,    • 

There  to  await  my  doom. 
And  toKlay  the  grim  scaffold  - 

Will  claim  me  for  its  own.     .     ^ 

r         I  tried  to  play  insane. 

But  I  found  it  would  not  do. 
The  people  were  against  me. 

And  proved  the  plea  untrue. 
Judge  Cox  passed  the  sentence, 

And  the  clerk  wrote  it  down, 
That  on  this  the  30th  day  of  June 

I  was  to  meet  my  doom. 

My  sister  came  to  the  prison     • , 

To  take  her  last  farewell. 
She  clasped  her  arms  around  my  neck  •    '. 

And  wept  most  bitterly.  ,  ,  ..•..,;/. 

Said  she,  my  darling  brother,  -      '     v;   \  •,'.■;•■;    s, 

"To-day  you  must  surely  die,  ^        ,  - '  "  .  r  ' . 

For  the  murder  of  James  A.  Garfield, 
:.    Upon  the  gallows  high. 


THE   LITTLE    OLD   SOD    SHANTY. 
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I  am  looking  rather  seedy  now,  I'm  holding  down  my  claim, 
While  the  victuals  are  not  always  cooked  the  best, 

And  the  mice  they  play  around  as  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 
In  my  little  old  sod  shanty  on  the  claim. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  the  hinges  are  of  leather  and  the  windows  have  no  glass. 

And  the  roof  it  lets  the  howling  blizzard  in. 
And  I  hear  the  hungrv  coyotes  as  they  sneak  thro'  the  grass, 

By  nr.y  little  old  sod  shanty  on  the  claim. 

Yet  I  rather  like  the  novelty  of  living  in  this  way. 
Though  my  bill  of  fare  is  always  rather  tame. 

But  I'm  happy  as  a  clam  on  the  land  of  Uncle  Sam, 
In  my  little  old  sod  shanty  on  the  claim. — Chorus. 

When  I  left  my  Eastern  home,  so  happy  and  so  gay. 

To  try  and  mine  myself  to  wealth  and  fame, 
I  little  thought  I'd  come  down  to  burning  twisted  hay 

In  my  little  old  sod  shanty  on  the  claim. — Chorus. 

My  clothes  are  getting  rusty,  I'm  looking  like  a  fright, 

And  everything  is  scattered  here  and  there; 
I  wish  that  some  of  Barnum's  men  could  get  their  eyes  on  me 

In  my  little  old  sod  shanty  on  the  claim. — Chorus. 

Oh,  if  some  kindly-hearted  Miss  would  pity  on  me  take. 
And  would  come  and  aid  me  in  my  laoors  here, 

The  angels  how  they'd  bless  her  if  this  her  home  she'd  make. 
In  my  little  old  sod  shanty  on  the  claim. — Chorus. 

And  if  heaven  should  smile  upon  us  and  drive  away  all  care. 
Would  cheer  our  hearts  with  pride  and  fame. 

Then  I'd  never  feel  regret  for  the  years  that  I  have  passed 
In  my  little  old  sod  shanty  on  the  claim.— Chorus. 


BARBARY   ELLEN. 
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.  ■     '       In  the  early  month  of  May,      '  ■ 

When  the  green  buds  were  swelling, 
Sweet  William  lay  on  his  death  bed 
For  the  love  of  Barbary  Ellen. 

He  called  unto  his  serving  man 

To  go  aud  get  his  gelding. 
Make  no  delay  till  he  got  there. 

And  bring  him  Barbary  Ellen. 

He  started  off  at  top  of  speed 
..  And  reached  her  father's  dwelling, 

Sweet  William  sent  me  here  for  you. 
If  your  name  be  Barbary  Ellen. 

Then  very  slowly  she  rose  up 
\  And  remarked  that  she  was  going, 

But  all  she  said  when  she  got  there  was,    - 
Young  man  I  think  you  are  dying. 

He  turned  his  face  toward  the  wall. 

Yes,  turned  his  back  upon  her. 
Adieu,  he  said,  to  kind  friends  all,  ; 

And  woe  to  Barbary  Ellen. 

Don't  you  remember  last  country  day. 
While  at  your  table  drinking,  '     . 

You  drank  a  health  to  the  ladies  all 
A-nd  slighted  Barbary  Ellen? 

As  she  was  returning  home 

She  heard  the  death  bell  ringing. 
And  oft  she  stopped  and  listened  while  •. 

The  mourners  still  kept  coming. 

It  was  to-day  that  sweet  William  died,         ,. 
And  I  will  die  to-morrow; 
>       Out  of  his  grave  there  grew  a  red  rose. 
And  out  of  Barbary 's  a  briar. 

They  grew  as  high  as  a  steeple  lop, 
;    f ; :  And  could  grow  no  higher, 

■./;,;        When  the  two  linked  in  a  true  love  knot, 
:.  •   !A:       The  rose  wrapped  'round  the  briar. 
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NANCY  DOWNY. 
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Young  f  riend.s,  I  pray  you  all  draw  ucar, 
And  a  story  you  shall  hear 
Of  a  young  damsel  of  some  fame, 
And  Nancy  Downy  was  her  name. 

In  her  sixteenth  year  she  sought  the  Lord, 
And  daily  read  ilis  holy  word. 
Each  day  and  hour  she  sought  to  gain 
His  favor  and  did  soon  obtaiu. 

To  the  church  she  then  did  go 
And  told  them  what  she  wished  to  do. 
That  the  Lord  had  set  her  free. 
And  baptized  she  wished  to  be. 

She  went  to  see  some  friends  one  day, 
And  met  a  negro  on  the  way, 
Who  with  a  knife  and  murderous  art 
Pierced  poor  Nancy  near  the  heart. 

The  wretch,  with  this  act  not  content. 

Dragged  her  to  the  river's  brink. 

And  as  her  bodj'  floated  down. 

All  nature  seemed  for  her  to  mourn.  . 

She  struggled  hard  and  reached  the  land 
Unaided,  without  helping  hand. 
And  there  upon  the  earth  sat  down. 
The  blood  still  streaming  from  her  wound. 

Her  brother  chanced  to  pass  that  way, 
And  when  the  horrid  sight  he  saw. 
He  cried,  oh,  Lord,  my  sister's  gone. 
Where  is  the  wretch  this  deed  hath  done? 

With  haste  he  bore  her  to  her  home. 
Where  friends  and  neighbors  quickly  come. 
While  aching  hearts  and  throbbing  brow 
Attested  how  all  felt  the  blow. 

Poor  Nancy  lingered  till  next  day. 
And  to  the  mourners  she  did  say: 
ftly  dearest  friends,  weep  not  for  me, 
For  I  shall  soon  my  Jesus  see. 

Though  my  poor  body  shall  sink  down 
And  moulder  in  the  silent  tomb. 
My  happy  soul  will  mount  above 
To  shout  and  sing  redeeming  love. 


^  »  » 


The  Chestnut  Broke  My  Heart. 

By  Willie  Wildwave. 
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Tune—"  The  Song  that  Reached  ray  Heart." 


.1 


I  sat  last  night  amid  a  throng  of  actors,  oh,  so  grand, 

And  listened  to  the  dizzy  jokes  they  told  in  manner  bland; 

I  listened  to  the  chestnuts  fall  from  each  one  in  his  wav, 

For  some  were  rather  ancient  and  did  service  many  a  day. 

I  heard  again  the  plumber  joke,  also  about  the  goat. 

About  the  ancient  Thomas  cat,  of  his  melodious  throat; 

But  when  they  told  the  gag — that  made  the  tear-drops  start, 

They  told  the  joke  of  mother-in-law,  the  chestnut  broke  my  heart. 

Chorus. 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
What  is  home  without  a  mother-in-law? 
The  chestnut  broke  my  heart. 

I  think  I  can  never  forget,  the  iokes  were  so  hoary  with  age, 
I  think  of  the  actors,  I  think  of  the  gags,  and  my  heart  is  filled 
I  read  me  all  the  almanacs  for  forty  years  or  more         [with  rage; 
And  found  the  jokes  t<jld  o'er  again,  time  but  added  to  the  score. 
Again  I  heard  that  rank  cashiers  to  Canada  had  flown, 
That  Irishmen  policemen  were  ere  they  left  their  native  zone; 
But  when  they  told  that  ancient  friend,  I  thought  it  very  tart. 
They  told  the  joke  of  mother-in-law,  the  chestnut  broke  my  heart. 

■ — ^  »  m     ■ 

—Some  ingenious  observer  has  discovered  tliat  there  is  a  re- 
seml)lauce  between  a  baby  and  wheat,  since  it  is  cradled,  then 
thrashed,  and  finally  becomes  the  flower  of  the  family. 


THE    BROADWAY    SWELL    AND 
BROOKLYN  BELLE. 
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I  guess  Tou*ll  wonder  to  see  me 

A  walking  down  the  street, 
I  would  not  do  so,  but  1  hope 

A  nice  young  girl  to  meet. 
In  a  buggy  through  the  town  I  drive. 

That  you  must  know  full  well. 
And  New  York  City  could  not  thrive 

Without  this  Broadway  swell. 

Chokus. 
Oh,  I'm  a  swell,  you  all  know  well. 
The  figure  head  of  this  young  swell,         '" 
If  you  don't  know,  the  folks  will  tell 
That  I  am  called  the  Broadway  swell. 

She — From  Brooklyn  I  have  just  come  over, 

A  nice  young  man  to  see, 
I  met  him  at  the  Central  Park, 

And  he  vowed  that  he  loved  me. 
I  guess  you  know  him  well  enough. 

For  he's  called  the  Broadway  swell, 
And  I  am  known  by  all  the  folks 

As  the  handsome  Brooklyn  belle. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  I'm  a  belle,  and  you  I  tell 
I  dearly  love  this  Broadway  swell. 
He  is  such  a  swell,  and  in  love  fell 
With  me,  the  handsome  Brooklyn  belle. 

He — She's  here! 
Sue — He's  come! 
He — Good  evening,  Miss! 
She — Good  evening,  sir,  oh,  dear! 
He — Pray,  why  that  sigh?  I'm  sure  that  I 

Won't  harm  you,  never  fear. 
She — I'm  glad  to  see  you,  sir,  I'm  sure. 

My  feelings  none  can  tell. 
He— And  be  certain.  Miss,  that  I  adore 

The  charming  Brooklyn  belle. 
Sue— Oh,  I'm  a  belle — 
He — ^And  I'm  a  swell — 
Both — That  we  are  so  the  folks  will  tell, 

And  we  both  love  each  other  well, 

Oh.lsb.ll»oo„»ed,l.lsj{jj^«»)--f 

He — Where'er  we  go  the  fashions  we 

Will  set,  you  may  depend. 
She — I'll  wear  a  little  jocky  hat, 

Also  the  Grecian  iJend. 
He — So,  kind  friends,  we  must  leave  you  now. 

And  hasten  home,  pell-mell. 
Sue — The  bands  of  wedlock  so<ju 

Shall  bind  this  handsome  Broadway  swell. — Chorus 


•  •  » 


THE   GREEN   FELLOW. 
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I  will  tell  you  of  a  fellow,  of  a  fellow  I  have  seen, 
He  is  neither  red  nor  yellow,  but  altogether  green. 
His  name  it  is  not  handsome,  it  is  only  Charming  Bill, 
He  wants  me  to  have  him,  but  1  hardly  think  I  will. 

The  night  he  came  to  see  me  he  made  so  long  a  stay, 

I  really  thought  the  gawky  thing  would  never  go  away; 

He  told  me  of  a  cottage,  a  cottage  "moiig  the  trees, 

And  what  do  you  think,  that  foolish  babe,  dropped  upon  his  knees. 

The  very  deuce  is  in  him,  and  he  says  if  I  refuse, 

He  will  not  live  a  minute,  which  doth  me  much  amuse; 

But  the  blessed  bible  teaches  'tis  wrong  for  us  to  kill. 

So  I  thought  the  matter  over  and  I'll  take  him,  yes,  I  will. 


— Little  four-year-old  Carrie  went  with  her  aunt  to  church.  The  ) 
preacher  was  very  earnest  In  his  delivery,  and  she  was  much  in-  S 
tcrested.  "  I  liave  heard  such  a  smart  minister.  He  stamped  \ 
and  pounded,  and  made  such  a  noise;  and  then  he  got  so  mad  he  - 
shook  his  fist  at  the  folks,  and  there  wasn't  any  h^y  that  dared 
to  get  up  and  fight  him." 


f^ 'J i.*ik.  ■'.^th^i. .■-*»<■ 
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MY   OWN  TRUE  LOVE. 
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Ob,  fare  j'ou  well,  my  own  true  love,  ; 

Fare  )'ou  well,  my  dear, 
I  am  going  away,  but  coming  back  again 

If  it  be  ten  tbousand  miles  away. 

Ten  thousand  miles,  my  own  true  love. 

Ten  tbousand  miles,  my  dear, 
I  shall  travel  through  Scotland,  France  and  Spain 

Ere  I  see  your  face  again. 

Oh,  who  will  shoe  your  feet,  my,  dear? 

And  who  will  glove  your  hands? 
Who  will  kiss  those  ruby  lips 

While  I  am  in  foreign  lands? 

I  wish  that  I  had  never  been  bom,       , 
Or  died  when  I  was  young,  -. 

For  I  cannot  bear  to  be  left  alone 
To  weep  for  those  who  have  gone. 

Don't  you  see  yon  turtle  dove  .    1       /    . 

Flitting  from  vine  to  vine? 
It  is  weeping  for  its  own  true  love. 

As  I  am  weeping  for  mine. 

If  I  should  prove  false  to  you 

Ere  again  I  do  return,. 
May  the  sun  melt  the  rocks,  the  moon  cease  to  shine. 

And  may  the  wild  sea  bum. 

,~-^»^^^ 

THE  UNFORTUNATE  LOVERS. 
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Come  all  young  men,  pray  give  attention 

To  this  sad  story  here  portrayed; 
'Tis  all  qiiite  true  as  I  make  mention. 

Concerning  a  fair  and  beautious  maid. 

A  young  man  courted  this  maiden  fair, 

He  loved  her  as  his  life. 
And  of  times  to  her  he  did  declare 

He  would  make  her  his  wedded  wife. 

When  his  parents  were  nprised  of  this, 

They  resolved  it  should  not  be, 
They  said,  you  cannot  have  this  maid. 

She  is  too  poor  for  thee. 

Upon  his  bended  knees  he  sought 

Their  favor  to  obtain, 
For  the  girl  was  all  the  world  to  him. 

And  her  hand  he  would  gain. 

When  to  her  knowledge  these  facts  came, 

She  quick  resolved  that  life 
Had  no  more  charms,  and  wandered  forth  , 

To  end  all  earthly  strife. 

She  went  down  by  the  flowing  stream, 

And  for  death  did  prepare,  '  . 

She  said  for  her  there,  was  no  hope, 
She  was  in  deep  despair. 

She  then  drew  forth  a  dagger  keen. 

And  with  it  pierced  her  breast,  .  / 

She  reeled  and  fell,  as  she  exclaimed, 
i   My  love,  I'm  going  to  rest!    , 

Her  lover  chanced  to  be  quite  near. 

And  thought  he  heard  her  cry, 
He  ran  to  her  like  one  distraught. 

Oh,  love,  I  fear  you  will  die. 

He  gently  raised  her  bleeding  form, 

And  held  her  in  his  arms, 
Alas!  too  true,  nor  gold  nor  friends 

Could  give  life  to  those  charms. 

Her  coal  black  eyes  like  stars  did  ope. 

She  says,  "  You've  come  too  late. 
Prepare  to  meet  me,  where  I  hope 

Our  joys  will  be  complete. 

'■■;,,     He  seized  the  dagger  from  the  ground         ^  . 
:'.  ,        And  pierced  it  through  his  heart:        :  • 
.   '.     From  this  may  you  a  warning  take,        :...:-.:.  .  %/ 
Who  would  two  lovers  part. 


No  Home  to  Shelter  Her. 
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Poor  little  innocent,  hungry  and  desolate, 
■  .        Tramping  unheeded  the  great  busy  street; 
Little  head  bowed  with  an  air  so  disconsolate. 

Summer  seems  blist'ring  her  poor  little  feet. 
List  to  the  voice  that  so  sweetly  and  mournfully 

Begs  from  the  stranger  a  pittance  of  bread; 
Treat  not  the  poor  little  beggar  so  scornfully, 

No  home  to  shelter  her  poor  little  head. 

'^■;'■/:'■;^■^4•  -  -  :  ■     Chorus.        ■ -''\ ■ '■: .-']  ■/•<; 

;    Lifeless  she  lay,  but  her  spirit  so  beautiful        .   » 

Enters  the  gate  of  the  City  of  Pearl, 
Old  mother  earth,  to  her  children  so  dutiful. 

Takes  to  her  bosom  the  f)oor  beggar  girl. 

Winter  winds  howling  and  moaning  so  fearfully,  * 

Pierce  thro'  the  rags  that  scarce  cover  her  form; 
Bright  homes  that  smile  upon  others  so  cheerfully, 

Heed  not  the  little  one  out  in  the  storm. 
Cold,  sleety  rains  fall  upon  her  so  chillingly. 

Dyeing  with  purple  her  ix)or  little  hands; 
She  would  partake  of  thy  bounty  most  willingly. 

Proud  hearted  owner  of  money  and  lands. — CuoRua. 

Poor  little  darling,  forsaken  and  motherless. 

Timidly  knocking  at  each  stately  door. 
Pity  the  child,  she  is  sisterless,  brotherless,  '    ^ 

Angel  of  charity,  pity  the  poor. 
Down  on  the  pavements  she  sinks  in  her  weariness. 

Only  a  snow  bank  to  pillow  her  head. 
Morning  will  break  in  Its  cold,  bitter  drearfness 

On  the  poor  beggar  girl,  frozen  and  dead. — Chobcs: 


Where  Did  You  Get  That  Face? 


By  Willie  Wildwave. 
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Tune—"  Where  Did  You  Get  that  Hat  f  • 


Now  I  come  from  old  Ireland, 

The  county  of  Kilkenny, 
Born  of  honest  parents. 

Who  left  me  not  a  penny; 
But  I  am  strong  and  hearty. 

Though  beauty's  left  no  trace, 
I'm  troubled  by  the  query: 

"  Where  did  you  get  that  face?" 

Chorus. 
Where  did  you  get  that  face? 

Where  did  you  get  that  mug? 
Isn't  it  a  handsome  one? 

We'll  put  it  in  the  jug. 
I  would  like  to  have  one 

For  a  six-day  race. 
When  I  go  out.  they're  sure  to  shout: 

Where  did  you  get  that  face? 

If  I  take  in  a  baseball  game. 

And  sit  ujwn  the  stand. 
The  crowd  begin  to  stare  at  me. 

The  ma-scot  is  at  hand; 
But  if  the  home  club  lose  that  day, 

That  is  no  place  to  be. 
They  swear  that  Jonah  queered  the  boys, 

And  then  they'll  shout  at  me: — Chorus. 

Now  at  a  masquerade  last  week 

I  was  feeling  jolly, 
I  had  my  sweetheart  by  my  side. 

My  own  darling  Molly, 
At  12  o'clock  they  all  unmasked,      . 

Of  course,  I  did  the  same,  ;    - 

When  all  began  to  laugh  at  me, 

I  heard  one  girl  exclaim:— Chorus.  . 


— A  lassie  wrote  to  a  young  man  she  had  taken  a  fancy  to, 
"  Come  and  meet  me  in  the  gloaming,  John,"  and  when  the  time 
came  John  wasn't  there.  He  subsequently  explained  that  he 
couldn't  find  such  a  place. 
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THE   INDEPENDENT   LOVERS. 
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'Twas  a  lonely  scene  in  Winter, 

With  chilling  frost  and  snow. 
Dark  clouds  around  me  hovered. 

And  stormy  winds  did  blow. 

I  went  to  see  my  true  love, 

She  acted  scornfully, 
I  asked  her  if  she'd  marry. 

But  she  would  not  answer  me. 

^:  The  birds  would  sing  more  sweetly, 

And  everything  combine 
To  make  my  joys  the  greater 
,    .         .        If  you  were  only  mine. 

The  time  quite  late  is  growing, 

'Tis  almost  break  of  day, 
I'm  waiting  for  an  answer. 

Come,  love,  what  do  you  say? 

The  answer  I  must  give  you  is, 

I  choose  a  single  life, 
I  never  thought  it  suited 

For  me  to  be  your  wife. 

I'll  take  that  for  an  ans^ver, 

And  you  for  yourself  provide, 
I'll  choose  another  lover, 

While  you'll  be  put  aside. 

But  a  short  time  did  elapse 

Ere  this  lady's  mind  did  change, 
And  she  wrote  me  a  letter, 

Saying,  she  felt  much  ashamed. 

If  e'er  again  I  slight  you, 

I'll  ne'er  sec  you  more, 
So  here's  my  hand  and  here's  my  heart, 

Come  claim  them  as  of  yore. 

I  wrote  her  a  letter, 

And  sent  it  with  much  speed. 
Saying,  oh,  I  once  did  love  you. 

Yes,  loved  you  true  indeed. 

But  now  my  mind  has  changed, 

I  have  looked  another  way. 
Upon  a  fairer  damsel, 

Who  doth  my  heart  now  sway. 

This  world  is  large  and  widely 

With  many  people  filled, 
And  where  there's  one  won't  marry 

There's  always  one  who  will. 


THE   IRISH   GIRL. 
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I  walked  out  one  evening  i  , 

Down  by  the  river  side. 
And  as  I  cast  my  eyes  around 

An  Irish  girl  I  spied. 

Round  and  rosy  were  her  cheeks, 

Coal  black  was  her  hair, 
And  costly  was  the  iewelry 

This  Irish  girl  did  wear. 

The  tears  came  trickling  down  her  cheeks 

As  she  began  to  cry. 
My  love  has  gone  to  Ireland 

And  has  forsaken  me. 

I  wish  I  were  in  Ireland  i 

Partaking  of  good  cheer, 
A  glass  of  wine  within  my  hand. 

And  by  side  my  dear. 

How  hard  it  is  to  love 
And  not  be  loved  again,    . 

For  love  it  is  a  treach'rous  thing- 
Did  you  ever  feel  the  pain?" 


LOVE,   HENRY. 
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Get  down,  get  down,  love,  Henry,  said  she, 

And  Stay  all  night  with  me, 
There's  a  chair  for  you  and  a  chair  for  me, 

And  a  candle  burning  free. 

I  can't  get  down,  little  Margaret,  said  he. 

Nor  stay  all  night  with  thee. 
For  my  own  parents  in  Scotland 

Are  waiting  to  welcome  me. 

As  he  leaned  over  the  horn  of  the  saddle 

And  was  taking  kisses  free, 
She,  with  a  small  knife  in  her  hand, 

Did  pierce  him  savagely. 

Ride  on,  ride  on,  love,  Henry,  said  she, 

Ride  on  beneath  the  sun,  f  >• 

And  see  if  you  any  physician  can  find 

To  cure  a  deadly  wound. 

I  won't  ride  on,  little  Margaret,  said  he. 

Ride  on  beneath  the  sun. 
For  there  is  no  physician  to  be  found 

Who  can  cure  a  deadly  wound. 

There  in  my  room  doth  lie  a  dead  man. 

Some  one  come  take  him  away, 
I  murdered  him  for  being  false  to  me. 

So  bury  him  quick  as  you  may. 

Some  took  him  by  his  long  yellow  hair, 

Some  took  him  by  his  feet. 
And  they  threw  him  into  a  wide,  wide  well. 

Full  many  a  fathom  deep. 

Lie  there,  lie  there,  love,  Henry,  said  she, 

Till  the  flesh  drops  from  your  bones, 
I  think  that  your  parents  in  Scotland 

Will  not  soon  welcome  you  home. 

She  turned  herself  around  about 

And  gazed  upwn  the  leaves. 
And  there  she  spied  a  pretty  bird     t 

Flitting  among  the  trees. 

Fly  down,  fly  down,  little  parrot,  said  she. 

And  sit  all  night  on  my  knee, 
Your  cage  shall  be  lined  with  golden  beads, 

And  hung  on  a  willow  tree. 

I  won't  fly  down,  little  Margaret,  said  he. 

Nor  sit  all  night  on  your  knee. 
For  I've  seen  you  murder  your  own  true  love, 

And  soon  you  might  murder  me. 

If  I  but  had  my  arrow  and  bow, 

And  if  I  had  my  string, 
I  would  shoot  right  through  that  pretty  breast 

That  shines  so  bright  and  green. 

If  you  but  had  your  arrow  and  bow, 
And  if  you  had  your  string, 
-  I  would  soar  so  high  up  in  the  air 
That  you  never  would  see  me  again. 


SWEET   WILLIAM. 
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To  meeting,  to  meeting  go  I, 

To  meet  sweet  Willie,  coming  so  nigh. 

To  meet  him  is  pleasure  and  parting  is  grief. 

An  inconstant  lover  is  worse  than  a  thief. 

A  thief  he  will  rob  you  and  take  all  you  have, 
An  inconstant  lover  send  you  to  your  grave. 
In  the  grave  you  will  moulder  and  be  turned  to  dust. 
Oh,  where  is  the  young  man  a  poor  girl  can  trust?  " 

Come  all  ye  fair  maids,  take  warning  by  me. 
Never  place  your  affections  on  a  green  willow  tree, 
The  leaves  they  will  wither,  the  body  soon  die. 
If  I  am  forsaken  I  know  not  for  why. 

If  I  am  forsaken  he  is  surely  foresworn. 

When  he  thinks  I  am  weeping,  when  he  thinks  I  do  mourn, 

But  to  kill  myself  grieving  that  never  will  do, 

Altho',  my  sweet  William,  'tis  all  for  you. 
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THE   TENNESSEE   BOYS. 
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Oh,  Tennessee  boys,  I  tell  you      ..   ^     ,, 
Our  fate  is  awful  but  'tis  true, 
The  North  and  South  once  wore  a  yoke, 
But  now  the  tie  is  forever  broke. 

It  was  in  the  year  of  sixty -one 

Those  bloody  battles  first  begun. 

So  you,  the  boys  of  Tennessee, 

Into  action  soon  must  be.  ' 

But,  oh,  my  boys,  to  see  you  start. 
Leaving  behind  many  a  broken  heart. 
Leaving  j'our  wives  and  sweethearts  dear, 
Filled  with  grief  and  many  a  tear. 

Your  country  called,  and  with  might  and  main 
You  bravely  marched  through  mud  and  rain;         •  v 
From  your  good  homes  you  were  debarred 
Many  a  cold  night  while  standing  guard. 

But,  alas!  alas  I  my  boys,  we  learn     i 
The  scale  with  you  was  forced  to  turn, 
For  on  Thursday  morn  at  break  of  day 
Our  orders  to  march  away. 

To  the  battle-field  you  did  fly. 
Where  many  a  noble  and  brave  did  die; 
There,  stained  with  blood,  did  gain  a  name 
For  lofty  courage  and  goodly  fame. 

We  fought  them  bravely  till  Saturday  night, 
.     And  had  the  Yankees  put  to  flight. 
But,  alas!  the  North  it  sent  a  shower 
Which  did  our  army  overpower. 

The  flag  of  surrender  soon  came  up,  .■ 

Which  was  to  you  a  bitter  cup, 

And  then  you  heard  your  general  say, 

Lay  down  your  arms,  they  have  gained  the  day. 

There  on  the  banks  of  Cumberland 

Lay  the  bodies  of  ten  thousand  men; 

Many  of  them  quite  helplessly. 

While  some  from  wounds  were  doomed  to  die. 

Oh,  may  the  God  of  heaven  above 
Look  down  on  all  you  in  love. 
And  send  you  back  to  those  you  adore,   . 
To  live  in  peace  forevermore. 


AN  ORPHAN. 
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Oh,  will  you  hear  my  mournful  story, 

All  my  friends  are  dead  and  gone. 
Father  is  no  more,  nor  mother, 
■  '  ,  I  am  an  orphan  left  alone. 

Brothers  I  have  none,  nor  sisters. 

All  forever  from  me  gone, 
They  have  left  this  world  of  sorrow,  ' 

I  am  an  orphan  left  alone. 

Mother  said  to  me  while  dying. 
When  her  breath  was  almost  gone. 

Dearest  daughter,  trust  in  Jesus, 
You  are  an  orphan  left  alone.         ;  . 

Take  this  bible  to  your  bedside,  ; 

Read  and  for  your  sins  atone, 
■    Ask  the  Saviour  to  forgive  you,   . 
You  are  an  orphan  left  alone.  • 

When  at  last  her  eyes  were  closed,      •_  • - 
And  her  corpse  lay  in  the  tomb,       ' 

My  eyes  rested  but  on  strangers, 
I  was  an  orphan  left  alone. 

.      Oftimes  to  her  grave  I've  wandered. 
Praying  for  my  time  to  come 
When  I,  too,  may  lie  beside  her. 
Ne'er  again  to  be  alone.  .    , 


— "I  never  got  trusted  for  a  hat,"  said  a  spendthrift,  "because 
I  should  then  feel  as  though  I  was  in  debt  over  head  and  ears." 


-      V         POLLY   GOLD.    " 
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Give  ear  to  me,  ye  sons  of  men, 
Whv  stand  gazing 'round  my  bed? 

You  all  must  go  as  well  as  I, 
And  slumber  'mong  the  silent  dead; 

Tho' now  in  health  you  were  born  to  die  . 

And  turn  to  dust  as  well  as  I        ,., 

When  from  mv  Maker's  hands  X  came. 
The  seeds  or  death  were  in  me  sown; 

Now  without  murmur  or  sigh. 
Oh,  may  the  moments  quickly  fly,  '  • 

When  welcome  death  shall  set  me  free 
,t      My  Saviour,  dear,'  I  long  to  see.      , 

Farewell,  my  father,  fond  and  near,  " 

You  have  I  loved  with  all  my  heart,  ■*  • 

Farewell,  my  mother,  doubly  dear. 
For  you  and  I  must  shortly  part; 
'  My  daj'S  are  spent,  my  years  are  run,    . 

Remember  me  when  dead  and  gone. 

Farewell,  my  brothers,  one  and  all, 
■  Farewell,  my  little  sisters,  too. 

My  hands  are  cold,  my  cheeks  are  Dale, 

And  I  must  bid  you  all  adieu. 
Come,  Jesus,  I'll  not  linger  more, 
I  long  to  reach  your  peaceful  shore. 

Farewell,  young  people,  farewell  all, 

From  death's  alarm  no  age  is  free, 
*  .;  Remember 'tis  a  warning  call. 

Prepare  to  follow  after  me;  .        . 

The  wise,  the  unwise  and  the  brave 
Must  try  the  cold  and  silent  grave. 

Farewell,  mv  neighbors,  fond  and  free, 
The  few  short  hours  are  hastening  on 

When  you  will  say,  concerning  me, 

That  Polly  Gold  is  dead  and  gone;  .      ■ 

The  same  will  soon  l)e  said  of  you,      .  ''_- 

Therefore  a  righteous  path  pursue.  ' 

The  Lord  Almighty,  just  and  true, 
'Tis  He  who  has  the  right  to  reign,  ■.:-*: 

He  made  and  sent  me  unto  you 
'Till  he  should  call  for  me  again; 

He  has  the  right  to  take  His  own. 

Oh,  praise  Him  for  His  Son. 

Now  she  is  gone  from  realm  of  pain,  . ' 

Her  voice  is  heard  no  more  on  earth,  ■ 

Her  dust  returns  to  dust  again, 
She  has  received  a  heavenly  birth;  : 

Her  immortal  soul  has  flown 
■  ~  .  To  put  eternal  glory  on.        * 


THE  LOSS   OF  HIS  DEAR 
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As  I  walked  out  one  evening  I  chanced  to  hear 
A  young  man  lamenting  the  loss  of  his  dear; 
A  young  man  lamenting,  and  this  was  his  cry 
I  am  sorely  tormented,  for  love  I  shall  die. 

My  love  she  doth  slight  me  because  I  am  poor, 
I'll  work  to  maintain  her,  what  can  I  do  more? 
The  king  could  but  love  her,  and  I'll  do  the  same, 
I'll  own  her  my  mistress,  my  own  darling  flame. 

When  I  sit  beside  her  she  is  angrv  with  me,  ' 

And  when  I  talk  to  her  she  says  I'm  too  free. 
When  I  say  nothing  she  rakes  me  amain,  "• 

And  surlily  says  to  me,  go  back  as  you  came. 

I'll  wind  up  my  ditty,  I'll  finish  my  song, 

Here's  a  health  to  those  proud  girls  to  whom  wealth  belong; 

I'll  Lug  them  and  kiss  them  be  they  ever  so  mean, 

"Tis  an  old  saying  and  a  true  one,  a  new  broom  sweeps  clean. 

— An  Irish  clergyman  once  broke  off  the  thread  of  his  discourse, 
and  thus  addresses  the  congregation:  "My  dear  brethren,  let  me 
tell  you  that  I  am  now  half  through  my  sermon;  but  as  I  perceive 
your  Impatience,  I  will  say  that  the  remaining  half  is  not  more 
than  a  quarter  as  long  as  that  you  have  heard." 
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COLONEL   SHARP. 
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Come,  gentlemea  and  ladies,  and  listen  unto  me. 
About  a  sad  transaction  which  I  will  sing  to  thee; 
'Tis  of  a  brave  young  lawyer  that  lived  in  Kentucky  state. 
And  a  true  lover  upon  whom  he  patiently  did  wait. 

She  said  that  she  would  marry  him  if  he  would  avenge  her  heart 
Of  an  injury  that  had  been  done  her  by  one  named  Colonel  Sharp; 
She  said  that  he  had  wronged  her  and  brought  her  spirit  low. 
And  without  satisfaction  no  pleasure  could  she  know. 

He  said,  my  loving  sweetheart,  that's  pleasing  talk  to  me, 
To  kill  a  man  that's  injured  you  1  truly  do  feel  free, 
For  I  never  could  expect  you  to  become  ray  wife, 
Unless  I  would  protect  you  and  surely  take  his  life. 

He  made  his  preparations  and  unto  Frankfort  went. 
To  kill  this  valiant  colonel  it  was  his  full  intent; 
He  took  him  out  to  one  side  and  gave  to  him  a  knife. 
But  Sharp  said  I  can't  fight  you  if  this  lady  be  your  wife. 

He  made  a  great  endeavor  to  see  him  the  next  day, 

And  hunted  over  Frankfort,  but  Sharp  had  gone  away; 

He  then  returned  unto  his  love  and  told  her  what  he  had  done. 

And  they  together  both  agreed  to  let  him  longer  run. 

Within  a  few  months  after  this  couple  they  were  wed,. 

And  then  came  thoughts  of  the  colonel  more  strongly  in  their  head; 

He  said,  I'll  kill  him  secretly,  then  to  m^  love  I'll  return. 

When  we'll  betake  ourselves  from  here,  m  some  other  land  sojourn. 

She  made  a  mask  of  black  silk  and  put  it  on  his  head. 

That  he  might  seem  a  negro  as  to  the  deed  he  sped; 

He  moved  along  quite  cautiously  to  get  to  Colonel  Sharp, 

Then  called  him  from  his  bedchamber  and  stabbed  him  to  the  heart. 

The  lawyer  made  good  his  escape  unto  his  loving  wife, 
And  tohi  her  how  successfully  he'd  taken  the  colonel's  life; 
"  As  no  one  saw  me  do  it  anti  I  made  such  haste  to  run. 
They  cannot  prove  against  me  the  deed  that  I  have  done." 

She  said,  "  My  loving  husband,  you  did  just  as  you  please, 
You've  relieved  me  from  much  trouble  and  set  my  heart  at  ease. 
It  is  great  satisfaction  for  what  the  colonel  done. 
And  now  we  shall  be  happier,  my  best  love  you  have  won." 

But  justice  followed  on  his  track,  they  took  him  back  again. 
Which  turned  the  lady's  happiness  and  pleasure  into  pain; 
He  was  tried  by  judge  and  jury,  and  guilty  he  was  found, 
Then  taken  to  the  prison  house  and  in  it  he  was  bound. 

Oh,  my  dear  old  father,  do  not  troubled  be. 
And  you,  my  tender  mother,  give  way  to  grief  for  me. 
For  the  laws  of  old  Kentucky  say  that  I  must  surely  die. 
And  leave  my  friends  and  kindred  to  meet  my  destiny. 

And  you,  my  own,  my  dearest  wife,  come  stay  awhile  with  me, 
For  soon  I  shall  be  called  away  into  eternity; 
May  heaven  kindly  bless  you  while  here  on  earth  you  stay, 
And  all  my  friends  protect  you  and  help  you  on  your  way. 

She  cried,  "  My  dear,  good  husband,  how  can  it  ever  be? 
And  this  our  greatest  trouble  was  caused  by  me; 
I  always  will  be  with  you  while  on  this  earth  you  stay, 
And  when  the  horrid  deed  is  done,  lie  with  you  in  the  clay." 

She  had  prepared  a  trusty  knife,  and  made  it  very  sharp. 
And  while  they  thus  together  talked  she  stabbed  it  to  her  heart, 
Then  gave  it  to  her  husband  to  follow  the  same  course, 
But  as  he  made  a  second  thrust  she  warded  off  its  force. 

The  hour  was  drawing  on  apace,  the  execution  near, 
While  in  his  arms  close  folded  he  held  the  wife  so  dear, 
Bewuiling  the  sad  fortune  which  had  become  her  part. 
While  steadily  the  life  blood  was  flowing  from  her  heart. 

At  last  the  appointed  hour  arrived — he  from  the  gallows  swung. 
And  all  around  his  friends  deplored  the  crime  that  he  had  done; 
Had  been  the  cause  of  misery  to  all  in  him  concerned, 
To  prove  his  tenderness  to  her  for  whom  his  bosom  yearned. 


— An  up-town  man  who  believes  in  self -improvement,  suggested 
^  to  his  wife  recently  that  they  should  argue  some  question  frankly 
and  freely  every  evening,  and  try  to  learn  more  of  each  otiier. 
The  question  for  the  first  night  happened  to  be  whether  a  woman 
could  be  expected  to  get  alone  without  a  Spring  hat,  he  took  the 
affirmative;  but  when  he  was  last  seen  he  had  climbed  up  in  the 
hayloft,  and  was  pulling  the  ladder  up  after  him. 


The  Dying  Soldier  of  Cerro  Q-ordo. 
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On  Cerro  Gordo's  bloody  height  .    ' 

A  wounded  soldier  lay,  ■. 

Cut  down  amid  that  fearful  fight, 

Far  from  his  friends  awa^'. 
Far  from  his  home,  his  native  land, 

Beneath  a  foreign  sky, 
No  mother  pressed  his  dying  hand, 

No  sister  closed  his  eye. 

He  called  a  comrade  to  his  side 

To  take  his  last  request, 
Ere  yet  was  six;nt  the  vital  tide 

That  trickled  from  his  breast. 
Adieu,  my  faithful  friend,  adieu, 

The  fatal  hour  is  nigh. 
Dark,  misty  shadows  cross  my  view, 

My  time  has  come  to  die. 

But  ere  I  spend  my  latest  breath 

I  have  a  word  to  say, 
A  word  from  a  true  heart  in  death 

To  loved  ones  far  away. 
I  wish  long  after  I  am  laid 

Beneath  the  silent  dust. 
My  dying  message  may  be  told — 

With  you  I  leave  the  trust. 

Go  tell  my  mother  not  to  weep, 

My  sisters  not  to  mourn, 
That  on  a  hostile  shore  I  sleep, 

From  their  embraces  torn;  ' 

That  I  did  not  repent  the  dav 

I  was  for  my  country  triedf. 
But  like  a  soldier  I  hatl  fought, 

And  like  a  soldier  died. 

Go  tell  the  maiden  that  I  love. 

The  darling  of  my  heart. 
That  we  shall  meet  again  above, 

There  never  more  to  part. 
Tell  her  that  on  the  battle  field 

I  breathed  my  latest  sigh, 
And  prayed  that  heaven  may  be  her  shield 

Until  we  meet  on  high. 

He  ceased,  and  paler  grew  his  cheek,    ■ 

And  fainter  was  his  breath. 
His  feeble  tongue  no  more  could  speak. 

His  form  grew  cold  in  death. 
Far  from  home,  his  native  land. 

Beneath  those  foreign  skies, 
No  mother  clasped  his  dying  hand, 

No  sister  closed  his  eyes. 

■    »  e  »    I 

Two  on  Earth,  and  Two  in  Heaven. 
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Two  on  earth,  their  little  feet 

Fall  like  sunbeams  'round  the  door; 
Two  in  heaven  whose  lips  repeat 

Words  of  blessing  evermore. 
Two  on  earth,  at  close  of  day 

Softly  sink  to  cradled  rest; 
Two  in  heaven,  more  blest  than  they. 

Slumber  on  an  angel's  breast. 

Two  with  crowns  of  budding  flowers 

Dance  the  Summer  skies  ^neath; 
Two  in  heaven's  unfading  bowers 

Wear  the  glory  like  a  wreath. 
Two  on  earth  whose  merry  call 

Stirs  my  heart  to  gladness  now; 
Two  in  heaven  whose  kisses  fall 

Through  the  silence  on  my  brow. 

Oft  I  gaze  with  tenrful  eyes 

When  the  churchyard  daisies  bloom,       . 
.  Oft  my  prayers  are  only  sighs. 
Yearning  for  my  children  gone. 
Yet  I  know  an  angel  hand 
Led  them  home  in  tender  love, 
,  Mine  is  sure  a  blest  band, 

Two  on  earth  and  two  above. 
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A  Mothers  Appeal  to  Her  Boy. 
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■   i  Words  by  Julian  Holmes.    Music  by  Henry  F.  Smith.       '  \  .  ■ 

A  mother  was  bidding  good-bye  to  her  boy,     ,  ■     -• 

He  was  going  to  leave  her  that  morn; 
'Twas  hard  to  depart  from  the  ones  that  he  loved, 

Aud  the  humble  cot  where  he  was  born.  .      • 

He  treasured  the  i>arling  advice  that  she  gave,  ■ 

With  the  love  that  a  mother  can  feel; 
In  vain  he  endeavored  his  tears  to  restrain, 

As  he  heard  his  fond  mother's  appeal:- 

Cuonus. 

"Be  faithful  and  fearless,  devoted  and  true, 
•    Be  nianl3'  in  sorrow  or  joj';  ': 

In  trials  remember  'tis  darkest  ere  dawn,     . 
Was  a  mothers  appeal  to  her  boy. 

The  years  glided  by,  and  he  wandered  afar. 

Often  like  a  lone  exile  he'd  roam; 
In  moments  of  sorrow  liis  heart  would  be  cheered, 

When  he  thought  of  his  mother  at  home. 
She  always  said,  "  Boy,  never  yield  to  despair. 

There's  no  plesisure  without  its  alloy;" 
They  never  more  met,  but  he  never  more  forgot 

The  appeals  she  made  to  her  boy:— Cuoiius. 

r     »  »  »     ■ 

Have  YoTi  Seen  My  Girl? 
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I've  lost  the  girl  that  I  adore,    .: 

Have  you  seen  her? 
Honest,  though  she's  rather  poor. 

Have  you  seen  her?  \      \;  v    ■ 

This  timid  maid  she  got  mislaid  v  ^     - 

While  out  the  other  day. 
And  as  I  go  along  the  street,    V 

I  shout  out  all  the  way: 

Chorus.  ',..;  ',.'/-^:-  ^, -■■:■:":  ■:' 

•  She's  a  great,  big,  tall  girl,  :,•::', 

On  her  chin  she's  got  a  dimple, 
Rare,  fair,  square  girl. 

On  her  nose  she's  got  a  freckle. 
Perhaps  gone  this  morn,  ;;.":• 

I  tell  you  she's  a  pearl,  •  ,    .; 

But  all  I  want  to  know  is,  '■ 

Have  you  seen  my  girl?        v 

:       '       I've  printed  bills  to  give  away,  ^    ^J 

:  :  ;^  Have  you  seen  her? 

V       .      I'm  shouting  for  her  night  and  day,  .  .•  - 

Have  you  seen  her? 
If  you  should  meet  her  in  the  street, 

You'll  tell  this  little  maid, 
Is  that  young  lady  I  can't  find, 
Who's  stolen,  lost  or  mislaid. — Chorus. 

She  is  a  most  peculiar  elf,     .     . 

Have  you  seen  her? 
She's  lost  her  senses  and  herself. 

Have  you  seen  her? 
If  she's  committed  suicide, 

Or  in  the  jail  should  be, 
■".  •        You'll  know  by  these  directions,  that — 

The  girl  belongs  to  me. — Chorus        ;  .   '  ■  ,  .  ' 

In  vain  for  my  sweetheart  I  sigh, 
:  '  Have  you  seen  her?  -     :        - 

And  that  is  why  I  often  cry,  , 

Have  you  seen  her?  ■,:■. 

You'd  never  miss  her  in  a  crowd,  '-,,_, 

Unless  you  are  a  flat, 
•         You're  bound  to  know  the  lady, 

For  the  simple  reason  that — Chorus. 


—A  tradesman  told  a  youth  in  his  shop  to  write  in  large  letters 
on  a  sheet  of  paper.     "  Wanted,  a  stout  lad  as  light  porter."    The 
I  young    scapegrace,   either    from    ignorance    or    design,    wrote, 
••  Wanted,  a  stout  lad  as  likes  porter." 


I  Had  Nothing  Else  to  Do. 
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'Twas  a  pleasant  Summer  morning,         ■  '  :y. 

Just  a  day  one  could  enjoy, 
When  I  waked  and  looked  out  early. 

Thinking  how  my  time  to  employ.  . 

In  such  fine  and  bracing  weather 

I  don't  care  for  work  do,  you? 
:    -  .        So  I  went  to  see  my  sweetheart 

As  I'd  nothing  else  to  do. 

Oflf  I  started  through  the  meadows, 

Where  the  dew  beads  pearled  the  spray. 

And  responsive  to  the  song  birds 
>  \  I  kept  singing  all  the  way. 

Quite  surprised  she  was  to  see  me 
Come  so  earlj'  there  to  woo. 

But  I  said  I'd  just  walked  over 
As  I'd  nothing  else  to  do.  .; 

Then  we  rambled  forth  together 

Down  the  lane  beneath  the  trees. 
While  so  gently  stirred  the  shadows 

Of  their  branches  in  the  breeze; 
And  whene'er  our  conversation 

Languished  for  a  word  or  two,         T 
Why,  of  course,  I  gently  kissed  her 

As  I'd  nothing  else  to  do. 

But  before  the  day  was  over 

I  had  quite  made  up  my  mind. 
That  I'd  pop  the  question  to  her 

If  her  heart  to  me  inclined.  ! 

:;  So  I  whispered,  sweet,  my  darling. 

Will  you  have  me?— yes,  or  no! 
Well,  said  she,  perhaps  I  may,  sir, 
'  :  When  I've  nothing  else  to  do. 


THE    SAILOR  BOY. 
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A  sailor's  is  a  grand  old  life. 
But  many  are  lost  in  the  billows'  strife. 
It  causes  many  to  weep  and  mourn 
The  loss  of  their  sailor  ne'er  to  return. 

Dark  is  the  color  of  my  true  love's  hair. 
His  cheeks  near  the  hue  of  a  lily  fair; 
If  ever  he  returns  it  will  give  me  great  joy, 
For  none  can  I  love  but  my  dear  sailor  boy. 

Oh,  father,  father,  please  build  me  a  boat 
In  which  over  the  ocean  I  ma}'  float. 
And  of  every  ship  that  I  pass  by 
I'll  inquire  concerning  my  sailor  boy. 

As  she  sailed  forth  across  the  main 
She  spied  a  ship  just  coming  from  Spain, 
She  hailed  the  captain  as  he  drew  nigh. 
And  of  him  inquired  for  her  sailor  boy. 

Captain,  captain,  tell  me  true. 
Does  my  dear  William  sail  with  you? 
Tell  me  quick,  it  will  give  me  great  joy. 
For  none  can  I  love  but  my  dear  sailor  boy. 

Oh,  no,  oh,  no,  he  is  not  here, 
He  is  drowned  in  the  gulf,  my  dear. 
Below  the  rocky  island  as  we  passed  by. 
There  we  left  your  true  love  lie. 

She  steered  her  boat  against  the  rock. 
For  her  poor  heart  was  almost  broke. 
She  wrung  her  hands  and  tore  her  hair. 
She  was  indeed  in  great  despair. 

Oh,  father,  father,  dig  my  grave, 
Make  it  as  deep  as  the  surging  wave. 
Place  on  my  breast  a  turtle  dove. 
That  the  world  may  know  I  died  for  love. 


— It  takes  thirty  men  a  month  to  make  a  camel's  hair  shawl. 
But  lovely  woman  never  thinks  of  that  as  she  throws  it  over  her 
shoulders  and  asks  her  husband  if  it  looks  well  behind. 
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THE   LITTLE   QIRL. 
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I  once  knew  a  little  girl, 

I  loved  her  as  my  life. 
Would  freely  pive  my  heart  and  haml 

And  make  her  my  own  wife. 

I  told  her  I'd  be  hers, 

Forever  to  remain, 
But  the  answer  that  she  gave  we  was, 

You  shall  not  come  again. 

I  took  her  by  the  hand 

And  led  her  to  the  door, 
I  placed  my  arms  around  her  neck 

And  then  asked  her  once  more. 

She  turned  and  looked  upon  me 
With  much  scorn  and  disdain. 

And  still  the  answer  she  gave  uie  was, 
You  shall  not  come  again. 

I  then  did  go  away. 

Was  gone  a  month  or  more, 
When  .she  wrote  me  a  letter,  saying, 

Oh,  do  come  once  more. 

I  wrote  her  a  reply 

In  words  of  proud  disdain. 
Reminding  her  she'd  told  me 

I  shoultlnt  come  again. 

She  wrote  me  another  letter. 

Much  love  it  did  contain, 
Asking  me  to  forget  she  had  said 

I  shouldn't  come  again. 

I  finally  replied, 

And  "told  lur  very  plain. 
Such  ticldini'ss  as  .she  displayed 

AVouldn'l  bring  me  back  again. 

Now,  maitlens,  take  this  lesson. 
If  vour  lovers  you'd  retain. 

Be  true  to  them,  "and  where'er  they  be 
They'll  return  to  vou  again. 
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Send  That  Wagon  Home,  John. 
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When  the  old  hot-s  dies  and  tlie  harness  gives  out. 

Send  that  wagon  liome,  John; 
That  it's  good  and  stout,  I  never  had  a  doubt, 
•       Send  that  wagon  home. 
Oh.  the  wheels  am  old.  but  good  and  tough, 

Send  that  wagon  home,  John; 
For  yotir  mother  and  I  it  am  i>lenty  good  enough, 
Send  that  wagon  home. 

Ciionus. 
Send  that  wagon  home. 
For  it  will  hold  us  all; 
I.  You  used  to  riile  about  in  it  .    . 

'-  When  \ou  were  young  and  small. 

Your  moiher  sat  beside  me 

When  we  to  the  parson  roamed; 
In  that  old  ctut  I  won  her  heart, 
John,  send  that  wagon  home. 

If  you  mean  to  help  the  old  folks  along. 

Send  that  wagon  home,  John; 
Your  mother  am  old  and  she  aint  strong. 

Send  tlmt  wagon  home. 
She  can  ride  toChurcii,  and  drive  all  'round, 

Send  that  wagon  liome.  John; 
On  market  <kivs  she  can  ride  to  town,, 

Send  tiiat  wagon  home.— Ciiouus. 

It  was  clean  and  neat  when  it  was  new, 
I    "  S('n<l  that  wagon  home,  John; 

The  wheels  were  red.  and  the  box  was  blue. 

Send  that  wagon  home. 
The  paint  am  gone,  but  it's  jes  as  good,        ' 

Send  that  wa.;,'on  home,  John; 
It's  made  of  asli  and  old  oak  wood. 

Send  that  wagon  home. — Chohus. 


THE   PURE   TESTIMONY. 
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The  pure  testimony,  set  forth  in  the  spirit. 

Cuts  like  a  sharp,  a  two-edged  sword, 
And  hypocrites  now  are  most  sorely  tormented,      . 

Because  they  are  condemned  by  the  word;    . 
The  pure  testimony  discovers  the  dross, 
And  wicked  professors  make  light  of  the  cross, 
And  Babylon  trembles  from  fear  of  her  loss. 

Has  not  the  time  come  for  churches  to  gather   ; 

Into  the  one  and  true  spirit  of  God, 
Baptized  by  one  spirit,  all  in  one  body. 

Partaking  Christ's  flesh  in  His  innocent  blood? 
They  drink  in  one  s|>irit  which  makes  them  to  .sec 
They  are  one  in  Christ  Jesus  wherever  they  be. 
The" Jew  and  the  Gentile,  the  bond  and  the  free. 

The  pure  testimony  will  not  persecute  them. 

But  ever  will  hold  them  the  same  as  their  own, 
The  pure  testimony  cries  out  separation 

And  causes  you  still  your  lives  to  lay  down. 
Come  out  from  your  spirit,  from  your  practices,  too, 
The  track  af  your  Saviour  keep  well  in  view. 
And  the  pure  testimony  will  cut  its  way  through. 

Then  sound  the  loud  trumpet  for  pure  testimony, 

And  let  the  world  hear  it  again  and  auain. 
Come  all  ye  from  Babylon,  Egypt  and  Sodom. 

And  straightway  your  path  take  over  the  plain; 
Come,  wash  your  robes  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb, 
Come  walk  in  the  spirit  as  Jesus  has  done. 
Anil  aught  but  pure  testimony  j'ou  will  overcome. 

The  battle  is  near  between  the  two  kingdoms. 
The  armies  are  gathering  might}'  and  strong. 

The  i)ure  testimony  and  vile  persecution 

Will  come  to  close  (juarters  and  conflict  ere  long. 

Then  gird  on  your  armor,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 

And  he  will  protect  you  by  his  living  word. 

The  word  of  the  spirit  will  cut  like  a  sword. 

Tlie  great  prince  of  darkness  is  mu.st'ring  his  forces 

To  capture  and  make  you  his  prisoner  again. 
By  vile  persecutions  anti  sland'rous  reproaches. 

That  you  in  his  cause  may  forever  remain; 
Then  shun  his  temptations  wherever  their  sway. 
Have  no  fear  of  his  .servants  whatever  they  say, 
And  the  pure  testmony,  will  give  you  the  day. 
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KING  AND  POET. 

Af<  recited  by  Willie  Wild  wave. 


A  poet  Stood  bj'  a  palace  gate, 
And  saw  the  king  pass  by  in  state. 

His  crown  upon  his  head; 
But  myriad  crowns  can  never  buy 
A  poets  songs,  that  never  die, 

When  poet  and  king  are  dead. 

A  poet's  song  is  like  the  rose— 
We  know  not  how  it  comes  or  goes. 

Fair  nature's  sweet  surprise; 
A  breath  of  color  and  perfume, 
A  waif  of  love's  exotic  bloom. 

Bloom  out  of  Paradise. 

The  poet  stood  by  the  palace  gate, 
No  wealth  had  he,  or  rank  or  state, 

But  only  the  voice  to  sing; 
His  song  swept  up  with  its  mighty  powers, 
And  circled  al)ove  the  palace  towers, 

Like  an  eagle  on  the  wing. 

The  king  leaned  over  to  catch  the  strains 
That  drifted  in  through  the  purple  panes 

And  silenced  tlie  mighty  tlirong; 
A  sweet  sense  thrilled  through  the  hearts  of  all. 
And  the  poet  was  king  in  the  palace  hall 

By  the  royalty  of  song. 


^  »  m   I- 


6 


— A  gentleman  rode  up  to  a  public  house  in  the  coimtry  and 
a.'-ked,  "  Who  is  the  master  of  this  house?"  "  I  am,  sir,"  replied 
the  landlord;  "  My  wife  han  been  dead  about  three  weeks." 
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I  Babymln* 

8  Buch  an  edneaMop  \Ba  my  Mary  Ann 

S  Auld  I^ngSyne 

i  nia  R«« 

C  Old  cabin  home 

«  Uttle  one«  at  home 

7  Old  black  Joe 

8  Home,  8we«!t  home 

9  lArboani  watt'h  '  '         '      ■ 

10  Many  can  help  one 

11  Killarney 

12  See  that  my  prave's  kept  ^reea 

13  Oraiidfather  s  elix'k 

14  Emmet's  "  Lullaby  " 

15  The  liarp  that  onoe  thro'  Tare'a  halla 

16  My  country,  'tis  of  the* 

17  Sweet  forget-me-not 

18  Where  was  Hoses  when  the  light  went 

19  Nancy  Lee  *  [out! 

20  Write  me  a  letter  from  home 
81  Beautiful  Lsle  of  the  sea. 

£2  Old  folks  at  home  cSuanee  rlbber) 

23  Come  back  to  Erin 

£4  Sweet  bye-and-bye  ' 

25  My  pretty  red  roBo 

26  Wlioa,  Emma 
t7  Katie's  s»'cret 

28  You'll  remember  mo 

29  Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep 

50  Kathleen  Mavourneen 

51  I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halla 

52  WeariiiK  of  the  (rreen 

53  U1ien  you  and  I  were  young,  Maggie 

54  Cottage  bv  the  sea 

86  We  parted  by  the  river  side 

S6  When  I  saw  Hweet  Nellie  home     ... 

87  Rwcet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

S«  I.a.-it  rose  of  Summer  ,     ' 

8f  Shamus  O'Brien 

40  Exile  of  Erin 

41  MaKgie'a  secret 

42  Or  any  other  man— Stump  (peech 

43  I  cannot  call  her  mother 

44  Would  I  were  with  thee 

45  Poor  old  slave 

46  Casey  S(x-lal  club 

47  Cumwrland's  crewr 

48  Take  this  letter  to  my  mother 

49  A  model  love  letter 

60  Female  strataijem 

61  How  to  kissalady 

62  I>ublin  luty 

63  The  wife's  conimandments 

64  The  hustjond's  commaudmenta   .' 

65  Rules  for  bummers 

66  IJttle  old  li>g  cabin  in  the  lane 

67  BarlMira  Frietchie— KkcitatioW    ■ 

68  Marchinif  through  (}*"oiyia 

69  When  I  was  a  lad  -  Pinatorw 

60  WidoV  in  the  cottage  by  the  se* 

61  Dancing  in  the  baru 

62  Fire  in  the  grate 

63  Wandering  refugee 

64  Blue-eyed  NeUy 

65  Minstrel  boy 

66  Letter  in  the  candle 

67  8tar-9i)angled  banner 

68  Dancing  on  the  green 

69  Heart  bow'd  down 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  watemiill    RECmnoll 
12  Faded  coat  of  blue 

78  Hold  the  fort 
74  Slavery  days 
76  Der  mulesntoodondeshteamuoatdeck 

76  Little  barefoot 

77  Hy  old  Kentucky  heme,  good-night 

78  Home  again 

79  TTiou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  far 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 

81  Offlce  rules 

88  Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 
88  Good  Rhine  wine 

•4  I'll  >>e  all  smiles  to-night,  love 
86  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 

86  Listen  to  the  mocking-bird 

87  When  the  corn  is  waving,  Annto 

88  She  never  blamed  him,  never 

89  Silver  threa<ls  among  the  gold 

90  Little  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

91  Ring  the  bell  softly  tnere's  crape  on  the 
99  Boy  lost  (laiitrhablei  [door 

93  Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still 

94  Sunday  night  when  thu  parlor's  full 

96  Gyiwy  »  warning 
•6  Anchor's  weighed 

97  Moon  behind  the  hill 

98  Swinging  in  the  lane 

99  Sheridan's  ride— RkctTATIOH 
MO  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd 
101  EiUeen  AlLanna 

108  Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower 

103  Touch  the  harp  gently,  my  prett;.  Loulae 

104  Girl  1  left  liehmd  me 
106  Little  Butteri'up 

)M  Bto  listen),  oousias  aad  aunta 
■  fT  Carry  me  back  to  old  VIrginny    • 

108  Roses  underneath  the  snow 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  fly 

112  Old  man's  drunk  again 

US  Two  Orphans  (HriHjklyn  theatre  Are) 

114  Amher  tresses  tied  in  blue 

115  Pretty  as  a  picture 

116  I  am  waiting,  Essie,  dear 

117  Three  perished  In  the  snow 

118  Slight  hints 

119  Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother 
180  Come,  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling 
121  Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 
128  Bingen  on  the  Rhino 

123  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave 
184  Old  log  cabin  on  the  hill 

126  Croppy  boy 

186  Skids  are  out  to-day 

127  The  liri<lge 

128  Shabby  genteel  

189  Oh,  dat  watermelon 


130  Comin'  throiigh  the  rye 

1..1  Mu^i  we  tneu  meet  as  strangen  *' 

132  Babies  on  our  block  •' 

133  Brennen  on  the  Moor 
J.'H  Skidmore  fancy  ball 
l.'lj  Hallway  door 

136  Where  the  grass  grows  greea 

137  Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 

138  Kiss  bt^iind  the  d(X)r 

139  I'll  rememl)er  you,  love,  in  my  prayers 

140  Mary  of  the  wild  Moor 
Ul  Old  wooden  ro<'ker 
H2  Speak,  only  speak 

143  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

144  Where  art  thou  now,  my  beloved! 

145  MoUie,  darling 

146  Y'ou  may  look,  but  you  mustn't  touch 

147  My  daught«'r,  Julia 

148  Raffle  for  the  stove 

149  Balm  of  Gilead 

150  There's  always  a  seat  in  the  parlor  for 

151  Driven  fromhomo  [you 

152  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

153  PuL'  for  the  shore 

154  Nearer,  my  Go<I,  to  Thee 

155  (iood  news  from  home 

156  Fisherman's  daughter  _.  '   ' 

157  Shells  of  ocean 

158  JIassa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 

159  Say  a  kind  word  when  you  can 

160  Cure  for  scandal 

161  Twilight  coterie 

162  Strangers  yet 
103  Castles  in  the  air 

164  Dear  httle  shamrock 

165  I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs 

166  Norah  O'Neal 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

168  Itose  of  Tralee 

169  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Klldare 

170  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lone  child 

172  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

173  Glove  flirtation 

174  Whip  flirtation 

175  Slave's  dream 

176  Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  dont  go 

177  Sweet  Evangeline 

178  tWmd-bye  at  the  door 

179  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you    [heart,  etc 

181  Erin's  lovely  home 

182  Over  tlie  hills  to  the  poor-house 

183  Twenty  years  ago 

184  Paddy"'s  land 

185  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling 

186  Old  village  school  on  the  green 

187  Woodman,  spare  that  tree 

188  Barbara  Krtetchie— UECUAHON 

189  Darling  Minnie  Lee 

190  Hat  flirtation 

191  Fan  flirtation 

192  Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  monntain 

193  Goodbye,  Annie,  darling  (EUiochAnlen) 

194  Why  did  she  leave  him! 

195  A  quiet  httle  home 

196  Thou  ha^t  learned  to  lore  angtber 

197  Mary  of  Argyle 

198  Nil  Desperandum 

199  Sweet  Highland  Mary 

200  Evening  amusement  (laughable) 

201  Day  I  played  ba.se  ball  [own 
'J02  Remember  you  have  children  of  your 
303  There's  none  1**:  ^  a  mother  if  ever  so 

204  You  were  fa'-.i,  bUv  ^'11  forgive       [poor 

205  Sweet  Mag'  le  QordOu 

306  Tan  yard  side  '.  .,      -  ':-. 

307  Rlls  of  Shandon 

a08  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell 

209  \\1iisi«'r  softly,  mother's  dying 

210  Erin's  green  shore 

211  W'ill  you  love  me  when  I'm  old 
8U  Dounelly  oud  Cooper 

213  Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  shore 

214  Little  Rosebud 

215  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

216  Cotne  into  the  garden,  Maud 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Eiin 

218  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way 

219  God  bless  my  boy  at  sea 

220  Annie  Laurie 

221  Mac's  and  the  O's 

it2  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 
2*.^  Lamentation  of  James  Rodgers 

224  Come,  birdie,  come 

225  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

226  Ever  of  tnee 

227  Norah  McShane 

228  Love  among  the  roses 

229  Shamus  O'Brien— RbcttaTIOH 

230  Der  Deitcher  gal 

231  No  Irish  need  apply 

232  Old  arm  chair 

233  Tim  Flaherty     » 

234  We  sat  by  the  river  '•ou  and  I 

235  I  love  music 

236  Sweet  GeneWeve 

237  When  the  flowers  fau  asleep 

238  Patrick  Sheehan 

239  Sailor's  grave 

210  Pretty  maid  milking  her  COW 

211  Kentucky  Rose 

212  Fanner's  daughter 

243  Ohj  dem  golden  slippers 

214  In  the  morning  by  the  bright  light 

215  Nobody's  darling 

246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

247  Somebody's  mothei^-RKCiTATlOM 
218  Birdie,  darling 

249  Nobf.dy's  darling  tut  mine 

250  Hock  me  to  sleep,  m  >ther 

251  Put  my  little  shoes  kway 

252  Darling  Nelly  Gray  [fall 

2.53  Somet>ody's  coming  when  thndewdropa 

2.54  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we 

255  Uttle  brown  jug  [were  poor 

256  Ben  Bolt 

2.57  Goodbye,  sweetheart,  good-bye 

2.58  Krin  ia  inv  horrto 


259  Kotty  Avoumeen 

260  Sadie  liay 

261  Bard  of  Armagh 

862  Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  weep 

263  Patrick's  day  parade 

264  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 
865  Speak  to  me,  speak 

266  Darling,  I  will  come  again 

267  Bright-eyed  Uttle  NelTof  NarraganseC 

268  Hail,  Columbia  [bay 

269  Little  foot-tteps 

270  Tim  Finnegan's  wake 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  roof 

272  Scotch  Lassie,  Jean 

273  Hat  me  father  wore 

274  Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 

276  I've  only  been  down  to  the  club 

276  Dance  me  on  your  knee 

277  KLss  me  again 

278  Emmet's  "  Love  of  the  shamrock  " 

279  Vacant  chair 

280  Sweet  sunny  South 

281  Our  good  ship  saila  to-night 

282  Jersey  Sam 

283  Come  home,  father 

284  IJttle  Maggie  May 

285  Cackle,  cackle,  cackle 
2S6  Molly  Bawn 

'?87  Maid  of  Athens 

288  Sallie  in  our  alley 

289  I'm  sitting  on  the  stile,  Uary 

290  Poor  old  Ned 

291  Dorkins'  night 

292  Man  in  the  moon  is  looking,  lovo 

293  ^Vhen  the  flowing  tide  comes  in 

294  Don't  give  up  the  old  friends  for  the 

295  Broken  down  [now 

296  Marriage  hells 

297  Have  I  not  been  kind  to  theel 

298  Flowei-s  will  come  In  May 

299  Awfully  clever 

300  My  little  one's  waiting  for  mo 

301  I'll  go  ba<-k  to  my  old  love  again 

302  Butcher  boy 

303  Tliere's  somebody  waiting  for  me 

304  Are  you  there,  Slori.arityl 

305  I'se  gwine  back  to  Dixio 

306  Bidaiia  Jane  McCann 

307  Isle  de  Blackwell 

308  \\'here  are  the  friends  of  my  youthi 
3M  Singing  on  the  roof 

310  Five  cent  shave 

311  Hen  convention 
.312  Red,  white  and  blue 

313  Old  oaken  bucket 

314  I,ittle  sweetheart,  come  and  kiss  me 

315  My  dream  of  love  is  o'er 

316  They  all  do  it 

317  Old  home  ain't  what  It  used  to  be 

318  Wait  UU  the  moonlight  falls  on  water 
ns  linger  not,  darting 

890  'Tis  eTening  brings  my  heart  to  th'^p 

321  American  Rational  Guard 

338  Johnny's  BO  bashful 

S23  Daisy  Deane 

324  I  wish  mamma  was  here 

S2S  Palling  hard  against  the  etrpam 

386  Dancing  in  the  sunlight 

327  WhatisitI 

888  There  never  wa."?  a  coward  where  the 

889  Love  letters  [shamrock  grows 
330  Delia  Clancy 

831  Remember  that  the  poor  tramp  hn?  to 

832  Lamentation  of  Johnny  Reel  [bve 
8T3  Roll  on,  silver  moon 

334  When  McGuinness  pet<i  a  job 
836  Give  an  honest  Irisli  lad  a  chance 
836  Down  among  the  daisies 
337  Down  by  the  old  mill  stream 

838  Answer  to  "  The  Gj-psy'a  warning" 

839  Battle  cry  of  freedom 

840  Home  ruJo  for  Ireland 

841  Riding  on  the  elr-vated  railroad 
342  When  McConuick  rules  the  State 
643  Sweet  chiming  bells 

844  Levi  Ka-ssiday 

S45  I  want  to  see  the  cotton  fields 

846  Waltz  with  mo 

347  Meet  me  by  moonlight  alone 

318  Do  they  miss  mo  at  home! 

849  Latlicr  and  shave 

358  Happy  bo  thy  dreams 

851  Take  k  in 

952  Stokes'  verdict  (Jim  Fisk  song) 

353  Lardy  dah 

854  De  golden  wcddinf? 

855  My  mother-in-law 

856  WliatshouldmakethooEad.mydAiiUtg 

357  Dear  Italian  girl 

358  Banks  of  Brandywnne 
t59  Old,  and  only  in  the  way 
t60  Six  feet  of  earth 

361  Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 
B62  Yello'.v  rose  of  Texas 
■JuJ  When  my  ship  comes  in 
864  One  pound  two 

365  We  have  met,  loved  and  pai'ted 

366  Bummer's  hotel 

867  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now 
368  I  shall  never  beliappy  agfin 
3C9  Soldier's  farewell 

370  Old  kitchen  floor 

371  Sweet  Belle  Mahone 

ST2  My  dear  Savannah  home 

873  BiUy'Barlow 

374  WUd  Irish  boy 

875  Dwendy-seven  cents 

871  A  starry  night  for  a  ramble 

877  Locked  out  after  nine 

878  Whip-poor-will's  song 

379  Day  when  you'll  forget  me 
889  Youll  mi^is  me  v.  hen  I'm  gone 
381  Son  of  a  gamboUer 
!J82  (Jolden  stair 

883  Your  Uttle  Liza  loves  you 

884  American  boy 

885  You  get  more  like  your  dad  every  daj 

886  Barney  McCoy 
S87  Razors  in  the  elr 
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558  Snllie  Homer 

559  WiUie  Rellly 

390  Sweet  Aleen 

391  Old  Sexton 

892  I-uU  down  the  blind 

893  Do  they  think  of  meatliMlMt 

394  TeU  me  when>  my  Eta's  gone 

395  Barbara  Allan 

396  The  'longshoremen's  strike 

397  Bonnie  sweet  Bessie,  the  maJd  oi 

398  liathing  song  [DnailK. 

399  Carrie  Lee 

400  One  wide  river  to  cross 

401  Moon  is  out  to-night,  love 

402  I>c\'il's  in  New  Jersey 

403  Rambler  from  Clare 

404  lYi-tty  httle  blue-eyed  atnuiger 

405  Faded  flowers 
408  Dark-eyed  sailor 

407  Hose  of  Killamey 

408  Cot  in  the  comer 

409  Boys,  keep  away  from  the  glrtt 

410  Phantom  footsteps 

411  Bonnv  bunch  of  roses 

412  Pat  Itooch  at  the  play 

413  Doran's  ass 

414  Banks  of  Claudy 

415  Wliat  are  the  wild  waves  Hyiasl 

416  Her  front  name  is  H«nti«> 

417  Sweet  Evelina 

418  B<hind  the  scenes 

419  Gospel  raft 

489  D<jn't  put  the  poor  worklngman  dowB 

421  CruLskeen  Lawn 

422  I  had  but  fifty  cents 

423  I'm  leaving  now  the  old  tuUu 
tSi  IrLsh  Molly,  O! 

425  Ring  my  mother  wore 

426  The  l!hi<  kbird 

427  IJttle  cherry  blossom 

428  Wist,  wist,  w  ist 

4.'^  A  violet  from  mother's  gmve 

430  Nelly  Hay 

431  Maggie,  dariiug,  DOWgOOtHlTI 
taa  Rise  it,  Kielly 

433  Meeting  of  the  waters 

434  Wait  for  the  turn  of  the  tide 
436  Old  farm  gate 

436  Ob,  Fred  t  tell  them  to  stop 

437  KcLtonald's  return  to  OleDOO 

438  Mantle  s»  green 

^QP  Qjm^  XoSn^ti  iH-mfnt 

440  Mary  Ann,  I'll  teU  yotir  m* 

441  Old-fa«hioned  homestead 

412  Emmet's  "  Mountain  song" 

413  Old-fashioned  church  onOM MB 

444  A  handful  of  turf 

445  Beauty  of  Limerick 

446  Mrs,  Brady's  daughtpr 
417  Mary's  gone  w  ith  a  coon 

448  Twinkle,  twinkle,  Uttle  star 

449  In  happy  moments 

450  Hi  Jenny,  ho  Jenny  Johnaoa 
461  AU  on  acctiunt  of  Eliza 

t.^2  Emmet  s  "  I  know  what  love  l»" 

453  Down  in  a  cool  mine 

454  Drunkard's  dream 

455  Joe  Bowers 

456  There's  a  flne  ship  on  the  oooaa 

457  Put  me  In  my  httle  bed 

458  little  old  house  on  the  Rhine 
4.S9  Stolon  kis.s(^3  aiv  the  sweetest 

460  The  brave  huzzars 

461  IJttle  old  log  cabin  by  the  rtrcwn 

462  P^vdsUe  your  own  canoe 

4fi3  Wit  "in  n  mile  of  Edinboro'  town 

464  Gate's  ajar 

465  Arkansaw  traveler 

466  Grant's  trip  around  the  world 

467  Old  leather  breeches 
4C8  Rocky  road  to  Dublin 

469  Turnpike  gate 

470  IJttle  old  German  home  aeroa  fhA  Mft 

471  Beautiful  girl  of  Klldare 

472  Itaby's  got  a  tooth 

473  My  poor  heart  is  Had  with  Its  dreamiiw 

474  Pall<;t  of  straw  ~ 

475  Low-back 'd  ear 

476  Your  lassie  will  be  true 

477  In  de  evening  by  de  moonUght 

478  'When  these  old  clothes  were  new 

479  Up  at  Jones*  wood 

480  Boston  burglar 

481  The  Campbells  are  oomin' 

4K2  You  never  miss  the  water  tUI  the  well 

483  Bonnie  EUoise  [nuM  dnr 

484  River  Hoe 

485  Murder  in  Cohoes 

486  Poor  Uttle  Joe 

487  Along  the  Kansas  Un« 

488  The  banjo  now  bangs  silent  OB  thedoor 

489  Wait  tiiltho  clouds  roU  by 
499  Over  the  garden  wall 

491  I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day 

492  Blue  ALsatian  mountains 
193  Charming  young  widow  I  matin  the 
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494  Black-eyed  Susan 

495  Spanish  cavaUer 

496  Grave  of  Bonaparte 

497  Old  dog  Tray 

498  Juanita 

499  Moonlight  on  the  lake 
600  Mabel  Clare 

COl  All  that  glitters  Is  not  gold 

602  MarseiUcs  hymn 

603  God  save  the  Queen 

e04  Rolling  home  m  the  moraliM 
505  If  ever  I  cease  to  love 

606  Cheer,  boys,  cheer 

607  Dixie's  land 

608  Mother  says  I  mustn't 

609  FeUow  that  looks  like  m« 

611  Watch  on  the  Rhine 
511  A  lock  of  mother's  hair 

612  su>j>  dat  knocking  at  thedoor 

613  Virginia  roecbud 

614  Red  robin 
61i  (iospel  train 

61^  We  ivont  go  home  td  momlnff 
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THAT  SINNER,  BETSY.  ' 

Send  vour  name  and  a<ldrefw  to  H.  J.  Wehnmn.  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  rt-cflve 
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Young  people  who  deliglit  in  sin 

A  warning  take  from  what  has  been, 

A  poor  young  woman  lately  died. 

Who  tjuickly  dropped  from  wealth  and  pride. 

She"d  go  to  frolics,  dance  and  play, 
In  spile  of  all  her  friends  could  say: 
"I  will  he  good  when  I  get  old, 
And  then  uiy  sins  may  not  be  told." 

One  early  morning  she  took  sick, 
Iler  stubborn  heart  began  to  a<-he, 
"Alas!  alivs!  my  days  are  spent. 
And  now  'tis  too  late  to  repent." 

She  called  her  mcnher  to  her  betl. 
ller  eyes  were  rolling  in  her  head, 
"Mother,  dear,  do  pray  for  me. 
I'm  passing  to  eternity." 

"  And  you,  dear  father,  fare  thee  well. 
Your  daughter  Betsy's  doomed  to  liell" — 
She  closed  her  eyes,  this  world  all  dark. 
And  to  another  did  depart. 

Come  ye  young  people,  warning  take, 
And  ail  your  sinful  ways  forsake. 
Turn  to  your  God,  or  you  must  die 
And  sink  to  all  eternity. 


MY   G-OOD-LOOKINa   MAN. 

id  your  name  and  address  t.i  H.  J.  Weliman.  VM  Park  Kow.  New  York  City,  and  receive 
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Come  all  von  pretty  fair  maide,  of  courage  brave  and  tme, 
I  will  tt-arh  yon  how  to  happy  live,  and  avoid  all  troubles,  too; 
And  if  vou  live  a  wedded  life,  now  plainly  understand. 
And  (lout  you  ever  fall  in  love  with  all  good-looking  men. 

When  I  was  nixteen  years  of  age.  a  damsel  in  my  prime, 

1  dnilv  tht>u<,'ht  on  wedded  life,  and  how  I'd  be  at  the  time; 

I  daily  thonf;ht  on  wedded  life,  its  pleasures  I  did  scan, 

And  I  sighed  and  sobbed,  both  night  and  day,  to  get  a  nice  young  man. 

Mv  wish,  it  seems,  too  soon  I  got.  for  one  Sunday  afternoon, 
As  home  from  church  I  guily  tripped,  I  met  a  fair  gossoon; 
lie  looked  ^o  Hue  about  the  face,  to  win  him  I  made  a  plan, 
And  that  very  day  I  set  my  cap  for  that  good-looking  man. 

Ajraiii,  l)y  chance,  as  out  I  step|»ed  to  take  a  pleasant  roam, 
I  met  this  handsome  ijeullemau,  who  wL^hed  to  see  nje  home; 
i"(l  fain  say  no,  but  it  was  no  use,  to  go  with  me  was  his  plan, 
So  to  my  liome  I  walked  alom;  with  my  good-looking  man. 

He  said  to  me,  as  on  we  v.alked:  My  dear  and  only  love. 

If  with  me  you'll  consent  to  wed,  1  "will  ever  constant  prove; 

I'll  ever  be  "a  llU^lmIld  kind  and  do  the  best  I  can. 

So  my  heart  and  hand  I  then  did  give  to  my  good-looking  man. 

That  night  was  fixed  for  us  to  wed— he  bid  me  have  all  cheer- 
He  L'ently  pressed  me  to  his  breast,  saying:  Oh,  my  Mary  Ueart 
lie  gently  jiressed  me  to  his  breast     to  the  parson's  house  we  ran. 
And  there  I  tied  that  dreadful  knot  with  that  good-looking  man. 

It  was  scarce  a  week,  when  married  I  was,  one  Sunday  afternoon. 
The  day  went  bv,  the  night  came  on,  off  went  the  honeymoon; 
My  gent  walked'  out-  sodid  I— for  to  watch  liim  was  my  plau. 
When  soou  a  tlashy  girl  I  saw  with  my  good-looking  man. 

At  once  a  thought  came  in  my  head  to  entrap  my  faithless  swain. 
So  (piicklv  I  did  gain  on  liiui,  and  followed  on  his  train; 
If  was  then  ami  ihen-  I  heard  him  swear  his  love  for  her  ouran. 
The  clotfe.t  lies  for  any  maid—"  Oh,  w  hat  a  nice  young  maul'' 

Thev  kissed  and  toyed,  and  tales  of  love  to  her  he  then  did  tell, 
'lliinks  to  myself,  now  is  the  time  to  serve  you  outright  well; 
III-  did  not  me  at  all  esi>y.  so  to  my  home  I  ran. 
Ami  there  sat  dow  n  to  anxiously  wait  for  my  good-looking  man. 

nie  clock  was  just  striking  ten,  when  my  gentleman  he  walke<l  in, 
1  gently  said:  My  William,  dear,  wliere  hast  thou  so  long  Ix-eiir 
I  luive  been  to  church,  iiiv  love,  said  he — Oh  I  this  I  could  not  stand. 
So  the  rolling  pin  I  did  let  fly  at  my  good  looking  man. 

I  l)lucked  his  eyes,  I  fore  his  hair,  in  ribbons  I  tore  his  clothes, 
I  then  took  uptiie  poker  and  laid  it  across  his  nose; 
He  just  l(joked  like  a  chimney-sweep,  as  out  the  door  he  ran,  ■ 
Aud  never  ft  lady  loved  again  with  my  good-l<)oklug  man. 

Now,  you  married  folks,  lake  my  advice,  high  and  low  degree, 
When'a  rakish  husband  you  do  get,  pitch  into  him  like  me; 
When  I  found  out  I  was  deceived,  it  was  my  only  plan 
To  disfigure  the  handsome  countenance  of  my  good-looking  inau. 


He  Never  Deserted  a  Friend. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Hardins  Brothers. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  F.  Mitchea 
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'Tis  an  Irishman's  glory,  an  Irishman's  pride, 

That  thro' ages  of  sorrow  and  strife 
He  has  never  deserted  the  love  of  his  land. 

But  loved  it  far  better  than  life. 
His  thoughts  are  in  Erin,  that  speck  on  the  wave, 

Altho'  in  a  far  foreign  clime; 
And  tho'  "tis  but  nature  to  think  of  his  own. 

Yet  some  there  are  call  it  crime. 

Chorus.  , 

He  never  deserted  a  friend, 

Jfor  turned  his  back  on  a  foe, 
You'll  llnd  him  the  same,  light-hearted  aud  free, 

Wherever  you  may  go. 
Eviction  has  scattered  his  race 

In  every  land  upon  earth; 
You  may  rob  him  of  home,  of  all  that  is  dear. 

But  ho  still  loves  the  land  of  his  birth. 

Can  you  see  either  honor  or  justice  in  laws 

Which  take  a  man's  birthright  away? 
For  the  Irishman  tights  other's  battles  abroad. 

He  gets  nothing  but  sneers  for  his  pay. 
There  is  not  a  spot  in  the  civilized  world 

That  the  Irishman  cannot  be  seen; 
And  no  law  ever  passed  can  ever  make  him  forget 

His  own  little  island  of  green. — Chorus. 

Thank  heaven,  when  enemies  have  done  him  their  worst, 

And  forced  liim  over  the  foam, 
'Neath  the  sheltering  folds  of  the  stars  and  stripes 

He  always  is  sure  of  a  home. 
Where  the  grip  of  the  landlord  no  more  can  be  felt. 

Where  no  longer  eviction  can  be. 
For  the  moment  he  stands  ou  American  soil, 

"  Thank  God,"  he  can  say,  "  I  am  free!" — Chorus. 

In  America,  land  of  the  brave  and  the  free. 

Whose  flag  is  the  terror  of  foes; 
The  Irishman  meets  with  both  friends  and  respect, 

And  his  mind  is  at  rest  and  repose. 
Sure  the  day  can't  lie  distant  when  Ireland  is  loosed 

From  the  bull-dog  that  grips  at  her  throat; 
When  her  old  flag  of  green,  with  the  sunburst  aud  hrp. 

From  every  hill  side  shall  float. — Chorus 


I  Am  King  Over  the  Land  and  the  Sea 


Copyright,  1880,  by  W .  L.  Thompson  &  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Will  U  Thompson. 

I  am  king  over  the  laud  and  the  sea, 

My  i)ower  reaches  out  o'er  the  realm: 
Tilt!  good  ship  of  state  never  fears  of  her  fate 

When  ray  hand  rests  secure  at  the  helm. 
Mv  subjects  are  slaves  to  my  own  gracious  will, 

1  !iin  king  of  the  bond  and  the  free; 
Come  and  go  at  my  call,  for  I  am  ruler  of  all. 

Hail  the  King  o'er  the  land  aud  the  sea. 

Chorus. 

Hail  the  king  o'er  the  land  and  the  sea, 
Hail  the  king  o'er  the  laud  and  the  sea; 
H.'iil  the  ruler  of  all,  hail  the  king. 
Hail  the  ruler  of  all,  hail  the  king. 

I  am  king  o'er  t  e  land  and  the  sea, 

My  power  there  is  none  to  withstand; 
I  have  only  to  s|K'ak,  or  to  sign  a  decree. 

And  my  will  is  the  law  of  the  land. 
I  have  treasures  at  hand,  and  I've  gold  to  com    and. 

What  more  could  my  heart  wish  to  be? 
My  banners  unfurled,  and  I'm  known  o'er  the  world 

As  the  monarch  o'er  land  and  o'er  sea. — Chorus. 
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THREE    LEAVES   OF   SHAMROCK 


Copyright,  1889,  by  Harding  Brothers. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  and  Music  by  James  McGuire. 


When  leaving  dear  old  Ireland  in  the  merry  month  of  June, 
The  birds  were  sweetly  Btuging,  and  all  nature  seemed  in  tune; 
An  Irish  girl  accosted  me,  with  a  sad  tear  in  her  eye. 
And  as  she  spoke  rtiese  words  to  me  bitterly  did  cry: 
"  Kind  sir,  I  ask  a  favor,  ohl  grant  it  to  me  please, 
'Tis  not  much  that  I  ask  of  you,  but  'twill  set  my  heart  at  ease; 
Take  these  to  my  brother,  Ned,  who's  far  across  the  sea. 
And  don't  forget  to  tell  him,  sir,  that  they  were  sent  by  me." 

Chorus. 
Three  leaves  of  shamrock,  the  Irishman's  shamrock. 

From  his  own  darling  sister,  her  blessing,  too,  she  gave; 
Take  them  to  my  brother,  for  I  have  no  one  other. 

And  these  are  the  shamrocks  from  his  dear  old  mother's  grave. 

Tell  him  since  he  went  away  how  bitter  was  our  lot, 

The  landlord  came  one  Winter  day  and  turned  us  from  our  cot; 

Our  troubles  were  so  many,  and  our  friends  so  very  few. 

And  brother,  dear,  our  mother  used  to  often  sigh  for  you. 

" Oh,  darling  son,  come  back!"  she  often  usea  to  say, 

Alas!  one  day  she  sickened,  and  soon  waa  laid  away. 

Her  grave  I  watered  with  my  tears,  that's  where  the  flowers  grew. 

And  orother  dear,  they're  all  I've  got,  and  them  1  send  to  you. 


Mr.  McAnally  and  His  Onld  High  Hat. 

Copyright,  ISSt,  by  Harding  Brothers. 

The  WordK  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kemell. 


I'm  an  old  sport  from  Erin's  Isle,  my  face  you  all  well  know, 
1  travel  about  from  place  to  place  and  don't  care  where  I  go; 
I  never  borrow  trouble,  or  care  for  this  or  that. 
But  sport  around  like  a  la-da-da  and  wear  my  ould  high  bat. 

Chorus.  .■.  •. 

Mister  McAnally  and  his  ould  high  hat. 
Has  the  style  and  the  way  of  a  fine  aristocrat; 
There's  none  can  tip  the  blarney  from  Kilkenny  to  Killarney, 
Like  Mister  McAnally  and  his  ould  high  hat. 

In  Summer  I  go  to  Coney  Isle  and  stroll  upon  the  sands, 

And  I  often  hear  the  mutic  of  (iilmore  and  his  band;  ,'- 

I  go  to  the  races  every  day,  and  often  have  them  pat. 

For  many  a  winning  ticket  I  have  carried  in  my  ould  hat.— Chorus. 

MARRIED  LIFE. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  Harding  Brothers. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Pred  Martin. 

Matrimony's  like  a  sausage, 

Full  of  awful  mj'stery, 
Wheu  you  meet  a  marrieil  couple  .      ■  5 

Don't  believe  iu  all  you  see;  ,         r 

Married  life's  like  a  grand  piano. 

Very  often  out  of  tune. 
This  is  how  niiuried  folks 

Often  spend  their  honey-moon. 

Chorus.  • 

First  week,  second  week,  kissing  and  canoodling, 
Third  week,  fourth  week,  just  .about  the  same; 
Fifth  week,  sixth  week,  if  you  are  a  visitor, 

Tfu  to  one  you'll  catch  them  at  the  same  old  game. 
Twelve  months  after  darling  gets  a  licking, 

Honey-moon's  all  over  and  she  wants  a  little  sport; 
Two  years  after  this  is  how  it  finishes, 
Sepanitiou  papers  from  the  nearest  court. 

Once  it  was  "you  ducky,  darling,"  ;• 

Now  it's  nothing  but  "  you  brute," 
Once  her  welcomes  were  all  smiles. 

Now  it's  nothing  but  her  boot  :     .'       . 

i  ,        Something  heavy  she  will  fire, 

Stretching  poor  me  on  my  back; 
Darling's  eyes  were  once  sky  blue, 

Now  they  are  a  handsome  black. — Chorus. 

She  had  nothing  when  we  married 

I  think  I'd  just  about  the  same, 
Nothing  did  I  ever  give  her, 

Unless  it  was  my  respective  name      .'   . 
She's  gone  to  get  a  separation,  y 

Hope  she  gets  it,  I  am  sure. 
She  can  take  the  precious  infant, 

I'll  be  single  forever  more.— Chorus. 


The  Night  That  Larry  Got  Wed. 
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Och,  it  was  a  glorious  night,  •     '   ■ 

The  night  that  Larry  got  wed, 
So  brimful  of  fun  and  delight, 

'Twas  morn  ere  tliey  got  to  bed. 
For  the  whiskey  in  showers  like  rain. 

Made  the  bride  and  the  bridesmaids,  too. 
Each  broth  of  a  boy,  e'en  the  swain. 
Young  hubby,  have  visions  in  view. 
Chorus. 
Och,  it  was  a  glorious  night, 
The  night  that  Larry  got  wed, 
.      ',    -.     So  brimful  of  fun  and  delight, 

'Twas  morn  ere  they  got  to  bed. 

The  world  unto  all  went  round, 

And  they  cared  not  a  fig  for  sorrow; 
In  an  ocean  of  joy  spell-bound 

Not  one  of  them  thought  of  the  morrow. 
The  bridegroom  kissed  his  young  wife. 

And  so  did  some  dozen  others, 
For  all  of  them  were,  'pon  my  life. 

As  loving  as  sisters  and  brothers. — Chorus. 

The  fiddler  began  to  scrape, 

Their  feathers  the  ladies  did  shake, 
They  all  Taglioni  did  ape 

Till  the  floor  was  in  a  quake  .     .  ; 

Heel  aud  toe  was  all  the  go, 

With  an  elegance  quite  sublime; 
To  the  fiddler  they  dodged  to  and  fro, 

For  they  all  danced  in  their  own  time. — Chorus. 

Calamity  water  they  took, 

Till  both  of  their  eyes  were  wet; 
Tho'  they  tried  engaging  to  look. 

They  couldn't  their  nature  forget. 
Lassies  quarrelled  'bout  Jack  and  'bout  Jim, 

And  the}'  fought,  aud  they  swore,  antl  they  tore,     . 
But  their  heads  beginning  to  swim. 

They  one  and  all  rolled  on  the  fioor. — Cnoitus. 

The  smoke  of  the  pipe  filled  the  room, 

They  scarcely  could  each  other  see; 
And  their  ogles  were  all  in  a  gloom 

Through  potations  of  gin  and  whiskey. 
The  men  now  got  in  a  rage. 

For  they  like  the  ladies  were  slewed,    . 
Their  wrath  no  reason  could  assuage,  .    " 

So  a  general  fight  ensued. — Chorus. 

Next  day  when  things  came  to  view, 

As  you  may  well  suppose. 
Their  eyes  looked  wond'rous  blue. 

And  fat  had  grown  each  nose.  j 

Tattoo'd  was  each  lady's  face. 

On  all  an  impression  made,  •    • 

Of  what  at  the  wedding  took  place  '  • 

Of  one  of  the  Irish  Brigade. — Chorus. 
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PRETTY   SARAH. 
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I  came  to  this  country  in  "forty-nine, 
'  '        Saw  many  a  lover  but  could  not  see  mine; 
I  looked  all  around  me,  saw  I  was  alone, 
-    ■ '  .      Only  a  poor  soldier  and  along  ways  from  home.  ' .        ' 

■  Farewell,  my  dear  father,  and  dear  mother,  too, 
;  I  am  gohiK  to  ramble  this  wide  country  through; 

Aud  when  I  grow  tired  I'll  sit  down  and  pine 
-      About  pretty  Sarah  and  wish  she  were  mine. 

.        My  love  she  doth  slight  me  because  I  am  poor. 
She  says  I'm  not  worthy  to  enter  her  door; 
But  of  this  she'll  repent  when  she  finds  all  is  vain, 
■  „■.:.    For  love  is  tormenting— a  heart-breaking  pain. 

'  r -i  If  I  were  a  merchant  and  could  write  a  fine  hand, 

■  ■  I'd  indite  her  a  letter  that  she'd  understand; 

.'  Tell  her  that  love  for  her  does  my  heart  overflow. 

.   ■..  Ever  thinking  of  Sarah  wherever  I  go.  •.■,,.■ 

;"■•,•<    My  love  won't  have  me  as  I  understand, 
■/,         'Cause  she  wants  some  freeholder,  and  I  have  DO  land; 

-   But  I  would  maintain  her  with  silver  and  gold. 
."■      And  many  a  fine  tiling  my  love's  house  should  hold. 
-    ■     -  If  I  were  a  lark  and  had  wines  and  could  fly, 
'-  .  .    ••  This  niglit  to  my  love's  house  I  vt-ould  draw  nigh, 

■  In  some  quiet  nook  dream  of  rapture  untold. 
If  iu  my  arms  could  I  her  fair  form  enfold. 
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MAGINNIS^   RAFFLE. 
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On  Saturday  night  we'd  a  l)it  of  a  fight, 

I  was  dressed  in  nie  best,  so  genteel, 
"While,  for  conii)any's  sake,  in  me  list  I  did  take 

Me  onld  country  blackthorn  shilUilah. 
Going  through  Cherry  street,  there  who  should  I  meet? 

But  me  ould  countryman,  Larry  McGattte; 
"  Arrah.  Mickey."  six  he,  *'  wiH  yer  take,  d'ye  see, 

A  ticket  to  go'  to  a  ratlle?" 

"Be  me  soukins.  I  swear  all  the  boys  will  be  there, 

Wid  fat  Mrs.  Byrnes  an'  her  daughter; 
The  puri)<)se,  'tis  true,  is  for  charity,  too. 

Take  a  ticket— it's  only  a  quarter. 
The  iiri/.e,  yoti  nnist  know,  is  a  fiddle  an'  bow, 

'Twas  presented  to  Misther  Tim  Whattie; 
The  chairman  is  he  iv  the  grand  committee, 

On  Mickey  Maginuis'  raffle." 

Siz  I,  "  Larry,  bcgor,  will  you  tell  me  who  it's  for? 

Nor  me  mind  with  wild  fancies  bewildher;" 
"  'Tis  to  bring  out,"  says  he,  "  from  the  ould  countlirj'. 

Widow  Doyle  an'  her  fourteen  .«niall  chihU-r. 
ller  husband,  the  sol,  at  sheep  stealing  was  caught, 

lied  a  narrow  escape  from  the  scalfold. 
But  was  sint  'cross  the  say,  out  to  Bottiny  Bay, 

An'  for  his  widdy  we've  got  up  this  raffle." 

The  quarter  I  spint,  and  with  Larry  I  wint. 

To  Oak  street  we  travelled  from  Cherry; 
At  iiifch  sheebeen  we'd  stop  to  take  a  small  dhrop. 

Be  the  time  we  got  there  we  wor  merry. 
As  the  clure  we  passed  thro',  what  a  sight  met  me  view. 

All  me  jiowers  of  description  'twould  baffle; 
In  all  sorts  of  dress,  full  three  hundred  or  less, 

"SVor  at  Mickey  Maginnis'  raffle. 

The  factions  enraged,  were  in  battle  engaged. 

An'  the  blood  soon  began  to  flow  freely. 
But  the  whole  iv  the  crew  couldn't  lather  us  two, 

Tliat's  mcself  an'  me  blackthorn  shillalah. 
^le  stick  got  excited,  it  wanted  to  fight. 

It  longed  to  take  part  in  the  battle; 
It  hit  Shaughnessy's  Ted  such  a  belt  on  the  head 

That  it  kuockeu  him  stone  blind  at  the  raffle. 
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IRISH   LOVE-LETTERS. 
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Och,  faith,  I'm  as  tight  an  Irish  lad, 

And  so  is  my  sister  the  same, 
Here  is  a  letter  just  sent  her  by  Pat, 

And  Iloolaghan  makes  out  his  name. 
Faith,  the  letter  I've  slyly  got  hold  of. 

It's  an  illegant  article,  too; 
It's  a  secret  that's  not  to  be  told  of, 

And  so  I  shall  read  it  to  you.  , 

Chorus. 

What  a  mighty  fine  thing  is  good  laming. 
It  makes  all  one's  troubles  so  light; 

That  man  had  a  deal  of  disarning. 
Who  first  larned  to  read  and  to  write. 

For  a  soldier  Pat  Hoolaghan  went. 

He's  l)een  gone  just  six  years  and  a  day; 
From  Ingy  this  letter  he  sent. 

And  .sure  that's  a  nation  long  way. 
Each  word  will  his  fondness  reveal. 

How  lucky  to  think  it  ain't  missed; 
Only  look  what  a  iH-'autiful  seal. 

That  he  stamped  wid  a  kick  of  his  fist. — CnoRua. 

Spokes— Now  mind,  here's  the  letter,  and  I'll  begin  wid  the 
direction.  To  Mrs.  Judy  Callahan,  at  her  mother's  own  hou.se 
next  to  the  "  Calf  and  Cucumber,"  over  the  way,  Inniskillen.  My 
dear  cratur — This  comes  to  let  you  know  that  I  am  exceedingly 
bad  wid  the  rheumatism  in  my  stomach,  and  hope  you  are  the 
same.  Oh,  it's  a  very  fine  thing  to  have  good  health  when  you 
are  ill.  Your  aunt  is  in  good  spirits,  though  she  died  last  night, 
and  hopes  it  will  not  be  long  before  she  has  the  plea-sure  of  seeing 
you.    We  are  all  well  in  the  garrison.    But  Tim  Foolzle  has  de- 


serted all  alone  by  himself  wid  two  or  three  others,  and  is  not  yet 
taken.  They  are  all  to  Ikj  tried  last  night,  but  their  sentence  will 
not  l)e  known  till  the  day  before  yesterday.  The  doctor  tells  me 
(bad  luck  to  'em,  the  doctor's  among  'em),  the  doctor  tells  me  I 
shall  never  l)e  cured  till  I'm  well,  which  blessing  I  hojH.'  will  be 
some  time  first,  as  the  S(M)ner  the  better  for  all  three.  But  I  must 
leave  off  or  I  sliall  never  stop  till  I've  finished.  My  own  darling, 
may  your  happiness  be  as  lasting  as  a  snowball  on  a  red-hot  warm- 
ing-pan. Give  my  ecomplimeuls  to  Mike  Murphy,  wid  a  mighty 
big  thump  of  the  head,  and  accept  the  same  for  yourself.  From 
yours,  affectionately  till  death,  Pat  Hoolaghan." — Chokus. 

Here's  my  sister's  reply  to  the  letter, 

She  got  the  old  parson  to  write; 
Faith,  1  don't  think  you  could  find  a  better. 

It  took  him  a  whole  day  and  night. 
There  isn't  so  much  as  a  blot  in. 

Which  just  shows  how  careful  they  were, 
A  great  thai  of  news  she  has  got  in 

Small  compass,  more  cretlit  to  her. — Chorus. 

Spoken— You  see  my  sister.  Judy,  is  mighty  careful,  and  for 
fear  the  direction  might  get  rubbed  out,  she  sealed  the  letter  and 
then  wrote  it  inside.  Now  then  she  begins  with  tiie  day  of  the 
month:— May  42nd,  148 — My  dear  Patrick — If  this  letter  "does  not 
come  to  hand,  you  may  conclude  tiiat  I  am  not  here  nor  any  one 
else,  but  gone  to  Clomkilty.  Tell  Bsirney  I  am  to  say  his  whole 
family  is  liead  entirely,  barring  tlie  cat,  and  the  cow  is  as  good  a 
niouser  as  ever.  I  love  you  as  usual.  I  would  write  you  more, 
but  as  there  is  no  mcjins  of  sending  you  this  letter,  I'll  iust  let  it 
go  as  it  is,  and  l)elieve  me  to  be  yours,  your  own,  Judy  Callahan. 
(Turn  over.)  P.  S.  (That  means  late  at  night.)  If  this  does  not 
reach  yoti,  let  me  know  by  return  of  post,  and  don't  wait  till  you 
hear  from  me  again;  but  write  to  me  immediately  and  let  me 
know  how  vou  are  getting  on.  N.  B.  (That  means  early  in  the 
morning.)  I've  altered  my  mind,  and  won't  sent  you  this  letter 
after  idl,  so  you  can  answer  it  or  not,  just  as  you  please.  And 
when  you  come  to  the  end  of  it,  don't  read  any  more,  but  just  an- 
swer by  the  first  return  of  the  post  oflice.  Yours,  Judy,  once 
more. 


OLD  BOSS    BARRY. 

Copyright,  1888.  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  A  Co. 
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Words  by  Ed.  IlarriKan.    Music  by  Dave  Brahani, 

There's  a  quiet  little  room  at  the  back  of  a  saloon. 

That  stands  on  the  top  of  Cherry  Hill, 
Where  the  men  from  tenements  hold  lengthy  arguments 

On  everything  l)esides  the  liquor  bill. 
The  owner  of  tlie  i)lace  has  a  Connamara  face, 

A  leader  do  yoti  hear  me?  through  and  throtigh; 
When  he  comes  in  the  door  we  all  l>ow  to  the  floor, 

With,  old  Boss  Barry,  how  d'ye  do? 

Chorus. 
Then  it's  old  Boss  Barry,  how  d'ye  do? 
Is  there  anything  that  we  can  do  for  you? 
Come,  tell  us  of  your  plan. 
We're  with  you  to  a  man. 
For  old  Boss  Barry,  hip  hui'rool 

He's  a  dude  in  the  ward,  and  he's  perfectly  adored 

By  those  to  the  front  and  in  the  rear; 
And  to  his  constituents  he  siK'aks  with  eloquence 

So  flowingly  besides  a  keg  of  beer. 
•  For  the  county  iind  the  state  he's  the  maker  of  the  slate, 

A  leader,  do  you  Kejir  me?  through  and  througii: 
Sure  the  rank  and  the  file  they  greet  him  all  the  while 

With,  old  Bos.s  Barry,  how  d'ye  do? — Cnouus. 

Then  his  men  all  fall  in  line,  'round  about  election  time, 

Yes,  all  from  the  top  of  Cherry  Hill; 
Sure  it's  him  could  colonize,  and  really  paralyze 

The  partj'  that  would  vote  against  his  will. 
No  offlce  would  he  tiike,  only  let  him  take  a  rake 

Of  boodle,  do  you  hear  me?  through  and  through; 
Sure  he's  in,  never  out,  that's  why  the  people  shout 

With,  old  Boss  Barry,  how  d'ye  do?— Chorus. 


— Will  the  boy  who  threw  the  jiepper  on  the  stove  please  come 
up  here  and  get  a  present  of  a  nice  book?  said  a  Sunday-school 
superintendent  in  Iowa.  But  the  boy  never  moved.  He  was  a 
far-seeing  boy.       ■'■:■■    • /.;:v,, ;  -.j-.  ••...•:>•:;:.•>;,.. .v- ,...-■■. - 
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^  THE  RIVER  ROE. 
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As  I  went  out  one  evening,  all  in  the  mouth  of  June, 
The  primroses  and  daisies,  and  violets  were  in  bloom; 
1  espied  a  lovely  fair  one,  and  her  I  did  not  know, 
I  took  her  for  an  angel  that  was  bathing  in  the  Roe. 

Her  teeth  were  like  Ivor}',  her  skin  a  lily  white, 
Her  cheeks  as  red  !is  roses,  her  eyes  like  diamonds  bright, 
Ik-r  surname  I'll  not  tell,  lest  you  might  her  know, 
}  But  her  master's  habitation  is  on  the  river  Roe. 

I  qtiickly  stepped  up  to  her,  and  this  to  her  did  say: 
"  Are  you  a  goddess,  or  what  brought  you  this  way?" 
She  answered  me  right  modestly,  and  said:  "  1  am  not  so, 
I'm  but  a  servant  maid  that  was  bathing  in  the  Hoe." 

I  said:  "  M3'  pretty  fair  maid,  if  with  me  youll  agree. 
We'll  join  our  hands  in  wedlock,  and  wedded  we  will  be; 
My  father,  he's  a  nobleman,  the  country  well  does  know. 
And  his  dwelling  lies  convenient  to  the  river  lioe." 

She  quickl}'  made  me  answer,  and  this  to  me  did  say: 
"  My  mistress  she  is  waiting,  I  have  no  time  to  stay; 
I'll  meet  you  to-morrow  and  my  mistress  won't  know, 
We'll  have  some  conversing  on  the  river  Roe." 

They  both  shook  hands  and  parted,  from  each  other  did  gO, 
In  hopes  to  meet  next  morning  along  the  river  Roe; 
She  dressed  herself  in  private,  t.way  then  she  did  go. 
Her  true-love  he  was  waiting  along  the  river  Roe. 

When  she  came  up  to  him,  he  thus  to  her  did  say: 

"  I'm  glad  to  meet  you  here,  mj'  love,  on  this  very  day, 

I'm  glad  to  meet  you  here,  love,  the  way  that  I  w  ill  know. 

If  you're  going  to  wed  with  me  and  dwell  beside  the  river  Roe." 

She  modestly  did  answer,  and  said:  "  She  was  content." 
I  kissed  and  embraced  her,  and  away  both  went; 
We  were  married  next  evenmg,  as  you  will  shortly  know. 
She  lias  servants  to  attend  her,  and  she  dwells  upon  the  Roe. 

It  was  within  ten  miles  of  Newton,  convenient  to  the  tide. 
You'll  find  my  habitation  convenient  to  the  soil, 
You'll  see  ships  from  Limerick  sailing  down  the  silvery  tide, 
And  the  lads  and  the  Ia.ssies  sparking  along  the  river  side. 

Farewell  to  friends  and  parents,  and  to  tlie  flowing  quay. 
Likewise  my  old  acquaintance,  and  I  have  no  time  to  stay; 
Here  is  health  to  my  own  sweetlicart,  tlie  girl  that  you  know, 
And  we  will  sing  to  the  maid  that  dwells  along  the  river  Roe. 


IF  I  WAS  HOME  AGAIN. 
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I've  been  from  home  for  many  a  year,  and  etrnegled  hanl  with  life, 
And  I've  shed  many  a  bitter  tear,  and  had  my  Ann-  of  strife; 
I  left  my  motlier,  aged  and  gray,  I  thought  stie  tried  to  Birain 
My  fooliBh  steps,  but  now  1  pray  for  her  and  home  again. 

Chorus.  -'    ■ 

I  left  my  mother  and  dear  friends,  'tie  now  I  feel  the  pain. 
And  1  wonder  If  they'd  know  me  now  if  I'd  go  home  agaiaf 

How  oft  I  took  that  little  babe,  a  sister  dear  to  me. 

And  sang  for  her  eweet  childish  songs  and  danced  her  on  my  knee; 

I'd  take  her  to  the  window  oft,  to  see  the  pattering  rain— 

I  wonder  if  ehe'd  know  me  now  if  I  went  home  again*— Chori-s. 

How  sad  I  feel  whene'er  I  think  of  many  a  jMjarly  tear 
That  trickled  down  my  mother's  cheek,  when  answered  with  a  Hirer; 
I'd  like  to  recall  those  wrongs,  but  wishing  is  all  in  vain- 
Still  I  know  that  she  would  love  me  as  of  old  if  I  went  home  again.— Cuobus 
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THE   HUSBAND'S   DREAM. 
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Why,  Dermot,  you  look  healthy,  now  j'onr  dress  is  neat  and  clean, 
I  never  see  you  drunk  about,  oh,  tell  me  where  you've  been; 
Your  wife  and  family  all  are  well,  you  once  did  use  them  strange. 
Oh,  you  are  kinder  to  them  now,  how  came  the  happy  change? 

It  was  a  dream,  a  warning  voice,  which  heaven  sent  to  me. 

To  f  natch  me  from  a  drunkard's  curse,  grim  want  and  misery;         ■' 

My  wages  were  all  6i)ent  in  drink,  oh,  what  a  wretched  view! 

1  almost  broke  my  Mary's  heart,  and  starved  my  children,  too.  .    •_, 

What  was  my  home  or  wife  to  me?  I  heeded  not  her  sigh. 
Her  patient  smile  has  welcomed  ^nc  when  tears  bediuuned  her  eye; 
My  children,  too,  have  oft  awoke,  oh,  father,  dear,  they've  said, 
I'oor  mother  has  been  weeping  so  because  we've  had  no  bread. 

My  Mary's  fonn  did  waste  away,  I  saw  lier  sunken  eye. 

On  straw  my  babes  in  sickness  laid.  I  heard  their  wailing  cry; 

I  laughed  and  sung  in  drunken  joy,  while  Maiy's  tears  did  stream. 

Then  like  a  beast  I  fell  asleep  and  had  this  warning  dream: 

I  thought  I  once  more  staggered  home,  there  seemed  a  solemn  gloom, 
I  missed  my  wife,  where  can  she  be?  and  strangrrs  in  the  room; 
Then  I  heard  them  say:  Poor  thing,  she's  dead,  she  led  a  wretched  life. 
Grief  and  want  has  broken  lier  heart— who'd  be  a  drunkard's  wife? 

I  paw  niy  children  weeping  "round,  I  scarcely  drew  my  breath, 
They  called  and  kissed  her  lifeless  form  forever  stilled  in  death;      . 
Oh,  father,  come  and  wake  her  up,  the  people  say  she's  dead, 
oil,  make  her  smile  and  speak  once  more,  we'll  never  cry  for  bread. 

She  is  not  dead,  I  frantic  cried,  and  rushed  to  where  she  lay. 
And  madly  kissed  her  once  warm  lips,  forever  cold  as  clay; 
Oh,  Mary.  sj>eak  once  more  to  me,  no  more  I'll  cause  you  pain, 
No  more  I'll  grieve  your  loving  heart,  nor  ever  drink  again. 

Dear  Mary,  speak,  'tis  Dermot  calls.    Why,  so  I  do!  she  cried,         ^ 
I  awoke,  and  true,  my  Mary,  dear,  was  kneeling  at  my  side; 
I  pressetl  her  to  my  throbbing  heart,  while  joyous  tears  did  stream, 
And  ever  since  I've  heaven  blessed  for  sending  me  that  dream. 


KAGQED   PAT. 
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Now  all  you  young  gents  to  my  song  lend  yotir  car, 
'Tis  about  a  poor  Irishman  whose  name  Wjis  Pat  Clere; 
His  clothes  were  all  patches,  and  torn  was  his  hat, 
So  they  called  him  the  name  of  poor  Ragged  Pat 

Chorus. 

Oh!  boy,  Paddy  awliack! 

A  cat  won't  catch  mice  if  put  in  a  sack. 

On  Sunday,  at  church,  his  coat  was  of  black. 
With  a  big  ivor^'  button  sewed  into  its  back, 
And  his  breeches  were  blue,  the  clolli  very  Cfiarse, 
He'd  look  like  a  clown  if  he  sat  on  a  horse. — Ciiouus, 

Now  this  gent.  Ragged  Pat,  although  he  wjis  poor. 

Sickness,  no  matter  wliat  sort,  he  could  cure; 

With  a  measure  of  oats,  another  of  grass. 

He  could  take  away  glanders  fiom  any  jackass. — Cuouus. 

His  e\'es  they  were  black,  and  his  voice  was  so  sweet, 

He  stood  up  for  the  laws  and  on  Friday  eat  meat; 

On  the  Sabbath  at  church  lied  sure  shut  his  eyes. 

With  his  big  mouth  wide  open,  as  if  catching  flies.— Chokus. 

As  you  gave  close  attention  I'll  here  end  my  song, 
Although  full  of  pathos,  yet  not  very  long; 
In  the  churchyard  of  Erin,  far  under  the  sod, 
Lies  poor  Ragged  Pat,  but  trustful  in  God. — Chokus. 
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Full  often  when  our  fathers  saw  the  red  above  the  green. 
They  rose  in  rude  but  fierce  array,  with  sabre,  pike  and  sciene. 
And  over  many  a  noble  town,  and  many  a  field  of  dead, 
They  proudly  set  the  Irish  green  above  "the  English  red. 

But  in  the  end,  throughout  the  land,  the  shameful  sight  was  seen— 
The  English  red  in  triuin)ih  high  above  the  Irish  green: 
But  well  th«y  died  in  breach  and  field,  who,  as  their  spirits  fled. 
Still  saw  the  green  maintain  its  place  above  the  Eiiglith  red. 

And  they  who  saw,  in  after  times,  the  red  above  the  green. 
Were  withered  as  the  grass  that  dies  beneutli  the  forest  screen; 
Yet  often  by  this  healthy  hope  their  sinking  hearts  were  fed. 
That,  in  some  day  to  come,  the  green  should  flutter  o'er  the  red. 

Sure  it  was  for  this  Lord  Edward  died,  and  Wolfe  Tone  sunk  serene- 
Because  they  could  not  bear  to  leave  the  red  al)Ove  the  gre<!n; 
And  'twas  for  this  that  Owen  fought  and  Sart-tield  nobly  bled — 
Because  their  eyes  were  hot  see  the  green  al>ovc  the  red. 

So  when  the  strife  began,  onr  darling  Irish  green 
Was  down  upon  the  earth,  while  high  the  English  red  was  seen; 
Yet  still  we  hold  our  fearless  course  for  something  in  us  said. 
Before  the  strife  is  o'er  j'ou'll  to  see  the  green  above  the  red. 

And  'tis  for  this  we  think  and  toil,  and  knowledge  strive  to  glean. 
That  we  may  pull  the  English  red  below  the  Irish  green; 
And  leave  our  sons  sweet  liberty,  and  smiling  plenty  spread. 
Above  the  land  once  dark  with  blood— the  green  above  the  red. 

The  jealous  English  tjTant  has  banned  the  Irish  green, 
And  forced  us  to  conceal  it  like  a  something  foul  and  mean: 
But  yet,  by  heaven!  he'll  sooner  raise  his  victims  from  the  dead 
Than  force  our  hearts  to  leave  the  green  and  cotton  to  the  n^d. 

We'll  trust  ourselves,  for  God  of  goo<|,  and  blesses  those  who  lean 
On  their  brave  hearts,  and  not  ujjon  an  earthly  king  or  queen; 
And,  freely  as  we  lift  onr  hands  we  vow  our  b'lood  to  shed. 
Once  and  forever  more  to  raise  the  green  above  the  red. 
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From  the  big  town  of  Limerick  lately  I  came, 

I  left  Ireland  solely  bekase  of  my  name; 

For  if  anything  wiut  wrong,  or  a  mischief  'twas  done, 

Shiire  they'd  lave  all  the  blame  on  my  mother's  oh  u  eon. 

So  mv  name  now  is  Paddy  O'Connor, 

'Pou  "an  Irishman's  thrue  word  and  honor; 

Oh,  misfortune  my  curse  light  upon  lier, 

'Twas  she  christened  me  Paddy  MHes. 

If  a  windy  was  broke,  or  a  house  robbed  of  tiles. 

And  you'd  ax  who  done  that,  shnre  they'd  say  Paddy  Milea; 

Who  was  it  set  fire  to  his  reverence's  wis? 

And  cut  the  tail  off  Pat  Flanican's  pig* 

Who  was  it  called  Mishes  Muloney  a  scollop? 

And  gave  Biddy  Magee's  cat  the  jallon? 

Some  blackguards  would  hit  me  a  wallop 

And  say  it  was  you,  Paddy  Miles. 

I  worked  in  the  bogs  and  behaved,  as  I  thou^'lit. 
From  my  master.  Mick  Flyun,  a  characler  brimchl. 
Bill  it  done  me  no  go<Kl.  and  I  thought  that  \v:i»  odd, 
So  I  made  up  my  mind  for  to  leave  the  ould  sod. 
For  the  divil  a  wan  would  employ  niu. 
The  girls  thert  they  would  annoy  me; 
'I'liey  threatened  at  once  to  dextrov  me. 
All  bekase  1  was  called  Paddy  Miles. 

Who  cut  off  one  of  the  tails  of  Pat  Flanlgan's  cont  ? 

And  who  broke  the  left  horn  of  Ned  Shoughnese.v's  goat? 

Who,  through  the  back  door  to  the  chai)el  got,  in. 

And  drank  all  the  wine,  bloo<l  and  ouiidsV  what  a  sin! 

\\  ho  half  murdered  a  poor-houce  inspector? 

And  fired  at  a  police  detector. 

When,  Mies  Fagan,  they  tried  to  eject  her? 

Who  was  it,  but  you,  Paddy  Miles? 

I  trotted  to  Dublin  to  look  for  a  jtlace, 

Tho'  they'd  ne'er  saw  me  there,  faix,  tliey  all  knew  my  facc; 

The  jackeens  kept  calling  ineself  to  annoy, 

••  There  goes  Paudy  Miles,  he's  a  Limerick  boy!" 

Till  I  flourished  my  t-prig  of  shillalah. 

And  sniattered  their  gobs  so  genteelly. 

When  the  blood  it  began  to  tlow  freely. 

Said  I,  "  How  do  you  like  Paddy  Miles*" 

In  short,  liefore  long  to  this  country  I  came. 

And  found  Paddy  Miles  here  was  the  same: 

If  mv  name  wasn't  changed  I  was  likely  to  stance. 

For  bad  luck  to  the  master  could  I  sarve. 

So  Paddy  O'Connor  it  is  iiiade.  sir. 

An"  if  you  wish  to  get  a  smart  blade,  sir. 

Be  me  soul,  then,  yon  need  not  l>e  afraid,  eir. 

For  to  hire  me— Im  not  Paddv  Miles. 


There's  a  Mother  Waits  for  Thee. 
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Words  and  Muxie  l)y  J.  O.  Lewis. 

There's  n  cottage  by  tlie  sea,  where  from  early  mom  till  night 

A  motiier  sit.s  and  watches  for  her  boy ; 
Years  airo  he  sailed  away  at  the  dawning  of  the  diiy. 

An  aged  mother's  only  hope  and  joy. 
He  said  that  he'd  Imj  here  in  tlie  Springtime  of  tlie  j lar. 

When  the  birds  began  to  sinii  their  welcome  lay; 
Though  the  jears  have  sadly  tlown,  .still  tlie  mother  sits  ulouc 

And  watches  for  her  boy  who's  far  away. 

Chouus. 
There's  a  mother  waits  for  thee  by  the  deep  and  liriny  .sea. 

Oh.  come  and  brintr  her  tidings  of  great  joy; 
She  has  waited  thro' long  years,  with  sorrows  and  with  fears, 

For  the  coming  of  her  bonny  sailor  boy. 

At  the  closing  of  the  day  she  was  often  heard  to  say, 

"  Oh,  will  my  laddie  ne'er  come  back  to  me?'' 
A  tear  stood  in  her  eye  and  she  murmured  with  a  sigh. 

As  she  looked  far  out  iip<jn  the  stormy  sea. 
The  years  have  flown  away,  now  her  hair  is  turning  gray, 

Aiid  her  brow  is  wrinkled  with  i  mother's  care; 
Still  she  watched  for  the  ship,  and  thispraj'er  comes  from  her  Up, 

"  Oh,  God,  to  me  my  darling  boy  repair."— Ciiokl's. 

She  was  lying  ill  one  day,  and  tlie  neighbors  heard  her  say, 

"  A  sail  appears  far  out  on  the  sea;" 
Oh,  her  face  it  looked  so  bright  as  she  said  with  calm  delight, 

■'  I  knew  that  he  was  coming  back  to  me." 
Then  she  sank  back  with  a  sigh,  and  her  eyes  turned  to  the  sky, 

Oh,  her  poor  .soul  it  had  gone  out  with  the  day; 
They  have  laid  her  'neath  the  S<h1,  where  her  boy  had  often  trod 

In  the  days  before  he  wandered  far  away. — Chorus. 


'  TEDDY   REG-AN'S  SWARIE. 
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You  have  heanl  of  Teddy  Regan,    ,     • 

How  he  won  his  Winnie  fair,  ' 

And  her  fortune,  fifty  guineas, 

Set  them  up  in  business  rare.  V 

For  they  crossed  the  briny  ocean  • 

To  deal  out  the  whiskey  swate,      '■'        ! 
At  the  famed  Hotel  d'Irish, 

Down  in  lovely  Baxter  strate. 

Chorus. 

Fal  de  ral  de  ral  de  rady, 

Fal  de  ral  de  ral  de  ra, 
Fal  de  ral  de  rol  de  rady, 

Fal  de  ral  de  ral  de  ra. 

Things  kept  working  brave  and  hearty — 

Proving  money  makes  the  man- 
Till  the'Dimycrathic  party 

Put  up  Ted  for  alderman, 
Misther  liegan  felt  the  honor 

With  a  relish  of  delight. 
And  resolved  to  give  a  swarie 

When  it  was  election  night.— Ciiouus. 

With  the  strongest  kind  of  welcomes 

Rue  de  Baxter  did  abound, 
For  throughout  that  lovely  section 

Dimycrats  are  aisy  found. 
^      There  was  Levi,  the  old  clo' man. 

Smelling  like  the  days  of  yore:     ,■ 
And  McTurk,  a  fine  dead  rabbit. 

True  and  honest  to  the  core.— Chorus.  ; 

Dan  McCraisy,  licensed  vender. 

In  the  clam  and  porgey  line; 
Count  Muffini,  whose  hand  organ 

Always  ground  the  music  fine. 
While,  like  Hector,  that  boiild  Trojan, 

When  he  fought  at  Bunker  Hill," 
Mackerelville  was  represented 

By  the  buffer,  Wail-Eyed  Bill.— Cnoiius. 

Then  came  in  stout  Dennis  Murphy,  .  •• 

A  very  dacent  soap-fat  man; 
While  Myneer  Van  Pat  McFadden 

Drove  up  in  his  garbage  van. 
Teddy  gave  them  lots  of  welcome. 

Ami  the  pipes  began  to  play  - 

Tunes  to  set  a  mile-stone  dancing     • 

Lillerburo  and  Patrick's  Day.— Cuoiius, 

Soon  the  whiskey  done  its  duty — 

Wall-Eyed  Bill  began  the  job. 
And  with  his  blackthorn  shillalah. 

Split  old  Levi  on  the  nob. 
Dan  McCraisy  belted  Murphy, 

Laid  him  stiller  than  a  log,  * 

'Cause  he  couldn't  else  convince  him 

There  was  feathers  on  a  frog. — Chorus. 

Soon  they  knocked  the  bar  to  splinters. 

Kicked  the  punnels  from  the  door. 
For  it  was  a  splendid  swarie 

While  the  whiskey  flowed  galore. 
Teddy,  when  the  row  was  thickest. 

With  the  poker  got  a  clout,    ... 
By  the  howly  mille  murther,  '. 

Banged  his  siven  sinses  out.— Chorus. 

Ted  was  dead  as  Julius  Cu'sar 

When  the  row  was  ended  (juite,  . 

And  a  dacent  wake  they  gave  him  , 

On  his  own  election  night. 
And  poor  Winnie  left  a  widdy,  v.' 

Says  she's  doing  very  well — 
And  though  Ted  was  hunkey  dorey. 

He  couldn't  keep  a  hotel. — Chorus.  .  •  • 
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-Sentimental  arithmetic:  Two  glances  make  one  look;  two 
looks  make  one  sij^h;  four  sighs  make  one  waltz;  three  waltzes 
make  one  palpitation;  two  palpitations  make  one  call;  two  calls 
make  one  attention;  two  attentions  make  one  fool;  (sometimes  two); 
two  fools  make  one  flirtation;  one  flirtation  plus  two  bouquets 
equal  to  one  engagement,  equal  to  one  marriage. 
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THAT  ROGUE,   REILLY. 
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^         '■    There's  a  boy  that  follows  me  every  day, 

Although  he  declares  that  I  use  him  vilely, 
But  all  I  can  do  he  won't  go  away, 
This  obstinate,  ranting  Iteilly.        -   . 
■'    V     In  every  street 'tis  him  I  meet,  - 

In  vain  the  byway  path  I  try,    '  ?     :; 
.      ';.     The  very  shadow  of  my  feet 
,     ."       1  might  as  well  attempt  to  fly, 

As  that  boy  that  follows  me  every  da}'. 

Although  he  declares  that  I  use  him  vilely, 
Yet  all  I  can  say  he  won't  go  away,  -    ' 

That  raking,  ranting  Ileilly. 

-;  My  mother  she  sent  mc  ten  miles  away,  ■_ 

In  hopes  that  the  fellow  would  never  find  me. 
But  the  very  next  day  we  were  making  hay. 

The  villain  stood  close  behind  me. 
.  For  this,  Bays  I,  you  shall  dearly  pay. 

How  dare  you  such  a  freedom  take?  ' 

Says  he,  I  heard  you  were  making  hay. 

And  I  thought,  my  dear,  you'd  want  a  rake,         , 
xi.nd  therefore  I  followed  you  here  to-day, 

With  your  diamond  eye,  and  your  point,  •    .      ,: 

Like  a  needle  concealed  in  a  bundle  of  hay»  '  > 

But  I  found  you  out,  said  Reilly. 

I  told  him  at  last,  in  a  rage,  to  pack. 

And  then  for  a  while  he  fought  more  shyly; 
But,  like  a  bad  shilling,  he  soon  came  back, 

That  counterfeit  rogue,  that  Reilly.      ^         . 
To  hunt  me  up  he  takes  disguise. 

One  day  a  beggar  wench  api>ears,  ^ 

*Twas  that  rogue  himself,  but  I  knew  his  eyes, 

And  didn't  I  box  the  rascal's  ears? 
¥et  still  he  keeps  following  every  day. 

Plotting  and  planning  so  'cute  and  slyly,    . 
And  there  isn't  a  fox  more  tricks  can  play 

Than  raking,  ranting  Reilly.  ,   -; 

A  nunnery,  now,  my  old  maiden  aunt. 

Declares  for  young  women  the  best  protection, 
';    But  shelter  80  very  secure,  I  can't 

Consider  without  objection. 
A  plague  on  the  fellows,  both  great  and  small, 

They  bother  us  so  till  they  find  a  wife. 
Yet  if  we  should  never  be  bothered  at  all, 

I  think 'twould  be  rather  a  stupid  life; 
8o  the  rogue  still  follows  me  every  day,  '     * 

And  I  continue  to  use  him  vilely. 
But  the  neighbors  all  say,  till  I'm  turned  to  clay 

I'll  never  get  rid  of  Reilly.  .        "' 


KILL  OR  CURE. 
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I'm  a  roving  Irish  boy,  I  was  bom  in  Ballaraghan, 

And  christened  with  much  jov,  after  mv  father,  Patrick  Fagaii;      - 

I  had  a  sweetheart,  Kitty,  and  I  courted  her  so  gayly,  •  ..  ■> 

Oivil  a  thought  I  had  of  trouble,  as  I  twisted  my  ehiUalah. 

_'■'..   Chorus. ■■;.■;./  '^  ;■'■^^';^    ■'■:■,:'.■■■'■■■.;■•-•••"';  ■, 

Miisha,  Kitty  O'Shanghnessy,  she's  the  girl  for  me. 
Whack  fal  de  daddy,  muBha,  O'Shaughnessy. 

Och,  'twas  herself  I  courted,  a  girl  so  neat  and  cosy. 

She  said  she  loved  me  in  return— her  cheeks  were  red  and  rosy; 

Of  sovereigns  I  had  twenty,  says  she,  I've  seventeen. 

We'll  join  ourselves  and  them  together,  and  live  like  king  and  queen. — Cho. 

So  we  both  set  sail  for  Liverpool,  and  packed  our  kits  together. 

And  married  got  so  neat  and  cool,  in  spite  of  wind  or  weather; 

With  our  money  we  opened  a  shop,  in  business  not  amiss, 

Wc  sold  oysters,  haddocks,  mack'rel,  mussels,  praties  and  fried  fish.— Cho. 

In  business  we  did  well,  till  one  day  she  was  taken  ill,  sirs. 

And  the  doctor  always  ruined  me  by  sending  in  his  bill,  sirs; 

So  I  made  a  bargain  with  him,  "  kill  or  cure,"  for  twenty  pounds  so  frisky. 

He  was  a  decent  sort,  so  I  thought  I'd  stand  a  noggin  of  Irish  whiskey.— CHO 

But  she  grew  worse  and  worse,  which  made  me  qnake  with  fear,  sir, 
The  doctor  he  attended  her  for  more  than  half  a  year,  sir;  .    •■    ; 

Till  one  fine  morn  she  died,  and  myself  it  did  bewilder. 
And  the  doctor  he  wanted  his  twenty  pounds. 

Spokkn— Says  I,  you  never  ctued  her!    No,  says  he.  Then,  says  I  (singing), 
you  dare  not  say  you  killed  her!— Chorus. 

So.  gentlemen,  enjoy  youTBclves,  the  whiskey  drink  like  thnnder,  " " 

You  cannot  help  bnt  own  yourselves,  there's  mirth  in  an  Irish  blunder;  ■- . 
But  when  for  your  wives  a  doctor  you  want,  mind  and  ycr  be  sure,  -•  - 
Make  the  bargain,  as  I  did  mysetf,  wid  the  doctor,  "  kill  or  cure."— Chorus. 
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We  tell  3'ou  we're  awfully  shy,  ,• 

Don't  you  believe  it,  don't  you  believe  it; 
We  say  tliat  we're  glad  now  to  bid  you  good-bye. 

But  don't  you  believe  it,  dear  boys. 
You  really  cnn't  tell  half  the  thoughts  we  possess. 
Some  thoughts  that  not  one  in  a  day  would  confess; 
We  say  that  we  don't  care  a  snap  for  dress. 
But  don't  you  believe  it,  dear  boys. 

Chorus. 
For  we  frown  and  we  say:  "  Leave -off,  get  away. 

You  should  not  create  such  a  noise;" 
How  forward  you  are,  I  shall  tell  my  mamma," 

Oh,  don't  you  believe  it,  dear  boys. 
For  we  frown  and  we  say:  "  Leave  off,  get  away. 

You  should  not  make  such  a  noise; 
How  forward  you  are,  I  shall  call  my  mamma,"     :      > 
Oh,  don't  you  believe  it,  dear  boys. 

You  think  when  5'ou're  wed  you'll  find  ease, 

But  don't  you  believe  it,  don't  you  believe  it; 
Stay  out  late  at  night  and  come  home  when  you  please, 

Now  don't  you  believe  it,  dear  boys. 
You  think  that  a  woman  has  no  will  of  her  own. 
And  after  she's  married  won't  alter  her  tone,  .'' 

And  you'll  both  live  together  like  Darby  and  Joan, 
Now  don't  you  believe  it,  dear  boys. — Chorus. 
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From  the  county  of  Monaghan  lately  I  came, 
I'm  a  tinker  by  trade,  Larry  Dooly's  my  name;    .  ' ': 

My  cousin,  Tim  Murphy,  I  met  yesterdaj',   .  .  .    i 

Says  he,  "  Mr.  Dooly'll  come  to  the  play?" 
Derry  down,  down,  down,  Derry  down 

"  Is  it  the  play  that  you  mean,  are  you  sure  that  you're  right? 
They're  treating  the  town  to  Pizzaro  to-night;" 
But  the  treat,  as  he  called  it,  and  the  one  that  I  mean. 
Bad  luck  to  his  treat,  it  cost  me  all  my  tin.  .    ,; 

Derry  down,  down,  down,  Derry  down.   ,  - .-' 

Well,  the  green  curtain  drew  up,  and  a  lady  I  spied, 
When  a  man  came  to  kiss  her  she  scornfully  cried,  .  •■  ■ 

"  Get  out,  you  big  blackguard,  I'll  bother  your  jig," 
When  in  comes  Pizzaro  with  a  grunt  like  a  pig.. 
Derr}'  down,  down,  down,  Dfiiry  down. 

In  the  days  of  ould  Goury,  a  long  time  ago. 
The  Spaniard's  claimed  war  'gainst  Peru,  you  know; 
They  demanded  its  cash,  its  jewels  and  keys. 
When  a  boy,  they  called  Rowler,  says,  "  No,  if  you  please." 
Derry  down,  down,  down,  Derry  down. 

Then  Rowler  came  in,  like  a  day-star  appeared. 
He  made  a  long  speech  and  the  sojers  all  cheered; 
Says  he,  "  beat  well  the  Spaniards,  and  do  the  neat  thing, 
And  then,  boys,  stand  up  for  your  country  and  king." 
Derry  down,  down,  down,  Derry  down. 

Then  Mr.  Murphy  Alonzo  somehow  went  to  jail. 
He  got  out  by  a  back  door  without  giving  bail; 
While  Rowler  was  jumping  o'er  bridges  and  greens 
He  was  shot  by  some  blackguard  behind  the  big  screens. 
Derry  down,  down,  down,  Derry  down. 

Then  Rowler  came  forward,  and  with  him  a  child, 
Looking  all  for  the  world  like  a  man  that  was  wild; 
"  Here's  your  gossoon,  dear  Cora,  it's  my  own  blood  that's  spilt 
In  defence  of  your  child,  blood  an'  ounds,  I'm  kilt." 
Derry  down,  down,  down,  Derry  down. 

Then  Alonzo  and  Pizzaro  had  a  terrible  fight,       ' 
Pizzaro  got  killed,  that  seemed  perfectly  right; 
For  the  audience  came  down  with  showers  of  applause. 
They  were  all  enlisted  in  the  Peruvian's  cause. 
Derry  down,  down,  down,  Derry  down. 

Then  Alonzo  came  forward  and  handsomely  bowed. 
Saying,  "Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  meaning  the  crowd, 
"  By  your  kind  permission,  to-morrow,  then. 
We  will  murder  Pizzaro  over  again." 
Derry  down,  down,  down,  Derry  down. 
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THE   BOLD   IRISH   SOLDIER. 
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A  raw  recruit,  och,  shure  is  me, 

I  enlisted  in  Philadelpby; 
Field  Marshall  I  soon  came  to  be, 

Tip  top  of  the  Union  army. 
Oh,  what  pleasure,  and,  oh,  what  joys 

Twill  be  to  gain  promotion, 
I've  a  taste  for  fighting  anyhow,  boys. 
An'  a  better  one  for  the  lotion. 
Spoken— Arrah,  an'  ain't  I,  sure,  fond  of  the  lotion.    Look  at 
the  bloom  on  the  top  of  me  nose.     Ain't  it  beautiful?    But  the 
worst  of  it  is,  it  is  always  runnin',  an'  the  divil  a  bit  can  I  stop  it, 
and  that's  not  military,  is  it,  lads?    It  wants  a  rum  puncheon 
(punching).     I  should  think  that  would  do  it.     But  enough.     I'M 
lave  me  nose  alone  an'  go  on  wld  me  tale.    Well,  afther  I  took  the 
bounty,  I  enlisted,  and  got  drunk  to  the  tune  of 

Chorus. 

Wid  spirits  gay  I'll  march  away, 

All  danger  to  be  scorning; 
I  could  fight  all  night  till  the  break  of  day. 

An'  come  home  quite  fresh  in  the  morning. 

Now  I  an'  another,  an'  a  good  man  more, 

Had  to  strip  an'  show  our  flgger. 
An'  be  well  examined  by  Dr.  O'Moore 

Afore  we  could  pull  a  trigger. 
The  docther  patted  us  on  the  backs. 

Says  he,  none  can  be  prouder, 
Yez  can  give  and  take  some  thunderin'  whacks, 
And'  yer  rattliu'  stuff  for  powder. 
Spoken — Well,  and  afther  we  were  all  squinted  at,  the  sargent 
comes  up,  and  says:  "  Fall  in.  Quick  march,  an'  don't  fall  out." 
an'  thin  we  all  marched  in  a  straight  line  down  crooked  lanes  till 
we  came  to  the  Pig  in  the  Pound,  kept  by  a  mighty  civil  landlord, 
who  lost  his  appetite  directly  afther  we  entered,  an'  I  belave  hns 
not  regained  it  since.  However,  he  put  us  six  in  a  bed,  an'  all  of 
us  dramed  about  ould  Ireland,  the  first  Jim  of  the  say,  bless  the 
veins  %f  her  heart.  An'  someliow  or  another  we  all  dramed  we 
were  fightin'  the  enemy,  for  in  the  middle  of  the  night  we  all  rolled 
on  to  the  floor,  an'  I  got  a  murtherous  kick  on  the  iaw  from  Mick 
Casey's  iron-tipped  boot,  who  let  daylight  into  Kelly's  skull,  who 
holler  d  blue  murtber.  which  woke  the  divil  of  a  sargent  up,  who 
soon  got  knocked  down,  but  up  came  the  picket,  aud  we  were 
marched  off  to  be  drilled  to  the  tune  of 

See  these  ribbons  gayly  flying, 

I  mane  fightin'  for  the  flaj;, 

I  mane  fightin'  for  the  flajr. 
*  For  that  I  don't  mind  dyin'. 

Since  to  ould  Ireland  good  its  l»ccn, 

I'll  serve  it  with  right  good  will, 

And  help  to  cure  or  kill 

Any  cruel  despot's  band. 

Should  they  e'er  attempt  to  laiiil; 

For  we're  made  of  fightin'  stuff. 

And  they'll  get  handled  ratlier  rough. 

Then  three  cheers  for  our  Union  fiag. 

Three  cheers  for  our  Union  flag. 
Spoken— Well,  I  shan't  say  anything  more  about  myself  or  any 
other  man  to-night,  lads,  but  drop  in  to-morrow  if  your  poor  feet 
will  let  you,  an'  hear  me  sing  to  the  tune  of — Chorus. 
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Draw  near  all  bold  defenders  of  every  race  and  clime. 
Give  ear  to  theee  few  voices  I  hereby  put  in  rhyme. 
Concerning  a  brave  warrior  w  ho  foncht  on  many  fields, 
A  liou-hearted  hero,  whoue  name  is  General  Shieldn. 

At  even-tide,  the  flmt  of  June,  in  eighteen  and  seventy-nine, 
In  Ottumwas  lovely  city,  fate's  flat  cried,  resigti! 
The  flKht  is  o'er,  the  field  is  won,  the  chieftain  in  at  rest. 
And  pseans  of  joy  re-echo  in  mansions  of  the  blest. 

He  emigrated  to  America  when  sixteen  years  old. 

And  for  his  adopted  country  fought  vigorously  and  bold; 

He  proved  to  be  a  true  citizen  as  history  relates, 

And  he  fought  many  a  hard  battle  for  the  United  States. 

He  f ought  on  bench  and  forum,  and  in  field  likewise, 
And  his  love  for  truth  and  honor  he  never  did  disguise; 
'Gainit  the  enemies  of  freedom  he  struck  a  manly  blow. 
And  he  raised  our  starry  banner  on  the  heights  of  Mexico. 


He  challenged  Abraham  Lincoln  In  1842, 

And  showed  the  Western  Uoosier  what  an  Irishman  conld  do; 

He  caused  poor  Abe  to  tremble,  so  the  duel  was  soon  o'er, 

And  brave  Shields  and  honest  Lincoln  were  friends  forever  more. 

A  Hercniea  in  intellect,  Bonaparte  in  skill, 
A  Hector  on  the  war-path,  a  Hannibal  in  will; 
With  Alexander's  valor,  and  f^partan  pluck  and  toll, 
He  vanquished  Stonewall  Jackson  on  old  Virginia  soil. 

Descended  from  the  noble  stock  of  Ireland's  glorious  kings, 
His  Irish  genius  soared  aloft  on  fame's  immortal  wings; 
He  loathed  the  cruel  Sassanach  and  scorned  old  Albion's  laws. 
And  stood  in  proud  defiance  of  the  British  lion's  claws. 

He  ranks  with  Dan  O'Connell,  with  Grattan,  Burke  and  Flood. 
And  Wellington  aud  Brian  Boru,  and  all  such  noble  blood; 
So  let  every  son  of  Erin  breathe  forth  an  honest  prayer, 
That  with  the  saints  of  Ireland  James  Shields  may  have  a  share. 


THE   HURDY-G-URDY   MAN. 
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I  am  not  so  very  happy,  nor  I  am  not  so  very  sad. 

So  put  me  down  as  middling,  tho'  it  really  is  too  bad. 

For  any  girl  to  serve  a  chap  the  way  that  I've  been  served — 

I'll  never  be  served  so  again,  for  rfl  never  take  their  word. 

A  girl  I  courted  for  six  months,  her  Chrietian  name  was  Fanny, 

When  I  asked  her  if  she  would  marry  mc.  she  said  she  would  be  glad; 
But  at  present  her  Intention  was  to  stay  at  home  with  mamma. 

And  she  couldn't  think  of  parting  from  her  dear,  old,  darling  dad. 

(Chorus. 
She  said  it  would  break  her  heart  for  to  go  and  leave  her  mammy, 

She  said  it  would  break  her  heart  to  leave  her  j)oor  old  dad; 
But  now  she's  gone  from  home,  has  this  false,  deceitful  Fanny, 

And  she  travels  about  the  country  with  a  hurdy-gurdy  man. 

Now  Fanny  was  not  handsome,  but  I  thonght  she  was  sincere, 

And  then  she  had  such  winning  ways,  which  made  me  her  revere; 

Till  a  hurdy-gurdy  grinder,  he  chanced  to  pacs  that  way, 

And  for  Fanny's  recreation  for  hours  he  would  play. 

He'd  grind  a  bit  and  dance  a  bit,  and  then  he'd  sing  a  ditty ,~ 

I  often  gave  a  steaver  to  this  nasty,  low-bred  man; 
Who  said  ne  was  an  orphan,  which  caused  me  him  to  pity. 

Bat  I  never  thought  he'd  cheek  enough  to  run  away  with  Fan.^*CBORC8. 

Her  father  and  her  mother  they  were  very  fond  of  me. 

And  often  they  invited  me  my  Fanny  for  to  see; 

I  found  her  father  'bacca,  and  I  found  her  mottier  rum. 

And  on  Fanny  I  invested  a  pretty  tidy  sum. 

Now  Fanny  was  a  girl  I  always  thought  so  well  of, 

When  I  think  how  she  served  me,  it  my  peace  of  mind  destroys; 
Of  Mother  Cummins'  kids  I  often  heard  her  tell  of. 

But  I  never  thought  she'd  run  away  with  the  biggest  of  her  bojs.— C'HORtJS. 

When  her  father  told  me  that  Fan  had  cut  her  stick. 

I  felt  as  if  I  had  received  a  blow  from  half  a  brick; 

Now  Fanny  was  a  girl  I  thought  a  little  more  pride  had 

Thau  to  travel  about  the  country  with  a  hurdy-gurdy  lad. 

I  hear  she  has  a  tambourine,  and  her  voice  is  loud  aud  ringing — 

Often  in  my  wanderings,  I  fancy  I  shall  meet 
This  hurdy-gurdy  grinder  and  Fan  a  doing  the  singing. 

Giving  a  morning  concert  to  some  children  in  the  street.— Chorus. 


THE   LADY   OF  KNOCK 
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Attend,  you  faithful  Christians,  give  ear  to  what  I  say, 
It's  of  a  glorious  miracle  occurred  the  other  day; 
Where  our  blessed  Virgin  did  herself  to  sinners  show, 
In  the  holy  church  of  Knock,  in  the  connty  of  Mayo. 

A  faithful  few,  to  Mary.  true,  returning  home  at  night. 

Upon  the  chapel  wall  did  view  a  most  transparent  Mght; 

They  8too<l  amazed  and  on  it  gazed,  and  trembling  struck  with  fear, 

When  to  their  astonished  eyes  three  statues  did  appear. 

On  the  right  was  blessed  St.  Joseph,  upon  his  face  a  smile. 
His  holy  nancU  uplifted  as  he  meant  to  bless  thi«  ixle; 
Our  blessed  Lady  s  hands  were  raised  in  an  attitude  of  prayer. 
Aud  in  the  right  hand  of  St.  John,  God's  holy  word  was  there. 

The  faithful  few  that  saw  the  sight,  they  say,  both  one  and  all. 
The  holy  apparition  was  some  distance  from  the  wall; 
And  on  the  left  side  of  St.  John  api>eared  to  view  quite  plain, 
An  altar,  cross,  and  the  instruments  by  which  the  Lamb  was  slain. 

There  are  hundreds  come  from  far  and  near  our  Lady's  aid  to  seek. 
And  by  her  aid  the  deaf  and  dumb  arc  made  to  hear  and  speak; 
And  many  who  were  bom  blind  now  see  the  way  to  go, 
From  the  holy  chorcb  of  Knock  in  the  county  of  Mayo. 

At  the  wedding  feast  of  Galilee,  oi  r  blessed  Lady  said. 
Oh,  Son  Divine,  there  is  no  wine,  but  water  there  is  instead; 
No  sooner  had  she  said  the  words  when  her  aid.  Divine, 
The  water  that  was  at  the  feast  was  turned  into  wine. 

Oh,  blessed  St.  Joseph  and  St.  John,  we  call  upon  your  aid. 
And  Holy  Mother  of  our  God,  for  sinners  intercede; 
For  the  wonders  that  our  Saviour  did  while  preaching  to  his  flock, 
Are  done  again,  through  Mary's  aid.  In  the  holy  church  of  Knock. 
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My  Name  is  Charles  Livingston  Brown 

Copyright,  1883,  by  R  W.  Hitchcock. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  D.  CrandaU.        ,■'«•;.';'..:', 

My  Dame  is  Charles  Livingston  Brown,     , . 

And  I  am  the  talk  of  the  town;  :        .  :  .. 

A  daisy,  born  lazy,  some  say  1  am  crazy, 

My  whiskers  have  gained  quite  renown. 

When  walking  along  on  the  street. 

The  people  whom  I  chance  to  meet. 

They  turn  in  surprise,  and  roll  up  their  eyes,  :  ^ 

Crymg,  "  There  goes  a  genuine  dude." 


'-  ■■  Chorus. 
Dude!  dude!  dude!  I  think  it  is  awfully  rude,    ■'■'■■ 
';■■':-    When  I'm  passing  by  to  have  people  cry; 
"  Oh!  there  goes  a  genuine  dude." 
.  Dude!  dude!  dude!  his  pants  to  his  legs  are  glued. 
Not  dollars  and  cents,  pounds,  shillings  and  pence, 
Is  the  money  now  used  by  the  dude. 

When  I  step  into  a  cafe, 

The  young  fellows  come  forward  and  say: 

"Why,  how  are  you,  Brown,  when  came  you  to  town? 

And,  what  will  you  take  to-day?" 

I  will  take  an  'alf  and  'alf,  they  raise  up  a  horrible  laugh; 

Say,  "  take  something  straight, 

For  that  drink  we  hate, 

Why,  that  is  the  drink  of  a  dude." — Chorus. 

At  Macy's  they  wanted  a  clerk. 

And  as  I  was  then  out  of  work, 

I  tho't  I  would  see  if  they  would  take  me. 

And  I  put  on  a  beautiful  smirk.  „.:    > 

When  the  manager  looking  me  through,  •     i;    - 

Said,  "  an  English  dude  won't  do. 

And  a  German  dude  would  be  no  good,   , 

But  a  Yankee  dude'U  do." 

■^'  '.":'-        .•■■■Chorus. 

Work!  work!  work!  for  I  am  a  dry-goods  clerk, 
I  smoke  cigarettes,  and  make  foolish  bets, 
And  Sunday  I  spend  in  the  park. 
Cash!  cash!  cash!  the  prettiest  girls  I  mash, 
With  a  smile  so  sweet  the  darlings  I  greet, 
■   But  I  never  do  anything  wrong.  ; 


G'RILEY,  THE   FISHERMAN. 
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As  I  roved  out  one  evening  fair,  down  by  the  river  side, 

I  heard  a  lovely  maid  complain,  the  tears  fell  from  her  eyes: 

"  This  is  a  cold  and  stormy  night,"  those  words  she  then  did  say, 

"My  love  is  on  the  raging  sea,  bound  for  America." 

My  love  he  was  a  fisherman,  his  age  was  scarce  eighteen, 
He  was  as  nice  a  young  man  as  ever  yet  was  seen; 
My  father  he  had  riches  great,  and  Riley  he  was  poor, 
Because  I  loved  this  fisherman,  they  could  not  him  endure. 

John  O'Riley  was  my  true  love's  name,  reared  near  the  town  of  Bray, 
My  mother  took  mc  by  the  hand,  and  these  words  to  me  did  say: 
"  If  you  be  fond  of  Riley,  let  him  quit  this  country,  ,  . 

Your  father  says  he'll  take  his  life,  so  shun  his  company." 

"  Oh,  mother,  dear,  don't  be  severe,  where  will  yon  send  my  lover 
My  very  heart  lies  in  his  breast,  as  constant  as  a  dove." 
"  e>h,  daughter,  dear,  I'm  not  severe,  here  is  one  thousand  pound, 
Se  send  Rtley  to  America,  to  purchase  there  some  ground." 

When  Ellen  got  the  money,  to  Riley  she  did  run. 

Saying,  "  Tins  very  night,  to  take  your  life,  my  father  charged  a  gun; 

Here  is  one  thousand  pound  in  gold,  my  mother  sent  to  you, 

So  sail  away  to  America,  and  I  will  follow  yoa." 

When  Riley  got  the  money,  next  day  he  sailed  away, 
And  when  he  put  his  foot  on  board,  those  words  she  then  did  say: 
"  Here  is  a  token  of  true  love,  and  we'll  break  it  now  in  two, 
You'll  have  my  heart  and  half  my  ring  until  I  find  out  you." 

It  was  three  months  after,  as  he  was  waiting  by  the  shore. 

When  Riley  he  came  back  again  to  take  his  love  away. 

The  ship  was  wrecked,  all  hands  were  lost,  her  father  grieved  full  sore. 

And  found  Kiley  in  her  arms,  and  they  drowned  upon  the  shore. 

He  found  a  letter  on  her  breast,  and  it  was  wrote  with  blood, 
Saying,  "Cruel  was  my  father,  that  thought  to  shoot  my  love." 
So  let  this  now  be  a  warning  to  all  fair  maids  so  gay, 
To  never  let  the  lads  they  love  go  to  America. 


THE  LAND   OF  POTATOES,  OH. 
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Oh,  had  I  in  the  clear  five-hondred  a  year,  ~ 

'Tis  myself  would  not  fear,  though  not  aided  one  farthing  of  it; 
Faith,  if  such  was  my  lot,  little  Ireland's  the  spot 

Where  I'd  build  a  snug  cot,  with  a  bit  of  garden  to  it. 
As  for  Italy's  dales,  their  Alps  and  high  vales. 

And  their  fine  squalling  gales,  their  signoras  so  heat  as,  oh; 
I'd  never  unto  thee  come,  nor  abroud  ever  roam, 

But  enjoying  my  eweet  home  in  the  land  of  potatoes,  oh. 

Chobus. 

Hospitality,  all  reality,  no  formality,  there  you'll  ever  see. 
But  be  so  free  and  easy,  that  we  would  <rmaze  you; 
You'll  think  us  all  crazy,  for  dull  we  can  never  be. 

If  our  friend,  honest  Jackj  would  but  take  a  small  haclE, 

So  get  on  his  back,  and  in  joy  ride  over  full  to  us; 
He,  throughout  the  whole  year,  should  have  the  best  cheer, 

But.  faith,  no  one's  so  dear  as  our  brother,  John  Bull,  to  us. 
And  we'd  teach  him  when  there,  lK)th  to  blunder  and  swear, 

And  our  brogue  with  him  share,  which  both  genteel  and  neat  is,  oh; 
By  St.  Patrick,  I  think,  when  we'd  teach  him  to  drink. 

That  he'd  ne'er  wish  to  shrink  from  the  land  of  potatoes,  oh.— Chobhs. 

Though  I'd  frankly  agree  that  I'd  more  happy  be,  . 

If  some  heavenly  she.  in  this  country,  would  favor  me; 
For  no  spot  on  the  earth  can  more  merits  bring  forth,        -v  ■ 

If  beauty  and  wealth  can  embellish,  such  is  the  she. 
Good  breeding,  good  nature,  you  see  in  each  feature. 

So  nought  you've  to  teach  her,  so  nice  and  complate  she's,  oh; 
Then  if  fate  would  but  send  unto  me  such  a  friend. 

What  a  life  could  I  spend  in  the  land  of  poutoes,  oh.— Chobub. 


BOWLD   SOJER  BOY. 
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Oh,  there's  not  a  trade  that's  going  worth  showing  or  knowing. 

Like  that  from  glory  growing  for  a  bowld  sojer  boy; 
Where  right  or  left  we  go,  sure  you  know,  friend  or  foe. 

Will  have  the  hand  or  toe  from  the  bowld  sojer  boy. 
There's  not  a  town  we  march  thro'  but  ladies  looking  arch  thro' 

The  window  panes  will  search  thro'  the  ranks  to  find  their  joy; 
While  up  the  street,  each  girl  you  meet,  with  look  so  sly,  will  cry,  "  My  eye, 

Oh,  isn't  he  a  darling?  the  bowld  sojer  boy!" 

But  when  we  get  the  route,  how  they  pout  and  they  shout, 

While  to  the  right  about  goes  the  bowld  sojer  boy; 
'Tis  then  ladies  fair,  in  despair,  tear  their  hair. 

But  the  divil  a  one  I  care,  says  the  bowld  sojer  boy. 
For  the  world  is  all  before  us,  where  the  landladies  adore  us. 

But  ne'er  refuse  to  score  us,  but  chalk  us  up  with  joy; 
We  taste  her  tap,  we  tear  her  cap,  oh,  that's  the  chap  for  me,  says  she. 

Oh,  isn't  he  a  darling?  the  bowld  sojer  boy! 

Then  come  along  with  me,  graniachree,  and  you'll  see  '  ,    •• 

How  happy  you  will  be  with  your  bowld  sojer  boy; 
Faith,  if  you're  up  to  fun,  with  me  run,  'twill  be  done 

In  the  snapping  of  a  gun,  ^ays  the  bowld  sojer  boy. 
And  'tis  then  that  without  scandal,  myself  would  proudly  handle 

The  little  farthing  caudle  of  our  mutual  love  ana  joy; 
May  his  light  shine  as  bright  as  mine,  till  in  the  line  he'll  blaze,  and  raise 

The  glory  of  his  corps,  like  a  bowld  sojer  boy. 


DOWN   ON  THE   FARM. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  WUlis  Woodward  A  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  James  T.  Williams. 


When  a  boy  I  used  to  dwell  in  a  home  I  loved  so  well. 

Far  away  amongst  the  clover  and  the  bees; 
Where  the  morning-glory  vines  'round  the  cabin  porch  did  twine, 

And  the  robin  rea-breast  sang  among  the  trees. 
There  were  brothers,  young  and  gay,  a  father,  old  and  gray, 

A  mother  dear,  to  shield  us  from  all  harm; 
There  I  passed  life's  golden  hours,  running  wild  among  the  flowerB, 

In  my  boyhood's  happy  hours  down  on  the  farm. 

Refrain. 

Many  weary  years  have  passed  since  I  saw  the  old  place  last. 

And  niem'ry  dear,  steals  o'er  me  like  a  charm; 
Kv'ry  old  familiar  place,  ev'ry  kind  and  loving  face, 

In  my  boyhood's  happy  home  down  on  the  farm. 

And,  to-day,  as  I  draw  near  that  old  home  I  love  so  dear, 

A  stranger  comes  to  meet  me  at  the  door; 
'Round  the  place  there's  many  a  change,  and  the  faces  all  seem  stntnge, 

Not  a  loved  one  comes  to  greet  me  as  of  yore. 
For  my  mother  dear,  is  laid  neath  the  elm  tree's  quiet  shade. 

Where  the  goldaii  Summer  sun  shines  bright  and  warm; 
And  near  the  old  fire-place,  there  I  see  a  stranger's  face 

In  my  father's  old  arm-chair  down  on  the  farm.— Rkfrain. 

CHOK0S. 

\.  '  Sweet  vision  of  childhood,  sweet  vision  of  childhood, 
.'  i7  •  Dearer  than  all  to  me. 
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Thanksgiving  at  the  Old  Home. 
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Wonls  and  Miixic  by  J.  \V.  Wheeler. 


'Tis  thauksgivin'T  nt  tlie  old  home, 

'Tis  tlie  tune  when  loved  ones  meet; 
Father,  mother,  sister,  brother, 

Each  one  with  ii  smile  so  sweet. 
Whether  in  tlie  crowded  city. 

Or  upon  the  dear  old  farm. 
Every  heart  with  fond  afTection, 

Beats  with  sympathetic  charm. 

Ciiouus. 
When  we  gather  round  the  table. 

Sweetest  mem'ries  then  will  come; 
If  a  motlier  ever  blessed  you, 

Twas  thanksgiving  day  at  home. 

'Tis  thanksgiving  at  the  old  home. 

We've  been  spared  another  voar; 
By  His  grace,  our  Heavenly  Feather, 

To  the  ones  we  love  so  dear. 
There  are  homes  where  chairs  are  vacant, 

Graves  where  Summer  flowers  grow; 
Filled  by  loved  ones  who  were  greeted 

Only  one  short  year  ago. — C'liouua. 

Should  some  little  hungry  beggar. 

Knock  with  hand  .so  cold  and  grim. 
Place  her  by  the  dear  old  hearthstone, 

Fill  her  basket  to  the  brim. 
Do  not  think  because  you're  merry, 

Every  heart  is  blithe  and  gay; 
There  are  homes  where  no  sweet  morsel 

Enters  on  thanksgiving  day. — C110RU8. 

When  it  comes  the  hoiir  of  parting, 
And  fond  kisses  forth  we  pour; 

When  we  bid  good-bye  the  old  fi>lk3 

'    At  the  dear  old  cottage  door. 

Then  it  is  sad  thoughts  overtake  us, 
And  dear  mother  drops  a  tear. 

With  a  blessing  for  her  lovetl  ones. 
Till  they  meet  another  year. — Cnoiirs. 


A  HIG-H  OLD  TIME. 

"■ .      Copyright,  1881t,  by  T.  B.  Harmx  &  Co 
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Word.i  and  Miisic  by  Harry  C.  Tallx-rt. 
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Oh,  my,  don't  you  hear  me  humming? 

Weil  have  a  jolly  time, 
.loin  in  the  ranks,  everybody's  coming, 

We'll  have  a  jolly  time; 
Gwine  to  be  a  dancing  match,  give  a  goose  away, 

Well  have  a  jolly  time, 
Clear  away  de  table,  gwine  to  cut  her  loose, 

We'll  have  a  jolly  time,  we  w  ill. 

CllOKtS. 

We'll  have  a  jolly  time,  won't  them  wenches  shine? 
Come  l)efore  you're  late,  pull  out  your  pencil  and  slate, 
And  make  a  note  of  the  high  old  time. 

No  u.se  talking,  we'll  drive  away  tlie  blues, 

We'll  have  a  jolly  time. 
Come  up  a  walking  in  your  low  cut  shoes, 

We'll  have  a  joll}-  time; 
Si>tor  .lane  and  Mary  Ellen, 

We'll  have  a  jolly  time, 
Gwine  to  cut  a  big  watermelon, 

Well  have  a  jolly  time,  we  will. — Ciionua. 

We'll  liave  dancing,  we'll  have  .singing. 

We'll  have  a  jolly  time. 
Every  coon  in  de  house  keep  winging,    • 

We'll  have  a  jolly  time; 
•T list  you  keep  your  liright  eyes  glancing. 

We'll  have  a  jolly  time. 
Ail  the  coons  and  wenches  dancing, 

We'll  have  a  jolly  lime,  we  will.— CnoiiUB. 


SHE'LL  BE   MINE,  BYE-AND-BYE. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  Geo.  M.  Klenck  A  Oa 
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Words  and  Music  by  Walter  Phoenix. 


Some  people  you  know  have  peculiar  ways. 

Did  you  ever  take  note  on  the  street?  ' 

They  look  and  they  stpiint  at  you  as  you  pass  by, 

From  your  head  to  the  soles  of  your  feet. 
If  you're  out  after  dark,  you'll  hear  them  remark, 

bid  you  catch  on,  Jimmy  or  Ted?  .^     . 

Jee  whiz,  what  a  stunner,  get  on  to  that  bummer, 
But  here's  some  remarks  I  heard  said: 

Chorus, 
By  jovc.  Jack,  did  you  catch  on  to  that? 

Ain't  she  a  la-la?  she's  a  daisy! 
Did  you  see  her  look  at  me? 

J  U.St  my  sizB,  she'll  set  any  man  crazy. 
I'll  bet  you  ten  to  one  it's  easy  catching  on, 

I  know  it  for  she  has  a  roguish  eye; 
See  her  looking  back,  by  jove.  Jack, 
She'll  be  mine,  bye-and-bye. 

Now  the  girls  are  the  same,  though  tliey  act  very  shy. 

You  would  think  they  were  angels  sublime; 
If  you  look  at  some  cross-eyed  they  turn  iij)  their  nose, 

At  the  same  time  remark  there  goes  mine. 
The  naughty  young  girls  all  love  to  be  teased, 

Tliough  they  tell  us  we're  going  too  far; 
Still  tliey  ain't  got  the  spunk  to  say  bring  your  tnink, 

And  board  with  me  and  my  ma. — Chorus. 

Did  you  ever  take  notice  to  young  people  court? 

How  bashful  tliey  act  for  a  while; 
With  their  yes,  dear,  and  no  there,  and  ta-ta  gootl-night. 

And  .>jciew  up  their  face  when  they  smile. 
It's  (liiTerent,  you  know,  when  you  court  an  old  maid, 

You  kiss  her  she'll  ask  you  for  more; 
She's  one  of  the  perls,  she  knows  how  it  works. 

She'll  tell  you,  I've  been  there  before. — Chords. 
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Waiting  to  Hear  the  Verdict. 

■  » > »  I 

Copyright,  IWW,  by  Harding  Brothers. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addr<>ss,  podt-paid,  on  receipt  of 
cei:t.s;  or  this  un<l  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 
Kow,  New  York  City.    PoKtogc  Stanipa  taken  game  an  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

In  my  journey  thro' life  sad  cases  I've  met,  - 

But  there's  one  which  I  think  I  shall  never  forget;     . 
'Twas  a  ca.se  I  had  charge  of,  a  lad  who  was  tried 
For  forging  a  check,  but  the  crime  he  denied. 
Tho'  tlie  only  support  of  his  mother  was  he. 
He'll  forgotten  the  lessons  he'd  learned  at  her  knee; 
Yet  the  mother  was  there,  and  she  tried  with  her  smib 
To  cheer  up  lier  boy  in  the  time  of  his  trial. 

CnoRUB. 

She  wa.s  waiting  to  hear  the  verdict, 

Clasping  her  liands  in  prayer; 
Waiting  to  hear  the  verdict 

On  the  lad  who  was  standing  there. 
Not  a  word  could  be  heard. 

No  sound  save  the  tick  of  the  clock, 
While  waiting  to  hear  the  verdict 

On  her  boy  in  the  prisoner's  dock. 

Well  the  court-house  was  crowde<l,  the  judge  took  the  chair, 

As  he  bowed  to  the  b.ar  and  the  jurymen  there; 

And  a  thrill  of  conipa.s.sion  went  right  through  the  court 

When  tlie  i>risoner  clung  to  the  railing  for  support. 

Then  he  sliifted  his  gaze,  till  it  rested  on  one 

AVho  could  ne'er  take  her  eyes  from  the  face  of  her  son; 

'Twas  I  lie  poor  widowed  mother,  his  only  true  friend. 

Determined  to  cling  to  her  son  to  the  end.— Chorus. 

It  is  saiil  we're  hard-hearted,  and  .sometimes  we  are, 

From  reading  of  pri-soners  who're  tried  at  the  bar; 

Yet  my  heart  gave  a  leap  of  relief,  you're  assured. 

At  the  jurymen's  verdict:  "  Not  giulty,  my  Lord!" 

Their  decision,  I've  heard,  was  opposed  to  the  law, 

But  who  cares  for  that?  it  was  justice,  I'm  sure; 

For  it  filled  a  true  heart  with  the  wildest  of  joy. 

And  saved  a  fond  mother  who  fought  for  her  boy. — Chorus. 
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;         THE    BOLIVAR    BLUES.   V1 

.:       ;       ;  V         ■    Oopyrlgrht,  ISTO,  by  E.  a  HanUn*.        ',      :      -  :    . 

The  Words  and  Htuic  of  t)iii  Sonir  wUl  be  tent  to  any  addreM,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

eenta;  or  this  &iul  any  two  other  Sontrs  f or  One  l>oU&r,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130   rark 
Row,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casb  for  all  our  tcoods. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Donly. 


Oh,  here  we  come,  with  bang  and  drum,  de  pets,  de  Bolivar  Bluefl,     '• 
Gay  warriors  from  South  Avenue  V,  de  brunette  corps,  de  boss  are  we; 
Besides  de  gun  aud  rifled  sword,  its  razzore  wc  can  use; 
De  pop  of  cannon's  music  to  de  trusty  Bolivar  Blues. 
Dreiss  right!  mark  timel  Johnson,  keep  your  hoofs  a  movln', 
(iuidrigiit!  wheel  her  round!  niyl  but  ain't  dis  movement  soothiu*, 
'Bout  arms  1  halt  I  face!  keep  dc  captain  always  shoutin', 
Heels  outi  toes  inl  as  we  tramp  along. 

Chorus.  -     . 

Oh,  here  we  come,  with  bang  of  drum,  de  pets,  de  Bolivar  Blues, 
Gay  wariors  from  South  Avenue  V,  de  brunette  corps,  de  boss  are  we; 
Besides  de  gun  and  rifled  sword,  its  razzors  we  can  use, 
De  pop  of  cannon's  music  to  de  trusty  Bolivar  Blues. 

Jest  watch  de  pace,  observe  de  grace,  of  ev'ry  Bolivar  Blue, 

De  Skides  and  Gingers  can't  compare,  dev  bust  deir  ranks  in  black  despair; 

Jest  see  de  gait  of  C'ai)tain  Slate,  a  sight  dat's  bad  to  lose. 

And  hear  him  shout,  fall  in  and  out,  my  trusty  Bolivar  Blues. 

Heads  np!  Eyes  outl  wonder  what  dem  gals  are  sayln,' 

Tramp!  tramp!  trampi  tramp!  dat's  de  tune  de  bands  are  playin'; 

Forward  march!  aldough  we're  shinin' and  jKirsplrin.' 

Preeeut!  ehoulder  feet!  in  the  trusty  Blues.— Chorcb. 


OH,  DOUBTING-  gEART,  HOPE  ON. 

•  :    1'  .  ■  ■  '       ?•";"    Copyright,  188t,  by  Cha&  D.  Blake  A  (Xk 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wiil  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rectdpt  ot  M  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  UO  nirk 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  St&mjM  taken  same  a»  cash  for  all  our  coods. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Pepper. 

How  many  years  with  hopes  and  fears  have  I  this  moment  sought, 
For  close  at  hand  I  see  the  land  with  many  changes  wrought; 
And  ae  we  near  the  shore  my  fear  is  strangly  mix'd  with  pain, 
For  something  greets  my  ear,  and  speaks,  we  shall  not  meet  Again. 
Oh,  doubting  heart,  hope  on,  hope  on,  for  she  was  ever  true, 
I  prav  that  you  arc  waiting,  waiting  for  your  lover  to  come  to  you; 
On,  doubting  heart,  hope  on,  hope  on,  for  she  was  ever  true, 
I  pray  that  you  are  waiting,  waiting  for  your  lover  to  come  to  you. 

But  truth  It  was  no  fancy,  for  as  T  sprang  on  shore, 
That  blessed  face  was  absent,  a  stranger  missive  bore; 
Bidding  me  follow  quickly  and  join  her  on  the  golden  shore. 
Where  doubts  and  fears  and  partings  would  cease  forever  more. 
Oh,  doubting  heart,  hope  on,  hope  on,  for  she  was  ever  true, 
I  pray  that  you  are  wailing,  waiting  for  your  lover  to  come  to  you; 
Oh,  doubting  heart,  hope  on,  hope  on,  for  she  was  ever  true, 
I  pray  that  you  are  waiting,  waiting  for  your  lover  to  come  to  you. 


A    CURL    FROM    BABY'S    HEAD. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  J.  C.  Groene  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  (0 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontfs  .'or  One  Dollar,  by  ir  J.  Wehman,  130  hark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Edwin  Uarley. 


I've  a  darling  waiting  for  me,     • 
Pretty  blue  eyes  so  full  of  glee; 
Tiny  red  lips  are  lisping  papa, 
While  from  him  I'm  away  so  far, 
While  from  him  I'm  away  so  far; 
When  Itist  I  left  him  in  his  mother's  arms, 
Sleeping  sweetly,  fearing  no  harm; 
Quickly  I  stole  from  his  forehead,  so  fair,] 
This  little  lock  of  golden  hair.  • 

Cnouus. 
A  curl  from  my  baby's  head, 
Yes,  a  curl  from  the  baby's  head; 
It  will  never  grow  old, 
This  treasure  of  gold. 
Next  my  heart  I'll  wear  it  till  dead. 
A  curl  from  my  bab3''.s  head, 
A  curl  from  my  baby's  head,     ' 
It  will  never  grow  old, 
This  treasure  of  gold, 
This  curl  from  my  baby's  head. 

Oft  when  despondent,  homesick  and  weary, 

Far,  far  from  home  and  family  so  dear, 

Then  do  I  kiss  it  and  fondle  it  tenderly. 

Which  seems  to  say  to  me: 

"  Be  of  good  cheer." 

While  I,  thro'  toil  and  care, 

Cling  to  this  lock  of  hair, 

And  every  day,  tho'  far  away, 

I  pray  for  my  baby  fair, — CnoRUB. 


HOME,    SWEET    HOME. 

nie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
I         cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  VV  ehman,  130  t^rk 
Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stam{i8  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

'Mid  pleasures  and  palaces,  though  we  may  roam,  -    .    ' 

Be  it  ever  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  home; 
A  charm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hollow  us  there. 
Which  seek  thro'  the  world,  is  ne'er  met  with  elsewhere. 

Chorvs. 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
There's  no  place  like  home,  • 

There's  no  place  like  home. 

I  gaze  on  the  moon  as  I  trace  the  drear  wild. 

And  feel  that  my  parent  now  thinks  of  her  child;  . 

She  looks  on  that  moon  from  our  own  cottage  door. 

Through  woodbines  whose  fragrance  shall  cheer  me  no  more.— Chorus. 

An  exile  from  home,  splendor  dazzles  in  vain. 
Oh,  give  me  my  lowly  thatched  cottage  again;    ' 


The  birds  singing  gayly,  that  came  armycall. 
Give  me  them,  with 


.  the  peace  of  mind,  dearer  than  all.— Chorus. 


THE  DARKEST  HOURS  ARE  JUST 
BEFORE  THE  DAWN.      ; 

..    -•  Copyright,  1888,  by  C.  T.  Duvall,       ■.":  .... 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrem,  postjnald,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  utlwr  Songs  for  One  I>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  Gtj,    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cudi  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  C.  T.  DuvaU. 


Life  sometimes  to  all  of  us  brings  trouble,  ; 

Skies  cannot  remain  for  ever  lair; 
Happiness  will  often  prove  a  bubble 

Glowing  bright,  then  bursting  in  the  air. 
When  misfortune  gloom  is  hanging  o'er  you. 

Ne'er  a  ray  of  hope  to  light  you  on; 
Keep  the  golden  proverb  then  before  you: 

"  The  darkest  hours  are  just  before  the  dawn." 

Chorus. 

Give  away  to  melancholy  never,  ' 

Soon  the  dismal  shadows  will  be  gone; 

Let  this  cheering  thought  support  you  ever: 
"  The  darkest  hours  are  just  before  tlie  dawn." 

Cares  may  make  our  pathway  dark  and  dreary, 

Poverty  may  come  with  chilling  blight; 
And  the  day's  long  hours,  once  so  cheery, 

All  be  filled  with  shadows  of  the  night. 
Still  amid  the  depths  of  your  affliction,  '       \. 

When  dispair  is  near,  a  spectre  wan, 
Heed  the  proverb's  comforting  prediction: 

"  The  darkest  hours  are  just  before  the  dawn." — Chor. 

Cheerful  heart  will  make  the  burdens  Itgliter, 

Murmuring  at  fate  brings  no  relief; 
Hope  should,  like  a  beacon,  glow  the  brighter. 

As  the  darker  grows  the  gloom  of  grief. 
Strive  to  be  contented  with  your  station,  A ;  ■ 

Better  days  will  come  to  you  anon; 
Ne'er  forget  the  proverb's  declaration:  '       • 

•'  The  darkest  hours  are  just  before  the  dawn." — Chor. 
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PICK  UP  YOUR  DUDS  AND   GO. 


Copyright,  1886,  by  J.  C.  Qroene  A  Co. 


The  Words  and  Mnslc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-raid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  D<jllar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnuin,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Thos.  L.  Mack. 

In  this  world  of  care  and  trouble  there's  heaps' of  strife  and  sin. 
For  as  soon  as  you  are  born,  from  that  day  on  all  yonr  trouble  dbes  begin ; 
So  prepare  youreelf  for  the  judgement  day,  save  your  pennies,  boys. 
Buy  yourself  a  carpet  sack,  pick  up  your  duds  and  go. 

Chorus. 
Then  hurry  on  to  glory,  now,  children,  don't  be  slow,  V 
When  the  roll  is  call'd  on  the  judgement  day. 
Pick  up  your  duds  and  go.         .••'.,.-;■  ■./'■'■] 

And  when  yon  get  up  to  heaven,  mind,  now,  don't  you  get  too  gay. 

Or  particular  'bout  yonr  food,  don't  put  on  style,  case  de  Lord  don't  like  no  dadea; 

'Twas  just  tliere  unhappy  old  Satan  liv'd  many  years  ago. 

He  did  sin,  and  the  Lord  made  him  pick  np  hie  dnds  and  go.— Chorus. 
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LITTLE   ANNJE   RODNEY.     ^ 

Wurtls  by  Michael  Kolan.    Music  by  Qcorge  Le  Brun. 

Tl\e  Words  niul  Mu<<io  of  tliis  Sontr  wUI  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  i.thcT  Songs  fur  Ont'  OoUar,  by  II.  J.  \N  chMian,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 

A  wliuiing  way,  a  pleasant  smile,  dressed  so  neat,  but  quite  in  style. 

Merry  ciiafl  your  time  to  wile,  lias  little  Annie  Rooney; 
Every  eveMin<;,  rain  or  shine,  I  malve  a  call  'twixt  eight  and  nine, 

On  her  who  shortly  will  be  mine,  little  Annie  Kooney. 

Chorvs. 
She's  my  sweetheart,  I'm  her  beau, 
She's  my  Annie,  I'm  her  Joe; 
Soon  we'll  marry  ne'er  to  pjirt. 
Little  Auuie  Roouey  is  my  sweetheart. 

The  parlor's  small,  but  neat  and  clean,  and  set  with  taste,  »o  seldom  seen 
And  you  can  bet,  the  household  queen,  is  little  Annie  Rooney; 

The  tire  burns  cheerfully  and  bright,  as  a  family  circle  round  each  night 
We  form,  and  every  one's  delight  is  little  Annie  Rooney.— C'uokls. 

We've  been  engaged  close  on  a  year,  the  happy  time  is  drawing  near, 

I'll  wed  the  one  I  love  so  dear,  little  Annie  Rooney; 
My  friends  declare  I'm  in  a  jest,  until  the  time  conies  will  not  ri'st. 

But  one  who  knows  its  value  best,  is  little  Annie  Rooney.— C'lioncs. 


PRETTY  ONE,   SLEEP. 

Copyright,  1888.  by  WUllg  Woodward  ft  Ca 


By-and-By  You'll  Forget  Me. 


Copyright,  1880,  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjf  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  iMist-uaid.  on  ii-ceipt  of  tO 

cents;  IT  tliis  and  any  two  ntlur  .Sonars  for  Om-  Iiollar,  by  H-  J-  Wtlini.iM,  IJO  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    l'o»tat;e  Stamps  tiiken  same  as  lush  for  all  uur  goods. 

Words  by  Arthur  French.    Music  by  Win.  A.  Huntley. 

By-and-b}-  you  will  forget  nie, 

When  my  face  is  far  from  thee; 
Anil  the  day  when  tirst  you  met  inc 
.    Only  lives  in  memory; 
For  'mid  other  scenes  and  pleasures, 

Nearer  joys  my  heart  shall  sway. 
And  my  love,  like  childish  mea.sure.s, 

Will  be  tossed  and  thrown  tiway. 

Chorus. 

Sweet  the  hour  when  first  I  met  you, 

Sad  the  hour  my  lips  shall  sjiy, 
By-aud-hy  you  will  forget  me, 

By-and-by  when  far  away. 

By-and-by  j'ou  •will  forget  me, 
;  When  our  dream  of  love  is  o'er; 

And  the  voice  that  used  to  jHJt  me 
At  my  side  is  heard  no  more. 
-  Lonely  then  I'll  sit  and  ponder,   • 
And  my  quivered  lips  shall  say: 
By-and-by  you  will  forget  nie, 
By-and-by  when  far  away. — Chorus. 


THE   SAME   OLD    WALK. 

Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Wright. 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rc<-eipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonKs  for  One  bollar,  by  H.  J.  \\  ebman,  laO  I'ark 

Kow,  New  Y'ork  City,     foatage  SUunps  taken  saiue  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I'm  called  a  curious  fellow,  eccentric  in  my  dress, 
But  I  know  where'er  I  go  I'm  thought  of  none  the  lees; 
The  people  laugh  at  my  walk,  but  why  I  fail  to  see. 
When  I  go  out  the  little  boys  shout,  us  they  run  along  after  me: 
Spoken— That's  him,  Tommy,  don't  you  see? 

CHOKca. 

He's  still  got  the  same  old  walk,  he's  still  got  the  same  old  style. 
He's  still  got  the  same  old  face,  he's  still  got  the  sunie  old  smile; 
He's  still  got  the  same  old  coat,  oh,  doesn't  he  look  a  tlaty 
And  just  look  there,  I  do  declare,  he's  wearing  the  same  old  hat. 

I  know  this  style  of  clothes  was  worn  many  years  ago, 
I  can't  find  any  easier  stjie,  let  me  try  all  1  know; 
They  p«ss  remarks  at  my  coat,  and  ut  me  often  smile, 
1  doni  care  a  pin,  1  laugh  and  grin,  and  still  keep  the  same  old  style. 
Si-oKEN-I  don't  care  what  they  say,  they  may  shout  as  loud  as  they  like.-C'uo. 

My  style  of  dress  I  am  sure  to  me  is  no  disgrace. 

My  -wcetheart  often  says  it  matches  with  my  face: 

When  1  lake  her  off  to  church,  the  bells  shall  meirilv  ring. 

And  as  we're  toddling  through  the  streets,  the  boys  and  girls  will  sing: 

Spokkn— Hallo,  Ilarry,  are  you  going  to  marry?    How  is  Carrie?  don't  you 
tarry,  I  see— 

Cnonus. 
You've  still  got  tbe  iame  old  walk,  you've  still  got  the  same  old  style. 
You've  still  got  the  same  old  face,  you've  still  got  the  same  old  smile; 
You'v(!  still  got  the  same  old  coat,  oh,  don't  you  look  a  tlut? 
You  make  me  stare,  I  do  declare,  you're  wearing  the  same  old  hat. 


The  Words  and  Mufdc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrma  po«^paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  one  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  13u  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  SU  uipg  taken  same  as  caaii  for  all  our  guud*. 

Words  by  Edwin  Bethel.    Music  by  Victor  Hawley. 

Of  all  the  songs  I  love  to  hear, 

Is  one  my  mother  sang  to  me 
When  I  was  but  a  little  child. 

As  she  rocked  me  on  her  knee; 
Its  music  was  so  sweet  and  low,  . 

It  soothed  me  into  kindly  sleep;     . 
Its  melody  is  dear  to  me, 

In  my  heart  these  loving  words  I'll  keep: 

Chorus. 
IIush-o-b5'e  baby,  no  longer  cry, 
Nought  shall  e'er  harm  tuee,  mother  ia  uigh; 
Soft  be  thy  slumber,  vigils  I'll  keep. 
Go  to  sleep,  darling,  pretty  one,  sleep. 

YODLE. 

A  lio  e  ho,  a  lio  e  bo,  a  lio  e  ho,  a  Ho  e  ho, 
A  lio  e  ho,  a  lio  e  bo,  a  lio  e  ho,  e  lio.       'ir- 

Refrain. 
Go  to  sleep,  go  to  sleep. 

.  No  kindly  hand  now  smoothes  my  brow,  : , 

Her  loving  voice  no  more  I  hear; 
Her  smiles  no  longer  on  me  beam, 

Alone  I  shed  my  bitter  tears. 
Tho' she  has  gone  so  far  from  me. 

Her  spirit  ever  hovers  near; 
But  when  I,  too,  shall  pass  awaj', 

Be  this  the  last  song  I  shall  hear: — Cho.,  Yod.  &  Ref. 


Paddle  for  the  G-olden  Shore. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  T.  B.  Harms  *  Co. 


Itie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrexs,  post-paid,  on  re<«ipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  rark 

Kuw,  New  York  tity.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  caah  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  C.  Clare.    Music  by  F.  C.  Andrews. 

Oh,  de  gospel  stream  am  deep  an'  wide, 

Come  along  and  cross  wid  me; 
For  it  am  far  to  the  odder  side, 

Whar  you  know  you'll  like  to  be. 
Don't  stop  to  fool  nor  stop  to  rest. 

Soon  the  chance  you'll  git  no  more; 
I  tell  you  chillen  it  am  best 

To  paddle  for  de  golden  shore. 

Chorus. 
Paddle  for  de  golden  shore,  children. 

Paddle  for  de  golden  shore, 
Oh,  ptill  away  strong,  but  don't  steer  wrong 

While  you  paddle  for  de  golden  shore. 

Take  care  for  snags,  don't  run  aground. 

Always  keep  a  good  l(X)k-out, 
For  if  you  don't,  you'll  surely  drown'd, 

NeblKjr  mind  liow  much  you  shout. 
Just  put  your  shoulder  to  de  wheel, 

Trabble  on  while  odders  snore; 
If  you  git  left,  my!  won't  you  squeal. 

So  paddle  for  de  golden  shore. — Chorus. 

Look  out  den,  bmdders,  don't  get  caught,    . 

Tell  you  dar's  no  time  to  stay; 
A  brimstone  bed  am  mighty  hot. 

Listen  now  to  what  I  say  : 
Oh,  too  much  heat  am  not  so  nice, 

Mebbe  you  know  dat  lK,'fore, 
Down  in  dat  place  dey  don't  keep  ice. 

So  paddle  for  de  golden  shore. — Choru& 


— Several  Irishmen  were  disputing  one  day  about  the  invinci- 
bility of  their  resj)cctive  powers,  when  one  of  them  remarked : 
"Faith,  I'm  a  brick."  "And  I'm  a  bricklayer,"  said  jmother, 
giving  the  first  sj^eaker  a  blow  that  brought  him  to  the  ground. 
— Sunday  Mercury,        .::■....•/      :.''•■.-    'v; 
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NELLIE,  THE  SAILOR'S  PRIDE.         Say,  Won't  Yon  Come  Out  and  Play? 


Copyright,  1888,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    ■. 


The  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Sons:  will  be  sent  to  any  addrete,  poot-naid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wchman,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Poetage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  F.  G.  Richmond. 


The  siin  was  high  in  the  bright  blue  skj-^ 

When  we  cleared  the  liarbor  bar. 
And  the  glistening  tears  stood  in  Nellie's  eyes 

For  that  day  we  sailed  afar. 
"Oh,  Andy,  dear,"  she  cried  lo  me, 
"  Ye  know  that  I'll  be  true  to  thee, 
Tho'  ye  leave  me  now  in  woe,  ,    ./ 

'Cross  the  stormy  sea  to  go."  :  .     ^ 

Chorus. 

O'er  the  bright  blue  sea,  I'll  be  true  to  thee, 

Tho'  years  us  two  may  part; 
Of  thy  face  I'll  dream  when  the  bright  stars  gleam. 

And  think  of  thy  loving  heart. 
When  the  storms  rage  high  and  the  petrels  fly, 

Thy  face  shall  be  my  guide; 
Over  the  sea  I'll  come  back  to  thee. 

Oh,  Nellie,  the  sailor's  pride. 

In  Sydney  bay  the  good  ship  lay,        :    i         •■ 

And  right  ashore  went  we; 
With  our  three  months'  pay  then  we  took  our  way, 

Into  town  right  merrily. 
Such  pretty  girls  you  neer  did  see  :■ 

As  in  the  port  o' gay  Sj'dney; 
But  a  sweet  voice,  low  and  clear. 

Seemed  to  whisper  in  my  ear:— CnoRCS. 


There  is  a  Tavern  in  the  Town. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Wm.  F.  Hills. 

flie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  he  st-nt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  75 

cents;  or  this  «uid  any  two  other  Sonffs  for  $1 .50,  by  H.   J.  Wehinaii,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


.;       ;'.    .  :  -       Copyright,  1888,  by  J.  U.  Richards  A  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  po«t-|MUd,  on  receipt  of  M  i 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  IVrk  I 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goodx. 

Words  by  Johnnie  Prindle.    Music  by  Alfred  N.  Labrie. 


There  is  a  tavern  in  the  town,  jn  the  town. 

And  there  my  dear  love  site  him  down,  sita  him  down; 

And  drinks  his  wine  'mid  laughter  free,  ., 

And  never,  never  thinks  of  me. 

Chorus. 

Fare  thee  well,  for  I  must  leave  thee,  do  not  let  the  parting  grieve  thee; 

And  remember  that  the  beet  of  friends  must  part,  must  part. 

Adieu,  adieu,  kind  friends,  adieu,  adieu,  adieu, 

I  can  no  longer  stay  with  you,  with  you;  •    ,     '"  ■ 

I'll  hang  my  harp  on  a  weeping  willow  tree,  '.  i  ' 

And  may  the  world  go  well  witn  thee.  '        ,  •.■ 

He  left  me  for  a  damsel  dark,  damsel  dark, .  V- 

•    Each  Friday  night  they  used  to  spark,  used  to  spark;  ' . 

.    And  now  my  love,  once  true  to  me, 
:"    ■    Takes  that  dark  damsel  on  his  knee. — Chorus.       .  ;   .. 

■    Oh!  dig  my  grave  both  wide  and  deep,  wide  and  deep. 
Put  tombstones  at  my  head  and  feet,  head  and  feet; 
And  on  my  breast  carve  a  turtle  dove,       - 
To  signify  I  died  of  love.— Chorus.  -   :. 


THE  MONARCH  OF  THE  WOODS. 


Written  and  Composed  by  J.  W.  Cherry. 


The  Words  and  Mudc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  Oty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Behold  the  monarch  of  the  woods,  the  mighty  old  oak  tree, 

lie  braves  the  ragging  of  the  storm,  on  land  or  rolling  sea; 

He  waves  his  branches,  deck'd  with  green,  in  Summer's  golden  plow. 

And  in  heavy  clothes  his  leaf-less  form,  through  Winter's  frogt  and  snow; 

King  time,  the  conqueror  of  all,  he  boldly  does  defy, 

For  green  and  hearty  will  he  stand  when  ages  have  gone  by. 

Chorus. 

-..■         Green  and  hearty,  green  and  hearty,  hearty  will  he  stand. 
When  ages  have  gone  by,  when  ages  have  gone  by. 

How  oft  the  monarch  of  the  woods,  upon  a  Summer's  day. 

Has  seen  the  merry  children  sport,  and  "neath  his  shadow  play;  '      : 

From  youth  to  manhood  they  spring  up,  and  old  age  comes  at  last. 

Then  green  grass  waves  upon  their  graves,  and  all  life  dreams  ore  past; 

Tct  stronger  grows  the  mighty  tree,  In  hale  and  hearty  prime. 

And  stands  the  monarch  of  the  woods,  defying  age  and  time. 

•■>'•"■    -':--".-\r''';v"-i'.-'---'  '■•■        Chorus.      \  '  -^:' ..'•"'■''.'■'■:._::::■  i-,  ■ 
Stands  tlie  monsrcb  of  the  woods,  the  monarch  of  the  woods,   v 
Defying  age  and  time,  defying  age  and  time.  •  '  v  j. 


I  guess  j'ou  don't  know  who  I  am,' 

Or  what  my  name  may  l)e; 
1  hope  you  won't  go  tell  my  ma. 

For  that  would  settle  it  with  me. 
She  told  me  to  take  care  of  the  baby. 

And  not  to  go  away; 
But  I  ain't  taking  care  of  him 

Because  I'd  have  no  time  to  play. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  sa}',  won't  you  come  out  and  play? 
.   Oh,  come  ahead  out  and  play; 
Thro'  the  mud  we  will  run. 
Oh,  won't  it  1x5  fun? 
;  Won't  you  come  out  and  play? 

Say,  won't  you  come  out  and  play? 
•  Oh,  come  ahead  out  and  play, 
'     We  won't  go  to  school. 
,    Aud  our  mammas  we'll  fool. 
If  you'll  ouly  come  out  and  play. 

My  biggest  sister  don't  like  me, 

She  says  I  plague  her  SO; 
'Cause  I  put  tacks  on  the  chair, 

That  she  puts  there  for  her  beau. 
Then  I  go  hide  behind  the  stove. 

And  wait  till  he  comes  around; 
For  it  is  such  fun  to  see  him  jump 

As  soon  as  he  sits  down. — Cnouos. 

Well,  I  must  be  going 

Before  it  gets  too  late;  '    •' 

And  if  you  want  to  come  with  me, 

You  can  swing  on  our  old  gate. 
We'll  go  and  tickle  baby's  nose. 

Oh,  my,  won't  it  be  fun. 
To  tie  tin  cans  to  Towser's  tail, 

Oh,  just  to  see  him  run? — CHonus. 
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V  George  Marion's  Famous  Song! 

CHUMP!    OR,  THEY  DID  ME  UP. 

';•'.;-  Copyright,  1889,  by  Benj.  W.  Hitchcock.     :    ;'','^.' 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  j 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Ii.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 

Row,  New  Y^ork  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

'■  .  Words  and  Music  by  M.  H.  Roscnfeld. 


How  often  folks  are  nicely  done  and  right  before  thtir  eyes. 
At  least  that's  been  the  case  with  me,  tne  truth  I  don't  aisgnise; 
A  friend  of  mine  in  confidence  said:  "  If  yon  want  some  tin, 
Go  in  for  backing  horses  and  there's  not  a  doubt  you'll  win." 

Chorus. 
They  did  me  up,  just  like  a  simple  gilly, 
I  thought  I  was  doing  immense,  you  sec. 
Little  dreaming  at  all  they  were  doing  me. 
Oh,  what  a  roast!  now  I'll  bet  a  dollar 

y"  They'll  not  get  a  chance  in  a  hundred  years 

-  ■  To  do  me  up  again. 

Acquainted  at  a  party  I  became  with  Miss  McGee, 
I  fancied  Nancy  very  much,  and  thought  that  she  liked  me; 
A  friend  of  mine  said:  "  Take  her  out,  she  lots  of  each  has  got. 
And  if  yoa  make  love  U>  her,  dont  forget  to  make  it  hot. 

Chorus.  •         • 

She  did  me  up,  just  like  a  simple  gilly, 
I  thought  I  was  doing  immense,  you  see. 
Never  dreaming  at  all  she  was  doing  me. 
Oh,  what  a  roast!  now  I'll  bet  a  dollar 
She'll  not  get  a  chance  in  a  hundred  years 
To  do  me  up  again. 

While  going  home  I  took  a  cab,  a  week  ago  to-night. 

It  wasn't  long  before  I  found  the  driver  he  was  tight; 

We  went  smash  up  against  a  post,  and  o'er  went  the  lot. 

The  gang:  said  "  You  get  up  and  drive,  the  driver  he  cannot." 

Chorus. 
They  did  me  up,  juBt  like  a  simple  gilly, 
The  copper,  ah!  me  he  did  quickly  grab 
For  not  naving  a  license  to  drive  a  cab,  "    T      * 

■-  Oh,  what  a  roast!  now  I'll  bet  a  dollar        •   •  •»•-;; 

■  They'll  not  have  the  chance  in  a  hundred  years 

To  do  me  up  again. 
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WHEN  JOHNNY   G-ETS  HIS  GUN. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Charles  Warren. 

The  Words  and  Muaic  of  this  Song  will  be  aent  to  any  addrem,  port-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

centai  or  thia  and  any  two  uclier  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  aanieas  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Warren. 


I  hope  the  day  will  soon  be  here 

Wiien  Johnny  gets  his  gtm; 
For  things  will  then  be  very  queer 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun; 
Although  you  may  not  understand 
Why  it's  played  by  every  German  band, 
Strange  things  will  happen  in  this  laud 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun. 

The  base  ball  fiend  will  have  a  rest 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun; 
The  penant  will  again  come  AV'est 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun; 
Chicago's  club  will  gain  great  fame. 
And  Anson's  colts  won't  be  to  blame. 
If  they  brace  up  and  win  a  game 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun, 

Detectives  will  not  play  old  Sleuth 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun; 
But  seek  for  facts  and  learn  the  truth 

When  Johnuv  gets  his  gun; 
The  citizens  will  live  in  peace. 
The  city's  crime  will  then  decrease, 
Politicians  won't  appoint  police 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun. 

The  North  side  cables  will  run  right 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun; 
In  the  tunnel  they  won't  stick  at  night 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun. 
In  bar-rooms  men  won't  drink  and  smoke 
Till  three  A.  M. — tell  chestnut  jokes. 
Then  tell  their  wives  "  the  cable  broke," 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun. 

You'll  never  hear  a  girl  use  slang 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun; 
She'll  never  wear  a  fluffy  bang 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun; 
She  will  not  giggle,  hem  or  haw, 
With  gum  she  will  not  fill  her  jaw, 
She'll  leave  her  powder  rag  with  ma 

When  Johnny  gets  his  gun. 


MY    LOVE    IS    A   MOUNTAINEER 


Copyright,  1889,  »)y  W.  H.  Ewald  *  Bro. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  ( >ne  iKillar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  \M  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  oash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Henry  Gates.    Music  by  M.  EldoC 


On  the  base  of  the  old  Alpine  mountains. 

Mid  flowers  that  bloom  rich  and  rare. 
There  dwells  a  dear  little  maiden. 

With  cheeks  like  the  blush  roses  there. 
Light  hearted  and  free,  joyous  is  she. 

As  the  birtls  that  do  warble  al)Ove, 
In  voice  sweet  and  strong  she  carols  her  song. 

Which  the  wind  carries  on  to  her  love. 

CnoRt'8. 
My  love  climbs  the  steep,  craggy  mountains, 

WJiose  peaks  seem  to  reach  the  blue  sky; 
Below  he  can  hear  the  birds  warble. 

Above  him  the  bold  eagles  fly. 
Onward  he  goes  gayly  singing, 

He  knows  not  the  feeling,  call'd  fear; 
Happy  am  I  when  my  sweetheart  is  nigh. 

For  my  love  is  a  bold  mountaineer. 

At  night  when  the  moon  beams  above  her, 

And  peeps  o'er  the  mountain's  crest, 
Clasp'd  in  the  arms  of  her  lover. 

Her  heart  is  at  ease  and  at  rest. 
The  story,  so  old,  once  more  is  told. 

With  a  kiss  he  then  bids  her  good-bye; 
Her  words  of  good  cheer  oft  come  to  his  ear 

As  he  climbs  the  old  mountain  so  high. — Chorus. 


LONG-  AGO!    LONG  AGO! 

Words  by  James  Mortimer.    Muaic  by  O.  F.  Hatton. 


The  Words  and  Xuaic  of  thia  Song  will  be  aent  to  any  address,  poetjpald,  on  reeeipt  of  M 

centst  oTthia  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  I7ew  Tork  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


'Twas  long,  long  yeare  ago,  and  we  were  children  then, 

At  noon  we  stray 'd  beneath  the  shade  of  the  old  chestnut  glen; 

Or  wander'd  hand  in  hand  beside  the  purling  brook. 

Whose  murm'ring  stream  the  sunshine's  gleam  chased  thro'  many  a  nook; 

Ah,  those  were  happy  years,  unfraught  with  cares  or  feare, 

Long  ago,  long  ago,  an,  those  w  ere  nappy,  happy  years  long  ago. 

'Twas  long,  long  yeare  ago,  when  we  were  girl  and  boy. 

He,  strong  and  Bold,  his  lovetale  told  to  me,  a  maiden  coy; 

He  made  me  ])roniise  then  to  be  his  sweetheart  true,  ■     ' 

I  uroniised,  yes,  as  you  may  guess,  alas,  'tis  nothing  new; 

An,  and  so  sptd  on  the  vears,  he  left  nie  drown'd  in  tears,    .. 

Long  ago,  long  ago,  he  left  mc  drowu'd  in  teais  long  ago.    ' 

'Twae  lone,  long  years  ago,  but  I  can  never  forget 

That  sad  farewell,  whose  mournful  spell  clings  to  mem'ry  yet;    , 

And  constant  to  the  last  my  heart  will  still  n-main, 

Tho'  he  whose  vow  is  broken  now  may  never  return  again; 

Ah,  each  passing  day  endears  those  happy,  happy  years,  long  ago,  long  ago. 

Those  happy,  happy  years,  long  ago. 


IT'S  ONE  TOO   MANY  FOR  ME. 


.Copyright,  1888,  by  C.  T.  Duvall. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Songs  for  One  i>ullar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City,    Postage  Stumps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  C.  T.  DuvalL 


Oft  something  I  see  that  I  cannot  make  out, 

It's  one  too  many  for  me; 

The  more  It  I  study,  the  more  I'm  in  doubt. 

It's  one  too  many  for  me; 
How  or  why  it  is  done,  I  can't  tell  the  least  bit. 
And  strive  as  I  will,  I  the  reacon  can't  hit. 
And  at  last  in  despair  I'm  compelled  to  admit, 

lt'8  one  too  many  for  me. 

Refrain. 

It's  one  too  many  for  mc,  for  me,  it's  one  too  many  for  me. 

Oft  something  I  sec  that  I  cannot  make  out,  it's  one  too  many  for  me. 

What  landladies  use  in  the  making  of  hash. 

It's  one  loo  many  for  me; 
Why  Yankee  girls  wed  English  lords  with  no  cash. 

It's  one  too  many  for  me; 
When  your  water-pipes  buret,  or  your  gas  has  a  leak. 
And  you  of  the  plumber  assintance  must  seek. 
If  he  don't  own  your  dwelling  in  leM  then  a  week. 

It's  one  too  many  for  me. 

RZFRAIN. 

It's  one  too  many  for  me,  for  me.  It's  one  too  many  for  mc, 

Wtiat  landladies  use  in  the  making  of  hash,  it's  one  too  many  for  me. 

Why  a  girl  will  say  no,  when  she  really  means  yes. 

It  8  one  too  many  for  me;  ',     . 

Ilow  a  three  dollar  clerk  can  spend  ten  upon  dress. 

It's  one  t<x)  many  for  me; 
There  is  one  thini;  I  wish  some  wise  man  would  explain, 
And  that  is,  "which  is  it  contains  the  most  brain— 
The  bead  of  a  dude,  or  the  bead  of  his  cane?" 

It's  one  too  many  for  me.— Kkfrain. 

Why  red  headed  girls  with  white  horses  combine. 

It  s  one  too  many  for  me; 
How  saloons  sell  on  Sanday  and  yet  pay  no  fine. 

It's  one  too  many  for  me; 
How  people  who're  willing  to  reason  to  list. 
Can  watch  girls  chewing  gum  and  yet  boldly  insist 
•    That  perpetual  motion  here  doesn't  exist. 

It's  one  too  many  for  mc.— Refrain. 

Why  servants  use  coal  oil  in  lighting  the  fire. 

It's  one  too  many  for  me; 
Why  people  blow  the  gas  out  before  they  retire. 

It  B  one  too  many  for  me; 
Why  a  man  at  a  play  who,  when  each  act  is  through. 
Goes  out  to  exchange  with  a  friend  how  de  do. 
Is  compelled  while  away  to  exchange  his  breath,  too, 

It's  one  too  many  for  me.— Refrain. 
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you  will  persist  In  thus  calling  me  out, 

It^s  one  too  many  fc>r  me; 
I  confess  if  you  asK  what  I'm  singing  about, 

It's  one  too  many  for  me; 
It's  nice  I  admit  to  receive  an  encore. 
But  my  verses  are  few  and  I've  sung  them  all  o'er. 
And  I  only  can  say.  If  you  want  any  more, 

It'B  one  too  many  for  me.— Refrain. 


— A  tailor  being  asked  if  the  close  of  the  vear  made  him  sad, 
said:  Yes,  until  the  clothes  of  the  year  are  paid  for. — Tetat  &fHng». 


— Umbrellas  all  belong  ^ti  lone  association, 
won't  let  them  alone^7<C'an«wBc  Breete. 
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THE    DYING    COWBOY. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Nelson  Forsyth  (Showman),  Montgromery,  Frio  Co.,  Tex. 
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Ob,  bury  me  not  on  the  lone  prairie! 
Those  words  came  low  and  mournfully 
From  the  pale  lips  of  a  youth,  who  lay 
On  hi3  dying  couch,  at  the  close  of  day. 

He  had  wasted  in  pride,  'till  o'er  his  brow 
Death's  shades  were  gathering  thickly  now; 
And  he  thought  of  home  and  loved  ones  there, 
As  the  cowboys  came  to  see  him  die. 

Oh,  bury  me  not  on  the  lone  prairie. 
In  a  narrow  grave,  just  six  by  three; 
Where  the  cayotas  and  the  crows  sport  free, 
And  bury  me  not  on  the  lone  prairie. 

It  matters  not  so,  I've  been  told, 

Where  the  body  lies,  as  the  heart  grows  cold; 

Yet  grant,  oh,  grant  this  boon  to  me. 

And  bury  me  not  on  the  lone  prairie.         ^^ 

I  always  hoped  to  be  laid  where  I  died. 
In  the  old  church  3'ard  by  the  green  hillside; 
By  my  father's  bones,  oh,  bury  me, 
And  bury  me  not  on  the  lone  prairie. 

Oh,  bury  me  where  a  mother's  prayer, 
Or  a  sister's  teare,  might  mingle  there; 
Where  my  friends  might  come  and  weep, 
And  bury  me  not  on  the  lone  prairie. 

Oh,  bury  me  not — and  his  voice  there  failed, 
But  they  took  no  heed  to  his  dying  prayer; 
In  a  narrow  grave,  just  six  by  three. 
And  they  buried  him  there  on  the  lone  prairie. 


WHY  DON'T  THEY  DO  SO   NOW? 


Copyright,  1875,  by  F.  A.  North  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  gent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reocipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City,  postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  Sung  by  E.  F.  Dixie. 


When  I  was  a  little  baby,  the  ladies  all  would  say, 

That  I  was  a  darling  joker,  but  always  in  the  way; 

Nice  stories  they  would  tell  me,  with  some  sugar  in  a  rag. 

And  in  my  little  mouth  they  would  put  the  sugar  bag.  • 

Some  peppermint  they  gave  me,  and  some  nice,  cooa  clothes  to  wear, 

Then  they  dress'd  me  up  so  neatly,  and  they  currd  my  auburn  hair; 

They  would  tote  me  'round  the  room,  and  when  I  kick'd  up  a  row. 

They  would  kiss  me,  and  they'd  hug  me  then,  why  dou't  they  do  so  now? 

Chorus. 
They  would  tote  me  'round  the  room,  and  when  I  kick'd  up  a  row. 
They  would  kiss  me,  and  they'd  hug  me  then,  why  dou't  they  do  so  now? 

When  evening  came  at  last,  my  little  frock  was  laid  away. 

They  would  put  my  little  night  gown  on,  and  lovingly  would  say: 

Now,  go  to  Sleep,  my  little  oear,  we'll  keep  your  toe-ses  warm. 

You've  nothing  now  to  fear,  my  love,  we'll  keep  you  from  all  harm. 

Then  "  Mother  Goose's  melodies,"  so  sweetly  I  would  hear. 

While  the  ladies  all  would  call  me  their  darling  little  dear; 

They  would  pat  me  on  my  little  head,  and  talk  to  show  me  how, 

They  would  press  me  to  tineir  bosoms  then,  why  don't  they  do  so  now?— Chok. 

When  I  a  little  older  grew,  jnst  big  enough  to  walk, 

I  was  the  sweetest  boy  of  all,  80  nicely  I  could  talk;    '•.  ■ 

Into  a  blacksmith's  shop  I  went,  to  see  the  fire  fly,  ,      ," 

I  was  a  little  frightened,  so  I  began  to  cry.  ',  v      ".■^ 

I  saw  a  red  hot  iron  bar,  a  prize  I  thought  to  gain,  ."' 

I  picked  it  up  right  quickly,  but  soon  laid  it  down  again; 

Tne  maid  then  took  me  in  her  lap,  I  cannot  show  you  how, 

But  she  kissed  me  and  she  hugged  me  then,  why  don't  she  do  eo  now*— Cbob. 

The  maid  she  was  a  nice  young  girl,  to  Fairmonnt  oft  did  go, 

Of  course  she  took  the  babe  along  to  see  the  baby  show; 

And  as  we  walked  around  the  grounds,  the  different  sights  to  see, 

The  ladies  all  would  turn  their  heads  to  get  a  peep  at  me. 

They  would  kiss  the  dimples  in  my  cheeks,  aud  smooth  my  auburn  hair. 

They  would  ask  the  maid  what  was  my  name,  had  I  a  pa  or  ma; 

They  would  toss  me  way  up  in  the  air,  me  thinks,  I  see  them  now. 

They  would  smoother  me  with  kisses  then,  why  don't  they  do  so  now?— Chob. 


— Over  a  Bowery  free  lunch  is  nailed  a  card  upon  which  is 
scrawled  this  legend:  "  If  you  don't  see  what  you  want,  it  is  kept 
from  you  by  order  of  your  family  physician." — ^.  Y.  World. 


THE   KING-   OF   THE   SWELLS. 

■y-i. ;•;■'.'•;     -       Copyright,  1887,  by  M.  Witmark  &  Sons.     *'>  • 
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I  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  M.  J.  Cavanagh.    Music  by  Isidor  Witmark. 


Yon  can  see  at  a  glance  I'm  a  model  of  grace,  perfection  Itself  attire,    "* 
My  bright  glossy  tile  is  the  acme  of  style,  no  otlier  my  fame  can  acquire, 
ludress  I'm  recherche,  not  vulgar  or  loud,  my  manners  are  quite  debonnaire, 
I  am  the  attraction  whenever  I'm  out,  you  can  hear  them  remark  ev'ry where: 

Chorus. 

I  am  the  dandy,  I  am  the  king,  the  dude  is  the  thing  of  the  past. 
In  mute  admiration  the  ladies  look  on  wherever  my  glances  are  cast, 
I  am  the  pet.  I  am  the  dear,  I  am  the  ador'd  of  the  belles. 
My  gracerul  pose  at  party  or  play  proclaims  me  the  klug  of  the  swells. 

I  am  up  to  all  games  for  pleasure  or  coin  I'm  never  in  want  of  the  brads, 
I  can  handle  the  cue  for  a  bottle  or  two,  but  never  mix  up  with  the  cads; 
The  mashers  and  dudes  are  not  in  the  race  when  I  stroll  alone  upper  Broadway, 
My  elegant  air  makes  the  darling  sail  stare,  if  you  listen  you'll  hear  them  all  say: 

— Choki's. 

■     m  t  m     • 

THE  GOLDEN  KINO. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  to 
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Oh,  Jamie,  whcie's  the  golden  ring, 

And  Where's  the  ueckl.ice  rare? 
And  Where's  the  pretty  velvet  siring 

To  tie  my  raven  hair? 
When  last  we  met,  oh,  Jamie,  think 

On  vows  ye  made  to  me, 
Recall  the  Burnie's  flowing  brink. 

Recall  the  birkcn  tree. 
To  name  the  ring  or  necklace  braw, ,. 

No  more  in  time  111  dare. 
But  Where's  the  heart  ye  wiled  away? 

Oh,  Jamie,  tell  me  where! 
But  Where's  the  heart  ye  wiled  away? 

Oh,  Jamie,  tell  me  where! 

I'll  hie  me  to  the  Burnie  side, 

An'  aye  I'll  seek  it  there; 
I'll  be  the  Burnie's  weeping  bride, 

An'  never  grieve  j'e  mair. 
I'll  tell  the  Burnie  all  ni}'  woes, 

111  tell  the  birken  tree; 
I'll  kneel  me  on  the  gowan  braes, 

An'  aye  I'll  pray  for  thee. 
An  to  the  bonuie  moon  I'll  sing 

Beneath  the  birken  tree; 
An'  I'll  forget  the  golden  ring 

Ye  falsely  promised  me; 
An'  I'll  forget  the  golden  ring 

Ye  falsely  promised  me. 


MY   SAILOR   BOY,   TOM. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Chas.  D.  Blake  &  Co. 


The  W»rds  and  Music  of  this  Song  wall  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-iiaid,  on  receipt  of  iO 
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Written  by  J.  H.  Conway.    Music  by  D.  H.  Fitzgibboii. 

Y'ou  ask  me.  my  child,  why  I'm  weeping  to  nighf. 

Why  these  tears  that  you  sec  on  my  cheek;  ..   ., ' 

Draw  close  to  my  side  and  I'll  tell  you,  my  child,  .■■.. 

Why,  to-night,  I  so  bitterly  ween. 
It  is  twelve  years  to  day  since  Tom  went  away,   ,  _. 

My  sailor  boy,  brave  and  true;  '■-■': 

,  ,-  lu  the  dark  hoiir  of  night  he  fell  in  the  fight, 

And  he  sleeps 'neath  the  waters  so  blue. 

Chorus. 

It  is  twelve  years  to  day  since  Tom  went  away, 
My  sailor  boy,  brave  and  true;  .  '•..' 

In  the  dark  hour  of  night  he  fell  in  the  fight. 
And  he  sleeps  'neath  the  waters  so  blue.  -  ,    '^ 

In  a  far  distant  cHme 'neath  a  sunny  bright  fiky, 
1      .  Where  the  waves  gently  roll  on  shore; 

They  have  laid  him  to  rest,  and  he's  now  with  the  blest. 

Oh,  my  boy,  I  can  never  see  yon  more. 
Not  until  that  happy  day  when  I'm  called  away 
»  To  realms  of  bliss  in  the  sky; 
Oh,  how  happy  I  will  be  from  care  and  sorrow  free. 

With  my  sailor  boy  forever  by  my  side. — Chorus. 


— "  Yes,  I  am  the  victii^'of  a  maiden's  sighs,"  said  the  young 
man, who  married  a  180-pdund  beauty. — Kearney  Enterprise. 
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Not  Too  Much,  But  Just  Enough. 


As  RonK  by  Tony  Pastor. 
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Now  I  try  to  be  quite  moderate  In  every  song  I  sing. 

And  if  I  hit  the  pausing  times  I  leave  no  bitter  sting; 

This  song  you'll  find  satirical,  but  then  I  inuBtn''t  puff. 

Not  too  satirical,  but  just  satirical  enough! 

The  girls,  of  course,  we  like  to  see  look  lovely,  sweet  and  bright. 

With  eyes  that  sparkle  gaily,  and  complexions  lily  white; 

I  like  those  blondes,  called  strawberry— the  druggist  sells  the  stufl. 

Not  too  strawberry,  but  just  strawberry  enough! 

Cuonus. 
Sing,  hey!  for  moderation,  boys,  sing,  hey!  for  quantum  snff I 
Not  too  much  powdered  rag,  my  boys,  but  just  powder  rag  enough. 

Now  the  Sunday  laws  have  laid  their  grip  npon  onr  city  here, 

They  try  to  rob  a  fellow  once  a  week  of  lager  beer; 

Their  excise  laws  may  be  all  right,  but  then  on  some  they're  rough. 

Not  too  much  Sunday  laws,  but  just  Sunday  laws  enough ! 

I  don't  believe  the  many  should  be  governed  by  the  few. 

That  up  State  countrymen  should  rule  our  city  as  they  do; 

To  rob  ut)  all  of  Sunday  beer  I  tliink  ie  rather  tough. 

Not  too  much  Sunday  beer,  but  just  Sunday  beer.enough! 

CnoBUB. 
Sing,  hey!  for  moderation,  boys,  sing,  hey!  for  quantum  siifT, 
Not  too  much  captain  Williams,  boys,  just  captain  Williams  enough! 

Now  in  sealskin  sacques  the  ladies  look  bewitchinely  serene, 
With  bonnets  on  their  little  heads  that  hardly  can  be  seen; 
The  charmers  look  angelical,  their  wee  hands  in  a  muff, 
Not  too  angelical,  but  just  angelical  enouj^h! 
And  then  upon  the  burlesque  stage,  to  see  their  neat  attire, 
To  look  like  Adam's  better-half  they  all  try  to  aspire; 
How  gauzy  are  their  costumes,  there  is  no  wast  of  stuff, 
Not  too  much  costume,  but  just  costume  enough! 

Chorus. 
Sing,  hey!  for  moderation,  boys,  sing,  hey!  for  quantum  suff, 
Not  too  much  drapery,  boys,  just  drapery  enough! 

Now  I  am  a  strict  believer  in  the  rights  of  women  fair, 

And  like  to  see  those  rights  defended  with  the  greatest  care; 

But  when  a  fellow  stops  out  late,  and  clubs  are  trumps,  thafu  tough, 

Not  too  much  woman  s  rights,  but  just  woman's  rights  enough! 

And  when  a  mother-in-law  you'll  have  to  flght  all  by  yourself. 

Your  matrimonial  schemes  you'd  better  lay  upon  the  shelf; 

A  mother-in-law  is  handy  when  she's  not  up  to  snuff. 

Not  too  much  mother-in-law,  bat  just  mother-in-law  enough  I 

Chorps. 
Sing,  hey!  for  moderation,  boys,  sing,  hey!  for  quantum  snff. 
Not  too  much  tough  old  girl,  my  boys,  just  tough  old  girl  enough! 

Now  it's  nice  to  take  your  best  girl  out  when  you  have  got  the  price. 
But  if  you  hap|>«n  to  be  short  it  isn't  half  so  nice; 
If  she  should  call  for  quail  on  toast,  you'll  meet  with  a  rebuff. 
Not  too  much  quail  on  toast,  but  just  quail  on  toai^t  enoughl 
And  then  llie«e  sprightly  widows  at  flirtations  are  superb. 
They're  full  of  fun  and  frolic,  and  their  spirits  none  can  curb; 
They're  fond  of  matrimony,  and  very  hard  to  bluff. 
Not  too  much  matrimony,  but  just  matrimony  enough! 

Chorus. 
Sing,  hey!  for  moderation,  boys,  sing,  hey!  for  quantum  suff. 
Not  too  much  kissy-kissy,  boys,  just  Kissy-kiss  enough! 


Paddy  and  His  Sweet  Potheen. 

Copyrtsrht,  18M,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  *  Co. 
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Words  by  Ed.  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dare  Brabam, 
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LIZZIE    SCHMITT. 

Words  by  George  Murphy,  and  given  by  him  to  a  few  professional  friends,  and  stolen  by 

pirates  who  claim  ft  as  their  own.    Mr.  Murphy  simply  makes  thi.i  note  to  let  the 

public  know  that  thix  song  and  every  song  he  sink!>  Is  composed  by  him, 

and  therefore  niuHt  be  his  own  property. 


I  am  looking  for  a  girl  called  Lizzie  Schmitt, 

She  stood  me  up,  yes,  she  did; 

Oh,  my  heart  was  in  a  flitter,  'till  she  pushed  me  in  de  gittcr, 

Den  she  said  she  only  done  it  for  a  kid. 

Last  Tirsday  night  I  took  her  to  a  bull, 

She  wouldend  dance  mit  me  at  all; 

Den  der  koraed  an  Irish  duffer,  and  he  said  he  was  her  loffer, 

Den  he  knocked  me  down  und  gave  nie  a  good  fall. 

Oh,  Lizzie  Schmitt,  [break]  l)ig,  fat  Lizzie  Schmitt.  [6,'e«A  J 

ClIOUL'S. 

If  I  see  her,  oh,  if  it  is  in  de  schtreet, 

I'll  holler  out  and  say  she  did; 

I'll  tell  her  she  is  dizzy,  and  call  her  pudden-headed  Lizzie, 

Don't  anybody  know  where's  Lizzie  Schmitt? 

De  reason  why  I  want  to  find  Miss  Schmitt, 

Is  to  find  out  why  und  for  what  she  did; 

Why  she  played  me  for  a  sicker,  oh,  how  I  would  like  to  kick  her, 

Dos  anybody  here  know  Lizzie  Schmitt? 

I'll  give  you  her  prescription  er  I  go. 

She's  got  a  corn  on  her  big  toe,  she's  got  a  carbuncle  on  her  nose, 

Und  she  wears  second-handed  clothes. 

Of  you  see  her  will  you  only  let  me  know? 

Obj^  Lizzie  Schmitt,  [break]  big,  fat  Lizzie  Schmitt.  [break]— Cbo. 


While  the  moon  shines  brightly  o'er  the  mountain, 

There  the  smoke  goes  curling  up  the  hill; 
Oh,  so  slyly  watching  for  the  guager, 

While  we  work  with  a  will  at  the  still. 
The  birds  twitter  sweetly  as  a  warning, 

That  the  darkness  is  gone  from  the  green; 
And  you'll  find  Pat  there  in  the  morning 

A  making  of  his  sweet  potheen.  , 

Chorus. 
Then  we'll  drink  it  down 
With  a  smile  and  never  frown ; 
To  a  friend,  to  a  neighbor,  and  old  Ireland  green, 
Let  the  glass  eo  around. 
We  will  welt  It  on  the  ground 
To  dear  old  Paddy  and  his  sweet  potheen; 
Drink  it  down — drink  it  down, 
Oh,  we'll  drink  a  shlanter  all  around. 

In  the  old  mud  cabin  by  the  hillside, 

Where  the  turf  burns  brightly,  do  ye  see? 
There's  a  steaming  kettle  on  the  hob  nail, 

And  it  cries  if  you're  dry,  come  to  me. 
Pour  out  from  the  jug  on  the  table. 

Oh,  the  whiskey  unknownst  to  the  queen,  , 

That  never  was  marked  with  a  lable, 

And  we've  christened  it  the  sweet  potheen.  —Chorus. 

Let  the  French  uowa  p<i?'i«  with  the  trader. 

And  the  Dutch  ich  ttpreehen  with  the  beer; 
W<!'11  drink  botheration  to  the  ganger. 

With  a  quaff  and  a  laugh,  and  a  cheer. 
You'll  find  it  the  juice  of  old  nature, 

Our  whi.skey,  the  first  ever  seen; 
Oh,  we'll  drink  a  noggin  of  the  crature, 

A  noggin  of  the  sweet  potheen. — Chorus. 


^  >  » 
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CASEY'S    WIFE." 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Spauldlng  &  KtmxAer. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Flynn. 

Oh,  my  name  is  Michael  Mooney,  and  I'm  nearly  driven  loouey 

Since  the  day  I  married  Barney  Casey's  wife; 
She  was  a  bouncing  Irish  widdy,  well  to  do  and  fairly  pretty, 

And  I  thought  we'd  lead  a  quiet,  happy  life.  -• 

But  the  moment  we  were  one,  she  was  sorry  it  was  done. 

And  on  me  she  wreaks  her  vengeance  ev'ry  day; 
If  my  mouth  I  dare  to  open,  for  an  axe  she  will  be  gropio*. 

And  my  life  Bhe'U  threaten  for  to  take  away. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  she  licks  me  and  she  kicks  me  ev'ry  morning,  night  and  noon, 
She  plays  a  game  of  polo  with  my  coco  and  the  broom; 
But  ner  days  of  fun  are  over,  I  am  going  to  have  my  rights, 
Yes,  her  temper  I  will  break  or  I  will  murder  Casey's  wife. 

Now  she  has  a  strapping  brother,  and  a  fat  slob  of  a  jnother. 

And  of  course  her  side  they  take  in  ev'ry  thing; 
Both  around  the  house  are  shirking  while  I  am  away  at  working. 

And  of  ev'rything  I  own  they're  queen  and  king, 
They  have  rows  with  all  the  neighbors,  and  the  beer  they  drink,  be  gabers, 

Is  enough  to  keep  them  soaking  for  a  week: 
But  if  I  should  chance  to  mutter,  I  am  landed  in  the  gutter, 

Then  they  dance  on  me  till  {  cannot  speak. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  she  downs  me  and  she  pounds  me,  and  she  beats  me  black  and  blue, 
Her  mother  grabs  the  poker,  and  she  takes  a  hand  in,  too; 
But  I  am  going  to  pluck  up  courage  and  some  day  I'll  have  her  life, 
For  I  feel  It  in  my  nones  that  I'll  be  hung  for  Casey's  wife. 

Now  the  death  of  Barney  Casey  must  have  driven  Mary  crazy. 

For  she  never  showed  her  temper  so  before; 
I  used  often  to  admire  her  to  myself  and  say: 

No  finer  woman  ever  walked  on  earth  here  to  adore. 
Ah,  but  since  she  married  me,  though,  why,  I  cannot  sec,  / 

She  tries  to  make  me  out  her  little  slave; 
It  would  be  her  great^-st  pleasure,  for  a  coffin  to  have  me  mcaanred, 

And  to  lay  me  down  with  Casey  in  his  grave.  .  ;.  ■ «. 

Chords. 
Arrah,  Missus  Barney  Casey,  oh,  why  did  I  marry  you? 
The  terror  of  my  life,  she  has  my  heart  near  broke  in  two; 
She  was  always  hugeing  Casey,  now  she's  always  slujKing  me. 
But  some  day  we  will  have  trouble,  and  her  murderer  Til  be.     . ;  v 
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WHEN    IRELAND    BELONGS    TO 
THE    IRISH    AG-AIN. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Chaa.  D.  Blake  &  Ca  "*        ".  -. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  vfiil  be  sent  to  any  address,  poetHp&id,  on  reo«ipt  ot  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  cSty.    Postage  Stani|>8  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goo^B. 

Words  and  Music  by  John  McGuirk. 


Come  all  you  true-horn  Iriehmen,  wherever  you  may  be,        .  "    :' 
And  I  will  sing  a  song  in  praise  of  home  and  liberty; 
The  subject  is  old  Ireland,  boys,  the  country  of  our  birth. 
Whose  people  are  unhappy,  and  their  spirits  crushed  to  earth. 
But  eoon  the  time  is  coming  ou  when  we  shall  strike  the  blow. 
And  struggle  with  determined  strength  to  lay  the  tyrant  low; 
So  cast  aside  false  scruples,  boys,  and  never  mind  your  fears. 
We'll  give  to  Irelaud,  when  she  calls,  a  million  volunteers. 

Chorus. 

Then  we'll  stand  by  the  green  and  wc  never  will  turn  back. 
Like  the  Irish  of  Fontenoy,  true  sons  of  Paddy  Whack; 
We'll  never  leave  the  field  'till  our  foes  fall  down  like  rain,    . 
And  Ireland  belongs  to  the  Irish  again. 

Our  men  will  come  from  every  clime  unto  their  native  shore. 

When  Ireland  has  her  freedom  and  owns  British  rule  no  more; 

Surrounded  by  united  friends  like  freemen  we  will  stand, 

And  praise  to  God  and  songs  of  joy  will  ring  throughout  the  laud. 

Then  here's  success  to  Erin's  cause  and  sound  the  battle  cry. 

And  let  each  Irishman  resolve  to  conquer  or  to  die; 

And  when  the  green  flag  is  unfurled  we'll  hail  it  with  three  cheers. 

And  give  to  ErTu,  when  she  calls,  a  million  volunteers.— Chorus. 


THE    BLACKSMITHS    STORY. 

By  Frank  OUve. 

Well,  no!  my  wife  ain't  dead,  sir,  but  I've  lost  her  all  the  same; 
She  left  me  voluntarily,  and  neither  was  to  blame. 
It's  rather  a  queer  story,  and  I  think  yon  will  agree- 
When  you  hear  the  circumstances — 'twas  rather  rough  on  me. 

She  was  a  soldier's  widow.    He  was  killed  at  Malvern  Ilill; 

And  when  I  married  her  she  seemed  to  sorrow  for  him  still; 

But  I  brought  her  here  to  Kansas,  and  I  never  want  to  ?ee  _  . 

A  better  wife  then  Mary  was  for  five  bright  years  to  me. 

The  change  of  scene  brought  cheerfulness,  and  soon  a  rosy  glow 
Of  happiness  warmed  Mary's  cheeks  and  melted  all  their  snow, 
I  think  she  loved  me  some— I'm  bound  to  think  that  of  her,  sir. 
And  as  for  me— I  cant  begin  to  tell  how  Iloved  her! 

Three  years  ago  the  baby  came  onr  humble  home  to  bless; 
And  then  I  reckon  I  was  nigh  to  perfect  happiness; 
'Twas  hers— 'twas  mine:— but  I've  no  language  to  explain  to  you, 
How  that  little  girl's  weak  fingers  our  hearts  together  drew  I 

Once  we  watched  it  through  a  fever,  and  with  each  gasping  breath. 
Dumb  with  an  awful,  worTdlcss  woe,  we  waited  for  his  death; 
And,  though  I'm  not  a  pious  man,  our  souls  together  there. 
For  heaven  to  spare  our  darling,  went  ap  in  voiceless  prayer. 

And  when  the  doctor  said  'twould  live,  our  joy  what  words  could  tcUf 
Clasped  in  each  other's  arms,  our  greatful  tears  together  fell. 
Sometimes,  yon  see,  the  shadow  fell  accross  our  little  nest,  "'     ■ 

But  it  only  made  the  sunshine  seem  a  doubly  welcome  guest. 

Work  came  to  me  a  plenty,  and  I  kept  the  anvil  ringing; 
Early  and  late  you'd  find  me  there  a  liarauiering  and  singing; 
Love  nerved  my  arm  to  labor,  and  moved  my  tongue  to  song, 
And  though  my  singing  wasn't  sweet,  it  was  tremendous  strong!  ' 

One  day  a  one-armed  stranger  stopped  to  have  me  nail  a  shoe. 

And  while  I  was  at  work,  wc  passed  a  compliment  or  two; 

I  asked  him  how  he  lost  his  arm.    He  said  'twas  shot  away 

M  Malvern  Hill.    "  At  Malvern  HUH    Did  you  know  Robert  May?  " 

"That's  me,"  said  he.    "You,  youl"    I  gasped,  chocking  with  horrid  doubt; 

"  If  youre  the  man,  lust  follow  me;  we'll  try  this  mystery  out! " 

With  dizzy  steps,  I  led  him  to  Mary.    God  I    'Twas  true! 

Then  the  bitterest  pang  of  mystery,  unspeakable,  I  knew.         .      ;     , 

Frozen  with  deadly  horror,  she  stared  with  eyes  of  stone,  ; ; 

And  from  her  quivering  lips  there  broke  one  wild  despairing  moan. 
'Twas  he!  the  nusbana  of  her  youth,  now  risen  from  the  dead. 
But  all  too  late— and  with  a  bitter  cry,  her  senses  fled. 

What  conld  be  done?    He  was  reported  dead.    On  his  return 
He  strove  In  vain  some  tiding  of  nis  absent  wife  to  learn. 
'Twas  well  that  he  was  innocent!    Else  I'd 've  killed  him,  too, 
So  dead  he  never  would  have  riz  till  Gabriel's  trumpet  blew! 

It  was  agreed  that  Mary  then  between  us  should  decide, 
And  each  by  her  decision  would  sacredly  abide. 
No  sinner,  at  the  judgment-seat,  waiting  eternal  doom. 
Could  suffer  what  I  did,  while  wailing  sentence  in  that  room. 

Rigid  and  breathless,  there  we  Btood,*with  nerves  as  tense  as  steel,  ;.  ■  ' 

While  Marys  eyes  sought  each  white  face,  in  piteous  appeal.  ;,  ; 

God!  could  not  woman's  duty  be  less  hardly  reconciled 
Between  her  lawful  husband  and  the  father  of  her  child?  '  ' 


Ah,  how  my  heart  was  chilled  to  ice,  when  she  knelt  down  and  said : 
'•Forgive  me,  John!    He  is  mv  husband!    Here!    Alive!  not  dead!" 
I  raised  her  tenderly,  and  tried  to  tell  her  she  was  right. 
But  somehow,  in  my  aching  breast,  the  prisoned  words  stuck  tight! 

"  Bnt  John,  I  can't  leave  baby."—"  What!  wife  and  child !  "  cried  I, 
"Must  I  yield  all!    Ah.  cruel  fate!    Better  that  1  should  die." 
Think  of  the  long,  sad  lonely  hours,  waiting  in  gloom  for  me— 
No  M'ife  to  cheer  me  with  her  love^no  babe  to  climb  my  knee! 

And  yet — yon  are  her  mother,  and  the  sacred  mother  love  .  ■-•. 

Is  still  the  purest,  tenderest  tie  that  heaven  ever  wove.  '  :- 

Take  her,  but  promise,  Mary— for  that  will  bring  no  shame— 
"  My  little  girl  shall  bear,  and  learn  to  lisp  her  father's  name!  " 

It  may  be,  in  the  life  to  come,  I'll  meet  my  child  and  wife; 
But  yonder,  by  my  cottage  gate,  we  parted  for  this  life; 
One  long  hand-clasp  from  Mary,  and  my  dream  of  love  was  done. 
One  long  embrace  from  baby,  and  my  happiness  was  gone! 


DROP  A  NICKEL   IN    THE    SLOT. 


Written  and  Sung  by  James  Dunn. 
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The  latest  craze  that  puzzles  me  is  well  known  to  you  all, 
'Tis  seen  at  ferries,  stations,  and  at  every  public  hall; 
In  barrooms,  streets  and  avenues,  and  every  public  sjwt, 
This  machine  I  believe  the  name  is:  Drop  a  nickel  in  the  slot. 
It  produces  almost  anything,  that  any  one  desires, 
As  long  as  money  drops  inside,  the  machinery  never  tires; 
You  may  have  seen  it  long  ago,  perhaps  you  may  have  not. 
This  wonderful  thing  and  they  call  it:  Drop  a  nickel  in  the  slot. 

Then  drop  a  nickel  in  the  slot,  and  judge  of  your  surprise, 
And  article  jumps  out,  and  you  can  scarce  believe  your  eyes; 
There's  cigarettes  of  all  kinds,  and  chewing  gum,  as  well. 
Just  drop  a  nickel  in  the  slot,  what  you'll  get  none  can  tell. 
There's  tobacco,  candy,  undershirts,  suspenders,  too,  and  socks. 
Clothing  new  and  second  band,  and  pills,  too,  by  the  box; 
Whiske}'  punches  and  free  lunches,  freezing  cold  or  hot; 
No  trouble  to  get,  if  you'll  only  drop  a  nickel  in  the  slot. 

Then  drop  a  nickel  in  the  slot  and  see  what  will  come  next, 
If  3'ou  don't  get  a  house  and  lot  you  must  not  then  get  vexed; 
There's  castor  oil  and  bathing  suits,  and  bustles,  too,  they  siiy, 
Just  drop  a  nickel  in  the  slot  and  the  band  begins  to  play. 
Just  drop  a  nickel  in  the  slot  if  you  want  a  loving  wife. 
She'll  be  a  comfort  to  you  for  the  balance  of  j'our  life; 
And  if  you're  fond  of  dressing,  and  very  little  money  you've  got, 
If  you  want  a  suit  of  clothes,  drop  a  nickel  in  the  slot. 


MICHAEL    SLATHERS   SPREE. 

Copyright,  188t,  by  Spaulding  &  Komder. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Flyim. 


Oh,  to  night  I'm  ont  upon  a  spree,  my  heart  is  full  of  joy, 

For  this  mom'  I  got  a  wonderful  surprise; 
Sbure  my  wife  mude  me  a  present  of  a  pair  of  bouncing  twins, 

So  I  laid  off  work  to  go  and  tell  the  boys. 
I  collected  all  my  wages  from  the  foreman  right  away, 

And  I  put  on  all  the  best  clothes  in  my  trunk ; 
So  now,  if  you  want  to  join  me,  boys,  to  celebrate  the  day, 

Why  just  come  and  we  will  soon  be  biling  drunk. 

Chorus. 

Oil,  for  I'm  ont  npon  a  racket,  I  have  money  in  my  jacket. 
Let  ye  not  at  all  be  backward,  bnt  just  come  alone  with  mc'; 

We'll  stop  over  to  McGinty's,  and  we'll  smoke  and  drink  in  plenty, 
Michael  Slather's  now  a  father,  and  he  is  on  a  roaring  spree. 

Yon  can  order  what  yon  fancy,  for  with  joy  I'm  nearly  wild. 

And  I  want  to  give  you  all  a  splendid  time; 
For  all  previous  to  this  hour  I  had  neither  chick  nor  child,  >.  ' 

Ah,  but  now  I've  two  that's  stout  and  fat,  and  prime. 
And  I'm  going  to  celebrate  it  if  it  costs  me  every  cent. 

That  I've  scraped  and  saved  ont  of  my  monthly  pay; 
For  I'm  exceedingly  elated  at  this  wonderful  event,  • 

I'm  the  father  of  two  baby  boys  to  day.— Chorus.    >_ 

Shnre  I  haven't  lost  an  hour,  no  not  one  this  blessed  month, 

So  it's  time  I  had  a  little  jollity; 
And  there's  not  a  man  among  you,  if  It  happen 'd  to  yourself  now. 

That  wouldn't  go  and  get  upon  a  spree.   - 
The  old  woman  said  this  morning  if  I  came  home  drunk  to-night. 

She  would  let  me  have  a  sweet  taste  of  a  row; 
But  I'm  going  to  buy  a  cradle  for  the  babies  on  our  way. 

That  will  soften  the  old  girl  anyhow.— Chobcs. 
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Composed  by  A.  E.  Diirandeau.    Sung  by  Joe.  O'Connor. 

The  police  force  is  a  noble  band,  that  eafely  gnard  our  street*. 
Their  valor  in  unqiiestion'd,  and  they're  inoiiarchw  on  their  "  beats;" 
If  anv  thing  you  wish  to  know,  they'll  tell  yon  with  a  grin, 
In  fact,  eacli  one  of  them  is  a  complete  "  inquire  withiu." 

Chorus. 
If  you  want  to  know  the  time,  ask  a  policeman. 
The  proper  city  time,  ask  a  policeman, 
Every  member  of  the  force  has  a  watch  and  chain,  of  course, 
Howhc  got  it,  from  what  source?  ask  a  policeman. 

And  If  you  stay  out  late  at  nisht  and  visit  regions  queer. 
Thanks  to  those  noble  guardians,  of  danger  you've  no  fear; 
If  beer  you  want,  and  stores  are  closed,  go  to  the  man  in  blue, 
He'll  show  yon  where  the  sidv  door  is,  aud  tell  you  w  hat  to  do. 

*  Chorus. 

If  vou  want  to  get  a  drink,  ask  a  policeman. 
He'll  manage  it,  I  think,  will  a  policeman. 

He'll  find  out  the  secret  way,  where  you  can,  both  night  and  day. 
Get  a  cocktail  right  away,  can  a  policeman. 

And  if  your  hired  girl  suddenly  should  leave  her  cosy  place, 
Don't  publish  an  advertisfinent.  her  whereabouts  to  trace; 
No  matter  what  the  neighbors  say,  if  vou  wish  her  to  truce. 
Go  ask  the  fellow  dressed  in  blue,  he'll  soon  find  out  the  place. 

Chorus. 

If  yon  don't  know  where  she's  gone,  ask  a  policeman. 
Or  where  from  you  she's  run.  ask  a  policeman,  ' 

He  may  say  some  dude  did  try  to  make  her  from  home  fly, 
You'll  know  better  bye  and  bye  from  that  policeman. 

And  if  you're  getting  very  stout,  wish  to  be  trim  and  nice. 
No  neea  a  doctor  to  call  in,  you  jus^t  take  my  advice; 
Go  in  for  running  all  you  can,  both  morning,  noon  and  night, 
Aud  if  you  want  a  patteru,  watch  a  policeiuau  in  u  li>;ht. 

Chorus. 
If  you  want  to  learn  to  run.  ask  a  policeman, 
When  a  battle  has  l)€gun,  watch  a  policeman. 
Round  the  corner  he  will  go,  swift  as  arrow  from  a  bow. 
He  don't  care  to  meet  the  foe,  does  a  policeman. 

Or  if  you're  called  awav  from  home,  and  leave  yonr  wife  behind. 
Yon  think,  oh,  would  t"hat  I  a  friend  to  giijird  the  house  could  liud; 
And  keep  ray  love  in  safety,  but  let  all  your  troubles  cease. 
You'll  find  the  wished  for 'safeguard  in  our  honest,  good  police. 

Chorus.  ( 

If  vour  wife  requires  a  friend,  ask  a  policeman. 
Who  to  her  wants  will  attend,  ask  a  policeman. 
Or  if  manliness  you'd  trace,  on  a  guileless  honest  face. 
To  take  care  of  wife  and  place,  get  a  policeman. 


Leave  That  Old  Cradle  to  Me. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  F.  HardinK. 
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Written  and  Composed  for,  and  Sung  by  T.  J.  Fan-on. 


One  morning  the  bailiffs  on  mischief  were  bent, 

Which  the  law  had  no  mercy  to  show; 
Poor  old  Jim  Sliea  was  behind  in  the  rent. 

To  evict  him  the  bailiffs  did  go. 
To  ransack  his  cabin  at  once  they  did  start, 

Threw  his  furniture  on  the  roadside; 
Old  .Shea  he  looked  on  with  a  pitiful  eye. 

With  an  outburst  of  grief  he  did  cry. 

Chorus. 

Of  friend  I'm  bereft,  I  have  not  a  soul  left, 

My  boys  aiid  my  girls  o'er  the  sea, 
They  were  raised  in  that  cot,  you  may  take  all  the  lot 

But  leave  that  old  cradle  to  me. 


So  cold  was  the  weather,  but  It  mattered  not. 

The  bailiffs  cruel  were  they; 
By  degrees  they  were  making  a  wreck  of  that  spot, 

Which  left  poor  Shea  homeless  that  day. 
Not  even  his  sighs  or  his  pray  rs  of  distress. 

Those  monsters  they  wouhi  take  no  heed; 
And  for  that  old  relic  he  longed  to  posess. 

To  them  on  hie  knees  he  did  pleaa.— Chorus. 

The  work  of  destruction  how  soon  it  was  o'er. 

The  gang  then  prepared  for  to  start; 
Old  Shea  he  lookei  on  with  his  eyes  full  of  tears, 

That  once  was  the  home  of  his  heart. 
The  sight  was  too  much  for  poor  feeble  old  Shea, 

So  he  fell  and  was  soon  free  from  care; 
His  soul  it  had  fled  to  that  land  far  awav. 

But  the  last  words  old  Shea  whi8i)ered  were:— Chorus. 


SIGNOR    BING    BINGER,    THE 
BARITONE   SINGER. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  J.  C.  Qroene  A  Co. 
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I  sinp  of  a  feminitie  gender. 

Delicate,  gentle  and  kind,     :, 
Innocent,  sweet  and  leniler, 

Aud  vowing  one  day  she'd  be  mine. 
For  oper.'is  tills  girl  was  crazy, 
•  And  opera  singers  as  well, 

But  when  I  said:  Be  mine!  she  replied:  "  I  decline!" 

And  the  reason  I'm  going  to  tell. 

Ciiours. 
She  said,  at  the  Chinese  theatre 

There  was  the  man  of  her  choice, 
SiuMior  Bing  Binger,  the  baritone  singer. 

With  such  a  magnificent  voice. 
I  tried  with  ray  voice  to  enchant  her, 

I  sang  her  my  tra  la,  la,  la. 
But  she  said:  Your  no  singer, 

Go  hear  my  Bing  Binger  sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

8uid  I,  now  my  darling  Ti-ti-ti, 

For  that  was  the  dear  creature's  name; 
My  heart  is  as  dry  as  old  tinder, 

Don't  add  to  the  fuel  with  tlame. 
I'll  take  lessons  of  Campanini, 

111  strike  the  high  "  C  "  like  a  bell- 
That  was  all  of  no  use,  she  gave  me  the  deuce, 

Aud  she  stuck  to  her  baritone  swell. — Chorus. 

I  imported  an  upright  piano, 
•  Aud  also  a  teacher  that  sings; 

lie  taught  me  sweet  "  Eileen  Alanna," 

And  a  new  song  he  called  "  White  Wings." 
lie  taught  me  "  Sweet  Violets"  and  chestnuts. 

And  "  When  the  Swallows  Homeward  Fly," 
And  "  Sadly  I  roam"  and  "  Home  Sweet  Home," 

And  "  We  Never  Speak  As  AVe  Pass  By."— Chorus. 


It  Couldn't   Occur  in  New  York. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Lew  Dockstader. 

Send  vour  name  and  nddress  to  H.  J.  Wch  man.  130  Park  Row.  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  retuin  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  3000  Hopular  English  and  (ierman 
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Mayor  Grant  was  to  cut  the  poles  down,  so  it's  said, 

But  it  couldn't  occur  in  New  York; 
You  may  fool  with  a  wire  without  dropping  dead, 

But  it  couldn't  occur  in  New  York; 
The  wires  over  head  may  be  put  under  ground, 
CorjJorations  with  wealth  may  be  easily  downed, 

But  it  couldn't  occur  in  New  York. 

They  tell  me  in  Chicago  that  the  World's  Fair 

Couldn't  occur  in  New  York; 
That  their  fame  for  big  "  feats"  will  attract  it  out  there, 

So  it  couldn't  occur  in  New  York; 
They  do  things  in  Chicago  that  we  wouldn't  dare, 
Like  that  Arnachist  meeting  in  Haymarket  Sciuarc, 
To  say  nothing  at  present  of  thcCronin  affair, 

Which  couldn't  occur  in  New  York. 

They  have  peers  in  England,  at  least  I'm  told. 

But  they  never  appear  in  New  York; 
Whose  titles  date  back  to  the  great  days  of  old. 

But  they  never  appear  in  New  York; 
And  tliat's  rather  queer  because  over  here 
Sucli  big  fish  as  they  arc  outrageous  dear; 
Just  to  think!  Thirteen  thousand  for  one  "oyster"  pier, 

Aud  that  paid  right  here  in  New  York. 


— A  poultry  trust  has  been  orgj 
goes  on. — Boston  Trantci'ipt. 


(zed  and  thus  the  fowl  business 


— Fond  Mother:  Tommy,  darling,  this  is  your  birthday,  what  \ 
would  you  like  best?  Tommy  (after  a  moment's  reflection);  I  think 
I  should  en  joY  seeing  the  baby  spanked. — Pai'ia  Miga/ro.  ■ 
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By  Joseph  Flj-nn.  ^ 

Now  it  liappcnod  one  Summer,  a  beuutiful  Miss 

I  met  by  the  briny  sea  shore;  "'."  .  '    - 

And  in  love  I  soon  fell,  for  the  truth  I  will  tell,  v   ■.■.•.        ■    .•    ■ 

Ye«.  this  charmer  I  reallv  adore.  ',      .     '  : 

We  kissed  and  we  spooned  all  the  long  afternoon,       '  •   -      .  '.  ■ 

Oh,  111  ne'er  forget  the  day;  - 

And  she  managed  to  w  liisper  these  words  in  my  ear,  "  - 

Bre  her  mamma  did  take  her  away: 

Cnonrs.  "■■■■■■■ 

By-bj[.  she  did  sigh,  when  the  moon's  in  the  sky        . 

I  will  meet  you,  my  darling,  once  more; 
At  nine,  by  the  clock,  juet  come  in  and  don't  knock. 

To  the  house,  number  four,  second  floor. 

To  the  house  then  I  went,  and  the  signal  I  sent; 

When,  by  jingo,  I  tunie<l  quickly  pale; 
For  a  flower  pot  down  from  I  he  root  broke  my  crown, 

And  a  bull  dog  he  grabl)ed  my  coat-tail. 
Then  I  made  a  quick  dash,  and  I  jumped  right  korsplaeh   ' 

In  a  harr'l  full  up  of  rain. 
When  the  people  came  down,  why,  they  found  me  near  dro\vncd. 

And  my  presence  they  wanted  explained. 

Chorcs. 
By-by,  I  did  cry,  for  the  fence  I  did  fly,  - 

But  the  bull  dog  grabbed  me  once  more; 
At  nine,  by  the  clock,  I  was  caught  by  a  cop  ..'    ,  . 

At  the  house,  number  four,  second  floor. 

Well,  my  feelings  that  momenti  cannot  describe. 

My  looks  I  am  sure  were  absurd; 
The  policeman,  so  bold,  of  my  collar  grabbed  hold, 

Dragged  me  off  without  saying  a  word.  .' 

In  the  front  of  a  judge  I  was  placed  the  next  mom, 

And  bugl'ry  was  the  crime; 
And  as  I  was  led  down  to  a  cell  underground,  > 

Why,  the  turnkey  remarked  with  a  smile: 

CUORUS. 

By-by,  he  did  cry,  two  years  will  roll  by. 

And  your  darling  shall  see  you  no  more; 
At  nine,  by  the  clock,  just  go  in  and  don't  knock. 

To  the  cell,  number  four,  second  floor. 

To  the  prison  I  went,  birt  my  heart  was  content, 

For  my  darling  she  swore  she'd  be  true; 
In  a  long  loving  note,  why,  those  words  she  had  wrote, 

I  will  never  wed  any  but  you. 
You  can  judge  my  dismay,  when  one  sunny  day 

To  her  house  quite  free  I  walked;  ■' . 

On  a  coppers  big  knee  she  sat  easy  and  free. 

When  I  kicked  I  was  licked  like  a  gawk. 


DON'T  LEAVE   ME,   LADDIE. 

•       :      V-  Copyright,  1888,  by  T.  B.  Harms  Jt  Co. 

I 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  ne  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
J  cents:  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dallar,  by  H.  J.  Wehniau,  ISO  I'ark 

,  Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ustage  siaiupti  taken  saine  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  M.  H.  Rosenfeld. 


Chokus. 
By-by,  she  did  cry,  you're  the  greenest  old  guy 

That  I  ever  did  meet  with  before; 
At  nine,  by  the  clock,  I  was  wed  to  this  cop, 

At  the  boose,  number  four,  second  floor. 


/ 


In  the  Spring  of  life  a  youth  stood  beside  his  mother's  knee. 

Waiting,  ere  he  speil  accross  the  main. 
For  a  word  of  cheer  to  comfort,  a  smile  to  speed  him  on. 

From  the  lips  of  her  he  ne'er  might  see  again. 
I'm  going  now,  dear  mother,  oh,  bid  me  sweet  farewell, 

My  country  and  its  freedom  call  to  me; 
I'll  bring  thee  gold  in  j)lenty,  I'll  flglit  for  name  and  fame. 

And  when  some  day  I'll  come  again  these  all  I'll  bring  to  thee. 

Chorus. 

Cheer  up,  dear  mother,  oh,  do  not  weep  and  sigh. 
Life  is  at  best  a  book  of  pain; 
./•^;'       Sweet  sunny  days  will  soon  come  back  again,    -:' 
And  I  will  be  with  you,  bye  and  bye. 

But  the  mother,  bent  with  age,  took  her  laddie's  hand  in  hers. 

Drew  him  close  unto  her  beating  heart. 
As  she  sjKike  in  accents  sadly:  "  \Ve  ne'er  shall  meet  again. 

If  thou  and  I,  my  laddie,  now  must  part." 
In  pleading,  sweet  and  eadly,  I  saw  her  bend  her  head. 

And  look  into  the  eyes  of  her  dear  boy; 
Then  with  a  sigh  of  sorrow  she  brush'd  a  tear  away. 

And  kneeling  there  she  held  his  hand,  and  these  words  softly  edd: 

Chorus. 

Don't  leave  me,  laddie,  oh,  look  into  my  eyes. 

What  is  thy  fame  or  gold  to  me? 
These  fade  away,  but  true  love  never  dies,  .  , 

And  that,  lad,  is  all  I  ask  of  thee.  /  . 

''.   ;  Refrain.  ■'"'''■   "  ■.;'^' '..•'•. 

Never  leave  a  mother  for  fame  or  gold,  •'"•".•■ 

Never  leave  a  mother  for  wealth  untold,  •    -■ 

Thet*  fade  away,' but  true  love  never  dies, 
-  ■  ■'   . .  :  And  that,  lad,  is  all  she  asks  of  thee.  *  • 

Yet  the  lad  he  sail'd  away  o'er  the  deep  and  silent  sea. 

Onward  to  a  distant  land  of  woe; 
And  beneath  the  starry  heavens,  where  bravest  heroes  fell, 

Witli  gallant  heart  he  proudly  met  the  foe. 
A  thrust  from  warrior's  sabre  had  piere'd  his  bleeding  heart, 

While  far  away  his  mother  watch "d  in  vain; 
He'd  fought  for  name  and  glory,  he'd  fallen  with  his  fame. 

And  evermore  me  thinks  I  hear  this  sad,  this  sad  refrain: 

Chorus. 

Don't  leave  me,  laddie,  oh.  look  into  my  eyra, 

'     ,  What  is  thy  fame  or  gold  to  me? 

These  fade  away,  but  true  love  never  dies,  '    ■ 

And  that,  lad,  is  all  I  ask  of  thee. 

Refrain. 
:    Ne%'er  leave  a  mother  for  fame  or  gold. 
Never  leave  a  mother  for  wealth  untold, 
•         ,       These  fade  away,  but  true  love  never  dies, 

.:  And  that,  lad,  is  all  she  asks  of  thee.     .        ;  •  ~ 
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HOOROO    FOR    CASEY! 

Copyright,  188J,  by  Dsen  &  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  James  E.  Sullivan. 


Mr.  Casey  gave  a  party  at  his  house  last  Tuesday  night,  _  .  ■• 

Every  one  was  feeling  jolly,  sure,  I  got  roaring  tight; 
There  was  little  Johnny  Docherty,  and  big,  fat  Jerry  Tracey, 
A  yelling  out  the  whole  night  long,  Uooroo  for  Casey  t 

■■''':/;;-.  Chords.  ;.i.  •■ 

: ;  ■     "  "  Hoorbo  for  Casey!"  some  one  in  the  comer  yelled  out, 

-  "Hooroo  for  Casey!"  Tracey  yelled  again; 

■  '    '  Mr.  Casey's  very  aisy,  btit  he  thought  the  Ijoys  were  crazy, 

r.  With  their  one,  two,  three,  four,  Hooroo  for  Casey. 

We  all  sat  down  to  sapper,  it  was  such  a  lordly  spread,  ... 

Casey  went  to  make  a  speech,  but  they  stood  him  on  his  bead; 

Tracey  spilled  the  lobster  salad  upon  the  lemon  pie. 

When  allat  once  throughout  the  room  they  yelled  the  same  old  cry;— CHORUS. 

'Twas  four  o'clock  next  morning  when  we  left  Casey's  house,  .—       ,  • 

The  neighborhood  is  dacent  ana  quiet  as  a  mouse;  - 

How  I  got  home  that  morning  I  don't  remember  well. 
But  we  stood  oataide  of  Casey's  door  and  gave  him  one  more  yell.— Chorus. 


— Liquor  Dealer:  I  thought  there  was  half  a  barrel  of  that 
campaign  whiskey  left?  Clerk:  There  was,  but  it  ate  a  hole 
through  the  barrel  and  ran  into  the  cellar. — If.  Y.  Weekly. 


i  Emmet's  Farewell  to  His  True  Love. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  IT.  J.  Wehuinn,  100  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  4000  Popular  Knglish  and  German 
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Farewell,  love,  farewell,  love,  I  now  must  leave  you. 
The  pale  moou  is  shining  her  last  beams  on  me; 

In  truth  I  do  declare  I  never  deceived  jou, 
For  h's  next  to  my  heart  is  dear  Erin  and  thee. 

.  Draw  near  to  my  bosom,  my  first  and  fond  true  love, 
And  cherish  the  heart  that  beats  only  for  thee; 
,   And  let  ray  cold  grave  with  green  laurels  be  strewn,  love. 
For  I'll  die  for  my  country,  dear  Erin,  and  thee. 

Oh,  never  again  in  the  moonlight  we'll  roam,  love, 
When  the  birds  are  at  rest  and  the  stars  they  do  shine; 

Oh,  never  again  shall  I  kiss  thy  sweet  lips,  love, 
Or  wander  by  streamlets  with  thy  hands  pressed  in  mine. 

Oh,  should  a  mother's  love  make  all  others  forsake  me, 

Oh,  give  me  a  promise  before  that  I  die. 
That  j'ou'll  come  to  my  grave  when  all  others  forsake  me, 

And  there  with  the  soft  winds  breath  sigh  then  for  sigh. 

My  hour  is  approaching,  let  me  take  one  fond  look,  love, 
And  watch  thy  pure  beauty  till  my  soul  does  depart; 

Let  thy  wrinklets  fall  on  my  face  and  brow,  love, 
Draw  near  till  I  press  thee  to  my  fond  and  true  heart. 

Farewell,  love,  farewell,  love,  the  words  are  now  spoken, 
The  pale  moon  is  shining  her  last  beams  on  me; 

Farewell,  love,  farewell,  love,  I  hear  the  death  token, 
Never  more  in  this  world  your  Emmet  you'll  see. 
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Money  makes  tht  mare  to  eo,  is  a  saying  old  and  friio. 

And  when  you  got  the  ready  cask,  your  friends  will  stick  like  glue; 

But  when  your  pocket's  empty,  those  friends  you  thought  sincere. 

Will  proudly  turn  upon  their  heel,  and  quickly  disappear. 

'Tis  tnen  you  murmur  to  yourself:  I  must  have  been  a  fool, 

To  let  those  artful  fellows  make  me  their  r«dy  tool; 

If  fortune  smile  on  me  ai^in,  'tis  then  you  can  rely. 

The  only  friend  that  I  will  trust,  is  m-o-n-e-y. 

Chorus. 

M^>.,i-t-v,  that  is  the  stuff  to  bring  you  joy, 
When  you've  got  the  dust,  you  see  everybotly  seems  so  free; 
Folks  vou  never  seen  befor,  will  flock  around  you  by  the  score, 
And  girls  to  win  your  love  will  try,  for  your  m-o-n-€-y. 

The  parson  preaches  in  the  church,  he  does  not  do  it  free. 

The  lawyer,  he  will  plead  your  case,  but  he  always  wants  his  fee; 

The  bnicher  quickly  smells  a  rat  when  funds  arc  getting  low. 

And  if  vou  want  your  meat  on  tick,  he'll  quickly  answer:   Not 

The  iiindlord  smiles  upon  you  if  you  your  rent  can  pay. 

But  miss  a  month  and  you  will  find  your  sticks  in  the  street  next  day; 

Your  wife  seems  cold  and  disunt  if  to  stint  her  you  will  try. 

Aim!  won't  be  civil  till  she  gets  your  m.o-n-e  y.— Chorus. 


DIP    ME    IN    DE    GOLDEN    SEA. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  *  Co. 
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Words  by  Edward  Harrigan.    MuiUc  by  Dave  Braham. 
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Oil,  I  long  for  to  reacb  dat  hebenly  shore. 

To  dip  m  de  golden  sea; 
To  meet  old  Peter  a  standing  in  de  door, 

To  dip  in  de  golden  sea. 
He'd  say  to  me,  oh,  how  do  you  do? 

Come  set  right  yonder  in  ae  ivery  pew: 
Oh,  good  colored  people,  go  clar  clean  througii, 

To  dip  in  de  golden  sea. 

Chorus. 
Den  dip  me,  bathe  me,  sisters,  you  and  me, 
Come  get  in  de  boat,  for  we  all  gwine  float. 
For  to  dip  in  de  golden  sea. 

Oh,  we'll  all  ride  behind  a  silver  white  steed, 

To  dip  in  de  golden  sea; 
And  every  one  a  Baptist,  an'  no  other  creed. 

To  dip'in  de  golden  sea. 
Den  I  look  down  on  de  world  below, 

And  watch  you  niggers  a  shoveling  snow; 
"While  angel  fishes  dey  nip  my  toe. 

To  dip  in  de  golden  sea. — Chorus. 

In  de  moonlight,  oh,  dar  I'll  lay  on  my  back. 

To  dip  in  de  golden  sea; 
As  happy  as  a  clam  when  de  tide  am  slack, 

To  dip  in  de  golden  sea. 
■\Vhen  I'll  get  dar  I'll  wear  white  wings, 

Have  a  crown  on  head  with  lots  of  other  things; 
And  shout,  hallelujas,  de  big  choir  sing, 

To  dip  in  de  golden  sea. — Chorus. 


THE    OLD    PLAYGROUND. 

Copyright,  1856,  by  Firth,  Pond  &  Co. 


Tl»  Words  and  Mtislc  of  this  8«ng  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cent.i;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehman,  19)  Park 

Kun',  New  Vork  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Edward  Jay  Allen.    Music  by  J.  De  Raver. 


THE    STABS   AND    STRIPES. 

Copyright,  1861,  by  Lee  A  Walker. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  r«eeipt  of  M  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  i.  Wehman,  130  rtirk 

Row,  New  York  Oty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Franciii  De  Maes  Janvier.    Music  by  George  Felix  Benkert. 

The  stars  and  stri|x;s,  what  hand  shall  dare 
To  desecrate  the  flag  we  bear? 
The  flag  of  stars  whose  cheering  light 
Beamed  through  oppression's  gloomy  night, 
The  flag  of  stripes,  whose  heavenly  dyes 
Flashed  f  reeilom's  day-spring  through  the  skies; 
Our  flag,  our  flag,  the  standard  of  the  free, 
Symbol  of  hope  and  liberty. 

Chorus. 
Tlie  flag  of  stripes,  whose  heavenly  dyes 
Flashed  freedom's  day-spring  through  the  skies; 
Our  flag,  our  flag,  the  standard  of  the  free, 
Symbol  of  hope  and  liberty. 

The  stars  and  stripes,  what  memories  rise 
Whenever  that  banner  greets  our  eyes; 
By  patriots  borne  o'er  land  and  sea. 
It  led  tlie  way  to  victory. 
"NVheu  slaughter  swept  the  surging  main. 
When  carnage  strewed  the  crimson  plain, 
It  marked  the  spot  where  heroes  stood, 
It  was  baptized  in  heroes'  blood. — Chorus. 

The  stars  and  stripes,  what  power  shall  stay 

Immortal  freedom's  onward  way; 

The  heavens  are  the  triumphal  arch 

Through  which  she  takes  her  mighty  march. 

Her  mighty  march,  nor  shall  she  halt 

'Till,  like  the  spangled  azure  vault, 

O'er  every  land  around  the  world 

The  stars  and  stripes  shall  be  unfurled.— Chorus. 


-a  yf: 
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I'm  sitting  to-day  in  the  old  playground. 

Where  you  and  I  sat  so  oft  together; 
I'm  thinking  of  the  joys,  when  you  and  I  were  boys. 

In  those  merry  days  now  gone.  John,  forever. 
"Twas  here  we  sat  in  the  merry  olden  time. 

And  we  dreamed  of  the  wide  world  before  us; 
And  our  visions  and  hopes  of  the  coming  time 

Were  as  bright  as  the  sun  which  shone  o'er  us. 

O'er  this  treshold,  John,  we  passed  forlorn, 

To  wander  we  knew  not  where; 
The  heaven,  we  thought  so  bright,  was  o'ershadowed  by  night. 

And  the  pathway  lay  dark  and  drear. 
But  Im  silting  to-day  in  the  old  olayground, 

Where  you  and  I  have  sat  so  oft  tofiether; 
And  these  memories  wild  have  made  me  a  child. 

As  in  those  merry  days  now  gone,  John,  forever. 


I  Loaned  My  Sunday  Coat  to  Maloney. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Spaulding  A  Komder. 

The  Words  and  Mnslc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  44  ' 

cents;  or  tins  and  any  two  other  Songs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 

Words  by  Irene  Hildreth.     Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 

Tim  McCarthy  was  a  friend  to  Mike  Maloney, 

And  Mike  Maloney  was  a  friend  to  me; 
Poor  McCarthy  was  afllicted  wid  memory, 

And  now  he's  taken  off  to  Calvarpr. 
Maloney  paid  a  visit  the  other  evenmg, 

As  I  my  supiK'r  was  about  to  take; 
And  said  he  to  me:   O'Toole  now  would  ye  lend  me 

A  coal  to  wear  to  Tim  McCarthy's  wake. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  I  loaned  me  Sunday  coat  to  Maloney, 

The  only  dacent  coat  I  hatl  to  wear; 
The  coat  that  made  me  look  so  very  toncy. 

And  now  I  cannot  find  it  anywhere. 

Oh,  that  coat  was  always  put  away  by  Judy 

On  Monday  morning  when  I  went  to  work; 
And  it  then  was  bru-shcd  and  smoothed  again  on  Tuesday, 

For  exactness,  sure,  my  Judy  is  a  Turk. 
When  Maloney  called,  she  said:  Don't  be  aisy. 

Don't  be  green  enough  to  lend  your  Sunday  coat; 
If  Pat  Maloney  gets  it,  ye  are  crazy, 

It's  mesclf  will  be  saying,  you're  a  goat.— Chorus. 

Now  the  way  I  got  the  coat  I  will  tell  ye, 

But  ye  must  not  tell  any  body  else; 
I  lent  seventeen  dollars  to  a  copper. 

And  the  coat  he  did  mortgage  to  meself ; 
He  said:  I"  11  let  ye  kape  the  coat,  O'Toole,  dear, 

It  will  never  be  claimed  again  by  me; 
If  the  money  is  not  paid  to  ye  by  New  Year, 

0"roole  come  have  a  drink  just  now  wid  me. — Chorus. 


—If  this  world  were  made  to  suit  every  critic's  wishes,  what  a 
deformed,  bulging,  lopsided,  depressed,  irregular,  dime  museum 
affair  it  would l>e. — BaUimoi'e  Ameiican. 
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THE    OLD    FAMILY    ALBUM. 

.Copyright,  1889,  by  William  GilliKan. 

The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  weiit  to  aiiy  address,  po9>^patd,  on  receipt  of  40 

i-entH,  or  this  and  any  two  utlier  Songs  for  One  Uollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehiuan,  13U  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  William  GiUigan. 


How  well  I  remember,  in  days  long  gone  by,  ;    ' 

The  old-fashion'd  homestead  I  valued  so  high;    ... 

Where  father  and  mother  and  sisters,  so  dear, 

Were  happy  and  cheerful  whene'er  I  draw  near. 

But  now  all  is  chang'd,  time  has  left  its  own  print,  j 

My  vision  of  happiness  lost  its  bright  tint; 

But  there's  one  consolation  far  dearer  tlian  all, 

The  old  family  album  I  love  to  recall.  V 

Chorus. 

Then  cherish  it  dearly  that  treasure  of  love, 
A  Iteepsake  bo  precious,  a  charm  from  alwve; 
And  the  fond  recollections  of  faces  so  dear. 
The  old  family  album  brings  ever  more  near. 

The  friends  of  my  youth  I  have  here  by  the  score,        ; 
What  pleasure  to  look  at  their  faces  once  more; 
And  think  of  the  hours  that  together  we  Pi)ent 
In  harmless  enjoyment  and  wild  merriment. 
Tlie  years  come  and  go  and  life  seems  but  a  dream. 
When  I  think  of  the  homestead  so  close  by  the  stream; 
Still  there's  one  little  comfort  remaining  for  me. 
The  old  family  album  I'm  happy  to  see— Chorus. 

There's  picture  of  motlier  with  silv'ry  white  hair. 

The  pride  of  the  album,  so  guard  it  with  care; 

And  kind,  aged  father,  and  sisters,  so  true,  ^     ..'     '     -   ' 

Their  faces  appear  in  thib  old  album  too. 

So  let  us  push  on  thro'  this  world's  endless  strife. 

And  fill  every  space  in  our  album  of  life; 

But  rememl>cr  there's  nothing  so  holy  by  far 

Aa  the  old  family  album,  your  own  guiding  star. — Cnojcva. 


SHE  TOLD  ME  I  WAS  DREAMING-. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  J.  C.  Groene  &  Co. 


Words  by  Samuel  Mintum  Peck.    Music  by  Walter  A.  PhilU|iH. 


The  amber  1>eamB  were  flitting  from  meadow  newly  mown. 
My  love  and  I  were  sitting  in  the  waning  light  alone; 
I  told  her  of  my  pae«ion  and  the  ho|)e  I  had  at  stake, 
She  said  that  I  was  dreaming,  she  said  that  I  was  dreaming, 
.She  said  that  I  was  dreaming,  ah,  let  me  never  wake. 


The  mellow  glow  grew  dimer.  I  clasp'd  her  hand  in  mine, 
The  stars  began  to  glimmer  above  the  drowsy  pine;  -     ' 

1  siiid  their  iSeams  were  shining  the  brighter  "for  her  sake. 
She  told  me  I  was  dreaming,  she  told  me  I  was  dreaming. 
She  told  me  I  wae  dreaming,  ah,  let  me  never  wake. 

I  felt  her  fingers  tremble,  the  tear  drops  I  could  see. 

Her  heart  could  not  dissemble  the  love  she  bore  for  me; 

I  whispered,  were  you  faithless,  sweetlieart,  my  heart  wotild  break. 

If  loving  is  but  dreaming,  ah,  let  me  never  wake. 

If  loving  is  but  dreaming,  ah,  let  me  never  wake. 


^  •  » 


THE     L  I  L  A  C. 

Copjrrlght,  1888,  by  Gardner  &  Kline. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  port-paid,  on  receipt  «f  iO 

centSi  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  W  eliman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stan<|is  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Marion  May.    Music  by  Gustave  Kline. 


Do  you  remember,  sweetheart,  those  happy  davs  gone  by. 
When  you  and  I  together  climt>ed  the  high  rocKs? 
Your  eyes  with  love  were  bright,  a  tender,  happy  light, 
I  handed  you  a  little  bunch  of  lilacs; 

You  lovea  me  then,  sweetheart,  I  know,  you  often  told  me  so. 
When  the  evening  sun  caressed  the  dear,  old,  grey  rocks; 
The  sweetest  thought  to  me,  as  dear  as  life  could'be, 
'y'ou  kissed  me  when  you  took  the  bunch  of  lilacs. 

Chorus. 
Sweetest  bunch  of  lilacs  I  will  pick  for  you. 
Wonder  if  you  love  me  if  your  heart  is  true; 
Give  to  me  a  promise,  surely  you'll  do  this. 
Tell  me  that  you  icve  me,  anewer  with  a  kiss.    "  ■ 


Those  happy  days  of  childhood,  with  golden  visions  crown'd, . 

As  the  radiant  sun  with  beauty  crowns  the  high  rocks; 

Sweet  love  was  in  your  eyes,  a  love  that  never  dies, 

I  pick'd  for  you  a  little  bunch  of  lilacs; 

Dear  love,  you  said  to  me,  be  true,  as  I  will  be  to  you,. 

And  mem'ry  twins  with  love  the  dear,  old,  grev  rocks; 

And  BO  the  thought  to  me,  aa  dear  as  life  could  be. 

Yon  kiaaed  me  when  yon  took  the  bunch  of  lilacs. — Chobus. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  po.st-i>aid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Uiie  L>ollar,  hy  II.  J.  Weliniaii,  I3U  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  oil  our  goods:. 


AUNT    JEMIMA^S    COURTSHIP. 

Waal,  girls— if  ye  must  know — reckon  I  must  tell  ye.  Waal, 
'twas  in  the  Winter  time,  and  father  and  I  were  sitting  alone  in 
the  kitchen.  We  wur  sitting  thar  sort  o'quiet  like  when  father 
sez,  sez  he  to  me,  "Jemima!"  And  I  sez,  sez  I:  "What,  sir?" 
And  he  sez,  sez  he,  "  Wasn't  that  a  rap  at  the  door?  "  and  I  sez, 
sez  I,  "No,  sir."  Bimeby,  father  sez  to  me  again,  sez  he, 
"Jemima!  "  And  I  sez,  sez  I,  "What  sir?"  and  he  sez,  sez  he,"Are 
ye  sure?  "  and  I  sez,  sez  I,  "  No  sir."  So  I  went  to  the  door,  and 
opened  it,  and  sure  enough  there  stood — a  man.  Waal,  he  came 
in  and  sat  down  by  father,  and  father  and  he  talked  about  almost 
everything  you  could  think  of;  they  talked  about  the  farm,  they 
talked  about  the  crops,  and  they  talked  about  politics,  and  they 
talked  about  all  other  ticks. 

Bimeby  father,  father  sez  to  me,  sez  he,  "  Jemima! "  And  I  sez, 
sez  I,  "What  sir?"  And  he  sez,  "Can't  we  have  some  cider?" 
And  I  sez,  sez  I,  "I  suppose  so."  So  I  went  down  in  the  cellar  and 
brought  up  a  pitcher  of  cider,  and  I  handed  some  cider  to  father, 
and  then  I  handed  some  to  the  man;  and  father  he  drinks,  and 
the  man  he  drinks,  and  father  he  drinks,  the  man  drinks  till  they 
drink  it  all  up.  After  awhile  father  sez  to  me,  sez  he,  "Jemima!" 
And  I  sez,  sez  I,  "  What  sir?"  And  he  sez,  sez  he.  "Ain't  it  most 
time  for  me  to  be  thinking  about  going  to  bed?  "  And  I  sez,  sez  I, 
"Indeed,  you  are  the  best  judge  of  that  yourself,  sir."  "Waal," 
he  sez,  sez  he,  "Jemima,  bring  me  my  dressing  gown  and  slippers." 
And  he  put  them  on  and  arter  awhile  he  went  to  l)ed. 

And  there  sat  that  man,  and  bimeby  he  began  a-hitching  his 
chair  up  toward  mine — oh,  my!  I  was  all  in  aflutter.  And  then  he 
sez,  sez  he,  "Jemima!"  And  ...  sez,  sez  I.  "  Wh.nt  sii?"  And  he 
sez,  sez  he,  "  Will  you  have  me?"  And  I  sez,  sez  I,  "No  sir!" 
for  I  was  most  scared  to  death;  "  Waal,"  tliere  we  sat,  and  arter 
awhile,  will  ye  believe  me,  he  began  backing  his  chair  closer  and 
closer  to  mine,  and  sez  he,  "Jemima!"  And  I  sez,  sez  I,  "  What 
sir?"  And  he  sez,  sez  he,  "  Will  ye  have  me?"  And  I  sez,  sez  I, 
"  No  sir!  "  Waal,  by  this  time  he  had  his  arm  around  my  waist, 
and  I  hadn't  the  heart  to  take  it  away  'cause  the  tears  was  a-rollin' 
down  his  cheeks,  and  he  sez,  sez  he,  "Jemima!"  And  I  sez,  sez  I, 
"  What  sir?  "  and  he  sez,  sez  he,  "  for  the  third  and  last  time,  I 
shau't  ask  ye  again,  will  ye  have  me?  "  and  I  sez,  sez  I,  "Yes  sir!" 
— fur  I  didn't  know  what  else  to  say.         ... 


WALTZINOHAM     McSWEENEY. 


Copyright,  1879,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

centt;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  K.  J.  Wehman,  1*  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Jim  Campbell.    Music  by  Chas.  Dockstader.  * 

I'm  Waltzingham  McSweeney,  a  man  well  known  to  fame, 

I'm  a  shining  light  at  all  the  clubs,  I'm  a  man  of  pluck  and  game; 

I'm  the  best  Known  man  on  Broadway,  on  account  of  my  form  and  face, 

And  the  stylish  w-ay  I  carry  myself,  with  a  walk  of  air  and  grace. 

I'm  the  one  you  can't  help  notice,  I'm  a  man  of  splendid  parta, 

I've  a  high-bom  education,  I'm  decomplished  in  all  the  arts;  • .' 

I  can  swim  like  captain  Boynton,  I  can  walk  a  highland  fling, 

I  can  pull  a  boat  with  Hanlan,  I'm  a  crack  shot  on  the  wing. 

Chorus.  - 

Waltzingham  McSweeney,  that's  the  cognomen  I  bear. 
The  ladies  admire  my  pretty  shape  and  aristocratic  air; 
The  swells  they  all  get  jealous  when  the  dashing  girls  at  me  lear. 
For  my  graceful  glide  in  the  ballroom,  I'm  call^  the  gay  cavalier. 

I'm  a  great  pedestrian  walker,  my  record  dates  far  back, 
I'd  be  sure  to  beat  O'Leary,  if  they'd  let  me  on  the  track; 
I'm  known  at  all  the  races,  my  beta  are  all  the  boast. 
I  can  always  name  the  winning  horse  before  he  leaves  the  poet. 
All  ]>ollticians  seem  to  know  me,  they  shake  my  hand  with  pride. 
For  they  know  my  great  influence  in  elections  turn  the  tide; 
All  ttie  Congressmen  and  Senators  admire  me  everywhere, 
.      And  Waltzingham  McSweeney,  some  say  will  be  your  Mayor.— Chorus. 

-.  -  <  '"■ 
At  Rockaway  or  Long  Branch,  I'm  great  mogul  of  all. 
And  the  landlords  of  the  big  hotels  they  fight  to  have  me  call; 
And  all  the  bathers  upon  the  beach  they  watch  me  do  the  grand. 
And  the  lords  and  dukes,  and  ladies,  feel  proud  to  shake  my  hand. 
When  I  walk  out  in  my  bathing-suit,  and  step  uiktti  the  beach. 
The  opera-glasses  are  levelled  at  me,  aa  far  as  they  can  reach ; 
And  your  lords  and  dukes  are  known,  where  like  a  flower  they  fade  awaj-, 
.    When  Waltzingham  McSweeney  steps  into  the  boiling  sea.— Cbobus. 


— Henry,  said  a  millionaire  father,  you  are  now  about  to  start 
out  into  the  world.  Which  would  you  rather  have  me  give  you 
— my  blessing  or  a  cool  hundred  thousand?"  one,  father,  one,  one. 
I  couldn't  stand  a  hundred  thousand  blessings  such  as  you  ask. 
—Tfie  Dude.  

— When  a  married  woman  goes  out  to  look  after  her  rights,  her 
husband  is  usually  left  at  home  with  his  wrongs. — 7 lie  Dude. 
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The  Word» 


BEAUTIFUL    LANGUAG-E. 

CopyriKlit,  1889,  by  T.  B.  Hamis  *  Co. 

and  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  s«'nt  to  any  adtln'ss,  iMWt  jwid,  on  ivot-iut 
.— ,  _r  tWs  and  aiiv  two  ollirr  Sonus  for  <  >iie  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wcliiiiuii,  130  I'ar 
Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  St]lTli|)s  taken  same  oh  ca.sh  for  all  our  gooiis. 

Written  and  Suntr  by  (Jus  WilUanjs. 

Yon  may  talk  of  the  liinnim;;e  of  ))cautiriil  Spain, 

Also  the  Italian  soft  tone; 
But  where  in  the  world  will  yon  find  such  a  flow 

Of  words  uH  there  is  in  our  own? 
Yon  jnst  give  a  hackman  a  bad  dollar  bill. 

Then  linger  awliile  very  near; 
When  he  lliids  it  ont  he  will  oi>cn  his  nioutli, 

Tlien  8t!iuding  entranc'd  you  will  hear: 

CnoBfs. 

Beautiful  langnasje,  eoft  and  sweet. 

Beautiful  laii}rua>;c,  choice  and  neat; 
Words,  rich  and  riirc,  float  ont  on  the  air. 

Oh,  what  beautiful  laiijiiiage! 

Obscrve-an  old  gentleman,  puffy  and  stout. 

Who  after  a  car  has  to  fly; 
Then  li-ten  to  all  his  Italian  and  French, 

When  the  car  will  not  stop,  hut  goes  l)y. 
Then  follow  him  slyly,  and  if  he  should  make 

For  one  of  those  seats  in  the  parks. 
And  wlifu  he  sits  down  on  a  new  painted  bench. 

You'll  hear  some  mobt  touching  remarks:— CiioRrs. 

Now.  if  to  the  racecourse  you  ever  should  go, 

"Tis  there  the  h<><)kniaker8  will  set 
Their  traps,  which  are  baited  with  o<ldi»  they  will  Rive, 

And  kindly  invite  you  to  l>et. 
And  if  tliey  should  lose,  keep  your  cars  open  wide. 

Amidst  the  confusion  and  strife; 
For  then  you'll  hear  English  as  she  should  l)e  spoke. 

The  purest  you've  heard  in  your  life.— C'uoBfs. 

To  the  ladies  I'll  say,  have  you  ever  observed 

Your  husband  on  some  certain  day, 
When  he  is  complaining  because  he  is  late. 

Ills  fault  causes  all  the  delay. 
The  starch  in  his  shirt  causes  him  for  to  fret. 

And  his  temj>er  it  rises,  I  fear; 
When  under  the  bureau  hi«  collar-button  goes, 

'Tis  then,  if  you'll  listen,  you'll  hear:  — Ciioiius. 

Take  the  game  of  baseball,  on  your  own  native  grounds, 

Some  day  when  the  game  it  is  close. 
When  the  weather  is  well— most  decidedly  hot. 

And  the  crowd  it  is  rather  morose. 
About  the  last  inning  you  think  the  home  club 
-   ,     .         Is  certain,  dead  sure,  for  to  win. 

When  the  umpire  gives  a  decision  tiuite  bad. 

Then  you'll  hear,  midst  the  bustle  and  diu:— Chorus. 


of  io 
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MY    HAT. 


\y 


NOW    YOU'RE    TALKING. 

CopyriKht,  1S89,  by  T.  B.  Harms  i  Co. 


The  Words  and  Miisio  of  this  Sontr  «iil  t>f  «;nt  to  any  address,  pf>st-pald,  on  r«'o<>i|it  of  iO 

crnt.-»;  or  this  and  any  two  other  h-mtrs  for  oni-  Dollar,  by  H.  .1.  Wehnian.  ):!0  I'aik 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostuKe  btainij«i  taken  »aine  us  eusli  for  all  our  Koods. 


'      .^     '  'Written,  Composed  and  Suhr  by;Ou»  Williams. 

One  day  I  met  a  nice  young  irirl,  'twas  at  a  country  fair. 

Was  iniroduced,  then" saw  her  home,  ami  call'd  quite  often  there; 

She  ha<i  an  <Hid  exiiresKion.  that  she  very  often  used. 

And  ulien  I  ask'd  lier  to  \>e  mine,  she  seem'd  to  be  confused. 

Spoken — And  she  said: 

Ciionfs. 

Now  You're  talking,  now  you're  talking,  now  you're  talking  loud, 
Atid  when  she  said  it.  she  look'd  up  as  she  fell  (juite  proud; 
I  try  to  break  hir  of  it.  but  nothing  I  can  do. 
Will  fetop  her,  and  I  And  myself  a  talking  that  way  too. 

The  weddiiig-day  it  came  around,  the  sun  was  shining  bright. 

The  minister  his  (]Uer.ti<)ii8  ask'd  I  answer'd  them  all  right; 

Birt  when  he  came  to  s|H'!ik  to  her,  I  wish'd  that  I  was  deail. 

Before  the  crowd  assembled  there,  why  this  is  what  she  said:  — C'Hours. 

We're  married  now  about  a  year,  she  is  a  charming  wife, 
And  I  can  say  I  never  was  so  hapuy  in  all  my  life; 
The  other  day  wlwle  irav'ling.  aii(l  while  in  a  railroad  car, 
A  telegram  wju*  handed  me,  which  said  I  was  a  "pa."' 

Spokkn— The  moment  I  reail  it  I  wa.s  crazy;  fancy  the  feelings  of  a  man 
when  lie  receives  news  that  he's  a  father  for  the  first  tiim?.  I  gave  ttie  cnndiirtor 
all  my  segars,  the  porter  my  dnster,  and  I'd  given  all  my  money  away  if  they 
hadn't  stopjH'd  me.  I  asked  th<!  conductor  where  the  next  telagraph  otjlce  was? 
lie  said,  at  the  next  station  and  that  we  stop[>ed  there  a  half  hour  for  supper. 
1  I  thought  we'd  never  get  there.  I  didn't  want  any  suj)per,  I  couhln't  eat  then  if 
I'd  iK'en  starving.  I  ran  into  the  telegraph  office  and  telegraphed  to  my  wife: 
'•  Is  it  really  true,  am  I  a  father?  answer  quick."  Just  before  tlie  half  hour 
Mras  up  the  answer  came.    I  read  it.    It  simply  said: 

Cnoms. 
Now  yon're  talking,  now  you're  talking,  now  you're  talking  load. 
These  were  the  words,  but  I  tell  you  they  matfe  me  feel  quite  proud; 
I  took  the  next  train  homeward,  got  there  as  day  begins. 
And  found  I  was  the  father  of  a  pair  of  bouncing  twins. 


t'opyrlglit,  ll«t»,  by  T,  B.  Harms  A  Co. 

The  Words  and  Musk-  of  this  Sonir  will  Ite  sent  to  any  a<)dre!w,  post-jnaid,  on  receipt  of  40 

eeiits;  or  this  and  aii.v  two  <itlier  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  ISO  nik. 

liuw,  Kevr  York  City.    I'ostoge  Stainpa  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  ifoods. 

Music  by  F.  Neddemieyer.    Words  by  Gua  Williams. 

To  write  a  song  is  easv  if  you  once  the  title  get. 
And  the  one  I  now  will  sing  you  le  the  best  I've  hit  as  yet; 
It's  (xld,  I  don't  deny  it,  you  may  sav  it  sounds  flat. 
So  do  not  be  offended  when  I  slug  about  my  hat. 

Chorvs. 
My  hat,  my  hat,  there's  character  in  It, 
Your  clothes  may  look  see<ly,  but  still,  for  all  that. 
They  will  not  be  noticed,  if  you  are  but  wearing 
A  neat  and  respectable  blaclc  high  hat. 

It  Is  worn  In  odd  positions,  as  }"on  frequently  have  seep. 

From  the  bus'ness  man,  so  steady,  to  the  countryman,  so  green; 

And  his  character  'twill  show  you  ns  the  street  he  goes  along. 

And  you  can  judge  his  standing  the  by  way  he  puts  it  on.— Chorus, 

You  can  weave  a  romance  'round  it,  as  I  will  now  plainly  show 
From  an  incident  that  ha|)|)en'd  to  me  just  two  years  ago; 
I  know  I  should  not  tell  it,  but  it  was  so  o<ld  and  queer, 
I  think  'twill  bear  rei>eatiug,  as  the  party  is  not  here. 

Spoken— .MK)ut  two  years  ago  a  friend  of  mine,  who  lives  on  the  outskirts 
of  town,  invited  me  to  a  reception  to  l)e  given  at  his  house.  I  went  out 
there,  and  as  the  cloak-room  was  full,  I  placed  my  hat  on  a  chair  in  the  recep- 
tion-room. I  found  (luiteacrowd  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  there,  and  on  the 
identical  chair  where  1  had  left  my  hat,  sat  a  beautiful  }'onng  lady.  I  could  not 
get  near  enough  to  her  to  tell  her"  she  was  sitting  on  my  hat  on  account  of  the 
immense  crowd,  so  I  begati  to  makecigns  toher.  While  so  doing,  an  old  gentleman 
called  me  on  one  side  and  accused  me  of  flirting  with  his  daughter,  I  denied  the 
accusation,  and  toid  him  that  his  daughter  was  sitting  on  my  hat.  Afti'r  flnding 
out  the  truth  of  my  assertion,  he  was  full  of  aj)ologies,  introduced  ^lis  daughter 
to  me,  and  she  seemed  so  embarrased  and  felt  so  bad  because  she  had  sat  on  my 
hat.  that,  to  nmkc  her  f«H'l  at  her  ease,  I  changed  the  subject  and  asked  her  to 
dance.  Before  the  evening  was  over  we  were  very  well  acuuainted.  She  begged 
me,  with  her  father's  approval,  to  call  on  her.  I  did  so,  in  fact  I've  been  calling 
on  her  for  the  past  two  years,  and  last  week  I  married  her.  Romantic,  wasn't 
It?   And  it  came  around  from  her  sitting  on— Chorus.         ,- 

y  ' 
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The   Flippity    Flop   Young    Man. 

Wi-itten,  Compusod  and  Sung  by  George  W.  Kenway. 
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I  once  wa.s  a  matter-of-fact  young  man, 

And  tlirived  on  port  or  slicrrj'; 
But  now  I'm  a  kind  of  cracked  yoimg  man,  ' 

The  rever.se  of  ordinary. 
I  Hip  and  I  Hop— (fc//«),  all  over  the  shop — {echo), 

And  take  it  for  grimtcd  you  can; 
Ini  a  very  sunflowery,  Eastcbeapy,  towery, 

Ai)ril  showery  man, 

Cironcs, 
I'm  a  very  ncstlietic  yotmg  man, 

A  non-energetic  young  man;  .         , 

Slippity,  slojjpity,  over  the  sboppity, 
Flippily  flop  young  man. 

I  once  was  a  hymny  and  tract  )'oimg  raan. 

And  sternly  opposed  to  stooping; 
A  kind  of  a  siick-up-the-hack  young  man,         \ 

IJut  now  I  incline  to  drooping. 
Consuniniatoly  if — (ec/io),  on  no  account  stiff — (echo), 

I  scarcely  know  how  I  began; 
I'm  a  bitter  tmd  mildy,  nativey,  cbildey, 
-Oscary  Wildey  man. 

Cnoni;8, 
I'm  a  Ftdler's  earth-color  young  man, 

A  greeny  and 'gill ler' young  man; 
Pretty  exteniiilly  '  patience '  and  colonelly. 

Utterly,  utter  young  man, 

I  once  was  a  tlircc-dollar  dinner  young  man,    . 

And  at  ttible  knew  which  was  the  best  end; 
Ibit  now  you  would  not  find  a  thinner  j'oung  man, 

Tiio'  you  wjilk  from  tiie  Etist  to  West-end. 
Two  steps  and  a  sto|) — (echo),  a  skip  and  a  hop — {echo), 

1  retiuire  but  a  puff  and  a  fan; 
I'm  a  Fulton  street  cutlery,  skip  o'er  the  guttery, 

New  bread-and-buttery  man. 

ClIORCS. 

I'm  a  worship  the  lily  young  man, 
Crutclj  and  tooth  pick-a-dilly  young  man; 

Cracket  in  the  fiiberty,  Burnand  and  Gilberty, 
Strike-you-with-paper  young  man. 


•*i 


BANTY    JIM.     5 

'By  John  Hay.  ,         '      ' ' 

I  reckonJI  git  your  drift,  gents — 

You  'low  the  boy  shan't  stay; 
This  is  a  white  man's  country; 

You're  Dimocrata,  you  stay. 
And  whereas,  and  seein',  and  wherefore, 

The  times  bein'  all  out  of  joint, 
The  nigger  has  got  to  mosey 

From  the  limits  o'  Spunky  P'int! 

Le's  reason  the  thing  a  miuute; 

I'm  an  old-fashioned  Dimocrat  too, 
Though  I  laid  my  politics  out  o'  the  way 

For  to  keep  till  the  war  was  through. 
But  I  come  back  here,  allowin' 

To  vote  as  I  used  to  do. 
Though  it  gravels  me  like  the  devil  to  train 

Along  o'  sich  fools  as  you. 

Now,  dog  my^  cata  ef  I  kin  see. 

In  all  the  light  of  the  day, 
What  you've  got  to  do  with  the  question 

Ef  Tim  shall  go  or  stay. 
And  furder  than  that  I  give  notice, 

Ef  one  of  you  tetches  the  boy, 
He  kin  check  his  trunks  to  a  warmer  clime  _ 

Than  he'll  find  in  lUanoy. 

Why,  blame  your  hearts,  jest  hear  mel- 

You  know  that  ungodly  day 
When  our  left  struck  Vicksburg  Heights, 

How  ripped  and  torn  and  tattered  Ave  lay? 
Wlien  the  rest  retreated  I  staid  behind. 

Fur  reasons  sufficient  to  me —  "^ 

With  a  rib  caved  in,  and  a  leg  ou  a  strike, 

I  sprawled  on  that  cursed  glacec. 

Lord!  how  the  hot  sun  went  for  us. 

And  br'iled  and  blistered  and  burned; 
How  the  rebel  bullets  whizzed  roimd  us 

When  a  cuss  in  his  death-grip  turned! 
Till  aloug  toward  dusk  I  seen  a  thing 

I  couldn't  believe  for  a  spell: 
That  nigger — that  Tim — was  a-crawlin'  to  me 

Through  that  fire-proof,  gilt-edged  hell! 

The  rel)els  seen  him  as  quick  as  me. 

And  the  bullets  buzzed  like  bees; 
But  lie  jumped  for  me,  and  shouldered  me. 

Though  a  shot  brought  him  once  to  his  knees; 
But  he  staggered  up,  and  packed  me  off. 

With  a  dozen  stumbles  and  falls. 
Till  safe  in  our  lines  he  dropi>ed  us  both, 

His  black  hide  riddled  with  balls. 

So,  my  gentle  gazelles,  thare's  my  answer,        ; 

And  here  stays  Banty  Tim; 
He  trumped  death's  ace  for  me  that  day. 

And  I'm  not  goin'  back  on  him! 
You  may  rezoloot  till  the  cows  come  home,  I 

But  ef  one  of  you  tetches  the  boy, 
He'll  wrastle  his  hash  to-night  in  hell, 

Or  my  name's  not  Tilmon  J03'! 


One  Hundred  and  Eighty-ninth.  Street. 

Written  by  John  Carroll.    Sune:  by  Carroll  4t  Walters.     "'    '■.< 
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You  heard  the  song  of  the  boulevard. 

To  go  there  you  must  have  a  card. 

And  where  the  poor  men  work  SO  hard         .   ~ 

From  morning  until  evening. 
I  once  for  a  man  did  vote,  *  •• 

He  gave  me  a  bit  of  a  note. 
By  himself  it  was  surely  wrote, 

For  to  get   me  a  situation.  , 

CnoKUS. 

To  use  shovels  and  picks 
On  stones  and  bricks, 
And  clubs  and  sticks. 
And  all  such  tricks. 
They  are  good  for  nix. 
And  I'm  heartly  sick  of  political  situations. 

At  night  I  would  la)'  me  down  to  sleep,       ~        . 
The  Yankee  bugs  around  me  creep,  • 

And  divel  a  wink  they'd  let  me  sleep  .  ,  , 

Until  dixy -light  in  the  morning.  • 

Next  day  when  I  arose  - 

I  jutnpetl  into  my  clothes,  .     .     , 

And  wlieie  do  you  think  I  goes. 

But  up  to  One  Hundred  and  Eighty -ninth  street. — Chorus. 

In  eighteen  hundred  and  fortj'-five,  ' 

When  Dan  O'Connell  was  alive, 
At  such  a  job  I'd  never  drive, 

To  keep  mj-self  from  starving. 
But  alt liough  I'm  old  and  poor, 
There  is  one  thing  I'm  sure, 
I  don't  want  any  sinecure 

Up  in  One  Hundred  and  Eighty-ninth  street. — Chorus. 


At  it  Every  Minute  in  the  Day. 

Written  and  Sung  by  James  McAvoy.       • 
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Sitting  On  de  Golden  Fence. 

Copyriglit,  1884,  by  Spear  &  DehnhoflT. 
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Written  and  Compojicd  by  A.  Wiggins. 


Oh,  I  shall  fee  that  promi«"d  land,  sittine  on  de  golden  fence,  ; 
Awaiting  for  de  color'd  hand.  Bitting  on  de  golden  fence. 
Put  away  my  old  gray  coat,  for  no  more  I'se  gwine  to  vote, 
Wash  my  hands  wid  scented  soap,  sitting  on  de  golden  fence.  : 

...  Chorus.  .   .  ..  - 

'  Come  and  kiss  me,  Dinah,  darling,  ,      T.-; 

I  shall  meet  you  bye-and-bye; 
..■..     I  can  hear  dem  bells  a  ringing,  ringing  over  yonder,'  .; 
"  -      Sitting  ou  de  golden  fence. 

Oh,  put  some  b'ar's  grease  on  my  hair,  sitting  on  de  golden  fence, 
I  want  to  look  nice  when  I  get  dar,  sitting  on  de  golden  fence. 
Gabriel  sure  will  let  me  in,  for  no  more  I'se  gwine  to  sin, 
I  shall  hear  dem  angels  singing,  sitting  on  de  golden  fence.— Chorus. 


As  wc  read  the  daily  pai)ers,  some  very  funny  capers 

Is  noted  in  each  column  that  we  see; 
Your  eyes  is  always  flshinii,  as  you  search  through  each  edition. 

For  the  latest  items  published,  you'll  agree. 
There's  elopements  and  divorces,  base  ball  and  trotting  horses, 

Prize  fights  and  all  exciting  sports,  so  gay; 
Regards  to  society,  they  search  for  notoriety,         -  '  -  ^ 

Tliey're  at  it  every  miuute  in  the  day. 

Chorus. 
If  you  chance  to  win  a  dollar,  there  are  one  thoosand  that  will  follow. 

Like  educated  thoroughbreds  they  stay; 
For  to  keep  the  pot  a  boiling,  you'll  find  them  always  toiling, 

For  they're  at  it  every  minute  in  the  day. 


There's  the  crazy,  silly  dude,  don't  get  his  regular  food. 

All  day  he  smokes  a  penny  cigarette; 
And  the  bummer  you  will  meet,  parading  on  his  beat, 

A  shooting  all  the  suiiK-s  that's  dry  or  wet. 
Just  walk  to  any  point,  you  can  find  an  open  joint. 

Where  they  hit  the  pipe,  like  pigs  around  they  lay; 
In  a  Chinese  laundry  those  opium  fiends  you'll  see, 

For  they're  at  it  every  minute  in  the  day. 

CUORUS. 

Some  girls  all  day  they  hum.  with  a  wad  of  chewing  gam. 
Like  a  hungry  mule  that  strikes  a  bale  of  hay; 

The  only  thing  they'll  do,  is  chew  and  chew  aud  chew. 
Oh,  they  chew  every  minute  in  the  day. 


Married  ladies  they  go  out,  and  they  gallivant  about, 
They  can  beat  the  single  ladies  mashing  men; 

They've  got  so  many  ways,  for  rules  and  jays, 
And  the  hubby  never  drops  to  where  they've  been. 

For  wine  they  never  bluff,  they  know  lieer  is  good  enongh. 
For  a  schooner  every  time  tliey  holler,  hey! 

Every  now  and  (hen  they'll  shout,  for  to  chase  the  crowler  out, 
r        For  they  rush  it  every  minute  in  the  day. 

■■■■■■'-  "      Chorus. 

From  an  early  hour  'till  late,  the  girls  they  tittlvate. 
For  some  mask  around  the  comer  how  they  flight; 

And  they'll  whisper  In  your  ear,  thev  call  you  baby  de»r,     •,  . ' ' 
Oh,  they're  at  it  every  minute  in  the  (night)  day.  ■ 


'-■«*.'W:jfevA„,_»«L.jij.j^  i-.*. 
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Strike  the  Iron  While  Its  Hot. 

.Copyright,  188»,  by  WUliam  GllUgan.   v^^ 

The  Words  and  Munc  of  this  Song:  wUI  be  .ent  to  any  addrea.,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

centii,  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Sontr<  for  One  I>ollar.  by  It.  J.  W  ehnian.  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  tut  cash  for  all  our  goodx. 

Words  and  Muaif  by  Wllliani  OUligan. 


SUNDAY    SCHOOL    SCHOLAR. 


Sung  by  Lew  Dockstader. 


As  we  journey  through  life  let  ub  live  by  the  way, 
Is  an  old  and  true  maxim  we  hear  day  by  day; 
The  old  and  the  young  folks  have  something  to  do 
To  drive  away  care  iu  the  world  we  go  throu^. 
t)nr  chances  are  few,  but  never  despair. 
Keep  piiiihiiig  along  with  a  still,  silent  prayer; 
Your  fortune  depends  on  the  pluck  you  have  got. 
To  strike  the  iron  while  it's  hot. 

Chorus. 

Then  strike  the  iron  wliile  it's  hot, 

And  let  your  hammer  ring; 
True  courage  brings  its  own  reward 

And  takes  from  life  its  sting. 
The  poverty  you've  long  endured 

Is  checked  ri^ht  on  the  spot; 
Take  heed  and  learn  your  lesson  well, 

And  strike  the  iron  while  it's  hot. 

If  von  meet  with  misfortune  don't  give  up  the  ship. 
Bill  !-trive  to  do  something  and  not  lose  your  grip; 
For  lime  rolls  along,  both  for  rich  and  for  poor, 
Who  knows  what  the  morrow  mav  bring  to  your  door. 
Bo  cheerful  and  kind,  let  sorrow  depart. 
And  charity  hold  the  first  place  in  your  heart; 
So  when  your  time  comes  bless  your  own  happy  lot. 
Just  strike  the  iron  while  it's  hot.— Cuokus. 


) 


ARE    YOU    WITH    US,    CASEY? 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Chas.  D.  Blake  *  Co. 

The  Word.s  and  Mu.iic  of  this  Song  will  l)e  sent  to  any  address,  poet-rnid,  on  reeelpt  of  40 

centx:  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonKx  for  C)ne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.     t'oMage  Staiiipii  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Martin  Hennessey. 


A  crow  d  of  politicians,  by  promise  of  iiigh  positions. 

Enticed  me  in  to  dine  with  them,  exi)ense8  they'd  defray; 
Oh,  I  nearly  lost  my  head  when  I  first  Mheld  the  spread, 

I  thouL'ht  from  life  that  I  had  passed  awav. 
till  the  table  there  was  sherry,  and  a  bowl  of  Tom  and  Jerry, 

-All  delicasies  in  their  season,  and  others  that  were  out; 
Mr(ii1li<;an  had  the  call  and  a  rolling  sent  the  ball, 

He  introduced  me  to  them  and  they  all  began  to  shout: 

Refr.vin. 

Are  you  with  us,  Casey  are  you  with  us? 

.\re  you  with  us,  are  you  ready  for  thefray? 
If  vou're  with  us  we  can  trust  you,  if  against  us  we  will  bust  you, 

it  you're  with  us  we  arc  sure  to  win  the  day. 

When  all  were  through  with  eating,  they  talked  of  tlie  awful  beating 

ThevM  ijive  the  opposition  when  it  came  election  day, 
( Ml,  ihcv  siayd  tliey  d  hire  a  band,  grasp  each  voter  by  the  hand, 

.\nd  have"their  votes  or  chase  them  far  away. 
For  «uccc98  they  all  were  sclu>ming,  of  defeat  not  one  was  dreaming. 

The  way  they  talked  of  money  was,  "oh,  what  did  his  nibs  chip  in?" 
Mcfiilliga'n  once  again  Haid:  "Now  Casey  don't  be  vain. 

We'll  make  a  policemau  of  yoo,  if  you're  with  ue  when  we  win."— Rkfrain. 

The  struggle  soon  was  over,  the  boys  thev  were  all  in  clover. 

They'd  met  success,  their  candidate  had  fairly  won  the  day; 
Invitations  went  around,  to  my  sorrow  I  soon  found. 

That  none  of  them  would  ever  come  my  way. 
Tlien  mvself  began  a  thinking,  I  did  almost  take  to  drinking, 

I  ewore  that  I'd  leave  the  Demo's  and  go  over  to  the  Rep's; 
When  I  started  to  tell  them  so,  they  eaia:  Casey  you  may  go, 

I  wanted  to  argue  further,  but  they  chased  me  off  the  Btei>9.— RuFRAiy. 


GET   ON  TO  THE  FUNNY  WALK. 


J 


The 


Copyright,  1»8»,  by  Spaulding  *  Kornder. 

Word*  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addres,-*  post-paid,  on  n-ceiot  of  40 
•euts;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  L>ollar,  by  If.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 
K.JW,  New  York  City.    I'ot^age  Stani|>H  taken  saniw  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Jos.  J.  Sullivan. 


Iin  always  full  of  fun,  I  spend  my  money  free, 

I'm  in  love  with  all  the  girls  and  Ihey  think  the  world  of  me; 

But  the  boys  they  have  me  worried,  I  think  they  have  too  much  talk. 

And  when  I  am  out  in  the  street,  it's  get  on  to  the  funny  walk. 

CHORfS. 

f;et  on  to  the  funny  walk,  just  look  at  those  big  feet. 
Where  did  he  get  that  coat,  why,  down  in  Baxter  street; 
lie  ought  to  shake  the  face  for  it  don't  become  the  gawk, 
The  cry,  i»  I  say:  Get  on  to  the  fanny  walk. 

I  went  to  a  ball  last  night,  they  made  me  lead  the  march. 

Oh,  my,  but  I  looked  grand  with  my  collar  stiff  as  starch; 

My  heart  went  in  my  mouth  when  the  band  it  roinmenced  to  play, 

As  I  walked  around  the  floor  you'd  hear  the  people  say :— Chorus. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresR,  post-paid,  on  receipt^of 

$1.UU  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Two  LKilIars,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

I  K<iw,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I'm  a  Sunday-school  scliolar-ar-ar-ar, 
I  dearly  love  my  pa  and  ma-ma-ma-ma; 
I  dearly  love  my  teacher  too-oo-oo-oo, 
And  do  whate'er  she  tells  me  to,  oo-oo-oo. 

Choiics. 
Teacher,  teacher,  why  am  I  so  happy, 
Happy,  happy,  in  my  Sunday-school? 

On  Sunday  I  put  up  my  toys-oys-oys-oys. 
And  do  not  v>lay  with  liorrfd  boy-oys-oys-oys; 
For  unto  wicked  men  they  grow-ow-ow-ow. 
And  then  I  don't  know  where  they'll  go-o-o-o. 

Chorus. 
Teacher,  teacher,  why  am  I  so  happy, 
Happy,  happy,  in  my  Sunday-school? 

I  get  a  jwnny  from  my  ma-ma-ma-ma, 
To  .send  to  Boulu,  Bouluga-ga-ga-ga; 
And  with  each  off  ring  I  put  in-in-in-in, 
Some  heathen  kid  I  save  from  sin-sin-sin-sin. 

Cnonus. 
Urchin,  urchin,  if  you  wish  to  happy  l)e,  e-e-e 
Join  our  Sunday-school . 


t) 


-•-•- 


THE    OLD    SUNDAY    DINNER. 

Copyright,  Dm,  by  M.  Witmark  A  Son*. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  poit-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Songs  for  t)ne  Dollar.  l)y  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  sajue  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  b|-  John  CarrolL 


A  sweet  vagrant  fancy  of  days  long  departed 

Carries  me  back  to  my  home  like  a  dream; 
When  I  was  a  boy,  oh,  so  wild  and  light-hearted. 

And  cares  came  and  went  like  a  merry  sunbeam. 
There's  always  a  thought  like  a  last  dying  ember, 

'Tis  all  that  remains  of  the  logs  merry  glow; 
Like  something  I  know,  I  will  ever  remember 

The  old  Sunday  dinner  a  long  time  ago. 

Cbortts. 

Tiie  table  was  set  with  the  best  we  could  boast  of. 
The  bread  was  as  light  as  the  first  fall  of  snow; 

We  had  plenty  for  twenty,  and  we  made  the  moot  of 
That  Old  Sunday  dinner  a  long  time  ago. 

When  Satiinlay  night  came  my  father  and  mother 

Would  both  go  to  market,  but  not  to  stop  long; 
They'd  tell  us  be  good  and  to  mind  your  big  brother. 

We'd  listen  while  he  sang  us  some  childish  song. 
And  wlien  they'd  return  with  the  basked  o'erflowing. 

We'd  each  get  an  apple,  then  wanted  to  know- 
What  we'd  have  for  ainner,  while  hints  they'd  be  throwing 

Of  the  old  Sunday  dinner  a  long  time  ago'— Caoaus. 


GOOD     ADVICE. 

Copyright,  lUS,  by  Oliver  Ditaon  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Bong  will  be  sent  to  ay  anddrese,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  twu  other  Songs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \Vehman,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Poetage  Stamps  taken  saineascash  forall.our  goods. 

Shall  I  then  love  him,  or  shall  I  leave  him. 
Who  has  my  heart's  great  happiness  made? 
.  Ceasing  to  love  him,  shall  I  then  hate  him? 
Ceasing  to  love  him,  shall  I  then  hate  him? 
Counsel  me  well,  oh,  do  not  dissuade. 

"Wild  is  he  truly,  hasty  in  manner. 
But  my  devotion  to  him  I  have  paid; 
Wild  is  he  truly,  hasty  in  manner, 
Wild  is  he  truly,  hasty  in  manner; 
Counsel  me  well,  oh,  do  not  dissuade. 

Let  me  lie  cautious,  my  fate  not  sadden, 
Better  at  once  in  the  grave  be  laid; 
May  I  then  ever  listen  to  wisdom? 
May  I  then  ever  listen  to  wisdom? 
Counsel  me  well,  oh,  do  not  dissuade.      •' 
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McG-INTY^S     WAKE.       ;    . 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Spaulding  &  Kornder. 

The  Word*  «n<1  MuiHc  of  this  Soiipr  will  be  sent  to  any  aiidrt-ss  jKwt^paid.  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Fl}*!!!!.  : 


. 


' 


Now  you  all  have  heard  tell  of  McGinty.      .    -  •«   \ 

Wlio  went  down  to  the  depths  of  the  sea 
To  teach  mermaids  the  hod  to  carry. 

And  was  missing  for  many  a  day.  -  v 

Well,  to-day  on  liis  hack  he  came  floating 

Round  the  dock  with  sea  weed  in  his  nose; 
Thougli  the  fislies  had  eat  hoth  the  shoes  of  his  feet,  ' 

He  was  still  in  his  hest  suit  of  clothes. 

Chorus. 

Have  you  seen  McGinty 's  body?  then  the  cry  ran  loud  and  clear, 
And  the  ladies  came  in  thousands  for  to  .see  his  face  so  dear; 
I  They  gazed  on  him  with  rapture,  kissed  bim  for  his  mothers  sake, 
We  thought  they'd  surely  steal  the  corps  down  at  McGinty 's  wake. 

Now  wc  raised  what  was  left  of  McGinty   . 

By  a  derrick  anil  chain  round  his  heels; 
And  we  started  in  scrubbing  his  wliiskers, 

To  remove  all  the  shrimps  and  the  eels. 
Then  we  tied  up  his  toes  in  green  riltbons. 

And  a  sliamrock  we  placed  on  his  nose; 
Then  we  banged  out  his  hair  in  spit  curls  with  great  care, 

And  he  still  wore  his  best  suit  of  clothes. 

Cnoitus.  • 

Have  you  seen  McGinty's  body?  was  the  question  through  the  town, 
The  same  old  Dun  McGinty  who  was  always  falling  down; 
He'd  have  a  coffin  like  a  coal  cart  to  remind  him  of  his  fate. 
Sure  we  had  to  charge  admission  down  at  McGinty's  wake. 

In  the  night  sure  we  brought  out  the  whiskey,  "" 

And  we  pas.sed  jiround  the  snuff  and  the  pipes;      . 
When  the  manager  of  a  dime  museum, 

McGinty's  best  suit  tried  tf)  swipe. 
He'd  the  pants  nearly  off  when  we  spied  him. 

But  we  caught  him  and  fractured  his  nose; 
Then  we  all  took  a  friglit  for  the  corps  sat  upright, 

And  yelled  out,  in  his  best  suit  of  clothes. 

Cnouus. 

Have  you  seen  McGinty's  body?  were  the  first  words  that  he  said, 
And  he  scared  the  wits  from  every  man.  they  nearly  tumbled  dead; 
The  ladies  fled  with  veils  and  shrieks,  we  thought  wed  the  snakes, 
There  wasn't  a  soul  left  of  the  crowd  down  at  McGinty's  wake. 

Sure  we  thought  it  was  only  a  fancy, 

And  perhaps  that  we  had  the  nightmare: 
So  we  crawled  back  to  see  were  we  dreaming, 

But  we  couldn't  see  Mac  anywhere.  "'. 

He'd  eloped  and  deserted  us  meanly, 

Through  tlie  chimney  he  must  have  arose; 
He  flew  up  tlie  flue  and  the  whiskey  went,  too. 

Along  with  his  best  suit  of  clothes. 

Cnonus. 
Have  you  seen  McGinty's  body?  the  undertaker  wants  to  know. 
But  his  ghost  has  rheumatics  and  he'll  have  to  toddle  slow; 
If  you  meet  him  just  inform  him  tliat  he  made  a  foolish  break, 
For  he  lost  a  splendid  funeral  down  at  Z^IcGiuty's  wake. 


OPEN    THY    LATTICE. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  G.  Schirmer. 


Tlie  W*ordg  and  Murie  of  Uiis  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-rwld.  on  rrooipt  or 40 
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■    t  AVords  and  Music  by  Louis  Qrooh. 


X, 


A.     w  J- 
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Nature  is  eliimbering  and  mnte,  love,  dallyyig  winds  kips  the  tide. 

Echo  the  voice  of  my  lute,  love,  draw  but  thy  curtain  acidp; 

In  the  blue  sky  the  moon  eoareth.  eilversheen'd  orb,  bright  and  free, 

Trilling  the  nightingale  poiireth,  cauticleB  to  lil)erty. 

Ah,  from  out  Uiy  lattice  oeaniing, 

Ix!t  one  soft  glance  of  the  bright  eyes,  full  into  my  soul  streaming; 

Yield  a  heaven  to  my  tsighe,  ah,  from  out  thy  lattice  beaniinp. 

Ciown  thou  with  heaven  my  eighs  in  one  soit  glance  of  thy  l)ripht  eyes. 

Neath  thy  loved  casement  I'm  sighing,  soon  'twill  thy  rosy  dawn  break, 
(iive  but  one  smile  for  I'm  dying,  eweetest  one,  all  for  thy  sake; 
Liut  to  the  prayer  my  heart  urges,  wait  not  till  Phebus  in'nijglit 
Steal  with  his  luminous  surges  that  which  thou  owest  to  the  night. 
Ah,  from  out  thy  lattice  beaming, 

I>et  one  soft  glance  of  thy  bright  e3-es,  full  into  my  soul  stre.'iming, 
Yield  a  heaven  to  my  sighs,  ah,  from  out  thy  lattice  beaming. 
Crown  thou  with  heaven  my  sighs  in  one  soft  glance  of  thy  brigtit  eyes. 

Winghoused  the  bird  asleep  falleth,  now  that  his  day  V  warbling's  done, 

But  when  the  rosv  dawn  calleth,  quickly  he  wakes  to  the  sun; 

Whilst  thou,  my  dallying  Ijeautv,  needest  not  that  love  on  thee  wait«, 

I>eaving  him  jilt  like  on  duty,  shiverinj;^  here  at  thy  gates. 

Ah,  from  out  thy  lattice  beaming, 

Ix't  one  soft  glance  of  thy  briclit  eyes,  full  into  my  soul  streaming. 

Yield  a  heaven  to  my  sighs,  ah,  from  out  thy  lattice  beaiiini". 

Crown  thou  with  heaven  my  sighs  in  one  soft  glance  of  thy  bright  eyes. 


I'M    GOINQ    TO    BE    MARRIED. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  Ilarding  Bros. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliig  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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■    .  .  Words  and  Music  by  Jos.  J.  Sullivan. 


THE    MILLER    OF    THE    DEE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-jjald,  on  receipt  of 

$1.00,  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Songs  for  Two  Dollars,  by  H.  J.  W  ehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

There  was  a  jolly  miller  once  lived  on  the  river  Dee. 

lie  danced  an<l  sang  from  mom  till  night,  no  lark  so  blithe  as  he; 

And  this  the  burden  of  his  song  forever  used  to  be: 

"  I  care  for  jiolxniy,  no,  not  1,  if  nobody  cares  for  me." 

I  live  by  my  mill,  God  bless  her.  she's  kindred,  child  and  wife, 
I  would  not  change  my  station  for  any  other  in  life; 
No  lawyer,  surgeon,  or  doctor,  ever  had  a  groat  from  me, 
"  I  care  for  nobody,  no,  not  1,  if  nobody  cares  for  me." 

When  Spring  begins  his  merry  cai-eer,  oh,  how  his  heart  grows  gay, 
No  Summer  drought  alarms  his  fears,  nor  Winters  cold  decay; 
No  foresight  mars  the  miller's  joy  who's  wont  to  s-ng  and  say: 
"  Let  others  toil  from  year  to  year,  I  live  from  day  to  day." 

Thus  like  the  miller,  bold  and  free,  let  us  rejoice  and  sing. 
The  days  of  youth  are  made  for  glee,  and  time  is  on  the  wing; 
This  song  shall  pass  from  me  to  thee,  along  the  jovial  ring,  '    •  : 

With  heart  and  voice  let  all  agree  lo  say:  "  Long  live  the  king."  . 


I'm  going  to  be  married  this  evening, 

Oh,  how  very  happy  I  will  lie: 
To  a  pretty  little  girl,  named  Sally, 

And  she  thinks  the  world  of  me. 
Oh,  yoii  can  lx;t  that  she  is  a  daisy, 

She's  as  handsome  as  a  rose; 
Shi's  as  pretty  as  the  flowers  in  the  garden. 

But  she  h:is  a  Roman  nose. 
Oh.  hoAV  I  love  my  daisy,  [break] 

She  almost  drives  me  crazy.  Ibreak] 

Cnonus. 
I'll  invite  you  all  to  the  wedding, 

We'll  have  a  glorious  time; 
The  boys  and  girls  will  all  be  dancing, 

And  we'll  all  get  full  on  wine. 

My  cousins  and  aunts  they  will  be  there,  ' 

And  so  will  my  big  uncle  Mike; 
We'll  forward  four  and  welt  the  floor 

Until  the  broad  daylight. 
We'll  have  old  Mickey  Shay,  the  fiddler. 

And  Owen  McGinty,  too; 
"We'll  dance  of  four  legs  in  Saratoga's, 

Before  well  all  get  through. 
Oh,  how  I  love  my  daisj',  [break] 

She  almost  drives  me  crazy,  [bre/ik]— Chorus. 
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CHARMING-     KATE. 
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t  Words  and  Music  by  Jos.  J.  Sullivan. 


I'm  in  love  with  a  pretty  girl  and  her  name  ie  Kate, 
She  has  promised  to  be  mine  to-night  at  half  past  eight; 
She's  lovely,  she's  charming,  but  she  always  looks  so  neat, 
I'm  in  love  with  this  turtle  dove,  for  to  meshe  is  80  sweet. 

Chobus. 

Oh.  my  charming  Kate,  will  you  be  my  mate?  do  before  it  is  too  late. 
If  not  I'll  go  away  and  some  future  day  you'll  be  sorry,  charming  Kate; 
Oh,  my  charming  Kate,  will  you  be  my  mate?  do  before  it  is  too  late. 
If  not  I'll  go  away  and  some  future  day  you'll  be  sorry,  charming  Kate. 

When  I'm  a  married  man  happy  I  will  be. 

With  a  balje  named  little  Kate,  a  dancing  on  my  knee; 

I'll  never  think  of  sorrow.  111  be  happy  aU  my  life. 

Pleasant  hours  I'll  pass  away  with  my  charming  little  wife.— Chobcs. 
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You  Are  a  Little  Too  Small,  Young  Man. 
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I'm  one  of  those  jolly  youu^  fellows  you  meet, 

Who  always  enjoy  a  good  time; 
I  pay  out  my  share,  too,  wherever  I  go, 

I'm  willing  to  give  my  last  dime. 
But  I've  one  great  misfortune,  tho'  I'm  not  to  blame. 

Because  I  don't  stretch  and  grow  tall; 
And  I  tliink  it  a  wicked,  abom'uable  shame. 

When  they  say  I'm  a  little  too  small. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  you  are  a  little  too  small,  young  man. 
You  never  would  answer  at  all,  young  man; 
You're  young  yet,  you  know,  perhaps  y«iu  may  grow. 
But  at  present  youre  a  little  too  small. 

One  dav  while  out  walking,  by  chance  did  I  meet 

A  lady,  a  schoolmate  of  mine; 
While  escorting  her  home,  why,  of  course,  I  stood  treat. 

And  took  her  to  a  cafe  to  dine. 
I  asked  if  I  might  be  her  escort  some  eve, 

And  if  at  her  home  I  might  call; 
Says  she:  "  I'll  ask  ma,  but  I  really  believe 

She  will  think  jou  a  little  too  small.— CiroRCS. 

Now,  there  was  another  young  girl  in  our  town, 

I  love(l  her,  I  did,  'pon  my  life; 
One  night,  like  a  goose,  on  my  knees  I  got  down, 

And  asked  her  if  she'd  be  my  wife. 
She  gave  her  consent,  in  my  arms  then  she  fell, 

We  were  to  be  one  in  the  Fall; 
I'm  single  as  yet,  and  the  reason  I'll  tell. 

It's  because  I'm  a  little  too  small. — Chorus. 

A  short  time  ago  my  old  rich  uncle  died. 

Of  course,  I  came  in  for  my  share; 
And  these  were  his  words  as  I  stood  beside  his  .side, 

"  My  boy,  you're  a  young  millionaire." 
No  end  to  the  congratulations  next  day. 

Nor  the  ladies  that  on  me  did  call; 
But  said  I,  '■  Girls,  excuse  me,  I'm  sorry  to  say, 

You  are  just  a  little  too  tall." 

Chorus. 

Oh,  you  are  a  little  too  tall,  young  girls. 
You  never  would  answer  at  all,  young  girls; 
I'm  young  yet,  you  know,  perhaps  I  may  grow. 
But  at  present  you're  rather  loo  tall. 


Down  Where  the  Violets  Grow. 
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Down  where  the  violets  grow. 

In  a  moss  covered  sunny  glad;  •• 

Near  where  the  little  brooklets  flow 

In  .sunlight  and  in  shade; 
I  met  a  handsome  maiden. 

Blue  eyes,  and  breast  like  snow; 
'Twas  there  I  gained  her  love. 

Down  where  the  violets  grow. 

Chorus. 

'Twas  there  I  gained  her  love. 

And  often  kissed  her  rosy  lips,— (ftrea*) 

Down  where  the  violets  grow. — (dance) 

The  day  I  asked  her  for  her  hand 

She  started  like  a  fawn; 
And  blushed  like  the  sunlight,  that  o'er  our  land 

Spreads  early  in  the  morn. 

She  placed  her  little  hand  in  mine, 

And  looked  up  in  my  face. 
As  she  whispered  softly:  "  rin)e  thine! " 

Down  where  the  violeta  grow.— Chorus. 


THE    TWO    GLASSES. 


By  tau  Wheeler. 


There  sat  two  glasses,  filled  to  the  brim. 
On  a  rich  man's  table,  rim  to  rim; 
One  was  ruddy,  and  red  as  blood. 
And  one  was  clear  as  the  crystal  flood. 

Said  the  glass  of  wine  to  his  paler  brother, 

"  Let  us  tell  tales  of  the  past  to  each  other. 

I  can  tell  of  banquet,  and  revel,  and  mirth. 

Where  I  was  king,  for  I  ruled  in  might. 

And  the  proudest  and  grandest  souls  cm  earth 

Fell  under  my  touch,  as  though  struck  with  blight. 

From  the  heads  of  kings  I  have  torn  the  crown. 

From  the  heights  of  fame  I  have  hurled  men  down; 

I  have  blasted  many  an  honored  name; 

I  have  taken  virtue,  and  given  shame; 

I  have  tempted  the  youth  with  a  sip,  a  taste. 

Which  has  made  his  future  a  barren  waste. 

Far  greater  than  any  king  am  I, 

Or  than  any  army  beneath  the  sky: 

I  have  made  the  arm  of  the  driver  fail,  .      • 

And  sent  the  train  from  its  iron  rail; 

I  have  made  good  ships  go  down  at  sea, 

And  the  shrieks  of  the  lost  were  sweet  to  me. 

For  they  said,  '  Behold,  how  great  you  1)€! 

Fame,  strength,  wealth,  genius,  before  you  fall, 

And  your  might  and  power  are  over  all.' 

Ho!  ho!  pale  brother,"  laughed  the  wine. 

"  Can  you  boast  o4  deeds  as  great  as  mine?" 

Said  the  water  glass:    "  I  can  not  boast 

Of  a  king  dethroned,  or  a  murdered  host; 

But  I  can  tell  of  hearts  that  were  sad; 

By  my  crystal  drops  made  light  and  glad: 

Of  thirsts  I  have  quenched,  and  brows  I've  laved; 

Of  hands  I  have  cooled,  and  souls  I've  saved. 

I  have  leaped  through  the  valley,  dashed  down  the  mountain. 

Slept  in  the  sunshine,  and  dripped  from  the  fountain, 

I  have  burst  my  cloud  fetters  and  dropped  from  the  sky. 

And  everywhere  gladdened  the  landscape  eye. 

I  have  eased  the  hot  forehead  of  fever  and  pain, 

I  have  made  the  parched  meadows  grow  fertile  with  grain; 

I  can  tell  of  that  powerful  wheel  of  the  mill 

That  ground  out  the  flour,  and  turned  at  my  will; 

I  can  tell  of  manhood,  deba-sed  by  you. 

That  I  have  uplifted  and  crowned  anew.  • 

I  cheer,  I  help,  I  strengthen  and  aid, 

I  gladden  the  heart  of  man  and  maid;   .  i 

I  set  the  chained  wine-captive  free, 

And  all  are  better  for  knowing  me."' 

These  are  the  tales  they  told  to  each  other, 
The  glass  of  wine  and  its  paler  brother, 
As  they  sat  together,  filled  to  the  brim, 
On  a  rich  man's  table,  rim  to  rim.  v 
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Words  and  MubIc  by  Harry  Pepper. 

If  there  were  a  ladder,  mother,  between  the  earth  and  eky, 
Ab  in  the  days  do  long  aeo,  I  would  bid  you  all  goodbye; 
And  go  thro'  every  country,  and  search  from  town  to  town, 
'Till  1  had  found  the  ladder,  with  augels  coining  down. 

There  I  would  wait  quite  softly  beside  the  lowest  round. 
'Till  the  sweet  looking  angel  had  stepped  upon  the  ground: 
I  would  pull  bis  dazzling  garments  and  speak  out  very  plain. 
Will  yon  take  me,  please,  to  heaven,  when  you  go  back  again? 

Ah.  darling,  said  the  mother,  yon  need  not  wander  so. 
To  find  the  golden  ladder  where  angels  come  and  go; 
The  loving,  gentle  Saviour,  whose  life  for  you  was  given. 
The  loving,  gentle  Saviour,  whose  life  for  you  was  given. 
He  is  the  wondrous  ladder,  to  take  you  back  to  heaven, 
Uc  is  the  wondrous  ladder,  to  take  you  back  to  heaven. 
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— He  was  the  politest  of  riding  masters,  and  the  other  day  he 
distinguished  himself.  Lady  Mabel  Pantagenet:  Weill  captain, 
how  am  I  getting  on?  The  captain:  Splendid,  my  lady,  you'll 
soon  ride  like  the  davW.  — Topical  Timet. 
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Tl7e5ntan*0  ^antmfung  Don  ©euifc^n  ^iebmu 

^^-  ^veid  pet  Plummet  10  <S^ettt9»  "^ 


Z^o.    l.-entJ>oIttnb  100  Sieber. 


f[A,  \St  (in  ]o  tniibe 

%a,  loenn  bu  todrfi  ntetn  tigen 

9(9,  tote  ifl'tf  mBglt4  bann 

91l8  ber  ©rofeoatcr  bie  ©rofemutfet  na^m 
9ll§  i(^etn  junfl'  Weietle  nxir 
ais  9Joal)  QuS  bem  fiaftcn  roor 
9lm  griincn  JpubfoiuStronb 
^n  ber  |d)onen  blauen  Tonau 
9lnna,  ju  bit  ift  m«in  (icbfter  ©anfl 
9lntn)ort  auf  ®runl)orn's  ctflen  SBrief 
9lud)  id)  roar  ein  ^iii'flling  mit  lodigem 
^uf,  i^r  IBriiber,  lagt  un$  roaQen  [^aat 
9ugen,  bie 

93auer  auf  ber  ©ifenba^n,  ber 
3)08  ift  ber  2aa  be§  ^errn 
£a?  roeiB  \a  auein  nur  ber^auSfne^t  )u 
Xcferteur,  ber  [foflen 

l!futj*e  Jlnabc  in  9lmcrifa,  ber 
Xrei  ftdfcrfnaben,  bie 
2)rei  muntre  a?urf(ftcn  foften 
!Cut(l)tnan'3  Alage 
6inc  Seele,  bie  mi(^  liebt 
C^in  45fQ(^e3  i'leb 
(SinS  muB  nod)  aufla 
68  blinfen  fo  luftig  brei  Sterne 
(?S  ift  jroar  fein  Unaliid,  aber  'S  oraett 
68  flcljt  ein  aSitt^sWs  on  ber  2a^n 
7ibucit 

treil)eit,  bie  id)  meine 
peplagte  6 ^emonn,  ber 
©riine  in  ?lmerifa,  ber 
Wtiinborn'8  erfter  SBrief,  M 
0ute  Romerob,  ber 
janbelSjube,  ber 

janneB,  ber  ftcrbenbe  Saue^         - 
jcijmann  fiefti 

jincingefatlfn  .  .  ■ 

jiru-nmab,  ber  • 

Siftorie  Dom  it\i% 
jd)  lommc  Dom  ©ebirflc  ^er 
3(^  roar  Jiingling  no*  an  3al)ren 
3m  3anuar  ba  fiiljren  un8 
3m  fiil)len  RtHtx  fife  i*  Ijier 
3n  ben  fluflen  liegt  baS  fierj 
3n  ber  ^cimatl)  itt  e8  fcfton  ' 

3n  bir  oUein 
3n  einem  fii^Ien  Srunbe 
JrapeQe,  bie 
iliinftlerlebcn 


ftutjc^fe  auf  bem  iOorpoften       -        • 

SabieS  in  ^mcrila 

iJiebe  fonft  man  ni^t,  bie 

SiebfS.SDJerbung 

florelcQ 

fiouiS  unb  Sugenie 

2utl)et'8  9Bal)rfDrud)  [Siftritt 

aWod^t  man  in8  IVbcn  fnum  ben  erften 

Wein  Wann  ift  gefabren  inS  ^eu 

3Renge  mug  e8  bringen,  bie 

TOobcrnc  iJiebe 

TOorgenrot^ 

TOuttcr  roitt'S  ni(^t  leiben,  bie     ' 

9lad)  ber  ^eimat^  moi^t  id|)  toieber 

<Rur  fiir  ^Jlatur 

D  f(^ou  nur  ein  einjigS  mal 

O  Strafeburg 

!Papfl  tcbt  t)crrli4  in  ber  SBelt,  ber 

Mattifel  son  aSien,  bie 

aiottenfonger  Bon  ^ameln,  bet 

Slecept  jum  Scicbrocrben 

Sofen.t'icb 

Soiomonijd)c3  Urtbeil 

©(bier  30  3abve  bift  bu  alt 

@(qle§roig>^oIftein,  meerumf(^lungen 

S(^nfiberlicb 

S(b5nften  *iluf,cn,  bie 

Sibroeijer's  ficimroe^ 

©i(^  auf  6nfllif(b  ju  oerfldnb'gen 

Solbatcn»i!iebe 

So  roie  bu 

Stop  a  little 

Ibrane,  bie 

3:rinffpru(ft 

I^roler  unb  fein  ftinb 

S8ergi6meinnid)t,  bo8    •. 

SBerrenfte  ^erj,  ba3 

SBalb,  ber 

SBarnung  rnid)t 

SCBarum  gefdiiebt  fo  roa8  b^ut  )u  lag 

aOenn  bie  Sdjroalben  b'introarts  jiebn  ^ 

Sfflenn  i(b  ein  a?6glein  roar 

SiJer  lieben  roifl,  mug  leiben 

Sa(ill)elm8b6l)e 

SBtr  gebn  nad)  fiinbenau 

SHJir  nben  fo  fr6!)li(b  bcifammen 

fflJirtbin  Io(btcrU'in,  ber 

5Bol)I  oiele  taufenb  i!?ogeIein 

9So  fon  id)  mid)  binroenben 

3'  t'autcrbad)  bob  W)  mein  ©trumpf 


^Jo.    a«— (fnlbolfenb  105  iiieber. 


%n  ber  CueQe  fag  ber  Anabe 

9lDgcmeiner  loaft 

918  ber  Uebe  &ott  bie  SSelt  er{(^atf(n 

9lbom  unb  C»a 

9tnbrea8  Mofer 

91  Xeancrf  flfbt  urn  ^olj  in  ®oIb 

9lls  eS  mit  *oob  ginq  >u  gnb 

9lls  bie  '4JteuBen  martminen  »or  '45ro9 

Uli  id)  an  cinem  ©ommerlog 

9118  roir  jiingft  in  9legcn8bur3  toarcn 

Berliner  a3iermom(eti,  bie 

Sriiber.  Uigert  eueb  im  Jtreife 

Slou'  9teuglein  ftnb  gefdbrlid^ 

»unbe§lieb 

99ertranb'3  9lbf(bieb 

25u  licgft  mir  im  ^erjen 

2)0  ftreitcn  ficb  bie  iJeut  ^erum 

3)en  lieben  langen  lo^ 

a5em  JTperrn  ollein  bie  61)« 

Du  bait  Xiomanten  unb  *4.»crUn 

Du  bift  mir  nob  unb  bo(b  jo  fern 

Drei  aa8od)en  cor  Cftern 

Dein  iOJobl,  mein  2teb(ben 

Deutjd)e  Gutter,  bie 

68  rooren  einmal  brei  ftdferfnabeti 

6infom  bin  id)  ni(bt  aOeine 

68  rooren  mal  brei  ©efeUen 

68  fonn  ja  nid:t  immer  fo  bleiben 

6ine  '^?erle  nenn'  ii)  mein 

6inen  Hufe,  bann  gule  tlaift 

iinfmolbunberttoufenb  leufel 

em  im  Siib  ba§  ((bone  Spanien 

reunb,  id)  bin  jufrieben 

abr'  mid)  b'uiiber,  |(bbner  S(i)iffer 

Tib'  ou8  bcm  9Birtb8bau8 
0ute  TOutter  TOonbelboum,  bie 
©ute  "JJfld)!,  bu  mein  berjigeS  ftinb 

etnri(b  fdjlicf  bei  feiner  *Jleut)ermdblt*n 

omburg  ift  ein  fd)one8  StdbtdKU 

leil  bir  im  Siegerfronj 

inau3  in  bie  jerne 

oil  oom  Docbitcin 

lerj,  mein  ^erj,  roorum  |o  trourig 

iflorie  Bon  ^!oob 

etj,  Bom  flummet  tief  gebeugt 
_d)  rootlt  i(b  rodr  ein  Sogel 
3(1)  bin  bcv  fViirft  ber  Iboren 
3n  meinem  &(blb6(ben  ift'S  got  fein 
3(^  bin  ein  I'teufee 
3d)  bin  ber  ioctor  6ifenbart 
3<b  bin  bir  gut  ^ 

3d)  bob  bir  Qt\iiaut  in  bie  9lugen 
3mmet  fein  —  luftig  fein 


3m  SOalb  unb  ouf  ber  ^oibe 

3o,  beirothen  foil  icb 

3cbt'r  Tltnii)  bat  fein  SSergniiaen 

ftufe,  bet 

flciii  iropflcin  met)x  im  ^tiftt 

i'onb  ber  9lccibcntS,  boS 

Sinbenboum,  ber  >'■ 

fiouf,  <D}uUer,  louf 

IL'ourentio,  liebc  aourentia  mein 

Surfer,  ber 

aJteine  S(f)ubc  finb  jerriffen 

TOdbele,  ru(f,  ru((,  ru(f 

5)lu6  i  benn  jum  Stdbtcle  'nouS 

Wenf(b  fon  nid)t  ftolj  fein,  ber 

OTeine  erfte  unb  lefete  iJicbe 

TOorgen  mug  iib  fort  oon  bier 

TOai  ift  gefommen,  bet 

%o(b  ift  ipolen  ni<bt  Bcrlorcn 

O  lannenbaum 

O  bleib  bei  mit 

Roftlofe  fficnbcrer,  bet 

Rinolbini,  liebet  Sldubet     , 

©(bdfermdbd^n,  ba8 

€(blaf  bu  m«in  ftinbclein 

Sebnfu(l)t  nod)  I'eutt(blanb 

©0  Biel  Stern'  am  ^immel  fteben 

SteDrer'8  fjeimrocb 

©dilcsroig.^olftein 

€o  leb  benn  roobl,  bu  ftilleS  ^au( 

Sdbnciber  in  ber  tfrembe 

©(bloue  ^onfel,  ber 

Sd)nciberlicb 

S(bneibercoutogc  ' 

Ibcure  SatetbonS,  baS 

Itompctet,  ber 

Sooft 

Unb  bie  ilOurjburger  ©lijdii  babn  a 

Ueb  immer  Ireu  unb  iRcblid&tett 

Sogelfangcr  bin  id)  jo,  ber 

Son  ber  9llpe  tout  boS  ^orn 

aBo8  iff  bes  ®eutid)en  ajotctlonb 

2Dad)t  om  Slbcin,  bie 

SSie  'S  bie  Wdh  bent  treiben 

aBenn  T\d)  jroci  S^er^en  f(beibcn 

5Bdt  i(b  ein  iBtiinnlcin  flat 

SBoblouf,  no(b  gettunf"-; 

SBaS  i(b  otleS  roifjcn  mB(bt 

SDBcnn  bet  ^riihling  fommt 

SBot  rouO  bei  fJierl 

SEBet  niemal8  cinen  9lauf(^  gebobt 

aBiDtommen,  o  feliget  9H)enb 

Stoo  ofbentlid)en  ficut,  bie 

3u  Strofeburg  auf  ber  S(bonj 


2>Jo.    8.— Sntbaltenb  lOS  Siebet. 


9lbf(bieb  nebmen,  fagt  et 

91be,  bu  liebet  3:annennalb,  abe 

aaeS  fii^lt  ber  Sicbe  Sreuben  .  . 

9ln  jcbem  9lbenb  geb  i<b  ouS 

9llte  3obr  Bergangen  ift,  boB 

9ln  S(blofier  hat  on  ©ieaen  g'bobt 

9118  i(b  no(b  vrinj  roor  ton  ariobien 

9luf  bet  Sierbanf 

9l(b,  roie  bunfel  ftnb  bie  5Hauern 

9lcb,  i(b  fiibi'.  e8  ift  Betf^rounben 

9l(b,  roelcbe  !^uft,  Solbaf  ju  fein 

9luf,  aJlottojcn,  bie  9lnfet  geli(^tet 

2ln  bet  Saole  griinem  ©tranbe 

9luf  »etge8  J&Bben  [Sef^et 

Sefrdnjt  mit  fioub  ben  liebtn  ttouen 

SBriibet,  |ommelt  eudt)  im  flieije 

S8iirgfd)art,  bie 

©iaucn  91ugcn,  bie 

SBolb  graf '  \i)  am  'iltiat 

SBunte  ftlcib,  baS 

58emooftet  99utf(be  jieb  i<b  ou9,  obe 

!Eo  broben  ouf  jenem  ©erge 

^u  roitft  mir'3  ja  nit  iibel  nebtna 

Tcutf(blanb  fiber  oDeS 

Se8  aSJoifenfinbeB  ftloge 

Xrud  nit  fo 

Tc§  'mi(bel  Soterlonb 

^enf  ft  bu  boron 

6in  freieB  iieben  fa^)ren  toit 

6rlfoni8,  ber 

6fien,  nid)t  boS  Srinfen 

6in  fieben  roie  im  5>atabieS 

61  ift  ein  26)n%  gefollen 

6in  ©(biffiein  fo^  i(b  fobren 

68  roor  einmal  etu  A5nig 

6  in  3dger  auB  Aurpfal} 

6roifl  roiQ  id)  bir  geboren 

68  ift  beflimmt  in  ©otteS  Rat^ 

68  leben  bie  ©olboten 

5rof(b'  unb  bie  Unfen 

§riibUng81ieb 

gerbinanb,  roie  f(i)Bn  bift  bu 

ff  rBbli(b  unb  rooblgemutb 

ijriebericug  3ler 

ijtif(b  ouf  jum  ftoblid)en  Sofleit 

©uten  9lbenb,  liebet  aJlonbenf(ftein 

©tofemuttet  roill  tonjen 

fiert  im  ^ouB,  ber 

©err  SBriuiet,  nimm  bcin  ©IdBdben 

©erjig'8  ©(bo^erl,  \a%  bid)  betjen 

©olbet  3>ingling,  mein  Setlangen 


a'it)etfaufenbeianenbeatf(ben99u(bbonbIetn  unb  ^eitungSogenten  in"  ben  Set. 
I  einigten  ©taoter.  -inb  Sonoba,  ober  aui)  unter  6infenbung  bes  SBetraocI  bireft  »on 
I  ^erouBgebet, 

f^eitr^  3.  SSe^man,  130  ^arf  fRotn,  9lch»  ^orf. 


^erbei,  berbei,  bu  trautet  SSngerfreiB 

©Br',  licber  SDilbelm 

©eute  fd)eib  id) 

3d)  bin  ein  freier  TOann  unb  finge 

3d)  roar  ©ronbfud)8  nod)  an  3abren 

3  tbat  fo  gem  beirotb'n 

3d)  roia  mein  ©lud  probiten,  matf(Jbiren 

§i)  bafyic  um  bie  Sofe 
)n  aBcm  ift  ai'abtbeit  nut  oHein 
3(b  toor  ein  te(bter  ^ofelbons 
3n  biefen  beil'gen  fallen 
3(b  fibnitt  e§  gem  in  oOe  Stinben  ein 
3n  ber  grofeen  ©eeftobt  iieipjig 
3(b  fomm'  immer  nid)t  boju 
3d)  bob'  ben  gonien  S)ormittag 
3br  3iirften  ber  aBalbung,  berwoc 
3abr  ift  gut,  baS 
3ejt  f(l)roingen  roir  ben  ^ut 
^cin  jjeuer,  feinc  fto^le 
ftommt  a  S?oacrl  geflogen 
Rommt  ein  f(t)lanfer  58urfd)'  gegongen 
flomm',  ftitler  9lbcnb 
ftennt  ibr  boB  I'onb 
Sebe  roobl,  bu,  bie  ii^  innifl  liebe 
Sefete  Sofe,  bie 
'SWein  6btiftian 
9!otij 

9io81ein  ouf  bet  ^oiben 
©ie  ftonb  auf  bobcm  93erge 
©ie  fotlen  ib«  ni(bt  boben 
©ogt  er 
©terfbrief ,  ber 
©(blod)tlieb 

©d)ufteriunge  alB  RBdbin,  ber 
Xobod 

Uebcrall  bin  iib  iu  ^oufe 
Botfl(btige  3ube,  bet 
Son  alien  Sdnbern  biefer  IBelt 
IBoffer  touf(bt,  boS  ©affer  ftbrooU,  baS 
SBoren  mir  felige  lage,  boB 
ffiSenn  id)  einmol  bet  ^lettgott  root' 
8Ba8  flinget  unb  finget  bie  ©trofee  berouf 
aBonbcrn  ift  be8  TOiiUerS  t'uft,  ba8 
SBer  roiH  unter  bie  ©olboten 
SBir  fmb  jroei  topf 're  93aDern 
SOSenn  e8  teine  (^lof(ben  gdbe 
9Donn  nton  trinfen  mug 
SBoUt'  ©ott.  Re  rodre  meine    • 
SBonbever  in  ber  ©dgemiible,  bet 
aSoB  frog'  i(b  bie/  na&t  ©elb  unb  ©ut 
i^opf,  ber  bdngt  ibm  hinten,  ber 


91  aSufferl  iB  a  fibnudtig  l!ina 

91  d),  ai),  roie  finb  bie  3enen  fiiqtoet 

9l(b,  umfonfl  ouf  oHet  fldnbet  ftatten 

9ltle8  liebt  unb  poott  fi*  roiebet 

9lfle8,  roaS  roit  lieben,  lebe 

aaeiBBgeirinbfdbonba 

9118  bie  Womet  fte^b  gewotben 

9llten  Teutfd)en,  bie 

9ln  9lleri8  fenb'  id)  bi(b 

9ln  einee  a^(bleinS  Sionbe,  gat  lieblii^ 

9ltm  utib  (lein  ift  meine  feiitte 

9luf,  ibr  SSriiber,  ftnget  Siebet 

9luf'm  99ctglein  bin  nb  g'fe^en 

!8ei  einem  5fi!ittbe  wunbetmtlb 

S8ei  TOdnnetn,  roclcbe  iiiebe  fUblen 

SBilbung  mad)i  fein 

Sin  ouS  unb  einganga  im  gonjen  Sqtol 

©in  i  net  on  luft'oct  ©(broeuetbu 

Stingt  mir  ®lut  ber  eblen  weben 

©riiberlein  fein 

Srambombuli,  boB  ift  ber  litel  -  ., 

^0  broben  ouf  jenem  ©etge 

£o8  ift  oQeS  einB 

^a§  roor  ein  niebli(b  S.eifelein 

25er  liebfte  ©uble,  ben  i*  ^an 

SJer  IRdbdjen  tieb'  id)  oiele 

3!5er  SBeibnodjtBabenb  fam  gegangen 

^er  !Bein  erfteut  beS  TOenfiben  ^etj 

5Ceutfd)e8  4)etj.  Betjoge  nid^t 

3^ie  Seineroebct  boben  eine  lauberegunft 

5Die  2ieb',  bei  meinet  6bi' 

iBie  SRofen  bliiben  im  Sb.ole 

2)ie  ©(bufletjunft  bleibt  immet  bo(ft 

5tie  ©onn'  etrooibt  mit  tbtet  ^ta(bt 

^ie  SHJelt  glei^t  einer  ©ierbouteille 

So  benn  fe  be  Sebrele  in'B  6;ame  geno' 

Strong'  ift  oOeS  fo  ptd(btig 

2>tei  rood'te  ©utf(ben  fagen,  jo 

ein'  fefte  ©utg  ift  unfet  ©ott 

6in  getteueS  ^erf  ju  roiffen 

©in  jRoufmon;  ber  ftd)  Sd)ulje  nennt 

6in  luft'get  Wuritontc  marf(birte  einft 

6in  Somer  ftonb  in  finft'ter  9lad)t 

Gin  Sd)ii^  bin  xi)  in  beB  Scgenten  ©elb 

6inft  bat  mir  mein  fieibat|t  geboten 

Sin  Seild)en  auf  bet  9D!efe  ftonb 

6in  SSonberburf(b'  mit  bem  Stob 

6i  roaB  braudjt  mon  um  gliidlid)  ju  fein 

68  ftebt  ein  93oum  im  Obenrootb 

68  tbut'8  bolt  nimmermebr 

"frcubBoH  unb  leibBoH,  gebanfenboll  fein 

•reut  eu4  beB  liebenB 

•rif(b,  gonje  ffompantemitIautem€in6 

riib  morgenS  roenn  bie  ^S^ne  frfib'n 

Icfong  Berfd)6nt  bo8  2eben 
©efunbbeit,  ^ert  92a(4bat,  bal  OldS^xn 
©uonolieb 
^ting  unb  9lufiet 


ZdJo.    4.— 6nt^altenb  116  Siebet. 


terjlieb(ben  mein  unterm  3iebenba(b 
(b  bob'  ein  beifeeB,  jungeB  :^lut 
3d)  lenn'  ein'n^cDen  6belftein 
3d)  mo(bte  Re  root)l  feben 
3m  ftrug  lum  griinen  ftronje 
3n  einem  Ibol*  frieblicb  ftille 
3eftt  gong  i  on'S  SBriinnele,  ttinf  abet 
{(egellieb 

ftleine  tjifd)ermdb(^n,  boS 
fiommt,  ©tiiber,  trinfet  frob  mit  mir 
Sdbmt  bir  bie  fdjroerfte  atler  ftetten 
fiebe  roobl,  bergig  mein  nitbt 
fiebig  ift  ber  f(bonfle  ©tanb 
Seife,  leife,  fromme  SBeife 
2ieb  on  bie  Jteube 
aJlama,  5Papa,  od),  feb'n  ©ie  botft 
3Kein  feerj,  i(b  roiD  bid)  frogen 
TOein  ©erj  ift  im  ^od)lanb,  mein  ^erj 
9Kein  bcrjliebfte8  rdjotjerl.  fomm 
SWein  2eben8lauf  ift  2ieb'  unb  2u|l 
9Rein  2ieb  ift  eine  9Ilpnerin 
SRei  ©(boti  ift  0  Seitcr 
9Jlir  ift  auf  ber  SBelt  niditB  lieber 
9loib  ift  bie  bliibenbe,  golbene  3eit 
9Jun  leb'  roobl,  bu  Heme  ©ofje 
Cb  ii)  hid)  liebe,  froge  bie  Sterne 
D  bu  lieber  9luguftin,  atleS  ift  bin 
D  SBolb,  mit  beinen  buft'gcn  ^roeigen 
»ofenftod,  )giolberbliib' 
©onft  ^'oulus  roor  ein  TOebifuB 
©d)au'  id)  bie  Siiglein  on 
©(benft  mir  mnl  ©oirif(b  ein 
©ebt  ibr  brei  Rofjc  Bor  bem  SBogen 
©efet  eud)3u  mir  um'B  J^ofe  berum 
'6  fierj  ift  ein  fpofftg'B  ^ing 
Sino  roir  nid)t  }ur  ^errliibfeit  geboten 
©0  iB  boB  6nb'  ber  SBelt 
©0  man(ber  mo(bt'  ibr  93liim(ben  fein 
©onft  jpielt'  ii)  mit  ©cepter 

©tdnbcbenfdnger  - 

©ted)^ortie=2icb  ■-- 

©tubu;  ouf  einer  Keif 

Sen  *in8 

itinle,  2ieb(ben,  ttinfe  fiftneli 

ajetgeftt  bie  beutfifte  Bpraijt  niSfi 

Setlaffen  bin  i 

SBiel  6fien  maift  biel  bteitet 

5D3on'B  OToiliiftetl  roabt 

SBoB  bob'  ii)  benn  meinem  ^einSIiebd^n 

SBoffetfolI,  bet 

SBeine  n\i)i,  eS  ift  betgebenS 

©enn  boS  otloiit'ftbe  TOeet 

SB  it  toinben  bit  ben  Sungfemftoni 

3Bo  a  tlein'B  ^iittle  ftebt 

SBobtn  twit  bet  3=ieub' 

Stebt  im  ^etbft  bie  Merife  fotl 

3'  UJliillen  on  ber  '.^ofl 

Sum^^eirotben  tougen  bie  TOSmtet 
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A  h.indfnl  of  earth 
A  >v!irrior  bold 
All  ou  account  of  Eliza 
Are  you  ?«iiis:  to  tho  hop  this  evening 
A  violet  fron>~rnothi'r'8  grave 
Angel's  whi-iKT 

Betsv  and  I  an'  out— Recitation 
It  ]    IVildy.  the  ballet  girl 

Be  home  early  to-night,  my  dear  boy 

Brave  huzzars 

Bet!<v  de*itroys  the  pai>er— Recitation 

BliiebelUof  Seotlaud 

BabyV  got  a  tooth 

Bfaiitifii  (•leaves 

ttetiiv  iiml  I  hafe  bust  up  -RE'-«'«'inoN 

Blue'  Alsatian  mountains 

Chickens  in  the  carden 

Cows  are  in  the  com 

Charge  of  the  light  fcrigaiU>-  Kkcit. 

Colon  d  hop 

Camptoii  Itaces 

Conu"  where  my  love  liec  dn'aniini: 

Decision  in  "  the  (iippy'p  wnrning  " 

Double-bn'asted  inansiou  on  tliesijuare 

Dar  am  honey  ou  dcsc  lips 


IV>wn  in  a  coal  mine 

DniiikardV  dreum 

Dear  Irish  boy 

Eniinet'8  "  mountain  song" 

Father  Tom  ONeil 

tJranite  mill  lire 

(irant's  trip  around  the  world 

(irave  of  Wolfe  Tone— Recitation 

Owinc  to  cross  de  river  by  and  by 

(Janlen  where  the  nraties  gro>y 

Hang  up  your  hat  iK-hind  the  door 

Hard  times  come  agjiin  no  more 

I  caut  make  it  out,  can  your 

Cve  a  baliy  in  Kalamazoo 

I  don't  like  a  cur  at  uiy  lieels 

In  de  low-lands,  low 

Irish  fair 

Joe  Bowers 

Keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road 

Kitty  Tyrrell 

Little  brown  cot  on  the  hill 

Little  old  house  on  the  rhine 

liCt  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old 

Loet  RosalM'l 

Little  flower  you  gave  me 


Love's  eludings 

-Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  ma 

M(K)ulight  at  Killarney 

Mother  would  comfort  me 

Mulligan's  funeral 

My  pretty  Jane 

Mary  Ann  McUiughlin 

Mary's  gtme  wid  a  coon 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Malonc 

Norah,  the  pride  of  Klldaro 

No  one  to  love 

Oh;  Fred,  tell  them  to  stop 

Our  army  aiul  navy  of  blue 

Over  the  garden  wall 

Old-fasliioneil  church  ou  the  hill 

Old-fashioned  homestead 

On  the  strict  il  T 

Oh!  bn>athe  not  his  name 

old  brown  pauts 

Old  mountain  tree 

Our  grandfather's  days 

o'|{eillv"s  billv  goat— Recitation 

."allel  of  straw 

I'atrick.  mind  the  baby 

Patter  of  der  shingles  -Recitation 
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Sadie,  darling 

Sarah's  young  man 

Shamus'OBnen— Rbcitatw»K 

Spring,  gentle  Spring 

bame  thing  over  again 

Schneider's  ride— Rf.citation 

She  it*  far  from  the  land 

Temple  of  fame 

There  is  a  line  ship  on  the  ocean 

Trami>— Recitation 

True  Irish  gent« 

Turnnike  gate 

Twickenham  ferry 

Twinkle,  twinkle,  Kttle  star 

Tiwu  O'Shanter  hat 

True  asi  steel 

Tar's  farewell 

TorjK'do  and  the  whale 
Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  boys  are 
I'l)  at  Jones'  wood  [marching 

\\  hen  these  old  clothes  were  new- 
Wist!  wist!  wist! 
White  cockade 

'Way  down  upgn  de  Suancc  ribbor 
Wife's  druun 
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Angel  Gabriel 

Annie  Lisle 

A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moos 

Anni«»  of  the  vale 

A  leaf  of  ivy  from  mother's  grave 

A  lock  of  mother's  hair 

An  Irishman's  letter— Com.  Reading 

Baru'-v  .McCoy 

Believe  me  if  all  those  endearing  young 

Boys  (,f  Kilkenny  [charms 

Boston  burglar 

BosTiiii  Are 

Belle  Brandon  * 

BiiT  srin  flower 

Billy  (irimes,  the  rover 

Sold  Jack  Donohue 

Cod  liver  oil 

I'aptain  Jinks,  of  the  horec  marines 

Clo*e  the  shutters,  Willie's  dead 

Casev's  whir-kev 

I>eatK  of  PresiiJeiU  (iarfleld 

Drifting  with  the  tide 

Dyinc  soldier— Recitation 

Don't  call  in  the  morolng 


Drpamy  eyes  haunt  me  still 

Don't  get'wearv,  children 

Kijeen,  sweet  iJileen 

Kmpty  is  the  stable,  Davy's  gone 

Kvening  star 

Flags  of  all  nations 

Farmer's  boy 

Fisherman  and  his  child 

P'lying  trapeze 

(ie'utle  heart  l)c  true 

(J^nnan  ftfth 

(i<KMl-bye,  Susan  Jane 

tJood-bye,  CharHe 

Give  bread  to  the  poor 

(iml  save  our  president  fiom  every 

Huckleberry  pic-iiic  [harm 

Hungry  man  from  Harlem 

It's  nauL'hty,  but  it's  nice 

I  hope  I  don't  intrude 

I  love  my  love  in  de  morning 

I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't 

I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day 

In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 

I  will  be  true  to"  thee 


I'd  offer  thee  this  hand  of  mine 

I'm  the  governor's  only  son 

I've  got  a  donkey 

In  the  days  when  I  wi>8  hard  up 

It  don't  InOong  to  me 

I'd  clioKise  to  be  a  baby 

I  loiiL'  to  Ik-  single  again 

I  wauderetl  by  the  bruokside 

.lohn  Brown  song;  orglor>',  glory 

John  Mitchell  [hallelujah 

Johnny  is  gone  for  a  soldier 

Just  landeil 

Jim  Bludso— Recitation 

Kitty  Clyde 

Leave  not  your  Kathleen 

Lecture  on"  demiR-rance  " 

Love!  love!  love! 

Let  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  rest 

liUst  niglit  I  was  dreaming  of  you 

Mid-watch 

Mulcloon.  the  solid  man 

.MacKeiina's  dream 

Minnie,  hear  the  bluebinl  sing 

My  sweetheart,  when  a  boy 


Never  empty  cradle,  twins  are  bom 

Not  before  pa,  dear 

Old  Zip  coon 

Old  plantation's  lonely 

I'auf  Rever<''s  ride— RECITATION 

She's  a  gal  o'  mine 

Scjuin'  and  Maria 

Sunny  days  will  come  again 

Sailing  oii  the  lake 

Sheridan's  ride— REciTATroN 

Strawberries  and  cream 

That's  how  you  get  served  when  you're 

Things  I  don't  liRe  to  see  [old 

Tiddle-a-Wink,  the  barber 

True  to  the  core 

Toss  the  turk 

True  lovers'  discussion 

L'nder  the  willow  she's  sleeping 

\'ioletB  dipped  in  dew 

Why  did  tney  dig  ma's  grave  to  decpf 

We  are  coming,  sister  >fiiry 

Yankee  Doodle 

Your  lassie  will  be  true 
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A  hundred  year*  to  come 

Atheist  and  aconi— Kecitation 

Annie  o"  the  banks  o'  Dee 

A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that 

A  moi  to  for  every  man 

Beautiful  dreamer 

Beautiful  Venice 

Blue  and  the  gray 

Babys  got  a  cramp 

Bay  of  Biscay,  O! 

Boys,  keeu  away  from  the  gale 

Bread  ann  cheese,  aiwi  kisses 

Bright  emerald  isle  of  the  sea 

Buck  Fanshaw ■'»  funeral— REcrTATiON 

Captain  with  his  whiskers 

CUrabel  Magec 

College  day.-. 

Ccnne  ami  Viss  mc 

Digsring  ror  gold 

Don't  slam  the  gate 

Diltly's  opening  night 

Dan  Maloiiey  is  the  man 

Dying  Califoruian 

Days  of  "49 

Down  by  the  river  sida 


Dree  dousand  miles  away 

Ellen  Bayne 

Fearfully  and  wonderfully  made 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton 

Farmer  sat' in  his  easy  chair 

(ioat 

fk-ntle  Annie 

(riiilfy  or  not  guilty— Recitation 

(Jum  tn'e  canoe 

Ha/.el  dell 

I'll  hang  my  harp  on  a  willow  tree 

Is  it  anybody's  business 

Irishman's  shanty 

It's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way 

Indian  hunter 

Indian  warrior's  grave 

Ingleside 

Irish  jaunting  car 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo,  Johu 

Johnny  Sands 

Katy's  letter 

Kiss  me  quick  and  go 

Kate  Kearney 

Little  old  dnddeen 

Little  Yawcob  Stranes— REciTATir)N 


Little  more  cider 
Miss  (Jruber's  Boarding  house 
Maggie  by  my  siile 
.3ferriest  girl  that's  out 
Mike  Brady's  shirt 
Mistletot;  bough 
Meet  mc  at  the  lane 
Mulligan  guanl 
Nettie  Moon- 
Nicodemus  Johnson 
Nam  y  Till 
O'Donnel  .\)<u 
Old  ann  chair 
Our  front  stoop 
I'at  Mallov 
I'atriots  of  Ireland 
I'at  Malonty's  family 
l*retty  Jemima,  don't  say  no 
"  full  down  your  vest 
Perhaps  she's  on  the  railway 
I'irate's  serenade 
polish  boy— Recitation 
Paddy  Blake's  echo 
Rose  of  .\IIandale 
Row  of  tenement  houses 


Ring,  ring  de  banjo 

Regular  anny.  0! 

Rory  O'  Mon; 

Spade 

Stumj)  spwich 

Shellini:  green  peaa 

Skin-tight  |>antA 

TipIK'rary  christening 

They've  all  got  a  wife  bnt  me 

Three  black  crows 

Twinkling  stars 

Tapping  at  the  garden  gate 

Thou  art  gone  from  my  gaze 

Valley  lay  smiling  before  me 

Walking  down  Broadway 

Why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be 

Walt  till  the  clouds  roll  by  [proud 

When  the  band  begins  to  play 

What  is  home  without  a  mother? 

Who  will  can'  for  mother  now 

Widow  Malone 

Wroogn  of  ould  Ireland        . 
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OINTE     CEINTT     EA^CH. 


I 


1  Baby  mine 

2  Sach  an  edacatlon  has  my  ICuT  Aim 

8  Auld  Lang  Syne 

4  Ella  Ree 

6  Old  cabin  home 

6  Little  ones  at  home 

7  Old  black  Joe 

8  Home,  eweet  home 

9  Larboard  watch  .  , 

10  Many  can  help  one 

11  Killamey 

12  See  that  my  grave's  kept  green 
IS  Qrandfather'8  clock 

14  Emmet's  •'  Lullaby  " 

15  Thp  h«Tp  that  once  thro'  Tara's  hall 

16  My  country,  'tia  of  thee 

17  Sweet  forget-me-not 

18  Where  was  Moses  when  the  light  went  oott 

19  Nancy  Lee 

30  Write  me  a  letter  from  home 

21  Beautiful  isle  of  vho  sea 

22  Old  folks  at  home  (Swanee  rlbber) 

23  Come  back  to  Erin 

24  Sweet  bye-and-bye 

25  My  pretty  red  rose 

28  Whoa.  Eramal  • 

2?  Katie's  secret  .  . 

28  You'll  remember  me 

29  Rocked  In  the  cradle  of  the  deep 

30  Kathleen  Mavourneen 

31  I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halla  • 

32  ^'earing  of  the  green 

33  When  you  and  I  were  yoong,  Maggie 

34  Cottage  bv  the  sea 

35  We  partt'd  by  the  river  side 

66  When  I  saw  "sweet  Nellie  home 

37  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

38  Last  rose  of  Summer 

39  Sbamus  O'Brien 

40  Exile  of  Erin 

41  Maggie's  secret 

42  Or  any  other  man— 8tnmp  speech 

43  I  cannot  call  her  mother 

44  Would  I  were  with  thee 

45  Poor  old  slave 
4<J  Casev  social  club 

47  Cumoerland's  crew 

48  Take  this  letter  to  my  mother 
40  A  model  love  letter 

50  Female  stratagem 

51  How  to  kiss  a  lady 

52  Dublin  bay 

53  Wife's  commandments 

54  Husband's  commandments 

55  Rules  for  bummers 

56  Little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane 

57  Barbara  FMeic hie— Regit jltiok 
&S  Marchins  through  Georgia 

59  When  I  was  a  lad— Pinafore 

60  Widow  in  the  cotuge  by  the  aea 

61  Dancing  in  the  bam 

62  Fire  in  the  grate 

63  Wanderin*  refugee 
M  Blue-eyed  Nelly 

65  Minstrel  boy 

66  Letter  in  the  candle 

67  Star-spangled  banner 

68  Dancing  on  the  green 

69  Heart  bow'd  down 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  watermlil— RxaTATlOS 
T'i  Faded  coat  of  blue 

73  Hold  the  fort 

74  Slavery  days 

75  D«.'r  mule  shtood  on  de  shteamboat  deck— Rsc. 

76  Little  barefoot 

77  My  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night 

78  Home  again 

79  Thou  art  so  ntar  and  yet  so  far 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  Uill 

81  Ofhce  rules 

82  Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 

83  Good  Rhine  wine  -  ^  ' 
81  I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night,  love 

85  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 
8G  Listen  to  the  mocking-bird 

87  When  the  com  is  waving,  Annin 

88  She  never  blametl  him,  never 
80  SIvtr  threads  among  the  ifold 

90  Little  robin,  tell  Kilty  I'm  coming 

91  Ring  the  bell  softly,  there's  crape  on  the  door 


92  Boy  lost  (laughable) 

93  Iler  bright  smile  haunts  me  still 

94  Sundav  night,  when  the  parlor's  fall 
96  Gypsy  8  warning 

96  Anchor's  weighed 

97  Moon  behind  the  hill 

98  Swinging  in  the  lane 

99  Sheridan's  ride— Rkcttatioh 

100  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd 

101  Eilleen  Allanna 

102  'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower 

103  Touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Looiae 
IM  Girl  I  left  behind  me 

106  LltUe  Buttercup 

100  His  sisters,  cousins  and  annta 

107  Carry  me  back  to  old  Vlrglnny 

108  Roses  underneath  the  snow 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  fly 

112  Old  man's  drunk  again 

113  Two  orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  fire) 

114  Amber  tresses  tied  inolue 

115  I^tty  as  a  picture 

116  I  am  waiting,  Essie,  dear 

117  Three  perished  in  the  snow 

118  Slight  hints 

119  Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother 

120  Come  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling 

121  Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 

122  Bingen,  on  the  Rhine 

123  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave 
121  Old  log  cabin  on  the  bill 

126  Croppy  boy 

126  Skids  are  out  to-day 

127  The  bridge 

128  Shabby  genteel 

129  Oh,  dat  watermelon 

130  Comin'  thro'  the  rye 

131  Must  we  then  meet  as  strangeie 

132  Babies  on  our  block 

133  Brennen  on  the  Moor 
131  Skidmore  fancy  ball 

135  Hallway  Door 

136  Where  the  grass  grows  green 

137  Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 

138  Kiss  behind  the  door 

189  I'll  remember  you,  love.  In  my  prayers 

140  Mary  of  the  wild  moor 

141  Old  wooden  rocker 

142  Speak,  only  speak 

143  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

144  Where  art  thou,  my  beloved? 

145  Mollie,  darling 

146  You  may  look,  but  you  mastn't  toacb 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 

148  Raffle  for  the  stove 

149  Balm  of  (iilead 

150  There's  always  a  seat  in  the  parlor  for  yon 

151  Driven  from  nome 

152  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

153  Pull  for  the  shore 

154  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 
166  Good  news  from  home 
15C  Fisherman's  daughter 
157  Shells  of  ocean 

156  Massa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 
159  Say  a  kind  word  wnen  you  can 
180  Cure  for  scandal 

161  Twilight  coterie 

162  Strangers  yet 
166  Castles  in  the  air 
164  Dear  little  shamrock 

166  I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs 

166  Norah  O'Neal 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

168  Rose  of  Tralee 

169  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare 

170  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lone  child 

172  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

173  Glove  flirtation 

174  Whip  flirtation 

175  Slave's  dream 

176  Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  don't  go 

177  Sweet  Evangeline 

178  Good-bye  at  the  door 

179  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the  heart  can 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you  [never  be 

181  Erin's  lovely  home 

182  Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-bouae 


183  Twenty  years  ago 

184  Paddy  >  land 

183  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  uarling 

186  Old  village  school  on  the  green 

187  Woodman,  spare  that  tree 

188  Barbara  Fri«tchl« — Rbcitatiom 

189  Darling  .Minnie  Lee  "      ' 

190  Hat  flirtation 

191  Fan  flirtation 

192  Flee  as  a  bird  to  yoor  monntain 

193  Good-bye,  Annie,  darling  (Enoch  Ardeii| 
191  Why  did  she  leave  him? 

195  A  quiet  little  home 

196  Thou  hast  learned  to  love  another 

197  Mary  of  Argyle 

198  Nil  Desperandnm  ■  •   '.. 

199  Sweet  Highland  Mary 

200  Evening  amusement  (laaghable) 

201  Day  I  played  base  ball 

202  -jRemembcr  you  have  children  of  yonr  own 

203  There's  none  like  a  mother  If  ever  so  poor 
201  You  were  false,  but  I'll  forgive  yoa 

205  Sweet  Maggie  Gordon 

206  Tanyard  side 

207  Bt!ll8of  Shandon 

2U8  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell 

200  Whisper  softly,  mother's  dying 

210  Erin's  green  shore 

211  Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  oldt 

212  Donnelly  and  Cooper 

213  Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  shore 

214  Little  Rosebud 

215  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

216  Come  into  the  garden,  Maud 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

218  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  W«7 

219  (iod,  ble8!«  my  boy  at  sea 

220  Annie  Laurie 

221  Mac's  and  the  O's 

222  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 

223  Lamentation  of  James  Rodgers 

224  Come,  birdie,  come 

225  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

226  Ever  of  tnee 

227  Norah  McShane 

228  Love  among  the  roses 

229  Shamus  O'Brien— RxcrrATHMI 

230  Der  Deitcher  Gal 

231  No  Irish  need  apply 

232  Old  arm  chair 

233  Tim  Flaherty 

234  We  sat  by  the  river,  yon  and  I 
ZVi  I  love  music 

2;w  Sweet  Genevieve 

2:17  When  the  flowers  fall  asleep 

2:js  Patrick  Sheehan 

2:W  Sailor's  grave 

210  Pretty  maid  milking  her  cow 

241  Kentucky  Rose 

242  Fanner's  daughter 

'MH  Oh,  dem  golden  slippers 

244  In  the  muming  by  the  bright  llgM 

245  Nobody's  darling  '  • 
216  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  Still 

247  Somebody's  mother— RaciTATiOB 

248  Birdie,  darling 

249  Nobody's  darfing  but  mine 
2.'')0  Rock  me  to  sleep,  mother 

251  Put  my  little  shoes  away 

252  Darling  Nelly  Gray 

253  Somebody's  coming  when  the  dewdMps  M| 

254  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  weieyi 

255  Little  brown  jug 

256  Ben  Bolt 

257  (jood-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye 

258  Erin  is  my  home 

259  Katty  Avoumeen 

260  Sadie  Ray 

261  Bard  of  Armagb 

2(32  Hush,  my  darlings,  d»  not  weep 

263  Patrick's  day  parade 

264  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 
2»i5  Speak  to  me,  speak 

266  Darling,  I  will  come  again 

267  Bright-eyed  little  Nell  of  Narragtuet  tiaj 

268  Hail,  Columbia 

269  Little  footsteps 

270  Tim  Finigan's  wake 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  roof 

272  Scotch  lassie,  Jean  '  . 
278  Hat  me  father  wore 
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Word*  and  Muidc  by  Barnt-y  FiiKon- 

I'm  living  in  a  iicighlwrliood,  and  surii  a  neighborhood. 

To  8ee  the  sights  on  Saturday  night  would  do  your  heart  good; 

Foreigners  of  every  nation  down  theri  you  will  meet. 

On  a  Sunday  when  they're  out  iii  force,  believe  me  ifs  a  treat. 

The  Yank  who  likes  his  pork  and  l)eant>,  the  Chinaman  his  rice, 

The  Dutchman  ami  his  sourkrout,  with  an  odor  miifhty  nice; 

The  bold  and  fearless  Irishman,  who  nothing  cjin  di»para;;e, 

When  he  can  fill  himitelf  chocked  full  of  corned  iK'cf  and  cabbage. 

Chori!*. 

I  say,  Mike!    What*    Hold  your  breath!  don't  you  hear  tlic  noise? 
What's  that?    There's  a  ruction  down  a)uong  the  boys; 
Listen!    Yes!    To  Dolan's  bell  they've  tied  McCarthy's  cat. 
And  now  they're  looking  for  the  Chinumau  that  ate  the  rat. 

They  howl  all  day  in  "double  B  flat,  at  night  they  reach  "hi"h  C," 

They  work  the  j^rowler  all  day  Itmg.  for  full  they're  bound  to  oe; 

Talk  abont  theiV  ancestorn,  their  In'ttcrs  won't  allow. 

But  tell  about  their  doinirs  with  a  where,  when  and  how. 

The  row  begins  when  the  Iri^'humrl  the  Chinaman  he  pounds. 

The  Dutchi\ian  and  the  tia^ur  j-lug  like  mischief  for  four  rounds; 

The  Yankee  with  a  cunning  (tniile.  he  acts  like  a  referee, 

The  cop  on  the  comer  looks  the  other  way,  says:  That's  no  place  for  me. 

CHom'!». 

I  say,  Mike!     What?    Hold  vour  breath!  did  yon  hear  the  news? 
What's  that?    liiiltly  (;hro!:an  stole  I'at  Feeney's  shoes; 
Listen!    Yes!    O'Donovuu  ^'arv'd  Dalv  such  a  trick. 
For  kissing  Julia  Brady  stove  his  head  in  with  a  brick. 

A  week  ago  last  Thursday,  jus't  two  weeks  nest  Thursday  nighl. 

Nearly  everybo<ly  m  the  iieiirhborhood  cot  '•  tight;" 

To  raffle  off  a  bl6o<led  horse  they  borrowed  Casey's  dice. 

Then  shook  all  niirht  till  broaJ  daylisht,  and  kept  the  horse  on  ice. 

McFinnecan  shook  "  forty-two,"  and  qiiickly  sold  his  chance, 

O'Brien  he  shook  "  forty-three,"  they  shouted,  yelled  and  danced; 

McGinty  in  his  Sunday  suit  came  rushing  through  the  door. 

He  grabbed  the  dice  liKe  a  gambler  bold,  and  shook  out  "  fourty-four." 

Spokes.— Then  he  said: 

CUORUS. 

I  say.  Mike!    What?    Come  here,  quick!  I'll  tell  yon  what  you'll  do! 
What's  that?    Take  the  horse  and  carry  him  home  with  you; 
•  Listen!    Yes!    Go  And  a  roj)e  and  hitch  him  in  the  shed. 
When  Mikt  went  looking  for  the  horse,  he  found  hlni  stiff,  stone  dead. 

McGinty  then  pot  furious,  and  this  is  what  ho  done: 

He  jumi>e<l  ujjon  a  herring  box,  and  then  commenced  the  fun; 

He  called  his  L'ang  nnil  shouted  loud:  "  My  kingdom  for  a  horse. 

Produce  ontjc^uick,  I  ask  you,  don't  compel  nie  to  use  force. 

I  can  stand  a  juke  as  well  as  any  man  you  ever  met. 

But  I  never  have  mistook  a  dead  horse  for  a  live  one  yet." 

The  lights  went  out  and  every  one  began  to  kick  and  cuff, 

McGiuty  hollered:  "  Im  no  hog,  I  know  when  I  have  enough." 

CUORfS. 

I  say  Mike!    What?    Oh,  my  head!  what  have  they  ilime  to  inc? 
What's  that?    They've  closed  both  eyes  up  and  I  cannot  see; 
Listen!    Yes!    What  do  vou  think?  they  tried  to  take  my  life. 
Then  threw  me  in  an  ambulance  and  seiit  me  to  my  wife. 


GARFIELD'S    GRAVE. 
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By  J.  W.  Kelley. 
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With  Steady  step  and  muffled  dniuip  the  cortege  passed  along. 
And  mournful  silence  reigned  supreme  amid  that  mighty  throng; 
The  sombre  toiling  of  the  Im-IIs  reminded  us  we  must 
In  time,  just  like  our  President,  return  again  to  dust. 
Men  with  heads  uncovered  would  mutler  Guitcaii's  name. 
And  there  feelings  on  thai  day  I'm  certain  were  the  same; 
But  if  the  villain  then  was  free  no  power  on  earth  could  save 
The  man  who  sent  our  President  to  his  untimely  grave. 

The  city  was  in  mourning  whichever  way  you'd  go. 
And  everyone  their  sympathy  in  some  way  tried  to  show; 
Many  a  wife  and  mother  a  fervant  prayer  has  said. 
And  taught  it  to  the  little  once  when  p'litting  them  to  bed. 
When  all  was  o'er  and  the  siifft-rer  laiil  in  his  resting  place. 
There  came  an  aged  colortti  man,  the  tears  rolled  down  his  faco; 
He  brought  a  little  bouquet  and  a  enrd  marked  '•  fncle  Dave," 
'Twaa  all  he  had,  wild  nower.'*  bright,  for  Massa  GarJlcld's  grave. 

How  sad,  indeed,  it  was  to  see  his  patient,  hopeful  wife, 

And  dear,  old  gray-haired  mother,  who  for  him  would  have  given  her  life; 

How  different  were  their  feelings  when  around  him  they  did  stand. 

To  see  him  honored  by  the  highest  place  in  frpe<lom'8  land. 

Although  he  once  felt "noverfv,  he  always  was  a  man. 

Who  thought  that  truth  and  honesty  would. Im' the  lic-tter  plan; 

Then  peaceful  rest  the  ashes  of  the  soldier  true  and  brave. 

And  oar  nation's  tears  will  moiat  ihe  earth  on  James  A.  Garflield's  grave. 


BIRDIE    WAS    SO    YOUNG. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  WiUls  Woodward  &  Co. 
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Birdie  was  90  young,  Birdie  was  so  fair. 

Never  lived  a  iiiaiden  who  with  Birdie  could  compare; 

Birdie's  rosy  mouth.  Birdie's  bright  blue  eyes,  '  -t    ■■    ' 

Ah,  to  look  on  Birdie's  face  was  glimpse  of  {laradise.  ■  . ,' 

Oh,  happy  youth,  oh,  gladsome  pritne,  oh,  true  love's  mateiug  time,  -',■ . 

We  felt  no  vague  alarms,  wrapt  in  each  other's  arms; 

In  silent  groves  at  night  we  drank  in  love's  delight, 

Tho' ample  was  the  enore,  I  loiige<l  for  UMire  and  more;    ' 

For  ah!  for  ah!  for  ah!  for  ah!  for  ah!  ah!  ^ 

Choris. 

Birdie  was  eo  young,  Birdie  was  so  fair. 

Never  lived  a  maiden  who  with  Birdie  could  comparp; 

Birdie's  rosy  mouth.  Birdie's  liright  blue  eyes. 

Ah,  to  gaze  on  Birdie's  face  was  climp«e  of  |«radise. 

Full  thirty  years  have  since  gone  by  with  time's  remorseless  sjieed,        ,;    ' 

And  she  who  made  my  life  so  glad  now  makes  it  sad  indeed; 

That  rosy  mouth  of  hers  that  gave  me  such  delight, 

Ni>w  unrelenting  and  eternal,  never  eiitliiig  and  infernal,  raves  all  day  and  night. 

She  cries,  alas!  and  what  have  I.  poor  woman,  ever  done. 

To  be  afflicted  with  this  man,  this  truly  useless  one? 

To  leave  my  home  alone  all  day  and  not  get  back  all  night. 

You  fearful,  awful,  most  unlawful, weary,  dreary,  bleary,  good-for-nothing  fright; 

For  ah!  for  ah!  for  ah!  for  ah!  ah! 

Chorus. 

Birdie  has  grown  old.  Birdie's  lost  her  looks. 
And  I  cften  pray  that  Binlie  will  fly  off  the  hooks; 
Birdie  will  not  ny.  Birdie  stays  right  here, 
Uow  I  wish  that  I  had  never  met  uiy  Birdie  dear. 

Birdie's  lost  her  teeth.  Birdie's  scrumped  her  neck. 

And  to  tell  the  truth,  my  Birdie  is  a  perfect  wreck; 

Still  my  Birdie  clings  with  the  same  tild  cling. 

Will  she  never  clinil)  the  stair?  Birdie,  dear  old  thing. 

Birdie  has  no  hair  on  her  dear  oltl  head. 

And  where  once  hung  golden  locks  hangs  a  wig  instead; 

Slill  she  smiles  her  smile,  dear,  oltl,  toothless  smile. 

Oh,  could  I  but  loose  my  Birdie  on  some  desert  isle. — Cborus. 
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THE    ARROW ^ND    THE    SONG. 
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Words  by  H.  W.  Longfellow.    Musk  by  C.  B.  Haw  ley.     ■ 

I  shot  an  .irrow  into  the  air. 

It  fell  to  earth,  I  know  not  wliere,  I  know  not  where; 

For  so  swiftly  it  flew,  so  swiftly  it  flew, 

The  sight  could  not  follow  iu  its  flight. 

I  breathed  a  song  into  (he  air, 

It  fell  to  earth,  1  know  not  where,  I  know  not  where; 

For  who  has  sight  .<!o  keen  and  so  slrong, 

That  it  can  foUow  the  flight  of  song? 

Long,  long  afterward,  in  an  oak, 

I  found  the  arrow,  I  found  the  arrow  slill  uubroke; 

And  the  song,  from  beginning  to  end,     ■       . 

I  fotind  again  in  the  heart  of  a  fiiend; 

And  tlie  .song,  from  lieginiiing  lo  end,      •  ; 

I  found  again  iu  the  heart  of  a  friend. 


ROCK  DAT  SHIP  IN  DE  MORNING 

I'opyritfht,  1880,  by  T.  K.  Harms*  Co. 
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Written  and  Sunft  by  Wm.  i.  Scanlan. 

When  Gabriel  died  he  made  a  will,  he  made  a  will,  he  made  a  will. 

When  tJabriel  died  he  made  a  will,  and  Gabriel  tie  did  say: 
When  Gabriel  died  he  made  a  will,  ht;  made  a  will,  he  matle  a  will. 

When  Gabriel  died  he  made  a  will,  and  (jabriel  lie  did  say: 

Chorus. 

ChildriMi.  rock  dat  ship  in  de  moriiiu',  and  rock  dat  ship  at  night, 

Kock  dat  ship  de  whole  day  long,  1k'  sure  you  rock  it  right; 

Jtock  dat  ship  in  de  mornin',  and  rock  dat  ship  at  night, 

Kock  dat  ship  de  whole  day  long,  be  sure  you  rock  it  right. 

Ixjtiie  Lee,  come  sit  by  me',  a  tale  of  love  we'll  tell. 

Beneath  the  bright  moonb<'ani,  my  love,  a  place  we  remember  so  well; 

For  there'll  l)c  no  sorrow  there,  there'll  be  no  sorrow  tliert-, 

In  heaven  alwve  where  all  is  love,  there'll  be  no  sorrow  then*. 

Get  a  balloon,  to  heaven  we'll  go,  to  heaven  we'll  go,  to  heaven  we'll  go, 
Oh,  get  a  balloon,  to  heaven  we'll  go,  with  Gabriel  we'll  remain; 

Oh,  get  a  balloon,  to  lieaven  we'll  Kt>,  to  heaven  we'll  go,  to  heaven  we'll  go, 
Ob,  get  a  balloon,  to  heaven  we'll  go,  with  Gabriel  we'll  remain.— Chorus. 
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MAMMA'S    BABY    BOY. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  WUUs  Woodward  A  Co.  - 
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Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  Charles  E.  Pratt. 

Precious  little  jewel,  locks  of  prcttj*  gold, 

Baby's  face  forever  in  my  heart  I  hold;       . 

Home  would  be  so  lonely  if  my  baby  pet 

Had  uot  brought  the  sunshine,' sweetest  baby  yet.  ;  - 

-'■■■-■'-•■'■"■  V  ^"-■''      Chouus.     '  ■■      ''•'"•^;:>   -:;.■'. r-'V'-'- 
Tiny,  rosy  toes,  merry,  dimpled  chin,  V;  ■    ' 

Mouth  just  like  a  rose,  one  wee  tooth  therein; 
Lovel}' lily  hands,  eyes  that  beam  with  joy, 
Heart's  delight  and  diamond  bright,  that's  mamma's  baby  tx)y. 

"When  the  birdies  slumber  baby  goes  to  sleep,  ,  ^.  , 

Angels  all  the  night  long  watch  above  him  keep;        '     > 
When  the  birdies  waken  baby  wakens,  too, 
What  is  sweeter  music  than  my  baby's  "coo?" — Chorus. 

Fairer  than  the  rosebuds,  purer  than  the  snow, 

Brighter  tlian  the  sunshine,  mother  loves  him  so; 

Little  glimpse  of  heaven  .sent  our  hearts  to  cheer,  -^ 

All  the  world  to  mamma,  darling  baby  dear. — Chorus. 


THOSE    SING-LE  ^AYS    OF    OLD. 
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Those  pinple  days,  or  daj-e  of  old,  when  I  knew  no  care  or  strife. 
Fortune  telU'n*  fal^e  tales  have  told,  when  love  made  me  a  bride; 
Soon  I  found  love  bnt  a  dream  and  marriage  made  love  cold, 
How  different  I  find  wedded  days  to  those  single  days  of  old. 
How  diffea'nt  I  find  wedded  days  to  those  single  days  of  old. 

Those  single  days,  or  days  of  old,  when  I  knew  no  care  or  strife, 
My  whims  and  frets  he  humored,  and  all  I  did  was  right; 
Now  everything  I  do  is  wrong,  he  is  distant,  cross  and  cold. 
How  different  I  find  wedded  days  to  those  single  days  of  old. 
How  different  I  find  wedded  days  to  those  single  days  of  old. 

He  always  lias  an  appointment  made,  and  an  excuse  to  stay  away, 
He  leaves  me  alone  at  night,  and  le^ives  me  alone  all  day; 
He  takes  his  love  with  htm  now,  to  another  girls  house  he  goes, 
How  different  1  find  wedded  days  to  those  single  days  of  old.        '  -■■ 
How  different  I  find  wedded  days  to  those  single  days  of  old. 

My  courage  failed,  my  health  gave  way,  he  thought  that  I  would  die, 
It  brought  the  rover  liome  again,  with  a  tear  in  both  his  eyes; 
His  home  he  loves,  he  makes  amends,  he  is  scarce  ever  from  my  side. 
How  much  more  l)lessed  are  wedded  days  to  those  single  days  of  old. 
How  much  mure  blessed  are  wedded  days  to  those  single  days  of  old. 


HUNT    THE    BUFFALO. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Frank  Harding. 

The  Woi-ds  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  .address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  180  rark 

How,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stam()s  taken  same  a>  catUi  for  all  our  goods. 


As  suijg  by  Wm.  B.  Dunley. 


Come  all  3'e  bri-^ik  young  fellows,  who  have  a  mind  to  roam, 
Unto  some  foreign  countiy,  a  long  wa}'  from  home; 
Unto  some  foreign  country  along  with  me  to  go, 
And  we'll  settle  on  the  banks  of  the  lovely  Ohio. 

Refrain. 

Sweet  and  shady  grove,  thro'  the  wild  woods  we'll  wander, 
And  we'll  hunt  the  buffalo,  yes,  we'll  hunt  the  buffalo; 
Thro'  the  wild  woods  we'll  wander  and  we'll  hunt  the  buffalo. 

Come  all  ye  pretty  fair  maids  and  spin  us  some  yarn. 

To  make  us  .some  clothing  to  keep  ourselves  warm; 

You  can  card  and  spin,  mj'  love,  while  we  reap  and  mow,  / 

And  we'll  settle  on  the  banks  of  the  lovely  Ohio. — Rerain. 

There's  fishes  in  the  river,  love,  all  fitting  for  our  use, 
There's  a  large,  lofty  sugar-cane  that  will  give  us  some  juice; 
There's  all  sorts  of  game,  my  love,  likewise  the  buck  and  doe. 
And  we'll  settle  on  the  banks  of  the  lovely  Ohio. — Refrain. 

Now.  if  ever  those  wild  Indians  do  ever  come  us  nigh,   „, 
We'll  all  unite  together,  love,  to  conquer  or  to  die; 
We'll  march  into  their  tents,  my  love,  and  strike  a  deadly  blow, 
And  we'll  settle  on  the  banks  of  the  lovely  Ohio. — Reerain. 


SINNERS,    TAKE    WARNING. 


Words  by  T.  H.  Tooker. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Park  liow.  New  York  CMty ,  and  receire  | 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogne  of  over  4000  Popular  Kngliith  and  Uenuaa 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  bk  vatUi  for  all  uur  goods. 


Den  I'm  gwine  to  leave  dis  wicked  laud. 

Oh.  my  glory! 
For  I'se  gwine  to  join  old  Pharoah's  band,  ,  -  U 

Oh,  my  halleluiah!  -• 

Den  won't  I  be  happy  when  I  get  up  there, 

Oh,  my  glory!  ...-..; 

Wid  golden  wings  I  fly  in  de  air,     ;■  '  ,.  '  .     ? 

Oh,  my  halleluiah! 

Chorus. 

-.  Den,  sinners,  you  better  take  warning,     • 

And  listen  to  what  I  say;  .  < 

If  de  angels  are  singing  in  de  morning, 
Prepare  for  de  judgment  day.  ;. 

Now  I  know  old  Peter  will  let  me  in,  > 

Oh,  my  glory!  •" 

For  I'se  got  religion  an'  I'm  free  from  sin, 

Oh.  my  halleluiah!  ...... 

For  I  was  brought  up  in  de  good  old  way,  . 

Oh,  my  gloiy! 
To  read  my  bible,  to  sing  an'  to  praj', 

Oh,  my  halleluiah! — Chorus.  '  ,      v 

Den,  sinners,  you'll  find  it  is  no  joke,  ;   ;.V    '.  ' 

Oh,  m}'  glory!  •       V    ' 

When  your  time  is  up,  an'  you  have  to  croak,  ;. 

Oh,  my  halleluiah! 
To  live  with  Satan,  you'll  find  it  ain't  so  nice. 

Oh,  my  glory! 
For  you'll  need  a  linen  duster,  an'  about  a  ton  of  ice, 

Oh,  my  halleluiah! — Chorus.  ■      . 


THE    IRISHMEN    OF    TO-DAY. 

By  J.  W.  Kclley. 

Send  Tour  name  and  a<ldress  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  4000  Popular  Englisli  and  (ionnan 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 

I  am  told  every  day  that  the  Irish  are  fools,         '   -     ~ 

And  degraded  by  every  shame; 
And  that  every  effort  they  make  for  their  rights,  _ 

Adds  only  disgrace  to  their  name.  •':; 

Murder  is  wrong  and  for  vengeance  'twill  cry. 

To  the  zenith  of  heaven's  great  dome; 
But  how  can  a  man  see  the  ones  that  he  loves 

Just  driven  like  dogs  from  their  home.  -" ' 

"  ■■'-■::<'    '■■'•>--■■■";■■'■■:■'•"■■■';•-    "   Chorus.        V-' ^  ,■--•■■•■■  -^ •••"'..;■;-■    "* 

,   So  don't  form  opinions  until  3'ou  know"  well 
Who's  to  blame,  and  then  what  you  say 
■      Will  cast  no  reflection  on  true-hearted  men,  '   ; 

The  Irishmen  of  to-day.  ,. 

I  have  seen  sons  and  daughters  of  Insh  descent,  \    "1 

Who  would  fain  pass  their  old  parents  bj' ;  >: 

For  maybe  their  clothes  were  not  cut  in  the  style,  ;; 

Or  their  walk  wasn't  fair  to  the  eje. 
And  perhaps  their  old  fajther  to  educate  them  ; 

Had  spent  all  that  hard  labor  gains; 
To  see  them  grow  up  to  deny  both  his  name 

And  the  blood  that  sent  life  through  their  vains. — Chorus, 

Do  you  think  we  would  stand  England's  tyranny  here 

In  this  mightiest  land  of  the  free?  ..    < 

Do  you  think  she  don't  know  it  for  many  a  year, 

Since  she  lost  the  tax  on  the  tea?  .  : ; 

Then  why  should  poor  Padd}'  be  held  in  disdain 

For  holding  his  place  on  this  earth; 
For  a  man  is  a  coward  who  would  not  stand  up 

And  fight  for  the  land  of  his  birth.— Chorub. 


— "My  face  is  my  fortui 
easily  get  a  long  engager 


"sir,'  she  said.     "  Yes,  j'ou  could 
in  a  dime  museum." — Boston  Herald. 


— Clerk:  I  want  an  increase  of  salar\'.  Emploj'er,  (wearilj'): 
All  right.  Anything  else?  Clerk:  And"!  want  to  get  off  an  hour 
earlier  every  day,  so  I  can  spent  it. — Puck. 
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DOWN    WENT    RESONSKY. 


Time—"  Kowu  Wt- lit  McOinty. 


I  TOU 

by  return  mail  a  i-oniplt'tf  t'at»li>pi«>  of  over  *<IOO  rupolar  Kiiirli.sli  and  ( Jorman 
Songs-Kret'.    PomIiik*-"  Stamiis  tnkfii  sHiiir  as  ca.sli  lor  all  mir  rimmW. 

By  Harry  ThoiiipsuU. 

I  On  ft  ehalx"*  mnriiinff  just  nl  niiu'.  Mr.  Resonxky  drcRned  io  fliio, 

He  was  standing;  on  tlio  synasomu'  i'lcp!'; 
I  When  ft  bitzomer  j»pi»io:i('hcil  ami  saiil: 

Mr.  Henon!<ky,  I  woiiiil  likr  to  luako  a  bot  for  a  hundroil  dollars, 
'  That  I  ran  wros'ik'  with  Mr.  I.''vy  on  tin-  roof. 

They  went  on  ji  Frcncli  oUnntor.  and  they  foon  eoininenced  to  reach  tho  toj), 
1  When  Reaoiifky  was  <init  toiiiih.  to  the  corners  they  did  walk, 

And  some  loafer  liollert»d  pork,  and  thi-y  all  t<K)k  a  Hebrew  fll. 

(Hours. 

Down  went  Resonsky  to  th<>  bolfoiu  of  the  bay, 
The  Solomons  and  the  Cohiis  they  would  no  Ioniser  stay; 

Even  all  the  dmninies  c'OMiinen<  ed  to  walk  away. 
Dressed  in  their  seconddianded  suit  of  cluthea. 

Solomon  Isaac  made  the  jiiniii  over  a  crofon  wutor  pump, 

When  lie  found  i)oor  Re-^nn-.ky  in  the  nmd; 
Then  an  ambnlance  they  did  <ail. 

Took  Resonsky  to  the  Hebrew  hall. 
All  his  friends  lhi>nu'hl  he  was  <leiid. 

When  an  Italian  ori:an  L'rinder  coniinencctl 
'  To  play  a  tune  that  was  nci  new, 
'      W  here  are  you  coiiij;  my  pretty,  fair  jew* 

fiionis. 

Down  went  Re.sonsky  to  the  sidewalk  very  quick. 
He  swore  by  all  the  niatzolhs  that  the  Italian  be  would  lick; 

C)n  the  Italian  he  i;ot  hiiii<_',  w  hen  he  was  stabliecl  by  the  monk. 
Dressed  in  the  Rabbi's  suit  of  clothes. 

Resonsky  foui;ht  bard  and  l)old,  'till  the  sbeenb-s  got  a  hold  of  him. 

The  Italian  <_'rabbed  his  stick  and  his  monk  he  (piukly  would  lick; 
The  slick  it  would  commence  to  lly.  it  hit  Resonsky  in  the  eye. 

Two  Jew  cops  saw  the  fijllit. 
And  seen  that  Resonsky  was  tii,'hf. 

On  bim  th<'y  (piick  cot  hunk: 
And  they  tried  to  catch  the  Italian  and  the  monk, 

And  Kesousky  is  now  in  Ks.sex  market  jail. 

CllORtS. 

Down  went  Resonsky  to  the  bottom  of  the  cell, 

In  came  Rach'd  R<)isker  and  brouitht  Resonsky  ft  mfttzftfhs  cloister; 
And  Schniidthy  hockecl  his  <liani(>iid  and  went  Resonsky's  bail, 

Dressed  in  a  baritone  suit  of  clothes. 

Resonsky  got  Iwfore  the  jud<!e  and  with  joy  of  his  little  .\blc  he  did  hug. 

She  was  ns  stiff  as  starch,  whi-n  the  ju«l<.;e  him  quietly  did  discharge; 
Resonsky  made  a  bow  and  his  face  commenced  to  smile. 

He  threw  liis  arms  aroniwl  his  wife,  and  let  ns  no  to  Loone's  Isle. 
So  Resonsky  ami  his  fatnily  rode  away  w  ilh  a  steamer  down  the  bay, 

He  went  lip  on  the  iron  pier,  a  cudlish  with  a  diamond  in  his  ear 
Struck  his  thoii).'lit.  he  quickly  wanted  to  f:rub  his  treasure  and  jmnjjcd  overboard. 

When  all  the  jews  on  the  iron  pier  commeuted  to  sing: 

fitonrs. 

Down  went  Resonskv  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea  in  a  very  fiiuny  motion. 
He  jiilUed  three  balls  otit  of  his  pockets,  .     . 

Ami  (juiikly  the  f>cfan  comnx-nccil  to  hock; 

The  Hebrews  they  say:  The)  think  Resonsky  is  diad. 

But  his  shadow  catiie  around  last  nigiit.  when  he  was  standini;  on  his  head. 
Chased  Sam  Perry  out  of  his  bed  in  his  night  suit  of  (.'ouey  Island  clothes. 


THE    SEVEN    AG-ES    OF    MAN. 


Words  l>y  John  I'.  Hurrini^tun.    Mualc  by  0<H>rgre  Le  Brun. 


The  Matzoths  that  are  Framed  Upon 

the    Wall. 

Tune—''  The  Mottoe.^  that  are  Framed  I'lion  the  Wall." 


Send  Toor  name  nirl  add  res.*  fo  II.  .j.  ^Vi-lim.ui.  i:»  I'ark  !{••",  N.w  Y<'tk  City,  and  n-eeive 

by  return  nmil  a  contpii'tt'  i  nlnloKui-  nf  hv.t  H""'  I'optilar  Kiittlisli  and  Irennan 

Svii){S'-  Krce.    l'u.'<tat;e  Maiii|i->  i  ikeii  ".iiiii'  a.-,  eiuh  lor  all  our  i;uo<ls, 

Ily  Marty  Tli<>iiip»on. 

There's  a  wealth  of  Hebrew  aff«-ction  w  liieh  fills  the  Jcwe  with  joy, 

When  they  sell  tlieir  secnndliandi-d  c!(>;h<s  so  ni  a:; 
There  is  Mr-  (ioldsniiih.  .Mr.  iJioisky.  and  Mr.  Knben^tein, 

The  fl!ie!.t  businers  men  of  Lothi  street. 
C)n  shobes  a  bitz  would  holler  out  w  hen  Salinsky  he  would  shout: 

Who  wants  to  buy  the  mat/oihs  that  are  framed  upon  the  wall? 
When  the  Hebrew  s"  they  all  chatl.  and  coimnen<-ed  to  laugh  al)OUt 

The  inatzulh.s  that  arc  framed  upon  the  wall. 

{'ifonis. 

(JckI  bh'ss  ihe  jews  that  freed  old  Ireland, 

Benjamin  with  his  second-handed  clothes; 

The  jews  cheat  one  another,  w  liat  is  a  home  without  a  lover? 

Are  the  matzoths  that  are  framed  upon  the  wall. 

Wiiile  promenading  through  tiie  IIeV)rew  Ka.«t  Rro.adway 

'^e  )thi-r  niu'lit.  I  linu'ereil  ^^  ilh  a  benutifu'  Hebr(  w  girl; 
Her  name  it  was  Sabesky.  she  lived  across  th  ;  way. 

Her  hair  it  was  m;ide  out  of  second-hamled  curls. 
Her  brother's  name  was  Rotsky.  he  had  a  secon<l-handcd  face, 

They  used  to  stitch  him  up  with  silk  in  Meyer's  hall; 
And  whenever  he'd  co  C)Ut,  the  people  they  would  shout: 

That  he  was  one  or  the  matzoths  iliat  are  framed  upon  the  wall— CHonrs. 


/ 


The  Words  and  .Music  of  this  Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  Yoric  City,     t'ostage  Stain|M  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  guudii. 

Slmkcsi>cfire  tells  us  .seven  npcs  constitute  the  life  of  man, 
Hock'iiiiig  lip  from  carliost  cliildhood  till  lie  ends  lii.s  mortal  fipan; 
First  we  see  him  ns  an  infant,  lolling  on  his  mother's  lap, 
Swadriled  tip  in  lengtiiy  garments,  howling  hugely  for  liis  pap. 
Next  a  knickerbocker'd  urchin,  frosty  no.se  and  down  at  heel, 
Always  seedy,  always  needy,  always  hungry  for  his  meal; 
Worst  of  scholars,  wearing  collars  of  a  wondrous  shape  and  size, 
Readier  far  for  fights  then  lessons,  proud  to  carry  two  black  eyes. 

Refu.xin. 

With  a  .slouch  like  this  to  school  he  goes, 
With  stockings  down  and  jweping  toes; 
Sometimes  he'll  stop  to  ptmch  a  nose, 
And  in  a  fight  engages. 
An  orcharti  walllie'll  gjiily  climb. 
And  thinks  etich  i)etty  crime  .sublime; 
His  is  the  grimie.st,  happiest  time 
In  Shakespeare's  seven  ages. 

Next  observe  him  as  a  lover,  sighing  at  a  maiden's  feet, 
Blushing,  fiii.shing,  si)ooning,  giisiiing.  of  a  love  that's  incomplete, 
Won't  you  liave  me,  love  me  only?  such  the  simple  noodle's  pleas; 
I've  no  money,  still  what  matters?  we  can  live  on  bread  and  cheese. 
Then  we  .see  him  in  his  manhootl  wed  to  England's  siicred  cause, 
Strong  and  brave  a  Hritish  soldier,  fighting  to  protect  our  shores; 
Fighting  in  the  heat  of  battle  for  his  countrj'  and  his  queen. 
Where  the  conflict  fiercest  rages,  there  his  stalwart  form  is  seen. 

Refrain.  ,.  . . 

With  a  daimtless  heart  to  war  he  goes,-  ; 

With  kindling  eyes  he  meets  his  foes; 

His  flashing  sword  doth  ue'cr  repose 

While  bitter  warfare  rages. 

He  stands  erect  in  manhood's  prime. 

Protecting  England's  fame  sublime; 

His  is  the  bravest,  the  manliest  time 

In  Shakesiware's  seven  ages. 

Fifth  upon  the  li.st  I'm  quoting,  comes  the  prosjierous  city  man, 
Sleek  and  sly,  clad  in  broad-cloth,  grasping  all  the  wealth  he  can; 
Till  by  some  rash  speculation  all  his  funds  are  swept  away. 
And  a  friendless,  hopeless  bankrupt  he  is  found  one  luckless  daj-. 
The  sixth  age  comes  upon  him,  drinks  the  God  to  whom  he'll  turn. 
Drink  tlijit  makes  his  eyes  more  sunken  and  his  every  pulse  to  burn; 
Staggering,  reeling  thro'  the  city,  where  he  once  so  proudly  strotle, 
Dissipated,  ragged,  wretched,  see  him  sinking  in  the  road. 

Uekhain. 

With  a  drunken  leer  he  onward  goes, 

So  pale  his  cheek,  so  red  his  nose; 

His  hat  knocked  in  and  torn  his  clothes. 

He  falls  by  frequent  stages. 

"  Here,  bar-maid,  let's  have  one  more  drink, 

A  "  go  "  for  gin  and  here's  the  chink;" 

This  is  the  w  letchedest  scene  I  think 

In  Shakespeare's  seven  ages. 

Sec  the  aged  grand  dad  sitting  'mongst  the  ones  who  loved  him  long. 

Proud  tears  in  his  orbs  so  sunken  as  the  children  round  him  throng; 

Sliaking  limbs  and  failing  accents,  eyes  that  now  can  scarcely  see. 

Close  iii)on  tiie  final  chapter  of  his  seventh  age  is  he. 

Tott'iing  thro'  the  little  village,  leaning  heavy  on  his  stick. 

Life  for  iiiin  grows  shorter,  shorter,  detith  is  pres.singon  him  quick; 

He  can  soe  again  the  las.sie  he  wooed  on  the  Devon  shore, 

She  has  died  long  years  since,  but  they  soon  will  meet  once  more. 

Refrain. 
With  a  fall'ring  step  his  waj-  lie  goes, 
Eachagcdliinbthatnecdsrcpo.se; 
More  feeble  tmd  yet  feebler  grows, 
His  life  nears  its  last  pages. 
One  sob,  one  sigh,  one  bitter  moan. 
One  glance  and  then  Ills  spirit's  flown 
So  draw  the  veil,  thus  ends  the  tale 
Of  ShakesiK'are's  seven  ages. 


> 
I 

r. 


— When  a  man  goes  over  Niagara  Falls  in  a  barrel  "  two  heads 
are  better  than  one."  That  is.  the  two  beads  of  the  barrel  are 
better  than  the  one  on  the  man's  shoulders.— JVorm<o««n  Herald. 


i 


'  :^^i 


■y.' . 


■  :-=f 


'.   v  ■r-'j;-?' 

■••>'.'■ 

.>.V: 

k    • 

■  t^.  '^'•; 

■■'.:•:  I^v 

.M-^ 

•f- 

■'  'J    ■ 

:    ..'  ^-  . 

*      T 

".  ■   -,■!'." 

'-•.:-.•'•-, 

.  ••  V 

■,;'.«,•-'/•■ 

■^■■■■. 

-•■.-i-'";' 

i-. , 

■•."■'''<•. 

*'J   '■' 

,    •;-■  ;ii 

'■    '■h 

:fbi 

.;^-<i 

■h^- 

•  :.V5l 

pi-- 

m9^ 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.  26. 


1ST  HAT     SO? ;  ^ 

Oopyrifrht,  IWtt,  liy  Bruns &  Kaufmann.  -    •.,.       ,;  ■•• 

The  Words  and  Mufdc  of  this  Sontr  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoeipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tliis  an(l  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  I>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park 

Uovr,  New  Vorlc  City.    Tostage  Stamps  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Georgre  Cooper.    Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


AVe  wandered  ia  the  Summer,  the  birds  were  singing  gay, 
"\Vo  sat  benculb  the  bowers  to  watch  the  sunbeams  l^ay; 
To  tell  my  love  I  lingered  with  cheeks  all  in  a  glow, 
And  when  I  said  she  was  my  pet,  she  murmured:  Is  that  so? 

ChORUB.  ■•:/ j    . 

Is  that  so?  is  that  so? 
If  you  kiss  me,  George,  I'll  go; 
,  I  called  her  love  and  turtle  dove, 

She  blushed  and  murmured:  Is  that  so?         , 

She  sent  me  to  her  papa  to  ask  for  bis  consent, 

But  when  I  begged  his  daughter,  he  scarce  knew  what  I  meant; 

I  said  that  I  adored  her  and  long  had  been  her  beau, 

lie  only  showed  me  to  the  door  and  shouted:  Is  that  so? — Chouus. 

Oh,  now  we  two  are  married  and  happy  as  the  birds. 

She  always  meets  me  smiling  and  gives  me  pleasant  words; 

But  when  late  home  I  wander  she's  waiting  up,  I  know. 

And  if  I  say, 'twas  business,  love,  she  whisi)ers:  Is  that  so? — Cho. 


.    MY    INCONSTANCY. 
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My  i)areiils  raised  me  tenderl}',  they  had  no  child  but  me, 
But  being  of  a  rambling  mood  with  them  could  not  agree; 
So  1  be(;ame  a  rover,  and  it  grieved  my  heart  full  sore 
To  leave  my  aged  parents,  whom  ne'er  shall  I  see  more. 

There  was  a  worthy  gentleman  who  lived  in  our  pjfft. 
Who  had  a  lovely  daughter,  and  I  had  gained  her  heart- 
She  was  noble-minded,  and  beautiful  and  fair, 
With  Columbia's  fairest  daughters  she  truly  could  compare. 

I  told  her  my  intention  wa  squite  soon  to  cross  the  main. 
And  asked  if  she'd  prove  faithful  till  I  returned  again; 
Big  tear-drops  came  into  her  eyes,  her  bosom  heaved  a  sigh, 
As  earnestly  she  quick  replied:  My  love  can  never  die. 

She  sjud:  "  I  lately  had  a  dream,  I  cannot  Avell  l)elieve, 

What  distance  breaks  the  link  of  love  and  leaves  a  maid  to  grieve;" 

I  fondly  pressed  upon  her  cheek  warm  kisses  without  fear, 

"I  swear  by  Him  who  rules  the  sky  that  I  will  prove  sincere."' 

Her  heart  was  true,  as  I  believe,  her  eyes  once  more  were  calm, 
She  placed  her  arms  around  mj'  neck,  they  seemed  as  healing  balm; 
Go  forth,  she  said,  my  prayer  shall  be  for  perfect  health  and  mind. 
And  heaven  grant  j'ou  safe  return  to  the  girl  you  leave  behind. 

According  to  arrangement  I  went  on  board  a  ship, 
And  to  the  town  of  Ghisgow  I  made  a  pleasant  trip;         '  ' 

I  found  that  goliLwtis  plenty,  the  maidens  very  kind,  ~    , 

And  mj'  love  began  to  cool  for  the  girl  I  left  behind.     ' 

For  Duplitstown  I  next  set  forth,  a  hospitable  land. 

Where  handstome  Jenny  Ferguson  soon  took  me  by  the  hand; 

Said  she:  I  have  gold  in  plenty,  am  in  love  with  you,  I  find, 

So  thoughts  of  riches  destro}-ed  my  love  for  the  girl  I  left  behind. 

She  said:  If  you  will  marry  me  and  will  no  further  rove, 
'The  gold  that  I  })os.sess  is  yours,  and  I  will  faithful  prove; 
Your  parents  and  all  others  whom  you  have  left  behind. 
You'll  see  no  more  if  you  marry  me,  and  this  must  keep  in  mind. 

To  this  I  soon  consented,  but  only  to  my  shame,       '\    .         .  > 
For  how  can  one  be  hapi)y  who  is  false  to  his  good  name; 
'Tis  true  I've  gold  in  plenty  and  a  wife  who  is  good  and  kind 
But  still  my  pillow  is  haunted  by  the  girl  I  left  behind. 

"Sly  father  is  in  his  winding  sheet,  my  mother,  too,  has  gone, 
)  Tlie  girl  I  love  seems  standing  near  my  fickleness  to  mourn; 
)  With  broken  hearts  they  all  liave  died,  and  nf)w  too  late  I  find 
)  That  Go<l  doth  know  my  cruelty  to  the  girl  I  left  l>ehind. 


rf'-ip.  .•*!». >jjr-rj«fca«v.r?r?T^«- 
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^-    'V       'v    ;.■,:•;■;  Tune— "  I  Owe  $10  to  O'Grady."        -■.:■ 
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Composed  and  Sung  liy  Budd  Harris. 


Kind  friends,  I'm  bothered  in  my  mind  and  very  mucli  perplexed, 

Tiie  liquor  (jueetion  in  (ho  town  has  <:ot  mc  sorely  vexed; 

To  get  my  license  from  the  l)is;  four  1  liave  tried  in  vain, 

The  way  they  jumped  upon  ine,  it  has  drove  iiie  (juite  insane. 

At  the  polls  m  days  frone  by  on  each  election  day, 

I've  did  the  oeet  that  I  could  in  the  tliickcst  of  Hie  fray; 

And  now  to  think  republicans  can  pive  nie  no  relief. 

No  liceuee  will  they  grant,  me  and  tliey  treat  me  like  a  thief.     ■'■■■ 

■;%',;;;■  .■   ",,":  Chorvs.  ''^.   -'-.:'' ^'  '•■ 

I  went  down  the  court  to  get  my  lleentse. 

You'd  thought  I  was  on  trial  for  my  life;  - . 

They  made  me  thiuk  I  bad  committe'd  nmnler, 
And  they  asked  me  if  I  ever  licked  my  wife.  -, 

■  %       They  told  me  that  I  had  sold  beer  on  Sunday, 
They  said  for  thieves  my  house  was  a  resort; 
And  they  made  me  think  it  was  a  crime  to  drink. 
When  I  tried  to  get  my  license  from  tlie  court. 

On  niauy  a  night  in  Winter,  when  the  stormy  winds  did  blow. 

The  coppers  worked  my  side-door  and  came  in  out  of  the  snow; 

Smoked  uiy  cigars  and  drank  my  l)eer,  an<l  someiimes  t<K>k  a  drop 

Of  something  that  was  stronger,"  just  to  keep  their  insideB  hot. 

Now  the  p<M)r  cop  must  go  dry,  no  liquor  can  lie  get. 

No  stove  to  warm  his  shins  when  he  comes  in  out  the  wet; 

No  backroom  to  sleej*  it  off  when  he  gels  badly  boozed. 

What  will  the  police  do  now  since  my  license  got  refused?— Chorcb. 

Now  for  something  else  to  do  I  must  look  out,  of  course, 

I  might  get  iu  the  custom  house  or  on  the  police  force; 

Out  in  Fairmount  park  i)erhaps  iliey'll  send  me  cutting  graes, 

Or  maybe  boss  McManus  will  [Hit  me  at  making  gas. 

Maybe  I  can  get  a  job  as  spy  for  lawyer  Vail.  •■  ?      .     ;  '■ ' 

Perhaps  I  might  get  in  the  luiiil,  or  keejier  of  the  jail; 

Anxiety  to  get  a  job  has  got  my  poor  heart  bruised,  y 

I  must  come  down  to  hard  work  since  my  license  got  refused.— Chobu*. 


COON   DAT  CARRIED   DE  RAZOR. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wchnian,  1.30  Park  Row,  Nfw  York  City,  and  receive 
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"NVent  to  a  ball  de  Oder  night. 

At  Susie  Siinkin's  hut;  ,  "    ' 

Whar  do  coons  all  cany  razors, 

And  how  dem  niggers  cut.  ,        ;  ' 

Horace  Jinks  got  in  a  row  .   :' 

With  slow-foot  Jiinin}' Fra/.ier; 
*•  Take  care!"  squealed  out  old  Sallic  Gum,  ' 

.  :    :  "  Dat  coon  has  got  a  razor. " 

•  CiroRus.  .    .•  ': 

-  ■        Pe  coons  did  fly,  do  gals  did  cry  \  /. 

.-  For  ix)or  old  Johnny  Frazier; 

Dey  nearly  cut  dat  coon  to  death,   '. 
:  Dat  coon  dat  had  dc  razor. 

Dey  cut  poor  Johnny's  coat-tail  off,     ■  •< 

Dey  carved  liim  to  <le  fat; 
Dey  chopped  his  ear  clean  off  his  head, 

Den  cut  his  beaver  hat. 
'.  Aunt  Hannah  said:  '  For  gracious  sake, 

You'll  kill  poor  Johnn}-  Frazier;" 
But  he  never  noticed  her  at  all, 

But  slashed  round  wid  dul  razor. — CuoKCS. 

'   :.'  Coon  come  flying  down  de  .stairs, 

■  Gals  all  hollered  murder;  - 

Johnny  Frazier  he  fell  down,  ,«iw 

He  couldn't  fall  no  further. 
Horace  he  rushed  for  de  nioke.s, 
:    .  And  old  policeman  Hazier 

-.  :    ■         Said:  "I  aint  g wine  to  take  dat  coon, 
For  he  has  got  a  razor." — Ciiorcs. 


^M, 


—A  Man  who  keeps  a  livery  .stable  and  a  mule  for  sale,  and 
hearing  that  a  friend  in  town  wanted  to  buy  one,  he  sent  him  the 
following:  "Dear  friend:    If  you  are  looking  for  an  Al  mule, 
Yours,"  &c. 


don't  forget  me 


—An  Indian  man  bet  $10  that  he  could  ride  the  fly-wheel  in  a 
saw-mill,  and  as  his  widow  paid  the  bet  she  remarked:  '•  William 
was  a  kind  husband,  but  he  didn't  know  much  about  fly-wheels." 
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PRETTY    POLLY. 
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Say!  Have  You  Seen  CHonlihan? 


Ono  morniiijj  yonnir  Pt>Ily.  wliile  tossing  in  bed, 
Had  very  riueer  notions  come  into  her  head; 
Neitlier  father  nor  mother  could  make  her  fiuse  prove, 
So  slie  dressed  as  a  soldier  to  follow  her  love. 

She  uent  to  tlie  stable  and  viewe<l  the  steeds  'round, 
And  at  length  tixed  on  one  that  could  travel  the  ground; 
With  a  liriijlit  sword  and  pistol.  l)oth  swung  at  bcr  side, 
Like  a  valiant  young  soldier  forth  she  did  ride. 

She  rode  till  she  came  to  a  town  of  renown. 
And  there  she  put  up  at  the  sign  of  the  erffwn; 
The  first-one  to  enter  was  a  brave  English  lord, 
And  he  was  soon  followed  by  Pollj's  adored. 

Slie  gave  him  a  letter,  which  lie  took  with  great  care. 
Saying:  Here  is  a  missive  from  Polly,  your  dear, 
Aiid  under  yt-ur  window  a  guinea  will  be  found. 
For  you  and  your  nun  to  drink  Polly's  healtli  around. 

He  seemed  broken-hearted,  w  ith  sorrow  cast  down, 

Exclaiming:  oh,  Polly,  dear  Polly,  my  own! 

If  this  fairest  maiden  I  never  shall  have, 

I  vkill  tiike  my  last  sleep  in  vome  watery  grave. 

And  then  iH'ing  drowsy  he  hung  down  his  head, 
And  called  for  a  candle  to  light  him  to  bed; 
3Iy  couch  is  (piite  large,  two  can  sleep  there  with  ease. 
And  you  can  lie  with  me,  kind  sir,  if  you  please. 

I  care  not  for  sleeji,  "lis  a  dangerous  thing. 
For  one  wlio  is  lure  to  tight  for  his  king; 
But  I'm  not  what  I  seem — am  soldier  no  more, 
I  am  your  dear  Polly,  the  girl  you  adore! 


'WILLI  AM_0  WENS. 
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Listen  you  pc'ple  from  far  and  near,  who  have  come  here  to-<lay 
To  see 'my  body  put  to  (Uatb  and  hurried  in  the  clay; 
I  wo\ild  have  you  all  take  warning  by  what  you  now  may  see, 
Be  sure  and  trust  in  honesty,  and  shun  bad  company. 

;  'Twas  in  December,  ninetv-eight,  as  you  will  understand, 
"Which  was  the  time  that  1  set  out  to  work  a  cruel  plan; 
3  started  with  the  intention  a  fortune  for  to  make, 

'  [But  I,  oh,  jioor  unhapi)y  man,  have  made  a  great  mistake. 

Louis  C'olind  was  the  man  ]Krsuaded  me  to  go 
I  jTo  my  eternal  ruin  and  everl.'isting  woe; 
l-'Twas  very  much  against  the  will  of  my  good  wife,  so  dear, 
I  The  night  before  I  started  she  shed  manv  a  bitter  tear. 

iThen  down  to  Mr.  Ireling's  I  was  oniolly  bent, 
[But  to  commit  a  niunler  there  it  was  not  my  intent; 
'Whfu  I  a.ske«l  him  for  his  money  he  quickly  .sei/.ed  his  gun, 
JiAnd  so  to  save  my  own  life  I  had  to  shoot  iiim  down. 

iAnd  then  to  secure  his  money  we  quickly  did  prepare, 
JBut  it  seemed  to  li.ive  Ix'en  ordered  we  should  get  but  little  there; 
;It  was  the  first  crime  of  the  kind  that  I  had  ever  done, 
J  My  guilty  conscience  frightened  me  and  from  the  house  I  ran. 

i  And  tlien  to  (piit  the  company,  no  more  on  folly  bent, 
<i(»o  home  to  wife  and  children  dear  it  was  my  full  intent, 
ijIWitii  their  insinuating  tongues  tliey  jiressed  on  me  quite  hard, 
And  sneered  that  for  so  small  .an  act  I  should  feel  auglit  regard. 

)l Through  their  ingenious  artifice  some  comfort  I  did  take, 
IJMore  cheerfully  1  went  along  and  made  another  break  ; 
li  I'm  glad  that  justiee  did  pur.sue,  or  where  should  we  have  been, 
)!  Perhaps  still  adding  guilt  to  guilt,  and  crowning  sin  with  sin. 


— Photographer:  "You  say  you  want  card  photographs,  sir?  " 
Patron  :  "  Yes  ;  one  dozen  cards. "     Photograplier  :  "  I  am  soriy 
;  to  disapp<^)int  you,  sir,  l>ut  it  would  be  imi)os8ible — impossible.    We 
never  put  that  size  mouth  into  anything  smaller  than  cabinets." 


Copjrriirht,  1890,  by  T.  B,  Harms  &  COk 


The  Words  and  MubIo  of  this  Sonfr  will  be  oi-nt  to  any  addrem.  poet-naid.  on  receipt  of  40  ' 
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Words  by  H.  J.  CampUll.    Music  by  E.  J.  Nealon. 


I  met  O'lloulihan  la«t  week  wliilc  K<>i'>S  down  to  work, 

Ile'B  quite  a  aport  around  the  town  they  say; 
"  Come  play  the  horcen,  Mike."  pays  he  '*  I've  got  a  dead  sure  tip! 

Tin  Roin^t  to  take  the  races  in  to-day  I' 
1  cave  him  fifty  dollari*,  '•  put  it  on  Spokane "  eays  I; 

lie  look  it  and  the  horse  he  won  the  race; 
That's  yesterday  a  week  aijo,  hut  I've  not  seen  a  cent, 

1  waiit  to  meet  the  villain  face  to  face. 

RrpR.^iv. 

Say!  have  you  neen  O'Honlihan?  Bedad.  therell  be  some  fun? 
His  mother  will  never  believe,  Tl'  Ix-t.  tliut  lie'i»  her  M>n; 
O'Honlihan  won't  know  hie  name  if  I  meet  him  to-day, 
There'll  be  a  wake  and  funeral  if  ever  he  conie»<  my  way. 

And  yexterday  O  Houlihan  walks  boldly  to  the  hou«e. 

And  tells  my  wife  I  sent  him  for  my  coat; 
She  noee  nt)  to  the  wardrot>e.  getn  ih«''  best  one  that  I  had, 

For  which  I  paid  a  fifty  diillur  note! 
He  took  the  coat  and  pawn'd  it,  then  the  ticket  sent  to  me, 

To  get  it  twenty  dollar;*  I  did  pay; 
The  ureatest  rogue  thafs  livinir,  it'thin  man  O'Houlihan, 

rilchange  his  name  To  "Mister  Mud  "  to-day.— ItEFUAiy. 

i  never  found  out  till  this  morn.  that,  in  the  coat  he  stole. 

I  had  a  hundred  dollars  in  a  bunch; 
And  when  I  got  the  coat  from  iiawn.  I  found  a  little  note 

That  read  :  "  I  took  the  IxxHlJe  for  my  lunch  I"' 
O'lloulihan  may  think  he's  smart,  and  very  much  alive. 

But  I'll  get  s([uare  or  know  the  ri'a.xon  why; 
I've  l>ought  a  goo<l  revolv»T.  that  will  shoot  a  thousand  fe<'t, 

"Tis  mournful— but  the  villian's  got  to  die.    ItKntAiN. 


Hurry,  Little  Children,  Snnday  Morn. 


CopyriKlit,  IHKt,  by  Wm.  \.  Pond  A  C 
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.Words  by  Ed.  Harriitan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 


Hurry,  little  children,  Sunday  morn, 

De  ole  mule's  tied  at  de  door; 
Get  into  de  wagon,  come  along. 

An'  sec  ole  Parson  Moore. 
Standing  in  de  pulpit,  bible  in  hand, 

Happy  as  a  clam  in  de  .shell  ; 
Come,  hurry,  little  children,  oh,  dc  lamb, 

Hear  dat  ole  church  bell. 

Chorus. 

Ding,  dong.  ding-a-ding-a-dong. 

Listen  to  the  echo  in  tlie  dell; 
Hurry,  little  children,  Sunday  mom. 

Hear  dat  ole  church  bell. 
Ding,  dong,  ding-a-ding-a-dong. 

Listen  to  the  echo  in  the  dell; 
Hurry,  little  children,  Sunday  morn. 

Hear  dat  ole  church  Ix-'ll. 

Flowers  in  de  roadside  bending  low, 

De  blackbird  chirping  on  tie  tree; 
Labor's  done  and  over,  come  and  go, 

And  set  ole  Sattin  loose  and  free. 
Smoking  in  de  hollow,  foggy  on  de  hill. 

Sunny  round  de  church  in  de  deil  ; 
Oh,  hu.sh,  you  little  children,  do  keep  still. 

Hear  dat  ole  church  bell. — Ciiouis. 

Froggy  in  de  brookside  croaking  lotid, 

De  ole  cow  chewing  on  its  cud; 
Goosey  goes  a-waddling,  mighty  proud, 

De  pig  sleep  in  de  juicy  mud. 
Ressurrection  morning,  hear  dat  horn. 

Sinner  man  he  nm  a  pel-a-me! ; 
Oh,  scramble  in  de  churchyani.  newly  })om. 

To  hear  dat  ole  church  bell. — CiiouutJ. 

Neighbor  on  a  roadside  walking  slow, 

A-humming  of  Zion's  happy  tune; 
Aunty  Chloe  Kesiah,  and  uncle  Snow,    - 

He's  just  exactly  eiglity-flve  in  .June. 
Mourners  in  de  vestry,  sisters  in  de  pew. 

Everybody  happy,  fat  and  well; 
Oh,  hush,  you  little  children,  keep  still,  do,  : 

Hear  dat  ole  church  bell. — Ciiouus. 
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GETTING-  THE  PIGS  IN  CLOVER 


Coinpo«-(1  by  E.  Harrigon. 


Send  your  name  and  addrem  to  H.  J.  Wehtnan,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  reoeiTS 
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I'm  coiiiK  to  eing  a  song  which  won't  take  me  very  long,  .-- 

I'll  i^ing  alMXit  some  funny  things  you  know; 
There'e  a  f;aiuc  tliat'g  puzzled  Turks,  to  see  how  the  old  thing  works,^ 

Tlie  smartest  at  the  game  are  very  slow. 
Tliey  can  twist  and  turn  all  day.  and  won't  get  it  tlie  right  way, 

They  can  think  and  think  it  all  over: 
Tliey  may  climb  the  creasy  pole,  but  Btill  they're  in  the  cold 

Trying  to  get  the  pigs  in  clover.  "  '-• 

Our  lawyers  and  clerks,  and  director  of  public  works, 

llave  all  tried  the  little  game,  there's  no  mistake;  .    ■ 

And  the  mayor  of  our  city,  who  said  it  was  a  pity, 

Biit  at  the  same  lime  the  game  it  took  the  cake. 
Phila's  biggest  bums,  also  their  closest  chumps, 

Have  Ih'imi  disgui^led,  and  yet  they  try  it  over; 
They  all  have  bought  the  game,  and  try  their  might  and  main 

To  get  the  little  pigs  in  clover. 

In  the  days  of  Adam  and  Eve,  yoa  would  scarcely  believe 

That  men  could  get  up  such  a  game; 
I  don't  say  the  girls  are  slow,  but  this  game  just  comes  to  show 

That  the  male  sex  gets  there  just  the  same. 
The  woman  leads  in  talking,  and  the  men  they  lead  in  walking, 

I  don't  mean  to  throw  the  question  over; 
The  girls  have  kixsed  their  fellows,  and  banged  them  on  the  emellers, 

Trying  to  get  the  pigs  in  clover. 

I  have  brought  the  game  along,  to  wind  up  my  little  song. 

It  might  take  me  all  night  to  get  them  in;  ;.    '- 

You  have  to  work  it  steady,  there  go  two  in  already. 

To  get  the  other  two  I'll  mak' them  spin. 
There  goes  the  third  one  in,  now  the  other  one  will  win. 

That  is,  if  I  don't  upset  it  0%'er;  .-     .         .  ■ 

There  go  the  whole  three  out;  I'm  surely  up  the  spoutt 

D —the  little  pigs  in  clover! 


THE  MAN  THAT  KNOWS  IT  ALL. 


Copyright,  1884,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


She    Framed   that  Loving   Picture  of 

Her   Boy.        . 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  AVchnmn,  130  Park  Row,  Xew  York  City,  and  r»-oeive 

by  return  mail  a  compute  t'utali>»riie  of  over  VM.H)  I'opulur  English  and'tierman 

Songs  -Free.    Postajje  Stamps  tiiken  same  as  cash  for  an  our  goo<Is. 

As  she  kissed  her  boy  that  fond  good-bye  she  started  for  her  home. 

She  knew  that  they  would  never  meet  again; 
She  prayed  that  he  might  have  his  health  while  far  from  her  he  roamed, 

And  thought  of  him  as  he  ploweil  the  raging  main. 
But  patiently  she  waited  for  his  coming  day  by  day,  ■  ' 

And  oftim'es  she  would  mention  his  dear  "name;  . 

And  as  that  stranger  handed  her  that  picture  of  her  boy. 

To  morrow  it  shall  be  within  a  frame. 

Chorus.  ■   "    " 

She  framed  that  loving  picture,  she  framed  that  loving  pictnre, 

.\nd  to  treasure  it  was  her  aim: 
For  it  was  her  joy  and  of  her  darling  boy. 

And  now  she  has  placed  it  in  a  frame. 

And  after  years  it  faded,  though 'twas  dear  to  her  as  gold. 

And  often  she  would  gaze  on  if  and  cry- 
And  when  his  name  was  mentioneil  and  his  tale  of  life  was  told. 

Then  from  her  heart  would  come  a  mournful  sigh. 
At  last  the  time  it  came  when  lier  life  of  sorrow  was  done,  .'  ■ 

As  she  bid  this  world  goml-bye  amidst  her  pain;  .       -•    ' 

And  the  last  words  she  whispered  while  upon  her  dying  bed: 

Oh,  (iod,  protect  that  picture  in  the  frame.— Chorus. 


/ 


THE    OLD    STREET    LAMP. 

Words  by  F.  E.  Weatherly.    Music  by  J.  L.  Molloy. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrcsp,  post-paid,  on  nrcipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  otlicr  Songs  fur  C>ne  DuIUr,  by  If.  J.  Wehman,  l:«)  I'.-irk 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  good.s. 

By  the  quaint  old  flower  market  where  the  winding  crossways  meet,  ■ 

An  old  street  lamp  was  shining  for  the  last  time  in  the  street; 

It  thought  of  all  the  faces  that  had  loved  itw  kindly  ray. 

Oh,  some  where  changed  with  changing  years,  and  some  were  gone  away. 

The  yoiintr,  the  old,  the  happy  and  the  far-off  (jniet  dead. 

The  old  street  lamp  remembered  all,  and  this  is  what  it  said: 

lyOiig  ago  one  night  in  Winter  I  was  shining  down  the  street. 

And  a  lover  came  l)eneath  me  and  read  a  letter  sweet; 

I  shone  iijmn  his  he.id,  I  heart!  the  words  he  said: 

My  love,  my  love,  the  golden  days  when  we  at  last  arc  wed — 

I  saw  him  pass  away,  his  face  was  blithe  and  gay. 

Hut  his  words  are  in  my  heart  forever  and  for  aye; 

It  i*as  shining  for  (he  last  time,  as  it  shone  in  days  of  yore. 

And  the  faces  and  the  tender  dreams  came  back,  cauie"back  once  more. 

And  that  other  night  in  Winter  I  was  shining  down  the  street, 

I  saw  a  bier  with  lillies,  a  maiden  white  and  sweet; 

1  saw  a  low  bent  head,  I  heard  the  words  he  said: 

My  love,  my  love,  I  am  alone,  my  love,  my  heart  is  dead. 

I  saw  him  pass  away,  his  head  was  bowed  and  gray. 

But  his  wortls  are  in'  my  heart  forever  and  for  aye;  ../.•■. 

So  it  shone  there  for  the  last  time  and  still  I  lingered  on. 

But  the  song  and  dream  were  ended  and  the  flick'ring  light  was  gone. 

The  song  and  dream  were  ended  and  the  flick'ring  light  was  gon<'. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  poatHpaid,  on  r««eipt  uf  M  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  l>y  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  an  casii  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Ed.  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham.    ■•.'       •" 

The  day  of  election  is  coming  on, 
Coming  on,  coming  right  on; 

Oh,  there  will  be  trouble  anci  lots  of  storm,  > 

Oh,  what  d'ye  think  of  it  now? 
'   Oh,  that's  an  old  chestnut,  I've  heard  it  before, 
^    -  Long  before,  oh,  take  it  ne.xt  door, 

To  the  deaf  and  dumb  woman  uiwn  the  top  floor, 
I'm  the  man  that  knows  it  all. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  he's  an  oracle,  oh,  so  ■wise. 
He'll  take  the  prize  I  should  surmise; 
.     His  legs  are  bewitching,  oh,  look  at  their  size,  '' 

The  man  that  knows  it  all. 

We'll  soon  have  the  new  Arcade  underground, 

Underground,  under  the  town; 

We'll  drive  off  the  stages,  and  bring  fares  down. 

Oh,  what  d'ye  think  of  it  now? 

Oh,  that's  an  old  timer,  don't  give  it  to  me, 

Not  to  me,  oh,  send  it  to  sea 

On  our  beautiful  vessels,  John  Roache's  navy, 

I'm  the  man  that  knows  it  all. 

Chorus. 

■    '    The  cut  of  his  figure  is  excellent,  ' 

He's  ne'er  a  cent,  crooked  and  bent; 
His  clothes  are  from  Simpson's,  his  uncle  lent, 
The  man  that  knows  it  all. 

Oh,  free  trade  and  tariff  are  now  at  war, 

Now  at  war,  oh,  what  a  bore; 

Come  solve  us  the  riddle,  come  tell  us  the  law. 

Oh,  what  d'ye  think  of  it  now? 

Oh,  that's  an  old  circus,  it's  perfectly  muck, 

Get  a  truck,  take  it  to  P(/cA;/ 

He'll  give  it  a  cartoon,  oh,  he  has  the  pluck,         " 

I'm  the  man  that  knows  it  all. 

Chorus.     ■ 

Oh,  he's  a  Webster,  but  overfed,  .^. 

lie  lays  in  bed  with  a  swelled  head; 
Jim  Blaine  and  Grove  Cleveland  they  hold  him  in  dread. 
The  man  that  knows  it  all. 

There's  shiploads  of  Mormonites  coming  o'er. 

Coming  o'er,  bound  for  Utah;  : 

Oh,  each  hiis  five  wives  and  they  shout  for  more, 

What  d  ye  think  of  it  now?  ' 

Oh,  that's  an  old  wrinkle  in  Solomon's  time, 

Xot  in  mine,  I'm  much  inclined 

To  t;ike  but  one  trick,  boj's,  not  five  of  a  kind, 

I'm  the  man  that  knows  it  all.  . 

Chorus. 

His  voice  is  a  tenor,  he's  quite  aufail. 
Feeds  on  hay,  he  is  a  jay; 
He  thinks  he's  an  actor,  he'll  kill  the  play. 
The  man  that  knows  it  all.  .^       „" 

They're  sending  out  vessels  up  to  the  North  Pole, 

Every  soul  gallant  and  bold; 

A  maid,  I  am  told,  they  will  never  behold. 

What  d  ye  think  of  it  now? 

Thais  an  old  Mother  Hubbard,  it's  buried  in  snow, 

Let  it  go,  tell  it  to  Joe; 

Ive  sat  on  an  iceberg  while  all  in  a  glow, 

I'm  the  man  that  knows  it  all. 

■     Chorus.-.  '  ■■,[ 

Oh,  be  is  a  darling,  a  regular  slim,     "^ 
Fond  of  gin,  plenty  of  chin; 
He'll  tell  you  a  story  or  sing  you  a  hymn, 
The  man  that  knows  it  all. 


:    J 
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Ah, 


Tom:  Your  employer  has  just  called  you.  Jack, 
as  "  Mister."     How  polite  he  is  to  his  clerks, 
yes;  he  owes  me  three  weeks'  salary. 


He  addressed 
Jack:  Polite? 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  26. 


PLUM    PUDDING-. 

■  *■.'_■.'•■-.  ■.  •  •  

CopjriKht,  1884.  by  Will.  A.  roiul  *  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thi.-<  Souk  will  be  soiit  tonii.v  addivRH,  past-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
. '  cents;  or  this  and  nn.v  two  otlier  Soiigrs  for  < )iif  l)ollnr.  l>.v  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  iVrk 
Kow,  Se»  Ycric  City.     I'o.staKi"  Stftnii>s  taken  ««nif  an  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Woi-Ua  by  Ed.  Hai-rigan.    Music  by  Dave  Bi-ahani. 

If  )'oti  wish  to  loarn  tocook,  go  out  and  buy  a  book, 

And  iciul  it  cvorv  day  and  liiglit; 
Then  stud}-  every  di.sh,  from  mutton  down  to  fish, 

And  learn  to  malie  it  tempting  to  the  sight. 
Be  careful  with  your  dough,  and  roll  it  very  slow, 

Oh,  have  it  just  the  proper  size; 
Have  an  eye  upon  your  spice,  oh,  cook  it  brown  and  nice, 

And  then  you'll  carry  off  the  winning  prize. 

Chouis. 
You  get  a  little  tlour,  a  lemon  vor}'  tart, 

A  handful  of  raisens  witli  a  clove; 
You  put  it  in  a  bag,  or  any  other  rag, 

A  nice  bright  tire  in  the  stove. 
A  little  milk  and  egg,  molasses,  just  a  dreg, 

A  drop  or  *\\o  of  tine  old  rum; 
You'll  better  watch  the  clock,  don't  have  it  like  a  rock 

This  pudding  that  is  mixed  with  plums. 

Oh,  have  the  kitchen  clean,  remember  you're  the  (juecu 

Of  all  the  C(X)king  in  the  house: 
And  when  you  see  a  roadi  the  domicile  approach, 

.Oh,  kill  him  as  you  would  a  little  mouse. 
Kow  always  have  your  broom  to  titivate  your  room, 

And  number  every  pot  and  pan; 
To  keep  your  kitchen  bright,  go  lock  it  up  at  night. 

The  larder  has  a  charm  for  hungry  man. — C110UU8. 

Now  tell  your  servant  maid,  when  the  gas  bills  they  arc  paid, 

To  find  another  place  for  btaus; 
Of  c(Mirsc  shell  answer  back,  and  put  you  on  the  rack, 

And  tell  you  "  I'm  a  lady  "  as  she  goes. 
Now  always  keep  your  i)lace,  and  have  a  smiling  face, 

For  servants  tliey  have  rights  like  you; 
Remember  all  your  lives,  ye  fiery  little  wives. 

Don't  never  put  your  husband  in  a  stew. — Cuoiius. 

The  lady  gay  upstairs  she's  putting  on  her  airs, 

A-shouting  down  ilie  ])ipe  like  fun; 
Hi!  Susan,  Nell  and  Kate,  you  suiely  will  be  late, 

Its  time  you  had  the  pudding  nearly  done. 
You  answer  ^\ith  a  yell,  I'm  running  to  the  bell. 

The  postman  and  the  butcher's  at  the  door; 
Its  really  very  hard,  from  the  roof  unto  the  yard 

I'm  a-running  and  I  can't  do  any  more, — Ciiokus. 

Oh,  when  you  hear  the  whoop,  the  milkman's  on  the  stoop, 

Awaiting  with  his  jingling  can; 
Oh,  never  St oi>  to  chat  about  the  l>us.sy  cat. 

Don't  let  him  cali  you  simi)le  Mary  Ann. 
Now  wlien  he  drives  away,  oh,  to  yourself  you  .say: 

When  I  get  my  Sunday  out 
111  meet  him  in  the  i)ark  a  little  after  dark. 

And  hook  him  as  I  would  a  little  trout. — Cuours. 


THAT'S  AN   OLD   GAG  WITH   ME. 

('.>|>.Mi»,'lit,  IN,M.  l.y  Will.  .\.  l'..u<l  \  i  I.. 

The  Words  and  Mu^ii-  of  tliis  t-ima  « ill  1m-  s<iit  t<>  uii.v  aildr('K.»,  jMistpaid,  on  ipccipt  of  40 

cent.*;  or  lliis  and  any  Iwn  i.tlur  Sonvfs  for  Onf  Itolliir,  by  H.  .1.  Woiinian,  l;ll»  I'ark 

htow ,  N<w  York  <  ity.     l"o«l»^<-  SinMi|»  ink.  11  ^jiiik-  us  i-asli  f.ir  all  our  (;ood«. 

Wonls  by  Kd.  Hiiiri^an.     M!i>ic  by  Have  Itralinni. 

'  I'm  looking  for  soiiielhing  that's  new. 

On  my  lioiior,  I'm  getting  blase; 
Of  many  trirks  I  know  a  few. 

And  I'm  \\  illing  to  give  them  away.  _ 
I  heard  an  old  story  last  night. 

No  smrk!  out  of  iiie,  1  could  cry; 
The  party  took  it  for  a  slight. 

Oh,  but  what  can  I  say  in  reply? 

;  '       .  Ciioias. 

Oh,  that's  an  old  gag  with  me!  oh,  that's  an  old  gag  with  me! 

Now  tell  something  new  ,  for  gfTNlness  sake  do; 

Oh,  now  give  me  ;i  iaugli,  and  I'll  colt<»n  to  you, 

Oh]  that  is  so  awfully  blue,  and  that's  an  old  gag  with  roe. 


Thev  say  such  a  man  has  got  wealth, 

'Worth  a  million  in  bonds  or  in  gold;     '    :  ■ 
Enjoying  the  best  kind  of  health,  ;   ^ 

It's  a  story  that's  currently  told.   V-  •      '  * 

Some  day  he  sells  out  for  a  song,         '  -    ■ 

They  give  me  the  tip  on  the  sly;    :  ;  - 

He's  making  a  bluff  all  along. 

Oh,  but  what  can  I  say  in  reply?  ...      ^  , 

Chorus. 

Oh,  that's  an  old  gag  with  me!  oh,  that's  an  old  gag  with  me! 

He  mu.st  make  a  show  to  friend  and  to  foe; 

For  to  make  a  big  noise  he  must  keep  on  tlie  go. 

Oh,  the  tide  will  be  high  and  be  low,  and  that's  an  old  gag  with  me. 

While  walking  down  Broadway  one  day. 

Oh,  I  met  with  a  h;uidsome  young  man. 
So  pleasant,  so  winning  and  gay; 

He  said:  "  j\Iajor,  you're  down  from  Penny aun." 
He  thought  he  would  give  me  a  steer, 

'Gainst  bunco,  oh,  my!  he  was  fly;  ; 

He  asked  me  to  come  take  a  beer. 

Oh,  but  what  can  I  say  in  reply? 

Chorus. 

Oh,  that's  an  old  gag  with  mel  oh,  that's  an  old  gag  with  me! 

Now  don't  you  forget  the  party  you  met; 

I  am  too  old  a  sucker  to  catch  in  your  net. 

When  I'm  left,  oh,  the  day  will  be  wet,  and  that's  an  old  gag  with  me 

The  ladies  who  go  on  the  stage,  - 

And  in  .seeking  to  reign  as  a  star; 
They  first  make  tlieir  beauty  a  rage. 

And  the  money  is  fiunished  by  pa. 
While  talent  must  step  to  the  rear. 

Give  way  to  an  ambitious  guy; 
"Why  is  it  that  acting  is  queer?  '. 

Oh,  but  what  can  I  say  in  reply? 

Chorus. 

Oh,  that's  an  old  gag  with  me!  oh,  that's  an  old  gag  with  mcI 

Now  work  on  the  press,  buy  plenty  of  dress; 

Oh,  have  three  or  four  scandals,  that's  all,  nothing  Ies.s, 

For  you  don't  have  to  study  or  guess,  and  that's  an  old  gag  with  me. 


LADY    OF    LATE. 

8«nd  .vour  name  and  addrrss  to  H.  J.  Wehmfln.  l.'Mt  Park  Kow  ,  New  V.irk  ("it  v.  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  coni|«lete  <'atali>i;ue  of  over  40(X)  I'o|>ulnr  Kniclii'h  aiid°^<trnuaii 

Sougii  -Free,     t'oytage  StunipK  taken  sinie  a.N  oa.sli  for  all  our  goods. 

A  lady,  n  lady,  a  ladv  of  late.  ^ 

\Va»  courted  liy  a  foldier  wliowr  fortune  was  great;  .    ■ 

.■\  fortune  Ko  great  that  it  Kcarcf  could  1k' toUl, 
And  the  lady  loved  him  l)ecaui<e  he  \vai»  bold. 

"My  fattier  ie  co  cruel  I  fear  I  chall  be  !«lain"— 
"Oil.  don't  fear  at  all,"  said  the  co'.dier  with  dimdalii; 
lie  drew  hit;  sword  and  j)ii«tol  and  fwung  them  by  hi(<  fide, 
Sayiiit;:  "We  will  yut  be  maiTied  whatever  may  betide.'' 

So  they  (luietly  were  marrieil  -retiiriiiiiK  liome  apiin, 

Khe  Bpieu  her  father  coming  with  many  urineti  men; 

".0\\,  yonder  comeu  my  father,  I  know  I  shall  l>e  slain"— 

"  Fear  not,"  the  soldier  said,  "  I  will  his  silencf!  soon  obtain." 

Forward  steps  the  old  man  and  to  tier  did  api)eal: 

"  Is  this  your  doin^;,  dau>,'hter!'  1  pray  ^'ou  at  ouce  tell; 

Is  it  your  iiiteiilion  to  Im;  a  soldier's  wife? 

If  so,'  in  this  lone  valley  I  soon  will  end  your  life.   : 

He  drew  )iis  sword  and  )>istol  and  made  them  much  t(%rattlo, 
The  lady  held  the  soldierV  horse  while  he  did  give  them  battle; 
The  flrst-oiic  he  reached  he  pierced  through  the  main. 
Then  followed  the  others  and  served  them  the  i<uuic. 

"Oh,  run,"<-ried  the  remniniiig  once.  "  we  find  'tis  all  in  vutu. 
To  fight  u  valiant  soldier  that  never  can  be  tlniii;" 
"Stop! ''  said  the  old  man,  "  don't  carry  youi>elf  mi  liold, 
You  shall  have  my  daughter  and  ten  thousaiid  iMuiuds  in  gold." 

"Figbt  on!  "  eaid  tlic  lady  -the  |K)rtion  she  thought  small, 
"Be  quiet!"  said  the  old  man,  "and  vou  shall  have  it  all;" 
He  took  him  to  his  own  home  and  called  him  son  most  dear, 
It  was  not  from  good  nature,  but  rather  that  of  fear. 

Come  all  you  rich  ladies,  while  happy  in  your  store,  ^ 

Never  slight  a  gallant  soldier  even  ttioiigh  he  he  poor; 
If  he  be  good  nutured.  good  humored,  kind  and  free, 
See  how  Iie'll  ever  willing  fight  for  love  and  lilierty     . 


'^  >  I 


—Friend:  What  on  earth  are  you  photographing  that  umbrella 
for,  dear  boy?  Amateur  Photographer:  You  said  you  wanted  to 
borrow  it  to  go  home  with,  ami  I'm  getting  something  to  remem- 
ber it  by,  that's  all. 
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Pat  and  His  Little  Brown  Mare. 

Copyright,  1884,  by  Win.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  addi'esR.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

oenta;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  l>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  y  oris  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca-sh  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Ed.  Harridan.    Music  by  Dave  Brahara.     ■    — 

In  sweet  I)ul)lm  town,  where  my  father  drove  rouu'    \  . 

On  a  .side-.seate(l  uld  jaunliug  car, 
How  he'd  lioKl  tlie  reins,  down  the  highways  and  Uiues,       >  . 

It  wa.s  J03'  to  the  girls  near  and  far.  V      • 

The  ladies  would  sigh  when  my  dad  he'd  drive  by, 

At  a  race-track,  a  fun'ral,  or  fair. 
And  3011'd  hear  the  sportsmen  say:  FaugJi-a-baUitgh!  clear  the  way! 

Here's  Pat  and  liis  little  brown  mare.  : 

Oh,  my!  she  was  wise;  och!  a  man  would  surmise 

Slie  was  gifted  with  great  common  sense; 
How  she'd  look  about  when  my  dad  would  step  out 

To  tlie  gents  as  they  paid  him  their  pence.  ■ 

If  you  hear  her  neigh,  when  my  dad  got  no  pay,  .  :~ 

AH  tlie  old  countrymen  would  declare  - 

There  is  something  in  the  baste,  let's  go  in  and  take  a  taste 

To  Pat  and  hi.s  little  brown  mare. 

She  looked  just  twelve  hand  high,  oh,  when  she'd  stop  and  stand, 

But  in  running,  och,  honel  to  be  just. 
My  dad,  car,  and  baste,  or,  when  she'd  start  with  haste, 

8ure,  they  scem'd  like  a  flasli  in  the  dust. 
How  she  tossed  her  head,  oh,  whene'er  she  was  fed. 

There  was  no  work  could  wet  down  her  hair; 
And  the  universal  song,  when  my  dad  would  say:  "  go  long! " 

AVas  Pat  and  lii>>  little  brown  mare. 

Her  teeth  they  were  sound,  and  the  grass  from  the  ground 

She  would  swallow  with  rank  weeds  and  all; 
How  she'd  draw  a  load  down  an  old  country  road. 

Sure,  a  cyclone  could  ne'er  make  her  fall. 
The  flies  they'd  a  fear  fen'  to  'light  on  her  ear, 

Och!  her  tail  was  afloat  in  the  air; 
And  the  universal  song,  Avhen  my  dad  would  say;  "  go  long!  " 

Was  Pat  and  his  little  brown  mare. 


I    REALLY    CAN^T    SIT    DOWN. 

CopjTight,  1885,  by  Wm.  A.  Poad  &  Co.      -/  .  ..  : . 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  addrcs.s,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cent'';  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Hollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  ( 'Uy.    Po.-<taKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Wurds  by  Ed.  Hiii-rigaii.    Miuiic  by  Dave  Brabam. 

Oil.  I  am  a  siiiijle  cliuppie.  and  worried  to  my  cost, 
.My  i-aiilaloon.-'  >>o  nobby,  last  Sunday  they  were  lost;  '  • 

A  certain  Mister  Wiggins,  oh,  he  has  left  "ilie  town,  '■    :    ' .; 

And  left  to  me  his  trouseru,  so  1  really  caii't  sit  down. 

CUORC*. 

Oh,  everywhere  itV  take  a  chair,  thank  you,  I'd  rather  stand, " 
IIe"«  off  his  liase,  an  awful  case,  they  wlii(iper  tinder  hand; 
Oil,  my!  oh,  my!  it  makes  me  sI.l'Ii,  the  ninny  of  all  the  town, 
1  stand  Miiright,  in  trotiscre  ti<rhr,  for  I  really  can't  sit  down. 

When  1  pet  on  a  horpe-car,  there's  lots  of  other  chaps  "  • 

Fill  every  seat  that's  vacant,  wliile  I  haiic  to  the  straps;  - 

I'm  greeted  by  the  ladies  with  ha  I  ha!  all  around, 
They  w  hisi>er,  who's  his  tailor?  oh,  he  really  cau't  sit  down.— Chokcs. 

When  I  go  to  the  i)lay-hoiise  I  walk  down  to  my  seat, 

Xot  thinking  of  the  trousers,  e.\i)ecting  such  a  treat;  ■ 

Politely  I  am  iislier'd,  I  stand  up  like  a  clown,  '  ■■ 

Oh,  say,  sit  down,  you  fellow,  oh,  I  say,  I  cant  sit  down. — Chorus. 

Now  I  went  to  a  party  and  acted  like  a  fool, 

AVIien  asked  to  play  the  hanjo  I  reach'd  out  for  a  stool; 

The  people  screaia'd  with  laughter,  oli,  all  bnt  Mary  Brown, 

She  said,  you've  burst  your  trousers,  oh,  poor  fellow,  please  sit  down.— Chorus. 

Now  I  received  a  letter  from  Wiggins  yesterdaj-, 

He  said  he  was  so  sorry  to  learn  he'd  pack'd  away  -/V :    ' 

Ity  mistake  luy  new  trousers,  wait  till  he  comes  to  town,  "  " 

I'll  have  my  saligfactiou,  oh,  you  bet  ru  set  him  down.— ^Chorus. 


— "Wiis  it  a  mean  editor  that  headed  the  account  of  a  death  from 
delirium  tremens  "  Spirited  ^j*^?" 


— Dime  Museum  IVIanager:  'Well,  is  there  anything  new  to- 
day? Attendtml:  I  should  say  so.  The  living  skeleton  is  dead. 
Dime  ^Museum  Manager:  Great  heavens!  What  was  the  mat- 
ter?   Attendant:   Fatty  degeneration  of  the  heart. 


SHACOB'S   LAMENT. 

Oxcoose  me  if  I  shed  some  tears, 
:    Und  ■wipe  my  nose  avay;  H  .: 

Und  if  a  lump  was  in  my  troat,     ['^  ,    "  , 
It  comes  up  dere  to  shtay.         '       •   > 

My  sadness  I  shall  now  unfoldt, 

Und  if  dot  tale  of  woe 
Don'd  do  some  Dutchmans  any  good, 

Den  I  dont  pelief  I  know. 

You  see,  I  fall  myself  in  love, 

Und  elTery  night  I  goes 
Across  to  Brooklyn  by  dot  pridge. 

All  dressed  in  Sunday  clotiies. 

A  vidder  vomans  vos  der  brize. 

Her  husband  he  vos  dead; 
Und  all  alone  in  this  cold  vorldt. 

Dot  vidder  vos,  she  .said. 

Her  heart  for  love  vos  on  der  pine, 

Und  dot  I  like  to  see; 
Und  all  der  time  I  hoped  dot  heart 

Vos  on  der  pine  for  me. 

I  keeps  a  butcher  shop,  you  know, 

Und  in  a  shtocking  stout 
I  put  ava}"^  my  gold  and  bills, 

Und  no  one  gets  him  oudt. 

If  in  der  night  some  bank  cashier 
Goes  skipping  off  mit  cash,  -    ; 

I  sleep  so  sound  as  nefer  vos, 
Vhile  rich  folks  go  to  schmash. 

I  court  dot  vidder  sixteen  mouths, 

Dot  vidder  she  courts  me, 
Und  vhen  I  say:  "  Yill  you  be  mine?" 

She  says:  "  You  bet  I'll  be!  " 

"Ve  vos  engaged — oh!  blessed  fact! 

I  squeeze  dot  dimpled  liand; 
Her  head  upon  my  shoulder  hiys, 

Shust  like  a  bag  of  sand.  : 

"  Before  der  veddiug  daj-  was  set," 

She  vispers  in  mine  ear, 
"  I  like  to  say  I  haf  to  use 

Some  cash,  my  Jacob,  dear. 

"  I  owns  dis  house  and  two  big  farms, 
Und  ponds  and  railroad  shtock; 

Und  up  in  Yonkers  I  bossess 
A  grand  big  peesness  block. 

"  Der  times  vos  dull,  my  butcher  boy, 

Der  market  vos  no  good, 
Und  if  I  sell  " — I  squeezed  her  handt 

To  show  I  understood. 

Next  day — oxcoose  my  briny  tears- 
Dot  shtocking  took  a  shrink; 

I  counted  out  twelf  hundred  in 
Der  cleanest  kind  o'chink. 

Und  later,  by  two  days  or  more, 

Dot  vidder  shtopes  tivay; 
Und  leaves  a  note  behindt  for  me. 

In  vich  dot  vidder  say:  ;>: 

Dear  Shake: 

:    "  Der  rose  vos  redt,  " 

Der  violet  blue — 
Y"ou  see  I've  left, 
Und  you're  left,  too! " 


./■ 


— Mrs.  Briske:  "Johnny,  did  the  doctor  call  while  I  was  out?' 
Johnny:    (stopping  his  play) — "  Yes'm.      He  felt  my  pulse  an' 
looked  at  my  tongue,  and  shook  his  head  and  said  it  was  a  very 
serious  case,,  and  he  left  this  prescription  and  said  he'd  call  again ' 
before  night."    Mrs.  Briske:  "  Gracious  me!  It  wasn't  you  I  sent 
him  to  see,  it  was  the  baby.". 
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I'll   Be   All   Smiles  To-Night,  Love. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  ho  !H>nt  to  nnv  nddr<>ss.  postpn*!.  on  itM-tipt  <>f  40 

CentH;  or  thi8  and  nTiyt'voiitlicr  SunKsforOiu*  l><>llar,  by  II.  J.  Weiiiiiaii.  l:«i   I'Mik 

Kuw,  New  York  I'i'ty.    I'oMtatrf  Stniiips  tiikeii  Miiiifa!<  coxh  Ifur  all  our  itoods. 

I'll  (leek  mv  brow  with  roses. 

The  loved  one  iii.iy  he  tliere;  1. 

The  irenis  tiiat  others  irave  luc 

Will  shine  witiiin  inv  hair. 
And  even  tiiem  that  know  me 

Will  tliink  niv  iiciirt  is  liuht; 
Tlioiiirh  my  lie.irt  will  lucuk  to-morrow, 

I'll  Ih;  all  smiles  to-niglit. 

C'lIOKls. 

Ill  he  all  smiles  to-iii<.'ht.  love, 
I'll  be  all  smiles  to-niirlit; 
,  TLouch  my  heart  will  break  to-morrow, 
I'll  be  all  smiles  tonight. 

And  when  the  room  he  entered. 
The  bride  upon  hi<  arm, 
.      I  stood  and  ir:i/.cd  upon  him 
As  if  lie  were  a  charm. 
'  So  once  he  smiled  up(m  her. 

So  once  he  .smiled  ui^on  her; 
They  know  not  wh.it  I've  sufTered, 

They  found  no  change  in  me. — CnoRU3. 

And  when  the  d.anre  commences, 

Oil!  how  I  will  rejoice;  • 

I'll  sinij  the  .soiiir  he  taii.irhf  me 

"Without  one  falteriiiir  voice. 
"When  tlatferers  come  jiroiinil  mo. 

They  will  think  my  heart  is  lii:Iif; 
Thoui^di  my  heart  will  i)ieak  tu-nmrrow, 

I'll  be  all  smiles  b.-night. — Cnoias. 

And  when  the  dance  i.s  over. 

And  all  have  gone  to  rest, 
I'll  think  of  him.  dear  mother, 

The  one  that  I  love  best. 
He  once  did  love,  believe  inc, 
''  But  now  has  irrown  cold  and  .strange; 

He  sought  not  to  deceive  me. 

False  friends  have  brought  this  change. — CnORUS. 


OH,    MY!   HOW   WE   POSE. 

Ci.pyriirlit,  1*ki.  l.y  Wni.  .A.  Poiul  .t  Co. 

i  1  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soii;.'  will  !)*•  ^i-nt  <>i  any  mUln-ss  iw^t-paid.  on  rccrint  of  10 

t  i         cents;  or  this  and  nny  two  i.tinr  Si.iiifs  Im- 1  iiu-  iH.ll.ir,  by  11.  .1.  Wclnnnn.  I.K)  I'urk 

^  J  Kow,  New  Yuik  City.    I'lislu^i' Slumps  lakiii  same  a.sca-li  for  ull  our  guoU.s. 

^^ —  Words  by  Ed.  HnrriKan.    Music  by  I>ave  Brabain. 

For  lovely  belles  and  charming  swells 

Sixth  avenue  take-;  tlie  cream: 
On  Suiuhiy  night,  when  skies  are  bright, 

The-e  darkies  can  be  seen 
Meandering  so  gracefnlly 

To  while  the  time  away; 
"We  do  the  grand,  with  cane  iu  hand, 
■  Oh,  my  I  how  wc  pose. 

f'lIORlS. 

Oh,  gaily  we  move  at  a  f.air  or  hall. 
Such  (ieliciou>i  music  for  one  and  all; 

Our  moments  of  leisure  we  while  away, 
Oh,  my!  oh,  dear!  how  wc  pi-se. 

Wc  never  grieve  on  Sunday  eve, 

For  that's  omt  meetiii'jr  night; 
With  sweethearts  dear,  so  grand  and  proud. 

Oh,  my!  ain't  wc  a  sight? 
Our  ladies  may  be  black  or  brown, 

No  matter,  they're  nu  fnit; 
Wc  do  the  grand,  with  caije  in  hand, 

Oh,  my!  how  we  pose. — Cuonrs. 

Some  colored  girls  are  fond  of  pearls 

And  ribbons  very  loud; 
The  da/zle  is  Ik  uildering. 

While  mingling  'moii'j:  de  crowd. 
These  charmers,  fair,  tpiite  tht»fm<tir. 

Recherche,  not  too  tray; 
We  do  the  grand,  with  cane  in  hand, 
••  •       Oh,  my!  how  we  pose. — Ciioiius. 


BLOW   THE   BELLOWS,   BLOW. 

Copyright,  IXM,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

The  Wordrt  and  Music  of  thiM  Simer  will  l>e  wnt  to  any  «ddn*8i«.  p<wt-naid,  on  n-cclpt  of  40  I 

rents;  or  this  iind  iiiiy  two  other  Son^rs  for  One  l><>llnr.  by  H.  J.  Wfhnmn,  130  Park 

Kow ,  New  York  <  'ity.     I'i<sta);e  Stumps  taken  xume  hh  cash  for  all  uur  |{uuds. 

WoitlH  by  VA.  Uttrri);an.    Miisie  by  I»ave  liruhuin. 

It's  all  day  long  I  work  at  the  forge. 

And  lilow,  blow,  cheerily,  oh! 
Proiul  as  any  royal  King  George, 

1  itlow,  blow,  cheerily,  oh! 
With  hammer  and  sledge  I  pound  away, 

All  the  long  day  I  keep  on  tlit!  go; 
And  merrily  sing  tliat  hibor's  king,  as 

1  blow  the  olii  bellows,  blow. 

Cuonus. 
Oh,  it's  .nil  »lay  toiling  away. 

Hammer  aifd  clatter,  I  niake  the  old  anvil  ring; 
Heigh,  ho!  u:aily  I  sing. 

Good  honest  old  labor  is  king, 

The  tinkling  of  my  anvil  is  heard. 

With  bang,  bang,  cheerily  bang! 
Sounds  to  me  as  sweet  as  the  birds. 

Oh,  bang,  bang,  cheerily  bang! 
I'm  up  wiili  the  lark  at  break  of  day, 

Summer  or  Spring,  or  Wintry  snow; 
I  merrily  sing  that  labor's  king,  as 

I  blow  the  old  bellows,  blow. — CllORCS. 

The  children  as  they're  coming  from  school, 

Say:  '■  Haldy,  shoe  me  a  mare!" 
Bless  their  hearts,  I  act  like  u  fool 

To  i)Iease  them  everywhere. 
The  millionaire  horsemen,  truckmen,  too. 

Come  to  old  Baldy;  sure  they  all  know 
That  I'm  the  boy  to  put  on  a  shoe. 

So  blow  the  old  bellows,  blow.— CllORUS. 

Then  ev'r}'  Sunday  morning,  oh! 

It's  just  out.side  of  my  door. 
Smoking  my  old  dudeen,  boys. 

Oh!  after  church  is  o'er. 
The  hammer  i.s  still,  the  birdies  trill, 

Heautifiil  nature's  all  of  a  glow; 
Oh.  that  is  the  day  I  read  and  pray,  and 

Ou  Moiida}'  my  bellows  blow. — Cuoiica. 
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MOLLY. 

Copyrittht,  IXH,  by  Wm.  -V.  Pond  *  Co. 


The  Words  and  Miisii'  of  this  Sons  will  !><■  smt  ti>  imy  nddn'ss.  iKist-paid,  on  roocipt  of 
cents,  or  tlii>  uiiU  Hiiy  two  ..rlnr  Sonirs  for  one  Dollar,  by  11.  J   Wilunuii.  l.'ui  1  ark 
Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostaife  Sta;n|>s  taken  .same  u.s  cash  lor  all  uur  guodii. 

WordH  by  VA.  Harriifan.    MutUc  by  Dai-e  Bruhoin. 

Oh,  the  love  that  is  burning  in  my  I)o.som, 
Oh,  sure  my  heart  is  filled  with  bitter  melancholy; 
For  it's  you've  won  me  oe'r,  and  I  can't  say  no  more. 
Than  to' promise  for  to  be  your  true  love  Molly. 

Ciioiirs. 

I'll  say  the  word,  you  must  not  pine. 

Oh,  you  may  call  me  thine. 

Oh,  I  pnmiise  to  Ikj  your  true  love  Molly. 

Oh,  the  nights  they  wnrc  dreary  for  me.  darling. 

Oh,  sure,  my  love,  I  thought  nothing  else  but  folly; 

For  awake  or  asleep,  oh,  my  .secret  I'd  keep. 

While  a  praying  that  you'd  call  mc  your  own  Molly. — Cnonus. 

Sure  my  heart  it  was  drooping  down  with  sorrow. 

Oh,  at  no  time  was  I  really  ever  jolly; 

For  my  heart's  not  grown  cold,  and  I'll  wear  your  ring  of  gold, 

I  am  longing  that  you'd  call  me  your  own  Molly. — Chorus. 
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—Editor:  I  do  not  think  that  we  can  u.se  j'our  article.  Con- 
tributor: Prc.'s  of  other  matter  anil  all  that  twaddle,  I  suppose?  | 
"No,  but  you  don't  seem  to  understand  what  you  are  writing 
about."  "Surely  you  are  mistaken,  sir."  "Not  much.  Here 
you  speak  of  Mars  with  his  stern  front."  "Well,  what  of  it?" 
"  What  of  it!  you  blaukety-blank  idiot,  can  auy thing  have  its 
stern  iu  front?"  .       ,    .^         ;   -      ;    :•..     .:-■:>; 
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THE  WRESTLE   OF  THE  CATS. 


Recited  by  O'Nell  and  Conroy. 


Mrs.  Maloney  had  a  cat,  and  a  female  cat  was  ghe. 

Her  voice  it  was  a  soprano,  and  she  gung  in  the  key  of  G; 

Oh,  it  WHS  my  delight,  of  a  Btarry  night,  when  coniiuK  home  from  a  ball, 

To  hear  her  siu^iuK  "  Wo  met  by  chance,"  on  the  top  of  Maloney "b  wall. 

I  know  Bhe  went  up  as  high  as  "  G,"  and  gometimesj  1  think  she  went  higher. 

And  the  way  t^he  dwelt  on  the  very  last  note,  you'd  think  ehe  was  iiollering  lire! 

I  really  think  s-he  could  say  the  word  Are!  but  still  I'll  not  swear  to  that, 

For  1  wouldn't  like  to  make  a  liar  of  3lrs.  Maloney's  cat. 

Now  old  Mrs.  McFadden  she  had  a  Tom,  (a  cat  I  mean  by  that  name). 

And  she  called  Mrn.  Maloney's  cat,  in  the  other  yard,  a  most  disresiioctful  name; 

Maloney  "s  cat  cried  out:  '"Your  another!"  then  McFadden's  loudly  did  bawl: 

'•  Yon  sucker  send  out  your  big  brother,  or  come  yourself  over  the  wall; 

III  wrcstU-  you  collar  and  elbow,  I'll  throw  you  as  quick  as  a  rat!" 

"Arrah,  don't  be  getting  your  back  up!"  says  Mrs.  Maloney's  cat. 

Now  Jerry  McGill  had  a  hull  dog,  and  Jerry  he  lived  in  the  rear, 

And  the  bull  doir  was  lean,  lank,  and  hungry,  and  dlvil  a  cat  did  he  fear; 

Now  Jerry  lie  called  his  dog  "  Boney,"  says  he:  "  Now,  I'll  bet  a  new  hat. 

If  I  leave  off  his  chain  and  his  muzzle  he'll  make  sausage-meat  out  of  them  cats." 

One  ni":ht.  (it  was  dark  and  dreary,  and  the  divil  a  star  in  the  sky), 

Boney  had  off  hif  chain  and  his  muzzle  and  he  laid  for  the  cats  on  the  sly; 

Now  the  cat.-*  they  met  in  the  hallway,  and  they  wrestled  clean  out  to  the  yard. 

The  first  hold  was  "collar  and  elbow,"  and  their  breathing  was  terrible  hard. 

Then  they  both  tried  "  (Jneco  IJoiflaji,"  but  you  couldn't  :tell  who  got  first  fall, 

And  Boney  was  acting  as  referee  in  the  shade  of  the  garden  wall; 

They  howled,  and  they  spit,  and  they  fluttered,  and  the  blood  from  their  noses 

Says  Boney:  "ril  Uike  a  new  hoult,  I'll  wrestle  them  catch  as  catch  can."    [ran, 

Then  like  lightning  he  sprang  in  amongst  tbem,inhis  jawshehad  one  by  the  back 
Such  a  yell  was  ne'er  heard  in  that  quarter,  as  came  from  Maloney's  poor  cat; 
McFadden's  cat  fought  like  a  tiger,  but  Boney'e  strength  didn't  him  fail, 
With  a  twist  of  his  jaws,  like  a  general,  he  bit  off  McFadden's  cat's  tail. 

Oh,  the  howling  and  yelling,  and  g'owling  of  the  dog  and  the  cats  filled  the  air. 

And  the  windows  all  'round  in  the  barracks  flew  open  everywhere; 

Heads  with  night-caps,  of  old  men  and  old  women  and  children,  poked  out  in  the 

They  thought  that  the  house  was  on  fire,  or  the  divil  was  out  on  a  lark.     [dark. 

They  tried  to  look  out  in  the  darkness  where  the  noise  came  from  down  by  the  wall 

And  thinking  some  one  was  being  murdered,  they  loud  for  the  police  did  bawl. 

Thru  they  came  out  in  droves  and  in  dozens,  the  children,  old  women  and  men. 

With  caiulles.  with  lamps,  and  with  matches,  but,  ah!  what  a  sight  met  them  then; 

McFaddeii  and  Mrs.  Maloney  they  sorrowfully  shook  their  night-caps. 

To  see  McGill's  bull  dog,  oid  Boney,  holding  a  wake  over  the  two  defunct  cats. 


rSE   GWINE   BACK   TO   DIXIE. 
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POOR    LITTLE    JOE. 
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While  .strolling  one  night  through  New  York's  gay  throng, 

I  met  a  poor  l)o\',  he  was  singing  a  song; 

Althoiig  he  was  singing,  he  wanted  for  bread. 

And  though  he  was  .smiling,  he  wished  himself  dead. 

I  spoke  to  Ihis  poor  boy,  out  in  the  snow, 

He  had  vo  home  to  shelter  him,  no  place  to  go; 

Xo  mother  to  guide  him,  in  the  grave  she  is  low, 

Cast  on  the  cold  street  w:is  poor  little  Joe. 

CnoRcs. 

Cold  blew  the  blast,  down  came  the  snow, 
He  had  no  place  to  .shelter  him,  no  place  to  go; 
No  mother  to  guide  him,  in  the  grave  she  is  low, 
Cast  on  the  cold  street  was  poor  little  Joe. 

A  carriage  passed  by  with  a  lady  inside, 

I  looked  on  poor  .Toe's  face  and  saw  that  be  cried; 

He  followed  the  carriage,  she  not  even  smiled, 

But  fondly  caressing  her  own  darling  child. 

I  looked  on  this  waif,  I  thought  it  was  odd. 

Is  this  poor,  ragged  urchin  forgotten  by  God'/ 

And  I  siiw  by  the  lamp  light  that  shone  on  the  snow. 

The  pale,  deadly  features  of  poor  little  Joe. — CnoRUS. 

The  light  had  gone  out,  the  clock  had  struck  one. 

Along  came  a  policeman,  whose  duty  was  done; 

I  could  tell  by  the  sound  of  his  dull,  heavy  tread, 

You'd  think  he  was  .sinking  the  graves  of  the  dead. 

Oh!  what  is  this?  the  policeman  he  said. 

It  was  poor  little  Joe,  on  the  grotind  he  lay  dead,  '  '■' 

AVith  his  eyes  turned  to  heaven,  covered  with  snow,  ' 

Died  in  the  cold  street  did  poor  little  Joe. — Chorus.         ' 


I'se  gwine  back  to  Di.xic, 

No  more  I'sc  gwine  to  wander; 
My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixie, 
■  I  can't  stay  here  no  longer. 

I  miss  de  old  plantation. 

My  home  and  my  relation; 
My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixie, 
■■■--    And  I  must  go. 

Ciionus. 

I'se  gwine  back  to  Dixie,  Ise  gwine  back  to  Dixie, 
I'.se  gwine  where  de  orange  blossoms  grow; 

For  I  hear  de  children  calling,  I  see  their  sad  tears  falling, 
My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixie,  and  I  must  go 

I've  hoed  in  fields  of  cotton, 

I've  worked  upon  de  river; 
I  used  to  think  if  I  got  off 

I'd  go  back  dere,  no,  never. 
But  time  h;is  changed  de  old  man. 

His  head  is  bending  low; 
His  heart's  turning  back  to  Dixie, 

And  I  must  go.— Ciiouus. 

I'm  trav'ling  back  to  Dixie. 
.  My  step  is  slow  and  feeble; 

I  pray  de  Lord  to  help  me, 
V  And  lead  me  from  till  evil. 

And  should  my  strength  forsake  me. 
\  Den,  kind  friends,  come  iind  take  me; 

My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixie, 
And  I  must  go. — Chorus. 


MOSES    IN    IRELAND. 


Sung  by  Frank  Bush. 
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— Minister:  (to  choir  master) — The  music  went  splendidly  this 
morning.  Choir  Mt.ster:  Yes;  I  Hatter  myself  it  did.  Minister: 
I  tun  glad  to  .see  the  singers  give  their  whole  energy  to  the  impor- 
tant religious  work,  'fhere  is  no  deception  in  singing  as  that. 
Choir  Mivstcr:  Well,  no.  I  should  Sixy  not.  You  see,  Mr.  'riiumper, 
I  told  the  choir  last  night  that  an  operatic  manager  would  attend 
church  to-day  for  the  purpose  of  finding  some  good  voices. 


lilMM^ri^ 


I'm  a  Hebrew  that  traveled  around  in  my  time, 

And  many  great  lands  have  I  seen; 
In  China,  and  England,  and  France  I've  been. 

And  I  stopped  at  that  island  so  green. 
Jerusalem,  too,  I  have  traveled  it  through, 

And  I  love  it,  my  own  native  sirehind; 
But  although  I'm  a  Jew,  I  can  speak  it  out  li'U(^ 

There  is  no  place  I  love  like  old  Ireland. 

Chorus. 

I'm  Moses  in  Ireland,  Moses  in  Ireliind, 

Its  old  wooden  huts,  with  the  bogs  and  the  mirdland 
The  pigs  and  the  sows,  and  the  maids  milking  co\.s. 

Seem  so  curious  to  Moses  in  Irehiud. 

Some  ask  how  a  Jew  can  an  Irishmtin  love. 

But  still  it's  a  very  plain  case; 
I'll  tell  you  quite  plainly,  it's  simply  because 

They're  both  of  a  downtrodden  race. 
For  although  the}'  are  poor,  'lis  no  reason.  I'm  ^ure. 

Their  devotion  should  cease  foi'  their  sircland 
That  a  man  for  his  couiitrj'  should  live,  light,  a  id  die. 

Is  the  teaching  of  Moses  in  Ireliind.— Ciioia; 

A  Jew  is  a  creature  whose  heart  can  be  toucheq, 

There's  feelings  of  pit}'  witliin; 
And  becau.se  in  his  struggles  through  life  he  docs  thrive. 

Some  jealous  men  think  it  a  sin. 
Of  wealth  I've  my  share,  and  a  little  to  spare, 

With  its  help  the  poor  peasant  shall  smile: 
And  I'll  lighten  their  cares,  then  I  know  that  t licit  prayers 

Will  be  offered  for  Closes  in  Ireland. — CnoRi  s. 


•A 


— Yabsley:  What  has  become  of  old  man  Figg?  I  never  hear 
of  liim  any  more.  Is  he  dead?  Wirewicke:  No,  lot  exactly. 
His  wife  is  keeping  boarders. 

— Mrs.  Diamondust:  Why,  Ethel,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this 
extensive  correspondence?  Ethel:  Mamma,  who  (ould  resist 
writing  since  Mr.  Wanamaker  has  put  such  deliciou.sj  strawlierry 
flavoring  on  the  stamps. 


, 


*JJ|A..  »rr- 


■r^>*r"«w 


m^ 


•m 


■X.    >"--    .   .'> '"V  . 


12 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.  26. 


ONE   WIDE   RIVER  TO   CROSS. 

CopyriKht,  1877,  by  V..  H.  Moulton  A:  Co. 
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We'll  chase  the  tU-vil  aromicl  the  .stump, 

There's  one  wide  liver  to  crosi.s! 
We'll  chase  the  devil  around  the  stump, 

There's  one  witie  river  to  cross! 

C'lioins. 

One  wide  river,  one  wide  river  to  cross; 
One  wide  river,  one  wide  river  to  cro.ss! 

When  duty  calls  us  to  the  lieUl, 

The  order  we'll  o1)e\-; 
If  to  defend  our  native  land. 

We'll  mingle  in  the  fray. — Clioiu'S. 

And  by  our  camp-fires  burning  bright 

We'll  have  a  .jolly  spree; 
We'll  tell  our  jokes  and  sing  our  songs. 

And  laugh  and  shout  with  glee. — Chorus. 

I  love  to  hear  the  stirring  drum, 

The  cannon's  booming  roar; 
To  be  a  soldier  is  my  joy, 

I  ask  for  nothing  "more. — C'noiius. 

And  when  our  battles  all  are  o'er,  ; 

A  joyous  place  to  come    . 
To  meet  our  comrades  .Mde  by  side. 

It  is  the  "  soldiers' home." — Ciioitrs. 

We'll  float  together,  we'll  float  together, 

There's  one  wide  river  to  rrci.-.sl 
We'll  float  together,  well  lloat  together, 

There's  one  wide  river  to  cross! — CiiORl's. 


ONLY  AS   FAR   AS   THE   GATE. 

A.-<s<ung  liy  (ills  Willinnis. 
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My  sweetheart's  a  sly  little  fairy, 

Tho'  .she's  only  swtjct  seventeen; 
Iler  parents  think  she's  nuich  too  aiiy, 

But  a  sweeter  girl  never  was  seen. 
At  nigiit  she  steals  out  from  the  cottage. 

Her  mother  .says:  "  Wliither  now.  Kate?" 
She  answers;  "  f)ear  ma,  I'm  not  going  far. 

Only  as  far  as  the  gale." 

ClIORTS. 

Otily  as  far  as  the  gate,  dear  ma. 

Just  down  to  the  old  garden  gate; 
The  moon  is  so  bright,  and  it's  such  a  nice  night, 

I'll  stroll  just  as  far  as  the  gate. 

Of  course  at  the  gate  I  am  waiting. 

And  sweet  are  the  words  that  we  .say; 
While  within  tiie  old  folks  are  debating 

The  price  of  tlie  next  load  of  hay. 
Sometimes  they  call  gently  for  Katie, 

She  answers;  "Oh,  ma.  'tis  not  late; 
There's  nr)  siirn  of  storm,  and  the  night  is  .so  warm, 

I  love  to  stand  here  by  the  gate.  " — Ciiouvs. 

They  s.ay  she's  too  young  to  be  maaried, 

liut  with  tliem  we  do  not  airree; 
Love's  message  to  Katie  I  carried. 

And  a  kiss  was  the  answer  for  me. 
We'll  wander  away  in  the  moonlight, 

Mucli  lonirer  I'm  suie  we  can't  wait; 
Some  night  by-:ind-by  to  the  |)arson's  wc  fly, 
.  When  Kutie  comes  down  to  the  gate. — Ciiouus. 


BARNEY,   DEAR    BARNEY,   TM 
THINKING;^  OF  YOU. 

CopyriKht,  lft82,  by  Wni.  MtVey. 
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Oh,  Barney,  dear  Barney,  I  .sit  by  the  river. 

By  tiie  Shannon's  bright  waters  I  rest  as  of  j'orc; 
But  you.  Barney  lov»;d  one,  arc  not  here  beside  me. 

You're  miles  far  awiiy  on  Columbia's  shore, 
liecall  to  your  mind,  love,  the  fond  vows  I  gave  you, 

I  hoi)e  you  will  ever  to  me  remain  true; 
If  you'd  me  forsake,  love,  my  poor  heart  would  break,  love, 

Asleep  or  awake,  love,  I'm  thinking  of  you. 

CnoRVs. 

If  you'd  cea.sed  to  cheri.sh  me,  Barney,  I'd  perish. 
But  .sadly  I'd  fear  you'd  another  one  woo; 

If  you've  mj-  love  slighted,  my  life  then  is  l)lighte(l,   . 
Oh,  Barney,  dear  Barney,  I'm.  thinking  of  you. 

Oh,  Barney,  dear  Barney,  why  have'nt  you  answered 

The  h>iig  loving  letters  I  s('i\t  to  you,  dear; 
Why  haven't  you  wrote  me  these  words  of  affection, 

'■  Nor.aii,  despair  not,  your  Barney's  sincere." 
Tlie  biids  "mong  the  leaves  of  the  trees  gentl}'  twitter. 

The  country  all  'round  me  is  splendid  to  view. 
But  these  .scenes  I  scorn,  love,  for  you  I  now  mourn,  love. 

Oh,  Barney,  my  own  love,  I'm  thinking  of  you.— Ciiouus, 

HANNAH,   GET   THE    BROOM. 

Copyright,  1»8»,  by  Spaiilding  i  Komder. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Cluorlcs  II.  Sheffcr. 
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— Mrs.  Caterer:  Of  course  yoir^fnow  that's  a  Spring  cliickcn. 
Mr.  Carver,  but  what  j)arficulajp^reeil  do  you  think  it  belongs  to? 
Mr.  Carver;  By  the  way  it  u*nis  tiie  edge  of  this  curving  knife,  I 
should  say  it  wa.s  a  Plynmmh  Rock. 


There's  gwine  to  be  a  weddiu*. 

And  we  are  to  be  wed; 
Oh.  won't  we  have  a  jolly  time. 

Von  just  hear  what  we  said. 
Der'll  be  .lulia  Johnson, 

And  cross-eyed  Hannah  Green; 
And  all  the  coons  for  miles  around. 

At  the  weddin' will  be  seen. 

ClIOKlS.  ' 

Ilannah,  get  the  broom,  Hannah,  get  the  broom. 

Sweep  our  sidewalk  nice  and  clean,  Hannah,  get  the  broom; 

Ilannah,  get  the  broom,  preacherman  is  comiu'  tonight 
To  wed  us  in  de  light  of  the  moon. 

After  the  weddin"  is  over 

We'll  h.ave  a  jolly  spree; 
Eating  cake  antl  drinking  wine. 

How  happy  we  will  l)e.  : 

John  Anderson  will  play  the  fiddle. 

And  .act  just  like  a  loon; 
And  all  the  girls  will  do  the  buck 

While  Hannah  gets  the  linjom. — CllORUB,     , 


MEETING    OF  THE  WATERS. 
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Then-  is  not  in  thi?  wide  worM  ii  vallt^.v  po  nwoct 
As  IIk- vale  ill  wliose  buHotn  Ilie  l)rij:iit  "iifcrn  meet; 
Oil,  I  tic  la!-t  rays  of  fceliiij:  and  life  niiitsf  dejuirt 
Ere  the  Ijloom  of  tliui  valley  shall  fade  from  my  heart. 

Yet  it  \\nf  not  that  iialiirc  liud  Hlicd  o'er  tlie  i<ceue 
Her  purest  of  rrvstal  and  liri<_')iti'sl  of  trreeii; 
'Twas  not  tlie  Mift  mairic  of  htnaiiilet  or  hill. 
Oh,  no— it  wai*  KunietliiiiK  nioie  ex<|iii8itc  still. 

'Twos  that  friends,  the  Indoved  of  my  bo8oni,were  near, 
■Wlio  made  ev'ry  dear  scene  of  enchantinent  more  deur; 
And  wlio  felt  how  the  l>fst  rliarmi*  of  nature  improve, 
When  we  nee  them  rellected  Jrom  lookw  that  we  love. 

Swoct  vale  of  Orocn!  how  calm  could  I  rest 
In  thy  t)o«om  of  shade  with  the  friends  I  love  besit; 
Where  the  ntonns  which  we  feel  in  this  world  should  cease. 
And  our  hearts,  like  thy  waters,  t)e  mingled  in  peace. 
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SWEET    CHIMINa    BELLS. 


CopyriKht,  1878,  by  C.  E.  Ditson  &  Co. 
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Like  a  dream  ye  come  to  cheer  me, 
'Round  me  eclioed  soft  and  low; 
Still  your  mem'ries  linger  near  me,  : 

■  .       Cbiniing  bells  of  long  ago.  '^ 
Sweetly  fall  your  silv'ry  numbers 

Down  the  still  and  fragrant  air;  ;      "  . : . 

Wake  111}"  soul  from  gentle  slumbers, 
'  List'ning  to  your  echoes  fair. 

.     Friends  and  hopes  of  happy  childhood 
Blest  me  in  their  purest  glow; 
-  Softly  rang  oer  grave  and  wild  wood 
Chiming  bells  of  long  ago. 

■  ,..  Chouus. 
Sweet  chiming  liells,  sweet  chiming  bells, 

Ye  murmur  soft  and  low;  ;> 

Sweet  chiming  bells,  sweet  chiming  bells, 
Sweet  bells  of  long  ago. 

Happy  visions  rose  before  me, 

Brightest  that  my  heart  could  know; 
Still  your  spell  is  ling'ring  near  me, 

Chiming  bells  of  long  ago. 
Sweetly  nwv  your  notes  are  falling        •;    ■ 

O'er  my  heart  so  sad  and  lone;  .      ; 

3Iem"ry  from  the  past  is  calling  ■.  .  . 

Dreams  that  once  I  culled  my  own.        . 
;     Visions  of  my  dear  ones  only 

Bless  me  now  at  evening's  glow; 
Oh,  ye  cheer  my  life  so  lonely,  ;;  '. 

Chiming  bells  of  long  ago. — Chorus. 


MOTHER'S    LOCKET. 


Copyright.  ixs;i,  by  Will  U.  Kennedy. 


The  Words  and  Musi 
cents;  or 
Row 


<  and  Music  of  this  Sun;?  will  be  sent  to  any  address  iKisttviid,  on  receipt  of  40 
or  this  nnd  any  two  otlur  Soiifrs  for  One  KoII.'ir,  by  II.  .1.  Wdinian.  \'M)  I'ark 
f,  New  York  City.    I'ostnge  Stjjinps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Musii-  by  Harry  Kennedy. 


You  ask  me  why  I  love  it  so 

And  treasure  it  with  care, 
And  why  1  keep  this  tiny  tress, 

A  tre.ss  of  silv'ry  hair. 
She  had  the  locket  many,  many  years, 

"Twas  all  she  had  to  give, 
And  witli  it  came  her  blessing,  too, 

Kemembercd  while  I  live. 

Dl'et. 

Mother's  locket,  how  I  love  it, 
And  my  ki.sses  linger  there; 
>    For  within  this  little  trinket 
Is  a  tress  of  silv'ry  hair. 

Chorus. 

Mother's  locket,  how  I  love  it,    : 

And  my  kis.ses  linger  there; 
This  locket  old  that  "now  enfolds 

A  tress  of  silv'ry  hair.  -  ;  . 

I've  had  the  keepsake  many  years,  '". 

And  wf)rn  it  next  my  heart; 
But  mem'ries  of  the  past  arise,  .    -' 

The  tears  unbidden  start.  "' 

'Tis  all  I  own,  my  world,  my  all, 

To  cheer  my  heart  to-day,  :'. 

This  little  locket  worn  and  old, 

And  tress  of  silv'ry  gray,  ; 

This  little  locket  worn  and  old. 

And  tress  of  silv'ry  gray. — Duet  and  Chorus 


— Softleigh:  (walking  in  the  Boston  Public  Garden,  to  friend) 
Look  at  that  sign:  "  No  Dogs  Allowed  in  this  Garden!"  Friend: 
Well,  what  of  it?  Softloigli:  I'm  going  to  have  one  of  those  on 
my  i)lace  next  year.  The  dogs  liave  scratched  up  everything 
we've  planted  this  season;  and  how  nice  cverj'thing  looks  here! 


MR.   PAT   MAHONE. 

Copyright,  18S2,  by  Will  11.  Kennedy. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  W'  w^nt  to  any  addivss,  post-naidt  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  an.v  two  other  Songs  for  One  IKillar.  by  11,  J.  \\  ehitian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  Y'ork  City.    Po.-^tage  Stam|is  taken  .same  us  cash  fur  all  t>ur  goods. 

Words  and  Mu.sic  by  Harvey  Linwood. 

On  the  seventeenth  of  3Iarch  I  dressed  so  neat  and  gajr. 
For  to  join  the  grand  procession  I  at  once  set  on  my  ^•ay; 
There  wjis  citizens  both  tall  and  short,  and  ladies  shoit  and  tall. 
All  anxious  for  to  see  us  march  fornist  the  City  Hall. 
There  was  little  Michael  Dooley  witi  a  bran  new  suit  <>f  clothes. 
That  was  made  by  "Johnny  Docherty,"  who  everybody  knows; 
jVIuldoon,  the  solid  man,  was  there,  as  tlecent  as  could; be. 
But  there  wasn't  one  in  all  the  crowd  could  stand  asidjii  of  me. 

CnoKU8. 

Did  you  see  Pat  JMahone  with  his  shining  bran  new  hat? 

Did  you  see  him  march  along  like  a  ga}'  aristocrat? 

Flags  and  banners  were  waving  high,  dre.ss  in  style  wi  s  shown. 

But  the  finest  man  in  all  the  crowd  was  Mr.  Pat  Ma  hone. 

1 
The  ]\Iayor  near  hy  the  City  Hall  (piite  statelj^  look  h^s  stand, 
lie  noticed  none  till  I  came  by  and  then  he  waved  hisihand; 
lie  saw  at  once  the  style  was  there,  for  he  stared  wid  bfsth  his  eyes, 
For  he  thought  I  was  tiie  President  all  dressed  up  in  disguise. 
We  inarched  all  through  the  city,  till  I  thought  we'd  liever  stop. 
And  as  I  needed  stimulant  I  thought  I'd  take  a  drop; 
The  people  there  Avere  talking  of  Uie  sights  they'd  seeii  that  day. 
And  I  felt  a  little  flattered  when  I  heard  some  ladies  s^y: — Cho. 

I  received  an  invitation  to  attend  a  fancy  bidl. 

But  without  an  evening  suit  of  clothes  I  could  not  go  it  all; 

<Jld  "  Docherty,'  the  tailor,  my  measure  could  not  ta  se. 

Because  for  ^Ir.  Dooley  he  had  got  a  suit  to  make. 

I  then  walked  to  the  Boweiy,  bought  a  new  suit  second-hand. 

And  wid  ;i  tiower  stuck  in  my  coat  I  looked  a  trifle  grjind; 

We  danced  till  nearly  midnight  Avheu  we  went  htmie  ijn  the  dark. 

You  could  not  walk  a  yard  but  what  you'd  hear  the  reiiark: — Cho. 

MRS.   BRADY'S   DAUGHiJeR. 


Copyright,  IKSO,  by  Wm.  H.  Kennedy. 


Tlie  Words  niiil  Music  of  this  Song  will  twsent  to  any  address,  post-paid 
cent.-;;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  luillav,  by  H.  J.  \\  ehn 
Kow,  New  Y'ork  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all 


on  receipt  of  M 
ehn^an,  ISO  I'ark 
0ur  goods. 


Mrs.  Brad3%  a  widow  lad}', 

lias  a  daugiiter  that  1  adore; 
I  go  to  court,  her  across  the  water 

Every  Sunday  afternoon  at  four. 
She  sings  so  sweetl\',  slie  dresses  so  neatly. 

So  like  a  fairy  she  trips  the  floor; 
•  She's  good  society,  she's  full  of  piety, 

And  her  mother  keeps  a  little  candy  store. 

Ciionus. 

Dainty  feet,  measured  beat,  ■  . 

Trips  the  street,  oh!  so  neat; 
Dresses  sweet,  what  a  treat, 

And  her  mother  keeps  a  candj'  store. 
Her  name  is  Norah,  I  do  adore  her, 

She's  like  an  angel,  my  heart  is  sore; 
She's  such  a  daisy,  she  sets  me  crazy, 
■  -        And  her  mother  keeps  a  little  candy  store. 

,  Ever}'  Sunday,  and  often  Jlonday, 

Vt'hh  the  famil}'  I  go  to  dine; 
And  the  daughter,  I  do  escort  her 

Ever}'  evening  till  the  clock  strikes  nine. 
One  Summer  evening  the  moon  was  beaming, 

I  .taid  I  loved  her  as  dear  as  life; 
She  blushed  completely,  and  smiled  so  sweetly, 
.  Yet  she  promised  she  would  be  my  darling  wif<! 


-Chorub. 


— .lackson:  I  wear  what  I  i)lease.  I  don't  care  wha<  people  say, 
Mrs.  Jackson:  (a  few  days  later)— You  surel}' don't  intend  to  throw 
away  that  hat.  You  ought  to  wear  it  for  a  long  time!  yet.  Jack- 
son: Wear  that  shabby  tile!    What  would  people  saytj 

— Citizen:  (at  the  nursery) — Have  you  any  plants  jwith  insects 
on  them?  Florist:  No,  indeed,  I  dout  keep  such  things.  Citi- 
zen: (disappointedly) — I  was  in  the  hopes  you  diet  My  wife 
never  lets  me  smoke  in  the  house,  except  when  tUer^  are  insects 
oi\  the  plants.  { 
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THE  PAINTER  OF  SEVILLE. 

-■      .    ,        .  By  Siinan  Wilson. 

Sobastiaii  Goiiioz.  btttiT  known  by  the  name  of  the  Mulatto  of  Mtirillo  was 
OIK"  of  the  niont  Cfli-bratvd  painters  of  Spain.  There  uiay  yet  be  seen  in  the 
churches  of  Seville  tlie  celebrnteil  picture  which  he  was  found  painting,  by  hie 
uiarter,  a  St.  .-Vnne,  ami  a  holy  Joseph,  which  are  extremely  Ix-autiful,  and 
others  of  the  hiuhesH  merit.    Tlie  incident  related  occurred  about  the  year  1630. 

Twa.s  niorniiiii  in  Seville;  and  brightly  beamed 
The  eailv  suulinht  in  one  chamlu'r  there; 

SLowiu;;  wheic'er  its  glowing  ladience  gleamed, 
liich,  varied  betuitj'.     'Twiis  the  study  where 

^Inrillo,  the  famed  ptdutcr,  iiimc  to  share 
Willi  young  aspirants  his  long-cherished  art, 

To  i^rove  how  vuiu  imist  lie  the  leiicher's  care 
Who  strives  his  tinboiight  knowledge  to  impart, 
The  language  of  the  soid,  the  feeling  of  the  Ueurt.    . 

The  pupils  ctime,  and  glancing  'round, 
Jloudez  upon  his  ciinvas  found, 
.    "   Kot  his  own  work  of  yesterday, 
■    But,  glowing  in  the  iiioniing  ray. 

A  sketch,  so  rich,  so  pure,  &o  bright, 

It  almost  &cciJi<.<l  tliat  there  were  given 
To  glow  before  his  da/.zled  sight, 
Tiuts  aud  e.\i>ressiou  warm  from  heaven. 

'Twas  but  a  skctcli — the  Virgin's  head — 
Yet  was  unearthly  beauty  shed 
Upon  the  mildly  beaming  face; 
The  lip,  the  eye,  the  flowing  hair, 
Had  separate,  yet  blended  grace — 
A  poet's  brightest  dreams  was  there! 

\   Murillo  entered,  and  amazed. 
On  the  mysterious  painting  gazed; 
•■  Whose  work  is  this".' — speak,  tell  me! — he 

"Who  to  his  aid  such  i>ower  can  call," 
Exclaimed  the  teacher  eagerly, 

••  Will  \(t  be  master  of  us  all; 
Would  I  had  done  it! — Ferdinand! 
Isturitz,  MendezI — say  wh(jse  hand 
Among  ye  air.' — With  half  breathed  sigh, 
Each  pupil  answered:  "  Twas  not  I!" 

"  IIow  came  it  then?  "  impatiently 
Murillo  ciied;  "  but  we  »liall  see 
Ere  long  into  this  mystery. 
Sebastian  I  " 

At  the  summons  came 

A  bright-eyed  slave. 
Who  irembled  at  the  stern  rebuke 

His  master  gave. 

For,  ordered  in  that  room  to  sleep. 
And  faithful  guiird  o'er  all  to  keep, 
Murillo  bade  him  now  declare 
What  rash  intruder  had  been  there, 
And  threatened — if  he  did  not  tell 
The  truth  at  once— the  dun<'eou-celI. 

'•  Thou  answerest  not,"  Murillo  said; 
(The  l)oy  had  sto(Hl  in  speechless  fetir.) 

"  Speiik  on!  " — At  last  lie  raised  his  head. 
And  murmured,  •"  No  one  has  Ixjcn  here." 
" 'Tis  false!  "  Sebastian  bent  his  knee. 

And  clas|)ed  his  hand  imploringly, 
And  said:  "  I  swear  it,  none  but  me!" 

"  List!  "  said  his  master.  "  I  would  know 
Who  enters  here — there  have  been  found 
Before,  rough  sketches  strewn  around, 

By  whose  bold  hand,  'tis  yours  to  show; 
See  that  to-night  strict  watch  you  keep, 
Nor  dare  to  close  your  eyes  in  sleep. 

It  on  to-morrow  morn  you  fail 
To  tiuswcr  whiit  1  iisk, 

The  lash  shall  force  you — do  you  hear? 
Hence!  to  yoiu' daily  task." 


'Twas  midnight  in  Seville;  and  faintly  shone 

From  one  small  lamp,  a  dim  uncertain  ray 
Within  Murillo's  study — all  were  gone 

Who  there,  in  pleasant  task  or  converse  gay, 
Passed  cheerfully  the  morning  hours  away. 

'Twas  shadowy  gloom,  and  breathless  .silence  save, 
That  to  one  sad  thoughts  and  t<jrturing  fear  a  prey. 

One  bright  eyed  boy  was  there,  Murillo's  little  .slave. 


Almost  a  child — tliat  boy  had  seen 

Not  thrice  five  Summers  yet. 
But  genius  marked  the  lofty  brow. 

O'er  which  Ids  locks  of  jet 
Profusely  curled;  his  cheek's  dark  hue 
Proclaimed  the  warm  blood  flowing  through 
Each  throbbing  vein,  a  min{^ed  tide. 
To  Africa  and  Spain  allied. 

"Alas!  what  fate  is  mine!  "  he  said, 

"  The  hish,  if  I  refuse  to  tell 
Who  sketched  those  figures— If  I  do, 

Perhajis  e'en  more — the  tlungeon-cell!" 

lie  brettthed  u  prayer  to  heaven  for  aid; 

It  came — for  soon,  in  sliiml)er  laid. 
He  slept  until  the  dawning  day 
Shed  on  its  humble  couch  its  ray. 

"  I'll  sleep  no  more!  "  he  cried:  aud  now. 

Three  hours  of  freedom  I  may  gain 
Before  my  master  comes;  for  then 

I  shall  be  but  a  slave  tigaiii. 
Three  blessed  hotirs  of  fieeilom!  how 
Shall  I  employ  them? — ah!  e'en  now 
The  figure  on  that  canvas  tniced 
Must  be — j'es,  it  must  be  effaced." 

He  seized  a  brush — the  morning  light 

Gave  to  the  head  a  softened  glow; 
Gazing  enraptured  on  the  .sight. 

He  cried:  "  Shall  I  efface  it '/--No! 
That  breathing  lip!  that  beaming  eye! 
Efface  them? — I  would  rather  die! '' 
The  terror  of  the  iiumble  slave 

Gave  place  to  the  o'erpowering  flow 
Of  the  high  feelings  nature  gave — 

Which  only  gifted  spirits  know. 
He  touched  the  brow — the  lij) — it  seemed 

His  jJcncil  had  some  magic  power; 
The  eye  with  deeper  feeling  beamed — 

Sebastian  then  forgot  the  hour! 
Forgot  his  master,  and  the  threat 

Of  punishment  still  hanging  o'er  him; 
For  with  each  touch,  new  beauties  met 

And  mingled  in  the  face  before  him. 
At  length  'twas  finished,  rapturously 
He  gazed — could  aught  more  bcauttMius  be!— 
Awliile  iibsorbed,  entranced  he  stcxal. 
Then  started— horror  chilled  his  blood! 
His  master  and  the  pupils  all 

Were  there,  e'en  at  his  side! 
The  terror-striken  slave  was  mute — 

Mercy  would  lie  denied, 
E'en  could  he  Jisk  it — so  he  deemed. 
And  the  poor  boy  half  lifeless  seemed. 

Speechless,  bewildered — for  a  space 
They  gazed  upon  that  i^erfect  face, 

Eiich  with  an  artist's  joy; 
At  length  Murillo  silence  broke, 

And  with  iilTected  sternness  spoke: 

*'  Who  is  your  master  bo}'?  " 
"  You,  Senor,"  said  the  trembling  slave. 
"Nay,  who,  I  mean,  instruction  gave. 
Before  that  Virgin's  head  you  drew'/" 
AgJiin  he  answered:  "  Oul}'  you." 

"  I  gave  you  none,"  Murillo  cried! 
"  But  I  have  heard,"  the  boy  replictl, 

"  What  you  to  others  sahl,' 
"And  more  than  heard,"  in  kinder  tone. 
The  painter  said:  "  'tis  plainly  shown 

That  you  have  profited." 

"  What  (to  his  pupils)  is  his  meed? 

Reward  or  punishment?  " 
"  Reward,  reward!  "  they  warmly  cried 

(Scbiistian's  ear  was  bent 
To  catch  the  soimds  he  scarce  believed, 
But  with  imploring  look  received.) 
"  What  shidl  it  l)e?  "     They  spoke  of  gold 

And  of  a  splendid  dress; 
But  still  unmoved  Sebastian  stood. 

Silent  and  motionless. 

"  Speak! "  said  Murillo,  kindly;  "  choose 
Your  own  reward — what  shall  it  be? 

Name  what  you  wish,  I'll  not  refuse: 
Then  speak  at  once  and  fearlessly." 
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"Oh!  if  I  dared!"— Sebastian  knelt 

And  feelings  he  could  not  control 
(But  feared  to  utter  even  then) 

With  strong  emotion  shook  his  soul. 
"  Courage!  "  his  master  said,  and  each 
Essayed,  in  kind,  half-whispered  speech. 
To  soothe  his  overpow'riug  dread. 
He  scarcely  heard,  till  some  one  said, 

"  Sebastian — ask — you  have  your  choice. 
Ask  for  your  freedom/  " — At  the  word. 

The  suppliant  strove  to  raise  his  voice: 

At  first  but  stifled  sobs  were  heard, 

And  then  his  prayer — breathed  fervently — 

"  Oh!  master,  make  my /«//(«5;' free! " 
"  Ilim  and  thyself,  my  noble  boy!" 

Warmly  the  painter  cried; 
liaising  t:;ebastian  from  his  feet, 

lie  i)ressed  him  to  his  side. 
*'  'Ihy  talent  rare,  and  filial  love, 

E'en  more  have  fairlj'  won; 
Still  be  thou  niiue  by  other  bouds— 

My  pupil  and  my  son." 

Murillo  kncAV,  e'en  when  the  words 

Of  generous  feelings  passed  his  lips, 
Scba.>?tian's  talents  soon  mu.st  lead 

To  fame  tlial  would  his  own  eelipse; 
And,  constant  to  his  purpose  still, 

He  joyed  to  sec  his  i>iipil  gain. 
Beneath  his  care,  .'ucli  matchless  skill 

As  made  his  name  the  pride  of  Spain. 


A  Treasure  More  Precious  Than  Gold. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  Willis  Woodwiinl  &  Co. 


The  Words  aiid  Music  of  this  Soiiir  will  Itv  sent  to  any  address.  |><>st-|>aid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  cither  SontislorOne  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehniafi,  ISO  Paric 

Kuw,  Kew  York  City.    I'ostaKU  Stamps  taken  8Hnieu.s  eauli  for  all  uitr  Koods- 

Words  and  Music  by  Juli:ui  Jordan. 


GET  ON  TO  THAT  BOUQUET! 

Copyright,  1889,  by  L.  C,  Wtffefarth. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  ay  niiddress.  post-jiaid,  on  reeeipt  of  40 

centjs;  or  this  and  any  vwo  other  Sonps  for  One  l>ollar.  by  H.  J.  \\  ehniun,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stomps  taken  sameascash  for  all  our  Koods. 

Words  by  Geo.  Coojier.    Musie  by  L.  C.  Wegefarth. 

I'm  the  ladicp'  jn-t  and  tlie  finest ^'et  when  I  stroll  down  the  etrect, 
My  clothes  are  nice,  I  owe  the  price,  inv  (-tyle  is  hard  to  iR'at; 
I  cport  a  belt  and  tooth-pick  shtK-s,  and  wlieu  I  walk  Broadway, 
The  boot-blacks  cry:  "  Oh,  stag  the  guy  I  get  on  to  that  bouquet!" 

Refr.\i.n. 
Like  a  cabhaRC  fair,  ie  my  boi-tonniere, 
'    And  ii  makes  a  line  display,  tliii?  Jitflo  rose  I  wear; 
All  the  i)e<)j)U' shout  as  I  wabble  oat: 
"(Jet  on  to  that  boiujuuti" 

Likea  cabliiiL'e  fair,  IS  my  BovToNMERE,  .  '. 

And  it  makes  a  line  display,  this  little  rose  I  wear; 
All  the  iK.'ople  shout  as  I  wabble  out: 
"  Get  on  to  that  bouquet  ;■' 

On  my  breast  it  lies,  and  there  are  no  flies  on  me  when  I  po  'round, 

My  n'oves  are  gay,  my  tile  O.  K.,  my  walk's  a  skij)  and  bound; 

One  of  ilie  proud  "four  hundred  ""  I,  and  very  "distang  jray," 

To  prove  it  so,  old  chap,  yer  know,  "get  on  to  that  bouquci."— Kekrai.n. 

If  you  took  away  this,  my  j;r;iiid  l>ou(|uet,  I'd  just  lie  down  and  die, 

I'd"  lose  a  iin'iil,  I'd  go  and  steal,  this  boiton.merk  to  buy; 

I"d  wear  a  sunflower,  or  a  beet,  a  niarii;old  so  gay. 

If  I  couldn't  get  a  rose,  you  bet— "Get  on  to  that  bouquet!'' — Ueprain. 


The  Ship  That  Carries   Me  Home. 

•  Copyright,  188.'),  by  Willis  Wood  ward  &  Co. 


The  Words  .ind  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  j)ost-j«>id,  on  receipt  of  10 

e»nts;  or  this  It  lid  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dolliir.  by  H.  J.  Wehninii.  VM  Park 

Kow,  NfW  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  eas'li  for  all  our  goods. 


Words !iud  Musk-  by  J.  K.  Mit<hrH. 

The  sliij)  that  carrit's  me  home  to-day,  to  she  whom  I  love  and  prize, 

Is  dancing  out  on  the  glist'uini:  bay,  with  sails  like  the  (leccy  skies; 

.My  heart  pulsates  like  the  restless  tide  when  I  think  of  my  lassie  sweet. 

For  we'll  join  at  last,  afierycars  have  jiast,  and  our  hearts  and  ourlijjs  shall  meet; 

I'll  gatlier  the  sailors  'roniid  me  in  a  ring. 

And  this  shall  be  the  sonj;  tha^  I  will  sing: 

Chorus. 

There's  a  pair  o^ roguish  dark  blue  eyes  watching  for  me  on  sliorc, 
•  A  pair  of  arms  thatVill  twine  around,  and  never  lose  me  more; 
A  smile  that's  like  the  snnsiiine,  as  it  dances  on  the  spray, 
So  sing:  "Vo  ho!''  that  the  shij)  may  go,  which  carries  ine  home  to-day. 

I've  cast  my  lead  in  the  sea  of  love,  'tis  full  twenty  fathoms  deep. 

It  reflects  the  joys  of  a  land  above,  the  log  in  my  heart  I'll  keep; 

I.ik«^  a  l)oy  I  long  for  the  day  we'll  meet  with  a  sbii>-wrecked  sailor's  thirst, 

( tn  the  prow  I'll  stand,  as  we  tK-ar  the  land,  that  my  eyes  shall  In-hold  her  first; 

I'll  gather  the  sailors  'round  nie  in  a  ring, 

.ViKlIhis  shall  l)e  the  song  lh;it  I  will  sing:— Ciiori-m. 


There's  a  tear  in  your  e3c,  my  l)eloved,  my  own 
Your  smiles  and  your  laughter  are  gone; 

Come  tell  me  the  rea.son,  my  darling,  1  pray. 
Why  all  so  s:id  and  forlorn? 

We  are  poor,  we've  a  struggle,  mj'  darling,  I  knj)W, 
The  \Vinter  is  dreary  and  cold; 

But  yet  we've  a  treasure  that  wealth  cauuot  buy, 

A  treasure  more  precious  than  gold. 
All,  yes,  we've  a  tietisure  that  wealth  cannot  buj, 

A  lieasuie  more  precious  than  gold; 
Then  thy  all  thy  tears,  my  beloved, 

And  smile  once  again  as  of  old; 
Ilemember  our  liaby,  our  own  little  one, 

A  treasure  more  precitjus  than  gold. 


Supi)osiiig  our  neighbor  wlio  lives  o'er  the  way. 

Who  has  riches  and  treasure  untold; 
tSupposing  he'd  say:  For  your  bat»y  I'll  give 

All  my  houses,  my  land  and  my  gold. 
Ah,  well  do  I  know  what  your  answer  would  b^ 

As  clo.ser  our  baby  you'd  press; 
Then  are  we  not  rich,  my  beloved,  my  own? 

I  know  that  your  heart  will  say  yes. 
Then  are  we  not  rich,  my  lieloved,  my  own? 

I  know  that  your  heart  will  say  yes; 
Then  dr}'  all  th}'  tears,  my  beloved. 

And  smile  once  again  as  of  old; 
Kemember  our  baby,  our  own  little  one, 

A  treasure  more  precious  than  gold. 


/. 


Hi,  Jenny!    Ho,  Jenny   Johqson! 


Coi>yright,  l.SiiO,  by  Will.  H.  Kennedy. 


The  Words  and  Musir  of  this  Song  will  l)e  sent  to  any  «d<Ir<f>s,  prtst-iiaid,  pn  receipt  of  M 

cents:  or  this  mid  any  two  otlu  r  S<iu;;s  f.ir  <  >iie  Hollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnitui,  130  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Ptislage  Stamps  taken  .sjinie  us  cabli  for  all  OUT  guodu. 

Once  I  loved  a  yaller  girl,  ^lie  said  she'd  marry  me. 

Hi,  Jenny!  ho,  .Jenny  jolinsonl 
Saw  hereaiii.g  ai>ples  at  a  huckleberry  bee, 

Hi,  Jenny!  ho,  Jenny  Johnson! 
Took  her  to  a  ball,  and  we  never  did  g<'t  back 

Till  the  breaking  of  the  morning,  when  you  hear  the  chickOBS  quack; 
She  wouldn't  take  the  cars,  so  I  took  her  in  a  hack,  | 

lli,  Jenny!  ho,  Jenny  Johnson!  Jenio',  Jeuny  Johnson,  JobnSDu! 

Chorus. 
ni,  Jenny!  ho,  Jenny!  come  along  with  me. 

Hi,  Jenny!  ho,  Jenny!  ho,  i!iy  .Jenny  JohnsonI 
Sweeter  than  the  iioney  at  a  iiuckleliorry  bee. 

Hi,  Jeiiuy!  ho,  Jenny  Johnson! 

Oh,  my  daughter  Jenny,  she's  the  sweetest  girl  in  town, 

lli.  jenny!  ho,  Jenny!  ho,  my  Jenny  Johnson! 
Captivates  the  neighlKii hood  for  miles  and  miles  around, 

Hi,  Jenny!  ho,  Jenny  Johnson! 
Said  she  loved  another  and  it  broke  my  heart  in  two, 

And  I  bad  lo  get  it  mended  with  a  little  piece  of  glue; 
She  gave  mc  back  my  locket  and  a  little  silver  slioe. 

Hi,  Jenny !  ho,  Jenny  Johnson !  Jenny,  Jenny  Johnson,  Johnson!— Cborub. 

Now  my  Jenny's  married  to  a  little  yellow  coon. 

Hi.  Jenny!  ho,  Jenny!  ho,  my  Jenny  Johnson! 
Take  care  for  Jenny's  hut)by,  for  he'd  kill  you  mighty  Boon, 

Hi.  Jenny!  ho,  Jenny  Johnson! 
Wooly-liealled  picaninnies  running  'round  the  floor, 

l-'orthey  say  there's  oidy  two,  but  I  wish  they  had  a  score; 
I'm  gvvine  away  to  China,  so  I'll  never  see  her  mor<". 

Hi,  Jcnuy!  ho,  Jenny  Johnson!  Jenny,  Jeuny  Johusou!— (^horvs. 


— Tninsient:  W^hat  are  the  rates  at  this  hotel?  Cperk:  Three 
dollars  and  tipward.  Transient:  Three  dollars  and  upward? 
What  does  that  mean?  Clerk:  It  means  that  if  you  only  pay 
^3  a  da}'  you  keep  going  upwards  till  you  reach  tl|c  roof. 


I 


— "  The  fish  were  very  nice,  Willitun;  but  how  did  vou  come  to 
Ciitch  fresh  mtickerel  in  Fo.\  Lake?  "  What's  that?  What  do  you 
meiin?  "  "I  ?nean  that  you  hiive  deceived  me.  Yoii  never  went 
li.shing  at  all."  "  Of  course  I  did."  *'  No,  you  didn,^t.  It  was  a 
stupid  blunder  of  the  fish  market  to  send  fresh  mackerel  instead  of 
black  bass,  wasn't  it?  Well  talk  this  matter  over  lajter.  If  you 
can  exjilaiu  your  week's  absence  in  any  better  way  tiian  that  you 


■V 


!rj5 


are  leading  a  tlouble  life  I  shall  l)e  very  glatl  of  it." 


■■^s 


■  -***'WH«»H«-floiwteTE,a._:  jciiirj..^. 
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ONLY  TO  SEE  HER  FACE  AGAIN. 

Copyritjlit,  ISXO,  by  lJ<o.  D.  Xewhall  &  Co. 

Thf  Wordi"  nnil  Miisii-  of  this  .Souk  « ill  •«•  stnt  *'»  any  adilrow.  i)<v4-r>fti(l.  on  reoplpt  of  40 

ci-iit<;  or  this  nnd  iiiiv  two  ntlit-r  Sonir<  for  <  >i»'  Hollar,  by  H.  J.  «>hnmn.  130  I'lirk 

Kow,  Nciv  Yolk  t'ity .    Postn^f  stiuiips  tiikin  Kaiiie  n.-*  cash  lor  all  our  ffoods. 

■  WordK  and  Music  by  James  E.  Stewart. 

■.         Only  to  .'lee  litT  face  again. 
Only  to  hear  her  speak; 
Onl\-  to  sec  luT  .<;niile  once  more, 
\.    .  Only  to  in'ar  her  .speak. 

She  was  a.s  fair  as  a  .«unny  flower, 

Full  of  beauty  and  of  grace; 
One  little  wish  is  all  I  a.sk, 
Only  to  sec  her  face. 

C'HOurs. 

Only  to  see  her  fare  again, 

Full  of  beauty  and  of  grace; 
One  little  wish  is  all  I  ask, 

Only  to  see  her  face. 

Only  to  see  her  face  again. 

Fair  as  the  starts  above; 
Only  to  hear  her  one  little  word, 

Only  one  wonl  of  love. 
Sad  was  the  nioht  wlien  we  parted 

Down  by  tlie  old  trysting  place; 
One  little  wot;-!!  is  all  I  a.sk, 
•  Oulv  to  sef  her  face.— Chorus.  / 


WE'VE    ALL    HAD    'EM. 

r'lipvritflit.  1S'."I,  li>  Ilardiiii;  Bros. 

The  Word.s  nnil  Mii.sic  of  tlii.a  S.nir  «iU  be  wiit  to  nny  addrfs-s.  nort-paid,  on  rrcoipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  ami  any  two  ..(li,r  s<.nifs  f.-i-  <  Mit-  lic'illar.  by  11^.  .1.  Wfhnian,  i;«>  I'ark 

Row,  NfW  York  City.     l\..«tairi-  Stan>|)s  tukiii  miiiu-  as  ca.--h  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  suntr  by  flinrl^'s  Duncan. 

Jlisfortunes  come  to  every  man 

And  woman  in  this  life; 
And  all  of  us  have  had  our  .share 

Of  trouble,  woe  and  strife. 
Corns,  waits  and  bunions  are  conferred 

On  folks  the  very  be.st; 
And  even  when  we  go  to  bed,        ^ 
'  The  bugs  won't  let  us  rest. 

Ckohus. 

We've  all  had  'em.  we've  all  had  'em. 

Though  M>ine  folks  turn  tlieir  noses  up  and  cry:  "Oh,  my!" 
We've  all  hail   em,  we've  all  had  'em. 

And  if  you  haven't  had  'em  you  will  have  them  bye-and-bye. 

Most  fellows  have  been  a-courting, 

And  have  thought  it  jolly  fun; 
To  love  some  jiretty  little  girl,  •. 

They've  called  tiieir  only  one. 
Then  arm  in  arm  tliey  have  strolled, 

And  wandered  uheie  "twa.s  dark; 
And  had  some  loving  kisses,  too, 

Yes,  I  think  I  can  remark: 

Ciiours. 

AVc'vc  all  had  'tin,  we've  all  had  cm, 

Tiio.«e  very  loving  kiv.^es  often  makes  the  ladies  sigh; 
We've  all  liad  'em,  we've  Jill  had  'em. 

And  if  you  haven't  had  em  you  will  have  them  bye-and-bye. 

When  men  get  married  then's  the  time 

Their  little  ones  commence; 
Of  course  they  must  liave  tlieir  pleasures, 

liii!  they  aKo  iiave  e.vpense. 
It's  nice  to  think  on  frosty  nights. 
That  as  a  fond  papa; 
.;  You  must  get  out  and  nurse  the  "  kid," 

;  We  know  what  babies  are. 

ClIOHl'S. 

We've  all  had  'em,  we've  all  had  em, 

TJiose  very  naughty  '  kids  '  that  r)ften  make  the  ladies  sigh; 
We've  all  had   em,  we've  all  ha<l  'em, 

And  if  you  h.aveut  had  em  you  will  have  them  bye-and-b3'e. 


? 


— "  Yes,  I  am  the  victim  of  a  maiden's  sighs,"  said  the  young 
man  who  marrietl  a  180  pound  beauty. 


Another  Good  Man   Gone  Wrong. 

Copyritfbt,  XMO,  by'L«e  A  Walkii. 

The  Words  nnd  Music  of  this  SonK  will  be  wnt  to  atir  addn>(<.«,  post-paid,  on  rrccipt  of  40 

cents;  or  Ibis  and  Any  two  otbt-r  Sontrs  for  Onf  l>ollar.  bv  M.  J.  Wcbnian,  ]:«>  Park 

Kow.  .Vew  York  City.    l'o.stu);e  Stain|w  taken  >ann-  as  casli  for  nil  our  goods. 

Words  nnd  Mu.-Uc  by  A.  Sinnali. 


Squire  B  was  a  b.inker,  a  high-toned  man. 
Of  spotless  reputation  e'er  his  woes  began; 
No  effort  was  complete  withotit  his  name. 
Of  mercantile  or  social  or  religious  aim. 
But  one  day  upon  securities  he  "  went  it  .short," 

And  tried  to  rai.se  the  w  ind  on  stocks  by  "  going  it  long;" 
But  he  "didn't  know 'twas  lo.aded'' and  it  maderaie  sport. 

When  the  "boj-s"  took  up  the  chorus  of  this  wicked  song: 

ClIOHUS. 

Another  good  man  gone  wrong, 
Another  good  man  gone  wrong; 
How  the  demons  below 
Stir  the  tires  till  they  glow, 
While  they  shout  and  the)'  sing 
Till  the  lower  regions  ring. 
Another  good  man  gone  wrong, 
Another  good  man  gone  wrong. 

Brother  D  was  a  pastor,  a  high  toned  saint. 

The  idol  of  Ins  tlock  until  they  ".scraped  his  paint," 

And  found  beneath  the  coat  tlieir  shepherd  on  the  sly 

Would  "  go  for  "  all  the  girls  to  hug  them  f.itherly. 

They  might  have  overlook'd  this  for'they'd  "been  there  loo" 

But  w  hen  he  "  ki.ssed  the  cook  "  thej-  cried  he  goes  too  strong; 
So  the  deacons  raised  a  rumpus  and  the  pastor  looks  blue. 

While  the  "boys"  took  up  the  chorus  of  this  w  icked  song: — Cno. 

Billy  C  was  a  cashier,  a  high-tf<ned  clerk. 

Was  trusted  by  the  firm  until  they  twigg'd  his  lark; 

He  always  went  to  church  and  taught  tjic  infant  class. 

Was  never  known  to  "  smile  "  but  when  lie  took  a  glass. 

But  one  day  rumors  got  about  that  "  things  wjisn't  straight.'' 

That  "champ,  ami  oy.sters  "  lively  boys  had  drawn  him  Jilong, 
That  he  back'd  the  tiger,went  behind  thescenes,  and  st.iyd  oiit  late, 

Then  the  "boys"  took  up  the  chorus  of  this  wicked  .song.— Ciio. 


KATIE  MOLLOY. 

CopyriBht,  1«'J0,  by  Krnnk  ilanlint;. 

The  Woi^s  and  Music  of  this  Sohk  will  be  sent  to  nny  nddn-ss,  post-pnld,  on  receipt  of  4* 
cents;  or  this  nnd  nny  two  otlier  Sonjrs  for  one  Dollar,  by  ||.  .1.  Webninn,  I.'Ui  Pnrk 
Kow,  New  York  City.     Postat;e  Stanifis  taken  same  u>  cash  for  nil  our  iiouds. 
«  -. 

Words  and  Music  by  .\rtliur  West. 

In  the  vale  of  Avoca  the  sweet  w  aters  meet. 

And  not  far  away  from  the  .shore 
Is  a  neat  little  colleen  w  hose  smile  is  so  sweet, 

As  she  stands  by  the  old  cabin  tloor; 
She's  waiting  for  me  and  aii.xious  siif'll  be, 

To  mother  the  good  news  I've  carried; 
Ye-s  iKiys,  it  is  true  what  I'm  telling  to  you. 

To-morrow  were  going  to  be  married. 

("lIOKtS. 

She's  fair,  fair  as  the  morning,  when  her  face  I  see. 
All  this  world  seems  brighter,  for  sii(;'s  all  tiie  world  to  me; 
And  our  love  is  but  daw  ning,  and  I'm  tilled  with  joy. 
There's  not  a  girl  in  all  this  world  caneiiual  sweet  Kalie  3Iolloy. 

When  the  sun  goes  to  rest  my  sweet  Katie  will  wait 

Till  I  come  for  my  last  single  kis>; 
And  I'll  bid  her  good-night  at  the  olil  cabin  gale. 

To-morrow  brings  nothing  but  bliss. 
May  the  little  birds  sing  :is  I  i)uUon  tin;  ring, 

And  the  piper  his  merry  tune  whining; 
May  to-morrow  be  gay,  for  its  my  wedding  d.ay. 

And  her  eyes  like  the  sun  brightly  shining. — Cnoiius. 

She  brings  me  a  fortune  will  last  me  for  life. 

But  tiiat  is  not  plenty  of  |H.'lf; 
But  the  dearest  of  treasures  is  a  .sweet  little  wife. 

And  that  is  her  dear  little  self; 
The  jewels  slie's  got  are  certainly  not 

Like  those  in  a  queen's  crown  entwining; 
Oh,  no!  they're  more  rare,  it's  her  glo.ssy  itrown  hair. 

And  her  cyan  full  of  love  clear  and  shining. — Chokits. 


-:'^S-i-:.  :■■■ 


:h. 


— A  tailor  being  a-sked  if  the  c|*»<e  of  the  year  made  Iiini  sad, 
said,  yes,  until  the  clothes  u\U*<J}ear  are  paid  for. 
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VVEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  26. 


DRIFTING-    AWAY. 

Words  by  Dexter  Smith.    Music  by  Geo.  Dana. 


The  Words  and  MnBic  of  tliis  Sons  »'ill  be  st-nt  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tliis  iiuti  any  two  otiier  SSoii^rs  for  One  iJollar,  by  11.  J.  weliinan,  130  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.    Poetage  Stamps  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Drifting  away,  drifting  away, 

Upou  life's  changeful  ocean; 
"With  peace  and  sunshine  sweet  to-day. 

To-morrow  wild  commotion; 
Drifting,  drifting,  drifting  away. 

Drifting,  drifting,  drifting  away.        •      ■'. 

Drifting  away,  drifting  away, 

Each  hour  the  shore  receding;  ;   .  ^ 

"While  on  the  beach  the  breakers  play. 

No  mortal  sorrows  heeding; 
Drifting,  drifting,  drifting  away, 
■       Drifting,  drifting,  drifting  away.       ' 

Drifting  away,  drifting  away. 

While  love  and  friendship  cheer  us; 
And  hope's  bright  flowers  will  ne'er  decay,  •  . ;   - 

For  God  is  ever  near  us; 
.  Drifting,  drifting,  drifting  away. 

Drifting,  drifting,  drifting  away.  ,;■•  ■ 


THE  SONG-S  MY  MOTHER  SANG. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 

The  Word.><  niid  Music  of  this  Sonu  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  poet-paid,  on  r<-<'cipt  of  tn 

cciit.<;  or  I  Ills  .-itiil  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  U.  J.  Wehinan,  130  I'ark 

Uow,  New  Vork  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  an  cash  for  all  our  goods. 
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As  snng  by  C.  R.  Dockstader. 


I  rcnu'inbcr  the  songs  that  my  mother  used  to  sing        ,. 

When  I  was  a  cliild  long  ago; 
I  see  her  <l<'ar  face  bending  over  me  now, 

As  slie  sang  in  a  voice  sweet  and  low. 
How  slietl  cheer  and  caress  me,  and  teach  me  to  t.ilk,    ' 

As  close  to  her  side  1  would  creep; 
At  the  close  of  the  day  she  would  teach  me  to  pray, 

I  reuiember;  "  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep." 

CiioKus.         ;    ;  ;  ;  •" 
Sinir  tliat  good  old  song,  that  dear,  good,  sweet  old  song, 

'liie  old  song  dear  to  us  in  days  gone  by; 
Oh.  the  ones  we  used  to  hear  from  our  angel  mother  dear. 

The  song  that  she  sang  for  you  and  1. 

And  when  I  older  grew  to  other  scenes  I  roamed, 

Tlicn  when  alone  at  evening  I  would  be 
I  would  sit  down  and  think  of  the  dear  ones  at  home. 

It  seemed  my  mother's  face  I  could  see; 
As  she  sang  mc  to  .sleep  in  the  days  long  ago. 

How  again  I  would  dearly  love  to  hear 
The  songs  that  my  mother  sang  for  they  were  sweet  to  me, 

The  songs  of  my  old  mother  dear. — Chorus. 


PADDIES    EVERMORE. 

Tunc—"  I'addies  Evermore." 


Send  yonr  name  and  a<ldress  to  H.  .1.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City.and  receive 

liv  retum  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  4000  Popular  Kniflish  and  German 

Si.ntrs -Free.    Hostage  Stamiw  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

The  hour  is  past  to  fawn  or  crouch 

As  suppliants  for  our  right; 
Let  word  and  deed  unshrinking  vouch  .". 

The  banded  millions' might: 
Let  tliem  who  scorned  the  fountain  rill 

Now  dread  the  torrent's  roar. 
And  hear  our  echoed  chorus  still,    •..•:'.• 

"We're  Paddies  evermore.  ,        . 

"What,  though  they  menace?  suffering  men 

Their  threats  and  them  despise; 
Or  ]iromise  justice  once  again?  v     ■ 

.  We  know  their  words  are  lies: 

.  "We  stand  resolved  those  rights  to  claim        ■  ;      ,     r 

,  .  They  rol)l)ed  us  of  before,  ,'-.\.  ..-  .  ' 

..        Our  own  dear  nation  and  our  name,         .  -    ;  .{.v^, 
As  Paddies  evermore. 


Look  'round — the  Frenchman  governs  France, 

The  Spaniard  rules  in  Spain, 
The  gallant  Pole  but  waits  his  chance 

To  break  the  Russian  chain; 
The  strife  for  freedom  here  begun 

We  never  will  give  o'er. 
Nor  own  a  land  on  earth  but  one. 

We're  Paddies  evermore. 

That  strong  and  single  love  to  crush 

The  despot  ever  tried ; 
A  fount  it  was  whose  living  gush 

Ilis  hated  arts  defied. 
'Tis  fresh  as  when  his  foot  accursetl       :. 

Was  planted  on  our  shore, 
And  now  and  still,  as  from  the  first. 

We're  Paddies  evermore. 

"What  recked  we  though  six  hundred  j'cars 

Have  o'er  our  thraldom  rolled? 
The  soul  that  roused  O'Connor's  siHJars 

Still  lives  as  true  and  bohU 
The  tide  of  foreign  power  to  stem 

Our  fathers  bled  of  yore; 
And  we  stand  here  to-day,  like  them. 

True  Paddies  evermore. 
I 
"Where's  our  allegiance?    With  the  land 

For  which  they  nobly  died; 
Our  duty?    By  our  cause  to  stand, 

W^hatever  chance  betide; 
Our  cherished  hope?    To  heal  the  woes 

That  rankle  at  her  core; 
Our  scorn  and  hatred?    To  her  foes, 

Like  Paddies  evermore. 

The  hour  is  past  to  fawn  or  crouch 

As  suppliants  for  our  riirht; 
Let  word  and  deed  unshrinking  vouch  • 

The  banded  millions' might; 
Let  them  who  s(;(>rned  the  fountain  rill   - 

Now  dread  the  torrents  roar. 
And  hear  our  echoed  chorus  still, 

We're  Paddies  evermore. 


> 
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OLD    WOODEN    ROCKERJ 

Copyright,  1878,  by  Harrison  Millard.  ;  I 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  ad<Ires.i.  |H>st  imid,  i>n  r(-<'fipf  of  M 


cents;  or  lliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  lH>Il«r,  by  If.  J 


[  imid 
W.lii 


iMian,  l!<i  I'nrk 


Itow,  New  York  City.    I't>stage  Stani|ie  taken  same  as'caiUt  for  all  our  ir  kxls. 


All  Rights  Keserx-ed. 


There  it  stands  in  the  corner,  with  its  back  to  the  w 
The  old  wooden  rocker  so  stately  and  tall; 
AV'ith  naught  to  disturb  it  but  the  duster  or  broom. 
For  no  one  now  uses  that  back  parlor  room. 
Oh,  how  well  I  remember,  in  days  long  gone  by, 
W^hen  we  stood  by  that  rocker,  my  sister  and  I; 
And  we  listened  to  the  stories  that  our  grandma  would 
B}-^  that  old  wooden  rocker  that  we  all  loved  so  well. 


al 


I 


Hell, 


ClIOKUS. 

As  she  sat  by  the  fire  she  would  rock,  rock,  rocl4 
And  we  heard  but  the  tick  of  the  old  bni-ss  clock!; 
Eighty  years  she  had  sat  in  that  chair,  grim  and  jtall. 
In  that  old  wooden  rocker  that  stood  by  the  wall; 

If  this  chair  could  but  speak,  oh,  the  tales  it  could  tell. 
How  poor,  aged  grandpa  in  fierce  battle  fell; 
'Neath  the  stars  and  stripes  he  fought  bravely  nnd  tn  ;e. 
He  cherished  his  freedom,  the  red,  white  and  iilue. 
It  could  tell  of  bright  days  and  of  dark  ones,  beside. 
Of  the  day  when  dear  grandma  stood  forth  as  a  bride; 
This  is  why  we  all  love  it,  this  old  chair,  grim  and  ta  1, 
The  old  wooden  rocker  that  stood  by  the  wall. — Chorus. 

But  poor  grandma  is  gone,  and  her  stories  are  done. 
Her  children  have  followed  her,  j'es,  one  by  one; 
They  have  all  gone  to  meet  her  "  in  the  sweet  by-andi-by," 
And  all  that  is  left  is  dear  sister  and  I. 
Never  more  will  we  hide  her  gold  specs  or  her  cap, 
Never  more  will  we  tca.se  her  while  taking  her  nap; 
Never  more  will  she  sluml)er  in  that  chair,  grim  andrtall. 
The  old  wooden  rocker  that  stood  by  Uie  wall. — CHOtirs. 


'^' 


>.fc4i»aW>.-H»g'i'j|»WL^a  ..  »ti5r>.,^-.:__.^.;..,.:, 
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DER    OAK    UND    DER  VINE. 


By  Choi-U-.s  FoUiJi  Adams. 


1 


I 


I  don'd  vas  prcacliiiiir  voinan's  righdts, 

Or  anyding  like  dot. 
Uiui  I  liki's  to  see  all  hooplcs 

Shust  ^'omlenlc'd  init  dbeir  lots; 
But  I  vaiits  to  iroiitiadict  dot  sbap       , 

Dot  iiiadt' (lis  It't'dlt!  slinke: 
"A  voiuan  -svas  der  irliiii^iiig  vine, 

Uud  niau  der  sbturdy  oak." 

Berbaps,  soiiu-diiiios,  dot  may  pedrue, 

Budt,  (leu  dimes  oudt  otl'  nine, 
I  find  me  oudt  dot  mauJiimself 

Vas  j>een  der  glingini;  vine; 
Und  veu  hees  freiulls  liliey  all  was  gone, 

Und  he  was  shust  "  lead  proke," 
Dot's  vben  der  voman  sbteps  rigbdt  iu; 

Uud  peeu  der  sbturdy  oak. 

Sbust  go  oup  to  der  pase  ball  groundts 

Und  see  dbose  "  sbturdy  oaks" 
All  i>lauted  roundt  ulnm  der  seats — 
"    ,         SLust  bear  dbeir  laughs  inul  sliokes! 
Dhen  see  dhose  vomeus  at  der  tubs, 

Mil  glotbes  oudt  on  der  lines; 
Vhiehvas  der  sbturdy  oaks,  mine  freudts, 

Uud  vhich  der  glinging  vines? 

Ven  sickness  in  der  bouselmldt  comes, 

Und  veeks  und  veeks  be  shtays; 
Who  vas  id  tigbdts  him  midoudt  resdt, 

Dhose  veary  nighdts  und  days? 
Who  beace  und  gomfort  alvays  prings, 

Und  cools  dot  fefered  prow? 
3Iore  like  id  vas  tier  tender  vine  den. 

Dot  oak  he  gliugs  to,  now. 

"  Mau  vants  budt  lecdlc  here  pelow," 

Der  boet  one  time  said: 
Dhere's  Iccdle  dot  man  be  dou'd  vant, 

I  tink  it  means,  insbted; 
Und  vben  der  years  keep  rolling  ou, 

Dbeir  cares  und  drouhles  pringing, 
He  vants  t(j  pe  der  sbturdy  oak 

Uud,  also,  do  der  glinging. 

Maypc  vben  oaks  dhey  gling  some  more; 

Und  don'd  so  sbturdy  i)een, 
Der  glinging  viiies  dhey  haf  some  shanco 

To  help  run  life's  masbeeii. 
In  beit  imd  sickne.-s,  shoy  und  pain. 

In  (aim  or  sbtormy  vcddiier, 
'Tvas  beddher  dot  diiose  oaks  und  vines 

Should  alvays  gling  togeddiier. — IJarjier's  Mttr/icinc. 

SINCE    CASEY   RUNS   THE    FLAT. 

C'opyritfht,  ix'jii,  t..v  T.  n.  HannsA-  c... 

The  Words  and  Muflc  of  this  Konjf  will  in-  «'nt  t<>  any  addiVKS,  |M>Ht-juaid,  on  rvoeipt  of  40 

fi'iits;  or  tliis  and  any  two  ntlifr  Sunirs  f.ir  ( >ni'  Ih'll.ir,  hy  II.  J.  Wdnniin,  llto  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City,     t'oj-taife  Sl.ini|i-<  talit  ii  sanir  um  ca^h  for  all  our  Kuods. 

Words  and  Mu^i<-  by  K.  H.  JansHcn. 


THE    SONG    FOR    ME. 

Words  by  J.  Eiidersnohn.    Muiiio  by  Michael  M'atson. 

The  Words  and  Muxic-  of  this  Sontr  will  Ik?  wnt  to  any  addreHo,  post-paid,  on  rp<^li>t  of  40  ' 

cents;  or  thiji  ami  any  two  either  Son^s  ft>r  One  Dollar,  l>y  H.  J.  W.hiimn,  i:«)  I'lirk 

Kow,  New  York  City.    i'uKtatjf  Stamps  taken  sanic  as  cash  for  all  our  jtooUs. 

As  sung  by  C'hauncey  Okx>lt. 

On  a  Winter  night,  when  the  fire  was  bright. 

And  the  door  was  barred  on  care; 
I  asked  the  maiden  I  prize  so  well 

What  she  would  sing  to  me  there? 
I  asked  the  maiden  I  pri/.e  so  well 

What  she  would  sing  to  me  there? 

She  warbled  a  song  of  "  La  Belle  France," 

And  a  song  of  Italy; 
Her  voice  fell  clear  on  nay  loving  ear. 

But  they  were  not  the  songs  for  me; 
Her  voice  fell  clear  ou  my  loving  ear. 

But  they  were  not  the  songs  for  me. 

Their  accents  hung  on  her  'witching  tongue. 

As  1  listened  dreamily  on; 
And  I  fancied  I  roved  in  distant  climes, 

Where  she  was  the  tlower  and  the  sun; 
I  fancied  I  roved  in  distant  climes. 

Where  she  was  the  flower  and  the  sun. 

Then  she  sang  a  strain  from  lordly  Spain, 

And  a  lay  of  Germany; 
But  at  last  she  sang  me  "  Home,  Sweet  Home," 

And  that  was  the  song  for  me; 
But  at  last  she  sang  me  "  Home,  Sweet  Home," 

And  that  was  the  song  for  me. 


'3  e 


The    Dear    Old    Village    School. 


Copyright.  1(W4,  by  T.  R  Harms  A  Co. 


We've  pot  a  tiraiid  now  janitor,  iiinl  ("a.-i'v  i;*  hir"  naiiic. 

The  way  he  rtm.x  .McNally>  Hat  1  think  an  awful  ^haIllP; 

lie  walk?  arouiul  ju>-t  like  a  lord,  you'd  think  lie  <>wno<l  the  place, 

lie  lia.x  a  frighifiil.  rurpiiij,'  voice,  and  "scuih"'  aroiiinl  his  face. 

All  lit'lits  ^'o  out  at  eiirhf  o'cNxk.  your  fri<'ii<ls  mii>'l  leave  at  nine. 

And  if  you  don't  obey  the  rule:',  he  makes  you  pay  a  fine; 

lie  cleans  the  halU  up  with  a  ho^e.  aii'l  (i(rnl)s  tlieni  with  a  mat, 

The  place  looks  like  a  public  l>uth  ^ince  (.'acey  runs  the  flat. 

Hkkiuin. 
You  can't  chew  tutli-frutli^yuu  can't  nnte/.e  in  the  hall. 
You've  j,'oi  to  have  a  iMTinit  if  you  want  to  make  a  call; 
You  can't  have  M)n^'ri  or  (lancini;,  you  can't  have  d<>i;  or  cat. 
You  don't  know  if  your  living'  cincc  Pal  Carney  runs  the  flat. 

lie  thinkB  it  such  a  funny  joke  to  f,'o  and  rint;  your  bell. 

When  he  comes  in  at  three  A.  M.  and  asks  if  all  is  w«-ll; 

The  halls  are  full  of  <:larinir  sisrns:  "  Xo  kissing  on  the  stairs," 

"  No  dudes  allowed  without  a  chain;"  "  I'lease  minil  your  own  affairs." 

"Take  notice,  this  is  no  hotel,''  "  We  don't  aixn  hoard  with  rent," 

'■  Tlie  tax  to  rush  the  ;;rowli-r  is,  for  every  pint  a  <-ent:'' 

"  No  couirhs  allowed  around  the  liotise,  an<l  in  the  halls  no  chat," 

There's  only  two  more  tenants  left  since  Casey  runs  the  flat.  -  Hi:ri«AlN. 

He  yells  all  thro'  tlie  house  ea(h  month:  "Re  ready  with  the  rent. 

Ana  have  it  down  by  two  o'clock,  or  hire  another  tent;" 

He  gave  us  all  a  note  t<^day:  "  I'lea-e  cliaiii.'e  your  .shades  to  green, 

This  flat  is  strictly  hrish  now,  I  want  its  colors  seen." 

l^astniirht  at  twelve  Ik-  yelled  out  "flre:"  he  '>nly  cared  to  see 

ilow  fast  the. tenants  conld  fret  out  in  case  a  lire  should  Ix'; 

I've  taken  all  I  care  to  take,  I  won't  put  up  with  iliat. 

The  house  is  far  from  iK-ing  safe  since  Caw-y  riiim  the  flat.— Kefkain. 


The  VVord.i  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr  w  ill  bo  sent  to  any  ad<lress.  post-paid,  on  roceiirt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  oOicr  Sonirs  for  One  I>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  i;«i  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostace  Stamps  taken  same  a«  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 

Words  and  Music  by  B<>l>by  Ncwcomb. 

Ilow  oft  I've  said  too  late,  since  I  tarried  by  the  pate. 

Near  the  dear  old  school-house  down  ihe'shady  lane; 
Where  little  hoys  were  classed,  many  happy  days  we  i>assed. 

Oil,  those  happy  days  that  ne'er  will  come  auain. 
Ilow  oft  in  childfsh  jjlee  I  have  read  my  A.  H.  (', 

While  my  classmates  played  the  scholar  or  the  fo<>l; 
If  I  had  the  cliance  to-day, "what  attention  I  would  pay 

To  the  teachings  of  the  dear  old  villape  school. 

•  '  C'lIOKIS. 

Those  days  of  childish  plee  seemed  a  paradise  to  mc, 

As  either  one  i)layed  scholar  or  the  f<H>l: 
If  I  had  the  chance  to-day,  what  attention  I  would  pay 

To  the  teachings  of  the  dear  old  villape  school. 

Mv  playmates  ev'ry  one,  when  the  school-house  bell  was  rang. 

In  their  merry  lauirhter  side  by  side  would  po; 
Cheerful  faces  iH-aming  hripht,  in  the  sunshine's  welcome  light. 

As  to  moflier  dear  a  good-bye  kiss  we'd  throw. 
Those  ilavs  )nihee<led  flew,  for  liow  liitle  then  I  knew 

The  value  of  the  |K;iicil,  slate  and  rule; 
Snch  prains  of  knowledpe  cast,  hut  to  mingle  with  the  past. 

They  were  left  to  crumble  with  tlie  village  school.— ( 'hokcs. 

The  years  have  passed  and  cone,  for  the  niplit  has  followed  morn. 

And  to  man's  estate  from  boyluKxl's  dream  I've  strayed; 
>Iy  weary  phKldinp  feet  tread  a  busy  thriving  street, 

.lu.st  where  the  riiiiet  shady  lane  once  laid. 
Where  the  school-house  used  to  stand  there's  a  sfjxtcly  mansion  grand, 

Where  still  they  play  the  scholar  and  the  fool;  _ 
And  I'm  thinking  now  to-day  of  the  chances  thrown  away. 

That  were  mine  when  in  the  dear  old  village  sdiool.— Cuoiics. 


— Jones:  I  should  think  tlie  flies  would  aimoy  you.  Don't  Ihey 
bite  your  bald  head?  Smith:  But  suppose  I  iuid  hair.  Do  you 
catch  on?    "  No."     "  Of  course  yoti  don't,  but  my  wife  wotdd." 


^ 


/1\ 


— "  Can  you  let  me  have  *10  till  next  week?  "  asked  the  Snake 
editor.  "No,  I  can't,"  replied  the  Horse  editor,  without  the 
.sliirhtest  hesitation.  "You  don't  apiK'tir  to  know  what  a  good  thing 
it  is  to  lend  that  auiouut."     "  How  is  it  good?"     "  It  is  X  lent." 

— "  Y(Mir  father  is  an  easy,  'eome-da)',  go-<Iny'sort  of  fellow, 
isn't  he,  Clara?"  "Don't  mistake  him,  George.  I  Inive  had 
suitors  before  now  wljo  thought  that  of  him,  and  who  iitive  sub- 
.seijuently  been  obliged  to  admit  that  he  was  a  jXirson  of  consider- 
idjie  push.".  .  /■  -:.:':  .;:■  ...v\— 


^. 
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GLOBE  TROTTING-  NELLIE  BLY. 


Copyiight,  1890,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Mu^ic  of  Uiis  Sontf  w  Ul  be  sent  to  any  addrttsp,  post-ixrid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  tliis  nnil  any  two  otluT  Son»rs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^^  elinian,  VW  I'ai-k 

Itow,  New  Y«rk  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

As  sung  by  Ilallcn  and  Hart.    W^ords  and  Music  by  Joe  Hart. 

I  hold  here  ill  my  hand  a  lengthy  cablegram, 

Tliat  caiiu' from  far  acros'8  the  sea; 
It's  from  Mis's  Nellie  Bly,  and  its  coutents  I  will  try 

To  tell,  if  yon  will  listen  unto  me.  ... 

She's  tryini;  very  hard  to  heat  the  w  orld's  record. 

To  round  t lie  world  in  pev<'iity-tive  days; 
Of  the  many  funny  sif^hts  in  her  cablegram  (-he  writes, 

C)f  the  iteople  and  their  very  curious  ways: 

CUOBUS. 

With  an  umbrella  and  a  grip,  she  gave  her  friends  the  slip, 

Far  across  tin-  deeji  blue  sea;  it  was  a  pleasant  trip. 

For  lier  grip  was  not  "La  GripiK;,"  consequeutly  she  waa  happy  a6  could  be. 

When  she  landed  in  Cork,  to  Killuriiey  took  a  walk, 

And  kissed  the  blarney  stone  with  her  sweet  lips; 
She  told  funny  tales  to  the  Prince  of  Wales, 

And  left  hmi  langhing  almost  in  a  lit.  -'      - 

She  did  the  (iaiety  dance  and  set  I'aris  in  a  trance. 

Sang  ••Little  Annie  Itooney'"  to  Jules  Verue;  --*• 

She  would  have  spoken  French  and  Greek,  if  she  could  have  Stayed  a  week, 

But  she  knew  foud  hearts  for  her  at  home  did  yearn. 

-'^' ',;''';■. -'■\,';;  ,' .    CuoRvs. 

She  cheered  up  all  the  crew  with  a  little  gong  or  two. 

At  sea  she  ate  tliree  limes  a  day;  from  the  bottom  of  the  Bca 

Ip  caiue  McGiuty  to  wish  her  luck  upou  her  way. 

When  ehc  landed  in  Ilong  Kong,  she  mns  the  dinner  gong. 

And  tliev  tlioii<.'lit  her  ijuite  a  curiosity; 
To  see  our  Nelly  hustle,  and  she  did  not  wear  a  bustle, 

A  sight  which  even  here  we  rarely  see. 
When  she  reached  Yokohama  she  met  a  Jersey  farmer. 

And  together  they  sipiied  too-long  boo-long  tea;  .  .- 

She  was  courted  by  a  Jap,  sjit  ill  the  old  king's  lap. 

And  he  wanted  her  to  marry  him,  yqu  sec. 

ClIORfS. 

Hut  when  the  Oceanic  sailed,  how  that  jioor  fellow  wailedt 
Now  she's  on  the  ocean  blue,  she's  a  box  of  chewing  tu-hi 
For  each  one  in  IIouolu',  1  w  ish  she'd  bring  some  back  to  inc  and  you. 
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Rootity-Toot,   She^  Plays   The  Flute. 

IMblished  by  T.  B.  Hanus  &  Co. 

The  Woi-ds  mid  Music  of  this  Soup  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  iKistimid,  on  leeoipf  of  40 

cents:  or  tliismicl  aiiv  two  otiiir  Soiijrs  for  One  IKill.ir,  liy  II.  J.  Wehiimn,  I'M  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostaffe  Staiiii>s  taken  same  as  ea.sli  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  JIusie  liy  Arthur  West. 


You  all  ki'ow  what  a  .-istcr  is  to  mend  your  socks  and  darn  "em. 
Will,  1  have  u'ot  a  sister,  and  slit;  ought  to  1k(  with  Hariicm; 
She  was  so  nice  and  steady  till  she  st'art<-<l  learning  music. 
And  now  to  hear  her  practice  it  would  make  both  you  and  1  sick. 
From  nioriiiiig  until  evening  at  her  instrinnent  she's  sitting. 
And  conse(iueiitly  all  the  neighbors  'round  about  are  flitting; 
We've  lost  two  young  men  hnlgers  who  departed  without  paying. 
And  all  because  they  couldn't  stand  my  sister  Susan's  playing. 

Refrain. 

For  rootity-toot,  she  plays  the  flute,  in  a  very  charming  manner, 
rinkity-poiig,  she  runs  along  the  ki'vs  of  the  grand  piano; 
Kumpity-pum,  she  bangs  the  drum, "or  else  she  Uats  the  gong. 
Since  sister  Susan  learnt  to  play  we've  ail  gone  wrong. 


She  beats  tattoo  with  kiiue  ami  fork  as  well  as  she  is  alile. 

She  started  on  the  banjo,  too,  and  all  day  long  she's  playing. 

Our  tom-cat's  given  n<>ti<'e  that  \h-  couldn't  think  of  staying; 

lie  went  to  pa  anil  told  him,  llio'  he  knew  that  it  would  grieve  ns, 

lie  wouldn't  stand  it  longer,  so  he'd  pay  his  bill  and  leave  ub.— Kefkain. 

I  wish  she  would  recover,  Iho'  the  chance  I  fear  remote  is, 

She's  married  a  jnofessor,  one  wliose  furry  overcoat  is 

The  admiration  of  tlie  kids  as  he  walks  down  the  alley. 

He's  somclliiiii;  like  a  hearth-rug  and  a  lady  in  the  ballet. 

He  married  her  last  Tiioday,  and  thank  heaven  she's  departed, 

Tlio"  now  I  do  believe  that  he  is  nearly  broken-hearted; 

I  met  liiin  l>ut  tins  morning,  on  his  iiiind  there's  something  preying, 

I  asked  hiin  what's  the  matter?  and  he  answered  me  by  saying:— Refrain. 


fc-^^n/i' 


— Bricflcs.s  Biii'i'ister:  (mockingly) — Fal3»""^ne!  You  refuse  my 
htiiid  tiiul  licart  after  all  these  week^vOt  wooing?  Fair  3Iaid: 
(calmly) — I  do.  IJ.  B.;  Then  hcar^Oie  now.  By  the  sliades  of 
coke  and  blackfctoue  111  have  jn^^rrested  for  contempt  of  court! 


— Xervoths  Old  Lady:  Conductor,  do  you  tliink  Ave'll  cfct  to 
Chipmunk  Cro.ssrotids'on  time?  Conductor:  P'rap.s  we  will  .in' 
l>'r:ip.s  we  won't.  We  re  eleven  hours  behind  now,  and  we've 
just  lost  our  smoke-.stiick  by  running  into  a  cow.  It's  down 
gnide,  though,  and  tlie  engineer  .says  he's  going  to  get  there  if 
he  loses  a  wheel.  .     ,      ,       ,        ,    .  . 


Don't  You   See  The  Bright  Light? 

Copyright,  1890,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 

Th»  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po«t- paid,  on  r^ctiut  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wchtnan,  130  iWk 

Kow,  New  York  C^ty.    I'ostage  Staiiii>s  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gotkls. 


Words  and  Music  by  Oui«ie  L.  Davis. 


Hurry  up  and  don't  be  late, 

Buy  a  ticket  for  the  golden  gate;        / 
I  must  go,  I  cannot  wait, 

Do  not  miss  this  train. 
Soon  she'll  whistle  "  down  the  brakes," 

Goodness!  but  she  takes  the  cake; 
You'll  be  dead  and  buried 

'Fore  she  comes  this  way  again. 

Refrain. 

Don't  you  see  the  bright  light  shining  over  j'onder,  cbildjren? 

Farewell,  good-bye,  for  then  I'm  going  home!  I 

Don't  )'ou  see  the  bright  light  shining  over  3'onder,  chiltircn? 

Farewell,  good-bye,  for  I  am  going  home! 

Packed  up  my  old  "  grip  "last  night,     ■ ' 

Not  a  hen-roost  was  in  sight; 
I  must  leave  this  world  all  right,    . 

Keep  my  'counts  all  straight. 
When  old  Gabriel  blows  his  horn, 

Have  3'our  "  trav'ling  dusters  "  on; 
I'll  write  you  a  letter 

When  I  reach  dat  golden  gate. — Refrain. 


i> 


THE    OLD,    OLD    FARM. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Chas.  D.  BUkc  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  IKillar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stumps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  go^xls. 


Words  by  Gus  Williams.    Music  by  Harry  Pepper. 


How  oft  I  sit  and  think  of  my  childhood's  happy  d.iys. 

When  I  was  home  and  sat  at  mollier's  knee; 
And  when  the  day  was  o'er,  how  I'd  stand  at  the  door 

To  watch  my  father  coming  home  to  tea; 
To  see  the  horses  feed,  to  the  old  barn  then  I'd  sjiced, 

To  me  it  wtus  a  pleaure  and  a  charm; 
How  the  old  cow  used  to  stand,  to  be  milked  by  father'^  hand, 

At  evening,  on  the  old,  old  farm. 

Refrain. 

Oh,  those  happ3'  days  arc  o'er,  and  they  will  return  no  ^orc, 
To  think  of  them  can  surely  do  no  harm;  [ 

When  I  was  young  and  gay,  and  happy  roamed  all  day 
Barefooted  on  the  old,  oi<l  farm.  ; 

How  the  rooster'd  crow  each  morn,  to  proclaim  the  day  'wjas  born, 

I  almost  fancy  I  can  hear  him  now; 
How  the  swallows  used  to  flj'  awa}'  up  in  the  sky. 

When  evening  cast  its  shadows  deep  and  low; 
And  then  in  bed  I'd  creep,  to  htive  my  niglil's  sweet  slcfp, 

To  feel  there  was  no  danger  or  alarm; 
Those  were  happy  days  to  me,  which  I  think  of  tendcrlj 

Together  with  the  old,  old  farm. — Refrain. 


i 
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And  when  harvest  lime  would  conic,  in  the  yellow  fields  I'd  roam^ 

And  follow  up  the  cradle  all  day  long; 
How  we  used  to  stack  the  wheat,  with  a  sheaf  on  top  s^  neat. 

While  the  blackbirds  used  to  cheer  us  with  their  song. 
And  the  robin  with  her  young,  how  oft  I've  heard  her^ong. 

Up  in  the  tree  secure  from  everj'  harm;  i 

Oh,  how  still,  how  peacefully  Sunday  always  seemed  ttj  be, 

At  home  upou  the  old,  old  farm. — Refrain.  | 


— Griggs:   What  is  the  matter  betAveen  j'ou  and   Dtggs?     I 
thought  j'ou  used  to  be  sworn  friends.     Biggs;  So  wc  w^re 
but  that  is  over  now.    "  Why,  what  separated  you?  " 
me  a  present  of  a  fountain  pen." 


once; 
le  made 


— Stranger:  (In  Western  city) — What  are  all  those  armed  men 
after?  Native:  They're  hunting  for  the  man  who  killed  three 
members  of  a  Hamlet  company  that  struck  town  yesterday. 
"And  will  they  lynch  him?"  "Not  much.  They're  |?oing  to 
present  him  with  the  proceeds  of  all  tlie  faro  banks  imd  elect 
him  mayor.  Maybe  j'ou  don't  think  we  have  any  grat  tude  out 
here,  but  we  have." 
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The    White    "Wings    Colored    Clxib* 

■     ,     '  Copyiiffht,  IHS9,  by  T.  R  Harms  &  Oo. 

The  Words  nml  Muiui^  of  tliis  Sonir  will  bo  sent  to  nny  odiln-ss.  p<i»t-pni(I,  on  receipt  of  40 

CfUts;  ortliiSHiul  aiivtwix.UuT  Si)iit;sfor(  >iic  Iinllar.  by  H.  .1.  Wehliinii,  130   Park 

How,  New  York  City.    I'ostatti'  Stimips  tukeii  suiiieu^  I'xsli  tor  all  our  ktoods. 


Words  and  Musif  by  Jnmes  Mans. 

We're  a  band  of  colored  brotheri".  and  onr  club  Is  onlled  "  White  Wings, "' 

There's  iiDiie  piiiHTior  to  us,  for  aei  \vnitere<  we  arc  Iviiitjs; 

Tlic  Ifiili:in  poimlatiiiii  trit"  to  run  us  olT  tlic  tnuk. 

But  they"!!  find  we"ve  '_'c>r  ihc  ace  ami  (ioiico.  and  likewise  tnru  up  Jack. 

No  foreiiTU  interfcreuee  will  the  colored  Wliite  Wiii-rs  stand, 

We'll  protect  our  nohle  calliui:  w  llli  a  razor  in  each  hand; 

So  let  tiie  iiatioi-.s  <,'atluT.  their  name  it  will  he  '•  Muil," 

For  the  moito  oi  the  '•  While  Winj;s  "  is:  ••  Liberty  or  Hlood." 

White  Wing?  arc  s.Tillni:  \i\i  in  de  sky, 
*'  White  Will}.?  forever!"  our  battle  cry; 
•   .  Sjiread  out  jiiur  pillions,  soar  ill  de  air. 

White  Wiiiiis  are  on  your  patli,  "Dadoes,"  beware! 

When  the  club  goes  out  paradinc  .von  slioiild  see  the  wenches  throiiR, 

Allhouirli  but  few  in  iiunil)er.  you  can  iHt  your  life  we're  jstront;; 

Our  skins  tliey  may  he  dusky. 'liiit  (>iir  hearts  are  Mi(i'\y  white. 

And  our  cuirnorieu  is  •■daiii.'er,"  when  we  tret,  ii.lo  a  liirht. 

8o  let  our  foeiui'ii  trenil)le,  for  us  "•coons  "  an  sure  to  win, 

And  a  niL'irer's  very  wiclied  when  \ou  touch  liini  on  de  shin: 

So.  ••  Wliite  Willis,"  u'lind  yotir  ra/.ur-  just  as  sliarp  as  they  can  be, 

And  show  de  great  Ita.ian  that  Africa  shall  be  free.— t'HOKi's. 


He's  On  The  Police  Force  Now. 

(\>|iyrii.'lit,  1890,  by  C!:i)s.  I).  I?!,>ko  &  Co. 
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The  Wonls  and  Munio  of  this  Rotip  wUl  l>e  sent  to  nny  address.  tx>Hl-)i«id,  on  reeeipt  <  if  40 

cents;  ortliisjiud  aii,\  two  (■Uier  Si>nvr»  for  one  lh>llar.  by  II.  J.  Wehuian.  IW  I'ark 

Kow,  New  Yiirk  City.     l*u>t«j^e  Mitiiip-^  taki'ii  Kiiue  as  e4i>li  for  all  our  tfoodit. 

Word-"  and  Mii.-.k!l>.v  Martin  Hennessey. 

I  know  yon  arc  nctiuaiiited  with  a  man  named  Pan.  Mcf'ann, 

He  stands  in  pri  tiy  ^<>lid  with  our  friend,  the  ulderuum; 

And  at  the  last  election  he  put  in  a  lot  of  work. 

There's  iiothii);;  iii;iit  or  heavy  lliat  tlii*  frieii  1  of  ours  would  shirk. 

Klectiiui  day  down  at  tlie  polls  he  thoutrht  'twould  he  ilie  thinj; 

To  show  till-  po.iticians  tiiat  he  .-till  was  in  tht-  rinjjr; 

He  walked  with  them,  he  talked  witli  them,  until  they  reached  the  door. 

All  that  is  pa>t,  he'6  lixed  at  last,  he'll  never  work  no  mure. 

Ciioius. 

He's  on  the  police  force  now. 

And  no  funny  jokes  with  him  will  he  allow; 
lies  fond  of  •_'i'n  and  brandy,  and  his  job  comes  in  ipiitc  handy. 

For  he's  on  the  police  force  now. 

Last  year  the  people  voted  on  the  question  yes,  or  no. 

The  verilict  was  hi^'h  license,  so  the  pnor  irian  has  no  show; 

For  many  in  the  business,  oh.  tli.it  was  a  fatal  day. 

Tiwy're  lonesome,  abseiit-Miin<i»d,  siuee  MuU-ahy  went,  away. 

A  friend  of  miiie  no  IiccUm-  l'oI.  it  made  him  feel  ipiite  sad. 

lie  wei.t  to  see  the  mayor,  for  his  heart  was  tilled  with  mad; 

He  walked  with  him.  he  talked  with  him.  he  said  he  was  no  slob. 

They  tested  him.  he's  in  the  >wim.  he  lias  a  darlins,' job. 

('IIOIIIS. 

lie's  on  the  police  force  now, 

With  a  stiiile  of  satisfaction  on  his  brow; 
Althou^'h  he  sell?  no  li<iuor,  lit  is  "rowing  stent  and  thicker, 

For  he's  ou  the  police  force  now. 

One  dav  a  man  went  crazy,  just  as  crazy  tis  a  loon. 

He  thoilirlit  he  was  tlu'  cirele  'round  the  man  up  in  the  moon; 

He  often  went  out  eveiiins/s  when  it  was  very  dark,  / 

There  was  soniethiiiii  nmer  alioiit  him,  it  was  something  you  would  mark. 

At  last  one  day  they  laid  for  him.  and  tieil  him  with  a  rope. 

They  took  him  to  the  doctor's  and  th»'y  said  there  was  no  hojie; 

They  walke<l  witli  him,  they  talked  w  iih  him,  they  worked  on  him  in  vain, 

llm  health  is  sound,  he's  bit;  and  round,  but  he  lias  got  uo  brain. 

CUOBIS. 

He's  on  the  police  force  now, 

And  he's  always  out  of  sitrUt  wlien  there's  a  row;    . 
He  thinks  he  is  a  daisy,  but  it's  straight,  the  man  is  crazy, 

But  he's  on  the  police  force  now. 

A  friend  of  mine  wa'<  lazy,  always  idle,  a  disgrace. 

For  somehow  or  another,  lie  coulil  nirver  keep  a  place; 

He  met  with  (pie<  r  adventures  in  each  place  that  he  had  been, 

I  would  fell  you  of  his  virfiii-s  only  scandal  is  a  sin. 

He  worked  lit  thi^.  then  worked  Jit  that,  but  never  very  long. 

Though  clumsy  and  block-headed,  he  was  six  feet  tall  and  stronjj; 

He  tri«!d  for  it.  he  nnide  a  hit.  his  thanks  they  were  profuse, 

lie  hau  a  jog  just  like  a  log,  he  is  no  earthly  use. 

CUOBCS. 

lie's  on  the  police  force  now. 

All  he  do<'S  is  draw  his  wages,  that  I  vow; 
I  hear  he  has  stojiped  drinking,  hut  I  know  he's  stopped  thinkinf;. 

For  he's  ou  the  police  force  now. 


— .    »  >  » 


— Tcarlior:  James,  yon  liave  liecn  fighting.  I  can  tdl  it  l>y  tlie 
'  look  in  yotjr  eye.  James:  Yes,  but  you  should  see  tiie  look  in  the 
"i  other  boy's  eye. 


A   TRUE    LITTLE    HEART  AND    A 
TRUE    LITTLE    HOME. 

CopyriBht,  1M»,  by  Ben j.  W.  Hitchcock. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  nny  address,  i>ost-paid,  on  reeeipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otber  Soiitrs  for  One  iHillar.  by  H.  J.  Weliniaii,  l.Til  I'aik 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Fostagv  Sluintw  taken  saine  us  cash  fur  all  our  (rtHxlg. 

Words  and  Music  by  M.  H.  Rosonfeld. 

You've  wandered  afar  from  me,  leaving  me  lonely, 

You've  lingered  "mid  scenes  tluit  are  dazzling  and  bright; 
You've  left  the  fond  heart  that  was  true  t(t  you  only, 

The  smiles  that  were  once  all  your  joy  tind  delight. 
Though  sweet  are  the  gliiuces  that  others  may  profifer, 

Though  mtuiy  may  <;he<'r  )-<)u  wherever  you  roiuu; 
Ilcmember  when  weary,  my  darling,  I  offer 

A  true  little  heart  and  n  true  little  home. 

Cnoura.  , 

A  true  little  heart  and  a  true  little  home, 

A  sweet  word  of  welcome  whenever  yotj  come; 

A  fond,  loving  smi!e  that  is  yours  all  the  while, 

Oh,  come  back  again  to  your  own  bonnie  home; 

Oh,  come  back  again,  come  back  again, 

Oh,  come  back  again  to  your  own  ixiimie  liomc. 

No  ■:\'ord  of  reproof,  love,  shall  evermore  greet  you, 

When  back  you  return  like  a  bird  to  its  nest; 
With  fondest  affectiou  I  eager  will  meet  you, 

No  feeling  of  anger  remain  in  m}-  breast. 
Tliough  lured  from  my  bo.soni,  false  friends  will  forsake  you, 

Whose  love  will  depart  like  the  .sea's  melting  foam; 
I'll  keep  for  you,  darling,  till  back  your  steps  take  you, 

A  true  little  heart  and  u  true  little  home. — Cnouus. 


—  *  >  »  ■ 


STEVE    O'DONNELL'S    WAKE. 

Copyriifht.  1HS9,  l)y  Cha.«.  D.  Blake  &  Co. 

The  AVortls  and  Music  of  this  Sontf  will  l)e  si'iit  to  nny  addn  ss,  pof^t-iyiid,  on  recoint  of  10  I 
cents;  or  this  loid  an.v  two  other  Soiiifs  for  One  I><illar.  by  H.  J.  Wehiiian,  I'M  Park  , 

How,  New  Y'ork  City.     Posta^ire  Stamps  taken  sxtnie  a.s  cash  for  all  our  ffoods. 

Words  and  Musi<'  by  Frank  C.  Ttn  ncr. 

Steve  O'Donnell  was  a  gentleman,  so  evi-ryboiiv  said. 

He  was  liked  by  all  his  friends,  both  rich  and  poor,  * 

So  of  course  they  all  felt  sorry  when  they  heard  that  he  was  dead, 

.•\nd  they  saw  "a  piece  of  crtitie  hung  oii  his  door; 
Now  undertaker  Feeney  had  the  job  to  lay  him  out. 

He  got  a  casket  of  the  tinest  make; 
And  he  dressed  the  corpse  in  broadcloth,  and  said:  Boys  1  have  no  doubt 

'^'ou  will  all  renienil>er  Steve  O'Dounell's  wake. 

CnoKi's. 

There  were  biters,  there  were  fighters,  lots  of  dynaniitem. 
There  was  beer,  and  there  was  whiskey,  wine  and  cake; 

There  were  men  in  high  positions,  there  were  Irish  iK)litician(i, 
And  they  all  got  drunk  at  Steve  O'Douuell's  wake. 

A  barber  came  and  shaved  his  (Jalway  sluggcTs  from  his  throat. 

And  cut  his  hair  a  la  la  pompadour; 
A  red  necktie  and  buttonhole  f)oiiciuet  was  in  his  coat. 

And  a  bunch  of  shamrocks  in  his  hand  he  bore. 
There  was  thirteen  candles  at  his  head  and  twenty  at  hie  side, 

.•\nd  lots  of  tlowers  sent  for  friendship's  sake; 
'i'crra,  Steve,  my  h'ye,  why  did  yon  die.  the  weeping  widow  cried. 

Sure,  we  all  felt  bad  at  Steve  O'Donnell's  wake.— <.'uoBUd. 

Now  Mike  McGovem  said  he  thought  O'Donnell  was  a  Jew, 

Of  course,  he  only  meant  it  for  a  joke; 
Hut  Patsey  Mack  got  up  his  back  and  at  McGovern  flew. 

And  he  hit  him  in  the  eye  an  awful  poke. 
Sure  all  hands  began  a-fighting  then,  for  everyone  was  mad, 

Atid  bhxsl  enough  was  spilled  to  form  a  lake; 
They  knocked  the  corpse  u|)on  the  floor  and  blew  out  all  the  lights. 

There  was  murder  down  at  Steve  O'Duuueira  wake.— Chorus. 

The  police  came  in  and  stopped  the  row  and  made  them  understand. 

The  corpse  was  picked  up  l)y  his  brother.  Dan; 
But  someone  stole  the  necktie  that  was  'round  O'Donnell's  throat, 

Tim  f)'Ueilly  said  MctJovem  was  the  man. 
*rhen  MctJoverii's  friends  got  crazy  mad  and  swore  they'd  have  his  life, 

O'Ueilly  saw  he  made  a  big  mistake; 
But  he  fought  and  yelled,  and  danced  around  until  the  cope  came  in 

And  arrested  all  at  Steve  O'Donnell's  wake.— CuoKfs. 


do  we  Stick  most  closely  to  business?"  asked  i 
"At  the  mucilage,  I  suppose,"  replied  the  ), 


— "At  what  age 
the  Horse  Editor. 
Snake  Editor,  gazing  pensively  at  Lis  ])aste-pot 


— Miss  Griggs;  Your  friend.  Miss  Ilightone,  is  very  nnisicnl,  I 
lictir.    Mr.  IVrkins:  Yes.    She  lives  in  fpiite  a  musical  atmosphere. 
"  So  I  should  judge.     I've  noticed  over  tUeir  frwit  door  that  she 
'  lives  in  a  '  B  Flat.  '  .:  1  '   ; ;     :  ?. ' ;  v - 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.  26. 


THE    O'BRANNIGAN    FUSILEEHS. 

.:"'.■.  v.;  Copyright,  1889,  by  Sjwulding  &  Komder.  ■    ^:C\^-i'-: 'k  %'■':' . 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Flynn. 

Allow  me  now,  please,  to  introduce  a  warrior  bold  and  tnie, 

A  man  of  fame  and  glorious  name  in  O'Brannigau  (inard>^  of  bine; 

We  were  never  en{;;ai,'ed  in  a  regular  war,  if  we  should  we'd  prove  the  best, 

For  we'd  stop  the  pistol  and  cannon  halls  witli  the  flaiiuele  upon  our  chest. 

Our  ca])tiiin'M  name  is  Mike  Malone,  he's  the  man  that  don't  like  work. 

He  la  very  fond  of  fighting,  and  at  drinking  he's  a  Turk; 

But  when  we're  out  on  a  i)romenade  the  air  resounds  with  cheers. 

For  there's  not  a  braver  lot  of  men  than  the  O'Brauuigau  Fusllcers. 

CnoRrs. 

Oh.  ain't  wc  sweet,  so  nice  and  neat. 

The  j)et8  of  all  the  lovely  cooks  and  maids; 
Our  style  bewitching  captivates  the  people,  .     . 

Rich  and  poor  iu  every  grade. 
For  fun  and  wine  we're  "right  in  line. 

We  take  the  prize  from  the  famous  Bowery  Grenadiers; 
An  elegant,  sweet  fashion  plate, 

Jolly  party,  brave  and  hearty  fusilcers,  the  O'Braunigan  Blues. 

Our  battle  cry:  We'll  booze  or  die!  ie  known  both  far  and  near. 

There's  not  a  man  in  the  whole  command  but  can  run  like  a  mountain  deer; 

In  the  heat  of  war  when  the  bullets  arc  tliick  we  are  sure' to  be  always  found, 

And  that's  under  the  anuinition  truck  a-slceping  upon  the  ground. 

Just  fourteen  balls  have  pierced  this  noble,  manly  breast  of  mine,  . 

They  were  codfleh  balls,  1  ate  them  all  one  day  at  dinner  time; 

And  our  gatlin;' guns  are  loaded  with  rum,  and  onr  canteens  full  of  beer. 

For  divil  a  hand  is  a  temp'ranco  man  in  the  O'Braunigan  Fusileers.— Chorus. 

Our  marching  is  like  the  forty  thieves,  we  crawl  along  like  snails, 

The  captain  tells  us  every  day  that  we'll  all  land  in  the  jail; 

I  have  had  my  head  cut  off  three  times,  I  mean  my  head  of  hair. 

And  one  day  I  got  a  fatal  wound  with  the  leg  of  an  iron  chair.    •      '.    . 

But  I  hear  the  bugle  sounding,  sure,  it  must  oe  dinner  time, 

And  my  appetite  is  very  strong,  I'm  never  left  behind; 

And  this  maxim  I  will  always  keep,  for  to  eat  when  grub  is  near. 

For  we  only  get  one  meal  u  week  in  the  O'Braunigan  Fusileers.— Chorus. 


Farewell,   Dear  Heart,   Farewe 
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SHE'S   MY   HEART'S   DELIGHT. 
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Words  by  J.  F.  Staley.    Music  by  George  C.  Staley.     ... 

Along  the  mountain  path  she  glides,  enwrapped  in  childish  mirth, 

ller  voice  is  heard  by  faithful  gnides,  who  have  loved  her  from  her  birth; 

Her  siHilit  face  reveals  within  a  nature  pure  and  sweet, 

To  me  she's  one  so  rarely  seen,  my  own,  my  joy  complete.  '   ^\. 

Rkfrain. 

For  I  love  you,  my  baby  s;irl, 
With  eyes  so  blue  and  hair  iu  cnrl; 
Treasure  mine,  with  cheeks  so  fair. 
Angels  will  guard  thee  is  ever  my  prayer. 

^  Chorus.  ;      .,• 

She's  my  heart's  delight,  so  fair  and  60  sweet, 

My  treasure  bright  I  fondly  greet; 

Her  childish  heart  as  pure  "as  the  pearl,  i  .        ^ 

My  own,  my  baby  girl. 

When  morning's  sun  has  kissed  the  rose  she's  romping,  blithe  and  gay. 

Refreshed  by  slumber's  sweet  repose,  she  is  bright  throughout  the  day; 

Her  face,  e'er  beaming  with  delight,  is  one  we  londly  greet. 

No  Star  could  e'er  reflect  more  bright,  my  own,  my  joy  complete.— Rep.  &  Cho. 


JOHN    SULLIVAN,   MY   JO! 


As  recited  by  Willie  Wildwave. 


John  Sullivan,  my  Jo,  John,  you've  earned  a  great  renown. 
First  slugger  of  the  universe  an'  pride  of  lioston  town;  " 

But  now  you've  got  ambition,  John,  to  Congress  halls  to  go,  .   ' 
You'll  find  they  light  less  fairly  there,  John  Sullivan,  my  Jol 

John  Sullivan,  my  Jo,  John,  you've  had  full  many  a  "  mill," 

You  vanquished  every  foe,  Jolin,  remaining  champion  still; 

But  yours  were  blows  dealt  fairly,  John,  while  in  Congress  soon  you'll  know 

They  gouge  and  strike  below  the  belt,  John  Sullivan,  my  Jo! 

John  Sullivan,  my  Jo,  John,  it  e'er  has  been  3'our  plan  " 

To  take  your  medicine  straight,  John,  nor  kick  a  fallen  man; 
But  you'li  find  a  different  rule,  John,  in  Congress,  if  you  go,    . 
They  will,  1  fear,  corrupt  you  there,  John  Sullivan,  my  Jol  .     ' 

John  Sullivan,  my  .To,  John,  oh.  do  not  go  down  there, 
'Tis  trick  and  bluff  that  win.  .John,  and  not  the  game  that's  square; 
Your  simple  heart  would  fire  un,  John,  to  watch  their  faking  show. 
An'  eke  some  day  you'd  clear  the  house,  John  Sullivan,  my  Jo! 

John  Sullivan,  my  Jo,  John,  I  know  just  how  yon  feel. 

And  bow  you'd  swing  those  iron  arms  and  bands  like  slings  of  steel; 

Those  taking  chatw  would  rile  you,  John,  so,  sonny,  do  not  go. 

The  prize  ring's  the  more  honest  "  ring,"  John  Sullivan,  my  Jol       -     " 


i^S^yAiUn-A^^^u 


Though  cruel  fate  should  .sever  Ibcc 

Iu  an.nuish  from  1113-  loving  heart.  ;  " 

Thine  image  e'er  shall  rest  w  ith  me  ;, ,     . 

Despite  that  we  are  thni.st  apart;  .    ; 

For  love  like  mine  not  time  nor  place 

Can  blithe  wliile  life,  while  life  within  me  dwell 
One  more  fond  ghince  of  th}'  .sweet  face. 

Then,  Mercides,  farewell!  farewell:  ~ 

ClIOKUS. 

Farewell,  dear  heart,  farewell,  ah,  we  shtill  meet  again. 
Though  now  we  part  in  sorrow  and  in  jiaiii; 

Farewell,  tlie  thought  of  thee  sweet  hope  has  l»rought  to 
A  i)iomise  that  we'll  meet,  will  meet  again; 
Farewell!  farewell!  farewell! 

In  vain  they  tear  thee  from  me  now. 

For  love  sliall  live  till  life  is  done; 
What  though  in  sorrow  I  mu.st  bow. 

Our  hands  they  part,  our  hc;uts  are  one. 
Though  severed  far  as  earth  from  j-i;}-. 

Thy  love,  thy  love  witliin  my  soul  shall  dwell; 
Sweetheart,  I  jield  fnie  jxirliiig  sigh. 

Ah,  Mercides,  farewell!  farewell! — C'nouus. 


ue, 


SAFE   IN   THE   HARBOR. 
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Words  and  Musie  by  M.  J.  Cavanagli. 


Bound  homeward,  our  good  ship  sjieeds  over  the  "wave 

Each  snowy  sail  spreinl  to  tiie  breeze; 
Our  hearts  are  as  light  as  the  favoring  g:de      ;.   ' 

That  bears  us  away  o'er  the  seas. 
To  loved  ones,  who've  waited  our  coming  l)y  da}', 

And  j)rayed  for  the  sailor  at  night; 
The  fears  of  the  anxious  shall  soon  fade  away. 

With  home  and  the  harlx)r  in  sight. 

Re?"I!AIN. 

Two  sweet  eyes  of  blue,  and  a  heart  as  true 
As  the  stars  in  the  lieaveus  al)ovc. 

Awaits  there  for  Jack,  to  welcome  him  back 
To  that  haven  of  joy  and  love. 

Chokus. 

Safe  in  the  harbor  at  hist, 

Safe  with  the  joy  of  my  heart; 
Her  loving  embrace  w  ill  sorrow  efTacc, 

Ah,  never  again  to  juirt. 
Safe  from  the  tempest  juid  wave, 

The  gates  of  our  haven  are  past, 
And  bright  lights  asliore  now  greet  us  no  more, 

We're  safe  in  tlie  harbor  at  last; 
We're  safe  in  the  h.irbor.  we're  safe  in  the  harbor, 

We're  safe  in  tlie  harl)or  at  last. 

In  a  little  white  cottage  high  up  on  the  craigs 

A  beacon  of  love  ever  burns; 
And  two  loving  eyes  g.i/.es  out  o'er  the  main. 

She  waits  for  her  siiilor's  return. 
Thro'  death  and  darkness  of  night,  when  the  storm 

Rages  kmd  in  its  fury  and  might, 
For  him  who  is  out  on  the  treat^herous  wave 

The  lamp  at  the  window  burns  bright. — Kek.  &  Cnb, 


1 


■"  Poverty  is  no  disgrace,"  saitj  Jinks.  "  In  many  caies  it  is 
something  to  be  proud  of."  "  Yul,"  replied  Jones.  "  It's  a  con- 
stant struggle  with  me  to  keep  mwf^ride  down." — Merchant  jraveler 

— French  Girl:  Papa,  a  man  who  looks  like  an  American 
serving  those  gloves  iu  the  window.    .Wtiat  sliall  I  ask  f) 
Shopkeeix;r:  Twenty  dollars.    AIiu»-^(entcriug);  How  mucl 
twenty  dollars.  Man:  Sar-fttjiToliopkeeper:  Forty  cents, } 
— Omaha  World.  *^ 
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I'LL  PARALYZE  THE  MAN  THAT 
SAYS    McG-INTY. 

Copyright.  1890,  by  M.  H.  Row-nftkl. 
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Words  by  Ed.  E.  Pidgeun.    Music  by  M.  H.  Rosenfeld, 


I'm  a  meek  and  quiet  man.  but  Id  Lave  jou  understan* 

That  sometimes,  sure.  I'm  driven  to  the  wall; 
'Tis  hard  to  get  me  rile(J,  for  me  temper's  very  mild, 

And  a  little  joke  I  never  mind  at  all. 
But  one  day  it  came  my  turn,  and  I'd  have  ye  all  to  learn, 

That  here's  tlie  rea.son  why  I  can't  get  bail: 
Sure,  last  night  a  man  I  killed,  and  his  hide  with  bullets  filled, 

And  this  is  why  they  landed  me  in  jail^ 

ClIOHUS. 

You  ought  ter  seen  me  lick  him.  and  stick  him,  and  kick  him. 
You  ought  ter  seen  me  grab  him,  and  slab  him  to  the  lloor; 
I'll  stand  a  joke  of  any  kind,  no  matter  what  it  be. 
But  I'll  paralyze  the  man  that  says  McGinty. 

T'other  day  in  Jordan's  place,  wliere  I  often  wet  my  face, 

We  were  having  just  a  little  social  smile, 
When  McNulty  he  dropped  'round,  and  says  he  to  me  he's  found. 

While  the  rogue  lie  meant  McGintv  all  the  wliile. 
But  I  asked  hinj  who  he  meant,  before  outside  he  went. 

Then  he  poked  me  in  the  ribs  and  .said,  says  he: 
Why,  McGinty,  you  old  jay!  but  before  he  went  away, 

I  kicked  him  where  his  bustle  ought  to  be. — Cuouus. 

Now  when  I  come  from  work,  ju.st  as  tired  as  a  Turk, 

I  like  to  have  me  little  mite  o'  rest; 
And  I'm  as  (piiet  as  a  mouse  in  my  nate  and  dacent  hou-se, 

And  always  have  a  welcome  for  each  guest. 
But  last  night  at  wan  o'clock,  sure,  I  heard  a  rousin'  knock. 

And  a  neighbor  met  me  at  the  door,  says  he: 
We  want  to  raise  the  price  for  to  put  him  on  the  ice! 

Who's  that?  says  I.     Says  he,  why,  Dau  McGinty. — CnoRUS. 


PERRY'S  VICTOR Y. 

Tunc — "Admiral  Benbow." 
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We  sailed  to  and  fro  in  Erie's  broad  lake 
To  find  British  Imllies  or  gel  into  their  wake; 
When  we  hoisted  our  canvas  with  true  Yankee  .speed, 
And  the  brave  Captain  Perry  our  scpiadrou  did  lead. 

We  sailed  thro'  the  lake,  boys,  in  search  of  the  foe. 

In  the  cause  of  Columbia  tmr  brav'ry  to  show; 

To  be  cfpial  in  comljut  w  as  all  our  delight. 

As  we  wished  the  proud  Britons  to  ku(;w  we  could  fight. 

And  whether  like  Yeo,  hoys,  they'd  taken  affriglit, 
We  could  see  nrit,  nor  find  them  by  day  or  by  night; 
So  a-cruising  we  went  in  a  glorious  cause. 
In  defence  of  our  rights,  our  freedom  and  laws. 

At  length  to  our  liking  six  sails  hove  In  view, 
Hu/za!  .says  brave  Perry,  huzza!  says  his  crew; 
And  then  for  tlie  ch;isc,  boys,  with  our  brave  little  crew. 
We  fell  in  with  the  bullies  and  gave  them  "  burgoo." 

Though  the  force  was  unequal,  determined  to  fight 

We  brought  them  to  action  before  it  was  night; 

We  let  loose  our  thunder,  our  bullets  did  fly — 

"  Now  give  them  your  shot,  boys!  "our  commander  did  cry. 

We  gave  them  a  l)roadside,  our  cannon  to  try, 
"  Well  done,"  says  brave  Perry,  "  for  quarter  they'll  cry. 
Shot  well  home,  mj*  brave  b«)ys,  they  shortl}'  shall  see 
That  quite  brave  as  they  are,  still  braver  are  we." 

Then  we  drew  up  our  squadron,  each  man  full  of  fight. 
And  put  the  brave  Britons  in  a  terrible  plight; 
The  l)rave  Perry's  movements  will  prove  fully  as  bold 
As  the  fam'd  Admiral  Nelson's  prowess  of  ol^. 

The  conflict  was  sliarp,  boy.s,  each  man  to  his  gun. 
For  our  country,  her  glory,  the  vict'ry  was  won; 
So  si.x  sail  (the  whole  tieet)  was  our  fortune  to  take. 
Here's  u  health  to  brave  Perry  who  governs  the  lake. 


MULHALEY  ON  BASEBALL. 

By  (ieorjre  F.  .Marion. 

I'm  sorely  perplexed  about  a  son  of  mine, 

Who's  a  victim  of  this  ball  game; 
And  from  the  way  I've  lieard  of  his  goings  on, 

'Pon  my  word,  I  think  the  gossoon's  insane. 

Less  than  a  wee  short  year  ago 

A  iR'tter  boy  ne'er  trod  our  street. 
But  now  he's  bunged  and  battered. 

It's  li  wonder  at  all  he  keeps  his  feet. 
Now  phat  this  b.aseball  bawling  is. 

Faith,  I  really  can't  understand. 
But  the  crimes  they  cr)inmit  and  the  devilfj-  the}'^  do 

Would  disgrace  any  civilize<l  laud. 

Sure,  I've  not  the  heart  to  stand  fornist  the  bar 

And  convict  me  only  child. 
But  when  I  think  of  what  he'll  be  after  doing. 

It  almost  drives  nic  wild. 

He's  guilty,  there's  never  a  doubt,  upon  me  word, 

I  know  that  his  course  is  run; 
At  every  step  I  fear  some  policeman  will  .say: 

Mulhale}',  I  want  your  son! 
Yesterday  mora,  when  I'd  gone  to  me  work. 

He  had  me  white  Sunday  pants  cut  off  at  the  knees. 
And,  with  a  shirt  .scollo{>ed  over  like  a  circus  man. 

He  starts  out,  as  bold  as  ye  please. 
He  went  to  hunt  for  a  diamond,  he  said: 

(I  suppose,  to  rob  some  jewelry  store). 
And,  from  what  I  hear,  the  clerks  were  in. 

And  indulged  in  a  sort  of  war. 

He  said  tliey  knocked  the  pitclier  out  of  the  box. 

For  each  one  has  a  club  called  a  bat; 
The  one  he  had  I  buried  deep  in  the  cellar. 

For  he  says  he  knocked  the  poor  man  out  with  that. 
He  boa.sts  of  having  rapped  him  .several  times, 

And  for  each  welt  captured  a  ba.se. 
And,  worst  than  all,  he  says  in  the  si.xth. 

For  two  bags  he  caught  him  square  in  the  face.    .    - 
He  says  he  was  thrown  out  while  stealing  home, 

(I  suppose,  'twas  with  some  of  the  swag). 
The  cold-hearted  wretch  then  told  me 

The  next  two  men  tlu;n  died  at  the  bag. 

I  can  hardly  believe  it's  mc  own  son 

That  stands  before  me  own  eyes. 
And  says,  in  the  midst  of  his  hideous  work. 

He  went  out  in  the  field  catching  flies. 
Then  they  whitewa-slied  their  victims, 

(I  suppose,  to  cover  the  traces  of  crime). 
And,  worst  of  all,  roasted  the  umpire  alive 

For  standing  in  \vith  the  other  nine. 

There  was  ten,  I  suppo.sc,  standing  about. 

For  he  assures  me  as  a  fact. 
With  a  double  he  made  in  the  lucky  .seventh, 

He  ripped  the  whole  crowd  up  the  back. 

I'm  afraid  if  I  go  home  to  sleep. 

He'll  murder  us  all  in  our  beds; 
By  the  morn,  I  suppose,  the  police  will  know  all. 

And  offer  a  price  for  Ids  head. 
I  think  to  the  court-house  I'd  better  go 

And  have  a  talk  wid  the  chief  of  police. 
And,  if  he's  allowed  to  stop  in  the  house  this  night, 

I'll  have  him  bound  over  to  keep  the  peace. 


^  ^. 


^■■: 


THE    PILOT. 


By  8.  Nelson. 
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Oh.  pilot!  'tis  a  fearful  night,  therp'H  daniror  on  the  dccj). 
Ill  come  and  pace  the  <\vck  with  tliep.  T  <li>  not  dure  to  !<leej>; 
<Jo  down!  the  (>ailor  cried.  1:0  down,  this  in  no  jila'-e  for  ttiee, 
Fear  not!  but  triint  in  I'rovidciicc,  wlierever  tlioii  may'st  lie. 

Oh,  pilot,  (InnperK  often  met  wo  all  arc  apt  to  fli;;ht. 

And  thou  hiipt  known  thc^e  rus:inK  waves,  but  to  entwine  thcirmight; 

It  iH  not  apathy,  lie  cried,  that  cives  thin  Btreimtli  to  me. 

Fear  not!  but  truHt  in  I»rovidence,  \.herever  tliou  niay'st  be. 

On  Buch  a  night  the  pea  cnfriilphM  my  fatlier's  lifeleps  form. 
My  only  brother's  boat  went  down  in  just  so  wild  a  storm; 
And  such,  perhaiw,  may  lie  my  fate,  but  ulill  I  say  to  thee: 
F«ar  not  I  bnt  trust  in  Providence,  wherever  thou  may'st  be. 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  26. 


THE    LITTLE^  FAMILY. 

Svntl  J'our  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Weliman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receir* 
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There  was  a  little  family  -vvlio  lived  in  Belliaiij', 

Two  sisters  and  a  brother  dwelt  lliere  quite  happilj'; 

In  praying  and  in  praising,  like  angels  in  the  sky. 

At  morning  and  at  evening  they  raised  their  voices  high. 

They  lived  in  peace  and  quietness  through  many  changing  years, 
And  laid  away  tljeir  treasures  beyond  the  vale  of  tears; 
Though  very  poor  and  moneyless,  their  kindness  made  amends. 
Their  home  was  always  open  to  Jesus  and  His  friends. 

liut  while  the}'  lived  so  happy,  so  kind,  so  pure,  .so  good, 
Tlieir  brother  was  atiiicted,  and  to  his  couch  confined; 
In  faithful,  i)atieiit  nursing  they  with  each  other  vied. 
But  vain  were  all  their  efforts,  he  lingered  on  and  died. 

The  Jews  came  to  the  si-sters  and  laid  Lazarus  in  the  tomb. 
They  tried  to  solace,  comfort  tliem,  and  drive  away  their  gloom; 
When  Jesus  heard  tlie  tidings  in  a  far-distant  laud, 
lie  journeyed  forth  to  Bethany  to  see  this  little  band. 

When  ^lartlia  saw  Him  coming  she  met  Him  on  the  way. 
And  told  Him  that  her  brotlier  Jiad  died  and  pa.ssed  away; 
He  ble.ssed  lier  and  lie  cliecred  lier,  and  told  her  not  to  weep. 
For  in  Him  there  was  the  power  to  raise  him  from  his  sleep. 

"When  ^laiy  noticed  His  approach  she  ran  and  met  Him,  too. 
And  at  His  feet,  distressful,  rehearsed  the  tale  of  woe; 
Jesus  was  sorely  troubled.  He  .sought  to  heal  their  wound, 
And  wept  until  the}'  showed  Him  where  Lazarus  was  entombed. 

They  rolled  away  the  cov'ring,  He  looked  upon  the  grave, 
And  prayed  unto  His  Father  this  buried  friend  to  save; 
When,  lo!  with  life  and  strength  renewed  young  Lazarus  arose, 
Again  on  earth  to  praise  the  Lord  till  life  once  more  should  close. 

So  if  we  but  love  Jesus,  and  do  His  holy  will. 
Like  Martha  and  like  Mary  we  always  serve  Ilim  well; 
From  (ieatli  He  will  redeem  us,  will  take  us  to  the  sky, 
And  bid  us  live  forever  where  pleasures  never  die. 
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THAT'S    MY    BOY. 

CopjTight,  1K89;  hy  M.  Witmork  &  Sons. 

The  Words  and  Mujiic  of  this  Song  will  bo  sent  to  ay  anddress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
cents;  or  tliiaaiid  any  two  other  Songii  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \\eliniaii,  ISu  Park 
How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stomps  ta.kfn  same  aaca«h  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Juliu?  P.  Wltmark. 
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The  distant  days  of  childhood  come  back  again  to  me, 

The  dear  old  face  of  mother  in  fancy  I  can  see; 

Her  smile,  so  sweet  and  loving,  would  banish  every  care. 

Her  gentle  voice  at  twilight's  close  taught  me  a  mother's  prayer. 

The  years  rolled  quickly  onward,  to  manhood  I  had  grown. 

And  one  day  duty  forced  me  to  leave  her  all  alone; 

How  fondly  she  embraced  me  when  parting  on  the  quay. 

And  in  my  car  still  lingers  sweet  her  farewell  words  to  me: 

ClTOUUS. 
Be  upright,  brave  and  truthful,  where'er  j'our  lot  is  cjist. 
That  little  word  of  lionesty  contains  a  meaning  vast; 
Tho'  fortune's  smile  may  shun  you,  'twill  fill  my  heart  with  joy 
To  proudly  say  to  all  the  world:  That's  my  boy. 

The  words  she  spoke  when  parting  I've  treasured  all  my  life, 

How  often  have  the\'  cheered  me  thro'  trouble,  toil  and  strife; 

Upon  the  ticld  of  battle,  amid  the  cannon's  roar, 

I  heard  her  whispered  blessing  just  as  sweetly  as  of  yore. 

No  more  she  waits  my  coming  to  take  me  to  her  breast,       .-      .7 

Beneath  the  churchyard  mosses  she  slumbers  now  at  rest; 

But  when  the  twilight  shadows  fall  softly  o'er  the  lea. 

The  echo  of  my  mother's  voice  comes  back  again  to  me: — Cnonus. 


— Botanist:  Tliis,  Miss  Harlem,  is  the  tobacco  plant.  Miss  Har- 
lem: How  interesting!  And  when  does  it  begin  to  bear  cigarettes? 
—  Time. 

— "  Yours  is  an  agricultural  countwj'isn't  it?"  asked  a  man  on 
the  limited  of  his  new  acquaintanpefrom  Dakota.  "Yes,  pard- 
ner."  "What  do  you  raise.^^^ifostly?"  "Jack  jwts." — Drake's 
Magazine. 


■      YOUNG-  HENRY. 

Send  your  name  and  addres.s  to  11.  J.  Wehman.  130  Park  Row.  New  York  City,  an  1  receive 
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Come  all  young  men  and  maidens,  attention  to  my  rhymf, 
'Tis  of  a  fair  young  damsel,  the  fairest  of  her  clime; 
More  beauteous  than  the  lily,  or  rose  at  early  dawn. 
And  known  as  lovely  Caroline,  of  Edinboro'  town. 

Young  Henry  wjxs  a  noted  man,  and  courting  her  he  cante. 
But  this  her  parents  quite  opposed  and  'gainst  him  did  declaim; 
So  as  he  was  a  wicked  one  he  unto  her  did  say:  i 

Ari.se,  my  lovel}'  Caroline,  and  with  me  haste  away. 


We'll  hie  away  to  London,  and  there  we'll  wed  with  .spew, 
And  there  together  we  will  tind  true  happiness  indeed; 
Thus  being  enticed  by'Henry,  to  none  siie  made  it  knowii. 
And  away  went  lovely  Caroline,  of  Edinboro'  town. 

Away  o'er  hills  and  mountains  together  the}'  did  roam, 
And  finallv  reached  Loudon,  far  from  her  happy  home; 
She  said:  My  dearest  Henry,  you  must  not  on  me  frown j 
"  reak  the  heart  of  Caroline,  of  Edinboro'  towm 


Or  you'll  brt 


^^ 


They  had  not  been  in  London  much  more  than  half  a  3'ear, 
Before  iiard-hearted  Henry  ]>roved  cni(;l  and  severe; 
He  said  he  went  to  see  her  friends  and  they  did  on  him  frown. 
So  beg  your  way  without  delay  to  Edinboro'  town. 

!Much  grieved,  and  finding  no  relief,  this  damsel  she  did  go 
Out  to  the  woods  to  i)liick  such  fruit  as  on  the  bushes  grow; 
Some  .strangers  saw  and  pitied  her  and  some  on  her  did  frown. 
And  some  did  say:  Why  did  you  stray  from  Edinboro'  town? 

She  hastened  to  the  river  side  and  there  sat  down  to  cry, 
L'oheedful  of  the  many  ships  as  they  were  passing  by; 
Then  with  a  scream  for  Henry  she  ])lunge(l  into  the  main. 
And  away  floated  Caroline,  of  l^dinboro'  town. 

Now  all  you  tender  parents  ne'er  try  to  part  true  love. 
For  sure  you'll  see  in  some  degree  the  ruin  it  will  prove; 
Likewise,  yoiuig  men  and  maidens,  ne'er  on  your  true  love  frown. 
Think  of  the  fate  of  Caroline,  of  Edinboro'  town. 


EVERY   INCH   A   SAILOR. 


Words  and  Music  by  John  Read. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
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Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

My  nticle  .Tack  is  what  some  i)eople  call  a  jolly  tar, 
Aiitl  I  should  think  thai  he  was  born  beneath  u  lucky  8tar; 
If  all  is  trne,  that  he's  i^oiie  throiiirh.  a  wonder  he  niuet  be, 
IIe"8  every  inch  a  sailor,  and  was  born  npoii  the  sea; 
Jack  ie  every  inch  a  sailor,  fivc-and-tweiitv  j-earp  a  whaler. 
Jack  is  every  inch  a  eailor,  bom  upon  the  Wight  blue  sea. 

CD0RU9. 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  flve-and-twcnty  years  a  whaler. 
Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  born  upon  the  bright  blue  sea. 

On  a  Blorniy  night  it's  my  delight  to  mix  a  glass  of  p-og. 

And  then  get  Jack  to  spin  a  varn  \)cfon;  tlie  burning  log; 

And  aflcr  you've  been  lintcning  to  all  that  he  has  paid, 
I  You  feel  so  frightened  that  you  cannot  go  alone  to  bed; 

'  Jack  i«  every  inch  a  sailor,  five-and-tweiitj-  yeart-  a  whaler. 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  born  ujxin  the  bright  blue  sea. — Chobcb. 

One  night,  said  he:  While  out  at  sea  there  came  a  dreadful  gale. 

Which  wa-ihed  me  overboard  and  I  was  swallowed  by  a  whale; 

And  there  I  lived  for  twenty  days  a  wandering  alioiit. 

Then  seized  the  wliale  right  by  the  tail  and  turned  him  inside  out; 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  five-and-twenty  j-ears  a  whaler. 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  bom  upon  the" bright  blue  sea.— Chorus. 

So  if  you  wisli  to  pass  a  pleasant  hour  or  two  away. 

Just  call  and  see  old  uncle  Jack,  and  Iben  I  think  you'll  Bay: 

He's  every  inch  a  sailor,  and  as  jolly  as  can  be. 

For  manj-  years  a  whaler,  quite  a  hero  of  the  sea; 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  fivc-and-tw^ty  yearw  a  whaler. 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  eailor,  born  njwn  the  bright  blue  sea.— Chobus. 


— Young  Wife:  You  should  have  tasted  the  pies  dear  mother 
used  to  make.  Cynical  Hubby:  Yours,  my  dear,  are  quite  heavy 
enough  for  me  to  l)ear. — N.  Y.  News. 

— Prospective  Tourist:  I'm  going  W'cst  because  I  have  reason  lo 
believe  that  its  a  great  place  to  settle  in.  Returned  Tourist:  I'm 
not  so  sure  of  that;  I  lived  there  ten  years  myself,  and  never  paid 
a  bill  while  I  was  there. — Philadelphia  Inquirer. 
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I'LL  PARALYZE  THE  MAN  THAT 
SAYS    McGINTY. 


Copyright.  1890,  h>-  M.  II.  Ruaenft-ld. 
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Words  by  Ed.  £.  Pidgeon.    Music  by  M.  II.  Rosenfeld, 


I'm  a  meek  and  quiet  man.  but  I'd  have  j'ou  understan' 

That  sometimes,  sure.  I'm  driven  to  the  wall; 
'Tis  hard  to  get  me  riled,  for  me  temper's  very  mild, 

And  a  little  joke  I  never  mind  at  all. 
But  one  day  it  came  my  turn,  and  I'd  have  ye  all  to  learn, 

That  here's  the  reason  why  I  can't  get  bail: 
Sure,  last  night  a  man  I  killed,  and  his  hide  with  bullets  filled, 

And  this  is  why  they  lauded  me  in  jail^ 

Choiics. 

You  ought  ter  seen  me  lick  him.  and  .stick  him,  and  kick  him, 
You  ought  tor  seen  me  grab  him,  and  slab  him  to  the  lloor; 
I'll  stand  a  joke  of  any  kind,  no  matter  what  it  be. 
But  I'll  paralyze  the  man  that  says  McGinty. 

T'other  day  in  Jordan's  place,  where  I  often  wet  my  face, 

We  were  having  just  a  little  .social  smile. 
When  McNulty  he  dropped  'round,  and  says  he  to  me  he's  found, 

While  the  rogue  he  meant  McGinty  all  the  while. 
But  I  asked  him  who  he  meant,  before  out.side  he  went. 

Then  he  poked  me  in  the  ribs  and  said,  says  he: 
Why.  McGinty,  you  old  jay!  Init  before  he  went  away, 

I  kicked  him  where  his  bustle  ought  to  be. — CnoKLs. 

« 

Now  when  I  come  from  work,  just  as  tired  a.s  a  Turk, 

I  like  to  have  me  little  mite  o'  rest; 
And  I'm  as  (juiet  as  a  mouse  in  my  nate  and  daccnt  house, 

And  always  have  a  welcome  for  each  guest. 
But  last  night  at  wan  o'clock,  sure,  I  heard  a  rou.sin'  knock. 

And  a  neighbor  met  me  at  the  door,  says  he: 
We  want  to  raise  the  price  for  to  put  hini  on  the  ice  I 

Who's  that?  says  I.     Says  he,  why,  Dau  McGinty.— CnORUS. 


PERRY^S  VICTORY. 

Tuno— "Admiral  Bcnbow." 
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We  sailed  to  and  fro  in  Erie's  broad  lake 
To  find  British  bullies  or  gel  into  their  wake; 
When  we  hoi.sted  our  canvas  with  true  Yankee  .speed, 
And  the  brave  Captain  Perry  our  squadron  ditl  lead. 

We  sailed  thro'  the  lake.  boys,  in  .search  of  the  foe, 

In  the  cause  of  Columbia  f.>ur  brav'ry  to  .show; 

To  be  equal  in  combat  was  all  our  delight. 

As  we  wished  the  proud  Britons  to  know  we  could  fight. 

And  whether  like  Yeo,  boys,  they'd  taken  affright, 
We  could  see  not,  nor  find  them  bj*  day  or  by  night; 
So  a-crui.sing  we  went  in  a  glorious  cause, 
In  defence  of  our  rights,  our  freedom  and  laws. 

At  length  to  our  liking  .six  sails  hove  in  view, 
Ilu/zal  says  brave  Perry,  huzza!  says  his  crew; 
And  tlien  for  the  ch.tse.'  l)oys,  with  our  brave  little  crew, 
We  fell  in  with  the  bullies  and  gave  them  "  burgoo." 

Though  the  force  was  unequal,  determined  to  fight 

We  brought  them  to  action  before  it  was  night; 

We  let  loo.se  our  thunder,  our  bullets  did  fl}' — 

"  Now  give  them  your  shot,  boys! "  our  commander  did  cry. 

We  gave  them  a  broadside,  our  cannon  to  try, 
"  Well  done."  says  brave  Perry,  "  for  quarter  they'll  cry, 
Shot  well  home,  my  brave  boys,  thej'  sliortly  shall  .see 
That  quite  brave  as  they  are,  still  braver  arc  we." 

Then  we  drew  up  our  squadrfm,  each  man  full  of  fight, 
And  put  the  brave  Britons  in  a  terrible  plight; 
The  brave  Perry's  movements  will  prove  fully  as  bold 
As  the  fam'd  Admiral  Nelson's  prowess  of  old. 

The  conflict  was  sharp,  >)oys,  each  man  to  his  gun. 
For  our  country,  lier  glory,  the  vict'ry  was  won; 
So  six  sail  (the  whole  fleet)  was  our  fortune  to  take. 
Here's  a  health  to  brave  Perry  who  governs  the  lake. 


MULHALEY  ON  BASEBALL. 


ny  (k-'onre  K.  .Marlon. 


I'm  sorely  perplexed  alwut  a  son  of  mine. 

Who's  a  victim  of  this  ball  game; 
And  from  the  way  I've  heard  of  his  goings  on, 

Ton  my  word,  I  think  the  gossoon's  insane. 
Less  than  a  wee  short  year  ago 

A  better  boy  ne'er  trod  our  street. 
But  now  he's  bunged  and  battered. 

It's  a  wonder  at  all  he  keeps  his  feet. 

Now  phat  this  baseball  bawling  is, 

Faith,  I  really  can't  tinderstand. 
But  the  crimes  they  commit  and  the  devilty  they  do 

Would  disgrace  any  civilized  lauil. 

Sure,  I've  not  the  heart  to  stand  fornist  the  bjir 

And  convict  me  only  child. 
But  when  I  think  of  what  he'll  be  after  doing. 

It  almost  drives  me  wild. 

He's  guilty,  there's  never  a  doubt,  ui>on  me  word, 

I  know  tlmt  his  course  is  run; 
At  every  step  I  fear  some  policeman  will  .say: 

Mulhaley,  I  want  your  son! 

Yesterday  mom.  when  I'd  gone  to  me  work. 

lie  had  me  white  Sunday  pants  cut  off  at  the  knees. 
And,  with  a  shirt  .soolloixd  over  like  a  circus  man, 

He  starts  out,  as  bold  as  ye  please. 

He  went  to  hunt  for  a  diamond,  he  said: 

(I  suppose,  to  rob  some  jewelry  store). 
And,  from  what  I  hear,  the  clerks  were  in. 

And  indulged  in  a  sort  of  war. 

He  said  they  knocked  the  jntcher  out  of  the  box. 

For  each  one  has  a  club  called  a  bat; 
The  one  he  had  I  buried  deep  in  the  oellar. 

For  he  says  he  knocked  the  poor  man  out  with  that. 

He  boasts  of  having  rapped  him  several  times, 

And  for  each  welt  captured  a  base. 
And,  worst  than  all,  he  says  in  the  .sixth. 

For  two  bags  he  caught  him  square  in  the  face. 
He  saj's  he  was  thrown  out  while  .stealing  home, 

(I  suppose,  'twas  with  some  of  the  swag), 
Tlie  cold-hearte<l  wretch  then  told  me 

The  next  two  men  tlien  died  at  the  bag. 

I  can  liardly  believe  it's  me  own  son 

That  stands  before  me  own  eves, 
And  says,  in  the  midst  of  his  hideous  work, 

lie  went  out  in  the  field  catching  flies. 

Then  they  whitewashed  their  victims. 

(I  suppose,  to  cover  the  traces  of  crime). 
And,  worst  of  all,  roasted  the  umpire  alive 

For  standing  in  with  the  other  nine. 
There  wa.s  ten,  I  suppose,  standing  about, 

For  he  assures  me  as  a  fact. 
With  a  double  he  made  in  the  lucky  .seventh, 

He  ripped  the  whole  crowd  up  the  back. 

I'm  afraid  if  I  go  home  to  sleep. 

He'll  murder  us  all  in  our  beds; 
By  the  morn.  I  suppose,  the  police  will  know  all. 

And  offer  a  price  for  liis  head.  . 

I  think  to  the  court  house  r<l  better  go 
And  have  a  talk  wid  the  chief  of  jKilice, 

And,  if  he's  allowed  to  stop  in  the  hou.sc  this  night, 
I'll  have  him  bound  over  to  keep  the  jH;ace. 


t.\  "•*: 


THE    PILOT. 

By  8.  Nelson. 

The  Wonls  and  Mn.sle  of  this  f^ong  will  be  sent  to  any  nddn'ss.  iK.Ht-mi<l.  on  rercjjir  of  lU  ( 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  t>iillHr.  by  If.  .1.  W<  lnnnn.  I3l»  Park 

Kuw,  New  York  C<ty.    Postage  Stamim  taken  same  a.s  ca-sh  for  all  our  goodn. 

Oh,  pilot!  'tis  a  fearful  niRht,  thore'ft  danpor  on  the  (loej), 

I'll  conic  and  pnci-  the  livck  with  tliee.  I  <[<)  nor  dure  to  sleep; 

CJo  down!  the  sailor  cried.  >;o  down,  this  is  no  place  for  tliee. 

Fear  not:  l)ut  tniHt  in  I'rovidencc,  when-ver  thou  inay'st  be.  r 

Oh.  pilot,  daiipers  often  met  wc  all  arc  apt  to  ?li;;lit. 

And  thou  haot  known  these  rairinj;  wavci*.  but  to  putKluc  thcirmight; 

It  is  not  apathy,  lie  cried,  that  jrives  this  8tre!i;;th  to  me, 

Fear  noti  but  lru»t  in  l*rovidcnre,  wherever  tliou  niay'st  be. 

On  Buch  a  nieht  the  sea  cnRnlpb'd  my  fatlicr'H  lifeleps  form, 
My  only  brother's  bout  went  down  in  just  so  wild  a  storm; 
And  such,  perhaps,  may  l>e  my  faf<'.  but  still  I  say  to  thee: 
Fear  notI  bnt  trust  in  Providence,  wherever  thou  may'st  be. 


JL 
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THE    LITTLE^  FAMILY. 

Send  Tour  name  and  addrpss  to  H.  J.  Wflinmti,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City. And  reoelT* 

by  return  mail  a  complt'tf  Catuio(?ue  of  over  KHK)  Popular  KuKli^ili  and  German 

8on|{9-Kree.    I'ostage  Stami>K  taken  Mime  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

There  was  a  little  family  who  lived  in  Betliiui}', 
Two  sisters  and  a  brother  dwelt  tiiere  quite  happil}"; 
In  praying  and  in  praising,  like  angels  in  the  sky. 
At  morning  and  at  evening  the}' raised  their  voices  high. 

They  lived  in  peace  and  quietness  through  many  changing  years, 
And  laid  away  their  treasures  beyond  the  vale  of  tears; 
Tliougli  very  poor  and  moneyless,  their  kindness  made  amends. 
Their  home  was  always  open  to  Jesus  and  His  friends. 

liut  while  the}'  lived  so  happy,  so  kind,  so  pure,  so  good, 
Tlieir  brother  was  atliicted,  and  to  his  couch  confined; 
In  faitliful,  patient  nursing  they  with  each  other  vied. 
But  vain  were  all  their  efforts,  he  lingered  on  and  died. 

The  Jews  came  to  the  sisters  and  laid  Lazarus  in  the  tomb, 
Tliey  tried  to  solace,  comfort  them,  and  drive  away  their  gloom; 
When  Jesus  heard  the  tidings  in  a  far-distant  laud. 
He  journeyed  forth  to  Bethany  to  see  this  little  band. 

When  Martha  saw  Him  coming  she  met  Him  on  the  way. 
And  told  Ilim  that  her  brotlier  liad  died  and  passed  awa}"; 
He  blessed  her  and  He  clieered  her,  and  told  her  not  to  weep, 
For  in  Him  there  was  the  power  to  raise  him  fn)m  his  sleep. 

When  Marj'  noticed  His  approach  she  ran  and  met  Him,  too, 
And  at  His  feet,  distressful,  rehear-ed  the  tale  of  woe; 
Jesus  was  sorely  troubled.  He  sought  to  heal  their  wound. 
And  wept  until  they  showed  Him  where  Lazarus  was  entombed. 

They  rolled  away  the  cov'ring.  He  looked  upon  the  grave, 
And  prayed  unto  His  Father  tliis  buried  friend  to  save; 
When,  lo!  with  life  and  strength  renewed  young  Lazarus  arose, 
Again  on  earth  to  praise  the  Lord  till  life  once  more  should  close. 

So  If  we  but  love  Je.'ius,  and  do  His  holy  will, 
JJke  ]yiartiia  and  like  Mary  wc  always  serve  Him  well;     . 
From  death  He  will  redeem  us,  will  take  us  to  the  sky. 
And  bid  us  live  forever  where  pleasures  never  die. 


THAT'S    MY    BOY. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  M.  Witmork  &  Sons.  ,     " 

The  Word*  and  Mu«ic  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  ay  anddreKS,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Soups  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  eliiuan.  ISu  Park 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    Posla(;eStDni|>K  taken  same  n«  ca«li  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  JuUw:  P.  WItmark. 

The  distant  days  of  childhood  come  back  again  to  me, 

The  dear  old  face  of  mother  in  fancy  I  can  see; 

Her  smile,  so  sweet  and  loving,  would  banish  every  care, 

Her  gentle  voice  at  twilight's  close  taught  me  a  mother's  prayer. 

Tlie  years  rolleil  quickly  onward,  to  manhood  I  had  grown, ' 

And  one  da)'  duty  forced  me  to  leave  her  all  alone; 

How  fondly  she  embraced  me  when  parting  on  the  qiiiiy. 

And  in  my  ear  still  lingers  sweet  her  farewell  words  to  me: 

Cnonus. 

Be  upright,  brave  and  truthful,  where'er  your  lot  is  Ci\st, 
That  little  word  of  honesty  contains  a  meaning  vast; 
Tho'  fortune's  smile  may  shun  you,  twill  fill  my  heart  with  joy 
To  proudly  say  lo  all  the  world:  That's  my  boy. 

The  words  she  spoke  when  parting  I've  treasured  all  my  life, 

How  often  have  thc\'  cheered  me  thro'  trouble,  toil  and  strife; 

Upon  the  field  of  battle,  amid  the  cannon's  roar, 

I  heard  her  whispered  blessing  just  as  sweetly  as  of  j'ore. 

No  more  she  waits  my  coming  to  take  me  to  her  breast,       .,-       .7 

Beneath  the  churchyard  mosses  she  slumbers  now  at  rest; 

Btit  when  the  twilight  shadows  fail  softly  o'er  the  lea, 

The  echo  of  my  mckher's  voice  comes  back  again  to  me: — CnoRUS. 


— Botanist:  Tliis,  Miss  Harlem,  is  the  tobacco  plant.    Miss  Har- 
lem: How  interesting!    And  when  does  it  begin  to  bear  cigarettes? 
-  Time. 


— "  Yours  is  an  agricultural  countr/^sn't  it?"  asked  a  man  on 
the  limited  of  his  new  acquaintanpefrom  Dakota.  "Yes,  pard- 
ner."  "What  do  you  raise^^^i^ilostly?"  "Jack  pots." — th-ajce's 
Magazine. 


YOUNG-  HENRY.      :. 

Send  TOUr  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row.  New  Tork  C^tv,and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  cumplete  Catalogue  of  over  4<HKi  I'opuiar  Knghsh  aiid'Uerman 

Sougs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  siiiui'  as  eash  for  all  our  goods. 

Come  all  young  men  and  maidens,  attention  to  my  rhyme, 
'Tis  of  a  fair  young  damsel,  the  fairest  of  lier  clime; 
More  beauteous  than  the  lily,  or  rose  at  early  dawn,  >- 

And  known  as  lovely  Caroline,  of  Edinboro' town. 

Young  Henry  was  a  noted  man,  and  courting  her  he  came, 
But  this  her  parents  quite  opposed  and  'gainst  him  did  declaim; 
So  jis  he  was  a  wicked  one  lie  unto  her  did  .say : 
Arise,  my  lovely  Caroline,  and  with  me  haste  away.  - 

We'll  hie  away  to  London,  and  there  we'll  wed  with  speed. 
And  there  together  we  will  find  true  happiness  indeed; 
Thus  being  enticed  b}''Henry,  to  none  siie  made  it  known. 
And  away  went  lovely  Caroline,  of  Edinboro'  town. 

Away  o'er  hills  and  mountains  together  they  did  roam. 
And  finally  reached  London,  far  from  her  happy  home; 
She  said:  My  dearest  Henry,  )'ou  must  not  on  me  frown. 
Or  you'll  break  the  heart  of  Caroline,  of  Edinboro'  town. 

They  had  not  been  in  London  much  more  than  half  a  j'ear. 
Before  hard-hearted  Henr}'  jiroved  cruel  and  severe; 
He  said  he  went  to  see  her  friends  and  they  did  on  him  frown, 
So  beg  your  way  without  delay  to  Edinboro'  town. 

Much  grieved,  and  finding  no  relief,  this  damsel  she  did  go 
Out  to  the  woods  to  pluck  such  fruit  as  on  the  bushes  grow; 
Some  strangers  saw  and  pitied  her  and  .some  on  her  did  frown, 
And  some  did  say:  Why  did  you  stray  from  Edinboro'  town? 

She  hastened  to  the  river  side  and  there  sat  down  to  cry, 
L'oheedfiil  of  the  many  ships  as  they  were  p:issing  by; 
Then  with  a  scream  for  Henry  she  plunged  into  the  main,< 
And  away  floated  Caroline,  of  ^^dinboro'  town. 

Now  all  you  tender  parents  ne'er  try  to  part  true  love, 
For  sure  you'll  see  in  some  degree  the  ruin  it  will  prove; 
Likewise,  young  men  and  maitrens.  ne'er  on  your  true  love  frowi;. 
Think  of  the  fate  of  Caroline,  of  Edinboro'  town.  y 

.  .»«—  ■ ^-^ 

EVERY   INCH   A   SAILOR. 

Words  and  Music  by  John  Read. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  v.-ill  be  sent  to  any  address.  po^p&!d.  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  oilier  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliman.  i:w  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sameais  ca«h  for  all  our  guodM. 


My  uncle  Jack  is  what  srtme  jicople  call  a  joUj-  tar. 

And  I  should  think  that  he  wan  born  beneath  a  lucky  star; 

If  all  is  true,  that  he's  gone  throiiijh.  a  wonder  he  niuet  be,        .      '  * 

IIe"8  every  inch  a  sailor,  and  was  born  upon  the  sea; 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  five-and-twenty  yearc  a  whaler, 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  born  upon  the  bright  biue  sea. 

Chorus. 
Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  five-and-twenty  years  a  whaler. 
Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  born  upon  the  bright  blue  sea. 

On  a  Btomiy  night  it's  my  delight  to  mix  a  glass  of  ?rog. 

And  then  get  Jack  to  spin  a  yarn  l)crore  the  burning  log;        ' 

And  after  you've  been  listening  to  all  that  he  has  said. 

You  feel  so  frightened  that  you  cannot  go  alone  to  bed; 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  five-and-twenty  years  a  whaler, 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  born  ui)ou  the  bright  blue  sea. — Chorub. 

One  night,  said  lie:  While  out  at  sea  there  came  a  dreadful  gale. 

Which  waslied  nie  overboard  and  I  was  swallowed  by  a  whale; 

And  there  I  lived  for  twenty  days  a  wandering  abf^ut. 

Then  seized  the  whale  right  by  "the  tail  and  turned  him  inside  out; 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  five-and-twenty  years  a  whaler, 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  bom  upon  the'brighi  blue  eca. — Chorus. 

So  if  you  wisli  to  pass  a  pleasant  hour  or  two  away. 

Just  call  and  see  old  uncle  Jack,  and  then  1  think  you'll  eay: 

He's  every  inch  a  sailor,  and  as  jolly  as  can  lie. 

For  many  years  a  whaler,  quite  a  hero  of  the  sea;        • 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  five-and-twMity  ye.nrs  a  whaler. 

Jack  is  every  inch  a  sailor,  born  upon  tnebright  blue  sea.— Chorus. 


— Young  Wife:  You  should  have  tasted  the  pies  dear  mother 
u.scd  to  make.  Cynical  Hubby:  Yours,  my  dear,  are  quite  heavy 
enough  lor  me  to  bear. — N.  Y.  News. 

— Prospective  Tourist:  I'm  going  West  because  I  have  reason  to 
believe  that  it's  a  great  place  to  settle  in.  Returned  Tourist:  I'm 
not  so  sure  of  that;  I  lived  there  ten  years  myself,  and  never  paid 
a  bill  while  I  was  there. — Philadelplda  Inquirer. 


= I 


i 


'^1H'-^V-  .    ■^■-VKI    I 


iijuyiliiwjii.  ja|4.ipi|!Bl!ipgpliil 


24 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.  26. 


LITTLE  ANNIE   KELLY.      J 


/ 


Tune—"  little  Annie  Rooney." 


Send  Tonr  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  recelre 

by  return  mail  «  complite  OitalomH-  of  ov«-r  4000  ropular  Kutrliv:)i  and  (iorniaii 

Sun|f»— Free.    IVstaKt-'  Stamps  taken  same  us  u&sh  tor  all  uur  goods. 


By  Dave  Rinaldo. 


A  rice  vonne  giri,  a  pleasant  look.  I  spoke  to  her,  my  arm  she  took, 
She  whispered  softly  bliell  be  mine,  little  Annie  Kelly; 

E%ery  day  when  I'm  at  work  she  pasws  by,  with  nie  ihe  flirts, 
I  tliink  she's  lovely  all  the  while  little  Anulo  Kelly. 

CnoRCii. 

She's  my  sweetest,  she's  my  own, 
■        aiie's  the  prettiest  girl  that's  known; 
I  will  take  her  and  make  her  my  wife. 
Little  Annie  Kelly  will  be  miuo  for  life.    - 

We're  married  close  on  to  a  year,  and  to  me  she  is  very  dear, 
A  bouiirinsj  baby  on  lier  knee,  has  liitle  Annie  Kelly; 

Evfry  ni>;ht  wlu-nl  come  from  work,  I  sit  and  tliink  how  we  did  flirt. 
But  I  am  hap|>y  all  the  while  with  little  Auuie  Kolly. 

Chorus. 

She's  my  sweetest,  she's  my  own. 
She's  the  prettiest  cirl  that's  known; 
I  have  won  her  and  made  her  my  wife. 
Little  Annie  Kelly  is  mine  for  life. 

Our  household's  very  neat  and  clean,  a  happier  conpie  seldom  seen. 
There's  nothing  tiiat's  too  pood  for  me  and  little  Annie  Kelly: 

Pleasant  evenings,  when  work  Is  o'er.  I  stroll  in  some  theatre  door. 
But  never  do  1  leave  behind  my  little  Annie  Kelly. 

CnoKfs. 

She's  my  sweetest,  she's  my  own. 
She's  the  preftie.«t  srirl  that's  known: 
I  have  won  her  and  made  her  my  wife. 
Little  Annie  Kelly  is  mine  for  life. 


JACK'S  CLAIM  TO   POLL. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  11.  J.  Wehmnn,  130  Tark  Row,  New  York  City,  and  recelTa 

by  return  mail  a  conipU'tf('utali>(rue  of  over  Khki  Popular  Eiitrli^li  .ind  (if  nnan 

Sougs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  tuk«ii  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 
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"Would'st  know,  my  latl,  why  ev'ry  tar 

Find.s  with  hi.s  lass' such  cheer? 

'Ti.s  all  because  he  nobly  goes 

And  brave.s  each  boist'rous  gale  that  blows, 

To  fetcli  from  climates  near  and  far. 

Her  messes  and  her  gear. 

For  this  around  the  world  sails  Jack, 

"While  love  his  bosom  warms, 

While  love  his  bosom  warms; 

Fur  this  armind  tlie  world  sails  Jack, 

"While  love  his  bosom  warms; 

For  this,  when  safe  and  sound  come  back. 

For  tlds,  when  s;ife  and  sound  come  back — 

Poll  takes  him  to  her  arms,  Poll  takes  him  to  her  arms. 

Ere  P<.11  can  make  the  kettle  boil 

For  breakfast,  out  at  sea, 

Two  voyaees  long  her  Jack  must  sail, 

Encount'ring  man}''  a  boist'rous  pale; 

For  the  suirar  to  some  "Western  isle, 

To  China  for  the  tea. 

To  plea-se  her  taste,  thus  faithful  Jack 

Braves  <langers  and  alarms, 

Braves  dangers  ami  alarms; 

To  please  her  taste,  tlius  faithful  Jack 

Braves  dangers  and  alarms; 

Wliilc  grateful,  safe  and  sound  come  back, 

"While  grateful,  safe  and  sound  come  back — 

Poll  takes  him  to  her  arms.  Poll  takes  him  to  her  arms. 

Morocco  shoes  her  Jack  provides. 

To  see  her  lightly  tread; 

Her  petticoat,  of  orient  hue. 

And  snow-white  gown,  in  India  grew; 

Her  lK)som  Barcelona  hides, 

IjCghorn  adorns  her  head. 

Thus  round  the  world  sails  faithful  Jack, 

To  deck  his  fair  one's  charms, 

To  deck  his  fair  one's  charms; 

Thus  round  the  wf>rl(l  sails  faithful  Jack, 

To  deck  his  fair  ones  charms;  ' 

Thtis  grateful,  safe  and  sound  come  back. 

Thus  grateful,  safe  and  sound  come  back — 

Poll  takes  him  to  her  arms,  Poll  takes  him  to  her  arms. 


PLAYMATES. 

Copyright,  188»,  by  Geo.  M.  Klenk  &  Co. 


Tb«  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresii,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hongs  for  One  Dollar,  by  if.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Dacre. 

Thro'  the  storms  of  life  I've  battled,  I  have  .seen  its  saddest  side. 
Fortune  has  not  deigned  to  hear  me,  tho'  my  level  beM  I've  tried; 
Some  but  get  the  milk  and  water,  others  pet  the  richest  cream. 
Oft  the  mem'ry  of  my  boyhood  comes  back  to  me  as  a  dream. 
All  the  trouble  of  those  schooldays  centered  in  the  master's  rule, 
All  we  had  to  think  or  care  for  were  our  lessons  and  the  school; 
Ofttimes  I  meet  those  playmates  who  once  made  my  heart  n'joice. 
Some  are  siniliug  glad  aud  hearty,  others  sing  w  ith  broken  voice* 

Cnonrs. 

Playnates  were  we,  little  we  thought  It  then, 
now  we  should  change  when  we  should  botli  be  men; 
Sweet  boyhood's  days,  free  from  all  care  and  pain, 
Playmates,  playmates,  I  wish  we  were  boys  again. 

Very  well  I  can  remember  one  young  lad  named  Henry  Dare, 

Brightly  gladsome  were  his  features,  brightly  golden  was  his  hair; 

He  was  everylKxly '8  idol,  softened  e'er  the  master's  heart. 

When  young  Harry  got  in  mischief  everybody  took  his  part. 

Some  few  months  ago  I  met  him,  all  his  hair  was  ghastly  gray, 

When  he  saw  me,  with  a  shudder,  turued  and  went  llie  otlur  way; 

Years  ago  he'd  robbed  employers,  been  iu  prison  as  a  thief. 

Sought  in  driuk  aud  dissipation,  what  he  ne'er  could  lind,  relief  I— Chobvs. 

Sometimes  I  have  grown  a-weary  of  the  world  and  all  its  strife. 

Out  of  work  and  out  of  money,  black  and  dismal  seemed  this  life; 

One  day  b>  strange  chance  I  wandered  past  a  mansion  in  the  West, 

Dr.  Jasper  on  the  door-plate,  on  the  step  I  eat  to  rest. 

Presently  the  door  flies  oiR'ii,  couhl  it  be  the  Jack  of  yore? 

Johnny  Jasper,  my  old  playmate,  don't  you  know  me*    Look  once  more! 

I  am  starving,  cold  and  homeless,  help  me,  hear  my  piteou.x  tale! 

No!  said  he.  I  pay  my  taxes,  seek  the  poorbuuse  or  tiic  jail.— CiiuKUs. 

This  is  but  few  months  ago,  boys,  yet  remembrance  will  not  die, 

Neitlier  in  the  jail  or  poorhouse  have  I  yet  been  forced  to  lie; 

But  I've  iH'cn  inside  a  noorhouse,  I  was' sent  for  ye.-ierday, 

Some  one  dying  wished  to  s>*  me,  and  I  went  without  delay. 

When  I  reached  that  wretched  bedside,  there  lay  gasping  for  his  breath, 

Johnny  Jas|>er,  Dr.  Jasi>er,  almost  at  the  gate  of  dtath; 

Tom,  he  whispered,  I  have  fallen  from  my  wealth  and  grand  estates. 

For  my  cruelty  forgive  me,  don't  say  no,  we  ouco  were  mates!— C'uuRua. 


ANNIE    ROONEY'S    SISTER. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  MunIc  of  this  Sonif  will  be  Kcnt  to  ony  nddresx,  po.-it-pnid.  on  reeelpt  of  M 

ceiitM;  ur  t)iL-raiiil  nii,v  two  othtr  Soiik^  for  iiiii-  Itolliir.  I>y  U.  .1.  \V<.|iiiiuii,  l:;ii  I'luk 

Kow,  New  York  city,    l'o»taKe  Staiiiixt  tiikeu  ssiiiie  a?  ea.sli  for  all  our  goods. 


t'^';-  ' ' 


Words  by  0.  Carleton.    Music  by  F.  C.  Andrews. 


They're  both  twin  roses  so  blushing  and  l)right. 
Twin  stars  that  twinkle  by  day  and  l)y  night; 
One  of  them  is  my  heart's  fond  deligiit, 

That's  Annie  Rooney '»  sister! 
She's  the  gem  of  her  home,  to  mj'  mind, 
Tho'  Annie  is  gentle,  and  loving  and  kind; 
Go  .search  all  the  worUl,  not  the  equal  you'll  find 

Of  Annie  Rooney 's  sister! 

Cnonus. 
She  has  brown  eyes,  Annie  blue. 
She's  my  darling,  sweet  and  true! 
"Wlicn  fair  Annie's  wedding  you  see, 
Annie  Rooney "s  sister  then  will  marry  me! 

She's  just  as  winning  and  graceful  and  neat, 
No  one  gets  weary  her  charms  to  reiR-at; 
All  the  neighbors  will  tell  you  hoAV  sweet 

Is  Annie  Rooney's  sister! 
"When  the  toils  of  the  daylight  are  o'er, 
Each  evening  light-hearted  I  meet  her  once  more; 
There's  one  I  have  promis'd  to  love  aiul  adore, 

That's  Annie  liooney's  sister. — Cnouus. 

Soon  in  the  dear  little  church  we'll  be  -wed, 
Roses  and  lillies  around  will  be  spread; 
Orange  blossoms  will  crown  the  fair  head 

Of  Annie  Rooney's  si.ster! 
In  a  cottage  beside  a  bright  stream. 
Where  birds  of  the  Summer  will  linger  to  dream; 
The  star  of  my  home  ■will  forevcrmure  beam, 

That's  Annie  Rooney's  sister! — Cuoiics. 


•:•.    t'-.  ■ 
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— Razzle:  What's  the  matter?  You  look  sad.  Dazzle:  I  lost  a 
suit  of  clothes  this  morning.  "  How  so?"  "  Hung  it  up  iu  my 
vtrifo's  wardrobe." — Clothier  and  Furnuher. 
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FM  A  COUSIN  TO    PABNELL. 

•-■Vi  Copyright,  1890,  by  WUliam  Gilliiran.  ;• 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliiw  Song  will  Ije  w>nt  to  any  address,  post-iiold,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tliiu  aixl  i«ny  two  oilur  Songs  for  One  lX)llar,  by  If.  J.  Wchninn,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  token  saiiie  as  cash  for  oil  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  WiUiun  OiUigMi. 

My  name  il  is  O'Callaban,  - 

I've  descended  from  a  nobleman;  -    ^        ■    ' ': 

Just  gaze  on  me  and  you  will  see  ^^        .         ■;  ' 

What  I'll  do  when  America's  free:  ;    '     .  . 

I  will  make  the  landlords  stand  around. 

For  I'll  pull  their  shanties  to  the  ground, 

And  I'll  build  French  flats  both  safe  and  sound. 

For  I'm  a  cousin  to  Parnell ! 

Chorus. 
Look  out  for  me  upon  laud  or  at  sea, 
For  I'll  turn  the  whole  universe  upside  down. 
And  111  rule  the  world  and  wear  a  crown. 
For  I'm  a  cousin  to  Parnell ! — (Dance). 

I'll  have  a  navy  built  of  tin. 

Ill  go  down  and  scoop  the  Zulus  in; 

I'll  renovate  the  CMty  Ilall, 

Learn  the  Turks  to  play  baseball. 

I  will  capture  all  the  kings  and  queens. 

And  they'll  not  escape  by  any  means, 

For  I'll  feed  them  all  on  pork  and  beans. 

For  I'm  a  cousin  to  Parnell  i — Chorus. 

I'll  give  the  lion's  tail  a  twist. 

And  I'll  smash  the  White  House  with  my  fist; 

Electric  lights  will  have  to  go, 

When  I  start  to  run  the  show. 

There  will  be  no  pension  agencies. 

For  I'll  turn  the  ra.scals  out  to  freeze, 

Then  I'll  help  the  poor  man  lake  his  ease. 

For  I'm  a  cousin  to  Parnell! 


V       L  E  F T^^AJL ONE.    .  vs\ 

'i      -  Copyright,  18M,  by  C.  J.  Whitney.  ..\     "'    V  ■  , 

The  Word,  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents;  or  thisaiiit  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  JI.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 
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Words  and  Mxific  by  C.  T.  Lockwood. 

!.  Oh,  my  child,  my  darling  child,  how  much  I  love  thee, 

Thou  art  all  that's  left  thy  mother's  heart  to  cheer; 
:    And  the  long  and  dreary  days,  how  sad  they  would  be. 
Were  thou  gone  and  I  to  weep  the  silent  tear. 

Cuouus.  ,.    . . 

-'.  Left  alone,  left  alone,  -...--     •  . 

Thou  art  all  that's  left  th}-  mother's  heart  to  cheer; 
Oh,  this  world  how  cold  and  sad  to  meet  it  would  be, 
^Vere  you  gone  and  I  to  weep  the  silent  tear. 

Why,  ah',  why  should  fortune  frown  so  sadly  on  me?  • '  ' 

Heavenl}'  Fatlier,  hear  a  mother's  earnest  prayer; 

Spare  my  darling  boy,  oh,  .spare  him  I  implore  Thee, 
I'm  alone  to  mourn  and  weep  the  silent  tear. — Chorus. 

Silent  voices,  once  so  joyous,  how  we  miss  them, 
Here  and  there  the  severed  link  it  may  be  found; 

Where's  ray  father?  wheres  my  niothe<«!'  where 's  my  loved  one? 
They  are  sleeping  sweetl}',  sleeping  'ueath  the  ground. — Cho. 

Fold  thine  arms,  thy  little  arms  so  close  around  me. 
Papa's  child,  how  much  he  loved  his  little  one; 

When  that  kiss,  alas!  thai  parting  kiss  he  gave  thee, 
And  with  weeping  eyes  he  said:  I'll  soon  come  home. — Cho. 


KEARSARG-E    AND    ALABAMA. 

Send  your  minic  and  addrcs."  to  H.  3.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

hy  i-<'tiirii  nmil  a  complete  (Catalogue  of  over  4000  Popular  Knglish  and  German 

.Songs— Free.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  canh  for  all  our  goods. 


It  was  early  Sunday  moniinc,  in  the  year  of  sixty-four, 

Tlie  "  Alabama  "  ehe  steam 'a  out  a'.oiig  the  Frenchniau's  ehorc; 

Long  time  ^^lt•  cruised  about.  loii>;  time  she  held  her  sway. 

But  uow  bc-ncatb  the  Frcuchmau's  shore  the  lies  off  Cherbourg  Bay.     . 

CUOKIIS. 

Hoist  up  the  ttnf^,  and  long  may  it  wave 
Over  the  Union,  the  home  of  the  brave; 
Hoist  up  the  Ha;:,  and  long  may  it  wave, 

i(Jod  bless  America— the  home  of  the  brave. 
The  Yankee  cruiser  hove  in  view,  the  "  Kearsarge  "  was  her  name, 
(  It  ought  to  b<'  engraved  in  full  ujwn  ti.e  scroll  of  fame; 
Her  timbers  made  of  Yankee  oak,  and  her  crew  of  Yankee  tars. 
And  o'er  her  mizzcn  peak  she  floats  the  glorious  etripcs  and  stars. — Chorus. 

A  challenge  unto  Captain  Semmee,  bold  Wlnslow  he  did  send: 

Bring  on  your  "  Alabama  "  and  to  her  we  will  attend, 

For  ue  think  your  boasting  privateer  is  not  so  hard  to  whip; 

And  we'll  show  you  that  U>e  •'  Kearsarge  "  is  not  a  mercnant  ship.— Chokus. 

It  was  early  Snudiiy  morning,  in  the  year  of  sixty-four. 

The  "Alaliania  "  she  stood  out  and  cannons  loud  did  roar; 

Tlie  "  Kearsarge  '"  stood  iindaiiiited,  and  (quickly  slic  replied. 

And  let  a  Yankee  ■leven-incn  shell  go  tearing  through  her  side.— Cuohc 8. 

The  "  Kearsarge  "  then  she  wore  around  and  broadside  on  did  bear, 

With  shot  and  shell,  and  right  good  will,  lier  timbers  she  did  tear; 

W'licn  rliey  found  that  they  were  sinking,  down  came  the  stars  and  bare. 

For  the  rel>el  gunners  could  not  stand  the  glorious  stripes  and  stars.— Chorus. 

Tlie  •' Alabama  "  slic  IS  gone,  she'll  cruise  the  seas  no  more, 
t<he  met  the  fate  tOic  well  deserved  along  the  Frenchman's  shore; 
Then  here  is  hick  to  the  "  Kearsarge,"  we  know  what  she  can  do. 
Likewise  to  Captain  Winslow  and  his  brave  and  gallant  crew.— Cuobus. 


"Oh,  would  I  were  a  bird!"  she  sang.  And  the  young  man 
leaned  his  head  wearily  on  his  hand  and  murmured:  "Would 
you  were,  and  the  windows  were  open." 

"  I^xik  here,"  said  the  new  arrival  at  the  holel,  "I  want 
somebody  arrested."  "What  charge?"  "I  guess  you  might 
as  well  make  it  robberv.  That  fellow  in  the  next  room  has 
kept  a  cl.'irionet  going  for  over  three  hours."  "  Well,  he  didn't 
rob  you  of  anytlnng?"  "  He  didn't!  He  robbed  me  of  a  night's 
sleep  that  I  W()uldn'l  have  missed  for  $17," 


I    LOVE   YOU   ALL. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  T.  R  Harms  &  Co, 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonf^  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postrpaid,  on  receipt  of  M 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  T  Eiiis. 


Althougli  no  single  sweetheart,  dear,  dwells  in  my  heart  to-day, 
A  score  of  small  ones  linger  there,  with  joy  and  laughter  gay; 
No  matter  where  I  chance  to  roam,  be  it  on  land  or  sea. 
Amongst  the  children  I'm  at  home,  I  know  that  they  love  me. 

CiioKis. 
I  love  you  all,  I  love  you  all.  I  iiol<l  you  just  like  this. 
And  I  know  you  could  not  refuse  to  give  me  one  little  kiss; 
I  love  you  all,  how  I  love  all  your  faces  bright  to  see, 
I  love  you  all,  1  love  you  all,  and  I  know  that  you  love  me. 

YODLE. 

.     .       I'  le  o  le,  u  le  o,  u  le  o  le,  u  le  o  le  u! 

U  le  o  le,  u  le  o,  u  le  o  le  u !  ■  '    .  .    ' 

Now  sit  upon  my  knee,  and  smile  so  sweetly  as  you  rest. 

And  close  your  little  eyes  awhile,  and  lean  uixm  my  breast; 

I'll  hold  you  tightly  in  my  arms,  you  need  not  fear  to  fall, 

ril  ever  guard  youfrom  all  harm,  Ix-cause  I  love  you  all,— Cho.  &  Youlk. 


< 


THE    DIVER. 

Words  by  G,  I>ougIa8  Thompson.  Esq.    Music  by  Kdw  ard  J.  Ixider 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  .sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J,  W'ehman,  130  Park 
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In  the  caverns  deep  of  the  ocean  cold 
The  diver  is  seeking  a  treasure  of  gold. 
In  the  caverns  deep  of  the  ocean  cold 
The  diver  is  seeking  a  treasure  of  gold; 
Risking  his  life  for  the  spoil  of  a  wreck, 
Taking  rich  gems  from  tlie  dead  on  her  deck;  :-;■■,. 
And  fetirful  such  sights  to  the  diver  must  be. 
Walking  alone,  walking  alone,  ., 

AValking  alone  in  the  depths  of  the  sea. 

He  is  now  on  the  surface,  (he's  gasping  for  breath), 

So  pale  that  he  wants  but  the  stillness  of  death 

To  look  like  the  forms  he  has  left  in  the  caves. 

Silent  and  cold  'nealh  the  trembling  waves. 

Silent  and  cold  'neath  the  trembling  waves;        . V  ■ 

How  fearful  such  sights  to  the  diver  must  be,    -  •>" 

Walking  alone  in  the  depths  of  the  sea; 

And  Mammon's  the  master,  and  man  is  the  slave. 

Toiling  for  wealth  on  tlie  brink  of  the  grave. 

Leaving  a  world  of  sunlight  and  sound 

For  night-like  gloom  and  a  silence  profound;      --i.' 

And  fearful  the  death  of  the  diver  must  be, 

Sleeping  alone,  sleeping  alone, 

Sleeping  alone  in  the  depths  of  the  sea. 


.  FACES. 

Copyrltcht,  1890,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 
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By  Thomas  Le  Mack.    All  rights  reserved. 


As  we  go  thro'  life's  busy  patli,  we  see  some  cnrious  things. 
And  hens  and  roosters  all  broke  up,  with  weather-beaten  winjj8 
And  faces  that  would  rliarm  you,  make  a  chill  run  down  your  back. 
And  faces  that  would  scare  a  locomotive  off  the  track. 

As  yon  ro  'round  dif'rent  places,  you'll  see  many  sights  and  face«. 

There's  the  furc;"  of  the  lough  vounj;  nian  and  faces  of  the  jay; 
It  would  pay  a  man  good  salary  for  to  start  a  big  rogues'  gal'ry 

With  the  faces  that  you  meet  upon  our  streets  here  ev'ry  day. 
There's  the  trump  that's  always  bracing,  oti  their  coats  there's  no  silk  facing. 

But  they  wear  long  linen  du^tcrs,  cov'riiig  multitudes  of  shins; 
And  the  girln  wi'h  turned-up  noses,  always  mashing,  holy  Moses, 

One  good  look  from  them  would  knock  our  John  L.  Sullivan  off  his  piue. 
Faces  of  the  drummer,  whether  in  winter  or  in  summer. 

They  keep  a  set  expression  on  tlieir  monumental  cheek; 
If  you  drive  them  fnmi  the  basement,  they'll  drop  thro'  an  ujiper  casement, 

And  they'll  sell  you  if  they  have  to  stay  and  chni  you  for  a  week. 
Faces  of  ttie  big  black  coon,  that  look  all  round  just  like  the  moon; 

You  must  light  a  match  to  tind  tiiem,  they're  as  dark  as  they  can  be. 
Saffron-colored  niggers,  with  high  collars  and  cut  tlgurcs. 

That  promenade  on  Thompson  Street  all  hours  after  tea. 
Then  there's  your  next-door  ^jeighbors,  who  are  alwavs  asking  favors; 

When  you  get  through  your  work,  come  home,  sit  down  to  sup  your  tea. 
Then  in  comes  .Mrs.  Fowier  for  six  cents  to  fill  the  growler. 

With  a  countenance  niiou  her  that  would  set  old  Ireland  free. 
It's  nice  to  lead  a  quiet  life  and  have  a  handsome  liitle  wife. 

With  her  face  to  nrighten  up  your  life,  you're  happy  as  a  king; 
She'll  send  up  for  her  mama  to  come  down  and  spend  the  Summer, 

And  her  ma  conjes  with  a  face  on  her  that  just  queers  everything. 
You've  seen  those  fresh  young  mashers,  with  incipient  nnistaches, 

That  promenade  ou  Umadway;  they're  all  wool  and  three  yards  widel 
With  toes  (bat  come  out  to  a  point,  and  arms  and  legs  all  out  of  joint. 

And  one  side  of  their  face  just  like  a  gotnl  toboggan  slide. 
Gents  that  after  marriage  have  to  push  the  baby  carriage; 

While  his  wife  is  dressed  in  satin,  for  suspenders  he'll  u»e  strings; 
And  at  night  he  has  to  stir  \ip  to  deal  out  the  soothing  syrup. 

And  the  wind  blows  through  his  whiskers  while  unto  the  kid  he  sings. 
To  leave  you  here  I  know  is  lough,  btit  still  I  think  I've  sung  enongh; 

By  looking  at  your  faces  I  can  see  the  song's  too  long— 
I  know  you  want  me  for  to  chase,  so  now  I  guess  I'll  close  my  face — 

I  won't  say  good-bye  to  you,  but  I'll  bid  you  all  so  long. 


I    DON'T    KNOW. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  M.  Witniark  &.  Sons. 
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Written  and  composed  by  Arthur  West. 

When  a  young  man  begins  a  mustache, 

Nearly  of  age  and  has  plenty  of  cash. 

It's  a  thousand  to  one  he  goes  out  ou  the  matih 

And  lots  of  voung  girls  in  his  eye; 

Flirting  and^dancing  ut  ev'ry  ball 

Till  he  meets  one  he  thinks  "fain-st  of  all; 

In  the  Conservatoire  why  does  he  f^U 

On  both  bended  knees  with  a  sigh. 

(UOKUS. 

I  don't  know,  what  is  the  use  of  inquiring? 
I  can't  tell,  a  puzzle  it  always  will  be; 
lie  can't  get  a  wink  when  to  bed  he  does  go. 
Can't  eat  his  dinner  and  feels  ver}'  low; 
What  does  he  do  it  for?  I  don't  know. 
So  It's  no  use  your  asking  me. 

How  he  hangs  round  ou  Sundays  for  tea, 

How  quite  by  acc'ident  every  time 

She  manages  jll^t  ti>  sit  clohe  by  his  knee. 

And  closer  and  closer  they  sit. 

Will  yoti  lake  some  more  cake,  dear?  she  answers  him  no — 

One  small  cup  of  tea,  she  so  delicate,  oh, 

And  though  he's  hungry  as  any  old  crow. 

How  is  it  he  can't  eat  a  bit? 

Ciioius. 
I  don't  know,  what  is  the  use  of  inquiring? 
I  can't  tell,  a  pii/./.le  it  always  will  fn'; 
On  Sunday  he  takes  hei  away  for  a  row, 
Far  up  the  river  he  pulls  v<Ty  slow; 
What  docs  he  do  it  for?  I  don't  know,  ' 
So  it's  uo  use  \  our  asking  me. 

Father  gets  angry,  there's  l)other  one  night; 
Mother  says  things  that  arc  hardly  polite; 
Poor  Atlolphns  to  set  matters  right 
Must  marry  his  treasure  and  joy; 
Twelve  nionttiB  after  that  he  conies  home  to  tea 
In  a  nice  little Jiome,  just  as  neat  as  can  be. 
And,  strange  to  relate,  though  a  puzzle  to  me. 
He's  nursing  his  dear  baby  boy. 

Chorus. 
.  1  don't  know,  what  is  the  use  of  inquiring?  .  :  . 
I  can't  tell,  a  pii/zle  it  always  will  be; 
When  a  smart  little  fellow's  no  longer  a  beau, 
But  off  to  the  church  with  his  sweetheart  must  gu, 
..       '.Vhat  does  he  do  it  for?  I  don't  know, 
'  -I  8o  it's  DO  nse  your  asking  me. 


IT    USED    TO    BE     PROBER,    BUT 
IT    DON*T    GO    NOW. 

Written  and  suhk  by  J.  W.  Kelley. 
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In  the  history  of  each  nation,  we  read  of  in  creation, 
Their  style's  and  manners  change  from  day  to  day; 

But  many  an  earnest  preacher  and  worthy  old  school  teacher 
Against  progression  have  bad  lots  to  say. 

But  when  we  .see  a  cit}' so  business-like  and  gritty 
Then  everyboil}' surely' ought  to  know 

Those  preachers  and  their  preaching,  those  teachers  ami  their  teach- 
To  other  pjirts  will  surely  have  to  go.  [ing, 

ClIORCS. 

For  it  used  to  be  proper,  but  it  don't  go  now; 
We  have  to  make  a  living,  and  we  don't  care  bow; 
Honest}'  used  to  be  proper,  I'll  allow. 
It  used  to,  but  it  don't  go  now. 

A  fellow  thinks  it's  funny  when  he  has  lots  of  money 

To  have  a  iolly  time  and  he  gets  tight; 
He  tries  his  (irinking  jiowers  at  downing  whiskey  sours, 

The  sun  is  shining  for  him  day  and  night; 
But  on  the  morning  after  he  ha.s  no  time  for  laughter, 

And  may  lie  not  a  cent  to  get  a  drink; 
He  tells  some  gay  bartender  he's  been  upon  a  bender, 

The  bar  l)oy  laughs  and  tells  him  with  a  wink: 

C'lioiit's. 
That  used  to  be  the  caper,  but  it  don't  go  now; 
We  bad  to  get  your  money  and  we  diiln't  care  haw; 
You've  been  a  good  fellow,  of  course  we'll  allow, 
You  usetl  to  be,  but  it  don't  go  now. 

In  our  trouble  with  Samoa,  .John  Kline,  a  Yankee  blower, 

Tried  to  fix  a  fight  for  Uncle  Sam: 
But  now  we  stopped  the  kicking,  and  no  one  got  a  licking, 

And  every liody  "  happy  as  a  clam." 
We,  through  procrastination,  nearly  lost  our  coaling  station. 

But  as  it's  settled,  keep  it  now  we  may; 
While  re{K)rts  were  l)eing  wired,  just  making  people  tired, 

Old  Bismarck  only  bad  to  laugh  and  say: 

Chokl's. 
Well  you  used  to  have  a  navy,  but  it  don't  go  now; 
You'll  have  to  get  .sonic  Knipp  guns  l)efore  \'ou  make  a  row, 
You  u.sed  to  have  sonu;  monitors,  of  course  we'll  allow, 
They  were  daisies,  but  they  don't  go  now. 


That's  the  Way  the  Story  Goes. 


Sung  by  Le^^tc-r  and  Williams. 
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We're  two  young  men  that  know  our  book, 

That's  the  wa^'  the  story  goes; 
We  gain  our  knowledge  by  book  or  by  crook. 

And  that's  the  way  tiic  story  goes. 
We  road  the  papers  night  and  day, 
Politicians  we  are  in  a  quiet  way. 
We'll  tell  you  the  news,  and  you've  nothing  to  pay. 

And  that's  the  way  the  story  goes. 

If  an  old  maid  tells  you  she's  never  been  kissed. 

That's  the  way  the  story  goes; 
You  can  l)et  fifteen  she's  down  on  the  list, 

That's  the  way  tlie  story  goes. 
If  you  kiss  her  once,  .she'll  .say  go  away; 
If  you  ki.ss  her  twice,  she'll  make  you  stay; 
If  you  kiss  her  three  times,  your  board  slie'll  pay, 

And  that's  the  way  Ihe  story  goes. 

Now,  the  girls  don't  like  the  electric  light. 

And  that's  the  way  the  story  goes; 
They'd  much  prefer  the  darkest  night. 

That's  the  way  the  story  goes.  ;.. 

Tliey  say  the  bright  eh-ctric  .spark 

Has  siK)iled  them  from  having  many  a  lark,     ;.  - 
They  can't  do  the  sjune  as  they  did  in  the  dark. 

And  that's  the  way  the  story  goes. 


■.'?ii^r«5f.;'^'7;>rijp,  .t*"^-">;  'wj* 
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OIVTE     CENT     E^CH. 


1  Baby  mine 

2  Sach  an  ednc&tlon  hsB  my  Mtry  Ann 
8  Auld  Lang  Syne 

4  Ella  Ree 

6  Old  cabin  bome 

6  Little  ones  at  home  .  -  ■  '  ' 

7  Old  black  Joe  /      .:  ■ 

8  Home,  eweet  home  /..■■:' 

9  larboard  watch 

10  Many  can  help  one      -  '  ,      .• 

11  Killarney 

12  See  that  my  grave's  kept  green 

13  Grandfather's  clock  '    - 

14  Emmet's  "  Lullaby  " 

16  The  hfcrp  that  once  thro'  Tare's  hall 

16  My  country,  'lis  of  thee 

17  Sweet  forget-me-not 

18  Where  was  Moees  when  the  light  went  oatt 

19  Nancy  Lee 

20  Write  me  a  letter  from  home 

21  Beautiful  isle  of  viie  sea 

22  Old  folks  at  home  (Swanee  ribber) 

23  Come  back  to  Erin 
21  Sweet  bye-and-bye 

25  My  pretty  red  rose 

26  \^'boa,  Emmal 

27  Katie's  secret 

28  You'll  remember  me  •'. 

29  Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep  ,.  ■     ■ 

80  Kathleen  Mavourneen  '         ,.  - 

31  I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls 
S2  Wearing  of  the  green 

83  When  you  and  I  were  yoong,  Maggie        -    , 

84  Cottage  bv  the  sea 

85  We  parted  by  the  river  side 

88  When  I  saw  eweet  Nellie  home 

87  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

88  Last  rose  of  Summer 

39  Shamus  O'Brien  - 

40  Exile  of  Erin 

41  Maggie's  secret 

42  Or  any  other  man— Stnmp  speech 

43  I  cannot  call  her  mother   . 

44  Would  I  were  with  thee 

45  Poor  old  slave  .  -  i.,- 

46  Casey  social  club         '  ', 

47  Cumberland's  crew 

48  Take  this  letter  to  my  mother       ,       ; 
46  A  model  love  letter 

50  Female  Stratagem 

51  How  to  kiss  a  lady 

52  Dublin  bay  .. 

53  Wife's  commandments 

54  Husband's  commandments 

55  Rules  for  bummers 

56  Little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane 
67  Barbara  Frielchie—HKriTATioN 
58  Marching  through  Georgia 

69  When  I  was  a  lail— Pinafore 

60  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  the  eea  ■•- 

61  Dancing  in  the  bam 

62  Fire  in  the  grate 

63  Wandering  refugee 
61  Blue-eyed  Nelly 

65  Minstrel  boy 

66  Letter  in  the  candle 

67  Star-spangled  banner 

68  Dancing  on  the  green 

69  Heart  bow'd  down 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  watermiil— Recitatioii 

72  Faded  coat  of  blue 

73  Hold  the  fort  V     :  ' 

74  Slavery  days 

75  Der  mule  shtood  on  de  shteamboat  deck— Rbo. 

76  Little  barefoot 

77  My  old  Kentucky  bome,  good-night 

78  Home  again 

79  Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  8C  far 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 

81  Office  rules 

82  Gray  hairs  of  my  mother    '    ' 

83  Good  Rhine  wine 

81  I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night,  love 

85  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 

86  Listen  to  the  mocking-bird 

87  When  the  corn  is  waving,  Annie 

88  She  never  blaiiie<l  him,  never 
80  Silver  threads  among  the  fold 

90  Little  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

91  King  the  bell  softly,  there's  crape  on  the  door 


92  Boy  loet  (laughable)  l'-  •' 

93  Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still 

91  Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  foil 

95  Gypsy  s  warning 

96  Anchor's  weighed 

97  Moon  behind  the  hill 
96  Swinging  in  the  lane 

99  Sheridan's  ride— Rbcitation 

100  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd 

101  Eilleen  Allanna 

102  'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower 

103  Touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Lonlee 

104  Girl  I  left  behind  me 

105  Little  Buttercup 

106  His  sisters,  cousins  and  aunte 

107  Carry  me  back  to  old  Virginny    .  .' 

108  Roses  underneath  the  snow  -'    ..  "  ' 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  fly 

112  Old  man's  drun'ic  again 

113  Two  orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  fire) 

114  Amber  tresses  tied  in  blue 

115  Pretty  as  a  picture 

116  I  am  waiting,  Essie,  dear 

117  Three  perished  in  the  snow 

118  Slight  hints 

119  Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother     " 

120  Come  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling 

121  Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling     ■.:. 

122  Bingen,  on  the  Rhine 

123  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave 

124  Old  log  cabin  on  the  biil 

125  Croppy  boy  ..    ,  . , 

126  Skids  are  out  to-day      , 

127  Tlie  bridge  :  "■'/-'  ,  ••■ 

128  Shabby  genteel 

129  Oh,  dat  watermelon 

130  Comin'  thro'  the  rye  ,   "  ".■ 

131  Must  we  then  meet  as  strangeit    ' ..    . 

132  Babies  on  onr  block 

133  Brennen  on  the  Moor 

134  Skidmore  fancy  ball  ,  . 

135  Hallway  Door 

136  Where  the  grass  grows  green 

J37  Darling  Bessie  or  the  lea  ■.-■'■■ 

138  Kiss  behind  the  door 

139  I'll  remember  you,  love,  in  my  prayeti 

140  Mary  of  the  wild  moor 

141  Old  wooden  rocker 

142  Speak,  only  speak 

143  Dancing  aroand  with  Charlie 

144  Where  art  thoa,  my  beloved? 

145  Mollie,  darling 

146  You  may  look,  but  yon  nrastn't  touch 

147  My  daughter,  Jnlia 

148  Raffle  for  the  stove         ,,      . 

149  Balm  of  Gilead 

150  There's  always  a  seat  in  the  parlor  for  you 

151  Driven  from  home 

152  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping  ,  . 

153  Pull  for  the  shore 

154  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 

155  Good  news  from  home  ',-;.■.. 

156  Fisherman's  daughter 

157  Shells  of  ocean 

158  Massa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 
160  Say  a  kind  word  when  yon  can 

160  Cure  for  scandal 

161  Twilight  coterie  ..'■:■ 

162  Strangers  yet 
168  Castles  in  the  air 
164  Dear  little  shamrock 

166  I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs 

166  Norah  O'Neal 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

168  Rose  of  Tralee 

169  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Eildare 

170  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lone  child  •  *-.     : 

172  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

173  Glove  flirtation 

174  Whip  flirtation  '•     ■  "     -. 

175  Slave's  dream  .-  . 

176  Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  don't  go    , 

177  Sweet  Evangeline 

178  Good-bye  at  the  door 

179  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the  heart  can 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you  [never  be 

181  Erin's  lovely  home  .-     ,    -    . 

182  Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-boose     -■■    V  '      -': 


183  Twenty  years  ago  - .     ' 

184  Paddy '^s  land 

185  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  aarllng    -'   .  . ; 

186  Old  village  school  on  the  green       i  '.i, • 

187  Woodman,  spare  that  tree  f  "^  -. 

188  Barbara  Frieichie—RECiTAiioii 

189  Darling  Minnie  Lee -" 

190  Hat  flirtation  '■'■.■:  ' 

191  Fan  flirtation 

192  Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  moan  tain 

193  Good-bye,  Annie,  darling  (Enoch  Arden) 

194  Why  did  she  leave  him? 

195  A  quiet  little  home 

196  Thou  hast  learned  to  love  another 

197  Mary  of  Argyle 

198  Nil  Desperandum  -— -' 

199  Sweet  Hi!,'hland  Mary 

200  Evening  amusement  (laughable) 

201  Day  I  played  base  ball 

20'J  Remember  you  have  children  of  your  own 
203  There's  none  like  a  mother  if  ever  so  poor 
201  You  were  false,  but  I'll  forgive  jroa 

205  Sweet  Maggie  Gordon  ,     . 

206  Tanyard  side 

207  Bells  of  Shandon 

208  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell  "V    ' :  . 

209  Whisper  softly,  mother's  dying  -.^ 

210  Erin's  green  snore  ; 

211  Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old? 

212  Donnelly  and  Cooper  ..'     .    ' 

213  Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  ehore  -;'  ' .  •'.■ 

214  Little  Rosebud  ,    .        ';      ■ 

215  By  the  sad  sea  waves  •'■  .;     : '  ' 

216  Come  into  the  garden,  Mand  ■  ■'..    '  -' 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin  i.       .• 

218  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way  'I  - 

219  God,  bless  my  boy  at  sea  ;  •  ^.    .,. 
230  Annie  Laurie 

221  Mac's  and  the  O'e 

2S  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 

223  Lamentation  of  James  Rodgers 

224  Come,  birdie,  come  ,'■ 

225  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

226  Ever  of  thee 

227  Norah  McShane  ' 

228  Love  among  the  roses  ; 

229  Shamus  O'Brien— Rbcitatkmi 

230  Der  Deitcher  Gal 
531  No  Irish  need  apply 

232  Old  arm  chair  ,  •; 

233  Tim  Flaherty  •    ' 

234  We  sat  by  the  river,  yon  and  I 

235  I  love  music 

236  Sweet  Genevieve 

2:37  When  the  flowers  fall  asleep 

238  Patrick  Sheehan  ^ '-     •      • 

239  Sailor's  grave 

240  I»retty  maid  milking  her  cow       '      - 
Zil  Kentucky  Rose 

242  Farmer's  daughter 

243  Oh,  dem  golden  slippers 

244  In  the  momini^  by  the  bright  light 

245  Nobody's  darlmg 

246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  ctill 

247  Somebody's  mother— Rkcitatioh 

248  Birdie,  darling 

249  Nobody's  darling  but  mine  . 

250  Rock  me  to  sleep,  mother 

251  Put  my  little  shoes  away 

252  Darling  Nelly  Gray 

*4S53  Somebody's  coming  when  the  dewdropa  fM 

254  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  weM 

255  Little  brown  jug 
^6  Ben  Bolt 

SS7  Good-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye         .     . 

258  Erin  is  my  home 

259  Katty  Avonmeen  ■    - 

260  Sadie  Ray 

261  Bard  of  Armagh 

26'^  Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  weep 

263  Patrick's  day  parade 

254  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate      ,'•  '  ,,  '  ■ 

265  Speak  to  me,  speak 

266  Darling,  I  will  come  again 

267  Bright-eyed  little  Nell  of  Narraganset  bflj 

268  Hail.  Colnmbia 

269  Little  footsteps 

270  Tim  Finigan's  wake 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  roof     -       .- 

272  Scotch  lassie,  Jean 

273  Hat  me  father  wore 


it 
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OJSTE     CENT    E^OH. 


547  The  Cork  leg 

&18  Uncle  Sam's  farm 

W9  My  okl  wife  and  1 

MO  Tin  go  lonely 

551  Only  as  far  as  the  gate 

55S  Peek-a-boo 

553  Mooultglit  at  Killamey 

554  111  wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by 
565  We  never  epeak  as  we  pass  by 
550  Tipperary  cnristeuin";  , 

557  Be  home  early  to-nij^ht,  my  dear  [boy 

558  Old  ni:^tic  b.idge  by  the  mill 
55!)  Paddy  Magee'e  dream 

660  Drtamiuj'  of  home  and  mother    , 

661  Shall  we  know  each  other  there? 
56:J  Jollv  Irishman 
663  Folks  that  put  on  airs 
6M  Rosalie,  the  prairie  flower 
5«5  If  1  had  but  a  thoueand  a  year 
666  Fisherman  and  his  child 
S67  Swate  Castle  Garden 
5t)8  In  the  gloaming 
569  Bring  me  back  the  one  I  lov« 

670  Spider  and  the  fly 

671  A  warrior  bold 

672  Tars  farewell 

673  In  her  little  bed  we  laid  her 

674  Dark  girl  drewed  in  blue 

675  Separation 

676  Pitcher  of  beer 

677  Neil  McGull  lean's  daughter.  Many  Ann 
673  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  wais  there 

579  ItB  a  cold  day  when  I  gel  left 

580  Alice,  where  art  thoti? 
5M1  Meet  me.  Josie.  at  the  gate 

582  Jessie  at  the  railway  bar 

583  Ada,  \vitU  the  golden  hair 

584  Streets  of  New  Vork 

585  Courting  in  the  rain 

586  I'm  dviug  for  some  one  to  love  D^e 

587  Is  tha't  Mister  Keilly? 
5M8  Let  my  name  be  kindly  spoken 
589  Dar's  one  more  rlbber  for  to  crooa 
690  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paria 
591  I>oorold  MiUe 
5!)3  (Joixl-bye.  my  lover,  good-bya 
5'.tt  A  life  on  theoceau  wave 
5f.H  I  am  dreaming 
5'.>5  (iypsy  Countess 

596  She's  as  go<Hl  as  gold 

597  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night 

598  Shtio.  fly :  don't  bother  me 

599  Ten  tho'u?'aiid  miles  away 

600  Give  my  love  to  all  at  homo 

601  Mygel  Snyder's  party 

602  Increase  of  crime 

603  Ship  on  fire 
M  Josephus  Orange  Bloesoni 

tl05  Oil!  Susannah 

606  Old  Bt)b  KiiUey 

607  Bonnie  blue  flag 

608  Nell  Flantrherty'g  draka 
ti09  John  Barleycorn 

610  Rules  for  love-waking 

611  Land  I>;a<rue  Band 

612  Down  by  the  old  »bbey  mint 

613  (itorious  09th 

614  Old  willow  cradle 

615  Funny  old  sjal 

616  Reliinous  card  player 
€17  Paddy's  the  l)oy 

618  Teddy  Mciilvnn 

619  Lads  who  live  ia  Irelan& 

620  Worn-out  sailor 

621  Mott  sin-et,  -H9 

622  Limerick  is  beuutiful 
6J"?  Seven  oiid 

624  Let  me  kiss  him  for  his  mother 

625  Prettv  lips 

626  Sullivan  9  boot  in  my  eye 

627  Yillikins  and  his  Dinah 

628  Captain  with  his  whiskers 

629  A  knot  of  blue  and  gray 

630  Foley's  hotel 

631  111  meet  her  when  the  snn  goes  down 
em  Never  take  the  horseshoe  from  the  door 

633  Woman,  lovely  woman 

634  Napoleons  dream 

635  When  the  robins  nest  again 

eaa  Oh!  you  little  darling,  Iloveyoo 
087  Juet  down  the  lane  i  . 


638  Call  me  back  again 
6;i9  Milwaukee  fire 

640  One  of  the  flnest 

641  Over  the  mountain 
&12  Belle  of  the  ball 

643  Farmer's  boy 

644  When  Jack  cornea  houic  again  (.Sailing) 

645  Ilush-a-bye,  baby 

646  Where  the  ivy  grows  bo  green 

647  Bridget  Donahue 

648  Down  the  hill 

649  My  Nellie's  blue  eyes 

650  Ragged  coat 

651  Kitty  Kimo 

652  Little  darling,  dream  of  me 
65;}  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fruit 

654  Minute  gun  at  sea 

655  Some  day 

656  Sour  krout 

057  Don't  give  the  name  a  bad  blace 

658  liacketty  Jack 

6.59  John  Brown  song  (Glorv,  glory  hallelujah) 

6<jO  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  Doys  are  marching    - 

661  A  dollar  fifteen  ceut« 

662  Roger  O'Mailey 

6*53  Don't  make  a  noise  or  else  you'll  wake  the  baby 

604  Bring  back  my  bonnie  to  me 

6<S  Belleville  convent  fire  (Illinois) 

606  I'll  await  my  love 

667  Hard  times  come  again  no  more 

6«>8  Mulcahey's  gone  away 

669  Nineteen  hundred  and  one 

670  Colleen  dhas  machree 

671  Only  to  see  thee,  darling 

672  Blue  bells  of  Scotland 

673  A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother 

674  That  s  how  you  get  served  when  you're  old 

675  Dear  little  Innocent  things 

676  Mother,  I've  come  home  to  die 

677  Just  iK'fore  the  battle,  mother 

678  Down  in  a  diving-bell 

679  Kissing  through  the  bare 

680  Skipi>er  and  his  boy 

681  Young  man  from  the  ,ountry 

682  I'll  be  dar 

683  Midshipmite 

eai  Eleventh  Regiment  (\.  G.  S.  N.  Y.) 

685  Naughty,  naughty  men 

686  Naughty,  naughty  girls 

687  New  coon  in  town 

688  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  tree? 

689  Bold  soger  boy 

690  Heenan  and  Sayers 

091  Come,  landlonl,  fill  the  flowing  bowl 

692  Sally,  come  np  , 

693  Sea  king's  burial 

»i91  One  horse  o(H'n  sleigh 

696  Baby  show 

690  Swim  out  for  glory 

697  Jessie  Green 

698  Duffy's  grand  opening  night 

699  I'm  a  dude 

700  Run  for  the  doctor 

701  Climbini;  up  the  golden  stair* 
T02  My  goo<r-looking  man 

703  How  a  married  woman  goes  to  sleep 
701  I'm  off  for  Baltimore 

705  Briirht  little  spot  on  the  ocean 

706  I  tickled  her  under  the  chin 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn 

708  My  Newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  Hill 

711  Maloney's  the  man 
Tl'i  Ship  that  never  rcturntHl 

713  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep? 

714  How  much  does  the  baby  weigh? 

715  A  mother's  watch  by  the  sea 

716  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

718  High-water  pants 

719  Every  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-aud-by* 

720  ril  send  you  down  a  letter  from  the  sky 

721  Paddy  stole  the  rope 

722  Duffy,  the  swell 

723  Not  much 

734  Don't  leave  yotir  mother,  'l"om 
725  Prettv  little  dark  blue  eyes 
730  A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moM 
?27  Dream  faces 
?28  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 


729  Good-bye  to  my  Southern  sunny  homa 

730  Pretty  little  rosy  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  the  window  to-night,  lore 

732  Hard  up 

733  Forgive  and  forget 

734  Captain  Mi»hler 

735  Butterfly  dude 

736  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

737  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roses  fall 
~38  I^t  me  like  a  soldier  fall  ■{■ 

739  Enniskillen  dragoon 

740  Papa's  baby  boy 

741  I  ain't  as  young  as  I  used  to  be 

742  The  Dreaanought 

743  See-saw 

744  What's  in  a  Kiss? 

745  Hush,  little  baby,  don't  yon  cry 

746  Darling  Clo' 

747  Mother's  last  .equest 

748  Texas  ranger 

749  God.  save  Ireland 

750  Tho*  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  you 

751  Bold  Jack  Donahue 

752  Last  farewj^U 

753  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 

754  Mary  Ann  Kehoe 

755  Only  an  emigrant 

756  My  "bonny  boy  is  young,  but  h«'»  grow!n|; 

757  The  farmer  feeds  us  all 

758  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hot 

759  Better  days  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  girl's  message 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

763  Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye,  bye 

764  Somebody's  tall  and  handsome 

765  Mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  no«r 
76*5  Sweet  Ali)ine  roses 

707  Morrissey  and  the  Bcnicia  b<»y 

708  Constant  farmer's  son 

769  Upper  ten  and  lower  five 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Keyhole  in  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  square,  boys 

773  Lackawanua  spoonera 

774  fot  where  1  was  bom 

775  Burke's  dream 

776  Four-leave<I  shamrock 

777  Up  a  tree 

778  Down  where  the  lily  bells  grow 

779  Behind  the  parlor  uoor 

780  Peggy  0'M<wre 

781  Sunny  hours  of  childhiMxl 

782  O'Reilly,  the  fisherman 

78;i  Old  village  blacksmith's  shop 

784  False  one.  I  love  thee  still 

785  Shannon  side 

786  Pennsylvania  tramp 

787  We'll  paint  the  town  re<l 

788  Ix>ok  always  on  the  sunny  side 

789  (Jreen  linnet  - 

790  Gentle  Annie 

791  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 

792  There's  a  light  in  the  window 

793  Annie  of  the  vale 
7M  Rising  of  the  moon 

795  Who  will  care  for  mother  now? 

796  I>et  the  dead  and  the  beautifnl  rest 

797  Sights  for  a  father 

798  Old  gray  mare 

799  How  is  your  sister  Mary? 

800  Clara,  Clara,  will  you  come  out  to-night? 

801  (;randma's  vacant  chair 

802  America's  emblem,  the  violet 
80:^  Knocking  at  the  gates  of  Jordan 
801  Take  good  care  of  mother 

805  Whisper  and  a  kiss 

80t)  Old-fashioned  photograph  of  mother 

807  Good-bye,  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat 

808  Little  Mag  and  I 

809  Cradle's  emnty,  baby's  gone  .    '   ." 

810  Rosy's  Sunday  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  family 

812  Little  wife,  Nellie 

813  Too  utterly  utter 

814  I'm  a  dandy,  but  I'm  no  dude 

815  They  can'tkcep  the  workingman  down 

816  Angel  mother  waits  for  me 

817  (ioo<l-night,  but  not  good-byo 

818  Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky 

819  Just  plain  Jim 
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Wehman's  Collection  of  Songs,  No.  1, 


CONTAINING    100    SONGS. 


K  handful  of  earth 

K  warrior  bold 

All  on  ac'oiint  of  Eliza 

Art?  you  srwing  to  the  hop  this  evening 

A  viiilt't  from  niothtT's  j^rave 

Anirt'l's  whisfxT 

R-tsv  and  I  are  out— Recitation 

fV<liIy.  the  h.ilK'f  drl 

IV-  hotiK'  I'iirl  y  tonii;lit,  my  dear  boy 

Braw  liiizzars 

Bt'tsiy  df.*trov«  tin-  (wiht  -  Uki'itation 

BliifbfU-  of"  s.t)t!aiid 

BalnV  t.">f  a  tooth 

lifaiitiful  leaves 

B«ley  und  I  linfe  Imi^t  up— RBfiTA^iox 

BliU'AUaiiaii  luouiitains 

t'liiekeiis  in  tin-  ■.iinleii 

Cow-*  art'  in  the  corn 

i'h:iri:e  of  the  light  bn'sra'U^    Ae.cn. 

ftiloriil  hop 

C'aiupton  Haces 

Come  w  here  my  love  liet*  dreamiii;; 

Decision  in  "  the  Gipsv'jf  \vamin:<  " 

Doiible-breu.-'ted  uiauf^ron  on  the  ajiiare 

Dar  am  buuey  ou  dcee  lip^i 


S^"  We  will  sonil  the  iibov 
Address  all  orders  to  HENRY 


Down  ill  a  rii:il  iiiiiu- 

DruiikaiilV  dream 

Dear  Iri^li  Ixiy 

KmmetV  "  niDiiiitiiiii  song" 

Father  Tom  O'Noil 

(;raiiite  mill  iln- 

tiiaiilV  trip  around  the  world 

Grave  of  Wolfe  'i'one-  UKriTATloN 

(iwiuf  to  cross  de  river  l>y  and  by 

(iarden  where  the  praties  ijrow 

li'iii!;  lip  your  hat  iH-hjiid  llie  door 

llanl  times  come  a^ain  uo  more 

I  ran"!  make  ir  out.  ran  you* 

I've  a  hiihy  in  Kalamii/.ob 

I  don't  like  a  cnr  ai  my  heels 

III  di-  lowlands,  low 

Irish  fair 

Joe  Howei-8 

Keep  in  (le  middle  ob  de  road 

Kitty  Tyrrell 

Little  brown  rot  on  the  hill 

Little  old  house  o!i  the  rhiiie 

Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old 

Lost  Uosabel 

Little  flower  you  gave  me 


l.iive"^  eiii(liti,'~ 

Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  ma 
Mi>oiilii;ht  at  Killar'ney 
Mother  would  eomfort  me 
Miilliiran's  funeral 
My  pretty  .Line 
.Mary  Ann  Mc|jiiii;hlin 
Mary's  gone  wid  a  coon 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Malone 
N'orali,  the  pride  of  Kildare 

No  one  to  love 

Dli!  FrtHl,  tell  them  to  stop 
Our  army  and  navy  .,f  bine 
Over  till-" garden  wall 
Old-fasliioned  chureh  on  the  hill 
Old-tashior.ed  homestiaU 

On  the  Htrict  Kl  T 

oh!  breathe  not  his  name 

Old  brown  iMiiitx 

Old  mountain  trtn^ 

<.»ur  grandfat her"s  days 

O'lteilly'8  billy  goat— Rbcitatios 

I'allet  of  straw 

Patrick,  mind  the  baby 

Patter  of  der  shingles— Rkcitation 


PRICE    TEN    CENTS. 

e  set  of  KHJ  Souses,  lUKst-paid,  to  any  address  on  reeeipt  of  price. 
J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  (P.  O. 


Sadie,  darling 

Sarah's  young  man 

Shamus  O'Brien— Recitatiow 

."Spring,  gentle  Si>ring 

Same  tiling  Over  again 

Schneiders  ride  -Rec  itatiow 

She  jt-  far  from  the  land 

Temple  of  fame 

Theiv  is  a  line  ship  ou  the  ocean 

Tiamn-UEiiTATlo.N 

True  Irish  gi'iits 

Turnpike  gate 

Tk\'icKeiiham  ferry 

Twinkle,  tuiukle,'  little  star 

Tain OShauier  liut  », 

Tr.ie  a.'i  stiM.'! 

Tar's  fairwell 

'I'or^M-do  and  the  whale 

Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  boys  are 

I'j)  at  Jones'  wood  [marching 

W  hen  iliese  old  clothes  wore  new 

Wist:  wist:  wistl 

White  cockade 

'Way  down  \i\mn  de  Suanee  ribber 

Wife's  dream 


Postage  Stamp.'«  taken.  ,<^  , 
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CONTAINING    95    SONGS. 


Angel  Gabriel 

Annie  Lisle 

A  roUins:  stone  gathers  no  moss 

Annie  of  the  vale 

A  leaf  of  ivy  from  mother's  grave 

A' lock  of  mother's  hair 

An  Irishman's  Uiter— Com.  Readixo 

Barney  .McCoy 

Believe  me  if  all  those  endearing  young 

Boys  of  Kilkenny  [charms 

Boston  burglar 

Iki^tou  tire 

Belle  Brandon 

BiiT  sun  llovver 

Billy  (iriiiies,  tbe  rover 

Sold  Jack  Donohue 

Cod  liver  oil 

Captain  Jinks,  of  the  horse  marines 

Cloi»e  the  shutters,  Willie's  dead 

Ca.sev's  whiskey 

Death  of  Prtisid'ent  (Jarfleld 

Drifting  with  tlie  tide 

Dying  soldier     Hkcitatiom  . 

Dou't  call  in  ilictuurulng  < 


Dreamy  eyes  haunt  me  still 

Don't  getwearv,  children 

Kileeii,  sweet  liileen 

Empty  is  the  stable,  Davy's  gone 

Kveiiiiii'  star 

KlaiT'*  of  all  nations 

Farmer's  boy 

Fisherman  a'lid  his  child 

Flying  tra|>eze 

Gentle  heart  l)e  true 

(iersnan  lifth 

Good-bye,  Susan  Jane 

Go(Ml-bye,  Charlie 

Give  bread  to  the  poor 

(ioil  save  our  pn-sident  from  every 

Huckleberry  uic-nic  [hann 

Hiinury  man  from  Harlem 

It's  naiiirhty.  but  it's  nice 

I  hoiw  I  don't  intrude 

I  love  my  love  in  de  morninij 

I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  yon  don  t 

I'm  a  m'an  you  don't  meet  every  day 

In  de  eveniui.'  i)y  de  moonlight 

I  will  be  true  to'thec 


I'd  oiler  thee  this  lian<l  of  mine 

I'm  the  governor's  only  pon 

I've  ;;ot  a  donkey 

111  the  days  when  I  wps  hard  up 

It  don't  belong  to  me 

I'd  cb(M)se  to  be  a  baby 

I  loiii:  ti)  be  single  again 

I  wauclered  by  the  briM>k8ldc 

John  Brown  song;  or  glory,  glory 

John  Mitchell  [hallelujah 

Johnny  is  gone  for  a  soldier 

Just  landed 

Jim  BIndso— Rgcitatioit 

Kitty  Clyde 

Leave  not  your  Kathleen 

Lecture  on  ••dem|)erauce" 

Love!  lovel  love! 

Let  the  de.ad  and  the  beautiful  rest 

I.;ist  niglit  I  was  dreaming  of  you 

Mid-watch 

Muldoon,  the  solid  man 

MacKeiina's  dream 

Minnie,  h<ar  the  lilnebird  sing 

My  sweetheart,  when  a  boy 


Never  empty  cradle,  twins  are  bom 

Not  before  pa,  dear 

Old  Zip  coon 

Old  plantation's  lonely 

Paul  Hevere's  ride— Recitatioji 

.*«he"8  a  fral  o'  mine 

Squin;  and  Maria 

Sunny  days  will  come  again 

Sailini;  oil  the  Like 

Sheridan's  ride  -Hecitatio.v 

StrawlH'rries  and  cream 

That's  how  yon  get  served  when  yoirni 

Things  I  don't  like  to  set-  [old 

Tiddle-a-Wink,  the  barber 

True  to  the  core 

Toss  the  tiirk 

True  lovers'  discussion 

I'lhler  the  willow  she's  sleeping 

Violets  dii)i>cd  in  dew 

Why  did  tliey  dig  ma's  L'rave  SO  deep? 

We  are  coming,  .-isier  Mary 

Yankee  IXxxlle 

Your  lassie  will  be  true 
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A  hnndred  year»  to  come 

Atheist  aiidacorn  — IJk;  ITATIOH 

Annie  o'  the  banks  o'  Dee 

A  Inan■^  a  man  for  a'  that 

A  motto  for  every  man  , 

Beautiful  dr<-amer 

Beautiful  Venice 

Blue  and  flie  i;ray       • 

Babv's  ffot  a  cramp 

Bay  of  Biscay.  O! 

Boys,  keep  away  from  the  gals 

Bn-ad  and  cheese,  and  kisses 

Bright  emerald  isle  of  the  sea 

Buck  F'anshaw's  funeral— Recitation 

Captain  with  his  whiskers 

Claratx.-l  .Magee 

College  days 

Come  and  "kiss  mc  J 

Di'_'<:in:r  for  i^old 

iKm't  slam  the  gate 

Duffy's  op«u)ing  night  f 

Dan  Maloney  I;-  themaa  i 

Dying  Califoruian 

Days  of  "4'.< 

Down  by  the  river  side  ,■ 


Dree  dousand  miles  away 

Ellen  Bayne 

Fearfully  aii<l  wonderfully  made 

Flow  geiitly.  sweet  Afton 

Farmer  satin  his  easy  chair 

(Joat 

(ientio  Annie 

(Juilty  or  not  gnilty— Rkoitatios 

Gum  'tri'<;  canoe 

Ha/..  1  dell 

I'll  hang  inv  harp  on  a  willow  tree 

Is  it  anylxMly's  business 

Iri-'limii.rs  shanty 

It's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way 

Indian  hunter 

Indian  warrior's  grave 

Iliglesiile 

Iri-h  jaunting  car 

John  Anderson,  my  .Jo,  John 

Johnny  Sand* 

Kaly's"  letter 

Kiss  nie  (|ui<k  and  go 

Kate  Kearney 

Little  olil  duddoi-n 

Little  Yawcob  Strau.-s— Recitation 


Little  more  cider 
Miss  (JrulHT's  Boarding  house 
MaLT'-'ie  by  my  side 
Merriest  girl  "thiit's  out 
Mike  Brady's  shirt 
Mi-i"leto<"  boiiixh 
Meet  me  at  the  lane 
.MulliL'sin  guard 

Nettie  .Moore 

\ic(«lemiis  Johnaon 
Nancv  Till 
O'Doniiel  .\»-u 
Old  arm  chair 
Our  front  stoop 
Pat  Malloy 
Patriots  of  Ireland 
Pat  Maloiiey's  family 
Prettv  Jeini'ina.  don't  say  no 
Pull  ("lowii  your  vest 
Perli.aps  she's  on  the  railway 
Pimte's  seriuiade 
Polish  boy  -Uki  irATloN 
Paddy  Blake's  echo 
Rom-  of  .Mlandale 
Row  of  tenement  houses 


Ring,  ring  dc  banjo 

Retrular  army.  O! 

Kory  O'Mon- 

Spade 

Stump  siKH'ch 

Shellim:  giecn  peas 

Skin-tiirht  pants 

Tip|)erary  christening 

They've  all  L'of  a  wm>  but  me 

Three  black  crows 

Twiiiklinc  stars 

Tappin.;  at  the  garden  gate 

Thou  art  gone  from  my  ga/.e 

Valley  lay  sniilim;  before  me 

Walking  down  Broadwav 

Why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be 

Wait  till  thi?  clouds  roll  by  [pra.id 

When  the  band  begins  to  plav 

What  i"  home  without  a  motlier? 

Who  w  ill  care  for  mother  now 

Widow  .Malone 

Wrvugs  of  onld  Iceland 


'M 


PRICE    TEN    CENTS. 


t^"  We  ■will  send  the  above  set  of  97  Songs,  post-paid,  to  any  addrass  on  receipt  of  price. 
Address  all  orders  to  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  PubUsher.    ''  (P.  O, 


Postage  Stamps  taken. 

Box  1888).  New  York  City. 
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%S),  id)  bin  fo  miibe 

*4,  roenn  bu  roarft  mcin  eigtn 

So.  roie  ift'l  inbglid)  bann 

?lennd)cn  oon  Ihatau 

?11S  bcr  OJrosocUer  6i«  (9co6mutt«t  na^m 

SI»  id) em  lunn'  ^oieUe  roar 

%li  'iloatt  aixi  i<m  Haiten  max 

"Jim  fltiinon  jjubiou.itranb 

'Sit  ber  jd)bnt-n  blauen  Xonau 

^nna,  }u  bir  ift  mein  licbftcr  Sang 

'JlutiDort  our  ©riinhom'S  crften  Srief 

?liid)  id)  roar  eiu  ^Minaling  mit  lorfigem 

?luf,  it)r  iPriiber,  last  uni  roaUtin  [^aar 

'Augen.  bi< 

5Bauer  aui  bcr  (fifcubaliti,  b<r 

TaS  ift  ber  log  beS  ^errn 

Xaj  roeig  ja  aluin  nur  bt;r«)auStne4t  )u 

l;«ierteut,  Bcr  [tag«u 

Xtutfd)e  itnabi  in  'flmerifa,  bet 

Xrci  fidK'tfnal'cn,  bie 

■Xrei  miintrc  *i*ur(d)en  ?a6«n 

Xutrtiman'j  ftlage 

(riiie  Z^eW.  btc  mid)  Ii<bt 

(yiii  45|dd;o3  t'ieb 

l?ii!5  muK  tiodi  aii'ui 

&3  btiiiton  ii)  li;itig  brei  cteriie 

(?3  ift  jroar  fein  llngliid,  obcr  "8  drgert 

Q%  it:l)t  I'ln  UiJirtt)d^au4  an  bei  fia^n 

Jibucit 

jyreiht'ft.  bie  id)  meine 

®i'Plai?te  (f l)>mann,  b«c 

©riine  in  >flmcrifa,  ber 

©riinhorn'5  etitet  *Bri«f,  bel 

Outir  fianiijrab.  ber 
anbl•l5jll^^.•.  bet 
ianitt'9.  Pi-r  ffi'tbcnbe  9)auer 
lepmann  x'eoi 
ineinc;  I'ia  Hen 
,  5irten!nab.  ber 
]  Sittprit'  rom  ftu^ 
i  Jd)  fomme  »om  Webirgf  f)« 
j  3d)  ro.ir  v^imolini?  nod)  an  ia^rtn 
1  ^m  Jliinuc.r  ia  fubrcn  un4 
<  iin  tuhlcn  fiellcr  fit;  id)  l)ier 
J  5n  ben  'flitgen  liecjt  Das  «<r| 
!  3n  ber  .Oeiinatl)  ift  d  )d)3n 
'  5n  biv  aUein 
/  5n  eincm  fiiljlen  ©runbe 
,  Rapellc,  bie 
\  ftunitletleben 


ZO'o.    1,— ent^olttnb  100  t'ieber. 


[5d)titt 


ftut|d)fe  auf  bem  Sortvojten 

SabieS  in  *Hmerila 

fiiebe  fanft  man  ni4)t.  bie 

Viebfd.iUJfrbung 

fiorelet) 

I'oui^  unb  (Sugenie 

i!utt)fr's  ai3al)rf»rud) 

3)lad)t  man  inS  i)«ben  faum  ben  erfleii 

^iein  'JJlann  ift  gefa^ren  ing  ^eu 

Wengc  inuR  ti  bringen,  bie 

3JJoberne  t'iebe 

TOorgeurotf) 

Sautter  mi&'i  nid)t  leiben,  bie 

liai)  ber  .yeimat^  mbdjt  i^  loieber 

9lur  fiir  'Katur 

O  fd)au  nur  (in  rinjigS  mat 

C  ctroKburg 

U.iapft  U-bt  t)errtid)  in  ber  !U)elt,  bcr 

Wdtbiel  l>on  UDien,  bie 

Siattenfdnger  Don  ^ameln,  bee 

JRecept  juin  9Jeid)iDerben 

Kofen.l'ieb 

Salomoni(d)es  Utttjeil 

Siicr  30  iahre  bift  bu  alt 

S(Qle3roig>ibolftein,  meerum|d)[ungen 

Sd)neiberlicb 

2d)bnjten  "Miigen,  bie 

3d)roei)er'3  ;6eiinroel) 

Sid)  auf  tfngliid)  ju  oetftanb'gen 

Solbaten>i'iebe 

So  nie  bu 

Stop  a  little 

2brdne,  bie 

irinffptucft 

Iqroler  unb  fein  flinb 

SergiBmeinnidit,  bai 

SPerrcnfte  iQtxi,  baS 

aOalb,  bcr 

5ll>iunung 

SWacum  flcfdiiebt  fo  roai  b'ut  ju  iag 

2l«cnn  bie  Sdjionlben  hei)nrodrt9  jiebn 

ii'enn  id)  ciu  l*bglein  )odr 

iSer  lieben  )uin,  muft  leiben 

4'JiU)elin5l)i)he 

iL'ir  gelm  nad)  Sinbenau 

4i.»ir  nten  io  frbl)lid)  beijammen 

Si'irtbin  Ibcbterlein,  ber 

21)01)1  Dicle  tauieiib  '4?bflelein 

ilDo  foU  id)  )nid)  binroenbcn 

S'  fiauterbad)  i^cib  id)  mein  Strumpf 


id)t 


;.-enfl) 


2\ro- 

7ln  ber  CueUe  |afe  bet  itnabe 

■aUttemciner  loaft 

«l3  bcr  Uebe  ©ott  bie  ilSelt  etid)affen 

9l&am  unb  (f  oa 

^In&tca^  ijoftt 

91  Xe.inerf  get)f  u-.n  vjolj  in  SSalb 

'Mis  ea  mit  "fioat)  (lini?  »u  (fno 

'JIU  b;e  "SteuBen  mari(5irtt:\  Dor  'i'rag 

2U  id)  (in  eincm  Si'mmer'ag 

?II3  roir  ):;niv't  in  ".Xeflcnsbuta  toaren 

IBcrliner  iPictmamjcU,  bie 

SBraoet*.  l.i^iert  eud)  im  iireift 

SBlau'  "■•leaglein  fine  gefdtjrlid) 

SPuuDcc-lieb 

9?ertrauo':  'illiiicb 

Xa  liciv't  1:1:1  :in  .{j'TUn 

la  fttcitni  fid)  Die  V-'cut  t)erum 

Icn  licben  lun^cn  liiti 

lem  .octrn  aUein  Die  Cf  hre 

In  Ija't  Xiainanti-n  unS  'Uerlen 

Xu  bift  mir  nat)  unb  bod)  )o  fern 

Xrei  2i'od)cn  ror  Cft<tn 

Xeiu  Ui>ohl,  man  Vicbdjen 

Ieuttd)e  '.Winter,  bie 

Cf  s  TOiuon  einmal  brei  ftdferfnaben 

ttiniam  bin  iib  nidit  aUcine 

(rj  loaron  mal  btci  ©cfetlen 

Qi  faun  ja  nid:t  immcr  fo  bleiben 

Cine  '4'crle  n'\u\'  id)  mein 

ffinen  ftu^   faun  flute  Oiiidjt 
iinfmalhunbei-ttauienb  leufcl 
em  ini  3uo  ba-3  fdjone  Spanien 
reunD,  id)  bin  juiriebcn  ' 

at)t'  m'.t  hini;fc;r,  td)bner  Siftiffer 
tiP'  auB  bom  *ii,>irtb3l)au3 

©u!.;  ".WuttJt  WiiiiDel'jjuin.  bie 

©ate  "JJjJit.  bu  )nctit  tjetjiv'S  ftinD 

^finrid)  f±I:ef  tu-i  fcinet  *JJeuoenndl)lt*n 

Ofiniburg  u't  ein  id)b:i:3  stdbtdjen 

"eil  bit  im  su'rtfrfraii} 
inaus  in  Cii'  ,\iX'.\t 
orf)  »o:n  Xr.cb'tcin 
et).  mr.n  Ocrj.  ir)orum  |o  traurig 

Biftorie  00.1  lloal) 

jierj.  Bom  flummer  tief  gebeugt 

Jd)  rooUt  i*  roar  fin  'Bogel 

3d)  bin  ber  .'riirf:  Dct  thoren 

Jn  meinem  cd)(i3Bd)en  ift'3  gat  fein 

3d)  bin  ein  i'rfur.e 

3d)  bin  Ber  Xoctor  (Jifenbatt 

jd)  bin  Dir  out 

3d)  bob  bir  geid)aut  in  bie  iHugen 

5mmer  fejn  —  luftig  jein 


I 


altenb  105  i'iebcr. 

3m  atjalb  unb  out  bcr  ipaibt 

3a,  beirathen  foU  id) 

3cB'."r  Wenfd)  l)at  fein  Sergniigen 

ftuB.  ber 

Jlein  ItbpfUin  moiix  im  58e4er 

I'aiib  ber  *2lccibents,  baS 

C'inbenbaum,  ber 

iJauf,  "JJiuUer,  lauf 

Vaurcntia,  licbc  L'aurentia  mein 

'.UJuder.  ber 

TOeiiie  sd)ul)e  finb  jerriffen 

Wdbelf,  rud.  ru(f,  rud 

OTuB  i  bcnn  jum  2tdbtele  'nau8 

■J)Jent't)  foU  ii:d)t  fiolj  fein,  ber 

I'K'ine  crftc  unb  let^te  V'iebe 

TOorflcn  mug  id)  fott  Don  ^iet " 

IVai  ift  Qffommen,  bet 

*Jtod)  ift  "iiolcn  niibt  oerloren 

C  tannenbaum 

C  bleib  bei  mir 

Saftloie  liJaiiDcrcr.  bet 

Sinalbini,  licfcet  iRdubet 

Sd)dferindDd).'n.  ba3 

2d)Iaf  bu  mein  Jtinbelein 

Sebn(ud)t  nad)  Xeut)d)(anb 

So  Did  Stern'  am  .^immel  fte^ien 

Stci)rer'3  ftcimroet) 

Sd)!e6roifl'.t)olftcin 

So  leb  benii  rool)l,  bu  flitleS  ^au8 

Sd)neibor  in  ber  ^l^rembe 

SdUaue  .Oaiifel,  ber 

Sd)nciberlieb 

SdjnciDercournge 

Ibeure  9?aterl)an»,  ba< 

Irompetcr,  ber 

loa<t 

UnD  bie  tJOiirjburger  ffllbifli  babn  a 

Ueb  unmet  treu  unb  «eblid)feit 

Coflclfdnger  bin  id)  ja.  bcr 

Son  bet  "Jllco  tbnt  bail  ftorn 

aOas  ift  be3  Xeutjdjcn  4'aterlanb 

asJacbt  nm  3lbein,  bie 

9Die  '9  bie  'JJJiib  b^ut  Ireiben 

JDenn  ftd)  poei  fierjcn  idjcibctt 

audt  id)  ein  iBriinnlein  flar 

a5)ot)lauf,  nod)  flftrunf- . 

SKJas  ic^aUeS  roiffen  m8d)t 

aOenn  ber  ;>riibIi)»Q  fommt 

SOat  rouU  bei  JJierl 

Iffier  niemata  eiiten  Maufd)  geftabt 

aOillfommen.  0  feliger  abenb 

Ama  otbentlnften  t'eut,  bie 

3u  Strafeburg  auf  ber  Sd)anj 


9bfd)ieb  nebmen,  fagt  er 

9lbe,  bu  lieber  lannenroalb,  abe 

9iae3  fublt  ber  I'iebe  (Jreuben 

%n  jcbem  ^benb  geb  tcb  aud 

'aite  3abr  DerganBcn  ift,  ba8 

-An  Sd)lotfer  bat  nn  ©ietlen  g't)Obt 

'2113  id)  nod)  *Vrin)  roar  con  "drfabien 

"ftuf  bcr  «ierbant 

*d),  role  bunfcl  fmb  bie  Wauern 

'Hi),  id)  fiihl',  eS  ift  perfd)rounben 

'Jld),  n>cld)e  I'uft,  Solbrtt  ju  jein 

%uf,  -JJJatrofen,  bie  "flnfer  gelid)tet 

*n  ber  Saale  griinem  Stranbe 

auf  SBergeS  ^Oben  [«ed)et 

Sefrdnjt  mit  iiaub  ben  Iteben  boUen 

iBriiber,  fammelt  eud)  im  ilreiie 

9)iirgid)aft,  bie 

iBlauen  'Jlugen,  bie 

aJalb  gro)'  id)  am  "Jlerfur 

Sunte  ftleib,  ba3 

a)emoofter  ®urfd)e  jieh  id)  aul,  abe 

Xa  broben  auf  jenem  iBerge 

Xu  iDirft  niir'3  ja  nit  iibcl  nel)ma 

Xeut(d)lanb  iiber  aUeS 

Xes  )U)aijentinbe8  Alagt 

Xrud  nit  (0 

XeS  'DJidjel  iBaterlanb 

Xenfft  bu  boron 

Cf  in  freieS  i!eben  fUbren  ttlt 

(f  tlfBnig,  bet 

Kfien,  nid)t  baS  Xtinfen 

Sin  I'eben  role  im  *lJarobieS 

(?9  ift  ein  Sd)uS  gefoQen 

Cf  in  Sd)ifflein  ja^  id)  fa^ren 

(^3  roar  einmal  ein  Abnig 

Pin  3dger  an*  fturpfalj 

C^ioig  roiQ  id)  bir  gebbren 

(fi  i)t  beftimmt  in  ©otteS  9(at|) 

88  Icben  bie  Solbaten 

IJrb(d)'  unb  bie  Unfen 

ffriiblingSlieb 

jjerbinanb,  loie  \i)in  bift  bu 
rrbblid)  unb  rooblgemutl) 
priebericu8  9lej 

rrifd)  auf  jum  ftobIid)cn  3aflen 
Juten  'Jlbenb,  lieber  1)}onbenid)eln 
Srofemutter  roiQ  tanjen 
perr  im  ^au3,  ber 
jcrt  9?ru6er,  nimm  bein  ©Idsiften 
per)ig'8  S(bat}erl,  lo^  bitb  berjen 
?olber  3iingling,  mein  iPerlangen 


t^oltcnb  102  giebn. 
^erbfi,  betbei,  bu  ttautet  SSngerhelS 
§5r',  lieber  ©ilbelm 
£eute  fdieib  id) 

3d)  bin  ein  frcicr  <0Jann  unb  finge 
3*  roar  i8ranbfiid)3  nod)  an  3abten 
3  tbdt  fo  getn  beitatb'n 
3d)  roiU  mein  Wtiid  probiren,  marfdjiren 
34)  bat  fie  um  bie  ittoje 
3m  aOcin  ift  aualjrbeit  nur  ollein 
3d)  »at  ein  t.ditcr  JJafelbanS 
3»  bicfen  beil'O'n  <>aflen 
3i^  fdjnitl  e3  (tern  in  oQc  9tinben  ein 
3n  ber  groBen  Sceitabt  Veipjig 
3d)  fomm'  immer  nidit  bajii 
34  bab'  ben  ganjen  'iiorniittag 
3l)r  »>iirftcii  ber  !U)albunjv  berDOt 
3obr  ift  gut,  bas 
3e^t  ftbiuingcn  roir  ben  Jgut 
Rem  (>euer,  leine  ftoble 
ifommt  a  i'ogerl  gcflogcn 
ffonimt  ein  jd)lanfer  syurf^'  flegongen 
ftonim',  ftillcr  'ilbcnb 
ftennt  ibr  bad  Vanb 
i'cbe  iDolil,  bu,  bie  id)  innig  liebt 
Cetjte  9Joie,  bie 
Wein  (Jbviftian 
9lotii 

SibStein  auf  ber  ^aiben 
Sie  ftanb  auf  bobem  5Pergf 
€ie  (oUen  ibn  nid)t  t)aben 
€ogt  er 
Stedbrief.  ber 
3d)lad)tlicb 

Sdjufterjunge  al8  Rbd)in,  bet 
lobad 

UeberaQ  bm  id)  )u  :Oaufe 
iBorridnige  3ubc,  ber 
aSon  alien  I'iinbern  birfcr  SUelt 
Sajaifer  raujd)t.  bos  UOafier  id^rootl,  boS 
SBoren  mir  feltge  lage,  bao 
SBenn  id)  einmal  ber  jjierrgott  roiir' 
2Ba3  tlinget  unb  Rnget  bie  Strage  b^rauf 
SUanbcvn  ift  be5  WuUors  I'lift,  ba3 
atfer  ivill  nnta  bie  Soibatcn 
9i)ir  finb  iroei  tapf're  9*ai).rn 
SUJenn  cs  tcinc  »Vlaid)in  gdbe 
9^a)in  man  trinfen  miiB 
SDollf  Wott,  fie  rodte  meine 
Sli>anbeict  in  ber  Sdgemiible.  bi-r 
SOaS  frag'  id)  Die/  nadi  (Helb  unb  Out 
'S*t>t  ber  bdngt  ibni  binten,  ber 


Su  Derfau'en  bei  aDen  beutfd)en  iBu^bdnblern  unb  ,Seitung«agenten  in  ben  Set. 
„  m  Staaten  uni  Ranaba.  ober  and)  unter  (Sinfenbung  bc8  ©elrageS  btreft  Don 
'  ^eiau8gel<er. 

4>eitv9  ^  mcfiman,  130  ^iatt  9lot»,  9lettt  ^ovf. 


DN'o.    4.-6n 

91  SBufferl  iS  a  febnudrig  Xing 

9ld),  ad),  roie  finb  bie  ^-^citen  f^roer 

914,  umfonft  auf  atler  I'anber  ftarten 

91 0(8  liebt  unb  poart  fid)  niebct 

9ine8.  tDa3  roir  lieben.  lebt 

9lQe '-Pbael  finb  fdion  bo 

9113  bie  Sibiner  frcd)  gerooiben 

9lltcn  Xeut)dk-n,  bie 

9ln  9llcri§  ienb'  id)  bid) 

91n  eine3  lBdd)lcin8  Slonbe,  gat  IlediA 

9ltm  unb  flein  ifl  mcine  Joiitte 

9luf.  ibr  9}riiber,  fingel  iMebet 

9luf'm  Serglcin  bin  id)  g'Ufien 

8?ei  einent  aiHrtbe  rounbermilb 

©ci  Wdniierii.  roelcbe  I'lebe  fiiblen 

SBilbung  mad)t  fein 

!Bin  auS  unb  cingango  im  ganjen  Xqrol 

©in  i  net  on  luft'aer  SAroeuerbu 

SBringt  mir  9!^lut  oer  eblen  Sieben 

Sriiberlein  fein 

C^rambambuli,  ba8  ift  ber  Xitel 

Xa  broben  auf  jenem  iBetge 

Itai  ift  oQeS  eins 

Xa3  roar  ein  nieblid)  3.<'i'I''n 

Xcr  liebflo  Suble,  ben  id)  l)on 

Xer  l'}abd)cn  lieb'  id)  Diele 

Xer  ai)etbnad)t8abenb  fam  gegangen 

Xer  illein  etfreut  bcS  *JiJlcn(d)en  ^erj 

Xeutfdies  Jbctj,  Dcrjage  niefit 

Xie  I'eineroeber  baben  eine  jaubere  3unft 

Xie  IMeb',  bei  meiner  (»br' 

Xie  Wofen  bliiben  im  Ibale 

Xie  Sdiufter)unrt  bleibt  immer  bocb 

Xie  Sonn'  erroad)t  mit  ibrer  'i'ta^t 

Xie  yjelt  gleidit  finer  SPierbouteille 

Xo  bfnn  fe  be  SPebrele  ln'8  ejame  geno' 

Xraug'  ift  alle3  fo  prdd)tig 

Xrei  road're  SPurfd)en  faRen,  ja 

ffin'  refte  9^arg  ift  unfer  Wott 

Gin  getreues  i)er\  ju  roiffen 

Rin  ftaufman,  ber  ^4  S4ulif  nennt 

ff  in  luft'gcr  TOurifante  marl4irtf  einfl 

ftin  Slbmer  flanb  in  flnft'rer  *JJa4t 

Sin  Biiiiti  bin  i4  in  bet  9lfgentcn  Solb 

Cfinff  bat  mir  mein  fieiborjt  geboten 

(*in  U<eil4«n  auf  ber  ilDieje  ftanb 

(fin  2Danberbuti4'  niit  bem  Stab 

a  voai  braudit  man  um  gliidli4  )u  fein 

C8  flebt  ein  aSaum  im  Cbcnwolb 

ffS  tbut'4  bait  nimmetmebr 

teubDod  unb  leibDoQ,  gebanfenboll  fein 

rent  eu4  bcS  Ue bfn8 

rif4,  gan^f  ftompanie  mit  lautem  SinO 

riib  morgen8  roenn  bie  ^d^ne  ttdVn 

efang  Derfcbbnt  ba8  Seben 
©efunbbfit,  ^'^^r  9la4bar,  ba8  Otd84<n 
Ouanoueb 
Qftting  unb  lufiti 


t^oltenb  lie  I'iebet. 

ibet)lieb4en  mein  uitterm  .H  benbad) 

34  bal>'  fin  beigcv,  juHge?  ^"luf 

34  fcnn'  ein'n  heQen  (»belfteiu 

34  mbdite  fie  roobl  fchcn 

3in  flrug  jum  griinen  JJranje 

3n  eincm  it)ale  fricMidi  fliile 
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THE   BLACKBIRD. 

Send  your  name  and  nddrens  to  H.  J.  Wcliiiian.  VM  I'ark  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  innil  a  coniplt'ti'  I'litalo^uc  of  ovt-r  KHxt  I'opulur  Kiiiclixh  and  Uernian 

Songs     Vifv.     yostixnr  stamps  tnkcii  .siinie  as  c'n»b  t'ur  nil  our  t[uod8. 

It  was  on  one  line  morniijig,  for  soft  recreation, 
I  heard  a  f;iir  damsel  iBaking  a  sad  raoan,  , 

Sighing  and  subbing  with  sad  lamentation, 
Saying,  my  lihu-kbinl  most  loyal  Las  tlown. 

My  thoughts  they  dt-ceivtid  nie,  reflection  it  grieves  me, 

And  I  am  oVr-burdLneil  with  sad  nnsery; 
But  if  tiealh  should  blind  me,  as  true  love  inclines  me, 

My  Blackbird  I'll  seek  out  wherever  1  be. 

Once  in  fair  England  my  Blackbird  ditl  tlourish, 
He  was  thi-  chief  flower  that  in  it  did  spring; 

Fair  ladies  of  honor  his  person  did  nonrisli. 
Because  that  he  was  the  true  st>n  of  a  king. 


But,  oh,  that  false  fortuiie 
That  causfd  tlu"  partini. 

But  if  he  remain  in  Fiaiiff 
111  be  true  to  my  Blac 


has  provetl  so  uncertain 
!^  l)etween  you  and  me, 
■V  or  in  Spain, 
bird  wherever  he  l)e. 


In  England  my  Blackbird  and  I  were  together. 

When  he  was  the  most  noble  and  gen'rous  of  heart; 

But  woe  to  the  time  wliyn  he  airivttl  there, 
AlasI  he  w  as  soou  forced  from  me  to  part. 

In  Italy  he  beamd  and  i^as  highly  esteemed. 
In  England  he  seenjs  but  a  stranger  tn  me, 

But  if  he  remain  in  France  or  in  Spain, 
All  blessings  on  my  Blackbird  wherever  he  be. 

But  if  by  the  fowler  my  blackbird  is  taken. 
Sighing  anil  sobbing  will  be  all  tlie  tune; 

But  if  he  is  safe,  and  rin  not  mistaken, 
1  hope  I  sliall  see  hiniiin  May  or  in  June. 

The  birds  of  the  forest  t^icy  all  flock  togfther,    ' 
The  liiiilf  was  clioseiij  to  dwili  willi  the  dove. 

So  I'm  resolved  in  fair  (|r  foul  weather. 
Once  in  the  Spring  to  seek  out  ni}-  love.' 

Oh,  he  is  all  my  treasure,  my  joy  and  my  pleasure. 
He's  justly  belov'd,  tl|ou::h  my  heart  follow  thee; 

Hi>w  eonstant  and  kind]  and  courageous  of  ndntl, 
Deserving  of  blessiug;wiierever  he  lie. 


It's  not  the  wide  ocean 
Although  like  a  pilgr 

For  ill  tiiid  more  frieni 
More  than  from  one 


an  fright  me  with  danger, 
m  I  wander  forlorn, 
>liip  from  one  tliat's  a  stranger, 
lat  in  Britain  was  born. 


I 

I'm   Leaving  ^ow  the   Old  Folks. 


1  •iiivnt'lit,  \  '".  by  W-)iite,  Smith  &  Co. 


The  W'firds  and  5!ti.<ic  cf  tbis  5?onjr  wi 
eent^;  it  thi.s  iiiul  any  t»f  other 
Kow,  New  York  City.    I'oslagt 


1  !>♦?  sfnt  to  any  addn-ss,  poNt-)iaiil,  f>n  rorript  ot  40 
•ntrs  f'>r  Om-  l>ullar,  by  U.  J.  W.-lnnan,  i:io  I'ark 
SlaniiMi  taken  xaine  oii  cadi  foi'  all  uur  kuoUm. 


folk 


I'm  leaving  now  the  oM 
fni  Itaviii^  tht-ni  in  M)rr(>w 
Tlii-y're  poor  and  alinowt  lit 
Si>  l"n.i:.«t  try  ami  nee  wliat 
My  mot  tier's  luart  uill  nta: 
And  l;;ili»T  he  will  liow  hi^ 
(iod  knows  I  would  not  l<':i 
1  cuiiuot  Btay  ttiid  kcc  iheui 


,  t!>  jjo  T  know  not  whore, 

litf  and  lare; 
IjiU-s.",  they're-  old  and  foelili',  too, 
I  can  do. 

ly  Ijit-ak  wticn  I  have  loft  my  home, 
head  and  h:iy,  "rm  loft  alone;" 
0  tliitii,  Imt'what  urn  1  Ut  do? 
Kturvc,  'till  true. 


C'noRfs. 

Ini  leaving  now  the  old  llolks.  to  jfo  I  know  not  where, 
I'm  loavins;  thcni  in  eorrt  w.  <.'ricf  and  care; 
They're  poor  and  almost  liclploM'.  they're  old  and  feeble,  too, 
bo  I  must  try  and  see  wh  tt  I  can  do. 

Oh,  wlio  will  love  the  old  f  lilfs  when  I  am  far  away? 

Oh,  who  will  cheer  their  8;i  1  heart.-  day  I'y  ilay  '/ 

They've  pelted  and  caiOMfcd  me  through  childho(xl'8  tender  ycarx, 

And"  now  I'm  leavini;  them  in  t'rief  and  learn. 

Uiit  I  will  write  a  letter  whl-n  I've  found  txniie  work  to  do, 

AikI  tell  them  how  I  misiseA  ihem,  that  my  heart  tr>  ihi'm  in  true; 

Their  facef  then  will  l)ri;,'liFen,  «  hen  they'ehall  txiih  read  lUh, 

I'll  write  It  and  I'll  t^eal  it  with  a  kisr.— fiioRi  .*. 

I've  ju!»t  received  a  letter,  'f  Your  help,  my  boy,  has  come," 
Twas  written  by  my  mothor'r*  feeble  liaml: 
'•  For{?ive  you,  j"cs,  (iod  l)lj--s  you,''  i-he  underlined  it  too, 
'•  For  what  the  Lord's  enablecf  you  to  do.'" 

What  greater  treasure  coiilU  I  liold  than  these  my  mother's  words? 
They've  wakened  feeliiiKH  In  my  heart  and  ploaisin^;  memories  stirred; 
G(xl  bless  the  old  folks  ev0r  with  each  dcclinini;  year. 
And  may  I  live  to  help  their  lives  to  cheer.     Ciioui;.><. 


PADDY    DUFFY'S   CART. 

Written  and  snni?  by  Rdward  Harri^ran. 

The  Word*  and  Mudc  of  this  Sont;  will  be  sent  to  ay  anddreiw,  pofit-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Stings  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  W  t-hniau,  I3(i  Hark 

Kow,  New  York  City.   Poatage  Stamp*  taken  same  luicaoli  forall  our  tcoods. 

'     .  Copyright.  IHIM,  by  Wm.  A.  I'oud  &  Co. 

The  many  happy  evenings  I  spent  when  l)nt  a  lad 

On  Paddv  Duffy's  lumber  cart,  quite  safe  away  from  dad; 

It  skmkI  down  on  ttie  corner  near  the  old  lamii-light, 

You  should  se-e  the  coiigrcKationTliore  on  every  Summer's  night: 

There  was  Tt)nuny  Dobeou,  now  a  Senator, 

Billy  Flynii.  Johnny  Glyuu,  they  were  killetl  in  war; 

All  merry,  boyish  comrades  recollections  bring. 

Seated  thou  in  Duffy's  curt  on  Summer  nights  to  oing. 

C'noRi-s. 
Twinkling  stiirs  arc  laut'hing,  love,  lan<:hing  on  you  and  me. 
While  your  bright  eyes  look  in  mine,  peeping  stars  they  seem  10  be. 

We'd  patlior  In  the  evening,  all  honest  working  boyn. 
And  sil  on  Paddy  Duffy's  cart — no  one  niarretronr'joye; 
All  seated  in  the  moonlight,  laughing  'mid  Ito  rays. 
1  love  to  talk  of  old  Now  York  and  my  boyish  tliiys: 
There  was  Henry  Gleason,  now  a  millionaire. 
Curly  Bob,  Whitoy  Hob,  they're  living  on  the  air; 
All  merry,  boyish  comrades  recolltKitioiis  bring. 
Seated  then  ill  Duffy's  cart  on  Slimmer  nights  to  sing. 

Cnours. 

Leotle  Fraud,  (she)  chows  terbj-ckerl  beetle  Fraud,  (she)  vatV  der  matter? 

Vas  der  jfootiest  leetle  vaiter  gal  of  all. 
Leotle  Fraud,  (she)  dunner  vater!  Li'otle  Fraud,  (she)  diinnor  \ater! 

Vas  der  puotieet  little  Deitcher  t'al  of  all.' 

A  merry  little  maiden,  nobby,  neat  and  coy. 
Smiling  up  at  Duffy's  cart  ujKin  her  swecihcart  hoy; 
It  made  a  jealous  feeling,  a  quiet  bit  of  cliatT. 
All  in  play  it  died  away,  and  ended  in  a  laiiuh. 
There  was  Larry  Thompson,  he  was  a  chum  of  mine; 
Sandy  tJreeii  and  Lomy  Froeii  died  in  forty-nine; 
All  merry,  boyish  comrades  recollections  bring. 
Seated  then  iii  Duffy's  cart  on  Summer's  nights  to  sing. 

Ciioni'f". 

Leetle  Fraud,  (she)  chows  terbacker!  Leettln  Fraud,  (she)  vat's  der  matter? 

Vas  dor  pootiest  leetle  vaiter  gal  of  all: 
Leetle  Fraud,  (she)  dunner  vaterl  Loetle  Fraud,  (she)  dunner  vater! 

\'as  der  pootiest  leetle  Deitcher  gal  of  all. 


». 


— -.— ^•^ 


A  Trooper's  the  Pride  of  the  Ladies. 


<;    <l 


..  '! 


Written  and  KUtig  l>y  Eduai-d  llarriiran. 


The  Worils  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  !»•  wnt  to  any  .iddnss.  i.txt-iwiid,  on  ret«  int  of  10  ' 

cents;  <>r  this  ami  uny  two  ntlier  Sontfs  for  One  iHiUur,  l)y  II   J.  Welininn,  l.'tu  I  ark 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  tiame  an  eoxh  for  oil  our  Kooda. 

■NVe  soldiers  drink,  we  soldiers  sng,  .. 

We  fear  no  dtadly  strife; 
To  fight  our  foes  and  love  our  king 

flakes  up  a  troojiers  life. 
We  know  no  care  in  peace  or  war. 

But  laugh  when  trouble  conies; 
The  ladies  all  do  us  lulore 

As  we  march  to  the  tap  of  the  drum. 

Ciioms. 
Row-dow,  row,  i\y,  dow-dow. 

In  London,  Paris,  or/,  "adi/., 
Here,  tiiere,  everywluic 

A  trooper's  the  i)rid(!  of  the  ladies. 

We  .soldiers  all  at  bugle  call. 

Each  valiant  son  of  Mar, 
Is  up  in  arms  to  stand  or  fall, 

Hope  is  our  guiding  st.'ir. 
To  every  hiss  we  toss  a  glass 

(Jf  brandy,  wine,  or  rum, 
Then  off  we  go  to  tight  our  foe. 

As  we  march  to  the  ttip  of  the  driuu. — Chorus. 

Then  ^land-in-hand  to  foreign  lands 

We  troojKjrs  boldly  go. 
To  draw  the  sword  antl  nobly  .stand 

For  England's  blooming  rose.  ' 

Each  liLssie  shy,  with  roguisli  eye, 

Will  laugh  and  ne'er  be  glum; 
Then  home  again  with  laurLl's  fame 

We  march  to  the  tap  of  the  drnm. —  Chorut. 


— Banker:  But  it's  really  impossible  for  me  to  lend  you  any 
money!  Wliy  don't  you  go  to  somebody  that  knows  you?  Mon- 
tague Tigson:  That  would  be  of  no  use  at  all,  my  dear  sir.  It's  a 
perfect  stranger  I  yifmU— Funny  Folk*. 
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THE    MOUNTAIN    DEW. 

As  sung  by  MwarU  Harrigan  in  "The  Blackbird." 


The  Word*  anU  Mufdc  of  this  Song  »nll  be  sent  to  anj'  address,  post-paid,  on  reeeipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Suugrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \\ehman,  130  Parle 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'otitage  Stamps  talcen  saine  as  caah  for  all  our  goods. 

Let  graeseu  Rrow  and  wator  flow  in  a  free  and  easy  way. 

Give  lue  euout;li  of  the  prime  old  etulT  that.s  iniide  in  iiraiiu.'i;        ;,    •  .■ 

Ye  gauKers  ullfrom  Donegal,  Galway  aud  Leitriin.  tix), 

WeHl  give  ye  the  slip  aud  talie  a  eip  of  the  rale  ould  moiiutaiii  dew. 

Under  the  hill  there's  a  little  etill  where  the  einoke  rolls  up  to  the  s-ky, 
Yo'd  aisy  tell  by  a  whiff  of  a  smell  there's  whiskey,  l)oys,  close  by; 
It  filU  the  air  with  perfumes  rare,  and,  between  both  iin.'  and  yon. 
When  home  you  roll,  come  take  a  bowl  of  the  rale  ould  inouutiiiii  dew. 

All  learned  men  who  use  the  pen  have  wrote  tlie  praises  high. 

Of  the  eweet  potheen  from  Ireland  green,  distilled  from  the  wheat  and  rye; 

Away  with  pule— 'twill  cure  the  ills  of  Pagan,  Christian  and  Jew, 

Off  wid  your  coat  aud  wet  your  throat  witli  the  rale  ould  mountain  dew. 


John  Cope,  or  the  Battle  of  Preston. 

As  sung  by  Edward  Harrlgran  in  "  The  Blackbird." 


SALVATION    ARMY,   OH! 

r  Copyright,  ll«5.  Ijy  Wni.  .\.  Pond  &  Co. 


./ 


ly 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  .lent  to  any  a<i<lress,  jwist-paid,  on  i-eceipt  of 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  N\  elmian,  I'M  I'aik 
Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stain)K<  taken  sanit-  us  ca.sli  for  all  our  good?'. 


10 


Words  by  Ed.  Harrignn.    .Music  by  Dave  Brahani. 

Come  all  ye  creatures  avoc  begoue, 

Come  join  u.s  and  march  along, 

Join,  oh,  join  the  mighty  throng  ■  ' 

In  the  Salvation  Arm} ,  oh ! 

Chorus. 

Away,  away  with  rum  and  gnni. 
Hear  the  drum,  come,  oh,  come! 
The  regular,  projier  luiu-tum  turn 
Is  to  join  the  army,  oh!   . 

New  York  city  i.s  run  by  tw^o  of  the  boj-.s. 

When  the}'  rattle  their  millions  they  make  a  big  noi.se, 

They  own  all  the  railroads  am',  all  of  the  land, 

And  tell  all  the  people  to  go  and  be  d ! — C/u/ritg. 

Jonah  lived  inside  of  a  whale. 

In  a  little  back  room,  down  by  the  tail. 

Don't  give  it  away,  but  he's  out  on  bail, 

Aud  he's  joined  the  Salvation  Army,  oli! — Clu/rxis. 

Cleveland  and  Folger  went  out  for  a  fight, 

Cleveland  hit  Folger  with  all  his  niiglit. 

The  winner  he  lives  in  Buffalo, 

The  loser  has  joined  the  army,  oh! — Chorus.  . 

Oscar  Wilde  came  here  for  to  show 

His  testlietic  taste,  but  it  was'nt  a  go,    ' 

He's  now  reformed  I'd  have  you  to  know. 

And  he's  joined  the  Salvation  Army,  oh! — Chorus. 

Oh,  now  I've  sung  all  I  know 

AlK)ut  the  Salvation  Army,  oh!  .        - 

I  get  a  dollar  for  playing  the  drum. 

And  I'll  drink  it  all  in  rum  and  gum. 


I  Never  Drink  Behind  the  Bar. 

Copyright,  1882,  by  Wni.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 
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Written  and  sung  b^  KU«ard  Harrigan. 


1  uscn  HI  o«ii  a  uiie  saioou  wan  mirrors  on  inc  wai 
The  finest  class  would  never  pass,  but  just  drop  in  ; 
'•  (Jood  morning,  Pete,"  they'd  say  to  me,  '•  You're 
Will  yon  jine?'  "1  must  decline  while  lin  behind 


ta-la  I 


I  used  to  own  a  fine  saloon  with  mirrors  on  the  wall, 

1  and  call, 
"re  looking  sliok- 
ind  the  bur. 

ClIOKl'S. 

I  never  drink  behind  the  l)ar,  but  I  will  take  a  fine  cigar, 
Or  a  eip  of  Polinar,  I  never  drink  behind  the  baf. 

Like  a  pink  111  mix  a  drink  and  toss  the  glass  in  style, 

"  The  round  on  you,  a  dollar  due,"  Td  whisi)cr  with  a  einile. 

"Don't go  home,  I'm  quite  alone,  you've  time  to  call  n  car; 

Try  one  with  me,  oh,  don't  you  see  that  I'm  behind  tlie  l)ar?  "— Chokcs. 

Oh,  I  conld  mix  a  lemonade,  a  cocktail  or  gin  flzz;   ■ 

'Twas  given  out  that  none  about  could  beat  me  at  the  hiz. 

"  You're  a  lally  cooler,  Pete— a  regular  lardy-da.'' 

They'll  wink  at  me  and  bet  a  V  I'd  drink  behind  the  bar.— Chokus. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  Citv,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  5000  Popular  English  and 'German 

Songs-Kree.    Postage  Stjinips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

The  blair  in  trumpet  sounded  far, 
.    And  horsemen  rode  weel  graithetl  for  war. 
While  Sir  John  Cope  marched  fra  Dunbar 

Upon  a  misty  morning. 
Prince  Charlie  wi'  his  Highland  ho.st 
Lay  westward  on  the  Lothian  coast. 
But  Johnnie  bragged  wi' mony  a  iKKist 
He'd  rout  them  ere  neist  morning.    . 

Lang  ere  the  cock  proclaimed  it  day 

The  prince's  men  stood  in  array,  : 

And,  though  impatient  for  the  fray,  .   '.  . 

Bent  low  the  knee  that  morning. 
W^hen  row-dow  roll'd  the  Englisll  drum. 

The  Highland  bagpipe  gied  a  bum. 
And  told  the  mountain  clans  had  come, 

Grim  death  and  danger  scorning. 

Ilk  hand  was  firm,  ilk  heart  was  true— 

A  shot,  and  down  their  guns  tlay  threw,  ;- 

Then  forth  their  dree  claymores  they  tlrew  " 

Upon  that  fearful  morning. 
The  English  raised  a  loud  huzza,  .'         :\ 

But  durstna  bide  the  brunt  ava;  ^•■. 

They  wavered,  turned,  syne  ran  awa' 
Like  sheep  at  shepherd's  warning. 

Fast,  fast  their  foot  and  horsemen  flew. 

And  caps  were  mixed  wi'  bonnets  iilue,  ;:  • 

And  dirks  were  wet,  but  no  wi'  dew. 

Upon  tliat  dreadful  morning. 
Few  stay'd,  save  ae  devoted  band. 
To  bide  the  blow  frae  Highland  brand 
That  swept  around,  and  heart  and  hand 

Lopp'd  on  that  bluidy  morning. 

What  sad  mishaps  that  few  befell! 
When  faint  had  grown  the  battle's  yell, 
Still  Gardiner  fought— and  lighting  fell 

Upon  that  awesome  morning. 
Nae  braggart,  but  a  sodger  he, 
Wha' scorn'd  wi' coward  loons  to  flee; 
Sac  fell  aneath  the  wuld-thorn  tree 

UlKjn  that  fatal  nK>rning. 


*^ 
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'     Muldoon  with  His  New  Overcoat. 

Send  voiir  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 
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Aly  name  is  Muldoon,  from  Iloscommon, 

But  I  go  by  the  title  of  Dan, 
I'm  a  brother  to  that  famous  hero 

That's  known  as  the  great  solid  man. 
Tlie  blackguards  they  have  me  tormented 

With  a  new  slang  they  use  in  their  throat; 
They  shout  and  they  ball  as  I  pass  City  Hall: 

That's  Muldoon  with  his  new  ulster  coat. 

Chokus. 

Oh,  they  shout  and  they  ball  as  I  p.ass  City  Hall: 
Pipe  the  terrier  with  his  new  ulster  coat. 

Last  week  I  went  to  the  circus  '-'     \      '  ' 

Along  with  my  old  lad3%  too;        ^  ■   . 
I  hired  two  seats  near  the  actors, 

In  order  to  get  a  full  view: 
When  a  laddybuck  came  out  dressed  in  ribbons. 

When  lie  leaped  in  the  ring  like  a  cat, 
And  he  shouted  out  loud,  forninst  the  whoh;  crowd: 

That's  Muldoon  with  his  St.  Patrick's  Day  hat. 

Chorus. 
And  he  shouted  out  loud,  forninst  the  whole  crowd; 
That's  Muldoon  with  his  St.  Patrick's  Day  hat.    v  . 


— "  You  say  that  drinking  is  one  o^'our  husband's  failures?"  * 
"  Failures?  Oh,  no.     It  is  one  of  W^uccesses." 
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THE    OLD    FEATHER    BED. 

i  

CopyrigrMt,  1BS2,  by  Win.  A.  Pond  4  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thi»  Sonfl  will  be  sent  to  an.v  nd'liviia,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  W 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  oUifr  Sontrs  for  One  LHJIar,  by  H.  J.  Wchman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    PmitMrc  StoinpH  taken  same  tm  rash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Ed.  Hiuritran.     Music  by  Uavt-  Brahain. 

In  the  County  Mn^o,!  long,  long  ago. 

Me  father  himself  jook  a  wife; 
'Twrts  all  understood  he'd  do  Avhat  be  could 

To  provide  for  nie [mother  through  life. 
Ilis  father,  old  Dougherty,  gave  all  the  crockerj'; 

He  gave  up  his  talile  to  ate  off  their  bread; 
Her  mother,  Gotl  .'iavje  her,  said  all  she  could  lave  her 

Was  her  bouncingj  big  soft  feather  betl. 

[     Chorus. 
Me  father  and  mother,  me  sister  and  brother, 

Me  granny  and  ilunly  and  Ijig  Cousin  Ted, 
Me  uncle,  a  sailor, Ihis  nephew,  a  tailor, 

All  slept  on  the  iKJuuciug,  big  down  feather  bed. 

When  the  ship  Idahci  came  over,  you  know. 

Me  husband  and  iiie  anyhow 
Took  i>assageoutrigl^t  in  the  dead  of  the  night. 

And  anchored  ourselves  on  the  bow. 
The  rooms  they  wem  jumbled,  the  ocean  was  tumbled. 

Sick  of  the  sea  aiu  ,  begorra,  half  fed; 
The  ocean  kept  roaring,  but  I  kept  a-suoring 

As  I  slept  on  the  bouncing,  big  down  feather  bed. — Chorut. 

In  all  sorts  oi  weath<  r  I'd  shake  up  the  feathers 

That  mother  horse  f  she  did  pluck; 
She  stulTeil  the  old  tick,  'twas  herself  had  the  knack 

To  trim  off  a  turkey  or  duck. 
It  never  was  liunpy,  ito  make  your  back  humpy,  ' 

No  bolster  youd  iijeed  for  to  tuck  up  your  head; 
When  I  wotifd  get  dozy,  I'd  lay  down  so  cozy. 

And  sleep  in  the  bouncing,  big  down  feather  l)ed. — Chorus. 


CHARLESTON    BLUES. 

Copyiijflit.  IM-'.  >>y  Wni.  A.  Pond  *  fo. 
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Words  by  Ed.  HarrlKan.    Music  by  Davu  Bruhaiti. 


as,: 


w 


We're  all  do  way  from  Souf  Caroline, 

Down  ill  llixieV  land; 
Wliilc  foiks  !-;iy:  "  Oil.  ain't  (ley  final 

Oil,  liow  deyliii};  do  (^aml." 
Hold  your  breiitli,  surr  a.-*  dcatlil 

Oh, "when  you  liear  de  news. 
Fall  down  and  kiso  do  (p-oiind. 

And  shout  for  de  Charleston  Blnefl. 

CUORl?. 

Come,  rnme,  every  one,  I  gol'.y  aiu'i  we  liiglil 

Roll,  roll,  roll  dat  druin,  catch  dat  \veiicli"i«  eye; 
Oh.  my!  hi,  hi,  hi!  we  ain't  f,'ot  time  fo  losie; 
•Good-bye.  girli«,  don'ti  you  ^i;,■ll,  we're  off  in  de  Charleeton  Bluet. 

I  Uktuain. 

'Tis  1)111  a  lillle  fddcd  tl^wer,  but.  <ili.  liow  fondly  dear! 
'Twill  briii£»  me  buck  one  golden  hour,  through  many  a  weary  year. 

Wid  leoth  so  white,  ain't  we  n  Bight, 

We  never  chut  de  mouth. 
Don't  mind  tlief,  make  du.«t  rine, 

( .cmiiien  from  the  Souf. 
Hold  your  L'rouiid,  don't  look  round, 

Kit-n  well  ill  you^liiM's; 
Hurrah!  we're  off  today, 

IN:  elegant  I'harleotoii  lihieM. — Chorum.  . 

Refrain. 

Oh!  how  T  love  my  ada,  jireity  little  Ada.  rlianning  little  Ada; 
Oh!  how  I  love  my  .Ada,  Ada,  with  the  golden  hair. 

\ 

Kftcb  New  York  gal  -  we  hope  you  Bliall 

Scud  uc  .v.our  photographs. 
We're  mj  kwicI  from  lieau  to  feet  — 

Oh,  L'o'xlnesH,  don't  you  laugh! 
You're  so  kiiiil,  bear  in  mind. 

Our  loves  we're  gwine  to  lose; 
•Be  still,  mv  heart,  oh,  gale,  we  part. 

We're  oft  in  de  Charleston  BliieH.-  CuoRCfl. 

HeFRAlN. 

The  corn  le  waving,  A nni<'  dear  -oh!  meet  by  the  sllle, 

'I'o  hear  thy  gentle  voice  aL'ain,  and  greet  thy  winning  smile. 


The  Market  on  Saturday  Night. 

Copyright,  ISXi,  by  Wm.  /V.  Pond  *  Co. 
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Words  by  Ed.  Harrii^n.    Music  by  l>ave  Braham. 

I'm  a  tjoor  market  woman,  I  do  a  flue  trade, 

Selling  my  guodo  at  the  entail; 
A  nate  bit  of  money  luyMtIf  I  have  made  •;  ' 

Where  I  Bit  with  my  back  to  the  wall. 

Chorcs. 

I  tell  I  urkeyM  and  pnrtridgee,  turni]it<  and  cabbages, 

t'rockery  and  tinware  so  bright; 
I'arsnips  and  cresses,  and  little  babe's  dreisiies. 

At  the  market  on  Saturday  night. 

The  Mondayu  .and  Tuesdays  and  Fridays  are  fine, 

Wednesdays  and  Thursdays  are  light: 
But  thousands  of  peo]>le  they  stMiid  in  a  line 

At  the  market  on  Satunlay  iiiglit. 

OUORUS. 

We  sell  lemons  and  butter- beans,  carrots  and  hollv  greens. 

Celery,  so  crispy  and  white; 
Pickles  and  chow-chow,  and  dogs  that  May  l)ow-wow. 

At  the  market  on  Saturday  n.^'ht. 

In  Summer  or  Winter,  or  when  the  wind  blows, 

Filling  wid  dust  all  our  eves; 
III  rain  or  in  frost,  or  terrific  snow. 

We're  shouting  and  yelling  our  cries. 


).' 
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CUOKIS. 

We  sell  peanuts,  bananas  and  Chinese  Havanas, 

It's  really  a  beautiful  eight; 
It's  oleomargarine,  little  pigs'  cruljeeue, 

At  the  market  on  Saturday  night. 


/ 


DAN    MALONEY    IS    THE    MAN. 
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—"The  plot  thickons,"  remarked  Flitkins  at  the  play.     "  Well, 
don't  stop  it,"  said  Jenkins,  "  it's  thin  enough,  goodness  knows." 


Now,  here  is  m}'  man  Dun-i-el,  ; 

He  comes  from  Donegal, 
Just  look  at  his  chin  whiskers. 

Now,  don't  he  bate  them  all? 
And  if  he  meets  an  old-time  friend. 

Hell  always  till  the  can;  •  ' 

And  when  ye  seek  for  blooded  stock, 

Dan  Maloney  is  the  man. 

CnoRus. 

Maloney's  my  man,  now  don't  he  look  grand? 

He  is  down  here  to-night  wid  his  cronies; 
At  mffle  or  wake,  sure  he'll  take  tiie  cake; 

No  man  in  the  world  is  like  Moloney. 

Sure  lie  is  no  day  laborer. 

His  debts  he'll  always  pay; 
He  hires  all  his  men  himself 

At  five  dollars  a  day. 
Now  when  the  politicians 

They  need  a  helping  hand. 
They  send  for  Dan,  for  well  they  know 

Dan  Moloney  is  the  nmn.—ChoruH. 
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THE  JklASHER. 
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I  am  a  masher,  as  yon  can  plainly  see. 

When  1  go  out  unon  the  street,  the  tiris  all  flirt  with  me.  ' 

They  write  love  letters,  fifty  every  day; 

When  I  go  out  you'll  hear  them  shout,  and  this  is  what  they  pay: 

CiioKis. 

There  goes  the  masher,  the  (iermnn  iiiaHlier,        . 

The  girls  all  sigh  as  T  go  jiassing  by; 

Ain't  he  witty,  ain't  he  pretty. 

That's  the  cry  you'll  hear  all  over  in  the  city. 

Here  oh  the  corner  every  Saturday 

I  flirt  with  all  the  pretty  girls  coming  froi:i  the  matinee. 

Tlie  police  all  know  me,  they  always  let  me  Im-; 

When  on  the  Square  1  tnaketheiu  startfthere's  none  ao  nice  as  me.- 


-CHORrs. 


r<\ 


— "What  did  Mis.s  Frost  say  in  answer  to  your  proposal?" 
"  Well,  slie  spoke  in  such  a  hcwirowhisper  that  I  found  it  impos- 
sible to  understand  her."  Jf^m,  then  she  probably  said  neigh." — 
Boston  OoMetU. 
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j  Now,  That's  What  I  Think,  Don't  You? 


CopyriKlit,  1888,  by  Wlllai-d  SiH-iihor. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Willard  Spenser. 

We're  getting  along  at  a  pretty  fast  rate; 

Now,  that's  w  hut  1  Ibluk,  don't  j'ou?  '  ; 

The  husbaiKis  get  home  from  their  clubs  rather  late; 

Now,  that's  what  1  think,  don't  you? 
Tlie  wives  dress  in  style,  if  it  takes  all  you  make, 
And  the  liats  are  a  sight  and  for  height  take  the  cake, .    , 
And  a  milliner's  bill  now  would  cause  an  earthquake;  - 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  dont  you? 

Ciiouus.  \ 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 

We'll  surely  not  grumble  wiien  the  hat  takes  a  tumble; 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 

The  Darwinian  theory  makes  most  of  us  quail; 

Now,  that's  what  1  think,  don't  you? 
Darwin  claims  that  we're  monkeys  just  minus  the  tail; 

It  s  not  what  1  think,  <lo  you? 
Just  .see  how  it  works,  if  you  love  a  sweet  girl, 
And  you  plead  to  the  father  for  the  hand  of  this  pearl, 
To  be  told  you're  both  monkeys  would  make  your  heail  whirl; 

Now,  that's  what  1  tlnnk,  don't  you? 

ClIOKUS. 

Now,  tlwit's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 

Darwin  thought  he  was  shrewd,  the  missing  link  is  the  dude, 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 

Tliere's  a  topic  that's  now  agitating  the  press; 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 
Is  marriage  a  failure?  the  cranks  all  say  yes; 

It's  not  what  I  think,  do  you? 
A  crusty  old  bachelor  looks  very  wise, 
And  tells  how  his  life's  spent  in  dodging  blue  e}'es. 
If  a  girl  would  accept  him,  he'd  drop  dead  with  surprise; 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 

Ciiouus. 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 

Marry  your  cook,  BridgelO'Fazzlcand  you'll  get  the  razzle-dazzle; 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 

Young  ladies  of  fashion  are  after  new  fads, 

Ni>w,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 
With  their  tiiilor-inade  gowns  and  their  elephant  plaids; 

Now,  tiiat's  what  1  think,  don't  you? 
The  banjo's  old  style,  with  its  tum-te-tum  tuni; 
And  .society  belles  are  now  looking  quite  glum, 
For  they've  nothini;  to  do,  so  they're  all  chewing  gum; 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 

Chorus.  ■  ;  \ 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 
Now,  that's  what  I  tliink,  don't  you? 

Belva  Lock can  chew  gum  the  next  four  years  to  come; 

Now,  that's  what  I  think  don't  you? 

We'll  go  to  the  theatre  to  see  a  good  show;  - 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you?  ■     ■ 

Arrive  rather  late  and  «listurb  the  whole  row; 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you?  -: 

When  the  curtain  fioes  down  just  as  meek  as  a  mouse, 

The  boys  stir  up  the  row,  again  seek  the  front  of  the  house. 

If  you  ask  where  they've  been,  why  it's  nix-come-a-rouse; 
Now,  that's  what  1  think,  don't  you? 

Cnouus.  , 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you?  .- ; 

Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 

There's  enough  clove  in  the  air  to  make  a  prohibitionist  swear; 
Now,  that's  what  I  think,  don't  you? 


;  ^v  >  mqCormick's  mule. 

Recited  by  Pat  Ivooney  with  great  suc-ooss. 
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— Ohicaco  Citizen:  Any  trouble, Wabash,  between  you  and  your 
wife?  Nothing  that  I  know  of;  why?  "I  saw  her  at  a  divorce 
suit  this  afternoon,  and  she  had  a  very  set  look  upon  her  face  and 
was  taking  voluminous  notes. — Philadelphia  Press. 


McCormick  had  a  jack-ass  .  .      ' 

Blind  in  the  teeth,  lame  in  one  eje;  .     '     ' 

He  had  a  celebrated  record 

For  eating  water  and  drinking  pie; 
This  jack-ass  was  a  high-kicker,  /' 

He  W(ju  many  an  undisputed  prize; 
lie  kicked  out  seven  rows  of  Mrs.  ^lurpoy's  teeth, 

And  jabbed  out  both  her  eyes. — SIcCormick's  mule. 

This  mule  was  born  in  Ireland, 

He  wears  the  shamrock  on  his  nose;  ' 

At  the  centennijU  he  stole  an  iron  safe. 

And  dressed  himself  in  a  suit  of  clothes; 
He  broke  into  a  jewelr}' store,  '; 

Stabbed  the  proprietor  with  a  nail; 
Chased  four  policemen  into  the  river. 

And  set  lire  to  the  jail. — McCormiek's  mule.  .' 

McCormick  was  arrested  and  produced  the  mule   "  - 

For  him  all  the  neighbors  had  a  grudge; 
He  slapped  the  jury  in  the  mouth  with  his  tail. 

And  kicked  the  necktie  off  the  judge; 
The  mule  escaped  and  they  held  5lcCormick, 

For  the  doings  of  the  mule  he  w as  tried; 
He  was  just  getting  ten  years' sentence 

When  a  telegram  came  the  mule  had  died. — McCormiek's  mule. 

MOKAL   ON    HIS   GRAVESTONE. 

Judge  me  as  a  jack-ass,  ..       .  ^       v 

Or  judge  me  as  a  fool, 
I  was  smarter  than  some  ix)liticians         ' 

That  went  to  grammar  school; 
I  had  the  brains  of  a  miirhty  man, 

Btit  for  one  I  Cf)uld  not  pass; 
So  plea.se  have  printed  on  ni}'  grave: 

McCormiek's  little  jack-ass. 


■>**:• 


•'I 


^r^t^l 


,a;h 


LA^:. 


Out  of  the  Old  Home  Into  the  New. 

Send  your  naiiio  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  Citv,  and  I'eeeiTe  I 

by  return  mail  a  oomplete  Catalogiiu  of  over  5000  Popular  Eiiglinh  and  neniian 

Songs— Free.    I'ostage  StampH  taken  same  as  rash  for  all  our  goods. 

Out  of  the  old  liouse  into  tlie  new 

With  Riad  and  joyotie  hearts  wo  po;  - 

The  walls  arc  white,  tlie  ceilinjie  brifrht. 

While  in  the  old  one  they're  <iiiigy  and  low; 
The  broad  panel-doors  of  the  new  o'lK- are  high,  •       ■       *■ 

While  those  of  the  old  one  are  worn.  .  '     • 

In  the  new  house  ril  live  and  there,  too,  may  die. 

But  the  old  houec  is  where  I  was  born. 

CiroRtrs. 
Out  of  f be  old  house  into  the  new — 
Out  of  the  old  house  few  there  are  to  Ko; 
Dear  friends  are  now  with  aiifiels  fair- 
Mother  waits  ou  the  >:olden  stair.  ;• 

In  the  new  house  a  book-case  there  is 
Of  walnut  in  beautiful  mold. 

With  safe,  lock  and  key  to  protect  the  outlay  :         v 

Of  morocco  and  trimmings  of  gold; 

But  in  the  old  house  a  pine  cupboard  was  made- 
No  barrier 'gainst  all  that  was  there; 

And  low  on  the  shelf,  within  teach  of  all. 
Laid  the  old  Bible  and  church  book  of  prayer. — Chorus. 

Out  of  the  old  house  into  the  new, 

But  few  there  arc  now  left  to  go; 
Our  mother  has  gone  to  her  new  home  above  .. '     -,' 

And  we  to  our  new  one  below.  .,-    •         ,    .  •    .; 

In  the  old  one  she  nursed  me,  taught  me  of  (iod,       '  , 

And  of  all  the  true  blessings  of  prayer;  ':  . 

And  she  beckons  me  on  to  her  lioine  in  the  ekiea 

As  she  waits  on  the  golden  stair. — C'HOKrs. 


"Oh,  no,  there  ain't  any  favorites  in  this  family!"  soliloquized 
Johnny;  "oh,  no!  I  guess  there  ain't.  If  I  bite  my  finger-nails, 
I  catch  it  over  the  knuckles.  But  the  baby  can  eat  his  whole  foot 
and  they  think  it's  just  cunning!  "—Puck. 


— Silly  Fop  (on  astetimboat):  Aw,  I  say,  Miss  Caustic,  wouldn't  | 
you  be  surprised  to  see  me  jump  overboard?    Miss  Caustic:  In- 
deed I  would,  for  I  never  expect  to  see  a  donkey  exhibit  any 
sense. — Nete  Tm-k  Journal. 
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DON'T    LEAVE    G-RANDMOTHEK 
NOW    SHE    IS    OLD. 
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The  wliiio  applf  Mossoihm  ;»re  fiillir,';  in  i»li"\v('r:«. 

The  ro^os  in  tilooui  'mid  tin-  .xofi  falliiiu'  :iii', 
Kiijoyini:  thi-  calm  of  tin-  sweet  summer  hours, 

<ir;Hi(lmotht'r  sits  in  her  old  easy  chrtir. 
She  rcjul."  in  her  Hihle  of  eities  so  fair, 

Wliose  walks  are  recplendenl  with  jafjKT  and  j;olil. 
And  waits  for  tlie  anuels  to  cany  her  tliere- 

Don't  leave  dear  jjraiidmotlier'now  fhe  is  old. 

C'lIOKtS. 

Don't  leave  dear  grandmother  now  she  in  old, 
Don't  U-ave  dear  •;i'andniother  now  she  is  old; 
White  sliver  locks  have  now  displaced  tlie  uold — 
Don't  leave  dear  Irrandmother  lu.w  she  is  old. 

Ah.  well  we  reineinber  when  i)oor  iiiotlier  died. 

And  laid  her  to  rest  w  here  the  ;:reen  willows  uav**. 
How  grandmother  comforted  us  and  our  tears  ilriedi 

Tenderly  led  us  away  from  the  srrave. 
How  patient  and  jieiitle  and  kind  she  has  beeii.J 

Her  unceasiiis:  love  for  us  can  ne'er  he  told; 
Oh.  may  her  life's  evening  he  calm  and  serene — 

Don't  leave  dear  grandmother  now  she  is  old.— CiionCS. 

The  old  villase  school-house  that  stands  on  the  hill. 

The  (juaint  country  church-yard  where  tall  ;:rassei<  ,1,'row, 
The  swift  running;  stream  l>y  "the  old  watermill, 

Hriiif;  hack  fond  mem'ries  of  lona:,  lonsr  a<;o. 
These  may  all  he  for<:ot.  hut  grandmother's  care, 

Her  tenderness,  watdifulncss,  richer  than  <;old. 
Shall  e'er  be  remembered,  our  home  she  shall  share. 

We  will  not  leave  deai  _':aiidmnther  now  she  is  old.— CllORi's. 
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PRETTY    LITTLE    IRISH    QUEEN. 

By  I>ave  Conroy,  of  Conroy  and  Murphy. 
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In  a  cosy  little  cot  in  dear  old  Ireliiiid, 

Where  the  prass  grows  so  green, 
There  lives  a  Jittle  maiden, 

A  handsome,  bright-eyed  queen. 
She's  the  sweetest  little  fairy  in  .ill  Ireland, 

The  fairest  tiiat  you  ever  seen. 
And  I  never  will  forget  the  day  when  first  I  met 

M}'  pretty  little  Iri-^h  Queen. 

Ciiours. 
She  is  all  the  world  to  nie,  {hrenk) 
No  one  lialf  so  dear  can  be;  (.brenk) 
She's  tlie  sweetest  little  Howlt  in  all  Ireland, 

The  fairest  that  your  eyes  have  ever  s(  en. 
And  I  never  can  forget  \\\n-i\  tirst  I  nicl 

With  my  pretty  Little  Irish  (^ueeii. 

Now.  if  you  saw  this  pretty  little  charmer, 

Youd  fall  in  love  with  iter,  I'm  sure; 
She  is  so  handsome,  gtiy  and  witty, 

So  innocent  and  pure. 
The  first  time  I  met  this  little  maiden 

She  was  singing  by  a  little  running  stream. 
And  I  never  shall  rcirret  tlie  day  wlien  I  tiist  met 

My  pretty  little  Irish  Queen. — C'/wrui>. 


SLEEP,    MOTHER,    SLEEP. 
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Home  hath  lost  its  charm— mother  is  not  there, 

.Viip'is  <-ame  and  wafted  her  away: 
Dark  IS  her  ro.Mu  and  vncatit  is  her  chair, 

ttoi.e  to  realms  that  never  know  decay. 
And  le'Mriiiiii;  seasons  in  their  varied  course 

W'n  ai!ie  her  s:rave  in  llowers  and  iii  snow. 
While  ;i(niss  the  bosom  that  soothed  us  to  re|>o«e 

Of'"  iLi  hi' ak  antl  cruel  winds  iloih  blow. 

t'lioius. 
Sle<-'p,  mother,  sleep,  thy  toils  forc^ver  o'er, 

I'ea'-eful  be  thy  rest  from  worldly  caie; 
('.ml,  whose  love  is  greater  than  m<>rtais  <  an  liestow, 
»  Has  called  thee  to  a  happier,  brinliK-r  sphere. 

Oft  have  thine  eyes  been  dimm'd  with  s.-iddined  Iciii.s 

.•\s  our  wayward  feel  thou  soii;.'hist  lo  iruide. 
I'laniiiut;  out  our  futmi-,  full  of  hoixs  and  fears, 

Faithful  and  true,  w  hatever  iniL'ht  hetide. 
Well  I  reineinher  how  f'piidly  she  c:iressed.      '        . 

An;l  with  sweet  liillatiy  sofUhed  each  aching  dart. 
But  she  is  i;one—niim))ered  with  the  blest. 

And  in  heaven  I'll  meet  her,  nt;ver  more  lo  part.-  Chorus. 


THE    ONE    I    LOVE. 
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Dear  little  .Jennie,  pride  of  my  heart. 

Kiss  me  <;ood-by,  for  now  wo  must  part; 

I.onjr ere  the  robins  have  flown  to  tlu'ii- lu-st 

Far  I  will  be  from  the  one  I  love  best.  .  .  .;    ' 

Kiss  me  t:tM)dbye  and  say  you'll  be  true,  -     ',  .      .  '  ', 

True  to  the  heart  that  Ix'ats  only  for  you;  .    r-    '."   •    .    - 

And,  love,  remember,  tho' far  on  the  Sea,  , 

My  thouphts  will  ever  turn  fondly  to  thee.  ,,  .; 

Ciioisfs.  ~      . 

Jennie,  my  darlinir,  cease  your  repiniiiL'. 
Uauish  tlir)se  tears,  oh,  why  do  you  mourn: 
Tho'  dark  be  the  clouils,  there's  a  bri^rht  silver  lining 
In  the  thouj;ht  that  ere  long  to  you'll  I'll  return. 

Jennie,  niy  darlintr,  why  so  forlorn. 

Take  you  this  rint;  which  for  years  I  have  worn, 

Treasiire  it.  darlinir,  tho' not  of  t;reat  worth, 

"Twas  mother's  last  j^ift  ere  she  passed  from  earth. 

She  will,  1  know,  from  her  home  there  above, 

Watch  o'er  the  footsteps  of  one  that  1  love;  ' 

Kiss  me  irood-by,  then,  and  sorrow  no  more. 

Soon  I'll  return  to  thee  whom  I  adore.— t'lioncai. 
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NANCY,  MY    JEWEL. 
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Nancy,  my  jewel,  my  love  and  my  dove, 

You're  tiie  girl  of  my  choice  and  the  one  that  I  love, 

1  tdwiiys  shiiU  love  you,  I  really  believe. 

Then  w liy  should  you  slight  me  \our  parents  to  please. 

I  know  I  am  poor,  love,  and  held  in  disdain. 
But  to  work  for  my  living  I  ne'er  felt  ashamed, 
Or  w:is  never  so  poor,  love,  but  had  I  Ji  friend. 
So  if  yt>ull  go  with  me,  pray  give  me  your  hand. 

Were  it  not  for  my  parents  I  would  give  you  my  band, 
And  the  day  of  our  m;irri:ige  by  your  side  would  staad. 
For  I  iilwiiys  shtiU  love  you  as  dear  jis  my  life. 
And  wish  it  were  ordered  I  could  be  your  wife. 

Fare  you  well,  lovely  Nancy,  I  bid  you  adieu, 
'I'o morrow  I  leave  j'ou  in  sorrow  and  woe, 
1  am  bound  for  my  captain,  tun  forced  lo  go — 
Wont  you  let  me  go  with  you":'  Oh,  no,  my  love,  no. 

I  will  go  to  your  fciaj)tain,  ftill  down  on  my  knees, 
'i'fii  thotistmd  bright  guineas  shall  secure  your  relettse. 
And  when  I  have  done  this,  for  I  love  you,  you  know, 
\\ Cii't  you  let  iiic  ^o  with  3011'/  Oh,  no,  luy  love,  no. 

]My  liair  I'll  cut  off,  in  men's  clothes  will  .stand, 
Enlist  under  your  captain  same  as  any  young  man, 
And  when  I've  done  liiis,  for  I  love  you,  you  know, 
"Won't  you  let  me  go  with  you 'Z  Oh,  no,  my  love,  no. 

What  a  hiird-hearted  lover — you  know  full  well       . 

The  love  I  htive  for  you  no  tongue  can  tell. 

And  •very  day,  love,  wlieiever  you  go, 

You  will  wish  I  were  w ith  you,  you  need  not  s>ay  uo. 


SUNSHINE    FOLLOWS    RAIN. 
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I  left  my  love  in  Knohind  in  jioverty  and  pain. 

Tlie  teais  were  heavy  In  my  •■yes,  while  hers  ran  down  like  rttiu, 

I  (rave  her  part  of  all  I  had.  lepressed  a  risinsj  si){h, 

Ar.d  thinkini;  of  the  days  10  come,  I  kept  my  couraf,'e  hiiili.    - 

Faic.wll.  I  said,  as  seasons  pass  ami  sunshine  follows  rain, 

Tlie  morn  will  crown  the  darkest  iii<.'ht,  and  I'll  come  buck  u};aiu. 

I  left  my  love  in  Hii;;Iand  and  crossed  the  Btormy  «ea      ' 

To  earn  niy  brcail  by  daily  toil,  an  honest  man  and  free; 

I  labored  hard  from  morn  till  iii(;lit  and  ^'ained  a  little  store, 

And  e\cry  seas(ui  iiavi;  me  wealth  and  made  that  little  more; 

At  leiiyiii  I  bout;lil  the  field  I'd  plowed,  and  sunshine  followed  rain,   . 

The  morn  had  crowned  the  darkesfiiiyht,  and  I  went  back  attain. 

I  souf,ht  my  love  in  Eii;;land  and  brought  her  o'er  the  sea,  \  , 

.\  happy  man  with  liapjiy  wife  to  bless  my  home  and  mc; 

;\Iy  house  is  larjre,  my  wa:its  are  few.  I  bid  dull  care  depart, 

.•\nd  as  1  sit  beneath  the  tree  with  <{lad  and  grateful  heart  ' '. ." 

•My  children  "round  the  cottage  tloor  ne'er  ask  for  bread  in  vain; 

Each  morn  doth  crown  the  darkest  iii^ht  and  eunsbine  follows  rain. 
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OSSIAN'S    SERENADE. 
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Oil,  coiiic  witU  me  in  111}' little  ciuioe 

Wliuru  the  sea  is  calm  auii  the  sk}- is  blue; 

Oh,  come  with  me,  for  I  long  to  go 

To  those  isles  where  the  maugo  apples  grow; 

Oh,  come  with  me  and  be  my  love, 

Foi  thee  the  jungle  depth  I'll  rove, 

I'll  gather  the  hunc\ comb  bright  as  gold,        .' 

Ami  chase  the  elk  to  its  secret  hole;  -       \ 

I'll  chase  the  antelope  over  the  plain. 

The  tiger's  cub  111  bind  witii  a  chain. 

And  the  vvikl  gazelle,  with  its  silvery  feet, 

111  give  thee  for  a  playmate  sweet. 

I'll  climb  the  palm  for  the  bias  uest, 
Heil  pia.s  I  11  gather  to  deck  th}- bit  a.st, 
I'll  pierce  the  cocoa's  cup  for  its  v.iiie. 
Ami  haste  to  thee  if  thou'lt  be  mine; 
Then  come  with  me  in  my  light  canoe. 
While  the  sea  is  calm  and  the  sky  is  blue, 
For,  shoidd  we  linger  another  day,  v:      " 

•         Storms  may  arise  and  love  decay. 

I'll  chase  the  antelope  over  the  plain.        •  .     '.  ' 

The  tiger's  cub  I'll  bind  with  a  chain,  :       '   " 

And  tiie  wild  gazelle,  with  its  silvery  feet, 
I'll  give  thee  for  a  playmate  sweet.  -. 

-   ■  Ob,  come,  if  the  love  thou  hast  for  me 

Is  pure  and  fresh  as  mine  for  thee. 
Fresh  as  the  fountain  luider  ground. 
When  first 'tis  by  the  Lapwing  found;         ■• 
Our  sands  are  bare,  and  down  their  alojie 
'  .         The  silv'ry-footed  antelope 

As  gracefully  and  gaily  springs 
As  o'er  the  marbled  courts  of  ldng.s. 
I'll  chase  the  antelope  over  the  plain, 
The  tiger  s  cub  riltiind  with  a  chain, 
And  the  wild  gazelle,  with  its  silver}-  feet, 
I'll  give  thee  for  a  playmate  sweet. 


PATRICK    MICHAEL    McNALLY. 
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It  Ain't  Going  to  Happen  in  '90. 

'.:■','''.-'  Hy  "Kilkey." 

S«'nd  voiir  iiiinu'iiiid  adilrc^s  t"  II.  .1.  Wiliinaii.  ISll  I'ark  Itow,  Nr«- York  City,  and  receive 

iiy  nliirii  iiiail  a  cciiii|>l«t.('.ifii|ii^iii-  of  <nir  .'mxi  I'opiilar  Kn;;lisliand  Ocrnian 

Songs-  t'rii'.    ro.-ta>rf  Stamp;-  lakiii  sjinu-  a.-i  cash  lor  all  our  gimds. 

Ill  Bor^loii  fyc-;;l!i!iifi's  will  m-vcr  Ik-  been, 

But  it  iiiu't  goint;  to  hai>|)<ii  in  "id); 
The  streets  of  Now  York  "ill  !»•  pcrfcctlv  cl«*ii. 

But  it  ain't  <;oin<j  to  liiippen  in ''.lO. 
Chicairoaii.'*  Jilxuil  their  eiiUTi>ri.<c  won't  lilow,  • 

(Jraiid  Army  men  won't  he  .•tskini;  for  a  show, 

\(.iyor  (iraiit  will  a])i><>iiit  lii^jiuhlieans  to  all  the  offlccfi  you  know, 
i'.ni  it  ain't  fioiiif,' to  hapiK'ii  in  "'.X). 

( In  Broa'lway  then;  will  bo  no  tlieatreo  or  liotels. 
But  it  iiin'i  troinj:  to  happen  in 'in); 

A  hall-hoy  "■'"'"■ '''•''•'"^'*^'''*-"'' ^^ '"'"'" '""'^^'''" ''"■ '^•^'U 

But  it  ain't  f,'oin'_' to  happen  in '!K). 
Mi'tiiiily  will  eoiiie  lip  from  the  bottom  of  the  Hca 

Near  the  ])laee  of  hio  birtli  in  the  old  country,    .  ■     ■     • 

Then  lii-ll   h<l|.  I'arii.ll  to  s.t  olil  Inl.in.l  free, 
Ihit  it  ain't  K"''in  '•*  iiappeii  in  'in).  ■.  c     - 

.Ml  tlie  (leath-dealins:  wircfs  will  be  miller  •.Toiinil,  v       . 

But  it  ain't  goinn  to  hai)pon  in   '.10; 
A  man  who's  ahead  of  the  raeerj  will  be  found,  ... 

But  it  ain't  poiiifi  to  happen  in 'no.  ■       ,^ 

Dr.iw  poker  will  be  an  unknown  j.;amc, 

*'  Buck  "  Kwiiij:  to  a  National  Leairiie  eon! raet  will  pigii  hip  name, 
And  Johnnie  Ward  won't  be  lookini;  for  fame. 
Bill  it  ain't  <;oinj;  to  liaj>iMMi  ill  ".K>. 

A  dude  may  be  unearthed  who  has  an  ounce  of  brain, 
lint  it  ain't  jroiii;;  to  happen  ill '(HI:  .. 

You'll  alwav!<  liave  your  umbrella  with  yon  wlicn  it  mlnii., 
But  it  ain't  jroinir  "lo  hapiteii  ill '90. 

Wc  shall  iK'Ver  meet  ]>eople  to  whom  we  are  in  debt,  -   ■ 

There'll  be  no  more  chumps  who  on  combinations  Iwt, 

And  Patii  on  her  farewell  tour  wiil  sini?  "Sweet  Violets." 

But  it  ain't  going  to  hiippcu  iu  '!tO. 

rroliibi;ioiiifit6  will  elect  their  candidate  to  the  Presidential  chair. 

But  it  ain't  j;oing  to  happen  in  '90; 
Then  the  whole  crowd  of  them  will  go  on  a  raxzle-dazzle  tare. 

But  it  ain't  going  to  happen  iu  '90. 
No  American  girls  their  fortunes  will  throw  away  a  title  to  procure, 
Millionairee  will  go  to  work,  and  give  their  boodle  to  the  poor. 
And  ConjircRe  will  present  Chicago  with  ten  million  dollars,  sure, 

But  it  ain't  going  to  happ>en  in  90. 


The  WonlK  and  Music  of  this  Soug  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-i>aid,  on  reci 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  bv  H.  J.  Weliniaii,  ISO 

liow.  New  York  City.    Postage  (Stamps  token  same  as°v«.sh  foi'  ail  our  goo 

Words  and  Music  by  B.  II.  Jansscn.    All  rights  ii'.sorved.  :.  ... 

There's  a  sport  in  our  ward  that  looks  like  a  lord;  "  ,' 

He's  always  in  style  and  in  fashion;  "   '  •'        ■ 

The  girls  are  all  mad  about  this  tine  lad,  .  ' 

He's  a  dai.sy  at  what  you  call  ma.shiiig; 
Where'er  he  may  go,  he  creates  quite  a  show. 

And   round  him  will  ev'ry  one  nill^-; 
He  can  speak  like  a  king,  he  can  plav,  waltz,  uud  sing, 

This  sport,  Patrick  Michael  McNa'lly.  . 

Kekkain. 

Patrick  McNally  lives  down  our  alky, 

lie  is  the  sjwrl  now  that  ev'ry  one  knows; 
The  girls  are  all  crazy  about  this  new  daisy, 

The  man  with  the  line  London,  J^nglish-'made  dollies. 
His  style  is  so  graceful,  his  dressing  so  ta.steful, 

He's  something  odd  and  yet  something  new, 
That  whene'er  you  meet  him  someone  will  greet  him 

With,  "  Mister  McNally,  why,  how  do  you  do  V  " 

Mary  Ann  Kate  McCoy  she  loved  this  line  boy;  • 

His  shape  and  his  style  were  bewitching: 
She  worked  on  Broadway,  made  ver}'  good  pay 

At  some  kind  of  sewing  or  stitching. 
She  thought  Pat  immense,  she  had  dollars,  no  stiise; 

They  called  her  the  queen  of  the  alley; 
And  it  did  please  her  so  when  they  talked  of  Ik  i  beau, 

This  sport,  Patrick  Michael  McXally. — liefniin. 

They  are  married  a  year — the  neighbors  all  fear 

McNally  don't  do  much  supporting; 
For  Mary  works  more  than  ever  before, 

And  Patrick  has  not  forgot  sporting; 
He  wanted  a  wife  to  support  him  thro' life — 

'Twas  lucky  for  Liz,  Hose,  and  Sally; 
For  I'll  wager  a  brick  that  poor  Mary  is  sick 

Of  her  sport,  Patrick  Michael  McNally.— 7.V// <«"/<. 
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THERE    GOES    McMANUS.     ^ 


Copyright,  1889, by  T.  B.  Hainis *  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  B.  11.  Janssen.    AW  rights  ri'si-rved. 

McManiis  loaned  a  dress  suit  for  a  ball  the  oIIkt  iiiirht. 

The  coat  was  uiiicli  too  large  for  him,  the  pants  were  very  tight; 

He  bought  a  pair  of  patent  shoes,  a  white  tie  anil  a  ro-^e. 

In  fact  he  had  most  everything;;  in  keepin;;  with  the  clothes. 

lie  called  for  AIiss  (iilliooley,  who  looked  e\t  ry  inch  a  (iiieeti. 

Her  face  was  full  of  powder  and  her  dress  of  emerald  'jt-eeii; 

The  street  was  tilled  with  neighbors  when  the  party  drove  away, 

They  gave  a  shout  when  "Mc  ''  came  out,  and  he  could  hear  tliein  uay: 

(.'Hours. 

There  goes  McManns  in  the  latest  I.onrlcui  style. 
There  gcH's  McMaiiiis  ami  his  face  is  all  a  smih-; 
He's  as  pretty  as  a  picture,  and  as  handsome  as  a  rose. 
There  goes  McAlamis  in  a  lirand  new  suit  of  dollies. 

He  felt  his  own  importance  when  he  walked  across  the  hall —    • 

They  told  him  Miss  (iilliooley  was  the  belle  of  all  the  ball; 

He  (lanced  the  "  polka  "  and  the  ••  w;iltz."  ami  did  it  very  nice. 

But  for  a  better  tilting  pants  he'd  y:iven  any  price. 

The  next  dance  was  u  "  lancers  "  and  everything  went  well 

"  Salute  your  pards.''     McMaiius  did.  and  then  there  w  as  a  yell; 

No  |)ants  could  stand  a  bow  like  that,  and  so  Mc's  gave  aw  ay. 

And  when  they  rolled  him  in  a  cloth,  he  heard  some  people  say: 

■<  '  Chokcs.  ■  _ 

There  goes  Mc^lanu?  with  a  rip  right  up  his  bark, 

-     There  goes  McMuiius,  please,  do  go  and  call  a  hack;  { 

For  he  looks  just  like  a  dummy  and  we  only  see  his  toes. 
There  goes  McManus  in  a  iiiislU  suit  of  clothes.  '.■         - 

He  packed  the  clothes  all  in  a  lumj)  and  took  them  back  to  "Cohn," 
And  told  tiiin  he'd  not  jiay  a  cent  for  having  them  in  loan; 
*'  Mc  "  got  so  mad  he  took  the  coat  and  ripned  it  right  iu  two, 
Then  got  a  grip  on  Levi  Cohn,  and  punchea  him  )>lack  and  blue. 
A  policeman  heard  the  racket  in  passing  by  the  door. 
He  grabbed  McManns  by  the  arm  and  helped  Cohn  from  the  floor; 
Cohn  told  the  judge  his  "story,  tbcn  McManus  had  his  say. 
And  as  he  paid  the  fine  he  thought  he  heard  the  iieopic  say: 

Chokcs. 

'-■.•■■■•'•* 
There  goes  McManus  and  he  tried  to  be  a  swell. 
There  goes  McManus  and  he  nearly  got  a  "  cell;  " 
He  will  always  hear  the  story  now,  no  matter  where  he  goes, 
AlK)ut  the  night  he  tried  to  wear  the  misfit  suit  of  clothes. 


'jgKSiwnmv/f  .  ■■    w^^^ 
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HELLO!    JOHN    MALONEY. 

Copjnigrht,  ISdO,  by  Harding  Bros. 

The  Worrtg  and  Music  of  thin  8on(r  will  be  sfnt  to  any  Adilresw.  poi<t-|inid,  on  reoHpt  of  40 

pvntx:  or  this  niul  «iiv  twimilifr  SoiiitxforOiie  lM)llar,  bv  H.  J.  Web  man,  VXi  Park 

Kow,  Sew  York  City.    I'DStage  8taiiiiK<  taken  saineas  i-aniifor  all  ourtrouds. 


Words  and  Music  by  Joa«ph  Flynn. 

I'm  a  rale  owld  sport  from  Erins  I»le  and  a  man  ye's  all  know  well, 
A  reii'Lir  lally-cooli-r  too,  and  a  Dublin,  Jackeen  swell; 
I'm  known  at  all  the  race;',  at  tlio  basel)all  (ground  I'm  there. 
And  wlit-n  the  boys  all  eeo  me  thin  cry  rinjpi  out  thro'  the  air: 

Chorus. 
Hello,  John  Maloney.  you're  the  man  I  want  to  gee. 
Shake  handi^.  John  Maloney,  then  conje  and  dine  with  me, 
1  am  really  pla/etl  I  met  ye,  I  never  coulii  forget  ye, 
Fo"-,  by  tlmnder,  you're  a  wonder  and  the  grand  kiug-hee. 

I^st  Thurtday  tiight  I  took  a  walk  to  pass  the  time  you  iee. 
And  foon  beheld  a  lovwly  girl,  who  gnily  winked  at  rac, 
I  soon  made  her  acquainianre,  to  a  re^ta^rallt  did  CO, 
And  ran  right  n\t  at;ain9t  my  darling  wife  and  brother  Joe. 

t'UORL'9. 

Hello,  John  Maloney.  you're  the  man  I  want  to  sec. 

Look  out,  John  Maloniv,  then  they  made  a  dive  for  me, 

Thev  were  really  plazed  to  meet  me.  but  they  licked  and  kicked  and  bate  me. 

And'  w  ith  tables,  plates  aud  ladles  nearly  murdered  me. 

One  day  about  a  month  ago  I  went  out  on  a  spree. 

And  liad  a  fight  « ith  Flannigan,  we  never  could  agree; 

We  rolled  and  kicked  and  struggled  till  Ilie  copjHTS,  half-a-score. 

They  clubbed  and  dragged  us  to  the  jail,  where  I  had  been  before. 

('Hours. 

Hello,  John  Maloney,  you're  the  man  I  want  to  see, 

Ten  days,  John  Muloney,  was  the  sentence  he  gave  me; 

He  was  really  placed  lo'jail  me,  and  I  bad  no  friend  to  bail  me, 

So,  be  gorry,  to  the  quarry  I  was  sent,  you  see. 

\ 

I  know  a  lovely  servant  giri  in  a  mansion  down  the  street. 

And  vesterday  I  went  around  this  charmer  for  to  meet; 

I  told  her  1  was  wealthy  and  my  name  was  Arthur  Brown, 

When  the  milkman  caihe,  a  friend  of  mine,  and  hollered  like  a  Clown: 

ClIORtS. 

Hello.  John  Maloney,  you're  the  man  I  want  to  see, 
Pav  up,  John  Maloney',  forty  cents  you  owe  to  me; 
Tli'cn  the  girl  she  took  a  tumble,  the  poker  she  did  fumble, 
And  she  poked  aud  bit  and  choked  me  till  I  could  not  see. 


JUST  WAIT  AND  SEE  MAGUIRE. 


Copyright,  18»0,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co. 


I'VE    HAD    \EM    ALL. 

CopyriKht,  1890,  by  Harding  Brothers 
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Words  and  Music  by  M.  J.  CaTanagh. 

In  childhood  I  am  sure  that  I  received  my  share  of  ills. 

I've  had  the  mea^-les,  mumps,  and  croup,  the  whooping-cough  and  chills; 

In  fact,  if  any  new  disea.se  broke  out  about  tijc  town, 

It  always  was  my  luck  to  be  the  first  one  taken  down. 

CHOHfS. 

I've  had  them  all.  yes,  every  blessed  one, 

I've  had  'cm  all,  I'm  thankful  they  are  gone. 

I'm  sure  I've  had  niy  sliare  and  a  lot  that  I  could  spare. 

For  more  1  hardly  cure,  I've  had  'em  all. 

Pcrhap-  among  yon  there  are  some  not  troubled  with  those  pests 
That  uninvited  in  your  iR'ds  will  come  and  make  their  neets. 
There's  cevtral  different  sp«Tie«,  from  the  bed-bug  to  the  flea, 
BiU  all  my  schemes  to  shake  'em  fail,  for  they  get  on  to  inc.— Chori-s. 

I  used  to  l>e  a  drinkinir  nnin.  but  quit  it  here  of  late. 

To  suffer  with  a  swollen  head  iias  often  bi-eii  my  fate; 

I  know  what  the  jim-jams  are,  I've  shivewd  with  the  shakes. 

And  on  my  bedroom  walls  I've  seen  about  ten  thousand  siiakee. — Chorcb. 

My  first  wife  had  tliree  sisters  when  to  better  lands  siie  flew. 

To  fill  h»  r  placf  I  married  got  to  sister  inimlHT  two; 

When  iiuinlier  two  had  gone  ai)ove  with  her  who  went  b:;fore, 

I  took  on  number  three,  who  soon  made  room  for  number  four.— Cborcs. 


— She:  "  Where  do  most  of  3'our  iH)ems  appoar?  "  He:  "  lu  the 
waste  basket." 

—She  (in  evenini?  toilet):  "/^wasn't  coining  to-nigiit.  for   I 
huthi'tanything  to  wear."  JHC  "  And  yoii  seem  to  have  worn  it." 

— Larly  Doctor  (young  and  fair):  yTlcase  turn  your  head  a  little' 
M«.sculiue  Patient:  "Ah!  dear^^^u  have  already  turned  it." 

— "I  hear  your  husband  is  quite  gallant.     Do  you  ever  find  any 
letters  in  his  pocket?"  "  Only  the  ones  I  give  him  to  mail." 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonf?  » ill  ho  sent  to  anv  nddess.  port-paid,  on  r«>r«>lpt  of  iO 
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IVords  and  Music  by  B.  H.  JansKn.    All  rights  reserved. 

I  saw  Pat  Murphy  yesterday. 

He  looked  an  awful  .siglit. 
His  legs  and  arms  were  up  in  s[)liuts. 

His  head  was  l)andaged  tight; 
In  fact  you  only  saw  his  eyes. 

And  they  were  mighty  small — 
Maguiro  and  he  had  had  a  .scrap  ;    ' 

At  Hiady's  Union  Hall. 
"Hello!  old  man,"  says  I  to  him, 

"  Ht'llo!  yoinsolf,"  says  lie, 
I've  had  a  little  "  picnic,"  Mike, 

As  you,  no  doubt,  can  see, 
Maguiie  and  I  we  had  a  row 

About  my  diamond  stud.  '       •    . 

And  when  the  thing  was  over,  why,     , 

Maguire's  name  wa<»  mud. 

CnoKUs.  .         . 

I  may  look  like  a  cripple 

And  feel  like  one,  I  know; 
I  may  look  like  McQinty's  ghost,  , 

Or  like  some  funeral  show; 
I've  not  been  in  a  railroad  wreck, 

I've  not  been  in  a  fire;  . 

If  I  look  bad  and  broken  up. 

Just  wait  and  see  Maguire. 

And  did  you  both  use  clubs,  says  I, 

Use  clubs,  says  Pat,  not  much, 
Theies  not  a  thing  in  "  Union  Hall" 

That  we  forgot  to  touch; 
It  started  in  a  quiet  way  .  .  ' 

While  we  were  drinking  wine — 
Miss  Kelly  thought  the  stud  I  wore 

Was  very,  ver}'  fine.  .        • 

I  (juite  forgot  wliat  happened  then. 

Or  how  it  came  to  pa.ss,  . 

I  only  know  Maguire  remarked 

The  stone  was  made  of  gla.ss, 
"  You  lie,"  .says  1,  "  I  what."  says  he, 

"  I'll  make  you  take  that  back,"  ■  . 

And  when  the  thing  was  over,  why, 

lie  went  home  in  a  hack. — Cfiorn$. 

At  first  we  had  it  right  and  left, 

•And  then  we  look  up  chairs. 
We  liad  it  all  arotind  the  hall, 

And  then  we  went  up  stairs; 
Ma>4uire  then  gralil)cd  a  lalile  leg, 

I  took  a  chandelier 
Anil  broke  the  globes  upon  his  head, 

While  he  bit  off  my  ear; 
The  iiiem'ry  of  that  night  of  l)li.ss 

I  never  .siiali  forget. 
The  grudgt;  I  have  against  Maguire 

Ha.s  not  been  .settled  yet, 
Maguire  mu.st  still  .square  up  with  me       ,. 

For  what  the  racket  cost. 
For  when  the  thing  w.is  over,  why,  - 

My  diamond  stud  wis  lost. — Choru$. 


f 
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— Preserving  Ouiet:  "  Who  was 
last  night?"    "  The  policeii 
wanted  the  baby  to  stop  cryin 


it  ringing  at  the  front  door 
Wh.'it  did  he  waul?"    "He 
I  kept  him  awake." 


—Mrs.  Gossippc:  "Don't  you  think  Mrs.  Lowcutte  was  over- 
dres.sed  at  the  subscription  dance?  "  Mrs.  Malapropos:  "Not  a 
stitch  too  much  for  decency." 


— Teacher:  "  The  rainlww  is  GtMl's  promise  that  he  will  never 
again  destroy  the  earth  by  water."  Pupil:  "I  reckon  my  pap  '11 
feel  right  pert  when  he  hears  that." 


— Why  does  the  yoVing  mnn  leave  the  farm?  In  New  Hamp- 
shire, generally  because  it  is  so  loaded  down  with  rocks  that  he 
cannot  conveniently  take  it  away. 
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McaiNTY'S    BACK    AGAIN. 

Copyright,  18«l»,  by  Chas.  I>.  llhike  &  Co. 


\^- 


The  Words  aiid  Musi>-  of  this  Sunt;  will  U'  st'nt  to  any  nddi-css,  i«>st 
C«nt8;  or  this  and  miy  two  otlivr  Soiihh  for  Uiie  Dollar,  by  ll.  J 


-laid, on  rpcpipt  of  40 
■Vv.linian.lIfiiVark 
Kow,  Nfw  Voik  ( "ity.    ruKtoKt:  Stanips  taken  luuue  us  co^b  lor  nil  our  Kood.s. 

Words  by  Wm.  B.  Olenroy.    Music  by  D.  H.  KitZKilibou. 

You've  iK'ard  about  McGinty.  wbo  not  no  many  falls 

From  coal-lioles  in  tlie  sidewalks,  likewise  froni  hit;li  Ktone  walls,       •' 

HiB  wife  ran  off  aud  li'ft  him,  which  biou;;lit  liir;  i)rtslij;e  tlowii, 

Ho  fell  BO  brokeu-Learti'd  that  himself  he  tried  to  drown. 

And  ev'ry  one  was  certain  that  poor  Dan  had  pasced  a\\ay,  .~, 

The  neighborB  thonght  that  he  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 

And  I  was  fully  satisfied  that  Dan  was  surely  dead, 

Until  I  met  young  Pat  McCaiui,  who  shocked  me  when  be  said: 

REPnAIN. 

McGinty'a  back  again,  he's  dressed  up  like  a  dandy. 
He's  down  at  Mike's  saloon,  and  full  of  wine  and  brandy. 
He's  the  talk  of  all  the  neifjliborhood,  both  women  and  the  meii — 
The  town  is  all  excited,  for  McGiuty's  back  aj,'uiu. 

I  hastened  down  to  see  liim,  to  bear  what  he  would  say; 
His  suit  of  clothes  were  iust  as  good  as  when  he  went  away; 
Because  his  wife  skipfied  off  they  thought  that  he  was  in  the  soup. 
But  now,  says  he,  I'll  tell  you  boys,  "  I'm  glad  slic  Hew  the  coop," 
I  thought  it  would  be  funny  for  fo  give  my  friends  a  shock, 
80  I  pretended  suicide  and  jumped  ri^ht  off  the  dock. 
But  then  1  swam  beneath  the  wliarf  and  climbed  iijjon  a  beam; 
When  yesterday  I  showed  myself  the  crowd  began  to  scream: 

Refkain. 

McGinty's  back  again,  he's  dressed  up  like  a  dandy. 
He's  down  at  Mike's  saloon,  and  full  of  wine  and  brandy. 
He's  the  talk  of  all  the  neighborhood,  both  women  and  the  men— 
The  town  is  all  excited,  for  McGin'ysback  .igaiu. 

The  crowd  tlocked  in  to  look  at  him,  and  witli  them  nil  he  drank. 
He  got  so  full  he  couldn't  stand  and  to  the  lloor  he  sank, 
'Twas  then  he  crawled  out  in  the  street  and  called  O'lirien  a  "  skunk," 
A  '  coi)jRT '  came  and  yanked  him  in  again  for  being  drnnk; 

' ,  ..      .    ,  dunce." 

out  "six mouths,'' 
McGinty  said  he  didn't  care,  for  he'd  been  there  before; 
The  warden  scream'd  with  all  liis  might  to  the  keejjer  thro'  the  door: 


A  "COi)jR'r  came  anu  vauKeu  nini  lu  n^niu  lor  oeiiij;  ur 
McGinty  tried  to  free  fiimself,  and  called  the  judge  "  a  1 
The  *  copjHT  '  laughed,  the  jury  smiled,  they  all  yelled  01 


Refrain. 

McGinty's  back  again,  he's  dressed  up  like  a  dandy. 
He  was  "down  at  Mike's  saloon,  got  full  of  wine  and  brandy. 
He's  the  talk  of  all  the  prisoners,  both  women  and  the  lueii; 
The  jail  is  all  excited,  for  Mctiiuty's  back  agaiu. 


THE    CHARCOAL    MAK 


By  J.  T.  Trowltrldge. 


Though  rudely  blows  the  wintry  blast, 
Ami  sifting  suows  fall  Avliite  and  fast, 
Mark  Haley  drives  along  the  street, 
Perched  liigli  upon  his  wagon  .scat; 
His  sombre  face  the  storm  defies, 
And  thus  from  morn  till  eve  he  cries: 

"Charco'!  charco'!" 
While  echo  faint  and  far  replies: 

"Hark,  O!  hark,  O!" 
"  Charco'!  " — "  Hark,  Ol" — Such  cheery  sounds 
Attend  him  on  his  dail}'  rounds. 

The  dust  begrimes  his  ancient  hat; 

His  coat  is  darker  far  than  that; 

'Tis  odd  to  see  his  sooty  form. 

All  sjKJckled  with  the  feathery  storm, 

Yet  in  his  honest  bosom  lies 

No  spot  nor  sjwck — though  still  he  cries: 

"Charco"!  charco'!" 
And  many  a  roguish  lad  rejjlics: 

"Ark,  ho!  ark.  ho!" 
"Charco'!" — "  Ark,  ho!" — Such  various  sounds 
Announce  Mark  Hale3''s  morning  rounds. 

Thus  all  the  cold  and  wintry  day 

He  labors  much  for  little  pay; 

Yet  feels  no  less  of  happiueis  r. 

Than  many  a  richer  man,  I  guess.  ': 

When  through  the  shades  of  eve  he  spies 

The  light  of  his  own  home,  and  cries:    , 

"Charco'!  charco'!"  ;    ;::    •- 

And  Martha  from  the  door  replies:  ^ 

"Mark,  ho!  Mark,  ho!" 
"Charco'!"—"  Mark,  ho!"— Such  joy  abounds 
When  he  has  closed  his  dally  rounds. 


The  hearth  is  warm,  the  fire  is  bright; 

And  while  his  hand,  washed  clean  and  white. 

Holds  Martha's  tender  hand  once  more. 

His  glowing  face  bends  fondly  o'er 

The  crib  wherein  his  darling  lies, 

And  in  a  coaxing  tone  he  cries; 

"Charco"!  charco'!" 
And  baby  with  a  laugh  replies: 

"Ah,  go!  ah,  go!" 
"Charco'!"— "Ah,  go!"— While  at  the  sounds 
The  mother's  heart  with  giadues.s  boimds. 

Tlien  honored  be  the  charcoal-man. 
Though  du.sky  as  an  "African. 
'Tis  not  for  you,  that  chance  to  be 
A  little  l)etter  clad  than  he, 
His  honest  manhood  to  despise. 
Although  from  morn  till  eve  he  cries: 

"Charco"!  charco'!" 
While  mocking  echo  still  replies: 

"Hark.  O!  hark,  O!  " 
"Charco"!" — Hark,  O!" — Long  may  the  sounds 
Proclaim  Mark  Haley's  daUy  rounds. 
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THROW  HIM  DOWN,  McCLOSKEY. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Frank  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sodr  will  \>v  sent  to  any  addess,  poi^-naid.  on  rpoefpt  of  (0 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Sontrs  for  t>ne  t>olIur,  by  H.  J.  Webinan,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

'Twas  down  at  Dan  McDevitt's,  at  the  corner  of  this  street, 
There  was  to  be  a  prize  fight,  and  both  parties  were  to  meet 
To  make  all  the  arrangements  and  see  every  thing  was  right — 
McCloskey  iiud  a  uagur  were  to  have  a  finish  tight; 
The  rules  were  London  Prize  Ring,  and  McCloskey  said  he  try 
To  bate  the  nagur  wid  one  punch  or  in  the  ring  he'd  die; 
The  odds  were  on  McCloske}',  though  the  betting  it  was  small — 
'Twas  on  McCloskey  ten  to  one,  on  the  uagur  none  at  all. 

CnoKUS. 
"  Throw"  him  down.  ilcCloskey,"  was  to  be  the  battle  cry — 
Throw  him  down,  McCloskey,  you  can  lick  him  if  you  try. 
And  future  generations,  with  wonder  and  delight. 
Will  read  on  his  hist'ry's  pages  of  the  great  McCloskey  tight. 

The  fighters  were  to  start  in  at  a  (juarter  after  eight, 

But  the  uagur  did  not  show  up  and  the  hour  was  getting  late; 

He  sent  around  a  messenger,  who  then  went  on  to  say 

That  the  Irish  crowd  would  jump  him  and  he  couldn't  get  fair  play; 

Then  up  steps  Pete  McCracken  and  said  that  he  would  fight. 

Stand  up  or  rough  and  tumble,  if  McCloskey  didn't  bite? 

McCloskey  says  I'll  go  you,  then  the  seconds  got  in  place. 

And  the  fighters  started  in  to  decorate  each  other's  face. — Ciiouus. 

They  fought  like  two  hyenas  'till  the  forty-seventh  round; 
They  scattered  blood  enough  around,  by  gosh,  to  paint  the  town; 
McCloskey  got  a  mouthful  of  poor  McCracken's  jowl; 
^IcCrackeu  hollered  "  murther  "  and  his  seconds  hollered  "  foul  "; 
The  friends  of  both  the  fighters  that  instant  did  begin 
'I'o  tight  and  ate  each  other,  the  whole  party  started  in; 
You  couldn't  tell  the  dif'rence  if  you'd  fighters  if  you'd  try; 
McCracken  lost  his  upixjr  lip,  ^IcCloskey  lost  an  eye. — Cuouus. 

FLIRTING   IN  THE   TWILIGHT. 

Copyright,  1870,  by  Wni.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


>" 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pf>st-liaid,  on  r«Teipt  of  10 

vents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sionps  for  One  Dollar,  l)y  H.  J.  Wthnian,  i:w  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca.sh  for  all  our  goods. 


Oh.  I'm  very  fond  of  roviugwhen  the  stars  are  in  the  sky; 

And  a  heart  so  true  and  loving  often  meets  me  on  the  sly; 

The  sweetest  words  be  whisiiers,  and  his  eyes  arc  sparkling  blue; 

But  what  he  tells,  you  may  be  sure, Til  never  tell  to-you. 

Oh,  we  wander  while  thesliadows  fall,  but  a  pairof  eyes  areiuy  light; 

Of  all  the  joys  it  beats  them  all,  this  flirting  in  the  twilight. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  my  heart  kept  going  pit-i-pat.  I  scarce  could  tell  what  I  was  at; 
\\c  w  audered  in  the;  shadows,  but  his  beaming  eyt!S  they  w  ere  my  light, 
Of  joys  we  meet,  there's  Hone  so  sweet  as  flirting  in  the  twiliglit." 

Now  he  called  me  "  pet "  and  "  dearest."  and  I  could  not  tell  you  half; 

And  he  said  1  was  the  "nearest."  tlien  I  laughed  a  little  laugh; 

His  arms  he  kindly  offered,  then  he  offered  me  his  band. 

And  saiii  he'd  make  his  darling  one  the  happiest  in  the  land: 

Tho'  "twas  darkness  in  the  )>lcasant  air,  yet  liis  beaming  eyes  were  my  light; 

He  kissed  me— ere  I  was  aware— while  flirting  iu  ttte  twilight.— Chokis. 

Now  I  never  can  forget  him,  nor  his  dear,  enticing  way; 

Near  the  place  where  I  have  met  him,  O,  I  wander  every  day; 

My  iieart  is  in  his  keeping,  he  has  stolen  that  I  know; 

He  really  makes  a  very  sweet  and  fascinating  beau; 

So  we  wander  in  the  darkness  yet,  biU  his  charming  eyes  are  my  light; 

My  heart  was  caught  m  cnpid's  net  while  flirting  in  the  twilight.— Chorus. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  27. 


^K 


THE    BALD-HEADED    MAN. 

The  other  day  ;i  lady,  acrompauied  h_v  her  son,  ;i  very  small  boy, 
)  I)oardcd  a  train  at  IJitfo  Rook.  The  woman  had  a  euroworn  expros- 
J,sion  hani:iii;r  over  lier  laee  like  a  tattered  veil,  and  many  of  the 
*1  laliid  (iia^li'ns  a>ked  l>y  tlie  boy  were  answeretl  by  iineonscions 
.siiilis. 

"  .Ma."  said  the  bo\-,  "  that  man's  like  a  baby,  ain't  he?"  poiul- 
ing  to  a  bald-laadediuau  sittimr  just  in  front  of  Ihein. 
"••Hush:- 

■•  Wliv  mii^t  I  Imsh?  " 

After  "a  tew  niomeiils  silence;  "  Ma.  what's  the  matter  with  that 
j  man's  head".'  " 

••  llii-«h.  I  tell  voti.     He's  bald." 
••  \Vhaf.sl>a!d?" 

'•  His  head  hasn't  i;ot  any  hair  ou  it." 
'•  Did  it  eouK'oITV'' 
■'  1  i^ui-s-  so.'' 
"  Will  mine  eome  off?" 
■■  S. >;ae  time,  ma\   Ite." 
••Tl:cn  I'll  bebaid.  wou'tl?"' 
•■  Vev" 

"  Will  you  care.".'  " 
'■  Don  t  a'-k  so  many  (|uestions." 

Alter  another  sijenee,  llie  boy  o.xelalmetl:   "  Ma,  look,  at  that  fly 
on  tttat  man'.s  head." 

•■  If  yi'U  don't  hush.  111  whip  you  wlien  we  gel  home." 
"  L"".>kl  Tliere's  aiiotlier  lly.     liO<)k  at  em  tight;  look  at  'em!" 
"  Madam."  said  tlie  man.  jMitting  asiile  a  newspiiper  and  look- 
<'  iiiu    ir..und.  '•  what's  the  matter  with  that  young  hyena l^  " 
--'      The  woman  blushed,  .stammered  out  something,  and  atteiupted 
to  smooth  back  liie  boy's  hair. 

•■  One  Hy.  two  Hies!  three  tlies,"  said  the  boy,  innocently,  fol- 
lowing with  his  eyes  a  basket  of  oranges  carrieil  l)y  a  newsboy. 
'■  IIer<',  you  yout:'_' hedgehog."  said   the  bald-headed  man,  "  if 
J  you  ilon'l  hiisli"  I'll  have  the  iondu'-tor  put  you  olf  the  train." 
)      Tiie  pour  Woman,  not  knowing  what  else  to  do,  boxed  the  boy's 
ear-:,  and  then  gave  him  an  orange  to  keep  lain  from  crying. 
•   Ml.  1:  ive  i  gotre<l  marks  on  my  head'?  " 
■■  Til  whip  you  aiiain.  if  you  don  t  husli." 

*•  Mi>'ir.  '  s'aid  the  bov,  after  a  short  .silence,  "  docs  it  hurt  to  be 
bald  headed'?  " 

"  Youngsler."  said  the  man,  "  if  you  will  keep  quiet,  I'll  give 
you  a  quarter." 

The  biv  jiromised,  and  the  money  wa.s  paid  over. 
Till-  man  to  ik  up  Ids  i)aper,  and  resumed  Ids  reading. 
'•  This  isniy  bald-headed  money."  said  liie  boy.     "  When  I  get 
baltl  he.ided.  I'm  goin'   to  give  boy."!  money.      MLstcr,    have  all 
l)a!d  headed  men  got  money?" 

Tlie  annoyed  man  threw  down  his  paper,  arose,  and  exclaimed: 
■■  Madam.  iiei(  after  when  you  travel  leave  that  young  gorilla  at 
home.  llitlifMo,  I  always  ihiamht  that  the  old  prophet  was  very 
cruel  for  eailinuf  the  bears  to  kill  the  children  for  makiTig  sjtort  of 
his  head,  l)Ut  now  I  am  forced  to  believe  that  he  did  a  Christian 
")  ai  t.  Jf  your  boy  had  been  in  the  crowd,  he  would  have  died  lirst. 
wf  I  cant  lind  another  seat  on  tnis  train,  I'll  ride  on  the  cow- 
catcher rather  than  remain  here." 

•■  The  bald  iieaded  man  is  gone."  said  the  boy;  and  as  the  wf)man 
leaned    back  a    tired    .sigh  escaped   from   Jier  lips. — Liftle  Jii>ck 


I  THE  DAG-GE  BANANA   PEDDLER 

(■■il>\  i-ijrlit.  Ifww,  l>.v  Willi.-"  w«iiiii«itrU  iV  Co. 

The  Worila  ami  Mti»i<'  of  tJiii  Sunit  will  l»c  M-nt  to  nii.v  uddn-iw.  |>o*t-|iaid ,  nii  rfofipt  of  10 

ei-ut-.  iif  till."  »'ul  .iiiv  t«i>  Mtlur  Smi;^-'  f^ir  'Hii'  Iinllnr.  hy  U.  J,  Wfliiimn.  \M>  I'urk 

Itow,  New  Vuik  t.'ity.    ri).<laif«^  Staiii|i.s  tal;iii  ."aiiic  a»«:a.-<li  fur  all  uur  i;uvtlii. 

Words  aud  Music  t>y  Finnic  Inimoiit. 

Tin  .V  rail  iiif  a  (Ifi'.'Of  from  Ifly.  in  iiij-  tiiiiflct  I  *<(•«•  dc  baiian', 

l)i-  iir.-iiiL'''.  <!••  I'-iii'i'i.  (Ic  clicsuiiiif,  I  try  to  ui-t  rirli  if  1  run; 

I'lfJil y  ;.':irlic  )»ii<l  iiitf  mit((;ir<ii;l  for  my  <tiiiinT  I  w.Tiit  ev'ry  ilay: 

III  ill' 'winter  I  l>iiy  mou  moiikoy,  uikI  in  front  of  your  iiouM.-  I  will  i>lay. 

(.'HOUl  s. 
(■;oo(I  riiul  s-wcvt.  cc'U-ii  you  rlieii|),  nice  liaiiiin,  you  ran  eat; 
'l':;k''  your  |iii:l;:i,  tliri:i'  for  iiickii,  ail  a  tuU;i  from  (!<•  tree  lact-ii  week; 
I'.uy  u'fi'.v,  out!  a-tvo  »  (■o^i-aiiri(t\  I  .•-vllu  you  jiicu  buiiau'; 
Ncvt-r  can  Imy  t-o  ciicap  from  de  Italian  man. 

My  t>rii'Mi-r  !ir  jil.-iya  ttic-  ttildlc,  sonif-.i  time-  I  ))lHya  dc  hftrp; 

Oi'i  n  Sun. lay  il<'  l)o"ora  I  liluikii.  in  a  tiis'iif.-*  I  m-Cui  vrry  fliarp; 

.Mv  fa'Mir.  you  know,  «:i-<  a  hri'.'und,  t>ut  lie  was  a  liuii>;  l)y  «ie  neck; 

I  alwavi  iiavo  my  <,'oo<l  stillcttow  litre  ilc  policecau  ntvir  Busiiect.— CiiouuiJ. 


— Tiie  Widow  O'llaia  (in  front  of  a  marble  yard,  in  which  tliere 
is  a  line  L'lanite  monument):  "What  is  it,  raly?"  Mr.  Shafts: 
"  Tiiat,  -M  idain,  is  a  Scotch  granite  nunnmient."  The  Widow 
O'llaia;  "  .Sure  an'  oi  tho't  it  wuz  sassige-male  in  a  glas.s  case." 


The  Dr-am  Major  of  Sclmeider's  Baud. 

Co|.yrU;lit.  18X0,  by  J." SI.  Kussill. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  llil«  SoiiK  will  bt-  tvM  to  aii.r  adJ-v^s,  |Mist-|Hii<l,  mi  i-ivti|it  of  10 

Cfiitu;  or  this  itml  any  two  oUkt  Soiitri  toronv  Dollar,  li.v  II.  J.  NVtliinaii,  i:;i)  IVik 

Kow,  New  York  Cit.v.    t'ostaj.'!'  .st.iiii|is  taken  .suiue  u>"i.ash  lor  ail  our  guuU.s 

Wortl*  and  Jlucic  by  Aithnr  J.  Mimily. 

Sowrs  tiiarcliln*  oop  du  etreel  ti)  mooric  irrand  on  «-v"ry  hand; 
.\irdc  bfojiK's  run  lo  meet  and  vt'lcome  Sciiiieidft".--  band; 
Proudly  niarcliin'  on  pcfotc  be  looks  bo  errand,  inlii  .<lalf  in  liaiid, 
Si'i'  dot  major  of  de  corps,  dey  cail  ■viu  Siliiu  idir'.'^  bind. 

Hear  dem,  de  bee|)le(i  cheer  dun  as  dey  draw  luar  deiii  mil  mooiiit-  j.'raml; 
Dey  iilay  so  line  now  dot  Waclil  am  Kliine  now. 

It  Koiind  cooblime  now  on  Schneidcr'ti  band; 
Dot  vas  cucli  booly  mooiiic.  lin.'  deulsebeu  Waclit  aui  Itliine, 
Ibit  veil  you  beers  doi  moo-ic  lila.N  co  ^vel•f, 
See  dot  biiiid  a-marcliin  oop  lie  «| reel, 

Vv  It  vas  you  tiiik  dey  blay  ho  irraiul,  .         ^ 

W'ho  it  vas  you  link  dot  leads  (lot  baii.l; 
You  hear  de  moosic  iray,  you  l.eai  ile  beeples'  f^ay 

ll  surely  must  be  Sclineidei  leads  (lot  b.iiid; 
You  hear  de  moosic  uay.  and  as  dey  maicli  avay 

You  know  dot  it  vas  Schneider  leads  dot  banil. 

Veil  dey  marches  to  de  vors  dot  liand  vill  blay  su<-li  mnosie  ;.'ay; 
Veil  dem  u'lins  an'  caiiiioii  roars  doi  Imiul  viu'x.-iik  avay; 
Sojiers  bleiity  you  may  liml  at  dealli'c  eommand  viil  lend  a  hand; 
Schneider  lie  vlll  staypelilnd.  an'  so  vill  .Scliiieiiler's  ImihI. 

Hark  now,dem  cannon  bark  now. dot  Min  vas  dark  nowinil  baule'tsbchiiiuke; 
Dey  ha\e  conclooded.  if  dey  yot  sbooied. 

Dey  don't  vas  suited,  dot  vas  no  joke; 
An' so  (ley  blay  dot  moosic  line,  dedeiit-ctien  Waclil  am  Kbiiic; 
Hut  veil  you  beers  dot  moosjc  blay  co  svcct, 
See  doi  hand  a-marchin' im)]!  <le  street, 
Vy  it  vas  you  link  dev  lilay  so  iininil. 

Who  it  vas  you  link  ilot  leads  dot  band;  ■  •  • 

You  liearde  moosic  iray.  yon  hear  de  liet'])Ies  Pay  , 

It  surely  must  be  Schneider  leads  dot  band; 
Y'oii  hear  de  moocic  •.'.•:y,  an'  as  dey  march  avav 

Y'ou  know  dot  it  vas  Schneider  leads  dot  Iwind. 

Home  dem  so<;eri«  dey  haw  got.  de  vorix  done  an'  l>ack  dey  come; 
From  their  ranks  w;w  many  ehoi.  froniSclineider'ti  nary  o'ne; 
Marchin'  proudly  as  pefore,  mir  stalT  in  hand  he  look  ^o  iriaml, 
See  dot  coiKpierr  of  de  vor,  III  ri  Schneider  mil  bis  Land. 

Hear  dem,  de  beeples  cheer  dem  and  lu'^el-beer  dein  at  ev'iy  stand; 
Dey  feel  t^o  tine  now  mil  beer  nn'  vine  now; 

Dot  Wacht  am  Kliine  now  on  Si-liiieidcr'>i  band 
Vill  sound  more  I)c-ser  trrand  nn"  Hnedeulscben  \S'ach(  am  ithiuc; 
JJiit  veil  you  heers  dot  moosic  blay  so  sveet,  . 

See  dot  band  a-marchiii"  oo|i  de  s'lreet, 
\'y  It  vas  you  tinkdev  blay  so  t'raiid,  "     , 

Who  it  vas  you  link  dot  leails  dot  band; 
You  liear  de  moosic  !;ay.  you  hear  de  beeplcn  fay 

It  surely  must  be  .*^chneidtr  leads  dot  liand; 
You  liear  de  moosic  ;;ay.  an' as  dey  march  a\ ay 

You  know  dot  it  vas  Schneider  Jeads  dot  liand.  y    , 

./ 


Pretty  Little  Dark-Blue  Eyes. 

Cupyrik'lit,  liwi,  by  T.  It.  Iluniiii  JC'Co. 


The  Words  and  Mii.«Ir  of  tlil»  Soiitf  will  Iw  sent  to  any  iiil.lr<-<><.  jiost  paiil,  on  receipt  of  10 

ceiili*.  or  (lii.s  uiiil  iiiivt" 'I  oilier  Si>iitfHf')r<  'iie  lioiiio-.  I>.i   H.  .1.  Wiloiiioi.  l:»'  I 'ark 

Uuw,  New  York  City.     l'u»lutfeSlJoii|»s  taken  buiueuscaslift^i*  ui!  oui*  icooU:!. 

There  i.s  a  girl,  a  little  |>earl. 
And  of  her  to  you  111  sing; 
/  So  fair  and  bright,  she  brings  delight, 

/  To  her  fondly  1  will  cling: 

Her  heart,  I  kno'.v,  is  pure  as  snow. 

And  she  never  frowns  or  .«siglis. 
Her  voice  so  clear  1  love  to  lie.ir. 
And  she  has  such  jiretly  d;ii  k  blue  eyes. 

CuoitL'8. 

She's  the  only  girl  I  love.  , 

She's  the  oidy  girl  I  pri/.e; 
She's  the  (hilling  of  my  he:irt. 

My  pretty  little  dark-blue  eye.''. 

At  night  and  day  she's  ever  gay, 

And  her  laughter,  ringing  clear, 
Makiis  care  depart  and  glad  the  heart — 

There's  sunshine  when  she's  iie:ir', 
In  halipy  dreams  to  me  she  .seems 

Like  an  angel  from  the  skies, 
"While  o'er  me  kliine,  like  .stars  divine. 

Those  bewitching  little  dark-blue  v\{:H.—Choru». 

When  far  away  from  her  I  sti.iy, 

Still  her  image  dwells  with  me,     '        • 
In  ev'ry  place  lier  rosy  f;ice. 

Fair  and  smiling,  1  can  see;  i 

'    Slie  welcomes  me  with  voice  of  glee, 
To  my  arms  she  fondly  Hies; 
Tho'  dark  the  night,  like  beacon  li.ght,    .. 
'  1  can  see  her  pretty  dark-blue  eyes. — Cliorut. 
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1  1 


I  Left  Ireland  and  Mother  Because  We 

Were  Poor. 

Tin-  Woiil.-t  and  Music  of  this  Sim(«'  » ill  l«'  w-nt  to  tiny  addess,  post-ip:ii>l.  on  iii-ii|<t  of  40 

c«'nlx;  or  this  :ind  any  two  olhiT  Son^-s  for  ( )ih'  Ittillw,  hj  H.  J.  Wclinian,  l.iO  I'ark 

Uow,  NVw  Vork  l"ily.     I'o.'^tUKi-  staiiipstukL'ii  samu  US  oiish  for  all  our  tjoods. 

Tlicios  a  <k'iir  si)«)t  in  Iiehuul  that  I  long  to  see, 
It's  )!iy  own  unlive  Iiiitli-plaoe,  .-iiul  ifs  heaven  to  nie, 
iSliiiic  luv  poor  wiiloweti  mollicT  lived  tiiere  all  alone; 
\Villi  my  brothers  and  sisters  iwa^  a  brigiit  happy  home. 
Shurc  \vc  hathi't  much  money,  hut  my  own  mother  dear 
To  me  gave  her  blessing,  bade  my  heart  be  good  clieer; 
Then  the  shadow  of  poverty  daria-iieil  our  door. 
And  1  left  Ireland  aud  mother  because  we  were  poor. 

ClIOKUS. 

Oil!  my  thoughts  oft  go  back  to  that  dear  little  si>ot, 
To  my  brothers  and  sisters,  and  the  little  thatcheil  cot, 
To  my  poor  widowed  mother — I'll  ne'er  see  her  more, 
'Twas  a  shame,  but  1  left  iter  because  we  were  iK)oi> 

I  will  never  forget  on  that  bright  roS}-  morn 

When  old  Ireland  I  left,  how  ni}'  poor  heart  did  mourn, 

Wlieii  my  blessed  old  mother  said  be  of  good  cheer, 

CJood-bve,  ilicliael  darling — farewell  mother  dear. 

Then  my  brothers  and  sisleiss  took  me  by  the  hand. 

And  Itade  me  ilo  right  when  1  Itfl  Ireland; 

Then  I  Itade  them  good  bye  Jit  our  cottage  door. 

And  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  were  poor. — Chorus. 

Since  leaving  old  Ireland  ni}-  po<j:'  mother's  dead; 

God  bless  aud  protect  kim  were  the  last  words  she  said. 

And  the  ring  that  my  father  gave,  she  sent  to  me— 

'Tis  a  far  dearer  pri/.e  than  bright  gems  could  e'er  be. 

And  my  bnM tiers  and  sisters,  1  wish  tliey  Avere  here. 

For  I'm  longing  to  see  them,  but  they'll  come,  never  fear! 

I've  a  neat  little  cot  on  America's  shore. 

Where  happy  we'll  live,  yes,  although  we  are  poor. — CIm'us. 


^  »  ^ 


MY   LOVE   REMAINS   THE    SAME. 

Copyright,  18S7,  liy  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

Tilt'  Wonlsnn<l  Mu^i<•  >if  this  S^iii;  will  !«•  wnt  to  .iny  iiddnss  p.ist-jKiiil,  <>n  iXMiipt  of  4il 

ci-ut^;  o!- tills  iinil  any  two  othrr  Sontrs  forOiie  I>olliir,  by  H.  J.  Wchniati,  i:;ii  I'urk 

;to»-,  New  Yurk  City.     roMagf  Stamp!!  lukoii  miiiiu  a*  cash  fur  all  our  i;u<hIs. 


Words  and  llusif  by  Will  H.  Fox. 

Ill  furly  youUi  I  lovod  ufriri,  yis,  dein-cr  tlinii  my  life; 

S!ic  was  lo  n\<:  a  priceless  poarl,  ami  woiiltl  liavi;  been  my  wife; 

Ili)t  tiinui;;)!  my  pareiit.s"  lm!ij<lity  jirirti-  a  M'liaratitiii  canie. 

Ami  1  waei  forc'eil  U>  leave  her,  yet  my  love  remaiiiti  the  same. 

CnoRr.-s. 
slieV  •roni'  fi.iiii  me,  my  lii'MrlV  ln'si  love,  and  ilioiii,'li  we  never  meet  again, 
Why  all  thro"  iife  ami  uutii  ili'alli  my  love  remains  the  ^ame; 
Ves,  all  liiro"  iile  and  until  deatli  my  love  remains  ihe  »ame. 

Tliey  tell  me  slie  f()r;;etri  mc  now;  another  fills  my  jilace, 
Y<t  "absiiKc  makes  me  love  lier  more  -1  see  no  other  late; 
Altliou'.'li  love'a  ehams  are  severed,  and  we're  foreed  to  live  apart, 
I'll  always  keep  atrysiini,'  place  for  her  within  my  heart,    t'lioncs. 


The  Bum  with  the  Terrible  Qall. 

.Send  your  nuiii<-  mid  ad'hv^^  to  H.  J.  Wiliniaii,  ISU  Tark  How.  Niw  York  Citv,  and  rercive 

by  return  mail  a  i-ompleti-  CaUtloKUt-  of  ovt-r  :m»  Popular  Knirlisli  and  (iemiiui 

Sougs— Krt-e.     i'ostage  Stanip.s  taken  sanu-  as  eash  foi-  all  our  gotxls. 

There's  a  bum  who  hangs  out  in  this  village. 

And  sleeps  on  tlie  floor  of  saloons; 
He's  fed  on  the  binl  seetls  ami  crackers. 

And  his  business  is  juggling  spitUtous; 
He's  known  b}-  all  stilooukcepers; 

As  a  bum  he  is  worse  than  them  all. 
For  he's  swept  out  in  the  morn  with  the  rubbish. 

That  bum  with  liie  terrible  gall. 

Cuoitus.  • 

Then  the  i>cople  all  say  what  a  hoosicr — 
Oh,  what  a  snonzt  r,  what  a  bruiser; 
If  he  borrows  3  tmr  cotit,  you're  the  loser, 
TJiat  bum  with  the  terrible  gall. 

He's  got  eyes  in  his  head  like  a  mtickerel, 

His  neck  is  as  long  :ts  a  crane's; 
He  Ciiii  feed  on  the  grub  made  of  sawdust. 

Mixed  up  with  the  seven  dtiysijtin; 
His  clothes  wouldn't  cover  a  li:iir-pin — 

Uh,  shoot  him  with  a  big  cannon  ball; 
;        You  may  Ijet  he'll  never  take  a  tumble. 

That  bum  with  the  terrible  gnll. — Chorus. 

His  relations  they  are  all  iu  the  poor-house — 

As  many  as  a  big  circus  troop; 
They  are  fed  on  the  wind  of  u  bellows. 

Mixed  into  a  pulverized  soup; 
You  may  set  him  afloat  on  the  ocean. 

With  steamers  and  icebergs  and  all; 
You  can  bet  that  he'll  catch  the  suckers,  . 

That  bum  with  the  terrible  gall. — Chorui. 


'mi 


^i^i 


TRIPPINa    O'ER    THE    HILLS. 

CopyriKht,  lt!'.H),  by  liurdiiii;  Itrothers, 

Thf  Weirds  and  Musie  of  this  Sont;  will  hi-  wnt  to  Any  addr<'ss,  p(><it-|uiid,  on  rociipt  <>f  40 

ei-nts;  orlliis  and  any  two  othi-r  Sonirs  f.>rOiu-  l>ollar.  liy  U.  J.  VV«>)iiiian.  i:i»  I'.irk 

itow,  .\f w  York  L'ity.     l'osta;ie  Stamps  takfii  saim-  as  cash  for  al!  our  j;oods. 


Tripping  o'er  the  hills  ttinong  the  butterrups  and  tlai.sics, 

Strolling  thro'  the  fieUls  among  the  new-mown  hay 
When  the  merry,  merry  Springtimes  clad  in  fairest  llowers, 

Life  .seems  like  a  dream  on  a  bright  May  diiy. 
IJfe's  sweet  merry  Springtime  .soon  is  over, 

Happiest  of  moments  glide  iiway. 
Youth's  around  of  pleasure— let  us  tretisure 

Ev'ry  happy  moment  while  we  may. 

ClIOKlS. 

Tripping  o'er  the  hills  among  the  buttercups  and  dtiisies, 
Strolling  thro'  the  fields  among  the  new  mown  hay 

"^Vhen  the  merry,  merry  Springtime's  clid  in  fairest  llowers. 
Life  .seems  like  a  dream  on  a  bright  May  day. 

Tripping  thro'  the  merry  hours,  with  feet  as  light  as  fjiirics. 

Eyes  that  sparkle,  hearts  as  yet  unknown  to  care. 
Time  comes  round  too  .soon,  alas!  to  te'l  us  all  what  care  is; 

Let  us  for  the  time  believe  the  world  more  fair. 
Pity 'tis  that  time  rolls  on  so  swiftly,  .. 

Pity 'lis  old  time  will  ne'er  stand  .still,  ;^'    -V. 

That  our  youth  is  not  one  glorious  Springtime,      .':        '    ■        . 

Passing  <m  to  leave  us  youthfid  still. — Chorus. 


DREAMING-    OF    MOTHER. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  D.  W.  lliUlioock. 

Tlio  W'orilR  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  be  srMt  to  a?iy  addivs.'--.  poxt-iiaid, un  n'ceii*  of  II)  s 

ceut.s;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  lioliar,  by  H.  .1.  W  i-lnnan,  i:*i  Purk  ( 

Itow,  NfW  Vork  Cily.    I'oslUK^'  Stamps  Uiktn  sanu-  u.-  ^.■a^h  for  all  Jiir  ^ood.-i. 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 

Swoet  are  the  dreams  of  my  ni(»lher 

That  come  in  my  slumbers  at  night; 
Iu  mem  ry  blest  like  no  other, 

Kecalling  the  past  lair  aiul  bright; 
Far  o'er  the  .sea  as  I  w  ander 

Her  face  .seems  lo  shine  from  above, 
Turning  my  heart  to  her  fonder, 
In  dreiims  of  devotion  ami  love. 

Ciiouus. 
Dreaming  of  mother,  fond,  gentle  mother. 
F;ir  o'er  the  billows  she  wails  night  and  tiay; 
Still  growing  dearer,  in  spirit  I'm  near  her, 
Die.iming  of  mother  itnd  luine  far  jiway — 
Dreaming  of  mother  and  hoiue  fiir  away. 

Sweet  are  the  dreams  t)f  my  mother, 

'Tis  then  that  her  tiear  face  I  see; 
Songs  that  she  sang  in  my  childhot»J 

In  mem'ry  still  linger  with  uie; 
Fondly  I  know  she  is  wailing. 

While  homeward  I  sail  o'er  the  seu; 
Joy  now  my  heart  is  elating, 
:  .'  For  soon  by  her  .side  I  shall  Iw. 


;).Vil 


.-v^i 


— The  following  conversation  took  place  in  an  office:  "Did 
you  ever  realize  anything  in  the  lotteries?  "  "  Yes,  sir.  I  tried  five 
limes  and  realized  that  I  was  an  idiot." 


— C:  "IIow  is  friend  Schmidt,  the  milkman,  coming  on?"  D: 
"  I  le  has  gone  to  a  watering  place  lorecuix'rate  hisshatteretl  health."  ( 
"  Thill's  wliat  I  call  gall.     He  is  indebted  to  the  water  for  all  his 
w(;;ilth,  aud  now  he  relics  on  water  lo  restore  his  health." 

— "Patrick,  you  were  on  a  bad  spree  yesterday.  '  "  Yis,  Mr. 
Ellis.  I  was.  JJle-ss  me,  if  I  weren't  a-layin'  iu  the  gutter  wid  a  pig. 
Father  liy  an  came  along,  k)oked  at  me,  an'  says,  says  he,  'One  is 
know  n  by  the  corapiiny  he  kaj^es.' "  "And  did  you  get  up,  Pat- 
rick.'    "  No,  hut  the  pig  did." 


■     1, 
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IV 


SADIE    RAY. 


The  Wortis  and  Miwic  of  thin  Sl)Il^:  will  \te  r<ent  to  any  artdres.*,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  nnd  any  tn  o  other  Songrs  for  i  )ne  Dullur,  hy  H.  J.  wehinan,  130  )  ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    r»HCat;e  Stamps  tukeii  same  lui  caMli  for  all  our  Koods. 


Near  a  cool  ami  jsluuly  wooiUaiul,  whoro  the  ri|>|)liiig  .xtreanilets  flow, 
Dwelt  a  in;ii(U-ii,  kiiuf  and  lovely.  Imt  "twas  in  the  lon^;  ago. 
oft  1  ki^se<l  her  iind  farec^til  her.  a^"  we  <laiiretl  the  hoiirK  away; 
I  MI  1  tiilil  her  that  1  loved  her,  but  .•^heV  dead,  my  Sadie  Kay. 

ClIORfS. 

Oft  I  Ui-sed  her  nnd  caressed  her,  as  we  danced  the  hoiirp  away; 
Oft  1  told  her  that  I  loveil  her,  but  she's  dead,  my  Sadie  Kay. 

When  at  vw  the  u'oldeu  fiiiwet  urfliered  in  tlie  nioun  and  stars, 
Arni-in-arni  we  walked  toL'ether  to  the^ale  of  ehestiiilt  bars. 
Here  we  tallied  of  fill  lire  pleasures,  here  I  iiaiued  our  wedding  day. 
But.  alas:    lis  long  in  coiiiiutj,  for  she's  dead,  my  Sadie  Ray.    C'uoBUS. 

In  my  dreaine  I  see  her  siniliiig,  far  above  the  clear  bine  Bky; 

Slie  is  kneeliui:  to  the  angels,  who  in  groujis  are  standing  by. 

Then,  airain,  1  liear  her  ealliui;:  ••fome.  my  darling,  come,'  I  say. 

There  is  room  here  for  uuolher,  come  uud  kiss  your  Sadie  Kay."— CHORUS. 


TO    MY    SORROW. 

WorilH  by  Dave  liliiaUiu. 


u 


I 


■5 


%rf-^ 


CAWN'T    DO    IT,  YOU    KNOW. 

By  K  Ctireau.     . 

Send  vour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  AVehmnn.  130  Vark  How.  Ni-w  York  City,  and  reeeWe 

by  ivturu  mini  a  complete  ralalotfiie  <•(  i.n-r  .'"""ni  ropiiliir  hjitfli:-h  iiiul  (m'iiiiuu 

Soujf:!  -Flee.     I'ostiit'e  Stamp-  lakiii  same  us  eiisU  fur  all  uur  KuuUs. 


I  have  heard  lieojile  say  that  theyM  startle  the  world, 

Bur  they  eawn't  du  it.  you  know; 
That  ihev'd  naviu.iti- ships  iljrou<;h  the  air  to  be  whirled. 

But  they  eawn't  do  it.  you  know. 
And  pjiius  Bob  Ingersolfs  luctures  they  tell  you 
To<:'>as  you  please  and  in  heaven  voii'll  dwell; 
That  I  here  are  honest  lawyers  who  keep  out  of— well. 
But  he  eaw  n't  do  it,  you  know. 

Ciionis. 

They  eawn't  di>  it.  you  know — 
Tliey  eawn't  do  it.  yoi:  kni>w.  , 

1,01  s(vme  clever  man  try  liiirersoU  to  reply. 
But  they  caw  n't  do  ii,  you  uuow. 

They  !^ay  that  John  Bull  can  outsail  Uik  le  Sam, 

But  be  eawn't  do  it,  you  know; 
Tried  to  lake  the  wind  out  of  our  yacht  I'urilan, 

But  they  eawn't  do  it,  you  know  ; 
Prove  the"  I'all  Mall  <;.i"/clle  "  is  11  very  clean  sheet. 
That  old  Enirlami  w  ill  yet  yoiiiij:  .\merica  beat, 
That  they  won't  have  to  co'iiie  over  here  for  their  lUCUt, 
But  they  caw  u'l  do  wiihout  it.  you  know. 

C'HOUfS. 

They  eawn't  do  it,  you  know— 

They  eawn't  do  it.  you  know. 

Master  Bismarck  tried  hard  our  pork  to  discard, 

But  he  eawn't  do  it,  you  know. 

Just  chow  me  a  country  where  women  can  vote. 

But  you  eawn't  do  it,  voii  know; 
Show;  a  true  Irishman  wlio  will  wear  a  red  coat, 

But  yrui  eawn't  do  it.  yrm  know. 
Prove  "a  policeman  never"  drinks  beer  on  bis  beat ; 
That  they'll  drive  nil  the  rats  from  I'bieairo'!*  main  ftreet; 
Just  sliow  us  u  t.'al  in  this  town  w  iih  email  feet, 
They  eawn't  ilo  it,  you  kiiOW. 


One  (lay  while  wulkiug  out  .so  neat, 

TO  my  sorrow, 
I  met  a  girl  ihiit  looked  so  neat, 

To  my  sorrow; 
I  Ibought  to' her  u  word  I'd  talk, 
I  asked  her  if  she'd  take  a  walk. 
She  said,  why  oertaiuly,  you  gawk. 

To  my  sorrow. 

Chouus. 

She  pulled  my  leg, 
I  liad  a  big  head. 
My  fare  1  had  to  borrow; 
She  played  uie  for  a  regular  guy. 
To  my  sorrow. 

One  day  to  the  races  I  did  go, 

To  m}'  sorrow; 
I  carried  aloug  a  nice  big  roll, 

To  my  sorrow. 
When  it  came  time  to  start  for  home, 
On  the  railroad  trat-U  1  wjilked  aloue; 
1  got  a  lip  from  a  friend  at  home, 

To  my  sorrow. 

ClIOKL'S. 

I  pulled  my  hair, 
I  swore  I'd  get  stpi.'we 
On  the  friend  thai  gave  me  the  tip; 
I  thought  I  had  a  dead  .sure  thing. 
To  my  sorrow. 

Cue  day  I  played  a  game  of  cards, 

To  m3'  sorrow; 
But  twenty-live  is  all  I  had, 

To  my  sorrow. 
The  dealer  detdt  the  carils  around — 
I  was  surprised  when  I  had  f(juud 
Three  niee  cold  aces  in  my  hand. 

To  my  sorrow. 

ClIOKCS. 

I  made  mj*  bet, 
I'm  not  over  it  yet; 
Frf)m  my  friends  I  tried  to  borrow — 
They  put  me  out  when  I  g(»t  broke, 
To  my  sorrow. 


Cuoiirs. 

They  eawn't  do  ir,  you  know  — 

They  cawn'l  do  it,  you  know. 

They  often  have  tried  their  ^luall  anklfct- 

But  they  cawu'i  do  it,  you  know. 


to  hide. 


They  say  they  can  show  us  a  dude  that  has  brains. 

But  lUey  eawn't  do  it,  you  know; 
One  who  has  sense  enough  to  tro  in  wiien  it  rains. 

But  ih<-y  cawu't  do  it,  you  know. 
The  Schuylkill  water,  too,  drinks  very  tpioer-- 
I'm  afraid,  if  they  do  not  soon  hller  it  clear, 
I'hiladelpbia  (Quakers  will  lia\e  to  drink  Ikxt, 
Bui  they  don't  like  it,  you  know. 

('Hours. 
They  eawn't  do  it,  you  know — 
They  caw  n't  do  it,  you  kn<iw. 

'Twould  be  very  sa'd  new>  if  they'd  all  take  lo  booze. 
For  they  cawn'i  stand  it,  you  know. 

Show  a  woman  who  has  not  the  gift  of  the  j!»w. 

But  you  eawn't  do  it,  you  know; 
Show  a  man  who's  in  love  with  bi.s  tiiotheriii-law. 

But  yoti  eawn't  do  it,  you  know. 
A  married  man  often  looks  like  a  gawk, 
\Vlio  comes  home  late  at  nighl  w  ith  his  coat  full  of  rhalk. 
And  thinks  he  can  sleep  when  his  wife  wants  lo  talk, 
Ijut  he  cawn'l  tki  it,  you  know. 

Ciioitfs. 

Bui  he  cawn'l  do  if,  you  know- 
He  eawn't  do  it.  you  know. 

Wheu  he  tries  loiid  to  snore,  she  will  talk  more  nnd  more, 
Aud  he  eawn't  do  it,  you  know. 


The  Picture  of  My  Baby  on  the  Wall. 

Cupyri«ht,  11190,  by  J.  I'.  Brixler  &  Co.  | 

Tlie  Worflu  and  MuMc  of  this  Soi.t'  will  be  s<'!it  to  any  «d<lress.  post-paM,  on  receipt  of  40 

eeiitM,  or  this  and  nny  two  otliir  Soiijfs  for  One  Doliur,  \i\  M.  J.  \\  ehman,  130  I'urk 

Kuw,  ^ew  York  City.     ru»tttt(e  St:im]>M  taken  Mtme  us'eu.th  fur  all  uur  kouUs. 

Words  and  Musle  by  Tlios.  1*.  Uetz. 

In  the  evening  when  the  twilight  shadow  h  gently  steal  around. 

And  the  crickets  song  is  heard  upon  the  hearth; 
And  the  sound  of  rhiUlren'B  voices  are  wafled  to  my  ears. 

Who  are  happy  in  their  innocence  and  mirth. 
'Tis  then  I  sit  and  listen,  tb.ere's  a  pain  within  my  heart, 

And  unbidden  tears  steal  down  my  cheek  and  fall; 
And  I  murmur,  dear  0<«1,  bless  you,  as  my  glances  rest  uiioQ 

The  picture  of  my  baby  ou  the  wall. 

t'BOUCR. 

Smiling  at  me  sweetly,  just  as  she  did  in  life. 

As  her  dear,  bine  eyes  in  love  upon  me  fall; 
And  I  murmur,  dear  (Jod,  bless  you, 

Ae  I  look  into  the  eyes  of  the  picture  of  our  baby  ou  Ihe  wall. 

It  is  hanging  o'er  the  mantle  in  its  little  frame  of  gold. 

Where  the  sunshine  seems  to  shed  its  brightest  ray; 
And  the  little  wife  and  I  ar<'  sitting  side  by  side. 

Together  at  the  closing  of  the  day; 
'Tis  oft'  in  times  of  ^^roiible,  when  we  have  our  cross  to  bear. 

When  beneath  a  load  of  sorrow  wo  would  fall, 
'Tis  then  our  hearts  are  gladden'd,  and  It  brightens  tut  lo  gaze 

Ou  Ihe  picture  of  my  baby  on  the  wall.-   Ciionis. 


f 


-     ■ 


— IIow  much  sooner  it  gets  too  dark  to  saw  wood  than  it  does  to 
pluj  lawn  tenuis. 


■IniiM)rted. — Customer:  "  Give  me  a  good  imported  cigar,  will 
'/"  Donnerwetter:  "  Ya,  here  was  a  very  fine  artikle."    Cus- 

'•Ya, 


you 

lonier:  "  Can  I  depend  on  this  being  good?  ""  Donnerwetter 

dot  was  a  imported  cigar  of  my  own  manufacture." 


1 


■ii 


■y.h  ri^^i^ 


ii  niiiiri^' 


i^iiiiiiiiiiittyuili 


_«3»«»*.«^J^*. 
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SHE'S  JUST  A  SWEET  BOUQUET.     MASSA'S    IIST    DE   COLD   G-ROUND 


Wiinls  by  CJiMirBe  C«M>|MT.    Muric  by  Charlci*  fl  Pratt. 

Tli«>  WontH  mid  Miisir  of  tliis  RiiiiK  will  be  sfiit  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rr>oeipt  of  40 

cents,  ortliis  an<l  any  two  other  Son;;s  fortfiie  iHiUar,  by  H.  J.  Welimaii,  130  Vuik 

How,  Suw  York  City.    Poslajie  Stamps  lakeu  same  tu>  cash  for  all  our  gCKKis. 


CopyriKbt,  1*77,  by  Stierman,  Hyde  A  Co. 

We  mot  'twiw  in  tlic  garden,  eweet  eiimmer  tJays  were  near; 
I  foflly  askfd  her  iianloii,  pIic  blushed  n»y  wordi*  to  hear; 
oh,  lirijjht  tlie  roses  ulisteued.  when  she  wandered  Kaily  by; 
'llie  link-  liirdd  they  listened,  can't  you  guess  the  ivason  why? 
Oil.  her  words  were  melody,  and  her  lips  would  teuipt  the  hie. 
oh,  1  don't  know  what  to  call  her,  so  fair  she  is  and  gay; 
IShe'8  witty  and  no  pretty,  Bhe'8  just  a  sweet  bouquet.— (Dance). 

The  leaves  wore  softly  sigliing,  while  scarce  a  word  we  said; 
Sweet  nipid  there  came  Hying,  and  hovered  overhead; 
Iteneath  the  boughs,  while  straying,  w  ith  her  lily  hand  in  niiue, 
The  hours  we  kept  delaying  'till  the  stars  began  to  shiue. 
oh,  her  words  were  melody,  and  her  liiis  would  tenint  the  bee. 
Oh.  I  (ion't  know  what  to  call  her,  so  fair  she  is  ana  gay; 
JShe's  witty  and  so  pretty,  she's  juBt  a  sweet  bouquet.— (Uance.) 

Ill  moonlight  so  entrancing,  my  love  I  fondly  told; 

Her  eyes  were  shyly  glancing,  I  thought  I'd  been  to  bold. 

Oh,  there  among"tlic  jiosies  did  we  vow  to  never  part; 

She's  i|ueen  of  all  tlie  roses,  and  I  wear  her  on  my  heart. 

Oh,  her  words  were  melody,  and  her  lips  would  tempt  the  bcc. 

oil,  I  don't  know  what  to  call  her,  so  fair  she  is  antf  gay; 

bhe't  Willy  and  so  pretty,  she's  just  a  sweet  bouquet.— (Dance.) 


EVA    TO    HER    PAPA. 

Written  an(^8unK  by  (j.  C.  .'lowartl. 

The  Words  and  Musle  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresn,  post-paid,  on  reeelut  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  Hvo  "Uier  Sonjrs  for  <  >ne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \\ehman.  130  iWk 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  us  ca.sh  for  all  our  goods. 

Sung  with  B'lotb  &  Collier's  "  Tnclc  Tom's  Cabin," 


The  Words  and  Mu.sic  of  this  Sontr  will  Ix-  wnt  to  any  addn-ss.  |K>.st  ikihI.  on  reeeipt  of  40  i 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonfrs  for  One  IKiUar,  by  M.  J.  \Vt-hiiiaii.  l:*i  I'ark  ' 

Kow,  New  Y'ork  City.    TostaKO  Stamps  t^ikeu  same  a.s'eash  lor  all  our  goods. 

l{onnd  de  meadows  am  a-ringing  de  darkeys  mournful  song, 
While  de  mocking-bird  am  ringing,  liajipy'as  de  day  am  long. 
Where  de  ivy  am  a-creeping,  o'er  de  grassy  mound, 
Dar  old  uiassa  am  a-sleeping,  sleeping  in  de  cold,  cold  ground. 

t'llOUfS. 

Down  in  dc  coru-field  hear  that  nionrnful  sonnd; 

All  de  darkeys  am  a-weeping,  nias»a^<  in  the  cold,  cold  ground. 

When  de  Autumn  loaves  were  falling,  when  de  days  wore  c<ild, 

'Twas  hard  to  hear  old  massa  calling,  '  cayse  ho  \vas  so  weak  and  old. 

Now  de  orange-tree  am  lilooming  on  the  sandy  sluiro. 

Now  the  Suminor  days  am  ctmiing,  ma^sa  nebbor  calls  no  more,— Chokus. 

Massa  made  do  darkeys  lub  biin,  'cayse  he  was  so  kind. 

Now  dey  sadly  weep  above  him,  mourning  'cayse  lie  leave  deiu  behind. 

I  cannot  work  l)efore  to-morrow,  "  cayse  de  loar-drop  flow; 

I  try  to  dri\e  away  my  sorrw  pickiii' on  de  old  banjo.-  ('iioitus. 


GOLLY,   AIN'T    I    WICKED? 

Woiilsand  Miisieby  <!.  (".  Ilnwnril. 

The  Words  niid  Musie  of  this  Soiiir  will  tie  .<eiit  to  an.v  nddn>ss,  |iost-|>,iicl,  on  re«-<Mpt  of  40 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  oth.T  Soii;rs  for  One  Dollar,  bv  II.  .1.  Webmaii,  i:w  I'ark 
Kow,  New  York  Citj-.     Posta^fe  St.'imps  taken  stii  "    ' 


Sung  with  Booth  &  Collier's 


1  wime  as  ea>h  for  all  our  giK<ds. 
'  Viiele  Tom's  Cabiu," 


When  j'our  daughter's  taken  tuvay, 
And  your  heart  is  filled  with  care; 

When  with  angels  I  .shall  pray 
For  your  peace  and  comfort  here, 

Shall  pour  Uncle  Tom  he  free?    • 
I'apa,  promise  this  to  me. 

"When  your  little  Eva's  there, 

Itobed  like  llio.se  in  sixitless  white, 

And  the  conquering  palm  1  hear, 

I>l('.s.sed  with  love  and  heaven's  light, 

Shall  poor  Uncle  Tom  be  free? 
Paj)a,  promise  this  to  me. 

■Wife  and  children  send  him  near, 

When  forever  I  am  gone, 
I'ajvi,  check  the  falling  tear, 

Think  ui>on  my  dying  song: 
L'Jicle  Tom— oh,  make  him  free! 

Papa,  i>apu,  do  for  me. 


AS    SWEET    AS    ANY    FLOWER 

Copyr'niit,  1890,  by  Kdwarl  Harding, 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  addri-ss.  |>ofit-paid,on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  .1.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

How.  New  York  City.    I'oslage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  "Ted  "  Harding. 


While  strolling  by  the  river  with  my  sweetheart  by  my  side, 

I  was  talking  of  the  future  and  the  bay  she'd  be  niy  bride; 

She  looketl  into  my  face  and  said:  "  There's  time  enough  I'm  sure," 

So  on  wc  walked  for  quite  a  while  until  we  reached  her  door. 

ClIOKlIS. 

She's  as  sweet  as  any  flower  that  can  be  seen. 

She's  my  darling,  and  my  ))recious  queen, 

Just  to  think  that  some  day  she'll  bo  mine  forevermorc. 

Then  I'll  feel  the  happiness  I  never  felt  before. 

Each  summer's  eve  I'd  call  and  wait  outside  the  garden  gate. 
Sweet  loving  words  I'd  wliisi)er  and  I'd  ask  her  for  my  fate; 
She  was  always  undecided  and  she  coyly  would  remark: 
"Just  wait  until  another  uight,  as  now  it's  getting  dark. — ( 


Chorus. 


One  evening  In  the  month  of  June,  when  the  birds  sang  blithe  and  gay, 
I  strolled  across  the  meadows  and  thought  what  I  would  say; 
She  waa  waiting  at  the  old  farm  gate,  what  joy  for  me  in  store. 
When  she  murmured  softly  in  my  ear,  I'll  be  jours  forevermore.— Chorus. 


Oh,  white  folks,  I  was  never  born. 
Aunt  Sue  raise  me  on  de  corn, 
Send  me  errands  night  and  morn, 

Ching  a-ring,  a-ring  a-ricked. 
She  used  to  knock  me  on  de  floor. 
Den  bang  my  head  agin  de  door,  . 

And  tear  my  hair  out  by  de  core, 

Oh,  'cause  I  was  so  wicked. 
Bl.ick  folks  can't  do  naught  they  say, 
I  guess  I'll  teach  some  how  to  pla}', 
Antl  dance  about  tlis  lime  ob  day, 

Ching  a-ring,  a-bang  goes  de  brcak-dowu. 

Oh,  Massa  Clare,  he  bring  me  here. 
Put  me  in  Miss  F'eeley's  care, 
Don't  I  make  dat  lady  stare, 

Ching  a-ring,  a-jiiig  a-ricked. 
She  has  me  taken,  clothed  and  fed, 
Den  sends  me  up  to  make  her  bed, 
W^heu  I  puts  de  foot  into  tie  head, 

Oh,  Use  so  awful  wicked. 
I'se  dark  Topsy,  as  you  see. 
None  of  your  half-and  half  for  mc. 
Black  or  white  it's  best  to  be, 

Ching  a-ring,  a-hop  goes  de  break-down. 

Oh,  dere  is  one  ■will  come  and  .say: 
Be  good,  Top.s3',  learn  to  pray. 
And  raise  her  bu'ful  hands  diit  way, 

Ching  a-ring,  a-rino  a-rickctl. 
'Tis  little  Eva,  kind  and  fair. 
Says  if  Use  good  1  will  go  dere, 
But  deu  I  tells  her,  I  don't  care. 

Oh,  ain't  I  very  wicked? 
Eat  de  cake  and  hoe  de  corn,  '    - 

I'se  de  gal  ilat  ne'er  was  born. 
But  'spects  I  growed  up  one  (lark  morn, 

Ching  a-ring,  a -.smash  goes  de  break-down. 


UNCLE    TOM'S    RELIOION. 

Sung  w  ith  Booth  &  L'oUier's  "  L'ncle  Tom's  Cabiu." 


— He  Drew  the  Line. — Proprietor  of  cheap  restaurant:  "Yes, 
I  want  to  hire  a  man.  Are  you  willing  to  do  any  kind  of  work? " 
Applicant:  "Oh,  yes;  I  am  perfectly  willing  to  do  any  kind  of 
work  but  eat  here,  sir." 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  I>ollar,  l)y  H.  J.  Wehman,  l.'Wi  I'ark         ' 
Row,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  a£  ca*h  for  aXl  our  goods. 

Far  away  from  wife  and  children,  still  I  plod  my  way  along, 
Massa  Clair  has  gone  to  Eva.  leaving  friendless  iK)or  old  Tom. 
Yet,  with  trust  and  strength  in  heaven.  I  remain  a  faithful  slave; 
When  do  whip  to  me  am  gibon,  I'll  think  of  Ilim  who  died  to  save. 

Shall  I  turn  against  my  brother,  raise  the  hand  of  cruelty? 
No.  we  must  love  one  another,  den  we'll  get  \vhere  all  am  free. 
Patience  here  I'll  go  to  glory,  there  is  comfort  for  the  slave; 
When  de  lash  makes  dis  flesh  gory,  I'll  pray  to  liim  who  died  to  save. 

Good-bye,  Chloe,  farewell  children,  poor  old  Tom  you'll  see  no  more; 
Mind,  be  good  and  hab  religion,  'twill  bear  you  to  the  faithful  shore. 
Do  not  weep,  nor  feel  defected,  suffering's  over  in  the  grave; 
But  at  the  glorious  resurrection  we'll  meet  with  Him  who  died  to  save. 


■t;'^l«*a-:3i.>^i.. 
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HE    GOT    IT    AG-AIN. 

Copyrijiht,  IRWi,  by  Spaiililinfr  &  Knriulcr. 


r  this  Soiiit  w  ill  Im^  .M'lit  to  any  adiU-ss.  post-piiid,  on  rocpipt  Of  40 

W.hnion,  l.M)  J'.irk 


Tlie  Wonts  antl  Music 

ct'nts.  or  this  nnil  any  l»o  other  Soii;r.>i  for  <>m<-  Mollar,  hy  II,  .1 

Kow,  New  York  I'ity.    rostairt*  staniiwtjiktii  sunn-  ii.s  i-a.-'h  forall  uurK'xxls- 


Worils  ami  Musio  by  Jowpli  Klyiin,  of  SluriUuu  i  Klyiiu. 


t 


w 


of  a  li)Vt'V  and  his  lady  sweet 
1  now  will  biuir  to  you, 
Tlio  lady  s^lic  was  constant. 
And  the  lover  he  was  true, 
IJut  ill  r  papa  did  not  like  iiiin, 
!So  he  kicked  w  ilh  all  his  !ni_i;ht, 
And  the  lover  he  was  foolish. 
For  he  stood  juid  tried  to  tight. 

CiiOT?rs. 

Tlicn  he  ,i;ot  it  again,  l>y  jingo, 

In  a  spot  where  it  oau>ed  hiui  most  pain, 

Then  he  started  to  seoot. 

liut  the  old  fellow's  hoot 

Shot  away,  :;iid  he  got  it  again. 

!Now  a  friend  of  inine  he  drank  so  much 
He  often  has  the  sliakes; 
lie  very  nearly  rniiiderei!  ine 
One  day  he  hatl  the  snakes; 
He  went  oil  to  the  iloctor. 
Anil  tile  pletlge  took  for  a  year. 
Tint  lie  found  he  couldn't  keep  it, 
And  he  soon  w;u<  drinking  lieer. 

(iKUilS. 

Now  he's  got   em  again,  by  jingo. 

For  the  whiskey  it  (trove  him  insane; 

Every  night  he  gets  up, 

Chasing  devils  and  pups, 

And  his  wife  knows  he's  got  enuigaiu. 

Nf>w  tlie  other  d::y  my  natch  I  looic 
From  where  I  had  it  panned. 
And  proudh'  I  did  stroll  around 
From  dusk  till  early  dawn; 
In  a  faro- 1  tank  I  raiuhlctl-, 
And  I  hotted  rather  free 
I  lost,  anti,  with  my  watch, 
I  went  my  uncle  for  to  see. 

Ciiont  •^. 
Now  he's  gf>l  it  again,  hy  jingo, 
In  ids  keeping  'twill  have  to  reraain, 
For  I  lost  all  my  checks. 
And  this  spot  on  mv  nccU 
Is  the  place  n  Ik  re  1  g(it  it  ngaiu. 

Of  a  dizzy  actor  now  I'ii  tell, 

AVho  tiiought  he  w.is  :i  >tar: 

He  startdl  for  the  conniry  towns 

To  pl.iy  in  "  Paul  Kauvar." 

IJut  the  hayseeds  wouldn't  have  if. 

For  they  hounced  him  from  the  stage, 

And  the  landlord  that  he  owed  for  board 

Went  for  him  iu  a  rage. 

Ciiouis. 

Then  he  g<^t  it  again,  hy  jingo, 
And  for  mercy  lie  i>lea(lLd  in  vaiu; 
From  the  hotel  he  slunk. 
Hut  they  kept  his  big  trunk. 
And  I  don't  think  he'll  get  it  again. 

Now  I  know  a  lovely  lady 
^Vho  hatl  sued  for  a  divorce. 
And  wh«n  she  Jmd  .secured  it, 
AVhy.  I  married  her  fif  course, 
I5ut  siic  often  did  repent  it, 
AikI  just  here  the  other  day 
Her  other  hubby  liap|M!icd 
For  to  come  across  her  way. 

C'lro.'ifs. 
Now  he'.s  got  her  again,  by  jingo. 
Hut  the  parting  it  gives  nic  no  pain, 
For  she's  giddy  you  sec, 
And  lie's  riclur  than  mc, 
And  1  don't  think  I  want  her  again. 


ENCORE  VKKSES. 

Not  many  moons  ago,  you  know. 

The  public  thought  John  L. 

"Would  be  an  easy  mark  to  lick — 

He  wasn't  feeling  well; 

So  Kilrain  startetl  for  him       ' 

With  sly  old  Fox's  belt. 

Hut  Sidiy  won  the  trophy  back 

"Willi  a  hard  and  heavy  welt. 

Ciiouis. 

Now  he's  got  it  again,  b>-  jingo. 

In  his  keeping  'lis  bound  to  remaiu; 

Yes.  the  ('hampion  belt 

Sully  .still  retains  yet. 

And  I  don't  think  he'll  lose  it  again. 

Of  another  favorite  now  I  speak, 

A  man  you  all  admire, 

"Who  often  showetl  his  manly  pluck 

And  courage  when  desired; 

I'm  speaking  of  Jack  Detnpsey, 

Who  lias  fallen  rather  low. 

And  lo.?t  his  reputatioi!  hy  an  unexpected  blow. 

But  he'll  get  it  again,  by  jingo. 

Cuours. 

He'll  get  it  again,  by  jingo. 

For  the  best  in  his  class  he  rcnitiins, 

And  if  (Jco.  La  HIanehe 

(Jive  him  one  other  chance. 

He  will  prove  he  can  gel  it  again. 


Parody   on : 

LAY    ME    ON    THE    HILLSIDE. 

Wrilton  by  Will  .1.  llaranmu. 

Si'nil  your  iianK-itml  lulilrc-is  to  It.  J.  Wohnian.  i:iO  Turk  Itow,  Niw  York  Citv.and  rrocivc 

by  ri-tiirn  nmil  a  roiii|>l.'t<'  CuCnIoiria-  of  uMr.'i<")ii  lyinilar  Knk'ii^li  iniiroiriiian 

Soiiirn    Kill'.     1  oslaijc  Stiini|>s  takoii  saiiu- 1\.-  cai.li  for  all  uUrK^oiln. 


t 


StuiK  with  ftnni  hiiccws  by  I.>(<tiT  4  Williaiiut. 

l<<-iic;itli  a  wdoil-li.il.  (.jcl;  <.r  -Aorlv.  .-i  -tar'.int;  tr'inij)  liiil  Iriy, 
Tlif  riijildn'.t  frnin  liin  lijiir  Ilie  wind  ^v.•l^'  l)l>>wiiiL'  f.ist  ;i\vay; 
'I'll''  fri-nil!'  \\lio  rtiMxl  ii|><>ii  liis  hnl  lii«  onrn  fouM  I'l  arcdy  sec; 
Hiii  liKiiii.'liI.-'  Win-  of  a  kil<lieii  on  tlif  rDnlc  Id  .Milwaiiki-t"-; 
IliKwpivil  liroiii.'|ii  liiiii  to  a  plaif  when'  turkey  w^h  in  hiijlil, 
Kill  II  was  iiihidf  iron  liar",  and  in-  conUln't  u'vi  a  bite 
Bffori'  lii«  jrol'li-ii  ^^)i^it  caiiif  clouii  to  lakv  liiin  ii|)  tlic  Hiiout; 
lie  ojH-ncd  wlilf  lii'*  )iiitr;;rv  fiicc.  and  'In  -i-  s.id  words  fell  otil: 

<"lI«lltC». 

Lay  iiM-  iicar  a  kit<  hen,  laj  iiif  ofiiily  in  a  irronp. 
And  placi'  my  iioco  fo  it  can  latch  ll.f  llavor  of  thi-  HOiip;    '  ■' 
Li'f  H  liarrcl  of  Itoiitoii  bt-jins  upon  mv  brt-axf  in-  flioolv; 
y\y  last  rfcjiH-t  is  that  you  i,'iv«-  my  picture  to  a  cook. 

lliii  frk-iidr-  htofid  round,  all  l>e>.'j.'«rH  too.  wlio  of:  had  felt  the  (<tlnj{ 

Of  liootH  b(  iiraih  tlicir  Hix-ceiit  coals,  \vliilc  door  belle  they  did  ring; 

In  fact,  rii.'lii  tlifi-e  tliev  each  could  eat  a  yard  of  hi.-  off  cow, 

Hut  what  of  that,  tti>;«li  save  I.  meander  Vow-de-dow. 

In  I'otierV  field  he's  now  at  rest,  iliatV  what  he  always  did; 

IliH  route  was  auctioned  f)ll  liefore  liis  life  of  sand  had  jilid; 

So  take  this  leshoii  to  your  shoes,  eat  all  Ihe  uriib  you  can, 

IJeineniber  Putz  O'lluna'n  \v<»rds,  the  exile  from  Japan: 

CllORCS. 

I'lare  nic  near  a  iK-efstcak,  w  ith  my  face  toward?  a  pie, 
And  jilace  an  oyster  fritter  on  the  hiiiKep  of  each  eye; 
I'm  my  head  upon  a  bale  of  bit:  wheat-i-akee  del)uct, 
I'or  1  am  fioinj;  wliere  I  hey  never  >;ive  un  e.xilc  chuck. 


•I 


I. 


— A  scholar  in  a  country  schof)l  wa«  askod:  "  How  do  you  purse 
•  !Mary  milks  the  cow?'"  The  last  word  was  disposed  of  as  fob 
low.s:  "  Cow,  a  noun,  feminine  gender,  tliird  j)ersoii,  and  stands  for 
.Mary!"  "Stands  for  .Mary!  How  do  you  make  that  out?  '  "He- 
cause,"  added  the  intelligent  ]»upil,  "  if  the  cow  didn't  stand  for 
Mary,  how  could  she  milk  her?  " 


■ri 


—He:  "Will  you  marry  me?  "  She:  "  Wait  a  mintite.  (Exit.  (^ 
I{«-ai>|waring  with  shot  gun.)  Hold  ui>  your  hands!  Higher  yet!  I  ( 
am  .sorry  to  say,  .Mr.  Hronn.  that  I  can  only  be  a  sister  to  you.  f 
Vou  must  pardon  my  seeming  rude  ( onduct.  but  so  many  young  / 
women  arc  getting  killed  nowadays  liy  n-jected  suitors  that  I  l 
thought  a  little  precaulion  wouUl  not  Ik;  out  of  place." — Ttrre  • 
Hniitt  /'Jj-jiiefs.  ^  ( 
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Come  Where  the  Lilies  Bloom,      j^/ 

Coi-yrit'lit,  18T8,  by  W.  L.  Tlioin|MiOii. 

Til*-  Worils  nnd  Musk-  of  this  Sun;;  will  In-  .-t-iit  tu  any  mldicsv.  |>o5>t  (inid.oii  nvoipt  of  60 

ci  iits;  (11-  tliis  ami  uiiv  Iww  otliri-  Shuts  for  Oik-  Uollar.  liv  II.  J.  \S  cliiiiaii,  i:*)  I'ark 

liuvr.  Sew  York  Oils'.    I'ontuiJf  Stiuiiitx tJiUfii iaiiif  tUHCoxli  f«f  nil  anr  goods, 

Writtni  nuil  »iiiii|K)siil  liy  Will  L.  Tliuii)i>.-oii. 

Conic  away,  awjiy,  away, 

Come  wlic'iu  lli'c  lilies  bloom  so  lair;    •  • 

Come  away,  away,  away, 

Come  wlieie  sweet  fiayrauce  tills  the  air. 

Come  where  the  lilies. 
The  sweet  fiai^raut  lilies; 

Oh,  come  wliere  the  lilies  bloom  so  fair; 
Down  in  llie  meadows, 
The  giceii  venlaut  meadows, 

Oh,  come  where  sweet  t'lagrance  tills  the  air. 

Come  a w.iy.  away,  away. 

Come  where  the  lilies  bloom  so  fair; 
Come  aw.iy,  aw:iy,  away, 

Come  where  sweet  fragrance  tills  the  air. 

J lere  beautiful  lilies  grow. 

Here  beautiful  liiics  grow, 

While,  while  as  liie  driven  snow; 

Here  Ijeaulitul  lilies  grow  while  as  snow. 

Come  where  the  shadows  .' 

•t  (i.'uliy  are  tailing  „  , 

Over  land  and  soa, 
■.  '  Over  land  ami  sea.  ■ 


THE   LITTLE   RED   CABOOSE    BE- 
HIND  THE   TRAIISr. 


Evening  i«!ia.'ows  fall  .'irour.d  us. 

And  il:e  llowers  have  gone  to  sleep; 
Sotllv  liii- nii;iit  winds  .       , 

Fall    iiiid  llie  (lowers, 
WhiNjH-ring  music  sweel; 
Lighllv  the  niuhliniiaic  is  singing  , 

When  the  tlouers  iiav('  gone  to  sleep. 

<'oni(',  coiiK"  where  the  lilies, 
Tin- sweet  flagrant  lilies. 

Oh,  cMiie  where  the  lilies  lilooin  so  fair; 
Down  ill  I  he  meadows. 
Tlie  gn-cn  verdant  meadow.;. 

Oh,  come  where  sweet  ftaur.ince  tills  tiic  air. 

On  ihe  winding  palii  by  liie  Itrooksidc, 

Tiiere  wo  li  wander  "mid  lloweis.  beaiiliful  tlowers; 

Where  t!ie  rippling  waters  are  llowing 

And  the  sweet  music  of  birds  lloals  ou  the  air.     ■     ' 

Come  aw.iy,  away,  away, 

C'cmu!  wii<-Vt!  tini  iilifs  bloom  so  fair, 

(Mine;!  way,  away,  aw.iy; 

('.>nu;  where  the  lilies  bloom, 

Come  where  the  lilies  bloom; 

Come  away,  come  away, 

Come,  oh,  collie  away. 


Yoli  Were  False,  bnt  111  Forgive  You. 

Tin-  W.inls.iii'I  Mii<i<'  <»f  tlii-'  Sous  «ill  In"  si'iit  to  aM.vrt<l<ln'N<.  post-paid. on  r<H-elpt  of  10 

(fill-:  ■•!•  lUiiatiil  iin\  IwootluT  Sony's  fiii-  Oiu-  Itollar.  by  II.  .1.  Wi!iiii.in,i:W'  I'ark 

UoH,  Xra  York  «'i»y.    I'ostatf*' Stamps  t.ikrn  saini-  .i.sca.sli  roralloiir  i;<^u<ls. 

F.iri'  IIh'i'  \w1I,  for  one  I  loV'd  you  even  more  lli:iii  to!i<nic  can  Ifll. 

i.inl.'iliil  I  ihiiik  vouM  l.avi-  nn'.  now  I  liiil  you  .-ill  farmvcll. 

^  "ii  Im\c  \mi-.'."i1  till-  li.;i!t  I  rlu-risti.'il.  you  liaw  (loomed  nw  day  by  day; 

\  ..'I  :i->  f:t\<-:  l)iii  ri!  foru'ivo  yoii,  l>iit  l"orL'''t  \ ou  I  never  Piay — 

Veu  aiv  faire.  I>ut  I'll  forgive  yw,  lull  for^'el  you  I  never  may. 

W'iK'ti  1  ^avv  vour  4yis  ill  virnio.  1  scarce  could  l)oliovc  my  own; 
When  I  heaiil  voiir  voice  in  antrer.  it  \v:w  death  ti>  every  lone, 
'fhev  li.-ivi-  U>l<i  you  some  false  rtorie".  and  you  iM-lievi  il  them  all  thoy  g.iy; 
Voi;  are  f;tl-e,  li'il  I'll  f'lr'.'ivi- you,  hiil  fonrel  y<ui  I  never  may  — 
.  V'lii  arc  false,  hut  I'll  for;;ivcyoii,  hut  forj;el  yon  I  never  may. 

«"tne  more  word,  and  all  i«  over  -wliy  nrc  von  unkind  to  inc; 
'rell  m<-  u  hv  you  do  noi  lov.-  me;  liirn  jiside,  how  can  it  he? 
Xoword;  iioi  one  word  of  pleasure;  \ou  believe  them  all  tlicy  say; 
S''ii  .'ire  r;il«.'.  hut  IM  forv'oe  you.  hill  for:.'et  you  1  never  m.iy  — 
Yoii  are  false,  hut  I'll  f.  r.ive  \du,  hut  for.'el  you  I  never  may. 


) 


)  — .\  small  <"oal  business  is  unprofittdile,  l)ccau.s(;  llie  nature  of 
1  lh(>  t'ominodily  requires  a  largo  scale. — Sinilfi,  Gniy  «fc  Co.'s 
)  Monthly. 


Suug  I>.v  Mack  ViiieeliJ. 


Send  your  name  and  .address  to  H.J.  Wehman.  l.tii  Paik  How,  New  York  <  "ily,  and  ni-eivc 

by  return  mail  a  eompleteCatalopue  of  over  ."kkmi  I'opular  ICii^rlisli  .-uid'lieriiiuii 

Soiijfs— Free.    To-stajfe  Stttnips  lakeii  .same  as  ca.sU  (or  all  uMr  KouUji. 

I  am  a  j<dly  railroad  man,  and  hrakiu;,'  Is  my  tr.-ule; 

1  work  upon  tlic  road  both  (iay  mid  iii<,'lit; 

Turning  switches,  makiiit;  tiy  h'ops  as  aloii;:  the  line  we  so,  * 

And  we  cee  thai  all  the  trains  are  luaih-  up  riirht. 

We  are  alwayB  ready  when  we  are  called  to  go, 

Whether  ill  the  eunifhiiie  or  the  rain. 

And  a  jolly  crew  you  always  liiid.  it"  you  go  to  see, 

In  that  little  red  cabootie  l>eliiud  the  train. 

Wc  hang  one  red  light  on  eadi  side,  and  another  on  behind, 

Ah  the  day  goes  l)y  and  the  night  coiiu-s  stealintr  on; 

And  the  boy  who  rides  ahead  you  hei  lie  keeps  it  in  his  mind. 

And  sees  that  all  tin;  train  is  coming  on; 

And  when  we  near  a  station,  we  aie.starlled  from  our  thought 

By  the  sound  of  the  whistle's  thrilling  scream; 

Tiieii  we  run  out  on  the  hurricane  deeU.  «  hiie  the  cove  w  inds  up  the  w  licels 

Of  the  little  red  caboose  heliiiid  the  train. 

Now,  this  little  car  I  speak  of  is  more  precious  and  laoie  dear 

Than  all  the  coaches  on  the  railway  line; 

And  tlic  reason  wliy  we  say  so  is  because  it  is  our  hoinCi 

And  we  always  keep  it  in  the  neatest  sty  le; 

Although  we  have  no  fashion  lights,  or  velvet-eushioiied  seats, 

I3ut  everythiug  within  looks  neat  and  dean. 

And  many  an  honest  heart  there  biats  beneath  the  nisiy  roof 

lu  that  little  red  caboose  behind  the  train. 


When  tlie  Sea  Gives  Up  Its  Dead. 


"■      ■  :     ,       Copj-righl,  IKSO,  ».y  K.  Uai.lint;. 

Tile  Words  and  Mu.«ic  of  tins  Si.ii^'  will  hi  .<eiii  to  any  addivb*.  post  paid,  •■n  i,<-< 

cents;  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Soiitrs  loioiv.-  liollar,  liv  II.  .1.  V.ehniaii.  l''^ 

Kow,  New  York  City.     Foslajrt!  .M.iiiiiis  l.<u<  u  siiine  as  e.isli  lor  all  oui'  K">>' 

Woiila  ami  Musi'- Ijv  .1.  J.  Nolan. 


lipt  of  *0  I 

I  .ok  ? 


A  ftiir  joting  girl,  villi  a  .swe«;(.  sa<l  ftiee, 

Stood  on  the  shore  at  liie  clcsc  df  ilu;  da}-, 
And  saitl;  *'Ci>in<   back  titinc,  my  Inve; 

'Tis  ju.st  one  yc.tr  .since  vdu  sailvil  away!  " 
As  if  in  jinswer  to  in f  crit  s. 

Seemingly,  the  wild  uaMss^dd; 
"Thy  lovf  to  the*'  u  ill  i<  lurn  aLaiii 

When  tin;  .se;i  gives  up  its  lU  .nil  " 

Ciioiit  s. 
"Oh.  love,  will  you  ne'er  return  |.>  me'.'' 
*     '.Mid  her  .sobs  and  t<  ats  she  snid: 

"Oil,  yes.he'ilconie:ig:iin, 'seem'thhe  w:ivcs;-ad  refrain, 
"  \\  hell  the  sea  gives  up  its  dcatll " 

A  mother  sits  in  an  humble  cot. 

And  weei>s  and  prtiy.s  for  her  one  loving  child, 
"W'iio  had  .saileil  away  in  a  gaiiant  bark 

Across  the  ocean  w  ide  ;ind  wild;  -  . 

'\Vee|>  and  mourn  bolli  iiighrand  d;'y. 

Ill  ]ir!iyers  for  his  .soul  ic.v  thy  hiad, 
For  thy  "hiiglil-eyed  Ind  I  lion  sli;,!t  see  no  more, 

He  is  numbered  wiih  tli<;  ocean's  detid. 

CiioJtt'S. 

"  Come  bacjk.  come  ])ack,  my  boy,  to  me!  " 

The  weeping  mother  said. 
"  Thy  jiiayers'  ;ire  in  vain,  he  can  only  come  again 

■When  the  sea  gives  up  its  deatl!  " 

How  many  weary,  weeping  he.-irts 

Does  litis  wild  world  conlaiii; 
How  many  pr.iyers  for  sate  n  turn 

Hiive  been  otVered,  .alas'  in  vain. 
Oh,  tlie  number  of  silent  souls  iliat  arc  now         .• 

Sleeping  in  their  watery  bed 
AVill  iie'ei-  be  known  til!  the  d;iy  shall  come 

When  the  sea  gives  up  its  dead.  •, 

■■:  '-:.     .      '  CiioKUs. 

Oh,  the  nuinbci-  of  .silent  sotils  tliat  are  now 

Sleeping  in  their  watery  bed 
"TV'ill  ne'er  be  known  till  the  day  slmll  come 

When  the  sea  gives  up  its  dead. 


— Yabsley:  'Is  Timmings  tloing  pretty  well  on  the  police 
force?"  Wickwire:  ••Beautifully.  He  arrests  the  attention  of 
every  hired  girl  he  comes  in  sight  of." 
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LITTLE    TOPSY'S    SONG. 

Words  by  Etisa  t 'iMik.     Muxir  by  \.  It.  Iliit.-hinwiii. 

The  Wordo  «nd  Musii-  cf  this  Si>n(r  will  tn-  stiit  fi>  any  inlilri'>s,  |i<>Ht  )>hI(I,  nn  rrcfipt  of  »« 

cents,  or  this  ami  any  I  wo  otlii-r  St.n;r}<  for  ( >n»*  iNtllar.  ity  }l.  J,  \\  «>hninn,  !;«»  I 'ark 

llow,  New  York  I'ltj.    I'l'Sljmf  Mnni|>»  liikiii  Maint-  an  rn»li  for  nil  our  iC'i^kIx. 


SunR  With  Booth  *  foUier's  '•  I"n<-I<'  TojnV  <  'abin." 


J 


I  Viwct?  r»e  very  M'icked,  that's  just  what  1  am. 

Only  Ton  jist  give  iht-  a  chaucc-.  won't  I  rouse  ole  Sam; 

'  Tain't  no  use  in  bt^ing  j;oo(l.  'cos'  I'se  black  ye  ci'c; 

I  ni-ber  cared  for  iiithins;  yet,  ami  nothing  cared  for  me. 

Ya.  ya,  yal  Mi!-*  F*ely'i»  li'aiidn  dun  know  how  toprip  nie, 

Kebcr  likes  to  do  up  work,  and  won't  widout  tbcy  whip  mc. 

CnoRus. 
This  IB  TopeyV  savace  eong— 

Topi-y's  cute  and  clever; 
Ilujrrah  then  for  the  white  man's  right, 

Spavery  forever. 

Topsy  ncber  was  born,  neber  had  a  modcr; 

'Specks  I  trrowed  a  nii:scr  brat,  jus^t  like  any  odor; 

Whip  nie  till  the  blooil  pours  down— ole  missus  used  to  do  it; 

She  said  slie'd  cut  my  heart  right  out.  but  neber  could-yet  to  it; 

Got  no  heart  I  donit  belieb.  niggers  do  without  'em; 

Neber  heard  of  Goji  or  love,  so'  can't  tell  much  about  "em. 


.Jod  or ! 
rhis  is ' 


Chorcs. 


Thks  is  Topcy's  savage  song — 

"Xopsy's  cute  and  clever; 
Iliirrah  tlien  for  the  white  man's  right 

Slavery  forever. 

Don't  you  die.  Mis^  Evy.  else  I  go  dead  too; 

I  knows  I'sc  wicktid.  but  I'll  try  and  be  all  good  to  you; 

You  ha\e  taught  me  better  things,  though  I'se  nigirer  i»kiu". 

"Vou  have  found  poor  Topsy's  lieart.  spite  of  all  its  bin; 

Don't  you  die.  Miss  Kvy.  dear,  else  1  go  dead  too; 

Though  I'se  black,  I'se  sure  tliat  Ciod  will  let  me  go  wid  you. 

CUORCS. 

This  Is  Topsy's  human  eoug 

Under  love's  endeavor; 
Hurrah  then  for  ttie  white  child's  work. 

llumanitv  forever. 


You  Bet  He  Won't  Try  It  Again. 


By  Hairy  KalNton. 


.  "s 


Send  your  name  anil  ml'lressto  H.  J.  Wclinian.  i:«(  Park  Row.  New  YorkC'ify.  anrl  receive 

by  return  niuil  a  eoniiileteCatnloirueof  tiver.'iotm  Popular  Knt.'li«h  anil'iieruiau 

Songs-  I'lee.    Postage  .Stamp.'*  talien  .■yiine  as  cash  tor  all  our  Kui'(ls> 

I'll  slug  you  a  .song  that  is  not  very  long, 

It  is  topical,  tuiite,  in  its  wa}', 
Isow  don't  1)C  alannetl,  it".s  not  tLe  .'■anie  song, 

It's  alioiit  tilings  yi>ii  .see  every  (l;ty; 
If  you  like  it,  yrju  probably  will  give  it  ai>pl;iu.se, 
But  if  it  sho'ulil  give  you  a  pain, 
:        And  I  .slijjiild  get  hit  with  a  brick  iu  the  jaw, 
You  bet  I  wout  try  it  again. 
t  Ciioufs. 

Y(ju  bet  I  won't  try  it  again. 
You  bet  I  wont  try  it  again, 
If  you  holler  rat.s,  or  grMhrowing  Iniek  Wts, 
Youfbet  I  won't  try  it  again. 

There's  ai  wily  old  fellow  who  lives  in  (iiinigo, 

And  the  i)eople  they  like  him  not  inur  ir. 
He  sends  the  riuotations  of  wiieat  up  and  down, 

And  lie  goes  by  the  name  of  "  Old  lluich.' 
His  latest  performance,  as  I've  heard  .said, 

Has  oii  poor  people  caused  quite  a  strain; 
He  addeii  two  cents  on  each  of  loaf  of  bread. 
And  I  hoi»e  he  won't  try  it  again. 
'  Ciroias. 

I  hope  he  won't  try  it  again, 
I  liojx;  he  wont  try  it  again, 
Tiie  laws  will  in  ti'iiie  niake  such  things  a  crime, 
Andj you  bet  he  Won't  try  it  again. 

On  the  recent  election  I  tlKjught  a  good  chance 

A  fewihui!(lred  dollars  to  make; 
I  drew  lAy  at  counts  from  the  National  Bank, 
And  t<^  tht!  pool-rooms  I  made  a  big  break; 
;    I  bet  all  Jny  boodle,  my  watcii  and  my  chain, 
I  tliought  I  had  a  .sure  tiiiiiL'; 

.    But  I  heard from  New  York, 

•        And  you  bet  I  wont  try  it  again. 

C'noins. 
Yo«  bet  I  won't  try  it  again, 
Yoij  liet  I  w(;n't  try  it  again, 

But  I'm  telling  you,  iu  eighteen  ninety  two. 
"  Grover  "  may  try  it  again. 


^^^2:^ 


DRINK    UP,   BOYS. 

CopyriKht,  ISIW,  by  UardlAK  Rrothem. 

The  Words  and  Mu»ie  of  this  Song  will  !)«•  s«'iit  to  any  addreiw,  pofit  paid,  on  receipt  of 
eents.  or  this  anil  an.v  two  other  ^»on^J?  fi>r  One  I>ollnr.  h>  H.  J.  wehinaii.  130  Park 
Kow,  New  York  City.     PoMtOKe  StHoip*  tAken  same  ms  eiwh  for  bU  our  Kooda. 


M 


Wortlii  and  Mu.-<le  by  Arthur  Weat. 

A  man  who  is  fond  of  his  drinking 

Is  known  as  a  jolly  g<H>d  fellow  too; 
The  ni^ht  he  will  spend  without  winking. 

At  his  dui)  he'll  drink  and  play; 
But  when  he's  hard  up.  I  am  thinking. 

He  never  gets  a  chance  of  a  drink  or  two; 
But  when  in  his  pocket  tliere's  clinking 

Yellow  gold,  you'll  hear  him  say: 

Cnonrs. 

"  Drink  up,  boys,  and  have  a  glass  with  mc. 
For  it  isn't  every  day  you'll  lind  me  out  upon  a  sproe; 
"  I'm  all  right,  I've  got  the  cash,  you  see. 
And  I  mean  to  keep  it  up,  for  I'm  as  happy  as  can  be." 

Then  off  he  will  go  in  a  hansom,  ^   . 

As  fast  as  the  horses  can  carry  him; 
He  feels  just  as  strong  as  a  Sams<ni, 

For  his  purse  is  as  strong,  no  doubt. 
He's  able  to  p;iy  any  ransom. 

And  asks  every  girl  if  she'll  marry  him; 
"With  every  charming  damsel 

At  the  bar  you'll  hear  him  shout: — Ch&riis.  , 

With  a  policeman  .some  words  he  is  saying, 

The  otlicer  tells  him  to  go  away; 
At  boxing  he  thinks  he  is  playing. 

Till  he  stands  before  the  beak; 
Then  for  mercy  he's  humbly  praying, 

But  the  magistrate  .says:  "  You'll  have  to  pay!  " 
His  friends  all  his  tines'ire  soon  paying, 

And,  like  himself,  you'll  hear  them  say: — Chorxia 


i 


DEATH    OF    EVA. 

Sunjt  at  Eva's  death  In  Booth  A;  Collier's  "  I'nele  Tom's  Cabin." 


The  WonlKand  Music  of  this  Sontr  will  bo  sent  to  any  addrp?"?.  post-paid,  on  rerrlpt  of  M 

ccntK.  or  this  an<l  any  twi.  other  Soiiii-slor  One  Itolliir,  hy  H.  J.  Weliinnn,  i:«i  Park 

Itow,  New  York  City.     Postage  Slonip"  taken  sanieas  oa»h  for  all  our  (roods. 

We  will  miss  you,  darling  Evn.  when  yoii  sleep  beneath  the  sod. 

And  the  suinincr  w  inds  arc  murmuring  o'er  your  grave; 

We  will  think  of  yf)U  in  kindiies'*  in  your  heavenly  home  above; 

And  your  spirit,  free  from  sot  row,  ]>uiii  and  care, 

The  sands  of  life  are  slow ly  elibing  with  the  tide; 

And  soon  your  bonce  will  uiiiigli-  with  the  clay; 

In  the  winter  of  our  sorrow  we  will  think  of  how  yon  died. 

And  will  misb  you  Kva  when  yoi  are  laid  away. 

Chobcs. 

For  I'liclc  Tom  is  feeble— (echo)  I'ncle  Tom  is  fechic, 

And  his  head  am  bending  low--(echo)  bending  low; 

Old  master  culls,  he  eiiii  no  longer  stay    (erhoi  ran  no  longer  stay. 

In  the  winter  of  our  sorrow  we  will  think  of  how  you  died, 

And  we  will  miss  you,  darling  Eva,  when  you're  gone.  , 

We  will  tell  our  little  childn-ii  that  Jliss  Eva  tlwells  above, 

How  the  angels  led  her  ii|)  the  gi)lden  stairs; 

We  will  tell  them  how  she  loved  them,  with  a  fond  and  sacred  h)vr; 

They  must  try  to  meet  again  Mi-s  Kva  tli<Te; 

Anil  when  tlie  judge  liis  trum)X't  sounds  from  realms  of  bliss  on  high. 

And  the  morning  of  the  great  day  comes  at  last, 

I  Mill  meet  you,  darling  Kva,  uiil  together  you  and  I 

Will  uo  longer  dreud  December'.^  wintry  blast.— Cuokvs. 


— IIow  does  1881  not  resemble  a  pair  of  lovers  on  a  sofa? — 
There  is  1  at  each  end. 

—A  Quincy  boy  .sat  beside  his  ^irl  for  just  one  hour  last  night, 
and  (hiring  that  time  kissed  her  ninety-six  times  out  of  a  possible 
hundred;  the  other  four  time.;  she  got  in  a  hurry  and  kissed  him. 


—  When  the  editor  proposed  and  was  accepted  he  said:  "I 
wouM  be  glad  if  you  would  give  me  a  kiss."  She  hesitated,  and 
ho  added:  "  Not  neces.sarily  for  publication,  but  as  evidence  of 
good  faith."     She  could  not  resist  that. — ExeJiange. 


— "  Father."  said  a  little  fellow,  apparently  reflecting  Intently  on 
soiiiethiiii;.  "  I  shan't  send  you  any  of  my  wedding-cake  when  I 
get  married."  "Why  not,  my  son?"  was  the  fond  father's  in- 
quiry. "  Because,"  said  tlio  young  hopeful,  "  you  didn't  send  me 
any  of  yours." 


t. 


I 
1 


.^-■■' 
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^^^i 


THE    NEW    CHURCH    ORGAN. 


As  recited  by  Wieodore  E<-lteil. 


.( 


Tliey've  got  u  JjranH-ncw  organ,  Sue, 

For  all  tlit'ir  fuss  and  search; 
They've  done  just  as  they  said  they'd  do. 

And  fetched  it  into  church. 
Tliey're  l)()und  the  critter  shall  be  Keen, 

And  on  the  preachers  rii^lit 
Tlicyvo  hoisted  up  their  new  machine 

In  everybody's  sight. 
They've  got  a  chorister  and  choir, 

Agin  )ny  voice  and  vote, 
For  it  was  never  my  desire 

To  i>raii>e  the  Lord  by  note. 


I've  been  a  sister,  good  and  true,      ' 

For  live  an-thirty  year; 
I've  done  what  seemed  my  part  to  do. 

An'  prated  my  ihity  clear; 
I've  sung  the  hymns  both  slow  and  <iuick, 

Jest  as  the  preacher  read. 
And  twice,  when  Deacon  Tubl)s  was  sick, 

I  took  the  fork  an'  led. 
And  now  their  bold  new  fangled  ways 

Is  comiu'  all  about; 
And  I,  right  in  my  latier  days. 

Am  fairly  crowded  out. 


To-day  the  preacher,  good  old  dear. 

With  tears  all  in  his  eyes, 
Ht.ad:  "  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

To  mansions  in  the  skies." 
I  ai'ays  liked  that  blessed  h\-tun — 

I  s'pose  I  ai'ays  will; 
It  somehow  gratifies  7ny  whim, 

In  good  old  Ortonville; 
Bi}t  when  thi#t  choir  got  up  to  sing, 

I  couldn't  catch  a  wonl; 
They  sung  the  most  (h)g-gondest  thing 

A  body  ever  heard. 


Sonie  wordly  chaps  were  standin'  near, 

An'  when  I  see  tliem  grin, 
I  bid  farewell  to  every  fear. 

And  l^)ldly  waded  in. 
I  thought  I'd  chase  their  tune  ali>ng. 

An"  tried  with  all  my  might; 
But  though  my  voice  is  good  au'  strong, 

I  couldn't  steer  it  right: 
When  they  was  high,  tlien  I  was  low. 

An'  also  contrariwise; 
An'  I  too  fast,  or  they  to<»  slow. 

To  "  Mansicms  in  the  skies." 


An'  after  every  verse,  you  know. 

They  play  a  little  tune; 
I  didn't  understand,  an'  so 

I  .started  in  too  soon. 
I  pitched  it  pretty  nii<ldlitr  high, 

I  fetched  a  lu.sty  tone. 
Hut.  oh,  alas!  I  fcmnd  thai  I 

Was  singin' there  aloni'. 
They  laughed  a  little,  I  am  told; 
"  Hut  I  had  done  ray  l)esl; 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  rolled 

Across  my  jwaceful  breast. 

And  Sister  Brown — I  could  but  look — 

She  sits  right  front  of  me: 
She  never  was  no  singin'-book. 

An'  never  went  to  be; 
But  then  she  ai'ays  tried  to  do 

The  best  she  could  she  said: 
She  understood  the  time  right  through, 

An'  kept  it  with  her  head; 
But  when  she  tried  this  mornin',  oh, 

I  had  to  laugh,  or  cough. 
It  kept  her  head  a-bobbin"  so. 

It  e'en  a'most  came  off. 


An'  Deacon  Tubbs — he  all  broke  down. 

As  one  might  well  suppose; 
lie  took  one  look  at  Sister  Brown, 

And  meekly  scratched  his  nose. 
He  looked  his  hynui-book  through 

And  laid  it  on  the  seat. 
And  theu  a  pensive  sigh  he  drew, 

And  l()oke<l  completely  beat. 
But  when  they  took  another  bout, 

He  didn't  even  rise; 
But  drawed  his  red  bandanner  out, . 

An'  wiped  his  weepin'  ejes. 

I've  been  a  sister,  good  an'  true, 

For  tive-an'-thirt}'  year: 
I've  done  what  seemed  my  part  to  do, 

An"  prayed  my  dut\-  clear; 
But  death  will  stop  my  voice,  I  know, 

F<jr  he  is  on  ray  track; 
And  some  day  I  to  church  will  go 

And  never  more  come  back; 
But  when  the  folks  get  up  to  .sing — 

Whene'er  that  time  shall  be — 
I  do  not  want  no  pa-tent  thing 

A-squealin'  over  me. 


m'  through, 


.■/' 


y 


Parody   on : 

A  Rolling  Stone  G-athers  No  Moss. 

Siing  by  I^esU^r  <"t  Williams. 


Send  .TOur  n.iine  niid  adiln  ss  to  H.  J.  Wflinmn.  l.'W  I'ark  How,  Xi  w  York  ("il.v.aiiii  ii'ceive 

by  If  turn  mail  a  c-oniiilct*-  CuUilotriu-  of  over  .Ituxi  ro|>iil:ir  Kn^liNli  audi  it-rmnu 

Solids— Five,    f  ostage  Stamps  takcii  tuiint-  ax  oa.sl>  for  all  uiir  i^oods. 

Now  we  all  ito  our  host  to  got  a  trood  iiight'c  rc'Pt, 

I  am  pure  joii  will  think  ]  iuii  rifiht, 

For  I  liv(!  Ill  a  French  Hat  that  if  <'iiiick  full  of  cats, 

-■\iid  I  cairt  sleep  a  wink  any  ni^lit. 

'J'hiy  i.'i-o«l  and  they  figlil  in  llie  middle  of  Uic  iiiglil. 

For  It  niaki-.s  my  poor  wifi' awful  cn>.>is: 

I  have  tired  old  hats,  aiul  J  fired  briek-hats. 

But  a  good  paviiit;-Btoue  if  the  boss. 

Cuoiius. 
So  where'er  yon  may  be. 
Tills  advice  take  f  lom  me, 
■  .  Thii- world  is  a  wide  one  to  cross; 

SVheii  you  iK-ar  a  Tom-cat  yell, 
Take  a  trail  and  blow  him  to  HrookJyn, 
■  '       For  a  rolling  stone  gathers  no  in(»ss. 

Now  wc  sneak  back  to  bed  and  covt-r  up  our  lioads 

And  try  for  to  sleep  there  once  more. 

Hut  the  cats'  back  will  crecji,  througli  our  key-hole  they  ynxyi, 

.\nd  sing  Teek-a-boo  outsidi-. 

My  wife  cries  what's  tliat— with  a  t)i}r  bas<--J»all  Iwt 

And  a  luini)  tliroii^rh  the  entry  I  cross: 

I  have  tired  old  lials.  and  \  tired  brick-bats. 

But  a  good  pavinj;  .>rtoiie  is  the  bo.-s. -CiiouiTS. 


Parody  on :  • 

CALL    ME    BACK    AG-AIN. 

StiriB  with  great  suec**HB  by  lipster  &  Willisms. 

Seiiil  .voiir  nHiiio  ami  addrtss  to  U.J.  WVhnian.  I.W  I'ark  Kow.  N<w  York  i'\\\  .;iiiil  ivceiie 

by  i-etiirn  mail  a  coiiiplete  Calalopue  of  over . MX)"  Popular  Kiiplir-li  nini  ■;<  rmaii 

Songs- Free.     Pobtagc  Stamps  t;ikcn  siinii' aa  cash  for  all  oiii  kooiIs. 

You  said  ta-ta,  the  last  words  that  you  Uttered, 

So  I'll  run  away  to  .some  far  distant  land; 

I'll  be  a  cannibal,  or  else  au  Indian  lighter, 

Or  else  I'll  join  .some  desperado  band. 

I  low  can  it  be  for  drink  that  you  have  .shook  me. 

You  are  the  worst  one  that  I  ever  saw; 

I'll  give  you  liack  your  lirass  ring  and  your  photo — 

Then  run  away  to  some  far  distant  shore. 

Ciiours. 

■  -       Now  don't  yon  call  me  back — 
If  you  do,  go  hire  a  hack. 
So  I  can  ride  to  a  place  of  destination — 
Now  I  am  sure  jou  won't  call  nic  back. 

I  never  thought  the  first  lime  that  I  raet  you 
That  I  could  ever  give  to  you  the  shake; 
But  since  that  time  I've  found  you  are  a  suoozer; 
Ftir  drinking  beer  I'm  told  you  take  the  cake; 
I  leave  you  now,  perhaps  you  will  do  better.  • 

You  chin  too  much — you  have  got  too  ranch  jaw; 
'  :  :    Don't  send  no  postal,  telegraph,  or  letter. 

But  say  good-bye  to  my  beautiful  mother-in-law. — Chorvt. 
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SAVE  MY  BKOTHER^S  WHISKERS 
FROM  THE   PAIL.    . 


fU>n<i 


WriUvli  !>>■  JaiiU'H  Mi-Avojr. 

your  nftiHo  nndnihlrrssto  H.  .1.  W.liiiian.  I.W  Park  Kow.  Now  York  CIly.ntKl  r«>c«l»o 
»)>  n-liirii  iiimla  roiiiiilitf  ('afalnmic  i.r.>vfi:i<K«i  ropulnr  Kiit;li>li  ami  (irriiiMit 
>j,,ujjs-Klv<-.     t'o.-ta(r«-  Slatii|ps  taki-ii  saiiii-uscash  for  all  our  kihhIx. 

Tuno— ••  Sii\  !•  .M)  Mutlii'r'H  I'lrturc  from  the  Sale." 


M 


Wi'vo  bc»ii  tliiiikiii<:  <>/  iliv  ilay  whin  my  )irothcr,  liko  h  jay, 

Startfd  in  to  riii>iii:r  vy'iiskcis  on  hi;;  diin. 
So  oiii-  (lav  hi'  ?^(iavfil  iki^  Miout.  ami  in  a  \vc«>k  tlii'y  slartod  out. 

Till  at  last  tlu-y  caiMn  in  (-"ntai-t  willi  tin-  wiiul; 
In  II  priiwlcr  nr  ;i  Jul'  lif  wa.«  tlu-  lir.-l  to  imt  hi!<  nnig, 

No  tiiatfrr  tidtr.  Iai;ir  lurr,  or  alo; 
>Vlifn  heii  L'"  to  take  his  first  ilifii  tin-  v'antr  to  inp  havo  cnrscd 

And  ^aul:  *io  save  your  lnoiluT"!'  \vlii:*kvr:«  from  the  pail. 

(.'iionfs. 

The  dear  old  hish  hail  whisker--  like  a  brush. 

At  ailistaiiee  they  looked  like  a  horseV  tail. 
But  it  always  was  niy  joh  to  assist  my  brother  slob, 

\Vliile  drinkint:.  ":ivc  iii:«  whiskers  from  the  pail. 

For  to  work  ho  was  too  strong,  for  ihis  world  he  was  not  Iouk, 

lleeaiise  lie  was  too  short  for  to  iiet  tall. 
Still  Ills  whiskers  on  a  i>ineh  every  .day  >:rew  an  inch. 

Till  thi'y  used  to  trip  him  up  and  make  him  fall. 
W'l-  iis<-d  to  irive  him  sliots  till  he  tied  them  up  iu  kiiotii. 

Like  an  "\trskirt  lie  tixed  them  up  in  a  loop; 
^^■|len  at  diniier  he'd  sit  down  I  would  have  to  Ik-  around. 

For  to  sa\e  my  brother's  whiskerf  from  the  soup. 

ClIOlllTf". 

nil*  whiskers  wore  like  wire  and  tw  ico  as  reil  as  lire; 

I  tried  hard  to  avoid  him  w  lien  I  could: 
Vlien  he'll  take  !i.«-  rainy  d.iys'to  t:o  smoking  Henry  (.'lays, 

Thcu  Fil  save  my  brotiiei's  whiskers  from  the  miid. 

One  (Uiy  upon  tiie  ^tl•eet  a  strange  copper  on  the  beat 

>,iw-  iiiv  lifolher  had  tiiem  eomtied  out  like  a  broom. 
iSo  iiist«-.d  of  to  a  s'.itibiidiouse.  he  ran  lilin  up  an  alley, 

.\iid  iie  steeretl  him  riijht  into  an  auetion-iooiii; 
They  t.'i.d  to  sell  his  whiskers  to  the  wveii  Southeriand  sistern; 

But  a  ::iil  of  his  thal.Jii»t  ifot  out  of  jail 
She  ran  ii:;ht  in  the  pl:|cp  and  she  <;rabbed  my  brother's  fa<e. 

And  s^<  -:ive<l  my  bj-oth"  r's  whiskers  from  the  sale. 

f'HOKl*. 
That  'bar  old  fate  it  rame  within  an  are; 

If  he  ever  lo-.t  thi"in.  Ii>'il  look  like  a  pip; 
But  ill  another  second  more  they'd  have  tbene  Rltl}:^rri>  that  hcworf. 

So  she  !*a\ed  my  brolhi-rs  whiskers  from  the  w  lu.  / 


!       Parody   on : 

SAILING,    SAILING. 

CiJiiU'osoil  t)v  A    Il,iiii|i>'en. 

S«<nil  VMiir  iijunenndadilrP-'sto  11.  .1.  W.  liiiiaii.  l'»i  l';irk  Kow,  Now  Vorkf'ity,  ftnil  r<i-«ivi- 

bv  n  turn  mail  ni'i>mpl«-t<-t'iitali'iril«-  "r  <>\iv  .'■iliKi  I'lijiillnr  Kn);lisli  niiiKUriiiaii 

.s<'nfc's  -Kree.     Postatfe  Staiul'Stakeii  >auiea.sia>li  fur  all  I'ur  Kood". 

Ye;ive-lio  my  Itid,  the  oce!ur.<!  blue, 
,  Ye,  ye.  ye.  yam  ye-lia,  ha-ho-lio, 
A  .sailors  wife  his  .stin  siiall  Ik.', 
And  pawn  liis  tons  while  he's  tit  .sea; 
And  lu-re's  .-neecss  to  all  tiie  ,ji>lly  erew, 
Wliii.^e  out  of  work  and  don'i  want  none  to  do. 
And  liurc'.s  to  Ilie  sailor  who  never  did  a  diew. 
And  never  lilew  his  nose  l»e(»nse  liis  nose  was  blue. 

CnouL's. 

Sailing,  sailini^  over  the  ocetm  deep,- 
Many  a  .sailor  s  changed  hi.s  iiMnd, 
.    But  has  never  changed  liis  feet; 

Sailing,  sailing  on  throiigli  u  dreadful  storm, 
Many  a  sailor  lost  his  liirth 

IJecaiise  he's  never  l)ecn  borp. 

TIo  loves  llie  foam  tipon  the  sea — 

He  does,  lie  di>es,  he  does,  does  he? 

And  when  he  sees  tiie  sight  of  land, 

rpoii  his  head  ilic's  bound  to  stand; 

And  when  lies' in  beer  lies  sure  to  be  in  port; 

If  he  ean't  get  a  pint,  he'll  take  on  with  a  quart; 

And  then  when  he's  .sailing  over  tin  angry  wave. 

He  il  a.sk  the  captain  may  he  go  aloft  to  get  a  .shave. 

I  C'lioitirs. 

Sailing,  .sailing  round  the  New  York  dorks, 
Many  ti  sailor's  changed  a  bill, 
lint  has  never  changed  his  stx-k.s; 

Sailing,  sailing  on  through  a  dreadful  gtile. 
Many  a  .sailor  has  Iwen  saved  from  a  wreck 

Through  being  .stuck  in  jail. 


^^^" 


She  Wants  to  Have  Her  Name  above 

the  Door. 

Writtrn,  roni|M>M'il  ami  suiiK  )•>' James  Mo .\voy. 

Semi  your  name  nml  aiMress  to  U.  .1.  Weliinaii.  i:iO  r»rk  How,  N.  «•  York  Pity,  nii>l  n^j-t-ive  ( 
by  return  iimil  a  roinpletelalHlo^iie  of  ov.-r  .-hiki  l'.i|iiilar  Kiitrllsh'amriici mall 

Soiiifs     I'lee.     i'oMHKO  Sluiiips  tak<  II  MOiie  .k.'.  eu.sli  lur  alluur  i;iHMlii.  [ 

Tune— "  I'm  Uoiiif;  tu  Have  My  Name  ulMve  tliu  IHior." 

I've  fcot  a  charming;  nirl.  and  to  me  cIio'h  all  the  world; 

She  is  sweet  enough  for  any  liorce  to  ent; 
I  pass  her  house  most  every  day,  but  1  don't  know  where  she  lives'. 

For  I  forjiet  the  name  and  mim)H-r  of  her  street; 
I  asked  her  for  a  favor  to  send  me  her  address; 

I  am  worj«e  off  now  than  I  was  before; 
But  to  her  exiH'iise  and  cost,  just  for  fear  I  would  get  lost. 

She's  going  to  liaNe  her  name  upon  the  door. 

C'ilolU'n. 
Yes.  she's  Roins  to  have  her  name  upon  the  door, 

And  ii|ion  my  word  I  cannot  say  w  hat  for; 
She  keeps  no  i,'roierie8    she's  no  baker,  no  milliner  or  ilrcssinakrr. 

But  she's  gi>iiig  to  have  her  name  ujkui  the  door. 

Yes.  she's  coiiifj  to  have  her  name  upon  the  door 

So  I'll  never  miss  the  number  any  more  - 
Just  because  I  chanced  to  miss  it  the  iii^lit  we  bad  ihe  blizzard. 

She  is  iioini:  to  have  her  name  above  the  door. 
Ye.s,  she's  L'oiii};  to  have  lur  name  above  ihv  door  - 

She  thinks  some  lady  stole  me  once  ln'fore; 
I  told  her  to  L'el  out  ilo<li;ers.  but  she  said  'twas  loo  exjMMisjvo, 

That  she'd  r.-ithiT  have  her  name  above  the  door,     (.'iioms 

Yes,  she's  ^roiiiK  to  have  her  name  above  the  door, 

.\iid  if  1  do  not  see  it  iliere'll  lie  war; 
When  1  didn't  show  up  Sunday,  she  i:ot  a  |>:iinter  .Monday, 

She  had  him  daub  her  name  iipoai  liie  iloor. 
And  when  he  put  her  name  upon  I  he  door. 

She  made  him  ;:o  niul  paint  it  '-n  the  "aie; 
And  the  bartender  on  the  emner  raid,  for  fi  ai  Id  diHap|H)iiit  ber. 

She  mad*' him  put  her  naiiK' upon  the  elalt .     <  uoui  s. 

Yes,  he  >aiil  he  iiad  lur  name  upon  the  slate, 

.•Viid  every  d.iy  she  wrote  It  oiiee  or  twice; 
Ue  H.-ketl  h<r  if  she'd  set  lie  when  he  fiiletl  h<  r  mow  ki  kcttU.*, 

But  bhe  lold  him  to  put  her  name  n).on  ihe  ice. 
So  h«'  bad  to  pni  h<  r  naine  up  for  a  ;:iiidL;e  - 

It  was  a  tiill  for  whiskey,  Ixer  and  bndife; 
Now.  for  fejir  that  he'd  L'ef  Wusud.  be  d  liiive  her  iiolir  iirre»-lo<l — 

So  she's  ijoiiii;  lo  have  hei  nuine  lK:for»-  the  jiidi^e.     Choki-,.- 

Slill  she's  coins:  to  ha\e  her  name  upon  the  door 

It  oui;hl  lo  be  under  llw  carpets  on  Ih>'  rtoor; 
Hut  she's  boinrht  a  c.iliiiim  :;leamer  l<i  reiteet  a  Ibisliy  streamer. 

So  I  can  see  her  name  al>ii\e  the  door. 
Now.  if  she'd  only  take  a  lillle  bit  of  <halk. 

And  some  morning'  out  to  the  onnlry  take  ;i  w:ill.-. 
Write  her  initials  on  ihe  leiieefi  from  ^  onkers  lo  .\|oii  Haven, 

Then  she'd  surely  hu'. e  her  iiiinie  above  New  York,     i  iioitcs. 


DOWN   BY    THE   DEEP,   SAD    SEA. 

Semi  voiir  name  nml  aililn  ^-i  to  II.  .1.  Wiliniaii.  l.M  I'mk  !;.•«.  N.  w  V-.i!-: .'  .1  \ ,  .hhI  m-,  ni 

by  ret  mil  mail  a  i'oiii|ili'(f  <   italo^iii-orovii'  ."jhhi  l'..|iiilar  lirrlKli  .oiil  Oarman 

boUBS— tree.     I'ontatfe  .Vuiii|i»  t.iken  >aiiie  aseiuiJi  lur  all  uur  t(uod.s. 

Down  by  the  deep,  .sail  nea, 

I>own  wiiere  Ihe  se.igiills  roam. 
I  wander  on  ihe  luck  iiouiid  shore, 

Where  stood  my  ImivIkkkIs  home; 
IJiit  years  have  changed  Ihose  liappy  scenes 

That  once  were  dear  to  me. 
For  all  I  loved  in  life  now  sleep 

Down  hy  the  deep,  sad  .seti. 

Ciioui'8. 

Ob,  the  sea,  the  snd,  sad  sen — 

The  s«'a.  the  deep,  blue  .i^ea; 
I'd  give  the  world  to  live  agtiiu 

Down  by  the  deep,  .sad  seti, 

Down  by  the  deep,  sad  sea 

The  evening  shades  draw  nigh; 
I  gtize  ujioii  its  bo.soiii  s(,ft 

U'illi  sail  and  te.irfiil  eye; 
Anil  mein'ry  takes  ils  wjryu.ird  Might  » 

To  .scenes  that  u.^e  to  be. 
And  leaves  me  silling  lone  and  .sad 

Down  by  the  deep,  .^ad  sea. — (Jhorus. 


—  A  Deep  Hole.  — An  Tiisliman  knows  bow  to  willily  overcome 

all  diniciillies.     "  What  sh.il!  I  do  willi  Ibis  unsighlly  he,i]>  of  rub 
bish,  Pat'/"  "  Dig  :i  hole  ;md  bury  it.  '  answered  the  man  of  inveii 
tion.      ••  .\li.  yes,  Pat.  but  what  ;"iiu  I  to  do  with  the  dirt  I  dig  oiil 
of  Ihe  hole'/"  "  Well,  sir,  I  would  advise  you  to  dig  a  liok;  big 
enough  for  Ihe  whole  i>f  if." 
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OH,   GIRL Y-G-IRLY ! 

("opyilKlit  .-ii'Ciin-d  1879. 

Thf  Wiirils  niirt  M'lfdc  of  lliis  Soup  will  !«•  wiit  to  any  atldross.  p<isl-j>nid.  on  rocciiit  of  10 
conts;  or  tliisaiid  any  two  other  ^ioIl)|r!<for  oiu-  I'ollar,  l>y  11.  J.  Wetiinan,  VJO  I'nrk 
w,  N.'W  York  <"ity.     I'ostatre  Stuiiiiis  takf  ri  saiiii'  as  casli  for  all  our  Roods. 

Wonls  l»y  Ed.  Hnrrifrao-    Muwc  by  l»avc  Krahani. 

Tin  a  darling,  they  say,  amoiii;  (lie  girls, 

Tilt!  (icar  little  creatures  I  love;  ' 

As  walking  they  go,  sweet  kisses  they  throw 
From  my  third  story  window  above. 

■\Vhon  they  roll  up  their  dear  little  eyes, 

I  would  fall  from  the  window  and  die; 
And  all  of  the  boys,  who  envy  my  joys, 

t>ay:  Danny,* they  give  you  the  guy. 

ClIOKUS. 

-    Oil,  girly-girly! 

Will  anyone  name  the  day? 
Dolly  and*  Kitty,  and  iMary  so  pretty — 

For  gracious  sake!  take  me  away. 
Oh,  giiiy-girly! 

AVith  love  I  am  drooping,  they  say; 
I'll  have  one  of  ye  yet- 
That  is,  if  I  am  let — 
Oh,  girly!  Oh,  girly!  Oh,  girly! 

I  buy  all  the  niro  valoiilincs 

To  .^cnd  to  the  ladies  I  know; 
IJay  rum  on  my  hiir — !he}'  often  declare 

f  siiu-11  like  the  roses  that  grow; 
3Iy  kids  is  a  nate  number  ten,  . 

II  (DVLTS  a  wont  and  a  wen; 
Will  propriety  in  society, 

I  walk  among  the  line  gentlemen. — VJun'tis. 

Ni<'oll.  the  tailor,  knows  mc — 

1  open  a  basket  of  wine 
To  take  out  the  straw  to  pad  my  coat  more — 

I'm  home  in  my  be<l  about  nine. 
When  I  walk  for  a  day's  exercise, 

'i'lie  goggles  are  over  me  eyes; 
I'll  wrestle  and  fall  over  top  of  them  all 

Wid  any  man  under  my  size. — Chorus. 

My  collars,  the  Dave  Levrick  style, 

Fresh  from  the  laun<liy  at  Troy; 
Oh.  every  old  maid  who  works  at  the  trade 

'I'iiey  .s.iy  let  him  go,  he's  a  boy; 
To  Salt  Lake  I  must  emigrate; 

Great  Caesar!  but  I'll  fascinate 
Every  young  girl  with  a  bang  or  a  curl 

That  swings  on  her  father's  front  gate. — Chorus. 


Parody  on: 

THE    FLAG. 

Sung  with  pr<\it  giiivess  liy  I,<'st«r«t  Willlamft. 


c^; 


Send  voiir  n.inip  and  nddroKcto  H.  .1.  Wrl.in.in.  mi  Tark  Kow.  New  York  City.and  rpwive 

l)y  iTtiirn  ni.iil  ii  ••i>iii|>l<>U'  <  ';il.i!"jriu-  .•!  .jver  .'xmii  l'i>|iulitr  KuKli^li  aiid'Oennun 

SonfCK"  Free.     l'o.-tat;c  Staiiips  tjikeii  ^<;^Im•  as  fa.«li  for  all  ourK<*<>dK. 


We  will  open  up  this  rvcninir,  ami  we'll  i-ing  jou  a  new  diltj' — 

To  the  lioct  of  our  al>iliiy  «c  w  ill  rhyme; 
We  will  •ruarantt'o  our  voiecs  arc  not  the  very  elMiicent, 

15ut  we'll  try  and  j;et  there  with  you  every  "time. 
We  will  warlile  out  our  latent,  ami  we'll  do  our  very  ^rcxteift, 

AikI  we'll  try  and  trive  your  money '(<  worth  to  you. 
For  we're  feelin-.;  (rood  in  pjiirits.  anil  we'll  do  it  on  ournierite. 

So  think  just  what  yt>u  like  wlu-ii  we  get  through. 

ClloKfs. 

Then  here's  to  Annie  Laurie,  .       • 

And  Annie  I'ixley,  f«H); 
And  Annie  JIart, 

Or  anybody  that  1  ever  knew. 

Now.  the  first  wo  w  ill  8ing  you,  it  will  be  n  recitation. 

Of  .Lawrence  Harreii  jumping  oft'  the  Hrooklyn  IJridgo— 
Of  Mary  Anderson,  her  son  and  his  wife ■^  hicler- 

'Twai*  one  of  the  family.  1  don't  know  which; 
Davy  t'rooke<l,  Davy  (rocket,  in  hi:?  dninia  called  "  Frank  Mayo," 

The  gal  he  wouldn't  harm  her  if  he  could; 
Then  hurrah  for  Texas*  Jack.  IJufTalo  IJill  and  Fanny  Herring, 

But  the  bravest  of  them  all  was  N.  S.  Wood. 

('iior.rs. 

Then  here's  to  .\ndy  Collum 
And  IIk'  laiKi  tliat  ■:;ive  him  birth—      '      \  -. 

Then  here's  to  Molli<' Wilson, 
It's  her  second  time  on  eaith.  ;  .   ^ 

Edwin  Hooth  and  P.  T.  Hamum.  Kourkeiiih  .""iirccl  and  IJenry  Ir\'ing, 

Pat  Kooiicy.  Hronklyn  liiidgcand  Ceiilral  I'ark; 
I'al  Wagner,  (lie  Loreu/.o  Kiotlurs.  Sheilmaii  and  his  dogs. 

And  old  ^ta^igie  Mitchell,  just  from  Noah's  Ark; 
S«>rio  comics  wlio  have  l»cn  all  ihrough  the  Mexic  .-in  war 

And  fom;hl  and  bled  )><H>r  manatcis  to  death; 
If  you  w;ml  a  <opy  of  this  song,  jusi  write  to  Tony  Pastor, 

And  he'll  t-end  it  if  you  Kavi-  him  your  address. 

...  CiioKru. 

TInii  here's  to  Ida  Stddonx 

And  nil  old  mollicr  in  laws; 
And  here  we  li:ive  an  .'\!neri<  an  flag. 

So  Arc  MS  your  kind  apiilanse. 


Parody    on : 

BABY    AND    I. 


Parody   on : 

OVER    THE    GARDEN    WALL. 

Suii^r  li.v  l:illy  Iji  Rue. 

Si  ml  your  name  .Tiid  nd'Ir«>«i  to  H.  .1.  W«  hni.".n.  130  Park  How,  X<^-  York  City,  and  receive 
li.v  rel'.uii  iiiiOl  a  eoinplete  Catalogue  of  (  


Sonps--  Kree. 


■  over  ."idoa  I'opiilar  Kufrlish  and  C;<Tn>an 
Postage  Stamps  taken  s.iiiie  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  aiiil  sioin  willi  trreat  .-in 


l>y  lUlly  Mnek. 


.  Z-' 


>  -^vl 


end  rour  unme  andaddii  ss  to  H.  .1.  Welniiun.  Vtn  park  Itow,  New  Yt>rk  <'il>,ii 

by  i-<tinii  mail  a  e.  iinpitie  ('atal<i;rue  .ifever.VKKi  rojiulnr  Kiifrlisli  and  (ie 

Sitnifs     Free.     l'»*sl*i^re  Sta>oj»s  taken  saineaseasli  for  all  our  tc**o<ls. 


:«•  Park  Itow,  New  Yt>rk  •'il>,«nd  it-c^lve 

..r.„„.  I.    .  ..1...    ■•. 1:    1.  — .  .  •.,.,„,„ 

Is. 


Every  night  about  half-i)ast  two,  '  '. 

Over  the  garden  wall. 
Tlie  Tom-cats  trip  the  tra-lada-loo 

Over  the  garden  wall. 
They  yell  in  a  voice  come  over  Mariah. 
The" heart  of  your  Thoiiuip  with  love  is  on  fire; 
.\nd  then  they  yell  in  a  note  or  two  higher: 

t'onie  over  the  garden  wall. 

C'HonfP. 

f>ver  the  garden  wall,  hear  that  old  war-horse  squall; 
We  lire  brick-bats  and  St.  Patrick's  day  hats; 
Anil  our  voices  are  husky  from  hollering  scats. 
Over  the  garden  wall. "  ..         '  ' 

There's  cats  with  the  ague,  the  croup  and  the  gout. 

Over  the  garden  wall;  - 

On  crutches  a!id  canes  they  hobble  about. 

Over  tlie  garden  wall. 
We  give  them  some  dispiistiiig  cracks. 

Dislocating  their  hina-legs  and  breaking  I  heir  hacks. 
With  lots  of  coal  scuttle.'*,  old  shoes  and  I)oot-jacks, 

l-'rom  over  the  garden  wall. 

Chokcs. 

')  Over  the  garden  wall,  hear  Thomas  George  Washingtort  call: 
•^  Mariah,  Mariah,  your  hack  is  on  lire 

/  Old   Mrs.  Maguire  got  a  crazy  deeiru  to  biau(;h(<:r  Uiat  Theodore  Thomas  cat- 
Over  the  garden  wall,  fquire. 


; 


Oh,  I'll  .sing  of  a  maiden. 

Fat,  fair  and  gieen. 

Her  age  it  was  red,      .  • 

And  her  teeth  it  w;is  f-eventcen. 

She  could  eat  an  umbrella, 

Or  dissect  a  beef  stew. 

And  got  a  million  a  week, 

And  li;id  nothing  to  do. 

Her  father  is  wealthy,  he's  .serving  tliree  years 

For  drowning  himself  in  a  .schooner  of  lieer; 

She  drinks  lager  beer,  she  cotild  eat  a  wliolc  pie. 

This  fat  little  maiden  baby  and  I. 

Chokus. 

Oh,  when  she  gets  drunk  she  rolls  on  the  floor; 
She  plays  one  of  the  s.iilors  on  the  .ship  "  Pinafore  "; 
Oh,  she  is  a  diuidy,  slie  drinks  rock  and  rye, 
The  one  that  I  mc:ui  it  is  baby  and  I. 

When  lier  I  first  met,  it  was  in  the  nu)ntli  of  July, 
There  was  snow  on  tlic  ground,  there  was  ice  in  "the  .sky; 
She  was  wrestling  with  a  bull-dog  to  get  the  first  f.dl. 
The  bull-dog  he  iliiew  her  :uid  busted  her  gaiil. 
She  was  picked  tij)  the  next  <lay  and  throwed  in  a  coup. 
And  brought  to  a  lunch-house  and  made  into  .soup; 
The  soup  turned  out  b;id — how  the  lunchers  did  cry 
When  tiiej'  found  it  w;is  made  out  of  bab\'  and  I. 
liUt,  alas,  now  she's  dead,  not  drunk  I  mean; 
On  her  grave  I  planted  c;iri'ots  to  see  it's  kept  green; 
She  drank  lager  lieer.  she  could  eat  a  Avholc  pie. 
This  fat  little  lady— oh.  b:d)y  and  I. 


— He  who  rci'cives  a  "good  turn"  should  never  forget  it;  he 
who  does  one  should  never  remember  it.         ...:.;■; 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.  27. 


I    THINK    SO,    DON'T    YOU? 

•  '••p.vrijtlit,  ISW.  I»>-  W.  J.  liVi«U>tter. 

The  Wurils  ;iii(l  Miisii-  of  this  s.^mr  w  III  Ih'  stiit  ti'  any  addi-c.-.-,  vKistpnid,  on  rp<'fii«t  of  li) 

feiits.  oV  tills  .'iiitl  .•my  two  ..lli.r  .s..|ik'-  f'>i'  <  'lit'  I>olliir.  I.y  M.  J.  \\<  hiiiaii.  i:«l  I'iiik 

Kun,  Nt'W  York  City.     1\>!-I;i^i'  MiimiLs  taken  >.;iiiic  ii^tcufh  fur  all  our  ttixHU. 


A  song  Oil  tojiic'H  set  \o  rhyme 
Is  piiptilar  iii<>>t  :iiiy  time; 

1  tbiiik  so.  lioui  you? 
T«>  siK'.-iU  tif  iijiittt'is  that  you  know 
Is  alw.-iys  siiiv  to  be  a  go; 

1  Uiiiik  .>;i>,  (Inu't  you? 
The  things  we  •^ee  ami  those  we  hear 
When  iu  a  M>iig  quite  hri^lit  appear, 
And  what  is  very  conunon  phiee 
In  verse  lakes  on  another  face; 

1  think  .>^ii'.  (lun't  you? 

A  kiss  is  just  tlie  sweetest  tiling 
That  any  niaulens  lips  can  sing; 

1  tliink  .so,  «lonl  yai? 
There  s  not  a  Wtnuan  luit  is  pk-asi-d 
To  have  a  kis^  and  then  l)e  .vpieezed; 

I  think  so,  (jion't  you? 
Hugging  andikissing  are  the  rage 
In  every  land'at  every  age; 
The  old  anil  young  alike  agree 
It  is  the  same  with  you  and  me; 

I  think  so,  don't  yi>u? 

The  young  men  in  this  city  arc 
The  nicest  1  iiave  seen,  hy  far; 

1  think  sii,  ilont  you? 
They  sit  here  in  the  nearest  rows, 
Qiiife  pieture.sipie  in  nohby  clothes; 

I  think  s...  don't  you? 
!Ni'W  1  ve  the  chance,  I  want  to  say, 
It  is  not  flattery  I  pay, 
Tlieyre  ju.>>t  as  sweet  as  they  can  l>c! 
I>i>n  t  laugh,  for  you  can  plainly  see; 

I  think  so,  Uou'l  you? 

"When  winter  nights  are  long  and  bright, 
The  sleigh  riile  brings  a  wild  delight; 

I  think  so.  don't  ytiu? 
It  makes  us  merry,  liright  and  ga}-, 
And  every  one.  I  kn(»w,  will  .say — 

I  think  .?o,  tlou't  you? 
In  crimpy  air  our  faces  glow, 
AikI  as  we  cross  the  crested  snow, 
'I'he  pit  a-iire  h.is  a  double  charm 
Wiicn  your  escort  drives  with  but  one  arm; 

I  think  so,  jion't  you? 
I 
Our  senses  al|  the  lirightor  shine 
To  greet  a  gliss  of- sparkling  wine; 

r  think  so.  don't  you? 
It  give-  to  life  a  tlouble  zest, 
Anii  pul.s  all  nature  at  her  best; 

I  think  so,  d(»u't  you? 
To  >omi-  it  leaves  a  crim.son  stain, 
AVhilc  (liicrs  >ay  it  causes  pain; 
Ihit  llioii-ands  u.iiit  it  tilled  again; 

1  think  so,  don't  you? 

In  pt>ker  we  (,'oulil  take  a  hand. 

And  on  •'  a  call  "'  make  finite  a  stand; 

I  tliink  so,  jilon't  you? 
And  though  tlefeat  Jiiight  cause  a  blush. 
We're  always!  pleaded  t(»  hold    ■  ,i  flush  "; 

I  think  so,  jilon't  you? 
"We  like  ti>  .sejj  a  playhou.«e  jiackcd, 
"We  like  to  .sei  a  deck  well  stackeil; 
A  '■  full  housfc  "  pleases  just  the  same 
As  if  we  held! it  in  the  game; 

I  tliink  .so,  jilon't  you? 

A  dozen  timci,  or  more,  each  day 
We're  apt  to  bnc  another  .say; 

I  think  so,  'don't  you? 
Ci>iiicidences  rich  ami  rare  ' 

Are  thrust  upon  us  unaware; 

I  think  so,  don't  you? 
To  say  the  least,  it's  very  fiuccr 
How  strange  tiiese  incidents  appear: 
A  red  haired  maitlen  iu  the  street 
A  white  horse  you  are  sure  to  meet; 

I  think  .so,  don't  you? 


MASKS    AND    FACES. 

Copyright,  1889,  I.y  Willis  Woutlwanl  A  Co. 


Tin'  Wi-id.*  mill  Music  of  this  Soi^;  w  ill  \n-  Miit  t->  iiiiy  .adclnss.  iMvsf  luitd,  on  recpii 
<•<  Ills,  or  this  mid  .-my  two  ..thtr  S<.iit;s  for  i  iiic  holl.-ir,  l>y  II.  .1.  Wehiimii,  l;«i  Cirk 
Kow,Niw  York  City.    i'ostuKf  stiiiii|is  i^kt  ii  xiiiif  aHciutli  furali  ourKuiHls. 

By  UicharilJo.sc, 

In  life  \vi'  all  must  woar  a  mask,  coiiu'  faci.il  ilis>:iiiso, 

'I'll  liidf  tlie  wurkiiiu'f  of  our  lu-ari!'  from  othtr  iicoplc's  eyes — 

'I'lif  thii'f  iK'foro  liii<  jtiil^'i-  will  wfjir  tlie  maul;  nf  |H'iiiieiic<\ 
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I'KFRAIN.  .      :  ' 

Sec  lilm  ill  cliiircli.  wliat  jiiftyl  I!c  ifailf  Iiii*  iir.aycr  brtolj  fervently; 
(111  raili  MiliMTijilioii  list  «c  .sco  liis  naiiii'  in  MNcral  plaios; 
But  ulu'ii  at  liiimc  a  bcrvaiils  >|inv.  cir  ^rrovvitii;  oUi.  iiV  ■•on'  you  ^o!"' 
It's  tlu'U  lie"ll  lii:>  tnif  colors  I'liow  in  tin-  jilay  of  umslis  aiul^'aifs. 

t. 
Soi'  thiTc  iiiKiii  the  mitnic  »ta>;e  the  pot  romcdian  plays— 
What  vvil  tlii'ii'  if*  in  I'VtTy  ^IM•l•l•ll.  liow  wliiiiihical  liis  ways; 
Wliili'  loud  and  loiii:  thi'iilatidil.s  liiii;  at  cacli  iicxv  ijiiip  and  jest. 
As  from  liis  lips  vmU  iu'w  one  falls,  sifiiiiii>;  lij-iflitiT  than  Ihr  rfi?t; 
Flacli  lady  tlitimsrli  licr  iiiiiTa-i,'lasrt  Id;!  rhjuiu'in;;  I'catiircf  qtiiz; 
Tlii'v  ?miio.  aiiplaiid,  and  llit-n  exclaim:  "How  very  droll  lie  is. 
Oh.  Iiapiiy  actor,  idoll/rd  nllke  hy  stall  and  pit. 
How  v«Ty  liapjiy  jon  must  bo,  lilt-st  wiili  so  clioicca  will  " 

Refraiv. 

See  him  at  limnc  an  hour  or  so,  as  <rer  hi.s  wife's  bed.  hendin^  low, 
AVaKlliUi:  life'.s  tide  ebb  and  llow,  returns  her  weak  emhiaces; 
\Vheii  suddenly,  before  his  eyes,  Ilie  darliiii;  of  his  heart  she  dies. 
"I'is  then  he  learns  what  inoekery  iiis  iu  the  play  of  masktj  and  faces. 

^^■llo  is  it  warmly  shakes  your  hand  and  iretits  you  to  the  iM-st, 

.\nd  tells  yon  of  his  many" frieiuN 'tis  you  he  likes  the  tK'st, 

'I'li.lt  I'resident  you'd  surely  be  if  he  could  have  his  way, 

"Tis  the  politicians"  oily  Ion-rue  that  siiiijs  this  siieii  lay; 

He's  a  candidate  for  c>lii<'e.  he  wante  voiir  liiilc  vote. 

Ills  sons;  he  dm  s  not  iniprovisi',  he  always  sin^rs  by  rote. 

And  iis  from  ri-rht  to  left  he  nio\es  tliroii'^hout  the  voting  tlironi;, 

It  tnalters  not  if  Itrow  n  or  Smith,  he  sint;s  the  same  old  son;;. 

IiEFIlAIN. 

Hut  wlien  election's  strife  is  o'er,  and  he'c  elected,  then  you're  Horo; 
■   Alas!  he  sliiik«-s  your  hand  no  more,  'tis  ronirheiied  by  toils'  traces; 
Ollice  may  be  a  public  trust,  but  he'll  be  hum  si  if  he  "ninst, 
I'or  he  is  lookiu;;  for  the  (lu«i  in  the  play  of  masks  unU  fuces. 


The  Companion  Sonn^  to  "  "White 'Wingjs.'* 

MAGGIE    DARROW'S    WELCOME. 


<d|iyiiirht,  1886,  li>  Willis  WiMMlwarU  .V  Co. 

k'orils  mill  Music  of  this  Soiu;  will  U-  siiit  to  any  nililiss.  |>o.st  i»i|i|,  on 

ills;  III  this  mill  niiy  two  other  Siinfs  for  <  Uic  liollar,  liy  11.  ,).  Wiliiiiiiu 

Uuw,  New  York  City.    I'ostajte  St.iiii|is  taken  .siiiiie  as  c«.sli  forall  our 
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O'er  the  waves  in  the  sunset  light, 

I  .see  While  Wings  aftir; 
Haste  to  me  ere  the  shades  of  night, 

My  own,  my  guiding  star. 

My  heart's  own  giiiilin:;  .•-t.ir.  ^ 

Oh,  tar  .iWiiy  jit  the  dawn  of  d;iy. 

You  sailed  like  a  sea  bird  (air; 
IJui  liack  to  me,  o'er  llie  bounding  sea. 

Oh,  speed,  my  love,  tti  shore. 

ClIOlM  s. 
Welcome,  welcome.  While  wings,  tome. 
Sailing  over  the  bounding  sea; 
Near  my  hetiit  forever  be, 
M\-  ihirling,  .sc^  foiul  jtiid  true. 

Longs  my  heart  for  your  words  so  sweet, 

Tlie  smiles  of  love  so  ilear; 
Oh,  the  jo^-,  when  ;il  eve  we  meet. 

Your  cheerful  hail  to  he;ir. 

Yfiur  cheerful  hail  Id  hear. 
Tho'  storms  may  sweep  o-'er  the  billows  deep, 

And  cares  may  cloud  each  day, 
IJut  joy  will  come  when  I  welcfime  home 

lyiy  love  Iroin  far  ii way.  —  Chorus. 


■  -"  I  dtm'l  like  a  cottage  built  man,"  sjiid  young  Sweeps  to  liis  / 
rich  tmcle,  wlio  was  telling  the  .story  of  his  earl}-  trials  for  the  hun-  \ 
dredth  time.  "  What  tlo  you  mean  by  a  cottjige-built  man?  "  .asked  ) 
his  uncle.  "  A  man  w  ith  only  one  story,"  iinswered  young  Sweeps.  ( 
That  settled  it.     Y'oung  Sweeps  was  left  out  of  his  uncle's  will.       ( 
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ANNIE    RODNEY'S    JOE. 

Copyright,  isso.  Iiy  llarding  Bros. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonj;  will  be  scut  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reooipt  of  10 

cents;  ortlii.s  and  iiiiy  two  other  Sontrs  forcnie  Ifollar,  by  H.  J.  WehiAan,  130  I'urk 

iiow,  New  York  City,    l'u»lut;v  btaiiips  tiikeu  Baiiiu  as  eoish  fur  all  our  kuchIs. 


Words  and  MiLsic  by  J.  P.  SkeUy. 


My  iiatno  ia  Joseph  Dciiiicssy,  you've  hcartl  of  my  Pwoefheart; 
We've  travelleil  lonj;  together,  and  I  know  we  ne'er  shall  part;    '     ■ 
There'-'  soinethiiij;  in  her  hai)|)y  fniilc  that  wins  nie  as  I  <;o, 
And  I  am  not  il^•llauled  to  i<ay:"l'uj  Annie  Itooney'u  Joe. 

Chokus.  .    . 

I'm  Annie  Rooney's  Joe,  and  evcryhody  knows  it; 

I,et  lier  lieart  feeljoy  or  woe.  from  mine  own  none  can  dejwse  it; 

1  know  she  thinkt;  of  me  wliile  far  away  ]  ko, 

And  iu  her  heart,  tho'  we're  apart,  I'm  Aauie  Kooney's  Joe. 

She  occupies  a  mansion  fair  of  puritv  and  love, 
And  in  my  dreams  s'he's  ever  there,  like  an  an(:el  from  above; 
Altliou'_'tiVlie  is  not  rich  anil  grand,  and  wliat  eJie  does  not  know 
Mij;lu  till  books  by  the  dozen,  still  I  am  Annie  Koouey's  Joe.— Cuoni': 

TIk-  same  sweet  Annie  Roonoy  has  a  grievance  for  her  woes — 
When  rainy  weather  comes  about  slie  feels  lier  "  corny  toes "'; 
JSometimes  she's  not  accessible  unto  her  bully  ijeau. 
But  all  the  same  she  knows  that  I  am  Annie  Kooney's  Joe.— Cdorus. 


KISS    JUST    ONCE    AGAIN. 


Copyright,  ISXtJ,  by  K.  Hurdhtg. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  S<iHfc'  will  be  Miit  to  any  adclnss,  iMWt-rKtid.  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  S-ontrs  lor  <  >ne  liollar,  by  11.  .1.  W  ehnian.  130  I'urk 

Kow,  New  York  City,    rostajje  ^'tanips  takin  saine  as  easli  for  all  oiu'  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Connolly. 


The  wondrous,  witching  bliss  of  every  loving  kiss 

Will  linger  ill  our  hearts  fore venuore; 
So  when  tjiir  lips  are  met,  bo  wise  antl  ne'er  forget, 

Whene'er  you  kiss  repeat  it  o'er  aiul  o'er. 
What  sweet  delight,  what  pleasure  bright. 
What  dreams  of  love  lie  iu  the  rupture  of  a  kiss — then 

Cuours. 
Kiss,  *  ki.ss,  *  ki.*;s  just  once  again,  then  again,  *  * 
Once  again,  *  *  ki.s.s,  "*  kiss,  *  fear  not  'twill  give  paiu, 
For  you  and  1  and  all  of  us  must  kiss,  *  * 
So  let  us  kiss.  '*  * 

When  race  of  love  begins,  the  faint  heart  never  wins; 

To  "  do  and  dare  "  with  ardent,  loving  grace 
Is  what  the  battle  needs — not  words  so  much  as  deeds — 

For  vicfry  comes  in  love's  fond,  sweet  cmbnicc. 
What  sweet  deliglit,  what  pleasure  briglit, 
What  dreams  of  love  lie  iu  the  rapture  of  a  kiss— then— C/ior«s. 


Save  My  Father^  s  Picture  from  the  Sale. 

Written  by  Walter  Buriiot.    CoiniKMW'd  by  Sam  Uedfein. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thLs  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  any  addn-ss,  post-paid,  on  rewiiit  of  M  i 
cents;  or  tiiis  and  any  two  otiier  Son^;N  for  one  iKiUar,  by  II.  J.  Wehniaii,  IW Park         | 
Kow,  New  Y'ork  City.    Postat^e  Stumps  taken  same  a.s  cash  for  oil  our  ifoodi). 

Tis  many  years  ago,  in  the  time  of  frost  and  snow, 

3Iy  poor  old  father  felt  ill  and  he  died; 
Tliotigh  but  a  child  then,  for  my  age  was  scarcely  leu, 

'J'hey  cast  me  friendless  on  the  worlil  aside; 
jVIy  father  went  the  pace  all  througii  life's  busy  race. 

Ami  when  he  died  it  was  the  same  old  tale — 
For  the  little  one  bereft  there  was  Mcxt  to  nothing  left. 

They  even  put  his  picture  up  for  sale. 

;  '  CUOKUB. 

■  My  father's  face,  his  dear  old  face. 
His  loss  I  ever  shall  bewail; 
Don't  break  an  orphan's  heart,  from  that  don't  bid  me  part. 
Oh,  save  my  father's  picture  from  the  sale. 

In  the  auction-room  they  laugh'd,  they  bargaiu'd,  and  they  chafT'd, 

But  I  sat  in  the  corner  sad  to  mourn, 
AVhilst  every  relic  old  of  my  childhood's  days  they  sold, 

I  felt  as  though  my  heart  was  nicked  and  torn. 
The  chtiir  on  which  he  sat,  and  with  mc  used  to  chat,  ' 

All  passed  away  like  chaff  before  the  gale; 
My  heart  beat  fierce  and  fast,  I  was  forced  to  say  at  last: 

Oh,  save  my  father's  picture  from  the  sale. — C/wnm. 

But  the  picture  was  passed  round,  and  a  bidder  quickly  found, 

Iu  a  h)vely  little  angel  English  girl. 
With  cheeks  of  rosy  hue  and  eyes  of  licaven's  blue, 

Her  head  a  mass  of  sunny,  golden  curls — 
Even  now  for  her  I'd  die — she  whispered:  "  Do  not  cry," 

To  jo}'  she  turned  my  sad  and  piteous  wail. 
She  bought  it,  and  for  me,  with  hajiinuess  and  glee, 

She  saved  my  father's  picture  from  the  auh'.^C /corus. 


ANNIE    ROONEY'S    BEAU. 

Copyrifc'IU,  INW.  by  Cha-s.  W.  Held. 
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Kiss  at  sign  ♦ 


When  I  Saw  Sweet  Nelly  Home. 


■^ 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiiir  will  he  sent  to  any  adiiress,  po.^t-paid.on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Sonars  for  i>ne  Dollar.  l>y  H.  J.  W  eliinau,  i:«>  Turk 

Itow.  New  York  tjity.    I'oslutce  Stamps  taken  same  aiicash  for  all  our  goods. 


In  tiie  sky  the  l>ri<;ht  Ftars  {.'liitered,  on  the  <rrass  the  moonlijiht  fell, 
llnsbed  tiie  sound  of  daylitrlit's  hustle,  closed  the  pink-eyed  ]iimi>criiel]; 
As  ilowii  the  moss-grown  woodpatli,  where  flie  cattle  love  to  roam. 
From  Aunt  Diuali's  (piiltiu^  party  1  was  ecciiig  Nelly  home. 

CUORCS. 

When  I  saw  sweet  Nelly  home,  when  Is.aw  sweet  Nellv  home; 
How  1  bless  the  August  evening  wlieu  I  saw  sweet  Nelly  home. 

,)eltv  ringletfi  softly  fluttered  o'er  her  brow  as  white  as  snow. 
And"  her  cheek,  the  crimson  sunset,  scarcely  had  a  warmer  (.'low; 
'.Mid  her  parted  lips'  vcrmillion,  wliitc  teeth  ttaslicd  like  ocean  ftiain; 
All  I  marked  with  pulses  throbiug,  as  I  saw  sweet  Nelly  home— Cuours. 

When  the  Antumn  tin;jed  the  greenwood,  turning  all  the  leaves  to  gold. 

In  llie  lawn  by  alders  shaded,  1  my  love  to  Nelly  told; 

As  w»'  stood  toirctlier,  ga/.ing  on  theelar-bcspangled  dome, 

liow  1  biessed  the  August  eveuiug  when  I  saw  sweet  Nelly  home.— CuoRUS. 

'A''iite  hairs  mingle  w  ith  my  tresises.  furrows  steal  upon  my  brow, 

Fir  a  iovc-smile  dieei-s  and  blesses  life's  declining  moments  now. 

Matron  in  a  snowy  'kerchief,  closer  to  my  bosom  come, 

T-'V.  me,  dost  thoii  still  remember  when  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  home?--CuoRi'f<. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonif  will  Im-  .sent  to  .iny  address.  |>ost-|>aid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  orthi.sand  any  two  ot lier  Sonjrs  for  <)n<-  IKillnr,  l»y  11.  J.  Wehmaii,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  Y'ork  City.    FostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  eusli  for  all  our  i;oodih 


AVords  and  Music  by  Hul>ert  Lorini;. 


/ 


— An  easy-going  German,  lately  married,  says:  Id  vas  yoost  .so 
easy  as  a  needle  cood  valk  oud  mit  a  camel's  eye  as  to  get  der  be- 
hiudt  vord  mit  a  vomaus." 


— A  Western  paper  reports  the  birth  of  a  male  child  with  wings. 
Probably  nature  intended  him  for  ubauk  cashier.  •..• ;  T 


I  am  a  nice  young  man,  my  name  is  Joe  McCann, 

My  sweetheert  is  as  fair  as  bints  of  Spring; 
I  vis'it  her  each  night,  for  she's  my  heart's  delight. 

And  when  she  speaks  you  think  of  birds  that  sing;  .• 

Her  home  is  not  so  grand,  but  not  in  ail  the  land 

Could  any  palace  brighter  beauty  show, 
For  at  the  doorway  there  I  meet  my  Annie  fair. 

They  all  know  that  I'm  Annie  Rooney's  beau.  ^ 

CUORCfl. 

Oh.  she's  the  darling  for  me,  my  wife  she  soon  will  lie. 

She  the  sweetest  and  the  neatest,  and  1  love  my  Annie  so. 
She's  always  wearing  a  smile,  about  her  there  is  ik»  guile. 

She's  "always  there,"  and  she  seems  to  care  for  Anuieitoouey's  beau. 

She  has  a  winsome  waj-.  and  cares  not  for  display; 

Slie  has  a  winning  smile  for  all  who  call, 
The  idol  of  her  home;  no  matter  w  lu're I  roam 

That  little  home's  I  lie  sweetest  lioiiH- of  all. 
Each  evening  just  at  ei<rht,  she  meets  me  at  the  gate, 

And  by  her  side  the  fondest  joys  I  know, 
She's  soon  to  be  my  wife,  the  darling  of  my  life. 

Because,  you  see,  I'm  Annie  Rooney's  beau.— CuoRUS. 


*  >  » 


Of  y 
yoii, 


A  lawj'cr  says  that  a  convenient  way  of  testing  the  affections  i 
our  intended  is  to  marry  another  woman.  If  she  don't  love  i 
you  will  find  it  out  immediately. 


-^A  brother  arose  in  a  weekly  praycr-raeeting  and  said:  "  Breth- 
ren, when  I  consider  the  shortness  of  life,  I  feel  as  if  I  might  be 
taken  away  suddenly,  like  a  thief  in  the  night." 


—"  Oh,  heavens,  save  my  wife! "  .«;houted  a  man  whose  wife 
had  fallen  overboard  iu  the  Hudson  River  recently.  He  succeeded 
in  rescuing  her,  saying:  "My  dear,  if  3'ou  had  been  drowned, 
what  should  I  have  done?  I  aan't  going  to  let  you  carry  the  pocket- 
book  again."  •..  .-,- 
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OH!    MAMMA,    BUY    ME    THAT. 


C'opyriifht,  1$9U,  l>y  liiiimii  &  (iuHliiii;. 


\ii.v  uUdos.  iiost  iKiiil,  on  n^ocipt  of  10 
iviits;  or  ilus  and  .iii.v  two  oilier  Sonj;.-  f.^r  One  l>olliir,  liv  11.  J.  Weliniun,  i;iO  I'ark 


The  Woiils  and  Mn^'if  of  tliis  S<pn»f  « ill  Ik-  wnt  t 
I- llils  and  .iii.v  two  oilier  Son>;>  fiir  <> 
Kow,  New  Yolk  i'lty.     IWlani'  M;i'.i|'''ti''<'''  ><>i">-  as  eu>li  lorall  our  kouUh. 

Woi-Us  and  Music  by  Al.  Hiiutiu. 


There  is  a  sdyiug  fur  ami  wiclu 

That  one  hears  evrv  day, 
'Tis  spoke  by  babies,  iliu'.es.  ihuliiies, 

(to  wiiiiiler  where  yi>u  may. 
If  you  have  sometiiiiijr  new  to  wear, 

kid  gloves,  tine  coal  or  hat. 
You  wont  go  far  before  yi>u  hear: 

Oh!  luanuna,  buy  nie  tliat! 

OhI  nianuna,  oh  I  nianima, 

(Ml!  inainina,  buy  ine  that! 
Oh[  matnnia.  oii!  uianuna, 

>iow,  \von"t  you  buy  nie  that? 
Mu,  nui,  inn,  yum,  yum.  yum; 

OhI  mamma,  buy  me  that! 
Oh!  wouldn't  1  like  to  own  it; 

Mamma,  buy  me  that! 

The  little  tot,  whose  good  mamma 

When  .iroiug  out  to  shop. 
Shows  baby  all  the  pretty  thin,:;s. 

And  lie  with  glee  does  hop. 
No  matter  what  the  rascal  .-^ees, 

You're  sure  to  liear  the  brat — 
lie  pulls  and  tugs  and  .>5houts  aloud: 

(.)hl  mamma,  buy  me  that! 

I  Ciiuurs. 

Ob|  mamma,  oh!  mamma. 

Oil!  mamma,  buy  me  that! 
Oh!  mamma,  uii!  mamma. 

Now,  Won't  you  buy  me  that? 
Mn,  inn,  mn.  yum.  yum.  yum; 

Oh!  mamma,  buy  me  that! 
Oh!  niamnnt,  I  woli't  break  it; 

Mamma,  buy  me  that! 

A  fre.sh  young  man,  dres.sed  spick  ami  spaii, 

AVhile  w.ilking  down  the  street, 
He  met  a  girl  wjio  wore  a  curl 

That  almost  touched  her  feel. 
He  stiaigbteneii  out  hisdudi.^h  f(«rin. 

To  her  ho  tipped  his  hut, 
She  looked  lut  him.  then  laughed  and  said: 

Oh!  mamma,  buy  me  that! — VhoruK. 

"NVlien  dudes  meet  dudines  ou  the  street. 

They  impudently  stare, 
They  hold  their  "  gluwses  "  to  their  eyes, 

Twirl  miistache  of  two  hair. 
The  darlings  thu>.  encouruge  them, 

Then  flirt;  with  irreut  eclat. 
Anil  then  tljiey  ridicule  them  wilh: 

Oh!  mun^mu,  buy  me  that ! — ('/mnix. 


ROMPING    IN    THE    CLOVER. 

r.i|.jnt,'l.t,  isw.  l.y  Cha.s.  W.  llel.l. 


The  Words  and  .Musjr  of  this  Sonir  will  In-  wnt  to  any  addn-»s,  |i<>st-|iaid,  on  niTipr  of 
cents;  or  tliiN  and  any  t|«vo  other  Soiii;s  Tor  One  Itollur.  I>y  11.  J.  Wehiiiun,  l:ii)  I'urk 
Uow,  New   York  <  'it.v;     l'ost;i*fe  stamps  taken  s;»hu'  as  eitsh  I'or  all  oiii-  )^<hmIs. 

n — 

Wonlit  l>y  < if<jnf«' <.'<'opt.T.    ilusiv  by  J.  1".  hki-lly. 


<0 


fr.-.-. 
I.e. 

adieu; 
.  loo— 
,  too. 


While  roiiii>iiii;  in  the  \ittT\t\K  <-lovcr  I  fit-l  so  liifhr  iitiU 
My  heart  with  ioy  i-  hiihhlini;  over  ami  liajipy  .-lill  I'll 
I,et  ttioHe  who  like  he^in  their  r<it;liiiii.'.  to  cure  I've  hid 
A  lucrry  heart,  there's  no  <leii\iii;;,  ir^  life  aiitl  Mnmliint 
A  merry  heart,  there's  no  deiiyin^r,  i^  life  uiiil  suiisliitie 

Ciioinv. 

Ill  tlie  clover,  in  tin-  clover! 

koiiipiiiL;  SO  },'iiy  ill  tht;  purple  clover! 
What  So  happy  eoulil  there  e'er  he 
As  romping  in  the  clove r.  -(  Dani  b.) 

White  rompintj  in  t|ie  purple  clover,  coriteiiteil  with  my  lot, 

Kroni  care  I'll  ever  ^>e  a  rover     now  lell  nie  who  would  not? 

I  Carrol  with  the  liirtls  ho  uaily,  no  iiialter  shine  or  rain: 

And  \h\!i  is  still  my  motto  diiily:  "  The  tide  will  turn  u:;ainl  " 

Uh,  this  i.s  etill  my  motto  daily:  "  The  tide  will  lurn  u;;atn:  " — Cuoiie^. 

While  rompiii;;  in  the  clover,  and  still  I'll  shout  and  siiii;! 

I  know  that  every  stortii  hlows  over,  that  Winter  hriiiijs  the  Mprinj;. 

Thic  life  was  never  made  for  pining;    a  bolk,  ho  sernion  mine: 

Kach  cloud  etill  has  u  silver  liiiiii<;;  the  sun  is  sure  to  shine! 

Each  cloud  hat)  »till  a  Hilver  liniii)^;  the  hiiu  is  sure  to  ehiue!  — CuoKCs. 


UP    COMES    McGINTY. 

Copyright,  1889.  by  OllTtr  Uitaon  Conipiuiy. 

WordnAnd  Music  of  this  Son(c  will  Im-  sent  to  any  nddreiw,  nost-uaid,  on  r<H-vlpt  of 

centM:  or  thta  and  any  two  otliec  Souks'  for  one  Uollnr,  by  11.  J.  VVc hinan,  i:<u  I'ark 

Row,  N't-w  York  City.    VvaUme  Stumps  taken  !>uino  us  cunh  fur  all  our  KooiU. 

Word.s  by  J.  W.  Wheeler.     Musie  by  Harry  J.  I>allou. 


When  JIcGiuty  slipixjd  away,  f:iith,  said  he,  I  think  I'll  stbay 

Till  the  neighbors  give  me  up  a  drowudid  man; 
Tben  I'll  bob  up  to  the  top,  bustle  round,  ami  liiid  a  cop, 

Aud  dhrop  aroiiml  and  call  Put  McC'unn; 
If  the  sthory  gets  about  that  five  dollars  sold  me  out, 

It's  the  niinutiou  of  Beilaley's  heart, 
So  I'll  step  uo  foot  ashore  till  this  wonderment  is  o'er. 

For  McGiuty  has  the  uame  of  being  slmiart. 

ClIOKCS. 

Up  comes  McGinty  wid  a  sculpin  in  his  list. 
And  a  tish-hook  in  his  nose,  and  a  chain  around  his  wrist; 
lie's  all  ready  for  u  tussle  or  a  social  game  of  whist, 
Right  from  the  bottom  of  the  say. — {Danee.) 

When  be  found  Bedaley  Ann  she  was  niarrieil  to  a  man 

By  the  name  of  Dennis  Fagun  o'er  the  way; 
Aud  she  thought  a  splendid  dish  was  McGinty  for  the  lish, 

While  he  slumbers  ut  the  bottom  of  the  say; 
So  be  took  a  dhrop  of  gin — faith.  s:iys  he.  I'il  now  begin 

For  to  straighten  all  these  funny  matters  out; 
If  they  take  Dan  for  a  fool,  or  they  think  his  head  aiu't  cool, 

Sbure  they'll  find  McGiuty  knows  what  he's  about. 

Ciiouus. 
Up  comes  McGinty  and  be  looks  bis  very  best, 
With  a  lobster  in  each  ear,  and  with  sea- weed  in  bis  vest; 
And  he  wants  to  tight  the  Faguus  aud  the  judge  and  all  tlie  rest, 
Kight  from  the  bottom  of  the  say. — (IXince.) 

Now  McGiuty  take  my  band,  says  bis  good  friend  Pat  MeCanii, 

And  we'll  call  the  thing  a  migiity  funny  joke; 
Tell  the  folksyou  lost  your  route,  and  you  couldn't  »]uite  swim  out. 

For  vour  head  was  rather  diz/.y  wlien  you  woke; 
Go  ami  gel  a  brand  new  suit,  and  give  this  old  one  the  .shoot. 

Take  a  hatchet,  scrape  them  whiskers  from  your  chin, 
Aud  we'll  call  around  to-uigiit,  and  we'll  set  the  matter  right. 

And  Bedaley'll  take  you  to  her  heart  again. 

ClIOKfS. 

Up  comes  McGiuty  and  he  raps  u]m)ii  the  door. 
And  Bedaley  gives  a  yell,  and  the  kid  begins  to  roar; 
For  she  said  .she  never  saw  Dan  when  he  looked  so  line  before, 
Kight  from  the  bottom  of  the  say. — (iJiOiCe.) 


i 


BRO^W^N    KEPT    ONE. 

Copyri«ht.  18110,  by  M.  Witniark  Jt  Hon.-t. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son^r  will  Ih-  si'iit  to  un.v  addn-M.  iH.st  |>aid,  on  re<'ei|.t  of  iO 

cents,  or  tliiH  and  any  two  other  .Sonir»  for  oik-  Dollar,  by  II.  .1.  Wehmaii.  Liu  Turk 

Kow ,  Xew  York  Cily.     rosta^e  St«iu|M  lukeii  suiiie  us  eusii  lor  all  uiir  KtHxU. 

Written  and  eoiniMiHvtl  by  .Vithiir  We.st. 

I've  a  friend  in  dear  old  Hrowii.  |K-rhaps  you  do  not  know  him  — 

lie's  a  man  about  the  town,  nothing;  you  can  show  him; 

We  were  plAymateH  years  ujjo,  mischievous  like  taken; 

1  \\m  huiii^ry  and  I  noticed  in  his  hands  he  held  two  cakes. 

ClIOKfS. 

So  lirown  kept  one  and  pivc  to  me  the  other— 

Oil,  what  a  spree  and  what  a  jubilee; 
]Srowii,  said  Thompson.  I  love  you  as  a  l>rother, 

Kverylliiu},' I  have  you  can  share  with  tut'. 

I  met  lirown  the  other  iiii;lit     Brown  said  he  was  bully; 

lint  I  saw  that  In:  w;is  ti^jhi,  and  was  tailier  fully 

Two  jjirls  he  hud  on  his  arm     pretty  ladies,  Iim)- 

1  said  lirown  you've  ^t  too  many— one,  I  think.  Is  enough  for  you.— C'lio. 

Once  I  thoiitrhl  I'd  like  to  see  a  ll<;htin^'  match  and  did  It— 

lirown  had  (;ot  a  ticket,  too,  hut  he  oiiickly  hid  it 

From  his  wife  and  said  come  ou,  to  my  iiilense  surprise; 

Interferin<;  in  the  mutter,  lirown  soon  i;ot  two  uice  black  eyes.— (.'iiuiil's. 

lirown  got  married  to  a  irirl  he  met  lip  ill  the  city— 

(•olden  hair  and  teeth  liiie  |M-arl     he  did,  and  more's  the  pity: 

One  flue  day  there  came  to  him  a  judumeiit  for  his  sins - 

A  nurse  lo  keep  the  household  ri^ht,  uuil  handed  Browu  two  lovely  twiiii>.— Clio. 


— Boanliug-boiise  chicken  soup  can  be  niatlc,  it  is  said,  by  bang- 
ing up  a  hen  in  the  sun  so  that  her  shadow  shall  fall  into  a  iK)t  of 
salt  and  water.  The  only  trouble  is  that  on  a  cloudy  day  the  soup 
is  liable  to  be  weak. 
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DEAR    OLD    NURSERY    RHYMES. 


C'opyiijclit,  ISyO,  l>y  nalmor&  WuIkt  Music  Jloiisi-C.'o. 


The  Wonls  niul  Music  of  llils  S4mtf  will  In.'  wiit  In  luiy  iHlilfi'ss,  i>(wt  paid,  on  n-ceipt  ol 
(•fills;  1)1-  lliis  iiml  .•my  t«ip  4itli»T  S<iii(fs  for  oiii-  Uolliir,  l>y  if.  J.  WVlnunit,  VM>  iVrk 
l{»«,N»'.v  Yorkl'iCy.    I'ustuKe  Sljiini>sUikiu  t^tiiK' um-iisIi  forull  utit'K<>o<i»' 

•     AVoi^lsanU  Music  by  Win.  I),  llall. 


of  40 


Vlii'ii  liiit  n  rliild,  "Ivvas  loii^  af,'<>,  my  iiiirso  lliefC  stories  told, 
Aiiil  Willi  a  !)'•>■«  simplicity  I  valiit-d  tlifiii  as  gold  — 
'I'liin-  and  airaiii  I've  liftciicd  to  lier  fabit's  Htraiine  and  queer. 
And  diiiiiii.'  wiiitiT  weather  ;ralluTed  round  llie  lire  to  hear 
Tlie  fale  of  pour  '"  fock  l{oliJii  "  aiid  the  tale  of  •'  Jack  and  Jill  '*; 
Whene'er  ^lie'd  lell  "  Keil  I{idin;,'-hood  "  o'er  ine  'twould  send  a  chill; 
No  more  I'll  iiear  (hose  le>;ends  told,  with  8ucli  ioy  and  sublime; 

;e  old  i;ur 


'I'lien-  dwells  within  my  lieart  a  love  for  those  i 


irsery  rhymes. 


C'lioiius. 

W  here's  the  lieart  tliat  does  not  keep  some  fond  remembrance  hidden  (h-ep? 

Who  IkiiIi  not  savi.il  some  trille  lo  lieasure  and  enshrine!' 

S'o  harp  cnii  boast  of  bWeeter  iioieB,  nor  bells  of  sweeter  cliimes—' 

1  love  them  more  than  diamonds  rare,  tlioscUear  old  nursery  rhymes. 


In  after  years,  when  1  recall  the  days  of  jileasiire  past, 

1  lliliiU  of  joyous  hours  that  have  tlow  ii  away  so  fast, 

\\  iieii  some  t"or:cotlen  air  1  hear  brings  back  past  scenes  to  me, 

\\'hi<-h  iieiitly  claiiiw  a  list'iiin.;  «'ar.  an<l  then  nieihinks  1  see 

The  play  I'ooiii  with  its  si)U'iuloi-,  w  itii  the  old  nurse  uiltin;;  there, 

Telliiii;  me  sweet  stones  from  lier  old  arm-chair; 

jly  childliii.'d  was  a  jtolden  lime,  then  all  the  World  was  brij,'lit, 

For  siiushine  tame  with  ev'iy  morn,  and  sweet  dreams  came  at  night.  - 


Clio. 


When  L'l-owii  a  m.'iii  I  ofieii  smiled,  ivmemb'riiiijall  these  things, 
'I'o  lliink  when  1  was  but  a  el:il.l,  foii<l  recollections  brin|». 
To  mern'ry  m.iny  happy  d,i>s  I  11  see  a;.'ain  no  more, 
Aloiii:  willi  llie  old  playroom  and  tin-  clock  above  the  door, 
.\t  ni,:lit-linie  When  my  piayer.-«  ,veie  sai<l,  into  my  crib  J'd  creep, 
'I'o  n-aeh  llie  land  of  slumber  to  the  music  of  ••  Ito-peep," 
With  fia;:iaiil  retiospeclioiis  now  my  eyi-s  retleci  in  tears, 
Wluii  tiio.-e  melodies  divine  fall  sweet  upon  my  ears.— t'liouug. 


THE  COOlSrS'  CHRISTMAS  DINNER. 


Coiiyrii^lit,  ISti),  by  Jos.  Tlioiiie. 


The  Worils  nml  Music  of  tliis  Soiiir  will  l.c  wnt  to  nny  :nl>livss,  itost -paid,  on  woeiiit  of  40 

ei-iil-:  ••'.■  llii>  and  any  l«o  i.llur  :-»oii:.'s  inr  »  mr-  I'l.liar,  by  fi.  J.  \V('liiiinii,i:i()  I  jirk 

ICo",  New  York  «.iiy.    IVMaffMaiiiiis  takiiit>iOiio  ;t.sc;usli  lurniluur  i;uu<ls. 

Words  and  Music  by  Jolin  lU'iiiond. 


I  received  an  Inviiation  to  attend  a  Christmas  dinner 

That  was  given  by  some  col<>rt'U  folks  in  eighteen  eighly-oight, 
I  cbalki'd  my  paper  collar,  polished  ii])  my  beaver. 

Started  and  arrived  there  on  the  very  day  and  date. 
I  rang  the  door-bell  gently,  Angelina  came  and  opened, 

She  .-.■lys  to  me  "  Kin<l  Sir,  you  have  just  come  liere  in  time  " — 
Shc^  took  my  hat  and  Ulster,  and  she  hung  it  in  the  hallw.'iy, 

Then  shetook  me  in  the  parlor,  which  was  furnished  very  fine.    : 
There  the  guests  were  chatting  merrily,  with  joy  the  music  rang, 
And  after  I  was  inlrmJuced  these  am  the  words  I  sang: 

Ciioi;ts. 

(111.  Chri-iliiias  conies  but  once  a  year,  let  every  one  lie  gay, 
Lois  4)f  whiskey,  gin,  and  beer  wt!"re  going  to  give  away; 
Food  a-plenty  f<>r  to  eat.  cooked  by  ole  Sail  Skinner, 
She  am  de  colored  individual  dat  cooke^l  dat  Christmas  dinner. 

The  lirst  coou  dat  I  recognized  wlien  I  went  in  the  jiarlor 

W'liK  I'le  .limmv  I'arker  making  love  lo  bit:,  fat  Hester  Brown, 
Jicii  I  saw  .Meliiidy  Jackson,  dressed  iij>  in  installments, 

ll.iir  done  up  in  yi-llow  ribbon,  jn^t  to  take  the  town. 
1»(  n  I  saw  ole  Jvlgar  smiling    says  be:  "Jim.  my  bunions  liiirt  me, 

tbil  I  "speci  to  h.-ive  a  good  time  w  iih  the  darkles  just  the  same  ''- 
riirlr  Ituliis  inirwluceil  me  to  a  coon  down  in  <;eorgia. 

°S|i<  ri  hi^  ii:ime  was  ole  Iteii  Harrison  or  .Morton  or  Jimmy  Lilaine. 
Theie  the  giiesls  were  chutling  merrily,  w  itli  joy  the  music  "rang. 
And  after  1  was  iutroduceU  tliet<e  am  Ihi;  words!  i<aiig:  -Ciiuuu:«. 


Beantifal  Thoughts  Linger  Near  Me. 

Ci>|ij  riiflit,  18;i,  liy  Cory  Urothers. 

Till'  Words  :iiid  Music  of  tliis  Son;;  will  lie  sent  to  nny  .idilress.  jiost-naid,  on  receipt  of  40 
eciil^;  or  til  is  a  ml  any  two  oilier  Solids  forduc  iKiIlar,  liy  H.  J.  \\<-liniaii,  i:f«i  Talk 
llo«.  New  York  Ciiy. 


MY    BOYHOOD'S    HOME, 

Words  by  J.  T.  Il.iines.    Music  by  W.  .M.  liookc. 

The  Words  and  MuRic  of  tliis  Soug  will  be  sent  to  any  addiv.ss,  |>o.st  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjfs  for  cine  l)oliar,  liy  U.  J.  Wcliiiian,  ISO  I'ark 

Kow,  New  Y'ork  City.     I'ostaK''  Stniiiiw  taken  same  a-s  casli  for  all  our  ifuods. 

My  boyliood's  home!  I  see  thy  hills,  ..       _ 

I  see  tliy  valley's  changefurgreeii. 
And  manhooit's  eye  a  teardrop  tills, 

Tlioiigh  years  have  rolled  ^ince  thee  I've  *ceii. 
My  boyhocMl's  home!  ]  see  thy  hills, 

1  see  thy  valley's  changeful  green. 
And  manhood's  eye  a  teardrop  mis  (a  teardrop  fills). 

Though  years  have  rolled  since  thee  I've  seen 
Thongli  years  have  rolled  since  thee  I've  si.-eii-- 
•' :  My  boyhoods  home,  my  native  home. 

My  boyhood's,  boy humi's  home. 

1  come  to  thee  from  w  ar's  dread  school, 
■  "■  '        A  warrior  stern  o'er  thee  to  rule; 

But  while  I  gaze  on  each  loved  plain, 

1  feel  -I  feel  I  am  a  boy  again. 

To  the  war-steed  adieu,  to  the  tniinpet  farewell. 

To  llie  poinji  of  the  palace,  the  )>roiid,  gilded  dome; 
For  the  green  scenes  of  childhomi  1  bid  ye  farewell, 

Tlie  warrior  returns  to  his  boyhoods  Inime 
For  the  grwii  scenes  of  iliildhood  I  bid  ><•  farewell, 
.■  The  warrior  relnrns  lo  his  boyluxKl's  loved  home. 

To  his  boyhood's  loved  home,  his  loved  native  home. 

To  his  loved  native  home  -  returns  to  his  loved  native  home. 
My  boyhood's  home!  1  see  thy  hills, 

1  see  thy  valley's  changf III  green, 
And  ninnlKHxl's  eye  a  teardroj)  nils  (a  teardrop  fills). 
Though  years  have  rolled  since  thee  I've  seen-  -  '    ■ 

[  .     Though  years  have  rolled  since  thee  I've  seeu. 
My  boyhood's  home,  my  native  ttuuie — 
-   My  boyhood's,  boyhood's  liouie.      . 


HOOAN'S    FLAT. 

Copyfiplit,  IKX'.i,  by  S.  Iti-ainnrd's  Sons  fo. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Sontr  » ill  lie  Kent  to  any  address.  |H>st-|iaid,  on  ni-eipt  of  W 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  .Siiiik's  for  One  ii.-llai',  liy  II,  J.  Weliiiiaii,  i:HI  I'urk 

Uow,  New  York  City.    I'ostaire  Stani]>s  taken  s-iine  as  exsli  for  all  our  Kouds. 

Words  and  Music  b.v  W.  A.  Jlroekwny. 


r  out. 


The  boyp  and  girls  all  eatlier  in  each  night  on  llogan's  flat. 
There's  Bridget  Moriarity,  sure,  and  Bjirney's  Duffy  Pat; 
Selphina  Ann  MctJilligan,  Bermudas  Faggaii,  too; 
lU-rdelia  Jane  O'Snllivan.  Pal  Uogau,  and  Wc(;iue; 
With  Sophie  Ann  and  Biddy  UiilT  and  Coiistantine  MctiulT, 
Along  with  Patsy  t'ouiiers,  and  .Miss  Conslantine  MctJuff, 
There's  ijuiet  for  a  minute,  and  you'll  liear  old  Uogan  shout 
We'll  adjourn  for  fifteen  minutes,  while  we  push  thegrowie 

CUORLS. 

Then,  Paddy,  are  you  waitin'  now  ♦  just  take  the  cash  and  liy. 
And  get  over  to  the  Dutchman's  in  the  twiiiklin'  of  an  eye; 
Oh,  don't  you  bring  it  frothy  now.  but  mind  w  hat  you'n-  aUiiit, 
And  bring  all  red  to  Hogan's  when  we  push  the  growler  out. 

The  growler  jiasses  merrily  around  the  joyous  ring 

Till  Bridget  Moiiarity,  sure,  is  called  upon  to  sing;  ~ 

She  rises  and  commences,  "  When  the  robins  nest  again," 

While  Biddy  Moriarity,  sure,  is  couriing  wirh  McShane. 

Then  we  play  "  Drop  the  handkerchief,'    "  How  many  in  the  well*" 

The  grow  lerkeeps  agoiir,  w  here  the  Duu-bman's  beer  does  sell, 

'rill  some  of  them  gels  boisl'rous,  and  0'l{egau  geis  a  <lont. 

We  fight,  sliake  hands,  and  meet  iie.\t  night  to  jiush  I  he  growler  out.-  CiiORi's. 


I    REMEMBER,    I    REMEMBER! 


As  sunt;  by  (ieotxe  Mason. 


W 


l'o:^t;iKe  Slaiiip.s  taken  same  «»  cusli  for  nil  our  goisls 
•iilsby  Sjinuiel  X.  Mitihcll.    Music  by  Chas- 1).  Blake.  " 


lieaiitiful  thoughts  linger  near  i:ie,  sweetest  of  visions  aiipear, 
P.earing  I  heir  gladiuss  to  cheer  me  every  bright  day  of  the  year; 
\'cl\ciy  voices  arc  bringing  tidings  delightful  to  hear. 
Heavenly  angels  are  singing,  beautiful  thoughts  linger  near. 

CHOKI'9.  ' 

I>eaut!ful  thonglits  linger  near  me,  sweetest  of  visions  a]>penr. 
Bearing  a  gladness  to  cheer  me  every  bright  day  of  the  year. 

Be;iutifiil  thoughts  linger  near  ino,  fairest  of  maidens  I  view, 

Coming  with  roses  to  cheer  me,  kisses  so  tender  and  true; 

Piliiest  of  eyes  are  a-iieeping.  slyly  anil  careless  of  fear; 

Itlushes  in  cheeks  are  u-sleepiiig,  beautiful  thoughts  linger  near.— Chokl'S. 

Beaut i fill  thoughts  never  leave  me,  always  be  ready  and  near. 

For  you  can  never  deceive  me,  all  is  so  charming  and  dear; 

While  the  days  quickly  are  Hying,  skies  will  be  cloudy  and  clear, 

And  when  all  others  are  sighing  beautiful  thoughts  linger  near.  -  Chorus. 


The  Woi-ds  and  Music  of  this  Soiin  will  k>e  s«-iit  to  any  addre.>«,  p(i<<t'|iaid, on  nK>eipt  of  40  I 

cent*;  or  this  and  any  two  other  S<iiit;s  for  one  liollar,  liy  11.  J.  Well  man,  i:((i  l*ark 

ICow,  New  Y'urk  City.    PostUKebtninps  taken  suiiie  as  cash  for  all  our  Kood:s. 


I  remember,  I  rememl)er  that  boarding  house  forhirn. 

The  little  window  where  the  smell  <if  hash  came  ill  the  morn. 

I  mind  the  bioken  looking-glass,  the  mattress  liki'  a  riK'k, 

The  servaut-girl  from  Couuty  Clare,  whose  face  would  stop  a  clock. 

I  remenilx-r,  I  remember  the  giitta-jiercha  hen 

They  used  to  serve  for  chick  of  sjiring  to  thirteen  hiindretl  iiieu. 

We  blasted  it  with  dynamite,  we  vc.\ed  its  bones  full  sore. 

In  vain;   'twas  served  up  fricassectl  for  two  or  three  days  more. 

I  reineiulier,  I  renieiiibcr  the  next  rfMim's  fiendish  w  ight, 
AVho  practised  the  B  flat  cornet  from  early  Inorn  till  night. 
■We  stooil  his  dreary  "  Pcek-a-Boo,"'  "  Sweet  Violets."'  and  more. 
But  when  he  tried  "We  Xever  Si)cak,"  we  wallowed  in  his  gore. 

I  remember,  I  remember  the  lengthy  weekly  bill 

Received  by  me  with  shudders,  and  the  sym]>toins  of  a  chill. 

I  also  call  lo  mind  the  night  when  no  one  was  about. 

When  into  6{>ace  I  drop]>c*d  my  trunk,  and  through  the  dark  skip|>ed  out. 


— One  swallow  does  not  make  i 
thougLtfuU}',  a  little  rei)eliti^ 
make  a  bummer. 


imiuer,  but,  says  an  excliange, 
las  frequently  been  known  to 
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THAT    KISS    OF    LONa    AG-O. 

Copyrit'lit,  IKStf,  by  Joliii  K.  Ellis  A  Co. 


The  Word*  nnd  Mnsir  of  this  Soiiir  «ill  }h-  wnt  to  any  aihins.-.  |iost-|>,'ii<l.  im  ipi'ri|it  of  lo 

rent.'',  or  tins  uinl  :iny  tnoothrr  SoiiK"  '"■'  one  l><>llui',  l>,v  II.  J.  Wcliiiiaii,  l:*>  lark 

Itow,  >cu  York  city.    I'ostiitfe  Stuiii|).s  Uikiii  auiiif  utt  ca.-<h  lor  ull  our  K""<1s. 

WonLs  and  Music  by  Wni.  U.  Itdl. 

'Tis  joy  when  memory  recalls 
The  (lays  when  but  a  child, 

Wlicn  I  would  sit  upon  my  mother's  kneo. 
Her  presence  stived  me  from  tlespair, 
And  gave  Uiy  life  its  bloom. 

They  weife  pleasures  that  I  never  more  .shall  see. 
I'd  run  with  little  arms  oiitst retched. 

How  fondly  me  she'd  greet. 
And  speak  Ler  love  in  tender  wonls, 

Willi  kis>es  .soft  and  sweet. 
Each  night  my  little  crib  .she'd  rock. 

With  love  and  heaven's  bliss. 
And  as  I'd  reach  the  land  of  dreams, 

Her  good-night  was  u  kiss. 

CllOKVS. 

Forever  maj'  those  thoughts  divine  nc't^r  from  my  bosom  fatle, 
Oh,  could  tliey — oh,  coultl  tliey  in  tlieir  splendor  i»e>l«t\v 

'I'hose  happy  im 'incuts  that  liave  i>assed  .away  with  mother  dear, 
And  that  fond  and  precious  kiss  of  long  tigo. 

Through  days  of  doubt  and  darkness, 
Witli  fear  and  trembling  breath, 

I've  often  missed  thatkiss  with  earnest  love. 
Her  voice  to  me  was  sweeter 
Thau  a  nest  C)f  nightingales, 

'Twas  pqre  as  heavens  air  from  above. 
This  life  has  many  crosses, 

As  well  as  joys  to  share, 
With  grief  and  disappointments, 

Which  you  and  I  must  bear; 
Fond  mem'ries  come  and  hover  uc.-ir 

That  I  might  chance  to  ga/e 
Upon  my  motlier's  face  again 

As  in  my  childhood  days. — Chorus. 

Our  days  may  pleasantly  be  i>assetl, 
Witli  friends  to  bless  and  chicr, 

I5ut  roam  where'er  j'ou  will,  you'll  never  find 
A  love  as  pure  and  gentle 
As  that  of  {I  mother  dear. 

With  hope,  advice  and  ble>sings  all  combined. 
So  learn  to  make  the  most  of  life, 

.'Miike  glad  each  pa.ssiiig  da}', 
Fi>r  time  will  never  bring  thee  back 

A  chance  once  swept  away. 
Leave  no  tender  words  unsaid, 

Do  good  while  she  may  last. 
For  w(;ll  you  know  the  mill  cin't  grind 

Willi  waters  llial  have  passed.  —  ('/•'•rxt. 

CLIMB  UP,  YE  CHILLUN,  CLIMB ! 

Copyrih'lit,  IH'JO,  by  ClinM.  W.  l!«-lil. 

Th«'  Words  and  Miisi<*  of  this  Sortif  will  b«'  sent  to  .Hiiy  nddrtss,  |Mi-t  |iiiid,  on  niTi|if  of  »" 

•■.•iil-^.  or  tills  Miitl  .any  two  otht-r  Sont's  forOm-  iHillar.  by  II.  .1.  Wiliiii.'iM,  VM  rink 

K'iw,  New  York  City.     FosluK*-'  Staiu)>s  takiit  miiiiu  lu  cash  lor  nil  our  ifiHHls. 

Wonls  by  lli-^inald  P.  KornstiT.    Mu-sic  by  Frank  .Xildi.-  K<!it. 


.raffib  itrc;iiiit  In-  !»aw  a  )ii<l<kT  nacliiii'  to  do  sky, 

.\ii_'''is  L'oiii"  U|»  ami  <lou  n  it,  climb  up,  chillun  cllinbl 

Whiil  a  ^ho^v  Id  sjit  to  li<;abcii,  ^w\\  u  hiijipy  liinr   ■ 
iJoii't  I  wiiih  I'd  biu  dar,  honey,  climb  up,  cliilliin,  ciiin))! 

I  RKFltAIN. 

Cliuib  np.  ye  little  rhilliin:  (  liiiib  up,  ye  oldor  pinpli-; 

•  liinli  up  to  ill-  Hky! 
Now  \*  your  iliuiici-  for  healK-ii.  go  up  in  .»i.\  .iim!  Hrlicus. 

('limb  iipj  littltr  (')iilliin,  climb! 
(iiinb  up,  ><<^  Utile  cliiiluii!  (.'limb  up,  yu  oIiIit  jn  opji-; 

Climb  up  to  (k-  fky ! 
■Now  is  your  chaiici'  for  hcalx'n,  go  \\\t  \\x  sl\  and  scbius, 

C'liiiib  up,  yo  rtiilliin,  climb! 

If  I  had  a  irolden  ladder  rcachiu'  to  dc  sky, 
1  would  Hhiniiy  up  to  lit-abeii.  cliuib  up,  cliilliiii,  (liiiib! 

I'd  uliake  liandn  will  Mo«c!*,  Aaron,  and  de  circle  jine 
Mug  dc  i^ou;^  among  de  bleiised,  climb  uj>,  cliilliin,  climb'     Kkkrain. 

*Lijah  did'iit  need  a  ladder  n-acliin'  to  di'  ekv 

L'p  to  heabeii  lie  waH  carricti.  climb  up,  chlllnn,  climb! 

fiit  ve  ready,  cuUiid  bre<]deri»,  for  de  liappy  time, 
^\'heu  we'll  be  atj  white  aHan<;el8,  cliuib  up,  cliilliin,  climb!    HKfKAiN. 


The  Song  that  Breaks  My  Heart. 

Copyriifht,  ISSK,  by  Homdon  Morwil. 

The  Words  anil  Music  of  this  Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  addeii.s,  poxt-iiaid,  on  receipt  of  10 
ct'iits;  or  tliistatnd  niiy  two  oilier  Sontrs  for  One  l><>ll:ir,  by  li.  J.  Wfhiii 


ItoH,  New  Y'ork  City. 


imii,  i:<0  I'ark 
I'oHtuKV  SUimixstaki'ii  vaiiie  us  caith  forull  uur  Kuods. 


Composed  by  nuUxird  T.  Sniitli. 

I'm  fond  of  clawic  miicir,  r'on  of  the  Vaaijiicr  school. 

And  dearly  love  to  bear  it  wiiiK  by  SiRnor  Mike  O'TimiI; 

lint  the  tnuiiic  that  I  love  the  best  is>  thai  I  hear  each  day, 

I'laycd  by  a  wand'riiiK  refiijjee  on  a  fweet  street  piaiiay. 

lie  plays  ".lohiiiiie,  net  yoiirKUii,  RCt  vournun."  "  Dow'ii  went  Mc(;iiily,"  too, 

"  WlieVe  did  you  >;et  that  bat,"  and  the  old  "  Rtil,  White  ami  Hliie," 

••  Ka/./le-da/./le,  Ha/zle-da/zle,"  even  "Old  Black  Joe," 

And  a  »ong  that  always^  breakd  my  heart,  called  "  Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe." 

Soiuetimoi"  this  wand'rinj;  minetrcl  comof  ere  I'm  out  of  bed, 
.\iid  roiL-es  nu-  from  l)lea^aIlt  dreanib  to  mis'ry  and  "a  liead,"    .. 


lint  tlii'ii  he  plays  (<uch  lively  airx,  a»  only  he  cau  play- 

'I'liat  ere  he  stops  I'm  (piite  inyself  and  bracitl  up  for  tl 

He  jilavs  "Johnny,  pi  your  pin,  \iv\.  your  uiin,    "  Down  went  Mc(;infy,"  too, 

"  \\  here  did  you  jiet  tlia't  hat,"  and  the  old  "  I{ed.  White  and  Blue," 


or  the  day. 


Itazzle-dazzle,  Kazzle-dazrie,"  even  "  Old  Black  Joe," 
And  a  song  that  always  breaks  my  heart,  called  "  Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe." 

Ob,  "  Mofey  on  to  plory,"  you  "  Little  Divil  Dan," 

••  With  all  her  faults  I  I'ove  her  *iill."  "  .My  darling,  Mary  Ann," 

'I'lie  '•  Isle  where  grows  the  tiliaiiirock,"  "The  fair  maid  of  Diindee," 

Willi  tlirei'M  ore  ten  sweet  lullabies  inscrilx'd  to  BalK'  McKee. 

lie  pl:iy.s  ".loliiiuie.  L'et  your  gull,  get  your  gun,"  "Down  went  Mcdiiity,"  loo, 

'•  Where  did  you  gel  that  hat."  and  the  old  "  Hed,  White  and  Blue," 

"  Hazzle-dazzlc,  Kazzle-dazzle."  even  Old  Black  Joe," 

.\ud  u  song  that  always  breaks  my  heart,  called  "  Listen  to  my  lale  of  woi-." 

Ilis  runs  and  liis  cadenzas  in  "  Skids  are  out  to-d.iy  " 

Would  make  a  "  I'atti  "  hide  her  face,  an  "  Abbott  "  faint  away; 

And  when  he  strikes  the  dulcet  trills  of  "  Kelly's  new  spring  jiaiits," 

fi'i :.-\.i .  1 1 *    .I......I    -.,.1   ...  \\ .1 1... . 


And  yet  they  talk  of  |)assing  laws  to  break  \\\t  strollin;:  bands,       - 

'I'he  orgaiigrinder,  with  bis  monk,  who  tin  the  corner  stands; 

The  girl  with  lanibourine  and  bell,  the  hari>  and  llddle,  too; 

If  they  succeed,  ofi,  dear,  what  will  we  niusic  lovers  do? 

lie  ))lays  "Johnnie,  get  yourgiin,  gel  yourijun,"  "  Down  wentMcOinty,"  too, 

••  Where  did  you  -.'et  that  liat,"  and  the  old"  Hed,  White  and  Blue,'' 

••  IJ.iz/.ie-dazzle,  ICazzIe  dazzle,"  even  "  Old  IJIaiU  .loe," 

And  a  song  that  always  breaks  my  heart,  called  "  Listen  to  my  UUc  of  woe." 

Bad  luck  to  all  the  legal  lights  who've  grown  too  old  and  gray 
To  longer  love  the  sootliiii"  tones  of  a  tine  street  piauay; 
I'd  like  to  have  the  cranky  lot  upon  fonie  island  drear. 
With  a  luiuhty  sleani  caliojie  to  play  tlieiii  by  the  year. 


lie  jilavs  "  Jt^htiiiie,  «:et  your  gun,  get  yourgiin,"'  "  Down  went  McGiiity.' 
•  \\  here  did  you  ire t  that  hat,"  and  the  old  "  Hed,  White  and  Bl 


Jlue," 


loo. 


Hazzle-dazzle,  Itazzle  dazzle,"  even  "Old  Black  .Joe," 
And  a  sung  that  always  breaks  my  heart,  called  "Libteu  to  my  talc  of  woe.' 


Y 


We  Have  Lived  and  Loved  Together. 

.Si-nd  your  name  and  address  t«  H.  J.  Wehninn,  l.W  I'ark  Row,  New  York  Cltv.  nnd  twelve 

by  iiiiirii  mail  ii  eoiiitililc  Ciitaloirue  of  o\  t-r  .'lO'iO  l'oi«iliir  KiikIIsIi  and  (i>-riiiaii 

Sont;s  -  Vixv.    l'o^lu^t■  Stuiii|ui  taken  saniv  vm  eaali  fur  all  uur  ifooUs. 

We  have  lived  and  loved  together 

Thro' many  changing  years — 
AVe  have  shared  each  other's  gladness. 

And  wept  each  other's  tears. 
I  liave  never  known  a  sorrow^ 

Tiiat  was  long  unsooth'd  by  thee. 
For  tliy  smile  can  make  a  smnmer 

Where  darkness  else  would  be. 

Like  the  leaves  tlnit  fall  around  us 

In  autumn's  fading  hours 
Are  the  traitor  smiles  that  darken 

When  the  cloud  of  sorrow  lowers. 
And  tho'  many  such  we've  known,  love, 

Too  i)rone,  tdas!  to  ninge, 
Wc  both  can  si)eak  of  one,  love, 

AVhom  lime  can  never  change. 

We  have  lived  and  loved  together 

Tliro' many  chnnging  years — 
We  liave  .sliared  eadi  oth(;r's  gladucHS, 

And  wept  each  other's  tears. 
And  h:t  us  hope  the  future. 

As  tlie  past  has  been,  will  be; 
I  will  .share  with  thee  tliy  sorrows, 

And  thou  thy  joys  with  me. 


—Three  degrees  of  mining  speculation — Positive,  mine;  com- 
parative, miner;  superlative,  minus. 
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THE  BREACH  OF  PROMISE  CASE. 


Copyright,  181*0,  by  Ilurdiiit;  Bros. 


SO    WAS    MINE. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Hai-diug  BroUiers. 


lark 


Tlie  Word*  and  Music  of  tliis  Songr  will  l»e  wiit  to  any  »iidr«-S!<,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  40 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Nonirs  lor  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wclinian,  130 1'a 
How,  New  York  Citj'.    I'ostage  Stani|>s  tukcn  simie  as  cash  for  all  our  icoods. 

AiTangeU  by  Otto  IIflio«*.    Snnit  by  Joe  O'Cqnnor. 

Tin;  j"''-i"  took  liis  scat  ill  the  ci)iirt-lioui<e  one  day,      '  ,y 

A  nice  "  breach  of  promise  ""  to  litar,  •.,•■■'..' 

Tlie  plaintiff  stepiK'd  np  wiih  a  veil  round  her  face,  / 

A  lovely  and  blushiufj  youn;;  dear.  ;    ■.■ 

She  loolied  at  the  jury  Willi  a  shy.  loving  <;lauce,  ,>.■ 

Theii  smiled  at  I  he  counsellor  i>elow,  ..      \.''    ■    -     : 

Then,  liirniu";  her  sweet,  pretty  eyes  to  the  judge,  :;, 

She  leuderly  niuruuired,  ••  Hello:  "  .,, . 

ClIOBUS. 

The  jad;;e  he  winked  at  tlie  counsellor,  the  ooiinsellor  winked  at  the  "  dark,"' 

The  jury  passe<i  the  wink  along  and  murinnred  there's  a  lark, 

The  nsliiT  winked  at  a  coi)i)er,  the  copjier  lefi  his  seat. 

And,  going  to  the  window,  winked  at  somebody  ou  the  street.      - 

I'ray  tell  me  the  facts  of  your  case,  the  judge  said, 

Your  w  rori'^'s  we  are  anxioii?  to  hear— 
I'll  try,  my  good  Lord,  the  sweet  niaideu  replied. 

My  poor  heart  is  broken,  I  fear; 
The  minister  who  wooe<i  ine  he  swore  on  his  life 

He'd  make  me  his  bride  bye-and-bye, 
He  took  me  long  walks  in  the  moonlight  alone, 

Aud  kissed  nie  when  no  one  was  uigh.  ■  ,    '. 

(iiouus.  ~      ' 

So  his  lordship  grinned  at  Uie  counsellor,  the  counsellor  winked  at  the  '•  dark," 
The  jury  passed  llie  grin  along  and  murmured  there's  a  lark, 
The  usher  grinned  at  a  copper,  the  copi>er  left  his  seat. 
And,  going  to  the  window,  grinned  at  eomebotly  on  the  street. 

Tlie  jud":e  took  a  pinch  of  his  fragrant  rappee, 

With  dignity  spread  over  his  face, 
You  really  must  name  him,  my  sweet,  pretty  maid. 

Or  we  cannot  proceed  witli  this  case— 
The  nnildin  then  snatched  the  thick  veil  from  her  face, 

Then  smiled  like  a  mischievous  elf. 
Then,  turning  around  to  the  judge,  cried:  My  Lortl,       .     •   > 

The  false-hearted  man  is  yourself. 

Cuours.  ■'''■-■       ■     ••■ 

So  Ills  lordship  blushed  at  the  counsellor,  the  counecllor  blushed  at  the  "dark,  " 
The  jury  passed  the  bliisli  along  and  murranred  there's  a  lark, 
The  usher  blushed  at  a  (opper,  the  cojjper  left  his  seat, 
And,  going  to  the  window,  blushed  at  somebody  on  the  street.    . 

The  judge  reviewed  the  charms  of  the  maid  he  once  loved,  /  U 

Ami  longed  her  lips  once  more  to  press - 
Oh,  sweet,  pretty  maid  will  you  marry  me  now?     -  .     .  ' 

8he  blushingly  answered  him  yes; 
They  sent  for  a  parson,  they  sent  for  a  "  Clark," 

And  l>efore  one  hour  had  Hed. 
They  threw  all  the  musty  law-jiapers  aside,     ..,' 

And  each  held  a  prayer-book  instead. 

Spoken— Yes.  ladies  and  gentlemen,  after  a  few  years  of  ec|)aralion,  she 
meets  the  villain  right  there  m  open  court.  And  who  was  the  viilain;'  Why. 
don't  you  know*    No.     His  lordship.    And  what  did  his  lordship  do? 

t'uout^s. 

nis  lordship  tickled  the  counsellor,  the  counsellor  tickled  tlie  "  dark," 
The  jury  passed  the  sentence  and  miiriiiiired  there's  a  lark. 
The  usher  tickled  the  copper,  the  coiiper  left  his  seat. 
And,  going  to  the  window,  winked  at  somelKuly  on  the  street.  =  '. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son^  will  be  scut  to  any  address,  post-itaid,  on  recciiA  of  M 
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Words  and  Music  by  M.  CavauaKh. 


Saye  Jones  to  me  last  night,  well  go  and  have  a  good  old  spree 

Before  we  start  the  game,  old  man,  let's  have  a  bite,  said  he;  : 

We  went  into  a  restaurant  that  happened  to  be  near. 

The  waiter  brought  us  chops  for  two,  saye  Jones  mine's  rather  queer. 

CUOKUS. 

So  was  mine,  sowas  mine,  so  was  mine. 

The  flavor  it  was  something  extra  flue; 
Jones'  chop  was  simply  awful,  I  found  out  when  I'd  a  jawful. 

So  was  mine,  so  was  mine,  so  was  mine. 

■>. 

We  went  into  a  concert-hall,  two  lovely  girls  we  met—  -  ■ 

A  blonde  caught  Jones' fancy,  1  was  inaslied  on  a  brunette; 
We  ordered  chain'  and  drank  away  until  the  clock  struck  one. 
And  after  they  had  said  "  ta-ta,"  Jones  found  his  watch  was  gone. 

ClIORliS. 

So  was  mine,  eo  was  mine,  so  was  mine,  -  :• 

The  way  they  touched  us  up  was  something  flue; 
Jones'  watch  and  chain  and  locket  had  departed  from  his  i>ocket. 

So  had  mine,  so  had  mine,  so  had  mine. 

To  soothe  our  feelings  w  ith  a  drink  we  stopped  in  a  cafe, 

The  girls  had  taken  our  cash  and  for  the  booze  we  could  not  pay. 

The  man  behind  the  bar  sjiid  here  that  trick's  too  old,  'Iwon't  do. 

And  w  tien  he'd  got  done  thumping  Jones,  his  eyes  were  black  and  blue. 

Cuoitrs. 

So  was  mine,  so  was  mine,  so  was  mine,  .•'     ■■ 

As  a  slugger  he  was  something  extra  line; 
Jones"  eyes  and  nose  were  turning  to  the  deepest  shade  of  mourning, 

So  was  mine,  so  was  mine,  so  was  mine. 

We  got  upon  our  fc-et  somehow  and  hollored  for  a  cop—  '         "        .    .    ;  v 
The  otie  who  ans>vered  said  he'd  find  a  way  to  make  us  stop;  '■ ' 

Jones  stood  upon  his  rights  and  said  an  inch  he  would  not  budge. 
The  next  thing  1  remembered  we  were  up  before  the  judge. 


Spoken— I  reineml>er  the  judge  sayiuL 
sentence  this  time  will  be  three  mouths,'' 


:  "  Uere  again,  cht  Well,  Jooee,  jour 
and  - 


C'Honus. 

So  was  mine,  so  was  mine,  so  was  mine, 

Although  we  thought  we'd  get  off  with  a  fine; 
Jones'  cell  for  ali  this  Summer  will  be  shared  by  some  old  bummer, 

So  will  mine,  so  will  luiuc,  so  will  mine. 


--.—•-•-•—.— 


ONLY    A    YEAR. 

Copyrijjhf ,  1889.  by  S|>ailIdinK  A  Kornder. 
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Remember   Your  Father  and   Mother. 

Copyright,  1R90,  by  M.  II.  IU>senfeld. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sont;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postrpaid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tins  and  any  two  other  Si'ints  forOnc  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wohiiian,  ISO  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Fostaire  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  J.  K.  MlUhell.    Music  by  K.  W.  Cunard. 


Hesi.le  the  sea  she  stood  and  sang — ah!  ,  • 

Only  a  \ear,  'tis  only  a  little  year, 

Yet  it  has  brought  me  many  a  bitter  tear. 

Only  a  year  past,  in  the  sweet  summer  tide,  _ 

1  stood  Ijeside  him  his  promised  bride,  ' 

Sliips  that  go  sailing  over  the  ocean  .  v'. 

Oft  bring  the  sailor  to  his  last  sleej) — 
There  lies  my  darling  sunk  in  its  ho.som,    - 

Waves  singing  over  him  low  and  deep. 
Only  a  year,  'tis  only  a  little  j'ear, 
"Vet  it  has  brought  me  many  a  bitter  tear. 
Only  a  year  past,  in  the  sweet  summer  tide, 
I  stood  beside  him  his  promised  bride. 

Close  by  her  side  in  the  gloaming  somebody  stands — 
Now  she  is  close  to  his* bosom,  hands  meeting  hands. 
Ah!  there  is  joy,  there  is  gladness,  hearts  beat  with  glee. 
Thoughts  of  the  past  are  all  vanished,  'tis  he,  'tis  he! — Ah! 


—Too  many  glasses  may  make  a  tumbler  of  a  man. 


Words  and  Music  by  M.  li.  Rooenfeld. 

She  kissed  him  good-bye,  with  a  f»md,  loving  sigh. 

One  night  as  his  shij)  sailed  away. 
And  whispered:  "  lie  true  in  all  that  yon  do,  '     .   . 

And  never,  my  boy.  iro  astray. 
For  still  liear  in  mind  that  faithful  and  kind 

Our  hearts  for  your  welfare  shalllK'- 
Wherever  you  roam,  over  land  or  tlie  foam. 

Think,  lad.  of  your  father  and  me; 
For  you  'tis  we  live,  we've  little  to  give, 

•Save  God  speed,  yet  take  ere  you  stray 
This  pittance  of  t:old  from  your  father  so  old. 

Ana,  lad,  may  we  ne'er  have  to  say: 

Ciioufs. 

ilememlx'r  your  fattier  and  mother,  who  nursed  you  in  days  gone  by, 

bo  not  turn  them  from  your  door  into  the  streets  to  die. 

IteinemtxT  the  days  of  your  chil<lliood,  w  hen  you  sat  on  your  fond  mother's  knee. 

Don't  be  unkind,  this  bear  in  mind:  Y'ou've  only  your  father  and  me. 

The  lad  sailed  away  at  the  eve  of  the  day 

To  lands  that  were  teeming  with  gold; 
With  hands  that  could  toil,  he  delved  in  the  soil, 

And  gathered  him  riches  untold. 
He  came  back  at  last,  when  long  years  had  passed, 
■■■•  But  knew  not  the  dear  ones  of  yore; 

With  scorn  and  with  pride,  he  spurned  from  his  side 

The  old  folks  that  knocked  at  his  door; 
With  sad.  broken  heart,  he  saw  them  depart,  "'     . 

And  hejiid  on  the  pitiless  wind 
The  words  of  that  day  when  he  sailed  on  his  way  -  /* 

From  his  kindred  so  loving  and  kind.— C'HOBOB. 

He  basked  for  a  while  in  fortune's  bright  smile. 

And  trod  with  the  festive  and  gay, 
But  soon  all  his  gold,  with  its  glitter  untold. 

Had  melted  like  bright  dreams  away; 
Of  years  that  had  fled,  with  anguish  and  dread,  ■  .• 

He  thought  of  tiie  loved  ones  of  yore;  - 

For  no  gold  of  the  earth  now  conld  purchase  the  worth 
'-  Of  the  love  and  affection  they  bore, 

.:■..  'Till  poverty  grim  laid  its  chill  hand  on  him,     •■ 

And  a  lone  prison  cell  was  hie  fate. 
Where  he  heard  day  and  night,  with  their  pitiless  might. 

The  words  he  recalled— ah,  too  late!— Chorus. 
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Brannigaik,  I  Think  You're  Stuck. 

CiipyriK'lit,  IKiK),  liv    I.  I'lapr. 

The  Worils  ami  Muwii-  of  this  Sonn  will  W  sent  lo  any  addii'sx,  pnHl  |iulil,uii  n-rript  of  Id 

fi-nus;  or  thin  anil  any  t»Hi  <.lli<r  Soiurs*  fi>i-  dm-  iMllar,  !>>  II. . I.  \\  eh  mail.  l.'Ui  I'ark 

Uow,  New  Yuik  I'ity.i   ru!<Uii;i-St:>iii|wtaki'U.saiii<'an<'iui|i  for  all  uiir  kihxIii. 


\Vor«l»|liy  Billy  Doriwy.    Mll^<U•  liy  .1.  I'.  Ski-lly. 

'  "  I 

Me  lianie  is  Jerry  I!r:iiiiii;ran,  I  caiiic  from  Coiiiiiy  I'ork. 

An'  llii-  (li\il  :\  liit  do  I  lart-.  now  llmrtu  co 
I'.iil  tliiTi's  a  ;;aii<i   rQiinil  lit-ro  that  till  llifiU!«vlvff  «illi  liccr, 

Andtln'V  laii-.'li  at  nio  wlifrt-vt-r  1  may  j:o. 
N>'-v  on  last  Sali'.rilay  I  j.'ot  luf  full  wn'k's  pay. 

And  down  '•  tin-  liaV  ""  I  fturtfd,  just  for  luck, 
I  I'ouL'lit  a  Miit  of  flotlif:<,  tlK-n  the  trans?  criod: 

»>ti,  Kraniii^'iin,  bc-jjob,  1  think  joirre  siuckl  " 

t'lioius. 


TlU'IV   111'  pu■^ 


1  i: 


••  nrainii;;an,  Bnuniiiran."  now  thin  is  wliat  tht-y  cay, 
•'  You'd  Iwltir  >n>  and  Iom-  yoiirM-lf  or  jiut  vourcolf  away. 
For  every  time  we  meet  yon.  cure,  you're  alwavf  in  hard  luck— 
(ioodl)ye,  l>ranni<;au,  be  goh.  I  tliink  you're  tluekl  " 

^I't  married  t'otlier  day  to  a  Dnicli  woman  atroci*  tiiu  way — 

They  said  she  owned  in  Wall  Street  lolf  of  sfoeU, 
r.ut.  it  seems,  she  liad  to  fail,  and  the  irani,'  at  me  does  rail: 

••  Misiher  Branni-.'an.  be  L'ob,  I  think  you're  stuck:  " 
But  I  think  I'll  move  away  from  where  I  now  do  sluy 

As  800U  as  I  can  hire  a  horse  and  truck; 
I'll  Iw  Klad  ti>  see  the  day  w  hen  no  one  to  me  can  say: 

'•  Krauuiijau,  be  j,'ob.  1  think  you're  t>tu<-k!  " 

Cmmrs. 
I<rannii;an,  Branliigan,  yon  are  an  awful  jay. 

When  you  married  that  Diiich  woman,  sure,  yon  flred  yoniselfaway — 
The  marriaue  and  the  suit  of  dolhes.  \\  id  nalhur  \oii  had  luck 
(iiKxl-bye,  iiiannii,'an,  be  gob,  I  think  you're  stuck  I 

Now  mc  old  friend  Tfoin  Malone  has  a  row-boat  of  hi^  own, 

And  when  he  went)  last  Sunday  for  a  row, 
Shure  he  took  me  wife  and  me,  for  the  boat  would  juHt  hold  three, 

But  up  towards  "  lialt  creek  "  we  all  did  no  - 
<.)n  the  mud  we  all  trot  fast,  just  then  a  crowd  sailed  past 

More  than  all  our  itreiiixlh  to  net  ns  oil  it  took 
Ju.-t  then  llie  aaug  u|l  cried:  •'  Slay  there  iinlil  high  tide  — 

Brauuiiiau,  be  gobi  I  thiuk  you're  stuck!  " 

I  Chouvs. 

Br.'inni<,'an.  HraniiiL'an,  don't  stay  there  like  a  <.'awk. 
If  soon  the  lideuou't  come,  for  you'd  better  get  out  and  walk- 
We'd  like  to  have  your  picture  now  to  send,  it  olT  to  "  I'lick," 
(iood-bye,  Brauuigan,  l>e  gob.  I  iliink  you're-  stuck! 

Brighter  "Days  Will  Come  Again. 

roi'yriifht,  ItJW.  I»y  Isiilon- PraKcr. 

Th»>  Words  aii'l  Muhc  of  tliis  S^.nif  will  l«-  ...riit  to  any  ndilrtss,  (>0!it-uaid,  on  reooipt  of  40 

ociils;  or  this  anil  any  tv\i>  othi-r  .>>oiii;s  for  iMn-  l)olUir,  by  M.  J.  Wflinmn.  1»)  I'ark 

Row,  Sew  Vork  L'lly.     rostoKe  Stumps  taken  same  as  ea»h  for  all  our  K00U8. 

Words  ami  Mnsif  l>y  (Jmi-e  Alhi-rtou. 

'         Wliilt;  I  >v;inilt'r  l>y  the  stream,  love, 

Thouiriits  of  (lays  i^one  In  <1(»  rise, 
And  a  viftioii  like  a  tlrcam,  Icnc, 

Come  before  my  weary  eyes, 
]'>iit  tiie  lime  will  soon  Imj  here,  love. 

When  we  shall  be  free  from  pain, 
I''"r  briizhler  da^s  will  come  ;ii;ain, 

JSaiiisiiiii^f  this  weary  pain— 
I'oiimlinir  back  I'll  come  to  thee 

O'er  the  .stormy  .sea  — 
;  'I'll  tiiee  o'er  tiie  rauiiiir  main 

A  tier  tempest,  storm  anil  rain, 
I'.riyhler  (lays  will  fonie  at;aiii. 

My  love,  lo  thee  and  ine. 

Ciiout's. 

O'er  the  sea  I  come  to  thee  lf»vc. 

Free  tiiy  lieart  from  every  pain. 
All  the  p!i.st  is  dead  to  me, 

For  britrhter  days  will  come  again. 

When  the  silvery  moon  is  sliiiiin.jj 

o'er  the  meadows  and  the  lea. 
An  1  the. sweetest  vines  are  twining. 

Then,, my  love,  I  think  of  thee, 
^\'>lld'rhlg  if  yon  still  remember 

That  dear  vow  you  m;ide  to  mc. 
Oh.  brighter  days  will  come  again, 

iJanishing  this  weary  jiain — 
H'lundi.'ig  back  I'll  come  to  thee 

( )'er  the  .stormy  .sea— 
To  thee  o'er  the  raging  main 
After  temiK'st,  storm  and  rain, 
brighter  days  will  come  again, 

My  love,  to  thee  and  me. — Cftorus. 


i 


McGINTY,  THE   LADIES'    PRIDE. 

(•op.\rinht,  IW'J,  liy  Whitf,  Smith  .V  Co. 
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Wordti  liy  ('liurlesUrnliaiti.    Music  hy  Win.  |i.  Hall. 

You've  all  heard  of  me.  I'm  ,Mc<iinl\,  the  copi>er. 

The  nioilel  ailonis  in  blue 
;My  sTandini:  w  hifxh,  and  my  charatter  proper, 

.Mihon^h  I've  not  hint;  to  do. 
I'oliiical  inlluence  );ot  me  ajipoinied — 

1  \M>rked  in  my  district  for  Councilman  Shea; 
Will  n  Shea  was  elected,  McKay  w lis  rejected. 

.\iid  .Shea  made  a  copjitr  of  nie. 

(.'Hours. 

Life  for  me  in  always  gay,  whether  it  rain  or  nhine-- 

A  sioriiiy  liny  I  pass  away  at  the  bar  of  a  friend  of  mine. 

NVIieti  it's  fair,  I  walk  the  sipiare  on  Ihe  shadv  siili'; 

l-'or  ihi'  faeihiuii  I've  a  paii»ion,  .Mctiinty,  the  ladies'  pride. 

At  every  reception  that  ever  was  given 

I'll  men  of  renown  in  the  town, 
Kroni  Ihe  i'resideiii  down  to  the  small  jxiliiiciaii, 

.\s  waU'liniaii  I'm  always  around; 
When  people  ;ipproach  mc  lo  seek  iiiforniatioii, 

I  answer  in  i.ingua<;e  that's  classic  anil  "land; 
I've  uot  a  big  pull,  for  I  never  get  full. 

And  Ihal'H  why  I'm  in  ciiih  demand.    C'ikikcm.  ,    - 

I'm  alwavs  on  iiaild  to  assist  the  dear  ladieH, 

>ly  gall ':ilry  owes  me  much  praise; 
I  fi'('i|ueni.y  talk  willi  Ihe  nurse  and  their  babiett 

To  while  away  long  summer  days. 
.\  friend  I  have  proven  to  all  sorts  of  people  - 

.V  .ierk  of  my  arm  slops  a  runaway  horse; 
When  I  am  m  sighi.  there  is  never  h  riot, 

Knr  1  am  the  king  ot  the  force.     CiIokis. 

When  out  on  review.  I  conduct  Ihe  procession - 

.My  style  is  a  thing  all  admire; 
I'm  fond  of  my  wink,  and  1  love  my  profer>!?iou, 

But  soon  I  am  gojni:  10  retire, 
Tln-n  I'll  get  an  otiice,  a  p:iying  |)ositiou. 

And  out  in  my  carriage  with  (  oachinan  I'll  ride — 
A  blue-blood  I'll  be.  with  a  tine  pedigree. 

And  in  a  big  house  I'll  reside.     C'uoKia.        ■' 


HIS    LAST    SONG- 

CopyriKlit,  isw,  liy  Ijiiiisn  I'ratftT.  ■    ' 

\e  Words  mill  Mii^ie  of  this  s..nt{  w  ill  !«•  .>»iii  to  any  aildnss,  |K>st  |uiid,  on  r<  ciipt  of  10 
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Wonts  t>y  (J<'ortfe  CooiK-r.     .Music  by  J.  I*.  .Skelly. 


Out  (Til  tlie  yight  a  song  was  ringing  with  gladness, 

'Twas  sung  from  the  lie:irl.  and  fell  till  cars  to  delight — 

Wli:it  tlioiigii  the  lips  that  sang  had  tasted  of  .satlne.^s. 
'I'lie  world,  to  the  rest  who  iieard,  was  happy  Jiml  bright. 

IJack  to  the  singer  came  the  dreams  <if  his  childhood. 

The  holies  that  had  faded  like  sweet  llowers  on  the  plain. 

Once  more  ii:  sunny  hours  he  roamed  'mid  the  wildwood, 


While  sinking  of 


brighter  days  '  to  soon  "  come 


Ciioins. 

.ley  tilled  the  hearts  that  lie;ird,  hope  hreatli'tl  in  every  word, 
'I'iiey  knew  not  the  singer  .siuig  from  out  his  luiart  that  strain. 

Sweet  as  the  .songs  of  birds  tlnit  tell  winter's  over, 

Tlnit  .song  telling  "  brighter  days  '  would  .soon  "  come  again.'' 

Still  nmg  that  hopeful  .song,  the  heart  strangely  holding. 

It  stirretl  with  its  magic  .strtiin  the  listening  throng. 
Little  the  singer  knew  tiiat  p(jrtals  unfolding 

Would  soon  show  those  "  brighter  days,"  the  theme  of  his  song. 
There,  'mid  the  glad  applause  that  greetetl  the  cU)siug, 

Tlie  heart  that  had  sung  that  song,  'mid  .sadness  and  pain, 
Safe  in  yon  realms  of  bli.ss  wjis  calml}'  reposing. 

ilishuslsoug  was  •brighter days"  which //«(Z  "come again." — C'lio, 


— The  cheapest  of  lawyers— keeping  one's  own  counsel 


— "Did  you  read  my  last  poj; 
feci."     "  Oh,  come   now,  you  IJniow 
world."     "Oh,  yes— nouactt«Cis. 


"Yes;  it  was  simply  per- 
iiothiug  is   perfect  in  this 


—Meeting  Iler  Half  Way.— She:  "  If  we  are  going  to  get  mar- 
ried, you  miLst  give  up  smoking."  He;  "  Ye.s."  She:  "  Ami 
drinking  and  your  cliili."  lie:  "  Yes."  She:  "  Now,  doesn't 
anything  else  suggest  it.self  to  vou  that  you  will  give  up  of  your 
own  accord?"  lie:  "  Yes."  She:  "  What?  "  He:  "  All  itiea  of 
marrying  yo\i."  —Mumfy'K  Weekly. 
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ONE     CETvTT     E^CH. 


1  Baby  mine 

2  Such  an  education  hae  my  Mary  Aon 

5  Auld  Lang  Syne 
4  Ella  Rec 

6  Old  cabin  home 

6  Little  ones  at  home 

7  Old  black  Joe 

8  Uome,  sweet  home  •» 

9  Larboard  watch 

10  Many  can  help  one 

11  KUlaraey 

12  See  that  my  grave's  kept  green 

13  Grandfather's  clock 

14  Emmet"8  "  Lullaby  " 

15  The  hsjp  that  ouce  thro'  Tara's  hall 

16  My  country,  'tis  of  thee 

17  Sweet  forget-me-not 

18  Where  was  Moses  when  the  light  went  out? 

19  Nancy  Lee 

20  Write  me  a  letter  from  home 

21  Beautiful  isle  of  the  sea 

22  Old  folks  at  home  (Swanee  ribber) 

83  Come  back  to  Erin  ..  ■- 

24  Sweet  bye-and-bye  '  ' 

25  My  pretty  red  rote  ,     ,• '     ,     ■ 

26  Whoa,  Emma!  ... 

27  Katie's  secret 

28  You'll  remember  me 

29  Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep 
80  Kathleen  Mavonrueen 

31  I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls 

82  Wearing  of  the  green 

83  When  you  and  I  were  young,  Maggie 

34  Cottage  bv  the  sea 

35  We  parti  d  by  the  river  side 

36  When  1  saw  "sweet  Nellie  home       '  . 

37  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

38  Last  rose  of  Summer 
89  Shamus  O'Brien 

40  Exile  of  Erin 

41  Maggie's  secret 

42  Or  any  other  man— Stump  speech 

43  I  cannot  call  her  mother 

44  Would  I  were  with  thee 

45  Poor  old  slave 

46  Casey  social  club 

47  Cumberland's  crew 

48  Take  this  letter  to  my  mother 

49  A  model  love  letter 

50  Female  stratagem 

51  Uow  to  kiss  a  lady 

62  Dublin  bay  : 

63  Wife's  commandments 

54  Husband's  commandments 

55  Rules  for  bummers 

56  Little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane 

57  Barbara  Frietchie— Recitation 
5vS  Starching  through  Georgia 

59  When  I  was  a  lad— Pinafore  " 

60  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  the  tiea 

61  Dancing  in  the  bam 

62  Kire  in  the  grate  ■  ■     /  . 

63  Wandering  refugee 
61  Bmeeyed  Nelly 

65  Minstrel  boy 

66  Letter  in  the  candle  .. 

67  Star-spangled  banner 

68  Dancing  on  the  green  '       .     ' 

69  Heart  bow'd  down 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  watermlil— Recitation 

72  Faded  coat  of  blue 

73  Hold  the  fort 

74  Slavery  days 

75  Der  mule  slitood  on  de  ehteamboat  deck— Rec. 

76  Little  barefoot 

77  My  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night 

78  Home  again 

79  Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  far 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 

81  Office  rules 

82  Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 

83  Gooid  Rhine  wine 

&1  I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night,  love 

85  You've  been  a  friend  to  me  ,      - 

86  Listen  to  the  mocking-bird 

87  When  the  com  is  waving,  Annie 

88  She  never  blame<i  him,  never 

89  Silver  threads  among  the  gold 

90  Little  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

91  Iting  the  bell  softly,  there's  crape  on  the  door 


92  Boy  lost  (laughable) 

93  Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still 

94  Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full 

95  Gypsy's  warning 
90  Anchor's  weighed 

97  Moon  behind  the  hill  - 

98  Swinging  in  the  lane 

99  Sheridan's  ride— Recitation 

100  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd  -  ■        •■ 

101  Eilleen  Allanna  ,   ,  ••  •  • 
102 'Tis  but  a  litUe  fade<l  flower 

103  Touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Louise 

104  Girl  I  left  behind  me 

105  Little  Buttercup 

106  His  sisters,  cousins  and  aunts  ■      • 

107  Carry  me  back  to  old  'Virginny  :,    .      . '  ' 

108  Roses  underneath  the  snow  •>;      •  V 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma  * 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  fly  ,:  " 

112  Old  man's  drunk  again 

113  Two  orplians  (IJroolclyn  theatre  fire) 

114  Amber  tresses  tied  in  blue 

115  Pretty  as  a  picture  ,    ;, 

116  I  am'waiting,  Essie,  dear  '    '.   • 

117  Three  perished  in  the  snow         v  -  -'' 

118  Slight  hints 

119  Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother 

120  Come  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling 

121  Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 

122  Bingen,  on  the  Rhine 

123  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave 

124  Old  log  cabin  on  the  hill 

125  Croppy  boy 

12G  Skids  arc  out  to-day 

127  The  bridge 

128  Shabby  genteel  - 

129  Oh,  dat  watermelon 

130  Comin'  thro'  the  rye 

131  Must  we  then  meet  as  Btrangera 
133  Babies  on  our  block  ,   - 

133  Brenneu  on  the  Moor 

134  Skidmore  fancy  ball 
ia5  Hallway  Door 

136  Where  the  grass  grows  green 

137  Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 

138  Kiss  behind  the  door 

139  I'll  remember  you,  lovp,  iu  my  prayers 

140  Mary  of  the  wild  moor 

141  Old  wooden  rocker 

142  Speak,  only  speak  : 

143  Dancing  around  with  Charlie        .    ' 

144  Where  art  thou,  my  beloved?        ,      , 

145  Mollie,  darling  .    ,    : 

146  You  may  look,  but  you  mustn't  touch 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 

148  Raffle  for  the  stove 

149  Balmof  Gilcad  '"'      ' 
1.50  There's  always  a  seat  In  the  parlor  for  yoa 

151  Driven  from  home 

152  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

153  Pull  for  the  sliore  ■;. 

154  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee  -■ 

155  Good  news  from  home  '  ■•  \  .'    ■■■: 

156  Fisherman's  daughter  •    ' 

157  Shells  of  ocean 

158  Massa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 

159  Say  a  kind  word  when  you  can 

160  Cure  for  scandal 

161  Twilight  coterie  .      .  • 

162  Strangers  yet  .   v    .  ■■•  \ 
103  Castles  in  the  air 

164  Dear  little  shamrock  ' ;  '  ,, 

165  I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs  - 

166  Norah  O'Neal 

107  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

108  Roseof  Tralee 

169  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare 

170  I'm  lonelv  since  my  mother  died 

171  Dninkard's  lone  child 

172  Tenting  on  tlie  old  camp  ground 

173  Glove  flirtation  , :" 

174  Whip  flirtation 

175  Slave's  dream 

176  Don't  you  go,  Tommy,  don't  go 

177  Sweet  Evangeline 

178  Good-bye  at  the  door 

179  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the  heart  can 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you  [never  be 

181  Erin's  lovely  home 

182  Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-house 


183  Twenty  years  ago         ■      .     .-" 

184  Paddy '^8  land  ■      - 

185  Don't  be  angry  with  inc,  darling 

186  Old  village  school  on  the  green 

187  Woodman,  spare  that  tree 

188  Barbara  Frietchie— Recitation 

189  Darling  Minnie  Lee  -   ■' 

190  Hat  flirtation  ■  "     ■;        • 

191  Fan  flirtation  .   ■     .. 

192  Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  mountain 

193  Good-bye,  Annie,  darling  (Enoch  Ardei^ 

194  Why  did  she  leave  him? 

195  A  quiet  little  home  ■ '    s 

196  Thou  hast  learned  to  love  another 

197  Mary  of  Argyle  '  '  - 

198  Nil  Deeperaudum 

199  Sweet  Highland  Mary  •      ,. 

200  Evening  amnsement  (laughable) 

201  Day  I  played  base  ball 

202  Remember  you  have  children  of  your  own 

203  There's  none  like  a  mother  if  ever  so  ptoor 

204  You  were  false,  but  I'll  forgive  you 
305  Sweet  Maggie  (irordon 

206  Tanyard  side  •.     }, .'.    ■■■        .- :'    ". 

207  Bells  of  Shandon 

208  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell  "  ■    "-.; 

209  Whisper  softly,  mother's  dying 

210  Erin's  green  snore 

211  Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old? 

212  Donnelly  and  Cooper 

213  Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  shora 

214  Little  Rosebud  ...         , 

215  By  the  sad  sea  waves  '  > 

216  Come  into  the  garden,  Maud 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin  .-. 

218  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way 

219  God,  blc-ss  my  boy  at  sea 

220  Annie  Laurie 

221  Mac's  and  the  O's 

222  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 

223  Lamentation  of  James  Rodgera 

224  Come,  birdie,  come  ' 

225  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

226  Ever  of  thee 

227  Norah  McShane 

228  Love  among  the  roses 

229  Shamus  O'Brien— Rbcitatiom 

230  Der  Deitcher  Gal 

231  No  Irish  need  apply 

232  Old  arm  chair 

233  Tim  Flaherty 

234  We  sat  by  the  river,  you  and  I 

235  I  love  music 

236  Sweet  Genevieve 

237  When  the  flowers  fall  asleep 

238  Patrick  Sheehan 

239  Sailor's  grave 

240  Pretty  maid  milking  her  cow  :: 
^1  Kentucky  Rose 

242  Fanner's  daughter  -  ■ 

843  Oh,  dem  golden  slippers 

244  In  the  morning  by  the  bright  light 

245  Nobody's  darling 

246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still  '   > 

247  Somebody's  mother— Regit atjom 
a48  Birdie,  darling 

^49  Nobody's  darling  bat  mine 

250  Rock  me  to  sleep,  mother 

251  Put  my  little  shoes  away 

252  Darling  Nelly  Gray 

253  Somebody's  coming  when  the  dewdiops  fa# 
2&4  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  w«m  f« 

255  Little  brown  jug 

256  Ben  Bolt 

257  Good-bye,  sweetheart,  goodbye        .       • 

258  Erin  is  my  home 
.259  Katty  Avoumeen 

260  Sadie  Rav  ' 

261  Bard  of  Armagh 

262  Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  weep 

263  Patrick's  day  parade  ^         .   ; 

264  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 
263  Speak  to  me,  sjjeak 

266  Darling,  I  will  come  again 

267  Bright-eyed  little  NeU  of  Narraganaet  bay 

268  Hafi,  Columbia 

269  Little  footsteps  -  .     "  - 

270  Tim  Finigan's  wake 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  roof 

272  Scotch  lassie,  Jean  .  ■ 

273  Hat  me  father  wore  '• 
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ORDER    SONGS    BY    NUMBERS    ONLY.  ^  • 

We  will  send  10  of  the  above  Songs,  your  selection,  by  mail,  post-paid,  for  10  cents ;  50  Songs  for  80  cents,  or  100  Bongs 
for  50  cents.  Jiemember,  we  will  not  aeiid  less  than  10  of  these  Sojigs  by  mail.  We  will  send  the  Sheet  Music  of  any  of  the  above 
Songs,  arranged  for  tlie  piano,  words  and  music  combined,  for  40  cents  each,  or  any  three,  your  selection,  for  $1.00.  py  Clean  and 
unused  U.  S.  postage  stamps,  of  any  denomination,  taken  in  payment  for  anything  advertised  in  this  book. 

Address  all  orders  direct  to 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  PubUsher,  180  PARK   ROW,   NEW 
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M7  The  Cork  loir 

51.S  riiclf  Saiii's  fana 

r>«>  My  ohl  wifi-auil  1 

S.V)  I'm  poliiuoly 

551  Only  as  far  us  the 

.Vd  IVfk-a-boo 

.V>1  Mo<)nli;;ht  at  Killaruoy 

r>.")J  111  wait  till  the  cloiui*  roll  by 

■V>5  We  uever  speak  as  \vi?  jiasn  l>y 

fM  TipiKTary  christeniui; 

.V)7  Be  home  early  to-iiii;ht,  my  ile  ir  boy 

5.")S  OKI  rustic  bri<lge  liy  the  mill 

i'lft  Pailily  Masjee"*  ilream 

5»!0  Drcamiiiir  of  hoiiie  and  inotlier 

5t>l  Shall  we  know  each  otlier  tliere/ 

50-  Jolly  IriKlimau 

5t>}  Folksi  that  put  on  airs 

5<V4  Ro*ulie,  tl\e  prairie  lli^wer 

Titki  If  1  had  but  a  tliousantl  a  year 

Stki  Fishennan  and  liis  cliild 

5«;?  Swate  I'aslle  (Jardeii 

5<!.S  In  the  gloamiiii; 

."ViH  Uiiiig  mo  l>ack  the  ono  I  lovo 

57U  Spider  and  the  lly       ; 

."1  A  warrior  bold  ,• 

573  Tare*  farewell  i 
57:1  In  iter  little  bed  wo  laid  her 

574  Dark  <;irl  drei<scd  iu  blue 

575  Separation  j 
570  Pitcher  of  beer  I 

tC        J    577  Ntil  MctJiiUinan's  daightor.  Mary  Ann 
i         ^    57S  Nolxnly  knows  what  *  racki-r  was  there 

5?J  Its  a  cold  day  when  I  jiel  lift 

5H0  Alice,  where  art  thou)' 

5S1  Meet  inc.  Josie.  ai  lh<i  j;ato 

5S-J  Jessie  at  the  railway  bar 

5S:J  Ada,  with  the  golden  hair 

fiK4  Strerts  of  New  York  ; 

.5K")  ronrting  in  the  rain    ' 

586  Im  living'  ft)r  some  one  to  lovo  me 

5K7  Is  tha"t  Mi-ter  Keillyy 

a^W  Let  my  name  be  kindly  s|»)kiii 

58".»  l>ar"s  one  more  ribl)er  for  in  cro!-9 

5'JU  Najoleons  farewell  t^*  Paris 

5!»1  Poor  old  Mike 

KH  (Jood-hye.  my  lover,  go<Ml-byo 

5!B  A  life  on  the  ocean  wave 

584  lam  dreamiiij' 

5!t5  Gypsy  Countess 

StW  She's  as  good  as  gold 

0!»7  Watchman,  tell  lis  of  the  night 

rm  Slioo,  lly:  don't  bother  me 

.5!»9  Ten  thoiL-aii't  miles  awav 

WIO  (iive  my  love  to  all  at  homo 

(iOl  Myirel  Snyder's  party 

<j(fcj  Increase  of  crime 

C0.3  Ship  on  Jim 

x>4  Joscphus  Drange  Blossom 

C05  Oh:  Susaniiuh 

(!i>J  Old  I5ob  Uidley 

(UTT  Bonnie  blue  Hag 

e»S  Nell  Flaugherty'8  drake 

(<01)  John  IJarlcvcorii 

610  Rules  for  loVe-making 

Oil  L;iiid  Leau'iie  Baml 

612  Down  by  the  old  ubbcy  ruins 

613  <;lorioiis  OOth 

614  Old  willow  cradle 

615  Funny  old  gal 
61C  Iltliirious  card  player 

617  PaildvV  the  boy 

618  Teddy  Mctilytin 

619  Lads  who  live  in  Ireland 
ttJO  Worn-out  fuilor 
<ai  Mott  sfre.;t,  +49 
6^  Limerick  is  beautiful 
6^  Seven  oud 

6i4  Let  ine  kiss  him  for  his  mother 
lii'j  Pretty  lips 

V,2i>  Sullivan's  boot  in  my  eye 
i;-^  Villikins  and  his  Uiiiuh 
6.W  Captain  with  his  whiskers 
♦■i»  A  kniit  of  blue  and  gray 
ew  Foley's  hotel 

Ki\  111  irieet  her  when  the!  pun  goes  down 
•»«  Xj-ver  take  the  horseshoe  from  the  door 
»>■«  uomaii,  lovely  woman 
Cil  Najioleon's  dream 
fttt  When  the  robins  nest  a^ain 
•»)  Oh!  yon  little  darling,  I  love  you 
(>i7  Just  down  the  lauo 


»W  Call  me  back  again 

6:W  Milwaukee  llrt! 

610  Due  of  the  finest 

f»4I  Over  thi^  mountain 

61-,'  Helle  of  the  ball 

VA:i  Farmer's  hoy 

044  When  Jack  comes  home  again  (Sailing) 

615  Ilush-a-bye,  baby 

610  When'  the  Ivy  itrows  so  green 

617  Bridget  Donahue 

64S  Down  the  hill 

0-U>  My  Nellie's  blue  eyes 

6.">0  Kagged  coat 

651  Kitty  Kiino 

65:i  Little  (larlin;:,  dream  of  nic 

(Wi  Juice  of  the  forliidden  fruit 

6.">4  Minute  gun  at  b*;* 

6.V)  Some  day 

(MtJ  Sour  kroiit 

♦157  Don't  iiive  the  name  a  bad  Mace 

61S  |{ackeily  Jack 

Ik")',!  John  Hrown  song((Jlory,  glory  hallelujah) 

>'•>'*)  Tramp,  immp,  tramp,  (iie  buys  are  marching    • 

tltil  A  dollar  liftccn  cents 

(itiJ  Roger  O'Mailey 

6(a  Don't  make  a  noise  or  else  you'll  wake  the  baby 

6*>4  Bring  back  tny  bonnie  to  me 

6*3  Belleville  convent  fire  (Illinois) 

(i<i6  I'll  await  my  love 

(Hi7  Hard  tinjes  come  again  no  more 


668  Mulcahey's  gone  away 
ti69  Ninet»>en  hundred  and  one 
670  Colleen  dhas  macliree 

1)71   Onlv  to  sec  thee,  il:irlitlg 
67^  Blue  bells  of  .^^coiland 

673  A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother 

674  That's  how  you  get  served  when  you're  old 

675  Dear  little  iiinocent  things 

67ti  Mother,  I've  come  home  to  die 

(i77  Just  before  the  battle,  mother 

67S  Down  in  a  divinu-liell 

tult  Kissing  through  tlji- bars 

6S0  Skip|)er  and  his  boy 

6H1  Young  man  from  the  .ountry 

tWi  I'll  be  dar 

tiXi  Midshipmite 

68-t  Kleventh  Re-rimcnt  iN.  (J.  S.  N.  Y.) 

B.S5  Naughty,  nauirhty  men 

686  Naughty,  iiauuhty  girls 

687  New  coon  in  towii 

(!8H  Will  a  monkev  diiid)  a  trect 

tW»  I$old  soger  boy 

6i(()  Ilt'enan  and  Savers 

691  Come,  landloril',  till  the  flowing  bowl 

6W  Sally,  come  tip 

6U.'J  Sea  king's  burial 

6!>4  One  horse  oiK;n  sleigh 

695  Baby  show 

69ti  Swim  out  for  glory 

697  Jessie  (Jreen 

ti9S  DufTv's  trrand  oiK-ning  night 

60!»  I'mii  dude 

700  Hrui  for  tlie  doctor 

701  ClimbiiiiT  up  thi-  goMen  Plaim 
70J  My  good-lookiutr  man 

7(«  How  a  marri<-d  woman  goes  to  skt^p 

7f>l  I'm  off  for  Haltlinoie 

7U">  Bright  little  sjjot  on  the  o«-ean 

70t;  I  tickled  her  under  the  chin 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn 

70s  My  Newmarket  coat 

7<H»  He  will  come  with  the  (lowers  of  May 

710  Ten  years  in  CluTry  Hill 

711  Slalo'ney's  the  man 

7Vi  Ship  that  never  returne<l 

713  Why  did  they  dis;  ma's  i;ruve  so  de<"p? 

714  How  much  does  the  baby  weigh? 

715  A  mother's  watch  by  the  sea 

716  UiK-le  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 
7H  Hiuh-water  pants 

719  Kvery  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-and-byc 

7'JO  I'll  send  von  down  a  letter  from  the  eky 

7,M   Paddy  stole  the  ro|)e 

7ii  Duffy,  the  swell 

7il  Not  iinuch 

7"..M  Don't  leave  yotir  mother,  Tom 

7i-)  Pretty  little  dark  bliK!  ey«'s 

7Jii  A  rollin'4  stone  gathers  no  moss 

7','7  Dream  faces 

7*1  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 


T'-A)  (Jood-bye  to  my  Southern  sunny  home 

7:10  Pretty  little  ro«y  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  tiie  wnidow  to-night,  love 

7:ii  Hard  up 

733  Forgive  and  forget 

7-'J4  Captain  Jlishler 

7*5  Butterfly  dude 

~16  Bowery  011  Saturday  night 

737  li«af  by  leaf  the  roses  fall 

7:*<  Let  nie  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  KiMiiskilleii  dragoon 

740  Papa's  baby  boy 

741  I  ain't  as  young  as  I  used  to  be 

71:i  T\n-  Dn-aduought  ,  ... 

743  See-saw 

744  What's  In  3  Kiss? 

745  Hush,  little  baby,  don't  you  ciy 

746  Darling  Clo' 

747  Mother's  last  a'tpiest 

748  Texas  rangt-r 

749  (;<m1,  save  Ireland 

750  Tho'  rich,  I'm  no  l)cttor  than  yon 

751  Bold  Jack  Donahue 
7'iii  I.!ist  farewell 

75.3  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 

754  Mary  Ann  Kehoo 

755  Only  an  emigrant 

7ri»)  My  bonny  boy  is  young,  but  he's  growing 

757  The  fanner  feeds  us  all 

7.")S  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hot    • 

759  Better  days  will  come  again 

7tK»  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  girl's  message 

7ty  Some  other  cirl  shall  wear  the  ring 

76;j  Bye,  bye,  bal>y,  bye,  bye 

761  Someboily's  tall  and  hundsonie 

7()5  Mother  keeps  the  gate  l(H-ked  now 

70i  Sweet  Alpine  roses 

7ii7  M<irrissey  and  the  B<Mdcia  boy 

7(W  ( 'onstant  fanner's  son 

7ti9  rp]M'r  ten  and  lower  five 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Keyhole  in  the  door 

1 1'i  Act  on  the  square,  boys 

773  Lackawanna  spooners 

774  Cot  where  I  was  born 

775  Murke's  dream 

776  Four-lea vetl  shamrock 

777  I'p  a  tree 

778  Down  where  the  lily  bells  grow 

779  Behind  the  j)arlor  door 

7sO  Peggy  O'Moore  ,     . 

781  Siinnv  hours  of  childhoisl 

i8-'  O'Reilly,  the  flHberinan 

78.3  Old  village  blacksmith's  shop 

784  False  one.  I  love  thee  still 

785  Shannon  side 

786  Pennsylvania  tramp 

787  We'll  j)aint  the  town  red 

788  I»ok  always  on  the  sunny  side 

789  (;rcen  linnet 
7!tO  (ientle  Annie 

791  Kiss  me,  mother,  en?  I  die 

79'-J  There's  a  li^ht  in  the  window 

T!W  Annie  of  the  vale 

791  Rising  of  the  moon 

795  Who  will  care  for  mother  now? 

TiHJ  Let  the  dead  and  the  lx.'autiful  rest 

797  Siirhts  for  a  father 

798  Old  gray  marc 

799  How  is  your  sister  Mary? 

.8(K)  Clara,  Clara,  will  you  come  out  to-nightf 
801  <;randnia's  vacant  chair 
HO"-  .America's  emblem,  the  violet 
HW  Knocking  at  the  gates  of  Jordan 

804  Take  gwMl  care  or  mother 

805  WhisiM-r  and  a  kiss 

806  old-fashioued  photograph  of  mother 

807  (;<M>d  bve,  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat 

808  Little  Mai;  and  I 

809  <'radle's  einnty,  baby's  gone 

810  Rosy's  Suiuiay  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  family 
8ia  Little  wife,  Nellie 

813  TiK)  utterly  utter 

814  I'm  a  dantly,  but  I'm  no  dude 

815  They  can'tkeep  the  worklngman  down 

816  Angel  mother  waits  for  me 

817  (too<l-nigbt,  but  not  good-bye 

818  Bar's  a  new  moon  iu  de  sky 

819  Just  plain  Jim 


Wc  will  send  10  of  tlio  above  Songs,  yotir  selection,  by  niiiil,  post-pjiid,  for  10  cents  ;  60  Sonj^s  for  30  cents,  or  100  Songs 
for  60  cents.  liiiiwmfK'r,  ire  wUl  not  mnd  less  than  10  of  tfiese  Songn  by  nuiil.  Wc  will  send  the  Siii'.KT  Music  of  any  of  the  above 
Songs,  iirranged  for  tin;  piano,  words  and  inu-sic  combintMl,  for  40  c(!nts  each,  or  any  tliree,  yonr  selection,  for  $1.00.  |^~  Clean  and 
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ONE    CEISTT   E^CH 


830  Mind  ami  bo  homo  lieforo  the 

8ai   Where  the  pretty  little  shamrock 

KK  My  little  foiirleiif  shanirock  from  tJlennore 

8i'i  White  \viii<;8 

SH  Always  take  mother's  advice 

W.')  Preltv  pond  lillieH 

8Ai  Dear'Hohin.  I'll  be  true 

8*^  Makido  MeAllicter 

«>S  For  one  day  of  turkey  tliere'a  six  days  of  hash 

H2!>  Poor  old  dad 

8;*)  The  Huddiiifrtonghire  -• 

Kit   McSorley'8  twins 

K«  Cricket  on  the  hearth 

K«  I  had  815  in  my  inside  pocket 

KU  TniblinK  back  to  (ieorjjia 

8;i'>  Noble  knlghtfiof  labor 

Ki(i  He  Kets  there  just  the  same 

KIT 'Johiinv.  get  your  gun 

KJH  Miss  t'ogarty's  fhristmas  cake 

KS9  Maggie  Darfow's  welcome 

WO  ("onie,  sit  by  me,  mother 

8U   I'm  not  asleep  \    .- 

H4'^  Put  on  de  golden  shoe 

ta3  I'll  tliink  of  my  mother  at  home 

8+1  Two  little  ragged  ureli inn 

815  Silver  Ixills  of  memory 

810  Maggie,  dear  I'm  called  away 

847  Sock  her  on  the  kiseer 

KW  Oh!  you  girls  ^ 

819  Because  she  ain't  bTiilt  that  way 

KJO  Flaiiigan,  the  lodger 

851  Married 

853  Garden  when-  the  i)arties  grow 
KH  You'll  be  kind  to  my  in«>ther 

854  Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mfmma!  oh,  -•     , 
856  An  agricultural  Irisli  girl 

856  I  an>  a  man  that's  done  wrong  to  my  parents 

K57  Ting,  ting,  that's  how  the  1h,I1  goes 

858  Annie  Lisle 

K5!»  I  will  \x-  true  to  tliee 

8»j0  Down  by  the  river  side  I  Ptrayed 

8»;i   Kitty  Clyde 

8«W  fnder  the  willow  she's  elc(!ping 

tm  Bav  of  Hiscav,  O!  • 

8t>l  Hazel  Dell 

8(>5  It's  funny  when  yon  feel  that  way 

8<;»i  They've  all  got  a  wife  but  nn; 

8i>7  What  is  home  without  a  mother? 

8t>8  Bowery  (irenadiers 

8(!'.(  Don't  you  dare  to  kiss  me,  Joe 

870  Good-bye,  Susan  Jane 

871  Nellie  was  a  lady 
87a  Nettie  Moore 

873  To  the  West 

874  Joe  Hardy 

875  Think  of  your  head  in  the  morning 
87t>  Wash  ine,  mother  dear 

877  Ilemeinb<'r,  boy,  you're  Irish 

878  Where  can  the  wanderer  be 

875>  Colored  band  -  ,.    ;- 

880  It's  naughty  but  it's  nice 

881  We'd  Ixtter  bide  a  wee  .  - 
883  Come  along,  my  darling 

883  Old  turnkey 

884  Sarah's  young  man 

885  She's  the  image  of  her  mother  in  a  1000  different 
88(5  B«'lle  Brandon  [ways 

887  Dreamy  eyes  that  haunt  mc  still 

888  Hungry  man  from  Harlem 

889  When  "Johnny  conies  nuirching  home 
8!K)  I  was  despised  l)ecause  I  was  poor 

891  Meet  me,  Kate,  by  the  cottage  gate 

892  Thou  hast  wounded  the  spirit  that  loved  fhee 

893  Clementine 

»H  Sww!t  heather  bell 

895  Windy  man  from  Brooklyn 

8?>0  Swiiifjing  on  the  old  rustic  gate 

Rt7  You'll  never  miss  voiir  mother  till  she's  gone 

898  Kemember  me  to  all  at  home 

8i)9  Oh,  what  a  night 

900  Did  you  notice  it? 

901  Since  my  mother's  d«ad  and  gone 
903  America  beats  them  all 

903  Australian  exile 

901  Just  to  show  my  respects  to  McGinnis 

805  Gathering  the  myrtle  with  Mary 

900  Her  own  boy.  Jack 

907  (;i«ra  Nolan's  ball 

!t08  IjCtters  we  carved  on  the  tree 

5(09  Two  Irish  police 

910  Little  old  red  shawl  my  mother  wore 

911  Oiir  Jack's  come  hometo-day 
913  He's  never  done  anything  since 
913  Oh,  Mr.  Flanigau 


914  Can  you,  then,  love  another 

915  fciglit-house  by  tlie  sea  '  ;'■ :' 
910  An  Irish  fair  day                            ,/    -  "■ 

917  It's  for  money 

918  As  I  read  the  iiaper  through       '         '•-. 

919  They  can't  do  it,  you  know 
930  letter  that  never  came 

981  A  handful  of  earth 

ifcK  Is  Maud  in?  .    .■ 

933  Southern  soldier  boy  '    • 

934  (ireen  mossy  banks  of  the  Lee 

935  Manchester  martyrs 
93(J  Dear  Irish  boy 

937  I  haven't  for  a  long  time  now 

938  Save  my  mother's  picture  from  the  sale 

939  Kock-a-bye,  baby 

930  Lay  my  head  beneath  a  rose 

ft31  Castlebar  boy 

9:13  Flora  Belle  ;        ■ 

933  It's  dudish,  you  know 

d:U  The  letter  came  at  last 

'J35  My  pretty  Jane 

930  Lips  thai  touch  liquor  shall  never  touch  mine 

937  Wrap  tlie  flag  around  me,  Iwiys 

938  Dad's  dinner  pail 

939  The  spree 

940  Black  pick-a-ninny 

941  Widow  Nolan's  goat  .' 

913  Maid  of  the  mill 

943  Paddy  Duffy's  cart  " 

914  Littlejgreen  leaf  in  our  bible 
945  Mary  Kelly's  beau 

940  He'll  be  back  bye-and-bye 
947  Bonny  black  Bess 
«M8  Little  Widow  Dunn 
919  Ghost  of  Benjamin  Binns 

950  Man  that  struck  O'Hara 

951  A  flower  I  found  in  mother's  bible 
953  Dying  cowboy's  lament 

953  Bringing  pretty  flowers  to  strew  on  mother's 
951  Star  of  the  evening  [grave 

955  Poor  little  soldiers'  boy      '    '  : 
950  Bold  Mclntires 

957  Howard's  cradle  song 

958  Handkerchief  flirtation 

959  Angel's  whisper  •       '  , 

900  ■Tom,  if  you  love  mc,  say  so  ■     ■ 

901  Flying  trapeze  -      . 
903  Little  old  caboose  behind  llio  train  .,; 
90:j  Maggie,  the  cows  are  in  the  clover 

964  I  believe  it,  for  my  mother  told  me  so 

965  Mamma's  black  baby  lioy 
906  Ungrateful  son 

967  Double-breasted  mansion  on  the  square 

908  Yankee  Doodle 

969  The  faster  you  pluck  tliem  the  thicker  they 


970  Mother,  is  the  battle  over? 

971  Sullivan  and  Ryan  ■   ;. 
973  Package  of  old  "letters 

973  Cabin  with  tlie  roses  at  the  door 

974  Morrisey  and  Heenan  light 

975  Matrimonial  snggestions 

976  Mother's  wedding  ring 

977  Poverty's  tears  ebb  and  flow 

978  Never  take  "  no  "  for  an  answer 

979  Have  you  seen  Yum-Yum?      . 

980  I'll  return  bye-and-bye 

981  It's  English,"  you  know 

983  In  the  window  a  light  I  can  see 
98;^  Little  Ah  Sid 

984  The  striker  and  his  son 

985  Ta-ra-nim 

986  I  cannot  sing  that  song  to-night 
087  I  kissed  her  under  the  parlor  stairs 

988  Lost  on  the  "Lady  Elgin" 

989  We  draw  the  line  at  that 

990  Merry  shanty  bovs 

991  Slightly  on  the  mash 

993  Down  among  the  sugar  cane 

993  When  my  rover  coves  again 

994  There's  no  one  to  welcome  me  home 

995  John  Mitchell  . 

996  Dearest  Mac 

997  My  bonny  laboring  boy 

998  The  dawning  of  the  day        '  •  .  r 

999  Wreck  of  the  "  London  " 

1000  The  song  that  reached  ray  heart 

1001  The  Scotch  brigade 
1003  I  owe  $10  to  O'Gradv 

1003  I'm  the  father  of  a  little  black  coon 
1001  Where  is  Kathleen 

1005  Waiting,  waiting,  waiting 

1006  Malonev,  the  rolling  mill  man 

1007  Dan  O'brien's  raffle 


[ferow 


1(X)8  Just  a  little  sunshine 

1009  ^  ?  I  sal  upon  my  dear  old  mother's  knee 

1010  A  letter  fr  .m  In^land 

1011  I'm  going  to  liave  my  name  above  the  door 
1013  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so 

1013  Man,  poor  man 

1014  When  baby  smiles  in  her  sleep 

1015  Sougs  that  we  sing 

1016  Listen  to  my  talc  of  woe 

1017  Meet  a  coon  to-night 

1018  CopjH'r  and  the  c(K)k  -  . 

1019  Bring  back  my  sailor  boy 

10*30  Where  the  sparrows  and  chippies  parade 
1031  Old  boss  Barry 
10-.^!  Midnight  s(juad 

1033  Isabelle  St.  Clair  ~ 

1034  Dont  run  down  the  Irish 

1035  From  the  cradle  to  the  grave 

1036  The  little  fishermaideu 

1037  You  know 

1038  Up  went  the  price  ^    ^ 

1039  Honor  thy  father  and  mother 

1030  Marguerite 

1031  Bid  me  good-bye  and  go 

1033  I'm  BO  sny  >  .; 

10;i;i  A  button-hole  bouquet 

10;i4  I  forget  i. 

10:i5  She  might  have  licked  McTarty 

10;i6  I>ove,  let  let  yourheart  W faithful 

1037  Sunshine  will  come  again 

1038  Baby  that  never  came  '       .' 

ia-J9  I  like  it,  I  do  -   .         • 

1010  It's  funny  what  lager  will  do 

1011  Isn't  that  an  awful  shame 

1043  Ring  dat  golden  bell  ■ 
10l:J  Genie  of  old  Ireland                ' 

1044  Jesse  James 

1015  Young  man  that  used  to  live  over  the  way 

1016  We've  both  iK'en  there  before 

1047  Now  I  come  to  think  of  it 

1048  I  paid  the  §10  to  O'tirady 

1019  With  all  her  faults  I  love  her  still 

1050  D<;ar  little  hands 

1051  Just  across  from  Jersey 
1053  Salvation  army,  oh 

1053  Four  'leveu  forty-four 

1054  Family  overhead 

1055  I  wonder  how  long  it  will  last 

1056  Charleston  Blues 

1057  Major  Gilfeather 

1058  Boodle 

1059  That's  an  old  gag  with  me 
lOtiO  Vallev  lay  smiling  before  me 
1061  Little  hedge  school 

1063  Old  feather  Ix-'d  .  ■  - 

1063  T  never  drink  In-hind  the  bar 

1064  McNally's  row  of  flats 
1005  I'll  wear  the  trousers,  oh 

1066  Strolling  on  the  sands 

1067  Mulberry  Springs 

1068  Good-bye.  my  honey,  I'm  gone 

1069  Plum  pudding 

1070  I  could  tell  it  if  I  felt  it  in  the  dark 

1071  Let  Erin  remember  the  davs  of  old 

1072  Here  lies  an  actor 

1073  Mister  Dooley's  geese 

1074  Ten  thousand  miles  away  on  the  '      ■     - 

1075  Mother's  last  letter  to  me 

1076  Pat  and  his  little  brown  mare 
lOi  I  Water-cresses 

1078  She  lives  on  Murray  Hill 

1079  Eileen,  sweet  Eileen  v 

1080  Hurry,  little  children,  Sunday  mom 

1081  My  little  side  door 

1083  It  showered  again 

108.3  The  market  on  Saturday  night 

1084  Other  arrange  lents 

1085  Haul  de  wood  pile"'down  ■ ' 
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1093  Old  black  crow  .'  - 
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1096  Let  her  go,  Gallagher 

1097  Massa's  wedding  night 
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1099  Bridal  march  ., 
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Z^o.    l.-en»^altenb  100  fiieber. 


VA,  i((  bin  To  mQbe 

1I(Q,  tvenn  bu  rodrft  mein  (igen 

914.  row  ift'3  mbflltd)  bann 

9lenncl)en  ooit  Ibarau 

9113  tit  &xo^X)aUx  bie  Wrofemuttfr  na^m 

91U  id)  fin  junfl'  WejcUe  mor 

*J13  'Jloat)  am  Biin  ftaftcn  roar 

9lm  flriinen  4>ub(onT3triinb 

91n  ber  {d)ont;ii  blaiuii  Xoiuiu 

9lnnci,  iu  bit  ift  mein  lifbfter  @an{t 

?lntiDort  auf  Wtiinborns  etft<n  !8tief 

91ucb  id)  roar  ein  ^^linfllinc)  liiit  locftgem 

auf,  it)r  aSriiber,  luBt  uns  roaUcn  [ftaor 

flagon,  bie 

a?aiier  auf  b<r  (?i?<nbabn,  bet 

tai  ift  ber  laa  b<4  ^errn 

laS  rofiR  ja  allein  nur  btr^auafne^t  ju 

Xiferteur.  bit  [iagen 

XfutjdK  finatc  in  9lm<rifa,  b«r 

Xrci  ftdffrfnaben.  bie 

Trei  inuntre  a*ttti(^<n  ja^en 

2utd)inan'3  ftlage 

Gine  ZaU,  tu  mid)  liebt 

t»in  4,'>fad)f3  i!ieb 

t»in3  muB  nod)  nuiia 

&i  blinfeu  io  luftig  brei  Sterne 

(?3  ift  jroar  feiu  Ungliicf,  aber  '8  drgert 

(?3  flebt  oiu  >^>irtt)59au3  an  ber  Vialjn 

Jibucit 

J>reil)<it,  bie  id)  meine 

©eplngte  Pt)<mann,  ber 

@riine  in  'Jlmerifa,  ber 

©riinhocn'o  erfter  sbrief,  bed 

©ute  Aamerab,  ber 

lanbcUjuBe,  ber 

lannes,  Ber  flerbcnb*  99auer 

lepmann  i'eot 

lineingefallen 

irtenfnut,  ber 

liftorie  com  (tug 
5^  fomme  I'om  ©ebirge  ^er 
3d)  roar  ;> tingling  nod)  an  3at)«n 
5m  ^anuar  ba  fuljren  un3 
3m  fiiblen  iteUer  Ti^  id)  bi«r 
in  ben  flugen  liegt  Bo3  foerj 
jn  ber  .»)otmatl)  itl  es  jd)on 
3n  b'.r  oQein 
3n  einem  fiibl'"  ©runbe 
aa{)eUe.  bie 
Piinftlerleben 


Rut\i)U  auf  bem  93orpof)en 

Sabtet  in  Jlmerifa 

L'iebe  (anft  man  nid)t,  bie 

i/iebcs.4Derbung 

I'orelep 

!L'oui3  unb  (Eugenie 

Vutber'S  ©abrfprud)  [5d)rilt 

3Kad)t  man  ins  Vebeii  faum  ben  erften 

9)Jcin  Wonn  ift  gefaljren  in*  ^eu 

Wenge  mug  ed  bringen.  bie 

Woberne  i'iebe 

!DJorgenrot^ 

»JJlutter  roiU'S  ni(^t  leiben,  bie 

^Jiad)  ber  jOeimatt)  m8d)t  id)  roieber 

9lur  fiir  »Jlatur 

C  fd)au  nur  ein  ein]ig3  mat 

C  stragburg 

*45apft  lebt  l)<rrlid)  in  ber  aJJelt,  ber 

Wdtblel  con  !H)ien,  bie 

atattenfdnger  oon  ^ameln,  ber 

9(ece|>t  ]um  9leid}roerben 

9to)en.fiieb 

«alomoniid)eS  Urtbeil 

®d)ier  30  ^ab"  bift  bu  alt 

Sd)le3roig<Qolftetn,  meerum|d)lungen 

ecfinciberlieb 

Sd)buften  *Augfn,  bie 

ed)roeijer'3  ^eimroel) 

«id)  auf  Gnglifd)  ju  tierftdnb'gen 

Solbaten.fiiebe 

@o  roie  bu 

Stop  a  little 

2t)rdne,  bie 

5rinffprud) 

Xtjroler  unB  jein  ftinb 

^ergi§meinnid)t,  bad 

93errenfte  .Oerj,  baS 

aUalb,  ber  ■ 

SUarnung  fniit 

SOarum  geid)iet)t  fo  Wo3  heut  ju  lag 

^enn  bu  3d)toalben  beimrodrts  )iel)n 

SSBenn  i(p  ein  a'iigtein  rodr 

aOer  Iteben  roiU,  muB  leiben 

5h}il()elmSbBbe 

iWir  gebn  nad)  SinBcnou 

SBir  ntien  )o  frohlid)  beifammen 

©irtbiu  I&(bteflein,  ber 

SQobl  vide  taufoub  93i)geletn 

Wo  ton  id)  mid)  biunxnben 

3'  fiauterbad)  bab  id)  mein  Strumpf 


3>a'o.  a.-eni 

9n  ber  CueQe  fag  ber  ftnabe 

SlUgemeiner  loaft 
}  9113  ber  liebe  @ott  bie  3i}elt  erfc^affen 
]  9lbam  unb  (?Da 
{  9lnbrea3  .oofcr 

j  a  Xeanerf  gebt  urn  ^olj  in  aOalb 
)  9ll3  e3  mit  '*ioab  ging  )u  (?nB 
{  9113  bie  *45r«uB<"  maritbirten  oor  *^rag 
;  ais  id)  an  einem  3ommertag 
]  9113  rotr  iiingft  in  Wegensbura  toaren 
<  ©erltner  Siermamiell,  Bie 
;  SBriiber,  logert  eucb  im  Preife 

■  Slau'  9leuglein  Tinb  gefdbrlit^ 
Sunbeslieb 
Sertranb'i  9lbfd)ieb 
Xu  liegit  mir  im  ;&er5en 
Xa  ftreiten  iid)  b;e  Veut  btrum 
Xen  lieben  langeii  la^ 
Xem  ^errn  allein  bie  (*l)re 
Xu  hail  Xiamanten  unb  '45erlen 
Xu  bift  mir  nab  unB  bod)  fo  fern 
Xrei  ilSJodien  Bor  Cftern 
Xein  ai)ohl,  mem  iiiebd)en 
Xeutid)e  'JJlutter.  Bie 
(Si  roaren  einmoj  Brei  ftdferfnabeii 
(f infam  bin  id)  nid)t  aUeine 
©3  roaren  mol  Brei  ©eieOen 

I  63  fann  ja  nid:t  immer  fo  bleiben 
J  (?ine  'i'erle  nenn'  \d)  mem 

■  (*inen  ftuB.  Bann  gute  'Jtacftt 
^^^iinfmalbunBerttaufenB  leufel 

•ern  im  Siib  ba3  i(b<jne  Spanien 

reunb,  id)  bin  jufrieben 

abr'  mid)  binilber,  fd)6ner  Sd)iffer 

rab'  au3  bem  ilSirtbsbuus 
©ute  *i)lutter  iiJauBelbaum,  bie 
(  ©ate  "Jiadjt,  bu  mein  her)iae-3  ftinb 

leiVirid)  fdjlief  bfi  feincr  ''Jieuoermd^lt*n 

lamburg  ift  ein  \d)'6nei  StdBte^eu 

leil  Bir  im  siegerfranj 

iinau3  in  Bie  lyerne 

lod)  oom  Xad))tein 

lerj,  mein  .?)erj,  roarum  jo  traurig 

iflorie  oon  'Jloab 

lerj,  oom  (lummer  tief  gebeugt 
jd)  rooUt  14  roar  ein  Sogel 
3d)  bin  ber  ijiirft  ber  Iboren 
I  3n  meinem  £d)16Bd)en  ift'3  gar  fein 
I  34  bin  ein  'i'rcuB^ 
)  3d)  bin  ber  loctor  (Sifenbart 
'  J(^  bin  bir  flut 

3d)  ^ab  bir  gejt^aut  in  bie  Vugtn 

3inmer  fein  —  luftig  fein 


tbaltenb  105  i'ieber. 

3m  X3alb  unb  auf  ber  ^aibe 

3a,  b'iratben  foil  id) 

3eber  TOenjd)  bat  jein  SBergniigeii 

ftuR,  ber 

ftein  Iropflein  mot)r  im  2)ed)<r 

ilanb  ber  'accibents,  ba3 

I'inbenbaum,  ber 

liiauf,  *JJluaer,  lauf 

fiaurentia,  liebe  I'aurentia  mein 

OTudler,  ber 

TOeine  Sibuhe  Tinb  jerriffen 

TOdbele,  rurf,  rud,  rud 

5Ru6  i  benn  jum  Stdbtele  nauS 

TOenfd)  foO  nid)t  ftolj  fein,  ber 

TOeine  erfte  unb  letjte  iiiebc 

TOorgen  mug  id)  fort  con  bi«r 

TOai  ift  qefommen,  ber 

SRoi)  ift  liolen  nid)t  Perloren 

C  lannenbaum 

D  bleib  bei  mir 

Woftlofe  !li>nnberer,  ber 

Winalbini,  lieber  Slduber 

ScbdfermdBd)en,  ba3 

2d)laf  bu  mein  ftinbelein 

Sebnfucbt  nod)  Xeut1d)lanb 

So  Piel  Stern'  om  ^immel  fteben 

SteDrer'3  feeimrocb 

Sd)le3roig.^olftein 

So  leb  benn  roobl,  bu  ftiHeS  Oaul 

Sdjneiber  in  ber  Jfttmit 

Sdjtaue  ^anfel,  ber 

£d)neiberlieb 

5d)neibercourage 

Zbeure  S^aterbanS,  bag 

Irompeter,  btr 

loaft 

Unb  Bie  aBurjburger  ffllSdli  babn  a 

Ueb  immer  Ireu  unb  iReblicbfeit 

ajogelfdnqer  bin  id)  ja,  Ber 

a?on  Ber  'JUpe  tbnt  Bas  jjorn 

2003  ift  Be3  Xeutfd)cn  Saterlanb 

5ffla(bt  am  iRbein,  bie 

Wii  '8  bieTOdb  beuttreiben 

SBenn  fid)  jroei  iperjen  fd)eiben 

aOdr  id)  ein  'Brunnlein  flar 

aOoblauf,  nocb  getrunfen 

S0a3  id)  alleS  roiifen  m34t 

ifflenn  ber  ^^riibling  fommt 

SOat  rouO  bei  fiierl 

SUer  niemal3  einen  Maufdb  gehabt 

aBiCfommen,  o  felifler  <&btnb 

3n)a  orbftiHidien  2fut,  bie 
3u  Straftburg  auf  ber  ed)anj 
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,   ,     S»  eerfaufen  bei  aflen  beutf4<n  »u4J)anbIern  unb  3<ttu«g8aaenten  in  ben  SJer. 
,  etnigten  staaten  unb  Conoba,  ober  au4  unter  einfenbung  bes  SBetraaeS  bireft  toon 
^eraulgeber, 

|>enr4  3.  SOe^man,  130  ^arf  moto,  92eni  ^ovt. 


%bf4ieB  nebmen,  fagt  er 

9Ibe,  bu  lieber  lannenroalb,  abc 

9iae3  fliblt  ber  I'iebe  i>reuben 

9in  jeBem  91benb  geb  i(b  aui 

9!lte  3abv  uergangen  ift,  baS 

9ln  SAlojter  bat  an  ©'fellen  g'bobt 

9113  id)  nod)  '4>rin3  roar  pon  9fr!abien 

9tuf  ber  *i*ierbanf 

9ld),  roie  bunfel  fmb  bie  ^IKauern 

iHd),  id)  fiibl',  es  ift  Perf^rounben 

9ld),  roel(be  V!uft,  Solbnt  {u  fein 

'iluf,  *DJafrofen,  bie  9lnfer  gelid)tet 

9ln  ber  Saale  griinem  Stranbe 

-auf  SBerges  ^6ben  [99e4et 

*.8efrdnjt  mit  Vaub  ben  lieben  Pouen 

'•Briiber,  fammelt  eud)  im  Jlreije 

*i)iirgfd)aft,  bie 

91lauen  9(uflen,  bie 

*.Bolb  graf  id)  am  *)ie(lar 

%untr  ftleib,  ba3 

3)eihoofter  ^urfd)e  jieh  i*  au8,  obe 

Xo  broben  auf  jenem  5Perge 

Xu  roirft  mir'S  ja  nit  iibel  nebwo 

Xeutidjlanb  iiber  aUes 

Xe3  IKaifenfinbeS  ftlagt 

Xrud  nit  fo 

XeS  TOidjel  Saterlanb 

Xenfft  bu  baran 

(»in  freie3  i'eben  fiibren  tpir 

(f rlfi>nig,  ber 

(?fien,  nid)t  baS  Xrinfen 

(fin  Seben  roie  im  *4>arabie8 

(f  8  ift  ein  Sd)ug  geraQen 

(f in  Scbifflein  fab  id)  fabren 

(f  3  roar  einmal  ein  ftSnig 

(fin  3Sger  au3  fturpfalj 

(*roig  roiU  id)  bir  geboren 

(f  3  ift  beftimmt  in  ©otteS  Wat^ 

(f8  leben  bie  Solbaten 

IJrSfd)'  unb  bie  Unfen 

ffriiblingSlieb 

>erbinanb,  roie  fcbBn  bift  bu 

rr&blicb  unb  roobtgemut^ 

friebericu3  iHer 

Frifd)  auf  jum  frdbli*en  3flfleit 

)uten  9lbenb,  lieber  WonBenftbeiit 
©rogmutter  roiU  tan^en 
fierr  im  fiaua,  ber 
©err  9?ruBer,  nimm  bein  ®Id3d)en 
uerjig'S  Si^a^erl,  laft  bid)  berjen 
$olber  Siingling,  mein  gerlangen 


erbei,  berbei,  bu  trautrr  SSngerfreiS 

Br',  lieber  SBilbelm 

eute  fd)eib  id) 
bin  ein  freier  ^}ann  unb  ftnge 
roar  ^ranBfud)?  nod)  an  Sabren 
3  Ibdt  fo  gem  heiratb'n 
3d)  roiU  mein  ©liirf  probiren,  tnarfdjiren 
3d)  bat  fie  um  bie  9{oje 
3m  aHein  ift  9i5a^rbeit  nur  oUein 
3d)  roar  ein  red)ter  ^afelbans 
3n  biefen  beil'gen  jgallen 
3d)  fd)nitt  es  gem  in  aOe  Winben  ein 
3n  ber  grofeen  Seeftabt  I'eipjig 
3d)  fomm'  immer  nid)t  baju 
34  bab'  ben  ganien  U<ormitiag 
3br  Jiirften  ber  Syalbuiig,  berPor 
3abr  ift  gut,  ba3 
3e^t  f4n)ingrn  roir  ben  ^ut 
Pem  ijeuer,  feine  Woble 
Aommt  a  93ogerl  geflogen 
ffommt  ein  fqlanfer  !Burf4'  gegangen 
Pomm',  ftiUer  91benb 
Aennt  ibr  ba3  i'anb 
fiebe  roobl,  bu,  bie  i4  innig  liebe 
I'e^te  «ofe,  bie 

TOein  Sbriflian 

9lotii 

9iB31ein  auf  ber  ^aiben 

Sie  ftanb  auf  bobem  tBerge 

Sie  (oUen  iljn  ni4t  baben 

Sogt  er 

Stedbrief,  bet 

S4la4tlieb 

S4ufieriunge  ali  AB4in,  ber 

Xobad 

Ueberall  bin  i4  ]u  ^aufe 

©orfiditige  3ube,  ber 

5Bon  alien  t'dnbern  biefer  2l<elt 

SSofjer  rauf4t,  ba3  JlOaffer  f4ti>on,  ba- 

aflaren  mir  felige  Xage,  ba3 

3S<nn  i4  einmal  ber  ^errgott  rodr' 

iSai  tlinget  unb  ftnget  bie  Strage  b^rauf 

9i3anbern  ift  be3  Vliiaer3  L'uft,  baa 

5l!er  roiO  imter  bie  Solbaten 

SOir  Tinb  jroei  topf're  58anern 

^enn  e3  feine  (^laf4en  gdbe 

SDann  m;in  trinfen  mug 

♦iOoIll'  ©ott,  fie  rodre  meine 

SBanberer  in  ber  Sdgemiible,  ber 

9Da8  frag'  i4  Pie/  na4  ©elb  unb  ©ut 

iSopf.  ber  ^dngt  ibm  binfen,  ber 
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DNTo.    -A.-Qtii^ 
91  58ufferl  i8  a  f4nudrig  Xing 
914,  a4,  wie  flnb  bie  i^nUn  f4»pet 
914,  umfonft  auf  aller  2dnber  (tarten 
9lUe3  liebt  unb  paart  fid)  roieber 
9ine?,  roaS  roir  lieben,  lebe 
aae  iPbfl.irmb  f4on  ba 
9113  bie  Diomer  fred)  gcroorben 
9llten  Xeuti4e«,  bie  •  . . 

9ln  9lle!;i3  fenb'  i4  bi4 
9ln  eine3  99d4Iein3  9<anbe,  gat  tieblid) 
9lrm  ufib  flein  ift  meine  C)iitte 
9luf,  ibr  9?riiBer,  finget  Sieber 
9luf'm  iPerglein  bin  i4  g'feffen 
99ei  einem  ioirtbe  rounbermilb 
3?ei  OTdnnem,  TOfl4e  iiiebe  fiiblen 
SBilBung  ma4t  fein 

fBin  au3  unb  einganga  im  ganjen  Xt)rol 
99in  i  net  an  luft'ger  £4roeiiierbu 
SBringt  mir  5Plut  ber  eblen  Weben 
SBriiberlfin  fein 

Qrambambuli,  bai  ift  ber  Xitel 
^a  broben  auf  jenem  93erge 
Xa3  ift  aUeS  einS 
Xa3  roar  ein  niebli4  3.''f«le'n 
Xcr  liebfte  iBuble,  ben  i4  ^an 
5Cer  "IRdb4en  lieli'  i4  Piele 
I)er  S0eilina4t3abenb  fam  gegangen 
Xer  SiBein  erfreut  beS  TOenfdjen  i^erj 
Xeutfd)e3  ^er],  Perjage  ni^t 
2!ie  Heineweber  baben  eine  laubere^unft 
Xie  C'ieb',  bei  meiner  Pbr' 
lie  Wofen  bliiben  im  Xbale 
I)ie  S4ufteriunft  bleibt  immer  bo4 
5Die  Sonn'  erroa4t  mit  ibrer  U!ra4t 
5Eie  SDelt  glei4t  einer  9?icrbouteiIle 
2)0  b«tin  fe  be  Sebrele  in'8  (f iame  geno' 
Xraug'  ift  atlei  fo  prd4tig 
SCrei  road're  9Burf4<n  fafeen,  Ja 
ffin'  fefte  *J?urg  ift  unfer  ©ott 
©in  getreues  j^erj  )u  roiffen 
©in  Waufman,  ber  fl4  S4ul|e  nennt 
Cin  luft'ger  TOufifonte  mari4irte  einft 
6in  iR9mer  ftanb  in  finft'rer  *Ra4t 
^in  =4iit}  bin  i4  in  be9  SHegenten  Solb 
6inft  bit  mir  mein  Seibarjt  geboten 
Cin  4.ieil4en  auf  ber  IBJiefe  ftanb 
ff  in  !lOanberburf4'  mit  bem  Stab 
Ri  ■xai  braa4i  man  um  gliidli4  )u  fein 
iSi  fttt)t  ein  93num  im  Cbentpolb 
G8  ibut'3  bait  nimmermebr 

TeubooU  unb  leibootl,  flcbanfenboll  fein 

•reut  eu4  be«  i!ebfn8 

■Ti\d),  nanjf  ftomponie  mit  (autem  €in0 

'Tiib  morgen3  roenn  bie  {)d^ne  frdb'n 

lefang  berf45nt  baa  iieben 
©efunbbeit,  {fttt  ^a4bar,  bai  0Ui»4(n 
Suanolteb 
gating  unb  tluficr 


altenb  116  Sieber. 
^erjlieb4en  mein  unterm  9{ebenba4 
34  bab'  ein  beiges,  jungeS  9?lut 
34  tenn'  ein'n  b'tlon  tfbelftein 
3d)  mb4te  fie  toobl  feben 
3m  ftrug  jum  griincn  ffranje 
3n  einem  Tbale  friebli4  ftille 
3e^t  gang  i  an'3  99riinnele,  trinf  obet 
ffegellieb 

ftleine  5if4ermdb4en,  baS 
Rommt,  Sriiber,  trinfet  frob  mit  mit 
Udbmt  bir  bie  f4roerfte  aller  ftetten 
£ebe  wobl,  Pergig  mein  ni4t 
fiebig  ift  ber  f4Bnfte  Sfanb 
Jieife,  leife,  fromme  9i3eife 
fiieb  an  bie  [(reube 
TOamo,  '^a\M,  o4,  feb'n  Sie  bo4 
5Rein  fierj,  i4  mill  bi*  fragen 
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^Dlein  2ieb  ift  eine  9llpnerin 
TOei  S4at»  ift  a  IHeiter 
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MARTHA   JANE    GREEN. 

ropyright,  1890,  by  SiinulilinK  •S:  Komder. 


The  Words  and  Muslo  of  tliU  Song  will  l>o  st-nf  to  any  (iddi-fsn.  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

reiiu,  or  this  ami  any  ino  uthtr  Son^'.^  foi'Diu-  l>ullai .  >>>'  II.  J.  U  tiiiiinn,  I'M  I'ai'k 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Foatut;e  Slumps  takt-ii  miuiv  of  null  for  oil  uur  Koodc 


Wonlii  and  Mti>ii-  liv  Huck  ShffftT. 


Martha  Jane  Green  is  a  fanny  name  il  teeniii'-uiiud  Juat  the  8aiiie, 
Very  funny  eis;ht  to  see  ii  nig  at  iiikIu,  no  one  can  tell  his  name; 
It's  differeut  with  ine.  as  you  ciiu  plainly  et-e; 

How  very  strange  it  seems, 
No  matter  where  i  go.  every  one,  you  know. 

Says:  How  do  you  do.  Martha  Jane  Green? 

Chorus. 

Martha  Jane  Green,  funny  name  it  seems; 

1  like  it  just  the  same; 
Walk  along  the  street,  little  ones  I  meet 

Say:  How  do  youtlo,  Martha  Jane  iireeny 

I  go  to  grand  balls,  if  I  ever  get  a  chance,  you  do  the  same; 
Invited  oy  them  all  to  "tend  tlie  fancy  ball,  even  if  it  rains; 
I  dance  in  every  set,  and  you  can  atwa\s  bet 

I  never  treat  Vou  mean; 
As  I  walk  upon  the  floor,  nigs  bi'-jin  t»  roar: 

A-how-do-you-do,  Manha  Jaiie  (iriiny— Cuouus. 


Have  You  Seen  Me  Uncle  Mickey? 

Written  by  J.  W.  Kelly,  and  eiing  by  JiniK-s  U'Xi il  « ith  t ri ;it  success. 


Bend  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wi'hman,  1W  Tark  Row,  New  York  Cltjr,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  (uralotfue  of  ovrr  500ii  i'i>pular  English  anil  Uei  man 

SoU)f<»— Kiee.    l'ot>lat^  Stumps  taken  kumic  us  cu^h  tor  all  our  goods. 


Have  yon  seen  me  I'Mcle  Mickey? 

Lit  me  intniduee  him  to  you; 
He  never  was  known  to  wear  u  hat, 

But  a  neat  little  number  six  shoe. 
He  was  six  foot  out  with  hif  ritoikings  on. 

And  a  voice  like  a  so'.nul  of  a  drum; 
He  carried  a  stick,  did  my  Unele  Mick, 

That  would  knock  a  policemau  down. 

Cuonr^. 

Have  vou  seen  me  Uncle  Mickey 

That  wears  the  Yankee  liai  ? 
His  Irish  frieze  would  daz/le  yolir  eyes. 

And  hi?  nose  was  ratlur  tlat. 
He  was  six  foot  one  with  his  stockings  on. 

And  a  voice  like  the  sound  of  a  (iiiini; 
He  carried  a  slick,  did  my  I'licU-  Mick, 

That  would  knock  a  po, iceman  down. 

You'd  never  know  where  to  find  him, 

.^nd  I  would  not  be  surpriised 
To  see  iiini  coming  along  this  way 

And  him  thoroughly  paralyzed. 
He  worked  upon  the  horse-cars, 

liut  of  him  lliey  soon  got  sick; 
From  the  smell  o'f  his  breath,  the  team  met  tlicir  death, 

Aud  thev  tired  nie  Uncle  >Iick.— CuoKi.s. 


Parody   on  : 

Night  Maloney  Landed  in  New  York. 

Written  by  Tony  Bush,  Black-Faee  Boy  Comedian. 

Send  your  name  and  adilrew  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  i:iO  Pai-k  Row,  N«-w  Vork  f'lty.nnd  rei-eive 

by  return  mail  a  "omplelf  ('ataloj^iK-  of  over  SnOO  I'opular  Kni;li>li  ai)il  i  •■.  iiuaa 

Suni;s— Free.    1  ostage  Stamps  taken  sanie  as  ea»li  fur  all  our  ^oods. 

Now  yon  all  heard  of  Maloney.  and  you  know  he  was  not  tony. 

So  off  to  a  clieap  lodginc-hour^e  he  did  tro — 
M«loney  paid  his  fee  and  the  cUrU  u'ave  him  a  key. 

To  lied  he  went,  tired  as  you  all  know; 
Maloney  was  getting  uiidies.>ied,  he"d  jm-t  taken  off  his  vest. 

When  some  one  yelled  out  tire  for  a  joke, 
Malonev,  bed-elotlies,  and  all  went  through  the  windtiw  from  the  hall 

Kight  into  a  barrel  filled  up  with  rain,  kersoak. 

Choris. 

Poor  Maloney  he  was  soaking,  from  the  water  nearly  choking; 

He  knew  that  lie"d  been  taken  for  a  gawk— 
You  can  bet  tliat  he  was  mad,  lieM  never  been  sold  so  bad, 

So  Maloney  swore  that  he  would  go  back  to  Cork. 

A  poHceman  came  to  the  rescue,  and  said  young  man  I  w  III  arrest  you 

For  trying  to  commit  Miicido; 
So  like  a  little  gent  to  the  station-house  he  went. 

And  into  a  duiiKeim  cell  did  Slide; 
The  magistrate  next  morn  said:  Michael  Malone, 

Are  you  the  man  the  actors  sing  about  — 
The  joke  it  then  was  proving,  and  liberty  was  given— 

The  door  was  open  aud  Maloney  walked  out. 

C'llOKlS. 

Maloney,  without  delay,  bought  a  ticket  to  cross  the  sea. 

He  was  so  happy  ihu't  he  could  hardlv  walk: 
To  a  I)oarding-hou8e  he  went,  there  the  rest  of  the  week  he  spent. 

At  the  cud  uf  which  the  ship  had  sailed  for  Cork. 


THREE    AMERICAN    JACKS. 

Written  and  Comixmed  by  Jos,  M.  Lawrence, 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark  Row,  New  Y'ork  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  ufover&(MK>  I'opular  English  aud  Uernuin 

8ontfi»~Kree.    I'ostat^e  stamps  taken  samv as cu^li  for  ail  our  Koods. 

Sung  with  gi-oat  surei'ss  by  Lottie  Gilson. 

I'll  sing  in  my  song  about  fair  and  stinure  sports, 

The  title  of  which  is  Three  Jacks; 
It's  not  about  cards,  as  you  all  may  surmise, 

Nor  of  horses  that  trot  on  our  tracks; 
The  art  of  defence  is  tlie  theme  1  select. 

And  of  its  es)>oiients  I'll  sing: 
"Twill  give  justice  to  those  to  whom  it  is  due. 

Uur  heroes  who  have  foujfht  in  the  ring. 

For  yearn  England  has  claimed  the  champion's  belt 

For  pugilists  of  every  grade. 
But  before  our  own  boys  her  bluster  soon  melts; 

We've  convinced  her  she  is  now  in  the  shade; 
For  light-weights  we  have  the  King  I'iu  of  thetu  all. 

In  Mc.\uliire,  our  own  little  Mac, 
He  stands  at  the  top,  may  he  ne'er  take  a  full. 

For  he's  one  of  our  American  Jacks. 

For  forty  odd  battles  the  grand  Noupaieil 

As  champion  asserted  his  rights; 
Fogarty,  McCarty,  and  others  can  tell 

He's  a  bad  one  to  meet  in  a  fight; 
He  gave  the  Marine  too  much  odds  we  all  know, 

Dul  his  lauiels  he'll  surely  win  back; 
So  give  him  a  fair  chance,  and  there'll  be  no  La  Blanche, 

But  Dempsey.  the  American  Jack. 

There  is  still  a  Jack  left,  the  right-bower  of  all, 

His  equal  has  never  been  found; 
He  has  made  all  the  chainpioi.s  go  to  the  wail 

That  we've  found  in  this  country  around; 
But  all  the  fools  are  not  dead  in  this  wide  world  of  ours,    . 

For  Peter  Jackson  has  made  foolish  crack ; 
But  Sullivan,  you  know,  to  this  whole  woild  will  show 

That  he's  boss  of  our  American  Jacks. 


>'. 


I    NEVER    LIKED    O'RAGEN. 

Copyright,  18'JO,  by  Spauldiug  <t  Komder. 


—Birds 
ODly  f  10. 


are  getting  cbeuper,     A  gulden  eagle  is  now   worth 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  Ije  .-icnt  to  any  oddres.s  post-fiaiil,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  .-ioni.'s  f.  r  i  me  L*ollur,  by  H.  J.  \\i-l:iruii,  IJo  Turk 

Kow,  New  York  City.     I'ostaKe  Slumps  taken  same  ox  cash  lor  uU  our  tcoodd. 

Words  and  Mu.'-ie  by  Joseph  Klynn. 

There's  a  blackguard  Mike  O'UngHn  living  in  the  bouse  with  me. 

And  I  confess  I'm  stuck  upon  his  wife, 
I  buy  lager  by  the  keg,  'till  he  cannot  lift  a  leg, 

I'd  sooner  buy  an  axe  to  take  his  life; 
And  I  always  treat  hiin  gr.iud,  to  the  finost  in  the  land. 

He  could  kill  me  now  with  pleasure  if  lie'<l  like. 
But  you  see  it  is  his  wife  that  I  love  with  ail  my  life. 

But  the  devil  a  straw  1  care  at  all  for  Mike. 

CllORfS. 

I  never  liked  O'Rairen  or  his  mother. 

But  his  darling  little  wife  mie  1  adore; 
She  always  treats  me  like  a  loving  brother. 

But  I'm  dying  for  to  be  a  little  more; 
She's  the  mother  of  a  dozen  kids  by  "Uagen, 

And  she  owns  a  dog  and  cat  I'll  never  like. 
But  I'd  take  the  blessed  lo".  if  she'd  have  nic  on  the  spot, 

Then  Id  go  and  shoot  the  dayliglit  out  of  Mike. 

When  the  drink  he's  after  t.nking,  sure  he  treats  her  lilic  a  brute— 

I  often  have  to  go  and  take  l.er  i>art; 
All  his  ugly  kids  1  ki^s,  and  the  soria  one  I  iiii«s. 

To  keep  his  wife  from  breaking  lier  iioor  he;ii  t ; 
Sure  it's  me  that  pays  his  rent,  ai.d  he  s  welcome  to  each  cent, 

Tho'  it's  not  himself  at  all,  the  rogue,  I  like; 
For  his  wife,  the  jiretty  dear,  I  would  Khiilly  lose  nn  car. 

But  the  devil  a  iiair  I  ever  cured  for  Mike.— Cuont  s. 

Sure  myself  I  nearly  busted  froating  all  the  ward  around 

To  boom  him  for  a  county  alderman; 
If  he'd  ask  me  for  a  leg.  lor  a  wooden  one  I'd  beg,  ' 

I'll  do  him  any  favor  that  1  can; 
Many  a  bottle  di<l  I  buy  when  for  drink  he  would  lie  dry, 

He  could  always  have  a  dollar  w  htii  he'd  like; 
For  his  charming  little  w  ife  sure  I'd  go  and  hock  my  life, 

But  the  devil  a  slap  Id  cure  a  rup  for  Mike.-  C  uokls. 


—The  man  who  wjii.stles  all  the  time  is  jrcncrtiUy  of  a  cheerful 
disposiiiou  himself,  but  he  makes  the  whole  neighborhood  sad. 

—Ills  Preference.— Father:  "  If  you  don't  listen  to  me  wlicn  I 
am  talking  to  you,  I'll  uive  yoti  a  Ihra.shing  you  will  never  for^it.  " 
Son:  "All  riirht.  I'll  Itike  the  tlira.shiiig  in  preference  to  listen- 
iug  to  your  sermons." — Tejcan  i^iftiugn. 

—Another  Tune  Entirely.— Slone-Cutter:  *'  Would  you  like  the 
words,  '  We  will  meet  again,'  engraved  on  your  husbund's  tomb- 
stone? "  Widow:  "  For  luaven's  sake,  no!  What  you  want  to  put 
on  that  stone  is,  "  Rest  in  Peace!  "—Texas  Siftitigit. 
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"  THAT    IS    LOVE. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Spauldinjt  <fe  Komder. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thla  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  po«t-p*ld,  on  receipt  of  M 

cente;  or  tlito  aiiU  any  two  other  8011^8  for  une  Dollar,  by  JI.  J.  W  ebnian,  ISu  Park 

Row.Mew  Vork  City.    fostageStaiiipslakenRaiii«a8<;aaliforaUour  soode. 


Words  and  Music  by  P.  S.  WUcox. 

Love,  sweet  love  is  the  poet's  theme. 

Love,  sweet  love  is  the  p<jet's  dream;    ■ 

AViiut  is  ilie  love  of  wbicli  they  siug?  ' 

Ouly  u  pljantoin,  unreal  tiling; 

'Tis'bul  tlie  dalliance,  the  dalliance  of  youth  and  maid; 

"I'is  hut  the  passion,  the  passion  aud  vows  that  fade; 

'Tis  uol  the  licaveu,  the  heaven  implanted  glow 

That  true  hearts  call  love— ah,  nol  ah,  nol 

Refrain. 

See  a  mother  gazing  on  her  haby  boy  :  ■    -  ' 

"With  ecstatic  eyes  and  heart  that  fills  with  joy; 
He  to  her  is  purest  gold  without  alloy; 

For  him  how  she  prays  to  heaven  above; 
How  she  guides  his  footsteps  through  the  vale  of  strife, 
AVulches  o'er  his  bedside  vvhcu  iufeciion  rife. 
Risking  for  her  baby  boy  her  health,  her  life, 

That  is  love!  that  is  love. 

Love,  sweet  love,  how  the  word's  misplaced;  \  , 

Love,  sweet  love,  how  the  theme's  disgraced; 

AVhut  is  a  fond  lover's  ardent  glance? 

"What  is  a  maiden's  shy  advance? 

What  is  the  pressure,  the  pressure  of  am'rous  lips? 

"What  is  ihe  pressure  of  tiugi.'r  tips? 

Only  the  pleasure,  the  joys  of  a  passing  day; 

'Tis'uot  the  love  that  will  live  for  aye. 

Refrain. 
See  a  f.-iilier  standing  at  his  coiiage-door, 
"Watching  baby  in  the  gutter  rolling  o'er,  ' 

Laughing  at  his  merry  pranks — but,  hark!  a  roar! 

Help!  oh,  help  him,  gracious  heaven  above! 
Dashing  down  the  road  there  comes  a  maddened  horse. 
Out  tue  father  rusiies  with  resistless  force, 
Saves  the  child,  but  he  lies  there  a  mangled  corpse,     -  , 

That  is  love!  that  is  love! 

Oh,  the  love  of  a  faithful  friend. 

True,  true  love  that  will  never  end — 

"Where  can  such  friendship  be  found  on  earth? 

In  true  hearts  above  it  findeth  birth; 

Friends  meet  friends  and  they  vow,  they  vow  to  cling; 

Often,  alas!  docs  their  love,  their  love  take  wing; 

Seldom,  alas!  can  such  a  faithful  friendship  be 

As  that  of  two  comrades  who  went  to  sea: 

Refrain. 
"When  a  squall  had  struck  the  ship  and  she  was  lost,   -    .'. 
Clinging  to  a  plank,  the  chums  were  tempest  tossed,    : 
But  the  i)lank  was  water-logged  and  sunk  almost — 

O^e  of  them  must  meet  his  God  above — 
One  of  them  said:  Jack,  this  plank  will  not  hold  two; 
You've  a  wife  aud  chihlren,  so  I'll  die  for  you — 
Good-bye,  Jack,  he  leaves  the  plank  and  sinks  from  view, 

That  is  love!  that  is  love! 


OH,  WHAT  HAS  CHANGED  YOU? 


As  sung  by  Fred  Stark  with  ^reat  success. 
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As  1  was  strolling  down  the  street,  1  heard  a  mournful  cry, 

A  j^irl  was  weeping  bitterly,  her  lover  tiodd  cloee  by, 

She  cried:  "Olil  do  not  k-uve  nie,"  as  the  tears  streumcd  down  her  face. 

" Ohl  doii'i  degcri  me  now,"  she  cried,  "  jou  kuuw  I'm  iu  disgrace." 

Once  you  siiid  you  loved  uie  before  1  knew  li  care. 

Once  you  flattered  me  and  kissed  my  buuuy  lace  so  fair,  a 

Now  you  waut  to  cubt  me  otl  and  leave  me  iu  my  eliunie; 

Oh!  d'ou't  desert  uie,  cried  the  girl,  aud  theu  she  did  exclaim: 

CHORL'S. 

Oh,  what  has  changed  you  ?  can  you  forget 
How  you  once  loved  me  when  first  we  met? 
When  we  were  lovers  you  were  my  downfall. 
Kow  I  am  sneered  at  aud  jeered  at  by  all. 

The  poor  girl  clasped  her  lover,  but  he  epurned  her  from  his  side, 
And  as  some  people  paused  to  loolc,  liis  lace  he  tried  to  hide- 
Come  back  to  me,  his  sweetheait  cried,  or  else  my  Jieart  you'll  break, 
Forgive  me  what  I  said  just  now  for  my  poor  baby's  sake; 
Hut  the  man  in  rage  turned  round  ou  her,  and  said  now  will  you  gof 
Before  we  had  time  to  stop  him,  he  elrucli  lier  a  cruel  blow, 
A  carriage  dashing  past  just  tlien,  beneath  the  wheels  she  fell. 
Aud  as  we  picked  ner  up  she  moaned,  how  eud  I  ue'er  can  tell: 

The  life's-blood  streaming  from  her  face,  she  lay  there  in  the  snow, 

She  cried  go  bring  my  babe  to  me,  one  moment  ere  I  go; 

And  when  they  brought  it  to  lier,  she  clasped  it  to  her  breast. 

And  prayed:  Oh,  heaven  protect  my  child  when  my  poor  soul's  at  rest; 

And  as  tlie  man  who  had  caused  her  woe  was  standing  by  her  t-ide. 

She  forgave  him  all  the  wrong  he  had  done,  kissed  her  poor  child  and  died; 

The  stern  policeman  and  the  crowd  they  walked  away  in  tars, 

And  as  1  strolled  on  down  the  street,  these  words  rang  iu  my  car: 


m  *  m 


Twelve  Months  Ago  To-Night. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Harding  Brothers. 
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Words  by  J.  F.  Mitchell.    Music  by  WUl  H.  Fox. 


'\Xi 


Come  Back  to  Your  Children  and  Me. 


Twelve  months  ago  this  very  ui<rht  'midst  loving  friends  I  sat, 

Aud  'round  the  board  went  laugh ler,  jest  and  eong; 
We  thought  not  Of  the  future,  for  there  lived  in  every  heart 

The  present  of  a  manhood  pure  aud  strong; 
We  drank  to  wives  and  sweeihcans  and  to  liiends  across  the  sea. 

For  everything  was  rosy-liued  and  bright; 
Not  a  shadow  of  a  sorrow  came  between  us  and  our  joys, 

In  our  happiness  twelve  mouths  ago  to-iiight. 

CnoRus. 

Then  where  are  the  boys  who  vowed  eternni  friendship? 

Good-natured  fellows,  with  spirits  gay  and  bright; 
Where  are  the  ones  wlio  sang  the  songs  of  gladness. 

And  spent  an  hour  iu  Paradise  twelve  months  ago  to-nightf 

Twelve  months  ago  this  very  night  in  friendship's  name  we  met 

To  taste  the  sparkling  essence  of  the  vine; 
We  toasted  lovely  woman  for  her  purity  and  worth, 

And  wished  that  she  were  never  less  divine; 
And— oh,  the  pleasant  stories,  the  laughter  aud  the  wit,  '  '■' 

That  woke  the  sleeping  echoes  of  delight. 
As  we  shook  hands  with  each  otiier,  anil  we  sang  of  "  Auld  Lang  Syoe," 

When  we  parted  friends  twelve  mouths  ago  to-night. 

Refrain. 

One  little  year  has  told  its  tale,  for  men  will  ever  roam. 
Some  of  them  lie  in  foreign  lands,  while  others  sleep  at  home; 
But  still  my  heart  goes  back  again,  In  sorrow  and  delight, 
To  friends  I  had  aud  joys  1  kucw  twelve  months  ago  to-night. 
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By  Sam  Dcarin.    Adapted  and  arranged  by  Harry  Kennedy. 

In  a  cabin  that  stands  on  a  dear  little  island 

That's  known  o'er  the  world  as  the  laud  of  the  green, 
A  poor  wife  and  mother  sat  watching  and  waiting 

For  on<'  that  she  loves  never  more  will  be  seen; 
Her  children  stand  round  her,  their  youthful  eyes  gazing 

On  her  as  the  tears  gently  roll  down  her  cheek;  ; 

She  beckons  them  to  her  and  sadly  they're  listening     .^ 

To  hear  the  sad  story  she  scarce  dares  to  speak. 

Chorus. 
Where's  my  darling?  Where's  my  dear?  Is  he  on  the  foam? 
Is  he  living?  Is  he  dead?  Will  lie  ne'er  come  home? 
If  he'd  only  return  again,  happy  would  I  be; 
Oh,  husband  dear,  if  you  are  uear,  come  back  to  your  children  and  me. 

The  message  it  came  with  the  dawn  of  the  morning. 

The  billows  ran  high  and  so  fierce  rolled  the  tide;  -      ' 

The  wreck-laden  shore  told  its  sorrowful  story, 

How  bravely  they  fought  and  how  bravely  they  died; 
But  while  she  sut  watching  her  husband  lay  sleeping, 

His  soul  it  had  fled  to  his  Father  above, 
Iq  vain  was  her  waiting,  in  vain  was  her  weeping, 

In  vain  was  her  singing  this  sad  song  of  love:— Chortti. 


THE    SEASHORE. 
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I  was  taking  a  walk  down  by  the  seashore. 
The  drums  they  beat  loudly,  the  waves  they  did  roar, 
I  had  sought  him  in  high  lands,  but  my  lover's  not  there, 
I  had  sought  him  iu  lowlands  till  I  sank  in  despair. 

Chorus. 

Crying,  Oh,  my  love's  gone,  he's  the  one  I  adore; 
He  has  gone  where  I  never  shall  see  him  more. 

Then  I  turned  my  sad  eyes  to  a  far  distant  shore. 

Saying,  fare  thee  well,  .Jimmy,  I  shall  see  you  no  more. 

The  smallest  of  fishes  will  grow  to  be  wales 

And  the  largest  of  ships  be  propelled  without  sails.— Chorus. 

In  the  midst  of  the  ocean  there  will  be  a  green  tree. 

If  ever  I'm  false  to  my  darling,  Jimmy; 

I've  been  asked  oft  to  marry  another  to  please. 

But  the  answer  I  made  was,  my  love's  o'er  the  sea.— CHOStrs. 

The  shells  of  the  ocean  shall  l)e  my  death-bed,  ■     ' 
While  the  tribes  of  the  sea  sliall  float  o'er  my  head; 
Then  she  plunged  her  form  in  the  waves  cold  and  deep,     - 
And  closed  her  blue  eyes  in  the  ocean  to  sleep. — Chorus.  ' 
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Written  and  conipoisod  liy  Charles  Oslmrne.    Arranired  by  E.  W.  Eyre. 

Many  a  time  in  my  fancy  I  see 
Many  a  face  that  is  walcliing  for  nic; 
Mighty  and  lowly,  the  rich  and  tlic  poor, 
"Welcome  the  posimans  footstep  at  the  door; 
One  eager  face  1  can  see  as  I  stjind, 
Shmliug  his  eyes  with  an  old  wrinkled  hand. 
Winter  and  Svniinier  I  fonnd  bini  the  same, 
Wailing  a  letter  that  never  came. 

ClIOULS. 

The  old  man  was  waiting  aiul  watching  at  the  door, 
Longing  for  a  letter  from  the  lad  he'll  see  no  more; 
See  how  wistfully  he  stands  as  he  clasps  his  fcehle  Iiands, 
SVhile  the  ship  lies  a  wreck  upon  the  treacherous  sands. 

Two  years  before,  from  the  city  of  Cork, 
-   The  gootl  ship  '"  America  "  went  out  to  New  York; 
Standing  on  deck  was  a  youth  strong  and  brave, 
Seeking  a  fortune  away  on  tlie  wave; 
■Wilful  and  headstrong*,  determined  to  win. 
What  could  the  old  father  do  but  give  in; 
Then  came  their  parting,  that  chill  Autumn  night, 
Ended  at  last  by  that  promise  to  write. — Vhorus. 

Off  to  the  harbor  the  train  swiftly  ran. 

Back  to  the  house  went  tiie  liearl-brokcn  man; 

All  earthly  comforts  denied  him  but  one, 

Thougli  he'd  not  see,  he  might  hear  from  his  son; 

On  went  the  ship,  but  she  stuck  on  the  is.iikU, 

Not  one  was  saved  of  her  two  hundred  hands; 

How  it  occurred  will  never  be  known 

Until  the  ocean  shall  yield  up  its  own. — Vhoma. 

Two  years  ago — ah  I  it  .scarcely  seems  true. 

Since  the  •'  America"  was  lo.«t  with  lur  crew; 

When  the  old  man  heard  the  tidings,  they  said, 

He  made  no  sign,  for  his  reason  had  tied; 

Tender  hands  nursed  him  to  life  back  again; 

Weak  as  a  babe  to  the  end  he'll  remain; 

When  I  deliver  my  letters  that  way, 

There  he  will  stand  at  his  post  night  and  day. 

C  Hours. 
The  old  man  still  watching  and  waiting  at  the  door. 
Longing  for  a  letter  from  the  lad  he'll  see  no  more; 
Yet,  alas!  in  vain  he  stands  as  he  clasps  his  feeble  bands, 
While  the  ship  lies  a  wreck  on  the  treacherous  sands. 


THE  PARROT  AND  THE  PARSON. 

Written  by  Kraiik  Archer.    ArriinBed  by  IVtL-r  L'<iiii.)\ . 
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A  very  pious  parson.  .Jonei',  \\a*  m:^^lll■'l  upon  thi-  cook, 
The  cookie  was  a  maiden  fair.  \vi;h  (piito  a  niiMle^t  look. 
The  mistrei'S  for  a  trip  hail  t'one  to  I.kh;;  iirar.cli  for  UumI.-iv. 
And  when  the  cafs  away,  you  know,  Uie  mice  will  always  play; 
The  parson  kitined  the  cookie  ai^  he  to'olc  her  on  IiIh  kuee. 
The  parrot  haii<_'iiii{  in  the  caL'c  hi«  ca|H-rn  tin  re  coiilil  (<ue. 
The  cookie  found  a  pot  of  jaiii  and  plucLil  it  in  the  ca<;e. 
To  draw  the  bird's  attention  while  in  kis-siui;  they'd  cn^iai^e. 

CllOUf-i. 

The  parrot  in  '!ip  c.isc  wa^'  in  a  dreadful  ra^e. 

The  paictm  liud  the  cookie  oti  \\\*  knee. 
Each  o'.hcr  Hi'  >  <lid  chalT.  which  made  tlie  parson  lau;;h. 

The  parrot  j-tioiitt-d,  "  What  a  jolly  spr»el  "' 
They  tickled  and  lliey  te!i?^'d.  canoodled  and  ftiey  pqueezed: 

He  t>aid,  "  You  are  my  dailiiiL'  lilile  lamb;  " 
She  kissed  him  once  or  twiet;,  c.iid  the  par^*oll,  "  Thi?  is  nice," 

And  the  parrot  thouted,  "Jam,  jam-jam,  tlie  jam!  " 

Now  the  very  artful  parrot  for  their  oourtin;;  did  not  care. 

And  as  they  went  on  epoonim;,  che  iiejian  to  rave  and  Hwear; 

The  parson  said.  "  You  iiauuhly  bird,"'  the  cookie  turned  quite  red. 

And  as  thev  tf&l  tlie  parrot  dropix'd  the  jam-pot  on  his  liead; 

lie  fastened  up  the  caire-door,  and  in  a  teiii|)er  flcM-, 

Then  placed  u  cloih  around  tlie  ca£;e  to  hide  them  from  )ier  vii'w; 

Poll  thoufid.  "'Phieves  and  .Murder! ""  just  becau-e  she  couldn'l  we. 

And  once  again  t!ie  pardon  took  t!ie  cook  upon  !iif  knoe.  — C'uoiifs. 

The  niihtrees  home  returning  qiiicklj  gncsHcd  what  they'd  been  at. 

For  on  the  kitchen-table  was  her  pioim  husband'M  hat,  - 

Poor  cookia  only  stammered  and  with  fear  turned  very  i>ale, 

As  Polly  let  the'secret  out,  and  udiJed  to  the  tale; 

The  mi»tresi<  nent  her  off,  then  asked  iioor  .tones  «hat  he'd  to  say, 

He  only  beijjfed  for  mercy  as  he  tried  to  run  away; 

She  tore  hib  liair  and  whiskers,  till  a  faint  he  had  to  sham, 

So  D«'er  wiil  be  forget  the  cook,  the  parrot,  and  the  jam.— Cuorl'». 


Tlie  G-oblins  in  the  Church- Yard. 
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Words  by  M.  CavaiMKh.     Music  by  Walter  Hostiufra. 

I  went  down  to  the  Hoffman  Houm;,  stopped  there  till  I  got  tight. 
At  twelve  the  bouncer  put  me  out,  1  bade  my  friends  go<xl-night; 
They  all  refuseil  to  see  mc  home,  I  thour;lit  this  rather  hard, 
'  I  staggered  on  alone  till  I  got  lost  In  a  chiiicli-yard, 
1  siumbled  o'er  Ihu  u'rave-stones  till  I  heard  a  noise  close  by, 
1  turned,  "  Oh,  Loitl! ''  a  dozen  ghosts  in  white  then  met  my  eye. 
My  hair  sIoikI  up,  mv  knees  gave  way.  they  filled  ine  with  alarm,  ■ 
Fur  each  ghost  Lad  his  cuAiii-lid  rucked  underneath  his  arm. 

ClIORfS. 

Some  of  the  gho!<tB  were  short ,  some  of  the  glioets  were  tnl!; 
There  they  sat  in  a  ghostly  row  on  top  of  the  church-yard  wall; 
They  all  gave  a  loutl,  "  ha,  ha' ''  They  all  gave  a  loud,  "  ho,  hoi  " 
I  said  goo<l-iiight  a  dozen  times,  but  they  would  not  let  me  go. 

One  of  the  ghosts  l)egau  to  speak,  down  on  my  knees  I  fell. 

He  said  that  in  life  I  always  preaolied  that  there  was  not  a  h , 

Wherever  1  was  billed  to  spi-ak  1  always  drew  a  crowd; 

In  fact,  I  was  a  favorite  before  1  wore  a  shroud; 

I  had  a  splendid  funeral,  und  right  here  let  me  sny, 

That  even  now  on  earth  they  mouiii  the  gootl  man  gone  away, 

1  wish  that  I  were  back  ngaiti,  I'd  quicklj-  change  my  role, 

For  where  I  am  it's  much  too  warm  for  Kobert  Ingersoll.— Cuokcs. 

A  dry-goods  salesman's  ghost  was  there,  and.  with  a  girlish  s(|iieak, 
lie  said  in  life  I  used  to  get  four  dollars  every  week 
For  show  ing  ladies'  dress-goods,  but  he  vanished  like  a  flash 
Wlien  all  the  other  ghosts  at  him  l)egaii  to  holloa  "  cash! "' 
I  knew  a  row  was  brewing,  for  'twas  plain  the  ghosts  were  vexed, 
Hecaiise  a  barlier  spook  got  up  and  loudly  shouted  "  next!  " 
They  threw  their  cofHn-lids  at  him  and  chased  him  in  his  grave, 
Twas  force  of  habit,  he'd  forgot  that  ghosts  dou't  need  a  shave.— Chorus. 

The  next  one  on  the  programme  was  a  goblin  lean  and  fall, 
.\ii  exiled  boodler's  ghost  that  just  arrived  from  Montreal, 
Said  he  excuse  me  if  I'm  late,  of  course,  you  know,  that  I 
Can  only  get  a  chance  to  come  and  see  ynu  on  the  sly; 
At  this  the  other  phautor.is  laughed  as  if  they'd  have  a  fit. 
And  woke  a  sheriff's  ghost,  who'tl  left  his  grave  to  serve  a  writ; 
The  moment  that  the  b>>odler  saw  tlie  sheriff  off  he  flew. 
He  did  not  even  wait  to  bid  the  other  ghosts  adieu.— CuoKUS. 

A  female  ghost  stood  on  the  wall  and  waved  tier  bony  paw, 

1  shivered,  for  1  saw  't^a-*  my  departed  niother-iu-law, 

'J'hc  other  ghosts  ^'ot  mad  with  ra;,'e,  would  not  hear  her  at  all, 

I  grabbed  a  near-hy  goblin's  skuli.  and  knocked  her  off  the  wall, 

\\  hat  followed  after  this  I  caii'i  leniember  very  well; 

Next  day  when  I  awoUe  I  found  myself  locked  in  a  cell, 

1  went  before  a  magistrate,  on  mi-  lie  fixed  his  gaze — 

Found  iu  a  grave-yard  crazy  drunk,  we'll  give  you  thirty  dayt.-  Cbohcs. 


NO   ROOM.  > 
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In  nic  voii  see  a  most  unlucky  man,  and  my  heart  with  grief  is  torn: 

For  Ihiiigs,  you  see,  are  going  wrong  with  me,  and  I  wish  I'd  ne'er  been  born; 

Tli.'it  I'm  a  l>ore  to  every  one,  I'm  sure  is  as  plain  as  plain  can  be; 

I  want  to  leave  this  weary,  wicked  world,  for  there  is  no  room  for  me, 

riioRCs, 
No  room,  no  room!  Hapjiv  I  ne'er  shall  1k>, 
111  vain  I've  tried,  the  world  is  wide,  but  there  is  no  room  for  me. 

I  lived  in  lodgings  when  a  single  man,  I  was  happy,  blithe  and  gay; 

And  wiUi  the  mistress  often  iise<l  to  flirt  when  bar  old  man  was  away; 

He  once  came  home  before  his  usual  time,  she  was  sitting  on  my  knee, 

lie  punched  my  head,  and  thou  he  gently  8aid  that  there  was  no  room  for  me. 

CnoRi:.*. 
No  room,  no  room!  Outside  you  go!  said  he; 
He  broke  my  jaw,  and  slammed  the  door,  'cause  thrrc  was  no  room  for  mc 

1  loved  n  girl,  a  pretty  little  pet-  yes.  I  loved  her  fond  and  true; 

One  nii;ht  1  thought  my  love  I'd  serenade,  a-  a  lover  ought  to  do; 

.^t  dead  of  night  1  cliiubtd  the  gsirdi  n  w.itl  just  as  gently  as  could  be, 

hut  the  dog  caiue  round,  and  1  qiiickiy  found  that  there  was  iio  room  for  inf. 

Chorus. 

No  room,  no  room!  He  rame  tiehind,  d'ye  see? 

lie  took  one  bite,  I  said  "  good  night!  "  There  was  no  room  for  me. 

1  had  a  dream,  an  awful,  horrid  dream -yes,  I  dreamt  I  was  no  more; 
I  siin-ly  thought  I'd  find  a  quiet  place  on  that  far-off  golden  shore. 
But  I'eter  slammed  the  wicket  in  my  face— you  can't  come  in  hero  said  he, 
I  had  to  go  to  the  other  place  l>elow,  for  they  bad  no  room  fur  me. 

ClIORL'S. 

No  room,  no  room!  Happy  I  ne'er  shall  be;  '    -"'^ 

in  vain  1  tried  to  get  inside,  but  they  had  no  room  for  me. 


— Mamma:  "  I  wonder  what  fsliall  we  cidl  the  liaby."     Johnny 
"  I  tiiiii't  think  we'd  better  call  him  any  of  the  names  pupa  culled 
him  last  night  when  he  was  erying.     lAe  mightn't  like  it  when  he 
growed  up." — Munney'i  Wetkly.  ...<-: 
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THE    SPIDER   AND    THE    FLY. 


The  Woi-rts  and  Music  of  this  Sodr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 
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"  Will  you  walk  into  my  parlor? "'  paid  a  Spider  to  a  Fly, 
'•  'Tis  the  prettiest  liitlt-  parlor  that  ever  you  did  spy ; 
You"ve  only  got  to  pop  your  head  within  eide  of  the  door, 
You'll  Koe  BO  uiauy  curious  thiiijjs  you  uever  saw  before— 

Will  you  walk  iu,  pretty  Fly?"  , ;     ,: 

"  Mv  house  ie  always  open,  says  the  Spider  to  the  Fly, 
Till  "glad  to  have  the  coinpauy  of  all  I  see  go  by." 
"  They  u'o  iu,  but  Uou't  come  out  again— I've  heard  of  you  before." 
"  Oh,  yes!  they  do,  I  always  leave  ihein  out  at  my  back  door- 
Will  you  walk  iu,  pretty  Fly?" 

"  Will  you  grant  me  one  sweet  kiss,  then? "  says  the  Spider  to  the  Fly, 

"  To  i.iete  your  charming  lips— I've  a  cu-ri-os-i-ty." 

Said  the  Fly:  "  Ouce  our  lii)8  did  meet,  a  waijer  1  would  lay 

Of  teu  to  oiie  you  would  not  let  me  go  away." 

"Will  you  walk  lu,  pretty  Fiy?"         •  , 


THE    SPIDER   AND    THE    FLY. 
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"  If  yoo  won't  kiss,  will  you  shake  hands?  "  says  the  Spider  lo  the  Fly, 
"  Before  you  leave  me  to  myself  iu  sorrow  sad  to  si^'h." 

i!  "  says  the  Fly,  "  there's  uothiug  handsouie  unto  you  belongs, 
;iare  you  should  not  touch  me,  even  with  a  pair  of  ton-;!*.'' 
"  Will  you  walk  iu,  pretty  Fly  y " 

"  What  handsome  wings  you've  got,"  says  the  Spider  to  the  Fly, 
"  If  I  had  got  such  a  pair,  I  iu  the  air  would  fly; 
'Ti»  useless— all  my  wishing— and  only  idl'j  talk. 
You  can  fly  up  iu  the  air,  while  I'm  obliged  to  walk- 
Will  you  walk  in,  pretty  Fly?" 

"  For  the  last  time  I  will  ask  yon— will  you  walk  in  Mr.  Fly  *  " 
"  No,  if  I  do  I  may  be  shot,  I'm  off— so  uow  good-bye!  " 
Then  up  he  springs,  but  both  his  wing9  were  in  the  web  cauglii  fasti 
The  Spider  laughed:  "  Ha,  ha!  my  boy,  I  have  you  safe  at  last- 
Will  you  walk  olt,  pretty  Fly  ? " 

moral: 

•'  And,  pray,  how  are  you  now?  "  says  the  Spider  to  the  Fly, 
••  You  fools  will  never  Hisdoii)  get,  unless  you  dearly  buy; 
'Tis  vanity  that  ever  makes  iei)eutance  come  too  late. 
And  you  who  into  cobwebs  ruu,  surely  deserve  your  fate— 

Listen  to  me,  listeu  to  me,  foolish  little  Fiy." 


Now  you  all  have  heard  the  story  of  the  very  naughty  spider. 

Of  the  cruel,  wicked  tpider  and  the  fly; 
And  although  we  don't  believe  it,  yet  we  everyday  perceive  it 

On  the  faces  we  meet  wheu  passing  by. 
There's  a  cliarnuiig  little  lady,  and  she  smiles  on  you, 

\'c)u  think  she  is  your  own  forevermore; 
But  look  out,  for  she's  a  "spider  '  and  she's  catching  little  "fliea," 

While  she  meets  you,  sniiliug  sweetly,  at  the  door. 

C'UORUS. 

"  Won't  you  walk  into  my  parlor,"  says  the  spider  to  the  poor  little  fly, 
"  t'oiiie  and  sit  down  in  the  parlor,  and  don't  you  be  so  shy! 
For  it  is  the  coziest  parlor,''  sa>s  the  spider,  with  a  sweet  little  sigh; 
Sinile,  if  you  may,  but  you  cau't  get  away,  she's  got  you.  Master  Fly! 

Every  fly  is  foud  of  sugar,  and  we  all  do  like  to  taste  It, 

'i'nough  we  often  til. d  it  ou  loi  bidden  urouud;     ^  ■<    . 

If  we  meet  tiie  naughty  spider  we  will  take  a  seat  beside  her. 

While  the  other  tlies'go  liuzzlng  round  and  round. 
Ob,  these  little  lumps  of  sugar,  they  are  sweet,  sweet,  eweet. 

But  then  you  know  they  come  so  awful  high; 
While  you're  buzzing  round  to  find  them  you  will  surely  lose  your  wings, 

Tbeu  you'll  tuiuk  about  the  spider  and  the  fly.— C'uoBi's. 
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The  Song  My  Mother  Used  to  Sing. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Oliver  Dltson  Company. 
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Words  by  J.  MeCristalU    Music  by  Pauline  McCristall. 

I  dreamt  of  scenes  in  days  of  yore,  when  I  from  pain  and  care  was  free; 
I  saw  my  mother's  face  once  more,  it  beamed  with  joy  to  welcome  ine; 
I  saw  her  as  she  used  lo  sit,  while  childish  glee  around  did  ring. 
And  softly,  sweetly  as  she  knit,  she  sang  the  song  she  used  to  sing. 

CUORUS. 

I  think  of  dear  and  sainted  mother  everywhere  I  roam, 

I  fancy  I  hear  her  singing,  far  from  '"  the  old  folks  at  home." 

I  saw  the  play-ground  where  the  boys,  so  joyous,  gay  and  free  from  care. 
Would  snort  around  with  merry  noise,  while  1  in  every  sport  did  share; 
I  skippea  across  the  emerald  lea  and  plucked  the  flowers  of  early  spring. 
But  dearer  far  than  all  to  me,  the  song  my  mother  used  to  sing.- Cuouts. 

I  wandered  by  the  little  brook  that  through  the  greenwood  winds  its  way. 

Where  in  a  shadv,  liitle  nook  Fve  fished  for  minnows  many  a  day, 

I  climbed  the  old  oak  tree  anew,  and  sat  upon  the  little  6wi"iig, 

Where  oft  I  swung  and  listened  to  the  song  my  mother  used  to  sing.— Chorits. 


The  Wonls  and  Music  of  this  Soiipr  will  \>e  !<ent  to  any  addess,  poet-paid,  on  reeeliit  of  <0  , 

et  iits    or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  li.  J.  w  ehman,  130  I'ark 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  C.  Talbert. 


Tell  Me  Where  My  Eva's  Gone? 


A."<  sung  In  "  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin." 
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I  had  a  dream,  a  bappy,  hapny  dream:  I  dream  that  I  was  free. 
And  in  my  own  dear  far  off  distant  home  1  lived  so  fancy  free. 

Solo. 

Eva,  Eva,  tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone; 
She  has  left  nn;  here  to  sigh  and  to  mourn; 
Cau't  you  tell  iiic  where  my  Eva'e  gone? 

ClIORtTS. 

Eva,  Eva,  tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone; 
She  has  left  me  here  to  sigh  and  to  mourn,- 
Can't  you  tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone? 

And  In  this  that  seemed  a  happy  dream  I  was  so  proud  and  brave. 
And  when  I  woke  and  found  'twae  but  a  dream  1  found  myself  a  slave.- 


Thei'e's  going  to  be  a  wedding  liere  to-nigbt, 

We  heartily  invite  3'ou  all  lo  come; 
Story-telliug,  darkies  yelling, 

Goodness,  oh,  won't  we  have  fun; 
As  soon  Jis  the  dancing  will  hegin, 

The  dark  aristocrats  will  brightly  shine, 
And  at  the  llat-foot  dance  you'll  see  them  prance, 

They  promise  to  liave  a  lively  time. 

'         Chorus. 

Jlany  of  the  white  folks  coming  too; 
•    See  old  Aunt  Eliza  sling  her  shoe, 

Dancing  'neatli  the  glare  of  an  electric-light. 
At  the  wedding  that's  coming  off  to  night. 

Oh,  all  the  pretty  gals  from  far  and  near  ' 

They  promised  they  would  surely  meet  us  there; 
Hoe-cake  eating,  banjo  beating, 

And  such  laughing,  I  declare; 
Yes,  very  soon  you'll  he:ir  the  music  ring — 

The  ttimborine,  the  fiddle,  and  the  bones; 
Oh,  goodness,  and  such  shouting  w  hen  they  sing, 

At  the  wedding  of  Ciuoliua  Jones. — Chorus. 
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COME,  HAVE  A  SMILE  WITH  ME. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Ohvcr  DitsOD  Company. 
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S.  &  Cho. 


I  long  to  dream  that  bappy  dream  again,  to  see  my  home  so  fair; 

For  now  I  roam  where  ail  is  sad  and  urear  and  life  is  full  of  care.— Solo  &  Cuo. 


In  walking  the  city  at  night,  reflecting  on  matters  awhile. 

There's  one  thing  that  puzzles  ir.e  quiie,  the  number  of  people  who  "  smile;" 

If  into  a  bar-room  you  go  to  order  a  dozen  of  beer. 

You're  bound  to  meet  some  one  you  know,  and  these  are  the  words  you  will  hear: 

CnoRus. 

"  Come,  have  a  '  smile '  with  me,  my  friend,"  come  have  a  emilc  with  me; 
Though  parsons  howl  and  elders  scowl,  come  have  a  drink  witfi  me; 
Come  have  a  "smile  "  with  me.  my  boys,  come  have  a  smile  with  me; 
There's  pleasure  found  in  drinks  around,  "come  have  a  sinile  with  me." 

The  office  aspirant  each  year  will  "smile ''  for  the  chance  of  your  vote; 

He  freely  distributes  the  beer,  or  tempts  with  a  two-dollar  note; 

The  friends  of  each  candidate  stand  at  the  polls  on  election  day 

And,  emiliug,  take  you  by  the  baud,  with  a  knowing  wink  they  will  say:— Cho. 

Our  shrewd  Prohibitionists  bawl  for  high  license  every  year; 

They  never  drink  whiskey  at  all,  yet  it  seems  to  me  very  ijuecr,      ■    ■ .' 

If  into  their  cellars  you  go,  you'll  find  an  abundance  of  r^e; 

A  few,  I  won't  meution,  you  know  have  whispered  to  me  on  the  sly :  —Chorus. 

Our  President  smiles  every  day,  the. Cabinet  officers  too. 

Though  some  of  them  lecture  and  pray,  aiid  tell  others  what  they  should  do; 

The  actress,  the  prince  and  the  duke,  the  poet,  the  peasant  and  king, 

The  doctor,  the  lawyer,  the  cook,  are  "  smiling,'' perhaps,  as  I  sing:— Cuobub. 
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THE    NIGGER    AND    THE    BEE. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  S.  T.  G..raon  &  Son. 
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Wordi  aud  Music  by  Charles  H.  ShclTor. 


Did  you  ever  hear  tell  of  the  nijjstT  and  ilic  bee? 
Yes  Idid,  yes  1  did;' 
•    ,    ■    I  know  the  little  creature  and  felt  him,  too,  you  see, 
'    '  Yes  I  did,  yes  I  did. 

Did  you  ever  wee  a  iiif;i:er  try  to  catch  u  boe  at  nightf 

Yc8  1  did,  yes  1  did; 
He  ran  like  the  devil  when  the  bee  begun  to  bite, 
Yed  be  did,  yes  he  did. 

CUORVB. 

Then  the  nigger  he  said  to  the  bee: 

"  There'o  a  siijhi  in  the  uardeu  for  to  see. 

You  suck  the  flowers  and  get  all  tlie  houey, 

I  lay  arouud  aud  get  all  the  iiioney;  " 

Deu  de  niiC>;er  he  thought  he'd  be  funny, 

lie  robbed  ilie  little  bee  of  its  houey. 

The  bee  laid  for  him— oh,  «lidu"t  they  have  fun? 

My  goodness  gracious!  hou  that  uigger  did  run; 

The  bee,  the  bee,  that  little  honey  bee 

Stuug  that  uigger  so  bad  dat  nigger  could  hardly  for  to  ice  (The  see). 

The  bee,  the  bee,  dat  little  honey  bee 

Stung  dat  uigger  so  bad  dat  uigger  could  hardly  for  to  see  (The  see).— Daxcb. 

Did  you  ever  see  a  nigger  talce  the  honey  from  the  comb? 

Yes  I  did,  ves  I  did; 
And  theu  all  of  a  sudden  didn't  the  bees  begiu  to  come? 

Yes  tliey  <lid,  \es  they  did; 
And  didn't  mister  king  bee  try  to  start  a  little  nines? 

Yes  he  did,  yes  he  did; 
But  the  queen  bee  stepped  in  theu  audslie  stopped  the  little  fuss, 

Y'es  she  diil,  yes  she  did.— CiioBfs. 


DARLING    NELLY    GRAY. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  «il!  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  iiald,  on  rweipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tins  aud  any  t»o  otiit-i'  tjoiiKs  for  Due  foliar,  )•>    ll.  J.  \\  ehnian,  i3u  I'ark 
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There's  a  low,  green  valley  on  the  old  Kentucky  shore; 

There  I've  whiied  many  happy  hours  away, 
A-sitting  and  singing  by  the  little  cottage  door. 

Where  lived  my  darling  Neily  Gray. 

CUORIS. 

Oh!  my  poor  Nelly  Gray,  they  have  taken  you  away, 

Aud  I'll  never  see  my  darling  any  more; 
I'm  sitting  by  tl;e  river,  and  I'm  weeping  all  the  day. 

For  you're  gone  froiu  the  old  Kentucky  shore. 

When  the  moon  had  climbed  the  mountain,  and  the  stare  were  Bhiuiug,  too, 

Then  I'd  take  my  darling  Nelly  Gray, 
And  we'd  float  dow  n  the  river  in  my  liitle  red  canoe. 

While  my  banjo  sweetly  I  would  play.— Chouus. 

One  night  I  went  to  see  her,  but  she's  gone— the  neighbors  say 

The  white  man  bound  her  witli  hi!«  chains; 
They  have  taken  her  to  Georgia,  for  to  wear  her  life  away. 

As  she  toils  iu  the  cotton  and  the  cane.- Cuoitus. 

My  canoe  is  under  water  and  my  banjo  is  unstrung— 

I'm  tired  of  living  any  more; 
My  eyes  shall  look  downward,  and  my  song  shall  be  unsnng, 

Wiiiie  i  stay  on  the  old  Kentucky  shore.  -  Chorus. 

My  eyes  arc  getting  blinded,  and  I  cannot  see  my  way; 

Hark!  tneie's  somebody  knocking  at  the  door; 
OhI  1  hear  the  angels  calling,  and  I  see  my  Nelly  Gray— 

Farewtil  to  the  old  Kentucky  shore. 


Ctiouts. 

Oh:  my  darling  Nelly  Gray,  up  in  heaven  there  th«y  say 
That  they'll  never  take  >ou  from  me  any  more; 

I'm  coming,  coming,  coining,  un  the  angels  clear  the  way- 
Farewell  to  the  old  Kentucky  shore. 


/ 


^' 


Take  This  Letter  To  My  Mother. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Rontr  «ill  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO 

cents,  or  this  and  any  t»o  other  Son^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehiiuui,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.     I'oslage  Stumps  taken  name  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Take  this  letter  to  my  mother,  far  across  the  deep  blue  sea. 
It  will  fill  her  heart  with  pleasure,  she'll  be  glad  to  hear  from  inc. 
llow  she  wept  when  last  we  parted,  how  her  heart  was  filled  with  pain. 
When  he  said,  "  Good-bye,  God  bless  you— we  may  never  meet  again." 

CUORUS. 

Take  this  letter  to  my  mother,  far  across  the  deep  bine  sea. 

It  will  fill  her  heart  with  pleasure,  she'll  be  glad  to  hear  from  me. 

Take  this  letter  to  my  mother,  it  will  fill  her  heart  w  ith  joy. 

Tell  h>-r  th.it  her  prayers  are  answered,  God  protects  licr  d,arling  boy; 

Tell  her  to  be  glad  aiid  cheerful,  pray  for  nic  where'er  1  roam. 

And  ere  long  I'll  turn  my  footsteps  back  towards  my  dear  old  home.— Ceosrs. 

Take  this  letter  to  my  mother,  it  is  filled  with  words  of  love; 

If  on  earth  I'll  never  meet  her.  tell  her  that  we'll  meet  above. 

Where  there  is  no  hour  of  parting,  all  is  peace  and  lov«  and  joy; 

God  will  blesa  my  dear  old  mother,  aud  protect  her  darling  boy,— CaoRCS. 


KELLY'S    NEW     SPRING    PANTS. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  Hubliard  T.  Smith. 


The  Words  and  Miislc  of  this  Soiij;  » 111  be  sent  to  any  address,  |)Ost-pald,  on  receipt  of  10 

cente.  or  this  ami  any  two  oiIkt  SoM^fs  foiOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Welinian,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    fostOKo  Staiiins  taken  Kaiiie  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Uubbord  T.  Smith. 


Bill  Kelly  bought  a  pair  of  pants,  their  like  was  niver  seen, 
He  pjiid  tin  dollars  fur  thiui  at  tlie  tailors  "  Brown  and  Gieon;  " 
The  first  time  that  he  sported  thiiu  was  at  the  Reagan's  djince, 
And  such  a  blooiuiu'  row  there  was  o'er  Kelly's  new  spring  pants. 
They  >vere  striped,  they  were  checked,  iu  the  latest  style  were  cut, 
Wid  a  big  welt  down  tlie  side,  twinty  incites  ri)uiul  the  fut; 
Oh,  mighty  foiue  he  looked  iu  thini  the  night  of  Keagau's  dance. 
But, whoop,  the divil's  row  there  wuso'er  Kelly's  new  springpants. 

You  see  )'Oung  Bill  has  winnin'  ways,  that  took  well  wid  der  sex. 
Yet  somehow  didn't  take  wid  nn.n,  but  set-niod  to  rather  vex, 
So  when  young  Bill  came  on  the  floor,  wid  Biddy  Moore  to  dance, 
Ilcr  swateheart  Dan  O'Brien  yellii:  "  Oh,  Moses  see  fliiin  pants." 
They  were  striped,  they  were  checked,  in  the  latest  style  were  cut, 
"Wid  a  big  welt  down  the  siile,  twinty  inciies  round  the  fut; 
Oh,  mighty  foine  he  look'd  in  tliiin  the  night  of  Reagan's  (lance. 
But,  whoop,  the  divil's  row  there  was  o'er  Kelly's  new  spring  pants. 

Then  Bill  dropped  Biddy's  williu'  arm  and  jumped  O'Brien's  frame. 
The  way  he  struck  out  wid  his  left  would  put  John  L.  to  thauie; 
He  knocked  the  bye  claue  o'er  llie  stove,  along  wid  his  two  aunts, 
And  got  the  first  blood  iu  the  row  o'er  Kelly's  new  spring  pants. 
They  were  striped,  they  were  checked,  in  the  latest  style  were  cut, 
NVid  a  big  welt  down  the  side,  twint\'  inches  round  the  fut; 
Oh.  miglity  foine  he  look'd  in  tliiiii  the  night  of  Reag.ins  dance. 
But,  whoop,  the  divil's  row  there  was  o'er  Kelly's  new  spring  punts. 

O'Brien  scrambled  to  his  feet,  a-streamin'  o'er  wid  core; 
I  le  swoi  e  he'tl  lia ve  those  new  spring  ptints  to  mop  up  Reagan's  floor. 
He  hit  poor  Kelly  'twixt  the  eyes;  each  time  he  got  a  chance. 
When  he  got  through  no  t>toile  was  left  in  Kelly's  new-  springpants. 
They  were  striped,  they  were  checked,  in  the  latest  style  u  ere  cut, 
Wid  a  big  welt  down  the  side,  twiuiy  inches  round  the  fut; 
Oh,  mighty  foine  he  look'il  in  thim  the  night  of  Reagan's  dance, 
But,  whoop,  the  divil's  row  there  was  o'er  Kelly's  new  .spring  pants. 


> 
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HAVE    YOU    SEEN    TIM    CASEY? 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Chaa,  W.  Held. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiif;  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  to 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiitrs  for  one  l>ollar,  by  11.  J.  Wrlnnan,  13U  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  city.     Poetatte  Stamus  taken  same  us  cash  foi'  ail  our  Kouds. 


Words  and  Musi<-  by  E.  E.  McGrath. 


I'm  In  the  greatest  trotiblc.  I  know  you'll  pity  me; 
I  had  a  friend  iiumed  Casey,  but  he's  run  away  from  me. 
Have  you  ever  seen  him?  or  will  you  UKik  for  hiiu? 
Uis  name  I  said  was  Casey,  but  liis  other  name  was  Tim. 

Refrain. 

Have  you  seen  Tim  Casey?  lie  is  n  gentleman; 

I'll  pay  you  if  you  flnd  hiin.  so  do  the  liest  >  ou  ran; 

I'm  looking  for  him  daily,  wherever  can  he  lief 

Oh!  if  you  find  Tim  Casey,  boys,  just  send  word  down  to  me. 

For  years  we  walked  together,  we  were  true  fri«-iMls  and  tried; 

Wherever  you  **aw  Casey  I  was  always  by  his  side. 

He  had  a  great  big  wullel,  and  in  it  lols  of  tin; 

It  won't  be  hard  to  make  you  know  the  love  1  had  for  him.  — Refrain. 


He  was  a  politician,  on«"  of  no  low  dearoe; 

And  if  we  need  a  Tresident,  he'd  he  the  man  for  me. 

For  if  you  had  a  dozen  friends,  and  Casey  you  should  me«-t. 

You  wouldn't  have  a  cent  to  spend,  bed  surely  stand  th«  treat.- 


-Refrain. 


In  case  that  you  should  meet  him,  I'll  iry  to  make  it  plain: 

He  weais  the  finest  clothing,  and  a  big  gold  watch  and  chain; 

Fine  kid  gloves  and  a  high  silk  hat,  a  cane  and  silk  cravat: 

It  isn't  every  jioor  man's  luck  to  have  a  friend  like  that.— ItKFRAiN. 

The  last  time  that  I  saw  him  was  on  election  day; 

Things  didn't  seem  to  suit  him.  and  so  he  run  away. 

We  were  standing  on  the  corner,  says  he:  "  I've  lost  my  bet!  " 

And  liio'  I  followed  after,  1  haven't  found  him  yct.-REruAiN. 

It  Isn't  where  he's  gone  to,  at  all.  that  troubles  me; 
He  may  be  with  McGinty.  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 
Gone  off  with  Annie  Rimjucv.  or  worse  than  that.  mayl)e; 
But  if  I  don't  find  Casey,  what  will  become  of  me?— Kefiiain. 


— "  Marriages  are  made  in  heaven,"  quote  Miss  Antique.  "  Then 
there  is  some  chance  for  you  yet,"  was  the  cruel  respoose  of  Uer 
younger  sister.  ■  ;,    ,;■' ■.^'  •■ -■:  "■^■■>.^-=;- " 
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TIM    MACARTHY'S    DAUGHTER 


Written  and  Composed  bj  E.  W.  Rogers. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  adilress,  po!<t-i)aid, 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 


s 


ou  receipt  of  10 
in.  130  Park 
New  Voi'k  City.    I'ostatfe  ijtaiiips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  icoods. 

}  Tim  Macarthy  gave  a  party,  invitations  he  sent  out 

To  iwo  or  three  dozens  of  big-headed  cousiug, 
<  To  tall  and  ehoit  and  thin  and  Btout; 

Mre.  Tim  the  room  did  trim,  and  candle-greased  tlie  floor  so  well 
That  half  of  itie  dancers  fell  down  in  the  lancers 

And  tiiirt  their Im  afraid  to  teli; 

How  tluy  han^'ed  at  the  door,  in  they  came  with  a  roar— 

Oh,  such  a  teaain)?.  a  squeezing  and  sneezing, 
Tim  Urannigan  walked  ou  the  cliests  of  a  score; 

Oil.  'twas  deatii  to  tail  hats,  coats  got  used  up  as  mats. 
Till  they  were  in  with  the  struggle  and  din, 
You'd  have  thought  you  were  out  in  the  yard  w  ith  the  cats. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  'twas  a  rare,  fine,  swell,  grand,  aristocratic  affair. 
With  dukes  and  earls  and  nice  young  girls,  and  everybotly  was  there; 
Never  was  seen  iu  the  land  of  the  green  such  a  set-out.  you  can  swear. 
As  the  coining  of  age  of  Tim  Macarthy's  daughter. 

When  the  girls,  all  scent  and  curls,  had  undergone  a  few  repairs. 

They  heard  a  great  tustle.  Miss  Flnuerty'e  bustle 
The  dog  had  gripped  upon  the  stairs; 

Caiituin  Foy,  the  stout  old  boy,  while  dancing  on  the  stairs  for  joy. 
Fell  itirough  on  his  "crumpet ''and  yelled  like  a  trumpet: 

•  I'm  wrecked  entirely,  ship  ahoy!  " 
Then  the  dancing  begun,  girls  all  looked  for  a  man; 

Oh,  such  a  heat  and  a  treading  ou  feet. 
Well,  the  devil  may  beat  such  a  dauce  if  he  can; 

How  the  ladies  did  tlop,  how  the  corks  they  did  pop;  .  : 

Winking  and  blihking  and  thiuklng  and  drinking, 

Bedad!  you'd  have  thought  that  they  never  would  stop. — Chorus. 

Barney  Poolin  had  beeu  fooliu'  all  the  night  with  Miss  Maguire, 

When  in  came  young  Jerry,  her  lover  Horn  Kerry, 
Ami  pitched  poor  Doolin  ou  the  fire; 

In  the  room  some  boys  with  sticks  for  hours  had  talked  on  politics. 
And,  hearing  the  row,  said:  "  Come  on  w id  ye  now, 

And  we'll  teach  yez  all  some  fightiu"  triclis!  " 
Off  eiiine  coats  by  the  pile,  they  went  at  it  in  style, 

buttons  were  bursting,  shillelaghs  were  thirsting 
To  crack  in  a  liead.  or,  at  least,  biiift  a  tilt-;  •     ■  -  • 

Every  man  made  his  luaik,  ne'er  was  seen  such  a  lark. 
Till  some  great  villain,  who  didn't  want  killing. 

Extinguished  the  lights  and  left  allia  the  dark.— CuoRUS. 

All  the  ladies  shrieked  with  fear,  but  when  the  boys  their  sides  got  near. 

And  tenderly  placed  a  right  arm  round  each  waist. 
They  said:  "  Isn't  the  darkness  nice?  oh,  dear!  " 

Sumethtug  smuck'd.and  tho'  each  Miss  when  lights  were  bro't  soon  told  us  this. 
They'd  snapped  a  gold  ear-ring,  yet  still  I  am  fearing 

Tlie  snap  was  nothing  but  a  kiss;  :    -.  \ 

Wlieii  tile  fighting  wiis  done,  then  we  did  have  some  fun, 

boys  loot  their  pains,  readjusted  their  brains; 
If  they'd  broken  one  leg,  sure  they  danced  upon  one; 

Though  for  weeks  they  were  sore,  each  man  fervently  swot*; 
Never,  oh,  never  did  auyoiie  ever  see 

Such  au  affair  as  Macarthy's  before.— Chorus. 


CHEVY    CHACE. 

Arranged  by  G.  A.  Miirt'arren. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  nuy  addi-esfg,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  40 

oenU);or  tl>isand  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  l)(>ilar.  by  II.  J.  Weliinan,  ISuPark 

Kow.  New  York  City.    Postage  Stumps  taken  sutiit?  as  cunh  forali  3iir  goods. 

A  Celebrat€«  Old  Ballad  of  the  Sixteenth  Century.  . 


ay; 


God  prosper  long  our  noble  king,  our  lives  and  safetycs  all; 
A  woeful  hunting  once  there  did  in  Chevy  Chace  befall; 
To  drive  the  deere  with  hound  and  home,  Erie  Peicye  took  his  w 
The  child  may  rue  that  is  unboriie  the  hunting  of  that  day; 
With  fifteen  huudred  bowmen  bold,  all  chosen  men  of  niighf, 
Who  knew  full  well  iu  time  of  ueede  to  ayme  their  shafts  aright. 
And  long  before  high  nooiie  they  had  an  huudred  fat  buckes  slaiue; 
Then,  having  din'd,  the  drovers  went  to  rouse  the  deare  again. 

Loe!  yonder  doth  Erie  Douglas  come,  his  men  in  armour  bright; 
Full  twenty  hundred  Scottish  speres  all  marching  in  our  siglit; 
At  last  the  two  stout  eries  did  meet,  like  captaines  of  great  might; 
Like  lyons  wode,  they  lay'd  on  lode,  and  made  a  cruell  fight. 
"  Yield  thee.  Lord  Percye,"  Douglas  say'd,  "  iu  faith  I  « ill  thee  bringe 
Where  tlioii  shalt  liigh  advanced  bee  by  James  our  Scottish  king.'' 
"  Noe,  Douglas."'  quoth  Erie  Percye  then,  "  thy  proffer  I  doe  scorne; 
I  will  not  yeelde  to  any  Scott  that  ever  yett  was  borue." 

With  that  there  came  an  arrow  keene  out  of  an  English  bow, 

Which  struck  Erie  Douglas  to  the  heart,  a  deepe  and  deadly  blow; 

Who  never  spake  more  words  than  these:  "  Fight  on,  my  meiry  men  all; 

For  why.  my  life  is  at  an  end:  Lord  Percye  sees  my  fall." 

A  kui;.'iit  umoiig  the  Scots  there  was  which  saw  Erie  Douglas  dye. 

Who  strairrht  in  wrath  did  vow  revenge  upon  ilie  Lord  Percye; 

And  past  the  English  archers  all,  without  all  dread  or  feare. 

And  through  Erie  Percye's  body  then  he  thrust  his  hateful  spere. 

The  news  was  brought  to  Edinl>orrow',  where  Scotland's  king  did  ruign. 

That  brave  Erie  Douglas  suddenlye  was  with  an  arrow  slainc: 

"  Oh,  heavy  newes,"  King  James'did  say,  "  Scotland  may  witnesse  be, 

I  have  not  any  captaine  more  of  such  account  as  hee." 

Like  tidings  to  King  Henry  came,  within  as  short  a  space. 

That  Percye  of  Northumlierland  was  slaine  in  Chevy  Chace: 

"Now  God  be  with  him,"  said  our  king,  "sith  'twill  no  better  bee; 

I  trust  I  have  within  my  realme  five  hundred  as  good  as  bee." 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  Ih"  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  I/O  I 

cent*;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Siings  for  One  DolUir.  by  H.  J.  ^\  ehnian,  130  I'ark 

Itow,  New  York  City.    I'oiitage  stuin|)s  taken  same  as  ctufh  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Clinilts  O>borne.    Arranged  by  Alfred  Leggett. 


In  an  old-fat-hioned  ctJtlage  tliat  stands  on  tlie  cliff,  a  woman  is  sitting  alone. 
Sewing  whh  fingers  so  nervous  and  stiff,  and  cheeks  that  are  cold  as  a  stone; 
The  lantern  that's  lit  in  the  window  gleams  on  the  waters  below; 
She's  thinking,  yes  thinking,  of  that  night  twelve  mouths  ago. 

CUOBUS. 

The  life-boat  went  out  in  the  wind,  leaving  a  lassie  behind 
Thinking  of  Jack,  wishing  him  back,  piaying  for  those  on  the  foam. 

But  Jack,  with  tlie  best  of  his  bund,  was  wrecked  within  sight  of  the  land. 
Never  will  she  lier  sailor  see,  or  give  him  a  welcome  liome. 

Playmates  from  childhood  were  Noll,  Jack  and  I,  for  he  was  the  son  of  a  tar j 
Ni-ll  was  my  sister,  and,  absent  or  nigh,  he  called  her  his  bright  guiding  star; 
We  joined  the  crew  of  the  life-boat,  liist  to  the  rescue  was  lie. 
But  itiey  parted,  jes  parted,  wrecked  by  the  waves  of  the  sea.— Chorus. 

One  starry  nicbt,  far  away  o'er  tlie  sea,  a  vessel  was  fast  on  a  reef. 
Out  went  the  life-boat  and  in  her  went  we,  away  to  lier  help  and  relief; 
Jack  brought  aboard  the  siir»  Ivors,  see  how  we  pull  for  tlie  shore. 
But  she's  sinking,  yes  sinking,  no  tiumau  eye  saw  her  more.— Chorus. 

Only  one  man  from  the  life-boat  was  saved,  only  one  sailor  came  back— 
I  was  the  sailor  they  i»nutclied  from  the  w  aves,  our  bold-hearted  skipper  was  Jack; 
Nell  sits  at  home  in  the  twilight,  watching  the  lights  on  the  foam- 
She's  watching,  still  watching,  waiting  to  welcome  him  home. —Chorus. 
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THE    BALD-HEADED    MAN. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  L.  C.  Wegefarth.  • 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pof>t-|>aid,  on  receipt  of  M 
ci-nu:;  or  this  and  any  two  other  iSoMk's  for  One  Dollar,  l»y  II.  J.  W  eliMiau,  130  Park  I 

Row, New  York  City.    I'ostage  btiiinps  taken  same  as  eusli  for  all  our  gooda. 


Words  by  F.  P.  Hamlet.    Music  by  L.  C.  Wegefarth. 


Oh!  he  thinks  he's  just  a  dandy,  the  bald-headed  man; 

lie's  as  sweet  as  taffy  candy,  the  bald-lieaded  man; 
Fill ts'with  all  the  pieiiy  girls";  likes  to  smooth  their  sunny  curls; 
With  a  towel  he  jiurts  his  hair— Ah'  you  giddy  girls  beware, 

Beware,  beware  of  the  bukl-lieaded  man. 

Refrain.  . 

The  bald-headed  man.  the  bald-headed  man, 

Ue'll  please  you  and  he'll  tease  you,  this  dear  bald-headed  man; 

To  mash  you  is  his  plan,  he'll  do  it  if  he  can, 

This  naughty,  this  naughty,  this  bald-headed  man— 

This  naughty,  this  naughty,  this  bald-headed  man. 

At  the  stage-door  he'll  be  waiting,  the  bald-headed  man; 

Flies  iiiKjn  liis  top  go  skating,  the  bald-headed  man; 
He  will  fill  you  with  ice  creatii;   he  will  tell  some  fairy  scheme; 
Tliat  he  loves  you  he  will  swear- Oh,  you  dizzy  girls  ijeware, 

Beware,  beware  ot  the  bald-headed  man.— KEniAiN. 

He  will  shake  yowr  hand  so  friendly,  the  bald-headed  man; 

Wliisjiers  "  got  a  '  V  '  to  lend  me* "  the  bald-headed  man; 
Asks  about  your  kids  and  wife;   swears  lie'll  be  your  friend  for  life; 
When  you  want  him  he's  not  there— Oh,  you  lovely  girls  beware. 

Beware,  beware  of  the  bald-headed  man.— Kefkain. 

Oh,  he  thinks  he's  mighty  fly  "  too,"  the  bald-headed  man; 

He's  a  regular  Bill  Nye,  too,  the  bald-headed  man; 
Makes  you  laugh  till  you  can't  stop;  has  a  skaiiiig-rink  on  top. 
Where  the  flies  skip  here  and  there— Ah!  you  naughty  girls  beware, 

Beware,  beware  of  the  bald-headed  man.— Refrain. 


/■>.■    ■..»■ 


THE    ROSE    OF    TRALEE. 

The  ^Vo^ds  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  |iost-paid.  on  receipt  of  40  I 

cents;  orthis  and  any  two  other  Songs  forOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  130  Park 

HOH.  New  York  City.    Postage  Stainps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


The  bright  morn  was  rising  above  the  green  mountains. 
The  sun  was  declining  beneath  the  bine  sea; 

When  I  strayed  with  my  love  to  the  cckiI,  crystal  foantain 
That  stands  iu  the  Iteautif  ul  vale  of  Tralee. 

Chorus. 

She  was  lovely  and  fair  as  the  rose  in  Summer,    ' 
Y'ct  it  was  not  her  l>eauty  alone  that  won  me;    ■ 

Ah!  no;  'twas  the  truth  in  her  eye  ever  beaming 
That  made  me  love  Mary,  the  Rose  of  Tralee. 

The  cool  shades  of  evening  their  mantle  were  spreading, 
And  Mary,  all  blushing,  was  listening  to  me; 

The  moon  through  the  valley  her  pale  ray  was  shedding 
When  I  won  the  heart  of  the  Rose  of  lYalee.— Chorus. 
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— A.utbor:  "  I  want  to  give  my  book  a  good  notice.  I  want  to 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  28. 


I  Whistle  and  Wait  for  Katie. 

\\  ritten  aiid  Coinpc>se<l  by  Michael  Nolan.    Arrangetl  by  John  S.  Baker. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiigr  will  be  sent  to  any  addron*.  post-paid,  on  ivcelpt  of  iO 

centK  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Uollar,,by  11.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  (.'ity.    I'ostoffe  Stamiw  taken  same  as  i-at<b  for  all  our  goods. 


After  business  von  will  find  me,  every  niijht  ae  sure  as  fnte, 
Atthecornor  (>f  the  street  here,  waiting  for  my  bonnie  Kato; 
Her  papa  has  qiiit<^  forbidden  ;y'Oiiug  men  to  the  house  to  go, 
lu  coneeqneuce  of  which  I  whistle,  just  to  let  my  true  love  krow. 

CUORU?. 

I  am  waitiiij;  here  to  greet  blue-eyed  Kate  with  kisses  swe»-f ; 
Every  uight  at  the  end  of  the  street  1  whistle  and  wait  for  Katie. 

You  may  think  it  awkward  standing  in  a  business  street  like  this, 
But  rm'siiro  you  would  not  mind  it  could  you  meet  so  sweet  a  Mins; 
Of  coureo  1  wail  till  all  is  still,  see  there"*  "no  one  passing  by. 
Before  I  vi'iiture  on  the  whieile,  known  alone  to  •  Kate  and  I."— Ihori's. 

How  her  father  means  to  take  it.  when  he  hears  the  news,  forsooth, 
1  wonder  what  he'll  say  to  Katie  when  he  learns  It  is  the  tniili; 
I've  at  Icaft  this  conHolalion,  that  my  heart  is  just  and  right. 
Therefore  I  shall  fondly  whistle  for  uiy  Katie  every  night.— CaoRi;i« 


A    SOLDIER    IS    MY    BEAU. 

Words  and  Mualc  by  John  Mahon. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonar  *  "1  be  sent  to  any  addess,  post-paid,  on  rccolpt  of  iO 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Fostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Oh,  a  soldier  is  my  beau,  I  wonld  liavc  you  to  know. 

And  he's  gone,  at  his  country's  call. 
To  light  'eainst  the  daring,  the  traitorous  foe. 

And  lieTl  conquer  or  iio"bly  fall; 
For  his  heart's  always  light,  he's  as  true  as  the  light; 

On  his  breast  will  be  found  his  scars. 
With  his  face  t()  the  foe  he  will  bravely  flght 

In  defence  of  the  Stripes  and  Stars. 

CUORVS. 

Ilip  hurrah!  Dip  hurrah! 

Ilip  hurrah  for  the  Stripes  and  Stars; 
God  oless  those  brave  men  again  and  again. 

Who  light  for  the  Stripes  and  Stars. 

There's  no  maiden  fair  but  would,  no  true  woman  but  should. 

Give  a  place  in  her  inmost  heart 
To  the  liero  who,  i)Hesing  through  flro.  field  and  flood, 

Bears  a  patriot's  glorious  part; 
But  no  biikrht,  sunny  smile  should  the  momenta  beguile. 

Or  shine  through  the  dungeon  bars. 
That  imprison  the  heart  of  the  caitill  ^o  vile. 

Who  loves  not  the  Stripes  and  Stars. 

C'UOKfS. 

nip  hurrah!  nip  hurrah! 

Uip  hurrah  for  the  Stripes  and  Stars— Hip  hurrah! 
God  bless  those  brave  men  again  and  again, 

Who  flght  for  the  Stripes  and  Stars. 

Oh.  may  heaven  protect  my  beau  from  the  wiles  of  the  foe, 

And  spare  him  his  bride  to  claim. 
Let  viclrtry  crown  him  where'er  he  may  go. 

Till  he  win  an  immortal  name; 
And  witli  true  courage,  nerved  for  the  cause  he  has  served. 

Let  him  haul  down  the  Stars  and  Bars. 
For  "  this  Union  i:  must,  and  it  shall,  be  preserved," 

And  supreme  wave  the  Stripes  and  Stars. 

C'UORIS. 

Three  times  three,  three  times  three! 

Three  times  three  for  the  Slrip«-8  and  Stars; 
"  This  Union  it  must,  and  it  shall,  be  preserved  '"— 

Then  hurrah  for  the  Stripes  and  Stars! 


LOCKINO    THE    STABLE-DOOR. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Fnd  Martin.      . 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonar  will  l>o  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  tills  And  any  two  other  3<inKs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J,  W  ehman,  ISU  Park 

Row,  New  York  City,    Postage  3tanii>3  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  Kouds. 


Arranged  by  Frank  Shaw. 


AMBER  TRESSES  TIED  IN  BLUE. 

The  Words  and  Musi.-  of  this  S'>n;;  will  fte  sent  to  any  addrosji,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 

cente.  or  thii.  aixl  any  two  other  Koii^.s  foi  one  iJollar,  l<y  H.  J.  VVchinan,  13il  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  saii-.e  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Far  away  in  snnny  meadows,  where  the  merrv  sunbeams  played. 
Oft  I  lingered  'mid  the  clover,  singing  to  a  village  maid; 
She  was  favrtr  thun  tlie  fairest,  ever  faithful,  fond  and  true. 
And  the  wore  btuiaih  a  bonnet  amber  tresses  tied  lu  blue. 

Chorus. 
She  was  fairer  than  the  fairest,  ever  faithful,  fond  and  trne. 
And  she  wore  beneath  a  bonnet  amber  tresses  tied  lu  blue. 

Ere  the  Summer  days  departed,  we  had  made  a  solemn  vow. 

And  I  never,  never  wearied  kissing  her  sweet  cheek  and  brow; 

She  was  dearer  than  the  dearest,  jiure  as  drops  of  morning  dew. 

And  adown  her  neck  was  hanging  amber  tresses  tied  in  blue. — Cbokus. 

'Twas  decreed  that  fate  Bhonhl  part  us  err  the  leaves  of  Autumn  fell. 
And  two  loving  hearts  were  severed  that  had  loved  each  other  well; 
She  was  all  I  had  to  cherish— she  has  bade  a  last  adieu— 
And  I  8e«  in  every  vision  amber  tresses  tied  in  blue.  — C'HORi's. 


■  «  ■ 


— "  He   owes  everj'thing  he  has  to  me. 
owes  a  great  deal  more  than  he  has  to  me." 


That's  bad.     He 


John  Binks,  an  old  farmer,  once  lost  a  gray  marc. 
Which  caused  the  old  fellow  to  weep  and  to  swear; 
He  offered  rewards,  but  all  was  in  vain; 
Ue  never  set  eyes  on  his  horse-flesh  again; 
The  marc  had  been  stolen,  a  big  oath  he  swore 
That  each  night  after  that  he  would  lock  fast  his  door, 
And  no  matter  how  cold  the  night  it  had  been, 
Every  uight  about  ten  the  old  man  could  be  seen: 

Chorus. 

Lockinc  the  stable-door,  click! 

Locking  the  stable  door,  clack! 
He  iust  turned  the  key,  and  then,  don't  yon  see. 

The  bolt  shot  back  with  a  whack,  click,  clack!  whack,  ciick,  clack! 

Now  his  servant-girl  Mary,  a  forward  voting  min.x. 

Got  casting  sheep's-eyes  at  our  friend  Mister  Binks, 

His  wife  did  not  twig  it,  he  thought  it  was  fun. 

But  conscience  said  plainly,  "  this  girl  you  must  shun; " 

But  he  could  not  resist  it,  and  so  once  or  twice 

He  kissed  the  girl— smacking  his  lips,  said  "  It's  nice," 

Till  one  night  ne  whispered:  "  It's  dismal  and  cold, 

Will  you  come  to  the  stable  the  caudle  to  hold? 

Spoken- While  I'm 

Chorus. 

Locking  the  stable-door,  click! 

While  I'm  lockine  the  stable-door,  clackl 
He  just  turned  the  key,  and  then,  don't  you  see. 

The  bolt  shot  back  with  a  whack,  click,  clack!  whack,  click,  clack! 

They  only  got  far  as  the  old  stable-door. 

When  a  gust  of  wind  blew  the  light  on  the  floor; 

He  searched  all  around  with  the  key  ill  tlie  dark: 

lie  made  for  the  keyhole,  but  went  wide  of  the  murk; 

The  girl  said  "  let  me  try,  I've  eyes  like  a  cat," 

When  a  voice  from  behind  said:  '•  What  are  you  at? '' 

There  stood  Mrs.  Binks,  saying:  "  That's  how  you  do,    - 

Well,  I  uever  imagined  beforelt  took  two." 

Spokes— To  go 

Chorus. 

Locking  the  stable-door,  click! 

To  go  locking  the  stable-door,  clack! 
He  just  turned  the  key,  and  then,  don't  you  see. 

The  bolt  shot  back  with  a  whack,  click,  clack!  whack,  click,  clack! 

Mrs.  Binks  went  to  law,  as  a  matter  of  course. 

And  tiled  from  her  husband  to  get  a  divorce; 

She  said  she  could  not  live  with  him  any  more 

Since  he  and  the  servant  went  locking  tlie  stable-door; 

The  lawyers  and  judges  went  all  through  the  laws. 

But  they  could  not  And  tlie  least  chance  of  divorce  - 

"  No,"  the  judge  said,  "  you'll  have  to  stick  to  him  thro"  life. 

For  I  can't  find  a  law  that  can  part  mau  and  wife." 

Spoken- For 

Chorus. 

Locking  the  stable-door,  click! 

For  locking  the  stable-door,  clack! 
lie  just  turned  the  key,  and  ilien,  don't  you  see. 

The  bolt  ehot  back  with  a  wliuck,  click,  clack!  whack,  click,  clack! 


THE   COURT-HOUSE   IN    DE    SKY. 


Copyright,  1M7,  by  Geo.  Prophcter,  Jr. 


The  Words  and  Musle  of  this  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  addre.ss,  post  |>uid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  ttiis  and  any  two  other  Soiitis  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  U  ehman,  VJit  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Poetoee  Stamps  taken  same  oscash  for  all  our  Koudn. 

Words  by  J.  A.  Macon.    Music  by  Gus«le  L.  Davis. 


Now  I'se  got  a  notion  in  my  head  that  when  you  come  to  die, 
And  stana  the  'zamination  in  dc  court-house  in  de  sky. 
You'll  l)c  'stonished  at  de  questions  dat  de  angels  gwine  to  ax; 
When  they  get  you  on  the  witness-stand  and  pins  you  to  de  facts, 
'Cause  dey'U  ax  you  mighty  closely  'b<JUt  your  doings  in  de  uight; 
And  de  water-million  questions  'gwine  to  bother  you  a  eight; 
Den  your  eyes  will  oiien  wider  den  dey  ever  done  before 
When  he  chats  yon  'oout  de  chicken  scrap  dat  hapi)eucd  long  ago. 

CnoRt-8. 

To  de  court-house  in  de  sky,  I  will  raise  my  wings  and  fly, 
You  must  stand  ezaminatiou  in  de  court-bouse  lu  de  sky. 

De  angels  on  de  picket  line,  along  de  milky  way. 
Keep  watchin'  what  you're  drivln'  at  an'  hearin'  what  you  say- 
No  matter  what  you  want  to  do,  no  matter  where  you're  gwine, 
Dey  is  mighty  apt  to  find  it  out  and  pass  it  'long  cfe  line; 
An'  often  at  the  meetin',  when  you  make  a  fuss  and  laugh. 
Why  dey  send  dc  news  a-kitin'  by  de  golden  telegraph. 
Den  de  angels  in  the  office,  what  s  a-sittur  by  de  gate, 
Jus'  read  tne  message  wid  a  look  and  claps  it  on  dc  elate.— Chorus. 

Den  yon  better  do  your  duty  boys,  and  keep  your  conscience  clear, 
And  keep  a-lookin'  straight  ahead  an'  watchiu'  where  vou  steer, 
'(;ause  after  while  de  time  will  come  to  louruey  from  ae  land. 
And  dey'll  take  you  way  up  in  de  air  and  put  you  on  de  stand. 
Den  you'll  have  to  listen  to  the  clerk,  and  answer  mighty  straight; 
If  you  ever  'spect  to  travel  through  the  pretty  golden  gate, 
Oh,  you  better  quit  your  fcnilin',  dut's  de  place  you  can't  slide  by— 
You  must  stand  de  'zamiuatiou  in  de  court-house  in  de  aky.— Chorus. 
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Pit-ti-pat,  Patter,  the  Little  Feet  Q-o. 


CopTright,  1888,  by  Chas.  D.  BUke  <t  Ca 


Th*  Wordi  and  Uoalc  of  thla  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  pf  <0 

cent.x;  or  this  and  anv  two  oilier  !>oinfs  for  One  iJoUar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinon,  130  Paik 
Kow,  New  Yoric  City.    Postage  stumps  taken  same  a»  cash  for  all  our  (ooda. 

Words  and  Music  by  F.  P.  Dolrymple. 

Home  has  ita  pleasures,  though  humble  it  be;  /  ■. 

Its  laughter  and  frolic,  Its  innocent  ^lee; 
But  of  all  its  attractions  none  charins  nie  mora 
Than  ttie  patter  of  little  feet  over  the  floor. 

Kefrain. 
PJt-ti-pat,  patter,  the  little  feet  go, 
Pit-ti-pat,  patter,  all  day  to  and  fro; 
What  music  more  charming,  what  echoes  more  sweet, 
Than  the  pit-tl-pat,  patter,  of  the  dear,  tiny  feet? 

Chorus. 

Plt-tl-pat,  patter,  the  little  feet  go, 

Pit-ti-pat,  uaiter,  all  day  to  and  fro; 

What  music  more  charming,  what  echoes  more  sweet, 

Than  the  pit-ti-pat,  patter,  of  the  dear,  tiny  feet. 

Busy,  so  busy  from  morning  till  night: 

Jiit>t  toddling  und  tripping,  the  sweet  little  sprite; 

And  the  steps  without  number  fall  by  the  score. 

As  toddles  tlie  darling  one  over  the  floor.— Refrain'  &  Ckorus. 

Precious  feet  long  ago  flitted  from  home; 

Throtii{h  life's  rugged  pathway  they  now  bravely  roam; 

But  my  fancv  still  catches,  as  in  days  of  yore. 

The  patter  of  little  feet  over  the  floor.  — Refrain  &  Chorus. 


Since  Maggie  Learned  to  Sing. 

Copyright,  ISW,  by  T.  B.  Harms  4  Co. 


The  Words  and  If usic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  ad Ji-eos,  po«t-paId,  on  receipt  of  M  ; 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiik»  foi'  One  Dolitir.  by  11.  J.  \S  eliniaii,  VM  I'ark 

Kow,  Naw  York  City.    Postage  Sis  nips  taken  same  ascanh  tor  ail  our  goods. 

'■■:    •' .  ■       Words  and  Music  by  B.  H.  Janssen. 


SAM    BASS. 


(This  song  was  sent  to  ns  by  Kelson  Forsyth  (Showman),  Sion,  Walker  Co.,  Texas.) 

Send  your  nniiie  and  address  to  H.  J.  AVehman,  130  Parle  Row,  New  Kork  City,  and  receive 

l>y  letiini  mail  a  complete  Catalui^ue  of  over  5000  Popular  English  and  Uernian 

Siingit— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Sam  Bass  was  born  in  Indiana,  It  was  his  native  home; 
At  the  age  of  seventeen  young  Sam  began  to  roam; 
He  first  ciiine  out  to  Texas  a  cowboy  for  to  be, 
A  kinder-liearled  fellow  you  hardly  ever  see. 

Sam  once  dealt  in  race  stock,  once  called  the  Denton  mare — 
He  matched  lier  at  scrub  races  and  carried  her  to  the  fair; 
Sam  used  to  coin  the  money  and  spend  it  very  free; 
He  always  drank  good  whiskey  wherever  he  might  !«. 

Sam  left  the  Collins'  Ranche  in  the  merry  month  of  May 
With  a  henl  of  Texas  cattle  the  black  hills  for  to  see; 
Sold  out  in  Custer  (;ity  and  then  cot  on  a  spree — 
A  harder  set  of  cowboys  you  haraly  ever  see. 

On  their  way  back  to  Texas  they  robbed  the  V.  P.  train; 

They  split  up  in  couples  and  started  out  again; 

,Ioe  Collins  and  his  partner  were  overtaken  soon — 

With  all  their  hard  cash  money  they  bad  to  meet  their  doom. 

Sam  met  his  fate  at  Round  Rock  July  the  Slst; 

They  jiiorced  poor  Sam  with  rifle-balls  and  emptied  out  his  purse: 

Now  tM)or  Sam's  a  corpse  and  Pijjer's  iu  the  quay, 

And  Jackson's  in  the  bushes  a-trying  to  get  away. 

Jim  Murphy  borrowed  Sam's  good  gold  and  did  not  want  to  pay; 
The  only  way  he  saw  to  will  was  to  give  poor  Sam  away; 
He  sold  out  Bass  and  Barnes  and  left  their  friends  to  nionru; 
Oh,  what  a  scorching  Jim  will  get  when  Gabriel  blows  his  horn. 


Terrence  Grady  has  six  children,  five  are  girls  and  one  a  boy; 
And  till  late  life  was  a  pleasure,  each  one  gave  him  boundless  joy; 
But  the  eldest  Joined  a  choir,  Terrence  now  is  nearly  mad; 
'  Some  one  said  "  she  sane  soprano,"  tlio'  a  voice  she  never  had. 
Then  she  plagued  poor  Terrence  daily  that  some  lessons  she  must  take; 
She  was  going  to  sing  in  Op'ra,  what  a  furore  she  would  make. 
He  said  "  yes; "  and  now  the  family,  one  by  one,  have  passed  away; 
And  the  neighbors  all  go  crazy  when  they  hear  this  roundelay: 

Refrain. 
Do,  re.  ml,  fa,  sol,  la,  si,  do  all  day  long  you  hear; 
Do,  re,  ml,  fa,  sol,  la,  si,  do  grates  upon  your  ear; 
"Marguerltel  "  "  Farewell,  My  Own;  "  "  To  Thee,  My  Love,  I  Cling:  " 
We're  having  rain  most  every  day  since  Maggie  learned  to  sing. 

She  can  sing  in  every  language,  be  It  old  or  be  it  new; 

If  she^howls  in  French  or  German,  it  will  be  all  Oieek  to  you; 

She  takes  high  "C  "  and  she  holds  it,  but  you'd  wish  she  let  it  go; 

She  sing*  a  la  chills  and  fever,  and  she  calls  it  "  tremolo  1  " 

-Just  like  Pattl,"  she  will  tell  you.  "  when  she  sings  'II  Trovatorel " 

Tho'  you  faint  and  cry  for  mercy,  slie  will  surely  sing  once  more; 

Every  cat  will  cease  Its  howling  when  her  voice  is  roaring  high; 

They  all  Join  her  In  the  chorus  when  she  sings  "  Sweet  Bye-aud-Bye.'" 

Refrain.  -.  , 

Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  la,  si,  do,  morning,  noon  and  night; 
Do,  re,  me,  fa,  sol,  la,  si,  do,  sung  with  all  her  miglit; 
"Violets,  Sweet  Violets  I"  "What  Will  the  Harvest  Bring?  " 
The  city's  put  on  mourning  now  since  Maggie  learned  to  sing. 

She  will  sing  dramatic  music  in  a  voice  that  fairly  shrieks; 

And  she  sings  with  such  emotion  that  the  tears  run  down  tier  cheeks; 

Battle  songs  she  sings  so  fiercely  that  your  blood  is  bound  to  creep; 

LuUabys  she  sings  so  tender  that  they  put  yon  fast  as!e<'p; 

Scales  she  runs  in  such  a  fashion  that  you  think  shc't^  going  to  fall; 

Only  once  she  sang  in  concert,  then  policemen  cleared  the  hall; 

.She  s  a  voice  Just  like  a  whistle  of  a  steamboat  out  of  gear; 

Everyone  gets  influenza,  if  her  voice  perchance  they  hear. 

Refrain. 

Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  la,  si,  do  drives  us  nearly  wild; 

Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  la,  si,  do,  poor  afflicted  child; 

"  Silver  Threads  Among  the  Gold,"  "Oh!  Hasten,  Gentle  Spring;  " 

There  hasn't  been  a  bit  of  frost  since  Maggie  learned  to  sing. 
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REILLY'S   CUTLET    HALL. 


( 


Copyright,  18»0,  by  Ike  Krocli. 
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Oil!   Dar's  but  Little  Consolation. 


Copyright,  1875,  by  L.  P.  Goullaud. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  tills  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  iKKttpaid.on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Welmian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ah  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  George  H.  Cocs. 

Lord  bless  yon,  Poinpy,  come  tell  me  where  you've  been. 
Ever  since  you  left  me  I've  been  like  a  crazy  hen, 
I  really  thought  I'd  never  more  see  your  face  again 
In  our  once  hapi>y  home  in  Alabama. 

Chorus. 

Oh  I  dar's  bnt  little  consolation,  ever  since  emancipation. 
For  de  colored  population  in  de  good  old  state  of  Alabama. 

I  went  up  to  Wa.shlngton  to  see  what  I  could  see, 

De  niggers  'round  de  Capit<^dey're  most  too  proud  for  me, 

Dey  allwant  an  ofHce,  and  dere  was  no  chance  for  me. 

So  I  trabbled  back  again  to  Alabama.— Choru!^.  ; 

OhI  here  I  want  to  live  and  here  I  want  to  die—  .  , 

De  North  ain't  no  place.  Pomp,  for  either  you  or  I, 
Better  days  must  come— I  hope  de  time  is  drawing  nigh    :  ^ 
For  de  good  old  state  of  Alabama. — Chords. 

I  thought  dat  de  white  folks  would  take  me  by  de  hand. 
And  Pompy  would  be  welcome  to  de  freedom  of  de  land; 
^    But  dey  shook  ine,  and  why  I  couldn't  understand, 

So  I  trabbled  back  again  to  Alabama.— Chorus.  ,'    ,  :■  > 


Words  by  Ike  Kroch.    Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 

Con  Reilly  was  a  laborer,  who,  finding  wages  scant, 

A  notion  took  into  his  head  to  start  a  restaurant; 

To  celebrate  the  opening  he  gave  a  fancy  ball. 

And  business  started  with  a  boom  at  Reilly's  Cutlet  Hall; 

The  walls  were  full  of  showy  signs,  "  Welcome  to  one  and  all;" 

"  Fried  bologna  juice,  thirteen  cents,  and  with  it  goes  a  liall;" 

"  An  axe  we  give  with  every  steak!  "  "  Here  corned  t>eef  has  the  call;" 

They'll  paralyze  your  appetite  at  "  Reilly's  Cutlet  Hall."' 

Chorus. 

"  Good  morning.  Mister  Reilly,"  the  customers  all  say, 
"  'Pon  my  soul,  Reilly,  you're  looking  fine  to-day," 
And  Reilly's  always  ready  with  a  emile  for  one  and  all. 
Now  all  the  politicians  dine  at  Reilly's  Cutlet  Hall. 

The  dishes  are  as  white  as  ink,  the  service  very  flne, 

Each  cutlet  has  a  number  and  it  hangs  upon  a  line; 

In  work  the  waiters  don't  believe,  on  races  they  want  tips; 

When  you  order  fried  potatoes  they  will  bring  you  poUer  chips; 

Con  Reilly's  very  popular  and  known  for  miles  around. 

There's  hardly  any  big  event  at  which  he  is  not  found; 

He  pnlls  a  good  stroke  with  the  boys,  and  satisfies  them  all; 

If  you  want  to  be  "  In  it "  go  to  "  Reilly's  Cutlet  Hall.'-  CHOBrs. 

Each  day  the  bill  of  fare  is  changed,  at  that  you  cannot  kick; 
There's  not  a  thing  upon  the  list  that  wouldn't  make  you  sick; 
The  butter's  old  enoueh  to  vote,  it's  been  on  many  a  skate. 
The  Board  of  Health  lias  passed  It  by  and  left  it  to  its  fate; 
Each  sausage  wears  a  collar,  but  the  muzzle  it  is  cone—  ' 

When  you  have  eaten  one  of  them,  you'll  look  sau  and  forlorn; 
Roast  beef  with  mud  all  over  it,  the  waiter  he  will  bawl; 
They  need  a  special  coroner  at  •'  Reilly's  Cutlet  Hall."— Chorus. 
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— "  You  see,"  said  a  maudlin  toper,  "  I  drinlt  simply  to  drown 
my  cares;  but  it's  no  use,  for  every  care  can  swim  like  a  duck." 


— Wife  (pleadingly):  "  I'm  afraid,  George,  j'ou  do  not  love  me  as 
well  as  you  used  to  do."  Husband:  "Wby?"  Wife:  "Because 
you  always  let  me  get  up  to  light  the  fire. "  Husband:  "Non- 
sense, my  love!  Your  getting  up  to  light  the  fire  makes  me  love 
you  all  the  more."      "  v  v.  .;;.  -.- 
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MCMILLAN'S    SUPERSTITIONS. 


CopyrigUl,  188S,  by  W.  H.  Boiier&  Co. 
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Word*  and  Music  by  Wm.  I>.  Hull. 


-I 


fi 
■I 

■>TJ- 


m  I' 


• 


It  was  at  an  evening  party  down  at  Michael  Fljnn's, 
WhicU  was  given  iu  llie  honor  of  a  pair  of  bouiicin-,'  twins. 
His  friends  were  all  invited  from  all  arouiui  ilic  town, 
And  when  tlie  dance  was  over,  to  snpper  they  tat  «l»)wu  - 
There  was  Tim  McMillan,  with  Roderick  Multloon, 
And  Theodore  Mulculy  brought  Bridget  Ann  McC'uen: 
O'Uara  and  his  brother  some  friends  with  thcni  did  bring. 
Which  made  the  party  number  just  thirteen. 

They  all  sat  down  to  supper,  wltii  hearts  so  ligiit  and  gay. 
And  drank  galore  the  liquors  to  drive  dull  curu  away, 
The  babies  had  been  christened,  and  all  was  good  and  well 
Till  McMillan,  liUe  a  tiger,  was  heard  to  give  a  yell: 
"  Bedad,"  cried  he  with  liorror,  as  he  began  to  bawl; 
"  There's  thirteen  at  the  table,  gome  bad  will  hapjien  all; 
McMillan  was  a  prophet,  for  what  he  said  came  true, 
80  libten  and  I  will  relate  what  they  went  through: 

They  soon  were  superstitious,  which  made  them  drink  the  more. 
For 'soon  they  all  were  paralyzed  and  rolling  on  the  floor; 
aomebody  got  a  quarreling  vvith  Stevedore  Muldoon, 
And  O'Uara  in  the  rumpus  was  struck  with  a  spittoon. 
And  Theodore  Mulcaley  yt'lled  murder  and  police. 
And  lost  his  upi)er  ivories  while  tryliiK  to  make  peace; 
It  was  a  reign  of  terror,  such  sights  were  never  seen — 
N'o  more  that  gang  will  ever  dine  where  there's  thirteen. 

O'Hara,  in  a  hurry,  while  making  for  the  door. 

Upset  an  umbrella-lamp  upon  the  parlor-lloor; 

Before  they  knew  what  happened  there  was  a  terrible  noise, 

Which  woke  the  copper  ou  the  beat  from  slumber's  sweetest  joys; 

Soon  flre-bells  were  a-ringing  about  the  Flynn  tetto: 

And  how  to  reach  the  pavement  from  Klyim's  nobody  knew; 

The  firemen  through  the  window  sent  iu  a  cliilling  ^tream, 

Which  came  within  an  inch  of  drowning  all  thirteen. 

How  the  fire  liappened  not  one  of  them  could  tell. 
So  to  the  station  thev  were  marchcj  and  locked  up  in  a  cell; 
With  faces  scratclied  and  batiered  they  were  a  siirht  forlorn. 
And  nil  the  clothing  they  had  on  w;is  ^Joaking  \\<i  and  torn; 
Next  morning  at  the  court-lionse  before  the  jud:;e  they  stood. 
To  give  esi)laimtion  the  best  way  that  they  could; 
To  get  the  lire  insurance,  the  judge  called  it  a  scheme. 
And  oS  to  prison  they  were  sent  the  whole  thirteen. 

Now  iu  the  penitentiary  their  conduct  they  regret— 
Their  work  is  hard  and'  plenty,  but  no  wages  do  they  get. 
So  let  this  be  a  lesson  for  all  to  memorize: 
Before  to  9upi)er  you  sit  down  be  sure  to  use  your  eyes; 
When  at  an  evening  party  be  careful  what  you  do, 
Or  else  some  sad  misfortune  will  surely  hap|K-n  you; 
I  am  a  hypochondriac  from  siglits  that  I  liave  seen— 
rd  starve  to  death  before  I'd  eat  where  there's  thirteen. 


THAT'S  SWELL,  AWFLY  SWELL. 


Copyright,  18S0,  by  T.  B.  liamii  &  Co. 
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Words  and  Mu.«ic  by  Percy  Claunt. 


One  sees  a  queer  lot  in  a  walk  on  the  street, 

That's  swell,  awfly  swell! 
The  dude  with  a  cape  and  vests  on  his  feet. 

They're  swell,  awfly  swell! 
And  there  is  the  Kirl  with  a  strin"  to  h  pug. 
She'll  call  it  sweet,  i)et  namc!<  and  give  it  n  hug. 
While  hubby,  at  night,  will  sleep  ou  a  rug, 

It's  swelk  it's  «well! 
While  hubbv,  at  iiiglit,  will  sleep  ou  a  rug. 

It's  tough,  but  it's  swell! 

You  stroll  with  your  girl  to  the  "  UofTuiaii  t'afe," 

That's  swell,  awt'ly  swell! 
You  think  that  ice-creain  is  the  bill  you  will  pay. 

That's  swell,  awfly  swell! 
You're  wrong,  she  orders  an  "omelette  Houflle," 
Some  "  truffles  on  toast  "  and  a  "  Perrier  Jouet." 
She  feels  out  of  sight,  and  you  are  the  jay. 

That's  swell,  that's  swell ! 
She  feels  out  of  sight,  and  you  are  the  jay. 

That's  swell,  that's  swell. 

The  latest  thing  is  the  "  society  star," 

She's  swell,  awfly  swell! 
To  travel  around  in  a  big  special  car. 

It's  swell,  awfly  swell! 
A  duke  or  a  prince  she'll  manage  to  gel. 
And  then  she'll  play  Shakespeare  without  a  net. 
Just  because  she  is  society's  i>et. 

That's  bwell,  that's  swell! 

The  theatre— two  chappies— full  dress— back  seat! 

They're  swell,  very  swell  I 
There's  the  girl,  in  front— large  hat— so  sweet. 

She's  swell,  very  swell! 
"  I  say,  old  chappie,"  saysone,  "  don't  you  know," 
With  his  face  jH!<t  as  red  as  the  roM-n  th.-it  grow, 
"  I  cawn't  see  a  thing  of  the  blooming  old  show, 

But  it's  swell,  awfly  swell. 


A    BAD-A,    TOUGH    MAN. 

Copyriifht,  18«2,  by  Frank  (Jiii.  11. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Connolly. 

Ma  name  Pedro  Mlkeroni,  me  boss-a  sweep-a  gang, 
Ciobsberry  Street  me  llve-a,  "round  IJiley's  s'luou  me  hang; 
.Me  no  Italian  duffer,  at  fight  me  take  a  whack. 
Me  smash  and  kick  aud  slug-a,  me  drink  aud  shew  tobac. 

CHOKL'9. 

For  me  Pedro,  a  bad-a,  tough  man,  who  from  a  battle  uo  ran; 

Me  good  on  de  fight-a,  me  boss  on  de  bite-a,  me  tough,  me  a  verra  bad  man. 

Ma  brud  ho  sell  de  chesnut,  ma  sist'r  sell  de  beer. 

Ma  kid  piav  harp  and  sing  a:  "  Den  Vive  I'ltnlia,  dear;" 

We  carry  all  de  knife-a,  we  pull-a  sharp  aud  quick; 

De  iione-a  we  no  puuch-a,  but  rib-a  we  can  stick.— CuoBfs.    ■ 

Irish  a-mau  me  hate-a,  he  like  de  whisk  and  beer, 

He  drink-a  much,  dhen  say  me:  "  I  bit-a  off  your  ear!  " 

1  draw  a  stiletto  quick-u,  no  frighten,  still  he  stands. 

But  when  I  pull-a  bomb-shell  he  throw-a  up  hiii  hands.— Chorus. 


I    LOVE    YOU    BEST    OF    ALL. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Harding  Brothers. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  pottt-iiaiJ ,  ou  receipt  of  40 
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Words  by  J.  F.  Mitchell.    Music  by  Wni.  Loralne. 


In  the  flood-tide  of  my  sorrow,  in  the  vigil  of  each  night. 

In  my  fancy  I  can  borrow  from  those  days  of  glad  delight. 

When  you  taid  jou  loved  me  only,  when  you  held  my  heart  iu  thrall; 

Though  now  I'm  sad  and  lonely,  still  1  love  you  best  of  all. 

Ciioiius. 
I  love  you  best  of  all;  tlioiigh  my  love  has  brought  nothing  but  pain. 
The  dream  of  the  past  makes  fresh  my  life,  like  the  siiiisliine  after  rain; 
And  the  niem'ry  of  your  voice,  \Mtii  its  rhythmic  rise  and  fall. 
Proves  there  is  uone  like  the  old,  sweet  love,  aud  I  love  you  beat  of  all. 

Building  dreams  of  regal  splendor,  yon  were  mine,  my  lowly  queen; 
Ever  with  me,  true  and  tender,  with  no  one  to  come  between; 
That  sweet  dream  I  still  am  dreaniiin,',  and  I  will  whate'er  befall; 
Though  [he  world  with  love  were  teuiuiug,  still  I'd  love  you  best  of  all. 


-Cho. 


DREAMING-  NEAR  THE  HEARTH. 

Copyright,  IfW'J,  by  Frank  HardUig. 
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Words  by  M.  Cavanugh.    Music  by  Alfred  Lee. 


When  you  hear  t)ie  kettle  singing  on  the  hob  on  a  u  inter  night, 
.And  the  children's  voices,  ringing.  All  the  old  home  with  delight. 
To  your  heart  it  brings  such  gladness',  sweetest  inut^ic  to  your  ear; 
Buuishing  all  thoughts  of  suduess,  happy  are  we  wlien  we  hear: 

CUOKfS. 

Drip,  drip,  drip,  falls  the  rain  upon  the  window-pane; 

Ha,  lia,  iia,  laugh  the  linle  ones  in  mirth; 
Chirp,  chirp,  chirp,  ytm  hear  the  crickcl'e  merry  note. 

Singing  to  the  old  folks,  who  sit  dreaming  near  the  hearth. 

Granny's  iu  the  corner  sitting,  with  her  work  upon  her  knee; 

Soinctiines  sewing,  sometimes  knitting,  like  a  girl  of  twenty-three; 

Chiklren's  voices,  ceasing  never,  merrily  they  sing  and  shout; 

Near  the  hearth  tliere's  comfort  ever,  tho'  tlie  night  is  drear  without. — Chorvk 

Litlle  Sue  has  got  a  lover:  every  night  he  calls,  you  know. 

To  be  teased  by  one  or  other,  'cause  lies  there  in  rain  or  snow; 

Grandma  has  a  welcome  for  iiim.  and  old  grandpa  l>y  her  side. 

As  he  thinks  of  days  g<me  o'er  him,  slyly  smiles  at  his  old  bride.— Cborl's. 


ANSWERED. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  *  Co. 
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Words  by  Entlly  Stuart  tV'eed.    Music  by  J.  T.  Draper. 

Oh,  Jomio,  the  breezes  are  blowing 

My  wishes  far  over  the  sea. 
Do  you  liear  them,  my  Jainief  They're  saying, 

"  Come  hack  to  your  lov%on  the  D»h!." 
The  hills  miss  their  music  and  murmur. 

From  their  purple  there  floats  down  to  me 
The  song  that  the  valley  is  singing 

To  the  river  that  floats  to  the  sea. 

The  brightness  has  gone  from  the  morning. 

And  tlie  hills  overshadowed  will  Ims 
"Till  we  meet  where  we  parted,  my  Jamie, 

On  the  banks  of  the  8v*eet  river  Dee; 
Oh.  Jamie,  alone  I  am  tveeping. 

Your  answer  has  blown  back  to  me, 
"  We  shall  meet  as  we  parted,  my  darling, 

But  not  ou  the  bunks  of  the  Dee." 


yHia 


X 


i«ki 


^i^hi 


UMto 


^^': 


GERALDINE 

Copyright,  1888,  by  I^e  &  Walker. 
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Words  by  Wm.  D.  Hall.    Mufrfc  by  M.  J.  Bet*. 

>i 

Like  the  limpid  little  dewdrop,  shining  brightly  in  the  eiin, 

With  lieaveiiB  epiirklliig  coiois  softly  blending  into  one, 

My  fair  and  lovely  Geruidine,  she  hue  niy  poor  heart  won. 

With  love  lier  eyes  are  beuuiiu>;,  like  a  diumoud  In  the  sun.  '   ^ 

Chorus. 

Oh,  those  eyes  so  pure  serene,  sweeter  eyes  have  never  been  seen. 
Will  tlie  \v<)e8  of  coining  ye;irs  ever  shadow  them  with  tears; 
Oh,  tliut  she  was  near  liie  now,  my  uixbtingale,  my  queen, 
That  1  might  fondly  her  curess,  ray  own,  my  Geraidiiie. 

She's  the  fairest  of  all  flowers,  tinged  her  cheek  with  rosy  hue. 
Oh,  her  umile  lias  wltcliing  power,  bhe  is  handeonie,  pure  and  true; 
Though  iioiv  tiie'8  fur  beyond  my  Sight,  across  the  rolling  main, 
I'll  clieer  me  up,  my  precious  one,  for  we  will  meet  aj/aiii.— Chorus. 

May  the  path  be  strewn  with  flowers,  fair  and  sunny,  brijjht  and  gay. 
Free  from  storms  tliy  future  houis,  as  a  cloudless  summer  day; 
Many  weary  days  have  pust  and  flown  since  I  and  thee  did  par^ 
But  I  will  wait  to  claim  my  own,  the  idol  of  my  heart.— Chorus. 


It's  the  Only  Bit  of  Comfort  I've  Got. 

Written  and  Composetl  by  R.  Qarcla.    Arrangred  by  J.  M.  Harrison. 
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MY   LITTLE    NELL. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  Davis  HalL 


What  joy  th<'re  Is  each  evening  for  me  when  toil  is  done; 

When  work  is  o'er,  then  to  return  to  wife  and  babe  at  home; 

And  when  at  night  I  reach  my  home,  I  see  a  sight  most  fair, 

Tliro'  the  window  eo  wide  I  see  them  iimide,  my  true  wife  aud  baby  so  dear; 

My  home  is  not  a  palace,  tier  a  dwelling  fit  for  king, 

But  everything  within  its  doors  is  cosy,  neat  and  clean; 

A  loving  wife  to  share  my  life  through  poverty  aud  strife, 

Aud  a  baby  as  well,  that  none  can  excel,  my  little  Nell. 

Chorus. 
Sleep  thee  on,  my  precious  one.  your  mamma's  always  near 
To  cover  up  your  tiny  feet  in  case  they  should  get  bare; 
She  will  sit  and  rock  and  watch  the  clock  with  joy  no  tongue  can  tell; 
No  gold  could  compel,  or  induce  me  to  sell,  my  little  Nell. 

Last  night  I  only  slept  to  dream— I  dreamed  of  leaving  you— 

What  joy  I  felt  when  I  awoke  to  find  my  dream  uutrue; 

Fairy-like  and  innocent,  so  happy  and  so  free. 

With  smiles  of  pure  affection  my  baby  will  always  greet  me; 

To  see  her  play  about  the  floor,  now  often  her  I  tease; 

And  should  she  ask  for  anything,  we've  taught  her  to  say  "  please;  " 

Her  eyes  so  blue  and  heart  so  true,  and  lips  of  cherry  red; 

When  her  prayers  they  are  said,  she  jumps  into  bed,  my  little  Nell.— Chorus. 

Little  eyes  of  azure,  describe  them  no  one  can,  v 

Bright  as  stars  that  shine  above,  dearest,  how  I  love 

To  fondly  hug  and  to  caress  and  place  you  to  my  breast, 

And  kiss  you  "Kood-niglit."  then  turn  out  the  light,  for  baby  to  slumber  and  rest; 

I  think  about  her  all  tlie  day,  at  sunset  and  at  dawn. 

With  arms  placed  tightly  'round  my  neck,  she  wakes  me  every  morn; 

Throughout  the  land  none  half  so  grand,  nor  none  that  can  excel 

The  pride  of  my  home,  sweet  baby,  my  own,  my  little  Nell.— Chorus. 


Some  day,  well,  so  they  tell  me,  we  shall  all  be  better  off. 

That's  the  only  bit  of  comfort  that  I've  got; 
We  shall  wear  no  kind  of  clothing,  but  we'll  never  catch  a  cough, 

'I'hat's  the  only  bit  of  comfort  I  have  got; 
We  shall  have  a  pair  of  wings  with  which  to4y  about  the  air. 
And  no  pawning  clothes  on  quarter-day  for  rent,  'cause  \\e  clian't  care; 
But  we'll  get  no  pay  ou  Saturday,  und  nobody  will  swear, 

It's  the  only  bit  of  comfort  I  have  got. 

Chorus. 

For  I've  had  s  deal  of  trouble  iu  my  married  life  of  late, 
I've  a  wife,  I  tuiiiii,  couia  fairly  talK  the  hinges  off  a  gate; 
But  It's  going  to  be  different  in  that  happy Tuture  state. 
That's  the  only  bit  of  comfort  I  have  got. 

We  shall  have  no  work  to  look  for  in  that  happy  time  to  come, 

That's  the  only  bit  of  comfort  I  have  got; 
And  if  we  don't  like  to  work  at  all  the  dear  wife  won't  look  glum, 

That's  the  only  bit  of  comfort  I  have  got. 
I  shall  find  the  "  blossom"  then  disappearing  from  my  nose; 
We  shall  all  be  nice  and  equal,  with  the  same  amount  of  clothes. 
But  what  some  of  ua  will  look  like  then,  well,  gooilness  only  knows, 

That's  the  only  bit  of  comfort  I  have  got^ 

Chorus. 

We  shall  all  be  happy  children,  yes,  and  always  on  the  grin; 
We  shall  never  know  the  evils  of  a  po<-ket  full  of  tin, 
For  we'll  have  no  trousers'  pockets  then  to  put  the  dollars  iu. 
That's  the  only  bit  of  comfort  I  have  got. 

We  shall  have  no  politicians  then  to  ask  us  for  our  vote. 

That's  the  only  bit  of  comfort  1  have  got; 
And  Republican  or  Democrat  will  never  "  turn  their  coat!  "  ■       ''  ' 

That's  the  only  bit  of  comfort  I  have  got. 
It's  glorious  to  think  we'll  have  no  character  to  lose. 
There  will  be  no  one  to  wake  us  If  we  want  to  have  a  '•  snooze," 
And  nobody  to  jaw  us  when  we  go  out  on  the  "  booze  I  " 

That's  the  only  bit  of  comfort  I  have  got. 

Chorus. 
We  shall  all  be  kind  and  gentle  and  shall  lead  a  happy  life, 
We  shall  go  straight  home  on  Saturday,  without  a  sign  of  strife. 
P'raps  they'll  let  me  '•  swap  "  my  missis  then  for  some  one  else's  wife. 
That's  the  only  bit  of  comfort  I  have  got. 
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WHEN  THE  CLOCK  STRIKES  TEN. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Ca 
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Words  by  J.  McCrLstall.    Music  by  Pauline  MeCristall. 
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No  Father,  No  Mother,  No  Home! 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Benj.  W.  Hitchcock. 
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Words  l)y  George  Cooper.    Mu.sic  by  William  Uwyer. 

Dead  in  the  pitiless  street,  and  friendless,  forsaken,  unknown, 

>'o  one  to  fondly  lepeut  the  name  of  that  child-waif  so  lone; 

Where  were  the  kind,  loving  eyes,  to  watch  while  his  footsteps  might  ro.nm? 

Dead  'neath  the  blue,  arching  skies,  no  father,  no  mother,  no  home. 

Only  three  bright  golden  curls  to  tell  who  he  was  'neath  yon  dome— 

IMty  that  little  child-waif— no  father,  no  motlier,  no  home. 

Lost  in  the  whirl  of  the  crowd,  and  needing  a  mother's  dear  care. 
Spurned  by  the  rich  aud  the  proud,  so  young  and  so  pure  and  so  fair  - 
\e  who  have  children  so  sweet,  oh,  pity  these  waifs  as  you  roam. 
Dead  in  the  pitiless  street,  no  father,  no  mother,  no  home. 
Only  three  bright  golden  curls  to  tell  who  he  was  'neath  yon  dome— 
rity  that  little  child-waif — no  father,  no  mother,  no  home. 

Gone  from  the  pain  and  the  strife,  the  angels  are  clasping  him  now. 
Gone  from  the  struggle  of  life,  the  sunlight  of  God  on  his  brow; 
Xo  one  to  care  for  tiiem  here,  thus  ever  around  us  they  roam,  - 

No  one  to  shed  but  a  tear,  no  father,  no  mother,  no  home. 
Only  three  bright  golden  curls  to  tell  who  he  was  'neath  yon  dome- 
Pity  that  little  child-waif— no  father,  no  mother,  no  home. 


—Lady  Guest  (to  small  boy):  "  Why,  Willie,  Low  tanned  you 
arel"  Willie  (frankly):  "Yes'm;  father  done  it." 


I  met  a  charming  creature  upon  the  strand  one  day.  , 

And  took  her  for  a  little  cruise  around  the  craggy  "bay;  ' 

The  shades  of  night  were  failing  when  we  came  back  again. 
She  says  you'll  have  to  leave  me  when  the  clock  strikes  ten. 

Chorus. 
When  the  clock  strikes  ten,  when  the  clock  strikes  ten. 
Look  out  for  papa's  footsteps,  you  must  leave  me  theii— 
When  the  clock  strikes  ten,  when  the  clock  strikes  ten. 
Oh  I  George  you'll  have  to  leave  me  when  the  clock  strikes  ten. 

I  said  I'd  call  and  see  her,  perhaps,  next  Sunday  night. 
She  hesitated  for  a  while,  but  finally  said  I  might; 
Her  papa  is  eccentric  and  not  like  other  men. 
He  generally  retires  when  the  clock  strikes  ten.— Chorus. 

Last  Sunday  night  I  wandered  down  to  her  garden-gate. 

She  sat  upon  the  little  stile  where  she  was  wont  to  wait; 

We  went  into  the  parlor,  'twas  my  intention  then 

To  say  good-night  and  leave  her  when  the  clock  struck  ton.— Chorus. 

When  lovers  talk  together  the  time  flies  very  fast. 

So  when  I  thought  of  going  home  'twas  twelve  o'clock  and  past. 

Another  thought  that  stunned  me,  what  wis  I  to  do  when 

The  doors  were  bolted  tightly  when  the  clock  struck  ten.— Chorus. 

I  snatched  my  hat  in  horror,  the  dog  how  led  at  the  gate, 

A  footstep  sounded  on  the  stairs,  I  tiad  no  lime  to  wait, 

I  crept  out  thro'  the  window  and  started  on  a  run, 

The  bull-dog  followed  after  and  the  clock  struck  one.— Chorus. 

I  have  not  quite  recovered  from  that  confounded  fright. 
My  nerves  they're  awfully  unstrung  since  that  unlucKy  night. 
My  brand  new  pants  are  minus— I'll  not  say  what— but  then 
From  sparking  I'll  retire  when  the  clock  strikes  ten.— Chorus. 
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—She:  "  What's  the  matter?  You  looked  flushed."  He:  "  I'm 
hot!  Just  got  my  ice  bill  I "  

— "What's  the  trouble  about  this  woman?"  said  the  judge. 
"  Why,  your  honor,  she  keeps  quarreling  and  fussing,  and  won't 
give  her  neighbors  any  peace  whatever."  "  Then  why  don't  you 
charge  her  with  beiig  a  common  scold?"  "Because  she  ain't  a 
common  scold,  she's  exceptional." 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.  28. 


MAUD    MULLER. 


By  J.  a.  WUittler. 


Maud  Muller,  on  a  summer's  day, 
Raked  lUe  meudow,  uwcet  witli  hiiy; 
Beneath  her  torn  hut  glowed  tlie  wealth 
or  ifluiple  beauty  and  ruetic  health; 
Siiii^iug,  she  wrought,  and  her  merry  glee 
The  mocking-bird  echoed  from  his  tree; 
But,  when  she  glanced  to  the  far-off  town. 
White  from  its  hill-slope  looking  down. 
The  sweet  song  dieii;  and  a  vague  unrest 
And  a  nameless  longing  tilled  her  breast— 
A  wish  that  she  hardly  dared  to  own. 
For  somethiug  better  than  she  had  known. 


The  judge  rode  slowly  down  the  lane, 

Smoothing  his  horse's  chestnut  mane; 

He  drew  his  bridle  in  the  shade 

Of  the  apple-trees  to  greet  tlie  maid, 

And  ask  a  draught  troiu  the  spriii;,'  that  flowed 

Through  the  meadows  across  the  road; 

She  stooped  where  the  cool  spring  bubbled  up, 

And  filled  for  him  lier  small  tin  cup; 

And  blushed  as  slie  gave  it,  looking  down 

On  her  feet  so  bare,  and  her  tattered  gown. 

"  Thanks  1  "  said  tlie  judge,  "  a  sweeter  draught 

From  a  fairer  hand  was  never  quaffed.'' 

He  spoke  of  the  grass  and  flowers  and  trees. 

Of  the  singing  birds  and  the  hnmniiug  bees; 

Then  talked  of  the  haying,  and  wondereil  whether 

The  cloud  in  the  west  would  bring  foul  weather; 

And  Maud  forgot  her  briar-torn  gown. 

And  her  graceful  ankles  bare  and  brown; 

And  listened,  wliile  a  pleased  surprise 

Looked  from  lier  long-lashed  hazel  eyes; 

At  last,  lilie  one  who  for  delay 

Seeks  a  vain  eicu-«,  Jie  rode  uwny. 

Maud  Muller  looked  and  sighed:  "  Ah  met 

That  I  the  judge's  bride  might  he! 

He  would  dress  me  up  in  silks  so  fine, 

And  |>raise  and  toast  nie  at  his  wine; 

My  father  should  wear  a  broadcloth  coat; 

My  brother  should  sail  a  painted  boat; 

I'd  dress  my  mother  so  grand  and  gay; 

And  the  baby  should  have  a  new  toy  each  day; 

And  I'd  feed  the  hungry  and  clothe  the  poor, 

And  ull  should  bless  lue  who  left  our  door." 


The  judge  looked  back  as  he  climbed  the  hill. 
And  saw  Maud  Muller  standing  still— 
"  A  form  more  fair,  a  face  more  sweet, 
Ke'er  hath  it  been  my  lot  to  meet; 
And  her  modest  answer  and  graceful  air 
Show  her  wise  and  good  as  slie  Is  fair. 
Would  she  were  mine!  and  I  to-day, 
Like  her.  a  harvester  of  hay: 
No  doubtful  balance  of  rights  and  wTonw, 
And  weary  lawyers  with  endless  tongues; 
But  low  of  cattle  and  song  of  birils. 
And  health  of  quiet  and  loving  words." 
Then  he  thougnt  of  hi;*  sister,  proud  and  cold; 
And  his  mother,  vain  of  her  rank  and  gold; 
So,  closing  his  heart,  the  jndtie  rode  on. 
And  Mand  was  left  in  the  field  alone. 
But  the  lawyers  smiled  that  afternoon 
When  he  hummed  in  court  an  old  love  tunc; 
And  the  young  girl  mused  beside  the  well 
Till  the  rain  on  the  uuraked  clover  fell. 


He  wedded  a  wife  of  ricliest  dower. 
Who  lived  for  fashion,  as  he  for  power; 
'Tet  oft  in  his  marble  hearth's  bright  glow. 
He  watched  a  picture  come  and  go: 
And  sweet  Ma-jd  .Muller'p  hazel  eyes 
Looked  out  in  their  innocent  surprise. 
Oft  when  the  wine  in  his  glass  was  red. 
He  longed  for  the  wayside-well  instead; 
And  closed  his  eyes  on  his  garnished  rooms. 
To  dream  of  mea<lows  and  clovi-r  blooms. 

And  the  proud  man  Bighed,  with  a  tiecrct  pain: 

"Ah,  tliat  I  were  free  airain! 
Free  as  when  I  rode  that  day 
Where  the  barefoot  maiden  raked  her  hay." 


8be  wedded  a  man  unlearned  and  poor, 
And  many  children  played  round  her  door; 
But  care  and  sorrow,  and  household  pain. 
Left  their  traces  on  heart  and  brain. 
And  oft  wtien  the  summer-sun  Khown  hot 
On  the  new-mown  hay  in  the  meadow  lot. 
In  the  shade  of  the  ajiplc-tree,  again 
She  saw  a  rider  draw  his  rein; 
And,  gazing  down  with  timid  grace, 
She  felt  his  pleased  eyes  read  her  face> 
Sometimes  her  narrow  kitchen  walls 
Stretched  away  into  stately  halls; 
The  weary  wheel  to  a  spinnet  turned. 
The  tallow-candle  an  astral  burned; 
And  for  him  who  sat  by  the  chimney  Ing, 
Dozln<^  and  griiinbling  o'er  pi|>e  and  mug, 
A  mamy  form  at  her  side  she  saw— 
And  joy  was  duty,  and  lore  was  law!     .     . 
Then  she  took  up  her  burden  of  life  agaii , 
Saying  only,  "  It  might  have  been!  " 


Alas!  for  maiden,  alas !  forjudge; 

For  rich  repiuer  and  household  drudgel 

God  pity  them  both!  and  pity  us  all  I 

Who  vainly  the  dreams  of  youth  recall. 

For,  of  all  sad  words  of  tongue  or  pen. 

The  saddest  are  these:  "  It  might  have  beeul  " 

Ah,  well  for  us  all  some  sweet  hope  lies 

Deeply  bulled  from  human  eyes; 

Ana,  in  the  Hereafter,  angels  may 

KoU  the  ttoue  from  its  grave  away  1 
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NOTHING-    TO    WEAR 

Copyright,  1857,  by  Lee  *  Walker. 
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By  Winner. 


How  strange  are  the  ways  of  the  world— only  think 
Of  the  mortals  that  people  its  shores. 

The  women  that  eat,  and  the  men  who  will  drink, 
And  the  backs  to  be  doth'd  by  the  stores. 

With  plenty  to  eat,  to  drink,  and  to  spend. 
Its  mortals  might  never  despair. 

Were  It  not  for  tlie  sigh  that  Is  heard  to  ascend 
When  we  find  we  have  nothing  to  wear,  to  wear. 
When  we  find  we  have  nothing  to  wear. 

Miss  Clara  was  truly  as  charming  a  maid 

As  ever  my  heart  could  desire; 
I  sought  for  her  hand  on  a  short  promenade. 

For  I  knew  of  aer  gaudy  attire; 
I  knew  of  her  ribbons  and  dresses— the  Jsest— 

Her  moments  too  many  to  spare; 
But  she  would  not  comply  to  my  simple  request, 

For  she  said  she  had  nothing  to  wear,  to  wear. 

For  she  said  she  had  nothing  to  wear. 

And  such  le  the  case  with  Matilda  and  Jane, 

With  Mary  and  Nancy  and  all, 
Tho'  plenty  of  satins,  of  laces,  delaine, 

Not  a  dress  for  the  cinicert  or  ball. 
Oh,  would  1  could  find  'iieath  the  hoops  of  a  skirt 

A  woman  tiiat  would  not  declare, 
With  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders,  in  answer  expert. 

That  she  really  has  "  nothing  to  wear,"  to  wear. 

That  ibe  really  hns  nothing  to  wear. 
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Picking  Cherries  Down  the  Lane. 


Copyright,  1873,  by  L«c  &  Walker. 


Tho  Words  and  Munle  of  this  S<>n(r  will  be  sent  to  any  nddipss,  post-paid,  on  re<?elpt  ot  40  i 

vCi.iH,  or  this  aiul  uiiy  two  other  Soiiifs  for  One  Uullur,  iiy  11.  J.  Weliniuii,  13u  Park 

Uuw,  New  York  City.     I'uHtoge  Stamps  token  mine  u^  cafli  fur  ull  uur  goods. 


Words  by  O.  Cuopcr.    Musie  by  II.  .Millard. 

It  was  in  the  golden  summer,  and  we  met  beneath  the  trees; 

There  were  fond  and  loving  glances,  there  was  laughter  on  the  breeze. 

in  the  green  and  wavy  orchard,  rosy  hands  met  mine  again. 
While  we  linj^eir'd  there  together, 

I'icking  cherries,  picking  cherries  down  the  lane. 

Chorus. 
How  I  bless  the  hapiiy  moments -how  I  long  for  them  again; 

When  we  lingered  there  together, 
ricking  cherries,  jilcUing  cherries  down  the  lane. 

Oh.  the  boughs  with  rubies  laden;  they  were  far  beyond  her  reach. 

But  1  helped  her,  and  she  thanked   me,  sweet  and  bird-like  was  her  speech. 

Little  hands  so  fair  and  dimpled,  in  my  own  would  oft  remain. 
Ami  I  longed  to  linger  ever, 

Picking  cherries,  i>lckiug  cherries  down  the  lane.— ('u<jKfs. 

Now  the  scented  breezes  whispered  all  the  secrets  that  were  told. 
And  the  birdies  saw  soiiie)>ody  some  one's  waist  in  joy  enfold. 

ICre  the  rosy  HUimet  faded  over  hill,  vale  and  plain, 
Loving  lips  were  jiickiiig  clierrics, 

ricking  cherries  down  the  lane. —CuoRUB. 


LAST    ROSE    OF    SUMMER. 

I 

The  Worda  and  MiiHic  of  tliiii  Song  will  b«  wiit  to  any  address,  post-paid,  un  reeeipt  of  tO  } 
ceutM;  or  this  and  any  two  other  ><onKS  for  One  Uollar,  by  11.  J.  wehiiiaii,  130  I'ark 
Uuw,  New  York  (.'ity.    rustaffi  Stamps  taken  same  as  caHh  for  ail  our  goods. 


'Tl8  the  last  rose  of  Summer,  left  blooming  alone; 
All  her  lovely  companions  are  faded  and  gone. 
No  flower  of  her  kindred,  no  rosebud  is  nigh. 
To  reflect  back  her  blushes,  or  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

I'll  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one,  to  pine  on  the  stem; 
Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping,  go  sleep  thou  with  them; 
Thus  kindly  1  scatter  thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed 
Where  thy  mates  of  .he  garden  lie  scentless  and  dead. 

So  soon  may  I  follow,  when  friendships  decay, 
And  from  love's  sliiuing  circle  the  gems  drop  away; 
When  true  hearts  lie  withered,  and  fond  ones  are  flown. 
Oh!  who  would  inhabit  this  bleak  world  alone? 
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SuUivana  ys.  Sylvio  Sylvesto. 

As  a(lai>tfd  and  rendered  by  Mr.  Alox.  J.  Brown. 

Julm  L.  Sullivau's  combinutiou  while  on  its  tour  gave  a  show 
at  Kiiusas  City,  ilo.,  and  advertised  to  give  $1,000  to  any  man 
wlio  ctmld  slaiid  up  to  John  L.  for  four  rounds.  Macaroni 
tSpairhetti  sees  the  advertisement  and  matches  liis  friend  Sylvio 
Sylvesto  against  Sullivan.  He  tells  of  the  defeat  and  his  great 
loss  in  his  own  peculiar  way: 

"  Well  you  see  we  reada  in  the  paper  that  the  Shamrocka  Suili- 
vana  coma  here.  You  know  the  Shamrocka  Sullivana,  the  fighta 
man  who  knocka  everybody  out  with  a  ouea  punch.  Well  we 
have  onea  stroiiga  Italian  boy— oh,  he  strouga  as  the  dev'.  ISiga 
de  mus'  disawav,  biga  de  mus'  dataway,  and  chest  lik  one  ele- 
phant. Well  I  go  to  Sylvio  and  say:  Sylvio  you  tighta  the  Sham- 
rocka Sullivana!  lie  say  you  beta  sweeta  lifea  I  will  flghta  for  my 
countra.  Well,  1  taka  him  home  wida  me  and  give  him  jileuta 
good  eat— maccaroni,  soft  da  sheila  a  crab — maka  him  very 
strouga  man— oh,  he  very  strong— biga  da  leg,  biga  da  mus'.  \xs 
biga  da  head.  I  sell  onea  da  wag'  for  forty  dol';  I  sell  ouea  da  lior.se 
for  twentv  dol',  and  sell  auoder  wag'  for  forty  dol';  dat  maka  one 
hundred  dol',  then  I  go  to  brother  Lugi.  1  say,  *  Lugi,  sella  da 
peanulta  stand  an'  banan'  stand  for  whata  you  getta.'  Weil,  he 
sella  da  slan'  and  puta  da  mon'  upon  Sylvio— Ver'  well;  da 
mighta  Shamarocka  come- Theatre  all  biga  crowd— very  mucjja 
excite.  Puty  quick  a  man  w  itla  balda  heada,  his  name  is — is— isa 
Pattada  Sheedy,  coma  outa  da  stagea— He  say,  gentlemena,  we 
hava  a  thrceta  fourda  rounda  fighta,  gooseberry  marka  rules. 

Thena!  Shamrocka  Sullivana  he  sita  dat  a  side  of  da  stage. 
Sylvio  sita  dees  side  of  da  stage.  Then  Pattada  Sheedy  say, 
•gentleman,  1  introduce  Sylvio  Sylvesto,  Champion  Itily'—theu 
ev 
an 

onea  Punch.'    Thena  he  say 

champion  Ireland.'  Then  evrry  one  of  the  Irishman  clapa  tla 
foota  and  stampa  da  hand—'  Horoo,  be  jabers.  Killa  de  banan' 
wida  ouea  punch,'  Then  purty  quick  he  pulla  da  watch  out  of 
his  poc'  and  say  time; '  then  they  come  up  to  the  fronta  of  da 
stage  and  shaka  da  liaud  just  lika  da  besta  frieu'.  Purty  quick 
Shamrocka  Sullivana  stand  lika  dis— very  nica  way  he  stan'— 
evervbodv  lika  da  stand— Sylvio  stauda  lika  dis— everybody  no 
lika 'da  s'tand- Sylvio  he  spita  da  hand  deesa  way— he  hava  two 
biga  da  hand  lika  onea  bunch  a  da  banan'.  Purta  quick  Sylvio 
maka  a  puncha  for  Shamrocka;  he  no  hita  de  Shamrocka,  Sylvio 
maka  noder  punch  a'  Shamrocka  he  no  hitta  him  agan— Party 
quick  Shamrocka  go  deesa  way— you  call  him  cutta  up  way— 
hitta  de  Sylvio  onea  punch  knocka  him  downa— vera  quicka.  ! 
Then  I  jumpa  da  stage  and  go  to  Sylvio  and  say,  '  Sylvio,  Sylvio,  I 
speaka  to  me  '—he  no  speaka  to  me  I  speaka  to  him  threeda 
fourda  time,  he  no  still  speaka  to  me— Shamrocka  knocka  him 
outa  wida  onea  punch— I  dhinka  he  killa  him — 1  feela  very  mucha 
bad,  I  nearly  go  craze.  I  loosa  alia  my  mon',  the  twoa  wag'  and 
onea  horse;  my  brother  Lugi  loosa  da  peanutta  and  chestnutta 

stand,  and  feel  lika  cutting' Sylvio's  d throat  wid  a  stilletto. 

I  will  go  back  to  New  York  antl  try  to  geta  more  mon'  and  make 
plenta  moiT  with  da  organ  and  da  monk,'  if  Mayor  Granta  will 
giva  me  a  permila  pape  to  play  da  muse  and  showd  the  monk." 


gentleman,  1  mtrouuce  oyivio  oyivesio,  i^uauipiou  imy  — luuu 
k'eryouea  of  the  Italian  man  clapa  da  foot  and  stainpa  da  hand 
jd  cry,  '  Viva  la  Italiauno.  Knocka  out  a  Shamrocka  wida 
Ilea  Punch.'     Thena  he  say,  'I  introduce  Shamrocka  da  Sul", 


THE    BEGGAR    CHILD^S    AMEN. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Wolds  and  Music  of  this  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  othiT  sjonirs  lor  One  Dollar,  by  II.  .1.  Wehinan,  130  I'ark 
How,  New  York  City.    PostaKe  Stamps  talveu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  t;uods. 

Words  and  music  by  Frederic  Solomon. 
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The  Sunday  morn  service  for  lliat  day  \v:is  o'er, 

.\iid  the  priest  from  the  altar  stepped  down, 
Wlieii  a  poor  liule  beggar  u'irl  rail  to  his  eule, 

And  clung  to  the  holy  manV  gown; 
What  want  you  my  poor  liule  maiden?  he  eaid, 

Tlieu  tlie  tears  down  her  ctieeks  quickly  felt, 
My  mainnia  is  dying,  but  somebody  said 

That  your  prayers,  sir,  would  help  muUe  her  well. 

Refrain. 
Then  he  knelt  by  her  side,  praying  earnest  and  firm 

For  that  poor  baby's  moiiier,  and  then. 
In  the  deep  sacred  silence,  she  softly  replied 

Tor  htr  uiaunna  a  gentle  amen. 

The  prayer  being  over  he  followed  the  steps  ^ 

of  that  poor  little  heart-broken  waif. 
And  soon  found  that  her  mother,  whose  life  had  near  gone. 

Was  out  of  all  danger  and  safe; 
M'lth  eyes  full  of  tears,  yet  so  grateful  was  she 

That  she  thanked  him  again  and  again. 
But  casting  his  eyes  up  to  heaven  above. 

Said,  God  answered  your  baby's  amen. -Refrain. 


— A  Scotch  race — scratching  the  favorite. 


Learning  McFadden  to  Waltz. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Fassctt  <fc  Griswold. 
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The  Woi-ds  and  Music  of  tlUs  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-jpajd,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Song:s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehni&n,  ISO  iVrk 

Kow,  New  York  city.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

By  M.  F.  Carey.         - . 


Claience  McFadden  he  wanted  to  waltz, 

Bnt  his  feet  wasn't  gaited  that  way. 
So  he  saw  a  professor  and  stated  his  case. 

And  said  he  was  willing  to  pay, 
The  professor  looked  down  in  alarm  at  his  feet. 

As  he  viewed  their  enormous  expans**. 
And  he  tacked  on  a  five  to  his  regular  price 

For  learning  McFadden  to  dance. 
One,  two,  three,  balance  like  me. 

You're  quite  a  fairy,  but  you  have  your  faults. 
While  your  left  foot  is  lazy  your  right  foot  is  crazy. 

But  don't  be  uuaisy,  rilleam  you  to  waltz. 

Ue  took  out  McFadden  before  the  whole  class. 

And  he  showed  him  the  step  once  or  twice. 
But  McFaddeu's  two  feel  got  tied  into  a  knot, 

Sure  he  thought  he  was  standing  on  ice; 
At  last  he  broke  loose  and  struck  out  with  a  will. 

Never  looking  behind  or  before,  •  ■ 

But  his  head  got  so  dizzy  he  fell  on  his  face, 

And  chewed  all  tlie  wax  off  the  floor. 
One,  two,  three,  balance  like  me,  ,   . 

Ycui're  quite  a  fairy,  but  you  have  your  faults. 
While  your  left  foot  is  lazy  your  right  foot  is  crazy. 

But  don't  be  uuaisy,  I'll  learn  you  to  waltz. 

McFadden  soon  got  the  step  into  his  head, 

Bnt  it  wouldn't  go  into  his  feet; 
Ue  hummed  "  La  Gitana  "  from  morning  till  night. 

And  he  counted  his  steps  on  the  street. 
One  night  he  went  home  to  his  room  to  retire 

After  painting  the  town  a  bright  red. 
Sure  he  dreamt  he  was  waltzing  and  let  out  his  feet. 

And  he  kicked  the  dash-board  off  the  bed. 
One,  two,  tiiree,  balance  like  me. 

You're  quite  a  fairy,  but  you  have  your  faults, 
While  your  left  foot  is  lazy  your  right  fool  is  crazy. 

But  aon't  be  unaisy,  I'll  learn  you  to  waltz. 

When  Clarence  had  practiced  the  step  for  a  while. 

Sure  he  thought  that  he  had  it  down  fine. 
He  weul  to  a  girl  and  he  asked  her  to  dance. 

And  he  wheeled  her  out  into  the  line: 
He  walked  on  her  feet,  and  he  fractured  her  toes. 

And  he  eaid  that  her  movement  was  false. 
Sure  the  poor  girl  went  round  for  two  weeks  on  a  crutch 

For  learning  McFadden  to  waltz. 
One,  two,  three,  balance  like  me, 

Y'ou're  quite  a  fairy,  but  you  have  your  faults. 
While  your  left  foot  is  lazy  your  right  foot  is  crazy. 

But  don't  be  uuaisy.  Til  learn  you  to  waltz. 
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THE    BOYS    AND    GIRLS. 

By  Felix  McClennon.    Sung  by  Miss  Nellie  Parker. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addess,  post-paid,  on  receipt  ot  10  | 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wthiuan,  130  Park 

liow.  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  foraU  our  goods. 


Say,  boys,  don't  you  think  the  girls 

Nice  enough  for  anything, 

Nice  enough  for  anything?  ■  -        ■  " 

Say,  boys,  don't  j'ou  think  their  curls 

Nice  enough  for  anything? 
And  their  lips  like  honey  sips,  or  rosebuds  bath'd  in  dew; 

Waiting  to  be  kissed,  how  can  yon  resist? 
Now  don  t  you  think  they're  far  loo  good  for  you? 

Chorus. 
Oh,  the  girls!  oh,  the  girls  and  the  boys:  ves  the  twi-B! 
You  will  find  them  together  in  all  sorts  of  weather; 
They  go  kiss,  kiss — yes,  they  go  kits,  kiss; 

And  they  squeeze  and  they  spoon  and  they  sigh — oh,  what  joyil 
For  the  boys  are  in  love  with  tlie  dear  little  girls. 
And  the  girls  are  in  love  with  the  boys. 

Say,  girls,  don't  yon  tliink  the  boys 

Nice  enough  for  anything, 

Nice  enough  for  anything?  -.  _ 

Say,  girls,  ain't  they  pretty  toys? 

Nice  enough  for  anytliing. 
Lots  of  cash,  a  big  mustache,  to  which  our  lips  are  pressed; 

Arms  around  us  casi,  'tis  too  sweet  to  last; 
Oh,  don't  we  ladies  like  to  be  caressed.— Chorus. 

Say,  boys,  don't  you  think  you  are 

Far  too  slow  for  anything, 

Far  too  slow  for  anything? 
Sav,  boys,  ain't  each  pretty  dear 

fteady  to  do  anythiiig? 
Single  boys,  taste  the  joys  that  marriage  always  brings; 

For  the  parson  searcli,  take  your  girls  to  church. 
And  on  their  fingers  place  the  wedding  ring.— Chorus. 


— Jones:  "  I  had  a  dollar  in  tlie  lottery  last  month."  Brown: 
"Is  that  so?  Did  vou  get  anything.  I  never  do."  Jones:  "Oh, 
yes;  I  always  do.  Brown:  "  No,  you  don't  say.  What  did  you  | 
get  this  time?  "    Jones:  "  A  ticket,  just  as  usual." 
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FAIR    COLUMBIA. 

Copyright,  1S90,  by  Jaiiii-«  MeCristaU. 

Th»  Words  auil  Muslo  of  thl»  Sonj;  will  be  scut  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  *0 

eeutt;  or  tbU  aud  uiiy  two  ollit-i'  ikiiit;«  tur  One  Dollar,  by  >I.  J.  weliinan,  130  Park 

Kow,  N«w  York  City.    PoMaKe  Stuiii|>a  tHkt<u  same  ac  caub  lor  all  our  koo<1r. 

Word*  by  J.  Jlcfristall.    MusIl-  by  Pauline  McCrlsUlI. 

Columbia,  the  fair,  the  land  of  the  bravo, 
Columbia,  tlic  hope  of  the  exile  aiul  (slave. 
Thy  briglit  sliores  are  haveui*  of  beauty  sublime. 
Where  anchor  the  homeless  of  every  clime; 
Theu  bail  tu  the  land  of  ihu  bruvti  and  the  free; 
And  hail  to  thy  eoiib  who  have  fought  for  liberty; 
All  hail  to  the  riaj;  that  hats  led  lo  victory. 
Three  chcets,  three  clicers,  hurrah! 

Refrain. 

The  stars  and  stripes,  long  may  they  wave. 
They  leil  tliO!<e  hearts  so  stout  and  bravo 
Who  diid  America  to  save, 
Three  cheers,  three  cheers,  hurrahl 

CHOKL'S. 

Three  cheers,  three  cheers,  hurrabt 

The  stars  aud  stripes,  hurrah: 

Three  cheers,  hurrahl  Three  cheers,  hurrahl 

America,  the  land  of  beauty  and  art, 

America,  thy  name  is  dear  to  every  heart. 

Prosperity  be  thine,  peace  and  joy  serene, 

Coluiubia,  our  love  aud  our  only  queen; 

May  heaven  guard  our  shores  by  day  and  by  night, 

AuQ  heaven  bless  those  brave  hearts  who  fought  for  our  rights. 

And  long  may  our  flag  nerve  us  ouw  ard  in  the  flght 

That  leads  to  victory!— Uefkais  Jt  cuoaus. 

Columbia,  thy  name  thrills  us  with  delight; 
Columbia,  the  land  t>f  treasures  rare  and  bright. 
The  grand  march  of  progress  is  fouud  everywhere, 
While  the  hum  of  industry  rinr;s  in  the  air; 
Theu  loug  may  we  enjoy  peace  and  unity; 
Henceforth  may  our  land  from  war  and  strife  be  free; 
Let  our  foits  and  biilwarus  be  truth  and  honestv. 
Three  cheers,  three  cheers,  hurrah!— RErRAiN  h  CnoRVS. 


HAPPY    HOURS. 

Copyright,  187S,  by  Lee  &  Walker. 


The  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  ' 
oents:  or  tins  and  any  two  other  Soiurs  foroiie  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehniau,  130  I'aik         ( 
Kow,  New  Vork  City.    PuktaKe  Stanms  tukeii  name  mm  eash  for  .nil  our  goods. 

Words  by  Katie  Dclle  Wichniann.    Music  by  H.  Millard. 

Joyous  childhood,  never  heeding  future  sorrow,  future  pain, 
Ilappy  hours  swiftly  fleeting,  never  more  to  come  again: 
For  the  mirth  of  childhood  ceases  as  old  time  doth  swiftly  fly. 
But  ttie  mem'ry  of  those  hours,  hui>py,  bright,  cau  never  die. 

Chorus. 
There  Is  toll  and  there  is  sorrow  in  this  world,  this  world  of  ours: 
But  there  mingles  with  the  shadows  ever  sunuy,  liappy  hours. 

Clasping  merry,  laughing  baby,  playing  gaily  'midst  the  flowers. 

Mother's  dally  toil  aud  sorrow  lost  lu  light  of  happy  hours; 

Little  mischief,  ronipiug,  sliouiing.  petting  blossoms  in  wee  showers. 

Filling  mother's  heart  w  ifh  gladness,  maliiug  bright  the  happy  hours.— CuoRis. 

Looking  back  to  days  of  childhood,  seem  they  not  like  happy  hours 
That  have  vanished  all  too  quickly,  faded.like  the  fairest  flowers? 
Golden  moments,  precious  arc  they  seen  by  mem'ry "s  soft'ning  powers. 
There's  no  joy  like  that  of  childhood,  never  are  more  happy  hours. -Chorus. 
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LOVE    LIVES    FOREVER. 

Copyright,  18S0,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wall  b*-  xvnt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents,  or  tliH  and  any  iwo  utncr  St»nt{^  for  wntj  li,>Ua»-,  \,y  II.  J,  \VeliMian.  13*)  I'ark 
Kow,  New  York  t'lty.     I'osCaue  >stanii»4  tukt'n  aaint;  u»  cai«h  for  all  oui^KOoUik 


Words  and  Muxic  by  Banks  Winter. 


Stars  of  midnight  softly  bcaminc  in  your  purple  deeps  ou  high. 
Is  my  darling  of  me  dreami.ig  wliile  the  silent  hours  go  by? 
One  iear  messaije  bear  uuto  Iter  from  my  longing  heart  to-night. 
Whisper  all  my  love,  and  woo  her  back  to  me  in  visitms  bright. 

UErr.AiN. 
Bhlne  o'er  my  love  afar!  say,  though  we  sever. 
Love's  star  is  barnini:  bright,  love  lives  forever! 
Still  in  my  inmost  h<  art  ifo  1  .iilore  iicr, 
Back  to  my  longing  arms  love  will  restore  her. 


ars  of  midnight,  o'er  her  pillow  watch  till  crimson  dawn  bs  near; 
!  the  niglu-wiud  lulls  the  billow,  charm  away  all  ploomy  fear; 


Stars  of  midnight. 

As  the  nigiu-wiud  lulls  the  billow,  charm  away  all  ploomy 

Siill  my  soul,  with  patient  longing',  holds  h'T  image  ne'er  to  die, 

Ne'er  to  fade  till  star-beams  througiug  perish  from  thebouudless  sky.- 


-Refrain. 


A    BABY    ADRIFT    AT    SEA. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Willis  Woodward  4  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tins  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  recript  of  to 

Cents;  or  tins  and  any  nvi..'itn«;r  .S  .ii,{-,r.ir  i)n«  Dollar,  by  li.  J.  ^^ehlnan,  13ii  Turk 

Kow,  New  Vurk  City.     I'oituge  ataoi|mluj:tfn  same  as  uasli  fur  all  our  goods. 


I     WONDER     IF    THERE'S    SOME 
ONE    WHO  ^OVES    ME. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  WUlis  Woodward  &  C<«. 

Tbe  Words  anil  Mn«lc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  adilreKs,  |><>st'i>Hi<l,  on  receipt  of  4S  > 

ceau;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  tor  Unv  Dollar,  bv  II.  J.  wVli man,  13u  I'ark         I 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Pustuge  .Sivinim  taken  »aniea:>uaMli  fur  a II  .>iir  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 


I  wonder  if  tliere's  one  who  truly  loves  me, 

Aud  for  my  presence  ever  breathes  a  sigh; 
I  wonder  if  perchance  I'm  ever  thoiiglii  of 

By  many  dear  ones  whom  1  ve  bade  good-bye. 
I  wonder  if  a  heart  there  is  that's  longing 

My  saddened  face  once  more  to  see- 
ls there  one  spot  on  earth  where  I  am  welcome? 

I  wonder  if  there's  some  one  who  loves  me? 

Chorus. 
I  wonder  now  if  at  this  very  moment 

Some  dear  one  is  wishing  now  to  see 
Tlie  face  of  one  who  roams  afar  'mid  strangers, 

I  wonder  if  there's  some  one  w  ho  loves  me? 

I  wonder  If  of  me  they  speak  in  anger. 

And  of  my  childhood's  days  some  fault  will  find? 
I  wuiider  if  amid  such  chiding  some  one 

Will  speak  a  little  word  for  me  that's  kind? 
I  wonder  now  if  some  one  ever  thinks  of 

The  grape-vine  swing  beneath  the  tiee, 
Where  oft  we  swung  amid  the  tw  ilight  shadows, 

I  wonder  if  that  some  one  still  loves  me.— Chorus. 

I  wonder  if  to-night  there  is  a  loved  one 

Who  kneels  in  prayer  with  eyes  turned  to  sky. 
And  sllenily  appeals  there  for  the  wand'rcr. 

And  hopes  for  his  returniug  byeaud-bye? 
But  stay,  there's  one  I  know  who'll  always  love  me. 

At  eight  of  me  she'll  bound  with  joy— 
I  know  that  there's  a  home  w  here  I  am  welcome, 

A  mother,  too,  who  loves  her  absent  boy.— Chorus. 


t 


Words  and  Mu.'dc  by  Paul  Dresser. 


A  gallant  ship  In  a  storm  at  sea,  and  the  waves  rolled  mountains  high; 

To  the  life-l«>ais.  (itiicii:  the  captain  shouts,  for  the  grave  was  ne'er  so  nigh; 

\  frenzied  niotlier  loweis  lier  babe,  all  alone  lathe  boat  it  lay. 

Anil  the  crinl  wMve?",  remorselessly,  swept  the  boat  and  babe  away! 

Oo,  horror-stricken  the  moilier  stands,  watching  it  fade  from  sight. 

Despair  now  fuiis  upon  her  heart  In  clouds  :.s  dark  as  night; 

Oil,  (iod!  she  cm-s,  in  mercy  send  my  darling  back  to  me. 

And  she  knelt  aud  prayed  to  liim  on  high  for  her  babe  adrift  at  sea. 

Chorus. 

Oar  Father  who  art  in  the  heavens!  that  was  the  mother's  sad  cry; 
I  beg  Thee,  Father  of  Fathers,  protect  with  Thy  watchful  eye 
The  dearest  of  all  to  a  mother,  most  precious  on  earth  to  me— 
A  mother  now  begs  aud  appeals  for  her  baby  adrift  at  sea. 

The  night  seemed  years  to  her  an.xious  heart,  but  at  last  it  passed  away; 

The  ocean's  breast  was  c.ilmed  in  sleep,  and  just  at  break  of  day. 

They  scanned  the  waters  far  aii<l  wide,  no  eye  without  a  tear. 

Fir  hope  was  drowned  in  deep  despair,  forever  lost  they  fear. 

A  boat  ahoy!  the  look-out  shouts,  a  boat  without  a  sail. 

And  as  they  near  that  b.irk  m>  fr.iil,  I  hey  hear  a  plaintiff  wail — 

An  infant's  cry— but  twelve  stron;;  arms  six  onrs  in  waier  dip. 

And  the  babe  is  safe  iu  mother's  arms  ou  board  the  stauuch  old  ship. — Chorus. 


DREAMING    AS    SHE    SLEEPS. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Arthur  S.  Josselyn. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  !«  sent  to  any  address.  poe^I>aid,  on  receipt  of  M>  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonus  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sutniu  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Mu-ilc  by  Arthur  S.  Josselyn. 

Far  away  among  the  mountains  and  the  fields  of  ice  and  snow. 

Where  the  tempests  and  the  storms  are  llerce  and  wild. 
There's  a  quiet  cottage  home,  and  a  mother  singing  low. 

As  she  watches  o'er  her  sleeping  infant  child. 
Dream  away  in  peaceful  bIuiiiIkt,  dream  away  my  darling  one. 

With  your  smiling  face  so  iiiiioceut  and  gav: 
How  those  pretty  tresses  fall!  they're  as  golden  as  tbe  sun. 

And  arouud  your  little  month  they  seem  to  play. 

Cnoiti^s. 

Dreaming  as  she  sleeps,  while  the  twilight  softly  creeps 
Through  the  window  at  the  closing  of  the  day; 

There's  a  mother  watching  near,  and  to  her  your  life  is  dear- 
Hush!  darling  baby,  dream  away. 

As  the  night  approaches  nearer  and  the  clouds  are  gath'ring  fast. 

There's  a  well-known  sound  outside  the  cottage-door; 
Comes  a  father  from  his  toil— from  the  angry  winter's  bhist 

Comes  a  father  to  his  wife  and  child  once  more. 
In  that  far-off  mountain  home  joy  and  iK'acc  will  ever  reign. 

For  a  mother's  heart  Is  beating;  full  of  love; 
And  the  father  by  her  side  now  is  kneeling  once  acaiii. 

As  they  send  a  silent  payer  to  heaven  above.— Chorum. 
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THAT'S    LOVE,    YOU    KNOW 

<'c.|iyrit;ht,  1889,  by  S«'p.  Winner  &  Son. 

The  Wortl*  and  MukIc  of  this  8«in(j  «-lll  bo  POnt  to  any  addess,  post-paid,  on  rcpeipt  of  40 

cent*;  or  this  and  any  two  oilier  S<^>iii;a  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  13(i  Pnik 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'osfajce  htiimjKitakiii  same  as  cash  forali  our  ifooiln. 


hen  yon  sec  a  young  coiiple  eo  sweet  on  the  street, 
L'liat's  love,  you  know,  Uiat's  love; 


Woixls  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 

When  &  maiden  flret  eays  to  her  friend  *'  you  may  call," 

Tliat'e  love,  you  know,  that's  love; 
lie  squeezes  lier  Angers  so  tight  in  tlie  hall, 

That's  love,  you  kuow,  that's  love; 
She  shows  him  tlio  parlor,  he  feels  rather  strange.       •  :- 
And  she  acts  so  timid  as  chair  doth  arrange. 
They  sit  far  apart,  but  in  time  it  w  iil  change. 

That's  love,  you  kuow,  that's  love.  .  '  , 

Ciionus. 
Oh,  love,  love!  oh,  love,  it's  soinclhiug  delightfully  queer, 
Tliat  comes  o'er  you  stealing  with  such  a  nice  feeliug. 
And  fills  you  with  such  a  strange  fear.    Oh,  how  queer  is  this 

Love,  love,  oh,  love!  it's  something  that  s  awfully  nice. 
You  think  you're  in  ciover,  just  wait  till  It's  over, 

You'll  find  it  is  dear  at  it-<  priic. 

When 

Ami  pay  no  attention  to  any  they  meet. 

That's  love,  you  know,  that's  love, 
lint  then  you  must  kuow  tliey  have  quarrels  a  few, 
Slie  gets  awful  mad,  says  I  won't  speak  to  you, 
.  They  kit-a  and  make  up  like  the  rest  of  you  do. 

That's  love,  you  know,  that's  love.— Chorus. 

If  a  man  he  does  marry  the  girl  he  admires. 

That's  love,  you  know,  that's  love; 
.    If  lie  rises  up  early  and  makes  all  the  fires. 

That's  love,  you  know,  that's  love. 
When  breakfast  is  over,  the  table  still  spread, 
^he  looks  for  her  kiss  ere  to  work  he  has  sped. 
But  when  he  has  gone  she  gets  back  Into  bed. 

That's  love,  you  know,  that's  love.— Cuokl's. 

If  a  man  he  can  live  with  his  mother-iu-law. 

That's  love,  you  know,  that's  love; 
If  he  gels  up  with  baby  and  walks  the  cold  floor. 

That's  love,  you  know,  that's  love. 
If  he  goes  to  his  labor  with  heart  feellnp  light. 
And  returns  with  his  boodle  on  (Saturday  iiiglit, 
He  gets  a  sweet  smile  if  its  counted  all  right. 

That's  love,  you  kuow,  that's  love.— Chorus.     . 

When  yon  see  an  old  man  to  the  theatre  go. 

That's  love,  you  know,  that's  love; 
To  witness  the  ballet  he  takes  the  first  row, 

'I'hat  B  love,  you  know,  that's  love, 
lie  brings  a  bouquet,  says  ilie  usher  who  for? 
'I'lic  old  geut  he  whisjnjrs  and  says  nothing  more. 
But  sends  a  coupe  around  to  the  stage-door, 

Thai's  love,  you  kuow,  that's  love. — CuoRL'S. 


McNALLY'S    WICKED    WIFE. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soug  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  tMrt-uaid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  anil  any  two  oilier  Sonprs  for  One  l>oUar,  by  it.  J.  Weliman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  Yoii;  City.    Postage  Stuni|is  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 


Words  by  Wm.  D.  Hall.    Music  by  Frederick  SUva. 


'■ 


A    SAILOR'S    LAST    G-OOD-BYE. 

Copyright,  189U,  by  Will  Rosslter. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  S<-vng  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Somr«  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Wm.  D.  Hall.    Music  by  Frederick  Sllva. 

An  out-bound  bark  was  leaving,  and  upon  its  deck  there  stood  t 

A  t-ailor,  who  was  going  far  away; 
Adieu  he  bade  a  lassie,  knowing  not  It  was  for  good. 

His  duty  called,  and  it  he  must  obey. 
The  tints  of  daylight  vanished  soon,  and  all  grew  dark  and  dim. 

No  stars  made  bright  the  gloomy-looking  sky.  .    . 

She  wept  in  silent  solitude,  her  thoughts  were  all  of  him, 
-Her  laddie  who  had  .>^p<)Ue  bis  last  good-bye. 

Chouus.  .    .    ;,      - 

She  was  hie  lassie,  he  was  her  joy. 
She  was  his  idol,  he  was  her  boy; 

llis  vessel  ne'er  turned  homeward,  her  prayers  knew  no  reply. 
Save  echoes  sweet  which  would  repeat  thai  sailor's  last  good- bye. 

The  hungry  sea  was  roaring,  while  each  billow  talked  of  death, 

'I'iiat  ocean's  dirge  was-  all  that  she  could  hear; 
Then  watching  clouds  convolve  above,  with  fright  she  held  her  breath. 

And  prayed  aloud,  "Oh,  spare  my  boi.iiie  dear."  . 

Then,  turning,  homeward  she  did  go,  distracted  with  her  grief. 

To  suffer  languishmeiit.  no  tongue  can  tell; 
And  there  she  pined,  no  tidings  came  to  cheer  or  lend  relief 

From  lier  laddie  who  had  spoke  his  last  farewell.— Chorus. 

Each  day  upon  the  strand  she  walked,  and  looked  far  out  to  sea. 

And  watched  with  eager  eye  each  passing  sail; 
But  years  rolled  on.  no  word  arrived,  where  could  his  vessel  be, 

W'liy  did  no  messiiL'e  come  and  tell  the  tale? 
I'nj  i<i  iiiid  III  she  classed  the  charm  that  held  her  lad  divine, 

And  caused  her  once  gay  heart  to  sob  and  sigh. 
To  see  his  features  once  again,  the  world  sl;e  would  resign,    '   '      -    . . 

For  then  no  more  they'd  part,  nor  say  good-bye.— Chorus. 

Each  night  fond  thoughts  made  bright  her  dreams,  as  visions  came  to  view. 

Of  many  pleasures  they  together  spent; 
She  little  knew  at  rest  he  was  beneath  the  ocean  blue; 

In  h<)|M;  she  lived,  and  tried  to  be  content; 
She  thought  of  lives  that  siren's  song  had  often  ticed  and  craved. 

And  left  fond  ones  ashore  to  mourn  and  to  cry; 
Bui  now  she  knows  the  word  came  thro'  a  seaman  who  was  saved; 

He  told  her  of  that  sailor's  lust  good-bye.— Cuonus. 


Up  town  there  lives  a  stevedore.  McNally  is  liis  name, 
.  His  genial  dibjiosit  ion  has  gainedf  or  him  much  fume. 
Like  other  working  people  he  likes  his  drop  of  rum. 
And  under  its  influence  he  is  always  in  for  fun. 
\A' hen  out  he  goes  on  rackets  his  wife  gets  mad  of  course. 
Time  and  again  she's  threatened  that  she'd  get  a  divorce. 
To  keep  him  home  she  locks  the  door,  like  any  wife  of  sense. 
But  thro'  the  window  then  he'll  sneak  and  jump  the  Lack-yard  fence. 

Chorus. 

Zing,  zang,  l)iff,  IjangI  is  the  racket  you  can  hear 

Down  at  McNally's  when  they're  both  at  home. 
Most  wrecked,  hen-pecked,  the  man's  afraid  to  say  a  word; 

The  very  air  McNally  breathes  he  dare  uot  call  his  owu. 

McNally's  wife,  to  mend  his  ways,  a  plot  elie  did  conspire- 
To  a  hardware-store  she  went  and  bought  some  new  barbed-wire. 
Upon  the  fence  she  stretched  it.  uot  once  she  thought  of  cats. 
Her  object  was  to  try  and  stop  McXally  going  for  rats— 
That  day  when  work  was  over  .McNally  went  straight  home. 
His  wife's  malicious  doings  to  liini  were  quite  unknown; 
lie  dressed  himself  up  in  his  best,  to  paint  the  city  red. 
And  jumped  the  fence  to  dodge  his  wife,  but  now  he's  nearly  dead. 

Chorus. 

Poor  man,  he  ran  to  try  and  pet  away  from  her; 

Both  ran  together,  itwas  a  thrilling  fight; 
He  jumped,  sue  (hiinii)ed,  when  he  tangled  in  the  \\  ire; 

It  looked  more  like  nmrder  than  an  ordinary  fighl. 

Ui)on  the  fence  where  lie  was  stuck,  he  yelled  out  for  relief, 
W  liich  brought  a  copjK'r  to  the  scene,  «  ho  took  Iiini  for  a  thief. 
The  nippers  he  put  on  him,  and  blackened  both  hie  eyes. 
Then  used  him  for  a  foot-lmli  by  way  of  exercise. 
McNally's  wife  flew  at  him  and  grabbed  his  red  goatoc. 
And  beat  him  with  a  poker,  whiie  the  cop  was  referee, 
Then  to  the  station  he  was  inarched  without  his  nose  and  ears. 
And  there  he'll  slay  for  many  moons,  he's  laid  up  for  repairs. 

Chorus. 

In  jail,  no  bail,  he  will  have  to  stay  a  bit, 

bent  like  a  pretzel,  through  his  Marj-  Ann, 
No  nose,  torn  clothes,  proves  he  got  the  worst  of  It— 

The  only  thing  for  Mac  to  do  is  do  the  best  he  can. 

His  working  days  are  over  now,  all  thro'  his  wicked  wife, 

He  swears  her  only  object  was  to  try  and  take  his  life; 

His  Sunday  suit  of  broadcloth  looks  like  a  flag  of  truce. 

He'll  stand  a  bar-room  licking,  but  not  his  wife's  abuse; 

The  neighbors  in  iheir  gossip  ail  suy  it  was  a  sin,  ■  ^  . 

And  wonder  what  her  object  was  in  trying  to  kill  him. 

When  he's  released  no  doois  slie'll  lock  when  he  wants  to  go  out. 

And  never  more  the  fence  he'll  jump,  he'll  take  another  route. 

Chorus. 

He's  sad  and  mad,  because  she  got  the  best  of  it. 

But  he  was  lucky  to  get  off  with  his  life; 
Most  dead,  in  bed  he  will  have  to  stay  a  bit — 

I'd  rather  have  pneumonia  than  McNally's  wicked  wife. 


MARRIED?    NIXEY ! 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Sep.  Winner  *  Son. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  port-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  oilier  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Welinian,  150  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sajiie  aii  ca.vh  for  ail  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Hai  ry  8.  MUler. 


I'm  one  that's  fond  of  pleasure,  and  1  love  society. 
And  I  am  my  husband's  treasure,  at  least  he  says  of  me; 
But  when  I  iiicei  with  genileinen.  I'm  single,  young  and  gay; 
But  don't  suppose  that  it  ''all  goes  "  because  1  laugli  and  say: 

Chorus. 

Married?  Nixey!  I've  got  more  sense  than  that— 

Me!  keep  house  and  mind  a  child!  sctub  and  clean  'till  almost  wildt 

Oh,  married  life's  a  pleasure,  of  tl-at  there  is  no  doubt. 

But  I'll,  be  plain,  that  is  remain  still  single  when  I'm  out. 

We  live  so  nice  and  gayly,  tho"  we're  not  quite  alone. 

For  we  have  a  darling  baby  to  cheer  our  little  home. 

I  oft  go  out  a-pleasiiring,  I  have  my  every  wish. 

It's  fun  to  see  when  men  ask  nie  such  silly  things  like  this:— CBORI78. 

Now  every  pleasant  evening  my  Charlie  minds  the  "  kid," 

Tlio'  he  "  kicked  "  to-night  when  leaving,  that's  all  the  good  it  did. 

1  mix  with  good  society,  to  win  my  heart  all  try — 

To  lovers  bold,  6olh  young  and  old,  I  always  do  reply:— Chorus. 


— Teacher:  "Benjamin,  how  many  times  must  I  tell  you  noti 
to  snap  your  fingers?  Now  put  down  your  hand  and  keep  still.  I- 
sliull  hc.ir  wliat  you  have  to  say  presently.  (Five  minutes  later.) 
Now,  then,  Benjamin,  wliat  was  it  you  wanted  to  say?"  Ben- 
janiiii:  "  There  was  a  tranip  in  the  hall  awhile  ago,  and  I  saw 
him  go  off  with  your  gold-headed  parasol." 
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THAT'S  ALWAYS  THE  WAY  WITH 
YOU  BOYS. 

•opyiigUt,  mi.  by  DeiiJ.  W.  Hitchcock. 

Th«  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song:  will  Ijc  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rec««pt  of  40 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  i>tlKT  !Sunt(M  r'>r  One  IH>llar,  by  it.  J.  \\  ehman,  130  I'ark 


Row,  Xew  York  fity 


runUt^t.-  >>iani|>d  lake u  oanie  as  cask  for  ali  our  goods. 
Words  and  -Music  by  J.  P.  Skclly. 


r 


I've  Boinctliing  to  eay  to  you  cruel  young  men, 

Who  llaiter  the  pretty  young  belles, 
Aud  cuil  thum  your  darltug!)  again  uiid  agaiu 

Wlieu  Uiken  with  sweet  loviuK  spells; 
You  bweur  by  Saint  Cupid  youn  always  be  true, 

lint  nmke  of  them  only  your  toys; 
It's  off  with  tlie  ol<l  love  and  on  with  the  new, 

That's  always  the  way  w  ith  you  boys. 

CUORVS. 

That's  always  the  way  with  you  boy». 
You  make  of  the  ladies  vour  toys; 

You  lHiii;h  and  you  chaff,  out  mean  only  half, 
That's  always' the  way  with  you  boys. 

You  take  them  to  walk  in  the  moon's  gentle  gleam. 

Anil  tell  tlicin  the  sweetest  of  tales; 
You  show  ihein  the  glory  of  "  Love's  young  dream,' 

As  bold  as  the  great  Priuce  of  Walo;'. 
The  eoft  hand  you  press  wiih  a  gentle  caress, 

You  whisperof  rapture  and  joys; 
They  think  every  moment  you're  goini;  to  propose, 

Tliut'8  ulwiiys  the  way  with  you  bovf.— cuorcs. 

And  when  you  get  married  you'll  stay  out  at  night, 

And  nob«)dy  knows  where  you  go; 
Sometimes  you  are  out  till  the  morning's  gray  light, 

Aud  come  home  a  little  "just  so." 
A  tcoldiug  you  get  from  your  dear  little  pet. 

Perhaps  iliy  descriptiou  auuoya; 
But  I'm  ouly"  joking,  I've  been  "there  myself. 

That's  always  the  way  with  you  boys.— Cuorub. 


ROSES  UNDERNEATH  THE  SNOW. 

The  Words  aud  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

ctnw;  or  tins  and  any  two  otlirr  oontcs  tur  one  bollar,  by  H.  J.  W«-hmau,  13>i  luik 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  btamps  token  same  as  cash  (ur  all  our  goods. 


Summer  jiroves  may  lose  their  gladuets,  wint'ry  winds  may  wander  by, 
Cares  may  come  aud  weary  sadness,  must  we  theu  forever  siah* 
Brave  the  storm  «ith  firm  eiidetvor,  let  your  vain  repiuings  go; 
Uo])eful  hearts  will  flud  forever  roses  uuderueutb  the  euow.  . 

CHORfg. 

Brave  tiie  storm  with  firm  endeavor,  let  your  vain  repinings  go; 
Hopeful  hearts  will  flud  forever  roses  uuderueath  the  snow. 

One  by  one  the  links  that  bind  us  may  be  severed  here  on  earth. 

But  the  sun  will  surely  find  us  thro'  the  Wiuler's  gloomy  dearth; 

Cheerful  hearts  around  us  beuiini;,  wearing  ever  Summer's  glow; 

Ah!  we  kuow  you're  always  meeting  roses  uuderueath  the  snow.— Chorus. 

Never  joy  that  earth  can  send  us  can  forever  leave  us  here; 
Ev'ry  flower  that  J^prinj.'  can  lend  us  blooms  again  another  year; 
Cares  may  come,  but  never  nilii<l  them,  joy  may  come  aud  joys  may  go- 
Look  around  and  you  wiil  tind  them— roses  uuderueath  the  suow.— Cuoirs. 


POOR,  BUT  A  GENTLEMAN  STILL. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sont  to  any  addrens,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  iO 

eenta;  or  this  aud  aiiy  two  other  Songs  for  One  UoUar.  by  H.  J.  Wehniuu,  ISU  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  a^scaflli  tor  all  our  goods. 


Don't  think  by  my  dress  that  I've  come  here  to  beg. 

Though  the  sharp  pangs  of  huuger  I  feel; 
The  cut)  of  misfortuue  1  ve  drained  to  the  dregs. 

But  1  m  proud,  though  I'm  shabby-genteel. 
A  time  was  wheu  snobs  w  ho  met  me  would  say, 

"  Ha,  Uarry,  dear  boy,  come  and  diue;  " 
But  uow  wheu  they  meet  they  look  t'other  wajr —  , 

My  company  uow  they  decliue.         ' 

Chorus. 

Though  poverty  daily  looks  in  at  my  door, 

1  am  liungry,  1  am  footsore  and  til, 
I  can  look  the  whole  world  in  the  face  and  say, 

"  If  I'm  poor,  I'm  a  gentleuian  still." 

Reverses  in  business  brought  me  to  a  stand— 

1  found  very  soon  I  should  smash; 
My  friends  advised  me  to  fly  from  the  land, 

Aud  seize  upon  all  my  loose  cash; 
But  my  reputation  was  dearer  to  me 

Than  all  the  bright  gold  iu  my  till. 
So  I  paid  what  I  owed,  aud  proudly  I  eaid, 

"  li  I'm  poor,  I'm  a  gentleman  still. "-Chobu§. 

One  evening  last  week,  the  other  cud  of  the  town. 

Whilst  wandering  sadly  along, 
I  picked  up  a  purse  a  lady  had  dropped— 

The  teraptatiou  to  keep  it  was  strong- 
My  iM>cket8  were  empty,  but  firmly  I  said, 

•'  She  shall  have  her  own,  '  come  w  hut  w  ill;  " 
She  looked  at  my  dress  as  I  gave  it  aud  said, 

••  If  you're  poor,  you're  a  geutlemau  still."— CuoRus. 

Last  evening  I  rescued  a  poor,  homeless  girl 

Whom  a  swell  was  iusulting;  I  found 
My  strength  for  the  inoment  was  something  immense. 

As  I  hurled  the  great  brute  to  the  ground. 
Ue  cried  out,  "  Vou  beggar,  don't  meddle  with  me. 

Or  very  soon  you'll  get  a  pill;  " 
But  I  said,  "  Lay  a  hand  on  that  girl  and  you'll  find 

If  I'm  poor,  I'm  a  geutlemau  still."— Chorus. 


■   ^  »  » 


THE    MATINEE    BRIGADE. 

Copyright,  18;«,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  *  Co.     • 

Th«  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addens,  iM>Kt-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

ovnts;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Diillur,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  I'ark 

Row,  New  Y'ork  C"ty.     I'ontnKC  btunip.M  taken  same  us  ea.-^h  forall  our  goods. 


^  *  » 


She  Gave  Me  a  Pretty  Red  Rose. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  K.  A.  Saalfleld. 

The  Words  and  Musie  of  thisSoni;  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rccrlpt  of  40 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Songs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  I'aik 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stunips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


We  roamed  through  the  beautiful  woodland. 

With  hearts  that  were  happy  aud  light. 
The  birds  of  the  springtime  were  mating 

And  nature  was  blooming  and  bright. 
Tiie  stars  in  the  azure  were  gleaiuiug. 

The  flowers  iiad  gone  to  repose; 
And  tiiere  by  the  vine-covered  cottage 

She  gave  me  a  pretty  red  rose. 

Chorus. 
•■  She  gave  me  a  pretty  red  rose. 

She  gave  it  at  twilight's  soft  close; 
With  promise  so  loving  and  tender, 
She  gave  me  a  pretty  red  rose. 

The  love  of  my  heart  there  I  whispered. 

While  i;azing  in  eyes  that  were  true; 
Oil'  Kweet  was  the  love  that  we  iilighted. 

While  flowers  were  asleep  'mid  the  dew; 
The  cricket  sung  soft  iu  the  liieailow. 

The  breezes  had  sank  to  repose; 
While  there  'neath  the  woodbine  I  lingered. 

She  gave  me  a  pretty  red  rose.— Chorus. 

The  flowers  of  the  woodland  have  withered. 

The  birds  of  the  springtime  are  fled; 
The  glory  and  bloom  have  departed. 

The  beauty  of  earth  now  is  dead; 
But  still  iu  my  heart  I  shall  cherish. 

Till  life  ami  its  memory  shall  close, 
The  darling,  the  joy  of  my  bosom. 

Who  gave  me  a  pretty  red  rose.— Chorus. 


Words  and  Music  by  Sam  Devere.    Arranged  by  Henry  P.  Keeus. 

I'm  going  to  tell  you  what  I  know  of  a  nice  society. 
The  ladies,  almost  every  one,  declare  they  are  X.  G., 
You'll  always  find  them  at  their  post  at  every  dress  parade. 
To  staud  outside  the  theatre-doors  in  the  Matinee  Brigade. 

Chorus. 

On  the  mash  they  cut  a  dash,  checks  as  hard  as  rocks; 

On  the  street  from  uiorn  till  night,  like  geese  they  come  in  flocks; 

All  In  a  line,  rain  or  ehiue,  these  rosebuds  all  parade; 

They  stand  for  ladies  to  admire,  in  the  Matinee  Brigade. 

Jawdge  and  Charles  aud  Jerome  are  there,  got  up  with  woiid'rous  skill. 

And  wlieu  they  wink  their  naughty  eye  it  never  rails  to  kill; 

With  ten-cent  caiies  aud  diisiy  suits,  by  sheeny  tailors  made. 

The  choicest  plumbs  iu  all  the  laud  are  the  Matinee  Brigade.— Chorus. 

They  always  strike  an  attitude  to  give  themselves  a  tone; 

They  live  on  love  and  dutch  free  lunch  and  smell  of  bad  cologne; 

I'll  bet  two  cents.  If  the  truth  was  known,  their  wash-bills  was'nt  paid. 

But  nobody  knows  how  hard  they  mash  iu  the  Matinee  Brigade.- Chorus. 


MY    LITTLE    FOUR-LEAF    SHAM- 
.      ROCK    FROM    GLENNORE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addres.*,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  ' 

■  l^ollar,  by  II.  J.  W'ehinan,  130  Park  | 


cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  bongs  for  One  I 

Row,  .Sew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  saniei 


I  cash  for  all  our  goodt'. 


It  was  on  St.  Patrick's  cold  aud  frosty  morning 
I  was  treadini'  home  across  the  barren  moore; 

1  remember  well  my  jioor  old  mother's  warning 
Wheu  I  left  my  little  shamrock  in  Glenuore. 

Chorus. 

Theu  It's,  here's  to  the  king  of  flowers  from  Killamcy, 
You  may  never  see  the  likes  of  it  no  more; 

It  grew  upon  the  rocks  of  Irish  blarney. 
It's  my  hale  four-icaf  shamrock  from  Glenoore.  : 

Poor  mother,  she  was  old  and  dally  failing. 
She  would  oft  speak  to  me  of  the  days  of  yore; 

And  never  in  my  life  of  long  duration 
Uave  I  fouud  the  equal  of  my  shamrock  from  Qlcnnore.- 


-Chorcs. 


Now  here's  my  joy,  my  little  Irish  token. 
It's  a  treasure  that  I  ever  shall  adore;  ' 

And  never  while  away  from  old  Killarney, 
Forget  my  little  four-leaf  shamrock  from  Glennore.— Chorus. 
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UP    WENT   MRS.    MURPHY. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Goeti  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Mudo  of  tbia  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  uf  40 

cents;  or  tbls  and  anv  two  otiier  Sougs  for  OiTe  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Ucliuiaii,  130  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.    I'osbuce  Stamps  taken  Kaino  lu  chkIi  for  uU  otii-  goodii. 


Words  by  Stuart  S.  Taylor.    Music  by  H.  G.  Ritzhcinier. 

Dow  all  the  country  pai>cr8  spoke  about  the  great  World's  Fair,      -■      . 

Tliey  gave  a  full  deecriptioii  of  the  wouders  gathered  there; 
They  apoke  about  the  big  balloon  that  was  to  tail  that  very  noou  .  ' 

To  view  the  uioou,  perched  high  up  iu  the  air. 
Mrs.  Murphy  read  the  news—"  Til  go  atouce,"  she  cried; 

The  owner  then  asked  any  one  to  come  and  step  iui^ide. 
Mrs.  Murphy  thought  to  play  a  joke,  she  8tcpjx;a  inside  to  have  a  smoke, 

The  rflpe  it  broke,  the  b'loou  uo  more  was  Uetl. 

Cuonus. 

Up  went  Mrs.  Murphy,  up  from  out  the  great  World's  Fair; 

She  had  just  time  to  say  good-bye,  and  breathe  a  hurried  prayer; 
She  shot  up  from  the  startled  crowd,  and  aimed  towards,  with  shriek  eo  loud, 

A  little  cloud  which  sailed  up  iu  the  air. 

Mrs.  Murphy'd  read  In  novels  how  you  pulled  a  little  string 
And  the  gus  will  be  exhausted— it  Is  such  a  little  thing: 

She  grasped  tbe  string  to  yank  it,  which  she  did,  of  course,  and  sank  It, 
But  the  crank  it  spilt  her  out  wheu  ou  the  sw  ini;. 

An  Alderman  was  standing  beneath  when  out  she  fell- 
She  struck  his  collar-bone,  and  she  broke  liis  neck  as  well. 

Tlie  judge  said  to  his  warder:  "Twenty  uiunths  isho'll  be  our  boarder. 
That's  my  order,  take  her  to  her  dungoon-cell!  " 

C'UORIS.' 

Up  went  Mrs.  Murphy,  it  was  such  a  pleaeiaiit  sail. 
To  Slug  tsing,  near  the  Iludson,  where  they  locked  her  into  jail; 

She  askeu  to  write  a  letter  for  her  Pat  to  come  aud  get  her; 
She  was  debtor  for  two  thousand  dollars  bail. 

Mrs.  Murphy,  wheu,  at  last,  was  free,  she  went  at  once  straight  home, 

Xo  more  to  take  excursions  or  in  other  climes  to  roam; 
Her  Patrick  was  a  miner,  yes,  he  was  a  "  forty-niner," 

None  were  finer  than  her  Pat  from 'cross  the  foam. 
One  day  when  Mrs.  Murphy  she  was  busy  with  a  task. 

Along  come  Mike  O'Shauncssy.  a  bit  uf  light  he'd  ask; 
Savs  he,  "  Pat's  kilt,  he's  had  a  tight!  "  she  fainted  aud  shedropp'd  the  light. 

And  dynamite  was 'ueath  it  in  a  cask. 

Chori'8. 
Up  went  Mrs.  Murphy  in  a  bVaze  of  yellow  flame; 

Altho'  she's  scattered  to  the  wiuds,  she'll  get  there  just  the  same; 
A  set  of  teeth  aud  ear-rings,  half-a-dozen  pins  and  8hoe-striri};s, 

There  were  few  things  that  you'd  recognize  by  name. 

The  Coroner  and  jury  came  to  sit  upon  the  case, 

T'^"}'  asked  if  they  •sight  Jook  nnon  the  'flicted  woman's  face; 
Says  Put,  •  Ho  iiyuoc,  you're  very  koind,  just  look  where'er  ye  have  a  moind, 

For  I  can't  foind  her  here  nor  any  place.'' 
They  said  her  death  was  caused  by  freely  generated  heat; 

The  funeral  it  was  l)eautiful,  'twas  very  hard  to  beat; 
The  minister  then  made  a  prayer,  they  lower'd  her  with  greatest  care. 

Their  heads  were  bare  aud  everythiug  complete. 

Chouvs. 

Up  went  Mrs.  Murphy,  much  more  higher  thau  balloon; 
ller  death  has  lost  to  earth  one  of  its  greatest  charms,  too  soon; 

Aud  Pat  now  swears  that  he  can  see— oh!  just  as  plain  as  plain  can  be- 
Above  the  sea  hi«  wife  up  iu  the  moon. 


THEY    NEVER    TOLD    A   LIE. 

CopjTlgbt,  18M,  by  Frank  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  addess,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  i 

Of nts;  or  this  and  any  two  otiier  Songs  for  One  Uillar,  by  if.  J.  Wehuian,  130  I'aik 

KoM-,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stani|>s taken  same  as  casli  forall  our  kooJs. 

Written,  Composed  and  Sung  by  Thomas  T.  Carter.    Arranged  by  Charles  CoiutuUy. 

.  Two  wily  fishermen  they  sailed  forth  i; 

To  the  briny  deep  where  the  fish  are  caught. 
For  they'd  oft  told  of  deeds  they'd  done 
To  the  Any  trilH!  and  the  mess  they'd  won; 
There  never  was  a  fisherman  but  knew  the  spot 
Aud  the  time  and  the  tide  where  flsli  were  got. 
Chorits. 

They  never  told  a  lie,  they  never  told  a  lie. 

Both  Sunday-school  scholars,  every  one, 

Aud  they  followed  in  the  steps  of  Washington, 

And  they  never  told  a  lie. 

Both  sheddcr-crabs  and  shrimp  had  they. 
To  lure  the  fish  that  came  that  way, 
And  a  bottle  of  rye,  I'll  also  state, 
•     For  they  never  could  fish  without  liquid  bait. 
They  hooked  one  fish,  it  was  lost,  of  course. 
For  it's  always  the  largest  fish  that's  lost.— fiioRfs.  .    - 

They  fished  all  day  in  the  red-hot  sun. 

The  amount  they  can j.'h I,  it  was  not  one; 

They  homeward' stopped  iu  a  market  spot. 

From  the  man's  ice-box  they  twuglit  a  lot, 

Just  to  show  their  friends  what  they  both  had  caught. 

But  they  never  said  a  word  of  what  they  bougiii.— Chorus. 

When  they  walked  home,  the  rain  caine  down. 

It  rained  so  hard  they  were  nearly  drowned; 

But  they  felt  proud  of  the  load  tliev  had. 

They'd  filled  themselves  with  whifckey  bad,  ■■         ■      . 

-  These  two  rogues,  they'd  not  be  stuck, 
'  For  they  never  said  a  word  about  flshermau's  luck.— Chobus. 

Their  friends  flocked  'round  expectantly, 

This  wonderful  mets  of  fish  to  see; 

As  each  one  gazed,  he  held  his  nose, 

Kow,  what  was  the  reason  do  you  siippow? 

They  didn't  smell  sweet  as  fresh  fish  oii^lit. 

For  it  must  have  been  a  week  since  tln-y'd  iK-en  caught— Chorus. 


HER  TEARS  DRIFTED  OUT  WITH 

THE   TIDE. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Ca 


I  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  nddress,  )>ost-i>aid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  aiiy  two  other  Soii^s  for  One  liollar.  by  H.  J.  U  elinian,  13(1  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City,    hostage  Stamps  taken  same  ascoKh  fur  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 


A  maiden  stood  at  the  water's  edge  and  kissed  her  hand  "goo<1-bye  " 

To  a  lad  who  sailed  toward  the  sinking  sun  in  the  Western  sky; 

She  sobbed  and  she  cried  In  wild  despair,  "Oh,  cruel  waves  of  tTie  sea! 

If  you  have  one  spark  of  feeling  left,  bring  back  my  love  to  me!  " 

The  waves  seemed  to  lull  at  tlie  maideu's  feet,  and  they  seemed  to  sing  a  song: 

"  Weep  not,  fair  one,  for  all  is  well,  we  will  briuj:  him  back  ere  long!  " 

The  maiden  stood  on  the  sea-beat  shore  on  that  cold,  dismal  day. 

And  thought  of  her  love,  her  life,  her  soul,  who  soon  would  be  far  away; 

Her  heart  went  out  in  a  silent  prayer  for  her  sailor  true  and  tried; 

With  head  Iww'd  low  the  sweet  soul  wept,  and  her  tears  drifted  out  with  the  tide. 

',  The  ship  sailed  on  ere  the  hour  was  gone,  the  storm-king  raged  in  glee. 
And  sank  the  proudest  ship  tliat  floats  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea; 

I  The  sailor  lad  clung  to  a  spar,  and  the  waves  they  washed  ashore 
A  lad  into  his  sweetheart's  arms  to  rest  forevermore; 

The  maiden  bathed  his  head  with  her  tears  'till  hia  eyes  were  opened  wide— 
"  He  lives,  my  sailor  boy,  he  lives!  "  and  her  tears  went  out  with  the  tide. 
The  maiden  stood  on  the  sea-l)eat  shore  on  that  cold,  dismal  day. 
And  thought  of  her  love,  her  life,  her  soul,  who  soon  would  have  been  faraway. 
Her  heart  went  out  in  a  silent  prayer  for  her  sailor  true  and  tried; 
W'ith  bead  bow'd  low  the  sweet  soul  wept,  and  her  tears  drifted  out  with  the  tide. 


^•-♦- 


— Early  in  the  Morning. — Old  Gentleman  (at  head  of  tbe  stairs): 
"  Hem,  ain't  it  gittin'  pnrty  late?"  Fannie:  "  Oh,  no,  father  dear, 
It's  hardly  light  yet."— Munsey't  Weekly. 


DON'T  TOUCH  BABY'S  GRAVE. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Willis  Woodward  *  Ca 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  nddrt-wi,  poot-pald,  on  receipt  of  10  | 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Bontrs  fiir  One  Dollar,  li.v  ii.  J.  \\  ehnian,  13u  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  a»  c:i.s|i  forall  our  gooda 

Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  May  E.  Cooper. 


I  wandered  in  a  pensive  mood  w  here  lay  the  silent  dead,    .• 

And  as  1  mused  above  the  grass  so  green, 
Tlie  names  of  those  who  slept  below  with  reverence  I  read. 

And  thought  of  joys  and  sorrows  they  had  seen; 
The  turmoil  of  a  city  fell  upon  the  silence  ihere. 

As  its  people  thronged  with  ever  reetlc.—-  wave. 
And  with  a  voice  of  sadness  and  a  look  of  weary  care, 

A  woman  pleaded,  "  Don't  touch  baby's^  grave!  '' 

Chorus. 
They  were  moving  from  their  resting-place  the  silent  duPt  of  those 
Who  thought  when  life  had  fled  from  all  its  toil  ihey'd  have  repose. 
But  a  loving  mother  pleaded  there  her  little  one  to  save. 
And  beggea  with  pitying  accents:  "  Don't  touch  baby's  grave!  " 

Slie  thought  of  all  her  child  had  been,  the  sweet  and  laughing  eyes. 

The  rosebud  lips  that  were  to  her  so  dear; 
^    •   She  knew  that  she  would  meet  her  babe  alxjve  in  Paradise, 

Yet  o  er  that  grave  fell  the  silent  tear; 
The  outer  world  could  little  know  the  grief  that  filled  her  breast, 

As  with  all  her  love  she  strove  that  mound  to  save; 
She  wrung  her  hands  with  anguish  and  a  mother's  sad  unrest, 

Aud  wildly  pleaded:  "  Don't  touch  baby's  grave!  "—Chorus. 


/ 


Good-bye,  Sweetheart,  Good-bye. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  «0  ' 

cents:  or  this  and  any  i»<>  oilier  Soie^rsfor  One  Dollar,  by  It.  J.  \\ehman,  ISO  Park 

Uo»',  I^ew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

The  bright  Stars  fade,  the  morn  is  breaking. 

The  dew-drops  pearl  each  bud  aud  leaf. 
And  I  from  thee  my  leave  am  taking. 

With  bliss  too  brief,  with  bliss,  with  bliss  too  brief.    • 
How  sinks  my  heart  with  fond  alarms— 

The  tear  is  hiding  in  mine  eye, 
For  time  doth  thrust  me  from  thine  arms — 

Good-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye!  Good-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye  I 
For  time  "doth  thrust  me  from  thine  arms— 

(iood-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye!  :  . 

The  sun  is  np,  the  lark  is  soaring. 

Loud  swells  the  song  of  rti.iniicleer; 
The  leveret  bounds  o'er  eaiLi's  soft  flooring. 

Yet  I  am  here,  yet  I  am,  jet  I  am  here. 
For  since  night's  "gems  from  heaven  did  fade. 

And  morn  to  floral  lips  doth  hie, 
I  could  not  leave  thee,  though  I  said: 

"Good-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye!  Good-bye.  sweetheart,  good-bye." 
I  could  not  leave  thee,  though  I  said: 

"  Good-bye,  sweetheart,  good  bye." 
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Of  Conrse  We  Ought  to  Know,  We 

Were  There. 


ALONG-    THE    KANSAS    LINE. 

Ad  sung  by  J.  C.  lielms,  of  Denver,  Col. 


Copyright,  1890,   by  W.  F.  Shaw. 
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Wordi  and  Music  by  Hurry  8.  Miller. 

No  donbt  you've  hcanl  it  all  "bout  the  troubles  and  the  fall 

Dau  Mctiiuty  got  so  early  Suu(l:iy  iiioriiina. 
And  how  he  did  comrivc  for  to  win  thai  little  five, 

With  a  smi!o  upon  his  face  so  bland  and  fair. 
If  he  had  to  been  at  mass,  where  he  was  the  Sunday  paet, 

Shure  he  never  would  have  met  wiih  such  a  warning. 
Or  down  a  ladder  drop  when  he  knew  he  couldn't  Stop, 

Of  course  we  ought  to  know,  for  we  were  there. 

CUORfS. 

Flannigan  grabbed  liim  by  the  fo<"t.  Casey  grabbed  his  head, 
Brady  says  it's  no  use,  fofsliuie  the  man  is  dead, 
Riley  ran  to  the,  hospital,  for  unibulancc  as  well. 
The  day  we  picked  ilcGinty  np  just  after  iic  had  fell. 

Next  day  when  he  cot  out  he  could  hardly  walk  about. 
And  to  reach  his  Tnune  he  had  to  call  a'cabhy; 

Uis  arm  was  In  a  eline  and  his  step  liad  lost  its  spring- 
In  fact,  he  was  a  picture  of  despair; 

Then  he  stopped  in  Owney  Shay's,  which  is  down  the  street  a  ways; 
It  was  then  they  told  him  that  he  was  a  daddy. 

And  'twas  there,  upon  me  soul,  where  he  tumbled  in  the  hole. 
Of  course  we  ouglit  to  know,  for  we  were  there. 

C'noRts. 
Flannigan  told  the  driver  quicic  to  stop  his  load  of  stuff, 
Casey  eays,  be  heavens,  yes.  the  man  has  had  enough; 
Bradv  says  to  Riley  riime  and  let  mo  down  the  hol«'. 
The  clay  we  pulled" McGinty  from  beneath  a  ton  of  coal. 

He  looked  with  eyes  so  sad  upon  his  nobby  suit  of  plaid 

That  was  made' by  little  Fotarty,  the  tailor; 
'Twas  tlien  he  grabbed  hi*  stick,  and  it  il-'w  around  eo  quick 

That  it  sent  the  driver  spinning  in  the  air. 
Poor  Mac  they  then  run  in— ah!  we  thonj;ht  it  was  a  sin. 

For  the  mau  had  suffered  like  a  shipwrecked  sailor; 
They  look  him  down  to  jail  with  a  thour^.md  dollars"  bail; 

of  course  we  ought  to  know,  for  we  were  there. 

Cuonrs. 

Flannigan  went  for  Callahan.  Casev  for  O'Moore, 
Brady  went  for  Flaherty,  he'd  die  Ithe  day  before; 
Riley  says  we'll  all  t:et  drunk,  wc  cannot  get  him  bail. 
The  "day  we  left  McGinty  with  the  keepers  of  the  jail. 

We  told  hie  wife  at  once  that  her  Danny  srot  six  months, 

Aud  we  pitied  her,  so  lonely  with  her  liabv; 
Then  O'Donnell  from  next  door  goon  came  in  to  smooth  it  o'er. 

But  he  got  her  to  elope  with  him  som<vvliere; 
This  we  let  McGinty  know  while  they  ha'l  him  still  below; 

When  we  told  huh  of  his  wife,  it  drove  him  crazy. 
And  when  tlicy  set  iiim  free,  he  did  end  his  misery. 

Of  course  we  ought  to  know,  for  we  «  ere  there. 

CHonts. 

Flannljran  took  the  jranplinfr-irons.  Cisey  took  the  rope; 
Brady  would  not  risu  his  life  in  sucli  a  little  boat; 
Riley  took  the  crtib  alorg  and  rum  eiiiuirh  for  three. 
The  day  we  fished  McGinty  from  the  l.ottom  of  the  sea. 


A  soldier  from  Missouri,  in  early  manhood's  prime. 

Lay  with  the  dead  and  dnii):  in  a  Mississippi  clime; 

'Twas  on  the  field  of  Corfnth  his  life  was  ebl>in<'  fast, 

Ills  comrades,  faint  and  weary,  in  erowiU  Wt're  nurrymjj  past. 

A  comrade  slojiped  beside  Umm,  and  raised  hisdroopini;  head, 
And  then,  in  faltering  accents,  the  wonndtd  soldier  said: 
Farewell,  my  darling  comrade,  a  lon^  and  last  adieu. 
Though  shortly  you  may  ft)llow  me,  I'll  ne'er  tcturu  to  you. 

With  mc  this  war  Is  over,  my  marching  at  an  end,  * 

And  still  a  dying  message  by  you  I  feign  would  send  — 
Oh,  bear  it  to  those  kiudrod*.  those  distant  friends  of  mine. 
For  I  have  both  friends  and  kindred  along  the  Kansas  line.  ■• 

I  have  an  aged  mother— you  know  that  mother  well— 

Oh,  bear  to  her  ihese  tidiiiL''*  how  I  in  baitle  fell; 

Tell  her  tiat  I  lemeinber,  ill  anguish,  her  advice 

To  stay  at  home  in  quiet,  aud  not  join  ilie  rebel  Price.    .  - 

And  had  I  then  but  h<'eded  the  good  advice  she  gave, 
I  need  not  now  !)een  luistrhin^r  to  fill  a  rebel's  grave; 
But  I  heeded  oiher  couhcel.  and  left  that  home  of  mine — 
That  home  of  peace  and  eomlort  along  the  Kansas  line. 

You  kntJw  my  brothers  iilso;  tell  them  the  mournful  tale  — 
And  when  in  death  I'm  ^l••er)ing  tliey  will  my  late  bewail; 
They  know  the  tliii'.L'>  tnat  drov«  me  away  from  that  home. 
And' the  phantom  ligut  that  lured  me  through  J>i.\ie°s  land  to  roam. 

Tell  those  wealthy  neighbors,  who  proac-hed  secessiim  loud, 
.\nd  counseled  me  and  others  to  swell  the  i-ebel  crowd. 
That  though  they  now  are  loyal,  their  tiwn  dear  lives  to  save, 
"Twas  them  that  sent  me  surely  to  All  a  rebel's  grave. 

Although  I  have  forgiven  Ihem,  I'd  have  them  not  forget 
That  but  for  them  I  mi>.'hl  have  been  at  home  with  nun  her  yet; 
And  althouL'h  1  lie  f.ir  distant,  this  mangled  form  of  mine 
Will  haunt  their  dreaming  slumbers  along  the  Kansas  lino. 

There  Is  a  dark-eyed  beauty,  I  need  not  call  her  ii.cno. 
Who  swerved  me' from  my  "duty,  aii<l  fanned  the  rehel  flame; 
ller  words  I  well  remember— no  hand  will  mine  write— 
Unless  I  find  it  boli>ly  defending  Southern  rights. 

Those  Southern  rights,  alas!  my  friends.  I  know  not  what  they  were. 
But  you  and  others  follow  int;  the  gleeting  phantom's  glare, 
1  sacriflctd  my  jiidu'inenc  at  beaut) "s  mauie  shrine. 
And  joined  the  rebel  regiment  along  the  Kansas  line. 

And  ere  this  war  is  over— so  foolishly  iM-gnn— 
Many  a  thousand  youths,  mir'trnided,  will  do  as  I  have  done; 
.Many  a  thousand  doatiiig  mothers  will  be  bereft  like  mine, 
.\Dd'tuany  a  houie  made  desolate  along  the  Kansas  line. 

Our  land  is  dark  with  mourning,  all  draped  in  weeds  of  woe, 
.\nd  wailing  notes  of  sorrow  are  heard  from  high  and  low; 
And  niauy's  the  home  made  disolutc,  with  fire  aud  sword  combined. 
To  make  a  howling  w  ililerness  along  the  Kansas  line. 

Atid  now  his  reason  failing,  the  sol  lier  ceased  to  speak; 
While  on  the  field  of  batile.  where  Gretk  had  met  the  Greek, 
His  life  was  made  an  oSerini;  unto  the  god  of  wars. 
Whose  victims  bled  by  thousands,  alas!  alas!  what  for? 
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MY    PRETTY    SUNDAY    GIRL. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  .\.  \Veiiistela  &  Co. 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontc  will  be  rent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  by  Gcoi-ge  Coopor.    JIu.hIc  by  Eduard  Hob^. 

Her  cheeks  are  like  the  pcaelies"  bloom,  her  eyes  are  sparklioif,  too; 
She  smiles  away  each  thoiij;ht  of  gloom;  her  lieart  is  warm  and  true. 
The  birds  that  warble  in  the  air  all  sinj;  to  praise  my  pearl; 
yc.'i'll  never  meet  one  half  eo  sweet  as  my  own  Sunday  girl. 

Oh!  she's  the  rarest,  she's  the  fairest  yet; 
So  bright  and  pretty,  gay  and  witty,  just  the  nicest,  neatest; 

My  heart's  own  darling,  she's  no  sad  coquette; 
A  little  cosy  home,  so  rosy,  I'll  make  for  my  sweetest. 

My  Suiiiiay  Kirl,  dear  ISuiiday  u'rl! 

My  rose,  my  gem,  my  life,  mvpearl.  my  love,  my  joy,  my  treasure  evermore; 
Till  life  is  o'er,  she's  promised  to  be  mine,  iny  pretty  Sunday  girl! 

Refr.\iv. 

Oh!  she's  my  own,  my  pretty  Sunday  girl; 

Of  all  the  girls  she  is  the  fairest  ji'-arl: 
She's  pu»er  than  the  dew,  so  bright  and  trae; 

And  from  my  heart  she'll  never  part,  my  Sunday  gtrl. 

I  think  of  her  the  whole  week  long,  and,  when  w  ith  joy  wc  meet. 
Her  words  arc  like  a  pleasant  song,  they  sound  to  me  so  sweet; 
We  wander  whiTe  the  fields'  ari^'ureen,  my  heart  all  in  a  whirl; 
And.  oh,  her  kiss  is  honey'd  bliss,  my  own  dear  Sunday  girl; 

Oh!  i^he's  the  neatest  and  comiiletest  yet; 
She's  always  smilini:.  care  iK-guiling,  just  n  dear  home  blessing; 

How  fond  the  moment  when  by  chance  I  met 
This  sunny  fairy,  light  and  airy;'joy  l)eyond  expressing. 

My  Sunday  girl,  dear  Sunday  girl! 
My  rose,  my" gem,  my  life,  my  pearl,  my  love,  my  joy,  my  treasure  evermore; 

Till  life  is  o'er,  she's  promised  to  be  inine,  my  pretty  Sunday  girl.— Rkfrals. 


IT'S  A   GOOD   THING    McCARTHY 
WASN'T  _THERE. 

Copyright,  1S90.  by  S.  Winner*  Son. 
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Words  and  Mutic  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 

Flannigan  and  Riley,  there  was  .Murphy  and  M.vgce, 

Casey  and  Mc(iiil'_'an,  whht)ld  .Muldoon, 
They  started  out  togeiher  bo  gavly  atid  po  free 

To  call  on  MacAnally  last  Sunday  afternoon; 
He  seiit  out  invitations  about  a  score  or  more. 

Invited  all  his  neighbors  to  the  joy; 
He  didn't  like  Met 'art  by  and  he  didn't  ask  the  party. 

For  he'd  only  spoiled  the  cliristeuing  of  the  boy. 

Ciionis. 
It's  a  good  thins;  Me( '.irtliy  wasn't  there  last  Sui:day, 

It's  a  good  ihiii'.' Mf'nrtliv  wasn't  there, 
There'd  been  a  jolly  riot  and  you'd  never  got  'em  quiet. 

It's  a  good  tiling  McCarthy  wasn't  there. 

Whiokey  by  the  gallon,  shure  the  house  was  full  of  fun. 

Everything  was  lovely  as  the  flower*  in  bloom, 
Till  Mcfinigan  got  a  wrant'linsr  with  .Icrry  Donovan, 

Down  at  .MarAnally's  List  Sumlay  afternoon; 
Then  did  Jerry  trrab  .McGuigan  and  hinl  him  to  the  floor 

And  struck  b'Riley  '<•au^e  he  interfered; 
Then  Miss  Brady  she  did  shout,  shure  there's  murder,  let  me  outi 

.\iid  McGuflln'piilled  out  all  of  Casey's  beard.-  CuoKis. 

Mc(iiilgan  Krabbod  the  poker  and  the  keltic  from  the  Are, 

Donovan  the  ire-jiick  and  short-end  broom — 
The  way  thry  wailed  each  other  I  ihouuht  they'd  never  lire, 

Down  at  >fac.\iially's  last  Siimlay  afi< moon; 
'i'hen  the  women  cereamed  out  murder!  police  and  robbers,  loo, 

Aud  Rooney's  w  idow  nearly  died  of  friuht; 
Then  the  copper*  and  (Liirol  fun  in  every  living  soul. 

And  we  stopited  IhIiIimI  tlie  bars  that  Sunday  night. — Chorus. 
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G-ILHOQLEY'S    VIOLET    TEA. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Hitchcock  &  McC»rgo  Publishing  Companj. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Charles  D.  Crandall. 
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Last  week  my  wife  and  danphter  told  me  they  thought  we  ougli 
Take  up  tUe  style  that's  going  round  and  give  a  '•  Violet  Tea, 

A  hundred  invitations  to  friuuas  and  our  reiuiions 
Were  sent  and  on  each  corner  eiamped:  D.  Q.  R.  S.  V.  P. 

Chorus. 
China  cups  and  saucers,  with  violet  filagree,  ' 

The  real  old  violet  water,  luiported  from  Puree;  V  ' 

McGinniB  sang  *•  Sweet  Violets,"  and  took  the  upper  C.         ', 
Ohl  what  a  lime  those  folkses  had  down  at  our  "Violet  Tea."  ■ 

There's  Mnry  Ann  McToosey,  also  her  sister  Lucy, 
Who's  lover  is  from  Dublin  town,  they  said  they  could  not  st.-iy; 

1  noticed  that  they  lingered.  It  was  so  very  recherche; 
Some  sixty-eight  were  present  at  our  little  "Violet  Tea."— Chorus. 

Few  ladies  took  "  Young  Hyson,"  while  others  thought  they'd  try  sonic 

Of  the  •'  Oolong  "  and  "  Formosa,"  'twas  the  best  variety; 
The  men  they  tarried  longer,  partook  of  something  stronger; 

'Twas  morning  when  the  last  man  left  our  little  "  Violet  Tea."— Chorus. 

■ 
McAllister's  "  four  hundred,"  so  many  times  have  blundered. 

Are  trying  hard  to  beat  it,  but  they  have  not  done  so  yet; 
Reporters  from  the  papers  saw  my  friend  McAldee, 

Who  gave  them  all  the  points  about  Gilhooley'a  "Violet  Tea."— Chorus. 


PORTERS  ON  A  PULLMAN  TRAIN. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Hitchcock  &  .^teCargo  Publishing  Company. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  iioet-paid,  on  rtcfipt  of  40 

cents;  or  thi.i  and  any  two  other  Son^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  \Veliniun,  IHi)  iaik 

How,  I^ew  York  City.    Poi>ta«;e  Stamps  taUen  same  tan  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Charles  D.  Crandall. 


We  need  no  introduction,  you  can  see  just  who  we  are. 

Porters  on  a  Pullmiin  train. 
Standing  at  the  platform  of  the  sleeping-car, 

Ready,  quick  and  willing  to  expluiii. 
Where  you  are  located,  we  must  be  remunerated,  .  '. 

Don't  forget  the  little  friendly  tip. 
We  think  you  ouu'hta  give  us  a  qua  tab. 

For  then  you'll  have  a  very  pleasant  trip.  ■'     •    . 

;  '  .■  V  Chorus.  '"   ,    '/'i^-"    '    ■  ■   :^ 

Porter,  porter,  give  us  more  air— porter,  the  window  please  close- 
Porter,  this  pillow  is  hard  as  a  rock— iwrtcr,  come,  give  us  more  clothes- 
Porter,  come  here,  potter,  stay  there,  all  night  the  i)eo|)le  complain; 
We  are  j»riere,  dandy  jioriers,  and  we  run  on  the  vestibule  train; 
We  ar«  porters,  dandy  porters,  we  run  on  the  vestibule  train.— (Dancb.) 

To  study  human  nature,  you  should  travel  on  the  rail— 

Tlioee  tliat  have  the  least  to  say 
Are  the  cultivated,  sure  as  j'ou  are  bom; 

They  don't  try  to  make  a  grand  disjilay; 
But  the  very  shoddy  are  always  dressed  so  gaudy. 

Try  to  make  us  think  they  know  it  all; 
Uncaucated  and  overrated. 

While  every  night  we  listen  to  their  call:— Chorus. 

.        When  our  through  run  is  finished,  then  we  etnit  Sixth  AT«nu«, 
With  our  girls  we  then  iiarade; 
There's  style  abo«U  a  darkey  dressed  in  Pullman  blue 
;    >  That  places  other  darkies  in  the  shade; 

We  don't  carry  razors,  or  wear  the  stiiped  blazers. 

Or  with  the  lower  folks  associate- 
Aristocratic,  and  not  erratic, 
W'e're  always  at  your  service,  never  late.— Chorus. 


Helping  Katie  o'er  the  Brook. 

Copyright,  1877,  by  John  F.  Perry  &  Co. 


MARFA'S    WEDDIN'    DAY, 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Hitchcock  and  McCargo  Publishing  Compaay, 

The  Woi-ds  and  Music  of  this  Song  wifl  be  sent  to  any  .address,  iwot-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  ) 
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Kow,  New  York  Oty.    l'uc>lage  Stainp.s  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods- 

.  Written  and  Compoet-d  by  Cliai  los  D.  CrandaS. 

Marfa  Jackson  kiss  yo'  nia,  oo  la,  I  la,  1  la. 

Sweetest  girl  I  cbl)er  saw.  on  dis  yo;ir  weddin' day. 
Fadder"8  href,  yo'  mudder's  nose,  oo  la,  1  la,  1  la. 

Don't  yo'  soil  dem  weddiu'  clo.*,  for  'tis  yo*  weddin'  day. 

Chorus. 

Hold  yo' bref,  de  bride  am  coiniu' 

Down  de  centre,  clear  de  way; 
Oh !  yo'  darkies  heah  dat  music. 

Balance  to  corners,  all  hands  round,  'tis  Marfa 's  weddin'  day. 

Hang  dat  smilax  on  de  vyall,  oo  la,  I  la,  I  la, 
Ileali  dat  blessed  baby  bawl  on  Maria's  weddin' day.       >      - 

Marcus  Ruf  us  tend  dat  chile,  oo  la,  I  la,  I  la, 
Whare  yo"  fadder  all  dis  while,  'tis  Marfa'e  weddin'  day. —Chorus. 

Marie  Louisa,  whar  yo"  bin*  oo  la,  I  la,  I  la. 
Cut  dat  cake  wid  de  berries  in,  'tis  Marfa's  weddin'  day. 

Tell  yo'  fadder  slice  dat  ham,  oo  la,  I  la,  I  la. 
Open  up  dat  pot  of  jam  on  Marfa's  weddin'  day.— Chorus. 

Sal  go  poke  dat  hickory  fire,  oo  la,  I  la,  I  la. 
Make  dem  darkies  all  perspire  on  Marfa's  weddin'  day,  -• 

Den  go  bring  my  low-neck  shoes,  oo  la,  I  la,  1  la. 
Got  to  dance,  I  cau't  refuse,  'tis  Marfa's  weddin'  day.— Cho     s. 


UPPER   TEN   AND   LOWER  FIVE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l)e  sent  to  any  addess,  post -paid,  on  receljrt  of  *0  I 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  forall  our  goods. 


KoBi.EMAN.— I  have  no  coppers,  my  good  man. 
Three  times  to  you  I've  told. 
Beggar.— I  don't  object  to  silver,  sir. 

And  I  ain't  too  proud  for  gold. 
N.— But  I  am  one  of  the  upper  ten,  good  man. 

So  to  be  polite  contrive. 

B.— I  begs  your  pardon,  my  good  lord, 

I'm  one  01  the  lower  five. 

Chorus. 

N.— Well,  I  belong  to  the  upper  ten.  fhe  nppcr  ten,  fhe  upper  ten, 
Eight  thousand  a  year  is  my  income  clear. 
And  I  manage  to  spend  it  too. 
B.— And  1  l)elong  lo  the  lower  five,  the  lower  five,  the  lower  flv»j 
I  live  In  a  dive,  and  sometimes. contrive  ^    . 

To  pick  up  a  copper  or  two. 

N.— My  coat  is  of  the  latest  cut. 

No  doubt  J'OU  can  perceive. 
B.— My  coal  is  cut  all  over,  and 

I've  cut  away  the  eleeve. 
N.— For  a  good  fit  no  boots  like  mine  you'll  see. 

For,  in  fact,  there  are  none  such. 
B. — Veil,  my  boots  ain't  like  yonrn  at  all, 
,  'Cos  mine  fit  me  rather  much.— Cbobcb. 

N.— My  uncle  lent  me  all  his  tin 

When  I  was  quite  a  lad. 
B.— My  uncle  lent  me 'alf  a  crown 

On  tlie  last  good  coat  I  'ad.  '  » 

N.— Lady  de  Vere,  of  the  upper  ten,  - 

1  shall  wed  when  twenty-flve. 
B.— I'm  going  lo  marry  Sukey  Scraggs, 

Who  Miongs  to  the  lower  five.— Chorus. 


N. 


B 


I  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  by  Oeorge  Cooper.    Music  by  WUl  C.  Hastings. 


Down  the  lane  we  walked  together,  and  she  looked  so  sweet  and  fair; 
Ev'ry  birdie  in  the  wootUand  seemed  to  know  my  Katie  there. 
In  a  corner  of  the  meadow,  near  a  green  and  cosy  nook. 
Ere  I  knew  it,  I  was  helping  pretty  Katy  o'er  the  brook. 

Chorus. 

Down  the  lane  we  walked  together,  and  she  looked  so  sweet  mid  fair; 
Every  birdie  in  the  woodland  seemed  to  know  my  Katy  there. 

Then  she  bltwhed  like  summer  rosea,  as  she  held  this  hand  of  mine; 
And  I  tell  her  heart  beat  softly,  while  her  waist  I  did  entwine. 

"  Life  is  but  a  stream  of  trouble,"  said  I,  as  our  way  we  took; 

"  Must  we  cross  alone?  I  whispered,  helping  Katy  o'er  the  brook.— Chorus. 

What  she  told  me  in  the  meadow  I'll  not  tell,  it  may  be  guessed; 

Soon  the  sun  In  goMen  glory  softly  glided  down  the  west. 

On  her  face  of  gentle  beauty  every  day  I  now  may  look; 

For  we  cross  life's  stream  together,  as  I  helped  her  o'er  the  brook.— Chorus. 


•Please  call  my  carriage,  my  good  man. 

And  pray  don't  make  a  fuss. 
I  never  in  a  carriage  ride, 
I  po  by  Walker's  'bus. 
N.— Well,  as  you  seem  to-be  hard  op,  good  man, 

A  gold  sovereign  I  will  give. 
B.— Ahl  you  rich  men,  sir,  scarcely  know 

How  half  of  this  world  do  live. — Chorus. 


•V  .^  '-^ 
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HAL-L-L-LELUJAH. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  , 
uiy  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehmaii, 


cents;  or  tliis  and  any 
Kow,  New  York  City. 


,130  J'ark 
Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


I  went  in  de  country,  I  went  out  to  dc  well, 

A  snake  crawled  up  my  trouser  legs,  but  I  gave  dat  ole  snake  — Hal-M-IeUijah. 

Chorus. 

Ole  Gip  Liza  Coon,  I  would  sooner  marry  you 

Dan  marry  ole  Miss  Bioom. 
Gip  Liza,  ole  Gip  Liza  Coon,  I  would  sooner  marry  you    •     . 

Dan  marry  ole  Miiss  Bloom. 

Georgie  Washington  was  a  great  man,  a  lie  he'd  never  tell. 

But  when  he  got  dat  hatchet,didn't  he  give  dat  cherry  tree- Hal-1-l-lelujah.— Cho. 

Fit.-^'.'erald  walked  for  six  days,  and  he  done  it  very  well. 

And  at  the  end  of  six  days,  didn't  he  give  Rowell—Hal-1-l-leIujah.— Chorus. 
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JAMES   AND   NANCY. 

Send  Toiir  name  »nd  address  to  II.  J.  Welimnn.  I.'IO  Taik  Row.  New  York  rity,  iind  rrceive 

by  return  mail  a  ooiiuilt'lo  Catnloiruf  of  over  !*<"»  IVipul.ir  Entrlish  afid  (•iTinaii 

Sougs— Fre«-.    PoslaKe  btaiiips  takfu  sniiif  a*  t'asli  for  all  our  trood* 

Lover*,  I  pray,  lend  an  car  to  my  ptory, 

Take  an  cxainplf  from  llii*  constant  pair. 
How  love  a  >oiini;  i-reatiire  liiil  blast  in  h<r  ;;^!i>ry, 

Beaniiful  Nancy,  of  Varnuuith,  we  hear. 
She  was  a  merchant's  fair,  lovely  danj;litcr, 

Ueiress  to  fifteen  hundred  a  year; 
A  yoiin*:  man  did  court  her  to  be  his  swihm  jewel. 

The  son  of  a  gentleman  living  quite  near. 

Many  lonji  years  this  maid  had  he  courted. 

Wiicn  they  were  infants  in  love  tljey  a"',  cd. 
And  when  of  age  the  twain  had  arrived, 

Cupid  lii*  arrow  between  tliem  displayed. 
Each  to  the  other  they  promised  to  marry. 

But  when  to  lier  parents  the  troth  ciid  declare,  " 

They  to  their  charming,  their  beautiful  daughter 

Acted  a  part  that  was  truly  severe. 

Danchfer,  they  said,  L'ive  o'er  such  pro( etdings, 

If  'gaii  8t  our  wishes  and  will  j'ou  do  wed, 
Forevermore  we  resolve  to  disown  you. 

Should  you  choose  one  tliat's  so  low  ly  bred. 
Iler  mother  said,  you  are  one  of  great  fortune. 

Beside  you  are  iM-autiful,  charming  ami  >ouiisr. 
You  are  a  match,  dearest  child,  that  is  titling 

For  any  lord  in  all  Christeudom. 

Then  did  reply  this  beauteous  young  virgin. 

Riches  and  honors  1  both  do  deny. 
If  I'm  dei)ri\ed  of  my  own  dearest  lover. 

Farewell  to  this  world, 'tis  all  vanity. 
James  is  of  all  men  the  best  worth  ailmirlug. 

He  hath  those  riches  that  I  most  adore, 
For  to  be  greater  I  have  no  desiring. 

My  heart  is  fixed  ne'er  to  love  more. 

Then,  said  her  father,  'tis  my  resohition, 

Althoiish  I  have  no  daughter  but  thee. 
That  if  with  him  voure  resolved  to  marry, 

Banislied  forever  from  us  you  shall  be. 
Oh,  cruel  father,  'till  I  implore  you. 

Giant  me  that  James  once  more  I  may  see, 
Tho"  you  do  part  us  I  yet  will  be  loyal. 

None  in  the  wide  world  I'll  love  but  he. 

At  once  for  the  young  man  he  sent  in  a  pas>ion. 

Saying,  forever,  now  sir,  take  your  leave, 
I  have  u  more  fitting  match  for  my  daiisrliter. 

Therefore  'tis  useless,  'tis  folly  to  grieve. 
Oh,  honored  father,  exclaimed  the  young  lady. 

Joined  we  are  by  th»-  ties  of  true  love. 
Why  of  all  comfort  would  you  berc-ive  me. 

Our  love  Is  registered  iu  heaven  above. 

Then,  said  the  father,  a  trip  on  the  ocean 

The  young  man  sh.all  take  m  a  ship  of  my  own, 
I  will  consent  that  he  liavc  my  dear  daughter 

When  to  fair  Yarmoiiih  hedoth  return. 
Oh,  thou  kind  father,  thus  spake  the  lovers. 

As  it  Is  your  will  we  can  but  obey. 
Our  constant  hearts  can  never  be  pniied. 

And  jour  decision  but  causes  delay. 

Then,  dearest  James,  said  the  beautiful  Xnncy, 

While  crystal  tear>  lilie  a  foniilain  did  tlow. 
Thou  knoxvest  my  h<-art  in  return  I  li  ive  given  you. 

Your  love  will  sustain  n)e  wliereMr  I  <_'<). 
When  on  the  ocean,  my  dear.  I  am  sailiiiC, 

Thoughts  of  my  jewel  my  coMi|)ass  shall  be, 

■  Uow  tedious  the  "days  time  alone  wdl  discover. 

Bringing  me  home  again,  safe,  love,  to  thee. 

Therefore  he  constant,  my  dear,  lovely  Nancy, 

For.  be  as^-uiel,  if  you  iirove  untrue, 
Mv  troubled  si>>rit  shall  forever  torment  you, 

in  life  or  in  death  ril  tuive  none  hilt  you. 
C'loselv  around  hini  her  arms  then  si  e  folded, 

Exciaiminc,  my  dear,  while  you're  on  the  sea, 
■    If  so  that  fate  should  to  us  i)r(,ve  <Tiiel, 

And  we  each  other  no  more  should  see. 

Should  death's  sad  tidintrs  to  me  be  wafted. 

And  my  true  love  fore'or  lost  to  me, 
'   Then  would  my  life  be  nau!.dit  litit  a  burden, 

Earth  have  no  happiness  un-hared  bv  thee. 
Tlien,  with  the  hope  of  an  j'arly  retiiridng, 

Winil  and  wave  suited  by  fav'rinu  irale, 
James  and  the  s-'ood  ship  being  in  readiness. 

For  the  Barbadoes  straightway  set  sail. 

While  James  was  floating  on  the  wide  ocean. 
Her  cruel  parents  were  ploltini:  the  while 

■  IIow  that  the  heart  of  their  beaulifid  daiiL'titer 
With  irlifring  colil  tUcy  could  ser\e  to  beguile. 

Many  a  lorilly  one  of  fa^ne  and  station 

Sought  forthe  favor  of  this  charming  maid, 
But  their  addresses  found  no  recognition— 

Constant  I'll  be  to  my  lover,  she  taid. 

Now  'mid  the  j)Iotf  ing  against  this  fair  maiden. 

What  r)f  her  lover  acnvs  the  ileep  sen? 
The  good  ship  reached  the  IJ,irbad<H's  in  safety, 

But,  alas,  for  poor  Jamie,  what  'came  of  he! 
Comely  in  person  anil  noble  each  feature, 
'^  A  |{arba(UKS  lady  sought  him  as  a  prize. 

So  at  once  she  determined  her  charms  should  enchant  him, 

Aud  all  bis  virtues  would  laud  to  the  skies. 


In  fairest  of  fabrics  and  richly  appareled. 

Diamonds  resj)lendent  bestudding  her  hair. 
Surrounded  by  slaves  all  bedecked  and  attendant, 

A  message  she  sent  him  to  visit  her  lair. 
Come,  noble  sailor,  she  cried,  you're  entrancing. 

With  riches  unbounded  I  fuin  would  you  greet. 
Minions  shall  ever  await  and  attend  thee, 

Softest  of  music  shall  lull  thee  to  sleep. 

In  richest  of  garments,  my  dear,  I  will  robe  thee, 

Pearls  and  fine  jewels  I'll  lay  at  thy  feet, 
In  chariot  of  gold  thou  niayst  ride  forth  at  pleasure, 

If  with  thy  oest  love  thou  wilt  me  greet. 
Amazed  and  quite  speechless  awhile  he  stood  gazing— 

Forbear,  nolile  lauy,  at  length  lie  replied. 
In  fair,  sunny  England  I've  vowed  to  u  lady. 

On  my  return  I  will  make  her  my  bride. 

She  is  a  charming,  most  beautiful  creature. 

And  has  my  lieart,  I  can  never  love  more. 
Ever  in  my  eyes  are  her  sweet,  lovely  features. 

She  of  all  others  on  earth  1  adore. 
When  this  he  told  her,  she  raved,  was  distracted, 

Crying,  un fortunate  am  I  to  love 
One  that  so  ciiielly  slights  all  my  glory, 

And  of  my  olTerliigs  will  not  approve. 

Lords  of  renown  their  favors  I've  slighted, 

Aud  now  ntiist  die  for  a  sailor  so  bold; 
I  cannot  blame  him  l)ecaus4>  he  is  constant. 

True  love  I  find  is  mucli  belter  than  gold. 
Uaving  thus  spoken,  a  jewel  she  gave  him. 

Then,  with  a  tremliling  iiand,  seized  she  a  knife. 
One  fatal  blow,  and  before  they  could  save  lier, 

Quickly  had  ended  her  mortal  life. 

'Mid  lamentation  o'er  this  maid's  destruction. 

Gladdened  in  heart  at  escai)e  from  her  snare, 
James  for  old  England  and  home  toon  departed, 

Anxious  once  more  to  meet  Nancy,  the  fair. 
But  when  her  father  learned  he  was"  retuining. 

A  letter  he  w  rote  to  the  boatswain,  his  frieiki, 
rromising  to  most  handsoinely  ruwaid  him 

If  he  the  life  of  young  James  would  end. 

Void  of  all  honor  and  for  sake  of  the  lucre. 

The  cruel  boatswain  his  task  did  complete; 
As  on  the  deck  they  together  were  walking, 

lie  threw  him  ov"ert)oard  into  the  deep. 
At  dead  of  iiiL'lit.  wliil«!  all  were  sleeping, 

.lames'  troubled  si)irit  to  his  love  did  appenr, 
Calling  upon  the  young,  l>eautiful  Nancy, 

To  accouipiieh  the  vow  she  had  madeto  her  dear. 

Yon  are  my  own  love,  so  tarry  no  longer, 

Many  long  years  for  your  sake  I  did  stay, 
Hymen  now  waits  i)ut  to  ciown  us  with  pleasure, 

The  bride  guests  are  ready,  come,  let  n»  away. 
She  soMglit  whence  tlie  voice  came,  and  there  at  her  window 

.Appeared  her  true  lover,  who  to  Iter  did  say: 
Y<nir  parents  are  sleei)ing.  and  ert-  they  awaken 

Come  w  ith  me,  iny  own  Nancy,  you  must  not  delay. 

Oh,  James,  dear,  she  cried.  If  they  should  but  hear  us, 

\\'e  would  be  ruined,  so  (juickly  repair 
Down  to  the  seashore  aloni;  and  await  me, 

I  will  arise  and  at  once  join  you  there. 
As  she  thus  «n~weri(l,  stiaiiihtway  her  light  robes  , 

Loosely  around  her  fair  form  stie  drew. 
Then  out  in  llie  darkness,  alone,  unaitcuded. 

Hastened  to  join  the  lover  so  true. 

Close  In  its  arms  did  the  spirit  enfold  her— 

Why  art  thou  colder  than  clay,  she  cried, 
C)h,  can  it  be  that  you're  my  adored  one. 

And  thus  in  death  come  to  claim  me  your  bride! 
Yes,  fain-st  creature,  I  am  your  true  love. 

Come  for  fnlAllment  of  promise  to  me, 
In  life  or  death,  on  land  or  wave, 

I'romise  that  you  my  ow  u  bride  would  be. 

While  far  away  did  another  fair  maiden 

Seek  l>y  her  beaii'y  and  riches  to  gain 
Mv  heart's  best  affections  from  you.  my  dear  Nancy, 

hilt  all  lier  pleadiiiL's  proved  fruitless  and  vain. 
Your  cruel  parent.'*  ha\e  w  roiight  my  (lestructU)ii, 

And  now  I  sleep  beneafli  the  dark  wave. 
Come,  to  voiir  promise,  we'll  lie  here  together, 

Wedded  by  ueath,  in  one  common  grave! 

Trembling,  amazed,  and  sorely  nflfrighlcd 

At  the  sad  summons  sent  from  the  seu, 
'Gainst  h<T  i)roiid  parents  inveighintr  most  Strongly, 

For  their  deception  and  base  cruelty. 
But  sternly  resolute,  ttue  to  the  |ironii"Be 

Made  to  her  lover  long  days  before. 
One  sudden  plumre-  the  sad  waves  closed  o'er  her. 

And  beautiful  Nancy's  troubles  were  o'er. 


— A  man  went  into  n  crowded  store  to  buy  some  Blockings  for 
his  wife.  "I  want  .Mrijied  ones,"  lu;  .siiid  to  the  clerk.  "We 
liuve  very  few  stripes,  sir,"  the  clerk  replied;  "  tliey  nre  not  so 
much  worn  now."  "Are  you  sun?"  "  Oli,  ye.s,  quite  sure?  I 
will  demonstijite  the  fuel  to  you."  Then  he  leaned  over  tliecoim- 
ter  and  shouted:  "Hal.s!"  "See?'  lie  added.  "Yes,"  sjud  the 
customer,"  give  me  plain  colors."  ■    - 


>«J.  ■« 
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Jennie,  the  Flower  of  Kildare. 

Tli«  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pos^ paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  aiiy  two  other  Sont^s  fur  One  Dollar,  by  It.  J.  \V  ehnian,  130  Park 

How.  Naw  York  City.    Postage  stamps  tal<en  sauje  ajica«h  (or  all  our  goods. 

I'm  thinkluK  of  Erin  to-night,  .     - 

And  the  little  white  cot  by  the  sea,  '-. 

.'-       I         Where  Jennie,  my  darling,  now  dwelli,  • 

The  fairest  and  dearest  to  me. 
I  know  that  she  waits  for  ine  day  after  day, 

My  heart  ever  Ion J8  to  be  there, 
To  meet  her  my  darTlajj,  my  own, 

Sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare.  ;       .    . 

CnoRcs. 

I  know  that  she's  waiting  for  me— 

My  heart  ever  longs  to  oe  there; 
To  meet  her,  my  darling,  my  own  , 

Sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare. 

I'm  waiting  her  Bweet  face  to  see. 

While  we're  parted  I  linger  in  pain,  '_- 

But  soon  will  my  heart  beat  with  Joy, 

O'er  the  eeae  I'll  be  sailing  again; 
Again  her  sweet  kisses  of  love  to  receive. 

For  her  the  sea's  storms  I  will  dare. 
To  meet  her,  my  darling,  my  own, 

Svveet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  KiUlare.— Chorus. 


y 


G-OOD-NIGHT,  LADIES. 


y 


Tlio  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  «nll  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  t«o  utlitr  Songs  for  One  Dolla'-,  by  H.  J.  wel.nian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  uaniu  u.s  casli  for  all  our  goods. 


Good-night,  ladies,  good  nij'lit,  ladiei-,  good-night,  ladies. 

We're  going  to  h'ave  you  now. 

Mvrnly  we  roll  along,  roll  along,  roll  along. 

Merrily  we  roll  along,  o'er  the  darlc-blue  sea. 

Farewell,  ladies,  farewell,  ladies,  farewell,  ladies. 
We're  going  to  leave  you  now. 
Merrily  we  roll  along,  roll  along,  roll  along. 
Merrily  we  roll  along,  o'er  the  dark-blue  tt-a.  . 

Sweet  dreams,  ladies,  sweet  dreams,  ladies,  sweet  dreams,  ladi«s. 

We're  going  to  leave  you  now. 

Merrily  we  roll  along,  roll  along,  roll  along. 

Merrily  we  roll  along,  o'er  the  dark-blue  Sea.  ." 


THE    SOlSra    FOR    ME. 

Words  by  J.  Enderssohn.    Music  by  Michael  Watson. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Si)ngs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  Y'ork  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  saute  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


All  that  Glitters  Is  Not  G-old. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soug  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  oT  M 

oeuts;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  bv  H.  J.  W  ehiiion   130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascaoh  for  ail  our  (ooda. 

.'•    In  this  world  of  care  and  trouble,  '    • 

Where  men  toil  with  hand  and  brain. 
Seeking  fame— that  airy  babble — 

And  not  always  seek  in  vain; 
Though  the  path  be  strewed  with  floweri, 
:    '  And  the  laurel  bind  his  brow, 

. '   '  •  All  his  friends  admire  his  power*, 

.  '       , ;.  He  can  do  without  them  now. 

'..:•'  '   Stlil  he's  wasted,  worn  and  weary. 

And  he  finds  he's  growing  old; 
Remember  thou  the  sage's  adage— 
"  All  that  glitters  is  not  gold." 

See  the  warrior,  brave  In  action. 

Ever  ready  for  the  fray. 
Sternly,  nobly  scorns  all  faction. 
And  to  frewlom  fights  his  way; 
How  he  bears  with  cold  and  hunger- 
Houseless,  homeless  'neath  the  sky; 
He  must  march  a  little  longer, 

'Till  he  hears  the  battle-cry- 
Then  his  soul  is  filled  with  glory, 

Tho' his  friends  lie  stark  and  cold; 
Thus  ends  many  a  hero's  story— 
"  All  that  glitters  is  not  gold." 

See  the  great  and  mighty  noble. 

Rolling  in  his  coach  of  state; 
•  Surely  he  has  ne'er  known  trouble. 

His  seems  such  a  h:ippy  fate; 
He  has  heaps  of  land  and  money. 

Lovely  wife,  and  children  fair; 
What  a  grand  ancestral  dwtlliugl 

Surely  he  has  not  a  care; 
Ask  ills  friends— and  he  will  mutter: 

By  his  bankers  he's  been  sold; 
This  will  prove  the  truth  I  niter— 

"  All  that  glitters  is  not  gold." 


'  1 


HOWARD'S    CRADLE    SONG-. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  J.  F.  Martindale. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  »ddres«.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  \ 

cents;  or  this  and  aiir  two  other  Songs  forOne  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Welinian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  Y'ork  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Henry  J.  Savers.    Music  by  Frank  Howard. 


On  a  Winter  nirrht,  when  the  fire  was  bright  and  the  door  was  barred  on  care, 

I  asked  the  maiden  I  i)rize  so  well,  what  she  would  sing  to  me  there? 

I  nskcd  the  maiden  I  prize  ro  well,  what  she  would  sing  to  me  there? 

She  warbled  a  song  of  "  La  Belle  France,"  and  a  song  of  Italy; 

Her  voice  fell  clear  on  my  loving  ear,  but  they  were  not  the  songs  for  me; 

H«r  voice  fell  clear  on  my  loving  car,  but  they  were  not  the  songs  for  me. 

Their  accents  hung  on  her  'witching  tongue  as  I  listened  dreamily  on; 

And  I  fancied  I  rove<l  in  distant  climes,  whore  she  was  the  flower  and  the  sun; 

I  fa:icled  1  roved  in  distant  climes,  where  she  w.-is  the  flower  and  the  sun. 

Then  she  sang  a  strain  from  lordly  Spain  and  a  lay  of  Germany; 

But  at  last  she  sang  me  "  Home,  Sweet  Home,"  and  that  was  the  song  for  me; 

But  at  last  she  sang  me  "  Iltmie,  Sweet  Home,"  and  that  was  the  song  tor  nie. 

And  that  was  the  gong  for  me; 

But  at  last  she  saig  me  "  Home,  Sweet  Home,"  and  that  was  the  song  for  me. 


G-OOD-BYE    AT    THE    DOOR. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thi.s  Song  will  be  .«ont  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on'receipt  of  4C 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  I'liiiT  Sunijsfur  Oni-  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehnmn,  130  Park 

ICow,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taKun  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Of  all  the  mem'ries  of  the  past 

That  conifs  like  sniumer-dreams. 
Whose  rainbow  hues  still  round  us  cast 

Their  bright  but  fleeting  beams, 
The  dearest,  sweetest  that  can  be. 

Of  days  long  gone  before. 
Are  those  that  bring  to  mind  to  me 

The  good-bye  at  the  door. 
Are  those  that  bring  to  mind  to  me 

The  good-bye  at  the  door. 

But  time  and  place  had  quite  estranged 

Each  e.trly  friend  we  knew; 
How  few  remain,  how  many  rhanged   . 

Of  those  we  deemed  so  true.  .  ■ 

Those  happy  hours  again  to  me 

But  mem'ry  can  restore,  ; 

And  life's  last  moments  seem  to  be 

The  good-bye  at  the  door. 
And  life's  last  moments  seem  to  be 

The  good-bye  at  the  door. 


— Notbing  is  so  contagious  as  example;  we  are  never  either 
much  good  or  much  evil  without  iiuitutors. 


In  a  thatch-covered  cot  at  the  bend  of  the  road. 

That  leads  to  the  far  distant  town, 
A  mother  sits  singing  her  baby  to  sleep. 

For  the  sun  it  is  fast  going  down. 
And  the  baby's  bright  eyes  are  heavy  with  sleep. 

Still  a  white  chubby  arm  fondly  clings 
Round  that  tired  mother's  neck,  as  she  rocks  to  and  fro, 

And  this  old-fashioned  lullaby  sings: 

Chords. 
Bye-low,  baby  Bunting,  papa's  gone  a-hnnting 
To  get  a  little  rabbit-skiu  to  wrap  his  baby  in. 

Now  the  twilight's  gray  shadows  are  shading  the  day. 

And  the  hills  wear  asun-guilded  crest. 
The  mother  stojw  singing,  sweet  smiles  light  her  face. 

And  the  baby  lifts  his  head  from  her  breast, 
An  echoing  foot-fall  is  heard  drawing  near. 

The  door  opens  wide,  baby  springs 
Into  papa's  strong  arms,  that  will  hold  baby  close 

To  his  heart  while  for  baby  he  sings:- Cuobus. 


ONLY    A    LITTLE    WAND'RER. 


Copyright,  1875,  by  L.  P.  Goullaud. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addees,  post-paid,  on  rec«!lpt  of  M 

Cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostugc  Stumps  taken  same  as  cash  forall  our  goods. 

Words  by  Geoige  Coojier.    Music  by  E.  N.  Catlin. 

Only  a  little  wand'rer.  ont  in  the  cold  and  rain; 
Plodding  the  streets  so  dreary— heari-siek,  in  tears  and  pain; 
Motherless  in  my  sorrow,  darkly  the  days  go  by, 
Poverty  for  my  portion,  wearily  now  I  sigh. 

Chorus. 
Only  a  little  wand'rer;  pity  me  while  I  roam. 
Out  in  the  cold  and  tempest,  far  from  my  cheerful  born*. 

Only  a  little  wand'rer.  begging  mv  dally  bread; 
Nowhere  in  all  the  city  for  me  to  fay  my  head; 
Father  and  mother  left  me,  called  to  their  home  above. 
Lonely  and  weary-hearted  now  I  must  daily  rove.— Chords. 

Only  a  little  wand'rer,  but  with  her  kindly  eyes. 
Mother  her  darling  watches  out  of  yon  starry  skies; 
Soon  from  this  world  so  dreary  1  shall  be  far  aw  ay. 
Help  me,  oh,  help  me,  stranger,  while  I  in  sorrow  stray.- 


■t 


-^CUOBUB. 


— Wickedness  may  prosper  for  a  while;  but  in  the  long  run,  he 
who  sets  knaves  at  work  will  pay  them. 
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JAMES  AND   NANCY. 

Bend  yonr  name  and  addrcfw  to  H.  J.  Welimnn,  VM  Tark  Row,  Spw  York  Clt.r,  and  rroeire 

by  rt-tuni  mail  a  coiiiuli'tc  t'ntnlonuf  of  over  .Vkk)  I'oimlar  Eiii;llsli  nii<l  German 

Sougs— Free,    ruetace  Stamps  titkon  tsaiue  a»  cosh  fur  all  uur  Koodii. 

Lovers,  I  praj%  lend  ftii  car  to  my  Btory, 

Take  an  fxamplf  from  this  constant  p;i:r. 
How  love  a  young  crentnre  did  blast  in  htr  f;lory, 

Beauliful  Nancy,  of  Yarnioutli,  we  lii^ar. 
She  was  a  merchant's  fair,  lovely  daiijjlitor. 

Ueiress  to  fifteen  hundred  a  year; 
A  voting  man  did  court  her  to  be  his  sweet  jewel. 

The  son  of  a  gentleman  living  quite  near. 

■    ;         Many  lonp  years  this  maid  had  he  courted. 

When  they  were  infjiKls  in  love  they  u);:n.-d. 
And  when  of  age  the  twain  had  arrived, 

Cupid  Ills  arrow  between  them  displnyid. 
Each  to  the  other  they  promised  to  many. 
But  when  to  her  parents  the  troth  did  drelare,  " 

'      They  to  their  charming,  their  beautiful  daughter 
Acted  a  part  that  was  truly  severe. 

Dauchter,  they  said,  give  o'er  such  pnx  eedings, 

If  'gaiist  our  ^islies  and  will  you  do  wed, 
Forevermore  we  resolve  to  disown  yon. 

Should  you  choose  one  that's  so  lowly  liri'd. 
Her  mother  said,  you  are  one  of  great  fortune. 

Beside  you  are  beautiful,  charming  and  younij, 
You  are  a  match,  dearest  child,  that  is  fitting 

For  any  lord  in  all  Christendom. 

Then  did  reply  this  beauteous  young  virgin. 

Riches  and  honors  I  both  do  deny. 
If  I'm  deprived  of  my  own  dearest  lover. 

Farewell  to  this  world,  'tis  all  vanity. 
James  is  of  all  men  the  best  worth  admiriUK, 

lie  hath  those  riches  that  I  most  adore. 
For  to  be  greater  I  have  no  desiring. 

My  heart  is  fixed  ne'er  to  love  more. 

Then,  said  her  father, 'tis  my  resolution, 

Altlioiigh  I  have  no  daughter  hut  thee. 
That  if  with  him  youre  recolved  to  marry, 

Banished  forever  from  us  you  shall  be. 
Oh.  cruel  father,  ftill  I  implore  you. 

Grant  me  that  James  once  more  1  may  see, 
Tho"  you  do  part  us  I  yet  will  be  loyal. 

None  iu  the  wide  world  I'll  love  but  he. 

At  once  for  the  yonng  man  he  sent  in  a  pas>ion. 

Saving,  forever,  now  sir,  take  your  leave, 
I  have  a  more  fitting  match  for  my  daughter. 

Therefore  'tis  uselei»s.  'tis  folly  to  grieve. 
Oh.  honored  father,  exclalnied  the  young  lady, 

Joljied  we  are  by  the  ties  of  true  iove. 
Why  of  all  comfort  would  you  bereave  me. 

Our  love  is  registered  iu  heaven  above. 

•     Then,  said  the  father,  a  trip  on  the  oceati 

The  young  man  (ihall   take  in  a  ship  of  my  own, 
I  will  consent  that  he  have  my  dear  daughter 
Wlien  to  fair  Yarmouth  hedoth  return. 
.__^  Oh,  thou  kind  father,  thus  spake  the  lovert. 

As  It  Is  your  will  we  can  hut  oIh'v, 
Our  constant  hearts  can  never  l)e  parte*!. 
And  your  decision  but  causes  delay. 

Then,  dearest  James,  said  the  beautiful  Nancy, 

While  crystal  tears*  lil<e  a  founiiiui  did  flow. 
Thou  knowest  my  heart  In  return  I  have  given  you. 

Your  love  will  sustain  me  win  loM'r  I  L'o. 
When  on  the  ocean,  my  dear.  I  am  failing, 

Thoushts  of  my  jewel  my  compass  shall  be, 
IIow  tedious  the  days  time  alone  will  discover. 

Bringing  me  home  again,  safe,  love,  to  thee. 

Therefore  be  constant,  my  dear,  lovely  Nancy, 

For,  beassuiel,  if  you  prove  untriie, 
Mv  troubled  spirit  shiill  forever  torment  you, 

In  life  or  in  death  III  have  nf)iie  but  vou. 
floselv  around  him  her  arms  then  si.e  folded, 

Exciaimiiifr,  my  dear,  while  you're  on  the  sea. 
If  so  that  fate  should  to  us  prove  cruel. 

And  we  each  other  no  more  should  see. 

Should  death's  sad  tiditiL's  to  me  be  wafted, 

And  my  true  love  fore'cr  lost  to  me. 
Then  would  my  life  he  nauL'ht  but  a  burden. 

Earth  have  no  happiness  un-han-il  l>v  thee. 
Then,  with  the  hope  of  an  early  nturidng. 

Wind  and  wave  Milled  by  fav'rini.'  irale, 
James  and  the  !rof>d  sliip  being  in  nadineBfl, 

For  the  Barbadoes  straightway  set  sail. 

While  James  was  floating  on  the  wide  ocean, 

Her  cruel  parents  were  ulotting  the  while 
How  that  the  heart  of  ..Kir  boautiftd  dauuhter 
-  •  With  glifring  gold  they  could  serve  to  beguile. 

Many  a  lordlv  one  of  fame  and  station 

Sought  fortlie  favor  of  this  charming  maid. 
But  their  addrei^ses  f(mnd  no  recognition— 

Coustaut  I'll  be  to  my  lover,  she  said. 

Now  'mid  the  plotting  against  this  fair  maiden, 
'-  What  of  her  lover  across  the  deep  ."ea? 

The  good  ship  reached  1  he  n.irbadoes  in  safety. 

But,  alas,  for  poor  Jamie,  what 'came  of  he! 
Comely  in  person  and  noble  each  feature, 
•  ,  A  Harbatloes  lady  sought  him  as  a  prize. 

So  at  once  she  determined  her  charms  should  enchant  him, 
<  Aud  all  bia  virtues  would  laud  to  the  skies. 


In  fairest  of  fabrics  and  richly  appareled. 

Diamonds  resplendent  bestudding  her  hair,  •' 

Surrounded  by  slaves  all  bedecked  and  attendant,        -   , 

A  message  she  sent  him  to  visit  her  lair. 
Come,  noble  sailor,  she  cried,  you're  entrancing. 

With  riches  unbounded  I  fain  would  you  greet, 
Minions  shall  ever  await  and  attend  thee. 

Softest  of  music  shall  lull  thee  to  sleep. 

In  richest  of  garments,  my  dear,  I  will  robe  thoe. 

Pearls  and  flue  jewels  I'll  lay  at  thy  feet, 
In  chariot  of  gold  thou  mayst  ride  forth  at  pleasure. 

If  with  thy  nest  love  thou  wilt  me  greet. 
Amazed  and  quite  speechless  awhile  he  stood  gazing— 

Forbear,  nol)le  lady,  at  length  ho  replied. 
In  fair,  sunny  Kiigluiid  I've  vowed  to  a  lady. 

On  my  return  I  will  make  her  my  bride. 

She  Is  a  charming,  most  beautiful  creature. 

And  has  my  heart,  1  can  never  love  more,  ' 

Ever  in  my  eyes  are  her  sweet,  lovely  features. 

She  of  all  others  on  earth  I  adore. 
When  this  he  told  her,  she  raved,  was  distracted. 

Crying,  unfortunate  am  I  to  love 
One  that  so  cruelly  slights  all  my  glory. 

And  of  my  offerings  w  ill  not  approve. 

Lords  of  renown  their  favors  I've  slighted, 

Aud  now  must  die  for  a  sailor  so  bold; 
I  cannot  blame  him  liecain-e  he  is  constant. 

True  love  I  find  l»  much  better  than  gold. 
Having  thus  spoken,  a  jewel  she  gave  him. 

Then,  with  a  treinliling  hand,  seized  she  a  knife. 
One  fatal  blow,  and  before  they  could  save  her, 

Quickly  had  eiidetl  her  mortal  life. 

'Mid  lamentation  o'er  this  maid's  destruction. 

Gladdened  in  heart  at  ehcape  from  her  snare. 
James  for  old  England  and  home  soon  departed. 

Anxious  once  more  to  meet  Nancy,  the  fair. 
But  when  her  fath«-r  learned  he  was  retuinlng. 

A  letter  he  wrote  to  the  boatswain,  his"  friend, 
Promising  to  most  haii'.ls'ouiely  reward  him 

If  he  the  life  of  youug  James  would  cud. 

Void  of  all  honor  and  for  sake  of  the  Incre, 

The  cruel  boatswain  his  task  did  complete; 
As  on  the  deck  they  together  were  walking. 

He  threw  liim  overl)oi«rd  Into  the  deep. 
At  dead  of  nii;lit,  whilu  all  were  sleeping, 

James'  troubled  spirit  to  his  love  did  appe.nr. 
Calling  upon  the  young,  beautiful  Nancy, 

To  accomplish  the  vow  she  had  made  to  her  dear.    . 

Yon  are  my  own  love,  so  tarry  no  longer. 

Many  long  years  for  your  sake  I  did  stay. 
Hymen  now  waits  but  to  crown  us  w  ith  pleasure. 

The  bride  giusts  are  ready,  come,  let  us  away. 
She  sought  whence  the  voice  came,  and  there  at  her  window 

Appeared  her  true  lover,  w  ho  to  her  did  say : 
Your  parents  are  sleeping,  and  ere  they  awaken 

Come  with  mc,  my  own  Naucy,  you  must  not  delay. 

Oh,  James,  dear,  she  cried.  If  they  should  but  hear  us, 

\Ve  would  be  ruined,  so  quickly  repair 
Down  to  the  sea.*hore  alone  and  await  me, 

I  will  arise  and  at  once  join  you  there. 
Af'  she  thus  aiiKwend.  straightway  her  light  robea 

Loosely  around  her  fair  form  she  drew. 
Then  out  in  the  darkness,  alone,  unattcuded. 

Hastened  to  join  the  lover  so  true.  ■    •       ' 

Close  in  Its  arms  did  the  spirit  enfold  her  — 

Why  art  thou  colder  than  clay,  she  cried. 
Oh,  can  it  be  that  you're  my  adored  one,  ■ 

And  thus  in  death  come  to  claim  me  your  bride! 
Yes,  fairest  creature,  I  aui  your  true  love,. 

Come  for  fulfillment  of  promise  to  me. 
In  life  or  death,  on  land  or  wave, 

Promise  that  you  my  own  bride  would  be. 

While  far  away  did  another  fair  maiden 

S«'ek  by  her  beaii'y  and  riches  to  gain 
Mv  heart's  best  afl'ictions  from  you.  my  dear  Nancy, 

but  all  her  pleadiuL's  proved  fruitless  and  vain. 
Your  cruel  pan-nts  liu\e  wrought  my  destruction. 

And  now  I  sleep  beneath  the  dark  wave. 
Come,  to  vour  promise,  we'll  lie  here  together, 

Wedded  by  death,  in  one  common  grave! 

Trembling,  amazed,  and  sorely  affrighted 

At  the  sad  siiminons  sent  from  the  sea, 
'Gainst  her  proud  parents  inveighing  most  Strongly,    ' 

For  their  deception  and  base  cruelty. 
But  sternly  resouite,  true  to  the  promise 

Made  to  her  lover  long  days  t'ffore. 
One  sudden  plnnce— the  sad  waves  closed  o'er  her,       • 

And  bcauiiful  Nancy's  troubles  were  o'er. 


— A  man  went  into  n  crowded  store  to  hiiy  ,6onie  stockings  for 
his  wife.  "  I  want  striped  ones,"  lie  sjiid  to  tlie  clerk.  "  We 
have  very  few  stripes,  sir,"  the  clerk  replied;  "  tiiey  are  not  so 
much  worn  now."  "Arc  you  sun?"  "Oh,  yes.  quite  sure?  I 
will  demonstrate  tlie  fact  to  you."  Then  he  leaned  over  thecoun- 
tcr  and  shouted:  "Rats!"  "See?"  be  added.  "Yes,"  said  the 
ciistoraer,"  give  mc  plain  colors."      ,. 
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Jennie,  the  Flower  of  Kildare. 
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Tlia  Words  and  Music  u(  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-uaid,  on  receipt  of  M 

centa;  or  this  and  aiir  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehiiian,  ISO  Park 

Row,  N«w  York  City.    Postace  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  ffoods. 

I'm  thinking  of  Erin  to  night, 

And  the  little  white  cot  By  the  sea. 
Where  Jennie,  my  darling,  now  dwells,  ..  v    ' .  -  . 

The  fairest  and  dearest  to  me.  '   . 

■  '      '  I  know  that  she  waits  for  me  day  after  day. 

My  heart  ever  longs  to  be  there,  .-     ;: 

•    To  meet  her  my  darling,  my  own,  ;    • 

Sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare. 

Chords.  ■  - 

I  know  that  she's  waiting  for  me— 

My  heart  ever  longe  to  oe  there; 
To  meet  her,  my  darling,  my  own. 

Sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare. 

I'm  waiting  her  sweet  face  to  see, 

While  we're  parted  1  linger  in  pain. 
But  soon  will  my  heart  beat  with  Joy, 

O'er  the  seas  111  be  sailing  again;  '  , 

Again  her  sweet  kisses  of  love  to  receive. 

For  her  the  sea's  storms  I  will  dare, 
To  meet  her,  my  darling,  my  own. 

Sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare.— Chorus. 


G-GOD-NIGHT,  LADIES. 


\   / 
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The  Words  anU  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
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Good-night,  ladies,  good  night,  ladies,  good-night,  ladies. 

We're  going  to  leave  you  now. 

Merrily  we  roll  along,  roll  along,  roll  along. 

Merrily  we  roll  along,  o'er  the  dark-blue  sea. 

■"•■••■" 
Farewell,  ladies,  farewell,  ladies,  farewell,  ladies,,  ■;  '    ' 

We're  going  to  leave  you  now.  \ 

Merrily  we  roll  along,  roll  along,  roll  along. 
Merrily  we  roll  along,  o'er  the  dark-blue  tea. 

Sweet  dreams,  ladies,  sweet  dreams,  ladies,  sweet  dreams,  ladiss, 

We're  going  to  leave  you  now. 

Merrily  we  roll  along,  roll  along,  roll  along. 

Merrily  we  roll  along,  o'er  the  dark-blue  sea. 


THE    SONG-    FOR    ME. 

Words  by  J.  Endcrssohn.    Music  by  Michael  Watson. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Itow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stauiph  tuken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


All  that  Glitters  Is  Not  Gold. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poct-pald,  on  r«oelpt  of  U> 
oeutSi  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  U.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park  ' 

Row,  Mew  York  City.    Postafre  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  foods. 

,..     ■-.^-:.  In  this  world  of  care  and  trouble, 

.   ■'        ;>  -  ;   <  Where  men  toil  with  hand  and  bralo, 

'      ■•'.         Seeking  fame— that  airy  bubble— 
-'.V  And  not  always  seek  in  vam; 

Though  tlie  path  be  strewed  with  flowart, 

And  the  laurel  bind  hie  brow,  '     '  ; 

All  his  friends  admire  his  powers. 

He  can  do  without  them  now. 
StLl  he's  wasted,  worn  and  weary. 

And  he  finds  he's  growing  old;  .     '   • 

Remember  thou  the  sage's  adagt— 
"  All  that  glitters  Is  not  gold." 

See  the  warrior,  brave  In  action,  ' 

Ever  ready  for  the  fray. 
Sternly,  nobly  scorns  all  faction. 
And  to  freedu:n  fights  hia  way; 
How  he  bears  vvitli  cold  and  hunger- 
Houseless,  homeless  'neath  the  skjr; 
He  must  march  a  little  longer, 

'Till  he  lieurs  the  battle-cry- 
Then  his  soul  is  filled  with  glory, 
Tho' his  friends  lie  stark  and  cold; 
~    ■    .  .  Thus  ends  many  a  liero's  story— 

*'  All  that  glitters  is  not  gold." 

See  the  great  and  mighty  noble. 

Rolling  in  his  coach  of  state;  ,       ■ 

Surely  he  has  ne'er  known  trouble, 

Uis  seems  such  a  happv  faie;  ,  • 

He  has  heaps  of  land  and  money, 
'.  Lovely  wife,  and  children  fair;  ;    ■..■ 

What  a  grand  ancestral  dwelliugl  ":" 

Surely  he  has  not  a  care; 
■  ',V  Ask  his  friends— and  he  will  mutter:  .  .       ;  ;-- 

By  his  bankers  he's  been  sold; 
■      .     ■  This  will  prove  the  truth  I  uiter—  ^   ' 

"  All  that  glitters  is  not  gold." 


HOWARD'S    CRADLE    SONG. 

V  Copyright,  1883,  by  J.  F.  Martlndale. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  j 

cents:  orthisand  any  two  other  Songs  forOiie  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Henry  J.  Sayers.    Music  by  Frank  Howard. 


Ou  a  Winter  nieht,  when  the  fire  was  bright  and  the  door  was  barred  on  care, 

I  asked  the  maiden  I  prize  so  well,  what  she  would  sing  to  me  there? 

I  asked  the  maiden  I  brize  ro  well,  what  she  would  sing  to  ine  there? 

She  warbled  a  song  or  "  La  Belle  France,"  and  a  song  of  Italy; 

Her  voice  fell  clear  on  my  loving  ear,  but  they  were  not  the  songs  for  me; 

Her  voice  fell  clear  on  my  loving  ear,  but  they  were  not  the  songs  for  me. 

Their  accents  hung  on  her  'witching  tongue  as  I  listened  dreamily  on; 

And  I  fancied  I  roved  in  distant  cliinei<,  where  she  was  the  flower  and  tho  sun; 

I  fancied  I  roved  in  distant  climes,  where  she  was  the  flower  and  the  sun. 

Then  she  sang  a  strain  from  lordly  Sjiain  and  a  lay  of  Germany; 

But  at  last  she  sang  me  "  Home,  Sweet  Home,"  and  that  was  the  song  for  me; 

But  at  last  she  saug  me  "  Home,  Sweet  Home,"  and  that  was  the  song  tor  nie. 

And  that  was  the  song  for  me; 

But  at  last  she  sa.ig  me  "  Home,  Sweet  Home,"  and  that  was  the  song  for.me. 


GOOD-BYE    AT    THE    DOOR. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tlil.i  Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on'receipt  of  IC 

cents:  or  tliisand  ony  two  other  Somrsfor  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Itow,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  eauh  (or  uU  our  goods. 


Of  all  the  mem'ries  of  the  past 

That  comes  like  summer-dreams, 
Whose  rainbow  hues  still  round  us  cast 

Their  bright  but  fleeting  beams. 
The  dearest,  sweetest  that  can  be, 

Of  days  long  gone  before. 
Are  those  that  bring  to  mind  to  me 

The  good-bye  at  the  door. 
Are  those  that  bring  to  mind  to  me 

The  good-bye  at  ttie  door. 

But  time  and  place  had  quite  estranged 

Each  e.^rly  friend  we  knew; 
How  few  remain,  how  many  changed 

Of  those  we  deemed  so  true. 
Those  happy  hours  again  to  me 

But  mem'ry  can  restore. 
And  life's  last  moments  seem  to  be 

The  good-bye  at  the  door. 
And  life's  last  moments  seem  to  be 

The  good-bye  at  the  door. 


— NotLing  is  so  contagious  as  example;  we  are  never  either 
much  good  or  much  evil  witliout  iuiitalors. 


In  a  thatch-covered  cot  at  the  bend  of  the  road. 

That  leads  to  the  far  distant  town, 
A  mother  sits  singing  her  baby  to  sleep. 

For  the  sun  it  is  fast  going  down, 
And  the  baby's  bright  eyes  are  heavy  with  sleep. 

Still  a  white  chubby  arm  fondly  clings 
Round  that  tired  mother's  neck,  as  she  rocks  to  and  fro, 

And  this  old-fashioned  lullaby  sings: 

ChorI^. 
Bi'e-low,  baby  Bunting,  papa's  gone  a-hnnting     '. ' 
To  get  a  little  rabbit-skin  to  wrap  his  baby  in. 

Now  the  twilight's  gray  shadows  are  shading  the  day. 

And  the  hills  wear  a  sun-guilded  crest. 
The  mother  stops  eiiigiiip,  sweet  Kmiles  light  her  face. 

And  the  baby  lifts  his  head  from  tier  breast, 
An  echoing  foot-fall  is  heard  drawing  near. 

The  door  opens  wide,  baby  springs 
Into  papa's  strong  arms,  that  will  hold  baby  close 

To  his  heart  while  for  baby  be  sings:- Chorus. 


ONLY    A    LITTLE    WAND'RER. 

-     .  Copyright,  1875,  by  L.  p.  GouUaud.  " 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addees,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  ' 
cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park         ' 
Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stumps  taken  same  as  cash  forall  our  goods. 

Words  by  Geoige  Cooiier.    Music  by  E.  N.  Catlln. 

Only  a  little  wand'rer.  out  in  the  cold  and  rain; 
Plodding  the  streets  so  dreary —heartsick,  in  tears  and  pain; 
■"        Motherless  in  my  sorrow,  darkly  the  days  go  by. 
Poverty  for  my  portion,  wearily  now  I  sigh. 

,■    .  Chorus.  " 

Only  a  little  wand'rer;  pity  me  while  I  roam. 
Out  in  the  cold  and  tempest,  far  from  my  cheerful  boms. 

Only  a  little  wand'rer.  begging  my  dally  bread; 
Nowhere  in  all  the  city  for  me  to  fay  my  head; 
Father  and  mother  left  me,  called  to  their  home  above. 
Lonely  and  weary-hearted  now  I  must  daily  rove.— CeoBiT*.      . 


Only  a  little  wand'rer,  but  with  her  kindly  eyes. 
Mother  her  darliug  watches  out  of  yon  starry  skies; 
Soon  from  this  world  so  dreary  I  shall  be  faraway. 
Help  me,  oh,  help  me,  stranger,  while  i  in  sorrow  stray.- 


-Chorus. 


— Wickedness  may  prosper  for  a  while;  but  in  the  long  run,  he 
•who  sets  knaves  at  work  will  pay  them. 


-i"n^->rtv7r -J-. 
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KELLEY^S    DREAM. 

Recited  by  J.  W.  Kelley  with  great  lucceas. 

Abotit  a  week  ago  1  was  inviteil  by  uu  olil-tiine  friend  of  njiiie 

To  come  up  lo  ins  rebiUence  uud  tcet  hia  beer  and  wine; 

We  eat  a  lobster  palml  and  u  lot  oi  otUcr  truck, 

And  drank  each  other'6  health  until  the  hour  of  three  had  struck— 

Well,  we  drank  until  we  didn't  know  which  was  wine  or  beer. 

Till  our  heada  felt  rather  heavy  and  our  bruins  noi  very  clear. 

Well,  I  got  home,  I  didn't  know  how;  my  prayers  1  think  1  aald; 

But,  anyliow,  I  was  paralyzed  when  1  got  into  bed. 

Welt,  I  died  and  weut  to  heaven,  1  saw  that  iv|H:ntance  was  now  for  me  too  late, 

When  suddenly  1  was  ushered  before  the  golden  garc. 

*•  Well,  what  w  ill  you  have?  "  said  Peter,  "  don't  yon  know  you  can't  get  In? 

For  you  must  surely  suffer  the  greedy  glutton's  sin." 

Then  1  turned  aside  and  «atd  no  more,  and  hung  my  head  in  shame. 

And  Peter's  clerk  stood  cluse  by  and  w  lote  **  \oii  "  agaiuiit  uiy  name. 

Next  came  an  Italian,  one  whom  I  knew  well. 

Ho  I  Slopped  and  li^^tened  patiently  to  the  story  be  might  tell. 

*•  Gooda  Father  Petro,  I  commit  lo  you  at  last: 

My  peanutta  days  are  overa  auda  my  banana  nights  are  passed; 

1  ireata  my  neighbora  lika  myself,  no  bejjga,  no  robba,  no  steal. 

And  nevera  on  tbe  sidewalka  1  throwa  tlie  banuuu  peel." 

"  You  get  out!  "  said  Peter,  "  your  gains  were  iil-be-;;otten; 

Your  peanut-shells  were  empty,  and  your  bananas  uftimes  rotten." 

The  Italian  turned  away,  and  a  tear  was  in  his  eye; 

He  came  and  stood  behind  me  and  heaved  a  heavv  sigh. 

Next  came  an  aged  Hebrew  with  a  satchel  in  his  hand, 

And  before  the  gate  and  old  St.  Peter  the  "  sheeny  "  took  his  stand: 

'•  Ah,  Fatiier  Peter,  I  vill  tell  von  vat  hi  vill  do: 

Hi  haf  L'ot  jewelry  lit  for  angels  hi  vill  auction  hoff  for  you. 

Hi  could  Sell  dem  on  the  lustallmeut  plan,  but  that  would  be  a  sin; 

8o  hi  vill  give  tliem  to  you  at  haf  price,  if  you  vill  only  let  me  in. 

On  earth  hi  kept  a  clotiiing-store,  my  goots  were  neat  and  strong, 

And  to  show  ^'uu  hi  had  an  overcoat  hi  forgot  to  fetch  along." 

"  Then  you  did  well,"  said  Peter,  ••  for  Very  wi-11  you  know 

There'll  be  little  use  for  overcoats  where  you  will  have  to  go." 

So  the  Hebrew  turned  aside,  and  as  he  was  a  friend  of  mine. 

Just  like  me  and  the  "dago,"  he  sasliaad  into  line. 

Next  came  an  old  maid,  Oiie  bound  to  have  her  say; 

And  she  began  addressing  Peter  in  this  peculiar  way: 

"  Oh,  goodness,  gracious  me.  here  I  am  after  gossiping  many  a  year, 

So  optrii  the  gate  and  let  me  in.  i  will  be  catching  colil  out  here. 

Give  me  a  first-class  pair  of  w  ings,  a  silver  shield,  and  then 

1  won't  be  afraid  of  tne  nau<'liiy,  naughty  men."' 

"  No,"  Peter  answered  blandly,  "  no  angels  have  gray  hair. 

And  you  have  no  sous  or  daughters,  so  you  would  be  a  stranger  there." 

The  poor,  old  maiden  wilted,  she  nmsl  evermore  repine. 

And  just  like  me  and  all  the  rest  she  waddled  into  line. 

Next  came  a  Gorman,  now  paralyzed  with  fear. 

Who  on  earth  of  limes  paralyzed  his  cnslomers  with  beer. 

"  Veil,  Fadder  Beter,  1  come  lo  you  free  from  sin, 

Und  I  vill  only  ask  you  ein  favor.    Das  is:  If  yu  vill  let  me  In. 

Meiu  vife  she  runue'd  away  from  me;  to  hide  mein  shame  I  cried. 

So  I  went  down  by  the  river  nnd  committed  suicide." 

"  Then  you  begone,"  said  Peter, '•  and  suffer  thy  disgrace. 

You  came  before  I  sent  for  you,  I  cannot  make  a  place." 

The  German  turned  away  and  said:  "Oh,  Gott!  oh,  meiut  " 

And  just  like  me  and  alt  the  rest  took  his  place  in  line. 

Next  came  poor  Paddy,  a  son  of  Erin's  Isle, 

And  greeted  old  St.  Peter  with  a  very  gracious  smile. 

"  Ha,  ha!  Is  it  yeself,  St.  Peter,  looking  so  nice  and  swnte. 

So  get  yer  dark  to  let  me  in  and  sliow  me  to  me  sate." 

"  Hold."  cried  Peter,  '"your  case,  lil<^-  all  the  rest,  must  first  be  tried. 

You  will  have  to  show  a  passport  before  you  get  inside." 

"But  hurry  up,"  said  Paddy,  "or  for  sup|ier  I'll  be  late." 

And  purposely  he  took  his  old  slouch  hat  and  threw  it  inside  the  gate. 

'•  Go.  get  thy  hat,"  said  Peter,  "  thou  sacrilenlous  lout." 

So  Paudy  went  in  and  slammed  the  gale  and  locked  St.  Peter  out; 

Then,  through  the  keyliole,  loud  he  cried:  "  Fin  master  now,  ye  see. 

But  I'll  give  up  heaven,  gate  and  rrow  n,  if  ye'll  set  onid  Ireland  free." 

1  then  awoke  and  found  my  head  between  the  bed  and  wall; 

The  sheets  goc  tangled  around  my  feet,  'twas  that  lobster  did  It  all. 

JtrST  THINK  OF  YOUR   MOTHER. 
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It  was  on  one  cold  Winter's  night. 

As  the  wind  blew  across  the  wild  moor. 
When  Mary  came  wandering  home  with  nor  babe, 

Tilt  she  came  to  her  own  father's  door; 
"  Oh,  father,  dear  father!  "  she  cried, 

"  Come  dow  u  and  open  the  door. 
Or  the  chiKl  in  my  arms  will  perish  and  die 

By  the  wind  that  blows  across  the  wild  moor." 

"  Oh,  why  did  I  leave  this  dear  spot, 

Wnere  once  I  was  liappy  and  free? 
But  now  doomed  to  roam,  w  iihout  friends  or  home. 

And  no  one  to  take  pity  on  me!  " 
The  old  man  was  deal  lo  her  cries— 

Not  a  sound  of  her  voice  reached  his  ear— 
But  the  walcn-dog  did  howl,  and  the  vlllagf-ljell  loll'd. 

And  the  w  Ind  blew  across  the  wild  moor. 

But  how  must  the  old  man  have  felt 

Wlien  he  cuine  to  the  door  In  tlie  mom — 
Poor  Mary  was  dead,  bui  the  child  was  alive. 

Closely  pressed  in  it's  dead  mother's  arms. 
Half  frantic,  he  tore  bis  gray  hair, 

And  tlie  tears  down  his  cheeks  they  did  pour. 
Saying:  "  This  cold  Winter's  night,  she  i)trislied  and  died 

By  the  wind  that  blew  across  the  wild  moor." 

The  old  man  in  grief  pined  nway, 

And  the  child  lo  its  inotlier  went  soon. 
And  no  one,  they  say,  has  lived  there  to  this  day. 

And  tlie  cottage  to  ruin  has  gone. 
The  villagers  i>oint  out  the  spot 

Where  the  willows  drooj)  over  the  door. 
Saying:  "  There  Mary  died,  once  a  gav  village  bride. 

By  the  wind  that  blew  across  the  wild  moor." 


Ncvjr  speak  unkindly  of  your  mother, 

For  you  will  regret  it  If  you  do. 
Don't  let  all  your  thoughts  be  of  another. 

When  yon  know  she  always  thinks  of  you. 
A  mother's  lo^-e  is  sacred,  pure  and  tender. 

And  never  can  be  bougiit  at  any  i)rice; 
Let  not  a  tliou^rht,  a  word  offend  her. 

And  always  list  to  this,  her  gocxl  advice: 

Ciionrs. 
"Be  npnpht  and  honest,  my  boy,"  she  would  say, 

"  .\ud  think  of  the  loved  ones  ever; 
If  any  temptations  should  your  thoughts  annoy. 

Just  thiiik  of  your  mother  at  home,  boy." 

Though  her  heart  may  be  heavy  and  weary. 

She  ever  tries  to  wear  a  smile  of  joy. 
And  her  words  are  always  bright  and  cheery. 

All  her  hope  and  love  is  for  her  boy. 
When  she's  gone  you'll  never  find  another. 

It  matters  not  how  close  he  is  or  near, 
E'en  tlmugh  It  be  a  sister  or  a  brother, 

There's  none  so  true  as  mother,  none  so  dear. — Chorus. 


— "Yes,  I'm  ft  victim  of  a,  muideu's  sighs,"  said  a  young  man 
■wbo  married  a  280-pouiid  beauty. 


I    WAS    DREAMING. 

Send  voiir  name  and  addros*  to  II.  J.  Wehnmn,  130  Park  Row.  Sew  York  City  .and  reoelT* 

Ijy  ivti:rn  mail  n  <onif>l>-tf  Cnt  iIoku.-  oI  ovn-aiigo  I'opuhtr  English  and  Oerinaa 

>M  •iigs—  1-  I've.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  xooda. 

The  Other  night,  not  feeling  bright, 

I  sought  my  bed  for  re«t. 
When  1  retired,  sleep  I  desired. 

As  my  healih  was  not  the  best. 
I  tr>ssed,  1  rolled,  1  kicked  about. 

With  madness  I  did  scream. 
Do  what  I  would,  1  could  not  sleep- 
In  fact,  I'd  only  dream. 
C'Honcs. 
I  was  dreaming,  only  dreaming. 

My  mind  diBturl>ed,  strange  things  I  heard. 
And  curious  sights  1  then  observed,  ; 

While  dreaming,  yes  dreaming, 
]  will  tell  you  what  I  saw  while  i  was  dr-ainlng: 

I  dreamt  that  I  could  see  the  time 

When  a  laboring  man  could  sny: 
This  life  it  is  a  pleasant  one. 

Eight  hours'  w  ork  a  day. 
1  dreamt  1  saw  Jay  Gould's  small  heart 

Shrivelled  up  just  like  a  bean - 
To  the  poor  he  gave  his  wealth  away. 

But  I  was  only  dreaming. 

CUORUS. 

I  was  dreaming,  only  dreaming. 

He  hoUls  a  grip,  but  he'll  let  slip. 
And  to  the  World's  Fair  largely  chip - 

But  1  am  dreaming,  only  ureaming; 
He'll  keep  his  eyes  njion  his  wealth, 
No  dreaming. 

A  new  star  lately  has  appeared 

In  the  pugi.istic  sUy; 
Tlio'  in  color  off,  we  must  not  scoff 

If  our  champion  he  would  try. 
Jackson  on  the  other  side 

With  Smith  tie  did  tinitc  well; 
The  Englishmen  are  claiming  now 

He  cau  whip  our  own  John  L. 

Chorcb. 
But  they  are  dreaminc,  only  dreaming— 

With  his  strong  right  hand. 
He'll  on  Jackson  land. 

And  out  of  him  he'll  knock  the  sand; 
He'll  not  be  dreaming,  no  not  dreaming, 
John  L.  will  put  him  fai't  asleep. 
No  dreaming. 

Next  year  baseball  wilt  be  the  rage- 
In  fact,  tliere'll  be  a  fight. 

The  Brotherliood  against  the  Leai^ue, 
I  lielleve  the  bojs  are  riglit. 

The  .Magnates  claim  they'll  do  tlielr  tiest 
To  prevent  them  playing  ball; 

They  say  they'll  knock  the  tioys  clear  oul 
And  drive  ihem  to  ihe  wall. 

Chorus. 
But  they  arc  dreaming,  surely  dreaming  — 

They  played  fast  and  loose 
And  cooked  their  goose. 

And  i;ot  their  necks  within  the  noose 
While  dreaming,  yes  dreaming— 
The  Brotlierhood  is  wide-awake, 

Not  dreaming.  "^ 
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I    MISS    THEE,    MY    MOTHER. 

I  8«nd  TOUT  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  We)imaD,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receiT* 

07  reCuru  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  60UU  Popular  Kniclish  and  Uerman 

SonKS— tVee.    Postage  Stamps  tukcn  sume  as  casta  fur  all  our  goods. 

I  misa  thee,  my  mother,  thy  iuiugc  le  Btill 

The  deeiwst  impressed  oil  my  lieurt, 
Aud  the  tablet  80  faitliful  in  deuih  must  be  chill 

Ere  a  line  of  tliat  image- depart. 

Thou  wert  torn  from  my  side  when  I  treasured  thee  most. 
When  my  reason  could  measure  thy  worth,  , 

Whtii  I  knew  but  too  well  tliut  the  iciol  Td  lost 
Could  ne'er  be  replaced  upon  eaith. 

I  uiles  thee,  my  mother,  in  circles  of  joy. 

When  mingling  in  rapturous  jest,  '     . 

For  how  slight  is  the  touch  tl'at  \N  ill  serve  to  destroy         ^ 

All  the  fairy-web  spun  in  my  breast. 

Some  melody  sweet  may  be  floating  around 

Of  a  bullud  I  learned  at  thy  knee; 
Some  strains  may  be  played  and  I  shrink  from  the  sound, 

For  my  fingers  oft  waked  it  for  tliee. 

1  miss  thee,  my  mother,  when  youug  health  hath  lied. 

And  1  sink  in  the  languor  of  pain. 
Whore,  where  is  the  arm  that  once  pillowed  my  head. 

And  the  ear  that  once  heard  ine  complain. 

Other  hands  may  support,  gentle  accents  may  fall, 

For  the  foud  and  tlie  true  are  yet  mine, 
I've  a  blessing  for  each,  I  am  grateful  for  all, 

But  caresses  none  soothing  us  thine. 

I  miss  thee,  my  mother,  in  Summer's  bright  day, 

When  1  rest  in  the  ivy-wnathed  bower. 
When  I  hang  thy  pet  linnet's  cage  high  on  the  spray, 

Or  gaze  on  thy  favoi  ite  flower. 

There's  the  gravel-path,  too,  where  I  played  by  thy  side. 

When  time  had  scarce  wrinkled  thy  brow. 
Where  I  carefully  led  thee  with  pleasure  and  pride. 

When  thy  scanty  locks  gathered  the  suow. 

I  miss  tliee,  my  mother — oh.  when  do  I  not, 

Tlio' I  know 'twas  the  wisdom  of  lioaveu 
That  thi  deepest  shade  fell  on  my  sunniest  spot, 

And  the  ties  of  devotion  were  riven. 

For  when  thou  wert  with  me,  my  soul  was  below,  - 

I  was  chained  to  the  world  I  then  trod; 
Then  were  my  thoughts  all  eurih-bound,  but  now   • 

They  have  followed  thy  spirit  to  God. 


THE    BLIND    MAN'S    TROUBLE. 
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My  pathway  thro'  life  is  as  dark  as  the  tomh. 
No  ray  of  the  sun  can  pierce  through  the  gloom,     ■      '       : 
Like  a  stream  in  the  valley,  I'm  winding  my  way, 
Trusting  that  God  will  soon  brighten  the  day. 

Chorus. 
Now  I  hold  out  my  hand,  with  God  for  my  guide. 
And  a  family  at  home,  for  which  to  provide. 

As  onward  I  travel,  oh,  dark  is  the  way. 

As  it  was  in  the  war,  where  I  served  many  a  day. 

When  all  around  is  beauteous  and  bright. 

To  me  all  is  blackness  and  roughness  and  blight.— Chorus. 

While  riches  and  wealth  are  at  your  command. 

There  is  nothing  for  me  but  the  child  at  my  hand; 

The  family  to  me  was  the  joy  of  my  life. 

With  sweet  little  childreu  and  a  dear,  loving  wife.— Chorus. 

There  I'll  open  my  eves  with  delight  and  love, 

To  see  my  aear  children  and  Saviour  above; 

There  this  darkness  will  vanish,  and  new  light  will  shine 

To  brighten  my  pathway  more  lasting  than  time.— Chorus. 

Now,  please  buy  this  ballad  in  remembrance  of  me. 
And  1  hope  iii  life's  journey  much  joy  you  may  see. 
That  light  will  your  heart  be  where'er  you  may  go. 
And  a  bleesiug  upon  you  the  Lord  will  bestow.  —Chorus. 
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JU  ANITA.  ' 
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.Soft  o'er  the  fountain,  lingering  falls  the  southern  moon; 
Far  o'er  the  mountain,  breaks  the  day  too  soon; 
In  the  dark  eyes'  splendor,  where  the  warm  light  loves  to  dwell. 
Weary  looks,  yet  tender,  speak  their  fond  farewell. 

Chorus. 

Nita,  Juanlta,  ask  thy  soul  if  we  should  part; 
Nita,  Juauita,  lean  thou  on  my  heart. 

When,  in  thy  dreaming,  moons  like  these  shall  shine  again. 
And  daylight  beaming,  prove  thy  dreams  are  vain. 
Wilt  thou  not  relenting  for  thine  abt^ent  lover  sigh,  ■.  ••  '■■ 

In  my  heart  conseutiiig  to  a  prayer  gone  by.— Chorus. 


THE    BRAMBLE    BRIER. 
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Near  Bine-water  a  rich  man  dwelt. 
'•..■..'         With  two  sons  and  a  daughter  fair, 
•    *    •       .     Who  of  his  wile  hud  been  bereft. 

Which  caused  their  hearts  much  fear. 
•         ■   '      ■     These  young  men  journeyed  across  the  sea. 
To  gel  riches  was  their  aim. 
But  finding  things  not  us  they  wished  them  to  b«. 
Returned  with  a  tactor  to  their  domain. 

'  Now  this  factor  was  tall  and  handsome. 

Neat  and  genteel  witlial, 
i  /.„        Their  sister  soon  in  love  with  him  fell, 

'.  Quite  unbeknown  to  thein  all. 

•■•    One  night  as  the  lovers  were  talking, 
•  '  ■■  The  youug  brother  chanced  to  o'erhear 

The  secrets  to  each  they  were  teiliug. 
Those  secrets  to  lovers  most  dear.        .... 

He  resolved  that  their  love  should  he  blighted. 
This  love-making  nlpi>ed  in  the  bud, 
'..,'.    On  the  morrow  they'd  take  him  out  hunting 
•    •'  And  secretly  have  him  removed. 

Bright  and  early  the  following  morning, 
.-■  V  Ou  their  errand  they  quickly  set  forth, 

.  Induced  the  young  man  to  go  with  them, 
."''"-■  Ou  the  mouniains  to  have  a  day's  sport. 

They  hunted  o'er  hill  and  o'er  mountain, 

'ihrougu  valleys  before  quite  unknown, 
,■       ■     Till  they  came  to  a  dense  bramble  brier. 

Into  which  his  dead  body  was  thrown. 
On  returning  home  to  their  sister. 

She  questioned  them  as  to  the  man. 
And  asked  them  why  did  they  whisper—  •■  .. 

Pray,  brother,  tell  me  if  you  can. 


We  lost  him  while  we  were  out  hunting. 

Searched  for  liiui,  but  nowhere  couid  find. 
But  you  need  not  in  this  wise  confront  n«. 

We  \vere  thus  forced  to  leave  him  behind. 
Late  that  ni^^ht  she  lay  restlessly  tossing. 

At  her  bedside  a  vision  appeared. 
His  eyes  full  of  tears  to  o'erflowing. 

And  his  form  all  covered  with  blood. 

He  said,  my  dear,  give  o'er  your  weeping, 

It  is  lolly  for  you  thus  to  grieve; 
Your  cruel  brothers  have  sought  to  kill  me. 

And  that  die  I  may,  I  dp  believe. 
Deep  in  a  ditch,  from  view  quite  hidden. 

Thickly  with  briers  and  thorns  overgrown, 
There  was  the  scene  of  the  bloody  encounter. 

There  sought  to  kill  me,  there  I  was  throw  u. 

She  roamed  far  over  hills  and  high  mountains. 

Through  lone  valleys  to  her  quite  unknown. 
Till  she  came  to  the  dense  bramble  bri«r. 

Where  they  killed  him  and  where  he  was  thrown. 
His  handsome  cheeks  were  all  marred  and  bloody. 

His  manly  form  quite  cold  in  death; 
Fondly  she  kissed  uim,  with  ardor  exclaiming 

She  would  be  true  to  him  while  she  had  breath. 

When  she  returned  and  met  her  brothers. 

They  questioned  her  as  to  where  she  had  been. 
To  all  of  which  she  made  a  quick  answer. 

She  the  youn<'  man's  dead  uody  hud  seen. 
You  have  brutally  murdered  my  own  true  love. 

Committed  a  sin  of  deepest  dye. 
Just  punishment  you'll  receive  from  above, 

I  feel  that  your  end  is  nigh. 

Soon  after  the  brothers  went  forth  to  swim 

And  were  met  by  a  mighty  wave. 
By  it  were  engulfed  in  its  surging  foam, 

Aud  both  found  a  watery  grave. 


•     Do  They  Think  of  Me  at  Home? 
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Do  they  think  of  mc  at  home,  do  they  ever  think  of  me? 

I  who  shared  their  ev'ry  grief,  I  who  mingled  in  their  glee? 

Have  their  hearts  grown  old  and  strange  to  the  one  now  doomed  to  roam? 

I  would  give  the  world  to  know— do  they  thiuk  of  me  at  home? 

Do  they  think  of  me  at  eve?  of  the  songs  I  used  to  sing? 
Is  the  harp  I  struck  untouched?  does  a  stranger  wake  the  string? 
Will  no  kind,  forgiving  word  come  across  the  raging  foam? 
Shall  I  never  cease  to  sigh— do  they  think  of  me  at  home? 

Do  they  think  of  how  I  loved  in  my  happy,  early  days? 

Do  they  thiuk  of  him  who  came,  but  could  never  win  their  praiM? 

I  am  happy  by  his  side,  and  from  mine  he'll  never  roam; 

But  my  ueart  will  sadly  ask— do  they  think  of  me  at  home? 


— Bride:  "  Gteorge,  dear,  when  we  reach  town  let  us  try  to  avoid 
leaving  the  impression  that  we  are  newly  married."  "  All  right, 
Maud,  you  can  lug  this  valise." 
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I'LL  REMEMBER   YOU,  LOVE,   IN 
■  MY   PRAYERS. 
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When  the  curtains  of  night  are  pinned  back  hy  the  sura. 

And  the  l)eautifiil  moon  leaps  the  ckiep, 
'  And  the  dew-drops  of  heaven  are  kii^^siug  the  roie. 

It  is  then  that  my  memory  flies. 
As  If  ou  the  wlnas'of  some  beaatiful  dove 

In  haste  with  the  message  it  beiirs, 
To  bring  you  a  kiss  of  uflectlon,  and  say: 

111  remember  you,  love,  in  my  prayers. 

Chorus. 
Go  where  yea  will— on  land  or  ut  sea,  V 

I'll  share  all  your  sorrows  and  care><; 
And  at  night,  when  I  kneel  by  my  bedside  to  pray, 

I'll  remember  you,  love,  lu  my  prayers. 

I  have  loved  you  too  fondly  to  ever  forget 

The  love  you  liave  spoken  for  me. 
And  the  ki»s  of  aflfecilon  still  warm  on  my  lips. 

When  you  told  me  how  true  you  would  be; 
1  know  not  If  fortune  be  fickle  or  friend. 

Or  if  time  on  your  memory  wears; 
I  know  that  I  love  you  wherever  you  roam. 

And  remember  you,  love,  iu  my  prayers.— Ciiori;*. 

When  heavenly  angels  are  guarding  the  good. 

As  God  has  ordained  them  to  do, 
.  In  answer  to  prayers  I  have  offered  to  Him, 

I  know  there  i«  one  w-atchiue  you; 
And  may  Its  bright  spirit  be  with  you  through  life. 

To  guide  you  up  heaven's  bright  stairs. 
And  meet  with  the  one  wlio  has  loved  you  so  true, 

And  remember  you,  love,  lu  her  prayers.— C'hori;'. 


BRENNEN    ON    THE    MOOR. 


\y 


8«nd  vour  name  and  nddrcsH  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  ParW  Row.  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mall  a  coMipletc  Cntalou-ue  of  over  5(100  Topular  Knclish  nnd  licrnmn 

Souif:* — Free.     1  u8t«){e  .'ituiiip.s  taken  saiueo^caah  tur  all  our  |{oo<U. 

It's  of  a  fearless  Irishman  a  long  story  I  shall  tell; 

His  name  Is  Willie  Brenuen.  in  Ireland  he  did  dwell; 

It  was  on  the  Calvert  Mountains  he  commenced  his  hcllisli  caree». 

Where  many  a  wealthy  gentleman  before  him  shook  witii  fear. 

Cnouis. 
Brennen  on  the  moor,  Brenneti  on  the  moor. 
Bold  and  undaunted,  stood  Breuuen  on  the  moor. 

A  brace  of  loaded  pistols  he  carried  with  him  each  day; 
He  never  robbed  a  poor  man  upon  the  Queen's  highway: 
For  what  he'd  taken  from  the  rich,  like  Turpin  and  black  Bee*, 
He  always  did  divide  It  with  the  widows  in  distress.— Ciioiii!*. 

One  night  he  robbe<l  an  Irlchman  by  the  name  of  Jiiler  Bawii, 
They  traveled  on  together  till  the  day  began  to  dawn; 
The  Juler  fonnd  his  money  gone,  likewise  his  watch  and  chain. 
He  at  ouce  encountered  him  and  robbed  him  back  again.— tn<)Rf«. 

When  Willie  found  the  packman  was  as  pood  a  man  as  he, 

lie  took  him  on  the  highway  his  companion  for  to  be; 

The  Juler  threw  away  his  i)ack  without  any  more  delay, 

And  he  proved  a  faithful  comrade  amidst  his  Agnus-dii.— Ciioiifs. 

One  day  upon  the  hiuhway,  as  Willie  he  sat  down, 

lie  met  the  Mavor  of  Casliil  a  mile  outside  of  the  town; 

The  Mayi>r  he  knew  liis  feiiiiires- 1  think,  young  man,  said  he. 

That  your  name  is  Willie  Brennen,  you  must  come  along  with  me.  — f'HoRfs. 

Willie's  wife,  she  beinc  in  town  provisions  for  to  buy. 

When  she  saw  her  Willie  she  be>ran  to  weep  and  cry; 

1  wish  he  handed  me  the  temperer?;  as  soon  as  Willie  spoke. 

She  handed  him  a  bluudcrbuts  from  underneath  her  clonk,    (iionrs. 

It's  with  this  loaded  blunderbuss,  the  truth  I  will  unfold. 

He  made  the  Mayor  to  tnmble  and  robbed  him  of  his  u'uld; 

One  hundred  pounds  he  offered  for  hi.«(  apprehension  tlure. 

And  he,  with  horse  and  saddle,  to  the  mountains  then  repaired.— Chorus. 

Willie,  being  an  outlaw  upon  the  mountain  hich. 

With  cavalry  and  infantry  to  take  him  they  did  try; 

He  laughed  at  them  with  scorn,  until  at  lengtli  did  say: 

Ah!  a  false-hearted  young  womau  did  basely  me  betray.— Chorus. 

In  the  Countv  of  Tippcrary,  in  a  place  called  Clonmorc. 

Brennen  andliis  comrade  was  made  to  suffer  sore; 

He  lay  amongst  the  briars,  that  grew  thick  upon  the  fields, 

Ai:d  he  received  nine  wounds  before  that  he  would  yield.  — CuoRUt. 

They  were  taken  pri-onrrs.  In  irons  they  were  bound. 

Conveyed  to  Clonmell  Jail,  and  stiong  walls  did  them  surround; 

The  jury  found  them  guilty,  the  judge  made  tlii^  replv: 

For  robbing  on  the  Queen's  highway,  you're  both  condemned  to  die. 

Farewell  unto  my  wife,  and  you  my  children  threel 

And  you  my  aged  father,  that  may  shed  tears  for  me! 

And  you  my  lovinz  mother,  tore  her  gray  locks  and  cried: 

It  were  better,  Willie  Brenuen,  in  your  cradle  Agall  Chighl— Chorus. 


-Cuo. 


— Mean  Time. — The  hour  for  getting  up. 


PATRICK    SHEEHAN. 

Sand  yoar  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  City, and  reeelT* 

by  return  mall  a  coniulete  CatiUotfue  of  over  WOO  Popular  KnKlljdi  and  Qermaii 
SonKit— Free.     Pottage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca^ti  for  all  ourKOOdS, 

My  name  is  Patrick  Sheehan,  my  years  are  thirty-four, 
Tlpperary  is  my  native  place,  not  far  from  Galtymore; 
I  came  of  honest  parents— but  now  they're  lying  low— 
And  many  a  pleasant  day  I  spent  in  the  Glen  of  Aherlovr. 

>fy  father  died.  I  closed  his  eyes  outside  onr  cabin-door—" 
The  landlord  and  the  sheriff,  too,  were  there  the  day  befor»— 
And  then  my  loving  mother,  and  sisters  three  also. 
Were  forced  to  go  with  broken  hearts  from  the  Glen  of  Aherlow. 

For  three  long  months,  in  search  of  work,  I  wandered  far  and  near; 
I  went,  theu.  to  the  poor-bouse,  to  see  my  mother  dear; 
The  news  I  heard  nigh  broke  my  heart,  out  still,  in  all  my  woe, 
I  blesee<l  the  friends  who  made  their  graves  In  ttie  Oleo  of  Aherlow. 

Bereft 'of  home  and  kith  and  kin  — with  plenty  ell  around  — 

1  starved  within  my  cabin,  and  slept  upon  the  ground; 

But  cruel  as  my  lot  was,  I  ne'er  did  hardship  know  : 

'Till  I  Joined  tiie  English  army,  far  sway  from  Aherlow. 

"  Rouse  up  there,"  says  the  Corporal,  "  you  lazy  Hirlsh  'ound; 
Why  don't  you  hear,  you  sleepy  dog,  the  call '  to  arms!  '  souodf  " 
Alas,  1  had  been  dreaming  of  daysTong,  long  ago, 
I  woke  before  Sebaatopol,  and  not  iu  Alierlow. 

I  groped  to  find  my  musket— how  dark  I  thought  the  night; 
On,  blessed  God,  it  was  not  dark,  it  was  the  broad  daylight; 
And  when  I  found  that  I  was  blind,  my  tears  began  to  tlow, 
I  lonired  for  even  a  pauper's  grave  iu  tne  Glen  of  Aherlow. 

Oh,  blessed  Virgin  Mary,  mine  is  a  mournful  tale— 
A  poor,  blind  prisoner  here  I  am,  in  Dublin's  dreary  jail; 
Struck  blind  within  the  trenches,  wliere  I  never  feared  the  foe; 
And  now  I'll  never  see  again  my  own  sweet  Aherlow. 

A  poor,  neglected  mendicant,  I  wandered  through  the  street, 
My  nine  months'  pension  now  being  out,  I  beg  from  all  I  meet — 
As  I  joined  my  country's  tyrants,  my  face  I'll  never  show 
Ainung  the  kind  old  ueighiJors  iu  the  Glen  of  Aherlow. 

Then  Irish  youths— dear  countrymen— take  heed  of  what  I  say, 
F'or  if  you  join  the  English  ranks  you'll  surely  rue  the  day; 
And  Whenever  you  are  tempted  a-soldiering  to  go. 
Remember  poor  blind  8heehan  of  the  Glen  of  Aherlow. 

THE    VIRGINIA    ROSEBUD. 

The  Words  anil  Mu»lc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  | 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonera  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postace  Stamps  taken  same  as  cavh  for  aU  our  yoods. 

I  had  a  bud— 'twas  In  my  garden  growing— 

A  slip  I  nourished  with  a  father  »  care. 
When  other  darkies  round  that  niant  were  hoeing, 

A  fragrant  zephyr  seemed  to  nil  the  air- 
Oh.  how  I've  watched  that  little  plant  wiiile  creeping, 

She,  like  her  mother,  all  was  blithe  and  gay; 
One  night  I  left  her  on  her  pallet  sleeping, 

And  In  the  morning  she  was  stole  away. 
One  night  I  left  her  on  her  pallet  sleeping. 

And  iu  the  morning  she  was  stole  away. 

Chorus. 
They  stole— they  stole- they  stole  my  child  away; 

On,  hear  me  now  calling,  hear  me,  I  pray; 

My  heart,  my  heart  is  breaking, 
For  my  child,  for  my  child  they've  stole  away. 

1  hear  tlic  hoofs  upon  the  hill. 

Their  footsteps  growing  fainter  still — 
They  stole— they  stole — they  stole  my  child  awoy; 
They  stole— they  stole— they  stole  my  child  away. 

And  then  this  heart  It  withered,  and  detected 

Wandered  through  the  fields,  but  all  In  vain; 
And  every  plant  on  me  a  shade  reflected. 

My  tears  tliey  flowed  ui>on  them  like  the  rain. 
The  thunder-storm  that  breaks  in  horror  o'er  us. 

Throws  back  the  raiulww's  bright  refulgent  rays; 
Though  dark  the  cloud  that  Is  now  hoveriiig  o'er  us, 

Bringing  buck  the  light  of  other  days- 
Though  dark  the  night  that  Is  now  hovering  o'er  us, 

Bringing  back  the  light  of  other  days.  -ChoSus. 

■   -•••   ■ \J 

MOLLIE    BAWN. 

The  Words  and  Uualc  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  addeas,  p<>st-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  40 

centx;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiikr  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehmao,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Poetafce  Stampstakeu  same  as  cash  forall  our  goodi. 
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Oh  I  Molly  Bawn,  why  leave  me  pining 

Or  lonely  waiting  here  for  you. 
While  the  stars  above  are  brightly  shining. 

Because  they've  nothing  elpe  to  dot 
The  flowers  late  were  open  keeping, 

To  try  a  rival  blush  with  you. 
But  their  mother.  Nature,  kept  them  sleeping. 

With  their  rosy  faces  washed  iu  dew. 

The  pretty  fl  'wers  were  made  to  bloom,  dear, 

And  the  pretty  stars  were  made  to  shine; 
The  pretty  girls  were  made  for  the  boys,  dear. 

And  maybe  you  were  made  for  mine. 
The  wicked  watcli-dog  here  is  snarling— 

He  takes  me  for  a  thief,  d've  see? 
For  he  knows  I'd  steal  you,  Molly  darling. 

And  then  transported  I  should  oe. 
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ROCK  OF  AGES. 


v/ 
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Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
cvntH;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Welinian,  130  Park 
Uow.  New  York  City.    I'oslace  Stamps  taken  sauieas  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 


Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me,  let  me  hide  myself  in  thee; 

Lot  the  water  and  the  blood,  from  Thy  wounded  side  which  flowed, 

be  of  eiu  the  double  cure,  save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 

Could  my  tears  forever  flow,  could  my  zeal  no  languor  know;  '   , 

Tliebe  for  sin  could  not  alone;  Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone; 
lu  my  hand  no  price  I  bring,  simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 

While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath,  when  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death; 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  tiuKwowu  and  behold  thee  ou  Thy  throne. 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me,  let  mu  bide  myself  in  thee. 


■     : 


FLAG-    OF    THE    FREE. 

The  Words  and  Husic  of  this  Bonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

centt<;  orthteaiid  any  two  other  Songs  forOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ai  k 

Uow,  New  York  City.    PoHtage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casta  for  all  our  goods. 

Nobly  our  flag  flutters  o'er  us  to-day. 
Emblem  of  i)eace,  pledge  liberty's  sway; 
Itti  foes  shall  tremble  and  shrink  in  dismay 

If  ever  iufiulted  it  be! 
Our  stripes  and  stars,  loved  and  honored  by  all, 
fcihall  flout  forever  where  freedom  may  call; 
It  still  sliall  be  the  flag  of  the  free, 

Emblem  of  sweet  libertyl 

ClIORi:?. 
'.  Hero  we  will  giither  its  cause  to  defend. 

Let  patriots  rally  and  wise  counsel  lend. 
It  still  shall  be  the  flag  of  the  free, 
Emblemof  sweet  liberty! 

With  it  In  beauty  no  flag  can  compare. 
All  uulioiis  honor  our  biiniicr  so  fair; 
If  to  insult  it  a  traitor  should  d<tre. 

Crushed  to  the  earth  let  him  be! 
Freedom  and  progress  our  watchword  to-day, 
When  duty  calls  who  dare  disobey? 
Honor  to  thee,  thou  flaij  of  the  f roe. 

Emblem  <if  sweet  liuirty!-C'uoKfs. 


YOU   CAN'T   PLAY   THAT  ON   ME. 


Banjo  Solo  by  E.  D.  Gooding. 


Send  your  name  and  oddress  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  I^rk  Row,  New  York  tity,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalotrue  of  ovcrSOOO  Popular  Knelish  and  German 
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I    WON'T    BE    A    NUN! 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp:  will  be  fient  to  any  addcss.  post-raid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Now,  isn't  it  a  pity  such  a  pretty  girl  as  I 

Should  l>e  sent  to  a  nunnery  to  pine  away  and  diet 

But  I  won't  lie  a  mm. 

No,  1  won't  be  a  nun, 
I  am  so  fond  of  pleasure  that  I  cannot  bo  a  nun. 

I  am  sure  I  cannot  tell  what  the  mischief  I  have  done; 
But  my  inotticr  often  tells  me  that  I  must  be  a  nun. 

Hut  I  won't  be  a  nun. 

No,  I  won't  be  a  .lun, 
1  am  so  fond  of  pleasure  that  I  cannot  be  a  nun. 

I  could  not  W&r  coiiflncnK'nt,  no,  it  would  not  do  for  me; 
For  1  could  not  go  a-cbopping,  to  see  what  I  can  see. 

But  I  woifi  be  a  nun. 

No,  I  woii"t  l)e  a  nun. 
I  am  so  fond  of  pleasure  tliat  I  cannot  be  a  luin. 

I  love  to  hear  men  flatter-love  fashionable  clothes; 
I  love  music,  and  dancing  and  chatting  with  the  beau. 

So  I  can't  be  a  nun. 

No,  I  won't  be  a  nun, 
I  am  so  fond  of  pleasuie  that  I  cannot  be  a  nun. 

So,  mother,  don't  be  angry  now,  but  let  your  daughter  be; 
For  the  inins  would  not  lilce  to  have  a  novice  like  me  — 

And  I  can't  be  a  nun. 

No,  I  won't  be  a  nun, 
I  am  eo  fond  of  pleasure  that  I  cannot  be  a  nun. 


Good  i)eople  all,  you  sec  I'm  here  to  meet  you  once  again. 

And  I  will  irv  aiid  please  you  all,  my  object  I'll  explain,  ,.    .■ 

To  tell  you  oi  the  slang  remarks  you'll  hear  where'er  you  be. 

But  the' one  that  you  will  hear  the  most  is,  "  You  can't  play  that  on  me." 

Chorus. 

Oh,  yes,  you  bet— these  words  you'll  gel 

Where  friends  have  met  where'er  you  be. 
And  oft  you  may  hear  some  one  say,  . 

My  boy,  you  can't  play  that  ou  nle. 

The  other  night  I  took  a  stroll  and  dropped  in  a  saloon, 

I  Tuel  some  friends,  we  had  a  bowl,  and  didn't  leave  there  soon. 

We  drjink  oiu' beer  and  smoked  cigars  and  chatted  merrily, 

And  tried  to  stand  the  bar  boy  off,  he  says,  "  You  can't  play  that  on  me.— Cho. 

'Twas  at  a  party  some  time  since,  I  met  a  charming  maid. 

At  least,  I  thought  her  charming  then,  but  I  missed  it,  I'm  afraid, 

1  took  her  to  th'j  siipiK'r-rootn,  so  hapi>y  then  were  we. 

1  asked  her  could  1  see  her  home— she  says,  "  You  can't  plny  that  on  inc.— Cho. 

The  day  was  set,  at  last  arrived,  and  I  did  call  her  wife. 

Oh,  horror,  such  an  awful  sell  you  ne'er  saw  in  your  life. 

When  we  retired  and  she  disrobed— oh,  that  such  a  thin};  could  be. 

She  took  out  her  teeth,  unscrewed  her  leg,  says  I,  "^ou  cant  play  that  uu  me." 

.".  ,  Chorus.  '  ' 

So  my  pants  T  took— with  rage  I  shook- 
One  dual  look— and  I  did  flee, 
,  •  ' .  For  I  had  one  dose  and  I'll  watch  close  v 

That  they  don't  play  such  g-a-m-e-s  on  me. 


G-0    BUTTON    YOUR    VEST. 


Woi-ds  by  George  Murphy. 
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Now  if  yon  will  listen  I'll  sing  you  a  eong,  .       ' 

If  you  yust  addention  w  ill  pay ; 
It  ain'd  very  shord  uiid  it  ain'd  very  long, 

It's  about  schlang  you  hear  every  day. 
You've  heard  "  Pull  down  your  vest "  und  "  Wi|)c  off  your  chin," 

Und  "  Go  lay  down  "  una  "  Give  us  a  rest."' 
But  de  latest  one  out  is  when  de  little  Iwys  shout: 

"  Say,  mister,  go  button  your  vest!  " 

CnoBUB.  '         ■' 

Say,  mister,  go  button  your  vest. 

For  heaven's  sake,  button  your  ve«t; 
Go  and  bury  yonr  feet,  shave  de  hair  off  your  teeth, 

Und  den  go  und  button  your  vest.    (Repeat.) 

While  walking  along  de  street  t'other  day, 

I  met  such  a  charming  young  girl, 
She  flirted  mit  me  as  much  as  to  say. 

Come  und  speak— my  head  was  in  a  whirl.    . 
I  spoke  und  1  treated  to  oysters  und  beer, 

I  si)ent  every  cent  I  jwjssessed, 
I  ask  her  to  kiss  me,  when  she  said,  oh  dear. 

Then  she  laughed  und  said,  "  Button  you  vest.- Chorus. 


■♦-•- 


My  Little  One's  Waiting  for  Me. 


Copyright,  1875,  by  Knake  *  M'Ginn. 


ERIN,   MAVOURNEEN. 
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When  the  pure  sense  of  honor  shall  cease  to  insj)ire  thee. 

And  kind  hotipitality  leaves  thy  cay  shore. 
When  the  nations  that  knew  thee  no  longer  admire  thee. 

Then,  Erin,  mavourueen,  I'll  love  thee  no  nioi-c.  " 

When  the  trnmi)ct  of  fame  shall  cease  to  proclaim  thee. 

Of  warriors  the  nurse,  in  the  ages  of  yore; 
When  the  muse  and  the  record  of  genius  disclaim  thee. 

Then,  Erin,  mavourneen,  I'll  love  thee  no  more. 

When  thy  brave  sons  no  longer  are  generous  and  witty, 
And  cease  to  be  loved  by  the  fair  they  adore.  \    ■       '' 

.      When  thy  daughters  no  longer  arc  virtuous  and  pretty 
Then,  Erin,  mavourueen,  1  11  love  thee  no  more. 


-Lick  Observatory.— Post-office  stamp  m  iudow. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresr;,  puet-nald,  on  receipt  of  10 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \\  elimaii,  130  Park         ' 
Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cuah  for  all  our  goods. 

In  the  dell,  where  the  brooklet's  gently  flowing. 

On  the  bench. 'neath  the  old  willow  tree. 
Where  the  birds  their  songs  are  sweetly  oinging. 

There  my  little  one's  waiting  for  nie. 
And  she  knows  well  the  sounds  of  my  foottteiwn. 

As  I  cross  o'er  the  bridge  by  the  lea. 
And  I  hasten  w  ith  arms  stretched  to  greet  her— 

My  little  one's  waiting  for  me. 

Chorus. 
In  the  dell,  where  the  brooklet's  gently  flowing. 

On  the  bench,  'neath  the  old  willow  tree, 
W'here  the  birds  their  songB  are  sweetly  singing. 

There  my  little  one's  waiting  for  me. 

And  at  night,  when  my  daily  toil  is  o'er. 
And  I'm  wending  my  way  towards  my  home, 
.  r-  My  heart's  always  beating  with  pleasure, 

:"  For  my  little  one  surely  will  come. 

A?  I  pass  o'er  that  clear,  rippling  brooklet. 

There,  vfttching,  I  always  can  see. 
On  the  l)ench,  "neath  the  old  weeping  willow. 
My  little  one  waiting  for  me.— Chorus. 


— Miss  Gushing:  "  You  are  a  widower,  are  5'ou  not,  Mr.  New- 
man?" Mr.  Newman,  of  Suit  Lake  City:  "Only  partially,  Miss 
Gushing;.     Three  of  my  wives  are  slill  living." 


,"-*».fc,K^*»^,^^-«,^!5„,r,^  . 
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PLAY    BALL. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Spaulding  &  Kornder. 

I  Che  Word*  and  Music  of  tills  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  mldross,  poet-paid,  on  i-ecelpt  of  40 

c«utsi  or  this  and  any  two  otlu'r  3<)n^'s  fer  One  Dollar,  by  1£.  J.  W  cliinau,  13U  I'oi-k 

Kow,  New  Yurk  City.    I'ustaKC  !>(uai]i8  taken  saiat'  a^  ciutli  for  all  our  tfuoUs. 


Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  R  Olenroy. 


# 


r 


I've  a  friend  iianuJ  Pan  MtCloskey,  ami  he's  crazy  on  base-ball, 

I  told  hnn  1  could  pl;iy  third  ba»f,  but,  sure,  I  can't  at  all, 

McCloskcy  said  his  ••  niuo  "  would  play  that  coniinj;  Sauirday. 

And  when  I  heard  my  name  called  out,  I  bought  a  «uit  to  jilay; 

We  went  out  to  the  base-ball  grounds  and  all  dressed  no  in  ti;:lits. 

And  when  we  came  out  ou  the  field,  we  looked  such  holy  sights; 

McCloskey,  he  went  first  to  bat  and  knocked  a  little  fly, 

Bui  the  bum  shoit-stoi)  he  let  it  drop,  and  the  mob  btfgau  to  cry: 

Play  ball!  play  ball!  Voud  give  a  man  a  fit. 

You  niuffere,  yon  bluffers,  you  cannot  play  a  bit; 

To  make  us  pay  a  quarter  each  you  have  au  a\\  ful  ga'.l; 

All  through  the  game  they  would  exclaim:  Play  ball!  Play  ball! 

When  our  side  got  the  fielding,  McCloskey  made  a  muff. 

And  some  one  on  the  benches  yelled:  McCloskey,  you're  a  "  siuff  "; 

At  that  poor  Mac  got  awful  nnid  and  grabbed  a  bat  to  fire. 

It  missed  the  iniiu  np>>n  the  stand  and  struck  the  poor  umpire; 

The  captain  of  the  "  Ncveiswcats  "  began  to  scrowl  and  frown; 

Before  the  mau  had  time  to  think,  Mct'loskey  had  him  down; 

Oh,  1  myself  was  scared  to  death,  and  from  the  field  I  fled. 

And  when  the  fight  was  at  its  lieight,  the  umpire  to  us  said: 

Pluy  bull!  play  liall!  Vou'd  Kive  a  man  a  tit. 

You  mutters,  you  bluffers,  you  cannot  play  a  bit; 

To  make  us  i>ay  a  (juarter  each  you  have  au  &\\  ful  gall; 

All  through  the  game  they  would  exclaim:  Play  ball!  Play  ball! 

And  when  the  game  was  over  'twas  an  interesting  score, 

McClosky's  nine  were  beaten  by  just  eighty-six  to  four; 

Poor  Mac's  saloon  was  crowded  with  a  broken-heaited  mob. 

And  if  you'd  ask  them,  tliey  would  say  the  umpire  was  a  slob; 

At  twelve  o'clock  I  started  home  as  drunk  as  1  could  be; 

1  kicked  the  door  and  rang  the  bell  like  an  Indian  on  a  spree; 

My  "  ife  raised  up  the  wintlow-sash  and  then  put  out  her  head. 

She  gave  a  roar,  who's  at  the  door*  und  this  is  all  I  said: 

Play  ball!  play  ball!  I'oine  down  and  let  me  in; 

My  daisy,  I'm  crazy  because  we  didn't  win; 

And  w  ben  I  gained  an  entrance,  sure  there  came  an  awful  squall; 

And  now  I'll  shoot  the  luau  that  says:  Play  ball!  Play  ball! 


^  »  » 


I've  No  Mother,  Now  I'm  Weeping. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Suiicr  will  be  sent  to  any  niUlii'i<s,  poKt-pald,  on  ii-reipt  of  40 

cents;  orthiH  ami  aiiv  nvo  oilier  Soiitfs  loruiie  Uolkir,  by  II.  J.  ^Vclllnall,  l'M>  i'uik 

Kow,  ^bW  York  City.    fostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  tor  aU  our  goods. 


I've  no  mother,  n'ow  I'm  weeping; 

She  has  left  me  here  alone; 
She  bciieuth  the  sod  is  sleeping, 

Jfow  there  is  no  joy  at  home. 
Tears  of  sorrow  long  have  started— 

lier  liriL'ht  smile  no  more  111  see. 
And  the  lo\ed  ones,  too,  have  parted; 

Where,  oh,  where  is  joy  for  me? 

CUORl'8. 

Weeping,  lonely,  she  has  left  me  hero; 
Weeping,  lonely,  for  my  mother  dear. 

Oh,  how  well  do  I  rememher— 

"Take  this  little  ttower,"  faid  she, 
"  And  wlien  with  the  dea<l  I'm  numbered. 

Place  it  at  my  grave  for  inc." 
Dearest  inotlier,  1  am  sighing — 

On  thy  tomb  I  drop  a  tear. 
For  the  little  plant  is  dving, 

Kow  I  feel  so  lonely  here.— -Cuorub. 

I've  no  mother,  still  I'm  weeping. 

Tears  my  furrowed  cheek  now  rave. 
Whilst  a  lonely  watch  I'm  keeping 

O'er  her  sad  and  silent  grave. 
Soon,  I  lioi)e,  will  be  our  meeting. 

Then  the  gladness  none  can  tell; 
Who  for  me  will  then  lie  weejiing 

When  I  bid  this  world  farewell?— Chorus. 


THE    SLAVE'S    DREAM. 

The  Words  and  Muj'le  of  this  Soiiir  will  I*  wnt  to  any  nddrew,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

centa;  or  this  ami  any  two  otlu-r  s-nnfs  f<,r  ()ii«  hollar.  Ijy  II.  .1.  (Vcimian,  1.10  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    l'ohtai(C  StainpA  taken  same  as  vush  for  ailuur  goods. 

I  had  a  dream,  a  happy  dream.  I  dreamed  that  I  was  free. 
And  in  my  own  briiiht  land  again  there  was  a  home  for  me; 
Savamiab's  ticl  rushed  bravely  on,  I  saw  wave  roll  o'er  wave. 
And  when  in  full  delight  I  awoke,  I  found  myself  a  slave — 
And  when  in  full  delight  I  awoke,  I  found  myself  u  slave. 

I  never  knew  a  mother's  love,  thonuh  happy  were  my  days; 

'Twas  liy  my  own  dear  father's  side  1  sung  my  simple  hi\8; 

He  died,  and  heartless  stranireie  came,  and  o'er  him  closed  the  grave; 

They  tore  me,  wi-ejiinir,  from  his  side,  and  claimed  me  a*  a  slave— 

They  tore  me,  weeping,  from  his  side,  and  claimed  me  as  a  slave. 

And  this  was  in  a  Christian  land,  where  men  oft  kneel  and  pray, 
The  vaunted  home  of  lil>erty,  where  whip  and  lash  hold  sway. 
Oh,  give  me  back  my  Geoigian  cot-it  is  not  wealth  I  crave; 
Oh,  let  me  live  in  freedom's  light,  or  die  if  still  a  slave- 
Ob,  let  me  live  in  freedom's  light,  or  die  if  still  a  slave. 


n 


SWEET   GENEVIEVE. 


.1 


The  Words  and  Stusic  of  this  Son(;  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  (0 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Soiitfa  for  One  liollur,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  Y'ork  City.    rosta«e  ijlanips  taken  saniu  iis  casli  for  all  our  goods. 


Oh,  Genevieve,  I'd  give  the  world 

lovely  J 
The  rose  of  youth  with  Jew  em|>earled. 


To  live  again  the  lovely  past; 


But  now  it  withers  in  the  blast. 
I  see  tliy  face  iu  every  dream. 

My  waking  thoughts  are  full  of  thee, 
Thy  glance  is  in  the  starry  beam 

That  falls  along  the  summer  sea. 

Cuomrs. 
Oh,  Genevieve!  sweet  Genevieve ! 

The  days  may  come,  the  days  may  go. 
But  still  the  hand  of  memory  weave 

The  blissful  dreaiu  of  long  ago. 

Fair  Genevieve,  my  early  love. 

The  years  but  makes  thee  dearer  far; 
My  heart  shall  never,  never  rove,  '. 

Thou  art  my  only  guiding  star. 
For  me  the  past  has  no  regret, 

Whate'er  the  years  may  bring  to  me, 
I  bless  the  hour  when  first  we  met— 

The  hour  that  gave  mo  love  and  thee.— Chorus. 


■  r 


YOU'VE  BEEN  A  FRIEND  TO  ME. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son^  w  ill  lio  sent  to  any  addrej«,  post-twid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  oilii-r  Sonus  for  One  I>ollur.  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  I'lirk 

Uow,  New  Y'ork  City,     rostuge  St.inipH  taken  saiiie  aa  caah  for  all  our  jjotHls. 

My  bark  of  life  was  tossintr  down  the  troubled  Stream  of  time,  | 

When  first  I  saw  your  smiling  face,  when  youth  was  in  its  prime. 
Then  life's  dark  hours  were  turned  to  light- inv  sorrowed  heart  was  free* 
And  since  that  lime  I've  always  found  you've  been  a  friend  to  uic,  ' 

Chorus. 

I'll  ne'er  forget  where'er  I  roam,  wherever  you  may  be. 
If  ever  I  have  had  a  friend,  you've  Ijeen  a  friend  to  me. 

Misfortune  nursed  me  as  her  child,  and  loved  me  fondly,  too; 
I  would  have  had  a  broken  heart,  had  it  not  been  for  joii. 
Kind  words  were  whispered  softly  sweet,  but  glad  I  could  not  be. 
I'niil  I  found  that  you  had  been  a  failUfiil  friend  to  me.— Cuorus. 

The  light  of  hope  from  your  bright  eyes  dispelled  the  clouds  of  strife. 
And  shed  their  rays  of  sunshine  down  my  weary  path  in  life; 
I  now  look  back  upon  the  pjiwr,  across  life's  stormy  s<a. 

And  smile  to  think,  'mid  all  life's  scenes,  you've  been  a  friend  to  me.— Cno. 


— -*■ \y 

THE    VACANT    CHAIR. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  pai<l,  on  receipt  of  40 

ceiit.s;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  \\  xlinmn,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca*h  for  all  our  goods. 

We  shall  meet,  but  we  ^hall  miss  him;  there  will  be  one  vacant  chair;  i 

We  shall  linger  to  care.-s  him,  while  we  breathe  our  evening  prayer.  j 

When,  a  year  ago.  we  gathered,  joy  was  in  his  mild  liltie  eye,  {, 

But  a  golden  chord  is  severed,  and  our  holies  In  ruin  lie.  '  | 

Chorus. 
We  shall  meet,  but  we  shall  miss  him;  there  will  be  one  vacant  chair; 
We  shall  linger  to  caress  him  when  we  breathe  our  eveniug  prayer. 

At  our  fireside,  sad  and  lonely,  often  will  the  bosom  swell  {  ~ 

At  reiiieiiibrance  of  the  story  how  our  noble  Willie  fell; 

IIo.v  he  strove  to  bear  our  banner  through  the  thickest  of  the  fight. 

And  upheld  our  country's  honor,  in  the  strength  of  muuliood's  might. —Chords. 

True,  they  tell  ns  wreathes  of  story  e\-ermore  will  deck  his  brow; 

Bill  this  soothes  the  anguish  only  sweeping  o'er  our  heart-strings  now. 

Sloops  to-day,  oh,  early  fallen!  iti  thy  ureen  and  narrow  bed; 

Dirge  from  the  pine  and  cypress  mingle  with  the  tears  we  slied.— CHCRtm. 


Mother  Kissed  Me  in  My  Dream. 

Ttie  Words  and  Music  of  this  SiMigr  will  lie  s-ent  to  any  aildross,  poMt-iialil.on  receipt  of 
cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  olli<r  Son^-s  for  (Hie  iHillar.  \>y  II.  J.  wVhiiiaii,  ISul'ai'k 
Uow.  New  York  City.    Postage  .Sl»iii|>»  token  same  useaMli  for  all  our  goods. 

Lying  on  my  dying  l>cd,  thro'  the  fliirk  and  silent  night. 
Praying  for  the  coining  day,  came  a  vision  to  my  sight; 
Near  me  stood  the  form  I  loved,  in  the  sunlight's  mellow  gleam,  ' 
Folding  me  unto  her  breast,  mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream- 
Folding  me  unto  her  breast,  mother  kissed  me  in  my  dreaiu. 

Comrades,  tell  her  when  you  write  that  I  did  my  duly  well; 

Say  that  when  the  battle  raged,  fighting  In  van  I  fell; 

Tell  her,  too,  when  on  my  bed,  slow  ly  eblK-il  my  l)eiiig"s  stream,    . 

How  I  knew  no  peace  until  mother  kisseil  me  iu  my  dream —         ,  ■■■    .' 

Uow  I  knew  no  peace  until  mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream. 

Once  as.'ain  I  Inng  to  see  home  and  kindred  far  away. 
But  I  fei'l  I  shall  be  gone  ere  there  dawns  another  dav. 
Hoi)efiilly  I  bide  the  hour  when  will  fade  life's  feeble  beam. 
Every  pang  has  left  nie  now.  mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream — 
Every  pang  has  left  me  now,  mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream. 
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OINTE    CENT    E^CH. 


1  Babymln« 

S  Such  an  edacatlon  W»  my  ataJ7  Ann 

S  Auld  Laiu:  Syne 

i  Ella  Rt-e 

B  Old  cabin  homo 

4  Little  ones  at  home 

7  Old  bliwk  Juo  I    ■ 

8  Home,  Bwt-et  home 

9  I^u-buard  watch  ' 

10  Majiy  can  help  one 

11  KUlarney 

12  See  that  my  srare's  kept  fi'eea 

13  Grandfathers  clock 
U  Emmet's  -Lullaby" 

16  The  hai-p  that  once  thro'  Tara'it  halls 
IS  My  counto'.  'tU  of  thee 

17  Sweet  forKet-me-not 

It  Where  was  Moses  when  the  light  went 

19  Nancy  Le«  lout  I 

JO  Write  me  a  letter  from  home 

21  Beautiful  iiile  of  the  sea 

n  Old  folks  at  home  (Suauee  ribber) 

t3  Come  back  to  Lrin 

U  Sweet  bye  and-bye 

15  Mr  pretty  red  rod© 

n  ^^lloa,  Emma 

9!  Katie's  secret 

tt  You'll  remember  rae 

Z»  Rockeil  in  the  cradle  of  Uie  deep 

50  Kathleen  Mavourneeu 

31  I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls 

52  Wearing  of  the  (freen 

53  When  you  and  I  were  young,  Maggie 

51  Cotta^te  by  the  sea 

36  We  parted  l»y  the  river  gide 

38  When  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  home 

87  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

88  LA.'it  rode  uf  Summer 

39  Shamus  O'Brien 
«0  Exile  of  Erin 

il  Magfifie's  secret 

A3  C>r  any  other  man— Stump  (peecb 

43  I  camiDt  call  her  mother 

M  Would  I  were  with  thee 

45  Poor  "Id  sl:»ve 

48  Casey  Mxtal  citib 

47  CtiMiWrLmd'screw 

48  Take  this  letter  to  my  mother 

49  A  nuxlel  love  letter 

60  Fein.ile  stratagem 

61  How  to  kit^  a  lady 
6i  ImbUn  t>ay 

63  The  Wife's  commandments 

64  The  husband's  conim.-tndnientt 

65  Rules  for  bummei-s 

68  Little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane 

67  Barlxira  Frietchie— Ili:ciTATIo.v 

68  Maix-liing  throutrh  fK-orjria 

69  When  I  was  a  lad— Pinatore 

60  Widow  In  the  cottage  by  Uie  8«» 

61  Dan.inp  in  the  barn 

62  I-^re  ui  the  tjrate 

6,t  Waiiderinij  refugee 

84  Blue-eyed  Nelly 

65  MitLstiel  boy 

66  Letter  in  the  candle 

67  Star  Riwmttled  banner 

68  Dani'in);  on  the  tcreen 

69  Heart  bow'd  down 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  wateniiill     KeCTTATIOII 
EJ  Faded  coat  of  blue 

73  Hold  the  fort 
71  Slaver>-  days 

75  Dermule  shtoodondenhteAmuoatdeck 

74  Little  iMU-efixjt 

77  Sly  old  Kentucky  home,  good-oltsht 

78  Home  a^rain 

79  Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  no  far 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 

81  Office  rul'  s 

85  Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 

83  Go<id  Khine  wine 

84  I'll  be  all  Kinilea  to-niitht,  love 

86  You've  In-en  a  f rletul  to  me 
88  LlKten  to  the  mockinsfliir!! 

87  ^\^len  the  eoi-n  is  wavlni?,  Annie 

88  She  never  blamed  him,  nev.r 
88  Sliver  tlinads  omont;  th  -  (rnM 

90  Dttle  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  <»mlng 

91  Riin;  the  Ull  .soltly  tneie'aciupeon  the 
99  Boy  lost  (laiitlhablei  [il.ior 

93  Her  bright  smile  hauntH  me  atlll 

94  Snnday  niiitht  w  hen  the  parlor**  full 

95  Gypsy  »  waminif 
98  Anchor's  weiifhtd 

97  Unon  )>ebind  the  hill 

98  Swin^cinif  in  the  lane 

99  Sheridan's  riile-KKClTA'noN 
MO  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd 
101  Eilleen  Allinn.i 

IW  "Ti^  but  a  little  faded  flower 

103  Touchthe  li.irpifently, myprettv  loulac 

104  Girl  I  left  lM-biii.l  me 
106  Little  Buttercup 

M  Hla  Bobtn,  coualna  and  aunta 

■t»7  Carry  me  b-ick  to  old  Viru'iuny 

108  Rnxes  nnil'-rneath  the  snow 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  KiUy'g  apiieal  to  hi<i  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  fly 

112  0!d  man's  drunk  asiiin 

113  Two  Orphans  (UriMiklvn  theatre  Are) 

114  Aml»er  tresses  tied  Inline 

116  Pretty  as  a  picture 

118  I  am  waitint;,  E-»ie,  dear 

117  Three  perished  in  the  snow 

118  KliKht  hints 

119  Take  me  luick  to  home  and  mother 
130  Come,  sit  by  my  side,  littl«  darling 
121  Kiss  me,  mother,  ki.-«  your  darling 
123  BinKen  on  the  Rniiiu 

123  A  flower  from  my  aneel  mother** grave 
134  Old  loir  caliin  on  tUoIull 

128  Croppy  boy 

188  Skids  are  out  t<MUy 
127  The  bridge 
Iffl  Shabby  genteel 

129  Oh,  dat  watermelon 


130  Comlii'  through  the  ryo 

ill  itmut  we  tacn  meet  as  strangers 

1:12  Babies  on  our  bloct  < 

i:tl  Bn'nnen  on  the  M<x>r 

l:U  Skidinoru  fancy  ball 

13J  Hallway  door 

l:!4  Whei-e  the  grass  prows  green 

1"7  Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 

];!3  Kisa  behind  the  door 

l:;9  I'll  rvmcmber  you,  love.  In  my  prayer* 

UO  Mary  of  the  wild  Moor 

141  lild  wooden  nx-kcr 

lii  Speak,  only  speak 

U3  l>:tncing  around  with  Charlie 

114  Whero  art  thou  now,  my  belOTedf 

H5  Mollie,  d.irling 

lt6  You  may  look,  but  you  mustn't  touch 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 

148  Ranie  for  the  stovo 
119  Bjilmof  (iilead 

J50  There's  always  a  seat  tn  the  parlor  for.  . 
lil  l>riven  fromhomo  '"OU 

lj2  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

153  Pull  for  the  shore 

154  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Tho» 
loj  Go.->d  news  from  homo 
IM  Fisherman's  daughter 

157  Shells  of  ocean 

158  M.-u-isa's  In  the  cold,  cold  ground 
l.'iU  Say  a  kind  won!  when  you  can 
ICO  Cure  for  scandal 

101  Tv.  ili„'lit  coterie 
K'?  Strixiinjei-s  yet 

163  Cu-tles  in  the  air 

164  Dear  little  shamrock 

lAo  I  cannot  sln;r  the  old  songs 

16«  Xonih  O'Xeal 

167  Waiting,  inv  diu-llng,  for  thee 

18H  Rose  of  tl-al -e 

ie9  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Klldaro 

170  I'm  lonelv  since  my  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lone  child 

IT'ii  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  groiind 

173  Glove  flirtation 

174  Whip  flirtation 

175  Slave's  dream 

176  Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  dnnt  go 

177  Sweet  EvanLreline 
1T8  Go<)d  bye  at  the  door 

179  'Tis  hai-d  to  give  the  hand  where  the 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you    [lieart,«te. 

181  Erin's  lovely  homo 

IM  Over  the  hiU..  to  the  poor-house 

183  Twenty  vearsago 

184  Pad(ly"*s  lan<l 

185  Don't  be  angrr  with  me,  dar!<ng 
184  Old  village  school  on  the  grueii 

187  Woo<iman,  sp;>i-e  that  tn  o 

188  Barbara  Krietehit*— RsciTATIoN 

189  Darling  Minnio  Lctl 
I'Ji)  Hat  rtiitafion 

191  Fan  ilirtation 

I'.n  Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  mountain 

1»3  lioo<|  bvc,  Annie,  darling(Kuoc'hArden) 

in  Why  dfd  she  leave  luml 

195  A  qiilet  little  home 

196  'Tlioii  ha;<t  learned  to  love  another 

197  Mary  of  Argyle 
19S  Nil  JVsix-ran.lnm 

liW  Sweet  lligliland  Mary 

3)0  Evrning  amu^<ement  (laughable) 

■JDl  Dny  I  played  base  (nil  [own 

ai2  ICj-memlMT  you  h.ive  children  of  your 

Jitl  There's  none  1'"'    a  mother  If  ever  so 

.14  You  were  fa'  ..•.  hii.  "U  fuitrlvo      "tiKior 

J1V5  Sweet  Mag-  le  GordOt. 

•J)6  Tunyanl  side 

^)7  BelLsof  Shandon 

^m  Old  log  cabin  in  the  doll 

:!(i9  Whisjier  softly,  mother's  dying 

210  Erin's  grt'en  shore 

211  Will  you  lovo  me  when  I'm  old 
Hi  Donnelly  and  Cooper 

213  Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  shore 

214  Little  Itosebud 

215  By  the  sail  sea  waves 

216  Come  Into  the  garden,  Mand 

217  Harp  an<l  sliamnx-k  of  Krin 

218  Wh'Tc  there's  a  will  there's  a  way 

219  Gixl  bless  my  boy  at  sea    " 
2^0  Annie  Laurie 

2'.'1  Mae's  and  the  O's 

2i-i  Sherman's  man'h  to  the  sea 

2'i3  I^jimentation  of  James  Kudgeri 

2i4  Com",  biidie,  come 

VZi  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

Kti  Ever  of  thee 

2-,'7  Norah  .McShano 

228  I/.ive  among  the  roses 

229  ShamiisO'Brien— lU£crraTIO!» 
Zm  I>er  Deitchor  gal 

•431  No  Irish  iieeil  apply 
Zi'i  Old  arm  ibair 
2;i3  Tim  Kliih.rty 

ZH  We  silt  by  tho  river  •"ou  and  I 
2:i5  I  love  niii.^io 
2:ifl  Sweet  (ii-neviere 
2,57  When  the  Mowers  faji  asleep 
2:i8  PBtriek  Sheehan 
2:t9  Siillor's  grave 

210  Pretty  maid  milking  her  cow 

211  Kentucky  Row 
243  Farmer's  da'ighter 

243  Oh,  dein  golden  slippers 

244  In  the  morning  by  the  bright  light 

215  NoIkxIv  s  darling 

216  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

247  SiimelKiily's  iiiuther— RecitaTIOK 

218  Birdie,  darling 

219  Nobisly's  d.iriTng  tut  mine 
2.'j0  Hock  me  to  sleep,  in  ither 
2.)1  I'm  my  little  shoes  iway 

2.-.2  Darling  Nelly  Cimy  (fall 

2;>3  S<jmelK  dy's  coming  when  thi  dcwdrope 
254  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  l<ecause  we 
2.V5  Little  brow\  Jug  I  were  poor 

2;-|fl  Hen  Bolt 
2."i7  (Joislbye,  sweetheart, good-bye 
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KAtty  Avourneeii 

S.idio  1;  ly 

Bard  of  Annagh 

Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  weep 

Patrick's  day  pai-adj 

Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 

Speak  to  me.  speak 

Darling,  I  will  come  again 

Bright-evc<l  littlo  Nell  of  NamganseC 

11.111,  Columbia  Ibay 

Ijttle  footstei>3 

Tun  Finne:;an's  wako 

McDonnel's  old  tin  roof 

Scotch  lassie,  Jean 

ll.it  me  father  wore 

Banksof  sweet  Dunrteo 

I've  only  been  down  to  the  oJub 

Dance  mo  on  yotir  kncs 

Ki.^  mc  again 

Emmet's  ''  Ijovo  of  tho  stuunrock  " 

Vacant  chair 

Sweet  sunnv  South 

Our  good  ship  sails  tonight 

Jersey  S.iin 

Come  homo  father 

Littlo  Jla;2r-'ie  M.iy 

Cackle,  ciekle,  cackle 

Molly  Bawn 

Maid  of  Athens 

S.1IU0  in  our  alloy 

I'm  sitting  011  tUo  stile,  Mary 

Poor  old  Ned 

Dork  ins'  night 

Min  in  tho  moon  is  looking.  love 

When  the  (lowing  tide  cone  s  In 

Don't  give  up  the  old  frieiuls  for  the 

Broken  down  [now 

M.irriage  tM*lls 

H.ive  I  not  lieen  kind  to  theel 

Flowers  wiU  come  m  May 

Awfully  clever 

My  little  one's  waiting  for  me 

rn  go  iKtek  to  my  old  lovu  again 

Butcher  t>oy 

There's  soinobody  watting  for  nve 

Are  you  there,  Moriarityf 

I'se  gw  ino  l>ack  to  Dtxio 

Bidalia  .lane  McCaiia 

Isle  do  Bl:ukwell 

Where  are  the  frlondsof  my  youthi 

Singing  on  the  roof 

Five  cent  shave 

Hen  convention 

Red,  »  bite  nnil  blue 

Olil  oaken  bucket 

Little  sweetheait,  come  and  Uas  ne 

My  dn'am  of  lovo  is  o'er 

Thev  all  do  It 

Old"l;ome  ain't  whnt  li  us«v|  to  be 

Wait  till  the  moonlight  tuiii  on  water 

IJngor  not,  darMnj? 

'Tis  oTening  fcrlng-i  my  heart  to  th.'* 

American  Natlo'.il  (luard 

johnny's  so  tMLshfut 

Palsy  Ileano 

I  wl^ll  mamma  was  here 

Pulling  hard  agaiiust  thentream 

D:tncing  in  tho  sunlight 

What  Ls  iti 

There  never  wai  a  cow.ard  whero  th* 

Lo\»<  letters  [shamrock  giows 

lielia  riiincy 

Remember  that  tlio  poor  tramp  h.->s  to 

Ijimentalionof  Johtmy  Reel  [ll\o 

i<i>ll  on,  sdver  moon 

When  Mei;ulnness  gets  a  Job 

Give  an  honest  Irisli  Lid  a  chance 

Down  among  the  daisies 

Down  by  the  old  mill  stream 
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Answer  to  "  Tho  Oypiy 's  warning" 
Itatlle  cry  of  freedom 
Homo  rulu  fur  Irelainl 


Riding  on  the  elevated  railroad 

When  McCormiek  ndea  tho  State 

Sweet  chimins  btlli 

Livi  K.i.s.-,iday 

1  want  to  ma  tho  cotton  flclds 

Waltz  with  mo 

Me<t  ino  by  moonlight  alone 

Do  they  m.^s  mo  at  liomel 

lather  and  shavo 

Happy  bo  thy  dreams 

laUo  it  in 

Stokc's'  verdict  (Jim  Flak  tone) 

L-nrdy  dah 

lie  golden  woddlnff 

My  niotherin-law 

NV  hat  should  make  t hco sad,  zsy  darling 

Dear  Italian  girl 

lianksof  Urandywlno 

(Jld,  and  only  in  tho  way 

Sit  fctt  of  earth 

Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 

Yellow  rose  of  Tex,.  1 

When  my  ship  comes  In 

One  Douud  two 

We  have  met,  loved  and  parted 

rummer's  hotel 

I'm  petting  a  big  b-^y  now 

I  shall  never  boliappy  Ogata 

Soldi  r's  farewell 

Old  kitchen  llfj-ir 

Sweet  Bello  Mahono 

.My  dear  Savannah  homo 

llilly'Barlow 

Wild  lri.-,h  boy 

Dwcndy-Be%  en  cents 

A  starry  night  for  a  ramb!e 

Locked  out  alter  niiio 

Wiiip- poor-will's  soDff 

Day  when  you'll  forget  mo 

You'll  mLss  mc  when  I'm  joiie 

Son  of  a  gamboli;.  r 

Golden  stair 

Your  littlo  IJza  lores  yo-j 

American  boy 

You  git  nioro  Uko y"ur dad evwy daj 

Barney  McCoy 

luzoi^  in  the  air 


3S8  Sillie  Homer 

889  WllUe  ReUly 

SUO  Sweet  Aleen 

S91  Old  Sexton 

89-2  Pull  down  the  blind 

333  Do  they  think  of  me  at  hornet 

S34  TcU  i;ic  v.hcro  my  Eva's  gone 

39.'.  Barbara  Allien 

896  The  'loiiK-hcremcn's  strike 

.'!97  Bonnie  sweet  Dostiic,  the  maid  of 


393  Bathi:;^  Fong 
S99  Carrie  I*-e 


[Dundee 


400  One  wide  river  to  cross 

401  Moon  IS  out  to-night,  love  , 
403  Devil's  in  New  J,  rscy  | 
4'J3  Rambler  from  Claro 

■101  I^rctty  little  bluoK;yed  stranger 

4  »  Faded  flowers 

106  DarU-cvcd  sailor  " 

407  Rose  of  KiUamcy 

4i)8  Cot  In  the  corner 

409  Boys,  keep  c.way  from  the  gtrtM 

410  Phantom  footsteps 

411  IV^nnv  bv.i'.cli  of  roses 

412  I'atlCoat  hat  the  play  , 
^V■i  liornii's  r.ss                               '  [ 

414  Batdi.icf  CItKdy 

415  Wliat  arc  the  wild  wavi  1  soylnffl 

416  Her  tro'.t  name  Li  Il^umar 

417  Sweet  Lvi  U:ia 

418  Bebbid  the  scenes 

419  0<.spel  raft 

4:^1  Don't  put  tlie  poor  v/urklngman dOW& 

431  CniLskecn  lawn 

4Z1  I  hail  but  fifty  cents 

433  I'm  Icavlncr  now  the  old  folks 

421  Irih  Molly.  O! 

<:;">  lang  my  mother  wore 

428  The  111,-vkbird 

4.7  Littlo  cherry  blossom 

43-  Wist,  <vlst,  w  ist 

4  9  A  violet  from  mother's  grave 

4  to  -VellT  l:ay 

<  II  Maggie,  darling,  now  good-tiya 

tlj  liise  It,  RIelly 

«:13  MeetiniT  of  the  waters 

I'vt  Wait  for  the  turn  of  tho  tide 

43S  Old  f.irni  gat« 

4.18  Oh,  FYiHl !  tell  them  to  rtop 

4.77  McDonald's  n  tnrn  toCilLliCU 

l?S  Mcntle  soi'i-een 

^^  Undtt  'Xo3i'ii  lazuimt 

440  M.arT  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  ma 

441  Old-foslii.med  homestead 
41:.'  Knimet's  "  Moiint.'un  smg" 

411  Old  fashioned  cliuii'h  oil  the  hlD 

414  A  handful  ('f  turf 

41.'i  l!t!auty  of  Limerick 

4ii'  Mrs.  Brady's daug!it.-r  1 

»I7  Marv'a  gone  vvitii  aeoon       '' 

4M  Twinkle,  twinkle,  iMIoFtW  ' 

449  In  happy  moments 

to  Hi  Jeniiy,  1p>  .iennv  .Tohnmn 

4.'l  Allonoeeouiitt.f  l-:iiz.i 

4.'>2  Kmniet's  "  I  kno-v  wh.it  loTeta" 

i.Vi  lH<wn  in  .a  coal  mine 

47>4  Drunkard's  dream 

4.'>5  ,'00  Bowers 

4::,o  There'.s  a  lino  ship  on  tho  oeeaa 

457  Piit  mo  in  my  httlo  Ix'd 

4."i.S  Little  old  house  on  the  Rhine 

4.'i9  Stolon  kis'^esaro  till- sweetest 

t'lO  1  he  bravo  huzzars 

4 "il  Littip  old  le-y  cabin  by  tho  rtream 

i  ■:  r.id!Ue  your  own  canoe 

4r,n  «•■>!  in  .  mile  of  Kdinli.>ro'  town 

464  Gate's  ajar 

4C"i  Arknnsaw  traveler 

4i'4  Grant's  trip  around  the  world 

407  Old  leather  bn.X'chcs 

408  Rocky  road  to  Dublin 
4".S  I'urnpike  gate 

4;o  IJttle  old  Gorman  home  ormn  the  ee* 

471  Beautiful  girl  of  Kildoro 

4:3  Pmby'ap.to  tooth 

4;  I  My  iioor  heart  i3  sad  with  its  drcamius 

471  Pall.tofslrxw  ^* 

47.->  Low-liack'd  car 

47(!  Your  lasiiio  will  he  tmo 

477  In  do  evening  ty  do  moonlight 

478  \Vhen  these  old  clothes  wcro  ii>;\r 
4<"9  I'p  at  Jones' nood 

4.i0  Boston  burglar 

481  ThoCampiiellsnrecomin' 

483  You  never  miss  the  water  tUl  the  well 

483  Bonnie  Kloise  [runs  dry 

484  lavcr  Roe 

4.<5  Murder  in  Cohoes  I  . 

4-1  Poor  littlo  J.  K)  ' 

487  Along  tho  Kansas  lino 

488  Trie  lunjo  nowhangsRlIontonthodoor 
4:9  \.'ait  tiif  tlic  clouds  roll  by 

499  Over  the  garden  wall 

491  I'm  a  m;tn  you  don't  racct  every  day 

4J'2  Blue  ALotian  mountains 

433  ( 'harmiuit  young  widow  I  met  In  tho 

I'Ji  Black -e/ed  Su.<~,an  [train 

4J5  SpxnL-h  cavalier 

49<1  Grave  of  Bonaparte 

497  Old  dog  Tray 

49^  Juanlta 

499  Jloonlifhtontholake 

too  Mabel  Clare 

f.31  All  that  glitters  LinotgoM 

Uri  M.-xr/cill'  s  h^Tnii 

D'i3  God  savo  tho  Queen 

t('l  BoUiug  I'.orr.o  Tn  tlio  mominc 

CJS  If  ever  I  ceu;;e  to  love 

tiiJ  Chc<r,  bfivs,  cheer 

N/7  Dixi.-'s  lai'id  ., 

6ij8  Mother  says  I  muatnt  1. 

K9  Fi  How  that  looks  like  me 

611  Watch  on  tho  Rhino 

611  A  l.X'k  of  mother's  hair 

612  ft  p  dat  knocking  at  thedooL* 
513  \  irginli  rosebud 
in  Red  robin 
Hi  Gospel  train 
Hi  We  won't  tjo  home  till  morning 
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We  will  send  10  of  the  nliove  Songs,  your  selection,  for  10  cents;  30  for  85  cunt.-i;  50  for  40  ceuts;  100  for  76  cents,  or  lOOO 
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ONE    CENT    E^CH, 


617  Lottie  Leo 

618  Who's  at  my  bedroom  window  | 

619  I  have  no  home 
6J*  It's  nice  to  bo  a  father 
621  Won't  you  tell  mo  why,  RubinI 
h^  Only  to  Beo  her  face  asaia 
6i3  Kingdom  ootninj; 
521  Barney  O'llca 
623  Teddy  O'Neal 
hit  Man  with  the  sealskin  pants 
621  Medicine  Jack 

628  A  leaf  of  ivy  from  mother's  (^rrava 

629  Keep  in  the  middle  of  the  road 
63t  Ui.jnigan's  ball 

631  Lula  ij  pono 

632  An  IrL-hrnan's  toast 

633  Vmafr'>  Wacksmith 
631  Nauglity  Clara 
635  Dying  nun 

63S  ^\  hen  the  leaves  begin  to  turn 
631  Larry  O'Brien 
83S  Mother  kissed  mo  in  my  dream 
633  I'll  hang  my  harp  oa  a *iJlow  tree 
64«  HyinK  California  n 
641  Grandmother's  birthday 
612  Come  where  my  lovo  liea  drMUUiu«; 
6J3  I'op  poes  the  weasel 
641  Monkey's  wciiiiini; 

615  Mary  hud  a  little  lamlt 

616  Wait  for  tho  wogoa 
517  Cork  leg 
618  tJnclo  Sam's  farm 
849  My  old  wife  and  I 

650  I'm  so  lonely 

651  Only  as  far  03  the  gate 
6.'i2  Pi-ck-n-lKK) 
553  Moonlight  at  Klllamey 
5M  I'll  wait  tUl  the  clouds  roll  by 
665  We  never  B|>eak  o«  we  pass  by 
5.Mi  Tlpnerary  christening' 
6.Vi  He  home  early  to-iiis-ht,  my  dear  boj 

658  Old  rustic  bricige  by  the  mill 

659  Paddy  Majree's  dream 
(00  Diy^niing  uX  k'Jiuc  aod  mother 

6«I  Khali  wo  know  each  other  there! 

Mia  Jolly  Ii  ishman 

6C1  Folks  that  put  on  airs 

661  IJosalie,  the  prairie  flower 

6C5  If  I  had  but  n  thoutiand  ayear 

6C6  Fisherman  and  hU  child 

667  Swato  Castle  Garden 

MS  In  the  gloaming 

5C9  Bring  me  back  the  one  I  1ot« 

570  Spider  and  the  fly 

571  A  warrior  b<jld 

572  Tar's  farewell 
073  In  her  Uttle  bed  we  laid  her 
571  Dark  girl  dressed  In  bluo 
575  Separation 
570  Pitcher  of  hoer 

577  Neil  McGuUipran's  datiRhter.  Mary  Ann 

578  Nobody  knows  w  hat  a  racket  waa  there 

579  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left 

580  Alice,  whei-o  art  thou* 

581  Meet  me,  Josie,  at  the  gat3 

582  Jessie  at  tho  railway  br»r 

583  Ada,  with  the  g.  .Idcn  hiiir 
581  Streets  of  New  York 
5S5  Courting  ii\  the  raia 
580  I'm  dying  for  some  one  to  love  ma 

587  Ljthat  lUstcr  llcillyl 

588  \jct  my  name  bo  kindly  Fpoken 

589  Dar's  one  more  rihber  for  to  cion 
690  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paria 

591  Poor  old  Mik9 

592  Qood-byo,  my  lover,  good-bya 

593  A  llfo  on  tho  ocean  wave 
591  I  am  dreaming 
595  0>-psy  Countess 
59G  She's  as  good  as  gold 
697  Watchman,  t-  II  us  of  the  night  j 
59S  Shoo,  llyl  don't  Inither  mo 
W9  Ten  thousand  miles  away 
COO  Give  my  love  to  all  at  hooM 
COl  Mygel  Snyder's  party 
(S02  Increase  of  crimo 
con  Ship  on  fire 
COl  Josephus  Orange  Clossoni 
COS  ohi  Susannah 
COO  Old  Bob  Ridley 
007  Bonnie  blue  flag 
i'.08  Nell  Flaugherty'8  draka 
COO  John  Barleycorn 
610  Uules  for  love -mul:in^ 
Ml  Land  League  Paiid 

012  Down  by  tho  old  abbey  rulnfl 
C13  Glorious  69th 
CU  Old  willow  cradlo 
£15  Funny  old  gal 
610  Heliglous  card  player 

617  Paddy's  the  boy 

618  Teddy  McGlynn 

619  I.^Us  who  live  in  Ireland 

620  ^\'om-out  tailor 

621  Mott  street,  119 

622  Limerick  is  beautiful 

623  Seven  out 

621  Ix  t  me  kiss  hlra  for  hin  mother 
625  I>r<-tty  lips 

620  Sullivan's  hoot  in  my  eyo 
627  Villikins  and  his  Dinah 

621  Captain  with  his  whiskers 
629  A  knot  of  blue  and  gray 
6.'.0  Foley's  hotel 

631  1  "11  meet  her  when  the  sun  goes  down 
CJ2  Never  take  the  horseshoe  from  the  door 
6  !3  Woman,  lovely  woman 

624  Napoleon's  dream 
635  When  the  robins  nest  ogain 
6;i5  Oh  I  you  Utile  dailiag,  noveyou 
6:17  Just  do  fra  the  lano 
63i  Call  mo  back  nguia 
629  Milwaukee  lire 

610  One  of  tho  finest 

611  Over  the  mountala     ' 
613  Belle  of  the  ball 

013  Farmer's  boy 

OH  \Viien  Jack  comes  home  aoBlaaSBlUiur)      I 
<•"  ITusha-hye,  baby  «»ijo-.ujamim,      ■ 

646  Where  tln'  iv\  ltiows  gf>  ee.  n  " 


517  Bridget  Donahue 

613  Down  the  hill 

G19  My  Nellie's  blue  eye* 

^V)  Bagged  coat 

651  Kitty  Kimo 

fiy-i  ijtuo  oarung,  dream  of  ma     ■    .' 

Cji  Juice  of  tho  forbidden  fruit 

651  Minute  gim  at  ssa 

655  Some  day 

CJC  Sourkrout 

C57  Don't  give  the  name  a  bad  blace 

653  Rackcttj-  Jack  [hallelujah) 

6')9  John  Brown  song  (Glory,  glory 

COO  Trainn,  tramp,  tramp,  Uieboys  are 

661  A  dollar  fifteen  cents  [marching 

002  Roger  O'Malley 

CC3  Don't  make  a  noi?e  or  else  you'll  wake 

cni  Bring  liaek  my  bonnle  to  mo   [the  baby 

G65  Belle\illo  convent  flre  (Illinois) 

006  I'll  await  my  love 

C67  Hard  times  como  again  no  mora 

C68  Mulcahey's  pone  away 

CG9  Niiieteen  hundred  ana  one 

CrO  OiUeen  Dhas  Machree 

CTl  Only  to  see  thee,  darling         .      • 

072  Blue  bells  of  Scotland 

673  A  bov's  best  friend  is  his  mother 

671  That's  how  you  get  served  when  you're 

075  Dear  little  Innocent  thing*  [old 

076  Mother,  I've  come  home  to  die 

677  Just  before  the  battle,  mother 

678  Down  in  a  diving-bell 

679  Kissing  through  tho  bais 
6S0  Skipper  and  hw  boy 

681  Yount;  man  from  ihd  COUS4I7 

682  I'U  be  dar 

683  The  midslilpmito 

0S4  Klcventh  Regiment  (N.  O.  8.  N.  T.) 
685  Naughty,  naughty  men 
C86  Naughty,  naughty  girls 
6'f7  New  coon  in  town 

688  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  treet 

689  Bold  soger  boy 

690  Hecnan  and  Sayers 

C9I  Come,  landlord,  1111  the  flowing  bowl 

f'J2  Sally,  conio  up 

;J3  Sea  King's  burial 

C91  One-hoi-se  open  sleigh 

695  Baby  show 

CM  Swim  out  for  glory 

C97  Jessie  Green 

698  Duffy's  grand  opening  nlffht 

699  I'm  a  dude 

700  Run  for  the  doctor 

701  Climbing  up  the  golden  etalra 
TlW  My  good  looking  man 

703  Mow  n  niarHcii  woman  goes  to  Bleep 

701  I'm  off  for  Ball  Imore 

705  Bright  little  spot  on  the  ocean 

(Uti  1  ticKled  lier  uuaer  tue  cuin 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn 

708  My  Newmarket  coat 

7(19  He  w  ill  cenie  with  the  flowerB  of  May 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  Hill 

711  Maloney's  the  man 

718  Ship  that  i  ever  returned 

715  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  bo  deepi 

714  How  much  does  the  baby  weigh! 

716  A  mother's  watch  by  the  sea 

716  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

718  High-water  pants 

719  Every  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-and-bye 
780  I  II  Bend  vou  down  a  letter  from  the  sk] 

721  Paddy  stole  the  I 'Ve 

722  Duffy,  the  swell 
(23  Not  nmch 

721  Don't  leave  your  mv^iher,  Tom 

725  Pretty  little  dark  blue  eyes 

726  A  rolling  stone  gathei-s  no  mogs 

727  Dream  faces 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whlskere 

729  Good-bve  to  my  Southern  home 

730  Pretty  little  rosy  checks 

731  Knock  at  the  window  to-night,  love 

732  Hard  up 

7S3  Forgive  and  forget 

731  Captain  Mishler 

735  Butterfly  dude 

7;<8  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

737  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roses  fall 

738  I^t  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  Knniskillen  dragoon 
JIO  PaiMi's  baby  boy 

741  I  am't  as  voung  as  I  used  to  b« 

712  The  Dreadnought 

713  See-saw 

711  What's  in  a  kiss! 

715  HuFh,  little  baby,  don't  yon  cry 

716  Darling  Clo' 

717  Mother's  last  request 

718  Texas  ranger 

749  God,  save  Iivland 

750  Tho'  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  you 

751  Bold  Jack  Donahue 
75:;  Last  forewell 

753  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 
751  Mar)-  Ann  Kehoe 
756  Only  an  emigrant 

756  My  ixinny  boy  is  young,  but  he's  grow-- 

757  The  farmer  feeds  u^  all  [iug 
75H  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hot 

759  Better  davs  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  lullaby 

701  Dying  gii  Is  message 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

7f.3  Bve,  bve,  baby,  bye.  bye 

761  Somebody's  tall  and  handsome 
705  Mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  now 

766  Sweet  Alpine  roses 

767  Morrissey  and  the  Benicla  boy 

768  Constant  farmer's  son 

769  Upi>er  ten  and  lower  five 

770  Kail's  new  lullaby  .... 

771  Key-hole  in  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  square,  boye 
7"'i  I.ickawanna  spoonem 
771  Cot  whei-e  I  was  born 


775  Burke'i*  dream 

776  Kour-leaved  shamrock 
ni  Up  a  tree 

T78  Down  where  the  lllly  bells 
TTD  Behind  the  parlor  door 
rst  Peggy  O' Moore 

T81  Bunny  hours  of  childhood 

T83  O'Reillr,  the  fisherman 

783  Old  vUlage  blacksmith  shop 

181  False  one,  I  love  thee  allll 

785  Shannon  side 

T84  Pennsylvania  tramp 

787  We'll  point  the  town  red 

T8S  Look  always  on  the  sunny  Bide 

789  lireen  linnet 

VM  Gentle  Annie 

T91  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 

793  There's  a  light  in  the  window 

793  Annie  of  the  vale 

794  tiising  of  the  moon 

795  Who  will  care  for  mother  now 

r«<  Let  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  rem 
T97  Bights  for  a  father 

798  0\A  gray  mare 

799  How  is  vour  sister  Moryl 

too  Clara.  UkAra.  will  you  come  out  to-ult;hi 

801  Granama's  vacant  cnair 

802  America's  emblem  the  violet 

803  Knocking  nt  the  gates  of  Joixlaa 

804  Take  goud  care  of  mother 

805  Whisper  and  a  kiss 

806  Old-faiihiondd  photograph  of  mcllier 

807  Good-bve,  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat 

808  Little  Mag  and  1 

808  CYadlc's  empty,  baby's  gone 

810  Hosy's  Sundav  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  family 
Hi  Little  wife  Nellio 

113  Too  utterly  utter 

814  I'm  a  dandy,  but  I'm  no  dudo 

815  They  can't  keep  the  worklng?n«i»  down 

816  Angel  mother  waits  for  mo 

817  Good-night,  but  not  good-bye 
£18  Dar's  a  now  moon  in  do  sky 

819  Just  plain  Jim  [strflresten 

821  Mind  and  be  home  when  the  clo<  U 

821  Where  the  pretty  littlo  shaniroclc  (rmwi 

823  My  little  four-leaved  shamrock  f  ix>n» 

823  WTiite  Wing3  [Glennort 

821  Always  take  mother's  advice 

82S  Prettv  pond  liUies 

828  Dear  Robin,  I'U  be  true 

827  Mikado  McAllister 

82S  For  one  day  of  turkey  there's  sbt  day? 

82)  Poor  old  dad  lot  hash 

831  The  Haddingtonshire 

831  McSorley's  twins 

831  Cricket  on  tho  hearth 

83J  I  had  $15  doUara  in  r.iy  inside  pocket 

834  Trabling  back  to  Georgia 

839  Noble  knights  of  labor 

636  He  gets  there  just  tho  same 

837  Johnny,  get  your  prun 

839  Miss  Fogarty's  Christmas  cake 

839  Maggie  Darrow's  welcomo 

81«  Come,  sit  by  me,  mother 

8U  rm  not  asleep 

813  l^it  on  de  golden  shoe 

BIJ  I'll  think  of  my  mother  at  home 

8*4  Fwo  httle  ragged  urchins 

81S  Silverbellscf  mcmorj- 

818  Maggie,  dear,  I'm  called  away 

817  Sock  her  on  the  kisser 

818  Oh!  you  girls 

819  Because  she  ain't  built  that  way 
8.'>0  Flonigan,  Uie  lodger 

851  Married 

852  Gorden  where  the  praties  prow      [crono 
B.'iS  You'll  be  kind  to  my  mother  when  I'm 
8.'>4  Oh,  mamma!  oh,  mamma!  oh,  inamni.a 
8.5.1  An  agricultural  Irish  gii  1  [jiarents 
854  I'm  a  man  that's  done  wrong  to  my 

fa?  Ting,  ting,  that's  how  tho  bell  goes 

858  Annie  ijSe 

859  I  will  be  true  to  the© 

864  Down  by  the  river  side  I  strayed 

861  Kitty  CU-de 

803  Cnder  the  willow  she's  bleeping 

803  Bay  of  Biscay,  OI 

864  Hazel  deU 

866  It's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way 

866  They've  all  got  a  wife  hut  r:o 

867  ^V'hat  is  home  w  ithout  a  mother! 

868  Bowery  Grenadiers 

869  Don't  you  dare  to  kiss  me,  Joe 
87«  Good-bye,  Susan  Jano 

871  Nellie  was  a  lady 
873  Nettie  Moore 

873  To  the  West 

874  Joe  Hardy 

875  Think  of  your  head  In  the  momliis 

876  Wash  mo,  mother,  dear 

877  Remember,  hoy,  you're  Irfrh 

878  Where  can  the  wanderer  liol 
878  Colored  band 

88*  It's  naughty,  bat  it's  nice 
881  We'd  better  bide  a  wee 
883  Come  along  my,  dnrlingf 

883  Old  turnkey 

884  Sarah's  young  man 

881  She's  the  ioiage  of  her  mother  in  .1  '"^'>0 
8'W  Belle  Brandon  [different  v.ii^-s 

887  Dreamy  eyes  that  haunt  me  still 

888  Hungry  man  from  liarlcm 

889  \\'hen  Joinny  comes  marching  liome 

890  I  was  despised  because  I  was  pocr 
191  Meet  me,  Kate,  by  the  cottage  gntc 

y.H  Thou  hast  wounded  the  spirit  that  lovcl 

f'lj  Clementine  [thee 

f  94  Sweet  heather  bell 

893  Windy  man  from  Brooklvn 

89(  Swinging  on  the  old  rustic  gale     (gone 

897  You'll  never  miss  your  mother  till  sht's 

898  Remember  me  to  oil  at  homo 

899  Oh,  what  a  night 
004  Did  you  notice  it? 

901  Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone 
ooa  America  heats  them  all 
!''1  Austmliin  c\iV 


901  Just  to  fhow  my  respects  (o  McOinnIs 
IM5  oatheriiig  the  myrtie  with  Ibury 

|t!W  Her  own  l>oy,  Jack 

IW  Clara  Nolarfs  baU  , 

!>ii8  Letters  we  carved  on  tlM  tree 

1(1  "9  Two  Irish  jWice 

010  Little  old  rt>d  shawl  my  mother  wof 

Vll  Our  Jack's  como  h.->me  to-day 

912  He's  never  done  anything  (iiiiue 

913  Oh,  Mr.  Klanigan 

911  On  you,  then,  love anothert    ■  ^.'' 

H5  Ught-house  by  the  ae* 

9I(  An  Irish  fair  day 

917  It's  for  money 

(iM  ^^  T  rex d  the  paper  thmngh    '■.. 

919  They  can't  do  It.  you  know 

920  I/etter  that  never  came 

921  A  hnndful  of  eaitn 

922  IsMauditi!  . 

923  Southei  n  solilior  boy 

921  Green  niossv  fvinlis'of  the  I.<-.i 
*a  jiancnestor  nuuxyra 

926  IK-nr  Irish  boy 

927  1  haven't  for  a  long  time  n:<w 

92t  Save  my  mother's  piemre  f unt  tlie 
921  Kock-nlive,  baby  [aUe 

933  Lav  mv  head  beneath  a  rois> 
931  Coif  l--l")nr  boy 

933  Fioi-i  B<lio 

833  it's  dudisli  yon  Tinow 

934  The  letter  came  at  laat 
635  My  pn  tty  Jane 

936  iL.1psth.1t touch liqnorshatlneviertiiadt 

(i37  Wrap  (lie  ting  nnmnd  me,  buya    la 

9S8  Pad'.i  dinner  pail 

939  The  fpri^ 

9H  Black  pick-anlnny 

911  Widow  Nolan's  goat 

913  Maid  of  the  MUr 

913  J'addy  DufTy's  cart 

914  I  jtf  le  green  leaf  in  our  I 
«.i  Mary  Kelly's  Lciu 
Pl«  Hell  be  back  b-  c-and-by» 
9)7  Bonny  black  Bc.-3 

91»  Uttlo  widowPunr. 

911  Ghost  of  BcnJ.nniin  Tlnns 

954  Man  that  struck  <  <'\\.i~a 

951  A  Honor  I  found  f ti  niotii«r^  Mhto 

V4  Dying  cowboy'n  lamci;t 

9.'i3  Bringing  pretty  blossoms  to  efn-w  on 

9.'>4  t-tar  or  the  evening       luMtlMrr'D  «««• 

»."ij  I'wr  little  soldieiij'bo* 

951  liold  McTntireg 

957  Howard's  cradin  nonff 

9.''>8  Ilandk<  ix'hief  tlirtatSia 

9.'il  Angel's  whisper 

964  Kom.  if  you  love  me,  aayea 

901  Flying  trapeze 

V4  I.itt  le  old  caltoose  behind  the  train 

Pf.1  Slagfie,  the  cows  are  in  tlie  riover 

vr-l  I  beheve  it,  for  my  mother  told  nie  mo 

905  Mamma's  black  baby  boy 

966  I'ngratcful  son 

G07  l>oublL'-brcasted  mansion  on  theaqnare 

SCI  Yankee  Doodle 

wa  The  faster  you  j'lnck  them  thp  thicker 

971  Mother,  is  the  battle  overt    Ithey  grow 

971  Sullivan  and  Rynn 

9;j  I  'achage  of  old  letters 

9;:l  Cabin  with  the  ro.se8  at  the  door 

I'Ti  Morrissey  and  Heenan  tight 

9."i  Matrimonial  siiprgcstiona 

ori  Jlothcr's  wedding  ring 

877  Poverty's  tears  ebb  and  flow 

978  Never  take  "  no  "  for  an  answ«r 

9:5  Have  you  seen  Yum-Yui« 

9SJ  I'll  return  bs'e-aiidbyo 

S^l  it's  English,  you  know 

9S1  lu  the  window  a  light  loBBaee 

O'l  Littlo  Ah  Sid  . 

CS|  The  striker  and  hiseoit 

9''.(  5'u-ra-rum 

9-J  I  cannot  sing  that  eong  to-night 

9K7  I  kissed  her  imder  the  parlor  atatr* 

9R'l  Lost  on  the  "  Laxiy  Elgin" 

9'  ■>  Wo  draw  the  line  at  that 

WJ  Merry  sliantybovs 

Cni  Slightly  on  the  m.ish 

$02  P<iwn  among  the  hiiRBT  cane 

993  When  my  rover  conicK  again 

(91  There's  no  one  to  welcome  tiir  li<HDe 

995  John  MitcheU 

»9fl  Dcon-st  Ma9 

997  My  bonny  laboring  boy 

998  Tho  dawning  of  the  day 

999  V>"reck  of  the  "  London  •• 

MOV  The  song  thot  reached  my  IiearC 

1001  The  Scotch  brigade 

1002  1  owe  810  to  O'Grady 

1003  I'm  the  father  of  a  little  black  co.n 

1004  Where  is  Kathleen 

1005  W.aiting,  waiting,  waiting 

1006  Malorey,  the  rolling  null  man 

1007  Dan  O'Brien's  raffle 

1008  Just  a  little  sunshine 

1009  As  1  sat  upon  my  dear  old  mother's 
1"10  A  letter  from  Ireland  [knes 

1011  I'm  going  to  have  my  name  above  the 

1012  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so  [doov 
1U13  Man,  poor  man 

1014  When  baby  smiles  In  her  sleep 

1015  Songs  that  we  sing 

1016  Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe 

1017  Mo'tacoon  to-night 

1018  Copper  anrt  the  cook 

1019  Bnng  back  my  sailor  boy 

1020  Where  the  sparrows  and  chippies 

1021  Old  boss  Barry  [parade 

1022  Midnight  squad 

1023  Isabeile  St.  Clair 

1021  Don't  run  down  the  Irish 

1025  From  the  cradle  to  the  grave 

1026  The  little  flshermaiden 

1027  You  know 

1028  Up  went  the  price 

1029  Honor  thy  father  and  mother 

1030  Marguerite 

1031  Bid  me  good-bye  and  go 
\(^Vl  I'm  so  shy 


We  will  send   10  of  the  uliovc  S^mus,  \oiir  selection,  for  10  cents;  30  for  25  ceuts;   50  for  40  ceuts;    100  for  75  cents,  or  lOOO 
for  $5.     ZW  Rcnicnilier  we  will  not  send  less  th.-in  10  of  llip.sf>  Songs  by  mail.     Be  sure  to  order  Songs  by  tLeir  numbers  only.     We  'will 

send  the  sheet  music  of  any  song  on  this  page,  arranged  for  the  piano,  •words  and  music  combined,  for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  S  copies  for  $1. 

Address  aU  orders  to   HENRT  J.  WEHMAN,  130  Park  Row,  New  Tork  Citjr. 
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loss 

lOU 
lOSA 
1030 
lOST 

m» 

1039 
1(M0 
IMl 

lots 

lOM 
1046 
1044 
1047 
104« 
1049 
lOiJO 
1U61 
1063 
10&3 
1064 
10» 
105« 
1067 
MU 
KM 
1(M0 
1061 
1M2 
1063 
1064 
106S 
106A 
10*7 
1068 
1069 
1O70 
1071 
1072 
1073 
1074 
1075 
1076 
1077 
107g 
1070 
lOSO 
1081 
1082 
108;l 
1084 
lOHi 
10S« 
1087 
1083 
1089 
109<J 
1091 
109-2 
1093 
1094 
1096 
109A 
1097 
1098 
1099 
IIUO 
1101 
1102 
1103 


A  button-hole  botiqtn-t 

1  fontet 

She  Diitcht  h»Te  Ucked  UcOartr 

Love,  let  your  heart  bo  faithnl 

Sunshine  will  c^'iiie  n«;aia 

Bat)f  chat  never  came 

I  like  U,  I  do 

It's  fumiy  wlip.t  lajff-r  wiU  do 

lant  that  AD  avi  f ul  shame 

RltiK  dnt  tct-'lden  h«-U 

Uems  »f  o^d  lielauJ 

Jfiwc  Jaiu(8  l^oy 

Younif  mail  that  iist'il  to  live  over  the 

We've  biitli  bevii  tlifie  befoie  many  a 

Now  I  oome  to  thliilc  of  it  ItJine 

I  paid  the  810  to  ( I'Lirady 

With  aU  tier  faiiICa  1  luvo  her  still 

Dear  little  liunds 

Just  aortiss  from  Jei-sey 

Salvation  amiy.  oli 

Four  'leven  fmty-four 

Family  ovri  head 

I  wonder  h<i\v  lung  It  will  loft 

Cliarlt's^tON  Mueii 

Major  Uiireaihur 

Buodle 

That's  an  old  ung  with  nie 

valley  lay  t>niiUiiK  before  me 

Little  lirdiff  schoul 

Old  feather  bed 

I  never  drink  liehind  the  bar 

McNally's  row  of  flats 

I'll  wear  the  tniiir.erx,  oh 

Strolling  on  the  «iuds 

Mulberry  spinnc!) 

Good  bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone 

Plum-u'uddiutr 

I  conia  tell  it  it  1  felt  in  the  dnrk 

Let  Erin  renieniher  the  days  of  old 

Here  lies  an  actor 

Slisler  l><>oley'i<  ^eoxe 

Ten  tliouwnd  milesawayon  the  banks 

Mfther'ri  la.-<l  Utter  to  nio    [of  a  lonely 

Put  and  hi.'-  little  brown  mare 

Wateicresst  s 

She  lives  on  Mun-oy  Hill 

Eileen,  dwelt  Eileen 

Huiry,  little  children,  Sunday  morn 

My  little  side  door 

It  showered  atcnhi 

Market  oil  Saturday  night 

Other  arraiiirenients 

Haul  de  w..  d-pilodown 

As  KB  wander  in  the  orange  grovi> 

Drill,  ye  tarriers,  drill 

Hk.'i{y-t>ack 

Only  a  bluebell 

Dltle  b..y  blue 

Where  tiie  sweet  magnolia  grows 

old  black  Clow 

Heltih.  ho'  lintro  Sally 

Hui.t  the  baffiil.) 

Red  haired  piri  and  near-by  white 

Let  hei  go,  (iallatrlier  [taur^e 

MaSHn'-t  wedding-night 

Old  burn  floor 

Dridal  march 

Slaverj  'h  DHSi-ed  away 

Where  did  you  get  that  halt 

My  Miijru'ie 

Ri-anlans  swing  song 


tlO» 
1111.') 
lltW 
1107 
llOS 
1109 
1110 
1111 
111-2 
ins 

1114 

iiij 
iiitf 

1117 
1118 
1119 
U-20 
1121 

iia 

U-23 
1124 
11-25 
1126 
1127 
11-28 
1129 
1130 
1131 
113-2 
1133 
1134 
1135 
li:<6 
1137 
U3S 

ii:<y 

lUO 
1141 
1142 
1143 
1114 
114.i 
1U6 
1117 
1M8 
1149 
1150 
1151 
1152 
11*1 
1154 
115.') 
1150 
1157 
1158 
1159 
1160 
llKl 
1162 
1163 
IlAl 
llf.5 
1166 
1167 
1168 
1169 
1170 
1171 
1172 
1173 


You  nnd  I.  hive 

Mottoes  that  are  framc<l  upon  the  wall 

Kazzle  dazzio 

Whistling  coon 

Ilellul  Kedly 

Killiiloe 

Farewell,  Marguerite 

Spare  tluit  old  iniid  cabin 

Since  Kiite  loHmt  how  to  play 

I  Went  witli  him;  or,  my  pal,  Jack 

.lohn.Htown  flood 

I'ostagv-stanin  flirtation 

Those  lovely  ilrooklyii  gills 

Midi',  Kelly,  slide 

SuUivan  and  Kilmtii  tight 

Dim  n  where  wc  roamed  together 

Down  went  McUiiity 

Ju>t  a  little 

t'haiiipioii  of  the  world 

Oiild  plaid  shawl 

.Near  It 

Huddy  Shay 

Siioiilf'iiSiiki 

1  hree  leave.t  of  shamrock 

A  mother's  a|>p<.al  to  her  boy 

AcroK*  the  hridge  he  go<» 

You  will  never  know  a  mother's  love 

Convict  and  the  bird  [u,;uiii 

Sny,  won't  you  come  out  and  pla>  i 

chump!  or,  Ihey  did  liie  up 

Ouly  a  picture 

^»nie  <ild  walk 

Wiieu  »  e  ran  with  the  old  inaehlne 

Ballj  hooley 

Hi!  n  alter,  a  dozen  more  buttles 

A.-k  a  pi.iicemaii 

l>iii  he  get  there 

l>ying  cuwboy 

\\  hy  don't  tlicy  do  so  novi  t 

Where  did  >  ou  get  that  facet 

Little  empty  stiH-kiiig.-* 

Since  Keiliy  took  anouth  he'd  have  my 

Irelan't  for  the  Irish  i.life 

Little  Aiiiile  Rooii.y 

HukIi!  duii't  Wiike  the  bahy 

Koi.iii  4,  second  floor 

Emmet's  rarewell  to  bia  true  love 

Mi»v'ee'.-i  back-yard 

Beautiful  language 

My  hat 

Now  you're  talkintr 

<'as«y'.s  wife 

1  say,  Mike 

Tliere  goes  McManus 

Mctiiuty's  wake 

1 1<  lined  my  Sunday  coat  to  Muloncy 

Down  on  the  farm 

Are  you  w  iih  us,  Cuseyl 

He'.-*  ou  the  police  force  now 

laces 

Katie  Molloy 

I'm  a  cousin  to  Pamoll 

Oct  on  to  that  Imuiiuet 

Sin.-e  Casey  runs  the  flat 

Hell  .!  John  Malon.y 

IHrar  old  village-scliool 

Son./  that  breaUx  my  heart 

Oh,  w  hat  has  changed  }  out 

That  is  luve 

Little  buni-h  of  lilacs 


1174  Playmates 

11<3  Kelly's  new  spring  pants 

1176  Oh,  1. 1  it  U)  soon 

1177  Sum  Boss 

1178  hiiice  Maggie  learned  to  sing 

1179  ill  panihze  the  man  that  says 

1  ISO  A  di-eudr'ui  accident  1  M-.-Ginty 

llsl  Si^iior  Uini?  liinKer,  the  Imritoiie 

1182  Suiidav-.-chi<>lsoliolur  [sinper 

1183  Iftlio  wiiters  could  Biieolc  us  they  ifow 

1184  Mountain  dew 

1IS5  I  whittle  and  wait  for  Katie 
1I.S6  Oh,  leave  net  your  Kuthlteii 

1187  Throw  hiin  down.  McCiisl.fy 

1188  It  us.d  to  bo  iinper,  but  it  tion'tgo 
1IS9  Wo'\e  all  had  'eiu  [now 
1190  Drlr.k  up,  b..ys 

ir.*l  My  dear  old  IrisU  homo 

1192  Hoar  dcin  bolls 

1193  Harney,  come  homo 

1194  Two  ne.v  hports  In  town 

119.5  Whi-ro  Is  my  wandering  b<.>y  to-iiigbtl 
1106  Little  old  duthleen 

1197  Oh,  mamma!  buy  me  tll.it 

1198  Dar's  a  lock  ou  tnc  chiekcii-coop  door 

1199  'Iney  never ti'lii  a  ho 

1200  Learn  intc  Mcl-'adden  to  waltz 
12U1  SuUionkee|iers'  CoiuuiauUuienta 
120-2  Irish  juhileo 

1203  Ho  w  as  a  pal  of  mine 
1-2W  -I'liey'ieatt-r  mo 

1205  Sweet  Katie  Connor 

1206  He  ain't  In  it 

1-207  Then  you  wink  the  other  eye 

1-208  I  was  on  it 

rM3  Wiien  I  get  to  h-  n  luan  like  jol 

1210  Cloncy  wasnt  ii.  it 

1211  Paddy  Flynu 

1212  Comnides 

1313  3IcManu!<  and  hi!<  spike-tall  coot 

1214  Come  down,  Mrs.  l-lynn 

1215  DrcaminR  as  siie  siet'iHt 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  29. 


THE  RATTLE  OF  THE  LATCH-KEY 
IN  THE  DOOR. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  Oliver  Uit.Hon  Compauy. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thin  SonK  will  be  i<CDt  tu  anv  addesw,  nost-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  SonK*  for  One  I'ollar,  )>y  li.  J.  Wt-liman,  130  Parle 

Row,  New  York  City,    hostatce  Sttunpstnkt'n  winie  us  cimh  fornll  uur  goods. 


Words  by  J.  McCristaU.    Miixic  by  raulinc  McC'rbtaU. 


When  at  night  I  stay  out  late,  it's  my  unhappy  fate 
To  get  lectured  by  my  wife  an  hour  or  more, 

For  fihe  eays  she  cannot  rest  with  that  coufouuded  pest. 
The  rattle  of  the  lutch-key  in  the  door. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  the  rattle  of  the  latch-key  In  the  door, 

It  has  got  me  into  trouble  oft  before; 
For  it  stirs  up  such  a  rattle  that  it  never  fails  to  tattle— 

The  rattle  of  the  latch-key  in  the  door.— (Dance.) 

If  at  night  I  chance  to  meet  a  friend  upon  the  street 
Whom  I  haven't  seen  for  many  a  year  before. 

We  may  drink  a  social  gla)<s,  and  the  time  will  quickly  pass. 
Then  it's  hard  to  fit  the  latch-key  in  the  door.— Chukus. 

Sometimes  to  the  club  I  go  to  8{>end  an  hour  or  so. 

There  I  meet  the  jolly  lellows  by  the  score; 
Very  often,  you  can  bet,  ruzzle-duzzled  we  will  get. 

Then  it's  hard  to  fit  the  luich-key  in  the  door.— C'HORUi. 

Saturday  night  I  stayed  out  late,  being  in  a  jolly  state, 
Sunday  morning  1  reached  home  at  half-past  four; 

It  was  dark,  I  could  not  see  where  to  place  the  horrid  key, 
And  I  trivjd  to  fit  it  in  my  neighbor's  door— C'horl'3. 


LITTLE    FANNIE    McINTYRE. 

Capyright,  ISflO,  by  Willit)  Woodward  &  Co. 


I'VE  A  LITTLE  YALLER  WATCH. 


Copyright,  188»,  by  Jos.  A  Prosser. 


The  Words  and  MuhIc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  i 

centsi  or  this  and  any  two  otlit-r  SonKS  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  190  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Husic  by  Jos.  A.  Proawr. 


Tho  Words  and  Music  of  thl.<  Song  will  t)e  .tent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

centK.  or  this  ami  any  two  otlur  .Sniitrs  for  ( )«e  Uollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Uuw,  New  York  (.'ity.    I'o.siatct:  hlaniiKi  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 

I've  a  little  sweetheart,  Fannie,  that's  her  name, 
We  met  only  yesterday— tell  me,  can  you  blame 
Me  for  loving  an  angel,  \\  ith  eyes  as  liriglit  as  tiref 
Some  day  I  am  going  to  wed  Miss  Mclutyre. 

CllORfS. 

Little  Fanny  Mclutyre,  she's  the  one  I  most  admire; 
She  bets  my  heart  strings  on  fire,  little  Fannie  Mclntyre; 
She  leads  in  our  old  church  choir,  she's  the  picture  of  her  aire; 
Girls,  they  envy,  boys  admire,  little  Fanny  Mclutyre. 

Like  a  burst  of  sunshine,  like  a  dear,  sweet  drcain. 
She  came  into  my  life,  strange  as  it  may  seem; 
SVe  both  loved  at  lirHt  sight,  two  lips  in  kir<ses  met, 
Oue  to  live  for  the  other,  sworii  to  ne'er  forget.— Chorus. 

Soon  will  be  the  wedding,  soon  the  bells  will  ring. 

Angels  up  in  heaven  will  wish  us  joy  and  sing; 

Could  we  tell  of  the  future,  to  what  ho|>e8  we  aspire, 

Then  you'd  hear  folks  singing  of  Fanny  Mclntyre— Chorus. 


1    *  <  ^    ■ 

THE    LONE    CRAVE. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Willis  Woodward  *  Co. 

The  Words  and  Mnsie  of  tUis  Soiii;  will  be  sent  Co  any  address,  |>ORt-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  tins  and  any  two  otlier  ^iorltrs  fur  one  l><>llar.  by  li.  J.  V\  elmian,  13(i  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  SUtnips  taken  same  as  eusli  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dreswr, 
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A  story  I'm  troing  to  tell  of  a  grave 

III  ilie  So;itli,  wheie  a  brave  soldier  fell; 
For  hi.'*  cause  now  he  sleops  by  the  side  of  a  track. 

What  his  colors,  none  anie  to  tell; 
A  plain,  simple  boaril,  riniely  carved,  that  was  all 

That  was  l«tfl  to  remind  one  of  that  sacred  spot; 
The  words,  ae  we  traced  them,  were  simple  enough, 

•'  A  soldier  sleeps  here — oh,  forget  me  not." 

Ciioiifs. 

■     The  lone  grave  is  there  by  the  side  of  the  track. 
It  contains  a  wanderer  who  never  came  hack. 
And  when  he  appears  on  the  great  judgment  day. 
Our  Father'll  not  ask,  "  Was  your  suit  blue  or  gray?  " 

There's  a  mother  that  sits  by  a  fireside  to-night. 
She  is  fhinkini;  of  days  long  gone  by; 

And  she  pictures  a  loved  one  who  went  to  the  war. 
But  returned  not,  she  says,  with  a  sigh; 

If  the  mother  could  know  that  her  boy  calmly  sleeps 
Undisturbed  by  the  march  or  the  progress  of  time; 

What  feelings  would  haunt  her,  what  thoughts  would  she  have- 
Sobs,  tears  and  heart-aches,  what  sadness  sublime. 

Cnonus. 

Tlie  lone  grave's  still  there  »)y  the  side  of  the  track. 
It  contains  her  l>oy,  who  will  never  come  b;ick. 
And  when  ho  appears  on  the  great  judgment  day. 
Our  Father'll  not  ask,  "  Was  your  suit  blue  or  gray?  " 


Two  weeks  ago  last  Saturd.iy,  shure  I  resavcd  a  letther 

Frum  me  brother  Harney,  who  thaught  he  cud  do  betther 

Be  cuming  t'  America  an'  lave  his  frinds  behind. 

lie  thaught  that  here  we  did  no  wurk,  but  all  our  munnie  find. 

He  axeil  me  if  I'd  mate  him— uv  coorse,  shure  I  consiuted, 

An'  off  t'  Castle  Garden  me  way  I  quickly  wini  it. 

An'  whin  we  met,  I  grabbed  hia  hand,  him  I  was  glad  t'  aee. 

Thin  Barney  he  tuck  me  aside,  an'  this  he  sed  t'  me: 

Chorus. 

"I've  a  little  yaller  watch  In  me  vest  pocket; 
But  I've  made  me  mind  up  that  I'll  go  an'  hock  It. 
So  thin  wid  it  goes  th'  chain,  an'  also  goes  th'  locket. 
But  I  go  \\'id  ye,  Tom,  an'  we  will  have  a  spree." 

So  thin  t'gether  we  both  wint  t'  Simpson's,  there  t'  pon  it. 

Look  was  in  his  favur,  he  got  tin  dollars  on  it. 

We  stharted  off  t'  Brauiiigan's,  fur  him  he'd  like  t'  see. 

While  there  we  got  so  bilin'  dhrunk,  t>egor,  we  couldn't  see, 

Thiu  Barney  got  excited,  an'  began  t'  abuse  me, 

An'  officer  he  came  'long,  thin  Barney  did  a'cuse  me 

Uv  Stalin'  watch  an'  chain  an'  locket— tright  near  killed  me  dead: 

Nex'  day  befure  a  police  judge  I  awure  that  Barney  said:— Chorus. 

Sbure  Barney  heard  all  that  was  tould,  an'  knew  he  was  outwitted; 

lie  lied  f  his  Ilonor,  faith  he  quickly  admitted, 

Sez  he:  "  I  beg  yer  pardon,  sur,  if  rung  shure  1  have  duuu. 

Fur  I  thaught  in  this  counthry  th' people  lived  tor  fiinu; 

But  if  it's  rung  to  do  it,  ye'U  find  that  I'll  kape  frum  it. 

So  now  thiu,  ulaze,  yer  Ilonor,  I'm  sorry  that  I  duuu  it; 

It's  me  furst  uay  in  this  counthry,  plaze  judge  don't  kape  me  in." 

Ills  Ilonor  scratched  hia  ould  bald  i>ate,  an'  answered  wid  a  grin: 

Chorus. 

"  Ye'd  a  little  yaller  watch  in  yer  vc'^t-pocket. 
But  ye  wur  not  satisfled  'till  ye'd  go  au^  bock  it. 
So  thin  wid  it  wint  th'  chain,  an'  alsd  wint  th'  locket. 
But,  Barney,  ye  go  t'  th'  pennitentiaiy." 

.^^^ y' 

Then  You  Wink  the  Other  Eye. 

As  sung  by  Marie  Loftus. 


The  Words  and  Mnsic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  | 
y  two  other  Sunirx  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISli  Park  , 


cents:  or  thin  and  any  t 
Kow,  New  York  City, 


Postage  Stamps  taken  sameaa  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Say,  l)oy8,  whatever  do  yon  mean 

When  you  wink  the  other  eye; 
Why,  when  you  tell  where  you've  lieen. 

Do  you  wink  the  other  eyeV 
'Voii  preach  your  wives  such  slorii  -,  you  can  tell  them  just  a  few. 
Just  met  ail  old  acquaintance,  or  the*traln  was  ovetdiie; 
And  when  the  simple  wife  tHjlieves  that  every  word  is  true, 

Then  you  wink  the  other  eye. 

Chorus. 
Say,  boys,  now  is  it  quite  the  thing: 
Say,  should  we  let  you  have  your  fling; 
Ob,  when  you've  cot  us  on  a  string. 

Then  you  wiiik  the  Other  eye. 

Say,  boyi,  you  mpet  a  tnrtle-dove. 

Then  you  wink  the  other  eye; 
First  Bight,  you  madly  fall  ill  love. 

Then  she  winks  the  other  eye. 
You  take  her  thro'  the  city  for  a  pleasant  little  stroll. 
And  ui>  aijainst  a  jeweller's  shop  by  accident  you  roll— 
She'd  like  that  lovely  diamond  brooch,  you  find  you're  in  a  hole. 

Then  she  wiuka  the  other  eye.— Chorus. 

In  court  a  breach  of  promise  on. 

Then  they  wink  the  other  eye; 
Up  steps  the  maiden  all  forlorn. 

Then  they  wink  the  other  eye. 
She  tells  the  Judge  her  story  with  the  salt  tear  in  her  eye. 
How  the  villain  woo'd  and  won  her— here  she  heaves  a  bitter  ngb— 
liow  he  used  to  kiss  nnd  cuddle  her  when  nobody  was  nigh. 

Then  they  wink  the  other  eye.— Chorus. 

A  Bwect,  young  creature  calls  a  cab. 

And  she  wniks  the  other  eye; 
"  Right,  mum!  "  another  fare  to  grab. 

Cubby  winks  the  other  eye. 
Iler  purse,  alas!  is  empty,  but  somehow  she  must  get  there; 
She  wbis|>ers  something  in  his  ear,  then  it's  "Drive  to  Leicester  Square." 
"All  right— jump  in!  "  says  cabt)y  [pause]  oh,  "Cabby  knows  his  fare," 

For  be  winiu  the  other  eye.— Chorus. 
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Ger>rire:  "You  look,  sleepy,  John."  John:  "  I  did  not  goto 
l»c(l  tintii  three  o'clock  this  morning.  I  was  out  calling  on  my 
girl."  "Three  o'clock!  I  should  think  tlic  old  man  would  have 
come  down  stnirs  with  a  shot-gun."  "Her  father  is  a  widower, 
and  is  courtinj»  a  lady  in  tlie  next  hlock.  I  never  have  to  leave 
until  be  comes  Lome," — Omaha  Wbiid. 
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MY    SAILOR   JACK 

Copyrisrht,  188U,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Words  aud  Mnaic  of  thin  S<>nK  « ill  ^e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  thia  and  any  two  otlii-r  Soiiifs  for  One  Dollar,  liy  H.  J.  ^\elinian,  130  Park 

Uow,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Sloiups  takeu  saiue  as  cuvti  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  aud  Music  by  Wm.  Henry  Why  te. 


: 


Come  nieB^-matee  all  and  lit>t  to  ine,  come  listen  to  my  eong; 

My  tale  of  love  I'll  tell  to  you,  to  wbile  the  liourtt  along: 

Five  years  to-day  I  went  away,  our  grand  ehip  sailed  afar, 

Mug  bade  adieu  to  ship  and  crew  aa  we  eped  o'er  the  harbor  bar. 

Uf  I'times  at  night  upon  the  aea  theue  words  come  back,  come  bock  to  me: 

CUOHUH. 

Don't  leave  your  Maggie,  Jack,  my  poor  heart  with  anguish  rack, 
I'll  be  here  when  you  come  back,  to  welcome  home  my  sailor  Jack. 

Juet  one  short  year  passed  by,  mess-mates,  once  more  I  was  at  home; 

IJut  Maggie,  lovely  Mai^gje,  mutes,  to  heaven  she  had  flown; 

Slie  was  loo  good  for  ihit  rough  \v^)rld,  so  happy,  gay  and  free; 

Now  as  I  keep  my  midnight  wutcli,  upon  the  top-mast  tiee, 

Of  t'Umes  at  night  upuu  the  sea  these  words  rome  back,  come  back  to  me: — Cho. 
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This  Little  Pig  Went  to  Market. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.  .l-    .^'       '■■ 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wUl  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iU 

ceutsi  or  this  aud  any  two  other  6onK>>  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  %V  ehniau,  130  Park 

KutT,  New  York  City.    Poiitage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ounli  tor  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  J.  Cheever  Ooodwm.     Music  by  Gustave  Kerker. 

When  shades  of  niglit  begin  to  fall,  and  in  the  quiet  skies 

The  little  sUrs  peep  shyly  out,  like  baby  angels'  eyes. 

When  ev'ry  bird  has  ceased  lis  song  ana  slumbers  ou  its  nest. 

My  little  girl  with  sunny  ha.r  gets  ready  for  her  rest; 

We  romp  together  for  a  time  aud  then  she  sits  her  down. 

And  takes  her  shoea  aud  stockings  off,  with  many  a  dainty  frown, 

Then  climbs  upon  my  knee  and  says,  "  Please,  papa,  one  more  time, 

Tell  me  about  the  little  pigs,  aud  so  I  slug  the  rhyme: 

CnoKUS. 
This  little  pig  went  to  market,  this  little  pig  stayed  at  home. 
This  little  pig  he  had  roast-beef,  this  little  pig  he  had  noue. 
This  little  pig  cried,  vvheekl  wheek!  wheek!  I  cannot  find  my  way  home. 
This  little  pig  cried,  wheek!  wheek!  wheek!  1  cauuot  find  my  way  home. 

Five  little  dainty,  rosy  toes,  I  count  them  each  in  turn. 

And  all  in  vain  the  baby  tries  the  jingling  rhyme  to  learn; 

She  mixes  all  the  pigies  up  and  misses  half  the  toes. 

But  still  she  tries,  aud  ev'ry  time  is  sure  that  now  she  knows; 

bhe  thinks  I'm  very  mean  to  laugh,  and  thtai  a  frown  appears. 

And  then  her  lips  begin  to  pout,  her  eyes  to  fill  with  tears. 

But  long  before  the  u-ar  drops  fall  I  kiss  them  all  away, 

Aud  once  again  I  count  the  toes,  and  once  again  I  say:— Chobu*. 

She  makes  one  last  endeavor  now.  she  says  it  very  slow, 

But  still  there's  not  enough  of  pigs,  or  else  an  extra  toe. 

She  don't  know  what's  the  matter,  and  she  guesoea  that  will  do. 

She  says,  "  1  don't  think  anyway  that  pigs  are  nice,  do  you?" 

ller  little  eyes  grow  heavy  and  she  thinks  she'll  go  to  bed. 

So  kneeling  in lier  gown  of  white,  the  "  Now  I  lay  me's  "  said, 

A  last  good-night  to  one  and  all,  a  last  kiss,  long  and  sweet, 

And  as  I  leave  her  to  her  dreams,  I  hear  her  still  repeat :—Cbobu8. 


THEY^RE    AFTER    ME. 

Copyrigtat,  UW,  by  White-Smith  Music  Pubhshmg  Co. 
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YOU'LL  BE  KIND  TO  MY  MOTHER 
WHEN    I'M    G-ONE. 

Copyright,  1885,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Words  aud  Musiu  of  this  SoMif  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  ooet-paid,  on  receipt  of  *• 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjis  for  Uue  Dollar,  l)y  H.  J.  Webuian,  130  Park 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  tukeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Let  me  wlisper  to  you,  father,  ere  I  close  my  eyes  in  death, 

Spt-ak  low,  I  would  not  have  the  angels  hear; 
But  tell  me,  I  beseech  you,  ere  I  take  my  dying  breath, 

What  makes  you  act  so  strangely,  father  dearf 
You  are  not  the  same  to  mother  as  in  happy  days  gone  by. 

She  seems  to  be  dejected  aud  forlorn; 
Then  promise  me,  dear  fath'  r,  'tis  your  dying  child's  request. 

You'll  be  kind  to  my  mother  when  I'm  gone. 

Chobus. 

Then,  father,  ere  I  die,  bid  your  Willie  dear,  good-bye. 
And,  mother,  for  your  son  do  not  mourn;  -  * 

I  am  going  now  to  rest,  and  will  soon  be  with  the  blest. 
So  be  kind  to  m;  mother  when  I'm  gone. 

Oh,  you'd  always  come  home  early,  ere  tl     sun  had  sank  to  rest, 

And  ev'rything  was  happy,  gay  and  bright. 
But  now  she  waits  aud  watches  w  ilh  sad  feelings  in  her  breast. 

And  her  heart  is  full  of  sadness  day  and  night; 
Then,  father,  dearest  father,  you  can  never,  never  know 

The  sorrow  and  anguish  she  has  borne; 
Then  promise  me,  dear  father,  ere  I  take  my  dying  breath, 

You'll  be  kind  to  my  mothtsr  wheu  I'm  gone.— Chorus. 

Oh,  you'd  often  kiss  her,  father,  ere  you  left  our  cottage-door. 

There  were  no  wrinkles  then  upon  her  brow; 
And  oft  I've  Wrd  you  tell  her  that  you'd  love  her  more  and  more, 

But  I  never  see  you  kiss  her,  father,  now; 
And  oft  I've  heard  her  weeping,  when  she  thought  me  fast  asleep. 

And  I  wondered  what  it  was  that  made  her  moan; 
Then  promise  me,  oh,  promise  ere  I  close  my  eyes  in  peace, 

Yoa  11  be  klod  to  my  mother  wiieu  I'm  gone.— Chorus. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonu  w  ill  be  sent  to  any  addess,  p(.>st-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlior  Sun^s  lor  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  WcUmau,  130  Park 

Kow,  Kew  York  City.    PostaKe  .siuuips  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Frank  N.  Scott.    As  sung  by  William  Hoey. 

Our  ship  of  state  is  sailing  ou  a  most  uneven  keel. 

The  people  are  dissatisfied  and  want  another  deal. 

The  country's  bound  for  ruin  at  a  headlong  railroad  speed. 

To  stop  all  this  they  say  they've  found  the  very  man  they  need. 

Chobus.  ;    "  ' 

So  they're  after  me,  after  me,  to  capture  me  is  ev'ry  one's  desire; 
Tliey're  after  me,  after  me,  I'm  the  individual  they  require. 
They're  after  me,  after  me,  to  capture  me  is  ev'rj'  one's  desire; 
They're  after  me,  after  me,  I'm  the  individual  they  require. 

The  girls  admire  a  handsome  face  and  go  a  heap  on  "style  "; 

They  like  to  see  a  noble  brow  support  a  shining  tile. 

And  when  a  manly  form  ap{)eurB  in  stunuing  garb  .irrayed. 

Straightway  all  womaukiud  is  "•  mashed  "— w  ife,  dauiM  1  and  old  maid.— Cuo. 

lu  baseball  matters  things  are  said  to  be  a  little  "  mixed," 

And  all  who  love  the  game  desire  to  sec  the  trouble  fixed; 

Both  managers  and  players  shv  there's  only  just  one  man 

Cau  f  iraighten  thiugs  aud  have  them  run  upon  a  belter  iilau.— Chobcb. 

Our  shrewd  Postmaster-General  and  Anthony  the  wise  ■  < 

Declared  Kreutzer's  Sonata  quite  unfit  for  modi  =■!  eyes; 
The  book  Sonata  sold  in  scores,  and  {teople  think  tlio  tiling 
A  put-up  job  to  make  it  sell  and  mighty  profits  iTing. — I'uoucs. 

In  England  Queen  Victoria  would  like  to  take  a  rest. 

But  to  resijjn  the  crown  to  Wales  she  doesn't  think  it  Ik-sI; 

She  says  in  all  the  universe  there's  just  one  man  alone 

She  wants  as  her  successor  on  Great  Britain's  mighty  throne.— CHoai;s. 
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THE    LOW-BACK'D   CAR       - 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  reoeive 

by  return  mail  a  coniplete  Catalogue  of  over  5000  Popular  RnurUsh  and  (ierman 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca<>h  fur  aJl  our  goods. 

When  first  I  saw  sweet  Pegg}', 

'Twas  on  a  market  day, 
A  low-back'd  car  she  drove  and  sat 

Upon  a  truss  of  hay. 
.        But  when  that  hay  was  blooming  grass, 

And  deck'd  with  flowers  of  Spring, 
No  flowers  were  there  that  could  compare 

With  the  lovely  girl  I  sing. 
As  she  sat  in  the  low-back'd  car. 

The  man  at  the  turnpike  bar, 
Good-natured  old  soul,  never  ask'd  for  his  toll, 

But  look'd  after  the  low-back'd  car. 

In  battle's  wild  commotion, 

The  proud  and  mighty  Mars, 
With  hostile  scytliesrdemauds  his  titbes 

Of  death  in  warlike  scars; 
But  Peggy,  peaceful  goddess,     . 

Has  darts  in  her  bright  eye 
That  knock  men  down  in  the  market-town, 

As  right  aud  left  they  flj% 
As  she  sits  in  the  low-back'd  car, 

Than  battle  more  daugenms  far, 
■:    •         For  the  doctor's  art  cannot  cure  the  heart 

That  is  hit  from  the  low-back'd  car. 

Sweet  Peggy  round  her  car,  sir. 

Has  strings  of  ducks  and  geese, 
But  the  scores  of  hearts  she  slaughters 

By  far  outnumber  these. 
While  she  among  her  poultry  sits, 
./  Just  like  a  turtle-dove, 

Well  worth  the  cage,  I  do  engage. 

Of  the  blooming  Gkxi  of  Love. 
As  she  sits  in  her  low-back'd  car, 

The  lovers  come  from  afar 
And  envy  the  chickens  that  Peggy  is  picking. 

As  she  rides  in  her  low-back'd  car. 

I'd  rather  own  that  car,  sir. 

With  Peggy  by  my  side, 
Thau  a  coach  and  four,  and  gold  galore, 

With  a  lady  for  my  bride. 
For  the  lady  would  sit  forninst  me 

On  a  cushion  made  with  taste. 
While  Peggy  would  sit  beside  me. 

With  my  arm  around  her  waist. 
As  we  rode  in  that  low-back'd  car. 

To  be  married  by  Father  Magar, 
Oh,  my  heart  would  beat  higli  at  each  glance  of  her  eye. 

As  we  rode  in  the  low-back'd  car. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.   29. 


HE    WAS    A    PAL    OF    MINE. 

Copj-right,  1S60,  by  M.  Witmark  &  Sons.    Publtdied  by  gpecUl  penulwion. 
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The  Words  and  MuMc  of  this  SotiK  will  be  sent  to  any  addrcHa,  pont-pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cenUi;  or  this  and  any  two  utlier  Soiucs  fur  Uno  liollar,  by  tl.  J.  Wehinan,  IM  i'aik 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    I'ostaKe  !JtaiU|>8  taken  name  as  cunii  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  M.  J.  CavanaKh.    Music  by  Isidor  Witmark. 


Ned  and  I  were  schoolmates  many  years  apo, 

I  loved  biiu  like  a  brother,  he  returued  my  love,  I  know; 

Oar  lives  had  not  a  shadow  of  care  or  sorrow  then; 

We  never  dreain't  how  fate  would  change  our  paths  when  we  were  men; 

But  school-day»,  like  ail  other  things,  at  last  miittt  have  an  end; 

1  well  reiueuibtr  how  1  grieved  to  leave  my  yoiilhrul  friend; 

He  wruii);  luy  hand  at  uartiiig,  and  be  whispered  in  my  ear: 

Tho'  I  be  far  away,  olu  pal,  iu  mem'ry  keep  me  near— ah, 

CUORl'S. 

He  was  a  pal  of  mine,  he  shared  my  hopes  and  fears: 

But,  oh,  for  the  scenes  that  fancy  brings  back  from  those  golden  ye«re 

When  we  sat  at  the  same  old  desk,  and  together  line  by  line 

We  studied  our  lessons,  Ned  and  I,  for  he  was  a  pal  of  mine. 

Years  rolled  quickly  onward,  at  last  I  heard  from  Ned— 

Discourajfed  by  misfortune,  downward  he  was  led; 

Poor  lad,  he  hiid  been  drifting  upon  life's  troubled  stream. 

And  o'er  Ills  darken'd  pathway  hope  shed  not  one  fiugle  beam; 

No  friendly  hand  to  stay  him,  he  had  reached  destruction's  brink. 

Discarded  by  the  world,  he  sought  forgetfuluess  iu  drink; 

I  found  him  by  the  road-side  there,  mocked  by  the  rabbles  jeers. 

And,  ad  a  niau  should  do,  I  raised  my  frieud  of  other  years— For— Chobus. 

Seeds  that  diink  had  planted  brought  the  fruit  of  crime; 

I  vainly  sougtit  to  make  Ned  the  lad  of  olden  liuie; 

Too  low  liiid  he  descended,  his  path  was  downward  now, 

Until  at  last  the  felons'  braud  was  placed  upon  his  brow: 

I  saw  hiin  in  the  court-room  on  the  inonilug  he  was  tried; 

DUgraced,  a  thief,  a  vagabond,  by  all  the  world  dented, 

"The  judge's  sentence  is  declared,"  a  prisou-cell  for  years. 

The  only  frieud  to  speak  for  him,  I  told  them  thru'  my  tear*  that— Chohus. 

When  the  shadows  deepen,  and  all  nature's  still, 

I  often  love  to  wander  to  a  church-yard  on  the  hill; 

In  a  nook,  secluded  from  the  cold  world's  gaze, 

Itesidea  humble  grave  I  mute  on  half -forgotten  days; 

No  monument  of  grandeur  now  marks  where  he  lies  at  rest. 

But  (Jod's  own  pretty  flowers  lift  their  heads  above  his  bieant; 

In  peace,  poor  lail,  he  slumlx^rs  there,  his  cares  and  griefs  are  o'er. 

But,  ah,  what  would  I  give  to  live  again  those  days  of  yore,  when— CaoHus. 


UNCLE    JOE. 

Copyright,  1878,  by  J.   F.  Teny  A  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tbis  Souk  will  b«  lu'iit  to  any  addreM,  post-paid,  on  rsceipC  of  tO 

Oruts:  or  (bis  and  any  Cwuiitln-r  Sniiirxfur  unc  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehnmn.  l.^  I'ai-k 

Kow,  New  Vork  City.    fostoKe  Stamps  taken  saute  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 

Words  aud  Music  by  James  Bland. 


Oh!  thev  call  me  Uncle  Joo,  I  was  bred  and  born,  you  know, 

In  a  i)le:u»ant  spot  not  far  away  from  here; 
When  I  think  of  days  gone  by,  it  almost  makes  me  cry 

For  my  birth-place  that  Uve  always  loved  so  dear; 
I  used  to  play  the  banjo  just  beside  the  cabin-door 

And  watch  the  children  dancing  on  the  green. 
Bur  tliein  days  am  passed  and  gone  and  they  never  will  return, 

Since  Uve  left  my  old  log  cabin  by  the  stream. 

Cnonrs. 
Will  I  hear  the  darkies  voices  as  I  used  to  years  ago, 
Yec,  were  waiting  to  receive  you,  Uucle  Joe. 
Oh:  it  seems  to  ine  a  dream— hark!  list  to  the  tambonrine; 
Uh!  the  sound  comes  from  my  cabin  by  the  stream. 

Ob!  I  know  I  soon  shall  die,  and  it  almost  makes  me  cry 

When  I've  got  to  leave  the  spot  wheie  I  was  born; 
I  have  traveled  far  alone  just  to  see  my  dear  old  home. 

But  I  thought  that  all  the  color'd  folks  had  gone. 
But  now  1  think  I'm  wrong,  yet  I'll  sing  my  little  song. 

For  everything  to  ine  seems  like  a  dream; 
When  the  darkies  hear  my  voice  it  will  make  their  hearts  rejoice. 

For  I've  come  to  see  my  cabin  by  the  stream.— Choiu's. 


PRETTY    LITTLE    LOU. 

Copyright,  1«j.1,  by  Wm.  J.  A.  Liedor. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  post-raUl,  on  ureipt  of  10 

cent*,  or  this  and  any  two  oth'r  SnniM  for  I'm-  iK.Uar,  by  H.  J.  Wehn»an,  I:10  I'ark 

Kow,  New  Tork  City.     TustAKe  ^>lllMll>s  taken  same  as  casti  for  ail  our  Koud.-t. 


Words  by  O.  Stan.vill.    Mu>ic  by  J.  Sehwcnwck. 


Ther«  is  a  fair  one  living  near.  I  don't  mind  telling  yon. 
Who  promised  for  to  W  my  wife,  her  maiden  name*is  Lou; 
The  first  time  that  I  met  her  was  down  bv  a  purling  stream. 
And  when  she  turned  aud  smiled  on  me  how  happy  I  did  seem. 

ClIOBtS. 

While  strolling  through  the  grove,  by  this  lovely  little  stream. 

This  vision  floated  past  my  sight  just  like  a  happy  dream; 

I  never  can  forgi-t  her,  with  her  eyes  of  iKinnle  blue. 

She  Is  so  fair.  I  do  declare,  my  prettv  little  Lou, 

She  is  so  fair,  I  do  declare,  my  prett'y  lillie  Lou.  — tDANcB.) 

I  »tnlle<l  on  her  and  raiswl  my  hat.  she  blushed  and  hnng  her  head, 

My  heart  kept  going  ])lt-a-pat,  I  scarce  knew  what  I  •aid. 

Pray,  par  Ion  me,  then  Misa.  said  1. 1  hope  I  don't  intrude. 

She  luiaed  her  eye  and  winked  so  sly,  my  pretty  little  Leu. — CaostTSc 


NORA    MAGUIRE. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  M.  Witmark  &  Sons.    Published  by  special  permission. 


The  Words  ami  Music  of  this  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid 
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Postage  Staui(>s  taken  aaine  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Thos.  Le  Mack. 


In  a  little  house  just  down  the  street  there  lives  a  lovely  miss. 
Whose  roguish  ways  have  filled  my  heart  with  ecstacy  and  bliss; 
A  Venus,  filled  with  loveliness,  would  not  be  any  where 
To  see  her  walking  Sundays  with  your  humble  servant  here; 
It's  not  me  that  makes  the  picture,  although  Nora  says  I'm  sweet. 
But  a  look  at  her  I'm  sure  that  it  would  raise  you  oU  your  feet; 
The  words  like  nmsic  from  her  lips,  I'm  sure  vou'd  never  tire. 
If  you  were  fortunate  enough  to  meet  sweet  N'ora  Maguire. 

Chobl's. 

You  should  see  her  on  Sunday  walking  down  the  street. 
You  would  think  her  an  angel  beautiful  and  sweet;  < ' 

My  mind  is  nearly  crazy,  my  heart  it  is  on  fire,  ^ 

With  love  for  this  churming,  beautiful  Nora  Maguire. 

You've  admired  lovely  women,  yon  have  iiiet  with  pn-tty  girls. 

You've  seen  them  decked  with  diamonds  and  many  nretious  pearls. 

But  if  by  chance  at  any  time  on  Nora  you  should  call. 

Just  one  glauce  at  her  lovely  face,  you'd  say  she  t>eats  them  all; 

Now,  it  is  not  for  her  beauty  that  this  little  girl  I  praise. 

But  the  charms  she  has  about  her  are  her  natural,  loving  ways; 

Discomforted  when  parted  from  her,  when  happy  I'm  uiEh  her. 

That  is  the  way  I've  gone  through  life  since  I've  met  Nora  Maguire. — Cao. 


IT    SHOWERED    AGAIN. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Wui.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Musio  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  by  FUlward  Barriirnn.    Music  by  Dave  Bi-aham. 

The  clouds  were  low'ry,  the  rumble  of  tlitinder 

Was  shiikiu!'  the  vaults  of  a  dark,  heavy  iky, 
Wlieu  I  met  ilary  Ciisey,  and  said,  come  in  under 

The  awning  of  Murphy  till  the  shower  goes  by. 
Said  she,  with  gretit  pletisure,  I  have  plenty  of  leisure, 

I'm  trembling  aud  nervous  iu  fear  of  the  raiu. 
Oh,  we  waited  and  waited,  till  the  storm  had  abated, 

She  started  to  go,  but  it  showered  again; 
Oh,  we  waited  and  wuit«,'d,  till  the  storm  had  abated. 

She  started  to  go,  but  it  showered  again. 

"We  talked  of  the  weather,  the  rain  kept  a  falling, 

And  Murphy's  while  awning  began  for  to  leak; 
Then  we  lieanl  a  loud  voice  in  the  bar-room  a-bawling,  ! 

'Twas  Murphy  himself  with  his  mu.sical  squeak.  [ 

lie  sang.  oh.  so  bravely:  "  TheLtist  Rose  of  Summer," 

The  crowtl  gathercfi  'round  for  to  hear  the  sweet  strain;  > 

Then  said  Mary:  Good-bye,  oh,  sure,  now  1  must  leave  you! 

She  stiirteil  to  go,  but  it  showered  again; 
Then  stiiil  Mary:  Go<Hl-bye,  oh,  sure,  now  I  must  leave  you! 

She  started  to  go,  but  it  showered  again. 

•  ^  i 

Tho  horse-cars  were  crowded,  the  street  was  blockaded  ' 

With  buggies  and  wagt)n8,  yet  Murphy  did  sing;  ' 

Oh,  .said  I.  lovely  Mary,  I'm  lone  and  unaided, 

When  on  her  first  finger  I  placed  a  gold  ring. 
She  blushed  like  a  posy,  and  bowed  her  heail  shyly, 

And  whispered:  Now,  Barney,  oh,  what  do  you' moan? 
For  my  mollier  has  promised,  siire,  my  hand  to  Pat  Reilly! 

She  started  to  go,  but  it  showered  again; 
For  my  mother  hits  promised,  sure,  my  baud  to  Pat  Reilly? 

She  started  to  go,  but  it  showered  again. 

The  sky  it  grew  darker,  the  elements  warring. 

The  thunder  of  heaven  .so  lou«lly  did  roar; 
While  I  said:  Dearest  Mary,  your  love  I'm  imploring. 

Then  Murpliy  l(x>ked  out  with  a  smile  from  his  door. 
Saitl  I:  Mary  Casey,  don't  take  this  for  a  blarney. 

The  name  of  Pat  Reillv  h:\s  given  me  pain; 
Will  you  marry  me,  loved  one?  then  she  answered:  Yes,  Barney! 

The  sun  it  came  out  and  cleared  off  the  rain; 
Will  you  marry  me,  loved  one?  then  she  auswered:  Yes,  Barney! 

The  suu  it  came  out  aud  cleared  off  the  rain. 


I 
I 


'. 


— "  You  love  my  daughter?  "  said  the  old  man.  "  Love  herl 
he  exclaimed  pa.ssiouiitely;  "  why,  sir,  I  would  die  for  her!  For  ( 
one  soft  glance  from  those  sweet  eyes  I  would  burl  myself  from 
yonder  cliff  and  perish,  a  bleeding,  bruised  mass,  upon  the  rocks 
two  hundred  feet  below."  The  old  man  shook  his  head.  "I'm 
soiuething  of  a  liar  myself,"  he  said,  "  and  one  is  eoough  for  a 
small  family  like  mine." 
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THE    IRISH    JUBILEE. 
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MY    SON,    MY    ONLY    SON. 


Copyricht,  1890,  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 


Words  by  J.  Thornton.    Music  by  Chas.  Lawlor. 


Oh.  a  short  time  ago,  boys,  an  Iri!>huiau  uamed  Doherety 

Waji  eleiicil  to  the  Senate  by  a  very  large  majority, 

Hi- feit  80  elated  tliat  he  weiit  to  Deuuitf  ("MSfiiUy,  - 

Who  owned  a  bar-room  of  a  very  large  capacity, 

lit-  ifiiid  to  Cas.*itly,  go  over  to  the  brewer 

For  )i  thoii^und  kegs  of  i4;;er  beer  aud  give  it  to  the  poor, 

Then  go  over  to  the  Diitclifr-fhop  and  order  u|i  a  ton  of  meat, 

Bi'  tme  and  see  the  boys  aud  girls  have  ail  tliey  want  to  driuU  and  eat, 

Send  oui  invitaiions  in  twenty  diffi'ri'nt  iangiiagef, 

.\nd  don't  forget  to  tell  theui'to  bring  their  own  eandwichep; 

Tliey've  made  me  their  ."Senator,  and  60,  to  show  my  gratitude, 

They'll  have  the  fluest  supper  ever  given  iu  tills  lattitude — 

Tell  them  the  music  will  t>e  furnieiied  by  O'ltafferty,  ,. 

Assisted  on  the  bag-pipes  by  Felix  McCafferiy; 

Wliiitever  the  esjieiises  are.'remeinber  I'll  put  up  the  tin. 

And  any  one  wiio  doesn't  come,  be  sure  aLd  do  not  let  him  in. 

C'ljiriidy  at  once  sent  out  the  inviiatiot:8, 

And  everyone  that  came  was  a  credit  to  their  nations; 

8i)in<"  ca;iie  on  bicycies,  because  they  had  no  fare  to  pay. 

And  those  who  didn't  come  at  all  made  up  their  minds  to  slay  away; 

T\\()-by-tniee  they  marched  iu  the  diiiii  g-hall, 

Young' men  and  old  men,  and  girls  that  were  not  men  at  all, 

Biind  men  and  deaf  men,  and  men  who  had  their  leetb  iu  pawn, 

Sinj,'le  men.  double  men  and  men  who  had  their  glasses  on; 

B<-t.!re  many  niinutes  Uf-arly  every  chair  was  taken, 

'Till  the  front  rooms  and  mushrooms  were  packed  to  suffocation; 

When  every  one  was  seated,  they  started  to  lay  out  the  feast; 

Cai-.'idy  said,  rise  up  and  givt  us  each  a  cake  of  yeast; 

He  !hen  said,  as  maiiager  he  would  try  and  till  the  chaii; 

We  then  sut  down  and  we  look-d  at  the  bill-of  fare;  v  ■ 

There  was  pitis-head  and  gold-fish,  mockinL'birds  and  ostriches. 

Ice  cream  and  cold  cream,  vasaliue  aud  saudwiclies. 

IJhuftsh,  green-flsli,  fish-hooks  and  partridges, 

Fif:i-b:iils.  snow-balis,  Ciinnon-balis  and  cartridges; 

Then  we  eat  eat-ineal  till  we  could  hardly  stir  al)0ut; 

Koithupand  hiirry-uii.  sweet-krout  and  sour-krout, 

l>r«.«sed  oeef  and  naued  beef,  and  beef  with  all  its  dresses  on, 

Soda-craclcers,  lire-ci ackers,  limburger-cheese  with  tresses  on, 

Beefsteaks  an  I  ml^t:«kes  were  down  on  the  bill-of-fare; 

K"ast-iil>s  and  spnre-ribs,  and  ribs  that  we  couldn't  spare, 

U-indeer  and  snow-deer,  dear  me  and  antelope; 

And  the  women  eat  so-mus!imellon,  the  men  said  they  cantalope; 

Red  herriuj:s.  smoked  herrings,  henin's  from  old  Erin's  Isle, 

lioiogua  and  fruit-cake,  aud  sausages  a  half-a-mile; 

There  was  hot-coru  and  co.d  corn,  coru-salve  aud  honeycomb, 

Ke  d-birds,  read  hooks,  sea-bass  and  seu-foam. 

Fried  liver,  baked  liver.  Carter's  little  liver  pills. 

And  every  one  was  wondering  who  was  going  to  pay  the  bills. 

For  desert  we  had  tooth-picks,  icepicks  and  skipping-rope,  ;   V 

.•^iid  washed  them  all  down  with  a  big  piece  of  shaving-soap; 

We  eat  everythins  that  was  down  on  "the  bill-of-fare, 

'i'heu  looked  ou  the  l>a<'k  of  it  to  see  if  any  more  was  there. 

Then  tlie  l>and  played.  horn-piiM-s.  gas-pipes,  and  Irish  reels, 

.■\nd  we  danced  to  "the  music  of  ••  the  wiud  that  shakes  the  barley-fields," 

Then  the  pijier  played  old  tunes  and  spittoons  so  very  fine 

That  in  came  Peiper  Ueidseck  and  liunded  liim  a  glass  of  wine; 

They  welted  the  iloor  till  they  could  be  lieanl  for  miles  around; 

When  Gallacrher  was  in  the  air,  his  feet  was  never  on  the  ground; 

A  fine  lot  of  dancers  you  never  set  your  eyes  upon. 

And  those  who  coiildtVt  dance  at  all  weredaiicini;  with  their  slippers  on; 

Some  danced Jic-st«i».  door-steps  and  highland  flmgs, 

Aud  Murphy  took  his  kuife  out  and  tried  to  cut  a  pigeon-wiug; 

When  the  dance  was  over.  Cassidv  then  told  us 

To  join  bauds  together  aud  sing  this  good  old  choms: 

(AJTER    L.4.ST  VEltSE.) 

Should  old  acquaintance  be  forgot,  wherever  we  may  1>e, 
Think  of  the  good  old  times  we  iiad  at  the  Irish  Jubilee. 


Th.-  Words  and  Masic  of  this  Sonp  will  l>e  sent  to  any  addrese .  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 
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Written  by  E.  W.  Buyers.    ConiiK»sed  by  George  Le  Bninn. 


Just  five  and  twenty  years  ago,  how  well  I  know  the  day, 
Jly  only  child,  a  son,  was  born  my  lands  and  houss  to  swaif; 
With  fond  delight  my  darling  wife  called  him  her  joy  and  "pride, 
And  1  was  prt;ud,  as  he  j;rew  uji,  to  liave  him  by  my 'side; 
Aud  when  from  college  home  he  came,  so  tall  and  full  of  grace, 
I  thou;:ht  how  well  iu  future  days  he'd  fill  his  faiher's  i)lace; 
But  one  dark  day  I  cauie  to  learu  that  he  had  forj^ed  my  name, 
^\  ith  curses  deep  I  drove  hiin  forth  to  bear  his  load  of  shame. 

CaoRCS. 

J:    son,  my  son,  my  only  one,  come  back  to  your  father  once  more, 

J'u'  ?orry  1  drove  you  with  curses  away,  to  roam  on  a  foreif;n  shore, 

Y;  -'.r  mother  is  dead,  her  spirit  has  tied  to  biighier  realms  of  joy. 

Let  by-goues  be  by-gones,  come  home  once  more  to  your  fathe.-,  my  darling  boy. 

He  went  off  to  Australia's  shores,  aud  as  the  weeks  ilew  on 

His  mother's  face  begau  to  fail,  her  face  grew  pale  and  wan. 

And  in  her  sleep  she  dreamt  of  him.  one  night  she  woke  aiul  «aid: 

"  My  boy,  mv  boy  is  iiinoieit.  you'll  know  it  when  I'm  liead.  " 

Aud  on  her  dying  tied  sue  cried',  "  my  race  is  nearly  run. 

Oh  I  John,  my  heart  is  lueakiui;  for  a  glimpse  of  him— my  son! '' 

That  night  she  died,  and  oh',  the  grief  it  nearlv  drove  me'  ni::il. 

For  uews  then  came  to  me  of  how  I'd  wronged  my  uuble  laJ.— CnoRtJs. 

His  cousin,  dying,  had  confessed,  his  hand  had  forged  the  bill 

My  sun  to  rufu  and  his  place  to  take  upon  my  will. 

I  sent  at  once  to  find  my  boy— six  months  they  searched  in  vain. 

And  anxiously  I'm  waiting  now  for  uews  across  the  main — 

What's  that?  a  telegram  for  me — what  makes  me  tremble  sof 

My  eyes  are  dim— rcannot  see  ihe  news  I  long  to  know  : 

"  bear  sir,  your  boy  is  found  at  last,  has  sailed  across  the  foain. 

His  ship  is  due,  be  longs  for  you,  so  bid  him  welcome  home."— C'bori:^ 


CRUISKEEN    LAWN. 

Ttie  rt"r>rd;^  and  M':-ic  of  thi.-i  S^  np  will  Ix-  sent  to  any  adtlretw,  post-|>aid,  on  re<-<ipt  of  1 
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Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  ijtanipg  taken  same  ac  each  fer  <al  our  gyMnU. 


OH!    ERIN,  MY   COUNTRY 

By  Charles  Jetfereys. 
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Oh  I  Erin,  mv  country,  tlio' stransers  may  roam  '•    ' 

The  hills  ami  the  vallies  I  once  called  my  home. 

Thy  lakes  and  thy  mountains  no  longer  I  see. 

Yet  warmly  as  ever  my  heart  beats  for  thee. 

Oh!  C'lishia  Mschree, 'my  heart  beata  for  thee,  .." 

Erin,  Erin,  my  iieart  beats  for  thee. 

Oh !  years  have  iiasscd  o'er  me  since  last  time  we  met. 

Yet  lived  I  a  thousand,  I  could  not  forget 

The  true  heart  that  lo>ed  me,  the  bright  eyes  that  shone 

Like  stars  in  the  heaven  of  days  that  are  gone. 

Oh!  Cush la  Maebree,  niv  heart  beats  for  thee, 

Erin,  Erin,  my  heart  beats  for  tbee.  * 

Dear  home  of  my  youth.  I  may  see  thee  no  more. 

But  memory  treasures  the  bright  days  of  yore, 

And  my  liettri's  latest  wish,  the  last  sigh  of  my  breaat. 

Shall  be  given  to  thee,  dearest  laud  of  the  West. 

Oh!  Cushla  Machree,  my  heart  beats  for  thee,  "    - 

Erin,  Erin,  loved  C'jshia  Macliree. 


Let  the  farmer  pitiise  his  grouutls. 
As  the  huntsuuiu  doth  his  hoiiiicls;. 

And  tiie  sheplierd  e:ich  sweet,  shady  grove; 
But  I,  more  blest  than  they. 
Make  each  happ}*  night  and  day, 

With  my  smiling  cruiskeeu  lawn,  lawu,  lawn, 

"With  my  smiling  cruiskeen  lawn. 

CUOKUS. 

Graiuachree  ma  cruiskeen,  slanta  gal  mavoiirueen, 

Giamachree  ma  cruiskeen  lawn,  lawn,  lawn, 
Graniachree  ma  cruiskeen,  slanta  gtil  niavdurneen, 
Arrah,  ma  colleen  bawn,  bawn,  bawn, 
Arrah,  ma  colleen  bawD. 

J. 
Then  fill  your  glasses  high. 
Lets  not  part  with  lips  a-tlry, 
Though  the  lark  now  pnichiiius  it  is  dawn; 
And  since  we  can  t  remain, 
May  we  shortlv  meet  tigain 
To  liil  auuthci'  crufsktea  hiwu. 
To  fill  auutiier  cruiskeen  lawn. — Chorus. 

Atid  when  grim  death  appears, 

Al.'.r  few  but  happy  years, 
And  tells  me  my  ghiss  is  run, 

ril  say,  "  Jiegone,  you  slave, 

For  great  Bacchus  gives  us  leave 
To  drink  another  cruiskeen  lawn. 
To  drink  another  cruiskeen  lawn."' — Chobus. 


IN  THY  DREAMS  REMEMBER  ME. 


Copyright,  1S30,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


T  •-  '.Vords  and  Music  of  this  S<>n<;  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  It) 
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Words  and  Mukic  W.  C.  Parker. 

Su eet  oiie,  I  'neath  thv  window  einp.  nuny  angels  fill  thy  pillows  soft, 
Wi.i  pinuiage  plucked  from  heavenly  wing  to  guide  thy  holy  dreams  aloft, 
Tiie  bright  stars  shine  in  mirrowed  stream,  while  over  meadows'  fair  expAuse 
Benignant  planets  kiudly  gleam  to  light  good  fairies'  midcight  dance. 

REPnAIN. 

Good-niehf,  gnod-uiglit,  go!)d-niirht,  sweet  one,  pood-night; 
In  thy  dreams  remember  lue,  good-night,  sweet  one,  good-uight. 

Th-  fragant  honey-suckle  vine,  sweet  night-winds'  odors  chaliced  Sipi, 
I's    ensor,  hanging  in  thy  shnne,  finds  sweeter  incense  ou  ihy  lips; 
Good-night,  when  fond  birds  come  to  wake  my  loved  one  in  uer  downy  nest. 
Breathe  prayer  seraphic  for  his  sake,  who  wears  thine  image  in  his  breast.— Rep. 
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WHISTLINQ    SUSANNA. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  WllUn  Woodward  &.  Cu. 
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The  Words  aiid  Munio  uf  thia  SonK  will  be  sent  Co  any  addrem,  po8^Ullld,o^  receipt  of  <0 


ceutoi  or  tUla  aiid  uiiy  two  other  Soiiifs  (ur  One  Uull&r,  by  H.  J.  Wehiiian.  131)  I'ark 
,Nuw  York  City.    I'oaUMceStvnipst&keuiuuueKacaiibforaltouriiood*. 


Row. 


Words  and  Music  by  Frank  Dumont. 


I  court  a  little  yellow  Rirl.  her  name's  Susanna, 

Sbe't)  from  Suvauuah,  etie'D  happy  as  a  bird, 
I  tell  you  «>he'8  a  daisy  when  she  starts  a-whistliug, 

Sweetest  I  ever  heard. 
The  nightingale  and  robin  and  the  big  ereeu  linnet. 

Oh,  they're  not  in  it,  she  drives  'em  all  away; 
She  never  stopM  a  minute,  but  she  keeps  rii;htat  it. 

And  this  is  what  she  whistles  all  the  day.— (Whistling  Cuorus.) 

I've  never  tried  to  kiss  her,  for  her  lips  are  going, 

A-puck'ring,  blowing,  I  never  get  a  chance; 
She  sits  upon  ray  knees,  but  then  she  keeps  ou  whistling, 

Only  to  make  me  dance. 
Eer  mouth  is  getting  crooked  and  it  looks  like  blubiier. 

Of  "  iujuu  "  rubber,  and  shining  like  the  moon. 
Oh,  even  while  she's  sleeping  you  can  hear  her  whistle. 

To  save  her  life  she  couldn't  change  the  tuue.— OVaieTLiNu  Cnonvs.) 


THE    BOLD    McINTIRES. 


Words  by  Ed.  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Brahain. 


The  Words  aiid  Music  of 
cents;  or  IhU  and  a 
Row,  N«*w  York 


>r  thl:<  SoDK  will  b«  oent  to  any  addef.*.  post-paid, 
ny  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  Uollar^by  ll.  J.  Wihii 
L'lty.     i'uotaKe  Stiinip!*  taken  aauie  bh  uaHh  forall  < 


on  recei\>t  of  iO 
lan,  i:i<i  I'ark 
oitr  tfoud*. 


From  swetjt  Templemore,  on  Hibernia's  shore, 

Conio  the  family  of  John  Mclntire; 
So  fearless  and  bold,  in  Ireland  of  old. 

Oh,  they  whaled  every  blackguard  Maguire. 

Chorus. 

The  Kelleys  and  Rileys  and  OShaunessy's, 

The  Ca-seys  and  every  Maguire, 
Bow  down  to  us  low  aa  walking  we  go, 

It's  the  elegant,  bold  Mclntires. 

Oh,  every  man  of  the  Mclntire  clan, 

Sure  they're  prouder  than  the  great  Marc  Anthony, 
And  liorn  without  a  mark,  they  all  see  in  the  dark. 

Like  an  owl  ou  a  gooseberry  tree. — Cuorus. 

Oil,  there's  Uncle  Pat,  with  his  high  b«aver  hat. 

Cousin  Tim,  who  would  ate  a  Maguire; 
There's  Tom  and  Jack,  the  twins,  who  stand  upon  their  pins 

Like  an  elegant,  bold  Mclntire. — Chorus. 


I  ^  •  » 


SHEEPSHEAD   BAY. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  WlUia  Woodward  *  Co.  , 

Th«  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son(r  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-rwid, on  i-j-i-eint  of  40 

cents,  or  tins  and  any  two  other  Son^js  for  One  Oullar,  hy  H  J-  Weliiiiiin,l;w  lark 

Row,  New  York  City.    FoMtage  Stainpu  taken  same  am  cash  for  all  oitr  Koods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Edwin  French. 
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The  winter  has  come  and  the  jolly,  good  fuu 

At  Sheepshead  Bav  is  o'er, 
Pickin'  the  uajts  at  the  drop  of  the  flag, 

That  sport  we'll  see  this  year  no  more. 
Where  the  ladies  en  masse  and  every  young  last 

Are  dressed  so  neat  and  gay. 
It's  really  no  bluff,  they're  out  for  ttie  stuff, 

Down  at  Sheepshead  Bay. 

Chohus. 
There  yoe-'  the  liell,  they're  now  at  the  post,  get  off  of  my  f««!t,  you  iay, 
A  hundre<l  for  nii;  on  Kingston,  you  see;  it's  a  dead  sure  winner  to-day — 
What!  Murphv  uji?  we're  all  in  the  soup—get  out!  you're  right  in  the  way 
Now,  what  do  you  "spec",  lie  wins  by  a  neck,  down  atSheepshead  Bay. 

Barney  Aaron  will  shout  that  they're  all  wei<;hed  out. 

Now  t)et  your  money  free. 
There's  a  8lipi)ery  tip  on  butter  to-day. 

It's  a  very  strong  thing,  now  you  take  it  from  me, 
There'H  anotiier  Mike  Kelly,  why  you're  off  your  bass, 

Don't  you  give  it  away, 
Glf  out  you  young  snipe,  you've  been  hitting  the  pipe, 

Says  his  nibs  to  the  tout  at  the  Bay.— CuoRua. 

Now  we  will  have  a  bottle  of  wine. 

And  white  seal  has  the  call, 
Su  nas  McCarty,  so  has  Fitzpatrick, 

Bat  Jimmy  McI.auKhlin's  the  boss  of  them  all; 
1  have  U»st  my  (fir',  1  neard  a  cry. 

When  some  one  they  did  say: 
My  eracious  sake,  she  gave  him  tlie  shake, 

WTicn  he  lost  her  at  SheepshcaJ  Bay. 

^  ClIDRI'S. 

L There  uoen  ihe  bell,  they're  all  in  a  bunch,  I  wonder  who  will  win; 
The  I.Hdiee  are  flirting,  the  niggers  are  betting  and  doing  the  pigeuu-wiug; 
■ere  they  come  and  all  in  the  stretch,  mv  horse  is  all  O.  K, 
So  come,  my  honey,  we  fot  the  money,  down  at  Sheepshead  Bay. 


WIDOW    NOLAN^S    GOAT. 

Words  by  Ed.  tlarrigau.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thhi  Song  wul  tw  sent  to  any  addi-esH,  potOrpald,  ou  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  anv  t»o  other  Souk*  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  190  rark 

Row,  Ne^  York  City.    Fost«Ke  Stamps  taken  aaine  aa  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Oh,  I'm  a  lone  wiiidy,  meself  and  my  daughter. 

We  live  in  a  house  where  there's  welcome  galore; 
My  husband  he  formerly  carried  up  mortar 

From  the  ground  to  the  third  or  fourth  floor. 
When  he  died  he  will'd  over  the  land  and  the  shauty, 

His  pipe  and  his  slick  and  his  frieze  overcoat; 
The  pig  and  the  goslins,  the  chickens  so  banty. 

And  his  favorite  pet,  oh,  my  buck  Billy  goat.    ~ 

Chorus. 

Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  hone. 

Come  back  to  my  bosom,  my  own  darling  Billy, 
Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  hone. 

My  favorite  pet,  oh,  my  buck  Billy  goat. 

Wid  horses  he  slept  cv'ry  night  in  the  stable. 

He'd  rise  in  the  morn  at  tlie  break  of  day; 
When  breakfast  was  ready  lie'd  come  to  the  table, 

Shure  I  never  could  drive  him  away. 
He  could  butt  down  a  fence,  oh,  so  gentle  and  aisy. 

He'd  stand  near  the  pond  for  to  see  the  duck.s  float; 
He'd  climb  over  the  hills,  sure  lie  never  was  l;./y. 

My  own  favorite  pet,  oh,  my  buck  Billy  goat.— Chorus. 

His  whiskers  were  long,  like  the  wandering  Jew  man, 

He  ate  up  old  hoop-skirl.s,  newspapers  and  rri-s: 
When  a  kid  he  beK)Uged  to  young  Mary  Ann  Doolau, 

He  would  skip  and  sleep  out  on  the  nags. 
'Twas  a  blast  from  a  quarry  that  sthruck  him  on  the  shoulder 

The  morning  my  husband  went  out  for  to  vote;  , 

He  laid  sick  a-l)cd  from  the  fall  of  the  boulder,  • 

Did  my  favorite  pet,  oh,  my  buck  Billy  goat. — Chorus. 

He'd  tight  like  a  trooper,  his  horns  were  like  sabers. 

He'd  bate  all  the  goats  for  so  many  miles  'round; 
Sure  he'tl  butt  at  a  .stranger,  but  never  a  neighbor, 

Sure  they  could  not  take  liim  to  the  jx)uud. 
Oh,  his  right  name  was  Willy,  but  I  called  him  Billy, 

He  was  my  companion,  on  him  sure  I'd  doat; 
So  fonil  of  sunflowers  and  dalTydown  dillies 

Was  my  favorite  pet,  oh,  my  buck  Billy  goat. — Chorus. 

His  white  hairs  were  silken,  they  hung  long  and  drooping. 

He  traveled  some  time  willi  Mike  liegan's  big  Nan; 
If  a  chilli  in  the  neighborhood  t<M)k  on  a  crooping. 

He'd  halt  and  he'd  gaze  like  a  man. 
All  the  dogs  and  the  cats,  sure  they'tl  never  come  near  him, 

Wid  his  horns  he  would  buck  them  a  terrible  smote; 
The  long  years  and  days  it  took  me  for  to  rear  him, 

Oh,  my  favorite  pet,  oh,  my  buck  Billy  goat.— Chorub. 


I  Can't  BelieveJHer  I^ithless. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sing  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  !• 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  nther  Song^  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.     I'ostage  Stani|i«  taken  same  as  eauh  for  all  uur  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 

'Twas  a  modest  little  cnttntre.  where  love  alone  did  dwell, 
A  youth  who  lalM>r<;d  dnily  lur  one  he  lovcil  so  well. 
But  this  was  in  the  lou<;  ai;»,  the  springtime  uf  his  life. 
When  two  souls  they  were  liappy  us  li»vin>;  ninii  and  vtlfe, 
But  he  came  lioine  one  evening  und  tears  quick  filled  tiis  eye; 
lie  found  ids  cott«i,'e  empty,  not  one  word,  no  g(>o<l-bye— 
'Twus  uii  uwfiil  shock,  a  sad  blow,  like  a  bird  sne'd  t.-iken  wine; 
There's  u  sad  face  at  the  window,  each  night  you'll  lieur  him  smg; 

CllORtlS. 

I  can't  believe  her  faithleso,  those  eyes  of  tender  bine 
Could  not  Imj  so  deceiving,  I  don't  thiidt  she's  untrue; 
I'm  wutchin^  for  her  coming  from  dusk  till  break  of  day, 
The  hours  are  very  lonely  since  Nelly  went  aviay. 

"I'is  but  a  simple  story  of  love  that  never  dies. 

Of  faith  that  naiiuht  (lui  shatter,  the  puiest  'iieath  the  skies; 

You  eee  him  at  ail  hours,  he  sighs  and  sighs  again, 

lie  can't  forget  his  Nelly,  he  watches,  but  in  vain; 

He's  growing  very  feeble,  his  look  is  fur  away; 

He  se(!m8  to  l)e  in  dreamland,  he's  growing  old  and  gray; 

He  murmurs,  how  she  loved  me,  I  ituow  she  won't  slay  long — 

The  passers  by  the  window  can  hear  this  plaintiff  song;— Chorttb. 


*  »  » 


— Wife  (at  breakfast):  "  I  want  to  do  some  shopping  to-day, 
dear,  if  the  weather  is  favorable.  What  arc  the  '  pmbabilities?  ' '" 
Husband  (consulting  his  paper):  "Rain,  hail,  thunder  and  light- 
ning."— Pnek. 
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LITTLE   SAM.  ■ 

•    ■  Copj-right,  1867,  by  J.  L.   Pctoi-s  &  Brotlier. 

The  Word*  and  Hiisic  of  this  Bonn  will  be  -xeiit  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rei-elpt  of  14 

centA:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soni^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    FostaKe  SInuips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  l)y  V/ill  S.  Ilaj-s. 


I'm  a  Lappy  little  darkey,  all  llic  way  from  Alabam, 

Wliar  1  iiscd  to  hoc  dccoucn  and  de  caue, 
An'  Uv  white  folks  dey  will  miss  me  wlieu  dcy  shout  for  little  Sam; 

Ka^^t•  I'm  nc-bcr  gxviiie  to  lib  wid  dem  a<.taiii. 
Oil!  I  lotf  'em  ill  de  nii^ht,  wlieu  dc  moou  was  shining  briglit, 

An' I  struck  out  to  find  de  happy  land; 
I  leff  my  only  brudder  to  take  care  of  my  mother  — 

I  was  bound  to  be  a  little  contraband.  *"   -     . 

CUORUS. 

llij,'!),  oh,  lii.i;h!  Listen  till  I  tell  yon  who  I  am- 
I'm;  a  roviii<;  little  darkev,  all  de  way  from  Alabam; 
I'BC  as  free  as  anybody,  iiu' dey  call  me  little  Sam. 

De  cabin  w  liar  I  i!sc<l  to  lil)  is  settin' on  de  hill, 

Ani!  (if  morkin'-bird  i«  f  iiijjin' jcs' as  free,  ■  • 

Whar  I  iisetl  to  set  r.iid  iisti'ii  to  de  music  ob  dc  rill. 

As  it  hunted  for  de  ribcr  to  de  sea; 
And  xvhen  de  work  whs  o'er,  we  would  gather  'round  dc  door 

Ob  de  caiiin— all  de  daikios  in  a  jam: 
An'  dfv'd  keep  de  baijo  rinijin'  while  dcy  listen  to  inc  iriiigiii", 

J!ut  i  ri;n  a^xay  to  he  a  coutrabaud.— Chorus. 

I'te  armin-l  iiinong  the  white  folks,  doin'  for  dem  all  I  can, 

For  to  keep  me  busy  workin'  all  de  day; 
And  wh.-n  I  duz  my  duty  well,  dey  pays  me  like  a  man. 

And  I  i,'oe8  and  puts  my  money  all  away; 
And  III  save  up  cb"ry  cent,  'cept  what  I've  gone  and  spent, 

Ka-'e  rt;e  gwine  to  travel  down  to  Alabam, 
For  to  s<'e  my  only  bruddiu-  end  my  dear  old.  aged  mother. 

Who  will  gib  a  welcome  home  to  "  Little  Sam."— Chorus. 


MOTHER    IS    MY    SWEETHEART. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Chas.  W.  Held. 


The  Words  and  Musiu  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  | wid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonps  for  One  I>ollar,  by  H.  J.  \\  eliuian,  13(i  I'ark 

liow.  Nun-  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  aaine  as  casli  lor  all  our  gouda 

Words  by  Ed.  K.  Pidgeon.    Mu.sio  by  Wni.  E.  Slafer. 


Mem'ry  oft  reonlls  the  picture  of  a  time-worn  rocking-chair, 
And  a  silv'ry-liHired  old  matron  with  her  knitting  silling  there; 
llow  her  face  with  joy  would  lighten  as  she'd  press  me  to  her  side; 
And  those  loving  eyes  would  brighten,  when  I'd  cry,  in  boyish  )>ri(le: 

Chorus. 
Mother,  you're  my  sweetheart;  you're  my  pride  and  joy! 
Will  you  always  love,  as  now.  your  own.  darling  boy? 
Twine  your  arms  about  me,  fiotn  me  never  part. 
Mother  mild,  come  ki^8  your  child;  mother,  my  Bwcctheart. 

Those  were  happy,  happy  momenta;  1  no  care  or  sorrow  knew; 

Only  knew  1  loved  my  mother  im  I  thought  I  ought  to  do; 

I  would  be  her  gallant  soldier,  her  protector,  lord  and  liing; 

Crown  Irt  dear,  gray  locks  with  jewels;  then,  again,  to  her  I'd  sing:— Chobu^. 

Many  years  have  left  Iht-ir  chan'.;ef,  now  the  old  home's  in  decay; 
And  the  dear,  familiar  faeef,  like  the  dream,  h.-ive  i)assed  away; 
But  my  heart  still  wanders  bacUward,  when  a  happy  child  at  play. 
How,  lu  mother's  arms,  I  nestled  when  to  her  I  nsed  to  say :— Chorus. 


Little  G-reeii  Leaf  in  Our  Bible. 

t'opj  ilpht,  1879,  liy  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Ronjf  will  iie  wnt  fo  any  address,  post  paid,  on  i-coipt  of  44 

cents;  ortiiisaiKi  .iiiy  two  other  Sours  for  One  l>uliar,  by  H..I.  Wehmau,  i:>u  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.     I'ostasto  Stamps  talven  same  as  c«j<h  for  all  our  goods. 

■,  Words  by  Ed.  Harrigan.    Musi<' by  Dave  Urahaiu.  ,.  ".' 
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I'D    HAVE    DONE^IT    FOR    HER 

Copyright,  I8?0,  by  Mi-s.  Tinnk  Harding. 

The  Wordsand  Music  of  this  Song  will  I*  .«^nt  to  o>iy  addess,  tiosf  p.iid,  •>«  r<-<'eli,t  of  14 

cvnt,-!;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  \V<  hinaii,  l.";)  Park 

Row,  New  York  I'ity.    Postage  StMUipstakeii  same  as  easli  loriiil  our  good.i. 

■        Adajited  by  Monroe  n.  Rosonfold.  ,. 

I  love  a  gill,  and  for  het  sake  inoj-t  anything  Td  do,  .     ' 

liv.t  nil  her  folks  they  s(!em  to  Ih!  a  very  selljsh  crew; 


.She's  qniie  a  Cinderella,  w  hilst  they  lc;i.i  mch  lazy  lives. 
To-day  her  little  brother  wouldn't  help  her  clean  the  kni 


iivee. 


CnoRUB. 


I'd  liave  done  It  for  her,  glad  to  get  the  chance; 

I'd  do  i'  and  I  wouldu'l  carf  a  rap; 
If  she'd  only  said  the  word.  I'd  ha\e  done  it  like  a  bird, 

For  I  always  w.*»s  a  very  willing  chap. 

She  told  me  th.it  the  other  day  her  parents  went  away. 

Up  to  the  coujitry  wlure  they  have  their  usual  hf-liday. 

They  Ifft  lit  r  lillalone  at  home  anil  just  to  think  of  this: 

Tliey  went  away  and  wouldn't  even  give  the  girl  a  kifs.— Chorcs. 

Last  night  she  came  fron)  theatre  and  was  so  tired  out 
She  coiililn't  take  her  lin'ry  off— her  sisters  stood  about. 
And  tlio'  tiiey  h:iw  that  by  heisclf  her  dn  h"  s!ie  couldn't  dolT, 
They  wouldn't  even  help  the  ijirl  to  take  her  l>u^Ile  off.-CaoRUS. 

My  little  girl,  not  long  ago,  he^an  to  grow  quite  stout^  .  ' 

So  stout,  indeed,  'tis  often  hard  for  her  to  get  about: 

Last  night  she  slooped  and  ln'iit  in  > ain.  h«r  heart  was  very  blue. 

For  not  a  soul  was  kind  enough  to  tie  lier  little  shoe.— CiiouiTs. 

Her  f.alhcr  r.ever  liked  her  from  the  day  she  was  a  liitlc  child; 

If  ever  she  went  ne;ir  him.  it  would  almost  drive  him  wild; 

He  never  kisf<ed  or  fondled  her  as  childi-en  ought  to  be. 

And  always  shamefully  refused  to  take  In-r  on  his  knee.— Chorus. 

At  l-'.st  she  trot  disgusted  with  that  kind  of  life,  and  so 

She  thought  ^he  ;is  a  hoiisenuiid  in  a  family  would  go. 

But  sad  nr.Bfortiine  was  her  lot,  'twas  not  the  modern  style, 

They  wouhln't  even  taiie  her  for  one  little  month  on  trial. — Chorus. 


It  is  Siin(hi\'  eveulug,  cbildreu. 

The  parlors  warm  and  bright; 
Hand  down  our  faniiiy  bible, 

That  dear  old  guide' to  right. 
To  30U  I'll  show  my  treasure. 

Yes,  Mary,  Nell  and  Dave, 
A  little  green  leaf,  an  emblem  of  grief. 

From  your  loveti  mothers  grave. 

("noHUP. 
The  little  green  leaf,  dear  emblem  of  grief. 

From  the  grave  of  j'our  mother,  my  idol; 
Oh,  guard  it  wiili  tare,  her  .spirit  is  there, 

With  the  little  green  leaf  in  our  bible. 

She  was  called  away  in  Spring-lime, 

All  nature  seemed  to  smile; 
The  birds  with  sweetest  mu.sic 

My  sofiow  tried  to  guile. 
I  read  the  dear  old  bilrfe, 

Be  meek  and  you'll  be  brave; 
I  I  ilucked  the  leaf,  sweet  emblem  of  grief. 

From  your  dear  mother's  grave. — Cuoiius. 

When  it's  withered,  old  and  faded, 

And  papa's  calletl  from  here, 
Pre.serve  its  priceless  ashes, 

Oh,  hold  them  ever  dear. 
Through  grief  and  tiibuiation, 

Oh,  try,  oh,  try  to  save 
This  little  green  leaf,  sweet  emblem  of  grief. 

That  came  from  mother's  grave. — Cuokcb. 
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MINNIE   GRAY. 

Written  by  S.  Dyer.    Composed  by  H.  Tucker, 
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Sadly  now  I  make  my  mourn,  breathing  forth  my  life  in  sighs; 
Minnie  to  the  grave  is  borne,  and  my  heart  is  where  she  lies. 

CnoRUS. 
Softly,  freely  fall  the  tears,  sadly  pass  the  hours  away; 
Nothing  now  my  spirit  cheers  since  they  buried  Minnie  Gray. 

Oh,  the  bliss  almost  divine,  when  her  plighted  love  she  gave; 

Ah!  how  brief  that  joy  was  mine— flowers  now  bloom  upon  her  grave.- 


-Cho. 


Now  my  heart  with  grief  is  riven,  hopeless  pass  life's  sands  away; 

But  'tis  bliss  to  know  in  heaven  I  shall  meet  sweet  Minnie  Gray.— Chorus. 


LARRY_McCirE. 

Copyright,  If.™,!,  Ijy  .John  P.  Byrnes. 


Tlic  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  l»e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rccelijt  of  10 
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Woi-ds  by  John  P.  Byrnes,    Music  by  Wm.  E.  Slafer. 

To  the  show  we  went  the  oth<'r  niglit,  Larry  McCue  and  I; 
The  bell  it  rang,  the  play  went  on.  when  I.Arry  he  go',  dry; 
He  asked  me  out  to  have  a  drink  at  Garry's  on  the  corner; 
.Miiied  ale  we  took,  I  looked  around,  but  Larry  was  a  goner. 

Chorus. 
0!i.  L.nrry  McCue,  how  I  love  you!  What  a  time  we  had  together! 
With  sjiree  and  bout,  when  v,e  were  out,  like  birds  of  gayest  feather — 
To  stand  me  up  there  at  the  bar  without  a  single  nickel; 
Oh !  Larry,  dear,  you  drank  the  beer  and  got  me  in  a  pickle. 

The  man  that  stood  behind  the  bar,  he  hit  me  with  a  mallet; 
I  whirled  around,  my  feet  went  up,  like  a  dancer  in  the  ballet; 
They  jiut  me  in  the  swift  "  I'atrol,"  I  woke  up  in  a  cell; 
Wiiun  in  a  glass  I  saw  my  face,  like  a  savage  I  did  yell:— Chokub. 

At  another  bar  I  did  api)ear,  the  court  did  shout  and  cry; 

I  fell  fatigued,  could  hardly  8t.aud,  you  bet  1  was  quite  dry. 

"  Ten  daysl  "  I  heard  the  sentence  passed,  and  now  my  story's  through; 

I'll  never  drink  with  any  man,  much  less  with  you  McCue.— CHonu». 
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We  Were  Shipmates,  Jack  and  I. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Geo.  M.  Klenk  &  Co. 
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Words  by  Julian  Holniea.    MusUc  by  WIU  E.  Nonkivelle. 


We  were  ehipiuatce,  ehipiuated,  Jaek  and  I,  aiul  of  liim  my  eong  eball  be, 
For  a  truer  heuit  uud  u  liuldcr  tar  ue'cr  sailed  the  deep,  liliie  t^eu; 
Aud  Jack  uiid  1  braved  many  fturmt)  witeu  ru^'iug  billu\v»  rolled; 
ThuiigU  Jack  is  i,'uue,  yet  hid  luauiy  deeds  sikull  ue'cr  be  left  uutuld. 

Chokus. 
We  were  ehipuiatea,  shipiuates.  Jack  aud  I,  aud  of  him  my  »o\\g  eball  be; 
A  truer  heart  aud  a  bolder  lar  ue'er  sailed  the  deep,  blue  aea. 

We  were  ehipmates,  shipmates.  Jack  and  I,  but  I  hear  his  voice  no  more; 
Ou  a  dismal  iiiKht  we  ran  uu  a  reef  when  far  away  from  shore; 
Though  Jack  and  I  fought  the  augry  waves,  their  fury  drove  us  back; 
Aud  poor  Jack  sauk  with  this  partiug  cry:  "liemeuiber,  shipmate,  Jack." 

CUOBUS. 

We  were  ehipinates,  shipmates,  Jack  and  I,  and  a  right  good  soul  was  he; 
A  truer  heart  aud  a  bolcler  tar  ue'er  sailed  the  deep,  blue  sea; 
We  were  ehipiuates.  Jack  aud  I. 


Why  Can't  the  Girls  Propose? 

Copyright,  1890,  by  JYtuik  Hardlntf. 
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KATE   CONNOR 
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Oh,  weep  uot,  dear  Kate— tho'  deceived  and  beguiled 
iJy  the  proud  one  who  mocked  the  poor  cottager's  child; 
Tho'  my  wrath  could  not  shield  thee  from  insult  or  woe. 
Yet  my  pity  shall  cheer  thee  wherever  we  go; 
Say  not  thou'rt  deserted— tho'  left  by  auotuei\ 
Thy  head  shall  still  rest  on  the  heart  of  thy  brother. 

We'll  go  back,  my  \>oot  Kate,  to  our  own  hupible  home 
I  ur  away,  while  no  thought  of  the  spoiler  shall  come- 
Thro'  the  haunts  of  our  childhood  we'll  wander  again, 
Aud  forget  the  bad  strauger  who  wrung  us  with  paiu, 
Yes,  forget  hiiu,  i)ale  darling,  aud  cling  to  another- 
To  the  love  that  forsakes  not,  the  love  of  a  brother. 

In  that  calm,  happy  spot,  as  the  dave  calmly  pass, 
I'eace  shall  fall  oii  thy  heart,  like  the  dew  on  the  grass, 
And  I'll  hear  thy  sweet  voice  at  our  low  cabiu-door, 
felnging  songs  in  the  old  cheering  cadence  of  yore; 
When  this  long  night  of  sorrow,  endured  for  another, 
Shall  ilttvvu  into  light  for  the  sake  of  thy  brother. 


^  *  » 


Written  and  Composed  (or  and  awiig  by  Miae  NelUe  Parker. 

I  will  not  sing  of  women's  rights,  nor  dwell  on  women's  wrongs; 
The  subject  has  been  well  thrash'd  out  in  lecture  and  in  sougs; 
A  woman  has  her  grievauces,  aud  these  I  wuut  to  show; 
To  lueu  of  beuse  I'll  slug,  and  this  is  what  I  want  to  know: 

RErRAIN. 

Why  don't  they  let  the  girls  do  just  the  same  as  the  men? 
Why  don't  they  let  the  girls  have  freedom  uow  aud  then? 
AVhy  should  the  dear  little  girls  be  led  about  by  the  nose* 
Aud  if  u  girl  wauts  to  marry  a  man,  why  cau't  the  girls  propose? 

Now,  if  a  man  should  love  a  girl,  he  tells  her  straightaway; 

But  ii  a  girl  should  love  a  mau,  the  word  she  dare  uot  say; 

For,  if  sue  t^poke  her  mind,  the  world  would  call  her  "forward  elf! '' 

So  she,  iu  tiugle  wretcbeduess,  must  rest  upon  the  shelf. — Kkfkain. 

A  mau  may  still  respected  be,  tho'  he  may  carry  ou; 

But  if  u  girl  should  chance  to  sliu.  her  reputatiou's  gone; 

Why  should  the  girls  get  all  the  blame?  while  men  get  off  scot  free; 

Why  shouldn't  what  is  good  for  you  be  good,  also,  for  me ?— ItsritAix. 


From  G-reenland's  Icy  Mountains. 

Composed  for  the  pianoforte  by  Lowell  Maaou. 
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From  Greenland's  icy  monntaius,  from  India's  coral  strand. 
Where  .'^fric's  sunny  fountaius  roll  down  their  golden  sand; 
From  many  an  ancient  river,  from  many  a  palmy  plain 
They  call  us  to  deliver  Iheir  laud  from  error's  chuiu. 

What  tlio'  the  spicy  breezes  blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  Isle, 
Tho'  ev'ry  prospect  pleases  and  only  man  is  vile; 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness  the  girts  of  (iod  arc  strown; 
The  heatheu  in  his  blindness  bows  down  to  wood  uud  stone. 

Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted  by  wisdom  from  on  high. 
Shall  we  to  men  benighted  the  lamj)  of  life  deny!' 
Salvation!  Oh,  salvation!  the  joyful  sound  proclaim. 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation  has  learnt  Messiah's  name. 

Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story,  and  yon,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory,  it  spreads  from  t)oJe  to  pole; 
Till  o'er  our  ransom'd  nature,  the  lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Kedeemer,  King,  Creator,  iu  bliss  returns  to  reign. 


^  a  I 


THE   PILG-RIM. 

Words  by  Beatrice  Abercronibie.    Music  by  Stephen  Adams. 
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The  way  had  been  long  and  lonely,  and  heavy  the  burden  pressed. 
For  the  aged  limbs  were  weary,  the  ]jilgrim  long'd  for  rest; 
But  now  he  hath  reach'd  the  city,  yet  still,  still  must  he  wait 
Till  the  hand  of  love  and  mercy  should  lead  him  thro'  the  gate- 
Till  th*;  liaud  of  love  and  mercy  should  lead  him  thro'  the  gate. 

And  now,  as  sleep  steals  o'er  him,  in  dreams  doth  lie  behold 
The  long  road  he  hath  travelled  before  his  eyes  unfold; 
But  the  crosses  bv  the  wayside,  all  changed  to  angels  they. 
With  outstretched  pinions,  waiting  to  guide  hira  on  his  way — 
With  outstretched  pinions,  waiting  to  guide  biia  on  his  way. 

He  wakes!  he  wakes!  'Tis  their  wings  departing; 
Away,  away  they  soar;  away,  away  they  soar; 
For  their  work  is  now  completed,  they  leave  him  at  the  door; 
The  gates  of  pearl  arc  open,  and  thro'  their  portals  blest 
lie  enters  the  goldeu  city,  and  now,  at  last,  hath  rest- 
He  enters  the  golden  city,  and  now,  at  last,  hath  rest- 
He  enters  the  goldeu  city,  aud  now,  at  last,  at  last,  hath  rest. 


Poverty's  TearsJEbb  and  Flow. 

Copyright,  1885,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  A  Co. 
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Word:i  by  Ed.  Hanigon.    Music  by  Dave  Bnihom. 

Oh,  nature  she  ijives  us  the  snow  and  the  rain, 

The  piercing,  cold  wind  and  the  dew; 
Misfortune  she  gives  us  both  sorrow  and  paiu. 

To  the  uiauy  and  uot  to  the  few. 
The  years  come  aud  go,  old  time  moves  along, 

Still  bearing  his  burden  of  ^\oe; 
For  ever  aud  ever  'twill  be  the  same  song, 

While  poverty's  tears  ebb  aud  flow. 

Cnoitus. 
For  ever  and  ever  'twill  be  the  same  song. 

While  poverty's  tears  ebb  and  flow; 
For  ever  aud  ever  'twill  be  the  same  song, 

While  poverty's  tears  ebb  and  flow. 

Ye  fathers  and  mothers,  ye  sisters  aud  sons. 

Remember  that  God  made  us  all; 
Ye  rich  help  the  poor  aud  the  weak  little  ones. 

Go  !iud  answer  sweet  charity's  call. 
For  lifes  but  a  span  ou  time's  endless  road. 

Good  deeds  inculcated  will  grow; 
Go  help  the  alliicted  aud  lighten  their  load. 

Where  poverty's  tears  ebb  and  flow. — Cuorus. 

Oh,  pause  in  your  pleasures,  ye  wealthy  and  grand, 

Kemember  that  hunger's  aboard; 
Oh,  turn  to  the  needy  and  stretch  forth  a  baud. 

Oh,  uow  listen  to  sympathy's  chord. 
Its  sweet  hoi}'  strain  encircles  the  soul 

Of  the  ragged,  tlie  fallen  aud  low; 
So  pause  in  your  pleasures,  seek  charity's  goal, 

When  poverty's  tears  ebb  aud  flow. — CiioRua. 

The  wine-cup  it's  laden  with  sin  and  deceit, 

]Je  careful,  my  friends,  how  you  quail; 
While  merry  aud  jolly  its  bitter  is  sweet. 

There's  a  deep,  hidden  sting  in  its  laugh. 
Oh,  mau  is  a  fool  when  driuk  rides  the  mind. 

Not  knowing  a  friend  from  a  foe; 
Believing  and  trusting,  he  falls  on  behind, 

Wlicu  i)overty"s  tears  ebb  and  flow. — CaoBUS. 


WHAT    IS    THE    USE. 

Copyright,  ISftS,  by  J.  Starr  HoUow«]r. 
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What  is  the  use  of  removing  your  hat  if  you  don't  intend  to  tarry? 
What  is  the  use  of  your  wooing  a  maid  if  you  don't  intend  to  marryf 
If  you  never  intend  to  marry— if  you  never  intend  to  marry? 
What  is  the  use  of  your  wooing  a  maid  if  you  never  intend  to  marry? 

What  is  the  nse  of  your  buying  a  coat  if  you  don't  intend  to  wear  it? 
What  is  the  use  of  a  dwelling  for  two  if  you  never  intend  to  share  it? 
If  vou  never  intend  to  share  it— if  you  never  intend  to  share  it? 
What  is  the  use  of  a  dwelling  for  two  if  you  never  intend  to  share  it? 
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MURPHY    OWES    ME    RENT. 


Copyright,  18'J0,  by  Frank  Harding. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  C.  Marshall.    Arranged  by  F.  Sliaw. 

I  own  a  row  of  teucnieuts  in  the  neighborhood  below, 

I'm  respected  as  a  flue  arietotrat. 
But  HOW' I'm  iu  liot  water  since  1  let  a  family  in, 

For  I  rented  them  the  best  rooms  that  I  hud. 
Murphy  is  their  name,  I  think  they  are  lUBaue, 

And  the  rent  is  due  me  now  for  many  a  day; 
I  have  an  awful  task  of  it,  most  every  time  1  ask  for  it, 

i'or  divil  a  cent  do  they  intend  to  pay. 

Chobus.  ' 

Murphy  owes  me  rent  and  I'm  coin'  to  make  him  pay  It, 
1  want  my  money  now,  and  he'd  better  not  delay  it; 
Abuse  is  all  I  get  from  him,  he  will  not  pay  a  cent. 
In  the  street  he  goes  to-morrow  if  he  don't  pay  me  the  rent.  - 

The  tenants  all  complain  of  Murpby'e  children  and  their  noise; 

They  fight  together  like  a  lot  of  cats; 
They've  broken  all  my  windows  and  tore  paper  oflf  the  walls, 

I  would  like  to  wring  the  necks  of  all  his  brats; 
The  baby  cries  all  night,  and  Marphy  comes  home  tight, 

'Tis  then  he  starts  right  in  to  beat  bis  w:fe; 
And  if  I  chance  to  interfere,  they  bounce  me  out  upon  my  ear, 

In  danger  am  I  of  my  very  life. 

Chorus. 
Murphy  owes  me  rent  and  I'll  soon  have  him  ejected; 
I  am  the  landlord  and,  as  such,  I'm  bouu4  to  be  respected; 
lie  drinks  all  of  his  earnings  and  to  ))eat  me  he's  content; 
1  will  be  the  death  of  Murphy  if  he  don't  pay  me  the  rent. 

Most  every  time  I  meet  him  sure  he  wants  to  pick  a  fuss. 

And  he  calls  me  very  dlsr'jspectful  names; 
He  tells  me  to  me  face  I  havi^n't  courage  of  a  calf. 

But  I  am  on  to  all  his  little  games; 
lie  wanted  bad  to  fight  when  be  met  me  last  night; 

Ho  ])ullcd  my  nose  and  said  I  couldn't  scrap. 
But  if  he  don't  apologize,  I'm  going  to  blacken  both  Lis  eyes, 

Ills  little  Irish  face  I'm  going  to  slap. 

CUOBUS. 

Murphy  owes  me  rent  and  I'm  goin'  to  work  and  lick  him; 

Early  in  the  morning  to  the  sidewalk  I  will  kick  him; 

A  sheriff  I  will  send  to  him  to  collar  every  cent, 

And  they'll  march  him  off  to  prison  if  he  doesn't  pay  the  rent. 


I 


SWEET    BELLE    MAHONE. 
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Soon  beyond  the  harbor-bar  shall  my  bark  be  sailing  far; 

O'er  the  worid  I  wander  lone,  sweet  Belle  Mahoue. 
O'er  thy  grave  I  weep  good-bye —hear,  oh,  hear  my  lonely  cry; 

Oh,  without  thee  what  am  I,  sweet  I3ellc  Mahoncf 

Chorus. 
Sweet  Belle  Mahone,  sweet  Belle  Malione; 
Wait  fonac  at  heaven's  gate,  sweet  Belle  Mahone. 

Lonely,  like  a  withered  tree,  what  is  all  the  world  to  met 
Life  and  light  were  all  in  thee,  sweet  Belle  Mahone. 

Daisies  pale  arc  growing  o'er  all  my  heart  can  e'er  adore; 
Shall  I  meet  thee,  evermore,  sweet  Belle  Mahoue. — Chorus. 

Calmly,  sweetly,  slumber  on  (only  one  I  call  my  own). 
While  in  tears  I  wander  lone,  sweet  Belle  Mahone. 

Faded  now  seems  everything,  but  when  comes  eternal  Spring, 
With  thee  I'll  be  wandering,  sweet  Belle  Mahone. — Chobus. 


CLEOPATRA   McNALLY. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  E.  R.  Durborow. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Samuel  IL  Speck. 


r 


You  may  sing  of  Annie  Rooney  and  other  pretty  maids, 
ril  tell  you  of  a  damsel  that  will  give  them  cards  and  spades; 
She  has  not  a  bewitching  eye,  she  don't  look  modest  or  act  shy; 
She's  not  pretty  at  all.  and  she's  not  a  bit  fly, 
This  Cleopatra  McNally. 

Chorus. 
She's  my  hoodoo,  I'm  her  Jonah;  she's  mashed  on  me,  I'm  a  goner; 
She  is  happy,  I'm  a  mouincr,  she  whistles  and  waits  at  the  comer. 
This  Cleopatra  McNally. 

Her  nose  is  cut  on  the  bias,  with  a  wart  upon  the  end; 
One  front  tooth  in  her  mammoth  mouth  looks  as  if  it  had  no  friend; 
Her  feet  don't  match,  her  face  is  bent,  her  upper  story  is  to  rent; 
To  punish  me  she  to  this  world  has  been  sent, 
This  Cleopatra  McNally.— Chorus. 

If  her  face  is  all  her  fortune,  she'll  always  be  dead-broke; 
Whene'er  she  looks  up  at  a  clock  there's  ne'er  another  stroke; 
What  to  do  with  her  now  makes  me  guais;  she  loves  me  true,  I  must  confess; 
U  any  one  wants  it,  I'll  give  the  address 
Of  Cleopatra  McNally.— Chorus. 


SWEET    KATIE    CONNOR. 

V  Copyright,  1890,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Dacre. 

On  my  honor,  Katie  Connor  is  the  grandest  girl  you'll  meet, 

I'm  mashed  on  her,  quite  a  goner,  she's  just  nice  enough  to  eat, 

Near  the  water  I  first  caught  her.  in  a  little  fishing  town. 

But  just  lately  she's  turned  stately,  and  my  brain's  turned  upside  down. 

Chorus. 
Sweet  Katie  Connor,  I  dote  upon  her, 

Kate,  Kate,  as  sure  as  fate,  you'll  have  to  marry  me. 
Or  else  I'll  have  no  notion  of  dividing  in  the  ocean. 

And  mashing  with  the  mermaids  at  the  bottom  of  tlie  sea. 

When  she's  colder,  I  have  told  her  bow  tboae  mermaids  long  for  me. 
How  they  blessed  me  and  caressed  me  when  I've  dived  in  ojieii  sea; 
Then  she  chaffs  and  only  laughs,  says  go  and  mash  them  right  away; 
Snaps  her  fingers,  still  she  lingers  long  enonch  to  liear  me  say :— Chobus. 

Then  we  parted,  then  I  started  for  the  mighty  ocean  brink, 
Kate  looked  squeainy,  she  could  see  me  take  a  brick  xo  make  me  sink; 
Near  the  water  she  bethought  lier:  •'  ,Tack  come  back  "—said  I,  too  late. 
Jack,  my  jewel,  don't  be  cruel,  come  back  Jack  and  marry  Kate. 

Chorus. 

Sweet  Katie  Connor,  I  dote  upon  her; 

Kate,  Kate,  as  sure  as  fate,  she's  going  to  marry  me; 
So  now  I  have  a  notion  of  diving  in  the  ocean 

And  mashing  with  the  mermaids  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 


POMPEY^S    HONEYMOON. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Geo.  D.  Newhall  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Edward  J.  Virtue. 


.    I'm  gwan  to  old  Kentucky  to  spend  my  honeymoon, 
■''     To  i^  congramulated,  like  a  high  fallut'n  coon, 

I  sauut  a  'ram  by  de  grapevine  to  'spect  me  berry  soon. 
For  I'm  gwan  to  dear  Kentucky  to  spend  my  honeymoon. 

Chorus. 
;    Yah,  yah,  yah,  yah,  yah,  yah.  Ain't  I  a  happy  coon? 
I'm  gwan  to  old  Kentucky  to  spend  my  honeymoon. 

My  wife  she  am  de  lubliest  gal  dat  eber  you  did  see. 

She  beats  the  rose  of  Texas  and  belle  of  Tennessee; 

Her  nose  am  like  a  punkin,  her  mouf  from  ear  to  ear. 

And  eb'ry  time  she  sees  me  she  calls  me  Jugum  dear.— Cborcb. 

When  we  arrived  in  dear  Kentucky  we  heard  a  bully  cheer 

From  de  crowd  on  the  platform,  fo'  we  uns  dey  did  steer, 

Dcy  shout'd  loud  and  wav'd  dar  hats  and  rais'd  us  by  de  bar. 

Den  slam'd  us  down  side  by  side  in  a  Kush'n  bottom  char.— Chobus. 

Do  c'm'ittee  of  derangements  knock 'd  us  down  to  de  ♦  Mar, 

Who  'spress'd  his  gratulations  from  de  hall  outside  de  stars. 

Den  we  all  sot  down  to  sup'r  of  t  stage-planks  and  lem'nade, 

We  danc'd  all  night  till  daylight,  den  home  did  slamenadc.— Chobus. 

*  Mayor.    +  Ginger-bread. 


DAYS    WHEN    I    WAS    YOUNG-. 

Copyright,  1871,  by  M.  Gray. 
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Written  and  sung  by  Charley  Howard.    Arranged  by  George  T.  Evans. 

I  love  to  think  of  the  days  when  I  was  young, 

Then  my  heart  was  free  from  care; 
Among  the  girls  and  boj-g,  its  there  I  had  my  joys, 

There  wasn't  one  who  could  with  me  compare; 
I  could  sing  until  the  breaking  of  the  mom, 
I  could  dance  just  as  long  as  I  could  stand;  ,• 

I  was  haii'some,  I  was  happy,  I  was  gay 
As  any  other  nigger  in  the  towu. 
Oh,  I  love  to  think  of  the  days  when  I  was  young. 

And  it  don't  seem  long  ago. 
Although  my  hands  do  shake,  my  eyes  are  wide  awake, 

And  I  think  this  is  the  wa^  I  used  to  go:— (Damcs.) 

I  love  to  think  of  the  days  when  I  was  young. 

When  a  little  piccaninny  so  high; 
It's  where  the  cotton  grows  I  first  my  eyes  uncloeed. 

Then  I  was  the  apple  of  my  mammy's  eye; 
I  can  see  her  as  she  pat  me  on  my  head. 
And  she  called  me  her  darling  little  child; 
Then  she  kissed  me  and  she  put  me  in  my  bed. 
And  told  me  she  thought  that  I  was  spoiled. 
Oh,  I  love  to  think  of  the  days  when  I  was  young. 

And  it  don't  seem  long  ago. 
Although  my  hands  do  shake  my  eyes  are  wide  awake,    ': 

And  Ithink  this  is  the  way  Insed  togo:— (Dancb.)  ' 
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Liberty  Enlightens  the  World. 


By  Fred  Einerjou  Brooks. 


FOREION   VIEW*   OF  THE  STATCK. 

On  the  deck  of  a  steumer  that  came  up  the  bay 
8otne  garrulous  foreiguiTU  gatlu-red  one  day 
'Xo  veul  tlifir  opiiiioiit<  on  ninitcrin  muiI  thing* 

On  ihif  cicie  the  Atlantic, 

In  langua^'e  pedantic; 
'Twas  much  the  same  gathering  as  a:iy  ship  brings. 

"  Ah,  liKik:  "  said  the  Frenclinian,  witli  pride  his  lip  cnrled; 
*'  See  ze  Liberie  Statue  enlighten  ze  world. 
Zee  grandest  colosi'al  zat  evuir  was  known! 

Thus  Kartiiuldi  he  ciH-ak: 

'Vive  la  France— Anioriijue: ' 
Bartlioldi  make  ze  etuuie  and  Uod  nuiku  ze  etonel  " 

Said  the  Scotchman:  "  Na  need  o"  yes  npakin'  sa  frae, 
The  thing's  na  so  snia",  sir,  that  we  canna'  see. 
Dae  ye  think  that  witlioot  ye  the  folk  coulduu'  tell? 

Sin'  'tis  Liberty's  Statye, 

1  kenna'  why  tliat  ye 
Didna'  keep  it  at  hame  to  enlighten  yersel'I  " 

The  En;,'li!?hnian  gazed  through  bis  watch-crystal  eye: 
*'  'Pon  'onor,  by  Jove,  it  is  too  beastly  'igli! 
A  luoustwosity,  weally  too  lawge  to  l>e  seen! 

In  pwoportion,  1  say. 

It's  too  lawge  faw  the  IJay, 
So  much  lawger  than  one  w've  at  'ome  of  t!if  Queen." 

An  Italian  nest  joined  the  colloquial  scrimmage: 

"  I  dres9-a  my  monkey  just  like-a  de  image, 

I  call-u  '  Bartlioldi  '--Fieuchnian  s;ot-u  spunky— 

C'all-a  me  '  Macaroni,' 

Lose-a  sue  pleudy  nioany. 
ne  break-a  my  organ  and  keel-a  my  monkey! " 

"  Mine-a  broder.  a  feesherman,  hear-a  what  he  say: 
Ko  inore-a  he  catch-a  de  feesh  in  de  bay; 
He  drop-a  de  seine— be  no  get-a  de  wecsli— 

When  he  niake-a  de  graba, 

Only  catch-a  de  crab-a; 
De  big-a  Ftuuch  image  scare  away  all  de  feeahl  " 

'*By  the  Home  Rule!  "  said  Pat;  "and  is  that  Llbertee? 

Sue's  the  bigge!»t  ould  woman  that  iver  I  see! 

Phy  dou't  she  sit  down*  'Tis  a  shame  site's  to  etand; 

lint  the  truth  is,  O'im  towld. 

That  the  sthone  is  too  cowld! 
Would  ye  moiud  the  shillelagh  she  howlds  in  her  hand!  " 

Paid  the  Comishman:  "  Thaat's  noa  '.diillelagh,'  ye  scaamp! 

L<>o.'iks  to  oi  like  Diogenes  'ere  wl"  'is  laaiiip, 

Scarciiiu'  'aa^d  fur  a  'one:<t  moan!  "  "Faith,  that  is  true," 

Muttered  Pat,  "  phat  ye  say, 

For  he's  lookin'  nioi  wa^'. 
And  by  the  same  favor  dou't  recognize  you!  " 

"  Shust  vait  unt  I  dolt  you,"  said  Dans,  "  vat's  der  matter: 
It  vaM  voii  uf  dein  lue.rmaits  cooined  owd  fun  der  vater; 
Unt  she  had  noddings  on;  unt  ter  viiitry  viud  plows; 

Unt  fur  shame  unt  fur  pidy 

She  vent  to  der  cidy 
Und  buyed  her  a  suit  fun  der  ready-mate  clothes." 

"  Oh!  "  crietl  Sambo,  amazed:  "  Dat's  de  ctillnd  man's  Lor'l 
lie's  come  back  to  de  earf ;  soinetln'  He's  lookin'  for; 
Alius  kuowed  by  de  halo  surrouiidin'  he's  brow; 

.less  you  looken  dat  crown! 

Jess  vou  looken  dat  gown! 
Lor"  'a'  mtissy,  I  knows  I's  a  gone  Nigga'  now!  " 

Said  the  Yankee:  "  I've  beerd  ye  discussin'  her  fliicer: 
And  I  reckin  yeou  strangers  hamtseeu  nuthin'  biuger; 
\Vh11,  I  hain't  inuch  on  boastiu",  but  I'll  go  my  i>iie: 

When  yeou  I'litreneis  ci;iii 

Yeou'll  And  her  to  hiitn! 
Dew  I  mean  what  I  say?  Wall,  somev.hat,  I  sliould  siuile!  " 

"Me  no  sabee  you  Foleners;  too  mucliee  talkce! 
You  nolikee  luol,  you  heap  takee  wnlkec. 
lliin  alle  same  Cliiiiaman  velly  big  Joshec. 

Him  Uncle  .Sam  giclee; 

Catch  iiin  lain,  iio  umlilallcel 
Heap  velly  big  shiriee— me  no  li^ee  washeel" 


SAYS    AARON    TO    MOSES. 
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By  Max  Vernor. 


Muffle  the  Bell,  Our  Nellie's  Dying. 

Copyright,  1S81,  l)y  Geo.  D.  Newliall  &  Co. 
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Now  Moses  and  Aaron  were  talking  of  the  times, 
Aud  Auruu  said  to  Closes,  "  Let  us  make  some  rhymes 
On  the  W!i3S  of  this  wicked  world; 

It's  not  u  l)ed  of  roses; 
No  hetter  than  it  oii^jht  to  be." 

"  You  speak  the  truth,"  says  Moses. 

Says  Aaron  to  Moses,  "  Now  really  it  is  sad. 
To  see  our  aristocracy  j;<»ing  to  the  bad; 
"Why  evry  day  a  hi.!;;  (iivorce 

Some  high-tonetl  swell  fXiM>ses; 
The  ladies  often  are  to  blame." 

*' I  know  they  are,"  says  Mose-s. 

Says  Aaron  to  Moses,  "If  marriage  laws  are  thua, 
So  very  quickly  broken,  why  make  such  a  fuss? 
Let's  do  without  such  easy  laws — 

Then,  when  a  chap  proposes. 
Why  lie  c«in  take  ti  girl  tit  once!  " 

'•  I'm  in  for  that,"  says  Moses. 

Says  Aaron  to  Moses,  "  It  really  gives  me  pain 
To  see  so  many  people  wasting  all  they  gam; 
They  send  it  to  the  healhen, 

'riiiU's  what  ev'ry  one  supposes. 
Ah!  why  not  send  the  coin  to  us?" 

"  We  know  loo  nuich,"  says  Aloses. 

S.'.ys  Aaron  to  Moses.  ''  When  Talraage  took  a  walk, 
He  thought  he'd  stir  the  people,  just  to  make  a  tsdk. 
But  now  his  jK-oph:  Ixmnce  him  out — 

The  cry  wlien;  ecr  lie  iroes,  is 
'  See,  there's  the  man  that  caught  them  all.' " 

"  E.xceining  me,"  says  Moses. 

Stiys  Aaron  to  Moses,  ''  They  tell  me  on  the  stage 
SiiMie  ini[)n)p(r  pieces  now  are  «d!  the  rage; 
Tiiere's  one  tiiat's  l»y  the  author  of 

The  lilack  Crook  anit  the  Rosis; 
It's  very  naughty,  I've  been  told  ' — 

"  Let's  go  and  see,"  says  iloscs.  *    . 

Encore  Verse,  . 

Says  Aaron  to  Moses,  "  This  song  has  been  encored. 
And  now  'tis  most  important  that  people  shan't  \>e  bored. 
So  while  j'ou  listen,  worthy  friends, 

The  plan  that  1  propose  "is. 
That  wlien  you  leave  the  ball  to-night. 

You'll  think  of  me  aud  Moses." 


■  ♦-•- 


WIDOW    McGINNIS'S    PIG. 

CopyrifTlit,  1SS.1,  by  Denj.  W.  Hitchcock. 
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Words  und  MuKir  by  >L  II.  Ilosenfeld. 


Words  and  Music  by  Jnmes  E.  Stewart. 

Muffle  tlic  liell,  our  Nellie's  dying,  soon  she'll  close  bor  soft  blue  eyes; 
Kiss  her  pale  lips  now  sweetly  parted,  ki^s  our  darliii,7  e'er  she  dies; 
Hr)vv  we'll  miss  her  little  footsteps,  and  iier  voice  we  ioved  so  dear. 
Kiss  our  sweet  darling,  kiss  tier  gently,  e'er  the  angel  forms  draw  mar. 

ClIOKfS. 

Muffle  the  bell,  our  Nellie's  dying,  soon  she'll  close  her  soft  l>lue  eyes; 
Kies  her  pale  lii«  now  swcttly  parted,  kiss  our  darling  e'er  she  di»'s. 

Muffle  the  bell,  our  Nellie's  dying,  softly  tread  upon  the  floor, 

.Speak  low,  for  fear  you'll  wake  our  darling,  soon  we'll  .«ee  her  iicvermorj; 

Siie  was  all  that  made  home  happy,  with  her  little  woids  of  love. 

Listen!  the  angels  now  are  calling  from  their  home  in  heaven  above. — Cuonvs. 

Muffle  the  bell,  our  Nellie's  dying,  soft  and  lower  grows  her  breath. 

Only  a  little  moment  later  she'll  be  called  away  In  dtyith; 

Angel  forms  are  hov'ring  near  her,  soft  we  hear  their  footsteps  tread; 

Uush!  our  sweet  darling  breathesuoloogtr,  darling  little  Nellie's  dead.— Cho. 
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A  x»How  bad  a  pig,  quite  a  frolicsome  pig. 

Who  was  genlle  and  kind  and  as  g  ty  as  could  be; 
From  the  bnukingof  tiie  iiKirti  to  the  selling  oC  the  sun 

No  pig  in  all  this  wide  world  was  happier  than  he; 
Said  the  wid()w  to  the  pig,  "  You  are  getting  too  lazy. 
You're  a  fat  little  brat,  it  will  never  do  at  all. 
So  I  guess  I  will  take  ye  to  the  civil  reformers 
For  r.  raffle  in  the  boodle  and  a  divvy  in  the  ball!  " 

Cnonus. 

lie  was  a  corker,  a  sweet  little  porker,  a  dear  little  porker  was  he: 
They  gave  him  a  rallle,  and  wcr-  very  careful  to  keep  it  concealed  as  could  be; 
Dear  little  porker.  Kweet  little  curker,  faith,  you  are  growing  quite  big; 
Bandannas  are  llyin;;,  boodlers  are  sighing,  for  Mrs.  McGiuuis's  pig. 

There  was  Micky,  Jim  and  I.nrry,  O'Connell,  O'llara, 
O'Hooncy,  O'Kpooiicy,  O'Uufns  in  a  jig;  I 

O'.Mason  was  a-racin'  and  the  widow  was  a-braciu'  j 

All  the  high-toned  |M>liticinns  for  a  ticket  on  the  pig;  i 

When  I  get  into  the  White  House,  I'll  play  'round  the  yard;         ' 

I  will  be  a  little  mogul,  a  sweet  lump  of  lard; 

I  will  get  a  gen'rals'  |M:nsion,  and  I'll  strut  'rourd  so  big. 

And  ail  the  world  shall  kuow  me  as  the  only  liviug  pig. — Cborvb. 


— "  Mike,  did  you  ever  catch  frogs?"  "  Y'es,  sorr." 
did  you  b.iit  with?  "  "  Bate  'em  with  a  shtick,  sorr.'V  ^ 


What 
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Christmas  Day  in  the  Work-house. 


By  George  R.  Sims. 


It  Is  Christmas  Da}'  in  the  Work-lioiise, 

And  tlie  cold  bare  walls  are  briglit 
With  garlands  of  green  and  holly. 

And  the  place  is  a  pleasant  sighi : 
For  with  clean-washed  hands  and  faces. 

In  a  long  and  hungry  line. 
The  paupers  sit  at  the  tables,  ;v        -.  > 

For  tins  is  the  hour  they  dine. 

And  the  guardians  and  their  ladies. 

Although  the  wind  is  east. 
Have  come  in  their  furs  and  wrappers 

To  watch  their  charges  feast; 
To  smile  and  be  coudescending, 

Put  pudding  on  pau|)er  plates. 
To  be  hosts  at  the  workhouse  banquet 

They've  paid  for — with  the  rates. 

Oh,  the  paupers  are  meek  and  lowly 

With  their  "  Thank'ee  kindly,  mum's  "  ; 
So  long  as  they  fill  their  stDinachs, 

What  matter  it  whence  it  comes? 
But  one  of  the  old  men  mutters, 

And  pushes  his  plate  aside: 
"  Great  God!  "  ha  cries;  '•  but  it  chokes  me! 

For  this  is  the  day  s!ie  died! " 

The  guardians  gazed  in  horror, 

The  master's  face  went  white; 
"  Did  a  paujicr  refuse  their  pudding?" 

"  Could  their  ears  believe  aright?  "  ' 

Then  the  ladies  clutched  their  husbands, 

Thinking  the  man  would  die. 
Struck  by  a  bolt,  or  something, 

By  the  outraged  One  on  high. 

But  the  pauper  sat  for  a  moment, 

Then  rose 'mid  a  silence  grim, 
For  the  othei-s  had  ceased  to  chatter, 

And  trembled  in  every  limb. 
He  looked  at  the  guardians' ladies. 

Then,  eyeing  tiieir  lords,  lie  said: 
"  I  eat  not  the  food  of  villains 

Whose  hands  are  foul  and  red: 

"  Whose  victims  cry  for  vengeance 

From  their  dank,  unliallowed  graves." 
"  He's  drunk!  "  said  the  work-house  master. 

"  Or  else  he's  mad  and  raves." 
"  Not  drunk  or  mad,"  cried  the  pauper, 

"  But  only  a  hunted  beast, 
Who,  torn  by  the  hounds  aiul  mangled. 

Declines  the  vulture's  feast. 

"  I  care  not  a  curse  for  the  guardians, 

And  I  won't  be  dragged  away. 
Just  let  me  have  the  tit  out. 

It's  only  on  Christmas  Day  > 

That  the  black  past  comes  to  goad  me 

And  prey  on  my  burniuj;:  brain; 
I'll  tell  you  the  rest  in  a  whisper —      : 

I  swear  I  wont  shout  again,  - 

"  Keep  your  hands  off  me,  curse  you! 

Hear  me  right  out  to  tlie  end. 
You  come  here  to  see  how  paupers 

The  season  of  Christmas  spend. 
You  come  here  to  watch  us  feeding, 

As  they  watch  the  captured  beast. 
Hear  why  a  penniless  pauper 

Spits  on  your  paltry  fe:ist. 

"  Do  you  think  T  will  take  your  bounty. 

And  let  you  stnile  and  tliink 
You're  doing  a  noble  action 

With  the  parislis  meat  and  drink? 
Where  is  my  wife,  you  traitors —  • 

The  poor  old  wife  you  slew?  .- .    ■ 

Yes,  by  the  God  above  us,  V-' .       -   .    -  ■ 

My  Nance  was  killed  by  you! 


"  Last  winter  my  wife  lay  dying. 

Starved  in  a  filthy  den; 
I  had  never  been  to  the  parish —       '    -, 

I  came  to  the  parish  then. 
I  swallowed  my  pride  in  coming. 

For,  ere  the  ruin  came, 
I  held  up  my  head  as  a  trader. 

And  I  bore  a  spotless  name. 

"  I  came  to  the  parish,  craving 

Bread  for  a  starving  wife. 
Bread  for  the  woman  who'd  loved  me 

Through  fifty  years  of  life; 
And  what  do  you  think  they  told  me. 

Mocking  my  awful  grief?  - 

That  '  the  House  '  was  open  to  us. 

But  they  wouldn't  give  '  out  relief.' 

-  "  I  slunk  to  the  filthy  alley — 

'Twas  a  cold,  raw  Christmas  eve — 
;  And  the  bakers'  shops  were  open, 
Tempting;  a  man  to  thieve; 
But  I  clenched  my  fists  together, 

Holding  my  head  awry, 
So  I  came  to  her  emptj'-handed. 
And  mournfully  told  her  whj'. 

Then  I  told  her  '  the  House  '  was  open; 

She  had  heard  of  the  wajs  of  that. 
For  her  bloodless  cheeks  went  crimson. 

And  up  in  her  rags  she  sjit. 
Crying,  '  Bide  the  Christmas  here,  John, 

We've  never  had  one  apart; 
I  think  I  can  bear  the  hunger — 

The  other  would  break  my  heart.* 

"  All  through  that  eve  I  watched  her. 

Holding  her  hand  in  mine, 
Praying  the  Lord,  and  weeping 

Till  m}'  lips  were  salt  as  brine. 
I  asked  her  once  if  she  hungered. 

And  as  she  answered  '  No,' 
The  moon  shone  in  at  the  window. 

Set  in  a  wreath  of  snow. 

"  Then  the  room  was  bathed  in  glory, 

And  I  saw  in  my  darling's  eyes 
The  far-away  look  of  wonder 

That  comes  w  hen  the  spirit  flics; 
And  her  lips  were  parched  and  parted 

And  her  reason  came  and  went. 
For  she  raved  of  oiu"  home  in  De^'on, 

Where  our  happiest  years  were  spent. 

"  And  the  accents,  long  forgotten. 

Came  back  to  the  tongue  once  more. 
For  she  ta'ked  like  the  cotuitry  lassie 

I  woo'd  by  the  Devon  shore. 
Then  she  rose  to  her  feet  and  trembled. 

And  fell  on  the  rags  and  moaned. 
And,  '  Give  me  a  crust — I'm  famished — 

For  the  love  of  God ! '  she  groaned. 

"  I  rushed  from  the  room  like  a  madman. 

And  flew  to  the  work-house  gate. 
Crying,  '  Food  for  a  dying  woman! ' 

And  the  answer  came,  *  Too  late,' 
They  drove  me  awaj'  with  curses; 

Then  1  fought  with  a  dog  in  the  street. 
And  tore  from  the  mongrel's  clutches 

A  crust  he  was  trying  to  eat. 

"  Back,  through  the  filthy  by-lanes! 

Back,  through  the  trampled  slush! 
Up  to  the  crnzy  garret. 

Wrapped  in  an  awful  hush. 
My  heart  sank  down  at  the  threshold. 

And  I  paused  with  a  sudden  thrill. 
For  there  in  the  silv'ry  moonlight 

My  Nance  lay,  cold  and  still.    .  . 

"  Up  to  the  blackened  ceiling 

The  sunken  eyes  were  cast — 
I  knew  on  those  lips  all  bloodless 

My  name  had  been  the  last; 
She'd  called  for  her  absent  husband— 

Oh,  God!  had  I  but  known!— 
Had  called  iu  vain,  and  in  anguish 

Had  died  iu  that  den — aJmie, 
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"  Yes,  there,  in  a  land  of  plenty, 
Lay  a  loving  woman  dea^l. 

Cruelly  starved  and  njurdeied 
For  a  loaf  of  the  parish  bread. 

At  yonder  gate,  last  Christmas, 
I  craved  for  a  human  life. 

You,  who  would  feast  us  paupers. 
What  of  my  murdered  wife  f 
«*♦**» 

"  There,  get  ye  gone  to  your  dinners; 

Dou't  mind  mo  in  the  least; 
Think  of  the  happy  paupers 

Eating  your  Christmjis  feast; 
And  when  you  recount  their  blessings 

In  your  smug  parochial  way, 
Say  what  you  did  for  me,  too, 

Only  last  Christmas  Day." 


THE    LINDEN    TREE. 

Copyright,  1879,  by  O.  D.  Kussell. 

The  Words  and  Miisic  of  this  SonK  win  be  sent  to  any  addrem,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  U  ehman,  13U  Park 

Row,  New  York  city.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Translated  from  the  Oermoji  by  Wni.  H.  Fessenden. 


:1 
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Beeide  a  rippling  fountain  there  bluoiued  a  linden  tree. 
And  'ueath  its  giatefiil  shadow  come  soothing  dreams  to  me, 
And  I  bad  carved  upon  it  so  many  tender  words 
It  seemed  to  draw  me  to  it,  with  mem'ries  silken  cords. 

I  wandered  by  at  midnight,  no  sound  of  life  was  there; 
Beneath  lis  leafy  shelter  I  dreamed  away  my  care; 
And  lo!  its  branches  rustled,  and  seemed  to  suggest  the  words: 
"  Dear  youth,  come  hither  and  thou  wilt  find  thy  rest." 

Then  came  the  wind  and  tempest,  the  darkness  grew  a{>ace, 
But  not  for  wiud  or  durkncss  would  I  my  path  retrace. 

Again  I  hear  the  rustling  of  linden  branches  dear; 

Again  they  whisper  to  me,  "  Repose  in  quiet  here." 
Lute  well-rememoered  voices,  long  silent,  yet  so  near. 
They  call  me  in  sweet  welcome, 
Come  rest  thee,  rest  thee  here." 


'  Oh,  rest  thee,  rest  thee  here, 


THE    OLD    FARM    HOUSE. 


By  J.  It.  Thomas. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wchnian,  130  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sajiie  as  easli  for  all  our  goods. 


Oh,  the  old  farm-house  down  beside  the  valley  Qtrcam, 

Where  in  childhood  so  oft  1  have  played. 
Ere  sorrow  had  clo-.ided  my  heart's  early  dream. 

Or  life's  purest  joys  had  decayed; 
How  well  I  remember  its  vine-covered  roof. 

And  the  rose-bushes  clust'ring  nigh, 
And  the  tall,  stately  poplar  trees  standing  aloof. 

Whose  tops  seemed  to  reach  to  the  sky; 
Oh,  the  old  farm-house,  my  childhood's  happy  home. 

Ob,  the  old  farm-house,  bow  I've  sported  'round  its  hearth 

With  my  sisters  and  brothers  so  dear. 
How  oft  has  it  rung  with  our  innocent  mirth. 

And  hallowd  our  soft  evening  pray'r, 
But  the  old  farm-house  now  is  bowing  to  decay. 

Its  stones  like  dead  friends  lie  apart. 
But  its  dear  cherished  image  shall  ne'er  fade  away 

From  aflectious  domain  in  mv  heart; 
Oh,  the  old  farm-house,  my  childhood's  happy  home. 


LITTLE    QUEENIE    LEE. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  SI.  Witmark  &  Sons. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  t)e  sent  to  any  address,  no»t-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiigx  for  One  l^ollai-,  by  if.  J.  U' ehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  a-i  easli  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Arthur  West.    Music  by  Geo.  Whlt«ar. 

Once  In  my  heart  was  hidden  deep  a  secret  that  I  intended  to  keep; 
Walking  one  day  iu  a  deep,  deep  dell,  in  love  with  a  fuiry  1  fell; 
Kot  such  a  fairy  us  books  ileclare  floating  about  in  the  desert  air; 
Solid,  substantial,  and  you  could  see  a  fairy  queen,  for  she 

C'UOIIL'S. 

Is  modest,  fair  and  beautiful ;  her  father  keeps  a  farm; 
And  when  she  tries  to  smile,  her  eyes  a  serpent  sure  would  charm; 
When  once  you've  seen  my  little  tiueen,  with  me  you  would  agree, 
The  fluest  girl  iu  all  the  world  is  little  (^ueenie  iX-e. 

Once  in  my  heart  was  hidden  deep  a  secret  that  I  intended  to  keep. 
But  as  you're  all  friends  I  will  tell  you  trne— I  knowan>ihiii|i;I  could  trust  to  you. 
The  reason  that  I  am  dressed  so  gay,  to-day  has  been  flxi-d  for  our  wedding  day ; 
Her  father  will  give  the  old  farm  to  me  when  married  wc  will  be. 

Chouus. 
She's  modest,  fair  and  beautiful;  her  father  keciw  a  fiirm: 
And  when  she  tries  to  Hinile,  her  eyes  a  seriH^nt  i^ure  wouM  charm; 
When  once  you've  seen  my  little  queen,  with  me  you  would  agree. 
The  finest  girl  in  all  the  world  is  Uttle  (^iieenie  Lee. 


ADELINE. 

OopyrlKht,  18S0,  by  John  F.  Ellis  «  Oa 

Tbe  Words  and  BCoslc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addeas,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wi-hinaii,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stumps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Muslo  by  Wm.  D.  Hall. 
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On  the  shore  stood  a  maiden  with  tears  in  her  eyee, 

Who  kissed  ber  hand  adieu. 
And  bade  farewell  to  a  restless  craft 

That  held  her  laddie  true; 
Each  sail  filled  for  duty  to  take  from  her  gaae 

The  one  she  loved  so  dear. 
And  each  straiii  of  that  ocean's  dirge 

Distracted  her  with  fear. 
"  Oh,  will  he  e'er  return  to  me? " 

She  murmured  midst  ber  sighs. 
And  as  she  saw  the  billows  lose. 

Had  tears  dinmied  her  eyes; 
An  object  was  fast  going   way  from  her  sight. 

The  timbers  that  held  her  Jack; 
She  cried  out  aloud,  "  ril  await  thy  return," 

And  the  echoes  answered  buck. 

Refrain. 
"Oood-bye,  my  darling,  from  you  I  must  part,  fond  one  do  not  weep; 
May  the  scenes  of  pleasures  past  comfort  thee  in  thy  sleep; 
Pray  for  your  laddie  by  night  and  day,  and  keep  his  mem'iy  green; 
"  Qappy  DC  thy  sweet  repose,"  my  darling  Adeline. 

A  year  soon  ehipsed,  but  no  tidings  arrived— 

Where  could  his  vessel  be? 
Had  waves  of  anger  swallowed  It        •; 

Whilst  on  the  raging  sea? 
She  prayed  to  the  iieavens  to  guard  from  all  harm 

And  send  him  back  again. 
But  on  she  waited  many  years. 

Her  prayers  had  been  iu  vain. 
A  fisherman  one  morning  on 

The  shore  a  bottle  found. 
Within  it  was  a  note  which  told 

Uow  he  had  been  drowned; 
Her  last  hope  soon  vanished,  she  then  knew  it  all; 

Alas!  her  poor  bonny  was  dead. 
She  glanced  o'er  the  message  that  came  from  the  wreck. 

And  through  ker  tears  she  read:— Kbfrain. 


DOT    VIFE    OF    MINE. 

Written  and  Recited  by  Lester  Howard. 


Dot  vife  of  mine,  dot  vife  of  mine. 
She  boders  mine  life  out  all  der  time. 
She  slaps  mine  nose  und  pulls  mine  face, 
Uud  knocks  mine  cars  all  out  of  blace. 
She  drives  me  of  my  own  house  out, 
Und  makes  me  wander  der  night  about, 
Till  veu  morning  comes,  mit  a  dove-like  smile, 
I  am  coaxed  back  to  my  domicile 

By  dot  vife  of  mine. 

Dot  vife  of  mine,  dot  vife  of  mine, 
Ven  I  goes  to  der  tavern  in  der  evening  time, 
I  sits  me  down  in  mine  easy  chair, 
Und  eats  mine  Limburger  und  drinks  mine  beer, 
Ven  in  she  comes,  mit  an  old  broom-stick, 
Und  hurries  me  home  on  der  double-quick. 
Vile  der  people  all  look  and  laugh  and  stare, 
Und  wonders  who  wears  der  britches  dere. 
Me  or  dot  vife  of  mine. 

Dot  vife  of  mine,  dot  vife  of  mine, 
She  wakes  me  up  in  der  midnight  time, 
Und  tells  me  a  pain  in  her  stomach  she's  got, 
Und  vants  me  to  make  her  a  viskey  hot. 
I  goes  down  shtairs  in  my  cold  shirt-tail, 
Uud  shkins  my  shins  on  der  bucket-puil, 
Drying  to  make  viskey  hot  in  a  coffee-pot 
For  dot  vife  of  mine. 

Dot  vife  of  mine,  dot  vife  of  mine, 
Ven  ever  will  come  der  happy  dime, 
Ven  on  dis  mortal  earth  her  breath 
Forever  shall  be  stopp'd  mit  death. 
No  more  1  wonder  and  shtare  und  see 
Der  leetle  slitars  she  make  for  me. 
Den  1  shall  be  so  happy  und  free 

.         .    From  (lot  voman  of  mine. 


-':^X 


— Mary:  "George,  if  I  die,  promise  me  one  thing."  George: 
"What  is  it,  Mary?"  Mary:  "  That  you  will  marrv  Emma  Wil- 
kins."  George:  "  Why,  I  thought  you  hated  her,  Mary."  Mary: 
"  I  do,  George;  I  want  to  get  even  with  her  by  giving  her  a  mean 
hu.sband." 
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LAST    NiaHT. 

Words  by  ClirisUan  Winter.    Music  by  Halfdan  KJerulf. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  aiiy  addre<!!<,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

eents;  or  tliia  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Parle 

Row,  New  York  Uty.    Postagre  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Last  nigbt  the  nightiogale  woke  mc. 

Last  uight,  when  all  was  still,  v. 

It  sang  in  the  golden  moonlight         :        . 

Prom  out  the  woodland  bill. 
I  open'd  my  window  so  gently, 

1  look'd  on  the  dreaming  dew, 
And,  oh!  the  birds,  my  darling,  were  singing. 

Singing  of  you,  of  you. 

I  think  of  you  in  the  daytime, 

I  dream  of  you  by  uight, 
I  wake  and  would  you  were  here,  love. 

And  tears  were  blinding  my^  sight. 
I  hear  a  low  breath  in  the  limetree. 

The  wind  is  floating  thro',  ^  . 

And,  ohi  the  night,  my  darling,    .  .  ' 

Is  sighing  for  you. 

Oh,  think  not  I  can  forget  you;     ,  .     = 

I  could  not,  tho' I  would;        -     ', 
I  see  you  in  all  around  me. 

The  stream,  the  night,  the  wood. 
The  flowers  that  slumber  so  gently. 

The  stars  above  the  blue,  "  ., 

Oh!  heaven  itself,  my  darling. 

Is  praying,  praying  for  you.       '     \_ 
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SOMEBODY'S    SHIP    WILL    BE 
HOME    BY-AND-BY. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  wmu  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  tte  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130 1'ark 

Row,  New  York  uty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Huaic  by  Cbas.  Graham. 
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There's  a  low,  soft  Bong  in  a  chamber,  where  6it»iii  the  darkening  room 
A  yonnt;  wife  lulling  her  babe  to  rest,  scarce  seen  in  the  deepening  gloom. 
And  her  song  to  her  babe  is  telling  how,  with  hope  and  ioy,  she  sees 
The  white  sails  homeward  swelling  of  a  ship  before  the  breeze, 
bbe  rocks  her  baby  boy  to  sleep,  and  sings  to  the  wind  as  by  they  sweep: 

Refratn. 
Some  little  bird  has  been  singing  to  me, 
Bringing  me  lidingg  from  over  the  sea; 
Some  one  is  sailing  to  Baby  and  I, 
Somebody's  ship  will  be  home  by-and-by. 

Fw  away  a  sailor  is  pacing  his  deck  as  he  hnms  a  song, 

While  homeward-flying  the  good  ship  speeds  like  a  fleet-winged  bird  along; 

His  heart  with  iiis  sliip  is  bounding,  and  his  song  it  well  may  cheer; 

In  the  gusts  of  the  uight-wind  sounding,  a  refrain  he  seems  to  hear; 

As  foaming  past  the  surges  fly,  there  comes  to  his  mind  a  lullaby:— Kefbain. 


THE  SONa  THE  CHIMNEY  SANG. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Chas.  W.  Held. 

iTheWordsaut  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  stnt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  recol|jt  of 
I         cents;  or  Uils  and  any  two  other  Son^a  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \\  elimaii,  13<)  I'ai'k 
Bow,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca^ h  for  aU  our  goods. 

Words  by  Wm.  D.  Hall.    Music  by  Fred  Silva. 


to 


■  i  >.« 


One  nigiit  by  a  hearth-place  I  sat  all  alone. 

In  the  grate  burned  a  fire,  dim  and  low; 
Ev'ry  wiadow  did  rattle,  which  told  of  the  night. 

On  each  pane  dane'd  the  fast  falling  snow. 
My  thoughts  seemed  to  wander  to  days  that  would  come, 

As  the  wind  down  the  flue  fiercely  rang; 
I  fancied  Its  music  and  welcomed  each  sound, 

And  heme's  what  the  old  chimney  sang: 

Refrain. 
"  Be  upiight  and  honest,"  the  blast  seemed  to  squeak; 
"Be  kinJ  to  the  needy,"  I  then  heard  it  sj)eak; 
A  thousa.id  such  lessons  came  forth  'midst  its  clang, 
And  that  was  the  song  that  the  old  chimney  sang. 

I  never  oncti  tired,  as  if  charmed  there  I  sat, 

ControU'd  by  the  maxims  it  told; 
To  live  that  uight  over  and  hear  tlie  same  old  song, 

I'd  gladly  resign  the  world's  gold. 
'Twas  then,  when  a  boy,  I  so  happily  lived. 

And  my  heart,  always  gay,  knew  no  pang; 
How  well  I  remember  those  once  golden  days. 

And  the  song  that  the  old  chimney  sang. — Refiain. 


DON'T    YOU    KNOW? 

Words  by  T.  Malcolm  Watson.    Itusio  by  Wilford  Morgan. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  podt^-pald,  on  reeeipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Weliman,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 


Whither  away  my  rustic  lass,  whither  in  snch  swift  haetc? 

Nay,  sir,  I  pray  yon,  let  me  pass,  for  time  I  have  none  to  waste; 

The  sun's  going  down  in  the  West,  don't  you  know? 

The  birds  flying  home  to  their  rest,  don't  you  kuow? 

And  night  willT)e  here,  too  quickly  I  fear. 

So,  sir,  you  must  please  let  me  go,  don't  you  know? 

Yes  sir,  you  must  please  let  mc  go. 

How  can  I  go  if  you  hold  my  hand  fast  in  your  own,  as  now? 

While,  heedless  of  threats,  you  laughingly  stand  right  in  my  path,  I  vow; 

How  ''  rumor  "  would  wag  her  wise  head,  rtou't  you  know? 

With  many  a  "  Just  as  I  said,"  don't  you  know? 

Were  she  to  be  told  of  conduct  so  bold; 

So,  sir,  yoa  must  please  let  me  go,  don't  you  know  ? 

Yes,  sir,  you  must  please  let  me  go. 

"  Not  till  I've  paid  the  toll,"  yon  Bay,  and  what  may  the  toll  then  be? 

"  A  kiBsI  "  Ah,  nol  I  decline  to  jwiy  such  an  extravagant  fee; 

Rut,  if  you  should  take  it  by  force,  don't  you  know? 

I'd  protest,  as  a  matter  of  couree,  don't  you  know? 

Then  none  could  opine  the  blame  to  be  mine. 

For,  otherwise,  how  could  I  go,  dout  you  knowf 

Since  you,  sirrah,  would  have  it  so. 


*e  » 


My  Sweetheart  in  the  Gallery. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  The  Chicago  Musio  Ca 

The  Words  and  Musle  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rcoeipt  of  40  , 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  i'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I'm  a  girl  that's  just  come  over. 

Over  from  the  country  where  they  do  things  big; 
And  among  the  boys  I've  got  a  jolly  sweetheart. 

Since  I  got  a  sweetheart  I  don't  care  a  fig. 

Chorus.  .    . 

For  the  boy  I  love  is  up  in  the  gallery,  , 

The  boy  I  love  is  looking  now  at  me;  " 
There  he  is,  can't  you  see  him  waiving  off  his  handkerchief, 

As  merry  as  the  robin  that  sings  in  the  tree? 
For  the  boy  I  love  is  up  in  the  gallery. 

The  boy  I  love  is  looking  now  at  me; 
There  he  is,  can't  you  see  him  waiving  off  his  handkerchief. 

As  merry  as  the  robin  that  sings  in  the  tree? 

He  is  not  tall,  but  yet  he's  manly,  ^ 

And  I  always  see  him  in  the  same  old  place; 

Curly  head  is  bobbing,  don't  you  see  him  nodding? 
There  he  is!  don't  you  see  his  smiling  face? — Ciiorub. 


THE    SPINNINQ- WHEEL. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Balmer  &.  Weber  Music  House  Co. 


The  Words  add  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rtweipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  I'urk 

Row,  New  York  City.    Fostage  Stampt>  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  uui-  (tockIh. 


Words  by  Wordswcrth.    Music  partly  adapted  from  "  Curschman  "  by  C.  Reiulab. 

Swiftly  turn  the  murm'ring  wheel,  swiftly  turn  the  munn'ring  wheel! 

Night  "has  brought  the  welcome  hour,  when  the  weary  fingers  feel 

Help  as  if  from  fairy  power,  dewy  night  o'ershadows  the  ground ,'- 

Turn  the  swift  wheel  round  and  round,  round  and  round,  round  and  round, 

Turn  the  swift  wheel  round  and  round,  turn  the  wheel  around. 

Now,  beneath  the  starry  sky— now,  beneath  the  starry  sky. 

Conch  the  widelj'-ecattered  sheep;  ply  the  pleasant  labor,  plyl 

For  the  spindle,  while  they  sleep,  runs  with  speed  more  smooth  and  fine. 

Gath'ring  up  a  trustier  line,  trustier  line,  trustier  line; 

Gath'riug  up  a  trustier  line,  up  a  trustier  line. 

Short-lived  likings  may  be  bred,  short-lived  likings  may  be  bred 
By  a  glance  from  fickle  eyes;  but  true  love  is  like  the  thread, 
W  hicTi  the  kindly  wool  supplies  when  the  flocks  are  all  at  rest. 
Sleeping  on  the  mountains'  breast,  mountains'  breast,  mouutaiug'  breast, 
Sleeping  on  the  mountains'  breast,  on  the  mountains. 


— A  German-American  parent,  living  in  New  York,  had  occa 
sion  to  say  to  his  daughter:  "  Katrina,  such  a  big  ^irl  ash  you  vasb 
sliould  not  play  so  much  dose  poys  mit."     "  Dot  ish  so,  fader.  i>ut 
(le  bigger  girl  1  vas  de  more  I  like  to  play  dose  poys  mit." — Texat 

Si/tings.  -.-,.. 

— "  George,  dear,"  said  the  girl,  "  do  yon  ever  drink  anything?  " 
"  Yes,  occasionally,"  George  reluctantly  admitted,  "  But,  dear," 
she  went  on,  anxiously,  "  what  do  you  suppose  papa  would  say  H 
lie  should  discover  that  the  future  husband  of  his  only  daugliter 
drank?"  "He  discovered  it  ibis  morning."  "  Oh,  George,  an<? 
what  did  he  say?"  "He  said,  'well,  George,  my  boy,  1  don't 
care  if  1  do.'" 
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LAUGH,  AND  THE  WOULD  WILL 
LAUGH    WITH    YOU. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Muaic  of  this  Sotifr  wiil  be  sent  to  aiiy  address,  post-ixiid,  on  receipt  of  40 

eent8;  orthta  and  any  tvvu  otlit^r  Souks  fur  one  Dulliir,  l>y  H.  J.  NVclmi.-!!!,  130  i'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'omuKv  t>ianip.s  lal^en  same  as  cuKh  fur  oil  uur  Kuods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  J.  Sayors, 

A  picture  of  my  childhood's  home  is  one  I  now  recall, 

A  loving  mother  and  a  father  dear; 
These  words  of  worldly  wisdom  from  my  father's  lips  do  fall, 

And  drop  like  pearls  upon  my  lisl'uiiiij  ear: 
Do  to  others  as  you  would  that  they  siiould  do  to  you. 

Learn  to  live  as  you  would  wish  to  ilie, 
Let  your  honor  be  untainted,  and  to  your  friends  be  true, 

Though  grief  oppress,  let  no  man  hear  you  sigh. 

ClIOKU.S. 

Laugh  with  the  world,  and  the  world  will  look  bright  to  you, 
Sorrow  and  mourn,  and  the  day  seem  as  nijjht  to  you. 
Cry  to  your  friends,  they  will  leave  at  tiie  sight  of  you, 
Laugh,  and  the  world  will  laugh  with  you. 

Though  many  years  arc  past  since  then,  and  I  am  left  alone 

To  battle  with  the  world  and  all  its  woes; 
The  seetls  of  worldly  wisdom,  by  my  father's  teaching  S(jwn, 

Has  made  me  many  friends  instead  of  foes. 
Do  not  be  discouraged  should  Dame  Fortune  on  you  frown; 

Fickle  now,  to-morrow  she  may  smile; 
So  remember  that  uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

Though  i)oor  you  be,  keep  laughing  all  the  while. — Cfiorus. 


THE    SONG    OF   THE    STEEPLE. 


Copyright.  1890,  by  Chas.  W.  Held. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sunfr  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  ot  M  I 
centK;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sohk-s  fi>r  One  l>uliar,  by  H.  J.  W  elinian,  ISO  I'ark         | 
Row,  New  Yurk  City.     I'ostaKe  Stumps  taken  same  aa  cash  for  ail  otir  good*. 

By  Edmund  E.  Price  and  Monroe  H  Rosenf  eld. 
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MY    LOVE    IS  FAIR   COLUMBIA. 


Copyritfht,  1H89,  by  Heinrich  Conriud. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  a<ldrcs.'<,  post-paid,  on  i-eit-ipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjfs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \V  ehniaii,  i:t<>  I'urk 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Foslajfe  Stumps  t.iken  oaine  oa  rush  lor  uli  uur  jfyods. 


Adapted  from  the  German  by  Heinrich  Cuuried. 

I've  travelled  in  straiiije  lands  and  foreign  clime. 

My  heart  was  true  to  my  love  all  the  tinjc;  -: 

You  think  that  my  love  is  a  maiden  fair, 

With  l)ri<jht,  blue  eyes  and  curly,  i;ol(k-u  hair— 

You're  wrong,  you're  wrong — cuntldeutially, 

Maid  iny  love  can  never  be; 

My  love  is  fair  ColuTubia,  Columbia,  I  cay. 

My  love  is  my  America,  three  cheers,  three  cliecrs,  hooray! 

CUORUS. 

My  love  is  my  Columbia,  Columbia,  I  say. 

My  love  is  liiy  America,  thiee  cheers,  three  cheers,  hooray! 

In  this  wide  world  you  can  search  everywhere, 

No  love  like  mine  can  be  found,  none  so  rare; 

Apostle  of  freedom,  progreiss  and  art — 

America,  my  land,  pride  of  my  heart. 

Land  of  freemen  staunch  and  true, 

Long  wave  the  red,  white  and  l)lue. 

My  fove  is  fair  Columbia,  Columbia,  1  say. 

My  love  is  my  America,  three  cheers,  three  cheers,  hooray  I— Chokcs. 


I  am  sitting  to-night  within  the  twilight. 

Dreaming  of  the  happy  days  gone  by, 
When  a  child  in  the  home  of  my  kindred 

I  roam'd  'neath  nature's  sunny  sky. 
The  old  school-house,  1  remember  it  well. 
The  church  of  my  father  that  shadowetl  the  dell, 
Autl  methinks  I  can  hear  in  my  dreaming  still 
The  song  of  the  steeple  on  the  hilL 

Cuonus. 

Hear  those  bells,  those  chiming  bells;  ' 

Ah!  wliat  joy  their  music  tellsl 
And  methinks  1  can  hear  within  my  dreaming  still 
The  song  of  the  steeple  on  the  hill. 

'Tis  the  song  that  recalls  to  me  the  golden  hours  I 

Drifted  in  the  days  of  long  ago, 
"When  I  stroHd  o'er  tbe  meadows  with  my  sweet  Ilelene, 

And  stood  nealh  the  bells,  chiming  low. 
'Twiis  there  fond  words  in  tbe  twilight  fell 
From  lips  of  the  maiden  1  loved,  ah!  so  well; 
And  methinks,  as  of  yore,  I  can  hear  tliem  still 
In  the  song  of  the  steeple.ou  the  hill. — Chorus. 

Ah!  well  I  remember  now  the  Christmas  IhjIIs, 

Kinging  with  their  gladness  o'er  the  snow. 
And  tiie  welcome  music  of  the  Easter  morn, 
That  secni'd  from  the  skies  above  to  How, 
But  dearer  far  are  the  chimes  to  me 
Of  the  wedding  bells  that  ring  their  glee, 
And  they  linger,  methinks,  with  mv  dreaming  still 
In  the  song  of  the  steeple  on  the  \x\\\.—Uhm'uH. 


ONCE    MORE    WE    SPEAK 

Copyright,  1890,  by  WUlis  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  ' 

cents;  or  this  iind  any  two  other  Sonps  for  One  Dolliir,  by  11.  J.  Wfliman,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    ruBtai;e  Stamps  talieu  sume  as  cu«h  for  uli  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  James  H.  Cullen.  I 


^  »  ••    — 


LOVE'S    OLD,  SWEET    SONG. 

Words  by  G.  Clifton  Bingham.    Music  by  J.  L.  Molloy. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son«  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  post -pnii I,  on  rcociitt  of  lo 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  l}oIlar,  by  11.  J.  Wehmon,  l;W  iWk 

Row,  New  Y^ork  City.    Po^lage  Stamps  talceu  same  o-t  ea.-.li  for  all  uur  Koods. 

Once  in  the  dear,  dead  days  beyond  recall, 
"When  on  the  world  the  misis  began  to  fall. 
Out  of  tlie  dreams  that  rose  in  happy  throng. 
Low  to  our  hearts  love  sung  an  old,  sweet  song; 
And  in  the  dusk,  where  fell  the  firelight  gleam, 
Softly  it  wove  itself  Into  our  dream. 
Just  a  song  at  twilight,  when  the  lights  are  low. 
And  the  flickering  shadows  softly  ccmie  and  go; 
Tlio'  the  heart  be  weary,  sad  the  day  and  long. 
Still  to  us  at  twilight  conies  love's  old  song. 
Comes  loves  old,  sweet  song. 

Even  to-day  we  hear  love's  song  of  yore. 
Deep  in  our  hearts  it  dwells  for  evermore; 
Footsteps  may  falter,  weary  grow  the  way. 
Still  we  can  liear  it  at  the  close  of  day; 
So  till  the  end,  when  lifo's  dim  shadows  fall, 
Love  will  \)Q  found  the  sweetest  .song  of  all. 
Just  a  song  at  twilight,  when  the  lights  are  low. 
And  the  flickering  shadows  .softly  come  and  go; 
Tho'  the  heart  be  weary,  sad  the  day  and  long, 
Still  to  us  at  twilight  comes  love's  old  song. 
Comes  love's  old,  sweet  song.  •    ' 


Once  more  we  speak,  'tis  long  since  we  were  parted 

By  false  friends,  w  ho  said  my  love  was  untrue, 
Anrf  made  my  life  a  burthen  in  its  splendor, 

Long  years  bad  pas-^ed  before  his  faults  be  kne\7. 
Whene'er  we'd  meet,  like  strangers  we  would  pass. 

The  pain  was  sharp  and  very  hard  to  bear; 
And  while  he  thought  ine  happy  in  my  spkndor, 

I  vain  would  meet  with  mis'ry  and  despair! 

ClIOKUS.      . 

Once  more  wc  speak,  no  more  will  idle  fancy 
Bring  bitter  tears  to  dim  his  manly  eye; 

And  side  by  side  well  battle  life  togetlitr, 
Once  more  we  speak,  so  let  the  past  go  by. 

In  lonely  hours  without  a  friend  to  cheer  me, 

My  mind  would  wander  back  to  her  again; 
And  in  my  dream  I  oft'times  see  her  near  me. 

With  happyless  look  she  would  at  me  gaze. 
But  after  years  at  la.st  there  came  a  change. 

The  link  was  found,  the  m3sfiy  cleared  away; 
In  words  of  kindness  all  was  soon  forgotten, 

When  jealousy  uo  longer  held  its  sway. — Vluyrna. 
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— A  young  man  who  went  "  West"  filled  with  enthusiasm  and 
a  desire  to  "  grow  up  with  the  country"  surprised  his  friends  by 
returning  home  after  an  ubsence  of  several  weeks.  He  said  that 
while  he  was  out  land-hunting  in  w  hat  he  thought  was  llie  garden- 
spot  of  America,  he  came  jicross  a  boardcd-up-claim  shanty.  On 
the  boards  nailed  acros.s  the  door  he  found  this  inscription,  which 
accounted  for  his  unexpected  return:  "  Fore  miles  from  a  uayber, 
Si.xteen  miles  fiom  a  postofis.  Twenty-live  mih-s  from  a  raleroad. 
A  hundred  and  atey  from  timber.  Two  hundred  and  fifty  feet  from 
water.  There's  no  place  like  home.  We've  gone  East  to  spend 
the  winter  with  my  wife's  folks." 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.    29. 


HE    AIN^T    IN    IT. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  J.  P.  BroUer  &  Co. 


ZP^ 


The  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  he  Mtnt  tu  any  addre ^<s,  i>o8t-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

ceutsi  or  thia  aiid  any  two  other  Soii(;a  fur  One  l>ullar,  by  il.  J.  Welinian,  130  Park 

Ko«r,  New  York  City,    foslage  Stamps  Utlveii  same  aocoxh  for  oil  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Philip  Uastings. 


A  slangy  expression  you  hear  on  the  street  — 

"  Uc  niu'Mii  it." 
The  small  boy  remarks,  whom  you  happen  to  meet, 

"  \ou  ain't  in  it." 
This  by -word  is  truly  a  very  good  thing, 
It's  short,  and  it  lias  au  appropriau:  ring. 
Of  iiouie  people  and  things  i  will  uow  sweetly  slug 

Who  ain't  iu  it. 

The  oyster  you  look  for  when  at  a  church  fair 

Isn't  in  it. 
The  soup  is  all  right,  but  the  oyster's  not  there- 
it  ain't  in  it. 
At  your  boarding-house,  too,  when  your  dinner  you  take. 
You  are  passed  wliat  is  labelled  "strawberry  sUori-cal^e;  " 
You  search  for  the  berry  all  over  your  plate — 
Hain't  in  it. 

You  often  sit  down  to  play  poker,  and  think   ■ 

Vou  are  in  it. 
You  nierrilly  chat  and  most  knowingly  wink. 

And  you"rc'  in  il. 
But  all  of  u  biiddtrii  there  is  a  juck-pot. 
You  draw  to  tluce  uces  and  g<r  one  more  spot. 
But  the  "  cops  ''  ramble  in  and  yank  in  the  whole  lot— 

You  ain't  in  it. 

When  first  you  go  out  in  the  surf  for  a  swim, 

You  are  in  it. 
Perhajis  you  are  fat,  and  perhaps  you  are  slim. 

But  you're  in  ;i. 
The  girls  all  declare  you  are  awfully  sweet. 
Your  baihiug-suit  18  very  nobby  and  neat. 
But  it  suddenly  rips  from  the  neck  to  the  seat — 

You  ain't  in  it. 

Encore  Verses. 

A  short  time  ago  I  «eiit  out  to  a  brook 

And  looked  in  it. 
The  water  was  teuiptiug,  with  no  one  to  look— 

1  jumped  in  it. 
But  some  tramps  cuuie  along  in  a  very  short  time, 
They  stole  all  iny  clothes  and  ray  watch  and  last  dime; 
I  went  home  in  a  buirel,  and,  though  covered  with  lime, 

1  was  in  it. 

You  iM-e  deeply  in  love  with  a  maiden  most  fair. 

And  you're  in  it. 
To  her  back-yard  each  evening  you  swiftly  repair. 

And  you're  in  it. 
But  one  fateful  evening  disaster  you  meet — 
Fa  turns  loose  the  bull-dog,  you  beat  a  retreat — 
You  still  have  your  trousers,  but  where  is  the  seat? 

It  ain't  in  it. 

A  young  dude  sits  in  the  front  row  every  night. 

And  he's  in  it. 
To  gaze  at  the  chorus-girls  is  his  delight. 

And  he's  in  it. 
From  one  of  them  finally  he  gets  a  smile*,. 
lie  waits  at  the  stagf-door,  sue  comes  after  'while, 
tjhe's  aged  alwut  forty,  says,  "  Good-night,  my  child. 

You  ain't  in  it. 

If  you  really  admire  this  beautiful  tune. 

Then  I'm  in  it. 
So  I'll  tell  you  about  the  man  in  a  baloon. 

Who  was  in  it. 
lie  went  up  so  easily,  high  in  the  air, 
But  sad  my  narration,  he  did  not  take  care- 
As  he  fell  to  the  earth  he  remarked,  "  1  declare, 

I  ain't  in  it." 

You  dream  of  the  number  that  wins  the  grand  prize,        ^^ 

You  are  in  it. 
You  buy  the  whole  ticket,  a  big  twenty  flies, 

You  are  in  it. 
The  list  soon  arrives,  how  your  fingers  do  itch. 
Your  mind  is  wrought  up  to  a  terrible  pitch. 
But  the  number  you  think  is  to  make  you  so  rich 

Isn't  in  it. 

You  people  down  there  in  the  audience,  of  course. 

All  are  in  it. 
Yon  laugh  and  y<iu  howl  till  you  make  yourselves  boaree. 

But  >(>u're  in  it. 
But  here  I  stand  gloomily  grinding  out  rhyme 
While  up  to  high  "  C  "  I  endeavor  to  climb. 
I  DOW  Will  announce  for  the  very  last  time, 

1  ain't  in  it. 


— TLe  Bitter  Before  the  Sweet. — Jimmy:  "  Mamma,  I  wisli 
you'd  lick  me  real  good  aud  bard."  Mother  (surprised):  "  Wliip 
vou!  Why,  Jimmy,  you  haven't  done  anj'thiug  wrong,  liave  you?  " 
Jimmy:  "  No;  but  me  an'  Bill  Jones  are  goiu'  svvimmiu',  and  you 
know  you  told  me  you'd  lick  iiie  if  I  went,  so  I  thought  I'd  eu joy 
the  swim  a  good  deal  more  if  you'd  do  it  \>eiorchiind."—L«iwrer)ee 
American. 


COMRADES. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Felix  McQlennon.    Arranged  by  E.  Jonerbnums. 

TUe  WoiilR  and  Music  of  tlihf  Soiij::  will  be  fKMit  to  any  addresA^  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  I 
:  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Song^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H,  J.  Wuhnian,  190  I'uk 

I  Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  an  coitli  for  all  our  goods. 


Wc  from  cliililhood  played  together,  my  dear  comrade.  Jack  and  I; 
We  would  fight  each  other's  battles,  to  each  other's  uiu  we'd  fly; 
And,  in  boyish  scrapes  and  troubles,  you  would  find  us  evt- rywhere; 
Where  one  went  the  other  followed,  naught  could  port  us,  for  we  were 

Chorus.  .." 

Comrades,  comrades  ever  since  we  were  boys,  .  .«       -  • 

.    Sharing  each  other's  sorrows,  sharing  each  other's  joys; 
Comrades  when  manhood  was  dawning,  faithful  whate'er  might  betide. 
When  danger  threatened,  my  darling  old  comrade  was  there  by  my  side. 

When  just  budding  into  manhood,  I  yearned  for  a  soldier's  life; 
Kight  and  day  1  dreamed  of  glory,  longing  for  the  battle's  strife;    '  V 
I  said,  "Jack,  I'll  be  a  soldier,  'nenth  the  red,  the  white  and  blue; 
Good-bye,  Jack!  "  said  he,  "no  ueverl  if  you  go,  then  I'll  go  too." — Chobub. 

I  enlisted,  Jack  came  with  me,  and  np-and-downs  we  shared; 

For  a  lime  our  lives  were  jK'aceful,  but  at  length  war  was  declared; 

Kiijilaiid's  flag  had  been  insulted,  we  were  onlered  to  the  front. 

And  the  reg'ment  we  belonged  to  had  to  bear  the  battle's  brunt.— CnoBUfl. 

In  the  night  the  savage  focmen  crept  around  us  as  we  lay, 

'i  1)  our  arms  we  leaped  and  faced  them,  back  to  back  we  stood  at  ba}-; 

As  I  fought,  a  savage  at  me  aimed  his  spear  like  lightning's  dart, 

Ijut  my  comrade  sprang  to  save  me  and  received  it  in  his  heart.— Cuobus. 


CURFEW'S  GOOD-NIGHT   PEAL 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Clms.  W.  Held. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrera,  post-paid ,  on  reeeipt  of  M  i 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  lx>llar,  by  il.  J.  NVeliniaii,  190  i'ark 

Uow,  New  York  City.    I'otitoge  Stamps  taken  siuue  as  cai>li  (orallour  goods. 

Words  by  Wm.  D.  Hall.    Music  by  Fred  SUva.      :     .  \ .    :*     v 

When  rhy  truant  fancy  strays  to  my  childhood's  happy  days, 

I  can  .see  the  things  with  which  1  used  to  play; 
All  my  toy -sheep  in  their  jjen,  and  my  little  soldier-men 

Watching  o'er  them  that  they  cannot  go  astray.  . 

Each  night  my  spelling  blocks  were  secreted  in  a  box, 

Aud  their  hiding-place  to  none  would  I  reveal; 
Then  into  my  crib  I'd  creep,  but  ne'er  would  I  go  to  sleep 

Till  1  heard  the  sounds  of  Curfew's  good-night  peal. 

Chorus. 

It  was  my  sole  delight  to  hear  those  strains  each  night. 

Ringing  from  the  chapel's  belfry  high; 
j\Iy  mind  cannot  embrace  other  thoughts  to  take  the  place 

Of  that  old  familiar  wordless  lullaby. 

Those  fond  toys  still  faithful  stand,  waiting  for  a  liUle  hand 

To  release  them  from  a  coat  of  aged  dusfr; 
All  those  sheep  within  that  pen  still  obey  those  soldier-men; 

But,  alas!  from  age  they  now  are  red  with  rust. 
I  used  to  watch  and  wait  till  the  sunshine  woukl  abate. 

Knowing  that  the  day  o'er  western  hills  would  steal; 
Tlien  I'd  close  my  drowsy  eyes  to  my  mother's  lullabies, 

And  those  precious  sounds  of  Curfew's  good-night  peal. — Ghonit. 

In  a  shadow)'  design,  I  csin  see  those  thingfs  divine, 

As  I  muse  at  times  in  silence  most  profound; 
And  as  dying  rays  of  light  disjipjxjar  into  the  night. 

How  I  long  to  hear  that  old  familiar  sound. 
1  tiiink  of  pleasant  dreams,  of  nire  aud  gorgeous  themes. 

And  of  kisses  which  each  night  mj'  lips  did  seal ; 
Also  of  that  voice  so  grand  which  sang  me  to  slumberlaiKl, 

'Midst  the  merrj'  sounds  of  Curfew's  good-night  peal.— (7A(?ni». 
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THE    THREE    OF    US. 


By  Charles  H.  Truax. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  Now  York  City,  and  recelr* 

by  return  mail  a  eoinplete  Catalogue  of  over  6000  Popular  EngliBli  and  Oennau 

Songs— Free,    i'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca;>h  lor  all  our  goodii. 

The  Pope  of  Rome's  a  man  of  sense,  his  living  comes  from  Peter's  pence. 
He  driuKS  the  very  best  of  wine  -would  that  his  happy  lot  were  mine. 

But  no,  he's  not  a  happy  wight,  he  cannot  kiss  a  ^irl  at  night, 
lie  sleeps  in  his  cold  bed  alone— glad  am  I  that  his  lot's  his  own. 

How  happy  is  the  Turk's  Sultan,  as  happy  he  as  any  man; 

.•\  thousand  girls  around  him  shine— would  that  his  happy  lot  were  mine. 

r>ut  no,  he's  not  a  happy  man,  he's  bound  by  rules  of  the  Koran;    . 
He  cannot  drink  a  drop  of  wine— glad  am  I  that  his  lot's  not  mine.    - 

I'll  never  be  the  Romish  Pope,  111  never  be  tlie  Turk,  I  hope;  ^      '  •  : 
But  better  far  docs  it  suit  me  that  Po^ie  and  Sultan  I  can  be. 

Come,  maiden,  give  ine  but  a  kiss,  and  mii>e  is  more  than  Sultan's  bliss; 
Come,  brotbAT,  share  with  me  my  wine,  and  more  than  Pope's  delight  is  mine. 
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FORTY    YEARS   AGO. 

Copyright,  1876,  by  Q.  D.  RosacU  A  Co. 

The  Word!)  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresR,  po«^paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  ur  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  (or  Uue  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130 1'arlc 

Row,  New  York  City.    Tostage  Stamps  taken  saint-  a:*  c-osh  fur  all  our  guo<ls. 

By  J.  S.  Knight. 

How  wondrone  arc  the  changoe,  Jim,  since  forty  years  ago, 
When  nale  wore  woollen  dresses.  Jiiu,  and  boys  wore  pnuts  of  tow; 
When  shoos  were  made  of  calf-skiu,  Jim,  nud  socks  of  liome-spuu  wool, 
And  children  did  a  half-day's  work  before  the  hour  of  school. 

The  (;irl8  took  music  lessons,  Jim,  upon  the  spinning-wbeel. 
And  practiced  late  and  early,  Jim,  on  swift  and  reel; 
The  boys  would  ride  bare-back  to  mill,  a  dozen  miles  or  so. 
And  hurry  oil  before  'twas  day,  some  forty  years  ago. 

The  people  rode  to  meeting,  Jim,  in  sleds  instead  of  sleighs. 
And  wagons  rode  as  easy,  Jim,  as  buggies  nowadays; 
And  oxen  answered  well  for  teams,  though  now  they'd  be  too  slow. 
For  people  lived  not  half  so  fast  some  forty  years  ago. 

Oh,  well  do  I  remember,  Jim,  that  Wilson's  patent  stove 
That  father  bought  and  paid  for,  Jim,  in  cloth  our  gals  had  wove; 
And  huw  the  neighbors  wondereid,  Jim,  when  we  got  the  thing  to  go; 
They  suid  'twould  bust  and  kill  us  all  some  forty  years  ago. 

Yes,  everything  is  different,  Jim,  from  what  It  used  to  was. 

For  men  arc  always  lamp'ring,  Jim,  with  Gud's  great  uatural  laws; 

But  what  on  earth  we're  coming  to — does  anybody  know? 

For  everything  has  changed  so  much  since  forty  years  ago. 
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OUT    ON    THE    DEEP. 

Words  by  Samuel  R  Cowan,  M.A.    Music  by  Frederic  N.  Lohr. 


n 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twu  other  SontrsforUne  I>ollar,  by  H.J.  ^^ehlnan,  13u  i'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 

Out  on  the  deep,  when  the  sun  is  low 

And  the  sea  with  splendor  burns. 
With  hi.s  sealy  spoil,  from  his  evening  toil, 

The  fisher  lioniewurd  turns, 
And  his  oars  flash  bright  in  the  ocean  light. 

And  he  knows  that  ei'cs  on  shore 
Look  out  on  the  deep  for  his  bright-oar  sweep; 

And  he  sings  as  he  swings  his  oar: 
"  A  long  sweep,  lad-s,  and  a  strong  sweep,  boys, 

And  a  song,  as  along  we  go. 
For  the  hearths  that  yearn  for  our  home  return. 

When  tlie  evening  sun  is  low. 

When  the  evening  sun  is  low." 

Out  on  the  deep,  when  the  sun  Is  dead 

And  tlie  first  sweet  star  doth  gleam 
Of  a  day  that  is  dead  and  a  love  that  is  fled, 

Tlic  fisher' oft  will  dream. 
And  he  thinks,  tho'  far,  like  that  first  bright  star, 

She  is  still  beside  as  of  yore. 
And  his  oars  gleam  bright  in  the  sweet  pale  light, 

And  he  sighs  as  he  plies  his  oar: 
"  A  slow  sweep,  lads,  and  a  low  sweep,  boys, 

And  a  song,  as  along  we  go. 
For  the  star  of  love  tliat  is  bright  above. 

And  its  gleam  in  the  wave  below. 

And  its  gleam  in  the  wave  below." 


DOWN    THE    SHADY   GROVE. 

Copyright,  UWl,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 


Th«  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonif  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  thii  anil  any  tno  other  S"ii;fs  for  Onf  |)ollnr,  l>y  H.  J.  Wehnian,  l.'*i  Park 

Row,  New  Y'ork  City,    i'oslage  Stam|ie  taken  .■<unie  us  cash  for  all  our  guvda. 

Words  and  Music  by  Henry  Morse. 


Down  by  the  shady  grove,  where  in  happy  days  gone  by 
We  oft  wandtTcd  by  the  clear,  running  stream, 

All  alone  did  I  stray  in  the  gloomy  twills'ht  gray. 
Fondly  thinkiag  of  fond  love's  faded  uream. 

Chords. 

Oh,  oft  have  we  strayed  in  the  green  and  shady  grove, 
In  the  green,  the  green  .nnd  shady  grove* 

Oh,  there  my  love  and  I  oft  have  wanderea  by  the  brook. 
When  the  Summer  stars  were  beaming  above. 

Ah,  soon  I  heard  a  voice,  and  it  thrilled  my  heart  with  glee; 

It  was  one  that  I  had  oft  heanl  before; 
'Twas  my  love  come  again,  proving  hope  was  not  in  vain. 

Now  our  hearts  are  fret  from  care  as  of  yore.— Chorus. 

Oh,  'tis  sweet  to  wander  dovn  in  the  green  and  shady  grove. 

When  the  wild  warblers  sing  in  their  glee; 
Ah,  I  never  shall  forj'et  its  hanpy  scenes  of  love, 

Nor  the  one  that's  wan<lereu  there  oft  with  me. — CuoRca. 


Swinging  in  the  G-rape-vine  Swing. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Hemdon  Morsea 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Itollar,  by  H.  J.  Wvhman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stani|>s  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 


Music  by  Hubbard  T.  Smith. 


THicn  I  was  a  boy  on  the  old  plantation,    '. 

Down  by  the  old  bayou. 
The  fairest  spot  in  all  creation. 

Under  the  arching  blue; 
When  tho  wind  cainu  o'er  the  cotton  and  com. 

To  the  long,  slim  loop  I  would  spring. 
With  brown  feet  bare  and  hat  brim  torn. 

And  swing  in  thu  grape-vine  swing. 

Semi-Chorus. 

Swinging  in  the  grai)e-vine  swing. 

Laughing  where  the  wild  birds  sing, 
I  (fream  and  sigh  for  the  days  gone  by, 

b«wingiii^  in  the  grape-vine  swing.  ' 

Swinging  in  the  grape-vine  swing. 

Laughing  where  the  wild  birds  sing, 
I  dream  and  sigh  for  the  days  gone  by, 

Swinging  in  the  grape-viue  swing. 

Out  over  the  water-lillies,  honnie  and  bright. 

Back  to  the  moss-grown  trt-ts. 
With  ringing  laugh  and  hvixrl  iis  light 

As  a  rose  tossed  by  the  breeze. 
The  mocking-birds  ail  eclKx-d  my  glee, 

And  I  longed  for  no  angel's  wing; 
I  was  as  near  heaven  as  1  wished  to  be, 

While  swinging  iu  the  gra)ie-viDe  swing.— SEMt-CHORrs. 

I'm  weary  at  morn  and  I'm  weary  at  night. 

Fretted  and  sore  of  heart. 
And  care  is  sowing  my  locks  with  white. 

As  I  wend  through  the  fevered  mart. 
I'm  weary  of  the  world's  pride  and  pomp. 

For  to  me  no  joy  it  can  bring; 
I  would  barter  it  all  for  one  day's  romp 

And  a  swing  iu  the  grape-vine  swing.- Semi-Cuqrus. 
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OLD    SALT    PORK    AND    BEANS. 


Copyright,  1883,  by  Henry  Morse. 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addess,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cent-H;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  L>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosli  forall  our  goods. 


WtM-ds  and  Music  by  Henry  Morae. 

Oh,  the  fairest  maiden  I've  seen. 

She  was  fond  of  pork  and  beans. 

There  I  was  looking  while  she  was  cooking 

Old  salt  pork  and  beans. 

Chorus. 
Old  salt  pork  and  beans, 

Old  salt  |)ork  and  beans- 
Then  I  was  looking  while  she  was  cooking 

Old  salt  i>ork  and  beans. 

Then  my  love  was  there. 

There  my  maid  I've  seen. 

There  site  was  cooking,  while  I  was  looking. 

Old  salt  pork  and  beans.— Cuokus. 

Then  she  said,  "  Come  in;  " 

"  No,  1  must  go  to  Lynn," 

Then  you  must  not  be  looking  while  I  am  cooking 

Old  salt  pork  and  beans."— Chorus. 

"  Do  not  go  to  Lynn, 

There  where  the  tide  comes  in. 

Then  you  can  l>e  looking  while  I  am  cooking 

Old  salt  pork  and  beans."— Chorus. 

Then  you  must  love  me  well, 

There  is  no  one  in  the  room  can  tell; 

You  must  not  say  no,  for  I  won't  let  you  go 

(All  ToaETUER.) 
'Till  you  have  some  pork  and  beans, 
'Till  you  have  some  pork  and  beans, 
"Till  you  have  some  pork  and  l>eanB.— Chobtts. 


• 


■    *»»    ■ 

— "  Sarah,"  said  Moses  Schaumburg  to  his  oldest  daughter,  on 
his  return  to  Austin  from  a  business  trip,  "  I  have  some  good 
news  for  )'Ou."  Sarah:  "  Vas  ish  den  dot,  fader?  "  "  I  have  select- 
ed mit  care  a  nice  hushpand  for  you,  a  schentleman  in  pishness  in 
dot  New  Orleans,  vere  I  vash."  "  Vat  sort  of  a  looking  man  ish 
he.  fader?  I  have  got  some  curiosities."  "lie  vas  a  peauty." 
"  Has  he  got  plonde  hair,  failer?  "  "  No,  I  dyiks  not."  "  Den  he 
is  a  prunettc.  I  likes  dose  prunettes."  "  He  vas  not  a  prunette, 
Sarah."  "  So  he  has  got  red  hair,  fiuler.  I  vould  not  he v  dot." 
"Don't  be  afraid,  Sarah,  lie  hasn't  got  any  hair  at  all.  He  is 
palt  like  a  schnufi  platter."— 7«xa«  8if tings. 
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THE    OLD    GRAPE-VINE    SWING-. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  M.  Witmark  &  Sons. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sotik  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoeipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Song^s  for  One  Dollar,  liy  H.  J.  AVeliman,  130  I'ark 

How,  Kcw  York  City.    Postaga  Stamps  taken  same  ait  cash  for  uU  our  goods. 


Words  by  James  A.  Morrison.    Music  by  Thos.  Hlndlcy. 


I  have  wandered  for  ^eare,  and  it  seems  like  a  dream. 

As  I  Bit  in  the  evening  dim, 
And  my  niemorv  flies  back  o'er  tlie  old  beaten  track 

To  the  cot  ana  the  old  grape-vine  ewing. 
It  was  hung  in  the  old  cedar  grove  in  the  dell, 

By  the  side  of  a  murmuring  brook. 
And  dear  Nell  and  1  we  would  meet  there  and  swing, 

As  she  studied  from  her  old  spelling-book. 

Refraik. 
But  the  old  grape-vine  swing  it  has  gone  to  decay. 

And  the  old  cedar  grove  is  no  more. 
And  dear  little  Nell  I  shall  ne'er  see  again 

Till  we  meet  on  that  bright  golden  snore. 

W'iien  the  lessons  were  learned  and  the  book  laid  away. 

On  her  finger  I  placed  the  ring, 
And  I  dreamt  of  the  day  when  she'd  be  my  bride, 

As  we  rocked  to  and  fro  in  the  swing. 
But  the  dream  It  soon  vanished;  tliey  laid  her  to  rest 

Where  the  blossoms  first  bloomed  in  the  Spring; 
And  the  ebb-tide  of  memory  to-night  takes  me  back 

To  the  grave  and  the  old  grape-vine  swing.— IIefrain. 

But  time  with  its  hand  can  never  erase 

That  one  spot  in  mem'ry  dear— 
The  old  cedar-grove,  the  grave  and  the  swing, 

And  the  brook  that  has  murmured  for  years. 
It  was  music  to  me  in  my  boyhood's  bright  days, 

And  in  memory  it  always  peems  near; 
It's  the  little  green  spot  where  bright  fancy  can  twine; 

Id  my  heart  'twill  be  ever  held  dear.— Refrain. 


LIKE    AND    LOVE. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  WUlIg  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Haaie  of  this  Bong  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  ii.  J.  ^^  eliinan,  ISO  I'ark 

Uon ,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casu  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Joseph  Tabrar. 


Some  girls  think  they're  deep  in  love,  directly  they  behold  a  man 
Swear  by  all  the  stars  above  he's  as  good  as  gold  or  better, 
They  make  up  their  minds  to  act  on  a  matrimonial  plan, 
All  arrangements  made  intact,  but  it  is  as  I've  been  told: 

Chobcs. 

Liking  is  all  very  well,  love  is  a  terrible  thing. 

Billing'  and  cooing  is  what  you  are  doing,  accordisg  to  how  yon  move; 
J  LiklngV  a  thing  that  is  often  done,  courtiug  is  all  very  well  for  fun, 
■^  But  when  you're  in  real  there's  a  very  great  deal  of  diff 'rcncc  'tween  like 


] 


and  love. 

Some  girls  meet  a  beau  sublime,  with  a  heart  as  true  as  steel, 

I'nivio  ill  everlasting  time  throughout  life  we'll  ne'er  forget  her; 

Scinic  make  vows  by  all  above,  but  their  vows  are  not  in  real. 

Make  out  that  their  like  is  love— all  their  love  is  love  for  gold.— Chorus. 

Ixjve's  a  power  sent  from  above,  like  is  quite  a  dlff'rent  thing, 
Cupid  has  the  power  to  move  and  enchain  hearts  with  love's  fetter; 
Haiid-iii-haud  and  heart-to-heart  vows  were  pledged  in  days  of  old; 
Those  who've  swore  to  never  part,  as  a  rule,  are  bought  for  gold.— Chorus. 


LOVE    WILL    FIND    THE    WAY. 


t>opyrlght,  1890,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


Tlie  Worls  and  Music  of  this  Song  \ 


will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cents;  or  tliLs  and  any  two  other  Sougs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \«  eliman,  130  I'ark 
Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stam(>8  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  J.  Cheever  Ooodwin.    Music  by  Woolson  Morse. 


There's  a  saying  you  have  often  heard,  that  since  the  world  begun 
No  obstacle  ever  two  hearts  can  sever  when  love  has  made  them  one; 
Tho'  a  stern  and  angry  eire  may  boil  with  ire,  all  in  vain  will  be  his  "Nay!  " 
Fur,  us  sure  as  fate,  he'll  learn  too  late  that  love  will  find  the  way. 

Chorus.  ■..    . 

There's  never  a  puzzle  in  life  so  hard,  but  love  will  find  the  way; 
There's  never  a  jirison  so  tightly  barreil,  but  love  will  find  the  way; 
Tho'  mists  of  doubt  may  dim  the  eye,  tho'  clouds  of  fear  obscure  the  sky, 
Tho'  dangers  tower  mountain  high,  love  will  find  the  way. 

Yon  may  lock  a  maiden  in  a  tower,  full  fourteen  stories  high; 
And  guards  by  the  dozen  that  none  can  cozen  may  on  her  keep  their  eye, 
But,  as  sure  as  you  are  born,  before  the  morn  she'll  be  miles  and  miles  away; 
And  you'll  have  to  own  when  the  bird  has  flown  that  love  will  find  the  way.— Cho. 

When  you're  calling  of  a  Sunday  eve  on  the  fairest  of  her  sex. 
Do  not  let  a  trifle  affection  stifle,  or  doubt  your  mind  perplex; 
If  you  only  find  one  chair  is  vacant  there,  don't  get  mad  and  go  away- 
One  chair  will  do,  on  a  pinch,  for  two,  for  love  will  find  the  way.— Chorus. 


— Was  it  a  mean  editor  that  be; 
delirium  tremens  "  Spirited 


account  of  a  death  from 


;         PADDY    FLYNN.     ^       ; 

'      ■-,';  Copyright,  1890,  by  Frank  Harding.     .      ■•  '  ." 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Ivollar,  by  if.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  a£  caxh  for  all  our  go«ds. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Ed.  Barry. 


I  occupy  apartments  down  in  Casey's  tenement, 

I'm  a  man  has  very  little  for  to  say, 
But  when  I  am  insulted,  I'm  the  boy  can  take  me  part, 

And  like  a  dacent  man  I  pay  me  way; 
Oh,  ever  since  Pat  Flynn  and  his  family  moved  in 

There's  nothing  but  ructions  day  and  night; 
*   Last  night  with  a  brick-bat  he  killed  me  Maltese  cat; 

I  challenged  him,  to-morrow,  boys,  we  fight. 

Choritb. 
Will  ye's  all  be  with  me  when  I  tackle  Paddy  Flynn  f 

{Response:  We  will!]    Will  ye's  all  be  there  when  the  scrap  begins? 
ItespoDse:  Yis!]    Let  us  all  be  there  for  the  fight  is  on  the  square, 
'11  make  a  mop  of  him  to-morrow  morning. 

I'm  taking  boxing  lessons  from  a  professor  up  town, 

I'm  training  like  the  divil  ev'ry  day; 
All  up  and  down  the  street,  then  the  boys  they  rub  me  down, 

I  declare  to  God  I'm  eager  for  the  fray; 
'    Be  with  me  to  a  man,  for  ne  has  the  divil's  gang; 

Don't  leave  me  in  the  thickeet  of  the  fray; 
And  when  I'm  done  with  Flynn,  all  that  will  be  left  of  him, 

lu  an  ambulance  they  will  take  him  away.— Chorus. 

He's  a  terror  in  the  neighborhood,  that's  what  the  people  say; 

He's  licked,  yea,  every  Dutchman  on  the  block; 
And  when  they  see  him  coming,  sure,  tliey  keep  out  of  his  way; 

'Tis  with  his  fist,  I'm  told,  he's  breaking  rocll; 
He  fought  a  bull-dog  in  a  ring,  bit  the  nose  off  Mike  McGlynn, 

Cleaned  out  a  Chinese  laundry  just  for  fun; 
If  ever  he  gets  one  in  on  me,  daylight  I'll  never  see. 

Be  with  me  to  a  man,  yes,  every  one.- Chorus. 


COME,  REST    IN    THIS    BOSOM. 

The  Words  and  Slusic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  ou  receipt  of  M  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Helinmn,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascauh  for  all  our  goods. 

Come,  rest  in  this  bosom,  my  own  stricken  dear! 
Tho'  the  herd  have  fled  from  thee,  thy  home  is  still  here; 
Here  still  is  the  smile  that  no  cloud  can  o'ercast, 
And  the  heart  and  the  hand  all  thy  own  to  the  last  I 

Oh!  what  was  love  made  for,  if  'tis  not  the  same 

Through  joy  and  through  torments,  through  glory  and  shame! 

I  know  not,  I  ask  not,  if  guilt's  in  that  heart, 

I  but  know  that  I  loved  thee,  whatever  tliou  art! 

Thou  hast  called  me  thy  angel  iu  moments  of  bliss, 
And  thy  angel  I'll  be  'mid  tlie  horrors  of  this — 
Through  the  furnace,  unshrinking  thy  steps  to  pursue, 
And  shield  thee  and  save  thee  or  perish  there  too. 


TELL    HER    I    LOVE    HER    SO. 

Words  by  F.  E.  Weatherly,  M.A.    Music  by  P.  de  Faye. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  , 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  I^rk  ' 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Gleam,  gleam,  oh,  silver  stream,  seaward  gaily  swelling; 
Plow,  flow,  wnisp'ring  low,  to  your  banks  my  story  telling; 
•   '    Far,  far  o'er  sandy  bar  lies  my  little  one's  dwelling. 
•        Flow,  flow  merrily,  merrily  flow; 
■•  Tell  her  I  love  her  so,  I  love  her  so. 

Greet,  greet  softly  my  sweet,  by  thy  spangled  margin  roaming; 
■     Croon,  croon  under  the  moon,  in  the  tender  love-tide  gloaming; 
.    Greet,  greet  softly  my  sweet,  tell  her  I  am  coining. 
Flow,  flow  merrily,  merrily  flow; 
Tell  her  I  love  her  so,  I  love  her  so. 

■    ''.   Say,  Bay,  xvhen  she's  away,  life  is  dark  and  lonely; 

Bright  and  fair  when  she  is  near,  for  'tis  she  is  the  sunshine  only. 

Greet,  greet  softly  my  sweet;  she  is  my  love,  mine  only; 

Flow,  now  merrily,  merrily  flow; 

Tell  her  I  love  her  so,  I  love  her  £0.  .   ,       "      "'  , 


^  >^i 


— "  Now,  do  take  this  medicine,  wife,  and  I'll  be  handed  if  it 
doesn't  cure  you."  *'  Oh,  I  will  take  it,  by  all  means,  for  it  is  sure 
to  do  good  one  way  or  the  other,"  answered  the  affectionate  wife. 

— A  Badge  of  Distinction. — "  I  suppose  you  think  I  wear  this 
high  collar  from  dudish  motives,"  inquired  Longnecke  of  his 
prospective  employer.  "  It  certainly  looks  that  way."  "  That  is 
where  you  do  me  wrong,  sir.  Last  Summer  while  promenading 
in  Central  Park  the  menagerie  broke  loose.  A  gang  of  keepers 
caged  me  by  mistake,  while  my  best  girl  returned  home  with  the 
giraffe.     No,  I  am  no  dude!  " — Dry-Qood*  Chronide. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.   29. 


Must  We  Leave  Our  Old  Home. 

c:opyright,  1«1K»,  by  J.  P.  Broder  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Muaic  of  tliln  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrcFS,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

ceulSi  ur  this  and  any  two  other  Sunt;*  for  One  l>ollat',  liy  1 1.  J.  VV  ehnian,  130  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.    PuatuKe  iitiuups  tukeu  tuune  as  cavil  for  all  our  Kooda. 

Words  and  Music  by  Wui.  J.  Alixander. 


On  the  qnay  nt  Queenstown  harbor,  not  niiiiiy  years  ago, 

Sttxxl  an  oUt  man  bent  with  a^e  and  viitagt;  launed, 
Clujc  t>0!>iile  liini  if>iit  his  wife,  with  iter  lieau  tx>w'd  down  with  grief, 

For  they  were  abont  to  leave  ilear  Ireland. 
He  was  i;azin|,'  on  a  Yankee  sliip  tliat  aueliored  close  to  land, 

riie  stars  anil  tetripeu  llcw  from  lier  peaii  so  ^ay. 
lie  waii  thinkiii<;  of  the  past  and  liii*  tearei  fell  thick  aud  fMt; 

I  remember  well  the  words  I  lieard  him  say: 

Chorus. 
"  Must  we  leave  our  old  home  on  Erin's  greeu  shore, 

Aud  be  driven  from  our  dear  native  land* 
Must  we  die  in  exile  iu  some  forei};n  clime. 

When  there's  room  here  for  all  in  old  Ireland? " 

"  We  have  lived  nigh  throe-score  years  isimju  our  Utile  farm, 

And  strove  hard  to  keep  starvation  from  our  door. 
Vi'u  worked  hard  both  ni<;ht  and  day,  just  to  earn  a  bite  aud  6up, 

And  to  our  tlag  been  loval  to  tiie  core. 
Sure  wu  sold  our  cow  and  lillle  pig  to  try  and  pay  the  rent. 

We  murmured  not,  but  still  were  quite  content, 
'Till  the  lever  took  our  dear  little  ones— 'twas OckI's  will  and  bad  to  be- 

And  they  drove  us  from  our  cabin  by  the  sea."— Cuorus. 

Now  that  day  is  past  and  gone,  and  they've  both  been  laid  at  rest; 

Aud,  iu  spirit,  they  are  roaming  with  the  blest. 
Still  the  Irish,  year  by  year.  Hock  in  thousands  to  our  shore 

To  escape  cruel  England's  laws  forevermore. 
They  are  ttgliiin^  lor  their  rights,  dear  friends,  did  we  not  do  the  same? 

"i'was  Faildy,  tlien,  that  helped  us  win  our  fame. 
So  don't  look  down  on  tlie  Irish,  but  lend  them  a  helping  baud, 

Aud  pray  to  Liod  that  dear  old  land  to  free. 

C'llOltf!?. 

They  must  leave  their  old  homes  on  Erin's  green  shore, 
.  ■       And  be  driven  from  their  dear  native  land. 
Thev  mu.'<t  die  iu  exile  in  some  foreign  clime, 
W  beu  there's  room  there  for  all  in  dear  IreJaud. 


BOIL    IT    DOWN. 

Send  your  name  and  addreiw  to  H.  J.  Wchnian,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  niaila  complete  Catalogue  uCover&uuu  Popular  KuKliiih  and  lieraiuu 

Songs— Free.    Postage  blamps  taken  oauie  aa  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 


Whatever  you  have  to  say,  my  friend, 

Wheth'r  witty  or  grave  or  gay— 
Condense  it  as  much  us  ever  you  cau, 

And  say  in  the  readiest  way. 
Aud  whether  you  write  on  rural  affairs, 

Ur  particular  things  in  town, 
Just  a  word  of  frieudly  ailvice — boil  it  down. 

For  if  you  go  spluttering  over  a  page. 

When  a  couple  of  lines  would  do. 
Your  butter  is  spread  so  much,  you  see, 

That  the  bread  looks  plainly  tiirough; 
So  when  you  have  a  story  lo  tell. 

And  would  like  a  littlerenowii. 
To  make  quite  sure  of  your  wish,  my  friend,  boil  it  down. 

When  writing  an  article  for  the  press. 

Whether  prose  or  verse,  just  try 
To  utter  your  thoughts  in  the  fewest  words, 

And  let  theiu  be  criso  and  dry; 
And  when  it  is  flnished,  and  you  suppose 

It  is  done  exactly  brown. 
Just  look  it  over  again,  and  then  boil  it  dowu. 

For  editors  do  not  like  to  print 

An  article  lazily  long. 
And  the  general  reader  does  not  care 

For  a  couple  of  yards  of  song; 
So  gather  your  wits  in  the  smallest  space, 

If  you"d  win  the  author's  crown. 
And  every  time  you  write,  my  ft  lend,  boil  it  down. 


Tell  My  Mother  Not  to  Weep. 


Copyright,  1H8C,  by  Thomas  Ford. 


The  Words  and  UriKlc  of  tliU  Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  addrem,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  otiier  Hoiitfs  for  One  l)i>llur,  by  11.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    PoiitaKc  Stamps  taken  sanieaHcaHli  for  all  Our  goods. 


Words  by  Thomas  Ford.    Mu^c  by  J.  P.  Skelljr. 


Far  away  from  home  I  wander,  yet  in  dreams  I  linger  there; 
O'er  its  loving  scenes  I  ponder,  all  its  gentie  smiles  I  share; 
Far  away  my  steps  are  roving,  yet,  I  know,  across  the  deep 
Waits  one  patient  neart  so  loving— tell  my  mother  not  to  weep. 

I'llORUS. 

Tell  my  mother,  fell  my  mother,  sweetest  thoughts  of  her  I  keep; 
B«ar  to  her  this  loving  message— oh,  tell  my  mother  uot  to  weepi 

Soon  I'll  wander  o'er  the  ocean  to  the  home  I  left  behind; 

Soon  ril  clasi),  will)  foud  emotion,  gentle  ones  so  true  and  kind. 

Oh,  what  tender  thoughts  come  thronging;  watch  forme  she'll  ever  keep; 

While  she  waits  with  tender  longing,  tell  my  mother  not  to  weep.— C'uoufs. 

FIvery  hope  to  her  is  turning -bless  her  tresses,  white  and  fair; 

Still  my  heart,  with  fondest  yearning,  sighs  for  her  and  dear  ones  there. 

Ah!  the  world  with  all  its  gltidness  oft  will  bid  affection  sleep; 

Go  to  her  and  cheer  her  sadness- tell  my  mother  not  to  weep.— Chouus. 


I'M  ALWAYS  MISUNDERSTOOD. 

Copyright,  1S38,  by  Choa.  D.  Blake  &,  Co. 

The  Wnrds  add  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  aay  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  IIiIk  aiul  any  two  other  ^><>ngs  tor  One  Dulling  by  il.  J.  Wi-huian,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  L  H.  Whitnuui. 


I'm  iust  the  most  innocent  man  iu  the  world, 

I  do  all  I  can  to  be  good. 
I  never  did  auything  wrong  in  my  life. 

But  I'm  always  misunderstood. 
I  remember  when  I  was  a  bit  of  a  lad 
That  the  people  all  thought  I  was  shockingly  bad, 
Aud  often  for  naught  I  \>as  whaled  by  my  dad, 

I  was  always  misunderstood. 

Refrain. 

For  I'm  always  misunderstood, 

I'm  always  misunderstood; 
And  often  for  naught  I  was  whaled  by  my  dad. 

For  I'm  always  uiisunderslood. 

A  hole  in  my  poclcet  once  gave  me  away 

As  completely  as  anything  could. 
1  nevir  play  cards,  for  I  think  it  is  wrong, 

But  I'm  always  misunderstood. 
An  ivory,  let's  sou,  they  call  it  a  chip. 
Through  the  rent  iu  the  lining  did  quietly  slip, 
1  was  taking  it  home  lor  the  ciiildreu  tu  Hip, 

But  I'm  always  ini&uudersiood. 

llKrKAIX. 

For  I'm  always  misunderstood, 

I'm  always  misunderstooti; 
I  was  taking  it  home  for  ihe  children,  of  course. 

But  I'm  always  misunderstood. 

I  went  to  a  drama  a  few  days  ago, 

'I'was  a  shocking  display  of  the  nnde. 
My  friend,  Mr.  Comstock,  was  present,  of  course. 

But  he's  always  misundersiooii. 
Kow,  Anthony  Coinsiock's  a  very  nice  man, 
Aud  the  nest  day  the  play  was  put  under  the  ban. 
But  the  reason  he  gets  as  far  front  as  he  cau 
Is,  he's  always  uiisundeisiood. 

Rkfraik. 

For  he's  always  misunderstood, 

lie's  always  misundi^rstood; 
And  Anthony  gets  as  far  front  as  be  cau. 

But  he  s  always  misunderstood. 

I  went  to  tlie  insane  asylum  one  day. 

And  in  front  of  a  grating  I  stood. 
But,  alas,  for  the  ill-luck  that  follows  me  round, 

I'm  always  inisuiiderstood. 
Some  visiting  ladies  ueru  walking  about. 
And  one  of  tneiii  saw  me  and  raised  a  great  shout, 
'*  Oh,  Dorothy  I  See!  there  js  one  that's  got  out!  " 

I'm  always  misunderstood. 

REFRADf. 

For  I'm  always  misunderstood, 

I'm  always  misunderstood; 
"Oh,' Dorothy!  Seel  there  is  one  that's  got  onti  " 

I  am  always  misuuderstood. 

I  was  told  that  a  young  lady  friend  was  engaged. 

So  I  called  'round  as  soon  as  I  couhl 
To  congratulate  her  on  liooking  iter  flsh, 

But  I'm  always  misunderstood. 
I  gazed  in  her  eyes  witli  a  fatherly  glance, 
And  kissed  her,  the  depth  of  her  joy  to  enhance. 
Got  her  fiance's  boot  in  Ihe  seat  of  my  pants. 

For  I'm  always  misuuderstood. 

Refrain. 

I'm  always  misnnderstcKKl, 

I'm  always  misunderstood; 
And  I  got  his  big  bo<Jt  iu  the  scat  of  my  pants. 

Fur  I'm  always  misunderstood. 

Encorb  Verse. 

I  would  like  to  stand  here  for  an  hour  and  sing, 

Yim  can  bet  your  sweet  life  that  I  would; 
But  I  dare  not  impose  on  your  kinduess  much  more, 

For  I'm  always  inisunderstood. 
Applause  from 'the  public  is  sweet  to  my  ear, 
But  tlie  last  of  my  verses  I'm  giving  you  here, 
Cuine  'round  to  the  back  and  I'll  set  up  the  beer, 
That's  uever  misuuderstood. 

Refrain. 
That's  never  misunderstood. 

That's  never  inisunderstood; 
Come  'round  to  the  back  and  I'll  set  np  the  beer, 

That's  uevcr  misunderstood. 


. . 


> 


— Young  wife  (at  diiuier-tiible,  uxcluinis,  between  sobs):  "  I  made 
that — tliat  apple-dumpling  ns  a  pletisaiit  surprise  for  you,  and — 
and  now — you — want  nie  to  bring  n  band-saw  to  cut  it  in  two  witii ! " 
Young  bitsbiind:  "Good  heavens,  Su.«an,  is  that  a  dumpling?  I 
tooli  it  for  a  cocoanut!  " — with  de.spei'tite  drinuess — "  I'll  eat  some 
of  it  now,  if  it  kills  me.  All  I  ask  is  that  you  will  make  just  sucli 
a  dumpling  for  my  successor." 


*  t'*' 


^/'^ 
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The  Lament  of  an  Irish.  Woman. 


The  Words  anU  Muiiic  ut  this  Soiii;  will  be  Hent  to  any  atldrese.  post^|HU(l,  on  receipt  of  10 

cent*;  or  this  oiid  any  two  otliir  Soiurs  for  OiiirDollur,  by  H.  J.  Wfhmaii,  ISO  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    l'u;>tttMe  Stuitiixi  taken  iiaine  as  catili  for  all  our  Koods. 

Ah!  little  did  I  think,  uiy  boy, 

When  we  crossed  the  briny  foam, 
'  To  seek  in  other  lands  the  bread 

We  could  not  find  at  home — 
Ah!  little  did  I  think  that  thou      '     ■ 

AVould  lay  thee  down  and  die  ,. 

Just  as  the  welcome  shore  was  gaiu'd^ 
.    And  bread  so  very  nigb. 

Could  I  but  lay  thee 'neath  the  sod 

Tliy  infant  feet  first  prest — 
That  velvet  sod,  wiih  daisies  wrought,  ' 

Where  sire  and  sister  rest, — 
I  would  not  weep  such  lonely  tears;      .; 

For  kindred  had  been  there 
To  send  the  corsnach's  low  wail  '  - 

Upon  the  midnight  air. 

Oh!  Virgin  lltlother!  hear  my  prayer. 

To  him  the  undefiled 
That  he  wouhi  guard  from  fevcr"a  rage 

M}'  last — my  only  child. 
Ah!  gather  flowers,  my  precious  gem,  V  . 

To  deck  thy  brother's  grave,  .      - 

Perchance  thine  own,  ere  many  suns,  ■  .   " 

Shall  sink  beneath  the  wave. 


Till  the  Snowflakes  Come  Again. 

Copyright,  1837,  by  George  Propheter,  Jr. 


The  Wordn  and  Muxi<-  o.'  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  addresr,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

Centx:  or  this  nn>i  nny  t«<'  cither  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wt-liinan,  130  I'oik 

Kovr,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  uur  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Gussie  L.  Davis. 


I'm  lonely  to-night  as  I  sit  bj"  the  fire. 

Thinking  of  cue  far  away. 
Rending  old  letters  I've  treasured  from  hini,     : 

Who  wac  to  have  been  here  to-day; 
Oh.  if  1  could  hear  his  footsteps  at  the  door. 

My  heait  would  not  laiicuisti  in  pain; 
I  know  he  will  come,  for  nis  Inst  words  were, 

"  Wait  till  the  Boowflakes  cume  again. 

Chorus. 
Till  the  suowflakes  come  again,  will  yon  think  often  of  met 
After  days  of  weary  pain,  I  will  return,  little  bright  exes; 
Kiss  ine,  darling,  ere  we  part,  sunshine  will  follow  tlie  rain. 
Keep  me  always  iu  your  heart  till  suowflakes  cume  aguiu. 

To-day  I  was  glad  when  I  saw  the  snow  fall,    . 

And  its  pearly  flakes  fly  through  the  air;  , 

I  thought  of  my  loved  one,  my  all, 

I  knew  it  was  time  he  was  here. 
I  long  for  his  presence  once  more  in  this  room. 

And  hear  him  say,  love,  I'll  remain; 
For  sad  was  the  hour  w  hen  he  left  me,  to  roam        . 

Till  the  snowflakes  come  again.— C'hokus. 


KATTY,    DARLIlSra. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addiess,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cent«;  or  thin  and  any  two  other  S<jng8  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \>ehman,  130  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casta  for  all  our  goods. 


Now  the  flow'rs  are  blushing,  Katty,  darling, 

And  the  birds  are  warbling  on  eaci)  tree, 
Heed  not  your  mother,  Katty,  thirling, 

I'm  only  now  waiting  for  tbtc 
The  sun  is  brightly,  beaming. 

And  my  licart  with  love  is  beating  high; 
Oil!  then  hasten  quickly,  Kally,  darling. 

Ere  the  .=uu  has  left  the  nioroiug  sky; 
Katty,  Katty,  Katty,  Katty, 

oil!  then  hasten  quickly,  Katty,  darling, 
Ere  the  sun  has  left  the  moruiug  sky. 

Yon  grove  shall  hide  us,  Katty,  darling. 

While  tlie  sun  is  sparkling  o'er  the  lea; 
Oh!  then  meet  me  early,  Katty,  darling. 

And  love's  truth  I'll  whisper  to  thee,    ; 
The  golden  rays  around  are  shining. 

But  tlie  lustre  of  thy  bright  eye 
To  me  is  dearer,  Katty,  darling, 

Than  the  ravs  that  sparkle  in  the  sky. 
Katty,  Katty,  "Katty,  Katty, 

Oh!  then  hasten  quickly.  Katty,  darling,     ' 
Ere  the  sun  has  left  the  morning  sky. 


LOVE'S    YOUNG    DREAM. 


The  Words  and  Masic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po<it-uatd,  on  receipt  of  10 

centSi  or  Uiis  and  an^  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian.  IMO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamiw  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  oiir  goods. 

..-■■-     Oh!  the  days  are  gone  when  beauty  bright  . 
My  heart's  chain  wove; 
When  my  dream  of  life,  from  morn  till  night,     ^    ^ 
Was  love,  still  love! 
.    ,_  •  New  hoi>es  may  bloom,  .   "   , 

:  And  days  may  come 

Of  milder,  calmer  beam. 
But  ilicre's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life 

As  love's  3'oung  dream! 
Oh !  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  la  life 

As  love's  young  dream!  _ 

Though  the  bard  to  purer  fame  ma}'  soar. 
When  wild  youth's  past; 
.        Though  he  win  the  wise  who  frowned  before, 
.'       ■■  .  To  smile  at  last; 

He'll  never  meet 
A  smile  so  sweet 
In  all  his  noon  of  fame,  ' 

As  when  first  he  sung  to  woman's  ear         ;\ 
«  His  soul-felt  flame; 

And,  at  ever}'  close,  .she  blushed  to  hear 
The  one  loved  name! 

Oh!  that  hallowed  form  is  ne'er  forgot. 

Which  first  love  traced; 
Still  it  lingering  haunts  the  greenest  spot  ^ 

On  memory's  waste! 

T  was  odor  fled 

As  soon  as  shed; 
'Twas  morning's  winged  dream; 
'Twas  a  light  that  ne'er  can  fehine  again 

On  life's  didl  stream! 
Oh!  'twas  a  light  that  ne.er  can  shine  again 

On  life's  dull  stream. 


UP    FOR    THE    GREEN. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  « 

cents;  orthis  and  any  two  otlier  Songs  forOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  13U  Park 
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Tis  the  green,  oh,  the  green  is  the  color  of  the  true. 
And  we'll  back  it  'gainst  the  orange  and  we'll  raise  it  o'er  the  blue, 
Tor  tlie  color  of  old  Ireland  alone  should  here  be  seen; 
Tis  the  color  of  the  martyr'd  dead,  our  own  immortal  green. 
Then  up  for  the  green,  boys,  and  up  for  the  green; 
Oh,  'tis  down  to  the  dust,  and  a  shame  to  be  seen; 
But  we've  hands,  oh,  we've  hands,  boys,  full  strong  enough,  I  ween, 
To  rescue  and  raise  again  our  own  immortal  green. 

They  may  say  they  have  powers  'tis  vain  to  oppose, 

'Tis  better  to  obey  and  live  than  sure  to  die  as  foes; 

But  we  scorn  all  their  threats,  whatever  they  may  mean, 

For  we  trust  iu  God  above  us  and  we  dearly  love  the  green. 

So  we'll  up  for  the  green,  bo^s,  and  we'll  up  for  the  green! 

Oh!  to  die  is  far  better  than  to  be  curst  as  we've  been; 

And  we've  hearts,  oh, we've  hearts,  boys,  full  true  enough,  I  ween, 

To  rescue  and  to  raise  again  our  own  immortal  green. 

They  may  swear,  as  they  often  did,  our  wretchedness  tn  cure; 
But  we'll  never  trust  John  Bull  airain,  nor  let  liis  lies  allure; 
No,  we  won't — no,  we  won't,  Bull,  for  now  nor  evermore! 
For  we've  hopes  on  the  ocean  and  we've  trust  on  the  shore. 
Then  up  for  the  green,  boys,  and  up  for  the  green! 
Shout  it  back  to  the  Sassanach:  "  We'll  never  sell  the  green! 
For  our  Tone  is  coining  back,  and  with  men  enough,  I  ween, 
To  rescue  and  avenge  us  and  our  own  immortal  green. 

Oh,  remember  the  days  when  their  reign  we  did  disturb 

At  Limerick  and  Thurles,  Blackwater  and  Benburb; 

And  ask  this  proud  Saxon  if  our  blows  he  did  enjoy. 

When  we  met  him  on  the  battle-field  of  France — at  Fontenoy. 

Then  we'll  up  for  the  green,  boys,  and  up  for  the  green! 

Oh  'tis  still  in  the  dust,  and  a  shame  to  be  seen; 

But  we've  hearts  and  we've  hands,  boys,  full  strong  enough,  I  ween. 

To  rescue  and  to  raise  again  our  own  unsullied  green! 


— He:  "Did  you  enjoy  the  sermon?"  She:  "  Of  course,  I  did; 
I  had  on  a  new  hat  and  dress  and  the  sexton  seated  me  directly  in 
front  of  that  dreadful  Miss  Briggs." 
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DARLINQ    OLD    STICK. 

The  Words  aud  Music  u(  this  Sodk  wiU  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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I.: 


]My  name  is  bold  Morgan  McCarthy,  from  Trim, 
My  relations  all  died  except  one  brother,  Jim; 
lie  is  gone  a-sojering  out  to  Cow  Bull, 
I  dare  say  he's  laid  low  with  a  kick  iu  the  skull; 
But  let  him  be  dead  or  be  livin^, 
A  prayer  for  his  corps  I'll  be  giving. 
To  send  him  soon  home  or  to  heaven. 
For  he  left  me  this  darliu'  ould  stick. 

If  that  stick  had  a  tongue,  it  could  tell  you  some  tales. 

How  it  batteretl  the  countenances  of  the  O'Neils; 

It  made  bits  of  skull  fly  about  iu  the  air, 

Aud  its  beeu  the  promoter  of  fun  at  each  fair. 

For  I  swear  by  the  toe-nail  of  Moses 

It  has  often  broke  bridges  of  noses. 

Of  the  faction  that  dared  to  oppose  us — 

It's  the  darlin'  kippeen  of  a  stick. 

The  last  time  I  used  it  'twas  on  Patrick's  day, 
Larry  Fegan  and  I  got  into  a  shilley; 
We  went  on  a  spree  to  the  fair  of  Athboy, 
Where  I  danced,  aud  when  done,  1  kiased  Kate  McEvoy; 
Then  her  sweetheart  went  out  for  his  cousin, 
And,  by  Jabcrs!  he  brought  in  a  dozen; 
A  doldhrum  they  would  have  knocked  us  in 
If  I  hadn't  the  taste  of  a  stick. 

War  was  the  word  when  the  factions  came  in, 
Aud,  to  pummel  us  well,  they  peeled  off  to  their  skin. 
Like  a  Hercules  there  I  stood  for  the  attack. 
And  the  first  that  came  up  I  sent  on  his  back; 
Then  I  shoved  out  the  eye  of  Pat  Clancy 
(For  he  once  humbugged  sister  Nancy); 
In  the  meautime  poor  Kate  took  a  fancy 
To  myself  aud  a  bit  of  a  stick. 

I  smathered  her  sweetheart  until  he  was  black. 
She  then  tipped  me  the  wink — we  were  off  in  a  crack; 
We  went  to  a  house  t'other  end  of  the  town. 
And  we  cheered  up  our  spirits  by  lettmg  some  down. 
When  I  got  her  snug  into  a  corner. 
And  the  whiskey  Injginning  to  warm  her, 
She  told  me  her  sweetheart  was  an  informer, 
Oh,  'twas  then  I  said  prayers  for  my  stick. 

We  got  whiskificated  to  such  a  degree. 
For  support  my  poor  Kate  had  to  lean  against  me; 
I  promised  to  see  her  safe  to  her  abode, 
By  the  tarual,  we  fell  clean  in  the  mud  on  the  road. 
We  were  roused  by  the  niasistrate's  order 
Before  we  could  get  a  toe  further — 
Sur'-ounded  by  peelers  for  murther 
Was  myself  and  my  innocent  stick. 

When  the  trial  came  on,  Kate  swore  to  the  fact 
That  before  1  set  too't  I  was  decently  whacked; 
And  the  judge  had  a  little  more  feeling  than  sense — 
He  said  what  I  done  was  in  my  own  defence; 
But  one  chap  swore  again  me,  named  Carey 
(Though  that  night  he  was  in  Tipperury); 
He'd  swear  a  coal-porter  was  a  canary 
To  transport  myself  and  my  stick. 

When  I  was  acquitted  I  leaped  from  the  dock, 

And  the  gay  fellows  all  around  me  did  flock ; 

I'd  a  pain  iu  luy  shoulder,  I  shook  hands  so  often. 

For  the  boys  all  imagined  I'd  see  my  own  coffin; 

I  went  aud  bought  a  gold  ring,  sir. 
And  Kate  to  the  priest  I  did  bring,  sir. 
So  next  night  you  come,  I  will  sing,  sir, 
The  adventure  of  me  aud  my  stick. 


THE    WHISTLINg    WIFE. 

Written  by   Harry  Randall  and  A.  S.  Ellis.    Arranged  by  John  S.   Baker. 
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.  Wchinan,  l;W  Park 


You've  lieard  itboiit  the  latest  fad  that  fills  us  with  amaze, 
I  mean  thut  Hilly  foshiuu  called  the  female  whistling  craze; 
My  wife  is  fairly  ou  the  job,  althoui;h  it's  po  absurd! 
Aud  uU  day  lung,  to  my  dismay,  she  whistles  like  a  uird. 

Chorus. 
You  should  hear  her  whistling,  drives  me  mad  with  her  whistling, 

bhe  starts  it  in  the  eveniu);,  and  dun't  leave  off  till  dawu; 
You  should  hear  her  whistlinu  different  kinds  of  whistling, 
She  whistles  "  Yankee  Doodle  "  aud  the  "  Dead  March  in  Saul!  " 

She  never  calls  mc  by  my  name,  but  treats  me  like  a  dog, 

For  now  she  always  whistles  me,  as  if  I  were  a  dog; 

Liust  Sunday  niglit  we  went  to  church,  and  I  with  shame  turned  red. 

For  when  the  people  sang  the  bymiia  she  wbisUed  'em  instead!— Chords. 

She's  known  at  all  the  pubs  around,  for  she  wets  her  whistle  uow. 

And  if  I  want  iny  meals  at  hoiue,  it  don't  come  off  somehow; 

1  have  to  whistle  for  my  grub,  and  chirrup  for  a  sip, 

And  they  say  wc  are  the  loveliest  pair  that  ever  "  cocked  a  lip!  "— Chobcs. 


— It  does  not  necessarily  follow  that  a  sailor  is  a  small  man  be- 
cause he  sometimes  sleeps  on  his.  watch. 

— "  Why  did  you  marry  a  man  who  is  eighty  years  of  age?" 
"  Because' I  couldn't  find  one  equally  as  rich  who  was  ninety." 


it  slippers?  "  repeated  Johimy  contemptuously,  reading 
the  advertisement  aloud.     "  You  bet  I  have;  I've  felt  my  mother's 


—"Felt 


slipp«rs  a  good  many  times. " 


THE    IRISH    WEDDING-. 

Sure,  won't  you  hear  what  roaring  cheer 

Was  .spread  at  Paddy's  wedding,  O? 
And  how  so  gay  they  spend  the  day. 

From  churching  to  the  bedding,  O? 
First,  book  in  hand,  came  Father  Quipes 

With  the  bride's  dadda,  the  bailie,  O, 
While  the  chaunter  with  the  merry  pipea 

Struck  up  a  lilt  so  gaily,  O. 

Tiddery,  teudery,  etc. 

Now  there  was  Mat  and  sturdy  Pat, 

And  merry  ^Morgan  Murphy,  O, 
And  Murdock  Maggs  and  Tirlogh  Sbaggs, 

McLougblin  aud  Dick  Durfey,  O; 
And  then  the  girls,  rigged  out  in  white. 

Led  on  by  Ted  O'Rily,  O, 
While  the  chaunter  with  the  merry  pipes 

Struck  up  a  lilt  so  gaily,  O. 

Tiddery,  teudery,  etc. 

When  Pat  was  asked  if  his  love  would  last, 

The  chapel  echoed  with  laughter,  O; 
*'  By  my  soul,"  says  Pat,  "  you  may  say  that 

To  the  end  of  the  world  and  after,  0; " 
Then  tenderly  her  hand  he  gripes 

And  kisses  her  genteely,  0, 
While  the  chaunter  with  the  merry  pipes 

Struck  up  a  lilt  so  gaily  O. 

Tiddery,  teudery,  etc. 

Then  a  roaring  set  at  dinner  met. 

So  frolicksome  and  so  frisky,  O; 
Potatoes  galore,  a  skirrag  or  more. 

With  a  flowing  madder  of  whiskey,  O; 
Then  around,  to  be  sure,  didn't  go  the  wipes. 

At  the  bride's  expense  so  freely,  O, 
While  the  chaunter  with  the  merry  pipes 

Struck  up  a  lilt  so  gaily,  O. 

Tiddery,  teddery,  etc. 

And  then,  at  night,  oh,  what  delight 
To  see  them  capering  and  prancing,  01 

An  opera  or  ball  were  nothing  at  all 
Compared  to  the  style  of  their  dancing,  O; 

And  then  to  see  old  Father  Quipes 
Beating  time  with  his  shillelah,  O,       '     \ 

While  the  chaunter  with  the  merry  pipes 

Struck  up  a  lilt  so  gaily,  O. 

Tiddery,  teddery,  etc. 

And  now  the  lot  so  tipsy  are  got. 

They'll  go  to  sleep  without  rocking,  O, 
While  the  bridesmaids  fair  so  gravely  prepare 

For  throwing  of  the  staking,  O; 
"  Decadorus,  we'll  have,"  says  Father  Quipes, 

Then  the  bride  was  kissed  round,  genteely,  O; 
While,  to  wish  them  good-night,  the  merry  pipes 

Struck  up  a  lilt  so  gaily,  O. 

Tiddery,  Teddery,  etc. 


I 
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— The  man  who  is  right  is  seldom  l«ft. 
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The  Charming  Young  Widow. 

The  Words  and  Hoslc  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  addren,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tliia  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  L>oIl&r,  by  II.  J.  wehman,  130  Park 

How,  New  Yoric  City.    Pustage  Stainpa  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goodo. 


I  live  In  Vermont,  and  one  morning  last  Summer 

A  letter  inform'd  me  my  uncle  was  dead, 
And  also  requested  I'd  come  down  to  Boston, 

As  be  left  me  a  large  sum  of  money,  it  said;      . ' . 
Of  course  I  determined  on  making  the  journey. 

And  to  book  myse'lf  by  the  "  flrst-class  "  I  was  fain, 
Tho'  had  1  gone  "  second  "  I  had  never  encouuter'd 

The  cbarmiug  young  widow  I  met  in  the  train. 

Yet  scarce  was  I  seated  within  the  compartment 

Before  a  fresh  passenger  enter'd  the  aoor; 
'Tvvas  a  female— a  youug  one— and  dress'd  in  deep  monming. 

An  infant  in  long  clothes  she  gracefully  bore; 
A  white  can  surrounding  a  face— oh,  so  lovely! 

I  never  saall  look  on  one  like  it  again;  .      . 

I  fell  deep  in  love  overhead  in  a  moment 

With  the  charming  young  widow  I  met  in  the  train. 

The  widow  and  I  side  by  side  sat  together. 

The  carriage  containing  ourselves  and  no  more;  ;    - 

When  silence  was  broken  by  my  fair  companion, 

Who  inquired  the  time  by  the  watch  that  I  wore; 
I,  of  course,  satisfied  her,  and  then  conversation 

Was  freely  indulged  in  by  both, 'till  my  brain 
Fairly  reeled  with  excitement,  1  grew  bo  enchanted 

With  the  charming  young  widow  I  met  In  the  train. 

We  became  so  familiar,  I  ventured  to  ask  her 
How  old  was  the  child  that  she  held  at  her  breast — 

"Ah,  sin  "  she  responded,  and  into  tears  bursting. 
Her  infant  still  closer  convulsively  pressed; 

"  When  I  think  of  mv  child  I  am  well  nigh  distracted, 
Its  father— my  husoand- oh,  my  heart  breaks  with  palnl " 

She  choking  with  sobs,  leaned  her  head  on  my  waistcoat- 
Did  the  charming  young  widow  I  met  in  the  train. 

By  this  time  the  train  had  arrived  at  a  station, 

AVitliin  a  few  miles  of  the  great  one  in  town; 
When  mv  charmer  exclaimed,  as  she  looked  thro'  the  window, 

••  Good  gracious  alive!  why,  there  goes  Mr.  Brown, 
He's  my  late  husband's  brother— dear  sir,  would  you  kindly 

My  best  beloved  child  for  a  moment  sustain?" 
Of  course,  I  complied— then  off  on  the  platform 

Tripped  the  charming  young  widow  I  met  in  the  train. 

Three  minutes  elapsed  when  the  whistle  It  sounded, 

The  train  began  moving— no  widow  appeared; 
I  bawled  out,  "  stop!  stop!  "  but  they  paid  no  attention. 

With  a  snort  and  a  jerk,  starting  off  as  I  feared; 
In  this  liorrid  dilemma  I  sought  for  the  hour, 

But  my  watch— ha!  where  was  It?  where,  where  waa  my  chain? 
My  purse,  too,  my  ticket,  gold  pencil-case— all  gone! 

Oh!  that  artful  young  widow  I  met  in  the  train.  ' .  - 

While  I  was  my  loss  thus  so  deeply  bewailing. 

The  train  again  stopped,  and  I  "  tickets,  please! "  heard; 
So  I  told  the  conductor,  while  dandling  the  infant. 

The  losB  I'd  sustained- but  he  doubted  my  word; 
He  called  more  officials — a  lot  gathered  round  me — 

Uncovered  the  child— oh,  how  shall  I  explain! 
For,  behold,  'twas  no  baby— 'twas  only  a  dummy! 

Oh !  that  crafty  youug  widow  I  met  in  the  train. 

Satisfied  I'd  been  robbed,  they  allowed  my  departure. 

Though,  of  course,  I'd  to  settle  my  fare  the  next  day; 
And  now  I  wish  to  counsel  young  men  from  the  country. 

Lest  they  should  get  served  in  a  similar  way: 
Beware  of  young  widows  yon  meet  on  the  railway. 

Who  lean  on  your  shoulder— whose  tears  fall  like  rain;    '., 
Look  out  for  your  pockets  in  case  Ihe^  resemble 

The  charming  young  widow  I  met  in  the  train. 


t 


OLD    IRELAND    FOREVER. 

The  Words  and  Itlusic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
any  two  other  S<>nir8  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130 


cents;  or  this  and  any  I 
Kow,  New  York  City. 


I  Park 


yoeiagc  Stamps  taken  sauie  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 
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Attend  to  me,  landsmen  and  sailors  and  others, 

My  ditty  appeals  to  your  courage  and  sensa. 

Come  round  me,  my  lads,  let's  shake  bands  like  brothers. 

And  join  one  and  all  in  old  Ireland's  defence. 

Tlio'  statesmen  by  tricks  to  seduce  us  endeavor, 

We'll  stiiud  by  our  country,  old  Ireland  forever,  /       ! 

By  our  own  dear  country,  old  Ireland  forever; 

We'll  stand  by  our  country,  old  Ireland  forever.     - 

Our  forefathers  fully  considered  the  cause 

Of  justice  and  wisdom,  of  honor  and  fame; 

Then  wisely  and  bravely  established  such  laws 

As  raised  above  others  Hibernia's  great  name; 

Then  shall  we  lose  sight  of  them?  Never,  boys,  never  1 

Huzza  for  our  country,  old  Ireland  forever  I    , 

Ye  sons  of  Hibemia.  come,  join  hand-in-hand, 
We'll  drive  all  invaders  quite  out  of  the  land; 
And  when  o'er  the  grog,  the  first  toast  that  is  given 
Shall  be:  "  Plenty  and  peace  to  the  land  that  we  live  in." 
Tho'  statesmen  by  tricks  to  seduce  us  endeavor. 
We'll  stand  by  our  country,  old  Ireland  forever.  .  v . ;, 


I    WAS    ON    IT. 

Written  by  Wal  Pink.    Arranged  by  Edmmid  Formao. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sont;  will  >>e  sent  to  any  address,  poet-naid,  on  receipt  of  M  I 

ceutsi  or  this  and  any  two  other  BonKs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  ehiiiaii,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  Cuy.    Postafire  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  yrooda. 


There's  been  a  lot  of  fun  outeide,  and  folks  have  had  a  hunt 
To  catch  a  horse  that  made  a  boll  clean  through  an  oil-sho|>  front, 
The  people  laughed  until  I  thought  their  sides  would  all  have  cracked. 
And  I  should  tuve  laughed  myself  at  the  mad  horee,  but  for  the  fact 

Chorus. 

Tliat  I  was  on  it,  I  was  on  it! 
Holding  on  with  might  and  main 
As  he  went  through  the  window-pane; 
He  got  a  licking,  started  kicking. 
And  threw  me  in  a  barrel  full  of  paraffin  oil. 

This  morning  I  was  gasping,  but  was  fairly  "  stoney  broke," 
1  saw  two  men  inside  a '' pub,"  and  thus  to  them  I  spoke: 
"  There's  such  a  row  outside,  there'll  be  somebody  killed  I  fear,** 
They  rushed  out«ide  to  eee  it,  but  they  left  their  pot  of  beer— 

Chobot. 

And  I  was  on  It,  I  was  on  it! 
Blew  the  froth  from  off  the  top. 
Swallowed  every  blessed  drop; 
They  came  back  swearing,  for  beer  preparing. 
But  found  I'd  shifted  all  the  lot  and  took  my  hook. 

Last  night  to  me  a  jailer  of  his  prison  duties  said 

A  lot  of  things — he  introduced  the  oakum,  skilly,  bread! 

"And  now,"  said  he,  "shall  I  explain  the  treadmill?"  1  eaid  "Nol" 

I  understand  the  treadmill,  for  not  very  long  ago 

Chobub. 

I  was  on  it,  I  was  on  it!  ,    , 

I  only  stole  a  pound  of  lard. 
Still  they  gave  me  "  six  months  hard!  "    ■  ' 

The  breadaud  skilly  drove  me  silly. 
While  the  treadmill  brought  my  bunions  up  like  hard-boiled  eggs. 

I  had  to  journey  to  Boulogne,  so  got  on  board  a  boat, 

We  started  off  and,  when  wed  been  some  fourteen  hours  afloat, 

I  called  the  steward,  said,  "  I  s'pose  we'll  soon  be  at  Boulogne?  " 

"Boulogne,"  said  he,  "you  must  be  mad,  thia  boat  goes  to  Uoug  Kong! 

CnoBUB.       '■■"'■ 
And  I  was  on  it,  I  was  on  It! 
Stuck  on  board  an  ocean  liner. 
Off,  away  I  went  to  China'; 
When  I  got  there,  found  it  hot  there, 
I  liad  to  live  on  bird-nest  soup  and  boiled  bow-wow. 

1  went  to  see  my  girl  one  day,  I  thought  her  dad  was  out. 
But  up  he  came  l>ehiud  me  and  he  gave  me  such  a  clout; 
He  opened  wide  the  front  street-door  and,  as  1  turned  to  go. 
He  very  gently  lifted  up  his  hobnailed  l>oot,  and  oh  I 

Chorus. 

I  waa  on  it,  I  was  on  it; 
My  feet  scarcely  touched  the  floor. 
As  I  went  flying  through  the  door — 
Oh,  he  had  got  a  large-sized  trotter. 
And  knew  the  place  to  put  it  where  I  feel  it  most. 


*  >  » 


MARY    OF    TIPPERARY. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addess, 


d,  on  receipt  of  40  I 

J.  Wehman,  130  Pork         i 

Postage  Stomp* token  same  as  cash  forall  our  goods.  ' 


cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by 
Bow,  New  York  City.    ~ 


From  sweet  Tipperary  see  light-hearted  Mary, 

Her  step,  like  a  fairy,  scarce  ruffles  the  dew 
As  she  joyously  springs  and  as  joyously  sings. 

Disdaining  such  things  as  a  stocking  or  shoe; 
For  she  goes  bare-footed,  like  Venus  or  Cupid, 

And  who'd  be  so  stupid  to  put  her  in  silk. 
When  her  sweet  foot  and  ankle  the  dewdrops  bespangle. 
As  she  trips  o'er  the  lawn  at  the  blush  of  the  dawn. 

As  she  trips  o'er  the  lawn  with  her  full  pail  of  milk. 

For  the  dance,  when  arrayed,  see  this  bright  mountain  maid. 

If  her  hair  she  would  braid  with  young  beauty's  fond  lure. 
O'er  some  clear  fountain  stooping,  her  dark  tresses  looping, 

Diana  herself  ne'er  had  mirror  more  pure! 
How  lovely  that  toilet — would  Fashion  dare  soil  it 

With  paint  or  ^  ith  patches  when  Nature  bestows 
A  beauty  more  simple,  in  mirth's  artless  dimples? 
Heaven's  light  in  her  eye— the  soft  blue  of  the  sky — 

Heaven's  light  in  her  eye,  and  a  blush  like  a  rose! 


"•'<' 
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— One  of  Her  Bad  Days. — Bereaved  Widow  (to  servant):  "  If  that 
is  a  caller,  Bridget,  you  may  say  that  Mrs.  Hendricks  is  feeling 
so  bad  to-day  that  she  is  quite  unable  to  see  any  one."  Servant 
(returning):  "It's  not  a  caller,  mum;  it's  the  dressmaker."  Be- 
reaved Widow:   "Ask  her  into  the  parlor,  Bridget." — NewTork^ 
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CABBY    KNOWS    HIS    FARE. 

Written  by  F.  Bowyer.    Coinixjsed  by  Geo.  I>e  Bruun. 

The  Words  and  MiihIo  o(  this  Soni;  wili  be  sent  to  any  addrt-MK,  p<>»t  pulil,  on  receipt  of  40 

oeiitK:  ur  thin  and  any  two  otlier  Sonirrs  for  One  liolJnr,  liy  It.  J.  V.  eliiuan,  ISul'ark 

Kow,  New  Yurie  City.    Postage  Stomps  taken  Baniv  as ca.«n  furall  aurKOuds. 

Wise  men  write  of  life's  great  contraete,  but  hove  tliey  tnie  knowledge  got? 
Can  tliey  from  llieir  lofty  station  truely  read  life's  iiiin;.'lL'd  plot? 
To  know  actual  men  auu  manuers,  we  nuioi  mix  amid  tlie  tliron^;, 
"  Ciibby  "  marks  the  varied  ttiouaands  as  they  pai»8  the  sU'ccis  aloug. 

REniAIN. 

Seated  on  his  box  so  smart,  contemplates  the  crowd  below, 

MtTcliants  hurrvin<i  to  ilie  mart,  beggars  uloddine  slow. 

""Ere  y'  are,  eif;  jump  iu,  please;  all  right,  hir;  Il^uow  the  square!  " 

Off  lie  goes,  well  at  his  ease,  Cabby  kuows  his  fare. 

Now  come  two  domestic  lovers,  cook  has  had  her  evening  out, 
To  the  play  she's  been  escorted  by  her  youn^  man,  tall  and  stout; 
"  Oh!  1  say,  it's  past  eleven;  if  I'm  not  by  half-puet  back, 
Wou't  th«  luisst!^  gel  the  needle— ten  to  one  I  gets  the  sack. 

Kefraim. 

"Call  a  cab;  what!  got  no  cash?  'Ere  you  are,  Joe,  take  my  pus. 
It's  a  hunsom;  ain't  we  flash!  me  pay— what  looks  wus* 
Ask  him  flrxt;  what!  half  a  crown;  can't  be  helped,  1  must  get  there; 
Pull  up  at  the  Goose  and  Gown,"  Cabby  knows  his  fare. 

In  the  dim  and  misty  nightfall  steal  a  guilty  pair  away; 

lie  has  lured  her  from  htr  husband,  she  has  left  her  home  for  aye; 

Words  of  passion  he  has  spoken  to  that  wretched  wife  so  weak; 

Even  now  slie  shrinks  and  shudders,  thus  the  cabman  hears  her  speak: 

Refrain. 
"  Will  you  swear  that  you'll  be  true?"  Watch  her  as  she  tearful  pleads, 
"  All  mv  future  rests  with  you!  "  and  his  lie  succeeds. 
Nevermore  her  way  she'll  take  to  her  home  and  children  fair; 
Uer  liusbaud's  honest  heart  may  break.  Cabby  knows  his  fare. 

Now  the  sound  of  music  lloating— from  a  ball-room  come  a  pair, 

Golden  youth  and  petted  darling  form  the  suliject  of  this  fare. 

'•  Let  me  help  you  with  vour  cloak,  dear.     "  'I'haiik  yon,  I'm  not  feeling  cold." 

He's  been  dancing  with  her  rival,  a  lover's  tiff,  the  same  of  old. 

Refrain. 

"  Don't  let  me  drag  yon  away,  shell  i^o  disappointed  be." 
"  Sho;  explain  youri^elf,  doar,  pray,  you're  the  girl  for  mc!  " 
Pouting  lips  are  hard  to  keep.  Kisses  them  and  smooths  her  hair. 
Cabby  doesn't  dare  to  ja-ep,  Cabby  knows  his  fare. 

Hurrj'ing,  with  a  look  of  terror,  hat  pressed  down  to  hide  his  face, 
I  Panting,  gasping,  nearly  speechless,  from  a  hot,  exciting  chase; 

"I'is  a  hunted  murd'rer  llviiig  from  the  crime  his  hand  has  wrought; 
I  llark!  the  sound  of  his  p'ur.*uers— "  Drive  like ,  I'll  not  be  caught." 

Refrain. 

"  nark!  I  hear  them  drawing  near— Faster,  faster  make  her  go. 
Ten  pounds  if  you  get  me  clear;  God's  sake  don't  say  no; 
They  shall  not  take  me  alive;  I  am  Innocent,  I  swear; 
A  pistol-shot — thus  ends  the  drive  of  Cabby  and  his  fare. 


I     aUESS     NOT. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Wlilte,  Smith  A  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  ho  sent  to  any  addresx,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO 
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Words  by  Frank  N.  Scott.    Composed  by  Walter  Neville.     . 


FATHER    O^FLYNN. 

Words  l>y  .\.  V.  r;i.ives.    Music  arrnM^irl  tiy  C  VllUora  Stanford. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Ronu  will  he  st-nt  lo  any  address,  poot-pald,  on  receipt  of  iO    | 
centH.  or  this  ami  any  two  utlier  SonK"  forune  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wolininn,  130  I'lirli 
Kow,  Ni-w  York  City,    k'uetag*'  Stomps  talceii  same  aa  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 

Of  priests  wc  can  ofTer  a  chnrmin'  variety. 
Far  rt-iiowned  for  lurnm'  and  piety; 
Still,  i'<l  advance  ye  widoni  iin|)r(>prietv, 
i'ather  O'Flynu  us  the  flower  ol  theiu  all. 

CnontTs. 
Here's  a  health  to  yon,  Father  O'Flynn, 
Slainte  and  sluinte  and  sluinle  agin; 
Powerfulest  preach<-r  and  tcni|frf>t  teacher, 
And  kindlksl  creature  iu  ouid  Donegal. 

Don't  talk  of  your  Provost  and  Fellows  of  Trlulty, 
Faniou!<  forever  at  Greek  and  Latinity, 
Faix  and  t'le  divils  and  all  at  divinity. 

Father  O'Fiynn'd  make  hares  of  tliem  all; 
Come,  I  venture  to  ^ive  ye  my  word, 
-.     Never  the  likes  of  his  h/glc  was  heard, 
Down  from  mythology  into  thayology. 

Troth,  and  conchology  if  he'd  the  call.— Cborus. 

Och,  Father  O'Flynn,  yon've  a  wonderful  way  wid  you, 
AH  ould  sinners  are  wishful  to  pray  wid  you; 
All  the  voung  childer  are  wild  for  to  pluy  wid  you; 

You've  such  a  way  wid  you,  Father,  avickl 
Still  for  all  you've  so  gentle  a  soul. 
Gad,  you've;  your  flock  ill  the  grandest  control; 
Checking  the  crazy  ones,  coaxin' on  ai-y  oiP's, 

Lifting  the  lazy  oues  on  with  the  stick.— Chorus. 

And  tho'  quite  avoidln'  all  foolish  frivolity. 

Siill  at  all  seasons  of  innocent  jollity. 

Where  was  the  play->)oy  could  clniiu  an  equality 

At  comiciility.  Father,  wiil  you? 
;.    Once  tlie  i;i.-liop  looked  grave  at  your  jest. 
Till  this  reniiiru  set  him  off  wid  the  rest: 
♦*  Is  it  lave  gaii-ty  ail  to  the  lai'y* 

Cannot  the  cUrgy  be  Ii  icili::icii  too?  "— CuoRCS. 


If  a  maiden  has  a  lover,  is  that  really  your  affair? 

I  guess  not;  well,  I  guess  not. 
If  they  go  out  promenading,  now  should  everybody  stare? 

1  guess  not;  well,  iguess  not. 
Is  that  sulUcient  reasou  why  the  neighbors  all  should  quiz? 
Now,  girls,  if  he  is  yours,  and  you,  iu  turn,  perhaps,  are  liLs, 
I  would  like  the  information,  is  it  unyboily'e  biz? 

I  guess  not;  well,  1  guess  not.  .  ! 

Do  the  damsels  of  the  present  love  to  dally  with  ice  cream? 

I  guess  not;  well,  I  guess  not. 
When  invited  murmur,  '■  No,  sir! '"  with  a  modest  little  scream? 

I  guess  not;  well,  I  guess  not. 
They  gurgle,  " how  delicious!  "  as  they  trifle  with  a  spoon, 
IJui  ere  they  slop,  you  bet,  six  plates  of  cream  will  vauish  soon. 
And  your  money  all  will  fade  away,  just  like  the  rose  of  June. 

I  guess  so;  well  (sjiokeu),  you  know  how  it  is  yourself. 

In  the  races  for  the  Queen's  cup,  did  the  boats  of  England  win? 

I  gliess  not;  well,  I  guess  not. 
Did  they  gobble  all  the  prizes,  and  likewise  much  Yankee  tin? 

1  guess  not;  well,  1  guess  not. 
The  gay  "  Genesta  "  and,  still  later  on,  tiie  "  Galatea," 
Onr  *•  Burgess  "  flyers  left  them  both  to  follow  in  her  rear. 
And  the  Scottish  "  Thistle  "  proved  a  picnic  to  our  "  Volunteer." 

Well,  rather,  don't  you  think  eo? 

If  a  lady  has  a  bonnet  rising  proudly  in  tlic  air, 

1  guess  not;  well  I  guess  not. 
And  shows  it  in  the  meeting-house,  should  anybody  swear? 

1  guess  not;  why,  of  course  not. 
If  she  wears  it  to  the  play,  is  it  worse.  Id  like  to  know, 
Tiian  to  have  some  tliirsty  duJe  wlio  sits  a  long  way  up  the  row, 
Between  the  acts  "  to  see  a  man  "  so  regularly  go? 

1  gues.s  got;  well,  I  guess  not. 

Are  the  fools  all  on  vacation— they  of  whom  we  often  read? 

1  guess  not;  well,  1  guess  not. 
And  the  iu-i-ots  sen-sa-lion-al,  it  cant  be  they're  all  dead  - 

I  guess  not;  well,  I  guess  not. 
A  full  enumeration  would  demand  a  mammoth  page, 
Of  those  who  jumi>cd  from  Brooklyn  Bridge,  or  swai:i  Niagara's  rage, 
Can  this  legion  now  l>e  ornaments  upon  the  museum  stage? 

I  guess  not;  well,  I  guess  not. 

If  a  fellow  takes  his  best  girl  out  to  have  a  little  ride, 

i  gufss  not,  well.  I  guess  not. 
And  she  cuddles  so  cnutldiugly  against  his  manly  side, 

I  guess  so;  well,  they  all  do. 
Now  is  this  any  reason  why  some  meddling  fools  should  say, 
'■  How  can  he,  with  his  salary,  such  big  ez|>enses  pay  ? " 
Just  laark  my  words,  the  next  we'll  hear,  he's  skipped  to  Can-a-da. 

I  guess  iiOt;  well,  perhaps  so. 

Do  all  our  railroad  officers  with  honesty  abound? 

I  guess  not;  well,  I  guess  not. 
And  bank-cashiers— can  all  the  cash  writhin  the  vaults  lie  found? 

I  guess  not;  well,  it's  doubtful. 
Or  do  tlKV,  like  the  little  birds,  each  feather  his  own  nest. 
And  labof*hard  to  hoard  tho  gold  depositors  Invest, 
Then  quietly,  between  two  days,  go  seek  a  place  of  rest? 

I  guess  so;  well,  quite  often. 

Is  the  sweet  girl  of  this  period  contented  with  one  beau? 

I  guess  not;  well,  I  know  she  ain't.  j 

Or  docs  she  have  her  lovers  marshulied  in  one  lengthy  row? 

I  guess  so;  don't  you  think  so? 
With  lashes  drooi>ing  modestly  and  blushes  on  her  check, 
111  accents  full  of  tenderness,  sweet  words  of  love  she'll  speak. 
Impartially  to  each  in  turn,  thro'  each  succeeding  week. 

I  guess  ao;  well,  you  bet. 

Encore  Verse. 

If  yon  keep  on  encoring,  do  you  think  that  I'll  come  out? 

I  guess  not;  well,  I  guess  not. 
And  add  a  new  and  funny  verse  for  every  time  you  shout? 

1  guess  not;  well,  yon  bet  I  won  t. 
I've  given  you  already  more  than  twice  your  money's  worth; 
I'ntil  I've  quite  exhausted  every  subject  for  my  mirth; 
I  think  I've  sung  sufl^irient- say,  do  you  want  the  earth? 

Well,  1  think  so;  you  wou't  get  it.        . 


^  >» 


—If  you  happen  to  see  a  small  boy  thasing  a  burable-bee,  you 
will  kuow  when  he  yells  that  he  has  caught  it. 


— The  world  may  owe  you  a  living,  young  man,  but  the  ac- 
cmmt  canuot  be  turned  over  to  au  attorney  for  collection. 


— A  girl  will  naturally  express  a  candie<l  opinion  of  the  young 
m:in  who  is  constantly  bringing  her  confectioner}'. 


— The  nuisance  of  the  hotel  was  in  the  parlor  warbling:  ' 
Would  I  were  a  bird."  "  Well,  here's  a  beginning  for  you,' 
the  landlord,  as  he  handed  him  his  bill. 
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LOVE    IN    A    TOY-SHOP. 

By  Fred  Leslie. 

Tlie  Words  add  Mu«ic  of  this  Sonp  wUl  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  to 

cciitis:  or  this  aud  any  two  other  Songs  lor  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kuw,  New  Yurk  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sanie  as  caah  for  all  our  goods. 

Think  not  that  love  is  ours  alone,  as  by  my  tale  you'll  see 

That  HawdiiBt  equttlB  flesh  aud  bone,  iu  holding  hearts  as  free.  - 

My  tale  i«  of  a  bin-boy  doll,  whose  blue  eyes  all  did  admire. 

Miss  Dolly  stauding  at  a  stall  some  two  or  three  doors  higher.     ■•,■'■    • 

Chorus.  :■■    ', 

But  she  longed  for  better  society,  # 

He  content  in  lower  grade;  " 

She  wa»  marked  eight  shillings,  he  but  four, 

Aud  that  a  great  differeuce  made. 

No  wamVring  'neath  the  trees  cool  shade,  her  waxen  hands  to  squeeze; 
Their  home  iincestrttl,  an  arcade  where  music  swelled  the  breeze. 
The  hiiiuming-tops  they  loved  to  hear,  as  the  cuckoo  chimed  the  hour 
With  iw  ••  Cuckoo,  cuckoo,  cuckoo,"  so  dear,  beneath  their  glassy  bower. 

Chorus. 

Bat  she  longed  for  higher  society. 

He  content  in  lower  grade; 
But  she  could  say  "  Mamma,"  he  only  "  Pfc," 

Aud  that  a  great  difference  made. 

So  time  went  on,  but  they  stood  there  until  the  dawn  of  Summer 

Brought  dolls  from  I'aris,  fresh  and  fair,  including  a  "  French  Drummer." 

Soon  did  the  Frenchman  gain  her  love,  he  danced  and  bowed  politely. 

But  a  pop-guu  sent  his  soul  above  to  the  top  shelf,  "  damaged  slightiy." — Cho. 

Alai'!  a  cruel,  hot  scorching  sun  poured  in  on  hie  complexion, 

And  lie  could  feel  IiIn  flaxen  Wicks  parting  from  their  connection;  ■ 

The  glow  of  health  his  cheeks  once  bore  had  faded  jwst  detection, 

Aud  his  eyes  of  blue  hue  had  sunk  from  the  glue,  and  he  died  in  deep  dejectio; 

Chorus. 
Then  he  moved  to  higher  society, 

She  a  great  mistake  had  made; 
For  armless  and  legless,  with  one  eye  knocked  out, 

Ou  the  fire,  died  a  wretched  old  maid. 


I'm  a  Jolly  Little  Chap  All  'Round. 


Words  and  Music  by  Q.  Martin. 


AILEEN    MAVOURNEEN. 

Hie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Snner  «-ill  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  i 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  1  ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

He  tells  me  be  loves  me,  and  can  I  believe 

Tlie  lieurt  be  batb  won  he  can  wisb  to  deceive — 

Forever  and  always  his  fond  words  to  me 

Are,  Aileen  Mavourueeu,  acush-la-machree; 

Last  night  when  we  parted  his  gentle  go<)d-bye  ' 

A  thousand  times  said,  and  each  time  with  a  sigh, 

EiK'li  time  with  a  sigh,  and  still  the  same  words  he  whispefd  to  me, 

My  Ailecu  Mavourneen,  My  Aileen  Mavourneen,  a  cush-la-machree. 

The  friend  of  my  childhood,  the  hope  of  my  youth, 

Whose  heart  is  all  pure,  and  whose  words  are  all  truth; 

Yet  still  the  same  fond  words  he  whispered  to  me 

Were,  "Aileen  Mavourneen,  a  cush-la-machree!" 

Oh,  when  will  the  day  come,  the  dear,  happy  day, 

That  a  maiden  may  hear  all  a  lover  can  say,  all  a  lover  can  say? 

Aud  he  speaks  out  the  words  he  has  whispered  to  me, 

"Aileen  Mavourneen,  Aileen  Mavourneen,  a  cush-la-machree!" 


The  Words  and  Blugic  of  this  Song  » ill  be  sent  to  any  address,  [>06t-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliman.  1.S*)  I'ark 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Posta^  Stantps  taken  same  as  caah  for  ail  our  nooda. 

Some  go  lu  for  grieving  and  for  sorrow,  -• 

Some  they  love  to  simper  and  to  sigh. 
Some  talk  about  to-day  and  not  to-morrow —    •  .         .       '■ 

;  .\,  Never  mention  such  a  word  as  die; 

„:■■...  But  for  myself  I  hate  all  melancholy; 

It  will,  with  my  temper,  not  at  all  agree; 
."•-;■        The  fact  is  that  I'm  consequently  jolly, 
■  I'm  as  jolly  as  I  well  can  be; 

Always  sprightly,  tripping  lightly. 
That  is  the  way  I'm  always  found; 
:  •     ■  Happy  ever,  grieving  never, 

I'm  a  jolly  little  chap  all 'round.       '    ,   ~ 

Chorus. 
For  grieving  it  is  folly,  I  am  consequently  jolly. 

As  jolly  a  chap  as  ever  can  be  found— 
From  my  boots  up  to  my  collar,  you  may  bet  your  bottom  doUar, 

I'm  a  jolly  little  chap  all 'round. 

There's  many  a  lad  who's  been  too  kindly-hearted. 

As  good  a  boy  as  you  would  wish  to  know,  '■ 

But  when  with  all  his  money  he  has  parted. 

There  are  chaps  who  say,  "  I  always  told  you  sol  " 
Give  nie  the  chap  wl^o,  when  you  >>e  gone  a  howler, 
•\  Always  at  your  elbow  will  be  found; 

He's  simply  worth  a  dozen  of  the  growler. 

He's  a  jolly  little  brick  all 'round. 
Always  true,  boys;  friend  to  you,  boys; 

That  is  the  way  I'm  always  found; 
'■  Friend  in  need,  boye;  friend  indeed,  boys; 

A  jolly  little  brick  all  'round.— Chorus. 

Now,  whether  in  low  water  or  in  clover. 

Your  motto  should  l)e,  "Dont  desert  a  friend; 
If  a  pal  should  meet  a  stile,  why,  help  him  o'er, 

You'll  find  it  will  not  hurt  you  in  the  end. 
And  so,  whatever  trouble  I  am  meeting, 

You  will  find  that  I  am  going  strong  and  sound. 
For  the  boy  who  always  takes  a  lot  of  beating  • 

Is  the  jolly  little  chap  all  'round. 
Heart  as  light,  boys;  heart  60  right,  boys; 

That  is  the  way  I'm  always  fouud; 
,   ,  Happy  ever,  grieving  never, 

A  jolly  little  chap  all 'round.— Chords. 


It's  a  Long  Lane  that  Has  No  Turn. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  noKt-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cent«i  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Tai* 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Husic  by  Dan  Lyons. 


FANNIE    LEE. 

Composed  by  Frederick  H.  Pease. 

The  WordF  and  Music  of  this  Sonft  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po«t-paJd,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Fannie  Loe,  I  sing  of  thee,  bo  gentle,  kind  and  true. 

With  the  morning's  first  ray,  she's  tripping  away,  ne'er  minding  cold  or  dew. 

j  Chorus. 

J      Fannie  Lee,  Fannie  Lee,  so  gentle,  kind  and  true, 

1     With  the  momiug's  first  ray,  she's  tripping  away,  ne'er  mindlDg  cold  or  dew. 

Oft  we  see  Sweet  Fannie  Lee  reclaim  the  fallen  one; 
;  Ucr  gentle  power,  in  every  hour,  cheers  up  the  sad  aud  lone. 

'  Chorus.  .     ^  ^ 

'      Fannie  Lee,  Fannie  Lee,  wherever  we  may  roam, 

)     Oh,  may  we  be  like  sweet  Fannie  Lee,  who's  gone  to  her  last  home. 

Let  us  be  like  Fannie  Lee  wherever  we  may  roam. 

Till  we  Bhail  each  sweet  Fannie  reach  in  her  bright  starry  home.— Chobus. 


As  we  journey  along  through  this  life. 

Over  the  land  andthe  sea. 
Hard  luck  and  sorrow  will  come  to  us  all. 

Where'er  on  this  earth  we  may  be. 
Never  despair,  but  drive  away  care. 

We've  all  got  a  lesson  to  learn, 
Tou'll  say  that  I'm  right,  when  I  tell  yoa  to-night, 

It's  a  long  lane  that  has  no  turn. 

Chorus. 
Then  borrow  no  trouble  where'er  yon  may  be, 
;       Look  at  hard  luck  brave  and  stem; 
If  it  does  not  to-day,  it  will  soon  come  your  way, 
It's  a  long  lane  that  has  no  turn. 

For  instance,  a  man  he  may  ran  in  hard  luck 

The  biggest  part  of  his  days. 
When  Dame  Fortune's  wheel  it  will  stop  at  his  heel. 

And  his  eyes  on  a  fortune  will  gaze. 
So  be  of  good  cheer,  all  thro'  the  long  year, 

Don't  cry  at  a  scald  or  a  bum. 
And  some  day,  like  me,  yoa  will  surely  agree, 

It's  a  loug  lane  that  has  no  turn.— Chorus. 

Now  take  this  lesson  nnto  yourself, 

Try  and  do  all  that  you  can ; 
If  hard  luck  aud  sorrow  stares  you  in  the  face, 

Don't  mind  it,  brace  up  like  a  man. 
Someday  it  will  fall  good  luck  to  us  all 

If  the  good  will  of  God  we  all  earn; 
You'll  find  in  the  end  that  the  lane  it  will  bend. 

It's  a  loug  one  that  has  no  turn.— Chorus. 


—Mistress:  "You  are  so  stupid.  I  told  you  to  pay  attention 
when  the  milk  boiled  over."  Servant:  "  And  I  did,  mum.  It  was 
a  quarter  past  eight,  mum,  by  the  clock,  when  it  boiled  over. " 


— Something  to  Remember  It  By. — Friend:  "  What  on  earth  are 
you  photographing  the  umbrella  for,  dear  boy?"  Amateur  Pho- 
tographer: "  You  said  you  wanted  to  Iwrrow  it  to  go  home  with, 
and  I'm  getting  something  to  remember  it  by,  that's  all. — London 
Tid-BiU.  

— "  When  I  grow  up  I'll  be  a  man,  won't  I?"  '•  Yes,  my  8<^)n; 
and  if  you  want  to  be  a  man  you  must  be  industrious."  "  Why, 
mamma,  do  the  lazy  boys  turn  out  to  be  women  when  they  grow 
up?" 
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There  You  Are,  There  You  Ain't. 

Written  and  Composed  by  UaiTy  Boden. 


The  Wurd«  and  Music  of  tlila  SonK  will  lie  aent  tv  any  address,  poet-paid, on  receipt  of  10 

oeiitH;  or  tliiM  and  any  ttro  other  Soiitrs  for  due  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \\  ehniau,  ISu  f ark 

Hoyf,  New  York  City.    FoslaKe  Stuinpa  taken  same  OiicnMli  for  all  our  Kuoda. 


THROUG-H    THE    MEADOW. 


Copyright,  1831.  by  H.  A.  Freeman. 


I  have  a  little  friend  of  mine,  a  timid  sort  of  chap, 
Who,  whiMi  in  ladies  coini)aiiy,  soon  meets  willi  ttome  miBhap. 
lie  came  the  other  luoniitit;  to  me  jookii:?  ratluT  blue. 
And  ?aid  he  '•  when  1  meet  a  jjirl  jiibt  tell  lue  what  to  do?" 

Spoken— I  thought  it  a  siomewhat  strange  question,  but  aim»vered  itnimply  to 
KKisfy  him,  not  that  1  tUi)u;;lil  he'd  lemeiulier  wlial  1  Biiid,  for  he  generally  for- 
gei(>  the  I'lirt  he  ou;4lit  to  recollect.  Uowevur  1  jfuve  iiiiu  uiy  udvicc  iu  thu  fol- 
lowing words: 

C'HOKUS. 

N<k1  politely,  but  do  it  nicely, 

Ai.d  if  the  chance  occurs,  just  do  a  wink. 
Dour  i)e  h!ii«ty,  but  if  it  »  ta'«iy 

Try  witliin  your  own  her  arm  to  link; 
While  you're  talking  and  ouwurd  walking, 

Be  direful  tliiu  you  do  not  go  to«)  far, 
And  if  tlie  ;.'irl'«  tlie  proper  cort  and  you  do  Just  what  you  ought, 

Why  iheie  you  are,  tiiere  you  are,  tkere  you  urel 

Before  he  left  he  told  ine  he  wa?  going  to  a  ball, 
Aiid  promised  one  day  in  the  v.cek  upon  me  he  would  call; 
IW  there  esj)ected  he  would  meet  of  girls  a  eseore  or  eo. 
And  now  he  got  on  with  Itieltl  lie  was  then  to  let  nie  know. 

Spokes— When  he  came  he  taid.  a  nice  thinj;  you've  done  for  me.  I  paid 
how,  i.e  said  through  doing  as  you  told  me.  '1  said  well  what  did  you  do?  He 
replied: 

CUORL'8. 

I  saw  a  lady,  I  ro*e  my  cadie, 

I  went  like  this  and  then  I  did  a  wink; 
I  said  your  tasty,  very  ta^ty, 

Tlieii  proposed  adjoiiruiuj;  for  a  drink, 
But  she  was  stuck  up  and  turned  her  nose  up. 

And  tried  to  look  as  thou;{ii  she  were  a  saint, 
I  did  just  wliat  1  thouiilit,  but  she  wahii't  quite  my  sort, 

t>o  tiiere  jou  ain't,  llieie  you  ain't,  there  you  ain't. 

Our  friendship's  broken  up,  this  morn  a  letter  to  ine  came 
Which  cays  for  liis  misfortunes  that  I  am  alone  to  blame; 
He  ?-a\s  tlirou^h  takint;  my  advice  he  has  been  '•  had  "  a  treat. 
And  so  he  thinks  it  best  tliat  wc  ae  strangers  now  should  meet. 

Spokes— There  '.a  a  postscript  to  the  letter,  with  these  words: 

ClIORL'S. 

I  did  my  duty,  said  you're  a  beauty, 

1  asked  tier  who'd  been  doitini;  both  her  eyes, 
I  thouirhr  to  please  her,  so  tried  to  squeeze  her, 

iiiit  cciuldn't,  for  the  girl  was  sucli  &  size; 
I  said.  111  treat  you  when  1  meet  you. 

And  then  she  went  ri<;ht  clean  off  in  a  faint. 
But  the  <rame  it  didn't  pay,  so  allow  me  just  to  pay. 

There  you  aiu't,  there  you  ain't,  iliere  you  ain't. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  aent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  thisand  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehninn,  130  Park 

llow,  New  York  City.    I'ostuge  ijtainps  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda. 

Vertes  by  Eiullj  a  Oakley.    Mu.sic  by  WiU  U.  Veith, 

♦        A  eong  of  my  darlins;  who  came  thronch  the  meadow. 

Willi  bonny  brown  hair  and  her  kirtle  of  red; 
The  sunHhine  she  biou^ht  with  her  stole  throui;h  my  shadow. 

And  sweet  to  my  ear  were  the  words  that  she  said. 
And  sweet  to  my  ear  were  the  words  that  she  uaid. 

She  Rave  me  a  flower  she  wore  in  her  bosom. 
And  violets  not  half  so  blue  its  her  eyes. 

Down  deep  in  my  soul  they  iminortaliy  blossom, 
I  read  her  warm  heart  in  their  fairy  disguise. 

She  gave  me  a  tlower  she  wore  in  her  oosoiu. 
And  violets  not  half  so  blue  as  het  eyes; 

l>.iwn  deep  in  my  soul  they  immortally  blossom,  ' . 

1  read  her  fond  bean  iu  their  fairy  disgiuse. 

She  makes  no  pretei'CC  of  undying  devotion; 

ller  love,  by  her  showin<:,  is  lleetin*;  as  dew; 
Sii*' lau;:h>.  at  my  cnnstaiicy,  yet,  I've  a  liolion. 

She's  irmr  than  many  who  boa«t  themselves  true. 
She's  truer  tliaii  many  who  boast  themselves  true. 

ll<-r  chiding  i*  swi  cK-r  than  olliers'  caressing; 
She  leads  me  at  w  ill  by  a  thread  she  doth  holu; 

The  least  lillle  tnueli  of  her  hand  is  a  blessing, 
And  a  kiss  of  my  darling  is  better  than  gold. 

Her  chiding  is  sweeier  iluiii  olhers' caressing; 
She  leads  meat  will  by  a  thread  she  doili  hold; 

The  least  little  touch  of  her  hand  is  a  bli'ssitig. 
And  a  kias  of  my  darling  is  better  than  gold. 


SO    DID    I. 

Copyright,  18'J0,  by  Willis  Woodward  4  Co. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tins  and  hmv  two  other  Sunga  fur  One  liollar,  by  11.  .1.  Wehinuii,  12.)  1  ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    l'oi<tage  Stamps  taken  Haiiie  us  caiUi  for  all  our  goods. 


MY    MOTHER^S    BIRTHDAY. 

Copyright.  1890,  by  I.  Krocb  and  Duve  lUnaldo. 


Tlif  Woifls  and  Musio  of  tills  Song  w  III  lie  sent  to  any  ad<lres.«,  post-pild,  on  rerelpt  of  10 

leats;  ur  thisund  aiiv  twootli<T  Songs  forOiif  l>»ll»f,  h.v  11.  J.  Wehnian,  l:K>  I'ark 

Itow,  New  York  city.     Po.->utge  Siiiiii|iH  taken  suiiil'  un  ell.'^ll  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  I.  Ki\m-Iu    Music  by  Dave  Itinaldo. 


Words  and  Music  by  Joe  Hurt. 


A  friend  of  mine  went  to  the  race  and  had  a  jolly  time. 

So  did  I.  so  did  I; 
lie  bet  his  niouey  on  a  horse  upon  a  dead-sure  tip, 

S.I  dill  I,  so  did  I; 
A  b(Kik-niaker  had  told  liiin  that  he  knew  the  horse  would  wlu. 
So  he  qnicivly  forced  himself  into  the  belting-ring, 
Aud  With  tliut  very  man  he  bet -he  bet  witli  all  his  vim. 
So  did  I,  so  did  I. 

Choucs. 
So  did  I,  so  did  I— 
I  thonght  iiini  a  pet.  but  he's  running  yet; 
1  turued  l)ale  as  a  ghost,  he  got  left  af  tiie  post. 
My  friend  got  a  roast,  so  did  I. 

A  little  g.imc  of  poker,  oh,  the  other  night  he  played. 

So  did  I,  so  did  I; 

The  limit  was  away  up  high,  but  in  that  game  he  stayed, 

So  did  I.  so  did  I; 
Every  ptiiny  that  he  had  lie  lost,  just  like  a  simple  cawk; 
He  liadii't  even  car-far. ,  and  with  rage  lie  couldn't  talk; 
To  his  boarding-house,  three  miles  away,  through  mud  he  had  to  walk. 
So  did  I,  so  did  I. 

Chorus. 
So  did  I,  so  did  I— 
A  car  I  efjiied— of  course,  could  not  ride; 
Oh,  his  shoes  they  were  thin,  and  it  rained  hard  as  sin, 
He  got  wet  to  the  skin,  so  did  I. 

He  went  in  a  saloon  the  other  night  to  get  a  drink, 

SodidI,  Hodid  I; 
He  did  not  have  a  p«-iiny  so  he  gave  the  boss  the  wink, 

Ko  did  I,  so  did" I; 
lie  was  a  great  big  fellow,  of  that  there  is  no  denying; 
He  tried  to  smooth  It  over,  but  he  felt  much  more  like  crying, 
Wheu  the  boss  he  quickly  grablied  hiin,  thro'  the  window  he  went  flying. 
So  did  I,  eo  did  1. 

Chorus. 
So  did  I,  so  did  I; 
He  had  hardly  dropped,  was  seized  by  a  cop; 
Tlie  itation-house  near,  ai;d  the  judge  he  was  queer, 
He  got  just  a  year,  so  aid  I. 


There's  a  day  that  I  cherish  far  dearer  than  life 

Since  the  time  lliat  I  was  a  small  boy: 
The  coming  <if  it  thrills  me  o'er  with  delight. 

For  me  there  is  no  greater  joy. 
Oh,  I  love  it  so  dear,  and  it  comes  once  a  year, 

With  the  lilooni  of  the  flowers  in  Mav; 
The  birds  in  tiie  trees  warble  sweet  melodies 

At  the  break  of  my  mother's  birthday. 

Cuoiics. 
My  mother's  birthday,  my  happiest  day. 
In  iny  lieart  it  will  ever  hold  sway; 
All  life  seems  so  gay,  all  my  cares  pass  away, 
On  my  silv'ry-haired  mother's  birthday. 

I  can  picture  her  face  on  the  pillow  eo  white. 

As  into  her  room  I  would  peeji; 
Uh,  w  hat  untold  bliss  I'd  derive  from  the  kiss 

\\  ith  which  I'd  awake  her  from  sleep. 
She  smiled  on  me  sweetly,  while  her  eyes  filled  with  lore. 

And  then,  clasping  me  to  her,  she'd  say: 
God  bless  you.  my  son,  you  are  always  the  one  ,•' 

To  remember  your  mother's  birlliday.— Cuorus.     x 


// 


Come  and  Meet  Me,  Rosa,  Darling. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 

The  Words  and  Musk- of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  |M>«t-fiald,  on  receipt  of 
ceut.i;  or  thisand  any  I  wo  other  KoiigHforoiie  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Weliinan,  ISO  I'ark 
Kow,  New  Yolk  City,     foslage  htaiiipstakeusaiiieasuash  for  all  ourgouds. 
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Written  by  5?aniuel  N.  MitchtU.    Coinix>i«.d  by  WlUmni  A.  Huntley. 

Come  and  meet  me,  IJosa,  darling,  w  hen  tlie  evening  shadows  fall,  '■ 

I'll  be  waiting  near  the  urbor  by  the  lonely  garden-wall. 
Come  when  moonlight  softly  glimmers  llirough  the  tops  of  yonder  trees. 
And  the  valley's  fragrance  mingles  with  the  gentle  evening  urceze. 

CnoKi:8. 
Come  and  meet  me,  Itosa,  darling,  when  the  evcidng'.s  shadows  fall, 
I'll  be  waiting  near  tlie  arbor  liy  tiie  lonely  garden-wall. 

There  I'll  tell  you,  Rosa,  darling,  while  the  merry  crickets  sing, 

How  I  fondly  love  you,  dearest,  and  the  joy  your  glances  bring; 

There  I'll  offer  tenner  kisses  to  those  lips  of  n>sy  hue, 

While  the  purest  love-light  sparkles  iu  your  hazel  eyes  so  true.— Chobits, 


—Eli:  "This  steak  is  awful."  Jess:  "Then,  why  diil  you  eat 
it?  "     Eli:  "  To  keep  it  from  Iniing  made  iuto  hash." 

—Giles:  "  It  seems  dreiidfiilly  extravagant  to  go  to  such  an  cx- 
pen.sive  tailor."  l)u  Jinks:  "  What  coultl  I  do?  He  was  the  only 
one  who  would  trust  me."     

— An  Iowa  farmer,  who  believed  in  having  two  strings  to  his 
bow,  put  up  in  his  garden  this  sign:  "Boys,  don't  touch  these 
melons,  for  they  are  green  and  God  sees  you." 


» 
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THERE   ARE   NO   ANGEL   MEN. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Fr&uk  Ilardinfr- 


1  Tlie  Words  and  Miisic  of  this  Soiif;  will  bo  Hont  to  any  nddrees,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
■'  or  this  and  any  two  other  Stmcs  for  One  l>ollur,  by  il.  J.  WVhnian,  VM  I'arli 

I  New  York  City.    ToBtoge  Staiiiiis  taken  saiue  ati  ca^h  tor  all  our  tcoods. 

J  tten  and  Composed  for  and  Sunff  by  Miss  Nellie  Parker. 


'Tis  said,  ore  since  this  world  began,  when  beautiful  youncr  girle  die 
Just  liUc  a  swan  ihey  grow  hirge  wings  and  fly  up  to  the  sky; 
Hilt  all  the  men,  the  poor,  dear  n;en,  'liB  said  they  go  below;       ..  '.  " ; 
If  that  be  true,  what  we  shall  du  I  atu  sure  I  do  not  Ivuuw. 

CUORUS. 

Say,  girle,  what  shall  we  do  in  the  beautiful  realms  above? 
There  will  be  no  nice  young  uieu  for  us  to  fondle  and  love; 
We  shall  all  have  to  sleep  on  the  clouds,  won't  it  be  awful  then? 
We'll  all  have  to  tarry,  we  never  cau  marry,  there  are  uo  angel  men. 

Won't  it  be  dreadful  dull,  dear  girls,  no  lovers  to  take  us  out 

To  party,  ball,  or  music-hall  and  pay  for  bottled  stout? 

No  one  to  tell  us  fairy  tales  and  fill  ns  with  delight? 

No  one  to  take  us  for  a  trip  and  miss  the  U-aiu  at  night.— Chouup. 

Then  we  will  have  no  clothes  to  wear— won't  wc  look  awfully  queer 
A-flving  about  from  cloud  to  cloud  in  night-gowns  down  to  liere? 
We'll  never  drink  chainpugne  again,  old  Scotch,  or  mountain  dew;      . 
And  never  have  a  gentle  tqneeze,  whatever  shall  we  do?— Chobls. 


THE     DUFF  E  Y  S .         < 

Copyright,  18JU,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

Tlie  VVordB  and  Music  of  thin  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  jiaid,  on  i-eceipt  of  i  ■ 

c«nl«,  or  this  mid  any  twu  oilier  8i>ii,f8  fur  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  M  iliiiian,  13D  i'ark 

Uow,  New  Yvrk  city,    fotstaice  bt^'nps  taken  aaiuea^  cash  for  uli  our  troodg. 


AMERICANS    G-OLDEN    ROD. 

Copyi-ight,  1890,  by  OUver  Diteon  Company. 

i'he  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  lie  sent  t<>  any  addres!:,  po«t-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  t«o  otlier  S<iii;fs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehniaii,  130  i'a'- 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Staiii|^«j  taken  name  as  caKh  for  all  our  goods. 

WordsbyC.  Thomas  Du  vail.    Miltsic  by  U  M.  StuIUt. 


ords  and  Music  by  Loren  Bragdon. 


I  will  tell  you  of  the  Duffe5's,  of  their  fum'ly  great  and  small: 

They  caiue  over  from  old  Ireland  ten  years  ago  lant  fall; 

There  was  Mimer  and  Mrs.  Diiflfey,  and  their  children  by  the  score. 

And  they  brought  with  them  Mary  Ann  McCaun,  old  Duffey's  mother-in-law; 

There  was  Mike,  there  was  Dan,  there  was  Susan  Ann  McCiill, 

And  don't  forget  the  billy-goat  that  lives  upon  the  hill; 

lie  came  f I oni  a  good  old  family,  from  the  aristocracy,  v    , 

And  old  DuflEey  keeps  this  billy-goat  for  respectability,  /  ;    , 

CUOKUS.  ; 

Now  listen  to  this  little  tale,  of  the  Duffeys  I  will  sing; 
There  was  Mike,  there  was  Dan,  there  was  Susan  Ann  McGill; 
And  don't  forget  the  billy-goat  that  lives  upon  the  hill; 
He  came  from  a  good  old  family,  from  the  Irish  'locracy. 
And  old  Duffey  koejie  this  billy-goat  for  respectability. 

When  old  Diiffey  first  came  over  be  practiced  on  the  hod. 
And  he  said  that  rather  than  work  like  that  he'd  be  planted  under  the  sod; 
So  he  thought  he'd  ctart  a  restaurant  on  the  European  plan. 
And  he  to<)k  in  partnership  with  him  his  moiher-in-law  SlcCann; 
He  took  Mike,  he  took  Dan,  he  took  Susan  Ann  McGill,  ,'     , 

As  waiters  in  the  restaurant  that  stood  upon  the  hill; 
When  he'd  got  in  all  his  family,  he  says  1  think  they'll  do, 
}  Aud  he  evcu  took  the  billy-goat  to  mai^e  an  Irish  sU;\v.— Cuobub. 

J  Now  old  Diiffey  made  a  fortune  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 

1  And  he  built  himself  a  great  big  house  that  almost  toiiciied  the  sky;  ',-  • 

i  lie  had  rooms  from  top  to  bottom,  furnished  in  the  latent  style; 

j  He  bought  Mary  Ann  a  piano  that  cost  a  great  big  pile;  , 

1  Mister  .Mike.  Mister  Dan,  even  Susan  Ann  McGill, 

i  Were  all  elected  Aldermen  by  the  big  folks  on  the  hill; 

J  Anil  old  Duffy  w.as  elected  Mayor  wid  McUann,  who  was  so  smart; 

J  And  they  hail  for  a  coat-of-arms  the  goat  upon  their  Sunday  cart.— Chorits. 


There's  a  bright  little  flower  that  blooms  in  our  land, 

Adorning  our  mountains  and  leas. 
The  emiilem  of  liberty,  proudly  it  stands, 

And  gracefully  waves  in  the  breeze. 
It  blooms  for  all  classes,  no  more  for  the  great 

Tiian  the. toilers  who  wearily  plod; 
'Tis  the  flower  that  Injst  represents  freedom's  etate- 

Ameiictt'u  own  golden  rod. 

'  Chorus.  ,  '        . 

■   Let  Prance  sing  the  praise  of  the  lily, 
Aud  England  the  charms  of  the  rose; 
Let  each  nation  boast  the  flower  loved  most. 

We  envy  no  emblem  that  blows. 
More  dear  than  the^roudest  of  flowers 

That  grow  on  nature's  green  eod. 
Is  the  bright  yellow  plume  of  our  ever-lovcd  bloom, 
America's  golden  rod. 

All  over  Columbia's  wide-spreading  domain 

The  golden  rod  raises  its  plume; 
The  broad  plains  of  Texas,  the  bleak  hills  of  Maine, 

Alike  are  nnide  bright  with  it*  blcMun. 
On  mountains  and  meadows,  by  forests  and  strcami, 

Wherever  man's  footsteps  ha\e  trod; 
Detiant,  erect  our  proud  banner  gleams, 

America's  own  golden  rod.— Cuqiius.  . 

The  plumes  of  our  emblem  they  wave  ever  free. 

Yet  none  from  the  main  stem  are  rent: 
So  our  Slates  cluster  'round  in  a  Arm  unity 

On  the  stem  of  our  firm  government. 
Thus  true  to  our  mono  of  "many  in  one," 

'i'riumphaiit  it  waves  o'er  the  s<hI; 
The  fairest  of  flowers  'neath  liberty's  sun, 

America's  own  goldeu  rod.— CuoBL's. 


MINNEHAHA. 

Copyright,  188i,  by  O.  Ditson  &  Company,  Boston. 


Tlje  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonft  will  be  sent  to  any  addess.  post-uaid,  on  receijit  of  10 
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Words  and  Music  by  O.  Ormsby  CltU'k. 


We're  Glad  to  Hear  the  News. 

Copyright,  lft90,  by  WDlis  Woodward  &  Co.  . 


Tho  Woiil?  nnd  Music  of  this  Song  will  bo  sent  to  .my  .•vddresw,  fK>st-i>aid,  on  receipt  of ; 

cents;  or  tiiis  ainl  any  two  oiher  Soiiffs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  w eliinan,  \M  I'ark 

Itow,  New  Y^ork  city.    PosUnje  SUiiiips  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  gooilg. 


Words  and  Music-  by  Joe  Halt. 


My  name  is  Minnehaha,  Minnehaha, 

Tho' the  pale-faces  call  me  Laughing  Water; 
And  merrily  I  take  my  canoe  upon  the  lake. 

For  you  see  1  am  the  chieftain's  daughter 

Refrain.  . 

My  name  is  Miune,  Minne,  Minnehaha, 

lla-ha-ha-hu,  ha-ha-ha-ha. 
And  merrily  1  sing  as  my  bark -canoe  I  swing 

Up  aiul  down  the  silver  waters  of  the  Waha. 

When  thro'  the  pines  the  moon  is  brightly  beaming, 
Aud  the  little  stars  are  winking  and  a-biiiiking; 

Oh.  'tis  then  1  ply  my  oar,  pulling  bravely  from  the  shore, 
To  watch  the  mountain-deer  as  they  are  drinking.— ItKFRAUt. 

I  listen  to  the  breezes  'mong  the  branches. 

See  them  swinging,  see  how  they're  swaying. 
And  I  hear  the  robins  red  singing  gaily  overhead, 

While  in  the  wood  the  squirrels  all  are  playing.— Rkfrain. 

I  waken  with  the  merry  birds  of  morning, 

1  linger  by  the  silver-flowing  founUiin; 
Aud  singing  all  the  day,  for  my  heart  is  light  and  gay— 

I  wander  to  and  fro  along  the  mountain.— Ueprain. 

My  name  is  Minnehaha,  Minnehaha, 
Tho'  the  pale-faces  call  me  Laughing  Water — 

I'm  a  merry,  laughing  maid  of  the  mountaiu  and  the  glade. 
For  you  see  I  am  the  chieftain's  daughter.— Ketbaui. 


Ue  Gospel  preacher,  Ilenry  Brown,  is  gwine  to  wed  to-day. 

We're  glad  to  heiir  de  news; 
The  colored  population  will  be  thar  in  grand  array. 

We're  glaa  to  hear  de  news. 
Miss  Ann  Eliza  Brackson  is  de  lady  he's  to  wed,      . ';  , 

We're  glad  to  hear  lie  news: 
Shi's  very  highly  educated,  'least  I've  heard  it  said. 

We're  glad  to  near  de  news. 

'•,:•;',;..-'  Chorus.  '.•'.'     v'—" 

I)e  church-bells  will  he  ringing,  de  darkies  will  be  winging, 

De  little  children  eingiiig,  to  drive  away  the  blues; 
De  old  church-gate  a-creaking,  de  little  sheep  a-bleating. 

To  welcome  masea's  wedding-day,  we're  glad  to  hear  ue  news. 

Dere's  gwine  to  be  a  wedding  feast  of  possum,  cake  and  wine. 

We're  glsid  to  hear  de  news; 
De  darkies  dey  will  light  on  it  like  bees  In  Summer  time. 

We're  glad  to  hear  de  news. 
Ole  Ebeuezer  Clay  will  call  de  figgcrs  at  de  ball. 

We're  glad  to  hear  de  news; 
And  razors  will  be  left  at4ioiiie,  dey  won't  be  uaed  at  all. 

We're  glad  to  hear  de  news.— Chorus. 


A  Mother  Is  a  Mother  After  All. 

^-  ::■'.•  ^  ■■-' 

Th-  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  iKwt-paid,  on  receipt  of  lo 
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A  mother's  heart  is  ever  affectionate  and  true. 
And  naught  but  death  can  sever  the  love  she  feels  for  you. 
The  world,  tho'  cold  and  dreary,  breaks  not  that  aacred  tie; 
Her  voice  is  always  cheery,  to  save  you  she  would  die. 

Chorus. 

A  mother  is  a  mother;  she  grieves  at  your  downfall; 
She  lovee  as  can  uo  other,  site's  a  mother  after  all. 


Though  you  may  not  be  living  a  life  upright  aud  pure. 

Her  8we«t  soul  is  forgivinsr,  and  she  will  wrongs  endure. 

Tou'll  never  find  another  so  brave,  so  kind,  so  dear. 

As  she  whom  you  cull  mother,  then  strive  her  life  to  cheer.— Cbobl's. 
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caEoaHAiNr,  the  qander 
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Tlif  Woi-di 

vent^:  ur  tliiM  nud  au^' 
itow.  New  York  Lity, 


Words  by  J.  Joi<ri>h  Oooawin.    Mutdc  by  U.  II.  JuJHiSc-n. 

The  Dooley'H,  wlu-ii  moving,  were  very  iinkiut!, 
Tlioy  left  their  poor  traiiiler  iu  iiiis'ry  lieliiiul; 
"Twtts  cliri^teiK'il  O'Oeogliaii,  a  reiil  Irisli  iinme; 
liefiile!^  beiu>„'  bliud,  tlie  |)<K>r  bini  wim  lame. 
The  l^ioley'H  now  ^oiie,  the  Mcsorley's  moved  In. 
'•HeL'ail."  eaiil  tlie  tjumler,  "  i'ii  j,'et  rid  of  tiiiiu; 
The  divil  a  Mac  now,  whatever  liis  aj;e, 
_!jUall  feed  on  an  U"  stuffed  with  ouionit  aud  sagol  " 

Ciioiius. 

In  and  our  the  house  at  nisjtit,  O'tJeosihan  lie  would  liiiip, 
AVitli  hi!<  liis>siiig  and  hi;*  ^'obbliii>;  and  his  ciiriotiK  uiiiip, 
Ife  t<ci  the  nei:{lil)ors  crazy,  and  they  all  will  tell  you  thia. 
That  UCieoi^hau  wa»  u  daudy,  with  his  hiee.  Lies,  hitn. 

The  JIacs  gave  a  party,  it  wa.«r»"t  revealed 

O'(;eo'.;liau  was  under  the  Sofa  concealed; 

Tim  1-auau  starts  siuginrj,  "Oh:  give  me  a  ki?s!  " 

Wlien  there  started  front  under  the  sofa  a  hi!»s. 

*'  Who";,  hiiiisingj  "  eays  Fa<;an;  '•  That's  yo.i,  Ulinky  Duim!  " 

"  You  lie.  Tim,"  pays  Bliuky— (hat**  how  it  begun; 

Wliiie  |>()or  Mrs.  Fa'f^au  for  mercy  did  bfj;, 

The  gander  just  gave  her  a  uip  iu  the  leg. 

Chorus. 

In  aud  out  the  house  that  ni^ht  tlipy  pounded  Blinky  Dunn, 
When  0'Geo;;han  hi.-<sed  and  Kobhltd,  then  the  crowd  did  riiu; 
They'd  t-uieiy  niurdeil'd  Blinky  if  it  hadn't  been  for  thi.-*, 
That  O'Ueughan  saved  his  mutton  with  his  hiss,  hiss,  liiss. 

Then 'all  that  was  left  of  thetn  started  to  shout, 
"  For  (iod's  sake,  McSoriey,  why  don't  you  move  out? 
And,  while  they  all  helped  liim  to  pack  up  his  things, 
0'(.ieo>;haii  kept  hissing  antl  flapping  his  wings. 
Tht;  liouse  is  now  empty,  but  one  who  was  bold 
Looked  in  through  the  shutter,  'twas  this  that  he  told: 
*•  There's  hissiug  and  gobbling  all  over  the  place," 
Aiid  the  ghost  of  U'Geoghan  looked  hiui  iu  tlie  face. 

CUORCS. 

In  and  out  the  house  at  night  the  ghost  is  seen  to  litnp, 
%Villi  his  hissing  aud  his  gobbliIl^  and  his  curious  gimp. 
Uh,  now  the  place  is  haunted,  ami  they  will  all  tell  you  this, 
Tluit  U'Gcoghau  is  a  phantom  w  ith  bis  hiss,  hiss,  hiss. 


MY    MOTHER'S    MOTTO: 


y 


)A    KIND    WORD     GOES    A    GOOD 
WAYS,    AFTER    ALL. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Monroe  H.  Rosenfeld. 


Vl. 


/.h!  fondly  I  remember,  iu  the  days  of  long  ago. 

The  faces  and  the  scenes  I  lov<u  so  well; 
The  ccnile  words  of  mother,  breathed  iu  accents  soft  and  low. 

Thai  in  my  iienrt  forever  silent  dwell. 
"  Whene'er  in  life  you  wander  and  are  tempff  d  ou  your  way. 
Be  uprl<,'ht,  lad,  and  honest,  and  never  go  astray; 
Let  never  a  word  of  anger  from  your  lips  in  passion  fall  — 
"  A  kind  word  goes  a  good  ways,  after  all." 

(,'HORfi«. 

'Twas  the  motto  of  my  mother,  be  kind  to  one  another. 

Upon  life's  way  to  totter,  rise  or  fall. 
Thix  maxim  bear  in  mind,  t^ome  day  you'll  surely  find 

That  a  kind  word  giKS  a  ways,  after  all. 

Dow  often  in  my  wand'rings  have  I  paused  upon  the  way. 

And  seen  my  fri'Mids  or  neighbors  meet  iu  strife; 
And  heard  the  word.-*  of  piisrsioii  that  withlu  their  hearts  held  sway. 

As  each  in  haired  sought  the  other's  life. 
I've  seen  the  uleaniliig  weapon,  by  a  brother  held  on  high. 
And  heard  thu  cry  for  mercy,  and  saw  the  victim  die; 
When,  ah,  that  gentle  motto  of  my  uiother  I'd  recall: 
"  A  kind  word  goes  a  good  ways,  after  all."— C'uorl's. 

How  often  will  a  uentle  word  some  erring  child  reclaim. 

And  guide  her  back  to  home  an<l  friends  so  dear; 
Ilow  often  will  its  kindliner^s  remove  from  guilt  or  shame 

The  human  soul  that  on  the  brink  is  near. 
So  speak  it  gently  ever,  as  life's  weary  way  you  wend, 
Unto  a  fallen  brother,  a  sisti^r  or  a  friend; 
Wherever  you  may  wander,  ah,  this  motto  still  recall: 
"'  A  kind  word  goes  a  good  ways,  after  all."'— CliOKt'3. 


■■•-•► 


— One  ^larriage  a  Success. — Wise  Father  (to  ranrritKi  son): 
"  You  are  liviu^  very  nicely,  I  see;  but  are  you  saving  any 
money?  "  Whe  Sou  (wliisperiug):  "  Yes,  but  don't  tell  iny  wife." 
—H.  Y.  Wtelly.  s  :      , 


When  I  Get  to  Be  a  Man  Like  Pa. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  B.  IL  Jansseu. 


A  little  girl  and  little  boy  I  heard  in  the  street  one  day- 
He  told  her  this  w  ith  a  merry  laugh,  as  they  both  sat  there  at  play: 
'Fore  lonu'  I  think  Ull  leave  my  house,  my  sister  and  my  Ma, 
I'll  have  a  house  all  by  myself,  when  1  get  to  Ih'  a  man  like  Pa; 
Ull  have  a  horse  and  a  uagon,  too,  I'll  make  .Sam  Jones  feel  aN^ful  blue; 
If  he  has  a  wife,  wliy  I'll  have  two,  when  I  get  to  be  a  man  like  I'a. 

I'll  go  out  to  the  club  each  night  and  I  wont  come  home  till  three; 
I'll  paint  the  town  a  tlery  red.  all  the  boye  Ull  inke  with  me; 
I'll  tell  my  wife  I  missed  the  train,  I've  heard  that  told  to  Ma, 
It  worked  so  well,  I'll  do  the  same,  when  I  get  to  be  a  man  like  Pa! 
I'll  s|>end  i:iy  money  like  a  Hash  and  always  l)e  out  on  the  nmsh; 
Iu  "  eiussiety''  I'll  cut  a  dash,  when  I  got  to  be  a  man  like  Pa. 

A  typewriter,  too,  I'm  going  to  have,  and  as  handsome  as  can  be; 

rilpay  hei  llfiy  doPiirs  a  week  aud  take  her  out  with  me; 

I'll  tiike  her  out  to  luiich  each  day,  unkuowu,  of  course,  to  Ma; 

I'll  treat  her  better  than  my  wife,  wheu  I  get  to  be  a  man  like  Pa. 

She'll  tK'  my  darling.  i>e  my  |H>t,  and  what  she  wants,  wliy,  of  c<>un»c.  111  get; 

Uhl  I'll  be  a  regular  blood,  you  bet,  wheu  I  get  to  be  a  man  like  Pa. 

I'll  make  a  "  bluff"  I'm  worth  a  mine,  when  I  don't  posses*  a  brick; 

I'll  have  a  iiome  just  like  a  kiuti's,  aud  I'll  furnish  it  on  "  li'k;  " 

And  when  the  due  bills  come  around.  I  II  let  them  worry  !il.'i; 

I'll  •■  hang  up''  every  one  I  know,  when  I  gel  to  b«-  a  niau  liue  Pa; 

111  move  each  luonth,  aud  so,  you  see,  I'll  have  a  "cinch"  and  live  rent  free; 

I'll  be  as  "  slick"  as  1  cau  be,  w  hen  I  get  to  b«  u  man  like  i'a. 


I 


I' 


*  pl.iy  the  races"  every  day  on  tips  that  always  lose; 
I'll  be  all  smiles  down  at  the  truck,  but  come  hoiue  null  the  "blues;" 
I'll  blow  my  money  in  on  cards,  but  not  one  cent  on  Ma: 
I'll  puss  oil  as  a  single  man,  .vhen  I  get  to  l>e  a  man  liko  Pa; 
I'll  buy  a  "  place"  and  buy  a  "  straight"  on  the  horse  that  always  comes  in  late. 
And  come  home  iu  a  happy  state,  when  1  get  to  l>e  a  miiu  like  Pu. 


<•-•-»- 
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MADELINE.    I 

Copyright.  1888,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 
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40, 


Words  and  Music  by  C.  A.  White. 


Madeline,  I  think  of  thee  while  bitter  tears  they  flow; 
1  love  you  as  1  would  lie  loved  and  stili  you  l)!d  m;-  i:o. 
Joy  was  mine  wlien  ttrst  we  met,  oh,  aii^el  of  my  heait. 
Oh,  Madeline,  say  'tis  not  true  that  we  forev.r  must  parti 
Ah,  Madeline,  say  'tis  not  true  that  we  forever  must  part! 

Years  liave  passed.  I've  travelled  far,  I  could  not  bejir  the  ]>ain; 
I  would  forijet  that  e'er  we  met,  alas,  'tis  all  in  vain! 
Si^hinir  winds,  o'er  lan<l  or  sea,  will  ever  breathe  thy  name. 
Oh,  M.ideliiie,  alas,  farewell!  thy  love  was  cold  and  vain.. 
Oh,  Madeline,  alas,  farewell!  oh,  Madeline,  farewell,  farewell! 


CLANCY    WASN'T    IN    IT. 

CopjHght,  laso,  by  T.  B.  Harms  ACo. 


The  Words  and  5Iustc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  aiUlrens,  poM-naid,  on  re»-eipt  of  40 
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Wcliinun,  130  I'ark 
I'uslage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  B.  H.  Jan!<.«;n. 


I'll  ne'er  forget  the  day  I  saw  Pat  C;iancy  playing  ball. 

The  day  was  line,  but  very  hot,  the  crowd  was  rather  small; 

Pat  won  the  toss  and  took  the  bat,  the  other  side  ueiit  out: 

And  then  the  greatest  ga  tie  l)egan  that's  been  played  hereatwut; 

As  Clancy  «as  an  amateur,  had  never  playt-d  a  game. 

He  couldn't  leil  a  "  ball  "  from  "strike,"  lie  thought  them  both  thesaoM; 

lie  only  played  one  inning  and  that  one  was  with  reg.-el; 

Ue  weut  home  ou  a  strett  uer  aud  I  haveu't  seen  him  yet. 

CUORCS. 

Clancy  wasn't  In  it  from  the  very  start; 
Ue  tliought  the  game  was  easy,  but  it  broke  his  heart; 
He'll  never  play  a  game  aeain,  ou  that  I'd  like  to  bet; 
The  way  they  laid  him  out  that  day  he  won't  forget. 

He  took  the  bat  into  his  hand,  the  ball  shot  quickly  by— 

"  Strike  OIK',"  tlie  umpire  loudly  cried,  but  Clancy  said,  "  You  liel  " 

I  never  struck  the  ball  at  all,  don't  try  those  tricks  on  me; 

Ull  let  you  know  just  when  I  strike,  send  on  the  ball  to  me; 

lie  stoiKl  ther^.ilh  iiplilteil  bat,  the  ball  came  like  a  shot. 

And  sirucit  pl^Tc'lancy  in  the  face,  he  fell  down  on  the  s})ot; 

He  lay  like  dead  for  quite  a  wliile,  Imt  just  as  he  "  came  to," 

And  sadly  asked  the  umpire,  "  I  suppose  that  was  strike  two?  "— Chobcs. 

At  last  he  really  stmck  the  Iwll,  and  darted  for  the  base; 

He  went  so  fast  he  tripistd  and  fell,  but  reache<l  it  on  his  face. 

Now,  Clancy,  when  he  hits  the  ball,  you  run  and  never  stop; 

And  when  you  get  near  second-base,  land  on  it  with  a  flop!  "    ' 

The  ball  was  liit,  and  'twas  a  foul,  but  Clancy  didn't  care; 

He  ran  like  mad  and  gave  a  jump,  then  sailei  down  thiough  the  air; 

He  knocked  the  basemau  oil  hie  feet,  thev  botli  fell  in  a  heap; 

And  Clancy's  clothes  were  all  iu  rags,  while  he  was  "  knockea  to  sleep." — Cko. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  H.  Woodhouae. 

In  a  neat  litile  cabin  far  o'er  on  tlic  liillfido, 

Over  ill  Wlclilow,  ft  widow  doos  dwi-ll; 
But  not  all  alone,  for  a  colleen  lives  with  her. 

The  sweetheart  of  one  whom  they  both  loved  80  well; 
It  was  not  for  treason  lie  left  his  own  country. 

But  to  better  his  lot,  to  briuif  comfort  and  joy; 
An(l  whenever  the  neigl'.borc  inquire  if  he's  living, 

With  tears  iu  her  eyes  ohe  wih  speak  of  her  boy. 

Cuoui*. 
He's  cone  to  the  land  where  they  pave  the  streets  with  money. 

Where  freedom  and  frieiidHliip  their  Hajjs  they  do  unfurl; 
And  when  he's  rich  my  boy,  1  Uiiow  my  darling  honey  will  return 

To  !i.9  mother  and  the  pick  of  Irish  girls— his  pick  of  Iristi  girls. 

Each  meal-time  his  arm-chair  is  placed  near  the  tabic. 

As  if  file  expecied  her  boy  comini;  home; 
The  flipiHTS  he  wore  iire  placed  down  by  the  fender, 

Forsettin^  awhile  that  heV  far  o'er  the  foam; 
Iler  iniiid  is  quite  alisetil  from  watching  and  v>aitiiig; 

The  positman's  rat-lat  can  alone  make  her  start, 
And  when  she  has  read  the  conleuts  of  his  letter, 

tjiUe  sings  and  tlieu  presses  it  close  to  her  heart.— CuoRCS. 

He  thinks  of  the  colleen  he  left  in  old  Ireland, 

The  tears  of  pure  love  to  his  eyes  often  start; 
He  wors^hips  the  soil  thai  beloiijrs  to  hin  Ireland, 

And  jrrieves  when  he  thinks  of  his  mother's  sad  heart; 
The  tlioiighf  of  reiiirniiiK  will  oft  help  to  cheer  him; 

From  nu>rning  till  iii^lit  at  his  labor  he's  seen. 
And  often  he'll  miirniur  w  hen  any  one's  near  liim. 

May  Ciod  keep  my  mother  and  Irish  collecu.— C'Hoaus. 
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By  C.  A.  White. 


Soft  and  low  I  heard  them  singing. 

And  I  saw  tiie  anirels,  too. 
And  I  heard  the  gate-lnlls  ringing. 

As  I  to  them  nearer  drew. 
Oh,  gently,  Lord,  oh,  ^'eiitly  lead  U8  thro'  this  lonely  vale  of  tears. 
Come  all  that's  weary,  I'm  not  forsaken; 

I'm  not  doubtiiif,'  nor  forsaken— only  tired. 
Say,  am  I  dreaniiusj  faint  liopes  are  ijleamiiii;; 

I'm  not  doubting;  nor  forsaken— only  tired. 

Like  a  droam  came  o'er  me  etcaling— 

Ah:  (liv  ine,  oh.  rapturous  bliss. 
'Round  the  throne  they  all  were  kneeling, 

!?ingini{  !ioii!.'s  of  love  like  this: 
Oh,  Keiitly,  Lord',  oh,  gently  lead  us  thro'  this  lonely  vale  of  tears. 
Dope  on  forever,  life  is  eternal; 

>sever  doubting  or  forsaken— only  tired. 
Is  it  not  written,  uli,  such  devotion; 

I'm  not  sad  nor  am  1  dreaming— only  tired. 

Tho'  life  to  ns  seems  a  failure. 

And  the  heart  at  times  may  break. 
In  the  liglit  of  (Jxd,  eternal. 
There  the  soul  will  yet  awake. 
Oh,  gently.  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us  thro'  this  lonely  vale  of  tearn. 
Oh!  tiod  of  Israel,  oh,  liow  enraptured. 

Never  doubting  or  forsaken— only  tired. 
Light  'round  us  breaketh,  each  soul  awaUeth; 
I'm  Lot  doubling  or  fortakeu— only  tired. 


BEYOND    THE_ SHADOWS. 

Cupyi'itrlit,  m.M,  by  White,  .Smith  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  S..ii({  will  he  sent  to  any  nddn-s-s,  pos^rlald,  on  rrrreM  of  <0 
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Words  and  Music  by  C.  A.  White. 

There  is  life  beyond  the  shadows,  there  is  hoj*  beyond  the  vale, 
Tlio'  the  heart  saings  neany  sever,  <io<r8  great  wisdom  ne'er  will  fall — 
Tho'  the  heart  strings  nearly  sever,  Hod's  great  wisdom  ne'er  will  fail. 
There  is  lite  beyond  the  sliadows,  there  is  \\ii\w.  beyond  the  vale. 
There  is  life  lieyrmd  the  shadows,  there  is  hope  be-youd  tlie  grave, 
Tho'  the  ties  of  earth  may  sever,  <io<l  alone  our  Houis  can  save. 

i  Refkai.s. 

Tho'  tief  of  earth  may  sever.  (;od's  wisdom  ne'er  will  fail; 
There's  life  beyond  the  shadows,  there's  hope  beyond  the  vale, 
God's  wisdom  ne'er  .will  fail;  there's  hope  beyond  the  vale. 

Tho'  the  heart  at  times  seems  doubting,  and  the  soul  is  fllled  with  fear. 

Yet  tiie  word  of  God's  eternal;  he  alone  lias  placed  us  here. 

Many  hearts  have  here  been  shattered,  but  life's  mission  cannot  fall. 

There  is  life  bevoiid  the  shadows,  tliere  is  Im'Ik;  beyond  llie  vale, 

Tho'  the  heart  at  times  seems  doubling,  and  the  »<>ul  is  tilled  with  fear, 

■Vet  the  woril  of  God's  eternal;  he  alone  bus  placed  us  here.  — RErUAlN. 
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Copyriffot,  1868,  by  D.  S.  Holinea. 
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Kuw,  New  York  City.    I'ostaKc  ytuinps  taken  Maine  a;i  caah  for  uli  our  gooda. 


Coini)OStfd  by  Stephen  C.  Foster. 

As  you've  walked  through  the  town  on  a  fine  summer's  day, 
The  subject  I've  got,  you  have  seen,  1  dare  say; 
Upon  fences  and  railings,  wherever  you  go, 
'Vou'U  see  the  penny  ballads  sticl^ing  up  In  a  row; 
The  titles  to  read  you  may  stand  for  a  while. 
And  some  are  so  odd  they  will  cause  you  to  smile; 
I  noted  them  down  as  I  read  tliem  along. 
And  I've  put  them  together  to  malve  up  uiy  song. 

Chobus. 

Old  sonps!  new  songs!  every  kind  of  Bonget 

I  noted  ihcm  down  as  I  read  them  along. 

There  was  "  Abraham's  daughter"  "  Going  out  upon  a  spree," 

With  "Old  Uncle  l^iiow"  "  In  the  cottage  by  the  sea;  " 

"  If  your  foot  is  pretty,  show  it "  "  .\t  Laiinigaii's  ball;  " 

And  "  Why  did  she  leave  him"  "  On  the  raging  canawi?" 

There  was  "  Bonnie  Aiiiiie"  with  "A  jockey  hat  and  feather;" 

"  I  don't  think  much  of  you"  "  We  were  bovs  and  girls  together." 

"  Do  they  think  of  me  at  home? ''  "  I'll  be  free  and  easy  siill;  " 

"Give  us  now  a  good  commander"  with  "The  sword  of  liunker  Hill."— Cbo. 

"  When  this  cruel  war  is  over,"  "  No  Irish  need  apply,"  j 

"  For,  everything  is  lovely,  and  the  goose  hangs  high;  " 

"The  young  gal  from  New  Jersey,"  "t)h,  will  thou  l)e  my  bride?"         .i 

And  "  Oft  ill  tlie  stilly  night  "  "  We'll  all  take  a  ride." 

"  Let  ine  kiss  him  for  his  mother,  "  "  He's  a  gay  young  gambolier;  " 

"  I'm  going  to  fight  mit  Sigel  "  and  "  iJe  bully  lager-bier."  ' 

"  liuukey  boy  is  Yankee  Doodle"  "  When  the  cauiioiis  loudly  roar," 

"  We  are  coming.  Father  Abraham,  six  hundred  thousand  more! ''— CaoBUi. 

"  In  the  days  when  I  was  hard  up"  w  iih  "  My  Mary  Ann," 

"  My  Johnny  was  a  slKKinalier,  "  or  "  Any  oilier  man!  " 

'•  The  captain  with  his  whiskers"  bikI  "Annie  of  the  Vale," 

Along  with  "Old  Bob  Ridley  "  "A  ruling  on  a  rail!  " 

"  Rock  me  to  sleep,  mother,"  "  Going  round  the  Horn;  " 

"  I'm  not  mvself  at  all,"  "  I'm  a  bachelor  forlorn."  ' 

"  Mother,  is' the  l)attle  over?  "  "  Wiiat  are  the  men  about!  " 

"How  are  you,  Horace  Greeley,"  "Does  your  mother  know  your  out?"— Cho. 

"  We  won't  go  home  till  morning,"  with  "  The  bold  privateer," 
"  Annie  Lisle"  and  "  Zouave  Johnny"  "  Riding  on  a  railroad  kerr;  * 
"  We  are  coming.  Sister  Mary,"  w  ith  "  The  fcdks  that  put  on  airtj." 
"  We  are  marching  along"  w  ith  "  The  fotir-and-thirty  stars;  " 
"  On  the  other  side  of  Jordan"  "  Don't  fly  your  kite  loo  high! " 
"Jenny's  coming  o'er  the  green,"  to  "  Itoiit  hog  or  die!  " 

"  Our  union's  starry  banner, I'lie  flag  of  Washington  " 

Shall  duat  victoiiuus  o'er  tlie  laud  from  Maine  to  Oregon!— Cuoara. 


( 


■^►-♦< 


f 


COME,    SILVER    MOON. 

Copyright,  1879,  by  WWte,  Smith  A  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  be  seiit  to  nny  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  «  f* 

ctjiita-  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonps  1-r  One  l>oliar,  by  11.  J.  Weliuiau,  130  I'ark         \ 

kow.  New  York  City.    PobtaKe  Stamp*  taken  same  aa  caah  for  all  our  tfuods. 

By  C.  A.  White. 


Come,  silver  moon,  so  csilin  thy  spell, 
Wootl-spi'ites  now  meet  tlieir  love  to  tell; 
O'er  bill  and  dale  wufl  gentle  breeze, 
"NVhile  fairies  dance  'ueuth  forest  trees. 

Sweet  hour  of  night,  shine,  silver  moon,  j 

While  the  wmjd-spritcs  now  dance,  ' 

Grant,  oil,  grant  this  boon,  grant  u.s  this  boon 
Merrily  dunce,  merrily  sing, 
Shine,  gentle  moon,  our  loved  ones  bring 
O'er  hill  and  dale,  oer  land  and  sea- 
Come,  silver  moon,  bring  them  to  mc. 

Come,  silver  moon. 
Come,  bright  m(X)n,  bring  them  to  me. 

Come,  silver  moon. 
Sweet,  silver  moon— come,  silver  moon. 

Thy  gentle  power  will  .soothe  all  pain, 

Cheer  ev'ry  hour,  bring  joy  again; 

Tlie  fairy  .spt;ll  conies  o'er  my  dream, 

Making  all  things  in  lieaiity  gleam.  ■      ^^ 

Kow  'tisswecl  hour  of  night;  shine,  oh,  shine,  silver  moon. 

Wood-sprites  now  dunce,  grant  us  this  boon. 

Gladly  I'll  yield  to  Ihy  sweet  power, 

Which  conies  o'er  me  in  night's  lone  hour; 

Come,  silver  moon,  so  pure  and  bright. 

Filling  with  joy  sweet  hours  of  night. 

Come,  silver  moon. 
Fill  with  joy  sweet  hours  of  night. 

Come,  silver  moon— 
Sweet,  silver  moon- come,  silver  moon. 


—The  Pt-uce  Problem  of  Europe.—"  I  wonder  if  the  other  fel- 
low's gun  is  really  loaded?  " 
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PADDY    O'RAFTHER. 


By  Samuel  Lover. 


Send  your  name  and  adilross  to  H.  J.  Wchman,  130  Park  Uow,  New  York  Citj\  and  receive 

by  i-eturii  mail  a<-oiii|>k'U'Cutnlncriu'or  ovt'ru(NMi  I'opular  Kno'liBb  and  German 

Sitntr^s— fVue.    I'uKtuije  tjtaiuijM  taken  same  as  vanh  for  aU  our  goudB. 

Paddy,  in  want  of  ft  dinner  one  (lay. 

Credit  all  gone  and  no  money  to  pay,  _^:      . 

Slole  from  ti  jjiicst  a  fat  pullet,  they  say. 

Ami  went  to  confession  just  afther; 
"  Your  riv'rince,"  says  Padtly,  "  1  stole  tbis  fat  lien." 
"  What,  what!  "  eays  the  priest,  "  at  yourowld  thricks  again? 
Faith,  vou'd  rather' be  staliu'  than  sayin'  amen, 

Paddy  O'Raftlier! " 

"  Sure  yon  wouldn't  be  angry,"  says  Pat,  "  if  you  knew 
Thut  the  best  of  intintious  1  had  in  ruy  view. 
For  I  stole  it  to  make  it  a  present  to  you, 

And  you  can  absolve  me  afther." 
'•  Do  you  think,"  says  the  priest,  "  I'd  partake  of  your  theft? 
Of  j-our  seven  small  senses  you  must  be  bereft — 
You're  the  biggest  blackguard  that  I  know,  right  or  left, 

Paddy  O'Rafther! " 

"  Tlien  what  shall  I  do  with  the  pullet,"  saj's  Pat, 
"  If  your  riv'riiice  won't  take  it? — By  this  and  by  that 
I  d(m't  know  no  more  tiian  a  dog  or  a  cat 

What  your  riv'rince  wouhl  have  me  be  afther." 
"  Wliy  then,"  says  his  rev'rence,  "5'ou  sin-blinded  owl. 
Give  back  to  the  man  that  you  stole  from,  his  fowl, 
For,  if  you  do  not,  'twill  be  worse  for  your  sowl, 

Paddy  O'Rafther." 

Says  Paddy,  "  I  asked  him  to  take  it— 'tis  thnie 
As  this  ininit  I'm  talkin',  jour  riv'rince,  to  you; 
But  he  wouldn't  resaive  it— so  what  can  1  do?  " 

Says  Paddy,  nigh  chokin'  with  laughter. 
"  By  my  throth,"  says  the  priest,  "  but  the  case  is  absthruse; 
If  he  wont  take  his  hen,  why  the  man  is  a  goose — 
'Tis  not  the  first  time  my  advice  was  no  use. 

Paddy  O'Rafther." 

"  But,  for  the  sake  of  your  sowl,  I  woidd  sthrongly  advise 
To  some  one  in  want  you  would  give  your  supplies, 
Some  widow  or  orphan  with  tears  in  their  eyes; 

And  t'len  you  may  come  to  me  afther."  r; 

So  Paddy  went  oil  to  the  brisk  Willow  Hoy, 
And  the  pullet,  between  them,  was  eaten  with  joy,  '   • 

And,  says  she,  "  'pon  my  word  you're  the  cleverest  bov, 

Paddy  O'Rafther! " 

Then  Paddy  went  back  to  the  priest  the  next  day, 
And  told  iiim  tlie  fowl  he  had  given  away 
To  a  poor,  lonely  widow,  in  want  and  dismay. 

The  loss  of  her  spouse  weeping  afther. 
"  Well,  uow,"  says  the  priest,  "  I'll  absolve  you,  my  lad. 
For  repentantly  making  the  best  of  the  bad. 
In  feeding  the  hungry  and  cheering  tiie  sad, 

Paddy  O'Rafther  I " 


By  That  Lake,  Whose  G-loomy  Shore. 

By  Thomas  Moore. 

S«nd  Tour  name  and  address  to  tl.  J.  Wehman,  130  THik  How,  New  York  City,  and  rec*lv» 

by  return  mall  a  complete Cat«lo(rui> of  over&(KH(  i'opulHr  KiikHhIi  and  (ieriuau 

80UC8— Fiec.     ro$ta4;e  Stumps  taken  same  as  cush  f»r  all  our  KOodM. 


B}'  that  lake,  whose  gloomy  shore 
Skylark  never  warbles  o'er, 
Where  the  cliff  hangs  high  and  steep. 
Young  Saint  Kevin  stole  lo  sleep. 
"  Here  at  least,"  he  calmly  sidd, 
"  Woman  ne'er  shall  find  my  bed." 
Ah!  the  good  saint  little  knew 
What  that  wily  se.\  cau  do. 

'Twas  from  Kathleen's  eyes  he  flew — 
Eyes  of  most  unholy  blue! 
She  had  loved  him  well  and  long, 
Wi.shed  him  her's,  nor  thought  it  wrong. 
Wheresoe'er  the  saint  would  fly. 
Still  he  heard  her  light  foot  nigh; 
East  or  West,  wliere'er  he  turned, 
Si  ill  her  ej'es  before  him  burned. 

On  the  bold  cliff's  lK)Som  cast. 
Tranquil  now  he  sleei:»s  at  last; 
Dreams  of  heaven,  nor  thinks  that  e'er 
W^onian's  smile  can  haunt  him  tht?re. 
But  nor  earth  nor  heaven  is  free 
From  her  jiower,  if  fond  she  lie; 
Even  now,  while  calm  he  slcep.s, 
Kathleen  o'er  him  leans  and  weeps. 

Fearless  she  had  track'd  his  feet 
To  this  rocky  wild  retreat; 
And  when  morning  met  his  view. 
Her  mild  glances  met  it,  too. 
Ah!  your  saints  have  cruel  hearts! 
Sternly  from  his  bed  he  .starts 
And,  with  rude  repulsive  shock. 
Hurls  her  from  tlie  beetling  rock. 

Glendakmgh !  thy  gloomy  wave 
Soon  was  gentle  Kathleen's  grave; 
Soon  the  saint  (yet,  ah!  too  late) 
Felt  her  love  and  mourned  her  fate. 
When  he  said,  "Heaven  rest  her  soul!" 
'Round  the  lake  light  music  stole; 
And  her  ghost  wiis  seen  to  glide, 
Smiling,  o'er  the  fatal  tide! 


^#:. 


WHEN   HE  WHO  ADORES  THEE. 


Bj-  TJiomas  Moore. 


THE    TEXAS    KANG-ER. 

This  sang  was  Rent  to  us  by  Kelson  Forsyth  (Showman),  Groesbeck,  IJmestone  Co.,  Texas. 


Send  yo\ir  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  How,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  nMuiii  mail  a  coiiiplfte  Catalogue  of  over  5000  Popular  Knelish  and  Ucnnun 

Soiiifs— Kree.    Postage  Stam|>8  taken  game  a4ca.-th  for  all  our  (foods. 


Come  all  y<m  Tc.xaf  Rangers,  wherever  jou  may  be, 
I'll  tell  yi°>ii  of  a  iitory  that  happened  unto  me. 

My  name  it'p  tiothiiig  extra,  to  you  I  will  not  tell; 
1  lim  a  jolly  ranger,  although  I  wish  you  well. 

Our  rnptaiii  he  informed  us,  perhaps  he  thought  it  right: 
Ik'forc  you  reach  you  Htuliou,  my  boys,  we  have  to  light. 

I  Paw  the  Indians  coming,  I  heard  them  give  the  yell; 
My  heait  it  paiik  withiu  me,  my  courage  almost  fell. 

I  saw  the  stnoke  ascending,  it  seemed  to  reach  the  sky; 
My  feelings  at  that  moment  were  now  Is  my  time  to  die. 

XTc  fought  for  nine  long  honrs  until  the  strife  was  o'er; 
The  sight  of  the  dead  aud  wounded  I  never  saw  before. 

There  was  six  as  good  old  rangers  as  ever  traveled  West 
Lie  buried  with  their  comrades,  sweet  peace  be  their  rest. 

Perhaps  you  have  a  kind  old  mother,  likewise  a  sister  to  like  yon; 
Likewise"  a  good  old  sweetheart  to  weep  and  mouru  for  you. 

If  this  is  yonr  situation,  although  you  like  to  roam, 

I'll  advise  you  by  experience  you  liad  better  stay  at  home. 

My  old  mother  in  tears  to  me  did  say. 

To  you  they  are  all  strangers,  with  me  you'd  better  stay. 

But  I  thought  she  was  old  and  childish,  the  beet  she  did  not  know; 
My  mind  was  bent  on  ranging  and  with  them  I  was  bound  to  go. 


Send  Tour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  Now  York  City,  and  receive 

by  rftiirn  mail  a  compU  to<'atalot;ueof  over  TiOiJO  I'lipular  Kii|fli>li  and  (icmian 

Soiiifs— Free.    PostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  ascaKh  for  all  our  t;uoUH. 


When  he  who  adores  thee  has  left  but  the  name 

Of  his  fault  and  his  sorrow  behind. 
Oh,  say,  wilt  thou  weep,  when  they  darken  the  fame 

Of  a  life  that  for  thee  was  resigned? 
Yes,  weep,  and,  however,  my  foes  may  comlemn. 

Thy  tears  shall  efface  their  decree; 
For  heaven  cau  Avitness,  tliough  guilty  to  them 

I  have  been  but  too  faithful  lo  thee! 

With  thee  were  the  dreams  of  my  earliest  love; 

Everj'  thought  of  my  reason  was  thine; 
In  my  last  humble  prayer  to  the  Spirit  above, 

Thy  name  shall  be  mingled  with  mine! 
Oh!  blest  are  the  lovers  and  friends  who  shall  live 

The  days  of  thj'  glory  to  see; 
But  the  next-dearest  blessing  that  heaven  can  give 

Is  the  pride  of  thus  dying  for  thee! 


— Mr.  Gowing:  "  May  I  escort  you  home.  Miss  Gumming?  " 
Miss  Gumming:  "  I  promi-sed  ma  I  would  not  allow  any  one  to 
walk  home  with  me — but  here  comes  a  car." 


■  Jf^'  wff 


J.>L^*-<k  ii,> 


J^^-     "AV^^ 


— Why  He  Did  It. — Old  Brown  (bringing  out  the  strap):  "  Do 
you  know  why  V.  "  going  to  whip  you,  my  son'/  "  Little  Johnny: 
"  'Cause  I'm  smaK  If  I  Avas  as  liig  as  that  man  next  door  who 
called  you  a  liar  last  uignt,  you  wouldn't  put  a  finger  on  me." 


!TaFnrraw5P 


THE    WIDOW    OF    WICKLOW. 


Copj-right,  18IK),  by  Fratik  Harding. 


The  Wonts  and  Music  of  this  Sonit  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  auii  any  two  utlicr  honn!)  lur  One  Uollnr,  Ijy  II.  J.  \V  eliman,  130  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    Tusta^^e  Stamps  toJccu  suint-  ad  cosh  fur  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  H.  Woodhouse. 


In  a  neat  little  rublii  far  o'er  on  the  liilUiile, 

Over  in  Wickloxv.  a  widow  does  dwell; 
But  not  all  alone,  for  a  colleen  lives  witit  her. 

The  eweetlieart  of  one  whom  they  both  loved  BO  well; 
It  WH8  not  for  treason  he  left  his  own  country. 

But  to  better  his  lot,  to  brinif  comfort  anil  joy; 
And  whenever  the  neighbors  inquire  if  lie's  living, 

With  tears  in  lier  eyes  she  will  speak  of  her  boy. 

Chori:*. 

He's  pone  to  the  land  where  they  pave  the  streets  with  money. 
Where  freedom  and  friendship  their  Hags  they  do  unfurl; 

And  when  he's  ricli  my  boy,  l  know  my  darling  honey  will  return 
To  his  mottier  and  the  pick  of  Irish  girli»— hia  pick  of  Iristi  girls. 

:    Each  meal-time  his  arm-clmir  ie  placed  near  the  tabic. 

As  if  she  expected  her  boy  coin JiiK  home; 
The  slipiMTS  he  wore  are  placed  down  by  the  fender, 

Forgetting  awhile  that  lie's  far  o'er  the  foam; 
Her  mmd  is  quite  al>t<ent  from  watching  and  v.aiting; 

The  postiiiuii's  rat-tat  can  alone  make  iier  start. 
And  wliL-n  she  has  read  the  contents  of  his  letter. 

She  sings  and  then  presses  it  close  to  her  heart. — Cuoru*. 

He  thinks  of  the  colleen  he  left  in  old  Ireland, 

The  tears  of  pure  love  to  his  eyes  often  start; 
He  worships  the  soil  that  l)elon>,'s  to  his  Ireland, 

And  grieves  when  he  thinks  of  his  mother's  sad  heart; 
The  thought  of  returning  will  oft  help  to  cheer  him; 

From  morning  till  niglit  at  his  labor  he's  seen, 
And  often  he'll  murmur  when  any  one's  near  him, 

May  God  keep  my  mother  and  Irish  culleeu. — Cborcb. 


ON.LY    TIRED. 

Copyright,  1«»0,  by  White-Smith  Music  Publishing  Co. 

The  Wordi"  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cent-),  or  this  and  any  two  other  hon^s  for  Out-  Dollar,  by  II,  J.V.  eliman,  130  Park 

Uuw,  New  York  City.    Fustage  Sta'iiipM  taken  same  aa  cash  (crall  our  goods. 

By  C.  A.  White. 

Soft  and  low  I  heard  them  singing. 
And  I  saw  tlie  angels,  too, 
,    And  I  beard  the  gale-bells  ringing. 
As  I  to  them  nearer  drew. 
Oh,  gently,  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us  thro'  this  lonely  vale  of  tears. 
Come" all  that's  weary,  I'm  not  forsaken; 

I'm  not  doubting  nor  forsaken — only  tired. 

Sav,  am  I  dreaming  faint  tiopes  arc  gleaming; 

i'm  not  doubting  nor  forsaken— only  tired. 

..    Like  a  drc.tm  came  o'er  me  stealing — 
All!  divine,  oh,  rapturous  bliss, 
'Round  the  throne  they  all  were  kneeling. 
Singing  songs  of  love  like  this: 
Oh,  gently.  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us  thro'  this  lonely  vale  of  tears, 
fione  on  forever,  life  is  eternal; 

Never  doubting  or  forsaken— only  tired. 
Is  it  not  written,  all,  such  devotion; 
I'm  not  sad  nor  am  I  dreaming— only  tired. 

Tho'  life  to  us  seems  a  failure, 

And  the  heart  at  times  may  break. 
In  the  light  of  liod,  eternal. 
There  the  soul  will  yet  awake. 
Oh,  gently.  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us  thro'  this  lonely  vale  of  tears. 
Oh!  God  of  Israel,  oil,  how  enraptureil. 

Never  doubting  or  forsaken— only  tired. 
Li^bt  'round  us  breaketli,  each  soul  awaketh; 
I'm  not  doubting  or  forsaken— only  tired. 


BEYOND    THE    SHADOWS. 

Copyright,  18,S8,  by  White,  .Smith  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  M<i.slc  of  this  Song  will  b«  sent  to  any  address,  poiit-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  fur  One  Dollar,  l>y  II.  J.  WelimaB.  130  Park 

Ilow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamiw  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  C.  A.  White. 


There  is  life  beyond  the  shadows,  there  is  hope  beyond  the  vaJc, 
Tho'  the  heart  siiings  nearly  sever,  God's  great  wisdom  ne'er  will  fall — 
Tho'  the  heart  uriiikjs  nearly  sever,  God's  great  wisdom  ne'er  will  fail. 
There  is  life  l>eyond  the  shadows,  there  is  hope  beyond  the  vale. 
There  is  life  beyond  the  shadows,  there  is  hope  beyond  the  grave, 
Tho'  the  ties  of  earth  may  sever,  God  alone  our  souls  can  save. 

Refrain. 
Tho'  ties  of  earth  may  sever,  God's  wisdom  ne'er  will  fall; 
There's  life  beyond  the  shadows,  there's  hope  beyond  the  vale, 
God's  wisdom  ne'er  will  fail;  there's  hope  beyond  the  vale. 

Tho'  the  heart  at  times  seems  doubting,  and  the  sonl  is  filled  with  fe«r. 

Yet  the  word  of  God's  eternal;  he  alone  has  placed  us  here. 

Many  hearts  have  here  been  shattered,  but  life's  minsion  cannot  fall. 

There  is  life  bevond  the  shadows,  there  is  liope  beyond  the  vale, 

Tho'  the  heart  at  times  seems  donbling,  and  the  soul  is  filled  with  fear. 

Yet  the  w  ord  of  God's  eternal;  he  alone  has  placed  us  here.— Rifrain, 


THE    SONG    OF    ALL    SONGS. 


Copyrigot,  ISW,  by  D,  3.  Holmes. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  | 

c«uts;  or  this  and  any  two  other  S<>ngs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  IM  Park 

Kuw,  N«w  York  City.    Postage  Stuiups  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 


Composed  by  Stephen  C.  Foster. 

As  yon've  walked  through  the  town  on  a  fine  summer's  day, 
The  subject  I've  got,  you  have  seen,  I  dare  say; 
Upon  fences  and  railings,  wherever  you  go. 
You'll  see  the  penny  ballads  sticking  up  in  a  row; 
The  titles  to  read  you  may  stand  for  a  while. 
And  some  are  so  odd  they  will  cause  you  to  smile; 
I  noted  them  down  as  I  read  them  along. 
And  I've  put  them  together  to  make  up  my  song. 

CHonus. 

Old  songs!  new  songs  I  every  kind  of  iong;Bl 

I  noted  them  down  as  I  read  them  along. 

There  was  "  Abraham's  daughter"  "  Going  ont  upon  a  spree," 

With  "Old  Uncle  Snow"  "  In  the  colUge  by  the  eea;  " 

"  If  your  foot  is  pretty,  show  it"  "  At  Lannigan's  ball;  " 

And  '*  Why  did  she  leave  him"  "  On  the  raging  caiiawlT" 

There  was  "  Bonnie  Annie"  with  "A  jockey  hat  and  feather;" 

"  I  don't  think  much  of  you"  "  We  were  boys  and  girls  together." 

"  Do  they  think  of  me  at  homey  "  "  I'll  be  free  and  easy  siill;  " 

"Give  us  now  a  good  commander"  with  "  The  sword  of  Bunker  Hill."— Cbo. 

"When  this  cruel  war  is  over,"  "  No  Irish  need  apply," 

"  For,  everything  is  lovely,  and  the  goose  hangs  high;  " 

"The  young  gal  from  New  Jersey,"  "Oh,  wilt  thou  be  my  bride?" 

And  "Oft  in  the  stilly  night"  "  We'll  all  take  a  ride." 

"  Let  me  kiss  him  for  his  mother,"  "  lie's  a  gay  young  gambolicr; " 

"I'm  going  to  fight  mil  Sigel"  and  "  De  bully  lager-bier." 

"  Uuukey  boy  is  Yankee  Doodle"  "  When  the  cannons  loudly  roar," 

"  We  are  comiug.  Father  Abraham,  six  hundred  thousand  more!  " — Chobus. 

"  In  the  days  when  I  was  hard  up""  with  "  My  Mary  Ann," 

"  My  Johnny  was  a  shoemaker,"  or  "  Any  other  man !  " 

"  The  captain  witti  his  whiskers"  and  "Annie  of  the  Vale," 

Along  with  '•  Old  Bob  Ridley"  "  A  riding  on  a  rail! '" 

"  Rock  me  to  sleep,  nioilier,"*  "  Going  round  the  Horn; " 

"I'm  not  myself  at  all,"  "  I'm  a  bachelor  forlorn." 

"  Mother,  is  the  battle  over?"  "  What  are  the  men  about!  " 

"  How  are  you,  Horace  Greeley,"  "  Does  your  mother  know  your  out?  "— Cho. 

**  We  won't  go  home  till  morning,"  with  "  The  bold  privateer," 

"  Annie  Lisle"  and  "  Zouave  Johnny"  "  Riding  on  u  railroad  kerr;  * 

"We  are  coming.  Sister  Mary,"  with  "  The  folks  that  put  on  airs." 

"  We  are  marching  along"  w  ith  "  The  four-and-thirty  stars;  " 

"  On  the  other  side  of  Jordan"  "  Dou't  fly  your  kite  too  high!  " 

"Jenny's  coming  o'er  the  green,"  to  "  Root  hog  or  die!" 

"  Our  union's  starry  baiiiur,"  "  The  flag  of  Washington  " 

Shall  float  victorious  o'er  ttie  laud  from  Maine  to  Oregon!— CuoBirs. 
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COME,    SILVER    MOON. 

Copyright,  1870,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 

Tlie  Words  and  Husic  of  this  Song  will  be  wnt  to  any  address,  pos^pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  t..f  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J,  U  ehuiau,  ISO  Park 

Kuw    New  York  City.    Postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

By  C.  A.  White. 


Come,  silver  moon,  so  calm  tby  spell, 
Wood-sprites  now  meet  tlieir  love  to  tell; 
O'er  hill  and  dale  waft  gentle  breeze, 
"While  fairies  dance  'neaih  forest  trees. 

Sweet  hour  of  night,  shine,  silver  moon. 
While  the  wood-sprites  now  dance. 

Grant,  oh,  grant  this  boon,  grant  ua  this  boon 
Merrily  dance,  merrily  sing. 
Shine,  gentle  moon,  our  loved  ones  bring 
O'er  hill  and  dale,  o'er  land  and  st'a — 
Come,  silver  moon,  bring  them  to  me. 

Come,  silver  moon. 
Come,  bright  moon,  bring  them  to  me. 

Come,  silver  moon. 
Sweet,  silver  moon— come,  silver  moon. 

Thy  gentle  power  will  soothe  all  pain. 

Cheer  ev'ry  hour,  bring  joy  again; 

The  fairy  spell  comes  o'er  my  dreara. 

Making  all  things  in  lieauty  gleam. 

Now  'tissweel  hour  of  night;  shine,  oh,  shine,  silver  moon, 

Wood-sprites  now  dance,  grant  us  this  boon. 

Gladly  ill  yield  to  thy  sweet  power, 

Which  conies  oer  me  in  night's  lone  hour; 

Come,  silver  moon,  so  pure  and  bright, 

Filling  with  joy  sweet  hours  of  night. 

Come,  silver  moon. 
Fill  with  joy  sweet  hours  of  night. 

Come,  silver  moon — 
Sweet,  silver  moon— come,  silver  moon. 
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—The  Peace  Problem  of  Europe.—"  I  wonder  if  the  other  fel- 
low's gun  is  really  loaded?  " 
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PADDY    O'RAFTHER. 


By  Samuel  Lover. 
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Paddy,  in  want  of  a  dinner  one  day. 
Credit  all  gone  and  no  money  to  pay, 
Stole  from  a  piiest  a  fat  pullet,  they  say, 

And  went  to  confession  just  afther; 
"  Your  riv'rince,"  says  Paddy,  *'  I  stole  this  fat  hen." 
"  What,  what!  "  eays  the  priest,  "  at  your  owid  thricks  again? 
Faith,  you'd  rather  be  staliu'  than  sayin'  amen, 

Paddy  O'Raflher! " 

"  Sure  you  wouldn't  be  angry,"  says  Pat,  "  if  3'ou  knew 
That  the  best  of  inlintions  1  had  in  my  view. 
For  I  stole  it  to  make  it  a  present  to  you, 

And  you  can  absolve  mc  afther." 
"  Do  you  think,"  says  the  priest,  "  I'd  partake  of  your  theft? 
Of  your  seven  small  senses  you  must  be  bereft — 
You're  the  biggest  blackguard  that  I  know,  right  or  left, 

Paddy  O'RafUier! " 

"  Then  what  shall  I  do  with  the  pullet,"  saj's  Pat, 
"  If  your  riv'rince  won't  take  it? — By  this  and  by  that 
I  don't  know  no  more  than  a  dog  or  a  cat 

What  your  riv'rince  would  have  me  Ije  afther." 
"  Why  then,"  says  his  rev'rence,  "you  sin-blinded  owl. 
Give  back  to  the  man  that  you  stole  from,  his  fowl. 
For,  if  you  do  not,  'twill  be  worse  for  your  sowl, 

Paddy  O'Rafther." 

Says  Patldy,  "  I  asked  hirn  to  take  it — 'tis  thrue 
As  this  minit  I'm  talkin',  your  riv'rince,  to  you; 
But  he  wouldn't  resaive  it— so  what  can  I  do?  " 

Says  Paddy,  nigh  chokin'  with  laughter. 
"  By  my  throth,"  says  the  priest,  "  but  the  case  is  ubsthruse; 
If  he  won't  take  his  hen,  wh}'  the  man  is  a  goose — 
'Tis  not  the  first  time  my  advice  was  no  use, 

Paddy  O'Rafther." 

"  But,  for  the  sake  of  your  sowl,  I  would  sthrongly  advise 
To  some  one  in  want  you  would  give  your  supplies, 
borne  widow  or  orphan  with  tears  in  their  eyes; 

And ///e?i  you  may  come  to  me  afther." 
So  Paddy  went  off  to  the  brisk  Widow  Hoy, 
And  the  pullet,  between  them,  was  eaten  with  joy, 
Aud,  says  she,  "  'pon  my  word  you're  the  cleverest  bov, 

Paddy  O'Rafther! " 

Then  Paddy  went  back  to  the  priest  the  next  day. 
And  told  liim  the  fowl  he  had  given  away 
To  a  poor,  lonely  widow,  in  want  and  dismay. 

The  loss  of  her  spouse  weeping  afther. 
"  Well,  now,"  says  the  priest,  *'  I'll  absolve  )*ou,  my  lad, 
For  repentantly  making  the  best  of  the  bad. 
In  feeding  the  hungry  and  cheering  the  sad, 

Paddy  O'Rafther! " 


By  That  Lake,  Whose  G-loomy  Shore. 


By  Thomas  Moore. 
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THE    TEXAS    RANG-ER 

ThU  gang  was  sent  to  us  hy  Nelson  Forsyth  (Showman),  Oroesljeck,  Limestone  Co.,  Texas. 
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Come  all  j-on  Texas  Rangers,  wherever  you  may  be, 
I'll  tell  yoii  of  a  etory  that  happened  unto  me. 

My  name  it's  nothiuR  extra,  to  yon  I  will  not  tell; 
I  am  a  jolly  ranger,  although  I  wish  you  well. 

Our  captain  he  informed  us,  perhaps  he  thought  It  right: 
Before  you  reach  yon  station,  my  boys,  we  have  to  fight. 

I  Paw  the  Indians  coining,  I  heard  them  give  the  veil; 

My  heart  it  sank  within  me,  my  courage  almost  fell.  ; 

I  saw  the  smoke  ascending,  it  seemed  to  reach  the  sky; 
My  feelings  at  that  moment  were  now  Is  my  time  to  die.      • 

We  fought  for  nine  long  hours  until  the  strife  was  o'er; 
The  sight  of  the  dead  aud  wounded  I  never  saw  before.    ".   ■ 

There  was  six  as  good  old  rangers  as  ever  traveled  West 
Lie  buried  with  tiieir  comrades,  sweet  peace  be  their  rest. 

Perhaps  rou  have  a  kind  old  mother,  likewise  a  sister  to  like  yon; 
Likewise  a  good  old  sweetheart  to  weep  and  mourn  for  you. 

If  this  Is  your  situation,  although  you  like  to  roam, 

I'll  advise  you  by  experience  you  llad  better  stay  at  home. 

My  old  mother  in  tears  to  me  did  say,  

To  you  they  are  all  strangers,  with  me  you'd  better  stay. 

But  I  thought  she  was  old  and  childish,  the  beet  she  did  not  know; 
My  mind  was  bent  on  ranging  and  with  them  I  was  boand  to  go. 


By  that  lake,  whose  gloomy  shore 
Skylark  never  warbles  o'er, 
Where  the  cliff  hangs  high  and  steep, 
Young  Saint  Kevin  stole  to  sleep. 
*'  Here  at  lea.st,"  he  calmly  .said, 
"  Woman  ne'er  shall  find  my  bed." 
Ah!  the  good  saint  little  knew 
W^hat  that  wily  sex  can  do. 

Twas  from  Kathleen's  eyes  he  flew — 
Eyes  of  most  unholy  blue! 
Slie  had  loved  him  well  and  long. 
Wished  him  her's,  nor  thought  it  wrong. 
Wheresoe'er  the  saint  would  flj'. 
Still  he  heard  her  light  foot  nigh; 
East  or  West,  where'er  he  turned. 
Still  her  eyes  before  him  burned. 

On  the  bold  cliff's  bosom  cast. 
Tranquil  now  he  sleeps  at  last; 
Dreams  of  heaven,  nor  thinks  that  e'er 
Woman's  smile  can  haunt  him  there. 
But  nor  earth  nor  heaven  is  free 
From  her  i)ower,  if  fond  she  be; 
Even  now,  while  calm  he  sleep.s, 
Kathleen  o'er  him  leans  and  weeps. 

Fearless  she  had  track'd  his  feet 
To  this  rocky  \\\\([  retreat; 
And  when  morning  met  his  view. 
Her  mild  glances  met  it,  too. 
Ah!  your  saints  have  cruel  hearts! 
Sternly  from  his  bed  he  starts 
And.  with  rude  repulsive  shock. 
Hurls  her  from  tlie  beetling  rock. 

Glendalough !  thy  gloomy  wave 
Soon  was  gentle  Kathleen's  grave; 
Soon  the  saint  (j'et,  ah!  too  late) 
Felt  her  love  and  mourned  her  fate. 
W^hen  he  said.  "Heaven  rest  her  soul!" 
'Round  the  lake  light  music  stole; 
And  her  ghost  was  seen  to  glide, 
Smiling,  o'er  the  fatal  tide! 
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WHEN  HE  WHO  ADORES  THEE. 


By  Thomas  Moore. 
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When  he  who  adores  thee  has  left  but  the  name 

Of  his  fault  aud  his  sorrow  lx;hiud. 
Oh,  say,  wilt  thou  weep,  when  they  darken  the  fame 

Of  a  life  that  for  thee  was  resigned? 
Yes,  weep,  and,  however,  my  foes  may  condemn, 

Thy  tears  shall  efface  their  decree; 
For  heaven  can  witness,  though  guilty  to  them 

I  have  been  but  too  faithful  to  thee! 

With  thee  were  the  dreams  of  my  earliest  love; 

Every  thought  of  my  reason  was  thine; 
In  my  last  humble  prayer  to  the  Spirit  above, 

Thy  name  shall  be  mingled  with  mine! 
Oh !  blest  are  the  lovers  and  friends  who  shall  live 

The  days  of  thy  glory  to  see; 
But  the  next-deaicst  blessing  tliat  heaven  can  give 

Is  the  pride  of  thus  dying  for  thee! 


— Mr.  Gowing:  "  May  I  escort  5'ou  home.  Miss  Gumming?  " 
Miss  Gumming:  "  I  promised  ma  I  would  not  allow  any  one  to 
walk  home  with  me — but  here  comes  a  car."  ,,  .    . 


— Why  He  Did  It. — Old  Brown  (bringing  out  the  strap):  "  Do 
you  know  why  I".  ■  going  to  whip  vou,  my  son?  "  Little  Johnny: 
"  'Cause  I'm  smaK  If  I  was  as  big  as  that  m.in  next  door  who 
called  you  a  liar  last  uignt,  you  wouldn't  put  a  finger  on  me." 
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CIOARETTE    McC ARTY. 

Copjri«ht,  1889,  by  White,  Smith  A  Co.  i 
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Words  and  Music  by  Dan  Lyons. 


I'm  Clarence  McCarty,  a  man  about  town, 

I'm  sure  I'm  weil  known  to  you  all; 
I  CO  to  parties  and  muaquerailes, 
I  can  always  be  seen  ut  a  ball. 
I  flirt  with  Mie  ladieis  and  drink  champagne  wine. 

The  U.     .ii«;8  they  think  I'm  so  sweet; 
They  call  me  a  dude,  for  I  never  act  rude    • 
With  all  the  youn^  ladies  meet. 
Spoken— Yes,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  ns  I  walk  down    Waabln{(ton    Street 
every  day,  emokiu>;  me  "  Sweet  Caporal  Ci};aretie,"  you'll  see  all  tU«  Aristo- 
cratic youug  ladies  turn  around  and  point  at  me  and  say: 

CHoncB. 

There's  Cigarette  McCarty.  he's  hale  and  hearty. 

Always  in  fashion  and  looking  well. 
Oh!  he's  the  dandy,  gum-drops  and  candy. 

Cigarette  McCarty,  the  masher,  the  swell. 

At  the  i)oll8  on  election  dty  I  can  be  seen. 

With  a  big  stack  of  bills  on  me  arm. 
Soliciting  voles  from  each  one  that  1  meet. 

My  smile  action  them  like  acharm. 
They  say  that's  McCarty,  what  he  says  is  right. 

They  know  that  I  always  act  square. 
On  the  Democratic  ticket  nt-xt  fall  you  will  see 

Cigarette  McCarty  for  Mayor. 
SpoKXN— I  was  taking  me  constitutional  ride  down  Beacon  Street  this  morn- 
ing on  me  bicycle,  I  could  hear  everybo<ly  remark  as  I  poased  along: 

Chorus. 

There's  Cigarette  McCartv,  he's  hale  and  hearty, 

Always  iii  fashion  and  looking  well. 
Oh,  he's  the  daisy,  he  sots  them  crazy, 

Cigarette  McCarty,  the  masher,  the  swell. 


Erin !  the  Tear  and  the  Smile  in 
Thine  Eyes. 


By  TliomoH  Moore. 
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Erin!  the  tear  and  the  smile  in  thine  e3'es 
Blend  like  the  rainhow  that  hangs  in  thy  skies! 
Shining  through  sorrows  .stream, 
Sadd'ning  through  pleasure's  beam, 
Thy  suns,  with  doubtful  gleam, 
Weep  while  they  rise! 

Erin!  thy  silent  tear  never  sliall  cease, 
Erinl  tiiy  languid  smile  ne'er  shall  increase. 

Till,  like  the  rainbow's  light. 

Thy  various  tints  unite 

And  form,  in  heaven's  sight. 
One  arch  of  peace! 
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AUNT  PEGG-Y  AND  UNCLE  DAN. 
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cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sony's  fur  une  Dollar,  >>y  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Putttage  Stamps  tai.en  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  ..,;  C.  A.  White. 

Annf  Peg'/y  and  Uncle  Dan— we  are  j)oor,  but  we're  honest  and  true; 
Of  sorrow B  we've  liutl  our  share,  but  of  rlcliC4  "c  never  knew; 
We've  buried  our  children  almost  alone,  for  poverty's  friends  are  few; 
We've  tried  to  live  "otrst  we  cau  — Aunt  Peggy  and  Uucle  Dau. 

Befrain. 
Let  the  winds  blow  high,  let  the  winds  blow  low. 

And  the  worst  ill  may  come  now  that  can; 
We'll  Slick  together  while  life  sliall  last. 

Aunt  Peggy  and  Uncle  D.m. 
Let  the  wind  blow  high,  let  the  wind  blow  low. 

And  the  worst  ills  may  come  now  that  can; 
We'll  stick  together  while  life  shall  lost — 

Aunt  Peggy  and  Uucle  Dau. 

Oh  I  Peggy.  Tiow  snd  the  day  when  we  bnricd  our  eldest  boy; 

It  8e«-Mieil  that  yotir  heart  would  break,  and  life  for  you'd  lost  all  joy; 

Oh,  Daniel,  >our  heart  it  was  brave  and  true,  your  faith  In  the  future  strong; 

We've  lived  thro'  it  best  wo  can— Auul  Peggy  aud  Uucle  Dan.— Rr.KnAiN, 

We've  struggled  touether  hard  for  to  bring  up  onr  chiUiren  when  young; 
And  many  a  hope  we've  h.id  as  their  lullaby  songs  we  sunc; 
The  angel  of  death  came  and  took  ilii-iu  iilU  and  left  ns  without  a  child; 
We've  done  just  the  best  we  can— Auut  Peggy  and  Uncle  Dau.— Kxtuain. 


DAYLIGHTS    A-BREAK:IN\ 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Spaulding  &  Komder. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pos^paid,  on  receipt  of  tO 

Mnts;  or  this  and  any  two  other  tionirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  WehmaD.  130  Parlr 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  iitamps  taken  aoiue  as  cosli  for  all  our  gooda 

Words  and  Music  by  Barney  Fagan. 


Daylight's  a-breakin',  hear  the  rooster  crowln', 

Wuke  up  every bo<ly,  see  the  sun  rise; 
Moriiin'  larka  a-singiii',  dewdrops  a-fallln'; 

Clouds  am  a-gilin' mighty  scarce  in  de  8kie«; 
Buzzards  fly  together  in  ittormy  weather; 

Cream  am  a-Boiirin' when  it  begins  to  turn; 
Ducks  quack,  qiiackin'  wlieii  the  rain  am  a-poiirin'; 

Pigs  all  a-rootiu'  while  the  dairy-uiaids  churn. 

Chorus. 
Daylight's  a-bn«akln',  hear  the  rooster  crowln'. 

Wake  up  everybody,  see  tlie  sun  rise: 
Moriiin'  larks  a-singiu',  dewdrops  a-fallin'; 

Clouds  am  a-gitiiu'  mighty  scarce  in  the  skiea. 

Honey-bee  hummin'  when  the  Winter's  comin'; 

Lean  horse  hobbles,  inteifering  with  his  sliina; 
Big  bull-frog  am  noisy,  growlin' In  tliickct; 

Colore<l  man  suffer  mighty  hard  for  Ids  sins; 
Possom  keep  a-climbin'  whar  de  simmon  giow; 

If  you  want  to  catch  e  rabbit,  don't  be  too  slow; 
Cricket  chirp  louder  when  the  day  am  spent; 

Nigger  dreamiu'  policy  aud  never  gets  a  cent.— CHOMca. 

Tom-cat  a-hidin' while  the  old  hen's  hatchin'; 

Smack  at  my  lips  a  when  de  lioe-cake's  hot; 
Sparrer-hawk  apeepin'  while  de  chicken's  scialchiii'; 

Oravy  am  a-waitin'  for  the  'laiers  In  the  pot; 
If  ule  flue  as  silk  wlien  you  fevd  him  on  clover; 

Cliip-monk  am  ha|ipy,  jn!>t  a-iioppin'  In  de  tree; 
Owl  am  wide-awake  wheti  daylight's  over; 

Hog  starts  a-runuin'  wheu  de  Jackats  sueeze.— CaoBUS. 


MARY    O^MARA. 

By  Samuel  Lorer. 

Send  Tonr  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  Tork  City,  and  receUe 

Dy  return  moll  a  complete  Caialucue  uf  over  iiOUO  Poputiir  Engliiili  and  Oennaa 

Sougi— Free.    Postage  Stomps  taken  aoine  aacajUi  lur  all  our  goods. 

Mary  O'Mara,  I  think  that  I  see  thee,  '    I 

Still  blooming  and  young,  }' 

Crown'd  with  a  beauty  as  dazzlingly  beaming 
As  poet  e'er  sung. 

Lovers  deep-sighing. 
All  emulous  vying 

Tliy  love  to  secure; 
While  'twas  mine  to  udore. 
And  my  lot  to  deplore — 
For  thy  minstrel  was  poor, 
Mary  O'Mara. 

Mary  O'Mara,  the  lordly  O'llara 

Might  make  thee  his  own. 
For  his  lineage  was  high,  while  the  light  of  thine  eye 
Might  have  challeng'd  a  throne! 
If  his  love  rise 
To  the  worth  of  the  prize 

He  hath  captur'd  in  thee, 
Then  a  homage  is  thine 
That  a  saint  in  her  shrine 
Scarcely  deeper  may  see, 

3Iary  O'Mara, 

Mary  O'Mara,  I  think  that  I  hear  thee, 

Vvith  voice  like  a  bell. 
So  siiver-sweel  ringing,  the  minstrelsy  singing 
Of  him  who  lov'd  well; 

Of  him  who,  still  loving 
And  hopeles-sly  roving 

In  regions  nfar. 
Still  thitiks  of  the  time 
That  he  wove  the  sweet  rhyme 
To  hi&  heart's  brightest  star — 
Mary  OMara. 


—"Father,"  said  Willie,  who  had  just  been  corrected, 
strap  is  hereditary,  isn't  it?"  "  I  don't  know  that  it  \»."  ' 
descends  from  father  to  son,  doesn't  it?  " 
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— Stotit  Lady:  "  Sir,  I  be?  that  you  will  desist  from  following 
e,  or  I  shall  call  a  constable."  Perspiring  Stranger:  "Prav, 
jii't  say  so.     It's  the  only  bit  of  shade  in  the  whole  park,     I'd  do 


as  much  for  you,  but  my  shitdow  isn't  worth  mentKming 
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THE    OMNISCIENT    OSTRICH.: 

Copyright,  1890,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Hiulc  of  this  Songr  « 111  be  Rent  to  any  address,  poBt-pald,  on  receipt  of  10 

ceiita;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Sung^s  for  One  L>ullar,  by  H.  J.  Webmaa,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'oaUigv  StatniHi  taken  tuune  as  cash  for  all  ovir  rood*. 

Wordsby  J.  CheeverOoodwin.    Music  by  Wooluon  Mono. 

In  an  African  defiert  once  there  dwelt 

An  ostrich  wondrous  wise,  ■  '  ,        ■  ■  1  .  .• .  ^ 

Who  carried  his  head  so  proudly  high  ,       ,  .     ''  '_^  ... 

It  almost  touclied  the  skies.  •■     -         "-■''■       , 

He  had  lived  so  loufj  and  had  seen  80  much,  ■;.■.>.':■■       I      ; 

Ho  was  vain  us  vain  could  be; 
And  this  wonderful  bird  was  frequently  heard 

To  remark  complacently:  ■    .  .^ 

*'  If  you  seek  for  information,  or  desire  an  explanation, 

I'm  a_jhrininiing  fount  of  wisdom  that  responds  to  every  call. 
For  aSBoi  ted,  gilt-edge  knowledge,  I  can  discount  any  college;      - 
I'm  a  simple  little  ostrich,  but  I  know  it  all." 

Chorus. 
Ha,  ha,  hal  how  very  silly;  we  must  langh  tho'  willynilly. 
We  must  laugh  tho'  willynilly,  we  must  laugh  tho'  willynilly. 
If  you  seek  for  information,  or  require  an  explanation, 

I'm  a  brimming  fount  of  wisdom  that  responds  to  every  call. 
For  assorted,  gilt-edged  knowledge,  I  can  discount  any  college; 
I'm  a  simple  little  ostrich,  but  I  know  it  all. 

Now  this  Imbecile  fowl  was  frequently  warned 

Of  hunters  to  beware,  ,  ,' 

But  he  turned  up  his  nose  at  all  advice 

With  a  supercilious  air.  .y  :    . .  ■ 

Said  he:  "  No  bird  with  a  brain  like  mine  •  -;       .   . 

From  hunters  needs  to  flee; 
You  seem  to  forget  there  never  was  yet  ' -■  ^    ■ 

A  bird  as  wise  as  me. 
There  is  nothing  you  can  teach  me,  bows  and  arrows  cannot  reach  me; 

They  may  lay  their  snaret*  with  cunning,  but  I'll  never  into  them  fall. 
All  in  vaiu  they  seek  to  harm  me,  tiiereis  iiothiug  can  alarm  me; 

I'm  a  simple  little  ostrich,  'lut  I  know  it  all."— Chobus. 

Now  this  ostrich  had  an  occasion  soon  ^ 

His  wisdom  to  display. 
For  a  couple  of  hunters  gave  him  chase 

in  a  highly  hostile  way.  .  ,     ' 

"Observe,  my  friendsl"  he  merrily  cried,  '     • 

"  liow  I'll  fool  these  sons  of  nam; 
For  I'll  hide  my  liead  in  the  sand,"  he  said, 

"  And  tliey  won't  know  where  I  am. 
It's  an  easy  operation  to  elude  their  observation; 

In  emerueucies  like  this  one  on  your  brain,  not  le^,  yon  call, 
And.  iu  spite  of  their  endeavor,  I  will  prove  them  far  from  clever; 

I'm  a  simple  little  ostrich,  but  I  know  it  all."— CuoBUS. 

There  was  something  wrong  with  his  well-laid  plan, 

1  must  regret  to  say; 
For  they  snaked  him  out  of  his  hiding-place  .'   - 

Without  the  least  delay. 
They  plucked  his  long-tailed  feathers  out. 

Till  he  was  a  sight  to  see; 
And  they  clipped  his  wings  with  shears  and  things. 

Though  it  hurt  confoundedly; 
Then  (hey  shipiied  liiiii  o'er  tlie  ocean,  and  to-day,  if  yon've  the  notion 

At  a  second-rate  miiseiiiii  in  this  neighborhood  to  call. 
You  will  see  a  sight  pathetic,  for  with  mien  apologetic. 

Stands  the  simple  little  ostrich,  stuffed,  who  knew  it  all.— Cbobcs. 

There's  a  moral  tied  to  this  ostrich's  tale 

Thai  must  be  plain  to  all:  -      ■ 

Tiiat  a  pride  with  too  much  enbonpolut  ^  ' 

Precedes  an  awkward  fall. 
Tho' a  Solomon's  wisdom  you  possess. 

Don't  good  advice  deride; 
For  a  head  that  grows  abnormally  large  ,' 

Is  a  difficult  one  to  hide. 
So,  unless  you  crave  a  stumble,  you'll  do  wisely  to  be  humble. 

And  the  melancholy  ending  or  the  ostrich  to  recall; 
For  the  man  of  highest  wisdom  of  his  merits  always  is  dumb. 

And  the  men  who  know  but  little  always  know  it  all.— Cbobits. 


HOLY    SMOKE. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Fnmk  Harding. 

The  Word*  and  MuMe  of  this  SonR  will  be  sent  to  any  add rew.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
or  this  aiid  uiiy  two  other  Songrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J^  Wehnian,  130  I'ark 


cent«; 

Row,  New  York  City. 


Hostage  Stamps  taken  same  aa  uoah  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Sam  Weston. 


Tlie  Meth'diet  church  am  blazing,  the  holy  smoke  am  raising. 

The  liihle  am  a-flying  In  the  air; 
The  wenches  am  a-velling,  the  holy  bells  am  telling 

There's  going  to  be  a  nigger  roasted  there. 
I  hear,  like  thunder  busting,  niggers  jumping,  wenches  hnetling; 

The  preacher  man  am  missing  from  this  pew, 
1  he  pulpit  it  is  burning,  to  holy  smoke  am  turning, 

Every  uigger  will  be  cooked  into  a  stew. 

Chorus.  , 

Holy  smoke,  dem  coons  will  choke;  •  .  ' 

Go  get  a  rope,  or  they  will  surely  croak; 
Holy  smoke,  dem  coons  will  choke; 
Go  get  a  rope,  or  they  will  surely  croak. 

I  see  the  ancels  coming,  with  water-bnckets  running. 

With  a  golden  hose  tliem  niggers  they  will  soak; 
Out  of  the  windows  wenches  climbing,  some  are  laughing,  eome  are  cryliig, 

Some  arc  turning  pnle  and  others  into  smoke.  ...       .^ 

Oh,  brothers,  sisters,  sintiers,  if  there's  any  religion  In  us,       ■  '        -'^^ 

Go  chase  the  devil  away  from  our  church-<Ioor;  .•  -' 

And  tlii-n  we  will  climb  higher,  keep  away  from  the  Satan's  Are,        £;.."v. 

And  thus  we  will  be  saved  forevennorc— Cbubus. 


THE  NIG-HT  MALONEY  LOST  HIS 
NEW    HIGH    HAT. 

Tone  — "Night  Maloney   Landed  In  New   York." 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  reoelTe 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  600U  Popular  EiiglitA  and  Gennaa 

Songs— Free.    Posia^re  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 

Words  by  T.  H.  Tooker. 


Dan  Maloney,  dressed  so  neat,  was  walking  down  the  street 

To  see  iiis  sweetheart,  Mary  Ann  Magee; 
Ou  his  coat  he  wore  a  rose,  the  color  of  bis  nose. 

And  as  happy  as  an  alderman  was  he. 
He  walked  about  a  block  when  he  got  quite  a  shock. 

For  a  nagur  hit  him  with  a  base-ball  bat; 
And  I'm  sorry  now  to  say  that  the  divil  was  to  pay. 

For  he  smashed  iu  poor  Malouey's  new  high  bat. 

Chorus. 
Maloney  began  to  cry,  the  nagur  would  have  to  diet 

For  he  never  would  take  an  insult  like  that; 
So  they  both  toed  a  scratch  and  there  was  a  slugglsg-matcb. 

The  night  Maloney  lost  his  new  high  hat. 

Maloney  broke  the  nagnr's  nose,  so  the  story  goes. 

And  tlie  nagur's  shins  he  tried  hard  to  kick; 
But.  as  quick  as  a  flash,  poor  Maloney  got  a  smash 

On  the  top  of  his  head  with  a  brick. 
Maloney  began  to  yell  to  the  crowd  as  he  fell. 

Get  an  ambulance,  don't  let  me  die  here  like  a  rati 
Me  friends,  I  did  me  best,  and  it's  me  last  request  .       ■ 

That  you  bury  in  me  grave  me  new  high  hat. 

Chobus. 
Maloney  began  to  shout,  I  think  I  am  knocked  onti 

For  the  nagur's  knocked  me  head  in  nearly  flat; 
But  the  crowd  began  to  laugh  and  said,  shut  up  you  big  giraffe, 

For  at  your  funeral  we'll  all  wear  a  new  high  hat. 

Now,  Maloney  didn't  die,  for  an  officer,  passing  by,  ' 

Carried  him  to  the  station-house  upon  a  shutter; 
They  threw  him  in  a  cell,  and  on  his  head  lie  fell. 

But,  to  save  his  life,  a  word  he  couldn't  utter.  ^ 

In  the  morning  he  was  brouglit  to  plead  before  the  court, 

For  they  charged  him  with  attempting  suicide; 
And  the  judge  gave  him  ten  davs  iu  which  to  mend  hia  waya, 

And  in  the  prison-van  poor  Maloney  took  a  ride. 

Chorus.  ;. 

Poor  Maloney  went  to  jail,  for  he  could  get  no  ball. 

And  for  ten  days  in  a  dismal  cell  he  sat; 
And  when  he  got  out  of  there,  he  solemnly  did  swear 

That  he'd  never  wear  again  a  new  high  hat. 


OH!    WHERE'S   THE    SLAVE. 


By  Thomas  Moore. 


Ob!  Where's  tiie  slave,  so  lowly, 
Condeuined  to  cliaiiis  uulioly, 

Who,  could  be  burst 

His  bonds  at  first, 
Would  pine  Ijeueatii  tbem  slowly? 
Wbtit  soul  wliose  wrongs  decade  It, 
Would  wait  till  time  decayed  it, 

Wben  tlius  its  wing 

At  once  may  spring 
To  tbe  throne  of  Him  wbo  made  It? 
Farewell  Erin!  farewell,  all 
Wbo  live  lo  weep  our  falll 

Less  dear  the  laurel  growing, 
Alive,  untoucbetl  and  blowing,  ,' 

Than  tliat  wiiose  braid 

Is  plucked  to  sbade 
The  brows  with  victory  glowing; 
We  thread  the  land  that  l»ore  us. 
Her  green  flag  glitters  o'er  us, 

The  friends  we've  tried 

Arc  by  our  side, 
And  the  foe  we  hate,  before  us; 
Farewell,  Erin!  farewell,  all 
Who  live  to  weep  our  fall! 


■ « ■ 


— A  man  must  be  pretty  sick  op»<^k  when  he  throws  up  his 
job.  y^ 

—"  Pa,"  said  a  lad  to  his  father,  "  I  have  often  read  of  people 
p>oor  but  honest;  why  don't  they  sometimes  say,  '  rich  but 
honest? ' "  "  Tut,  tut,  my  son;  nobody  would  believe  them," 
answered  the  father. 

— "  Mr.  Jones! "  said  the  old  millionaire.  "  Yes,  sir,"  answered 
the  private  secretary.  "  Here  are  fifty  begging  letters.  Answer 
them  all  with  a  refusal."  "Yes.  sir."  "And  you  will  observe 
that  every  one  has  a  two-cent  stamp  inclosed  for  reply."  "  Yes, 
sir."    "  Well,  answer  them  on  a  postal." 
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Is  There  No  Kiss  for  Me  To-Night? 


Copyright,  1879,  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 


Ihe  Word,  and  Music  of  this  S^mg  will  be  sent  to  any  addrem;.  post-paid,  on  receipt  o(  M 

cents;  or  iliis  lUid  any  two  other  Songrs  for  t)uo  L)ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wohinan,  130  l^rk 

Huw,  Mew  York  City,    fostacc  iitampa  taken  saute  oh  ca^  fur  ail  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Thos.  P.  Westcndorf . 


Is  there  no  kit's  for  me  to-night,  love, 

la  tliere  uo  smile  to  welcome  me  now? 
Must  the  hopes  that  were  once  bo  briv;bt,  love. 

Be  dispelled  by  the  frown  on  your  brow? 
Musi  the  past  with  its  joys  be  blighted 

By  a  fuluie  of  sorrowing  pain? 
Must  Itic  vow  we  have  made  be  slighted. 
Don't  you  thiuk  you  could  love  lue  again? 

Chorus. 
Tell  me  why  has  your  heart  grown  cold,  love. 

Tell  me  where  ure  your  smiles  so  bright? 
Have  you  buuibhed  tiie  joys  of  old,  love. 
Is  tliere  uu  kiss  for  me  to-night? 

When  I  feel  that  you  do  not  love  me. 

That  your  heart  is  not  true  as  of  old, 
Ob,  how  dark  seems  the  akies  above  me, 

Aud  the  world,  oh,  how  strangely  cold; 
All  the  years  would  be  sad  without  you, 

There'd  be  nothing  to  cheer  my  poor  heart; 
Darling,  how  could  I  live  without  you, 

Tell  mc  now  that  we  never  shall  part?— Chorus. 

Bid  me  hope  coming  days  will  bring,  love, 

All  the  joys  that  tae  past  ever  knew. 
Let  the  mem'rles  so  dear  still  cling,  love. 

To  the  heart  that  is  faithful  aud  true; 
Aud  I'll  promise  you,  love,  that  never 

Shall  a  word  from  my  lips  give  you  pain; 
And  my  life  shall  be  yours  forever. 

If  you  only  will  love  me  again.— Cuorcb. 


THE   PAWNBROKERS  TICKET. 

Words  by  T.  H.  Tooker.   Tuue— "  Three  Leaves  of  Shamrock." 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park  Row,  Kow  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  niml  n  complete  Catalo(rue  i>(  over  5000  Popular  Kni; luh  and  Ueriuau 

Suut;s— Free.    PostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  Od  cosh  for  all  our  Roods. 

While  walkinc  down  the  Bowery  in  the  merry  month  of  June, 

I  had  an  overcoat  on  my  arm,  which  I  was  to  part  with  soon. 

For  the  weather  it  was  getting  warm,  aud  the  coat  I  could  not  wear; 

So  I  took  it  to  Levy,  the  pawnbroker,  down  in  Chatham  Square; 

"  I'll  give  you  just  two  dollars,  sir,  on  that  overcoat,"  he  said; 

But,  for  heaven's  sake,  don't  tell  my  wife,  or  she  surely  will  drop  dead; 

I  took  the  two  dollars  that  he  gave,  aud  then  went  on  a  spree, 

Aud  wheu  1  got  sober  all  I  had  left  was  the  ticket  he  gave  me. 

CHOUL'3. 

Just  a  little  yellow  ticket,  a  pawnbroker's  ticket. 
Now  you've  caused  all  my  troubles,  my  sorrow  and  my  woe; 

For  I  tell  you  it's  no  joke  when  your  overcoat  is  in  soak 
And  you  have. to  wear  a  linen  duster  while  Ihe  cold  winds  do  blow. 

Ever  since  I  parted  w  ith  that  coat  bad  luck  has  followed  me, 

Aud  if  I  only  had  it  now,  how  happy  I  would  be. 

For  with  the  cold  I'm  shaking,  aud  the  wind  near  takes  my  breath  away; 

The  Coroner  will  soon  have  a  job,  for  I'll  freeze  to  death  bou.e  day; 

■VVlieu  I  parted  with  that  overcoat,  I  must  have  been  iueaiie, 

For  I  never  will  get  money  enough  to  get  it  out  again; 

But,  uo  matter  w  uat  my  troubles  are,  this  ticket  I'll  always  save. 

And  I  tiope  it  will  be  buried  with  me  in  my  lonely  grave.— Cuorijs. 


MARY    OF    ARGYLE. 


f  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpatd.on  receipt  of  10 

by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park 


The  Words  add  Music 

cent.;  or  this  and  any  two  other  S-iuks  tor  one  D<jllar, 

Kow,  New  Y<jrk  City.    Postotje  Slumps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 


I  Lave  heard  the  mavis  siuging 

His  h)ve-song  to  the  moru; 
I  have  seeu  the  ilew-tlrops  clinging 

To  the  rose  just  iiewl}-  born; 
But  a  sweeter  song  has  cheereil  me 

At  the  evening's  gentle  close; 
I  have  soon  an  eye  still  brighter 

'Ihau  the  dew-drops  on  the  rose; 
'Twas  thy  voice,  my  gentle  Mary, 

And  thine  artless,  winning  stuile. 
That  made  this  world  au  Edeu, 

Bonny  Mary  of  Argyle. 

Though  thy  voice  may  lose  its  sweetness, 

And  thine  eye  its  brightness,  too, 
Though  thy  st<;p  may  loose  its  Ueetuess, 

And  thy  hair  it's  sunny  hue. 
Still  to  me  Shalt  thou  be  dearer 

Than  all  the  world  can  own; 
I  have  loved  thee  for  thy  beauty. 

But  not  for  that  alone; 
I  have  watched  thy  heart,  dear  Mary, 

And  its  goodness  was  the  wile 
That  has  made  thee  mine  forever, 

Bonny  Mary  of  Argyle. 


YOU    CAN^T    DO    IT. 

Copyright,  UM,  by  White,  Snuth  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addre.ns,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  to 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  JI.  J.  Wehniun,  lau  I'aik 

Uuw,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  some  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Robert  Reece.    Music  by  Froutignac. 

I've  been  trying  for  years  to  live  under  my  means, 

Y'ou  can't  do  it; 
I've  tried  to  avoid  awkward  conjugal  scenes,     . 

You  can't  do  it. 
Your  wife  says  you'd  belter  your  income  inprove. 
To  very  much  larger  apurlments  remove, 
Aud  get  out  of  that  horrible  public-bouse  groove. 

You  can't  do  it. 

Sbe  Bay8  you  must  pay  rent  aud  taxes  this  week. 

You  can't  Jo  it; 
You're  to  ^o  to  your  friends  the  "spoudulicks  "  to  seek,     .- 

You  can't  do  it. 
She  says  what  she  earns  is  her  own  by  Ihe  law; 
She  gives  you  two  hours'  uiiliiuited  "  jaw," 
Then  expects  you  to  eut  muttou-cbops  that  are  raw. 

You  can't  do  it.  : 

Sbe  gives  you  a  brassy  old  biacelet  to  8i)0ut, 

Vou  can't  do  it; 
Then  tells  you  "  be  tjiiiet  "  and  si>eakB  with  a  shout, 

Y'ou  cau'l  do  it. 
She  wakes  up  the  cliild  and  then  sings  for  au  hour, 
And  scolds  about  "  aothing  "  at  titty-horse  power, 
Aud  wants  you  to  shut  the  back  gale  iu  u  tihower. 

You  cau'l  do  it. 

'  Sbe  tells  you  to  curb  your  addiction  to  thirst. 

You  can't  do  it. 
Sbe  saye,  "  Stop  the  leak  I ''  when  the  water-pipes  burst, 

Y'ou  can't  do  it. 
SJie  gives  you  the  bdby,  your  fingers  to  gnaw, 
Or  Clear  out  the  boy  when  lie's  ewalluwcil  a  '"  law," 
Then  asks  you  to  kiss  your  old  motber-iu-law. 

You  cau't  do  it. 

If  poker  you're  playing,  don't  bet  on  ace  hiijh, 

You  cau't  do  it; 
If  you  do,  bid  farewell  to  your  cash,  with  a  sigh. 

You  cuu't  do  it; 
And  if  you  tiy  faro,  you'll  find  it  the  thing 
To  bet  your  clii|>s  small  and  scoop  iu  whui  they  bring; 
When  tbe  deck  is  all  dealt  out,  duu'l  copper  the  king. 

You  cau't  do  It. 


f 


»  »  * 


WE   SHALL  ALL   BE  ANG-ELS   IN 
THE    SWEET    BY-AND-BY. 


( 


Written  and  Composed  by  Fred  Roberts.    Arruuged  by  Laughton  Field. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  nddres:,,  pu.^t  paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  othei  ^>un);s  for  One  li"ilur,  by  11.  J.  Weliniaii,  ].!■)  I'urk 

Row,  >ew  York  City.    Pusuigu  Stuuips  taken  same  as  vunU  t'ur  all  oiu'  ^uuUs. 

We're  going  to  have  a  glorious  time  by  the  jjarsons  we  an^  told. 

For  all  you  nice  young  pi  ople  who  have  been  as  good  as  gold,  [ 

Some  wings  are  to  be  given  so  the  gentry  prophecy,  ■ 

They  don't  give  us  the  date  but  say  it  will  be  byuiid-by. 

Now  wheu  liiey  give  those  wings  awav  there's  ijouiid  to  be  a  rush, 

And  six-pence  extra  you  muHt  pay  and  so  avoid  the  ciu^li; 

The  news  has  fairly  settled  me  aud  nearly  turned  my  braiu, 

I'm  bouud  to  have  a  pair  myself  and  that's  why  I  excluiiu: 

CUOULS. 

We  shall  all  be  angels  in  the  sweet  by-and-by. 
All  have  a  pair  of  wiiij^s,  be  able  to  lly 
Far,  far  away  from  this  wicked  world  bo  gay, 
Uhl  bow  I'd  like  to  be  an  aiigell 

The  great  Salvation  Army,  thev  will  be  first,  there  is  no  doubt; 

They'll  soon  fly  to  that  bap|)y  land  they  rave  so  much  about; 

But,  in  spile  of  all  their  fussing,  their  scandal  aud  their  diu, 

I  tliink  it's  very  doubtful  wheilier  they  will  uU  gel  iu.  . 

We  all  shall  be  so  hai>py,  forgetting  every  vice; 

No  one  will  cause  to  trouble,  all  liiiu^;a  will  be  so  nice: 

Your  mother-in-law  will  hold  her  jaw  and  things  will  be  so  )>rimc. 

For  your  wife  on  Saturday  won't  aslt  for  your  over-time.— Chorus. 

There's  tbe  tally  man,  oh,  lor'!  oli,  dear!  whatever  will  be  do? 

He'll  find  hiii occupation  gone,  upon  my  word  it's  true; 

And  the  fussy-bloated  landlord,  who  calls  'round  on  Monday  morn, 

Will  find  his  houbes  all  "  to  lei  "  aud  all  liis  lodgers  gone; 

Aud  your  dear,  respected  uncle,  too,  will  fairly  be  done  biown, 

'1  he  three  gilt  balls  outside  his  shop,  he'll  have  to  take  them  down; 

A  little  notice  you  will  see,  informing  you  with  love 

That  busiuesa  for  the  future  will  be  carried  ou  above. — CuoBus. 

So  very,  very  careful  of  your  ways  you  will  have  to  be. 

Or  else  no  chance  of  wings  you'll  siaiid,  it's  very  plain  to  me; 

They're  only  going  to  give  them  out  to  those  that  have  been  good. 

And  I'm  one  of  that  number,  I  will  have  it  iiiKlerslood; 

Y'ou  ladies  must  be  careful  not  to  stay  out  late  at  night. 

You  must  not  paint,  or  dye  your  hair,  such  doings  are  not  right; 

Your  bustles,  too,  you  uiust  leave  oil,  and  all  such  clumsy  things. 

Or  you'll  fiud  it  very  awkward  when  you  go  to  flap  your  wings.— Cuoitus. 


"♦-•-•>■ 


— Mrs.  Bloodgood;  "  What!  not  au  open  firi'place  nor  a  stove  in 
the  house?  How  does  your  father  warm  his  slippers,  Willie?" 
Willie  (ruefully):  "  Warms  'em  on  me,  ma'am."      .    _,/,    .♦    .  j .: 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    30. 


THE    SWELL   WITH    THE    G-LASS 
IN   HIS   EYE. 


Copyright,  1872,  by  White  <fe  Goullaud. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  b«  sent  to  any  address,' post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents:  or  this  an(i  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  l)y  Ii.  J.  ^^  ehinaii,  130  Park 

Row,  Now  Yorlc  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aii  cosli  for  all  our  goods. 


Arranged  by  John  Braham. 


>■ 


\ 


now  d'ye  do,  my  dear  boy,  how  d'ye  do? 

You're  looking  remarkably  well; 
I  think  we  have  met  before  somewhere— 

Was  it  Broadway,  Lonj;  Branch,  or  Pall  Mallt 
By  Jove,  now  I  cannot  remember, 

Bui  you'll  recollect  me  by-the-by; 
I'm  known  by  respectable  members 

As  the  Bwell  with  the  glass  iu  his  eye.    . 

CUORUS.  ~ 

For  it  gives  a  diBtiuguished  api>earance,    ; 

And  lis  I  go  sauntering  by, 
Tlie  darlings  all  sigh,  as  tho'  they  should  die, 

For  the  swell  with  the  glass  iu  bis  eye. 

Some  fellahs  go  in  for  mustachios, 

And  make  them  stick  out  like  a  pole. 
Others  weaknesses  lie  in  their  whiskaws, 

Hut  mine  never  would  grow,  jwn  my  soul. 
Souie  fellahs  go  in  for  "  La  pose," 

"  Roman  Fall,"  and  such  dodges,  but  I 
Rest  content  with  my  natural  charms. 

And  this  small  piece  of  glass  in  my  eye.— Chorus. 

Some  6ay,  Can  I  see  any  better? 

By  Jove,  now  I  cau't  see  as  well; 
My  eyesight's  as  good  as  most  people's, 

Though  I'm  fancied  a  near-sighted  swell; 
But  it  makes  n  coon  seem  interesting, 

Thouirh  some  low  jieople  call  me  a  "  guy," 
Wliich  meets  with  a  glare  of  contempt 

From  this  small  piece  of  glass  in  my  eye.— Chorus. 


NELL   AND    MOTHER'S    NAME. 


Copyright,  1886,  by  E.  J.  H.  Stecher. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  lliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;   or  tlil.s  and  any  two  other  Sou({.s  fia'  One  I>ollai-,  by  II.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park 

Itow,  >'ew  York  City.    Poslnge  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


:-l  ■ 


Words  and  Music  by  M.  J.  Cavanagh. 


THE    OLD    BOWERY    PIT.    \^ 

Words  by  Ed.  Harrigon.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Ii.  J.  W  eliman,  130  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

As  sung  by  Harrigan  &  Hart  in  "  Mordecoi  L}'ons." 


Oh,  I'm  an  old-timer,  I  date  away  back, 

I've  hollered  and  shouted,  I'm  flt 
To  iret  a  front  seat  and  my  peanuts  to  eat, 

When  a  boy  in  the  Old  Bowry  pit. 

Chorus. 

In  the  old  palmy  days  we  had  red-hot  plays, 

Along  with  my  dadd}'  I'd  sit, 
We'd  laugh  and  we'd  gag,  and  shout  "  ll'ist  up  the  ragl " 

When  a  boy  in  the  Old  Bowery  pit. 

Now  Cook  played  a  sailor  one  Saturday  night, 

He  shiver'd  his  timbers  of  oak; 
You  talk  about  blood,  it  was  thicker  thjui  mud. 

Oh,  you  could  not  see  action  for  smuke. — Chorus. 

We  had  our  fav'rites,  and  we  stood  by  them,  too;  \ 

No  failure,  we'd  make  them  a  hit; 
'Tis  then  we'd  all  screech,  "  Say,  come  give  us  a  speech. 

To  the  boys  in  the  Oid  Bow'ry  pit."— Chorus. 

There's  no  use  of  grieving,  the  stage  has  gone  wrong 

Since  the  old-timers  passed  out  and  quit; 
Oh,  then  we'd  have  "  Hamlet,"  "  Ben  Bolt,"  with  a  song. 

Would  the  boys  in  the  Old  Bow'ry  pit. — Chorus. 

Oh,  I  have  seen  Forrest,  Macready  and  Keen, 

The  bosses,  now  don't  you  forgit; 
When  they'd  walk  on  the  stage,  we  would  stand  up  and  scream. 

Would  the  boys  in  the  Old  Bow'ry  pit. — Chorus. 

Oh,  most  all  the  good  ones  lay  under  the  clay, 

Farewell  to  their  taleut  and  wit; 
The  old  stock's  played  out,  oh,  it  don't  live  to-day. 

No  more  does  the  Old  Bow'ry  pit. — C/iorus. 


/ 


/ 


On  a  gory,  blood-stained  battle-field  a  wounded  soldier  lay. 
His  dying  moments  full  of  thoughts  of  loved  ones  far  away — 
'I'lie  uray-haired,  widowed  mother  he  had  left  at  home  in  tears, 
*l"he  little  blue-eyed  sweetheart  who  had  waited  him  for  years; 
He  whisjiered  to  the  comrade  who  stood  weeping  by  his  side: 
■•  Don't  grieve  lad,  'tis  an  honor  for  your  country  to  have  died. 
But,  lad.  your  i)roinise  give  me  when  you're  safe  at  home  again, 
You'll  say  I  died  in  buttle,  breathing  Xell  and  mother's  name. 

Chorus. 
Take  a  dying  soldier's  messasie  home  to  those  who  wait  in  vain; 
Say  I  fell  while  facing  foemeu,  breatiiing  Nell  and  mother's  name. 

Ere  the  night  his  proud  soul  passed  away  to  join  the  brave  that  fell. 

And  death  had  hushed  the  tender  words  of  mother,  home  and  Nell; 

'.Mong  comrades,  yet  uiniumbered,  he  now  fills  a  soldier's  grave. 

Afar  from  hearts  that  love  him  true  and  wait  him  o'er  the  wave; 

The  laf-8  whose  heart  went  with  him,  the  mother  gray  and  old, 

Are  longing  to  embrace  the  form  that  now  is  still  and  cold; 

They  say  he  fought  so  bravely  for  his  country,  love  and  fame. 

And  fell  while  facing  foemen,  breathing  Nell  and  mother's  name.— Chorus. 


.« 


SCOTCH   LASSIE,   JEAN.     \ 

The  Words  ami  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cento;  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Son^n  for  One  Hnllnr,  by  II.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park 

Kow,  Netv  York  Oity,    Postage  Stamps  talven  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 


Iu  Scotland's  fair  lands,  o'er  mountains  and  rills. 
That's  where  I  roamed  for  many  a  day. 

In  looking  at  the  lads  and  lassies  on  the  green. 
In  the  fair  old  laud  of  Scotland  far  away. 

I  have  waited  for  her  coming,  but  she  has  not  come  aa  yet; 
The  truth  seems  to  dawn  upon  me  ]>Iaiii; 

They  say  she  is  false,  but  I  still  believe  her  true- 
She's  my  darling  blue-eyed  Scotch  lassie,  Jean.        .: 

Chorus. 
Oh!  Jean,  my  bonnie  Jean,  come  to  your  laddie  once  againi 

They  say  you  are  false,  but  I  siill  believe  you  mine, 
You  are  my  bonnie  blue-eyed  Scotch  lassie,  Jean. 

She  said  she  would  meet  me,  but  I've  waited  long  in  vain 

In  lands  far  away  she  does  roam; 
llcr  promise  she  will  keep;  oh!  bieak  it  not,  my  Jean, 

We'll  be  hajipy  iu  our  oontiie  little  home. 
Oh!  then  let  me  not  long  wait,  let  me  meet  thee  soon,  my  Jean, 

And  the  heavens  will  smile  on  our  love. 
And  when  life  is  dead,  we  will  leave  this  earthly  scene. 

And  our  hearts  will  dwell  in  joy  aud  bli&s  above. — C'uorus. 


— If  a  man  were  his  own  enemy,  what  hard  stories  he  could  tell 
of  himsGU.— Atchison  Olobe. 


The  Little  Bunch  o'  Berries. 

Words  by  Ed.  Harngan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 


V 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addres-s,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Suntfs  forOne  lX)llar,  by  U.J.  Weliman,  i;<01'ark 

Itow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stampstaken  same  useash  for  all  uur  goodji. 

-,  4  Aa  sung  by  Harrigan  &  Halt  in  " The  Muddy  Day." 

It's  down  by  the  riveiside  I  stand  behind  the  bar,       .    • 

My  customers  are  workingmcn  and  sailors. 
And  every  jolly  Jack  tiiat  comes  off  a  man-o'-war. 

Steamboats,  merchantmen  and  whalers; 
They  surely  call  on  me  when  they  come  home  from  sea, 

From  Patagonia  Island  or  Canaries; 
They  say,  "  Let's  have  a  gliiss,  oli,  we  never,  never  pass 

The  widow  at  the  Little  Bunch  o'  Berries. 

Chorus. 

The  number's  forty-four,  the  name  is  on  the  door. 

Oh,  Mary  Ann  Elizabeth  O'Leary; 
You  couldn't  pass  her  by,  whenever  you  were  dr}', 

The  widow  at  the  Little  Bunch  o'  Berries. 

Oh,  you'd  see  a  crowd  of  boys  a-standing  'round  the  stove, 

I'm  dealing  out  tlie  siiorry  and  the  brandy; 
With  juicy,  spicy  whiskey  punch,  a  lemon  aud  a  clove. 

Airy,  gracefully  and  handy. 
I'm  rolling  out  the  gin,  the  money's  rolling  in. 

From  boatmen  and  the  pilots  of  the  ferries; 
They  say,  "  Let's  iiavc  a  glass,  oh,  we  never,  never  pass 

The  widow  at  the  Little  Bunch  o'  Berries. — Chorus. 

On  Saturday  night,  my  boys,  it's  then  I  do  my  trade. 

They're  paying  off  tlie  stevedores  and  spooners; 
Oh,  come  and  burr}-,  quick,  and  get  a  brandy  sour  made. 

Soda,  schweitzer-kase  and  schooners. 
The  boss  he  hollers  out,  now  let  ye  stand  about. 

And  hurry,  hurry  up  the  Tom  and  Jerries,  /* 

For  we  must  have  a  glass,  oh,  we  never,  never  pass 

The  widow  at  the  Little  Bunch  o'  Berries. — Chonia. 


— Banana  skins  are  reminders  that  the  fall  is  near. — Olens  FaUs 
Republican. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  30. 


DON'T    FORGET    MOTHER 

Copyright,  1884,  by  WlUiam  A.  Pond  *  Co. 


The  Words  mid  Music  of  t hist  S»n(r  will  best-nt  to  any  addroos, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  «0 

cents:  or  lliis  nntl  any  two  other  S<>iit(s  for  Uiie  l>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  Yurie  City,    hosloge  Stamp!*  taken  itaine  aa  caah  for  all  our  good*. 


Words  and  Music  by  Gu»  WiUiama. 


CALEDONIA.    / 


Tune— "  Erin  Go  Bragh." 

Send  your  name  and  addrees  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  Cl^,  and  recelre 

by  return  mall  a  complete  Catalotrue  of  over  StiQO  Popular  English  and  Oerman 

Souga— Free.    Puetaffe  Stamps  taken  same  as  caah  for  all  our  goods. 


Soon  yon  may  wander  from  home  far  away, 
Yoini';  and  liKlit-hoaited  the  world  o'er.to  stray; 
ThoiiKliti*  of  the  Old  folks  may  drift  from  your  mind 
Day  afti'r  day  as  you  leave  them  behind; 
But  tlieru  ii»  one  yon  must  hold  ever  dear, 
One  who  will  cling  to  yon  year  after  year; 
Keep  her  in  inem'ry  in  (;ladnesd  or  woe. 
Don't  forget  mother,  wherever  you  go. 

Chorus. 

Don't  forget  mother;  she'll  not  forget  yon; 
Cheer  her  with  kindness;  'tis  easy  to  do; 
Keep  lier  in  mem'ry  in  gladnesH  or  woe; 
Dou't  forget  mother,  wEerever  you  go. 

Dear  to  the  heart  is  a  mother's  last  word. 
Sleeping  or  waking,  in  mem'ry  'lis  heard: 
When  to  her  lovcdone  she  murmurs  good-bye, 
Wiio  does  not  echo  her  last  plaintive  sigh* 
See  how  ghe  stands  at  the  old  cottnge-door, 
U'atchini;  and  waiting  to  see  you  once  more; 
While  you  are  from  her  no  rest  will  she  know, 
Dou't  lorget  mother,  wherever  you  go.— CuoBtm. 

Think  of  her  ever,  no  thonght  is  so  blest. 
No  balm  po  sweet  to  the  KuSering  breast; 
Through  the  land  roaming  or  far  o'er  the  sea, 
Firct  in  the  vision  lier  dear  face  we  see; 
Tliink  of  her  patience  and  think  of  her  pain, 
Longing  to  giize  on  her  own  once  again; 
Fortune  may  cmile  on  you,  but,  in  it«  glow, 
Don't  forget  mother,  wherever  you  go.— Chobcs. 
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IN     OLD     MADRID 

Words  by  Clifton  Bingham.    Music  by  H.  Trotere. 

The  Words  and  Muxle  of  thin  Sont;  will  tw  sent  to  any  address,  noat-pald,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sotitta  for  One  Dollar,  by  If.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City,    Postage  SUini|>8  taken  same  as  cotih  for  all  our  goods. 


Long  years  aco,  in  old  Madrid. 

Where  softly  siglis  of  love  the  light  guitar. 
Two  bi)arkliug  e\eH  a  lattice  hid,  •• 

Two  eyes  as  darkly  bright  as  love's  own  starl 
There  ou  the  caseuieiit  ledge  wheu  day  waa  O'er, 

A  tiny  hand  was  lightly  laid; 
A  face  look'd  out,  as  from  the  river  shore 

There  stole  a  tender  t'erenade! 
Rani:  the  lover'««  happy  song, 

LiL'lit  and  low,  from  shore  to  shore. 
But  ail!  the  river  flow'd  along 

Between  them  evermore. 
Come,  my  love,  the  stars  are  shining, 

Time  is  fl\  ini:,  love  ia  cighing, 
Come,  for  thee  a  heart  is  piniug, 

Ilere  alone  I  wait  for  thee  I 

Far,  far  away  from  old  Madrid 

Her  lover  fell,  long  years  ago,  for  Spain; 
A  convent  veil  those  eyes  liiif. 

And  all  the  vows  that  love  had  sigh'd  were  vaini 
But  Fiiill  iietween  the  dusk  and  nikflit,  'tis  said, 

Iler  while  hand  opens  the  lattice  wide, 
The  faint  sweet  echo  of  that  serenade 

Floats  weirdly  o'er  the  misty  tide! 
Still  she  lists  her  lover's  song. 

Still  he  cings  upon  tlie  shore, 
Thoiigli  flows  a  stream  than  all  more  strong 

Between  them  evermore. 

Come,  my  love,  the  stars  are  shining, 

Time  is  flvinir,  love  is  sighing. 
Come,  for  tiiee  a  heart  is  piniug, 

Here  alone  I  wait  for  thee: 


THE    ANCHORS    WEIGHED. 

The  Woi  lis  and  Music  uf  tlils  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresii,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
evuin.  or  tliiii  ami  liny  t.>o  other  Soiiktx  for  one  iJullar,  by  II.  J.  Welinian,  ISO  Park 
Kuw,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stuniiw  taken  same  as  caiili  for  all  our  goods. 
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The  tear  fell  gently  from  her  eye 

When  la-t  we  parted  from  the  shore; 
My  bosom  heaved  w  ilh  many  a  sigh. 
To  think  I  ne'er  should  see  her  more, 
To  think  I  ne'er  slioiild  see  her  more. 
Dear  youth,  »he  ciied,  and  cuu  thou  haste  away? 
My  heart  will  break— a  little  moment  stay. 

Ala.xl  I  cannot,  cannot  part  from  thee; 
The  anclior'8  weighed,  the  anchor's  weighed — 
Ftirewelll  farewelll  remember  nic. 

Weep  not,  dear  love,  I  trembling  said; 

Doubt  not  a  constant  lieart  like  miue; 
I  ne'er  shall  meet  another  maid 
Whose  charms  can  fix  this  heart  like  thine, 
Wliose  charms  can  fix  this  heart  like  thine. 
Go  tlien,  she  cried,  but  let  thv  constant  mind 
Oft  think  of  her  thou  leav'st  in  tears  behind. 

Dear  maid,  this  last  embrace  my  pledtre  will  be; 
The  anchor's  weighed,  tlie  anchor's  weighed — 
Farewell!  farewelll  remember  me. 


Caledonia,  my  country,  thy  rivers  and  fountains, 

And  green  fertile  valleys,  exalting,  I  sing. 
now  pteasant's  thy  sweet-blooming  moorlands  and  mountalua 

When  (irest  in  the  gaudy  profusion  of  Spring; 
Where,  fanned  by  the  soft  summer  sea-breeze  thy  shore  Is, 

While  flocks  bleat  around  us,  and  wihkIs  pour  their  chonifl, 
And  mild  morning-beaius  gild  the  landscape  before  us, 

All  spangled  with  dew-drops,  how  charming  the  scenel 

Healthy  thv  clime  is,  of  mild  temperature. 

Remote  from  the  rays  of  the  ]K>lar  extreme;  .  . 

And  distant  from  regions  where  languishing  nature 

Melts  in  the  blaze  of  the  sun's  torrid  beam;  .  '   . 

Dappy  land!  where  no  raging  volcanoes  are  pouring. 

Where  no  serpents  hies,  no  fell  monsters  devouring, 
Ko  clouds  stored  with  death  in  thy  horizon  lowerlug, 

Mo  pesiiUiUce  floats  on  thy  soft  breezes'  whig. 

While  daring,  yet  prudent,  thy  sons  fill  their  stations. 

Scarcely  equaled  in  arts,  and  unrivaled  in  arms; 
For  learning  thy  fame  resounds  tlirou^li  all  the  nation. 

And  |)eerle88  thy  daughters  in  virtues  and  charms. 
Frimi  times  unrecorded,  thy  freedom  deeceinliiiir 

Through  a^;es  of  heroes  whose  valor  defeiidea 
Thy  charters,  while  foes  all  their  venj.'eance  ext)ended 

Against  thy  wild  mountains  aud  borders  in  vain. 

Be  plenty,  my  country,  and  peace  thy  possession. 
And  freedom's  bright  suntjeams  illume  tliy  fair  day. 

And  far  from  thy  shores  be  all  want  and  oppression, 
VVhile  virtues  bold  streams  sweep  corruption  away  I 

May  frleiidsliiu  unite,  and  may  love  and  uffectiou 

And  virtue  tliy  childrun  exalt  to  perfection. 
To  guard  thy  loved  shores,  be  their  strength  and  protection, 
^While  tliiie  rolls  through  ages  uuuuiubered,  awayt 
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SONG-    OF    THE    STAGE. 

By  I.  Kroch.    Tune— "  Faces." 


Send  Tour  name  and  addrera  to  H.  J.  W«?hinan,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  recelTe 
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While  sitting  in  theatre  we  see  some  curious  sights,  .  .    i 

As  nottruyed  by  the  actors  in  both  afternoon  and  nights;  1 

Ana  artists  who  amuse  you,  make  your  face  with  pleasure  beam. 
And  others  whom  you'd  like  to  pive  a  dose  of  "  Paris  Green."  • 

If  you  go  there  on  burlesque  nights,  you'll  see  bald  heads  by  the  footlights; 

They  try  to  mash  the  ballet-girls,  who  work  them  all  for  jays; 
And  silly  dudes,  who  look  like  flats,  and  ladies  w ith  their  great  big  hats— 

To  see  the  show  you  must  look  in  a  thousand  different  ways.  • 

There's  the  bad  and  wicked  villain  in  a  scene  that's  very  tlirillin', 

And  tlie  funny  low  comedian,  who  tries  to  make  you  roar; 
There's  the  man  who  dives  in  trenches  and  saves  the  bii;  adventuress, 

Bnt  her  complexion's  different  from  the  one  she  had  before.  _  i 

Actors  very  serious  make  you  feel  quite  delirious,  ' 

The  gray-haired  physician,  who's  presctibing  right  and  left. 
And  the  lovely  banker's  daughter,  her  sweet  face  would  freeze  hot  water. 

And  the  during'  tra|>eze  artiste,  who  will  dive  Into  a  net. 
The  minstrel  wiih  his  stale  puns,  and  the  soldier  with  his  fake  guns. 

Admired  by  the  pretty  girls,  while  the  other  men  all  fail; 
The  tramp  who's  neverUreary,  though  bis  face  in  very  beery, 

Always  bracing  for  price  80  he  CJiii  fill  his  nail; 
The  business  man  so  natty,  he  is  prompt,  polite  and  chatty. 

With  Ills  go(Ml-looking  typewriter  sitting  near  his  chair; 
Then  comes  the  revelation  of  the  clerk's  (lefalcation. 

But  before  the  show  is  ended  with  everybody  he  is  square. 
There  are  many  incidentals,  and  things  that  are  ornamental. 

And  the  supes  who  play  "  Richard  tlie  Third"  for  fifty  cents  a  night. 
Maggie,  Rose  and  Sallie,  who  look  lovely  in  the  badet. 

If  you  saw  them  w  ith  their  niake-un  off  you'd  net  an  awful  fright. 
Then  there's  tlie  sweet  bell-ringenj,  the  grand  opera-si ngers, 

Their  notes  in  voice  and  salary  both  come  very  liiKh; 
Every  year  they  try  to  do  us  with  their  ancient  farewell  tonrs; 

If  It  wasn't  for  old  America,  where  would  they  get  their  pie. 
JuKKlers  who  are  clever  please  us  with  their  endeavors. 

And  acrobats  tumbling  'round  in  spangles  sliining  bright. 
Mow  these  are  few  attractions  that  drive  away  distraction. 

And  help  us  one  and  all  to  pass  away  a  pleasant  night. 
As  the  play  draws  to  the  climax  in  wedding  scenes  aud  smilax. 

We  hastily  le<ive  our  seats  aud  pass  up  the  aisle; 
We  tell  Out  darling  Mary  Ann  we've  got  to  go  and  "see  a  man". 

But  before  we  return  again,  we  have  our  quiet  "  smile". 
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THE     WIDO'W. 

Trannlated  from  the  Italian  (La  Vedova)  by  E.  Muzlo. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

centit:  or  this  and  any  two  other  8<>ngs  for  t>iie  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  vVehinan,  l^W  Pork 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Staropu  taken  same  as  cuiib  for  all  our  goods. 

Think  not  now  thou  canst  awaken  joys  that  once  cave  me  delight. 

They,  like  Kathere<l  flowers  forsakeu,  all  have  perished  in  the  blight. 
In  the  wind  my  locks  are  blowing,  o'er  my  shoulders  loose  arc  they  flowing, 
What  care  I  now  for  beauty  showing,  my  tMiloved  cannot  see  nor  know. 

Ask  me  not  why  faint  and  weary,  I  have  bowed  me  beyond  control; 

Let  me  rest  from  a  life  so  dreary,  from  the  darkness  within  my  soul. 

Silent  standeth  my  harp  from  sadness,  I  forsake  it  for  sigh  and  tear. 
What  care  I  for  song  and  for  gladness,  my  beloved  can  never  hear  me, 

What  cure  I  for  gladness,  what  care  I  for  gladness,  my  beloved  can  never  hear. 

My  beloved  cannot  hear,  tny  beloved  can  never  hear. 
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NEW   COON'S    DONE    GONE. 

Copyright,  18«7,  by  Balmer  &  Weber  Murfc  House  Co. 

Th«  Words  und  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  »«.■  Fent  to  any  addretw,  post-jpaid.  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  ottier  .Snn^s  lor  One  I><jllar,  by  II.  J.  wthman,  130  I^ark 

Row,  New  Yoric  City.    Vostat^e  Stamps  talcen  same  aa  outih  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  0.  H.  Sheffer. 


New  coon's  done  gone,  left  the  other  day, 

Broke  all  the  yaller  Ral's  hearts  before  he  ran  away; 

He  told  me  that  he  loved  me,  on  me  he  did  dote; 

lie  borrowed  my  watch  and  chain,  in  the  morning  I  got  a  note: 

Chorus. 
New  coon's  done  gone,  new  coon's  done  gone. 
New  coon  he  left  tlie  other  daj"  .      -  ■- 

Diamond,  watch  and  chain;  he  took  dat  eight-ten  train,     ''' 
'    Dat  new  coon  aiu  done  gone  and  run  away. 

New  coon's  done  gone,  what  do  yon  think  he  done* 

Run  away  with  a  man's  wife,  the  big,  black  son  of  a  gun; 

He  was  a  gay  decei\'er,  away  from  me  he  slid; 

I  heard  he  had  eleven  wives  and  fifteen  nigger  kids.— Chorus. 


The  Biscuits  Miss  Flanigan  Made. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Wm.  H.  McGarry. 
TheWordsand  Musicof  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrei<8,po8^pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tilts  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J._\\  ehnian. 


Kow,  New  York  City. 


,130  I'aric 
Fostoge  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 


O'GRADY,    THE    SWELL. 


■>  '  '*'■  'I 


Composed  by  Dave  Rinaldo. 


Words  and  Music  by  C.  Frank  Horn. 


I 
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One  day  as  I  laid  on  my  satin  divan. 
Mister  Foparty  called  njion  ine, 

Sayin',  "  Mister  Giiliooly,  I'm  wantin'  a  man 

To  no  with  nie  lo  Klanitran's  tea  "; 
We  wini,  an' Miss  Di.ly  met  us  at  the  door, 

Where  the  table  for  tea  had  been  laid; 
Oh,  Gilhooly,  just  plaize  an"  try  some  of  these. 

They  arc  biscuits  Miss  Fianigan  made. 

Refrain. 

Oh,  my!  say  what  you  will. 

But  the  biscuits  were  snowy  and  flaky. 
Whin  I  think  of  them  still 

It  makes  nie  feel  trembly  and  shaky; 
Oh,  my!  made  up  to  kill. 

Of  my  life  I  am  sadly  afraid. 
Since  I  swallow'd  such  terrible  nuggets  of  lead 

As  the  biscuits  Miss  Flanigan  made. 

"Just  cut  one  in  two,"  says  Maloncy  to  me. 

And  slash  on  the  butter  for  life; 
I  tried  just  as  faithful  as  ever  could  be. 

Till  the  foire  flew  off  of  my  knife;  -  ' 

Then  Galligan  broke  off  a  couple  of  teeth, 

An'  touldme  that  he  was  afraid 
That  we  wanted  a  wedge  and  an  ax,  or  a  sledge. 

For  the  biscuits  Miss  Flanigan  made.— RefkaiN. 

I  handed  them  up  to  a  healthy  young  chap. 

Whose  name  WHS  John  Peter  McGraw; 
He  shut  down  his  teeth  with  a  vigorous  snap, 

An'  the  splinters  flew  off  of  his  jiiw. 
While  I,  to  relieve  liiui,  done  all  in  my  power, 

1  was  tould  by  young  Hector  McDade 

That  Helena  O'Brien  liad  ijijured  her  spine 

With  the  biscuits  Miss  Flanigan  made.— Refuaik. 

I  took  a  few  biscuits  and  started  for  home, 

I  scarcely  knew  whither  nor  how. 
And  1  knocked  a  bit;  liole  in  the  Custom-house  dome. 

And  murdered  McGittigan's  cow. 
When  I  saw  the  justice  and  tould  my  sad  tale. 

He  said,  though  this  mischief  you  made, 
I  think  at  the  best  we  will  have  to  arrest  ' 

The  biscuits  Miss  Flanigan  made.— Kkfrain. 

I  was  fearfully  sick,  an'  my  heart  was  quite  sore. 

When  the  news  kem  around  the  next  day 
That  a  contractor's  cart  was  at  Flanigau's  door 

An'  was  takin'  the  biscuits  away. 
They  may  send  them  to  Germany,  Russia  or  France, 

Where  there's  rumors  of  war  it  is  said. 
But  ril  bet  you  the  treats  they're  pavin'  the  streets 

With  the  biscuits  Miss  Flanigan  made.— Refrain. 


Send  TOOT  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Parle  Row,  New  York  fMty.  and  r«oelTe 

by  return  mail  aoonipUU'  Catalogue  of  ovorhOOO  Popular  English  and  German 

Bongs— Free.    Postage  Staiupti  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 

Parody  on  "  Since  Barney  O'Rafferty  Gave  Me  the  Sack." 

My  name  is  O'Grady,  a  swell  and  a  masher. 

Admired  by  all  the  young  ladies  I  meet; 
I'm  always  in  fashion,  they  call  me  a  dasher. 

For  my  name  is  O'Grady,  the  swell  of  the  street; 
Yon  can  bet  with  my  make-up  I  set  them  all  crazy. 

With  a  rane  in  my  hand,  they  say  don't  he  look  Bwcet, 
In  the  hearts  of  the.  ladies  I'm  Known  as  a  daisy, 

My  name  is  O'Grady,  the  swell  of  the  street. 

Chorus. 
Very  often  I'm  seen  strolling  down  by  the  seashore, 

Tiie  ladies  all  smile  and  say  don't  he  look  neat; 
I  wear  stylish  clothes,  I'm  a  dude  and  a  la-la. 

They  call  me  O'Grady,  the  swell  of  the  street. 

I  act  very  fine  wlien  I'm  out  in  society. 
For  I'm  not  a  common  swell  you  always  meet, 
I  ,.  ,.        I  never  get  tight,  I'm  the  leader  of  sol)eriety,  ^     "  '' 

I'm  known  as  O'Grady,  the  swell  of  the  etreet. 
I'm  know  n  on  the  lace  track,  the  i>eople  all  eye  me, 

1  always  get  tips  and  the  horses  I  t>eat; 
I'm  an  all  around  sport  and  the  pet  of  the  ladies, 
;  O'Grady 's  my  name,  I'm  the  swell  of  the  street. 

Chorus. 

There's  a  girl  over  there,  and  she's  looking  right  at  me, 
I  know  that  she  loves  me,  for  I  am  so  sweet. 

She's  stuck  on  my  shape,  I'm  my  mama's  own  baby. 
My  name  is  O'Grad}-,  the  swell  of  the  street. 
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THE    LOVER'S    QUARREL. 


Copyright,  1885,  by  Brentano  Bros. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wtlinian,  i:w  I'ark 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aacaah  for  all  oursooiia. 

By  Carl  Hillocker. 


BLUE-EYED    NELLY. 

The  Words  ar.d  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

eentsi  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


When  the  bird  is  on  the  bough,  retiring,  love,  to  rest; 

When  the  snn  is  gently  sinking  down  in  the  beauteous  West— 

I  roam  then  with  my  Nelly,  my  own,  my  lovely  bride. 

And  I  bless  the  hour  of  gladness  when  both  our  hearts  were  tied. 

Chorus. 
Oh  I  darling  Nelly,  I'll  e'er  l>e  true  to  thee;  ^ 

My  sweet,  my  blue-eyed  Nelly,  thou  art  all  the  world  to  me. 

That  blessed  little  church,  down  yonder  shady  lane. 

Its  form  is  in  my  sight,  where  Nelly  changed  her  name. 

We  cannot  boast  of  riches,  wliicli  others  may  possess. 

But  peace  and  happiness  is  all  we  wish  with  to  be  blessed. — Chorus. 


When  the  evening's  fair,  all  the  world  asleep, 
Just  to  meet  the  air,  out  I  softly  creep, 
Tho'  the  night  be  chill.  I  am  always  warm 
When  1  get  the  thrill  of  my  love's  arm. 
We  had  many  quarrels,  oh,  the  hateful  man; 
First  time  it  was  nice  making  up  again; 
'  But  my  heart  is  sore  ever  since  last  night; 
I  called  him  a  bore,  he  called  me  a  friglit. 
Such  a  bear  I  don't  care  ever  to  meet  again; 
I  shan't  cry— no,  not  I.  not  a  sigh,  if  I  die; 
I'll  not  miss  my  love's  kiss,  but  he'll  miss  mine; 
Oh,  I  am  sure  of  that,  he  will  miss  mine. 

There  arc  finer  fish,  if  I  choose  to  try. 

Who  would  dearly  wish  on  my  hook  to  die. 

It  ]irovokes  me  so,  when  I  thought  him  mine. 

Such  a  catch,  you  know,  to  break  my  line. 

But  my  love,  you  sc<',  has  the  sweetest  kiss. 

Often  It  gave  me  such  exiatic  bliss; 

Now  I  count  tiieni  all;  he  had  many  charms— 

Hark!  yes,  that's  his  call,  conic  to  my  arms; 

Hug  nie  tight,  darling  dear,  close  to  your  loving  arm. 

Sweet  to  die  where  I  lie,  out  of  l)reath,  squeezed  to  death. 

Hug  me  light,  darling,  dear,  oh!   hug  me  tight, 

From  me  he'll  never  fly,  now  you  know  why. 


1?.! 
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LITTLE    JIM. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co. 

Tho  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresn.  po«t-palrl,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  lliis  and  uiiy  two  otiier  Songs  f  ir  One  I>oIlar,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  130  i^k 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  btumps  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 


>., 


As  the  years  roll  swiftly  by,  I  remembtT  with  a  sigh 

A  lone  grave  strewn  with  flowers  far  away; 
Where  tlie  vines  so  softly  creep  o'er  the  spot  where  bal)e  doth  sleep, 

It  takes  me  back  to  far-off  yesterday; 
In  old  age  or  in  youth,  in  falsehood  or  in  tnith. 

Through  life  my  thoughts  shall  ever  be  of  him; 
Thouch  the  days  may  come  and  go.  on  that  grave 6V»'eet  flowers  Bballgrow, 

In  mem'ry  o"f  our  baby,  "  little  Jim.'' 

Chorus. 
At  the  closing  of  each  day  I'll  kneel  me  down  and  pray. 

In  accents  soft  and  low  I'll  plead  for  him— 
That  his  soul  may  calmly  rest  'mong  the  angels  'mid  the  blest. 

And  this  I'll  do  for  baiiy,  little  Jim. 

May  the  angels  in  the  sky  welcome  baby  npon  high. 

And  place  upon  his  Utile  head  a  crown; 
While  o'er  that  sacred  spot  will  form  a  grassy  plot. 

And  tenderly  place  wreaths  npon  his  mound; 
My  sad  heart  holds  one  place,  in  mem'ry  there's  a  face;  . 

In  future  years  when  my  eyes  grow  dim, 
Each  day  on  his  tomb-stcme  these  words  I'll  trace  alone. 

In  mem'ry  of  our  baby,  "  little  Jim."— Chorus. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  30. 


MY    SWEETHEART    TRUE. 

I     *  »  m      

Copyright,  1830,  by  M.  Witiiiaik  *  S<.ii8. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  S<>np  will  iie  ft-iit  to  imv  «iUli»*!«,  post  paid.on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  i<i' tills  and  niiy  two  otlu-r  .Soiikr"  l'"i'  <  iiic  Ihillar,  by  11.  J.  'tSchiiiaii.luU  I'aik 

Uuw,  New  York  City.    l'u>iat(e  .stuiuvs  tuKt'ii  x^iiiit-  u>  i'.'U>li  t'ur  u!l  our  ifuoda. 
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Written  and  Cuniposcd  by  Isidor  Witniark. 

1     ■  »  »     i 

Wlint  ilio  ?un  is  to  tlii'  day,  o-e-tlii  la-c-hi; 
What  the  stars  tire  to  the  niijlit.  oile  ii-e-de; 
As  II  chilli  does  love  its  play,  o-de-dc  la-f-lii; 
So  I  love  my  t'wcelheart  true,  so  fair  and  brisjlit; 

When  sirollini:  with  luy  loved  one  Ihro'  the  ineadowg  wide, 
Jly  hrart  i;oi-s  |iit-a-pat  with  joyous  love  ami  bliss, 

\Vliile  pleasure  it  atlords  me  "« lit-ii  i"m  by  her  bide; 
To  eeal  my  mpttiie  with  a  loviiit;  kiss. 

As  the  bird  chirps  for  ils  mate,  o-e-dc  la-c-hl; 
So  for  her  I  always  loii<;,  o-de  a-e-de; 

If  she  liapjieiis  to  be  late,  o-e-de  ia-e-hi; 
I  call  her  with  uiy  own,  my  little  i-ow^: 

~  VoUI.K. 

O,  la  e-la-o-da-e-l,i!  o-ihi-e  l.i! 
La-e-oh  Id-c-de  oh-dc.  la-o-da-e  hi! 
Oh-«  oh-e  oh-e  lu  o-e  da,  o-la-e  da-e. 

How  I*m  lontrinfi!  for  the  day,  o-e-da  la-e-hi; 
llow  Till  walliiii;  for  llie  hour,  o-de  u-e-de; 
When  that  "little  word  '"  slie'll  say,  o-de-de  la-c-hi; 
Then  her  s^veele^t  smile  shall  be  her  only  dower; 

Onr  lillle  cot  shall  bo  a  place  of  loveliness; 
And  none  but  she,  my  lovi-,  shall  be  its  rciunim;  (iiiecii, 

With  iiothins;  else  to  care  for  but  our  happiuees; 
Ah!  such  a  iovini:  pair  lias  ne'er  been  seen; 

When  the  toil  of  day  is  o'er,  o-e-de  lue-hi; 
When  the  iwilitiht  sluidows  fall,  o-de  a-e-de; 

She'll  be  wailiiij:  at  the  door,  o-e-ile  la-e-hi; 
And  she'll  welcome  me  Ijy  echoing  n.y  call:— Yodle. 


LAZY    JOHN. 

Copyrieht,  1882,  by  W.   L.   Tlionipson  &  Co. 


Tlie  Words  oiid  Music  of  tliln  Sonic  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pofat-pald,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  atiy  two  oilier  Suiitfs  lOr  One  l>ollni',  by  II.  J.  W'eliiiian,  lUO  I'ark 

Uuw,  New  York  City.    I'usiaKe  Stani|«  taken  same  as  caali  fur  all  our  Kouds. 


Words  and  Mu^^ic  by  Lamai'tine. 


)  A   STORY   OF    THE    SHAMROCK. 

)  ^  -»- 

1  Copyrnrlit,  IS'.iii.  by  KniiiU  llanlini;. 

c  ■    ^ »  ■ 

J  The  Words  and  Music  of  tlils  Soup  w  ill  be  s«iit  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

j  cents;  or  tills  u'lil  any  t»>'i.i!i<r  Soii;rs  r.)i( 'lie  l>oibii-,li>  II.  J.  Welinmii,  i:>i)  I'ark 

{  how.  New  YorU  city.     I'l'SUnfe  .scinip!,  l.Oieii  Miiiic  as  cash  for  uil  our  Kuuds. 


Words  tiy  W.  C.  Kobcy.    Mu>r-  by  Ihas.  Page. 

, — —  «  »• — ■ 

I'll  relate  to  yon  a  story,  the  truth  I'll  tell  with  jnide; 
You've  heard  of  Irelanil's  emblem,  with  its  three  leaves,  far  and  wide; 
Love,  f.utli  and  vaior  are  the  words  impre^sell  iip.ni  each  leaf; 
That  tlower  can  boast  a  pedigree,  tlioiii-'li  now  bowed  down  by  grief. 
I've  n.)t  coine  here  to  ai:itale  or  s|)eaU  of  shinino  liolits; 
Nor  is  it  my  inti-niion  here  to  aflinn  on  Irish  rii:!its; 
The  story  that  you'll  iuar  from  me,  1  uli  where  er  I  roam; 
That  e:iib!uai  dear  is  in  niy  liearl,  that  };rows  at  home,  sweet  home. 

t'lloltfS. 

It's  planted  in  an  Irish  heart  jis  deep  as  in  tiie  soil; 

ll:-  leave-  are  watered  by  the  tears  that  come  of  honest  toll; 

The  thistle  and  the  rose  will  (.tow  in  any  common  ground. 

But  you  can't  transplant  the  Bhumtock  from  old  Ireiuiid— it's  land. 

The  mo<le-t  shamrock  loved  the  rose,  and  courted  it  from  youth; 

It  did  no  iind'Tlianded  work,  but  alwaMjBpoke  the  truth; 

It  had  a  L'ood  foiinihitioii,  too,  'twas  backed  by  modest  jiride; 

The  shamrock,  thistle  and  the  rose  with  triilh  and  love  were  tied. 

Till,  like  a  serp>-nt  in  the  orass.  ambition  crept  between. 

And  wreiiclied  the  bonils  of  truth  and  love  ju-t  off  that  peaceful  scene. 

The  rose  repaid  the  shamrock  with  inoratitiide  for  love. 

Jus:  lik>.  the  hawk  that  pounced  upon  the  un.^uspeclin;;  dovo.— Cuoiius. 

The  rose  may  well  remember  when  the  shamnxtk  stood  his  friend, 
Tlie  dear  old"  homes  of  KnL;iand  In;  helped  nim  to  d<-fend; 
And  thouirh  the  ?liainro(U  shed  its  blood,  us  lii?l'ry  pl;iinly  shows, 
It  seems  the  paltry  ro^e  foii,'i't-<  to  pay  the  debt  she  owes. 
We  ask  you,  can  you  wonder  ut  c>ld  Ireland's  bittered  smile? 
When  ba-e  and  cowardly  tniitois  are  jiloltiii'.;  all  llie  while; 
But  with  love,  tr.lth  and  valor,  and  honest  hearts  unfurled. 
The  future  of  the  ehamrock  will  electrify  tlie  world.— C'uoilUB. 


There  was  a  boy  whose  name  was  John,  his  name  waa  John, 

But  the  people  called  him  lazy  John,  lazy  John; 

He  would  not  work,  he  would  not  play. 

But  slept  and  dreamt  his  life  aw  ay. 

This  do-less,  t'ood-for-uothiug  boy  was  lazy  John. 

Cuoiifs. 
Sleep  on,  lazy  John,  nnp  and  yawn  'till  life  is  gone; 
llueh,  Softly,  do  uot^wake  hiiii,  sleep  on. 

To  school  one  day  this  boy  did  stray,  nod,  nid,  nod; 

But  he  yaw  lied  and  slept  the  livc-lonij  day,  nod,  nid,  nod;    ' 

His  head  went  bobl>iii<;,  bidibin^  down, 

'Till  on  the  floor  went  Johnnie's  crown. 

This  boy  was  the  laugh  of  all  the  town,  nod,  nid,  uod.— Cuont'S. 

One  day  he  rolled  into  the  pond,  nod,  nid,  nod; 

Now  tlnit  was  the  last  of  lazy  John,  nod,  nid,  nod; 

For  there  he  went  to  sieep  so  sound. 

His  head  went  bol)bin:»  to  the  uroiiud. 

And  so  yuu  see  the  boy  was  drowned,  nod,  nid,  nod.— Cuurus. 

His  funeral  was  very  slow,  no<l,  nid,  nod; 

Not  faster  than  a  snail  would  go,  nod,  nid,  uod; 

The  preacher  he  did  go  to  sleep, 

And  the  mourners  all  forgot  to  weep. 

But  the  lazy  bouts  were  planted  deej),  nod,  uid,  nod.— Cuouca. 
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Her  Bright  Smile  Haunts  Me  StilL 

The  Words  and  MIl^<l^of  tills  Sonjr  will  be  s«-iit  t>>  nev  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  •!  iO 

cents,  ur  this  and  any  inu  otiicr  holi;;.''  lorOlie  l'.<Ilar,  by  11.  J.  Weliiiiuii,  i:iu  I'aik 

Kow,  New  York  City.     I'ustatfe  ^^tulll|m  taken  ^allle  as  easli  for  all  uv.i  KuuUs. 

'Tis  years  since  last  we  met,  and  we  ni:iy  not  meet  again; 
1  have  striiL'gied  lo  forget,  but  that  struggle  was  in  vain— 
l-'or  her  voice  lives  on  the  breeze,  and  her  spirit  comes  at  will; 
III  ihe  midnlu'lit.  on  the  seas,  her  brii:iit  smile  haunts  iiie  still. 
For  her  voic<-  livis  on  the  bivize,  and  her  spirit  comes  at  will; 

In  Hie  inidniglii,  on  tlie  seas,  her  bright  smile  iiaunts  me  still. 

.\t  the  first  sweet  dawn  of  lii;ht,  when  I  >;aze  upon  the  deep. 
Her  form  still  gn  els  my  sight,  while  the  stars  their  vigils  keep. 
When  1  close  mine  ai.liin<;  eyes,  sweet  dreams  my  senses  till;  , 

And  from  sleep  w  hen  I  arise  her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still.  ' 

Winn  1  close  mine  achiiit:  eyes,  sweet  dreams  my  senses  fill; 
And  from  sleep  when  I  ari.'-e  her  bright  smile  haunts  nie  still. 

I  have  snikd  "nenth  alien  skies.  I  have  trod  the  desert  path;  ] 

I  have  seen  the  sloriii  arise  like  a  ^-iaiit  in  Ids  wrath; 

Every  danger  I  have  known  tlnit  a  reckless  life  can  fill; 

Yet  her  presence  is  not  llown,  her  biiL'ht  smile  haunts  me  still. 

Every  danger  I  have  known  that  a  reckless  life  can  till; 

Yet  her  presence  is  not  flown,  her  bright  smile  Lmuuco  loe  still. 


The  Tender  Love  that  Never  Dies. 

Copyritjbt,  IS'JO,  by  I.-.aiali  .M.  Kosenfeld. 

1     ■  »  »     I 

The  Words  and  MiimIo  of  tliis  Som-  ^^  ill  b<-  M-nt  to  any  adilr.-s<i.  post-paid,  on  rereliit  of  10 

cents;  or  I  bit  and  any  two  i>tbfr  .Sonars  foione  lH>llar,  by  II.  J.  Weliiiiaii,  IHO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    ro.'<ta;.'e  M.iiii|>.-<takiii  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  ifoods. 


Words  by  F.  J.  M.    Mii>ie  by  Isaiih  M.  Uosenfcld. 
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The  heart  can  never  love  but  once,  we're  told  that  true  love  never  dies. 
That  every  vow  of  true  devotion  is  recoidrd  in  thf  skies; 
The  cates  of  love  throw  ii  once  aj.ir,  and  heart  to  lie.irt.  as  star  to  star. 
Win  cling  thoncrh  souls  diviiied  are,  for  true  love  it  never  dies, 
Will  cling  though  souls  divided  are,  for  true  love  it  never  dies. 

The  heart  can  never  love  but  onte,  though  fate  may  cruelly  divide, 
Thoutrh  \ears  may  aije  divided  hiMrts,  true  love  it  cannot  hide; 
The  iiioiiii  will  lii.'lit  with  silver  beam  an  angel  face  in  every  dream. 
From  out  t'.ie  darkest  hours  will  ulcam.  for  fond  love  it  never  dies. 
From  out  the  darkest  hours  will  gleam  the  tender  love  that  never  dies. 

The  heart  can  never  love  but  once- ah,  mo.  ala»!  deluded  one, 

Try  as  thou  wilt  to  crush  the  pain,  'tw  ill  hift  till  life  is  done; 

A  tiual  d.iy  will  come  by-aid-by,  then  shall  Iliy  longing  heart  outcry 

For  one  whose  face  is  ever  nicii,  'hat  love  can  never  die. 

For  one  whose  face  is  ever  nigh,  for  tender  love  can  never  die. 


A    FLOWER    FROM    MY    ANGEL 
MOTHERS    GRAVE, 

Copyriglit,  IftTfl.  by  Wni.  H.  Kenm dy.  ' 

The  Words  onil  Music  of  this  Sonjf  will  iM-seiit  to  any  address,  iiost-paiil,  on  rf-ceiptof  10 

ueiils;  or  this  and  any  two  oilier  Sonjfs  f  ir  dne  I'oH.ir,  by  If.  J.  Wehinaii,  I.TU  I'ark 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    I'ustii^e  .Stamps  taken  same  as  ca.sli  for  all  our  ([oods. 

I've  a  ca.xkct  at  home  that  is  flilerl  with  precious  gems;  i 

1  have  pictures  of  friends  dear  lo  me; 
I  hme  trinkets  so  rare,  aiul  that  caiin-  many  years  ago 

I-'roni  far  distant  homes  across  the  sea;  \ 

But  there's  one  little  treasure  that  I'll  ever  dearly  prize, 

Belier  far  than  all  the  wealth  beneath  the  wave; 
Though  a  small  faded  flower  that  I  plucked  in  childhoud'B  days, 

'Tis  a  flower  from  my  ungel  mother's  grave.  ^ 

ClIOKfS. 

Troasnred  in  my  memory,  like  a  hapjiy  dream,         *  ' 

Arc  the  loving  words  she  g;ive. 
Anil  my  heart  fondly  cleaves  to  the  dry  and  withered  leaves — 
Tis  a  flower  from  my  ungel  mother's  grave. 

In  the  qtiiet  country  church-yard  they  laid  her  down  to  Bleep, 

CloM-  beside  the  home  she's  at  rest; 
And  the  low,  sacred  mound  is  enshrined  within  my  heart 

By  the  sweet  ties  of  love  forever  blest. 
Ill  the  still  and  silent  niirhl  I  often  dream  of  home  again, 

And  the  vision  ever  lells  me  to  Ih;  brave. 
For  the  last  thiiiK  that  binds  me  to  that  place  I  love  so  well 

Is  the  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave.- Cuouus. 
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—  A  citizoti  wlio  lias  l)cen  run  into  by  ji  .safety  bicycle  says  it 
Imrts  just  as  imich  as  the  old  \i\iu\.-  Jamentoicn  Journal. 

—  A  man  iiaineil  Putt}'  was  filled  full  of  holes  diii'in|f  a  quarrel 
near  Cairo  tlie  other  night.  The  inipres.sion  had  gone  abroad  that 
putty  was  us>ed  to  stop  up  holes. — Cliicago  Herald.  ' 
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G  U  E  S  S    AG-  A I  N  ! 

Copyright,  1890,  by  J.  p.  Broder  &  Co.     ;       ' 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Soug  will  be  went  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  aii<i  any  two  other  Son^s  for  Une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehniau,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stumps  taken  saine  as  canh  forall  our  goods. 

Words  by  Albert  Raymond.    Music  by  Philip  Hastings. 


A  fellow  meete  a  maiden  fair  and  makes  a  solid  maeh; 
'I'liiMi  to  some  cafe  tliey  repair  and  blow  in  all  tii8  cash; 
Then,  wiien  lie's  alniobt  penniless,  she  says,  "  I'm  dry,  my  own, 
I'll  take  some  Pom'ry  Sec,  1  gness,"  which  causes  him  to  moan: 

Oiiesa  again,  j;iie8H  a^ain; 
Dear  jjirl,  I'll  have  to  be  quite  frank,  I  really  do  not  own  a  bank— 

Again,  yes,  guesu  again; 
I  think  th^t  you  had  better  guess  again. 

Have  you  e'er  gone  upon  your  knees  and  vowed  undying  love? 
You  call  her  tender  names  wliicli  please,  and  gently  press  her  glove; 
But  when  you've  popp'd,  twixt  hope  and  fear,  she  says,  "My  l)oy,  I'll  try 
To  be  a  sister  Ui  you,  dear,"  you  quietly  reply: 

Guess  again,  guess  again; 
Of  Bisters  like  you  I'vw  a  score,  I'm  sure  I  don't  want  any  more— 

Again,  yes,  guess  again; 
I  really  think  you'll  have  to  guess  again. 

You  go  out  for  a  pleasure  sail  upon  the  rolling  brine; 

You  huuLM-y  get  — your  senses  fail— you  guess  you'll  go  and  dine; 

But  as  you  reach  the  cabin-door,  the  ship  seems  to  revolve; 

You  think  of  diniiig  then  no  more,  and  solemnly  resolve 
To  guess  again,  gness  again — 

You  know  quite  well  iliat  every  dish  will  simply  go  to  feed  a  fish- 
Again,  yes,  guess  again;  ' 

You  do  not  dine,  but  simply  guess  again. 

Have  yon  e'er  been  upon  a  jag  and  got  supremely  full? 

You  feel  as  limber  as  a  rag,  your  latch-key  out  you  pull; 

You  surely  think  you're  safely  housed,  and  try  the  stairs  to  climb; 

But  when  with  water  you  are  soused,  you  think  another  time— 

You'll  guess  again,  guess  again — 
Y'our  house  it  was  the  one  next  door,  'twas  twenty-six,  not  twenty-four; 

Again,  yes,  guess  again; 
Next  time  you're  full  you'll  surely  guess  again. 

You  stroll  down  to  the  Turf  Exchange  and  pick  a  winner,  sure; 
You  blow  in  all  your  silver  change,  suspense  you  then  endure; 
Then  finally  the  gong  rings  out,  you  find  you're  "  in  the  soup," 
And  think  that  next  lime  willKmt  doubt,  in  o-der  to  recoup. 

You'll  guess  again,  guess  aiiain. 
The  bookmakers  your  gold  have  llecced,  your  salary  is  much  decreased; 

Again,  yes,  guess  again; 
You'll  see  them  hanged  before  you'll  guess  again. 

I've  sung  you  all  the  lines  I  kfiow,  until  my  throat  is  sore;         ■    ^ 
It's  hardly  right  to  treat  nie  so,  and  ask  for  more  and  more; 
Perhaps  you  guess  I  think  it's  fun  to  stand  up  here  and  yell; 
Bui  if  you  only  had  my  place,  you'd  wish  this  song  in— well 

Guess  again,  guess  again. 
If  you  were  only  in  this  scene,  you'd  know  exactly  what  I  mean — 

AK"i'i.  yes.  g"cse  again; 
It  Isn't  Heaven,  just  you  guess  again. 


BEN    BOLT. 
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Don't  you  remember  sweet  Alice,  Ben  Bolt? 

Sweet  Alice,  with  hair  so  brown, 
Who  blushed  witli  delight  if  you  gave  her  a  smile, 

And  trembled  Willi  fear  at  your  frown? 
In  the  old  clinrch-yard  in  the  valley,  Ben  Boit, 

In  a  corner  obscure  and  lone. 
They  have  fitted  a  slab  of  granite  so  gray, 

Aud  Alice  lies  under  the  stone. 

Under  the  hickory  tree,  Ben  Bolt, 

That  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  hill. 
Together  we've  lain  in  the  noon  day  shade 

And  listened  to  Appleton's  mill. 
The  mill-wheel  has  fallen  to  pieces,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  rafters  have  tumbled  in. 
And  a  quiet  that  crawls  round  the  wall  as  you  gaze. 

Takes  the  place  of  the  oldeu  din. 

Do  you  mind  the  cabin  of  logs,  Ben  Bolt, 

That  stood  m  the  pathless  wood? 
And  the  button-ball  tree,  with  its  motley  boughs, 

That  nigh  by  the  door-step  stood?  ^      • 

The  cabin  to  ruin  has  gone,  Ben  Bolt;  "  . 

You  would  look  f(>r  the  trt?e  in  vain; 
And  where  once  the  lords  of  the  forest  stood, 

Grows  grass  and  the  golden  grain. 

And  don't  you  remember  the  school,  Ben  Bolt, 

And  the  master  so  cruel  and  grim? 
And  the  shady  nook  in  the  running  brook. 

Where  the  children  went  to  swim? 
Grass  grows  on  the  master's  grave,  Ben  Bolt,  :  ^     , 

The  spring  of  the  brook  is  dry. 
And  of  all  the  boys  who  were  schoolmates  then, 
,r-'--  There  are  only  you  and  11 

There's  a  change  in  the  things  I  love,  Ben  Bolt; 
Thev  have  changed  from  the  old  to  the  new;        '  ' 

•    .  But  I  feel  ill  the  core  of  my  spirit  the  truth, 

Tiiere  never  was  a  change  in  you. 
Twelve  montlis  twenty  have  pnsr'ed,  Ben  Bolt, 
Since  first  we  were  friends,  yet  I  hail  ..,.-;• 

■.  ■  .         Thy  presence  a  blessing,  thy  friendship  a  truth, 

Ben  Bolt  of  the  salt-sea  galel  '- 


Tenting  on  the  Old  Camp  Ground. 
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We're  tenting  to-night  on  the  old  camp  ground,  -    * 

•    Give  us  a  song  to  cheer 
."        Our  weary  hearts,  a  song  of  home 
And  friends  we  love  so  dear! 

Cuop.us. 
Manv  are  the  hearts  that  are  weary  to-night. 

Wishing  for  tlie  war  to  cease; 
Many  are  the  hearts  looking  for  the  right. 

To  see  the  dawn  of  |K'ace; 
Tenting  to-night,  tenting  to-night,  .      . 

Tenting  ou  the  old  caiup-grouud. 

We've  been  tenting  to-night  on  the  old  camp-ground. 

Thinking  of  the  days  gone  by; 
Of  the  loved  ones  at  home  that" gave  us  the  hand, 
,    r  And  the  tear  that  said,  Good-byel-CiiOKUs. 

We  are  tired  of  war  on  the  old  camp-ground; 
■    ,  Many  are  dead  and  gone. 

Of  the  biave  and  true,  who've  left  their  homes; 
Others  have  been  wounded  long. — Chorus. 

We've  been  fighting  to-day  on  the  old  canip-grouud; 

Many  are  lying  near — 
Some  are  dead  and  some  are  dying — 

Many  are  in  tear«! 

ClIORtTS. 

"  _  Many  are  the  hearts  that  are  weary  to-night. 

Wishing  for  the  war  to  cease; 
Many  are  the  hearts  looking  for  the  right. 
To  see  the  da*ii  of  peace; 
;  Dying  to-night,  dying  to-night. 

Dying  on  the  old  camp-ground. 


"^^ 
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The  Little  Sign  Is  Still  Above  the  Door. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  M.  Witmark  &,  Sons. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Cbas.  H.  Johnson. 


I'm  an  owner  of  a  gin-mill,  it's  the  best  one  in  the  ward; 

I  sell  the  finest  whiskey,  ale  and  beer; 
It  is  there  they  meet  their  cliuiiis,  from  the  rich  to  the  poor  old  hums; 

They  drink  until  they  walk  home  on  their  car. 
The  neighborhood  is  very  tough,  as  for  fight  you'll  see  enough— 

The  neighbors  are  complaining  more  and  more.  ' 

Faith,  they  tried  to  break  my  license,  and  they  sent  a  policeman 

To  take  my  name  of  gilt  from  over  the  door. 

CHORlJg. 
He  tried  to  take  the  sign  from  over  the  door; 

Such  a  fight,  upon  my  word,  you  never  saw; 
I  hit  liim  and  I  kicked  him,  I  held  liim  while  I  bit  him; 

I  knocked  him  down  and  with  him  swept  the  door; 
The  little  sign  is  still  above  the  door; 

And  that  (tolicemaii  will  never  l<K)k  for  more; 
They  took  hiai  to  his  station,  he'll  have  a  nice  vacation— 

The  little  sigu  is  still  above  the  door. 

Sure,  I  thought  the  fight  was  over,  but  I  fonud  out  my  mistake; 

A  p'licemaii  with  a  ladder  up  did  climb; 
I  ran  up  stairs  and  raised  the  window  and  I  hit  him  w-ith  an  axe; 

Down  he  fell  and  iu  I  pulled  the  sign; 
I  took  it  down  stairs  in  the  store  and  I  nailed  it  to  the  floor. 

Then  twelve  police  with  clubs  marched  in  in  line. 
And  another  fight  began,  then  1  heard  the  patrol-bell; 

I  swore  I'd  lose  my.  life  to  save  llie  sign. 

Chorus. 
Once  more  I  hung  the  sign  up  over  the  door. 

Then  they  threw  a  roj)e  around  it  to  make  sure; 
They  pulled,  but  what  a  joke,  my  wife  she  cut  the  rope; 

They  all  fell  down  and  two  rolled  ill  the  sewer; 
The  little  sign  is  still  above  the  door; 

I  was  fined  just  ten  and  costs,  but  I'm  not  sore; 
There  were  clubs  and  bottles  broken,  and  several  heads  cracked  open; 

The  little  sign  is  still  above  the  door. 


Waiting  at  the  Farm-House  Door. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 
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By  E.  S.  Phelj«. 


When  the  bloom  was  on  the  orchards,  Bess  and  I  came  home  from  school, 
Ling'ring  on  the  bridge  together,  ihrowiug  jiebbles  iu  the  pool, 
Wond'riiig  why  the  ri|ipleB  widened,  till  the  small  ones  touched  the  shore: 
Bess  kissed  me  and  I  kissed  Bessie,  waiting  at  llie  farm-house  door — 
Bess  kissed  me  aud  I  kissed  Bessie,  wailing  at  the  farm-house  door. 

Chorus. 
Gentle  Bessie,  tender,  loved  one,  tales  like  this  were  told  before. 
Truer  hearts  have  never  waited,  wailed  at  the  farm-house  door. 

Time  has  changed  since  then  to  sorrow,  and  the  seasons  waxed  and  waned, 

Y'ou  at  rest  aiKll  still  toiling:  that  was  all  to  me  remained; 

Yet  when  evening  stars  are  shining,  and  your  face  I  see  no  more, 

Still  am  I  In  sadness  waiting,  w;iiiiiig  nt  the  farin-honse  door — 

Btill  am  I  iu  sadness  waiting,  waiting  at  the  farm-house  door.— CaoBrs. 
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McManus  and  His  Spike-Tail  Coat. 
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By  M.  F.  Carey. 
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More  power  to  McManue,  for  he  was  the  one 

Who  diHtiiiKUiatied  hiiii:<L-lf  uliove  ull; 
Did  yoii  see  the  burlesque  in  Die  !>liii|)«  of  a  coat 

That  he  wore  at  llie  Hiberiiinn  bull; 
1  ,e  tails  of  the  irarnieiiC  hiiii<;  down  at  his  sides. 

Like  fenders  tliey  have  on  a  boat; 
And  wiien  lie  wliirled  'round,  you  could  play  forty-fives 

On  the  tail  of  McMauiis's  coat. 

Chorus. 
Then  all  waltz  around  the  room,  everybody  float; 
You  should  see  McManus  then— he  never  missed  a  note; 
Where  was  Ward  McAllister— he'd  surely  cur  his  throat, 
For  McManus  paralyzed  them  all  with  his  sjtilie-iail  coat. 

When  McManns  received  his  invite  to  the  dance, 

He  at  once  jrave  his  clothier  a  call; 
Says  he  to  McManus,  I'll  show  you  a  coat 

You  can  wear  at  a  prize-fij;lit"or  ball; 
The  tails  of  it  can  be  detached  from  the  rest, 

A  point  in  its  tavor  you'll  note; 
Be  gob,  says  McMaiuis,  I'll  wear  it  to  both. 

And  he  purchased  the  wonderful  coat.— C'lionirs. 

When  McManus  tosged  out  and  juni|)ed  Into  the  whirl, 

Sure  he  took  every  one  by  surprisi-; 
Get  on  to  McManus,  the  youn^  fallows  cried, 

Why  don't  he  take  off  Ids  disguise; 
He  collided  with  some  one,  the  tails  got  unloose, 

But  of  this  sure  he  never  look  note; 
At  last  one  fell  down  and  disclosed  a  bi^  patch, 

Ri^lit  under  McManus's  coat.— Ciioui  s. 

When  the  music  had  stopped  and  the  dancers  sat  down, 

It  was  then  that  the  leader  arose; 

ys  he,  here's  a  raj;  that  was  founil  on  the  floor, 

'Tis  a  Section  of  somelxKiy's  clothes. 
It'siuine,  says  McManus,  who  jumped  to  the  front 

And  grabbed  the  poor  man  by  the  throat, 
And  bad  luck  to  the  spieler,  who  ever  be  was, 
.  That  waltzed  on  the  tail  of  me  coat.— Cuoittrs. 


THE   BANK  HAS  FAILED  TO-DAY. 
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THE    LOVERS^    QUARREL. 
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Arranged  by  Isidor  Witmark. 


Mary  and  John,  down  in  a  distant  obi  village, 

Fell  deep  in  love  and  were  eugageil  to  be  wed; 
But  one  flue  day  up  went  the  nose  of  sweet  Mary 
At  what  her  Joliu  of  some  other  girl  had  said; 
John  simply  smiled,  he  was  much  given  to  teasing. 

And  some  old  song  softly  he  started  to  sing; 
Mary  with  rage  every  moment  grew  warmer. 
And  at  his  feet  threw  their  engagemout  ring. 

Chorus. 
"I  won't  be  your  wife,"  said  Mary. 

"  Thank  gooilness  for  that,"  said  John. 
"  I  hate  Bui  li  a  brute,"  said  .Mary. 

"  But  other  uirls  don't,"  said  John. 
"I'm  going  back  to  the  dairy," 

"  Well,  that's  just  as  well,"  said  he. 
"1  hope  you'll  be  at  the  wedding 
Of  Molly  Malone  and  me." 

Mary  turned  'round,  just  went  a  step  or  two  from  him. 

Then  at  her  John  one  farewell  glam-e  she  threw; 
Thinking,  perhaps,  he  was  already  repentinsr. 

But  all  lie  said  was,  "  I  don't  care  what  you  do." 
Out  came  bis  piiie.  soon  clouJs  of  smoke  he  was  pulling  into  the  air, 

Streiclied  out  full  length  on  the  green. 
Mary  stood  by,  somehow  her  heart  wa.<  nigli  breaking; 
liad  John  become  tired  of  bis  village  queen? 

Chorus. 
"  Am  I  to  go?  "  said  Mary. 

'■  1  don't  tare  a  rap,"  said  John. 
**  To  spite  you,  I  won't,"  said  Mary. 

"Well  iiiaylte  you  won't."  said  John. 
"  Ob,  w  by  are  you  so  contrary  y 

I'll  down  llly^elf,  sir,"  said  she. 
Said  John  "  On  your  way,  dear  Mary, 
Send  Molly  Malune  to  nie." 

Tears  filled  her  eyes,  a*  with  licr  apron  she  covered 

ller  pretty  face,  heaving  a  heart-rending  sigh; 
All  now  seemed  o'er,  what  was  llie  use  of  her  staying? 

Turning  to  John,  she  then  gently  said,  good-bye."  .    . 

Up  like  a  shot  jumped  the  young  feliow  all  smiling, 

Touche<l  to  the  heart  by  such  a  tender  farewell; 
Kissed  all  the  tears  from  the  sweet  face  of  his  Mary, 
Told  her  the  tales  fond  lovers  always  tell. 

Chorus. 
Johnny  he  hugged  his  Mary, 

And  .Mary  she  bugged  her  John. 
Ee  vowel  that  fairer  fairy 

He  never  bad  gazed  upon; 
And  while  little  Mary's  laughing. 
Her  head  resting  on  his  breast. 
With  that  I'll  conclude  the  story, 
.  .  ,.  '        No  doubt  you  can  guess  the  rest. 


One  morning  I  was  strolling  thro'  the  city's  busy  street. 

Observing  all  the  sights  that  pass'd  along. 
And  as  I  slowly  wander'd  on,  a  crowd  1  chanced  to  meet 

Outside  a  large  stone  buildiiig.  grim  and  strong; 
The  doors  were  closed,  the  blinds  were  down,  policemen  stood  around. 

And  vainly  tried  to  keep  the  crowd  away; 
A  notice  that  was  posted  up  explained  it  all,  T  found, 

In  simple  words,  "The  bank  is  closed  to-day." 

Refrain. 
The  savings  of  a  life-time,  of  a  mother  for  her  child. 

The  fortunes  of  the  rich,  the  great  and  gay; 
The  reward  of  great  careers,  and  of  the  labor's  thrifty  years. 

Are  gone  at  last,  "  The  bunk  has  failed  to-day!  " 

I  watched  a  while  the  |>eopIe,  and  I  saw  their  sad  desi)air, 

As  each  one  read  the  notice  on  the  door; 
They  scanned  the  paper  over,  but  no  word  of  hope  was  there. 

Just  one  short  line  they  saw,  and  nothing  more; 
Some  slow  ly  walked  away  at  last  to  tell  the  sioiy  home, 

And  others  in  the  crowd  a  while  would  stay; 
They  waicb'd  and  waited  vainly  for  other  news  to  come. 

But  that  was  all,  "  The  bank  is  closed  to-day."— Kei'hain. 

I  thought  of  all  tlie  comforts  that  were  swei)t  away  by  greed, 

The  vanished  ho|)e  of  many  happy  lives; 
The  wives  and  widow'd  mothers  who  were  placed  in  want  and  need. 

While  on  their  all  some  rogue  in  splendor  thrives! 
1  saw  the  curse  that  fold  can  bring  when  av'riie  rules  the  man. 

The  greed  that  passes  conscience  by  the  way; 
While  those  who  trusted  blindly  take  such  coiiifort  as  they  can 

When  told  at  last,  "The  bank  has  failed  to-day."— KKFaai.v. 
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ON    A    SUNDAY    MORNING-. 
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By  Harry  Brahani. 

I've  been  in  many  countries,  I  have  been  in  many  cliiucs, 

Across  the  ^^•as  has  iK'eii  iiij  lot  to  ro.nu; 
But  I  feel  a  thrill  of  pleasuie  when  I  hear  the  merry  chimes 

Of  the  Siimlay  niorniiig  l>ells  tiia'.  ring  at  hoiuu. 
No  country  is  so  free,  wliat  everlt  may  l>e, 

The  rich  and  poor  themselves  alike  enjoy: 
Winn  In  the  labor  blest,  wiih  happiness  and  rest, 

Nothing  then  to  uiur  his  pleasure  or  annoy. 

t'lioiius.  • 

On  a  Sunday  morning,  on  a  Sunday  morn. 

When  the  bells  so  merrily  do  rini; 
Ev'ry  one  then  may,  in  his  own  peculiar  way, 

Enjoy  himself  ut  home  on  Sunday  morning. 

When  does  the  postman  ref<t  the  feet  that  travel  many  miles. 

And  go  to  see  his  girl  on  whom  he's  sweet; 
And  the  copper  'round  the  corner,  yes,  indulge  in  Sunday  smiles 

Hefoie  he  chases  drunkards  off  his  l)eat. 
In  spite  of  temperance  wails,  the  Sunday  closing  fails, 

Tbo'  the  raiding  of  the  tarifT  was  a  ^hock, 
The  liqiioi -saloons  close,  ycf.  but  ev'rjbody  knows 
That  half  of  New  York's  booz'd  by  "nine  o'clock. 
Chorus. 
Oil  a  Sunday  morning,  on  a  Sunday  morn, 
^  When  the' bells  K>  merrily  do  ring; 

The  curtains  they  are  drawn,  all  t-aioons  look  quite  forlorn. 
But  they  work  the  little  side-door  Sunilay  niorniug. 

Where  is  it  Mrs.  Brown  upon  a  .Sunilay  wants  to  go? 

To  chaiH'l,  and  her  best  drei's  die  will  <lon: 
She  kneels  in  fervent  pray'r  ,bnt  you  should  bear  her  "Mamma 

What  a  lovely  jacket  Mt^  Jones  has  on. 
And  liiore  who  have  no  clothing,  lie  in  bed  as  I  suppose, 

(juiie  warmly  'neulh  the  blanKels  shelter  ciirlet: 
Yi >.  on  Sunday,  day  of  rest,  they  will  tell  \ou  Ixd's  the  best 

To  peruse  the  "Herald"  and  the  "Morning  World." 

Chorus. 
On  n  Sunday  morning,  on  a  .Sunday  morn, 

W  hen  tin!  Iiflis  so  merrily  (In  ling; 
The  rub  contribute  gr<-.il  to  the  foreign  inission  )>late. 

But  forget  the  poor  ul  liome  on  Sunday  morning. 
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Song.s  Wanted. — A  yonng  woniiin  in  tlic  mining  regions  of  Ctili- 
foi'iii.i  recently  wrote  the  following  letter  to  a  niu.sic-duiiler  in 
Siiciiimento:  "  Have  you  got  u  song  with  the  words  &  acconipii- 
ineiit  calleil  chipy  Get  your  Iluir  cut,  joliny  get  you  gun — I  don't 
know  tilt!  name  of  the  song  hut  I  think  'hat  is  part  of  the  first 
ver.tc.  Please  let  me  know  right  away  if  you  liave  it  tk  the  price  of 
it  also  htive  you  ilie  music  of  a  yong  called  of  the  day  and  the  price 
of  it,  &,  liave  you  got  a  songcidlctl  she  is  my  big  Ftil  Consuniptcd 
liza  jane  ct  price  of  it."  These  inquiries  will  remind  our  readers  of 
the  only  coinmunication  ever  written  by  Larry  O'Rorke  during  bis 
imprisonment  to  bis  wife  Margaret—"  For  the  luv  of  QoU  seutl  me 
pop  Goes  the  \Vof:z\e."—JJiiffaio  Commereial.  .. .        .. 


mi 


SECOND-HAND    HOTEL    DOWN 
WHERE    I    BOARD. 


BINGEN    ON    THE    RHINE. 

Eecited  with  irreat  success  by  A.  J.  Jtkckson.    . 


Tune—"  I>o»n  on  the  Farm.' 


i 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Welnnan,  130  Pnrk  Row,  New  York  City,  and  re<?eive 

byrfturii  mail  uioiiipl<-lf  CnIHl<'^tue  of  over  f>«00  I'opulur  Eiik1>»I>  and  Gerinau 

tjotnt^—i'rvu.    IVstage  Stuiii|)s  taken  same  luica^sh  fur  all  oiu°  gootia. 

Written  and  Sung  by  James  W.  Dunn. 

I'm  a  boanler,  and  1  dwell  at  a  eecoud-hand  hotel; 

If  I  ctop  there  Ion-;,  I  know  I'll  be  insane; 
But  my  trunk  I  cannot  take,  for  my  life  will  be  at  stake. 

For  the  board  I  owe  it  fillb  my  heart  with  pain; 
Tliere  are  doctors,  undertakeri»,  and  all  dizzy  kinds  of  fakira, 

Who  eat  the  best  the  hotel  can  afford; 
There  are  gamblers',  preachers,  tailors,  bunco-efeerere  and  sailors 
lu  this  stcoud-haud  hotel  down  w  here  I  board. 

Ciionus. 
Oh,  it  nearly  drives  me  mad,  a  r>quarc  meal  I  haven't  had, 

And  the  music  of  tliem  boarders  as  they  snored; 
The  landlord's  crazy,  so  is  his  w  ife— I'm  afraid  I'll  lose  my  life 
in  that  tecond-hand  hotel  down  w  here  I  board. 

When  they  rins;  tlie  dinner  bell  all  the  boarders  give  a  yell. 

And  they  make  a  rush  to  get  in  at  the  door; 
When  the  bill-of-fare  was  read,  two  new  boarders  they  dropped  dead, 

And  llie  landlord  searched  their  pockets  on  the  floor; 
They  have  clam-shell  soup  and  pie-if  voiid  eat  it  you  would  die, 

And  the  docior's  always  called  when  dinner's  o'er; 
The  undertaker  he  hanjrs  'round,  for  lots  of  business  can  be  found 

lu  this  second-baud  hotel  down  where  1  board.— C'uout's. 

When  tlie  landlonl  he  pets  tijjht.  he  starts  in  to  look  for  fight. 

With  an  axe  hell  chase  the  boarders  up  and  down; 
One  poor  fellow  h)st  his  ear,  and  I  iliink  it  ujighty  queer 

•riiat  I'm  siill  alive  and  bieathing  in  this  town; 
My  lieait  is  nearly  broke— iT  I  Slay  tlieie  long  I'll  croak; 

Mv  life  it  bangs  upon  a  slender  coi-d 
With  these  roi>befsaiid  inan-oatchers,  lunatics  and  body-snatcherB, 

At  this  Bwoud-hand  hotel  down  where  1  board.— CuoKUs. 


THERE'S  NONE  LIKE  A  MOTHER, 
IF  EVER  SO  POOR. 

Ton  tell  me  you  love  me;  1  fain  would  believe. 

And  will  maUe  ine  your  own  bride  and  never  deceive; 

You  offer  to  me  yoiir  heart  and  your  hand,  , 

And  make  me  the  mistress  of  houses  and  land. 

I  am  but  a  poor  girl,  the  truth  I  will  tell; 

My  mothers  a  widow,  in  von  cottage  doth  dwell; 

She  who  luirsed  me  in  sickness,  with  little  in  store, 

Nort  111  never  desert  her  because  she  is  poor. 

You  have  promised  me  servants  and  carriages  gay. 

And,  i)erhai)s.  to  deceive  me  and  lead  me  astray; 

For  some  men  they  will  flatter  to  destroy  a  girls  name, 

And  soon  she's  reduced  to  a  sad  life  of  shame, 

And  then  she's  insulted  by  each  passer-by; 

Her  life  is  a  burden,  she  could  lay  down  and  die. 

While  here  I  am  contented  by  our  own  cottage-door; 

There's  utme  like  a  mother,  if  ever  so  poor. 

My  dear  father's  wonls  still  ring  in  my  ears; 

When  dviiig  he  bid  me  my  Maker  to  fear. 

And  be  kind  to  mv  mother-  from  her  never  part; 

If  I  were  to  leave  her.  it  would  break  her  heart. 

gtill,  if  we  were  to  imirry,  I  should  lead  a  sad  life. 

When  your  friends  thai  are  rich  knew  you'd  got  a  poor  wife; 

Your  paienis  might  slight  me— it  has  been  so  before; 

I'll  not  leave  my  mother,  altho'  she  is  poor. 

But  if  I  were  your  equal,  with  wealth  to  command, 
1(1  willingly  give  you  my  heart  a«id  my  hard. 
And  s<M)i he  every  sorrow,  dispel  every  care. 
For  there's  truth  in  your  face— 1  believe  you're  sincere. 
If  your  parents  would  ble-s  us,  and  give  their  consent. 
We  would  all  live  together  in  peace  and  content; 
Then  my  poor  aged  mother  should  sorrow  no  more. 
For  there's  none  like  a  mother,  be  she  rich  or  poor. 


r  ,- 


JERSEY  -  BLUE    HANDKERCHIEF. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  VVeliman,  1.30  Park  Row,  New  York  City.and  receive 

by  return  iiuiil  a  eoniplete  Catalo»rne  of  over  .5000  Popular  EnKli-sh  and  t;ermaii 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stauips  taken  Mime  ui<caiih  for  all  our  goods. 

Come  all  you  vifes  and  maidens,  and  attention  give  to  me. 
While  the  cruelties  of  loveship  I'll  relate  them  unto  thee: 
'Tis  of  the  maid  of  Cooper's  Creek.  Isabella  by  name. 
She  was  driven  to  distraction,  aud  she  wasu't  to  blame. 

CHOKI'S. 

Broken-hearted  she  wanders  for  the  loss  of  her  lover, 
Vilh  a  Jersey-blue  handkerchief  tied  under  her  clun— 
Vith  a  Jersey-blue  handkerchief, 
Vith  a  Jersey-blue  handkerchief,  - 

Vith  a  Jersey-blue  handkerchief  tied  under  her  chin. 

In  the  sandy  soil  of  Jersey  Isabella  did  reside; 

She  was  courted  by  a  Jersey  man,  she  longed  to  be  his  bride. 

But  the  face  of  another,  far  prettier  than  mine, 

lias  taken  my  Jerseyinan,  I'm  left  here  to  repiue.— Chorus. 

A  maiden  so  fair,  with  hsr  glossy  black  hair,  ,      '    , 

Alone  at  Billy  Cooj^r's,  I  vish  I  vas  there; 

'Way  up  in  his  garret  alone  I  do  cry — 

For  a  maideu  I  am  and  a  maidcu  I'll  die.— Chorl's.  .  •..  >  '■   ,  '  ■  ^ .;'. 


A  soldier  of  the  Legion  lay  dying  in  Algiers; 

Tliere  w:is  lack  of  woman's  nursing;  there  was  dearth  of  woman's  tears; 

But  a  comrade  stood  beside  him,  while  his  life-bl>K>d  ebbed  away, 

And  bent,  with  pitying  glances,  to  hear  what  he  might  say. 

The  dying  soldier  faltered  as  he  took  that  comrad  s  hand. 

And  he  said:  1  never  more  shall  see  my  own,  my  native  land;  .'♦I 

Take  a  message  and  a  token  to  some  distant  friends  of  miue. 

For  1  w  as  boru  at  Biugeu— at  Biugeu  on  the  Rhine. 

Tell  my  brothers  and  companions,  when  they  meet  and  crowd  around 
To  hear  my  mournful  story,  in  the  pleasant  vineyanl  ground; 
That  we  fought  the  battle  bravely,  and,  when  the  day  was  done. 
Full  many  a  corpse  lay,  ghastly  pale,  beneath  the  setting  sun; 
And  midst  the  dead  and  dying  yvere  some  grown  old  iu  wars, 
1'he  death  wound  on  their  gallant  breast,  the  last  of  many  scars. 
But  some  were  young,  and  suddenly  beheld  life's  morn  decline. 
And  one  had  come  from  Bingeu,  fair  Biugeu  on  the  Ithiue! 

Tell  my  mother  that  her  other  eon  shall  comfort  her  old  age; 

And  1  was,  aye,  a  truant  bird,  that  thought  his  home  a  cage; 

For  my  father  was  a  soldier,  and  even  as  a  child 

My  heart  leaiH-d  forth  to  hear  him  tell  of  struggles  fierce  and  wild; 

And  when  he  died,  and  left  us  to  divide  his  scanty  hoard, 

I  left  them  take  whate'er  they  would,  but  kept  my  father's  sword; 

And,  wiih  bo\ish  love,  I  hung  it  where  the  bright  light  used  to  shine 

Oil  the  cottage  wall  at  Bingeu,  calm  Bingeu  on  the  Khlue. 

Tell  my  Bister  not  to  weep  for  me,  and  sob  with  drooping  head- 
When  the  troo]>s  are  marching  home  au'aiu,  with  glad  and  gailaut  tread. 
But  to  look  ii|K>n  tliem  proudly,  with  caiiii  and  steadfast  eye. 
For  her  brotlier  was  a  soldier,  too,  and  not  afraid  to  die. 
And  If  a  comrade  seek  her  love.  1  ask  her  in  n»y  name. 
To  listen  to  him  kindly,  w  itlioiit  rega-t  or  shame. 
And  to  liaiig  the  old  sword  in  its  phice  (my  father's  sword  and  miue) 
For  the  honor  of  old  Bingeu,  dear  Bingeu  on  the  Kliiuel 

There's  another— not  a  sister— in  the  happy  days  pone  bjr 

You'd  liave  known  her  iiy  the  merriineiji  that  sparkled  in  her  eye; 

'J'4)o  innocent  for  coquetry,  too  fond  for  idle  scorning— 

Oh!  friend.  1  fear  the  liglitest  lieart  makes  sometimes  heaviest  moumingl 

Tell  her  the  last  night  of  my  life  (for  ere  this  moon  be  risen 

My  body  will  t>e  out  of  pain,  my  soul  be  out  of  prison), 

I  dreamed  1  stood  w  itii  her.  and  saw  the  yellow  suuliclit  shine 

Ou  the  viue-clad  hills  of  Biugeu,  fair  Bingeu  on  the  Khine! 

I  saw  the  blue  Rhine  sweep  along;  I  heard,  or  seemed  to  hear. 
The  German  songs  »'  e  used  to  sing  in  chorus  swt'et  and  clear, 
And  down  the  pleasant  river,  and  up  the  slanting  hill. 
That  eciioing  chorus  sounded  through  the  eveiiiug  calm  and  still; 
And  her  glad  blue  eyes  were  on  me  as  we  passed,  w  iih  frieiidl  v  talk, 
Down  uiuny  a  paih  beloved  of  yore,  and  well  remembered  walk. 
And  her  little  liand  lay  liylitly,  couftdingly  in  mine- 
But  we'll  meet  uo  more  at  Biugeu,  loved  Biugeii  ou  the  Rhine! 

II is  voice  grew  faint  and  hoarser;  hie  grasp  was  childish  weak; 

His  eyes  put  on  a  dying  look— lie  sighed  and  ceased  to  s|>eak;  '    .. 

His  comrade  bent  to  litt  iiim,  but  the  spark  of  life  had  lied— 

The  soldier  of  the  Legion  iu  a  foreign  land  was  dead! 

And  the  soft  moon  rose  up  slowly,  and  calmly  she  looked  down 

Ou  the  red  sand  of  the  batlle-tteld,  with  bloody  corjiees  strown  — 

Yes,  calmly  on  that  dreadful  scene  her  pakj  light  seemed  to  shine. 

As  it  ehoue  on  distant  Biugeu,  fair  Bingeu  ou  the  lihinel 
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COME    BACK    TO    ERIN. 


\^ 


The  Words  and  Music  of  ttiis  Song  will  be  nent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Bongs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  einiian.  130  Park 

Itow,  New  York  City.    Postage  bUiinps  taken  same  us  ca«li  for  all  our  goods. 

Come  back  to  Erin,  Mavoumeen,  Mavourneen, 
Come  back,  Aroon,  to  the  land  of  my  birth; 
Come  witli  the  shamrocks  and  spring-time.  Mavoumoeu, 

And  its  Killainey  shall  ring  with  our  mirth. 
Sure,  wheu  we  lent  you  to  beautiful  England, 

Little  we  thought  of  the  lone  winter  days. 
Little  we  thought  of  tlie  hush  of  the  star  shine 
Over  the  mouutains,  the  bluffs  and  the  brays. 
Chohus. 
Come  back  to  Erin,  Mavourneen,  Mavoumeen,  •  , 

Come  back  again  to  the  land  of  my  birth; 
'         ■  Come  back  to  Erin,  Mavourneen.  Mavouriu'en, 

And  its  Killaiuey  shall  ring  with  our  mirth. 

Over  the  green  sea,  Mavoumeen.  Mavoumeen, 

Loi;g  slione  the  white  sail  that  bore  thee  away, 
Riding  the  white  waves  that  fair  summer  moruin'. 

Just  like  a  Mayflower  afloat  on  the  bay. 
Oh !  but  my  he^ri  sank  w  hen  clouds  came  between  us. 

Like  a  gray  curtain  the  rain  falling  down. 
Hid  from  my  sad  eyes  the  jiath  o'er  the  ocean. 

Far,  far  a«  ay  where  my  CoUeeu  had  flown.— Chobus. 

Oh!  may  the  angels.  O  wakin' and  sleepin'. 

Watch  o'er  my  bird  in  the  land  far  away! 
And  it's  my  prayer  will  consign  to  their  keepin' 

Care  o' my  jewel  by  night  and  by  day. 
When  by  the  tireside  I  watch  the  bright  embers. 

Then  all  my  heart  flies  to  England  aud  thee, 
Cravin'  to  know  if  my  darliu'  remembers. 

Or  if  her  tboughtfi  may  l)e  crossiu' to  me. — Chobcts.    .         ■•- 
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— If  tlii.s  world  were  made  to  suit  every  critic's  wishes,  what  a 
deformed,  bulging,  lopsided,  depressed,  irregular,  dime-museum 
affair  it  would  be. — Baltimore  American. 


— A  •violinist  is  like  a  charming  young  maiden  in  that  he  likes 
to  get  Lis  bow  on  a  string. — Bing/iamion  Bepubliam. 


Si 


•■' 


■-/.- 


'OH 


...>>.■«• 


f'i^m^f^^^^i^m^ 


J 


ttm 


<.^' 


^^- 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.  30. 


THE    SAME    OLD    HOME. 

Copyright,  188S,  by  C.  D.  Blake  &  Co. 


The  Words  «nd  Miifdc  of  this  Soiipr  «ill  he  went  to  any  adJress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

ceiitH;  ur  this  and  any  two  otlitT  Sonjfs  foiDiie  liollar.  t)y  11.  J.  Weliiiian,  LtO  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    FostoKe  Stiinip!<takun  sainu  as  cash  fur  all  our  Kooda. 


Words  and  Music  by  Irrln  T.  Bush. 


I  left  my  dear  old  home  in  Iri'liiiid  when  I  was  a  boy, 

My  y<)Uiliful  fancies  forced  ine  far  to  rouni; 
I've  pagccd  thro'  many  land;"  and  cliinett,  for  nie  there  was  no  joy. 

My  heart  was  with  the  di-nr  inies  k-ft  at  home; 
I  never  shall  forget  when  our  good  ship  sailed  away. 

When  my  parents  elas|)ed  me  to  tlielr  liearts  in  tears: 
"Don't  forget  tlie  liomestead,  lad,  for  in  the  future  'twill  be  yours," 

But  I  pray  they'll  live  for  uiany,  many  years; 
It's  llie  baine  old  home,  ifs  the  same  old  place. 

And  the  same  old  fence  surrounds  the  dear  old  space 
Tliat  I  left  when  hut  a  hoy,  yet  in  after  years  with  joy 

I  return  to  see  the  old  familiar  faces. 

CuoRi-s. 

There's  the  same  old  path,  through  the  same  old  grove. 
And  the  same  old  flelds  in  which  I  used  to  rove; 
Oh,  the  many  happy  thousjhis  of  my  school-hoy  days  in  love. 
When  I  romped  with  little  Nellie  through  the  garden. 

How  oft  do  1  regret  the  day  I  left  the  old  homestead; 

Tho'  years  Inive  passed, "the  iii<  ture  still  remains. 
When  1,  an  infant  toddler,  hy  my  mother's  hand  was  led 

To  wander  thro'  those  dear  old'  shady  lanes; 
Tho'  grown  to  manhood  now,  yes.  with  wrinkles  on  my  brow. 

Sweet  niem'ries  of  the  past  1  still  n'taiii: 
To  the  old  home  I've  returned  onte  more,  the  dearest  spot  on  earth. 

That  good  old  home  1  ne'er  shall  leave  aijain; 
Ifs  the  same  old  home,  it's  the  siime  old  place; 

And  the  same  old  fence  surrounds  the  dear  old  space 
That  I  left  when  but  a  boy,  yet  in  after  years  w  iih  joy 

I  return  to  gfce  the  old  familiar  faces. — C'uoiifs. 

With  boating  heart  I  reach  the  home  I  left  so  long  ago. 

And  tears  of  joy  course  down  my  cheeks  like  ruin; 
I  my  feelings  try  to  smother  and  tiiose  tears  to  stop,  but,  Nol 

Alas!  I  find  the  effort  is  in  vain; 
I  near  the  old  turnstile,  where  I  linger  for  a  while 

To  enjoy  the  lovely  picture  I  see  there; 
The  sweet  face  of  dear  mother,  seated,  as  in  days  of  yore. 

By  tlie  window,  knitting  in  her  old  arm-chair. 
It's  the  same  old  home,  it's  the  same  old  nlaco, 

And  the  same  old  fence  surrounds  the  dear  old  space 
That  I  left  when  but  a  boy,  yet  in  after  years  with  joy 

I  return  to  see  the  old  familiar  faces. — C'uoul's. 


RALE    McMULLIN    STYLE. 

Words  by  Ed.  HarriKun.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 


I  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  nny  nddress.  post-i>ald,  on  recf  ipt  of  tO 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontfs  f;r  One  Dollar,  by  If.  J.  wehinan,  130  t'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    Pustatfe  Stumps  taken  suine  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Oh!  I  nm  a  rale  descindent  of  McMullin  from  Glendall; 
For  beauty  and  ediical ion  the  Me.Mnllin's  hate  them  all; 
The  name  is  handed  down  from  the  day.-*  of  Adam's  time, 
Wid  the  greatest  admiration,  I  claim  the  name  as  mine. 

Caonts. 
For  I  walk  wid  stately  trend.  I  keep  up  my  noble  head, 

I'm  a  credit  to  my  country.  Erin's  Isle; 
McMuUiu  is  my  name,  without  any  fear  or  shame 
I'd  stand  out  here  torniust  you  in  the  rale  McMullin  style. 

My  fatiier  often  touid  me  never  tell  a  lie, 

I  always  help  a  beggar  if  1  saw  him  passing  hy; 

Be  free  and  independent  as  a  bird  thai  tlies  the  air, 

L«t  my  heart  be  like  a  dove  and  my  spirit  like  a  bear.— Chorus. 

Mr.  ShakesjH're's  brain  said  thcn>'s  nothing  in  a  name, 

But  he  was  a  icilal  jstranger  to  McMullin  all  the  while; 

For,  if  he'd  lived  to-day,  one  thing  he'd  surely  say— 

There's  nothing  can  compare,  my  boys,  to  rale  Mc.Mnllin  style.— CaoiifS. 

My  father's  blood  is  in  my  veins,  and  McMullin  is  my  name, 

It's  known  from  Ireland  unto  the  river  Nile. 

And  when  you  have  had  luck,  don't  cry  out  like  a  duck, 

But  put  your  shoulder  to  it  in  the  rale  McMullin  style.— Ciioni's. 


HUSH,  LITTLE  GIRL,  DON^T  CRY! 

Copyright,  IM'J,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 

TheWords  at»rt  Mnnleof  this  Sonfjwill  l>e  s«fnt  !■>  any  address,  port-patd,  on  receipt  of  *0 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  .S.>n;;s  fur  One  Dollar,  hy  II.  J.  Wehnian,  IM  Talk 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  btuinps  taken  same  oseosh  for  all  our  goods. 


By  E.  E.  Rice. 


Hush,  little  girl,  don't  cry!  you've  broken  yonr  doll,  I  know; 
Your  tea-set.  t"o,  with  its  color  of  blue,  are  things  of  long  ago. 
Dry  little  eves  and  smile,  as  sunshine  follows  rain. 

Your  childhood  cares  will  soon  pass  by— hush,  little  eirl,  don't  cry! 
And  when  you  older  grow,  strong  hearts  you'll  serve  the  same; 
Withered,  they  die  for  loss  of  love,  hut  you'll  not  be  to  blame; 
For  little  dobs  were  made  for  childn-ii  sport  to  make; 
Ai.d  manly  hearts  too  often  Kcem  for  older  ones  to  break. 
Hush,  little  girl,  don't  cry;  you've  broken  your  doll,  I  know; 
Your  tea-set,  too,  with  its  color  of  blue,  are  things  of  long  ago. 
Dry  little  eyes  and  smile,  as  sunshine  follows  ruin. 

Your  childhood  cares  will  soon  pass  by— hush,  little  girl,  don't  cryl 


THE    BOULEVARD. 

Copyright,  1875,  by  E.  H.  Harding.        ■      , 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonfr  w  111  \>e  sent  to  any  address,  post'paid,  on  receipt  of  40  | 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonus  for  One  Dollar,  hy  H.  J.  Wehinan,  VM  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stniiips  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Good  evening  to  yon,  one  and  all;  you're  looking  well,  I  see; 

I  took  a  trip  in  a  great  big  ship  across  the  raging  sea; 

I've  been  out  of  work  a  month  or  more,  and  you  know  it's  very  bard; 

But  now  I've  got  a  job  to  do  beyant  on  the  Boulevard. 

Chorus. 
Whist  I  ad-l-dy!  Whist  1  ad-i-dy!  times  are  very  hard. 
But  now  I've  got  a  job  to  do  beyant  ou  the  Boulevard. 

So  here  I  am,  an  Irishman,  and  to  work  I'm  not  afraid. 

While  my  s<m  does  carry  the  pick,  my  boys,  and  I  do  handle  the  spade. 

My  Uncle  Dan  is  an  Alderman,  and  he  holds  a  grip  in  the  ward: 

'Tis  him  that  gives  the  tickets  out  to  work  ou  the  Boulevard.— Cuobub. 

So  now  farewell!  I'm  going  away,  I  can  no  longer  stay; 

For,  if  I  sing  any  more  for  yon,  I'll  lose  a  half-a-day; 

I'm  going  down  to  City-Iiall  to  try  and  get  a  card 

To  put  my  father's  uncle  to  work  beyant  ou  the  Boulevard.— Cuorijs. 

ALADDIN^S    LAMP. 

Copyright,  1873,  l>y  M.  Qnj. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-p«ild,  on  receipt  of  M  | 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  oUier  Smitrs  fi^r  One  rK)ll«r,  by  H.  J.  \Vehnisn,  130  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Staiiii>s  taken  same  as  cash  for  ull  our  goods. 

Written  by  Charles  Sivain.    Arranged  by  Geo.  T.  Evans. 
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Oh!  had  I  but  Aladdin's  lamp,  tho' only  for  a  day, 

I'd  try  to  And  u  link  to  bind  the  joys  that  pass  away; 

I'd  try  to  bring  an  angel's  wing  upon  the  earth  again. 

And  build  true  worth  u  throne  on  earth,  a  throne  beloved  by  men.     ' 

I'd  soothe  the  lorn  and  desolate,  increase  the  widows'  store; 
And  industry  should  wear  a  smile  it  never  wore  before; 
Wliere'er  there  dwelt  unhappiness,  I'd  S()eed  my  magic  way; 
And  none  should  be  in  poverty,  or  fear  the  coniiuj;  day. 

It  should  be  May,  and  always  May,  I'd  wreathe  the  world  with  flowers; 
I'd  robe  the  barren  wilderness,  and  bring  life  happy  hours; 
Oh,  had  1  but  Aladdin's  lamp,  tlio'  only  for  a  day, 
I'd  try  to  find  a  link  to  bind  the  joys  that  pass  away. 


THE    DOG-. 

Copyright,  1800,  by  M.  Witnuuk  &  Song. 


i 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  .Sonsr  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad(lres.s,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  M  l 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^s  (or  One  Dollar,  hy  II.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park         / 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  us  cash  forall  our  goods.  ( 

Written  and  Composed  by  Hairy  Oatps.    Sung  by  Gus.  Pizley. 


There  was  a  friend  of  mine  bought  a  bull  canine, 

It  was  a  dog,  a  little  dog; 
Of  this  dog  he  was  proud,  and  he  sang  his  praises  loud, 

It  was  a  dog,  a  little  dog. 
He  brought  him  home  in  the  house  one  night, 
The  family  anil  servants  they  went  oflf  into  a  fright. 
They  had  cause  to  laugh  when  the  sun  shone  bright, 

It  was  the  dog,  the  little  dog. 

Chorus. 
Some  one  came  o'er  the  fence,  then  the  circus  did  commence. 
They  found  a  pair  of  pants  full  of  tears  and  rents. 
It  was  the  dog,  the  little  dog. 

I  found  his  pride  in  life  was  not  his  wife,  -    ' 

It  was  the  dog,  thu  little  dog; 
He  couldn't  pay  liis  rent,  for  his  money  he  bad  spent. 

Yes,  for  the  dog,  the  little  dog. 
The  brute  he  got  in  a  yard  close  by. 
Goose  and  chicken  feathers  all  around  tx'gan  to  fly, 
Tho' the  family  starved,  who  had  chicken  pief 
Why,  the  dog,  the  little  dojf. 

Chorus. 
With  anguish  he  did  wail,  saw  a  sight  that  made  him  pale. 
What  think  you  he  has  offered  now  for  saley 
-        Why,  the  dog,  the  yaller  dog. 

On  the  quiet  one  night  my  friend  got  tight. 

That  was  a  dog,  another  dog. 
As  quiet  as  a  mouse,  who  was  it  watched  the  house? 

It  was  the  dog,  the  other  dog. 
The  lights  were  out,  all  within  was  dark. 

No  one,  he  thouiihi,  would  know  that  he  had  been  out  on  a  lark- 
Who  awoke  the  folks  with  a  joyous  bark? 
Why,  the  dog,  the  little  dog. 

CuoRirs. 
Uis  wife  was  on  the  stairs,  hit  his  eye  and  pulled  his  hair. 
What  grabbed  him  hard  and  fast  where  he'd  pants  to  spare? 
ft  was  the  dog,  the  little  dog. 

Pretty  girls  he'd  admire,  and  he  soon  did  tire 

Of  the  dog,  the  nasiy  dog. 
He  loved  the  serving  maid,  as  about  the  house  she  strayed. 

Without  the  dog,  the  little  dog. 
When  he'd  a  chance  his  arms  were  placed 
Very  lovingly  about  his  darlin's  little  waist. 
What  gave  them  away  just  as  they  embraced? 

It  was  the  dog,  the  little  dog. 

Chorus. 

.    Oh,  how  the  wife  did  cry,  and  the  girl  for  life  did  fly, 
Hy  friend  bus  bought  a  gun— do  you  know  who'll  die? 
Why,  the  dog,  the  little  dog. 
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OH!    SQUEEZE    ME,    JOE. 

■   .'       Written  and  Composed  by  Johu  Read.        V    -"    . 


The  Day  that  My  Poor  Mother  Died. 


m 
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Copyriglit,  1881,  by  Mi-x.  Pauline  Lifder. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wclnnan,  ISU  Park  Row,  New  York  aty ,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  ai;oniplete  Cutaloi^ue  of  overSiWO  Popular  Ku^iisli  and  Ciernian 

Sontfs— t'ree.    I'ostjitje  ijtauips  Uilcen  same  ai  cusli  loi  utl  our  KooUs. 

In  Lincoliiuliire  tliere  once  did  dwell  ii  charming  littlf  widow, 

Whom  1  used  lo  inct't  and  s<>i:u-niiies  ueat  to  a  walk  acro^b  the  meadow; 

I  knew  that  she  was  loud  of  uie,  llio'  bhe  never  lold  me  bo  — 

But  when  I  pressed  her  lo  my  breast,  she  said:  "  Oh!  squeeze  me,  Joe," 

Cuouus. 
"  Oh!  gqneeze  nic,  Joe-oh:  squeeze  me,  Joe; 
It  makes  me  feel  HO  jolly,  3 on  know; 
Oil!  squeeze  nie,  Joe— oil,  squeeze  me,  Joe, 
And  il  iou  iove  uie,  tell  n.e  to." 

She  kept  a  pretty  little  farm,  and  horees  she  had  three; 
So  I  said,  "'My  dear,  tlierell  Ije  no  harm  to  take  a  ride  with  me." 
She  did.  Mini  slijipcd  from  off  the  horse,  but  1  caught  her,  you  must  know. 
Then  placed  my  arm  around  Uer  wal6t,wlieii  she  cried:  "  Don't  squeeze  me,  Joe." 

Oh!  squeeze  me,  Joe— oh!  squeeze  me,  Joe,  etc. 

I  popped  the  question  there  and  then,  I  did  upon  my  life, 

And  asked  this  charmiusj  widow  would  she  really  be  my  wife? 

She  gave  a  sigh,  then  said:  "  Oh,  my!  I  really  can't  say  '  >.'o  '; 

I'll  be  your  wile  and  joy  through  life  if  you'll  only  squeeze  me,  Joe." 

Oh!  squeeze  me,  Joe— oh!   squeeze  me,  Joe,  etc. 

I  married  then  the  widow  and  am  happy  as  can  he: 
For  ilie  mile  farm  and  all  us  chaniis,  of  course,  belongs  to  me; 
And  w  hen  1  say  I'm  going  away  to  tOi\  ii  for  a  day  or  so, 
i  can't  do  lees  than  give  Ker  a  kiss,  then  she'll  say:  "  Oh!  squeeze  me,  Joe.  ' 

Oh!  squeeze  me,  Joe— oh!  squeeze  me,  Joe,  etc. 


THE    MAIDEN'S    PRAYER.    ' 

Words  by  John  S.  Adams.    Mel<jdy  by  T.  Badarzewsky. 

Tlie  Words  anil  .'>lu»ic  of  this  Sonpr  will  bfi  sent  to  any  address,  poKt-paid,  on  receiptor 40 

cents;  or  liiisaiiu  any  ihooIImj  Soii^s  lorijiu-  Uiillur,  by  11.  J.  Wen  man,  I'M  Park 

Uo»,  New  ioik  t;ily.     Posiane  Slaiiios  uiueii  sumu  nut  catUi  for  alloui- KouiU. 

Each  hour  of  life  to  thee  I  turn, 

Tow a:il  iliee  uiy  inmost  soul  doth  yearn;  ■ 

Bolli  day  and  night,  where'er  1  be. 

My  tiiisiiiig  beau  siill  turns  to  Ihee. 

lioiiifiu,  1  pray  that  i  may  keep 

Uly  love  as  now,  si-rene  and  deep. 

Way  the  pure  feeling,  upward  now  stealing,  .'.-'■' 

Ever  l>i--etitiis,tbeird 'twixt  me  and  thee. 

Each  hour  of  life  to  thee  1  turn. 

Toward  thee  my  inmost  soul  doth  yearn;  '    ,"   . 

Both  day  and  iiight,  where'er  1  be, 

ily  trusiiiig  heart  siiil  turus  to  thee. 


*  «  » 


WITH    PLEASANT    SMILES. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Wm.  J.  A.  Lieder. 

The  Words  and  Jlnaic  of  this  S.inpr  will  be  sent  to  any  addre.ss,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

ceiit»;  or  I  Ins  ami  any  l«o  other  hoiiir-  tortjiie  l>ollai ,  by  11.  .1.  Wtiimaii,  13U  i'aik 

Kow.  Nrw  VorK  City.     Poslane  suimps  taiieii  same  as  casli  for  all  our  tCooUs. 

Words  and  Music  by  Tommy  Tucker.    Arraug-d  by  Jos.  Schwenseck. 

With  pleaf.ant  smiles  my  love  does  greet  me.  I  know  she  thinks  of  mc  all  day, 
And  when  tnc  twilight  s  closed  around  us,  unto  her  side  1  quick  make  way. 
There's  not  aiiotiier  maid  st)  winsome,  for  her  I'd  travel  many  miles, 
Wlieu  she  sees  me  iu  the  distance,  her  face  is  wreathed  in  pleasant  smiles. 

Cnonus. 
With  pleasant  smiles  my  love  does  greet  me,  her  loving  face  it  beams  so  bright, 
Ked  lii)8  to  mine  are  pressed  so  sweetly  w  heue'er  I  call  on  Wednesday  night. 

With  pleasant  smiles  my  love  did  answer  my  request  for  a  loving  kiss; 
And  as  we  wander  in  lo've's  roauiings,  both  of  our  hearts  full  of  bliss. 
Soon  we  will  slaiid  before  the  altar,  for  she  has  nami'd  liie  wedding  day. 
When  we  are  married  I'll  feel  happy,  and  by  her  side  I'll  always  stay.- Cho. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  i>e  sent  to  any  nddioss,  |>ost-paid, on  receipt  of  10 

ceiit«;  or  this  and  any  two  oilier  .-«>nk:s  lor  One  l)>illai',  by  11.  J.  Wehiiian.lSU  I'aik 

How,  New  York  City.    I'oslaKc  Mamps  taken  saiiiv  ai<  caoli  lor  all  uur  tfooda. 


Woi  ds  by  T.  Tucker.    Music  by  J.  Schwenseck. 


Now  my  thoughts  they  go  back  to  my  young  childish  days 

When  I  played  'round  our  old  cotlagenloor, 
Aiui  my  heart  'twas  as  light  as  the  birds  that  did  sing. 

Though  my  parents  they  were  very  jioor. 
And  my  dear,  gomi  old  mother,  how  me  she  would  kise. 

For  1  was  her  joy  and  her  pride; 
And  my  heart  received  a  shock,  which  I  never  sliall  forget. 

The  day  that  my  poor  mother  died 

C'lIOHCS. 

And  whenever  my  thoughts  they  go  back  to  that  day, 

Tiie  teais,  oh!  1  luver  can  lihie; 
For  1  h)sl  the  best  friend  that  1  had  in  this  world. 

The  day  llml  my  poor  mother  died. 

How  she'd  pi:ig  mc  to  sleep  in  that  dear  little  crib. 

How  she'd  drcfs  me  when  I  went  to  sdiool; 
And  the  advice  she  gave  me  wlieu  1  slarlcd  iu  life 

Kept  me  often  from  playing  the  fool. 
But  at  last  she  was  called  "lo  her  home  up  above; 

And  sorrow  ful  how  I  cried 
When  they  toid  me  she's  dead,  I  coulJ  only  sob  and  weep. 

The  day  that  my  poor  mother  died.— Cuouus. 


MARIANS    RUN    AWAY. 

Copyrit'ht,  1882,  by  Wni.  J.  A.  Lieder. 


T)ie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonc  will  be  sent  i»  any  address,  |iost-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents:  or  tills  and  any  t»ooliier  boiiK.-loiA>iie  i>'oilur,by  11.  J.  Weiimuii,  I3ii  I'uj-k 

Uovv,  New  Voi'k  City.     Postu^^e  bluiiips  tuKeii  sumeu>>  eu^ii  lor  uil  cmu'  ^roods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Tommy  Tucker.    Arranged  by  Jos.  Schwenseck. 


Once  I  had  as  pretty  a  girl  as  ever  you  did  see, 
I  loved  her  truly,  and,  of  course,  1  thouiiht  that  she  loved  me. 
On  Saturday  nli;ht  I'd  trot  her  out  and  lake  her  to  the  play. 
But  now  1  liud  I've  got  the  shake,  Maria's  ruu  away. 

Cuouus. 
Sweet  Maria,  dear  Maria,  do  come  back  again. 
And  if  you'll  only  love  me  1  w  111  never  cause  you  pain. 
"  :    '-        I  cannot  sleep  a  wink  at  night,  my  youthful  heart  IS  torn, 
Cuu  anybody  tell  me  where  my  sweet  Maria's  gone. 

Sundays  in  the  summer  up  to  high  bridge  we  would  go, 

'I'o  Willi;  among  the  shady  trees.  <ir  on  liie  llaileiii  row ; 

The  t'eniial  I'ark  we  would  take  in  when  on  out  journey  home, 

1  never  thought  that  slie'd  prove  false,  or  from  me  she  would  roam. — Cao&DS. 

Perhaps  she  skipjMjd  to  Kalamazoo  to  join  the  Forepaiigh  show. 

Or  else  dressed  up  in  man's  aliire,  ti  mashing  she  did  go. 

She  miglit  be  barnum's  beauty,  or  else  she's  Oscar  Wilde, 

But  if  she  would  come  baci^  agaiu,  I'd  treat  her  kind  and  mild.— Chobus. 


ALWAYS    BE    POLITE,    BOYS. 


-  M' 


Copyright,  18SU,  by  Wni.  J  A.  Lieder. 


Mother  Don't  Weep  for  Your  Darling. 

Copyright,  !««,  t)y  Wni.  J.  A.  Lieder. 

TUe  Words  and  Mnsicof  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receii)t  of  40 

cents,  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Soinfs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Uehnian,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  titainps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Tommy  Tucker.    Arranged  by  Jos.  Schwenseck. 

Mother  don't  wceii  for  your  darling,  for  I  soon  will  be  at  rest; 

'Cro^s  that  dark  ami  silent  river  I  will  mingle  with  the  blest.  '  '"    , 

From  this  cold  w<nld  I  am" going,  to  my  lieaveiily  home  above. 

Where  the  angels  they  are  singing  sweetest  songs  of  joy  and  love.      . 

CllOKUS. 

Mother  don't  weep  for  your  darling,  for  I  soon  will  be  at  rest, 
'Cross  that  dark  aud  silent  river  I  will  miugle  with  the  blesu 

Mother  don't  weep  for  your  darling,  wipe  those  tears  from  off  your  cheek. 

If  I  ever  have  offended,  panioii  from  you  I  would  seek. 

Cheer  up,  mother,  don't  feel  sad  now,  for  I  only  go  before, 

I'll  be  wailing  there  to  meet  you  on  that  lovely  golden  shore.— CnoBCS. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents,  or  ihisaiid  any  twoothei  hongs  f  jrOue  l)ollar,  tjy  Ii.  J.  Uebmuii,  13u  i'ark 

Kow,  New  Voi'k  City.     Poalu;j;e  .Slumps  taken  suuie  ua  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Tommy  Tucker.    Arranged  by  Jos.  Schwenseck. 


Politeness  is  a  virtue  that's  possessed  by  very  few. 

But  those  are  just  the  folks  that  gel  along; 
If  over  this  you  ponder  you'll  And  that  It  is  true. 

So  act  upon  it  and  you  won'i  be  wrong. 
A  kind  word  spoken  often  will  prevent  a  sad  affray 

W  hen  in  a  hot  debate  or  faction  light. 
And  30U  will  hiid  that  always  11  does  pay, 

Il.ut  all  times  you  try  to  be  polite. 

Cuouus. 
Always  be  polite,  boys,  always  l>e  polite. 

Follow  tip  this  maxim,  you"  will  come  ont  right, 
Never  give  short  answers,  but  speak  tip  quick  aud  bright, 

Always  be  polite,  boys,  always  be  polite. 

Tlie  girls  they  all  do  like  t/i  catch  a  handsome,  nice  j'oung  man, 

Especi.illy  one  who  Ims  got  plenty  car-li; 
It's  through  the  stieets  they  lamUie,  each  bearded  face  they  scan. 

To  try  If  tliey  can  calcii  a  dashing  mash. 
And  wlieu  tlie\  've  caught  a  lover  who  suits  them  to  a  T, 

It  makes  their  hearts  feel  happy,  gay  and  light; 
The  way  to  keep  them  true  to  you  is  to  do  like  me. 

Aud  spealk  iu  tones  quite  tender  and  polite. — Cuorus. 

Politeness  to  our  parents  is  what  we  should  cultivate, 

No  matter  what  our  station  ill  this  worlil; 
For  surely  we'll  regret  it,  w  hen,  of  conrr-e.  it  is  too  late, 

And  on  our  own  resources  we  are  hurled; 
When  we  look  hack  and  think  of  them  who  brought  us  through 

Tlie  hardships  of  this  life  both  tlay  and  night. 
We'll  know  how  much  they  suffered  and  what  for  us  they  did  do. 

So  at  least  to  them  we  ouglit  to  be  polite.— Cuouus. 


-A 


^v'^" 


;i^- 


*£^^:wi 


^mk 


16 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.   30. 


MARY    AND    JOHN. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Ilardlnif. 


1 


••!; 


The  Words  and  Musdcof  this  Soncr  will  b«  wiit  to  any  addrewi.  pojitpaid,  on  rpof  Ipt  of  40 

cenus,  or  this  and  anv  twoothiT  Sonirs  forOnt-  I><illui',by  II.  J.  Wclinmn,  130  i'urk 

Row,  Ntiw  York  L'lcy.    Tu^Uige  Stnm;Kitakeit  tiuiiie  uoco^h  fur  all  uur  gouU^ 

Arranged  by  Jostpb  Scbweniieck.    Sung  by  ilisa  Nellie  Purker. 

Mary  and  John,  a  loving  voiing  couple, 

Toj^etlRT  cat  side  b^f  siJe.  U8  swi-ct  lovers  frcqupnfly  do; 
Telling  eoft  taloc,  tht-ir  hearts  both  as  li^lit  as  u  fi-athur, 

Vowiiij:  that  they  would  ever  be  coniiiaui  and  true; 
But  time  told  its  tale,  and  tip  went  the  nose  of  sweet  Mary 

At  what  her  John  to  some  other  damsel  had  said. 
He,  with  a  smile,  paid,  "  Why  should  you  he  so  contrary? 

You  kuow  full  well  wc  shortly  ex|M:ct  to  be  wed." 

ClIOKfS. 

"  I  won't  be  yonr  wife,"  said  Mary. 

"  Well,  maybe  you  won't."  said  John. 
"  I  hate  such  a  brute,"  said  Mary. 

''But  other  pirls  don't,"  said  Joha. 
•*  I'll  vco  rijiht  away  to  tlie  dairy. 

I  ne'er  wi?h  to  see  you  morel  " 
Said  John,  with  a  ."iinile,  "  Dear  Mary, 

You've  told  me  the  same  before!  " 

Mary  mt  down,  the  fears  her  Bweet  oye«  were  fast  filling; 

Looked  at  her  John  submissively  down  hy  her  side; 
John  gazed  at  her,  to  make  up  the  quarrel  was  williiijt; 

-Uc  slyly  launched,  altlio"  to  keep  solemn  he  tried; 
Out  caiiie  his  pi))e,  soon  clouds  of  smokir  was  piiQirf; 

Into  the  air.  with  countenance  calm  and  serene; 
She  slowljr  rose  and  said,   '  I  am  jroin^  to  leave  you! '' 
John,  with  a  smile,  was  quietly  enjoyiuji  the  scene, 
t'lumui*. 
**  I'm  ffoiiig  away,"  said  .Mary. 

"  Well,  ^nst  suit  yourself,"  said  John. 
"You're  like  all  the  rest,"  said  Mary. 

'•  Well,  maybe  I  am,"  said  John. 
**  I'll  iust  drow  u  myself,"  said  Mary; 

Perhaps,  that  will  set  you  free!  "' 
Said  John.  "  On  >our  way,  dear  Mary, 
Send  Molly  Malone  to  me!  " 

Slowly  she  rose,  almost  convnlsively  plsrhing, 

One  fond  i;ood-b\e,  she  never  mis;ht  see  him  again; 
John  knew  full  well  the  love  in  his  heart  was  not  dying; 

Sorry  he  felt  to  cause  his  sweet  Mary  such  pain; 
Then  lip  quick  he  jiiinp<-d,  to  him  there  was  uo  one  like  Mary; 

Dried  all  lur  tears,  ami  pressed  her  at  once  to  his  heart. 
She  said,  "'  Dear  John,  forgive  me  for  heinj;  contrary  I" 

And,  as  before,  they  would  never  more  depart. 

Ciiours. 
Then  John  he  got  squeeziiii.'  Mary, 

And  Mary  was  squi'ezinj:  John. 
He  vows  she's  the  sweetest  fairy  » 

That  ever  the  sun  shone  on; 
And  now  little  Mary's  laiijjhinj;. 

Her  head  resiiiii;  on  his  brea.-t; 
With  that  I'll  conclude  my  story. 

No  doubt  you  can  t;uess  the  rest. 


THE    SAME    OLD    TUNE. 

Copyrieht.  1891,  by  Frank  Ilardin^. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  Kent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  I 
centK.  or  this  and  any  two  other  .S.intf.s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  VVelinion,  13U  I'ark 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    I  otiiai;e  Stamps  token  same  as  cosli  fur  all  our  kooUn. 
Wunls  by  John  F.  Birch.    Husac  by  Wm.  Cronin. 


ril  nini;  yon  a  rone  of  a  little  Irishman, 

But  he  isn't  a  policeman  now; 
lie  was  the  hapi)ic8t  lookiiiK  man  that  ever  walked  a  beat. 

And  as  graceful  an  a  pretty  county  cow. 
Be  had  bunions  on  his  feet  and  corns  u|)on  his  nose, 

Anil  a  face  like  P.  T.  Barntinrs  baboon; 
You'd  split  your  sides  a-lauKhin^  iust  to  see  his  fl.tnnel  mouth 

When  he'u  whistle  this  same  old  tune.— (Whistle.) 

nie  name  was  Michael  Murphy,  and  from  County  Clare, 

In  that  darling  little  isle  across  the  sea; 
He  didn't  know  eiioiit;h  to  come  ill  when  it  rained. 

And  he  couldn't  tell  his  coffee  from  tea. 
He'd  walk  along  the  beat  in  his  suit  of  blue  so  neat, 

Andas  happy  as  the  little  birds  in  June; 
His  eye  he'd  never  wink  to  a  bartender  for  a  drink 

But  he'd  whistle  the  same  old  tunc.— (Whistle.) 

He  wrote  himself  a  letter  just  to  see  how  he  could  spell. 

And  he  waited  for  an  answer  day  and  night. 
And  because  he  didn't  get  it  sure  Ids  lrishT>lood  got  hot. 

And  he  roamed  about  looking!  for  a  tl^ht. 
He  met  Dempsey,  Jack,  the  flcliler  w  ho  was  smokiuR  a  segar, 

And  he  couldn't  get  at  him  too  soon; 
lie  Kot  a  hard  punch  in  the  lej;,  which  spoiled  his  handsome  mug — 

This  is  how  he  whistled  that  tune.— (Wuistle.) 

Be  whistled  in  the  morning  and  he  whistled  in  the  night 

And  lie  whistled  the  whole  day  long. 
Be  whistled  .\iiiiie  Roouey  aiiti  Mctiiuty  by  the  yard. 

For  he  couldn't  sins:  any  song. 
One  day  he  took  a  walk  with  himself  to  have  a  talk, 

Hure  his  breath  left  him  at  the  stroke  of  noon: 
'When  they  laid  him  on  the  bed,  says  he.  boys,  although  I'm  dead. 

Still  I'll  whistle  the  same  old  tune.— (Wuistlk.) 


«^-»  »    ' 


COME    DOWN,    MRS.    FLYNN. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Frank  Hardinu. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  .Soner  will  »><•  sent  to  any  addrrss,  post-paid,  on  rwrclpt  of 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  l>oll.'tr.  by  II.  J.  Uehnian,  VM  I'ark 
Kow,  New  Vurk  L'l'ty.     fostayo  Stumps  taken  same  a:<  caali  fur  all  uur  icuods. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  W.  Kelley.    Sung  by  Maggie  Clin«. 


There's  a  boanling-nousc  next  door  to  mine  not  of  the  higliest  grade, 

Where  no  one  but  a  gentleman  would  stay; 
And  Mrs.  Flynn  keeps  them  in  line,  she  has  them  all  afraid. 

And  not  a  saucy  word  they  have  to  say; 
Somei lines  theie  will  be  one  come  home  with  his  skutea  on; 

He  falls  six  times  before  he  finds  the  door; 
Be  has  lost  his  key  as  well,  and  ha))  to  ]>ull  the  bell, 
.  Then  sings  a  song  he  often  sun;;  before: 

C'lIORlS. 

Come  down.  Mrs.  Flynn,  are  you  poinc  to  let  me  In? 

I'll  rouse  up  every  nei<;hbor  in  the  block; 
For  it's  raining,  don't  you  see;  so  throw  ine  down  the  key. 

And  I'll  promise  to  be  home  at  ten  o'clock. 

Last  Tuesday  night  the  servant-uirl  to  a  party  had  to  go, 

A  friend  of  her's  Kot  married  to  a  man; 
She  said  she  would  be  home  a<;aiii  at  ten  o'clock  or  so; 

i^he  didn't  think  they  would  send  out  the  can; 
The  party  wasn't  lhroiij;h  till  a  quarter  after  two, 

And  she  came  strolling  homi!  with  Piuhly  Joyce; 
The  door  was  locki'd.  of  course,  and  she  a  little  hoarse. 

So  she  sang  out  iu  a  robust  tenor  voice: —CuoKUs. 

When  Saturday  comes  'round  it  brings  a  heap  of  trouble  In, 

As  each  man  steps  up  and  pays  his  bill; 
To  kick  about  the  supper  then  they  instantly  begin,  ,^ 

But  Mrs.  Flynn  can  easily  keep  them  still; 
"  I'll  scold  th«  man,"  says  she,  "  that  siHjaksof  mine  or  me  "; 

To  get  outside  they  think  the  pro|>er  thiiiK; 
But,  lure  as  you  are  born,  at  three  on  Sunday  morn 

Tne  crowd  gets  home  together  and  they  sing:— Chorus. 

/" 

. — ^  >  »   I  ■<• — 

/ 

— A  man  In  a  peck  of  trouble  Is  ia/6  measure  to  be  pitied. 
CUveland  Sun.  .^ 


'Twas  Dooley  Haised  the  Fight. 

Copyright,  1891.  by  Frank  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  Sonjr  will  Ih.'  sent  to  nny  acldiess,  postpaid,  on  ree^lpt  of  40  ' 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  S'^ntrs  for  One  Dollar,  hy  II   J.  NVehman,  130  I'ark 

Kuw,  New  York  City,    Pustage  Stamps  taken  sunie  as  ca^b  fur  all  uur  g«*cU. 

Words  and  M»>lv  by  Thomas  F.  Casey. 
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I'm  a  man  of  sports  and  pleasure,  Mike  Dooley  is  my  name. 

And  when  you'll  hear  my  story,  I  <Ieclare 
You  will  say  that  I'm  abused,  and  what  a  dreadful  shame 

For  a  man  like  me  that's  known  everywhere; 
Barney  Ilo^an  ::ave  a  brilliant  dance  in  honor  of  his  wife. 

And  I  amonii  the  ;:eiils  he  did  invite; 
But  it  was  no  fun  for  me— I  esca|)ed  with  just  my  life. 

And  the  gang  swore  black  and  blue  I  raised  the  fight. 

Cuonus. 
Cassidy  struck  the  fiddler  and  the  fiddler  struck  O'Konrke; 
Mary  Mrliiaw  was  bit  in  the  jaw  wiih  a  lialf-a-uound  uf  |>ork; 
Le;:s  and  wines  of  chickens  and  things  were  tlyin:.'  around  like  rain. 
And  Mickey  Malone  was  hit  with  a  bone  and  severed  his  jugular  vein. 

The  dance  commenced  and  Ilogan  led  the  grand  dc  promenade. 

Ami  thint;s  went  on  so  smool.hly  ri<;ht  aloim; 
Miss  Nolan  sang  "  Fair  MaiKUerite  "  like  the  cats  in  our  b:ick  yard. 

For  that,  they  say,  is  lioijan's  favorite  sons;; 
They  then  formed  sets  and  danced  till  they  rung  the  supper  bell. 

And  marched  down  to  the  lay-out  full  of  life; 
They  joked  and  made  some  S|)eeche8,  and  raised  old  general  h— 1, 

And  gave  tliiee  cheers  for  llogau  and  his  wife.— CuoHUS. 

The  scrap  began  about  half-pnst  one,  continued  until  two. 

And  slicks  and  plates  were  fiying  in  the  air; 
Some  bad  remarks  were  jiiven  out  l)y  Ti:notliy  McCue — 

That  .Mrs.  ilogan  looked  good  witti  bleachi"d  hair- 
Be  said  'twas  typhoid  cofftn-  aii<l  consumptive  tea, 

.\nd  the  diamonds  on  old  Mulli<;an's  wife  were  light. 
What  he  was  >;(  ttiiii:  for  his  price  he  really  couldn't  see. 

And  that  llogau's  full-dress  suit  was  out  of  sight.— CuoRCS. 

Now  I'm  the  wreck  that's  all  done  up  from  Barney  Hogan's  hop; 

I  believe  they  would  li.ive  killed  me  if  longer  there  I'd  stopped; 
The  fun  it  was  unlimited  till  there  were  sevenil  fights 

Raised  by  I'uu  McManus,  who  turned  out  all  the  lights; 
Tlii'ii  Ilog.ui  took  a  hand  in  with  a  small  bit  of  an  axe. 

When  I  steppe<l  in  to  make  peace  with  this  reliirn: 
Be  split  the  hump  on  Hiley's  back  because  he  was  not  taxed. 

But  revenge  against  ilogau  In  my  heart  does  burn.- Cuorus. 


— He'd  Never  Get  It. — "  Drop  nie  a  line,"  j'elled  the  drowning 
m:iu.  "Wliat'stlicu.sc?"  said  tiic  humorist  on  the  dock.  "There's 
uo  iKJSt-offlce  where  you  arc  going." — Life. 


— Rather  Broad. — Cholly:  "They  say  that  excessive  coffee- 
drinking  induces  softening  of  the  briiiu."  Miss  Suyder:  "  I  sup- 
IK)se  you  regret  now  that  you  have  been  such  a  slave  to  the 
habit." — Drake's  Magazine. 
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THE    LITTLE    PIE. 

..  '       >•.         Copyright,  1889,  by  Richard  A.  Saalfleld. 

The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO 

oenta'  or  this  and  any  two  other  SoMfcrs  for  ^)iie  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  oilman,  13<i  I'ark 

Kow,  New  y orll  City.    I'osla^fe  £>tuiiip8  takeu  same  a<i  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Word<  and  Music  by  Hubbard  T.  Smith. 


MAHCHINa  THROUQH  QEORaiA. 


By  Henry  C.  Work. 


The  Wordi  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  Ix-  sent  to  any  addivos,  pout-paid,  on  r(>cei|>t  of  40 

cents;  or  lliis  and  any  two  othi-r  s<imhs  foi  Kne  lioUar,  by  11.  J.  Wflinian,  130  I'ork 

Bow,  ^cw  York  City.    l'ui>tat;t''  ^tunipHiakcii  Duiue  av  i-usli  for  all  our  KOods, 
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Little  wifle,  tired  of  l>ook8,  moping 'roinid  in  coey  nooks- 
Ill  the  little  liitclien  loolie— watches  Diuah  while  ehe  cooks. 
Little  wifle  thinks  ulie'll  try  all  alone  to  make  a  pic; 
First  attempt  and  proud,  oil,  my!  bakes  it  brown  and  sets  it  by, 
There  is  goiu'  to  be  trouble  in  the  household. 

CuonuB.  ,     ' 

Lots  of  trouble,  lots  of  trouble, 
Lots  of  trouble  in  the  household. 

Hubbie  hurries  home  from  town— gone  his  care  and  business  frown- 
Kisses  wifle,  both  sit  down;  Uinali  brings  the  i)ie  so  brown. 
Twelve  o'clock  and  all  is  still,  inoiuie  roams  about  at  will. 
Save  the  rain-drops  on  the  sill— Ilark!  what  means  those  shrieks  so  shrill, 
There  is  lots  of  trouble  iu  the  household. 

Chorus. 

Lota  of  trouble,  lots  of  trouble,  "      '  .        ' 

Lots  of  trouble  iu  the  household. 

Mustard  plasters,  all  in  vain,  only  serves  to  make  more  pain; 
Dinah  rushes  through  the  rain,  hunts  a  doctor  for  the  twain— 
Same  old  story,  noiliins;  new,  doctor  did  what  he  could  do, 
Up  the  golden  stairs  they  flew,  hapless  husband,  witte  loo, 
There  is  no  more  trouble  iu  that  household. 

Chorus. 
No  more  trouble,  no  more  trouble. 
No  more  trouble  iu  that  household. 

One  more  wiiil  and  I  am  throu^jh- my  story's  ended  and  it's  true— 
It  shows  whiit  one  small  pie  car  do.  I  think  the  morals  plain,  don't  you? 
Lovint;  wifles  slick  to  books— spend  your  spare  time  on  your  looks, 
Off  the  cooking  keep  your  hooks,  leave  pie-makini;  to  the  cooks. 
And  you  will  have  no  trouble  in  your  household. 

Chorus. 
'•■  Have  no  trouble,  have  no  trouble. 

Have  no  trouble  iu  your  household. 


I've  Only  Been  Otit  with  the  Boys. 

CopyrlKht,  1882,  by  Win.  J.  A.  Lieder. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonff  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid ,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents    or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  W  ehnian,  130  I'ark 

Ito'w,  New  York  City,    fostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Tommy  Tucker.    Arrang'-d  by  Jos.  Schwenseck. 

'Bout  one  month  ago  I  got  married,  and,  of  course,  I'm  not  quite  settled  down; 
On  a  Saturday  night  I'm  incliiU'd  to,wilh  the  boys,  take  a  stroll  'round  the  town. 
I  come  home  abr)iit  two  iu  the  moriiin};,  when  1  thiiilv  everything  is  serene. 
But  I  find  that  my  young  wile  is  waiting,  to  ask  what  does  such  conduct  mean. 
Spoken— After  going  through  my  pockets  she  asks  where  I've  been,  so  I  just 

tell  her:  •• 

Chorus. 

I've  only  l)cen  out  with  the  boys,  my  dear,        1 
We  made  quite  a  noise  and  got  full  of  beer,  • 
And  that  is  the  re:ison  I  act  so  queer, 
I've  only  beeu  out  with  the  boys. 

Of  course,  she  does  then  pout  and  tell  me  that  she  will  go  home  to  her  ma. 

And  iuet  for  a  joke  I  do  ask  her  to  please  come  and  light  my  cigar. 

I  then  tumble  down  on  the  sofa,  while  she  lias  a  short  little  cry. 

And  when  site  says  this  is  a  nice  time  to  come  home,  I  only  reply:— Chorus. 

Now  when  I  wake  up  in  the  morning,  I  promise  the  pledge  I  will  take, 
And  tell  her  if  she  wants  a  favor,  I  will  do  anything  for  her  sake. 
We're  happy  and  friendly  once  more,  like  two  turtle-doves  on  a  tree, 
Till  Saturday  night  conies  around  again,  and  I  have  another  good  spree. 
Spoken— And  when  she  scolds,  all  I  say  is:— Chokus. 


/ 


WHAT'S    IN    A    KISS? 

Copyright,  1883.  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co.  ' 


■i 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Songr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents-  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  forOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

ilo'w  New  York  City,    f  oBtoge  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlan. 


",<■ 


Turn  not  away,  turn  not  away,  I  am  near,  love,  I  am  near; 
Close  not  vour  eyes,  close  not  your  eyes,  I  am  near,  love,  I  am  near. 
Oh,  just  oiie  kiss  from  oflf  those  lips,  soft  with  nature's  dew. 
Just  one  kiss  from  off  those  lips,  one  little  kiss  from  you, 


Yes,  from  you  love,  yes,  from  you  love,  yes,  from  you. 
What's  iu  a  kiss?  joy  and  bliss,  nothing  more,  love,  nothing 


more. 


If  love  is  bliss,  if  love  is  bliss,  I  am  thine,  love,  I  am  thine; 

One  loving  kiss,  one  loving  kiss  from  those  lips,  love,  lips  divine; 

The  moon  will  kiss  the  mountain  tops,  the  flow'rs  and  birds  of  May, 

The  ocean's  wave  will  wed  the  wind,  the  leaves  will  kiss  and  play. 

Kiss  and  play,  love,  kiss  and  play,  love,  kiss  and  play. 

What's  in  a  kiss?  joy  and  bliss,  nothing  more,  love,  nothing  more. 


Bring  the  good  old  bnglc,  boys,  we'll  sing  "another  song — 
Sing  it  with  a  spirit  that  will  start  the  world  along— 
Sing  it  as  we  used  to  sing  ii,  fifty  thousand  strong. 
While  we  were  marching  through  Georgia. 

Chorus. 

•  '    '  Ilurrah!  hurrah  I  we  bring  the  jubilee! 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  the  flag  that  makes  yon  free! 
So  we  sang  the  chorus  fnnn  Atlanta  to  the  sea. 
While  we  were  marching  through  Ucorgia. 

How  the  darkeys  shouted  when  they  heard  the  joyful  sound; 
How  the  turkeys  gobbled  which  our  commissary  found; 
How  the  sweet-potatoes  even  started  from  the  ground. 

While  we  were  uiarchiiig  through  Georgia.— Chorus. 

Yes,  and  there  were  Union  men  who  wept  witli  joyful  tears 
When  they  saw  the  honored  fl.-ig  they  had  not  seen  for  years; 
Hardly  could  they  be  restrained  from  breaking  forth  in  cheers. 
While  we  were  murching  through  Georgia.— C'HOKua. 

Sherman's  dashing  Yankee  boys  will  never  reach  the  coast; 
So  the  saucy  rebels  said— and  'twas  a  handsome  boast- 
Had  they  not  forgot,  alas!  to  reckeii  wiih  the  host. 

While  we  were  inarching  through  Georgia. — Chorus. 

So  we  made  a  tlioronghftire  for  fre<»dom  and  her  train. 
Sixty  miles  in  laiiuide,  three  humlred  to  the  main; 
Treason  fled  before  us,  for  resistance  was  in  vain. 

While  we  were  marching  through  Georgia.— Chobijb, 


THE  OLD  PUMP  ON  THE  G-REEN. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  C.  M.  Loomis'  Sons. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son;r  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents:  or  this  ami  anv  twimtln'r  Sontrslorone  Dollar.by  II.  J.  Wehman,  I9U  I'ark 

Uow,  New  York  Cnty.     }'o.siuge  Stani|>s  taken  same  us  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Walter  H.  Blakeslec. 


There's  a  spot  that's  loved  by  all,  'iieath  tiie  elms  so  grand  and  tall. 

Where  the  Jinnip  slood  on  the  corner  of  ihc  green; 
And  the  crystal  water  clear  to  my  mein'ry  ever  dear. 

That  I  drank  from  that  old  pump  upon  the  green; 
Now  the  thoughts  of  by-gone  years,  with  their  joys  and  with  their  tears. 

Take  me  back  to  youth  and  friends  in  days  of  yore; 
And  the  mein'ries  clustered  here  'round  the  spot  so  loved  and  dear. 

They  will  linger  in  my  heart  forevermore. 

Chorus.  - 

Golden  da>-s,  they  will  never  more  return. 

And,  like  by-gone  friends,  will  never  more  be  seen; 
When  life's  shadows  darken  deep  in  my  nienrry, 

I  shall  keep  recollections  of  that  old  pump  on  the  grecu. 

With  its  long  and  tangled  chain,  I  can  see  that  jminp  again. 

And  the  cup  with  water  sparkling  to  the  brim; 
And  a  thousand  diamonds  bright  could  not  glisten  in  my  sight 

Like  the  water  from  the  old  cup's  nisty  rim; 
Tiiousih  good  fortune  on  tne  smiles,  and  in  far-off  spicy  isles 

i  shall  find  a  sunny  home  and  wealth  of  gold, 
I  may  rove  the  wi<le  world  o'er,  but,  oh,  never,  never  more 

Cau  I  find  a  spot  so  dear  as  this  of  old.— Chorus. 


BYE,    BYE,    BABY,    BYE,    BYE. 

Copyright,  1S86,  by  T.    B.   Harms  <t  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  an.v  t»o  other  Sotijrs  forOne  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  \Vebman,  ISO  I'ark 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stumps  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  Coiiii>osed  by  Wra.  J.  Scanlan. 


Dear  lima,  come  kiss  papa,  it's  time  he  was  away, 
I'll  be  with  thee  this  evening,  to  laugh,  sing  and  play. 
Don't  pucker  up  your  lips  now,  as  if  about  to  cry. 
But  like  a  dear  good  baby  kiss  pajia  one  bye,  bye. 

Chorus. 

.        ,    Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye,  bye!  bj'e,  bye,  baby  dear.    ' 
Say  da,  da,  to  papa,  while  mamma  love  is  near. 

Bye,  bye,  lima  dear,  one  big  kiss  for  papa, 
Bye,  bye,  baby,  dear. 

When  I  come  home  this  evening,  I'll  bring  you  something  nice. 
Just  like  our  good  old  Santa  Claus,  who  plods  thro'  enow  and  ice. 
To  cheer  the  little  babies,  and  all  their  stockings  fill 
With  candies,  cakes  and  playthings,  I  promise  you  I  will.— Chobus. 

Whene'er  I  see  that  cunning  babe  enrolled  in  childish  play. 

I  think  of  many  moonlight  nights,  which  since  have  passed  away. 

When  wife  and  I  together  would  wander  thro'  the  dell, 

Where  breezes  kissed  her  lily  brow,  and  tales  of  love  we'd  tell. — Chobus. 


Young  Boy:  "  My  intended  took  a  lock  of  my  hair  last  nigbt." 
Old  Bachelor:  "  Yes,  aod  after  you  are  married  sbe'U  take  it  by 
the  handful." 
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STEADY,  BOYS,  STEADY. 

(V.pyritjlit,  1S9-),  by  Willmm  A.  I'oiul  &  Co. 


I  The  Words  and  Mii^lc  nf  this  Hont;  will  Ix*  siMit  to  any  iiildi-fiis,  poKt-pnltl,  on  receipt  of  10 

ceutc.  or  thi:<  ami  niiy  t>^<>  other  Soiitrs  lor  One  l>olliir,  by  ii.  J.  W<>liiiiun,  i'M  I'ark 

lluw,  Nvw  Vui'lc  Lity.     I'osl.itte  Mani|M  lalci-ii  tuiiiic  as  cii.sli  lor  ull  our  Kuodn. 

•  Arranged  and  mliipted  I>y  Wulil'>  Alli-n. 

Our  rpgimrnt  wasj  raii^cil,  ■twas  by  Colonel  Ulake, 

Antl  ii  I'iiilit  l)iavf  iikiii  was  In-; 
No  (luartfr  woiiiil  lu'  lakv,  l)iii  in  l)atllt'  ho  would  make 

For  thf  >iroiis;i'!>t  of  (In-  fiitini't'; 
In  llu'  van  lie  slione.  a:^  lit-  led  on, 

Kor  a  il;ilit  lirave  man  was  he; 
And  ilie  foe  wi>uid  fear  when  tliey  heard  Its  cheer, 

Wlieii  he  called  out  ineniiee: 
Sieaily,  hoyc,  steady;  ready,  hoy«<,  ready; 

Duly,  l>oy>,  diit.\.  wliere\er  we  are  ^ent; 
Never  Uji()vV  defeat,  l»o>-';  (liatli  lajfore  ruireat,  boj-e; 

This  is  the  »oiig  of  the  re.:iuieiit. 

t'llOlll'S. 

StiMfly,  hoy?,  steady;  rtidy,  hoys,  ready; 

Duly,  lioyti.  duty,  wlietvver  ««•  are  ^ellt; 

Ne\er" know  defeat,  l>oy>;  death  before  retreat,  boys; 
Tliis  is  the  song  of  llie  reglineut. 

Now  onr  color*  unfold,  here's  to  Colonel  Blake, 

For  a  riL'lii  brave  man  waf  he; 
Like  a  |>;iladin  of  old,  he  uas  killed,  proud  and  bold, 

\\  ith  his  lace  towards  the  enenne; 
He  i"  "illi  lis  yet;  who  could  e"er  forget 

What  a  ri'jht  biave  man  was  he; 
And  we  .-liii  lan  lie;ir  his  well-known  cheer. 

For  this  was  his  le.'Uiee: 
Steaiiy,  l)oys,  steady;  ready,  boy«,  ready; 

Duty,  b(>\s.  diit>,  wherever  we  are  sent; 
Never  know  defeat,  l)o\s;    dealli  before  retreat,  boys; 

This  i»  the  Bong  of  the  regiiuent.— C'uouLs. 


SWEET    LOUISA. 

Copyright,  is;i,  by  Wlnte  dc  Goullaud. 

The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  Ik-  sent  to  any  nddresw,  po:4'pnid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tliis  ;in(l  <iliy  two  other  hois^cs  lor  l)ne  I'ollui,  l>>  II.  J.  ^W'llnlan,  I'M  Turk 

i;ow,  New  Yorlc  L  ity     J  osiutfc  Stumps  taken  .same  us  easlt  for  all  our  Kuods. 

Words  by  Ned  Harridan.    Music  by  E.  N.  Catlin. 

He— Oh:  I  wonder  vere  she  va.«,  oh!  dat  sweet  Deitschcr  pal, 

Coom  iind  told  me  vele  she  vas.  oof  you  please; 
I  vas  crazy  and  axionished  dat  she  don'l  been  here  to-uight, 

Diinkiiijj  beer  und  t  atin^  sweet  Limi)urs.'er  cheese. 
Her  father  he  \as  rieh.  iliui  he  vas  a  biewer.  too; 

Uof  he  see  ine  he  winud  took  nie  liy  mine  e.ir; 
But  1  uunt  to  see  l,olu^a.  und  Fil  valk  out  uof  detu  trees, 

Vud  I'll  wait  oof  it  Nas  a  hnndiet  jeur. 

CiioKirs. 

Sweet  Loiii.sa,  will  you  come  here: 

Will  you  co:ue,  sweet  Louisa,  rii;ht  away? 
Bi'-'iii  auay  Mi  ii'eet  you  heie  ui.ii  we'll  drink  some  lager  beer. 

If  \ou"U"meet  me,  s'wiet  Louisa,  an\  liow.— ^DaXCE.) 

She— ^Vhal■s  the  matter  that  you  holUr  when  you  know  dat  I  vas  dere, 

Va-hiiiu  ^ias.-es  b>  dat  brevxery  where  1  dwell; 
Oof  one  linir  I  was  sure,  and  ilat  i*.  \tui  vas  poor. 

And  \oii  want  to  run  away  mil  fadet's  kell. 
but  dat  vus  aii-L'espell,  for  uof  mine  heart  I  feel 

Dat  vmi  want  some  odder  Deit.-cher  for  a  frail, 
Aiid  iH'f  I  tind  dat  out.  I  woiud  shake  you  mil  some  krout, 

I'lid  hhooli  you  right  away  as  soou  as  uow.-Ciiokls. 

Hl-Coine  clian^'e  your  iiatnc,  Louisa,  and  Til  ask  you  oof  jiiiiie  knees; 

Oof  you  iloii't,  I'll  join  <leni  I'msr-ialis  anyhoiv; 

So  shoi)-i  irif  me  your  hand,  and  like  bismaick  I  will  stand. 
When  >oii  was  mine  happy.  Iiilily  Deil>cher  fiaii. 
She— Oil!   U>  inrich,  don't  been  mad,  bo  .-me  mine  heart  was  sad, 
Aiiii  1  love  you  like  them  pretz^'is  by  dat  plate; 

So  now  we  run  away  aii<l  mi  married  jusl  lo-ilay. 
And  start  so  suuu  before  it  vas  got  late.— CuoHL'S. 


KING    DEATH., 

Copyright,  lii7»,  by  L.  P.  Goullaud. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiik  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tlll^  and  loiy  iwooili.-r  Soiiifs  f'jrUlie  I'ollai,  by  II.  J.  VVehmuii,  l*i  lurk 

Uuw,  New  York  City.     l'o.-lai{e  Slumps  taken  .•iaiiic  a.-<  eiotli  for  ull  uur  goods. 

Words  by  Barry  Cornwall.     Music  by  Eniest  Hies. 


King  Death  was  a  rare  old  fellow,  lie  sat  «  here  no  suit  could  shine; 
And  he  lifted  his  hand  so  yellou  and  jMUired  oui  his  coid-blacK  wine. 
Hurrah;   for  the  coal-black  wine- hurrah!  for  Ihecoal-blaek  wine. 
There  came  to  him  many  a  mniden  w  hof?c  eyes  bail  forj,-"!  to  shine. 
And  widows  with  grief  o'erhiden,  for  a  draiit,'hl  of  his  coal-iiiack  wine; 
liurrah!  for  the  coal-black  wine— hurrahl  for  the  coal-black  wine. 

The  scholar  left  all  his  learning,  the  poet  his  fancied  wws. 

And  tlie  Iwauty  her  bloom  reluming,  like  life  to  the  fading  ro><e. 

liurrah!  for  the  coal-lilack  w  ine     hurrah!  for  the  coal-black  wine. 

All  came  to  tile  rare  oM  f'-llow.  w  ho  hiiiulied  till  his  eyes  (lrop|K-d  brine. 

And  he  gave  them  his  baud  so  yellow,  and  pledged  them  in  Death's  black  wine. 

Hurrahl  for  the  coal-black  wine— Ir.inah!  for  tiie  coal-black  wine. 


A    SAILOR^S    STORY.  ^ 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Kiank  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  | 

cents;  or  this  Hiiduny  twootlier  Si'iitrs  torUne  UUiar.b.v  II.  J.  welmian,  130  i'ark 

Uow,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stuiii|)s  taken  sunie  a^cosb  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  und  Music  by  J.  F.  MitchelL  .1 


Eipht  bells  had  struck  and  the  sea  was  calm  as  the  face  of  a  sleeping  child, 
And  Jack  sat  down  on  a  capstan-bar  and  thought  of  his  boyhood  wild; 
The  waves  sang  a  niurniuring  lullaby,  as  the  ocean  can  only  do; 
The  dream  of  his  youth  came  back  again  as  fresh  as  the  morning  dew; 
And'  (he  ship  she  went  inerriiy  sailing  along. 
And  from  out  the  foivca^tle  came  this  eong: 
CHont's. 
She's  a  fine  old  ship,  and  'tis  Jack's  last  trip 

On  the  crest  of  the  ocean  fo.dii; 
I'll  sail  no  more  to  a  foreign  shore, 
I've  a  mother  I  love  at  home. 

As  he  sang  the  song  every  heart  was  touched,  from  the  cook  to  the  captain  grim, 
.\nd  the  pai-senuers  from  the  cabin  came  to  take  one  look  at  biiii 
Who  thoiighi,  ill  the  midst  of  the  pathless  deep,  of  the  one  who  gave  him  birth; 
Not  an  eye  was  dry  as  they  heaid  bun  sing  of  lii»  dearest  friend  on  earth; 
Andtlie  shii>  she  went  merrily  sailing  along. 
And  from  out  of  the  forecastle  came  this  song: -Ciioiiirs. 

When  tlie  watch  was  chantr'd  he  went  down  below,  w  i'h  a  ulnd  und  a  joyous  heart, 

.■Ynd  he  pictured  a  home  of  happiness,  in  which  his  mother  took  part. 

When  all  at  once  he  heard  a  shout  from  full  a  hundred  throats. 

And  the  flrst  to  help  was  Jack,  w  ho  cried.  '•  Let  the  women  have  the  boat!  " 

But  tlie  ship  sli>;  wi-iit  steadily  down,  down,  down — 

Jack's, never  been  seen  in  his' native  town. 

CllOHfS. 

'Twos  a  flne  ohl  ship  and  'twas  Jack's  last  trip, 

For  he  sleeps 'ne;iili  I  he  ocean  foam; 
The  last  words  iinered  by  Jack  were, 

"  I've  a  mother  1  love  at  home." 


Oil !  Jennie,  When  "We  Both  Grow  Old. 


Copyright,  1S90,  by  J.  1".  Broder  &  Co. 


The  Wonls  and  Mii.'lc  of  this  Sonp  will  l)e  neiit  to  any  address,  itoyt-pa'd,  on  receipt  of  40  j 
cents;  or  1  his  and  any  l«o  .iilier  S.'iitfs  lor  one  lh>lliu  ,  oy  II.  J.  Weliiii.iii,  IJii  lurk 
Kuw,  New  VorkLity.     l^'^tage  .Slumps  tuKen  siuue  us eusli  tor  uii  our  goods.  { 

Words  and  Music  by  TiioMios  I'.  Westeudurf. 


Oh!  Jennie,  when  we  both  grow  old. 

And  when  onr  lie.ds  are  bowed  with  care. 
When,  mingled  with  these  locks  of  trold, 

There  ciunes  the  sldning.  silver  hair, 
I  wonder  if  these  hearts  <»t  o.irs 

Will  love  a^  foiiil,  as  tender,  tnie. 
As  when  we  L'aiher'd  yoiiili's  liriixlit  flowers. 

All  diipping  with  life's  morning  dew. 

Ciioiifs. 

Oh!  Jennie,  when  we  b"th  crow  old. 
When  ytjiith  and  beauty  all  are  tied. 

Will  love  that's  in  the  luMit  ^ro'v  cold? 
Will  brightest  hopes  aud  joys  be  deadf 

Oh!  coulil  we  see  in  future  years 

The  trials  that  are  yet  to  come. 
The  joys,  the  sorrows,  and  the  tears. 

The  silent  grave,  the  broken  home, 
1  wonder  if  we  would  not  try 

To  make  each  sw  iflly-tleelin!;  day 
Still  brighter  t'>  both  ymi  :iii(i  I, 

As  we  arc  passing  on  our  way.— Cuoiius. 

How  sweet  is  life  when  shared  with  thee, 

What  joy  to  feel  your  heart  is  true, 
\Vli;il  liaj)piness  there  i-  for  me 

111  kno\Mn<;  I  am  loved  by  you; 
But  oit  a  pain  comes  to  my  heart, 

A  gloomy  sh  idow  o  er  my  brow, 
'Tis  when  I  ihink  that  we  liiay  part 

Aud  leave  a  shattered,  broken  vow.  — CuoBtTa. 


AUTUMN    LEAVES. 

Copyright,  1880.  tiy  Oliver  Ditson  Conipanjr. 

The  Word^  and  Music  of  this  Song  » ill  Ik?  sent  to  any  address,  post-pai<l,  on  receipt 
cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Soiifcs  for  One  Uoltur,  by  H.  J.  Welimiui,  130  I'ai 
liow.  New  York  city.    I'osuige  Stumps  lal; vn  hanie  um  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Word^  by  C.  Thomas  Duvall.    Music  by  R  M.  Stults. 


0/40  ' 

■k  I 


When  anlumn  in  her  goriiejiiis  rol)e  the  wtxsllunds  doth  enfold. 
Anil  leaves  from  green  begin  to  turn  to  crinison  and  to  gold; 
When  nature,  tho'  in  lier  decay,  her  briohlist  liiils  receives, 
I  love  to  rove  thru'  dell  and  grove  and  gather  autuiuu  leaves. 

Kefraijj. 
All!  tie  leaves  from  off  the  trees  float  sofily  on  the'breeze; 

Si>nie  spirit  rare  |Hrvadts  the  air  and  leiidx  a  blis.«fiil  ease; 

The  spell  of  vanished  tlays  now  niem'ry  fondly  weaves; 

And  o'er  my  breast  sweet  jieace  and  rest  come  with  the  autnmn  leaves. 

I  love  the  (golden  atitiiinn  tide,  for  then  I  live  A<.;ain 

Tnose  happy,  dreamy  days,  ere  love  niul  yoiiiii  becan  to  wane; 

My  longing  heart  to  that  ghnl  time  still  ever  dearly  cleaves, 

\\  hen  with  my  love  1  roamed  the  grove  and  gathered  autumn  leaves.— Repkain. 
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THE    VILLAG-E    BARBER. 


By  Thus.  J.  Ham. 


^i 


A  mournful  throng  drifts  past  my  door  as  sadly  tolls  the  bell: 
Tlie  viliuge-barber  is  uo  more!  Goodmau;  1  liuew  him  well. 

His  heart  was  li$;ht;  his  mind  was  free,  and  noble  was  his  soul. 

His  like  we  ne'er  snail  liutl,  thuut^li  we  may  search  from  pole  lo  pole. 

A  luetic  born,  here  did  he  dwell  until  his  sad  release; 
Vci,  strange  to  say,  it  so  befell,  he  passed  his  life  in  grease. 

He  was  no  Pharisee  in  thought,  with  heart 'gainst  pity  shut; 

Tliote  «ho  his  humble  IrieuUship  sought  from  choice  he  never  cut.  ; 

He  played  no  sycophantic  part;  nor  flattered,  we  may  hope; 
Yel,  trutli  to  leil,  lie  liuew  itie  art  of  laying  on  the  soap. 

In  him  were  found  those  virtues,  rare,  which  in  the  Christian  blcni; 
He  always  dealt  upou  the  square,  yet  often  shaved  a  friend. 

'  Artistic  were  his  tastes.     'Twas  said  he  made  tlie'  fair  more  fair; 
His  studies  were  the  human  head;  his  brush  immeube  on  hair. 

Modest,  withal,  as  violets  are,  when  Spring  retints  their  bloum; 
He  climbed  at  night  his  attic-stair,  and  there  he  shed  perfume. 

He  studied  little,  yet  was  wise;  his  days  were  given  to  toil; 
To  read  by  lauip-iight  hurt  Ids  eyes,  yet  used  he  lots  of  oil. 

A  Democrat  was  he,  and  shared  the  poor  man's  joys  and  woes; 
Anointed  oft  the  pauper's  beard,  aud  pulled  the  nabob's  nose. 

He  scorned  the  right  to  vote  ahvay,  nor  cared  who  reached  the  goals; 
Yet,  liour  by  hour,  election  day  he  liugeied  'round  tue  polis. 

Content*he  ate  his  honest  brea<l— nor  craved  the  miser's  box; 
Yet  oft,  alas,  lie  got  ahead  by  handling  others'  locks. 

He  was  a  man  of  peaceful  name,  though  not  a  whit  afraid; 
He  seldom  spoke  of  blood  or  fame,  yet  ofteu  drew  his  blade. 

What  though  his  chosen  calling  brought  a  score  of  scrapes  a  day; 
No  blows  lie  struck,  no  tight  he  fougut,  no  foe  he  turned  away. 

Let  who  that  would  invade  his  place  to  smite  him  thigh  and  hip; 
'Twas  his  to  give  the  "  corp  de  grace  '  by  one  artistic  clip. 

His  harshest  acts  begot  no  pangs— no  pains  for  poor  or  rich; 

The  leud'rcet  maid  would  seek  hib  bangs,  the  pioudebt  Miss  his  switch. 

Down  on  his  ])roud  boy's  chin  he  spied  Imperial  shadows  dim; 
Y'et,  "  Here's  a  heart  content,"  he  cried,  "  to  razor  part  with  uim!  " 

But  when  his  daughter  died,  jwinade,  then  asked  he  in  his  gloom: 
■•  MuoUcUes  "  sweet  as  these  be  laid  to  moulder  iu  the  tomb? 

Still,  when  his  days  were  nearly  flown,  he  felt  no  craven  fears; 
And  bravely  yet  he  held  his  hone— detiaut,  spite  his  shears. 

But  now  he's  dead  and  gone  to  rest,  why  should  we  weep  or  sigh? 
He  met  the  foe  with  eiaudiug  crest;  he  rather  liked  to  dye. 

E'en  as  he  scraped  and  cut  and  curled,  his  brush  with  cowlick  vexed; 
Clear-cpoken  trom  the  unseen  world,  he  heard  his  summons:  *"  Xextl  " 

Such  jovs  he  felt;  such  griefs  he  bore;  such  luck  his  cup  to  fill; 
The  village-barber  is  no  more— I  kuevv  him  well  and  ill. 


Stick  to  Work  and  Save  Your  Cash. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reeeipt  of  10 

cent-i;  or  this  uiiU  any  two  other  Song!)  lor  One  l)ollar,  by  H.  J.  ^\  ehiiian,  130  I'ark 

itow.  New  York  City,    losuige  Staiiipii  taken  saiue  us  cash  for  all  our  good*. 

Words  and  Music  by  Walter  Keen. 


true. 


Long  years  ago,  when  I  was  but  a  boy,  . 

Ill  the  home  of  my  childhood  so  dear,  •     .    ' 

nai>py  was  1,  there  was  naught  to  annoy, 
■  For  my  kind,  loving  parents  were  near. 
Scaled  at  home  'round  the  warm  tire's  light. 

There  at  the  close  of  the  day; 
Father,  with  kindness,  would  teach  me  the  right. 

And  these  houest  words  lie  would  say: 

C'Honus. 
Stick  to  work  and  save  your  cash,  with  your  money  don't  be  rash. 

You  will  surely  go  to  smash  if  gambling  conquers  you; 
When  you've  parted  with  your  gold,  friends  will  leave  you  in  the  cold; 

If  ytfli're  poor  when  you  grow  old,  you'll  know  dad's  words  were  tru 

Years  rolled  along  and  to  manhood  I  grew. 

And  the  old  folks  have  both  passed  away; 
Thrown  on  the  world,  soon  the  value  1  knew 

Of  the  words  that  my  father  would  say. 
Often  and  often,  when  tempted  astray, 

Conscience  would  guide  me  aright, 
Mem'ry  would  point  to  a  home  far  away 

And  the  words  that  1  heard  every  uignt:—CHOBUB. 

Now  I  am  wed  to  a  dear  little  wife. 
And  we  live  iu  comfort  and  ease; 
Happy  are  we,  for  we  know  not  a  strife, 
But  each  tries  the  other  to  please. 
.       .    Now  we  are  blessed  with  a  sweet  little  son. 
Home  is  a  real  paradise; 
■     For  every  night  when  my  day's  work  Is  done 
I  will  give  to  the  lad  this  advice:— C'uoBiis. 


THE    SUMMER    GIRL. 


By  Ella  Wheeler  Wilcox. 


— Tt  is  a  woman's  privileire  to  change  her  dress  eight  times  a  day, 
and  her  mind  one  tbousaud  and  eight  times. 


She's  the  jauntiest  of  creatures,  she's  the  daintiest  of  misses,    '. 

With  her  pretty  patent-leathers,  or  her  alligator  ties. 
With  lier  eyes  inviting  glances,  aud  her  lips  inviting  kisses. 

As  she  wauders  by  the  oceau  or  strolls  under  country  skies. 

She's  a  captivating  dresser  and  her  parasols  are  sttiniiiug; 

Her  fads  will  take  your  breath  away;  her  hats  are  dreams  of  style. 
She  is  not  so  very  booki^sh,  but  with  repartee  and  punuing 

iShe  cau  set  the  servauts  laughing  and  make  even  dudelets  smile. 

She  has  no  attacks  of  talent;  she  is  not  a  stage-struck  maiden- 
She  iH  wholly  free  from  hobbies  and  the  dreams  of  no  "career." 

She  is  mostly  gay  and  happy — never  sad  or  care-beludeii  — 
Though  she  sometimes  tighs  a  little  if  a  geuilemun  is  near. 

She's  a  sturdy  little  walker,  and  she  braves  all  kind  of  weather. 
And  when  the  ruin  or  tog  or  mist  drive  rival  crimps  a  wreck. 

Her  fluffy  hair  goeu  curiiui;  like  a  kiuked-up  ostrich  feather 
Arouud  her  ears  aud  forehead  aud  the  white  ua()e  of  her  neck. 

She  is  like  a  fish  in  water,  she  can  handle  reins  and  racket. 
From  head  to  toe  and  tinger-iips  she's  thoroughly  alive; 

When  she  goi-s  proiiienading  in  a  most  distracting  jacket. 

The  rustle  'round  her  feel  bujrgesis  how  la^Iidlc■^Be:^  may  thrive. 

She  can  dare  the  wind  and  sunshine  in  the  most  bravado  manner. 
And  after  hours'  uf  sailing  tihe  hats  merely  clieeka  of  rotse; 

Old  Sol  himself  seems  smitten,  and,  at  most,  will  only  tan  her, 
Though  to  everybody  else  he  give  a  danger-signal  nose. 

She's  a  trifle  sentimental,  and  she's  fond  of  admiration. 
And  she  sometimes  flirts  a  little  iu  the  season's  giddy  whirl; 

But  win  her  if  you  can,  t>ir,  she  may  ])rove  your  lite's  salvation. 
For  an  angel  masqueradiug  oft'  is  she— the  summer  girl. 
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THE    TYPICAL    MASHERS. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song-  will  t>t;  iwiit  to  any  address,  poMt^paid,  on  receipt  o(  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  due  l3ollar,  l>y  li.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    I'ostuge  SUiiups  taken  same  as  canli  for  all  our  goods. 

;  ,     •  By  li/dgar  Selden.  ,     "  •    > 


'A^'i 


In  ages  past  and  gone,  dear  boys,  and  likewise  so  to-day. 
The  gallant  knights  uud  ladies  fa'  were  ruled  by  fashion'.  _    _ 
Most  loyal  subjects  to  their  king,  his  freaks  their  dearest  joys. 
To  sing  his  praise  it  is,  you  know,  the 


by  fashion's  sway. 

heir  dearest  joys, 

proper  thing,  dear  boys. 


Cuoiius.  , 

I  am  a  typical  masher,  that  is  the  name  to-day. 

Valiant  knights,  errants  have  vanished,  their  castles  are  left  to  decay; 

We  are  the  latest  edition— match  us  iu  ttyle  if  you  can; 

The  ladies  all  say.  Oh,  isn't  he  gay  y  the  model  and  modern  young  man. 

We  all  effect  the  English  drawl,  and  carry  canes  like  clubs; 

Our  coats  are  very  short,  indeed,  our  hats  inverted  tubs. 

But  what  care  we,  it  is  tne  style,  old  London  has  it  so; 

We  walk  and  stalk  about  New  York,  the  projier  thing,  you  know.— Chorus. 

We  bang  our  hair,  we  use  perfume,  and  write  an  English  hand 

That  looks  just  like  a  picket-fence  aud  hard  to  uiiderr>iaiid. 

We  scorn  the  good  old-fashioned  t^tyle  we  wrote  long  years  ago — 

That's  out  of  date,  and  not  at  all  the  proper  thing,  yuu  kuow.— CaoBus, 

The  vulgar  atmosphere  we  breathe  is  hard  for  us  to  l)ear; 

Instead  of  London's  smoke  and  fog,  our  skies  are  bright  and  fair. 

We  can't  reverse  this  state  of  things  so  common  and  so  low; 

We  long  for  rain  and  smoke  aud  fog,  the  proper  thing,  you  know.— CuoBus. 

When  we  go  out  to  take  a  stroll,  we're  made  to  feel  so  blue; 

We  have  no  strand  to  promenade,  no  Broadway  luis  to  do; 

But  then  the  girls,  the  dear,  dear  girls,  who  walk  u  ith  pug  in  tow, 

Tliey  grow  more  Euglish  every  day,  the  projier  thing,  you  know.— Chorus. 

I  say,  old  chappies,  don't  cher  know  it's  deuce 'd  'ard  to  bear 
The  price  the  "orrid  lauiidriee  charge  for  collars  that  we  wear? 
Of  course,  it  takes  a  lot  of  starch  to  make  them  stand  up  so. 
But,  on  the  other  'and,  it  is  the  proper  thing,  you  know.— Chorus. 


FATED. 


ii 


Copyright,  1878,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Oo. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  Ite  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiiirs  lor  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  W  ehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  StainiM  taken  saute  as  cash  fer  all  our  good*. 

Words  by  Jean  Ingelow.    Music  by  Horatio  C.  iCing. 


Midsummer  nieht,  not  dark,  not  light,  dusk  all  the  scented  air, 
I'll  e'en  go  forth  to  one  I  love,  and  Icarii  how  he  doth  fare; 
The  ring,  the  ring,  my  dear,  for  me— the  ring  was  a  world  too  fine; 
I  wish  it  had  sunk  in  a  forty-fathom  sea,  or  ever  thou  niad'st  it  mine; 
I  wish  it  had  sunk  iu  a  forty-fathom  sea,  or  ever  thou  mad'st  it  mine. 

Soft  falls  the  dew,  stars  tremble  throngh,  where  lone  ho  sits  apart; 
Would  I  nii'^ht  steal  his  grief  away  to  hide  in  mine  own  li<-art; 
Would  'twere  shut  in  you  bloegom  fair,  the  sorrow  that  Iwwe  thy  head. 
Then  I  would  pluck  it,  to  thee  unaware,  and  break  my  heart  iu  thy  stead. 

That  charmed  flower,  far  from  thy  bower,  I'll  bear  the  long  hours  through; 
Thou  should'st  forjiet,  and  uiy  sad  breast  the  sorrows  twain  should  rue; 
Oh  sad,  sad  flower,  sad  ring  to  me.  the  ring  was  a  world  t(K>  fine; 
And  would  it  had  sunk  in  a  forty-fathom  sea  ere  the  iiArn  that  made  it  mine, 
Aud  would  it  had  sunk  in  a  forty-fathom  sea  ere  the  morn  that  mode  it  mine. 
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ALAS!    FOR    ME. 

From  tlio  o|>fia  of  "  I'oor  JonnUian  " 


The  opoi^a  of  "  Poor  Jonathun  "  is  piibli-ilii'tt  iii  Imj^ 'k  foi  in,  comiiloU?,  at  40  conta  per  copy, 

aii>l  will  l>e  Mriit  l>y  mail,  imst-piiitl,  iil  that  pru-v  l>y  H.  J.  Wt'limuu,  I'M  I'ark  Kow, 

New  Yolk  City.    t'.  !i.  )>oski(;u  stamp.s  taken  luuiie  an  vaati  for  ail  our  ^oodai 


THOU'LT    BE    MY    LOVE. 

Copyright,  18»1,  liy  ^VIlite-Slllith  Muale  I'ublisbing  Co. 
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Ala»!  for  nic.  what  eliull  I  do? 

TIr'V  drove  nicaway  Irom  Molly, 
And  "111  of  dourtt  poor  uic  tliry  threw. 

With  kicks'  and  words  unholy. 
Oil.  woe  IS  nie,  my  lifart  if  hroke; 

No  more  the)  "11  let  liic  enter  there; 
At  niv  difires*  they  only  joke; 

Ill-Iuek  purr'iiesi  lue  everywhere — 

lll-liii'k  jiurMie.*  me  everywhere. 
Ilii,  till.  Iiii,  hii,  tin.  hii,  liu,  liii.  liii, 
Iln,  till,  liu,  liii,  till.  Iiii,  liii,  hii.  Iiii, 
Ah,  me!  1  iiioiirn  aloud  the  fates  uusteie. 
My  welling  tlTiL-t  lefii-'e  to  lnar. 
I'm  driven  from  that  l)ler<t  abode 
Where  1  my  love  Imd  wooed. 
So  then  adieu,  thou  lovtfly  one; 
My  j.weelej't  bride,  my  truest  one; 
And  fure-lhee-«ell  dear  veal-ciUlelS 
1  made  'Mth  foiidimeiit!<. 

Ah,  niel  no  one  my  sorrow  e'er  run  measure; 
Greal  IS  my  need  and  small  my  feed. 

Aitlioii<^n  a  cook,  I've  iiotiiitii;  for  my  pleasure;        -    - 
I  iieVr  shall  get  relief  "till  dead; 
Slerii  tale  would  e'en  nppro|iriute 

What's  deansl  to  my  lieari; 
•And  force  iiH-  then,  ai  any  rate. 

To  play  Ilie  bei;j:ar's  part— Ua! 
I  am  the'poor  Joiialhan 
That  jjiii^  tiie  ••  diice  "  on  every  hand; 
I've  nolhiny  for  breakfiisi  nor  dinner 
That  can  iiunl  llie  keen  ciaviiii;s  i  suffer; 
Vheli  oi.e  eacli  iluy  (jiilie  huiif^iy  ^oes, 
Of  life  at  las^l  he  weary  yiows.; 
I'ockei  and  botile  hold  noUiint;  in  store, 
1  will  dra^;  thro'  this  wide  world  uo  luoro. 

Many  years  I've  trouble  seen, 

I've  ri.\"epl  ttie  simw— a  banker  been. 

And  r\e  i)irii  pulie<l  most  every  way, 

Turiiienit'd  hltjiil  anil  day; 

Eii;;as.'ed  a?  cIo.mi  I  loo  nave  been 

111  circur-riiin  to  act,  and  (lien 

I've  blackii!:;  made  ^uo^v  us  l)etwixt) 

That  uas  with  vitriol  mixed; 

Oh,  Lord,  i'\e  been  in  iiiiiiiberless  had  fixes. 

As  man  and  Oca^t  at  '•  sevens  and  sixes,'' 

Misforiune's  followed  iiie  thro'  all  my  turuin^f), 

lll-liick  alone,  all  Ihal  it  brint;s; 

Kow  every  sort  of  scheme  I've  tried  that  one  might  dare. 

And  yet  I'have  nut  made  myself  a  luillioiiaire— hul 

1  am  "the  pool  Joiiaihaii 

That  i;eij.  iin^  "din-e  ""  on  every  hand; 

I've  nothing:  tor  breaUfa-t  no;'  dinner 

Thai  tan  quiet  the  keen  cravini;*  1  sutler; 

When  one  each  day  (jiiile  h ii n i,'ry  yoes. 

Of  life  at  la^t  he  weary  u;ro«s; 

Pocket  and  bottle  liold  nolhiiii;  in  store, 

1  will  drag  thro'  ihie  wild  world  no  more. 


The  opera  of  "  Poor  Jonathan  "  in  piilihvhed  in  Ixiok  form,  complete,  at  40  cents  per  copy, 

auU  «ill  lie  sent  by  m.ul,  (lost-i.uid,  ut  that  price  by  U.  J.  Wehman,  130  J'ark  Kow, 

New  York  City.    U.  si.  puetOKe  stuiiiiw  Uikeii  sumu  a-t  cakh  for  oU  our  Koodd. 

From  the  opera  of  '■  Poor  Jonathan." 


EVER    BEFORE    ME. 

From  the  0|)era  of  "  Poor  Jonathan." 


The  opera  cf  •'  Poor  Jonathan"  is  pul'lislud  in  b-wk  form,  complete,  at  40  cents  per  copy, 

ami  will  l»e  jieut  by  mail,  postpaid,  al  that  priee  by  il.  J.  Weliiiiaii,  i;*)  i'ark  Row, 

New  York  City.     C.  .S.  po>tage  ^tamps  taken  same  aa  ea.-h  tor  all  our  ^uodii. 

To  mo  It  seems  ax  tho'  'twere  yestt^rday; 

Ever  before  me  is  the  U'.'lii,  liiiuerim,'  still,  of  days  so  bright, 
When  she,  a  child  in  blo.»>oiiiiii!i  .May-tline, 

I  fouiul  midi-t  violets,  a  iHauieous  sight. 
Now  has  the  maid  m>  loveiv  (.'rowii, 
Speechless  1  L'aze  on  her  alone; 

I'd  a.-U  licr  tremiiiiii',.',  ueniiy  dissembling. 
If  «lie  her  heart  had  >et  foiinil  out; 
What  they  would  tell  thee,  ne'er  could  I  Utter, 
Verllv,  ne'er  could  I  tell  myself  — 

Hidden  the  feelmu,  jiast  ail  revealing. 
All  seems  t(>  me  as  iho"  'twere  u  dream, 
Ever,  ever  a  dream,  still  a  dream- 
Yes,  let  me  ntid  dream  in  love  most  blest; 
Let  peace  but  dwell  here  In  my  breast; 
Soon  will  the  day  send  forth  its  bright  ray; 
Then  will  1  hear  what  fond  love  may  say* 
Not  vet,  maybe;  niaylie,  not  yet; 
1  caiinot  teli'mypelf  ;"l  answer  ne'er  tau  wake,  ne'er  can  make. 

Wilt  thou  Btill  dream  in  fiiiiet  rest. 

While  hoi>e  rtill  slumber;,  in  my  breast* 

When  will  the  day  send  forth  its  bright  ray? 

'\Vhen  wilt  thou  hear  what  fond  love  may  sayf 

Lovesl  thou  not*  Art  thou  beloved* 

Tell  but  the  tiiitli  e'en  tho'  the  heart  do  break; 

Art  thou  beloved*  lovest  thou  not'/ 

Tell  me  ihe  truth  e'en  tho' my  heart  do  break, 

Eeu  tho'  my  heart  do  break,  lieart  do  break. 


— "  Youni;  man,"  tlmndcred  the  ctimp-nieetinir  orator,  "were 
you  ever  tired  witli  enthiisiii.siti?  "  "  It  is  u  painful  subject,"  he 
re.spoiided,  "  but  I  was.  Miss  Wcdly's  faUitr  supplied  the  cutlju- 
siaam." 


Well,  now,  I  wiliiiiirly  the  contract  sign! 

Quite  famous  you  will  be  within  a  year 

And  I  a  millionaire! 

Perhaps  "tv\ere  well,  a  eoMg  for  me  to  sing 

In  honor  of  this  tliiiigl 

Twould  be.  Pin  sure,  well  meant; 

A  fitting  coiiiplinient. 

Thou'li  be  my  love,  I  trow? 

No,  no,  no,  no! 

Ah!  woiildst  thou  ecora  my  caress? 

Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes! 

Fearest  thou  love's  sweet  thrall,  not  so,  at  all. 

For  thee  alone  1  watch,  to  thee  I  call! 

So  spoke  Zanetto  to  Zuiieita,  Zanetto  was  a  fellow,  dear; 

Where'er  he  went  sigh'd  ev'ry  poveretta!  "  Oh  look,  oh  look,  a  cavalierl" 

lie  most  of  all,  made  love  iustanter,  no  one  could  bide  hia  vuuily; 

Aud  if  on  him  a  iiiuideii's  glance  diil  wauder, 

One  then  Would  hear  this  double  lay. 

Now  sly,  now  bold,  now  hi;;li,  now  low; 

His  no,  his  yes,  his  yes,  bis  iiol  '• 

'•Thou'lt  be  my  love,  1  trowr" 

No,  no,  no.  no! 

"Ah!  woiildst  thou  scorn  my  caress?" 

Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes! 

Fearest  thou  love's  sweet  thrall?  not  so  at  alU 

For  thee  alone  1  watch,  to  thee  1  call; 

So  did  Zanetto  many  seasons 

Still  lonely,  vain  and  fliipid  wait;  ^ 

The  fellow  tho't  from  his  coiiceiied  reasons 

That  any  maid  with  hiiii  would  male. 
At  last  each  girl  would  make  uii  eiKiing  of  all  bis  silly  love-making; 
Oh,  poveretta!  now  then  would  each  niuideu 
Just  answer  him  in  doiihlo  lay, 
Now  bold,  now  sly,  now  high,  now  low; 
A  no,  u  yes,  a  yes,  a  no. 
The  melody  a  moral  hath: 
Seize  fortune  w  hen  'lis  in  your  path. 
"  Thoiilt  be  my  love,  1  trow  ?  " 

No,  no,  no,  no!  ' 

"Ah!  woiildst  thou  scorn  my  caress?  " 
Yes,  she  really  sings  superbly,  therefore  let  U8.— CnoRCS. 

Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes,  "  See  me  now  at  your  doorl  " 

lint  wait  I ij^ht  here,  praise  her  greatly; 

All  our  praise  to  her  alone  be,  -       " 

For  I  am  now  another's  dear, 

Ves,  1  am  now  another's  dear; 

(liven  hall  to  the  great,  the  sweet  singer. 

My  line  young  fellow  ston  right  here. 

For  1  am  uow  another's  dear! 

Uttil!  yes,  the  queen  of  singers  baill 
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Young  Lady  Students'  Chorus. 

From  tlic  opera  of  "  Poor  Jonathan." 


Tlie  opera  of  "  Poor  Jonathan  "  is  piiblisiied  In  tH>ok  form,  complete,  at  40  cents  per  copy, 

and  will  be  sent  by  mail,  post-|iai(l,  ut  that  price  liy  11.  J.  Wehman.  loU  i  aik  Kuw, 

New  York  City.    U.  8.  posta(;e  stamps  taken  same  us  ea.-<li  for  all  our  t;ooUs. 


We  are  young  lady  students,  we,  that  hail  from  college  hailsl  , 

And  free  are  we,  as  free  can  lie,  within  those  classic  walls.  I  • 

Mull's  rule  and  sway  we've  cast  away,  for  free  we  ever  mean  to  be; 
Yis,  irue  and  free,  still  happy  students  we  will  be! 

Vounu  Mi:-s  and  Misses,  .Misses.  Miss,  with  pal  upon  the  cheek  like  thisi 
And  on  the  ear  a  tweak  and  sietider  walking;  stick! 
By  Jupiter!  we  surely  are  )oun<;  .Mi^s  and  Misses,  Misses,  Miss; 
A  ^olly  lot  we  students  are! 
A  jolly  lot  we  students  are! 


The  Black-Edged  Letter  from  Home. 

CopyrlKht,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward*  Co.  , 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Hong  will  be  wnt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 

cviitit.  or  lliis  and  uiiy  two  other  .V>iitf8  foit)iie  i)ollar,  by  11.  J.  Weliiiiaii,  i;)ii  Pork 

Kow,  New  York  City.     I'oataxe  StaiiipH  taken  same  ua  easli  fur  all  our  Koodi. 


Words  and  JIusic  by  .Morris  Weston, 


In  a  village  in  Australia,  far  away  from  London  shore. 

Many  poor  men  wandered  there  to  search  for  precious  ore; 

Left  their  families  far  behind  them  to  strive  for  their  daily  bread; 

Wives  and  moiliers  for  news  were  waiting  lo  hear  were  they  living  or  dead; 

At  the  village  oost-otttce  waited  miners  for  their  mail; 

Some  had  go<Mi  news,  some  had  bad  news— their  expressions  told  their  tale; 

One  was  haiide<l  a  black-edged  letter,  which  he  waited  to  have  read;   . 

Lilile  Knew  that  murk  of  mourning  tiiat  we  all  so  deeply  dread. 

t'lioiius. 
Yes,  that  Is  from  my  boy,  what  docs  he  say? 
Can  it  be  that  Nell  is  dead,  and  I  so  far  away? 
What  will  liecome  of  our  little  ones  left  all  alone; 
Oh,  this  will  break  my  heart,  the  black-edged  letter  from  home. 

Back  to  his  tent  he  Irnveled,  thinking  of  his  jwor  wife  Nell, 

With  his  pard  he  shared  ibeir  gold,  to  him  Ills  sad  tale  did  tell; 

How  together  they  did  struL'ule  to  keep  poverty  from  the  door, 

And  now  with  all  this  goldlie  ne'er  would  see  her  more; 

The  little  ones  are  waitim:,  praying  for  papa  day  by  day; 

Not  knowing  if  he'd  the  letter  that  they  sent  so  far  away; 

I  bid  you  now  "  goo<l-bye,"  mate,  you  can  work  the  claim  alone; 

Aud  may  you  ne'er  receive  a  black-edged  letter  from  home.— C'hobub, 
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YES,   'TIS    THE    IMPRESARIO. 


From  the  opera  of  "  Poor  Jonathan." 


I  The  opera  of  "  Poor  Jonntlian  "  is  published  iji  liook  form,  complet*',  at  40  cents  per  copy, 

and  will  be  xeut  by  mail,  pO!<t-|>aid,  at  that  price  by  H.  J.  Wehiiian,  VM  Park  Kow, 

New  York  City.    U.  Si.  poKlatfe  Ktaiii|M  taken  same  as  cash  for  aJi  our  goodii. 

Yei?.  'tis  the  Iinpresario  who  always  lives  exactly  co; 

Scarce  is  hf  here  when  el^ewhere  loo,  by  liKhtuiiig  ouward  whirled; 
And  thiisi  1  say:  Dexterity,  dexierity,  celerity, 

Without  ttie  least  teiiieriiy,  'tif  thus  tliey  rule  the  world. 
Firt^t  I  music  copied,  tiieii  1  bears  iiieirucied; 
Elephants  I  trained  aiijl  crocodiles  subjected, 
Hercules  depicted,  tivC-huudred  weij<lit  I  iit'ted, 
India  rul)lK'r  one— 'twas  easier  done;  ■■..:• 

Funiuus  singers  I  engaged,  nud  dancers  a)bO,  .    ; 

Ureut  and  small,  on  every  kind  1  laid  embargo;  •!  '       ' 

Or  a  tenor,  new, '•(ii  grazia  "  or '•robusto  " — 
What  sure  would  please  1  always  know. 
So  1  journeys  take  over  land  and  sea, 
Seeking  novelties  where'er  they  may  be.         '• 

One  day  in  Berlin,  next  Vienna,  see;  '.  ■  , 

Hustle,  bustle,  din  always  sure  to  be. 
New  York,  Boston,  too.  New  Orleans  we  do, 
Everybo<ly  knows  wheu  I  come— 
Ru-ta-ta  zin,  ra-la-ta  zin,  bum,  bum,  bum,  bum,  hum; 
Thus  Willi  my  life  exactly  so,  a  genuine  linpiesario. 

Scarce  is  he  here  wheu  elsewhere  too,  by  lightning  onward  whirled. 
And  thus  1  say:  Dexterity,  dexterity,  celerity, 

Williuut  the  least  temerity,  'tis  thus  they  ride  the  world. 

Now  I've  ne'er  founAjiipon  my  honor.  In  all  my  managerial-ehip. 
The  singer  yet,  and  'tis  a  wonder,  who  would  a  contract  etricily  keep. 

'Tis  always  thus  with  prima-douuas, 
Aiul  ieni>rt',  bacses,  ju!?t  the  .same. 

They're  very  like  to  pnive  tormentora 
At  limes  that  are  inopportune;  ,  ■      ' 

While  at  table  silling,  I,  perhaps,  am  dining. 
At  the  door  a  rapping  comes  with  moaus  and  whining; 
'Tis  the  Diva's  husband  sent  to  tell  me  oil  haud: 
Diva  hoarse,  sir;  liot  a  uote. 

I  ruph  forih  inslanter,  ' 

At  her  suite  1  Hnd  her 
Weeping,  wailing,  frightful —  : 

Still  ill  voice  delighlful,  •  ,-  ; 

I'oodle  had  the  colic;  v 

Diva  almost  fnintic,  '  ..  •■ 

Griping,  moaning,  wildly  confaslng. 
Ah,  but  you  mutt  sing; 
Oh,  the  poor,  dear  lliiiig; 
I've  the  contracL  here; 
All!  inv  poor,  poor  dear; 
l-'iill  tlie  liall  will  t>e. 
All  the  same  to  me; 
Every  seat,  is  sold. 
That  need  not  be  told; 
Fiercer  ilieii  I  shout, 

She  begins  to  flout,  "  •. 

I'oodle  howls  and  growls; 
Ah,  me!  oli,  woe!  ah,  me!  oh,  woe  I 
^Vo^v,  wow,  wow,  wow,  wow. 
Thus  w  ith  my  life  exactly  so,  a  genuine  Impresario, 

Scarce  is  be  here  w  lien  elsewhere  loo,  by  lightning  ODward  whirled. 
And  thus  I  say:  Dexterity,  dexterity,  celerity. 

Without  the  least  temerity,  His  thus  they  rule  the  world. 


PRIMA    DONNA'S    SONG. 

From  the  opera  of  "  Poor  Jonathan." 


The  opem  of  "  Poor  Jonathan  "  is  published  in  book  form,  complete,  at  40  cents  per  copy, 

and  will  be  sent  by  muii,  po!<t-|iaid,  ut  that  price  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Kow, 

New  York  City.    U.  S.  posta^fe  xtamps  taken  same  aa  Cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Ah,  we  hapless  prima  d<mna8,  great  the  trouble  do  we  see! 
Ev'ry  one  thinks  that  with  honors  we  contented  e'er  should  be; 
Of  IIS  wonders  are  exacted,  tho'  we've  plaudits  none  the  less, 
Which  they  reckon  we're  expected  to  accept  for  bappinessi 

Ah,  un  irillo!  brava,  brava,  braval 
Ah,  ires  bien,  tres  bien,  ah,  quelle  est  l)ellel     ,    _■    ■  • 

Ah,  acli.  Jolt,  wie  jottvojl!  EljenI  Slava!  ~- 

Ah.  oh  charming,  very  well!  but  'midst  all  their  praise  sweetly  ringing, 
Midst  all  the  throng  assembled  there  the  eye  seeks  but  one  cherish'd  l>eing. 
Bill  ah,  no  where!  oh,  deep  despair!  yet  while  1  am  anxiously  gazing. 
Where  wandeis  he  with  wejiry  feet? 

Where  dwells  he,  is  he  still  living,  where  finds  he  now  love's  greeting  sweet? 
I  ask  this  of  each  eye-glance  met. 
Bill  answer  only  do  1  get: 

Ah!  >ou  make  always  a  great  furore  sing,  Sonambula,  the  Barbier, 
'J'raviatii  Trovatore,  this  is  quite  enough,  my  dear! 
And  so  iniiltipiies  all  our  mI^foftUlle  and  increases  our  troubles  for  us, 
It  is— shall  I  It  inenlioii?  scandalous! 

Still  we  can  always  find  n  rea.scni.  when  we  think  we  are  displeased, 
And  at  any  time  or  season,  l>e  wiih  sudden  hoarseness  seized;  '' 

Always  libscli,  hbhCli,  hb>ch,  hbscli,  libsch,  hbsch,  hbsch! 
For  with  hoarseness — yes.  with  hoarseness  can  always  be  seized!— ahl 
Scandalous!  Scandalous! 

na.  ha,  ha!  always  libseli,  hbscli,  hbsch! 
For  with  hoarseness— yes,  with  hoarseness  can  alwaj's  be  seized! 
We  can  with  hoarseness  lie  seized,  yes,  with  hoarseness  be  seized! 
Scandalous!  Scandalous! 

Ha,  ha,  liu!  always  hbsch,  hbsch,  hbsch,  hbsch,  hbsch,  hbsch.  hbsch! 
For  with  hoarseness — yes,  wiih  hoarseness  can  always  be  seized! 
We  can  with  hoarseness  be  seized,  yes,  with  hoarseness  be  seized! 

Scandalous!  scandalous  I  scandalous!  '  /-'. 

Ha,  ha  ha!  always  hl>scli,  hbsch,  hbsch! 
For  wiih  hoarsfuess— yes,  w  ith  hoarseness  can  alw  ays  be  seized !  .   .: , , ' 

We  can  with  hoarseness  be  seized— yes,  with  hoarseness  be  seized  I     \     ■■/' 
For  with  hoarseness— yes,  with  hoarseness  can  always  he  seizedl        -'■■.' 
VVe  can  with  hoarseness  be  seized— yes,  with  hoarseness  be  seizedl     •'•-•' 


THE    FIRE    BRIG- APE. 

Written  and  Composed  by  CbarIe.-<  C)sl>orne.    ArrniiBed  by  F.  W.  E>Te. 


The  Words  and  Miixic  of  this  Sonp  will  lie  s«'nt  to  any  nddres.*,  post-imiil,  im  i-eceipt  of  40  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjrs  for  One  Dollar,  liy  II.  J.  WtliniHU,  l."(0  I'ai-k         I 

Kow,  New  Y^ork  City.    I'osuige  StaiiiiM  t^ken  name  im  eaali  for  all  our  Kuods.  I 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Thomas  T.  Carter.  .   , 

The  scene  was  a  fire-house,  the  time  was  midnight,  | 

,    ■■         The  fatal  word  fire  oi;  the  lamps  glittered  bright;  ''■    1 

■■■,•■-           The  firemen  are  dozing,  while,  safely  at  han<i,  ' 

The  liorses  were  wailing  the  words  «")f  command,                       ..  I 

Click  goes  the  message  t)f  danger  and  death,                      •   ;  -  i 

Down  dash  the  firemen,  not  pausing  for  breath; 

'■           In  go  the  horses,  hi!  hi!  clear  the  way,  I 

While  borne  on  the  zephyrs  a  voice  seemed  to  say:  ( 

CHonrs.  ( 

Heaven  sjx'cd  the  nionibeis  of  the  fire-brigade;  / 

Heroes  true  as  steel,  hearts  that  never  fear;  ' 

Keady,  steady,  and  iiiidisinayeil,       '                                        '  ( 

Are  the  noble-hearted  members  of  the  fire-brigade.  | 

On,  on  like  the  wind,  how  the  horses  jierspiie;  I 

See,  they  arrive  at  the  scene  of  the  fire;  ( 

Crash  go  the  beams  of  the  roof  to  the  ground,  / 

Scorching  the  i>eopte  standing  around.  ' 

Hark!  how  thai  cry  of  dismay  rends  the  air,  ( 

Look  at  yon  window,  a  woman's  up  there;  ( 

I'P  Koes  a  fireman,  with  resolute  will,  . 

Unshed  are  the  jKiople,  the  boldest  are  still.— CuoBCS.  I 

',        Steadily  upward,  still  higher  and  higher,  i 

Choking  and  scorched  by  the  smoke  and  the  lire,                         ,  J 

Onward  he  goes  till  the  woman  he  Hears,  ( 

Stop — see— she  falters,  and  then  dii-ap|H'ars.  ( 

Down  go  the  sashes,  he's  ill  thiough  the  frame,  , 

Out  wiih  the  woman  he  comes  once  again;  I 

Faint  and  half-blinded  he  reaches  the  ground.  ( 

While  to  the  skies  goes  the  echoing  sound:— Cuoncs.  ( 


HANDS    ACROSS    THE    SEA. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Kraiik  Hardin)?. 


Tl>e  Words  and  Mnsic  of  this  Song  will  Ix"  sent  to  any  address,  iwx-paiii,  on -receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tins  and  any  two  oilier  Stinjrs  f  irune  Uollar,  by  II.  J.  U\-liiiiaii,  ISii  I'ark 

Mow,  New  York  City.    Postage  SUiiii|is  taken  same  as  ea.sh  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Frank  Egerton.    Music  by  Page. 

Who  dares  to  assert  there's  no  friendship  in  I'at? 

Who  dares  to  as>ert  he's  untrue; 
There  is  not  a  hardship,  a  urievanee  or  task,  \ 

He'll  ever  refuse  to  go  through. 
More  so  if  that  taxk  is  to  help  an  old  friend. 

Or  help  a  lame  one  in  distre^s; 
'Tis  then  to  the  end  of  the  world  be  will  go 

To  willingly  give  and  to  bless. 

Chokus. 
Henri  to  heart,  haud  to  hand,  proud  erect  we  nobly  stand; 

Though  we're  exiled  from  our  land,  parted  we  may  be. 
Still  each  other  we'll  befriend  with  a  love  th;it  knows  no  end; 

Irishmen  will  e'er  extend  hands  across  the  sea. 

From  infancy  Irishmen  always  are  taught 

Each  other  to  love  and  revere; 
And  women  as  angels  they  ever  resrard. 

To  them  ihey  are  sacred  and  dear; 
No  creed  or  religion  Biei)s  in  l>eiwei'n  men 

Who've  sworn  they've  a  duty  to  do;  . 

The  strong  for  the  weak  has  u  hand  that  will  help 

Their  cause  to  be  steadfast  and  true.  — Ciit»Kus>. 

Just  now  o'er  our  land  hangs  a  cloud  of  despair. 

And  thousands  will  watcli  us  and  pray 
That  quickly  the  men  of  bUxHlshed  and  war 

From  Ireland  will  pass  clear  away. 
Good  hearis,  loyal  and  strong,  have  rebelled  against  laws 

They  deem  to  be  harsh  and  severe; 
Though  fugitives  now  in  a  tar  disiaiit  land. 

To  their  countrymen's  hearis  they  are  dear.— CuoKCS. 


A    BOY^S    BELIEF. 

By  Eva  Best  in  "  Harper's  Young  People." 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Itow,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  aroiiiplftt.'  Catalogue  of  over  5000  Popular  EiiiTlisli  ami  lierman 

Songs— Free.    Postage  blaiiips  taken  same  aMca-xh  for  all  our  goods. 


It  isn't  much  fun  a-liviiig  if  grandpa  says  what's  true. 

That  this  is  the  joliiesl  linie  o'  life  thai  I'm  a-passing  through. 

I'm 'fraid  he  can't  remember,  it's  IxH-n  so  awliil  loiiu'. 

I'm  sure  if  he  could  recollect  he'd  know  that  lie  was  wrong. 

Did  he  ever  have.  I  wonder,  a  sister  just  like  mine, 
W'lio'd  take  his  skates,  or  break  his  kite,  or  tangle  up  his  twluef 
Did  he  ever  chop  the  kindling,  or  fetch  in  co.ii  and  wood,  - 

Or  offer  to  turn  the  wringer?  If  he  did,  he  was  awful  good. 

In  summer,  it's  "  weed  the  garden;  "  in  winter,  it's  "  shovel  the  snow;" 

For  there  isn't  a  siiiirle  season  bul  has  it«  work,  you  know. 

And  ihen,  when  u  fellow's  tired,  and  ho|>«s  he  may  just  sit  still. 

It's  "  bring  me  a  pail  of  water,  son,  from  the  spring  al  tlie  foot  of  the  hill 

How  can  grandpa  rcinemljer  a  fellow's  grief  or  joy?  .  S .    .    '. 

'Tween  you  and  me  1  don't  believe  he  ever  was  a  boy. 
Is  this  the  jolliest  time  o'  life?  Believe  it  I  never  can; 
Nor  that  it's  as  nice  to  be  a  lK>y  as  a  really  grown-up  man. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.  30. 


Is  Marriage  a  Failure?  What  Say  You? 


Copyright,  ISVO,  by  Win.  Tbomas. 


Tbe  Worda  and  Music  of  tliis  Souk  ^°"1  ^  s*^'"'  to  any  addrt^ss,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  <0 

centsi  or  thia  and  any  two  otliur  Somks  for  One  Dullur,  by  ii.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Fo«tat;e  StunipH  taken  same  aa  caalt  fur  all  our  goodi. 


Compo»td  by  Wm.  Thomas. 

Is  marriage  a  fuilure?  Tliis  qiietttioii  all  ask. 
And  to  Bolve  it,  'tii»  certainly  no  ea^y  task. 
My  exjxfrifiice  of  life,  botli  the  bright  and  dark  elde, 
I  have  come  to  conclude  und  this  queoiion  decide; 
Fur  all  men  and  uomk-u  from  youth  up,  1  declare, 
Have  a  sort  of  a  notiou  that  two  make  a  pair; 
So  from  Eden  I'll  take  and  endeavor  to  prove 
That  marriage  itself  was  ordaiued  from  above. 

CUORUS. 

Marriage  ie  a  failure,  some  people  say, 

While  others  from  esperieiice  answer,  Xay, 

And  between  tliese  two  extremes,  I  am  ready  to  decide. 

If  you'll  just  accept  my  verdict  as  a  matrimuuial  guide. 

Of  Adam  himself,  you  all  know.  It  is  said. 

For  one  of  his  ribs  j^ot  a  good  wife  instead; 

And  to  us  it's  so  plain,  he'd  no  choice  of  his  own. 

But  accepted  his  bride  w  hen  flue  clothes  were  unknown. 

8uch  a  beautiful  rib  Adam  knew  he  had  m>t. 

And  Eve.  ou  her  part,  was  as  pleased  with  her  lot. 

For  in  those  days  they  needed  no  powder  and  puff, 

And,  uo  duubt.Adam  thought  she  was  handsome  enough. 

•     CHonus.  ^ 

What  a  beantlful  picture  from  nature  we  learn 
Of  the  first  man  and  w  ife— it's  so  plain  to  discern; 
For  they  lived  and  they  died  near  a  thousand  years  old, 
lu  sweet  simple  innocence  and  pleasures  untold. 

Now,  it  sometimes  occurs  that  a  man  or  his  wife. 

From  the  dav'  they  are  wed,  cause  much  family  strife. 

When  a  kinil,  loving  word  or  a  sweet,  w  inning  smile, 

Would  smooth  anger  away  and  again  reconcile; 

And  when  this  proves  a  failure,  there  s  but  one  last  resource — 

Ouickly  settle  the  question  and  obtain  a  divorce. 

This  picture  I  draw  as  a  contrast,  you  see. 

To  prove  marriage  uo  failure,  if  you're  guided  by  me. 

CUOKfS. 

Marriage  is  a  failure  if  you  don't  choose  well; 

So  take  your  liiue,  my  boys  and  girls,  and  time  will  tell. 

And  when  at  limes  v<>u  are  deceived,  then  put  the  law  in  force. 

Far  belter  i>ari  (than  break  your  heart)  by  getting  a  divorce. 

Now,  if  my  views  on  marriage  seem  a  trifle  too  severe. 

There's  sontethiug  wrong  at  home  with  you,  it's  evidently  <;lcar; 

Let  man  his  true  position  hold,  one  wife  his  lot  to  share. 

And  woman  also  lake  her  stand,  for  equal  ri^his  declaie; 

Let  hUfbands  dearly  love  their  wives,  and  wives  their  husbands,  too. 

And  as  thro'  life  they  journey,  to  eacli  other  stick  like  glue. 

For  if  i><>th  pull  together  and  be  faithful,  kind  aud  true, 

Then  marriage  is  uo  failure.     What  say  you? 

Citoncs. 
That  marriage  Is  no  failure,  I've  tried  to  prove  to  you; 
And  having  d<me  mv  duty,  I  hid  you  all  adieu; 
And  should  you  still  remain  in  douht,  just  try  it  for  yourself; 
So  name  the  day,  without  delay,  or  you'll  souu  be  ou  the  shelf. 


EILLEEN    ALLANNA. 

Th*  Words  rnd  Sliisle  of  this  Sonic  will  \>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soni;s  forOne  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  wehnian,  13U  Park 

Uuw,  New  York  City.     I'ostaKe  .SlaMipxtukeii  same  uti  uoiilt  fur  all  our  Koodt. 

Eilleen  Allnnna,  Eillecn  Asthore, 

Liglit  of  my  soul  and  its  t^iu-en  evermore. 

It  seems  venrs  have  lingered  since  last  we  did  part, 

Eilleen  Allanna,  the  pride  of  my  heart. 

Oh:  darling,  loved  one,  your  dear  smile  I  miss; 

My  lipK  Seem  lo  cling  to  that  sweet  parting  kisa. 

Mavoiirneen,  thy  sweet  face  I  see  at  the  door, 

Eilleen  Allanna,  Angus  Asthore. 

ClIORfS. 

Faithful  I'll  be  to  the  Colleen  I  a<Iore, 

Eilleen  Allanna,  .\n<.'ns  .\Mihore; 
Fairlifiil  I'll  b<-  to  the  C'olleeii  I  adore, 

Eillecu  Aliauiia,  Angus  Aslhoie. 

Eilleen  Allanna,  Eillecn  Asthore, 

The  ocean's  bine  waters  wash  by  the  shore 

Of  that  dear  hind  of  phamrock  where  thou  dost  abide, 

Wailing  the  day  w  hen  I'll  call  thee  my  bride. 

God  l)le>s  yoii,  darling.  I  know  you  are  true. 

True  to  the  boy  who  would  die  now  for  >ou; 

My  heart  is  now  bleeding  to  its  iiinemiost  core, 

Eilleen  Allanua,^  Angus  Asthore.— Cuohus. 


— The   fisherman  is  n.  shrewd  financier. 
<>  eye  ou  tbe  net  profits.  —  Cambridge  I'libnue. 


lie  always  keeps  an 


\ 


\ 


— Tie  was  a  mciin  Imsliand  who  hofri^cd  liis  'wife  not  to  bake  any 
more  cuke  until  he  had  paid  liis  life-iii»iinince  dues. 

— A  Transpnrent  Lie. — "  Boy.  I  read  in  your  eyes  that  you 
have  told  a  lie"  "Pupa,  that  is  impossihle.  You  cauuot  read 
wiiboul  siK'Clucles." 


MY    SON    CHARLEY. 

Copyright,  ISTS,  by  E,  H.  Harding. 


The  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid ,  on  receipt  of  40 
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By  Joseph  P.  Skelly. 


The  chap  I'm  going  to  sing  about.  I'm  very  proud  to  tell. 
Is  a  member  of  my  family,  vou  ought  to  know  him  well; 
He  keeps  the  corner  store  above,  where  he  sells  his  beer  aud  wine, 
.^ud  he  holds  a  public  sinecure,  for  he's  a  sou  of  minel 

Chorl's. 

My  son  Charley!  Oh,  he's  the  lad:  I  hear  them  say  he's  awful  bad! 

Such  a  boy  I  never  had  as  my  sou  Charley! 

My  Charley  is  a  citizen,  and  he  votes  for  Tammany  Hall; 

They  will  put  him  up  for  Alderman  if  lie  lives  until  nest  fall; 

He  has  the  ward  all  to  himself,  and  it's  liiiii  that  cuts  :i  shine; 

lie  coiumauds  a  great  intluence  there,  for  he's  a  son  of  mine!— Cborus. 

He  wears  a  handsome  black  mustache,  and  puffs  his  long,  brown  hair. 

And  in  his  breast  iminaciilate,  the  richest  emeialds  glare; 

In  a  quiet  neighhorhoo<l,  up  town,  he  has  a  girl  so  fine;  > 

Aud  she's  goiug  to  marry  uext  Sunday  week,  this  darliu'  sou  of  mine.— Cao.  I 

1    *  >  »    ■ *■ 

KATHLEEN. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  O.  Uitson  *  Company. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  { 
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By  B.  F.  Baker. 

I'm  sad  when  I  think  of  the  day  that  we  parted, 

Wlien  you  left  me  to  linger  in  dear  Erin's  Isle,  ~ 

And  in  thinking  of  you  I  am  sad,  broken-hearted,  .   . 

For  you  said  you'd  rememljcr  your  Kathleen's  sweet  smile. 

But  the  years  they  have  flown,  yet  I've  heard  from  you  never, 
And  I  think  you've  forgotten  the  days  we  have  seen. 

With  the  silence  unbroken,  our  friendship  'twill  sever, 
Tho'  you  told  me  you'tl  ne'er  forget  pretty  Kathleen— 
For  you  told  me  you'd  ne'er  forget  pretty  Kuthleeu. 

I  ne'er  can  forget  the  sweet  days  of  my  childhood. 

In  the  bright  long  ago  th.it  can  never  return; 
How  we  prattled  and  played  like  the  birds  in  the  wildwood, 

An<l  you  vowed  for  my  love  that  you  ever  would  yearu. 
And  now  far  away  o'er  the  deej)  briny  ocean. 

You've  forgotten  our  vows  of  old  Ireland  so  green. 
When  I  think  of  the  past  I  am  filled  with  eiiioiion. 

For  you  told  me  you'd  ne'er  forget  pretty  Kathleen, 

For  you  told  me  you'd  ne'er  forget  jiretty  Kathleeu. 


^^ 


Irish  Through  and  Through. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


i 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  and  Music  by  Edgar  Seldcn. 


An  Irishman  once  tnulged  along  the  highway  to  the  town. 

And  as  he  walked  he  j)i|»'d  a  sonu,  to  keep  Ids  troiihleo  down; 

He  had  no  land  lo  call  his  own,  no  roof  above  jiirf  head, 

And  not  a  copper  in  his  purse  lo  buy  him  daily  liread; 

lint  deep  down  in  Ids  heart  was  lio|>e,  just  like  a  lM<acon-1lght; 

That  dims  misfortune  from  our  thought,  and  makes  the  world  seem  bright; 

It  guided  him  on  to  the  town,  to  work,  to  strive,  to  toil; 

To  fight  life's  buttles  o'er  again,  a  true  son  of  the  soil. 

Ciionus.  ' 

Irish,  Irish,  Irish  through  and  through;  It's  proud  I  am  to  take  the  hand 
Of  every  true  sou  from  tlie  land  where  shamrocks  grow  so  green  aud  grand, 
I'm  Irish  tlirough  and  through. 

You'll  never  find  a  friend  more  true  than  in  this  Em'rald  Isle, 

Or  any  one  who'll  try  lo  do  so:ne  kindness  all  ihc  wiiile; 

The  very  skies  seem  brighter  here,  and  song-birds  sweeter  sing; 

No  matter  at  what  time  of  year,  you'd  think  'twax  always  cpriiig; 

And  llii'ii  the  biuriity  of  Hit;  boys,  the  »i),'liiiig  of  each  girl; 

And  oh!  the  rapiure  and  the  joys  this  coiiitiiig  doih  unriirl; 

So  when  at  last  tliey  settle  down  and  own  their  own  snug  farm. 

Their  rustic  love  is  all  complete  and  filled  with  simple  chariu.— Chorus. 


Kt 


— Nothing  Wasted.— Jakey  Einstein:  "Fader,  O  Fader!  De.«se 
five  iroUiirs  and  giiffs  vat  voiipiid  inter  dor  viiider  v.is  all  tty- 
siipeckietl."  Solomon  Einstein:  "  NelTer  mint,  Sliakey.  Oeti  a 
card  and  mark  it,  '  l)is  fine  new  line  of  polkti-dods  jusd  arrive 
from  Ny  York,'  uiu'd  it?  "—D-'»t'm  Traveler. 

— Strcet-Car  Courtesy.— A  sjiUow-faccd  woman,  with  a  wealtU 
of  freckles  on  lier  loiii;  nose,  entered  an  Au.stiii  blreet  car.  Tliere 
were  eiglit  or  ten  \v  el  J -dressed  genileinen  in  the  car,  but  none  of 
them  showed  any  inclination  to  give  her  a  scat.  After  she  waited 
a  reasonable  time,  she  remurkcd  witii  asperity:  "  Ef  any  of  you 
galoots  air  waiteii'  for  me  to  .stpiat  in  your  laps,  you  are  a  sucketi- 
in  crowd,  for  I  want  ytm  to  uiniersiaiul  I  am  a  lady  from  tlie 
ground  up."  A  dread  that  slie  was  not  in  earnest  altout  sitting  in 
their  laps  ctmsed  six  of  the  genlleraeu  to  leave  the  car. 
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KATY,    DARLING-. 

Sung  by  Christy's  Minstrels. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tills  Soiig  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents:  or  this  aiul  iiuy  two  oilier  iiunKS  lor  One  LfoUur,  by  II.  J.  Weliniau,  130  Park 

Hon-,  New  York  City.    PoscuKe  Stamps  taken  same  us  caxii  fur  oil  our  goods. 


Oil!  they  tell  me  thou  art  diad.  Katy,  darling, 

That  thy  Biuile  1  iiiiiy  uovi-r  more  lieliolU! 
Did  they  lell  Vhee  I  was  fulbe,  Katy,  darling, 

Or  my  love  for  tliee  had  e'er  growu  cold? 
Oh,  they  know  uot  the  Joving 

Of  tlie  heart  that  beats  for  thee; 
When  a  love  like  to  tliine,  Katy,  darling, 

Is  llie  goal  to  the  race  set  for  me. 
Oh,  hearnie,  Bweel  Katy. 

Chorus. 

For  the  wild  flow'rs  greet  ine,  Katy,  darling. 
And  the  love-birds  are  singing  on  eacii  tree; 

Wilt  thou  never  more  liear  nie,  Kuty,  darling; 
Behold,  love,  I'm  waiting  for  thee.  •. ,    .\ 

I'm  kneeling  by  thy  grave,  Katy,  darlingi 

Tins  world  is  u  bleak  world  to  nie; 
Oh,  conld't>t  tlioii  heur  my  wailing,  Katy,  darling. 

Or  think,  love,  1  am  tighing  for  thee; 
Oh,  iiietbiiiks  the  i>tars  ai-e  weeping, 

By  tlieir  ^<oft  and  hinibent  liglit; 
And  thy  heart  would  be  melting,  Katy,  darling, 

Could"»l  thou  tiee  tliy  lohe  Ueruiot  this  night. 
Oh,  listen,  sweet  Katy"— Cuouus. 

'Tie  useless  all  my  weeping,  Katy,  darling! 

But  111  pray  that  tliy  siuiil  be  my  guide; 
And  that  when  my  life  be  tiKJiit,  Katy,  darling. 

They  w  ill  lay  me  down  to  rest  by  thy  side. 
Oh,  a  bilier  grief  I'm  hearing, 

Thoii-;!!  1  scarce  heave  a  sigh; 
And  I'll  ever  be  dreaming,  darling,  : 

Of  tliy  love  every  day  till  1  die. 
Farewell,  then,  sweei  Katy.— CuoKUS.        .         - 


SWINGING  ON  THE  TOLL-GATE. 

■  Copyright,  1890,  by  Frank  Armstrong. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  SoiiK  » ill  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

ccntF,  or  tills  and  nii  v  t«  <>  oilier  Song«  for  One  liollur,  by  il.  J.  Welimiin,  130  Turk 

Kow,  New  York  City,    t'osut^fe  Stuiii|Ki  taken  same  us  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 

Words  by  George  SI.  Vickei-s.    Music  by  .\dani  Geibel. 


lu  a  neat  little  cot  by  the  wayside, 

Daddy  Wicket,  the  toll-taker  lives. 
And  each  traveler  who  rides  o'er  the  turnpike 

A  mile  to  the  tolt-taker  gives; 
He  holds  out  his  hand  very  gracefully, 

While  a  twinkle  is  seen  in  his  eye. 
And  he  says  a  kind  \\orli  to  aU  comers, 

And  he  smiles  as  they  swiftly  glide  by; 
And  lic  says  a  kind  word  to  all  coiuei-s. 

And  he  smiles  as  they  swiftly  glide  by. 

Chorus.  :  ^    '-  . 

Swinging  on  the  toll-gate,  swinging  to  and  fro, 

Happy,  happy  moments,  long  and  long  ago; 
Swinging  on  the  toll-gate,  swinging  to  and  fro, 

llajipy,  happy  childhood  iu  the  long  ago. 

When  the  sun  o'er  the  hill-top  is  peeping. 

When  sweet  is  the  llower-kissed  air. 
When  the  day  goes  to  rest  in  the  gloaming, 

8tiil  dear  liaddy  Wicket  is  there; 
He  stands  in  the  door  of  the  toll-house. 

Or  he  hits  on  bis  tliree-le<rj;ed  chair. 
And  his  jiride  is  to  care  lor  a  stranger. 

Yet  is  lie  quite  a  stranger  to  care; 
And  his  ))iide  is  to  care  for  a  stranger. 

Yet  is  he  quite  a  stranger  to  care.— Chorus. 

Oh,  then  who  can  foriret  Daddy  Wicket,  ^  - 

Or  the  wonderful  sliakc  of  his  head?  '  • 

He  who  oft  gives  the  homeless  a  shelter,      .     :.' 

Wiio  oft  liiiii<jry  inortuis  has  fed! 

Oh,  mav  we,  as  ilirough  life  we  journey. 

Never  meet  with  a  less  noble  soul 
Than  the  friend  and  the  joy  of  our  childhood, 

Daddy  Wicket,  who  gathers  the  toll; 
Than  the  friend  and  the  joy  of  our  childhood. 

Daddy  Wicket,  who  gathers  the  toll.— Cuouub. 


— The  man  with  a  boil  on  his  neck  never  borrows  trouble.     He 


has  enough  of  it. 


— Teacher:  "  Give  me  an  example  of  a  lendini^  question?  "  Stu- 
dent: ''Aren't  you  a  liar?"  Teacher:  "How's  thai?  What  does 
such  a  question  lead  to?  "  SluUeut:  "A.  fight."    ■■■.. 


—An  Aid  to  Letter  Writing.— Mrs.  Diamondust:  "  Why,  Ethel, 
what  is  the  meaning  of  this  extensive  correspondence?"  Elliel: 
"  Mamma,  who  could  resist  writing  since  Mr.  WananiaUer  has  put 
such  delicious  strawberry  flavoring  on  the  stamps." — lYme. 


>   ^     •        LIFE'S  JIIGHWAY.    ;  :'^: : r : 

Written  and  Composed  by  Felix  McGlennou.    Arranged  by  John  S.  Bakt-r. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  nny  address,  |)osl-v>aiil,  on  ix-ceipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  l»  o  uliier  .b mg.-i  lor  one  iioliar,  by  11.  J.  \>  elimau,  IM  1  ui-k 

Kow,  Now  VoiJ  City,    rostajjc  Jitainps  tai.eu  same  »6eu.-ii  lor  uU  ourg:0(.Kls. 

Sung  by  Tony  I'astjr. 


In  joy  and  in  sorrow  we  ramlde  through  life. 

From  when  our  exirteuce  begins; 
When  first  in  our  cradles  we  suiiliiig  are  Been, 

We  all  look  as  like  as  two  pins. 
\  A  girl  grows  to  niaidenhood— slid  in  short  frocks 

bhe  t;iggliiig  and  larking  is  seen; 
But  as  she  grows  older  a  change  we  observe. 

And  when  she's  aOout  bweet  sixteen —    ' 

Chorus. 
She's  very  shy  and  bashful,  modest  and  so  good, 
Says,  "  Now,  don't  you  ki.'^s  me.  for  you  know  it's  rude!  " 
Bcreams  out,  '•  Oh,  you  mustiri:  "  w  nispers  then,  '•  Vou  may  "— 
Fund  of  romping  with  the  boya  on  life'i*  highway. 

From  girlhood  to  womanhood's  but  a  short  step. 

She  stands  at  the  aliur  with  jiiide; 
Her  husband  looks  foiiUly  as  siie  "a}  8,  "  I  will," 

And  kisses  his  newly-made  bride. 
'Midst  hearty  good  « isiies,  'midst  slipin-rs  and  rice. 

They're  off  on  tlieir  honeymoon  sped; 
He  thinks  her  an  angel  and  everything  nice,  ^ 

But  when  she's  a  year  or  two  wed — 

Chorus. 
She's  sneaking  all  the  bed-ciotlics,  saying,  "  Giiod-night,  Jack!  " 
Warming  her  cold  tootsies  on  her  husband's  back. 
"Don't  you  her;  the  baby'/  get  up,  llllr^e  liiin,  pray — 
You're  a  nice  "un  lor  a  dad  on  life's  highway.  ■ . 

But  husbands  are  not  always  what  they  should  be; 

A  wife  very  soon  finds  il  out. 
A  woman's  chief  weapon's  her  dear  little  tongue. 

And,  oh,  when  she's  vexed  can't  she  shout. 
Her  husband  j:<>es  out  with  his  bachelor  friends. 

Says.  '■  1  shall  come  home  wlieii  1  like." 
She  nurses  her  w  rat  11  and  the  poker  as  well. 

And  when  lie  iviurns  she's  on  strike. 

ClIORfS. 

She's  waiting  for  her  husband— one  or  two  A.  M. — 
Waiting  with  the  jxjker — "Take  that,  oh,  you  gciuj 
Kuiinmg  thro'  Ins  pockets,  collaring  his  p.iy — 
'Tis  the  usual  married  dodge  on  life's  liigliway. 

The  love  that  a  fond  mother  boars  for  her  hoy 

Is  the  lelHlerest  feeling  on  earth; 
His  tottering  foot-steps  siie  lovinj^ly  guides; 

Her  e^e^  Ix-aiii  wiili  pleasure  and  mirth; 
Bui,  all!  when  her  boy  has  to  proud  manliood  grown, 

A  s«ord  he  is  yearning  to  wield. 
Jly  country's  in  danger;  the  jioor  mother  sighs 

As  he  starts  for  the  grim  battle-field. 

Chorus. 
"  Heaven  bless  yon,  darling';  tlio'  it  bn-aks  my  lieart, 
England  wants  iuav!  soldiers,  troiu  you  1  inu.-i  part." 
See  lier  wlien  the  news  come.-'  — fallen  in  tlie  fray, 
'Tis  a  mournful  episode  lu  life's  highway. 

Old  Time  has  rolled  on,  and  his  fingers  have  traced 

The  furrows  of  sorrow  and  care. 
And  grandniaiiiina  sits  at  the  C"sy  fireside,     •  ' 

With  dim  eyes  and  silvery  hair; 
Beside  her  is  gramipa,  once  sturdy  and  strong, 

But  now  he  is  fe'lile  and  slow; 
But  grandma  still  loves  him  and  clings  to  bis  side, 

As  she  did  iu  tlie  days  long  ago. 

Chorus. 
Clinging  to  her  hushand,  none  ou  earth  like  him. 
Thinking  of  b\  -jjone  days,  ere  their  eyes  grew  dim. 
Kissing  him  so  fondly,  tlio'  lie's  old  uii<l  gray, 
Side  by  side  liiey  near  the  end  uf  life  s  highway. 


WHAT    A    WOMAN    CAN    DO. 


There  are  lots  of  things  that  a  woman  can  do  that  a  man  cnniifit: 

She  can  come  to  a  coiiclnsion  without  the  eligiitest  Irouhie  of  ivasoniiig  on  it, 
an<l  no  sane  man  can  do  ih.it 

She  can  safely  stick  fifty  pins  in  her  dress  while  he  is  getting  one  under  his 
thuiiih-nail. 

Six  of  them  can  talk  at  once  and  get  along  firet-rate,  and  no  two  men  can  do 
that. 

She  is  as  cool  as  a  cucumber  in  half-a-dozen  tight  dresses  and  skirts,  while  a 
man  will  sweat  and  fume  and  i;r(x>vl  in  one  loose  shirt. 

She  can  talk  as  sweet  as  peaelies  and  cieuiii  to  the  woman  she  bat^s,  while 
two  men  would  be  puuciiing  each  other's  heads  before  they  had  exchanged  ten 
words. 

She  can  throw  a  stone  with  a  curve  that  would  be  a  fortune  to  a  baseball 
pitcher. 

Slie  can  sajr  "No,"  and  stick  to  it  for  a  time.  She  may  also  say  "  No  "  in 
such  a  low  voice  that  it  means  "  Yes."' 

She  call  sharpen  a  lead-pencil,  if  you  give  her  plenty  of  time  and  plenty  of 
pencils. 

She  can  dance  all  night  in  a  pair  of  shoes  two  sizes  too  small  for  her,  and  en- 
joy every  minute  of  tiie  time. 

Stie  can  tro  to  church  and  afterwards  tell  you  what  every  woman  in  the  con- 
gregation bad  on,  and  in  some  rare  instances  can  give  you  a  faint  idea  of  what 
the  text  was. 

She  can  drive  a  man  crazy  for  twenty-four  hours  and  then  bring  him  to  paradise 
in  luo  secouile  by  simply  tickliii<.'  him  under  the  chiu,  and  there  does  uoi  live  a 
mortal  sou  of  Adam's  misery  who  can  do  it. 
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DON'T  ABUSE    THE   OLD    FOLKS. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Ilardlng. 

The  Worda  and  Munic  of  this  Soiii;  will  )>«  st>iit  to  any  Rddreiui,postpald,  on  receipt  of  10 

c«nts:  or  tins  and  any  in u  oilier  .Soii^xfurune  iK'llur,  b>  11.  J.  \\  eliinan,  130  Park 

Itow,  New  York  City.    l'o3(«t(e  atainps  taken  tMuneus  caali  for  all  our  Koods. 


Words  and  Mu.-io  by  Will  H.  Fox. 


One  day  while  walking  tliroii^rh  the  ctreets  I  saw  a  touching  sight, 

A  mail  and  woman  bfiit  with  iiire,  and  hair  lurnoil  cnowy  while; 

I  veiitun-d  tiifii  to  siH-ak  to  tticm,  and  iiskfd  in  kindly  tone, 

"If  1  could  leuil  them  any  aid  in  reachiuj;  their  own  home;  " 

The  woman's  eyes  were  lilleJ  with  tears,  my  words  had  touched  her  heart; 

Tlie  old  man  tried  to  sDoilie  her  with  kinil  words  lie  did  impart; 

He  said  tlieir  son  liai^  turned  them  out  of  the  homestead  they  once  owned, 

Yet  the  mother  tried  to  shield  her  boy,  wiiile  the  old  niau  sadly  moaued: 

CHORrs. 
Don't  abuse  the  old  folks,  don't  neglect  your  parents. 

You'll  miss  them  when  they  leave  you  here  behind; 
When  doors  are  closed  uiwii  you,  and  every  frieud  does  shun  you, 

ViUy  your  old  folks  are  the  best  friends  yuu  will  find. 

The  old  man  said  he'd  labored  hard  from  morning  until  tiight 
To  bring  the  boy  who  turned  them  out  up  in  life's  pathway  right; 
He'd  saved  a  liltle  money,  too,  and  tliis  he  gave  to  Jim, 
For  knowing  that  tliey  were  getting  old,  in  business  put  him  iu; 
The  mother  said  he  was  our  pride,  we'd  pray  for  him  in  bed; 
But  lately  he  has  cursed  us  both,  and  v\  i^hoil  that  we  wtrc  dead; 
I  offered  tliem  assistance  then,  saying  for  them  I'd  provide. 
They  both  refused  and  started  off,  wliiiu  the  mother  sadly  cried: 

Choris.  , 

Don't  abase  your  father,  never  slur  your  mother, 

Remeinlier  how  they  toiled  for  yon  since  birth; 
In  trouble  they  arc  by  yon,  tliey  never  will  belie  you. 

Fur  your  parents  are  the  truest  friends  on  earth. 

I  bought  the  newspapers  next  day,  and  in  sorrow  there  I  road, 

A  man  and  woman  side  by  side  in  the  river  were  fomnl  dead;  .. 

Their  hardships  they  had  ended,  with  life's  trials  they  were  through; 

I  offered  up  a  pray'r  for  them,  and  now  I  ask  of  you. 

Where  is  tne  lioy  who  has  imt  loved  Ins  old  folks  during  lite? 

Then  why  not  help  them  battle  ihrouiih  this  w.ary  world  of  strife; 

Ad\ei>ity  may  reach  us  all  e'er  death  puts  in  its  ciaim. 

So  think  well  of  my  motto  now  while  1  sing  you  this  refrain: 

C'llORfS. 

Don't  abuse  the  old  folks,  di>n'i  lurii  against  your  mother. 

You'll  know  their  value  when  you're  left  behind; 
Shiiuld  every  one  forsake  you  and  sicuness  overtake  you. 

Then  your  parents  ure  tne  bvet  friends  you  can  liud. 


CRUTCH    AND    TOOTHPICK. 

Copyright,  1S80,  by  L.  P.  Goullaud. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  addrejis,  pout-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Kow,  New  York  City.    PoetaKe  stamps  tuken  same  as  cash  forall  our  gooda. 

Written  by  H.  J.  Byron. 


Ta-ta."— Chorus. 


I'm  an  aristocrat,  make  no  mistake  in  thar^ 
I  come  of  a  line  remarkably  line,  for  troubles  1  do  not  care. 
For  pleasure's  my  aim,  delljjht  is  my  game,  and  1  adore  the  fair. 

Chorus. 

I'm  a  swell,  von  can  tell,  and  behave,  of  conrse,  as  such; 
Close-cut  hair,  elljows  scjuare,  with  my  toothpick  and  my  crutch. 

With  glass  enclosed  in  eye,  I  scan  the  pa.aser.--by, 
I've  panioniine-ciiffs  and  ready  rel)uffs  for  cads  familiar. 
Although  really  glad,  1  say,  not  bad,  when  leaving  drawl,  " 

To  your  true  aristocrat  all  luxuries  come  pat. 
The  driest  champairne.  the  sofie.-t  La  Hose,  the  tastiest  caviar; 
Uuvauua  for  us  especially  grows  its  exquisitesi  cigar.— Cmokus. 

Though  we're  aristocrats,  at  flghting  we're  no  flats. 
For  when  England's  fame  the  foe  would  defame,  swell  dandies  tho'  wo  be, 
Iu  meeting  the  foe  no  swelldom  we  show,  so  own  the  enemy. 

Cuoiirs. 
Staunch  and  true,  red  or  hliio,  sure  our  courage  isn't  Dutch, 
And  the  sword  wc  can  wield  with  more  vigor  than  the  crutch. 
I'm  a  swell,  vou  can  tell,  and  iM'have,  of  course,  as  such; 
Clo«e-cui  hafr,  elbows  square,  with  my  tooth-pick  and  my  crutch. 


m  > 


— Tip  for  Tip. — "  Ilore.  waiter,  i.s  a  dollar  for  a  tip.  I've  just 
been  l<K»king  over  the  bill-of-f-aie.  N«)\v.  tell  me  liouest,  wiiat 
}<.u  can  lecninmendT'  Waiter  (in  a  hoarse  whisper):  "Go  to 
some  oilier  restaurant. " — Flkgcnde  Blatter. 

—Artless  Innocence.— Mother  (gazing  at  her  daughter's  dress- 
ing cushion):  "  Why,  wiiere  did  you  get  m  many  gentlemen's 
scarf  pins'/  "  Daughter:  "  I  don't  know  myself.  I  lind  one  in  my 
hair  Hlmo.st  every  night  after  Gus  calls,  and  to  save  uie  I  can't 
imagine  how  they  got  there." 

Why  lie  Whistled.— Old  lady,  to  grocer's  boy:  "Don't  you 
know  thai  it  is  very  rude  to  whi.«ille  when  dealing  with  a  hidy?" 
Boy:  "  Thafs  what  the  boss  told  me  to  do,  mum."  Old  lady: 
"  Told  you  to  whistle?  "  Boy:  "  Yes'm.  He  said  if  we  ever  sold 
you  anything,  we'd  have  to  whistle  for  the  money." 


Don't  Blame  Me,  for  I  Didn't  Do  It. 


Copyright,  11180,  by  K.  A.  Soalfleld. 
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By  Charles  H  Duncan.  '  I     i 


Some  time  ago,  M  yon  must  know,  I  met  a  charming  girl ;  t 

she  looked  so  very  pretty  my  brain  got  In  a  whirl;  I     / 

She  wore  a  small  shell-bonnet  that  bcc^iuie  her  well,  indeed;  / 

But  when  she  slipped  down  on  the  ice,  my  heart  for  her  did  bleed.  ' 

Spoken— Oh,  heavens!  you  should  have  seen  that  girl's  countenance  change  ' 
when  she  struck.    "  8he  was  all  broke  up.  and  so  was  the  ice."    Thinking  to  [ 
do  her  a  favor,  I  went  up  and  tried  to  assist  her  to  arise,  when  she  exclaimed,   ' 
"  It  seems  to  me  you  are  very  ofticious."    "  Why,"  said  I,  "young  lady,  so  far 
as  your  fall  is  concerned,  why  "— 

CUORUS. 

Don't  blame  me,  for  I  didn't  do  it; 
Don't  blame  ine,  for  I  didn't  do  it; 
Don't  blame  me,  for  I  didn't  do  it; 
I  am  not  to  blame. 

She  begged  that  I'd  excuse  her,  which,  of  course.  I  qnickly  done; 

She  handed  me  a  scented  card— the  charmer  1  had  won; 

She  staled  that  her  father  was  a  very  peculiar  man, 

'VVas  training  for  a  prize-fight  and  his  name  was  iieckless  Dan. 

Spoken— Reckless  Dan,  one  of  these  fellows  that  goes  into  a  butcher-shop, 
calls  for  a  pluck,  liver  and  lights.  v«ith  a  sheep's  heart  attached,  carrying  it 
around,  telling  everybody  he  has  cut  somebody's  heart  out.  Reckless  Dan, 
beautiful  name  for  an  infant  to  lisp,  nice  name  for  a  father-in-law,  but  I  was 
completely  **  gone  "  upon  the  girl,  so  I  made  an  arrangement  to  call  the  next 
eveidiig.  I  called;  sang  her  a  litiie  song  outside;  1  got  through  one  verse,  and 
received  a  present.  The  night  being  very  warm,  I  thought  first  it  was  i)erspira- 
tion;  well,  it  didn't  rain  that  night,  and  I  got  sopping  wet.  As  I  walked  sadly 
away,  I  heard  a  shrill  voice  yell:— Chorus. 

I  stuck  to  her  just  like  a  leech;  we're  married  most  a  year; 
On  good  terms  with  her  father,  and  have  notliiug  now  to  fear. 
We've  got  a  baby;  it's  a  girl;  she  is  her  mother's  joy; 
But  I'm  not  foud  of  girls  at  all;  I'd  rather  have  a  boy. 

Spoken— Yes,  and  I  told  my  wife  only  the  other  day  that  I'd  sooner  have  a 
boy,  and  said  she,  "  Charles  "—now,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  d<m't  mind  telling 
you  what  my  wife  said  (of  course,  a  man's  conversation  with  his  wife  is  sup-  I 
posed  to  be  secret),  but  1  feel  confident  that  you  won't  betray  my  confidence, 
Kow,  when  I  told  my  wife  I'd  sooner  have  a  boy  than  a  girl,  she  said:— Chorus.  ' 


.    THE    LITTLE    WIDOW. 

Copyright,  IStO,  by  Hitchcock  A  McCargo  PubUshlng  Company  (Limited),  New  Tork.     [ 
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Worda  by  Jessie  VlUars.    Music  by  Waldtem  Pcgg. 


Oh,  dear,  what  I've  suffer'd,  there's  no>K)dy  knows, 
I'll  endeavor  to  tell  you  my  troubles  and  woes, 
A  lone  little  widow,  two  husbands  I  mourn. 
And  now  I'm  forsaken,  heart-broken,  forlorn; 
No  one  to  love  me,  no  one  to  bless, 
No  one  to  tease  me,  none  to  caress! 
And  just  twenty  one,  'tis  true  on  my  word— 
So  I  am  thinking  of  taking  a  third. 
Chorus. 
I'm  a  widow,  a  little  widow, 
I  am  simple,  but  I'm  witty, 
I  uin  stylish,  gay  and  pretty; 
Yes,  a  v\idow,  a  charming  widow. 

But  I  won't  remain  single  very  long. 

Dear  Georee  was  my  "  first,"  he  doted  on  me. 
And,  oh!  we  were  happy  as  ha|>py  could  Iw; 
He  died,  all  the  doctors  said,  "  shortness  of  breath; " 
The  women,  the  wretches,  said,  "worried  to  death;" 
What  could  a  poor  little,  lone  widow  doT 
Charlie  consoled  me  and  became  number  two; 
And  only  last  week  he  said,  "  Daisy,  good-bye!  " 
I'm  going  to  meet  George  in  the  sweet  by-aud-by. 

Chorus. 
And  I'm  a  widow,  once  more  a  widow; 
I  am  simple,  but  I'm  witty, 
1  am  stylish,  gay  and  prettv; 
Yes,  a  widow,  a  cliarming  widow. 

But  I  won't  remain  single  very  long. 

I  wonder  why  single  girls  are  snch  mean  things. 
They'd  like  to  l>e  anuels,  of  couise,  without  wings; 
Make  eyes  at  the  men  with  such  a  sly  glance, 
And  won't  give  us  dear  little  widows  a  chance. 
But  I'm  goiuK  to  show  them  of  what  we  are  made, 
I'm  looking  around  me,  oh,  don't  Ik;  afraid! 
Yet,  if  there's  one  here  who'll  bn  numlHir  three, 
Ue'll  find  mc  as  loving  as  widows  can  lie.— Chorus. 
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—Why  He  Failed.- Bibbs:  "  I  wonder  why  my  tailor  failed?" 
Fibbs:  "  Pure  politeness.  His  customers  wouldn't  come  down,  so 
lie  went  up."  

—"William,"  said  she,  severely,  "bow  many  more  times  are 
you  going  to  ask  me  to  marry  you?  "  "  Clara,"  said  he,  with  equal 
sternness,  "Low  much  longer  are  you  going  to  petsist  in  refusing 
me?" 
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The  Band  Flayed  ''Annie  Laurie." 

Copyright,  1890,  by  WillU  Woodward  A  Co. 
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'■  Words  and  Muidc  by  Paul  Drenser. 


Do  the  men  who  write  of  topics  always  meet  with  great  eaccessf 

Yes.  to  hear  tliein  tell  it; 
When  yoirre  '•done  up"  iu  a  court-room  do  you  always  get  redressf 

Yes,  to  hear  them  lell  it; 
Did  you  ever  eve  a  lawyer  who  would  not  take  np  your  case. 
That  is  if  you  had  luoiiey  and  a  coiilldeiitial  face; 
Do  thev  ever  give  your  money  back  or  fail  to  give  a  brace? 

Oil!  yes,  to  hear  them  tell  it; 
And  the  bund  played  "Annie  Laurie,"  and  "  Annie  Roouey,"  too. 

Docs  tlic  "  hayseed  "  come  to  town  without  a  bundle  in  his  pocketf 

Yes,  to  hear  liiin  tell  it; 
Does  be  blow  his  money  in  for  diamonds,  watch  and  chain  and  locketf 

Y'es,  to  hear  him  tell  it; 
When  the  hayseed  meets  the  bunco  and  the  "  banc  "  begins  to  skin 
The  poor  olilKeuben  out  of  every  dollar  of  hie  tin, 
Would  the  hayseed  lake  the  bunco's  cash  if  he  should  chance  to  wlnf 

Oh!  no,  to  hear  him  t*:ll  it; 
And  the  band  played  •'  Annie  Laurie,"  and  "  Annie  Rooney,"  too. 

Do  the  challenges  of  fighters  prove  they  really  care  to  fight? 

Yes,  to  hear  them  tell  it; 
When  they  step  into  the  ring  they're  going  to  knock  things  out  of  sight; 

Y'es,  to  liear  them  tell  it; 
The  Jacksons,  Slavins,  Corbetts  In  the  papers  whoop  their  whoop; 
You'd  think  that  so  much  bluster  would  at  last  give  them  the  croup, 
But  John  L.  Sullivan  cau  put  the  whole  mob  **  m  the  soup  "; 


HAUL    ME    BACK    AOAIN. 


Tune-"  Call  Me  Back  A«rain.' 


Oh!  yes.  you  hear  me  tell  it; 
And  the  baud  played  "  Annie  Laurie,"  and 


Annie  Rooney,"  too. 


H 


Does  the  man  who  stays  out  late  at  night  come  home  without  a  head? 

Yes,  to  hear  him  tell  it; 
When  his  wife  calls  him  at  daylight  does  he  Jump  right  out  of  bed? 

Yes,  to  hear  him  tell  it; 
He  sits  down  to  his  breakfast,  tells  his  wife  he's  feeling  great. 
And  sends  her  to  the  cellar,  while  he  sneaks  out  through  the  gate; 
Does  he  stop  to  entiT  yon  saloou  ou  account  of  cruel  fuie? 

Oh!  yes,  to  heai  him  tell  it; 
And  the  band  played  "  Annie  Laurie,"  and  "Annie  Rooney,"  too. 

Does  the  man  who  goes  to  England  get  the  least  bit  of  fair  play? 

Yes,  to  hear  them  tell  it; 
Those  invited  to  the  ring-side  are  the  best  sport*  of  the  day; 

Yes.  to  hear  them  tell  it; 
When  they'll  try  and  do  a  man  np  who  came  there  with  open  hand, 
To  buttle  fair  and  square  against  a  worthless  cut-tUroat  band? 
Would  there  l>e  a  chance  for  any  man  who  came  from  this  fair  land? 

Oh!  yes,  to  hear  him  tell  it; 
And  the  baud  played  "Annie  Laurie,"  and  "Annie  Roouey,"  too. 

Oh!  Chicaco  is  the  greatest  city  now  upon  the  earth; 

Yes,  to  hear  her  tell  it; 
And  her  bluster  keeiw  the  city  of  New  York  in  constant  mirth; 

Yes,  you  hear  me  tell  it; 
Chicago  and  St.  Louis  boast  of  great  things  that  are  there. 
New  York  smiles  on  terenely  while  they  pull  each  other's  hair. 
But  Chicago's  goiiiK  to  make  a  great  success  of  our  World's  Fair; 

Oh!  yes,  to  hear  her  tell  it; 
And  the  baud  i)layed  "Annie  Laurie,"  and  "Annie  Rooney,"  too. 

When  a  woman  sues  for  a  divorce  her  husband  Is  to  blame; 
•        Y"es,  to  hear  her  tell  it; 
She  tells  how  she  was  beautiful  before  she  changed  her  name; 

Yes,  to  hear  her  tell  it; 
The  trial  is  over,  the  Carters  and  Potters  go  on  the  stage. 
Because  most  of  the  papers  have  their  names  on  every  page; 
There  going  to  do  some  acting,  and  they  know  they'll  be  the  rage; 

Oh!  yes,  to  hear  them  tell  it; 
And  the  band  played  "  Auuie  Laurie,"  and  "Annie  Rooney,"  too. 


THE    PARDON   CAME  TOO    LATE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po8^paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

ceiiU);  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiigrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehiuan,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City,    t'osta^e  Stauipotakeu  same  as  caab  forall  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 


A  falr-halred  boy  in  a  foreign  land  at  sunrise  was  to  die; 

In  a  priscm-cell  he  sat  alone,  from  his  heart  there  came  a  Kigh; 

Deserted  from  the  ranks,  they  said,  the  reason  none  could  say; 

They  only  knew  the  orders  were  that  he  should  die  next  day; 

Anil  as  the  hours  glided  by,  a  messenger  on  wings  did  fly 

To  save  this  l>oy  from  such  a  fate— a  pardon,  but  it  came  too  late. 

Chorus. 
The  volley  was  flred  at  sunrise,  just  after  break  of  day. 
And  while  the  echoes  lingered,  a  soul  had  passed  away 
Into  the  arms  of  his  Maker,  and  there  to  hear  bis  fate; 
A  tpjir,  a  sigh,  a  sad  "  good-bye  "—the  pardon  came  loo  late. 

And  'round  the  camp-fire  burning  bright  the  story  then  was  told; 

llow  his  mother  on  a  dying-lied  called  for  her  son  so  bold; 

He  hastened  to  obey  her  wish,  was  captured  ou  the  way; 

She  never  saw  her  boy  so  fair— he  died  at  break  of  day; 

And  when  the  truth  at  last  was  known,  his  inuocence  at  once  wa«  shown. 

To  save  from  such  an  unjust  fate  a  pardon  sent,  but  'twas  too  late.— Cho. 


^  «  ■ 


—No  matter  how  Lard  silence  falls,  it  does  not  break. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  rwwiT* 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalokrue  ol  over  5000  Popular  Kngli^li  and  (.ioriuan 

bongs— free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  forul  our  goods. 

Written  by  Jantes  Curran.  '  ,      .' 


Last  night  I  went  to  see  my  little  sweetheart. 

To  meet  her  I  hud  to  cliiiib  a  garden-wall; 
I  got  myself  all  cut  with  broken  bottles. 

And  right  Into  the  garden  1  did  full. 
Just  then  I  heard  a  hull-dog  sweetly  warbling, 

I  tried  to  scramble  back,  it  was  all  in  vain; 
I  manugi-d  to  tret  nearly  half-way  over. 

When  that  'ere  bull-aog  hauled  me  back  again. 

Cuonus. 

He  hauled  me  back  again— he  hauled  me  back  again; 

1  lost  the  seat  of  my  new  Sunday  waist-coat. 
When  that  'ere  bull-dog  hauled  me  back  again. 

Last  week  I  did  attend  a  public  meeting, 

I  got  iii>on  a  chair  to  make  a  speech; 
With  slicks  and  stones  1  got  a  friendly  greeting. 

My  voice  was  drowned,  thoiigli  loudly  1  did  screech. 
With  last  year's  eggs  the  roughs  did  vaccinate  mo; 

They  fell  ou  me  as  thick  as  hail  or  rain; 
To  save  my  life  I  jum|>ed  iuto  a  tram-car. 

The  crowd  pursued  and  liauled  me  back  again. 

CUORUS. 

They  hauled  me  back  again— they  hauled  me  back  again; 

They  took  me  down  uud  chucked  me  into  the  river, 
And  with  a  boat-hook  hauled  me  back  agaiu. 

The  other  day  I  nearly  found  a  sixpence, 

I  never  was  so  near  a  thing  before; 
It  was  lying  on  the  street,  and  no  one  near  It, 

I  murmured,  there's  a  drink  for  me  in  store.  ,. 
Alas!  alas!  my  lio))es  were  disap|>ointed, 

A  little  hole  that  sixpence  did  contain. 
And  as  I  stoo|)ed  some  fellows  burst  out  laughing. 

As  with  a  string  they  hauled  it  back  again. 

Chorus. 

They  hauled  it  back  agaiu— they  hauled  it  back  again 

They  said  old  man  that  lanuer  is  quicksilver. 
They  pulled  aud  dragged  uud  hauled  it  back  again. 


-:,f 


THE  CAHT  BEFORE  THE  HORSE. 


Written  and  CoiniKwed  by  Harry  Dacre. 


Send  your  name  and  addr>'S8  to  n.  J.  W'elinian,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  acompltte  Catalotcue  of  over  5000  I'opular  KukIisIi  and  German 

bongs— Free.    PusLat^e  SUunp^  taken  sanieascasli  for  all  our  goods. 

Sung  with  immense  success  by  Bonnie  Kate  Harvey. 


The  world  Is  full  of  great  mistakes,  for  instance,  some  believe 
That  all  the  faults  of  human-kind  arc  traced  to  mother  Kve. 
Men  say  that  Adam  was  a  saint  who  loved  his  solitude. 
Until  a  female  came  to  him  and  taught  him  to  be  rude. 

CnoRDS.  '      ' 

Oh,  what  a  delusion!  oh,  what  a  mistake. 

What  a  terrible  blunder  for  anybody  to  make. 

It's  really  just  the  opposite,  they've  run  right  off  the  coarse. 

They've  got  Itie  story  wrong  side  up  and  the  cart  before  the  horse. 

A  girl  get's  home  a  trifle  late,  her  ma  looks  awful  black; 

And  says,  "  I  hear  youve  been  a  walk  with  that  young  Wastrel  Jack. 

And  people  saw  him  kiosint;  you  just  where  the  lights  were  dim. 

No,  no,  mamma.  Jack  ne'er  kissed  me!  for  I  was  kissing  him.— Chobub. 

Some  people  come  to  music  halls  and  listen  to  each  song; 

They  find  fault  here  aud  find  fault  there  and  criticise  so  strong. 

'J'hey  say  il  they  could  get  a  chance,  a  star  they'd  quickly  be; 

But  when  they  face  an  audience,  how  soon  they  change  their  key.— Chobcs. 

Some  loving  pairs  made  up  their  minds  to  so  and  do  a  splice; 

In  spite  of  all  our  warnings,  and  of  married  folks' advice. 

She  thinks  that  wedlock's  bliss  on  earth,  lie  tliiuks  it's  worth  a  try; 

But  afterwards  you'll  sometimes  hear  these  spooney  couples  cry:— Cbobits. 


— Making  a  Pleasure  of  Duty. — "  I  believe  you  Presbyterians 
don't  keep  Lent,  Miss  Lawrence?  "  "  I  just  guess  we  do.  1  always 
have  a  new  suit  for  Easter." — Pnek. 


—Flinders:  "  How  is  it  your  wife  doesn't  find  fault  with  such 
a  tiny  flat?"  Flanders;  '"She  has  probably  coine  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  there  isn't  even  room  for  complaint." 

— Citizen:  "  Yes,  I  have  an  umbrella  that  needs  mending,  but 
if  I  let  you  have  it,  how  am  I  know  th:it  you  will  bring  it  back? 
Umbrella-Mender:    "  llaf  no  fear.     1  alvays  sharge  more  for 
mending  dau  I  could  sell  zee  umbrella  for. " 

— ''What  is  the  deepest  depth  of  ignorance?"  asked  the  phi- 
losopher musingly,  and  the  man  of  the  world  made  haste  to 
answer:  "  It  is  the  ignorance  displaxed  by  a  rail  way -official  when 
there  has  been  a  wreck  on  his  road.  ' — Milwaukee  Sentinel. 
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THE    SHEENEY    MAN. 


Sung  by  J.  C.  Klch. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehinan.  130  Park  Row,  New  tork  City,  and  r*c«lTo 

by  return  niail'a complete  I'ataloRUf  of  over  SOW  i'opular  KnitllMh  and  Ciermaa 

Suuirs— Free,    foataice  Hlanips  taken  same  as  catiti  for  all  our  goodi. 


I  only  come  to  America  about  von  year  ago, 

It  really  is  the  truth,  upon  uiy  vord; 
I  am  sure  to  make  my  fortune  with  tlie  lovely  goods  I  show, 

So  if  you  vaut  to  buy  »ouie  have  a  look. 
When  tirst  I  come  to  Engluud  I  hadu't  got  a  dollar. 
And,  upou  my  vord,  I  had  to  work  without  a  iiaiier-CoUar, 
And  that's  the  reason  all  the  day  I  am  sure  to  holler, 
Vou't  you  patronize  the  Sheeuey  luanf 
Cuoiius. 
Von't  you  puy  my  vaehleathers, 
And  my  8lipi>ers  and  my  sponge. 
For  they  call  me  Ikey  Mosee; 
And  my  Koods  they  are  the  best. 
Then  von't  you  patronize  the  Sheeney  man? 

Perhaps  you  von't  pclieve  me,  once  I  didn't  have  a  cenl^ 

It  really  is  the  truth,  upon  my  vord; 
Veil,  the  )>oys  they  call  me  ooftish,  you  all  know  what  it  means. 

If  you  vant  to  puy  some  have  a  look. 
I've  a  small  eetablishmeut  around  the  comer  in  a  cellar, 
Aiid  l've;got  a  Icetle  vife  whose  yiddish,  her  name  is  Bella; 
I  uni  nialiiiig  lots  of  monisli,  brown,  white  and  yellow, 

Vout  you  patronize  the  Sheeuey  man?— Chobl'».  "* 

I^ow,  my  friends,  I  must  avay,  I  can  no  longer  stay. 

It  really  is  the  truth,  upon  my  vord; 
Veil,  perhaps,  I  make  a  fortune  If  I  call  some  other  day. 

If  you  vant  to  puy  some  have  a  look. 
The  articles  I  8ell  to  you  to  make  a  little  ooftlsb. 
Perhaps  you  think  my  manners  are  getting  rather  roaghtieb, 
Von't  you  puy  a  sponge  or  a  pair  of  eufltish, 

Von't  you  patronize  the  Sheeuey  man?— CaoBus. 


^  •  m 


THE  BRITISH  SOLDIER'S  GRAVE. 

%Vrltten  by  F.  V.  S.  Clair.    Composed  by  E.  JoDgmans. 

Sand  vour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  recelre 

6y  return  m&il  a  coinpU-te  CaCaloKue  <if  over  5000  Popular  English  and  liermau 

Songs— Free.    Pudlaice  Stamps  taken  same  ai«  cash  for  all  our  Kuods. 


Sung  with  great  success  by  Will  OllTcr,  the  "  Man  on  the  Spot" 


One  cold  winter's  night  in  the  year  fifty-four. 

The  battle  had  scarcely  ceased. 
The  soldiers  were  going  to  camp  for  the  night. 

The  storm  had  in  fury  increased. 
The  cainp-flree  lit,  the  warriors  prepared 

To  seek  a  few  hours'  repose, 
A  poor  little  drummer-boy  drew  near  the  flro 

Abd  said,  eo  the  Btory  goes: 
'  C'Honus. 

■Wrap  me  in  the  old  flag,  the  standard  of  the  free, 

Tiie  tlag  tliat  has  for  ages  waved  o'er  land  and  sea; 

M'rap  me  in  the  old  flag,  the  banner  of  the  brave. 

And  let  my  body  lie  withiu  a  British  soldier's  grave. 

Th*  drummer  boy  had  in  the  thick  of  the  fight 

Fought  just  like  a  Briton  so  true, 
Tho'  only  a  l>it  of  a  etripling  was  he, 

IJe  proved  what  a  >oungster  can  do,  , 

Suifrouudtd  was  lie,  yet  bravely  he  fought. 

And  many  the  death-thrust  he  gave; 
\Vhen  Covered  with  wounds,  he  had  crept  into  camp 

To  seek  there  a  soldier's  grave.— Cuorus. 

lie  called  his  friends  round,  and  he  asked  them  to  write 

A  note  to  his  own  mother  dear. 
Informing  iier  how  hi:'  last  thoughts  were  of  her 

While  dying  out  in  the  Crimea; 
Tbjy  laid  him  to  rest,  obeyed  his  request, 

£uch  one  would  have  died  him  to  save; 
Hi  peacefully  sleeps  close  to  Alma's  famed  heights, 

lie  found  tnere  a  warrior's  grave. — C'hor(;b. 


TWO    NEW    MICKS    IN    TOWN. 


Tune—"  New  Coon  In  Town.' 


Sead  Totir  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mall  a  complete  Cataloirue  of  over  5000  Popular  KiiKlish  and  (;ermun 

Soiigs— Free.    I'utttu^e  Stamps  taken  xame  ascooh  for  all  our  goods. 

Sung  by  the  Two  Macs. 


For  our  beauty  we  have  Imh-'u  engaged; 

When  we  smile  the  people  faint; 
You  might  fancy  I'm  the  Prince  of  Walci, 

But  I  tell  you  straight  that  I  ain't. 

Cborus. 
We're  two  new  Micks  in  town,  two  new  Micks  in  town. 

Out  of  jail  we  came  the  other  day; 
We're  two  new  Micks  in  town  that  nobody  can  down. 

For  the  beauties  clear  the  way. 

We  have  two  girls— two  lovely  girls— with  black  and  rolling  ey 

Oh,  meet  me  when  the  bloom  le  on  the  nose! 
We  Kave  them  two  pi^s'  feet  that  wc  picked  up  in  the  Street — 

Pigs'  feet  with  lovely  warts  upou  their  toes. 

Chorus. 
When  the  com  is  waving,  dear — 

Waving  on  my  toe— 
We'll  meet  them  at  the  work-house  gate, 

Where  giiiger-w  hiskers  grow. 

Tripe  and  onions  is  the  land  for  mel 

England  never  will  be  Wales; 
UathhiK  in  the  Irvvell.  lir<hink;  for  old  boots, 

I'uUiug  curia  iu  buli-Uogs'  tails. 

Cuonus. 
W^e're  two  new  Micks  in  town,  two  new  Micks  iu  town, 

Out  of  jail  we  came  the  other  day; 
We're  two  new  Micks  in  town  that  nobody  can  down. 

For  the  beauties  clear  t!ie  way. 


SKIBBEREEN. 

8uug  by  Cbarlea  CoUette. 

Send  vour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  Sew  York  City,  and  receire 

by  return  mail  a  eoniplele  l'at«U>|cue  uf  over  50U0  I'opular  KiitrliHli  auil  Ucrinau 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  oU  our  goudu. 
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COPPER    MALONE. 

Copyright,  1890.  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonic  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receiptor  10 

cents,  or  thin  aiuluiiy  t«ii  Dtlier  Soll^^s  for  One  Ijnllar,  Ijy  11.  J.  Weliman,  130  Park 

Uow,N«iw  Vork  City,    Poiitage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  aUuur  good*. 


Words  and  Music  by  Frank  Davis. 


} 


I'll  introduce  myself  to  you,  you  don't  know  me,  of  coarse; 
My  name  is  Timothy  Mulone.  I'm  the  pride  of  all  the  force. 
In  my  natty  way  upon  Broadway,  oh,  don't  I  cut  a  dash, 
J         When  1  puss  by  the  ladies  sigh,  and  I  always  make  a  maab. 

)  Chorus. 

]  For  I  am  the  t'opper  Malone!  I  came  from  the  county  Tyrone; 

<  When  I'm  on  my  neat,  the  young  girls  so  sweet  call  me  their  darling,  their  own ! 

)      In  my  uniform  don't  I  look  grand,  as  I  walk  with  my  stick  in  my  hand; 

j  The  ladies  and  babies,  the  sweet  little  daisies,  are  mashed  on  the  copper  Malone. 

)  I'm  a  lallah  with  the  ladies,  no  matter  where  I  am, 

]  From  tim  Butt'ry  up  to  Harlem  Bridge,  they  admire  the  policeman. 

■;  I'm  a  l)eaiiiy  bright,  way  out  of  sight,  and  rivals  I  have  none, 

;  When  I  pa»8  by  you'll  hear  them  say,  ah!  there!  Tim  Malone!— CaOROS. 

We're  going  to  have  a  festival,  and  games  of  every  kind. 

Contested  by  the  great  M.  P.'s,  the  bravest  you  can  find. 

And  after  there'll  be  music,  8ure*the  latest  tuues  they'll  play. 

And  you  can  bet  that  Tim  Malone  will  l>e  champion  of  tlie  day.— CnoRus. 


Oh,  divil  a  bit  can  I  tell  ye  now 

What  happened  to  mo  at  the  wake  o'  me  cow; 

There  wa.'*  Larry  an'  Patrick  an'  Jerry  and  Tim, 

An'  all  the  rela>»huns,  hooch,  bad  scan  to  thim. 

They  came  In  their  tlionsauds  from  valley  and  hill. 

An'  broke  the  resource  ov  the  whiskey  still. 

That  was  the  great  faylure  of  Ballynahog, 

With  their  lashuus  an'  drinkin's  au'  crying  for  grog. 

CUORL'8. 

M' id  their  tearing,  daring,  cursing,  swearing. 
Scooting,  looting,  hooting,  shooting 
Whiskey,  potatoes,  ocli,  wigs  on  the  green, 
Shillalaglis  were  flying  in  ould  Skibbereeu. 

When  Larry,  the  Bpali>een,  an'  Tim  tuk  the  floor. 

An'  hung  up  their  liats  on  the  back  of  the  door; 

Be  jabers,  said  I,  just  for  fuu  loike,  to  Pat, 

How's  that  for  tiiinips,  cried  Larry,  take  that — 

I  took  it,  and  then,  tor  the  rest  of  my  loife, 

I'll  never  forget  the  ructions  an'  strife; 

1  can't  tdl  eutoiri-ly  how  that  row  was  fixed. 

But  all  me  relayrhuns  was  pretty  well  mixed.— CuORUS. 

Oh,  begorra,  the  shouting  an'  tearing  around. 

The  boys  that  were  broke  up  an'  stitched  on  the  ground, 

Pat  tuk  up  the  pavement  an'  pulled  down  the  roof, 

Then  evicted  me  out  by  the  power  ov  his  hoof. 

They  broke  up  me  me.'iicask,  they  split  the  pottcen, 

Divil  another  such  shindy  was  seen; 

Then  they  blazed  at  me  windows  an'  stritchcd  out  me  sow. 

To  await  the  last  trump  by  the  side  of  me  cow.— Cuorus. 

My  head  the  next  morning  was  just  like  a  rattle. 

Me  oies  an'  my  nose  both  showed  signs  of  the  battle; 

P.  C.  'Ji  took  us  up  for  our  thrial; 

Tho'  we  said  we  weren't  foigbting,  he'd  take  no  denial. 

Poor  Tim  got  a  fortnit,  we  all  got  a  week; 

The  judge  said,  "  Be  aisy,  yeve  had  a  bad  squeak, 

But  if  iver  the  boys  an'  yourself  want  a  low. 

Don't  let  it  occur  at  the  wake  of  a  cow."— Cuoncs. 


Blue-Eyed,  Sweet  Evangeline. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  J.  P.  Broder  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents,  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Sougs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Well  man,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  caoli  fur  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  J.  W.  Wilson.    Music  by  Owen  Conduit. 

Whilst  meand'ring  through  a  shady  dell  one  lovely  day  in  June, 

I  beheld  a  i)retty  blue-eyed  l>elle,  midst  flowers'  sweet  |>erfuinc; 

My  heart  she  quickly  stole  from  me,  with  the  twinkle  of  her  eye; 

I  danced  and  laughed  with  joyous  glee  as  she  smiled  and  passed  me  by. 

CnoRus. 
Blue-eyed,  sweet  Evangeline,  the  waking  of  my  cv'ry  dream;  j 

She's  the  idol  of  my  heart,  and  my  dainty,  sweet  sunbeam; 
How  can  I  ever  from  her  part,  my  blue-eyed,  sweet  Evangeline? 

Next  day  we  met,  and  out  we  strolled  to  talk  of  happv  bliss; 

Two  hearts  that  beat  as  one  and  rolled  with  fond  aim  loving  kiss;  j 

1  felt  my  heart  was  in  a  flame  as  I  clasped  her  to  my  side, 

'Twas  then  she  promised  she  would  nauie  the  day  she'd  be  my  bride.— Cho. 
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WEHMAN'S 

NEW   BOOK   OF 


TRICKS 


— ANI>— 


YENTRILOQUISTS'  GUIDE. 

i  PRICX:  25  CENTS. 


Thid  Is  the  latest  and  t*!-t  book  publlahMl  on  Triolt**  V«ll" 
"■_■         ■  "■       Ide  Mea 

am.    It  i«  iliJt't.iatMl  wttH  oTi-r  60 enjn^vlnra. .th«  ln«tructloii« 


tri 


toqu 
m.   Ti 


iam,  Sooond-Sleht  v^i  FIreal 


leam*r> 


(ur  iKi-fi/ritiiiiK  art^  so  plainlr  irlven  ttiat  any  child,  with  a  Uttla 
practice,  c«A  du  them,  aa  thejr  ool;  rt>quir«  aJrnple  apRB' 
ratua.  '^VewUI  nn-ntlon  a  fpw  of  the  trlrk»  In  thfi  book:  How 
to  bat  a  peok  of  &hATiiit(s  and  chant^f  tliem  into  a  nbbon— How  to 
make  au.iiie  pan.,  thruu^h  a  tablo — How  ti>  moke  Are  bum  ander 
wat«r  — Iluvr  to  put  a  ring  through  your  chrrk  and  then  brtna  II 
on  astlck— How  to  niakt>  a  lo&i  dance  while  it  ts  bak Ins  Inuie 
<iT(>n  — How  to  rutoft  a  chicken's  head  without  killing  It— -How  to 
make  Ice  In  Sunimer— How  to  change  water  Into  wine— A  Uunp 
Uiat  will  bum  f  >r  a  year— How  to  cut  off  your  nose— How  |o 
make  fireproof  paper— How  to  eat  tow  and  set  It  on  Ore  In  your 
I  mouth— How  to  produce  a  mouse  from  a  pack  of  cards— How  (o 
I  tell  the  number  any  person  thinks  of— How  to  tell  LnadTaaoea 
card  selected  by  any  one--How  to  tell  If  a  person  Is  In  lore— 
I  Howto  remove  a  nian'sshlrt  without  takinir  oti  his  coat  or  ▼•••— 

I  of  »ater  upcldo  d.  wii  without  spillinK  It— How  to  become  a  Yaft" 

triFoauTat'anJ  l  bo  other  equally  a«Uml»hiii>c  iruku,  etc.    Old  and  youn«  ihotjd  not 

fbii  to  (ret  this  highly  amusing  and  wonderful  book;  tt  wlU  nut  you  on  the  raad  to  b*. 

•PmeaOr#»at  Magician,  «"«•'>  ai  Hermann,  Ucller  and  others.    Don't  faU  to  a««il 

Price  25c.  per  copy,  or  thin  book   and  any  four  other  35C* 

booka  on  tlila  page  lor  One  Dollar. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDKRS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehmaii,  130  Park  Row,N.  Y. 


WfHMAN'S 


o  N 


■Diillll 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 


At  last  It  hi  within  the  reach  of  every  one  to  procure,  at  a 
trillinif  cost,  a  complete  band-book  of  Ktiquctte  and  Folitenes* 
tl.at  has  no  i>oer  In  ihis  country  or  Eunipe.  This  book  has  non« 
of  the  anci.'iit  or  "  back-nunil.tr''  ^unifcstions  on  this  allim- 
IMirtant  subject  which,  1  rettret  to  fav,  so  nrnny  other  lii(rh- 
piiced  books  contain.  It  Is  nola  "  hashed-up"  or  "fake"  edi- 
tion, but  a  flrst-la^s,  complete  hand-book  on  a  subject  that  con- 
cerns every  lirincr  per* 'n— a  sufcjecl  thnt  comes  next  In  rank  to 
cleanlii  e.-s-ln  f:ut.  a  pia''tical  in.>trui-t  or  in  tl'eart  of  eti<iuette 
and  politeness  of  the  prisent  time.  Good  manners  is,  as  almost 
everybody  knows,  a  very  essential  factor  In  helpinif  any  one  to 
Attain  and  command  tne  respect  < f  everybody  with  «non>  ho 
comes  in  contact— nuileorfemale.youniforold.  This  book  gives 
a  thorough  explanation  of  the  deportment  of  both  innlesand 
females.  It  tenches  a  person  how  t  i  be  courteous  all  and  still 
p.>sse8s  acertftiii  amount  of  dignity  d  »<-ir-rtsi)ert.  It  teaches 
Iiow  to  act  in  any  emergency.  Of  enter  any  soi  iety  without  em- 
barmssment,  and  how  to  avoid  Incorrect  and  vuljrar  hablt.s  in 
the  street,  at  home,  or  tn  society.  It  teaches  rou  how  to  so  behave  that  your  societr 
will  be  courted  and  sought  after  by  every  one.  By  acting  upon  the  advi  given  in  this 
book,  you  can  gain  acoe-^s  into  anv  fnmilv  in  AmciicK,  and  then  you  want  nothinir  but 
opportunity  to  distinguish  yourself.  In  short,  if  Is  the  tn-stand  mo.=;t  comiirehensive 
treatise  on  the  subject  of  Etiouette  and  roliteness.  AJ>strnct  of  Contents:  How  to  enter 
a  room  and  how  to  leave  it— H.  .w  to  necost  or  notice  ladies  or  gentlemen  on  the  street- 
How  to  dress  well,  and  yet  not  garishly— How  to  give  and  ceive  Introductions— What 
kind  of  cards  to  have,"  and  how  to  present  or  send  them—The  proper  mode  of  giving 
present*— How  to  shake  hands  and  bid  good-bye— How  to  liegin,  conduct,  and  end  a  con- 
Tersation— How  to  accompany  ncqua'nan  es  oi:  the  promenade— How  to  seek  a  partner 
In  the  dance,  and  how  to  decline  an  invifalion— H(iw  to  behave  at  dlniiers,  either  as  host 
crgiiestr-How  to  behave  durintr  coiiit«>iit)  and  mnrri  ITow  to  "play  the  affable  "  at 

Church,  at  parties,  etc.,  etc.    Pric*  Twentyflve  Cents,  by  mail,  poet-paid. 

S:7~  Thia  book   and  any  four  other  2oc.  booka  on  this 
page  lor  One  Dollar.     I.',  s  poMaL't- Mumim  talvcii  t-aiue  ua  cash. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Welnnaii,  130  Park  Row,  N.  T. 


•COOKBOOK 


A  practical  and  reliable  g^ide  to  every^day  Cookery* 
by  an  Experienced  Housekeeper. 

PRICE  25  CENTS. 


This  work  on  Cooleery  has  several  noteworthy  features  entirely 
disliuct  from  any  heretofore  published,  it  is  arranged  ho  that 
the  Housewife  can  tell  at  a  trlance  the  time  neceiisarr  to  Cook 
any  DIah  or  Article  of  Diet,    it  also  gives  some  pn.ctieal 

hints  and  sngge.tions  for  selecting  the  v.irious  meats,  vepetililis. 

floh,  etc ,  as  well  as  directions  (or  Preaervlng.  Storing,] 

and  Keeplngthem.  Special  attention  Is  puKl  tofcoin;iiiy,  , 
and  an  effoit  is  iiia<le  to  remove  the  reproach  which  ju.stly  clings  ; 
to  American  1,'ooi.cry,  of  being  eztravagantand  wat>t«>ful  without  , 
being  palatable  anci  healthful.     Kull  instructions  are  given    to: 

prepare  all  kinds  oi  Plea,  Puddlnga,  Cakea,  Jelliea« 

etc.,  s*  w^"  <^  prepaiing  and  cooking  all  kinds  of  IMeuta, '. 

Soupa,  Gravies,  Flah,  Vegetablea,  etc..  In  an  ^| 
Economical  and  Appetizing  Manner.  It  alao  con  /-!:,- 
tains  considerable  miscellaneous  Iniormntion  i>crtiinfni»  to  the 
household,  such  as  Removing  Kitchen  Odors,  Crease  j 
Spota,  Iron  Stalna,  Ink  Spots  in  Booka;  Cleaning,' 
Scouring,  Recelptafor  Waahing,  etc.,  and  «  variety  of  others  equally  use- 
ful and  necessary  to  the  Housekeeper  or  Cook.  These  features  make  this  work  the  be8^ 
most  practical,  and  I'opular  ViiAl  Book  ever  Lstnied.  This  book  will  be  tent  to  aaj 
address,  poxt-pald,  on  receipt  of  Twenty-flve  Ccnta. 

tV  Thia  book  and  any  four  other  25c.  books  on  thia 
page  for  One  Dollar.     U.  8.  postage  eiunipH  tnUen  game  aa  cat>h. 
ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Bow,  N.  T. 


:i 


.-,.  .^aARsh 


./s  MINSTREL  SKETGHEb'. 
ti^  CONUNDRUMS  AND  JOKES 


PRICE    25   CENTS, 

A  book  fan  and  mnnlnc-oT«r  with 
■td»«pllttlng  fuu.    It  contains  Conun- 
drums that  will  set  the  whole  continent 
ffuesslng,  and  then  they'll  have  tOjglv* 
'em  up  half  the  time.    Jokes  and  Uaga 
for  End  Men— the  best  lot  of  these  fun- 
ny answers  and   questions   ever  pub- 
lished    Negro  sketche»— the   Minstrel 
and  Showman  will  find  In  thla  book  all 
the  sketclies  they  want  to  seta  house  tn 
a  rlp-roarious   langhter.    It   also  con- 
tains all  the  latest  Jokes  of  Thatcher, 
Primrose    &     We.«t,    Camcross',    and 
Haveriy's  Minstrels;  also  of  such  com* 
dians  as  Harrigan  &  Hart,  Billy  Rice, 
Qus  Williams.  Pat  Roouey,  J.   K.   Em-  g^'i 
mett,  Sam    Devere,  and    many   others  ^S^f'" 
equally  prominent.    In  fact,  it  contains 
the  iiest  and  most  compreliensive  col-  J^ 
lection  of  bkeuhes,  Coiiundruius  and  v.§; 
Jokes  ever  sold  nt  so  low  a  price.    Sent  ^ 
by  mall,  t)o«t-pai.l,  to  any  address  on 
receipt  of  2S  Centa.    V-  S.  loetage 
■tamps,   of  an/   uuuoiuluation,  taken 
■ame  as  catih. 

SfecuI/— Flreeoplesforfl-  Oetfonr 
of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at 
t6  centa  each,  making  $1  In  all,  and 
thereby  get  your  own  book  free.  This 
offer  holds  good  at  any  tlma.  Remem- 
ber the  title,    "Wkhmam's    Mjnstbei. 

BXITCIIKS,    COHU)n>BUII8    ▲NI>    JOKKS." 

Bend  for  a  frea  catalogua  of  Songs, 

^^  Thla  book  and  any  fonr  other  25c.  books  on  thla 
page  for  One  Dollar.  C'Iciui  and  uuiieed  U.  S.  postage  eiauips,  of  aay 
Ueuuiiiiuatloii,  taken  euiiie  118  CHtili. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS   DIRECT  TO  •    "  ' 

H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  N.  Y. 


"WEHMAN'S 


TII[COMPl[T[l[n[RilTE 


"W 


a  pu 
Itsl 


PRICE  25   CENTS. 

This  Is  the  first  time  that  a 
plainly  teaches  hOW  tO  write  a  letter.  It  shows  clearly 
all  the  blunders  and  mistakes  apt  to  be  made  by  an  liieX" 
jierienced  writer,  and  makes  inanifest,  in  the  simplest  way,  tha 
proper  method  of  avoiding  and  rectifying  such  bluiidei-s  and 
mistakes,  whether  they  oi'cur  in  the  siielling.  the  punctuation, 
or  the  grammar.  Tina  txjok  explains  all  ttie  details  of  cor- 
res})ondence,  whether  relating  to  the  form,  the  )>eiimanship, 
the  diivctiiig,  folding,  and  sending  of  a  note  or  a  letter.  Thera 
are  in  this  book  valuable  hints  aUml  Uove,  CouftShlp 
and  Marriage,  showing  in  what  style  lovers  should  indite 
epistles.  I  here  are  given  all  the  various  letters  that  arise  in 
the  course  of  ljii?iiiess  Asking  for  money,  requesting  time,  en- 
Closing  remittjxnce.  a-sking  as,-,istance,  reasons  tor  ref^usal,  fn)n» 
teiiauts  to  laiiillonis  on  dilfeient  subjects,  with  landloidi>'  re- 
plies. Then-and  thla  la  a  very  Important  feature- 
there  Is  shown  the  hgal  importance  of  a  letter;  and  explanations 
ar<>  given  u)>vii  the  exact  imaning  of  expressions  used  in  writ- 
ing that  may  be  brought  into  court  in  litigations.  Italsoeontatns  the  art  Of  abbrO" 
VlatIng  writing,  so  that  any  one  can.  with  practice,  write  with  the  rapidity  ol  tho 
shorthniiii  writer  In  fact,  the  following  persons  all  require  this  f)o<)k.  Young  ladies 
and  yoi.ng  gentlemen,  wivesand  hii.Ht>an<ls,  widows  and  iwvchelors,  farmers  and  trad<is, 
the  sick  and  the  well,  soldiers  and  sailors,  mothers  ami  fatliers,  ilaupliters  and  sons 
givers  and  receivers  of  presents,  tho  educated  and  the  illiterate.  Rut  it  would  take  page 
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Mr       JUST    ANOTHER. 

Copyright,  WW),  by  M.  Witmark  A  Soim. 

I  The  Words  and  Miiii|c  of  tliU  Soiii;  *'ill  be  M-iit  to  any  a(lilri-!<.>i.  \mM  (>ai(l,  nn  receipt 
I  oeots;  ur  this  aiiU  itiiy  twuotlu-r  SuUKM  fur  One  l><>llur,  by  il.  J.  Wehniuu,  UtU  I'ar 
I  Kow,  New  Yi»rk  i'lCy.     i'oMia^e  Stamps  tnkfii  naiuf  an  cttMh  for  all  uiir  ifuotlH. 


of  40 
'ark 

Ulir  IflMXlH. 


Wortls  by  (ovanaKb  ami  Kobey.     Music  by  H.  M.  l<(>!M-nbert{. 

I  know  it's  liariUy  ri^'iil  for  nic  to  tiilk  about  my  sex, 
But  etill  thu8e  over-uioik-et  girli<  u  Huiiit  moiiIU  tiiirciy  vex; 
Give  me  tlie  ^\r\  wlii>  when  sbeV  kli<i»t'il  will  never  pout  or  cry, 
Wbo  thinks  one  i^it'M  is  not  enon>;li— tliat  ii>,  when  no  one's  ui^li. 

Spoken— Not  otoe  of  iliose  >;lrl8  who  wanlc  to  be  kis:*ed  a  score  of  times,  but 
a  );irl  who  \vant«: 

Chorui*. 

JuKt  aiiotlier,  jii.-'t  another, 

Just  another  riip  of  honey,  for  it  niukes  you  feel  8o  queer; 

And  ii'd  pleanini;,  oh!  8o  oleatiiut;, 

Kii>i<ing  jolly  girlsi  who  hkk  fur  jiict  another. 

Spokbn— Not  too  many,  you  know,  but  -(Rkpkat  Cuokus.) 

Some  time  ago  I  n!<i-d  to  have  a  friend  who'd  come  to  tea. 

And  when  no  one  wa.x  looking,  I  would  t^il  upon  hit*  knee; 

I  could  not  count  tlie  timet*  tte'ti  placed  bin  arms  around  my  wai«>t. 

And  »)ften  have  I  caid  to  liim,  "  Well,  this  juct  siiil«  iny  taste." 

Spokkn— SometinieK  In'd  give  me  fudi  a  fipieeze,  and  say,  "  Have  you  had 
enough;"  uud  I  invariably  exclaim: 

Chorvs. 

Just  aniDther,  ju8t  another, 

Juut  another  little  pressure,  for  it  makea  me  feel  so  queer; 
Oh,  the  squeezing  is  so  pleasing,  , 

Squeezing  loving  girls  who  ask  for  just  another. 

Spokes— No  matter  how  hard  he  squeezed  me,  I  always  ask  for— (Repeat 

CilORL'S.) 

You'll  sec  a  fellow  watch  a  girl  as  through  the  street  she'll  go. 
Especially  if  it's  muddy,  for  her  ankles  she  must  show; 
lie  11  say,  "  Oh,  look  here,  Charley,  see  the  darlinu  lift  her  dress. 
And  what  a  well-formed  ankle!  why,  it's  tasty,  1  confess. 
Spoken— His  friend  says,  "Come  along,  old  man,  you  ought  to  Ih»  ashamed 
of  yourself;  you  dou't  waut  to  look  again."   He  turns  with  a  sigh,  aud  exclaims: 

"  CUORl'S. 

Just  another,  just  another. 

Just  another  sip  of  honey,  for  it  makes  me  feel  so  queer; 

Struck  by  Cupid,  nearly  stunid. 

Human  nature  makes  me  ask  for  just  another. 

Spokkn— Dou'l  be  impatient,  my  boy.-  (Kepeat  Ciiori's.) 

"  Is  married  life  a  failure?  "  That's  the  question  of  the  day; 

Some  answer,  "yes,"  some  answer,  "uo;  "  but  I've  u  word  to  say: 
>       When  husbands  walk  the  tloor  all  night  in  cold  and  mii^ery, 
'       With  squalling  kids,  why  marriage  then  no  failure  seems  to  be. 
J      Spoken— You  pome  home  from  business,  meet  the  nurse  at  the  door,  and  she 
J  exclaims: 

CltORtS. 

Just  another,  just  another, 

Just  aiiother  little  baby  that  will  set  you  almost  wild. 

And  another,   and  another. 

And  for  fourteen  years  it's  l)ecn — well— just  another. 

Spoken— What?  No  sir!    Not  any  more,  but— {Repeat  Ciionrs.) 

May  l>e  a  game  of  i)oker  you  have  been  induced  to  play. 

You  cannot  win  a  pot  and  vow  you'll  quit  it  right  away. 

You  know  yon're  being  swindled,  but  you've  not  the  power  to  stop. 

You  get  so  fascinated,  nearly  every  cent  yon  drop, 

.Spoken— Somebody  suggests  that  it  shall  be  the  last  hand,  but,  wbeu  yo.i  lowt 
it,  you  say: 

CUORtS. 

Just  aiiother,  just  another. 

Just  another  little  jack-pot,  we'll  let  this  one  be  the  last; 

Watch  the  faces,  kings  and  aces, 

Though  you've  got  uo  chance,  you  ask  for  just  another. 

Spokes— You  can't  resist— (Repeat  Chori's.) 

Yon  go  o«t  on  a  racket  and  i;et  loaded  up  with  win«>. 
You  vow  the  company  W  ^v*>C\,  llic  ji'irls  are  all  divine; 
'"iu.'v.neei  iM>me  Ineuiis  who've  just  returned  from  some  far  foreign  clime. 
And  as  it's  long  since  last  you  met,  you  have  a  real  go<Kl  time. 
Spokkn--You  know  you^rc  full,  but  just  for  old  acquaintance  sake,  you  say 

ClIORUS. 

:       Just  another,  just  another. 

Just  another  little  taster,  let  it  be  champagne  or  beer. 
Oh,  the  feeling,  when  you're  reeling. 
Though  you've  got  enough,  you  ask  for  just  another. 
Sfokxn — Come  ou  aud  let's  have— (Repeat  Cuoni-s.) 


t 


— If  any  one  .speaks  evil  of  yon,  let  your  life  be  stich  that  no 
one  ■will  Ijelieve  bini. 

Strong  Circumstantial  Evidence. — Ilii.sbnnd:  "Wasn't  it  late 
last  night  when  young  Sampson  left?  "  Wife:  "  Yes."  Ilu.sbanil: 
"And  Clara  is  not  up  yet?"  Wife:  "  No,  ix>or  girl.  I  thought  I 
would  let  her  sleep."  husband:  "  I  wonder  if  tlitU  yotuig  man 
really  intends  to  propo.se  to  Clara?  "  Wife:  "I  think  he  has  done 
so  already.  I  noticed  this  morning  when  I  came  down  that  one 
pai^of  the  legs  of  the  large  ea.sy -chair  in  the  parlor  was  broken."— 
Mpoeh. 


SOMETHING-    WENT    WRONG 
WITH    THE    WORKS. 

Written  and  Composed  by  I'uneh  Browne.     Sung   by   Aithur  C'umey. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr  *  ill  be  m-iit  to  any  addrew,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  M) 

cents;  or  thia  and  any  two  other  Soiiks  for  one  iKtllor,  l>y  If.  J.  Wehniui,  IM  fark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Pontotfe  StaiiipH  taken  name  nsctuUi  for  all  our  Kuudn. 

I'm  in  an  awful  rage  to-night—  in  fact,  I'm  nearly  mad- 
Last  week  I  bought  a  watch,  and  now  I  0nd  that  I've  lieen  had. 
The  swindling  wretch  who  told  it  ine  spoke  loudly  in  its  praise; 
The  precious  thing  went  on  all  right  for  just  about  two  days.    "Then 

CUORUS. 

Something  went  wrong  with  the  works, 
Something  went  wrong  with  the  works,  .      ' 

The  soring  went  crash  and  all  to  smash,  '- 

Auu  all  the  wheels  came  out; 
Sometliing  went  wront;  with  the  works — 

In  fact,  1  n-ally  doubt 

If  you'll  buy  a  watch  for  a  dollar  without 
Something  goes  wrong  with  the  works. 


A  friend  of  mine— a  wealthy  chap— once  owned  a  sailing-yacht; 

He  asked  me,  "  Have  you  be«>n  to  sea?  "  I  told  him  1  had  nut. 

He  took  me  for  a  little  sail,  1  felt  so  calm  and  brave; 

1  laughed  aud  sung  "  Y'heave  ho!  "  until  we  met  a  great  big  wave.    And 

Chorus. 

Something  went  wrong  with  the  works. 
Something  went  wrong  with  the  works. 
The  bottled-beer  came  right  up  here, 

And  this  part  rolled  about; 
Something  went  wrong  with  the  works— 

In  fact,  I  really  doubt 

If  the  poor  little  tishes  could  livQ  without 
Something  went  wrong  with  the  works.  ;  v 

Some  years  ago  I  truly  loved  a  girl  named  Sarah  Maggs, 
And  went  to  "  pop  the  question  "  in  a  brand-new  jmir  of  "  bags  "; 
The  "  bags  "  were  tight,  and  I  felt  quite  as  handsome  as  you  please; 
The  precious  thing  went  on  all  right  till  1  went  on  my  knees.    And 

CUORITS. 

Something  went  wrong  with  the  works. 
Something  went  wrong  with  the  works. 
For  wheu  I  bent  the  buttons  went. 

And  all  the  seams  came  out; 
Something  went  wrong  with  the  works, 

Aud  Sarah  gave  a  shout. 

Now  1  should  have  married  that  girl,  no  doubt, 
■    But  something  went  w  rong  with  the  works. 

My  wife  and  I  get  ou  first-class— in  fact,  we  always  did; 
There's  only  one  thing  I  don't  like,  she  makes  me  nurse  the  kid; 
To-day  she  said,  "  You  take  the  child,  whilst  I  to  tiotlier's  no; 
1  nursed  the  child,  'twas  good  as  gold  for  just  an  hour  or  so.    Then 

Chorus. 

Something  went  wrong  with  the  works. 
Something  went  wrong  with  the  works; 
He  scratched  my  nose  and  tore  my  clothes. 

Began  to  scream  and  shout; 
Something  went  wrong  with  the  works— 

In  fact,  I  really  doubt  .y.. 

If  a  man  can  nurse  a  kiddy  without  -' 

Something  goes  wrong  with  the  works. 


1*^ 
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WHAT    CAN    I    TELL    HER? 

CopyriKht.  IS*,  by  T.  n.  Harms  &  Co. 

The  Wordx  and  Music  of  this  .Soiiir  will  l>e  sent  to  any  adili  ess.  iHist-pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cenbi.  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiijfs  for  one  I  >oilar,  by  H.  J.  V\  cbnian,  I3lt  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostatte  Staiiips  taken  same  us  eoiiii  (or  ail  our  tcoods. 

Words  by  Ous  Williams.     Muaie  by  J.  P.  Skelljr. 

I've  a  wife  who  is  a  darlint;,  she  weighs  twice  as  much  as  ine. 
And  altho'  I  hate  to  say  it,  she's  as  strong  as  she  can  In-; 
When  I  come  home  in  the  mori)iiii:s,  and  her  heart  is  in  despair, 
t)f  course,  like  every  proi)er  man,  1  try  to  make  things  square. 
If  I  call  her  "  ducky,  darling,"  she  will  say  that  it's  a  chestnut; 

If  1  tell  her  she's  a  beauty,  she  will  say  that  I'm  a  bore; 
If  I  call  her  popsey-wopsey,  she  will  hit  me  with  a  mallet; 

So  now  what  can  I  tell  her  that  she  has  not  heard  l>efore.   - 

1  have  tried  the  old  dodge  racket,  but  it  never  would  avail; 

With  a  sick  friend  I've  i)een  sitting  up,  but  that  d<slgc,  too,  ie  stale; 

1  tell  her  tales  in  honeyed  words,  but  slie  will  ne'er  U-lieve; 

No  matter  how  I  state  my  case,  she  thinks  that  I  deceive; 

If  I  say  the  l>oat  delavtd  me,  she  will  want  to  see  the  captain. 

To  ask  him  if  I  told  the  truth,  or  if  I  was  cm  ithort!; 
If  I  say  the  carriage  smashed  up,  she  will  say  I  slioiild  Im-  walking; 

So  now  what  can  I  tell  her  that  she  has  not  heard  before. 

If  I  send  her  to  the  country,  in  the  summer  bright  and  gay. 

She  will  say  that  I  am  flirting,  while  she  lingers  far  awav; 

Should  she  want  a  seal-skin  jacket,  and  the  same  should  not  api>car 

She'll  say  the  money  I  hav>'  si)ent  on  vulirar  lairer-beer; 

If  I  bring  her  home  some  oysters,  she  will  surely  ask  for  chicken; 

If  I  say,  "come  baby,  kiss  me,"  she  will  faint  upon  the  flcK)r; 
If  I  say  I  loht  my  night-key,  she  will  swear  I  have  lK-<n  drinking; 

So  now  what  can  I  tell  her  that  she  has  not  heanl  Ijefore. 


^  >  » 


— Always  sooted:  Chimney  sweep. 
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MY    BOY   BILL. 


By  Willuun  D.  HaU. 


L 


urn  I.I   ^pi.,w*i 


Wbat'B  all  the  excitement,  straiiRer? 

What's  the  ineanin'  o'  this  'ere  throng? 
There's  goin"  tu  be  h  i)ara(U',  you  eaj'J 

Oh!  I  thought  there  wuz  i^oinethin'  wrong. 
There's  goiu^  tu  Ik-  a  parade,  elif 

Well,  I  reck(ni  they'll  pjiKs  this  way; 
Be  hit  any  particular  'cauioaf 

Oh!  I  see,  "Decoration  Day." 

Well,  I'm  'bliged  fer  your  infermation,    ■■'■  ■ 

But  j>aradei<  don't  interest  me, 
'Cause  the  very  sight  o'  a  soldier 

Recalls  scenes  I  don't  like  tu  see.       ;    ,■  '•  , 
I  once  wuz  one  o"  llicse  fel lei's 

What  carries  a  kna|)8ake  an' Kun; 
An'  I  remember  the  time  when  paradiu*   " 

Tu  me  would  heve  l)e'n  lots  o' fuu. 

But  now,  fer  some  reason  er  'nother, 

I  can't  be  contented  no  more; 
Fer  1  met  with  a  lues  what  I  can't  replace 

In  the  times  o'  our  last  cruel  war.       ^.  .• 
When  I  says  I  met  with  a  loss,  sir, 

I  hain't  thinkin'  'bout  my  gone  arm, 
I  refer'e  tu  a  bullet  what  one  day  came 

Tu  a  lad  with  hits  deadly  charm. 

Hit  came  from  the  enemy's  forces, 

From  one  who  made  shoolin'  a  skill; 
Fer  hit  pierced  the  heart  o'  a  drummer-lad. 

An'  that  lad  wuz  my  boy  Bill. 
This  happened  'way  back  In  the  sixties. 

When  the  war  had  'bout  reached  hits  height; 
When  I  gave  tu  the  coiiiitry  my  service 

Tu  help  in  that  long  lastiu'  fight.    .     . 

•  ■■..'"..*■'■■.' 

My  boy  he  heard  o"  iiiy  intentions  ', 

An'  made  up  his  mind  tu  go,  too; 
Tho'  I  tried  to  get  him  tu  stop  tu  bum. 

But  that  he  oV)jfcte<l  tu  do. 
So,  finally,  I  gave  my  iK-rinission, 

An'  tugether  we  went  tu  our  fate;  '; 

He  jiued  a  band  es  a  drummer-boy. 

An"  I  volunteered  a  private. 

My  wife  wuz  dead—that's  the  reason 

I  wanted  tu  be  near  mv  boy, 
An'  the  day  that  he  got  his  cap  an'  drum 

He  IcajK'd  in  the  air  wild  with  joy. 
At  times  he  wuz  bad  ez  a  hornet. 

But  show  me  the  boy  what  hain't; 
'Cause  I  know  when  I  wuz  a  youngster 

I  never  wuz  much  o'  a  saint. 

Well,  at  last  word  arrived  to  load  up. 

We  knew  then  the  time  was  nigh; 
So  I  called  my  boy  back  o'  the  camp 

An'  kissed  him,  which  meant  "  gootl-bye." 
All  that  day  we  kepi  loudin'  an'  shootiu'. 

Till  the  dead  lay  'bout  at  our  feet; 
An'  every  time  I  would  think  o'  my  boy. 

How  my  poor  heart  would  beat. 

We  fought  all  day  till  night  came  on, 

Then  the  bright  moon  crept  to  hits  place; 
An'  ez  we  went  out  tu  And  our  men, 

Hits  light  made  plain  every  face. 
On  we  went  till  a  voice  said  low,  ..-      . 

"  Why,  here's  a  drummer,  an'  dead;  "  .         '. 
I  tell  you  stranger,  'twas  'em  few  words      ■ 

What  completily  turned  my  head. 

I  stood  there  dazed,  "f  raid  tu  look. 

An'  all  fer  a  minute  wuz  si  ill; 
But  the  silence  wuz  broken  by  one  who  said: 

**  Hits  our  young  drummer.  Will." 
I  took  his  hand  intu  my  own. 

In  hopes  that  he  wuzu't  dead; 
But  there  I  found  where  life  once  wuz. 

Cold  death  had  come  instead. 

Each  man  drew  close  beside  my  boy 

With  caps  hung  at  each  side,  ■  '■ 

An' ez  they  stoo<i  there  lookiu' on 

All  o'  'em  gob'd  an'  cried. 
They  had  hearts  o'  oak  within  'em, 

An'  would  laugh  at  a  caiinun's  ball; 
But  my  grief  riled  their  feelings, 

Au'  they  couldn't  stop  cry  in'  'tall. 

Some  of  'em  must  o'  had  children, 

Fer  they  carried  on  ez  if  mad; 
An' even  our  hard-hearted  sergeant   : 

Show'd  signs  ez  if  lie  wuz  sad. 
But  there  wuz  one,  an  evil-tongued  capt'n, 

Who  wuz  classed  by  all  ez  a  scamp; 
'Cause  he'd  ways  like  those  o' a  villain,     . 

Nut  a  friend  had  the  nntn  ill  our  camp.      '    '  ' 

He  wuz  overseein' some  comrades  '■.  >. 

That  were  digin'  a  trench  close  by. 
An'  the  instant  he  came  across  us  men. 

An  evil  look  show'd  in  his  eye. 
Then  an  oath  that  would  'ston'ish  a  sailor 

Came  forth  from  his  p'isened  tongue;  ; 

Such  words  ez  would  make  a  man  tremble, 

Intu  our  bosoms  stung. 


^'^_}!.'^: 


'Round  his  neck  my  boy  had  a  locket 

That  his  fond  mother  told  him  tu  wear; 
In  one  side  wuz  seen  her  sweet  picture, 

In  the  other  a  lock  o'  her  hair. 
— I  thTMight  that  Id  like  fer  tn  have  hit, 

'Fore  they  laid  him  intu  his  last  bro; 
But  ez  soon  ez  the  cap.  saw  me  take  hit,      '■ 

He  'cased  me  o'  robbin'  the  dead. 

He  swore  that  he'd  have  me  court-martialed. 

An'  shot  on  the  next  comin'  day; 
An'  he  meant  every  word  that  he  uttered, 

'Cause  he  wuzu't  a  man  what  would  play. 
Then  ez  the  moon  shined  down  upon  us. 

He  made  a  plunge  arter  my  boy, 
An'  grabbed  his  body  tu  throw  in  a  trench, 

£z  au  infant  would  handle  a  toy. 

His  eyes  bulged  each  socket  with  anger, 

Ez  he  started  tu  go  from  the  place; 
While  the  moon  threw  hit*  rays  on  the  features 

O'  my  darlin'  boy's  pretty  face. 
Then  the  capt'n  stood  still  fer  a  minut(>. 

An'  hit  seemed  that  his  harshness  hud  fled, 
Fer  a  big  lump  came  up  in  his  throat,  sir. 

An'  he,  too,  took  his  cap  off  his  bead. 

Then  'fore  we  could  learn  his  intentions,     1    ^    . 

He  laid  my  boy  down  on  the  ground. 
An',  at  seein'  'twas  only  a  youngster. 

He  glared  with  surprise  all  around.  • 
Theulic  si)oke  out,  "Who  be  this  young  feller 

That  you  men  are  tryin'  tu  roby 
Come,  speak,  or  I'll  send  you  tu  Satan, 

An' make  you  pay  dear  fer  this  job."   . 

His  face  fer  a  while  wuz  a  study, 

Diirin'  which  time  all  wuz  still; 
Then  I  mustered  up  courage  an' told  him. 

That  the  dead  one  wuz  my  boy  Bill. 
That  explained  'bout  me  takiu*  the  locket       . 

Away  from  the  lifeless  lad; 
Then  he  hug'd  my  boy  tu  his  bortom, 

Fer  he  knew  he  had  wronged  his  dad. 

Then  he  said  to  the  crowd  w  hat  had  gathered, 

£z  his  cheeks  wuz  streamin'  with  tears. 
That  he  once  had  a  boy  like  my  William, 

Who'd  be'n  dead  fer  many  long  years. 
Kext  he  said:  "  fer  the  way  I  have  acted 

Give  me  my  dues  fer  this  sin; 
I'm  not  worthy  o'  any  one's  mercy. 

Tear  me  from  limb  tu  limb. 

"  Don't  stand  there  cryin'  like  babies. 

Come,  collect  every  muscle  an'  nerve. 
An'  sweep  down  upon  me  like  panthers. 

Hit's  jes'  'bout  what  I  deserve.  :  > 

I'm  unfit  tu  be  here  among  you, 

I'm  a  brute,  I'm  a  hound,  an'  a  cur; 
Intu  my  heart  with  your  bayonets;        ' 

Come,  I  say;  won't  no  one  stir? 

"  Then  you  mean  tu  show  me  your  mercyf 

More  than  I  would  have  shown  you; 
Oh,  Ood!  this  torture  is  terrible; 

I  wish  that  I  wuz  dead,  too." 
But  I  told  him  that  1  would  forgive  him. 

Then  he  reached  fer  a  tlag-pole  ipiick. 
An' ez  swift  ez  a  flash  o'  lightniiP,  ^. 

He'd  the  buntiu'  from  off  the  stick. 

Then  he  wrap'd  my  boy  up  in  hit. 

An'  we  slowly  made  off  from  the  spot 
To  give  him  a  sort  o'  a  funeral, 

Such  ez  few  soldiers  got; 
Side  by  side  we  walked  together, 

Wrapj)ed  in  our  mournful  gloom; 
An'  the  owls  in  the  tn^es,  tu  add  distress. 

Were  singin'  a  dreary  tune. 

'Twarn't  long  'fore  the  walk  wuz  ended; 

Then  halt,  the  capt'n  (lid  say; 
An'  he  who  we  thought  wuz  hard-hearted, 

Wuz  the  first  tu  kneel  down  an'  pray. 
He  wuzn't  so  well  edgercated, 

But  he  preached  the  l>est  that  he  could. 
An'  the  way  he  spoke  fei  my  dear  boy, 

Did  do  my  old  heart  good. 

Then  a  grave  the  men  quickly  opened, 

An'  my  boy  in  hit  wuz  quickly  lowered  down 
To  slumber  an'  rest  in  a  sliady  spot. 

Where  a  willow-tree  bent  with  a  frown. 
Then  we  all  from  the  siK)t  separated. 

An'  each  man  went  his  own  way. 
To  turn  ourselves  intu  our  blankets 

Fer  tu  wait  on  the  next  comin'  day. 

Next  momin'  drams  rolled  bright  and  early. 

An'  we  all  got  up  with  the  sun. 
But 'afore  we  received  any  orders, 

A  skirmish  fer  life  had  begun. 
Hit  wuz  a  terrible  engagement, 

Fer  friends  o' the  day 'afore 
Didn't  "pear  that  night  at  roll-call. 

So  1  reckon  they  hain't  no  more. 

Kow  you  know  the  reason,  stranger,  -. 

Why  I  asked  you  "bout  this  throng;    .■ 
An'  ez  hit's  iiotliin'  but  soldiers,  -.;  "  .  ■  - 

I'll  jes' quietly  jouruey  along. 
'Cause  I  know  the  sight  o'  these  comrade*     . ."  .; 

Would  intu  my  heart  send  a  chill,  ' 

An'  bring  tu  mind  that  dreadful  day 

That  I  parted  with  my  boy  Bill. 
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GILLIGAN'S   ON   A  TEAR  AGAIN. 


Copyright,  JWW,  by  Chan.  W.  Ilthl. 


The  Word*  and  Muvlo  of  tliin  Soiigf  will  lie  wiit  to  any  aUtlresw,  |inst|>*Id,  on  ri-ffl|it  of  10 

cent*;  or  this  uid  any  tuo  iitlior  Sullies  (or tMif  l>><lliii',  liy  II.  J.  Wi'liiimn,  i;iU  Turk 

Kuw,  New  York  ('ity.     I'ustaK^  MtaiiipM  tukf  ii  nuiiio  u»  I'luli  for  uUuur  Koodit. 

Words  and  Music  by  (."haa.  (iru)iaiii. 


Mike  dilUeairs  a  man  well  known  in  our  ward. 

He  h4a  liv'd  tlu're  for  many  a  yt-ar; 
He  wad  only  a  workuian  in  !Shaiii,'liiU!'!«y'«  yard 

Till  tlu-y  made  liim  an  ovi-rsivr; 
As  tli«  lH>e«  of  tlio  roud-gan;;,  lieu  in  a  jjood  way. 

But  hi-'!<  ooinewlmt  a  Jivil-nmy-carc; 
So  Iat>t  Wt-diifsday  nintii  wlien  he  got  his  jiay 

lie  went  off  on  a  glorious  tear; 
Ae  he  came  down  the  street,  in  hi:*  Siiuday  clothes. 

With  a  brand-new  hat  and  cane; 
A  cigaf  in  hii»  inoiuli,  in  his  coat  a  rose, 

lie  cOuUl  hear  all  the  ueigbburs  Bayin;;: 

Spokeji— Wl»att 

I  Chorus. 

Gilligan'8  on  a  tear  again,  he'll  .-tay  till  Saturday  niiiht; 
Just  give  liii«  all  the  room  lie  wanlri,  or  elrie  he'll  raiye  a  light. 
"Tie  once  in  ev'ry  month  he  throw-*  his*  money  left  and  right, 
But  lie'll  go  to  work  again  on  Monday  uiurning. 

On  Tliur^day  at  Reilly'!?  he  treated  the  )>oy8. 

And  the  hoy^tliey  all  treated  as  well; 
Friday  morn  at  McKay's  place  he  niaile  such  a  noise 

That  Mac  told  liim  no  liquor  he'd  sell; 
You  have  had  quite  enough  for  a  while  said  McKay, 

Take  a  seltzer  and  lemon  with  ine; 
But  Gllligan  swore  for  his  drinks  he  could  pay, 

And  no  soft  drinks  at  all  it  would  he. 
"So  go  home,"  said  McKay.  "  like  a  decent  man; 

If  you  don't  I'll  throw  yez  out." 
Then  Mike  threw  ofl  his  coat  and  yell'd,  ••  If  you  can!" 

While  the  gang  movd  back  with  a  shout: 

Spokin— What  did  they  shout? 

Cuonus. 

Gilligan'8  on  a  tear  a;»ain,  he'll  stay  till  Saturday  nicht; 
Just  give  him  all  the  room  he  wants,  he's  spoiling  for  a  light. 
Ue's  up  against  McKay,  and  Mac  can  knock  hiu)  out  of  viglit; 
He'll  be  a  sorry  man  ou  Monday  morning. 

Right  over  the  bar  came  McKay  with  a  howl. 

And  right  down  to  the  lloor  went  his  foe; 
And  Mac  pounded  and  hamnier'd  his  face  and  his  jowl 

Till  his  own  hands  and  knuckles  were  sore; 
What  was  left  of  poor  Mike  when  McKay  let  hira  go 

Was  taken  away  in  a  hack; 
Poor  Gilligan's  face.  sure,  you  never  would  know. 

And  there  was  not  a  coat  to  his  hack. 
Twas  on  Sariirilay  night  he  went  home  again 

Just  as  (juiet  as  any  mouse. 
And  he  lieard  once  again  all  the  neighbors  saying. 

As  they  took  liim  into  the  house: 

Spokis— What's  that? 

Chorus. 

Gilligan's  on  a  tear  again,  he  stay'd  till  Saturday  night; 
lie  tried  to  run  the  town,  but  now  he  is  an  awful  siglit; 
He  got  what  he  went  out  for,  but  he  coiiUln't  win  the  flght. 
And  he'll  he  a  wiser  mau«n  Monday  morning. 


THE    LITTLE    SIGN    IS    GONE. 


Written  by  Thos.  Moore.    Suug  by  Jus.  Gordon. 


B«nd  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  We hiiiau,  130  I'nrk  K»w,  NVw  York  City, 

•  by  return  iiiall  a  eouiplete  Cataluttue  of  iiver  5WW  Popular  (InKlUh  and  < 

Huuifii  —  Krve.     I'uMtaKt'  Staiiiixi taken  saiiie  asciuli  for ullourKoudi 


and  recelre 
«ierniau 
our  Kouds. 


Tune-"  The  Little  Siicu  U  Still  Above  the  Door." 


You  have  heard  about  the  sign  on  which  the  name  was  mlue, 

And  how  proud  I  was  to  hang  it  o'er  the  door; 
Alas  I  it's  gone  awav,  and  I  think  it's  going  to  stay; 

I  don't  iH-'lieve  I'll  see  it  any  more.  • 

A  gang  came  in  one  day  and  I  heard  the  leader  say: 

If  he  makes  a  "  kick,"  we'll  nail  him  to  the  wall. 
Then,  without  a  word  of  wiirning,  they  tore  away  the  awning. 

And  they  carried  off  the  sign,  saloon  and  all. 

Cuonus. 

Now  the  Httle  sign  Is  gone  from  o'er  the  door— 

When  I  think  of  it  my  heart  is  sad  and  sore. 
I'll  take  my  money,  every  jieiiuy,  and  go  back  to  old  Kilkenny, 

And  I'll  never  go  in  business  any  more. 

When  they  came  to  clean  me  out.  they  began  to  hoot  and  6hout; 

They  said  I  was  a  "  jay,"  1  wasn't  in  it; 
When  at  one  I  made  a  pass  with  an  empty-schooucr  glass, 

I  was  hanging  to  the  ceiling  in  a  minute; 
When  I  crit^  to  them  to  stop,  they  went  out  and  brought  a  cop; 

He  eiit  the  ro|>e  and  down  he  let  me  fall; 
Then  he  i:ipped  lue  on  the  head  and  left  me  there  for  dead. 

While  (hey  took  away  tlie  sign,  saloon  and  all.— t'lioitis. 

Just  the  cause  of  all  the  row  is  what  I'm  going  to  tell  you  now: 

The  business  had  been  falling  olT  of  late. 
Ko,  of  course,  when  Munch,  the  brewer,  put  his  foot  inside  the  door, 

He'd  sec  a  hundred  names  uuon  the  slate. 
When  one  day  he  brought  hie  Dill  and  I  showed  the  empty  till. 

And  told  him  that  again  he'd  better  call. 
Away  goes  Mr.  Munch  and  takes  a  mortgage  on  the  lunch. 

And  now  ho  has  the  sign,  saloon  and  all.— Ciiouus. 

From  the  way  that  I  was  treated,  I  believe  that  I  was  cheated; 

I  never  saw  the  likes  of  it  before; 
They  took  away  the  bar  on  an  elevated  car; 

Sure,  they  didn't  leave  the  sawdust  on  the  floor; 
They  took  away  the  pictures,  the  box  and  all  the  fixtures, 

Tlie  license  I  had  hanging  on  the  wall, 
And  I  think,  upon  my  life,  if  she  was  there,  they'd  take  my  wife. 

When  they  took  away  the  sign,  saloon  and  all.— Cuokus. 


I 


IT  GOES  WITH  A  POUND  OF  TEA.  f 


CopyriKbt.  IDtO,  by  Wbit4'-8inith  Muxlc  IHibliahintc  t'o. 
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McFADDEN'S  UP-TOWN  FLAT. 

Coprri«ht,  mw,  by  White-Sinith  Music  rublishinK  Cu. 

The  Word*  and  Music  of  tlii.t  Sontr  will  be  sfnt  t"  .iny  H'liln'sx,  \u,M  Da><I>  '>n  rf-cHpt  of  10 

cento;  or  this  and  any  t»<i  other  S<>nt;s  fur  i  me  I'lillar,  li.v  II.  J.  WVhiimii,  VM  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.     Poata^e  Stumps  taken  .-miiu'  u.'-  co^h  fur  all  uur  Koods. 


Words  and  Mii.sic  by  I'aul  Jamett. 


McFadden  lived  qnite  well,  the  neighbors  all  coulil  (ell; 

He  was  a  man  well  known  throughout  tin-  ward; 
He  had  an  old  tin  roof,  'twas  good  and  wuieroroof. 

But  then  he  sighetl  for  mansions  proiid  ami  broa<l; 
At  last  he  moved  up  town,  quite  thirsty  for  renown. 

And  took  with  him  his  furniture  and  cat; 
Then  invitations  sent  to  honor  the  evi-iit 

And  celebrate  McFadden's  uptown  flat. 

Chorus. 

I  tell  you  it  was  fine.  McFadrlcn's  np-town  flat, 
Tho'  there  was  hardly  room  thetein  to  swing  a  cat; 

But  neighbors  one  and  all  agreed,  when  they  did  call. 
It  was  a  stylish  place,  McFachien's  iip-town  flat. 

They  came  in  twoo  and  threes,  and  in  began  to  squeeze; 

The  janitor  went  cra/.y  at  the  sight; 
He  stopped  the  growler,  too,  and  swonr  till  he  was  blue, 

And  tried  to  kill  a  tiddler  there  on  sight. 
McFadden  tried  to  coa.\  and  quiet  him  with  jokes. 

When  in  came  Miss  .Magiiinis,  neat  and  fat; 
She  stuck  there  in  the  hall  and  never  saw  at  all 

The  inside  of  McFadden's  up-town  flat.  CiKMiirs. 

The  neighbors  on  that  floor  they  bellow  d  and  they  swore; 

The  celling  underiieutb  Ix-gan  to  drop; 
McFadden  said  he'd  dance  whene'er  he  got  tho  chance. 

The  landlord  had  no  right  to  make  him  slop; 
The  janitor  then  gws  and  just  turned  on  the  lutee. 

Which  flooded  ev'rything  it  could  get  at; 
McFadden  notice  got  for  making  things  so  hot. 

Now  some  one  else  is  in  McFadden's  flat.    Chorus. 


f 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  thiM  S<>n»t  will  lie  sent  to  any  addretMi,  tswt  paid,  on  r«H"eipt  of  tC  f" 
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Words  and  Music  by  I'aul  Jasaett. 


You  see  in  all  the  tea-stores  now 
A  lot  of  chrouloe  flash ; 

They're  given  with  the  stuff  you  buy- 
That  ii,  when  you  pay  cash. 

When  you  look  surprised  at  the  natty  clerk 
When  he  hands  yon  two  or  three. 

He  will  say  to  you,  "  Take  one  h<ime,  now  dol 
It  goes  with  a  pound  of  tea."    Oli! 

Chobus. 
Jimmy,  cct  on  to  the  chromo!  what  is  it,  can  you  tell? 
It  l(Mik8  like  some  prize-package,  Jim,  that  <in  the  cars  they  Belli 
(iiiesH  what  it  is,  you  can  have  it,  it's  awful  funny,  see? 
This  dizzy  jay  you  meet  each  day,  it  gtM's  with  a  pound  of  tea! 

You're  strolling  some  day  down  the  street. 

And,  looking  round,  you  spy 
A  fellow  like  a  fri'uk  broke  loose — 

III  fact,  a  iKTfect  guy. 
In  his  fist  be  hoUts  siK'li  a  nobby  stick. 

And  he  ski(t«  just  like  a  flea; 
See  the  small  iHtys  shout,  as  he  roams  about, 

"  It  goes  with  a  {>ouud  of  teal  "  t)h!  -  ('uorub. 

You  sec  an  old  maid  with  a  smile. 

Her  hair  all  lianged  and  frizzed, 
A  bustle  like  a  big  l)alloon. 

Which  everywhere  is  quizzed. 
With  a  giddv  smile,  she  will  skip  along; 

How  slie'«f  like  a  bride  to  !>«•! 
But  you  turn  and  say,  if  she  comes  your  way, 

"  It  goes  with  a  |M>und  of  tea!"  l)h!  CuoHns. 

Then  there's  the  front  row,  bald-head  swell. 

Who  thinks  the  ballet  fine; 
He  likes  their  smiles  of  celluloid. 

And  swears  each  shape  divine; 
When  the  play  is  o'er,  round  the  small  stage-door 

With  the  Johnnies  he  will  be; 
But  the  girls  all  say.  in  their  giddy  way, 

"  It  goes  with  a  pound  of  tea!  "  Oh!— Chorus. 
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-Silly  Fop  (on  n  steamboat):  "Aw,  I  say,  Mi.s.<»  Caustic, 
wouldn't  you  \)e  surpri.setl  to  see  me  jump  overljoard?"  Miss 
Caustic:  "  Indeed  I  would,  for  I  never  expect  to  see  a  doukey  ex- 
liiltit  any  .sense." — Neto  York  Journal.     ..:-.:  :;i.    .    ;  ..       .  - 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS«No.    31. 


I    GOT    IT. 

Coivi-ight,  1889.  by  Oustave  Kerker. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 
,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J^  Wehman,  ISO  Park 


cents; 

Kow,  New  York  City. 


PostaKe  Stomps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  tsoods. 


THE    LITTLE    BEG-GAR    BOY. 


Words  by  Edgar  Smith.    Music  coiniMsed  by  Gustavc  Kerker. 

Wheu  a  baby,  if  there  was  a  tack  on  the  floor— 

I  got  It. 
If  the  ineaslee  broke  out  withiu  ten  miles  or  more — 

I  got  it. 
At  Bchool,  when  the  boye  into  mischief  had  clipped. 
They  always  eccajwd  while  I  always  gotTnip})cd— 
The  ecliool-master  said  1  was  boru  to  get  whipped— 

I  got  it. 

A  rich  danieel  's  hand  I  once  wanted  to  catch— 

1  got  it. 
I  wanted  Her  papa's  couscut  to  the  match— 

I  got  It. 
But  the  family  dog  used  to  eye  me  askance. 
And  one  fatal  cvcuiug  he  got  a  good  chance- 
He  wanted  the  bosom  of  my  suuday  panto— 

Ue  got  It. 

My  gas  bill  was  large,  and  once  every  four  weeks 

I  got  it. 
I  paid  for  the  lights  and  I  paid  for  the  leaks— 

I  got  it. 
Labt  Summer  I  thonght  I  would  cuttlie  bill  down. 
So  1  shut  ui)  the  meter  and  weut  out  of  town— 
1  thouglit  that  for  oucc  the  bill  wouldn't  come  round— 

But  I  got  it. 

I  etghed  for  a  hand  as  at  poker  I  eat— 

I  got  it. 
A  lovely  dub-llus:!,  I  had  collared  it  pat— 

I  got  it. 
One  by  ouu  tlicy  dropped  out,  but  one  fellow  staid — 
And  out  on  the  table  my  club-ftui'h  I  laid— 
When  one  of  those  beautiful  clubs  was  a  spade- 
lie  got  it. 


► 


CHICKABIDDY. 

Copyright,  1868,  by  ().  Ditson  Company. 

The  Words  and  Jlnslc  of  tlilsSong  will  l>e  sent  to  any  addrem,  port-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cent8   or  this  and  any  twootlier  SoiiKxforOiie  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Uuw,  New  Vork  City.    I'uiituge  SUimpii  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 

Ai-rnnged  by  J.  C.  J.    Sung  by  Mrs.  R.  A.  Bi-enuan. 


Wlien  leaving  dear  old  Ireland,  my  poor  Pat  said  unto  me, 
ji.iy  heaven  guard  you,  Nora,  dear,  across  the  deep  blue  sea. 
But  you'll  not  forget  your  own  true  lad,  nor  dear  old  Erin's  shore. 
But  liasicu  back  to  bless  us  w  ilh  thine  own  sweet  smile  once  more. 

SroK EN. -Saying: 

CHonus. 
To  go  is  wrong— don't  stop  long,  but  come  back  to  your  own  Chickabiddy, 
For  my  heart  beat/!  so  wiieu  away  you  go  from  Pat  and  poor  old  Ireland! 

He  kissed  me  w  ith  his  ruby  lips  and  gave  me  such  a  smack. 
Ami  said,  iu  troth,  lH;f<>re  you  go,  faiks!  I  \visli  you  would  come  back. 
The  grass  will  not  grow  half  so  green,  the  sky  seem  half  so  bright, 
When  Norah  leaves  old  Ireland,  for  she's  my  heart's  delight. 
Si-oKE.N.-SaylDgi-Cuoiius. 

1  could  not  help  the  scalding  tc.ir  that  trickled  down  my  cheek. 
Nor  keep  tjie  big  luini)  from  my  throat,  that  would  not  let  me  8i)cak. 
I  threw  my  arms  abotit  his  neck  and,  to  relieve  his  pain. 
Declared  that  I'd  return  to  him  and  Ireland  once  agaiu. 

Si-oKE-N.— Saying:- Cuouus. 


r 


There's  Is  No  Home  Like  My  Own. 

The  Wolds  and  Mu.'<ic  of  this  .Song  will  Ih-  sent  to  any  address,  |>ost  iwid.on  receipt  of  40 
cent.";  or  this  and  any  t»o  other  .Songs  for  One  iHiIIar,  by  H.  J.  \\  chiiian,  V.V)  Park 
Jtow,  New  York  CUy.    Postage  StainiMS  taken  i 


L  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


In  the  wild  chamois  track. 

At  the  breaking  of  morn, 
With  a  himter's  pride,  o'er  the  mountain  side, 

We  are  led  by  the  Bound  of  the  Alpine  horn, 
Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la; 
Oh,  that  voice  to  me  is  a  voice  of  glee. 

Wherever  my  footsteps  roam; 
And  I  long  to  bound,  when  I  bear  that  souad, 

Agaiu  to  my  mountain  home. 

In  the  wild  chamois  track. 

At  the  break  of  morn, 
With  a  hunter's  pride,  o'er  the  mountain  side. 
We  are  led  by  the  sound  of  the  Alpine  horu, 
Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la, 
Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la.    ., 

I  have  crossed  the  proud  Alps, 

1  have  sailed  down  the  Rhone, 
And  there  is  no  spot  like  the  simple  cot. 

And  the  hill  and  the  valley  I  call  my  own, 
Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la; 
There  the  skies  are  bright. 

And  our  hearts  are  light,  our  bosoms  without  fear; 
For  our  toil  is  play  and  our  sport  the  fray 

With  the  motmtain  roe  or  the  forest  deer,      \   > 
Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la. 


Copyright,  18J1.  by  John  F.  Ellis  *  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid ,  on  receipt  of  i 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  W  ehman,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casii  for  all  our  goods. 

v.  AVords  by  Wni.  D.  Hall.    Music  by  Fred  Medina. 


While  homeward  bound  one  Christmas  night  I  met  a  tiny  form. 

It  was  a  little  homeless  lad  out  iu  the  winter's  storm; 

The  baby  feet  were  bare  and  blue  that  tramped  from  door  to  door. 

To  try  and  l)eg  a  few  i>euce  as  oft  he'd  done  before. 

A  tattered  bunch  of  rags  and  strings  that  none  would  ever  mtos,  " 

Two  little  sunken  cheeks  so  pale  that  never  knew  a  kiss. 

Two  pleading,  tearful  eyes  so  red;  he  cried  for  foo<l  to  eat,  ^  -■_' 

A  homeless  child  that  knew  uo  bed,  an  outcast  iu  the  street. 

Cuonus. 
A  tattered  bunch  of  rags  nublest,  unshod,  unwashed,  uncombed; 
A  little  form  that  knew  no  rest,  wherever  he  had  roamed; 
Loved  by  none  beneath  the  sun,  his  poor  heart  knew  uo  joy; 
■; '     No  gentle  friends,  not  even  one,  had  this  poor  In'ggar  boy, 
'•  Ilad  this  poor  beggar  boy. 

I  watched  the  trembling,  feeble  steps  that  sadly  moved  away; 

A  little  bunch  of  misery  that  knew  no  Christmas  day.  - 

The  world  about  him  seemed  so  bright,  for  ev'ry where  he'd  BJe 

A  group  of  happy  little  ones  around  a  glitt'riug  tree. 

He  knelt  Ix-'ueath  a  window  and  offered  up  a  prayer 

That  God  might  come  and  take  him  up  above  to  mother  dear. 

His  prayer  was  heard  and  answered,  for  next  morn,  at  break  of  day. 

There  lay  the  little  sufferer,  but  life  had  passed  away.— Chokub, 

Next  moiining  all  the  paj)cre  told  of  how  a  boy  was  found 

Beneath  a  mansion  window-ledge,  fast  frozen  to  the  ground. 

I  read  it  to  iny  little  ones,  it's  sadness  made  them  cry,  '      ., 

And  even  now  the  thought  of  il  brings  sadness  to  my  eye. 

It  was  a  seeue  of  mis'ry  I  never  shall  forget. 

And  all  my  thoughts  in  future  will  be  tinned  with  vain  regret. 

But  in  the  graveyard  corner  there's  a  tomb  none  would  destroy. 

Which  bears  tliese  words  ujkju  its  scroll,  '•  Itesthere,  thou  beggar  boy."— CHO. 


;?  ♦:] 


I  Wish  He  Were  Here  To-Night. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Geo.  M.  Klenk  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Mualc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otiier  Songs  forOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Welinian,  130  Park         I 
Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Juhan  Holmes.    Music  by  Henry  F.  Sniilli. 


A  father  and  son  had  a  quarrel  one  day. 

And  the  father  iu  rage  struck  the  son. 
The  mother,  courageously  shielding  her  boy, 

Blamed  Uie  father  for  what  he  had  done. 
The  spirited  boy  liastencd  out  of  the  house. 

And  ill  anger  from  home  ran  away. 
His  sorrowing  mother,  lamenting  him,  said, 

As  she  thought  of  her  boy  uiglit  and  day: 

CUORUS. 

"  Mv  bonny  Iwy  is  away  from  his  home, 
I  know  tFiat  he's  battling  for  right; 

I'd  give  all  the  world  to  see  him  again, 
I  wish  he  were  here  to-night." 

The  father  repented  the  act  he  had  done, 

For  his  boy  then  he  sought  far  and  near. 
The  heart-broken  mother  was  mourning  at  homo 

For  the  one  that  was  always  her  cheer; 
For  no  one  could  cull  her  "  Dear  mother''  again. 

And  lie  ever  found  close  by  her  side. 
She  wept  for  her  boy  with  a  true  mother's  grief. 

As  she  oft  iu  her  loueiiuess  cried;— ChwRUs. 

For  off,  in  a  land  that  is  over  the  sea, 

There's  a  boy  struggling  hard  for  hie  life. 
Be  misses  the  fond  mother's  voice  that  would  aid 

And  encourage  him  on  in  his  strife. 
But  now  he  is  wand'ring  unloved  and  unknown. 

For  his  fondly  loved  mother  is  dead. 
But  with  her  last  breath  she  was  praying  for  him. 

And  these  were  the  last  v.ords  that  she  said:— CaoBUB. 


— Dignified  Mamma:  "When  that  j^oung  man  left  you  last  night, 
I  beard  something  which  sounded  like  a  kiss."  Dignified  Daugh- 
ter: "  Did  you?  How  does  a  kiss  sound,  mainmaf " 

— Precious  Boy:  "  Pa,  ■what  is  the  difference  between  baby  and 
our  old  cow?"  Cautious  Father:  "I  give  it  up,  Frank."  Boy: 
"  The  old  cow  drinks  water  and  makes  milk,  and  baby — doesn't." 

— A  mother  (to  her  bo}-):  "Master  Tom,  stand  in  the  corner." 
Master  Tom:  "  Wot  fur?"  His  Mother:  "Because  you're  a  bad 
boy."  jSIaster  Tom:  "  Can't  I  Ije  a  bad  boy  standin'  here  just  as 
well?"  

— Miss  Snapper:  "  Stop  the  car!  I  won't  ride  if  I  can't  have  a  ! 
seat."    Conductor  (with  an  air  of  gentle  reproach):  "  I  have  to 
stand  up  all  day,  ma'am."     "  Yes,  but  you  don't  have  to  pay  five 
cents  a  trip  for  it." 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.  31 


KEEP    ON    KISSINa    ME. 

Copyright,  1876,  by  F.  Blumf. 

The  Wordi  and  Music  of  tliln  Soiiu  will  be  »*nt  to  any  a»J<lrow,  purt-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

centK;  or  thin  and  any  two  otiier  Soiiitu  forOne  Hollar,  by  II.  J.  \\  elinian,  130  Parit 

Kuw,  New  Yorlt  City.     I'lWtJme  .Sfcuiip*  taken  wiim-  ai<  c-«j<h  fur  all  our  icoods. 


I 


Written  and  Armnired  by  Kollin  llowanl. 


Well,  there,  now:  UUl  you  ever?  ma  pujs  liii  (Ireailfiil  boJd, 
Because  wheii  men  coiiie  cimrtUif;  I'm  not  re!<erv\l  or  cold; 
Now    (reutd,  pray  tell  me,  would  you  have  mr  make  a  face  that's  wry? 
Or  when  you  a.-'k  me  ouce  to  kiss  you,  like  a  fool  to  cry? 
Spoken— No,  no!  I'm  sure  you  would  rather  I'd  say: 

C'HORL'8. 
Keep  on  kissing  me,  keep  on  kissing  me,  bless  me.  Bob,  don't  he  so  shy; 
Keep  on  kiseiug-me,  keep  ou  kis-fing  ine,  once  more  only,  love,  to  try; 
Keep  on  kifsinj^  me,  keep  on  kissinK  me,  'tis  the  lieiglit  of  true  love's  bliss; 
Keep  on  kiseiuj;  me,  keep  ou  kiseiu)?  me,  no  joy  e<|uals  love's  foud  kiss. 

Bob  gays  not  to  rain:l  mother;  when  she  was  young  like  me 
She  ne'er  thouRht  men  a  bother,  or  married  would  not  be; 
And  so  1  thoBght  if  men  would  follow.  Id  ni>t  say  lli»-m  nay. 
Xor  for  my  i»other  or  any  other  bid  them  turn  away. 
Spoken— But  I've  made  up  my  mind  that  when  the  riijht  one  comes  alonj; 
I'll  e«y:— Chobls. 

I  think  that  Bob  means  business,  tho'  not  much  yet  he's  said. 

But  truly  from  his  actions  I  think  he  means  to  wed; 

Now  should  he  ask  me  If  III  have  him,  I'll  not  bid  him  wait. 

And  say  the  sea  holds  plenty  tishes.  for  oft  we  lofee  our  bait. 
Spokbv— Oh!  yes,  I  tell  you.  these  piddy  Kirls  who  keen  on  saving,  "There's 
just  as  cood  rtsh  in  the  s«-a  as  ever  were  caught,"  they  forget  that  sometimes 
they  lose  their  bait.    Not  for  me!  oh,  no:  111  continue  saying:— Cuoufs. 

.  ^.>   , / 


If  You  Love  Me,  Darling,  Tell  Me 
With  Your  Eyes. 

Copyrii?lit,  IW,  by  John  F.  Ellis  fi  Co. 

I  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  nddrew.  p<M^^paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

centc'  ortliisandany  twootb'T  SoHK^forone  Itoilur.by  II.  J.  \Nrlinian,  IM  rark 

Row,  New  Yortc  City.     I'oMtaKe  StamiM  taken  saiiif  ax  uaMli  for  all  our  icoods. 

Words  by  Samutl  Mlntnrn  I'eok.    Music  by  Hub»>ard  T.  Smith. 

Thro*  tiie  gloaming  chilly  falls  the  silent  snow, 
Like  a  6hattere<l  lily  drifting  to  and  fro; 
Yet  iM'side  our  ingle  summer  dreams  arise; 
If  you  love  me,  darling,  tell  me  with  your  eyes. 

Chorus. 

Listen  to  mv  pleading— speak,  dark  eyes  of  blue; 
Lift  vour  dusky  lashes,  let  the  love  light  through; 
Be  no  promise  spoken;  breathe  no  bTokcn  sighs; 
If  you  love  uie,  darling,  a-ll  me  with  your  eyes. 

Fires  that  burn  in  quiet  long  and  brightly  glow, 

Flaineii  that  rush  and  riot  soon  to  ashes  go; 

Lips  that  move  not  often  whc-ii  tliey  lovi-  are  wise; 

If  you  love  me,  darling,  tell  mu  wiili  your  eyes.— t'HOitfS. 

There  lire  none  to  listen,  yet  why  should  wc  siHink? 
When  soft  glances  glisten  whisi)ered  wonls  are  weak. 
We  wh|[)  know  love's  shence  need  no  low  replies; 
If  you  love  me,  darling,  tell  me  with  your  eyes.— t'uoiius. 


I  CUPID, 

CopyrlRht,  llWl,  by  Fr.ink  HardinK. 

The  Word*  and  Mu."'ie  of  thi*  Sonu  will  l>o  sent  t«>  any  aildrewi.  jHwt-paid,  on  receipt  of  «0 
'         cent*   or  this  and  any  two  other  S.init!i  for  unf  liollar,  by  If.  J.  Wehinan.  130  I'ark 
Kow,  New  York  City.     HosUtfe  .SlainfM  taken  ,s»nie  a.~  vaA\  for  all  our  Koods. 

Words  by  Charles  OslKirne.    .Music  by  J.  II.  MaeCann. 

Cnpid  is  the  little  f;o<l  of  love,  cupi<l  is  a  rascal,  I'm  afraid; 

How  he  lifts  his  tender  darts. 

And  he  aims  at  human  heaits. 
Then  he  laughs  at  all  the  havoc  he  has  made; 

And  yet  we  kiss  the  hand  that  gave  the  loving  blow. 

Because  we  understand  it  was  ever  so. 

CHORL'8. 

,        Cupid  is  the  little  God  of  love,  cupid  is  a  rascal,  I'm  afraid; 
Ho\»  he  lifts  his  tender  darts. 
And  he  aims  at  human  hearts. 
Then  be  laughs  at  all  the  havoc  he  has  made. 

Cnpid  is  imperial  in  his  ways,  welcomed  by  the  highest  and  the  low; 

In  the  palace  or  the  cot  - 

Well,  it  really  matters  not— 
He  Is  always  on  the  watch  to  deal  the  blow, 

For  he  never  sleeps,  whate'er  may  l>e  the  hour,  [Break.] 

But  on  Ihe  watch  he  jReps  till  we  admit  his  power.— Break  &  Cho. 


—Mrs.  Binks:  "  Oh,  Johnny,  you  nuu^'hty  little  boy!  The  Itlea 
t  of  your  chewing  tobacco!"  Johnny:  "Honest,  I  ain't,  ma.  I 
)  was  bad  in  sdiool  to-day,  so  teacher  inade  me  put  this  iu  my 
I  mouth  to  get  me  sick,  for  a  punishment." 


STOP     DAT     CAR. 

CopyriKht,  1M«,  by  Chas.  1).  Blake  *  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tbis  Hong  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  <0  I 

cent«:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hoiiks  for  One  iHillar,  by  H.  J.  AVeliman,  190  Park 

Row,  New  York  I'ity.     t'oxtuKe  HtainpH  taken  Haniu  aH  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Thomas  .Iddl.son.    Music  by  J.  W.  Wtieeier. 

Stop  dat  car!  stop  dat  car! 
I  want  to  take  a  ride 
With  Maria  by  my  side — 

Stop  dat  car:  slop  dat  carl 
An'  enjoy  eb'ry  sight 
'For  de  falling  of  de  night — 

So  you  hur,  do  yon  liar. 

Whoa  dar,  stop  dat  car! 

Kkkrain. 
Hoi'  your  horses  dur     will  you  stop  dat  car? 

Dh,  when  our  hearts  are  free  from  care, 
1  And  we  had  a  day  to  spare, 

I)f)u"t  we  niggurs  cut  a  dash? 

Don't  we  lay  out  all  our  cash? 

Don't  we  niggers  cut  a  dash  y 

Don't  we  lay  out  all  our  cash? 
Whoa  dar,  driver,  whoa  dar; 
Why  don't  you  stojt  dat  tar? 

Stop  dat  cat!  stop  dat  carl 
It  only  costs  a  dime 
An'  we're  bound  to  hah  a  time— 

Sto])datcar!  stop  dat  car! 
We  ain't  iio  common  trash. 
We've  a  pocket  full  of  cash  — 

So  you  hur,  do  you  har. 

Whoa  dar?  stop  dat  car.— Rbfraih. 

Stop  dut  car!  stop  dat  car! 
We're  black,  hut  den  we  pay 
Eb'ry  inch  upon  our  way — 

Stop  dut  car;  stop  dat  carl 
An'  to  ride  we've  got  a  right 
Just  as  go»Kl  as  any  while— 

So  you  har,  do  you  har. 

Whoa  dary  stop  dot  carl— Rcfraim. 


•^^ 
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THE   LITTLE  HOUSEHOLD  KING. 

Copyright,  1S91,  by  Scott  WiuliiuKton  A  Ca 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  l>e  xtiut  to  any  address,  postrpaid.on  receipt  of  iO 
cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Sontfs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  \Vehniaii,l:iO  Turk         I 
Kow,  New  York  City.    Fostatce  .stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  itouds.  | 


Words  by  W.  1).  HaJI.    .Music  by  Fred  Sylva. 


There's  a  little  woo<len  cradle  resting  in  our  attic  high 

In  wliich  long  hours  I  have  often  sj^nt; 
But  now  1  look  upon  it  with  a  momentary  sigh. 

And  1  think  of  when  I  was  its  occupant. 
The  chair  that  stoiKl  beside  it  has  been  vacant  many  years, 

.\nd  silter  webs  stretched  o'er  its  rounds  I  see, 
Whi(  li  wakens  golden  memories  and  tills  my  eyes  with  tears. 

For  it  brings  to  mind  this  old-time  melody: 

Lcixaby. 
Close  your  little  drowsy  eyes,  now  don't  you  dare  to  peep. 
And  I  will  guard  your  little  crib  while  you  are  asleep; 
Angels  will  watch  o'er  thee  until  the  morrow  gleams. 
So  close  your  eyes,  my  precious  prize,  for  that  sweet  land  of  dreams. 

That  cradle  was  my  empire— a  most  pleasant  one  to  me,  I'll  own — 

And  1  was  classed  the  little  reigning  king; 
My  rattle  uns  my  sceptre,  and  a  pillow  was  my  throne. 

Near  which  my  mother  used  to  sit  anil  sing. 
My  tiny,  golden  tresses  acted  as  a  golden  crown. 

And  my  court-diKss  was  a  tmliyskirt  (piite  long; 
But  ev'ry  night  my  power  I  resigned  without  a  frown. 

As  I'd  hear  this  old  familiar  cradrc  song:  -Lullaby.. 


:  i\ 


/ 


ANSWER? 


/ 


CopyriRlit.  1HM.\  by  Ilalmer  A;  Wcl)cr. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sodr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40  I 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SoiiKMfurOue  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park         i 
ilow.  New  York  City.    Fostatce  .Stunips  taken  same  as  cosh  (or  all  our  KOod*. 

Composed  by  Alfred  (J.  Kobyn. 

Could  you  but  read,  my  love,  this  heart  of  mine. 

You'd  find  a  wondrous  story  written  there; 
It  is  the  tale  my  lips  would  frame  to  thee 

If  I  but  daie,  if  i  but  dare; 
The  tale  of  one  unto  whose  s«»nl  was  Ijorne 

An  angel  s  whisper,  soft  as  summer's  wind, 
"There  is  a  heart  which  heaven  has  made  for  thee, 

Uo  forth  and  tind,  go  forth  and  find; 
There  is  a  heart  which  heaven  has  made  for  thee. 

Go  forth  and  find,  go  forth  and  flud."  '    ' 

The  tale  of  one  who  wandered  over  earth 

By  land  and  sea,  by  home  and  foreign  shore, 
Until  into  your  eyes  he  gazed  and  knew 

Uis  search  was  o'er,  his  search  was  o'er; 
Give  me,  my  love,  the  courage  then  to  speak 

All  that  of  which  I've  told  the  smallest  part; 
Let  but  your  eyes,  love,  bid  my  tongue  to  say. 

What's  in  my  heart,  what's  in  my  heart;  -   •, 

Let  but  your  eyes,  love,  bid  my  tongue  to  say,  • 

What's  in  my  heart,  what's  in  my  heart. 


Wm>m»>^i^  I.  .^juip)  J  »*  ■  ^  I      .,  n  irj.-.^^  <  ■ 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.    31. 


THE    IRISH    POKER-CLUB. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

ceiitB  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontfs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  V,  ehnian,  130  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    Postoge  Stamps  talcen  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Woi-ds  and  Music  by  Joe  Hart.  :.-...;; 

Twas  xtf>  in  Reily's  carrct.  ev'ry  Friday  night, 

Tlie  "teu-cent-limit'"  poker-club  would  gatlier; 
They  etarted  in  Ueceiuber — they  had  just  ten  members; 

You'll  And  them  there  in  rain  or  snowy  weallier; 
McDougel  wae  the  banker,  buttons  were  the  chips; 

A  dollar's  worth  he  gave  to  each  of  them. 
Withall  their  piijcs  well  lit,  to  pass  a  pleasant  night,   ; 

They'd  cut  the  cards  and  the  game  it  would  begin.     :  ^ 

Chorus.  .      - 

Sweeney  he  would  antic,  Rcily  then  would  deal,  - 

McSorley  was  the  bluffer  and  the  pot  he'd  try  to  steal; 
Caney  held  four  acec,  the  best  hand  in  the  poker, 
When  Keiley  eaid  you've  only  three,  sure,  the  other  one  is  the  joker. 

Poor  Casey  he  got  broke,  his  buttons  were  all  gone. 

But  quietly  he  eat  there  just  the  same; 
I've  an  idea  now  said  he,  his  face  lit  up  with  glee, 

I  know  how  I  can  still  stay  in  the  game; 
Then  he  took  out  his  jack-knife,  oiKjned  the  big  blade. 

And  kept  a  weather-eye  upon  the  rest. 
Then  he  began  to  cough  to  keep  from  getting  caught. 

And  he  cut  all  the  buttons  off  his  vest. 

Chorus.  ; 

Reilly  dropped  onto  him,  fighting  then  began. 

And  Casey  got  his  nose  between  the  teeth  of  Flaunigan; 

The  "  cops  '^  came  in  and  "  pulled  "  them,  such  ructions  they  did 

>o  more  at  i>oker  will  they  play  again  for  thirty  days. 


raise. 


MR.    MULCAHEY,    ESQUIRE. 

•i     \     .  Copyright,  1885,  by  W.  F.  Shaw.  . 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sour  "ill  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  city,    l-oslage  Stamps  taken  saiuea*  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

AVord.s  and  Music  by  C.  Fnuik  Horn. 


From  Antrim  I  came,  Mulcahcy's  my  name. 

With  IK-nnis  in  front,  do  you  see? 
I'm  a  man  of  fine  stvle,  you'd  travel  a  mile 

And  not  find  anotlier  like  me; 
To  greatness  1  always  aspire. 
And  I  think  I  will  reach  my  desire; 

On  account  of  my  tone,  I  always  am  known 
As  Mister  Mulcahey,  Esquire. 

Chorus.  - 

Gay  and  free,  there's  none  like  me;  in  society  no  one  stands  higher, 
And  the  people  cry  as  1  pass  by,  there  goes  Mister  Mulcuhey,  Lequi 

With  a  goml  intent,  on  politics  bent, 
•  I  called  at  the  White  Ilouse  one  day. 

But  the  man  at  the  door  told  me,  with  a  roar. 

That  the  "  Micks"  must  keep  out  of  the  way; 
But  him  down  the  steps  I  did  lire, 
Where  I  hope  he  got  over  his  ire; 

When  Cleveland  I  spied,  "Arrah,  Grovcr,"  I  cried, 
I  am  Mister  Mulcahey,  Esquire.— Chorus. 

Tho' good  at  a  speech,  I  did  overreach 
■    '  Myself  oue  fine  evening  just  past. 

When,  in  accent*  quite  loud,  I  said  to  the  crowd, 

•'  My  friends  we  arc  living  too  fast," 
But  the  jHJople  cried  out,  you're  a  liar,  :? 

As  they  trampled  me  into  the  mire; 

Then  some  one,  alack!  put  this  card  on  my  Iwck, 
This  ie  Mister  Mulcahey,  Esquire.— Chorus. 


uire. 


THE    FROST    UPON    THE    PANE. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  T.  B.  Harms  <k  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    PostageStampstakensaineascasbfor  all  our  goods. 

Written  by  Uichnrd  F.  CarrolL    Composed  by  Frederic  Solomon. 

The  winter  world  was  clad  in  white,  the  window-jwines  with  frost. 
As  in  my  chiiir  that  silent  night  I  dreamed  of  hopes  that  were  lost. 
I  idly  scratched  the  window-panes,  drew  fancy  pictures  free 
Of  the  past  that  could  never  come  back  again,  hopes  lost  fore'er  to  me! 

Refrain. 

A  fair-faced,  brown-hair'd  lady;  a  laughing,  prattling  child; 
A  sweetly-pretty  picture,  drawn  by  my  fancy  wild;  * 

Dreams  of  the  joys  before  me— had  my  life  commenced  again? 
I  saw  there  in  those  pictures  in  the  frost  upon  the  panel 

The  Bun  aroee  at  peep  o' day,  struck  thro' my  window-pane; 
The  melting  snow  was  washed  away,  my  hopes  were  dead  again. 
I  prayed  the  sun  to  hide  its  light,  the  frost  come  back  again. 
But  ah!  no  more  came  to  my  sight  those  pictures  on  the  panel 

Refrain. 
Through  the  sun-wash'd  windows  the  village  church  I  saw,.-  ■.. 
And  on  the  sward  beyond  it  a  silent  grave,  no  more;  ~  ,= , ' 

There  lie  both  wife  and  child,  my  earthly  hopes  and  aims, 
The  dear  ones  that  I'd  pictured  in  the  frost  upon  the  panel 


I    TRACED     HER    LITTLE     FOOT- 
STEPS   IN    THE    SNOW. 


Copyright,  1886,  by  Hill,  Jordan  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  I 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  'Wehiuau,  ISO  Pairk 
Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  ffoodi.  ' 

Words  by  Geo.  Ru.ssell  Jackson.    Music  by  C.  W.  Bennet. 

.;-    The  shades  of  night  had  fallen,  the  December  air  was  chill. 

When  mother  missed  sweet  Jennie  from  the  room. 
She  had  wandered  down  the  valley,  she  had  wandered  up  the  blTI, 

To  meet  her  papa  coming  through  the  gloom. 
Oh!  we  feared  to  lose  the  darling,  and  our  hearts  were  very  sore 

As  we  felt  the  chilly,  wintry  breezes  blow; 
Till  father  came  and  told  us  we  would  kk;  our  pet  once  more, 

For  he'd  trace  her  little  footsteps  in  the  snow. 

Chorus. 
Oh!  fast  our  tears  were  falling  as  we  sought  her  thro'  the  night. 
And  lioi>ed  to  find  our  little  one  before  the  morning  light; 
But  father  kept  rei)catiug,  as  we  wandered  to  and  ir<>:  .'  ■ '   :■■■ 

1*11  trace  the  little  footsteps  of  my  darling  in  the  snow.  *       ■ 

So  all  the  night  we  searched  for  her  until  the  light  of  dawn 

Its  coming  in  the  East  began  Xa  show. 
The  long,  long  hours  had  ended,  and  the  dreary  night  was  gone. 

But  we  found  no  little  footsteps  in  the  snow; 
And  our  hearts  were  almost  breaking  as  we  watched  the  rising  san 

Its  beams  upon  the  field  and  forest  tl#ow;  .    ... 

We  feared  her  voice  was  silent,  that  her  little  life  was  done,  »: 

And  we'd  never  find  her  footsteps  in  the  snow. — Chorus. 

But  at  dawn  we  saw  our  father  coming  quickly  up  the  lane, 

And  in  his  arms  he  held  our  pretty  vet. 
He  had  found  her  safe  and  sound,  and  we  saw  our  pride  again. 

Though  our  eyes  with  tears  of  joyfulness  were  wet; 
And  we  asked  him  how  he  found  her,  and  he  answered  with  a  emile. 

Though  tears  a-down  his  withered  cheeks  did  flow,    ., 
"I  knew  I'd  find  my  darling  in  a  very  little  while,  .-   " 

I  traced  her  little  footsteps  in  the  snow."— Chobcb. 
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THE     IRISH     STEW. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  w  ill  be  wnt  to  any  addresw,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  I 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  Y'urk  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Joe  Hart. 


A  week  ago  last  Friday  night,  I  never  will  forget, 

McCarthy  gave  a  christ'ning  of  his  youngest  child,  his  r>et; 

The  whiskey  it  flowed  freely  and  set  ev'rybodv  wild; 

Out  went  the  lights,  they  had  a  fight,  when  all  fell  on  the  child. 

Chorus. 
Murphy  looked  like  a  potato,  McFarland  like  a  carrot, 
O'Reilly  got  hit  with  a  dumpling,  and  they  flre<l  him  up  In  the  garret; 
O'Brien  got  hit  with  an  onion,  his  eyes  turned  black  and  blue; 
Now,  I  tell  you,  before  they  were  through  'twas  a  real  old  Irish  stew. 

Cora  Muldoon  put  on  more  airs  than  any  one  in  the  place; 

She  tried  to  dance  with  McKenna,  but  he  fell  and  broke  his  face; 

McCarthy  thought  his  daughter  Nell  with  McCormick  was  too  thick. 

So  he  struck  poor  "  Mac"  ou  the  top  of  his  head  with  a  great  big  walking-etick. 

Chorus. 

Fighting  commenced  again;  Casey's  face  looked  a  beet; 
McKenna  got  hit  with  a  cabbage  that  knocked  him  clean  off  his  feet; 
O'Grady  threw  a  cauliflower,  and  spuash  and  turnips  flew; 
McCarthy  got  wild  when  he  found  his  child  in  that  real  old  Iriah  etew. 

Old  Keilly  looked  down  from  the  garret,  said  he  I'd  like  to  cry: 

Casey,  do  me  a  favor,  send  me  up  my  other  eye;  ' 

McLaughlin  lost  his  new  false  teeth,  Fitzgerald  couldn't  walk; 

They  bound  Mulcahey 's  head  with  ice  in  a  bran-uew  table-cloth. 

;■■'■'"  ':/■:  '■•  Chorus.    ■".■.■:  .^ 

Pat  wae  sent  home  in  a  cart,  he  couldn't  see  at  all; 
And  when  they  found  old  McManus  he  was  under  the  mat  in  the  hall; 
O'Grady  was  out  in  the  woodshed,  and  Casey  in  the  flue; 
Oh,  they  forgot  to  christen  the  child  from  that  r«al  old  Irish  etew. 


— "  Willie,"  said  the  visitor,,>*^bat  is  your  ambition?"  "I'd 
like,"  said  tlie  boy,  pultim;,-<fown  bis  yellow-covered  story  of  tbe 
plains,  "  to  have  peop^tMren^blc  like  leaves  at  tbe  mere  meotioo 
of  my  name." 

—Two  Decided  Opinions. — One  day  a  pair  of  twin  babies  put 
in  an  appearance  at  Neighbor  Brown's.  Previous  to  the  advent 
of  the  twins  the  junior  portion  of  the  family  consisted  of  two  sons, 
aged  respectively  four  and  six  years.  When  the  lads  were  taken 
by  their  father  to  see  the  babies,  the  elder  Ixiy  seemed  much  dis- 
pleased and,  turning  to  his  father,  said:  "Oh,  papa,  take  them 
out  and  shoot  them  like  you  did  the  little  puppies  last  week." 
The  younger  boy  clapped  his  hands  and  cried:  "  Ain't  they  nice! 
Why  didn't  you  buy  a  whole  wagon-load,  papa?" — Gcnnmunieated  \ 
to  the  World. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  31 


I've  Worked  Eight  Hours  This  Day. 

Written  anjj  Compoo^d  by  Fi-lix  MoOU'iiiioii.    Siing  liy  MngK'*-'  ("H'le. 

I  The  Word*  and  Muslciof  tliU  S<intr  will  Ix-  m-ut  ti>  any  addivsii,  |>oKC-|>»id,  on  recflpt  of  10 
I         cents,  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Son^s  forUno  lUiIlar,  hy  II.  J.  Wclunan,  I'M  I'lirk 
lion,  Ntfw  VoriB  City.    I'uiitnge  iitanipH  taken  Ntine  ai)  ciu>h  for  all  uiir  tcoodit. 

Have  ye  heard  the  nilo,  iiif  lioyn;  tlu-.  hiU'»t  ruU-.  me  boys? 

Yc  iniii»tii"t  work  inort-  tluiii  tight  Iu)ur8  any  day  or  eUe  you're  flucd; 
Eiu'lit  hours"  work  a  day,  then  etght  hours  to  I'lay, 

Ve  niuet  work  no  more,  d'ye  mind? 
Pat  had  a  hod  of  brickt*  to-nii:ht,  'twas  etrikint;  cis, 

The  ton  of  the  ladder  he  wan  on.  but  wouldn't  lave  thiiu  tliiu. 
He  wouliiu't  work  overtime,  for  that  wud  be  a  criiue, 

Says  he,  "I'll  carry  tliim  down  agiu— 

/  Ciioiir!". 

*'  For  I've  worked  eif;ht  houri*  this  day. 
And  I  ihiuk  I've  eaiiuil  niy  pay;  " 
.   '         Whin  the  elock  striuki^ix  he  luk  down  the  bricks, 
lie  wouldu'l  worii  half  a  minute  louder. 

Patsey  Mulligan  lant  night  got  full  acin. 

He  came  home  drunk  at  two  o'clock  a.  m.  and  made  a  din; 
lie  kicked  at  tlie  dure,  he  did;  jumped  on  the  llure,  he  did, 

iShouted,  "Bridget,  let  nie  in!  ' 
She  heard  the  phiiidy  and  t-lie  ojK-ued  the  winily. 

And  t»y»  die,  "Is  that  you.  Tat*"  Says  he,  "Sure,  I'm  wet  to  the  skin." 
Says  shf,  "  I  in  sorry,  i'at,  but  till  to-iuorry,  Pat, 

Me  darling,  1  can  t  let  yc  in— 

C'JIORI'S. 

"  For  I've  worketljeiitlit  hours  this  day. 
And  I  tliihk  I've  i-arucd  my  paj  ; 
Ye  can  stop  out  there  in  the  ram  and  sweur, 
I  wont  work  half  a  miiiul*;  longer." 

Barney  Brockcy  was  me  fav'rite  j(Kkey, 

And  whme'er  he  rode  a  horror,  I  had  mc  bottom  dollar  uu. 
He  was  a  flier  and  a  good  ould  trier. 

Wan  day  I  uoi  ten  to  wan. 
Me  (piids  1  parted  ami  the  horses  started; 

Tiny  ran  like  thf  divil  up  to  t.  n  jards  from  the  wiuniug-i>o«t. 
Then  he  siopjied,  l>edad;  1  iiiMrly  dropped,  l)edad. 

Says  he,  "To-morrow  111  finish  this  race— 

CuoKfs. 
"  For  I've  worked  eijlit  hours  this  day. 
And  I  think  I've  earned  my  pay; 

The  others  may  ]ins«,  let  my  horse  eat  grass,  "■. 

I  won't  work  half  a  minute  longer." 

Johnny  Ilooligan's  been  miule  a  fi>ol  agin: 

He  went  to  the  barbers  just  to  get  a  darenf  penny  shave; 
He'd  lovely  whiskers  on,  Donegal  wlii-kers  on. 

But  bairthat  barber  did  behave. 
He  soMjied  ami  lathered,  then  he  jawed  and  blathered; 

He  scraped  wan  side  of  .lohnny's  face  so  nice  and  clean  all  o'er; 
He  went  to  the  otiier  j:iw,  then  the  clock  he  saw. 

Says  he,  "To-morrow  I'll  liiiish  ^(mr  shave - 

Cnonis. 

"  For  I've  worked  eight  hours  this  day. 
And  I  think  I've  earned  my  pay; 
Lave  vour  whiskers  on  (ill  the  niornin',  John, 
1  won't  work  half  a  minute  longer." 

Now,  I  am  fiuiet  and  I  don't  like  riot. 

But  last  iiiitht  at  the  corner  of  the  street  a  man  came  up  to  mc. 
Says  he.  "  I'll  batter  ye,  bi -lad.  ill  scatter  ye," 

And  then  he  smashed  my  nose,  d'ye  see? 
His  li.-t  wiis  a  w  lioi)per,  so  I  called  out,  "Cojipef!  " 

Then  a  p'licejnan  i.'ral>l>ed  him,  and  says  he.  "  Me  boy,  I  have  yC  tight." 
Then  the  clock  did  <  hime,  says  he,  "  Luk  al  the  tunc, 

1  can't  lock  Uiis  man  up  to-night— 

t'HORfS. 

**  For  I've  worked  eiitht  hours  this  day. 
And  I  think  I've  earned  my  pay; 
Fttlaloo-tiiiir,  lini;.  put  yer  nose  in  a  slinj;, 
I  won't  work  half  a  ininiiie  iiuiger." 


OLD    PALS. 

Copyilplit.  I'<;h>.  t.y  Willie  W  ...Hl»ai-d  >V  t  V 

The  \V( into  and  Musloof  tliis  Si.iiifwill  1k'  xMit  to  any  mliln-ss.  poiit  paid,  on  reeetpt  of  Id 

cents,  or  llii.«  and  any  t"c>  otluT  .'^iMnr.-' forcne  |)i.li.ii-,  li>  M   .1.  Uelmian,  l:io  I'ark 

itow,  New  YiiikClty.     I'oMiMre  Staiiipstakiii  s-ani.- as  ea.-ili  forall  our  Koods. 

AVrilten  and  fonn«».  d  li.v  Harry  II<mI<-ii.     Ari'aiit:ed  i.y  John  S.  Ilaker. 

The  happiest  hours  in  man's  career  are  tho>e.  I  think,  he  sjiends 
With  genlal-heartetl.  honest  men.  who  claim  the  title.  "  Friends  1 '' 
We  meet  w  ith  many  new  ones.  l)ul,  as  on  the  i;ame  still  goes, 
Who  uiu  deny  the  Ijesl  of  all  we  ever  meet  aro  those  — 

C'lioiits. 
Old  pals,  dear  |>als.  pals  both  linn  and  triicl 
Tried  pals,  who  as  pals  have  always  lueii  to  you. 
Thro'  sun  ali<l  rain  still  the  saiin',  the  best  we  ever  knew 
Are  the  good  old  pals  who  never,  never  alter! 

When  Inck  goes  wr<in;r,  .-i."  oft  it  will,  acciuaintances  arc  few; 
We  look,  hut  only  look  in  vain,  for  thor-e  we  r)n<e  ihouL'ht  true; 
At  such  a  time  Hie  new  found  ones  \oiir  citiiipany  will  shun. 
[  Then  what  can  cheer  the  l.cart  up  more  than  just  to  meet  with  one.— C'hoki's. 

We  cannot  always  boM  the  cash,  misfortune  comes  to  all; 

One  day  we're  in  the  stirrups  and  next  go  to  the  wall; 

But  be  our  luck  the  go<Ml  or  Dad,  as  fortune's  die  may  cast. 

The  ones  we'll  always  cherish  and  stand  true  to  till  the  last:-CHORi's. 


WAIT    A    LITTLE    BIT. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliisSonir  will  be  wnttoany  address,  post-paid,  on  rrcrlpt  of  10  I 
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Wonis  by  Grace  Caileton.    Jlusic  hy  Carl  .'Milluc-kvr. 


Those  tailor-made  girls  are  perfection,  all  say, 

C»h,  my  I  oh,  my  I 
Their  forms  ev'ry  grace— that  is,  lovely  display — 

tiuess  why?  guess  w  h>  ? 
Just  sec  them  S(»ne  morning  before  they  go  out 

To  walk!  to  walk! 
Before  on  their  faces  they  earful ly  put 

The  chalk!  the  chalk! 
And  w hen  cotton-lined  and  with  bustle  entwined. 
If  then  to  wed  one  you  should  make  u\>  your  miad— 

Refrain. 

Wait  a  little  bit,  wait  a  little  bit; 

Don't  you  hasten  to  marry 
Is' ice  fashion-plates  of  the  latest  dates. 

But  for  some  real  girl  tarry. 
Wait  a  little  bit,  wait  a  little  bit;  • 

Don't  you  hasten  to  marry 
Nice  fashion-plates  of  the  latest  dates. 

But  for  some  real  girl  tarry. 

t>ociety  actresses  always  abouiul,  >  * 

Oh,  my!  oh,  iny! 
With  glowing  success  they  are  most  always  crowned. 

They're  fly!  they're  fly; 
At  lirst  they  get  stage-struck,  allho'  they  may  live 

At  ease!  at  ease! 
And  then  their  ambition's  the  artistic  world 

To  please!  to  please! 
Ten  lessons  or  so  to  learn  acting  they  go. 
But  ere  they  can  star  it  in  any  grand  suow— 

Kkkkain. 

Wait  a  little  bit,  wait  a  little  bit; 

Soon  you'll  tiiid  them  the  •' l)os.«es," 
And  all  the  rage,  when  the  dears  engage 

In  paiH-r-inade  divorces. 
Walt  a  little  bit,  wait  a  little  bit; 

Soon  you'll  find  them  the  •'  bosses," 
And  all  the  ra;;e,  w  hen  the  dears  engage 

111  paper-made  divorces. 

Most  girls  have  sweet  tempers  before  they  are  wed. 

Oh,  my!  oh,  my! 
They  won't  contiailict  you,  no  matter  what's  said, 

They're  shy  !  ijuite  shy! 
But  wait  till  the  honeymoon's  over  and  then 

Deny,  deny. 
The  "coin  "  that  they  ask  for,  or  don't  what  they  wish 

Supply!  supply! 
Then  if  yi'ii  can't  see  just  how  mad  thev  can  be. 
And  how  they  can  make  life  a  grand  juiiilee— 

Refrain. 

Wait  a  little  bit.  wait  a  little  bit; 

W.'iit  until  they  ha\e  captiin-d 
A  scented  noie  in  your  vest  or  coat, 

.■Xnd  then  they'lfbe  eiiraptureil.  I 

W.-iit  a  little  bit.  wait  a  little  bit; 

Wait  until  they  have  captured 
A  ^centcd  note  it',  your  vest  or  coat. 

And  then  they'lfbe  enraptured. 

Some  husbands,  at  home,  are  as  meek  as  a  lamb. 

Oh,  my!  so  shyl 
You  never  would  think  it  pretence  and  a  sham. 

Nor  1!  not  I! 
They  tell  their  wives  business  Is  keeping  them  out 

So  late.  st>  late  I 
The  simjile  ilears  pet  them,  bemoaning  their  fate. 

Sad  fate!  sad  fate! 
But  if  you  would  kiiow  where  those  poor  husbands  go. 
And  what  butiuess  it  is  that  keeps  ihcni  out  so — 

Refrain. 
Wait  a  little  bit,  wail  a  little  bit. 

Till  the  ballet  is  over; 
From  thai  siaL'e-door  they  will  then,  once  more, 

Kscort  some  girl  in  clover. 
Walt  a  little  bit.  wait  a  little  bit. 

Till  the  ballet  is  over. 
From  that  stiige-diM)r  they  will  then,  once  more, 

Escort  some  girl  in  clover. 


— A  Nice  Adjust uunt. —  '  IlyJrt^s  it  that  poet  fellow,  Bavcl)on.s, 
get.s  along  so  well  with  likXHC"/"  "  It's  very  simi>lt'.  She  can 
read  what  he  writes  atuWIetau  eat  whtit  she  cooks." 


— Ilis  Sj-Hjcially. — Dentist:  "  I  shtdl  have  to  charge  you  twenty- 
five  dollars  for  tliat  job."  Victim;  "  Mr.  Yaukem,  you  have  mis- 
taken your  inofc.s.sion.  You  ctiu  pull  a  man's  leg  better  than  you 
cau  pull  his  teeth." — CHoigo  Sitnrdoy  Ilerald. 


— Far  Knough. — Mamma-  "Have  you  washed  j'our  face, 
Johnny?"  .Johnny:  "Yes,  'm."  Mamma  "And  your  hands?" 
Johnny:  "Yep."'  Mamma:  "  And  your  neck?  "  Johnny:  "Aw, 
sec  heie,  ma,  1  ain't  a  angel." — Harper's  Basnr. 
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THE    MUSICAL    FLAT. 

Copyright,  1«»1,  by  Frank  Hardtnp. 
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Woi-ds  and  Music  by  Ed.  Bai-ry.    Sung  by  Miiggie  Cline. 


I  lately  moved  into  a  flat,  four  families  on  a  floor,  ■'     \  ' 

With  electric-bells  and  all  accommo<ialions;  '        . 

Every  family  iu  it  some  instrumem  they  play, 

Aud  with  mut<ic  they  have  drove  me  to  dictraction. 
There's  banjos,  lambouriiieH.  pianos,  uccordiouf, 

Every  kind  of  music,  I  declare; 
And  when  1  lay  me  down  to  sleep  from  working  hard  all  day. 

This  is  w bal'will  grate  upon  my  ear: 

CHORrs. 
The  fellow  on  the  top  floor,  he  plays  the  clarionet, 
Aud  the  family  underneath  me,  iliey  grind  the  ort:anette; 
McCarthv,  with  his  fiddle,  plays  the  ••  Wearing  of  the  Greeu," 
Aud  Muflis,'an'B  dau;:liter,  liosie,  plays  a  great  Dig  accordion. 

When  I  come  home  from  working  hard  and  sit  down  to  my  tay. 

To  take  a  little  comfort  after  labor. 
The  fellow  with  the  banjo,  he  then  l)egins  to  play, 

An<i  1  nearly  clioke  myself  with  a  potato. 
I  quickly  leave  the  block,  run  down  to  the  dock. 

Gaze  contentedly  out  on  the  say. 
At  midnight  I  return  again,  and  fall  off  in  a  doze 

When  the  fellow  with  the  flute  begins  to  i>lay.— Cuonrs. 

Pat  Brady's  daughter,  Julia,  is  np  at  the  break  of  day 

To  practice  on  the  big  niauoforlay. 
The  march  they  call  Boulan^er  yoaU  hear  her  thump  and  play. 

Then  I  lose  tlie  apiwtite  1  had  so  hearty. 
I  kiuiw  I'll  have  to  shoot  the  fellow  with  the  flute. 

With  his  tidleidi  ludiLum  dida. 
A  new  family  just  come  .md  tlicir  boy  has  brought  a  drum. 

So  111  raise  my  carpets  "ind  I'll  move  away. 
Spoken-  For  1  never  could  stand— Cuonus. 


The  Old  Maseachnsetts'  Ninth. 

Ct^yrlght,  1880,  by  M.  p.  QaHiigber.  , , 


CASEY'S    BALL.      : 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Fnmk  Harding.  .      ,  . 
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Wolds  and  Music  by  Flora  Jlooiv. 


Michael  Casey  gave  a  party  at  a  tenement  up  the  street. 

And  for  siuuing  aiid  for  dancing  it  conldnt  well  be  Iwat. 

There  was  Brvan  O'Flynn  and  Widow  MtGlynu  .and  Thomas  Rafferty. 

Sure  we  were'wt-ll  represented  by  the  aristociacy, 

Thomas  M(H)re  got  on  the  floor  and  danced  .nn  Irish  reel. 

Bryan  O'Flynn  from  Widow  McGlynn  a  kiss  did  try  to  steal. 

The  whiskev  flowed  so  freely.  I  really  felt  quite  ill, 

Wheii  Piper  Claie  called  from  his  chair,  "  All  hands  for  a  quadril  e." 

C'Honfs. 
Alainaiid  Uft.  forward  foiir,  »  all  hands  aronud. 
There  wa*  fun,  whis-key  galore,  that  evening  to  be  found; 
Up  and  down  the  middle  ,  boys;   »  ladies,  take  your  places; 
\\e  danced  all  night  till  broad  daylight  down  at  Michael  Casey's. 

Oh,  we  danced  till  dav  was  dawning— the  crowd  did  clear  away. 

And  such  swelled  heads  that  morning  yotid  not  find  in  a  day; 

Such  laughing  and  such  cheering  and  such  shouting  as  weie  there. 

When  Misses  Casey,  just  for  fun.  kissed  old  V\\^r  Clare. 

She  ilirew  her  arms  around  his  neck  and  gave  him  such  a  squeeze. 

We  nearly  all  died  laughing,  for  it  made  the  old  man  f^neeze. 

fiood-bye,  girls;  good-byei  boys;  aud  good-bye.  one  and  all; 

1  haven't  had  such  fun  since  then  as  I  had  at  Casey's  ball.— Chorvs. 


•  All  shoat. 


I  Am  Waiting  at  the  Door,  Mary  Ann. 

The  Words  and  MmkIo  of  thin  Song  will  be  wiit  lo  any  address,  i>ost-^>aid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tins  and  any  two  other  SoiigsforOiie  l>ollar,by  H.  J.  Wehman,  180  Park 
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No  rose  that  blows,  or  flower  that  grows,  smells  half  so  sweet  lo  me 

As  the  girl  to  whom  I  hope  that  I  will  shortly  married  be; 

Her  father  said  his  girl  should  wed  a  man  of  high  degree; 

Aud  be  makes  full  sure,  when  he  locks  his  door,  his  daughter  I  shan't  eee. 

Ciioncs. 
I  am  waiting  at  the  door,  Mary  Ann,  Mary  Ann! 
Where  I've  often  been  before,  Mary  Ann,  Mary  Ann! 
If  your  father's  in,  come  out 
And  we'll  lake  a  stroll  about; 

If  he's  not,  then  I'll  come  in.  Mary  Ann,  Mary  Ann! 
If  he'8  not,  then  Kll  come  in,  Mary  Ann,  Mary  Ann! 

I  like  her  father  well  enough,  but  he  does  not  care  for  me. 

And  he  won't  lei  Mary  Anu«njoy  her  eweelheart's  companee; 

So  I  wait  about  the  bouse  all  day,  and  when  the  night  comes  round. 

Right  full  of  love  for  iny  turtle-dove  on  the  doorstep  I  am  found.— Chorus. 

I  wish  I  was  a  sailor  bold,  that  ploughs  the  angry  sea. 

Or  a  great  big  gilded  drnuimer  in  the  Royal  Artilleree—  ■•. 

I  would  go  straight  to  her  father's  house,  like  a  noble  of  the  laml, 

Aud  I'd  say,  "  Proud  sir,  I  will  not  stir  "  till  I  gain  your  daughter's  hand.— Cbo. 


The  'Words  and  Xudc  of  this  Sonp  will  be  f>ent  to  any  address,  paat-jpaid,  on  r«ortpt  of  M 

cent*;  or  this  aud  any  two  other  Songs  lor  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  19u  Pkrk 

Kow,  New  York  City     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  caah  foraill  our  (ootfa, 

'        ':  Words  aud  Music  by  M.  P.  Gallagher. 

We're  members  of  the  old  Ninth  Massachuaette'  Volunteera,       ' 

Who  fought  so  bravely  for  the  Union's  right.  .  >     ■' 

;.  At  the  nation's  call  w-e  responded  one  and  all,  .■■  }' .'.     .  vv 

And  showed  them  how  brave  Irish  l>oys  could  fight. 
The  old  Ninth  it  did  nobly,  its  name  is  famous  sliil,  -.•''. 

Composed  of  Irish  boys  so  brave  aud  true; 
Colonel  Cass  was  our  commander,  there  was  not  a  man  looked  grander. 

As  to  the  old  Bay  State  we  bid  adieu. 

Chorus. 
We  were  met  with  shot  and  shell. 
Many 's  the  brave  hero  fell; 
When  we  heard  the  rebel's  yell, 
.  J  'Twas  then  we  made  our  charge;  .     '. 

Face  to  face  we  met  the  foe. 
Blood  like  water  it  did  flow; 
Gave  shot  for  shot,  and  blow  for  blow. 
The  old  Massachusetts' Ninth. 

RKfRAIN.  •     , 

.We  march  to  the  fife  and  the  drum; 
When  we  inarch,  march  on  to  glory. 
With  our  green  flag  flying  high,  U  was  victory  or  die. 
Our  records  tell  the  story. 

Twas  then  we  joined  the  army  of  our  gallant  Little  Mac, 

We  had  no  coward  in  our  gallant  band. 
Irish  hearts  so  true  beat  beneath  each  coat  of  blue. 

The  foe  we  faced  together,  hand  in  hand. 
The  biiys  all  did  their  duty,  they  won  their  laurels  fair, 

'Twas  few  of  us  were  left  the  talc  to  tell. 
At  the  battle  of  Malvern  Uill,  'twas  there  we  gave  the  "  Rebs"  their  fill. 

That's  the  battle  where  our  brave  commander  fell.— Cho.  &  Rkpkain. 

Tiic  blue  and  gray's  united  now,  and  peace  reigns  o'er  our  laud; 

The  black  and  white  men  they  have  equal  rights. 
"  Forget  and  forgive,"  that's  our  maxim  while  we  live, 

We'll  honor  but  one  flag,  the  stars  and  stri{>es. 
The  swoid  and  gnu  we'\e  laid  away,  we  hoj>e,  for  evermore — 

All  honors  to  the  heroes  that  are  dead. 
Many  brave  men  pass'd  away  that  wore  the  suit  of  Southern  gray, 

Aud  nevermore  to  battle  will  be  led. — Cho.  &,  Refuain. 


WIDOW    CLANCY'S    PARTY. 

Copyright,  188U,  by  Mrs.  I'auUne  Lieder. 
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By  Jim  O'Neil  and  Jack  Conn >y.    Arranged  by  Ned  Straight. 

IIow  arc  you's  one  and  all?  sure  we  thought  we'd  make  a  call 

And  tell  yuu  all  about  the  widow's  party: 
'Twas  at  P.ithogora's  Hall  we  gave  a  break-down  ball 

And  invited  all  Ilie  young  folks  gay  and  hearty; 
There  was  handsome  Paddy  Grace,  sure,  he's  now  on  the  police, 

lie  was  put  there  by  a  political  party. 
He  came  from  County  Cork  to  the  City  of  New  York; 
lie  joked  aud  sang  aud  made  us  laugh  so  hearty. 

Chorus. 
,    .  All,  the  charming  Widow  Clancy, 

She  was  any  man's  fancy; 
She  was  a  rtiieut  talker 
;  And  a  rattling  six-day  walker. 

And  a  Venus  is  the  cliarmiiig  Widow  Clancy. 

McGinn  sang  "  Pinafore"  'till  his  throat  was  very  sore. 

And  "Little  Dundeen,"  sang  bv  Smith  so  sweetly; 
Crosby  sang  a  little  ditty,  the  girls  all  called  him  witty, 
/  And  McGiiftin  done  an  Irisii  jig  so  neatly. 

Flynn  sang  "  Dancing  on  the  Green."  alto  "  She's  a  Fairy  Queen"; 

Flood  sang  "Hold  the  Fort  for  We're  the  Strongest  Party  "; 
And  Murphy  and  Tim  Lang  done  the  "  Lackawanna  Gang," 

Down  at  the  charming  Widow  Clancy's  parly.— Chorus. 

As  it  was  growing  late,  sure,  we  thought  'twas  time  to  ate; 

We  went  ill  two-by-two's  down  to  the  supper; 
We  were  hardly  seated  right  when  there  was  a  fearful  fight, 

For  McGiiiiiis  ewore  the  whiskey  was  all  water; 
All  around  'twas  hand-and-hand,  and  they  nearly  killed  the  bond, 

When  in  siep'd  the  famous  iKJxer,  .Mike  McCarthy; 
He  swore  by  jKiw'rs  above  that  he'd  just  put  on  the  glove* 

Aud  clear  out  ev'ry  sucker  in  the  party.— CHOKirs.  >■ 

Ik^"  isn't  it  funny  that 

cing  baby?  "  "  W  by  do 

e<l  his  mother.     "Because, 

luorniiig,  he  didn't  bounce 


— "  Say,  ma,"  remarked   tiie  small 
everybody  calls  my  little  brother  a 
you  think  it  is  fuuuy,  NViliiamV  "  ret 
when  I  dropped  him  on  the 
abit." 


—A  Silly  Question. — "  May  I  have  the  honor  to  conduct  your 
daughter  to  the  supper-table?"  asked  a  society  gentleman  of  a 
lady  from  the  country,  who  is  staying  with  some  friends  whom 
she  is  visiting.  ' '  May  you  take  her  to  supper?  "  was  the  response. 
"  Why,  of  course,  tuid  you  may  Uike  me  too.  That's  wliat  we 
came  here  for." — Texa»  Sifting*.     . 
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FOR    A    WEEK    OR    TWO. 

I  The  Words  and  Muxio  of  tl|i!i  Soiii;  will  bo  mmiI  to  nny  aililro.ss,  pi>!<t-|mi<l.  on  i'vccii>t  of  M 

centx:  or  thii«  and  any  t»i>  otiior  Si>ii|;!<  foione  I'ollar,  liy  M.  J.  Wi-luuaii,  |:!0  I'ark 

Kow,  New  Vurlcl'ity.    i'ustaKc  Stunipxtaki'M  Minif  ix»  caHli  loi'ull  uiir  Koudii. 

I've  Kot  an  ciigaKemciit'to  8in<;  at  tbitt  Imll, 

Not  for  loiiK,  for  a  weok  or  two. 
Thoiiuh  I  freely  a4liuit  that  the  t<nPry  ia  giiiall. 

Still  I'm  here  for  ii  week  or  two. 
You've  heanl  of  Siius  Ueeven,  a  >;reat  feimr  in  ho. 
But  a  far  nrfut*"''  tenor  before  yoii  you  hee. 
And  wheu  yon  have  heard  ine  you're  cvrtaiu  tu  Im 
Very  ill  for  a  week  or  two. 

I  don't  mean  for  good. 
lt't>  not  likely  I  should. 
Only  juf t  for  u  week  or  two. 

Some  gtrls  are  so  true  that  they  stick  to  one  man, 

Heart  and  foul,  for  a  week  or  tw o. 
They  nay  that  "  for<;et  him.  oh,  they  never  canl  "  , 

And  they  don't  for  a  week  or  two. 
If  you  ask  for  a  ki.-i",  the  dear  j;iil  slandi"  n'iha.Ht, 
And  cav!>  you  are  wirked  and  forward  and  f.-ift; 
If  you  kisD  her,  »he  like.'  it  and  wiriheo  'twould  last. 
Yummy,  yum!  for  u  week  or  two. 
Each  dear  little  misu 
Think)*  that  kistiinj,'  Sv^  h\\»^, 
Aud  would  hu;;  for  a  week  or  two. 

I  courted  a  ilear  s;irl  name  Julia  Gray 

On  my  knees  for  a  week  or  two. 
Then  married  and  to  the  ^"eiiside  went  away, 

Happy  nnin  for  a  wwk  or  two. 


lire; 


Some  fellowx  won't  marry,  they  don't  wish  to  splir 
They'd  >ret  married  at  once  if  tliey  took  my  advice; 
Marrleil  life  is  deli^'htful,  it's  <,'lorious,  it'-  nice. 
It's  am  jam  for  a  week  or  two. 

Your  wife  seems  a  love, 
"  She'^  an  anirel,  a  dove. 

All  your  own  for  a  week  or  two. 

Before  I  sing  here  all  my  songs,  I  rehearse 

Very  hard  for  a  week  or  two. 
And  I  know  that  a  pointed,  political  verse 

You'll  applaud  for  a  week  or  two. 
Some  s|)eak  of  Lord  Churchill  in  lanunnLre  unkind; 
They  say  he  is  foolish  becau-^e  he  resijjned. 
But  he's  better  than  some,  for  he  knows  his  own  miud. 
So  he  does  for  a  wt-ek  or  two. 

In  the  statesmanship  race 
He  took  Ik'aeonstleld's  place. 
Which  he  held  for  a  week  or  two. 

I  own  I've  not  been  on  good  terms  with  my  wife. 

Awful  rows,  for  u  week  or  two. 
In  fact,  we've  had  nouKhl  but  dissension  and  strife, 

Sv retched  home  for  a  week  or  t«o. 
My  wife  caught  me  kis.vjng  our  servant  i.'irl,Jane, 
And  "ructions  ensued,  tlio'  I  tried  to  explain. 
But  I've  promised  I  never  will  trouble  a>;aiu. 
And  I  won't  for  a  week  or  two. 
I'm  getting  too  warm, 
I'm  going  to  reform. 
I'll  be  good  for  a  week  or  two. 


OH!    TAKE    CARE    OF    IT. 


Suntf  by  Arthur  ('orn<-y. 


The  AVord.t  and  yii.'<ie  of  this  !)onir  will  he  sent  to  any  address.  noKt-imiil,  on  receipt  of  M 

CfiitK;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sou^h  f  >r  one  iHilliir,  by  ti.  J.  Wiliinun,  I3U  Park 

Kuw,  New  York  ( 'ity.     I'ustat{e  Stamps  taken  .Miknie  a.s  eiuxh  fur  all  our  goods. 


A  careful  man  I've  always  been,  cared  for  myself,  you  sec; 
But  I  have  lately  married,  and  the  wife  takes  care  of  me; 
Man  feels  much  more  respectable  when  t'upid's  knot  is  tied; 
So  if  a  loving  heart  roils  by,  with  a  pretty  girl  outside— 

Caonrs. 

Oh.  take  care  of  it!  oh,  take  care  of  it! 

Though  to  see  you  hol<l  it  tisflit  will  make  the  ]>cople  smile. 
Oh,  take  care  of  it!  oh,  take  care  of  it! 

You'll  find  that  with  a  little  care  'twill  last  j-nu  such  a  while. 

Perhaps  to  Paris  you  may  go,  just  for  a  little  spn-e; 

You  boldly  face  the  dangers  that  await  you  on  ihe  s<'a; 

Your  wife  and  other  valuables  are  in  the  cabin  stored, 

Aud  if  you've  had  a  hearty  meal  before  you  go  on  board— Ciiokus. 

A  patch  upon  your  trousers,  whetehey're  gettinc  rather  thin. 

Though  ugly,  gives  more  comfort  than  the  cold  draught  pouring  in; 

You  see  a  sixpence  in  the  street,  don't  stoop  or  make  a  snalcli; 

Though  diamond  rings  be  at  your  feet,  rcmeml)er  well  that  j>atch.— CuuHUS. 

You  get  npon  a  train  and  find  a  timid  little  maid. 

Who  says,  that  of  dark  tunnels  she  is  very  much  afraid: 

Be  fatherly,  and  place  your  arm  around  the  litile  dear. 

And  when  you  to  the  tunnel  come,  just  tell  her  not  to  fear.— CiioRiTS. 


— "  Can't  I  stay  borne  from  church  with  you,  pa,  just  to-<lay? " 
pleaded  small  sinner,  Bobby.  "  No,  lt<>lM.Tt,  you  Iml^t  {jo  with 
your  mother."  Then  he  added  to  hi.s  wife,  a.s  he  slapix'd  his 
morning-paper  into  position,  "  I  lielievc  my  mother's  old  miai^e, 
•  Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he  should  ^o,  and  when  he  is  old  he 
will  not  depart  from  it.'  " 


IN   A  VERY   DIFFERENT   PLACE. 


Sung  by  O.  H.  McDeruiot. 


The  Words  and  Miurie  of  this  Sone  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pos^pald,  on  rereipt  of  M  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonir*  forOne  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian,  IM  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Potitaire  Stamps  taken  aanie  aa  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 


The  man  who  wrote  tliis  ditty  is  no  poet  laureate; 
His  songs  are  rather  tasty,  but  they're  neither  good  nor  great; 
He  lives  up  in  an  attic.  live<«  on  sprats,  and  should  he  die, 
I'm  very  much  afraid  iu  Poet's  Corner  he'll  not  lie. 

Choui:8.  - 

But  a  very  different  place,  nh,  a  very  different  place; 

When  a  dust-cart  passes  bv 
Tliey  will  clear  the  old  dust-)>iM.  and  then  chuck  the  po«'t  in. 

Till  the  sweet,  sweet  by-andby. 

My  two  l>ig  brothers  l)ought  some  plums,  which  I  reeolved  to  sneak. 
But  oh!  they  watched  the  cupboani,  for  as  I  went  there  so  meek. 
They  l>oth  kicked  out  at  once,  and  as  I  gras|XKl  those  plums  so  sweet 
A  pair  of  boots  were  ou  me,  but  they  were  not  on  my  feel. 

CnoRtrs. 

Hut  ft  very  different  place,  ah,  a  very  different  place; 

As  I  heaved  a  frauiic  sigh. 
I'll  (liscovered,  to  my  cost,  sitting  down  would  be  a  froht. 

Till  the  sweet,  sweet  by-and-by. 

To  hear  a  s«>rmon  preached  I  went  when  I  was  quite  a  lad. 
And  I  for  Ihe  collection  got  a  shilling  from  my  dad; 
Said  he,  "  It's  for  the  heathen.^,  jiut  it  iu  their  jilate  just  so." 
But  did  I  )iut  that  shilliug  in  the  heaiheus'  plater  Oh,  no! 

Ciioiius. 

But  a  very  different  place,  ah,  a  very  different  place; 

For  those  savages  I'd  sigh, 
But  when  they  trotted  round  the  plate,  I  said  "  \jat  the  heathens  wait 

Till  the  sweet,  sweet  by-and-by." 

Around  ray  house  there  walk  each  night  a  rowdy,  ramping  lot. 
They  call  themselves  Salvationists,  and  spout  such  awful  rot; 
They  say  they're  bound  for  glory,  of  future  bliss  fhev  yell. 
Now,  if  they  go  to  glory,  I'd  much  rather  go  to— well— 

CuoKrs. 

To  a  very  different  j>lace,  ah,  a  very  different  place; 

Where  they  keep  things  warm  and  dry. 
Ah!  and  where,  I  will  be  bound,  comic  singers  will  l>e  found, 

In  the  sweet,  swt-ei  by-oud-by. 

I  like  to  do  the  "  heavy,"  as  my  style  was  years  ago. 

But  still,  I  must  confess,  my  style  is  only  outer  show; 

For  though  I  wear  a  really  splendid  bright  watch-rliain.  I  vow; 

Yet  strange  to  say  my  watch  is  not  inside  my  poi-k'el  now. 

Chorus.  i 

In  a  very  different  place,  ah,  a  very  diiffercnt  place; 

Where  the  three  l)rass  tialls  hang  high. 
Safe  within  my  uncle's  shop,  where  I  rather  think  'twill  stop 

Till  the  sweet,  sweet  by-and-by. 

A  cousin  I'd  not  seen  for  vears  invited  me  to  go 

To  a  higher  school  for  laiies,  that  she  kept  iu  Pimlico; 

I  feareitthe  thing  would  l>e  so  slow,  to  shirk  it  hard  I  fought. 

But,  to  my  great  delight,  I  found  'twas  not  the  school  I  thought. 

ClfOKUS. 

But  a  very  different  place,  ah,  a  very  different  place; 

When  the  midnight  hour  is  nigh'. 
If  inside  you  chance  to  dro)>,  I  will  bet  a  crown  you  stop         ' 

Till  the  sweet,  sweet  by-and-by. 
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ONLY     A     DEAR     LITTLE     STAR 

Copyright,  lK«a,  by  Willlji  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  MuRic  of  this  Sonir  will  lie  wnt  tu  any  addrcs.1,  poxt-paid.on  receipt  of  40  ; 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Sonirs  lor  One  Ixdlar,  by  il.  J.  Wehuian,  13U  Hirk 

Kow,  New  York  City     I'08tat(e  Stamps  taken  same  uii  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Pan!  Dresser. 


I  stood  last  niu'ht  on  the  dear  old  spot  where  we  met  long  ago. 
Where  we  pledged  love  eternal,  that  s|)ot  we  both  well  know; 
I  ga/.ed  up  at  the  shining  stars,  and  one  gem  caught  mine  eye. 
It  was  the  same  bright  "  Northern  star"  that  shone  on  ywi  and  I; 
A^ain  I  saw  the  sweet  face  that  nestled  on  njy  bn-ast, 
M  hile  shades  of  night  hung  o'er  us,  sweet  binis  had  gone  to  rest; 
Again  the  tears  came  to  mine  eyi-s,  it  s»'emed  like  yesterday; 
Again  we  vowed  eternal  love  beneath  that  star's  bright  ray. 

CnonuB. 

Only  a  dear  little  star,  bringing  hack  dreams  of  the  past. 
Shining  in  iiriglit  sunny  climes  as  well  as  in  winter's  blasts.     . 
Sheding  its  liu'ht  on  the  rich  and  lowly  from  up  in  the  sky; 
Only  that  same  little  star  that  shone  on  you  and  I. 


I  saw  you  In  your  loveliness.  In  all  that  word  implies; 

1  saw  love's  own  affection  l>eani  out  your  love-lit  eyes; 

We  told  how  we'd  Ik;  faithful,  and  we  thought  it  not  amisfl 

To  pledge  our  love  by  that  bright  star,  and  seal  it  with  a  kiss; 

May  troubles  ne'er  beset  us,  may  sorrow  never  come. 

May  we  love  one  another  until  life's  task  is  done; 

When  old  ase  overtakes  us,  and  we  see  the  end  afar. 

Then,  as  iu  life,  both  hand  and  hand  we'll  sail  to  you  orlglit  star. 
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OH!    WHAT    AN    ALTERATION. 

WokU  aiid  Music  by  Eldred  PoweL    Sung  by  Cliarles  Coborn.    '  ;  :  . 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonR  will  be  sent  to  any  addreds,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

oente-  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^s  for  One  Dollar,  liy  H.  J.  ^^  eliniau,  130  J'ark 

Bow.  New  York  City.    Poetage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

As  every  one's  aware,  America's  always  In  repair, 

And  frequency  we  hear  tlie  exclamation, 
Wben  people  sec  a  change,  and  ttiey  come  ou  somctliiiig  strange. 

Oh!  what  an  alteration. 
Oil  the  stage  of  life  we  see  things  that  genuine  eecm  to  be. 

But,  after  all,  they're  only  imitation. 
When  the  scenes  we  look  behind  what  a  difference  we  find,     : 

Oh !  what  an  alteration. 

Refrain.  : ; 

Now,  there!  well,  I  do  declarel 

Oh!  what  an  alteration.  , 

What  lots  of  friends  you'll  find,  so  generous  and  kind, 

Who'll  show  you  such  respect  and  admiration; 
But  lell  them  that  you're  down— want  to  borrow  half-a-crown— 

Oh !  what  an  alteration. 
Though  poverty's  no  siu,  let  a  man  be  8tumi>ed  for  "  tin," 

His  friends  will  give  him  little  consolation; 
But  if  by  chance  they  hear  he's  been  left  a  thou'  a  year, 
Oh!  what  an  alteration. 

Kefrain. 
What  joy!  How  d've  do,  dear  boys? 
Oh !  what  an  alteration. 

Some  fellows  take  delight  in  boasting  they  can  fight 

i'ou'd  fancy  they  were  champions  of  the  nation; 
But  if  into  a  row  they  ever  get,  somehow. 

Oh  1  what  an  alteration. 
Though  if  you  are  too  bold,  you  are  likely  to  be  sold 

By  some  one  strong  in  fistic  agitation; 
And  your  pals  to  you  may  say,  when  they  see  your  face  next  day. 

Oh!  what  an  alteration. 

Refrain. 

Oh,  Jaw!  why  vasn't  it  a  draw? 
Oh!  what  an  alteration. 

Then  you  meet  with  Tom  or  Jack,  and  a  horse  he's  going  to  back 

For  all  he's  worth,  on  solid  iuforniatioii; 
But  when  the  race  is  run  and  the  horse  it  hasn't  won. 

Oh!  what  an  alteration. 
And  when  a  Welsher,  flash,  gets  a  crowd  of  jx-ople's  cash, 

And  they  catch  him  trying  to  leave  the  situaiioii, 
When  they've  given  him  a  treat  in  a  horse-pond,  cool  and  sweet. 

Oh!  what  an  alteration. 

Refrain. 

■  What  a  plight!  Serves  the  beggar  rightl    . 

OhI  what  an  alteration. 

In  town  there's  many  a  don  with  cuffs  and  collar  on, 

Looks  fit  for  lords'  and  dukes'  association; 
But  when  his  coat  is  off  he's  a  dickey-looking  toff— 

Oh!  what  an  alteration. 
While  the  darling  ladies,  sweet,  look  so  pretty,  plump  and  neat, 

Their  charming  figures  gain  our  admiration; 
But  when  at  home  they  stay,  with  the  bird-cage  put  away, 

Ohl  what  au  alteration. 

Refrain. 

Girls,  it's  true,  you  know  it's  what  you  do. 

Oh!  what  an  alteratiou.  ^ 

In  a  fellow's  courting  days  his  girl  he  loves  to  praise;  ' 

But  wheu  he's  passed  the  marriage  operation. 
And  he  finds  that  she  has  got  such  a  temper,  nice  and  hot. 

Oh!  what  an  alteratiou. 
Then  he  forward  looks,  with  joy,  to  a  darling  baby  boy; 

Ah!  But  wheu  he  has  to  soothe  its  agitation. 
In  a  garment  very  slight,  in  the  bedroom  late  at  night, 

OUT  what  an  alteration. 

Refrain. 

Ain't  he  wild!  "  Come  and  take  the  child." 
Ohl  what  an  alteration. 


NELLIE    LOST    AND    FOUND. 


Copyright,  ISM,  by  Root  A  Cady. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  recent  of  «D 

ceutK,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  ( )ne  l>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehmaii.  ISO  I%rk 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 


By  Henry  C.  Work. 


Ten  o'clock,  the  rain  begins  to  fall,        — ■      "    ' ; 

And  Nellie  still  from  home; 
Vainly  now  her  loving  name  we  call, 
_.  .  Oh.  wither  does  she  roam? 

"  /  .        Can  it  be  she  wanders  from  the  street,  u 

Thro"  the  wood  to  find  her  lonely  wayf  ,  - 

Bless  the  child,  I  fear  her  little  feet 
Have  carried  her  astray. 

Cborcb.  *  : 

Wake  the  boys  to  search  for  Nellie,  stay  not  for  the  dawn; 

Who  shall  sleep  when  from  the  mother's  fold  one  little  Uunb  is  g;oueT 

Eleven  o'clock,  the  little  brothers  wait, 

8till  hoping  her  return; 
Peeping  through  the  lattice  of  the  gate. 

Their  darling  to  discern.  ■■' 

Weary  now  they  turn  them  to  the  door. 

While  their  tears,  for  lips  that  now  are  dumb. 
Ask  the  question  often  asked  before. 

Oh,  mother,  will  she  come?— Chorus.     • 

Twelve  o'clock,  and  in  the  forest  wild. 

What  terrors  rule  the  hour; 
Who  can  tell  what  foes  surround  the  child. 

Or  shield  her  from  their  power? 
Storms  to  face  and  torrents  to  be  cross'd. 

Beasts  of  prey  that  in  the  darkness  roam; 
Would  to  God  that  only  I  were  lost 
,  And  Nellie  safe  at  home.— Chorus.  • 

•  *  One  o'clock,  methiuks  I  hear  a  voice, 

Wilh  tidings  in  its  tone; 
Does  it  bid  this  trembling  heart  rejoice. 
Or  sorrow  makes  it  known;  -    . 

;  Still  I  hear  that  midnight  echo  Stirred, 

■    '  Surely,  too,  it  bears  a  joyful  sound; 

Praise  the  Lord,  a  mother's  prayer  is  heard. 
The  darling  one  is  found. 

Chorus. 
Through  the  wood  the  midnight  echoes  l>ear  a  joyful  sound. 
Praise  the  Lord,  a  mother's  prayer  is  heard,  the  darling  one  is  found. 


■    <  »  »   ' 


\y 


1    SHALL    HAVE    'EM. 


Sung  by  E.  J.  Lonnen. 


Brown  Eyes  Has  That  Little  Maiden. 


Copy  light,  1875,  by  O.  Ditson  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid ,  on  reeeipt  o 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  li.  J.  W  ehnian,  IJO  1  urk 
Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 

Woi-ds  by  Laurius.    JIusic  by  G«a  L.  Osgood. 

Brown  cyoB  has  that  little  maiden,  maiden,  maiden. 

All  with  sparkling  humor  laden,  laden, 

Oer  the  meadow  green  she  dances. 

Like  the  sunlit-dew  her  glances. 

Brown  eyes  has  that  little  maiden,  maiden,  maiden. 

All  with  sparkling  humor  laden,  laden. 

And  she  has  a  mouth  of  roses,  roses,  roses. 

Heavenly  sweetness  it  discloses,  discloses, 

Temj)tiiiKly  for  kisses  pouting. 

Is  she  then  my  ardor  doubting? 

Brown  eyes  has  that  little  maiden,  maiden,  maiden. 

All  with  Bi>arkling  humor  laden,  laden. 

And  she  has  such  Illy  finrars,  fingers,  fingers. 
Lovingly  my  hand  there  lingers,  Uugers,  ^ 

Is  she  tine,  or  is  she  heartless. 
Maiden  sweet  that  seems  so  artless? 
Brown  eyes  has  that  little  maideu,  maiden,  maiden, 
/.    ■  All  with  s|>arkling  humor  laden,  laden. 
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Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  thli>  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rec«*i|>t  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  tno  ottier  Songs  for  One  IMIar,  by  H.  J.  Wehuiau,  IW  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stanipstakeu  same  as  casli  forall  our  goods. 

I'm  a  jolly  clever  fellow,  and  I'm  very  wide-awake. 

And  I've  studied  human  nature,  and  I'm  up  to  everv  fake. 

I  cau  sire  thiough  all  the  dodges,  and  I'm  up  to  all  the  rigs. 

Of  paii|)ers  and  of  princes,  aud  of  p'licemen  and  of  prigs. 

I  have  intimate  relations  with  the  palace  and  the  cot,  • 

And  when  there's  any  mischief  1  am  always  on  the  spot. 

They  may  thiuk  they're  very  artful,  and  to  get  away  may  try. 

But  I've  got  my  optic  ou 'em  and  shall  have 'em  by-and-by. 

Chorus. 

They  may  wriggle,  they  may  stniggle,  *, 

But  I've  got 'em  in  my  eye. 
And  I'll  have 'em,  yes,  I'll  have 'em,  ■.  \,- 

I  shall  have  'em  by-aud-by. 

There's  a  Glasgow  bank  director,  you  should  see  liim  roll  hlB  eyes- 
He  has  one  upon  his  pockets  and  the  other  on  the  skies; 
He  thinks  it  wrong  to  whistle,  but  he  sticks  to  lots  of  cash,    ' 
And  ruins  tens  of  thousands  when  the  bubble  goes  to  smash;  '  - 

He  may  gang  to  kirk  ou  Sunday,  and  about  his  goodness  brag. 
But  he's  not  above  a  swindler  if  he  stands  in  the  swag; 
To  impose  upon  the  people  let  the  canny  humbug  try, 
I  have  tumbled  to  the  rascal  and  I'll  have  him  by-aud-by.— CaoBCi. 

There's  a  well-known  West-End  lawyer,  whose  money  has  been  lent 

To  swells  in  want  of  reatly  cash  at  sixiy-five  per  cent.. 

He  gets  them  in  his  clutches  like  the  epider  does  the  fly. 

And  squeezes  them  and  stjueezcs  them  uutil  he's  squee/Zd  them  dry. 

There's  a  gentleman  whose  custom  was  to  eo  to  ev'ry  race. 

But  the  Jockey  Club  have  warned  him  and  ne  dare  not  show  his  face; 

On  the  tape  he  now  is  betting  aud  he  thinks  he's  very  fly. 

But  he'll  take  the  knock  directly  and  I'll  have  him  b<  -aud-by.— Chobub. 

I've  a  friend  who  keeps  a  club-honse,  he  is  quite  the  ladida,         - '..  > 

But  he's  got  his  wit«  about  him  when  he  plays  at  baccarat; 

At  leaving  off  a  winner  he  is  always  very  deft;  ,; 

And  he  plucks  his  pigeons  till  there's  not  a  feather  left.  \j,-  '  [■ 

There's  an  impecunious  fellow,  who  was  always  ou  the  maeh,  -V 

He  married  a  young  lady  witli  a  lot  of  ready  cash. 

But  he  left  her  like  a  rascal  when  he  made  her  money  fly, 

But  I'm  keeping  him  a  corner  and  he'll  be  there  by-aad-by.— Choeus. 


— Father:  "Well,  what  has  Tommy  been  doing  to-day?"  Mother: 
"  He's  cut  off  a  piece  of  the  cat's  tail,  broke  three  windows,  blacked 
the  cook's  eye  and  built  a  bonfire  in  the  cellar."  Father:  "  Is  that 
all?  Tommy  must  have  beeu  a  good  boy  to-day."— .^pocA. 


^W\ 


■■■*..  * 


;.vj 


:m 


1-*   -  '  •  - 


ifc*    I    mmi^AmtmtmAimmi.^mtakm 


^MdMlM 


12 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  31. 


<■  ■-■:- 


THE   CITY   WAIF. 

Suug  !•}'  Ul-'i^  Ji-iiiiii-  lliil. 


The  Words  and  Moalc  of  Uila  Song  will  lie  tvut  lu  iiny  adilrvM,  p<iiit-^>ulil,  on  reoflpt  vf  10 
ceitta;  orthiiand  any  two  utiit;i'  Moiii;ii  luruiit-  |)>>liiu,  by  II.  J.  Ut-liiiinii.  I'M  I'aik 

Kow,  New  York  City.     fiMCuKt*  Staiiipa  tukeii  nuiiiK  im  eusli  f<ir  nil  uiir  k^hhI"' 


GENTLY    DOES    THE    TRICK. 


SujiK  by  Arthur  Coniry. 


^':iy. 


•     i 


Alone,  in  the  xtreets  of  Loiuloii,  my  impt-iet  I  pt'll  eai-li  day, 

AuU  nolit-e  cucU  ei^lit  uimiiikI  m.',  (Ii(>ii>;h  only  a  "  «;iif  uiiil  stray. " 

I  aiu't  'ad  much  eddicalioii.  Ii'h  wu-^tcit  on  !<ii(  li  ta  iiie, 

Kxcept  what  tlie  lia>;Hfii  Schnol  ^ave  iiw,  or  cl.io  tin-  leforiiiat'ry. 

" 'Ereyou  art',  nirl  iiieSiar,  »iir  atauner!  ain'l  >,'(>t  any  chaiim-    baiikV  iitriK-k- 

VVbat,  kitp  ii  ally  Iliaiikec  kindly!  I'll  (Spit  on  it,  ji-^t  for  luck! 

Kh,  what  eabl)yy  uiiud  ycr  lior.-^rr  yus  my  eye  l>ui  tliin  Vre".-*  all 

Oh!  bother  the  Star  au>i  Kkker,  'cre's  u  taiiucr  and  no  outlay!  " 

Uefkai.n. 

'"     '  I'd  nt'ver  no  mother  nor  fatluT 

To  love  me,  like  some  1  see, 
And  what  does  this  big,  cold  world  care 

For  a  poor  liule  chap  like  me. 
Out  of  my  bed  ni  a  dot)rway, 

UobbieH  all  hunt  me  down, 
And  no  lionie  have  1  beneath  the  sky 

But  the  street!?  of  London  town. 

When  country  chaps  sneak  our  "  pitches,"  it  aiu't  at  all  what  we  like, 
Aud,  you  Ijet,  US  true-borii  lockmys  soon  give  'em  a  j;o<>d  ••cbi-ike." 
Well,  Johnson  he  was  a  biimkiii,  he  o(iened  cub-doors  and  sicli, 
Aud  his  'ands  was  a.*  a  lady's,  or  fellers  wliat'i*  i,'raiid  anil  rieii. 
Well,  the  cUaps,  they  all  sneered  and  chaffed  him,  say^  they  lie's  a  toff  he  i», 
Till  he  cried,  "if  you're  men,  you'll  bear  me,  and  learn  bow  i  eame  to  this!  " 
Then  he  told  how  he'd  traini)ed  to  London,  alon^'  «iih  his  poor,  siek  wife, 
lu  search  of  some  work  to  keep  'em,  but  it  cost  idm  his  darlinjii's  life. 

1{EPK.\I.N. 

lie  told  how  she  sank  by  the  wayside, 

Onesiijh!  and  her  soul  was  j»oue, 
But  up  in  bis  arms  he  took  her, 

And  carried  her  on  and  on. 
Then,  as  he  soblH'd  while  he  told  us 

How  he  came  down,  down,  down. 
All  our  eyes  were  ilim  with  tears  for  him, 

lu  the  streets  of  Loudon  town. 

Sal  Brown  she  ain't  rich  uor  'andsonie,  and  cresws  each  day  she  cries, 

Aud  Lor'!  she's  an  artist,  she  is,  at  dotlinsj  lier  oi<l  niHn's  eyes; 

Aud  some  say  she  ain't  no  lieller,  aiu't  Sal,  than  she  ou;4lil  to  be. 

P'raps  sue  ain't,  p'raps  she  is,  I  don't  care,  tlion<;h,  she's  been  werry  good  to  me; 

One  nit;lit,  in  the  depth  of  wiiiler,  my  sister  she  lay  jest  lien-. 

Poor  kid!  she's  a  cripple,  she  i*.  and  she  was  so  fainr  and  ipieer. 

She  lay  in  the  snow  quite  'elpless,  and,  oh!  how  my  i)oor  heart  bled. 

For  1  kuew  that  my  little  sister  was  a-dying  for  want  of  bread. 

RErK.\i.s. 
Then  up  conies  Sal  Brown  at  that  inoment, 

And  ronj;h  as  she  Is,  says  she, 
"Take  this  money,  here!  run  for  food,  boy," 

Then  she  took  Kitty  on  her  knee; 
She  saved  the  life  of  my  sister. 

And  though  people  run  her  down. 
She  playeil  an  angel's  part  tlnit  night 

lu  the  streets  of  Loudou  town. 

One  uight,  it  was  on  niidnljrht,  I  was  minding  a  cabby's  'orso. 
Outside  of  a  big  swell  "caffy,''  in  a  street  off  of  C'harltng  Cross, 
When  a  shaboyisb  sort  of  a  "feller,  he  comes  uj)  and  says  to  ine, 
Describing  a.  man  and  woman,  "  have  yer  seen  sich  a  pair,''  says  he. 
Jest  tlieu  a  gent  comes  from  the  '•caffy"  witli  a  lady  all  jools  und  lace. 
And  the  shabby  cove  turns  in  a  moment,  and  meets  tlie  pair  face  to  face, 
My  father!  my  child!  you  villain!  the  shabby  chap 'orsely  cms, 
"  I've  fouud  you  my  child's  betrayer,"  then  straiglit  at  his  Uiroat  he  Hies. 

UEritAi.v. 

lie  snatched  up  the  oUl  cabby's  'orsewhip. 

And  the  swell  he  turned  white  and  blue. 
As  the  shabby  chap  laid  the  lasli  on, 

lie  'owled  as  a  kid  might  do; 
'    .  Ue  ruined  a  poor  man's  daughter. 

Trampled  her  good  name  dovv  n. 
And  we  said  he  deserved  all  he  got 

That  night  in  the  streets  of  London  town. 


m^m 


MOLLY. 

Copyright,  1884,  by  Win.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thi!<  Song  will  be  sfiit  to  any  aUilrexy,  iio.tt'^yaid,  on  receipt  uf  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  one  iKillur,  Ijy  11.  J.  Weluimn,  I'M  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stuni|>s  taken  xuine  as  easli  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  fjd.  flarrigaii.    Music  by  Dave  Brahani. 

Oh,  the  love  that  Is  burning  in  my  bosom. 

Oh,  sure  my  heart's  filled  with  bitter  melancholy. 
For  it's  you've  won  me  o'er,  and  I  can't  say  no  more. 

Than  to  promise  for  to  be  your  true  love,  Molly. 

CHont'9. 
I'll  say  the  word,  you  must  not  pine. 
Oh,  you  may  call  me  thine, 
Oh,  I  promise  to  Ix;  your  true  love,  Molly. 

Oh,  the  nights  they  were  dreary  for  me,  darling! 

Oh.  sure,  my  love,  1  thought  nothing  else  biii  folly; 
For  awake  or  asleep,  oh,  my  secret  I'd  keep 

While  a-praying  that  you'd  call  me  your  own  Molly.— CHORUS. 

Sure,  my  heart  It  was  drooping  down  with  sorrow. 

Oh,  at  uo  lime  was  1  really  ever  jolly. 
For  my  heart's  not  grown  cold,  and  I'll  wear  your  iin<'  of  gold, 

I  am  longing  that  you'd  call  me  your  own  .Molly.-  Cuoruh. 


The  Words  and  Music  f>r  this  Hong  will  be'  sent  to  any  address,  poot-uaid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Songs  lor  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  19U  Park 

How,  New  York  City     1  iwtage  Ntani|>s  taken  same  us  ensli  forall  ourgmKls. 

Home  {K-ople  in  this  world  go  very  much  loo  fast. 
They  sluri  out  at  a  pace  that  knocks  them  up  at  last; 
Aud  some  are  much  too  rough,  and  some  are  clumsy,  too. 
But  "gently  "  is  the  dodge  that  knowing  (leople  do. 

ClIOKl'S. 

For 'tis  gently,  gently,  s.'enily  iloes  the  trick. 
Do  it  softly,  slowly,  never  be  loo  quick; 

For  sneaking  ladies'  Im-kels, 

Or  for  clearing  out  back  poi-kets. 
Oh, 'lis  gently  does  the  tiuk. 

Some  |>eople  pay  their  rent  and  other  people  don't. 
Some  |K?ople  really  can't  and  other  |>eople  won't; 
1  hope  that  iKUie  of  you  have  weaknesoes  that  way. 
But  sliould  you  shoot  the  moon,  leniember  what  I  say, 

CiKinfs. 
Do  it  gently,  gently,  genily  ilcK's  tlie  irick. 
Sneak  out  softly,  siokkiy,  never  be  too  quick; 

Just  lei  a  silent  tear  drop. 

And  then  leave  word  at  tlie  iK-ershop 
That  you've  gently  dime  the  trick. 

Now  if  a  boiler  bursts  und  shoots  you  in  the  air. 

You  have  a  kind  of  feel,  you'd  latber  not  l>e  there; 

Your  elevuthin  seems— well,  anything  but  nice— 

But  don't  come  down  a  "  \\  liop,''  uo,  take  a  frieud's  advice. 

Ciiours. 
<'ome  down  gently,  gently,  gently  does  the  trick. 
Come  down  softly,  slowly,  never  be  too  quick; 

Your  eye  the  distance  guages, 

And  you  ilrop  bv  easy  stages, 
For 'tis  gently  does  llie  trick. 

Some  people  go  to  church,  and  say  they  go  to  pray. 
And  others  go  to  see  what  they  can  take  away; 
And  some  hand  round  the  plate,  and  some  are  most  devout, 
Aud  some  put  three  pennies  in,  and  others  take  them  out. 

Choiu's. 
But  'tis  gently,  gently,  geiiily  does  the  trick, 
Do  it  softly,  slowly,  never  be  too  quick; 

And  when  tlie  plale  is  llllini;, 

(Jive  a  "  brown  '•  and  take  a  shilling, 
But 'lis  gently  does  the  tuck. 

Now,  |»erliaps,  in  prison  you  may  suddenly  be  popped 
For  pieking  soinelliii.);  up  lliat  no  one  e\er  <lropped; 
Be  humble,  meek  and  mild,  yea!  pious  it  you  will. 
For  if  you  are  not  goo«l  tluy'll  put  ><»u  on  the  '•  mill." 

Ciioiu's. 
Where  'tis  gently,  gently,  gently  d<H'S  the  trick. 
Turn  it  softly,  slowly,  never  be  too  quick; 

It  put  your  legs  in  order. 

But  you  softly  cuss  the  wardeu. 
Yes,  'tis  geutly  does  the  trick. 


COBWEBS    ON    THE    WALL. 

Copyright,  1884,  l»y  Wni.  A.  Pond  *  Co. 


The  Word.i  and  Muslcof  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  ' 
uetils;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J   W  ehinan,  130  I'ark  i 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  iStani|is  taken  same  us  ea.ih  for  ull  our  goods. 


Words  by  Edwurd  llarrigun.     Miislo  by  Dave  Brahain. 


I'm  an  old  jiecnliar  fellow,  and  I've  some  ix-culiar  ways; 
I  l)elieve  in  slicking  to  a  friend  or  anything  tliat  ]>ays. 
There's  one  thini;  true  in  nature,  old  "time  was  made  for  all. 
Without  your  leave  'iwill  wind  and  weave  like  cobwebs  on  the  wall. 

ClIOKUS. 

Then  here's  to  my  old  attic,  a  rusty,  diisiy  place. 
Where  pride,  deceit  or  envy  must  never  show  their  face; 
Then  here's  to  my  old  slipiK-rs,  my  bollle,  pine  and  all. 
Likewise  my  old  compauions,  oh,  the  cobweus  on  the  wall. 

I  believe  in  living  liumUle,  oh,  for  what's  the  use  of  pride* 

Don't  you  irriimble  if  com|)€lle<l  to  walk,  nor  envy  those  who  ride. 

t'ontcntmeiit  is  a  blessing,  it's  at  your  l»eck  and  call; 

Away  with  woe,  oh,  lei  it  grow  like  cobwebs  on  the  wall.— Chori'S. 

We  must  never  carry  malice,  we  must  bury  all  our  sulecn. 

Hating  cunning  with  our  heart  and  soul,  let  charily  ne  queen. 

For  mercy  is  her  guardian,  go  spread  it  over  all. 

Oh,  let  her  weave  her  golden  threads  like  cobwebs  on  the  wall.— Chorch. 


Here's  a  toast  to  thee,  old  sjiider,  and  it's  may  yon  bring  g(Kxl  luck 
While  your  weaving  in  the  stejis  of  time  with  energy  and  pluck; 
Let  ruins  rot  and  crumble,  and  ages  rise  and  fall. 
Your  silver  thread  among  the  dead  will  gather  over  all.— Chorits. 


— OKI  Gciitlcinnn  (iit  his  daughter's  wedding):  *'  My  dear,  I  don't 
sec  how  I  am  to  get  along  without  you."  Bride:  "Never  mind, 
pa.  Since  the  ceremony  was  performed  my  husband  has  confessed 
that  lie  hnsii't  enough  saved  to  go  housekeeping  on,  so  you  may 
not  lose  me,  after  all." 
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OFF-VERY    MUCH    OFF! 


Sung  by  Artlitir  Uoberts. 


Tlio  Word*  and  Munic  of  tliia  Snn(r  will  be  Kent  to  any  addrem,  poKt-iuiid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

ceiit»;  or  this  aiid  any  tno  oMier  Soii|;8  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  >V  eliinan,  130  Park 

Itow,  New  York  City.    Poi<ta«:e  Stain|)g  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 


If  you  ask  mc  the  title  of  this  little  song, 

Well,  it's  oflf— very  much  off  1 
I  don't  mean  by  that  that  the  color  is  wrong. 

But  off— very  much  off! 
What  It  all  is  about  you  may  know  when  I'm  gone. 
Or  find  out  the  subject  I'm  ringing  upon, 
What  the  deuce  docs  il  matter  now  what  it  is  on!  ' 

When  It's  oflf— very  much  off! 

Now  the  love  of  mv  heart  said,  "  Come  out  for  a  row," 

We  were  off—  very  soon  off! 
And  I  said,  as  I  rowed,  "  ]  am  |iulling  it  so," 

We're  off— very  much  off! 
But  the  iKiat  it  capsized,  we  went  in  then  and  there; 
I  seized  hold  of  her  tresses  luxuriiiiitly  fair. 
When  her  head  became  bald,  in  my  hand  was  her  hair, 

Right  off— very  much  off ! 

Said  a  chap,  to  the  ball  we  had  bettor  be  gone,     ' 

We  were  off— very  much  off! 
I  only  found  out  he  was  very  much  on,  "     •  .. 

When  off— very  much  off! 
There  a  bea  itiful  lady  I  met,  I  confess. 
Dressed  in  shoulder-strap?',  belt,  be  the  same  more  or  less, 
With  volnmiiions  shirts,  but  the  rest  of  the  dress 

Was  off— nearly  all  off! 

I  have  heard  from  the  girl  who  should  soon  be  my  bride. 

It's  off— very  much  off! 
80  I  started  at  once  for  the  merry  seaside, 

I  was  off— very  much  off! 
I  met  with  n  friend.  80  I  thought  I'd  explain 
At  a  neighboring  bar  all  that  troubled  my  brain; 
SVe  had  five  drinks  atiiece- when  I  looked  for  my  train. 

It  was  off — very  much  off! 

I  have  loved  her  for  years,  for  years,  that  is  on 

And  off— specially  off! 
I  told  her  my  passion,  she  answered,  "  Begone!  " 

Be  off— very  much  off! 
She  said,  sir,  how  dare  you?  I  bltish  for  your  cheek. 
But  the  rain  it  came,  oh!  while  the  lady  did  speak. 
And  the  beautiful  flush  which  did  mantle  her  check, 

'Twas  off— very  much  off! 

1  thought  that  I'd  go  for  a  ride  in  the  Row, 

I  was  off— galloping  off! 
The  horse  and  I  started  together,  you  know. 

We  were  off- very  mncli  off! 
The  horse  gave  a  buck,  just  as  some  horses  might. 
My  grip  of  the  saddle  I'll  own  il  was  slight. 
At  the  end  of  t)ie  (lame,  well,  the  horse  was  all  right, 

I  was  off— very  much  off! 


MY    LITTLE    SIDE    DOOR 

Copyright.  1(W4,  by  Win    A.  Pond  &  Co. 


The  Words  snd  Mnslo  of  tliis  Sonp  w  ill  l»o  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents;  or  tins  and  anv  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dullnr,  hv  H.J.  Lehman,  130  Paik 

itow.  New  York  City.    Postatje  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Woi-ds  by  B>1.  Harriffnn.    Music  by  Dave  Brahom. 

I've  a  iiate  little  bar  for  l)eer  aud  cigar. 

Fine  whiskey  and  sweet  lemonade; 
About  six  o'clock  there's  no  bar  on  the  block 

Can  equal  my  family  trade.  '      . 

I've  brandy  and  gin,  there's  no  bar  can  begin 

For  to  beat  me  in  liquors  galore; 
They  say,  "  How  are  you,  Dan?"  with  growler  in  hand. 
As  they  enter  my  little  side  door. 

Chorus. 
It's  there  one  and  all  of  the  neighbors  would  call. 

Patronizing  quite  freely  my  aiore; 
Oh.  its,  "Gooa-cvening.  Dan,"  with  growler  in  hand, 
They  enter  my  little  side  door. 

Oh,  there's  Timothy  Burke,  when  he's  done  his  work. 

So  eager  he  looks  for  his  beer; 
I  All  up  his  can  like  a  true  decent  man, 

I  give  him  good  measure,  ne'er  fear. 
Oh,  there's  Widow  Malone.  oh,  she's  quite  sad  at  home. 

Yet  she  sends  in  her  can  o'er  and  o'er; 
They  say,  "How  are  you.  Dan?"  with  growler  in  hand. 

As  they  enter  my  little  side  door.— Chorus. 

When  the  supiwr  is  spread  with  com,  meat  and  bread. 

It's  take  down  the  pail  and  go  bay 
A  pint  of  Ijock  beer,  oh.  the  poor  man  to  cheer, 

A-toiling  all  day  makes  him  dry; 
A  sweet  little  boy,  he's  his  father's  own  joy. 

Comes  a-rnnning  right  into  my  store. 
He  says,  "  How  are  you,  Dan? "  with  growler  in  hand, 

As  he  enters  my  little  side  door.— Chorus. 

There's  many  a  cop  calls  in  for  a  drop, 

So  sly,  but  that's  nothing  new;  .    • 

Between  you  and  I,  the  police  are  dry. 

Quite  friendly  am  I  to  the  blue; 
There's  poor  Mrs.  Rugg  and  her  little  brown  jog. 

With  her  apron  she  covers  It  o'er; 
She  says,  "  How  are  you,  Dan? "  with  growler  in  hand, 

As  ene  enters  my  little  side  door. — Chorus. 


■\^^:'^*:.^J:J 


THE    IRISH    RO'W. 

Written  by  Tom  Browne,  Esq.    Sung  by  Mr.  Frank  Offrey. 


B«nd  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehnian,  1.10  Park  Row.  New  York  (It.r,  and  r»c«jT» 

by  return  mail  aeoinpleteCatalonueof  over  5000  I'upulnr  I'Ziiirlish  and  (Urnian 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stampstaken  sainea»ea.sh  for  all  our  goods. 


It  was  a  week  last  Saturday  I  went  out  on  a  sjireo. 

The  day  that  Dolan's  daughter,  Ann,  got  marrie<i  to  Matee,  .. 

Things  went  all  right  'till  near  midnlifht,  when,  by  the  holy  fly, 

Magee  gave  Mick  Maginnis  a  big  polthogiie  in  the  eye;  "    '  ■ 

For  Mick  began  his  blathering  and  spouting  of  Home  Rule, 

And  kase  Magee  tould  him  to  shut,  he  said  he  was  a  fool. 

He  said  there  W.18  a  million  men  all  ready  In  New  York,  . 

A  million  more  in  Dublin,  and  a  million  more  in  Cork, 

And  millions  more  already  drilled  and  armed,  armed  and  ready  for  to  rise. 

To  free  ould  Ireland,  Denis  said,  "  shut  up,  you're  tt^lling  lies. 

If  Ihey  are  ready  for  to  rise,  why  don't  they  rise,"  said  ho, 

"  And  set  abouttheir  work  at  once  and  get  ould  Ireland  fr<«?  " 

"Sure  there  yon  show  your  ignorance,"  to  Denis  then  says  Mick, 

"There's  forty  million  Irishmen,  and  they  would  rise  up  quicl^ 

But  the  Bobbies  won't  allow  them,"  as  he  said  It  Denis  rose. 

And  hanged  Maginuis  in  the  eye  and  on  the  head  and  nose. 

As  soon  as  Denis  struck  at  Mick,  Mick's  brother  with  a  jug 

Struck  Denny  right  across  the  gob  and  spoilt  his  purty  mug; 

The  Dolans  then  joined  in  the  fray,  all  helping  up  Magt-e, 

And  soon  the  strei'ts  were  up  in  arms  and  joined  the  luele*'; 

Relations  of  both  parties  took  their  stands  both  left  aud  right. 

Soon  the  fleld  of  Waterloo  was  nothing  like  the  sight; 

Ski.i  and  hair  was  flying  round,  aud  so  was  stones  aiid  hrirke. 

Heads  were  cracked  ana  backs  were  broke  with  pokers,  tongs,  and  eticke; 

Half-a-dozen  Bobbies  came  and  tried  to  interfere, 

I  will  bet  they  did  no  duty  for  the  next  two  year; 

Then  they  called  the  soldiers  out,  but  they  wen-  put  to  ront, 

Then  they  went  and  calle<l  the  Ballyrag  Militia  out. 

They,  of  cotirse,  joined  in  the  row,  on  fun  and  plunder  bent. 

For  the  bould  jiolicemen  and  the  regulars  they  went; 

They  stole  the  Bobbies'  truncheons  and  their  watches  and  all  else. 

Then  they  set  about  with  the  buckle  end  of  l)elt«. 

While  the  people  left  and  right  were  slaughtering  awajr. 

Till  soniebo<ly  tele'.'raphi'd  to  London  for  to  say: 

"  Setid  the  S|)ecial  constables  and  regular  iK)lice, 

Your  army  and  your  navy,  too,  and  give  them  guns  apiece; 

Your  boats  and  men-of-war  ships,  tof),  for,  if  you  don't,  we  vow 

There'll  be  a  murder  done— thev've  scalin^l  a  magistrate  just  now." 

At  last  somebody  thought  of  wfiat  would  quickly  stop  the  fun. 

He  teleplioned  tlie  Fire  Brigade,  and  they  came  with  a  run. 

They  rigged  the  pumps  and  set  to  work  b^  turning  (m  the  hoae. 

Then  the  jieople  flew  just  like  so  many  frightened  crows. 

Leaving  ears  and  eyes  and  noses  lying  on  the  field; 

This  is  what  was  told  me  by  the  man  who  made  them  yieJd: 

"  Irishmen  will  stand"  says  he,  •'  real  good  ould  Irish  Pats, 

And  fight  their  foe  till  both  drop  dead  like  two  Kilkenny  cats. 

In  front  of  powder,  shot  and  shell,  they'll  stand  the  battle's  heat. 

They'll  stand  being  drowned  iu  whiskey,  but  they  can't  stand  water— neat." 


Could  I  Only  Spot  the  Winner. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  II.  J.  Wehinan.  1.10  Park  Row,  New  York  city,  and  receive  ' 
by  return  mail  aeoniplele  ("at.iloirue  of  over  ."KKio  P<ipnl«r  Knplish  and  (iennan  ( 

Souks— Free;    Postage  StainiisHiken  same  asca-sh  for  all  ourgoodm  ^ 

Behold  in  me  one  who  has  lost  a  fortune  on  the  "  fleld,"                         •    ■.   .'        ^ 
But  still  my  great  projiensity  is  to  never,  never  yield.  ( 

I've  "  made  a  book,"  I've  taken  "tips,"  I've  edgi^d,  I've  sqnnivd,  I've  crossed,  \ 
But  when  I've  balanced  my  accounts,  I've  found  tliat  I  have  lost.  _     f 

Chorus.  '    , 

Could  I  only  sjKit  the  winner,  what  a  happy  man  I'd  be, 
I'd  spare  enoush  t«  share  enough,  to  show  my  charity. 
I'd  be  a  second  Peal>ody,  I'd  stand  a  great  big  dinner 
To  all  my  little,  good  oid  jovial  pals,  could  I  only  spot  the  winner. 

I've  studied  sporting  papers  'till  they've  nearly  driven  me  mad;        .■ 
I've  known  each  horse's  pedigree  siiich  I  was  quite  a  lad. 
I've  tried  all  sorts  of  dcxiges,  and  committed  many  a  sin. 
But  misfortune's  been  my  fortune,  for  my  fortune  I  can't  win. 

Chorus. 
Could  I  only  spot  the  winner,  a  different  man  I'd  be, 
For  I'd  spend  some  dollars  on  linen  collars,  no  more  paper  for  me. 
No  more  would  I  eat  trotters  and  tripe  by  the  gas-lighCe  nightly  glimmer. 
But  a  jolly  blow  out  on  beefsteak  and  stout,  could  I  only  spot  the  winner. 

I've  minded  with  the  fancy,  and  I've  won  the  whitest  hats; 
On  shaking-hand  terms  I  have  been  with  all  the  sharps  and  flats, 
I've  brilied  the  jocks,  to  make  'em  lose,  thev've  won  the  race  Instead, 
And  so  I've  parted  with  my  coin,  these  words  I've  often  said: 

Chorjis. 
Could  I  only  spot  the  winner,  Bradlaugh  I'd  go  and  see. 
And  ask  Mrs.  Bresaiit  if  she  thought  it  decent  to  talk  on  philosophy; 
I'd  sport  my  rhino  like  a  prince,  if  I  was  not  a  skinner, 
I'd  treat  you  all  with  civility,  could  I  only  back  the  winner.^ 

Fain't  heart  ne'er  won  fair  lady,  so  I'll  have  another  try, 

Aud  as  long  as  I've  a  fiver,  boys,  by  jove.  I'Jl  ne'er  die. 

I  know  mv  luck  will  change  some  day,  so  I'll  not  throw  up  the  sponge. 

And  whilst  my  locker  holds  a  shot,  I'll  have  another  plunge. 

Chorus. 
And  III  try  and  spot  the  winner,  and  let  you  have  rent  free. 
For  I'll  win  some  siller,  and  purchase  a  villa,  or  a  cottage  by  the  sea. 
No  more  will  I  eat  herrings  red  for  breakfast  or  for  dinner. 
But  eggs  aud  ham  aud  gooseberry  jam,  could  only  I  epot  the  winner. 


— Marrj'ing  rich  widows,  like  drinking  liquors,  is  often 
for  the  "effects." 


solely 


.<* 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  31. 


ISN'T    IT    AWFULLY    HOT? 

The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  8<>n(r  will  ho  soiit  to  any  addrcsn,  i>o«t-imid,  on  rw^-ipt  of  10 

centSi  or  thia  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  one  Dollar,  l>y  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'vytage  Stnnipx  talcen  same  as  eaith  for  all  uur  Koods. 

The  8iin  it  gws  up  and  the  sun  it  goes  down, 

Isn't  it  iiwrully  liol? 
And  people  get  riled  and  eay  with  a  frown, 

Isn't  it  awfully  liotf 
We  crawl  through  the  street*,  feeling  nearly  half-dead; 
If  you're  feeling  white,  U  soon  turns  you  red. 
While  the  oM  man  exclaiuia  as  he  mops  his  old  head. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 

Our  butcher  sits  grinning  like  mad  at  his  door. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 
He'8  thinking  how  goon  you'll  have  to  pay  more. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 
Then  our  grocer  is  stamping  and  tearing  his  hair, 
,    ,  For  the  flieB  to  collar  his  sugar  do  dare. 

And  his  butter,  oh!  Lor',  where  is  it?  oh!  where? 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 

Out  in  the  fields  nearly  every  night. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 
Young  lovers  they  seem  to  take  a  delight. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 
They're  under  the  trees  whenever  yon  pass. 
In  every  corner  a  lad  and  a  lass; 
Tho'  shv,  the  girls  say,  let  us  lie  on  the  grasB, 
•  .     .  Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 

Some  couples  I  saw  go  to  church  yesterday. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 
,  The'wedding-bells  rang  and  seemed  for  to  t;ay. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 
It's  deucedly  nice  getting  married,  we  know, 
'Till  twelve  o'clock  strikes  and  your  friends  all  do  go^ 
Then  you  toddle  to  bed  in  a  minute,  but,  oh! 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 

If  this  goes  on  longer,  oh!  where  shall  we  be. 

Isn't  it  awfnlly  hot? 
We'd  better  be  mermen  and  live  in  the  sea. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 
If  it's  hotter  below,  it  much  me  deceives; 
How  cool  it  would  be  if  they'd  let  us  wear  leavea. 
We  could  then  walk  about  like  Adams  and  Eveo, 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 

Our  milkman  is  doing  a  rare  lot  of  trade, 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 
'Tifl  said  bv  the  wise,  a  fortune  he's  made, 

Isii't  it  aw^^lly  hot? 
But  you'll  soon  find  out  how  he  makes  it  pay. 
For  his  fanner  but  fetches  him  five  cans  a  day, 
■ .     Yet  he  always  sells  eiglit,  at  least  so  they  say. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 


THAT'S    HOW    HE    CARRIES    ON. 


SuuK  l>y  Miss  Jennie  HUl. 


MOTHER'S     GOOD-  NIG-HT     KISS. 

Copyright,  IM7.  by  WilliH  Woodward  A  Co. 

Tha  Words  and  Miisie  of  this  Sonir  will  be  ?ent  to  any  addn-m.  post-raid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  and  Music  by  Barney  Fagen. 


What  is  a  home  without  a  mother  dear? 

Nobotly  ever  can  be  to  ine 
What  mother  was  when  I  was  a  child 

And  sat  with  my  head  upon  lier  knee; 
At  even,  when  the  twiliirht  wn?*  fading 

And  darkness  was  closing  the  day. 
boftly  she  would  murmur,  my  darling  boy, 

Down  upon  yonr  knees  and  fray; 
And  when  my  little  pray'r  was  finished. 

She  woald  clasp  me  to  her  heart  so  full  of  blise; 
I  never  closed  mv  drooping  eves 

Without  "  mother's  good-night  kiss." 

RErKAis. 

Her  winning  word  I  miss,  her  tender  care  and  this: 

The  love  she  gave  me  here  on  earth,  her  teaching  was  never  amiss— Ah! 

Cnoiit'^. 

Her  smiles  that  on  me  beame<l,  her  affection  and  fond  caress. 
But  in  vam,  for  all  my  poor  heart  yearns  for  my  "  mother's  good-Dig|it  kiss." 

Cloee  to  my  bedside  in  the  morning  she. 

The  angel  one  that  lov'<l  me  so  well. 
Would  be  standing  ihere.  tears  in  her  eyes, 

The  smile  on  her  face  her  joy  would  tell; 
Then  gazing  in  those  eyes  so  blue  and  tender. 

There  a  meek,  gentle,  soft  loving  light 
I  could  trace  like  a  gleam  of  holiness. 

Shining  like  the  stars  so  bright; 
Gone  from  me  now  to  dwell  forever 

Where  happiness  becomes  eternal  blisa; 
Oh,  there  was  such  a  world  of  love 

For  my  "mother's  gootl-night  kiss."— RerRAiN  A Cho, 


— A  young  liuly  wlio  ex|)ectc(l  u  telegraphic  meJBape  from  ber 
"  best  fellow,"  waited  in  tlie  office  for  it.  After  a  while  the  little 
machine  began  to  click.  "  That's  from  Jack,"  she  said,  "  I  know 
his  stutter." 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
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Man's  a  noble  animal,  there  isn't  any  donbt; 

He's  like  the  gay  kaleidoscope  when  twisted  well  abont; 

I've  studied  physio"nomy,  so  something  ought  to  know 

Of  this  oinniv'rous  l)iped,  so  his  ways  I'll  try  and  show. 

See  him  in  good  temjier,  how  he'll  rub  his  liands  and  smile, 

"  Delighted  boy  to  see  you,  coine  and  dine  and  stay  awhile, 

Here's  u  clieck  to  get  that  bonnet,  dear;  so  sorry  1  forgot." 

That's  when  his  temper's  nice  and  smooth,  but  see  him  when  it's  Dot. 

CUORTIS. 

Off  will  go  his  coat  then,  bangs  it  on  the  iground, 
What  d'ye  suy?  you  take  a  run  1  I'll  give  it  to  the  hound — 
Put 'em  up  at  once,  sir.  hang  your  pro  and  con! 
■^'heu's  he  got  the  needle,  well,  that's  how  he  carries  on. 

Sec  him  in  the  summer  when  it's  beautiful  and  warm. 

His  check  suit  is  the  cheekiest,  it  takes  the  world  by  storm; 

The  latest  pattern  he  must  have,  no  matter  what  tlie  charge; 

It  takes  two  suits  to  show  it.  for  it  is  so  fine  and  large. 

Ilis  hat  is  at  an  angle,  say  of  forty-five  degrees; 

He  does  a  sort  of  knowing  wink  at  every  girl  he  sees; 

He  is  a  lovely  picture,  fit  for  anjr  frame  of  gold— 

That  IB,  you  Know,  in  eiimmer— but  jou  see  him  when  it's  cold: 

CUOBIS. 

Up  will  go  his  collar  then,  mooching  down  the  road. 
Nose  as  red  as  beetToot—"ain't  it.  jolly  code?" 
His  back  up  like  a  greyhound,  don't  he  look  a  donf 
See  a  "  toff  "  in  winter  time,  that's  how  he  carries  on. 

See  him  when  he's  dancing  with  the  girl  he  loves, 

Snatcliing  at  her  madly,  see  him  split  his  gloves. 

Hear  him  say,  "  Thanks  awfully,  a  very  jolly  dance"; 

And  hear  him  nop  the  question— that's,  when  he  gets  the  chance. 

See  him  when  he's  married,  ,\gii9tus  and  Maria, 

Tossing  head  or  woman  who's  to  rise  and  light  the  fire; 

See  him  bring  his  wages  home  and  give  her  all  the  lot; 

I'm  assuming  that  he's  sober,  but  you  see  him  when  he's  not. 

Chorus. 

What  d'ye  say?  it's  two  o'clock?  wrong,  my  dear,  I'm  snrc; 
Excuse  me  coming  into  bed,  I'll  sle«-p  u|)oii  the  floor; 
Oct  up  and  pay  the  cabby,  dear,  ))roni,'ht  me  from  "  the  swan." 
When's  he's  had  a  drop  too  much,  that's  how  he  carries  on. 

See  him  when  Mother  England  is  calling  on  her  sons 

To  rally  round  the  standard,  brave  the  foemeu's  guua, 

All  his  little  follies  then  vanish  in  the  air. 

rrovinjc.  when  it's  wanted,  the  British  pluck  is  there. 

Hear  him  say.  "(Jood-bye.  love;   (Jod  guard  you  when  I'mgone, 

Let  me  kiss  the  children,"  and  then  away  he's  borne 

Over  miles  of  ocean  to  some  distant  land. 

Svhere  the  battle's  raging,  fighting  hand  to  hand. 

Chorus. 
See  him  grasp  his  sword  then,  dashing  left  and  right. 
Mowing  down  the  foemen  with  a  giant's  might; 
Hear  hiin  shout,  "  Hurrah!  bovK,  the  victory  we've  won." 
That's  the  way  an  Englishman  in  battle  carries  on. 


She'd  Kept  Them  All  for  Mo. 


Sung  b.v  Arthur  Lloyd. 


The  Words  and  MiikIc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Honirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 

Kow.  New  Voric  (Mty.    I'osta^e  Stitin|ie  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

The  lady  I  have  made  my  wife  \ui8  once  a  sweet  young  miss. 
And  I  was  her  third  husband  when  I  tasted  wedded  bliss; 
While  courting.  I  remember  well  one  night  a  special  tea. 
She'd  a  lovely  lot  of  nuifHns  hot.  she'd  kept  them  all  for  me. 

CnoRus. 

She'd  kept  them  all  for  me.  not  one  or  two  or  thrt», 

Bnt  a  lovely  lot  of  mnfllins  hot,  she'd  kept  them  all  for  mo. 

She  was  a  buxom  widow  and  her  ways  they  were  so  sweet; 
Her  heart  was  very  tender  then,  and  so  were  her  poor  feet; 
This  is  her  second  husband's  suit;  it  fits  nie  well,  you  see; 
The  first  one's  shirts  and  socks  I  wear,  she'd  kept  them  all  for  mc. 

Cnonus. 
She'd  kept  them  all  for  me,  not  one  or  two  or  three. 
But  a  great  big  box  of  shirts  and  socks,  she'd  kept  them  all  for  me. 

But  she  has  got  a  temper  though,  as  this  poor  fellow  knows; 

We  often  have  a  flare  up,  and  sometimes  it  conies  to  blows; 

Ijist  night  when  I  went  out  we  kissed,  but  when  I  cnme  back  at  three, 

I'd  boots  and  shoes  throwu  at  my  head,  she'd  kept  them  all  for  me. 

CUORUS. 

She'd  kept  them  all  for  mc,  not  one  or  two  or  three. 

But  the  blessed  lot  at  my  head  got,  she'd  kept  them  all  for  me. 

We  both  went  down  to  Margate  to  spend  onr  honeymoon. 
But  our  lodgings  were  so  full  of  fleas  we  left  them  very  soon; 
Mv  landlady  said.  "  Never  before  had  she  ever  seen  a  nea;" 
uf  course,  not— 'twas  my  usual  luck -she'd  kept  them  all  for  me. 

Chorus. 
She'd  kept  them  all  for  me,  not  one  or  two  or  three. 
But  great  big  chaps,  with  big  fat  backs,  she'd  kept  them  all  for  me. 
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SENTENCED    TO    DEATH. 

■•''"...•.»'..;.,    CopyriKlit,  1«»1,  by  Frank  Harding.        '.-•   ■';/■,;. 


The  Wordd  and  MukIc  of  tliiii  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresji,  Bost-paid,  on  reeeipt  of  40 

cent*;  or  tliiiaiul  any  two  other  Songsf  or  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.'NVehinan,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Staiiipa  taken  same  aacauli  for  all  our  (roods. 

Words  by  W.  C.  Robey.    Music  by  Will  H.  Fox. 


The  gray  dawn  had  crept  o'er  the  stilJuess  of  morning, 

The  ilewdrouB  tliey  glisten 'd  like  icicled  breath,       ■,;; 
The  notes  of  the  bugle  had  sounded  Its  warning, 

A  yoiiiic  Irish  iK)iuicr  lay  semenced  to  death; 
No  cold-liloode<l  murder  had  stained  his  pure  conscience; 

He  c«lled  as  a  witness  his  Maker  on  high; 
llc"d  i-iiiiply  been  iii;liting  for  Ireland's  loved  freedom,    ■ ' 

Arrcslt'd  uud  tried,  he  was  seuleuced  to  die. 

Chorus.  :^     , 

Lay  liim  nway  on  the  hillside,  along  with  the  brave  and  bold; 
Inf^criije  his  name  on  the  scroll  of  fame  in  letters  of  purest  gold.  * 

"My  riiimcience  would  never  convict  me,"  he  said  with  his  dying  breath, 
May  Ciod  bless  the  cause  of  freedom  for  wkich  I  um  sentenced  to  death. 

He  thougiit  of  the  love  of  his  feeble  old  mother. 

He  thought  of  the  colleen  so  dear  to  his  heart; 
The  sobs  of  affection  he  scarcely  could  smother,  ;  ;' 

Well  knowing  how  soon  from  them  both  he  must  part. 
He  feared  not  to  die,  though  his  heart  was  near  broken,  • . 

'Twai«  simply  remembrance  of  those  he  loved  well; 
His  KIble  he  pressed  to  his  heart  as  a  token, 

Its  words  cheered  his  soul  in  a  felon's  cold  cell.— Chouus. 

To  the  old  Barrack  Square  they  marched  the  young  hero. 

The  bandage  he  tore  from  his  eyes  with  disdain, 
You  think  I'm  afraid  of  a  crime-soddcned  "Nero," 

rd  die  for  my  country  again  and  again. 
I  blame  not  my  comrades  for  doing  tneir  duty; 
"Aim  straight  at  my  iieart"  were  the  last  wor 


words  he  said, 
awiy,  the  young  soldier  was  dead.— C'U0Rt;s. 


EzpAsiug  ills  btt>aBt  to  the  point  of  the  rifle. 
The  smoke  cleared 


BRING    MY    BOY    BACK    AGAIN. 


Copyright,  1»91,  by  FrBiik  Harding. 


The  Words  and  Mu»ic  of  tlii*  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poxt-jpaid,  on  receipt  of  W 

centf,  or  this  and  any  twoother  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnmn,  ISO  Park 

Ko»',  Nvw  York  City.    Postage  Stampe  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Writt<  n  and  Com,K)»ed  by  Felix  McGI.nnou.    Arranged  by  F.  W.  Meechani. 

Tlieres  a  vacant  chair  in  the  old  home,  there's  a  loved  one  far  away, 
My  brigbt-cyed  boy,  my  hope  and  joy,  and  for  his  return  I  pray; 
He  was  ibe  light  of  niv  failing  years,  he  was  my  only  pride; 
lUit  far  from  his  home  he's  gone  to  roam  over  the  treacherous  tide. 

Chorus. 

Every  stormy  wind  that  blows,  every  gale  I  hear. 
Fills  my  heart  with  anguish,  fills  my  heart  with  fear;       .  , 
Out  on  the  sea  he's  roaming;,  out  on  the  stormy  main, 
Blow,  friendly  winds,  and  bring  my  boy  back  again. 

T  had  children  and  I  loved  them,  but  they  left  me  just  like  he; 

Their  lieurts  were  warm,  tliey  feared  no  storm,  they  one  by  one  went  to  Sca; 

Never  again  did  I  see  niv  boys,  down  in  the  deep  went  they; 

1  was  tierefi,  all  1  had  left  is  the  one  for  whom  I  pray.— CuoRUS. 

Oh!  the  partner  of  my  sorrows  could  not  bear  each  cruel  stroke, 

She  pined  awav,  like  the  close  of  day,  with  grief  her  poor  heart  broke; 

Fondly  I  yearn  for  my  only  boy,  all  1  have  left  to  love; 

Oh!  why  does  he  stay  from  me  away,  why  does  he  o'er  the  sea  rove?- Cho. 

But  the  kindly  winds  may  waft  liim  hack  to  his  native  shore; 
I  may  yet  rejoice,  I  may  hear  his  voice,  and  gaze  on  bis  face  onco  more; 
All!  but  the  days  seem  dark  a«id  drear,  and  the  nights  seem  long  and  sad. 
And  my  heart  will  yearn  for  his  return,  my  brave,  manly  sailor  lad.— Cho. 


HEART    OF    MY    HEART.     { 

Copyright,  IIWI,  by  Frank  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  pos^pald,on  receipt  of  10 

cenUi  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cask  for  all  our  gooda. 

Woids  and  Music  by  Will  H.  Fox. 


Heart  of  my  heart,  light  of  my  eyes. 

Come  to  me  now,  precious  gem  that  I  prizel 

Years  that  have  gone  bring  back  to  me  •.  .  • 

Your  loving  face— it  Is  all  I  can  see.  ^[. 

Patiently  waiting  your  sweet  voice  to  hear, 

Trusting  your  absence  ajid  never  knowing  fear, 

Believing  you  faithful  though  miles  apart; 

Loving  you  always,  heart  of  my  heart. 

Forgetting  you  never,  heart  of  my  heart  '        . 

Chorus. 

Davs  come,  years  go,  hours  swiftly  fleeting,    ■ 
Still  your  image  is  within  my  keeping; 
None  can  replace  you,  though  we're  apart; 
First  love,  true  love,  heart  of  my  heart;  ..         •  - 
First  love,  last  love,  heart  of  my  heart.    • 

Does  not  mem'ry  ever  take  yon  to  those  happy  days  gone  by. 
Underneath  the  hawthorn  sitting,  fond  vows  pledging,  yon  and  It 
Though  our  paths  in  life  lay  different,  still  I'll  never  love  but  thee. 
And,  when  dying,  I  will  bless  you,  my  star  of  affinity.— Chorus. 


;       PEGGY    MALONE. 

.;     •    ,    '         Copyright,  1891,  »>y  Frank  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-|iaid,  on  receipt  of  i 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^^  ebnian,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City,    loetage  Staiupe  taken  same  aa  cash  for  all  oar  goods. 

Written  by  R.  W.  Gyle.    C«miK>6i>d  by  Felix  McQlennoB. 


In  a  neatly  thatched  cottage  on  Erin's  green  shore 
There  lives  a  sweet  maiden,  the  one  I  adore; 
Her  face  is  her  fortune,  and  scores  I  could  name 
Would  give  all  their  wealth  to  inherit  the  same; 
Her  soul  is  as  pure  as  her  face  is  sublime, 
And  lots  of  fine  offers  she's  had  in  her  time. 
But  iu  my  fond  heart  she  has  set  up  her  throne. 
And  queen  of  my  heart  is  my  Peggy  Maloue, 
And  queen  of  my  heart  is  ray  Peggy  Malone. 
Chorus. 

Peggy  Malone,  Peggy  Malone, 

Her  face,  sure,  a  princess  might  envy  to  own; 

The  brightest,  bright  colleen  that  I've  ever  koowa 

Is  my  own  sweet  Peggy,  my  Peggy  Malone. 

Her  voice  is  an  angel's,  so  sweet  is  its  tone; 

And  often  fUc  sings  to  me  when  we're  alone; 

Her  lips  are  so  tempting,  no  saint  could  resist 

When  nature  provides  such  swe^-t  s|M>ts  to  l>e  kisaed; 

Her  eyes  arc  resplendent,  like  diamonds  they  shine; 

In  truth,  she's  iK-rfection,  this  darling  of  mine; 

The  fairest  of  flowers  that  Erin  has  grown 

Is  my  own  sweet  Peggy,  my  Peggy  Malone, 

Is  my  own  sweet  Peggy,  my  Peggy  Maloue. — CaoKUS. 

Her  beauty's  so  famed  her  throughout  Erin's  Isle 

That  toun'sts  oft  ramble  for  manv  a  mile 

To  cateb  a  brief  glimpse  of  a  colleen  so  prentd 

That's  turned  crazy  most  of  the  squires  in  the  land; 

I've  beard  many  wishing  that  I  were  but  them. 

To  lie  the  i)ossess<ir  of  such  a  bright  gem; 

I'll  whisper  a  secret,  but  don't  make  it  known, 

To-day  I  got  marrie<l  to  Peggy  Malone, 

To-day  I  got  married  to  Peggy  Malone.- Caoaca. 
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COMING  HOME  FROM  MEETING. 


Oopyright,  18M,  by  Wm   A.  Pond  *  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  (liis  Song  will  tie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  It 

cents;  or  this  and  any  t»<>  <>tli«-r  Songs  forOiie  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehmati,  ISO  Park 

Itow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Edward  Hanig-an.    Music  by  Dave  Braliam. 


Coming  home  from  meeting  on  last  Sunday  eve. 

As  happy  as  a  bumble  bee,  ^ 

Wid  Jane  mid  Aunt  Eliza,  Lucas,  John  and  Steve, 

A-siiiging  iu  de  key  of  C; 
Down  by  the  cross-roads,  close  to  the  mound. 

We  had  for  to  stand  right  still; 
Oh,  it's  coming  home  from  meeting,  how  we  htig  do  ground. 
And  listen  to  de  whijipoorwill. 

Chorus.  ■'    " 

Whippoorwill,  whippoorwill,  whippoorwill. 

Oh,  it's  birdie  on  de  tree-top  gazing  all  around. 
And  colored  people  climbing  up  a  hill; 

Oh,  it's  coming  home  from  meeting,  how  wc  hug  de  groand. 
And  listen  to  de  whippoorwill. 

Toady  in  de  footpath,  hop))iiig  mighty  soon, 

Aheariiij'  of  de  fo<)tstei>^'  fall; 
Oh,  just  behind  de  black  clouds  comes  along  de  moon,   . 

It  is  a  lonely  road  for  all; 
Down  by  the  brookside,  turn  right  around. 

For  their  stands  the  old  windmill; 
Oh,  it's  coming  home  from  meeting,  how  we  hug  dc  ground, 

And  listen  to  de  whipjioorwill.— Chorus. 

Sitting  in  de  kitchen,  talking  very  low, 

A-thiuking  and  a-making  love, 
Wc  kifis  anilgo  a-bugging  till  a  "yes"  or  "no" 

Is  spoken  by  a  sweet,  black  dove; 
Back  log  a-buming,  sparks  fly  around. 

Oh,  hush,  lovers,  do  keep  still! 
Oh,  it's  coming  home  from  meeting,  how  wc  hug  dc  ground. 

And  listen  to  de  whippoorwill.— Chorus. 


MR    BARNEY    FLYNN. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  M.  Witmark  A  ISons.       •  .      '•  .  ;:   ' 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  add r«w  posted,  <rn  recrtpt  of  «  ' 
cents   orthis  and  any  two  other  Songs  forOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  UOPark         | 
How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  received  an  invitation  from  Mister  Barney  Flynn, 
A  man  of  reputation,  who  keeps  a  cosy  inn,  ■ 

To  enjoy  myself  with  Barney  u|>on  his  wedding-day,  '    .        , 

And  if  you  list  I'll  tell  to  you  how  we  passed  the  time  away. 

Chorus. 
i  For  Reilly  was  under  the  Uble,  Murphy  was  on  the  floor, 

j  And  Barney  got  into  be<l  along  wirii  a  dozen  more; 

His  wife  was  under  the  bedstead  along  with  a  rolling  pin, 
I  For  she  couldn't  stand  the  blarney  of  Mister  Barney  Flynn. 

When  at  the  house  we  did  arrive,  Barney  said  to  me. 

Now  if  you  want  to  suy  all  night,  sure,  welcome  you  will  be; 

The  band  got  up,  the  music  played,  which  got  ue  in  a  fix. 

And  very  soon  out  went  the  lights,  sure,  we  one  and  all  got  mixed.— CBORtm. 
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BABIES    ON^OUR    BLOCK. 

Words  by  EdwanI  liarritrnn.    MuhIi-  l)y  Dave  Brahain. 

I  The  Words  and  MnMc  of  tliw  Hoiiir  will  !«•  sent  to  any  addrew,  poxt-pnid,  on  receipt  of  10 

centK.  or  this  and  »ny  two  otIuT  Somhk  for  <  )ni>  1  >.)llttr,  liy  M.J.  Wohinan,  130  Park 

Row,  NVw  York  (."ity.     ToHlat;!'  StunipnlJikm  r-aiiif  us  i-a-ili  for  all  our  Kooda. 

Sung  by  YA.  ll.irriKi»n  hi  "Tlu'  .Mullik;aii  (iiiurd  Ball." 

If  yon  want  for  iiiformiition.  or  in  nwtl  of  merriment. 

Come  over  with  me  socially  »o  Murphy  V  tenement; 

He  owns  a  row  of  Ijouses  in  the  Flr^<t  Ward,  near  the  doclt,  ' 

Wliere  IrelandV  representel  h.v  tlie  babies  on  onr  block. 

There'8  the  Phaloua  and  the  Whalens,  from  the  sweet  Uiiuocudec, 

Sitting  on  the  rallinj;!<,  with  ttnir  children  on  their  Icuee, 

(JossKipini;  and  tallcin^  with  nei^hbori*  by  tlie  flock. 

Singing  "Little  Sally  Waters'"  for  tlie  babies  on  our  block. 

Chorus. 

Little  Sally  Waters,  a-sitiinij  in  the  sun, 

frying  and  weeping  for  a  yountj  man; 

Kise.  Sally,  rise.  wiiH;  your  ej^e  out  with  your  frock. 

That's  bung  by  the  l)abies  a-living  on  our  block. 

On  a  warm  dav  in  summer,  w  hen  the  breeze  comes  off  tlie  sea, 

A  hundred  rhoiifand  children  lay  on  the  Battery; 

They  come  from  Murphy's  building,  their  noirie  "ud  stop  a  clock. 

There's  no  jMTambulalor  with  the  babies  on  our  block. 

There's  the  C'learys  and  the  lA-arvs,  from  tlie  sweet  Blackwater  side. 

Dozing  on  (lie  Battery,  gazinir  at  the  tide; 

All  roval  blood  and  noble  of  Dan  li't'onnell  stock, 

Siugiug  "Gravel,  Greeny  (Jravel"  for  the  babies  on  onr  block. 

ClIORfH. 

Gravel,  greenv  gravel,  how  creen  the  grapses  grow 
For  all  the  i)retty,  fair,  young  maidens  I  know; 
Green,  gravel  green,  wipe  your  eye  out  with  your  frock, 
Tliat'0  sung  by  the  babies  a-living  on  our  block. 

ItV  good-morning  to  you,  landlord,  and  how  are  you  to-dayt 

When  Patrick  .Murphy.  K-ipiire,  walks  down  the  alleyway, 

With  bis  shining  nilken  l>eaver  -he's  as  solid  as  a  rock. 

The  envy  of  ihe  nei:;hb()rs.  boys,  aliviiis;  on  onr  block. 

There'!*  the  Brannons  and  llu-  Cannons.  F:ir  Downs  and  Cannailght  men, 

Aiay  with  llie  shovel  and  quite  handy  with  the  pen; 

Neighborly  and  friendly,  with  relations  by  ilie  »l<Hk, 

Singing  "  Little  Sally  Waters"  for  the  babie:«  on  our  block. 

('noni'!> 
Little  Sally  Waters,  a  sitting  in  the  sun. 
Crying  and  weeping  for  a  young  man; 
:    Rise.  Sallv.  rise,  wiiie  your  eye  out  with  your  frock. 
That's  suiig  by  the  babies*  a-living  ou  our  block. 


( 


Going  Home  with  Nelly  After  Five. 

<'opyri({l>t.  IWW.  hy  Win.  A.  ron<l  *  Vn. 

The  Words  and  Mii!«ic  of  this  Sopr  will  lie  sent  to  any  addn  ><s.  |M>*t'pnid,  on  rrn-Uif  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  oi her  S,)nif»  f  >r<>iie  Kollar.  hy  M.  J.  Wi-liinnii.  i:tt>  I'luk 

Row,  Sew  York  I'lty.    I'oslaiff  .stnuip"  tak«'n  same  as  oauli  for  all  our  K<>ods. 

Words  by  YA.  llarrikran.    Mii-I<-  by  Pave  Itraham. 

Oh,  Broadway  is  a  thoroiitrhfare  for  botli  the  hiirh  and  low. 
There  side  by  side,  ju-t  like  the  tide,  it's  Uf)  and  down  we  go. 
It's  laltoring  men  and  workim:  i.'irls,  like  bees  out  of  a  hive, 
Amotig  the  crowd  I'm  going  home  with  Nelly  after  Ave. 

CiioKfs. 

When  I  hear  the  whistle  blow,  then  up  Broadway  I  go. 
My  happiest  hour  in  all  the  dav,  as  sure  as  you're  alive; 

Oh,  when  I've  done  my  daily  toil,  oh,  with  this  working  girl. 
Among  the  crowd  c<>n'enledly  with  Nelly  after  five. 


My  Nelly  is  but  seventeen,  so  gentle,  mild  and  coy; 
Oiiite  pretty,  too,  with  eves  of  blue,  at  ev.ry  working  noy. 
You'd  easy  8e<',  they  envy  me,  oh,  how  they  push  and  strive 
To  take  my  place  in  going  lionie  with  Nelly  after  Ave.-  Ciio 


'IIORIT8. 

Oh.  merchant.*  in  the  doorways  there,  and  hackmen  on  the  walk. 
Oh,  young  policemen  now  and  then,  they  all  turn  round  and  talk. 
"Oh,  there  she  goes!  "  '•  Ain't  she  a  rosel  "  '•  I  knew  they  would  ; 
Oh,  that's  what  I  hear  when  going  home  with  Nelly  after  five.— Cuoilis. 


THE    LITTLE    WIDOW    DUNN 

Words  by  Kd.  Ilarrlgan.    .Music  by  Dave  Braham. 

TtaeWordnand  Mtisleof  this  Song  will  liesiMit  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  ' 
iiy  two  oTIier  Sonus  for  One  IVillar,  t>y  H.  J.  \V>hman,  r"  "•     • 


cents;  or  this  and  an' 
How,  New  York  City. 


.    .        - 130l>ark 

I'uNtaKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca*li  for  all  our  gooda. 


arrive! ' 


BABY'S     TEARS. 

CopyriKht,  1M».  by  Willis  Woo<iward  A  Co. 

I  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  tss  st-nt  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonjrs  for  <  >ne  1  v.llar.  by  U.  J.  W  ehnian.  l.Ki  Park 

Row,  New  York  City     hostaKe  Stanifm  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Ta'd  Drtsser. 

Papa  loves  his  darling,  baby  don't  von  weep. 

Sings  a  father  lo  hi»  child,  as  evenfiiR  shatlowg  creep; 

Dry  your  tears,  my  angel,  now  the  <lay  is  done, 

My  heart  aches  for  you,  love,  but  mamma  ne'er  will  conie. 

Ciioiii's. 
Papa  will  walch  von.  darling,  through  the  long,  long  years; 
Heaven  protect  vbu.  sunshine,  who  can  resist  baby's  tears? 
Papa's  sad  whei'i  baby  weeps,  eyelids  drooping,  now  she  sleeps 

On  a  winter's  evening,  when  my  work  is  o'er. 

Papa  laughs  with  baby,  and  he  rolls  her  on  the  floor; 

Now  the  naby's  lonely,  wants  mamma,  you  see; 

Sleep  for  aye,  and  fatlier  alone,  now  live*  for  thee.— CHORUS. 


"""   ■'    ■■"' 


Sung  by  Ed.  Hnrrittan  In  "The  Miillitirnn  Ouiiitl  Ilull." 

There's  a  charming  little  widow  who  keeps  a  candy  store. 

Where  the  little  cliildren  buy  th«'ir  chewing  gum; 
She  sells  taffy  for  a  nenny— lier  name  Is  on  the  d«H)r  — 

There's  music  in  the  face  of  Widow  Dunn. 
She's  from  the  County  Kerry,  her  husband  was  a  Tip., 

And  in  the  Kngll^h  .Army  l>eat  a  drum; 
At  singing— holy  Moses!  can't  she  give  it  lipf 

Such  a  voice  has  the  little  Widow  Dunn. 

Ciiouus. 
"  Eileen  Allanna!  "  "Starry  Banner! " 

"Slavery  Da^s!  "  boys,  every  one. 
She'd  warble  aisy  -surely  pla/.e  ye. 

Such  a  voice  lias  the  little  Wicfow  Dnnn. 

You  shoild  hear  her  at  a  party  sing  "nreuiion  on  the  Moor," 

.lust  as  stalely  as  the  Duke  of  Wellington; 
She  raises  up  the  ceiling  and  shakes  tlie  parlor  flour; 

»>b,  everybody  Iovcb  the  Widow  Dunn. 
She's  ft  pretty  little  bo<ly.  just  like  a  'ristocrat, 

Wid  eyes  rolling  over  full  of  fun. 
And  ehe'd  driuk  a  glass  of  lagi-r  just  like  a  Democrat, 

It's  a  pleasure  for  to  meet  the  Widow  Dunn. 

ClIOKtTS. 

"Savourneen  Declish!  "  "  .Moiher's  Last  Wish t  " 
"  The  Battle's  Over!  "  '■  Murphy's  Woul  " 

"  Do  You  Love  Me?"  "  Moriarity!  " 
That's  sung  by  tlie  little  Widow  Diiun. 

Oh,  she  plays  the  concertina,  self-lauglit,  without  a  book. 

She  never  told  a  lit-,  like  Wasliingt<ui; 
She'd  turn  your  heacl  coinplately  wid  a  sly.  I>ewitching  look. 

Such  a  banshee  is  the  iiiile  Widow  Dunn. 
She's  very  fond  of  cliildren,  she  .'«ings  them  all  to  sleep. 

And  gives  them  lollypops  and  sugar  plums; 
At  every  neighbor's  funeral  she'd  dress  in  white  ami  weep 

Such  u  tender  creature  is  the  Widow  Dunn. 

CnORtTS. 

"The  Little  Diideen!"  "She's  Mv  Fairy  Qiieenl" 

"In  the  Ballet!  "  "Oh.  Mary,  Bun!  " 
"Keep  My  (irave  (;r<-en! ''  "S\ve«-l  Evangeline!" 

They  are  sung  by  the  little  Widow  Dunn. 

She'd  read  the  "  Ledger  "  stories,  wrote  by  Sylvanus  Cobb, 

The  •'  Daily  News,"  the  "  Herald^  and  the  "  Sun;  " 
And  at  every  imssing  stranger  she'd  give  her  head  a  bob. 

So  familiar  is  the  little  Widow  niinii. 
She  has  a  cure  for  measels,  the  chicken-rash  and  croup,  > 

.\nd  every  summer's  morning,  In  the  sun. 
All  the  neighbors'  babies  are  sitting  on  her  stoop, 

Such  a  fairy  is  tlie  little  Widow  Dunn. 

Chori's. 
".Michael  Miildoou!  "  "  Will  You  Buy  a  Broom?" 

"On  the  Boulevard!  "  "  My  Sugar  I'lnm!  " 
"  Darling  .Sadie  Kay !  "  "  Do\\  n  at  Itockawayl  " 

They  are  sung  by  the  little  Widow  Dunn. 


— *— ^ r 

SHE    LIVES    ON    MURRAY    HILL.! 


Words  by  Kd.  Mfirriguii.    .Miisie  by  Dave  Braham. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  \w  sfiit  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
cents,  or  this  and  any  two  otlur  Smuts  lor  I  >ni-  liollur,  l>y  11.  J.  wchnian,  l:w  I'arlj 
Row,  Jitw  York  City.     I'ostajfe  Sl.oii|w  la 


■  ken  sjiiiie  as  cash  for  nil  our  Kooda. 


As  siiDK  by  Ed.  Ilan-iKan  in  "  .Mordecai  Lyons." 


I  drive  a  butcher  cart,  I  serve  my  meat  around 
Among  the  low  and  ui)per  ten,  all  over  New  York  town; 
I've  got  a  sweetheart,  boys,  a  beauty  I  call  Lill, 
She's  a  servant  in  a  family  that  lives  on  Murray  Hill. 

Ciiouus. 

It's  ev'ry  moniing  early,  when  I  am  feeling  well, 
I  ski|>  down  from  the  butcher  ciirt  and  ring  the  basement  bell; 
She  meets  ine  like  a  baby,  my  dainty  little  Lill, 
She's  just  the  cream,  the  girl  I  mean,  she  lives  on  Mnrray  Ilill. 

On  Sunday,  when  it's  fine,  I  drive  out  for  a  ride,  1 

I  cut  the  proper  cat)er,  boys,  when  she  is  by  my  side; 

And  when  we  strike  the  park,  I  hand  the  reins  to  Lill, 

The  people  say, "  Oh,  who  are  they,  those  swells  from  Murray  Ilillf "— CuoBCs, 

Some  day  I'll  own  a  stall  in  the  market  down  tielow. 

And  then  I'll  tie  up  to  my  love,  she'll  l)e  Mrs.  Peilly,  oh! 

I'll  give  the  boss  blow-out,  you  bet,  I'll  dress  to  kill. 

We'll  marry  iu  the  lower  ward,  and  not  ou  .Murray  Ilill.— Chorus. 


— Closed  until  the  fall — the  oyster.— J?o»ton  Gaeette. 


— Change  in  our  feeh'nps  follows  the  discovery  of  no  change  In 
our  [)Ockclhooka.— WfuMngton  Star.^-,. 


— It  takes  a  tramp  a  long.  IcMrtf  time  to  break  up  a  cord  of  wood; 
but  it  doesu't  take  long  fuj»sft  cord  of  wood  to  break  up  a  tramp, 
—  Yonkers  Sditeimian.  ;      ..   '  -  •  •  v...^:    .    wi     - 
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PITCHER     OF     BEER, 

Words  by  Ed.  ilarrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braliam. 


The  Worda  and  Mimic  of  lliis  Soni;  will  be  aent  Co  any  address,  poat-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twoi>th«*r  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Jl.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    PoxtaKe  Stamps  taken  isameas  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 


Sung  by  Ed.  Ilarrigan  In  "The  Mulligan  Guard  Ilall.' 


i 


I'm  a  friend  to  the  poor  raau,  where'er  I  may  roam. 

No  matter  what  comitryiuan  he; 
Come  Hlinre  my  loaf  aud  the  meat  on  the  bone, 

I  have  a  prantachre  welcome  for  thee; 
Each  night  in  the  weeli,  and  week  in  the  year,      ' 

With  a  lieart  aud  a  conscience  that's  clear, 
I've  a  friend  and  a  ulass  lo  let  the  toast  paee, , 

As  they  driulc  from  my  pitcher  of  l)eer.    .■ 

Cuonus. 
Each  night  in  the  week,  and  week  in  the  year, 

With  a  heart  ahd  a  conscience  that's  clear, 
I've  a  friend  and  a  glass  to  let  the  toast  pass. 

As  they  drink  from  my  pitcher  of  Ijeer. 

The  child  In  the  cradle,  the  dog  at  the  door. 

The  fireside,  cheerful  and  briglit; 
The  old  folks  at  the  table,  with  plenty  galore. 

To  welcome  you  in  with  delight: 
Their  blessing  they  give,  it's  long  may  you  live, 

Aud  merrily  pass  o'er  each  year; 
They  hand  you  a  glass  to  let  the  toast  pass. 

As  you  drink  from  their  pitcher  of  beer.     (.'iioui'S. 

Good  health  and  good  nature,  when  brought  side  by  side. 

Are  champions  of  real  merriment', 
Any  poor  creature  in  the  world,  far  and  wiJc, 

Ne  er  l)egrn(lge8  the  penny  well  eiH.-nt 
For  a  dn>p  of  the  malt— they  couldn't  find  fault 

With  that  which  tame  sorrow  to  cheer; 
Get  a  friend  aud  a  gh'ss  and  let  the  toast  pass, 

Aud  driuk  fiom  your  jiitcher  of  beer.— Choklts. 

Be  social  and  merry,  for  life's  but  a  day. 

We  die  and  leave  others  behind;  .  ,    ; 

To  fret  and  to  worry,  to  sigh  and  to  pray. 

When  relief  they  could  easy  find. 
If  Ihey  draw  up  a  chair  and  drive  away  care. 

Have  a  friend  wiHi  his  pipe  silting  liear. 
Tell  a  story  or  two,  let  it  be  old  or  new. 

And  drink  from  their  pitcher  of  beer. -Chorus. 


DOWN    IN    GOSSIP    ROW. 

Words  by  Ed.  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresis,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dolliir,  \>y  11.  .1.  W  eh  man,  13()  I'nrk 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  lu  eaxli  fur  all  our  goods. 

Sung  by  Ed.  Harrigan  in  "The  M'jIIigan  Guanl  Boll." 

I  moved  my  family,  bed  and  board,  last  ye;ir,  the  first  of  May,  ' 

From  a  very  quiet  neighborhood,  sure.  Dun  c<>a.\ed  me  away; 
Hypocrisy  and  scandal  they  have  caused  nic  liil lor  woe 
Ever  since  the  morning  I  moved  dowu  to  Gossip  Row. 

Chorus. 

Good -mom  I  ng,  Mrs.  Dooley.  oh,  have  yon  hoard  the  ncwet 
Slary  Ann  went  to  a  ba'l,  and  borrowed  reL'u'V.'s  shoes; 
There's  a  second-hand  piano  in  twenty-two  lielow,  .! 

And  lots  of  drunken  b<iarders  in  that  lioust^  on  (;ossip  Row., 
Now  listen,  Mrs.  Crowley,  I've  something  for  your  ear— 
Wliat  is  it*  oh,  what  is  it?  we  are  dying  for  to  hciir;        ^ 
The  brunette,  Julia  Deini)sey,  I'm  told  she  has  a  Ix-aii, 
She  rau  off  w  ith  a  soklier  from  that  house  in  Gossip  iiow. 


* 


I  ». 


I  wear  my  new-made  t)onnet,  I  walk  along  the  block. 
They  poke  their  lieads  from  windows  and  whisper,  "  What  a  shock! 
She  thinks  siie's  a  yoiiug  school-girl,  ain't  she  a  liorrnl  showy  " 
You'd  have  to  run  the  gauntlet  if  you  moved  to  (Jossip  Kow. 

Cdouus. 

Good-moniing,  Mrs.  Dooley,  and  did  j'oti  have  j-our  tay? 

I  drank  a  pint  of  lager  beef  just  now  with  Mrs.  Fay; 

She  w-ants  to  be  a  Yankee,  I'll  let  the  n<-ighbors  know 

She  lived  in  Mulligan  Alley  'fore  she  moved  to  (iossip  Row.  ' 

Now  listen,  Mrs.  tJrowU^y,  I  never  like  to  sjK'ak—  ■ 

Who  throws  out  the  garbage  every  Sunday  in  the  week? 

Sure,  I  could  t*;ll  yoti  aisy— go  on,  we  w;tnt  to  know, 

'Tis  Mrs.  Lynch,  ah,  ha!  ah,  ha!  that  lives  iu  (ioseip  Row. 

They  borrowed  all  my  kindling  wood  and  dove  into  my  coal, 
They  broke  up  all  my  crockery,  'cept  one  old  sugar-bowl; 
Dan's  ov»TCoai,  niy  seal-skin  sacque.  I  needed  for  the  snow. 
Was  stole  from  on  the  clothes-line  from  the  yard  in  Gossip  Row. 

Chorus. 
Now  listen,  Mrs.  Croxvley,  I  went  to  Coney  Isle; 
Your  old  man  wasn't  home  till  six,  you  flirte<l  there  awhile; 
I  met  a  German  bugler,  yes,  yes,  we' want  to  know. 
He  ate  clams  wid  a  lady  that's  well  known  in  Gossip  Row, 
Oh,  dear  me,  Mrs.  Crowley,  won't  \ou  take  a  chair? 
I'm  told  that  Mrs.  Coogau  she  is  dyeing  up  her  hair. 
Her  little  daughter,  Dalia,  slie  sent  off  to  Bor'do  . 

To  learn  the  parley-voo-voo  for  the  French  in  Gossip  Row. 


m  •^ 


— The  scissors-grinder  Is  the 
things  dull. — Boaton  Transciip^ 


niy  man  who  invariably  finds 


That  Never  Could  Happen  Here. 

Copyrighted  by  Willis  Woodward  *  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reofelpt  of  M 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  B.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 
Row,  New  York  Uity.    hostage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  ifooda.  i 


By  Fi-auk  Dumout        ■.-:;■ 

Yes,  other  cities  have  troubles  and  evils. 

You  know  i»ec)ple  suffer  and  groan; 
We  read  w  ith  a  shudder  of  things  that  are  qneer. 

And  the  high-handed  way  it  is  done.  '  . 

When  "  boodle"  connininds,  politicians  obe^; 
They'll  give  up  our  streets  if  the  railroad  will  pay, 
Thehaquietcombinemakes 'em  a  |>reseDt  of  Broadway, 

liut  that  never  could  happen  here. 

Cuonus. 

Ob!  certainly  not.  oh!  ccrUiinly  not,  it  never  could  hapj)oii  here; 
Oh!  certainly  uot,  oh!  certainly  not,  it  never  could  hai)i>en  t  ^r; 

The  Jersey  policemen  when  out  on  the  beat. 

They  tell  me,  are  never  aKrt, 
In  cas»'  of  a  row  or  a  murder  goi?ig  on. 

Because  they  don't  care  to  gel  hurt. 
But  they'll  give  up  a  chance  near  a  "  lager  Ikht  store," 
To  tell  them  it's  Sunday  and  not  to  iueak  the  law; 
Then  they'll  take  a  sly  drink  bt^hind  the  side  door. 

But  that  never  could  happen  here.— Chorus. 

In  Brooklyn  the  bonnets  the  ladies  now  wear 

Are  buiit  up  so  solid  nnd  tall 
That  when  in  tlieativ s  a  man  sits  behind 

The  p<>(M-  man  can  see  nothing  at  all. 
Not  a  glimpse  of  the  stage,  he  d<H's  nothing  but  ga|)c, 
Till  the  lady  has  pity  on  the  half  blindeil  chap. 
And  she  takes  off  her  bonnet  and  holds  it  in  her  lap, 

But  that  never  could  hapi>cu  here.  — Chokds. 

There  once  was  a  couiitrv  that  wasn't  afraid 

Of  foreigneis  looking  for  wiir. 
Because  they  had  harbors  protected  by  forts,  . '       ■ 

And  the  peoi)le  were  anxious  for  more,  -         • 

And  on  their  liag  they  would  joyfully  di>:it. 
You  couldn't  take  from  them  a  fisheriiiairs  iMiat, 
For  they  had  a  navy  that  could  actually  float. 

Bat  that  never  could  hapiHMi  here. —CuoBUS. 


FIGHT    AT     CANADA     BETWEEN 
MORRISSEY    AND    HEENAN. 

I  ConuKMsed  by  J.  Brady.    Time— "  Domiclly  and  Cooper."      .     *     • 

Send  your  uanieaiulnddl-essto  H.  .1.  Wihmaii.  ISO  Pnrk  Kuw,  New  York  ("ity.  and  rt>oolvc 

by  return  mail  «  c.<iiiipleteCntHli>guei)f  .)vcr.')<NK>  I'opiilHr  Engli»h  niidOerinan 

Songs    Free.    I'ostage  SUiin|istakeii  samenseiu^h  for  alloiir  gixxls. 


You  sjiorting  sons  of  New  York,  I  hoj)e  you  will  draw  near, 
I  will  tell  you  us  true  a  story  as  ever  yon  (lid  hear; 
If  court  Ills  .-i  li-xhl  which  took  place  the  other  day. 
And  onr  hero  he  did  couqiier  on  the  plains  of  Canada. 

When  Morrissey  got  the  challenge,  he  received  it  with  ^reat  might, 
He  ran  unto  his  backers  and  told  them  he  had  to  fight. 
Go  oil.  go  on.  my  noble  boy,  go  on  and  you  will  see. 
All  we  lire  worth  that  day  we'll  bet  upoii  you,  Morrissey. 

Morrissey.  true  game,  he  pointed  out  the  day, 

On  the  twentieth  of  Octolu'r  to  have  this  grand  display; 

On  the  twentieth  of  October  the  sports  did  all  agree, 

Aud  that's  the  way  the  Benicia  Boy  did  fight  with  Morrissey. 

It  was  a  j)leasant  Wednesday  morning  when  the  sun  was  shining  bright. 

There  a  large  assemblage  gathered  to  see  the  fight^ 

And  then  two  bully  champions  stripped  off  for  the  display,  • 

They  boldly  stepja'd  into  the  ring  at  the  plains  of  Canada. 

For  the  first  four  rounds  of  the  battle  Morrissey  took  it  very  cool. 
But  ccmiing  on  the  fifth  round  he  s:tid  be  would  be  no  fool. 
He  turneil  to  his  seconds,  and  thus  to  them  did  say: 
.Oh!  now  I  am  going  to  have  him  low  at  the  plains  of  Canada. 

There  was  a  hundred  now  to  twenty  bet  on  Morrissey, 

But  no  one  to  accept  it,  as  you  will  pliiinly  see; 

They  said  that  they  would  bet  no  more,  and  neither  would  they  stay. 

For  they  saw  their  man  was  whipjied  upon  the  plains  of  Canada. 

Coining  on  the  eleventh  round,  they  had  a  little  chat; 
He  hit  him  in  the  jugular  and  knocked  his  man  quite  flat; 
It's  there  he  lay  a  full  half  hour  before  he'd  anything  to  say. 
And  our  hero  was  crowned  victor  on  the  plains  of  Canada. 

You  bullies  of  Benicia  Boy,  your  boasting  now  give  o'er,         •    • 
Since  Morrissey  has  conquered  ye,  and  left  ye  in  yonr  gore;  .  ■      ' 

For  I  am  sure  myself  they  both  curse  and  rue  the  day 
Wheu  first  they  challenged  Morrissey  to  fight  at  Canada. 

Long  life  to  brave  John  Morrissey  and  all  his  noble  friendfl,  .-^ 

Long  life  to  all  his  backers,  on  them  we  may  depend; 
Likewise  his  jolly  trainers  that  did  show  him  the  way 
To  lash  the  Benicia  Bully  on  the  plains  of  Canada. 


■    .     I  .  ■  ^-^"^^ ■■.'  ;.:;•  •■■:  ■^::.  f 

— Age  gives  tis  experience  of  love,  but  it  does  not  give  us  love  of  ( 
experience. — Witxp.  f 


■    >1 
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NEVER,    NEVER,    NO    MORE. 


CopjTiKht,  1887,  l>y  Meyer  *  Ero. 


The  Words  and  MUsIe  6f  tlila  Sontt  will  Vie  sent  to  any  adilrew.  iio»t-pal«l,  on  receipt  of  10 

cent«,  ortliinand  itny  two  uther  Sontrs  forOne  Dollar,  l>y  11.  J.  Wehiiiun,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  Y'urk  City.     hosUMce  Stanips  taken  tutiue  as  ca^lt  for  all  our  KouUs. 


1"11  *ing  of  a  place  where  trouble  will  roigii. 

Never,  never,  no  more. 
Where  the  rich  man  will  take  the  laborer's  gain, 

Never,  never,  no  more. 
It's  a  beautiful  place,  thouRh  (jiiite  fur  away, 
Btmove<l  from  the  world's  t»'mptatioii  and  fray, 
And  when  asked  to  leave  It,  each  one  will  say. 

Never,  never,  no  more. 

Choul's. 
Never,  never,  no  more. 
Never,  never,  no  more, 
And  when  aeked  to  leave  it,  each  one  will  »ay. 
Never,  never,  no  more. 

The  dadcB  at  the  corner,  ciparette  in  their  hand. 

Never,  iiever,  no  more. 
They'll  be  nibbliiii;  their  canes  and  like  ntatiK!<  will  stand, 

Never,  never,  no  more. 
They  will  powder  their  facef  and  banp  their  front  hair, 
Then  blnphin<;ly  ai  ev'ry  lady  they'll  stare. 
Then  pluck  up  courage  "to  sliont,  "  Ah  there," 

Never,  never,  no  more. 

ClIORl-9. 

.    Never,  never,  no  more. 
Never,  never,  no  more. 
They  pluck  up  courage  to  shout,  "  Ah  there," 
Never,  never,  no  more. 

The  girls  will  be  piddy  and  flirt  in  the  street. 

Never,  never,  no  more. 
They'll  wear  number  Ave  shoes  on  number  ten  feet. 

Never,  never,  no  more. 
They  will  bleach  out  their  hair  to  a  nice  yellow  gold. 
Then  Iry  to  look  cirlish  when  forly  years  ol<l. 
If  yoo  should  try  to  ki-«  them.  t:iey  say  you're  so  bold. 

Never,  never,  no  more. 

Cuonr?. 

Never,  never,  no  more. 

Never,  never,  no  more. 

If  yon  should  try  to  kiss  theui,  they  say  you're  eo  bold. 

Never,  never,  no  more. 

Jay  Gould,  with  his  millions,  will  cause  men  to  strike. 

Never,  never,  no  more. 
And  force  worUIni;  peoi)le  to  do  as  he  likes, 

Never,  never,  no  more. 
An  honest  dav's  labor  with  an  honest  day's  pay 
Each  workineman  wants,  and  he'il  have  it  that  way; 
If  he's  once  b«-eii  imposed  on,  in  future  he'll  say: 
Never,  never,  no  more. 

C'HoRirg. 

Never,  never,  no  more. 

Never,  never,  no  more. 

If  he's  once  been  imposed  on,  in  future  he'll  say: 

Never,  never,  no  more. 


ROLL    ON,    SILVER    MOON. 


As  sunK  by  Mix.')  Jennie  Hugheo. 


The  Words  and  Muol'-  of  Oils  Sontr  "ill  be  wnt  to  any  addns.').  post-pnid.  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  thi.sand  anv  two  other  Somrs  f.jroiie  Pollar.  Iiy  H.  J.  Wehman.  i:tO  I'ark 

Row,  Xew  Vork  City.     I'o»t«Be  stamps  taken  same  ns  c.-wli  for  all  our  goods. 

As  I  straved  from  my  cot  at  the  close  of  the  day, 

About  the  heginnim;  of  June. 
'Neath  a  jessamine  shade  I  espied  a  fair  luaid. 

And  she  siidlv  complained  to  the  moon. 
Roll  on,  silver  inoon,  guide  the  traveler's  way. 

When  the  iiiphtinKale's  song  is  in  tune, 
'  But  never,  never  more  with  my  lover  I'll  stray 

By  tliv  sweet  silver  light,  bonny  moon. 
Roll  on.' silver  moon,  guide  the  traveler's  way. 

When  the  nightingale's  song  is  in  tune. 
But  never,  never  more  with  my  lover  I'll  stray 

By  thy  sweet  silver  light,  bonny  moon. 

A»  the  hart  on  the  mountain  my  love  was  brave. 

So  handsome,  so  manly  and  clever; 
So  kind  and  sincere,  and  he  lov«,'d  me  so  dear, 

Oh.  Edwin,  thy  crjual  was  never. 
But  now  he  is  dead,  an<l  gone  to  deatli's  bed. 

He's  cut  down  like  a  rose  in  full  bloom; 
He's  fallen  asleep,  and  poor  Jane's  left  to  weep, 

By  the  sweet  silver  light  of  the  moon. 
Roll  on,  silver  moon,  guide  the  traveler's  way. 

When  the  nightingale's  song  Is  in  tune. 
But  never,  never  more  with  my  lover  I'll  stray 

By  thy  sweet  silver  light,  bonny  moon. 

But  hij  grave  I'll  seek  out  until  morning  appears. 

And  weep  for  my  lover  so  brave. 
I'll  embrace  the  cold  tuif  and  wash  with  my  teart 

The  flowers  that  bloom  o'er  his  grave. 
But  never  again  shall  my  boso-n  know  joy. 

With  my  Edwin  I  hope  to  be  soon; 
Lovers  shall  weep  o'er  the  grave  where  we  sleep. 

By  thy  sweet  silver  light,  lK)nny  moon. 
Roll  on.  silver  moon,  guide  the  traveler's  way. 

When  the  nightingale's  song  is  In  tune, 
'  But  never,  never  more  with  my  lover  I'll  stray 

By  thy  sweet  silver  light,  bonny  moon. 


THE    RAGGED    COAT. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twootlier  SoniTHfurOiie  I'ullar.by  IT  J.  AVehmur,  13(>  I'ark 

How,  New  Vork  City.    Fustage  Ulanips  taken  saiueaa  caiili  (or  all  uur  gouds. 


Oh !  what  a  world  of  flummery,  there's  nothing  but  deceit  in  it. 

So  you  w  ill  And  through  life,  o'er  as  you  travel  on. 
Old  and  young,  rich  ana  poor,  every  one  yon  meet  in  it, 

'Tis  the  same,  I  will  miiintain.  and  prove  it  in  my  song; 
When  I  was  poor  I  found  that  friends  seldom  e'er  did  heetl  me,    ■ 

'Till  a  rich  one  died  and  left  me  cash,  which  set  me  all  afloat. 
So  then  I  had  money,  but  I  kept  it  quite  a  secret. 

And  to  fathom  out  deception  I  put  on  a  ragged  coat. 

1  thought  my  friends  I  would  try,  as  I  had  eo  many; 

At  least  so  they  professed  to  l»e,  at  Brooklyn,  Mr.  Ford; 
And  as  a  trip  by  steamboat  would  be  as  cheap  as  any, 

I  went  down  to  the  ferryboat  and  quickly  stepjieti  on  board, 
Wheu  I  heard  a  silly  puppy  say,  though  lowly  he  did  breathe  It, 

'Tie  a  shame  to  let  a  ragged  man  on  board  of  a  steamboat ; 
Says  I,  you  suooney  rascal,  there's  a  gmnl  heart  beats  bcucath  It, 

Don't  despise  a  man  because  he  wears  a  ragged  coat. 

My  journey  being  ended,  I  placed  my  foot  on  shore,  sirs. 

Glad  enough  I  was  of  such  a  crew  to  get  relief; 
I  went  to  the  house  and  knocked  at  the  door,  sirs. 

The  |)eople  all  kept  eyeing  me  as  though  I  was  a  thief. 
The  door  was  banged  against  my  face  with  many  a  snarl,  sirs. 

When  I  shouted  loud,  "  Good  Master  Ford,  I  come  to  pay  a  note,'* 
I  t)eg  your  pardon,  sir,  saiJ  he,  come  step  into  the  parlor. 

We  thought  you  were  a-begging  when  we  saw  your  ragged  coat. 

A  chair  was  quickly  placed  for  mc.  and  down  I  sat  instanter. 

You've  come  from  town,  you  must  '>e  tired,  pray  stop  here  and  dint; 
Jane,  bring  the  glasses,  likewine  the  decanters, 

I  think  you  will  And  tliat  is  most  excellent  port  wine. 
Your  wine  you  may  keep,  though  I  got  this  ragged  dress  on, 

I  tell  you  what!  I  changed  my  miod,  I  mean  to  keep  my  note 
And  put  it  to  a  l)elter  use,  so  let  this  be  a  warning. 

Don't  despise  a  man  because  be  wears  a  ragged  coat. 

Next  I  went  a-courting  the  brisk  young  Widow  Moore,  sir, 

I  went  to  the  house,  and  Iwldly  I  tiroposetl; 
My  suit  I  pressed,  Imt  she  exclaimea,  pray  show  this  knave  the  iloor,  •iri 

At  the  sight  of  my  appearance  she  soon  turned  up  her  nose. 
But  when  I  showed  my  bag  of  gold,  she  fain  woula  be  a  talker,  - 

At  the  sight  of  all  my  money,  she  quickly  changed  her  note;      ' 
Says  1,  I'm  off,  dear  madam,  'tis  time  my  name  was  Walker, 

Don't  despise  a  man  because  he  wears  a  ragged  coat. 

Never  trust  to  apj>earances,  they  often  will  deceive  you, 

'Tis  not  the  gaudy  peacock  turns  most  faitliful  bird, 
'Tis  not  your  wealthy  relatives  stand  forward  to  relieve  you. 

Trust  not  those  who  raise  their  nose,  the  thought  is  quite  absurd; 
But  when  of  those  deceitful  friends  this  country  has  a  clearance, 

Down  life's  tiite  there's  many  a  bark  once  more  will  proudly  float; 
So  mark  my  moral  well,  don't  trust  to  one's  appoaranoe. 

For  there's  many  an  honest  heart  beats  beneath  a  ragged  coat. 


f 


•  *  »    ■ 


The  Old  Log  Cabin  in  the  Dell. 


The  Wotds  and  Music  of  this  Soncr  will  be  wnt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  IS 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    ro8t«(;e  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  am  drifting  down  de  hill  of  life,  I  never  can  work  any  more; 
Hut  de  home  of  childhood  still  I  love  de  same  as  in  bright  days  of  yore; 
I've  laid  down  dc  spade  and  de  hoe,  with  sorrow  de  heart  ne'er  can  tell; 
And  now  I'se  gwine  to  lib  and  die  In  de  old  log  cabiu  In  de  dell. 

Chorus.  ,: 

I'se  going,  going  back  to  de  home  I  love  so  well. 
And  now  I'se  gwine  to  lib  and  die  in  de  old  log  cabin  in  de  dell. 

When  dey  speak  of  how  I'se  gwine  to  lib,  T  don't  'zactly  know  how  'twill  be. 
But  I  don't  spect  want  will  ever  come  while  massa  libs  who  set  me  free; 
lie  always  diil  like  all  de  hands,  he  was  sad  when  he  bid  dem  farewell; 
1  don't  think  he  would  see  dem  starve  in  de  old  log  cabin  in  de  dell.— Chobub. 

Many  changes  I  have  passe<l  in  life,  some  hard  ones  I  don't  like  to  tell— 
But  dere  soon  must  be  anoder  change  in  de  old  log  cabin  In  de  dell; 
De  angel  of  p«'ace  will  be  dere  wld  oe  keys  of  de  home  where  he  dwell; 
And  den  I'll  bid  a  long  farewell  to  de  old  log  cabin  in  de  dell.— Cuubub. 


n 


As  Gay  As  a  Steer  in  the  Corn. 

Words  by  Paul  Pin  me.    Music  by  R  0.  James. 


A 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soncr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hongs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

If  forttinc  goes  back  on  your  efforts. 

Don't  rail  and  bemoan  your  sad  fate; 
Don't  throw  up  the  sponge,  but  remember 

'Tis  manly  to  battle  with  fate. 
The  darkness  of  night  is  not  always. 

For  followeth  ever  the  morn;  _  '-^ 

Step  out  to  the  music  of  nature 

As  gay  as  a  steer  in  the  com. 

The  crib  may  be  empty  at  mominij. 

But  at  noon  may  be  fully  »npi)lied;  ' "  " 

And  you  know  that 'tis  only  a  dead  flsh 

That  swims  with  the  fast  flowing  tide. 
Don't  weaken,  but  strive  like  a  hero. 

Laugh  ever,  than  sullenly  mourn;  ■.';..■•■ 

Step  out  to  the  music  of  nature  ..''•/•:        '• 

As  gay  as  a  steer  in  the  com. 


•»)  ■■  ^W^f-t 
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She  Works  the  Little  Racket  This  Way. 

Sung  by  Peter  Daly  In  "  A  Straight  Tip." 

Send  ronr  njtme  end  addreiw  to  H.  J.  Wchman,  130  Park  It/>w,  New  York  Clty.and  receive 

by  return  ntail  a  complete  Catalogrn*'  "f  over  50(Ki  I'ojiular  KuplLsh  and  <ierinan 

Songs— Free.    Potita(;e  Stamps  token  same  as  cash  (or  ail  our  goods. 

There  are  many  kinds  of  maehere,  yoiini;  and  old  and  fat  and  slim. 
And  eacli  one  has  H  method  that's  peculiar  to  him; 
Tliere's  the  cliappy  M  tlie  opera,  you  can  see  him  linger  about         '"■ '  ■, 
The  stage-door  of  the  theatre  to  see  the  girls  come  out. 

CUORIIS. 

We  all  know  him,  we  all  know  him, 

We  run  across  him  every  day.  /    :    '.'  .•;■ 

He  imagines  he  can  catch  a  prima-doDDft, 

And  he  works  the  little  racket  this  way. 

There's  your  sweetheart  so  annoying,  whom  you  ask  to  sec  a  show; 
You  hurry  and  yon  flurry,  she  is  certain  to  be  slow; 
You've  a  carriage  by  the  hour,  want  to  pee  the  play  intact; 
It  makes  your  temper  sour  wlieu  you  miss  au  entire  acu 

CUOBUS. 

We  all  know  her,  we  all  know  her,  /     , 

We  run  across  her  every  day.  -  ,       ■ ..   ■'  '   ■ 

Bhe  takes  up  all  her  lime  whi-n  she  is  dressing, 
And  she  works  the  little  racket  this  way. 


A  Little  Beard  on  a  Young  Man  G-rew. 


.■•I 


Tttue— "  Usttn  to  My  Tale  of  Woe." 


Parody  on: 

COMRADES 

Sung  by  Guh  Williams. 


/ 


/ 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Vxrlc  Row,  New  York  rity,  and  receive 

oy  return  mail  a  coniphte  Catalo.rm'  of  "veiotKK)  I'opnlar  Kn«(l>.'<li  and  German 

Songs— Free.     I'ostage  i>tani|K<  taken  same  ax  ou-sh  for  all  our  goods. 

When  I  first  came  to  this  country  every  cue  made  fun  of  me, 
'Till  i  wliipj»ed  Jake  Bottledbeerplace,  who  stood  just  Bi.\  foot  three; 
From  that  time  we  formed  a  friendship,  kept  it  up  until  he  died. 
If  he  was  alive  to-day,  1  bet  lie'd  be  here  by  my  side. 

CHoni'?.  ■   '    ■ 

Comrades,  comrades,  ever  since  I  whipped  Jake, 
Telling  each  other  stories,  sharing  each  other's  c^ke; 

Always  together  when  sober,  when  full  together  we  cried;  '    -  '  .,. 

Wlien  the  patrol-wagon  came  after  me,  Jake  was  there  by  my  side.     ;  ■ 

We  together'd  go  to  funerals,  he  was  with  me  in  a  muss. 

The  Siamese  twins  were  strangers  in  comparison  to  iis; 

Once  we  thought  of  getting  married,  for  our  weddings  did  prepare; 

Jake's  intended  died  one  day,  and  I  shook  mine  riglit  theu  and  there.— CuoKL's. 

But  one  evening  while  half  crazy  (which,  of  course,  I  now  regret). 

On  a  wager  I  attempted  for  to  smoke  a  cigarette; 

"Twas  no  use,  it  was  a  failure,  and  I  threw  it  to  one  side; 

Jake  came  in,  picked  up  the  remnant,  puffed  it,  gasped,  and  gently  died. 

CU0RU9. 

Comrades,  comrades,  so  through  the  world  we'd  skim. 

When  Jake  was  cold  and  hungry,  I'd  have  to  cat  for  him; 

Once  when  Ihcy  thought  I  was  kidnapped,  and  searched  for  me  far  and 

Near  a  beer-barrel  they  found  me  a-sleepiiig,  and  Jake  by  my  side. 


wide. 


Parody   on: 

DOWN    ON    THE    FARM. 


y 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  YorkCity,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  acomplete  Catalogue  of  over  50UU  I'opnlar  iunglisli  and  German 

tiongs— Free,     t'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  a.seash  for  all  our  goodst. 


I  remember  when  a  boy  how  I  would  jump  with  joy 

To  hear  a  sons  of  home  and  mother  dear; 
Mother's  old  redshawl,  or  toina'tH.'s  on  ihe  wall. 

When  sad  at  heart  my  spirits  they  would  cheer; 
But  there's  one  that  makes  me  sad  and  nearly  drives  mc  mad. 

And  makes  me  think  in  life  there  is  no  charm. 
Is  to  hear  somebody  sing,  and  in  praises  loudly  ring. 

Of  their  boyhood's  hapjty  <lays  down  on  tlic  farm. 

When  you  speak  of  farms  to  me  I  want  to  climb  a  tree, 

Or  lake  au  axe  and  cut  off  my  right  arm; 
I  would  sooner  go  to  jail,  with  no  one  to  go  my  bail. 

Than  to  spend  teu  minutes  down  upon  u  farm. 
Last  year  I  s|)ent  a  week  in  a  town  called  Hide  aud  Seek 

To  get  away  from  city  life  and  harm; 
They  advertised  fresh  air,  that  was  all  that  I  got  there, 

Aud  I  nearly  starved  to  death  down  on  the  farm. 


—Mrs.  Moodle:  "Well,  Maud,  liow  did  you  and  Mabel  enjoy 
the  performance  of  '  Hamlet?'  "  Maud:  "  Not  very  well,  mamniii." 
Mrs.  Moodle:  "Was  the  acting  poor?"  Maud:  "Oh,  I  suppose 
the  acting  •was  well  enough,  but  we  forgot  to  take  any  caramels." 


— Taxation  Without  Representation.— Sexton:  "  Mr.  Healthy, 
I  called  to  get  your  share  of  the  fund  annually  subscribed  for 
keeping  the  cemetery  in  repair."  Mr.  Healthy:  "  Well,  I've  con- 
cluded I  won't  pay  any  more  toward  it.  I've  contributed  for  fif- 
teen years  and  none  of  my  family  have  as  yet  got  a  cent's  worth 
of  benefit  from  it."— OmaJia  World. 
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•       "•,  Sung  by  Lew  DoekKtoder  with  great  succeas. 


A  little  l)eard  on  a  young  man  grew. 

Listen  to  liis  tale  of  woe; 
A  base-ball  beard  of  a  eohlen  hue. 
Prized  by  the  boy  and  his  sweetheart,  too; 
And  the  wind  it  blew, 

Listen  to  his  tale  of  woe;  , 

One  day  while  walking  the  avenue. 

Listen  to  his  tale  of  woe. 
A  barber  sign  dawned  on  his  view, 
A  sign  that  was  ])aiiited  red,  white  and  bloc, 
K«'ad,  shave,  shampoo. 

Listen  to  his  tale  of  woe.    • 

Chorvs. 

'    Hani  trials  for  them  two. 

The  uoor  young  man  aud  the  barber  who 
Tried  to  shave  the  hair  that  grew 
So  few— on  Lew- 
Listen  to  his  tale  of  woe. 

Into  the  barber-shoj)  he  flew, 

I.,islen  to  his  tale  of  woe; 
The  shop  was  full  and  the  barber,  too, 
A  barl>er  who  was  raised  iu  Kalamazoo, 
Shave  Lew,  j)oor  Lew, 

Listen  to  his  tale  of  woe; 
A  mug  of  lather  he  began  to  brew. 

Listen  to  his  tale  of  woe; 
lie  tilled  That  mug  an<l  Lew's  mug.  too. 
And  forever  dissapointed  the  wind  that  blew 
Through  the  beard  on  Lew, 

Listen  to  his  tale  of  woe. — Cborhs. 

Straight  to  bis  girl's  house  then  he  flew, 

Lit^ten  to  his  tale  of  woe; 
With  a  heart  full  of  love  so  fond  and  true; 
But  without  the  sluggers  she  didn't  know  Lew, 
(iave  Lew  the  razoo, 
Poor  Lew,  ra/.w); 
Down  the  front  steps,  two  by  two. 

Listen  to  his  tale  of  woe, 
AssisU'd  by  the  toe  of  the  old  man's  shoe; 
With  iiants  full  of  sorrow  and  Chicago  mud,  too, 
I'oor  Ijcw,  oo.  oo. 

Listen  to  his  tale  of  woe.— Chorus. 

Straight  to  a  drug-store  then  he  flew. 

Listen  to  his  tale  of  woir. 
Bought  I'arib  green  and  arsenic,  tew. 
Swallowed  "em  both,  skip]>ed  the  tra-la-la-loo. 
I'ndertaker  real'ice.  too. 

Listen  to  his  tjile  of  woe: 
Vnder  the  turf  they  ]>lantc<l  Lew, 

Listen  to  his  tale  of  ww. 
Instead  of  green  grass  whiskers  grew; 
They  were  shaved  every  year  by  tlie  barber  who 
Shaved  I^ew,  adieu. 

Listen  to  his  tale  o£  woe.— Chorus. 


G-ood-Bye,  Old  Party,  G-ood-Bye. 

By  C.  S.  W  liite. 
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I         Campaign  Song  of  "  The  People's  Party  of  America." 

It  was  no  more  than  a  year  ago,  good-bye,  old  party,  pood-bye; 
That  I  was  in  love  with  my  party  so,  good-bye,  old  party,  good-bye; 
To  hear  aught  else  1  never  would  go,  good-bye,  old  party,  good-bye; 
Like  all  the  rest  I  made  a  great  blow,  good-bye,  old  pany,  good-bye. 

Chorus. 

Bye,  party,  bye,  lo;  bye,  part'y.  bye.  lo; 

Bye,  jiarty,  bye,  lo;  good-bye,  old  party,  good-bye. 

I  was  often  tcourged  with  the  party  lash,  good-bye.  old  party,  good-bye; 
The  bosses  laid  on  with  demands  for  cash,  gofKl-bye,  ol<i  i>arty,  good-bye; 
To  do  aught  else  I  deemed  it  rash,  good-bye,  old  party,  good-bye; 
So  1  had  to  take  it  or  lose  my  hash,  good-bye,  old  l>arty,  good-bye.  —Chorus. 

I  was  raised  up  in  the  kind  of  school,  goo<l-bye,  old  party,  good-bye; 

That  taught  to  bow  to  money  rule,  good-bye,  old  party,  good-bye; 

And  it  made  of  me  a  "Kansas  Fool."  good-bye,  old  i^arty,  good-bye; 

When  they  found  I  was  a  willing  tool,  good-bye,  old  parly,  good-bye.— Chobus. 

The  old  parly  is  on  the  downward  track,  good-bye,  old  party,  good-bye; 
Picking  his  teeth  with  a  tariff  lack,  good-bye,  old  party,  good-bye; 
With  a  |)lacard  pinned  upon  its  back,  good-bye,  old  party,  good-bye; 
That  plainly  states,  "I  will  never  come  back,  good-bye,  old  party,  good-bye." 

CaoBue. 


— "  Mamma,  where  do  the  cows  get  their  milk?  "  asked  Willie, 
looking  up  from  the  foaming  pan  of  milk  which  he  had  been  in- 
tently regarding.  "Where  do  you  get  your  tears?"  was  the 
answer.  After  a  thoughtful  silence  he  again  broke  out:  "  Do  the 
cows  have  to  be  spanked,  then?  " 
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ITS    A    THOUSAND    TO    ONE. 
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V 


Sun^  by  nuiiniu  Katv  Harvey. 

I've  just  got  a  book  and  a  pone i I— so  now 

I'm  ready  to  lay  you  lonj;  odds; 
Just  tell  nie  your  fancy  (don't  make  too  niiicli  row). 

And  I'm  ready  to  lay  you  long  odds; 
It  isn't  on  horses  I  wish  you  to  lay, 
Bui  only  on  popular  songs  of  the  day; 
Now'which  is  the  best  sons,'  I'd  like  you  e»y. 

To  name  it  I'll  give  you  long  o<ld8.  ' 

Chorus. 

It's  a  thousand  to  one  on  the  jrallcry. 

If  the  chorus  is  catchy  and  l)ri>;ht. 
They'll  lift  off  the  roof  "with  their  voices 

And  caJI  for  il  every  ni-jlit: 
It'8  a  tliousand  to  one  that  the  singer 

Isn't  sorry  to  sec  it  "catch  on;  " 
That  she'll  chant  it— when  they  want  it. 

It's  just  a  thousand  to  one. 

A  girl  may  Im-  timid  before  she  Is  wed, 

But  I'm' ready  to  lay  you  long  o<lds 
When  she's  landed  the  flsh  there's  .■»  tongue  in  her  head, 

I'm  reiidy  to  l;iy  you  long  oilds; 
These  very  still  waters  are  fre<iuehtly  deep. 
And  huebands  may  think  they're  getting  off  cheap. 
But  soon  they  will"  have  good  occasion  to  weep, 

I'm  ready  to  lay  you  long  odds. 

Chorus. 
It's  a  thousand  to  one  on  the  ladies. 

If  they  make  tip  their  minds  for  a  fight. 
Her  dear  little  tongue  I'm  afraiii  is 

Inclined  to  go  all  day  and  night: 
It's  a  thousand  to  one  that  her  husband 

Will  wish  he'd  not  "taken  her  on," 
For  she'll  elang  him  and  she'll  bung  himl 

It's  just  a  thousand  to  oue. 

Sometimes  on  the  racecourse  you'll  meet  a  young  man 

Who's  ready  to  lay  you  lone  odds; 
He'll  u'ive  hiirher  prices  than  honest  men  can; 

He  offers  such  very  long  odds; 
And  if  you're  a  Juggins  you'll  artlessly  part 
Without  a  suspicion  of  tricks  in  your  heart; 
He'll  watch  for  his  chance  then  away  he  will  dart. 

And  you'll  fish  for  your  very  long  odds. 

Chorus. 

It's  a  thousand  to  one  on  the  wclsher 

If  he  makes  up  his  mind  for  a  bite. 
But  sometimes  he  isn't  succ.-ssfiil. 

They  catch  him  just  taking  his  tlicht; 
It's  a  thousand  to  one  that  the  public 

Will  teach  him  for  trying  it  on; 
They  will  bang  him— nearly  hang  him. 

It's  just  a  thousand  to  one. 

Old  Enclnnd  is  still  the  fair  land  of  the  free. 

And  I'm  ready  to  lay  you  long  odds. 
She'll  ever  routinue  the  first  power  to  be, 

I'm  ready  to  lay  you  lonu  ikIiJs; 
The  threateiiiiigs  of  Russia  are  puerile  and  vain; 
We  lead  by  our  kindness,  they  drag  with  u  chain; 
We've  trashed  them  before,  and  we  can  do  it  again, 

I'm  ready  to  lay  you  long  otlils. 

CnoBUs. 

It's  a  thousand  to  one  on  old  England 

If  we  make  up  our  minds  for  ,i  fltrht. 
We  cun  prove  ourselves  re:idy  and  plucky. 

We'll  pr<pve  both  our  iiiii;lit  ami  our  right; 
It's  a  thousand  to  one  that  our  foemen 

Will  wish  they'd  not  taken  it  on. 
For  we'd  heat  them— nearly  eat  them. 

It's  just  a  thousand  to  oue.      . 


HERE 


Parody  on: 

LIES    AN 

By  Bob  Branigaii. 
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ACTOR 


ROLLER-SKATING    RINK. 

Words  and  Music  by  Kdward  Atkins*. 
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'Twas  on  an  afternoon  last  fall,  to  whirl  the  hours  by, 

I  strolled  into  a  skating  rink,  the  rollers  on  to  try; 

And  as  I  whirled  around  the  hall,  I  met  a  maiden's  glance, 

And  at  that  lime  this  miss  divine  my  heart  she  did  entrance. 

Chorus. 
She  had  dark  hair,  this  angel  fair,  and  since  that  time  I  think 
I  was  iu  luck  the  day  I  struck  the  roller-skating  rink. 

We  passed  a  pleasant  cvenitic  by.  and  stopped  a  little  late. 

But  then  it  was  the  first  time  I  had  on  the  roller  skate. 

With  such  a  lovely  tt-acher,  too,  and  now  I  really  think 

'Twas  happy  day  that  I  did  stray  into  the  skating  rink.— Chorus. 

Now  soon  the  day  will  come  around  when  I  can  call  her  mine; 

This  little  dear  whom  I  revere,  all  others  doth  outshine; 

And  when  some  years  we  have  been  we<l,  kind  friends,  I  really  think. 

When  we  have  raised  some  little  chips,  we'll  start  a  skating  rink.— Chorus. 
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While  walking  on  South  Second  Street  the  other  afternoon, 

I  saw  a  man  in  tattered  clothes,  an  utter  wreck  and  ruin;  .'  ' 

Ilis  nose  was  the  color  of  strawberry,  his  hair  as  black  as  snow. 

And  he  asked  his  friend,  Gallagher,  to  lei  her  go. 

Now  this  man  was  an  actor,  for  his  mother  tola  him  so. 

And  he  came  from  Cincinnati,  in  the  State  of  Ohio: 

His  tank  was  full  of  beiiEine,  iu  the  gutter  he  had  fell; 

The  gang  all  gathered  rouud  him,  ana  all  commenced  to  yell: 

Chorus. 
Here  lies  an  actor  who  never  played  a  part. 
And  as  a  son g-and -dance  man  he  was  very,  very  tart; 
He  was  walked  from  here  to  Boston,  and  from  Boston  to  Cohoos, 
He  had  feet  upou  liis  bunions,  but  he  hadn't  any  shoes. 

As  he  lay  there  iu  the  gutter  to  my  eyes  the  tears  did  start, 

To  hear  him  sing  that  go«Kl  old  soug,  "The  Song  that  Ileached  My  Heart." 

It  was  alM>ut  a  letter,  he  said,  that  never  came; 

"  In  'he  Kvening  by  the  Moonlight  "  Il  will  get  there  just  the  same. 

With  such  feelings  did  hcsiiii;  that  Mong,  a  polieeumn  standiuK  by — 

Who  wasn't  like  a  rainbow   that  is  "  Up  Dar  in  de  Sky  "— 

He  took  him  to  the  suition  house,  the  iKjIice  all  knew  him  well. 

They  threw  him  iu  a  dark  aud  dreary  dismal-lookiug  cell. 

Chorus. 
And  there  lay  the  actor  that  wouldu't  play  a  part. 
Because  he  wasu't  able,  and  he  knew  it  in  his  heait. 
He  was  the  Prince  of  Liishcrs  in  his  own  |>eculiar  style; 
He  won  the  six  days  eating  match  according  to  Uoyle. 


That's  What  He  Did  for  His  Country 


.f 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  HardinK- 
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Written  and  Adapted  by  W  C.  Robey. 


At  the  door  of  the  poor-house  some  sad  sights  arc  found 
Among  famished  souls  who  at  night  gather  round; 
And.  although  I'm  familiar  with  scenes  of  distress. 
My  feelings  sometimes  are  (piite  louchol,  I  confess. 
I  recently  witnessed  a  sight  I  deplore: 
A  poor  man  came  limping,  quite  lame  to  the  door, 
He'd  once  been  a  soldier,  he'd  bei»c'd  for  a  bed; 
Aud  sadly  I  learned  from  the  words  that  he  said: 

Chorus. 
He  was  one  of  the  Sixth  Brigade,  one  of  those  heroes  true. 
Stricken  down  at  Gettysburg,  while  fighting  as  soldiers  do; 
Neglected  now  and  left  to  starve,  with  age  Ills  eyes  were  dim; 
That's  what  he  did  for  his  country,  and  uis  country  did  for  him. 

When  I  spoke  to  the  man,  he  confided  in  me. 

And  told  me  of  "  Siierman's  great  inarch  to  the  seat " 

He'd  fought  hard  in  battle,  defended  tils  flag, 

Until  it  was  rent  like  an  old  tattcr'd  rag; 

"Is  this  my  reward?"  he  exclaimed  with  a  sign, 

"  In  the  jKJor-house,  a  pau|>er,  they  leave  me  to  dief  " 

I'm  loo  old  for  service,  no  |K'Usion  I'm  paid; 

They  didn't  say  that  when  they  needed  my  aid.— Chorus. 

Almost  ev'ry  dav  the  old  soldier  I'd  meet. 

Till  1  heard  he'd  been  crushed  by  a  car  in  the  street; 

Away  to  the  poor-house,  u!  once,  he  was  borne. 

To  die  as  a  paiij)er,  unwept  and  forlorn. 

And  as  he  lay  there  rack'd  with  anguish  and  pain. 

He  thought  he  was  charging  the  foemen  again. 

The  reward  for  his  valor,  his  country  denied; 

Although  he'd  fought  bravely,  forgotteu  be  died.— Cuoriib. 


DAISY    IS    DEAD. 
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Oh,  close  the  door  gently,  our  Daisy  is  dead. 

And  soon  the  bright  flowers  will  bloom  o'er  her  head; 

No  more  will  her  sweet  childish  laughter  be  heard. 

Filling  our  souls  like  the  son)»  of  a  binl. 

No  more  will  her  rosy  lips  murmur  again. 

Calling  her  papa  or  mamma  by  name. 

Or  saying  sweet  prayers  ere  retiring  to  bed, 

A  pearl  beyond  price,  our  sweet  Daisy  is  dead. 

CuoRirs. 
Our  Daisy  Is  dead,  our  darling  and  prkje. 
And  soon  sh€  will  rest  by  her  dear  brother's  skte; 
An  angel's  bripht  crown  now  encircles  her  head. 
Oh,  close  the  door  gently,  our  Daisy  is  dead. 

Oh,  close  the  door  gently,  we  are  lonely  to-day, 

For  the  light  of  our  home  has  indeed  passed  away; 

There's  a  void  in  our  hearts  for  our  darling  so  dear. 

Yet  it  seems  though  her  bright  spirit  still  lingers  licar. 

Our  bosoms  are  filled  with  ant;uish  atKl  pain. 

When  we  think  that  we  will  ne'er  see  our  darling  again. 

Or  lay  her  to  rest  in  her  wee  downy  bed. 

She's  at  home  with  the  angels,  our  darling  is  dead.— CHonrs. 
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THE     CASTAWAYS. 

Wordo  by  Ed.  Harrifran.    MiiHic  by  Oax'e  Brahain. 
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-     On  the  pood  Khip  "Dolly  Dorking," 
From  London  I  «;t  eail, 
All  bound  for  the  Indian  Ocean, 

Oh,  hear  my  mournful  tale;  ' 

The  wliole  ship's  crew,  and  captain,  too, 
;         The  cook,  a  brown  Malay; 

■  In  a  hurricane  of  wind  and  rain, 
Brave  boje,  we  were  cast  away.  ■    •  -  . 

OHoni's. 
With  a  liay,  hay,  hay,  and  a  ho,  ho,  ho! 

I'll  ne'er  foruet  that  day; 
When  Ihc  whole  ship's  crew,  and  the  cuptaiu,  too, 

Brave  boys,  we  were  cast  away, 

■    We'd  a  cask  or  two  of  water 
.  ,,        Stowed  in  the  old  ship's  boat;  \    - 

'    A  box  of  old  sea  Jiiscnit, 
By  chance  we  found  adoat; 
All  temi)e8t  lossed.  with  eonijiass  lost. 
We  had  no  lime  to  jiray; 
.:      .     Our  flag  of  dii'trese  was  a  pants  and  vest. 

Brave  boys,  we  were  cast  away.— t'HoBirs. 

Afl'tnt  on  the  Indian  Ocean, 

Through  fair  and  foul  and  calm, 
I  saw,  as  the  sun  was  rising. 

An  island  full  of  palm; 
Ho,  land!  I  cried,  I  never  lied, 

Says  captain,  wliere  away*  ■••      - 

On  our  starboard  bow  we're  safe,  lads,  :  . 

Now,  iiip,  hurnili.  I'or  the  Ciistaways.— 0H0RIT8. 

Says  tlie  captain,  do  yo!ir  duty,  -      ' 

All  hatidh,  when  you're  a>n<)re; 
Tlie  tirsl  man  who  ;;<HTi  foi  booty 

I'll  brain  him  with  .•in  tuir; 
We  struck  tlie  lK*ach,  we  heard  a  screech, 

'Twas  Indian  {.'iris  at  play; 
It  drove  away  tlie  blues  xvlieii  they  came  out  in  cauoes, 

Hip,  liurrali,  for  the  castaways.— CiioRi's. 

An  Indian  Queen  of  sweet  sixteen  ,''''. 

Says  we  were  drove  fiom  home, 
A  king  of  another  island 

Sent  us  here  to  die  alone; 
One  hundred  wives,  for  all  your  lives, 

I  give  ejicii  sailor,  gay: 
Then  each  cojn>er-colored  Ijelle  sent  up  nn  Indian  yell. 

Hip,  hurrah,  for  the  castaways.— ('HOiiis. 

All  sailors  bold,  I  liave  been  told, 

Wlio  ship  before  the  mast, 
Will  Kail  the  ocean  over 

To  And  that  iirle  at  last;  .    . 

But,  bless  your  hearts,  'tain't  on  charts. 

All  the  navigators  say; 

■  But  I've  done  no  harm,  I've  spun  my  yarn. 
Hip,  hurrah,  for  the  castaways.— Chorus. 


*  »  » 


TEN    YEARS    IN    CHERRY    HILL. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Welimau,  130  Parle  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  (*atal(iK:ueuf  over  5000  Popular  Miitflish  tiiiil  i;4<niiaii 

Souics— Kree.    PoHtaKe  SluiiipK  taken  game  ai>  rash  for  all  our  K'>i>ds. 


Oh,  ye  citizens  of  Philadelphia,  come  listen  unto  me, 

Audi  will  sing  you  a  few  lines,  all  for  to  let  you  see 

How  imr  judge  and  jury  they  do  our  laws  fiiruil. 

By  sending  their  innocent  victims  to  the  walls  of  Cherry  Hill. 

Ii'x  about  one  .lohnny  McMullen  that  I  am  iroing  to  speak. 

V<)U  all   have  heard  tlie  sentence  that  be  receiveil  hn-t  week: 

Wlieii  the  |K;ople  heard  the  sentence,  oh,  it  iiiaile  tlieir  hearts  xtand  still. 

He  was  sentenced  to  liard  labor  to  the  walls  of  Cherry  IIlll. 

lit;  beiii<:  intoxicate)],  all  on  the  ninth  of  May, 
'I'o  tin-  house  of  one  James  Philips  with  an  a.\e  he  made  his  way; 
Hi'  found  him  laying  on  liis  bed,  Jiiid  swore  liir.  blood  to  spill. 
Not  thinking  he  would  suffer  for  it  in  the  walls  of  Cherry  Hill. 

I'i-st  the  cry  of  numler  -  the  policemen  in  did  pour. 

They  l)eat  him  with  their  billies  and  they  kiuH-ked  him  on  the  floor; 

'i'liey  drairgeu  hilii  off  to  prison,  and  there  to  wait  until 

He  would  receive  his  sentence  to  tlie  walls  of  Cherry  Hill.  ~       .      . 

While  he  lay  down  in  prison,  his  trial  came  up  soon: 
He  "a«  taken  to  the  court-house  all  mi  the  ninth  of  ,lune; 
He  was  tried  for  assault  and  battery,  with  no  intent  to  kill. 
He  was  sentenced  to  hard  lalmr  ten  years  iu  Cherry  liill. 

Now  you  tliat's  read  his  sentence,  oli,  don't  you  tiiink  it  hard. 

You  all  renieiiiber  the  murderer  who  came  from  Ilie  Nilieteeiltll  \rard, 

ll  s  one  John  .Mexander -Al.  Hales'  blood  be  did  spill    - 

.\i,d  the  sentence  lie  received  for  liiat  was  live  years  in  Cherry  Hill. 

(Jod  lielp  that  judge  and  jury  that  had  this  C!ise  on  liand. 

They  need  not  lioiK:  for  mercy  when  before  the  judgment  stand; 

For  if  they  get  their  sentence,  it'll  l>e  a  bitter  pill. 

They  will  be  sent  to  a  warmer  place  than  the  walls  of  Cherry  Hill. 

Now  I've  Sling  to  you  my  song.  I  have  no  more  to  say; 
But  when  we  get  an  honest  judge  it  will  lie  a  happy  day;  V     -'    . 

And  when  we  get  twelve  honest  men  our  jury-box  to  fill,  '■:-,■ 

The  innocent  need  never  fear  the  walls  of  Cherry  Hill. 


Send 


OLD    LEATHER    BREECHES. 

your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Webmaii,  130  I'ark  Row,  New  York  ("it v. and  receire 
by  return  mail  »  i-oinplete  C'ataloioie  of  over  5000  Populur  Kiiurlisli  and  Uennan 
S011K8— I-^ree.    Postage  Staniiw  taken  same  a»  easli  fur  all  our  goods. 

■  •    It  was  at  the  sign  of  the  Bell,  on  the  road  to  Cloumel, 

Paddy  Hegaity  kept  a  neat  shebeen;  '.    • 

He  sold  pig's  meat  and  bread,  kept  a  t!00d  lodgin' bed. 

And  so  well  liked  round  the  country  had  been; 
lliniseir  and  his  wife  botli  struggled  thro"  life. 

In  the  week  days  Pat  mended  the  ditches,  ,  ' 

But  on  Sunday  he  dressed  in  a  coat  »f  the  best,  , 

But  his  pride  was  his  old  leather  breeches. 

•     For  twenty-one  years  at  least,  so  it  apiieare,  - 

His  father  those  bri-eches  had  run  in— 
The  morning  he  died  he  to  Ids  Ix-dside 
Called  Paddy,  his  beautiful  son,  in; 
.    Advice  then  lie  gave  ere  he  went  to  the  grave- 
He  bid  them  take  care  of  his  riches-- 
Says  he  it's  no  use  to  pop  into  my  shoes. 
But  Id  wish  you'd  step  into  my  breeche«. 

Last  winter  the  snow  left  provisions  so  low,  ' 

Poor  Paddy  was  eat  out  complately; 
The  snow  coming  down  he  could  not  go  to  town. 

Thoughts  of  hunger  soon  bothered  him  greatly. 
One  niiflit  as  he  lay  dreaming  away  ':, 

Alwnt  big  dogs, "frogs  and  witches. 
He  heard  an  uproar  just  outside  of  the  (l(H>r, 

And  lie  jiinipt  to  steal  on  his  ould  leather  breeches. 

S;iys  Bryan  M'Onirk,  with  a  voice  like  a  Tiirli,    ■ 

I'addy  come  get  us  some  eating; 
Says  big  Andy  Moore,  I'll  burst  ojieii  the  door. 

For  tiiis  is  no  night  to  be  wailing; 
Scaiee  had  he  sjioke  when  the  door  went  in,  broke. 

And  they  crowded  round  Paddy  like  leeclies; 
By  the  great  mortal  gob,  if  he  didn't  get  them  prog. 

They'd  eat  him  clean  out  of  his  breeches. 

Kow  Paddy  in  dread  slipt  Into  his  lM*d, 

That  held  Judy,  his  darling  wife,  in;  ■     '  -  •   - 

;  .And  there  he  agreed  10  get  them  a  feed - 
He  slipt  out  and  brought  a  big  knife  in; 

■  He  took  up  the  waist  of  his  brtvelies— the  baste. 

And  cut  out  the  buttons  and  stitches. 
And  cut  tlieui  in  strips,  by  the  way.  they  were  tripes,  .  ■: 

And  boiled  tliem,  his  ould  leather  breeches. 

When  the  tri|)C8  were  stew'd.  on  a  dish  they  were  etrew'd. 

The  boys  all  cried  out,  Lord  1r- thanked, 
But  Hegarly's  wife  was  afraid  of  her  life. 

She  thought  II  high  time  for  to  ^hank  it. 

■  To  sw  how  they  smiled,  for  they  thought  Pat  bad  boiled 

Some  mutton  and  beef  of  the  ricl^'st. 
But  little  they  knew  it  was  leather  burgoo. 

That  was  iiiude  out  of  Paddy'e  ould  leather  breeches. 

,      They  wollip't  the  stuff,  says  .\ndy  it's  t»Migh, 

Says  Paddy  you're  no  judge  of  mutton;  ■' 

When  Bryan  M'(Juirk,  on  ihe  point  of  a  fork 

Lifted  up  a  big  ivory  button. 
Says  Darby,  what's  that?  sure  I  thought  it  was  fat, 
Bryan  leaps  on  his  legs,  and  he  screeches, 
:     By  the  powers  above,  I  was  trying  to  shove 
My  teeth  trough  the  flap  of  his  breeches. 

They  made  al  Pat,  he  was  gone  out  of  that. 

He  run  when  he  found  them  all  rising— 
'    SavB  Bryan,  make  liHsie,  and  go  for  the  priest, 

6y  the  holy  Saint  Jackstone,  I'ui  poisoiu^d. 
Revenge  for  the  joke  they  had,  for  they  broke 

All  the  chairs,  tables,  bowls  and  dishes;  ■  -. 

And  from  that  very  night  they  will  knock  out  your  daylight 

If  they  catch  you  with  lealher  breeches. 


/ 


Parody   on : 


\ 


IT'S    FOR    MONEY. 

^V^itt«;n  and  Suni^r  by  Al.  Maitz. 


8.-IK1  your  name  and  addi-e.-w  to  H.  J.  Webiiuui,  ISO  PnrW  Kuw,  N<  w  York  ('ity,  and  receive 

by  return  inaiia  eumplete  Cataluirui-  ofover.'iooii  Popular  KiiKhsh  aud'Uermau 

Souks  -Pree.    Postage  8tuiii|>N  taken  Kainea.<4ea.>ili  for  ul  our  Koods. 

You"ve  heard  the  song  of  money,  no  doubt  it  made  you  sick 

Wlien  you  felt  iu  your  pocket  and  found  none; 
I  will  cliange  the  subject  for  a  little  wliiii-. 

And  sing  you  another  versiou  of  my  own; 
Why  do  oUl  bald-headed  men  dress  up  the  Im-si  they  can 

And  try  to  make  themselves  look  so  youug* 
Why  do  dry -goods  clerks  knock  down*  It's  done  in  every  town, 
.  ;,       It's  been  so  since  the  world  Iw^gaii. 

I  CiioiiiTs.  • 

It's  for  woninn,  blessed  woman, 
,    ■  The  more  we  have  of  them, 

■  The  more  we  are  like  a  gilly;  we  go  silly 

.  Over  woman,  woman,  woman,  everywhere. 

Why  do  bank  cashiers  skip  to  Canada* 

\\  hy  do  we  have  a  man  we  call  a  dude? 
For  wealth  a  man  will  fight  from  mornhig  until  niglit; 

What  is  it  keeps  so  many  from  acting  rude*  -; 

Why  do  conductors  on  the  train  iaqiiire  the  ladies  name  .> 

As  soon  as  the  engine-bell  has  rung* 
Why  do  so  many  walk  the  street,  when  they  should  lie  asleepf 

W  hat  was  it  that  killed  jioor  Brigham  Young*- Chorus. 


"  ^wftpjrtifcM&i^r*!*;  - 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.  31 


t 


t 

V 


I 


LITTLE    TILLIE'S    GRAVE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Sonc  will  t>e  sent  to  any  addrens.  poRt-|iaid,  on  rppelpt  of  40 

CtfUtx.  or  this  and  any  two  other  Somkh  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  ^  >\ehnian,  130  I'ark 

Hoot,  Now  York  City.     fuataKt?  titani|w  takt-n  auiiie  as  uastt  for  all  vur  Kuuds. 


ies. 


'Tie  midnight  eliding  on  her  dce(>,  dark  wmgs, 
Aud  tlie  wind  o'er  my  tjentle  Tiliie  («ighe,    • 

And  my  j)o«r  heart  trembles  like  the  banjo  string: 
That  I  m  tumuiiug  near  the  hiliwk  wliere  shell 

ClIOKUS. 

Weep,  7.cphj-r»,  weep,  in  the  midnijrht  deep. 
Where  the  cypress  and  tlie  vine  sadly  wave; 

I  have  taken  down  my  banjo,  for  I  could  not  sleep. 
And  Tm  singing  by  uiy  little  Tillie's  grave. 

When  they  tore  my  Jennie  from  her  sweet,  sweet  child. 

Ami  her  heart  was  witliering  wiili  mine. 
In  my  arms  I  bore  thee  to  tliis  island  wild. 

Lest  the  fate  of  thy  mother  should  be  thine.— Chorus. 

How  sweet  have  the  seasons  glided  by  since  then. 

How  happy  each  moment  of  the  year, 
8ave  a  sii;h  that  the  loved  one  mi^ht  come  back  utfain. 

We  have  kuowu  not  a  sorrow  iioru  tear.-  Cuorls. 

But  tlie  sw:imp  fever  lii;hted  on  thy  dark-brown  cheek. 
And  I  knew  death  was  knockini;  at  tlie  door; 

How  my  full  ."oiil  trembled  with  its  bursting  grief 
Wheii  1  saw  that  my  Tillie  was  ho  more.— (.'hoiil's. 

Now  the  wild  cat  is  wailins;  and  the  night  hawk  screams, 
And  the  copperhead  is  hissing  in  the  fhitde ; 

They  shall  come  not  hither  to  disturb  thy  dreams, 
Fur  I'll  watch  w  here  thy  sleeping  dust  is  laid. 

Chorus. 
Sleep,  TllUe,  sleep,  in  the  midnight  deep. 

Where  the  cyprefs  and  the  vine  sadly  wave. 
Let  my  lingers  Iceeu  tumming  and  my  fund  heart  weep 

Till  I  die  by  my  little  Tillie's  grave. 


Annie  Pixley's  '*  Wash-Tub  Song." 


Copyright,  ISM,  by  A.  (.'ortada  &  Co. 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  (0 

cents:  or  this  and  any  t»o  oilier  .Soinfs  for  One  liollar,  by  H.  J.  VSehioaii,  i:io  I'ark 

llow,  New  York  City.    Foslatfu  Stamps  taken  name  aji  cash  for  all  uur  kchmIh. 


Words  by  .\.  C.  Ounther.    Music  by  Ednnr  Selden. 


Yes,  Bcrnb,  scrub,  scrub  till  flngerg  have  base-ball  joints; 
iih,  #ap,  soap,  soap  till  castile  my  wounds  anoints; 
f>h,  work,  work,  work  at  what  men  call  women's  chores. 
Yes,  wash,  wash,  w  ash,  dad  ^ay*  ''  '*  "  Providence"  laws." 
Oh,  you  men,  men,  men,  if  you  knew  how  chores  wore  our  life, 
Yon'd  tliiuk  more,  more,  more  of  that  slave  of  the  house  you  call  wife. 
Oh,  you  men,  men,  men,  if  you  knew  how  chores  wore  our  life. 
You'd  think  more,  more,  more  of  that  slave  of  the  house  you  call  wife. 

Yes,  wring,  wring,  wring,  my  heart  beats  in  throbs  of  wrath; 
Yes,  strike,  strike,  strike  like  Indians  upon  the  war-path; 
Oh,  splash,  splash,  splash  till  1  e'en  liate  cold  water; 
I'd  swear,  swear,  swear,  but  I  am  a  deacon's  daughter; 
Oh,  von  girls,  girls,  girls,  you  must  break  thro"  old-foi;y  laws; 
When  you  wed,  wed,  wed,  you  must  make  huliby  do  all  the  chores. 
Oh,  you  girls,  girls,  girls,  you  must  break  thro'  old-fogy  laws; 
When  you  wed,  wed,  wea,  you  must  make  hubby  do  all  the  chores. 

I  twist,  twist,  twist  off  the  buttons  and  hooks  and  eyes; 

I  trrin,  grin    grin  till  I  look  like  an  old,  old  wife; 

I  (li«am,  dream,  dieam  of  a  happy  life  of  bliss, 

And  I  wake,  wake,  wake  to  a  Ijig  batch  of  washing  like  this; 

Oh,  you  boys,  boys,  boys,  don't  think  that  we're  anxious  to  we<l, 

Anl  slave,  slave,  slave  for  calico,  water  and  brwad. 

(.th,  you  boys,  boys,  boys,  don't  think  that  we're  anxious  to  wed, 

AuUslave,  slave,  slave  for  calico,  water  and  bread. 


^  »  » 


SAY  A    KIND    WORD,    LOVE. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Henry  Morse. 


The  W.trda  and  Mnslc  of  this  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40 

erittH,  or  this  and  any  two  other  SoiiesforUiie  liollar,  by  II.  J.  Uehiiian,  l.'tu  I'ark 

Kow,.  New  York  City.     I'oataKe  SLaiii|is  taken  same  an  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 


Words  and  Music  by  H<-nry  Morse. 


Say  a  kind  word,  love,  don't  be  angry  with  me. 
Often  Tve  caressed  yon,  darling  -you  have  me. 
How  we  love  to  wander  way  down  upon  the  green; 
Say  a  kind  word,  love,  don't  be  angry  with  me. 

ClIORt'S. 

Say  a  kind  word,  love,  how  often  we  met, 
Ren»eml)er  "lis  nature  to  forgive  and  forget. 
Now  we  are  here  together,  and  happy  we  are  at  last. 
Only  a  kind  word,  love,  'tis  all  I  do  ask. 

No  we  are  not  angry,  do  you  not  see, 

I'll  promise  and  promise  my  love,  yes  to  thi*. 

Now  we're  here  together  and  happy  we  will  be. 

Say  a  kind  word,  love,  don't  b«;  angry  with  me.— Chobus. 

Still  we  are  united  and  ne'er  we  will  part, 

One  silent  kiss,  love,  then  press  me  to  your  heart. 

Take  this  little  flower,  it's  a  token  of  love  for  thee. 

Say  a  kind  word,  love,  don't  be  angry  with  me.— ('HORrs. 


Don't  You  Dare  to  Do  It,  Q-eorge. 


Sung  by  Tony  raator. 


Send  vonr  name  and  addresn  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Tark  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  niaila  complete  Cataloirue  of  overliiiOO  i'opular  Kn^Ush  and  (jennan 

!kmg»— Free.    Postoce  StAUipe  taken  wuue  as  ctmh  for  all  our  Koods. 

I  courted  once  a  lovely  girl,  a  beauty  young  and  fair; 
She'd  cherry-red  lips  and  teeth  like  pearl,  and  golden  was  lier  hair; 
Her  eyes  were  like  the  evening  stars  that  siiiiie  in  heaven  above. 
And  with  this  lovely  beauty  I  was  overhead  in  love. 

Si-OKEN— I  shall  never  forget  the  first  time  I  met  that  girl— never— no  never— 
and  when  the  time  came  to  bid  her  good-bye,  you  know  that  time  always  comes, 
although  it  comes  rather  late  with  some  and  rather  early  with  others.  We  were 
earlv  Inrds  that  lime— early  in  the  morning,  you  know.  So,  I'd  gone  tlirough 
all  the  preliminary  ceremonies,  such  as,  good-bye,  darling,  and  pleasant  dreams, 
and  I'd  just  slided  my  arm  around  her  waist  and  was  going  to  give  her  one  good 
kiss  right  square  on  the  mouth,  when  slie  boxed  my  ears  and  said: 

Chorus. 
"  Don't  you  dare  to  do  it,  George, 
Don't  you  dare  to  do  it,  (ieorge; 

If  'twas  found  out,  wliat  would  my  mother  say? 
Don't  you  dure  to  do  it,  (Jeorge, 
Don't  you  dare  to  do  it,  Cieorge; 

Ain't  you  a  very,  very  iiauglity  man?  " 

I  took  lier  for  a  walk  one  night,  'twas  in  a  flowery  dell, 

And  while  there,  to  my  fair  one  I  tales  of  love  did  tell. 

She  sat  down  in  a  shaded  spot,  I  sat  down  by  her  side. 

And  with  my  arm  around  her  waist,  I  said,  "Darling,  be  my  bride." 

Spoken— "Yes,"  I  says  to  her,  says  I— "Susan,"  says  I— says  I— "Susan," 
says  I— dariie<l  if  I  know  what  I  did  say  now;  but  I  know  I  said  it,  yes  I  did, 
mid  when  I  showed  her  the  ring  and  asked  her  for  her  answer,  she  said:  "  (iet 
aw;iy,  (Jeorge,  you're  always  saying  something."  That  means  yes,  yes  it  does; 
so  i  says  to  her,  says  I,  ]'il  go  and  have  our  names  put  in  the  morning  papers, 
and  then  I'll  go  to  the  minister  and  have  our  names  called  in  church  next  Sun- 
day, George  so-and-so  and  Miss  Susan  so-and-so,  to  l>e  joinetl  together  in  lioly 
wedl<x;k,  and  anyone  having  any  objections  will  please  state  them  or  forever 
after  hold  their  |ieace,  and  my  Susan  actually  swoone<l  over  in  my  arms,  yes  she 
did;  and  when  she  came  to  herself  the  very  first  words  she  uttered  were:- Cuo. 

Well,  I  need  not  tell  you  more  about  those  happy  nights  wc  met; 
For  soon  wc  put  off  courting,  iioys,  and  married  we  did  get, 
And  now  I  feel  so  happy,  oh!  my  lieart  is  filled  with  joy, 
Fi>r  yesterday  my  Susan,  dear,  brought  forth  a  little  boy. 

SroKBN— Yes,  it's  the  jirettiest  little  baby  you  ever  saw.  Oh!  girls,  do  come 
and  see  it!  all  thegirlb  in  the  neighborhood  have  l)een  to  see  it,  and  they  say  it's 
the  handsomest  child  they  ever  saw— the  very  picture  of  it*,  father.  I'm  its 
father;  yes,  I  am.  By  the  by,  boys,  l)efore  I  go  I'll  let  you  into  a  lilile  secret, 
on  the  tpiiet,  you  know.  When  you  take  your  sweethcjirt  out  for  an  evening's 
promenade  and  you  want  to  kiss  lier  good-bye  at  the  door,  and  she  says,  "  Don't 
you  dare  to  do  it,"  that's  the  time  you  must.  They  only  pretend  to  lie  a  little 
shy— why,  bless  your  souls!  after  they're  married  their  shyness  and  liaslifiil- 
ness  all  vanish  just  as  ouickly  as  a  glass  of  lager  in  the  hands  of  a  thirsty 
Dutchmau.  Why,  since  I've  tjeeu  married,  I  don't  remcmt>er,  not  even  once, 
my  Susan  ever  saying:— Cuoiits. 


I    »  «  » 


I    KNOW. 

Copyright,  IfWS.  by  H.  MlUard. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soncr  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents-,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  forUne  Dollar,  by  It.  J.  WeliMian,  13U  I'nrk 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    Koetage  Starapstakeu  same  as  cash  furall  our  goo<tM. 


1  know  where  my  darling  is  waiting, 

With  love  in  her  lH.'autiful  eyes; 
I  know  that  the  bn'czes  are  frightened 

With  rapture  and  passionate  sighs; 
I  know  tier  red  lips  are  murmuring 

With  many  a  lingering  sweet. 
And  I  know  that  her  heart  counts  the  moment* 

'Till  I  lie  at  her  beautiful  feet. 
I  know,  I  know, 

I  know  she  is  waiting  for  me; 
I  know  where  my  darling  is  wailiDgt 

I  know  she  is  waiting  for  me. 

I  know  that  her  dreams  are  hut  visions, 

Wliere  loving  towlher  are  we; 
I  know  that  in  waKing  or  sleeping 

Her  thoughts  are  but  day-dreams  of  me; 
I  know  wlille  she  breathes  that  her  fond  heart 

Can  nev«T  prove  false  or  grow  cold. 
And  that  stronger  than  death  is  the  life  of 

The  true  love  that  never  grows  old. 
I  know,  I  know, 

I  know  she  is  waiting  for  me; 
I  know  that  my  loved  one  is  wailing, 

I  know  she  is  waiting  for  me. 


— "  ITow  much  (Iocs  that  fellow  owe  yoa?  "  "  A  cool  thousand." 
Ah!  cool  but  uot  colleclu(J,  eh?" 


— Wise  Advice. — He  was  going  away  with  his  motlier,  and  his 
father  was  saying  "  (jJoihI  by  "  at  the  station.  lie  was  l<M>king 
appropriately  blue  and  his  mule  friends  were  rallying  him. 
"  Tliat's  al!  right.  You'll  see  some  pretty  woman  to-morrow  and 
l)egin  to  flirt  with  her  and  you  won't  mi.ss  your  wife  very  much. 
The  small  ltf)y  wtis  emphatic.  "  Say,"  he  said  to  tlie  speaker,  "if 
you  .see  my  father  gettin'  .stuck  onanylxxly  while  mamma's  away, 
you  go  right  in  ami  cut  bitu  out." 


. 
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General   Grant's   Request:  '.'-v. 

I  Want  to  See  Nellie  Once  More. 

■..,,;.;•    Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Ilarroii.     .'.    ;    ' 


TJie  Word*  and  Mimic  of  thin  Soiie  will  be  nent  to  any  addrew,  pout-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

efiits;  or  tliin  ami  any  two  otlit-r  Soiiim  for  Out-  Dullnr,  l>y  H.  J.  \\elinian,  130  I'arlc 

Kow,  New  York  Oily.    Postage  Stanip8  taken  aaine  lut  vaoli  for  all  our  Koods. 

Grent  Hio'  the  nain  wliile  my  soul  is  npptartiiig, 
Death  I  cim  fiice,  I  have  fiic»'U  it  iHjfore;  .     , 

Boon  will  the  spirit  from  earth  l>e  departing. 
Would  1  coiilJ  BfC  my  child,  Nellie,  once  more. 

Chorus. 
Come  to  me  Nellie,  dear  Nellie,  come  from  that  far  nway  chore. 
Come  to  your  father,  my  darliug,  he  wauls  to  see  Nellie  once  more. 

I've  heanl  the  dull  roar  of  the  musketry  r.nltle, 
Miiiirliiis;  its  rounds  with  the  moans  of  the  slain; 

Pi-fen<l<-d  the  fln^  in  many  a  hatlle. 
And  livetl  thro"  it  all  to  see  Nellie  again. 

CUORUS. 

Tlien  come  to  me  now,  darling  Nellie,  come  from  that  far  away  shore, 
Come  to  your  father,  he's  dying,  and  wants  to  see  Nellie  once  more. 

Soon  will  the  trials  of  this  life  be  over. 

Hark  to  that  nound!  Who  is  it  that's  comet 
Soon  i  must  leave  all  my  darlinp^s  forever; 

Yes, 'tl»  Iter  voice,  my  Nellie  is  home. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  come  to  my  l>oeom,  dear  Nellie,  Nellie  from  Albion's  far  shore, 
I  can  die  now  coiilented,  my  darling',  since  Nellie  is  with  me  once  more. 


Girl  with  the  Patent  Roller  Skates. 


By  T(>niniy  Tiii-ker. 


Send  yonr  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Weliinan,  i:»  I'ark  Row,  New  Vork  Clty.and  recrlve 

by  retuni  mail  a  Odinph-te  Cntnlojtue  of  over  5000  Popular  en|;li.«h  and  liernian 

8oinf»-Kree.    I'oDlaKe  Stuni]>8  tukvn  sanie  auCHsh  for  all  our  Koods. 

1  (nice  had  a  girl  who  was  pretty  as  a  pearl. 

Anil  her  age  was  forty-live; 
111  her  face  their  was  a  gash,  where  she'd  stow  away  hash 

Quicker  than  any  woiuau  alive. 
She  wa!"  light  as  acork,  and  sliw'd  get  outside  of  pork, 

Ham  and  eggs,  or  any  kind  of  fruit; 
When  those  roller  skates  came  out,  how  she  would  dash  about. 

With  one  tightly  strapped  upon  each  boot. 

Chop.us. 
But  now  she'd  dead  and  buried,  and  has  climbed  the  golden  stairs. 
But  before  she  died,  she  loudly  cried,  don't  forget  to  bang  my  hair. 

Through  llie  str«*ts  f-he  would  fly,  in  her  hand  a  piece  of  pie; 

When  on  her  way  to  school. 
If  you  got  in  her  way,  she  would  dump  you  and  say. 

Come  here,  I'll  pick  yon  up,  you  fool. 
Once  she  went  out  west  to  take  a  little  rest. 

And  they  charged  her  double  rates,  - 

For  she  skated  iu  the  car  till  she  got  to  Omaha, 

Uu  her  pretty  little  patent  roller  skates. — Chorus. 

Now  she  was  number  one,  and  thought  she'd  have  fun 

A-skating  on  the  railroad  track; 
Along  the  rond  she  flew,  and  had  uot  sense  to 

Turn  round  and  look  iiack. 
Someliovv  the  engineer  chanced  to  be  upon  his  ear. 

So,  of  course,  he  did  not  whistle  down  brakes; 
The  cow-caicher  hit  her  a  welt  just  right  beneath  the  belt. 

And  she's  gone  where  they  don't  use  roller  skates.— Chorus. 


THE    BRIDAL    MARCH. 

Copyright,  18*7,  by  William  A.  Pond  &  Co.    . 


^ 


The  Words  and  Miisfo  of  this  SoiiK  will  l>e  ^^l■nt  to  n.ny  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <« 

cents;  or  tliLs  and  aiiv  two  other  Sontfs  fortune  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  city.    ro8lat;e  i$tuiii|>s  taken  same  aa  cash  for  all  our  i^oods. 

Words  by  Ed.  Hamican.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 


Oh,  those  Itells  chiming  so  pay,  oh,  so  gay. 
Bride  happy  to-day.  joyful  day; 
Welcome,  oh,  welcome. 

It's  mas!'ab  blight  wedding  morn; 
Welcome,  oh,  welcome. 

So  happy  from  daylight  'till  dawu. 
Bells  chiming  so  gay,  oh,  so  gay. 
Bride  hajipy  lo-diiy,  ioyful  day; 
Oh,  we  wisii  them  all  gootl  fortune  on  their  way. 
All  hail,  hail  to  the  bridegroom  and  bride. 

Oh,  tlie  cling  clang  of  those  bells  gayly  swells 
Over  the  woo<llana  and  dell; 
Welcome,  oh,  welcome. 

We  welcome  w  ith  mirth  and  glee; 
Singing  and  dancing 

This  day  of  our  glad  iubilee.  .  '    ". 

CIlug  clang  of  those  l>eils  gayly  swells  ■   '  •''- 

Over  the  woodland  and  deTl; 
May  their  pathway  through  life  happy  be. 
All  hail,  hail  to  the  bridegroom  and  bride.      ^ 


OLD    HICKORY'S    DAYS. 

■;  "" ,         Tune— " Our  Orandfatliers'  Days."    ••■   ■  .''::• 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  i-eceire 

by  i-etiirn  mail  a  complete  Catalotfue  of  over  ."iOOO  I'o|iular  RngliKh  and  Geraum 

Sonifs— Free.     Postage  Stamps  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

By  Erig.  T.  Juhnston. 


A  song  I'll  now  sing  of  the  happy  davs  pone  by. 

When  peace  and  prosperity  reigned  in  the  land; 
Then  the  North  ana  the  South  were  together  united. 

And  ere  dastard  traitors  liad  kindled  the  brand. 
When  old  Andrew  J:u-kson  was  head  of  our  nation, 

A  soldier  and  statesman  who  made  no  delay. 
But  quickly  put  down  the  bold  iiiilliflcution. 

And  saved  our  dear  land  iu  old  Ilickory's  days. 

In  old  Ilickory's  days  we'd  no  shoddy  contractors 

That  swindled  the  nation  they  pretended  to  love; 
Our  merchants  were  honest,  un«i  their  manufactiirea 

We're  free  fnmi  all  sluKldy,  as  history  will  prove. 
In  old  Hickory's  days  boys  wore  no  false  miistachios, 

And  girls  of  fourteen  didn't  have  their  own  way; 
The  j>eople  were  honest,  and  no  bounty-jumiwrs 

Were  ever  heard  of  in  old  Hickory's  days. 

In  old  Hickory's  days  we  had  no  provost-marshals 

Drawing  a  large  salary  and  nothing  to  do; 
Or  good  loyal  men  forged  no  procl)im:itions. 

Oh,  no!  we'd  a  man  that  would  jnit  them  throngh. 
In  old  Hickory's  days  mighty  scarce  were  imwiibrokers. 

For  |)eople  lived  within  their  means  and  their  ways, 
And  onr  bar-rooms  were  not  so  infested  with  soakers. 

For  ihey,  too,  were  scarc-e  in  old  Hickory's  days. 

In  old  Ilickory's  days  fliiiikoys  and  counter  jumptrs 

Didn't  wear  broadcloth  and  cut  a  big  dash; 
Oh,  no!  they  were  saving  and  laid  by  their  money. 

Well  knowing  their  best  friend  in  need  was  their  cash. 
Our  ladies  spent  pan  of  their  time  iu  the  kitchen. 

Could  cook  their  own  dinneis  and  make  their  own  stays. 
Knit  stockiugs,  make  shirts  and  other  such  tixiu's; 

And  such  were  the  gals  iu  old  Ilickory's  days. 


THE    REASON    WHY    IT'S    SO. 


WritU-n  by  Billie  Bell. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  If.  J.  Wehman,  l.TO  Park  Row,  New  York  <'lty,  and  reoelvi 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  SOOO  I'^puIht  Kns-luh  and  Ueniian 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casti  for  all  our  goods. 

The  root  of  every  evil  in  this  busy  world  of  ours — 

For  why  do  we  observe  where'er  we  go. 
From  the  i)ooreet  pauper  to  the  richest  Millionaire,       -        • 

This  eagerness  for  wealth  we'd  like  to  know? 
Why  is  justice  often  blind  when  there's  lots  <*f  wealth  behind, 

Aiid  why  did  Cleveland  the  pension  bill  veto? 
For  our  soldiers  who  did  fight  to  gain  our  nation's  rights. 

We'd  like  to  know  the  reason  why  it's  so. 

Tliere's  Jay  Gonid,  the  grasping  miser,  with  his  countless  millions  wealth, 

Where  he  got  it,  now  inform  us  if  you  can; 
In  the  recent  railroad  struggle,  why  did  Congress  lake  his  part 

And  do  nothing  for  the  honest  workingmanl' 
Why  do  lawyers  run  up  fees?  why  do  actors  try  to  pleasef 

W'hy  do  bank  defaulters  rob  both  rich  and  poor?  ~ 

Why  do  oarsmen  sell  a  race  when  they  know  'tis  a  disgracef  •': 

We'd  like  to  know  the  reason  why  it's  so. 

There's  our  street-car  conductors,  a  lot  of  honest  men. 

And  support  their  family  on  a  salary  small; 
Now,  before  the  bell-puuch  was  invented  the  conductors  w«re  contented. 

But  now  the  company  they  take  it  all. 
When  passengers  gel  in,  the  little  bell  must  ring,  • 

To  register  the  fares  for  one  and  all; 
Now,  if  the  l)ell-punch  wasn't  there,  he'd  only  take  what's  fair, 

Hu'd  like  to  kuow  the  reason  why  it's  so. 


.y 


GET    ON    TO    REILLY. 


Sung  by  John  T.  Keegaii. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  n.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  Cit3%  and  receive 


by  return  mail  a  coi 


iipleteCatttloKue  of  over  6000  Popular  Engliah  and  (ierraau 
}  ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  uur  goods. 


Songs— Free.    I  ostage  Stamps 

I  am  a  decent  workingman,  Mike  Reiily  that's  my  name, 
I  often  take  a  drink  or  two,  while  others  do  the  same; 
But  when  I  come  home  from  my  work.  I  meet  upon  the  road 
A  gang  of  blackguards,  who  do  yell,  lleilly's  got  a  lo&d. 

CnoRus. 

Get  on  to  Reiily,  what  a  dandy  load  of  peach; 

Get  on  to  Reiily,  ain't  he  got  a  jaj;; 

Mr.  Reiily  trips  so  shyly  and  holus  his  head  so  highly; 

If  you  want  to  see  a  sight  get  on  to  Ueilly. 

They  have  such  funny  sayings,  I  don't  know  what  they  mean; 

Of  "nlxey  cully,"  *  pipe,  his  rabs,"  "that  Spaniard  he's  too  green," 

And  when  I  go  to  the  corner  to  get  a  scuttle  of  beer. 

Before  1  have  the  foam  shaved  off  these  words  I  am  sure  to  hear: — Chorcs. 


— A  porous  plaster  has  its  draw  backs. 
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THERE'S    ANOTHER    GOOD    MAN 
GONE    WRONG. 

Send  jrour  name  and  ad'lrt-ss  to  H.  J.  Wt-liniati.  l.'to  raik  How,  Now  YorkClty,  and  receive 

uy  rvtuni  iimil  aoi>iii|iU'tu  (.'utiilogiiu  of  oMT.'idUO  r»|iiilar  Kiitrlish  iinu  Oemian 

>k>ni(^    Five.    I'us(iit(t>  StainpNlukcii  Mtiiu*  umi'ilsIi  for  uli  uur  Koodx. 

Of  sayinirx  tliiit  art' old  iiiul  nuw, 

A  pMHl  8iork  1  Imvc  licaril,  ' 

That  \v»'ll  apply  to  iniiiiv  thiii};8, 

Botli  !<iilfinii  ami  alisunl: 
But  mill  the  lu'fit  of  nil,  1  think. 

Tin- Hiil)jt'Ot  of  my  con<»; 
Though  plca-c  (lon'l  roiiud  on  iiie  and  nay— 

"  ThiTf'si  another  good  man  gone  wrong." 

Cnoiiri». 
TluT*-"*  another  good  man  gone  wrong. 
There's  another  };ood  man  gone  wrong. 
How  oft  yon'll  hear  that  sjH'eeh  severe — 
There's  another  good  mau  gone  wroug. 

In  roming  down  the  street  to-day 

I  notieed  neii.'hl>or  Spare 
.  ._  IJerliiiini;  in  the  t;iilter,  with 

\h<  lieels  hiirli  in  the  air;  .  • 

lied  nvo  lilmk  eyed,  a  broken  uosc, 

Arniiiid  liiiii  wa."  athroiij;; 
I  riiiildn't  help  remarkini:  then — 

'•  There"*' another  sjoihI  man  gone  wrong." 

SroKKN  Verv  sfwid  Jiort  of  a  chap  was  Spare,  hni  he  married  a  widow  and 
very  n;itiir:illy  took  t.>  drink,  they  always  do;  whenever  I  see  a  eai<e  of  that 
kind  I  al\va\a  tiay:  -tHoiifs. 

At  home  1  am  the  qnietest  chap. 

Awl  utw*  i  never  raisie, 
Altlioii^h  I  own  I  rannot  hear 

Tlie  thoui^ht  of  washing-days; 
But  ia-t  week  I  hail  ."iiioii  a  row. 

We  went  at  It  dinir-dong,  ' 

I'litil  the  iieighhorf  (ilionted  ouf— 
••There's  another  good  man  gone  wrong! " 
Spoken -1  !i:ini.''-d  the  fiirTiitiirt-  ahoiif,  smashed  fonrteen  i>lateB.  two  cnps 
and  a  (»oii|»fureeii.  threw  the  hahy's  cradle  into  the  lire,  hiirued  my  wife's  chig- 
non, and  all  the  neighbors  MhoiitiHl  out: — C'llOKCS. 

We  had  the  hrokors  in  last  mouth, 

.At  least  we'd  only  one,  I 

But  he  had  appetite  for  six. 

When  feeding  he'd  begun; 
To  pay  him  out  I  took  my  watcb, 

To  pawn  it  for  a  song. 
But  •'  rncle,"  when  I  showed  It,  said— 

'•There's  another  gofnl  man  gone  wrong." 

i'poKEV  -1  asked  him  only  two  pounds  on  it,  hut  before  1  knew  wher**  1  was, 
I  found  invself  kiekeil  out'  into  the  street  and  the  pawnhioker  remarking: 
"  Why,  the  works  ain't  fli  for  a  mangle!"  while  all  the  little  boys  cried:    t"HO. 

Some  sli<;ht  adf  ice  1  tender  you 

Before  r  take  my  leave, 
And  that  it  is  of  vahie,  you 

Will  readily  conceive;  ' 

11«- careful,  as  you  go  through  life, 

To  work  with  viiior  strong; 
Then  folks  w  ill  ne'er  have  cause  to  say— 

"There's  another  good  man  gone  wrong."— Chortts. 


Danny  Takes  After  His  Father. 


Words  by  Ed.  Harrlgan.    Music  by  Pave  Rraham. 


■■f 


I  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr  "ill  be  sent  to  any  nddresa,  post  nuid,  on 
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I've  a  very  large  family  nt  home, 

Xleself  and  the  old  woman,  two. 
Four  girls  and  five  little  boys; 

I  have  plenty  of  labor  to  do 
To  advi."e  and  instruct  them  in  study. 

And  walk  by  the  sfjiiare  rule  of  three; 
They  all  take  after  their  niolher. 

But  Danny  he  takes  after  me. 

CnoRfs. 

lie's  as  proud  as  a  soger  on  parade. 
Or  a  blackbird  that  sings  from  a  tree; 

He's  the  image,  they  say,  of  bis  fatlrer — 
For  Danny  he  takes  after  me. 

Riidoljiho  fakes  after  his  mother, 

Elvina  and  Kosv  likewise. 
And  jusi  like  a  goat  in  ttie  parlor. 

They'd  butt  if  they  dicln't  get  pies. 
When  Edwardo  sits  down  to  his  dinner. 

With  th<'  sugar  he  makes  himself  free; 
Dan  hits  him  a  puck  in  the  jugular- 

For  Uauny  he  takes  after  lue.— Chorub. 

He'8  an  eye  in  his  head  like  an  eagle. 

He  resembles  the  great  Bidl-vi-dere; 
And  just  like  the  Kinpress  of  (,"hiny, 

Ilis  foot's  just  as  small  as  his  ear; 
His  voice  it  resembles  the  cuckoo. 

Or  the  mermaid  that  swims  in  the  sea; 
He's  A  darliiii',  I'm  tould.  'mong  the  ladiog— 

For  Danny  lie  takes  after  me.— Chohus. 


THE    FIREMAN'S    BOY. 


Tune—"  The  American  Boy." 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehiiian,  itu  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  reoelTe 

by  return  mail  n  einiipleteCntaloKue  of  over. VMU  Popular  KnKlish  audUenuau 

Bungs    Free.    I'ostOKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Kuods. 

Mother,  look  out  and  see  that  light— liow  red  it  makes  the  sky; 

Oh!  'tis  a  grand,  ihoiigli  fearful  sight!  see  how  the  bright  sparks  fly! 

It  Is  a  house  on  fire,  my  son— an  apmizitig  sight- 
It  serves  to  make  more  deep  the  gloom  tliat  haunts  my  soul  to-night. 

Mother,  what  dreadful  noise  is  that  which  thunders  o'er  the  {lavef 
Who  are  those  men  in  pretty  caps  and  shirts  of  red,  so  brave? 

'Tis  the  heavy  engines,  son,  that  makes  the  deafening  noise  you  hear; 
Those  gallant  men  witli  pretty  hats  are  llremen  brave,  my  dear. 

Oh!  were  my  father  but  alive,  would  you  not,  mother,  try 
To  make  him  be  u  fireman,  too?  but,  ah!  why  do  you  cry? 

I  would  not  chill  the  sunny  glow  that  nestles  in  thy  breast, 
Kor  have  thy  little  heart  to  know  the  pangs  which  mine  oppress. 

Nay,  mother,  pray,  conftcU-  to  me  the  griefs  which  wring  thy  heart; 
I'nt  sure  I  Jo  not  w  ish  U>  be  more  happy  than  thou  art. 

God  bless  the«».  hoy!  I  can  but  weep,  yet  'tis  with  mingled  joy, 
To  think  liow  like  thy  father's  self  thou  art,  my  noble  boy. 

He  was  a  flreiiian,  gallant,  brave  as  over  gras|)ed  a  rope; 
A  nobler  heart  ne'er  bent  to  .-ave  the  sufferer  void  of  uope. 

One  stormy  night  the  deep-toned  hell  the  tlreman  summoned  forth 
To  duty— but,  alas!  be  fell,  my  liearest  hope  on  earth. 

He  fearless  rushed  thio'  smoke  and  flume  to  save  a  hapless  child, 
Whose  fearful  screams  he  heard  amid  the  diu  and  storm  so  wild. 

His  brave  companions  brought  him  forth,  and  many  a  manly  tear 
Coursed  down  their  blackened  cheeks,  and  fell  upon  a  flremau's  bier. 

'Mid  (ireeuwood's  consecrated  bloom,  the  drooping  willow  wce|>« 
lis  dewy  tear  beside  the  tomb  where  thy  brave  father  sleeps. 

Oh!  'twere  a  noble  death  to  <Iie!  my  heart  swells  big  with  pridel 
And  though  I  weep,  yet  proud  am  1  to  think  how  father  died. 

I  wish  that  I  were  but  a  man.  in  fireman's  rig  I'd  dress; 

'•  Hurrah,  my  boys,  don't  lag!  "  I'd  shout  as  loud  as  the  rest. 

What  though  1  met  my  father's  fate!  I  am  sure  I  could  not  die 
lu  nobler  cause,  nor  half  so  great;  ))iit,  iiiol|ier,  do  not  cry. 

God  l)less  thee.  l»oy!  and  never  may  nnlarnished  by  thy  name! 
Let  cowards  skulk— carve  thou  a  way  tliat  leads  to  endless  fanie. 

'Tis  winter  now,  but  when  tlie  s|)ring  returns,  my  boy  shall  go 
Willi  me  where  wild  birds  s'veeily  sing  and  fragrant  flowers  grow. 

To-morrow  I  will  give  thee  seed  of  flowers  clioice  to  save— 

And  wiien  we  go  to  (irecuwixHl,  j>iant  them  round  the  flremau's  grave. 

I  grieve  to  see  thee,  mollier,  look  so  very  pale  and  worn; 

I  would  1  could  restore  the  rose  grief  from  thy  cheek  has  torn. 

How  often,  when  so  loviiiL'ly  you  kiss  me  in  my  lM>d, 
1  cry  myself  to  sleep,  and  dream  I  see  my  motlier  dead. 

But  my  heart  shall  bless  the  fireman  and  sacred  hold  his  name; 
It  proudly  should  emblazoned  he  upon  the  scroll  of  fame. 


McGUFFIN'S    HOME    RUN. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woo<lward  *  Co. 


The  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Sonu  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  jiostpald,  on  receipt  of  *0 

centNi  ur  (his  and  an/  two  other  Son^^  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehiiian.  130  Park  I 

Kuw,  New  York  City.     Posta);e  SUtm|is  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  Kuods.  / 

Words  by  Bert  C.  Norman.    Music  by  Oussie  L.  Davis.  | 

I  received  an  invitation  to  play  a  game  of  hall. 

Anil  so  1  journeved  thither,  accoiiip'nied  by  mv  gal;  I 

Mv  side  was  in,  1  went  t<)  bat  just  like  a  bold  dragoon,  i 

And  when  the  ball  came  near  me,  sure,  1  drove  it  to  the  moon.  , 

1  let  the  bat  then  ouickly  drop,  then  chased  the  bases  round,  I 

Arriveil  upon  tlie  home-plate  with  my  limbs  all  safe  and  sound;  | 

My  side  almost  went  crazy,  the  band  commenced  to  play,  , 
And  when  1  asked  the  reason  why,  they  all  began  to  say: 

Ciionus.  I 

We  are  the  people,  you  are  a  dandv,                                                 "  , 

Yoirve  hit  it  a  w  hack  now  which  quite  takes  the  bun,  I 

You  are  a  beauty,  you've  done  your  duty,  | 

■You're  a  daisy,  McGuftln,  since  you  made  that  home  run.  , 

Pat  McCann  stcpjied  up  to  me  then,  says  he  sure  you're  a  king,  | 

To  see  you  swipe  that  nase-ball  was  enough  to  make  one  sing;  i 

Come,  boys,  a  tiger  we'll  give  him,  or,  sure,  your  heads  I'll  break. 

And  when  he  dies,  lugorra,  we'll  give  him  a  rousing  wake.  I 

I  went  to  get  some  l>eer  to  drink  and  find  a  cooler  place,  | 

Wiieii,  "  poll  me  soul,"  a  boH(|uct  struck  me  squarely  In  the  face; 

1  stoisl  the  situation  like  anv  other  man. 

When  Katie  Duffy  whisjiered  as  she  tapped  me  with  her  fan.— Chorus.  j 


—Large  checks  are  always  fashionable  for  lawyer's  suits. 
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I'm  Sorry,  My  Boy,  You're  Too  Late. 

By  Chas.  Sully.  - 

Bend  your  narup  and  nddrvsis  to  n.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row.  New  York  city,  and  rt-ooive 

by  return  mail  aroinpletf  Cntaloiruc  of  over  ."KKHi  I'opiilar  KiiKlisli  and  GcTnian 

hkjnpr-i    Krre.    I'odtafjc  StampK  taken  same  ascash  for  all  4Ur  goods. 

I'm  one  of  those  felUnvK  yoii  don't  ofl<Mi  nicot, 
•         As  yoirrc  tru(lt;in«j  this  lift'V  weary  way; 
If  I  hud  an  encasement  jiet  over  the  street, 

1  couldn't  <ret  theie  in  a  day. 
When  a  l>oy,  with  niy  hooks  I  was  going  to  school. 

For  nie  the  teacher  wonld  wait, 
She'd  measure  tlie  seat  of  jny  pants  with  a  rule. 

And,  why*  because  I  was  too  late. 

C'Honus. 

Now,  if  I  was  to  die  and  ask  Uncle  Peter 

To  open  the  beautiful  j^ate; 
There  18  no  use  of  talking,  he'd  spring  the  old  gaji, 

I'm  sorry,  my  boy,  youre  too  late. 

When  a  youth  I  went  courting,  ae  other  youths  do, 
'  -  A  maid  that  was  charming  to  see; 

Although  her  admirers  were  not  v^ry  few,  i 

She  vowed  she  loved  no  one  but  me. 
For  she  promised  to  wed  me  one  night  as  we  etootl 

Down  by  the  old  garden  gate,  •    , 

But  she  married  another  fellow  when  tlie  day  came  round. 

And,  why?  because  I  was  too  late,     t'lioiii:.*.  '' ' 

I  was  most  broken-hearted  with  what  had  occurred. 

So  1  wanted  to  lay  down  and  die; 
For  I  never  could  do  llie  least  thing  oil  time, 
':'  No  matter  how  bard  I  would  try. 

I  was  seized  with  a  fever,  that  to  all  was  sure  death. 

So  1  thought  I  had  played  my  last  dale,  . 

But  the  doctor  informed  me  with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

To  die,  my  boy,  you  a:c  too  late.— t'uoKij.-i. 


RING    THE    BELL    SOFTLY. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tills  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrpm,  post-nald,  on  receipt  of  «0 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  utlier  SoutcsforOne  DoHar.by  H.  J.  Wehmaji.  ISO  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    Tustat^e  Stamps  taken  same  as  caah  for  all  our  goods. 


NOT     IN    A    THOUSAND     YEARS. 


Some  one  has  gone  from  this  strange  worhj  of  ours. 
No  more  to  gather  its  thorus  with  its  flowers, 
No  more  to  linger  where  sunbeams  must  fade, 
SVhere,  on  all  iK-auty,  death's  fingers  are  laid; 
Weary  with  mingling  life's  bitter  and  sweet. 
Weary  with  i)arting  and  nev<T  to  meet. 
Someone  has  gone  to  the  briirht  golden  shore! 
liilig  the  bell  softly,  there's  crapt!  on  the  door;         '   • 
King  the  bell  softly, -ttiei-e's  crape  on  the  door. 

Chorus. 

Weary  with  mingling  life's  bilti-r  and  sweet. 
Weary  with  parting  and  m-ver  to  meet, 
...    Sfime  one  has  gone  to  the  bright  gulden  shore! 
]{iiig  the  bell  softly,  there's  crape  on  the  door; 
King  the  bell  softly,  there's  crain;  on  the  door. 

Some  one  is  resting  from  sorrow  and  sin, 

Happy  where  earth's  conflicts  enter  not  in. 

.Ii)y<»us  as  birds  when  the  morning  is  bright. 

When  the  sweet  sunbeams  have  brought  us  their  light. 

Weary  witli  sowing  and  never  to  reap, 

W<'ary  w4th  labor  and  welcoming  sleep. 

Someone's  dei)arted  to  lieaven's  glad  shore! 

King  the  bell  softly,  there's  crape  on  the  door; 

King  the  bell  softly,  there's  cra|M;  on  Uie  dour.   -Cuouus. 

Angels  were  anxiously  longing  to  meet 
One  who  walks  with  them  in  heaven's  briu'ht  street; 
I.oved  ones  have  whi>iMTed  that  some  one  is  blest, 
Free  from  earth's  trials,  and  taking  sweel  rest- 
Yes!  there  IS  one  more  in  angelic  bliss. 
One  less  to  cherish,  one  less  to  kiss, 
()ne  more  departed  to  heaven's  bright  shore! 
King  the  bell  softly,  there's  crajH!  on  the  <lr>or; 
King  ihe  bell  softly,  there's  craiK;  ou  the  door.— C'HoniTs. 


By  Chas.  Sulley. 


Scndvournameandoddresston.  J.  Wehman,  rtoTark  U.>w,  Ni«Yi>rk  (•ity,and  n-wiv* 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalotrue  of  over.'uHiO  Pojiiilar  Kiik'li'^li  and  (iornian 

Sonifw-Frt'e.     PosliMJre  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  om' Ko<His. 

The  title  of  this  very  heart-rending  song  , 

Is.  "  Not  in  a  thousand  years;  " 
Could  I  tell  you  to  whom  it  does  really  belong, 

Not  in  a  thousand  years. 
Will  the  large  opera-hat  ever  go  out  of  style. 
Or  dudes  cease  going  out  between  acts  for  awhile, 
Jnst  to  take  on  the  quiet  what  they  call  a  smile?  - 

Not  in  a  thousand  years. 

Can  a  man  go  home  full  and  unlock  the  door? 

Not  in  a  lliousaud  ye.'irs; 
Can  a  woman  keel)  track  of  a  base-ball  score? 

Not  in  a  thousand  years. 
Was  there  a  ball-player -that  wouldn't  swear 
The  umpire  was  a  elieat  a.id  not  on  the  s<|iiaie; 
M'ill  a  conductor  knock  down  anything  that's  not  fare? 

Not  in  a  thousand  years. 

Will  ever  an  old  maid  tell  yon  her  right  age?  i    _ 

Not  in  a  thousand  years: 
Or  John  L.  ever  do  soubrttte  parts  on  the  stage? 

Not  in  a  thousaiKl  j-ears. 
Will  gills  of  sixteen  (juit  wearing  short  hair. 
Or  Bi'lva  I.ockwood  ever  sit  in  the  I'resldent's  chair? 
Is  a  bobtail  flnsh  better  than  two  little  pair? 

Not  in  a  thousand  years. 


'/ 


Where  the  Sweet  Magnolia  G-rows. 


Copyritfht,  1887,  by  Wui.  A.  Pond  *  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  be  wnt  to  any  addns.^,  post  p.'iiil.  on  receipt  of  40 

cent*;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonps  for  One  Doll.tr,  l>y  H.J.  Well  man,  llio  I'ark 

Uow,  New  York  City     I'ostaRe  Stamps  taken  same  as  e.i,sli  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Kd.  Harriiraii.     Music  by  Pave  Ih-ahani. 


'Twas  In  the  balmy  evening,  when  our  day's  work  was  o'er. 
We'd  gather  in  the  moonlight,  down  on  the  river  shore; 
The  old  folks,  young  and  babies,  just  when  the  horn  did  blow, 
All  met  there  iu  the  valley  where  the  sweet  magnolia  grows. 

Chorus. 

In  that  land,  that  land. 

That  sunny,  sunny  Ian4. 
Down  where  the  Swaiiey  River  gently  flows, 
'      .«  Oh,  a  band,  a  band,  a  ha|>py  uiirkey  baud 

Would  meet  thee  iu  tlie  valley 

Where  the  sweet  magnolia  grows. 
Oh,  yes,  oh,  yes,  would  meet  them  in  that  valley 

Where  the  sweet  Magnolia  grows. 

So  happy  and  contented  we  passed  the  time  away, 

A-listening  to  the  banjo  that  Uncle  Pete  did  play; 

While  Silas,  Sam  and  Pompey,  and  dear  old  Aunty  Clo, 

They  sang  there  in  the  valley  wliere  the  sweet  Magnolia  grows.— Chorus. 

That  river,  oh,  so  muddy, Toll'd  silently  along;  ,  * 

It  seem'd  as  if  its  murmur  was  part  of  onr  old  song; 

So  softly,  sad  and  mournful  forever  on  it  flows. 

Way  down  there  in  the  valley  where  the  sweet  magnolia  grows.— Chorus. 


I'll  G-o  Back  to  My  Old  Love  Again. 

Copyright,  \r,a,  by  K.  H.  Harding. 

The  Worils  and  Music  of  tills  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  aildrcss,  post-paid,  on  receli*  of  M 

ciiit.'^;  or  1  Ills  am!  miy  two  other  .Sony's  lor  One  Hollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehniiin,  |;«)  Park 

Uow,  New  Yorki_'ity.    I'ostatte  ^>tanips  taken  same  as  cash  forall  our  Koodv. 


I'll  go  back  to  my  old  love  again,      ; 

She  will  smile  niid  forgive  me  I  kiiow. 
Every  day  1)riugs  sorrow  and  pain, 

And  I'm  weary  wherever  I  go; 
While  \xe  live  Ilius  :ipart,  there's  a  sigh  in  my  heart, 

.\ii<l  1  try  to  be  glad,  but  in  vain. 
There's  a  sweet  voice  that  whispers  to  me— 

"  You  mivpt  go  back  to  your  old  love  ag.tin." 

Chorus. 
I'll  go  bacT:  again,  I'll  go  back  again,  . 

And  remove  from  my  heart  ail  its  jiaiu; 
In  my  sorrow  no  more  I  shall  roam — 

I'll  go  back  to  my  old  love  again. 

Onccii£rain  1  will  sit  by  her  side. 

And  the  light  of  her  smile  will  be  mine. 
And  the  love  which  my  absence  denied. 

Will  1)6  brought  back  in  gladness  divine; 
We  will  kiss  and  forgive,  and  in  future  will  live 

Far  away  from  all  sorrow  ami  pain; 
Oh!  the  thought  brings  me  hope  and  delight— 

I'll  go  back  to  my  old  love  agaiu.— Chokus. 

She  will  sing  all  the  son;:*  of  the  past, 
Whieli  have  echoed  so  long  in  my  heart; 

I  remember  the  eweet  s|k'II  they  cast 
AH  aronnd  me,  that  ne'er  would  depart; 

Many  years  since  have  fled,  but  the  dream  is  not  dead. 
While  I  live  it  will  always  remain; 

There  is  joy  iu  the  future  for  me. 
For  I'll  soon  see  my  ol<l  love  again.— Chorus. 


/ 
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Take  Me  Back  to  Home  and  Mother. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sun);  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-iiald,  on  r€'C«>lpt  of  10 

cents,  orthis  and  any  two  other  Sonus  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow.  New  York  City.    I'osCaKe  Stanipa  taken  game  as'casli  for  all  our  KOods. 


Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother— I  am  weary  wandering  here; 
There  can  never  lie  another  spot  on  earth  that  is  so  dear. 
Tho'  1  roam  'mid  scenes  of  splendor,  yet  my  heart  is  filled  with  pain. 
And  a  longing,  soft  and  tender,  whlsi>ers,  "Take  me  home  again." 

Cuonus. 

Take  mc  back  to  home  and  mother,  for  my  heart  is  filled  with  pain; 
Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother,  only  take  me  back  again. 

Take  me  buck  to  home  and  mother,  to  the  happy  scenes  of  yore. 
Friends  of  childhood,  sister,  brother,  long  to  welcome  me  once  more. 
I  can  hear  their  voices  ringing  in  sweet  memory's  refrain  — 
To  the  jmst  my  heart  is  clinging— only  take  me  back  again.    Chorus. 

Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother,  gentle  words  will  greet  me  there. 
For  on  earth  there  is  no  other  kindness  like  a  mother's  care. 
Life  is  but  a  dream  of  pleasure,  sweetest  hours  must  turn  to  pain- 
Home  is  all  I  have  to  treasure,  only  take  me  home  again.— Chorus. 
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McNULTY,    YOU^RE    A    DAISY. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy. 

'  Th*  Words  Mid  Mn»!o  of  this  Snncr  will  ho  sont  to  nny  mldross,  nost-pnifl,  on  r*K*elpt  of  m 

cents,  or  this  and  any  t»o  other  Simtrs  fo"- One  lioll:ir,l)y  II.  J.  \V.liiimii,  130  I'urk 

Kow.  New  York  fity.     IV.-'tagc  Stamps  taken  sj«riu'  tiscash  for  all  our  Roods. 

Words  and  Musio  l>y  Ilarry  Kennedy. 

McNnlty  had  a  oiic-tlnllnr  noto,  ami  as  lottery  hcM  lioanl  wa?  fine. 
He  went  to  fhr  store  aud  lie  IxMislit  a  slip,  it  was  ininihtT  iiiiicty-uinc. 
McXiiltv  made  a  irrainl  mii'take,  thoimh  ho  never  was  eallnl  a  clown; 
He  thou::ht  his  sli|>  was  sixty-si.\,  for  heM  read  it  iiiJSide  down. 
When  he  took  it  from  his  ixicket,  in  his  trunk  ho  safe  did  look  it; 

He  towld  tli>'  number  to  his  friends.  McNulty  ne'er  towld  lies. 
That  oveniiis;  in  his  slunihers  lie  thought  of  nauirht  hut  iiunihers. 

And  dreamt  that  uuiubtr  sixty-six  had  wou  the  j;rcal  bij;  prize. 

ClIORfS. 

J       MoNulty,  you're  a  daisy,  driiikiuir  or  sobor; 
r       How  roiil(i  you  make  sixty-six  from  number  ninofy-nine? 
If  .vou'"d  won  tlie  thirty  tlmusaiid.  you  would  be  in  clover, 
'  On  the  livil,  you're  a  liivil,  Miet<r  McNulty. 
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Parody   on:  \^ 

MOTTOES     THAT     ARE     FRAMED 
UPON    THE    WALL. 

f^unt;  l>y  K<-alin>f  tV  Klyiui. 

Send  your  nume  and  nddrr«s  t.^  11.  .T.  WVhman.  130  r.nrk  Row.  New  'YorV  Pity,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  acoiniii<t>-<'afal.iu''ie  "f  over  •'I'l'Nt  roimlar  Kimii.-^h  an  1  leiinuit 

Sorufs-Free.    l'o>ta»?e  btumps  tak>  ii  .same  asc  .i^h  fur  alluur  ^ihhIk. 

There's  a  wealth  of  pure  affection,  there'*  a  rctro-spectlye  sjjcck, 

I  e\|iecf  to  sperulatc  on  it  some  ti-ne; 
ItV  the  memory  of  thi'  sp(-otacles  my  dear  papa  wore, 

He  saw  four  kinirs  so  often  he  t;>f  blind. 
Every  iiair  of  i)ant.s  he  wore  hai!  a  kind  of  a  side  d<>or, 

Made  to  keoji  his  moii.'y  s'lfely  from  us  all. 
Btil  eiis/niv'-ii  in  my  hfurt  was  tiie  way  we  tore  apart 
Uis  old  trousers  when  he  huiiLT  thfiii  ou  the  wall. 
Ciioiti.s. 
Gone  now  is  papa  to  the  airL'els, 

Vuc.-uit  lire  his  b.irii-<lo()r  overalTs; 
Gone  are  his  su-pei.ders.  I  pawned  thpm  Last  September, 
Are  the  mottoes  that  are  framed  upon  the  wall. 

Cnor.rs. 

■     Kiss  1110,  darling;   farouoll,  I  must  leave  you; 
I  will  wrile  .tiiil  pond  vou  inou' y  in  'ho  Fall; 
Put  the  plus  in  clover,  don't  .ask  mo  to  keep  sober, 
Are  the  mottoes  that  are  framed  upon  the  wall. 
Ciiont's. 
Toll  tho  latidlord  I  will  send  his  rent  ti>  hint 
When  Anson  of  ('liioa'_'o  jilnvs  <:oo.|  baU; 
.    And  if  the  sheriff  comes,  »inL' •lobntii- s:«t  your  cun, 
Are  the  mottoes  that  are  framed  ujj'di  the  wall. 

ClloISfS.  •. 

Kir-s  the  baby  oti  his  tooth  let,  oncelet; 
■;  Don't  wake  him;  if  you  do,  ho  will  wake  ns  all; 

If  he  cries,  you  know  your  duty :  feed  him  with  tutti-frutti. 
Are  the  m'uttues  thai  are  fraiiied  upon  the  wall. 


POOR    OLD    MAID. 

8<»nd  vonr  namo  and  ncMr.^ti.  It.  .1.  W,  inn  m.  l  '.n  I'ark  K"w.  N<  >v  Y^ik  t'li  v.and  n-reiv* 

by  return  mail  .noinpl'  ti-  (^.tMl.itri f  "V.r  :*»m  I'liimlar  KiiL'li>ti  and  Oerinuii 

Souks     Kr«  f.     I'ostane  Stauii'"  tak'ii  ^.ime  a.s  cash  for  ulioiir  KoodD. 

Here  I  am  all  in  muss,  i)Oor  <>h\  maid; 
I.«ap  year  tills  m.-  with  dis:,'u>'t.  poor  oM  maid: 
I  have  popped  tho  (piestion  to  two  and  twenty  just; 
■  But  men  are  L'enin<;  wiiser  and  wus. 

For  I  have  nov^r  been  sipieeiced,  and  that'ti  the  wus, 
Poor  old  maid. 

Dressed  Iti  yellow,  pink  and  blno.  poor  old  maid; 
1  am  fresh  and  fair  as  the  mornini,'  d(!W,  poor  old  maid; 
Dressed  in  vellow,  pink  and  blue. 
i)U.  dear,  oh,  d'  ,ir.  what  shall  I  do? 
To  a  husbainl  I  would  stick  like  glue, 
Poor  old  maid 

T  am  coini;  to  dye,  I  am  trettinir  L'ray.  poor  old  maid; 
From  Ilvini;  siii;.'Io  I  am  alnio'^t  <hrad,  jKwjr  old  maid; 
No  toniler  word  to  me  is  >«aid 
When  I  put  my  niirbtoai)  on  my  hea<l. 
But  all  alone  I  <j.n  lo  bed, 
Poor  old  maid. 

I  wish  some  dude  would  marry  mo.  pix>r  old  maid; 
For  I  tret  the  shake  repeatedly,  i)oor  old  maid; 
Fin  sure  I  will  never  married  bo. 
For  while  spriiij;  chickens  are  so  free. 
The  Ixjys  won't  tackle  au  old  nittid  like  me, 
S     !  Poor  old  maid. 


Parody   on;  *''       '    ••.    ■    ■  [ 

MAGGIE    MURPHY'S    HOME.  ( 

Copyright.  lWl,l.yH.;iiry  J,  Wehman.  [ 

t^  Send  40  rents  to  H.  J.  Wel.man,  130  Park  Row.  N.  Y..  and  obtain  by  mail,  po.<t.|mld  f 

the oiitfiiial  words  and  niusicof  tids  souir.entitlo<l:  "  Ma^Klo  Murphy's  Hoine."  ), 

^Vo^^l»  by  Ed.  llarrigau.    Music  by  Oave  BraJiam. 


Written  by  Oconre  Cooper. 


Ho  rings  the  boll  each  evening  just  as  prond  its  any  prince; 

He  has  a  pair  of  whiskers  the  color  of  a  quince. 

A  <;reen  neck-tie  adorns  him,  and  all  iu  IJaftle  Row. 

When  they  see  him,  grin  and  whisper:  that's  Maggie  Murphy's  beaut 

Ciionra. 
He  smokes  cheroots,  wears  shining  l)oots,  claw-hammer  coat,  as  well; 
Anil  tho  boys  he'll  meet  upon  the  street,  shout,  "  Git  on  to  the  swell!  " 
When  h«!  sits  up  in  the  parlor,  tlie  "  growler  "  out  will  go. 
And  jour  welcome  to  a  "  lager"  with  Maggie  Murphy's  beau. 

Ho  takes  her  to  the  j)ioiiics.  and  they  spoon  the  time  away, 

While  on  the  barge  so  crowded  they're  sailing  down  the  Bay; 

S<i  olor.e  to  bim  she  cuddles,  she  never  lets  liiin  go; 

All  tho  lads  around  are  joalouo  of  Ma^'jjic  Murphy's  beau.— Chouits. 

At  every  ball  and  party  by  her  side  he's  always  seen; 

And  every  soul's  remarking:  "  Oh:  ain't  she  just  a  queen!  " 

But  when  they  strike  up  tho  waltzes,  no  others  have  a  show;  ' 

He's  a  "  sjiieler  "  right  from  "  Spielville,"  is  Maggie  Murphy's  licau.— Cho. 

He  meets  her  on  the  comer  when  she  comes  home  from  the  shop. 

And  down  the  street  they  saunter  admire<l  by  every  "cop." 

She  never  minds  the  "  mashers  "  that  wait  'round  in  a  row; 

He's  tile  only  one  that's  "solid"— gay  Maggie  Murphy's  Ixau.  -Chorus. 

Ipon  the  st»)op  they  linger  when  the  summer  nights  are  fine; 

And  on  his  manly  whiskers  her  head  she'll  oft  incline; 

There  sooii  will  be  a  wedding— you'll  all  be  asked  to  go. 

And  the  uiau  to  proudly  envy  is  Maggie  Murphy's  beau.— CuoBf  s. 


Parody   on :  v/  I 

Where  Can  the  Wanderer  Be?         \ 

Written  liy  W.  s.  Campbell.  I, 

Send  your  name  and  addros"  to  Tl  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  I'ark  Row,  N<'w  York  fity.and  rocelve  ( 
by  leltirn  mail  a  complete  Catalokrne  of  over  ."WKWl'npiilar  Ktitrlixli  and  liennan  \ 

Souks    Kree.     I'ostaKe  Stamps  taken  name  aneotili  for allour  t;oo«l!). 

A  man  on  the  comer  stood  silent  and  sad 

As  ho  carefully  gazed  down  the  street;  ; 

For  his  intondeii  he  was  looking,  as  he  stood  in  the  rain. 

For  she  told  him  at  nine  they  would  meet. 
It  was  then  a  jiast  ton,  he  was  drenched  to  the  skin. 

But  she'd  forgotten  and  gone  to  a  show. 
And  with  «  du(le  so  fine  she  wasjiaving  a  good  time. 

While  the  poor  gawk  was  whispering"  low: 

Cnonrs. 
Say.  will  she  ever  return?  why  does  she  keep  me  in  tho  rain? 
Oil!  how  my  heart  siiems  to  yearn,  her  face  to  break  with  this  cane; 

If  wo  were  only  married,  how  happy  I  would  be; 
Willi  her  I'll  mop  the  floor. 

For  1  do  feel  so  sore  for  making  a  jay  of  me. 

An  old  country  Ruho  just  got  into  town. 

The  sights  of  the  city  to  see; 
He  was  blowing  his  jiennies  on  good  lager  beer, 

And  feeling  as  goo<l  as  could  be. 
When  a  charming  voung  girl,  that  pet  his  head  in  a  whirl," 

Hays,  hello!  pard,  come  and  take  a  stroll  with  m«; 
In  a  tpiiet  little  room,  iu  the  luick  of  a  saloon, 

He's  still  sitting  and  waiting  ]>atiently. 

Cuontrs. 

Say,  will  she  ever  return?  where  is  my  watch  and  chain? 
And  all  my  money  is  missing,  will  I  ever  set!  her  again? 

She  lold  me  that  she  love<l  mo,  and  would  marry  mo  right  away; 
How  she  gives  him  th<!  laugh,  while  she  H{M;udi>  all  tiia  cash, 

And  he's  bacli  on  the  farm  making  hay. 


ERIN    IS    MY    HOME. 

The  Woi-ds  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  ho  sent  to  any  addn^ss,  i>ost  paid,  on  nwfpt  of  10  I 

cents,  or  Itiisand  an.v  twoniher  Sont'H  forOne  l>ollar,tiy  11   J.  Well  man,  I :«)  I'ark 

Ko» ,  New  York  City.     I'ostiiiJe  Stamps  taken  fame  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 


(»h!  I  have  roamed  o'er  many  lands  and  many  frIetid.H  Fve  met; 
Not  one  fair  scone  or  kindly  smile  can  this  fond  heart  forget. 
But  I'll  confess  that  I'm  content,  no  more  I  wish  to  roam. 
Oh!  steer  my  bark  to  Krin's  Isle,  for  Erin  is  my  home. 

In  Erin's  Isle  there's  manly  hearts  and  bosoms  pure  as  snow; 
In  Krin's  Isle  ilujie's  right  "jio<Ki  cheer  and  hearts  that  over  flow; 
In  Krin's  Isle  I'd  pass  my  time,  no  more  I  wish  to  roam; 
Oh!  steer  my  hark  to  Erin's  Isle,  for  Erlu  Is  my  home. 

If  Knplnnd  was  my  place  of  birth,  I'd  love  her  tranquil  sliore; 
If  bonny  Scotland  was  my  home,  her  mountains  I'd  adore. 
But  pleasaiil  days  in  both  I've  passed,  I'd  dreams  of  days  to  come; 
Oh!  steer  my  bark  to  Erin's  Isle,  for  Erin  is  my  home. 


-A  life  of  tips  and  downs:  the  bod-carrier's, 
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ONE     CElNTTl    EA.CH. 


1  Baby  mine 

8  Sach  an  education  has  my  ICary  Ann 

8  Auld  Lang  Syne 

4  Ella  Rce  ,   _ 

6  Old  cabin  home  - 

6  Little  ones  at  home 

7  Old  black  Joe 

8  Home,  eweet  home 

9  Larboard  watch 

10  Many  can  help  one 

11  Klllarsey 

18  See  that  my  grave's  kept  green 
18  Grandfather's  clock 

14  Emmet's  "  Lullaby  " 

15  The  harp  that  once  thro'  Tara'e  hall 

16  My  country,  'tia  of  thee 

17  Sweet  forget-me-not 

18  Where  was  Moeee  when  the  light  went  oatf 

19  Nancy  Lee 

20  Write  me  a  letter  from  home 

21  Beautiful  isle  of  the  sea 

22  Old  folks  at  home  (Swanw  ribber) 

23  Come  back  to  Erin 

84  Sweet  bye-and-bye     ''.:.'.  '. 

25  My  pretty  red  roee  '  ' 

26  TN'lioa,  Emm^l      .     ..,- 

27  Katie's  secret 

28  You'll  remember  me 

29  Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep 
80  Kathleen  Mavourneen 

31  I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls 
83  Wearing  of  the  green 

83  When  yon  and  I  were  young,  Maggie 

84  Cottage  bv  the  sea 

85  We  parted  by  the  river  side 

86  When  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  home 

87  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

88  Last  rose  of  Summer 

39  Shamus  O'Brien 

40  Exile  of  Erin 

41  Maggie's  secret 

42  Or  any  other  man— Stump  speech 

43  I  cannot  call  her  mother 

44  Would  I  were  with  thee 

45  Poor  old  slave 

46  Casey  social  club 

47  Cumberland's  crew 

48  Take  this  lett«r  to  my  mother 
40  A  model  love  letter 

50  Female  stratagem 

61  How  to  kiss  a  lady 

62  Dublin  bay 

53  Wife's  commandmenta 

54  Husband's  commandments 

65  Rules  for  bummers 

66  Little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane  * 

57  Barbara  FHelchie— Recitation 

58  Marching  through  Georgia 

69  When  I  was  a  lad— Pinafore 

60  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  the  sea 

61  Dancing  in  the  bam 

62  Fire  in  the  grate 

63  Wandering  refugee 

64  Blue-eyed  Nelly 

65  Minstrel  boy  ■ 

66  Letter  in  the  candta 

67  Star-epaiigled  banner    , 

68  Dancing  on  the  green 
eo  Heart  bow'd  down 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  wat«rmlll— Rbcitatiom 

72  Faded  coat  of  blue 
78  Hold  the  fort 

74  Slavery  days 

75  Der  mule  shtood  on  de  sbteamboat  deck— Rec. 

76  Little  bsrefoot 

77  My  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night 

78  Home  again 

79  Thou  art  co  near  and  yet  so  far 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  UUl 

81  Office  niles 

82  Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 

83  Good  Rhine  wine 

84  I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night,  love 
86  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 

86  Listen  to  the  mocking-bird 

87  When  the  com  is  waving,  Annifi  ' 
Sd  She  never  blamed  him,  nevw 

80  Silver  threads  among  the  jfold 

SO  Little  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

91  King  Uie  bell  softly,  there's  crape  on  the  door 


92  Boy  lost  (laughable)  ...    ,., 

93  Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still  .''_''■'■ ', 
W  Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full 

95  Gypsy's  warning 

96  Anchor's  weighSi 

97  Moon  behind  the  hill     ;  ^  ■    . 

98  Swinging  in  the  lane  ■.'■/■ 

99  Sheridan's  ride— Rkcitatios 

100  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd 

101  Eilleen  Allanna 

102  'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower 

103  Touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  LouIse 

104  Giri  I  left  l)ehind  me 

105  Little  Buttercup 

106  His  sisters,  cousins  and  aunts 

107  Carry  me  back  to  old  Virgiony 

106  Roses  underneath  the  snow  " '  . 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  fly 

112  Old  man's  drunk  again 

113  Two  orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  lire) 

114  Amber  tresses  tied  in  blue  .     . 

115  Pretty  as  a  picture 

116  I  am  waiting,  Essie,  dear 

117  Three  tx-riehed  in  the  snow       ,         ".   '  " 

118  Slight  hints 

119  Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother 

120  Come  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling 

121  Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 

122  Bingen,  on  the  Ilhine 

123  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave 

124  Old  log  cabin  on  the  hill 
135  Croppy  boy 

120  Skids  are  out  to-day 

127  The  bridge 

128  Shabby  genteel 

129  Oh,  dat  watermelon  .,'■'. 

130  Comin' thro' the  rye 

131  Must  we  then  meet  as  Strangers         ' 
1-32  Babies  on  our  block 

l.'i'j  Brennen  on  the  Moor  ,    '    ,.. 

131  Skidmore  fancy  ball 

135  Hallway  Door 

13(1  Where  the  grass  grows  green 

137  Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea  .', 

138  Kiss  behind  the  door 

139  I'll  remember  you,  love,  in  my  prayen 

140  Mary  of  the  wild  moor 

141  Old  wooden  rocker 

142  Sj)eak,  only  speak 

143  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

144  Where  art  thou,  my  beloved? 

145  Mollie,  darling 

146  You  may  look,  but  y»u  mustn't  toncb 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 

148  Itaffle  for  the  stove 

149  Balm  of  Gilead 

150  There's  always  a  seat  in  the  parlor  for  you 

151  Driven  from  home 

152  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

153  Pull  for  the  shore 

154  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 

155  Good  news  from  home 

156  Fisherman's  daughter 

157  Shells  of  ocean 

158  Massa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 

159  Say  a  kind  word  when  you  can 

160  Cure  for  scandal 

161  Twiliglit  coterie 

162  Strangers  yet 

168  Castles  in  the  air  , 

lti4  Dear  little  shamrock 

165  I  cannot  sing  the  old  songB 

166  Norah  O'Neal 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee  1     . 

168  Rose  of  Tralee  '       ' 

169  Jennie,  the  flower  of  EUldare 

170  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died     ■]' 

171  Drunkard's  lone  child  '\      -. 

172  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

173  Glove  flirtation 

174  Whip  flirtation 

175  Slave's  dream  .'■    '' ,  ^    ;■' 

176  Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  don't  go 

177  Sweet  Evangeline 

178  Good-bye  at  the  door 

179  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the  heart  can 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you  [never  be 

181  Erin's  lovely  home 

182  Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-house 


ia3  Twenty  years  ago 

184  Paddy  V  land 

185  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling 

186  Old  village  school  on  the  green  </ 

187  Woodman,  spare  that  tree 

188  Barbara  Frieichie— ItECiXATiOH  ■  • 

189  Darling  Minnie  Lee 

190  Hat  flirtation  ... 

191  Fan  flirtation 

192  Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  mountain 
18.3  Good-bye,  Annie,  darling  (Enoch  AM  AD) 

194  Why  did  she  leave  him? 

195  A  quiet  little  home 
19G  Thou  hast  learned  to  love  another 

197  Mary  of  ArgyU 

198  Nil  Desperandum 
190  Sweet  Highland  Mary 
800  Evening  amusement  (laughable) 
201  Day  1  played  base  ball 
302  Kemeiuber  you  have  children  of  your  own 
'Mi  There's  none  like  a  mother  if  ever  so  poor 
201  You  were  false,  but  I'll  forgive  you 
205  Sweet  Maggie  Gordon 
300  Tanyard  side  .•     ' 
207  Bells  of  Shandon  - 
20S  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell 
a09  Whisper  softly,  mother's  dying 

210  Erin's  green  shore 

211  Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  oldT 

212  Donnelly  and  Cooper 

213  (Jathi'ring  shells  by  the  sea  shore 

214  Little  Uortcbud 

215  By  the  ead  sea  waves 

216  Come  into  the  garden.  Maud 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Eriu 

218  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  mtf 

219  God,  bless  my  boy  at  sea    .  . 

220  Annie  Laurie  '  ,■■-' 

221  Mac's  and  the  O's 

222  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 

223  Lamentation  of  James  Kodgets 

224  Come,  birdie,  come 

225  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

226  Ever  of  thee 

227  Norah  McShane 

228  Love  among  the  roses 

229  Shamus  O'Brien— RbcitatumI 
ZiO  Der  Deitcher  Gal 

231  No  Irish  need  apply 

232  Old  arm  chair 
23:1  Tim  Flaherty 

234  We  sat  by  the  river,  you  and  I       : 

235  I  love  music 

236  Sweet  Genevieve 

237  'When  the  flowers  fall  asleep 
2:iS  Patrick  Sheehau 

2:W  Sailor's  grave 

240  Pretty  inkid  milking  her  cow 

241  Kentucky  Rose 

242  Farmer's  daughter 

243  Oh.  dem  golden  slippers 

244  In  the  moniing  by  the  bright  ligbt 

245  Nobody's  darling 

246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

217  Somebody's  mother— Recitatioh 

248  Birdie,  darling 

249  Nobody's  dariing  but  mine  ;• 

250  Rock  me  to  sleep,  mother 

251  Put  my  little  shoes  away 

252  Dariing  Nelly  Gray 

253  Somebody's  coming  when  ttie  dewdrwpe  MB 

254  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  wersyi 

255  LlSc  hrown  jug  ... 

256  Ben  Bolt 

257  Good-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye 

258  Erin  i-  my  home 
^9  Kaity  Avoumeen 

200  Sadie  Ray  . :       .  ' 

2G1  Bard  of  Armagh 

202  Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  weep 

263  Patrick's  day  parade 

264  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 
205  Speak  to  me,  si>eak 

2C6  Darling,  I  will  come  again 

267  Bright-eyed  little  Nell  of  Narragangot  M|y 

208  Hail,  Columbia 

269  Little  footsteps  '»      .••■'. 

2!'0  Tim  Finigan's  wake  ' 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  reol  ., 

272  Scotch  lassie,  Jean 

273  Hat  me  father  wore 
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Antrel  rrahricl 

Annie  Lisle 
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23itthin  Ii>diterlein,  ber 

m»ohl  Piele  tiiufonb  'i'Sfletein 

!!Bo  ioU  id)  mid)  binmenben 

,S'  I'auterbad)  bob  id)  inein  Strumpf 


KTo. 

^n  ber  CueUe  (an  ber  ftnabe 

VlUi;emeiner  loatt 

'ni5  ber  licbe  ©ott  bie  IDelt  eddjaften 

'ilbain  unb  Cpa 

'ilnbreas  »jofer 

H  Xeancrf  gel)t  um  i^olj  in  XOalb 

iftlv  e5  niit  'Jloat)  gini)  tu  (*nb 

-Uli  bie  '4SreuBeii  niariflittfH  cor  '^rag 

'fll3  id)  an  einem  ioinmertag 

'.tl3  mir  juuiv't  ill  Stt'sicnstiurA  tuaren 

3)erlinet  "^ierinamfell,  bie 

*Bruber,  laiiert  eud)  im  Wreife 

'.01au'  vHcutUein  finb  gefd^rlid) 

^un6o5lieb 

*-8ertranD'3  "Jlb'diieb 

Xu  lieait  uiir  im  .O'rjen 

Xa  ftreitiii  iid)  bie  t'eut  f)(tum 

Xen  lieben  latuvn  latt 

Xem  .yerrn  aUoiii  ese  (*brf 

Xu  b"'t  Xiainanun  uub  'Verlen 

Xu  b;it  mir  nab  unb  bod)  jo  frn 

Xrei  'Wodicn  pot  C'tirn 

Xein  'Wohl,  meiu  \.'iebd)en 

Xeut)d)e  lUutter.  bie 

&i  roaren  eiumal  brei  fidferfnabeti 

(?tni.i:u  bin  id)  nid)t  allfine 

<J9  lujren  mal  brei  (HeieBen 

(?3  fiinii  ill  nid:t  iiiinu-r  io  btubett 

<?ine  '4>i'rle  neun'  id)  iiieiii 

ftinen  ftuB,  bann  flute  Miadjt 

ijnfmalbiinberttauiciib  leufel    , 

em  im  Siib  bas  id)bne  Spanien 

reunb,  id)  bin  pifrieben 

al)r"  mid)  binuber.  idjoner  Si^iffer 

rab'  au5  bfin  ULUrtb3bau3 
eiute  JJiuttet  "JJ{anbi'lbaum.  bie 
®ute  'Jindit,  Bu  mcin  her)i(V3  ftinb 

eituid)  idilief  bei  ieiner  ^rteuPermd!)lt»n 

anituirfl  iit  ein  idibnes  Stdbti^en 

eil  Pir  im  iicflertranj 

inaii5  in  b-.e  iterne 

od^  Dom  Xadiitein 

erj.  mein  jo"!.  warum  fo  traurig 

iftorie  oou  'Jioal) 
fietj.  «om  ftummer  tief  gebeugt 
3^  rooUt  id)  lodt  ein  I'oflel 
54  bin  ber  .riirft  ber  Xboren 
5n  meinem  2d)lb6d)en  iit'3  gar  fein 
!td)  bin  ein  'I'reuBe 
jd)  bin  ber  Xoctor  (^ijenbart 
34  bin  bir  gut 

34  bab  bii-  gejAaut  in  bie  'flugen 
3mmei  fein  —  luftig  jein 
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3m  iliJalb  unb  auf  ber  ^aibe 

3a.  beirathen  ioU  id) 

3eber  lUenjd)  Ijat  ieiu  SJergniigiu 

AuB.  ber 

Aein  Irbpflein  mebr  im  9e4tt 

iianb  ber  'llccibents,  bai 

C'inbenbaum,  ber 

V'auf,  Wiiller,  lauf 

I'aurentia.liebe  ^aurentia  tneiti 

'IJJurfer,  ber 

IDleine  54ul)e  unb  jerrifjen 

TOdbele,  rurf,  rurf,  rurf 

TOuB  i  benu  jutn  5!d6tele  'nauj 

TOenid)  toll  nidit  ftolj  ieiu,  ber 

Weine  erfte  unb  let(te  iiiebe 

TOorgen  miiB  id)  fort  Pon  bier 

Wai  n't  gefommeu,  ber 

9Jod)  itt  iii>(en  nid)t  Perloren 

C  lantienbaiim 

C  bleib  bei  mir 

iRaftlo'e  51<auberer,  ber 

Sinalbini,  lieber  9<duber 

S4dfetmdbd)i'n,  bus 

Sd)laf  bu  mein  ftinbelein 

Sebniudit  mid)  Xeutldilanb 

So  oiel  ifein'  am  Oimmel  ffetjen 

Steprec's  \ieimioeb 

idiU'siDig^.yoltteiu 

So  leb  benn  n)ol)l.  bu  ftiOeS  ^auS 

Sdmeiber  in  Dor  (Vrembe 

Sdilaiie  .yniifel,  ber 

Sdmeibeilieb 

Sd)neiBercourage 

Ibeure  I'atetbanl,  baS 

Irompefer.  ber 

lOO't 

Uno  bie  SSiirUnirger  Wliirfli  ialtl  a 
lleb  immer  Ireu  unb  3t,Mid)feit 
U.<o.Kl'dnger  bin  id)  ja,  ber 
'i'oii  ber  >illpe  tbiit  bas  ;t>orn 
lajas  ift  be-5  Xeuttd)en  itatetlanb 
2i>a4t  am  iHhein,  bie 
aOie  '•:.  bie  '})ldb  beut  treiben 
aOenn  fid)  jjuei  .yeru'n  ffteiben 
atJdr  id)  ein  '.Priinnlein  flur 
iWoblauf.  nod)  getrunr-.» 
aUas  id)  aUej  niiiien  mii4t 
41}enn  bor  ,>riibling  (ommt 
aUat  louU  bei  ftierl 
iUJer  ntemaU  einen  Maui*  gebabt 
aUillfommen,  o  feliger  'flbenb 
3roa  orbentli4en  I'eut,  bie 
3u  Stragburg  auf  ber  sd)anj 


a.-e 


J{u  Perfaufen  bei  aflen  beutf4en  lBu4f)dnblern  unb  3eifung!Sngenten  in  ben  iBer. 
elmgten  staaten  unb  (fanaba,  ober  au4  unfer  (?infenbung  bes  SBetragea  bireft  Pon 
^crauiigeber. 
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STo. 

'•Hbj4ieb  ne^men,  jagl  er 

'flbe,  bu  lieber  lannenwalb,  abe 

Vines  fiiblt  ber  iiiebe  ^reuben 

*2ln  jebem  'ilbeub  geb  i*  au« 

'illte  3abr  Pergangen  ift,  ba§ 

«n  S4lofier  bat  an  ©'Vaen  g'l)obt 

flli  id)  nod)  'i'rinj  war  Pon  arfabien 

*iluf  ber  il^ierbant 

Vld),  luie  bunfel  finb  bie  Wauern 

«d),  id)  fiibl',  e3  ift  Perid)wunben 

Vld).  nield)e  Vuft,  Solbat  ju  fein 

9luf,  "DJottoien,  bie  «nfer  geli4tet 

'An  ber  Saale  griinem  Siranbe 

«uf  *erge4  4>Bben  r»e4et 

*efrdnjt  mit  I'uub  ben  lieben  boUtn 

il'riiber,  tammelt  eu4  im  ftreijc 

5Jiirgid)ait,  bie 

iBiauen  'Augen,  bie 

i^alb  graC  id)  om  "Jiedar 

5*unte  ftleib,  bus 

'■^emoofter  %urfd)e  jieb  id)  auS,  abe 

Xa  broben  ouf  jenem  !8erge 

Xu  h)irft  mir'S  \a  nit  iibel  neljma 

Xeutfd)lanb  iiber  alleS 

XeS  iWaifenfinbeS  ftlage 

Xrud  nit  fo 

Xe8  Wi4el  Saterlanb 

Xentft  bu  baran 

(*in  freieS  Vieben  fii^ren  ttlt 

(frKbnig,  ber 

(fffen,  ni4t  baS  Xrinfen 

Pin  I'eben  wie  im  '45arabiel 

(?S  ift  ein  S4ufe  gefaHen 

ffin  5d)ifflein  ]a^  i4  fabreit 

(}i  wax  eininal  eiu  ftbnig 

(^in  3dger  auS  fturpfalj 

(^luia  will  id)  bir  gebbren 

(^•3  ift  bettimmt  in  Q)otte3  "MaX^ 

Pa  leben  bie  Solbaten 

Jrbfd)'  unb  bie  llnfen 

Jtriiblingolieb 

^erbinonb,  pjie  fd)5n  bift  bu 

^rbblid)  unb  rooblgemut^ 

jtriebericusi  9ter 

jlriid)  auf  }um  frbblidien  3aflen 

Wuten  *ilbenb.  lieber  Wonbeni4ein 

Wrofjmutter  null  tanieii 

i»err  im  ftnus,  ber 

fiert  *i<ruber,  niinm  bein  Otldl4en 

iierjig'S  Stbat\erl,  lafi  bi4  herjen 

Volber  3iJnflli"8.  n»«i"  SJerldngen 
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^erbei,  ^erbei,  bu  trauttr  eSngerfreit 

&ir'.  lieber  SDillyelm 

Jpeute  f4eib  i4 

34  bin  ein  freier  TOann  unb  finge 

34  roar  *ranbfu43  no4  an  3a1)r(n 

3  tbdt  jo  gem  beirattj'n 

34  roiU  mein  Wlud  probiren,  marf4iTen 

34  bat  Tie  um  bie  9tofe 

3m  aOeln  ift  aiUbrheit  nur  aOein 

34  roar  ein  re4ter  gajelbans 

yn  biefen  beil'gen  jyaUen 

34  i4nitt  es  gem  in  oUe  Stinben  ein 

3n  ber  grofeen  Seeftabt  I'eipjig 

34  fomm'  immer  ni4t  baju 

34  bab'  ben  ganjen  sBormittag 

3br  i>iirfteu  ber  walbung,  ^erpot 

3abr  ift  gut,  tai 

^etit  fAroingen  roir  ben  ^ul 

ilein  Jeuer,  feine  Aoble 

ftommt  a  H'ogerl  geflogen 

fto'mmt  ein  f41an(er  %)urf4'  gegangen 

Ronim',  ftiller  «benb 

fteniit  it)r  ba3  L'anb 

Uebe  toobl.  bu,  bie  14  inuig  lUbc 

I'e^te  5Hoje,  bie 

UJJetn  (?bri|tian 

gjotii 

Dbslein  auf  ber  ^aiben 

Sie  ftanb  ouf  bobem  Serge 

Sie  ioUen  ilHt  ni4t  ^aben 

^ogl  er 

Sterfbrief,  ber  . 

S4la4tlieb 

S4ufteriunge  all  ff54tn,  bcr 

lobad 

Ueberall  bin  14  Ju  {)aufe 

5Borft4tige  3ube,  ber 

S?on  alien  Vdnbern  bieier  SBelt 

iOJafier  rauJ4t.  bus  Wafier  f4rooa,  baS 

aUaren  mir  felige  lage,  bas 

IBenn  i4  einmal  ber  fcerrgott  rodr* 

at.>as  flinget  unb  finget  bie  Strafee  b'rouf 

llBanbem  ift  be3  OTuUerS  VJuft,  baS 

aUer  roill  (inter  bie  Solbaten 

ayir  finb  jroei  tapfre  5l*apern 

ilLViin  eS  feine  if  lafd)en  gdbe 

'iBanii  man  triufen  mu^ 

UOoUt'  Wott,  fte  rodre  meine 

ilUauberer  in  ber  Sdgemiible,  ber 

"Bai  frag'  14  Pie/  na4  C^elb  unb  (Slut 

,>iopf,  ber  bdngt  ibin  hinten,  ber 


SJo.  •a.-cn 

91  9?ufferl  iS  a  f4nu(frig  Xing 

9ld),  ail,  roie  finb  bie  ,'^eifen  Idiroer 

914,  umfouft  ouf  aller  Vdnber  ftarten 

91  lies  liebt  unb  pnart  )"id)  roleber 

9iae§,  roaS  roir  lieben,  lebe 

9lUe!»baeirtnb  (dion  ba 

911S  bie  ikbmer  fre4  geroorben 

9llten  Xeut)4en,  bie 

9ln  9lleriS  feiib'  idi  bi4 

Sn  eines  IDddileinS  Manbe,  gar  Iicbti4 

Hrm  ulfb  tiein  ift  meine  fiiiitte 

9luf,  ibr  *riiber,  finget  t'ieber 

9luf'm  *i"erglein  bin  14  g'fe^'en 

^el  einem  ilMrtbe  rounbermilb 

SBei  TOdnnern,  roel4e  I'iebe  fiiblen 

©ilbung  madif  fein 

®in  auS  unb  einganga  im  gonjen  lijrol 

5Bin  1  tjet  on  luft'ger  Sdiiueijerbu 

58ringt  mir  9<lut  ber  eblen  iReben 

IBriiberlein  fein 

Grambambuli,  bas  ift  ber  litel 

Ta  broben  auf  jenem  IWrge 

iaS  ift  dUes  eins 

iaS  roor  ein  niebli4  iS'''*!**" 

Xer  liebfte  IMihle,  ben  14  ban 

Xer  WdbAen  lieb'  id)  Piele 

Xer  aOeibnaAtsabenb  fam  aegangen 

Xer  ilSein  erfreut  bes  *.Weuf4en  ^er| 

Xeutfdies  .tier),  Perjage  ni4t 

He  I'eineiueber  baben  eine  jaubere  ^-iunft 

!Bie  t'ieb',  bei  ineiner  P hr' 

Xie  Stofen  bliiben  im  Ibafe 

He  S4ufter)unU  bleibt  immer  bo4 

Tie  Sonn'  erroadit  mit  Ibrer  'ltra4t 

Tie  U'Jelt  gleidit  einer  5Bie.rbouteille 

To  benn  (e  be  il'ebrele  iii's  (*Vame  geno* 

Xrauft'  ift  alles  fo  prdd)tig 

Xrei  load're  iPuri*en  faRen,  ja 

ffin'  fefte  *urg  lit  unfer  Wott 

Pin  getreueS  JtierTfu  luiiien 

Pin  ftaufman,  ber  fi4  Sd)ul)e  nennt 

ftin  luffger  'flttififante  mar|4irte  einfl 

ffin  MBmer  ftanb  in  ftnft'rer  *J}a4t 

Pin  S4iit\  bin  14  in  bes  9tegenteii  Solb 

(f infl  bat  mir  mein  I'eibarjt  geboten 

Kin  ilfeildien  ouf  ber  iWiefe  fldnb 

Pin  9'Jauberburfd)'  mit  bem  Stab 

Pi  roai  braudil  man  um  gliidli4  Ju  |ein 

P4  ftebt  ein  ibauin  im  Ctienroolb 

P3  tbut's  bait  iiiiiiiiiermebr 

>f  reubPoU  unb  leibPoll,  gebantenPolI  (ein 

jjreut  eu4  bes  i'ebens 

if  rlf4.  gan^e  ftompanie  mit  lautem  €in8 

•Jriib  morgens  roenn  bie  ftdtjne  frdlj'n 

»efang  Perf4bnt  bas  Vkben 

ffiefunbljeit,  ;()err  '}(a4bar.  baS  <8lds4(n 

^anolieb 

^ring  unb  Vufter 
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terjlieb4en  mein  unterm  J{ebenba4 
A  bob'  ein  belReS,  junges  ',Plut 
34  >'""'  <in'"  bfQen  Pbelfteln 
34  mb4te  Re  roobl  feben 
3m  ftrug  uim  griinen  Aranje 
3n  einem  ibale  frieMi*  ftille 
3*tjt  gang  1  an's  99ruiinele,  trinf  ober 
AegeQieb 

ftleine  ,>ii4ermabd)en,  baS 
ftommt,  ajriiber,  trinfet  frob  mit  mir 
I'dbmt  bir  bie  fdinerfte  oQer  lleiten 
L'ebe  roobl,  Pergig  mein  ni4t 
fiebig  iff  ber  f4bnfte  Sfanb 
yeife,  leife,  fromme  SUeife 
Siieb  on  bie  Sreube 
^Jtanta,  '4^avu>,  ad),  feb'n  Sie  bo4 
TOein  foerj,  i4  roill  bid)  frogen 
*JJlein  ^etj  ift  im  ^o41anb,  mein  ^«r| 
9Jlein  berjliebftea  sAatierl,  (omm 
*Dleln  i'ebenSlauf  ift  I'ieb'  unb  I'uH 
TOein  i'ieb  ift  eine  9llpnerin 
*IJlel  S4ali  ift  o  Sleiter 
pir  ift  auf  ber  aUelt  niditS  lieber 
9io4  lit  bie  bllibenbe,  golbene  ,'ielt 
*)Jun  leb'  roobl,  bu  Heine  ©affe 
Cb  14  bi4  liebe,  frage  bie  Sterne 
O  bu  lieber  9luguftin,  alles  ift  bin 
C  aOalb,  mit  beinen  buft'gen  ^'{roeigen 
iRofenffort,  ifiolberblub' 
€auft  1.>aulu3  roar  ein  <D}eblfu8 
S4au'  idi  bie  !D5glein  an 
S4en(t  mir  mal  $alrif4  ein 
Sebt  ibr  brei  Sloffe  Por  bem  aOagen 
Selit  eu4  JU  mir  um'S  ?fa%  berum 
'£  fterj  ift  tin  ipaft"ig'g  Xing 
Sinb  roir  nidit  jur  ;^errli4feit  geboten 
So  is  baS  Pnb'  ber  !lL<elt 
So  man4er  mb4t'  ibr  t0luni4en  jein 
Sonft  jpielt'  14  mit  Scepter 
Stdnbdienldnper 
£ted)partie.i.'ieb 
Stubio  auf  einer  Sleif* 
%tn  'iMns 

Xrinte,  i!ieb4en,  trinfe  f4ne(t 
^ergekt  bie  beut|4e  Spra4e  ni4t 
Serlatien  bin  1 
JBiel  Pffen  ma4t  Piel  breiter 
aOan'S  Wailiifterl  roabt 
iOai  bob'  14  benn  meinem  0^etnS(ieb4en 
aUafferfaU,  b«r 
SUeine  ni4t.  eS  ifl  Pergebent 
!(Benn  bd«  atlMit'f4e  Weer 
9i)ir  roinben  bir  ben  3unefernfran| 
aOo  0  flein'S  t)uttle  ffe^t 
Moflin  mit  ber  ifreub' 
i  ieht  im  ^erbft  bie  yer4e  fort 

•  IJliiaen  anber'i^ofl 

umC^eirat^en  taugen  bie  nSnnet 


' 
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AIni8-IIoii8C  Fire  (The) .' 13 

Always  Together 7 

A  MeeeaKe  from  Mother IG 

A  Mother's  Watch  by  the  Sea 8 

A  Pretty  Girl 23 

ArkaiiMiw aS 

A  Rolling  Stone  Gathers  No  Mots— No.  si 6 

A  Sailor's  ilome,  Sweet  Home 25 

Ask  tlie  Man  in  the  Moon 23 

As  We  Wander  iu  the  Oranj^e  Grove  . . . . ; 10 

AtItAi.'iiin 19 

Baby,  Baby 25 

Bard  of  Armagh  (The) 11 

Be  My  Mollier  till  I  Die 15 

Biri^e,  Darling 15 

BliitHe  It  on  to  the  Girls 19 

Bonnie,  Sweet  Bessie,  the  Maid  of  Diwulce 15 

Boys  Together. 18 

Bring  Down  Your  Wants  to  Your  Means 10 

Biititrlly  Dude  (The) 9 

Call  Me  Pet  Names 20 

Call  Me  Thine  Own 21 

Chri8t«|>her  Columlius— .ff«d/</^*ow 11 

Dance,  Judy,  Dance 17 

Darling  Bessie  of  tlie  Lea 15 

Day  I  Lost  Me  Jolt  (The) 12 

Do  All  the  Good  that  You  Can 12 

Drop  It 3 

Drummer  of  the  Sixty-Ninth  (The)  ...   15 

Empty  Is  the  Kitchen,  Biddy's  Gone.. 12 

Erin's  Green  Shore 8 

Every  Duy'll  Be  Siindny  By-aiiil-Bi'..   . 5 

Every  Rose  Must  Have  Its  Thorn 25 

Excuse  Me,  Excnse  Me 10 

Exile  of  Erin  Cl'ht) r". 7 

Face  upon  the  Floor  ('VUK)—Iiecit(ition 23 

Faded  Coat  of  Blue  (The) 14 

Gal  wilh  Her  Hair  Cut  Curly 10 

Georga  Washingdone— it*««/«/t<^/« 13 

(Jirl  that  Got  Stuck  on  the  Country  (The) 5 

Give  Paddy  but  a  Chance 8 

Heisih,  Ho!  Lingo  Sally 9 

He  Never  Came  Back 24 

I'm  beveutfieu  To-Day .  20 


r.\oE 

I  Cannot  Call  Her  Mother 11 

I  Don't  Tiiink  He'll  Do  It  at  Present 16 

I  Found  Her  Sleeping 20 

I  Guess  I'll  Keep  It  Longer,  Don't  Vcr  Know. . .     3 

I  Guess  Not 2 

I  Knew  It . .     21 

India-Rubber  Man  (Tin) 18 

I  Never  Tell  Tales  Out  of  School ...  17 

Isaac  Cohen's  Home 18 

It's  All  Going  to  Hapt>eii  Next  Year 18 

'Tis  Hard  to  Give  the  Hand  Where  tlie  Heart 

Can  Never  Be 14 

I  Want  to  Be  Somebody's  Darling 20 

Jack  Was  a  True  Friend  to  Me 10 

Jubilee  Hymn 4 

Judgment  Day  (The) 25 

Just  to  Show  There  Was  No  lU-Feeling 2 

Large  Schooners 15 

Life-Boat  Crew  (The) 26 

Lightship's  Straight  Ahead 22 

Little  Old  Log  Cabin  iu  the  Lane 7 

Little  Koseljud 14 

Lullaby,  Baby  Dear. .   8 

McCormick's  Irish  Flat 5 

Maggie's  Secret 12 

Man  with  an  Elephant  ou  His  Hands  (The) 24 

Mary  Ann  Kehoe 14 

Mary  Barry 24 

Masea's  Wedding  Night 9 

Me  and  Jack 9 

Memories  of  the  Past 13 

Midnight  Squad  (The) 4 

Moon  Behind  the  Hill  (The) 14 

Mother,  Do  Not  Weep  for  Me 15 

Mother's  Prayer  by  the  Sea  (The) 21 

Mulligan's  Masquerade 17 

Nellie  Clancy 13 

No  Work 17 

Oblige  a  X<ady 6 

OhI  Joshtia 21 

Oh,  Maria  I    11 

Old  Barn  Floor  (The) 13 

Old  Black  Crow  (The) 7 

Only  One 4 


Paddy's  Land 

Paddy  Stole  the  Rope 

Papa's  Baby  Boy 

Park  Place  Horror  (The) 

Picture  that  Is  Turned  toward  the  Wall  (The). . . 

Pleasures  of  Boarding 

Poor  Old  Bum  (The) 

Pretiy  Little  Rosy  Cheeks 

Parody  on- 
Down  Went  McGinty 

Letter  that  Never  Came  (The) 

Wash  me.  Mother  Dear 

Quiet  Lodgings 

Right  Idea  (The) 

Rose-Bush  (The) 

Sail  to  the  Lights  on  tin-  Shore 

Sella  <le  Bunau' — Itecilution 

She  Never  Bianieii  linn.  Never 

Site  Trotted  Me  Off  to  (■hurch 

Sights  at  the  Dime  Miic>eum 

Sights  in  New  York  City 

Six  Feet  of  Earth 

Skipi>er  and  His  Boy  (Tlie) 

Speed  On,  My  Bit k 

Square,  Honest  Man  (The) 

Mill,  Still  iu  Debt 

Sweethearts  Were  We   

Tanyard  Side  (The) 

These  Words  No  Sliakes|)eare  Wrote    

They  Never  Will  Invite  You  Any  More 

To  Be  a  Loue  Widow 

Tray  Bong 

Turij-Verein  Cadets  (The)    

Up  Went  McGinty 

Weavers'  Strike  (The) 

When  I  Was  a  Clnld  of  Three 

When  the  Women  Folks  Boss  the  Whole  World 

When  You  and  1  Were  Young,  Mag!;ie 

Where  Are  You  Going,  My  Pretty  Muid? 

Widow  Nolan's  Door. . .' 

Wild  Man  of  Borneo  (The) 

You  Can't  Get  a  drop  on  a  Siimlay 

You  Press  the  Button,  We  Do  the  Rest 

Your  Necktie's  Up  Behind.  
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I    GUESS    NOT. 

Sunn  by ''linilie  Ki-ey. 

Sk-nd  your  iiaiiu-  and  ndilross  to  11.  J.  Wt-hinan,  i;tO  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

l>y  ivtiii'ii  mail  acoiniilclot'atalivni'  of  overfxniO  I>u|>iilar  KnKli.sliuiid  lierman 

Soiiir<    i''>°ee.    I'uiitat^e  Staiii^  taken  xaiiiu  a»  cnah  fur  all  uur  ku<h18. 

Is  iny  boiirdiiiji-house  one  of  tlic  bi-sl? 

\Vrll,  I  '^Wfn  not;  uo.  I  giit'fS  not. 
Do  Ilie  lH'ill)Uf,'s  fver  let  luc  rest? 

I  iruess  not :  uo.  I  jjiiess  uot. 
La-it  iii<;lit  I  sneaked  into  the  place, 
I  ;;nil)l>eil  my  trunk  and  I  left  in  lm.«te. 
l)id  I  [lay  niy  board  before  I  cliasi'dy  f 

Well".  I  giH'8»  iiirt;  uo,  I  (;uc8:>  uot. 

Will  i\  Dntclinuui  ever  stop  drinkiii!;  beer? 

Will,  1  ;;iie<!<  not;  no.  I  ^iicsf<  not. 
Will  the  Chiimiiien  ever  ritop  coiiiini;  liere? 

Wei!,  I  i;iie*s  not;  no,  1  -^neSH  not. 
Will  llliiliui;;er  cheese  ever  Binell  sweet? 
Will  polieeinen  stop  sleepinj;  on  their  beat? 
Is  itieie  a  sirl  in  the  house  who's  got  siiiail  feet? 

Well,  I  guesB  uot;  uo,  I  guest*  uot. 

rtoo!'  Iii!:<T?oll  over  say  hlf  prayers? 

Well,  I  i^iiess  not;  no,  I  ;;iiess  not. 
Will  he  ever  cliiilb  the  golden  elairs> 

W'-ll,  I  ^'uess  not;  no.  I  j;iiess  not. 
I><K'S  .lay  (ioiild  know  how  iniicli  he's  worth? 
lias  he  watereil  stocks  ever  since  his  birlh? 
Would  hi' be  coiileiited  if  he  owiied  the  earth? 

Well,  1  anvaa  uot;  uo,  I  gucea  uot. 

Is  the  Lo!ilsian.<i  Lottery  liard  to  licat? 

Well.  I  iiiiess  ye«;  oh,  I  miess  yes. 
The  capil.il,  don'i"  it  look  sw<-el? 

Well,  I  L'litss  yes;  oh,  I  t;iless  yes. 
Oil  if  ni.iiiy  u  doll.ir  I've  speiit. 
To  ;:et  back  half  I'd  be  roiiteiit. 
Do  yon  iliiiik  !'(!  ever  f;et  back  a  cent? 

Well,  1  giios  uot;  uo,  I  guess  uot. 


THE    RIGHT    IDEA. 


Written  by  nilllc  Ilell. 


YOUR     NECKTIE^S     UP     BEHIND. 

CV|.yriijlil.  l"*'.'!.  liy  Til.-  .[•■hli  I'liur-li  ('•>.     il'sr.l  hv  |M>i'inis>i(>n.)    Tlie  Words  and  Mii>ie 
vl  tlii--s..iii,'  i.oi  i>.-  pri'iur.  d  iri>iii  »iiy  niusirdeaU  r.     I'riee  40  ceiitK. 


Wurd.x  and  Mii.sie  liy  Thmiia!)  1'.  Westeiulorf. 


Of  ail  the  little  troiibles  that  iikii  are  called  to  hear, 
'I'here's  iKine  that  I  caii  think  of  so  apt  to  make  iheni  swear; 
Yoii  dre^-  yourself  so  iu;illy,  but  when  'tis  doiie  yoti  find 
The  folks  around  you  siiiiliiit;;  your  necktie's  uj)  behind. 

Kkkiiain. 
Your  necktie's  up,  yoiir-nccktie's  up;  [ilease  bear  tliis  fact  in  inind.     . 
That  folkb  wili  laui,'li  and  joke  and  chaff  if  your  uecktie's  up  Iwliiiid. 

You  start  for  business  early  and  hurry  to  the  store. 
The  red-head  clerk  will  meet  you  ail  smilins;  at  the  door; 
He'll  shout  out  when  he  sees  yon,  in  voice  that  seems  unkind, 
"  Kscuse  me  if  I  tell  you,  yoiir  necktie's  up  behind."— Uefkain, 

You  call  upon  a  maiden,  the  one  you  like  the  best. 

You  tell  her  of  your  i)assi<)ii  in  pretty  words  expressed; 

You  fondly  wait  her  answer,  when  suddenly  you  I'md 

She'u  onlylaughinj;  at  you,  your  necktie's  up  behind.— KEPnAiN 

There's  nothins;  can  prevent  it,  no  matter  liow  one  tries. 

For  neckties  are  in  fashion  and  they  are  bound  to  ris"-; 

They'll  do  it,  loo,  I  warn  you;  at  least  I  think  you'll  find 

That,  when  you  dou't  expect  it,  your  uecktie's  up  behiud.— Reprais. 


Send  your  nnmo  and  nddress  to  II.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  nnil  receive 

by  return  mail  aeomplete  Catalufrue  of  over600U  Popular  Knirlixh  and  (ierniau 

8un|{8— Free.    Puntatce  iitaiups  taken  same  aiieat<b  fur  uU  our  Kuoda. 

In  this  busy  world  of  bustle  we  two  mortals  have  to  hustle. 

If  you  want  to  get  the  right  idea; 
All  our  time  it  must  be  given  to  earu  au  honest  living, 

If  you  want  to  pet  the  right  idea. 
Y'et  how  many  frieuds  we  meet,  a&  we  walk  along  the  Btreet, 

Who  never  work  a  day  throughout  the  year, 
Y'et  they  dress  in  clothes  so  tine,  and  at  a  swell  hotel  they  dine. 

Just  because  they've  struck  the  right  idea. 

CUORUS. 

For  work  some  men  don't  care  if  they  have  good  clothes  to  wear 

And  enough  to  buy  tobacco  and  their  beer; 
They're  always  on  the  borrow,  saying  I'll  pay  you  back  to-morrow. 

But  they're  giving  you  the  wiong  idea. 

Our  young  ladies  in  their  teens  like  to  dress  beyond  their  means, 

I  think  that  is  a  bad  idea; 
And  old  maids  wear  bungs  and  frizzes,  and  short  dresses  just  like  misses, 

To  give  the  men  the  wrong  idea. 
Bald-headed  men  go  to  the  show  and  sit  In  the  first  row 

To  watch  the  ballet-girls  when  they  appear. 
And  through  their  opera-glasses  gaze  upon  these  shapely  lasses. 

To  them  it's  just  the  right  idea. 

CaoRua. 

Marrietl  men  go  on  the  mash  and  try  to  cut  a  dasli; 

If  their  wives  would  do  the  same,  they'd  growl  and  sneer. 
And  use  language  iiot  in  graininar,  and  they'd  send  them  home  to  mamma, 

Dou't  you  think  we've  got  the  riglit  idea? 

The  Giant  Base-Ball  Club  can  give  them  all  the  rub, 

Of  the  game  they've  got  the  riglit  idea; 
.lohnnie  Ward  and  big  Buck  Ewing  their  very  best  arc  doing. 

Because  they've  got  the  right  idea. 
You  can  bet  all  your  lose  tin  the  itennant  again  they'll  win. 

And  the  Boston  Pets  will  Ik;  left  in  the  rear;  ' 

In  the  league  no  club  can  down  them,  so  success  is  sure  to  crown  them 

Dou't  you  thiuk  we've  got  the  right  idea? 

CuoRrs.  /I 

Tlipy  are  good  men  one  and  all,  and  exiwrts  at  ]>1aying  ball; 

Now,  boys,  let's  give  to  them  a  hearty  cheer; 
May  Ilieir  good  Iuck  ne'er  forsake  them,  and  the  champions  it  will  make  them, 

Dou't  you  thiuk  we've  got  the  right  Idea? 


v/ 


SIGHTS  AT   THE  DIME   MUSEUM. 


Tune— " I'addy  .Stole  the  Roix-. 


Send  your  name  and  nddnss  to  H.  J.  W.limnn,  I'M  Park  Uow,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  ivturii  iiiioi.i  f.piMi>l<te  i  ■atnl'.;rue  of  .'v.r.iiHIi)  Popular  KiiirlisM  and  (iennau 

Suiiif  ;*— free.     Pustuife  Stumps  t.-iUt;n  .same;i.sca.-'h  for  all  our  ifoodd. 


Written  by  Harry  Barron. 


I  took  a  stroll  the  other  night,  not  having  else  to  do; 

I  stepiK'd  info  the  dime  iniiseum,  the  many  sights  to  view; 

I  paid  mv  ten  cents  at  the  door,  anil  then  was  ushere<l  in; 

So  listen"fo  the  sii,'lits  I  saw,  'twill  surely  make  you  irnii: 

Tlirce-Iei.'sre<l  nuMi  ami  do;:-face<l  boys  were  sitting  close  together, 

C'irua-sion  ;.'irls  in  skirls  too  short  to  suit  this  chilly  weather, 

A  hundred  darkies,  ilrissed  so  (jueer,  you  only  ought  to  st-e  'em, 

Bu'.  they  cull  them  most  jaw-Ureaking  names  when  in  the  dime  musc.im. 

There  was  something  called  the  "missing  link,"  'tis  neither  brute  nor  human. 

And  I  very  near  came  L'elting  inasheil  upon  the  bearded  woman. 

The  skeleton  was  making  l<ive  fo  a  lady  weighing  tons. 

But  the  thing  Ihut  made  the  childi-i-n  lauv'h  was  a  monkey  chewing  buns. 

.\  Hindoo  ;cirl  was  feeding  snake-'  as  large  as  all  oiilsi<Ie; 

I  do  not  think  I'd  like  that  maid  to  Ix:  my  blooming  bride. 

They  crawled  around  her  slendiM-  form    oh,  my!  you  ought  to  see  'em, 

•Such  Sights  are  always  going  on  at  any  dime  museum. 

The  hortiod  man  from  Africa,  the  lone-haired  ladies— seven. 
All!  when  I  looked  into  their  eyes  |  tlioUL'hl  myself  in  heaven. 
The  minstrel  show  was  very  go'Kl.  I  lanirhed  at  all  the  jokes. 
The  serio-coruie  tilled  the  bill,  as  also  did  the  mokes. 
But  best  of  all  I  made  u  mash— a  girl  with  sealskin  jacket— 
We'd  oysteis  afterwards,  and  -well  you  Innible  to  the  racket. 
I  paid  ten  cents  to  see  the  freaks,  yoii  only  ougla  fo  see  'em. 
That  supper  cost  me  something  more  outeide  the  dime  museum. 


Just  to  Show  There  Was  No  Ill-Feeling. 

Sang  by  Lest*  r  \- Williams.  [ 

Send  TotiniRmeandarldrfTOtoII.  J.  Wehman.  IS*  I'ark  Row.  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  coniplfte  Calalotrue  of  over.VKlO  Popular  Kiitrhsii  and  iieriuuu 

Suuipt— Free.    PostaKe  StamiM  taken  name  as  cash  for  all  uur  Koodn. 

A  friend  of  mine  said  lets  go  and  have  a  driuk. 

Just  to  show  th<-re  is  no  ill-feeling; 
And  closer  bind  old  friendship's  liiiK, 

Just  to  show  there  is  no  ill-feeling. 
We  had  it,  but  with  looks  dismayed. 
He  foiiiKl  out  he'd  his  purse  mislaid; 
I  synipaihizi'd,  and,  of  course,  F  paid, 
*  Just  to  show  there  was  uo  ill-feellug. 

Chorus.  h 

Dear  old  pals,  jolly  old  jials. 
Clinging  together  in  all  sorts  of  weather;    .  ■ 

Dear  old  pals,  jolly  old  pals,  • 

Who  show  there  is  uo  il'-feeling. 

I  left  my  friend  and  walked  away. 

Just  to  show  there  is  no  ill-feeling; 
1  met  a  pretty  girl,  who  at  once  did  say. 

Just  to  show  there  is  no  ill-feeling. 
She  said,  I  hope  you'll  not  think  I'm  too  free. 
For  I've  fallen  in  love  with  you,  you  see, 
So  walk  a  little  way  home  with  me. 

Just  to  show  there  is  uo  ill-feeling. 

Ciioufs. 

And  we've  both  been  there  In-fore,  many  a  time,  many  a  time, 
We've  both  been  there  before,  many  a  time. 

And  many  a  bottle  of  wine  we  drank  to  color  your  nose  and  mine. 
We've  both  been  there  before,  many  u  time,  many  a  time. 

We  strolled  'iieath  the  silvery  moon. 

Just  to  show  there  is  no  ill-feeling; 
She  said  sit  down  and  we'll  have  a  spoon, 

Just  to  show  there  is  no  ill-feeling. 
When  my  8ens«'s  they  returned  again, 
I  was  on  my  back  in  the  pouring  rain,  : 

And  the  girl  had  sneaked  my  watch  aud  chain. 

Just  to  show  there  is  uo  ill-feeling. 

CuoRirs. 

She  done  mc  up,  just  like  a  simple  gilly; 

I  thought  I  was  doing  immense,  do  you  see? 

Never  dreaming  she  was  doing  me; 

And  It's,  oh,  what  a  roast,  and  now  I'll  bet  a  dollar 

She'll  not  get  a  chance 

In  a  hundred  years  to  do  me  up  again. 


-Some  Strong  holes — safc-deiK)sit  vaults. 


.,.r.,  ..>!:--■-_ 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    32. 


Parody  on: 

DOWN    WENT    McG-INTY.       ' 

Written  expressly  for  n.imoy  Fepruson. 

Send  your  name  and  addreos  to  H.  J.  Wehman.  130  Tark  Row,  New  'York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  CataloRue  of  over  5000  Topiilar  English  and  German 

Sontcs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cunli  for  all  our  goods. 

Said  McCarthy  one  foine  day  to  me,  McGinnis  say. 

Suppose  we  see  the  ballet-Kirls  to-night; 
Shure  we'll  get  as  full  as  owls,  and  we'll  fill  the  air  with  howls. 

Faith,  I  Bland  in  with  ail  the  coppers  here  all  right. 
My  wife  was  off,  bo  I  said,  of  course 

I  will  me  bye;  we  went  and  I  ^ot  at  home  at  break  of  day,      -      . 
Then  McCarthy  followed  suit,  with  the  ballet-girls  to  boot, 

1  knew  we'd  have  the  divil  then  to  pay. 

CHonus. 

Up  came  McCarthy  to  me  house  chook  full  of  booze. 
He'd  the  ballet-tiirls  in  tow,  one  on  each  arm,  don't  yon  know; 

Me  wife  droj)p<ul  in,  grablwd  a  club  she  well  knew  how  to  use. 
Whacked  at  our  best  suit  of  clothes. 

McCarthy  came  again,  but  he  seemed  in  awful  pains, 

I  asked  him  why  he  kept  so  very  still; 
His  face  did  not  relax  while  he  pulled  a  little  axe,  , " 

And  said  he  bad  a  Chinaman  to  kill. 
Just  then  in  One  Lung  spurts,  he  had  come  to  get  the  Bhirts, 

McCarthy  followed  closely  In  his  track,  '. 

And  very  soon  he  delt  him  a  vicious  spiteful  .vclt. 

And  filled  poor  One  Lung's  head  all  full  of  axe. 

Chorus. 

Up  went  McCarthy  to  the  judge  and  said. 

You  knew  when  a  Chinaman  says,  Pat  where  did  yon  get  that  hat? 
Enough,  said  the  judge,  here  is  fifty  dollars, 

Uo  and  buy  yourself  a  new  suit  of  clothes. 

McCarthy  came  once  more,  find  sez  he,  there's  fun  galore  .       ' 

Abroad  to-day  down  at  the  nver  bank;  '  >    : 

Says  he,  of  course  you'll  go,  Larry,  well,  1  don't  know; 

Says  he,  come  on,  don't  l)e  a  nianc  old  crank.  •. 

We  wiut  and  .Mac  made  talk  that  bed  catch  a  shark, 

Ue  got  a  line  and  soon  was  in  a  drame; 
'Twas  then  he  got  a  bite,  and  jiimj>ed  up  in  a  fright,  •■     , 

Down  weut  McCarUiy  in  the  stream. 

Chorus. 

Up  went  McCarthy  'mongst  the  branches  of  the  tree. 
The  ro|)e  was  very  stout  with  which  we  pulled  him  out; 

I  know  "iwill  be  about  a  month 'fore  Mac  will  speak  to  me. 
Dressed  in  his  old  overalls. 


You  Press  the  Button,  We  Do  the  Rest. 

Copyright,  189i,  by  wuiis  Woodward  A  Co. 


I  GUESS  TLL  KEEP  IT  LONG-ER, 
DON'T    YER    KNOW. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  Chas.  D.  Blake  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Mnelc  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

centSi  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  AV  ehmau,  130  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.    POEtage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

W'rittvn  and  Composoil  by  Wm.  B.  Glenroy. 

I  started  in  to  write  a  song,  but  no  title  had  I  for  it,  ' 

And  then  I  thought  it  was  no  use  and  would  not  make  a  hit; 

I  was  just  about  to  tear  it  up  and  throw  the  scraps  away. 

When  something  seemed  to  change  my  mind,  a  thought  struck  me  to  say: 

Chorus. 

I  gncss  I'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know,  ■.  ;, 

I  guess  I'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know. 

For  although  I  do  not  need  it  now, 

I  may  find  use  for  it  somehow,  •■-,.' 

And  1  guess  111  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know. 

You'll  notice  as  I  sing  this  song  a  hoarseness  in  my  throat, 

I've  got  an  awful  cold  for  I  have  no  overcoat; 

The  one  I  had  is  up  in  pawn,  I  hope  to  get  it  soon,  ' 

The  broker  now  has  had  it  ever  since  the  first  of  June. 

Chorus. 
I  guess  he'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know, 
I  guess  he'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know. 

For  all  the  money  I  can  earn,  ■,■     •  .  •  ; 

To  treat  my  friends  the  most  will  turn, 
So  I  guess  he'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know. 

I  was  married  to  a  nice  young  cirl  about  a  year  ago, 
I  thought  she  was  the  sweetest  lass  that  one  could  wish  to  know; 
IJiit  she  skipiwd  off  with  another  chap  while  at  my  work  away. 
And  the  rascal's  had  her  ever  since  two  weeks  ago  to-day. 

Chorus. 

And  I  gncss  he'll  keep  lier  longer,  don't  }'er  know,  .. 

I  guess  he'll  keep  her  longer,  don't  yer  know; 

The  girl  is  handsome,  strong  and  fat. 

What  more  can  a  fellow  want  than  that, 
8o  I  guess  he'll  keep  her  longer,  don't  yer  know. 


^  »  » 


—  lie  Didn't  Believe  in  Mixing  Things. — Farmer  Yoeman: 
"  Doc,  that  quinine  ami  whiskey  don't  do  me  and  my  wife  no  good. 
Ti  16  ague  has  got  ahold  of  both  on  us  yet."  Doctor;  "Do  you 
take  it  according  to  directions?"  Farmer  Yoeman:  "Yep.  Mother 
takes  the  quinine  and  I  take  the  whiskey." — Judge. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-raid ,  on  «H^lpt  of  40  f 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otiier  Sonica  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wchnian,  l.w  I'ork         )■ 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca."!!  for  all  our  Koods. 

Wordg  by  Webster  C.  Fulton.    Music  by  W.  S.  Mullaly. 

We're  living  at  a  rapid  pace,  I  vow. 

These  times  are  filled  with  fancies  strange  and  queer, 
Blectric  snaps  are  now  familiar  things. 

New  wonders  great  are  bobbing  u])  each  year. 
In  olden  days  for  pictures  they  would  sit 

In  attitude  like  this— an  awful  guy. 
But  nowadays  tlie  Kodak  changes  that. 

And  photographs  are  captured  on  the  fly. 

Refrain. 
Isn't  it  simple?  isn't  it  quick? 
-  Such  a.3mall  box,  it  must  be  a  trick; 

How  do  you  work  it?  what  is  the  test? 
You  press  the  button,  we  do  the  rest. 

No  longer  is  a  cottage  small  our  home. 

Apartment  buildings  come  to  take  their  place; 
We  all  before  the  janitor  bow  down; 

The  elevator  boy's  tlie  toughest  case; 
lie's  always  down  when  you  are  at  the  top; 

When  you're  in  haste,  he's  n-ading  or  asleep; 
You  ring  an  hour,  and  then  an  liour  you  wait; 

You  swear,  and  he  replies,  well,  walkiu's  cheap. 

Refrain. 
Isn't  it  tiresome?  Isn't  it  slow? 
He  makes  you  wait  above  or  below; 
Oh,  what  a  nuisance,  oh,  what  a  pest; 
You  press  the  button,  he  takes  a  rest. 

Last  week  I  traveled  far  into  the  West, 

To  Iowa  and  Kansas  both  I  weut. 
And  plainly  saw  how  prohibition  works, 

'Twas  funny  just  as  an  experiment. 
A  hotel  man  may  keep  a  stock  of  drugs. 

And  when  the  thirsty  pilcrim  p(H.'ks  the  bar. 
The  clerk,  with  many  emiles,  will  read  the  rules 

As  posted  on  the  door— and  there  you  are. 

Refrain. 
One  ring  for  water,  two  rings  for  ice. 
Three  for  a  lemon,  or  sugar  or  spice; 
Don't  give  the  snap  away,  this  their  request; 
You  press  the  button,  tliey  do  the  rest. 

The  art  of  making  love  they've  tried  to  cliange, 

Like  other  things,  the  old  style  was  to  slow; 
In  learning  it  the  girls  are  smarter  far. 

Reduced  it  to  a  science  fine,  you  know; 
And  yet  a  youth  can  always  hold  his  own. 

Give  him  but  half  a  chance  to  fight  the  case; 

The  end's  now  reached  in  record-breaking  time, 

'.  And  finished  quickly  is  the  shorter  chase.  , 

Refrain. 
Two  in  the  parlor,  light  very  low,  " 

One  chair  between  them,  how  can  he  go? 
How  does  he  win  her?  you  know,  I  guess; 
He'll  press  the  maiden,  she  answers  yes. 


DROP    IT. 

Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  Sulloy. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  wnt  to  any  address,  postHpaid,  on  receipt  of  4P 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Sonf^s  ft>r  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  i:»  Park 

Kow.  Kew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  onr  goods. 


Now,  the  title  of  the  song  I  sing 

Is,  "Drop  it"; 
If  you've  gol  a  bell  you're  going  to  ring. 

Why,  drop  it. 
I'm  a  swell  young  fellow,  as  yon  see. 
And  just  as  fresh  as  fresh  can  be; 
If  you've  an  egg  you're  going  to  tl 


you  ve  an  egg  you 
Why,  drop  it. 


going  to  throw  at  me, 


If  a  red-hot  stove  yon  try  to  take, 

•     You'll  drop  it; 
If  you  ever  tackle  our  boarding-house  steak, 

You'll  drop  it. 
I  went  to  a  saloon,  you  see. 
And  grabbed  the  lunch  they  said  was  free. 
But  when  the  big  bartender  collared  me, 
1  dropped  it. 

For  this  song  I  cannot  think  of  rhyme. 

So  drop  it. 
I  guess  you  tnink  it's  nearly  time 

To  drop  it. 
Did  you  ever  stop  at  a  hotel 
Where  all  night  the  boarders  like  Indians  yell? 
If  you've  got  the  idea  there  is  no  discord, 

M'hy,  drop  it. 


— At  a  ball  an  adoring  admirer  approached  a  young  girl  who 
■was  dressed  in  black.  "  May  I  ask  you  to  dance,"  he  asked. 
"  Yes,"  she  replied;  "but  please  dance  very  slowly.  I  am  not 
yet  out  of  mourning." 
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ONLY    ONE. 

Copyrisrht,  lil88,  by  Cha.x.  P.  Bliike  &  Co.,  Boxton. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  I  liis  Soiiir  will  Ik-  st'iit  to  any  adtln'Rji,  post  tiald.  on  rpceipt 
cents;  or  tills  mid  iiiiv  two  otluT  Sunjts  for  Oiio  Dollar,  hy  H.  J.  Ut'liiiian,  130  I'ar 
Jio^i ,  X»-w  Yurk  City,    loslatff  Staiii|)S  takfii  sunie  tu  caeli  for  all  our  hooUh. 

Word.*  by  8.  Ruiwell  Clulds.    Music  by  F.  O.  Uichniond.    Eiiuorv  Veraun  by  Frauk  N.  ScoU. 

Only  one— one  little  8oug  I'll  eiug  to  you, 

Only  one; 
So  listen  pray  'till  I  cct  lhroH(;h, 
8onie  funny  jokes  I'll  try  to  sing. 
And  thoni»li  I  may  6onie  "  clieetuute  "  spring, 
1  llimk  I've  struck  a  clover  thing 

lu  only  one. 

Only  one  mothor-in-law  do  I  po98ew, 

Only  one; 
She's  one  too  many.  I  confees; 
Last  night  she  picked  ii  row  with  mo, 
1  lilnckcd  her  eye,  tlu-ii  danced  with  glee; 
Id  blacked  tliein  hotli,  but  dou't  you  see 

8he'U  only  one. 

C>uly  one  pianoforte  did  I  buy. 

Only  one; 
And  thai  one  broke  ine  high  and  dry; 
1  lioMiilit  it  on  llie  tlirec-years'  plan. 
The  lirtit  iiiftiilincnt  1  beyan, 
And  paid  it  like  a  little  man. 

The  only  one. 

Only  ouc— one  little  encore  verse  I  know, 

t)nly  one; 
I'll  sing  it  (piick.  then  let  me  go; 
To  sin-:  niiicli  more  would  make  you  tired; 
Tlie  manager  says  my  time'«  expired; 
If  I  don't  j-top,  he'll  have  uie  tired. 

The  only  one. 

En(  onr.  Verses. 

Only  one  umbrella  1  had  in  stock. 

Only  one; 
My  nncle  has  that  one  '•  in  hock  "; 
I  called  on  a  fiicinl  and  there  did  spy 
Two  unilirellas  neat  and  dry; 
When  1  bad  gone  lie  said,  "Oh,  my  I 

There's  only  one." 

(>nly  one  Havana  cigar  I  bad  on  hand, 

t»nly  OIK-; 

The  very  ctioisest  kind  of  brand; 
.\  f  riiiiii  I  met  a^'ked  for  "  a  light " 
He  faid.  ••  .Ml,  tlLiiikf:  ta,  tal  all  ri^'lit!  " 
I  had  hi-'  cigar  and  was  sick  ull  uigbt, 
The  only  one. 

Only  one— one  little  Utah  way  out  West, 

Only  one; 
Where  polvu-aiiiy  has  made  a  nest, 
A  Mormaii  has  of  wjvcs  a  score. 
The  very  pious  ones  have  more, 

one's  quite  e..ou^'b,.;['^,^»;;f'/];  sore 

With  only  one. 

Only  one— only  one  friend  with  faith,  you  sec, 

Only  one; 
To  lend  bi-Vlicki'ls  nnto  me; 
I.a-t  niijlit  1  struck  him  for  a  loan. 
Which  to  ■•llie  tiircr"  soon  wa^*  "blown," 
Anil  wiib  bis  leu  the  friend  has  flown. 

The  only  one. 

Only  one    one  gilt-cilged  dentist  have  I  found. 

Only  one; 
He  fixed  my  terth  np  good  and  sound; 
I  !'lip|MMl  just  u*  1  left  hifi  door, 
.'\iid  wiih  my  jaw  wi|H'd  up  ibe  floor, 
;  Now  of  a  set  of  tlilrly-foiir, 

I've  only  one. 

Only  one— one  mighty  nation  of  the  earth, 

Only  one. 
Where  gloriou-'  freeiloni  had  her  birth; 
All  people  love  ibeir  banner  briu'lit. 
The  htars  aii<l  ctripi's  an-  my  delight, 
Aiid  Yankee  Land  I  think  ail  right,  » 

The  only  one. 


JUBILEE    HYMN. 

S>T»I  your  nnnif  and  loldri'jN  to  H.  .1.  Wi-Ioiliii,  |:!<(  Park  Row,  New  York  ("Ity.and  receive 

by  ii-turii  iiKiiIii  coiii|il>-ti-  I'atnlou'iif  of  nvvr.'iiKNi  ro|iiilar  Knirlisli  mid  (icriiiau 

Hollies  -Frt-e.     l'ostn(;e  Sluiiip.-<  tiilo-ii  suiiivuscumIi  for  all  uur  Koudik 


What  will  we  do  when  de  great  day  roinea, 
SoundinL'  of  de  horns  and  al)ani,'ing  of  de  drums, 
All  voil  (■iiiners  a  gwine  to  Im;  late. 
Aiid  you'll  lind  no  latch  on  de  golden  gate. 

Ciionfs. 

No  nso  of  wailing  till  to-morrow, 
.    Sun  will  never  si't  on  your  sorrow; 
('(ilored  man's  sinari*  r  dan  a  bainlioo  briar, 
Miouling,  send  'em  higher  and  higher. 

Went  down  to  do  cellar  to  draw  a  glass  of  cider, 

Dcre  I  seen  a  irri-at  big  foider. 

Spider  and  a  bcdbii'.'  had  a  little  tussle, 

Spider  busted  oi>eu  de  bedbug's  bustle.— Chorus. 


THE    TURN-VEREIN    CADETS. 


Copyrisrht.  1883,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  A  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  ^nir  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  nost-tuild,  on  recrlpt  of  40  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiiks  for  One  I>ollar,  by  Ir  J.  Wt'liiiian.  190  Park 

Uuw,  New  York  City.    I'osta^e  Stamps  taken  same  as  caoli  for  all  our  Kuoda. 


Words  by  Ed.  Harrltran.    Music  by  Dave  Brahani. 


When  the  moon  shines  bright  on  a  suiumer's  night, 

We  go  out  on  a  grand  parade; 
The  Anon  Club  is  a  handsome  sight 

All  dressed  in  a  masquerade; 
Such  pretty  German  boys,  their  mother's  little  Joys, 

Oh!  hootey,  tootey,  Kleiner  DeuicUer  Pets; 
In  soldier's  clothes  away  we  go 

lu  the  Turn- Verein  Cadets. 

CUORL'9. 
Ein,  zwel,  drel,  oh,  keep  your  hcadiip  high. 
When  marching  by  you  hear  them  ladies  cry; 
Oh!  dear  me,  come  over  Mister  Oetz 
And  see  these  little  children  in  the  Turn- Verein  Cadets. 

Don't  we  put  on  style  down  at  Coney  Isle. 

Where  they  drink  of  the  good  btK'K-beer; 
We  laugh  and  sing  while  the  cymbals  ring. 

And  dance  with  our  eweetheartj*  dear; 
We  listen  to  the  band  play  airs  from  Faderland, 

We're  hootey,  tootey,  Kleiner  Deulcber  Pets; 
'Mid  mirth  and  soii^  we  march  along 

lu  the  Turn-Vereiu  Cadets.— Cuohus. 

There's  the  sweet  trombone  and  the  baritone, 

And  the  trumnet  that  plays  so  flue; 
The  Arion  Uaiiu  that  sounds  so  erand. 

They  came  from  the  dear  old  lihine; 
Oh!  lots  of  pleasure,  too.  you  bet  they  give  to  you. 

We're  hootey,  looti'y,  Kleiner  Deutchcr  Pels; 
8o  neat  and  gay  we  march  away 

In  the  Turn- Verein  Cadets.— Chorus. 


--^ y 

WIDO^    NOLAN'S    DOOR. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Hitchcock  A  McC'anfo  Publishing  Company  (Limited),  New  York. 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  l>o  sent  to  any  addn-ss.  iMist  paid,  on  receipt  of  40  \ 

ceiilH,  or  tlii.i  and  any  twootlit  r  Son^s  for  Cine  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wchmaii,  I'.M  I  ark  ( 

Uuw ,  New  York  City.     I'uiit«t[t-'  !itaiii|>s  taken  sanie  an  caiih  fur  all  our  Koods. 


Hy  Dariiey  ( 'arey. 


There's  a  little  widow  down  the  street,  the  boys  all  know  her  well, 

She  keeiM  a  licpior  shanty  and  dresses  mighty  swell; 

On  Sunday  evenings  there  we  meet,  as  oft  we  met  before. 

To  criticise  the  neighbors  while  they  pass  the  widow's  door.  „^ 

Chorus. 

First  comes  Mary  Casey,  w  ith  her  bustle  soaring  hich. 
Along  with  Putsy  DiilTy  and  his  whiskers  nice  and  dry; 
Next  comes  Mister  Houlihan,  who  lives  at  numlier  four; 
Ills  hat  he  tips  and  fondly  skips  by  Widow  Nolan's  door. 

Now  the  widow  stands  behind  the  bar.  and  smiles  when  we  drop  in; 
She  serves  us  all  politely  to  whiskey,  Ix'er  or  gin. 
And  when  you  want  a  "  ball  "  on  "  lick  "  she'll  set  them  un  no  more, 
Diit  tell  you  to  go  watch  the  crowd  that  puss  the  widow's  uoor.-  Ciiorits. 

When  the  Alderman  comes  on  the  block,  he'll  just  drop  Into  sa^, 

How  are  you  Missis  Nolan,  and  how  is  trade  to-day? 

He  treats  tlie  boys  to  drink  all  round,  havanas  )iy  the  ncore. 

And  then  goes  out  to  bow  to  friends  who  pass  by  her  door.  -Cuouus. 

Oh,  the  widow  she's  a  charmer,  and  respected  far  and  near; 

She  has  a  cast-iron  license,  the  "cops  "  she  diM-sn'i  fear; 

They  sneak  in  thro'  the  entry  way  to  get  a  drink  or  more, 

Then  swing  their  clubs  and  wutch  the  styles  that  pass  the  widow's  door.— Cao. 


^  •  » 
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THE    MIDNIGHT    SQUAD. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  A  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Srnig  will  l>e  sent  to  any  addremi,  poat-pald,  on  receipt  of  4( 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  oDier  Sony's  for  line  Dollar,  by  It.  J.  Wehniaii,  IM  Park 

Uuw,  New  York  City.    I'ostaKs  StamiHi  taken  same  as  caah  for  all  uur  guuda. 

Words  by  (^d.  Harridan.    Music  hy  Dave  Ilrfcham, 


For  your  protection  and  correction  now  we  go  patroling. 
With  clubs  in  hand  we  do  commnnd,  yes,  sometimes  with  a  nod. 

With  c<msteriiatioii  to  the  station  trams  we  take  a-rolling. 
The  rogues  they  fear  when  we  draw  near,  the  gallant  midnight  sqiiail. 


Chorus. 
now  we're  off  for  duty. 


Shout  hip  hurrah  for  the  law. 

Hunt  tlie  burglar  willi  liis  bo<ity,  t.ake  him  into  quo<i. 
Shout  hip  hurrah  for  the  law,  we  are  marching. 

Guarding  the  city  when  our  duty  calls,  hurrah,  for  the  midnight  squad. 

Along  the  highways  and  the  by-ways  thieves  about  we  seijfc  them; 

From  twelve  o'chiek  each  lonely  nlwk  we  cover  every  lod. 
Oh.  in  the  areas  all  the  Marys  love  to  me«'t  policemen; 

Then  we  catch  on  in  the  early  morn,  the  gallaul  midnight  squad.— Coo. 

For  transportation,  reformation,  wc  arrest  the  prowler; 

The  drunken  bum,  out  of  a  slum,  we  move  him  with  a  prod. 
With  |H'netralioii.  olis«'rvation,  we  detect  the  growler; 

We've  but  to  wink  to  get  a  drink,  the  gallant  midnight  sqad.- Cnosrs. 
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MCCORMICK'S    IRISH    PLAT. 


'■^ 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Harding. 


TbeWordsand  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew.post-nald,  on  receipt  of  40 

ceiiuT  or  thii.  and  any  two  other  Sonjrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Ko'w,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Ed.  Barry. 


Come  gatlier  'round  me  neighbors  and  lifetcn  to  me  song, 

I'll  tell  you  of  me  troubles  and  I'll  not  detain  you  long; 

For  sorry  was  the  moment  that  ever  I  driv  a  tack,  ; 

Or  laid  down  me  Brussels  carpet,  In  McCormick's  Irish  flat. 

CaonuB. 
For  the  Ilalys  and  the  Dalys,  the  Flynns  and  McEIroys, 
They  nearly  drive  me  crazy  with  their  babies  and  their  noise; 
There's  a  Ciistom-house  inspector  and  a  County  Democrat, 
And  all  live  down  together  in  McCormick's  Irish  flat. 

Sure  I  hangs  out  mc  washing  when  the  weather  it  is  clear; 
Be  jingoes,  it  is  stolen  by  the  gang  that's  in  the  rear;  ,.,,„,, 

Arrah'  'pon  me  soul,  they  climbed  me  pole,  took  an  undershirt  of  Pat  s; 
Ahl  last  night  at  nine  they  cut  me  line  in  McCormick's  Irish  flat.— Chorus. 

They  light  bonfires  in  the  street  and  fill  the  room  with  smoke- 
Do  yon  know,  MrH.  Dugau,  me  old  man  would  like  for  to  choke. 
If  you  send  out  for  a  pint  of  ale,  they'd  talk  of  this  and  that; 
On  every  flight  there  is  a  fight  in  McCormick's  Irish  flat.— Cuorcb. 

Of  a  hot  night  in  the  summer  time  they  never  let  me  sleep. 

For  they're  singing  "  Annie  Laurie  "  out  on  the  flre-escapc; 

Hure  I  can  never  close  an  eye  between  them  and  the  cats; 

For  every  brick  there  is  a  mick  in  McCormick's  Irish  flat.— Chorub. 

'Tis  in  the  Fifth  Election,  me  boye,  we  hold  our  grip. 

All  bimdled,  boys,  together,  far  down,  high  and  tip. 

We  sweep  them  all  before  us,  bold,  solid  Democrats; 

Five  hundred  men  registered  from  .McCormick's  Irish  flat.— CaoRUB. 


She  Trotted  Me  Off  to  Church. 


she 


Sung  by  Win.  Ashtoii. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row.  New  tork  City,  and  receive 

bv  retm-n  inall  a  complete  CataloKue  of  over  5000  Popular  English  and  derman 

Songs— J'rec.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  dare  say  you  arc  wondering  why  I've  dressed  in  tliis  queer  way; 
Well,  you  must  know,  I  in  these  clothes  got  wed  this  very  day. 
I  know  I  look  quite  happy,  but  I'm  miserable  and  ill: 
The  fact  is  this,  the  marriage  took  place  against  my  will. 

Spoken— I  didn't  know  I  was  to  he  married,  I  didn't  want  to  be  married,  but 
„,iV  snid  that  I  looked  unhappy.  I  said  I'd  just  lost  my  father.  She  said,  why, 
it's  but  a  sliort  time  since  you  lost  your  mother.  What  a  careless  fellow  you 
are;  come  with  me,  the  parson's  waiting;  and  before  I  could  reply - 

CUORUS. 

She  put  mo  under  my  father's  hat,  and  his  gloves  she  made  me  wear; 
She  stuck  in  my  hat  a  big  sunflower,  and  told  me  I  looked  all  there. 
And  when  slie  got  me  quite  complete,  oh,  wicked  Jemima  Burch, 
She  said  no  more,  but  collared  my  arm  and  trotted  mo  off  to  church. 

I  found  she'd  everything  prepared,  apartment*  and  the  rest; 
But  what  was— I  must  say- the  worst,  she  went  in  for  the  best 
To  have  the  wliole  concern  complete,  she  was,  I'm  bound  to  say. 
Considerate  and  thoughtful,  for  all  I'd  to  do  was  pay. 


ar- 
tea. 


SpoKKN-She  found  everything.  I  found  the  money.  When  dinner  time 
rived  she  said,  don't  waste  time  having  dinner.  Have  a  shrimp  with  your  i 
Oh,  why  did  I  marry  r    She  did  it,  for— Cuokus. 

I've  swindled  been,  but  never  mind,  I'll  have  no  more  of  she; 

I've  got  some  money  in  my  clothes,  I'm  off  upon  the  spree. 

As  soon  88  1  the  chance  can  get,  I'll  change  my  dress  and  start 

For  Pimlico  or  South  Bank  or  some  such  happy  part. 
SroKKN— She's  so  ugly.  She  can't  laugh  on  Sunday  without  breaking  the 
S'lbbath  We  hwl  our  fortunes  told  once.  The  gipsy  asked  me  if  Jemima 
cared  for  me.  I  said  she  always  had  me  in  her  eye.  She  said  "yes."  I  sec 
sill's  col  a  large  stye  there.  When  she  fluds  herself  single  she'll  wish  she  wasn't 
married.  She'll  find  herself  alone  in  the  crowd,  with  her  hopes  blasted  for- 
ever.—Cuobus. 

Every  Day' 11   Be   Sunday  By-and-By. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  pos^piUd,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  V?ehman,  130  Park 

Ko'w,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  onr  goods. 

I  hoar  dom  children  crying  loud,  every  day'll  be  Sunday  by-and-by; 
Dcy  are  standing  round  in  a  great  big  crowd,  every  day'll  be  Sunday  by-and  by; 
Diir  was  Isaac,  Peter,  John  and  James,  every  day'll  be  Sunday  by-and-by; 
And  now  I've  told  you  all  de  names,  every  day'll  be  Sunday  by-and-by. 

Chorus. 
Crying  amen,  shine  on,  for  every  day'll  be  Sunday  by-and-by; 
Crying  amen,  shine  on,  for  every  day'll  be  Sunday  by-and-by. 

Good  evening,  brother,  how  dc  do?  every  day'll  be  Sunday  by-and-by; 


Oh,  I  am  well  and  how  are  you?  every  day'll  be  Sunday  by-and-by; 
Now  bretherln  what  I  want  to  say,  every  day'll  be  Sunday  by-and-by; 
I  tell  you  'fore  1  leave  to-day,  every  day'll  be  Sunday  by-and-by.— Ch( 


Chorus. 


•Cho. 


THE     G-IRL     THAT     GOT     STUCK 
ON     THE     COUNTRY. 

■  Sung  by  Wenrel  &  MorrlsL    '  . 

yoar  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row.  New  York  City,  and  receive 
Jcty  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  &000  Popular  Knplisili  and'Oerman 
Songs— Free.    Postage  Stanipo  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goodai 

■  There  is  a  young  lady  who  lives  on  our  street. 
Who  gets  stuck  on  every  young  man  she  meets; 

■  She  got  stuck  on  the  Mayor  and  a  lively  flea. 
In  fact,  she  gets  stuck  on  everything  she  den's  sec. 
She  got  stuck  on  our  boarding-house,  got  stuck  on  the  haeta. 
She  got  stuck  on  the  clerk  and  his  dizzy  moustache. 
She  got  stuck  on  a  book-agent,  got  stuck  on  his  gall. 
She  got  stuck  on  a  pawnbroker  and  shoved  up  her  shawl, 

.    She  got  stuck  on  a  ooxer,  got  stuck  on  a  tramp. 

She  got  stuck  on  coal  oil,  and  swallowed  a  lamp. 

She  got  stuck  on  a  crank,  got  stuck  on  a  cliiimp. 

She  went  after  water  and  got  stuck  in  the  pump. 

Got  stuck  on  free  lunches,  got  stuck  in  the  soup. 

Got  stuck  on  eating  snow-balli^,  and  they  giive  tier  the  croap^ 

Got  Stuck  on  bock  beer,  draiik  nearly  a  jH!ck, 

Tried  to  do  a  flii>-flap  and  stuck  on  her  neck. 

Got  stuck  on  Cleveland  and  Ben  Butler's  glacs  eye. 

Went  down  to  dinner  and  got  stuck  on  mince  pie. 

Got  stuck  on  the  butter,  which  was  stuck  full  of  hair. 

Got  stuck  on  the  pudding,  and  stuck  ill  her  chair. 

Got  stuck  on  a  wart  that  was  stuck  on  her  nofc. 

Got  stuck  in  the  snow  and  she  liked  to  get  froze. 

Got  stuck  on  Sullivan,  got  stuck  on  Jim  Mace, 

Got  stuck  on  a  bill-poster,  and  got  stuck  in  the  paste. 

Got  stuck  on  Tony  Pastor,  got  stuck  on  his  plug, 
.     Got  Stuck  on  Pat  Rooney,  got  stuck  on  his  mug. 

Got  stuck  on  a  masher,  got  stuck  on  a  dude,  " 

Got  stuck  on  a  bull-dog,  and  her  bustle  he  chewed. 

Got  stuck  on  Fred  Gelihart  and  Texas  Jack, 

Sat  down  on  the  floor,  and  got  stuck  on  a  tack, 

Got  stuck  on  Buffalo  Bill,  trie  notorious  scout. 

Got  stuck  in  the  mud,  and  couldn't  get  out, 

And  Still  she  wasn't  satisfied. 

So  she  Btuck  in  a  sewer,  and  there  she  died. 


Parody  on: 

WASH    ME,    MOTHER    DEAR. 

'.':        ,'-  As  sung  by  Tommy  Dayton. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  rijccive 

by  return  mail  acomplete  Catalogue  of  overSOOO  Popular  Eiigli.sli  and  German 

Songs— Free.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  a^ooMh  for  all  our  goods. 

Oh,  my  collar's  awful  dirty,  darling  mother. 

From  |>erspiring  it  has  wrinkled  and  so  s<|iiashed; 

Won't  you  let  me  have  a  quarter,  darling  mother. 
So  that  I  can  get  a  clean  one  from  the  wash. 

Oh,  please  do  not  refuse  me,  darling  mother; 
If  you  do,  my  fondest  hojM's  they  will  be  squashed; 

■  So  let  me  have  a  quarter,  darling  mother, 

■      .       So  thai  I  can  get  a  clean  one  from  the  wash. 

Cnoni-9. 
A  clean  one  from  the  wash,  a  clean  one  from  the  wash, 

A  clean  one  from  the  wash,  my  mother  dear; 
Wash  my  mother,  wash  my  mother, 

A  clean  one  from  the  wash,  my  mother  dear. 

,    Oh,  I  want  to  join  a  base-ball  club,  dear  mother; 
I  will  make  the  finest  pitcher  in  the  laud; 

■  I  can  make  a  ball  curve  fifty  times,  dear  mother. 

Before  it  ever  gets  into  the  catcher's  hands.  ' 

Oh,  I  will  make  a  dand}',  darling  mother; 

We  can  live  upon  the  finest  kind  of  grub 
If  you  will  give  me  your  consent,  dear  mother. 

And  let  mc  go  and  join  a  base-ball  club. 

CnoRUS. 
Oh,  join  a  base-ball  club;  oh,  join  a  baec-ball  club; 

Oh,  join  a  base-ball  club,  my  mother  dear. 
Club  my  mother,  club  my  mother. 

Oh,  join  a  base-ball  club,  my  mother  dear. 

Oh,  I  think  I  will  get  married,  dearest  mother, 

I  can  marry  a  rich  lady,  don't  you  see; 
'     Then  I  will  get  all  her  money,  darling  mother. 

And  then  how  happy  we  will  he. 
But  I  don't  want  a  mother-in-law.  dear  mother. 

So  I  think 'twill  be  hard  to  make  a  match; 
But  if  ever  I  get  married,  dearest  mother. 

You  can  bet  my  wife  will  have  to  toe  the  scratch. 

Chorus. 
She'll  have  to  toe  the  scratch;  she'll  have  to  toe  the  scratch; 

She'll  have  to  toe  the  scratch,  my  mother  dear. 
Scratch  my  mother,  scratch  my  mother; 
She'll  have  to  toe  the  ecratch,  my  mother  dear. 

#        " 

•     Oh,  I  had  a  nice  little  gold  watch,  dearest  mother. 
Was  presented  to  me  on  my  last  birthday; 

■  But  I  gave  it  to  the  pawnshop,  dearest  mother. 

And  for  it  son  "  day  I  know  I'll  have  to  pay; 
•       So  I  come  to  you  for  money,  dearest  mother. 

And  I  know  you'll  not  refuse  your  little  bloake; 
For  I  promised  I  would  take  it  out,  dear  mother; 
Yeti,  I  promised  I  would  take  it  out  of  soak. 

CUORUS. 

I  promised  I  would  get  it,  I  promised  I  would  take  it; 
Take  it  out  of  soak,  my  mother  dear; 
■    Soak  my  mother,  soak  my  mother;  .,  . .   • 

To  take  it  out  of  Boak,  my  mother  dear. 
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A  Rolling  Stone  Gathers  No  Moss. 


SunK  l>y  Iliiiry  IVExto. 
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8cud  voiir  nanuaiirt  .ul'lnss  t.i  H.  J.  Wrlim.iii.  i:t<>  I'lirk  Row,  N'ow  YorkCitT.  nn«l  r(>oeiT« 

by  ivtiiiii  inuilin'i'iiiplftf  »'Hlal.>k;iu'  of  ovrr .'.("lo  I'lipuliir  Kiitflisli  miU  (ifniiuii 

SoiiKs    Kill'.     TwlaUD  SU»iiilttiUikfii»uiiio  iu«fu.-<h  for  all  ourKowda. 

Now  WO  ill!  <U)  our  lK(*t  in  lliis*  worlil  to  Rct  ou, 

While  coino  think  llicy're  awfully  cievt-r; 
If  you  iKfil  wliat  Ihcy  say,  you  may  u'o  tlu-  wrong  way, 

i)oii't  1)1-  k'd  by  your  frioiulu  iu  the  futuro. 
botiH'  8ay,  "go  abroad,  ami  a  foriuiir  you  will  make," 

Wliilo  otlu-r*  have  roauutl  to  tluir  lo:>!»; 
^o  you  hail  ju't  !i8  well  iiow  roiuaiu  where  you  are. 

For  a  rolling  slouc  ;^athcrs  uo  moss. 

CiioniTSi. 

Now  lot  U8  take  heed  tlirougli  the  path  that  wc  lead. 

This  world  is  a  wide  one  to  cro.-'^'; 
So  you  may  jut^t  as  well  now  remain  where  you  arc,  : 

For  a  roUins;  ftone  gathers  no  mo!»s. 

Now  in  lands  far  away,  I've  heard  i)eoi>Ie  eay, 

Tliat  diamonds  lil<e  ftars  can  lie  found; 
And  that  diamonds  like  stars  are  in  tlic  ground  hid  away. 

Willi  thousands  of  searchers  around; 
If  its  gold  you  would  seek  you  must  first  persevere. 

For  the  ocean's  a  wide  one  to  cross;  •,'    ■   ■. 

So  you  inav  just  aa  well  now  remain  where  you  are. 

For  a  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss.— CeoRfs. 

Now  in  roamlne  around  there  can  never  be  found  .' 

The  comforts  we  find  at  home;  • 

Then  why  do  wc  leave  friends  behind  lis  to  RTieve  ...         *. 

And  wander  awav  alone. 
My  advice  now  to  vou,  believe  me  'tis  tmc. 

If  you  wander  'twill  be  at  your  loss; 
So  m'iud  what  I  say.  stay  at  home,  don't  go  away. 

For  a  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss.— Ciiorcs. 


UP    WENT    McG-INTY. 

Writtoii  fttul » ■ompoBt-d  by  James  Mc.Vvoy. 


'■k 


Send  vmirnamoanrt  iid.lrt-w  to  H.  J.  Wehimui.  13ii  I'aik  U.iw,  Nfw  ^ork  Oltv.nnd  rtft-ivc 

by  n-turn  mail  a  oumplote  Catalotruf  i>f  o»tr  l*)W)  l'i>i>ular  Kiitrlixh  aii<l  i;<Tiiiaii 

Sonus— Kree.    I'ostugi'  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  for  iilloiir  tfoods. 

You  heard  about  Mcfiinty  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea, 

lIow  he  landed  loii<„'  l)efore  his  time  was  due; 
So  I'll  tfU  you  of  his  brother,  how  he  took  another  course. 

You  can  easily  see  the  dillerence  with  the  two. 
•Siixe  MclJiuty  lie  went  down  and  never  yet  was  found. 

Off  the  dock  down  to  the  bottom  look  a  drop. 
But  the  other  brave  and  game,  to  keep  up  the  family's  name, 

riltool  them  all  says  he,  now  Til  go  up. 

C'Honi's. 

So  up  went  Mcfiinty  just  as  hiiih  as  he  could  get. 

On  the  top  tloor  you  can  l)et,  for  there  was  no  more  to  lei; 

Says  he  who  the  devil  cares,  it's  eleven  llight  of  stairs; 

lie  carried  up  hiB  Itcdsteads,  his  tables  and  his  chairs. 

It  took  him  from  the  morning  'till  the  middle  of  the  night; 

It  broke  him  up  and  winded  him  to  climb  eleven  flights; 

IK  wa-  living  there  a  year  and  never  paid  a  cent, 

•  Twas  loo  high  for  the  landlord  to  go  up  and  get  his  rent. 

If  he  looked  out  the  window,  the  folks  they  8top|)ed  in  crowds. 

With  a  broom  they  see  .Mc(;iiity  there  a-9wccping  off  the  clouds. 

It  was  niiuty-five  degrees,  but  ne  lived  there  at  his  ease. 

And  the  only  thing  that  kept  him  up  was  eating  (Jcrman  cheese. 

When  he  wanted  to  come  down  he'd  eleven  flights  to  go, 

IJut  there  was  no  elevator,  and  McGinty  he  says  no; 

Says  he,  "  I'll  never  walk  if,  and  I  hardly  think  I'll  jump,' 

So  to  show  his  ingenuity,  McGinty  was  no  chump. 

So  he  raised  his  umbrella,  you  can  bet  it  was  a  beaut, 

i'ut  a  stick  across  the  handle  to  see  if  it  would  suit. 

lie  straddled  and  down  he  flew  ujtou  his  parachute. 

Dressed  iu  his  best  pair  of  cuffs. 

There  was  ninety  "  World  "  reporters  saw  McGinty  when  he  dropped 

Hy  a  Uxlginghouse  just  seven  blocks  away; 
Although  he  was  not  registered,  they  knew  just  where  he  stopjMid, 

For  beneath  the  parachute  McGinty  lay.  , ,  „    , 

With  a  broom  the  neighbors  swept  him  up,  as  much  as  they  could  And, 

In  a  Babbitt's  soap  box  to  the  morgue  he  went. 
But  the  parachute,  turned  inside  out,  they  had  to  leave  behind. 

For  the  landlori  kept  it  for  McGinty's  rent. 

Chorus. 

So  np  went  McGinty  to  the  haupy  hunting  ground. 

But  he  couldn't  get  in  heaven  for  Peter  wasn't  round. 

There  was  fifty  more  ahead  of  him,  they  said  he  was  too  late. 

He  sat  down  and  took  u  smoke,  and  told  them  that  he'd  wait. 

He  waited  there  an  hour,  'till  the  gate  it  came  ajar. 

But  before  you  come  in  here,  they  said,  just  tell  us  who  you  arc, 

I  am  sorry  for  McGinty.  and  I  think  it  was  a  shame, 

lie  "ot  tangled  np  and  rattled  and  could  not  tell  his  name. 

He  asked  where  his  brother  was,  they  said  they  didn't  know. 

They  told  him  ask  the  devil,  down  a  block  or  two  below; 

So  to  get  inside  .Mctiiniv  said  he'd  do  it  or  he'd  die. 

The  gate  was  barred  and  bolted  and  the  fence  it  was  loo  high. 

He  heard  a  band  of  music,  but  he  couldn't  see  them  play. 

So  at  last  he  got  disgusted,  and  at  Inst  he  walked  away; 

Then  down  the  ladiler  once  a>'ain.  Mctiinty  he  did  swoop; 

Says  he,  my  najne  is  Dennis,  1  think  I  am  in  the  soup. 

At  last  he  struck  the  rolling-mill,  they  wouldn't  let  him  In, 

He  picked  up  his  extra  baggage  and  he  started  back  again; 

Well,  he  couldn't  get  inside  and  he's  sorry  that  he  tried, 

Dreeeed  iu  his  best  pair  of  specs. 
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OBLIGE    A    LADY. 

Copyripht,  1«»1,  by  Frank  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiitr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po)l^nald,on  receipt  of 
cviiU:  or  tins  and  any  two  otii  T  Sonirs  forOno  Dollar,  by  Jl.  J.  wVliiiiaii.  l;w  I'mk 
Row,  New  Vurk  City.    l'o8t«iKv  htuuipa  tokua  same  lu  coiih  for  all  our  t;tMiilH. 

Written  by  J.  I'.  IlarnnKtoii.     Arranged  by  CoUuIhm.-.    Sung  by  Tony  i'lutor. 

In  a  crowded  car,  on  a  rainy  day,  yours  truly  sat  inside. 

When  a  maiden  sweet  looked  for  a  seat,  bui  they  all  were  occupied. 

Said  I,  "  My  dear,  you  can  have  my  lap!  "  but  the  girl  preferred  to  stand  ' 

Then  I  heard  this  cry  from  the  lips  of  our  conductor,  close  at  hand:  '  ( 

CUORL'8.  J     C 

"  'Blige  a  ladyl  'bligc  a  lady!  'bligc  a  lady,  sir!  "  l 

Said  I,  "Old  chap,  she  can  have  my  laj),  but  I  couldn't  get  wet  for  her  "  f 

Then  a  little  fat  voice,  from  a  little  fat  niau  In  the  opposite  corner,  cried,  ( 

"  If  she  ain't  satisfied  with  a  full-sized  lap,  let  the  lady  ride  outside."       '  \ 

As  a  compromise  with  a  maidt  u  fair,  I  rose,  and  gently  said,  \    f 

"  As  you  won't  sit  ou  my  lap,  my  dear,  why  I'll  sit  on  yours  instead.'*  \ 

Then,  all  at  once,  came  another  girl  in,  and  so  woebegone  looked  she;  \ 

While  I  sat  there  ou  the  first  girl's  lap,  I  said,  "You  tit  ou  mel '"— C'mmus,  I 

How  the  i)eople  laughed  and  joked  and  chaffed— a  rare  joke,  on  ray  life;  , 

I  enjoyed  it  much,  till,  bless  my  soul,  in  popped  my  own,  my  wife;  ' 

When  she  saw  me  there,  she  said,  "  (Jreat  Scott!  I  Know  you're  a  brainless  elf;  f 
Who'd  think  you'd  thus  iu  a  public  car  make  a  sandwich  of  yourself."— Cuo.        f 


Parody  on : 

The  Letter  that  Never  Came. 


Written  by  I'fter  McCanon. 
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Not  a  drink  I've  had  to-day,  were  the  words  that  he  did  say, 

As  he  greeted  men  he  met  upon  the  street; 
He  was  thirsty,  oh!  so  dry,  and  declared  with  many  a  sigh, 

"He  was  honest,"  but  no  one  would  him  treat. 
He  grew  more  wretched  day  by  day,  ou  the  corner  he  would  stay. 

But,  though  unfortunate,  was  always  game, 
"One  more  and  then  I'll  stop,  just  the  price  of  a  little  drop,  " 

But  the  ten  cents  thai  he  longed  for  never  came. 

CUORUS. 

Might  it  come  from  a  snoozer,  or  else  an  old-time  boozer. 

He  had  waited  all  the  many  hours  in  vain? 
Then  he  murmured  with  a  sigh,  "  1  shall  ever  be  so  dry," 

But  the  angel  that  he  longed  for  never  came. 

Then  in  frenzied  rage  and  thirst  into  a  liquor  store  he  l>urst. 

And  in  vain  he  pleadtHl  for  a  liltic  smile; 
The  bartender,  stern  and  cold,  would  give  none  but  what  he  sold. 

The  tramp,  in  des|>air.  did  then  his  woes  beguile. 
Of  my  deeds  I  will  reiKMit.  but  that  fellow  shall  relent, 

Though  my  pleadings  have  proven  all  in  vain, 
Tlieii  over  the  counter  he  did  fly,  but  the  bartender  was  too  spry. 

And  the  grapes  that  he  reached  for  never  came.— Cuoucs. 

Now,  from  the  effects  of  rum,  this  delapidated  bum 
Became  treacherous  and  murderous  in  his  plans. 

Until  at  length  a  "  cop  "  his  wild  career  did  stop. 
And  in  Sing  Sing  now  dwells  with  all  his  clans. 

He  is  temixirate  and  at  cise,  though  his  whims  they'll  never  please. 
As  many  others  have  got  there  just  the  same; 

A  rumor  now  is  out  that  on  temjterancc  he  fain  would  s|)oul. 
But  the  release  that  he  longed  for  never  came.— C'iiorus.  " 


THE    TAN- YARD    SIDE. 


i 


8end  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Weliman,  130  Tark  Row,  New  York  City,  ami  r<>celvo  ( 

by  return  niaila  complete  Catalogue  of  over.VXiO  Popular  Knitlish  and  Uerman  ? 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  an  coaIi  for  all  our  goods.  \ 


I  am  a  rambling  hero,  by  love  I  am  ensnared; 
Near  to  tlie  town  of  I{<jiringlass  there  dwells  a  comely  maid; 
She's  fairer  than  Diana  bright,  she's  free  from  earthly  pride. 
She's  a  lovely  maid— her  dwelling  place  lies  near  the  tan-yard  side. 

I  stood  in  meditation,  I  viewed  her  o'er  and  o'er, 
I  thought  she  was  Aurora  bright,  descending  down  so  low; 
"No,  no,  kind  sir,  I'm  a  country  girl,"  she  modestly  replied, 
"  I  labor  daily  for  ray  bread  down  by  the  tan-yard  side." 

Ilcr  golden  hair,  in  ringlets  rare,  hangs  o'er  her  snowy  neck. 
The  killing  glances  of  her  eyes  would  save  a  ship  from  wr»-ck. 
Her  two  brown,  sparkling  eyes,  and  her  teeth  like  ivory  white. 
Would  make  a  man  iK-come  her  slave  down  by  the  tan-yard  side. 

For  twelve  long  months  we  courted,  'till  at  length  wc  did  agree 

For  to  acquaint  her  parents  and  married  we  would  lie; 

'Till  at  length  her  cruel  father  to  me  he  proved  unkind. 

Which  makes  me  sail  across  the  seas  and  leave  my  true  love  behind. 

Farewell,  my  aged  parents,  and  to  yon  I  bid  adieu;  .    . 

I'm  crossing  the  main  ocean,  <li'ar,  for  the  sake  of  you; 
But  if  ever  I  return  again,  I  will  make  you  my  bride,  .  "' 

And  I'll  roll  you  iu  my  arms  down  by  the  tan-yard  sido. 


> 


•*• ' 


— Now  that  cold  weather  is  coming  ou  cliarity  siioulU  begin  to 
bum.  ■  ■-•■■'■■■■>■;■■  .:/.:^,-''' I    ■. 
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SWEETHEARTS    WERE    WE. 

Oopyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Oo. 


Tbu  Words  and  Music  of  this  Souk  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

oent«;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sours  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Bow,  New  York  City.    i'osluKe  Stamps  taken  saine  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  und  Music  by  Webster  C.  Fulton. 


Lot  me  tell  you  of  the  clianccs  tliiit  the  year  has  brought  to  me, 
Thoujih  the  time  has  pa8scd  bo  quickly,  'tis  uot  long,  at  mo8t,  yon  see. 
But  how  dijffcrcnt  the  world  eecins  siucc  those  happy  days  of  old, 
When  the  time  was  endless  summer,  and  ail  'roiiiid  me  rose  and  gold. 
There  was  Jack,  my  little  playmate,  fondest  memory  of  my  life. 
Used  to  put  his  arms  around  me  and  declare  I  was  his  wife; 
In  our  nook  down  hy  tlie  river  we  would  always  be  at  play, 
As  I  look  back  to  those  moments,  I  can  only  sigh  and  say: 

Chorus. 
Swecthearta  were  we,  little  we  thought  how  life 
Would  find  us  changed  when  we  were  man  and  wife; 
Sweethearts  were  we,  hap|>y  and  careless  then. 
Oh,  bliss!  love's  kiss!  oh,  to  be  sweethearts  again. 

When  wc  grew  a  little  older,  we  were  started  off  to  school, 

L<)ilrriii<;  alonp;  the  roadway,  sailing  (ships  in  every  pool, 

Chaxed  the  bntterlly  and  song-bird,  plucked  the  daisies  in  the  grass, 

Happy  little  lad  and  lassie,  watching  not  the  moments  pass; 

When  at  eve  our  leetsone  ended,  we  would  slowly  homeward  stroll. 

Jack  would  cry,  "  Let's  play  at  soldiers!  "  oh,  to  have  a  drum  to  roll; 

I  will  go  to  Im;  a  warrior,  each  wife  cries  when  husband  starts, 

hiuoceut,  I  played  in  earnest,  thinking  grown  up  follce  bad  hearts.— Cuoitus. 

Years  pass  on.  Jack  grew  to  manhood,  I  a  winsome  maiden,  too. 

And  one  night  he  came  to  woo  me,  <iiiite  the  way  he  used  to  do; 

1  said  "  yes,"  while  blushing  rosy,  and  in  summer  time  we  wed,  .  ' 

Lived  serenely  in  a  cottage,  till  at  last  a  year  had  fled  1 

What  at  first  was  joy  unending  grew  to  be  most  commonplace. 

And  at  last  our  first  real  quarrel  found  us  scolding  face  to  face; 

Jack  wished  he  had  died -and  I  did,  next  lie'd  leave  me,  quickly  swore; 

I  replied,  I  wisiied  tliat  something  would  bring  back  those  days  of  yorel- 


-Ciio. 


Little  Old  Log  Cabin  in  the  Lane. 

The  Words  and  JIusIc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cuntsi  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Ikillar,  by  U.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ork 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  uscasli  for  all  our  goods. 

I  am  getting  old  and  feeble  now,  I  cannot  work  no  more, 

I  have  laid  the  rusty-bladed  hoe  to  rest; 
Old  Massa  and  old  Missus  they're  sleeping  side  by  side. 

And  their  spirits  now  are  roaming  with  the  Idlest; 
Things  are  changed  about  the  place,  the  darkies  all  am  gone. 

And  I  cannot  hear  tliem  singing  in  the  cane, 
And  the  only  friend  that's  left  me  is  that  little  boy  of  mine 

In  my  little  old  log  cabin  iu  the  lane. 

There  was  a  happy  time  to  me,  not  many  years  ago. 

When  the  darkies  used  to  gather  'round  the  door; 
They  used  to  sing  and  dance  at  night,  and  play  the  old  baujo. 

But,  alas!  they  cannot  do  it  any  more. 
The  hinges  arc  all  rusty  now,  the  door  is  tumbling  dowu. 

And  the  roof  lets  iu  the  siinshme  and  the  rain; 
Olil  the  only  friend  that's  left  me  is  that  little  boy  of  mine 

In  my  little  old  log  cabin  iu  the  lane. 

Oh!  daddy,  don't  you  be  soiiad  and  melancholy  now. 

For  you  there's  many  hai)py  days  iu  store; 
Although  you're  old  and  feeble,  your  boy  is  young  and  strong. 

And  will  love  and  cherish  you  for  evermore; 
I'll  try  and  do  the  bei?t  I  can  and  make  you  happy  now, 

I'll  comfort  and  protect  you  from  all  pain. 
And  the  angels  they  will  bless  us  iu  our  happy  little  home 

In  our  little  old  log  cabin  iu  the  lane. 

Oh!  child,  I  am  contented,  but  the  day  must  quickly  come, 

When  ril  have  to  leave  this  earth  for  evermore; 
The  angels  they  will  Uike  me  from  my  humble  little  cot. 

And  waft  me  to  that  bright  celestial  shore; 
Oh!  don't  despair,  but  come  what  may,  you  will  be  happy  yet. 

If  from  sorriAV  and  bad  feeling  you  refrain; 
For  the  angels  they  will  bless  us  in  our  happy  little  home 

In  our  liiile  old  log  cabin  in  the  laue. 


THE    EXILE    OF    ERIN. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  Oils  Song  wUl  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-iiald,  oq  recehit  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twoother  SongsforOiie  LtoUar.by  H.J.  Wehman,  13U  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  us  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

There  came  to  the  l)each  a  poor  exile  of  Erin, 

The  dew  on  his  robe  was  heavy  and  chilly; 
For  his  country  he  sighed  when,  at  twilight,  repairing 

To  wander  aloue  by  the  wind-beaten  kill. 
But  the  day-star  attracted  his  eye's  sad  devotion, 
For  it  rose  on  its  own  native  isle  of  the  ocean. 
Where  once,  iu  the  llow  of  hie  youthful  emotion, 

He  sang  the  bold  anthem  of  £rin-go-bragh. 


Oh!  sad  is  my  fate,  said  the  heart-broken  stranger. 

The  wild  deer  and  wolf  to  a  covert  can  flee; 
But  I  have  no  refuge  from  famine  or  danger, 

A  home  and  a  country  remains  not  for  me. 
Ah!  never  again  in  the  green  shady  bower,  -       _-. 

Where  my  forefathers  lived,  shall  1  t^jiend  the  sweet  hour8«)  S 
1  the  wild-woven  flowers,  3*"^  fc;- 
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Or  cover  my  harp  with  lae  wiiu-woveii  nowcrs, 
And  strike  the  sweet  numbers  of  Eriu-go-bragh. 

Oh  I  Erin,  my  country,  though  sad  and  forsaken. 
In  dreams  I  revisit  thy  sea-beaten  shore; 

But,  alas!  in  a  far  foreign  land  I  awaken. 
And  sigh  for  the  friends  that  can  meet  me  no  more 

And  thou,  cruel  fate,  wilt  thou  never  replace  me 

Iu  a  mansion  of  peace,  where  no  iktIIs  can  chase  me? 

Ah!  never  again  shall  my  brothers  embrace  me— 
They  died  to  defend  me,  or  live  to  deplore. 

Where  now  is  my  cabin-door,  so  fast  by  the  wildwood? 

Sisters  and  sire  did  weep  for  its  fall; 
Where  is  the  mother  that  looked  on  my  childhood? 

And  where  is  my  bosom  friend  -dearer  than  all? 
Ah!  my  sad  soul,  long  abandoned  by  pleasure, 
Why  did  it  dote  on  a  fast-fading  treasure? 
Tears,  like  the  rain,  may  fall  without  measure. 

But  rapture  aud  beauty  they  cannot  recall. 

But  yot  all  its  fond  recollections  suppressing. 
One  dying  wish  my  fond  bosom  shall  draw; 
Erin,  an  exile,  bequeaths  thee  hie  blessings. 

Land  of  my  fathers,  Erin-go-bragh. 
Buried  aud  cold,  when  my  heart  stills  ita  motion, 
Green  be  thy  fields,  sweetest  isle  in  the  ocean, 
And  the  harp-striking  bards  sing  aloud  with  devotion, 
Erin  Mavoorueen,  sweet  Erin-go-bragh. 
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THE    OLD    BLACK    CROW. 

'  Copyright,  1887,  by  Win.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


ALWAYS    TOG-ETHER.    ^ 

Copyright,  1891,  by  M.  Witmark  &  Sons.    Published  by  permission. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Songs  forOne  Dollar,  by  H,  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  by  Thos.  liCMack.    Compowd  and  Sung  by  W.  Andrew  Mack  In 
"  Aunt  Bridget's  Baby." 

Jim  and  I  were  playmates— together  went  to  school 
In  childhood's  happy  hours,  where  we  learned  the  golden  mle; 
.Mauy  were  the  goo<l  limes  then  in  hai)py  days  cone  by; 
Many  hardships  we've  endured,  my  dear  old  pal  aud  I. 

Chorus. 
Always  together— ever  together  Jiinmie  and  I  have  been— 
Ix)ving  each  other— dear  as  a  brother— nobody  came  between; 
Together  when  we  were  at  school,  together  when  we  were  at  eea; 
I'd  give  up  my  life  for  my  dear  old  pal— he'd  do  as  much  for  me. 

Fancy  Jim  and  I  one  night  out  on  the  rolling  sea,  .  '  ,:  •       ;   . 

Our  ship  a  mass  of  flames,  the  smoke  was  suffocating  me; 

The  last  thing  I  remember— Jim  said,  "Courage,  don't  be  alarmed!  " 

I  awoke  to  find  myself  locked  tightly— saved  iu  my  shipmates  arms. — Chobus. 


The  Wortls  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post  p.ild.  on  rocpint  of  «0 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiikk  for  One  1  hiUar.  by  II.  J  Wchiiian   I»0  I  'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stam|>8  taken  same  as'casli  for  all  our'goods. 

Words  by  Ed.  Ilarrigan.    Music  by  Dave  RnUiam. 

Dc  old  black  crow  in  de  corn  fleld  flew. 

Caw!  caw!  caw  I 
Said  he.  Mister  Coon,  oli,  a  how  d'ye  do? 

Caw!  caw!  cawl 
Oh,  dar  he*it  till  he  eat  his  fill. 
An'  he  stuffed  himself  right  np  to  de  bill, 
Au'  den  he  laughed  at  de  whip-poor-will. 

Caw!  caw!  caw! 

•  Cnouus. 

Den  a  husk,  old  lady,  shake  down,  de  miller  has  gone  to  de  mill 
Den  a  sweep  dat  floor,  dere's  dancing,  oh,  come,  climb  m»  to  de  liill- 
Come  and  bring  your  mother  and  your  aunty  and  crowd  ilem  niggers  to 
Den  a  busk,  old  lady,  shake  down,  caw!  caw!  cawt 

De  old  black  crow  see  a  coon  go  by. 

Caw !  caw  I  caw ! 
lie  said,  Mister  Coon,  you  are  mighty  sly, 
-    i  Caw !  caw !  caw  1 

You're  just  as  black  as  a  black  can  l>e. 

An' de  poor  while  man,  oh,  he  hales  you  and  me^ 
So,  Mister  Coon,  oh,  let  me  free. 

Caw!  caw!  caw!— Cuouus. 

De  old  black  crow,  oh,  he  roost  so  high. 
Caw!  caw!  caw! 
i        lie  talks  mighty  loud  when  he's  in  de  sky, 
*•  Caw!  caw!  caw! 

He  looks  at  you,  den  he  looks  at  mo. 
Den  he  flies  right  down  from  de  old  pine  tree. 
An'  den  he  laugh  wid  a  he,  he,  he. 
Caw!  caw!  caw !— Chobcs. 


dc  door. 


—Husband:  "  Is  tbis  canned  cbicken  or  canned  lokster,  Etbel? 
Wife:  "  I  don't  know,  Jobn.     Tbe  label  bad  been  torn  off  tlie  can 
before  I  opened  it." 

— Sbe  Dreamed  It.— He  (about  to  ask  for  a  kis.s):  "Ibave  an 
important  question  to  ask  you."  She  (playfully):  "  I  know  wbat 
it  is,  Charlie.  You  want  me  to  be  your  wife;  I  dreamed  it.  Well, 
take  me."  He  (rather  taken  aback):  "You  dreamed  it?"  She: 
"  Yes.  I  dreamed  it  last  night,  and  I  answered  you  as  I  am  answer^ 
ing  you  now,  and  you  took  me  in  your  arms  and  kissed  me  " 
What  could  Charlie  Ao^— Chicago  Ledger. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.  32. 


SIX    FEET    OF    EARTH. 

<-0|>J riRlit,  1878,  by  K.  W.  llolmi.k. 

Tlic  Words  nnd  Mnwio  "f  this  Soiift  will  l>e  wiit  to  ftny  artdross.  post-(>aid,  on  n-ci'lpt  of  40 

Ci-lits;  iir  tills  iiiul  niiv  twi.i'lluT  Soiin.t  for  Oiii'  I>.>lliir,  l<y  II.  J.  Wflimiin,  i:HI  I 'ark 

iU)w,  New  Yui'k  cily.    rustiti(v  tiUtinpti  tivkcii  muiic  us  ciuUi  fur  aU  uar  Ki>u<i<'- 

ril  i'itig  you  n  (<oii:;  of  the  world  and  its  \va>-t<. 

And  the  many  firani;f  |H.'opU'  wo  nurt   - 
From  thr  ril'li  man  wlio  roll;)  in  liiii  millions  of  weullb 

To  ilii'  striij;i:lini;  wrctcli  on  tlie  cirt-i't. 
But  a  m;in.  tho"  IkV  poor,  and  iu  tatu-n)  and  rags, 

\\\-  Kliould  iirvcr  alli'ct  to  dt-spiee, 
lint  iliink  of  tlie  adau'e.  roiuoinlwr,  my  friond(>. 

That  six  feci  of  tanh  makes  ue  all  of  oue  size. 

There's  the  rich  man  with  thousands  to  spare  if  he  likes. 

But  lie  hauithtily  holds  up  his  liead. 
And  wlio  tlijiiks  he(<  above  the  luechauic  who  toils, 
..  And  is  honestly  earning  his  bread; 

But  his  gold  and  his  jewels  he  can't  take  away 

To  the  world  up  above  when  he  dies, 
For  death  levels  all,  and  conclusively  shows 
That  six  feet  of  eaith  makes  us  all  of  oue  size.  , 

There's  many  a  coat  that  is  tatter'd  and  torn. 

That  beneath  lies  u  true  honest  heart, 
But  because  he's  not  dressed  like  his  neighbors  iu  style. 

Why  •■  society  "  keeps  them  apart; 
For  on  oue  fortune  smiles  while  the  other  oue  fails. 

Yes,  no  matter  what  venture  he  tries. 
But  time  calls  them  both  to  the  grave  in  the  end, 
;  And  sis  feet  of  earth  makes  us  all  of  oue  size. 

Then  when  yon  once  see  a  poor  fellow  that  tries 

To  bailie  the  world  and  its  frowu, 
Let  Us  helj)  him  along,  and  perchance  he'll  succeed — 

Uou't  crii^h  hiui  because  he  is  down; 
For  a  cup  of  cold  water  lu  charity  given 

Is  remembered  with  joy  lu  the  skies. 
We're  all  but  human— we're  all  got  to  die, 

And  six  feet  of  earth  makes  us  all  of  oue  size. 


PAPA'S     BAB  Y     BOY. 

Copyriifht,  um.  by  H.  T.  Gordon  &  Son. 

The  Word«  ftud  Mnslcof  this  Songr  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  pos^pald,  on  receli'l  of  10 

cents,  or  this  iiiida'iytwo  other  Sunns  forOne  bollar.  by  H.  J.  Weliiiinii,  1:ki  Turk 

Kow,  New  Vurk  City,    i'ostatje  Stamps  taken  suiuu  ixa  cash  for  all  our  K"ods. 

What  happiness  there  is  each  night,  when  toil  and  cares  arc  done. 
To  meet  a  darling  baby  boy,  who's  the  sunshine  of  your  home; 
And  as  you  j)ut  liim  oi"i  the  floor,  just  to  see  him  romp  and  play. 
You  take  hiui  up  so  loviugly— thus  slug  to  him  aud  say— 

RZFRAIN. 

Y'ou're  mamma's  little  darling,  papa's  baby  boy! 
The  happiness  of  home,  its  sunshine  and  their  joy. 
I  see  vou  rolling  on  the  floor  iu  merriment  and  glee. 
Come,  my  darliug  baby,  papa  will  dauce  you  ou  his  knee. 

CUORUS. 

nippc  hip  he  hoy,  papa's  baby  boy!  hippc  hip  he  hoy,  what  do  you  say? 
Uippe  hip  he  hoy,  papa's  baby  boy!  hipj»e  hip  lie  hoy,  baby  darling. 

When  the  little  one  is  tired  out  yon  place  him  in  his  bed; 

llow  proud  and  happy  you  do  feel  when  his  evening  prayer's  been  said; 

Then  see  him  close  his  loving  eyes,  when  to  sleep  he's  laid  away. 

You  theu  await  the  cumiug  moru,  that  you  may  sing  and  say— Uefuain  A;  (.'uo. 

And  when  the  coming  morn  arrives,  and  breakfast  table  set. 

You  then  place  him  ou  hi^  high  chair,  your  dear  baby  boy,  your  pet; 

Aud  when  the  time  does  come  for  work  you  kiss  him  good-bye,  day  day. 

btill  lougiuj;  for  the  uight  to  come,  so  you  cau  sing  aud  say— Ukfuai.n  X  C'uo. 


A  Mother's  Watch,  by  the  Sea. 

(  opyrlK'it.  IH83,  by  J.  1"  MaitiiidaK-. 


The  \Vonl<  and  Music  of  this  Soiur  will  be  s«'nt  to  any  address.  po«C'i>ald.  on  reeeipt 
cent,-;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiujs  for  One  i>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wilin>an.  l.'fO  Pur 


(■(  ipt  of  10 
cent,-;  or  mis  and  any  two  other  soiufs  lor  i»ne  uoiiar,  oy  n.  j.  »»iiiii>»n.  i.*  I'urk 
itow.  New  York  fily.     l*o«tttKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  guodit. 


Words  and  Mosic  by  Frank  Howard. 


A  mother  Btoo<l  on  a  sandy  l)each. 

At  the  close  of  a  summer  day. 
And  kissed  her  hand  to  her  noble  boy. 

As  the  proud  ship  sailed  away. 
And  the  mother's  cheeks  were  blanched  with  fear, 

And  her  heart  convulsed  with  imin. 
As  she  thought  of  the  ship  an<l  her  fair-haired  boy, 

Who  might  never  come  back  again. 

CUOKUS. 

Oh!  deep,  heaving  sea,  he  was  my  joy; 

Ye  restless  waves  that  oft  arc  graves,  give  back  my  darliug  boy. 

Y'cars  rolled  on,  yet  no  tidings  came. 

And  she  mourned  her  child  as  dead, 
When  one  day  a  lad  in  sailor's  garb 

Drew  near  aud  asked  for  bread; 
Oh,  (io<i:  she  cried,  thou  hast  heard  my  prayer 

And  given  my  boy  to  me. 
When  I  thought  he  slept  in  a  cold,  cold  grave. 

Far  down  iu  the  deep  dark  sea.— CuouL's. 


ERIN'S    G-REEN    SHORE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiuf  will  be  sent  to  any  aildress,  |M>st  paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

ceiitH;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sont;s  for  one  Hollar,  by  II.  .1.  Wchiiiaii.UU  I'aik 

Uuw,  New  Vurk  City.    I'ostaKo  Slaiiit>s  taken  suine  us  cash  lor  oil  our  Koodd. 

One  evening,  so  late,  as  1  rambled 

On  the  banks  of  a  clear  purling  stream, 
I  sat  my.seir  down  on  a  Ix'tt  of  priiuruses. 

And  so  gently  fell  liilo  a  dream. 
I  driaiued  I  behehl  a  fair  female, 

Her  etpials  1  never  saw  before. 
As  she  sighed  for  the  wrongs  of  her  country. 

As  she  strayed  along  Erin's  green  shore. 

1  ouickly  addressed  this  fair  female. 

My  jewel,  come  tell  me  your  tiunie. 
For,  here,  in  this  country,  1  know  you're  a  stranger, 

Or  I  would  not  have  asked  you  the  same." 
She  resembled  the  (ioddess  of  Liberty, 

Aud  of  Freedom  the  mantle  she  wore. 
As  she  sighed  for  the  wrongs  of  her  country. 

As  she  strayed  along  Erin's  green  shore. 

"I  know  you're  a  true  sou  to  Granue, 

And  my  secrets  to  you  I'll  unfold; 
For  here  iu  the  midst  of  all  dangers. 

Not  knowing  my  friends  from  my  foes, 
I'm  a  daughter  of  Daniel  O'Connell, 

And  from  England  I  lately  came  o'er, 
I  have  come  to  awaken  my  brethren 

That  slumber  on  Eriu's  greeu  shore." 

llcr  eyes  were  like  two  sparklin<(  diamonds. 

Or  the  stars  of  a  cold,  frosty  night; 
Her  cheeks  were  two  blooming  roses, 

And  her  teeth  of  the  ivory  so  white; 
She  resembled  the  Goddess  of  Freedom, 

And  greeu  was  the  mantle  she  wore, 
Bouud  rouud  with  the  shamrock  and  rosea 

That  grew  along  Eriu's  greeu  shore. 

In  transports  of  joy  I  awoke. 

And  found  I  hail  beeu  in  a  dream; 
For  this  beautiful  damsel  had  fled  mc, 

Aud  1  longed  to  slumber  again. 
May  the  heavens  above  be  her  guardian, 

F'or  I  know  I  shall  see  her  no  more; 
May  the  sunljeanm  of  glory  shine  o'er  her. 

As  she  strays  along  Eriu's  greeu  shore. 


n- 
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LULLABY,    BABY    DEAR. 

Copyright,  1S«;.  by  T.  D.  Harms  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thia  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  ' 

Cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiit;s  for  oim  l>ollar,  by  11.  J.  Wcliiiiaii.  i:<U  I'ark 

lUiw,  New  Vork  City.    I'uslaKe  Stumps  taken  saint)  as  cash  fur  all  uur  kouUs. 


Words  by  J.  Vau  Loan.    Music  by  Harry  repiwr* 

From  the  little  ro.-jy  lips,  list  to  her  evening  prayer. 
Now  I  lay  ine  down  to  sle(;p,  salth  the  dear  one  so  fair; 
Tiny  hands  so  soft  and  white,  folded  so  saintly  aud  meek; 
Oh,  geutle  rajs  of  eveiiiug  light,  softly  fall  on  her  cheek; 
Oh,  gentle  rays  of  evening  light,  softly  fall  ou  her  cheek. 
Lullaby,  baby  dear,  lullaby,  baby  dear. 

Sleep,  my  darling  little  one,  cling  to  thy  fond  mother's  breast. 
Weary  have  thy  footsteps  run,  lay  thy  dear  head  to  rest. 
Angels  guard  tliee  in  thy  sh-ep,  till  the  morning  light; 
Oh,  Lord,  I  pray  thee  hei  soul  to  keep  uutil  the  luoniing  light. 
Oh,  Lord,  1   »iay  thee  her  soul  to  keep  until  the  uioruiug  light. 


LuJlal 


1,  1  l>i: 
by,  bai 


by  dear,  lullaby,  baby  dear. 


GIVE     PADDY     BUT    A    CHANCE. 


Wiitton  nnd  (N.nuxisi-d  by  W.  J.  Scanluii. 


The  Words  ami  Music  of  this  Sonu  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  isist  iiald,  on  pecHpt  of  10 

cents   or  this  and  any  two  other  S..nt{s  lor  one  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  W.hiiian.  130  I'ark 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Posture  Stumps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  Koods. 

CopyrUfht,  I«90,  by  T.  R  Harms  &  Ca 

My  home  is  a  cabin,  Eiiii  is  my  laud. 

By  birthplace  and  home  forever  I'll  stand; 

Wealth  may  he  handy  in  time  of  worldly  strife— 

I  could  be  happy  w  ilh  .Maggie  for  my  wife. 

Aisy's  the  way,  nkasant  the  travel; 

(ilad  would  my  heart  be,  though  far,  far  away. 

Music  and  song  will  ever  be  my  joy. 

Battle  aud  love  for  a  true  Irish  boy. 

ClIOKUB. 

Give  Paddy  but  a  chance  aud  he'll  show  you  what  he's  made  of; 

Give  Tatldy  but  a  chance  and  you'll  never  find  him  slow. 
In  battle  or  in  love  you'll  find  him  all  devotion; 

Give  Paddy  but  a  chance  aud  to  the  frout  he'll  go. 

With  an  acre  of  bog  for  fire  In  the  winter. 

To  warm  the  cabin,  made  cheerful  and  bright 

By  Maggie's  dear  face,  t-o  sweet  and  so  rosy. 

What  rays  from  the  heaven  could  give  more  delight; 

No  bird  in  the  tree,  nor  flower  iu  the  garden, 

More  sweetly  does  sing,  more  pleasantly  smile; 

Show  me  the  girls  more  purer  or  w insome 

Than  those  you'll  find  ou  Erin's  green  isle.— Chorus. 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    32. 


ME    AND    JACK. 


^ 


Tuno — "  Comrades." 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehiiiaii,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  Cltjr.  and  reeeWe 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalottue  of  over  5(XKl  Popular  English  and  Oeriuan 

Sougs— Free.    I'obtitge  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  guudg. 

WorUa  b>  T.  I£.  looker. 

We're  a  pair  of  flrst-claee  bummers,  my  dear  comrade,  Jack  and  I; 
We've  emptied  many  barrels  of  rum  but  still  we're  always  dry; 
It's  whiskey  iliat  compells  us  to  wear  old  sccoud-haud  clothes, 
For  it'ii  cost  me  aud  Jack  a  fortuue  to  getja  big  red  uose. 

Cnonus.       ' 
Comrades,  comrades,  ever  since  we  were  bumH, 
Sleeping  ill  Btale-beer  dives  down  in  the  slums; 
Working  free-luuch  counters  to  get  enough  to  eat, 
1  tell  you  its  tough  when  you  get  to  be  an  old  dead-beat.  -  ■ 

Kow,  nearly  every  evening  when  we  get  full  of  booze, 

We  try  to  find  au  empty  truck  to  take  a  quiet  snooze; 

But  the  jiolice  they  won't  let.  us  rest,  they  know  us  very  wcJI,         '    ■ 

And  many  a  time  they've  lauded  me  aud  Jack  iu  a  cell. 

CHORU.a. 

Comrades,  comrades,  ever  since  we  were  tramps, 

We  never  drew  a  sober  breath  when  we  had  the  stamps; 

We  always  were  too  strong  to  work,  we'd  much  prefer  to  beg, 

And  the  only  labor  that  we  do  is  w  lieu  \vc  drain  a  keg. 

I  went  into  a  saloon  the  other  night  to  get  a  glass  of  rye, 

I  told  the  man  behind  the  bar  Id  pay  him  by-and-by; 

Ue  quickly  grabljed  a  great  big  axe  aud  at  nie  made  a  rush. 

My  comrade's  whiskers  got  the  blow— it  ehaved  the  dear  old  lash. 

Chorus. 
Comrades,  comrades,  I'll  never  forgot  my  old  chum, 
lie  suielled  like  a  distillery  from  drinking  five-cent  rum; 
I'll  never  see  his  face  again,  he's  iu  his  lonely  grave,  .',      ■ 

Though  Jack  died  to  save  me,  he  got  a  nice  clean  shave. 


MASSA'S    WEDDING    NIGHT. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  William  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Mugle  of  tliia  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twootlier  8onKsforOiiu  Dullar,by  H.J.  Wehmau,  13U  Pork 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda. 


Words  by  M.  Ilfurigan.    Music  by  Dave  Brabam. 


Go  bar  dc  news,  dear  children,  black  people,  young  and  old; 
Oil,  come  "long  to  dal  gath'riug  like  sheej)  into  de  fold. 
(Jo  throw  away  your  burdens,  aud  let  your  hearts  be  light. 
We're  welcomed  iu  de  parlor  on  massa's  wedding  night. 

CuoRUS. 
Den  forward  and  caper,  cross  over,  den  hoe  down; 
Oh,  step  high,  good  ladies,  go  turn  de  old  man  round. 
Oh,  swing  on,  keep  winging  to  de  left  aud  to  de  right; 
Oh,  let  me  be  at  de  jubilee  on  massa's  wedding  uight. 

Oh,  bring  along  dem  flowers,  dem  lilies  from  de  bed. 

And  don't  forget  dem  roses,  dem  white  ones  and  de  red. 

Oh,  hail  de  bride  and  bridegroom,  and  shout  with  all  your  might. 

We're  welcomed  in  de  parlor  ou  massa"8  weddiug  uight.— CuoBua. 

Bow  low  to  dat  old  preacher,  bow  low  to  every  guest. 

And  don't  forget  on  Sundays  you  dress  up  iu  your  best. 

And  when  you  reach  dat  meeting,  oh,  pray  with  all  your  might, 

We're  welcomed  iu  de  parlor  ou  luussa's  wedding  night. — Cuonns. 


^%» 


HEIGH,    HO!    LINGO    SALLY. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,   'ost-pold,  on  receipt  of  10 
-  tliifi  and  any  two  otiker  Kongn  for  One  Hollar,  by  II.  J.  NV  ehnian,  130  Park 


cents;  or  ( 

Kuw,  New  York  City. 


Postatre  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 


Words  by  XA,  liaiTigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 


De  river's  very  muddy  whar'  de  turtle  creeps. 

Go  'long,  whoa  dar.  Bally! 
Oh,  come  and  shear  de  wool  upou  de  old  black  sheep 

Heigh,  hoi  Lingo  Sally! 
De  uight  time  comes,  de  morning  goes. 
Oh,  tuck  a  little  childreu  in  de  ole  lied  clothes; 
De  mouse  in  de  garret  dun  eating  all  de  com, 
I'll  buy  a  bran-new  bonnet  when  de  ole  oue'e  gone; 

Go  'loni;,  whoa  dar.  Bally  I 

Heigh,  hoi  Lingo  Sally  1 

It's  raining  very  heavy  when  de  dark  cloud  comce, 

Go  'long,  whoa  dar,  Bally! 
Dar's  trouble  for  a  nigger  when  de  wild  bee  hams, 

Heigh,  hoi  Lingo  Sally! 
Dc  night  time  comes,  de  morning  goes. 
Oh,  tuck  a  little  children  in  de  ole  bed  clothes; 
De  mouse  in  the  garret  dun  eating  all  de  corn, 
I'll  buy  a  bran  new  bonnet  when  de  ole  one's  gone; 

Go  'long,  whoa  dar,  Bally  I  % 

Ueigh,  ho!  Lingo  Sally  I 

De  ceiling's  very  dusty  till  de  new  broom  evvluge. 

Go  'long,  whoa  dar.  Bally! 
De  spider  in  de  corner,  golly,  how  he  clings. 

Heigh,  ho!  LingoSally' 
De  night  time  comes,  de  morning  goes, 
Oh,  tuck  a  children  in  de  ole  bedclothes; 
De  mouse  in  the  garret  dun  eating  all  de  corn, 
I'll  buy  a  new  bonnet  when  de  ole  oue'e  gone; 

Go 'long,  whoa  dar.  Bally!  ,    ' 

Ueigh,  ho!  Liugo  Sallyl 


THE    BUTTERFLY    DUDE. 

Copyright,  1885,  by  Chas.  I>.  niako. 


f 


The  Words  and  Haste  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addreiis.  i»ost  paid,  on  re<»«'Ipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Song.s  for  one  l*<>llar,  li.v  11.  J.  Welinian.  ISti  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  stumps  takru  .sjimo  .-ui  easli  for  all  our  goods. 

Written,  Com{K>s<'<i  and  Sung  by  Sam  Devero. 


Ohl  the  latest  sensation  they  say 

Is  the  dude— he's  the  swell  of  the  day; 
He's  all  hat  and  collar,  he'd  make  a  mule  holler. 

He's  tender  as  the  llowers  in  May; 
lie's  a  birdie  that's  fond  of  his  ease, 

To  get  into  his  i)aiils  is  a  squeeze- 
And  tlie  ladies  say:  niaylx'  now,  ain't  he  a  babyl 

He'd  fall  all  apart  if  lie'd  sneeze. 

CllORfS. 

Oh!  the  dude,  the  buttcrily  dude; 
The  sweet  little  dolly,  he  t;ilks  like  a  polly; 

Oh!  the  dude,  the  butterlly  dude- 
Say!  did  you  ever  get  on  to  the  dadef 

He's  his  mammie's  own  sweet  little  jH-'t, 

He  can  smoke  a  real  strong  cigarette; 
He's  a  sugar  and  candy,  sweet  matinee  dandy, 

He'd  melt  if  he  ever  got  wet; 
You'll  get  ou,  if  you  meet  by  chance. 

That  his  coat  is  quite  short,  at  a  glance; 
lie's  lighter  than  paper— it's  the  real  proj)er  caper 

To  sliow  all  he  can  of  his  pants.— Cuouus. 

He  is  nursed  and  he's  handled  with  care; 

Uses  bandoline  on  his  front  hair; 
He's  a  sweet-scented  monkey,  he's  awfully  spunkey. 

He'd  strike  you  real  hard  i"f  he  dare; 
Ou  a  cream  puff  he  will  thrive. 

On  his  cart  through  the  park  he  will  drive- 
Puts  the  girls  iu  a  Hut ter— he's  softer  than  butter — 

You'd  bet  thathc  wasn't  alive. — Cuokus. 

Have  you  watched  the  dear  dudes  in  the  streets — 
How  sweetly  they  smile  when  they  meet* 

Well,  now  I  should  snicker,  if  anything's  sicker — 
They  carry  their  brains  in  their  feet; 

The  dude  has  a  cane  aud  a  fan- 
He's  modeled  on  the  European  plan; 

He  wears  corsets  and  llowers,  aud  lace  on  his  pants, 
Aud  they  say  he  is  not  a  real  mau. -Cuouus. 


PADDY    STOLE    THE    ROPE. 


Written  nnd  Sung  by  Pat  Fei-ney. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addres?,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  forOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

There  were  once  two  Irish  laboring  men,  to  America  they  came  over. 
And  they  tramped  about,  in  search  of  work,  from  New  ijiork  to  Dover; 
Said  Paddy  to  Mick:  "I'm  tired  of  this;  we're  both  left  in  the  lurch. 
And  if  we  don't  get  work,  bedad'.  I'll  go  and  rob  a  church!  " 
"  What!  rob  a  church!  "  said  Mick  to  Paddy,  "how  could  you  be  so  viiet 
Sure  something  bad  will  happen  you  when  iu  the  eaered  aisle; 
But  if  you  do,  I'll  go  with  you!  we'll  gel  safe  out,  I  hope." 
So  listen,  and  I'll  tell  you  true,  how  Paddy  stole  the  rojie: 

They  tramped  about  through  mud  aud  mire,  and  the  place  they  wanted  finding. 
They  got  inside  a  country  church,  which  in>t)()ily  was  minding; 
They  scraped  together  all  they  could,  and  then  prepared  to  sloi>e; 
When  Paddy  said:  "Hold  on,  now,  Mike;  what  shall  we  do  for  roj>ci' 
We've  got  no  bag  to  hold  the  swag,  and  before  we  go  outside. 
With  something  stout  and  etroiig,  my  lad,  the  bundle  must  l>e  tied!  " 
Just  then  he  spied  the  church  bell-roi)e,  aud,  swift  as  an  antelope. 
He  scrambled  up  on  the  l>elfry  high  to  go  aud  steal  the  roj)e. 

When  Paddy  reached  the  belfry-ropes— "Be  jabers!  "  said  he,  "StopI 
To  get  a  piece  that's  long  enough  1  must  climb  to  the  topi  " 
So,  like  a  sailor,  up  he  went,  aud  wheu  near  the  end,  said  he: 
"  I  think  the  piece  that's  underneath  quite  long  enough  will  be." 
So,  holding  by  one  arm  and  leg,  he  pulled  his  clasp-knife  out. 
And  right  above  his  head  and  hand  he  cut  the  rope  so  stout; 
He  quite  forgot  it  held  him  uji.    By  the  powers  of  Doctor  Pope! 
Down  to  the  bottom  of  the  church  fell  Paddy  aud  the  rope. 

Says  Mick  to  Paddy:  "  Come  out  of  that! "  as  he  on  the  floor  lay  groaning,* 

"  Is  that  the  way  tb  steal  a  rope?  no  wonder  now  ye're  moaning, 

I'll  show  yez  how  to  cut  a  rope,  there,  just  lend  me  yonr  knife." 

"  Yerra,  Mick,  be  careful!  "  cried  out  Paddy,  "  or  else  you'll  lose  your  life! " 

Mick  bounded  up  the  other  rope,  and  like  an  artful  thief. 

Instead  of  cutting  it  up  above  he  cut  it  underneath; 

The  piece  fell  down — aud  he  was  left  to  hang  up  there  and  nioiie — 

"  Bad  cess  unto  the  day,"  said  he,  "  when  we  came  stealing  rope." 

There  was  Paddy  groaning  on  the  floor,  while  Mick  hung  up  on  high; 

"Come  down,"  says  Paddy.    "I  cant,"  says  Mick,  "for  if  I  drop  I'll  die." 

Their  noise  soon  brought  the  preacher  'round,  the  sexton  and  polico. 

But  though  they  set  poor  Mickey  free,  the  pair  got  no  release; 

They  took  them  to  the  station,  where  their  conduct  they  now  rtie. 

For  if  they  had  no  work  l>cfore,  they've  plenty  now  to  do; 

And  for  their  ingenuity  they  have  a  larger  scojk: 

Thau  when  they  broke  iuto  the  church  and  tried  to  steal  the  rope. 


— Daughter  (indiguautly):  "  Why,  mamma,  would  you  have  me 
marry  a  man  for  his  money?"  Mother:  "  Of  course  not;  but  I'd 
be  quite  as  willing  that  you  should  as  that  you  should  qiarry  him 
for  his  poverty. 
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AS      WE      WANDER      IN      THE 
ORANGE      GROVE. 

C«|'yiii;lit,  rWT.  by  Will.  A.  Toiiil  ,V;  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Ronfr  will  be  s.'nf  to  nny  ndilirsM,  ivwt-iinld,  on  rcpelpt  of  10 

ovnta;  or  tliisaiid  any  t»o  <>tlii-r  Si>iit;!<  for  Out;  i>ollI)r,l>^  tl.  J.  Wiliinnii,  l:iu  Turk 

Kow,  New  Yolk  Oty.     J'usl.ino  Seaiii!>s  laUfH  wiiiii-  iisra-li  for  all  tiiirB"o«ls. 


i% 


Words  by  Ed.  Harrit;a».    Music  by  Dnvi-  nraliuiii. 

Let  HP  wauilor  in  tlie  orance  grovi;  to-'iiirJit, 

Whvre  the  niooiillglit  falU  fo  gently  iliro'  ihe  trees; 
Oh,  the  hirilies  watch  ii«<,  love,  wliile  c(H)in<;  up  uhove. 

Ami  nestlinj;  in  the  fliadow  of  tlu-  leaves. 
Happy  sweetlieartf',  oh,  liow  lo\  iiii,'  there, 

.\*  tliioimh  tlie  tlow'ry  paths  niul  dells  wo  rove; 
Oil,  really  it  is  bH!<e  when  we  can  steal  a  Ivifu, 

.As  we  wautler  in  the  oraiiL'O  jirove. 
.■Ml  the  little  stars  of  nl'^ht  aie  peepinj;,  love. 
From  the  sky  ahove,  their  brij;fit  eyes  l)e;iiniii{j 
C>u  the  lovers  there  below;  they  gently  jjo 

All  to  wander  throiii,'h  the  pretty  orauye  giove. 

I'lIORfS. 

The  daisie?  and  roses,  the  lilies  and  butlerciipsi, 

rinks  and  the  panties  irieet  ns  as  we  rove; 
The  bluebell,  the  cowslip,  tlu;  priiiirot»e  and  clover 
Bl<M)in  in  the  orange  u'love. 

Let  Its  wander  m  the  oraiifie  <;iove  toiiinht. 

When  the  i>erfiiine  of  Ihe  (lowers  till  ttie  air; 
Oh,  the  brooklet  and  the  rill,  the  silent  water  mill. 

Add  beauty  lo  the  pirture,  I  cleclare. 
Pretty  roses  and  the  creepiiii,'  vine 

There  in  a  lover's  knot  toi;eilier  wove; 
Come,  listen  to  the  trill  siui;^  by  the  whipiioorvvill, 

.As  we  wander  in  the  orjini;e  ),'tove. 
All  the  little  stars  of  niu'lit  are  peepiii<;,  love. 
From  the  sky  above,  their  briylit  eyes  beamiur; 
On  the  lovers  there  below;  they  ;;ently  j^o 

All  to  wander  througli  the  pretty  orange  grove.— C'noncs. 

Let  ns  wnnder  in  the  orange  irrovc  !o  iiii;ht. 

In  the  silence  of  the  pretty  Southern  scene. 
Where  the  tjohlen  fruit,  like  bells,  from  trees  in  glade  and  de'.ls, 

Han;;  listless  lu  the  m<>onll<;lit  silver  sheen. 
Echo  answers  to  our  laughter  there. 

As  tliroui:h  the  wivxllaiid  we  toi^erhcr  rove. 
So  swiftly  do  we  tread  upon  the  leafy  bed, 

As  we  wander  in  the  orniiije  yrove. 
.All  the  little  stars  of  nlu'hi  an-  peeiiing,  love. 
From  the  sky  above,  there  brii,'lit  eyes  beaming 
On  the  lovers  there  below;  they  yeiitly  u.'> 

All  to  wander  Ihrouv'h  the  pretty  orange  glove— C'lionrs. 


Jack  Was  a  True  Friend  to  Me. 

C'ot>yriKht,  1S91,  liy  James  Slillniaii. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tlii.'  Son»r  «ill  lie  >-ent  t'lany  ndilrci"'.  post  !>.tIiI,  on  rt-ceiiit  <if  <f 

cents:  or  this  aii<l  aiiv  two  other  Sontfs  for  ( )iie  l>oilur,  by  II.  .1.  WVhiimii,  i:'.ii  I'm  k 

Kow.  New  York  t'tty.     I'ostage  Staiiii.i  taken  same  lu  easli  for  all  o.ir  kouiU. 

Words  and  Mu>ii-  bv  Tom  Carter. 


In  a  quiet  eonntry  villajje  we  liveil,  .lark  Dunn  and  I; 

ThoiiL'h  .lark  wn*  much  the  strouL'er  of  the  tv.o; 
A  sreal  bii;  blusi'rini;  fellow,  but  still  .-i  chum  of  mine, 

.A  failiiful,  hone.-t  creature,  kin:l  and  true! 
We  had  our  jn-tty  ipiaiiels,  as  boys  w  HI  often  do; 

We  treasiir'd  lip  no  malice,  no,  not  wel 
Wed  soon  for;,'et  our  troubles,  each  other's  hand  we'd  grasp, 

For  Jack  was  a  true  friend  to  me. 

CHoni!*. 

Jack  was  a  true  friend  to  me. 

True  as  a  true  frieii'l  could  be' 
Fve  had  many  others,  yet  I  loved  him  like  a  brother. 

For  .Jack  was  a  true  friend  to  me.  ' 

■  We  goon  grew  iiji  to  manhoo<l,  and  Ptaiinch  friends  still  remained; 

But  little  did  I  think  I'd  cause  him  pain; 
>Iy  old  frienil  .lack  "ne'er  told  me  he  loved  the  village  lielle. 

Or  mentioned  that  her  hand  hc'il  iiie(l  to  gain; 
But  when  she  piomised  to  he  mine,  the  le.-irs  sto<Hl  in  his  eyes. 

He  grasped  my  hand  as  manly  as  could  be. 
He  wlshe(l  me  joy  and  happiness,  giwxl  fortune  and  good-bye, 

For  Jack  was  a  true  friend  to  me.— t 'iioitcs. 

Wc  were  wed,  but  sad  misfortune  swept  o'er  us  like  the  tide. 

And  luination  starerl  us  in  ili,-  face; 
I  did  my  In'st  to(f)nifort  and  cheer  my  youthful  bride; 

I  told  her  to  be  jKKir  wa-"  no  di<;;ra''e. 
But  .lack,  somehow,  had  got  the  news  that  we  were  in  distress. 

He  paid  our  debts  and  once  more  set  u^  free; 
Aliho   he  did  not  sign  his  name,  I  knew  it  fame  from  him. 

For  Jack  was  a  trui.-  friend  to  m<-.     cii.dsi-.-. 

I  strolled  out  one  spring  morning,  down  by  Ihe  river  hank. 

Where  .Iiiek  ami  I  hud  raiiiliieil  »  lieu  a  boy. 
When  suddenly  I  slarteil,  there,  standing  by  my  siile. 

Was  he  who'd  shaied  my  sorrow  add  my  joy. 
Struck  down  by  cruel  sickne»s.  he'd  lome  back  home  to  die; 

And  when  from  earthly  trouble*  he  w.is  free, 
I  carved  upon  his  tombstone  the  old  familiar  words: 

Jack  was  a  true  friend  to  nie.    (.'iioiti's. 


EXCUSE    ME,    EXCUSE    ME. 


Copyright,  18X9,  by  Will  IJossiter. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonR  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  reeelpt  of  M 

cents;  or  tliisHiidnnytwoothor  KoiiKsforOnc  Hollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehiiiaii   !:iul'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'OHtuKe  Stani|is  taken  same  ax  cnt^U  for  all  ourKoiHls. 

Words  and  Music  by  Will  Kosslter. 

.\  song  on  topics  of  the  day  is  all  the  rage,  yon  bet. 

To  have  a  catchy  ending  line  is  what  wc-lry  to  get; 

To  have  a  phraze  not  used  before,  that  is  the  scheme,  yoii  eee. 

For  ours  we  do  uo  pardon  beg,  but  excuse  lue,  excuse  uie. 

Cuoni's. 
Excnsc  me,  excuse  me,  is  said  to  be  right; 
Yon  know  it  Hill  often  prevent  row  or  fight. 
For  rudeness  »r  insult,  bad  manners,  you  see,  ; 

It  comes  lu  BO  nicely,  excuse  me,  excuse  me. 

Now  those  two  words,  you  will  agree,  are  heard  in  every  place, 

Jt's  grown  to  be  the  projK'r  thing  among  the  human  race; 

You  liave  a  man  walk  over  you,  though  caiefiil  you  may  be, 

lu  a  crowd  yoii  have  your  hat  stuaslied  in,  excust?  me,  excuse  me.— Chorus. 

If  getting  flieatre  tickets,  men  will  always  take  tlieir  turn. 

Though  for  a  place  ten  yards  ahead  with  all  your  lieart  you  yearn, 

Itut  it  iMTchaiice  a  lady  "comes,  wants  seats  for  matinee. 

She'll  cooly  push  in  front  of  you,  saying,  excuse  me,  e.vciisc  me.— Ciionus. 

It  is  a  very  funny  thing  that  Tascott  can't  be  found; 

Thenj's  time  enough  since  he  got  loose  to  have  run  him  to  the  groiiiid; 

Fve  asked  :i  do/en  oltlcers  Ihe  cause  to  tell  to  me. 

They  always  change  the  subject  with— excuse  me,  excuse  mc.— CiioKi's. 

I  know  some  actors  in  tliis  line,  and  Jie.ir  them  often  sav. 

It's  hard  to  please  each  one  and  all,  or  to  whom  they  sliould  play; 

.•^ome  say  the  parquet  should  be  first,  and  some  the  balcony. 

For  us,  up  liiere,  they  are  our  choice,  'excuse  mc,  excuse  mc.— Cuoitus. 


'  i^Jaid  luokiug  to  lower  part  of  liouse. 


THE    WEAVERS'    STRIKE. 


Tune—"  Weui  iiig  of  ibo  Green." 


"^nd  rour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Uow,  Xrw  York  C'it  v,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  aconiplete  Catalouue  of  over-Vmo  Topiilar  Kn»;lisli  and  (oriiiaii 

Songs—  Kree.     J'ostOKc  SUiinim  taken  nuiiic  aseasli  for  all  our  (;o<>tl.-<. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Harry  flarron. 

Ye  people  nil,  both  great  and  small,  come  listen  to  my  lay, 

'Tis  about  the  striking  weavers  w  ho  demand  an  hom-st  pay; 

But  the  liosses  say  they  will  not  yield,  they  love  too  much  their  jielf. 

Before  they  die,  ah,  who  can  tell,  each  may  be  poor  himself. 

The  weavers  only  say,  "Be  just:  an  honest  toil's  rewanl." 

Enough  to  keej)  the  hungiy  wolf  from  those  we  most  regard; 

Enough  to  pay  our  rent,  and  live  on  los  we  cannot  tlo, 

'Tis  just  as  well  to  Idle  starve,  not  work  while  starving,  too. 

But  the  meanest  thing  of  all,  I  think,  is  bringing  workers  here 

To  take  our  honest  townsfolks'  place,  who've  toiled  for  many  a  year; 

No  wonder  people  gather,  just  to  ho<it  the  dirty  curs. 

An  honest  indignation  in  each  honest  Im)somi  stirs. 

What  a  shame  to  tlnnk  policemen  have  to  club  the  people  so. 

Who  are  goailed  lialf  to  madness  by  their  bitter  wrong  and  woe; 

Allh(/Ugli  deploring  violence,  w  hat  can  wretched  labor  do» 

A  worm  will  luru  when  trod  upon -be  honest,  wouldu't  you? 

In  Ketisington  on  Workers'  toil  each  boss  grows  quickly  rich,  i 

In  Maiiayuiik  the  same,  I  ween — the  p<H)r  sink  in  tiie  ditch.  ! 

After  toiling  on  and  moiling  on,  each  generation  f:ule. 

Ami  leaves  the  one  they  leaver  behind  poorer  and  iKxirer  paid. 

A  Schofleld  lives  high  on  a  hill,  the  j>eople  starve  beUiw, 

For  one  man's  wealth  a  thousand  toil,  so  thai's  the  way  we  go; 

For  wealth  «'an  ever  liiid  some  tool  to  do  its  dirty  work. 

And  closer  grind  their  fellowumu,  a  task  tliey  never  shirk. 

Ye  f'aincrons  and  Steven.sons  can  ever  l)c  found  and  bought. 

And  thus  it  is  that  workmen's  strikes  forever  come  to  nought; 

For  traitors  have  existed  ever  since  the  world  began, 

Tlie  informer  and  the  rat  seem  ma<le  to  he  ttie  workman's  banc; 

Wliy  Hiicii  iK'ople  should  exist  at  all,  I  really  cannot  say; 

I  would  send  ilieiii  to  tight  the  Mahdi,  if  I  only  had  my  way; 

I  would  send  them  ail  lo  Africa  or  to  the  I'olar  zoue. 

Or  to  the  |N.-iiiieutiary  to  work  at  breaking  st^me. 


PRETTY   LITTLE   ROSY   CHEEKS. 


Copyright,  .fWl.  »>y  T.  B.  Harms  ft  Co. 


Tlie  Word"  anil  Music  of  this  Sonor  will  lie  wnt  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

tents,  or  Ihisar-  ' -" "^ ■  '■"  '^■—  '— "•—  '  -•  ■•    ■  "    ' ••—  ■■  -•- 

Kow.  New  V^ 


mid  any  two  other  Solids  for  C)iie  Uollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehiimn,  i:«i  I'ark 
ITork  City.     l'o8tai;e  Stuiii|>stakon  same  a.s  ca.sli  forall  our  goods. 


I've  something  sweet  ^oiir  cars  to  greet,  for  my  heart  is  all  aglow; 
I  will  whisper  to  you  softi  •.  and  Ihe  secret  you  shall  know; 
So  touch  those  notes  so  sw     t  again,  I  love  sweet  music's  strain; 
I'm  deep  iu  love,  but  not  to  blame,  with  pretty  little  rosy  cheeks. 

Cnoni?9. 

This  little  girl  diviiK-,  I've  love<l  for  many  weeks; 
She  promised  to  be  mine,  did  pretty  little  rosy  checks. 

There's  not  a  rose  in  the  garden  grows  with  her  that  can  compare; 

With  blushing  face,  sweet  f<»riii  and  grace,  and  diamon<l8  deck  her  hair; 

She  promised  me.  if  I'd  agree,  while  walking  place  from  place; 

I  answered,  "  Miss,  please  let  me  kiss  your  blushing,  little,  smiling  face.— Cno. 
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OH,     MARIA! 

Tune— "  ^NTioa  Emma." 


8end  your  name  and  addrem  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark  Row,  Now  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Cataloj^ue  of  over  5000  Popular  Knirluih  and  Ueniian 

Songa— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written,  Sung  and  Copyrighted  by  Sam  l>evere. 


■(  . 


'Twos  a  eformy,  cloudless  night,  the  moon  was  shining  bright, 

A  night  that  lovers  love  the  best  of  all; 
But  the  scene  was  qiiickljr  marred  by  a  noise  in  our  back  yard. 

When  I  heard  a,  great  big  Tom  cat  loudly  call— 

Chorus. 

Oh,  Maria!  oh,  Marial 
Maria,  your  I'homas  with  love  is  on  fire; 
Oh,  Marial  oh,  Maria! 
That's  what  I  heard  the  whole  blessed  night. 

At  love  they  both  did  play  in  their  own  peculiar  way, 

With  now  and  then  a  most  unearthly  yell; 
Their  courtship  was  immense,  'till,  from  over  another  fence, 

Another  great  big  Tom  cat  loud  did  bawl— 

Chorus. 

Oh,  Marial  oh,  Marial 

If  you  shake  your  Thomas,  he'll  surely  expire; 
Oh,  Maria!  oli,  Marial 
That's  what  I  heard  the  whole  blessed  night. 

These  Tom  cats  humped  their  backs,  and  made  some  wild  attacks. 

Each  other's  hides  they  terribly  did  mawl; 
While  they  were  fighting  hard,  a  Thomas  in  the  next  back  yard 

Just  took  Maria's  ear  and  loud  did  bawl— 

Chorus. 

Oh,  Marial  oh,  Marial 
Come  over  in  our  J  ard  and  sit  by  the  fire; 
Oh,  Maria!  oh,  Muria! 
That's  what  I  hcaid  that  whole  blessed  night. 


THE    BARD    OF    ARMAG-H. 


Sung  by  Edwai-d  Harrigan. 


Send  your  name  and  addrpBi*  to  II.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  acomplcte  CHtalogue  of  over  5000  Popular  Entrlish  and  German 

Songs— Free.    I'o«tat;e  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Oh !  listen  to  the  lay  of  a  poor  Irish  harper. 

And  scorn  not  the  struius  of  his  old  withered  hands, 
But  remember  those  lingers,  they  once  cojid  move  sharper 

In  raising  the  merry  strains  of  his  dear  native  land. 
It  was  long  before  the  shamrock,  dear  isle,  lovely  emblem. 

Was  crushed  in  its  beauty  by  the  Saxon's  lion  paw. 
And  all  the  pretty  colleens  around  me  would  gather. 

Call  me  their  bold  Phelim  Brady,  the  Bard  of  Armagh. 

How  I  love  to  muse  on  the  days  of  my  boyhood. 

Though  four  score  and  three  years  have  flew  by  them! 
It's  king's  bweet  reflection  that  every  young  joy, 

For  the  merry-heurted  boys  make  the  best  of  old  men. 
At  a  fair  or  a  wake  I  could  twist  my  shillelah. 

And  trip  through  a  dance  wid  my  brogues  tied  wid  straw; 
There  all  the  pretty  maidens  around  me  would  gather. 

Call  me  their  bold  Phelim  Brady,  the  Bard  of  Armagh. 

In  truth,  I  have  wandered  this  wide  world  over,        :     _  ^.•. 

Yet  Ireland's  my  home  and  a  dwelling  for  me. 
And  oh,  let  the  turf  that  my  old  bones  shall  cover. 

Be  cut  from  the  land  that  is  trod  by  the  free; 
And  when  sergeant  death  in  his  cold  arms  doih  embrace. 

And  lull  me  lo  sleep  with  old  Erin-go-bragh, 
By  the  side  of  my  Kathleen,  my  dear  pride,  oh,  place  me, 

Then  forget  Phelim  Brady,  the  Bard  of  Armagh. 


I    CANNOT   CALL   HER    MOTHER. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thl«  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents:  or  thiH  and  any  two  otiier  Songs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \veliman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamp*  taken  same  as  casii  for  all  our  goods. 


The  marriage  rite  is  over;  and  though  I  turn  a^side. 

To  keep  the  guests  from  seeing  the  tears  I  coiilj  not  hide,    ', 

I  wreatlied  my  face  in  smiling,  and  led  my  little  brother 

To  greet  my  father's  chosen— but  I  could  not  call  her  mother. 

She  is  a  fair  yonng  creature,  with  meek  and  gentle  air; 
W'ith  blue  eyes  soft  and  loving,  and  silken,  sunny  hair. 
I  know  my  father  gives  her  the  love  he  bore  another; 
But,  if  she  were  an  angel,  I  could  not  call  her  mother. 

To-niglit  I  heard  her  singing  a  song  1  used  to  love. 
When  its  sweet  notes  were  uttered  oy  her  who  sings  above; 
It  pained  my  heart  to  hear  it,  for  my  tears  I  could  not  smother. 
For  every  word  was  hallowed  by  the  dear  voice  of  my  mother. 

My  father,  in  the  sunshine  of  happy  days  to  come. 

May  half  forget  the  sliadow  that  darkened  our  old  home. 

His  heart  no  more  is  lonely;  but  me  and  little  brother 

Must  still  be  orphan  children— Uod  can  give  us  but  one  mother. 


— "Are  the  winters  warm  iu  Arkansas? ' 
they  always  have  Hot  Springs." 


I'm  not  suife;  but 


SELLA    DE    BANAN. 

Tlie  sliades  of  eve  wore  growing  brigiit 
Beneath  the  street's  electric  lijrlit. 
When  on  the  jR-nsive  air  there  rung 
The  accents  of  a  Dago's  tongue- 
"Sellade  bauan!" 

ne  had  a  queer  ram-shacklcd  cart. 
And  all  day  long  he  stood  where  bart- 
Ter  'mid  tlic  throng  raged  florce  and  high. 
And  yelled  to  all  the  p:issors-by— 
"Sellade  bauan  1" 

His  face  was  of  the  chestnut's  hue; 
A  bunch  with  cither  hand  he  drew 
And  wildly  thrust  beneath  your  nose. 
Still  crying,  tho'  vour  ire  arose— 
"  Sella  de'bananl" 

"Go!  "  shouts  a  big  policeman  there, 
"Git  from  this  corner,  or  I'll  In-ar 
You  oflE  to  decorate  a  eel  I !  " 
Still  rang  that  iK-rsevering  yell — 
"Sellade  banau! " 

He  bribed  that  big  policeman  there 
With  two  bananas  i)lump  and  fair! 
And  still  iu  sweet  security 
lie  sang  out  with  Italian  glee — 
"Sella  de  bauan!  ■' 

Some  of  them  picked  «cre  ovor-ripe. 
Others  where  of  a  i)oa-gr«eii  stripe; 
He  trimmed  tlie  foriuor  ones  to  suit. 
Still  bellowing  above  his  fruit — 
"  Sella  de  buuau !  " 

At  last  there  came  along  a  team. 
It  heeded  not  that  Daiio's  scream — 
Smashed  hini  and  cart  in  smilhereensl 
His  ghost  now  yells,  'mid  other  scenes— 
"Sellade  bauan!" 


CHRISTOPHER    COLUMBUS. 

Dccsa  man  liva  in  Italia  a  ^joinlii  lonra  time  ago.  lie  bada 
greata  bead  ever  since  be  was  ;i  kitbla.  Not  a  l>igga  lieaila  like  de 
ixiliticiaiis  nowada}' — not  a  swella  beada.  His  iadda  keepa  de 
standa  in  Italia.  Sella  de  iieanutta  aiul  do  bauan.  Maka  pleiita 
de  mou.  Cbristopher  Colum'  lie  say,  "Fadda,  giiiima  de  sttinip, 
I  go  fiuda  de  new  worbl."  His  fadda  be  laugh,  "  Ha!  ba!  "  just 
so.  Den  Cbristoplier  be  sa}%  "  WbaUi  xoii  maka  fun?  I  betta  yoti 
I  finda  a  new  world."  After  a  long  lime  bis  fjulda  .say,  "  lou 
go  Onda  de  new  world  and  bringa  it  over  bere."  Den  de  olda  man 
be  buy  bim  a  gripsack,  an'  giva  bim  boodle,  an'  nnika  liim  a  pre- 
sent of  three  sliips  to  come  over  to  deesa  contra.  Well,  Cbri.stopber 
Cobim  be  saila  an'  saila  for  a  gooda  man)'  day.  He  <lon't  see  any 
landa.  An'  be  say,  I  giva  fiva  doUar  bill  if  1  was  btick  in  Italia! " 
Well,  be  saila  an'  be  saila,  an'  vera  soon  be  strika  Coney  Island. 
Den  dat  maka  bim  ghid!  Vera  soon  be  coma  to  Castle  Ganien, 
an'  den  be  walka  up  Broadway  an'  be  feel  verd  btid.  He  find  outa 
dat  de  Irish  gang  has  gotta  i^ossession  of  New  Yorka!  He  don't 
lika  de  Irish,  an'  de  Sliamrocka  donUi  lika  him.  He  donta  go  vera 
far  before  a  pleasauta  maiiti  i-peaka  to  him.  He  .say,  "  Ho\v-a-you 
do,  Mista  Jones?  How  a-de  folks  in  Pittaburg?  "  Cbristoplier 
Colum'  be  say,  "  I  notta  Misla  Jones;  I  reada  de  pai>prs;  I  tliinka 
you  sella  de  green  gootls,  ba?  You  go  away  or  i  bioka  j-our  jaw  I " 
Den  he  shaka  bees  tistti  deesa  wtiy  an'  de  man  he  .'^kedadle.  Den 
he  tries  to  crossa  de  Broad-a-way,  but  it  fullti  de  muu  :tn'  he  canta 
swim.  Vera  soon  be  sees  a  ix)liceman  cbiba  de  man,  one,  two, 
three  times,  an'  he  feela  sicka  de  stom'!  Next  he  meeta  de  poli- 
ticians uppa  Tammana  Hall,  an'  dees  wanta  bim  to  niua  for  Alder- 
man, lie  getta  plenty  friend.  He  leariui  to  "setlom  op"  at  de 
bar  many  times.     Next  dtiy  he  hava  hcada  like  deesa! 

His  fadda  writa,  '*  Wby  you  notta  bringa  back  de  new  world? 
I  lika  to  bava  de  earth! "  Cbristoplier  Colum'  be  writa  back  dat 
New  Y'orka  is  already  in  de  hands  of  the  Shiunrocka.  Den  he 
goes  to  Ohio  and  buys  a  place  an'  callti  it  after  himself — Colum*. 
Soon  he  goa  broka  an'  takti  de  nexUi  train  home  iu  disgusta  because 
he  reada  in  de  paper  dat  de  Fair  in  '93  will  be  bokhi  in  Chicago. 


( 


— Many  a  man  who  thinks  himself  a  great  gun  is  nothing  but  a 
smooth-bore.  

— Miss  Alice  Parker,  a  Boston  lawyer,  in  an  article  in  the  ILmie  ( 
Journal  entitled  "  L:i\v  for  j\ly  Siiters,"  says:  "  Next  to  having  a  ( 
good  husbaiiti  alive  is  to  be  left  a  comfortable  widow."     No  doubt 
of  it.     And  a  good  thing  for  the  next  man,  too. — Cape  Cod  Item. 


— No  One  Would  Notice  It. — Foreman:  "  That  article  about  the 
McCoy  murder  has  all  pied.  What  shall  I  do?"  Editor:  "Shove 
tbe  type  together,  bead  it  "The  ix)litical  situation,"  and  place  it  in 
the  editorial  column." — Ameiican  Stationer. 
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These  "Words  No  Shakespeare  Wrote 


CojiyrllJlit.  li*-"*"-*.  '•>■  Jliiiiiii'li  t'o«iuil. 

The  Words  nml  Miiolcof  lliW  Smip  will  bi-  wnt  to  nny  mlilroos,  p<><it-paiil,  on  reoplpt  of  40 

oriitK.  oitliisaiiilniiytwoollifr  Stmu«  for  Out-  I'ollnr.  Iiy  II.  .1.  Ui-liiiiaii,  VM  I'lirlc 

Kort,  Nt'W  Voric  I'lty.     I'osUtKe  Mtiinips  tukni  xjinu-  ax  vui'li  rt>r  uU  our  ^ouiIh 

To  lilufliiiig  M.iry  paid  lu-r  svvci'ilic.-irt.  Hii;,'li, 

My  (larliii;:,  iiiu'lit  and  dny  I  (liiiik  of  yon. 

fomo,  |>liu'0  your  pn-tty  littU-  liaiid  in  iiiiiic. 

And  !»(>t'llv  \vlii!*|>ir  (o  luf.  I  am  tliiue. 

Dc.-piti'  tlio  fact  Iliat  wf  arc  rathir  i)oor, 

^Vc■  arc  rich  if  our  iiintiial  lovi-  ii»  cure, 

p'or  wluTi  two  loviiii;  lu'artei  beat  as  one, 

A  liapiiv  fiitun-  lias"  l)oiriui.  yes*,  yos. 

Tlifsf  words?  no  Sliatii-Hpoarc'  wrotf.  these  words  no  Byron  pcuned, 

jijor  j)(>ot  clasi!<ioal,  with  fancy  frii'. 
It  is"  an  liont'ct  litart  (ijHalvsi  to  a  precious  frteiitl, 

And  yet  it  soiiuds  like  purest  poetry. 

Tlio  son  leaves  home,  his  father  says  to  liini: 

"Mv  boy,  let  not  your  love  for  Uf  i;ro\v  ilnn, 

WhertVr  you  may  Ik;  on  a  foreign  >trand, 

Nrvtr  foiiret  your  native  fathcriand, 

Vi>ur  mother  will  pray  every  niirht  for  you, 

ltenuinl>er  her  lar<t  words,  •  be  ;:ci(idnncl  true,' 

And  mav  your  future  a  bright  siory  tell, 

I'.It>s  yi>"u."mv  boy.  farewell,  farewell!  "  yes,  yt-s. 

These  words'no  Shakespeare  wrote,  theje  words  no  Byrou  penned. 

Nor  poer  clasMieal.  with  fancy  free, 
Ii  is  a  father's  heart  siwaks  to  a  trusted  frieinl. 

And  yet  It  gounds  like  purest  pwlry. 

A  child,  whose  inotlicr  had  fallen  ill,  prayed  thus: 

'•Our  fatliei  u'raciously  watch  over  us, 

rpon  niv  knees  I  pray  I  he  best  I  can. 

Make  mother  well,  so  I  can  be  a  man. 

If  vo!i  will  only  listen  to  my  prayer, 

My  fov-  and  playtliiii;;s  with  me  you  shaH  share, 

Sly  candy,  soldieis,  more  than  I  can  tell, 

«  Milv  niak"'  my  dear  mother  well!  "  yes.  yes. 

Tlnsf  words  no  Shakespeare  wrote,  these  words  no  Byron  pcuned. 

Nor  poet  classical,  with  fancy  free. 
It  Is  a  helpless  ehilil  who  pleads  with  tiotl,  his  frlcud, 

And  yet  it  sounds  like  purest  poetry. 

One  day  a  l>02g.*»r  walkinc  'lonK  the  street, 
A  poor  niau  inft.  asked  him  for  bread  to  eat. 
The  latter  felt  the  former's  strait  was  sore. 
Said.  "  I've  two  nickels,  sorry  it's  not  more. 
Here's  one  for  you,  my  friend,  an  honest  deal, 

No«  we'll  >^o  i:\(  a  lir^f-class  eveiiliit;  meul, 

To-morrow,  if  I'm  in  a  lix  like  you. 

I've  done  the  best  that  1  eoidd  dol  "  yes.  yes. 

These  words  no  Shakespeare  wrote,  these  words  uo  Byron  penned. 

Nor  poei  clas-ieal.  with  fancy  free, 
'Tis  a  poor  human  heart  aidiui;  a  poorer  friend. 

And  yet  it  sounds  like  purest  poetry. 

»  »  »    ■ 


Empty  Is  the  Kitchen,  Biddy's  Gone. 


Written  and  Sunjt  by  stam  Pevcre. 


THE    DAY    I    LOST    ME    JOB. 

Copyrlgrht,  1891,  by  Frank  Hardltig 

Tlie  Word-i.-inrt  Music  of  tlils  Sonir  will  »•<>•  sent  tf)nny  nddreaH,  postpnfd,  on  receipt  of  40 

cent-i   or  till"  .'Old  luiv  twoother  s..iit.'s  for  one  bollai.hy  II.  J.  Wehm:iir,  l:«)  I'liik 

Kow,  New  York  City.    l'ust«Ki;  Maiiips  taken  saiiiv  us  eu.Hli  tor  all  our  kouUs. 


W.ird.-!  and  Mui<ic  by  OeoiKe  Marsli»d. 


I'm  nearly  driven  looney  since  the  day  1  lost  me  job, 

I'cl  iM'eil  «orkiii<i  for  the  uTocermati  I'at  Flyiin; 
But  be  bounced  me  without  warniiiL',  just  a  week  last  Friday  morning. 

For  he  noticed  I  had  taken  too  mucli  !,'in. 
Uo  paid  to  nie  my  wat'i  s.  and  then  I  started  home 

For  to  tell  me  family  all  about  tin- row; 
But  instead  of  svmpathi/.in<,',  sure,  they  turned  on  mo  like  pixcn. 

And  they  all  do  make  it  pleasant  for  nu;  no»v. 

C'HOUfS. 

I've  searched  the  city  like  a  Turk,  to  iry  and  Ret  a  stroke  of  work; 

Me  wife  she  wiix's  the  lloor  with  me  and  soaks  me  in  tlie  fob; 
Mv  two  sons  Dan  and  .Mickv.  sure,  they  beat  me  uikI  tliey  kick  mo. 

They  have  me  killed  entirely  since  the  day  I  lost  uie  job. 

They  locked  mc  nut  the  other  ni^'lit  without  a  bite  to  eat. 
'Twus  rainiiii;  an<l  me  clothes  i.V)t  very  damii; 
.    I  kicked  the  door  and  hollared,  hut  1  very  soon  ^;ot  collared 
Bv  an  oiKcer  that  took  me  for  a  tramp. 
He  fuuneil  me  with  his  cuduel,  and  I  made  my  escape; 

In  a  wairoii  round  the  corner  I  did  hide. 
And  soon  I  was  a-dozinj;,  In  the  morninir  I  was  frozen. 
And  from  the  cold  that  nijjht  I  nearly  died. 

Cuonus. 
I'm  ju-t  as  frightened  as  a  mouse,  I  dasent  go  inside  the  honsc. 

For  if  I  do  I'm  sure  to  be  attacked  by  the  mob; 
Ttiev  swear  that  I  am  la/v,  but  they've  nearly  drove  me  crazy. 
And  they  treat  mc  like  a  booby  siuce  the  day  I  lost  me  job. 

J         Mc  next  door  neighbor.  Murphy,  says  to  mo  the  other  day, 
•,  "Mr.  I{eai,'an.  will  you  have  a  drink  with  me?" 

And  for  to  soothe  nie  trouble,  sure,  I  dnuik  till  I  saw  double, 

And  we  both  tcot  on  the  divil  of  a  spree. 
We  then  got  in  an  ari^uinent.  I  don't  know  what  about, 

I'niil  Murphv  threw  his  fist  intoiny  face. 
And  the  <_'an<,'  all  gathered  round  me,  and  they  started  in  to  jMJund  mc. 
Then  with  mc  sure  they  tried  to  sweep  the  place. 
,  Cuonrs. 

(      I'm  Kctfing  humpbacked,  do  ye  see,  from  dodRlnij  lamps  and  crockery; 
)  I  think  they  mean  to  murder  me  and  have  mc  life  lM;j;ob; 

-      With  axes  they  do  chase  me,  and  w  ith  cowhides  they  do  lace  me, 
1  haven't  bad  uo  comfort  since  the  day  I  lost  me  job. 


Bend  voiir  name  and  oddrowi  to  H.  J.  AVehnian,  130  Park  Itow,  New  York  ("lly,  and  receive 

by  reruni  lunll  aemnplete  I'ataloKue  of  over  .'SKW  I'opiilar  KukIIkIi  and  iJerinan 

.•Soiiif.-'     Kree.     I'oMtaije  ^>tanl|>»  taken  Ktine  aseaxli  for  all  our  kikmId. 

Ill  a  Brooklyn  hash-house  lived  a  rosy  maid. 

Wrestling  pots  and  dishes  all  the  day. 
Frying  hasTi  and  beefsteak,  making  liver  stew, 

To  make  the  lioarders'  stomach  full  and  gay.  - 

One  cold  w  inter's  morning,  w  hen  all  was  siill  in  tieep, 

!She  alighted  from  her  couch  at  early  dawn,  I 

To  light  the  fire  (piickly  she  used  some  kerosene,  | 

Kow  the  kitchen's  empty,  Biddy's  gone. 

Chorus. 

Gone  to  meet  her  grandma  and  grab  a  pair  of  wings, 

No  more  she'll  rise  to  liglit  the  fires  at  <iawn; 
How  she  singed  her  eyebrows  and  her  caidiiiul  hair, 

Empty  is  the  kitchen,  Biddy's  {jone. 

In  licr  little  ciiaml)or.  packed  away  in  ice. 

Like  a  number  eleven  mackerel,  Biddy  lies;  ( 

No  more  she'll  roll  the  tlsh-balls  around  the  kitchen  floor,  ( 

Nor  mak(!  tlie  Ixiarders  liijin-rubber  pies.  y 

How  tilt'  stove  esphxlud  she  never  will  lell,  \ 

I'ut  lier  little  clothes  away  in  pawn.  ( 

Calii-lieaded  with  the  angels  now  she'll  Ijave  to  dwell,  ( 

Empty  is  the  kitchen,  Bidily's  gouc.  \ 

Ciionrs.  > 

Don't  molest  ttie  oil  can.  oh!  disturb  it  not,  / 

Wlien  you  light  the  flres  at  early  dawn;  l 

Now  she's  making  llap- jacks  for  the  angel  oand,  [ 
£uipty  is  the  kitchen,  Biddy's  gone. 


Do  All  the  Good  that  You  Can. 

CopyriKlit,  IM»1,  by  I    Krurli. 

The  Wiinl»  and  .Music  -it  this  Sonpr  « ill  1m"  fwiit  to  any  nddn-«,  p<>st  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  tliisuntl  any  twoutlier  S'>nK><  fur  Due  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Welniian,  I3U  I'ark 

Itow,  New  York  City.    roctJiice  Stamps  taken  Minie  aseiisli  for  all  our  vuods. 


V.'oni»by  1.  Kroeli.    3Iii.»lo  by  11.  F.  Smith. 


We  all  liave  to  b.attle  wiili  troubles  and  i>ains 

As  we  go  lliroiigh  the  ^trugg!e  of  life; 
And  off  ill  our  roaming  we  strike  narrow  lanes. 

Where  we  meet  Vvith  misfortune  and  strife. 
But  men  who  are  honest  most  hardships  can  brave 

That  on  life's  iiigge<l  road  m.'iy  be  spread; 
And  tlK>e  are  the  words  that  my  old  mulher  pave 

To  lier  lK)y  ere  her  spirit  had  tied: 

Ciionrs. 
Do  nil  the  gfMid  that  you  can.  and  in  after  years  you  will  fjiid 
That  charity  always  idceives  its  reward  in  the  peace  which  it  brings  to  the  mind. 
Bravene>s  wins  treasures  that  wealth  cannot  gain,  in  gladness  or  woe  l>e  a  man; 
And  always  remember  my  dying  request,  do  all  the  good  that  you  can. 

I  make  it  my  object  where'er  I  may  live 

For  a  person  in  trouble  to  pleaJ; 
And  when  it's  deserving  I'm  ready  to  give 

My  assistance  to  help  those  in  need. 
I  do  unto  others  as  I'd  be  done  to,  '  . 

And  consider  their  welfare  my  wivn; 
'Twas  mother  wlio  lold  me  this  course  to  pursue. 

And  to  uie  good  results  it  has  shown. -C'uouus. 


( 


maggie;ssecret. 

Tbo  Words  and  Music  of  tills  Sonjr  will  lie  Rent  to  any  address,  post  paid  on  receipt  of 
cents,  ortlds  and  any  two  ot  Iter  Hoiurs  for  One  Iii>llar.by  II.  J.  Weliiiiaii.  i:«i  Park 
How,  New  York  City.    PostnKe  Stamps  taken  iiainc  U8  cosh  for  all  uur  ycomia. 

CHi !  many  a  time  I  am  sad  at  heart. 

And  I  haven't  a  word  to  say; 
And  I  keep  from  the  lads  and  lasses  apart. 

In  the  meadows  a-makiug  liay. 
But  Willie  will  bring  me  the  first  wild-rose. 

In  my  new  sun-bonnet  to  wear; 
And  Kobin  will  wait  at  the  keeper's  gate. 

For  he  follows  me  everywhere  — 
'    But  I  tell  them  tliey  needn't  come  wooing  to  me. 
For  my  heart— my  heart  is  over  the  sea. 

Two  Summers  ago,  when  a  brave  sliij)  sailed 

Far  away  to  the  golden  West, 
Oh!  nobody  knew  that  my  heart  went,  too. 

For  the  secret  I  ne'er  confesseil. 
A  mother  took  leave  of  her  boy  tliat  day, 

I  could  hear  her  sob  and  cry. 
As  I  followed  her  back  to  lier  dreary  lionie. 

But  never  a  word  said  I 
But  you  see  that  they  needn't  come  wooing  to  mc. 
For  my  heart— my  lieart  is  over  the  sea. 

I  eat  by  his  mother,  one  mid-summer  day. 

And  she  looked  me  lliroiigh  and  through. 
As  she  spoke  of  Iter  lad  who  was  far  aw  ay. 

For  sh(!  guessed  that  I  loved  liiin,  too; 
She  turned  to  me  fondly,  and  whis|>ered  low: 

I  was  worthy  her  sailor-l)oy. 
My  foolisii  tears  they  began  to  flow, 

ThoUplh  my  heart  beat  high  with  joy- 
So,  you  see  tliat  they  needn't  come  wfK)ing  to  me. 
For  my  lieart  -my  liearl  is  over  the  sea. 


40 
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THE    OLD   BARN  FLOOR 

CopyriRht,  1887,  by  William  A.  Pond  &  Ca 


The  Words  aiid  Music  of  thin  Sonp  will  \>e  s<"ut  to  any  uddress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tlim  and  any  two  otlior  Sony's  furOiii-  Dollur,  by  II.  J.  U'l'lunun.lSU  I'ark 

How,  New  Vuik  Cily.    I'OAlaKc  Stamps  taken  sanio  lus  c-asli  for  all  our  Koods. 

Words  by  Ed.  Harri(^n.    Music  by  Pave  Braliain.  .     . -. 

When  de  miu  goes  down  an'  de  moon  comt-e  rouu', 

Don  II  po  get  your  gal  for  lo  bring;  ; ,   .    • 

Whar'dc  old  hose  fly,  oh,  lie  fliut  his  eye,.  ,-.         ■    ' '•: 

Worn  out  in  de  leg  au"  de  wing.  ■; 

Dc  pig  in  de  pen,  de  goose  an'  de  heu  ' " : .  ' 

Wake  up  for  to  look  in  de  door,  . 

When  ev'ry  nig  in  a  flat-f(Mit  jig, 

Dey  dance  on  de  old  baru  floor. 

Chorus. 

Will  a  bow,  wow,  w  ow,  wow,  wow,  wow.  wow,  wow.  come  in  and  Hhut  dat  door; 
Will  u  u;_'h.  ugh,  uuh,  ui;h,  ugh,  ugh,  ugh,  ugh,  white  man  knows  no  law. 
<'liick,  chick,  chick,  chick,  quack,  quack,  quack,  quack,  hear  dat  Shanghai  rour; 
Wid  a  cofk-a-doodic,  doodle,  doodle  do,  a  dance  ou  de  old  baru  floor. 

llow  a  we  did  hug  dat  a  old  brown  jug, 

So  a  full  to  de  drim  wid  de  juice 
Of  dc  sweet  white  corn,  coMie  a  take  a  horn, 

IfB  Oil  dig  carlh  for  to  use. 
<Jo  s^it  on  dc  keg,  your  hat  on  de  peg, 

(Jet  up  for  to  jig  little  more; 
Dat  l)ow>  dun  glide  on  de  old  time  fid', 

Come  dauce  ou  de  old  baru  flour. — CuoBCS. 

Play  a  hop  light  loo  to  Mi litidy  Sue, 

Good  a  lor' dat'e  dc  gal  for  lo  wing; 
For  Bhe'8  high  tip  dar  an",  I  do  declar', 

De  flddler  dun  broke  a  string. 
Come  join  in  de  pat  of  sweet  ham  a  fat, 

Swing  roun' wid  a  ehout  an"  a  roar; 
Den  all  hoe  down,  oh,  dat  nig  from  town 

Can't  dance  on  de  old  baru  floor.— CuoRUS. 


THE  PICTURE  THAT  IS  TURNED 
TOWARD    THE    WALL. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  M.  Witmark  &  Sons. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjf  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  111  is  and  any  two  other  .Son^s  for  One  Uollar,  by  II.  J.Uclinian,  130  Turk 

How,  New  York  City,     t'ostu^e  SlainpHCikcii  same  as  cit^h  foi'all  our  ^oods. 


Wonls  and  Music  bj  (."has.  Gialiain. 


Far  away  Iwyond  the  glamor  of  the  city  and  ita  strife 

There's  a  quiet  little  homesteud  by  the  sea. 
Where  a  tender,  loving  lassie  used  to  live  a  happy  life, 

(.'ontcnte<l  in  her  home  as  she  could  be; 
Not  a  shadow  ever  seemed  to  cloud  the  siinsliine  of  her  youth. 

And  they  thought  no  s(Htow  could  her  life  befall, 
l$ut  she  left  tliciu  all  one  evening,  and  their  sad  hearts  knew  the  truth 

W'lieu  her  father  turned  her  picture  to  the  wall. 

Refrain. 

There 'e  a  name  that's  never  epoken  and  a  inotlier's  heart  half-broken. 
There  is  just  another  missing  from  the  old  honn?,  that  u  all; 

Tlieie  is  still  a  memory  living,  there's  a  father  unforgiving. 
And  a  picture  that  ib  turued  toward  the  wall. 

They  have  laid  away  each  token  of  the  one  who  ne'er  returim, 

Kv'iy  tiiuket,  ev'ry  ribbon  that  she  wore; 
Tlio'  it  seems  so  long  ago  uow,  yet  the  lamp  of  hope  still  buruB, 

And  her  mother  prays  lo  see  lier  child  once  more; 
Tho'  no  tidings  ever  reach  them  what  her  life  or  lot  may  be, 

Tlio'  they  sometimes  think  she's  gone  lH;yi>nd  recall, 
TIktc's  a  tender  recollection  of  a  face  they  never  see 

lu  the  picture  that  is  turned  toward  the  wall.— Uefhain. 


N  E  L  L  I  E__CL  A  N  C  Y . 

ttopyright,  1890,  by  M.  AVitniark  &  Sons. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  tor  Due  lioUar,  by  II.  J.  Weliinan,  iSi)  Taik 

Uow,  N**w  York  city.     I'oslage  Stain{is  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  uur  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  George  C.  JIarslialL 


In  a  cottage  up  in  Harlem  there  lives  my  sweetheart,  Nell, 
On  Sniuiay  nights  1  call  on  her  sweet  love  tales  for  to  tell; 
We  sit  on  the  veranda,  midst  flowers'  Bweetest  scent, 
And  pass  such  pleasant  hours  away  in  liappiness,  couteut 

Chouus. 

Eyee  so  blue,  rosy  clieckp,  cherry  lij)S,  j>carly  tetlh. 
And  she  dresees  in  attire,  oh,  so  fancy; 
;      Her  smiles  are  so  sweet  and  her  form  so  trim  and  neat. 
Are  the  charms  of  my  own  Nellie  Clancy. 

In  the  evening  we  go  walking,  and  as  we  stroll  along 

We  pass  such  happy  moments  with  our  merry  jest  and  song; 

She  coa.xes  and  she  teases,  her  silvery  laugh  enchants, 

1  can't  resist  her  if  I  try,  she  has  such  an  artful  glance.— Chords. 

I'm  soon  to  ask  her  parents  if  I  can  wed  their  girl; 

Should  they  agree,  I'll  thank  my  stars  for  such  a  precious  pearl; 

Then  shortly  we'll  be  married  and  in  sunshine  we  will  dwell, 

I'll  know  no  care  or  sorrow  with  my  handsome  little  Nell.— Cuoaus. 


THE    ALMS-HOUSE    FIRE. 

Tuno— "Ten  Years  in  Cherrj- Hill. 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  IT.  J.  Wehnmn.  ISO  I'.irk  Row,  New  Y<>rk  Tily.nnd  nnselve 

by  return  mail  a  complete  V".->t«l»gue  of  over  .'•OtHil'opiilar  Kn^h.-ih  aii<l  Uernuui 

tiuugs—  bYee.    I'otttage  Sta  n  1 1  is  t  ak  en  sa  me  as  casli  for  all  ou  r  guuds. 


Written  by  Harrj-  Bari-on. 


Ye  citizens  of  Philadelphia,  who  don't  forget  tho  jioor. 

Come  listen  to  a  poor  man's  8<mg,  who  stands  outside  your  iloor— 

'Tis  all  about  the  Alms-house  fire,  that  occureil  the  other  night, 

A  tale  of  horrid,  ghastly  <lread  to  blanch  your  faces  white.  ' 

Fire!  Fire!  at  the  Alms-house,  where  the  crazy  jK>or  they  keeji. 

Sevt-u  hundred  poor  demented  souls  awakened  from  their  sleep. 

They  madly  rushed  from  pl.icc  to  place,  the  Ilanies  cr»-ep  higher,  higher! 

Oh:' who'll  describe  the  horrors  of  that  dreadful  Alms-house  flie. 


The  firemen  came  like  heroes,  worked  reckless  of  life  aiul  limb. 
They  plunged  into  the  seethinj;  llame,  where  d;iiiger  was  most  ri 
Tln'y  foimht  the  fire,  they  fought  the  smoke,  they  drag;,'cii  the  cr 
And  one  by  one  they  lowered  down — oh,  how  the  people  shout! 
Oh,  llremeii  of  Philadelphia,  befoie  I've  sang  thy  praise, 
Altliouj.'h  I  sing  with  feeble  note,  an  honest  voice  i  raise; 
Ah,  surely  in  the  hereafter  to  a  crown  you  may  aspire. 
Not  uiillions  would  repay  your  w  ork  at  the  dreadful  Alms-hous« 


fe; 
razy  out. 


file. 


And  now  the  fire  is  over,  its  fruit  a  score  of  dead. 
Ye  rich  of  Philadelphia  well  may  ye  hold  your  head, 
'"Tlie  Almshouse  is  a  tinder-box,"  ye  often  have  Ix-en  told. 
"  "I'ls  good  enough  for  paupers,  you  must  not  touch  our  goid," 
lias  ever  been  your  answer  unto  each  loud  api>eal. 

Ye  held  your  bonds,  ye  hugged  your  store,  ye  turned  your  liearla  to  steel; 
I  would  not  have  your  conscience,  think  of  that  funeral  pyie, 
*  Twenty  accusing  souls  rise  up  from  out  that  Alms-house  lire. 

Twenty  accusing  souls  will  stand  upon  the  judgment  day, 
Twenty  voices  rise  on  high  and  fiii.iiers  point  your  way; 
'i'liej-  will  chatge  you  with  foul  murder  and  verj  jusily,  too; 
Ye  hale  the  poor,  their  time  will  come,  ye  de\  ilish  canting  crew; 
>,o  wonder  meu  do  mutter  low  and  gather  in  tli.'  iiifrhl. 
Small  blame  if  they  grow  dt'sperate  and  whisper  with  lijis  wliite; 
Though  suffering  long  and  bearing  still,  beware  their  rising  ire. 
And  guard  hereafter  well  against  another  AlniH-house  fire. 


GEORG-A    WASHING-DONE. 

Georira  Wiisbinjrtlonc  vos  a  vera  gotxla  iiuin.  1 1  is  fadda  lie 
kceiiii  bigga  pltice  in  Wiisbiiigdoiic  Slrcfl.  He  litidda  g  teal  a  liigga 
lot  plaiit.'i  wees  cherra.  peadia,  i)liiiiia,  cliesl nulla,  jn-a  iitilla  an' 
Iciiian'  trees.  He  sella  to  iiiena  keepa  de  slandti.  Gooda  inaiia  lo 
Italiii  maua  vos  Georgti  W'asliiugtioue.  lie  li:ita  de  lii.sii.  Kicka 
dem  viiy  lika  dees. 

One  lay  weu  littaGeorga,  liis  son,  V()sde.ssa  lii.gli,  likti  de  lioppa 
glass,  he  lakX  liees  lilta  Latcliel  an'  lie  beginnti  lo  fo<»l  jironiid  de 
phice.     He  vos  veiti  fresh,  vos  litla  (Jleorga.     I'oula  si>oti  lie  ctitta  ' 
dow  na  de  cherra  tree  lika  dees.     Dat  sp.iihi  de  cherra  croj);!  for  de 
se.'isou.     Den  he  goa  rotind  trea  killji  de  banan' an' de  peaimlla.  I 

Poota  soon  Georgti's  faddti  coniii  rotinda  (piickti  likti  dees.  Den 
he  lifta  uppa  bees  lislti,  looka  likti  big  bunch  ;i  banan',  an'  be  vos 
jtist  goin'  to  giva  lilla  Georga  de  sniacka  de  snootu  if  lie  toldu  lie. 
llees  eyes  blaze  lika  dees.  i 

Lilta  Georga  he  say  in  bees  miuda — "  I  gitta  piincba  anyhow, 
so  1  tella  tie  square  ting."  So  he  liolda  uj)  bees  lilta  haiida  lika 
ikes,  au'  he  calla  "  Tiina! "' 

Den  he  saya,  "  Fadda,  I  ciiUa  tie  cherra  tree  weesu  uiia  owu 
litla  htilcliet!"  | 

llees  fiidda  he  sjiy,  "  Coma  to  de  baru  wcesa  me!  Lilta  Georgti, 
I  Wiinta  speeka  wees  yon!  " 

Den  bees  fadda  ciitta  big  dub,  and  be  spitla  Iiis  handa  lika  dees. 

Litla  Georga  .say,  "  Ftidda,  1  could  notla  tella  de  lie  bectiuse  1 
know  you  caugbta  me  dejid.i  to  rights!" 

Den  de  olda  man  he  smihi  lika  decs,  an'  he  tooka  lilla  Georga 
righta  down  to  Wall  street  Jin'  made  him  uprene/d  of  de  L'ultixl  Eiatta. 


MEMORIES    OF    THE    PAST. 

Cop:  right,  IIWI,  by  T.  IJ.  Ilarnis  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  iiaid,  on  n-eeipt  of  40  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Songs  for  One  I>ollar,liy  II.  J   Wehmaii,  13U  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.     I'ost.ige  Stamps  taken  sanie  asca.sh  for  all  our  guoUo. 

Woi-ds  by  I'ercy  Knig.sley.    Music  by  Cluui.  W.  A.  ball. 

I  li.at'  to  the  sweet  birds'  singing,  as  daylight  fades  away. 

And  think  of  old  familiar  scenes,  in  the  twilight  cold  and  gray; 

My  heart  it  thrills  with  ecstacy,  a  cliariu  by  memory  cast. 

As  1  ponder  o'er  those  happy  days,  tho"  but  memories  of  the  past.  .  .   , 

Chorus.  : 

Memories  of  the  past,  scenes  of  mirth  and  Voy; 
'   ••     Forget  them?  No!  I  never  can,  no  matter  how  I  try t 
Engraven  on  my  heart,  ril  wear  them  till  the  last; 
No 'weary  years  can  e'er  erase  those  memories  of  the  past. 

The  old  and  familiar  scenes  again,  how  strangely  new  they  seem; 

Like  some  old  song  and  cherished  strain,  in  the  music  of  a  dream. 

With  a  dear  form,  beloved  to  me,  in  love's  embrace  held  fast, 

I  would  give  the  wortd  to  recall  those  happy  days  now  of  the  past.— Ciiobub. 


tUl^miim-.m^ 
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MARY    ANN    KEHOE. 

Copyright,  187H,  by  Thomas  E.  Towel's. 


V^ 


The  Words  ami  Mimic  of  tliln  Sour  will  be  gent  to  any  adilre.<w,post(.aiil,  uii  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tins  and  any  twi.  other  Sonus  lor  one  L)ollur.by  H.  J.  Uehniaii,  i:;()  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.     I'ostatfo  StanipH  taken  gunieas  caiili  for  all  our  Kuo«l8. 

1  h.ive  a  (laiiKliter,  Miirv  Ann,  Miiry  .\nn,  my  daiighfi-r. 
She  fell  ill  love  witli  huiiip-lmck  Dan— .Mary  Ann  Kehoe; 

She'll  not  work  at  all,  at  all,  Mary  Ann.  my  ilanghter— 
UiU  fliruj  all  clay  btlow  iu  the  hall-  Mary  Auu  Kehoe. 

CUORl'S. 

Such  siparkiu^  and  larking, 

Mary  .\nn,  my  daughter; 
Faith:  iiU  day  lii  the  hallway, 

Mary  Ami  Kehoe.— (Kepeal.) 

llo,  ho,  ha,  ha!  Ough! 

Ev'ry  morn,  at  break  of  day,  Mary  .\nn,  my  daughter. 

She  riiii's  up  for  to  drink  her  tay.  .Mary  .\nii  Kehoe; 
Summer  dav,  when  ite  very  hoi,  .Mary  Ann,  my  daughter. 

She  goes  io  sleep  ou  the  ehilders  col,  Mary  Auu  Kehoe. 

■    .  Choris. 

•  Such  roarinj;  and  ><noriiig,  >  • 

Mary  Ann,  my  ilaunhler; 

I'm  era/.v,  elie's  lazy, 
V  ,      -  ■  Mary  .4un  Kehoe.— (Kepeat.) 

llo,  ho,  ha,  ha!  Ough! 

Ev'ry  night,  when  supjKJr  is  done.  Mary  Ann,  my  daughter. 
In  the  yard  she  meets  Burke's  blackguard  son,  .Mary  \\:i\  Kehoe; 

Kcd-headid  Uiirke's  an  accordeon  player,  .Mary  .\ui\.  my  daughter, 
Aud  lUey  dttuce  to  the  luue  of  "  Slobbery  Days,"  ilary  Auu  Kehoe. 

CuoRis.  ' 

Such  reeling  and  sjieiling, 
.  Mary  Ann,  my  daughter, 

AVith  a  hoj>,  skip,  aud  a  do  dip, 
Mary  Ann  Kehoe.— (Kepeut.) 
llo,  ho,  ha,  lia!  Ough! 


THE     FADED    ^QAT     OF     BLUE. 

The  Words  and  M\i.'<ieof  this  Sonf?  will  be  sent  to  any  addresw,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents   or  tlii.s  ami  any  two  other  SoinfS  lor  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehninii,  IHO  I'urk 

Ko'w.  Sow  York  City,     hostage  Stumps  taken  same  as  ca-«h  for  all  our  goods. 

Mv  brave  lad  he  eleeps  in  his  faded  coat  of  blue, 

In'a  lonely  trrave  unknown  lies  the  heart  that  heat  80  true; 

lie  sank  faint  and  hungry  among  tile  famishe<l  brave. 

And  they  laid  him  sad  aud  lonely  within  his  uaiucless  grave. 

CUORUS. 
No  more  the  bugle  calls  the  weary  one, 

Kesil,  noble  fpint,  in  thy  >;rave  unknown! 

I'll  tind  you,  and  know  you.  among  the  good  and  true. 
Wheu  a  robe  of  while  is  givtu  for  the  faded  coal  of  blue. 

lie  cried — "CJive  mc  water  and  just  a  little  crumb. 

And  my  mother  she  will  bless  you  througli  all  the  years  to  come; 

l)li'  tell  my  sweet  sister,  so  <;entle,  ko<mI  and  true. 

That  I'll  meet  her  up  iu  lieaveu,  iu  my  faded  C()at  of  blue.'"— Cuont's. 

lie  cried—"  My  dear  comrades,  you  cannot  take  me  home. 

But  you'll  mark  my  grave  for  mother,  shell  tind  me  if  bhe'll  come; 

1  fear  she'll  not  know  me,  aniolisi  the  good  and  true, 

When  1  meet  her  up  iu  heaven,  iu  uiy  faded  coat  of  blue."— Cuonts. 

Long,  long  years  have  vanished,  and  though  he  comes  no  more. 
Yet  my  heart  will  startling  beat  wilh  each  f(K)tfail  at  my  door; 
I  gaze  o'er  the  hill  where  he  waveil  a  list  adieu. 
But  uo  gallant  lad  1  tee,  iu  his  faded  coal  of  blue.-CuoKfa. 

No  sweet  voice  vv.ms  there,  breathing  soft  a  mother'*  prayer. 
But  thero's  One  who  takes  the  brave  and  the  true  in  tender  care- 
No  stone  niaiks  the  soil  o'er  my  lad  so  btave  and  true, 
In  hm  lonely  grave  he  sleeps,  iu  his  faded  coal  of  blue.— Cuorus. 


THE     SKIPPER     AND     HIS     BOY. 


.f  this  Sontt  » ill  be  s>-nt  to  any  addrCK.",  post  paid,  on  re.fipt  of  iO 
cents;  Vjr'tiiisVnd  :iny  twootln-r  Sony's  tor  On.-  iMllar,  by  H.J..  W  ehnian,  lao  Turk 


I  The  Words  and  MumIi: 

!nts;  or  this  mid  ......  . 

Uow.  New  York  City. 


,»oiiin    .1, /ii,ir,i,/iv^<i'     •'..,,.*.,  "J     ,..»..--..- — 

l'o.sta({e  Stumps  taken  same  us  cask  for  all  oar  Koooa. 


The  sea  ran  high  and  the  w  iiid  was  wild 
^VIlell  the  skipper  called  to  his  only  child: 
'•  My  boy.  if  fears  assail  thee  now, 
(io.  jiray  in  silence  down  below." 
'•  Fear!"  cried  the  boy,  "I  know  not  fear, 
Fatht  r.  when  thy  right  hand  is  near; 
Kilt  merry  it  is  o'er  the  waves  so  high 
To  tide  together,  my  father  aud  1." 

"  Mother  will  walch  from  the  door  and  pray 
For  us  both,  dear  father,  till  break  of  day; 
And  she'll  be  the  first,  w  heu  her  prayer  is  done. 
To  catch  si^rht  of  our  sail  'neath  the  morning  sun." 
••  Yes.  ves,  "  quoth  the  skipper,  biief  and  stern— 
"To-morrow  shall  see  our  bark  return 
O'er  ilie  green  waves;  "iiealh  the  moruing  sky 
We'll  ride  together,  my  boy  aud  1." 

She  is  watching,  watching— but  nevermore 
Will  that  gallant  skipjicr  return  to  shore; 
The  bov's  black  handkerchief  lies  on  the  sand. 
It  was  tied   round  his  neck  with  her  parting  hand; 
And  all  that  doth  of  the  skipper  remaiu 
Is  the  compass  lie  shall  never  use  again; 
Bnt  she  knows  that  now  on  the  jasper  sea 
They  ride  together,  his  father  and  he.  * 


'Tis  Hard  to  Give  the  Hand  Where  the 
Heart  Can  Never  Be. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonK  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  ol 
cents;  or  this  and  ar.y  two  other  Souks  forUiie  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  I'ark 


of  10 


Uow,  Mew  York  City.    PostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  voods. 


Tho'  I  mingle  in  the  throng  of  the  happy  and  the  gay. 
From  the  mirth  of  dance  aud  song  1  would  fain  be  far  away; 
For  I  love  to  use  no  wile,  and  I  can  but  deem  it  ein 
That  the  brow  would  wear  a  smile  when  the  soul  is  sad  within; 
Tho'  a  parent's  stern  command  claims  obedience  from  me. 
Oh!  'tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the  heart  can  never  be; 
Oh!  His  bard  to  give  the  baud  where  the  heart  can  never  be; 

I  have  sighed  and  suffered  long,  yet  have  never  told  my  grief, 

111  the  liope  that  for  my  wrong  time  itself  will  find  relief. 
I  will  ow II  uo  rebel  thought,  and  I  will  not  wear  the  chain 
That  for  me  must  still  be  fraught  with  but  misery  aud  pain; 
In  all  else  1  will  be  blaud,  but  iu  this  1  must  be  free, 
Aud  1  will  not  give  the  baud  w  here  the  heart  can  never  be; 
Aud  I  will  not  give  the  haud  where  the  heart  cau  uevcr  be. 


1. 


THE    MOON    BEHIND    THE    HILL. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  addres-i,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Sonics  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stani|>s  taken  same  as  cash  forall  our  goods. 

I  watched  last  night  the  rising  moon  upon  a  foreign  strand, 
'Till  niem'ries  came,  like  flowers  of  June,  of  home  and  fatherland — 
I  dreamt  I  was  a  child  once  more,  iK'side  the  rippling  rill — 
When  first  I  saw,  in  days  of  yore,  the  moon  behind  the  hill; 
Wheu  first  1  saw,  iu  days  of  yore,  the  moon  behind  the  hill. 

It  brought  mc  back  the  visions  grand  that  purpled  boyhood's  dreams; 
Its  youtiiful  loves,  its  happy  land,  as  bright  as  nioruinc  beams; 
It  brought  me  back  the  spreading  lea,  the  steeple  and  the  mill, 
I'ntil  my  eyes  could  scarcely  see  the  moon  lielund  the  hill; 
Uutil  my  eyes  could  scarcely  sec  the  moon  behind  the  hill. 

It  brought  me  back  a  mother's  love  until,  in  accents  wild, 
I  prayed  her  from  her  home  above  to  guard  lier  lonely  child; 
It  brought  me  one  across  the  wave,  to  live  in  mem'ry  still; 
Ii  brought  me  back  my  Mary's  grave,  the  moon  behind  the  hill; 
It  brought  me  back  my  Mary's  grave,  the  moon  behind  the  hill. 

And  there,  beneath  the  silvery  sky,  I  lived  life  o'er  again; 

I  counted  all  its  hoi>es  gone  by,  1  wept  at  all  its  pain; 

And  when  I'm  gone,  oh!  may  some  tongue  the  minstrel's  wish  fulfill, 

Ami  still  rememlier   him  who  sanj;:  the  moon  behind  the  hill — 

Aud  Blill  remembtr  Uim  who  6txug:  the  moou  bt-liiud  Uie  bill. 


-•-»-•- 


STILL,    STILL   IN    DEBT. 

Written  and  Sung  by  J.  C.  lUcb. 

Send  vonr  name  and  address  to  It.  J  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  fMty,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  aconiplete  Catalogue  of  over  SOOU  Popular  English  and  (jleriuaa 

iiouKi)— Free.     I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  aseasli  for  all  our  kihmIs. 

Once  I  was  the  gayest  in  the  land. 

With  wealth  and  servants  at  my  command; 

Once  1  had  bright  gold  in  store. 

Now  I  am  the  poorest  of  the  poor. 

Chorus. 

Still,  still  in  debt,  still,  still  in  debt. 

Where  has  my  money  gone  to  that  to  me  was  left? 

Where  are  my  clothes  in  which  I  cut  the  fashion  fine? 

My  uncle  has  got  them  for  some  coin. 

Still,  still  iu  debt,  still,  still  iu  debt! 

Once  with  lords  and  dukes  I  could  dine. 

And  turn  out  iu  fashiou  fine; 

Ouce  the  dautiest  of  bits  I  could  eat^ 

Now  I  know  not  the  taste  of  meat.— Chokvs.  ' 

To  go  to  work  I  thick  it  is  a  sin, 
1  have  done  none  for  years,  so  shall  not  begin; 
When  1  think  of  work  it  makes  me  sweat. 
So  I  shall  have  to  remaiu  iu  debt.— C'uoBus. 


LITTLE    ROSEBUD. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  | 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Uow,  New  Y'ork  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Little  Rosebud,  are  yon  lonely  now  I  am  so  far  away? 

For  of  you  I'm  thinking  only,  as  I  ever  sadly  stray; 

Since  from  you  I  sweetly  parted,  earth  has  no  delights  for  me, 

Aud  I  wauder,  heavy-hearted,  o'er  the  laud  and  o'er  the  sea. 

Chorus. 

Little  Rosebud,  are  you  lonely  now  I  am  so  far  away? 
For  of  you  I'm  thiukiug  ouly,  as  1  ever  sadly  stray. 

Little  Rosebud,  I  am  coming  home  to  see  you  once  again. 

For  I'm  weary  now  of  roaming,  drifting  o'er  the  stormy  main; 

Will  you  welcome  the  ranger  to  the  sunshine  of  your  smile? 

Then  shall  sadness  be  a  stranger,  aud  life's  sweetest  joys  beguile.— Chorus. 
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BE     MY     MOTHER     TILL     I    DIE. 


Words  l>y  Elmer  Riian  Coutes.    Slusic  nn-angred  by  Septimus  Winiior. 


The  Wnrds  nnd  Music  of  tills  Sonsr  will  Itc  sent  to  any  address,  i>ost-{>nid.on  rt'ceipt  of 
cents;  or  this  and  any  t»o  other  Sonjis  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^\  ehniun.  i:!0  I'luk 
Kow,  New  York  City.    1  osiat^e  tstainps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  floods. 

Liidics,  sonjc  one  be  ni}-  motlier,  then  'twill  seem  that  I  am  home; 
I'll  iniaizine  I'm  a  brother,  heaiins;  each  familiar  tone; 
lint  1  want  a  mother  near  me,  wilh  that  heaven  in  lier  eye, 
Ladiet>,  eoue  oue  be  my  uiuthcr,  be  my  mother  till  I  die. 

Chorus. 

Now  I  feel  my  wound  is  mortal, 

Soon  I'll  breathe  my  parting  eigh, 
LadieH,  gome  one  be  my  mother,  ■    , 

Be  my  mother  till  I  die. 

Long  before  I  was  a  Poldicr,  long  before  I  fought  atid  bled. 
In  our  collage  all  the  dear  ones  thus  would  gather  round  my  bed. 
Uo  not  treat  me  as  a  stranger,  let  me  feel  a  brother's  tie; 
Oue  of  you  I  want  as  mother,  be  my  mother  till  I  die. 

CHonrs. 
-.■■'■'    Soon  no  wicked  war  will  harm  me; 
Angels  bringing  i)oaoe  ere  uigh; 
Ladies,  some  one  be  my  mother. 
Be  niy  mother  till  I  die. 


40 


BIRDIE    DARLING-.     ' 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiipr  will  be  ."cut  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  lu 

c«nts;  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Soiitts  forOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Welinian,  i:iO  I'ui  k 

How,  New  York  ( 'ity.    I'ostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  K^ods. 


Fly  across  the  ocean,  birdie,  fly  beyond  that  gloomy  sea; 
There  j<;u'll  And  a  truant  lover,  who  has  pledged  his  life  to  me. 
Tell  him  how  my  heart  was  aching,  aching  that  I  gave  him  paiu; 
That  iiiy  pride  w  ill  not  allow  him  to  leeall  those  words  again. 

Chouus. 
Birdie,  birdie,  darling  birdie,  do  not  tarry  on  the  way; 
Wlieii  you  hear  the  ocean  muruiur,  birdie,  birdie,  fly  away. 

Take  with  you  this  glossy  ringlet,  place  it  on  his  bosom  bare; 
Tell  him,  birdie,  to  n^member  how  my  curls  have  nestled  there. 
Lei  him  cill  lo  mind  I  be  moments  when  our  hearts  were  both  so  frge. 
When  lie  pledged  liis  life  forever  unto  me,  yes,  unto  me.— CuoKfs. 

Let  him  think  how  once  he  faltered,  near  the  w  indow,  by  my  side. 

When  he  afked  me  would  1  love  hiui — when  he  asked  me  for  liig  bride. 

Fly  away  now,  birdie  darling,  stay  no  more  to  hear  me  sigh; 

There  uow,  blesis  you,  birdie,  bless  you,  bear  my  message  through  the  eky.— Cno. 


I    m  %  m    I 

DARLING    BESSIE    OF   THE    LEA. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thi*t  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  i-fi-t-ii-t  of  10 

cents;  or  this  ami  any  tn  o  other  .Solids  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \\  ehiiiau,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostOKe  iSturiipstakeii  same  as  cassh  forall  our  (;oo<ls. 

Oh!  I  wander  "mid  (he  roses,  ill  the  golden  summer  time. 

And  listen  to  the  streamlet,  while  it  rings  a  merry  chime; 

But  far  sweeter  than  the  roses,  or  the  streamlet  unto  me, 

The  sun-bright  face  of  Be.■^^<ie,  darling  Bessie  of  the  lea.  ■ 

Chouus. 
•;'       Oh!  she  is  the  sweetest  flower  ever  sent  to  comfort  me; 
Pure  and  gentle  as  au  angel,  darling  Bessie  of  the  lea. 
Yes,  she  is  the  sweetest  flower  ever  tent  to  comfort  me; 
1  love  that  little  fairy,  darling  Bessie  of  the  lea. 

Not  a  bird  in  all  the  wild-wood  but  will  answer  to  her  call; 
Oh!  most  I  love  tlie  twilight  when  the  |)carly  dew-drops  fall; 
Then  she  meets  nic  in  the  valley,  and  she  kindly  welcomes  me — 
My  bouiiie  star  of  evening,  darling  Bessie  of  the  lea.— CiioBirs. 

Oh!  the  honey-bee  may  linger  where  the  buds  and  blossoms  grow. 
The  gentle  breeze  of  summer  in  its  fnigrance  come  and  go. 
But  they  all  will  pass  unheeded,  for  wherever  she  may  be. 
My  heart  is  full  of  Bessie,  darling  Bessie  of  the  lea.— Chouus. 


Mother,  Do  Not  "Weep  for  Me. 

Copyrighted  by  Glenn  &  Doutiick.         - 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soup  will  l»e  sent  to  any  address,  post-iiaid,  on  n-cnipt  tif  lO 

cents;  orfliisaiid  any  two  otiier  Sunns  for  One  Dollar, by  H.  J.  Wehiiiaii.  l:iO  Park 

Uow,  New  Vork  City,    rostatje  Stiuiips  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  KooUb. 

Woi-ds  by  Jas.  V.  Glenn.    Music  by  Chas.  C.  Douti  ick. 


Kiss  me,  mother,  I  am  going  to  the  home  of  angels  blest,  .  ••" 

Where  ther<?'s  never  any  weeping,  where  the  soul  will  be  at  rest. 
We  will  meet  wheie  there's  no  parting,  but  eternal  life  shall  be; 
Though  this  parting  makes  you  weary,  mother,  do  not  weep  for  me. 

C'Honus. 
Good-bye,  mother,  I  am  dying,  it's  so  dark  I  cannot  sec. 
Kiss  me  now,  but  when  I  leave  you,  mother,  do  not  weep  for  mc. 

"  Good-bye,  mother,  I  am  dying,  come  and  kiss  me  ere  1  go! "' 

Spoke  a  mother's  little  darling,  while  her  tears  did  downward  flow; 

Then  she  to  her  aching  bosom,  softly,  gently,  raised  it«  head; 

Kissed  him  with  a  mother's  fervor,  ere  her  little  one  was  dead.— Chouus, 

In  that  home  that  once  was  hajipy,  there  is  nothing  now  but  gloom; 

On  the  door-bell  crape  is  hanging,  shutters  bo.v'd  a  darkened  room. 

Some  one's  lost  a  little  darling,  some  one's  paning  now  eiidearsj 

Some  one's  mem'ry  will  be  cherished,  some  one's  joy  uow  end  in  tears.— Cuo. 


The  Drummer  of  the  Sixty-Ninth. 

Written  and  t'oiiUH>sed  by  J.  K.  Mitchell. 


TJit-  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonvT  will  lie  sent  to  any  addles.*.  |K>st-|>aid,on  receipt  of  M 

eeiits;  or  tins  and  any  two  other  Soiikrs  for  <  >ne  Ikillar,  by  11.  J.  W  ehniaii,  ISO  I'ark 

Uow,  New  Voi'k  City.    IVstaKe  StaMi|»<  taken  same  us  cash  for  all  our  ituoda. 


The  sound  of  martial  music  my  senses  steals  away; 
Beside  a  band  of  music  graiui.  I'd  lu.irch  the  live-long  day. 
The  Sixty-ninth's  my  favorite,  they  always  take  the  prize. 
Aud  off  the  man  who  plays  the  drum  1  litver  take  my  eyes. 

Choiii-?. 
For  he  bangs  the  drum  with  a  i)nm-i>iim-|)iim  in  a  Ptyle  that  drives  me  cnzy; 

And  the  way  he  whacks  and  bangs  anil  cracks  will  prove  he  isn't  lazy. 

My  head  goes  bum]>  when  he  <;ives  a  lliiimp,  he's  a  blooming  "  Irish  "daisy," 

And  I  dream  all  night  till  ilie  broad  daylight  of  the  druiumer  of  the  Sixty-uinth. 

Somelimps  I  dreniu  my  lio.Trfs  a  drum,  that  ever  beats  a  bang; 

I  thinks  he  wliacUs  me  with  a  slick  as  from  his  neck  I  hang. 

And  wbei:  he's  banged  and  b:iiige(l  until  1  think  that  I  shall  break. 

The  band  w  ill  of  a  siuldeii  stop,  ami  then,  of  course,  I  wake.— Chorcs. 


He  is  the  pride  of  all  the  girls,  the  envy  of  the  men. 

And  lots  of  dudes  would  like  to  l)e  like  him.  just  five  f«et  ton. 

There's  no  niistake,  he  takes  the  cake,  and  iiuikon  the  ciiy  hum. 

For  everybody  walke  licsido  the  man  who  bauj^s  the  driiiii. — CuoRCS 


A 


LARG-E    SCHOONERS. 


.y 


./.. 


T»ine-"  While  Winjfs." 


Send  your  nnnie  and  nddn'ssto  JI.  .T.  Weliinan,  l.Ki  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  reeelre 

by  return  nmil  nconipictc  Cat-iloKue  of  over  ."khk)  i'opular  Kntrlish  and  (iennau 

SouK!>— I'ree.    rof^tu;;e  Stumps  taken  Mime  u.s  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 


Words  \>\  .).  Ijcstei-  Kaymond. 


'  Sail  home,  full  of  sours  and  punches. 

1  stM-iger  along  on  both  sides  of  the  street. 
Chock  full  of  Snyder's  big  lunches. 

My  darling  will  Iblnk  Tine  overcome  by  the  heat. 
High  up,  in  the  tiftli  floor  we're  abi<liiig, 

Thai's  where  my  darlini;  with  a  club  waits  for  me. 
L;iy  low.  ill  a  brev\er\  I'm  hidinir. 

Bracing  iiif  courage,  my  dear.  lo"face  thee! 
'^'o!  ho!   have  you  beard  the  news'r 
Ho!  papa  he's'ou  a  booze. 

CllOUfS. 

Lifting  schooners!  from  the  bar  I'm  never  parted, 
I  linger  in  front  of  it  so  gay  and  so  free; 

Night  nmies.  I'm  as  fresh  as  I  started, 
I'll  take  in  four  schooners  and  float  lioiiie  to  thee. 

Roi;  home,  full  of  tntid  and  devotion, 

I  long  for  my  dailinji.  I.izzic",  so  dear; 

Steer  home,  with  a  (iignilied  motion. 

Choking  from  "rats"'  and  dizzy  from  l»eer. 
Sail!  home,  the  pleilge  I'll  be  takliii:. 

To  please  my  d;irling,  who  has  lots  of  tin; 
,  Alone:  home,  loud  shirts  she  ii-  making. 

While  I'm  ai  the  bar  here  blowing  it  iu. 

"Vo!   ho!   I  have  the  shakes 

When  I  see  large  snakes.— Cuours. 


BONNIE   SWEET   BESSIE,   THE 
MAID    OF    DUNDEE. 

Copyright,  1873,  liy  White,  Smith  &  Pen  y. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  poid.  on  receipt  of  M 
cents,  or  this  and  an.v  twooiher  Son^s  forOiif  Dollar,  by  If.  J.  W.liumn,  13il  Park  | 

Row,  New  York  Citj'.     I'o.stajfc  Clamps  taken  sjiuie  as  cash  for  all  our  floods. 

By  J.  r.  Gilbeil. 


.\  highland  laddie  there  lived  o'er  the  way, 

A  laddie  bolh  noble,  and  gallant  and  gay. 

Who  loved  a  lassie  as  noble  as  he, 

A  boniiie  sweet  lassie— the  maid  of  Dundee. 

This  lassie  had  lands,  but  the  laddie  had  uane. 

And  yet  lo  her  it  was  all  the  same. 

For  dearly  she  loved  him,  and  said  she  knew 

This  lad<l'ie,  dear  laddie  was  glide  and  true. 

Ere  years  or  even  months  had  fled. 

This  laddie  and  lassie  were  happily  wed; 

Nae  iH'tter  wifey  e'er  liveti  on  the  lea 

Than  l>onnic  sweet  Bessie,  the  maid  of  Duiideel 

A  happier  haine  uae  mon  ever  had 

Than  iliis  that  held  twa  hearts  sae  glad. 

And  ne'er  did  Bessie  have  cause  to  rue 

Her  wedding  this  laddie,  sae  gude  and  true. 

But  sorrow  came  to  her  heart  one  day. 

And  her  dear  darlin'  was  taken  away. 

Then  oh!  how  sad  and  lone  was  she. 

Poor  boiinie  sweet  Bessie,  the  maid  of  Dundee. 

And  when  in  the  ground  her  darlin'  they  laid, 

ller  heart  then  broke,  and  she  fervently  prayed, 

**  O  CJod  in  heaven,  let  mo  go,'  ten). 

And  be  wi'  my  laddie,  sae  gude  and  truel " 


—Every  tinie  you  tell  the  truth  you  add  to  your  strength  of  cha- 
racter. 
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A    MESSAGE    FROM    MOTHER 

Ihe  Wor<U  anil  Miisiocf  tliLs  Soiiir  will  l>e  sriit  to  any  atlUrfws,  poHt-piiiii,  on  n-crlpt  of  10 

cvnt«,  or  tills  uiuluiiytrtootluT  Soiii;n  I  or  One  liollitr,  by  II.  J.  Wfhiimn,  130  I'lirk 

itow.  New  V'ork  City.     I'o.stttUf  Stiiinp.s  taken  same  as  eufli  for  uU  our  t;ouUii. 

1  had  II  nR>^!';lLro  from  inotlur  this  moruinj;, 
11  lilh'il  my  sad  heart  with  joy; 
,  It  iirmmht  lilt-  ^'iad  tidiii;;^  of  homo  ami  from  luvod  ouc-s, 

.    ,  SheV  iKit  for^'ot  liiT  hoy. 

Slu' ca>8  ihey  are  Ii>iu'ly,  ami  wiitchliiK  foriny  comiug 

Itack  i>>  the  iiltl  home  auaiii; 
I  will  Ik-  •.Ti'vltil  with  joy  and  with  giuiluess. 
For  tlu'y  all  love  mc  the  »amc. 

Ciioni'9. 
1  Imd  a  iiu>ssaj.'o  from  motlier  iliis  moruing, 

U  Jilli'd  my  ''^'^l  li>art  w  illi  joy; 
It  hroiiiiht  mo  iilad  tidim;!*  from  home  ami  of  lovcil  ones, 

t>iic"e  not  forgoltfu  her  boy. 

1  liatl  a  mcsaage  from  mother  this  moriiin<;. 

And  all  the  hived  oiii's  at  home; 
Tliey  afk  me  to  come  hark  once  more  to  the  Uome(>tead, 

Never  aiiaiu  from  it  to  roam; 
Often  my  heart  turns  to  cciues  of  my  childliooil, 

Briirht  happy  «hiv--»  of  my  youth, 
To  liie  old  cthool  and  the  elmrtli  on  the  hillside. 

Where  1  was  taiiL'hl  love  and  truth. -Cuouus. 


BRING    DOWN    YOUR   WANTS 
TO    YOUR    MEANS. 

(^PyriKlit,  1873,  by  Sep.  Wiuuer  it  Son. 
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il  Don't  Think  He  11  Do  It  at  Present. 


Written  l.y  T.  K.  Finder. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Roncr  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  pojit-paid,  on  receipt  of 
cents    or  this  and  an  V  two  other  Son^s  for  One  Dollar,  Ijy  H.  J.  AVehnmn,  i;W  l-ark 
Uow   Uew  York  city.     Tostage  Stanii>s  taken  same  as  oaah  foi*  all  onr  tfoods. 

My  tailor  he  wanted  a  check  for  his  bill, 

1  don't  think  lie'll  j:et  it  at  present; 
1  i-:iid.  '■  1  will  pay  yon  with  pleasure,  I  will," 

but  I  don't  think'ril  do  it  at  prei^eut. 


10 


►  j 


I  i;ave  hiiu  a  fe:it  oti  a  yoft-bottoiiied  chair, 
He  didn't  ol>!-erve  that  a  piu  was  put  there; 
I'd  like  to  f^it  down!  now  he  nays  with  a  »wcar, 
liut  I  don't  think  he'll  do  it  at  pres^eut. 

Lord  n.indy  would  step  into  Bcacousfleld's  shoes, 

I  don't  think  he'll  do  it  at  i)resent; 
Ho  faticies  he'll  bo-s  the  job  over  the  blues, 

1  don't  iliink  he'll  do  it  at  present; 
No  doubt  he  is  eUver  and  soon  a*  he  can 
He'll  lead  with  eclat  the  Tory  clan. 
And  try  on  the  hat  of  the  Grand  Old  Man, 

Hut  1  don't  think  he'll  tlo  il  at  present. 

The  ladies,  pome  dav,  will  not  go  in  for  dress, 

I  don't  think  they'll  do  il  al  pre-ent; 
I5ird-iaL'i-s,  if  worn  then,  in  si/.e  will  be  Icea, 

I  don't  think  they'll  do  it  at  present. 
T<»  w  hisper  a  seciet  I  feel  just  inclined, 
'I'he  I'ostmaster-tieneral  say*  he's  a  iniud 
To  ask  tlam  to  (arrv  his  parcels  behind. 
But  i  dou't  thiidi  lie'U  do  it  at 


present. 


■^»  ■» 


T  R  A  Y     BO  N  G . 

SiuiK  I'V  Mi-^  l^uzif  Viilioso. 


.Send  votir  njoiiefiiiaaddi-eii^to  11.  J.  Welinmn,  l:i«  Park  Kow,  Now  York  City,  and  receive 

by  ret  111  11  iii.iil  aeoiiiplit"'t-'a'al"/iieof  over'"><io  Popular  KiikIisIi  ami  Ceriiian 

Soiii;»    Kree.    I'ostane  •Slami's  taken  same  as  euah  for  all  our  tjoods. 

List  simimor  I  wont  aw.-iy 
To  I-  raiici;  to  spi  lid  iny  holiday; 
Uliil-t  1  \\as  lliere  in  love  I  fell 
\Vi!h  what  you  would  call  a  nice  French  girl; 
]  won  her  al  once,  this  charmer  so  meek, 
lint  fell  very  ba.-bfiil     no  Frenrli  could  1  speak, 
The  laiiicua'.'e  I  could  not  >;<-l  into  my  head; 
1  thou^hl  She'd  be  vexed,  but  she  only  f^aid: 
(.HOltlS. 

Tray  bons;,  tray  bon:.'.  tray  Iioiil',  tray  boiiij. 
That's  what  till- Kreiicli  irirl  said  all  alonj,'; 
Whatever  I  did  I  could  never  do  wron>;, 
She  only  said,  tray  bonj,',  tray  bouj;. 

She  told  mc  tray  bonj;  meant  that's  good. 

And  teach  mc  more  she  really  would; 

In  fact,  she  said,  before  you  t,o 

>!e  teach  you  more  than  you  now  know; 

She  took  me  to  see  the  si^'hts  in  France, 

The  ^av  mobille  an<l  can-can  dance; 

A  kiss  or  a  s<|iiee/.e  she  never  deiiie'l, 

but  always  seemeil  pleased  and  gayly  replle<l:     (.'uokl's. 

At  last  1  found  T'd  lost  my  rinjf. 
My  watch  and  chain,  my  iiurse  and  pin, 
Aud  lookiiij;  lound  1  lost  my  belle, 
Aiid  found  out,  alas,  she  was  a  s»'ll; 
I  raved  Jo  the  iiolice,  said,  I'd  lost  my  tin; 
They  misunderstfjod  mc  tiiid  soon  ran  me  In, 
So  w  hen  1  cot  home  in  old  Kiiu'land,  you  1m;I^ 
I  told  ail  my  pals  1  shall  never  forget— 
Ciioiifs. 
Tray  boni;,  that's  {;ood,  tniy  bonp,  tray  bong, 
.      It  seems  to  run  in  my  head  the  day  Ion;;; 
■■■-■     -■■■  If  you  K"  to  France,  mind  you  do  not  >;o  wrong, 
'  '     For  the  girls  are  not  always  tray  bong,  tray  bong. 


The  Words  niiit  .Mnsie  of  tlilH  Soii(r  w  ill  he  sent  to  any  adilrewi,  |io«t-pald,  on  reeeipt  of  10  i 

cent.H.  or  tlii.s  and  any  two  other  Sonus  for  one  l>ollar,  by  H.J.  W  eh  man,  i;to  I'ark  ' 

Ituw,  New  York  City.    I'ostaKe  iStanips  taken  same  us  eusli  fur  all  uur  tcoodii.  { 

Words  by  John  Cruw.    Music  l>y  J.  H.  Turner.  I 

I  know  an  old  proverb  worth  Kraviii^  iu  gold, 

'Twas  spoken  in  years  that  arc  past;  I 

And  he  too  is  gone  that  once  made  it  his  owu,  I 

Kill  while  there's  a  world  It  shall  last.  i 

Its  saying  was  pithy,  its  meaning  was  this,  ' 

Which  ever  way  pro\ideuce  leans,  ( 

if  what  fortune  grants  dou't  come  u|)  to  your  wants,  ( 

Why  bring  down  your  wants  to  your  means. 

CnoRL's.  ( 

Then  think  of  ray  song  as  you  jounicy  along  < 

Through  life  with  its  changeable  scenes;  ' 

If  your  wants  be  too  high  for  your  means  to  supply,  ( 

Why  bring  down  your  wants  to  your  means.  i 

How  often  we  sec  the  gay  man  of  tlic  world,  : 

With  money  and  plenty  to  spare,  ( 

Did  he  use  it  aright?  but  he  puts  it  to  ilight,  ( 

And  seems  though  .IS  short  of  his  share.  / 

lie  oft  pays  a  dollar  to  borrow  a  iialf,  • 

His  folly  he  carefully  screens  ( 

As  he  parts  with  his  wealth,  losing  station  and  health,  [ 

His  wants  overrunning  his  nieaus.— Cuoitus.  : 

The  rough-handed  ploughman's  up  early  and  late,  ( 

His  days  with  hard  toil  are  beset;                                               '  ( 

If  he's  scanty  of  clothes,  it's  for  nothing  he  owes—          .  / 

He's  happier  than  those  who're  in  debt.                                   •'  I 

Yet  homely  and  rough,  he  is  happy  witiial,      •    '  ( 

Though  little  from  earuiug  he  gleans,  i 

Y'et  he  never  need  run  from  sherifl  or  duii,  [ 

Fur  be  lui'ttiiuros  bi8  wauts  with  liiiiucuus,— CuoRUS.  ( 

Now  you  who  have  little  and  yon  who  have  much,  f 

Kiijoy  what  you  have  iu  content;  , 

Don't  s<piander  your  store,  for  your  health's  getting  wore,    .  ^ 

Live  right  and  you'll  never  repent.  ( 

This  world  is  a  garden  of  pleasure  well  filled,  ( 

Tho'  sorrow  sometimes  intervenes,  }i 

Yet  troubles  will  tly  like  the  clouds  drifting  by.  ( 

If  you  measure  your  wants  by  your  means.— Cuobus.  f 


Gal  with  Her  Hair  Cut  Curly. 

Ni-w  York  City,  and  rtjcelve 
I' Kmrlisli  and  (iei 
I'ostui^e  Stamps  taken  same  us  catih  fur  all  uur  KOuUa. 


Send  your  name  .Tnii  nilclres.«  to  II,  J.  Weliiiian,  i:to  Park  Uow, 

by  return  inuila  eoinplefe  Catalotfue  orover.'KXK)  Popular  KiikTlisli  and  (lerniau 


bolufs-'l-iee. 


Dar'e  Miss  Roxana  Gusta  Diirly. 
Hlie's  shiny  eyes  and  teeth  so  pearly; 
bhe's  lately  iiad  her  hair  cut  curly, 

Like  de  white  gals,  too. 
Sewing  machines  am  her  vocation. 
Chief-engineer  her  situation, 
She's  Danny  Ic-her's  son's  relation. 

An'  college  has  gone  through. 

CUOKt'S. 

Do  pal,  de  pal  wid  her  hair  cut  curly, 
De  gal,  de  gal  wid  her  hair  cut  curly, 
Kile's  Miss  Koxaiia  tJusia  Durly, 
Fiizzle,  frizzly,  frizzby. 

Young  barber  Jinisen  am  her  lubber, 
Cologne  an"  hairoil  lots  he's  giib  her; 
I'll  cut  him  out  and  make  him  blubber- 
He  darsn't  say  I  won't. 
I  cotch  liim  wid  her  eb'ry  inorniu', 
Talking  liib  beneath  his  awnin', 
I'se  gwine  to  gib  de  ni^uer  warnin'. 
Jus'  you  see  if  1  don't.  -  Cuouus, 

A  suit  of  sojer  elothes  I'll  borrow. 
And  "scort  her  home  day  arter  morrow; 
Den  Jimsen  he'll  go  mad  wid  sorrow, 

Kase  I  cut  him  out. 
Gals  nowadays  will  soiers  collar. 
Fall  smack  in  lub,  and  arter  foller — 
Civilian  lub  dry  will  not  swaller, 

Dat's  beyond  a  doubt.— Cuoitus. 

In  stature  big  am  young  Miss  Durly, 
I>e  dictionary  calls  it  burly; 
1  like  her  for  iier  hair  cut  curly- 
She  Miall  yel  be  mine. 
It's  all  up  wid  dat  barl)er  feller— 
My  sojer  clothes  will  be  a  fpieller- 
Dar  ain't  no  use  for  him  to  In-ller, 
I'm  bouud  to  shine.— Cuoiius. 


— Clara:  "  Jack  intends  to  have  everything  lils  own  way  when  . 
•wo  are  married."    Clara V,  ^Alaniina:   "Then  why  do  you   marry  ( 


y' 

bim."    Clara:  "  To  relieve  his  mind  of  a  fidsc  inipiessiou 
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PLEASURES    OF    BGARDINGh 

Send  your  name  anftaildrosstoH.  J.  Wfliiiiaii,  ISU  Park  Row,  New  York  ()ity,  and  receive 

uy  retiini  niail  Hcuiiii>k-tv(Uttnl<H,;iio<>r  ovorSOOO  I'opiilar  Kiisriish  ajid  (icriuau 

Souks— Fix'e.    lustaKo.StaiiiiiKtnkoiitiaiuf  ascasli  for  alluurgouUs. 


I  rented  a  room  in  a  hoanliiijj-lioiiHi'.  it's  a  ehamc  aiid  a  diej^racc; 
I'll  jiac'k  my  trunk  and  k'uvc  when  I  can  find  auotlicr  place; 
I.iiever  eaw  such  eights  eiucc  the  day  that  I  was  born; 
A  lot  of  traninu  cunie  yesterday,  aud  more  would  come  this  moru. 
There's  ail  old  maid  lives  np  eiairs,  and  a  dude  that  puts  on  airs. 

Next  door  there's  two  that  dsrht  like  cat  and  do};. 
The  next  room  I o  mc,  but  one,  there 'h  a  fiddler  aud  his  son. 

They're  teaching  two  old  uiuids  to  dauce  a  clog.  - 

Ouc  cold,  cold  niKlit,  while  sound  asleep  and  di-eaming  of  a  dance, 
They  broke  into  my  room  and  stole  my  only  coat  and  pants; 
They  even  took  the  Ixid  clothes,  and  crept  away  like  mice. 
When  I  woke  I  thoujtht  1  was  a  cake  of  manufactured  ice, 
I  called  for  help  :u  vain,  I  was  full  of  aches  and  paiuis; 

Some  one  who  heard  me,  said  there  was  a  fljiht; 
They  crowdtnl  in  the  door  and  the  carpet  up  they  tore,       ■ 

lu  the  dog-house  with  the  cats  I  slept  that  night. 

I  was  almost  starved  to  death  one  day,  and  tempted  was  to  steal, 
1  went  Jknd  »sked  the  landlord  for  enough  to  buy  a  meal ; 
lie  sent  me  to  the  kitchen,  said  he  thought  I  was  a  beat. 
And  I  sat  down  to  have  a  feed,  but  blamed  if  I  could  eat. 
There  was  two  tramps  on  the  floor,  and  a  pig  behind  the  door. 

In  the  corner  was  a  dirty  chicken-coop; 
There  was  insects  in  the  air,  in  the  butter  all  red  hair, 

And  the  baby  had  both  feet  in  the  soup. 

The  alley's  full  of  cats  and  doge,  and  all  the  neighbors  say 

Tliey'd  throw  Maria  in  the  fire  :f  they  could  have  their  way; 

The  yard  Is  full  of  brick-bats,  old  shoes  and  water-pails. 

And  "every  day  the  dogs  come  home  with  tin  pans  on  their  tails; 

There's  the  landlord's  daughter,  Hannah,  thumps  on  the  Chickeriug  piano; 

To  hear  "  Barney  McCoy"  you'd  want  to  die; 
And  you'd  surely  euffocate  to  hear  her  articulate: 

"Wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by."'  - 


I  Never  Tell  Tales  Out  of  School. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sons  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

OentKi  or  this  and  nuy  two  other  Sontfs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Weliuian,  i;to  I'iirk 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    PostaKe  Staniiw  taken  name  as  cash  for  all  our  (^uods. 


By  Joe  Halt. 


I  hate  a  girl  who's  always  telling  everything  she  hears. 

And  watches  just  what  people  say  or  do; 
I  know  a  lot  of  things,  but  then,  of  course,  I  would'ut  tell — 

Tliat  is,  e.\cei)t  in  confidence  to  yon; 
When  Bridget  broke  the  bric-a-brac,  and  the  porter  came  home  tight. 

And  the  cook  gave  things  and  told  the  boy  to  run; 
And  tlie  housekeeper  sat  in  the  parlor  with  her  beau  last  night, 

X  told  the  landlord,  oh  I  my!  there  was  fun. 

CnoRUS.  ;     • 

Bnt  I  never  tell  a  thing  that  I  might  see  or  hear, 
80  don't  you  mention  what  I've  said  just  now. 

For  if  you  do,  I'm  sure  that  they'd  be  awful  mad. 
And  that  would  get  me  into  such  a  row; 

'Twas  funny  when  papa  kissed  our  new  Bcrvant  girl, 
'I  wonder  if  he  does  it  as  a  rule. 

But,  of  course,  I  wouldn't  mention  it  to  anyone  else. 
For  I  never  tell  tales  out  of  school. 

I  never  will  forget  one  day  when  Mary,  on  the  sly, 

Gave  a  policeman  some  cold  lunch  and  wine. 
And  when  mamma  came  home  that  night,  I  told  her  just  for  fun. 

Oh!  my!  but  she  just  raised  an  awful  time; 
When  brother  John  fell  in  the  pond  and  spoiled  his  Sunday  clothes. 

And  James  he  broke  the  brand-new  entry  lami); 
And  the  butcher  hugged  our  hired  girl  until  she  couldn't  breathe, 

When  I  said  "yum  yum,''  oh!  my!  how  they  did  scamp.— Cuowus. 


NO    WORK. 

Copyright,  1879,  by  Mrs.  I'aulino  Ueder. 


MULLIG-AN'S    MASQUERADE. 

The  Wor<l8  and  Music  of  this  Sdpk  *'I1  l«'  wnl  to  any  a«ldr»'sn,  iKtst  imid,  on  ree»-tpt  of 
centM;  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Son^.«  for  One  l>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wflinian,  l.tu  I'ork 
Kuw,  Netv  York  City.    I'ostai^e  Staniiw  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  Kuuda. 
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Sweet  Ccxlilly  Mulligan,  '       - 

'  Wife  of  the  noble  Dan, 

To  invite  her  friends  in  harmony 

She  formed  a  curious  plan; 
She  shyly  approached  her  husband, 

80  solid,  stiff  ami  staid. 
And  says,  my  dear,  with  ten  years  wed. 

And  we  must  liavc  a  uiaBquciudc. 
Cnontrs. 

L'l)  and  down  the  parlor  and  all  around  tlic  room. 

Mulligan  in  the  centre,  waltzing  with  a  broom; 

S^was  all  the  latest  dances,  to  music  sweetly  played, 

^re  and  there  and  everywhere,  iu  the  Mulligan's  masquerade. 

®    O*  Invitations  Mulligan  sent 

O    O  To  all  his  friends  nest  day, 

Q'  O  Lochmire  took  charge  of  them, 

crt-   p^  But  he  lost  them  while  at  play— 

&5    CD  Two  frisky  darkies  found  them, 

G"  They  were  nigs  of  the  njiiH'r  grade; 

K    P  They  formed  a  plan  to  crush  iKJor  Dan 

o.  P*  And  attend  to  the  inasqueradv.— Cuorub. 

*""  ■< 

^  ®  Of  royal  dukes  and  princes, 
^   P^  Cordelia  was  the  queen, 

&  m"  '^''**  crazy  ("zar  of  Russia, 
C    52  And  fairies  dressed  in  green, 

o,  ^'"8  tripping  the  light  fantastic, 
•TJ  '"^  To  music  sweetly  played, 

C3P  ►-•  When  we  heard  a  shout  from  friends  withotit, 
►^t  D  Saying,  there's  coons  at  the  masfjuerade.— CuoEUS. 


P 
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Every  gent  must  now  nnmask,    ^ 

Mulligan  cried  aloud; 
The  women  now  stood  silent. 

There  was  a  stir  in  the  colored  crowd; 
A  noise  is  heard  in  the  hallway, 

Krieuds  to  Mulligan's  aid. 
Let  your  razors  fly,  was  the  darkies  cry 

At  Mulligan's  masquerade. — Cuobl's. 


•   P  p  DANCE,    JUDY,    DANCE. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Welinian,  13()  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  aconjpKte  Otalo^ue  of  over  !>000  I'opiilar  Kni;liKli  and  (leriiuui 

ikin^^s— Free.    I'ostat^e  blaiii|islaken  soine  ascuiili  fur  all  our  ^(kmIu. 


Down  in  Tipi)crary,  where  I  i>as.s  my  time  away 
Courtin' all  the  purty  girls  and  making  of  the  hay, 
It's  there  I  met  my  Judy  and  the  truth  I  tell  to  you — 
She  was  me  darliu'  crature  and  me  lovely  Colleen  Uliue. 

Ciionus. 

Dance,  Judy,  dance,  and  show  yonr  pretty  feet, 
'Pon  me  sowl  it  is  yourself  can  jig  it  away  so  uatc. 
Dance,  Judy,  dance,  and  do  the  best  you  can. 
For  the  boy  to  walk  uj»ou  the  jig  is  TipjKjrary  Dan, 

In  Sterlintip,  where  I  was  born,  and  the  bo3S  they  are  so  free. 

And  the  girls  they  are  so  frisky,  and  haven't  they  fun  at  a  spree; 

When  at  Donnybrook  Fair  was  all  the  rage,  it's  there  you'd  see  some  fun. 

With  C'ticks  and  stones  and  marrow-bones,  'ponuie  soul  they 'dnake  you  run.— 

IC'uoiius. 
Ould  Ireland  is  the  place  for  frolic,  fun  and  mirth. 
Its  equal  cannot  be  found  if  you  search  all  through  the  earth; 
For  there's  Jerry  Noon  and  Paddy  Flynn,  also  Kate  McCauii, 
Are  going  to  dance  an  Irish  jig  with  Tipperary  Dan. — Cuobus. 

If  me  song  it  has  amused  you,  I  hope  on  me  you'll  smile. 

And  let  us  give  three  hearty  cheers  for  dear  old  Erin's  Isle. 

I've  done  my  very  best  to  please  you,  and  the  l)est  can  do  no  more, 

All  I  want  is  your  smiles  and  kind  applause,  and  I'll  ask  for  nothing  more. — Cuo. 


The  Words  and  Mii.sio  of  this  Sont;  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tliisand  any  two  other  Sdiijis  for  One  IKillar,  by  II.  J.  w'tlmian,  IW  I'ark 

Uuw,  New  York  City.    I'ustage  Stamps  taken  sumo  asca^^ll  fur  all  our  roods. 


Words  by  Berger  and  Ainon.    Music  by  Xed  Straight.  •  .• 

I  am  hard  up.  you  don't  know  mc,  for  my  clothes  are  tattered  and  torn; 

My  parents  died  when  I  was  young,  I'm  forsaken,  disliked  and  forlorn; 

I  travelled  this  country  thro'  and  thro',  on  the  road  and  on  the  rail; 

My  limbs  are  getting  stiff  and  cold  for  the  want  of  a  warm  meal; 

They  say,  w  hy  don't  you  yo  to  work?  when  they  know  there's  none  to  be  had; 

They  slam  the  door  in  front  of  your  face  if  you  ask  them  for  a  bite  of  bread. 

Some  tramps  they  beg  from  door  to  door,  and  they  ask  for  charity; 
They  say  they've  children,  ten,  at  home,  and  they  can't  support  their  family; 
But  place  a  nickel  in  their  hand,  to  some  grog-shop  they  will  run— 
<  A  i)o<)r  man's  money  they  will  take,  and  they  si>end  it  all  for  rum; 
Now  that's  the  kind  that  want  no  work,  for  they're  weak  and  sick,  is  their  plea; 
When  they  get  bread  they'll  throw  it  away,  from  a  workingman's  poor  family. 

Twas  at  an  humble  cot  I  called,  and  I  rapped  at  the  back  door, 

A  man  asked  mc  what  would  I  have?  I  told  him  I  was  hungry  and  poor; 

Said  he,  come  in  and  take  a  seat;  and  he  gave  me  bread  and  tea; 

He  was  a  sou  of  Erin's  Isle,  toiling  for  his  family. 

I  shook  his  hand,  so  hard  and  toush,  and  the  tears  rolled  fast  down  my  face; 

May  heaven  protect  his  good  family,  for  you're  welcome  always  at  his  place. 


SPEED    ON,    MY    BARK. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Harding. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  60 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SongsforOne  Uollar.by  H.J.  Wehinan,  ISO  I'ork 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Tustage  Stamps  taken  saiiieas  cash  for  all  our  gooiia. 


Words  by  Chos.  Keiina.    Music  by  J.  J.  Nolun. 


Speed  on,  my  bark,  o'er  the  snowy-capped  waves  of  the  sea. 

Speed  on  to  her  who  is  all  the  world  to  me: 

I.ife  will  be  brighter  with  my  love  by  my  side, 

Si)eed  o'er  the  snowy-capped  waves  of  the  sea  to  her  who  will  be  my  bride. 

When  the  dark  night-shadows  o'er  the  earth  fall. 

Sweet  thoughts  of  her  will  my  mind  e'er  recall, 

And,  iu  those  dear  dreams  of  haj)i>ines8,  I,  .. 

As  if  on  the  wings  of  a  dove,  to  her  fly. 

Si)eed  on,  my  bark,  o'er  the  snowy-capped  waves  of  the  eea. 

Speed  on  to  her  who  is  all  the  world  to  me;  * 

Life  will  be  brighter  with  my  love  at  my  side. 

Speed  o'er  the  8uowy-capi)ed  waves  of  the  sea  to  her  who  will  be  my  bride. 

In  a  cottage  by  the  sea  dwells  my  life's  bright  light. 

And  she  fondly  waits  and  watches  for  my  coming  day  and  night; 

Oh!  how  the  hours  seem  to  slowly  roll  away,  '    \, 

Will  he  ne'er  return  to  me?  I,  in  fancy,  hear  her  say. 


5?>^s: 
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It's  All  Groing  to  Happen  Next  Year. 


Bend 


Composed  and  Sung  by  Reld  Warren. 

jrour  nanie  and  addrean  to  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  I'ark  Row,  New  York  City,  and  rccetre 
tty  return  niail a  complete  C'ataJuKUo  of  over&OOO  I'opular  Knelish  and  German 
Songs— Free.    I'uotage  Stamps  taken  same  aa  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

There's  the  Baltimore  eirle  that  wear  those  curls, 

They're  all  going  to  drop  them  next  year; 
For  they're  no*  going  to  tarry,  but  they're  all  going  to  marry, 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  yeur. 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

Then  the  boys  will  be  witty  and  the  girls  will  be  pretty. 

For  they're  going  to  shake  corsets  next  year; 
But  the  girls  will  all  huftle  to  get  back  their  bustle. 

And  it  s  all  goin}j  to  happen  next  year. 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

There's  the  Women's  Alliance  will  offer  defiance 

In  the  campaign  that's  coming  next  year; 
And  they  will,  if  they  can,  be  superior  to  man, 

And  it's  all  going  to  liuppon  next  year. 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

There's  the  great  big  campaign,  and  it's  coming  again. 

And  Cleveland's  the  man  for  next  year; 
You  can  bet.  if  it's  fair,  that  old  "  Grover"  '11  get  there. 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  yeur. 

And  It's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

Jim  McGlone  and  Ike  Russell  will  have  a  hard  tussle 

In  political  matters  next  year; 
You  can  Just  bet  your  dollar  they'll  make  some  one  holler. 

And  It's  all  going  to  hap|)en  next  year. 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

Yon  can  be  at  your  ease,  you  can  say  what  you  please, 

But  free  will  be  Ireland  next  year; 
For  Dillon's  the  man  that  will  free  our  land. 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

There's  the  great  big  World's  Fair  will  have  castles  in  the  air, 

'Way  out  in  Chicago  next  year; 
And  Victoria,  the  queen,  at  the  Fair  will  be  seen, 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year, 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

Now  all  the  beau-catchers  and  the  pocket-book-snatchers 

Are  laying  their  plans  for  next  year; 
And  to  reap  a  rich  Harvest  they  will  try  their  hardest, 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

They  say  Kilrain  and  Slavin  for  fighting  are  cravin'. 

And  Corbett  will  try  it  next  year; 
But  they'll  all  get  the  ji,out  when  "John  L."  knocks  them  out, 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

It's  the  talk  of  the  town,  that  the  rum  will  go  down 

When  license  is  a  thousand  next  year: 
But  "  spcak-eastes  "  will  come  and  flood  the  city  with  rum,        < 

And  It's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 

And  it's  all  going  to  happen  next  year. 


BOYS    TOGETHER. 

Written  by  John  1".  IIan-in(;ton.     Words  by  Orlando  Powell. 


Tbe  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rec 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiiirs  forDne  Ix>llar,  by  It.  J.  Wehinnii,  1:I0  Turk 


receipt  of  10 
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ISAAC    COHEN'S    HOME. 

Tune— "Maggie  Murphy's  Home." 


Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

DJ  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  MOO  Popular  English  and  iierman 

Bongs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  asciuih  for  sJl  our  good*. 

Written  by  Isidore  Hyatt.    Sung  by  Joe  Lynn. 

Beside  a  little  clothing  store,  in  a  single  tenement, 

I  live  with  my  wife  KachacI  and  sometimes  pay  the  rent; 

A  bedstead  and  »  table,  that  is  what  we  own. 

And  you're  invited  every  evening  at  Isaac  Cohen's  home. 

Chorus. 

On  Saturday  night  I  stand  outside  and  try  to  pull  customers  in. 

As  they  pass  by,  you  hear  them  cry,  oh,  Cohen  you're  a  big  skin; 

Your  brother  luauc  a  million  dollars,  you  are  trying  If,  too. 

But  he  always  treated  his  customers  right,  and  he  didn't  skin  like  you. 

My  daughter  works  in  Ridley's,  she's  a  nice  young  lady,  they  say. 
But  all  f  know,  she  wants  flue  clothes,  and  never  gives  me  pay; 
She's  got  a  young  man  they  call  Cohen,  and  Cohen  is  her  name,  too. 
And  you're  invited  every  evening  by  Isaac  Cohen,  the  Jew.— CuoRUS. 

Every  nigh^  they  take  a  flight,  away  from  the  house  they  go, 
Tliey  got  a  bunk  where  they  get  drunk— where  that  Is,  I  don't  know; 
They  come  Itome  twelve  o'clock  at  night,  and  start  to  kick  at  the  door. 
But  when  I  get  up  to  open  it,  with  me  they  begin  to  roar:— Chorus. 

Bat  now  I'm  glad  my  daughter's  wed,  how  happv  I  will  be 
That  DO  one  will  come  home  at  night,  from  my  sleep  trouble  me; 
But  now  my  daugha-r  went  away,  and  left  u»  all  alone. 
And  you're  invited  every  evening  at  Isaac  Cohen's  home.— Chorus. 


— A  bright,  laughing  bloude  wtw  telling  about  shooting  a  snake 
while  racing  across  the  Kan.sas  plains  on  her  pony's  back.  "  Did 
you  kill  it?  '  &sked  Dr.  Gytten.  "  Yes,"  she  said;  "  I  aimed  at  a 
cow,  but  hit  the  snake." 


What's  so  dear  in  life  as  fricndshipf 

Sure,  it  fills  the  heart  with  bliss. 
For  the  rough  hand  of  a  true  fr.cnd 

Is  as  sweet  as  woman's  kiss. 
Micky  Free  aud  I  were  children. 

Schoolmates  in  the  motherland; 
Fisheil  the  streams  and  robbed  the  orchard. 

Got  in  trouble,  hand  in  hand; 
Then  we  went  to  sea  together. 

And  where  big  waves  rolled  In  strife, 
1  fell  overboard,  and  Micky 

Dared  the  waves  and  saved  my  life. 

CnoRUS. 
Bovs  together,  men  together,  Micky  and  I  have  been. 
Holding  each  other  as  dear  as  a  brother,  nobody  came  between; 
Loving  playmates  at  school,  loving  playmates  at  sea, 
Sure  I'd  lay  my  life  down  for  Micky,  my  pal,  and  he'd  do  the  same  for  me. 

When  a  fair  colleen  I  courted 

With  a  first  love,  fond  and  true, 
'Twas  with  sorrow  I  was  learning 

Tiiat  my  old  friend  loved  her,  too. 
When  I  told  him  — "  Never  mind,  lad. 

Let  the  best  man  win!  "  said  he; 
And  with  fair  field  and  no  favor. 

Faith,  her  dear  hand  fell  to  me; 
Ah!  it  wounds  his  brave  heart  sorely. 

Yet  his  friendship  never  stirs; 
"There's  my  hand!  you've  fairly  won  her, 

I  am  still  your  friend  and  hers."— Chorus. 

When  the  big  ship  stood  at  anchor, 

Mick  and  1  muae  all  the  noise; 
For  we  kissed  the  girls  together, 

And  he  helped  me  thrash  the  boys. 
And  if  I  rowed  with  a  policeman. 

And  he  acted  souiewiiat  odd. 
He'd  a  mighty  rough  five  minutes 

Ere  he  ran  me  into  quod; 
Once  they  took  me  ou  a  shutter, 

'Twas  a  siiameful  trick  to  do; 
"  What!  take  my  old  pal?"  cried  Micky. 

•*  Faith,  whetc  he  goes  I'll  go  tool  "— CHOR^;^ 

In  my  berth  I  had  been  sleeping. 

In  mid-ocean,  one  dark  night. 
When  I  woke  and  saw,  great  Ueavcns! 

A  wild  glare  of  lurid  light. 
Leaping,  glowing  like  a  furnn<^, 

"Ship  ou  fire!  "  I  tried  to  speak. 
But  the  flames  pressed  nearer,  nearer. 

And  with  hot  tongues  licked  my  cheek. 
To  the  floor  I  reeled,  but  vainly 

I'ried  to  reach  the  cabin  door. 
When  I  felt  Mick's  strong  arms  lift  me. 

Murmured  "  saved  1 "  and  knew  no  more.— Chorus. 


THE    INDIA-RUBBER    MAN. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pofst-jmid.  on  reooipt  of  10  ' 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Songs  for  One  Hollar,  by  if.  J.  Wflimnn,  i:lu  Park         | 
Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  a^co-sh  for  all  our  guoU^j. 

McFinny's  wife  was  ever  prone  to  call  upon  her  neighbors; 

He  tried  his  hest  to  keep  her  home,  but  fruitless  were  his  lalwrs. 

At  last  he  hit  a  novel  plan,  says  he,  I  mean  to  spite  her, 

I'll  dress  me  as  a  "rubber  man"  and  some  durU  night  afl'right  her. 

Chorus. 
Beware,  beware  of  the  "  rnbber  man,"  avoid  the  sad  disaster 
Of  meeting  him  some  lone,  dark  night  w  itb  bis  "  gum-shoes  and  a  plaster.  " 

All  in  a  suit  of  gum  he  dressed,  with  shoes  of  India  nibhor. 
His  nearest  friend  could  know  him  not  from  villain,  thief  or  lubber. 
When  on  her  route  from  neighbor  Gray's,  he  made  his  sly  apix-arance. 
And  plastered  up  her  mouth  to  save  all  noise  from  interference,    (uokus. 


I 


He  took  her  cash,  he  grasped  her  hand  and  all  the  rings  njion  it. 
But  worse  than  all,  in  this  mishap,  she  spoiled  her  Sunday  bonnet. 
Her  furs  and  all  her  best  atiire  with  hitsiy  hands  he  rifled; 
She  scratched,  she  kicked,  of  no  avail,  her  voice  too  well  was  stifled. 


-Ciionus. 


At  last  for  home  she  made  her  way,  and  fearful  was  her  hurry. 

She  fainted  as  she  entered  there,  for  dreadful  was  her  flurry. 

With  water  cold,  and  with  a  fan,  they  brought  her  to  her  senses; 

"  Ue  robbed  me"— who f— the  rubber  man !  and  here  the  joke  commences.  -Ciio. 

Her  neighbors  all,  both  young  and  old,  her  story  heard  with  pity. 

Each  neighbor  then  her  neighbor  told,  fill  known  o'er  all  the  city. 

The  joke  was  good,  to  keep  at  home  through  fear,  in  every  quarter. 

The  gadding  wife,  the  roving  maid,  the  mother  and  the  daugnt«»r.— Cuorus. 


( 


— A  girl  who  gives  up  chewing  gum  .shows  she  has  gum-shun. 


( 


— Miss  Loewenstein:  "No,  Isaac;  dot  engagement  vos  all  up.  > 
I  see  by  der  bapcis  dot  your  father  vas  burned  out  last  night."  \ 
Mr.  Oxstein:  "Rebecca,  my  lofe,  vas  you  mad?  der  oldt  man  has  \ 
given  me  dot  insurance-bolicy,  and  we  vas  twice  as  rich  as  pefore."  l 
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You  Can't  Get  a  Drop  on  a  Sunday. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  contplete  Catalogue  of  o%'er  SOOO  Popular  English  an<1  (iernian 

Song»— Free,    Postage  Staini>8  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  (foods. 


In  a  prohibition  town  where  they  put  mm  down 
And  lock  it  up  from  Sarurday  till  Monilay; 

Then  the  dniK-store  clerk  you  iry  for  to  work 
To  get  a  liuuinier  early  on  a  Sunday. 

At  the  end  of  tlie  week  you  go  to  bed, 

And  pet  up  next  day  with  a  head; 

You'fi  look  rather  pale  and  you  want  a  cocktail. 
But  you  cau't  get  a  drop  ou  a  Sunday. 

You'll  feel  very  dry  and  yon  sneak  on  the  Bly 

To  try  and  get  a  huuimer  on  a  Sunday; 
AliM)  the  bum,  he's  fond  of  his  nun. 

And  he'll  work  the  barrel  on  a  Sunday. 
Content  yourself,  you  may  as  well. 
And  drink  the  sparkling  Harsaparill; 
Don't  wibh  prohibition  was  in  h—1  .'• 

When  you  can't  get  a  drop  on  a  Sunday. 

If  you're  playing  to  luck,  you'll  go  chase  the  duck. 

But  you  won't  get  a  drop  on  a  Sunday; 
Try  as  von  may,  this  much  I'll  say. 

You  will  have  ♦'^  wait  until  a  Monday. 
The  side  doors  laey  are  closed  up  tight, 
The  bar-room  it  contains  no  light. 
So  you'll  have  to  get  your  load  on  a  Saturday  night. 

For  you  cau't  get  a  drop  ou  a  Sunday. 

You  can't  work  the  gate  and  put  it  on  the  slate, 

For  that's  been  abolished  on  a  Sunday; 
Since  the  new  blue  law  we'll  drink  no  more,  . 

Unless  we  wait  until  a  Monti;  /. 
The  can  and  basket  stand  no  show, 
The  oil-can  racket  w  ill  not  go; 
Yoa  can  see  the  girls  hustle  with  a  kettle  in  their  bustle, 

But  they  can't  get  a  drop  on  a  Sunday. 

Some  say  it  is  a  sham,  but  you  can't  get  a  dram. 

Try  as  you  may  upon  a  Sunday; 
License  is  liigh  and  there's  no  use  to  try. 

For  they  «  >n't  dish  it  out  ti.l  n  Monday. 
The  price  v.ill  shortly  p>  up  high. 
And  one  with  cramps  will  nave  to  die. 
So  a  cramp  would  be  rif  ky  where  you  can't  get  whisky. 

For  you  cau't  get  a  droj)  ou  a  Sunday. 

In  days  gone  by  if  a  man  felt  dry 
He  could  sneak  in  an  alley  on  a  Sunday; 

Now  you  walk  about  a  mile  to  try  and  get  a  smile, 
But  you  can't  get  a  drop  on  a  Sunday. 

How  u  man  will  scheme  and  try 

To  get  si)irits  of  frumenti, 

I  know  Its  rather  rough,  for  I've  been  there  myself. 
When  you  can't  get  a  drop  on  a  Sunday. 


She  Never  Blamed  Him,  Never. 

The  Word*  and  Mnnic  of  this  Son(f  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  this  and  any  twu  other  ijon^rs  fur  Une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \Vehni;tn,  I'M  Park 

itow.  New  York  City.    I'ostage  StaniiM  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


She  never  blamed  bim,  never— but  received  him  when  he  came, 
With  a  welcome  kind  as  ever,  and  she  tried  to  look  the  same— 
But  vainly  she  dissembled,  for  whene'er  she  tried  to  smile, 
A  tear  unbidden  trembled  in  her  blue  eye  all  the  while. 

She  knew  that  she  was  dying,  and  she  dreaded  not  her  doom; 
She  never  thought  of  Bighing  o'er  her  beauty's  blighted  bloom — 
She  knew  her  cheek  was  altered,  and  she  knew  her  eye  was  dim. 
But  her  sweet  voice  only  faltered  when  she  spoke  of  losing  him. 

'Tis  true  tliat  he  had  lured  her  from  the  isle  where  she  was  bom; 
'Tis  true  he  had  injured  her  to  the  cold  world's  cruel  scorn. 
But  yet  she  never  blamed  him  for  the  anguish  she  had  shown; 
And  tho'  she  seldom  named  him,  yet  slie  thought  of  him  alone. 

She  sighed  when  he  caressed  her,  for  she  knew  that  tlioy  must  part- 
She  spoke  not  when  he  pressed  her  to  his  young  and  panting  heart. 
The  banners  waved  around  her,  and  she  lieard  the  bugle's  sound; 
They  passed — and  strangers  found  her  cold  and  lifelebs  on  the  ground. 


When  You  and  I  Were  Young,  Maggie. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addres.«,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  DoUar.by  H.  J.  Uehnian,  13(i  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Poetage  Stamps  taken  sanieas  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I  wander,  to-day,  to  the  hill,  Maggie,  to  watch  the  scenes  below; 

The  creek  and  the  creaking  old  mill,  Maggie,  as  we  used  to,  long  ago. 

Tile  green  grove  has  gone  from  the  hill,  Maggie,  where  flrst  the  daibies  sprung; 

The  creaking  old  mill  is  still,  Maggie,  since  you  and  I  were  young. 

Chorus. 
And  now  we  are  aged  and  gray,  Maggie,  and  the  trials  of  life  nearly  done; 
Let  U8  sing  of  the  days  that  are  gone,  Maggie,  when  you  and  I  were  young. 

A  city  BO  silent  and  lone,  Maggie,  where  the  young  and  the  gay  and  the  best 
In  polished  white  mansions  of  stone.  Maggie,  have  each  found  a  place  of  rest, 
Ib  built  wliere  the  birds  used  to  play,  Maggie,  and  join  in  the  songs  that  were  eung. 
For  we  sang  as  gay  as  they,  Maggie,  when  you  and  I  were  young. — Cuouus. 

They  say  I  am  feeble  with  age,  Maggie,  my  steps  are  less  sprightly  than  then; 
My  face  is  a  well-written  page,  Maggie,  but  time  alone  was  the  pen. 
They  say  we  are  aged  ana  gray,  Maggie,  as  sprays  by  the  white  breakers  flung. 
But  to  me  you're  ae  fair  ae  you  were,  Maggie,  when  you  and  I  were  young. — Cuo. 


BLAME    IT    ON    TO    THE    G-IRLS. 

!        "     I      Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  re«eipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  130  Park 

Row.  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda. 


Wiittcn  and  Comiio.>«^d  by  James  Thornton. 


No  matter  what  happens  to  men  nowadays. 

They  blame  it  all  on  to  the  girls; 
If  they  spend  tlicir  money  like  poor  silly  jays. 

They  blame  it  all  on  to  the  girls; 
If  you  meet  a  man  who  hasn't  got  a  cent. 
And  ask,  "Why  all  his  money  he  spent,"  ^ 

111  l)et  ten  to  one  that  this  foolish  gent 

Will  blame  it  ou  to  the  girls. 

CtlORUS. 

But  you  can't  do  without  tiiom — you  wouldh't  if  yon  could; 
Some  of  them  are  naughty  and  some  of  them  are  good; 
'    When  you  sjKJud  your  money  different  than  you  should. 
You  blame  it  ou  to  the  girls. 

When  a  man  is  awakened  by  the  baby  through  the  uight. 

He  blames  it  all  on  to  the  girls; 
At  four  in  tlie  morning  the  fire  he  must  light. 

He  hlanies  it  all  on  to  the  girls; 
He  cries  out,  •'  OIi,  woman  you're  the  cause  of  all  my  eins.^ 
'J'he  baby  pulls  his  whiskers  and  at  his  papa  grins; 
He  got^'S  and  gets  loaded  when  he  learns  he  has  twioa, 

And  blames  it  on  to  the  girls. — Cuorus. 

The  other  day  I  met  a  man  with  plasters  on  his  head. 

He  blamed  it  all  on  to  the  girls; 
He  said  lie  once  was  hiippy,  but  that's  before  he  wed, 

And  he  blamed  it  all  ou  to  the  girls; 
It  took  all  he  earned  to  buy  his  wile  a  seal-skin  sacque; 
While  his  clothes  are  in  hock  and  are  tianging  on  the  rack. 
His  leg  is  pulled  out  of  joint,  he  can't  get  it  back. 

And  he  blames  it  ou  to  the  girls.— Cuurcs. 

Wlien  a  man's  arrested  for  a  breach-of -promise  caee. 

He  blames  it  all  on  to  the  girls; 
To  seilU:  the  question  the  judge  he  must  face. 

And  he  blames  it  all  on  to  the  girls; 
With  teaie  in  her  eyes  she  says.  My  poor  young  heart  is  broke; 
The  man  tays  lie  was  only  fooling  when  he  spoke. 
But  it  coet  him  fifty  thousand  to  keep  u|>  the  joke, 

Aud  he  blames  it  ou  to  the  girls.— Cuouus. 


AT     IT     AGAIN. 

Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  Lloyd. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reocip>~*  M 
V  twuother  Songs  forOne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnion,  ISO  Pai*         I 


cents;  or  this  niid  any  I 
Kow,  New  York  City. 


I'oslage  Stumps  taken  same  as  cash  for  aU  oxxr  goods. 


I've  just  come  from  the  country  to  spend  a  day  or  two. 

But  I've  been  so  vexed  since  I've  k)een  here,  I  "don't  know  what  to  do. 

For  everybody  says  the  same,  no  matter  where  I  be, 

And  no  matter  \\  hat  I'm  doing,  this  is  what  they  say  to  me: 

Chorus. 
■.      •'     At  it  again,  at  it  again, 

You  rascal,  I'm  looking,  you're  at  it  again; 
You're  a  naughty  old  man,  I  can  see  very  plain. 
You  wicked  old  geyser,  you're  at  it  again. 

I  took  a  ca>>  frae  station,  wi'  my  bandbox  and  my  bag. 

And  'cos  I'd  not  pay  double  fare,  the  cabby  said  he'd  drag 

Me  to  the  police  station  and  to  the  magistrate  complain. 

Then  the  crowd  said  I  was  cheating,  aud  cried  out,  "  At  it  again." — Chorus. 

I  paid  him  then  to  got  away,  and  sneaked  off  like  a  mouse. 

And  bein',  as  it  were,  upset,  went  in  a  public  house; 

I  (liank  three  brandies  right  clean  off,  aud  as  the  third  I'd  taken, 

A  young  brat  opened  the  door  and  cried,  "  Halloa!  at  it  again.''— Cuoaus. 

A  comely  lass  was  standing  near,  said,  "Never  mind  the  brat," 

'•  You  lake  a  brandy,  love,  with  me,"  by  gum  I  did,  that's  flat; 

'l"o  kiss  her  lovely  lips  then,  I  no  longer  could  abstain. 

When  the-eame  brat  sHbved  his  head  in  aud  roared  out,  "At  it  again."— Cho. 


/ 


1  rushed  ont  to  hit  him  a  kick,  when,  all  my  woes  to  crown, 

A  dandy  chap  in  evening  dress  by  chance  I  did  knock  down; 

We  both  rolled  in  the  gutter,  for  the  drink  was  in  my  brain, 

^\'lleu  a  bobby  rushtd  up,  seized  me  aud  said, "  Now,  then,  at  it  again. 

I  was  taken  off  to  the  station,  eh,  the  magistrate  did  frown. 
Fined  me  two  pounds  ten,  and  said,  I'd  better  leave  the  town; 
1  think  so,  too,  and  so  good-bye,  I've  no  wish  to  remain. 
With  court  house  I  have  done,  you'll  not  sec  me  at  it  again. 

Chorus.  i 

At  it  again,  at  it  again. 

No  more  will  I  drink  to  confoee  my  poor  brain. 
And  when  I  get  home  there  I'll  remain. 
And  you'll  never  hear  of  me  at  it  again. 


'-Cho. 


— "  Yours  is  a  queer  language,"  said  a  foreigner  to  an  American; 
"  when  you  '  lire'  a  man  yon  put  Lim  out." 

— She:  "  You  don't  mind  my  talking  so  much,  do  you?"  He: 
' '  No,  indeed ;  but  (facetiously)  I  may  mind  it  after  we  are  married. " 
She:  "  But  I  sha'n't  mind  then  if  you  do." 
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SIGHTS     IN     NEW     YORK     CITY. 


C'u|i>riKl>ti  liiVl,  by  Kniiik  lluriliiii;. 


:«■-. 


The  Woid.s  ami  MiiKif  of  tliiK  Son*;  will  Ix-  sent  to  uiiy  ihIiIivmk,  |iiiNt  paiil,  on  ri'iH'l|it  of  10 

cviits;  <i|'  tliuoaliil  all)  Uwi  otlit  r  S<>ii);tt  Inr  oik'  l>v>llai'.  I>.v  Jl.  J.  Wcliiiuiii,  VM  Turk 

Uuvv,  New  Yi>i'k  i'lty.     I'udlUK^  ^tuiii|mtuki-ii  tuiint.*  usi  v-asli  loi'uU  our  leooUn. 


Vrittfii  by  Jaiiu-s  Thuriituii.    Music  ari':iiiKi'<I  t>y  Williiiiii  Luruine. 

Ill  our  !;loric>iiH  rity  of  New  York  lliurt!  an;  many  bii;lil»  to  eee, 

Ami  soiut;  of  ".liiin,  no  doubt,  you  will  tliiuk  clniii;.'!'; 
A  Iririiil  of  inino  he  cuiik-  to  touu  to  hIo|)  u  week  wait  liic, 

AikI  l)ioii<;lit  it  \V!iM  a  vory  pU-asiiint  tliai;KO. 
Wi-  iliiiwl  at  fanii'il  Duinionico'ei,  to  I'niuu  Square  strolled  dowu. 

Ami  on  the  lioweiy  we  niadi'  a  etuy; 
He  1,'azetl  with  aduiiration  on  tlie  eights  lie  tjaw  tUcrv, 

Anil  thi;<  i:t  what  he  ^aid  of  theiu  next  day: 

Spok EX    Broadway. 

Ciionrs. 

Old  inaiile,  yoiinjj  maid«,  ready  iiiades.  tailor  madfi« 

Like  l<>  hMlille  up  und  down  liroadway; 
ll;iuj;lity  L'irls  and  iiau;;lily  ^riilf,  I'liorly  j;irl8,  all  (lorlB  of  KirlB, 

You  can  !»ee  them  on  a  eiiiiiiner  (lay. 
IJaee  Hack  ^'anil)lei!<.  iiiidni);ht  ramblers, 

lin|<orled  swell;',  who  never  worked  u  day; 
I'retiy  j;""'".  "  I'o  J'luy  the  races,  all  tlre.-seil  up  in  tiilktt  and  lucea, 

Tnat  is  w  hat  he  thought  ubuut  Broadway. 

^I'oKEN— Uuiou  S<iuurc. 

CUOKfS. 

Xeat  L'irU,  sweet  nirl!»,  trirU  with  bleached  curls, 

Like  to  pioiiieiiude  around  the  .square; 
You  can  ?ee  each  little  beauty  tliewiiii?  hard  ou  tutti-frutti, 

l{oi«y  elieek*  and  yellow  colored  hair. 
Biinco-pieiTer!*,  always  near  us, 

Truii;;  .Mi>ier  Hayseed  to  eusnure; 
Jerse V  t.ir.aers,  in  pajainas,  soon  get  iua«hed  OU  prutty  charmers, 

Thai's  iiie  way  they  act  upon  the  Square. 

SfoKtX— Bowery. 

C'uoncs. 
Dairo  verniers,  Dutch  barleuders, 

Mfii  of  every  lUitionality; 
Bail-room  spielers,  faro  dealers,  hackmeu  slioutitig  ou  two-wheelers, 

Suli'.iejs  who  have  been  out  ou  a  spree. 
Tinkei.-.  tailors,  tijisy  sailors 

Speiiiling  all  thiy  earned  while  on  the  soa; 
Ilebreu?  !-e!liiig  strong  suspenders,  pawnbrokers  uud  mouey-lcuders, 

That  IS  w  hat  they  thought  of  Bowery. 

Si'oKE.N— Baxter  Street. 

Cuoitus. 

fros-ini;  sweepers,  doorstep  sleepers, 

Tiaiiips  who  lake  the  sidewalk  for  a  bed; 
Donliiful  u'irls,  iu  paint  and  powder,  talk  (jiiite  loud  and  dresu  muck  louder, 

.Men  who  have  their  noses  colored  ted. 
Orgaii-trrimleis,  cigar-sfuiiip  linders, 

Chinese  joints,  where  smokers  like  to  meet; 
Salvation  army  out  purudiiig,  bealing  drums  ami  sereuadiuf;. 

That  IS  what  he  thought  of  Baxter  Street. 


THE    SQUARE,    HONEST    MAN. 

CopyrlKht,  ISKl,  by  J.  IL  IJohcle. 

The  Worils  and  Mti.slcof  this  Soiitf  will  b«-  .Miit  to  niiy  address,  |>i>st  paid,  on  rcrelpt  of  10 
'         cents,  or  this  and  any  two  otlur  Soujch  lor  one  Doliai-,  by  II.  J.  Weliiiiaii,  ISO  I'aik 
l(u» ,  New  York  City.     I'ostat;^  Mumps  taken  suiiic  us  cuvh  fur  ull  uur  ({oods. 

WonUnad  Mii>ic  l>y  J   H.  liohdv. 


We  ail  have  our  hobbies,  and  I  have  as  well 
Some  few  odd  iilens  I  may  as  «»:ll  tell; 
TIml  which  1  obj<  ct  to,  we  hear  everywhen-, 
"Tis  women  me  sayini;  the  men  are  not  ripiare. 
Tho'  on  one  another  we  all  do  depend, 
Y'ou'll  lind  that  most  ineu  are  a  friend  to  a  friend; 
The  greeil  that  .-^eems  common  is  born  in  us  all, 
'Tis  u  race  where  the  weak  have  to  go  lo  the  wall. 

Clloi:t:s. 
For  "man's  greatest  stmiy  is'm.-ii!,"  you'll  agree. 
To  claim  a  "  fair  deal  "  is  a  hobby  with  me; 
So  I  like  to  see  all  men  do  rii.'ht  w  hen  they  can. 
As  God's  grantlest  work  is  a  stpiare,  houu«|(  uiau. 

I  like  to  have  dealiiiirs  with  old-fashioned  men. 
They're  honest,  youll  And,  nine  limes  our  of  ten; 
Their  goo<l  hearts  and  custuuis  how  well  we  do  know, 
ISilt  best  folks  to  meet  with  w  herever  we  go. 
'Tis  all  wrong  when  children  will  slight  their  old  dad. 
Whose  ways  may  be  slow  or  whose  grammer  is  bad; 
The  respect  they  owe  him  is  iic.\t  to  their  God, 
E'eu  tho'  he's  a  banker,  or  curries  a  hod.— Cuoucs. 

I  don't  like  the  .Judas  who  runs  down  his  friend 

Withtmurderous  glee,  his  goo<l  name  to  niid; 

So  Uikc  care  and  watch  him,  us  thro'  life  you  pass. 

His  tongue  is  but  venom,  a  snake  in  llie  giass; 

I  speak  of  the  (Jtiindy  we  see  every  ilay. 

Whose  word  is  no  ginnl,  and  all  men  are  his  prey; 

For  of  all  the  mean  men  lo  wlioiii  woman  gave  birth. 

The  scaudul  creator  is  the  meauusl  ou  earth.— t'UOKUa. 

There  are  men  In  i  nblic  who  try  to  ilo  right. 

Who  frown  upon  e.'il  with  all  of  their  might; 

ril  mention  but  one  man.  qiiile  well  know  n  lo  yon, 

And  heedless  i4  party,  we'll  give  him  his  due; 

You  aiilicipate  me,  as  surely  you  must. 

When  I  speak  ot  a  man  w  lio  was  true  to  his  trust, 

Tho'  he  diHered  from  nianv  in  his  tariff  plan, 

We  kuow  Grover  t'k:veland  was  a  square,  honest  man.— CaoBUS. 


They  Never  Will  Invite  Yon  Any  More. 

Written  by  C.  I).  Ilickiiiaii  and  Q.  >V.  Hunter.    Siiiik  by  ti.  W.  Iluuter. 

Send  your  iianienndaddivs.stii  H.  J.  Wehiiiaii.  I.'»  Park  How.  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  iiinil  acotnpletr  ('atal'>K»eol  iiwi.^iIHK)  Popular  Kiitdisli  and  (lerinuu 

80UK11    Krec.    l*u«tu);e  t>l;tiii|i.-<t4ikeii  sanieuseu.sli  (or  ull  uur  yuvdn. 

If  you  receive  an  invitatiou  to  attcud  a  celebration, 

A  dinner  or  a  feed  of  any  sort, 
Keud  up  your  etiquette,  do,  and  try  uot  to  forget  to 

Itefrain  from  doing  things  you  never  ought. 
By  this  book,  I  do  declare,  'tis  wrong  to  criticise  the  fair. 

Never  say  the  greens  are  over-riiH.-, 
If  they  hand  to  you  the  J. icking  of  a  forty-year-old  chicken. 

You  shouldn't  say  you'd  sooner  have  some  tripe. 
And  tuble-spoous,  you  know,  across  the  room  you  sUouldu't  throw, 

Ft>r  if  you  do  such  things,  I'm  very  sure. 
The  jieople  w  ho  are  with  you  il:e  cold  shoulder  soon  will  give  you. 

And  they  never  will  invite  you  auy  more; 
NeveruKue !  nevermore  I 

They  never  will  invite  you  auy  more. 

When  you  sit  down  to  dinner,  do  not  be  the  first  iH'giuuer, 

ISut  wait  until  the  host  has  said  the  grace; 
Y'uu  can  then  go  iu  a  "  buster,"  wiihoiit  any  noise  or  fluster 

(In  the  gravy  it  is  riole  to  wash  your  face); 
Pray,  lie  careful  what  you're  doing  if  a  hunk  of  bread  you're  chewing. 

Never  sling  it  in  the  waiter'seye; 
Act  polite,  if  you're  able;  do  not  lay  across  the  table, 

With  your  head  upon  the  cuslard  or  the  pie.  ^, 

If  there's  whiskers  on  the  butter,  a  complaint  you  shouldn't  utter. 

Though  it's  strong  enough  to  walk  aUuig  the  lloor. 
For  the  ladies  who  are  able  will  quickly  leave  the  table. 

And  they  never  will  invite  you  auy  more; 
Nevermore!  iievermtue! 

They  never  will  iuvite  you  auy  more. 

If  you're  asked  to-pass  the  cruet,  pray,  be  careful  how  you  do  It, 

Or  |K)ssibly  you'll  liieel  with  soiiie  misljap; 
It  should  be  a  pleasant  labor  to  wait  u|>oii  your  neighbor; 

Dou't  throw  the  salad  in  a  lady's  lap. 
And  do  not  mix  the  mustard  in  the  pastry  or  the  custard, 

Aud  never  try  to  eat  soup  with  a  fork; 
At  the  hostess  don't  be  winking,  or  from  her  finger  glasses  driukiug. 

And  when  your  mouth  is  fiill  dou't  try  to  talk. 
Before  the  ladies  be  aware,  'tis  unusual  to  swear. 

And  if  you're  smoking  during  diuuer,  I  am  sure 
You'll  liear  from  people  at  the  table  that  you're  more  fit  for  the  btable. 

And  they  never  will  invite  you  auy  more; 
Nevermore!  ucveriiu)re! 

They  never  will  iuvite  ytm  any  more. 

If  you  should  give  a  dinner,  do  not  tliiiik  yourself  a  eiuucr 

If  a  guesi  receives  a  cockroach  in  his  soup; 
Dispel  the  trouble  like  a  w  ixjird,  by  handing  him  the  gi/zard 

Of  a  chicken  that  has  lately  died  wil!i  croup; 
And  if  the  table-cloth  wants  mending,  and  you  tlnd  your  wife  is  sending 
,'    To  the  pawnshop  all  the  knives  antt  forks  and  sp«M>ns; 
If  there's  any  guest  who  lingers,  and  won't  eat  with  his  lingers. 

Don't  tell  them  all  that  they're  a  set  of  coons. 
To  behave  you  should  eudeuvor,  ask  a  girl  rude  questions  never. 

Or  her  sweetheart  may  be  anxious  for  your  gore; 
Autl  don't  insult  the  waiters,  they  may  sliug  at  you  the  "  'tateys," 

Aiul  they  never  will  iuvite  you  any  more; 
Neveruioiel  ueveriuore! 

They  never  will  invite  you  any  more. 


CALL    ME    PET    NAMES. 

The  Wonia  and  MukIc  of  tliia  SunK  will  Im-  sent  to  any  nildress,  |»wt  iinid,  on  receipt  of  10  ' 

ceiitH;  or  tins  and  any  two  other  Souths  foroix-  Dollar,  by  I!.  J.  Weliiimii,  ISO  I'lirk 

Uuw,  New  Vol  k  (  ily.     I'ustUKe  .Stumps  taken  lutiiio  us  ca.Hli  for  ull  uur  Kouds. 

Call  Die  pet  names,  dearest,  call  me  a  bird. 

That  tlK's  to  thy  breast  at  one  chert.-hing  won!, 

That  folds  its  wild  wings  there,  ne'er  thinking  of  flight. 

That  tenderly  sings  there,  iu  loving  delight.. 

Oil,  my  sail  heart  is  piniiig  for  one  fond  word. 

Call  me  {kI  names,  dearest,  call  me  thy  bird. 

Call  me  fond  names,  dearest,  call  mo  a  star. 
Whose  smiles'  beaming  welcome  thou  feel'st  from  afar. 
Whose  light  is  the  clearest,  the  trui'st  to  thee; 
Wheu  the  night  time  of  sorrow  steals  over  life's  sea. 
Oh,  trust  thy  rich  bark  where  it«  warm  rays  are. 
Call  me  jiel  names,  darling,  call  me  thy  star. 

Call  me  sweet  names,  darling,  call  mc  a  flower, 

Thtit  lives  in  the  light  of  thy  smile  each  hour. 

That  droops  wiieii  its  heaven,  thy  love,  g«)ws  cold. 

That  shrinks  from  the  wicked,  the  false  and  bold, 

That  blooms  for  thee  only,  through  sunlight  aud  sbower. 

Call  me  Iiel  names,  darling,  cull  me  a  llower. 

Call  me  dear  names,  darling,  call  mc  thine  owo; 

8iK'uk  to  me  always  in  love's  low  tone; 

Let  not  thy  look  nor  thy  voice  grow  cold. 

Let  my  fond  worship  thy  be'ing  enfold. 

Love  me  forever  anil  love  me  alone. 

Call  me  pet  names,  darling,  call  me  thiuc  own. 


.0: 


— A  False  IIoj-m;. — "  Ik'ssic,  ciii  j'ou  come  over  lo  sec  our  new 
border  tliis  jiftcriioon?"  "Willi  pleiisiitc.  Is  be  nice?"  "He? 
Why,  I  mean  the  new  bonier  on  oiir  hall-puper."  "  Oh!  You  will 
have  to  excuse  me,  denry.  I  almost  forgot  my  CDgagemeut  with 
Florence  this  afternoon." — Judge.  . 
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I    KNEW    IT.  • 

OopjTight,  1»91,  by  U'illis  Woodward  &  Co.  '■..'' 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soup  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  this  and  any  twoother  Sonprs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Vvehman,  ISO  harlc 

How,  New  York  City.    I'ostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  o^  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Lorcn  Dragden. 


A  lap.s  that  I  loved  was  the  belle  of  the  town, 

I  knew  it,  I  kucw  it; 
Such  lipe  and  Buch  eyes  there  cotild  scarcely  be  found, 

I  knew  it,  I  knew  it. 
We  lovfd  as  two  lovers  had  ne'er  loved  before; 
She  pledged  me  her  faith  and  her  constancy  Bwore; 
She  said  she  would  live  only  me  to  adoje, 

1  kuew  It,  I  knew  it. 

We  werft  married  and  lived  as  two  younji  lovers  do, 

I  knew  it,  I  kuew  it; 
With  nothing  to  live  on  but  the  breath  we  each  drew, 

I  knew  it,  I  knew  it. 
She  said  slie  would  live  only  me  to  adort', 
liutslK'  never  once  mentioned  n»y  mother  in-law; 
She  Baid  that  the  ranch  she  would  rule  evennorc, 

1  kuew  it,  I  knew  it. 

Now  a  dnininK>r  I  was  and  1  travelled  around. 

All  knew  it,  all  knew  it; 
I  8])entall  my  time  taking  in  every  town,    . 

All  knew  it,  all  knew  it. 
For  my  long  absence  from  her  I  w.tb  not  to  blame, 
Excuses  I  made  that  she  ihou^dit  rather  lame, 
But  in  each  town  I  had  a  girl  just  the  Bame, 

I  kuew  it,  she  knew  it. 

One  (lay  I  came  home  from  a  trip  in  the  West, 

Noi*e  knew  it,  none  kuew  it; 
I  went  to  my  home,  for  I  needed  some  rest, 

I  knew  It,  I  knew  ii. 
When  I  entered  the  house,  not  a  thing  to  be  found. 
My  wife  and  her  mother  with  my  nioiK;y  };oue. 
Some  other  drummer  had  bceu  doinj^  our  town, 

I  kuew  it,  she  knew  it. 


OH!     JOSHUA. 

Copyright,  188C,  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  twoother  .Son(rs  for  One  Oollar,  by  II.  J.  Welinian,  I'M  hark 

iiuw.  New  Vork  City.    I'ustage  Stamps  taken  same  us  e;u<li  for  ull  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  C.  Frank  Ilorn. 


I)e  sweetest  jjal  in  Johnson's  Row  am 'Cindy  Barton, 

I  lub  her  from  de  mawnin'  dawn  until  de  close  ob  day; 
She  nearly  busts  my  jwcket,  so  I'll  hab  to  shake  her  sarlin', 

For  if  she  sees  a  thing  she  wants,  she  uebber  fails  to  say : 

Cuonrs. 

Ob!  Joshua,  oh!  Joshua,  doan'  rush  away  Joshua  Brown, 
f'oiiie  here,  I  say,  now  doan'  delay,  to  hab  some  nioah  I'se  bouu'; 
I  say  now  Joshua,  dear  Joshua,  my  sugar  phnn.  Joshua  Brovvu, 
If  you  doau'  treat  me  kindly,  1"11  "lumiuate  tlie  towu. 

I  ink  her  to  a  supper  once,  oh,  ray  I  oh,  my,  oh! 

De  way  she  put  de  fodder  down  hit  almos'  turned  my  head: 
She  tackled  beans  and  warious  greens  and  oyster  slews  and  pie,  oh! 

Den  wlien  she  had  'em  gobbled  in  she  turned  to  uie  and  caid:— C'HORtrs. 

I  tuk  her  out  a-sleighin'  once,  de  bells  did  jingle, 
De  boss  was  tame,  I  hug<;ed  her  close  as  close  as  close  could  be; 

And  when  I  got  her  home  again,  wid  col'  my  ears  did  tingle; 
Den  when  I  went  to  help  her  out  she  softiy  said  to  me:— t'uoKua. 

She  often  tells  me  dat  I  am  a  pay  deceiber; 

I  gib  lier  |M>int8  in  inakiu' lub  in  de  ole-fashioned  way;  . 

Yet  ebry  time  I  kiss  dat  gal,  and  turn  aroun'  to  leab  her. 

She'll  grab  my  coat  and  pull  ine  back  aud  dis  is  what  sheMl  say:— Chorl's. 


The  Mother's  Prayer  by  the  Sea. 

Copynght,  1889,  by  M.  J.  Fitzpatrick. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  Ite  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wtlinian,  130  I'ark 

Itow,  New  York  City.    I'oetage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  tor  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  .>L  J.  Fjtzimtilck. 

The  sun  was  setting  in  the  West,  the  song-birds  sang  their  lay. 
When  recollections  of  the  past  recalled  to  mind  the  day 
A  mother  ])rayed  with  otitstretched  arms,  "  Bring  back  my  boy  to  me," 
As  she  kissed  her  lad  his  last  farewell,  as  he  steered  for  the  ojMin  sea. 

CUORUS. 

That  mother  waits  with  anxious  heart,  and  watches  day  hy  day. 
And  hears  the  soun<l  of  the  breakers  roar  like  a  lion  upon  his  prey; 
Then  turns  to  llim  who  guides  life's  bark  through  this  dark  and  stormy  sea. 
Her  last  words  were  tlie  parting  prayer,  "Bring  back  my  boy  to  me." 

Time  aud  tide  roll  quickly  by,  and  vessels  conic  and  go, 

But  of  the  tidings  or  that  lad  there,  no  one  seemed  to  know; 

And  through  the  lone  and  dreary  night,  when  hearts  from  care  were  free. 

That  beacon  light  there  shoue  so  briglit,  iu  the  cottage  by  the  sea.— CuoRUS. 

The  cottage  now  is  lone  and  sad,  that  mother's  passed  away,  -  , 

The  sailor  lad's  returned  again,  but  now  he's  old  and  gray; 

Aud  wand'ring  through  the  village  streets,  in  visions  oft  does  see. 

And  bears  that  mother's  parting  prayer,  "Bring  back  my  boy  to  me." — Cho. 


THE    ROSE-BUSH. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  tl.  Sclurmcr. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  iwid,  on  nnvipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  l>ollar,  by  H.J.  U  ehnian,  i:w  Tark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    J'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  a.-*  cash  for  ull  our  giHwIs. 


Translated  fi-om  the  German  by  W.  Caldwell.    Composed  by  Faustina  Hasst<  Hodges. 


A  child  sleeps  under  a  rose-bush  fair. 
The  buds  swell  out  in  the  soft  May  air; 
Sweetly  it  rests  and  on  dream-wing  ilies, 
To  play  with  the  angels  in  Paradise   - 

Aud  the  years  glide  by. 
Sweetly  it  rests  and  on  dream-wing  flies. 
To  play  with  the  angels  in  Paradise, 
To  play  with  the  angels  in  Paradise— 

Aud  the  years  glide  by. 

A  maiden  stands  by  the  rose-bush  fair. 
The  dewy  blossoms  perfume  the  air. 
She  prt^sses  her  hand  to  her  throbbing  breast, 
With  love'M  first  wonderful  rapture  blest- 

And  the  years  glide  by. 
She  presses  her  hand  to  her  throbbing  bn'ast. 
With  love's  first  wonderful  rapture  blest, 
"U'ith  love's  first  wonderful  rapture  blest— 

Aud  the  years  glide  by. 

A  mother  kneels  by  the  rose-bush  fair. 
Soft  sigh  the  leaves  in  the  evening  air. 
Sorrowing  thoughts  of  the  past  arise. 
And  tears  of  anguish  l>edim  her  eyes— 

And  the  years  glide  by. 
Sorrowing  thoughts  of  the  past  arise. 
And  tears  of  anguish  dedim  her  eyes. 
Tears  of  auguish  l)edim  her  eyes- 

Aud  the  years  glide  by. 

Naked  and  lone  stands  the  rose  bush  fair. 
Whirled  are  the  leaves  in  the  autumn  air. 
Withered  aud  dead  they  fall  to  the  ground. 
And  silently  cover  a  new-made  m<mn<l — 

And  the  years  glide  by. 
Withered  and  dead  they  fall  to  thi-  ground. 
And  silently  cover  a  new-made  mound. 
They  sileutly  cover  a  new-made  mound— 

And  the  years  glide  by. 


PADDY'S    LAND. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  W.hman,  1.10  I'ark  Row,  N.-w  York  City,  nn<l  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  6uuu  i'opular  Knglisli  ntid  <  ii-rniaii 

Songs- Free.    Fustat^c  Stamps  taken  same  as  oasli  for  all  our  goods. 


One  morning,  very  early,  while  sitting  iu  my  easy  chair. 
In  a  cottage  of  my  own,  that  was  free  from  both  strife  and  care, 
A  pretty  maid  come  up  to  me,  and  took  me  gently  by  the  hand. 
And  begged  for  a  verse  or  two  iu  praise  of  Paddy's  land. 

The  people  of  this  nation  is  of  a  free  and  open  mind. 

And  always  unto  strangers,  it's  well  known,  they  do  prove  kind; 

But  if  any  dare  impose  on  them,  such  orders  they'd  soon  cotin  term  and. 

They  would  make  him  smell  ehillalic,  it's  a  plant  that  grows  in  Pad<ly's  land. 

There  is  nothing  there  that's  venomous,  but  all  of  the  sweetest  sceni, 
The  air  is  pure  and  healthy,  and  the  girls  arc  shining  with  content. 
For  virtue  and  beauty  bright,  no  nation  can  them  withstand. 
They're  the  roses  of  all  Europe  and  the  pretty  girls  of  Paddy's  land. 

There  is  some  will  contradict  this,  and  say  they're  of  another  race. 

And  ask  what  is  the  reason  so  many  leave  so  fine  a  place; 

But  I  will  quickly  give  to  them  the  answer  that  I  have  at  hand, 

'Tis  because  they  took  the  trade  from  that  lovely  place  called  Padily's  land. 

So  come  all  my  jovial  country-men,  and  let  us  fill  a  flowing  quart. 
And  drink  to  old  Washingloii,  aud  all  of  such  a  noljle  heart; 
Likewise  old  Carroll  of  Carrollton,  and  all  of  the  signing  band. 
That  signed  the  "  Declaratiou"  for  a  refuge  from  Paddy's  laud. 
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'    CALL    ME    THINE    OWN. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-i>aid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  tv.o  other  Songs  for  One  I>ollar,by  H.  J.  Wcliman.  irto  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Staniiis  taken  game  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Call  me  "  thine  own,"  name  fond  eiKleariug, 
Like  music  sweet  it  falls  on  mine  ear; 

Tell  me  of  hop*;,  life's  jiathway  cheering. 
Whispers  of  home  with  thee  ever  near. 
Call  me  "thine  own,"  doubt  would  destroy. 

For  only  thro'  faith  are  we  secure. 

Making  our  hearts  strong  to  endure 
What  lies  l>efore  us,  sorrow  or  joy. 

Call  me  "thiuc  own,"  thint;,  thine  alone. 

Name  food  endearing,  call  me  "  tliine  own." 

Years  may  roll  on,  youth's  dreams  may  leave  us, 
noj)e8  faint  aud  die  that  lighted  our  way, 

Trials  may  come,  sorrows  may  gri'jve  us. 
Friends  may  depart  or  falsely  bt  tray. 
Call  me  "  thine  own,"  all  else  may  fail; 

With  love  in  our  hearts,  heaven  still  remains; 

Each  lx)nd  with  time  fresh  vigor  gains. 
And  o'er  life's  tempests  love  shall  prevail. 

Call  me  "  thine  own,"  thine,  thine  alone. 

Name  most  endearing,  call  me  "thine  own." 
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WHEN  THE  WOMEN  FOLKS  BOSS 
THE   WHOLE   WORLD. 


Tune-"  Did  That  Ever  Ocmir  to  You." 


} 


Bend  your  name  and  addresw  to  H.  J.  Wchniaii.  I*)  Tark  Kow,  NVw  York  City,  and  receive 

Djr  return  mail  ai'oniiili'tel'atalDiriit'Df  ovcrfKHK)  l'i>|iular  Kiijrlisli  iiiiil  (ieriiian 

Sonjfa— *"ri'e.     rostaite  Stamps  taken  sjiiiu'a«ca.sli  for  all  ouruootlM. 

Sung  by  tlie  Two  African  Macks  w  ith  grreat  success. 

The  girls  will  be  able  to  do  as  tliey  j)U'a!»e, 
When  the  women  folks  btK^s  the  wliole  world; 

Can  a^k  the  younir  men  to  t.'ive  tlicin  a  squeeze, 
When  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  world. 

When  they  have  a  bean  tliey'll  sit  on  one  cliair, 

Tliis  may  happen  iH-'fore  the  Chicaijo  fair. 

And  all  of  the  sjirls  stop  wearin-j  false  hair. 
When  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  world. 

The  dudee,  1  am  sure,  will  not  have  a  show. 
When  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  world; 

Into  capes  with  other  monks  they  will  ^'O, 
When  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  world. 

We'll  have  women's  clubs,  and  girls  on  each  car; 

You  will  also  liiid  women  behind  every  bar. 

And  perhaps  some  of  lliem  will  smoke  a  ci>:ar, 
When  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  world. 

The  girls  will  have  a  chance  to  cet  their  risibts, 
Svhen  the  women  folUs  bo*s  the  whole  world; 

There'll  be  no  looking  under  beds  at  night. 
When  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  world. 

'Twill  be  the  best  world  that  you  ever  saw; 

In  women  there  will  not  be  a  flaw; 

We'll  make  angels  out  of  each  motlier-in-law. 
When  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  world. 

Cashiers  will  not  skip  away  with  the  cash. 
When  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  world; 
I  The  dudes  will  not  go  out  on  the  mush. 

When  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  world. 

The  Chinese  will  stay  home,  there  cat  their  rats; 

No  more  we'll  be  bo"thercd  at  nights  with  Tom  cats, 

And  men  won't  come  home  with  bricks  in  their  hats, 
When  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  world. 

We'll  all  be  quite  happy,  yes,  all  be  content. 
When  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  world; 

Yon  men  folks  will  not  then  have  a  cent, 
I  When  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  wc)rld. 

To  you  men,  I'm  sure,  it  will  be  quite  a  shock, 

For  women  u  ill  all  have  hearts  like  a  rock, 

And  if  you  say  a  word  your  head  off  she'll  ktiock, 
Wheu  the  women  folks  boss  the  whole  world. 


ARKANSA  W. 

This  song  was  sent  to  us  by  Nelson  Forsytli  i,Showman),  Rockdale,  Milam  Co  ,  Texas. 
I  _______ 

'Send  your  name  and  oddress  to  II.  J.  Wehmnn.  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  (.ataloit'ie  of  ovir  SiKXi  I'upiilar  Kii|;lisliand  (ieniian 

Songs— Kiee.    I'ustage  btam|>s  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good.-*. 

My  name  it  is  Sanford  IJiirns,  I  came  from  NobiUille  town, 

I  traveled  this  wide  world  over,  I  traveled  this  wide  worlil  around: 

I  met  with  ups  and  downs  in  life,  but  better  days  1  saw. 

But  I  never  kuow'd  what  misery  was  till  I  came  to  Arkansaw. 

I         I  landed  in  St.  Louis  with  ten  dollars  and  no  more; 

1  read  the  flaily  papers  till  my  eyes  were  sore; 
'  I  read  the  evening  papers  until  at  last  1  saw 

I  Where  ten  thousand  men  were  wanted  In  the  state  of  Arkansaw. 

1  wiped  my  eyes  in  great  surprise  w-nen  I  rodd  this  grateful  news. 
And  straightway  olY  I  started  to  the  agent  iJiily  Hughs; 
lie  says,  pay  to  me  live  dollars  and  a  ticket  for  yoii  I  draw, 
And  land  you  safely  on  the  railroad  for  the  state  of  Arkansaw. 

It  was  in  the  year  of  '82,  in  the  merry  month  of  June, 

That  I  lande(l  in  Forth  Smith,  one  sultry  afternoon. 

So  up  stepped  a  walking  skeleton,  with  a  long  and  lantern  jaw, 

Aud  invited  me  to  his  hotel,  the  best  in  Arkansaw. 

1  followed  my  conductor  and  to  his  dwelling  place, 

Where  poverty  was  pictured  in  his  melancholy  fiice; 

His  bread  it  was  corn  doilgers,  and  the  beef  1  couldn't  chew, 

This  was  the  kind  of  hash  they  fed  me  in  the  state  of  Arkansaw. 

1  started  off  next  morning  to  catch  the  early  train; 

He  says  to  me,  you  better  work,  for  I  have  some  land  to  drain; 

I  pay  you  lifty  cents  a  day,  your  board,  washing  and  all, 

Aud  you'll  fiiid  yourself  a  different  man  when  you  leave  old  .\rkan8aw. 

I  worked  six  weeks  for  the  son-of-a-gun  (.Jess  llarren  was  liis  name), 
Six  foot  se\en  in  his  stftcking  feel,  as  fall  as  any  crane; 
His  hair  bung  down  in  rat-tails  over  his  long  and  lantern  jaw; 
He's  the  photograph  of  all  the  gents  that  lived  in  .\rkaiisaw. 

He  fed  me  on  corn  dcxlger  as  hard  as  any  rock. 
Till  my  teeth  b<;gan  to  loosen  and  my  knees  began  to  knock; 
I  got  so  thiu  on  sassafras  tea  I  could  hide  behind  a  straw. 
Indeed  I  was  a  different  man  wlien  I  left  old  Arkansaw. 

Farcw>ll  to  swamp  angels,  to  cane  brakes  and  to  chills. 
Farewell  to  sage  and  sassafras  and  the  corn  dmlgcr  pills; 
If  ( ver  I  see  that  land  auiiin.  I  give  to  you  my  paw. 
It  will  Ije  through  a  telescope  from  here  to  Arkansaw. 

1  jumped  aboard  the  evening  train  a  quarter  after  five, 

I  started  for  St.  Louis  half  dead  and  half  alive; 

I  bought  a  quart  of  whiskey,  my  misery  to  thaw, 

Aud  i  got  as  drunk  as  a  boiled  owl  when  I  left  old  Arkansaw. 


QUIET    LODQINGS. 

Tune- "Teddy  the  Tiler." 


Send  your  name  and  ad<Irewi  to  11.  J,  'Weliinan,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  flty,  and  receive  ' 
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Songs— Free. 


by  return  mail  a  emnplete  t"alalo>rne  of  overSuoe  I'opular  Kntflisli  aud  (ierman 
i'ustage  Stamps  taken  same  aseasli  for  all  our  goods. 


All  you  that  love  retirement,  free,  I'm  sun?  yon  will  pity  me. 

Who  all  my  life-time  used,  uo  you  see,  to  very  quiet  lougiugs; 

You  must  know  that  word  was  sent  nie  down  that  my  go<«l  old  uncle  Brown 

Had  died  and  left  me  every  crown;  so  I  must  come  aiidlive  in  town. 

1  wrote  to  my  cousin,  Jemmy  Wood,  and  axed  if  he'd  be  so  good  ..    : 

As  llud  me  in  his  neighborhood  very  quiet  lodgings. 

.\ll  right;  I  came  to  town  next  day,  and  to  my  lodgings  went  straightway, 

And  really  thought  them,  au  fawit,  H  very  quiet  lodgings; 

A  stieet  without  a  thoroughfare,  well  down  town,  1  do  declare. 

Where  the  river  runs  at  the  end  so  rare,  and  sends  up  such  refreshing  air. 

My  landlady,  with  look  demurred,  said,  I'd  find  them  quiet  and  very  pure, 

Su'  I  took  them  for  a  twelve-month,  sure,  my  very  quiet  lo<lging8. 

That  night,  at  twelve,  I  went  to  bed,  but  scarcely  had  laid  down  my  head. 
When  1  neard  a  noise  that  would  awake  the  dead,  in  my  very  quiet  lodgings; 
The  sleep  at  oi^ce  forsook  my  eyes,  I  bolted  up  with  great  surprise, 
I  wondered,  but  could  not  surmise,  what  it  was  that  made  the  iiorrid  noise; 
Next  day  I  found  it  out,  by  chance,  that  a  nigger  singer,  named  Touj  Vance 
Every  night  rehearsed  a  break-dowu  dance,  overhead  in  my  quiet  lodgings. 


Next  morn 
A  tlfe  and 


ling,  long  before  I  rose  or  popped  my  head  from  'ncath  tlie  clothes, 
drum  playc<l  "Off  She  Goes,"  in  front  of  my  quiet  lodgings; 
.\nd  scarcely  ha<i  they  gone  away,  when  I  hoped  to  be  quiet  all  the  day — 
When  a  barrel  organ  iK'gan  to  play,  "  Nix  .My  Dolly  I'allo  Fake  Away.  ' 
And  they  had  hardly  left  the  place,  when  two  cornets  and  a  double  bass 
Came  blowing  in  my  very  face,  in  front  of  my  quiet  lodgings. 

My  dinner  I  thought  to  get  in  peace,  but  the  nuisance  didn't  cease; 

In  fact,  it  seemed  more  to  increase  all  around  my  quiet  lodgings; 

For  a  regular  band  appeared  in  view  with  drums,  cornets,  aud  cymbols,  too. 

And  kicked  up  such  a  jihilaloo,  I  wished  they'd  blown  themselves  in  two. 

And  scarcely  had  the  fellows  lied,  when  two  chaps,  by  instinct  led, 

Begau  to  punch  each  other's  heads  iu  front  of  luy  quiet  lodgings. 

The  mob  hurrah'd  with  all  their  might,  and  nrged  the  fellows  on  to  flgbt, 

.\nd  they  went  at  it  left  and  right,  in  front  of  my  quiet  lo<lgings; 

Soon  on  each  side  their  friends  went  in,  and  a  regular  fight  did  soon  begin; 

Through  my  window  a  brick  came  smashing  in,  with  rage  I  sent  it  back  again; 

Then  six  pcilicemen  came  in  view,  and  twigged  me  as  the  brick  it  flew, 

Aud  lugged  me  off  to  prison,  tlirough  the  row  at  my  quiet  lodgings. 

Next  day  w  ith  rage  my  heart  did  swell;  out  by  the  roots  I  pulled  the  bell; 

My  landlady  rushed  up  pell-mell,  at  my  very  quiet  lodgings; 

"  Are  these  your  quiet  lodgings,  pray?  I'll  leave  your  house  this  very  day!  " 

"  But  before  you  po  away,  a  twelve-month's  rent  you'll  have  to  pay." 

I  paid  the  year  with  sad  griinniace,  an<i  rushed  out  of  the  cursed  place, 

And  slaiu'd  the  door  iu  the  old  hag's  face,  and  d d  her  quiet  ludgiugs. 


The  Lightship's  Straight  Ahead. 

Copyright,  1S90,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  » ill  \>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Sont;s  fur  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian,  loO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Staiiips  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Musir  by  B.  n.  Janasen. 


Far  out  at  sea  the  lightship  rocks  the  waters,  day  by  day; 
The  sailor  lad,  returning  home,  it  safely  guides  the  way. 
It  cares  not  how  the  sea  may  ruve  or  how  the  wind  may  blow; 
The  darkest  night  becomes  as  day  l>eneath  the  lamp's  bright  glow. 
And  as  he  reaches  port  that  night,  from  far-off  distant  lands. 
Cries  out  with  joy  to  those  below,  as  in  the  mast  he  stands: 
"The  lightship's  straight  ahead!  the  lightship's  straight  aheadi 
The  lightship!  the  lightship!  the  lightship's  straight  ahead.'* 

TjErRAIN. 

What  joy,  what  bliss  to  sec  that  light,  to  know  we're  home  at  last; 
To  know  that  dangers  that  have  been  are  memories  of  the  past; 
To  see  our  loved  ones  once  again,  then,  standing  on  the  quay; 
To  hear  the  welcome:  "  Jack  is  home  from  far  across  Hie  sea!  " 
To  hear  the  welcome:  "Jack  is  home  from  far  across  the  sea.'*  - 

'Take  to  the  boats,"  the  captain  cries,  "  lost  is  our  gallant  bark;  *' 
T!ie  sea  is  running  mountains  high,  and  all  around  is  dark. 
We  i>ray  to  <Jod  to  guide  our  way,  we  know  not  where  we  are — 
If  many  miles  away  from  shore  or  near  the  harlM>r  bar. 
Despair  is  marked  on  every  face  as  silently  we  row; 
When  lo!  behold!  there  in  the  North,  we  see  a  lamp's  bright  glow— 
The  lightshi[>'s  straight  ahead!  the  lightship's  straiirht  ahead! 
The  lightship!  the  lightship!  the  lightship's  straight  ahead.— Refrain. 


♦  •  ^ 


— "I  .see  some   Canailian  hn.s  invented    a    buttonlcss  .shirt. 
"  Thais  nothing  new.     I've  worn  tliein  ever  since  ray  wife  was 
eng:ige(l  in  climch  work." 

— "  Who  is  tbiit  (lancing  witli  Mrs.  Smith,  Rose?  She  .seems  so 
fondof  liim."  "  That's  licr  husband."  "How  odd.  And  they've 
been  jtiurried  three  luuutlis." 

—Beggar:  "Please,  plense,  help  a  poor  cripple."  Pas.ser-by 
(giving  liiin  mone\):  "Poor  fellow!  Where  are  you  crippled?" 
Beggar  (pocketing  ibe^pon'ey):  "  Iu  my  finances,  sir." 
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When  I  Was  a  Child  of  Three. 

Copyriglit,  1890,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Masic  of  t)ii»  Sonp:  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  othvr  Sonars  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Weliniau,  ISO  Park 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  onr  goods. 


Words  by  J.  Cheever  Goodwin.    Music  by  Woolson  Morse. 


When  I  was  a  child  of  three, 
Huiglio,  loiiK  ago; 

Some  one  pave  a  doll  to  me, 

Kogy  cheeks  she  had,  and  eyes 

liliie  aei  aie  the  summer  Bkit-s. 

'I'lioiiirh  she  answered  not  a  word. 

Yet  I  fancied  that  she  heard 

All  the  childish  lioi>c»  and  fears 

That  I  whispered  in  her  ears; 

Wiiispered  all  in  secrecy. 

When  I  was  a  child  of  three.  ' 

Hfigho,  long  ago,  lone,  long  ago. 
Long,  long  ago,  long,  long  ago,  long  ago. 

Even  when  I  older  grew, 
Heigho,  long  ago; 

To  my  doll  I  etifl  was  true; 

Other  toys  airide  were  thrown. 

Still  iny  heart  was  all  her  own; 

All  my  griefs  lo  her  were  told, 

('hildhoo<IV  sorrows  manifold. 

Time  had  all  her  roses  culled, 

And  the  blue  eyes  sadly  dulled; 

She  was  fair  to  none  but  me. 

Still  at  heart  a  child  of  three. 
Heigho,  long  ago,  long,  long  ago. 
Long,  long  ago,  long,  long  ago,  long  ago. 

Childhood's  days  are  vanished  quite, 
Heigho,  long  ago; 

Older  toys  my  love  invite, 

Grown  np  dolls  of  flesh  and  bone, 

1  by  dozens  count  my  own. 

Some  are  pretty,  some  ate  wise. 

Some  I  very  dearly  prize. 

But  at  times  my  memory  strays 

To  those  far-off  yesterdays; 

And  I'd  give  them  ail  to  be 

Once  again  that  child  of  three. 
Heigho,  long  ago,  long,  long  ago, 
Long,  long  ago,  long,  long  ago,  long  ago. 


^  «  » 


THE    PARK    PLACE    HORROR 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnian. 
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Written  by  Geoi-ge  Cooper. 


A  cry  of  horror  fills  the  land,  how  many  weeping  ones 
Lament  the  fate  of  husbands  dear,  of  daughters  and  of  sons; 
Williout  a  moment's  warning  beard,  while  life  was  bright  and  fair. 
The  dark  deatb-augel  hovered  o'er,  and  scattered  wild  despair. 

Chorcs. 
Oh!  i)ity  now  those  stricken  hearts  that  moan  in  agony. 
And  pity  now  those  weeping  eyes  no  more  their  loved  to  see. 

Where  toiled  the  throng  for  bread,  all  day,  dark  ruin  now  is  seen; 
And  blackened  embers  mark  ihe  spot  where  cheerful  smiles  have  been; 
The  hour  of  noon  had  hardly  past  wheu  death,  with  sudden  stroke, 
Felled  to  the  earth  this  shrine  of  toil  as  lightning  fells  the  oak.— Cuobls. 

How  little  thought  those  hearts,  so  light,  that  left  their  homes  that  day, 
They  nevermore  on  earth  should  meet  night's  welcome  warm  and  gay; 
The  mother  now  is  lonely  there,  the  father  looks  in  vain 
To  greet  the  children  of  his  heart  within  that  home  again.— Chorus. 

Oh,  aid  the  desolate,  ye  rich!  heed  ye  their  hearts'  appeal! 

ilow  many  now  are  suffering  with  wounds  that  ne'er  shall  heal? 

Give  to  that  home  where  poverty  now  prowls  like  wolf  at  bay. 

Oh  I  give  tlie  comfort  that  it  needs  and  cheer  sad  hearts  to-day.— Chorits. 


TO    BE    A    LONE    WIDOW. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 
Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London.    All  rights  reserved. 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addres-i,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 
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Words  by  J.  Cheever  Goodwin.    Music  by  Woolson  Morse. 

To  be  a  lone  widow  is  sad,  yes,  'tis  sad, 
■    .         My  life  has  been  hard  to  endure,  you  may  be  sure; 
■   -       When  1  think  of  the  comforts  I  formerly  had. 
No  surgeon  my  suff'ring  can  cure. 
I've  done  all  I  could,  and  there's  none  could  do  more. 
To  bring  up  my  offspring,  so  nearly  a  score. 
And  poverty's  wolf  I  have  kept  from  the  door. 
Since  Frimousse  knew  enough  his  dear  life  to  insure. 


— Roman  punches. — A  fight  between  Italians. 


THE    FACE    UPON    THE    FLOOR. 

By  D'Arey. 

*Twa6  a  balmj  summer  evening  and  a  goodly  crowd  was  there, 
Which  well-nigh  filled  Joe's  bar-room,  on  the  corner  of  the  square; 
And  as  songs  and  witty  stories  came  through  the  open  door, 
A  vagabond  crept  slowly  in  and  posed  upon  the  floor. 

"Where  did  it  come  fromf "  some  one  said.    "The  wind  bas  blown  It  In." 
"  What  does  it  want?  "  another  cried.    "  Some  whiskey,  rum,  or  gin?  " 
"  Here,  Toby,  seek  him,  if  your  stomach's  equal  to  the  work — 
I  wouldn't  touch  him  with  a  fork,  he's  as  filtliy  as  a  Turk." 

This  badinage  the  poor  wretch  took  with  stoical  good  grace — 
In  fact,  he  smiled  as  tho'  he  thought  he'd  struck  the  proper  place. 
"  Come,  boys,  I  know  there's  kindly  hearts  among  so  go<>d  a  crowd — 
To  be  in  such  good  company  would  make  a  deacon  proud. 

"  Give  me  a  drink— that's  what  I  want— I'm  out  of  funds,  you  know. 
When  I  had  cash  to  treat  the  gang,  this  hand  was  never  slow. 
What?  You  laugh  as  if  you  thought  this  pocket  never  held  a  sou, 
I  once  was  fixed  as  well,  my  Iwys,  as  any  one  of  you. 

"There,  thanks;  that  braced  me  nicely;  God  bless  you  one  and  all; 
Next  time  I  pass  this  good  saloon,  I'll  make  another  call. 
Give  you  a  song?  No,  I  can't  do  that,  my  singing  days  are  past; 
'  My  voice  is  cracked,  my  throat's  worn  out,  and  my  lungs  arc  going  fast. 

"Sayl  give  me  another  whiskey,  and  I  tell  you  what  I'll  do — 

I'll  tell  you  a  funny  story,  and  a  fact,  I  promise,  too. 

That  I  was  ever  a  decent  man,  not  one  of  you  would  think; 

But  I  was,  some  four  or  five  years  back.    Say,  give  us  another  drink. 

"  Fill  her  np,  Joe,  I  want  to  put  some  life  into  my  frame- 
Such  little  drinks  to  a  bum  like  me  are  miserable  tame; 
Five  flngere— there,  that's  the  scheme— and  corking  witiskey,  too, 
Well,  here's  luck,  boys,  and  landlord,  my  best  regards  to  you. 

"You've  treated  me  pretty  kindly,  and  I'd  like  to  tell  you  how 
I  came  to  be  the  dirty  sot  you  see  before  you  now. 
As  I  told  you,  once  1  was  a  man  with  muscle,  frame  and  health. 
And,  but  for  a  blunder,  ought  to  have  made  considerable  wealth. 

"  I  was  a  painter— not  one  that  daubed  on  bricks  and  wood. 
But  an  artist,  and,  for  my  age,  was  rated  pretty  good; 
I  worked  hard  at  my  canvas,  and  was  bidding  fair  to  rise. 
For  gradually  I  saw  tlie  star  of  fame  before  my  eyes. 

"  I  made  a  picture,  perhaps  you've  seen,  'tis  called  the  '  Chase  of  Fame.' 
It  brought  me  fifteen  hundred  pounds,  and  added  to  my  name. 
And  then  I  met  a  woman— now  conies  the  funny  part— 
With  eyes  that  petrified  my  brain  and  sunk  into  my  heart. 

"  Why  don't  you  laugh?  'Tis  funny  that  the  vagabond  you  see 
Could  ever  love  a  woman  and  expect  her  love  for  me; 
But  'twas  so,  and  for  a  month  or  two  her  smiles  were  freely  given. 
And  when  her  loving  lips  touched  mine,  it  carried  me  to  heaven. 

"  Boys,  did  you  ever  see  a  girl  for  whom  yonr  soul  you'd  give. 

With  a  form  like  the  Milo  Venus,  too  lieautifiil  to  live; 

With  eyes  that  would  beat  the  Koh-i-noor,  und  a  wealth  of  chestnut  hair? 

If  BO,  'twas  she,  for  there  never  was  another  half  so  fair. 

"  I  was  working  on  a  portrait,  one  afternoon  in  May, 

Of  a  fair-haired  hoy,  a  friend  of  mine,  wlio  lived  across  the  way; 

And  Madeline  admired  it,  and  much,  to  my  surprise. 

Said  that  she'd  like  to  know  the  man  that  had  such  dreamy  eyes. 

"  It  didn't  take  long  to  know  him,  and  before  the  month  had  flown. 
My  friend  had  stole  my  darling  and  I  was  left  alone; 
And  ere  a  year  of  misery  had  ptissed  al>ove  my  head. 
The  jewel  I  had  treasured  so  had  tarnished  and  was  dead. 

"That's  why  I  took  to  drink,  boys.    Why,  I  never  saw  you  smile; 
I  thought  you'd  l>e  amused  and  laughing  all  the  while. 
Why!  what's  the  matter,  friend?  There's  a  tear-drop  in  your  eye; 
Come,  laugh  like  me,  'tis  only  babes  and  women  that  should  cry. 

"Say,  boys,  if  you  give  me  just  another  whiskey,  I'll  be  glad. 
And  I'll  draw,  right  here,  a  picture  of  the  face  tiiat  drove  me  road. 
Give  me  that  piece  of  chalk  witli  which  you  murk  the  base-ball  score- 
You  shall  see  the  lovely  Madeline  upon  the  bar-room  floor." 

Another  drink,  and  with  chalk  in  hand,  the  vagabond  began 
To  sketch  a  face  that  well  might  buy  the  soul  of  any  man. 
Then,  as  he  placed  another  lock  upon  the  shapely  head. 
With  fearful  shriek  he  leaped  and  fell  across  the  picture,  dead. 


A    PRETTY    GIRL.    - 

Copyright,  18J1,  by  T.  B.  Harms  4  Co. 

Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London.   All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  J.  Cheever  Goodwin.    Music  by  Woolson  Morse. 


A  pretty  girl,  a  summer's  night  a  moon,  serenely  mellow, 
A  lond  caress,  a  loving  vow,  a  kiss,  and  all  is  well,  oh  I 
Again  the  girl— another  night— same  moon— so  far  all's  well,  oh  I 
But  if  we  took  another  look,  we'd  see  another  fellow. 

A  shady  nook,  a  babbling  brook,  red  lips  where  kisses  dwell,  oht 
"  Swear  to  be  truel  "  "  I  dol  I  do!  "  pwp,  pwpl  the  lucky  fellowl 
Again  the  nook,  once  more  the  brook,  same  lips — but  sad  to  tell,  oh  I 
The  one  who  sips  those  ruby  lips  is  quite  another  fellow. 
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HE    NEVER    CAME    BACK. 


CopyriKlit,  1X91,  by  Will  UossiUr. 


The  Wordfi  and  Music  of  this  Sontc  will  be  sont  to  any  aildi-pss,  port-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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ruMUtKe  Stamps  taken  MUiie  iia  cu.'<li  fur  ull  our  KooUa. 


AVordsatid  Music  by  Williiun  Jfronic. 


A  AoKlier  kiesod  liis  wife  gcxHlbyc.  he  was  going  to  the  war; 
Tlie  tciirs  they  triekleil  ilovvii  the  ftice  of  the  one  lie  iliil  iidore; 
*'  He  ji.'itieiit  until  I  return,  my  own  sweetheart,"  lie  cried, 
But  lit  the  battle  of  '•  IJull  Kiin"  he  like  a  uolUier  died. 

Choui  s. 

He  never  came  back,  he  never  came  back; 

Ilia  dear  form  she  never  saw  more, 
But  how  happy  elie'll  be  when  hifi  sweet  face  she'll  «ee 

When  they  meet  ou  that  lieautiful  ^liore. 

I  went  into  a  rcotanrant,  as  hnnirry  as  a  bear. 

And  like  a  raving  iniiiiiac  1  t;rabt>ed  the  bill  of  fare; 

The  waiter  naid,  "  What  will  yon  have?"  "Bring  ineapteak,"  I  say, 

lie  ttHjk  my  order,  Ijowcd  hiu  heail,  and  slowly  walked  nway. 

CHonus. 

ne  never  came  back,  he  never  came  back; 

I  waited  an  hour  or  more. 
But  his  fare  I'll  break  if  he's  not  got  that  steak 

When  we  meet  ou  that  beautiful  .><hore. 

I  went  to  sec  the  Rarnum's  sliow,  and  took  my  moiher-in-law; 
She  laughed  at  ev'rytbing  she  saw  until  it  bioke  Iht  jaw; 
Outside  the  tent,  a  big  buloon  it  proved  to  be  my  friend; 
I  ehoved  her  in,  then  cut  the  rope,  and  up  «he  did  ascend. 

CHonus. 

She  never  came  back,  she  never  came  back, 

But  hitrh  in  the  air  she  did  soar. 
And  I'lh  hapjiy  to-night  that  she's  'way  out  of  sight 

Till  we  meet  ou  that  beautiful  shore. 

A  jay  that  lived  "  Down  on  the  Farm  "  came  In  to  sec  the  town. 
Anil  reyistered  at  Smith's  hotel  as  .Mister  Hayseed  Brown; 
He  t(K»k  his  key  and  went  uu-stairs,  with  whiskers  green  as  grass, 
I'ulled  off  his  )>oots,  juui|>ed  iuto  bed,  and  theu  blew  out  the  gas. 

Cuoiifs. 

De  never  came  back,  he  never  came  back; 

And  when  they  broke  open  the  door. 
The  lact  words  he  said,  before  he  dropped  de.ad. 

Were,  "we'll  meet  ou  that  beautiful  shore.'' 

An  old  maid  who  was  forly-five,  she  madly  fell  In  love. 

And  with  a  young  man  just  nlnete-eu.  who  called  her  turtle  dove. 

The  wedding  day  at  last  arrived,  the  birds  did  gaily  sing. 

He  touched  l»er  up  for  a  huudreil  to  go  out  aud  buy  the  ring. 

Cnoiirs. 
He  never  came  back,  her  sailor  boy.  Jack, 

But  left  her  up  on  the  top  lloor; 
The  sassy  young  thing,  he  may  bring  her  the  ring 

When  they  meet  on  that  be.-iutiful  shore. 
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By  fiforjfe  !<(•  Itninii. 


The  wild  man  of  Borneo  has  just  come  to  town. 
The  wild  man  of  Borneo  lias  just  come  to  town. 
The  wihl  man  of  Borneo  has  just  come  to  town. 
The  wild  man  of  Borneo  has  just  come  to  town. 

The  w  ifc  of  the  wild  man  of  Borneo  has  just  come  to  town. 
The  wife  of  the  wild  niuii  of  Bi>rii< o  has  just  come  to  tf>wn. 
The  wife  of  the  wild  man  of  Borneo  hits  just  come  to  town. 
The  w  ife  of  the  wild  mai.  of  Borneo  has  just  come  to  town. 

The  daughter  of  the  wife  of  the  wild  man  of  Borneo  ha.")  jnst  come  to  town. 
The  daiiiihtcr  of  the  wife  of  the  wild  m.in  of  liorncc)  h;is  just  come  to  town. 
Tlie  (laughter  of  the  wife  of  the  wild  iiiiin  of  I'lorneo  has  just  come  to  town. 
The  duiighter  of  the  wife  of  the  wild  man  of  Borneo  has  just  come  to  town. 

(nEI'EAT   EA(  II  or  THE  rOLLOWINiJ   I.IXES  FOfU  TIMES.) 
The  dog  of  the  daughter  of  the  wife  of  the  w  ild  man  of  Borneo  has  just  come 

to  to\Ml. 

The  tail  of  tlie  dog  of  the  daughter  of  the  wife  of  the  wild  man  of  Borneo  has 

just  come  to  town. 
The  hair  on  the  tjiil  of  the  dog  of  the  dangliler  «if  the  wife  of  the  wild  man  of 

Borneo  has  just  come  to  town. 
The  flea  in  the  hair  on  the  tail  of  the  dog  of  the  ilaughter  of  the  wife  of  the  wIM 

man  of  Borneo  has  just  come  to  town. 
The  wliiskers  on  the  flea  in  the  hair  on  the  tail  of  the  dog  of  the  daughter  of 

the  wife  of  the  wild  man  of  Borm^o  has  just  come  to  town. 
The  wind  that  blew  through  the  whiskers  on  the  flea  in  the  hair  on  the  tail  of 

the  dog  of  the  daughter  of  the  wife  of  the  wild  inau  of  Borneo  has  just  come 

to  town. 


—Going  Out  with  the  Tied.— Bridesmaids  after  a  wedding 
church. 
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THE   MAN   WITH   AN   ELEPHANT 
ON    HIS    HANDS. 
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The  Wnrd«  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  thia  and  any  two  other  HoiiKstorUno  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehiiian,  13U  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.    PostaKu  Stainps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  Kouds. 

Wordg  by  J.  riicever  Goodwin.    Music  by  Wool.son  Morse. 


Oh,  there  onre  was  a  king,  as  minstrels  sing,  who  a  herd  of  elephants  had; 
And  a  peasant  poor,  who  lived  uc.xt  door,  he  wanted  an  elephant  bad; 
So  the  generous  king  did  a  foolish  thing  by  giving  the  )>casaut  one; 
For  sky-blue  ruin  at  once  began  brewin'for  that  luckless  sou-ofa-guu; 
For  that  elephant  ate  ail  night,  and  that  elephant  ate  all  day; 
Do  what  he  would  to  furnish  him  food,  the  cry  was  still  "more  hay!  " 
'I'ill  he  tore  his  hair,  in  wild  despair,  and  piped  his  lachrymal  glands, 
Aud  cureed  his  lot  tliat  ever  be  got  au  eleptiaut  oa  hie  hauds, 

ClIORfS.  • 

So  great  the  beast's  demands,  that  his  lachrymal  glands 

He  piiK'd  like  mad,  l>ecause  he  had  an  clepbaut  ou  Ijis  hands. 

He  had  hoped  to  ride,  in  ponij)  and  pride,  on 'the  elephant  down  the  street. 

While  the  boys  should  cheer,  us  he  drew  near,  aud  the  girls  say,  ain't  lieswcctT 

But,  to  his  disgust,  it  was  hustle  or  bust,  for  the  elephant  must  Ik-  fed. 

Or  the  S   F.  T.  1*.  C".  T.  A.  the  riot  act  would  have  read. 

I'or  that  ek'phant  ate  all  night,  and  that  elephant  ate  all  day; 

.\nd  ev'ry  cent  of  his  earnings  went  to  keep  the  wolf  away, 

'I'ill  he  envied  the  lot  of  a  Hottentot  on  Africa's  burning  sands, 

.Xud  cursed  the  whim  that  had  saddled  him  with  au  elephant  on  his  hands. 

Cuonus. 
So  great  the  beast's  demands,  that  his  lachrymal  glands 
lie  piped  like  mud,  because  be  bad  au  elephant  ou  his  hands. 

At  length,  one  day,  so  rnns  tlic  lay-as  the  king  sat  on  his  throno. 
Came  crawling  in  a  man  so  thin,  he  was  simply  skin  ami  bone. 
••  Great  king,"  said  lie,  "  have  inty  on  me  before  my  name  is  mud. 
Take  back  your  elephant  sire,  I  beg;  he's  too  rich  for  my  blotxi. 
For  I  find  he  eats  all  night  and  I  find  he  cats  all  day; 
.\nd  I'm  nearly  dead  from  the  life  I've  led  to  furnish  that  beast  with  hay; 
I'll  gladly  crave  to  become  your  elave,  aud  obey  your  last  demands. 
But,  for  heaveu's  soke,  souJ  round  and  take  that  elephant  off  my  bunds.'* 

Cuouus. 
Oh!  with  joy  his  breast  expands  when  the  king  gives  coDimauds 
That  uo  longer  he  a  man  need  be  w  lib  uu  elephant  on  his  hands. 

You  think,  no  doubt,  yoti've  all  found  out  that  the  moral  of  this  sad  song 

Is,  '*  Be  content,  though  you  havcii't  a  cent;  "  but  that's  where  you  are  wrong. 

For  the  moral  is,  to  know  your  biz;  uud  when  pie  is  passed  by  fate. 

Not  to  trouble  invite  by  taking  u  bite  yon  cannot  masticate. 

ItememlKr  the  saying  trite,  that  to  overindulge  don't  pay; 

And  a  steady  diet,  even  of  pie,  pall  ou  one's  palate  may. 

So  take  my  friends  what  fortune  sends,  without  "ifs,"  "huts'*  or  "ands," 

Aud  avoid  the  plight  of  the  luckless  wight  w  itb  an  elephant  on  his  hands. 

C'HORfS. 

Comply  with  fate's  commands,  without  "  ifs,"  "  buts  '  or  "  aude," 

Aud  avoid  the  plight  of  the  luckless  wight  with  uuelephaut  ou  his  hands. 


'  > 


** 


} 


MARY     BARRY. 

Copyrijfhl,  1891,  by  Buckman  &  Ilerinanimn. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonif  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40  ( 

cents,  or  Ihisniid  nny  two  other  .Soturs  for  One  liollur,  by  11.  J.  Wehninn,  l.tii  Turk 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'DstuKu  .Sluiiipstakeii  Huine oKcush  fiirall  our  kihmIh. 


Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  Bueknion.    Sung  liy  Litltie  Cilstii 

Did  you  hear  of  Mary  Barry,  the  girl  I'm  going  to  marry - 

If  not,  a  moment  tarry,  and  I'll  tell 
About  this  preity  little  creature,  so  divine  In  every  feature 

That  o'er  my  heart  she's  ca.st  a  magic  sjiell. 
She's  the  pride  of  all  the  fidlows,  which  mukes  all  the  girls  finite  jealous. 

But  her  heart  is  mine  alone,  yon  may  de|H-iid. 
So  if  ever  you  should  meet  her,  she'll  be  glad  to  have  yoti  greet  her. 

If  you'll  ouly  kindly  mention  you're  my  friend. 

Ciionus. 
Then  here's  to  Mary  Barry,  tht?  girl  I'm  going  to  marry— 

The  daintiest  little  darling  in  the  land. 
I'm  saving  ••very  dollar,  so  oiir  wxHidiiig  soon  w  ill  folktw, 

Aud  we'll  brave  the  world  together  hautl  iu-haiMl. 

She's  up  early  every  morning,  fashionable  habits  scorning. 

Then,  her  pretty  form  adorning,  off  she  goes 
To  her  work  so  bright  and  early;  and  the  fellow  would  be  sur'y 

Would  deny  she's  sweeter,  f.ir,  than  any  rose. 
O'er  a  counter,  down  In  .Mary's,  she  sells  ladies'  silks  and  luces. 

But  not  one  of  till  tlw'ir  fares  is  as  fuir; 
And  though  dreswd  in  latest  fashion,  they're  spent  piles  and  piles  of  cash  ou. 

Yet  it  looks  the  veriest  trush  ou  beside  her.— Cuouus. 

We've  all  heard  of  Annie  Rooney,  who  set  all  the  fellows  loony; 

Magk'ie  Murphy,  who  iiivite<  ns  all  to  call; 
But,  although  they're  very  rharmlug.  there's  not  the  slightest  harm  lu 

Declaring  Mary  Barry  beats  them  ull. 
She  ran  rattle  the  piano  till  you  think  it  was  Curreno; 

She  can  sing  like  Adelina  i'ltti,  too, 
So  I'm  sure  you'll  Ik;  delighted  when  I  tell  you  you're  invited 

Just  to  call  wbeu  you've  got  nothing  else  to  do,— CuoRUS. 


' 


— In  tlic  Japanese  language  there  is  uo  word  for  kiss,  but  the ' 
Japs  get  there,  just  the  same. 


~*  't*. .  _  ^ijf^^^"^^^^9r ' 
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ASK    THE    MAN    IN    THE    MOON. 
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Oh,  lots  of  tilings  curious  are,  if  you  have  ail  inquirinp  mind; 
Every  day,  on  your  way,  you  a  host  of  conundrutuB  will  find. 
All!  but  when  their  solution  you  seek, 

You'll  be  forced  to  admit  very  soon. 
That  there  isn't  a  doubt,  if  you  want  to  find  out. 

You  must  ask  of  the  man  in  the  moon. 

Kefrain. 
You  must  ask  of  the  man  in  the  moon. 

You  must  ask  of  the  man  in  the  moon; 
If  you're  anxious  to  know-  just  exactly  what's  so, 

You  must  ask  of  the  man  in  the  moon. 

New  Y'ork  is  a  city  of  wealth,  millionaires  we  can  count  by  the  score; 
And  cau  l>oast  of  a  host  who  have  hundred  of  tbou^uds  or  more. 
But  Grant's  monument  tho' isn't  built— 

If  you'd  usk  a  subscription  they'd  swoon; 
Will  the  Washington  Arch  be  completed  next  March, 

Y'ou  must  ask  of  the  man  iu  the  moon.— Kefrain. 

The  way  that  the  L  roads  are  run,  an  annoying  conundrum  I  call; 
Less  and  less  our  distress  meets  with  any  attention  at  all. 
And  in  view  of  the  way  we're  abused. 

Why  some  suffering,  down-trodden  loon 
Doesn't  imitate  Cain,  and  just  kill  Colonel  ITain, 

Y'ou  must  ask  of  the  man  iu  the  moon.— Kefrain. 

In  the  matter  of  cleaning  streets,  too,  we  are  fooled  to  the  top  of  our  bent; 
Tho'  it's  clear  that  each  year  a  small  fortune  upon  them  is  spent. 
Oh!  the  dust  fills  them  full  when  ii '8  dry; 

When  it  rains  each  becomes  a  lagoon; 
And  what  Beattie  can  mean  when  he  says  they  are  clean, 

Y'ou  must  ask  of  the  man  in  the  moon.— Kefrain. 

Our  cousins  in  Canada  seem  annexation  to  have  on  the  brain. 
And,  I  vow,  it  looks  now  as  if  they'd  had  enough  of  Vic's  reigu. 
Well,  if  Canada  wants  to  be  spliced, 

Then,  iierhajw,  we  will  grant  her  the  boon; 
But  when  we're  made  one,  where  will  bank-cashiers  run? 

You  must  ask  of  the  man  in  the  moon.— Kefrain. 

When  staying  out  late  at  the  club,  you  have  taken  no  notice  of  time. 
And  you  roam  to  your  liome,  and  the  stair-case  you  noiselessly  climb. 
When  your  wife,  half  arout-ed  from  her  sleep. 

Wants  to  know  what's  the  lime,  and  you  croon: 
"Just  past  twelve,  dear,  no  more."    Why  that  blamed  clock  strikes  four 

You  must  ask  of  the  man  in  the  moou.— Kefrain. 


A  SAILOR'S  HOME,  SWEET  HOME. 

OopjTight,  1891,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Ca 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-nald,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  by  W.  E.  Rol>ey.    Music  by  Robert  Recker. 

A  mother  sits  reading  a  message,  her  fond  heart  is  beating  with  joy; 
It  tells  her  the  good  ship's  returning  that  carries  her  long  absent  boy; 
It  bids  her  be  brave  and  light-hearted,  her  old  eyes  are  filled  w  ith  glad  tears; 
She  thinks  of  the  day  when  they  parted— she's  not  seen  her  loved  one  for  years. 
Ah!  little  she  thought  she  would  ne'er  see  him  more. 
His  good  ship  was  wrecked  within  sight  of  the  shore; 
Iler  gallant  young  sailor  went  down  'neath  the  foam; 
He'd  only  just  pictured  that  bright  dream  of  home. 

Chorus. 

When  I  come  back  again,  when  I  return  from  eca, 

A  loving  mother,  witn  outstretched  arms,  is  waiting  to  welcome  tne. 

Parted  from  her  for  years,  sailing  across  the  foam. 

Nobody  knows  a  sailor's  love  for  home,  sweet  home. 

Shc'B  sitting  alone  in  her  cottage,  her  thoughts  arc  still  out  on  the  sea; 

Each  footstci)  she  hears  in  the  distance,  she  startles  and  says,  "  Is  it  he?" 

There's  no  one  to  tell  that  his  vessel  was  wrecked  by  a  ponderous  wave; 

And  right  within  eight  of  the  homestead  he  lies  iu  a  watery  grave. 

At  last  she  grows  restless,  the  breakers  they  roar, 

A  letter  has  drifted  by  chance  to  the  shore; 

She  read  with  despair,  tho'  'tis  dripping  with  foam. 

It  tells  of  his  death  and  hie  last  dream  of  home.— CnoRUs. 


Every  Rose  Must  Have  Its  Thorn. 
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Words  by  J.  Cheever  Goodwin.    Music  by  Woolson  Morse. 


Day  by  day  love's  rose  unfolding,  first  the  bud  and  then  the  bloom. 

In  our  heart  of  hearts  we're  holding,  bringing  sunshine  to  life's  gloom, 

But,  too  late,  we  learn  with  sorrow,  shades  of  night  must  follow  mom, 

Joy  to^ay  is  grief  to-morrow,  every  rose  must  have  its  thorn; 

But,  too  late,  we  learn  with  sorrow,  every  rose  must  have  it£  thorn, 

But,  too  late,  too  late,  we  learn  with  sorrow,  every  rose  must  have  its  thorn. 


BABY,     BABY. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 
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Baby,  baby,  dance  my  darling  baby, 

Up  you  go  and  down  you  go,  ninety  times  high  as  the  moon; 
Baby,  baby,  dance  my  darling  baby, 

Y'ou  shall  dine  on  cake  and  wine,  and  eat  from  a  silver  spoon. 
Oh,  little  Miss  Mullet  she  sat  on  a  tuffet 

A-eating  of  curds  and  whey. 
Then  came  a  big  spider  and  sat  down  beside  ber. 

And  frightened  Miss  Muffet  away. 
Oh,  little  Miss  Muffet  she  sat  on  a  tuffet 

A-eating  of  curds  and  whey. 
Then  came  a  big  spider  and  sat  down  beside  her. 

And  frightened  Jliss  Muffet  away. 
Baby,  baby,  dance  my  darling  baby. 

Up  you  go  and  down  you  go,  ninety  times  high  as  the  moon; 
Baby,  baby,  dance  my  darling  baby, 

Y'ou  shall  diue  on  cake  and  wine,  and  eat  from  a  silver  b{ioou. 

Baby,  baby,  dance  my  darling  baby. 

Up  you  go  and  down  you  go,  ninety  times  high  as  the  moon; 
Baby,  baby,  dance  my  darling  baby. 

You  shall  dine  on  cake  and  wine,  and  cat  from  a  silver  spoon. 
Oh ,  little  Jack  Horner  he  sat  in  a  corner 

Eating  a  Christmas  pie. 
He  put  in  his  thumb  and  pulled  out  a  plum. 

And  said,  "  What  a  good  boy  am  I.'' 
Oh,  little  Jack  Homer  he  sat  in  a  corner 

Eating  a  Christmas  pie. 
He  put  in  his  thumb  and  pulled  out  a  plum. 

And  said,  "  What  a  good  boy  am  I. '' 
Baby,  baby,  dance  my  darling  baby, 

Up  you  go  and  down  you  go,  ninety  times  high  as  the  moon; 
Baby,  baby,  dance  my  darling  baby, 

Y'ou  shall  diue  on  cake  and  wine,  and  eat  from  a  silver  sttoon. 

Baby,  baby,  dance  my  darling  baby. 

Up  you  go  and  down  you  go,  ninety  times  high  as  the  moon; 
Baby,  baby,  dance  my  darling  baby. 

You  shall  dine  on  cake  and  wine,  and  cat  from  a  silver  spoon. 
Oh,  little  Bo  Peep  has  lost  her  sheep 

And  don't  know  where  to  find  them. 
Leave  them  alone  and  they  will  come  home 

And  bring  their  tails  behind  them. 
Oh,  little  Bo  Peep  has  lost  her  sheep 

And  don't  know  where  to  find  them. 
Leave  them  alone  and  they  will  come  home 

And  bring  their  tails  Ijehlnd  them. 
Baby,  baby,  dance  my  darling  baby. 

Up  jou  go  and  down  you  go,  ninety  times  high  as  tlie  moon; 
Baby,  baby,  dance  my  darling  baby, 

You  shall  diue  ou  cake  and  wine,  and  eat  from  a  silver  siKwn. 


THE    JUDGMENT    DAY. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Harding. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  by  W.  C.  Robey.    Music  by  Will  H.  Fox. 

Standing  alone  in  the  twilight,  her  old  eyes  arc  filling  with  tears. 
Asking  the  old  village  postman  for  news  she  has  not  heard  for  years; 
Ho  hands  her  a  strange,  foreign  letter,  she  clutches  the  missive  with  joy; 
Her  hands  with  emotion  are  trembling,  the  writing  is  that  of  her  boy. 
She  opens  the  half-broken  letter,  afraid  that  one  word  she  might  lose. 
And,  oh,  how  she's  anxiously  waited  and  longed  for  her  present  bright  news; 
The  top  line  begins,  "Dearest  mother,"  but  what  is  that  feeling  of  dread? 
She  glances  at  once  at  its  contents,  for  these  are  the  words  that  it  said: 

Chorus. 
I  promised  to  write  to  you  when  out  in  a  foreign  land. 
Oh,  for  one  look  of  thine  own  sweet  face,  one  touch  of  a  mother's  hand; 
Think  of  me  kindly  at  home,  I've  prayed  for  you  night  and  day. 
Mother  forgive  your  wayward  boy,  we'll  meet  on  the  judgment  day. 

Ten  years  ago  in  the  springtime,  he  went  o'er  the  ocean  to  roam. 

He  carried  his  mother's  good  wishes,  and  promised  he'd  soon  return  home; 

His  young  heart  was  filled  with  adventure,  his  spirit  was  seldom  at  rest, 

He  knew  we  were  pressed  by  misfortune,  he  longed  for  the  gold  in  the  West. 

He  toiled  like  a  slave  through  each  season,  quite  anxious  to  add  to  his  store. 

Bright  visions  of  home  gave  him  comfort,  fatigue  he  unflinchingly  bore; 


One 
And 


ni^ht  he  was  struck  down  by  fever,  his  letter  was  s« 
all  that  remains  of  ber  darling  now  lies  iu  a  lone  W' 


sent  o'er  the  wave. 


The  cottage  has  long  since  been  empty,  she's  finished  her  mission  of  love. 
They  found  her  still  grasping  his  letter,  her  maker  had  called  her  alwve; 
They  laid  her  to  rest  in  the  churchyard  one  morning  mid  silence  of  gloom. 
And  carved  the  last  words  of  her  loved  one,  in  stone,  at  the  head  of  her  tomb. 
She's  waiting  the  archangel  summons,  her  spirit  is  hoping  once  more 
To  see  the  bright  face  that  she  cherished,  and  meet  on  a  happier  shore; 
He  told  her  in  life  be  would  meet  her,  although  in  a  land  far  away. 
Let's  hope  nevermore  they'll  be  parted,  but  join  on  the  great  judgment  day .— Cho. 


♦  «  » 


—Sunday-school  Teacher:  "Do  you  always  forgive  your  ene- 
mies, my  lioy?"    Small  Boy    "  Yessum;  if  they're  bigger 'n  me." 


■  ■»  lAmSi 
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Copyright,  1891.  by  Will  ItonoltiT 


;  The  Worda and  Mualc  of  tliifi  StuiK  "HI  be  s<.-:it  tu any  addrexs,  |>o8t-paid,  on  rrreipt  of  10 
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Words  and  Mui^ic  by  W.  J.  JU-lbounii\ 


I  have  n  sweetheart,  and  I  know  he  dearly  loves  me,  too. 
Ami,  of  coiirBo,  I  inunt  love  him— what  vl^^.-  am  I  to  do? 
He'.-'  i)oii|«fd  the  t|iieeti<>ii  to  nio,  an<l  he  fays  I  am  IiIm  (iiiccii. 
And  so  he  miauii  to  marry  mc  whiu  I  will  be  eit;hteeu. 

CU0RU3 

I'm  !*evciitoen  to-day,  and  as  happy  as  a  sunbeam, 

Heart  so  IJKht,  free  and  l)rit;lit,  with  my  love  it  i;*  such  deli};ht; 

And  to  me  lie's  never  mean,  1  am  his  only  ([Ueen. 

And  he  is  ui'iug  to  marry  me  when  1  will  be  eiijhtecu. 

lie  asked  my  father  for  my  hand,  he  frowned  and  said,  "  Oh,  no. 
There's  time  enough  to  think  of  that,  at  least,  a  year  or  so." 

«)f  course,  we  bolli  felt  hurt  ut  lirst,  at  what  scenitil  cruel  fate, 

but  we  intend  to  cheer  up,  it's  not  so  loiif^  to  wait.-^Cuoiiis. 

But  fortune  seems  to  smile  on  us,  tho'  father's  mind  is  tlnn; 

And  won't  ho  be  just  awfully  mad,  when  of  our  scheme  he'll  learn. 

For  we  intend  to  run  away,  becan>'e  he  was  s<i  mean, 

Aud  eo  you  see  we  will  not  wait  till  I  will  be  eighteen.— C'iiokus. 


THE    LIFE-BOAT    CREW. 

Copyritftit.  iws.  by  Clia.s.  I).  KUik.'  iV  (<>. 


I    FOUND    HER^  SLEEPING. 

Copy risrht,  IMW,  by  Arthur  S.  Josselyn. 

The  Words  and  Music  or  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pos^n*Id,on  receipt  o(  10 
cents;  or  tliiiiand  any  two  other  B»iik»  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliniun,i:<0  Turk  t" 

Kow,  New  Vork  City.    l'U8tat(e  Stamps  taken  twHie  aa  cash  for  all  our  Kuods.  I 

Woril.s  aud  Miisie  by  Arthur  S.  Josselyn. 


care. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  hv  sent  to  nny  nililrcsx,  pogt-paiil,  on  rertipt 
centc;  or  llii^und  iiny  twootlier  >sont;.s  fort>nf  Dollur,  by  II.  J.  W'thtiiuii,  KM)  Turk 
Kow,  New  Vork  City.    I'ustaite  Stumps  taken  same  :ut  eusli  fur  all  uur  tfouUs. 


t  to 


^  Written  and  Composed  by  Frederick  J.  Titus. 

\  The  ui^ht  is  dark,  the  storm-winds  blow,  the  sea  is  rai;in<;  mountains  hijih; 

Tlie  thunilers  crash  ajrain  is  livard.  the  biindiut;  li^htnin<;  cleaves  the  sky; 
J  The  flash  of  the  minute  ijuu  is  seen,  its  sound  is  drowned  in  ocean's  roar; 
)  Too  uell  we  know  what  that  must  mean,  aehip  has  struck  our  rock-hound  shore. 
.  %>o  then  and  ready  his  life  to  );ive  that  tho^e  ou  board  that  bark  may  live. 

\  Then  all  tocether,  boys!  pull  tosethcr,  boys! 

)  Hearts  as  li;;ht  as  any  feather,  boys; 

j  Each  fine w  toil j^li  as  any  leat tier,  boys, 

I  All  eyes,  my  boys,  are  ou  the  lifeboat  crew. 

}  Now  see,  the  boat  is  riilinj;  hi;,'h  ui)on  the  white  foam-creste<l  wave. 

And  now  eiiiiulfed  she  ceeiiis  lo  be  in  danger  of  a  watery  yrave. 

liu"  no,  i"he  rises  up  as,'ain  -  she  reaches  bark  and  shi|)-wrecked  crew; 
)  (111,  j;raijt  we  may  not  urk  in  vain,  a.«.-ist  oiir  boys  to  pull  her  tlirou'^h. 
{  The  crew  are  retc'ucd  one  by  one,f;ive  thanks,  the  life-ljoul's  work  is  ilone. 


lity. 


•t  ft  10 


-      I  Want  to  Be  Somebody's  Darling. 

1         . — •  '  CopyrlKht,  isrs,  by  Whitlemore  d;  Stephens. 

)  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  w  ill  be  sent  to  any  addresa,  post-puid,  on  receipt  o 
,  eentH.  or  tlii.-*  and  oiiy  uvo  other  Slug's  for  one  KolUir,  by  11.  J.  Welimuii,  l:(o  I'ark 
j  Kow.  New  York  City.    I'obtage  Stamps  taken  biinie  us uofU  for  uh  our  KooUs. 

'  Words  aii'l  .Musle  by  Macy. 

•  I  want  to  be  somebo<ly'8  darling,  I'm  tired  of  livintc  alone; 
I  sigli  for  a  dear  littie'kinj;dom,  t.»  be  (jueen  upon  sonubody's  throne; 
Sweeter  are  the  tlowcrs  in  .-idinmiiiie,  brijjlit  is  the  diw  on  the  ro:-r. 
But  'li.'?  sweeter  to  be  some  one's  darlin;;  than  a  poor  >;irl  whom  nobody  knows. 

'  I  want  to  be  somebo<ly"s  darling  in  a  home  by  the  sea-tjitdled  shore. 
Where  I  shall  be  waitmi;  fur  riiarlie,  to  meet  me  with  smiles  at  the  door; 
.\nd  mother  fhe  scolils  me  for  llirtiii;;,  you  know,  hut  what  can  a  i)uor  j;irl  do, 
For  this  world  would  be  nothing  without  the  love  of  a  heart  that  is  lender  aud  true. 

I  want  to  >)c  somebody's  darlinjr  l)efore  I  am  aued  and  Cray; 
I'll  Stan  on  iife'tt  journey  v\ith  M>iiie  one  to  help  nie  aloni^  on  the  way; 
;  And  when  I  am  waitin;;  to  bid  you  yood-bye,  with  a  heart  that  is  li;;lit  aiid  free. 
You  may  know  that  I'm  somebody's  darling,  jubt  ready  to  sail  o'er  the  sea. 


j        Sail  to  the  Lights  on  the  Shore. 

>  CopyiiKht, U>«,  by  T.  B.  Hai ms &  Co. 

'  Hje  Words  and  Mu.sic  of  this  Sonij  will  be  .Meiit  to  any  address.  po8t  piiid,  on  receipt  of  10 

eeiils.  or  thi.s  ami  iin.v  two  other  Soinrsi  t'lidnc  liollnr,  by  II.  J.  Uiliman,  l*)  I'lirk 

i(ow.  New  Vork  City.     Pustule  .Stamps  titkeii  8uiii<;  as  ciudi  I'ur  ull  uur  tCoodn. 

) 


Written  and  Composted  by  Gu.s.sl«  I*  Davis, 

Sail,  sail  to  tho  lights  on  the  shore,  to  the  smiles  that  firf^t  nmile  my  heart  ;;!ad; 
Sail  to  the  maiden  so  constant  and  pure,  that  loves  none  but  her  sailor  lad; 
Sail,  sail  to  the  kisces  of  old,  back  to  the  one  1  adore; 
Back  where  fond  words  of  love  were  told;  so  sail  to  the  lighla  ou  the  shore. 

Ijist  ni!{ht  I  dreamed  that  her  heart  waH  another's; 
Lonely  my  bark  floated  down  liftr's  ilark  i-treaiii; 
Hard  words  were  spoken,  love-ties  were  broken — 
It  was  only  a  dream,  it  was  only  a  dream. 


Sail,  sail  to  the  lights  on  the  shore,  to  tho  smiles  that  flrst  made  my  heart  n\ 
Sail  to  the  maiden  so  constant  and  pure,  that  loves  none  but  her  sailor  la<l; 
Sail,  sail  to  the  kisses  of  old,  back  to  the  one  I  adore; 

Back  where  fond  words  of  love  were  told;  so  sail  to  the  lijjhts  on  the  shore. 
Yo,  ho!  to  my  heart's  delight!  yo,  ho!  to  my  beauty  brightl 


Id: 


I  found  her  weoping,  weeping  tears  of  sorrow. 
Out  uj)oii  the  siienl  streets  one  night  iu  cold  December, 

And  sotily  creeping,  creeping  thro'  the  moonlight. 
Came  a  strain  of  music  which  I  ever  shall  remember. 

Out  into  the  wide,  wide  world  she  was  cast  alone, 

Motherless,  and  driven  from  a  cruel  father's  home; 

1  tokl  her  I'd  befriend  her,  aud  tried  to  dry  her  tears; 

I've  watched  aud  guarded  over  her  for  uigL  ou  fifteen  y 

Chorus. 
1  found  her  weeping,  weeping  tears  of  sorrow; 
She's  to  l)e  my  Jarliug  bride  if  all  coes  well  to-morrow; 
Each  night  a  vision  comes  to  me  while  sleeping, 
I  hear  the  same  sweet  music  as  when  first  I  found  her  weeping,. 

The  birds  arc  singing,  singing  to  my  darling; 

Their  merry  BOIl^;8  are  iellint;  her  they  know  alniut  the  we<hliiig; 
The  bells  are  ringing,  ringing  for  the  sundown; 

A  thousand  tears  of  joy  to-day  her  pretty  eyes  are  sheddini;. 
All  the  roses  seem  to  smile  whenever  she  is  near; 
Hark!  I  hear  her  footsteps  fall,  she's  beside  me  here; 
(tiir  love  is  like  the  sunshine,  it  brightens  every  day. 
Not  all  the  clouds  iu  all  the  skies  cau  take  that  love  away.  -C'uuuus. 


Where  Are  You  Going,  My  Pretty  Maid.  ( 


Copyright,  1891,  by  T.  K  Harms  &  Co. 


Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon.    All  ritrhts  reserved. 


The  Wor<ls  and  Mu^icof  thia  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  addrexs,  pout -paid,  on  receipt  of  10  ' 
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Wonls  by  J.  Checver  (Joodwin.    Music  by  Woolson  Morse. 


Mataya. 

Marie. 
Matava. 

Makie. 

M.VTAVA. 

Mauik. 
Mat.w.v. 
Makie.- 


— Where  are  you  going,  my  pretty  maid? 

—Down  to  the  meadow  to  milk  the  cow. 

—May  I  go  with  you? 

—No,  not  now.    When  I  send  for  thee,  then  come  thou! 

—"When  you  send  for  nie»"  wliy  not  uow» 

-Patience!  I'll  send  for  thee,  1  vow. 

-(.ill!  but  I've  love  for  thee  sincere. 

-That  you  have  love  for  me  sincere,  cannot  Ix;  true,  I  greatly  fear. 
Ah!  cannot  be  true,  I  greatly  fear. 
Mataya.— Every  doubt  shall  disappear,  if  but  my  tale  of  love  you'll  hear. 

Mataya.— I  have  a  fortune,  my  pretty  maid. 

Mauik.- Pardon  my  saying,  St)  have  I. 
Matava.— Where  do  you  keep  it? 

Mauie.— Keep  it?  why- sir,  in  my  face  my  riches  lie. 
M.VTAVA.  -  May  I  then  ho|)e  to  win  thy  heart? 

Makie.  -Yes,  if  you  love  me,  mine  thou  art. 
Matava.-  -All!  but  I've  love  for  thee  sincere. 

Mauie.— That  you  have  love  for  me  sincere,  cannot  oc  true,  I  greatly  fear. 
Ah!  cannot  be  true,  I  greatly  fear. 
Mataya.— Every  doubt  shall  disappear,  if  but  my  tale  of  love  you'll  hear. 


THE    POOROLD    BUM. 

Copy  rlirht,  1878,  by  O.  DItson  *  Co. 

The  Wolds  and  .Music  of  this  Sonif  will  be  sent  to  any  rtddr«'»»,  poftnaUl,  on  receipt  of  10  ( 

ceiitH;  or  Ibiuaiid  any  two  other  Soiikh  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehmuii.  i;iO  I'urk  ( 

Uuw,  Kew  York  City.    I'ostatce  i>tamps  taken  same  as  ca.-«li  fur  all  our  Kuuds.  I 

Words  by  Francis  C.  I»ng.     Music  by  Cai  I  iticlitvr. 


Not  many  years  ago  I  was  wealthy,  you  shall  know; 

1  had  hou>«es,  lands,  and  lionds  of  I'ncle  Sam. 
Theu  my  wife  with  gems  did  gleam,  and  1  drove  a  taudem  team, 

Now  you  cau  plaiuly  see  just  what  I  am. 

Ciioiius. 

Oh,  I'm  a  i>o<>r  old  bum,  and  my  cuhse  it  has  been  rum. 
Still  1  like  to  linger  where  the  glasses  clink,  clink,  clink; 

But  with  every  drink  I  lake,  a  sad  mistake  I  make. 
Yet  I'd  pawn  myself  this  minute  for  a  drink,  drink,  drink. 

There  arc  other  men,  I  see,  who  are  bummers  just  like  me, 

They  have  fallen  in  the  tempter's  iron  grip; 
IIow  we'd  hang  our  heads  in  shame  if  some  one  was  but  to  name 

All  the  tricks  we  daily  play  to  get  a  uip.— C'uorus. 

Ah!  too  late  I  learno<l  to  know  bar-room  friendship  Is  a  show; 

oft  we  curse  a  man  while  handing  liiiii  a  cup; 
Slill  around  the  bars  1  mo|K>,  fondly  clinging  to  the  ho|K: 

That  some  verdant  one  will  come  and  set  'em  Up.— C'uonuB. 

The  chums  I  used  to  treat  often  meet  me  on  the  street. 
And  they  pass  me  with  u  cold  and  free/ing  frown; 

IJoys,  I  warn  you  one  and  all,  drink  will  surely  cause  your  fall, 
Aud  nobody  will  slaud  by  you  when  you're  dowu.—C'uoiits. 


— Tlic  Rum  Curse— Slic:  "  Rum  is  the  greatest  evil  of  tlie  day." 
He:  "  Umloubtedly.  It  1ms  produced  the  temiKjrance  orator," — 
Life.  j 
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can  be  obtained  at  the  Phila.  Agency,  Wm. 
B.  Eubbs,  S.  W.  Cor.  Fi  ankun  &.  \  me  Sts. 
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LOVE  LETTERS 


0   0  0 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

There  Is  no  p«»ter  or  more  profound  reality  than  love.  There  ia  no  nobler  possesdon 
than  tJie  love  of  another.  There  is  no  hiehor  gift  from  one  human  beinpr  to  another 
than  love.  The  (rift  anrt  the  posses.sion  are  true  sanctitiere  of  life,  aiid  should  be  worn  as 
precious  jewels,  without  affectatioa  and  without  tjaRhfulness.  Kor  this  i-eason  there  is 
nothing  tube  u:>haiiied  of  in  a  love  letter,  provided  it  l>e  sincere.    A  celebrated  writer 

once  said  that  "  to  write  a  good  love  letter,  you  must  bo- 
frjn  witliout  knowinif  what  you  are  going  to  say,  and 
llnish  wjihout  knowing  wliat  you  have  t>aid."  The  re- 
m.'irk  is  to  some  extent  convct,  ns  the  true  secret  of  all 
fc'iec«:«ful  Iotter-"iitiii(»  lies  in  the  wwerof  oonveyinij 
the  tliounhts,  fcclin^rs,  and  dosuf^or  tlie  w  rittr  to  hia  or 
.  her  correMpondent.  Such  a  letter  would  uiuli.ul>teilly  ro- 
flcct  the  sL-ite  of  the  writei's  heart,  ogit.ited  and  dis- 
ordered by  tlie  tumultuous  throbs  of  passion;  hut,  as  the 
zeal  of  young  persons  generally,  in  mutters  afTi'Cting  the 
he.-irt,  is  very  iiptto  outrun  discretion,  expression  would 
'incoMsciously  be  given  to  absurd  and  foolLsh  protcsta- 
>  tion.4,  or  to  extravagant  and  romantic  adulation  of  tho 
object  of  attachment. 

To  obviate  this  tendency,  love  and  courtship  letters 
bliould  l>e  an  index  of  the  writer's  good  sense  and  judg- 
ment as  well  ns  the  state  of  tho  afToctions,  and  therefore 
regard  shouM  be  had  in  the  conH>osition  of  tliem,  us  well 
as  In  allotlior  I'ttrrs.to  proprii-ty  of  diction,  correctness  of  taste  und  purity  of  style, 
avoiding  the  boiiilMst  and  affectation  and  morbid  .<«ntinientalisin  which  too  fieijuently 
cliaracU-'rizes  episi  !<•»  <  .n  these  subjects.  Aixl  thoui^h  in  persons  of  refinement  and  edu- 
cation an  lionoi-able  atUidnncnt  will  suffice  to  prompt  its  candid  expression,  there  ai-o 
many  persons  not  iH>iiHessed  of  the.-je  advantages,  to  whom  t"orre»pondence  is  always  ut^ 
tended  with  considcnible  diihculty.  To  oil  such  the  series  of  Ix-iters  containeil  in  this 
book,  in  which  delicacy  of  feeling  and  the  warmth  of  expn-ssion  suited  to  the  subject  have 
been  carefully  blenile.i,  will  be  found  an  imiH>rtant  aid  in  ac(iuiring  facility  and  accu- 
racy in  tho  art  of  Ix-tter- Writing.  It  also  contjiiiis  the  Art  of  Seci-et  Writing,  the  Lan- 
guage of  Imvo  lAxtic.'illy  I'ortruye.l,  and  Siiniililied  Kulcs  of  (jrammar.  Piice  25  CtS* 
per  copy.  SrEciAi/— Fivu  coiiics  for  $1.  Gtt  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  aC 
u  cents  each,  making  $1  iu  nil,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  free  of  charge, 
AD1>UE33  ALL  OKDEItS  WKEOT  TO 

H.  J.  WEHMAN,  130  &  132  Park  Row.  New  York. 
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iJ  r>^-3-^WEHMAN'S  SELECTION  OFv^^iL^r^ 

1  POPULAR  DIALOGUES 


PRICE    25    OENTS. 


This  book,  tlie  first  of  the  series,  contains  a  large  mmilier  of  the 

I'a 

„  ,  iS,  etc. 

dialogues  in  this  b<M>k  ai'e  new  and  original  and  cannot  I 


finest  dialogues  in  our  language.    Adapt 

inents.  Social  Gatherings,  School   ExhibitioiLS  etc 


Adapted  for 


'arlor  Kntertaio- 
Many  of  the 
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This  book  Is  designed  to  meet  the  wants  of  all  those  who  are  seeking  a  flrstela.ss  Bast 
ness  Letter- Writer,  as  it  contains  a  large  variety  of  carefully-selected  8pe<;inien  Buaineat 
Letters;  also  a  large  number  of  Legal  and  Mercantile  Forms  uwmI  in  Business-  such  a* 

Arti<'les  of  Co-Partiiership,  Notice  of  DtsROlutioo, 
Form  of  an  Asnignineiit,  Acknowledgment  of 
Deed,  Bill  of  Sale,  Power  of  Alt' >i-ney,  Judgment 
Note,  Form  of  an  Order,  Partnership  Avreeinen^ 
any  many  others  too  numerous  to  mention;  ala9' 
tlie  Art  of  Seci-et  Writing,  Business  Laws  aMl 
Maxims  for  Business  Men  and  Mcrcantiie  Abhn^ 
viatioiis.  In  Khort,  in  the  paces  of  this  bo.ik  are 
set  loith  Uusinem  F'-rins,  Sl.> les  and  Technical!. 
ties  to  aid  tlie  inexperienced  in  tlie  routine  ol 
comineiiial  intercourse,  ado|.ting  the  pl.iineat 
terms  coiLsist'nt  with  the  studious  politeness 
which  is  rigorously  demanded  in  commercial  let- 
ters. E\ery  position  in  life  demands  letter-wrifr 
ing.  A  letter  is  the  great  link  between  pni-enta 
and  children,  between  lovers,  bctwi"cii  fiiendst 
while  in  business  relations  it  makes  fortunes  or 
mars  them.  Irri'S'iiective  of  their  magnitude  and 
imivutance,  commeicial  transactions  are  geD» 
laliy  begun,  continued  and  ended  by  corres 
pondcnce.  Letter-writing,  in  general,  is  not  ar 
easy  task  to  the  great  majorit.v,  and  liuslne^w  U^ 
ters  ai-e  still  more  difficult,  from  tht^  fact  thai 
greater  interests  nre  involved,  and  results  of  galp 
or  loss  ore  dependent  ujxm  them.  Letter-writlns 
isan  aocomplishment  which  every  one  should  strive  to  acquire.  It  is  notonlv  useful 
but  very  desirable  and  necessary  in  familiarizing  the  mind  with  business  tiAbits  and 
matters  connected  therewith.  It  edso  stimulates  the  mental  capacity  at.d  deveh^pes  tiM 
Intellect  It  would  take  page  upon  page  to  explain  fully  the  merits  and  usefulness  of 
this  book.  In  order  to  give  everjbody  an  opjKirtunity  to  obtain  at  least  one  copy,  w« 
have  maiie  the  price  very  low,  namely:  TVrENTY-FIVE  CENTS  per  copy,  b» 
mail,  post-paid.  Speciax^— Five  copies  for  fl.  Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  wttfc 
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IT'S  'WAY    OUT    OF    SIGHT. 


CopyriKht,  1890,  by  Will  Rowiter. 


The  Word*  and  MuMcof  thlsSon^  will  beoent  toany  aildren,  pout-paid,  od  receipt  of  40 

ceutii.  or  tliln  and  uiiy  i»o  other  SoiiRS  for  One  Dollar,  by  if  J.  U't-hman,  130  Park 
hOWi  Kcw  York  <.°>ty.     PustaKe  Stamps  taken  aaiiie  ascanh  for  all  our  KOoda. 


VVorda  and  Music  by  W.  Retlssor. 


Sometbiug  new  I'.e  got  for  yon,  and  I  think  Vm  right; 

Every  oue  of  you  will  say.  It's  way  out  of  night. 

If  you  wish  to  liave  your  photograph,  your  etrencth,  your  weight,  your  height, 

JuBt  drop  a  nickle  in  the  slot,  and  It's  'way  out  of  sight. 

Chorcs. 
It's  'way  out  of  sight,  is  the  latest,  you  know; 
It's  heard  nowadays  wherever  you  go; 
If  aciked  your  opinion  and  wish  to  be  right, 
Siniply  remark,  it's  'way  out  of  sight. 

Winning  on  fast  horses,  I  always  cut  a  dash*        . 
When  I  get  a  friendly  tip  I  put  up  all  my  cash. 
The  other  day  I  was  (juite  sure  that  I  had  struck  It  right. 
And,  sure  enough,  my  horse  came  in  'way  out  of  sight. 

Chorus. 
Ye?,  'way  out  of  fight.  In  that  little  horse  rac^i 
So  far  out  of  eight,  he'd  not  got  a  place; 
Yes,  raring  and  horses  I  tliiuk  are  all  right, 
Al«sl  oh,  your  cash,  it's  'way  out  of  Bight. 

Are  tliere  any  liere  to-night  blessed  with  motherin-Iawf 
One  that  you  would  dearly  love  to  dislocate  her  jaw? 
Do  as  I  did,  take  her  for  a  boat-ride  some  fine  night, 
)  Theu  by  accident  you  tip  her  'way  out  of  sight. 

CUOBUS. 

She's 'way  ont  of  sight  of  our  happy  home; 
1  guess  she's  cremated  below  with  brimstone; 
How  happy  we've  alt  been  since  that  summer  night 
>Vheu  poor  mamma,  dear,  went  'way  out  of  sight. 

<  Putting  other  jokes  aside  from  a  first  class  source, 
J  They  tell  me  that  your  city  has  the  finest  police  force. 
J  They're  noble  ami  courageous,  their  stars  shine  out  so  bright. 
At  fights,  at  rows,  or  when  in  need,  they're  'way  out  of  sight. 

Chouus. 
They're  'way  out  of  sight,  from  view  evermore; 
Gone  for  a  drink  through  the  little  side  door. 
They're  all  on  the  dead  beat  with  clubs  In  their  right , 
Policemen,  you  know,  are  'way  out  of  sight. 

)  Will  ladies  ever  wear  again  the  bustle  as  of  oldf 
J  All  the  man  led  men  hope  not,  at  least,  so  I've  been  told, 
i  For  while  in  style  tliey  couldn't  nurse  their  wives  with  much  delight, 
J  But  now  to  hold  them  iu  yonr  arms,  oh,  it's  'way  out  of  sight. 

Chorus. 

It's  'way  out  of  sight,  so  from  torture  we're  free. 

No  more  steel  wires  will  run  in  your  knee; 

If  worn  as  of  old,  or  not,  as  now  right. 

Literally  speaking,  they're  'way  out  of  sight. 

)  A  ring  last  night  at  our  beli  made  me  Jump  out  of  bed; 
'  At  this  hour  who  can  it  be,  just  to  myself  I  said. 
J  Nothing  but  a  telegram,  w  bich  said  in  black  and  white, 
)  "Just  arrived,  both  doing  well,"  it's  'way  out  of  sight. 

CUORUS. 

.    Ii'a  'way  out  of  sight,  but  that's  a  great  phrase 
To  apply  to  a  family  you've  started  to  raise; 
A  mau  without  any  could  use  the  term  right, 
Hy  tiist  sou  and  heir,  he's  'way  out  of  sight. 


STREET     CAR. 

Copyright,  1891.  by  M.  Leidt*  Co. 


The  Words  and  Mii!<lc  of  thla  Bong  will  be  fvut  to  any  addrena.  poat-pald,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents,  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Somk'*  for  i>iiu  I'ollar,  by  11.  J.  Welmian,  130  I'ark 

Itow,  New  York  City.    FontaKe  Stamps  taken  same  aa  cash  for  all  our  Kooda. 

Words  and  Muaic  by  John  de  Witt.     Dtdicated  to  Otto  M.  Heinzman,  New  York  City. 

If  you're  feeling  very  tired  after  working  hard  all  day, 
And  you  buy  an  evening  pai>er  just  to  while  the  time  away. 
And  you  hail  a  paj^ciiig  ctreer-car,  where  you  get  a  comer  seat, 
I      Tea  to  oue  some  clumsy  lubber  will  then  tread  upon  your  feet. 

I  ClIORl-S. 

,  This  is  real,  'tis  not  talk,  while  your  riding  by  the  way. 

In  a  city  like  New  York,  such  things  happen  every  day. 

I     Or  a  man  w  ith  an  umbrella,  cnt'ring  briskly  by-and-by. 

Makes  you  nervous  w  liile  you  watch  him,  lest  lie  jab  you  in  the  eye; 
I      Or  fat  women  with  their  baskets,  w hoiu  you  thought  tliat  vou'd  escape, 
I      Will  get  on  and  lean  against  you,  pressing  you  all  out  of  sha]>e.  -  Chorus. 

'     Or  a  very  stately  matron  will  get  on  at  a  side  street, 

I      And  remark  to  i<oiiie  one  near  her,  "  In  that  corner  there's  a  seat." 

I      Ur  a  woman  wiih  a  buhy  will  do  all  that  she  can  do 

'Id  draw  from  you  loudest  praises,  while  it  wipes  its  feet  on  you.— Chorus. 

I      Or  a  lovely  elder  maiden,  clutcliing  at  a  hanging  strap. 
Is  somehow  precipitated  on  your  unoffending  lap; 
Or  a  (hie)  fellow,  raz/.lc-dazzle,  wjU  get  (hic)  on  to  the  same  car 
And  insist  (hie)  that  you  shall  listen  to  a  (hie)  member  of  the  bar.— Chorus. 

So  that  you  will  dream  of  future,  hoping  for  some  kind  of  car 

With  compartments  that  are  private,  place  to  smoke  a  good  cigar, 

Kock  to  hold  your  paper  hauuy,  place  to  put  your  feet  upon, 

But  you  bet  you'll  never  get  it  till  your  work  on  earth  is  done. — Chorus. 


It's  the  Hat  that  Makes  the  Man. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Touaer. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  v\  III  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  saniu  as  cash  for  all  unr  goods. 

Words  by  I.  Krooh.    Music  by  Monroe  II.  liosenfeld. 

McNuIty  bought  a  new  silk  hat,  then  on  a  racket  went; 
Ue  had  ten  dollars  in  his  clothes,  and  blew  in  every  cent; 
ne  got  so  full  of  tanglefoot  he  didn't  know  his  name. 
Ana  just  as  he  was  coming  home  it  started  in  to  rain. 
The  people  gnzed  in  wonder  as  McNu I ty  they  did  meet. 
His  race  was  tied  up  in  a  knot,  his  shoes  were  full  of  feet; 
His  drees  suit  was  a  total  wreck,  bis  whiskers  they  did  leak. 
And  as  he  etrolled  along  the  sttcet  most  loudly  be  did  shriek: 

Chorus. 
It's  the  hat  that  makes  tlie  man,  so  I  do  not  care  a  rap: 

I  iiaven't  got  a  dollar,  but  I'd  never  wear  a  cap; 

For  I  have  a  nobby  tile,  and  I  work  upon  this  plan, 

Fine  feathers  make  flue  birds,  me  lads,  but  it's  the  hat  that  makes  the  man. 

His  feet  were  making  monograms  as  he  went  staggering  by. 

The  little  kids  around  him  at  his  dicer  bricks  did  shy; 

When  he  got  tired  yelling  out  then  lie  begau  to  dance. 

But  fell  upon  the  citlewalk  bare,  and  laid  there  in  a  trance;  '    . 

At  last  he  reached  liis  dwelling,  gave  the  bell  an  awful  tug. 

The  night  was  diirk,  his  darling  wife  could  only  see  his  iniig; 

She  dropped  the  poker  on  the  floor,  she  had  no  use  for  tbut. 

But  cried  with  joy,  McNulty,  dear,  where  did  you  get  that  hat?— CuuKi;s. 

A  cap  I  always  did  dislike,  it  makes  a  man  look  small. 

It  roos  him  of  his  charactei  and  iake!<  away  his  gall; 

Some  men  upon  their  uppers  tread,  and  use  a  rusty  uai! 

To  elevate  their  pantaloons,  wear  coats  without  a  tail; 

But  if  your  dicer's  shined  with  molasses  or  with  glue. 

You  l>et  your  life,  me  gallant  l>oys,  your  hat  will  see  you  through; 

And  should  in  p<jlltics  you  want  a  job  that's  big  and  fat. 

Just  imitate  our  brother  Beu  and  wear  your  grand-dad's  hat.— Chorus. 


ISLE    DE    BLACKWELL. 

As  sung  by  llarrigan  A  Hart. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  »cnt  to  nny  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  \ 

cents,  or  tins  ami  any  two  o^her  Son^s  f»i'  one  iKjllar,  by  II.  J.  \S  ••liiiian,  1:10  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stninps  taken  same  as  cash  tor  all  our  goods. 


Come,  gather  ye  cracksmen  and  ganiffs  so  fly. 
Maces  and  braces,  shoplifters  draw  nigh; 
I'll  warble  a  ditty,  w  hile  the  chorus  you  swell. 
Of  the  blokes  doing  time  on  the  Isle  de  Blackwel). 

Chorus. 

With  my  one.  two,  and  three,  four,  then  all  In  line. 
To  the  shoe  shop  and  quarry,  each  bloke  m  int  keep  time; 
We  work  like  a  Turk,  then  back  to  our  cells. 
Such  a  grand  lustituiiou  is  the  lele  de  Blackweli. 

Oht  there  is  a  darling  who'd  sugar  galore. 

He  hypothecated  to  t7ie  Canada  shore; 

The  boodle  was  heavy,  he  tripped  and  he  fell, 

Singing  Moody  and  Sankey  on  the  Isle  de  Blackweli.— Chorus. 

Oh!  there  is  a  baby,  'tis  a  pity  he's  here. 

He  was  nalibed  bv  a  hipper  a-sboving  the  queer; 

His  |>cople  are  nobby,  ou  the  avenue  they  swell. 

He's  a  family  skeleton  on  the  Isle  de  Blackweli.— Chorus. 

There's  Scotty,  onr  keeper,  we  all  know  his  snoot. 
He  collars  the  old  togs,  and  then  hands  out  a  suit; 
Striped  like  a  zebra,  then  it's  good-bye,  farewell. 
We're  regular  boarders  on  the  Isle  de  Blackweli.— CHouua. 


' 


SWEET    ORANG-E    BLOSSOMS. 


Copyright,  IStl,  by  Malcolm  Douglas. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son^;  will  b<-  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  10  I 
n<l  any  twoother  SoiiKS  forOne  I'ollur,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  IJO  I'ark  I 


oents,  or  this  i 

Kow, New  Yolk  City. 


Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Malcolm  Douglaa    Music  by  Llewellyn  B.  Keokirt.  ' 

.Sweet  orange  blossoms,  weaving  your  wondrous  spells. 

Softly  awaking  echoes  of  wedding-l>ell8; 

Fragrant  and  |>iire,  sweet  with  the  dew  and  the  sun, 

Whispering  sweetly  to  all,  hearts  shall  beat  fondly  aa  one; 

Spotless  and  white,  each  clust'ring  spray 

Telle  of  the  rapture  and  joy  that  come  with  a  w-cdding-day. 

Refrain. 

She  will  be  true,  she  will  be  true; 

Pure  as  these  blossoms,  sweet  with  tlie  dew; 

Never  a  doubt,  all  sadness  will  vanish  away; 

She  will  keep  true  till  we  meet  the  promise  she  gave  oue  day. 

Sweet  orange  blossoms,  oh,  for  the  vanished  past. 

Leaving  its  memory  ever  in  life  to  lost;  J" 

Loving  and  true,  fondly  she  watched  for  me  then, 

Longing  to  see  tiiese  sweet  buds  bloom  in  their  fragrance  again; 

But  all  our  dreams  ne'er  were  to  be. 

Pure  as  these  blossoms  she  loved,  she  passed  in  her  youth  from  me.— Rnr. 
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WE   NEVER   SPEAK   HER   NAME. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co* 


Entered  at  Stationers*  Hall,  London. 


Just  to  See  Mother's  Face  Once  Again. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  WUUs  Woodward  <t  Co.  •_     • 


The  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Soner  will  be  sent  to  any  addresx,  pout-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  \V  ehni&n,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Julian  Holmes. 


We  never  npeak  her  name  again,  she  left  as  lone  ago, 

And  filled  uer  parents'  hearts  with  grief  the  world  will  never  know; 

She  was  the  pride  and  light  of  home,  oar  idol  and  our  joy. 

We  little  dreamed  unhappy  fate  would  ail  oar  hopes  destroy. 

She  was  too  trnsting,  ana  one  hour  to  her  the  tempter  spoke; 

One  summer  day  she  left  ns,  and  der  mottier"«  heart  she  broke. 

Her  father  bowed  hiB  bead  in  grief  and  then  our  trials  came; 
Although  'tis  many  years  since  then,  we  never  speak  her  name. 

Chorus. 
We  monmed  for  her,  we  hoped  for  her,  we  sought  for  her  each  day. 
We  prayed  that  Heaven  would  pity  her,  the  one  who  went  astray; 
We  see  her  sweet  face  In  our  dreams,  and  love  her  just  the  same. 
But  for  her  dear  old  mother's  sake,  we  never  speak  her  name. 

Aa  still  we  gather  'round  the  hearth,  her  name  is  never  heard, 
Yet  as  we  think  of  by-gone  days,  sweet  memories  are  stirred; 
Long  years  we  sought  for  her  return,  to  meet  her  once  ugaiu, 
We  waited  for  the  missing  one,  alas, 'twas  all  in  vain; 
She  nevermore  returned  to  us,  her  place  no  one  can  fill. 
The  merry  voice  is  silent  now  that  once  would  ever  thrill. 
She  died  heart-bruken,  and  they  said  she  wasn't  all  to  blame; 
But  we  have  pardoned  her,  although  we  never  speak  her  name. 


-Chorus. 


Mamma  Will  Rock  You  to  Sleep. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


IMtered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Lond»n. 


'  The  Words  and  Bfasie  of  this  Bonir  will  be  sent  to  any  addrests.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  iwo  other  Soiiks  for  One  Dolloi',  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  ytaiiips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Husic  by  Julian  Jordan. 


Come,  come  to  mamma,  my  little  one. 
Flowers  are  closing,  the  long  day  is  done; 
Stars  upon  high  are  beginning  to  peep. 
Mamma  will  rock  you  to  sleep. 
Tired  little  hands  and  tired  little  feet. 
So  tired  of  plaving  all  day  in  the  street; 
Eyes,  that  so  sleepy,  scarce  open  can  keep, 
llamma  will  rock  you  to  sleep. 

Refrain. 

Close  your  eyes,  darling,  to  dreamland  we'll  go, 
Gently  so  gently  we'll  rock  to  and  fro; 
Now,  while  the  shadows  around  softly  creep, 
Mamma  will  rock  you  to  sleep.  . 

Sleep,  sleep  my  baby,  mamma  will  sing. 
Sing  to  you  tenderly,  slumber  sweet  to  bring; 
Singing  and  swinging,  a  loving  watch  to  keep. 
Mamma  will  rock  you  to  sleep. 
Tired  liUle  hands  and  tired  little  feet. 
Tired  is  my  baby,  my  baby  so  sweet; 
Broad  as  the  ocean,  my  love,  and  as  deep. 
Mamma  will  rock  you  to  sleep.— Kefrain. 


THE    AMERICAN    BOY. 

'  The  Words  and  Music  of  thMSong  wUI  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  tt 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11,  J,  Wehniau,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stumps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


"  Father,  look  up  and  see  that  flag,  how  gracefully  it  flies; 
Those  pretty  stripes— they  seem  to  be  a  lalnbow  in  the  skies." 
"  It  Is  your  country's  flag,  niy  eon,  and  proudly  drinks  the  light,    ~  . 
O'er  ocean's  waves.  In  foreign  climes,  a  symbol  of  our  might." 

"Father,  what  fearful  noise  is  that,  like  thundering  of  the  clouds? 
Why  do  the  people  wave  their  hats,  and  rush  along  in  crowds?  "       - 
"  It  Is  the  noise  of  cannon,  child,  the  glad  shouts  of  the  free, 
This  is  the  day  to  memory  dear— 'tis  Freedom's  Jubilee." 

"  I  wish  that  I  were  now  a  man,  I'd  fire  my  cannon,  too. 
And  cheer  as  loudly  as  the  rest— but,  father,  why  don't  yon?" 
"  I'm  getting  old  and  weak,  but  still  my  heart  is  big  with  joy; 
I've  witnessed  many  a  day  like  this — shout  you  aloud,  my  boy."     - 

"Hurrahl  for  Freedom's  Jubileel  Glod  bless  our  native  landl 
And  may  I  live  to  hold  the  sword  of  freedom  in  my  hand! " 
"  Well  done,  my  boy— grow  up  and  love  the  land  that  gave  yon  birth, 
A  home  where  Freedom  loves  to  dwell,  a  paradise  on  earth.'' 


— You  don't  look  for  moU'S  in  the  eye  of  your  summer  girl;  you 
look  for  the  beams.  

— International  Affair. — Smart  Youth  (to  band-organ  man): 
"  Garibaldi,  how's  business  this  morning?  don't  you  need  a 
cashier?"  Hand-Organ  Man  (grinding  away):  "  No.  Onemonka 
'nuS."—Chiemgo  Tribune. 
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Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and 

cents-,  or  this  and  any 
Kow,  New  York  City 


Uosic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reeeiiit  of  M 

a  and  any  two  other  Son(^  for  One  l5oUar,  by  H.  J.  Wchman,  I3U  Park 
Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Koody. 


Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 


Last  night  I  wandered  back  again  to  home  I  love  so  well. 

Mow  glad  was  I  to  see  the  dear  old  place; 
My  dear  old  father  welcomed  me,  my  orothers,  sisters,  too; 

But  sadly  there  I  missed  the  dearest  face; 
It  all  came  back  to  me  just  then,  an  evening  long  ago. 
The  saddest  hour  of  grief  and  anguish  I  ehuU  ever  know; 
I  knelt  down  and  I  placed  my  hand  upon  her  form  of  clay, 
And  promised  I'd  be  good,  for  I  was  going  far  away. 

Refrain. 

If  I  owned  the  vessels  that  float  on  the  sea,  ,    ■ 

,  If  I  owned  each  bush,  each  shrub,  and  each  tree. 

If  I  owned  the  birds  that  sing  with  such  glee,  ;   - 

■   ■    ■  The  mountains,  hills,  valleys  and  plains,  . .  •  - 

Each  air  castle  fancied  I'd  gladly  forget; 
If  I  owned  tlie  treasures  unearthed  as  yet, 
I'd  give  them  all  up  without  sigh  or  regret. 
Just  to  see  mother's  face  once  again. 

At  twilight  when  we  knelt  and  father  led  in  evening  prayer. 

And  we  responded  to  them  soft  and  low; 
The  sweetest  voice  of  all  no  longer  mingled  with  the  rest. 

My  heart  ached,  for  I  loved  my  mother  so. 
I  never  knew  what  sorrow  was  uuiil  she  passed  away; 
Her  picture  hangs  upon  the  wall,  her  hair  turned  slightly  gray. 
And  everything  seems  much  the  same  around  the  dear  old  place. 
But  still  I'm  always  longing,  for  I  miss  my  mother's  face.  -Kefrain. 

It  changed  and  made  a  man  of  me,  the  once  wild,  waywanl  youth. 

Who  caused  his  mother  many  a  heart-felt  sigh; 
I  tried  to  keep  my  promise,  and  to-day  I'm  not  ashamed 

To  look  my  fellowraan  right  in  tlie  eye. 
And  when  the  tempter  often  comes,  and  I  about  to  fall. 
Hear  something  whisper  in  my  ear,  bewarel  bewarel  that's  all. 
It  brings  to  mind  a  promise  that  I  made  and  should  hold  dear, 
'Tis  then  I  know  the  spirit  of  my  mother  hovers  near.— Refrain. 
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DRIVEN    FROM    HOME.    ' 

The  Words  eind  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poxt-naid,  on  receipt  of  40 
any  two  other  Soniri^  for  One  DoUai-,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 


cents;  or  this  and  any  < 
Kow,  New  York  City, 


Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Out  In  this  cold  world,  out  in  the  street. 
Asking  a  penny  of  each  one  I  meet; 
Shoeless  I  wander  about,  thro'  the  day. 
Wearing  my  young  life  in  sorrow  away.    ■ 
No  one  to  help  me,  no  one  to  love,- 
No  one  to  pity  me,  none  to  caress- 
Fatherless,  motherless,  sadly  I  roam; 
A  child  of  misfortune,  I'm  driven  from  home. 

Chorus. 
No  one  to  help  me,  no  one  to  bless. 
No  one  to  pity  me,  none  to  caress; 
Fatherless,  motherless,  sadly  I  roam. 
Nursed  by  my  poverty,  driven  from  home. 

The  flowers  that  bloomed,  that  I  once  loved  to  see. 
Seem  bowing  their  heads,  as  if  pitying  me; 
The  music  that  mingles  with  voices  of  mirth. 
From  the  windows  of  pleasure  and  plenty  on  earth. 
Makes  me  think  what  it  is  to  be  friendlexs  and  poor. 
And  I  feel  I  shall  faint  when  I  knock  ut  tt.c  door; 
Turn  a  deaf  ear,  there's  no  one  will  come 
To  help  a  poor  wanderer,  driven  from  home. — Cborvs. 

Oh!  where  shall  I  go,  or  what  shall  I  do? 

I've  no  one  to  tell  me  what  course  to  pursue; 

I'm  weary  and  footsore,  I'm  hungry  and  weak, 

I  know  not  what  shelter  to-night  1  may  seek. 

The  Friend  of  all  friends,  who  rules  eurth  and  sea. 

Will  look  with  a  pitying  eye  upon  me; 

I'll  wander  about,  till  His  messenger  comes 

To  lead  me  to  father  and  mother  and  home.— CaoBDS. 


DUBLIN    BAY. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  besent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twoother  SongsforOne  Dollar,by  II.  J.  Wehman,  190  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.     Postage  Slainpstaken  sameas  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 


Tliey  sailed  away  in  a  gallant  bark,  Roy  Neill  and  his  fair  young  bride: 
He  had  ventured  all  in  that  bounding  ark  that  danced  o'er  the  silvery  tide. 
But  his  heart  was  young  and  his  spirit  light,  and  he  dashed  the  tear  away. 
As  he  watched  the  shore  recede  from  sight  of  his  own  sweet  Dublin  Bay. 

Three  days  they  sailed,  and  a  storm  arose,  and  the  lightning  swept  the  deep. 
And  the  thunder-crash  broke  the  short  repose  of  the  weary  sea-boy's  sleep. 
Roy  Neill  he  clasi)ed  his  weeping  bride,  and  he  kissed  her  tears  away — 
Oh  I  love,  'twas  a  fatal  hour,  she  cried,  when  we  left  sweet  Dublin  Bay. 

On  the  crowded  deck  of  the  doomed  ship  some  stood  in  their  mnte  despair; 
And  some,  more  calm,  with  a  holy  lip,  sought  the  God  of  the  storm  in  prayer. 
She  has  struck  on  a  rockl  the  seaman  cried,  in  the  breath  of  their  wild  diBmay, 
And  the  ship  went  down,  and  the  fair  young  bride  ttiat  sailed  from  Dublin  Bay. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  33. 


THE    TEXAS   RANGER. 

Written  by  J.  F.  McDtsrmott,  of  flcranton,  P». 


I  Bond  Tonr  nntm'  and  nddress  to  11.  J.  Wohnmn,  ISO  I'nrk  Itow,  Now  York  (Ity,  and  receive 

by  retmii  mail  n  complotf  Cntalotj"''  of  omt  i>ow  I'i'IMiImi  KiikIisIi  iiihI  lU-rinnn 

Si>iiK»-  J'lvf.     rostoKo  SUiiii|>H  token  snnu-  aa  cn.sli  for  ull  our  Kurnln. 


Conic  all  yon  Texas  RanRcre,  bound  West  by  the  "ovprlniul,"' 
Come  listen  to  my  Imrdnliiiw— that  you  miiy  nndorstand 
What  'tis  to  roam  from  friends  and  home  to  tliat  land  bo  far  awuy, 
Where  eavafje  ludiaiib  lie  in  wait  the  Hangers  brave  to  olay. 

I  had  a  pretty  pwcotheart— I  drew  her  to  my  side, 

And  awked  her  in  a  tremhlintj  tone  if  she  would  be  my  bride; 

She  promiM'd  me  so  faithfully  her  love  would  never  die. 

That  I  kissed  her  and  caressed  her  till  my  heart  was  fliled  with  joy. 

I  was  but  sixteen  yaars  of  a<;e  when  I  joined  this  roving  band; 
We  marehcd  from  Fort  McUavelt  down  to  the  Kio  CJnmde; 
'Twas  there  our  captain  said  to  us,  "  My  boys,  look  sharp  thio  night. 
For  before  we  go  mucli  further  we  will  have  a  bloody  ll>{ht." 

When  I  saw  the  Indians  coming,  and  heard  their  awful  yell, 
Wlial  dreadful  feelings  swept  over  me  no  human  tongue  can  te!l; 
With  glittering  knives  and  tomahawks  they  gathered  'round  our  trail. 
My  heart  it  sank  within  me  and  my  courage  quHe  did  fail. 

Our  captain  called  upon  ue  to  meet  them  hand  to  hand; 
And  goon  I  found  myself  engaged  olx^yiug  his  command. 
First  emntying  our  rifles,  and  tlien  with  sabres  drawn. 
We  fought  the  redskins  right  and  left  until  the  early  dawn. 

We  fought  them  full  five  hours  before  the  fight  was  o'er- 
Such  heaps  of  dead  and  wounded  I  never  saw  before  — 
Five  huitured  of  the  bravest  men  that  e'er  ranged  Texas  round. 
Lay  bleednig  there  next  muruiug  from  ranny  a  ghastly  wound. 

Now,  pcrliaps  you  ha\*e  a  mother,  likewise  a  sister  true, 

I'erhups  yon  have  a  sweetheart  that  would  weep  and  mourn  for  yoa; 

If  that  be  your  condition,  I  advise  you  ne'er  to  roam. 

And  1  tell  you  from  experience  you  had  better  stop  at  home. 

I  saw  the  fruits  of  rambling,  1  know  it's  hardships  well; 

I  crossed  the  Rocky  MountaiiiB  where  many  a  brave  man  fell; 

1  have  been  in  the  great  Southwest,  where  the  wild  Apaches  roam, 

But  1  never  forget  my  parents,  dear,  uor  the  girl  I  left  at  Uoiuc. 


*  >  I 


JMY    MOTHER'S    KISS    WAS    THE 
SWEETEST    OF    THEM    ALL. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tlils  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  addrem,  post  nald,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  F.  Allen. 
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Dow  well  do  I  remomlHsr  the  years  Uiat  have  gone  by. 

When  a  youth  my  paths  were  always  strewn  with  llowers; 
I  never  I'oalizcd  (he  future  of  sorrow  and  all  care, 

That  my  mother  would  advise  me  every  hour. 
When  scHteil  by  her  ^ide  life's  story  she  would  tell, 

She  would  te'li  me  how-in  manhood  I  could  fall; 
I  would  kiss  those  wither'd  lips  that  I  so  long  have  missed. 

My  mother'B  kiss  was  sweetest  of  them  all. 

Cuonrs. 
You  may  kiss  your  wife,  your  child,  yonr  sister  or  your  brother. 

They  may  all  be  sweet,  hut  still  for  one  you'll  call; 
In  sorrow  or  distress,  I  always  will  confess. 

My  mother's  kiss  was  sweetest  of  them  all. 

Many  times  I  think  of  mother  sitting  in  that  oaken  chair. 

While  (he  fire  in  the  hearth  was  burning  bright; 
I  would  listen  with  amazement  to  the  stories  she  would  tell. 

And  now  fondly  I  would  wish  'tw;is  but  to-night. 
It  seems  but  like  a  dream,  since  last  <lear  mother  I've  seen, 

Her  last  words;  '"  My  boy,  he  careful,  ueverfall!  " 
I  kissed  her  then  "goodbye"  and  she  closed  her  loving  eyes. 

My  mother's  kiss  was  sweetest  of  them  ail.— CuoBus. 


TA-RA-RA    BOOM-DER-E 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  4  Co. 

Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

I  Tlie  Words  and  Mnirtc  of  tills  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  podt-pald.on  reeelpt  of  <0 
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':  Itow,  New  York  City.    I'ogtagu  Mtamps  taken  same  aa  caali  for  aii  our  goods. 

S  Written  by  Henry  J.  Sayers. 


)  A  sweet  Tnxcdo  girl  you  see,  queen  of  swell  society, 
)  Fond  of  fun  as  fond  can  be,  when  it's  on  the  strict  Q.  T. 
,  I'm  iiot  too  young,  I'm  not  too  old,  not  too  timid,  not  too  bold, 
)  Just  the  kind  you'd  like  to  hold,  ji^et  the  kind  for  B{>ort  I'm  told. 

CnoRfs. 

Ta-ra-ra  booni-der-e,  ta-ra-ra  boom-dcr-e, 

•  .    .  Ta-ra-ra  booni-der-e,  ta-rara  boom-der-e, 

Ta-ra-ra  boom-dcr-e,  ta-ra-ra  boom-dcr-e, 

Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-c,  ta-ra-ra  l>oom-der-e. 

'  I'm  a  blushing  bud  of  innocence,  papa  says  ot  big  exnense; 

I  Old  maids  say  I  have  no  sense,  boys  declare  I'm  just  immense; 
Before  my  song  I  do  conclude,  I  want  it  strlcllv  understood, 
Tho'  fond  of  fun,  I'm  never  rude,  tho'  not  too  bad  I'm  not  too  good.— CnotUB. 


OH!    WHAT   A    DIFFERENCE- 
IN    THE    MORNING. 

Wrltt<'n  by  Norton  Atkins.     Composed  by  Fcllz  McQIennon. 

The  Words  and  MUHloof  this  Song  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-iuxld,  on  rerel|it  of  M 

ceiitSi  orthlsaiidanytwoother  Sonus  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostogu  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

I'll  sing  of  the  curious  sights  that  we  see 

At  night,  at  night; 
They're  awfully  funny,  I  think  you'll  agree. 

At  night,  at  night. 
There's  Johnny,  the  waiter,  who  hasn't  much  cash. 
He  likes  with  his  pals  to  appear  very  flash. 
Ho  he  calls  for  champagne,  and  he  cuts  such  a  dash. 

At  night,  at  night. 

Chorus. 
But  oh!  don't  his  head  ache  in  the  morning, 

Tnen  comes  repenUince  with  the  dawning. 
It's  twice  its  usual  size,  and  he's  got  two  fine  black  eyes. 

And  he's  glad  to  get  a  seltzer  in  the  morning. 

There  are  ladies  who  go  for  a  walk  up  Broadway  ■     . 

At  night,  at  night; 
Their  figures  are  handsome,  they  seem  very  gay. 

At  night,  at  night. 
Their  waists  are  so  dainty,  complexion  80  new. 
And  tootsies  so  neat  in  a  numln-r  two  shoe. 
With  hair  of  such  delicate  straw-colored  hue. 

At  night,  at  night. 

Chorus. 
But,  ohi  what  a  difference  in  the  mominj;. 

What  an  alteration  with  the  dawning; 
Observe  her  in  her  room,  on  her  cheeks  there's  little  bloom. 

And  her  hair  lies  on  the  table  in  the  morning. 

And  then  there's  the  frivolous,  gay  married  man 

At  night,  at  night; 
To  tell  what  he  gets  at,  is  part  of  my  plan,       '    ' 

At  night,  at  night. 
With  plenty  of  money  ne  goes  on  a  booze, 
He  meets  some  old  pals,  and  they  have  a  carouse. 
And  when  he  gets  home  on  the  door-step  he'll  snooze. 

At  night,  at  night. 

Cnonirs. 
But,  oh!  what  a  difference  In  the  morning. 

Then  comes  re|M:ntaiicc  with  the  dawning; 
Tho'  he's  very,  very  dry,  for  a  drink  he'd  vainly  cry. 

For  his  wife's  been  tnro'  his  pockets  in  the  morning. 
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I'm  Not  Old  Enough  to  Know, 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Will  Rosfdter.  : 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  scut  to  any  aildrcss,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  "1  this  and  any  two  othiT  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  M.  J.  Well  man,  130  Turk 

Itow,  New  York  City,    t'oatage  Stain  ps  taken  same  us  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  William  Joroine.    Music  by  Frank  David. 

TIr.— My  pretty  little  miss,  w-ould  you  like  to  have  a  kiss? 
SiiK.—Iin  not  old  enough  to  know. 
11k -^Tlicy  are  very  nice  to-day,  do  take  one  now,  I  pray. 
SiiK.  — I'm  not  old  enough  to  know. 

llK.  -Many  nice  things  you  are  missing,  |)leasurc8  that  arc  found  In  kissing. 
That  intoxicate  the  soul  with  great  delight; 
Oh,  how  happy  von  would  be  if  you  only  would  kisa  me, 
For  OS  a  kisser  I  am  out  of  sight. 

Chorus.  • 

8bb.— I'm  not  old  enough  to  know; 
If  the  things  you  say  are  so, 
I  never  yet  have  ventured  in  a  kiss. 
But  I  really  will  try  one. 
IIk.— Oh,  Johnnie  get  your  gun. 
She.— I  never  jet  before  enjoyed  such  bliss. 

She.— Why  do  men  stay  out  all  night,  and  come  iiomc  rather  tightT 

He.— I'm  not  old  enough  to  know. 
SiiR.— And  work  the  same  old  dodge  about  the  same  old  lodge. 

IIr. — I'm  not  old  enough  to  know.  • 

SuL.—  If  I  should  marry  you,  stich  things  would  never  do. 
Or  quickly  from  you,  darling,  I  would  nart. 
If  you  found  you'd  lost  your  wife,  would  it  affect  your  llfeT 
Now,  tell  me  if  it  would  not  break  your  heart. 

Chorus. 
Dk.— I'm  not  old  enouj^h  to  know. 
But  (»alla.;her  let  her  go. 
To-day  his  wife  applied  for  a  divorce. 
Shs. — I'd  do  the  same,  you  see. 

For  there  are  no  flies  on  me. 
H«.— With  me  it  is  a  case  of  horse  and  horse. 

Hie.— Why  do  hats  the  ladies  wear,  reach  for  miles  Into  the  alrT 
Hhk.— I'm  not  old  enough  to  know. 

Hk.— Why  do  men  get  in  a  rage,  when  they  cannot  sec  the  stogef 
.SiiK.— I'm  not  old  enough  to  know. 
Hk.— Why  don't  the  ladies  think  of  the  man  who  loves  his  drink, 
An(f  have  a  door  placed  in  their  hats  so  wide? 
With  a  glass  and  bottle  small,  so  the  men  could  get  a  ball 
Without  going  out  to  meet  the  tide. 

Chorus. 
Bbs.— I'm  not  old  enough  to  know 

Why  tides  should  come  and  go,  ;. 

To  drink  I  really  think  it  h]  a  Bin.  ' '. 

Hi.— I  do  not  like  to  brag, 

But  I  love  a  good  old  jag, 
<'   And  I  love  to  see  the  flowing  tide  come  la.   ' 
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I  THE  BATTLE-CRY  OF  FREEDOM. 

I  Tlio  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid ,  on  receipt  of  iO 
i        cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  ti.  J.  Wehiiian,  130  I'ark 
lUiw,  New  York  City,    i'uetoge  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Yc8,  we'll  rally  round  the  flag,  boys,  we'll  rally  once  again, 

Hhoutiiig  tlio  battle-cry  of  freedom;  ■ 

We'll  rally  from  the  hillside,  we'll  rally  from  the  plain, 
Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  freedom. 

Chorus. 

The  Union  forever,  hurrah,  boys,  hurrah, 
-    ■  Down  with  the  traitor,  up  with  the  star; 

While  we  rally  round  the  flag,  boys,  rally  ouce  again, 
Shouting  tlie  battle-cry  of  freedom. 

We  are  springing  to  the  call  of  our  brothers  gone  before. 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  freedom; 
And  we'll  fill  the  vacant  ranks  with  a  million  freemen  more, 

Shouting  the  batUc-cry  of  freedom.— Cuouus. 

We  will  welcome  to  our  numbers  the  loyal,  true  and  brave, 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  freedom ; 
And  although  he  may  be  poor,  he  shall  never  be  a  slave. 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  freedom.— Cuouus. 

)  So  we're  springing  to  the  call  from  the  East  and  from  the  West, 
•;  Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  freedom; 

)  And  we'll  hurlthe  reliel  crew  from  the  land  we  loved  the  best, 
j  Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  freedom.— Cuobub. 


I    »  >  »    ■ 


BEN    BOLT'S    REPLY. 

'  The  %Vords  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po8^paid,on  receipt  of  40 
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Oh,  yes,  I  remember  her  nan.e  with  delight. 

Sweet  Alice,  so  cherished  and  dear;  •  ^    -v 

1  seek  her  grave  in  the  pale  hour  of  night. 

And  moisten  the  turf  with  a  tear. 
And  when  the  heart  is  o'erburdeued  with  wocB 

I  wander  and  muse  all  alone. 
And  long  for  the  time  when  my  heart  shall  repose 

Where  sweet  Alice  lies,  under  the  stone. 

I  roam  through  the  woods,  where  so  joyous  we've  etraycd. 

And  recline  ou  the  green,  sunny  hill; 
All  things  are  bright  in  that  iKJautiful  glade, 

Uui  my  heart  Is  all  lonely  and  chill. 
The  hand  that  so  fondly  I  pressed  in  my  own. 

And  Ihe  lips  that  were  melting  with  love. 
Are  cold  in  the  grave  and  1  am  left  all  alone. 

Till  1  meet  With  Bwcet  Alice  above. 

Ah,  well  I  remember  the  school-house  and  brook. 

And  the  master  so  kind  and  so  true; 
The  wild,  blooming  flowers  in  the  cool,  shady  nook. 

As  fragrant  with  incense  and  dew: 
]{iit  1  weep  not  for  thee,  though  so  dear  to  my  heart,  _ 

Or  Ihe  friends  that  have  left  me  alone. 
The  bosom  will  heave,  and  the  tear-droj)  start. 

For  sweet  Alice  lies  under  the  stone. 


BEN    BOLT'S    G-RAVE. 

I  The  WordH  and  MukIc  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  ad<lre!w,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
I         cents;  or  this  and  any  twoother  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 
l(ow.  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

By  the  side  of  sweet  Alice  they  have  laid  Ben  Bolt, 

Where  oft  he  longed  to  ro^wse; 
For  there  he  would  kneel  with  the  early  spring  flowers, 

And  plant  ou  bis  darling  the  rose. 

His  heart  was  as  true  as  the  star  to  his  gaze 

When  tossed  on  the  billows  alone. 
But  now  it  is  cold  and  forever  at  rest. 

For  he  Culmly  lies  umler  llie  stone.  ■        , 

At  last  he  Is  gone  to  the  bright  spirit  lands, 

And  free  from  all  sorrow  and  pain; 
He  tastes  the  full  rapture  of  angels  above 

To  meet  with  sweet  Alice  agaiu. 

We  gather  the  flowers  from  the  green,  shady  brook, 

And  moss  from  the  silent  old  mill. 
To  strew  o'er  the  grave  where  now  doth  rei>06c 

The  hearts  that  death  hardly  could  chill. 

And  oft  when  the  eoul  has  grown  weary  and  sod 
We  come  by  twilight  alone 
-  To  muse  o'er  the  spot  where  together  Ben  Bolt 

And  sweet  Alice  lie  under  the  stone. 


THE    CROPPY    BOY. 

Bund  your  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  llty,  and  receive 
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It  was  earl V  in  the  spring, 
■  ■•    The  small  birtls  whistled,  sweet  did  sing,  ,,■ 

Changing  their  notes  from  tree  to  tree; 
.1         The  song  they  sung  was:  Old  Ireland  free. 

■  It  was  early  last  Thursday  night, 
,    The  yeoman  cavalry  gave  nie  a  fright, 
The  yeoman  cavalry  was  my  downfall, 
;.       When  I  was  taken  to  Lord  Cornwall. 

It  was  in  his  guard-house  where  I  was  laid. 
And  in  his  parlor  where  1  was  tried; 
My  sentence  passed  and  uiy  spirits  low. 
When  to  New  Guinea  I  was  forced  to  go. 

When  I  was  marching  through  the  street,    .     ■ 

■  The  drums  and  fifes  did  play  so  sweet, 
1'he  drums  and  fifes  did  so  sweetly  play, 

•   As  we  were  marching  so  far  away. 

When  I  was  marching  past  my  father's  door, 
>■  My  brotlier  William  Blood  on  the  floor; 

/■.  ■    ',    My  a^ed  father  did  grieve  full  sore. 

And  my  tender  mother  her  hair  she  tore. 

When  my  sister  Mary  heard  the  express, 
»•  She  ran  down-stairs,  in  her  morning  dress, 

-  Saying:  Five  hundred  guineas  1  would  lay  down 
To  see  you  march  through  Wexford  town. 

As  I  was  marching  through  Wexford  Street, 
^ly  sister  Mary  I  clianced  to  meet; 
That  false  young  woman  did  me  betray. 
And  for  one  guinea  she  swore  my  life  away. 

And  when  I  am  dead,  and  taken  tg  my  grave, 
■:.    A  decent  funeral,  pray,  let  me  have. 
And  over  my  head  plant  a  laurel  tree, 
In  sweet  remembrance,  remembrance  of  mc. 

When  I  was  marching  o'er  Wexford  hill. 
Oh  I  who  could  blame  mc  to  cry  my  fillj' 
■    I  looked  behind  me,  I  looked  before. 
But  my  tender  mother  I  ne'er  saw  more. 

■  I  chose  the  dark,  I  chose  the  blue, 
I  chose  the  pink  and  the  orange,  too; 

.      .  I  forsook  all  those,  and  did  them  deny, 

I  wore  the  green,  and  for  it  I'd  die. 

When  I  was  mounted  on  the  gallows  high. 

My  aged  father  was  standing  by, 

My  aged  father  did  me  deny. 

And  the  name  lie  gave  me  was:  The  Croppy  Boy. 

It  was  in  old  Ireland  this  young  man  died. 
And  in  old  Ireland  his  body's  laid; 

■  All  the  good  people  that  do  ])ass  by, 
"               Say :  The  Lord  have  mercy  ou  the  Croppy  Boy. 


- .  *\ 


->>, 


— So  It  Was  Checked. —He:  "  And,  darling,  what  does  your 
father  think  of  my  suit?  "  She  (sobbing):  "  He  thinks  it  Is  a  misfit." 
— Detroit  Free  Press.  

— Obedience. — "  And,  mamma,"  sobbed  the  unhappy  wife,  "  he 
— lie  threw  his  slippers  across  the  room,  and  t-told  me  to  go  to  the 
dud-dud-devil."  "You  did  right,  my  poor,  dear  child,  to  come 
straight  home  to  me." — N.  Y.  Sun. 


THE    CHILD^S    WISH. 

Send  TOnr  nnme  and  address  to  IL  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ai  k  Kow,  New  York  CIty.and  receive 
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Oh!  I  long  to  lie,  dear  mother,  on  the  cool  and  fragrant  grass, 

With  Ihe  calm,  blue  sky  alM>ve  my  head  and  the  shadowy  clouds  that  pass. 

And  I  want  the  bright,  bright  sunshine  all  round  about  my  head, 

I'll  close  my  eyes  and  God  will  think  your  little  boy  is  dead. 

Then  Christ  will  scud  an  angel  to  take  me  up  to  him; 
ne  will  bear  me  slow  and  steadily  far  through  the  ether  dim; 
lie  will  gently,  gently  lead  ine  close  by  the  Saviour's  side. 
And  when  I'm  sure  that  I'm  iu  heaven,  my  eyes  I'll  open  wide. 

Then  I'll  look  among  the  angels  that  stand  around  the  throne 

Till  I  find  my  sister  Mary,  for  I  know  she  must  be  one; 

And  when  I  find  her,  mother,  I'll  go  away  alone; 

I'll  tell  her  how  we've  mourned  for  her  all  the  while  that  she's  been  gone. 

Oh!  I  slioald  be  delighted  to  hear  her  speak  again. 
For  I  know  she'll  not  return  to  us,  to  asK  her  would  be  vain; 
So  I'll  put  my  arms  around  her  and  look  into  her  eyes; 
I'll  remember  all  I  say  to  her  and  tell  her  sweet  replies.    ' 

And  then  I'll  ask  the  angel  to  take  me  back  to  you; 
lie  will  bear  mc  slow  auu  steadily  far  through  the  ether  blue. 
And  you'll  only  think,  dear  mother,  that  I've  been  out  to  plav. 
And  nave  gone  to  sleep  beneath  the  tree  this  sultry  summer  day. 


— Who  Did  It?  lie:  "  Dearest,  if  I  had  known  this  tunnel  was 
60  long,  I'd  have  giveu  you  a  good  hug."  She:  "Didn't  you? 
Why,  somebody  did!"  

— The  Tramp's  Revenge.— Sour-faced  Woman:  "  You  get  right 
out  of  here  or  I'll  call  my  husbaml."  Tramp:  "  Y'r  husband  ain't 
at  home."  Sour-faced  Woman:  "How  do  you  know  he  ain't?" 
Tramp:  "  I've  allers  noticed,  mum,  that  w'en  a  man  is  married  to 
a  woman  wot  looks  like  you,  he  never  is  at  home  except  at  meal- 
time."—iVcw  York  Weekly. 
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SNAKE    IN    THE    G-RASS. 

Copyright,  1SK2,  hy  S.  T.  Gonlon  &  Son. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Dan  Lewis. 


I've  an  object  in  view,  which  I'll  explain  to  yon, 

'Boat  jH'ople  you'll  take  as  your  frieud; 
They'll  ride  in  your  carriage  and  dine  with  you,  too, 

And  ask  von  if  you've  niouey  to  lend; 
And  should  you  tell  them  no,  behind  yOur  back  they'll  go. 

And  run  you  down  to  the  very  last; 
A'ld  that  Is  my  motto,  which  I  wiith  to  explain. 

That  I  cull  a  euake  in  the  grass. 

Chorus. 
Don't  let  smooth  talk  make  yon  too  ninny  friends. 

You  mit;ht  know  what  they  were  in  the  past; 
You  must  find  out  the  future  before  Roing  ahead. 

And  think  of  the  snake  iu  the  grass. 

Sometimes  you'll  meet  with  a  man  that  will  treat. 

And  pretends  that  lie  knows  you  well; 
lie  thinks  you're  a  gentleman,  and  will  say  drink  again. 

When  be  sees  what  you  got  he  can  tell. 
Come,  friend,  to  the  theatre,  it's  a  very  fuuny  play, 

I  know  we  can  both  enjoy  a  good  laugh; 
Find  out  what  he  is  before  with  him  you  go. 

It  might  be  the  snake  iu  the  grass.— Choucs. 

You  have  heard  of  the  trouble  this  country  has  had. 

Don't  you  think  it's  au  awful  disgrace, 
By  losing  such  good  men  as  Abe  Lincoln  and  Fisk, 

It  is  something  that  our  country  should  trace. 
I  will  sja-ak  of  another,  James  A.  Garfield  we  ioved, 

I'ut  our  nation  had  to  lose  him  at  last; 
IJ«ar  it  iu  mind,  some  days  you  will  find 

There's  more  than  one  snake  iu  that  grasfl.— Chorus. 


TO    MOTHER,   BOY,  BE    TRUE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Geo.  M.  Klenk  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Words  by  Julian  Holmes.    Music  by  Charles  Miller. 

Though  many  years  have  onward  rolled,  I  recollect  the  day 

The  nation  called  for  soldiers  and  my  father  went  away. 

He  heard  the  pressing  summoiiB  and  he  bade  us  all  good-bye. 

And  hastened  to  the  battlefield  to  conquer  or  to  die. 

My  mother's  heart  was  sad  that  day,  in  vain  she  checked  her  tears; 

But  father  told  her  not  to  grieve  and  lay  aside  her  fears; 

He  said  that  he'd  return  to  us  and  bade  us  hooefiil  be; 

And  as  be  gave  his  parting  kiss,  these  words  ue  said  to  me: 

Chorus. 

"  To  mother,  boy,  be  true,  wherever  yon  may  go; 
Your  mother  is  the  dearest  friend  that  you  will  ever  know. 
For  when  your  mother  goes,  your  home  goes  with  her,  too; 
Remember,  then,  your  father's  words,  to  mother,  boy,  be  true." 

The  war  was  over  and  the  troops  were  crossing  hill  and  plain, 

.\iid  heroes  that  were  enemies  were  brothers  once  again. 

The  Blue  and  Gray  were  side  by  side,  all  strife  was  laid  to  rent. 

While  loving  hearts  were  waiting  for  the  ones  they  love^  the  best. 

My  mother  sousrht  for  father,  but,  alas!  he  came  no  more, 

lie  full  upon  the  battle-field  amid  the  cannons'  roar; 

And  w  hen  my  good  old  mother  bowed  at  last  her  aged  head. 

Then  I  recalled  the  lust  sad  words  my  poor  old  father  said:— Cuouus 


I    WANT    A    SITUATION. 

Copjrtight,  1891,  by  Hitchcock  A  MoCargo  Publishing  Company  (limited).  New  Tork. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  U> 
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Words  by  Harry  B.  Smitb.    Music  by  Adam  Itael,  Jr. 


I've  been  a  rover  the  wild  world  o'er;  I've  sailed  every  sea; 

Yes,  Suabia  and  Arabia  are  all  one  to  me. 

Madagascar  and  Alaska  and  far  Timbiictoo, 

The  Sahara  and  Ferrara,  Shanghai  aud  Foochoo, 

Scandinavia  aud  Moravia  I  know  and  I  love. 

I  have  wandered,  I  have  pondered  in  all  the  above. 

At  last,  far  away,  I  am  cast  away;  leave  me  not  in  the  cold. 

Or  tue  coroner  of  this  mariner  an  inquest  will  bold. 

CHORue. 
Or  tb«  coroner  of  this  mariner  an  Inquest  will  hold. 

Solo. 

I  want  a  eltaation  and  T  want  it  very  badly, 

However  humble  the  station,  I'll  accept  of  It  gladly. 

I  want  a  situation;  I  am  pliable  and  reliable;  I  am  such  a  good  chap; 

I'll  take  anything;  I'll  do  anything;  I  don't  core  a  rap. 

Chorcs. 

He  wants  a  situation  and  he  wants  it  very  badly, 

ilowever  humble  the  station,  he'll  accept  of  it  gladly. 

lie  wants  a  situation;  he  is  pliable  and  reliable;  he  is  such  a  good  chap. 

I've  been  a  tailor,  I've  been  a  jailer;  a  book  agent  sleek; 
I've  been  a  fakir,  an  undertaker,  and  a  dime-museum  freak; 
A  tragedian  (a  seedy  un);  I've  posted  up  show  bills; 
I've  been  recKoned  a  splendid  second  in  prize-fighting  mills; 
I've  peddled  matches,  put  on  patches;  I've  lectured  on  mm; 
I've  studied  surgery,  practised  perjury;  I've  played  the  bass-drnm. 
Don't  si>eak  chillingly,  I'd  be  willingly  a  sweep  as  a  king; 
Piay  be  mollified,  I  am  qualified  for  'most  anything. 

CUORUS. 

Pray  be  mollified,  he  is  qualified  for  'most  anything.— Solo  A  Cho. 


.1:^: 


RECALL    THAT    SAD    GOOD-BYE. 


CopyriKht,  1890,  by  Willi!*  Woodward  *  Co. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  nent  to  any  atldress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
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Words  and  Mu.sic  by  Barney  Fagaii. 


Have  I  not  been  true  to  you,  my  darling? 

Have  I  not  kept  sacred  every  vow? 
Tell  me  where  my  love  baa  ever  falter'd. 

And  why  you  turn  your  back  upon  me  now? 
Can  il  be  ytjii've  banished  me  forever? 
-,  Cast  me  from  your  heart  without  a  sigh? 

Have  I  not  been  kind,  tell  me,  love,  the  fault  you  flud, 

Recall  that  sad  good-bye. 

Chorus. 

Kerall  that  sad  good-bye,  recall  that  sad  good-bye; 

Have  I  not  been  kind,  tell  me,  love,  the  fault  you  find,  recall  that  sad  good-bye. 

Davs  ago  you  made  my  life  so  happy, 

Your  constancy  I  madly  did  admire; 
I  thought  you  gave  me  your  sincere  affection, 

Tlie  sunshine  of  your  smtlcs  was  my  desire; 
Our  home  a  little  paradise  of  comfort. 

The  baby  that  resembled  you  and  I, 
So  innocent  and  fair,  will  be  without  a  mother's  care. 

Recall  that  sad  good-bye.— Chorus. 


BIRD    OF    BLUE. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address.  t>oat-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Wordti  by  George  Cooper.    Muslo  by  Charles  E.  Pratt 

Sing,  bird  of  blue,  sing,  heart  so  true! 

Once,  long  ago,  when  tne  blossoms  were  white  on  the  tree. 

Far,  far  from  my  side  sailed  the  heart  that  I  loved  o'er  the  sea. 

Sweet,  sweet  from  the  bough  then  you  sang,  while  I  bade  him  adien; 

Love,  love  was  your  song,  when  he  whispered  a  promise  so  true. 

still  in  my  heart  sang  a  bird  the  days  to  cheer, 

Tho'  the  winter  was  uigh,  gloomy  the  sky,  meadow  and  valley  so  drear. 

Then  o'er  the  wave  came  atlream  of  hoiK!  to  me, 

'Twas  carolled  by  you,  my  sweet  bird  of  blue,  high  on  the  budding  true. 

Sail,  ship  so  fair,  to  the  heart  that  was  lonely  and  sadt 

Bird,  welcome  him  home  with  a  song  that  is  sunny  and  glad  I 

Break,  vales,  into  bloom  for  the  one  that  my  heart  longs  to  sect 

Near,  near  to  the  shore  is  the  ship  that  is  sailing  to  me. 

Sing  from  the  bough,  bird  of  blue,  of  the  heart  that  is  loving  and  d«!art 
Sing  for  the  joy  that  is  mine,  and  the  ship  that  is  sailing  so  uearl 
Sing  for  the  promise  so  sweet,  and  the  love  that  forever  is  true! 
Joy  has  come  back  to  my  heart,  it  has  come  with  my  bird  of  blue. 

Sing,  bird  of  blue,  sing,  heart  so  true! 

Sail,  ship  so  fair,  to  the  heart  that  was  lonely  and  sad! 

Bird,  welcome  him  home  with  a  song  that  is  sunny  and  glad. 

Break,  vales,  into  bloom  for  the  one  that  my  heart  longs  to  aecl 

Near,  near  to  the  shore  is  the  ship  that  is  sailing  to  mel  ', 

Sweet  bird  of  blue,  sweet  bird  of  blue. 
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MR.     STRAUS     ON     THE     TRUTH. 

Adair  Welcker  [of  Berkeley,  Cal.]  In  "Washington  Hatchet." 
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Der  Chinaman  beats  on  his  gong,  und  dearly  lofves  der  noise; 
DcT  savage  fighds  iu  fedders,  und  be  warhoops  mit  his  voice; 
Der  bravo,  who's  a  coward,  qiiide  an  armory  embloys. 
Dot  much  I  hat  obserf  ved. 

Der  wooman,  vot  is  fading,  vhy  she  dben  begins  to  baint; 
Der  man,  vol's  dissihated,  if  to  vour-score  he  remaiuedt, 
Vot  little  of  him's  left  he  dben  vill  turn  into  a  saint. 
So  much  I  vas  obserf  ved. 

Der  man  mit  smallest  business  always  told  der  biggest  lie, 
t'nd  dink  his  bairons  vos  but  fools,  oclieving  vot  he  cry, 
Uuk  sh'pose,  himself,  he  vas  dot  shmart,  he  ueilver  ougbd  to  die, 
Dot,  too,  I  haf  Dbserfved. 

'Tls  better  so,  to  told  der  truth  in  eflveryding  you  do; 
Der  truth  it  vas  der  only  ding  vot  see  vou  safelv  drongh, 
For  vheu  you  boultice  nbpa  mit  lies,  aer  wound  break  oud  anew. 
All  vich  had  Straus  obserfved. 
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CLANCY^S    TROTTER. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  WUl  Roasiter. 


By  the  boarders  of  the  ocean,  one  morulug  in  the  month  of  June, 
For  to  hear  those  warlike  songsters,  their  cheerful  notes  and  sweetly  tune; 
I  overheard  a  female  talking,  who  seemed  to  be  in  grief  and  woe, 
Conversing  with  young  Ijonapartc,  coucemiug  the  bonny  bunch  of  roses,  oh. 

'  Then  np  steps  young  Napoleon,  and  takes  his  mother  by  the  hand, 
^  Saying,  mother  dear,  have  patience  until  I  am  able  to  command. 

Then  I  will  take  an  army,  tlirough  tremendous  dangers  I  will  go; 

In  spite  of  all  the  universe  I  will  conquer  the  bonny  bunch  of  roses,  oh. 

The  first  time  that  I  saw  young  Bonaparte,  down  on  his  bended  knees  fell  he; 
He  asked  the  pardon  of  bis  father,  who  granted  it  most  mournfully. 
Dear  son,  he  said,  I'll  take  an  army,  anaover  the  frozen  Alps  will  go, 
Then  I  will  conquer  Moscow,  aud  return  to  the  bonny  bunch  of  roses,  oh. 

.  He  took  five  hundred  thousand  men,  with  kings  likewise  to  bear  his  train— 
)  He  was  so  well  provided  for  that  he  could  sweep  this  world  alone. 
But  when  he  came  to  Moscow,  he  was  overpowered  by  the  driven  snow, 
When  Moscow  was  a-blazing,  so  he  lost  hie  bonny  bunch  of  roses,  oh. 


) 


Oh,  son,  don't  speak  so  venturesome,  for  in  England  are  the  hearts  of  oak; 
There  is  England,  Ireland,  Scotland,  their  unity  was  never  broke. 
Oh,  son,  think  on  thv  father— on  the  Isle  of  St.  Helena  his  body  lies  low, 
Aud  you  must  soon  lollow  after  him,  so  beware  of  the  bonny  buucb  of  roses,  oh. 

1  Now  do  believe  me,  dearest  mother,  now  I  lie  on  my  dying  bed; 

<;  If  I  had  lived  I  would  have  been  clever,  but  now  I  droop  my  youthful  head. 
But  whilst  our  bodies  lie  mouldering,  aud  weeping  willows  over  our  bodies  grow, 
The  deeds  of  great  Nopoleuu  shall  sling  the  bouuy  bunch  of  roses,  oh. 


BROKEN_pOWN. 
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Once  I'd  money,  plenty,  and  friends,  too,  by  the  score;       .  - 

Then  fortune  smiled  upon  me  and  no  one  passed  my  door. 
Now  I'm  j)oor  aud  lonely,  and  not  worth  half  a  crown, 
No  one  seems  to  know  me— I'm  completely  broken  down. 

Chorus. 

I  wander  through  the  world,  and  meet  with  many  a  frown; 
No  one  seems  tu  kuow  me  now,  because  I'm  broken  down. 

With  an  ample  fortune,  I  went  it  rather  fast, 

I'he  i)ace  was  almost  killing,  and  I  found  it  conldn't  lost 

Too  proud  to  put  the  curb  ou,  I  thought  myself  high-bred, 

Aud  now,  for  want  of  "bread"  at  times,  1  have  to  "fast"  instead.— Cborcs. 

The  immortal  Shakespeare  says,  "All  the  world's  a  stage," 

Aud  every  man  must  "play  his  nart,"  from  childhood  to  old  age; 

Aud  when  I  think  of  days  gone  Dy,  how  I  was  made  the  tool 

Of  rogues  and  sharps,  'tis  men  1  know  my  part  ha?  been  the  "fool."— Chorus. 

Friends  could  recognize  me  when  Poole  he  made  my  coat. 

But  when  I  had  no  "note  to  change,"  how  soon  they  "changed  their  notel " 

An  object  sad  and  needy,  I  wander  through  the  town, 

A  living  paradox  am  I,  "  Hard  up,"  yet  "  Broken  down." 

Chorus. 

I  wander  through  the  world,  aud  meet  with  many  a  frown; 

The  time  to  try  your  friends,  you'll  find,  is  when  you're  broken  down. 


^  >  » 
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Michael  Clancy  lives  in  Harlem,  now  a  place  yon  all  know  well; 

He  moved  up  there  from  Water  Street  to  be  au  Irish  swell; 

He  bought  a  "  bung'd  up  "  trotiing-horse  from  Mister  Dan  Malone, 

And  now  he's  dead  stuck  ou  himself,  the  trotter  is  liis  own. 

He  spins  along  the  Boulevard  each  morning  and  each  night, 

Aud  with  his  wife  beside  him,  sure,  he  looks  a  holy  sight; 

He'll  hold  a  brush  with  any  one,  the  beast  is  lame  and  sore. 

You  can  always  tell  his  coming,  for  you're  bound  to  hear  him  roar 

Chorus. 
.      Of  "  Hoop-lab,"  says  Clancy,  as  along  the  road  he  flies. 
"  Hoop-lab,"  says  Claucy,  and  the  big  whip  he  applies; 
He  laeues  aud  he  thrashes,  and  every  oue  he  passes; 
Sure,  Irish  town  is  upside  down  with  Claucy. 

Patsey  Dor^n's  got  a  trotter  that  is  no  slouch,  you  bet; 
While  driving  up  the  Boulevard  both  he  aud  Claucy  met; 
They  raced  for  just  about  a  mile,  to  see  them  was  a  treat; 
The  horses  kept  at  neck  and  neck,  aud  neither  oue  could  beat. 
And  neither  being  satisfied,  a  match  was  quickly  made; 
To  trot  the  best  three  heats  in  five,  their  money  do\Mi  they  laid; 
They  both  began  a-traiuiug,  and  each  morning  in  the  week 
You'd  see  them  flying  up  tue  road,  aud  surely  bear  the  shriek 

Chorus. 
'   Of  "  Hoop-lab,"  said  Clancy,  as  along  the  road  he'd  dafh. 
"  Hoop-lah,"  said  Clancy,  and  the  old  horse  he  would  lash; 
He  said,  "  you  bet,  by  gorrah,  I'll  make  Pat  t;lancy  sorry 
He  ever  made  a  match  with  Michael  Clancy." 

Patsey  Dorgan  is  a  milkman,  aud  he  has  a  paying  route; 
Of  course  he  used  his  trottiug-horse  to  cart  the  milk  about; 
The  moment  Dorgan  hollers  "  Milk,"  the  horse  will  surely  stop; 
So  when  the  day  came  for  the  race,  to  this  old  Clancy  drop|)ed; 
Sure,  Dorgan  won  the  first  two  heats,  the  next  two  Clancy  got; 
They  started  for  the  fiual  heat,  th'  excitement  it  was  hot; 
Old  Dorgan  had  the  lead,  you  see,  when  Clancy  hollered  "  .Milk," 
Fat's  horse  stopped  still,  aud  Clancy  won  in  his  suit  of  greeuish  silk. 

Chorus. 
And  "Hoop-lah,"  yelled  Clancy,  as  he  passed  the  wire  first; 
"Hoop-lah,"  says  Clancy,  "now  I'll  go  uiid  quench  my  thirst"; 
He  treated  all  the  heelers,  the  peelers  aud  the  squealers, 
And  every  one  bad  lots  of  fun  with  Claucy. 


-".^ 
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Maggy  dear,  I  come  to  hear  that  you've  been  on  a  spree. 
Where  is  my  whole  weeks  wages,  I  pray  come  tell  to  me; 
When  I  come  home  at  night  I  fiud  uo  smell  of  drink  ou  you. 
Yet  I  would  like  to  kuow  how  you  laid  out  my  oue  pound  two. 


Oh  I  Johnny  dear,  I  have  it  here,  penned  down  in  black  and  white; 
Come  count  it  now,  right  after  me,  and  you  will  say  I'm  right; 
You've  been  told  that  I've  been  on  a  spree,  but  you'll  find  it  is 
For  I  will  let  you  know  how  I  laid  out  your  oue  pound  two. 


not  true. 


They  call  me  Ragged  Pat,  my  clothes  und  my  hat. 

Although  they  are  tattered  and  tore; 
Sweet  flowers,  my  friend,  they  stuck  to  the  end 

Until  poverty  canie  at  the  door. 
When  I  was  a  small  lad  I  had  a  bad  dad, 

Mean  and  cruel  in  his  ways; 
Each  dollar  and  cent  for  whiskey  he  spent     '! 

Until  death  came  and  carried  him  away. 

Chorus. 
Flowers!  Bouquets!  Flowers!  I  cried; 
While  roaming  the  street,  I  do  not  look  neat, 
I'm  struggling  for  mother  and  I. 

My  mother  she  was  taken  sick  and  forced  to  iier  bed. 

And  there  she  lingered  with  pain; 
She  called  me  to  her  bed,  and  this  is  what  she  said: 

Oh,  what  shall  I  do  to  be  saved? 
The  next  moruiiig  I  arose,  went  out  into  the  street 

To  earn  one  penny  for  bread: 
When  I  returned  home  my  sud  heart  did  mouru 

To  find  that  my  mother  was  dead. 

Chorus. 
"  Evening  San  I  "  Papers!  "  Evening  Sun  I  "  I  cried; 
While  roaming  the  street,  I  do  not  look  neat, 
I'm  struggling  for  mother  and  I. 


— It's  a  poor  mule  that  won't  work  both  ways. 


In  the  first  place  there's  one  shilling  paid  for  two  stone  of  meal. 
Served  four  of  us  around  the  week— Um  sure  it  ain't  a  great  deal. 
And  four  stone  of  potatoes,  for  you  know  no  less  would  do; 
That's  three  aud  two  peucc  hapeuny  out  of  your  one  pound  two. 

For  two  hundred  weight  of  coal  three  shillings  I  did  pay, 
Fourpenny  loaf  each  morning,  aud  two  ou  the  sabbath  day. 
And  every  moruiug  for  the  child— it's  a  baby  sou,  it's  true; 
That's  seven  and  eleven  pence  out  of  your  one  pound  two. 

Seven  pence  for  sugar,  seven  pence  for  tea. 

Seven  pence  for  tobacco — that's  one  penny  worth  each  day;      , 

And  one  shilling  for  beef,  you  kuow  uo  lees  would  do. 

That's  ten  and  niHC  pence  hapeuny  out  of  your  one  pound  two. 

Six  pence  for  a  pound  of  ham,  and  seven  pence  for  a  stealc. 

And  six  pence  for  vegetables  it  every  week  does  t«ke. 

Four  pence  for  two  eggs  this  day  I  paid  for  you. 

That's  eleven  and  eleven  pence  hapeuny  out  of  your  one  pound  two. 

Twenty  pence  for  butter,  John— you  know  it's  of  the  best, 
Aud  four  pence  more  for  batter-milk— now  add  that  to  the  rest; 
Oh!  Johnny  dear,  you  ask  what  with  your  money  I  do. 
That's  thirteen  and  ten  pence  hapeuny  out  of  your  oue  pound  two. 

There  Is  four  shillings  for  rent— that's  all  we  do  require. 
And  nine  pence  for  sticks  for.to  kindle  up  the  fire. 
And  one  snilling  for  milk,  soap,  soda,  starch  and  bine. 
Add  that  up  ana  you  will  exactly  fiud  your  oue  pound  two. 

Maggy  dear,  yonr  neighbors  on  you  do  complain. 
They  tell  me  my  whole  wages  you  every  day  do  spend. 
That  a  virtuous  woman  is  worth  gold  I  find  it  to  be  true; 
You've  exactly  counted  up  my  one  pound  two.  •        ; 


—Going  and  Coming. — "  Well,  Johnnie,  do  you  enjoy  going  to 
school?"  "It's  pretty  good  fun.  I  like  comin'  home  the  best, 
though." 


.1^  ^t.,  V-jJ  . 
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THE    VOLUNTEER    ORGANIST. 

By8.W.  FooB. 

Tlie  gret  big  cbnrch  wnz  crowded  full  iiv  brond-cloth  an'  uv  BiJk, 
An'  Batiue  rich  as  cream  that  grows  on  ol'  briudlu's  nitlk; 
Sliincd  boot*,  blled  Bhirts,  stiff  dickevs  an'  Btove-ptpe  hat«  were  there, 
Au'  doods  'itb  irouserloons  ho  tight  tney  cou'du't  kncvl  dowu  lu  prayer. 

The  cider  in  hie  |)ool|>lt  high,  said,  as  he  slowly  riz: 
''Unr  organist  is  kep  to  hum,  laid  up  'ith  rooniatiz. 
All'  as  we  hev  no  subsiitoot,  as  brother  Moore  ain't  here, 
\Vill  some  'uu  in  the  congregation  be  so  kind's  to  volunteer?" 

An'  then  a  rcd-noecd,  drunken  tramp,  of  low-toned,  rowdy  style, 
Ciive  an'  interdiictory  hiccup,  an'  then  staggered  up  the  aisle. 
Then  Ihro'  thet  liolv  atmosphere  there  crep  a  sense  er  siu. 
An'  thro'  thet  uir  of  sanctity  the  odor  uv  ol'  gin. 

Then  Deacon  Purington  he  yelled,  his  teeth  all  sot  on  edge: 
■  "  This  man  purfanes  the  house  er  God!  W'v  lliis  is  sucrilegel  " 
The  tramp  didn'  hear  a  word  he  said,  but  elouichiHl  'ith  stumhiin'  feet, 
An'  sprawled  an'  staggered  up  the  stetx*,  au*  gaiued  the  organ  seat. 

He  then  went  pawrin'  thro'  the  keys,  and  soon  tiiore  rose  a  strain, 
Tliet  seemed  lo  jest  bulge  out  the  nearl  an'  'lectrify  the  brain; 
An'  then  he  slaiuted  down  on  the  thing  'ith  hands  an'  liead  an'  knees, 
lie  slam-dasbeil  his  hull  body  down  kerflop  u])ou  the  keys. 

The  organ  roared,  the  music  flood  went  sweepin'  high  an'  dry, 
It  swelled  into  the  rafters,  and  bulged  out  into  the  SKy, 
The  ol'  church  shook  an'  staggereu,  an'  seemed  to  reel  au'  sway. 
An'  the  elder  shouted  "  Glory  J  "  an'  I  jelled  out  "lloorayl  " 

An'  then  he  tried  a  tender  etrain  that  melted  in  our  ears, 

Q'bat  brought  ui>  blessed  memories  and  drenched  'em  down  'ith  tears; 

An'  we  dreamotl  uv  ol'-timc  kitchens,  'ith  Tabby  on  the  mat, 

Uv  home  au'  luv  an'  biiby-days,  au'  mother,  an'  ail  that. 

An"  then  he  struck  a  streak  uv  hope— a  song  from  souls  forgiven  — 
Thet  burst  from  prison-bars  uv  sin,  an'  stormed  tlie  gates  uv  heaven; 
The  mornin'  stars  they  sung  together— no  soul  was  left  alone — 
We  felt  the  universe  wuz  safe  an'  Ood  wuz  on  hie  throne. 

An'  then  a  wail  uv  deep  despair  an'  darkness  come  again, 

An'  a  long,  black  crape  Uuujt  on  the  doors  uv  all  the  homes  nv  men; 

Ko  luv,  no  light,  no  joy,  no  nope,  no  songs  of  glad  delight, 

An'  then-  the  tramp,  he  staggered  dowu  an'  reeled  into  the  night. 

But  we  knew  he'd  tol'  his  story,  tho'  he  never  spoke  a  word. 
An'  it  wuz  the  saddest  story  thet  our  ears  had  ever  heard; 
lie  bed  tol'  his  own  life  history,  an'  no  eye  was  dry  Ihct  day, 
Weu  tUc  elder  rose  au"  simply  said:  "  My  brethren,  let  us  pray." 


More  than  Tongue  Can  TelL 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Chas.  II.  Orahain. 


With  the  fading  light  of  day,  a  hope  chcrislied  fondly  for  years 

Will  sink  like  the  sun  in  the  Western  sky  and  set  in  a  rain  of  tears; 

SIk-  wliom  my  soul  has  loved  with  the  strength  of  a  flowing  tide 

Will  pass  from  my  life  like  a  beauteoiia  dream  and  become  another's  bride. 

Never  again  her  voice  to  hear,  ewtHit  as  the  trill  of  bird. 

Never  to  hold  her  hand  so  dear,  whose  touch  all  my  heart  has  stirred  I 

The  chimes  for  me  are  ringing  a  knell— farewell,  sweetheart,  farewell  I 

Ttie  chimes  for  me  are  ringing  a  knell— I  loved  her  more  than  tongue  can  tell. 

UlSrRAlN. 

Gaily  they  ring  in  the  old  church  tower,  Sally  they  ring  for  me. 


Fair  is  the  morning  to  bless  the  hour. 
Ding,  doiig,  ding,  doiig,  softly  they  ri 
Ding,  doiig,  ding,  dong,  I  love  her  more  than  tongue  can  tell. 


Iia|>py  the  bride  may  be; 
Ding,  dong,  ding,  doiig,  softly  tliey  rise  and  swell, 


In  the  happy  days  gone  by  those  beWa  were  ewcjet  music  to  me; 
As  cliildreii  toffether  we  heard  them  ring  their  measure  of  merry  glee; 
Often  we  spolce  of  love  as  we  played  'ueath  tlie  old  church  tower; 
Nor  thought  that  our  lives  could  forever  part,  as  tliey  has*  in  one  shorl-hoiir. 
Sweet  were  the  childish  vows  we  tpld,  bright  won-  those  halcyon  days; 
Sacredly  in  my  heart  I  hold  that  brief  childhood's  dream  always. 
The  )n:lls  still  Softly  ri.'<e  and  swell,  farewell,  sweetheart,  farewell; 
I  They  ring  to  all  my  hopes  a  knell— I  loved  her  more  than  tongue  cau  tell.— Uur. 


ALABAMA    SAM. 
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I  come  from  Alabama,  my  name  is  Sam-ii-el, 

The  whit4:  folks  call  me  Sam,  and  that  suits  me  (piite  as  well. 

'Most  everything  I  eny,  though  I  look  so  jolly  green,. 

To  take  me  in,  'lis  all  my  eye,  for  you'll  find  me  all  serei 


serene. 


Cuout's. 


Oh  I  such  a  genius  you  never  yet  did  see. 
North,  East,  South  or  West,  tnt  re's  none  comes  up  to  mc. 
I'm  a  modem  nonpareil,  the  white  folks  say  I  am; 
The  pride  of  all  creation  ia  Alabama  Sam. 

I  come  up  to  New  York  City  my  fortune  for  to  make: 
By  golly,  it  nearly  broke  their  hearts  the  fair  ones  to  forsake. 
Amongst  them  all  I  was  flrst  chop,  a  regular  darkey  swell, 
A  taxation  nigger  I  was  called  by  every  yaller  belle.— Cuokus. 


ABRAHAM^S    DAUGHTER. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  3onK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Bontrs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    PoetaKe  Stamps  taken  some  as  oaah  for  all  our  goods. 

Oh,  kind  folks  listen  to  my  song,  it  is  no  Idle  story: 
It's  all  about  a  volunteer,  who's  goiu'  to  fight  for  glory: 
Now  dou't  you  think  that  I  am  right,  for  I  am  uot«in'  enorter. 

Chorus. 
And  I  belong  to  the  Fire  Zon-Zous,  and  don't  you  think  I  onghter; 
We're  going  down  to  Washington  to  fight  for  Abraham's  daughter. 

Oh,  should  vou  ask  mc  who  she  am,  Columbia  is  her  name,  sir; 
She  is  the  child  of  Abraham,  or  Uncle  Sam,  the  same,  sir. 
Now  If  I  fight,  why  aiu't  I  right,  and  don't  you  think  I  ougbtcr. 

CUORUS. 

Tho  volunteers  arc  a-pourlu'  In  from  every  loyal  quarter. 

And  I'm  goiu'  'long  to  Washington  to  fight  for  Abraham's  daughter. 


i 


1  iiey  say  wc  nnvu  iiu  uiiicurs,  out,  uu,  lucy  urv  niisiaKeu ; 

And  soon  you'll  see  the  relnils  run  with  all  the  fuss  they're  makin'. 
For  there  is  one  who  just  sprung  up,  he'll  show  the  foe  no  quarter. 

CuoRue. 
McClellan  Is  the  man  I  mean,  you  know  he  hadn't  oughter, 
For  he's  gone  dowu  to  Washington  to  fight  for  Abraham's  daughter. 

We'll  have  a  spree  with  Johnny  Bull,  perhaus,  some  day  or  other, 
And  won't  he  have  his  lingers  full,  if  not  a  ueal  of  bother; 
For  Yankee  boys  are  just  the  htds  upon  theTand  or  water. 

CUORUS. 

And  won't  we  have  a  "  bully  "  flfjlit,  and  don't  you  think  wc  oughter. 
If  he  IS  caught  ut  any  time  insulting  Abraham's  daughter. 

But  let  us  lay  all  jokes  aside,  it  U  a  sorry  question. 

The  man  who  would  these  States  divide,  should  hang  for  his  suggestion. 

One  country  and  oue  flag,  I  say,  whoe'er  the  war  may  slaughter. 

CuouL^s. 
So  I'm  goin'  as  a  Fire  Zou-a,  and  don't  you  think  I  oughter: 
I'm  going  dowu  to  Washington  to  flglit  for  Abraham's  daughter. 


ABRAHAM^S    DAUG-HTER. 

Tliu  WcirilH  and  Miiolc  of  this  Hoiit;  will  he  .lent  to  any  address,  poHt-iiaUl,  on  receipt  of  40  j 
centa;  or  Cliitt  and  any  two  other  boiikCK  fur  one  Ixillur,  by  11.  J.  Weliiiiau,  130  I'ark 
Itow,  New  York  City.    I'aHlUKe  .StunipH  taken  wiiiie  us  cash  fur  all  our  Kuuds.  | 

Some  years  ago,  I  suppose  you  know,  Johnny  Bull  sent  missioners 
To  tl:e  north  niid  south  of  America  to  seiHirate  the  Union; 
But  he  tried  it  quite,  with  all  his  might, 
Bui  we  will  give  him  a  warmer,  oh,  oh,  oht 

('iioRue. 
And  when  he  comes  hero  to  interfere,  won't  we  give  hlin  a  warmer; 
Tlicn  march  right  down  to  Washington  to  fight  for  Abraham's  daughter. 

Now  there's  Naj>oleon  right  from  France,  who  swears  he'll  be  revenged; 
Ob,  if  Johnny  Bull  sends  his  farm-yard  to  the  Southern  ports,  ohi 
He'll  jump  right  In  and  tan  his  skin, 
Kilkenny  is  behind  him,  oh,  oh,  oh!— ClloRim. 

Now  Johnny  Bull  has  gone  to  grass,  to  fatten  up  his  calves,  sir; 
He  talks  of  sending  a  sliillin^-a-day  soldiers  to  the  South,  sir, 
lliit  we  licked  him  well  in  Eighteen-twelve, 
And  we  cuu  lick  bim  wcller,  oh,  oh,  obi— Cuouirs. 

Now  Johnny  Ituli  may  i>ut  on  airs,  but  what  care  we  for  that,  sir; 
He's  been  iicliing  now  for  some  time  to  have  a  little  spat,  sir; 
But  if  lie  will  but  just  keep  cool 
Tin  we've  settled  our  fani'ly  quarrel,  oh,  oh,  oht— Cuunt/s. 


DEAR    HEART,    LEAVE    ME    NOT. 

Words  by  O.  Clifton  Ulngham.    Music  by  Tito  Mattel. 

The  Word*  an<l  Mimic  of  tliU  Son^  wUl  be  sent  to  any  addrosM,  post-paid,  on  n>eelpt  of  <0  ' 
cento;  or  tlii*  and  any  tnu  other  8<>iiK>*  turtjun  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehniun,  130  I'ark  I 

Uow,  New  York  City.    fuKtatce  ytanips  taken  same  as  cosh  fur  all  our  goods. 

Buug  by  Lillian  Knssell  in  "  The  gueuii's  Mote." 

So  long  the  day,  so  dark  the  way,  dear  heart,  before  you  came; 

It  seems  to  me  it  cainiol  be  this  world  Is  still  the  same. 

For  then  I  stood  as  in  some  wood,  and  vainly  sought  for  light, 

But  now  day  dawns  on  sunlit  lawns,  and  life  is  glad  and  bright. 

Oh,  leave  me  not,  oh,  leave  me  not,  dear  heart,  dear  heart; 

I  did  not  dream  that  we  should  part. 

I  l«)ve  but  thee,  oh,  love  thou  me,  and  leave  and  leave  me  not. 

Dear  heart,  dear  heart;  leave  me  not,  dear  heart. 

With  you  away,  the  brightest  day,  dear  heart,  goes  by  In  vain; 

I  dure  not  dream  what  life  would  seem  If  you  ne'er  came  again. 

Dark  ways  Infore  would  darke;i  more,  the  world  would  change  to  mc; 

Each  sun  would  set  in  vain  regret  that  morning  brought  not  thee. 

oh,  leave  me  not,  oh,  leave  nie  not,  dear  heart,  dear  heart; 

I  dare  not  dream  that  we  must  part; 

I  love  but  thee,  oh,  love  thou  mo,  and  leave  and  liiave  me  not,  dear  heart. 

Dear  heart,  leave  me  not,  leave  me  not;  dear  heart,  leave  me  not,  dear  heart. 


Fixing  Itb  Gender.—"  Tbey  liave  decided  lliat  '  pLonograph '  is 
iD  tlie  feiniiiiiie  gender,"  said  Mrs.  Gabley's  liusband.  "1  wonder 
wLyT'  asiied  Mrs.  Gabley.     "  Because  it  always  lias  tlie  last  word." 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    33. 


MISTAKES  ARE  APT  TO  HAPPEN 
IN  THE   BEST   OF  FAMILIES. 


Copyright,  1801,  by  M.  Witmark  &  Sons. 


TheWordiand  Moslcof  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  onrecelpt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sunirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehiiian,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'o8tai;e  Stamps  taken  same  as  cask  for  all  our  KOO<i8. 


Written,  Composed  and  Sun^  by  Jas.  McAvoy. 


I've  Btudied  buman  nature  since  I'm  old  enough  to  know; 

I  have  picked  np  mauv  pointers  now  and  then; 
And  I  mix  with  every  kind  and  creed  as  here  and  there  I  go. 

And  I  call  Ihe  chances  nine  timed  out  of  ten. 
Still  Tvc  mude  remarks  and  blunders,  that's  before  I  gave  a  thought; 

I've  regretted  after  what  I've  said  and  done. 
But  the  little  thing  that  squares  me  up  when  openly  I'm  caught, 

I  use  It  for  my  best  and  only  one. 

CUORUS. 

That  Is,  mistakes  are  apt  to  happen  in  the  best  of  families. 
And  the  strictest  folks  at  times  forget  their  punctualities, 
But  it's  a  good  old  rhyme  to  square  yourself  in  all  emergencies, 
That  mistakes  are  apt  to  happen  iu  the  best  of  families. 

In  Btreet-care  I  have  often  stepped  on  other  people's  feet, 

And  umbrellas  I've  picked  up  that  were  not  mine; 
And  folks  I've  disaupoinled  that  I've  often  said  I'd  meet. 

And  I've  also  paid  for  beer  instead  of  wine. 
In  church  I  put  plugged  nickels  in  the  contribution-box, 

And  I've  celebrated  New  Years  Patrick's  Day; 
Strange  ladies  that  I  thought  I  knew  INe  followed  them  for  blocks. 

And  finding  I  was  wrong,  of  course  I'd  say:— Chorus. 

I  have  often  gone  in  dry-goods  stores  and  asked  them  for  a  drink; 

In  the  dark  I  took  the  servant  for  my  wife; 
I  would  kiss  her  every  time  we'd  meet,  I  didn't  stop  to  think. 

Oh,  I've  taken  desperate  chances  on  my  life. 
I  rung  my  neighbor's  bell  one  night,  his  wife  she  let  me  in. 

She  thought  it  was  her  husband,  so  she  said; 
She  never  knew  the  difference  till  she  felt  my  beardless  chin. 

And  when  she  lit  the  gas  she  fainted  dead. 

Chorus. 
Mistakes  are  apt  to  happen  in  tlie  best  of  families; 
Every  day  I  think  I  am  getting  absent-minded  l)y  degrees. 
But  to-day  we  found  our  locks  alike— they  fit  each  other's  keys; 
So  mistakes  are  apt  to  happen  iu  the  best  of  families. 

Wonders  they  will  never  cease— they  happen  ijvery  day;     ■  ■   . 
No  chick  nor  child  have  I  to  call  ray  own; 

There's  nothing  calls  me  papa,  yet  it  has  not  come  my  way- 
No  not  until  this  evening  liave  I  known. 

Well,  the  nurse  she  fairly  freightened  me  when  I  came  home  to  tea. 
And  with  all  the  other  neigh bort  stood  in  line; 

They  brought  to  me  a  baby  boy  and  said  it  looked  like  me. 
But  there's  not  the  least  resemblance  I  could  find. 

Chorcs. 
For  mistakes  are  apt  to  happen  iu  tiie  best  of  families, 
And  a  man  may  have  his  doubts,  of  course,  and  think  just  as  he  pleases. 
But  when  we  read  and  hear  about  so  many  mysteries. 
Well  mistakes  are  apt  to  happen  in  the  best  of  families. 


MICHAEL    DAVITT. 

Send  your  name  and  addivfw  to  n.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row,  \i>w  York  City,  and  reet-lve 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  overSOOO  Popular  Kntrlisli  and  (iermaii 

Songs— Free.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  oscash  for  all  our  goods. 

Back,  back  to  his  dungeon  they  bore  him,     ■'       ■     ' 

Our  champion,  our  stay,  and  our  guide!      - 
Ahl  well  may  his  country  deplore  him-- 
•    ,         Deplore,  but  deplore  hiin  with  pride. 

..    Be  his  name  ever  treasured  with  glory;  i  . . 

In  green  and  in  gold  be  it  seen —  ~'  \- 

■■  :".     In  gold  may  it  glimmer  in  story,  '  T 

III  our  hearts  may  it  never  l>e  greeu. 

A  Brutus  in  love  for  his  nation. 
But  a  kind-hearted  Brutus  was  he — 

•  Himself  both  high-priest  and  oblation- 

Himself  neither  freeing  nor  free — 
,   A  Tell,  eschewing  all  glory. 

Yet  yearning  for  lilMjrty's  glow  — 
.    A  hero  unrivaled  in  story, 
'    ,   ■       Who,  fettered,  confounded  hie  foe!  "        . 

'  Thon  art  gone,  Michael  Davitt,  our  martyr; 
■  -    ,  .     -  ■  .       Y'ei,  grieving,  we  pride  in  thy  name. 

For  we  know  thou  th,y  lot  would'st  not  barter 

For  a  crown  won  by  treason  and  bliiiiue; 
Yet  a  duplicate  crown  is  preparing 
To  encircle  thy  brow  full  of  lovc-- 

•  One  smiles  throueh  the  shamrocks  of  Erin, 

One  gleams  'mongst  the  angels  above! 

And  if  thou  art  kept  from  us,  brother. 

Then,  phoenix-like,  may  it  l)e  told 
That  out  of  thy  ashes  another 

Sprung  up  with  a  spirit  as  bold; 
How  the  reptile,  with  coils  rare  and  splendid. 

Tried  vaiuly  our  ranks  to  disband; 
,    How  we  fought  the  good  fight  till  it  ended,    ■' 

And,  ending,  gave  peace  to  our  laud. 

Back,  back  to  liis  dungeon  they  bore  liira,  - 
Our  champion,  our  stay,  and  our  pride!      • 

Ah;  well  may  our  peoj)le  deplore  him. 
Our  saviour,  our  joy,  and  our  pride — 

The  chiefest  of  patriot  sages, 
■     ,  The  beacon  of  hope  to  our  isle. 

Whose  name  shall  be  treasured  through  ages 
Where'er  sacred  freedom  doth  smile. 


I 


HE   G-OT   KELLY  TO  INSULT  ME. 

Copyright,  18»1,  by  T.  B.  Harms  4  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Ix>ndon. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrens,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISU  Park 

Itow,  Mew  York  Ulty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  uur  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  B.  H.  Janssen. 


Some  time  ago  O'Brien  and  I  were  at  a  fancy  ball. 

We  got  into  u  little  mess  while  up  there  at  the  hall. 

Some  friends  of  mine  were  very  loud  about  Mike  Kelly's  grit; 

It  seems  he  had  a  little  "  scrap  "  and  never  once  was  hit; 

O'Brien  said  he  knew  a  man  that  Kelly  couldn't  beat. 

The  ganiest  man  for  size  and  weight  that  ever  walked  the  street; 

He  asked  me  would  I  face  the  man;  I  proudly  answered  yes;  . 

That  happened  quite  some  time  ago,  and  still  I'm  iu  distress. 

CnoRus. 
I'll  never  speak  a  word  again  to  Michael  James  O'Brien; 

His  face  I  never  care  again  to  see; 
I  was  laid  up  for  a  week,  and  so  bad  I  could  not  speak; 

He's  to  blame,  for  he  got  Kelly  to  insult  me.  .  _ 

We  all  were  down  at  Finnegan's  when  Kelly  came  along; 

O'Brien  said  I  would  oblige  and  sing  for  them  a  song; 

And  whilc.1  sang  of  Ireland's  woe  In  patriotic  style. 

Be  took  Mike  Kelly  out  of  doors  and  stayed  there  quite  a  while; 

They  both  came  in  when  I  was  through  and  Kelly  wore  a  smile, 

"  That  was  the  worst  I  ever  heard,  Muldoon  please  use  a  file; 

Y'our  voice  is  rusty,  so  are  you  "—he  did  not  say  much  more; 

I  made  a  feint,  he  dodged,  then  struck,  and  I  fell  on  the  fioor.— Chorus. 

He's  rather  small,  but  very  quick,  and  seems  a  trifle  stout. 

But  just  the  same,  though  I  was  game,  he  knocked  me  all  about; 

Just  twice  he  sent  me  through  the  door,  and  twice  he  pulled  me  back; 

And  once  I  saw  a  million  stars,  I  got  an  awful  whack; 

At  last  O'Brien  said  enough  and  Kelly  answered  yes;  ; 

Muldoon  was  quite  a  boxer,  boys,  iu  times  gone  by,  I  guess;       y-  •      ;:, 

They  got  a  cart  and  took  me  home— I  fainted  dead  away. 

And  did  not  get  my  senses  back  until  the  other  day.— Chorus. 


IT'S    HARD    TO    BE    A    NIGGER 


Copyright,  1891,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  IJO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Earle. 


You  may  pick  de  cotton  and  hoe  de  corn, 
And  house  it  up  in  de  white  man's  barn; 
You  may  work  from  morn  till  late  at  night. 
You  may  preach  and  pray  with  all  yo'  might— 

Chorus.  ♦ 

But  it's  hard,  it's  hard,  it's  hard  to  be  a  nigger,  nigger,  nigger; 
But  it's  hard,  it's  hard,  for  you  can't  get  your  money  when  it's  due. 

I  met  a  chicked  on  de  road, 
I  asked  Miss  Hen  whar  she  was  going; 
Her  legs  was  long,  her  feathers  blue, 
.  Tuck,  tuck,  tuck,  my  nigger,  but  I'm  on  to  you.— Chorus. 

1  was  bom  down  in  de  low-land  low. 

Where  dey  raised  de  cotton,  but  dey  don't  raise  enow; 

How  niggers  live — oh,  my,  you  know; 

Sweet  potatoes,  possum,  aud  a  cake  called  hoe.— Chorus. 

I  walk  my  way  like  an  honest  man, 

Go  to  meetin'  on  a  Sabbath,  do  all  the  good  I  can; 

J  own  a  yaller  dog,  a  mule  and  a  cow. 

And  I  earn  my  living  by  de  sweat  ob  my  brow.— Chorus. 


WITHOUT    THEE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Lond^m. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  lK>llar,  by  11.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  Vork  City.    Postage  SUiinps  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Joe  Hart. 


Though  you  said  'twas  l)e8t  to  part,  still  it  nearly  broke  my  heart; 

1  have  tried  and  I  have  failed,  for  my  love  prevailed; 

All  your  gooduess  and  love  so  pure  made  my  task  more  than  I  could  endure; 

Do  not  bid  me  go  again,  but  with  thee,  love,  remain. 

Ciiouus. 

Like  a  bird  that  soars  up  in  the  sky  without  a  restiug-place. 
Like  a  stranger  who  has  lost  his  guide  and  his  footstej*  cun't  retrace; 
Like  a  flower  without  sunshine,  like  a  rudderless  ship  on  the  sea, 
Like  a  wand'rer  alone,  without  a  home,  that's  what  I  am  without  thee. 

How  I  missed  your  presence  near,  and  your  voice  I  longed  to  hear; 

My  life  seemed  a  blank  to  me,  severed,  love,  from  thee. 

If  my  iieart  could  but  speak  'twould  say,  never  more  from  me,  my  love,  stray; 

Be  my  love,  my  life,  my  guide,  forever  by  my  side. — Chorus. 
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Fotir  Little  Curly-Headed  Coons 


Copyright.  1889,  by  8.  W.  Blulr. 


I  The  Words  and  Music  of  tlils  SonK  will  Im-  sent  to  any  oddress.  tMi!it-pnl<l,  on  reci-lpt  of  40 

centx;  or  tlii.-<  and  any  twootlit-r  Soiikx  fur  Oni*  iHillur,  liy  IT  J.  Wclnnan,  I'M  I'ark 

Itow,  New  York  City.    roMtugu  Stuiups  laki'u  same  ua  cu»h  for  all  our  tcoodv. 


Ry  J.  W.  Wlu-eler. 


There  lived  in  a  town  with  a  great  long  name 

Four  little  curly-headeil  coons; 
AntI  they  talked  of  wealth  and  they  lalked  of  fame. 

These  four  little  eurly-lieiided  coonc. 
They'd  iiit  all  day  and  think,  think,  think. 

With  niiuchief  in  their  eye, 
And  look  at  you  and  blink,  blink,  bliuk. 

These  four  little.cuons  so  sly. 


QtTAUTETTE. 

Poor  liille  curly-headed  cooiib.  four  little  curly-headed  coons, 

They'd  perch  \t\K>n  a  box  as  cunning  as  a  fox. 
These  four  little  curly-headed  coons,  four  little  curly-hettUetl  coons. 

I'ae  l>orn  for  a  lawyer,  the  first  coon  said. 

"  Wliat!  "  says  the  other  little  coons; 
An'  I  'spec'  dem  fees  gwine  ter  kill  yo'  dead. 

"Mighty  right,"  says  the  vvther  little  coous. 
You'll  walk  into  my  narlor  like 

De  spider  tole  diit  ny; 
I'll  talk  wif  yo'  till  you're  dead  broke, 

Den  larf  till  I  almost  die.-  t/UAKXETTE. 

rsc  gwlne  fer  a  job  in  de  pulpit  sho'. 

"l{ats!"  says  the  other  little  coous; 
If  yor  skuff  deui  feet,  den  I  trow  ycr  out  de  do'. 

"  Hold  yer  bref,"  says  the  other  little  coons. 
When  dal  collecllon-box  goes  rouu', 

I'll  tend  dat  snap  mysef ; 
Now  yo'  des  tru«'  dis  chile  fer  dat, 

Doau'  fret  "bout  de  holdln'  of  de  bref.— QtrABTiXTE. 

Now  when  yo'  get  sick  yo'  can  send  for  me, 

I'm  des  de  curly-headed  coon; 
In  a  doctor's  shop  I'm  a-g\viiie  fer  ter  be. 

'•  Brecs  de  lam',"  cried  the  other  little  coons. 
You  tink  dis  rlille  talk  like  a  goose, 

But  yo'  doan'  know  dis  coon; 
I'll  dose  yo'  so  on  lixer  juice. 

You'll  feel  like  de  cbilluu  in  de  moon.— Quartette. 

I  's|)ec'  I  must  o|)en  a  bank  for  you. 

"  Lord!  "  said  the  frightened  little  coons; 
And  yo'  fotch  dat  cash  till  I  think  'twill  do. 

"  liyar  him  talk."  says  the  other  little  coona. 
I'll  imitate  de  white  cashier, 

Or  some  go<>:I  |)ious  crank. 
And  when  (hit  coast  am  mighty  clear, 

I'll  scout  wif  de  money  iu  de  bank. 

QrARTETTE. 

Fonr  little  curly-headed  coons,  four  little  crazy-headed  loons, 
Their  little  hearts  were  broke,  they'd  like  to  take  and  choke 
This  suiarl  little  curly-headed  coon,  smart  little  curly-headed  coon. 


TO    THE    LOVE    OF    MY    YOUTH 
I'LL     BE     TRUE. 

Copyright,  W77,  by  e'.  Blunie. 

The  Words  and  UurIc  of  this  SonR  will  be  (u-nt  to  any  address,  po«t-pald,  on  receipt  Of  40  | 
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Kow,  New  Vork  City.     FoataKO  Ulaiiips  taken  ^a'lleull  cotili  for  all  our  goods. 


Wordti  by  T.  W.  Ilanshew,  Ewi.    Musie  by  E.  O.  R.  Holder. 


There's  a  day  when  the  roses  shall  wither. 

There's  a  day  when  the  sunlight  shall  fade,  ^ 
There's  a  day  when  the  weight  of  time's  linger 

t>n  the  gold  of  thy  curls  shall  be  laid. 
When  whiBiJering  voices  of  angels 

Call  o'er  the  dark  river  to  you. 
But  e'en  to  that  day,  little  darling, 

To  the  love  of  my  youth  I'll  lie  true. 
When  the  pink  from  the  rosebud  has  flown,  love^ 

Wh<'n  the  violet  has  lost  its  bright  hue. 
Then  bloomelh  the  flower  of  affection, 

To  the  love  of  my  youth  I'll  be  tnic. 

Ciionus. 

♦  To  the  love  of  my  youth  I  will  ever  Iks  tme. 
To  the  love  of  my  youth  1  will  ever  Ik;  true. 
To  the  love  of  my  youth  I  will  ever  be  true. 
To  the  love  of  my  youth  I'll  be  true. 

When  the  song  of  the  woodlark  Is  bushed,  love, 

And  the  voice  of  the  linnet  is  still. 
When  no  low,  rippling  music  doth  break,  love. 

From  the  silvery  waves  of  the  rill. 
When  the  chill  of  life's  snows  on  thy  forehead. 

When  the  cold  world  shall  turn,  love,  from  yon. 
Then  list  to  my  heart  breathe  affection. 

To  the  love  of  my  youth  I'll  lie  true. 
When  the  pink  from  the  rosebuil  has  flown,  love. 

When  the  violet  has  lost  its  bright  hue. 
Then  bloometh  the  flower  of  affection. 

To  the  love  of  my  youth  I'll  be  true. — CuoniTS. 

Chorus  may  be  omitted  at  pleasure. 


THE    DUMB    WIFE. 


ny  O.  WhItUeaey. 


THE    WHEEL    OF    FATE. 

Copyright,  1S90,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


1  Tbe  Words  and  Husicof  tbls  Honft  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 
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Writttu  and  Composed  by  Geo.  W,  Lederer. 


The 
Aud 


wheel  of  fate  whirls  round  and  round,  and  makes  a  mock  of  eager  eyes; 
\>ben  a  golden  thread's  unwound,  with  what  delight  we  hail  the  prize; 
But  when  the  tangled  knots  come  fast, 
-  Or  if  at  first,  or  if  at  last. 

How  (juickly  are  we  overcast,  ;  ' 

As  clouds  make  dark  the  summer  skies. 

Refrain. 

No  matter,  let  llie  viial  skein 
Twist  and  twist  and  twist  again. 
The  deed  is  done,  the  word  is  said, 
'Tis  death  alone  that  cuts  the  thread. 

Oh!  fast  and  free,  oh,  fast  and  free,  awhile  runs  out  the  skein  to  me; 
And  iu  the  tliread  no  knots  1  see,  and  never  comes  a  pain  to  me. 

But,  lo!  ere  I  can  turn  my  head. 

There  looms  a  tangle  in  the  thread; 

My  golden  days  are  spent  and  s|)ed. 
And  life  is  mist  and  rain  to  lue.—KKFUAi.v. 

Oh!  sad  and  slow,  oh,  sad  and  slow,  the  tangle  thickens  wearily; 
And  as  I  watch  the  spindle  go,  my  heart  keeps  time,  how  drearily. 
Nay,  see!  'tis  free,  the  silken  skein 
Is  running  fast  and  fair  again; 
The  knots  are  loosed,  forgot  the  pain, 
Tbe  golden  thread  runs  cheerily. 

Refrain.  » 

Ah!  yes!  ah!  yes!  a  twistless  ekeln 
Kuns  from  off  the  whe<M  again. 
No  more  I  would  that  I  were  dead, 
There  are  no  tangles,  tangles  iu  the  thread. 


I' 


} 


— Broken  Slumber.— Mrs.  Bull:  "Are  you  asleep,  denr?"  Mr. 
Bull:  "  No;  Imt  I  would  'u'  beeu  by  this  tirue  if  you  huUu't  waked 
ine  up."    ,  ■  • 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  {lOst-pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

centx;  or  tbi.H  and  nny  two  other  .Sours  (or  One  iHillar,  by  11.  J.  Welinian,  ISO  I'ark 

Ituw,  New  York  City.    I'oittage  Stamps  taken  name  us  cash  fur  ail  uur  goods. 

There  was  a  jolly  blade,  and  he  married  him  a  maid. 

And  safely  conducted  her  home,  nonic  home; 
She  was  neat  and  she  was  smart,  and  she  pleased  him  to  the  heart. 

But,  alack  and  alasl  she  was  dumb,  dumb,  dumb. 

She  could  brew  and  she  could  bake,  she  could  sew  and  she  could  make; 

Hhe  could  keep  the  house  clean  with  a  broom,  broom,  broom; 
She  could  card  and  she  could  spin;  she  do  'most  everything, 

but,  alack  and  nias!  bhe  was  dumb,  dumb,  dumb. 

To  the  doctor  then  he  went,  to  make  lilmself  content. 

And  to  get  his  wife  cured  of  the  mum,  muni,  mum. 
0!i,  it  is  the  easiest  part,  says  the  doctor,  of  my  art 

To  make  a  womau  speak  who  Is  dumb,  dumb,  dumb. 

To  "  the  doctor"  he  did  bring,  and  he  cnt  her  chattering  string, 

And  so  set  at  lllierty  her  tonirue,  tongue,  tongue. 
When  her  tongue  began  to  walk,  and  she  began  to  talk, 

8he  rattled  in  his  ear  like  a  drum,  drum,  drum. 

To  the  doctor  then  he  goes,  and  to  him  he  vents  his  woe«; 

Haying,  "  Doctor,  you  have  me  undone,  done,  done. 
For  my  wife  slie  proves  a  scold,  and  her  tongue  she  ne'er  will  bold, 

I  wish  that  again  she  was  dumb,  dumb,  dumb. 

When  I  did  undertake  to  make  your  lady  speak 

It  was  a  thing  easy  done,  done,  done. 
But  lis  past  the  art  of  man,  let  him  do  the  liest  he  can. 

To  make  a  scolding  woman  hold  her  tongue,  tongue,  tongtie. 


Dearest,  Then  111  Love  Thee  More. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post'iiald,  on  receipt  o.*  iO 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Humes  fordne  l>ollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehman.  180  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostOKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Kooda  | 

Vej»,  I  love  thee,  and  how  dearly,  words  but  faintly  can  express,  ( 

This  fond  heart  beats  too  sincerely  e'er  in  life  to  love  thee  less. 

N<i!  my  fancy  never  ranges,  hopes  like  mine  can  never  soar; 

If  the  love  I  cherish  changes,  'twill  but  lie  to  love  thee  more, 

To  love  thee  more,  'twill  but  be  to  love  thee  more,  to  love  thee  more. 

Though  this  world  hath  many  sorrows.and  nerchance  they  may  be  ours, 

I^ve  from  tears  a  brightness  borrows,  like  the  earth  from  summer  showers. 

We  will  share  our  griefs  and  gladness,  in  the  present  as  of  yore. 

And  in  all  your  hours  of  sadness,  dearest  girl,  I'll  love  thee  more. 

I'll  love  thee  more,  dearest  girl,  I'll  love  thee  more,  I'll  love  thee  more. 

Youth  may  pass,  but  ask  not  whither,  when  you're  old  I'll  love  as  true; 
Shall  we  not  grow  old  together,  and  time's  changes  mark  me,  too? 
Death  may  come,  but  then  to  heaven,  shall  my  pure  affection  soar; 
When  relieved  from  earthly  leaven,  deafest  girl,  I'll  love  thee  more. 
I'll  love  thee  more,  dearest  girl,  I'll  love  the«  more,  I'll  love  thee  more. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    33. 


1  i 


WHERE    IS    MY    NANCY? 

■  v,:\  .■■■.■'■•■-.  ; '•         By  O.  W.  Hunt        -'-.!;  ,-^V-'.-  '  '  C-;  -     . ':■  ',;■.:•'   ': 

'  The  Words  &nd  Marie  of  this  Bong  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  ou  receipt  of  40 

aenU;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  L>oUar.  by  H.  J.  >V  ehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City,    foetaffe  at&iiipa  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

A  cliarmliig  youiiR  creature  named  Naucy  Barr, 

Nancy  Barr,  lived  with  her  ma; 

Of  fair  ones,  oh,  she  was  the  fairest  by  far, 

A  charmer  bewitching  and  smart. 
No  dicliey  bird  singing  up  in  the  sky,  >■: 

In  the  sky,  was  more  happy  tiian  I; 
But  to  liuppiuess  I  have  said  "gooil-bye," 

For  111  pieces  she's  broken  my  heart. 

-      .  •:  CUOKUS.  ~  .  .  ' 

Does  any  one  know  where  my  Nancy's  gone, 
'     .  Nancy's  gone,  Nancy's  gone? 

Docs  any  one  know  wliere  my  Nancy's  gone, 
Where,  oh,  where  is  my  Nancy? 

At  a  ball  I  first  met  her  one  night  by  chance, 

Suite  by  chance,  couldn't  she  dance; 
'hlle  others  woold  clumsily  shuftlle  iind  prance. 
Her  waltzing  was  something  divine; 
I  felt  I  was  madly  in  love  at  flrst  sight. 
Love  at  first  sight  (lumps  of  delight): 
When  I  look  her  to  supi>er  and  did  the  polite. 
Or  helped  her  to  ices  and  wine.    But— Cuokus. 

When  she  fpoke,  oh,  my  head  spun  round  like  a  top^ 

My  heart  went  wop  and  tlipiiety  flop, 

ho  terrible  the  question  I  ventured  to  "  pop," 

She  blushed  and  then  softly  said,  "  Yes.'' 
I  meapured  her  finger  and  bought  the  ring. 
Bought  the  ring  ('twas  just  the  thing), 
All  tlie  next  week  did  nothing  but  dance  and  sing. 
My  joy  there  ate  few  who  could  guess.    But^^Honua. 

The  day  it  was  fixed,  and  I  felt  bo  gay; 

Oh!  BO  gay,  in  my  biidal  array; 

As  I  went  to  church,  little  boys  cried,  "  Hooray,"' 

I  felt  quite  Inflated  with  pride. 
We  were  to  be  married  at  Hanover  Square,  .       , 

Hanover  iSqiiare,  carriage  and  pair; 

M'heii  1  got  to  the  church  she  wasn't  there;  ' 

"  Oh,  where  was  my  Nancy,  my  bride.  -Chobits  ;/, 

They  nay  she's  eloped  with  a  Horse-Guard  Blue, 

A  llorse-Ouard  Blue,  oh,  a  regular  do; 

I  thought  her  so  pretty,  so  good  and  so  true, 

I  felt  really  out  of  my  mind. 
I've  searched  for  her  everywhere,  but  in  vain. 
All  in  vain,  I  feel  all  over  pain 
When  I  think  I  may  never  look  on  her  again. 

But  I'll  wander  till  Nancy  I  find. 

CR0BC8. 

So  does  any  one  know  where  my  Nancy's  gone, 
■    Nancy's  gone,  Nancy's  gone? 
Can't  Bonicbody  tell  me  where  my  Nancy's  gone? 
Oh,  where,  ah  I  oh,  where  is  my  Nancy? 


When  Mr.  Straus  Played  *  Mumblepeg.' 

\"  ■         AdalrWelcker  [of  Berkeley,  Cal]  In  "NorrLxtown  Herald." 


Vhen  I  vas  a  Icedlc  boy,  vliile  1  blayed  der  '  iniimblcjicg. 
Den  der  hours  dhey  flew  me  by  mit  vings  of  gold; 

Mit  leaping,  walking  Spanish,  or  mit  ho]>ping  der  liop  Scotch, 
I  vas  habby— shiill,  vas  vishing  to  be  old. 

For  I  vislu'd  to  be  a  man,  so  I  buy  myself  a  gun, 
Uud  1  have  a  dog,  uiid  go  uiid  hunt  for  Bayers, 

Or  I  have  a  bank  accounut,  mit  vich  I  buy  a  ship, 
Ubou  whose  raking  masts  above  der  biratcs  flag  appears. 

Oh,  dhose  habby,  habby  days,  vhen  mit  shtones  1  trow  at  cats. 

Or  1  sail  my  leedle  boat  noon  der  bay; 
Oh,  dhose  exdra  habby  days,  vhen  I  "  sic  "  my  dogk  at  ruts, 

Uud  he  dig  mit  fraudic  violence  for  prey. 

Vhen,  mit  breeches  veil  rolled  up,  yet  I  fall  into  a  hole. 
So  I  hide  front  home  and  catch  my  death  of  cold, 

(Jnd  I  shlip  in  lade  at  nighd,  und  my  fader  up  der  shtairs 
Tips,  to  vip  me  mit  a  demjier  uncoudrolled. 

Oh,  dhose  habby,  habby  days!  Dhen  at  war  mit  all  der  vorkl. 

Did  I  Bvore  I'd  be  a  robber  mit  my  band; 
Mit  gorabunions  in  der  voo<l8  dhen  I  shardt  to  dig  a  cave. 

From  vich,  we  dink,  we  billage  ail  der  laud. 

Oh,  uhose  exdra  habby  days!  Dhey  vas  gone  to  come  no  more. 
Since  der  bloom  of  life  der  vines  have  slrewt  areiind, 

Und  left  ine  barren  branches  of  dhose  roses  now  bereft, 
Mit  vich  my  boyhood's  fancy  had  it  crowned. 


ONCE    UPON    A    TIME    THERE 
LIVED    A    MAIDEN. 


CopjTlght,  1877,  by  Louis  P.  Qoullaud. 


STRAUS    AND    KATRINA. 

Adair  Welcker  [of  Berkeley,  CoL]  In  "  West  Shore." 


I  am  vanderlng  to-nigbd  by  der  sawtmill, 
Und  der  owcls,  as  dhey  roost  in  der  trees, 

Und  der  bats  und  der  frogks  und  der  moonlight, 
Magkes  me  titsmal,  as  ligkewiec  der  breeze. 

For  der  cwelB  hoots  der  same  as  dhey  nscd  to, 
Und  der  man  in  der  moon  he  vas  dhere, 

Und  he  loogk  chust  der  same  as  of  oldten 
Vhen  he  vatch  me  mit  cynical  air. 

Vhen  he  scbmiled  In  der  days  of  my  boyhood. 

As  he  loogked  on  Kadrina  und  me. 
As  we  Bat  in  der  shade  of  der  sawtmill. 

Vhile  he  peebped  drongh  der  black  cloudts  to  see. 

Uud  der  frogks  got  der  same  kind  of  "  rickct," 
Uud  der  owels  hoota  der  same  as  of  yore, 

Vhen  I  dold  my  Kadrina  I  loflved  her, 
Uud  loffviug  vould  loffve  evermore.  ^ 

Berhape,  for  dhey  see  dot  she  leaf ves  me, 
Vhen  a  rich  man  vould  press,  too,  bia  suit;    - 

Berhaps,  for  dhey  see  dot  she  marry, 
Und  dot  vas  for  vhy  dot  dhey  hoot. 

I  am  vanderlng  to-nighd  by  der  eawtmill, 
Und  der  bats,  as  dhey  dart  drough  der  trees, 

Und  der  frogks  und  der  owels  und  der  moonlight, 
Magkcs  me  titBmul,  as  ligkevisv  der  breeze. 


—That  Was  It  Exactly.— Mra.  Cubbage:  "  Emma,  young  Mr. 
]  Swaybuck  dtx-sn't  seem  to  want  me  in  the  parlor  when  he  calls." 
'  Emma:  "No;  he  loves  me  for  myself  alone." — Epoch. 


— Quick  Advice. — Hay-Fever  Victim:  "  Doctor,  can't  you  tell 
me  how  1  can  find  relief  from  this  consttint  inclination  to  sneeze?  " 
Physician:  "  Yes,  sir.     Sneeze." — Cliieago  Tribune. 


Tlte  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po«t-r>ald,  ou  re<*f>lpt  of  1 

cents;  or  this  and  any  iwo  other  Sonf;s  for  One  Dollar,  by  If.  J.  wehinan,  130  Park 

Kow.  New  York  City,    rustose  Stamps  taken  same  aDca^li  fur  all  our  Kood*. 


Words  by  J.  Chcover  Uoodw  in.    Music  by  Edward  £.  lUce. 


Once  npon  a  time  there  lived  a  maiden 

In  a  little  cottage  by  the  sea;  v 

Twining  round  about  it,  heavy  laden. 

Grew  a  honeysuckle  fair  to  see; 
And  the  maiden  watched  the  blossoms  dafly, 

Ueard  the  bees  about  it  as  it  grew; 
Bent  above  it,  singing  ever  gaily; 

Every  bud  and  every  blossom  knew 
When  the  wind  a  leaf  blew  down 

Came  a  sudden,  dainty  frown; 
Jealous  was  the  maid,  1  trow;  ' 

Greater  love  she  did  not  know. 
No!  Greater  love  she  did  not  know,  know,  know,  know,  know! 

To  the  maiden  came  one  day  a  lover. 

Tall  and  brave  and  full  of  manly  grace; 
Whisjwring  tender  words  he  bent  above  her. 

Stooped  and  kissed  her  sunny,  smiling  face; 
Underneath  the  honeysuckle  walked  they. 

But  her  eyes  were  cast  demurely  down; 
Seeing  not,  as  softly,  sweetly  talked  they; 

now  its  leaves  were  turning  sere  and  brown. 
Withered  now  its  tendrils  twine. 

Bird  and  bee  have  left  the  riue;    -'     ■ 
Careless  is  the  maid,  I  trow; 

Greater  love  hath  learned  to  know. 
No  I  Greater  love  hath  learned  to  know,  know,  know,  know,  know! 
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SWINOING-    IN    THE    LANE. 
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now  oft  wc  talked  of  childhood's  joys— of  tricks  we  nse<l  to  play 
Upon  each  other  while  at  school,  to  pass  the  time  away! 
But,  oh!  how  often  have  1  longed  for  those  bright  days  again. 
When  little  rosy  Nell  and  I  went  swinging  in  tlie  lane. 

CUORCS. 

But  yet  I'd  give  the  world  to  be  with  rosy  Nell  again; 
I  never,  never  will  forget  our  swinging  in  the  lane. 

The  boys  and  girls  would  often  go  a-flshing  in  the  brooks. 
With  s[)ools  of  thread  for  fishing  lines,  and  bended  pins  for  hooks; 
Tliey  sometimes  wished  me  with  them,  but  they  always  wished  in  vain; 
I'd  rather  be  with  rosy  Nell  a-swinging  in  the  lane.— Cuobus. 

But  Boon  a  cloud  of  sorrow  came— a  strange  young  man  from  town 
Was  introduced  to  rosy  Nell  by  Aunt  Jemima  Brown. 
Bhe  stayed  away  from  8clif>ol  next  day — the  truth  to  me  was  plain— 
She'd  gone  with  that  old  city  chap  a-Bwiugiiig  iu  the  lane.  -Cuobub. 

Now,  all  yonng  men  with  tender  hearts,  pray,  take  advice  from  me: 
Don't  be  so  quick  to  fall  in  love  with  every  girl  you  see; 
For,  if  you  do,  you  soon  will  find  you've  only  loved  in  vain; 
She'll  go  off  with  some  otiier  chap  a-6winging  in  the  lane.— CHOBce. 


— Beethoven  was  stone  deaf  during  the  latter  part  of  his  life. 
But  he  had  a  good  ear  for  music  just  the  same. 
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TEDDY    O'NEAL. 
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i- 


I  dreamt  but  Inst  night,  oh!  bad  cees  to  the  dreaming, 

Sure  I'd  die  if  I  thought  'twould  come  truly  to  pass; 
I  dreamt,  while  the  tears  down  my  pillow  were  streaming. 

That  Teddy  was  courting  another  fair  la??. 
Oh!  didn't  I  walce  with  a  weeping  and  wailing. 

The  ;:rief  of  the  thought  was  too  much  to  conceal; 
Mv  mother  cried,  Nora,  child,  what  is  your  ailing!' 

But  all  I  could  utter  waa  Teddy  O'Neal- 
Sly  mother  cried,  Nora,  child,  what  is  your  ailingf 

But  all  1  could  utter  was  Teddy  O'Neal. 

I  went  to  the  cabin  he  danced  his  wild  jige  in. 

As  neat  a  mud  palace  ae  ever  was  Been; 
Considering  it  served  to  Iceep  poultry  and  pigs  in, 

I'm  sure  you'll  allow  'twas  most  decent  and  clean; 
But  now  all  around  it  looks  cold,  sad  and  dreary. 

All  sad,  and  all  silent,  no  piper,  no  reel; 
Not  even  the  sun  through  the  casement  shines  cheery 

Since  I  lost  the  dear  darling  boy,  Teddy  O'Neal— 
Not  even  the  sun  through  the  casement  shines  cheery 

Since  I  lost  the  dear  darling  boy,  Teddy  O'Neal. 

Shall  1  ever  forget  when  the  big  ship  was  ready. 

And  the  moment  was  come  for  my  love  to  depart; 
How  1  sobbed  like  a  spalpeen,  good-bye  to  you,  Teddy, 

With  a  tear  on  my  cneek  and  a  stone  on  my  heart? 
lie  said  'twas  to  better  his  fortune  he  wandered. 

But  what  would  be  gold  to  the  joy  I  should  feel 
If  he'd  only  come  bacK  to  me,  honest  ami  loving, 

Still  poor,  yet  my  owe  darling  Teddy  O'Neal— 
If  he'd  only  come  hack  to  me,  honest  and  loving. 

Still  poor,  yet  my  own  darling  Teddy  O'Neal. 


TOUCH    THE    HARP    GENTLY, 
MY    PRETTY    LOUISE. 

TbeWordsand  Musicof  this  Sonft  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonKs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wclim 
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Just  touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Louise, 

And  siiiu;  me  the  songs  that  I  love; 
They  call  back  the  days  when  together  we  sat 

On  the  porch  'neath  the  nest  of  the  dove. 
There  wa»  one  that  you  sang,  my  pretty  Louise, 

It  brings  fond  recollections  to  me — 
You  reineiiil>er  the  mocking-bird  mimicked  it  once. 

As  it  perched  on  the  sycamore  tree. 
Jupt  touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Louise; 
Just  touch  the  hiirp  gently,  Louise; 
Oh!  touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Louise, 

And  sing  nie  the  songK  that  I  love; 
They  call  back  the  days  when  together  we  sat 

On  the  porch  'neath  the  nest  of  the  dove. 

Just  touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Lonise, 

And  sing  the  songs  that  I  love; 
They'll  recall  the  bright  days  when  we  played  in  the  wood. 

And  watched  the  birds  fluting  above. 
TliPre  was  one  that  you  sang,  my  pretty  Louise, 

The  wor.Js.  I  remember  them  well — 
I  loved  it,  and  when  you  had  finished  each  verse, 

I  kissed  you  and  said:  "  Never  tell!  " 
Just  touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Louise; 
Just  touch  the  liarp  gently,  Louise; 
Oh!  touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Louise, 

And  sing  the  old  songs  that  I  love; 
They'll  recall  the  bright  days  when  we  played  in  the  wood. 

And  watched  the  birds  flitting  above. 


'  WAIT    FOR    THE    LAGER 

Will  you  come  with  me,  my  Billy,  into  the  cellar,  near. 
Where  the  music  sounds  the  sweetest  with  a  glass  of  luger  beer? 
It's  every  pleasant  evening,  when  I  have  got  the  chink, 
We'll  step  into  the  cellar  and  have  a  social  drink. 

■  Ciiouus. 

Then  here's  to  the  lager!  here's  to  the  lager  I 
Wait  fur  the  iagcr,  and  we'll  all  have  a  drink. 

Where  the  lager  runs  like  blazes,  and  the  music  is  so  sweet, 
I'll  order  lots  of  liquor  and  something  nice  to  eat; 
Weil  listen  lo  the  singers,  they'll  make  vou  laugh  and  wink; 
So  come  into  the  cellar  and  have  a  social  drink. — Cuohus. 

You  can't  believe  a  moment  that  rnm  or  gin,  my  dear, 

(an  make  you  Imlf  so  merry  as  a  glass  of  luger  beer. 

We'll  have  a  glass  <>f  lager,  eegars  and  oysters,  too. 

And  listen  to  the  singers  with  their  "  Ilop  de  doodle  do."— CHonrs 

Your  cheeks  arc  red  as  a  lobster,  your  nozzle  blooms  so  sweet. 
Your  bristles  smooth  and  shining  with  candle-grease  so  neat. 
It's  every  pleasaat  evening,  when  I  have  got  ihc  chink. 
We'll  step  into  the  cellar  and  have  a  social  drink.— CiioKus. 

Together  when  we're  tipsy,  we're  spinning  like  a  top, 
An'  if  we  have  no  tumble,  we'll  never  have  a  stop; 
Then  come  with  me,  my  covey,  for  1  have  lots  of  chink, 
'We'll  step  into  the  cellar  and  all  have  a  drink.— CuoBua. 


WAKE,    NICODEMUS! 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonR  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  recetpt  of  It 
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NIcodemns,  the  slave,  was  of  African  birth, 

And  was  bought  for  a  bagful  of  gold;  ■    ■ 

He  was  reckoned  as  part  of  the  salt  of  the  earth; 

But  he  died,  years  ago,  very  old. 
'Twas  his  last  sad  request— so  we  laid  him  away 

In  the  trunk  of  an  old  hollow  tree. 
Wake  me  up!  was  his  charge  at  the  first  break  of  day. 

Wake  me  up  for  the  Great  Jubilee  I 

CUORUS. 

The  good  time  coming  is  almost  here; 

It  was  long,  long,  long  on  the  way. 
Now,  run  and  tell  Elijah  to  harry  up  Pomp, 
And  meet  us  at  the  gum-tree  down  in  the  swamp. 

To  wake  Nicodemus  to-day. 

He  was  knowni  as  a  prophet— at  least,  was  as  wise — 

For  he  told  of  the  oattlee  to  come; 
And  we  trembled  with  dread  when  he  rolled  up  his  eyes. 

And  we  heeded  the  shake  of  his  thumb. 
Though  he  clothed  us  with  fear,  yet  the  garments  he  woie 

Were  in  patches  at  elbow  and  knee; 
And  he  still  wears  the  suit  that  he  used  to  of  yore,  • 

As  be  sleeps  in  the  old  hollow  tree.— Chorus. 

Nicodemus  was  never  the  sport  of  the  lash. 
Though  the  bullet  has  oft  crossed  his  path; 

There  were  none  of  his  masters  so  brave  or  so  rash 
As  to  face  such  a  man  in  his  wrath; 

Yet  his  great  heart  with  kindness  was  filled  to  the  brim- 
He  obeyed  who  was  born  to  command; 

But  he  longed  for  the  morning  which  then  was  so  dim— 
For  the  morning  which  now  is  at  hand.— Chorus. 

'Twas  a  long,  weary  night— we  were  almost  in  fear 
That  the  future  was  more  than  he  knew; 

'Twas  a  long,  wearv  night — but  tlie  morning  is  near. 
And  the  words  of  our  prophet  are  true. 

Ttiere  arc  signs  in  the  sky  that  the  darkness  is  gone- 
There  are  tokens  in  endless  array; 

While  the  storm,  which  seemingly  banislied  the  dawn. 
Only  hastens  tbe  advent  of  day.— Chorus. 


Mr.  Straus's  Advice  to  Bridegrooms. 

Adair  Welckcr  [of  Berkeley,  Cal.]  in  "  Bingbamton  Republican." 


I've  Studied  up  der  broplem,  nnd  I've  gome  to  dis  conclusion. 
If  you  marries  niit  a  widow,  you  will  gome  to  some  confusion. 
For  she'll  keep  you  on  der  gallop,  una  she'll  magke  you  march  around 
Till  she  breaks  your  well-flxed  habits,  und  your  beace  of  mindt  confound, 
For  I've  tried  it,  have  I  not? 

I'm  very  fond  of  schmoking,  but  my  fran  she  don't  desire  it. 
So  I  Bchmokes  but  ten  pipes  daily,  as  my  frau  she  does  require  it; 
Dough,  vben  I  vas  unmarried,  vhy  I  schmokes,  at  least,  a  fifty; 
Of  gourse  she  has  reduced  dcm.  as  she  being  rather  thrifty— 
Thoughd  she'd  try  it.    Vaell— she  did. 

So  I  do  impress  der  young  men,  if  dhey  are  aboud  to  marry, 
C'hust  to  marry  some  young  gosslin^,  else  dheir  habits  will  miscarry; 
If  dhey  marry  mit  a  widow,  dhey  will  find  der  solemn  fact  is, 
Dot  she  learn  some  rules  der  first  time,  vlch  der  next  she  puts  in  practice, 
For  dheir  conduct— dot  she  will. 

All  reelstence  dot  vas  useless,  for  she'll  talk  to  dero  so  eveetly, 
Und  init  insinuations  she  will  conguer  dem  gombledely. 
Dill  dhey  vas  her  slaves  und  bondsmen,  vhile  dheir  vishes,  dhey  vas  solely 
Iler  own  vishes  (dill  she  change  dem)  und  she  does  condro^dem  wholly 
Vhcn  she  tries  it— dot  she  does. 

All  der  time  dot  he  vas  dinking  dot  der  ding  vot  he  vas  doing 
Vas  his  own  vish,  shtill  it  vas  not;  he  vas  but  her  vish  pertsuing. 
Till  be  gets  ubon  der  owetside,  vhen  bis  views  quide  sudden  changing. 
Does  he  see  now  very  clearly  how  it  all  \ue  her  arranging— 
Dot  it  vas— quide  clearly. 

Hence  I  would  advise  a  gossling— one  vot's  never  more  dhan  dweudy. 
Whose  knowledtch  of  der  glup-nouse  it  vas  dim  und  vague  und  scaud^jr; 
One  who  never  heardt  of  lutch-geys,  nor  bolidical  conventions, 
Und  dinks  you  vas  an  anchel,  mit'  but  heavenly  intentions — 
Dot  I  would— iu  fact,  I  shouhl. 


Don't  Be  Angry  with  Me,  Darling. 

The  Words  and  Music  uf  this  Song  will  b«  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling,  smile  yonr  brightest,  sweetest  smile; 
Keep  the  joyous  twinkle  beaming  in  your  blight  eves  all  the  while. 
Let  your  laugh  be  one  of  pleasure,  drive  each  shadow  from  your  brow, 
lie  again  the  heart's  sweet  treasure — don't  be  angry,  darling,  now. 

Cbortts. 
Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling,  drive  away  that  look  of  pain; 
Ijct  your  laugh  be  one  of  pleasure,  smile  your  sweetest  smile  again. 

Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling,  keep  the  tear  back  from  vour  eye; 

'Twas  a  friendly,  timely  warning,  given  for  the  days  gone  by. 

Not  for  worlds  would  I  distress  you,  cast  one  cloud  upon  your  brow; 

Let  not,  then,  my  words  depress  you— don't  be  angry,  darling,  now.— Cborcs. 


I 


^«t: 


PP 


iikiMWiiM; 


i&a 


MhMi 


■'     \ 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    33. 


13 


NEVER    IN   A  CASE    LIKE    THAT. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Jas.  McAvoy. 


i 


I  will  tell  you  of  a  frieud  of  miue,  a  good  old  jolly  boy; 

Yes,  a  friend  he  is  lo  me  wheu  I  aui  broke; 
I  have  touclied  him  for  a  fiver  often,  time  and  time  again. 

That's  when  eveiytliiug  I  owned  was  up  iu  Boak. 
lie  told  me  always  usk  him  when  I  wanted  anything — 

How  often  I  have  carried  him  that  uewe; 
So  last  night  I  got  a  tenner,  for  I  told  him  I  was  broke, 

Aud  I  knew  llie  angel  never  would  refuse. 

.. '.  '■.■"... .       Chorus. 

Kever  In  a  case  like  that, 
Never  in  a  case  like  tliat; 
For  every  time  I  borrowed  he  was  sure  to  give  it  up. 
Still  I  wonder  if  he's  thinking  will  1  ever  take  a  drop, 
But  I  couldu't  in  a  case  like  that, 
With  such  an  easy  brace  like  tliat;  "    ' 

I  liave  never  yet  made  good, 
But  I  often  wished  I  could;  ••■■..  ," 

I'd  be  willing  in  a  case  lake  that. 

One  night  I  jumped  aboard  a  car,  for  where  I  live  is  far. 

And  near  the  door  I  got  the  last  and  only  seat; 
A  lady  right  behind  me  came  crowding  through  the  door. 

And  while  squeezing  in,  she  tramped  ui)oii  my  feet. 
Every  seat  was  occupied,  and  standiug  up  she  had  to  ride; 

And,  now  and  then,  she'd  throw  a  glance  at  me. 
She  smiled  and  at  me  squinted,  but  I  would  not  take  the  hint. 

For  she  was  ancient  aud  her  face  was  out  of  key.  , 

Chorus. 

Well,  I  couldn't  in  a  case  like  that; 
Nor  I  wouldn't  for  a  face  like  that; 
For  it  wasn't  on  the  map,  so  I  let  her  hold  the  strap; 
She  pretended  she  was  weary  aud  she  started  in  to  gap. 
But  when  she  walked  upon  my  toes  like  that. 
Nothing  with  me  goes  like  that, 
I'd  have  given  her  my  seat 
If  it  wasn't  for  her  feet,  . 

But  never  with  her  feet  like  that.  " 

I  took  a  girl  to  supper  once— my  limit  it  was  two; 

Said  I,  "  That's  all  I  have,  so  make  it  light." 
When  the  waiter  took  her  order  aud  brought  back  an  oyster  stew. 

Said  I,  "  This  now  must  do  me  for  the  night." 
Wheu  I  gave  her  cream  and  soda  ail  was  left  was  twenty  cents. 

Then  I  starled  for  to  see  the  lady  home. 
Wheu  she  reached  the  sidewalk,  kicking  for  a  cab  she  did  commence; 

So  I  kft  her  there  to  kick  it  out  alone. 

Chorus. 

Well,  I  shook  her  in  a  case  like  that, 
When  she  was  getting  off  her  base  like  that; 
Then  the  waiter  in  the  place  called  the  man  behind  the  bar; 
He  brought  her  out  a  seltzer  and  he  put  her  on  a  car; 
But  when  a  lady  makes  a  break  like  that. 
She  wants  to  get  the  shake  like  that; 
If  she  tries  to  make  a  kick, 
Say,  "Good-night"  and  shake  her  quick. 
Or  ene'll  fool  you  in  a  case  like  that. 


LISTEN  TO  THE  MOCKING-BIRD. 


CopyriKhted. 
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I'm  dreaming  now  of  Dally,  sweet  Hally,  ■    ' 

I'm  dreamiug  now  of  Ually; 

For  the  thought  of  her  is  one  that  never  dies; 
She's  sleeping  fii  the  valley,  the  valley,  the  valley; 
She's  sleeping  in  the  valley, 

Aud  the  mocking-bird  is  singing  where  she  lies. 

Chorus. 
Listen  to  the  mocking-bird,  listen  to  the  mocking-bird, 

The  mocking-bird  is  singing  o'er  her  grave; 
Listen  to  the  mocking-bird,  listen  to  the  mocking-bird. 
Still  singing  where  the  weeping  willows  wave. 

■'•^  :■ 
Ah!  well  I  yet  remember,  remember,  remember. 
All!  well  I  yet  remember. 

When  we  gathered  in  the  cotton,  side  by  side, 
'Twas  in  the  mild  September,  Septcml>er,  September, 
Twas  in  the  mild  September, 
And  the  mocking-bird  was  siugiug  far  aud  wide. — CaoRUB. 

When  the  charms  of  spring  awaken,  awaken,  awaken, 
When  the  charms  of  spring  awaken. 

And  the  mocking-bird  is  singiug  on  the  bough; 
I  feel  like  one  forsaken,  forsaken,  forsaken, 
I  feel  like  one  forsaken, 

Siuce  Ually  is  no  longer  with  me  now.— Chorus. 


—A  Seasick  Joke.—"  Did  you  ever  see  a  sailor  at  an  auction? " 
"No."  "Neither  Lave  I;  aud  it  is  funny,  too,  for  they  take  in 
all  sails,  you  know."  ' '^Jv-v  •  r 


Have  You  Seen  Dan  McKenna? 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Spaulding  4  Komder.    ,  i.  •.    ~      '     .  -  ;  . 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-|>aid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dullur,  by  II.  J.  W  elinian,  ISO  I'crk 

Kow,  New  York  City,    hostage  Stuinpstakeu  same  as  cash  forall  our  goods. 


Words  by  Conroy  &  Fox.    Music  by  Ilarry  8.  Miller. 

Dan  McKenna  was  a  friend  of  mine,  'till  here  the  other  day, 
•    I  never  can  forget  the  trick  the  wily  rogue  did  play; 

He  got  a  friend  and  I  to  slop  our  work  along  tlie  docks,  did  he; 
To  go  and  play  the  races,  sure,  he'd  tickets  enough  for  three. 
We  gave  him  all  our  money  for  to  play  a  race  for  us. 

At  plunging  we  were  new  upon  the  ground; 
Aud,  bedad,  the  horse  it  won  that  he  had  the  money  on. 

Now  McKenna  or  our  money  can't  be  found. 

,■■,:■  .1  ■   •    '■  '"     ,  .  "       Chords.  .    T 

Have  yon  seen  Dan  McKenna  around  about  this  wayf 
Have  you  seen  Dan  McKenna  at  any  time  to-day* 
.Oh,  I  don't  mean  to  insinuate  or  auy  thing  like  that. 
If  his  family  has  any  resjHjct  for  him,  they'll  soon  be  wearing  black. 

-    Now  McKenna  wasn't  satisfied  with  what  he  went  and  done,    ••,- 
For  when  he  left  the  races  with  our  money  that  he'd  won. 
Didn't  he  go  and  tell  our  little  wives  we'd  both  fell  off  the  dock. 
And  send  a  suit  of  clothes  for  each,  he'd  carry  theiu  to  the  spot. 
But  wheu  we  both  got  home  aud  heard  McKenna  had  been  tnere, 

And  took  our  Sunday  clothes,  where,  no  one  knows, 
Aud  our  wives  l>elieved  in  Mac,  thought  he'd  done  a  noble  act. 

And  to  keep  from  catching  cold  they  scut  our  clothes. 

Chorus. 

Have  you  seen  Dan  McKenna  around  about  this  way? 

Have  you  seen  Dan  McKenia  at  any  time  to-day? 

Oh,  I  only  want  to  meet  him  for  a  little  while  or  more. 

If  your  'round  this  way  in  the  morning,  look  for  crape  upon  the  door. 

Now  then  when  we  heard  the  story  from  our  little  wives  so  true. 
It  made  us  mad  enough  to  go  aud  cut  the  rogue  in  two; 
Arrahl  we  never  thought  a  frieud  of  ours  would  do  the  I  ikes  of  that, 
:    We  couldn't  hardly  believe  it,  sure,  the  villainy  of  Mac; 
My  rent  that  day  was  due,  and  it  was  iu  my  Sunday  pants, 

Bedad,  it's  gone  along  with  all  the  rest; 
Aud  my  watch  I  had,  so  fine,  that  I  bought  from  Dan  O'Urieu, 

It  is  missiug  with  my  Sunday  silken  vest.  ..       . 

Chorus. 
Have  you  seen  Dan  McKenna  around  about  this  way?  , 

Have  you  seen  Dan  McKenna  at  any  time  to-day? 
Oh,  I  won't  go  into  details  now,  but  wheu  we  meet  the  cuss, 
If  there  isn't  a  wake  iu  his  street,  'twill  be  a  f  uuny  thing  to  ua. 


y 


LITTLE    BROWN    JUG-. 


Copjrrlglited.    Used  by  permission.    The  music  set  to  these  word-v  is  publislu^d  by 
Oliver  Dit«ou  Company,  Boston. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

centx;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehiiian,  I'M  I'urk 

Itow,  New  York  City     t'oetage  Stamps  taken  same  as  catih  forali  our  goo<lii. 

My  wife  and  I  live  all  alone  in  a  little  brown  hut  we  call  our  own;     - 
She  loves  gin  and  I  love  rum— tell  you  what  il  is,  don't  we  have  fun! 

Chorus. 

Ha,  ha,  ha!  'tis  you  and  me,  little  brown,  dou't  I  love  thee! 
Ha,  ha,  ha!  'tis  you  aud  me,  little  brown  jug,  dou't  I  love  tlieet 

If  I  had  a  cow  that  gave  such  milk,  I'd  dress  her  up  in  the  finest  silk. 
Feed  her  on  the  choicest  hay,  and  milk  her  twenty  times  a  day.— Cuouus. 

'Tis  you  that  makes  my  friends,  my  foes,'!  is  you  who  makes  me  wear  old  clothes; 
But,  seeing  you  are  near  my  nose,  "  tip  her  up  and  down  she  goes!  "—Chorus. 

When  I  go  toiling  on  my  farm,  take  little  brown  jug  under  ray  arm. 

Sit  it  under  some  shady  tree— little  brown  jug  don't  1  love  thee!— Chorus. 

Then  came  the  landlord  tripping  in,  round-top  hat  and  peaked  chin; 

Iu  his  hand  he  carried  a  cup -nsays  I:  "  Old  fellow,  give  us  a  sup!  "— Chorjis. 

If  all  the  folks  in  Adam's  race  were  put  together  in  one  place. 

Then  I'd  prepare  to  drop  a  tear  before  I'd  jiart  with  you,  my  dear.— Chorus. 


i 


... ■     -      •       ^' 

1  Dreamt  that  I  Dwelt  in  Marble  Halls. 

The  AVords  and  Music  of  this  Song  ■will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  l>y  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  i'ark 

Kow.  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  tal<en  same  as  cash  for  a'.i  our  goods. 

I  dreamt  that  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls,  with  vassals  and  serfs  by  my  eide. 

And  of  all  who  assembled  within  those  walls  that  I  was  tlie  hope  and  the  pride. 

1  had  riches  too  great  to  count — couid  boast  of  a  high  ancestral  name; 

Aud  I  also  dreamt,  which  charmed  me  uiost,  that  you  loved  me  still  the  same; 

That  you  loved  me  still  the  same,  that  you  loved  me  still  the  same. 

I  dreamt  that  suitors  besought  my  hand;  that  knights,  on  bended  knee. 

And  with  vows  no  maiden  lieart  could  withstand,  they  pledged  their  faith  to  me. 

And  I  dreamt  that  one  of  that  noble  host  came  forth  my  hand  to  claim; 

And  I  also  dreamt,  which  charmed  me  inott,  that  you  loved  me  still  the  same; 

That  you  loved  me  still  the  same,  that  you  loved  me  still  the  same. 


t.. 


— May  Try  Grease. — "Aren't  you  going  to  have  an  Ice  Palace 
this  year?  "  "  No,"  said  a  Westerner,  sadly.  "  Ice  is  too  scarce. 
We  may  get  up  a  Lard  Carnival." 
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WEH MAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  33. 


JIMMY    RIDDLE. 

Tbo  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  b«i  sent  to  any  addrew,  pos^pAld,  on  receipt  of  10 

cent«,  or  this  and  any  two  otluT  Soima  for  One  Dolliir,  by  if.  J.  Wi'hman,  130  I  ark 

How,  Now  Voi'k  City.    I'oiitaKo  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  gouU*. 

Now,  I'll  tell  you,  if  I  can,  of  a  pretty  girl  called  Nan, 

Who  »tolc  the  yoiiii;;  afTcctioii8  of  thia  iudividiiiil. 
I  uevtT  knew  no  lovo,  but  I  know  it  now,  by  jove! 

Aud  I  sorrow  throui:h  the  treatment  of  a  false  young  gal. 
She  was  a  jK'rfect  Venus;  and,  had  nothing  come  between  us, 

We  mijihi  have  been  na  happy  as  a  great  big  turtle-dove. 
But  a  man,  nnnicd  Jimmy  Itidcfle,  what  played  upon  the  fiddle. 

He  managed  for  to  swindle  me  out  of  my  true  love. 

At  a  bakery,  down  in  Grand,  yon  will  please  to  understand, 
I  lirst  beheld  my  Xantj;,  who  behind  the  counter  stood. 

Oi.t  l.uiL'i.il  Mik  ii«kMt  Mitfl  tti/>n    u')iiU>  a«>rvincr  tint  l^t^r  pieS 

Id  do  you  good. 

I  ^niiie  iruni  j>aucy,  ii  uoi  oeneticial  prove. 

..., iinmy  Kiddle,  the  man  that  played  the  liddle, 

I  knew  that  he  would  swiudle  me  of  my  true  love. 

Now,  I  told  my  love  to  Nan,  like  an  honest,  good  young  man— 

bhc  smiled  and  wiped  her  notie,  and  said  that  I  was  very  kind. 
And  if  1  would  but  slay  til)  her  twenty-first  birthday, 

t«lie'd  think  the  matter  over  and  let  me  know  her  mind. 
The  fiddler  used  to  frown  so,  1  thought  I'd  done  liini  brown. 

To  gam  a  smile  from  Nancy— wliat  happiness,  by  jovel 
Unt,  oh!  that  Jimmy  Hiddle,  what  played  upon  tlie  fldiUe, 

lie  managed  fur  to  swiudle  me  of  my  true  love. 

Now  her  birthday  drawing  near,  thinks  I,  I'll  go  and  sec  her. 

So  in  I  goes,  quite  full  of  hope,  into  her  little  shop; 
But,  judge  of  my  surprise,  there  was  another  girl  serving  pies— 

My  head  )>egau  to  spin  around,  and  I  thought  that  I  should  drop. 
Thinks  I,  I'll  liiiQW  the  worst,  my  brain  it  almost  burst, 

I  asked  for  Nan— the  young  woman  my  worst  of  tears  did  prove. 

Spoken— Why,  haven't  you  heard  the  newe!  Why,  we  got  the  laugh  at  you, 
[  aud  I  discovered  that 

Slie'd  married  Jimmy  Kiddle,  the  man  that  played  the  flddlo — 
lie  managed  for  to  swiudle  me  of  my  true  love. 

Now,  I  doesn't  mean  to  fret,  thoagh  I  never  yet  have  met 

A  girl  half  like  my  Nancy,  so  loving  and  so  nice. 
And  ae  to  Kiddle,  he,  if  my  will  should  be. 

Compelled  to  live  on  nothing  else  but  little  ]>ie8; 
Aud  if  liis  days  they  were  not  short,  they're  better  than  I  thought. 

So,  farewell!  darling  Nancy,  though  faithless  you  did  prove. 
Dad  luck  to  Jimmy  Kiddle— I'd  like  losmaoh  his  fiddle, 

for  he  managed  to  swiudle  me  of  my  true  love. 


♦  >  » 


Dreaming  of  Home  and  Mother. 


EVERYBOPyS    FRIEND. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Book  will  be  sent  to  any  addroas,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

ci>nts,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Honifs  fur  Une  Uollur. by  11.  J.  VVehiiian,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  Ulty.    Fostage  Stanips  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  Kooda. 

A  hnpny,  carelcea  chap  am  I,  and  boast  where'er  I  go, 
Tliat  tho'  I  have  made  many  friends,  I've  not  a  single  foe. 
To  be  a  genius  I  do  not  and  never  did  pretend. 
But  move  in  good  society  aa  everybody's  friend. 

Si-oKEN— And,  having  lots  of  cash, 

CuoRtre. 
They  take  mc  for  a  millionaire,  my  cash  I  freely  spend. 
And  so  I'm  welcomed  everywhere  as  everybody's  friend. 

A  mollicr  once  with  sixteen  girls  to  me  thus  did  apply. 
Watch  and  protect  my  darliug  dears,  so  timid,  young  and  shy. 
She  said,  tho'  once  I  really  thought  you  marriage  did  intend. 
Then  a  breach-of-promise  action  brougiit  'gainst  everybody's  friend. 

Si-oKEN— Verdict  iu  her  favor.    Damages  $10,000. 

MonAL— Avoid  mother's  with  sixteen  grown-up,  gushing  daughters;  for,  In 
their  desperation  to  get  them  off  their  hatids,  they'll  uo  anything,  especially  If— 

CllOKUS. 

A  married  man  said,  "  Jack,  ray  wife  and  I  don't  quite  agree." 
Tlie  wife  she  whi8i)ered  in  my  ear.  "  he  treats  me  shamefully  "; 
I  gave  the  best  advice  to  each,  and,  of  course,  why.  In  the  end 
Tney  made  it  up  and  kicked  me  out,  and  now  I'm  neithcr's  friend. 
Si-oKEN  -The  husl>and  was  indignant  because  I  took  her  part:  and  tho  wife, 
precisely  for  the  same  reason,  called  me  a  nasty  wretch,  but  I  don't  care,  for— 

CUOBUS. 

A  friend  of  mine  once  bouglit  a  house  somewhere  close  to  Rye, 
And  meeting  me  one  day,  said  he,  "  A  fool  I  was  to  buy — 
The  walls  are  dump,  the  windows  shake,  and  burglars  oft  att«nd; 
Dear  Jack,  do  take  It  off  my  hands,  you're  everybody's  friend." 
Spokkn— I  did,  and  I  hadn't  taxn  in  the  house  three  nights  before  burglars 
broke  in  and  took  every  stick  I  bad,  and  the  last  ruffian,  as  he  dcscendetl  the 
stairs  and  got  outside  of  the  house,  looked  up  to  me  at  the  window  and  said: 
"1  eaj,  old  Iwy,'  — 

CUORUS. 

We  took  you  for  a  millionaire,  your  cash  we'll  freely  spend, 
Aud  so  you're  welcomed  everywhere  as  everybody's  friend. 


>''. 


■\ 


C'oi>yri(?littd. 


l'>f(l  by  i«  I  iiils.tlun.    The  nm.xlo  set  to  these  words  Is  published  by 
i.'U\ii  l>it.-«>n  c<<ni)'uiiy>  lt"'-tuii. 


I  The  Words  and  MiiMc  of  tliis  Sontr  will  bt-  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  <0 

cenlSi  or  thiMind  any  t»u  <.tlu-r  Si.iijf.s  furDne  Uullar,  by  11.  J.  VVelwnan.lUU  I'aik 
I  Kow,  Nl'w  Vurk  L'liy.    I'ustaKe  St'onpstukeu  same  aacauh  for  all  our  guoUa. 

'  Dreaming  of  home,  dear  old  homo, 

I  Home  of  cliililhotxl  and  niolher— 

I  Oft  when  I  wake  'lis  sweet  to  lind 

I've  la-en  dreaming  of  home  and  mother. 

I  Home,  deur  home,  cliildliood's  happy  iiomel 

I  When  1  played  uiili  sister  and  wiiti  brother 

I  'Tw as  the  sweetest  joy  when  we  did  rouiii 

I  '■     ■          Over  hill  uud  titrough  dale  with  mother. 

Cuouus. 
Dreaniiiig  of  home,  dear  old  home, 
I  .  lluuie  uf  my  childhuod  and  mother — 

I  -  Oft  wiieu  I  wake 'tis  sweet  to  find 

I     .  I've  been  dreaming  of  home  aud  mother. 

)  Sleep,  lialmy  sleep,  close  mine  eyes, 

1  Keep  me  still  thinking  of  mother— 

J  Hark!    "lis  her  voice  1  seem  to  hear — 

)  Yes,  I'm  dreaming  of  liomc  and  mother. 

]  Angels  come  soothing  me  to  rect, 

!  i  can  feel  llieir  presence  as  none  other, 

)  I'or  tiiey  sweetly  say  I  shall  Ik;  lilest 

)  With  bright  visious  of  home  aud  mother.— Cuouus. 

I  Childhood  has  coiiic,  come  acain, 

)  Sleeping  1  tee  my  dear  mother— 

)  Sec  her  loved  form  b^-side  me  kneel  , 

'  While  I'm  dreaming  of  home  and  mother. 

}  Mother  dear,  whisper  to  me  now, 

1  Tell  me  of  niy  tister  and  my  brother —     • 

1  Now  I  feel  thy  li;ind  upon  my  brow  — 

>  Yes,  I'm  dreaming  of  home  aud  mother. —Cuoui'S. 


I     — Mtinil)le's  Victory. — "  Maria,  it  makes  nic  awfully  nervous  lo 
I  sec  y()U  i)ul  pins  in  your  mouth  1 "  saiil  Mr.  Mumble,  as  he  looked 
I  over  lo  wlitre  Lis  wife  was 
I  without  danger  of  choking. 
I  Lad  brokeu  the  record. 


was  sewing 


But  sLe  could  not  answer 
There  was  uo  last  word.     Mumble 


— "What  a  charming  mofm,  Adelaide.  TLc  rippling  of  the 
■waves,  the  plash  of  the  oars — "  "  But,  Algernon,  you  are  getting 
rather  in  sLore,  are  you  not? "'  "  Yes,  Adelaide.  It  is  pleasanter 
to  hug  the  shore."  "Is  it,  indeed?  I  didn't  know.  You'll  have 
the  satisfaction  of  recalling  that  you  hugged  something  or  other." 


LITTLE    EVA    IN    HEAVEN. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  BoriK  will  be  wiit  to  any  addrear,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  oUier  Souks  fur  une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  I'ark 

Itow,  Naw  York  City.    l'osta«{e  Stamps  taken  same  aa  citeli  tor  ail  our  gooda. 

Cliildlcss,  desolate  this  heart,  naught  on  earth  is  left  to  cherish, 
All  i»  lost  since  we  must  part,  every  hope  and  joy  will  tierish. 
Eva,  Eva,  gentle  daughter!  are  those  bright  eyes  veiled  in  death— 
Tliat  so  fondly  l)eamed  with  goodness  upon  all  at  parting  breath? 
Art  thou  gone  from  me  forever?  Shall  I  never  behold  thee? 
Bud  of  life,  my  heart's  fond  treasure- what  is  now  the  world  to  mef 

Lonely  here,  and  worn  with  sadness,  no  loved  child's  sweet  voice  I  hear; 
Life  has  ceased  to  yield  its  gladness,  since  without  my  little  dear. 
Eva,  Eva,  lovely  daughter!  Are  those  soft  lips  closed  and  cold 
That  so  Bweutly  spoke  of  heaven,  emblem  or  an  angel's  mould? 
Picture  of  divine  {jerfection,  loved  by  all,  enslaved  aud  free. 
Oh,  my  heart  aud  soul's  allectiou— what  is  now  the  world  to  mef 

Home  is  silent,  dread  and  drear.  Uncle  Tom  Is  seen  to  weep; 
Topsy  lingers  near  tlie  bier,  strewing  dowers  at  thy  feet. 
Eva,  Eva,  charmiug  daughter'  smile  ui>on  me  from  above, 
i»|K;ii  wide  ihoec  gates  of  |H'arl,  bless  mo  with  thy  spotless  love! 
Little  angel,  thou  art  gone  there— filled  at  last  thy  prophecy. 
Farewell,  only  child,  forever!  what  is  now  this  world  to  lucT  " 


HAPPY    BE    THY    DREAMS. 

The  Words  and  ildisicnf  this  SonK  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.    I'ostaice  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Oh !  happy,  happy,  happy  be  tliy  dreams, 
bright  l)e  the  vision  that  before  thee  lies; 

Dreams  of  radiant  hills  and  sunlit  streams. 
Dreams  of  tlie  bright  and  blue  iiiiclouded  skies. 

Sleep,  for  thy  mother  watches  by  thy  side: 

U'er  thee,  uiiseeir,  the  watchful  spirits  glide, 

I'lire  as  tlic  star  tliat  o'er  thee  mildly  beams; 

Oh!  happy,  happy,  hatipy  be  thy  drcania, 

Happy,  happy,  happy  U)  thy  dreams. 

Oh!  happy,  happy  be  thy  path  iu  life, 
Long  still  thy  mother's  tender  love  to  share. 

Till  heaven  has  called  her  from  this  vale  of  strife. 
And  purer  bliss  succeed  to  worldly  care! 

Then,  if  the  angels  earthward  turn  their  eyes. 

She  will  watch  o'er  thee  from  the  radiant  skies. 

Sleep  while  yon  star  still  o'er  thee  mildly  l)cams; 

Oh!  happy,  happy,  happy  be  thy  dreams, 

Happy,  happy,  happy  be  thy  dreams! 


— Timid  Burglars. — Wife:  "  I  ara  sure,  John,  that  burglars  at- 
tempted to  enter  the  house  last  night."  Husband:  "You  don't 
say  sol  What  do  you  suppose  frightened  them  off?"  Wife:  "I 
think  it  must  have  been  your  snoring." 


'W>:- 
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THE    MABEL    WALTZ. 


Time- "The  Naval  WalU." 


I  Send  yoiir  name  and  add  rem  to  H.  J.  Weliman,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  Cttr.and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalogue  of  over  SOOO  Popular  Ensriish  and  Gennau 

Songs— Free.    Poeta^e  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 

I  once  did  know  a  pretty  girl,  elie  dressed  so  very  neat; 

She  used  to  run  a  sewing-niacliinc  down  in  Cliatliam  Street. 

Her  eyes  were  bright,  complexion  light,  her  cheeks  were  like  the  roee; 

She'd  a  dimple  cliTn  and  pouting  lira,  and  a  beautiful  tam-up  noee. 

I  never  can  forcet  the  night  I  met  her  at  a  ball; 

'Twas  a  fancy  nop,  a  dollar  a  head,  up  at  Irving  Hall. 

Chobds. 
She  looked  so  neat,  I  never  tlioiiglit  she  ever  would  prove  false; 
Iler  step  was  light  as  the  bonuding  fawn,  dancing  the  Mabel  Waltz. 

I  often  met  her  after  that,  of  tender  things  we  talked; 

And  every  Sunday  out  of  two  I'd  take  her  out  to  walk. 

I  bought  tier  lota  of  diamonds  at  a  dollar- jewelry  store, 

And  also  bought  her  a  new  silk  dress,  which  every  day  she  wore; 

In  buying  presents  for  that  girl,  I  oil  my  money  spent. 

Until  1  found  myself  dead-broke,  and  1  hadn't  got  a  cent.— Chorus. 

And  then  I  thought  'twas  getting  time  the  question  for  to  pop. 

I  went,  one  day,  dressed  in  my  ^st,  straight  down  to  the  shop; 

She  didn't  come;  I  asked  the  cause,  and  learned  from  one  Miss  Brown, 

My  charmer  had,  that  very  day,  just  gone  out  of  town. 

Judge  my  feelings  when  Mies  Brown  these  cruel  words  let  slip: 

*'  It's  my  opiuion  she's  gone  off  upon  her  wedding  trip."— CuoBDS. 

And  when  a  year  bad  passed  away,  at  a  window  I  did  sec 

My  fair,  but  false  one,  sitting  with  a  baby  on  her  knee. 

I  quickly  marched  into  the  house,  and,  there,  what  met  my  view  I 

'Twas  a  tall  jKiliceman,  six  feet  high,  he  was  her  husband,  too. 

lie  collared  mc,  and  then  commenced  a  series  of  assaults— 

I  never  chassezed  it  so  fast  before,  while  dancing  the  Mabel  Waltz.— Cuo. 


MR    STRAUSES    SCHOOL-DAYS. 

Adair  Welcker  [of  Berkeley,  Cal.]  In  "  Boeton  Courier." 


Vhen  I  stardfefl  oud  in  life,  vhy  I  chump  into  der  strife. 

For  I  know  I  vas  a  sordt  of  heafvy  vcight; 
I  vas  cerdaiu  dot  I  vin  cliust  so  soon  as  I  begin, 

Uiid  my  indellect  begins  to  scindel late; 
But  some  dings  dhey  foon  arise,  fill  me  full  of  great  eurbrifie, 

Und  my  goufldence  did  Bordt  of  tiesidate. 

V'licn  first  I  vent  to  school,  vhy  I  undertook  to  rule. 

So  gonfidcnt  vas  I  it  should  be  so; 
So,  mit  chips  nbon  my  shouldtcr,  I  chust  walk  around  more  bolder 

As  Nero,  Alexander,  or  der  warrior  Tsitcero; 
Und  der  little  vonee  dhey  cheer  me,  und  der  bigger  vones  dhey  fear  me, 

Dill  flghding  my  first  baddle  gomes  my  dreadful  overdhrow. 

Di'hn  der  little  vones  dhey  chump  me,  und  der  larger  vones  dhey  tump  me, 
Und  der  teacher,  too,  did  vip  me,  for  be  said  each  day  I  flghd, 

Dill  my  ears  vas  torn  asunder,  und  my  eyes  vas  blacker  under 
As  der  golor  of  der  shadow  from  der  brighd  elegdric  lighd; 

Und  der  teachers  hand  gigantic,  made  me,  vhen  I  sit,  grow  frandlc, 
Und  der  thoughdt  of  sitting  down,  it  filled  my  heart  mit  friglid. 

But  ligkc  a  town  vol's  booming,  vhen  my  fifteenth  year  vas  coming, 
I  grows  up  ligke  der  mutstard  tree,  so  suddenly  I  grow; 

Dheii  I  sees  my  first  obiuion  it  vas  righd,  und  for  dominion 
I  had  been  goiisdiduded,  as  der  odders  came  to  know. 

My  revenge  I  veil  may  crave  it,  hence  I  starded  oadt  to  have  it, 
Und  I  toogk  it  from  der  largest  to  der  smallest  in  der  row, 

Dlien  I  polished  up  my  muscle,  for  I  thought  if  in  a  tussle 

I  tump  der  teacher,  also,  dot  ]  got  a  righd  to  crow; 
But  my  growing  was  BO  weedy,  und  I  vas  so  large  already, 

I  vas  mitdrawn;  und  had  no  chance  to  have  dot  final  row. 
So  vas  saved  from  a  hiding  und  der  gonscquent  deriding 

Of  scholars  who  had  seen  me  rise  who  once  vas  down  bo  low. 


Jersey  Sam,  or  Fifty  Years  Ago. 

The  Words  and  Miisip  of  this  Sonpr  will  bo  wnt  to  any  address,  post-nnld,  on  receipt  of  10 

ceiitH.  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Soiiff a  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \Vehn)an,  130  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  caah  for  aii  our  goods. 

Oh!  I  was  born  in  Jersey,  and  of  that  I'm  going  to  sing; 
And  yet  it  seems  but  yesterday,  for  time  is  on  the  wing. 
I  went  down  to  New  Orleans,  and  there  I  fought  the  foe,' 
Along  with  Hickory  Jackson,  some  fifty  years  ago. 

Chorcs. 
For  I  am  one  of  the  olden  time,  and  may  1>e  thought  too  slow; 
For  I'm  Jersey  Sam,  the  farmer's  man,  hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah. 

I  bear  the  name  of  Samuel,  though  some  they  call  me  Sam, 
And  through  this  world  I  rove  along,  as  happy  as  I  can; 
The  world,  they  say,  has  been  improved,  but  I  should  like  to  know 
If  folks  are  any  better  now  than  fifty  years  ago.— Cuokus. 

When  I  was  young,  then  boys  were  boys,  and  went  to  bed  at  ten. 
But  now,  when  they  are  twelve  years  old,  they  think  that  they  are  men; 
|~Vou'll  hear  them  call  for  mm  and  beer,  and  smoke  cigars,  beigb-ol 
Wliat  would  our  parents  have  thought  of  that  some  fifty  years  ago.— Chorub. 

At  midnight,  too,  one  hears  yonng  men  with  husky  voices  sing 

That  "Cliampagne  Charlie"  is  their  name,  and  they  know  it's  no  Boch  thing; 

They  go  to  bed  with  a  headache,  at  least  they  tell  ub  so— 

I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing  some  fifty  years  ago.— Chorcs. 

The  women  of  the  present  time  they  cannot  draw  a  line. 
But  wear  our  hats  and  jackets,  and  appear  quite  masculine;  ,:    :,  ;^ 

They  wear  false  hair,  for  it's  the  style,  and  call  it  their  own,  yon  know,     ..-■...■;: 
But  our  girls  would  scorn  to  wear  a  wig  some  fifty  years  ago.— Chorits.  '" 


WE     DREW     HIS    CLUB     MONEY. 

Send  your  name  and  address  to  It.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row.  New  York  Wty,  and  receive 

by  retum  mail  aconiplete  Catalogue  of  over  5000  Popular  EmrUsIi  and  U«rmjui 

SouKs-Free.    Poetage  Stamp^taken  same  ascasli  for  aU  our  goods. 

Micky  Rooney  went  and  joined  ■••"/'■■ 

The  Salvation  Army  in  search  of  morality; 
Ile'd  an  illigant  lump  of  a  musical  bump. 

So  they  gave  him  a  drum  to  blow.  .  • 

He  used  to  practice  every  night 

In  au  old  back-yard  behind  the  tenement,  .  ' 

Till  his  father  bursted  the  drum  with  a  brick,  ." 

And  burstcd  Micky  with  his  toe. 

Chorus.  .'  - 

We  drew  his  club-money  this  morning. 
To  the  sexton  we  gave  warning. 
No  more  he'll  beat  the  drum,  back  again  he'll  never  come, 
And  we  drew  his  club-money  this  momiug. 

A  friend  of  mine,  who  thought  he  was  bold. 
Joined  the  rankB  of  tlie  Horse  Artillery ; 
lie  longed  for  war,  for  he'd  oft  been  told 

He'd  soon  be  captain  of  the  gang. 
One  day  he'd  got  his  mnfeket  to  his  nose. 
He  was  squinting  down  the  barrel  to  examine  the  machinery. 
When  lie  somehow  tickled  the  trigger  with  his  toes. 

And  the  gun  went  off  with  a  bang. 

Chorus. 
We  drew  his  club-money  this  morning. 
To  the  sexton  we  gave  warning; 
No  more  he'll  touch  the  tri^er,  in  the  sky  be  cute  a  figure. 
And  we  drew  his  club-money  this  morning. 

Jeremiah  Joskins  went  to  see 

Professor  Baldwin  drop  with  his  parachute; 

Jerry  was  bigoted  and  thought  that  he 

Could  do  the  trick  as  well.  - 

So  he  went  and  he  captured  an  old  umbrella. 
And  climbed  on  the  scaffold  where  his  father  was  a  laborer- 
Nobody  was  there,  so  the  poor  little  fellow 

Jumped  off— ana  down  he  fell. 

Chouits. 
We  drew  his  club-money  this  morning,  ! 

To  the  sexton  we  gave  warning. 
No  more  he'll  climb  the  scaffold,  for  big  Sunday  clothes  are  ralQed, 
And  w-e  drew  his  club-money  thiB  morning, 

;.  Brannigan,  the  "bruiser,"  had  a  big  bull-dog, 

That  was  known  all  around  for  its  ferocity; 
It  lay  in  the  corner  quiet  as  a  log. 
Looking  "  green  "  as  forty  plants. 
.    '  The  next-door  neighbor  was  a  "  fly  "  young  man. 

Also  renowned  for  his  roguish  precocity, 
lie  was  scaling  the  wall  to  steal  a  lump  of  coal. 
But  thedog  seized  him  by  '.he  '  pants '— and- 

Chorus. 
We  drew  his  club-money  this  morning, 
To  the  sexton  we  gave  warning, 
That  dog  was  short  of  meat,  so  it  tore  his  trousers'  "  seat," 
.     .  Aud  we  drew  his  club-money  this  momiug. 

Johnny  married  a  maiden  fair. 
Who  was  so  shy  and  full  of  timidity. 
So  he  vowed  the  breeches  he  would  wear. 
And  wouldn't  by  his  wife  l>e  "  bossed," 
But  as  soon  as  the  honeymoon  was  passed. 
His  wife  went  in  for  a  little  variety; 
Be  found  out  who  was  the  "  boss  "  at  last. 
When  the  tea-things  ul  his  head  she  tossed. 
Chorus. 
W^e  drew  his  club-money  this  morning,  ^ 

'       To  the  sexton  we  gave  warning,  ^ 

He  thought  he'd  try  her  mettle,  so  she  floored  him  with  a  kettle. 
And  we  drew  his  club-money  this  morning. 


—    •  "1 
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Sweet  Spirit,  Hear  My  Prayer. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sont;  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  I 
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Oh!  thou,  to  whom  this  heart  ne'er  yet 
Turned  in  anguish  or  regret. 
The  past  forgive,  the  future  spare — 
Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer. 
Oh!  leave  me  not  alone  in  grief,  , ; . 

Send  this  blighted  heart  relief- 
Send  this  blighted  heart  relief! 
Make,  thou,  my  life  thy  future  care — 
Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer! 
Ah!  make  my  life  thy  future  care- 
Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayerl 
Hear,  oh!  liear  my  prayerl 
Ah!  hear  uiy  prayer! 

Oh!  thou,  to  whom  my  ttionghte  arc  known. 
Calm,  oh!  calm  these  trembling  fears; 
Oh!  turn  away  the  world's  tDld  frown. 
And  dry  these  falling  tears. 
Oh!  leave  me  not  alone  in  grief. 
Send  this  blighted  heart  relief- 
Send  this  blighted  heart  relief !  •  -■ 
Make,  thou,  my  life  thy  future  care — . 
Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer! 
Ah!  make  my  life  thy  future  care- 
Sweet  Spirit,  hear  my  prayerl                .;.'.  , 
Hear,  oh!  hear  my  prayer! 
Ah!  bear  my  prayer!                           ..  ■    •^--- 
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THE   AKKANSAS    TRAVELLER. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rcrelpt  of  4U 
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Tliie  piece  isi  Intciuled  to  rcprceent  an  Eastern  man's  experience  anionp  the 
inhabitants  of  Arkunsai>,  ehowiiig  tlieir  liocpitality  and  the  mode  of  obtaintni; 
it.  Several  years  eiuce,  he  wan  travtUing  the  state  to  Little  Uock,  the  capital. 
In  those  days  railroads  had  not  been  heard  of,  and  tlie  stage-lines  were  limited; 
60,  nn<ler  tlie  circiinistanc-es,  he  was  ol>liged  to  travel  the  distance  on  foot.  One 
evening,  about  duxk,  he  came  across  a  small  Io|^  house,  etauding  fifteen  or 
twenty  yards  from  the  road,  and  enclosed  by  u  low  rail  fence  of  the  most  primi- 
tive (lesciiption.  In  the  doorway  sat  a  man,  playing  a  violin;  the  tune  was  the 
"then  most  popular  air  in  that  rejrion— namely,  "  The  Arkansas  Traveller."  He 
kept  repeaiiiiK  the  first  part  of  the  tuue  over  and  over  again,  as  he  could  not 
play  the  si  eond  part.  At  the  time  the  traveller  reached  the  house  it  was  rain- 
lug  very  h;ird,  and  he  w  us  anxious  to  obtain  shelter  from  the  fetorui.  The  house 
looked  "like  unyihin<;  but  a  shelter,  as  it  was  covered  with  clapboards,  and  the 
rain  was  leaking  into  every  part  of  it.  Tlie  old  man's  daughter  Sarah  a\>- 
peared  to  be  getting  supper,  while  a  small  boy  was  Betting  the  table,  and  the  old 
ladv  sat  in  the  doorway  near  her  husband,  admiring  tl|£  music. 

The  stranger  on  coming  up,  said,  "How  do  you  do? "  Tlie  mau  merely 
glanced  at  him,  and,  continuing  to  piay,  replied,  "  I  do  as  I  please." 

STKAN(.En.— How  long  have  you  been  living  here? 

Olu  M.\n.— D'ye  eee  that  mountain  thar?  Well,  that  was  thar  when  I  come 
here. 

STR.\NCiEn.— Can  I  stay  here  to-nightf 

Oli>  M.\N.— No!  ye  can't  slay  here. 

STRANtiEU.— How  long  will  it  take  me  to  get  to  the  next  tavern? 

Oil)  Man.— Well,  you'll  not  get  thar  at  allif  you  stand  ihar  fooUu'  with  mo 
all  night!     [Play*.1  » 

STKAMiEit.— Well,  how  far  do  yon  call  it  to  the  nest  taveni? 

Old  Mas.— I  reckon  its  upwards  of  some  distance.     [Plays  as  before.] 

Stkaxoeu.— I  am  very  dry— do  you  keep  any  spirits  lu  your  house? 

Oli>  JJan.— Do  you  think  my  house  is  haunted!'  They  say  thar'e  plenty  down 
in  the  giaveyurd.     [Plays  us  before.] 

STK.\.NtiKK.—  How  do  they  cross  this  river  ahead? 

« >Li)  M A.s  — The  ducks  all  swim  across.     [Plays  as  before.] 

STiiASiiEr..— How  far  is  it  to  ihe  forks  of  the  road? 

Oi.i>  Man.— I've  been  liviii'  here  nigh  on  twenty  years,  and  no  road  aiu'' 
forked  yit.     [Phi)  s  as  before.] 

STKANtiER.— Ciivc  me  some  satisfaction,  if  you  please,  sir.  Where  do<.'S  this 
road  go  to? 

OLD  Man.— Well,  it  ain't  moved  a  step  since  I've  been  here, 
befoie] 

Stuanceu.— Why  don't  yon  cover  your  house?  It  leaks. 

Old  Man.— 'Causae  it's  rainin'. 

STRAMiER.— Tlien  why  dout  jou  cover  it  when  it's  not  raining? 

Old  .Man.— "Cause  it  tlon't  leak.     [Plays  as  before.] , 

SxRAMiEU. — Why  don't  you  play  the  second  part  or  that  tune? 

Old  Max.— If  you're  a  better  player  than  1  am,  you  can  play  it  yourself.  I'll 
oring  the  fiddle  out  to  you— I  don't  want  you  in  herel  [Slranger  plays  the 
second  part  of  the  tune] 

OLD  Man.— Git  ovir  the  fence,  and  come  in  and  sit  down— I  didn't  know  you 
could  play.  You  can  board  here  if  you  want  to.  Kiel;  that  dog  off  that  stool, 
and  set  down  and  play  it  over— 1  want  to  hear  it  agin.  [Stranger  plays  the 
second  part  again.] 

OLD  Max.— Our  supper  is  ready  now;  won't  you  have  some  with  us? 

SXRANGEn. — If  you  please. 

f>LD  Max.— What  will  you  take,  tea  or  coffee? 

SxKANtiEK.- .\  cup  of  tea,  if  vou  plcasc. 

Old  Man.- Sail,  git  the  grubbin'-hoe,  and  go  dig  some  sassafras,  quick! 
[Old  man  plays  the  first  part.] 

STRAN(iEn.— (To  the  little  boy.)    Bub,  give  me  a  knife  and  fork.  If  you  please. 

i{oy.— We  hain't  got  no  knives  and  folks,  eir. 

Straxcer.— Then  give  nic  a  spoon. 

Bov.— We  hain't  got  no  spoons  neither. 

STRANtiER  — Well,  then,  how  do  you  do? 

Bov.— Tolerable,  thank  you;  how  do  you  do,  sir?  [Old  man  plays  the  flrht 
part  again.] 

The  stranger,  finding  such  poor  accommodations,  and  thinking  his  condition 
could  be  Ijeltered  by  leaving,  soon  departed,  and  at  last  sueceecled  lu  tlnding  a 
tavern,  with  belter  fare.    He  has  never  had  the  courage  to  visit  Arkansas  siuci-. 


[Plays  as 


] 


CompoHtd  by  J.  VY.  Wood.    Suiijf  by  George  Brunton. 

Little  darling,  cow  good-bye,  'tis  sad,  but  we  must  part; 
I'm  going  far  away  from  thee,  to  leave  thy  loving  heart. 
Across  the  sea  I  go  to  roam,  far  from  the  loving  ones  at  home— 
You'll  think  of  me  where'er  I  stray,  in  distant  lauds  far,  far  away. 

CuoRUs. 
You'll  think  of  me  when  I'm  away  in  distant  land.",  where'er  I  stray; 
Conic  back  to  thee,  I'll  come  to  thee,  from  distant  lauds  beyond  the  sea. 


I  Little  darling,  now  good-bye,  to  leave  it  gives  mc  pain, 

;  Bui  dry  jour  tear-droj)s,  weep  no  more,  true  love  will  bring  me  back  again. 

\  Kor  I  w  ill  he  to  thee,  my  love,  true  as  the  stars  that  shine  above — 

,  On  some  bright  day  I  will  return,  for  you  my  heart  will  ever  yearn.— Cuoias. 

Little  darling,  now  good  bye— no  tongue  can  ever  tell 
^  How  hard  it  is  to  speak  thoie  words- the  parting  words  that  .«ay  farewell; 
But,  with  your  love,  I'll  banish  care— that  day  will  dawn,  both  bright  and  fair, 
When  you  and  I,  our  trouble  o'er,  shall  meet  again  to  part  no  more.— C'uoiti's. 


*  »  » 


— Always  Wants  Sc^mething  El.se. — Old  Fogy  (reading  paper): 
"  It  says  they  weighed  anchor;  but,  confound  them,  they  don't  say 
how  much  it  ■weighed.  "What  I  want  is  facts,  but  tliese  news- 
paiKJis  never  tell  what  a  man  wants  to  know." — Boaton  Irameript. 


] 
) 

\  Little  Darling,  Now  Good-Bye. 

;  f    .                        
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Parody  on: 

HIS    FUNERAL'S    TO-MORROW. 

Words  by  T.  H.  Tooker.      V. 


'•■ 
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I'll  sing  of  Pat  McCann,  an  honest,  bard-working  man. 
Who  was  killed  while  fooling  with  a  can  of  dynamite; 

For  while  Pat  was  on  a  spree,  with  the  can  he  made  too  free, 
And  it  soon  went  oil  and  blew  him  out  of  sight. 

Chorus. 
And  his  funeral's  to-morrow,  my  poor  heart  breaks  with  sorrow- 
Now  we'll  never  more  see  Pat,  but  we've  found  his  old  high  hat. 
And  we're  going  to  bury  it  to-morrow. 

Old  Jones,  a  friend  of  mine,  a  drink  never  would  decline; 

With  the  jim-jams  every  day  bo  used  to  shake; 
But  he  died  yesterday,  in  great  agony  they  say, 

For  he  drank  a  glass  of  water  by  mistake. 

ClIOBUS. 

And  his  funeral's  to-morrow,  my  poor  heart  breaks  with  sorrow; 

Yes,  we'll  miss  his  big  red  nose,  for  he's  turned  up  bis  toes, 
And  we're  going  to  bury  him  to-morrow. 

Little  Willie  Dunn  found  his  grandpa's  old  gnn. 

And  with  it  some  noise  he  tried  to  make; 
lie  flred  it  off  once,  that's  all,  when  he  heard  the  angels  call, 

Kow  at  bia  bouse  to-night  we  bold  a  wake. 

Chorus. 

And  his  funeral's  to-morrow,  my  poor  heart  breaks  with  sorrow- 
Now  Willie  found  it  was  no  fun  to  fire  off  that  rusty  gun. 
For  we're  going  to  bury  him  to-morrow. 

A  friend  of  mine  once  said:  "Tonight  I'm  going  to  \yed 
The  prettiest  little  maiden,  I  think,  you  ever  saw  "; 

But  he  got  ill  a  fight  with  his  mother-in-law  last  night. 
And  with  him  the  old  lady  wiped  the  floor. 

Chorus. 
And  his  funeral's  to-morrow,  my  poor  heart  breaks  with  sorrow. 

For  bis  big  mother-in-law  got  an  axe  and  broke  his  jaw, 
And  we're  i^oiug  to  bury  him  to-morrow. 


BANKS    OF    SWEET    DUNDEE. 
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It  is  of  a  farmer's  daughter,  so  beautiful,  I'm  told; 

Her  purenl«  died  and  left  her  a  large  amount  in  gold; 

Slie  lived  with  lier  uncle,  the  cause  of  all  her  woe, 

13ut  you  soon  shall  liear  this  maiden  fair  did  prove  his  overthrow. 

Her  nncle  liad  a  plough-boy  young  Mary  loved  quite  well, 
.And  in  her  uucle's  garden  their  talcs  of  love  would  tell. 
There  was  a  wealthy  squire  that  oft  came  her  to  see, 
Uut  still  she  loved  her  pluugh-boy  ou  the  banks  of  sweet  Dundee. 

It  was  on  a  summer's  morning,  her  uncle  went  straightway, 

He  knocked  at  this  maiden's  door,  and  unto  her  did  say: 

"  .\ri8e,  arise!  my  pretty  maid,  and  a  lady  you  may  lie. 

For  the  squire  is  wailing  for  you  on  the  banks  of  sweet  Dundee." 

"  I  care  not  for  yonr  squires,  your  dukes  or  lords,  likewise; 
My  Willie's  eyes  ai)|H'ar  to  me  like  diamonds  in  the  skies." 
"IJegone!  unruly  female,  you  ne'er  shall  happy  be. 
For  I  intend  to  banish  William  from  the  banikS  Of  sweet  Dundee." 

Her  uncle  and  the  squire  rode  out  one  summer's  day. 

'■  Young  William  is  in  favor,"  her  nncle  he  did  say. 

"  Indeeu,  it  is  my  intention  to  tie  him  to  a  tree. 

And  then  to  bribe  u  press-gang  on  the  banks  of  sweet  Dundee." 

A  press-gang  came  to  William,  when  he  was  all  alone; 

lie  boldly  fought  for  liberty,  but  they  were  six  to  one. 

The  blood  did  tlow  in  torrents.     "  Pray,  kill  nie  now,"  said  he, 

"  For  1  will  die  for  Mary  on  the  banks  of  sweet  Dundee!  " 

This  maiden  fair,  walking,  lamenting  for  her  love. 

She  met  this  wealthy  squire  down  in  her  uucle's  grove; 

He  put  his  arms  around  her:  "Standoff!  base  man,"  said  she. 

"  You  have  scut  the  only  lad  I  loved  from  the  banks  of  sweet  Dundee! " 

He  put  his  arm  around  her,  and  tried  to  throw  her  down; 
Two  pistols  and  a  sword  she  saw  beneath  his  morning  gown; 
She  took  the  weapons  from  liiin;  his  sword  he  used  no  free; 
liut  she  did  lire,  and  shot  the  squire  on  the  banks  of  sweet  Dundee. 

Her  uncle  overheard  the  noise,  and  hastening  to  the  ground. 

Saying:  "Since  you  have  killed  the  stpiire,  I'll  give  you  your  death-wound." 

"  Stand  off!  "  then  cried  Mary,  "  undaunted  I  will  be!  " 

She  the  trigger  drew  and  her  uncle  slew  on  the  banks  of  sweet  Dundee. 

A  doctor  soon  was  sent  for— a  man  of  noted  skill— 

And  then  there  came  a  lawyer  for  liiin  to  sign  his  will; 

He  willed  his  gold  to  Mary,  who  fought  so  manfully; 

Then  be  closed  his  eyes,  no  more  to  rioe,  on  the  banics  of  sweet  Dundee. 


i 


— Paddv  O'Blarney's  Toast. — May  we  live  all  the  days  of  our 
lives — and  a  day  after. 
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Parody  on : 

A  Boy's  Best  Friend  Is  His  Mother. 


By  John  W.  WoUcr. 
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I'm  Roiiig  to  tell  you  of  a  Baying  that  is  true, 

The  8uT)ject  is  about  a  moiher-in-law; 
I  tell  you  Biie'8  a  terror  aud  elie  never  makes  an  error,       >    - 

Wlien  witli  a  dielt-pan  elie  measures  your  juw; 
She'll  puclcer  up  her  suoot  and  eay,  "  You  old  galoot. 

Advice  give  to  you  I  oujrhter;  " 
If  her  advice  you  refuse,  she'll  call  von  a  dumb  goose, 

And  say  you're  not  man  enough  for  her  daugliter. 

Cuouus. 
When  yon  come  home  at  night  she's  sure  to  raise  a  fight, 

By  hitting  you  with  a  cufturd-pie  in  the  jaw; 
Then  with  a  loaf  of  bread  she'd  bang  you  on  the  licad, 

A  man's  best  friend  is  his  mother-in-law. 

When  on  a  Saturday  night  perhaps  you  are  jolly  light. 

You'll  tell  her. the  clun  held  a  meeting, 
My  bottom  dollar  I'd  bet  that  she  would  make  you  swiat, 

Wlien  with  a  broom  she'd  give  you  a  warm  greeting. 
She'd  pull  you  through  the  door  and  with  you  wipe  the  floor, 

That's  just  the  time  her  tongue  is  loose; 
She'll  ask  you  for  your  pay,  yes,  every  Saturday, 

And  to  refuse  her  I  tell  you  it's  no  use. 

Chorus. 
For  she'd  bang  you  on  the  head  till  you  are  nearly  dead; 

If  you  strive  to  holier  murder,  you'll  get  another. 
Gentlemen,  if  you  are  wise,  take  a  fool's  advice, 

Dou't  marry  a  girl  that  hes  a  mother. 


•  >  ^  ■ 


Parody  on: 

ACROSS  THE  BRIDGE  HE  GOES. 

By  Max  Brooks.  ■'      .  .      ■ 


-    TEDDY    McGLYNN. 
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I  left  mo  ould  mother  wid  one  little  brother,  I 

And  came  to  this  country  when  scarcely  a  boy;  ( 

Aud  though  I  am  Irii^li,  and  lived  on  the  parish, 

I'm  flrst-cousin-german  to  Patrick  Malloy; 
I  came  in  a  short  breeches  thiit  ofteu  lacked  stitches— 

liad  nails  in  my  shoes  At  for  horses  to  wear; 
Ml'  mother'd  not  know  me,  but  if  you  would  show  me, 

I'd  quick  know  me  mother  aud  Dublin  of  yore— 
I'm  Teddy  McGlyuu,  from  the  lowii  of  Dublin, 

Aud  that  is  the  name  you  will  find  on  the  door.      "  • 

I've  worked  and  I've  waited,  me  bruins  I've  berated; 

I've  been  to  the  schools  and  to  Lanuigaii's  ball; 
Me  father  was  uncle  to  Kathleen  Mavourneen— 

So  I'm  proud  of  me  kindred,  me  mother  and  all; 
But  now  I'm  a  lawyer,  aud  feel  like  a  warrior; 

ril  dance  you  the  lanciers  or  jis;  if  you  call; 
I've  kept  me  shillelah,  and  own  I'm  'most  crazy 

To  see  me  ould  motlier  and  Dublin  once  more —  •, 

I'm  Teddy  McGlyiin,  from  the  town  of  Dublin, 

Aud  that  is  the  name  you  will  find  on  the  door. 

Aud  soon  I'll  be  eoin'  the  truth  to  be  knowin'. 

And  judge  for  nieself  of  ould  Irehnid's  woes; 
If  green  I  am  weariug,  the  shamrock  is  sharing 

Tlie  love  in  me  heart  for  my  country's  rei)08e;         .. 
For  light  is  now  dawning,  and  liberty's  morning  ! 

Willshed  its  warm  ray  on  ould  Ireland's  shore; 
Then  Katy  I'll  marry,  aud  no  longer  tarry — 

To  see  me  ould  mother  and  Dublin  once  more—     >  ' 
Then  Mister  McGlyun,  when  at  home  in  Dublin, 

Will  welcome  you  all  at  his  new  cabiu-door.  v    ■•, 

I've  found  many  cronies  amongst  the  Maloneys, 

And  often  drank  whiskey  wid  Plielitn  O'Toole; 
O'Uneu  and  McNielly,  and  poor  Miles  O'Reilly, 

Were  all  of  us  sprung,  when  we  wukcd  Tim  McDoal; 
In  the  finest  society,  famed  for  sobriety, 

I'm  welcomed  with  pride  at  each  Fenian  ball; 
I'll  soon  be  an  alderman  like  Jimmy  Flanagan,  .  • 

Who  lives  on  Fifth  Avenue,  as  good  as  them  all— 
I'm  Teddy  McGlyun,  from  the  town  of  Dublin, 

Aud  that  is  the  name  you  will  find  on  me  door.   ';■ 
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On  the  street  at  midnight,  while  passing  on  my  way. 

Listening  to  the  tramps  what  they  had  to  say; 

Among  them  was  an  old  man,  about  fourteen  years  of  age; 

lie  said  he  was  an  actor  and  never  worked  upon  the  stage. 

That  man  was  my  father — I  knew  him  at  first  sight — 

lie  said  he  was  hungry  and  had  a  good  appetite. 

For  breakfast  he  had  sawdust,  for  dinner  he  had  the  same. 

And  for  supper  he  gets  sawdust  and  the  same  thing  over  and  over  again. 

So  I  took  him  to  a  gin-mill  and  fed  him  on  stewed  trii>e; 

The  tears  rolled  down  the  back  of  his  neck  as  he  told  inc  to  do  right; 

I  told  him  I  was  honest  and  stole  all  I  could  find. 

He  started  off  as  if  he  was  mad  —I'm  sure  he  was  out  of  his  mind. 

I  took  him  to  the  Bowery  that  very  same  day. 

The  snow  it  was  falling  and  the  wind  blew  him  away. 

1  staru-d  to  look  for  him,  but  I  didn't  think  he  was  dead  and  gone. 

But  now  it  is  a  funny  joke,  I'll  have  to  be  in  mourn; 

I  didn't  care  for  my  father,  but  I'm  sorry  he  has  gone; 

But  what  has  made  me  happy— he  took  my  watch  along.  , 

If  any  one  should  see  him,  I  hope  you'll  let  me  know. 

His  name  I  will  tell  you— I  forgot  It— there's  his  footsteps  in  the  snow; 

Ills  face  is  full  of  wrinkles;  his  shoes  is  full  of  feet; 

His  nose  is  full  of  pimples;  his  breath  it  smells  so  sweet; 

There's  seventeen  cents  rewarded  to  the  one  that  finds  that  man. 

And  if  he  has  suicided,  he'll  have  to  rush  the  can. 

Ah!  what  is  it  you  wish,  sir?  Is  it  my  father  you  have  found; 

We  haven't  got  no  chair,  sir.  come  In  and  sit  down. 

At  last  you've  found  my  father,  now  you  must  rush  the  can; 

My  father  waan't  Jack,  the  Ripper,  but  McGlnty  was  the  man. 


•■:?■ 


KATTY    AVOURlSrEEN. 
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EVER    OF    THEE. 
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Ever  of  thee  I'm  fondly  dreaming,  • 

Thy  gentle  voice  my  spirit  can  cheer;  • .  "  • 

Thou  wert  the  star  that,  mildly  beaming, 

Shone  o'er  my  path  when  all  was  dark  and  drear. 
Still  in  my  heart  thy  form  I  cherish, 

Every  kind  thought  like  a  bird  flies  to  thee. 
Ah!  never,  till  life  or  memory  perish, 

Can  I  forget  how  dear  thou  art  to  me; 
Mom,  noon  and  night,  where'er  I  may  be,    •     , 

Fondly  I'm  dreaming  ever  of  thee. 

Ever  of  thee,  when  sad  and  lonely, 

Wand'ring  afar,  my  soul  joyed  to  dwell; 
Ah  I  then  I  felt  I  loved  thee  only, 
:■■■•'        All  seemed  to  fade  before  affection's  spell. 
Years  have  not  chill 'd  the  love  I  cherish. 

True  as  the  stars  hath  my  heart  been  to  thee.    '     , 
,  .  Ah!  never  till  life  or  memory  perish,  ■    ''    .   •  .  -  .- 

Can  I  forget  how  dear  thou  art  to  me:  ,  . , 

Mom,  noon  and  night,  where'er  I  may  be,  ...... 

Fondly  I'm  dreaming  ever  of  thee. 


'Twas  a  cold  winter's  night,  and  the  tempest  was  snarlin', 

The  snow  like  a  sheet  covered  cabiu  and  stye, 
When  Barney  flew  over  the  hills  to  his  darlin', 

Aud  tapped  at  the  window  where  Katty  did  lie. 
"  Arrah!  jewel,"  said  he,  "  are  ye  eleepiii'  or  wakiu'  ? 

The  night's  bitter  cold,  an'  my  coat  it  is  thin- 
Oh!  the  storm  'tie  a-brewin',  the  frost  it  is  l)akin*; 

Oh!  Katty  Avoumeeu,  you  must  let  me  iu." 

"Arrah!  Barney,"  cried  she,  an'  shespoke  thro'  the  window, 

"Ah!  would  j-e  be  tiiUen  me  out  of  my  bed? 
To  come  at  this  time  it's  a  sliame  and  a'sin,  too — 

It's  whiskey,  not  love,  that's  got  into  your  heiid. 
If  your  heart  it  was  true,  of  my  fame  you'd  be  tender — 

Consider  the  time,  iin'  there's  nolKxIy  in; 
Ohl  what  has  a  i>oor  i;irl  but  her  name  to  defend  hert 

No,  Barney  Avoiirueeu,  I  won't  let  you  in." 

"Ah!  cushla,"  cried  he,  "it's  my  heart  is  a  fountain 

That  weeps  for  the  wrong  it  might  lay  at  your  d(K)r; 
Your  name  is  more  white  than  the  snow  on  the  mountain. 

And  Barney  would  die  to  preserve  it  as  pure; 
I'll  go  to  my  home,  though  the  winter  winds  face  me, 

I'll  whistle  them  off,  for  I'm  happy  within; 
An'  the  words  of  my  Kathleen  will  comfort  an'  bless  me— 

"Oh!  Barney  Avourneeu,  I  won't  let  you  iu." 


THE    HARP    THAT    ONCE    THRO* 


TARA'S    HALLS. 
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The  harp  that  once  thro'  Tara's  halls  the  soul  of  music  shed, 

Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara's  walls  as  if  that  soul  had  fled. 

So  sleeps  the  pride  of  former  days,  so  glory's  thrill  is  o'er, 

And  hearts  that  once  lieat  high  for  praise  now  feel  that  pulse  no  more. 

No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright  the  harp  of  Tara  swells; 
The  chord  alone,  that  breaks  at  night,  its  tale  of  ruin  tells. 
Thus  freedom  now  but  seldom  wakes;  the  only  throb  she  gives 
Is  when  some  heart  indignant  breaks,  to  show  that  still  she  lives. 


1 


— Worse  and  Worse. — Mrs.  Browntop:  "Simon,  ibey  are  not 
satisfietl  with  sanding  the  sugar  and  watering  the  milk.  They're 
adulterating  everything."  Mr.  Browntop:  "What  have  you  dis- 
covered now,  my  dear?  "  Mrs.  Browntop:  "  Well,  this  momlBg 
I  actually  caught  the  gas-man  pouring  water  into  the  meter." 
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What's  the  Matter  with  Yoxir  Feet? 

■     ^i       !  Copyright,  18»1,  by  ScoU  WnshltiKton « Co. 
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W(>rili<  anil  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


Jiiet  a  week  ago  this  very  day  we  buried  old  McKongh; 
Sure,  he  ought  to  have  died  a  year  ago,  but  that  lie  (lidii't  do; 
Arrah,  we  all  went  to  the  fiiii'ral,  for  we'd  nowhere  elm;  to  go. 
And  1  must  confcse,  u|>oti  uiy  life,  it  was  an  awful  show; 
It  wae  M-en  that  McAually  never  rode  in  style  so  neat; 
lie  couldn't  keep  his  blesseil  boot«  down  from  off  the  seat; 
And  it  made  the  driver  fit;liting  mad,  we  saw  that  verv  well. 
And  all  along  the  street  he'd  stop  his  horses  for  to  yell: 

CuoRue. 

Ho,  ho,  there,  McAnally,  what's  the  matter  with  yonr  feet? 
Hi,  hi,  there,  McAnally,  don't  you  let  them  go  to  sleep; 
You  monkey-headed  diigoe,  lake  them  down  from  ofif  the  scat; 
Uo,  ho,  there,  McAnally,  what's  the  matter  with  your  feet? 

Soon  we  reached  the  cemetery,  which  was  on  the  river  side; 

Mac  he  said  he'd  have  the  driver's  life  that  minute  if  he  died; 

SooD  vm  he  leaped  out  from  the  carriage  we  saw  murder  iu  his  eye. 

But  the  driver  shut  the  other  just  as  soon  as  he  let  fly; 

Then  he  clinched  with  McAnally  and  he  gave  him  quick  the  foot, 

Down  they  went  together  with  an  Irish  yell  and  whoop; 

You  can  biet  that  Mac  was  '  lu  it,'  too,  he  never  touched  the  grouud. 

We  couldn't  help  but  shout  at  him  as  he  had  the  driver  down: 

Chorus. 

Do,  ho,  there,  McAnally,  what's  the  matter  with  yonr  fccf  f 
III,  ill,  there,  McAnally,  up  and  kick  him  down  the  street; 
You  lazy-looking  gossoon,  would  you  spoil  your  hands  bo  neat? 
Ho,  ho,  there,  McAnally,  what's  the  matter  with  your  feet? 

Now  the  mourners  they  did  gather  round  at  ench  a  sight  as  that. 

And  they  thought  it  was  the  native  games — no  funeral  they  were  at; 

Arrah!  they  wrestled  GrKco-Koroau  in  a  dozen  sty  lea  or  more. 

And  sorra  a  bit  they  ever  cared  for  coppers  or  the  law ; 

Now  they  fought  out  to  the  water's  edge,  the  driver  threw  Mac  in; 

He  yelled  for  us  to  "ave  him— sure,  none  of  us  could  swim; 

We  watched  him  struggling  there  awhile,  he  soon  went  out  of  sight. 

We  threw  him  bricks  and  everything,  and  yelled  with  all  our  might: 

Chorus. 
llo,  ho,  there,  McAnally,  what's  the  matter  with  your  feet? 
Hi,  hi,  there,  McAnally,  is  the  water  very  deep? 
You  crazy-splashing  dummy,  keep  your  head  from  underneath; 
Ho,  ho,  there,  McAnally,  what's  the  matter  with  your  feet? 


GARFIELD. 

I  Send  TOUT  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and/ecelre 
•;  by  return  mall  a  complete  (^italotrue  of  over  SOOO  popular  liUiulUh  andllerman 

J  Bongs— t'ree.    PustaKe  Staiups  taken  sanie at* caiUi  foriul our  sooda. 

-'  Lay  him  to  sleep,  wlioin  we  have  learnetl  to  love; 

1  "-—        Lay  him  to  sleep,  whom  we  have  learned  to  trust. 
I  No  blossom  of  nope  shall  spring  from  out  of  his  daat; 

<  No  flower  of  faith  shall  bloom  his  sod  above. 

I  Although  the  sod  by  sorrowful  hands  l>e  dressed, 

I  Although  the  dust  with  teuderest  tears  be  drenched, 

f  "A  feebler  light  succeeds  the  new  light  quenched, 

And  weaker  hands  (he  strong  hands  crossed  iu  rest. 

Oar  new,  our  untried  leader — when  he  rose. 

Though  still  old  hatreds  fed  upon  old  griefs. 

Death  or  disgrace  has  stilled  tiie  cry  of  chiefs 
Of  old  who  rallied  us  against  our  foes. 

A  soldier  of  the  camp,  we  knew  him  thus: 

No  saintly  champion,  high  above  his  kind, 

To  follow  with  devotion  mud  and  blind — 
He  fought  and  fared,  essayed  and  erred,  with  ns. 

And  so,  half-hearted,  went  we  where  he  led; 

And,  following  whither  beckoned  his  bright  blade. 
Learned  his  high  will  and  purpose  undismayed; 

And  brought  him  all  our  faith— and  fouud  him  dead. 

■■■'■'    Ib  of  the  sacred  pall,  that  once  of  yore 

Draped  Lincoln  dead,  one  mouldering  fragment  left? 
Spread  it  above  him— Knight  whoec  helm  was  cleft 
Fair  in  the  fight,  as  his  who  fell  before. 

:    As  his  who  fell  before,  his  scat  we  dress 

With  pitiful  shreds  of  black,  that  flow  and  fall 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  breeze,  whose  wail 
Prays  ua  respect  that  hallowed  emptiness. 

Ay  I  who  less  worthy  now  may  take  that  chair. 

If  our  first  martyr's  spirit  on  one  hand 

And  this  new  ghost  upon  the  other  stand, 
Saying:  Detray  thy  country  if  thou  darel 


)  — "  I.S  Put  Flannlgen  on  board  this  sliip?"  roared  Nelson,  dur- 
)  Ing  a  lull  in  the  firing  at  the  battle  of  the  Nile."  "  I'm  here,  my 
J  lord,"  said  Erin's  son,  showing  himself  on  deck.  "Then,"  said 
<the  gallant  Nelson,  looking  stUisficd,  "let  the  battle  proceed." 
<  That  story  is  Pat's. 


Such  Were  Not  Shakespeare's  Words. 


Copyright,  1890,  hjr  F.  A.  Rockar. 
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Words  Translated  from  the  Oorman  by  F.  A.  Hockar.    Music  by  Joh.  Sioly. 

Oh,  fair  and  gentle  rose,  her  lover  said, 
With  all  my  heart  I  love  thee,  sweetest  maid; 
Come,  place  your  pretty  little  hand  in  mine 
And  tell  me,  darling,  soon  I  will  be  thine. 
However  plain  our  modest  home  may  be. 
We'll  live  together  quiet,  contented,  free- 
Fur  when  our  hearta  shall  fondly  beat  as  one. 
Peaceful  and  swift  old  time  will  run,  yes,  yes. 

Chorus. 

Such  were  not  Shakespeare's  words,  these  lines  no  llyrou  wrote, 

No  genius  great  spoke  words  so  classicly; 
'TIb  but  an  honest  lad  who  to  his  love  doth  quote, 

And  yet  these  words  are  full  of  poetry. 

A  BOii  will  wander  forth  the  world  to  bcc. 
His  aged  mother  prays  on  bended  knee: 
My  dearest  boy,  thy  tioine  do  not  forsake, 
Tliy  mother's  heart  for  thee  will  surely  break; 
Ah  I  do  not  leave  the  dear  old  fatherland. 
To  lay  thy  weary  head  on  foreign  strand; 
The  forest  bird  who  roams,  finds  not  his  rest. 
But  seeks  at  eve  h:s  tiny  nest,  yes,  yea. 

ClIORUB. 

Such  were  not  Shakespeare's  words,  these  lines  no  Byron  wrote, 

No  genius  great  spoke  words  so  classiciy: 
'Tis  but  a  mother's  love,  which  to  her  child  doth  quote. 

And  yet  thette  words  are  full  of  poetry. 

A  child,  whose  mother's  life  is  near  Its  end, 

Seeks  trustingly  iu  grief  her  heavenly  friend: 

Good  Father,  don't  take  my  mama  away 

And  I  will  love  thee  better  every  day; 

Oh,  keep  her  here,  and  I  will  give  thee  all 

My  pretty  toys,  my  story-books,  my  doll; 

Yes,  I  will  give  you  all  the  pretty  things 

Which  Santa  Claus  each  Christmas  brings,  yes,  ycB. 

Chorus. 

Such  were  not  Shakest)eare'8  words,  these  lines  uo  liyron  wrote, 

No  geidus  great  spoke  words  so  cliissicly; 
'Tis  but  a  guileless  child,  who  to  her  Uod  doth  quote. 

And  yet  these  words  are  full  of  poetry. 

A  beggar  in  the  Street— worn,  aged  and  cold- 
Entreats  with  trembling  voice:  Oh,  help  the  oldl 
"  Good  friend,"  says  one  who  listens  to  his  plea. 
Not  much  I  have— I'll  share  it  though  with  thee; 
For  soon  on  ine  may  cold  and  hunger  fall. 
And  drive  me  on  sweet  charity  to  call ; 
But  there  shall  He,  to  whom  the  ravens  cry. 
Hear  me  and  help  me  lest  1  die,  yes,  yes. 

Chorus. 

Such  were  not  Shakespeare's  words,  these  liueB  no  ISyrou  wrote, 

No  genius  great  spoke  words  so  classicly; 
'Tis  but  a  generous  heart,  which  of  it«  fuitU  doth  quote, 

And  yet  these  words  are  full  of  poetry. 


^  »  »   ■ 


THE    DEEP,    BLUE    SEA. 

Th»  Word*  ami  Music  of  ttil»  SonK  wUI  be  sent  to  any  adiirfxs,  post-nald,  on  receliit  of  10  I 
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Kiiw,  New  York  City.    I'oataKe  Htainp:i  taken  oanie  as  caiih  for  all  our  Koods. 

When  the  breeze  is  softly  singing,  over  the  deep,  blue  sea, 
And  the  vesper-bell  is  ringing,  I'll  steal  away  to  thee,  to  thee, 

I'll  steal  away  to  thee— 
From  a  world  whose  iron  chain  sits  heavy  on  my  soul. 
From  many  a  weary  pain  l)eyoud  my  weak  control. 
Oil!  when  ilie  breeze  is  singing,  over  the  deep,  blue  sea. 
And  the  ves|>er-bell  is  ringing,  I'll  come  back,  my  love,  to  tlice,  to  thee. 

I'll  come,  uiy  love,  to  thee. 

Away  to  the  shining  waters,  rippling  over  the  land; 
Away  to  the  rocks  of  Coral,  along  the  moonlit  sand, 

Along,  along  the  moonlit  sand. 
The  glow  of  health  will  meet  us  on  the  sweet  evening  air. 
The  sparkling  waves  will  freet  ua  with  a  murm'riiig  welcome  there. 
OhI  when  the  breeze  is  singing,  over  the  deep,  blue  sea. 
And  the  vesjjer-bell  is  ringing,  I'll  come  back,  my  love,  to  tlice,  to  thee, 

I'll  come,  my  love,  to  thee. 


— Sure  Death. — "  Do  you  hunt,  doctor?"  "  No.  I  am  not  an 
expert  at  Laudling  a  gun."  "IJut  you  might  prescribe  for  the 
game."  


— Dora  Will  Change. — Marguerite  (seated  beside  her  aflianced 
on  a  sofa,  to  her  sister  in  adjoining  room):  "  What  is  that  you've 
just  been  playing,  Dora?"  Dora  (aged  fifteen):  "Oh,  you  and 
Clarence  ought  to  know!"  Clarence  (bravely,  but  rashly):  "Whis- 
perings of  Love,  Isn't  it?"  Dora (crushingly):  "No;  theLunatic's 
Waltz." 
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MAVGURNEEN. 

Copyright,  IStl,  by  T.  B.  Ilamu  &  Co. 
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Words  by  BarMey  OampliclL    Muitte  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlan. 


Sung  by  Wni.  J.  Sconlan  in  "  Ua-roumeen." 


Oh,  Bwect  are  the  flowers  that  bloom  in  dear  Kerry, 

And  pure  are  the  waters  that  kiss  her  dear  ehore. 
But  eweeter  and  purer,  oh,  jes,  aud  more  merry, 

le  the  (jirl  of  my  heart,  ray  own  Deelish  Asthore.  •  ■    '.  ■■ 

Mavourneen,  my  darliug,  are  you  thinking  about  me 

As  I  roam  tliin  world  over  a  stranger  to  all? 
WImtever  befall  me,  oh,  Deelish,  don't  doubt  me. 

And  Bome  day,  Mavourueen,  I'll  come  at  thy  call. 

CUORUB. 

Havourncen,  my  darling,  are  you  thinking  about  mc 
Ae  I  roam  this  world  over  a  stranger  to  all? 

Whatever  befall  mc,  oh,  Deelish,  don't  doubt  mc, 
Aud  some  day,  Mavouruecu,  I'll  come  at  thy  cull. 

The  days  are  bo  long,  and  the  nights  have  no  endinj;, 

Since  1  left  thee  and  Erin,  the  land  of  my  birlli. 
Where  the  seas  and  the  skies  they  forever  are  blending 

And  embracing  the  dearest  green  spot  ou  earth. 
If  I  were  to  die  ni  the  midst  of  the  ocean. 

And  my  l>ody,  Mavourneen,  cast  luto  the  sea, 
Where'er  you  might  be,  sure  I  have  a  notion 

'Twould  float  back,  my  darling,  to  £riu  aud  thee.— Cuonva. 


MOLLY,    O! 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Win.  J.  Scanlan  and  sung  by  hlin  in  "  Mavouruecu." 

She's  plain  Molly,  O,  simple  and  sweet;  > 

My  heart  Is  gone,  I  lay  me  at  her  feet; 

So  light  her  tread,  so  fond  her  giizc,  •    '    ■  ' 

Who  would  not  love  my  Molly,  dearT 

Clouds  are  but  sunshine,  skies  ever  clear, 

Happy  ain  I,  lads,  when  Molly  is  near; 

Heart's  fondest  echo,  love's  swet^t  refrain, 

Still  call  mo  back  U)  my  Molly  agaiD. 

Chobub.  V 

Bite's  plain  Molly,  O,  simple  and  sweet; 
She's  plain  Molly,  O— her  heart  is  love's  retreat; 
She's  j)lain  Molly,  O,  lovelv,  divine; 
Oh,  would  that  I  could  call  Molly  miuc. 

Brave  soldiers  may  war,  heroes  may  die. 

With  Molly,  dear,  the  world  I  would  defy. 

Tender  her  heart,  loving  and  true, 

Flowers  of  the  vallev  call  her  queen.       ... 

So  likclhe  lily,  BO  like  the  rose, 

Her  laugh's  like  the  sunshine  to  nature's  repose; 

Her  eycB  are  jewels,  more  rich  and  bright 

Thau  those  in  heavcu  that  Bparkic  at  uight.—Cuonus. 


THE    CHRISTMAS   TREE.      .y 
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Words  and  Musio  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlan  and  sung  by  liini  iu  "  Mavoumoeu." 

Christmas  time  is  coming,  the  little  ones  are  dad, 
Santa  Claus  will  soon  be  ucre  to  cheer  each  girl  and  lad; 
See  their  laughing  faces,  watch  each  merry  eye, 
Would  that  f  were  like  them,  happy  girl  and  boy; 
Thro' the  door  comes  grandma,  bending  low  with  age. 
Every  line  upon  her  face  speaks  to  us  of  a  page, 
Tellsallfe-longstory  of  battle,  care  and  Btrife;  . 

See  the  hu«baiid,  father,  mother,  wife. 

Chobub. 

BIng  the  bells,  ring  the  bells,  ring  the  belle  merrily, 

Christmas  is  coming,  happy  are  we; 
Bring  in  the  old  folks,  as  well  as  the  young  ones,  '     - 

To  gather  aud  sing  round  the  Christmas  tree. 

Hear  the  voice  of  hunger  that's  stifled  in  a  moan,     ,  -'       -.", 

Hear  the  cry  of  poverty,  and  still  they  cry  alone; 
Thronch  the  streets  they  wander,  ouly  ask  for  bread. 
Would  they  ne'er  were  living,  better  were  they  dead. 
Yon  with  wealth  of  pleasure,  all  the  power  of  gain, 
Think  of  these  poor  creatures,  of  their  suffering  and  pain, 
Bring  to  them  the  sunbeams,  the  kindness  of  your  heart; 
Through  Oftcb  beam  some  ray  of  joy  im^  art — Chobub. 


Raffle  for  a  Waterbury  Watch. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Scott  Washington  &  Oo.        .      ^ 
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■  .  f .        ■••  Words  and  Music  by  Harry  &  Uiller.   V'-^-X'  ;' 

We  took  two  tickets,  Dan  and  I,  last  Sunday  afternoon,  •■    * 

While  strolling  down  to  Casey's  for  a  walk,  ,.; 

To  aid  the  little  widow  of  the  late  Michael  Muldoon,  ',.'■ 

The  tickets  for  her  benefit  we  bought;  •    v 

It  was  to  be  a  raffle  for  a  Waterbury  watch. 

And  carried  by  her  husband,  that  was  Mike, 
And  the  throwing  was  to  be  at  the  house  of  Dan  Magoe, 

Eight  o'clock  the  following  Monday  night. 

CnonuB. 
There  was  throwing  there  by  Brady,  Granigan  and  Grady, 

Reilly  threw  the  highest— forty-three; 
Then  Casey  says  I'll  beat  you.    If  you  do,  he  Bays,  I'll  treat  yoa, 

But  I  hardly  think  you're  in  it,  Mike,  with  me. 

Now  Casey  threw  three  sixes  every  time  he  turned  the  box. 

And  Murphy  said,  bcdad,  that's  out  of  sight; 
Then  Reilly  says,  be  heavens,  he  can  never  have  the  watch. 

He  has  the  dices  fixed  this  blessed  night! 
"IVae  then  they  started  throwing  everything  within  their  reach. 

And  Sweeney  hollered  figlit,  aud  got  it  hard; 
Though  he  wasn't  all  to  blame,  but  he  got  it  just  the  same. 

And  they  threw  him  over  iu  the  neighbor's  yard. 

CnoRUB. 
There  was  throwing  there  by  Nolan,  Dougherty  and  DoIoD, 

Duffy  through  McCarthy  to  the  floor; 
Then  lieilly  grabbed  McGuigan,  and  some  one  took  O'Swigan, 

Aud  threw  them  out  together  through  the  door. 

The  house  was  in  disoider.  from  the  bottom  to  the  top,  .  >. . 

The  neighbors  thought  the  place  was  burning  down; 
They  all  were  throwing  something,  and,  of  course,  it  didn*t  atop 

Till  furniture  lay  broken  ou  the  ground. 
Then  some  one  threw  O'llagen  to  tlie  bottom  of  the  stairs. 

And  Casey  he  was  mad,  to  tell  the  truth,  ■. 

For  he  took  old  McElwee,  Darby  Connor  and  McGee,  ..    •.  •: 

Aud  he  threw  them  off  the  Becoud-story  roof. 

CHont's. 
There  was  throwing  there  by  llugaii,  Flaherty  and  Fagan, 

Murphy  threw  O'Keardou  down  the  well; 
Then  Dolan  grubbed  the  table,  and  some  one  threw  the  cradle. 
Then  the  coppers  threw  the  rest  into  a  cell. 
F1NA1.E. 

While  the  band  played  'Annie  I.aurie,'  and  'Down -Went  McOinty,"  too; 
Thcu  they  ran  iu  '  Annie  Kooney,'  but  they  died  ou  the  '  Ited,  White  and  Blae.' 
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STORY  OF  THE  OULD  COUNTRE. 
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Written  and  Com|>o8cd  by  Wni.  J  Scanlan  and  sung  by  him  tn  "  Mavourneen.** 

I'll  tell  yon  a  true  story  of  a  gossoon  bould  and  free. 
Who  left  his  home  in  Agliada  and  sailed  across  the  sea. 
But  he  took  a  heavy  heart  with  him,  and  many  tears  he  shed, 
As  past  Kiusale  the  distance  bid  the  ould  historic  liiil. 
Forhia  love  she  was  behind  liira,  and  his  fortune  still  to  make. 
And  Killarney's  hillB  were  dear  to  him  for  ould  time's  sake, 
And  every  day  and  every  hour  there  rolled  a  broader  sea 
Between  the  ship  that  bore  him  and  the  ould  couiitre; 
And  every  day  and  every  hour  there  rolled  a  broader  sea     j 
Betweeu  the  ship  that  bore  him  and  the  ould  couutre. 

And  when  he  reached  the  far-off  laud  he  worked  with  might  aud  main; 
He'd  sworu  to  win  a  fortune  ere  he  should  return  again; 
The  toil  was  hard,  the  days  were  long,  but,  ah,  the  hardest  part- 
No  line  or  message  ever  came  to  cheer  his  aching  heart; 
Fate  smiled  ou  him,  the  gold  rolled  in,  and  every  one  was  kind. 
But  he  never  for  a  day  forgot  the  love  he  left  behind, 
AikI  night  was  welcome,  bringing  dreams  in  which  lie  seemed  to  I>e 
With  tlie  girl  he'd  left  behind  him  iu  the  ould  couutre; 
And  night  was  welcome,  bringing  dreams  in  which  he  seemed  to  be 
VVith  tlic  girl  he'd  left  behind  him  iu  the  ould  countre. 

And  then  the  cruel  war  broke  out,  the  Irish  boy  took  hold; 

He  drew  his  sword  for  Liberty  where  once  he  worked  for  gold, 

Aud  fortune  did  not  lave  him,  fur  his  name  was  on  meti's  lipe; 

He  had  a  soldier's  fame,  his  heart  sailed  homeward  with  the  Btiips. 

He  shared  iu  many  battles  and  won  many  meeds  of  praise. 

But,  ah,  he  sickened  in  despair,  to  count  the  long,  long  daye,       .' 

And  when  the  war  was  over,  oh,  how  blithe  and  gay  was  he 

To  seek  the  girl  he  worshipped  iu  the  ould  couutre; 

And  when  the  war  was  over,  oh,  how  blithe  and  gay  was  he 

To  seek  the  girl  he  worshipped  in  the  ould  couutre. 

He  found  her  and  her  checks  were  pale,  and  tears  were  iu  her  eyCB; 
He  fouud  her,  but  her  voice  of  love  was  strangled  in  her  sighs; 
He  found  her  thus,  and  all  his  wealth,  his  glory  aud  renown. 
Were  turned  before  him  into  weights  that  dragged  his  spirits  down. 
And  then  and  there  he  swore  au  oath,  whatever  might  l)etide, 
Tliat  life,  fame,  riches,  all,  he'd  stake  to  win  her  for  his  bride. 
She  knew  him  not,  yet  love  like  hers  he  felt  could  never  be 
All  ftuencbed  in  ten  years'  absence  from  the  ould  countre; 
Slie  knew  him  not,  yet  love  like  hers  he  felt  could  never  bie 
Ail  quenched  in  ten  years'  absence  from  tke  ould  countre. 
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A    JOB    LOT. 

Additional  Words  Copyrighted,  1891,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


Th«  Word*  and  Muile  of  this  Song  will  be  xeiit  tu  any  ndilrewi,  post-paid,  on  recfl|>t  vt 
oenU;  or  this  and  aiiv  two  other  Smiths  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  \Veliiiiaii.  IW  I'ark 
Row,  New  York  City.    Postaffe  Btaiiips  taken  xaiiie  on  caxh  for  all  our  Kooda 

Writlon  and  Composed  by  Chatt.  Britchton.    Additional  Word.s  by  Harry  Miller 

I  know  I  look  a  "  maeh,'"  becauao  I've  got  'em  ou  to-night, 

They're  a  job  lot; 
The  trousers  fit  me  rather  loose,  the  coat's  a  bit  too  tight. 

They're  a  job  lot; 
Just  here  and  there  you  may  detect  a  little  spot  of  gray; 
Hut,  as  they  haven't  cost  me  much,  I  haven't  much  to  say; 
1  bought  "em  of  a  "  Sheeney  "  for  a  "  tollar,"  dow  u  tlie  buy 
They're  a  job  lot. 

Chorus. 
As  a  job  lot  they  were  cheap; 
If  the  weaUier  doesn't  chaiiRe,  they'll  keep; 
Suit  a  cabmau  in  bad  weather, 
For  the  pants  are  lined  with  leather- 
As  a  job  lot  they  are  cheap. 

Oh,  giddy  girls,  it  cricves  me  very  much  to  have  to  say. 

You're  a  job  lot; 
We  never  need  to  show  you  how  to  fling  the  cash  away. 

You're  a  job  lot; 
Perhaps  a  fellow  weds  a  girl,  and  thinks  he's  got  a  snlnt, 
But  when  he  finds  she  wears  a  wig,  and  has  recourse  to  paint. 
Thinks  he  "  I  thonuht  it  genuine,  but  now  I  find  it  ain't, 
It's  a  job  lot." 

Chords. 
Ab  a  job  lot,  girls  go  cheap; 
And  with  rage  a  chap's  inclined  to  weep 
When  she's  ugly,  tall  and  lanky. 
With  false  teeth,  and  temper  cranky. 
As  a  job  lot  she's  not  cheap. 

I  once  was  married,  for  a  dollar,  with  a  dozen  more. 

As  a  job  lot; 
The  minister  said  to  the  clerk,  aa  we  came  in  the  door. 

Here's  a  job  lot. 
Fourteen  of  us  got  very  "  tight,"  soon  as  we  got  outside. 
No  man  could  tell  which  was  his  wife,  no  matter  how  he  tried; 
I  gave  each  husband  fifty  cents,  and  bought  up  every  bride 

As  a  job  lot. 

Chorus. 


40 


•IT 


I' 


I 


■h. 


As  a  job  lot  they  were  cheap; 
But  I  didn't  calculate  their  fee 


uov  i  u.^...  ,.  v.- ...^..  ..eep; 

They  looked  careful,  staid  and  thrifty, 
But  the  youngest  one  was  fifty. 
But  as  a  job  lot  they  were  cheap. 

I  bought  a  "  safety  bicycle,"  got  guyed  by  all  the  boys, 

"Twas  a  job  lot; 
It  had  no  bell,  but  pressing  something  made  a  funny  noise, 

'Twas  a  job  lot. 
The  first  night  I  went  out  I  carromed,  with  a  miglity  bang. 
Upon  the  man  who  played  the  drum  in  some  salvation  gang; 
And  as  they  all  nmrclied  over  me,  the  sisters  sweetly  sang, 
Here's  a  job  lot. 

Chorus. 
As  a  job  lot  I  looked  cheap; 
Kags  and  Utters  bundled  in  a  heap; 
And  my  eleganl  knee-breeclies 
Wanted  qiiiie  a  lot  of  stitches. 
As  a  job  lot  they'd  go  cheap. 

I  bought  some  eggs  a  cent  apiece,  a  bargain  you'll  admit. 

Quite  a  job  lot; 
Went  in  for  chicken-raising,  and  induced  a  hen  to  sit 

On  this  job  lot. 
Some  sixteen  eggs  were  hatche<l,  a  most  unu!<i;al  thing,  I  kuow. 
And  sixteen  little  "chicks"  all  stood  before  me,  in  a  row. 
But  not  one  hen  among  them,  every  one  knew  how  to  crow. 
They're  a  job  lot. 

Chorus. 
As  a  job  lot  they  are  cheap. 
But  they  never  let  a  fellow  sleep; 
'     ■  For,  as  crowers,  they  are  "stayers," 

Bnt  they  are  no  good  as  "  layers  "• 
As  a  job  lot  they'll  go  cheap. 

The  other  night  a  pal  and  I  went  out  to  see  the  sights, 
Qnite  a  job  lot; 

We  sampled  whiskey,  champagne,  beer,  until  wc  looked  like  frighu, 

Such  a  job  lot. 
We  chummed  together  till  the  day  was  dawnini?  rosy  clear, 
A  "  copper  "  tried  to  waken  us,  his  voice  we  didn't  hear. 
He  got  us  on  our  feet,  and  to  the  station-house  did  steer. 
Such  a  job  lot. 

Chorus. 
As  a  job  lot  we  were  cheap; 
And  the  judge  he  said,  in  accents  deep, 
•' I  shall  have  to  put  the  '  snuffers ' 
On  you  pretty  pair  of  '  bluffers,' " 
As  a  job  lot  you're  not  cheap. 

The  cats  around  our  boarding-honse  make  lively  thinfcs  each  night. 

They're  a  job  lot. 
To  enterUin  the  boarders  they  begin  to  yowl  and  bite, 

They're  a  job  lot. 
The  other  day  I  got  some  dynamite,  and  on  the  fence 
I  safely  laid  it,  and  I  chuckled  in  my  joy,  inunense. 
Then  watched  'em  from  the  window  with  anxiety  lutense. 
Watched  the  job  lot. 

Cborvb. 
As  a  job  lot  now  they're  cheap; 
Of  their  tails  and  whiskers  there's  a  heap; 
They  have  now  postponed  their  howling 
And  their  everlasting  yowling— 
As  a  job  lot  they'd  go  cheap. 


I  like  to  sleep  at  night,  bat  next  to  me's  a  wedded  pair. 

They've  a  job  lot; 
They've  half-adozen  children  and  I  hear  them  everywhere. 

They're  a  job  lot. 
The  other  morn  that  father  came,  with  twinkles  in  his  eyes. 
And  told  me  that  the  night  had  brought  him  such  a  great  surprise, 
He  whisi>crcd  "  triplets  "  in  my  ear,  "'  and  each  one  of  a  size  "— 
Quite  a  job  lot. 

Caonns. 
As  a  job  lot  they  are  cheap. 
But  they  will  not  let  the  neighbors  sleep; 
They  might  do  in  the  museum  — 
People  there  might  like  to  see  'em. 
As  a  job  lot  they'd  go  cheap. 

I  read  we  have  some  splendid  ships,  bnt  my  opinion  i»— 

They're  a  job  lot; 
They'd  go  down  to  the  bottom  if  a  quib  began  to  fizz— 

They're  a  job  lot. 
We  ought  to  have  a  navy  for  the  prices  that  they  charge. 
The  peop\e  in  authority  talk  mighty  fine  and  large. 
But  half  of  them  don't  know  an  iron-clad  from  a  barge— 
They're  a  job  lot. 

Chorus. 
As  a  job  lot  they'd  go  cheap. 
But  they  cost  us  quite  a  mint  to  keep; 
With  their  boilers  old  and  rusted, 
And  their  timbers  mud-incrusted. 
As  a  job  lot  they'd  sell  cbeap. 
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Written,  Composed  and  Sung  by  Jaa.  McAvoy. 

Tlirongh  the  storm  of  life  I've  battled;  through  the  mill  of  care  and  strife 
I've  l>een  born  and  raided  a  bom— I  had  no  pudding  in  this  life; 
Some  get  milk  and  some  get  water,  some  get  roasted,  some  ^el  froze; 
When  1  ask  for  milk  or  water  honie  one  wets  me  with  a  hose. 
All  the  troubles  of  my  schooldays  centered  in  the  master's  boot; 
All  we  had  to  think  or  care  for  when  we  saw  him  was  to  scoot; 
Oftentimes  I  meet  those  playmates,  stand  in  with  them  and  their  jobs; 
Some  are  working,  some  are  loafing,  some  are  still  the  same  old  slobs. 

Chorus. 
Playmates  were  we,  little  we  thought  of  work; 
How  things  would  change  when  we'd  be  lazy  turks; 
Sweet  boyhood  days  they  used  to  give  me  a  pain; 
Playmates,  playmates,  I  wish  wc  were  all  insane. 

Very  well  I  do  remember  one  young  "  mug  "  named  Harry  Dare; 
When  the  coppers  went  to  pinch  him  Handsome  Harry  wasn't  there; 
He  had  everybody  crazy,  drove  his  uncle  Mike  to  drink; 
He's  doing  sleeping-time,  they  tell  me— ten  or  twenty  years,  I  think- 
Some  few  months  ago  I  met  him  in  a  cell  next  door  to  me 
When  I  paid  my  six  months'  rent  in  the  penitentiary; 
Years  ago  he  robbed  a  drunken  bum  that  didn't  have  a  dime. 
The  jury  found  he  wasn't  ready,  so  the  judge  he  gave  him  time. 

Chorus. 

Playmates  were  we,  played  till  we'd  get  dead-broke; 
How  quick  we  learned  to  sand-bag  some  easy  old  bloak; 
Sweet  liberty  beating  a  cattle  train; 
Playmates,  jail-birds,  I  wish  we  were  out  again. 

Always  I've  been  fat  and  lazy,  got  too  big  and  strong  to  work; 

All  the  bums  and  tramps  they  call  me  Rip  Van  Winkle's  sleeping  clerk; 

One  day  snoozing  on  a  clothes-line,  just  this  side  of  Syracuse, 

Some  one  passing  by  disturbed  me,  woke  me  from  my  gentle  snooze; 

Suddenly  iny  eyes  files  open,  all  the  flies  flies  down  my  throat; 

Chaw-mouth  Uicky,  my  old  playmate— if  it  isn't,  I'm  a  goat; 

Hick.  I  said,  you've  touched  some  "ru-bin,"  blow  yourself  for  just  one  ball; 

No,  says  be,  you  let  me  choke  one  morning  I  was  in  the  hole. 

Chorus. 
Playmates  were  wc,  no  we  never  was  working  mates; 
Litile  wc  Ihoiight  when  we  were  doing  the  Erie  freiglita 
Sweet  sixty  day,  dragging  a  ball  and  chain; 
Playmates,  playmates,  I'll  see  him  dead-broke  again. 

'Tis  but  a  few  months  ago,  boys,  I  was  eating  custard-pie, 
'T wasn't  in  the  jail  or  poor-house,  take  my  word  I  wouldn't  be; 
Tiie  last  time  I  was  in  the  poor-house,  a  year  ago  St.  Patrick's  day. 
Some  one  there  would  like  to  see  me—  in  I  went  without  delay- 
In  I  walked  behind  the  kee|>er,  walked  the  soles  all  off  my  shoes. 
Then  the  bloiik,  the  keejter  says,  'twas  chaw-month  Hicky  with  the  blues; 
Cull,  he  whisiiered,  I  have  fallen  from  a  freight-car  in  the  mud. 
For  my  cruelty  forget  me— Nix,  said  I,  you  are  no  good. 

Chorus. 
Playmates,  said  he— playmates,  said  I,  and  when 
Playmates,  says  he,  before  we  were  up  in  the  pen; 
Svvelle<l  head,  says  he— if  it  Isn't,  then  I  am  a  rube. 
Says  I,  playmate,  I  am  even;  I  am  glad  you  are  in  the  sonp. 


Not  Ilcr  Maiden  Effort. — The  widow  had  married  again.  After 
tlie  ceremony  at  tlie  churcli  tlie  widow  was  receiving  congratula- 
tions at  tlie  house.  "How  nicely  it  all  went  off,"  chattered  a; 
lady,  "  and  you  did  your  part  to  perfection."  "  Oh,  yes,"  she  said 
complacently,  "you  know  this  isn't  my  maiden  effort."— Z>e<;wY 
Fre^  Pieu. 
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THE  PICTURE  THAT  IS  TURNED 
TOWARD    THE    WALL. 


Copyrlglit,  1891,  liy  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Written,  Composed  and  Sung  by  Jas.  McAvoy, 

Far  away,  amidst  the  glamor  of  a  city  rolling-mill, 

Where  the  noise  would  set  yon  crazy  day  and  night. 
Lived  a  tender,  saacey  lassie  with  her  futlier,  Gns-bouse  Bill, 

A  man,  they  say,  would  sooner  eat  than  fight. 
The  girl  she  was  loo  lazy  for  to  work,  to  tell  the  truth, 

She  let  nothing  ever  bother  her  at  all; 
When  she  woulun't  drive  an  ice-cart,  thev  saw  it  waa  no  nae. 

So  her  father  turned  her  picture  toward  the  wall. 

Chorus. 
If  her  name  ie  ever  spolcen,  her  father  he  gets  soaking. 

And  iier  mother's  always  Joking  when  tlie  old  man  takes  a  ball; 
There's  a  son  stands  six  foot  seven,  on  the  family  he  is  living, 

And  a  picture  with  its  face  toward  the  wall. 

They  have  laid  away  her  chewing-gum  she  chawed  before  she  went; 

They  have  pawned  the  clothes  she  left  the  night  she  llew. 
And  they  never  stopped  the  growler  till  they  blew  in  every  cent. 

Next  the  mother  fell  and  broke  her  pledge  in  two; 
They  all  packed  up  a  week  ago;  they  moved  away  iu  haste; 

They've  gone  beyond  recall  to  Montreal; 
The  son  has  gone  to  work  and  now  the  family  he's  disgraced, 

Since  his  father  turned  the  picture  toward  the  wall. 

Chorus. 
If  her  name  you'd  ever  mutter  to  her  mother  or  her  brother. 

You  would  flutter  on  a  shutter,  to  the  morgue  you'd  make  a  call; 
She's  struck  a  pal  fakir  since  her  father,  that  old  bloaky. 

Turned  her  picture  with  its  face  toward  the  wali. 

She  was  stuck  to  l)c  an  actress  and  to  go  upon  the  stage, 

Everything  stood  in  her  favor  bnt  her  feet; 
She  acceptei  ten  and  railroad  fare  and  bought  a  set  of  tights. 

With  a  Creole  show  that  night  she  left  the  place; 
She's  gone  to  swet  a  first-part  chair;  she's  joined  a  yallcr  troupe 

With  that  cross-road  show  to-night  up  at  Town  Hall; 
Still  they  don't  know  where  she's  gone  to,  but  they  think  she's  in  the  Bonp, 

So  they  nailed  her  picture  faced  toward  the  wall. 

Chorus. 
There's  a  name  was  once  McGlnuis,  but  they  changed  it  round  to  Diuuis; 

There's  another  in  tlie  business  that  her  tights  don't  fit  at  all; 
There's  a  burlesque  troupe,  Barn-Storiner,  and  an  extra  old  chair-warmer. 

And  a  picture  with  its  chin  toward  the  wall. 
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HE    WAS    A    PAL    OF    MINE. 

Copyrigrht,  1891,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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^         Written,  Composed  and  Sung  by  Jas.  McAvoy. 


Ned  and  I  were  Bchool-mafes  many  moons  ago; 

We  called  him  mutton-headed  Ned  and  monkey-faced  Jo-Jo; 

He  used  to  keep  me  guessing,  I'd  wake  up  in  the  night; 

His  looks  would  haunt  me  in  my  drennis  and  make  me  screech  with  fright; 

The  same  old  pudding-face  of  Ned  slicks  to  him  like  a  friend; 

How  often  with  an  axe  I've  tried  poor  Edward's  face  to  bend; 

One  day  he  said  I  am  going  to  romp— so  fare  you  well,  old  chum, 

I  am  going  to  get  another  mug,  for  this  one's  on  the  bum. 

Chorus. 
He  was  a  pal  of  mine  when  we  were  draining  kegs; 
We  were  two  hard  workers— see  our  hands  from  pulling  sailors'  legs; 
We  worked  on  the  same  rock-pile  when  we  couldn't  pay  our  fine; 
When  Ned  got  pinched  they  pinched  me  to,  for  he  was  a  pal  of  mine. 

Years  rolled  quickly  onward,  I  hadn't  beard  from  Ned; 
I  thought  he  got  good-looking,  and  it  might  have  swelled  his  head; 
When  up  in  Iluber's  Muecuin  I  went  one  foggy  night, 
I  there  beheld  a  freak  thai  gave  the  other  monkeys  a  fright; 
The  keeper  told  us  not  to  move  and  called  the  thing  by  uame; 
We  breathed  a  trifle  easy  when  he  told  us  it  was  tame; 
He  said  the  thing  would  speak  to  us  as  soon  as  it  was  fed;  > 

It  spoke— I  recognized  the  voice  of  my  old  partner  Ned. 

Chorus. 

For  he  was  a  pal  of  mine— I  must  have  been  insane— 

1  would  rather  havea  dollar-bill  than  look  at  his  mug  again; 

Whzn  he's  smiling  his  face  folds  up  and  it  looks  like^alf-past  nine; 

Now  he's  breaking  cobbles  with  bis  cheek — be  once  was  a  pal  of  mine. 

At  last  from  good  to  better  he  went  from  bad  to  worse; 

The  broken-necked  Circassian  girl  he  touched  her  for  her  parse, 

For  the  crime  he  had  committed  he  soon  was  overtook; 

They  found  he  was  humpbacked  and  they  pinched  him  for  a  crook; 

I  saw  him  in  the  court-room  on  the  morning  he  was  caught; 

Howe  &  Hummel  wasn't  there  and  he  wasn't  in  the  court; 

The  judge  says  what's  the  name  of  it,  and  meaning  Ned,  his  blobbs. 

And  when  be  gave  him  sixty  years  I  whispered  to  Lis  slobbs: 

Chorus. 
That  be  was  a  pal  of  mine— I  am  glad  that  he  is  pinched; 
The  jury  they  were  White-Caps,  they  thought  that  he'd  soon  be  lynched; 
I  spoke  in  benalf  of  Ned— the  defence  I  made  was  fine; 
Ue^d  got  discharged  if  I  kept  still,  but  he  waa  a  pal  of  mine.   ■'-■    -■•        ':  '. 


Parody  on : 

IRISH     JUBILEE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  :! 


Send  vour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Pai-k  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  C,'atalogue  of  over  6000  Popular  English  and  Oerman 

Songrs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Written,  Composed  and  Sung  by  Jas.  McAroy. 


I've  seen  the  greatest  actors,  in  their  new  and  palmy  days. 

Received  with  grand  orations  and  presented  with  bouquets; 

I  saw  great  Booth  and  Barrett,  Mary  Anderson  and  all. 

And  all  the  leading,  shining  lights  my  memory  does  recall; 

Well,  I  swore  I'd  be  an  actor  and  upon  the  stage  I'd  act; 

My  friends  that  knew  me  also  swore  they  thought  that  I  was  cracked; 

So  I  made  my  first  appearance  at  a  benefit  to  sing. 

And  all  that  happened  I'll  relate  and  tell  you  evervthing; 

I  thought  that  I  was  in  it,  but  the  audience  I  could  see 

Their  difference  in  opinion  did  not  correspond  with  me; 

While  advancing  to  the  footlights,  as  all  other  singers  do. 

Well,  I'll  try  and  mention  all  the  stuff  the  gallery  at  me  threw: 

Piggs'  heads,  pigs'  feet,  pig-iron  and  overshoes. 

Brick-bats,  cobble-stones,  cigarettes,  tobacco-chews; 

A  kid  up  in  the  gallery  first  he  soaked  me  with  a  peanut; 

When  the  copper  he  went  to  fire  him  out  he  said  he  didn't  mean  it; 

Another  threw  a  sandwich— he  bought  it  in  a  Ijeancry — 

It  exploded  like  a  bombshell  up  against  the  scenery; 

There  were  soldiers  and  sailors,  bootblacks  and  business  men; 

They  pasted  me  with  sickly  eggs  they  got  from  some  consumptive  ben. 

My  nearest  friends  they  bought  a  box— a  dozen  jolly  fellows— 
They  kept  me  busy  dodging— throwing  canes  and  umbrellas; 
Then  a  big  head  of  cabbage  from  the  gallery  came  a-floating; 
It  struck  the  comet-player  when  the  leader  wasn't  looking; 
The  big  bass-player  they  soaked  him  with  an  iron  bludgeon; 
It  smashed  him  on  the  kisser  before  iie  had  time  to  run; 
They  made  such  an  uproar  I  couldn't  hear  the  drummer 
If  he  was  playing  '  Annie  Laurie  '  or  '  The  Last  Koee  of  Stunmer.' 

Bartenders,  car-drivers,  carpenters  and  waiters 

They  smashed  me  with  beer-mugs,  turnips  and  potatoes; 

Says  I  excuse  my  singing  I'll  recite  a  recitation; 

They  started  up  a  war-whoop  like  an  Indian  reservation; 

A  half-sucked  lemon  hit  the  man  that  played  the  clarionet; 

The  same  time  another  one  knocked  me  a  twisting  somersault; 

Then,  says  I,  the  man  that  did  it  I  think  he  is  no  gentleman. 

Before  I  said  another  word  he  soaked  me  twice  as  hard  again. 

I  stopped  my  recitation,  just  the  same  as  my  singing. 

The  gang  they  started  clapping  and  I  tried  to  do  my  winging 

As  soon  as  the  audience  in  front  I  thought  was  doiie  with  me; 

The  actors  and  stage-hands  they  said  tliey'd  have  some  fun  with  me; 

With  slap-sticks,  barrel-staves,  stuffed-clubs  and  other  props; 

Red  fire,  blue  fire,  broom  sticks  and  scrubbing-mats. 

Milk-cans,  beer-cans,  can-cans  were  firiug. 

And  friends  of  mine  that  knew  me  said  f  must  be  made  of  iron. 

I  then  had  a  stage  fright— it  frightened  the  musicians; 

I  was  ^oing  to  do  a  skirt-dance  out  wasn't  in  coudiiion; 

With  jig-shoes,  clog-shoes  and  horse-shoes  they  pelted  me; 

With  sand-bags,  pool-cues,  the  scene-shifters  welted  me; 

When  they  got  a  little  quiet  then  I  tried  to  sing  a  ballad; 

The  property-man  put  out  his  hand  and  smacked  me  with  a  mallet; 

lie  hit  me  such  a  poultice  I  was  nearly  going  under, 

And  a  reporter  told  the  manager  he  thought  I  was  a  wonder. 

There  was  nothing  only  standing-room,  for  all  the  chairs  were  broken, 

And  the  seals  <hat  were  not  taken  they  were  sent  at  me  a-floating; 

The  boys  in  the  gallery  started  ripping  up  the  railing; 

Then  I  asked  them  please  excuse  me  as  I  thought  my  voice  was  failing; 

Well,  I  made  such  a  hit,  I'll  pledge  my  word  and  honor, 

I  pleased  the  people  twice  as  well  as  James  Owen  O'Connor; 

They  drop|>ed  a  dummy  on  my  head— when  it  struck  it  knocked  me  double. 

And  I  beat  Marinella's  act  without  the  slightest  trouble. 

My  courage  then  it  failed  me,  I  was  fairly  filled  with  horzor; 

They  hollered  from  the  dressing-rooms  his  funeral's  to-morrow; 

There  were  first-part  swelters  old  enough  to  draw  a  pension- 

Wilh  pails  of  water  from  the  flies  they  bad  me  soaked  and  drenching; 

There  were  fire-eaters,  ballad-singers,  sleight-of-hand  perfoiuiers, 

Night  owls,  screech  owls,  and  thirty-five  chair-warmers; 

I  gave  imitations  of  Frank  Bush  and  Pat  Roouey; 

They  broke  a  barrel  on  my  head  and  nearly  knocked  me  looncy. 

I  sung  '  Sweet  Katie  Connor,'  yes,  and  '  Throw  Him  Down  McCloskey; 

Says  I  I'll  have  to  quiet  you,  for  my  throat  is  getting  husky; 

They  hit  me  with  a  lumber-pile— it  stunned  me  for  a  minute; 

I  could  see  the  way  they  hollered  Maggie  Cline  she  wasn't  in  It; 

I  bowed  and  thanked  the  audience  for  their  very  kind  attention; 

They  hollered  back, '  You're  out  of  sight '  and  things  I  wouldn't  mention; 

And  of  all  the  actors  on  the  stage  that  night  I  was  the  sorest; 

They  dropped  the  curtain,  then  the  audience  all  joined  iu  the  chorus: 

Refrain. 

Should  old  acquaintance  be  forgot,  it  filled  my  eyes  with  tears; 
I'll  not  forget— no,  if  I  live  for  fifteen  thousand  years; 
But,  if  ever  I  appear  again,  I'll  fool  them  all,  you  bet; 
I'll  be  prepared— I'll  get  James  Owen  O'Connor's  wire  net. 


— "  Can't  you  give  a  poor  fellow  a  lift?  *  asked  the  tramp 
"  Not  very  well;  I've  only  got  my  slippers  on,"  said  the  fanner 
"  But  if  a  little  push  will  help  you,  there  it  is."  And  he  shoved 
him  out  into  the  night. 
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Jast  8lze  mc  up,  I  am  in  It,  for  I've  got  them  on  to-night. 

They're  a  job  lot; 
The  coat  ami  veH  they  fit  too  qalck,  the  pants  arc  out  of  e>ight; 

•  They're  a  job  lot. 
In  the  day-time  there  are  e>pot8  and  Btaine  that  give  the  suit  away; 
They  didn't  coet  me  very  much,  but  etill  they  come  in  play; 
I  bouKht  them  for  a  dollar  from  a  Shecucy  down  the  bay. 
They're  a  job  lot. 

Chobcs. 

As  a  job  lot  they  were  cheap; 
If  the  weather  doesn't  chaiiRe,  they'll  keep; 
If  It  rahiB,  you  know  the  rest- 
Good-bye  coiit  and  pantw  and  vest, 
But  as  a  job  lot  they  were  cheap. 

Now,  you  naughty,  nauchty,  giddy  girls,  I  am  sorry  for  to  say 

You're  u  job  lot; 
The  more  we  see,  we  know  you're  getting  freslicr  every  day; 

You're  a  job  lot; 
YoD  CHtcli  a  mash  and  get  the  gawk  to  buy  you  beer  and  lunch; 
Yon  drink  anytliing  from  a  beer  all  the  way  to  whiskey  punch; 
if  you  were  for  sale,  you  wouldn't  bell  for  thirty  centa  a  buuch 

As  a  job  lot. 

Cuouus. 

As  a  job  lot  you'd  be  cheap, 
The  price  would  be  then  too  steep; 
The  tnith  I  am  going  to  tell  you. 
If  we  had  to  buy  and  sell  you, 
As  a  job  lot  you'd  be  cheap. 

Now  1  bought  some  eggs  for  fourteen  cents— a  bargain  yon '11  admit- 
As  a  job  lot; 
Says  I,  I'll  raise  some  chickens,  so  I  coaxeil  a  hen  to  sit 

t»n  tne  job  lot. 
For  eleven  weeks  the  faithful  hen  she  done  the  best  she  could; 
To  make  her  sit  another  week  I  hardly  think  she  would; 
Come  off  the  perch,  the  roosier  said,  the  eggs  they  can't  be  good. 
They're  a  job  lot. 

Cuonus. 
As  a  job  lot,  I  was  sold — 
The  eggs  were  four  years  old- 
Bo  the  hen  she  flew  the  coop 
To  join  the  hennery  troupe— 
As  a  job  lot  she  got  soaked. 

I  was  married  for  a  dollar,  with  a  half-a-dozen  more. 

As  a  job  lot; 
The  clerk  he  told  the  parson,  as  we  entered  at  the  door, 

Uerc's  a  job  lot; 
Then  we  all  adjourned  to  celebrate  in  a  Ixer-saloon  outside; 
Soon  no  man  could  tell  which  was  his  wife,  no  matter  how  he  tried; 
tk»  I  gave  each  husband  sixty  cents  and  bought  up  every  bride. 

As  a  job  lot. 

Chorus. 

As  a  job  lot  at  half  price, 
They  were  every  age  and  size; 
The  youngest  one  was  mine. 
And  she  was  over  ei.Kty-nine, 
And  as  a  job  lot  I  got  stuck. 


Speak  Kindly  to  Yonr  Mother. 


) 


CopyrlRht,  IIWH.  by  Isidore  ProKcr. 


The  Words  and  Mtwlc  of  thlB  Sonjj  will  lie  Rent  to  nnv  ndilri'ss.  nost  tmhl,  on  rwelpt  of  10 
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lluw.  New  York  City.    I'uittaKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  eunh  fur  all  our  K'hxIs. 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  W.  Wood. 

Speak  kindly  to  your  mother,  now  she's  old  and  gray. 

Soon  her  journey  will  be  o'er  and  she'll  pass  away; 

When  pone  you'll  sadly  miss  her— though  kind  friends  you'll  meet. 

You  will  And  no  other  iove  like  mother's  ever  sweet. 

She  has  proved  herself  to  be  a  loving  friend  to  vou; 

From  your  earliest  childhood  hours  ever  she's  been  true, 

So  remember  when  you  greet  her,  and  when  she  is  near, 

Never  speak  an  unkind  word  to  your  mother  dear. 

CUOKUS. 

Speak  kindly  to  yonr  mother,  now  she's  old  and  gray. 
Soon  her  journey  will  lie  o'er,  and  she'll  pass  riway ; 
When  gone  you'll  sadly  miss  her  when  dark  cloiidd  appear; 
Never  sjxjak  an  unkind  word  to  your  mother  dear. 

Speak  kindly  to  your  mother,  'twill  not  be  in  vain; 

Constant  is  her  precious  love,  till  dealh  it  will  remain;   ' 

Wheii  o'er  you  shadows  darken  mother  will  be  nigh 

With  counsel  sweet  to  guide  you  till  the  clouds  go  by. 

In  after  years  you  starid  licslde  an  angel  mother's  grave, 

And  watch  the  creeping  grasses,  while  blossoms  o'er  her  wave; 

Though  far  beyond  recall,  this  your  heart  will  cheer. 

You  never  gave  an  unkind  word  to  your  mother  dear. -C'lioiius. 


— The  average  barber  does  not  hesitate  to  scrape  an  acquaintance. 


Parodj  on: 

Twelve  Months  Ago  To-Night. 

CopyrlKht,  1891,  by  Ileury  J.  Wehmaii. 

t>n(l  your  name  and  a<ldreMi  to  H.  3.  Wehman,  130  I'ark  Itow,  New  York  (Ity.and  recelT( 

i>y  return  mail  a  i-unipU'te  C'ataloKOoofover  &OOUl'o|>ulur  KiikILmIi  and  (lenitan 

Soiitfs— Free.     I'ustOKe  SUmips  taken  same  aseaitlt  fur  all  uur  Kootls. 

Written,  Composed  and  Sung  by  James  SfcAvoy. 

Twelve  months  ago  this  very  night  with  loving  friends  I  sat. 

And  every  one  was  feeling  out  of  sight; 
Yes,  I've  got  it  in  my  books,  and  it's  twelve  mouths  up  to  this  date; 

I  wouldn't  be  for  Just  one  little  night. 
We  drank  to  wives  and  sweethearts,  but  our  wives  they  were  not  there, 

Hut  the  sweethearts  were,  and  they  were  feeling  right. 
"  We  won't  go  home  till  mornine  "  was  the  chorus  that  we  sung 

When  we  chased  the  duck  twelve  months  ago  to-night. 

CnoRus. 

Where  is  the  lad  that  I  met  at  the  party  f 

Where  Is  the  man  tlii^  licke<l  me  in  u  rough-and- tumble  flehtf 
Where  is  the  guy  we  iieArly  killed-  that  sung  "  Down  went  Mctlinty  ?  " 

Who  was  it  kicked  my  whiskers  off  twelve  months  ago  to-nightf 

CUORUS. 

Wlicre  is  the  man  that  night  that  borrowed  money  from  mef 
That  "Colicn'd  "  me  out  of  twenty— oh,  he  was  a  beauty  hrlghtl 

Where  is  tlie  guy  that  w-alked  off  with  my  new  silk  umbrellar 
What  was  that  game  I  went  agaiusi  twelve  months  ago  to-nighiy 

Chorus. 

Where  nrc  those  poker  fiends  that  steered  me  up  against  M 

Where  are  the  jack-pots  that  vanished  out  of  siglitf 
Where  is  the  man  that  sold  the  pools  the  day  I  bet  on  Tenulsf 

What  got  me  sore  on  Salvador  twelve  mouths  ago  to-nightl* 

CnoRus. 

Oh,  where  arc  the  jays— oh,  the  jays  that  pull  your  ankles? 

Where  is  the  fellow  that  pulle<t  my  left  and  right? 
And  where  is  my  watch—  here's  the  ticket — do  not  ask  mc: 

I  soaked  it  down  in  Simpson's  twelve  mouths  ago  to-ulgut. 

Chorus.  '■ 

Where  Is  that  bullet-girl  said  I  could  be  her  papa; 

I  saw  her  with  Kiralfy's  when  her  riotlies  were  awfnl  tight; 
And  when  I  asked  to  sec  her  home  she  said  she'd  call  a  copper; 

I  iiad  to  say,  UooU-nii;ht,  Irene,  twelve  months  ago  to-uiKiit. 

CuORUS. 

And  where  is  the  bnnco-man  shook  hands  and  called  me  PerklnsT 
That  roped  me  In  to  lilay  the  game— they  call  it  black  and  while— 

And  piloted  me  around  the  town  and  nearly  got  his  work  in, 
And  "  Coheu'd  "  mc  out  of  all  I  had  a  month  ago  to-ulghtf 

Chobits. 

Where  Is  the  gang  that  always  said  I  was  a  good  one; 

When  they  saw  me  on  my  uppers  they  let  mc  down  so  light; 
I  was  such  an  easy-going  slob— on  me  they  had  a  pudding; 

We  never  s]>eak  as  we  pass  by  since  twelve  o'clock  last  night. 

CnoRVS. 

Where  arc  the  girls  I  went  out  with  and  to  chances; 

They  said  Herman,  the  magician,  brought  them  from  the  other  side; 
For  a  month  I  bought  tliem  beer  and  lunch— two  kidney-feet  skirt-dancers; 

They'll  kick  your  hat  off  for  a  bier  after  twelve  o'clock  ut  night. 

CUORUS. 

Where  Is  my  mother-in-law?  she's  dead,  and  I'm  not  sorry; 

She  said,  my  boy,  I  am  going  to  die  and  upward  take  a  flight; 
She  said  good-bye  and  died,  and  then  the  band  playetl  "Annie  Laurie;" 

Slie  must  have  been  cremated  since  six  months  ago  to-night. 

Chorus. 

Where  is  the  wife,  boya,  I  married  on  suspicion? 

She  said,  By-by,  my  honey,  there's  no  roi>e  to  mc  tied; 
The  next  i>oor  guwk  she  gets  I  ho|)c  she'll  Iceep  him  in  condition. 

Or  we'll  be  smoking  ut  his  wake  before  St.  Patrick's  night. 

Cqorus. 

Where  arc  the  friends?  oh,  I  wonder  would  they  know  mc? 

They  pass  me  by;  they  know  me  not;  my  presence  always  slight; 
I  always  had  them  cm  my  staff— for  weeks  and  weeks  they'd  follow  me; 

They  say  my  name  is  I)iuuis  since  twelve  montiis  ago  to-night. 

Reprain. 

One  little  year  has  told  the  tale  among  our  liappy  group; 

There's  some  that's  doing  lime  in  jail  and  some  are  in  the  soup; 
There's  others  that  are  on  the  bum— in  cattle-cars  they  ride. 

Well,  we  all  got  soaked,  and  I've  been  broke  since  a  year  ago  to-ulght. 


— The  (log  may  have  his  day,  but  the  cat  certainly  takes  the  cake 
.so  far  as  the  niglit  is  concerned. 


—"  What  do  you  want?  "    "  Your  daughter's  liand."     "Can't 
do  it.     Take  her  as  a  wliolc  or  leave  her.     We  don't  do  an  instal-  > 
inent  business  here." 


—Boy  (at  grindstone):  "  Pap,  have  you  read  anything  about  the 
labor  nioveincnt?"  Old  Man:  "Well,  you  jist  git  more  labor 
movement  in  ycr  elbow,  and  we'll  git  these  axes  done  sooner." 


} 
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All  on  Account  of  the  Price. 

■,.■';■'  Copyriglit,  1891,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  ■  ■^.  .' 


Send  your  name  and  addren  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 
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8unK»— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Written,  Composed  and  Sung  by  Jus.  McAvoy. 


The  reason  I  am  Blnging  these  ditties  to-uight, 

It  is  all  on  accouDt  of  the  price; 
When  yon  hear  it  you'll  say,  ifa  'way  out  of  eight. 

For  it's  all  on  account  of  the  price. 
There  are  things  I've  wanted  I  never  yet  got. 
And  many  good  chances  I've  lost  in  a  trot; 
I  meant  well  enough  and  I'd  bought  the  wnolc  lot, 

Diit  the  truth  was  I  hadn't  the  price. 

CnoRus. 

It  was  all  on  account  of  the  price, 
^.  It  was  all  on  account  of  the  price; 
When  you  haven't  a  cent  then  what  can  yon  dot 

When  it's  all  on  account  of  the  price. 

The  parson  in  church  every  Sunday  he'll  preach- 
Well,  it's  all  on  account  of  the  price; 

In  opera,  please  tell  why  does  Putti  screech. 
It  is  all  on  account  of  the  price. 

And  why  does  our  Mary  In  Eugland  remain? 

And  why  did  Mifis  Langtry  go  over  again? 

It's  a  matter  quite  easy  for  me  to  explain  — 

Well,  it's  all  ou  account  of  the  price.  _ 

Chobub. 

Well,  It's  all  on  account  of  the  price. 
It  is  all  on  account  of  the  price; 
It's  money  thev  get  and  they're  making  a  hit,   - 
And  it's  all  on  account  of  the  price. 

Sometimes  in  a  hnrry  yon  chase  up  the  street,  s 

It  is  all  on  account  of  the  price. 
M'heii  a  stereotyped  story  a  bum  will  repeat. 

And  it's  all  on  account  of  the  price, 
Ile'll  give  you  the  gag  that  he's  a  hard-working  man; 
If  you  don't  believe  It,  just  look  at  my  hands— 
And  that's  what  he  tells  you,  as  pleading  he  stands — 

And  it's  all  on  account  of  the  price. 

Cbobus. 

Well,  it's  all  on  account  of  the  price. 
Yes,  it's  all  on  account  of  the  price; 
He'll  not  work  a  lick,  but  he'll  work  the  old  trick. 
And  it's  all  ou  account  of  the  price. 


THIS  IS  THE  TOWN  FOR  NELLIE. 


Copyright,  1801,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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The  Bong  I'll  sing  I  hope  'twill  please— to  make  it  go  I'll  try- 
It's  about  a  girl  called  Nellie,  a  maiden  awfully  fly; 
She  visited  towns  both  great  and  small;  she  traveled  near  and  far. 
But  most  of  them  were  one-night  stands  and  none  of  them  suited  ner. 
The  gal  she  hailed  from  Kankakee,  from  the  State  of  Illinois; 
The  town  it  was  not  large  enough;  she  shook  the  country  boys; 
She  took  the  train  and  started  East  and  landed  in  New  York, 
And  as  soon  as  she  struck  old  Union  Square,  to  herself  she  did  remark: 

CnoBUS. 

Well,  this  Is  the  town  for  Nellie,  this  is  the  place  for  Nell; 
I've  made  up  my  mind  to  settle  down;  I  am  sure  I  will  do  well; 
The  sights  nround  the  Morton  Ilousethey  fairly  knocked  her  silly; 
Says  slie,  Tra  la  la  le,  old  Kankakee,  oh,  this  is  the  town  for  Nellie. 

That  night  she  saw  New  York  lit  np— it  filled  her  heart  with  glee- 
She  kicked  herself  and  sorry  she  ever  was  born  in  Kankakee.  ,; 
From  Fourteenth  Street  to  Twenty-third  a  doze/i  times  she  ran,  .:• 

Looking  in  all  the  windows  like  a  jay  from  01ean;< 
Her  Chicago  feet  were  heavy,  but  her  head  and  heart  were  light; 
She  walked  all  over  the  Bowery  then  till  nine  o'clock  that  night; 
She's  clerking  tip  in  Macy's  since  she's  made  up  her  mind  to  stay: 
She's  furnished  a  flat  with  her  aunt  up-towu— now  you  could  not  club  her  away. 

Cbobcb. 
Oh,  this  Is  the  town  for  Nellie,  this  is  the  city  for  Nell; 
And  why  she  clerks  in  Macy's  I  never,  never  could  tell; 
She  says  New  York  It  beats  Chicago,  Boston,  Cin.,  or  PhiUte; 
There's  no  hayseed  on  her,  you  bet,  this  is  the  place  for  Nellie. 

She  can  tell  yon  every  street  in  town— she's  never  yet  been  lost; 

She's  always  dressed  in  the  very  best,  no  matter  what  it  costs; 

Her  aunt  sometimes  is  anxious  if  Nell  is  late  to  tea; 

But  let  her  alone  and  she'll  come  home— she  carries  her  own  night-key; 

She  takes  in  all  the  matinees  and  every  night  she  goes  to  plays, 

But  after  ten  she  never  stays  unless  she  goes  to  dine; 

Telephones  make  too  much  noise;  she  sends  her  notes  by  messencer-boy. 

And  when  she  comes  out  of  the  Hoffman  cafe  the  dudes  are  stanoing  iu  line. 

CB0RT78. 

They  say,  this  is  the  town  for  Nell,  this  place  for  Nell: 

Both  day  and  night  she's  out  of  sight— old  gal,  you're  looking  well; 

But  the  gawk  that  you  got  with  you  he's  getting  awfully  swelly. 

But,  whoever  he  is,  he  knows  his  bus.,  and  he  is  the  boy  for  Nellie.  <■■' 


A    WOMAN    IN    THE    CASE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman, 
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The  title  and  the  subject  of  the  song  I  am  going  to  sing  you. 

It  is  sure  to  be  a  woman  in  the  case; 
Should  I  mention  little  things  might  hit  you  hard  at  home  and  stiug  you 

When  a  woman's  implicated  in  the  case. 
She  mixes  in  with  everything,  as  long  as  I  rememl)er. 
From  the  first  of  January  till  the  last  day  of  Deceml)er, 
And  when  things  are  running  smooth  and  iu  the  end  you  find  a  damper. 

You  can  bet  that  there's  a  womau  in  the  case. 

Chobus. 
There's  sure  to  be  a  woman  interested 

When  they  start  to  raise  tlie  devil— how  they  raise; 
When  you  hear  a  pack  of  lies,  well,  don't  you  never  ite  surprised. 

But  you  can  gamble  there's  a  woman  in  the  case. 

If  a  man  goes  out  of  town  one  day  and  does  not  tell  his  ncighl>ors, 

Tliey  will  hint  that  there's  a  lady  in  the  case; 
You  will  never  satisfy  them  till  they  have  It  in  the  papers;    -. 

They  must  surely  have  a  woman  in  the  case.  '  ^'i-     ^ 

The  scandal  in  the  pajMjrs,  for  the  wife  if  is  sufllcient;  i. 

And  to  kicK  up  some  excitement  all  the  papers  they  are  fishing  ^' 

For  some  pretty  young  tjypewriter  pirl  to  cover  with  suspiciou. 

For  they've  got  to  ring  a  lady  lu  the  case. 

Chobus. 

And  there's  sure  to  be  a  woman  there  to  swear 

That  she  saw  you  go  in  such  and  such  a  place; 
When  you're  suing  for  divorce,  we  must  all  admit,  of  course,  ' 

That  they  will  have  to  ring  a  womau  in  the  case. 

If  your  wife  she  sits  up  with  a  club  and  waits  for  yoa  till  morning. 

Don't  forget  that  tnere's  a  woman  in  the  case; 
When  you're  coming  up  the  stairs  she  reaches  down  and  gives  yon  warning. 

Just  to  show  you  tnere's  a  woman  In  the  case; 
Then  down  the  stairs  and  after  you  around  the  yard  she's  racing. 
With  a  stick  of  wood  your  cocoanut  every  second  she  is  grazing. 
When  she  hollers  out,  you  mormon,  will  you  stop  your  chippy -chasing. 

Then  you  know  that  there's  a  woman  in  the  case. 

Chobus.  \ 

There's  a  woman  always  in  the  case  to  queer  you. 

That  is  sure  to  keep  you  guessing  in  a  maze; 
Should  you  chance  to  get  a  soaker  in  the  kisser  with  a  poker. 

Just  imagine  that  your  wife  is  in  the  case. 

Sometimes  when  you  are  sober  and  the  scripture  yon  are  reading. 

You  will  read  that  there's  a  woman  iu  the  case; 
And  when  Adam  climbed  the  apple-tree  in  the  garden  of  old  Eden, 

Oh,  it  tells  you  there's  a  woman  in  the  case; 
Adam  saw  the  apples  on  the  tree— Miss  Eva  told  him  get  'em; 
And  when  Adam  eat  the  peaches,  old  Miss  Eva  she  was  with  him; 
Yes,  we  know  they  stole  the  quinces,  but  whatever  good  it  did  'em. 

Still  Miss  Eva  was  indicted  in  the  case.  . 

CUOBUS. 

There's  a  woman  mixed  in  everything  to  do  you; 

They  know  how  to  fool  you  fifty  thousand  ways; 
If  you  want  to  have  a  pudding,  get  a  wife  and  get  a  good  one, 

Make  her  work  and  nave  a  womau  iu  the  race. 


Only  Friends  and  Nothing  More. 

Wor4s  by  Alice  Hawthorne.    Music  by  Sep.  Winner. 
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We  met  as  many  have  before,  nor  wished  nor  hoped  to  meet  again; 
Ne'er  dreaming  of  our  fate  in  store,  with  days  or  pleasure  or  or  pain. 
We  met  again  with  right  good  will,  yet  iiaused  when  parting  at  the  door. 
We  lingered  with  a  sigh,  but  still  as  only  friends  and  nothing  more; 
We  lingered  with  a  sigh,  but  still  as  only  friends  aud  nothing  more. 

Cbobus. 

'  We  met  as  many  oft  have  met,  and  just  as  others  have  before; 
We  met  from  time  to  time,  and  yet  as  ouly  friends  and  nothing  more. 

We  sat  upon  the  trellised  porch  full  many  an  eve  and  pleasant  day, 
In  cloud  and  sucshiuc  off  and  oft,  to  wile  the  happy  hours  away. 
The  fleeting  moments  came  and  went,  till  months  were  numl>ered  by  the 
And  still  our  passing  days  were  spent  as  only  friends  and  nothing  more; 
Aud  still  our  passing  days  were  spent  as  only  friends  and  uothing  more. 


( 
( 

r 


le  score,  ( 
'.— Cho.  > 


— Here  to-day  and  gone  to-morrow — the  man  who  borrows  a 
five-dollar  bill  from  you.        . 


—Ethel:  "Johnnie,  if 
mamma  will  whip  you." 
down  enough  I'll  get  so  tough  it  won't  hurt 


you  slide  down 
Little  Johnnie: 


the  banisters  again, 
"  Yes,  but  if  1  slide 


— Husband:  "Am  I  never  to  have  my  own  way?"  Wife: 
"  Certainly,  my  dove;  when  we  are  both  agreed  you  can  have 
your  way,  and  when  we  differ  I'll  have  mine." 
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■Whatever  I  Tell  You  It  Goes. 
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I 


It  is  seldom  T  speak,  and  whenever  I  do 

You  can  bet  your  sweet  life  that  it  noes; 
And  whenever  I  eing  you  will  hear  something  new — 

Now  mark  what  1  tell  you  It  goes. 
What  little  there  is  of  this  song  it  is  right; 
If  I  do  !«hock  jour  feeling,  "twill  he  very  light. 
But  I'll  pledge  you  my  word  I  won't  shock  you  to-night, 

And  whatever  1  tell  you  it  goes. 

Chorus. 
You  can  make  np  your  mind  that  it  goes. 
You  can  make  up  ypur  mind  that  it  goes; 
You  will  quickly  admit  that  the  song  is  a  hit. 
And  you'll  And  what  I  tell  you  it  go«a. 

A  tout  on  the  track  he  will  give  you  a  tip. 

And  he  says  what  I  tell  you  it  goes; 
He'll  watch  if  you  win  and  he  won't  let  you  slip. 

Just  rememlier  what  I  tell  you  goes. 
He  knows  all  the  winners  from  Soda  to  Dock; 
Hell  swear  he  got  tips  from  McLaughlin,  the  jock; 
You're  a  sucker  if  in  him  you  take  any  stock— 

You  can  bet  your  good  coiu  that  it  goes. 

Chorus. 

Just  wait  till  they  start  and  it  goes. 
He'll  be  left  at  the  post,  and  that  goes; 
If  you  lose  and  you'te  out,  you  won't  see  Mr.  Tout; 
I'm  calling  the  turns,  and  it  goes. 

Yon  nuut  watch  your  new  silk  umbrella  in  church; 

You'll  think  it  is  safe,  but  it  goes; 
Tli<-y'll  ring  in  an  old  one  that's  not  worth  half  as  much- 

Kememt^T  what  1  tell  you  goes. 
They're  sorry,  but  never  a  new  one  they'll  get; 
No  new  umbrella  you  haven't  got  yet; 
Some  pious  old  deacon  has  nailed  it,  you  bet — 

They've  got  two  of  mine  and  it  goes. 

Chorus. 
It  mictit  be  a  mistake  and  it  goes; 
Now  maybe  I  am  wrong,  but  it  goes; 
I'll  not  go  again  any  Sunday  it  rains. 
If  it  snows  or  it  biows,  and  that  goes. 

Old,  bald-headed  men  in  the  front  seats  they'll  seat- 
There  are  lots  here  to-night,  and  it  goes; 

If  they  hadn't  no  railing  there,  where  would  they  get— 
They'd  be  climbing  up  here,  and  that  goes. 

They  can  «it  where  they  please  for  to  witness  the  sights; 

I  envy  no  man  of  his  privilege  or  rights; 

Bui  should  they  see  a  lady  appearing  in  tights. 
They  gel  plum  off  their  noodle— that  goes. 

Chorus. 
Yon  can  see  for  yourself,  and  that  goes; 
It's  a  true  and  old  saying,  it  goes. 
They  don't  care  a  hair,  for  there's  no  hair  np  there. 
But  he  wants  a  front  thair— that  goes. 

If  you  have  any  trouble  or  family  affairs, 

Kighl  into  the  Journal  it  kjoes; 
They'll  fix  all  troubles  with  ideas  of  their's— 

If  they  say  it's  divorce,  well  it  goes. 
It's  pretty  Mins  So  and  So  sues  for  divorce— 
They  say  thai  she's  pn-tty-  too  jolly,  of  course. 
If  she's  homely  as  sin  anil  built  like  a  tnick-horee, 

She's  pretty,  they  say,  and  it  goes. 

ClIORfS. 

If  reporter?  they  s;iy  so-  it  goes; 
If  he's  a  reporter,  hV  knows 
If  he'd  cut  out  the  pretty  and  print  the  plain  truth 
And  say  old  pudding-faces— that  goes. 


The  Little  Old  Seven  a  Week. 
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LOVE    WILL    FIND    ITS    OWN. 
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The  light  of  day  is  dim  and  low;  sweet  dreams  of  joy  nowcnmc  and  go; 

Tliey  bring  the  time  you  loved  me  s-o-  ah!  do  you  now  forget? 
The  ligiit  of  love  is  burning  clear,  though  nil  alone  I  linger  here; 

I'j  thought  ouce  more  you  bless  and  cTieer,  for,  oh,  my  heart  it  whispers  yet: 

Refrain. 

"  Love  will  find  its  own  again  at  last; 

And  all  our  lives  have  known  of  i>Hin  ho  past; 

What  though  the  years  iiave  brought  their  tears, 

Yet  love  will  find  its  own  at  last; 
Take  heart,  my  sweet,  we  yet  shall  meet. 

For  love  will  find  its  owu  at  last." 

When  hearts  are  one  and  paths  are  two,  dear  hopes  depart  like  morning  dew; 

For  plighted  ("ouls  that  old  iidieu,  love's  star  can  never  set; 
The  brooks  will  find  the  distant  sea,  though  on  their  way  they  parted  be; 

True  hearts  will  meet  eternally,  for,  oh,  my  heart,  it  whispers  yet:-  Kefrain. 


'Tls  a  mystery  to  know  just  how  some  people  live 

On  a  salary  of  seven  a  week; 
How  they  do  it  so  regular  'tis  bard  to  believe, 

On  the  wages  of  seven  per  week; 
Everything  that  they  wear  all  appears  to  be  new; 
There's  some  legerdemain— that's  )>etweeu  me  and  yoa— 
But  it's  funny  to  me  what  sane  things  they  will  do 

Ou  that  little  old  seven  a  week. 

Chorus. 

On  that  little  old  seven  big  dollars 

Of  the  poor  dry-gooils  clerk  1  will  speak; 

I  will  solemnly  swear  they  look  like  miUionairefl 

Ou  that  little  old  seven  per  week. 

There's  the  widow  that  goes  out  a-sew!ng  each  day 

For  her  little  old  seven  a  week. 
And  still  she  insists,  and  will  positively  swear, 

Thiit  she  only  gets  seven  a  week. 
Her  husband  is  dead  only  but  a  short  year; 
ller  deep  crape  and  mourning  does  soon  disappear; 
boon  she  dresses  like  a  queen,  with  big  sparks  in  her  ears, 

Ou  that  little  old  seven  a  week. 

Chorus. 
On  her  seven  big  silvers  a  week. 
And  with  powder  and  paint  ou  her  cheek, 
Still  she  dresses  quite  fine,  and  she's  right  np  In  line 
On  her  little  old  seven  a  week. 

Now  the  single  young  man's  to  be  married  quite  bood — 

Well,  his  salary  is  seven  a  week; 
But  what  will  be  do  when  he  whistles  this  tune 

Of  the  little  old  seven  per  week. 
When  he  says  that  word  "Yes  "  he'll  be  sorry  he  spoke; 
He'll  soon  look  like  a  tramp,  when  his  clothes  are  in  soak, 
When  he  drops  from  a  dude  to  a  tough-iookiug  bloak 

Ou  his  seven  "  Pea  Astors  "  a  week. 

Chorus. 

On  his  poor  little  seven  a  week. 

When  be  looks  like  a  inuseum  freak; 

And  where  will  he  land  with  six  kids  on  his  hands 

When  the  limit  is  seven  per  week. 

There's  the  girl  that  trims  bats  in  a  millinery  store. 

Her  salary  is  seven  a  week; 
But,  the  way  it  appears,  I  am  sure  she  gets  more 

Than  that  small  sum  of  seven  per  week. 
To  parties  and  balls  she'll  stay  out  very  late; 
She  gets  only  seven,  but  knows  more  than  eight; 
She  can  beat  any  girl  drinking  beer  in  the  State 

Ou  some  dude's  liiile  seven  a  week. 

Chorus. 
On  her  little  old  seven  a  week. 
However  she  does  it  she's  slick; 
Her  board  and  her  washing  cost  twelve  and  a  half. 
And  she  only  gets  seven  per  week. 


MY    BRAND    NEW    T'SHOVEL. 

By  C.  K.  Duckstader. 
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centK;  or  this  and  any  two  other  f^ongii  for  Une  l>ollar,by  ll.  J.  Wehman,  I3U  Park 

Kow,  Kew  York  City.    I'ostoge  HUtnipK  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Down 
'Twns 
Arrah 

Is 
Is  my 
Is  my 
Arrah 

Js 
Is  my 
Is  my 


on  the  dock  they  had  a  row, 

all  on  hoard  of  a  canal  scow; 

!  jolly  sailors,  come  tell  me  true, 

my  brand  new  t'shovel, 

brand  new  t'shovel  on  board  wid  yon-ou-ouf 

brand  new  t'shovel  on  board  wid  youf 

!  jolly  sailors,  come  tell  me  true, 

my  brand  new  t'shovel, 

brand  new  t'shovel  on  board  wid  you-oa-on, 

brand  new  t'shovel  on  board  wid  you? 


Oh,  the  captain  on  tlie  deck  he  stood; 

He  was  covered  all  over  wid  dirt  and  mud; 

Airab!  jolly  sailor.  I  tell  you  true, 

I'udily  Clancy  broke, 
Paddy  Clancy  broke  your  brand  new  t'shovel  In  two-oa-oa, 
l'a<idy  Clancy  broke  your  brand  new  t'shovel  in  two; 
Arrah!  jolly  sailor,  I  tell  you  true, 

Paddy  Clancy  broke, 
I'liddy  Clancy  broke  your  brand  new  t'shovel  in  two-oa-on, 
Paddy  Clancy  broke  your  brand  new  t'shovel  in  two. 


—A  Boarding- 1  louse  Problem. — To  be  able  on  beef  Lash  to  beef 
hash  on  able. 

— Ovorlieard. — The  following  was  overheard  at  a  picnic  in  a 
shady  iiookr    "  Darling,  there's  a  bug  crawling  down  my  back,  so 
lot  CO  of  your  hand  till 


I'll  have  to 
angry,  dear, 


go  of  your  hand  till  I  «atch  it.    You  won't  be 


'■' 


«i 


•■t^^'l'l^<J>«IM' 


I  rflHfcifc'mnr  -   iirtmnif      ■Ttitir-'-r-nur— totAfj 
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THE    BOARDING-HOUSE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 

Send  your  name  and  addrewi  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalofrae  of  over  SOOOfopular  KnKllsh  and  Giennan 

Hougs— t'ree.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 

Written,  Composed  ond  Sung  by  Jas.  UcAvoy. 

We've  ROt  a  room  In  a  boardlng-honee  too  email  to  wash  your  face; 
We're  too  lazy  for  to  leave  it  for  to  get  another  place; 
We  never  eec  a  chanil>cr-mai(l  from  morninK  until  night. 
And  the  landlord,  too,  thiit  keepB  it  he  is  a  ocaiity  bright; 

There's  14,000  rats  and  19,000  cats  come  in  and  out  as  often  as  they  please; 
They  play  hide-and-seek  and  tug  round  the  wood-shed  for  a  gag; 

Every  one  of  them  has  buuious  on  his  kuees. 

CnoncB. 
Thronfeh  the  hallway  the  tom-cats  flicker. 
Where  they  scratch  and  flght  and  weep; 

And  the  landlord's  wife,  the  kicker,  she  won't  let  no  one  sleep; 
When  the  daughter  sings  the  boarders  they  yell,  come  off  the  perch; 
When  she  sings  that  chestnut  called  "  Comrades  "  they  tell  her  go  to  church- 
There  are  thirteen  boarders  In  one  room;  they  sleep  on  two  b<d-slats; 
Tliey're  all  barefooted,  for  they  threw  their  boots  and  sliocs  tit  cats; 
The  porter's  always  full  of  ale;  they  nee  him  for  night-clerk; 
lie  lost  his  sight  one  foggy  night  a-looking  after  work. 
The  landlord's  dauphter.  Floss,  her  face  is  full  of  Irish  moss. 

With  lier  fellow  Jn  the  parlor  starts  a  flght; 
The  Iwarders  jump  like  aju-s  and  fly  down  the  flre-escapcs. 
And  ou  the  sidewalk  yell  till  broad  daylight 

Chorus. 
Twinkling  stars  are  laughing  at  us,  for  we  are  not  dressed; 
They  holler  to  a  half-starved  boarder: 
Chuck  me  down  my  punts  and  vest. 

The  cook  she  tries  to  run  the  place;  she  makes  an  awfnl  bluff; 

Slie  has  a  cheese-knife  in  her  liand  to  make  us  think  she's  tough. 

We  get  l>eane  that  are  thirty-flve  years  old,  blue-molded  mu^sh  and  buns; 

The  regular  boarders  look  to  me  like  walking-skeletons; 

If  you'd  ever  mention  pie,  they'd  all  take  sick  and  die; 

'Twould  insult  them  if  they'd  get  a  decent  meal; 

The  steak  is  tough  as  leather,  and,  when  they  get  U^ether 

In  an  oi>erated  cliorus  bow  they  squeal. 

CHOBua. 
No  soup— then  we  don't  get  any; 

Don't  touch  the  cheesy— they  let  it  lay  there; 
And  as  soon  as  they  all  smell  the  butter— 

Ah,  there!  cover  it  and  stay  there. 

There's  a  couple  sleeps  next  door  to  me — oh,  how  they  scrap  and  flght; 

I'd  give  a  dollar-bill  to  sec  their  faces  in  daylight; 

They  fight  four  hours  every  night,  ten  minutes  to  each  round — 

At  the  win<I-up  you  would  fairly  thii:k  the  house  was  falling  down. 

The  wife  she  goes  to  bed  with  cracked  ice  on  her  head; 

The  husband  shoves  his  eye  back  into  place. 
When  1  try  to  close  my  eyes,  in  walks  a  gang  of  flics 

And  help  the  'equitoes  chew  the  whiskers  off  my  face. 

Chorus. 

And  how  the  flies  and  'squitocs  come  early  there  to  chewt 

I'd  give  a  million  dollars  to  sleep  an  hour  or  two; 

We  are  ossified  already— we  are  huufery— now  we'll  ston. 

If  \\c  board  there  one  week  longer,  we'll  both  die  etauaing  up. 


DOWN    IN    THE    CO'N    FIEL'. 


C't)|'y  righted. 


Used  by  permlnnlon.    The  miiHtr  net  to  tlie8e  words  Is  published  by 
Oli\'er  Oiteun  Company,  IkHitun. 


The  Words  ond  MukIc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addretw,  iHM4rnald,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Bongs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kuw,  New  York  City.    I'ostago  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

By  Will  S.  Hay& 


I  see  dc  black  smoke  rollin'  high, 

'Way  down  yonder  In  de  corn-field; 
Dat  boat  am  comin'  by  and  by, 

'Way  down  yonder  in  de  corn-field; 
I  hear  dem  engines  belchin'  steam; 
81i«'s  a-comiu" whoopin'  up  de  stream; 
She's  gettiu'  warm  w'hen  de  whistles  scream, 

'Way  down  -onder  in  de  corn-field— Den 

CUORU8. 

Hanna  wake  me  airly  in  de  morn, 
I'm  a-gwlne  down  yonder  to  de  shuckin'  ob  de  com; 
I'll  ncnber  come  home  till  I  hear  de  dinner-horn 
From  'way  down  yonder  in  de  corn-field. 

I  hoc  de  com  to  de  end  of  the  row, 

'Way  down  yonder  in  de  corn-flcid; 
When  you  get  to  the  fence  den  lay  down  your  hoe, 

'Way  down  yonder  in  de  corn-field ; 
Get  on  de  fence  an' you'll  see  her  come; 
Dem  big  wheels  filliii'  de  ribber  wid  foam; 
It's  de  liaUm  Jiovge,  an'  she's  gwine  home, 

•Way  down  yonder  in  de  corn-field— Den— Chords. 

Dem  Anchor  Line  boats  am  fast  an'  fine, 

'Way  down  yondtr  in  de  corn-field; 
But  liixby's  boat  am  de  boss  ob  de  line, 

'Way  down  yonder  in  de  cornfield; 
Look  at  de  smoke  and  de  steam  she  make; 
Catch  all  de  fast  boats — gib  'em  de  shake; 
No  use  talkin',  for  she  calls  for  de  cake,  ., 

'W'ay  down  yonder  in  de  corn-field- Den — Chobus. 


Parody  ont 

MARY    AND    JOHN. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Henry  i.  Wehman. 


Send  your  nanu>and  address  to  IT.  J.  Wehman,  190  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  cuin|ilete Catalogue  of  overSOOO  Popular  KngUsh  and  German 

Bongs— ifVee.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  foi  all  our  gooda. 


Written,  Composed  and  Sung  by  Jas,  HcAvoy. 

Miiry  and  John  for  eight  or  nine  seasons  were  courting, 

Chinned  one  fine  day  in  the  rain  till  they  got  wringing  wet; 
John  said  to  Mamie  he'd  wed  her  if  she  could  support  him; 

Then  Mary  replied,  have  you  rooms  in  your  attic  to  letf 
John  told  her  no,  then  up  went  the  nose  of  sweet  Mary; 

It  went  up  so  high  that  she  caught  a  whole  face  full  of  rain; 
Then  John  saw  that  Mamie  was  getting  too  local  and  airy. 

And  the  way  Mamie  started  to  roast  him  it  gave  him  a  pain. 

Chorus. 
I  won't  bo  your  wife,  says  Mary;  wait  till  you're  asked,  says  John; 
And  if  you  were  my  husband,  says  Mary;  I'd  get  a  divorce,  says  John; 
Tlie  presents  I  promised,  return  them — don't  pawn  them,  remember,  says  he; 
If  you  have,  Mary,  make  preparations  for  a  fight  to  a  finish  with  me. 

Mary  turned  round  to  roast  him— alael  but  she  couldn't; 

Iler  jaw  once  was  sprained,  and  her  mouth  wouldn't  work  for  a  cent; 
John  laughed,  and  said  if  you  loose  me,  you're  loosing  a  pudding; 

It  near  broke  her  heart— well  it  didn't  quite  break,  but  it  bent. 
In  silence  they  stood,  when  Mary  spoke  out  and  said  nothing; 

John  said  the  same,  and.  he  meant  every  word  of  it,  loo; 
Mame  spoke  in  Dutch,  saying,  I'll  try  him  and  see  if  he's  bluffey; 

The  pet  names  she  called  him  I  ouly  remember  a  few. 


Chorus. 
Well,  am  I  to  go?  says  Mary;  Go  eiraight  where  I  said,  says  John; 
I'll  see  you  there  first,  says  Mary;  it's  a  little  too  warm,  says  John; 
You'll  marry  me,  John,  or  I'll  sue  you— well,  if  married  we  should  be,  eaj-e  he. 
You'll  do  scrubbing  and  washing,  dear  Mary,  to  get  cigarette  money  for  me. 


Mamie  stopped  to  think  is  it  best  for  to  lick  him  or  love  him; 

John  tamed  and  smiled;  then  their  two  pudding  faces  did  meet; 
They  thenclinched  and  kissed  and  renewed  tlielreweet  loving  anddoving; 

John  blushed  and  sighed  and  kneeling  at  sweet  Mary's  feet; 
All  then  was  fixed,  and  vowing  whatever  might  happen,  _. 

All  was  forgot,  and  Mary  then  pulled  down  her  nosi'; 
They  both  pledged  their  word  there'd  be  no  more  kicking  or  scrapping; 

Then  John  says,  remember  whatever  I  tell  you  it  goes. 

Chorus. 

Then  Mary  she  cuddletl  her  darling  and  says,  how  I  love  yon,  John; 

Get  off  my  feet,  dear  Mary,  you  Btepj)cd  on  tliat  big  soft  corn. 

HaysMary,  I'll  work  and  sup{K)rt  you.    It's  the  best  news,  says  John,  I've  heard; 

The  last  tiling  that  John  says  to  Mary,  I  hope  that  you'll  stick  to  your  word. 


Mother's  Picture  on  the  WalL 

Copyright,  1891,  by  (Tlias.  F.  Pidgin. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  poHt-pald,  on  receipt  of  i 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  l>ollar,  by  H  i-  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow.  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods- 


Words  by  Chas.  F.  Pidgin.    Music  by  Louis  Weller. 


Whose  heart  will  not  with  rapture  thrill 
When  boyhood's  days  come  to  his  mind? 

Look  o'er  your  life,  your  eyes  will  fill 
When  you  recall  your  mother  kind; 

Thrice  fortunate  if  she  yet  lives; 
Can  still  caress  her  darling  boy; 

No  sweeter  pleasures  fortune  gives 
I     Thau  mother's  love  and  motner'e  Joy. 

1  ItEFRAIN. 

If  she  has  gone  to  heaven  above, 
j  Iler  mcra'ry  still  you  fondly  love, 
I         And  nought  at  home  more  ioys  recall 

Thau  mother's  picture  on  the  wall. 

You  may  become  a  soldier  great. 

As  admiral  command  a  fleet; 
A  ruler  be  in  halts  of  state. 

Your  name  with  cheers  the  people  greet; 
You  may  succeed  and  wealthy  grow; 

The  world's  delights  your  own  may  be; 
A  joy  supreme  you  then  will  know 

If  she  your  great  success  can  see.— Refuaih. 

Be  poor  or  rich,  be  low  or  great, 

A  mother's  love  is  steadfast,  tme; 
'TIS  not  your  rank,  nor  your  estate. 

She  loves,  the  love  is  all  for  you; 
So  treasure  her  while  life  remains— 

A  good  son  be,  'twill  please  her  best. 
And  count  the  greatest  of  your  gains. 

You've  had  a  chance  to  love  attest.— Retraih. 


—Jones's  Ambition.— " Hal  Carpentering,  Jones?"  "Yes,  I'm 
building  a  hen-coop."     "  What!  are  you  going  to  keep  hens?  "   "I 
am."    '*  I  thought  you  always  liated  liens?"   "  So  I  have  and  do  ' 
hate  'em;  but  my  neiglibor  Smith  swears  he'll  have  a  prettier  gar- 
den tlian  mine  this  summer,  and  I'm  boimd  he  sha'nt." 
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THERE'S  NO  DECEPTION  THERE,  v  SUNG-RY    MAN    PROM    CAMDEN. 


Written  tmil  Composed  by  Felix  McGlcnnon. 


I  The  Word*  and  Huaie  nt  this  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  addre:*,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

oenta;  or  this  and  any  two  other  S<inKa  fur  One  IKillor,  l>y  If.  J.  \Vehman,  130  I'aric 

Kow.  New  York  City,    rueta^^e  Stainpe  talcen  luuiio  aacash  for  all  our  kooU*. 


TItia  world's  made  up  of  frauds  and  shams. 
Yea  really  can't  deny  It,  you  know  it; 

Every  one  tells  me  little  fibs  and  crams, 
(iood  old  Anniiias-likc  they  go  it. 

There's  little  Mios  Frim  pot  a  rcKl,  rod  nose- 
How  was  it  caused  is  the  question; 

Ask  Miss  Prim,  site  will  tell  you,  with  a  sigh, 
It's  all  tlirougti  indigestion. 

Cnonus. 
But  there's  no  deception  thci^-no  deception  there- 
It  isn't  indigestion,  that  I'll  sitear;  good  "  Old  Tom  "  has  been  there. 

There's  Mr.  Meek,  Just  two  yeai*  wed. 

He  looks  ii«  if  his  heart  was  "  buHted"  ; 
Be's  been  heard  to  say  he  wishes  he  were  dead— 

With  married  life  lie  seems  to  )>c  di!<gustcd. 
,        lie's  got  no  hair  ou  the  top  of  bid  head; 

Ue^  gettinR  bald  in  a  hurry. 
Ask  Mr.  Meek  what  has  caused  the  shiny  pate. 

He'll  say  it's  busiuesa  worry. 

CUORVS. 

But  there's  no  deception  there— no  dcceotion  there- 

'Tisn't  busiucss  worry,  that  I'll  swear;  his  good  old  wife  has  been  there. 

There's  a  big  fat  cook  down  in  Pimlico, 

She's  the  pride  of  master  and  missus. 
But  last  nignt  there  was  such  a  row. 

Both  of  them  said,  "Oh!  a  nice  thinfj  this  i»— " 
A  chicken  and  some  lamb  from  the  jrnutry  gone. 

The  cook  was,  oh,  so  fussy; 
When  they  asked  her  wlio  had  eaten  them. 

She  blamed  it  on  the  pussy. 

ClIORlTS. 

Bnt  there's  no  deception  there— no  deception  there— 
)  Twasu't  pussy  ate  the  chicken,  I'll  swear;  good  old  "  slop  "  has  been  there. 

There's  poor  Ilenpcck  I  met  to-day, 

His  eyes  seemed  very  red  with  weeping. 
"  Good  gracious!  "   I  exclaime»l,  "  Wliy  ihosc  briny  tears? 

Down  your  cheeks  like  raiu-drons  they  are  creepmg." 
Said  he,  "  My  mother-in-law  has  died  to-day,    • 

To  brighter  realms  ehe's  departed; 
She  has  left  me  a  thousand  pounds  or  so. 

With  grief  I'm  broken-hearted." 

CUOKUS. 

But  there's  no  deception  there— no  deception  there  — 

'Twasn't  grief  that  caused  those  tears.  111  swear;  a  good  old  onion's  been  there. 

For  sake  of  fashion,  what  thincs  we  do; 

The  ladies— bless  their  hearts -paint  and  powder;  • 

I  hear  some  men  wear  stays  to  make  themselves  look  slim; 

To  be  considered  stout  some  are  prouder. 
My  fine  proportions  are  all  my  own. 

At  me  tlie  people  can't  snicker; 
Though  some  sceptics  keep  telling  me  that  I 
Jfugt  pad  to  have  such  a  "  flgger." 
Chori's. 
Bnt  there's  no  deception  there— no  deception  there— 
Not  a  little  bit  of  padding,  I  swear;  good  roast-beef  has  been  there. 


-te^- 


Eight  Hours'  Work,  Eight  Hours'  Pay. 

Written,  Composed  and  SuiiK  by  F.  V.  St.  Clair. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tlils  Song  will  ije  sent  to  any  addreiw.  jM.rt-pald.  on  receipt  of  10 

oenU;  or  this  and  any  twootlier  8onK8  for()nt<  i»ollar,  by  U.  J.  Wflwimn,  )M>  I'aik 

Kuw,  New  Yorlc  City.     I'oatime  Stumps  talct;D  same  us  catili  fur  ail  uur  Kooda. 

They  say  our  country,  truly,  is  a  free  and  happy  land. 

Beneath  her  Hag  you'll  never  Hud  a  slave, 
Her  sons  are  all  true-hearted,  and  in  war  a  noble  baud. 

Upon  the  field  they're  ever  true  and  brave. 
But  do  we  treat  our  sous  of  toil  as  nien  who  build  our  fame— 

Ah,  no,  they  are  not  treated  fair  and  souare; 
For  what  the  British  workman  wants  is  fair  and  honest  pay, 

Of  all  fruita  of  his  labor  honest  share. 

Chorus. 
And  eight  hours'  work,  eight  honrs'  pay, 
Eight  hours'  sleep,  and  eight  bob  a  day. 
And  then  the  workiugman  joyfully  will  say, 
God  save  the  C^ueen  and  Rule  Brittania. 

Just  at  election  time  the  horny-handed  son  of  toil 

Is  sought  by  those  who  wish  to  gain  a  seat; 
They  promise  him  reforms,  but  when  election  time  is  o'er 

He  soon  finds  out  the  depth  of  their  deceit. 
The  work  that  should  be  done  at  home  is  sent  to  foreign  lands. 

Both  parties  thus  have  ruined  British  trade; 
Tin  bayonets,  guns  that  always  burht,  frotn  Germany  were  brought, 

The  very  things  that  should  be  British  made.— Cuobus. 

The  wealthy  should  remember  it  is  the  workingman 

Who  in  the  rank  and  file  great  deeds  have  done; 
George  Stephenson  and  Livingstone  and  Scotia's  Robert  Bums 

Roee  from  the  toiling  masses  every  one. 
So  let  the  rich  remember  that  amongst  our  struggling  poor 

We  have  some  nature's  nobles  now  and  then; 
•  Not  nobles  like  some  of  those  who  boast  of  Norman  blood,. 

The  masses  yet  may  show  far  nobler  mea.-CHOBua. 


• 


Send  jrour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Parlt  Row,  New  'Sork  City,  and  r*c«lT«  ! 

by  return  mail  a  complete  CTataloff  ue  of  over  5000  Popular  Kngliah  and  Oerman 

Sontrs— Free.    Ponta^te  Stauipe  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods, 

or  a  hungry  man  I'm  going  to  sing. 

And  the  tears  to  your  eyes  it  will  surely  bring; 

lie  could  swallow  almost  anything, 

This  hungry  man  from  Camden. 
He'd  eat  a  hundred  times  a  day. 
And  for  his  board  could  not  pay; 
,  He  could  get  outside  a  bale  or  hay. 

This  hungry  man  from  Camden. 

-  Chorus. 

The  way  he'd  eat  it  could  not  be  beat. 

All  kinds  of  meat  both  sour  and  sweet; 

lie'd  eat  everything  they  had  in  the  place. 

And  bit  a  big  cliuuk  from  his  mother-in-law's  face; 

lie  chewed  up  bis  fattier,  devoured  his  mother, 

lie  swallowed  his  sister  and  tackled  his  brother; 

He  bwb11ow(h1  the  clock,  bit  a  hole  In  the  door. 

Chewed  a  hole  in  the  roof  and  swallowed  the  floor; 

He  chewid  up  his  shoos  and  chewed  up  liis  hat. 

Made  a  raid  on  the  kitchen  and  swallowed  the  cat; 

He  chewed  umbiellas  and  eat  seven  stoves. 

And  bit  off  one-half  of  the  servant-girl's  noee. 

And  that's  the  way  be  nsed  to  eat. 

This  hungry  man  from  Camden. 

He  eat  so  much  it  made  him  thin; 

His  hair  fell  out  and  his  cheeks  fell  in; 

His  bones  were  slicking  through  his  skin. 

This  hungry  man  from  Camden. 
He  struck  this  city  one  fine  day. 
And  for  a  meal  he  could  not  pay; 
Ue  took  a  walk  along  Broadway, 

This  hungry  man  from  Camden. 

Chords. 
The  very  first  thing  he  chanced  to  meet 
*Twas  a  (ierinan  band  coining  down  the  street; 
He  swallowed  them  all  as  fast  as  they  came; 
He  chewed  up  the  music  and  cat  the  base-drum. 
Ue  tackled  a  crowd  coming  home  from  a  l>all. 
They  began  to  dance  aud  he  swallowed  them  all; 
Ue  went  down  to  the  ferry  and  swallowed  a  boat; 
Ue  weul  out  on  election  and  chewed  up  his  vote; 
At  last  he  came  into  Brooklyn  town. 
He  met  a  big  preacher  and  gobbled  him  down; 
He  swallowed  a  pump,  nut  his  teeth  through  the  handle. 
And  ate  the  reports  of  the  Brooklyn  scandal. 
Then,  getting  disgusted  with  grub  so  light. 
He  swallowed  himself  clean  out  of  sight. 


Aud  that's  the  way  he  used  to  eat. 
This  hungry  ipau  from  Camden. 


^  >  * 


Parody  on; 


-/ 


HE   NEVER    CAME    BACK. 


1* 


Words  by  T.  H.  Tooker. 
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Old  Bilklue,  a  farmer,  went  to  New  York  one  day, 

With  hayseed  in  his  whiskers— his  boots  covered  with  clay; 

He  went  there  to  buy  a  nice  lot  of  green-toods 

To  pass  on  bia  neighbors,  who  liv<^  out  lu  the  woods. 

Chorus. 

Did  he  go  back?  yes,  he  went  back. 

But,  when  he  opened  the  bag,  he  felt  sick; 
For,  instead  of  the  swag,  he  found  an  old  dirty  rag, 

Wrapi)cd  around  the  outaide  of  a  brick. 

Now  another  old  jay  came  from  "  Wayback  "  one  day, 
T<>  the  race-track  he  went,  the  horses  to  play; 
When  he  dropi>ed  all  his  tin,  how  it  made  him  swear. 
For  be  had  to  walk  borne,  for  he  bad  no  car-fare. 

Chorus. 

Did  he  go  back?  yes,  he  went  back. 

But  behind  him  he  left  all  bis  cash; 
Now  the  poor  old  jay  is  on  his  farm  making  hay. 

While  his  family  lives  on  cold  hash. 

Austin  Gibbons,  the  pugilist,  thought  he  conid  fight. 
So  he  tackled  "  McAuline  "  at  Iloboken  one  night; 
But  bold  Jack  was  in  trim  aud  as  strong  as  an  ox. 
And  he  sent  "  Gibbons  "  home  to  learn  bow  to  box. 

Chorus. 
Did  he  go  back?  yes,  he  went  back. 

For  he  left  by  the  very  first  train; 
Aiid  his  backers,  they  say,  had  to  walk  the  whole  way 

To  Patersou  that  night  in  the  rain. 

When  "  Cleveland"  left  the  White  House  a  few  years  ago. 
He  took  with  him  a  cradle— 'twas  empty,  yoo  know; 
But  now  our  next  President  he  surely  will  be,  ■ 

Since  he's  got  a  nice  baby  to  dance  ob  bis  knee. 

CnoBUS. 

Will  he  go  back?  yes,  he'll  go  back 

To  give  the  corrupt  politicians  a  scare; 
For,  when  the  election  is  over,  they'll  fljid  honest  "  Orover" 

Seated  in  the  Frvsideut's  chair. 


if!^ 
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Parody  on:  ^ 

I've  Worked  Eight  Hours  This  Day. 


By  Johnnie  Moore, 
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Last  Sunday  a  friend  of  mine  dressed  hioiself  so  very  fine, 

For  he  wao  going  to  call  upon  his  own  dear  Kirl; 
He  had  just  b(>u(;ht  a  new  suit,  with  shoes  and  hat  to  boot, 

And  iu  his  baud  a  cane  he  did  twirl. 
In  the  morning  it  had  rained,  but  the  sun  came  out  again. 

So  there  was  no  dust  to  blow  upon  his  pretty  clotlies; 
But  misfortune  served  him  a  trick,  for  he  stepped  on  u  loose  brick. 

Which  squirted  muddy  water  from  his  head  to  his  toce. 

CUORUS. 

Kow  what  be  said  would  not  look  well  in  print. 
And  about  it  I  won't  give  you  even  a  hint; 
Although  it's  very  clear  he  didn't  say,  "  Oh,  dear," 
But  sometliing  that  was  a  great  deal  stronger. 

Twas  on  last  Monday  I  saw  a  woman  looking  gay. 

For  she  had  her  washing  done  before  the  clock  struck  nine— 
All  her  rubbing  and  rinsing,  all  her  soaking  and  starching. 

And  she  was  just  banging  them  on  the  line; 
She  had  up  all  the  white  clothes  when,  wtiut  do  you  suppose. 

Just  a»  she  was  slicking  a  clothes-pin  in  the  last  shirt. 
The  strain  it  was  so  great  that  the  ruix:  did  break 

And  let  theiu  ali  fall  iu  the  dirt 

Chorus. 
Now  what  she  said  would  not  look  well  in  print. 
And  about  it  I  won't  give  you  even  a  hint; 
Though  I  must  confess  she  didn'i  say,  "  My  goodness," 
But  something  that  was  a  great  deal  stronger. 

I  once  knew  a  maiden  fair,  with  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair. 

Whom  everybody  said  was  just  a  little  saint. 
For  to  Sunday-school  she'd  go,  wheie  she  had  a  close,  you  know. 

And  she  never  smeared  her  face  up  with  paint; 
Slang  she'd  never  use,  and  you  for  it  she'd  not  excuse. 

For  she  said  the  habit  was  common  and  vulvar  quite; 
But  I  was  shocked  one  day  at  something  she  did  say. 

Just  because  her  dress  would  not  hang  right. 

Chords. 

Well  what  she  said  would  not  look  well  in  print. 

And  about  it  I  won't  give  you  even  a  hint; 

But  she  didn't  say,  "  Oli,  pshaw  "—for  proof  ask  her  •  maw,' 

Bat  something  that  was  a  great  deal  stronger. 

Now  about  poor  married  man  I'll  say  a  good  word  if  I  can— 

Did  you  ever  see  him  putting  a  8tove-pii)e  together; 
For  you  know,  without  being  told,  just  as  soon  as  it  gets  cold 

You  have  to  bring  the  stove  in  out  of  the  weather; 
To  flt  the  pipe  he  tries,  the  soot  gets  in  his  mouth  and  eyes; 

lie  twists  and  turns  it,  in  a  manner  that  is  far  from  gay; 
At  last  he  gets  the  bang  of  it,  and  thinks  that  now  he'll  make  it  fit, 

When  the  whole  thing  again  slips  away 

Chorus. 

Well  what  he  says  would  not  look  well  in  print. 

And  about  it  I  won't  give  you  even  a  hint; 

For  it  would  break  tlie  type,  his  remarks  about  the  pipe, 

'Twould  take  something  a  great  deal  stronger. 


Parody   on : 

Comrades. 

By  Kenny  &  Reilly. 


■t 
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We  from  childhood  bummed  together,  my  dear  comrade  Jake  and  I; 
We  would  share  each  other's  whiskey,  to  each  other  we'd  give  the  lie; 
And  in  bar-room  scraps  and  wrangles  you  would  find  us  out  of  sight; 
Where  one  went  the  other  followed,  for  we'd  rtther  nm  than  fighL 

Chorus. 
We  were  bummers,  bummers  ever  since  we  were  born. 
Sharing  each  others  sorrows  whenever  we  felt  forlorn; 
Bummers  when  we  were  in  trouble,  bummers  when  we  were  in  jail — 
If  anybody  should  have  us  arrested,  a  bummer  would  go  our  bail. 

At  last  we  got  tired  of  bnmming,  and  we  started  on  the  road. 

But  before  we  reached  the  Bowery  we  had  on  an  awful  load. 

"Jake,"'  says  I,  "  I  feel  so  tired,  what  do  you  say  if  we  give  up  the  roam." 

Jake  says:  ''No,  we'll  sit  on  this  beer-kcg  and  we'll  sing  "Driven  from  Home." 

CSORUS. 

Bnmmers,  bnmmers  ever  since  we  left  home. 
Sharing  each  other's  hard-tack  wherever  we  might  roam; 
Bummers  if  we  were  friendly,  bummers  if  we  had  a  fight; 
If  we  were  sober  an  afternoon,  we'd  be  [taralyzed  by  night. 

One  day,  as  we  stood  on  the  corner,  a  copper  he  grabbed  us  both, 

And  he  took  us  to  the  lock-np  for  being  on  the  loaf. 

"Jake,"  says  I,  "this  is  awfully  sudden  ";  but  be  blamed  it  all  on  me. 

Next  mom  we  were  brought  before  the  Justice— we  got  six  mouths  In  Albany. 

Chorus. 
We  were  bnmmers,  bnmmers  since  we  became  convicts. 
Sharing  each  other's  tobacco,  and  playing  tiie  same  old  tricks; 
Bnmmers  when  we  had  money,  bummers  when  we  had  the  "  dust." 
If  we  could  get  but  three  "  hookers"  a  day,  we'd  go  on  an  awful  bust 


I    PUT    IT    ON 

Sung  by  Paul  Pclham. 
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They  say  <liat  children  aj)e  the  ways  of  men,  and  I  am  sure 
That  saying's  true,  of  instances  I  know  at  least  a  score; 
When  quite  a  boy  I  saved  my  cash,  a  tall  hat  bought,  a  don. 
And  going  to  meet  my  sweetheart  why,  of  cuui'se,  I  put  it  ou. 

Chorus. 

I  put  it  on,  I  put  it  ou, 
Ber  other  mash  he  pnnclied  my  nose. 
Smashed  my  hat  and  tore  my  clothes. 
The  way  he  paid  me  no  one  knows, 

The  day  I  put  it  on. 

A  friend  of  mine  persuaded  me  at  billiards  once  to  play. 

My  ignorance  of  which  I  did  not  like  to  him  display; 

I  si'lzed  the  cue  as  bold  as  brass  and  chanced  what  might  betkle 

Said  he,  my  boy,  to  make  that  shot  you  want  a  little  side. 

Chorus. 

So  I  put  it  on,  I  put  it  on, 
I  drove  the  ball  right  out  of  baulk, 
Smashed  the  cue  aud  lost  the  chalk. 
Didn't  I  make  the  people  talk, 

The  day  I  put  it  on. 

Last  week  my  tailor  brought  me  home  a  pair  of  tronsers  llgfat. 
But  soon  I  found  he'd  iiiaKe  the  things  so  very,  Tery  tight; 
1  met  a  lady  whom  I  knew  and  proudly  walked  along. 
Not  uuticiug  I'd  irplit  the  things  the  day  I  put  'em  ou. 

CUORUS. 

I  put  'em  on,  I  put  'em  on, 
Tlie  little  boys  aloud  did  shout: 
Does  your  mother  know  you're  oat. 
Giddy,  giddy,  giddy  gout. 

The  day  I  put  'em  on. 

My  wife  and  I  get  on  first-class,  though  sometimes  things  go  cross. 
Last  night  our  little  baby  cried,  and  so  I  said,  of  course. 
My  dear,  why  dou't  you  take  it  up,  the  pretty  little  elf, 
But,  feeling  tired,  she  said,  not  me,  just  see  to  him  yourself. 

Chorus. 

So  I  put  it  on,  I  put  it  on, 
I  knew  not  how  to  fold  the  thing. 
Which  way  even  to  begin. 
And  in  the  baby  stuck  the  pin, 

The  night  I  put  it  ou. 

Last  summer  down  at  Brighton  I  went  bathing  in  the  sea. 
And  got  into  the  wrong  machine,  most  awkward,  you'll  agree; 
The  tide  was  coining  up  aud  I  afraid  to  stay  there  long, 
Although  the  clothes  were  ladies',  why,  I  had  to  pat  'em  on 

Chorus. 

I  put  'em  on,  I  put  'em  on. 
You  should  have  heard  the  jieople  roar 
When  I  stepped  upon  the  shore. 
The  bustle  was  hindside  before,  .^ 

Just  as  I'd  put 'em  ou. 


POWDER  -  MONKEY    JOE. 

Words  by  Hugh  Cummcrf Old.    Music  by  Odoardo  Barri. 
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You  ask  me  for  a  story,  boys — I've  told  ye  times  before 
Ilow  in  my  powder-monkey  days  we  sailed  from  shore  to  shore; 
IIow  little  Joe,  the  smallest  lad  we  had  in  all  the  fleet 
Was  just  as  full  of  mischief  as  an  egg  is  full  of  meat 
A  proper  monkey  he  for  tricks  as  ever  carried  can. 
And  many  a  good  rope's-endiug  got  but  in  spite  of  it,  each  man 
Would  laugh  and  hail  him  comrade,  and  at  night  both  young  and  old 
Would  bid  him  join  the  choriis  when  their  jolly,  jolly  songs  they  trolled. 
Cheerily,  boys,  the  wind  blows  fair,  pipe  ail  hands  and  away  we  go; 
Three  long  cheers  for  our  captain's  share,  and  one  for  the  powder-monkey  Joe.  ? 
Cheerily,  boys,  the  wind  blows  fair,  pipe  all  hands  with  a  Yo  heave  hoi  I 

Three  long  cheers  for  our  captain's  share,  and  one  for  the  powder-monkey  Joe,  ( 
Aud  one  for  the  powder-monkey  Joe. 

Our  captain  was  a  right  good  man,  as  kind  as  he  was  brave; 
He'd  face  the  hottest  fire  in  figlit  and  court  a  sailor's  grave; 
Yet  two  among  our  good  ship's  crew  conspired  his  life  to  take; 
To  shoot  him  as  he  lay  asleep  (they  dared  not  when  awake). 
But  powder-monkey  Joe  o'erheard  the  coward's  wicked  plot. 
And  with  some  grog  contrived  to  soak  their  powder  and  their  shot    . 
lie  saved  our  captain's  life,  he  did,  and  reap  d  his  pluck's  reward. 
For  soon  they  made  him  second-mate,  and  now  he  dons  a  sword. 
(Cheerily,  boys,  the  wind  blows  fair,  pipe  all  hands  and  away  we  go; 
Three  long  cheers  for  our  captain's  share,  and  one  for  the  powder-monkey 
Cheerily,  boys,  the  wind  blows  fair,  pipe  all  hands  with  a  Vo  heave  ho! 
Three  long  cheers  for  our  captain's  share,  aud  one  for  the  powder-monkey 
And  one  for  the  powder-monkey  Joo. 


Joe. 
Joe, 


*  s  » 


— Customer  (in  ch^|<restAurant):  "  I  hope  you  don't  call  this 
a  square  meal?"  ilTaiter:  "  Well,  we'll  call  it  square  when  you 

settle  for  it."    " 
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MULLIGAN^S    OFF    AGAIN. 

Cupyrlght,  1891,  by  T.  B.  Hartna  A  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Lontion. 
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Words  and  Mnato  by  Cliorlcs  Oiuliam. 


<0 


Tim  Mulligan  was  a  man  of  nerve,  who  tried  to  beat  tlie  earth; 

To  do  what  no  one  else  could  do  was  all  he  tried  from  birth; 

He  U'.'it  the  babii-s  driiikluK  milk  whcu  he  was  but  a  ;rcar. 

And  when  he  got  to  mnn's  eetate,  he  beat  them  drinking  lieer; 

He  trietl  to  jump  the  Urooklyu  Bridge,  but  found  it  was  a  crime; 

8o  he  tried  to  jump  a  iMiard-oill,  but  they  stopped  him  juet  in  time; 

Uc  Btarted  out  for  Ireland  In  a  skiff  St.  Patrick's  day; 

They  brought  him  l^ucU  half-drowued  that  night,  and  he  heard  the  ucighbora  miy : 

Chouus. 
"Mulligan's  off  again!  "  he  never  seems  to  stop; 
He  makes  a  monkey  of  himself— he  ought  lo  take  a  drop — 
He  thinks  he  is  a  dai^y,  but  he  gives  us  all  a  paiu— 
The  gilly  must  be  crazy— Mulligan's  off  again! 

Now  Mulligan  tried  to  ride  astride  a  bycicic  one  day. 

And  whenlie  once  was  started,  sure  the  big  wlieel  ran  away; 

He  went  down  hill  like  blazes,  and  lie  had  no  time  to  think. 

Till  he  ran  into  a  bar-room,  where  he  stopped  to  take  a  drink; 

When  he  was  "oiled  "  he  askttl  some  kids  to  start  the  old  machine; 

And  he  got  a  "  sourt  "  that  raised  lli^  hair,  such  speed  was  never  seen; 

He  ran  into  a  railroad  train  and  tried  to  run  inside; 

The  wheel  waa  haugmg  rouud  his  neck,  oucc  more  the  people  cried: 

Cuoucs. 

"Mulligan's  off  again!  "  he  thought  lie'd  take  a  ride; 
He  started  on  the  bycicle,  but  tried  to  get  Inside; 
lie 'd  belter  take  the  ferr^  when  he  wauta  to  catch  a  train; 
Every  one  is  ieary— Mulligan's  off  agaiul 

Poor  Mulligan  soured  on  earthly  things,  and  looked  for  sometliing  higher. 

And  so  he  built  a  big  balloon  and  called  it  the  Higli-tlyt-r; 

He  asked  his  friends  to  be  on  hand  the  day  that  he'd  ascend; 

Tliey  came,  and  vainly  told  him  he  would  meet  a  fearful  end; 

The  airship  soon  wa*  ready  and  the  hero  got  on  board. 

"  Boys,  let  her  gol "  yelled  Mulligan,  and  then  the  people  roared; 
.  They  cut  her  loose,  away  she  flew  as  fast  a«  any  bird; 
J  I'oor  Tim  be  haau't  come  back  yet,  but  I  thiuk  be  must  have  heard: 

Chorus. 

"  Mulligan's  off  again! "  he'll  find  it  hard  to  stop; 
He  won't  be  in  it  any  more  if  he  should  take  a  drop; 
Hell  never  come  back,  never,  he  must  ctay  out  iu  the  ruin; 
He's  out  of  sight  forever— Mulligan's  off  again! 


You'd  Better  Stay  at  Home,  Lad. 

Copyright,  IMl.  by  M.  Wltmark  «  Sons. 
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Written  and  CompoMed  by  Chas.  Oraham. 
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*  HI-TIDDLEY-HI-TI. 

Coinpoot-d  by  Ue<irj?i'  !>»  Ilrunn. 

The  Wurds  and  Miirlf  of  this  Snng  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  |>ost  paid,on  receipt  of  40 
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Kow,  New  Vol  k  City.     FostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  au  oaitli  for  all  onr  icouda. 

I've  had  a  fair  Bank  Holiday, 

Things  with  me  lately  have  l>een  gay; 
Plrst  I  (lodged  the  tax-collector,  then  I  did  the  gafl-insiwGtor, 

Then  with  the  lodger  my  dear  wife 

.Sloped  with  the  children— on  my  life; 
So,  to  And  my  woe  and  strife,  I  thought  I'd  have  a  lark; 

8o  iu  half-a-tick  I  toddled  rouud,  toddled  round. 

And  some  pals  I  quickly  found,  good  and  sound; 

Soon  our  joys  and  cares  we  drowned,  you  be  t)oun<l, 
I  was  so  gay  1  swore  I'd  pay,  and  to  them  made  remark: 

Ciionrs. 
All  of  you  come  along  with  me,  I'm  for  a  rare  old,  flue  old  f^prce; 

Everybo<ly  here's  invited,  come  with  me,  I'll  see  you  righted; 
All  of  you  come,  you  must  be  dry,  hi-tiddleyhi-ti-hi-ti-bi! 

Come  along  and  wet  your  eye,  for  I'm  all  right. 

Down  to  the  West  I  went  with  teo 

Uood,  solid,  lasting,  fasting  men; 
Arm  in-arm  we  started  strolling,  s(M)n  the  blessed  lot  were  rolling. 

Dear  little  girls  from  near  and  far 

Said,  Willi  a  smile,  "  Ah!  tliere  you  are  "— 
Tlien  I  asked  them  to  tlie  bar,  as  they  all  looked  so  dry; 

There  were  fourteen  girls  with  golden  hair,  oh!  so  fair. 

Twenty  cabmen  standing  there  did  a  stare. 

All  came  in  to  have  a  share,  take  their  fare. 
And  for  the  lot  uiwn  the  sjMt  for  drinks  I  bad  to  cry:— CuoRue. 

After  I'd  treated  half  the  town, 

1  tried  to  iwrrow  half-a-crown. 
Asked  my  pals,  but  each  old  crony  swore  to  goodness  "  be  was  etoney," 

I,  being  fairly  on  the  job. 

Asked  a  policeman  for  a  itob. 
But  he  tapped  me  on  the  nob  and  told  me  I  was  tight; 

Then  my  i)al8  came  round— their  tempers  rose,  came  to  blowB — 

Some  one  struck  the  policeman's  nose— such  a  nose; 

He  called  "  Help!  "  as  you'll  supjMJse— oh!  our  woes— 
Then  ran  us  in,  and  wilb  a  grin  be  snouted  with  delight: 

CHonus. 
All  of  you  come  along  with  me,  you've  had  a  rare  old,  fair  old  spree; 

EverylKxly  here's  invited,  join  me,  and  I'll  see  you  righted; 
All  of  you  come,  you  must  be  dry,  iii-tiddley-hi-ti-hi-li-bll 

Come  along  ami  wet  your  eye,  for  I'm  all  right. 


— Goes  without  saying— The  young  man  too  bashful  to  pop  the 
question. 


The  day  was  bright  and  fair  in  May,  the  harbor  white  witli  sails, 

And  stately  Mpe  were  sailing  out  to  sea; 
A  fair-haired  boy  upon  the  shore  looked  OD  with  wistful  cye«,  ' 

A  sailor  In  his  heart  he  longed  to  be; 
An  old  tar  who  was  passing  saw  the  lad  and  read  his  tlioughts. 

And  so  lie  stop|>ed  to  greet  him  on  the  way, 
"  How  can  I  go  to  sea,  sirf  "  at  last  the  youngster  said. 

And  this  ia  what  the  old  tar  had  to  say : 

Chorus. 
"  Yoa'd  l>etter  stay  at  liome,  lad,  until  yon  taller  grow; 
You  say  you  like  the  sea,  lad,  you're  not  old  enough  to  know; 
'I'he  si-a's  not  always  brlglit  and  blue,  the  weather  always  fair; 
You'd  better  stay  at  home  awhile  your  happiest  days  are  there.'* 

'Twas  on  a  day  like  this,  my  lad,  I  ran  away  to  sea; 

I  knew  not  what  the  future  had  in  store; 
Like  you,  my  la<l,  the  present  was  the  only  time  for  iiic. 

But  now  my  cup  of  sorrow's  brimming  o'er; 
Now  perhaps  you  have  a  mother,  lad,  as  I  haul  long  ago; 

And  {lerhaps,  like  mine,  she  woukl  not  from  you  |Mtrt; 
Your  maiden  voyage  over— too  Intc,  too  late  you'll  know 

Your  mother's  goue,  and  you,  lad,  broke  her  heart. 

CUORITS. 

"You'd  better  stay  at  home,  lad,"  the  youngster  heard  him  say; 
"You  won't  tiiid  fame  and  riches  for  many  and  matiy  a  day; 
You'll  leave  Bad  hearts  behind  you,  lad.  and  many  bitter  tears: 
You'd  better  stay  at  home  awhile  and  wait  a  few  more  yeara.** 


GONE,    OONE,    GONE. 

CopyrlKlit,  ina,  by  J.  C.  Orocne  <t  Co. 

The  WodIs  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  l»e  nent  t4>  any  addrew,  pofit-nald,  on  receipt  of  M  i 

cents,  or  thlnand  out  two  other  HonKx  for  one  Dollar,  !■}  If.  J.  Wchinan,  i3U  I'ark 

Uuw,  New  York  Clty.    I'uetaKe  Stanipw  taken  Hunie  as  cosh  for  all  our  tcouds. 

By  Chaa.  Dlttmar. 


A  little  song  I'll  ling  to  you,  called  gone,  gone,  gone; 
Ho  listen,  pray,  till  Iget  through  wiili  gone,  gone,  gone; 

Some  funti) ..... 
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ly  iokes  I'll  try  to  sing,  although  I  may  some  chestnut  spring, 
dnk  I've  struck  a  clever  thing  in  gone,  gone,  gone. 

I  once  did  have  a  nice  clear  voice— it's  gone,  gone,  gone; 
My  clothes  that  always  were  so  nice  are  gone,  gone,  gone; 
My  diamond  pin,  ^old  watch  and  chain,  my  umbrella  and  walkiiig-caue. 
Will  never  trouble  me  again,  there  gone,  gone,  goue. 

A  Thomas  cat  so  gayly  sang,  micu,  micu,  mieu, 
A  boot-jack  hit  him  with  a  bani;,  mieu,  mieu,  mieu. 
The  sausage-maker  came  around,  and  in  tlie  yard  that  cat  was  found. 
To  Tittle  pieces  it  was  ground— it's  goue,  gone,  gone. 

My  sixty-dollar  overcoat  Is  gone,  gone,  gone; 
My  l>est  girl  she  says  I'm  a  blotc— gone,  gone,  gone; 
Site  left  for  gocnl,  took  all  my  cash,  and  stiipped  out  with  another  niasli; 
Before  she  left  my  head  she  smaslied,  and  she's  gone,  gone,  gone. 

A  carpet-tack  lay  on  the  floor— It's  gone,  gone,  gone;- 
You'll  never  see  it  any  more-  -it's  gone,  gone,  gone; 
Tlie  baby  on  the  ll(M>r  did  crawl  when  all  at  once  I  ^eard  him  call— 
The  baby,  carpet-tack  and  all  are  goue,  goue,  gone. 


YOU    AND    I. 

CopyrlRht,  1891,  by  M.  WItmark  A  Rons. 

The  Words  and  MUHlcofthlsSonK  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  I 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  I'ark         ' 
Kow,  New  York  City,    hostage  Stamps  taken  sanieoacash  for  all  our  goods. 

By  Raymon  Moore. 

Sweetest  love  will  come  at  last  for  you  and  I; 

Sorrow  deep  will  soon  be  past  for  yon  and  I; 

I'll  lie  yours  and  you'll  be  mine,  with  a  fond,  pare  lore  diviue, 

Tlie  sun  of  happiness  will  shine  on  you  and  1. 

Rbfrain. 
Ilappy  then  we'll  be,  sweetheart. 
When  we  meet  no  more  to  part; 
In  the  future,  bye-and-bvc. 
We'll  be  happy,  you  ana  I. 

Gliding  down  the  stream  of  life,  yon  and  I; 

Loving  husband,  faithful  wife,  you  and  I; 

Ilappy  and  contented  rest  with  the  one  we  each  love  best, 

We'll  build  a  loving  little  nest  for  you  and  I.— Reprain. 


—Two  Httlc  boys,  Ernest  (four)  and  Phil  (six).— Ernest:  "  Phil, 
can  you  tell  me  what  amen  means?  "   Phil:  "  Oh,  yes.     It  means 
'  mustn't  touch  it.'    Ma  said  so."    His  mother  had  told  the  voung 
seeker  after  knowledge  that  amen  meant  "  so  let  it  be,"  and  what ' 
could  those  words  mean  to  his  little  mind  but  "  mustn't  touch  it. 
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THE    STORY    OF    THE    BELLS. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  H.  Witmark  &,  Sons. 

The  Words  and  Munlc  o(  tlila  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  i>o«t-paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 

cents;  or  thiM  and  any  two  otiier  Songs  fur  Unu  UolUtr,  by  H.J.  Wehnian,  ISO  I'ark 

Row,  New  \atf\t  City.    roHtage  StainiM  taken  same  as  caitli  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  Compoeed  by  Arthur  West. 


BcIIp,  belle,  I  lovo  to  hear  them  play  every  day; 
Belle,  bells,  I  love  to  hear  them  when  they  are  gay; 

Oh  I  what  talee  of  woe  they  tell 

When  tliey're  rung  for  a  funeral  knell; 

Oh  I  what  talee  of  joy  they  ewell, 
And  they  seem  to  say: 

CUOBITS. 

Ding,  dong,  ding,  dong,  when  will  those  bells  stop  ringing? 

Old  and  young,  rich  and  poor,  sweethearts  are  constantly  orlnging; 

]>amc  Fortune  emiles  on  one  another  ehe  brings  to  the  ground. 

But  BO  it  will  be  with  the  boys  and  tlie  girls  as  long  as  the  world  goes  'round. 

Bells,  belle,  I  love  to  hear  them  play  every  day; 
Bells,  bells,  I  love  to  hear  them  when  they  are  gay; 

When  they  come,  both  he  and  she, 

With  the  baby  on  their  knee, 

Inuocenlly  full  of  glee. 
Dark!  they  seem  to  say: 

Chorus. 

Ding,  dong,  ding,  dong,  when  will  those  belle  stop  ringing? 

Old  and  young,  rich  and  poor,  icy  to  their  hearts  they  are  bringing; 

Dame  Fortune  smiles  on  one  while  others  with  none  are  found. 

But  so  it  will  l>c  with  the  boys  and  the  girls  as  long  as  the  world  goes  'round. 

Belle,  belle,  I  dread  to  hear  them  play  every  day; 
Dells,  bells,  how  we  all  fear  tliem  wbeu  they're  uot  gay; 

Tolling  for  a  friend  that's  gone 

To  lliut  great  eternal  borne. 

Whence  no  one  can  e'er  return 
Till  the  Judgment  day. 

CUOKL'S. 

Ding,  dong,  ding,  dong,  when  will  those  bells  stop  ringing? 

Old  and  young,  rich  and  itoor,  dearly  to  life  we  are  clinging; 

Dame  Fortune  plays  until  nhe  brings  every  one  to  the  ground. 

But  BO  it  will  be  with  the  boya  and  the  girls  us  long  as  the  world  goes  'round. 


KATIE    Q^BRIEN. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  WlUls  Woodward  &  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joe  Hart. 
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From  sweet  County  Galway,  I  met  in  the  tiallway 

A  lovely  colleen  kissing  Darby  O'Kourke; 
Said  I  to  Dan  Dacey,  "  I'll  win  tlie  fair  daisy 

As  sure  as  my  name  Is  Cornelius  McGuirkc; 
So  I  put  on  a  roat  that  was  worn  by  St.  Patrick, 

And  a  hat  tliat  my  brother  sent  over  to  me; 
1  borrowed  O'Callaiian's  i>i|>es  and  I  started; 

And  under  the  window  1  sang  merrily: 

CnoBus. 

Katie  O'Brien,  Katie  O'Brien, 

I  love  you  dearly,  fondly  and  true,  yes  I  do. 
Katie  O'Brien,  sighing  and  crying 

For  a  heart  that  beats  for  you,  for  you,  only  yoo. 

I  sang  for  an  hour  to  this  sweet  Irieh  flower, 

Tbe  rain  and  the  hail  and  the  snow  it  did  fall; 
I  then  began  sneezing,  the  bag-piiM-s  were  freezing; 

I  don't  know  that  she  ever  heard  them  at  all. 
With  her  form  on  the  curtain  I  stood  there  a-flirting. 

And  hoped  that  she'd  open  the  window  to  see 
Who  was  there  serenading;  to  my  knees  I  was  wading 

In  mud,  but  I  still  sang  my  sweet  love  ditty.— Cuouus. 


BONNY    JEAN. 

The  Words  and  Husle  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  re4>elpt  of  40 

eents;  orthlsandany  two  other  Songs  for  One  l>ollar,  by  H.J.  Wehnian,  ISOi'aik 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  asoasb  for  all  our  goods. 

Oh,  the  enmmcr  moon  ie  brightly  glowing,  the  wild  birds  wake  their  song. 
And  tlie  streamlet  as  it  softly  nmrmurs,  so  gently  glides  along. 
Where  the  sweet  hedue-rose  is  blowing,  in  the  woodlands  green. 
There  I  love  to  wander  with  my  heart  s  true  queen — 
My  bonny,  bonny  Jean. 

Chords. 
Where  the  sweet  hedge-rose  is  blowing,  in  the  woodlands  green. 
There  I  love  to  wander  with  my  betirt's  true  queeu. 

Yet  'tis  not  the  rosy  tint  of  summer,  nor  the  song-birds'  Joyous  lay. 
Nor  the  streamlet's  murmuring  music,  that  makes  my  heart  feel  guy; 
'TIS  her  smile  that  beams  upon  me,  'mid  each  flowery  scene. 
While  I  fondly  wander  with  my  heart's  true  queen— 
My  bonny,  bonny  Jean.— Chorus. 

Bonny  Jean,  yonr  smile  ie  always  on  me,  when  absent,  love,  from  thee; 
Making  Joy  and  sunshine  rouncl  my  pathway,  whervver  I  may  be. 
May  they  ever  beam  upon  me,  in  this  mortal  scene. 

While  I  fondly  wander  with  my  heart's  true  queen —      '         ■    .  „ 

My  bonny,  bonny  Jean.— Cuobub:  ,  ^ 


BETWEEN    LOVE    AND    DUTY. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  M.  Witmark  &  Sons. 


The  Words  and  Htigtc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoei|>t  of  M 
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Words  by  Charles  WUllains.     Music  by  Leo  Drydeii.     Arranged  by  O.  M.  Rusenlierg. 


At  his  post  the  soldier's  standing,  "duty  "  tells  him  he  must  etay; 
True  love'e  calling  over  yonder,  which  command  must  he  obey? 
Little  Nell,  his  wife.  Is  dying— why,  oh,  why's  his  lot  so  hard? 
Like  a  dream,  perchance,  she'll  vanish,  while  he's  standing  here  on  guard. 
Blinding  tears  his  eyes  are  filling  as  he  thinks,  what  shall  I  do? 
Stick  to  post  and  lose  my  darling,  without  one  fond,  last  adieu? 
Though  he's  proved  himself  a  hero,  with  the  foe  stood  face  to  face; 
Now  to  leave  would  mean  dishonor,  on  his  good  name  bring  disgrace. 

Chorus. 

He  stands  between  love  and  duty,  fighting  the  bitter  fight: 

His  lioart  is  torn  with  anguish  between  tlie  wrong  and  rignt; 

But  the  soldier's  love  still  rsniains  the  same,  his  country's  cause  he'd  ne'er  sliame. 

But  wife  comes  first,  and  who  can  blame,  he  stands  between  love  and  duty. 

In  a  far-off  country  mansion  sits  a  woman  worn  and  old, 

''Tis,  alas  I  the  old,  old  story  that  has  been  so  ofteu  told; 

Mother's  love  and  lK>yliood's  downfall,  he  has  brought  disgrace  and  shame; 

She  knows  he's  a  tliief,  an  outcast,  having  forged  his  father's  name; 

Though  degraded,  she'll  protect  him,  yes,  protect  him  witli  her  life; 

First,  because  she  is  a  mother;  secondly,  sne  is  a  wife. 

Now  the  stern,  old  father  enters,  "  Where's  my  one-time  son,"  says  he; 

She  who  never  yet  deceived  him,  head  bowed  down  in  grief,  we  eee. 

Chorus. 

She  stands  l>etween  love  and  duly,  fighting  the  bitter  fight; 

Her  heart  is  torn  with  anguish  lietween  the  wrong  and  right; 

Tlic  motlier's  love  still  remains  the  same,  altho'  she  feels  her  darling's  shame. 

She  shields  her  son,  and  who  can  blame,  she  stands  between  love  and  duty. 

The  hour's  midnight,  all  is  silent  in  a  peaceful  village  street; 

Heedless  of  the  dismal  darkness,  walks  a  policeman  on  his  beat; 

Soon  tlie  sound  of  hurried  footsteps  breaks  the  stillness  of  the  night. 

"  Who  goee  there? "  and  then  a  policeman  stops  a  burglar's  hurried  flight; 

Thi-n  ensues  a  fearful  sciinie,  soon  lie  has  the  burglar  fast. 

"  Who  is  this?— my  brother  Keubenl  "  the  p'licenian  cries  with  faceaghaet. 

"  Let  me  go.  Jack,"  pleads  the  burglar,  "  let  me  go  and  I'll  repent; 

You  know  it  will  kill  poor  mother  if  to  prison  I  was  eeut. 

CnoRUs. 

He  stande  between  love  and  duty,  fighting  the  bitter  fight: 

His  heart  is  torn  with  anguish  between  tiie  wrong  and  rieht:  ( 

But  brotherly  love  still  remains  the  same,  altho'  he  feels  the  disgrace  and  shame,  ( 
lie  sets  him  free,  and  who  can  blame,  he  stAuds  between  love  and  duly.  ^ 

_- ... A 


We  Sat  by  the  River,  You  and  I. 

Tlie  Words  and  Hiisic  of  this  Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  I 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  iKillar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Hark 
llow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 


We  sat  by  the  river,  you  and  I, 

In  the  sweet  summer  time,  long  ago. 
So  smoothly  the  water  glided  by. 

Making  music  in  its  tranquil  flow; 
We  tlirew  two  leaflets,  you  and  I, 

To  the  river  as  it  wandered  on. 
And  one  was  rent  and  left  to  die. 

And  the  other  floated  forward  all  alone. 
And,  oh!  we  were  saddened,  you  and  I, 

For  we  fell  that  our  youth's  golden  dream 
Might  fade,  and  our  lives  be  severed  soon. 

As  the  two  leaves  were  parted  in  the  stream. 

Tis  years  since  we  parted,  yon  and  I, 

In  that  sweet  summer  time,  long  ago. 
And  I  smile  as  I  pass  the  river  by. 

And  I  gaze  into  the  shadow  depths  l>elow; 
I  look  on  the  grass  and  bending  reeds. 

And  I  listen  to  the  soothing  song. 
And  I  envy  the  calm  and  happy  lire 

Of  tbe  river  as  it  sings  and  flows  along; 
For  oh!  how  its  song  brings  back  to  me 

The  shade  of  our  youth's  golden  dream. 
In  the  days  ere  we  parted,  you  and  I, 

As  the  two  leaves  were  parted  In  the  etreain. 


COMIN'    THRO^    THE    RYE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  gent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^rfl  for  Une  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehniiui,  ISO  I'ark 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Gin  a  body  meet  a  body  comin'  through  tlie  rye; 

Gill  a  l)ody  kiss  a  body,  need  a  body  cry? 

Ilka  lassie  has  her  laddie,  nane,  they  say,  ha'e  I; 

Yet  a'  the  lads  they  smile  at  me,  anu  what  the  «  aur  am  I? 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  body  comin'  frae  the  well. 

Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body,  need  a  body  tell? 

Ilka  lassie  lias  her  laddie,  ne'er  a  ane  ha'e  I; 

But  a'  the  lads  they  smile  on  me,  and  what  tbe  waur  am  I? 

Gin  ft  body  meet  a  body  comin'  frae  the  toun; 

Gin  a  body  greet  a  body,  need  a  body  froun? 

Ilku  lassie  has  her  laddie,  nane,  they  say,  ha'e  I; 

But  a'  the  lads  they  lo'e  me  weel,  and  what  tlie  wanr  am  I? 


^msmm 


k- 


2 


i 


r 


y 

4* 


He's  Talking  Through  His  Hat. 

Copyrlfflit,  1891,  by  Will  Rossiter. 

Th«  Word*  utd  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  iient  to  any  address,  postrpald,  on  receipt  of  <0 

e«Dta;  or  tkisaud  any  two  other  Hoiikh  fur  One  Uollar,  by  li.  J.  Ueliiiiuii.  \'M  Turk 

itow,  N«w  Yurk  City,    fostage  ytamps  taken  name  an  caali  fur  oil  our  Kuotla. 

By  W.  R.  Williams. 


How  many  people  one  may  meet  who  think  they  know  it  ail, 

But  what  they  know,  coinparod  with  wliat  tliey  think  they  know,  looks  BUiall; 
So  when  a  m&a  declarea  that  he  has  everything  down  pat, 
Then  bet  your  bottom  (loilar  he  is  talking  through  his  hat. 
Now  lots  of  actors  on  the  stage  will  often  linve  tlie  cUetsk 
And  say  the  salary  they  get  is  uiiiety-tive  per  week. 
But  wbeu  the  truth  is  ruuUy  known,  it's  hardly  quite  so  fat- 
Then  you'll  discover  tliat  the  man's  been  talking  tbrougb  his  bat. 

Old  England  said  awhile  ago  that  she  would  rule  fhe  sea. 
And  catch  our  seals  whenever  and  wherever  she  might  please; 
But  when  our  Uncle  SSuni  rose  up,  and  set  his  foot  down  tlat. 
Then  Johnny  Bull  discovered  he'd  been  talking  through  his  hat. 
But  England  is  a  dandy  place  to  be  from  all  the  while; 
Their  "  English  jokes  "  they  make  us  sick— there  at  them  they  smile. 
They  think  the  Prince  of  Wales  is  great,  of  him  they  ever  chut, 
J  But  here,  we  know,  he's  out  of  sight;  they're  talking  through  their  hat. 

i  And  when  Chicago  got  the  fair,  some  jealous  cities  tried 
}  To  throw  cold  water  on  the  show— they  kicked,  they  squirmed  aud  lied, 
)  And  said  'twould  be  a  failure,  aud  a  lot  of  talk  like  that, 
]  But  now  tliev  realize  that  they  were  talking  through  their  bat. 
•;  Wee  Benny  Uarrison  is  said  to  have  a  hoiKj  that  when 
His  present  term  expires  he  can  get  back  in  again. 
But  Beiiuy's  nanie  is  "  Dennis,"  and  his  "  boomlet "  will  be  flat; 
'Tis  plain  to  see  he's  talking  through  his  grandpa's  poor  old  hut. 

Now  if,  perchance,  your  rent  is  due.  for  cash  you  are  pinched  tight, 
A  better  way,  by  far,  there  is  than  moving  out  at  night: 
The  landlord  comes  to  get  liis  dust,  the  door  hell  gently  tap, 
Just  tell  him  through  the  keyhole  that  he's  talking  through  his  ha^ 
'TIs  nice  to  have  a  loving  wife,  as  all  the  wide  world  knows; 
Such  lots  of  fun  to  spend  your  "inun  "  to  buy  her  winter  clothes; 
When,  with  her  arms  ai^ound  your  neck,  she  wants  a  seal-skin  sacque. 
Then  softly  whisper  in  her  ear,  "you're  talking  through  your  bat. 

Now  maybe  yoa  are  married,  but  you  lead  a  jolly  life. 

You  roll  home  pretty  early  in  tlie  morning  to  your  wife; 

Of  course  you  talk;  you  feel  so  gay,  you  don't  know  what  you're  at. 

And  if  you  did,  you'd  swear  that  you'd  been  talking  through  your  hat. 

Your  Wife  gets  up  next  ^orning  and  asks  you  to  explain 

About  the  one  last  night  you  called  your  own  sweet  *'  Mary  Jane;  " 

Y^ou  make  a  bluS,  and  tell  her  uot  to  notice  things  like  that. 

She  ought  to  know  by  this  time  you  were  talking  through  your  hat. 

Y'on  introduce  a  game  at  cards  to  pass  the  time  awav, 
So  with  the  boys  at  poker,  for  an  hour  or  two  you  play; 
Somebixiy  says  he'll  ralee  the  pot,  you  look  and  then  stand  pat. 
Of  Course  you  think  the  fellow  must  be  talking  through  his  hat. 
You  hug  four  kings  in  both  your  hands,  aud  sit  there  quite  content. 
Somebody  says  he'll  raise  the  pot  a  dollar  to  a  cent— 
Y'ou  show  four  kings;  to  your  surprise,  four  aces  he's  got  pat. 
Y'ou  kick  yourself  and  gay  that  you've  been  j  talking  i  throu|.'li  your  hat. 

i  playing  » 

A  man  declares  the  Tariff  Bill's  a  blessing  to  the  land. 

He  tries  to  wake  the  workiugniun  bis  meuniug  understand; 

He  stands  upon  tlie  platform,  he's  got  his  speech  down  pat. 

Some  Democrat  shouts  out,  •'  Me  boy,  you're  talking  through  your  hat." 

lie  swears  John  Wananiaker  is  as  honest  us  the  light, 

The  trouble  in  the  Keystone  bunk  he  still  declares  is  right, 

But  until  Waiiamaker  gives  us  proof  of  this  peculiur  fuel. 

We'll  still  uialutaiu  "  his  highness  "  is  talking  through  his  hat. 


/ 


I    AM    NOT    BABY    McKEE. 


Copyright,  IfM,  by  Will  Koralter. 


Tbe  Words  and  Music  of  tUla  SonK  will  b«s«ut  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rerclpt  of  40 

e«iits.  or  this  and  any  two  other  Konits  fur  One  Dollar,  by  >1.  J.  Weliiiiau,  l:<U  I'Hrk 

huw.Naw  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sanieaseafh  ti^r  all  our  Kouds. 


Words  and  Music  by  William  Jerome. 


I  was  born  'way  down  in  Maine,  near  the  home  of  James  G.  Blaine; 

I  came  to  town  to  have  a  little  fun; 
I  went  and  packed  my  grip,  and  gave  the  folks  the  slip. 

And  came  here  without  telling  any  one. 
My  folks  they  will  be  wild  wheu  they  mil's  their  only  child; 

What  will  they  do  without  their  darling  lamb. 
I  know  my  dear  old  dad  for  me  will  have  a  gad, 

So  I  think  I'd  better  stay  just  where  I  am. 

Cnonrs. 
I  am  not  Baby  McKee  from  Washington  D.  C; 

Grandfather's  hat  for  me  has  gained  no  fame; 
I  am  only  a  little  jiiy  that  uiriveii  in  town  to-duy; 

I'm  a  hayseed,  but  I  get  there  just  the  same. 

I  know  Ben  Butler  well,  also  the  great  John  L., 

'Twas  I  that  showed  him  how  to  wip  Kilrain; 
But  now  he's  goiiig  to  play  in  a  drama,  fo  they  say. 

And  I  don't  thi(ik  he  will  ever  fight  again. 
Wheu  I  cut  little  capers  it  is  never  in  the  papers; 

I  never  spent  the  summer  at  Cape  May. 
I  have  no  Lncle  Russ  who's  a  prince  to  make  a  fuss. 

Or  a  President  my  hotel  bills  to  pay.— Cuonus. 


— Don't  let  the  stream  of  j-our  life  be  a  mtirmuring  stream. 


THE    ROAD    TO    RUIN. 

Written  by  Fredrick  Bowyer.    Composed  by  Geo.  Le  Brumi. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Songr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pos^pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

ceiitsi  or  this  and  any  twoothvr  Songs  fur  Uue  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehnian,  l»u  fark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stanipstaken  saineas  casbfor  all  ourgooda. 

Life  is  all  a  game  of  chance,  some  are  losers,  eome  are  winners, 
Kate  and  force  of  circumstance  mould  us  all  to  saints  or  sinners; 
There  are  some  whom  fortuue  dowers  with  her  gifts  of  wealth  aud  name, 
liouor,  talent,  splendid  powers,  yet  somehow  they  lose  the  game. 

Refrain. 

See  the  day  is  slowly  breaking  o'er  a  college  old  and  gray. 
There  within  a  student's  chamber  gamblers  stake  their  gold  away; 
Some  already  cleaned  completely,  yawuiug,  watch  the  reckless  game; 
(iliastiv  look  the  youthful  faces  'ueath  the  lamp's  expiring  flame. 
Mark  the  fair-haired  host,  whose  losses  far  exctied  his  power  to  pay; 
"  Oue  last  flutter— lost  by  jingol  "  ttuis  he  falls  an  easy  prey 
To  the  snares  of  the  road  to  ruin. 

'TIs  a  glorious  summer  day  and  the  scene  is  Ascot  Races; 
Fashion's  brilliaut  leaders  gay  in  the  paddock  take  their  places; 
'I'here  amid  that  tide  of  fashion,  grown  to  manhood  see  him  now, 
Gambling  his  deep-rooted  passion,  deeply  liued.his  anxious  brow. 

Rkfrain 
"  If  the  favorite  should  be  beaten— I  have  backed  It  for  the  cnp 
For  four  figures,  at  long  odds,  too— I  shall  fairly  be  'done  up  *; 
It's  my  last  chance,  but  I've  staked  it— surely  luck  must  turn  for  me. 
"  Ten  to  one  agaliistl  "  "  I'll  take  you— ah  I  they're  off  at  last  I  seel 
What!  the  f.ivoriie's  l>eatefil  curse  it!  how  shall  I  face  settling  day? 
I  shall  have  to  borrow  money — debts  of  honor  I  must  pay — 
For  games  on  the  road  to  ruin." 

'Tis  the  same  sad  story  old,  down  he  plunges  ever  faster; 
Squandered  is  his  father's  gold,  ruin  stares  him  and  disaster; 
Sec  the  storm  upon  him  brenkiug,  while  his  children  play  around; 
Wife  appalled,  with  heart-sore  aching,  listens  trembling  at  each  sound. 

Rkfrain. 
"  I  must  see  your  master,  flunky,  see  I've  got  a  warrant  here. 
'Tain't  no  use  to  say  he's  out  now."    "  Let  bim  In,  it's  all  right,  dearl  " 
"  Very  sorry,  ma'am,  but  duty  must  be  done— don't  be  afeared; 
I  ain't  going  to  'arm  the  Guv'nor,  but  these  papers  must  be  squared." 
Frightened,  see  his  children  gather  closely  at  their  mother's  kuee. 
•'  Beg  your  barding,  sir,  but  you,  sir,  'ave  got  to  go  along  o'  mel  " 
Still  down  the  road  to  ruin. 

Alien  on  a  foreign  shore,  creditors  to  be  escaping; 

Wealth  and  rank  are  his  no  more;  lie  his  anxious  thonghts  is  shaping 

III  a  comedy,  but  with  paltry  pittance  by  his  pen, 

Dreaming  yet  'twill  fame  l>e  briugiug,  fame  aud  fortune— ah  I  bat  wbcof 

Refrain. 
nnrkt  a  knock— a  woman  enters:  "  M'sienr  he  must  pay  se  bill; 
Five  week  he  arranged  to  settle  and  he  keep  me  vaitii'g  still; 
1  so  sorry  alii  for  inudaiii  and  ze  loetle  children,  too. 
But  zcy  must  quit  ze  appartemeul  if  I  do  uot  get  my  dae. 
Ah!  ze  lovely  angel  sleeping  in  ze  pretty  cot— ah,  moll 
Till  to-morrow  1  will  give  you— zen  we  say  adieu — ma  foi." 
Uow  bitter's  the  load  to  ruin. 

Dawn  is  stealing  chill  and  gray  through  an  attic  window  dreary. 
Ushering  in  a  wintry  day,  and  the  wind  moans  wild  and  eerie; 
All  alone  within  that  attic,  see  a  wild,  despairing  man. 
On  the  floor  his  work  dramatic  failed  his  last  resource  and  plan^ 

Refrain. 

Wife  and  children— all  have  left  him,  he  will  never  see  them  moi«. 
With  a  desperate  glance  around  him  he  secures  the  chamber-door; 
On  the  table  lies  a  pistol,  on  the  floor  a  broken  toy; 
"(iod  have  mercy  and  forgive  mel  bless  my  wife  and  baby  boy  I 
I— I  cannot  face  the  future—  see  my  dear  ones  starve  aud  die  ": 
Wheu  they  found  him  he  lay  silent,  face  turned  to  the  gray,  gloomed  sky. 
At  the  end  of  the  road  to  ruin. 


Tripping  Down  the  Sunny  Lane. 

Cupyrlght.  1884,  by  Hiiiwell  Brothers. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresa,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  otiier  Songs  for  Oue  I>ollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  190  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'oetage  Stamps  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

W^orda  by  A.  W.  French.    Music  by  J.  L.  Gilbert. 

Tripping  down  the  sunny  lane  comes  my  little  darling, 
Laughing  to  the  sweet  refrain  of  the  thrush  and  starling; 
'Mid  the  bloom  of  white  and  gold  fairy  footsteps  creeping, 
Nearer  to  the  oak  tree  old  love's  own  tryst  is  keeping. 

CUORUS. 

Ah,  ah,  ah,  ah. 
Softly  sing  your  sweet  refrain,  happy  thrash  and  starling; 
Tripping  down  the  sunny  lune  comes  my  little  darling. 

Dancing  on  her  sunnv  way,  where  each  flow'ret  lingers. 

With  their  blossom,  bud  and  spray,  kissed  by'sunl^am's  flngera; 

Never  maid  so  dear  to  me  in  this  wide  world  over; 

Just  as  sweet  as  sweet  can  lie,  wand'ring  in  the  clover. — Chorus. 

Merrily  the  flitting  birds  sing  among  the  daisies. 

Never  sweeter  than  the  words  of  my  tender  praises; 

Kuby  lips  are  pressed  to  mine;  side  by  side  we  wander 

Till  the  stars  of  heaven  shine  in  the  skies  o'er  yonder. — CaoRtrs. 


lub.-TBrow 
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— At  the  Club.-^^rown:  "Does  your  ■wife  keep  ber  temper 
pretty  well."    J^t)jK&:  "  No;  I  get  the  most  of  It.'" 
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r      THE    LOYAL    BOSTON    MAN. 

:''       .  '  .    Copyright.  18«1,  by  Chaa.  F.  Pidgin.  '        ;. 
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The  Word!  and  Uuilo  of  thia  Bong  will  be  nent  to  any  addren,  poat-pald,  on  receipt  of  10 

oents;  or  thlf  and  any  two  other  Songa  for  One  DoU&r,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    Poetage  Stampa  taken  same  aacaah  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Chaa.  F.  Pidgin.    Huaic  by  Louis  Weiler. 

There  wm  a  roan  from  Boston,  Bostonian  through  and  through, 
Who  juBt  believed  in  Boston  as  Boston  people  do; 
And  he  so  much  loved  Boston,  hie  heart  was  filled  full  of  pain 
When  sent  from  dear  old  Boston  down  to  the  State  of  Maine. 
He  landed  far  from  Boston,  and  then  he  looked  all  around; 
How  different  from  Boston,  this  rough  and  rocky  ground. 
It  was  so  unlike  Boston,  he  couldn't  call  up  a  smile. 
Away  from  Boston  Common  at  least  a  hundred  mile. 

Chorus. 

Yes,  'tis  Boston,  'tis  Boston,  'round  which  the  world  revolves;    . 

Yes,  'tis  Boston,  'tis  Boston,  where  pork  and  beans  are  grub; 
Yes,  'tis  Boston,  'tis  Boston,  tnst  one  to  leave  resolves. 

But  no,  he  cannot  do  it,  he  will  not  quit  the  hub. 

Refrain. 

Because,  when  far  away  from  Boston,  no  Boston  joys  I  see; 
Because  the  Bosiou  music,  Boston  sights  and  Boston  ways  suit  me; 
Because  the  Bostou  culture,  cranks,  east  winds,  to  me  they  all  are  prime; 
Because  'tis  Boston,  Boston  first  and  last,  and  Boston  all  the  time. 

He  struck  the  supper-table,  'twas  not  at  all  Boston  stvle; 

He'd  not  l)e  false  to  Boston  and  taste  such  cooking  vile. 

For  i>oik  and  beans  called  loudly,  Bostonian  bill-of-fare. 

But  as  it  was  not  Boston,  no  Boston  beans  were  there. 

No  restaurants  like  Boston's,  no  music-ball,  beer  and  "  pops," 

No  musty  ale  and  lobstier,  no  Parkses'  mutton-chops* 

No  chance  to  sit  when  drinking,  they  had  only  open  bars; 

No  Boeion  German  bands  and  no  Boston  open-cars.— C'lioBue  &  Refrain. 

He  thought  of  Boston  science,  esthetical  Boston  things; 

The  Boston  angel-maid,  who  can  paint,  and  writes  and  sings. 

Oti,  anything  from  Boston  to  pass  such  a~uight  away. 

Till  nature's  sun  greets  Bostou  in  Boston's  beauty  bay. 

No  Boston  nap  could  get,  for  the  silence  was  thick  and  dense. 

And  so  this  Boston  man  went  to  roost  upon  a  fence. 

Not  e'en  a  Bostou  newsboy  to  cheer  him  the  livelong  night, 

With  Erral, Globe  and  BeUcid,  to  yell  till  morning  light.— Cho.  &  Refrain. 

Next  morning  went  to  walk,  with  a  hope  that  he'd  something  meet; 

There  was  no  Boston  sidewalk,  no  kina  of  Boston  street. 

He  wished  to  climb  a  mountain,  but  bow  to  he  did  not  know; 

No  Boston  elevator  and  so  he  did  not  go. 

No  kind  of  Boston  meeting,  no  Socialist  with  complaints. 

To  advocate  that  tramps  and  the  scamps  should  share  with  saints. 

He  found  no  Boston  pictures  to  cheer  np  his  Bostou  heart, 

Thon^h  nature  pleases  some,  he  was  sound  on  Boston  art.— Cho.  &  Refrain. 

No  Boston  man  could  stand  it,  with  Boston  so  far  away; 

When  Boston  folks  love  Boston,  in  Boston  they  should  stay. 

He  asked  the  road  to  Boston,  the  Boston  road  they  did  show. 

And  murm'ring,  "Boston,  Boston,"  to  Boston  he  did  go. 

Oh,  Boston,  B^ton,  Boston,  thy  children  all  love  thee  so; 

They  would  not  go  to  heaven,  such  earthly  joys  they  know. 

But  if  they  go,  they'll  take  Beacon  Street  and  the  SUte-house  dome. 

To  make  celestial  Boston  like  Boston  left  at  home. — Chorus  &  Refrain. 


MOTHER    IS    A    MOTHER    STILL. 


Copyright,  IMl,  by  Clias.  F.  Pidgin. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Bong  wul  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  (Jne  Dollar,  by  H.  J.^Vehman,  130  hark 

Row,  New  York  Oity.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sante  ascaah  for  all  our  goods. 

Worda  by  Chaa.  F.  Pidgin.    Music  by  J.  W.  Wheeler. 

An  erring  son  may  crimes  commit;  forget  the  lessons  of  his  youth; 
May  steal  or  forge  or  counterfeit,  but  there  remaius  one  loviug  truth: 
Whate'er  he  does,  one  heart  forgives— in  sympathy  one's  eyes  will  fill; 
Despite  his  acts,  while  he  yet  lives,  his  mother  is  his  mother  still. 
Despite  his  acts,  while  be  yet  lives,  his  mother  is  his  mother  still. 

Refrain. 

Happy  child  with  such  a  mother,  one  who  loves  till  death  does  part; 
Nothing  can  her  deep  love  smother,  suff'ring  wins  a  mother's  heart. 
Poor  return  was  made  for  kindness,  pleasure  found  in  doing  ill; 
But,  despite  this  wilful  blindness,  mother  is  a  mother  still. 

Her  child,  her  boy,  her  little  one  In  trouble  Is  and  deep  disgrace. 

One  thought  she  has— he  is  her  son,  and  she  sees  but  that  pretty  face. 

Ah!  can  it  be  long  years  ago  it  looked  In  her's,  with  smiles  did  fill; 

Yes,  time  tunis  back  its  onward  flow,  her  baby  is  her  baby  still. 

Yes,  lime  turns  back  its  onward  flow,  her  baby  is  her  baby  still.-  Refrain. 

A  daughter  with  a  fair,  sweet  face  may  break  her  trusting  parenU'  hearts. 

For  beauty  may  lead  to  disgrace  that  from  a  home  and  kindred  parts. 

A  sad-eyed  form  will  sit  and  wait  and  fay,  "She'll  come,  I  know  she  will!  " 

The  lost  one  finds  the  open  gate,  her  mother  is  her  mother  still. 

The  lost  one  finds  the  open  gate,  her  mother  is  her  mother  still.— Refrain. 

Tliat  curly  head  that  nestled  to  her  bosom  warm,  her  little  girl— 

And  this  IS  she!  Can  It  be  trucf  This  wreck  thrown  up  by  passion's  whirl. 

Not  so!  she  sees  another  face  brought  back  by  mem'ry's  touch  at  will. 

And  on  her  breast,  the  old-time  place,  her  darling  is  her  darling  still. 

And  on  her  breast,  the  old-time  place,  her  darling  Is  her  darling  still.— Refrain. 


HE    NEVER    SMILED    AGAIN. 


Copyright,  isn,  by  Will  Rooalter. 


The  Worda  and  Music  of  thia  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehmaii.  ISti  rark 

Row,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  aam*  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  W.  C.  Robey.    Music  by  Otto  Bonnell. 


Beside  a  vine-clad  covered  cot^  an  old  man  stood  one  day. 
Where  years  ago  he'd  cnrsed  his  son,  and  drove  the  lad  away; 
He  knows  he  wronged  his  only  boy,  his  heart  is  racked  with  pain; 
'Twas  that  that  marr'd  his  life  and  joy,  and  started  this  refrain: 

Chorus. 
He  never  smiled  again, 
He  never  smiled  again; 
When  he  banished  his  boy,  it  shattered  bis  Joy, 
He  Uw-ver  smiled  again. 

A  friend  of  mine,  with  spirits  light,  declared  one  night  he'd  go 

To  see  a  laughing  comedy  at  some  well-posted  show ; 

He  went  to  see  the  (local  show),  they  heard  his  laughing  strain. 

But  the  baud  played  "  Annie  Rooney,"  and  the  water  soaked  his  brain. 

Chords. 
He  never  smiled  again. 
He  never  smiled  again; 
.    That  murderous  strain  soon  softened  his  brain. 
He  never  smiled  again. 

One  day  a  country  hayseed  stood  upon  a  race-course  track. 

He  made  a  bet  he  d  jump  upon  a  frisky  horse's  back; 

The  horse  turned  on  the  "  hayseed  "  with  a  look  of  quiet  disdain; 

The  jury  said,  "  Kicked  by  a  horse,"  and  sang  this  sad,  sad  strain: 

Chorus. 

He  never  smiled  again. 
He  never  smiled  again; 
They  buried  him  deep,  and  said  let  him  sleep, 
He  never  smiled  again. 

Beneath  the  window  of  a  store,  a  dude  stood  one  fine  day, ' 
And  watched  a  safe  ascending,  he'd  been  warned  to  stand  away. 
He  smiled  and  ridiculed  their  fears,  when  suddenly  the  chain 
Gave  'way,  and  when  the  safe  came  down  it  fr^ed  him  from  all  pain. 

Chorus. 

He  never  smiled  again, 
He  never  smiled  again; 
^Neath  the  l>ed  of  the  stones  they  looked  for  bis  iKMies, 
He  never  smiled  again. 

A  lover  called  upon  his  girl,  he  stood  within  her  room. 
Her  brother  that  same  day  bad  sworn  that  dude  should  meet  his  doom. 
He  sat  down  on  a  two-inch  tack,  then  howled  with  fearful  pain; 
He  rubbed  the  bosom  of  his  jianu  just  where  he'd  felt  the  strain. 

Chorus. 

He  never  smiled  again. 
He  never  smiled  agnin; 
When  he  goes  into  sup,  he's  compelled  to  stand  ap, 
He  never  smiled  again. 


*  >  ^^ 


THE     LITTLE     FRUIT     STORE 
ON     THE     CORNER. 


Copyright,  1801,  by  Chaa.  F.  Pidgin. 


Tlie  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  i 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soriga  for  Une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Poetage  Stamps  taken  sauie  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Woi-ds  by  Chaa.  F.  Pidgin.    Music  by  J.  W.  Wheeler. 


N^l 


F«*?j 


—When  a  girl  elopes  with  her  father's  coachman  some  other 
man  is  saved  from  getting  a  mighty  poor  wife. 


r:***'*"'"»*'--*»<^*fc  isi.,.  Mksti  .*-  •: 


A  little  dago  keeps  a  store  on  the  corner  near  my  houSc; 
The  street  Doys  call  him  Tony  Moore,  he's  as  timid  as  a  mouse. 
He  works  from  six  to  twelve  at  night,  he'll  pet  rich,  and  very  soon, 
Fur  when  his  trade  is  growing  light,  his  harmonica  starts  a  tune. 

Chorus. 
On  Saturday  night  you  will  see  him  there  as  busy  as  a  bee. 
Bananas  and  grapes,  apple,  peach  and  pear,  he  keeps  for  sale,  yon  see. 
There's  candy  and  gum  and  good  nuts,  all  sound,  the  orange,  lemons  bright; 
Attending  to  costumers  he'll  l>e  found  till  twelve  o'clock  at  night. 

He  talks  to  me  of  Italy,  'tis  the  land  he  loves  so  well; 

And  as  he  talks  my  eye  can  see  that  a  lump  in  his  throat  does  swell. 

He  wipes  away  a  falling  tear,  and  picks  np  a  nut  or  prune. 

To  give  a  l>oy  who's  standing  near,  then  he  suddenly  starts  a  tane. — Chobub. 

He  has  a  father  still  alive  and  a  mother  strong  and  well; 

Of  brothers  four,  and  sisters  five,  would  they  come?  he  cannot  tell. 

lie's  sending  money  home  each  week,  and  the  last  went  yesl^r  noon; 

A  great  big  tear  falls  on  his  cheek,  but  he  skilfully  starts  a  tune.— Chorus. 

They've  come  at  last  to  Freedom's  land,  and  there's  twelve,  I  find,  in  all; 
The  maid  that  tends  the  peantit  stand,  that  they  Leonora  call, 
I  learn  is  Tony's  sweetheart,  true,  a  black-eyed  and  dark-liaired  "brune;  " 
I'd  like  to  know  if  times  get  blue.  Mill  the  whole  of  them  start  a  tune  f— Chorus. 


— Dixter: 
be  repaired, 
street." 


'  I  sent  my  trousers  over  to  the  tailor's  yesterday  to 
Wixter:  "  I  wondered  why  I  didn't  see  you  on  the 
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JENNIE    AND    JOE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Will  KosslUr. 

The  Words  and  Mualc  of  this  Soiik  w  III  bo  nent  t<>  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10 
tents;  or  UiIm  aud  any  two  otlifr  SonKS  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Welini 


cents; 

Kow,  New  York  City. 


inian,  ISO  Park 
ro8la({i'  Stuinp!)  taku ii  Mine  aa  cash  fur  all  our  kuu<1*> 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  C.  UoUy. 

Jenny  and  Joe  for  years  had  been  ecttled  tocethcr. 

Neither  had  heard  a  word  about  Mary  or  John; 
Yeari)  (>a8«>ed  away,  all  etormij  they  ha<l  nuinuKed  to  weather. 

And  iu  the  world  together  they'd  both  ^ot  ou. 
Time  brouKlit  u  rhaiigc,  Jenny  got  tired  of  the  country. 

Somewhere  in  town  slie  wanted  to  live  with  lier  Jot;; 
Joe  «ili«>ok  hit>  head,  det-rmiiied  he'd  not  leave  the  homestead, 

She,  iu  a  rage,  eaid,'"  Stay  w  hero  you  are,  I'll  go." 

Chorus. 
*'  I'm  mletrees  right  here,"  eald  Jenny.    "  I  am  the  master,"  said  Joe. 
"  Half  of  It's  mine,"  said  Jenny.     "  The  oilier  half's  mine,  said  Joe. 
Said  Jo«',  ••  I'll  live  here  iu  the  country."    Suid  Jenny,  "To  town  I  will  fjo." 
'Twas  just  that  email  matter  that  started  the  quarrel  twlxt  Jenny  and  Joe. 

Joe  took  Ills  liat  and  bid  liis  sweet  Jenny  good  moruinfj; 

Dul  through  the  fields  so  tsad  and  quite  silent  he  went; 
Jenny  cat  down,  the  Uars  from  her  eyes  quickly  fulling, 

TliinkiiiK,  no  doubt,  that  Joe  he  would  soon  re|>eut. 
Quickly  she  rose,  with  ra^e  In  her  heart  nearly  l>oilinK, 

I'acketl  up  her  trunk  and  scattered  his  things  uu  the  Uuor; 
Out  of  the  hojiBC  Jenny  forever  was  goiiiK, 

Just  as  her  Joe  walked  iu  at  the  open  door. 

CuoRi;9. 

"I've  packed  up  my  half,"  said  Jenny.    "  Leave  my  half  alone,"  said  Joe. 

'I  don't  want  your's,"  said  Jenny.     "  Don't  lose  your  teini>er,"  siiid  Joe. 

'I'll  go  to  my  mother,"  said  Jenny,  "your  conduct  to  her  I  will  show." 
"  You're  welcome  to  go  to  your  mother,  but  dou't  bring  her  up  here,"  said  Jo*-. 

Jenny  then  cried,  as  yet  they  had  never  been  parted. 

Said  with  a  sigh,  you  ttrst  caused  this  strife  to  begin; 
Joe  said  that  he  would  rather  remain  by  the  river. 

And  when  she  pleased  Jenny  could  come  and  dron  in. 
Then  came  a  chanj^e,  si^hiiij;  and  sorrow  was  banished. 

Both  gave  a  suri  and  then  fell  to  liiugliing  innteiul; 
Ouickly  they  found  their  trouble  and  quarrel  l|M  vanished. 

To  their  surprise  they  had  been  dreaming  iu  iTed. 

Chorus. 

_^ You've  got  a  fair  half,"  said  Joe. 

S  "  rve  liad^a  dream,"  said  Jenny.  "  Ami  I've  had  the  same."  said  Joe. 
<  They  cuddled  so  fondly  together  and  loudly  with  laughter  did  scream, 
)  Both  Jenny  aud  Joe's  still  together,  their  quarrel  was  only  a  dream. 


'  You've  got  all  the  clothes,"  said  Jenny.        . .  „ 

-       ■     •      "  ..      > .  T •' And  I've  had  the  same. 


RING,    MERRY    BELLS. 

CopyrlKbt,  1891,  by  T.  B.  Horms  A  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

'  The  Words  and  Mnslo  of  this  .Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  iMwtjwilil.on  r«Tflj.t  nf  * 

cent*    or  tills  and  any  twootlier  .Solids  fur  Due  iNillar,  by  H.J.  Wehinaii,  IWI  Park 

Uo'w,  New  York  City      PostaKe  SUiii|M  taken  same  as  cash  forall  our  kuuUm. 

By  B.  H.  Janflsen,  and  sung  by  Carroll  Johnson  In  "  The  Ooesoon." 

The  wcddlng-bells  that  ring  to-day  tell  us  the  story  old. 
That  ever  since  the  world  began  by  poets  has  been  told; 
A  Ule  of  happy  love  and  bliss,  of  hearts  both  light  and  gay; 
Two  souls  witti  but  a  single  thought  united  are  to-day. 

Chorus. 

Ring,  ring,  ring,  ye  merry  bells,  let  the  air  resound  with  Joy  and  gladness; 
Kach  peal  happiness  fortells,  drive  away  all  sorrow,  care  and  HiulnesM; 
Ring,  ring,  ring  out  clear  and  hmg,  let  your  chimes  Ije  joyous  as  our  meeting; 
Peala  welcome  true  and  strong,  friendship  gives  the  lovers  welcome  greeting. 

May  wedding-bcllBthat  ring  to-dav,  ring  happiness  for  you. 
And  may  the  lovo  that  Oils  your  heart  be  faithful,  always  true; 
Then  ev'ry  cloud  will  roll  away,  and  with  it  everv  pain; 
The  joys  aud  uMsmries  of  the  past  will  all  come  back  again.— Cuo 


rub. 


SWEET    ANNABEL. 

Copyright,  18»1.  by  T.  R  Harms  &  Co.    Entered  at  8t«tloner»'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonKs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J  W  e  in 


cents;  or  this  and  any 
How,  New  York  City. 


„ .  lan.iaul'ark 

Pos'taKU  Htainps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 


By  B.  H.  Janssen,  and  sung  by  Carroll  Johnson  Iu  "The  Gossoon." 

Tiiere's  nothing  half  so  sweet  as  love,  a  love  that  is  strong  and  true; 
My  heart  no  wealth  or  gold  can  buy,  for  sweetheart,  'lis  all  for  you. 
My  eyes,  my  darling,  let  you  know  w  hat  my  lips  refuse  to  tell; 
My  every  dream  is  but  of  you,  my  own  sweet  Annabel. 

Chorus. 

Sweet,  dear  little  Annabel,  sweet,  dear  little  Annabel,  „  .,    . 

'Till  the  angels  doubt  and  the  stars  burn  out,  I  am  yours,  sweet  little  Annabel; 

Sweet,  dear  little  AiinalKl,  sweet,  dear  little  Annaln;!,  ,,    ,     . 

'Till  the  angels  doubt  aud  the  sUrs  burn  out,  I  am  yours,  sweet  little  An  nam  I 

Your,  eyes  are  like  the  monnUin  stream,  your  chin  is  pert  and  neat; 
There's  not  a  girl  in  all  the  place  with  lips  that  ure  half  as  sweet. 
To  me  the  world  is  always  bright,  as  bright  as  a  summer  day. 
And  darknesa  only  dims  the  light,  when  from  you  I'm  away.— t'HOBUS. 

I    *  >  »    ■ 


TURN    DOWN    THE    GAS. 

Copyright,  IWl,  by  Will  RoosUer. 


The  Words  and  Uuaic  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  pos^llaid,  on  receipt  of  M  I 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  oth«r  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wcluiian,  I3U  I'ark  ( 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  saino  as  cash  for  ull  our  goods.  \ 


Words  by  John  A.  Eraser,  Jr.    Music  by  Oeo.  Schlcltfarth. 


When  a  girl  is  so  bashful  that  blushes  suffuse 

Iler  cheeks  every  time  that  a  young  fellow  woos. 

There  is  only  one  way,  boys,  to  comfort  the  lass; 

Don't  say  that  1  told  you,  but  turn  down  the  gas. 

When  mamma  and  pupa  arc  safe  iu  their  beds 

No  thought  of  the  young  folks  will  enter  their  heads. 

And,  bovs,  it's  a  secret,  out  girls,  as  a  class. 

Are  tickled  to  death  when  you  turn  down  the  gas. 

Rkfrain. 
She  will  say,  "  Charlie,  don't;  you're  Just  awful; 

What  would  mamma  sayf  please  let  me  pass; 
Oil,  I'm  so  frightened,  so  lnU'  at  night. 

And,  Charlie,  how  could  you— you've  turned  down  the  gas." 

She'll  pretend  to  get  mad,  and  she'll  say  that  "you're  mean," 

Lut  if  you  believe  her,  you're  awfully  green; 

Just  you  tell  her  you  think  it's  a  Jolly  old  lark 

To  sit  with  a  dear  little  girl  in  the  dark. 

Dou't  lose  any  time  then,  but  let  your  arm  stray 

Arouud  her  slim  waist  in  an  innocent  way. 

And  when  she  says  "  quit  it,"  Just  give  her  a  squeeze, 

Aud  turn  down  the  gaa  lower  still,  if  you  please.  — Kefraim. 

When  yon'vc  quite  calmed  her  fears  of  this  innocent  bliss, 

You  will  make  a  mistake  if  you  ask  for  a  kiss; 

Just  you  turn  her  face  upward,  and  iM-iid  down  your  own; 

But,  pshaw  t  you  know  how,  you  don't  need  to  be  shown. 

UeMieml>er,  faint  heart  never  won  lady  fair; 

So  dou't  be  afraid,  you'll  succeed  if  you  dare; 

Oh,  had  I  a  beau,  but  I  have  not,  alas  I 

*  Say,  won't  you  come  over  and  turn  down  the  gasf-  Rkfrain. 


*  I'ointing  or  looking  to  some  one  in  audience. 


THE    IRISH    ARE    TRUE. 

Copyright,  18*1,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    EnU-red  at  Stationers'  Hall,  I;,<indon. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  |H)st  paid,  <in  receipt  of  40  ( 

ceiita;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehnian,  i:M  Tarb  < 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gomls.  ( 


Words  and  Hualo  by  Chaa.  Graham,  and  sung  by  Carroll  Johnson  In  "The  Gossoon." 


They  say  o'er  the  ocean  old  Ireland  can  never 

Become  a  fair,  nourishing  laud  as  of  yore. 
That  true  Irish  patriots  will  vanish  forever, 

And  men  like  Parnell  will  l>e  seen  never  more; 
Though  England  may  boast  of  her  strength  und  her  power. 

And  dimmed  for  a  while  l)e  the  gem  of  the  sua, 
Iler  sons  may  be  sure  in  adversity's  hour 

The  Irish  are  true  in  the  laud  of  the  free. 

RErilAIN. 

True  to  the  dear  isle  that's  over  the  sea,  ready  with  heart  and  with  liiiiid, 
Iler  sons  have  a  motto,  where'er  they  may  be,  "  United  forever  we  sUiidl  " 

As  long  as  America's  violet's  a  token, 

As  long  as  the  shamrock  lu  Ireland  shall  bloom. 
The  link  of  true  friendship  can  never  be  broken. 

The  sun-burst  of  freedom  will  shine  thro'  the  gloom; 
As  long  as  the  harp  decks  the  old  flai;  of  Erin, 

The  star-spangled  will  float  by  its  side. 
The  emblems  of  freedom,  of  right  and  of  daring. 

For  which  iu  the  past  noble  heroes  have  died.— Refrain. 

Then  here's  to  the  harp  and  the  shamrock  we  cherish. 
And  long  live  the  cause  of  the  true  and  the  brave, 

And  here's  to  the  country  whore  freedom  they  nourish, 
Where  patriots  are  ready  their  country  to  save; 

And  when  through  the  world  sounds  the  war-cry  we  long  fur, 
rro<'laiming  the  struggle  of  right  against  might, 


May  the  Irish  abroad  rally  one  million  strong. 
For  the  old  soil  on  which  'tis  a  glory  to  fight.— 


Refrain. 


'Tis  but  a  Little  Faded  Flower. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Bong  will  iM  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  andany  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  I'nrk 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  goods. 


— Save  when  you  are  young  to  spend  when  you  are  old. 


'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower,  but,  oh!  how  fondly  dearl 

'Twill  bring  me  back  one  golden  hour  through  many  a  weary  year. 

I  may  not  to  the  world  imiiart  the  secret  of  its  power. 

But,  treasured  in  my  inmost  heart,  I  keep  my  faded  flower. 

Chorus. 

'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower,  but,  oh  I  how  fondly  dearl 

'Twill  bring  me  back  one  golden  hoar  through  many  a  weary  year. 

Where  is  the  heart  that  docs  not  keep,  within  its  inmost  core, 
Nome  fond  remembrance,  hidden  deep,  of  days  that  are  no  more? 
Wlio  hatli  not  saved  some  trifling  thing  more  prized  than  jewels  rarer 
A  faded  dower— a  broken  ring— a  tress  of  golden  hair?— Chorus. 


— Keep  yourself  innocent  if  you  would  be  happy. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  33. 


JENNIE    AND    JOE. 

CopyiiKht,  1891,  by  WUl  Rotaau-r. 

The  Words  and  Mualc  of  tlil»  Soni?  w  111  bo  sent  t«>  any  addresii,  pout-Mid,  on  receipt  of  10 

centa-  ur  tlita  and  any  two  utlx-r  Soiigii  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian,  13U  Pork 

Kow,  New  York  Cltjr.    I'ostatfv  Stumps  taken  sanie  as  cash  fur  ail  oor  gitotia, 

WordB and  Music  by  W.  C.  RoUy. 

Jenny  and  Joe  for  years  had  been  settled  totjcther. 

Neither  iiad  heard  a  word  about  Mary  or  John; 
Years  paoseU  away,  all  storiDH  they  hail  m!inu};ed  to  weather. 

And  in  the  world  together  they'd  both  go'  <"'• 
Time  bronght  a  change,  Jenny  got  tired  of  the  country, 

Somewhere  in  town  slie  wanted  to  live  with  her  Joe; 
Joe  shook  hit"  head,  determined  he'd  not  leave  the  homestead, 

She,  iu  a  rage,  caid,"  Stay  w  here  you  are,  I'll  go." 

Ciionus. 
"  I'm  mietrese  right  here,"  eald  Jenny.    "  I  am  the  master,"  said  Joe. 
"  Ualf  of  it'B  mine,"  said  Jenny.     "  Ttie  other  half's  n>iiie,  said  J<»e. 
Said  Joe,  'I'll  live  here  iu  the  country."    Said  Jenny,  "  To  town  I  will  go." 
'Twas  just  that  email  matter  that  started  the  quarrel  twist  Jenny  and  Joe. 

Joe  took  his  hat  and  bid  his  sweet  Jenny  good  morning; 

Out  through  the  fields  so  sad  aud  quite  silent  he  went; 
Jenny  sat  down,  the  Uars  from  her  eyes  quickly  falling, 

Thinking,  no  doubt,  that  Joe  he  would  soon  re|KUt. 
Quickly  she  roae,  with  rage  In  her  heart  nearly  boiling, 

I'arketl  u|i  her  trunk  aiul  scattered  his  things  ou  the  ;loor; 
Out  of  the  house  Jenny  forever  was  going, 

Just  as  her  Joe  walked  iu  at  the  open  door. 

I  CUORUS. 

"I've  packed  up  my  hilf,"  said  Jenny.    "  Leave  my  half  alone,"  said  Joe. 
*'  I  don't  want  your's,"  said  Jenny.     "  Don't  lose  your  temi>er,"  said  Joe. 
"I'll  go  to  my  mother,"  said  Jenny,  "your  conduct  to  her  I  will  .show." 
"  You're  welcome  to  go  to  your  mother,  but  don't  bring  her  up  here,"  said  J<m'. 

Jenny  then  cried,  as  yet  they  had  never  been  parted. 

Said  with  a  sigh,  you  first  caused  this  strife  to  begin; 
Joe  said  that  he  would  rather  remain  by  the  river. 

And  when  she  pleased  Jenny  could  come  and  drop  In, 
Then  came  a  change,  sighing  and  sorrow  was  banished,  , 

Both  gave  a  start  and  then  fell  to  liiugliiiig  iuftead; 
Quickly  they  found  their  trouble  and  (jnarrel  1)^1  vanished. 

To  their  surprise  they  had  been  dreaming  Iu  oed. 

Chorus. 
"  You've  got  all  the  clothes,"  said  Jenny.    "  You've  got  a  fair  half,"  said  Joe. 
"  I've  had  a  dream,"  said  Jenny.     "  And  I've  had  the  same."  said  Joe. 
They  cuddled  so  fondly  together  and  loudly  with  laughter  did  scream. 
Both  Jeuuy  and  Joe's  still  together,  their  quarrel  vtiu  only  a  dream. 


The 


) 


RING,    MERRY    BELLS. 

Copyright,  W»J,  by  T.  ».  Harmn  *  Co.    Enttred  at  Statlontnt"  Hall,  London. 

Words  and  Music  of  thin  S<>n(f  will  l>e  wnt  to  any  addrem,  iK.Ht  jmlil,  on  n-Pf  l|.t  o 

•ent*    or  tlii.'4anii  any  twootlit-r  .Sohhk  for  Oiif  I>ollar.  by  H.J.  Wt-linmn,  IMI  I'ark 

How, New  York  City      JoHtaKw  Stamiwtakon  nanif  uaeaMli  forullour  ifood». 

By  B.  H.  Janiwen,  and  iiunn  by  Carroll  Johnson  to  "  The  Uoesoon." 

The  wedding-lKjIls  that  ring  to-day  tell  us  the  story  old, 
That  ever  since  the  world  began  by  jioels  has  l)ecu  told; 
A  tale  of  happy  love  and  bliss,  of  hearts  both  light  and  gay; 
Two  Boule  with  but  a  single  thought  united  ar«  to-day. 

Caonus. 
Ring,  ring,  ring,  ye  merry  bells,  let  the  air  resound  with  Joy  and  gladness; 
;  Each  peal  happiness  fortells,  drive  away  all  sorrow,  care  and  sadness; 
1  King   ring,  ring  out  clear  and  long,  let  your  chimes  lie  joyous  as  our  meetl 
\  Peala  welcome  true  and  strong,  frieudship  gives  the  lovers  welcome  greetii 

May  wedding-bells  that  ring  to-dav,  ring  happincs*  for  you. 

And  may  the  love  that  filU  your  heart  be  faithful,  always  true; 

Then  ev'ry  cloud  will  roll  away,  and  with  it  everv  pain; 

The  joys  aud  mem'ries  of  the  past  will  all  come  back  again.-  -C'iiuhi;b. 
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SWEET    ANNABEL. 

Copyright,  ISfll,  by  T.  R  Harms  *  Co.    Entered  at  StoOoners'  Hall,  Ix>ndon. 

The  Worda  and  Muiilr  of  tlila  Song  will  »>«  Kent  to  any  addr.-ii(i.  iKWt-pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cent*   or  thi«  and  any  two  other  Hongn  fortune  Ix.llar,  by  H.  J  \V.lini«M.  I  JO  I  ark 

Kow,  N*w  York  City,    f outage  »Uinps  takea  name  aiieaab  for  all  our  goods. 


By  B.  H.  Janssen,  and  sung  by  CamJl  Johniton  Iu  "The  Oinxioon." 

Tiieres  nothing  half  so  sweet  as  love,  a  love  that  is  slronc  and  true; 
My  heart  no  wealth  or  gold  can  buy,  for  sweetheart,  'tis  all  for  you. 
My  eyes,  my  darling,  let  vou  know  what  my  lips  refnse  to  tell; 
My  every  dream  is  but  of  you,  my  own  sweet  Annabel. 

Chouus. 

1  Sweet,  dear  little  Annabel,  sweet,  dear  little  Annabel, 

)  'Till  the  angels  doubt  and  the  stars  burn  out,  I  am  yours,  sweet  little  Annabel; 

^  Sweet,  dear  little  Annalxl,  sweet,  dear  ilttlc  Anual>el, 

)  'Till  the  augelB  doubt  aud  the  stars  burn  out,  I  am  yours,  sweet  little  Aiiiiab.  I 

Your  eyes  are  like  the  mounUin  stream,  your  chin  is  pert  and  neat; 
There's  not  a  girl  in  all  the  place  with  lips  that  are  half  as  sweet. 
To  me  the  world  is  always  bright,  as  bright  as  a  summer  day. 
And  darkneaa  only  dims  the  light,  when  from  you  I'm  away.— Chorus. 

■    «  >  »    ■ 


TURN    DOWN    THE    GAS. 

Copyright,  IWl,  by  WiU  RoesUer.  j' 

The  Word*  and  Muslcof  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  add^ef«,no!<^Ilald,  on  rerelptorw  I 

cents,  or  thii)  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Une  Dollar,  hy  H.  J.  Wclunaii,  13U  Park  ( 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'oHtage  Stamps  taken  aaiiio  axoaHh  for  ull  unr  goods.  \ 


Words  by  John  A.  Fraser,  Jr.    Uusic  by  Geo.  Sehlclffarth. 

When  a  girl  is  so  bashful  that  blushes  suffuse 

Her  cheeks  every  time  that  a  young  fellow  woos. 

There  is  only  one  way,  boys,  to  comfort  the  lass; 

Don't  say  that  I  told  you,  but  turn  down  the  gas. 

When  mamma  aii<l  pupa  are  safe  iu  their  l>eds 

No  thought  of  the  young  folks  will  enter  their  heads. 

And,  bovs,  it's  a  secret, l>ut  girls,  as  a  class. 

Arc  tickled  to  death  when  yuu  turn  down  the  gas. 

Refrain. 
She  will  say,  " Charlie,  don't;  you're  just  awful; 

What  would  mamma  say?  please  let  me  pass; 
Oh,  I'm  so  frightened,  so  late  at  night. 

And,  Charlie,  how  could  you— you've  turned  down  the  gas." 

She'll  pretend  to  get  mad,  and  she'll  say  that  "  you're  mean," 

But  if  you  believe  her,  you're  awfully  green; 

Just  you  tell  her  you  think  it's  a  jolly  old  lark 

To  sit  with  a  dear  little  girl  in  the  dark. 

Don't  lose  any  time  then,  but  let  your  arm  stray 

Around  her  slim  waist  in  an  innocent  way. 

And  when  she  says  "  quit  it,"  just  give  her  a  squeeze, 

Aud  turn  down  the  gas  lower  still,  u  you  please.    Uepiiaih. 

When  you've  quite  calmed  her  fears  of  this  innocent  bliss. 

You  will  make  a  mistake  if  you  ask  for  a  kiss; 

Just  you  turn  her  face  upward,  aud  U-nd  down  vour  own; 

But,  pshaw  t  you  know  how,  you  don't  need  to  Le  shown. 

l{enicml)er,  faint  heart  never  won  lady  fair; 

So  dou't  be  afraid,  you'll  succeed  if  you  dare; 

Oh,  had  I  a  beau,  but  I  have  not,  alas  I 

*  Say,  won't  you  come  over  and  turn  down  the  gmtt- 


Rbpkain. 


roiuting  or  looking  to  some  one  In  audience. 


THE    IRISH    ARE    TRUE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  T.  B.  Ilarms  &  Co.     Rnlered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  lyondon. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  |MM<t  iialil,  on  re<-el|>t  of  10  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twoother  Songs  forDne  liullar,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian.  I.tu  I'nrk  ( 

How,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goiHls.  ( 


Words  and  Music  by  Chaa.  Graham,  and  sung  by  Carroll  Johnson  In  "The  Gossoon." 


They  say  o'er  the  ocean  old  Ireland  can  never 

Become  a  fair,  fiiiiirishiti):  laud  as  of  yore. 
That  true  Irish  patriots  will  vanish  forever. 

And  men  like  rarnell  will  )>e  seen  never  more; 
Though  England  may  boast  of  her  strength  and  her  power. 

And  dimmed  for  a  while  l>e  the  gem  of  the  sutt, 
Iler  sons  may  be  sure  iu  adversity's  hour 

The  Irish  are  true  in  the  laud  of  the  free. 

Rbpkain. 

True  to  the  dear  isle  that's  over  the  sea,  ready  with  heart  and  with  hainl. 
Her  sons  have  a  motto,  where'er  they  may  be,  "  United  forever  we  standi  " 

As  long  as  America's  violet's  a  token, 

As  long  as  the  shamrock  in  Ireland  shall  bloom. 
The  link  of  true  friendship  can  never  be  broken. 

The  sun-burst  of  freedom  will  shine  thro'  the  gloom; 
As  long  as  the  harp  decks  the  old  fla(^  of  Eriu, 

The  star-spangled  will  float  by  its  side. 
The  emblems  offreedom,  of  right  and  of  daring. 

For  which  iu  the  past  uoble  heroes  have  died.— Uepkain. 

Then  here's  to  the  harp  and  the  shamrock  we  cherish. 

And  long  live  the  cause  of  the  true  and  the  brave. 
And  here's  to  the  country  where  freed<mi  they  nourish. 

Where  patriots  are  ready  their  country  to  save; 
And  when  through  the  world  sounds  the  war-cry  we  long  for, 

rroclalining  the  struggle  of  right  against  might, 
May  the  Irish  abroad  rally  one  million  strong. 

For  the  old  soil  on  which  'tis  a  glory  to  fight.— liKncAiN. 


'Tis  but  a  Little  Faded  Flower. 

The  Words  and  Miisir  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  { 

vents,  or  thin  anil  any  two  other  HonK"  for  One  Dollar,  liy  M.J.  Wt<linian,  13U  I'nrk 

Kow,  New  York  City,     fustage  Mtanips  taken  same  ascash  for  ull  our  goods. 

'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower,  but,  oh!  how  fondly  dearl 

'Twill  bring  me  back  one  golden  hour  through  many  a  weary  year. 

I  may  not  to  the  world  im|iart  the  secret  of  Its  (siwer. 

But,  treasured  in  my  iumost  heart,  I  keep  my  faded  flower. 

CnoRiTs. 

'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower,  but,  oh  I  how  fondly  dcarl 

"i'will  bring  me  back  one  golden  hoar  through  many  a  weary  year. 

Where  is  the  heart  that  docs  not  keep,  within  its  inmost  core, 
.Some  fond  remembrance,  hidden  deep,  of  days  that  are  no  more? 
Who  hath  not  saved  some  trifling  thing  more  prized  than  jewels  rare? 
A  faded  flower — a  broken  ring— a  tress  of  golden  hairf— Chorus. 


-Save  when  you  are  young  to  spend  when  you  are  oltl. 


— Keep  yourself  innocent  if  you  would  be  happy. 


•4.-*.« -si-i-=;*'-.w^."v. 
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Broken  Promise  {Thc)-Ii(citatUm 10 

Brother  Joe '. Si 

Captain  Robert  KIdd 20 

Cleveland's  Baby  Girl    30 

Come  to  My  Heart,  My  Love 5 

Conneniara;  or:  Leave  Your  Boots  on  the  Mat  .  28 

Cuckoo  Club  (The) 7 

East  and  West  Side  of  Town  (The) &8 

Flowers  Will  Come  in  May  (The) IsJ 

Flying  Dutchman  (The) 18 

■Funny  Little  Fellow  with  the  High,  High  Hat..    9 

Fanny  Man  (The) 27 

Get  Your  Hair  Cut 5 

Girl  Next  Door  to  Me  (The) 23 

Grace  Darling 14 

(j  rave  of  Bonaparte— No.  1 .".    7 

(irave  of  Bonaparte— No.  2 7 

Harbor  Light  (The) 13 

He's  a  Good  Old  "  Has  Been  "  21 

Her  Father  Has  Turned  the  Dear  Picture  Again.  30 

Hotel  Royal  Fire  (The) 9 

If  the  Fair  at  Chlca-_'o's  a  Frost 32 

I  Know  I  Am  Irish,  and  Proud  of  It,  too. 6 

I  May  Be  This,  I  May  Be  That 29 

Increase  of  Crime  (The) 4 

1  Was  Vuderneatli 23 

1  Wonder  What  His  Face  Looked  Like 17 

Jack  Gorman ...   IS 

Jolly  Dogs. 8 

Joys  of  a  Wedding  Ring  (The) 21 

Katie  Lee  and  Willie  Gray 17 

Keep  It  Longer 87 

Let  Me  Like  a  Soldier  Fall 29 

Light-Green  Parasol  (The) 18 

Limerick  Is  Beautiful 38 

Little  Old  Gemiau  Home  Across  the  Sea 90 

Ixx)k  Out  for  luforiiicrs 2 

Love's  Captivity  C 


I'AQE 

McDonnell's  Old  Tin  Roof 4 

Mar\  '8  Cheeks  Are  Rosy . .  27 

Maud  and  Kate j.   . . .     31 

Miner's  Dream  of  Home  (The) 28 

Miner  (The) ' 12 

Mollie ....  25 

Monty's  the  Cause  of  It  All 8 

Moony  Man  (Tin) 32 

Mother,  I've  Come  Home  to  Die  .  .  .3 

Mr.  Murphy's  Wm—BecitaHwi 30 

My  Ciium,  Tom 6 

My  Dear  Old  Mother's  Home , 6 

My  Vife  She  Vas  Vaiting  for  Me ....  18 

Name  on  the  Door  (The) 4 

Never  in  a  Thousand  Years 7 

Nothing  Is  Like  It  Used  to  Be ..    3 

No  Tidings  from  Over  the  Sea 24 

O'Grady  at  the  Game 9 

O'Keeleys  (The) 31 

Old  Hickory  Caue  (The) 13 

Old  Love  (The) 18- 

Once  More  We  Speak .  14 

Other  People's  Songs ...    .     .    ...  20 

Our  Emblem ..19 

Philadelphia  Once  More 19 

Picture  (The)- .ff^ri^a^OH 11 

Police  Gazette 19 

Poor  Gal  Didn't  Know,  You  Know  (The) 2G 

Poor  Old  Tramp  (The) 13 

Practice  What  Y'oii  Preach .   . .    19 

Prodigal  Son  (The) 26 

Promised  Land  (The) .   11 

Promise  that  You'll  Never  Tell    5 

Pull  for  the  Shore ......  24 

Parody  on— 

Ask  a  Policeman .  ..".   II 

Comrades .      21 

Down  on  the  Farm .      ao 

Maggie  Murphy's  Home    ; 21 

Mary  Green 29 

Oh!  What  a  Difference  in  the  Morning 9 

Picture  that  Is  Turned  toward  the  Wall  (The).  10 
(See  pp.  12  and  15  for  ot  her  parodiee  on  tli  is  song) 

Song  of  the  Steeple  (The) 17 

Take  a  Day  Oflf,  Mary  Ann 30 

Ta-ra-ra  Boom-der-e.. Pages  10  and  24 

Three  Leaves  of  Shamrock  (The) 8 

Vilikins  and  His  Dinah 18 

WithAllIIerFault8lLoveHerSt.il 29 

Remember,  Boys  Make  Men 22 

Reuben  Glue 15 


TAGE 

Riding  in  a  Sleigh 2 

Sam  Johnson's  Colored  Cake  Walk.   13 

Scottish  Emigrant's  Farewell  (The) 19 

See  that  My  Grave's  Kept  Green     .21 

Shamrocks  and  Kisses 14 

Site's  My  Darling 15 

She's  Seventeen  To-Day ..    2C 

Shipwreck  (The) 22 

Sights  in  a  Dime  Museum SO 

Six  Magniflceut  Bricks 8 

So  Do  1 22 

S|)eak  to  Me,  Speak 21 

Sprig  of  Green  (The)— IfecitcUion 11 

Stage-Driver  on  the  Knickerbocker  Line  (The)..    7 

Stolen  Kisses  Are  the  Sweetest 31 

Stone  Outside  Dan  Murphy's  Door  (The) 27 

S.trolling  with  Nora 28 

Sweet  Lass  of  Richmond  Hill 2 

Sweet  Marjoram 6 

Swinging  on  Riley's  Gate 2iJ 

Tapioca 3 

Ta-ra-ra  Boom-der-e 8 

There  Are  Moments  When  One  Wants  to  Be  Alone  ^ 

There's  Bound  to  Be  a  Row 18 

There's  None  Will  Forgive  Like  a  Mother..   .   .    4 

They  All  Came  Back 23 

Think  of  the  Loved  Ones  at  Home 3 

ThisaudTbat 5 

..Three  United  Nations 30 

I'rue  to  Jack 27 

Under  the  Hawthorn  Bower 85 

Veterans  (The) 16 

Vilikins  and  His  Dinah 14 

Wandering  Refugee  (The) 28 

Watching  at  the  Window  for  Her  Boy 14 

We  AU  Wear  Cloaks 2 

Wearing  Out  the  Green 19 

Wedded  Once,  but  Parted  Now 2 

Whenever  There's  a  Woman  in  the  Case 16 

When  the  Old  Church-Clock  Struck  Ten 25 

W  here  Are  the  Friends  of  My  Youth? 22 

Why  Should  We  Live  as  Strangers? 80 

Willage  Plackschmidt  (Tli*:)~Jleciiation 10 

Wolf  at  the  Door  (The) 30 

Woman's  the  Cause  of  It  All 82 

Woodman  Spare  that  Tree > 9 

Yellow  Rooe  of  Texas « 8 

Young  Ellen  Loraiue 18 

You  Will  Find  Out  Your  Mistake 17 
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RIDING    IN    A    SLEIQH. 

CopyrtKbt,  U71.  bj  J.  U  Peten. 


Tbe  Word*  and  Munlc  of  tlilx  Soiigr  » 111  t>«  Kitt  to  an}-  addrvss,  po»t  |>ald.  on  receipt  Of  10 
0«ut9i  vT  thlfl  aiiU  au>  t^M>  othi.-i-  ^jou^»  t\ji  t.>ii(.*  Doilui-,  b>  H.  J.  \\  ohmau,  190  I'ark 

Uow,  N«w  York  Cltjr.    I'uitlagv  btaiups  takvu  iwuiu  ai  caiIi  for  uU  oar  guuda. 

By  WUI S.  H*}-«. 


Suow-flHkcM  gIiBteu«d  In  tlie  inooullght,  falling  everywhere; 
Slelgh-bt'lle  mug  their  merry  voices  ou  tlie  vvintrv  air; 
£verv  ealluiit  ItuU  liis  lae«le,  da«liiiiK  ilowu  Uruauvray; 
I  Lftu  uiue,  ttud  vye  were  Uuppy,  lidiuf;  iu  a  sleigb. 

I  CHonca. 

Hip,  hurrabi  liold  your  horaea  or  they'll  get  away! 
▲iu't  it  pleasant,  with  your  sweetheart,  rlUiu^  iu  a  aleigb. 

DaahlDg  oat  the  road  to  Brighton,  eliding  o'er  the  anow; 

Hortiee  pautiuK,  ea^er  raciug,  "  Mercy,  how  they  go!  " 

Tweuty  eleiKlis  auJ  fifty  horses  going  out  that  way, 

W'hiie  the  merry  girla  are  laugUlug,  riding  iu  a  sleigh.— Chorus 

Whips  were  cutting,  drivers  shouting,  horses  flying  fast; 
Sleighs  upselUiig,  voices  yelliug  as  they  quicltly  passed; 
Till  at  lust  tlie  race  was  euded,  luoru  was  turuiu 
Homeward  came  the  jolly  parties,  ridiug  Iu  a 


iiug  tray, 
aleigli. — Ct 


Coming  home  with  Kate  beside  me,  crossing  o'er  a  ridge, 

I  turued  round  aud  slyiy  iiiseed  her,  couiiug  'cross  tlie  bridge; 

Then  she  asked  how  many  bridges  ou  our  journey  lay. 

And  1  uuswered.  •■Count  the  kUses,"  ridiug  iu  a  sleigh. -Chord*. 

Comiug  home,  aud  near  ttie  mausion  (this  I  will  coufeM;, ' 
But  1  asked  her— well,  no  matter,  for  she  answered  "  Yes! " 
Ou  a  certain  uight  this  wiuter,  I'll  not  uanie  the  day, 
But  there'll  be  u  preacher  with  us,  riding  in  a  sleigli,— CuoRUt. 


^a^ 


Mte  all  wear  cloaks. 

I  The  Words  and  Music  of  thia  Song  ^'^'Ul  t>e  sent  to  any  ad(lre8!<,  post-paid,  vu  receipt  of  10 

ceiitii.  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sougs  for  One  Dollar,  by  il.  J.  Wehiiian,l!M  i'aik 

Kuw,  New  York  Cit}-      hoslage  UtampetAkeu  saiae  a«cuali  fur  nil  uiir  Kuodii. 

When  I  came  to  town  lately  1  found,  'tis  no  joke, 

Meu,  women  aud  children  were  all  wearing  cloaks; 

So  1  says  to  myself,  do  as  other  folks  do, 

Aud  tu  be  iu  the  fashion  we'll  wear  a  cloalt,  too. 

For  we  all  wear  cloaks,  we  all  wear  cloaiu, 

To  be  in  the  fashiou  we  all  wear  cloaks. 

Why  not?  for  I'll  prove,  iu  the  course  of  life's  pother. 

We  all  of  us  wear  a  cioak  some  time  or  other; 

For  there's  noue  but  must  own,  however  great  is  their  pride. 

There  are  some  tilings  'tis  sometimes  couveuleut  to  hide. 

For  we  all  wear  cloaks,  we  all  wear  cloak». 

To  he  iu  the  fashi'>u  ^^e  all  wear  cloaks. 


Sweet  Lass  of  Richmond  HilL 

Copyright,  lUl,  by  WlllljLin  J.  A.  Ueder. 


Ths  Words  and  Muaie  of  this  Song  will  l^e  sent  to  any  address,  post -until ,  cm  receipt  of  M  I 

iit3;  ur  Uilaaad  any  ttvoutlic-r  tunica  tor  Uiic  I>uI1ki  ,  by  11.  J.  Wthiiiun.  IM  I'arit 

How.  New  York  t^ly. 


c«i>ta;  ur  Uiisaad  an>  twoutlicr  ^oiitfa  for  Out'  l^uliKr,  by  if.  J. 

Fusta^fe  ^)talnps  taken  same  ascajii  fur  all  our  goodn. 


Words  and  Music  by  Ada  Burnett.    Arranired  by  Jos.  Bcbweoaeck. 


The  dandy  iu  military  still  wears  his  cloak, 

And  thiuks  a  ci^ar  is  the  tiffy  to  smoke; 

With  his  flue  frill  and  wristbands  he  makes  a  great  show, 

But  take  oft  his  clouk,  'tis  all  dickey,  you  kuow. 

For  we  all  wear  cloaks,  we  all  wear  cloaks. 

To  be  iu  the  fashion  we  all  wear  cloaks. 

Toang  Mise  with  her  beauty,  her  airs  and  lier  graces. 

In  the  hood  of  her  cioak  often  carries  two  faces; 

Her  iover  declares  site's  an  angel  uncommon, 

Till  she  throws  off  her  cloak,  when  she  finds  she's  a  uuman. 

For  we  all  wear  cloaks,  we  all  wear  cIoaki>, 

To  be  iu  the  fasiiiou  we  all  wear  cloaks. 

The  lover,  till  wed.  seems  to  court  beauty's  sway. 
And  says  he  but  lives  her  commands  to  ol)ey; 
But  once  tightly  noosed  iu  the  conjugal  yolie, 
"Do  us  I  tell  you,  madam!  "  for  off  toes  liie  cloaic. 
For  we  all  wear  cloaks,  we  all  wear  cioaky. 
To  be  in  the  fasttiou  we  all  wear  cloaks. 

The  lawyer  a  cloak  w-eurs  as  well  as  the  iover, 

So  many  old  suits  he  has  always  to  cover; 

Hie  cloak  once  thrown  off,  shows  a  great  deal  of  evil, 

For  instead  of  tlie  lawyer,  oh,  there  is  the  d 1. 

For  we  all  wear  cloaks,  we  all  wear  cloalis. 
To  be  in  the  fashion  w-e  all  wear  cloaks. 

The  doctor  will  boast  of  his  skill,  and  the  way 
To  lengthen  cut  life  and  cheat  death  of  his  prey; 
He  has  a  grand  panacea  for  every  ill. 
And  when  he's  no  lancet  he'll  bleed  with  a  bill. 
For  we  all  wear  Cloaks,  we  all  wear  cloaitB, 
To  be  iu  the  fashiou  we  all  wear  cloalu. 

Some  clereymen  there  are,  of  the  hypocrite  stock, 
Who  careTuore  for  the  fleece  than  they  do  for  the  floclt; 
You  mav  always  kuow  such  before  you  iustal. 
For  the  larger  the  salary,  the  louder  the  call. 
For  we  all  wear  cloaks,  we  all  wear  cloaka. 
To  be  in  the  fashion  we  all  wear  cloaks. 

The  singer  will  eing  a  song  for  vour  pelf. 

With  his  eye  on  your  purse,  and  his  thoughts  on  liimself; 

The  ring  of  the  spelter  is  his  key-note,  I  choke. 

So,  I  pray  you  excuse  me,  and  I'll  keep  ou  my  cloak. 

For  we  all  wear  cloaks,  we  all  wear  cloaks. 

To  be  iu  the  fashiou  we  all  wear  cloaks. 


On  Richmond  mil  there  lives  a  lasa  with  eyes  like  morning  dew, 
Whuse  chariuB  all  otiier  inaidB  BurpoM,  'twoald  blind  both  me  aud  you; 
This  lass  so  neat,  with  smiles  so  sweet,  has  won  my  riglit  good  will; 
I'd  crowus  resign  to  call  thee  mine,  aweci  lasa  of  Kichmoud  Hill. 

CUORVB. 

Sweet  lass  of  Richmond  Hill,  sweet  lass  of  Richmond  Hill, 

I'd  crowus  resign  to  call  tiice  miue,  sweet  lass  of  Richmond  Hill. 

Ye  sephyra  gay  that  fan  the  air  and  on  the  tree-lope  dance. 

We  cull  the  flowers  we  know  they  prize  with  but  a  single  glance; 

How  happy  will  this  shepherd  be,  that  calls  this  nymph  his  own; 

Oh,  may  her  choice  be  fixed  ou  me,  miue's  fixed  ou  her  alone.— Chorus. 


Wedded  Once,  bnt  Parted  Now. 

Copyriglil,  1S«1.  by  Hlohard  A.  Saalfleld. 

The  Words  and  UuslC  of  this  Suntr  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  pust-naid,  un  receipt  of  M 

G«DCa.  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Scitign  fur  one  IH>llar,  l>y  it.  }.  Wehiiiaii,  l;>u  Park 

Kow,  Nsw  York  City.    t'oKtagf  6tauip«  taken  sauie  as  cash  for  all  uiir  tfuciis. 

Word«  by  Quo.  Cooper.    Music  by  M.  E.  Cooper. 

Glad  tlie  bells  that  unce  were  riuging  in  the  goldeu  ha)>py  past. 

Still  to  them  sweet  memories  briogiug,  dreams  of  joy  too  frail  to  last; 

Ttien  they  vowed  no  more  to  sever,  sad  the  thought  and  liglit  the  vow. 

Distant  wa.vs  they  roam  forever,  wedded  once,  but  parted  uovn  ; 

Through  life  to  meet  as  slrangers  Btlll,  uo  more  to  speak  1o\l->  gentle  vow. 

Alas!  for  hearts  that  pride  lias  severed— if  wedded  once,  but  parted  uuwl 

Alas!  for  hearts  that  pride  has  severed- If  wedded  once,  but  parted  uow. 

Gone  is  all  the  sweet  affection,  gone  the  joys  of  other  days; 
Naught  is  left  but  recollection,  love's  briglit  rose  ut  last  decays; 
Yet  methinks  two  hearts  are  yearning,  oft  in  tears  their  spiriia  Ijow; 
Oh!  that  bitter  thouf;lit  returning,  wedded  once,  but  parted  now, 
A  life  to  meet  as  strangers  still,  uo  luore  to  speak  love's  geulle  vow. 
Alas!  for  hearts  that  pride  has  sevei-ed— if  wedded  once,  ou-  parted  now! 
Alas!  for  hearts  ihi^i  pride  has  severed— if  wedded  ouce,  but  jiartcd  uow. 

Cold  and  stern  is  now  their  greeting,  Bmilea  may  hide  a  broken  heart. 

Pride  oft  hinders  souls  from  meetine,  oh!  to  love  and  then  to  part; 

Every  thought  of  love  divided,  broken  every  tender  vow. 

Like  two  streams  for  aye  divided,  wedded  ouce,  but  parted  now; 

A  life  to  meet  .is  strangers  still,  no  more  to  speak  love's  gentle  vow. 

Alas!  for  hearts  that  pride  lias  seveied— if  wedded  once,  out  parted  now! 

Alas!  for  hearts  tliat  pride  has  severed— if  wedded  once,  but  parted  now. 


LOOK   OUT    FOR    INFORMERS. 

By  Peter  Peppercorn.    Tune— "Thlntrs  I  Don't  Like  to  See." 


6end  your  name  and  add  rem  to  H.  J.  Wehinaii,  130  Hark  Row,  New  York  City,  and  recelr* 

oy  rstum  mall  a  complete  CataloKuc  of  overSOOOPopulai'  EnfliHhaiidOeriiutn 

Bones— Free.    Postage  Staiupstoken  Muue  asuaah  fur  all  our  goods. 

Though  .lanns-faced  men  by  the  thousand  are  found. 
And  hundreds  of  hypocrites  canting  around; 
But  class  them  together,  the  great  aud  the  small, 
The  sneakiug  informer's  the  worst  of  them  all. 
Let  him  go  where  be  will  he's  an  unwelcome  guest; 
All  honest  men  shun  him  as  a  spv  and  a  pest; 
A  coward  that  is  always  iu  trouble  and  fear. 
The  sneakiug  informer's  despised  everywhere. 

CUORl'S. 

The  informers  are  coming,  look  outt  look  oati 
The  sneaks  ou  a  Sunday  are  always  about; 
Beware  of  the  frauds— but  if  they  slionld  come  near. 
Help  the  rascals  along  with  a  kick  in  the  rear. 

The  reason  they  took  to  the  informer's  trade, 

Is  because  they  have  always  of  work  been  afraid; 

And  now,  Judas  like,  they  are  paid  by  the  kirk 

To  do  on  u  Sabbath  their  honorable  work. 

In  skulking  around  as  Inforiixr  and  spy 

To  trap  the  unwary  by  fraud  on  the  sly; 

But  treat  theui  with  swill  if  tlicy  ask  you  for  beer— 

The  sneakiug  informer's  despised  everywhere.— CaoROt. 

From  saloon  and  tavern  such  bummers  expel, 

And  treat  with  contempt  their  employers  as  well; 

If  allowed  to  coutinue,  how  long  will  there  be 

Any  freedom  left  iu  the  land  of  the  freer 

I)e  united  and  firm  and  let  uo  party  draw  .. 

Your  vote  if  it  upholds  the  obnoxious  law 

That  deprives  workingnieu  ou  a  Sunday  of  cheer. 

But  the  Buealung  iuformer  boycott  everywhere.- Cbobub. 


( 


— "  No,  siree;  I  ain't  a-going  to  put  my  name  to  every  piece  of 

f>aper  I  see  around,"  said  a  stranger  of  tbe  way-bacl£  type,  stand- 
n"  in  front  of  the  register  of  one  of  tbe  botels.     "  Some  fellows  I 
)w  got  took  in  that  way  onct,  and  bad  ter  buy  'nuf  lightning  rod  r 
build  a  railroad,  and  I  ain't  goin'  to  sign  nothin',"  # 
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Think  of  the  Loved  Ones  at  Home. 

Copyrtsrht,  IWl,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  A  Co. 
Ttl«  Wonla  and  Muilc  of  thU  Bong  will  be  sent  to  any  addreae,  poet-paid,  on  racalpt  of  *0 

e«aC«:  or  thii  and  any  two  otiier  Sonm  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Webmao,190  Park 

Kow,  New  ¥ork  City.    Poatagt'  Stamp*  taken  •aiiie  oa  casli  for  all  our  gooiM. 


Words  and  Music  by  Otto  M.  Helnanaii. 

How  well  do  I  rcraenil)er  when  I  waa  leavInR  home  , 

To  aan  BO  far  away  across  the  sea; 
I  was  going  to  be  a  sailor  on  board  a  man-o'-\var, 

A  liero  in  my  country's  cause  to  be. 
My  mother  she  careeeed  me  and  smoothed  down  my  hair, 

And  liissed  me  ere  I  left  her  side  to  roam; 
Tlien  said,  "  My  boy,  be  faithful  unto  your  country's  tlag. 

And  think  of  all  the  dear  loved  ones  at  home. 
She  kieeed  me  good-bye  with  tears  and  ft  sigh, 

And  said,  "  Boy,  be  true,  wliile  far  you  may  roam; 
Where'er  you  may  be,  on  land  or  at  sea. 

Just  think  of  tlio  loved  ouea  at  home." 

That  day  the  ship  was  leaving  the  qnay  was  thronged  with  frlendu 

Who  came  to  bid  their  dear  loved  cues  farewell; 
My  mother  stood  there  weeping,  with  tear-stains  on  her  face; 

I  watched  her  tliere  with  grief  that  none  could  tell. 
Just  tlien  the  chains  were  loosened,  and  oS  our  sliip  was  bound, 

Perhaps  no  more  to  come  back  o'er  the  foam; 
But  as  it  moved  away  I  heard  a  dear  voice  say. 

Just  think  of  all  tlie  dear  loved  ones  at  home. 
She  ktesed  me  good-bye  with  tears  aud  a  sigh. 

And  said,  "  Boy,  be  true,  while  far  you  may  roam; 
Where'er  you  may  be,  on  land  or  at  sea. 

Just  think  of  the  ioved  ones  at  home.  " 

A  few  months  had  departed  when  a  letter  I  received. 

It  said  that  mother  dear  had  passed  away; 
Her  iieart  mu^t  liave  been  brolteu  with  fretting  aud  with  care. 

While  lliiukliig  of  her  bo^  from  day  to  day. 
Slie  said  she'd  like  to  see  iiim  and  k'lis  him  ere  slie  died. 

But  lie  was  far  away  upon  tlie  foaia; 
And  where'er  I  may  liDger  I'll  tbiuk  of  that  refrain, 

Just  think  of  all  the  dear  loved  ones  at  home. 
She  kissed  me  good-bye  with  tears  aud  a  sigh. 

And  said,  "  Boy,  be  true,  while  far  you  may  roam; 
Where'er  you  may  be,  on  land  or  at  sea. 

Just  think  of  the  loved  ones  at  home." 


JOLLY    DOGS. 
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There  is  a  school  of  jolly  dogs,  I've  lately  come  across. 
They're  game  for  any  mortal  thing,  from  this  i  sparring  I  to  pitch  and  toss. 

(  attitude  ( 
Chokus. 

And  they  always  seem  so  lolly,  oh!  eo  jolly,  oh!  so  jolly,  oht 
They  always  seem  so  jolly,  oh!  wherever  they  may  be; 

They  dance,  they  sin^,  they  laugh  ha,  ha,  they  laugh  ha,  ha; 
They  daucc,  tliey  smg,  wliat  Jolly  dogs  are  we. 

Fal  la  la,  fal  la  la,  f al  la  la,  fal  la  ia,  fal  la  la, 

Fai  la  la,  fal  de  the  ral,  de  the  ral  lal  11  do; 

Slap,  bang,  here  we  are  again,  here  we  are  again,  here  we  are  again; 
Slap,  bang,  here  we  are  again,  what  jolly  dogs  arc  we. 

They  meet  each  night  at  six  o'clock,  and  then  sit  down  to  dine. 

They  put  the  courses  out  of  sight,  aud  then  they  take  their  wine.— Chobus. 

At  eight  o'clock  they  sally  forth,  because  yon  know  it's  dark; 

"  FoiTow  my  leader,"  cries  the  chief,  to-nigiit  we'll  liave  a  lark.— Chorus. 

To  balls  or  hops,  of  course,  they  go,  and  each  man  does  his  weed; 
They  stick  by  one  another,  as  they've  previously  agreed.- Chorus. 

Spring-heel  Jack  and  all  his  pals,  with  their  nocturnal  larks, 
I'm  sure  were  not  a  patch  upou  this  school  of  modern  sparks.  - 


CHOBrs. 


Mother,  I've  Come  Home  to  Die. 

I  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  neat  to  any  addrem,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  M 
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Dear  mother,  I  remember  well  the  parting  kiss  you  gave  to  me, 

When  merry  rang  tlie  village-bell,  my  heart  was  f  ullof  joy  and  glee; 

I  did  not  dream  that  one  short  year  would  crush  the  hopes  that  soared  so  high; 

Oh!  mother  dear,  draw  near  to  me,  dear  mother,  I've  come  n6me  to  die. 

Chobcb. 

Call  sister,  brother  to  my  side. 

And  take  your  soldier's  last  good-bye,  good-bye; 
Oh  I  mother  dear,  draw  near  to  me. 

Dear  mother,  I've  come  home  to  die. 

Harkl— mother  ■  'tis  the  village-bell,  I  can  no  longer  with  you  stay; 
I  My  country  calls— to  arms!  to  arms!  the  foe  advances  in  fierce  arrayl 
The  vision's  past— I  feel  that  now  for  country  I  can  only  sigh, 
Obi  mother  aear,  draw  near  to  me,  dear  mother,  I've  come  home  to  die.— Cho. 

Dear  mother,  sister,  brother,  all— one  parting  kiss— to  all— good-bye! 

Weep  not  I  but  clasp  your  hand  iu  mine,  and  let  me  like  a  soldier  die; 

I've  met  the  foe  ujwn  the  field,  where  kindred  fiercely  did  defy; 

I  f  onght  for  right— God  bless  the  flag  1  dear  mother,  I've  come  home  to  die.— Cho. 


TAPIOCA. 
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When  I  used  to  work  upon  the  levee. 

Many  happy  darkies  there  you  see. 
Cotton  coming  lu  80  very  heavy. 

Oh!  jolly,  there  was  lots  of  work  for  me. 
Black  man  hauling  in  the  cargo,  .    . 

Suu  am  very  hot  upon  the  heaid; 
When  he's  done  he  dance  a  jolly  jargo, 
-  Rum,  turn,  on  the  banjo  aud  then  to  bed. 

Chorus. 
To  my  oaknm,  to  my  chokum,  oh !  Poinpey,  can't  you  pick  a  peck  of  oakum ; 
Ahl  ah!  ah!  golly  ain't  the  levee  nigser  free. 
'W'orking  on  the  cotton-boat,  ten  shilling  a  day; 
Johnny  can't  you  pick  upon  the  banjo. 

Oh!  me,  oh!  my,  mamma,  mammii,  mamma,  don't  you  bear  the  baby  cry; 

Oh!  me,  oh!  my,  oh!  mamma,  mamma,  mnmina,  don't  you  bear  the  baby  cry. 

When  I  used  to  work  off  in  the  river. 

Satin  wood  and  water  ali  the  day. 
Chilly  wind  he  conic  and  make  me  shiver. 

Oh,  glad  this  child  he  was  to  get  away. 
White  man  he  gave  me  silver  dollar. 

Every  day  I  work  upon  the  dock; 
Tiieu  I  get  some  whiskey  aud  I  holler, 

Blom'e,  blom'e,  Caterrego  rock.— Cuobdi. 

This  child  is  fond  of  fried  'tatoe. 

Catfish  and  cofiee,  oh,  it's  nice; 
Make  him  feel  just  like  an  alligator 

When  him  just  about  to  catch  a  mice. 
When  the  bell  he  rings  I  go  lo  dinner, 

Deu  I  goes  aud  see  my  Diuah.  dear, 
I'll  marry  her  as  sure  as  I'm  a  sinner, 

And  love  her  all  the  day^  tliat'e  iu  the  year.  — Cbobus. 
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Nothing  Is  Like  It  Used  to  Be. 
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Words  by  Horry  Smith.    Music  by  Adam  Itzel,  Jr. 


We  sigh  for  the  days,  the  good  old  days  when  we  were  such  gay  young  sparks; 
We  bad  eyes  that  could  win  a  girl  at  sight,  oh,  those  were  the  days  for  larks. 
We  had  pretty  pearly  teeth  and  had  graceful  shapely  limbs; 
We'd  complexions  like  the  rose,  we  were  jolly  young  dogs,  I  vow; 
We  had  voices  then  to  sing  aud  danced  like  ugile  fawns; 
We'd  no  rheumatism  then,  but  we're  awfully  different  now, 

Chorusi. 

Nothing  is  like  it  used  to  be,  nothing  is  like  it  used  to  be; 

Yes,  everything's  changed  for  the  worse,  that  I  must  vow; 
Nothing  is  like  it  used  to  be,  nothing  is  like  it  used  to  be; 

Things  used  to  be  right,  but  they're  not  so  now. 

Then  the  children  went  to  bed  at  night,  did  as  they  were  told  to;  " 

They  never  did  a  naughty  thing,  never  spoke  a  word  untrue. 

No  young  girl  received  a  t>eau  till  her  mamma  said  she  might. 

But  mamma  staid  down  below,  and  was  never  out  of  sight; 

Once  a  girl  was  coy  and  staid,  she  was  pert  and  snappy,  snippy: 

Once  we  called  her  pretty  maid,  nowadays  we  call  her  "chippy.  "— Chorus.        { 

For  an  actress-star  when  we  were  young,  toil  and  talent  were  required, 
Now  we  only  need  that  she  should  be  rich  and  gorgeously  attired. 
Nowadays  'tis  different  quite,  everything  is  now  serene. 
And  an  actress  is  all  right  if  she  is  a  social  queen; 


She  mnst  take  the  beet  of  care  her  divorce-crop  never  fails, 
Then  she  needs  a  dress  from  Worth's,  aud  a  nod  from  the  Prii 


f 
Princeof  Wales.— Cho.  ( 


When  first  Columbus  reached  this  shore,  beauteous  was  the  land  he  found. 

For  nature  then  a  garment  wore  fraught  with  majesty  profound. 

But  nature  is  no  longer  free,  to  deadheads  she  no  more  consents; 

Niagara  Falls  you  cannot  see  unless  you  shell  out  fifty  cents; 

As  up  the  Hudson  you  proceed,  the  scene  sublime  your  bosom  thrills. 

Till  on  some  massive  rock  you  read:  "Use  Carters  Little  Liver  Pills."— Cho. 


I 


YELLOW    ROSE    OF    TEXAS. 
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There's  a  vellow  rose  in  Texas  that  I  am  going  to  see. 
No  other  darkey  knows  her,  no  darkey  only  me; 
She  cried  so  when  I  left  her,  it  like  to  broke  my  heart. 
And  if  I  ever  find  her,  we  never  more  will  part. 

Chorus. 
She's  the  sweetest  rose  of  color  this  darkey  ever  knew;  ' 

Her  eyes  are  bright  as  diamonds,  they  sparkle  like  the  dew; 
You  may  lulk  about  your  "  Dearest  May,"  and  sing  of  "  Rosa  Lee," 
But  the  yellow  rose  of  Texas  beats  the  Delleo  of  Tennessee. 

Where  the  Rio  Grande  is  flowing,  and  the  starry  skies  are  bright. 

She  walks  along  the  river  in  the  quiet  summer  night; 

She  thinks  if  I  remember,  wlicn  we  parted  long  ago, 

I  promijsed  to  come  back  again,  aud  not  to  leave  her  so.— Chorus. 

Oh,  now  I'm  going  to  find  her,  for  my  heart  is  fall  of  woe. 
And  we'll  sing  the  songs  together  that  we  sung  so  long  ago; 
We'll  play  the  banjo  gayly,  aud  we'll  sing  the  songs  of  yore, 
And  the  yellow  rose  of  Texas  shall  be  mme  forevermore.— Caoacs. 
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THE    NAME    ON    THE    DOOR. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


I  Til*  Word*  and  Mualc  of  this  Sons  will  be  Bent  to  any  addreaa,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

oenta;  or  tliifi  aud  any  two  ottier  Sontts  for  Uu»  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Weliinan,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    yottMge  Stamps  taken  same  ascasli  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Webflter  C.  Fulton.    Music  by  W.  8.  Mullaly. 


I've  been  thinkini^  once  again  of  the  name  npou  the  duor. 

For  I've  seen  it  in  my  dreams  as  iu  the  past; 
But,  alaal  I  know  that  home  I  shall  enter  nevermore. 

For  those  dear  old  days  were  all  loo  sweet  to  last. 
How  my  memory  rushes  back  to  that  time  so  long  ago, 

When  I'd  hasten  up  the  steps  my  love  to  meet, 
But  those  happy,  hai)py  hours  are  forever  dead,  I  know. 
And  I  seldom  seek  the  old  familiar  street. 

Chorus. 
When  I  pass  the  old  place  as  in  sweet  bygone  years. 

How  my  heart  cries  aloud  for  the  days  of  yore. 
But  I  know  they  are  dead,  and  the  hot,  blinaiu^  tears 
Fill  my  eyes  at  the  sight  of  the  name  on  the  door. 

Oft  in  silvery  summer  nights,  stealing  softly  up  the  stair. 

And  my  darling,  weaving  love  dreams,  I'd  surprise; 
Then,  with  heart  to  throbbing  heart,  I  would  kiss  my  love  so  fair. 

As  I  read  the  old,  old  story  in  lier  eyes. 
And  if  silent  we  became,  love  was  only  unexpreesed, 

With  her  hand  so  softly  resting  in  my  own; 
Then,  witli  love  too  deep  for  words,  I  would  clasp  her  to  my  breast. 

For  I  knew  she  was  my  loved  one,  mine  alone.— t'Ao/'iw. 

Ah.  that  name  upon  the  door!  hush,  my  loudly  beating  heart: 

You  must  siiScT  on  in  silence  'till  you  break; 
'Tis  like  death  to  recollect,  but  our  paths  lie  far  apart, 

I  must  bear  it  all  aloite  for  her  dear  sake. 
Oh,  those  golden  hours  of  bliss,  how  I  live  them  o'er  and  o'er, 

As  I  wait  the  loug,  last  sleep  to  set  me  free; 
Dearest  heart,  I  lovu  you  then,  now  I  worship  you  far  more, 

But  your  memory  is  all  that's  left  for  me.—  t'/ioriin. 


THE    INCREASE    OF    CRIME. 
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I've  been  thinking.  Uncle  Sam,  I've  been  thinking. 

And  my  thougiits  I  can  scarcely  deflue; 
I've  heen  thinknig  why  people  can  wonder 

At  America's  increase  of  crime. 
Cries  old  Uncle  Sam:  It's  a  poser. 

There  is  something  I  can't  understand; 
I  would  give  up  a  trifle  to  know,  sir. 

Why  crime  should  increase  in  our  land— 
We  have  plenty  of  gold,  I  am  told,  sir; 
We  have  heap?  lai^  away  in  store,  sir. 
Guarded  with  bolts  and  bars,  sir. 

And  siiki  there  is  an  increase  of  crime. 


It's  quite  true  w  hat  you  say.  Uncle  Samuel, 

We  have  gold  laid  away  In  store. 
Mouldy  with  mildew  and  rust,  sir, 


And  guarded  with  heavy  iron  doors; 
While  you,  like  a  dog  in  your  manger. 

Your  gold  to  youiself  you  confine. 
When  a  little  would  make  a  great  change,  air. 

In  this  terrible  increase  of  crime— 
For  ezixinses  you  don't  care  a  jot,  sir; 
Politicians  you  feed  a  whole  lot,  sir. 
While  ttie  poor  man  with  hunger  may  rot,  sir, 

And  still  tliere  is  au  increase  of  crime. 

Can  yon  wonder  at  crime— can  you  wonder. 

When  you  meet  the  police,  on  their  beat. 
Arresting  the  poor  car-monger 

Por  earning  his  liread  iu  the  street  * 
While  the  thief  on  the  corner  stands  (,rinning 

In  the  broad  open  light  of  the  day; 
Your  pockets  lie  will  pick  for  a  sliiiliug. 

And  tiie  law  cannot  touch  him,  thev  say— 
While  he  laughs  with  contempt  ami  derision. 
Defies  all  your  police  division, 
This  poor  carter  you  cast  into  prison. 

Uncle  Uam,  can  you  wonder  at  crime? 

It's  qolte  true  what  yoa  say.  Uncle  .Snui,  air, 

Temptation  is  hard  to  resist. 
Just  loolT^t  our  poor  needle  girls,  sir, 

Trying  their  l)est  to  subsist; 
Can  you  wonder  at  their  prostitution. 

When  blood-sucking  firms  barely  give 
Enough  to  ward  off  destitution r 

Although  she  is  poor,  she  must  live- 
There  is  our  [)oor  servant  girl,  Ood  defend  her. 
With  feelings  as  pure  and  tender 
As  our  proud  city  ladies,  remember  - 

Uncle  Sam,  can  yon  wonder  at  crime? 

Just  think  while  you  are  drinking  yonr  wine,  sir. 

How  the  poor  of  our  land  they  are  fed. 
While  yon  with  your  rich  folks  can  dine,  air, 

'Tis  a  God-send  for  them  to  get  bread; 
Go  visit  tlie  house  of  the  poor,  sir. 

Such  sights  you  will  never  behold- 
Tite  prison  dens  go  and  expose,  sir. 

Then  scatter  your  hoardings  of  gold — 
When  a  little  would  soon  break  asunder 

The  chains  that  the  poor  sufferer  is  under, 
Go  list  to  that  great  voice  of  Imn^er, 

And  never  moie  wonder  at  crime. 


THERE'S    NONE   WILL   FORG-IVE 
LIKE    A    MOTHER. 
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Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.    Music  by  L.  C.  Wegefarth. 

There's  a  white-haired  mother  waiting  In  a  cottage  far  away. 
And  she  listens  for  the  footsteps  that  so  long  have  gone  astray; 
In  the  city's  whirl  and  splendor  is  the  child  wlio  left  her  care; 
And  while  teardrops  softly  gather,  in  Iter  heart  she  breathes  a  prayer; 
And  while  teardrops  softly  gather,  iu  her  heart  she  breathes  a  prayer. 

Chorus. 
There's  none,  while  we  live,  like  a  mother; 

There's  none  will  forgive  like  a  mother; 
Whate'er  we  may  do,  she  is  fajtiiful  and  true. 

There's  none  will  forgive  lilic  a  mother. 

O'er  the  mantel  hangs  a  picture  that  she  gazes  on  with  tears, 

'Tis  the  face  of  her  own  darling,  she  lias  never  seen  for  years; 

Sin  has  Bullied  now  those  features,  and  has  tarnished  that  fair  name, 

But  unto  that  loving  mother,  oh!  her  child  is  still  the  same; 

But  unto  that  loving  mother,  oh!  her  child  is  still  the  e»me.—  C /torus. 

At  the  doorjhe  hears  a  footstep,  'tis  her  poor  returning  child; 
How  that  mother's  heart  is  throbine  with  its  Joy  so  pure  and  wild; 
Let  the  whole  world  acorn  her  darling,  yet  her  arms  are  open  alii  I, 
Though  a  father  may  tnrn  from  us,  yet  a  mother  never  will; 
Though  a  fatlier  may  turn  from  us,  yet  a  mother  never  will.— (Ao/im. 
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A    LOYAL     KNIG-HT, 
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Words  and  Muric  by  Julian  Jordan. 


There  was  a  knight  who  loved  a  lady  fair, 

"Twas  in  the  golden  time  of  long  ago; 
His  deeds  of  cliTvalry  l)eyoud  compare. 

He  knew  no  fear,  come  either  weal  or  woe. 
For  love  I'd  live,  for  love  I'd  die,  he  sang 

Beneath  her  window  oft,  in  tender  tone; 
This  song  of  love  in  sweetest  accents  rang, 

"  A  truer  love  than  mine  was  never  known  "; 
This  song  of  love  in  sweetest  accents  rang, 
"A  truer  love  than  mine  was  never  known. 
*'My  love,"  he  sang,  "a  loyal  knight  am  I, 
For  thee  I'd  gladly  live  or  ale." 

Like  this  brave  knight,  I  too  of  love  will  sing 

At  evening  wlien  tiic  stars  shine  brij^ht  above; 
The  gloom  of  eve,  sweet  thoughts  of  love  will  bring; 

Ah!  then  I'll  sing  a  sweet,  sweet  song  of  love. 
At  eventide  I'll  slug  to  my  guitar. 

As  sang  the  knight  of  oldiu  tender  strain, 
A  song  of  love,  tliou'lt  hear  it  from  afar, 

Thou'lt  hear  it  aud  thou'lt  know  thy  love  again; 
A  song  of  love,  thou'lt  liear  it  from  afar, 

Thou'lt  hear  it  and  thou'lt  know  thy  love  again. 
Vy  love  I  my  love!  a  loyal  knight  am  I, 

For  thee  I'd  gladly  live  or  die. 


MCDONNELL'S     OLD     TIN     ROOF. 
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In  summer  time,  when  all  is  flue,  and  the  trees  and  grass  are  green; 
Wiien  the  boys  are  drinking  lager  beer,  and  everything's  serene. 
On  Tom  McDonnell's  old  tiu  roof,  the  boys  do  dance  at  nitiht. 
With  Kitty  Malone  and  Mary  Shea,  who  sing  with  all  tlieir  might. 
They  have  a  big  accordeon — the  music  it  is  grand; 

You'll  hear  them  sliout  for  miles  away. 
Faith  they  never  will  go  home,  while  they  con  have  a  tune. 

And  I'racy  on  his  instruments  will  play. 

Chorus. 
It's  polkas,  waltzes,  quadrilles  all  the  night; 

'Tis  finer  than  the  Op'ra  Bouffe; 
If  you  don't  believe  I'm  right,  call  around  there  any  night. 

And  you'll  flud  us  on  McDonnell's  old  tin  roof. 

They  call  themselves  the  midnicht  owls;  they  dance  by  light  of  moon; 
To  etart  for  home  at  two  o'clock,  they  say  it  is  too  soon. 
They  keep  the  foiks  awake  all  night,  they  never  have  tlieir  rest, 
To  sing  their  songs  and  play  theii  tunes,  they  do  their  level  liest. 
The  music  it  Is  charming— it  really  is  divine; 

'Tis  finer  than  tlie  Op'ra  Bouffe. 
When  they  the  Boston  dip,  faith  the  house  rocks  like  a  ship; 

Oh,  there's  no  place  like  McDonnell's  old  tin  roof.- CAort(«. 

Across  the  street  from  where  I  live,  a  German  keeps  a  store; 
He  is  a  baker  man  by  trade,  he's  worth  a  thousana  or  more. 
He  keeps  about  five  men  at  work— of  course,  they're  up  all  night. 
But  when  they  hear  the  music  play,  they  sliout  with  great  delight 
About  the  time  the  bread  is  baked  the  boys  and  girls  desceud; 

They  don't  stop  till  they've  reached  the  door. 
Then  they'll  skip  across  the  street,  and  the  bread  they'll  nip  ao  neat; 

Oh,  you  ought  to  hear  the  bakers  how  they  roar.—  Chonu. 
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THIS   AND    THAT. 
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Words  by  Nemo.    Muaic  by  Henry  Pontet. 


"  Now,  grannie,  prithee  do  not  ecold  me,  I  know  full  well  'tis  passing  laie; 
I  know,  to  hurry  lioin«  you  told  me,  but  some  one  met  me  at  the  K&te; 
Now,  grannie,  prithee  do  not  frown— indeed,  'twas  only  Cousin  Mat, 
Who,  driving  home  from  Loudon  town,  just  stopped  to  tell  me  this  and  that. 
This  and  that,  all  very  fine,  you  think  your  grannie  blind,  no  doubt; 
I've  eyes  to  see,  granddaughter  mine,  and  know  full  well  what  you're  about; 
If  for  so  long  he  made  you  linger,  and  just  of  this  and  that  to  speak. 
Then  what  is  (Ms  upon  your  finger,  and  what  is  that  upon  your  cheek? 

"  Well,  gran',  I'll  tell  you  all  the  tiutU— this,  on  my  finger,  is  a  ring; 
Now  don't  be  hard  upon  the  youth,  'tis  such  a  tiny,  weeny  thing; 
And,  as  for  that  upon  my  cheek,  well,  gran',  there's  nothing  much  amiss; 
The  truth,  you  know,  I  said  I'd  epeuk,  'twas  auntie  sent  us  ooth  a  kiss. 
One  for  me  and  one  for  you,  so,  as  'twas  getting  very  late. 
To  save  delay  I  took  tbe  two,  then  safely  locked  and  barred  the  gate." 
"Sol  sol  my  lass,  give  that  ring;  next  time  I  see  your  Cousin  Mat 
I'll  give  him  back  the  tiny  thing,  and  box  his  cars  for  this  and  that.'"' 


m%m    ' 


COME  TO  MY  HEART,  MY  LOVE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Julian  Jordan. 


Here  in  the  shadows'  deepening  gloom  stand  I  alone  at  evening's  hour; 

Hushed  is  the  son^  of  every  bird,  and  the  bull  in  yonder  tower 

Tells  me  our  trystiug  time  is  come;  here  now  I  wait  alone  for  thee; 

Here  in  tbe  auiet  evening  hour,  my  love,  I'm  waiting  for  thee. 

Come  to  my  heart,  my  love,  this  heart  that  beats  but  for  thee. 

Come  rest  thee  here,  my  own,  deep  is  my  love  as  the  sea; 

No  harm  shall  reach  thee  here,  my  own,  come  to  my  arms  then,  weary  one. 

Here,  where  love  looks  from  every  star  above,  come  to  my  heart,  my  love. 

Come  to  my  heart,  thou'lt  find  it  true,  how  true  and  strong  thou  can'st  not  know; 
Only  Ibe  years,  that  love  will  prove— yes,  'twill  ever  brighter  grow; 
Come  then,  I  long  tu  hear  once  more  those  magic  words  thy  lips  can  tell; 
Dear  heart,  dear  heart,  I  love  thee  true;  I  love  thee,  love  thee  so  well. 
Come  to  my  heart,  my  love,  this  heart  that  beats  but  for  thee. 
Come  rest  thee  here,  my  own,  deep  is  my  love  as  the  sea; 
No  hann  shall  reach  thee  here,  my  own,  come  to  my  arms  then,  weary  one. 
Here,  where  love  looks  from  every  star  above,  come  to  my  heart,  my  love. 


MY  DEAR  OLD  MOTHER'S  HOME. 
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By  Joe  Hart 


The  dearest  spot  In  all  this  world  to  me,  where  in  childhood  days  I  grew— 
Years  have  passed  since  last  I  gazed  on  it,  still  my  heart  is  ever  true; 
Silence  slumbers  in  each  flower,  songsters  gather  in  each  tree, 
And  they  welcome  every  stranger  in  that  little  home  across  the  sea. 

Chords. 
No  one  knows  how  much  I  love  it. 

Through  it's  green  fields  I  would  roam; 
There's  not  a  place  on  earth  that's  half  so  sweet 

As  my  dear  old  mother's  home. 

My  dear  old  mother  and  her  soft,  gray  hair,  I  see  her  before  me  now; 

Her  fond  embrace  and  parting  words  I  hear,  as  she  kissed  me  on  my  brow; 

God  bless  you,  mav  you  soon  return,  were  her  words  so  sweet  to  me. 

And  I  know  that  she  is  waiting  in  that  dear  old  iiofiie  across  tbe  sea.—  Chorut. 


G-ET    YOUR   HAIR    CUT. 
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Promise  that  You'll  Never  Tell. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Edgar  Seldon. 


Now^isu't  it  a  pity,  in  a  city  large  as  this. 
In  spite  of  law  and  order,  how  things  will  go  amiss? 
How  accidents  will  hapi>eu,  politicians  go  astray? 
And  some  brand  new  sensation  occurs  most  every  day. 

CUORUS. 

What  are  we  going  to  do,  boys?  what  is  the  world  coming  tof 

Really  we're  growing  so  wicked  that  I  am  afraid,  aren't  you? 

Good  people  now  are  so  precious,  do  let  us  try  to  keep  well; 

And  whatever  I  say,  in  my  innocent  way,  why,  promise  that  you'll  never  tell. 

Why  is  it  at  the  seaside,  when  the  billows  rush  and  roar, 

You'll  find  the  lovely  maidens  reclining  on  the  shore? 

Is  It  'cause  they  are  so  timid?  oh,  nol  for  they're  too  cute, 

They  merely  wish  to  stun  you  with  their  three-ounce  bathing  suit.— C'Aoru*. 

Why  are  our  young  girls  anxious  w  ith  some  foreign  lord  to  wed. 
Who  hasn't  half  a  nickle,  whom  she'll  support  instead? 
I  wonder  why  their  brothers,  too,  the  British  customs  ai>e  ' 

And  try  to  wear  an  eye-glass  'till  their  face  is  out  of  shape.— CAoru*. 

When  Hayseed  Green  comes  into  town  he  starts  out  for  a  lark. 

And  in  the  gayest  places  you'll  find  him  after  dark; 

He  soon  makes  friends  with  Bunco  Bill,  then  comes  a  game  of  "hearts," 

And  Bunco  Bill  with  Hayseed's  casli  skips  out  for  unknown  parts.— 6' Aoruj. 

Encore  Verses. 

A  bashful  vouth  once  loved  a  lass,  and  "  Crystal "  w  as  her  name. 

He  wooed  her,  won  her,  made  her  his,  w  bile  cupid  fanned  tbe  flame. 

Bat,  now,  when  he  comes  from  the  lodge,  braced  up  with  fine  old  "  Scotch," 

The  name  of  "  Crystal "  fits  her  well,  she's  always  on  the  "  watch."— C'/wrM«. 

How  oft  on  winter  evenings  when  the  baby  lias  the  croup, 

You'll  smother  exclamations  like,  I  wish  him  in  the  soup; 

And  as  you  pace  your  bed-room  floor  with  him  at  dead  of  night. 

You  jam  a  tack  'way  in  your  foot  and  howl  with  wild  delight.— CAori<«. 

I've  searched  for  encore  verses,  and  for  topics  old  and  aew, 

'Till  in  an  awful  flurry  I've  extemporized  a  few. 

I'd  like  to  keep  on  singing  if  some  pleasure  it  affords,  w'  -<  ;'■ ' 

And  I'll  do  it,  if  you'll  get  me  a  new  set  of  vocal  chords.—  Chonu. 
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,    Words  written  and  music  arranged  by  U.  H.  Janssen.    Sung  by  George  Beaucluuiip, 

I  came  across  from  London  town  a  week  ago  to-day. 
To-morrow  I  go  back  again,  I  can  no  longer  stay; 
My  hair  in  London  was  all  the  style— in  fact,  was  raved  about. 
But  here  I'd  hardly  touched  the  soil  when  I  heard  some  one  shout: 

Chorus. 
Get  your  hair  cut,  get  your  hair  cut, 
Or  tbe  wind  will  breeze  and  blow 
Thro' those  locklels,  don't  Cher  know; 
Get  your  hair  cut,  get  your  hair  cut. 
Let  tbe  barber  have  a  chance,  dear  boy. 

Of  course,  this  made  me  very  mad,  I  knew  they  yelled  at  me. 
So  in  a  cab  I  quickly  jumped,  but  there  I  wasn't  free. 
For  cabby  on  his  box  up  high  I  could  hear  very  plain, 
And  every  time  he'd  bit  tbe  horse  he'd  sing  the  same  refrain: 

Chords. 

Get  your  hair  cut,  get  your  hair  cut. 

Oh  I  but  mamma  he's  a  beaut', 

Flowing  locks  and  striped  suit; 

Get  your  nair  cut,  get  yoar  hair  cut. 

Let  the  barber  have  a  chance,  dear  boy. 

I  stopped  np  at  a  swell  hotel,  the  clerk  was  mild  and  bland; 
Gave  me  a  room  nine  stories  high,  but  that  I  would  not  stand* 
We  had  a  scrap,  he  yelled  out,  ''Front,"  just  throw  his  lilacs  out. 
And  when  my  grip  came  after  me,  each  "  Front"  began  to  shout: 

]  Chorus. 

Get  your  hair  cut,  get  your  hair  cat. 
He  is  mamma's  pretty  boy,  —    . 

Dearest  little  Fountleroy; 
Get  your  hair  cut,  get  your  hair  cut, 
Let  the  barl>er  have  a  chance,  dear  boy. 

Of  course,  this  drew  up  quite  a  crowd,  to  them  I  told  my  tale; 
A  policeman  came  along  just  then  and  lugged  me  off  to  jail ; 
I  fought  him.  nearly  all  the  way,  but  he  was  very  strong. 
And  all  the  way  that  dreadful  mob  just  kept  up  this  same  song: 

Chorus. 

j     Get  your  hair  cut,  get  your  hair  cut. 

Do  them  up  in  papers,  dear, 
J         And  they  won't  look  half  so  queer; 
Get  your  liair  cut,  get  your  hair  cut, 
Let  the  barber  have  a  chance,  dear  boy. 

Next  day  they  took  me  into  court  and  charged  me  with  the  crime 
Of  blocking  up  a  public  street  for  hours  at  a  lime; 
Now,  lilacs,  said  tbe  judge  to  me,  just  trim  your  window  mop; 
I'll  let  you  off,  here's  thirty  cents,  go  find  a  barber-shop. 

CuORUS. 

Get  your  hair  cut,  get  your  hair  cut, 
,-         Save  a  locklet,  dear,  for  me. 
That  I  may  remember  thee; 
Get  your  hair  cut,  get  your  hair  cut, 
Let  the  barl>er  have  a  ctiauce,  dear  boy. 

I  left  the  court  resolved  to  go  to  London  that  same  day. 
As  every  one  was  down  on  me,  though  why  I  couldn't  say; 
For  just  as  I  was  coming  here  I  passed  a  parrot  store. 
The  moment  they  caught  sight  of  me  each  bird  )>egan  to  row: 

Chords. 
Get  your  hiiir  cut,  get  your  hair  cut. 
And  then  every  bird  would  shout. 
Does  your  mother  know  your  out; 
Get  your  hair  cut,  get  your  hair  cut,  -      . 

Let  the  barber  have  a  chance,  dear  tray. 


— The  faster  the  horse,  the  sooner  the  ride  is  eoded. 
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AN    OYSTER^S    LOVE. 
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VfofOa  by  Chas.  F.  Piilgin.    Music  by  W.  J.  D.  Leavitt. 


A  bivalve  onrc  did  fall  in  love,  of  course,  with  a  female  oyoter; 
'  His  clicll  he  oi)ened  when  he  proposed,  his  words  they,  of  course,  rejoiced  hi-r. 
I  Now  Mister  Oyster  was  haul  ton,  ne  was  a  Blue  Poiut  and  wealtliy. 

While  she  fruiu  (Shrewsbury  River  came,  aud  they  were  both  youug  and  heallliy. 

KlCrRAlN. 

Yes,  the  bivalve  heart  has  a  beat  that's  full; 

There  are  those  who  scorn  and  deride  It; 
But  I  speak  of  love  that  sweetly  grows 

Itj  au  oyster  for  one  beside  it. 
For  an  oyster's  love  Is  a  passion  strong, 

Though  an  uncouth  shell  conceals  it; 
Oh!  liow  can  we  scorn  a  love  so  true. 

When  the  pearl  within  reveals  it? 

'  They  met  one  day  at  dinner-time,  wliilc  he  on  a  half-shell  rested; 

She  was.  I  must  confess  the  truth,  iu  pickle,  of  her  robes  divested. 

His  furtive  giniice  fell  on  her  form,  by  love  theu  his  heart  was  shattered; 
^  He  wished  that  fate  had  willed  that  both  should  cscolloped  be  or  batterd.— T?*;^. 

Aud  next  he  thought  it  had  been  b«st  if  they  had  l)oen  stewed  au  uat'tfl; 
He'd  thanlied  his  stars  with  all  his  mi^ht  if  fried  with  his  heart's  collutral. 
A  pan-roast,  too,  it  seemed  to  him,  would  offer  a  chance  to  win  her; 
And  then  a  cold  sweat  chilled  his  brow,  for  the  guests  came  iu  to  dumvr.  —  Re/. 

Then  to  his  heart  a  sweet  thought  came;  true  love,  there  is  nought  can  hamper. 
]  A  gourmet  took  him  on  a  fork,  our  youtli  down  his  tliroat  did  scamper. 
\  The  gourmet  then  looked  round  the  board.  Bonne  boucfie  for  bis  throat  to  tickle; 
;  Oh!  joy!  oh!  happiness  supreme,  for  his  eye  fell  on  the  p\ck\e.— Re/rain. 

]  The  yotith,  I've  said,  bad  gone  below,  the  fork  left  a  wound,  'twas  burning, 
s  But  still  his  heart  was  safe  and  sound,  tliougli  tilled  with  a  luviug  yearning. 
I  What's  this  he  sees?  my  love,  she  comes,  and  she  in  his  arms  alighted; 
)  Though  life  could  not  thcar  loving  bless,  yet  by  death  both  were  united.-  /tVA 
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MY    CHUM,    TOM. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joe  Hart. 


It)  a  quiet  little  country  town,  my  chum,  Tom  and  I, 

Played  as  boys  on  the  school-bouse  grounds,  in  dear  old  days  gone  by; 

r|>on  that  quiet  village  green  he'll  be  seen  no  more, 

Pur  he  laid  dowu  his  life  for  me  on  board  a  mau-of-war. 

Refrain. 

My  chum,  Tom,  from  me  has  gone,  nevermoro  to  return; 
We  were  like  brothers,  how  iny  heart  for  him  did  yearn; 
We  were  boys  together,  faced  manhood  in  all  kinds  of  weather. 
I'll  never  find  another  like  my  chum,  Tom. 

We  were  fighting  on  the  sea,  our  only  thought  was  victory; 
A  shell  lore  our  mizzvu  mast  away,  and  wouudcd  on  the  deck  I  lay: 
A  deadly  bomb  fell  by  mv  side;  to  hurl  it  overboard,  Tom  tried; 
Hark!  harki  areport!  itburst!  amoau!  to  suve  my  life  he  gave  his  own. 


-Jt^. 


LOVE'S    CAPTIVITY. 

Copyriglit,  1801,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co.    Entered  at  SUtionerM°  Hall.  Ix>ndon. 

The  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  poHt  paid,  mi  receipt  of  10 
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Word*  and  Music  by  JuUan  Jordan. 


Words  by  Cluu.  F.  ndgln     Music  by  Murrio  Berlyn. 

How  fur  will  you  go*  :iie  conductor  said 

As  I  passed  <i  fl\o-dollar  bill; 
I  said,  1  don't  know,  but  I  guess  I'll  go 

'Bout  a"  f<tr  as  the  money  will. 
He  gs'  e  me  a  check  that  was  marked  North  Jay, 

>iia  I  slept  till  we  reached  the  town; 
ile  yellad,  1  awoke,  took  a  jump. 

And  B>truck  pretty  girl  in  a  Hubbard  gown. 
1  apologized  for  my  carelessness; 

'Tis  of  no  account,  said  she; 
_^         And  she  walked  ahead,  with  a  dainty  tread; 

Once  she  turned  and  looked  at  uie. 
'•Who's  that  girl?"  I  said,  to  a  country  youth 

"  Tli^t  is  Marjoram  Green,"  said  he, 
"Yes,  she  lives  to  hum  with  her  dad,  old  Green 

And  l^e  keeps  a  l>oardery." 

■*  Refrain. 

Sweet  Marjoram,  sweet  Marjoram,  sweet  Mnrjo,  Mar  jo.  Marjoram, 

8«eet  Marjoram,  sweet  Marjoram,  sweet  Murjo,  Marjo,  Marjo,  Marjo,  Marjoram. 

I  strolled  up  the  lane  till  I  found  the  house, 

Saw  swet-i  Marjoram  at  the  door; 
Old  (ireen  put  my  board  ten  a  week. 

But  said,  pretty  soon  he  might  charge  me  more. 
"    1  jumped  at  the  cliance,  when  I  found  that  I 
,     Was  the  only  young  man  they  had; 
I  ihonglit  I  could  tell  in  sweet  Marjoram's  eye, 

By  a  look,  that  she  too  was  glad. 
Yfs.  we  went  to  ride,  and  we  nshiug  tried; 

Best  pf  all,  she  loved  a  yacht; 
It  capsized  one  day,  but  I  rescued  her. 

And  ashore  her  form  I  brought. 
What  ai^tonislied  me,  there  appi-ared  to  be 

Lovers,  noiiC  who  jealous  grew; 
*        But,  I  said,  "  They  see  they've  no  chance  'gainst  mc, 

That's  wliat  Marjoram  thinks,  loo."— He/rain. 

The  time  flew  away,  and  I  said  ouc  day, 

"I,  MifS  .Marjoram,  must  leave  you;  " 
I  glanced  at  her  then,  and  I  thought  I  saw 

On  her  face  tliat  a  pallor  grew. 
Said  I.  "  I'm  ashamed  that  I  did  not  tell, 

Wheo  I  came,  I'm  a  married  man ; 
Be  goo^,  little  cirl;  when  I'm  gone,  don't  grieve, 

But  forget— lliat  is,  if  you  can." 
Then  she  said,  I'll  try, 'twould  Ije  sad  if  I 

Had  no  one  who  loved  uie  true; 
Tliere'd  my  papa.  Green,  who  for  yeais  has  done 

What  he  told  Ills  son  he'd  do. 
"  WholB  hie  son?  "  I  cried,  and  I  itood  aghaat; 

Marjoram  looked  up  to  me, 
*'  Why,  I  should  have  told,  he's  my  husband,  sir, 

Aud  he's  been  three  years  at  eesK."—Ji^rain. 


Dear  heart,  dear  heart,  of  thee  to-night  I'm  thinking; 

Dreniuing,  my  darling,  only  of  thee; 
The  time  is  weary  and  the  heart  is  lonely. 

My  darliug,  wheu  thou'rt  far  from  me. 
Oh,  could  I  burst  the  bonds  that  bind  me  prieooor, 

I'd  fly  on  wings  of  love  so  fleet  and  strong; 
And  naught  again,  my  love,  our  paths  would  sever. 

Too  long  our  loves  have  suffered,  ah  I  too  long. 
No  more  I'd  leave  thee,  no,  my  darlijg,  never; 

Thy  life  should  be  one  glorious  soug. 

And  now,  as  here  a  captive  lone  I  languish. 

Thy  love  makes  even  bright  my  prison  cell; 
1  thought  of  thee  amid  the  dreadful  carnage, 

I  thought  of  one  I  love  so  well; 
And  should  I  never  more  again  behold  thee, 

"  Unknown  a  soldier's  lot  must  ever  be." 
Know  that  thy  name,  the  last  my  lips  did  utter. 

Dying,  alone  I  think  of  thee,  of  thee: 
Thy  name,  thy  name  the  last  my  lips  did  utter, 

Dviiig,  alone  I  think  of  thee, 

Living,  I  live  for  thee;  dying,  I  love  but  thee. 


I    KNOW    I    AM    IRISH,    AND 
PROUD    OF    IT,    TOO. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  James  StUlnian. 


" 
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Words  and  Music  by  Thonias  T.  Carter. 


Far  o'er  tlie  sea  is  the  land  that  I  came  from. 

The  most  l>eautiful  sjiot  on  the  face  of  tlie  t-urlh. 
Where  the  boys  are  so  free  and  the  girls  are  so  tender, 

I'm  Irish,  and  proud  of  the  land  of  my  birth. 
For  wit  and  goixl  nuiure  tlii-y  all  have  their  share  of; 

Tliere  are  no  braver  men  if  they've  duty  to  do; 
Let  them  sneer  if  they  will,  their  sneer  cannot  hurt  me, 

i  know  1  am  Irish,  and  proud  of  it,  too. 

Chorus. 

May  God  bless  tlie  land  of  the'Einerald  green  verdure, 
In  that  land  you'll  find  ladies  and  gentlemen  triu-; 

Although  I  am  poor,  I'm  not  ashamed  to  own  it, 
1  know  I  am  Irish,  and  proud  of  it,  too. 

If  yon  shonld  visit  the  green  isle  of  Eiiu, 

It's  there  you'll  be  welconie  and  took  liy  the  hand; 
Such  fun  and  diversions  that  yon  never  dreamt  of, 

'Twould  o|>eu  your  eyes,  iu  that  l)eautiful  land. 
The  land  of  the  poet,  In  the  history  we  read  of; 

Its  old  ruin  castles  give  such  a  grand  view; 
Its  songs  aud  its  music,  dear  lain!,  how  I  love  it, 

I  know  I  am  Irish,  aud  proud  of  it,  too.— C'AortM. 

Oh,  may  the  sun  shine  again  In  its  beauty. 

And  bring  back  the  old  days  of  happiness  theu, 
For  that  was  the  lime  each  man  did  Ins  duty. 

For  none  on  this  earth  with  them  could  compare. 
They  stood  brave  and  steady,  and  fonght  back  the  foe  man. 

And  scattered  the  many,  although  but  a  few. 
As  long  as  I  live  I  ne'er  will  deny  it, 

I  know  I  am  Irish,  aud  proad  of  it,  too.— Cfiarut.    ' 


— Tbe  more  we  help  otLers  to  bear  their  burden,  the  lighter ' 
will  be  our  own. 
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On  a  deeolate  isle  in  the  midet  of  the  dce;>. 
Where  the  howling  winds  never  are  calm  in  their  sleep, 
Where  the  mighty  waves  roll  in  their  bright-crested  fuatu. 
And  the  daring  sea-bird  o'er  t)ie  dark  waters  roam. 
The  hero  of  Austerlitz  sleeps  In  his  grave, 
From  the  scenes  of  hi*  glory  far  over  the  wave. 
The  clarion  may  sound  In  the  death-dealing  strife. 
Yet  it  never  will  wake  brave  Napolcou  to  life. 

Thy  name,  noble  chieftain,  shall  ever  remain 
'  Enrolled  with  your  deeds  on  the  bright  scroll  of  fame; 

Oh,  spirit  of  Lodi,  wlien  others  did  quail, 
With  your  flat!  you  rushed  on  thro'  the  dread  battle's  hall— 
Thy  soul,  tho'  departed,  looks  down  from  on  high, 
To  the  glory  of  France,  for  which  thou  didst  die. 
And  thy  spirit  may  hover  o'er  the  fleliis  that  you  won, 
But  your  triumphs  are  over,  your  battles  are  done. 

The  morning  is  breaking  o'er  land  and  o'cV  sea. 

The  light  waves  are  dancing  with  brightnt-HS  and  glee,  '       .. 

When  far  in  the  distance  the  cannon's  loud  buom 

Re-echoes  with  joy  o'er  the  Enii)eior'8  tomb. 

'Tis  the  fleet  of  a  prince— from  his  home  he  doth  coma 

To  bear  back  with  honor  his  country'i'  proud  son. 

He  iieeds  not  the  jov  of  that  brave  happy  baud 

As  they  take  him  with  pomp  to  his  own  native  land. 


GRAVE    OF    BONAPARTE. 
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On  a  lone  barren  isle,  where  the  wild  roaring  billows 

Aseiiil  the  stern  rock  and  the  loud  tempests  rave. 
The  lirro  lieo  still,  while  the  dew  drooping  willows, 

Lil-e  fond  weeping  mourners,  leaned  over  the  grave; 
TUv  lightnings  may  flash  and  the  loud  thunders  rattle, 

lie  heedtt  not,  he  hears  not,  lie's  free  from  all  pain, 
III-  sleeps  his  last  sleep,  he  has  fought  his  last  battle, 

Nu  sound  can  awake  him  to  glory  again. 

No  sound  can  awake  Mm  to  glory  again. 

Yet,  spirit  immortal,  the  tomb  cannot  bind  thee. 

For  like  thine  own  eagle  that  soured  to  the  sun. 
Thou  spriugest  from  bondage,  and  leavest  behind  thee 

A  nume,  which  l)efore  thee  no  mortal  had  won. 
Though  nations  may  combat,  and  war's  thunders  rattle. 

No  more  on  the  sieed  wilt  thou  sweep  o'er  the  plain, 
Thoa  sleep's!  thy  last  sleep,  thou  hast  fought  thy  last  battle. 

No  sound  can  awake  thee  to  glory  again. 

No  sound  can  awake  thee  to  glory  again. 

Oh,  shade  of  the  mighty,  where  now  are  the  legions 

That  rushed  but  to  conquer  when  thou  led'st  them  onf 
Alus!  tliey  have  perished  in  far  hilly  regions. 

And  all  save  the  fame  of  their  triumph  is  gone. 
The  trumpet  may  sound,  and  the  loud  cannon  rattle. 

They  heed  not.  they  lieur  not,  they're  free  from  all  pain; 
They  sleep  their  last  sleep,  they  have  fought  their  last  battle. 

No  sound  can  awake  them  to  glory  again, 
'  No  sound  can  awake  them  to  glory  again. 


;  THE     STAGE  -  DRIVER     ON     THE 
]  KNICKERBOCKER    LINE. 

S  Composed  and  sung  by  Unsworth. 


When  George  heard  this  news,  which  conldn'l  have  been  wue. 
His  mug  it  did  turn  yellow,  and  he  rolled  off  the  bus.         ,  .  . 
Dey  bathed  his  head  in  vinegar,  to  take  away  the  scars. 
And  now  he's  driving  mules  on  the  Second  Avenue  cars. 


NEVER  IN  A  THOUSAND  YEARS. 
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Now,  white  folks,  pay  attention,  Ise  gwane  to  sing  a  song; 
I  ho|)e  it's  going  to  please  you,  though  it  isn't  very  long; 
It's  about  one  of  the  old  boys  so  gallons  and  so  fine — 
For  he  drove  an  omnibus  ou  the  Knickerbocker  line. 

He  was  such  a  favorite  wherever  he  went, 
And  he  never  was  known  to  knock  down  a  cent; 
He  slung  a  graceful  whip;  for  he  wiis  bound  to  shine 
l..ike  a  high-salaried  driver  ou  the  Knickerbocker  line. 

He  was  driving  down  Broadway  the  other  afternoon. 
When,  lust  as  lie  was  passing  a  lager-beer  saloon, 
'Twas  there  he  spied  a  young  gal,  the  prettiest  e'er  was  seen; 
She'd  just  arrived  that  inornTcg  from  the  Jersey  qiiareutiue. 

Oh!  whar"  are  you  going,  young  woman?  he  said. 
She  guv'  him  a  look  dat  like  to  Kill  him  dead- 
She  handed  up  her  band-box  and  den  got  up  herself— 
She  so  exprised  George  Henry  dat  he  nearly  lost  liis  breff. 

He  thought  he'd  canght  an  heiress,  a  Southern  Lucy  Neal, 
Like  the  galliant  French  capting  and  the  maid  of  Mobile. 
Says  she:  the  sun  am  very  hot,  gib  me  half  of  your  umbrella; 
My  name  is  Miss  Piehimmesou,  and  I  peddles  sasapartlla. 


■:/. 


Words  by  John  A.  Froeer,  Jr.    Music  by  Geo.  SchleilTarth. 


There's  a  little  gag  that's  common,  now  yoa  hear  it  on  the  street. 

Never  in  a  thousand  years; 
And  it's  certain  to  be  used  by  every  second  man  you  meet. 

Never  in  a  thousand  years. 
If,  perchance,  you're  talking  politics  and  say,  "Jim  Blaine  will  be 
Tiie  Republican  Convention's  man,  the  party  nominee," 
Some  fool  friend  of  Ben  Harrison  will  yell  in  fiendish  glee, 

Never  in  a  thousand  years,  never  in  a  thousand  years. 

Do  you  think  to  Willie  Tascott  they  will  ever  find  a  clncf 

Never  in  a  thousand  years; 
Will  the  telephouic  fairy  ever  "call  yon  when  they're  through?"' 

Never  in  a  thousand  years. 
Do  you  think  if  Grover  Cleveland  gets  the  Democratic  bun. 
It  will  be  through  Dave  Hill's  influence  the  battle  will  Ihj  won? 
And  will  he  be  indorsed  by  Charles  A.  Dana  and  The  5«n? 

Never  in  a  thousand  years,  never  in  a  thousand  years. 

Do  you  think  our  "  boodle  "  bankers,  home,  from  Canada  will  come? 

Never  in  a  thousand  years; 
And  will  schoolgirls,  at  the  matinee,  refrain  from  chewing  gum? 

Never  in  a  tboui^and  years. 
Do  von  think  Alliance  farmers  will  sub-treasury  their  wheat? 
And  will  Wall  Street  hoist  "  free  coinage  "  as  the  motto  of  the  street? 
And  will  Jerry  Simpson  evermore  wear  socks  upon  his  feel? 

Never  in  a  thousand  years,  never  in  a  thousand  years. 

Will  a  lady  in  a  street-car  ever  thank  you  for  a  seat? 

Never  in  a  thousand  years; 
Will  a  copper  ever  "pull  "  a  night  saloon  upon  his  beat? 

Never  in  a  thousand  years. 
And  will  races  some  day  yet  be  run  entirely  on  the  sqn.ire? 
Will  Chicago  gambling  all  be  stopped  b<'fore  they  hold  the  Fair? 
Will  we  get  a  city  council  with  no  "  boodle  "  in  the  air? 

Never  lu  a  thousand  years,  nwer  in  a  thousand  years. 

Will  Pete  Jackson,  as  a  slugger,  John  L.  Sullivan  supplant? 

Never  in  a  thousand  years; 
Do  you  think  New  York  will  ever  build  a  monument  to  Grant? 

Never  in  a  thousand  years. 
Now  I've  finished  all  my  verses  and  my  song  is  nearly  done. 
But  I've  one  more  little  question  that  I'll  ask  you  just  for  fun. 
Will  a  Prohibition  President  be  sent  to  Washington? 

Never  in  a  thousand  years,  never  in  a  thousand  years. 


y 


THE    CUCKOO    CLUB. 

Copyright.  1891,  by  C.  J.  Dittess. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Hui  ry  S.  Miller. 


Have  yon  ever  seen  the  *'  Cuckoo  Club  "  down  on  the  corner  street; 

Well,  ah,  me  boys,  it  Is  the  hardest  crowd  you'd  ever  want  to  meet; 

They  hang  around  McCarty's  place  just  seven  days  a  week, 

And  cull  tnemselves  the  cuckoos,  do  you  mind? 

They  are  beyond  comment,  and  they  seldom  liave  a  cent. 

But  when  they  do,  the  growler's  in  it  hot. 
And  they're  up  all  night  at  that,  singing  "  Comrades  "  in  B  flat. 

Till  the  neighbors  yeil  for  heaven's  sake  to  stop. 

-  ;  Chorus. 

Then  the  gang  all  whistle -[irAi««e.] 
The  gang  all,  whistle— [  li/iWfe.] 
It  makes  the  neiglilwrs  mad,  it  makes  them  worse,  bedad. 
When  the  gang  all  whistle— what?— [»^Ai«tte.] 

Now  McCarty  has  his  troubles  with  the  gang  most  every  week. 

And,  ah,  the  coppers  have  the  same  to  do  to  keep  them  off  their  beat; 

They  flirt  with  all  the  shop-girls  going  up  and  down  the  street, 

And  cull  themselves  the  cuckoos,  do  you  mind?  * 

They  tnke  in  matinees,  and  then  w  hen  the  show  does  cease, 

They  stand  out  out  on  the  sidewalk  in  their  pride; 
When  they  see  the  coppers  come,  it's  against  t!ieir  \ril\  to  ran. 

But  they  slowly  get  on  to  the  other  side. 

Chorus.' 
Then  the  gang  all  whiBUe—[WhigtU.] 
The  gang  all  whistle— riFAwffe.] 
They  walk  across  the  street,  it's  off  the  copper's  beat, 
Then  the  gang  all  whistle— what?— nF/<i#/fe.] 

Oh,  the  Cuckoo  gave  a  party  here  one  night  on  Easy  Street, 

And,  all,  the  way  they  come  through  windows  there  it  must  have  been  complete; 

And  them  that  couldn't  use  their  fist  were  in  it  with  their  feet, 

And  call  themselves  the  cuckoos,  do  you  mind? 

The  coppers  took  a  hand,  and  the  whole  gang  they  did  land 

Before  the  judge,  who  said,  without  a  fear: 
"  Well,  me  birds,  you're  quite  the  rage,  but  you're  safer  in  a  cage. 

So  I'll  send  you  to  the  island  for  a  year." 

—  Then  the  gang  all  whistled— [IFA«(fe.] 
The  gang  all  whistled— [H'A»*ffc.] 

Twas  very  sad,  you  know,  but  still  they  had  to  go. 
So  the  gang  all  whistleil— wliat?-[UAU«<.'] 


'»  »    ■ 


— An  American  biz-mark— |. 
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I  eold  my  old  ctnal-boat  and  bought  ont  a  faloon; 
The  flret  day  that  1  opened  up  I  started  with  a  boom. 
When  a  local  tramp  approached  me.  he  had  a  bloodsnot  eye. 
And  as  he  came  up  to  the  bar,  he  8aid  trot  out  your  rye. 
He  eaid  you  mustn't  mind  mc  if  perchance  I  tap  your  till, 
I've  never  done  a  bard  day's  worlc,  and  what's  more  I  never  will. 
One  day  I  asked  a  farmer  for  a  small  slice  of  bread. 
When  he  pointed  out  to  his  wood-pile,  and  I  laid  him  ont  for  dead. 

Chorus. 
There  stood  three  cords  of  hemlock,  the  ever  green  hemlock; 

He  knew  my  hands  I'd  blister,  so  one  to  him  I  gave. 
Then  I  gave  him  another,  also  one  for  his  mother,       . 
Aiid  DOW  there  is  a  hemlock  tree  growing  ou  bis  grave. 

He  sailed  into  my  free  lunch,  I  thought  he'd  never  stop; 

I  was  wishing  I  could  get  a  chance  to  go  and  call  a  cop, 

But,  of  course,  there  wasn't  any,  and  what  was  I  to  dot 

As  left  and  right,  with  all  his  might,  he  downed  my  mutton  stew; 

My  bologna,  cheese  and  crackers  he  quickly  put  awar— 

In  fact,  he  eat  most  everything  I  had  for  luuch  that  day. 

The  meal  he  moistened  with  two  beers,  then  said  to  me  Razzoo, 

This  is  the  song  be  sang  to  me  ae  out  the  door  be  tltw.  —  C/ioru*. 


TA-RA-RA    BOOM-DER-E. 


/ 
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Written  by  Henry  S.  Bayers. 


A  sweet  Tuxedo  girl  you  see, 
Queen  of  swell  society, 
Fond  of  fnn  as  fond  can  be. 
When  irs  oil  the  strict  Q.  T.; 
I'm  not  too  Toung,  I'm  not  too  old, 
Kot  too  timid,  not  too  bold. 
Just  the  kind  you'd  like  to  hold. 
Just  the  kind  for  sport  I'm  told. 

CaoRus. 
Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e,  ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e, 
Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e,  ta-ra-ra  boom-dcr-c, 
Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e,  ta-ra-ra  boonider-e, 
Ta-m-ra  boom-der-e,  ta-ra-ra  booni-dcr-«. 

I'm  a  blusbing  bud  of  innocence. 

Papa  says  at  big  expense; 

Ola  maids  say  f  have  no  sense; 

Boys  declare  I'm  just  immense; 

B.,fore  my  song  I  do  conclude, 

I  wani  it  strictly  understood, 

Tho'  fond  of  fun,  I'm  never  rude; 

Tho"  not  too  bad,  I'm  not  too  good.— CAor»<«. 

.  Encorb  Verses  (By  Lew  Hawkins). 

I'll  sing  a  little  song,  it  won't  take  long; 

If  1  sing  it  wrong  why  ring  the  gong, 

Th«;n  I  will  say  to  you,  So  long. 

And  start  at  once  for  Old  Hong  Kong. 

Then  a  tear  to  my  eye  'twill  surely  bring, 

And  I'll  call  you  a  saucy  thing. 

Then  for  the  patrol  you  all  may  ring. 

And  hear  the  copper  sweetly  eiag:  -  C horui. 

Played  a  little  poker  the  other  night 

With  a  jay  I  thought  I  bad  all  right. 

Tilt-  liiutd  I  held  was  out  of  sight; 

1  held  them  close,  I  held  them  tight. 

The  band  I  held  contained  four  kings; 

I  bet  all  my  stuff  on  the  pretty  things. 

But  the  Knbe  at  me  four  aces  flings; 

He  copped  my  stuff  and  gently  sings: — C'horm, 

A  jay  came  in  from  Buffalo, 

Who  long  had  let  bis  whiskers  grow; 

They  were  white  as  the  driven  snow; 

Tliey  were  great  for  the  wind  jon  know. 

He  was  no  Yank;  he  was  a  Jew; 

He  sold  old  clothes  in  Kalamazoo; 

He  was  fond  of  music  that  was  new. 

So  the  wind  played  this  as  it  pasised  through:— 6' Aon<«. 

I  called  on  my  uncle  at  hie  farm; 

Of  course,  to  call  there  was  no  harm; 

But  the  country  has  for  me  no  charm. 

In  weather  cola  or  weather  warm. 

My  uncle  has  a  goat,  a  lively  flea. 

But  the  goat  and  I  could  never  agree; 

As  he  chasud  me  up  against  a  tree. 

He  sang  this  song  as  be  gave  it  to  me:—Chorut, 

In  '03  there'll  be  a  race. 

With  Ben  and  Qrovcr  to  set  the  pace; 

I  wonder  who  will  get  the  place; 

For  the  White  House  chair  there'll  be  a  chase, 

But  a  horse  mav  win  that  comes  from  Maine, 

A  horse  who's  been  out  in  the  rain; 

A  candidate  he'll  be  again. 

So  you  want  to  look  out  for  old  Jim  Blaine. —  Chorut. 


SIX   MAGNIFICENT    BRICKS. 

Tbe  Words  and  Huslo  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
oents;  or  tbls  and  any  two  other  Songs  fur  Une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Webman,  ISO  Park         I 
Row,  New  York  City.    Poetage  Btanipe  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Myself  and  some  friends  once,  thinking  there 'd  be  no  barm. 

Went  for  a  walk,  a  row,  armin-arm; 

The  night  it  was  dark,  the  streets  they  were  very  calm. 

When  we  went  out  for  a  spree. 
Said  Jones,  Now  do  what  I  tell  you,  boys,  hurrah!  hurrah! 
Louder  still,  for  that  isn't  half  a  noise,  hurrah!  hurrah! 

Now  we'll  strike  up  the  bag-pipes  all  the  way,  and  let  the  people  see 
That  we  six  magnificent  bricks  have  made  up  our  minds  for  a  spree. 

Chorus. 

Fal  de  loodle,  fal  de  ral  doodle  um,  argh!  argbl 
Fal  de  doodle  um,  doodle  am  dey — oightl 

Through  Leicester  Square,  Long  Acre,  and  Drury  Lane, 

Just  like  jolly  cocks,  sure  enough,  on  we  came; 

A  lot  more  fellows  all  joined  in  our  little  game 
When  we  went  out  for  a  spree. 

Here  we  stop  a  minute  to  bawl  hurrah!  hurrah!  ' 

The  others  replied  at  once  to  the  call:  hurrati!  hurrah! 
Then  we  struck  np  the  bag-pipes  once  again  to  let  the  people  see 
That  we  six  magnificent  bricks  had  made  up  our  minds  for  a  spree.  — CAona. 

Going  along  we  went  down  to  a  narrow  street, 

A  party  of  bobbies  out  marching  did  chance  to  meet; 

They  took  us  to  Bow  Street  just  as  a  kind  of  treat. 
To  heighten  the  joy  of  our  spree. 

But  we  were  determined  to  keep  our  pluck,  hurrah!  hurrah! 

So  we  gave  another  by  way  of  luck:  nurrahl  hurrah! 
Then  we  struck  up  the  bag-pipes  in  our  cell  to  let  the  bobbies  see 
That  we  six  maguificeut  bricks  had  made  up  our  minds  for  aspree.— CAortM. 

Tbe  other  chaps  locked  in  the  station  began  to  shout; 
In8(><-ctor  he  couldn't  make  what  was  the  row  about. 
He  ordered  the  bobbies  again  to  turn  us  out. 

And  not  come  in  there  for  a  spree. 
We  were  shoved  out  of  the  station  door,  hurrah!  hurrah! 
So,  for  joy,  we  gave  just  one  cheer  more:  hurrah!  hurrah! 

So  home  we  went  with  the  bag-pipes  to  let  the  people  see 

That  we  six  magnificent  bricks  bad  made  up  our  minds  for  a  spree.— CAoriM. 
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MONEY'S  THE  CAUSE  OF  IT  ALL. 

By  Robert  J.  Stein.    Tun©—"  Woman's  the  Cause  of  It  All." 
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If  you  listen  to  mc,  I  will  sing  you  a  song. 
Money's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

Now  don't  walk  away,  it  won't  take  me  long, 
Money's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

For  instance,  I'll  start  with  a  laboring  raan; 

He'll  go  off  on  a  drunk  whenever  be  can; 

If  bis  friend's  got  a  dime,  you  can  bet  he's  a  man- 
Money's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

If  you  catch  on  to  a  girl  out  in  tbe  street. 
Money's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

Yon  bet  your  sweet  life  you'll  have  to  treat- 
Money's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

And  if  you  tell  her  that  you  arc  dead-broke. 

She'll  give  you  a  look  as  though  she  would  croke; 

And  when  she  shakes  yon,  you'll  have  to  mope- 
Money's  the  cause  of  It  all. 

What's  the  reason  some  men  arc  taking  their  lives- 
Money's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

Borne  have  good  homes  and  other's  good  wives— 
Monev's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

They  get  into  a  quarrel  and  then  all  Is  o'er. 

The  man  leaves  bis  home  and  is  seen  no  more; 

Tbe  wife  now  lives  with  her  mother-in-law- 
Money's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

The  cashiers  of  banks  make  a  big  haul — 

Money's  the  cause  of  it  all. 
They  leave  here  for  Canada  or  Montreal- 
Money's  the  cause  of  it  all. 
And  when  you  look  for  him  the  very  next  morn. 
You'll  hunt  high  and  low  and  flud  he  has  gone 
With  the  large  sum  of  money  which  he  has  drawn- 
Money'a  tbe  cause  of  It  all. 

Of  political  subjects  we  all  have  our  say — 
Money's  the  cause  of  it  all; 

You  know  very  well  we  can't  have  our  own  way- 
Money's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

I  suppose  you're  all  waiting  for  'W, 

For  the  Chair  to  be  filled  by  Chauncey  Depew;  • 

If  another  man  takes  it,  be  will  earprise  you— 
Money's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

Why  did  the  crank  visit  Sage  on  Broadway- 
Money's  the  canso  of  it  all. 

He  knew  what  ho  was  after,  that  very  day- 
Money's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

He  produced  a  letter,  and  in  it  it  said: 

Give  bearer  the  money  or  you  will  drop  dead; 

Sage  smiled  for  a  moment,  then  he  turned  red— 
Boom-bang— Money's  tbe  cauae  of  it  all. 


— When  you  near  a  maD  say  he  has  a  bad  wife,  just  ask  him 
what  he  has  done  to  make  her  a  good  one. 
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WOODMAN,   SPARE   THAT   TREE. 
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Woodman,  eparc  that  tree,  touch  not  a  single  bough; 

In  youth  it  eheltered  me,  and  I'll  protect  it  now; 

"Twas  my  forefather's  hand  that  placed  it  near  his  cot —  ■■  ■■■ 

There,  woodman,  let  it  stand— thy  ax  shall  harm  it  not 

That  old  familiar  tree,  whose  glory  and  renown 
Are  spread  o'er  laud  and  sea— and  would'st  thou  hack  it  down? 
AVoooman,  forbear  tliy  stroke,  cut  not  ite  earth-bound  ties; 
Oh t  spare  that  aged  oak,  now  towering  to  the  skies. 

When  but  an  idle  boy,  I  sought  its  grateful  shade— 
In  all  their  gushing  joy,  here,  too,  my  sisters  played; 
My  Mother  kissed  me  here— my  father  pressed  ray  hand — 
Forgive  this  foolish  tear,  but  let  the  old  oak  stand. 

My  heart-strings  round  thee  cling,  close  as  thy  bark,  old  friend; 
Here  Bliall  the  wild  birds  sing,  and  still  thy  branches  bend; 
Old  tree,  the  utorms  still  brave— and,  woodman,  leave  the  spot; 
While  I've  a  hand  to  save,  thy  az  shall  harm  it  not. 


THE    HOTEL    ROYAL    FIRE. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Henry  J.  Wehroan. 
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THE     FUNNY     LITTLE     FELLOW 
WITH  THE  HIGH,  HIGH  HAT. 

<  Copyright,  1880,  by  O.  H.  Kline. 
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Composed  for  Hiss  Patti  Rusa  by  Oustave  II.  Kline. 


By  Grace  Carleton.    Tune—"  The  Picture  that  Is  Turned  toward  the  Wall." 

In  the  midnight  and  the  silence  came  a  cry  of  wild  despair; 

The  sky  was  lurid  with  the  light  of  death; 
Oh,  the  pity  for  the  victims  that  were  calmly  sleeping  there. 

To  feel  so  soon  the  flames'  devouring  breath. 
There  was  manhood  in  its  vigor,  and  womanhood  so  bright; 

The  youth  of  Ijeauty  and  the  agpd  sire; 
Ob,  the  horror,  so  appalling,  on  tliat  dark  and  awful  night. 

When  the  bells  rang  for  the  Hotel  Royal  fire. 

CUORDS. 

There  is  mourning,  sad  and  dreary;  there  are  hearts  so  lone  and  weary; 

Tliere's  a  cry  from  out  the  city  for  a  fate  so  dark  and  dire; 
Harkl  the  moans  of  anguish  swelling!  See  the  blackened  ralDS,  telling 

Of  the  horror  of  the  llotel  Royal  fire. 

*Mid  the  flames  the  victims  pleaded  to  our  firemen  bold  and  brave, 

The  gallant  bovs  all  danger  there  defied; 
In  that  dread  and  awful  moment  they  had  come  to  shield  and  eave, 

But  many  forms  had  perished,  side  by  side. 
Oh,  the  cries,  for  help  imploring,  still  are  ringing  In  the  air; 

Its  memory  from  our  hearts  will  ne'er  expire; 
God  protect  the  souls  of  those  who  gave  their  lives  up  in  despair 

When  the  bells  rang  for  the  Ilotel  Royal  fire. 

Chorus. 
There  are  eyes  so  sadly  weeping,  tliere  are  hearts  their  sorrow  keeping, 

There  is  loneliness  in  homes,  to  think  of  death  so  dark  and  dire; 
Oh,  the  moans  of  anguish  swelling:  oh,  the  blackened  ruins  telling 

Of  the  horror  of  the  Hotel  Royal  fire. 


How  many  sweethearts  I  have  got  is  hard  for  me  to  tell; 
If  I  should  some  describe  to  you,  perhaps  you'd  know  them  well; 
It  lieeps  me  busy  counting  all  the  presents  that  they  bring; 
Although  there's  none  of  them  my  choice,  I've  got  tbem  ou  the  string. 
Spoken- There's  the 

Chorus. 

Funny  little  fellow  with  the  high,  high  hat, 

And  another  little  fellow  with  a  cane. 
A  big.  fat  man  who  walks  like  that. 

And  a  fellow  with  a  title  to  his  name, 
A  Frenchman  gay  with  his  "  Oui  Monsieur," 

And  an  EuKhshman  with  "  Ou  are  you,  me  Ijoyf  " 
A  Deitchman  mit  his  "  Nix-come-a-rous,"' 

And  a  Mick  named  Pat  Malloy. 

While  going  to  church  or  driving  out  with  handsome  Ilarry  Browai, 
Oh,  he  is  just  the  dearest  boy,  the  sweetest  man  iu  town; 
While  at  the  corners  there  they'll  stand,  to  look  they  know  not  bow. 
So,  with  a  sigh  and  jealous  eye,  they  tip  their  hats  and  bow. 
Spoken— Oh,  this— CAwtw. 

Now,  by-and-by  we'll  married  be,  dear  Harry  and  myself; 
I  do  not  wish  to  die  an  old  maid,  or  be  laid  on  the  shelf. 
But  when  at  times  I'm  left  alone,  and  Harry's  gone  away, 
I  cannot  help  but  think  of  all  my  beaas  of  by -gone  days. 

Spokbn— Especially— CAori«. 


■% 


Parody  on : 


Oh  !  What  a  Difference  in  the  Morning. 


Composed  by  Harry  E.  Thompson. 
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O'GRADY    AT    THE    GAME. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Chas.  W.  Held. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  C.  Inwards. 


A  friend  of  mine,  O'Orady,  came  from  far  across  the  eea; 

For  busc-ball  be  was  crazy,  so  he  went  one  day  with  me; 

And  when  we  reached  tlie  base-ball  grounds,  he  felt  so  very  gay; 

He  said  he'd  "  paint  the  town  bright  red  if  he  could  have  his  way!  " 

We  paid  our  money,  in  we  went,  and  on  the  benches  sat. 

The  players  filed  out  on  the  field,  O'Grady  waved  his  hat; 

The  game  began,  and  MuUin  he  ran  in  to  catch  a  *' fiy  "  ; 

He  didn't  catch  It  iu  his  hands,  but  caught  it  in  his  eye. 

Chorus. 
Mulligan  he  played  centre-field,  and  played  it  to  a  charm; 
And  old  Pat  Reflly,  short-stop,  he  forgot  his  old  glass  arm; 
Finnegan  played  at  third-base,  and  the  "  bleachers  "  kept  on  bawling. 
We're  far  aheiad,  "  play  ball,"  they  kept  a-calling. 

'Twas  in  the  seventh  inning,  and  the  game  it  was  a  tie; 
O'Gradv  had  ten  dollars  l)et,  and  felt  as  if  he'd  die; 
Then  Mulligan  came  to  the  bat,  which  made  O'Grady  howl; 
His  '•  fly  "  went  in  a  chicken-coop,  the  umpire  whispered  "  foul  I  " 
The  players  then  came  from  the  field,  the  umpire  got  it  rough. 
O'Griidy  stood  up  like  a  man,  and  gave  him  lots  of  "  guff  "; 
And  when  the  game  came  to  au'end  the  score  stood  ten  to  three, 
And  then  O'Grady,  Mac  and  I  went  off  upon  a  spree.— CAoriM. 

We  went  down  to  Mike  Murphy's,  and  began  on  lager-beer; 
In  less  time  than  I  tell  it,  we  were  feeling  mighty  queer. 
Mac  turned  on  poor  O'Grady,  and  he  threw  him  in  the  sink; 
He  thought  he  was  a  "  Fasset."  or  the  famous  missing  link; 
'Twas  bad  for  poor  O'Grady,  sure,  the  day  he  saw  that  game. 
His  clothes  they  were  in  tatters,  and  his  arms  and  legs  were  lame; 
He  swore  at  me  iu  English,  and  he  cursed  the  game  in  French, 
And  not  until  next  season  will  you  see  him  on  the  bench. 

Chorus. 
Mulligan  he  played  centre-field,  and  played  it  to  a  charm; 
And  old  Pat  Keilly,  short-stop,  he  forgot  his  old  glass  arm; 
Finneean  played  at  third  base,  with  his  mouth  forever  yawning; 
Bat  what  a  sight  O'Grady  was  next  morning. ,: .        .  ,    - 


There  is  quite  a  difference  on  the  Bowery 

At  night,  at  night; 
No  more  you  can  find  Annie  Laurie 

At  night,  at  night. 
Poor  Johnny  baa  went  up  to  Dudley's  Grove, 
And  his  girl  went  out  and  hocked  the  oil  stove,  ' 

And  to  all  this  the  Niw  York  World  them  all  arove, 

At  night,  at  night. 

Chorus. 
Oh!  what  a  difference  on  the  Bowery; 
No  more  the  band  plays  "  Annie  Laurie; 

Billy  McGlory  he's  went  up;  ~      ^~ — ■- 

The  dives  are  all  closed  up. 
And,  oh,  what  a  difference  on  the  Bowery. 

Oh!  the  sweet  little  chippies— what  will  they  all  do 

At  night,  at  night; 
Their  dear  nttle  darling  no  more  will  be  true 

At  night,  at  night.  • 

No  more  in  the  annexes  sit  there  for  a  while 
To  enjoy  all  their  drinks  with  pleasure  and  smile. 
For  the  slide  is  closed  up,  and  poor  Beatrice  went  wild 

At  night,  at  night. 

Chorus. 

Oh!  what  a  difference  on  the  Bowery; 
Gombossy  looks  so  sorry, 

And  the  rest  there  look  so  queer,    • 

And  poor  Buttner  lost  all  his  cheer. 
And  the  pianos  are  all  iu  mourning  on  the  Bowery. 

The  Bowery  don't  look  as  it  did  years  ago 

At  night,  at  night; 
.No  such  places  then  you  would  know 

At  night,  at  night. 
With  your  families  you  could  go  to  Lindenmueller's  for  a  while; 
To  the  Atlantic,  National  and  Bowery  Gardens  for  a  smile, 
But  those  days  on  the  Bowery  have  lost  their  prime 

At  night,  at  night. 

Chorus. 
But,  oh,  what  a  difference  on  the  Bowery; 
How  some  of  the  old  faces  look  so  sorry. 

But  the  divesare  getting  less; 

They  are  in  the  power  of  the  press. 
And,  oh!  what  a  difference  on  tne  Bowery. 


— A  widower  married  a  second  time,  and  his  choice  was  a 
wealthy  widow  lady  about  fifty  years  of  age.  When  they  re- 
turned from  the  wedding  the  husband,  introducing  the  wife  to  his 
children,  said:  "My  dear  children,  kiss  the  lady's  hand.  She  is 
the  new  mother  I  promised  to  bring  you."  After  taking  a  square 
look  at  the  new  mother,  little  Chtolie  said:  "Pa,  you  have  been 
fooled.    She  ain't  new  at  all!  " 
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Parody   on : 

TA-KA-RA    BQQM-DER-E. 

Words  by  T.  H.  Tookii . 


Send  jrour  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park  Row,  Xcw  York  City,  aud  receive 

by  recuru  iiiiUl  acuinplet-e  Cututoguo  uf  over 54)00  iVtpiUar  Kutflisth  and  Gtrnnaii 

S0UK8 — Free.    I'o8tat;e  Stainpu  taken  game  an  eash  fui  all  our  KuoUs. 


There'8  a  song  that  everybody's  singing— it  seems  to  be  the  rage— 
The  German  bauds  now  play  it;  serio-comics  warble  it  on  the  stage: 
It  matters  not  wliere  you  may  go,  you'il  hour  it  niglit  and  day, 
Aud  eveu  the  Italian  organ-grindeis  have  the  uorve  to  play: 

CUORUS. 

Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-c,  ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e, 
Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e,  ta-rara  boomder-e, 
Ta-ra-ra  l>oom-der-c,  ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e, 
Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e,  ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e. 

While  in  a  theatre,  the  other  night,  tlie  "star"  came  out  and  sung 

*'  Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e  "  untl  1  thought  bed  surely  burst  a  lung; 

But,  wlieu  the  first  act  it  was  over,  1  could  no  longer  stay, 

For  the  orchestra  got  their  instruments,  and  soon  began  to  p\tiy:—('Aorn*. 

I've  tried  hard  to  avoid  this  song— yes,  I've  done  my  level  best. 

And  eveu  when  I  go  to  bed,  I  cannot  get  a  full  night's  vest; 

For,  just  as  I'm  sleeping  nicely.  I'm  sure  to  hear  the  bloody  jay 

That  promenades  the  avenue,  and  on  au  old  accordeon  does  \Aiiy:—CAoruK. 

Old  "  Comrades  "  and  the  '•  Picture  that  is  turned  toward  the  wall," 

"  Save  grandpa's  whisliers  from  tlie  suiip,"  I'll  listen  to  them  all. 

Or  any  other  cliestnul,  no  matter  what  the  name  of  it  may  be. 

But  I'll  paralyze  the  sou-of-a-gun  that  has  the  gall  to  sing  to  me:— (V/»rw^'. 


Parody   on : 


THE  PICTURE  THAT   IS  TURNED 
TOWARD    THE    WALL. 

Composed  by  D.  J.  McOraw. 

Send  your  name  and  addreiw  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Tark  Uow,  New  York  City,  and  reo«-lve 

by  return  mall  a  complete  Catalogue  uf  over  5000  Popular  Kngrhsh  and  Uernian 

UoDKS— tYee.    PostaKe  iitamps  taken  same  ascasli  for  all  our  ({oods. 

There's  a  bar  down  in  the  cellar  of  a  frame-house  painted  white. 

And  once  this  joint  was  very  dear  tc  me; 
There  dwells  u  puilt-eyed  beauty  who,  1  thought,  was  out  of  eight. 

But  she  gave  herself  uwny  while  on  a  spree. 
No  saloon-keeper  would  trust  her,  if  she  chOked  dead  with  the  drought; 

I  tell  you.  boys,  she  had  an  awful  gall. 
But  she  chased  the  duck  oue  evening,  aud  the  guys  all  knew  the  truth, 

\Vhen  she  fell  and  broke  the  piicbtr  in  the  hall. 

Chorus. 

From  the  fall  she  came  near  croaking,  and  her  back  was  nearly  broken; 

There  are  just  four  front  teeth  missing  from  her  wabble  jaw— that  is  sll. 
Now  for  spHt  she  says  she's  living,  but  she  never  was  forgiven 

For  the  night  she  broke  the  pitcher  in  the  hall. 

She  h08  hid  away,  still  hoping  that  her  good  looks  will  return - 

Every  pimple,'eveiy  wrinkle  that  she  bore. 
At  night  she  seams  and  sows  now.  w  hlle  the  lamp  on  the  mantle  burns. 

And  longs,  she  says,  to  chase  the  duck  once  more; 
For  no  chiding  hour  would  teach  her  what  a  lot  of  jags  I  missed,  said  she, 

I  Bometimts  think  I'll  switch  off  for  a  stall. 
She  has  got  a  small  collection,  that  she  wants  no  one  to  see. 

Of  the  picture  that  was  broke  down  in  the  ball.— C'A«»t/«. 


THE   WILLAQE    PLACKSCHMIDT. 

By  Stephen  B.  Harvey. 

Under  der  same  oldt  chastnnt  tree,  ft  dirty  plackschmidt  stands; 
Der  Schmidt,  a  greadt  big  man  vas  he.  mil  large  and  bony  hands; 
Der  music  chords  miliu  his  arms  vas  j>throng  as  Dutch  brass  bauds. 

J  His  hair  vas  crisip  like  ginger-schnapps;  his  face  vos  plack  nnd  tan; 
^  His  brow  is  vet  mil  home-miide  dew;  he  cheats  vat  J-'er  he  can, 
L'nd  looks  at  no  oue  In  der  face,  'cause  he  owes  most  every  man. 

Somedimes  he  vorks  for  »  veek  at  a  stretch;   then  yon  hear  his  bellows  blow; 

You  can  see  him  swing  his  heavy  sledge  so  very,  very  slow. 

Like  a  church-duster  ringing  a  pelfry  bell  ven  de  evening  eun  is  low. 

Und  children  coming  home  from  school  valk  in  thro'  de  open  door; 
They  lofe  to  see  his  big  red  nose,  und  hear  him  schneeze  und  roar, 
Uud  sclimeil  der  vhiskey  fumes,  that  fly  like  rocks  upon  der  floor. 

On  Sunday  he  goes  to  der  saloon,  und  siia  among  der  boys; 

He  hears  der  partender  laf  nnd  joke;  somedimes  he  hears  his  good  vifo'i  voice. 

Saying  to  him,  "  Come  home,  mine  lof  ";  uud  it  doau't  make  his  heart  rejoice. 

It  sounds  to  him  like  his  mother's  voice  vhcn  he  playing  hookey  vent; 
He  needs  must  dliink  of  her  vonce  more,  how  o'er  her  knee  he  bent, 
Uud  mit  her  hard,  rough  hand  she  sphunked  his  pauts  until  dhey  rent. 

LoafluR,  drinking,  schinoking,  onvard  tliro'  life  he  shtrains; 

Each  niomiug  sees  some  beer-keg  tapped,  each  eve  he  drinks  its  drains; 

Somediug  attempted,  someding  doue,  to  him  a  night's  rest  gains. 

Dhanks,  dlianks  to  dhee,  mine  vorthy  frendt,  for  the  lesson  thou  hast  lent, 
How  at  dlie  beer-saloon  of  life  our  fortunes  should  b«  spent; 
Dhus,  o'er  dhee,  rosevood  par,  ve  pass  each  continental  ceuU 


THE      BROKEN      PROMISE 

By  Isaac  Marks.    Scene  l»  in  The  Philadelphia  Dramatic  Club. 


'Twas  in  1890,  about  ten  o'clock,  on  a  cold  and  dreary  night. 
We  were  sitting  'round  the  fireside  of  our  club,  so  cozy  and  so  bright; 
Some  of  us  were  sipping  wine  and  reading,  having  nothing  else  to  do; 
Some  of  us  were  actors,  giving  the  amateurs  their  cue. 

As  time  was  liangiug  heavily,  I  asked  some  one  to  recite,    ; 
Or  tell  a  funny  story,  or  sin^,  ]>erhap.i,  he  might. 
And  as  oue  was  collecting  his  thonglits,  aud  was  about  to  begin, 
Wc  heard  u  noise  at  the  door  aud  a  tramp  marched  boldly  in. 

If  a  ghost  had  appeared  among  us.  wc  couldn't  have  l>een  more  surprised; 
We  looked  at  him  and  stared  at  him,  and  could  scarcely  believe  our  eyeS-- 
•'  How  did  he  ever  come  in  liere?  "  some  one  cried  out. 
"  Was  the  doorman  at  his  post? "  another  one  did  shout. 

His  clothes  were  torn  and  ragged,  his*  nose  was  strawberry  red. 
And  a  tile  that  hud  seen  better  days  was  perchbd  upon  his  head: 
His  shoes,  too  big  aud  old  and  torn,  must  have  l>eeu  number  uiue. 
Which  never  felt  a  shoe-brush  aud  never  had  a  ehiuc. 

After  getting  over  our  surprise,  we  thought  we  saw  a  chuuce  for  fun. 
And  asked  him  to  take  a  drink  with  us,  and  tell  im  how  he  came  to  be  a  bum; 
He  said  if  we'd  give  him  another  drink,  lie  would  tell 
How  he  came  to  be  a  tramp,  and  to  feel  the  pangs  of  bell. 

After  he  had  drank  again,  he  cleared  his  throat  and  said: 
"  Boys,  it's  pretty  hard  to  say  it,  but  I  wish  that  I  was  dead; 
You've  treated  me  pretty  nicely  and  I'd  like  to  do  the  same  to  you, 
ho  you'll  see  why  I  m  a  trump  to-day  by  the  tiuie  that  I  get  through. 

"  "Twas  'bout  forty  years  ago  I  determined  to  become  one  of  the  forty-niners. 
And  go  out  West  and  look  for  gold,  along  with  the  other  miners, 
Hut,  before  I  went,  I  promised  my  wife  and  cliild  that  I'd  not  forget  them  in  my 
But  when  I  had  enough  for  all,  I  would  return  to  home.  [roam. 

"  So,  with  a  light  heart  I  started  out,  and  reached  at  last  a  mine. 
Where  gold  was  found  in  plenty,  aud  the  sun  seemed  forever  to  shine; 
I  had  luck  and  fouud  the  gold,  and  gained  a  fortune  fast. 
And  every  huudred  that  I  added  I  promised  would  be  the  last.     . 

"  But  somehow  when  I  got  the  hundred,  I  didn't  want  to  leavp. 
For  I  thotight  of  my  wife  and  child,  and  how  it  would  them  please. 
For  I  had  grown  to  be  like  a  mistT,  and  didn't  want  to  drop  my  claim. 
Especially  as  I  had  struck  it  rich  ugaiu,  on  a  better-|)ayiug  vein. 

"  80  I  l)roke  my  promise  to  them  und  begged  them  to  come  out  to  mo. 
And  when  they  came,  I  was  us  happy,  God  knows,  as  happy  us  I  could  l)e: 
For  there  was  '  Nell '  to  cheer  me  when  I  came  home  at  night, 
And  little  'Lill'  always  at  my  side,  making  the  working  hours  bright. 

"  They  had  been  with  me  "bout  a  year,  and  during  all  this  time 
I  had  been  working,  day  after  day,  at  the  same  old  miue, 
Hoarding  und  makiug  the  pile  grow  larger  day  by  day. 
And  as  we  grew  richer  with  gold,  so  dia  our  spirits  grow  gay. 

'•  About  this  time  we  were  growing  uneasy,  because  the  Indian  pillages 
Had  at  lust  become  a  source  of  terror  in  the  surrounding  villages. 
And  as  they  were  growing  more  hostile,  I  determined  at  last  to  leave 
And  return  to  the  East  aud  spend  my  money  and  live  in  perfect  ease. 

"  We  packed  up  our  things  and  were  about  ready  to  go, 

So  I  tiiuught  I'd  bid  farewell  to  an  old  partner  of  mine  named  Joe;    ' 

And  kissiug  my  wife  and  child  good-bye,  I  set  off  whistling  a  tune. 

For  1  was  thiukiiig,  yes  thinking,  that  I'd  be  going  east  by  next  day  noon. 

"  After  bidding  my  friend  farewell,  I  started  back  for  the  cabin. 
And  wheu  I  got  up  to  the  door,  all  seemed  quiet  within. 
I  0|)ened  the  door— all  was  turued  upside  down,  and  there  on  the  bed. 
With  tlieir  arms  entwined,  lay  my  wife  and  child— dead. 

"  Oh,  God,  it  was  I  who  had  killed  my  wife  and  child; 
I  had  broken  my  promise — oh,  the  tliought  of  it  almost  drives  me  wild. 
For  had  I  gone  East  and  kept  my  word  when  enough  gold  I  had  found. 
I  wouldn't  then  have  to  lay  thcui,  no,  lu  the  cold,  cold  ground, 

"  The  Indians  had  heard  I  was  going,  and  had  all  day  watched  the  house, 
Aud  when  I  had  gone,  crept  up  on  all  fours,  mor^quiet  than  a  mouse. 
Murdered  my  wife  and  child,  stole  all  my  gold  and  goods. 
And,  after  trying  to  fire  the  cabin,  had  started  back  to  the  woods. 

"  I  didn't  have  the  courage  to  kill  myself,  so  I  'listed  in  the  war. 
Praying  that  I  might  l>e  killed  in  a  good  cause— then,  perhaps,  I  might  go  to 
But,  no,  when  I  die  I  know  to  heaven  1  won't  go —  [yonder  shore— 

They  don't  allow  promise-breakers  up  there;  I'm  sure  to  go  below. 

"  Now,  gents,  you've  treated  me  as  well  as  though  I  was  one  of  you  to-night.  ( 
And  I  ho|)e  to  God  yon  may  never  see  my  side  of  life,  but  always  see  the  bright,  [ 
And  now  I  leave  you,  to  tramp  the  cold  streets  ouce  more  1 

'Till  something  happens  in  this  world  to  call  me  to  another  shore."  ; 


( 


With  this  he  bowed  his  head  and  silently  left  the  room. 


And  the  fireside  that  had  seemed  so  bright  l)efore  he  came,  now  seemed  filled  / 
Aud  I,  taking  my  hat  and  coat,  was  soon  in  the  fog  outside  lost,  ^with  gloom,  i 
Wending  my  way  to  my  home,  thinking  of  what  that  broken  promise  had  cost. 


— Comiiig  of  Age. — What  do  we  mean  by  coming  of  age?  From 
birth  a  boy  can  own  property;  at  seven  ho  is,  if  intelligent, 
answerable  for  crime;  at  fourteen  he  is  punishable  for  a  misde- 
meanor; at  fourteen  he,  if  necessary,  couKi  choose  his  guardian, 
and  could  contract  marriage;  at  eighteen  he  is  qualitied  for  mili- 
tary service;  at  twenty-one  he  may  declare  himself  indci^endent  of 
his  father,  and  ia  then  old  enough  to  vote;  at  twenty-five  he  is  eligi- 
ble to  Congress;  at  thirty  to  the  United  States  Senate;  at  forty  to 
the  Presidency;  at  forty -five  he  is  exempt  from  military  duty. 
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1  1 


Parody   on : 

ASK    A    POLICEMAN. 


Woixls  by  T.  H.  looker. 


Send  roar  n&me  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehinan,  190  Park  Row,  New  York  (Ht7,  and  recciv* 

by  return  mall  a  complete  CataJoKue  of  over  6000  Popular  EnKllsh  and  U«ruiai> 

Sonir* — Free.     PostiMfe  Stumps  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goodH. 


The  barber  is  a  man's  best  friend— your  face  lie  11  safely  shave; 
Cut  your  hair  aud  trim  your  whiskers— don't  take  him  for  u  kuave; 
If  there's  anytliiiig  you  wish  to  know,  he'll  it-ll  vou  with  a  i^riu, 
And  give  the  full  particulars,  while  daubiug  lather  uu  your  chin. 

CUOBUS. 

If  you  want  the  latest  news,  ask  a  barber; 
Uc  never  will  refuse,  will  the  barber; 
For  he  talks  both  night  and  day,  juBt  to  pass  the  time  away; 
If  you  want  the  facts,  I  say,  ask  a  barber. 

Now,  It  often  used  to  puzzle  me.  Just  to  know  the  reason  why 
That  certain  vamblers  could  do  business,  aud  thus  the  law  defy; 
When  1  asked  my  barber  to  explain—"  I'll  quickly  do  it,"  said  he. 
So,  if  you  listen,  now  you'll  hear  what  the  barber  said  to  me: 

CUORI'B. 

It's  a  case  of  boss  and  boss,  said  the  barber; 
They  stake  the  "  Captain,''  of  course,  said  the  barber; 
When  they  shut  dowu  on  the  rent,  he'll  soun  close  up  their  tent. 
And  to  jail  they'll  ail  be  sent,  said  the  barber. 

I'm  acquainted  with  a  bank-cashier— in  "  society  "  he  cuts  quite  a  dash; 
lie  lives  like  a  king  in  a  palace;  he's  alw-ays  got  ple'uty  of  cash- 
He  said  he  was  left  a  fortune— but  whcu  I  told  my  barber  that, 
Said  he:  "  You're  a  jay  to  believe  it,  for  be's  talking  through  his  hat." 

CUOBUS. 

I'll  give  you  a  straight  tip,  said  the  barber, 
To  Canada  some  day  he'll  s'iip,  said  the  barber; 
Aud  wheu  he  goes  away,  though  he's  a  deacon  in  a  chnrch,  they  say. 
The  bank  will  close  that  day,  said  the  barber. 

A  young  lady,  who  led  a  fast  life,  was  shortly  about  to  be  wed. 
But  the  marriage  was  broken  oflf,  for  a  very  good  reason,  'lis  !<aid. 
Now,  while  pascing  by  her  bouse  one  uighr,  I  heard  a  baby  ciy; 
When  I  asked  my  barber  about  this  cose,  he  winked  his  other  eye. 

Chords. 

I  heard  tbe  story  last  ni^ht,  said  the  barber; 
Oh,  it  Is  a  beauty  bright,  said  the  barber. 
Then  he  whispered  in  my  ear,  it's  one  she's  taken  to  nurse,  I  hear; 
Uou'l  you  think  that's  very  queer  f  said  the  barlier. 


THE    SPRIG-    OF    GREEN. 

At  Fredericksburg  on  that  dread  day  ere  yet  the  strife  began, 
Along  the  battle-liiie  of  Blue  the  general's  order  ran: 
"  Win  we  or  lose,  our  country's  curse  upon  the  wretch  who  shirks. 
But  honor  to  the  man  who  dies  the  m arest  to  the  works!  " 

Before  them  rose  the  giant  range  of  hills  in  martial  round, 

From  whose  grim  tops  all  bodefully  the  bristling  cannon  frowned; 

No  break  within  that  iron  line,  but  'neath,  from  left  to  right. 

Brave  Meagher  with  his  Irish  lay  l)efore  St.  Mary's  Height.  ,     ■  • 

No  gloom  was  there;  but  every  face  as  careless  and  as  bright 

As  if  it  were  a  wedding  morn  and  not  a  day  of  fight; 

And  in  their  caps  (though  all  around  no  tree  nor  shrub  was  seen) 

They  wore— heaven  knows  from  whence  procured— each  man  a  sprig  of  preen. 

Not  long  they  waited  for  the  sound  that  told  the  strife  begun. 
Uarkt  froui  the  river's  further  side,  it  is  the  signal  gun! 
A  thousand  caunou  from  the  hills  bellowed  in  fierce  acclaim, 
Aud  all  the  mighty  line  of  Blue  swept  upward  through  the  flame. 

Of  what  avail  are  words  to  paint  the  strife  that  none  can  tell; 

The  hurrah  from  the  Union  host,  the  wild  Coiffederate  yell; 

The  sabres'  clank,  the  horsemen's  tramp,  tiie  scream  of  shot  and  shell, 

Aud  groans  of  dying  men,  that  went  to  make  the  mimic  hell. 

All  day  against  those  awful  heights  our  lines  were  hurled  in  vain; 
All  day  the  shattered  ranks  closed  up  but  to  be  torn  again;   ,. 
Until  the  sun  withdrew  his  light,  as  if  for  very  shame, 
Aud  night  came  dowu  upon  the  field  to  end  the  bloody  game. 

The  morning  broke  all  fair  and  bright  upon  the  dead  array, 
Aud  lovingly  on  hill  and  plaiu  the  blessed  sunbeams  lay. 
The  fii;ht  was  done;  the  field  was  won — the  Blue  had  lost  the  day; 
Aud  from  their  works  all  curiously  swarmed  down  the  men  in  gray. 

Thick  lay  the  slain,  like  sheaves  of  grain  ripened  by  battles'  suns; 
But  one  had  died  beyond  the  rest,  a  stone's  cast  from  the  guns; 
They  raised  hiia  softly— for  the  brave  respect  the  brave,  I  ween— 
And  in  his  cap,  uuwithered  still,  they  found  a  sprig  of  green. 

Of  all  tho  thousands  lying  round,  close  locked  In  death's  embrace, 
That  one— though  all  were  brave  and  true— from  death  had  got  such  grace. 
No  bearded  soUlier,  old  iu  wars,  had  won  the  huppy  place; 
He  who  died  nearest  to  the  works  had  only  a  boy's  face. 

They  buried  him  just  where  he  fell— these  foemen— with  rude  art; 
They  said  that  he  had  earned  the  place  by  his  undaunted  heart; 
And  one— a  poet  in  his  soul,  though  rough  in  garb  aud  mien- 
Planted  upon  the  simple  mound  the  dead  boy's  sprig  of  green. 

The  brave  man  dies,  but  the  brave  deed  with  death  will  not  be  found; 
And  travellers  say  I  hat,  to  this  day,  the  children  playing  round 
Can  point  the  stranger  to  the  spot— the  fairest  iu  the  scene—  - 

The  grave  where  sleeps  the  Iriah  boy  who  wore  the  sprig  of  green. 


THE    PROMISED    LAND. 


Words  by  T.  II.  looker. 
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Come,  sinners,  an'  listen  to  what  I  say — 

It's  hard  to  get  in  de  promised  land. 
If  yon  want  salvation,  put  yo'  razors  away 

And  jine  de  Qospel-baud. 
For  de  preacher-man's  a-gw  ine  to  hold  a  meetiu'  to-night. 
An'  dar'U  be  singin'  by  ole  sister  Suow  an'  brudder  le-aac  White; 
Holy  Moses!  how  us  coons  will  knock  ole  8atau  out  of  sight 
To  get  Iu  de  promised  land. 

Chorus. 

Ain't  It  hard?  ain't  it  hard f 
Ain't  it  hard  to  get  in  de  promised  landf 

Ain't  it  hardf  yes,  it's  hard 
If  you  don't  jine  de  Gospel  baud.— [/?^peaf.] 


Now,  sinners,  don't  langh  at  what  I  say- 

It's  hard  to  get  in  de  promised  land; 
So  get  on  yo'  marrow-boues  an'  begin  to  pray. 

And  jine  de  Gospel-band. 
When  ole  Satan  calls  me,  den  I'se  a-gwiiie  to  make  him  run; 
Goodness  sakesi  little  children,  but  dar'll  be  a  heap  ob  fun; 
For  I'lrthool  off  his  whiskeis  wid  my  brau'-ucw  gospel-gun 

To  get  in  de  promised  land.— t'Ao/«s. 


•f 


THE    PICTURE. 

Composed  by  Hovey  Cook,  Eaq. 


Standing  about  a  bar-room  were  a  crowd  of  noisy  men. 
Chaffing  a  poor  old  beggar,  as  they  "  set  'em  up  again  "; 
But  he  seemed  a  jovial  fellow,  aud  didn't  mind  their  chaff; 
Aud  at  every  witty  remark,  he  too  joined  in  the  langh. 

I  admit,  boys,  I'm  a  filthy  tramp— soaked,  as  you  say,  in  ram. 
Laugh  at  me  if  it  please  you,  boys— nh,  yes,  I'm  a  dirty  bum. 
Ma3T)e  you  will  not  believe  it,  but  I  tell  you,  bi'vs.  it's  true— 
I  once  had  liealth  and  wealth,  as,  perhaps,  liave  most  of  you. 

D'd  you  ever  hear  this  saying,  boys— no,  it's  not  my  own- 
It  is  '•  Laugh,  and  the  world  laughs  with  you;  but  weep,  and  yon  weep  alonef '* 
And  many  the  time  have  I  laughed,  and  many  the  time  I've  wept  — 
And  many  the  time  on  a  bed  of  down  and  on  a  bed  of  board  I've  bl<-pt. 

Do  you  want  to  hear  a  story,  lads,  of  how  a  woman  fell 
From  a  life  of  virgin  purity,  aud  made  one  man's  life  a  hell? 
Well,  listen  aud  I'll  tell  you— 'tis  a  portion  of  my  life; 
Of  a  daughter  who  brought  disgrace  upon  a  husbaud  and  a  wife. 

In  a  little  country  village  I  lived  wi.h  my  darling  wife; 

I  toiled  as  a  roller-mill  band,  toiling  for  bread  iu  life. 

All,  we  lived  so  happy — to  ploaee  her  I  hard  did  try; 

Love  was  master  In  our  cottage  in  those  happy  days  gone  by.  ^ 

Well,  there  came  a  little  baby  to  bless  our  humble  lot; 

I  shall  never  forget  how  pleased  I  was  to  hold  that  cunning  tot. 

1  'd  return  from  work  eacn  evening,  my  wife  she'd  meet  me  at  tho  door; 

Ah,  boys,  those  were  the  happiest  days  that  in  life  I  ever  saw. 

I  think  I  forgot  to  tell  yon— that  baby  was  a  girl- 
Ah,  mauy  the  happy  hour  she's  been  clasped  lu  these  hands  of  toil. 
Well,  years  rolled  quickly  onward,  aud  she  grew  to  a  lady  fine; 
And  I  was  proud  to  say,  lads,  that  she  was  a  child  of  mine. 

There  was  a  lad  who  worked  in  the  mill,  boys,  and  a  handsome  l:ul  was  he; 
He  was  welcome  to  my  house  then,  1  thought  him  a  friend  to  nu-. 
We'd  smoke  and  we'd  chat  for  hours— Joe  Oleson  was  his  name— 
And  I  never  once  suspected  that  he'd  lead  my  child  to  shame. 

But  such,  indeed,  was  the  case,  boys,  and  then  she  ran  away; 
And  never  a  tiding  have  I  heard  from  my  child  ciuce  that  day; 
Aud  my  poor  wife,  God,  bless  her,  for  weeks  and  weeks  she  cried, 
Aud  one  night  she,  heart-broken,  fell  at  my  feet  aud  died. 

And  this  wretch  who  wronged  my  daughter,  I've  heard  it  said,  hc'e  dead; 
Why,  stranger,  you  are  weepiug — is  it  at  what  I  have  said? 
Excuse  me,  good  bartender — that  picture  behind  the  bar. 
Would  you  please  let  me  see  it?  it  looks  a  bit  like  her. 

Thank  you,  sir,  may  I  place  it  on  that  table  over  there? 

And  I'll  draw  a  picture  from  it— indeed  I  will,  I  swear! 

Give  me  a  piece  of  paper,  picuse — yes,  that's  about  the  size. 

Now  I'll  show  you  that  I  can  draw  a  bit,  aud  prove  I've  told  do  lies. 

Where  did  yon  get  this  picture?  why,  It's  the  picture  of  my  Nell— 
The  picture  of  my  daughter.    Come,  don't  be  afraid  to  tell; 
I  think  I've  seen  your  face  before— yes,  you're  Jack  who  led  her  astrayl 
You're  the  man  I've  wanted  to  meet  for  mauy  and  maiiy  a  day. 

Don't  stand  there  laagbing  at  me— you've  changed,  hut  I  know  yoal 
Come,  speak  up  like  a  mau  if  you  arc  one!  come,  is  not  what  I  say  trae? 
My  God,  boys,  it's  he;  I  know  him!  Stop!  don't  tell  me  I  lie! 
Nellie— mother— wife— my  child— my  God,  boys,  1  die! 

■  ;        All  was  silent  as  the  tomb 
.     '.;  '         In  the  hot  and  crowded  room; 
Not  a  word  for  minutes  spoken. 
As  the  man  lay  there  heart-broken— dead. 


■  'f.'^'t 


IV 


>  "i 


.-/•■ 


—A  slow  match — four  years  of  courtship. 
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THE     MINER. 
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WordB  and  Music  by  FcUi  Marti. 


A  thousand  feet  in  the  earth  I  delve. 
With  hummer  aud  pick,  witli  niatloclc  and  helve, 
With  hammer  aud  pick,  with  mattock  and  helve. 
Gems  and  gold  from  the  earth  I  wrest, 
Toil  for  me  and  for  other's  rest. 
Through  galleries  louf;  my  lamp  doth  gleam, 
Ca.«tiu>;  for  its  j{olden  beam. 
Rings  each  blow  above  below, 

While  I  sing,  "  Heave  ho!  heave  ho!  heave  ho!  huavv  ho! 
Delving  down  below— heave  ho!  heave  hoi 
Delving  down  below,  down  below,  down  below." 

With  every  blow  that  I  strike  below, 

1  see  Hashing  forth  the  bright  golden  glow, 

I  see  flashing  forth  the  bright  golden  glow. 

Cities  fair  aud  the  village  farm. 

All  depend  on  this  stalwart  arm— 

I  strike  for  home,  I  strike  for  life. 

For  my  love  and  loving  wife. 

As  I  strike  ray  song  shall  flow,  t- 

"  Oeave,  boys,  heave— heave  hoi  heave  ho!  heave  ho!  beave  bol 

Delving  down  below— heave  ho!  heave  hoi 

Delving  down  below,  down  below,  down  below." 


\         :     THE    HAHBOR    LIGHT. 

{  Copyriffht,  18M,  by  Oo.  M.  Klenlt  &  Co. 
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Words  by  John  F.  LawUr.    Music  by  John  Levy. 

Far  out  at  sea  on  a  winter's  night 
A  gleam  came  from  the  harbor  light. 
And  from  the  shrouds  where  I  was  lashed 
I  ^aw  that  light  as  it  beamed  and  flashed; 
It  made  me  think  of  one  at  home 
That  prays  for  me  wherever  I  roam; 
Bright  lip;ht  still  bnm  while  the  billows  roar. 
And  guide  me  safely  back  to  shore. 

Cborcs. 

Harbor  light,  shine  ont  for  me,  spread  yonr  rays  far  o'er  the  sea; 

Let  me  by  your  beacon-light  shape  my  course  through  darkest  night. 
Harbor  light,  shine  out  for  me,  spread  your  rays  far  oer  the  sea; 

Let  me  by  your  beacon-light  shape  my  course  through  darkest  night. 

Far  o'er  the  deep  and  the  stormy  sea 
A  lovinff,  sweet  face  waits  for  me, 
Aud,  like  the  rays  of  the  hnrbor  light, 
"'  '  Uer  dark-blue  eyes  shine  clear  and  bright; 

The  memory  of  those  haunting  eyes, 
1  see  like  beacons  brightly  rise. 
To  cast  their  light  o'er  the  narrow  path 
That  leads  mc  from  the  tempest's  wrath.— t'Aorui. 


^  s  » 


j  Parody  on: 

THE  PICTURE  THAT  IS  TURNED 
i  TOWARD    THE    WALL. 


Written  and  Sunir  by  ( "ook  »t  Heed. 
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Fur  away  at  C''>iiey  Inland,  where  we  stopix-d  for  juft  one  week. 

In  a  dizzy  liitle  hotel  by  the  sen; 
Where  wo  got  hu^^h  for  our  breakfast,  our  lunch  and  supper,  too; 

Where  the  butter  was  a  stranger  unto  \w. 
One  day  ihey  gave  \\*  turkey,  and  we  nearly  had  a  lit; 

That  turkey  it  weighed  one  pound,  that  was  all- 
in  a  crowd  we  all  went  at  it,  and  broke  our  knives  aud  forks, 

Then  we  nailed  that  little  turkey  ou  the  wall. 

CHor.rs. 
There's  a  name  that's  never  spoken,  there's  a  few  teeth  that  were  broken, 

There's  a  turkey  that  was  ancient— was  nine  years  old,  that's  all; 
Now  the  boardeis,  every  one,  if  you  say  lurkcy,  pull  a  gun. 

And  put  holes  in  the  turkey  on  the  wall. 

One  morning  we  got  desperate  and  CHlled  for  hardboileil  eggs; 

Tliat'ssoniethiug  thut  we  never  did  before; 
They  brought  us  in  three  large  ones,  with  a  sign  ou,  "  Eat  with  care  "; 

In  the  rush  for  them  one  fell  nuon  the  floor. 
Then  1  heard  a  cry  of  horror,  ntul  I  lookeii  where  it  had  fell; 

There  Stood  a  little  turkey,  that  WHS  all; 
Then  we  heard  another  gobble,  and  the  one  that  w-c  had  nailed 

Was  alive,  but  still  nailed  ut>ou  the  wall. 

CHonrs. 
So  we  all  in  fours  and  pairs  went  at  those  turkeys  with  our  chairs. 

But  those  turkeys  were  good  game  and  held  tneir  own,  ihat's  all. 
When  we  broke  the  chairs  and  dishes,  we  gave  those  turkeys  our  good  wishes. 

And  now  we  have  their  pictures  ou  the  wall. 


The  Flowers  Will  Come  in  May. 
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Oh,  cweethcart,  don't  be  sighing,  the  winter  won't  lie  long; 
Soon  merry  birdlings  crying  will  glad  the  earth  with  song. 
For  though  it  be  December,  and  dark  and  drear  the  day. 
Be  cheerful,  and  remember  the  flowers  will  come  in  May. 

Chorus. 

The  flowers  will  cbme  in  May,  sweet  flowers  bloom  in  May, 

Aud  hearts  now  sad  shall  then  be  glad,  wbeu  the  flowers  come  in  May. 

Oh,  sweetheart,  so  with  sorrow- the  winter  of  the  heart- 
Some  golden,  fair  to-morrow  will  see  it  all  depart. 
And  love's  own  birds  be  singing  their  carols  sweet  and  gay, 
W'ith  wedding  bells  a-ringing,  when  the  flowers  come  in  May.— CAr^rt/*. 


BOOM    TA-RA. 

Copyright,  IWl,  by  Hitchcock  &  McCurtfo  inibllshing  Company  (Limited). 
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Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  Alejutuder  Spencer. 


I  sat  down  to  a  social  game. 
And  "  poker  "  was  its  i»rclty  name; 
I  hugged  myself,  with  special  glee- 
Thought  I,  this  "  pot  "  IjelOMgs  to  me. 
I  held  four  "  kings,"  the  bets  ran  high, 
A  smile  was  dancing  in  my  eye! 
I  showed  those  "  kings  "  tliat  "  pot  "  to  take — 
My  friend's  four  "  aces  "  yanked  the  cake! 
Aud  he  sang:  Boom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra, 
Ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra— 
And  tie  sang:  Boom  t^t-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra, 
Ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra-ra,  boom,  booml 

A  married  man  came  home  one  night, 

Ue  smiled  a  smile  of  sweet  delight; 

He  heard  a  sound, 'twas  like  a  squall; 

De  heanl  the  nurse  so  softly  call. 

Thought  he,  now  I've  a  cherub  sweet. 

My  happiness  will  be  coinuletel 

But  Instantly  his  joy  was  dead— 

"  You've  triplets!  "  that  nurse  loudly  said. 

And  they  squalled:  Boom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra, 

Ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra,  tn-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra— 

And  they  sijualled:  lioom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra, 

Ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra-ra,  boom,  booml 

There  was  a  goat— a  one-eyed  goat— 

And  he  was  old  enough  to  vole  I 

Tomato  cans  were  his  delight; 

He  chewed  bill-posters  day  aud  night; 

He  butted  through  a  big  stone  wall; 

Ue  terrorized  the  neighbors  all. 

One  day  Miss  Murphy,  fat  and  fair. 

He  struck  while  at  the  wash-tub  there! 

And  she  howle<l:  Boom  ta-ra,  ta-rn-ra,  boom  ta-ra, 

Ta-ra-ra,  boom  la-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra— 

And  she  howled:  Boom  ta-ra,  la-ru-ra,  boom  ta-ra, 

Ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra-ra,  boom,  boomt 

A  little  boy  once  climbed  a  tree. 

The  peaches  there  were  fine  to  see; 

He  gobbled  up  that  fruit,  aud  then 

Proceeded  to  climb  down  again. 

The  farmer  had  a  dog  that  prowled. 

It  ran  op  to  that  tree  and  howled^ 

It  caugiit  the  boy— now  'twas  a  sin— 

Jnst  where  his  panties  they  were  thin! 

And  he  yelled:  Boom  ta-ra,  tu-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra, 

Ta-ra-ra,  boom-tji-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra— 

And  he  yelletl:  Boom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra, 

Ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  la-ra-ra,  boom,  booiDi 

A  small  banana  |)<>el  once  lay 

Where  thronged  the  uaxsers  by,  so  gay;  • 

It  looked  so  mild  ana  innocent. 
As  if  it  had  no  bad  intent! 
There  came  a  dude,  who  skipt>ed  along- 
Poor  thing!  he  never  thought  of  wrong! 
He  struck  that  peel— sat  down,  somehow!— 
And  wears  a  chest-nrorector  now! 
Oh !  be  screamed :  Boom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra, 
Ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra,  Ui-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra— 
Oh  I  he  screamed :  lioom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra, 
Ta-ra-ra,  boom-ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra-ra,  boom,  booml 

I'd  like  to  sing  here  till  the  dawn. 

But  then  my  voice  is  almost  gonci 

My  throat's  atrocious,  as  you  see, 

Aud  troches  are  uo  help  to  mc. 

There  are  some  dozen  verses  more. 

But,  ere  I'd  sing  them  to  you  o'er, 

I  fear  eacli  one  of  yon  would  say- 

"Oh,  take  that  voice  of  yours  away!  " 

Aud  you'd  sing:  Boom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra, 

Ta-ra-ra,  boom  la-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra— 

Aud  you'd  slug:  Boom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  'ooom  ta-ra, 

Ta-ra-ra,  boom  ta-ra,  ta-ra-ra,  boom  la-ra-ra,  boom,  boomt 


»  >  > 


.  ►■ 


^A  saw  cuts  both  ways;  remember  the  fate  of  the  early  worm. 
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A    LETTER   TO    HIS    DAD.  t/ 


Copyright,  1891,  by  H.  Witmark  &  Sons. 


Tb«  Word*  and  Music  of  tliis  Sontr  will  be  nent  to  any  addrem,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

oenU,  or  this  and  any  two  otlit-r  KDUifs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  wehinan,  130  I'arlc 

Row,  New  Yoric  City.    I'ustage  Stamps  talien  same  as  ca«h  for  ail  our  goods. 

Words  by  WllUam  ColUer.    Music  by  Isidor  Witmark. 


Just  a  few  linee  to  you,  daddy,  to  let  yon  kuow  I'm  well; 

My  kindest  love  to  all  at  home,  and  a  kies  for  baby  Nell; 

I've  much  good  news  to  write  you,  daddy,  'twill  make  your  heart  ho  glad. 

But  even  worda  cuuiiot  express  bow  much  I  miss  you,  dad. 

Chorus. 
This  was  the  message  from  a  foreign  land, 
These  were  the  words  that  pleaded  the  dear  old  mau, 
Sitting  by  the  fireside  with  neart  so  glad, 
Reading  from  Uis  darling  boy  a  letter  to  his  dad. 

It's  been  some  time  since  I  wrote  yon,  but  have  no  fear  for  me, 
I'm  writing  now  from  my  own  home,  and  our  baby's  ou  my  knee. 
Tell  mother  dear  it's  her  own  image— his  prattle  makes  us  glad; 
If  1  could  only  see  you  all,  I'd  not  ask  more,  dear  dad.  —  Chorus. 


Sam  Johnson's  Colored  Cake  Walk. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  William  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  MukIc  of  tlils  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonus  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'ogta^e  Stumps  taken  saiue  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Edward  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 

Sam  Johnson  is  de  eexton  of  Zion's  Bethel  church; 

Oh,  come  along,  you  children,  don't  hang  back  in  de  lurch; 

Hear  de  harp  and  de  flute,  Sam  el  Johnson  beats  de  big  bass  drum; 

Uear  de  horn  and  de  fid'— oh,  tell  all  de  neighbors  to  come! 

Dur's  a  caUe  all  full  of  raisins,  aiid  dat's  de  raisin  why 

We're  assembled  here  together;  to  win  dat  cake  we'll  try. 

Cuonus. 
All  around  the  room  we're  waltzing,  ladies  and  gents  so  shy, 
With  steps  so  majestic!  oh,  my!  oh,  dear!  oh,  white  folks,  it's  no  use  to  try; 
Die  music  would  set  you  dreaming,  lovingly  sigh  and  talk; 
We'll  dance  till  the  moruiug  is  beaming  at  Sam  Johnson's  colored  cake  walk. 

We  children  have  our  pleasure  in  harm'ny  sweet  and  mild; 

Oh,  come  along,  dear  papa,  and  watch  your  little  child; 

Hear  de  harp  and  de  flute,  Sam'el  Johnson  beats  de  big  base  drum; 

Hear  de  horu  and  de  fid'- oh,  tell  all  de  neighbors  to  cornel 

Be  careful  of  your  footsteps,  and  always  point  your  toe; 

Tread  lightly  on  de  carpet;  do  try  to  be  jus'  BO.—  C'ftofus, 

Dar'e  ginger  and  dar's  citron;  dar's  pruens  full  of  juice; 

All  in  dis  cake  called  angel;  oh,  cut  dese  cliildren  loose! 

Hear  dc  harp  and  de  flute,  Sam'el  Johnson  beats  de  big  base  drum; 

Hear  de  horu  and  de  fid' — oh,  tell  all  de  neighbors  to  come! 

As  gently  as  a  feather,  or  the  falling  of  the  snow, 

I>e»e  children  walk  together;  you  could  not  ax  for  mo\— Chorus. 

Der's  Gcorgy  and  der's  Samuel,  dar's  Julia,  Jane  and  Ad, 

With  cousin  Joe  and  Lemuel  all  smiliug  at  dere  dad; 

Hear  de  harp  and  de  flute,  Sam'el  Johnson  beats  de  big  bass  drum; 

Hear  de  horn  and  de  fid'— oh,  tell  all  de  neighbors  to  come! 

Now,  children,  don't  you  tarry,  keep  moving  wide  awake. 

If  borne  you  wish  to  carry  Sam  Johnson's  citron  cake.— CAotms. 


JACK    GORMAN. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  T.  B.  Barms  &  Co.    Entered  at  StaUone    '  nail,  London. 

The  Worda  and  Huidc  of  this  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soni;s<  forUue  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  \Ne)iMian,  isu  Dark 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  (or  all  our  goodi. 


Words  and  Music  by  B.  H.  Janssen. 


A  little  lad  who  cries  his  ware  of  papers  on  the  street 
Met  death  not  very  long  ago  as  few  men  death  would  meet; 
A  car  that  came  the  other  way  struck  him  while  passing  by — 
A  whirr  of  brakes,  alas!  too  late,  a  moan — then  plaintive  cry; 
I'hey  got  him  from  beneath  the  wheels  and  carried  him  aside; 
Uis  little  face  so  ghastly  white,  not  even  dirt  could  hide, 
And  to  the  doctor  then  he  turned,  "  Say,  Doc.,  does  mother  know? 
Just  kinder  spring  it  light  ou  her  if  I  aiu't  got  a  show!  " 

Chorus. 

Every  pain  was  forgotten  in  that  one  sweet  thought  of  home, 
Bravely  love  held  the  starting  tear-drops  back; 

Only  care  for  the  dear  ones,  in  the  shadow  of  death; 
Greater  men  have  not  lived  than  little  Jack. 

He  lay  there  on  a  pillow  and  at  last  his  mother  came. 

"  It's  all  my  fault,  my  mother;  don't  you  give  the  driver  blame; 

I  s'pose  the  'doc.'  has  told  you  that  my  chance  looks  pretty  black. 

But  then,  you  know,  I  always  said,  '  they  can't  kill  little  Jack'; 

The  money's  in  my  pocket;  'tain't  so  much,  but  you  kuow  why; 

You'll  need  it;  now  don't  worry,  for  I  hate  to  see  you  cry; 

I  was  always  good  and  honest,"  and  Jack  Gorman  said  no  more; 

A  mother's  only  hope  was  dead,  a  hero's  life  was  o'er.— Chorus. 


THE    POOR    OLD    TRAMP. 

Cop3Tight,  1877,  by  Will  L.  Thompson. 


The  Words  and  MOBle  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  hy  H.  J.  Wehman,  I3U  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Will  U  Thompson. 


THE    OLD    HICKORY    CANE. 

'--  ' .  Copyriglit,  18«8,  by  H.  T.  Merrill. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
or  this  and  any  two  otlu-r  Bongs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J._  Wehman,  130  Park 


cents; 

Row,  New  York  City. 


I'oiitage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Josephine  Fiirmnn.    Music  by  H.  T.  Merrill. 


Uow  well  I  remember  when  I  was  a  boy  [or  girl], 

We  lived  in  the  old-fashioned  home; 
The  chimney  was  deep,  and  the  stone  hearth  was  broad, 

The  fire-dogs  how  brightly  they  shone. 
The  spirit  of  mischief  seemed  eve'  in  play; 

We  tried  to  keep  still,  but  in  vain; 
The  signal  for  quiet  1  ne'er  shall  forget— 

The  thump  of  the  old  hick'ry  caiiu. 

Cnonus. 
The  old  hick'ry  cane,  the  old  hick'ry  cane. 

The  cane  that  is  knotty  and  worn; 
Our  father's  com|)auion,  the  staff  of  his  \i.ix 

Its  absence  he  ne'er  could  have  borne. 

'Twas  pleasant  when  living  far  out  on  the  farm; 

How  welcome  the  old  ditiiier-horii; 
The  long  winter  evenings  brought  cider  and  fruit. 

And  popping  of  cliet>tiiuts  and  corn. 
We  thought  it  a  treat  when,  with  hand  on  bis  cane. 

Our  father  a  story  would  tell; 
Each  eye  would  be  l>eut  on  his  good-natured  face; 

Ah t  me,  I  remember  it  well.— 6' ^ru«. 

The  high-backed,  old  arm-chair  looks  silent  and  lone; 

Ills  Bible  is  lying  there  still. 
For  time  laid  the  suows  of  old  age  ou  bia  bead. 

And  bent  the  tall  form  to  his  will. 
A  niche  in  the  corner  still  holds  the  old  cane; 

The  hand  that  caressed  it  is  cold; 
We  laid  him  to  rest,  but,  still,  ever  we  keep 

The  cane  that  is  knotty  ana  old.— CAon<».  .;:        .' 


I'm  only  a  poor  old  wanderer; 

I've  no  place  to  call  my  home; 
No  one  to  pity  me,  no  one  to  cheer  me. 

As  friendless  and  sadly  I  roam. 

Chorus. 

Only  a  poor  old  wanderer, 

I've  no  place  to  call  my  home; 
No  one  to  pity  me.  no  one  to  cheer  me. 

As  friendless  and  sadly  I  roam. 

I  tramp,  tramp  along,  though  I'm  weary; 

No  rest  through  the  long,  long  day; 
Through  the  rain  and  the  snow  I  must  tniinp  to  and  fro, 

For  I've  no  place  in  shelter  to  eiay.— Chorus. 

How  I  wish  for  a  place  by  the  fireside. 
For  the  night  is  so  dark,  cold  and  damp; 

Vacant  places  I  see,  but  there's  no  room  for  me. 
For  I'm  only  a  poor  old  tramp.—  Chorus. 

Long  ago  I  was  peaceful  and  happy. 

With  dear,  loving  friends  ever  near; 
But  now  they  are  gone,  and  I'm  left  all  alone. 

With  no  one  my  pathway  to  cheer.— Chorus.        r 


J 


THE    OLD    LOVE. 

Words  by  Frederic  E.  Weatlierly.    Music  by  Paul  Rodney. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  ( 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  vveliman,  13U  I'ark         S 

Row,  New  York  City,    Postage  Stanipstaken  sameascashfor  all  ourgooda.  [ 

Just  a  face  in  a  crowd,  jnst  a  face  that  I  met; 

But  the  look  that  lies  in  the  longing  eyes  I  never  shall  forget; 

Just  a  face  in  a  crowd. 
Longing  and  looking  in  vain 

For  a  dream  that  Is  fled,  for  a  rose  that  is  dead. 
For  a  love  to  come  buck  again. 
Oh!  for  the  eyes  that  sadly  yearn,  oh!  for  the  silent  tears; 
For  a  love  that  will  never  return  out  of  the  bygone  years. 
Oh!  for  the  eyes  that  sadly  yearn,  oh!  for  the  silent  tears; 

For  a  love  that  will  nevermore  return,  /     .:' 

For  a  love  that  will  nevermore  retnrn  '": 

Out  of  the  bygone  years,  out  of  the  bygone  years.  '   ,■ 

Just  a  word  on  my  ear,  just  a  look  in  my  cjes. 

And  the  birds  are  telling  it  all  so  clear  up  in  the  golden  skies, 

And  the  birds  are  telling  it  ali  so  clear  up  in  the  golden  skies. 

Just  a  face  in  a  crowd. 
Looking,  but  not  in  vain;  ' 

For  the  dream  may  be  fled,  and  the  rose  may  be  dead. 
But  the  love  may  come  back  again. 
Oh!  for  the  hearts  that  are  beating  fast,  oh!  for  our  happy  tears: 
For  my  love  bae  come  to  my  heart  at  last  out  of  the  bygone  years. 
Ob!  for  the  hearts  that  are  boating  fast,  oh!  for  oar  happy  tears; 

For  my  love  has  come  to  my  heart  at  last, 

My  love  has  come  to  my  heart  at  last. 
Out  of  the  bygone  years,  out  of  the  bygone  years. 
The  bygone  years,  the  bygone  jears. 


— Clothes  Observers. — Tailors  and  swella.  • 


^^m 
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SHAMROCKS    AND    KISSES. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  \VhIte-Smlth  Music  riibliahing  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 

canU;  or  thia  and  any  two  other  Hontrs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  130  I'ark 

Row,  Mew  York  City,    rostage  Stamps  talcen  Minie  ascoab  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  MukIc  by  Duucau  B.  narrison. 


Theres  a  dear  little  plant  that  grows  on  our  lele; 

Ife  jnel  lilie  our  Irisn,  its  uurc  to  run  wild; 

Aud  it's  just  like  our  hearts,  eteadfast  and  true. 

So  I  plucked  a  big  bunch,  love,  aud  brought  them  to  yon. 

Chorus. 

Shamrocks  and  kisses,  shamrocks  and  kisses. 
They're  jiiet  as  sweet  as  the  dear  honey  dew; 
I'll  give  you  the  kisfecs,  the  shamrocks  they  grew— 

Shamrocks  aud  kisses,  Bhauirocks  aud  kisses. 

We  may  leave  our  dear  Isle  and  sail  'cross  the  sea, 
lu  the  far  Western  wilds,  or  where'er  Celt  may  l>e. 
You'll  find  to  his  colleeu  aud  shamrocks  he's  true; 
So  1  plucked  a  big  bunch,  love,  and  brought  them  to  you.  —  C'Aotm*. 


ONCE    MORE    WE    SPEAK. 


Copyrighted. 


t'sed  by  ponnlssion.    The  music  set  to  these  words  is  pubUshed  by 
Oliver  Ditson  Company,  Boston. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poiit-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cenU;  ur  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  190  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I  ostaice  Stamps  taken  same  as  costi  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Morris  Weston. 


Once  more  we  sneak;  'tie  louj;  since  wc  were  parted 

Tiiro'  a  false  friend  who  Baid  my  love  untrue 
And  made  my  life  a  burden  in  its  sorrow; 

Loug  years  hud  |)a8sed  before  his  faults  be  knew. 
Whene'er  we  met,  like  strangers  we  did  pass; 

The  pain  was  sharp  and  very  hard  to  bear; 
And  while  he  thougiit  me  happy  in  my  splendor, 

I  faiu  would  weep  with  mis'ry  and  despair. 

Chorus. 

Ouce  more  we  speak;  no  more  will  idle  fancy 
Bring  bitter  tears  to  dim  his  manly  eyes, 

Aud  side  by  side  we'll  battle  life  together; 
Ouce  more  we  speak  and  will  let  the  past  go  by. 

In  lonely  hours,  without  a  friend  to  cheer  me. 

My  mind  would  wander  back  to  happier  days, 
And  oftiimes  in  my  dreams  I  saw  him  near  me. 

With  hopeless  looks  he  would  eadly  at  me  km^c. 
But  after  all  lliose  >oar8  there  came  a  tiiiie, 

Tlie  link  was  found,  the  myst'ry  cleared  away; 
In  uords  of  kinduess  all  was  soon  forgotten. 

When  jealousy  no  longer  held  its  fcway.— C'/u>ru«. 


j  Watcning  at  the  Wmdow  for  Her  Boy. 

V  copyright,  1M6,  by  White,  Smith  *  Co. 

J  Tlie  Words  and  .Music  of  this  Song  will  l)e  wiit  to  any  addresa.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 
1         eentii;  or  thisand  any  twoother  Songs  for<ine  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehman.  ISO  I'ark 
I  how.  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  game  ascosh  for  oil  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


\ 


lie  left  his  mother's  side  to  roam  the  world  so  wide; 

He  left  her  wiilioiit  warning  or  ^ood-bye. 
And  all  the  weary  night  her  liear:  in  pain  and  bliglit, 

She  watched  and  waited  with  a  tearful  eve; 
But  to  thf  lonely  heart,  where  love  still  hclil  Its  part. 

No  mtfsuge  ciiine,  no  word  of  grief  or  joy. 
And  there  she  nils  each  day— that  mother  old  aud  gray, 

Still  watching  at  the  window  for  her  boy. 

Ciioiifs. 

Watching  at  the  window  for  her  darling  boy, 
Watcliiii'.;  at  the  window  for  her  only  joy. 

There  ^lie  cit*  each  day,  that  mother  old  aud  gray. 
Still  watching  at  the  window  for  her  boy. 

The  cottage  home  so  fair  still  wears  its  welcome  air; 

It  seems  a  Ix-aron  on  the  sloping  hill; 
'Tis  iliere  the  mother's  tiur  falls  for  the  loved  one  dear; 

WkIi  gentle  hand  (ihc  smooths  his  pillow  still. 
The  years  have  come  and  gone,  the  world  goes  lightly  on, 

Bui  love  and  patience  time  can  ne'er  destroy. 
The  mother's  heart  is  strong,  and  there  the  whole  day  long 

She's  watching  at  the  window  for  her  boy.— C'Aoriw. 

Sometimes  at  twilight  gray,  when  weary  of  the  day. 

She  sinks  into  a  calm  and  gentle  sleep; 
'Tis  then  in  visions  bright,  with  heart  that  feels  delight, 

She  sees  her  darling  sailing  o'er  the  deep; 
Ber  dreams  are  fair  and  sweet,  slie  seems  again  to  meet 

The  child  that  e'en  in  absence  civee  her  joy. 
She  feels  again  sweet  rest,  she  folds  him  to  her  breast. 

While  watching  at  the  window  for  her  boy.— C'Aonw. 


—Why  do  not  all  wicked  people  work  on  a  Sunday?  Some  are 
too  lazy. 


GRACE    DARLING-. 

Written  and  Composed  by  O.  Linley. 


-'-V{ 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
e«nl«:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehman,  ISO  Park 
How,  New  York  City.    Poetoge  Stomp* token  some  as  cosh  forall  our  goods. 

Oh  I  Father  loved,  the  storm  is  raging. 

And  cold  and  heavy  the  night  mist  falls; 
Some  hapless  crew,  a  prey  to  danger, 

For  help,  for  help  despairing  calls. 
Trim,  trim  the  lamp,  the  boat  launch  quickly; 

The  danger  threaten,  the  worst  we'll  brave; 
The  toil  I  heed  not  if  we  can  rescue 

The  shipwrecked  wand'rers  from  the  grave. 
Oh  I  Father  love<l,  the  storm  is  raging. 

And  cold  and  heavy  the  night  mist  falls; 
The  boat  launch  quickly,  the  boat  launch  quickly. 

Some  hapless  crew  for  help  now  calls. 

My  gentle  child,  'twere  worse  than  madness 

To  tempt  the  billow  this  fearful  night; 
Again  to  sleep,  to  rest  )>etake  thee. 

Await,  await  the  morning's  light. 
I  cannot  sleep,  their  shrieks  appal  ine; 

Oh!  Father,  heard  ye  that  piercing  cry? 
Arise  ve,  hasten,  tlie  day  is  breaking. 

Look  ont,  look  out,  a  wreck  I  spy. 
Oh!  Father  loved,  I  fear  no  danger, 

With  you  I  will  boldly  breast  the  wave. 
The  boat  launch  quickly,  the  boat  launch  quickly. 

You  hapless  crew  we  yet  may  save. 

The  boat  is  launched  through  breakers  roaring; 

Like  to  some  wild  bird,  tlie  frail  skill  flew-, 
That  gentle  girl,  with  love  unshaken. 

Has  saved  from  death  that  haplcds  crew; 
The  danger  past,  her  heat  t  beats  lightly, 

Iler  silent  transport  no  pride  betrays. 
Though  grateful  tears  are  round  her  falling. 

And  hearts  are  throbbing  to  her  praise. 
The  danger  past,  her  heart  beats  lightly, 

Her  silent  tiansport  no  pride  betraj^s, 
Tho'  grateful  tears  are  round  her  falling. 

And  hearts  are  throbbing  to  her  praise. 


«f 


VILIKINS    AND    HIS    DINAH.        f 

, —  i' 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrfn<i.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  . 
cent*;  ur  thisand  any  two  other  Songs  for  une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  l^rk         f 


Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stomps  token  some  os  cash  for  oil  our  goods. 

'Tis  of  a  rich  merchant  who  in  London  did  dwell, 
lie  had  but  one  daughter,  an  unkimnion  nice  yuung  gal; 
Iler  name  it  was  Dinah,  scarce  sixteen  years  old. 
With  a  very  large  fortune  in  silver  aud  gold. 
Singing,  to  la  lol  la  rol  lall  to  rai  lal  la. 

As  Dinah  was  a-valiking  the  gitrden  one  day. 
Her  papa  he  came  to  her,  aud  thus  he  did  say: 
"  Go  dress  yourst-lf,  Dinah,  in  gorgeous  array. 
And  take  yourself  a  husband,  both  galliaut  and  gay.'* 
Singing,  to  la  lol  la  rol  lall  to  ral  lal  la. 

"  Oh,  papal  ob,  papa!  I've  not  made  up  my  miod. 
And  to  marry  just  yet,  whv,  I  don't  feel  incllued; 
To  you  my  large  fortune  III  gladly  give  o'er 
If  you'll  let  me  live  single  a  year  or  two  more." 
Singing,  to  la  lul  la  rol  lall  to  ral  lal  la. 

"Go,  go,  boldest  daughter,"  the  parlent  replied, 
"  If  you  won't  consent  to  l)e  this  here  young  man's  bride, 
I'll  give  your  large  fortune  to  ihe  nearest  of  kin, 
And  you  shan't  reap  the  benefit  of  one  single  pin." 
Singing,  to  la  lol  la  rol  lall  to  ral  lal  la. 

Ab  Vilikins  wa«  valiking  the  garden  around. 
He  spied  Ills  dear  Dinah  lying  dead  upon  the  ground, 
Antl  the  cup  of  cold  ji'ison  it  lay  by  her  side. 
With  a  bille'.-doux  a-staling  'twas  by  u'ison  she  died. 
Singing,  to  la  lol  la  rol  lall  to  ral  lal  la. 

He  kissed  her  cold  corpus  a  thousand  times  o'er, 
And  called  her  his  Dinah,  though  she  was  no  more. 
Then  swallowed  the  p'ison  like  a  lovyer  so  brave. 
And  Vilikins  and  his  Dinah  lie  both  in  one  grave. 
Singing,  to  la  lol  la  rol  lall  to  ral  lal  la. 

Moral. 

Now  all  you  young  maidens  take  warning  by  ber. 
Never,  not  by  any  means,  disolwy  your  guverner; 
And  all  you  voung  fellows,  mind  who  you  clusp  eyes  on— 
Think  of  Vilikins  and  his  Dinah  and  tlie  cup  of  cold  p'ison. 
Singing,  to  la  lol  la  rol  lall  to  ral  lal  lu. 


m  »  I 


— Professional  punsters  are  tryiug  to  cracker  joke  about  tlie  , 
biscuit  trust.  j* 

— A  bright  youtb,  undergoing  examination  for  admission  to  one  ) 
of  the  Goveinment  departments,  ftmnd  liiinself  confrouled  with  \ 
the  question:  "  What  is  the  distance  from  the  earth  to  the  sun?  "  | 
Not  iiaving  the  exact  number  of  miles  with  him,  he  wrote  in  reply: 
"  I'm  unable  to  state  accurately,  but  don't  believe  the  sun  is  so  i 
near  as  to  interfere  with  a  proiwr  performance  of  my  duties  if  I 
get  the  clerkship." 


■^"  rf- 


1 


•'*•!»- 


.aw  .■<».«W><»T*C.<--»^  ■:^MK  = 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.    34. 


15 


AL'WAYS  THE  SAME  OLD  THING. 

Copyrisht,  1(91,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  MuxJc  of  thla  Song  ^ill  be  aeiit  to  any  ad<tres!>,  poftt-pald,  on  recelfit  of  40 

cents;  oi'  this  and  any  two  other  Songra  for  One  Dollar,  by  li!  J.  Weliiiiuii,  I3<i  Taik 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  talcen  some  as  cuali  for  all  our  goudb. 

By  Haltie  Marshall. 


H 


No  matter  where  we  go  to-day,  no  matter  what  we  do. 
The  novel  ihlugs  one  scee  or  does  are  far  betweeu  and  few; 
For  rich  or  poor  it'e  just  the  eame,  in  palace  or  in  cot. 
To  seek  new  pleasures  never  found  is  everybody's  lot; 
But  it's  always  tlie  same  old  thing; 
It's  always  ttie  same  old  thing; 
Wherever  we  ro,  or  whatever  we  do. 
At  home  or  abroad,  there  is  nothing  that's  new; 
And  sooner  or  later,  we  find  it  is  true- 
That  it's  always  the  same  old  thing. 

The  rich,  when  tired  of  life  at  home,  may  go  across  the  sea 
In  search  of  something  new  or  strange,  wherever  it  may  be; 
The  poor  may  spend  their  holidays  and  hard-earned  wages,  too. 
In  fun  at  home,  but  all  find  out,  uo  matter  what  they  do, 
That  it's  always  the  same  old  thing; 
It's  always  the  same  old  thing; 
That  whatever  they  do  has  been  oft  done  l)efore; 
That  have  what  they  please  they  will  always  want  more; 
That  life  at  best  is  a  terrible  bore; 

That  it's  always  the  same  old  thing. 

For  instance,  take  a  chap  who  counts  his  love-scrapes  by  the  score. 
Who  cuts  the  lot,  and  swears  that  he  will  ne'er  love  woman  more; 
He  seeks  distraction  far  from  town  beneath  the  woodland  shade. 
And  there  he  meets  and  loves,  full  soon,  a  simple  couutry  luaid; 
But  again  it's  the  same  old  thing; 

Once  more  it's  the  same  old  thing;  <>. 

The  maiden  is  coy,  but  the  maiden  is  "  fly  "; 
When  he  tells  her  his  love  there's  no  green  in  her  eye; 
*'  How  much  are  you  worth?  "  is  her  answering  cry; 
It's  always  the  same  old  thing. 

For  instance,  when  a  bachelor  is  tired  of  single  life. 
And,  seeking  domesticity,  takes  to  himself  a  wife; 
There's  happiness  a  little  while,  but  when  their  passion  cloys. 
He  goes  to  see  the  other  girls  and  she  flirts  with  the  boys; 

And  again  it's  tlie  same  old  tiling; 

Once  more  it's  the  same  old  thing; 
For  a  year  or  two,  maybe,  they're  happy,  of  course. 
Then  they  tire  of  each  other,  aud  it  couldn't  be  worse; 
•  And  BO,  as  an  ending,  there  comen  a  divorce; 

It's  always  the  same  old  thing. 

For  instance,  when  some  maiden  prim,  who  children  can't  abide, 
Yet  longs  to  wed,  gets  one  last  chance  on  marriage  to  decide; 
She  coyly  says  to  him  who  pops—"  I'll  wed,  If  you'll  agree 
That  you'll  be  happy,  just  the  same,  without  a  family  "; 
But  again  it's  the  aame  old  thing; 
Once  more  it's  the  same  old  thing; 
For  though  they  were  happy  as  happy  conid  be. 
Their  happiness  didn't  last  long,  you'll  agree; 
One  morning  the  doctor  said:  "  Sir,  there  are  three  *: 
It'e  always  the  same  old  thing. 

For  instance,  when  you're  weary  of  the  many  shows  in  town. 
And  go  to  see  a  brand-new  play  of  very  great  renown; 
Tne  Dill-boards,  decked  in  colors  bright,  flash  forth  ujioii  your  view. 
And,  as  you  enter,  you  exclaim,  "  At  lust,  here's  soniutfaing  new  "; 
But  again  it's  the  same  old  thing; 
Once  more  it's  the  same  old  thing; 
The  villain  pursues  the  fair  maid  as  of  yore. 
And  slakes  nis  hot  thirst  in  the  hero's  red  gore; 
Or  a  Boubrette  sings  songs  with  farce-comedy  roar;  > 

It's  always  tne  same  old  thing. 

For  instance,  when  you're  tired  of  fizz,  and  cocktails  lose  their  charm, 
Wlicn  rye  and  lx>iirbon  fail  to  soothe  and,  seeking  some  new  balm. 
You  bee  the  man  behind  the  bar  to  "set  up  "  something  new. 
He  winks  an  eye  aud  straightway  sers-es  a  drink  of  strangest  hue; 
But  again  it's  the  same  old  thing; 
Once  more  it's  the  same  old  thing; 
He  changes  the  color  to  pink,  blue  or  red. 
But  the  usual  "  jag  "  you  tote  with  you  to  bed. 
And  you  have  the  next  morning  the  usual  "  bead  "; 
It's  always  the  same  old  thing. 

For  instance,  some  new-fangled  game  you're  asked  one  night  to  joiu. 
Aud  tired  of  poker,  euchre,  whist,  you  risk  your  pile  of  coin; 
And  w  hen  the  deal  is  made  and  you  are  posted  on  the  play. 
You  fondly  think  you've  struck  it  rich  aud  sing,  "Too-loo-ri-lay  "; 
But  again  it's  the  same  old  thing; 
Once  more  it's  the  Same  old  thing; 
You  sillily  find  out  what  a  poor  hand  you've  gut; 
That  the  kings  aud  the  queens  you  tliought  in  it  are  not; 
That  the  acelets,  as  usual,  capture  the  pot; 
That  it's  always  the  same  old  thing. 

For  instance,  when  a  fellow  sings  until  he  knows  no  more. 
And  fries  to  give  an  encore  verse  that's  not  been  hcaid  l»efore. 
And  holies  his  lini-s  will  surely  prove  a  winner  ev'ry  time, 
He  boldly  enters  once  again  and  chants  his  little  rhyme; 

But  again  it's  the  same  old  thing;  ."  ' 

Once  more  it's  tlie  same  old  thing;  - 

lie  finds,  as  I  do,  that  he's  sung  a  poor  verse. 
That  it's  not  a  bit  new  and  it  couldn't  be  worse. 
That  if  he  sings  more  he'll  go  home  in  a  hearse- 
Singing  the  same  old  thing. 


>{    SHE'S    MY    DARLINg. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  S.  Tumey. 

The  Words  and  Mosie  of  this  Songr  will  l>e  sent  to  any  addrem,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  ' 

oents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirx  for  One  Dollar,  by  If  J.  Wehinan,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  CJty .    Postage  Staiups  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  S.  Tumey. 


— There  is  a  deaf  and  dumhaii^n  in  Kansas  seven  feet  tall. 
This  is  what  we  might  call  a  l^^sileucc. 


Dimpled  cheeks  and  light-brow  n  hair,  dark  blue  eyes  and  lily  fair; 

Cnmson  lips  so  rich  and  rare,  that's  what  suits  my  fancy; 
Slender  form  and  sweetest  face,  gliding  with  a  modest  grace, 

Like  Diana  in  the  chase;  that's  my  charming  Naucy. 

Rbfbain. 
Sbe'sYiiy  darling,  sweet,  sweet  darling;  I'm  her  chappie,  she's  my  style. 
None  can  sever  us  forever;  we  are  lovers  all  the  while. 

She  is  like  a  fragrant  flower,  culled  from  cupid's  magic  bower; 

Soon  will  l>e  the  happy  hour,  I  shall  see  my  fancy; 
When  the  day  is  on  the  wane,  when  the  gloaming  comes  again. 

Then  I'll  sing  the  old  refraiu  to  my  charming  Nancy.— /f^rain. 


REUBEN     G-LUE. 

Copyiight,  1888,  by  BeiiJ  W.  Hitchcock. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  yeiit  to  any  addrefw.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  this  and  any  twootlier  Son^rHfoiHiie  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Web  man,  130  I'aik 

Row,  New  Vork  City.    Postage  Slaiiipg  taken  sanieaiicasb  tur  all  ourgnods. 

..  ;  Words  by  Johnny  Pi-indie.    Music  by  Prof.  Jas.  Wall. 


I'm  Reuben  Glue  from  old  Varmount.  oh,  how  d'ye  like  my  stylet 

I  see  you're  on  to  the  cut  of  my  clothes  by  the  way  you  wink  aud  smile. 

I  am  my  mamma's  baby  boy,  so  cute,  so  fresh,  so  fat. 

That  the  girls  all  stare  at  me  and  say,  "  For  heaven's  sakes,  what's  thatf  " 

Cborcs. 
It's  the  nearest  to  what  is  it  that's  ever  been  seen  about; 
It  walks,  it  talks,  just  like  any  man— can  any  one  make  it  outf 

I  am  my  mamma's  pride  and  joy,  and  always  have  my  way,  -     . 

For  I'm  so  cute,  and  so  cunning  also,  that  I  won't  live  they  say. 

Mu  says  I  look  so  much  like  pa— red  eyes  and  ginger  hair. 

For  Ills  amhrotype  it  took  the  prize  at  last  year's  cattle  fair.— CAonw. 

"Igoll!'  when  I  am  twenty-one— I'm  only  seven  yet— 

Ma  says  I'll  marry  a  real  woman— won't  that  be  fun?  yon  bet! 

I  went  last  night  to  see  a  girl;  she  came  out  to  the  door; 

When  she  gazed  upon  this  manly  form,  she  fell  right  through  the  floor.* 


Cko. 


Parody  on ; 

THE   PICTURE  THAT  IS  TURNED 
TOWARD    THE    WALL. 

Composed  and  Sung  by  Joseph  E.  McKenna. 


( 


Send  yoar  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

oy  return  mail  acomplete  Catalogue  of  over  5000  Popular  English  and  Gei  man 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Staiupstaken  sameasciuih  for  all  our  goods. 


Far  away  in  old  Hoboken,  where  the  mud  it  gathers  quick, 

Tliere's  a  little  shanty  standing  on  mud  flats. 
Where  a  maiden— please  excuse  me,  she  was  nearly  forty-five— 

Was  reared  so  tenderly  with  a  bed-slat, 
But  she  wanted  to  be  an  actress,  and  play  little  children's  parts. 

'•  If  you  don't  let  me  I'll  never  work  at  all." 
So  she  left  her  ma  one  wash-day,  and  the  mull  soon  brought  the  truth; 

Now  her  lithograph  is  nailed  upon  the  wall. 

ClIORUS. 

And  it  shows  her  all  in  spangles,  all  covered  o'er  with  bangles. 
And  the  face  npon  that  picture  would  cure  the  grip,  that  s  all. 

But  her  father  says  she's  kind,  for  that  sheet  keeps  out  the  winds, 
So  they  keep  her  lithograph  nailed  on  the  wall. 

They  have  laid  away  each  hair-pin  that  this  "  maiden  "  used  to  wear. 

And  lier  little  shoes  aud  stockings  are  now-  at  rest; 
She  is  with  some  burlesque  show  that  they  call  the  Fly-by-Nights, 

And  she's  playing  in  the  "wild  and  woolly  "  West. 
Though  uo  tidings  ever  reached  them  what  l<er  salary  might  be. 

Though  they  sometimes  think  she'll  walk  home  in  the  fall. 
They've  a  painful  recollection  of  a  face  they  think  will  freeze 

In  that  iftbograpb  that's  nailed  upon  the  wall. 

Chorus. 

"  Oh.we  hope  she'll  stay,"  says  mamma.  "  We  don't  want  her  home,  says  papa. 

For,  to  tell  the  truth,  when  she  was  here  she  was  no  good  at  all. 
If  we'd  ask  her  for  a  dollar,  for  a  mile  you'd  hear  lier  holler, 

And  we've  got  her  face  nailed  up  there  on  the  wall. 


— A  Problem. — Girls  of  a  marriageable  age  do  not  like  to  tell 
how  old  they  are,  but  you  can  find  out  by  following  these  instruc- 
tions, the  young  lady  doing  the  figuring:  Tell  her  to  put  down  the 
number  of  the  month  in  which  she  was  born,  then  to  multiply  it 
by  2,  then  add  5,  then  to  multiply  it  by  50,  then  to  add  her  age, 
then  to  subtract  36o,  then  to  add  115,  then  to  tell  you  the  amount 
she  has  left.  The  two  figures  to  the  right  will  tell  her  age,  and 
the  remainder  the  month  of  her  birth.  For  example,  the  amount 
is  822,  she  is  22  years  old,  and  was  born  in  the  8Ui  month  (August). 
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;  WHENEVER  THERE'S  A  WOMAN 
)  IN    THE    CASE. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  James  StUInum,  New  York. 


The  Words  and  Miislo  of  this  Sonir  will  Ik;  sent  t<>  «ny  addrt-iw,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

ceiitsi  or  this  and  any  two  otlitr  Hi)nifs  for  one  Dollar,  >>y  li.  J.  Webinan,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  Yorlc  City.    FostaKe  Stumps  taken  sauie  an  ca^ih  fur  all  our  good«. 


Words  and  Musdc  by  Uussie  I*  Davis. 


I  'Way  back  iu  Edeu  Garden,  long  before  the  year  of  one, 

\  Before  there  was  a  woman  in  the  case, 

\  Father  Ailam  he  was  happy  there  and  haviuj;  lots  of  fun, 

j  Before  there  was  a  woman  in  the  caee! 

1  But  his  huppiness  was  ended  when  he  listened  to  Eve,  you  bet,  y 

]  Tlie  gardeii-lieeper  tolil  them  to  pack  up  their  dads  and  "  net  "; 

)  If  it  had  not  been  for  Eve,  Adam  could  have  been  there  yet, 

j  But  you  ttce  there  was  a  womau  iu  the  cose  I 

1  '        :_  RfriiAiN. 

\  Woman,  woman,  yon  are  the  daisy!  you  bring  ns  to  poverty,  grief  and  disgrace! 
\  Drive  borne  to  suicide,  set  others  crazy,  whenever,  wlierever  you're  in  the  easel 


\ 


Mi) 


II' 


Your  hu!^band  may  be  out  late  from  his  home  'most  ev'ry  night. 

And  you  think  there  is  a  woman  iu  the  case; 
When  at  home  he's  cross  and  angry,  with  his  wife  he  wants  to  fight; 

It's  because  there  is  a  woman  in  the  case! 
He  will  come  iu  late,  half  tipsy,  just  enough  to  kick  up  strife; 
You  kiss  him  and  say,  "  Iluoby,  don't  you  love  your  liitle  wife?" 
If  he  sa>s  "  you  make  me  tired!  "  not  upou  your  natural  life. 

You  can  bet  there  is  a  woman  in  the  case!— /iV«i«- 

If  you  take  the  morning  papers,  you  can  read  the  daily  crimes, 

'Most  always  there  s  a  woman  in  the  case! 
Men  are  killing  one  another  in  these  quiet,  peaceful  times; 

There  is  trouble  'bout  some  woman  iu  the  case! 
Now  your  best  girl  she  w  ill  shake  you,  she  will  leave  you  in  the  cold. 
And  skip  oti  with  some  fellow  that  has  lots  and  lots  of  gold. 
You  go  k!i't  a  gun  and  kill  him,  for  your  darliug  he  has  stole; 

Then  they  "awing  "  you  for  ine  woman  In  the  cuavl—Jiiftuin. 

When  seated  iu  a  horse-car,  how  politely  you  will  rise 

If  a  woman  chances  to  enter  in  the  case; 
If  she  does  not  even  thank  you— if  she  does,  it's  a  surprise — 

Because  she  is  the  woman  iu  the  case! 
They  preach  up  "  woman-suffrage  "—the  same  rights  as  a  man, 
They  say  that  womun  ought  to  vote— we'll  fix  it  so  they  can. 
So  when  she's  riding  in  a  car,  give  her  the  right  to  staud, 

£veu  though  sue  is  the  womau  in  the  cose!— i7</'rain. 


i    BREAK    AWAY,    McCAFFERTY! 
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I  

By  M.  F.  Carey. 


Tf  you  have  an  opportunity  to  fill  up  with  impunity. 

Oh,  never  do  as  did  a  friend  of  mine; 
I  refer  to  one  McCafferty,  w  ho  with  his  friend  O'Raflcrty 

Went  out  and  loaded  up  with  German  wine; 
They  started  to  a  party  after  drinking  long  and  deep, 

But  getting  ratlier  tired  upon  the  way, 
McCanerty  sat  down  upon  a  stoop  and  fell  asleep, 

Wtiilc  O'Kaflerty  did  shake  him  up  and  say: 

Chorcs. 
Break  away,  McCafferty,  let  up  for  half  a  minute; 

Break  away,  break  away. 
Do  you  think  that  no  one  else  at  all  beside  yourself  is  in  it; 

Arrah,  McCafferty,  why  don't  you  break  away? 

After  lasliing  him  and  thrashing  him,  and  shaking  him  and  waking  him, 

McCafferty  got  up  and  mopea  along. 
Resolved  to  stand  or  fall  with  him,  he  quicklv  reached  the  hall  with  him; 

Their  friends  were  there  with  greetings  loud  and  long; 
McCafferty  went  in  to  dance,  a  partner  quickly  found, 

And  soon  he  was  a-spitliug  "round  the  floor; 
The  music  stopi)ed,  but  Mac  did  not,  he  still  kept  whirling  'round, 

No  wonder  then  the  crowd  began  to  roar:- 6'Aoru». 

By  the  recognized  authority  that  lies  in  the  majority. 

The  t)oys  proposed  McCafferty  should  treat. 
So  McCafferty,  to  nlease  them  all  as  well  as  to  appease  them  all. 

Invited  them  to  Murphy's  down  the  street; 
So  down  they  went  to  Murphy's;  he  had  turkey  out  for  lunch; 

McCafferty  fell  in  and  grabbed  a  wmg; 
The  boys  stood  by  and  watched  him  and  remarked  his  steady  crunch. 

And  finally  they  all  commenced  to  e'lDg-.—  t' /ior>J«. 

When  McCafferty  had  ate  enough  he  turned  and  then  did  straighten  np, 

And  challenged  each  and  every  man  to  flfjlit. 
But  instead  of  getting  riled  at  him  they  only  snuffed  and  smiled  at  him. 

And  bid  him  come  around  some  other  nigtit. 
lie  juiiiiK'd  and  grabbed  the  nearest  man,  the  two  of  them  went  down. 

But  McCafferty  was  under  as  they  fell; 
The  gang  rushed  iu  to  part  them,  but  McCafferty  held  on — 

In  earnest  then  they  all  began  to  yell:— C'Actw^j. 

After  this  our  friend  O'Rafferty,  disgusted  with  McCafferty, 

Went  out  with  him  and  hailed  a  passing  hsck; 
Kesolved  no  more  to  roam  with  him,  he  quickly  speeded  home  with  him 

And  dumped  him  in  the  hallway  on  his  back. 
It  was  then  a  strange  desire  to  sing  came  o'er  him  unawares; 

With  "  Brennan  on  the  Moor  "  poor  Mac  begun; 
In  a  twinkling  all  the  tenants  in  the  house  were  on  the  Btairs, 

Responding  with  the  chorus  ev'ry  oue.—C/u/rug. 


AULD    ROBIN    GRAY. 


I  i 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

oentsi  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Bongs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  ISO  Park 

Bow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Utampatakeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 


Young  Jamie  lo'ed  me  weel,  and  sought  mo  for  his  bride; 
But,  saving  a  crown,  he  had  uaething  else  beside; 
To  make  the  crown  a  pound,  my  Jamie  gaed  to  sea. 
And  the  crown  and  the  pound  they  were  baith  for  me. 
He  hadna  been  awa'  a  week  but  only  twa. 
When  my  mithcr  she  fell  sick,  and  the  cow  was  stone  awa; 
My  father  brak'  his  arm,  my  Jainie  at  the  sea. 
And  uuld  Robin  Gray  came  a-courting  me. 

Hy  father  cOuldna  work,  my  mither  couldna  spin; 
I  toiled  day  and  night,  but  their  bread  I  couldna  win; 
Auld  liob  maintalued  them  baith,  and,  wi'  tears  In  his  c'e 
Said,  "Jennie,  for  their  sakes  will  you  marry  iue»" 
My  heart  it  said  nae,  and  I  looked  for  Jamie  back; 
But  hard  blew  the  winds,  and  his  ship  was  a  wrack; 
Bis  ship  It  was  a  wrack!  why  didua  Jenuie-dee? 
And  wherefore  was  I  spared  to  cry,  "  Wae  is  me?  " 

My  father  argued  sair;  my  mither  didna  speak. 

But  she  look'd  in  my  face  till  my  heart  was  like  to  break; 

They  gied  him  my  hand,  but  my  heart  was  in  the  sea; 

And  so  auld  Robin  Gray  he  was  gudemau  to  me. 

I  hiidua  l>eeii  his  wife  a  week  but  only  four, 

Wheu,  mournfu'  as  1  sat  on  the  staue  at  the  door, 

I  saw  my  Jamie's  ghaist— I  couldna  think  it  he. 

Till  he  said,  "  I'm  come  hame,  my  love,  to  marry  thee  I  ** 

O,  sair,  sair  did  we  greet,  and  mickle  did  we  say  I 
Ae  kiss  we  took— nea  mair— I  bade  him  gang  awa\ 
I  wish  that  I  were  dead;  but  I'm  nae  like  to  dee; 
And  why  do  I  live  to  sav,  *'  Wae  is  me?  " 
I  gang  like  a  ghaist,  and  (  carena  to  spin; 
I  aereua  think  o'  Jamie,  for  that  wad  oe  a  sin; 
But  I  will  do  my  best  a  gudewife  aye  to  be, 
For  auld  Robin  Gray  he  is  kind  to  me. 


I    •  »  * 


THE    VETERANS. 
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Columbia,  thy  vet'rans  are  marching. 

Are  marching  down  into  the  grave- 
But  grandly  the  blue  skies  are  arching. 

The  land  which  they  offered  life  to  save; 
Freedom  lives  though  her  brave  sous  are  dying. 

And  liberty  no  longer  is  a  lie. 
And  gallantly  the  starry  flag  is  flying. 

Though  the  vet'rans  are  marching  down  to  die. 

Chori'8. 

Though  the  vet<;ranB  are  marching  down  to  die, 
Thoueh  the  veterans  are  marchliig  down  to  die, 

And  gallantly  the  starry  flag  is  flying. 
Though  the  veterans  are  marching  down  to  die. 

Soon  all  the  soldiers  will  be  sleeping. 

And  soon  all  the  pensions  will  lie  p>aid. 
Soon  a  grateful  land  will  be  weeping, 

Where  the  lust  old  vet'ran  is  laid; 
Raise  your  hats,  men,  to-day  and  not  to-morrow. 

Give  a  cheer  to  heroes  pHsi^iiig  by, 
Tis  only  craven  souls  that  have  no  sorrow. 

When  these  vet'raus  are  marching  down  to  die. 

Chorus. 
When  these  veterans  are  marching  down  to  die. 

When  these  veterans  are  marching  down  to  die, 
'TIS  only  craven  souls  that  have  no  sorrow. 

When  these  veterans  arc  marching  down  to  die. 

And  all  the  coming  years  tell  the  story 

How  far  and  fast  they  marched  in  '61, 
With  flashing  eyes  and  swords,  to  endless  glory. 

Till  all  our  nobie  vict'rles  were  won; 
Then  cheer,  men,  to-day  and  not  to-morrow. 

Drop  a  tear  for  soldiers  passing  by. 
And  suame  the  craven  hearts  that  have  no  sorrow. 

When  these  veterans  are  marching  down  to  die.— Chorus. 

Columbia,  thy  heroes  assemble. 

Whom  Grant  led  to  fame  in '65, 
And  the  nale  lips  of  treason  shall  tremble 

While  love  keeps  their  metn'ry  alive — 
And  the  old  flag  shall  float  on  forever. 

With  new  stars  still  coming  iu  view. 
And  the  sunshine  of  love  waueth  never 

'Neath  the  folds  of  the  red,  while  and  blae.—Chorut. 


^•m 


— An  Irish  judge  tried  two  notorious  fellows  for  highway  rob- 
bery. To  the  astonishment  of  the  Court,  the  jurymen  fountf  them 
not  guilty.  As  they  were  being  removed  from  the  bar,  the  judge, 
addressing  the  jailor,  said:  "  Mr.  Murphy,  you  would  greatly  ease 
my  mind  If  you  would  keep  these  respectable  gentlemen  until  half- 
past  seven  oclock,  for  I  mean  to  set  out  for  Dublin  at  five  o'clock, 
and  I  should  like  at  least  to  have  two  hours'  start  of  them. 
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I  was  Bitting  one  niplit  within  ii  boarding-house, 

Thinking  of  the  iiincB  when  I  was  young. 
Before  I'd  to  eat  hash  for  every  meal. 

But  often  bad  chicken,  oysters  and  tongue; 
Those  rice-puddings,  I  remember  them  well; 
The  cocoa-nut  custards  the  baker  used  to  sell, 
And  no  tongue  can  tell  the  pleasure  that  to  my  heart  would  epriug 
Wbeu  I'd  bear  the  dear  diuuer-bell  ring. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  that  bell,  that  charming  bell; 

Oh,  the  joy  its  music  tells. 

And  uo  tongue  can  tell  the  pleasure  that  to  my  heart  would  spring 

When  I'd  bear  the  dear  dinner-bell  ring. 

One  night,  while  ont  with  some  friends  of  mine, 

I  thought  I  would  crack  a  little  joke; 
I  imagined  when  I'd  spring  it  it  would  make  a  hit. 

But  I  was  sorry  the  moment  that  I  spoke. 
For,  among  the  whole  crowd,  not  one  of  them  smiled, 
And  I  really  thought  some  would  go  wild. 
And  they  said  if  I  escaped  with  my  life  I'd  do  well, 
Thcu  each  and  all  they  rung  a  chestnut-bell. 

Chobcs. 
Oh,  that  bell,  that  awful  bell; 
What  agony  its  music  tells; 
For,  after  thinking  that  I  would  do  so  well. 
They  broke  my  heart  by  ringing  a  chestnut-bell. 
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The  proper  study  of  mankind,  the  poet  says,  is  man. 

And  1  pursue  that  study  where  and  whensoe'er  I  can, 

The  human  face  alone.  In  its  vaiiety  of  looks. 

Can  give  you  more  expressions  than  a  closet  full  of  books. 

Some  chop,  for  instaucu,  bets  his  all  upon  a  game  or  race. 

Convinced  'twill  prove  a  winner  in  bis  individual  case; 

The  game  is  played,  the  race  is  run,  he's  gambled  but  to  lose; 

I  wonder  what  his  face  looks  like, 

I  wonder  what  bis  face  looks  like  when  first  be  bears  the  news. 

Young  Perclval  de  Windemere  woes  Miss  Atlanta  Thorn; 

The  woman  who'd  refuse  his  hand,  he  thinks,  has  not  been  born. 

For  is  he  not  the  polished  nob,  the  nobbiest  of  nobs. 

For  whom  all  swelldom  feminine,  with  yearning  passion  throbs; 

But  Mi«8  Atlanta  one  fine  mom  eloi)e8  with  plain  Bill  Smith, 

And  Percival's  allurements  have  turned  ont  to  be  a  myth! 

Dumb  with  dismay,  he  says  no  word  t'express  his  views, 

But  I  wonder  what  his  face  looks  like, 

i  wonder  what  bis  face  looks  like  when  first  he  hears  the  news. 

My  married  friend  young  Robinson  one  fine  mom,  in  accents  glad. 

Tells  me,  in  strictest  confidence,  he's  going  to  be  a  dad; 

And  all  that  day  bis  pleasant  thoughts  are  in  a  giddy  whirl, 

A-guessing  if  it's  going  to  be  a  little  boy  or  girl. 

And  home  he  trots,  prepared  to  chuck  the  chubbiest  of  chins. 

When  nurse  informs  him  softly  that  bis  son  and  heir  is  twins; 

Is  this  a  joy?  is  this  a  pain?  his  lips  all  speech  refuse— 

I  wonder  what  his  face  looks  like, 

I  wonder  what  bis  face  looked  like  when  first  be  heard  the  news. 

It  is  a  sad  reflection  that  we're  made  of  such  base  stuff; 

One-half  the  world  forever  tries  the  other  half  to  bluff. 

My  uncle  learned  draw-poker,  and,  rejoicing  in  bis  fate. 

He  bet  his  little  boodle  on  a  paralytic  straight; 

He  would  have  raked  the  ducats,  in  a  state  of  gleeful  gush, 

If  t'other  bluffer  hadn't  bi.cked  his  own  bow-legged  flush; 

My  uncle  says  he  didn't  care,  well  maybe  he  did  not. 

But  I  wonder  what  his  face  looked  like, 

I  wonder  what  bis  face  looked  like  when  he  gave  up  the  pot. 

How  often,  oh,  how  often  in  this  vale  of  woe  and  sin. 
Have  I  bewailed  the  havoc  of  the  stray  banana  skin. 
So  guileless  in  appearance,  yet  so  deadly  in  its  deals,    -  ' 
You  utterly  miscalculate  the  action  of  vour  heels. 
The  very  proudest  men  on  earth  have  dropped  and  not  asked  why; 
Their  toes  in  wild  ambition  have  soared  upwards  to  the  sky- 
Yes,  you've  been  there !  and  said  no  word,  and  only  watched  your  feet, 
But  I  wonder  what  your  face  looked  like, 
I  wonder  what  your  face  looked  lilie  when  first  you  took  your  seat. 

The  man  who  first  made  razors  ought  to've  met  a  felon's  doom. 

Yet  barbers,  in  this  shaving  age,  are  needed,  I  presume; 

Have  you  not  felt  at  times,  when  you  were  seated  in  the  chair,     ,    .. 

As  though  the  barber  took  delight  in  toying  with  each  hair;  r 

The  little  notches  in  his  blade  a-crawling  through  your  cheek. 

Until  your  very  jaw-bone  seemed  to  shrivel  and  to  creak? 

And  when  you've  paid  the  demon,  who  has  grabb'd  your  coin  and  grlnn'd- 

Yon  wonder  what  your  face  looks  like, 

Yoa  wonder  what  your  face  looks  like,  believing  that  it's  skinned. 


y pu  Will  Find  Out  Your  Mistake. 
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Now  If  yon  expect  to  hear  something  nice, 

Wliy  you  will  find  out  your  mistake; 
Something  fret>h  and  just  off  the  ice,  '     • 

Why  you  will  find  out  your  mistake. 
For  I  really  don't  know  anything  new. 

As  all  will  find  out  Ixtfore  I  am  through;  '  .         * 

It's  the  same  gng  uguln,  wherever  you  go — 

It  is  without  any  mistake. 

If  a  man  gets  marrie«l,  exjMJCts  to  have  his  own  way— 

Oh,  but  he  will  find  out  his  mistake; 
If  he  thinks  he  won't  do  what  his  wife  to  him  will  bay — 

Oh,  but  he  will  find  out  his  mistake; 
For  wlieu  she  accopta  him  for  better  or  worst;. 
She  accepts  his  heart  and  hand,  his  p«>cket  nud  puree; 
If  he  has  au  idea  tlie  children  he  won't  have  to  uurse — 

Oh,  but  he  will  find  out  his  mistake. 

If  a  woman  believes  all  a  man  sn}-8  to  her, 

Why  she  makes  a  big  mistake; 
If  in  two  years  after  marriage  she  don't  find  out  t)ettor. 

Why  {hen  I  have  unide  a  mitstnke. 
Unto  her  he  will  swear  he'll  Ini  loving  and  true. 
That  by  her  always  his  duty  he  will  »io. 
But  if  she  don't  have  to  cut  the  wood  and  bring  ap  the  coal,  too, 

Why  then  I  have  made  a  mistake. 

Bob  Ingersoll  says  there  is  no  bad  place — 

Oh,  but  Bob  will  find  out  his  mistake; 
When  him  and  old  Satan  meet  face  to  face — 

Oh,  but  he  will  find  ont  his  mistake. 
What  old  Satan  will  say  to  him  no  one  can  tell. 
But  I'll  bet  a  dollar  Bob  will  kick  and  yell 
When  Satan  grabs  him  and  throws  him  into 

Well,  he  will  find  out  his  mistake. 


KATIE   LEE   AND  WILLIE  GRAY. 
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By  J.  H.  Hiley. 


Two  brown  heads  with  tossing  curls,  red  lips  shutting  over  jjcarls. 
Bare  feet  white  and  wet  with  dew,  two  eyes  black  and  two  eyes  blue; 
Little  l)oy  and  girl  were  they,  Katie  Lee  and  Willie  Qruy. 

They  were  standing  where  a  brook,  liendiug  like  a  shepherd's  crook. 
Flashed  its  silver,  and  thick  ranks  of  green  willow  fringed  the  banks; 
Half  in  thought  and  half  in  play,  Katie  Lee  and  Willie  Gray. 

They  had  cheeks  like  cherries  red;  he  was  taller— 'most  a  head; 
She,  with  arms  like  wreaths  of  snow,  swun^  a  basket  to  and  fro. 
As  she  loitered,  half  in  play,  chattering  to  Willie  Gray. 

"  Pretty  Katie,"  Willie  said— and  there  came  a  dash  of  red 

Through  the  browuuess  of  his  check  —  "  Boys  are  strong  and  girls  are  weak. 

And  I'll  carry,  so  I  will,  Katie's  basket  up  the  hill." 

Katie  answered,  with  a  laugh,  "  You  shall  carry  only  half  "; 

And  then,  tossing  back  her  curls.  '•  Boys  are  weak  as  well  as  girls." 

Do  you  think  that  Katie  guessed  half  the  wisdom  she  expressed? 

Men  are  only  boys  grown  tall,  hearts  don't  change  much  after  all; 
And  when,  long  years  from  that  day,  Katie  Lee  and  Willie  Gray 
Stood  again  beside  the  brook,  bending  like  a  shepherd's  crook. 

Is  It  strange  that  Willie  said— while  again  a  dash  of  red 

Crossed  the  brownness  of  his  cheek—"  I  am  strong  and  you  are  weak; 

Life  is  but  a  slippery  steep,  bung  with  shadows  cold  and  deep. 

"  Will  you  trust  me,  Katie,  dear?  Walk  beside  me  without  fear; 

May  I  carry  if  I  will  ail  your  burdens  up  the  liill* " 

And  she  answered,  with  a  laugh,  '•  No,  but  you  may  carry  half." 

Close  beside  the  little  brook,  bending  like  a  shepherd's  crook,  , 

Washing  with  Its  silver  bunds,  late  and  early  at  the  sands. 
Is  a  cottage,  where,  to-day,  Katie  lives  with  Willie  Gray. 

In  a  porch  she  sits,  and  lo!  swings  a  basket  to  and  fro, 
Vaetly  different  from  the  one  that  she  swung  in  years  a-gone; 
This  IS  long  and  deep  and  wide,  and  has  —rockers  at  the  side. 


— A  Little  Encouragement. — He  was  a  bard-faced  workingman, 
and  be  wanted  to  bave  bis  wife's  portrait  t^iken.  Wbile  the  pbo- 
tographer  was  arranging  bis  camera,  tbe  busband  sought  to  give 
some  advice  to  tbe  companion  of  his  life  regarding  her  pose. 
"  Now  then,  Betty,"  he  said,  "  lie  sure  and  keep  your  face  straight 
and  not  be  laughing.  Think  seriously  or  you'll  spoil  tbe  picture. 
Remember  that  your  father  is  in  prison,  and  that  your  brother  has 
had  to  compound  with  his  creditors,  and  just  try  to  imagine  what 
would  bave  become  of  you  if  I  hadn't  taken  pity  on  you."  If 
Betty  didn't  look  serious  after  that  it  certainly  wasn't  his  fault. 


( 


"^^'.Vm^'^'-'f-', 


r-v^r'-'V^T  ^^j."     /"f  n'iaLiJ 


sas 


I'-ii 
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My  Vife  She  Vas  Vaiting  for  Me. 

Tune-'-  My  Little  One's  Waiting  for  Me." 


t  tend  your  n«me  and  addre^^8  to  11.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  recriv* 

by  return  mail  acoiiiplete  CataloKUo  u(  over  5U0U  f  opular  Knt;Ii8h  and  uennan 
I  Sonss— Free.    Postage  ^tanipslukt-n  some  ascaah  for  uUourgoodii. 


Written  and  Sunt;  by  Guh  WiiUania. 


You  may  vendor  vy  I  voiider  so  distracted,  juit  de  reauou  la  I've  got  &  vlfe. 
Who,  vheuever  ahe  ^ets  a  hold  of  me,  vill  |K':it  mo  in  nn  inch  of  my  life. 
I'm  afraid  for  to  go  home  dis  evening;  for  I  know  riglit  veil  vere  she'll  be— 
Pehiud  de  door  mit  a  pi^  club  «iick,  my  vife  she  id  vaitiug  for  me. 

C'llOKliS. 

Oh!  she  looves  me,  I  know,  to  di-itractioii;  iiiid  I  really  oiiglit  habhy  lo  be; 
Put  pehind  de  door  now  mit  u  piij  cut)  iny  Katie  vas  vaiting  for  mo. 

Her  eyes,  how  shall  I  de8cril)e  demy  dey're  like  holes  dat  vas  pnrut  in  a  rag; 
Her  uu»e  looks  us  if  it  hud  uueted;  her  laoiith  looks  like  a  coffetspag; 
She  says  dat  1  often  apiise  her,  put  apused  she  vill  never  more  be— 
So  pehind  de  door  now  rait  a  pig  club  my  Katie  vas  vaiting  for  me.—  C horu*. 


^  •  m 


THE    LIG-HT-OREEN    PARASOL. 

By  Frank  Van  Hess.    Sung  Ijy  Charles  Morton. 


Th«  Words  and  Music  of  (lils  Soiig  « ill  he  Sf'iit  to  any  addrpRx,  pout  paid,  on  receipt  of  < 

cents;  or  tliUand  any  two  other  i<i>iiK»  for  One  Dollur,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian.  130  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.     I'oslatce  Stanip.s  taken  same  as  casli  for  ail  uiir  Kooda. 


The  most  eventful,  precious  day,  I  never  shall  forget, 
"I'was  ill  the  merry  month  of  >luy,  a  blue-eyed  girl  1  met. 
Olil  such  a  duck,  with  wavy  hair,  slender  waist,  and  rather  tall; 
She'd  rosy  cheeks,  complexion  fair,  and  a  light-green  parasol. 

Ciiours. 

She'd  a  light-;;reen  parasol,  she'd  a  llght-grecn  parasol; 

Fit  for  an  eurl,  I  thought  this  girl  with  a  llght-greeii  parasol. 

She  made  a  curtsey,  then  I  bowed— what  man  could  do  much  lei's? 
Said  I:  "There's  rain  in  yonder  cloud,  take  shelter,  charming  iiii-sK." 
"There's  not  a  tree  about,"  said  she,  "but  if  the  rain  should  fall. 
We  both  will  find  a  shelter  'ueaih  my  llght-greeu  parasol.— 6' Aoy/*. 

Altliough  the  rain  did  not  descend,  I  got  beneath  its  shade; 
Said  I:  "  I  ho|>e  1  don't  offend."    Said  she:  "Don't  be  afraid; 
You  are  just  the  purtner  I  should  choose  for  life  or  at  a  ball; 
So  how  a  share  can  1  refuse  of  my  light-i;reen  parasol?"— 6'Ao;'»m. 

I  felt  enraptured  with  lier  quite,  so  proffered  her  my  hand. 
She  accepted  mine  with  much  dcliirht,  but  my  woes  you'll  understand. 
When  I  tell  you  how  I  was  victimized,  «  liicli  I  was,  no  doubt  nf  ail. 
And  by  the  only  girl  I  i)rizpd,  with  the  light-green  parasol.  — CAwuc. 

Next  morning  we'd  to  meet  at  church,  quite  )>unctual  I  was  there; 
But  I  found  I'd  been  left  in  the  lurch,  and  sold,  too,  I  declare; 
Fur  another  chap,  in  wedding  clothes,  him  tiei  intended  she  did  call. 
Who  knocked  me  down  ami  broke  my  nose  wiih  her  light-green  para-ol. 

How  many  wretched  months  rolled  by,  of  her  I  saw  no  more, 

'iill  one  morn  I  heard  an  infant  cry  on  the  fooijiteps  near  my  door; 

I  took  liie  l>al)e  within  my  arms,  but  nearly  let  it  fall; 

For  in  its  breast  it  had  the  mark  of  a  light-green  parasol.— C'Aori/K. 


YOUNG-    ELLEN    LORAINE. 

The  Words  and  .'Tiislr  of  thia  Bonfr  will  be  Kent  to  any  addrem,  post-paid ,  on  recolpt  of  M 

oents:  or  thin  and  any  two  other  SontcsforUnu  Liollar.  by  II.  J.  Uelinian,  13(i  Park 

Row,  New  Vork  City.    Postage  Stanipstaken  Hameaa  L'a.Hh  r<jr  all  oursooda. 

When  1  parted  from  Erin  heart-broken  to  leave  thee, 

I  dreamt  not  of  falsehood,  young  Ellen  Loraine; 
I  thought,  tho'  but  woman,  thou  would'st  not  deceive  me —  * 

Ah!  why  art  thou  faithless,  young  Kllen  Loraiuel 
I  loved  thee  in  sorrow,  I  sought  thee  in  danger. 

And  dear  was  the  peril,  and  sweet  was  the  i>aiu— 
But  now  is  thy  look  as  the  look  of  the  stranger; 

Ahl  why  art  thou  faithless,  young  Ellen  Lorainer 

Oh!  thon  wert  the  vision  that  lightened  my  pillow. 

The  star  of  my  darkness,  young  Ellen  Loraine; 
As  the  bloom  to  the  rose,  as  the  sun  lo  the  billow. 

Thou  com'st  to  my  slumber,  young  Ellen  Loraine. 
Then  think  of  me  yet  when  the  false  world  deceives  the*". 

And  friends  of  pay  fortune  look  cold  on  thy  wane. 
When  the  sheen  of  thy  cheek,  like  the  summer's  night,  leaves  thee, 

Thoo'lt  think  how  I  loved  thee,  young  Ellen  Loraine! 

Oh!  speak  not  to  me— in  those  eyes  I  discover 

The  wrongs  thou  hast  done  me,  young  Ellen  Loraine; 
Go,  rest  In  the  arms  of  a  happier  lover — 

Go,  lovely,  hut  faithless  young  Ellen  Loraine!  ' 

The  moments  of  rapture,  the  vow  and  the  token. 

They  thrill  in  my  bofOin,  and  burn  in  my  brain 
Go,  false  one!  and  laugh  at  the  heart  thou  bust  brokea — 

Go— lovely,  but  faithless,  young  Ellen  Loraiuel 


THERE'S  BOUND  TO  BE  A  ROW. 


Bung  by  Minx  Jennie  Engel. 


ifio. 


) 


Parody   on: 

VILIKINS    AND    HIS    DINAH. 

'  Send  yotirname  and  addrew  toll.  J.  Wehman,  1.10  Park  Row,  New  VorkClt.v,  and  re 
,'  by  return  mail  a  complete  Catalotrue  of  over.VKXJl'opular  EnKlixb  and  (iernian 

i  SonK!i-  1^'ree.    Postai^e  Stanipti  taken  tiunie  an  eusli  fur  all  our  goods. 

'Ti-  of  a  rich  Dutchman  in  New  York  diil  live, 

lie  hiid  von  fine  tlungliter,  you  pettir  pelieve; 

Her  name  vas  Katarina.  so  fair  ash  a  rose, 

Und  she  had  a  large  fortune  iu  the  bauds  of  old  Mosc. 

Asli  Katarina  vas  drawing  do  lager-bier  von  day. 
Her  fader  coined  to  her,  tind  dns  he  do  say: 
"  Hurry  up,  Katarina!  de  purior  go  to, 
A  customer  vait*  to  go  riding  mit  you." 

"Oh.  fader!  vy  don't  dey  some  o<lcr  glial  find 

To  ride  mit  dem  fellei;'?  1  don't  feel  inclined; 

De  vay  day  drives  de  bnjrixy.  it  makes  me  feel  veak, 

L'nd  I  vants  to  get  married  mit  Hans  Dunder  next  week." 

Den  her  fader  cet  mad.  iind  he  ehveur  ills  "gott  dam!  " 

She  liefer  must  miirry  mit  any  young  man. 

"If  von  love  dis  Hans  Dunder.  you  may  go  take  his  bags, 

Mit  his  hooks  und  his  packets,  und  go  gadder  rags." 

Katarina  now  back  to  the  kitchen  she  ran, 
Sayint:  "  I'll  cat  up  mine  l>reakfat>t  so  fast  vot  I  can; 
Den  I'll  dravel  avay,  ii«h  I  can't  tx-  his  vife; 
But  dat  vas  dc  vay  dat  she  losed  her  life! 

For,  as  she  vas  eating  a  bii;  Bolony  sussiigc. 
It  shtick't  in  her  trout  iind  it  shtop'd  up  ue  passage; 
She  tried  for  to  breathe    but,  by  greef  overcome. 
Her  head  it  reeled  roiinil,  und  she  failed  very  dumb. 

Now  Hans  Dunder  he  happened  to  valk  In  the  door. 

He  seei)  his  Katarina  lying  dead  on  the  floor; 

A  big  Itolony  sassage  vas  lying  by  her  side. 

Says  Uaos:  "  I  be  lam,  'tvua  mit  dis  thing  she  died." 

Moke-Ale. 
Now  all  yon  young  vommlns,  votcfer  you  do, 
Don'i  l<  t  dat  Hans  Dunder  shpeak  soincdings  mit  you; 
Uud  hIi  you  young  fellers,  veil  you  courts  In  de  passage. 
Dink  uf  Hans  und  Katarina  und  dc  big  Bolony  sasaage. 


■ecelv« 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soncr  will  be  sent  to  any  addreM,  pont-nald,  on  receipt  of  M  T 

centa:  or  tlilaand  any  two  other  Bohkh  for  One  I'ollar, by  II.  J.nehinan.lSO  park         / 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stanipx  taken  same  as  ca-ib  for  all  our  goods. 

I'm  a  poor,  unlucky  married  man,  I've  got  an  awful  wife, 
To  please  her  I  do  all  1  can,  but  still  she  plagues  my  life. 
If  I  do  everytliing  that's  right,  she'll  find  a  fuult  somehow, 
And  if  not  in  at  eight  each  night,  there's  bound  to  be  a  row. 

CuoRca. 
There's  bound  to  be  a  row,  bound  to  be  a  row; 
Do  all  in  life  to  please  my  wife,  yet  there's  bound  to  be  a  row. 

She  makes  me  do  the  household  work  when  I  come  home  at  night; 
If  I  cough  or  sneeze  when  going  to  l>ed,  of  course,  that  is  not  right. 
If  she  should  wake  the  young  ones  up,  with  rage  she'll  storm,  I  vow, 
And  if  I  snore  too  hard  for  her,  why,  there's  bound  to  be  a  row.—ckorus. 

She  wakes  me  early  every  morn  in  an  awful  cruel  way;  j 

She  kicks  me  round  about  the  room,  yet  not  a  sentence  dare  I  say.  ' 

I  have  to  wash  my  stockings,  my  pants  and  shirts,  I  vow. 
And  if  I  don't  wash  for  her  as  well,  there's  bound  to  be  a  tovi.— Chorus. 

And  when  I'm  jmid  my  wages,  after  working  hard  all  week,  | 

I  give  her  every  farthing  up,  and  then  she's  got  the  cheek  ■    I 

To  give  me  two  pence  for  myself,  and  for  that  I  have  to  bow;  1 
But  IX  I  spend  it  ail  at  once,  there's  bound  to  be  a  tovi,—  (Jkorut. 


THE    FLYINa    DUTCHMAN. 

1  your  name  and  addresstoH.  J.  Wehnian.  i:tO  Park  How,  New  Vork  City,  and  ret 

by  return  mail  a  complete  <Jatal0(;ue  of  over  fiOOO  Popular  EnKhsh  and'aerman 

SongH- Free.    Postage  SluiupH  taken  same  ascosh  foriulour  goodH. 

*T was  on  a  stormy  day,  far  southward  of  the  Cape, 

When  from  a  hijin  nor'wester  we  just  made  our  escape; 

Like  an  infant  in  its  cradle,  each  breeze  was  hushed  to  sleep, 

And  jieacefully  we  sailed  along  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 

At  length,  the  helmsman  gave  a  shout  of  terror  and  of  fear. 

As  if  he  just  had  gazed  upon  some  siiildeu  danger  near; 

We  looked  arounu  the  ocean,  and  just  n|>on  our  lee. 

We  saw  the  Flying  Dutchman  couie  bounding  through  the  sea. 

"Take  111  youi  flowing  canvass,  ladsl  our  watchful  masters  said. 

To  us  and  our  ship's  company  great  jwril  doth  betide; 

The  billows  cresting  white  with  foam,  all  angry  doth  appear. 

The  wind  springs  up  a  hnrricane--iiow  Vanderdecken's  near!  " 

He  comes— the  Flying  Dutchman!  comes  o'er  the  lofty  spray, 

Preceded  by  the  tempest  dire,  he  makes  for  Table  Bay; 

With  bird-like  speed  he's  borne  before  the  wind  and  howling  blast, 

But  ere  he  can  oust  anchor  there,  the  buy,  alus!  is  past. 

He  sends  along  too  rapidly,  to  mark  the  eagle's  flight, 

And,  lightning  like,  the  Dutchmnn's  helm  full  soon  is  oat  of  sight. 

The  crews  of  shins  far  distant  now  shudder  at  the  breeze 

That  bears  the  riying  Dutchman  in  fury  o'er  the  seas. 

Then  mourn  for  Vantltrdecken,  for  torrible's  his  doom— 

The  ocean  round  the  stormy  Ca;)e.  It  is  his  llviiit;  tomb; 

There  the  Dutchman  beats  about  for  ever,  night  and  day, 

And  tries  iu  vain  his  oath  to  keep  by  entering  Table  Bay. 


m%  m 


Fresh  Air.— Every  person  spoils  a  Rallon  of  air  every  minute. 
11  you  were  shut  up  in  a  room  seven  feet  lonp,  aeven  feet  broad, 
una  seven  feet  high,  the  doors  and  windows  filling  so  tightly  that 
no  fresh  air  could  enter,  you  would  die,  poisoned  by  your  own 
breath,  in  a  few  hours.    .  -.v^  •:^::  /v.  .-;';..•;  r  v.  ;.     .;v^C.:-         ' 
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PHILADELPHIA    ONCE    MORE. 

Send  your  name  wid  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  mall  a  coinplete  CatoioKue  of  over  bOOO  Popular  English  and  Geruian 

Bouk*— ifVee.    Postage  Stamps  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  g^oods. 

-    I  left  Trenton  City  a  long  way  beliiiid  me. 
The  Good  Will  Boye  and  Mies  Lizzie  Gore, 
They  all  became  frightened  when  they  cau't  find  me. 
So  I  must  go  back  to  Philadelpiiia  once  more. 

Chorus. 

Philadelphia  once  more,  Philadelphia  once  more, 

And  so  when  I  rice  with  the  lurk  ou  the  morrow, 
I  will  travel  again  to  Philadelphia  once  more. 

Lizzie  was  my  sweetheart,  and  the  boys  all  liked  her, 
So  I  got  auury,  left  her,  and  elunimed  the  door, 
;   But  soon  I  cooled  down  and  my  affections  did  miss  her. 
And  I  must  go  back  to  Philadelphia  once  mote.— Chorus. 

So  gals,  one  and  all,  listen  to  my  ditty: 

My  thoughts  on  that  gal  made  me  feel  dizzy. 
So  when  I  get  back  to  Philadelphia  City 

1  will  then  soon  forget  my  false-hearted  Lizzie.—  Choms. 

Oh,  Bweet  Trenton  City!  Oh,  dear  Trenton  City  1 

I  regret  that  I  ever  left  your  bright  shore. 
But  when  I  rise  with  the  lark  on  tlie  morrow, 

1  must  go  back  to  Philadelphia  once  more  — C'/*orw«. 


WEARING    OUT    THE    OREEN. 


Tune—"  Wearing  of  tlio  Green." 


The  Scottish  Emigrant's  Farewell. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid ,  on  receipt  of  M  ' 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  ottier  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W>  eliinan,  IM  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  takeu  same  ascaf  h  for  all  our  goods. 


f 


Farewell,  farewell,  my  native  home,  thy  lonely  glens  and  hoath-clad  monntains; 
Farewell,  thy  fields  o'  storied  fame,  thy  leafy  shaws  and  sparkliu'  fouiiuiins; 
Nae  mair  I'll  climb  the  Pentland's  steej),  nor  wander  by  the  Esk's  clear  river; 
1  seek  a  home  far  o'er  the  deep,  my  native  land,  farewell  forever. 

Thon  land  wi'  love  and  freedom  crowne<i— in  ilk  wee  cof,  an'  lordly  dwelliu' 
Many  manly-hearted  youths  be  found,  and  maids  in  ev'ry  grace  cxcellin'; 
The  laud  where  Uruce  and  Wallace  wight  for  freedom  fought  in  days  o'  danger, 
Ne'er  crouch'd  to  proud  usurper's  might,  but  foremost  stood,  wrong's  stern 

[avenger. 

Though  far  f rae  thee,  my  native  shore,  au'  toss'd  on  life's  tempestuous  ocean. 
My  heart,  aye,  Scottish  to  the  core,  shall  cling  to  thSe  wi'  warm  devotion; 
An'  while  the  waviu'  lieather^rows,  and  onward  rows  the  wiudiu'  river. 
The  toast  be,  Scotland's  broomy  knowes,  her  mountains,  rocks  and  glens  forever. 


OUR    EMBLEM. 

By  Peter  Peppercorn. 


Send  To<ir  name  and  addrew  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row.  Np»  York  City, and  receive 

by  return  mail  a  complete  Cataloirueof  over  5000  Popular  Kiiirlinhand  German 
Songs-Free.    Postage  Stampstakeu  same  ascuKh  foi  all  our  goods. 


Send  yonr  name  and  addressto  H.  J.  Wehman,  1.10  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

■  -    ■•  -   • — --er  5000  Popular  Enjrlisli  and  (ier 

1  same  o^  co^i  fur  all  our  guodti. 


by  i-eturu  mail  acomplt-te  Catalog'ie  of  over  5000  Popular  English  and  German 
Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  takeu  t 


Written  and  Sjng  by  Fred  Rouse. 


Oh  I  Judy  dear,  and  did  you  hear  the  news  that's  going  round? 

There's  not  u  hlmle  must  grow  a  blade  of  grass  now  in  the  grouud; 

On  carrots,  beets  and  turnips  you  must  now  be  fed; 

And  if  you  want  to  grow  a  cabbage,  why,  you  must  grow  it  red. 

Now,  there's  the  little  children,  they  niu.«t  not  raise  their  heads. 

Or,  in  their  infant  fancy,  speak  of  parsley  beds; 

And  if  you  want  to  change  their  food,  you  must  live  on  pork  and  beans; 

For  meu  aud  women  are  forbid  by  law  to  indulge  in  any  greens. 

Now.  there's  the  priceless  Emerald,  of  which  you've  often  read; 

It  will  be  superseded  by  the  i)earl  01  ruby  rod; 

And  the  rainbow  in  the  sky  iuust  never  more  be  seen; 

For,  you  know,  that  glorious  emhlcin  it  wears  a  stripe  of  green. 

I  met  with  neighbor  Ureen,  and  took  him  by  the  hand. 

Says  I:  How's  your  potato  patch,  and  does  your  cabin  stand? 

Mr.  Green  no  more  ou  paper  written  must  be  seen; 

And  you  must  change  your  uume,  old  boy,  or  you'll  be  jolly  Green. 

Now,  there's  the  glorious  thistle  that  grows  wild  on  the  heath, 

Aud  the  rose,  you  kuow,  must  cease  to  grow  If  it  shows  but  one  green  leaf* 

And  the  Welcfiman,  witli  his  leak,  must  never  now  be  seen. 

For  there's  a  bloody  law  against  everything  that's  green; 

And  young  men  from  the  country  must  not  come  out  after  dark. 

Or  be  seen,  in  towu  or  city,  going  out  upon  a  lark; 

And  now  I've  done  my  song;  at  the  bar  I  may  be  seen. 

When,  if  I  refuse  to  take  a  drink,  you'll  say  I'm  jolly  Green. 


(( 


POLICE    OAZETTE." 
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One  day  while  in  the  city  I  had  nothing  else  to  do, 

I  bought  a  ten-cent  paper,  so  well  known  to  all  of  you; 

The  day  being  warm,  I  thought  I'd  like  a  cozy  hour  to  pass, 

So  stc(>i>ed  into  a  tavern,  just  to  read  and  take  a  glass. 

Of  different  things  I  read,  about  each  place  that  caught  my  eye, 

So  interested  was  I  that  I  could  not  pass  it  by; 

Of  clever  men  I  read  about — nil  sound  oiiew,  you  may  bet. 

So  I'll  sing  on  whom  I  read  of  when  I  bought  the  Police  Gazette. 

The  first  I  saw  was  Hanlon's  race  with  Courtney  of  New  York; 
I  i>miit-d  to  think  how  easy  tliey  »ix  thousand  dollars  caught; 
Aud  he  has  gained  himself  a  name  the  whole  wide  world  around, 
Tliounh  Eiif'lislinien  have  often  tried  to  pull  his  colors  down. 
He  Stands  a  challenge  to  the  world,  none  in  the  least  iK-rplexed: 
He  m  holdini;  back  for  Trickett,  for  they  say  he  meetf  him  next; 
But  the  man  to  beat  young  Uanlon  they  have  not  found  him  yet — 
Well,  that  was  my  opinion  when  I  read  the  Police  Gazette. 

The  next  I  read,  it  showed  to  me  the  Gross  and  Ryan  flght— 

For  eighty-seven  long  rounds  they  fought,  each  man  with  all  his  might; 

A  gainer  fight  I'd  never  read,  no  favor  and  fair  play. 

The  iKjst  man  to  be  champion  and  the  laurels  take  away. 

When  fifty  rounds  were  fought  no  one  knew  how  the  flght  would  go. 

But  Ryan,  lieing  much  younger,  proved  one  too  much  for  Joe; 

The  Old  man  did  his  best  to  win— his  backers  don't  regret. 

So  I  hailed  Pat  Ryan  champion  when  I  read  the  Police  GazetU. 

I  next  nad  of  an  accident  that  happened  just  of  late. 
Where  nigh  a  hundred  human  beings  had  met  an  awful  fate 
On  board  the  "  Narraganset"  as  she  was  outward  bound- 
Was  run  into  by  the  "  Stonington  "  when  in  Long  Island  Sound. 
The  passengers  in  wild  despair  as  for  the  boats  they  flew. 
While  some  in  anguish  knelt  in  prayer,  not  knowing  what  to  do. 
The  bight  It  was  heart-rending,  I  never  shall  forget; 
I  said,  "God  help  the  lost  ones,"  and  threw  down  the  Police  Gazette. 


The  North  has  its  star,  but  there's  one  in  the  West, 

And  brighter,  by  far,  is  its  ray; 
A  radiance  it  tiirows  around  liberty's  ehriuc. 

And  its  brightness  will  never  decay; 
Adored  by  the  youug  and  beloved  by  the  old 

As  the  greatest,  the  grandest,  the  best; 
The  worla  has  its  planets,  but  greater  than  all 

Oar  emblem,  the  star  of  the  West. 

Cbobub. 

The  lightning  may  flash,  the  thunder  may  crash, 
And  the  storm-king  the  sky  overcast. 

But  one  star  remains  until  time  is  no  more — 
Our  emblem,  the  star  of  the  West. 

A  century  ago,  when  the  nation  was  young. 

And  struggling  its  p<iwer  to  expand; 
Down  in  old  Virginia  the  star  first  arose. 

When  king-craft  reigned  over  the  land. 
And  soon  it  was  greeted  with  love  and  delight. 

As  a  boon  to  a  }>eople  oppressed. 
And  hailed  as  a  messengfr  sent  from  above. 

Our  emblem,  the  star  of  the  West.—  Chorvs. 

And  when  desolation  spread  over  the  land. 

In  the  dark  days  "when  men's  souls  were  tried," 
As  an  anchor  of  hope  the  star  was  still  there, 

A  beacon  to  cheer  aud  to  guide; 
And  there  it  remained  where  the  victory  was  won. 

The  greatest,  the  grandest,  the  best, 
Aud  to-day  on  our  banner  as  brightly  still  shines 

Our  emblem,  the  star  of  the  West.—  C  horus. 


PRACTICE  WHAT   YOU   PREACH. 

TUe  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  W  ehman,  130  Park 
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As  motto  songs  are  all  the  go.  how  many  will  pretend. 

The  good  advice  they'll  give  to  you,  I  will  stand  by  my  friend; 

Don't  treat  a  man  disdainfully,  and  also  broken  down, 

But  when  you  look  for  these  good  friends  they're  seldom  to  be  fonnd. 

You  !>ing  aboui  those  good  old  friends  that  once  stood  close  by  yon. 

But  when  you  are  ni  want  you'll  find  such  friends  are  very  few. 

It's  cling  to  those  who  cling  to  you,  such  nice  rhymes  they  will  teach. 

But  Where's  the  man,  I'd  like  to  kuow,  who'll  practice  what  he'll  preach. 

Judge  not  a  man  by  the  clothes  he  wears,  youve  heard  it  sung,  I  know. 

But  he  that  has  not  got  the  to^s  to  purties  cunnot  go; 

When  these  old  clothes  were  new,  my  boy,  will  do  right  well  to  sing. 

But  when  you  come  to  try  it  on  you'll  fiud  it  not  the  thing; 

As  friends  in  need  are  friends  indeed,  how  often  I've  Ix-eu  told. 

But  when  you  come  to  look  for  them  they  are  as  scarce  as  gold; 

It's  never  push  a  man  down  hill,  how  often  folks  will  screech, 

But  Where's  the  man  that's  got  the  nerve  to  practice  what  he'll  preach. 

Now  money  is  your  only  friend  is  pood  to  sinR  almut. 

Hul  when  you  want  to  borrow  some  your  words  they're  sure  to  doubt; 

Don't  strike  a  jioor  man  when  he's  down,  for  surely  tliat  is  wrong, 
IJui  Where's  the  one  will  do  his  best  to  help  his  friend  along: 
Tiiere  are  many  of  these  songs  you  know  just  put  ui>oii  the  shelf. 
For  number  one  is  all  the  go,' and  look  oat  for  yourself; 
Some  men  they  say  they  will  be  true,  stick  closer  than  u  Icach, 
But  when  you  ask  a  favor  will  they  practice  what  they  preach. 

It's  pulling  hard  against  the  stream,  yon  know  it  is  the  plan. 
The  ragged  coat  looks  very  hard,  who'll  help  him  if  they  can; 
It's  never  let  your  boyhood's  days  like  sunbeams  pass  you  by. 
For  you  will  never  miss  the  water  'till  the  well  runs  dry. 
When  friends  are  false  you  all  have  heard  and  also  good  as  gold; 
There  are  many  in  this  town,  I  know,  goes  back  on  young  and  old. 
While  they  themselves  arc  simgly  fixed,  good  morals  try  to  teach. 
Are  these  the  men,  I'd  like  to  know,  that  practice  what  they  preach? 


— A  book  that  la  likely  to  "  make  some  stir" — the  cook  book. 
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Little  Old  German  Home  Across  the  Sea. 
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Soon  I  will  leave  tbec,  my  dear  German  home; 
In  a  new  laud  afar  off  a  otruu^^er  I'll  roam  — 
Away  from  the  frieudd  wlio  have  loved  mo  no  dear, 
But,  though  fur  away,  iu  my  heart  ever  uiur. 

Cnonrs. 
My  old  German  home  on  the  banks  of  the  Rhine, 
May  the  miu  of  prosperity  on  it  brightly  shine — 
I'm  goini;  to  leave  tht-c,  afnr  oli  to  roam. 
But  I'll  never  forget  my  old  German  home. 

I  see  around  me  those  friends,  kind  and  true, 
Who  have  loved  me  since  childhood;  "tls  hard  to  leave  you- 
t»oon  I  will  come  back  to  this  tood  home  once  more; 
May  prosperity  attend  you  as  m  days  of  yoK\— Chorus. 


FATHER     HAS     TURNED     THE 
DEAR    PICTURE    AGAIN. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  .M.  Witmark  *  Sons. 
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Parody  on:    -^ 

DOWN    ON    THE    FARM.         ■ 

By  John  Queen. 
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Now  I've  heard  Annie  Rooney  literally  butchered  by  Pat  Rooney, 

McGiuty  bandied  without  gloves  by  Flora  Moore; 
But  the  song  that's  most  admired,  on  the  dead,  it  makes  me  tired, 

It's  supposed  to  take  us  back  to  days  of  yore. 
Oh,  my  Doyhood  happy  days,  I  remember  well  the  jays 

Who  used  to  sit  around  the  house  from  nitiht  till  morn; 
They  would  talk  of  sheep  and  sows  and  of  old  'Squire  Jenkins'  cows, 

And  they  spit  tobacco- juice  down  on  the  farm. 

CUORVS. 

The  anthor  speaks  of  happy  hours,  running  wild  among  the  flowers, 

Why  I  never  heard  such  cracks  since  I've  been  born. 
Now,  don't  think  that  I'm  a  chump,  but  I'd  rather  do  six  mouths 

Thau  s)>eud  a  few  sltort  days  down  on  Uie  farm. 


\ 


Chobus. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  Grnbaui. 


A  lassie  came  home,  who  for  vcars  had  been  gone, 
ller  pride  had  been  conquered,  a  mother's  love  worn. 
In  youth  she  had  married  the  choice  of  her  heart, 
Ajid  lived  from  her  home  and  her  kindred  apart; 
Uer  picture  was  turned  to  the  wall  with  the  past. 
But  mem'ry  will  live,  and  love  conouers  at  last; 
Forgotten  the  hatred,  the  pride  and  disdain. 
Her  father  has  turned  the  dear  picture  again. 

Chohus. 
ner  name  is  still  blameless,  her  heart  true  and  tender; 

Uer  soul  is  still  pure  after  long  years  of  pain; 
Uer  dear  mother  muiiuurs,  "  I  prayed  heaven  to  send  her, 

And  father  has  turned  her  dear  picture  again. 

The  love  of  her  youth  has  been  long  laid  away; 
He  died  in  bet  arms  like  an  infant  one  day; 
IMice  more  to  the  shelter  and  peace  of  the  "  fold," 
She  came  back  the  same  blue-eyed  lassie  of  old. 
The  tokeiis  of  youth  that  she  loved  long  ago 
Are  all  hers  aK'iin,  for  her  goodness  they  know. 
The  sunshine  comes  after  tr.e  darkness  und  rain— 
Uer  lather  has  turned  the  dear  picture  again.  —  (,'Aortw. 


CAPTAIN    ROBERT    KIDD. 

I  The  Words  anil  Music  of  this  Song  will  Ih-  lu-nt  tu  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  .Stamps  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  goods. 


You  captains  bold  and  brave  hear  our  cries,  hear  our  cries. 
You  captains  bold  and  brave  hear  our  cries. 

You  captains  brave  and  bold,  tho'  you  seem  uucontroll'd. 
Don't  for  the  sake  of  gold  lose  your  souls. 

My  name  was  Robert  Kidd  when  I  sail'd,  when  I  sail'd. 

My  name  ««.■*  Robert  Kidd  when  I  sailed. 
My  name  was  Robert  Kiid,  God's  laws  I  did  forbid. 

And  so  wickedly  1  did,  when  I  sail'd. 

My  parents  taught  me  well  when  I  sail'd.  when  I  sail'd. 

My  parents  tiiui^ht  me  well  when  I  sail'd. 
My  parents  taught  ine  well  to  shun  the  gates  of  hell, 

But  against  them  I  relM)ird  when  I  sail'd. 

1  cursed  my  father  dear  when  I  sail'd,  when  I  sail'd, 

I  cursed  my  father  dear  w  hen  I  sail'd, 
I  cursed  my  father  dear,  and  her  that  did  me  bear. 

And  80  wickedly  did  swear,  when  I  sail'd. 

I  made  a  solemn  vow  when  I  sail'd,  when  I  sail'd, 

1  made  a  solemn  vow  when  I  sail'd, 
I  made  a  t<oleuin  vow,  to  God  I  would  not  bow. 

Nor  myself  one  prayer  allow,  as  I  sail  d. 

I'd  a  bible  in  my  hand  when  I  sail'd,  when  I  sail'd, 

I'd  a  bible  iu  my  hand  when  I  sail'd, 
I'd  a  bible  in  my  hand,  bv  my  father's  great  command. 

And  sunk  it  iu  the  sand  when  I  sail'd. 

I  nmrder'd  William  Moore  as  I  sail'd,  as  I  suil'd, 

I  murder'd  William  Moore  as  I  sail'd, 
I  murdcr'd  William  .Moore,  and  left  him  iu  his  gore. 

Not  many  leagues  from  shore,  as  I  sail'd. 

And  being  cruel  still,  as  I  sail'd,  as  I  sail'd. 

And  being  cruel  still,  as  I  sail'd. 
And  being  cruel  still,  my  gunner  I  did  kill. 

And  his  precious  blood  did  spill,  as  I  sail'd. 

Mv  mate  was  sick  and  died,  as  I  sail'd.  as  I  sail'd. 

My  mate  was  sick  und  died,  as  I  sail'd. 
My  mate  was  sick  and  diid,  which  me  much  terrifled. 

When  he  cali'd  me  to  his  bedside  as  I  sail'd. 

And  unto  me  did  say,  see  me  die,  see  me  die. 

And  unto  me  did  eay,  see  me  die,  see  me  die, 
Aud  unto  me  did  say,  take  a  warning  uow  by  me, 
.   There  comes  a  reckouiug  day,  you  must  die. 


Down  on  the  farnt  tha'  makes  me  sick;  why,  it's  worse  than  laying  brick; 

I  nscd  to  grab  a  plough  at  early  mom, 
Aud  at  night  take  quinine  pills  for  to  wrestle  with  the  chills. 

In  my  boyhood's  happy  days  down  on  the  farm. 

t'UOBPS. 

As  yon  walk  along  the  street,  perhaps  by  chance  you'll  meet 

A  great  big  Rube  who  nays,  ••  I'll  be  darn  "; 
His  clothes  they  smell  like  stalls,  his  face  would  give  him  bis  base  on  balli; 

lie's  a  moss-back,  just  ebcaped  from  off  the  farm. 

Chorus.  I 

On  any  eveuine  after  dark,  just  take  a  stroll  through  any  park, 

And  meet  a  big  jay  with  a  fly-girl  on  his  arm;  ; 

Don't  think  she's  on  the  beg,  for  you  can  bet  site's  got  his  leg,  J            j, 

Aud  wheu  she  quits  him  why  he'll  walk  back  to  the  farm.  /              i 

n,^^.^ ^     ■  I 

OTHER    PEOPLE'S    SONGS. 

By  William  Jerome. 
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The  other  day  while  strolling  out  to  have  a  pleasant  walk,  .  i 

We  met  two  pretty  maidens  and  to  them  commenced  to  talk;  '    ' 

They  said  that  they  were  strantjers  and  had  just  arrived  in  town. 
To  make  it  pleasant  for  the  girls,  we  thought  we'd  show  'em  round. 

Chokus.  f       j 

Of  course,  wc  done  it  just  to  please  the  girls,  '        I 

Those  lovely  maidens  with  long,  flowing  curls. 
And  being  they  were  strangers,  to  protect  them  from  all  dangers. 
We  took  in  all  the  sights  with  pretty  girls. 

We  took  them  for  a  carriage  ride,  'way  out  to  Central  Park, 
Of  course,  we  didn't  mean  no  harm,  'twas  just  a  jolly  lurk; 
They  said  they  thought  we  were  real  good  to  use  them  both  so  kind. 
We  told  them  that  was  notLing,  such  a  thing  we  dldu't  mind. 

CUOBUS.  }     . 

For  we'd  both  been  there  before,  many  a  time; 
We'd  both  l>een  there  before,  many  a  time; 
We  didn't  care  what  the  racket  cost,  'twas  uol)ody's  buciness  and  nobody's  lots. 
For  we'd  both  been  there  before,  mauy  a  time. 

They  said  that  they  were  thirsty  aud  would  like  to  have  a  drink; 

That  suited  us  just  out  of  sight,  as  we  had  lots  of  chink. 

So  to  a  cafe  we  went,  uot  very  far  from  there, 

Aud  filled  these  little  maidens  up  with  oysters,  wine  and  beer. 

Chorus. 

Aud  the  band  nlayed  "  Annie  Laurie,"  we  never  saw  such  tanks; 
Ob,  they  would  make  great  soldiers  for  the  Salvation  Army  rauka. 


•J 


When  supper  i(  was  over,  we  started  to  go  out. 
The  four  of  us  were  loaded,  we  could  hardly  ntove  about; 
Somebody  tried  to  guy  us,  and,  of  course,  we  made  a  kicK, 
Then  a  fight  was  started,  in  a  minute  we  were  sick. 

CuoBUS. 
Some  one  hammered  us  with  chairs,  then  they  threw  as  down  stairs. 

In  the  gutter  we  both  fell,  thought  we  surely  were  in 

We  were  a  dizzy-looking  mob,  holy  Moses  what  a  job; 

We  never  shall  forget  the  day  that  we  met  these  two  maidcue. 

A  copper  came  and  nailed  us,  to  the  station-house  we  went; 
Our  watches  and  our  chains  were  gone,  we  didn't  have  a  cent; 
The  damsels  ihey  had  flew  away  und  taken  all  the  lot; 
The  judge  said  wc  were  suckers  and  this  sentence  theu  we  got: 

CaouuB. 

Down  on  Blackwell's  Island  we  went  for  thirtv  days. 
Working  on  a  pile  of  rocks,  for  being  foolish  jays; 
The  trouble  that  we  went  through,  sure  heaveu  ouly  knows. 
Dressed  iu  our  best  Suuday  clothes. 


■ 


f 


-.•:-^;:l 


I  I 


— "  Mrs.  Starvem,  I  can  stimd  Lavinjj  hash  every  day  iu  the 
week,  but  when,  on  Sunday,  you  put  raisins  in  it  and  call  it  mince- 
pie,  I  draw  the  line." 
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Parody  on : 

COMRADES. 


By  F.  D.  Bryan. 
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While  working  lu  a  foundry,  I  made  up  my  mina  to  strike — 
Nlglit  and  day  I  dreamt  of  a  brewery,  'round  the  corner  to  the  right. 
I  eaid:  Bill,  I'll  be  a  rover,  'neath  the  white  foam  of  the  booze. 
Qood-bye,  BUI,  said  be— no,  uever— if  you  booze  then  I'll  booze,  too. 

Chorus. 

Comrades,  comrades,  ever  since  we  quit  work,  '  '■ 

Sharing  each  other's  chewing-tobacco,  sharing  each  other's  shirts.    ^ 
Comrades  when,  with  but  a  nickle,  I  tackled  a  cheap  whiskey  punch, 
And  while  I  was  drinking,  my  darling  old  comrade  was  diving  into  the  lunch. 

I  Insisted,  Bill  came  with  me,  one  lunch  route  we  did  work • 

We  always  had  an  opening,  and  our  beer  we  never  shirked;  ''■-.' 

The  saloons  at  last  got  on  to  us  and  quick  gave  us  the  chase; 

A  great  big  copper  nailed  us,  and  in  jail  soon  we  were  placed. 

Chorus. 

Comrades,  comrades  even  while  doing  time. 

Longing  for  one  big  glass  of  beer,  or  some  one  to  pay  onr  fine. 

Comrades  when  we  were  in  hard  luck,  comrades  when  we  had  a  tide; 

Even  while  learning  to  make  shoes  at  Sing  Sing  my  comrade  was  at  my  side. 

When  we  got  out  we  quick  enlisted  in  the  Salvation  Army,  oh! 

Since  then  we've  had  a  soft  snap,  and  to  work  we'll  never  go. 

We  wear  good  clothes,  for  we've  struck  luck— we  eat  three  meals  a  day— 

Our  address  is  10  Easy  Street;  it's  there  we're  going  to  Stay. 

Chorus. 

Comrades,  comrades,  they  use  us  for  a  terrible  example: 
They  give  us  a  couple  of  dollars  eav^h  day,  then  for  a  saloon  we  do  scrambler 
They  lecture  on  us  lu  the  evening;  take  warning  they  loudly  declare,      [chairs. 
We  chuckle  and  snooze,  for  we're  chuck  full  of  booze,  my  comrade  and  I  in  our 


HE'S  A   GOOD  OLD   "HAS  BEEN." 


Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Dacre. 
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In  ev'ry  noble  city  in  this  wondrous  world  of  ours 
We  meet  with  squalid  beggars  who  have  once  lieen  mighty  powers; 
They  tell  their  tales  of  misery  in  many  diff'rent  ways. 
And  soon  it  is  apparent  they  have  seen  much  better  days. 
Some  of  these  tales  are  piteous,  and  wring  onr  hearts  with  pain, 
While  some  of  them  will  make  us  laugh  until  we  cry  again. 
A  red-nosed  crossing-sweeper  says,  "  I've  been  rich  as  a  lord. 
But  lost  my  money  on  the  turf  and  through  a  banking  fraud." 

Chorus. 

He's  a  good  old  "  has  been  "  of  days  gone  by, 

A  good  old  "  has  been,"  but  that  don't  signify; 

He's  lost  his  popularity,  and  that  is  worse  than  crime, 

No  matter  what  be  may  have  been  once  upon  a  time;  he's  a  once  npon  a  time. 

A  judge  is  list'ning  calmly  to  a  melancholy  case— 

A  lady  charged  with  damaging  a  gentle  p'ficeman's  face. 

But  hark  I  she  speaks  her  own  defence,  let's  hear  what  sne'a  to  say. 

*'  Look  here,  your  worship,  I'm  a  lady  gone  a  bit  astray; 

I  used  to  have  a  fortune,  till  my  husband  took  to  drink. 

Then  lower,  lower,  lower  we  both  coniinenced  to  sink; 

At  Queen  Victoria's  Court  I  was  presented  years  ago. 

But  times  have  altered  now— I'm  often  presented  here,  you  know." 

Chorus. 
She's  a  good  old  "  has  been '■  of  days  gone  by, 
A  good  old  "  has  been,"  but  that  don't  signify; 
She's  lost  her  popularity,  nnd  that  is  worse  than  crime. 
No  matter  what  she  may  have  beeu  once  upon  a  time;  she's  a  oure  upon  a  time. 

Now,  see  this  poor  old  animal,  as  bony  as  a  crab. 

Held  up  by  shafts  belonging  to  a  most  unhandsome  cab; 

We're  tohl  it  Is  a  horse,  and  yet  can  scarcely  think  it  true — 

"  By  jingo,"  says  the  cabby,  "  he  has  won  the  Derby,  tool 

Ah  I  that  old  horse  was  once  the  rage,  and  fairly  went  the  pace, 

And  as  for  hurdles,  bless  your  heart,  he  always  won  the  race; 

They  called  him  '  Spitfire  '—what  do  you  say?  'They  shot  him  Jong  ago! ' 

You're  wrong,  and  take  the  tip  from  me,  you  see,  sir,  'cause  I  kuow.—  Cfioriig. 

I  met  a  man  in  seedy  clothes,  with  rough,  unshaven  chin. 

With  patent  ventilated  boots  to  let  the  water  in; 

Says  he,  "  I  am  an  actor,  and  my  name  is  Oregson  Funk, 

The  star  who  took  the  leading  part  in 'Miss  Maria  Monk.' 

Ah!  well  can  I  remember  when  the  walls  of  Drury  Lane 

Have' rung  with  shouts,  and  wreaths  have  fallen  on  the  stage  like  rain; 

I've  had  to  bow  and  bow,  like  so,  before  the  panting  horde, 

But  now  somehow  the  '  boards '  don't  pay,  and  I  can't  pay  my  board."— CAo. 

Now,  see  this  man  with  grizzled  beard  and  features  roughly  kind, 
A  noble  face,  with  eyes  whose  glance  predicts  a  noble  niiml. 
But,  ah!  what  sad  misfortune  hath  deformed  that  manly  frame? 
He  answers  me,  but  not  withont  some  diffideuce  and  shame— 
"  Misfortune,  siry  I  think  you'll  own  this  life  can  have  no  charm 
For  men  whose  lower  limbs  are  crushed,  and  only  have  one  arm. 
At  Balaclava,  in  the  charge,  my  life  I  threw  away  "— 
And  now  be  gets  a  pension  of  a  few  odd  pence  a  day.     .   . 

Chorus.  ,-    s  .     ' 

He's  a  good  old  "  has  been  "  of  days  gone  by, 
A  brave  old  soldier,  but  that  don't  signify; 
He's  lost  his  lirat>s  for  country's  sake,  was  ruined  in  alB  prime; 
Forgotten  now  the  way  be  fought  once  upon  a  time. 


SPEAK    TO    ME,    SPEAK 
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Why  turn  away  when  I  draw  near?  Why  cold  to-<lay?  once  I  was  dear! 
Then  thy  heart  stirred,  and  flushed  thy  brow;  never  a  word  welcomes  me  now. 
Now  thy  hand  lies  listless  in  mine— once  its  replies  spake  love  divine! 
Cold  as  if  we  never  had  met,  can  it  be  then  hearts  can  forget? 

Chorus. 

Ah!  speak  to  me,  speak;  be  my  heart  heard,  or  will  it  break  for  one  poor  word  I 
No  vow  to  bind,  no  pledge  I  seek— only  be  kind;  speak  to  me,  siwak. 

One  idle  day  thou  didst  dei)lore  some  cast-away  on  desert  shore; 

'Twas  but  a  tale  by  poet  feigned,  yet  thou  didst  pale,  silent  and  pained. 

And  thou  didst  moan-  sad,  sad  to  be  utterly  alone  by  the  bleak  s<!a! 

My  life  is  dre&r,  I  cast  away— give  me  the  tear  thou  shedd'st  (liat  d&y.—  Cftorug. 


THE  JOYS  OF  A  WEDDING-RING. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  WUlls  Woodward  *  Co.    Enterpd  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rcoeipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Une  liollar,  by  H.  J.  wehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Qeoi-ge  Cooper.    Arrangt-d  by  Harvard  Spencer. 


He  sat  by  the  fireside,  a  white-haired  old  man. 

The  bells  in  the  steeple  their  chiming  began; 

He  smiled  as  he  listened,  for  years  long  ago 

Returned  to  him  now  with  their  joys  all  aglow. 

By  his  side  sat  his  wife,  and  he  spoke  of  the  time 

When  they  walked  to  tne  church,  while  those  l>ell8  rang  their  chimel 

And  she  smiled  in  her  joy,  as  he  gave  her  a  kiss. 

For  it  brought  to  her  mind  all  their  dear  olden  blissl 

Chorus. 

Oh  I  for  those  days  of  gladness  I   Oh !  for  their  dreams  so  bright ! 
Oh!  for  the  sweet  bells  chiming,  hopes  of  fond  delight! 
Past  were  those  hours  forever;  their  hearts  were  like  the  spring! 
Angels  above  know  no  sweeter  joy  than  joys  of  a  wedding-ring! 

Tliey  spoke  of  the  children  that  played  round  their  knee— 

The  boy  that  they  cherished,  ah,  where  now  was  he? 

The  cottage  was  lonely,  and  years  bad  gone  by. 

They  whispered  his  name  with  a  tear  and  a  sigh. 

How  they  fondled  the  letters  that  told  them  their  boy 

Would  again  to  that  home  bring  them  comfort  and  joyi 

That  was  long  years  ago,  but  they  tenderly  yearned 

For  their  dear  sailor  boy  who  had  never  returned! 
Spoken— The  fire  burned  bright,  while  the  old  couple  gazed  within  it,  and 
fancied  they  saw  their  boy  upon  a  rock-bound  coast.  He  was  tossing  upon  the 
waves,  a  shipwrecked  sailor  clinging  to  a  mast!  His  last  words  seemed  to  fall 
npon  their  ears:  "  God  protect  my  father  and  niotherl  "  Then  the  old  man  took 
the  hand  of  his  wife  and  whispered  soothingly  that  God  would  shield  llu-tn  iu 
their  old  days!  The  bells  chimed  without.  When,  hark!  there  came  a  loud  tap 
on  Uie  pane.  A  voice  culled  them  by  name.  The  door  flew  ojKjn,  and  their 
long  lost  boy  was  clasped  to  their  hearts!  Louder  rang  the  chimes,  and  they 
seemed  to  hear  thro' all:— CAoTM*. 
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Parody  on: 

MAG-GIE    MURPHY'S    HOME. 

By  F.  D.  Bryan. 
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Last  week  I  paid  a  visit  to  a  home  well  advertised; 

It's  a  tenement-honse,  'way  up  town;  it's  twenty-eight  stories  high. 

Oh,  bless  the  pleasant  moments  that  people  with  money  know. 

For  I'll  be  iianged  if  there's  any  comfort  up  at  Maggie  Murphy's  home. 

Chorus. 

Now  Maggie's  home  is  up  ten  flights  of  fever  and  agne  stairs; 
If  you  get  to  the  top  without  losing  your  life  you're  fortunate,  I  declare. 
There's  but  one  elevator,  eight  cents  will  make  it  run- 
It's  an  old  tin  pail  and  a  piece  of  rope,  at  Maggie  Murphy's  home. 

Tliey've  got  the  latest  popular  songs;  they've  got  a  dime  8avin<:^-baiik, 

And  dear  of  "Comrades"  is  slaughter'd  and  sung  by  a  gang  of  song-sheet  cranks. 

They  whistle  it  in  the  hallway;  it's  played  on  an  old  trombone. 

And  they've  worn  out  a  fiddle  playing  this  tune  at  Maggie  Murphy's  home.—  Cho. 

Now,  what  gives  tone  to  Maggie's  home  is  Its  neighborhood  so  far; 

All  kinds  of  jieople  from  over  the  world  are  represented  there. 

A  Chinese  laundry  is  on  the  first  floor,  on  the  second  there's  nothing  but  coons. 

But  you  must  hire  a  guide  to  show  you  up  to  Maggie  Murphy's  home.— Chorus. 

The  parlor  that  the^r  sing  about,  great  Scott,  it  is  a  holy  show; 

It's  six  by  eight— if  you  want  to  turn  round,  in  the  hallway  you  must  go. 

The  piano  draws  a  pension;  it's  a  cripple  and  how  it  does  groan; 

It's  been  tickled  to  death  by  the  company  up  at  Maggie  Murphy's  home.— CAo. 

There's  newspapers,  wall  paper,  fly  paper  and  bricks; 

There's  boxing  matches,  wrestling  matches,  parlor  matches  and  micks. 

There's  a  nanny-goat  in  the  parlor,  just  to  give  the  place  cologue. 

And  he's  chewed  the  flowers  all  off  the  carpet  at  Maggie  Murphy's  home.— C^. 

On  Monday  night  they  have  a  fight,  on  Tuesday  night  as  well; 

On  Weilnesday  night  they  have  a  dance,  on  Thursday  they  raise  — — 

On  Friday  they  play  poker,  on  Saturday  they  chew  gum. 

And  on  Sunday  they  chase  the  duck  to  death  at  Maggie  Murphy's  home.— Cho. 
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BEAUTIFUL    ISLE    OF    THE    SEA; 
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Beautiful  isle  of  the  sea,  sinilu  ou  the  brow  of  the  wniers; 
Dear  uru  your  lueui'ries  unto  nie,  sweet  as  the  songs  of  your  ilaughturit; 
Uver  your  luountaius  and  valos,  ilowii  by  each  uiuruiuiiiig  river. 
Cheered  by  the  flower-loviujj  gale* — oh!  could  I  waudur  forever? 

Chorus. 

Land  of  tlie  true  and  the  old,  home  ever  dear  unto  me— 
Fouuiaiu  of  pleasureii  untold,  beautiful  isle  of  the  8eu. 

Oft,  on  your  shell-Rirdled  shore,  evening  has  found  lue  reclining, 

Visions  of  youth  dreaming  o'er,  down  where  the  light-house  was  shiuiug; 

Far  from  the  gladness  you  gave,  far  from  all  joys  worth  possessing. 

Still  o'er  the  lone,  weary  wave  comes  to  the  wanderer  your  blessiu^.—C Ao/-u«. 


THE    SHIPWRECK. 

OopyrigUt,  1891,  by  FnincLs,  Day  A  Uunter. 

I  The  Words  and  Music  of  tliia  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-pcUd.on  receipt  of  iO 
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Words  by  O«orge  Bruce.    Music  by  Felix  McUlennon. 


Winds  were  howling,  waves  were  raging,  and  the  ship  was  sinking  fast; 
Ev'ry  man  ou  board  the  vessel  knew  too  well  slie  could  not  lost; 
"  She  is  dttomcd,"  the  captain  whispered,  whis|)ered  to  his  uew-mada  bride, 
As  she  stood  there,  pale  but  fearless,  by  her  darling  husband's  side. 

CUORUS. 

Cut  on  the  angry  waters,  battling  with  the  foam, 
Thinking  of  loved  ones  left  behind  ut  home; 
Praying  to  heaven  above  them,  amid  the  storm  and  strife, 
The  uoble-heartt-d  captain  and  his  brave  young  wife. 

'  Ready,  waiting,  was  the  last  boat;  said  the  captain  to  his  wife: 

,  "There  is  but  one  seat  left,  darliug;  you  must  tjtke  it,  save  your  lifcl 

Just  one  kiss  before  we  sever!  Farewell,  love,  my  wife,  adieu!" 
'  But  she  ttUBwered,  "Uusbaod,  never!  1  will  die,  will  die  with  you!  "—Chonif. 

Slowly,  surely,  the  ship  is  settling  down — sinking,  sinking  in  the  deep; 
'  Slowly,  surely,  the  cruel  waters  rise— heart  to  heart  iu  death  they'll  sleep! 
,  A  ^•ailiusiglit!  help.oli,  help, they  cry;  they  see  our  signals,  help, ere  hope  is  past! 

Tue  waves  o'erwhelm  us,  eager  for  their  prey,  see  the  waters  close  around  us  fast . 

CHoniTS. 
Bounding,  bounding  over  the  waves,  with  hearts  so  staunch  and  true; 
Bounding,  lM>uudiug  over  tlie  waves,  comes  the  good  Ixjat's  crew; 
And  eager  hands  are  ready  to  claf  p  the  captain  and  his  bride. 
Saved,  thank  God!  Saved  from  llie  angry  tide! 
Saved,  thank  God!  Saved  from  the  angry  tide! 


SO    DO    L 

Copyright,  1R91,  by  Fmncii<,  Day  &  Hunter. 
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Words  by  Norton  At knu.    Mu.sic  by  Felix  McGlennon 

My  old  friend  Gus  is  always  in  some  trouble  and  some  strife; 
I  never  knew  a  more  audacious  fellow  iu  my  life! 
Whenever  he  goes  out  with  ine,  in  search  of  drinks  to  roam; 
Ue  gets  a  "  skiu-ful,"  and  upou  a  shutter  he  goes  home— 

Refiiai.s. 

So  do  I— ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!  So  do  I— he.  he,  he,  liel 
By  his  w  ife  he  then  gets  sat  ou— goes  to  l>ed  with  boota  and  hat  on, 

So  do  I— lia,  ha,  lia,  ha!  So  do  1  — he.  he,  lie,  he! 
Of  course,  he  gets  kicked  out  of  bed— aud  so  do  1. 

The  things  that  he  gets  np  to — well,  they're  little  short  of  crimes 
(I've  tried  to  make  liim  better,  and  reform  liim  many  times. 
But  all  ill  vain),     lie  will  act  on  the  wilJ,  unruly  plan— 
Why,  when  he  meets  his  girls  he  vows  that  he's  a  single  man- 

Refuain. 

So  do  I— ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!  So  do  I— ho,  he,  he,  he! 
When  the  darling  girls  he  meets  'em  (naughty  man)  he  always  treats  'em. 

So  do  I— ha,  lia,  ha,  ha!  So  do  I— lie,  Tie,  he,  he! 
lie  tells  'em  oh,  such  fairy  tales— and  so  do  I. 

It's  really  quite  alarming  -for  tlie  things  he  gets  up  to 

Are  utterly  diegraceful— well,  you'll  think  it,  p'r'aps,  untrue — 

We  go  to  see  a  oallet,  pay,  aii<l  sure  as  ei;gs  are  eggs, 

Ile'll  take  his  op'ra-glaes'like  this  uud  criticise  the  legs— 

Kefrain. 

So  do  I— ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!  So  do  I— he,  he,  he,  he! 
Then  he  says,  "  You  pretty  creature,  I  could  really  almost  eat  yerJ " 

So  do  1— ha,  ha,  ha,  hu!  So  do  I— he,  lie,  he,  he! 
lie  stand*  'em  champiigue  suppers  theu— and  so  do  I. 

Once  we  were  flirting  with  two  girls  ("twns  most  delightful  sport), 
Wlieii  suddenly  our  wives  popp'd  iu— Oh,  we  were  fairly  caught! 
Of  course,  ihey  kicked  np  ructions,  and  witli  reason,  you'll  agree, 
For  Gus— the  horrid,  faithless  wretch— bad  ouc  girl  ou  his  kuee— 

Refrain. 

So  had  I— ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!  So  had  I— he,  he,  be,  he! 
Yes,  his  w  ife  conic  in  and  found  her,  while  he'd  got  his  arms  around  berl 

So  had  I— ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!  So  had  I— he,  he,  he,  bo> 
Next  muruiikg  he'd  a  broken  nose— and  so  bad  I. 


Where  Are  the  Friends  of  My  Youth  ? 
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f 

Where  are  the  friends  of  my  youth?  say,  where  are  those  cherished  ones  gone?  ( 
And  why  have  they  dropp'd  with  the  leaf?  ah!  why  have  they  left  me  to  moumr  ( 
Their  voices  still  sound  in  mine  ear;  their  features  I  see  in  my  dreams;  <■ 

And  the  world  is  a  wilderness  drear;  as  u  wide-spreading  desert  it  seems.  ', 

Ah!  where  are  the  friends  of  my  youth?  uh!  where  ure  the  cherish'd  ones  gone?  ( 
Ah!  why  have  they  dropp'd  as  the  leaf?  Ah!  why  have  they  left  me  to  mourn?  ;' 


Say.  can  I  never  again— such  ties  can  I  ever  renew. 

Or  feel  those  warm  pulses  again,  which  beat  for  tlie  dear  ones  I  knew? 

The  world  as  a  winter  is  cold;  each  charm  seems  to  vanish  away —  j 

My  heart  Is  now  blighted  and  old;  it  shares  In  all  nature's  decav.  ' 

Ah!  whereare  the  friends  of  my  youth?  Ah!  wliere  are  the  cherfsh'd ones  gone? 

Ah!  why  have  they  dropp'd  as  the  leaf?  Ah!  why  have  they  left  me  to  mourn? 


( 


REMEMBER,    BOYS    MAKE    MEN.  f 
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By  J.  O.  D.  de  Bondy. 


I 


When  you  see  a  ragged  urchin  standing  wistful  in  the  street, 
With  torn  hat  and  kneeless  trousers,  dirty  face  aud  bare  red  feet. 
Pass  not  by  the  child  unheeding,  smile  upou  him;  mark  me!  when 
lie's  grown  he'll  not  forget  it;  for,  remember,  boys  make  men. 

When  the  buoyant,  yonthful  spirits  overflow  in  boyish  freak, 
C'liido  your  child  in  gentle  accents;  do  not  in  your  anger  si>eak: 
You  must  sow  in  youthful  bosoms  seeds  of  tender  mercies;  tlien 
Plants  will  grow  aud  bear  good  fruitage,  when  the  eriing  boys  are  men. 

Let  ns  try  to  add  some  pleasures  to  the  life  of  every  boy; 
Show  him  that  you  take  an  interest  in  bis  sorrows  and  his  joys. 
Make  his  home-life  more  attractive,  he'll  avoid  the  secret  den. 
And  seek  for  pleasure  elsewhere— just  rememt>er,  boys  make  men. 


»  *  m 


THE    WANDERING    REFUGEE.     ( 
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Farewell,  mother,  home  and  friends!  we  may  never  meet  again- 
Soon  'mid  strangers  1  must  roam,  oh!  the  parting  gives  me  pain — 
Tho'  I  wander  far  away,  lonely  o'er  life's  stormy  sea. 
Who  will  shed  one  gentle  tear  for  a  wandering  refugee? 
Who  will  shed  a  gentle  tear  for  a  wandering  refugee? 

Chobus. 

Mother,  oh!  farewell!  I  must  go,  I'll  think  of  thee— 
Oh!  mother,  I  must  leave  thee,  I'm  a  wandering  refugeel 

Farewell,  snnny  Southern  home!  Home  I  always  loved  so  true — 
Oft  will  tear-drops  dim  mine  eyes,  when  my  memory  flies  to  yoaf 
But  tbe  happy  scenes  of  yore,  I,  alus!  will  never  see— 
I'll  lie  roaming  far  away,  a  lonely  wandering  refugee! 
I'll  be  roniuing  for  away,  a  lonely  wandering  a-fugee! 

Cuonus. 

Mother,  oh!  farewell!  I  must  go,  I'll  think  of  thee— 

Oh  I  mother,  I  must  leave  thee  now,  I'm  a  wandering  refugee! 


*  ♦  * 


SWINGING     ON_RILEY'S     GATE.  ( 

( 
( 
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Who  has  not  some  treasured  relic  of  their  snnny,  bygone  days?  | 

Some  will  prize  a  withered  flowret,  other's  on  a  portrait  gaze. 
But.  though  I  have  no  such  keepsake,  inem'ries  oft  my  heart  elate. 
Bringing  back  the  bright  aud  happy  hours  we  spent  on  Riley's  gate. 

Rkfrain.  I 

There  all  the  day  we  would  swing  away  till  it  was  growing  late;  | 

No  thouglit  of  care  troubled  us  there,  swinging  ou  Riley's  gate!  I 

There  it  whs  I  met  a  colleen,  fair  as  any  flower  was  shel 
From  the  rtrst  I  knew  I  loved  her,  found  ere  long  that  she  loved  me. 
When  my  daily  toll  was  over,  I  would  haste  to  meet  my  Kate; 
Eight  o'clock  each  night  you'd  see  us  arm-iu-arm  at  Riley's  gate, 

Rkfrain.  ' 

There,  blithe  and  gay,  we  would  courting  stay  till  It  was  growing  late; 
No  thought  of  care  troubled  us  there,  courting  at  Riley's  gate  I 

Soon  I  asked  my  love  to  marry— Kate  became  my  own  sweet  bride; 
On  the  journey  o'er  life's  highway  ever  to  Ihj  at  my  side! 
And,  now  years  have  flown,  our  children,  let  the  hour  be  soon  or  late. 
Do  as  I  diu  iu  my  boybooU-swing  on  Riley's  dear  old  gate. 

Rkfbain.  ' 

There  all  the  day  we  will  swing  away  till  it  Is  growlnglate; 

No  thought  of  care  troubles  them  there,  swiu|^g  on  Riley's  gate! 


'/? 


u 


r'^iUDL 


■MMS 


•F 


*^i^ 


jUM 


-i/ji'^ 


mm 


sasss 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    34. 


23 


THE    GIRL   NEXT    DOOR  TO    ME. 
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Tou  hear  folks  say  that  spooniug;  is  a  moBt  delightfal  sport. 
But,  ever  siuce  Tve  tried  it,  uothiu^  but  bad  luck  it's  brought; 
For  to  a  girl  ucxt  door  to  me  I  made  love  liiglit  and  day, 
Aud  oh  I  what  I  huve  sntfered  is  heart-rendiug  iu  its  way  I 

CUORUS. 

Next  door  to  me.  next  door  to  me,  the  girl  next  door  to  met 

Her  hair's  a  beautiful  ^iuger  tiut. 

But  her  lovely  eyes  have  a  diff'reut  squint— 
Kext  door  to  me,  next  door  to  me,  the  girl  next  door  to  me! 

All  my  friends  grin  aud  say 

I've  been  made  u  "  jay  " 
By  the  gill  next  door  to  me. 

I  culled,  dressed  in  my  Sunday  best,  and  looked  so  "epan  and  spick,' 
I'd  bought  a  button-hole  bouquet,  and  twirled  a  "mashers'  "  stick; 
Uer  brother  met  me  at  the  dodi  — a  savage  six-foot  lout. 
Who  said,  '•  Hello!  you  here  u^'uin?"  then  turned  me  inside  out! 

Cbouus. 
Next  door  to  me,  next  door  to  nie,  the  girl  next  door  to  mel 

Her  brother,  big,  he  knows  how  to  box. 

And  right  on  my  nose  rat-a-tat  lie  knocks — 
Next  door  to  me.  next  door  to  me,  the  girl  next  door  to  me! 

Yes,  and  each  of  my  eyes 

Swelled  to  twice  its  size, 
Through  the  girl  next  door  to  me. 

Ber  dad  came  up  that  moment,  aud  I  tried  to  him  explain; 

Salil  lie,  "  Are  you  a  sheriff,  or  do  you  come  after  Janef  " 

I  said,  "  I  love  your  daughter! "  aud  he  then  commenced  to  "  slog," 

Aud  shouted,  "  Seize  him,  Towscr!  '  when  up  caiue  the  big  bull-dog. 

Chorus. 

Next  door  to  me,  next  door  to  me,  the  girl  next  door  to  me  I 

They  keep  a  dog  with  a  healthy  bite. 

And  it  took  a  nip  at  my  "panu  "  last  nights- 
Next  door  to  me,  next  door  to  me,  the  girl  next  door  to  met 

It's  all  over  the  town 

That  I  can't  sit  down. 
Through  the  girl  next  door  to  me. 


THEY    ALL    CAME    BACK. 
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I  have  a  birthday  every  year,  and  sometimes  two  or  three; 
I  always  give  a  party,  and  a  good  old  roaring  spree; 
The  last  was  extra  jovial,  we'd  an  extra  cask  of  beer. 
And  as  my  friends  departed,  they  all  gave  a  hearty  cheer. 

Chorus. 
But  they  all  came  back,  they  couldn't  stay  away; 
They'd  scarcely  turned  the  corner  when  I  lieard  them  ehont  "  hooray  I ' 
They  swore  they'd  never  leave  me,  they  were  fairly  on  my  track ; 
The  bairel  wasn't  empty,  so  they  all  came  back. 

Our  landlord  put  the  brokers  in,  the  rent  was  in  arrears— 
In  fact,  I  owed  a  lot  of  tliiiigs,  the  writs  came  iu  in  pairs; 
The  house  was  full  of  bailiffs,  you  couldn't  move  about; 
I  borrowed  cash  and  paid  the  rent,  then  turned  tlie  fellows  out. 

Chorus. 

But  they  all  came  back,  they  couldn't  stay  away; 

Ve  began  to  feel  deserted  if  without  them  for  a  day; 

They  nwore  they'd  never  leave  mc,  they  were  fairly  on  my  track; 

I  hadn't  paid  the  taxes,  so  they  all  came  back. 

I  and  a  lot  of  jolly  pals  one  night  felt  rather  free, 

We  went  into  a  restaurant  and  had  a  little  spree; 

We  ordered  everything  they  had,  the  landlord  looked  dismayed. 

And  for  a  lark  we  thought  we'd  slope,  and  leave  the  bill  unpaid. 

Chorus. 

But  we  all  Avent  hack,  we  couldn't  stay  away; 
We  iiad  a  splendid  supper,  and  wo  didn't  want  to  pay;- 
We  all  got  out  aud  bolted,  we  were  nicely  on  the  track. 
The  bobbles  overtook  us,  so  we  all  went  back. 

I  thought  that  us  an  actor  I  would  be  a  shining  light; 
As  Uunilet  I  appeared,  but  it  was  only  for  one  ni>;lit; 
The  audience  were  critical,  of  that  there  was  no  doubi; 
Before  the  second  act  began  they  everyone  went  out. 

Chorus. 

But  they  all  came  back,  they  couldn't  stay  away; 

They  must  have  been  disgusted  with  my  acting  in  the  play; 

They  swore  that  they  would  kill  me,  they  were  fairly  on  my  track; 

They  pelted  me  with  brickbata  when  they  all  came  back. 


• ''  —A  street-car  driver  in  Avenue  D  recently  ran  over  a  young  lady 
and  slie  was  thrown  to  the  ground.  He  waa  promptly  fired  by  the 
company  for  knocking  down  the  fair. 


;       I    WAS    UNDERNEATH.   K 
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The  bonse  Hive  iu  is  "  all  right,"  now  that  we  have  got 

Some  acrobats  for  lodgers  (they  are  a  lively  lot); 

Beside  their  acrobatic  tricks,  they  lift  weights  by  the  score. 

But  the  mischief  is,  these  nimble  "  fakes  "  live  on  the  second  floor. 

Chorus. 
And  I  live  underneath,  I  live  underneath;  bang  on  the  floor  they're  flopping. 
And  hundred-weights  keep  dropping,  while  I  live  underneath. 

Last  night  I'd  an  adventure  with  my  old  crony,  Binks; 

I've  come  to  the  conclusion  that  we'd  too  many  drinks. 

I  held  him  up,  although  he  is  the  heaviest  chap  in  town. 

But  my  legs  gave  'way,  and  iu  the  mud  the  pair  of  us  went  do\Mi. 

Chorus. 
And  I  was  nndemeath,  I  was  nndemeath;  yes,  Binks,  the  eighteen  "stunuM-,' 
Came  wallop!  a  full  "  tunner,"  and  I  was  underneath. 

The  missus  eald  the  other  day,  "  would  I  be  so  good 
As  go  down  iu  the  cellar  aud  chop  her  up  some  wood?  " 
I'd  hardly  started  chopping,  when  tlie  plate  moved  off  the  hole, 
Aud  before  I'd  time  to  yell  out  "  Stop!  "  down  came  a  load  of  coal. 

Chorus. 

Aud  I  was  nndemeath,  I  was  underneath;  no  cliance  I  had  of  "getting," 

The  coal  they  kept  upsettiug,  and  1  was  underneath. 

"When  married,  I  will  be  the  boss!  "  often  I  would  say. 

But  now  I  am  a  husband,  things  don't  work  out  that  way. 

To  bless  me  with  three  sets  of  twins  my  wife  has  been  so  kind. 

And  she  tells  me  now  "  that  room  in  bed  for  me  she  cannot  find  I  " 

Chorus. 
So  I  sleep  underneath,  I  sleep  underneath;  snug  in  the  bed  she's  resting. 
While  on  the  boards  I'm  nesting,  for  I  sleep  underneath. 


AS  THE  CHURCH-BELLS  CHIME. 
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Time,  eleven,  Sunday  morning;  scene,  outside  a  church  In  town; 
People,  clad  in  Sabbath  raiment,  there  are  passing  up  and  down; 
Some  seek  gaiety  and  pleasure,  others  bent  on  praise  aud  prayer; 
While  the  organ  softly,  sweetly,  plays  a  tender,  sacred  air. 
Hither  comes  the  city  merchant,  to  his  velvel-cushion'd  pew; 
Hither  comes  a  wretched  outcast,  with  a  face  of  ghastly  hue; 
Meeting  on  the  solemn  threshold,  when  they  reach  the  sacred  place, 
Son  and  father  know  each  other,  once  a^aiu  stand  face  to  face. 

Refrain.  — 

"  Father  I "  he  pleads,  "  my  repentance  is  strong  — 

Have  I  not  suffered  for  that,  my  one  wrong? 
You'll  hope  for  mercy  yourself  before  long;  pray  then,  forgive  me  my  crime!  " 

"  Forger!  begone!  you  are  none  of  my  kin!  "     ^ 

One  glance  of  scorn  and  he  passes  within. 
Leaving  his  son  to  starvation  and  sin,  as  the  church-bells  chime! 

Hark!  what  means  that  joyous  shouting?  Crowds  of  people  line  the  way. 
Waiting  to  receive  a  carriage— this  is  some  one's  wedding-day  I 
Ev'rybody  knows  their  hist'ry,  tho'  it  happened  years  ago; 
How  the  girl,  to  save  her  father,  married  liis  relentless  foe; 
How  the  lovers,  broken-hearted,  parted,  p'rhaps  no  more  to  meet. 
Now  behold  what  happy  changes  time  hath  broufjht  with  flying  feet; 
How  the  lovers,  free  as  ever— strange,  indeed,  the  hand  of  fate- 
Learn  the  truth  of  that  old  adage,  "  All  things  come  to  those  who  wait!  " 

Refrain. 

Bright  shines  the  snn  as  they  enter  the  church, 

After  long,  long  years  of  sorrow  and  pain; 
Oft  had  they  prayed  they  might  meet,  but  in  vain,  many  and  many  a  time  I 

Though  in  hard  places  their  lots  have  been  cast. 

Fair  dawns  the  future,  for  parting  is  past, 
Two  faithful  hearts  are  united  at  last,  as  the  church-bells  chime! 

'Tis  the  honr  of  praise  and  worship,  in  a  dreary  prison's  gloom, 
And  the  distant  church-bells  ringing,  breaks  a  silence  like  the  tomb. 
Seated  in  his  lonely  dungeon,  is  a  man  with  haggard  face; 
Yet,  tho'  grief  has  told  upon  it,  nothing  vicious  there  you  trace. 
Grim  and  stern  the  jailor  enters,  takes  liim  to  the  place  of  prayer; 
Mark  his  brow,  so  calm  and  fearless,  not  a  sign  of  guilt  is  there! 
Then  the  kindly  chaplain  bids  liini  fervently  to  pray  and  fast; 
Ere  the  church-bells  ring  ucxt  Sunday,  he  is  doomed  to  breathe  his  last. 

REFRAIN. 

"I  fear  not  death!"  he  replies,  "but  my  child!—  * 

She  by  a  villaiu  to  sin  was  l>eguiled; 
I  struck  him  down  in  my  frenzy  so  wild — surely  it  wasn't  a  crime!  " 

What  is  it  thrills  me?  ah !  wh&t  do  I  see? 

Why,  'tis  a  message,  a  pardon  for  me! 
Merciful  heavenl  I'm  saved!  I  am  free!  "  as  the  church-bells  chime! 


—A  new-mnde  widow  called  at  tlie  office  of  an  insurance  com- 
pany for  the  money  due  on  her  husband's  policy.  The  president 
siiid:  "  I  am  truly  sorry,  madam,  to  hear  of  your  loss."  "  Tliafs 
always  the  way  with  you  men,"  said  she;  "'you  are  always  sorry 
when  a  poor  woman  gets  a  chance  to  make  a  little  money." 
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See  that  My  G-rave's  Kept  Green. 


Copyright,  1878,  by  F.  Bluino. 
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When  1  am  dead  and  ko"c  from  yon,  darting,  when  I'nj  laid  away  in  my  grave, 
When  my  spirit  lias  <;oiie  lo  lieaven  al>ove,  ii>  Ulin  who  my  goiil  will  save; 
Wlien  yon  are  lia|)py  and  pay  once  more,  thinking  of  days  that  have  been, 
Thte  cue  little  \vi«U  I  ask  of  you— see  that  my  grave  u  kept  green. 

CHonuB. 
Oh!  the  days  will  come  to  you,  darling?,  wlien  no  more  on  earth  I'll  be  seen; 
One  sweet  little  wish,  darling,  grunt  mo— see  that  my  grave's  kept  green. 

Though  the  hours  of  joy  now  are  passing,  yet  liow  soon,  alael  they  will  fade— 
Tlio'  your  glances  of  love  arc  meeting  my  own,  fair  sunlight  will  turn  to  shade, 
When  from  the  world  and  its"  liopes  I  go,  leave  forever  this  scene; 
Tho'  others  are  dead,  ahl  will  you  then  see  that  my  grave  is  kept  green.— C'Aa 

Will  you  keep  me,  love,  in  remembrance,  though  the  voice  of  chiding  be  heard. 
And  while  others  may  speak  in  censure  or  blame,  yet  breathe  no  unkindly  word? 
Tell  me  you'll  think  of  the  past,  thiuk  of  the  joys  we  have  seen; 
This  one  little  promise  keep  for  me— see  that  my  grave's  kept  green.— CAo>vi<<. 


AN    IRISHMAN'S    WAY. 

Copyrik'ht,  1892,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


I  The  Words  and  Muptc  of  this  Sonif  w  ill  be  sent  to  any  adilre.»»,  poiitpald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  thi:<  and  nny  two  .>tlier  Suntrs  for  One  Uollur.  by  H.  J.  Uehnian,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  Ken  York  City,    fositaue  Stumps  taken  same  aacoiih  fur  all  our  Koods. 


Written  by  AIl>ert  II.iU.    Comixiscd  by  Felix  McOlennoD. 
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Every  man  and  woman  has  a  certain  way  of  doing  , 

Anything  and  everything  to  which  his  thoughts  inclifi!^; 
Each  woman  ha«  a  different  way  of  l)akiug,  boiling,  f-tewing. 

And  we  all  a  different  way  of  taking  wine. 
We'll  find  c  different  fiinhion,  too,  in  almost  every  nation. 

And  every  different  thing  they  do  Is  in  a  different  light; 
So,  witti  your  kind  attention,  I  will  give  an  illiistraliou 

Of  the  methods  of  ou  Irishman  who  means  to  have  a  night. 

Repraim. 

He  takes  up  a  bowl  with  a  drop  of  the  crathur  in, 
Strong  wid  the  e.«sence  of  Irishinaii's  nature  in, 
Puurs  in  hot  water,  but  not  very  much  of  it; 
Sugar  to  sweeten,  perhaps  just  a  touch  of  it; 
Leinon  to  flavor,  bedndl  he'll  have  none  of  it, 
liaises  the  bowl,  and  ihe  whole  lot  is  gone  of  it. 
Mixes  another,  and  then  half  a  score  of  'em; 
Swears  at  tho  tlnir<h  he's  ready  for  more  of  'em; 
Twirls  his  shillaletrh,  and  says  he  can  fight  a  bit; 
Bungs  a  policeman  for  calling  him  light  a  bit; 
lie  gets  locked  up  jii<t  to  tliiish  the  day, 
Arruh!  that's  gettiu;;  tight  in  an  Irishmau's  way. 

Such  is  Paddy's  mode  of  drinking;  when  it  comes  to  courting, 

Sure,  his  blarney  wins  the  heart  of  every  village  (|neon; 
Fioiu  tlie  Frenchman's  fervered  pussion  to  the  Yankees'  sporting, 

Paddy's  is  the  love  to  win  both  lady  and  colleen. 
Sandy  thinks  of  braw  baw  bees  and  woo's  his  highlun'  Mary, 

John  Bull  in  some  lordly  mansion  couus  a  geuile  dove. 
While  Taffy's  sweet  on  some  Miss  Jones,  whose  father  keeps  a  dairy. 

But  I'ut  can  beat  the  whole  lot  hollow  when  he's  making  love. 

Refrain. 
Re  winks  at  a  colleen,  takes  hold  of  the  fist  of  Iter, 
Kisses  her  ere  she  has  time  to  cry  "Christoplierl  " 
If  she  gets  crusty  and  makes  his  ear  ache  a  bit. 
Hushes  her,  plazes  her,  won't  let  her  speak  of  it; 
Rolls  up  his  eyes  and  then  heaves  a  big  sigh  for  her. 
Tells  her  a  score  of  times  "that  he  would  die  for  her;  " 
I.*aves  to  the  poets  ail  lack-a-(iay,  well-a-day. 
Scribbling  of  sonnets  and  heart-oroken  melody; 
Walks  with  lier,  talks  with  her,  sits  by  the  side  of  her. 
Laughs  with  her.  chaffs  with  her.  swears  he's  the  boy  for  lier; 
Presses,  caresses  her  saucy  and  gay, 
Arrah!  that's  making  love  iu  an  Irishmau's  way. 

Each  country  has  a  different  method  when  she  goes  to  battle; 

Some  are  father  cautious  ones  and  others  rather  rash; 
Scotland's  sous  are  famous  where  the  cannons  fiercely  rattle; 

Johnny  Bull  is  storming  strong  entrenchuieiits  with  a  dash. 
Known  the  wide  world  over  is  the  Irish  Faugli-a-hallagh; 

And  if  we  search  this  history  on  every  page  of  strife, 
On  the  plains  of  Egvpt  or  some  distant  I;idian  niillah. 

We  find  how  Paody  bears  himself  whenever  warfare's  rife. 

REFUAUf. 

First  lie  makes  sure  he's  a  good  cause  to  fight  about. 
Then  all  his  foes  he  will  send  to  the  right-about; 
Breathing  a  prayer  for  his  colleen  in  Irelanil, 
Rushes  to  flght  "gaiiir-t  the  foes  of  his  sireland; 
There  you  will  find  him  when  cannons  are  thundering, 
Cutting  and  slashing,  'till  all  the  wo^fld  wondering; 
Meeting  the  foeiuan  and  gallantly  fighting  them; 
Wrongs  of  liis  side,  with  his  sabre  soon  righting  them, 
Oerwlielmcd  by  numbers,  but  fighting  while  life  shall  lost, 
And  never  says  die  iintill  all  his  hope  is  past; 
Falls  like  a  man  in  the  thick  of  the  fray. 
Yes.  that's  bow  to  fight  in  an  Irishman  s  way. 


— Teacher:  "  How  can  a  deaf  and  dumb  man  be  deprived  of  the 
power  of  speech?  "  Scholar:  "  By  cutting  off  his  fingers." 
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No  Tidings  from  Over  the  Sea. 


Copyrighted. 


Csed  by  permission.    The  music  set  to  these  woi-ds  is  published  by 
Oliver  Uitson  Company,  Boston. 


The  Words  and  MubIc  of  this  Song  will  Ije  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Words  by  Frank  Dumont.    Music  by  James  E.  Stewart. 

I  have  waited  so  lonely,  my  darling,  to  hear  from  yon  day  after  day. 
For  you  promised  to  send  me  a  message — oh,  tell  me  why  do  you  delayf 
You  know  that  my  heart  is  so  lonely  since  yon  have  departed  from  me. 
For  each  day  passing  by  brings  no  letter,  or  tidings  from  over  the  sea. 

Chorus. 

No  tidings  from  over  the  sea,  no  sweet  word  of  love  dear  to  me; 
Each  day  passing  by  brings  no  letter,  or  tidings  from  over  the  sea. 

Oh!  you  promised  you'd  never  forget  me,  tho'  the  waves  of  the  sea  did  divide, 
Tho'  the  billows  of  blue  roll'd  between  ns,  your  heart  would  be  over  the  tide. 
My  lips  feel  your  kisses  no  longer,  and  ever  my  heart  calls  for  thee; 
May  to-morrow  bring  news  from  my  darling,  sweet  tidings  from  over  the  sea. 

Chorus. 

No  tidings  from  over  the  sea,  no  sweet  word  of  love  dear  to  me; 
Each  day  passing  by  brings  no  letter,  or  tidings  from  over  the  eea. 


PULL    FOR    THE    SHORE. 

Copyright,  1874,  by  John  Church  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Light  in  the  darkness,  sailor,  day  is  at  hand  1 
See,  o'er  the  foaming  billows,  fair  heaven's  land; 
Drear  was  the  voyage,  sailor,  now  almost  o'er; 
Safe  within  the  life-boat,  sailor,  pull  for  the  shore. 

Chobcs. 

Pull  for  the  shore,  sailor,  pull  for  the  shore! 

Heed  not  the  rolling  waves,  but  bend  to  the  oar; 

Safe  in  the  life-boat,  sailor,  cling  to  self  no  more; 

Leave  the  poor  old  stranded  wreck  and  pull  for  the  shore. 

Trust  in  the  life-boat,  sailor,  all  else  will  fall; 

Stronger  the  surges  dash,  and  fiercer  the  gale; 

lleed  not  the  stormy  winds,  though  loudly  they  roar. 

Watch  the  "  Bright  Morning  Star,"  and  pull  for  the  shore.— CAortM. 

Bright  gleams  the  morning,  sailor,  uplift  the  eye; 

Clouds  and  darkness  disappearing,  glory  is  night 

Safe  in  the  life-boat,  sailor,  sing  evermore, 

"  Glory,  glory,  hallelujahl  "—Pull  for  the  ahote.— Chorus. 
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Parody-   on : 

TA-RA-R A    BOOM-DER-E. 

Composed  and  Sung  by  Scull  &  Uroine. 


Send  roar  name  and  address  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  receive 

by  return  maiiaconipleteCataioirue  of  over.SOOO  Popular  English  and  (ierman 

Songs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


The  girl  that  lives  In  McNulty's  Row 

Will  drive  us  crazy  soon,  we  "know; 

She  bangs  the  piano  night  and  day 

In  a  reckless,  John  L.  Sullivan  way. 

If  she  don't  very  soon  "  let  up," 

We'll  go  over  there  with  a  great  big  club. 

We  like  to  hear,  "  Ask  the  Man  in  the  Moon," 

But  we  must  object  to  that  crazy  tutie: 

Chorus. 
Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e,  ta-ra-ra  boom-der-«, 
Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e,  ta-ra-ra  booin-der-e, 
Ta-ra-ra  booin-der-e,  ta-ra-ra  lMM)n)-der-e, 
Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e,  ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e. 

The  neighbors  all  have  moved  away 

Since  that  silly  tunc  she  learned  to  play. 

She  plays  it  iu  tlie  key  of  C, 

She  plays  it  in  the  key  of  G. 

The  policemen  they  all  know  her  face — 

They've  threatenea  that  they'd  pull  the  place; 

We're  hoping  that  it  soon  will  be. 

For  we  cannot  stand  that  melody:—  Choru*. 

The  song  has  taken  the  town  complete. 
You'll  hear  it  sung  on  every  street. 
The  boys  have  got  it  ilown  quite  fine. 
They  can  sing  and  w  histle  every  line. 
"The  pictnro  that  is  turned  toward  the  wall  " 
Ilas  not  been  sUug  of  lute,  at  all; 
And  many  other  songs  we  know 
That  haven't  got  the  slightest  show 

.Spoken— With— 6' AoTM*. 
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— On  Deck.— Mrs.  L. :  "  Rufus,  have  the  children  come  up  yet?  " 
Rufus  (who  is  having  a  hard  time):  *'  No,  but  they  are  the  only 
things  of  mine  that  haven't." 
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When  the  Old  Church  Clock  Struck  Ten, 

Copyright,  IMl.  by  WIUU  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationen'  Hall,  London. 

The  Wordi  and  .Music  of  tlila  Soiifr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  recalpt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  one  Dollar,  by  If.  J.  Well  man,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sauieas  cash  for  all  oiirticoods. 

Words  by  Oussle  L.  Daris.    Huale  by  Julian  Jordan. 

King  out,  ye  bells,  on  the  Bilent  uight,  and  awaken  old  mem'riee  at;ain! 

O  ye  brine  back  a  time  of  the  long  ago,  when  the  old  church-clock  etrnck  ten! 

Vi;  reminaed  me  of  a  village-maid^  who  wae  the  village  belle! 

In  childhood  we  loved  each  other,  more  than  tongue  can  ever  tell  I 

Faithful  etill  is  the  maiden— long  years  have  passed  since  then; 

When  I  kissed  her  good-night  at  the  gate,  uud  the  old  church-clock  struck  ten! 

Ring  out,  ye  bells,  ring  out,  ring  oat  ye  bells  I 

From  that  sacred  edifice,  at  the  silent  hour  of  prayer. 
How  oft  we'd  hear  some  heavenly  strain  come  floating  on  the  airl 
Come  floating  on  the  air. 

Our  plighted  vows  were  made  more  solemn  then; 
There  while  I  lingered  till  the  clock  struck  ten  1 

Yc  remind  me  of  a  village  maid,  who  was  the  village  bellcl 

III  childhood  we  loved  each  other,  more  than  tongue  can  ever  t«ll; 

Faithful  still  is  the  maiden— long  years  have  passed  since  then; 

When  I  kissed  her  good-night  at  the  gate,  and  the  old  church-clock  struck  ten! 


THERE    ARE     MOMENTS     WHEN 
ONE    WANTS    TO    BE    ALONE. 

Copyright,  18Vt,  by  Chas.  HambitEer. 
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Words  by  G.  C.  Weinberg.    Music  by  I*  Reinhard. 

Now  every  boy  remembers  when  he  smoked  his  first  cigar— 

When  lie  lit  it.  how  it  filled  him  with  delight. 
I  was  happy  when  I  started,  but  I  hadn't  smoked  it  far. 

When  the  things  about  me  didn't  seem  so  bright. 
I  saw  my  friends  a-griunint;,  things  ahout  me  started  spinning — 
I  hastened  to  the  woodshed,  oh,  I  thought  my  heart  would  break. 

There  are  moments  when  one  wants  to  be  alone — 
That  is  one  of  them,  that  is  one  of  them; 
1  like  my  friends  devotedly,  I'm  awful  fond  of  company, 

But  there  are  moments  when  one  wants  to  be  alone. 

The  colored  man  is  fond  of  promenading  late  at  night. 

And  when  the  coast  is  clear  be  makes  a  swoop; 
He'll  watch  his  chance,  and  when  the  silvery  moon  is  out  of  sight. 

He  crawls  into  his  neighbor's  chicken-coop. 
The  neighbors  think  it's  awful  queer  the  way  those  pullets  disappear; 
Our  colored  man  trots  homeward  with  a  chicklet  in  each  arm. 

There  are  moments  when  one  wants  to  l>e  alone— 
That  is  one  of  them,  that  is  one  of  them; 
But  then  this  colored  man  ain't  proud,  you'll  often  see  him  in  a  crowd, 

But  there  are  moments  when  he  wants  to  be  alone. 

'Twas  late  the  other  evening,  I  was  coming  from  the  club. 

And  I  had  a  jag  that  was  simply  out  of  sight; 
I'd  upset  the  abh-barrels,  and  I'd  yell  to  keep  my  spirits  up — 

I'm  a  regular  Piue  Ridge  Indian  when  I'm  tight. 
I  sang  so  loud  and  long  and  deep  I  aroused  a  policeman  from  his  sleep; 
He  gralibed  me  and  he  told  me  inat  I  had  to  go  with  him. 

There  are  moments  when  one  wants  to  be  alone — 
That  is  one  of  them,  that  is  one  of  them; 
Next  day  in  court  I  was  a  sight,  the  judge  said  that  my  song  was  right. 

And  for  fifteen  long,  long  days  I  sat  alone. 

Have  you  ever  been  to  parties  where  a  girl  gets  up  to  sing 

With  a  voice  that  you  could  use  for  boiling  eggs. 
She  has  studied  Italian  opera  and  all  that  sort  of  thing. 

And  then  she  will  not  stop  until  one  begs; 
Oh,  how  youd  like  to  get  away,  but,  of  course,  you  know  you  have  to  stay. 
Just  listen  and  I'll  show  just  exactly  how  she  sings: 

Thero  are  moments  when  one  wants  to  be  alone — 
That  is  one  of  them,  that  is  one  of  them; 
Of  course,  she's  got  a  lovely  voice,  and  it  would  make  our  hearts  rejoice, 

But  those  are  moments  that  she  ought  to  be  alone. 

An  alderman  was  going  to  attend  a  fancy  ball. 
And  he  had  to  rent  a  suit  to  wear  that  nightl 

And  he  bad  to  wear  the  darned  thing,  but  it  didn't  fit  at  all- 
Why,  he  could  scarcely  breathe,  it  was  so  tight. 

And  when  they  danced  the  Boston  Dip,  then  something  gave  an  awful  rip; 

He  hastened  from  the  ball-room  while  he  sang  this  little  tune: 
There  are  moments  when  one  wants  to  be  alone— 

That  is  one  of  them,  that  is  one  of  them; 

Oh,  he  could  dance  the  whole  night  long,  and  mingle  in  the  giddy  throng. 
But  there  are  moments  when  he  wants  to  be  alone. 

The  boys  all  like  to  play  a  little  poker  now  and  then. 

And  wrestle  with  the  jack-pots  half  the  night; 
Yes,  it's  nice  to  rake  in  jackpots  and  to  raise  it  five  or  ten; 

And  each  one  thinks  his  game  is  out  of  sight. 
And  oft  they  play  ;ill  early  dawn,  and  oft  a  fellow's  money's  gone; 
This  happens  very  frequently— I'il  show  von  how  it's  done. 

There  are  moments  when  one  wants  to  ue  alone — 
That  is  one  of  them,  that  is  one  of  them; 
Of  course,  he'd  like  to  play  all  night— to  play  the  game  is  his  delight. 

But  there  are  moments  when  one  wants  to  be  alone. 


— Every  time  you  buy  an  article  you  are  encouraging  the  manu- 
facturer or  producer. 


Under  the  Hawthorn  Bower. 

Copyright,  IWl,  by  WUlis  Woodward  A  Co.    .'-;,.-  '•       ." 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrt-s^,  pott-paid,  on  receipt  of 
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Words  and  Music  by  Ousdie  L.  Davis. 
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The  tardy  steps  of  the  woodman  homeward  tuni;  ;    '. 

Long  ago  the  song-bird  winged  home  to  iw  mate;  :  ,' 

I  anxiously  wait,  wond'ring  w-tiy  you  do  not  come. 

For  the  old  village-bell  has  just  chimed  eight! 
Down  in  the  verdant  meadow,  love,  I  am  waiting  for  you; 
List'iiiiig  for  sounds  of  your  footstep— sweetheart,  I  know  you'll  be  true! 
Faithful  and  true  to  your  promise  to  come  when  the  clock  culmes  the  hour; 
Down  ill  the  verdant  meadow,  under  the  hawthorn  bower  I 
Love,  have  you  forgotten  how  you  lingered  with  a  kiss 

Ere  we  parted  last  uight  at  the  meadow  gate? 
Do  you  not  remember,  whilst  amid  your  joy  and  bliss. 

That  you  promised  we  would  meet  to-night  at  eightf 

Down  in  the  verdant  meadow,  love,  I  am  waiting  for  you; 
List'ning  for  sounds  of  your  footstep — sweetheart,  1  know  you'll  be  truel 
Faithful  and  true  to  your  promise  to  come  when  the  clock  chimes  the  hoar; 
Down  in  the  verdant  meadow,  under  the  hawthorn  bowerl 


MOLLIE. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  White,  Smith  *  Co. 


( 
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By  Prof.  F.  Nicholla  Crouch. 


Oht  saw  you  not  the  blushing  morn  light  up  my  Mollie's  cbeekf 

And  heard  you  not  "The  Hermit  Bird  "  her  modest  praises  speakf 

The  whisp'ring  winds  that  pass  ht-r  by,  but  woo  her  day  and  night. 

To  steal  from  off  her  ruby  lips  love's  off'rings  of  delight; 

To  steal  from  off  her  ruby  lips  love's  off'riugs  of  delight. 

Oh!  saw  you  not  the  blushing  morn  light  up  my  Mollie's  cheek? 

And  heard  you  not  "The  Hermit  Bird     her  modest  praises  speak? 

Her  modest  praises  speak?  her  modest  praises  B|>eak?  her  praises  speakf 

The  grass  and  leaflets  greener  grow  when  pressed  beneath  her  feet; 

They  are  so  small  and  fairy  like,  so  graceful  and  so  neat. 

And  in  her  voice  there  rings  a  charm  that  gladdens  all  around— 

Ittoues  the  music  of  the  heart,  and  in  her  own  it's  found; 

It  tones  the  music  of  the  heart,  and  iu  her  own  it's  found. 

Oh!  saw  you  not  the  blushing  morn  light  up  my  Mollie's  cheek? 

And  heard  you  not  "  The  Uennit  Bird  '  her  modest  praises  speak? 

Her  modest  praises  speak?  her  modest  praises  speak?  her  praises  speak? 

And  in  her  little  dimpled  hand,  so  dapper  and  so  white. 
You  trace  the  lines  ot  promised  bliss,  and  thrill  with  pure  delight; 
And  hand  and  foot  and  voice  and  heart  are  ail,  yes,  all  mine  own; 
Her  eyes  the  fond  asriurancc  speak— therein  my  treasure's  shown! 

Her  eyes  the  fond  aosuranco  speak — therein  my  treasure's  shown! 

Oh!  saw  you  not  the  blushing  morn  light  up  my  Mollie's  cheek? 

And  heard  you  not  "  The  Hermit  Bird  "  her  modest  praises  speak? 

Her  modest  praises  speak?  her  modest  praises  speak?  her  praises  speak? 


A     DREAM     WITHIN     A     DREAM. 

Words  by  Ekigar  Allan  Poe.    Music  by  Henry  Pontet. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Take  this  kiss  upon  your  brow. 
And  in  parting,  paitiug  from  you  now. 
Thus  much,  thus  much,  thus  much  let  me  avow, 
You  are  not  wrong  who  deem 

That  my  life,  my  life  has  been  a  dream,  ^ 

Yet  if  hope  hath  flown  away. 
In  a  night  or  in  a  day. 
In  a  vision  or  in  none, 
'        Is  it  therefore  the  less  gone? 
All  that  we  see  or  seem 
Is  but  a  dream,  a  dream  within  a  dxeam; 
All  that  we  see  or  seem 
Is  but  a  dream,  is  but  a  dream. 
Is  but  a  dream  within  a  dream. 

I  stand  amid  the  roar 
Of  a  snrf-tormented  shore. 
And  I  hold  within  my  baud 
Grains  of  the  golden  sand;  < 

How  few !  yet  how  they  creep 
Thro' my  fingers  to  the  deep  1 
While  I  weep,  while  I  weep. 
Oh,  why  can  I  not  gragp  them? 

Grasp  them  with  a  tighter  clasp?  '   .       ..< 

■;      Oh  I  why  can  I  not  save  one, 
'      One  from  the  pitiless  wave? 

Ail  that  we  see  or  seem  •    '  •  '  ■_ 

Is  but  a  dream,  a  dream  within  a  dream; 

All  that  we  see  or  seem 

Is  but  a  dream,  is  but  a  dream. 

Is  but  a  dream  within  a  dream.  \  ;i 


— Every  time  you  refrain  from  speaking  iu  defence  of  a  friend 
you  prove  that  you  are  not  a  friend. 


^■rmmmmmmt^ir'^^^z 


26 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  34. 


(I 


I 


THE    BROKEN    HOME. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Harding. 


^ 


Tb*  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  and  MiiMc  by  Will  H.  Fox. 


-) 


^'he  church-bells  they  were  ringing,  the  choir  was  nwcetljr  etnglDg, 

lu  a  far  New  Eugland  village,  jimt  two  short  years  ago; 
The  flowers  ihey  were  bloonniig,  the  birds  iu  tree-tops  tuuiDg— 

Two  hearu  had  beeu  united,  fair  Lillian  and  Joe. 
The  husband  he  toiled  dully  and  happy  was  their  lot; 
He  loved  his  wife  auU  baby;  his  vows  he  ne'er  forgot; 
One  day  a  former  sweetlieart  came,  ami,  fluding  hliu  away, 
Through  flattery  and  promises  Joe's  love  was  led  astray. 

Chorus. 
There's  her  picture  on  the  table,  there's  a  baby  in  the  cradla. 

There's  a  nusband  crying  bitterly  alone. 
There's  no  wife's  voice  to  cheer,  in  his  sorrow  to  be  near— 

What  was  Paradise  is  now  a  broken  home. 

His  eyes  are  dim  with  weepinp,  yet  faithful  watch  he's  keeping 
O'er  his  precious  little  treasure,  for  whom  his  heart  doth  moan; 

Forgetting  uU  dishonor  which  she  had  brought  upon  tier, 
For  baby's  salce  he'd  gladly  forgive  if  she'd  come  home. 

Oh,  why  do  people  falter  and  lose  all  self-respect. 

For  vows  made  at  the  altar,  and  make  their  lives  a  wreck? 

These  questions  Joe  has  asked  himself,  with  heart  heavy  aa  lead. 

And  baxty's  smile  prevents  him  from  being  numbered  with  the  ActA.—  Chor<u. 


SHE'S    SEVENTEEN    TO-DAY. 

Copyright,  18«0,  by  Scott  Washington  A  Ca 

The  Words  and  Musle  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pos^pald ,  on  receipt  of  M  I 

eentsi  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehnian,  ISO  Tark 

Row,  New  Tork  Olty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  8.  Miller. 


I  have  a  sweetheart,  and,  of  course,  it's  natural  for  to  say 

She  is  the  sweetest  little  thing,  so  winsome  and  so  gay; 

She'a  just  returned  to  home  again,  her  course  at  school  is  through. 

To  enter  in  society  and  make  uer  first  debut. 

Chorus. 
And  rhe's  seventeen  to-day,  pretty  as  a  picture, 
Syes  so  blue  and  heart  so  true,  hair  of  a  bright  and  golden  hue. 
Has  my  little  Idaleeu,  the  sweetest  ever  seen. 
And  I  am  going  to  marry  her  wbeu  she's  eighteen. 

We've  iiecn  engaged  almost  a  year,  the  secret  no  one  knew. 
And  when  I  told  her  of  the  facts  skie  scarce  knew  what  to  do: 
8lie  blashed  and  said,  "  I  think  it  best  to  te'.l  mamma  our  scheme, 
1  hardly  think  ^he  will  consent  until  I  am  eighteen."— CAorw*. 

I  asked  her  mother  for  her  hand,  she  smiled  and  said.  "Oh,  no; 

She's  plenty  time  to  think  of  that,  at  least,  a  year  or  so!  " 

I  thought  it  hard  to  be  refused,  and  her  I  love  so  dear 

Most  snare  the  fate  along  with  me  and  wait  another  year.— CAoru<. 


THE    PRODIGAL    SON. 


/ 


\y 


The  Poor  Gal  Didn^t  Know,  You  Know. 

Written  by  Fred'k  Bowyer.    Composed  by  John  Cooke. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Hitchcock  &  McCurgo  PubUshlng  Company  (Uniiud>. 
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Written  by  Bill  Nye.    Sung  in  "  The  Cadi "  by  Thomas  Q.  S«<al'n«oUs. 

There  was  an  old  man  and  he  had  two  eons,  he  bad,  he  hud. 
He  lived  on  a  ranch,  so  the  story  runs,  he  did,  he  did; 
'Twas  built  on  tlic  good  old  (^ueen  Anne  plan. 
Right  next  to  the  new  Jerusalem. 

The  vicinity,  it  does  not  matter  a 

Sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  it*,  la,  sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

The  elder  son  was  a  goodly  man,  he  was,  he  was. 

And  built  ou  the  Moody  and  iianky  plan,  he  was,  he  was; 

With  calm  and  sitiictinioiiious  face, 

He  talked  about  love  and  undying  grace, 

And  hoped  for  a  seat  in  the  heavenly  place. 

Sing  tra  la,  la,  lu,  la,  la,  la,  sing  tra,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

The  younger  one  was  a  son-of-a-gnn,  he  was,  he  was, 

Ue  shuffled  the  cards  and  he  played  for  mon',  be  did,  he  did: 

He  wore  a  red  tie  and  a  high  standing  collar. 

Would  go  with  the  boys  and  get  full  and  then  holler. 

Oh,  lie  was  a  regular  Jim  Dandy  loller. 

Sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

The  old  fellow's  purse  was  large  and  fat,  it  was.  it  was. 

The  I'roaigal  he  was  quite  on  to  that,  he  was,  he  waa; 

And  he  of  the  sauctinionious  smile. 

Just  kept  Ills  weather-eye  on  the  pile. 

And  hoped  he  would  gel  there  after  awhile. 

Sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

To  divide  on  the  square  he  did  his  best,  he  did,  he  did. 

The  Prod  took  his  share  and  went  out  West,  he  did,  he  did; 

Fell  in  with  some  cowboys  and  had  a  great  time. 

Woke  up  in  the  morning  with  nary  a  dime, 

Stranded  'way  out  in  a  foreign  clime. 

Sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

A  telegraph  man  in  his  office  sat,  out  West,  out  West, 

When  in  rushed  a  tramp  without  a  liat  or  coat  or  vest; 

Come  send  this  message  right  over  tbe  track, 

The  Prod  is  a  wreck  and  is  coming  back. 

Have  plenty  of  veal  for  one  ou  tlie  rack. 

Si^g  tra  lu,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

The  answer  he  got  was  both  short  and  direct,  it  was,  it  was. 

It  rend:  Youis  received— Go  to  blazes!  collect!  it  did.  It  did; 

The  Prod  he  was  used  to  this  knock-down  of  fate. 

So  puwned  his  euspeuders  and  put  on  a  skate. 

And  started  for  home  ou  a  limited  freight. 

Sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

To  a  lawyer's  office  he  went  next  day,  be  did,  he  did. 

And  sued  the  old  follis  for  pay  while  away,  be  did,  be  did; 

Got  out  an  injunction  and  put  them  out. 

Oh,  he  was  a  la  la.  you  hear  me  shout. 

That's  the  sort  of  a  Prod  1  am  singing  about, 

Sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  ia,  la,  slug  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

That's  all  of  the  yam  yours  truly  knows.  11  ia,  it  is, 

I've  gone  as  far  as  the  parable  goes,  I  have,  I  have; 

I've  never  heard  what  became  of  pa. 

The  religious  brother  is  tending  bar. 

And  the  Prod,  I  lielieve,  is  driving  a  car, 

biug  ua  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  sing  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 


—A  man  says  this  Is  a  "  tough  world,"  aud  it  is  his  opinion  that 
■very  few  who  are  ia  it  will  ever  get  out  alive. 


My  sister's  about  the  roost  simple  of  girls 

That  ever  a  person  could  get; 
She's  not  very  old,  so  there's  time  to  improve; 

She  tsu't  quite  twenty-one  yet; 
She  had  a  new  sweetheart  she'd  known  but  two  days. 

And  he  asked  her  "  what  money  she'd  got?  "  - 
She  says  "  look  for  yourse.f."  and  she  gave  him  hei  purse. 

And  the  fellow  walked  off  with  the  lot. 

Chorus. 
But  the  poor  gal  didn't  know,  you  know; 

St:e  hadu'tneen  In  London  long; 
I'm  always  a-telling  her  she  must  wake  op, 

And  she  ouglit  to  know  right  from  wrong. 
For  any  gal  would  know  what  the  fellow  was  at. 

But  she  stood  there  and  watched  him  go. 
And  stared  like  this,  with  her  finger  in  her  mouth. 

But  the  poor  gal  didn't  know. 

Her  "  missis  "  is  careful  with  fresh  servant  gals;    - 

Once  a  week  she  insists  that  they  go 
To  church,  where  they  put  in  a  good  boar's  sleep. 

And  bacit  by  nine-twenty  or  so; 
Poor  girl  she  went  off— ns  she  didn't  come  back. 

They  searched  for  her,  such  a  hubbub. 
When',  after  two  good,  solid  hours  on  the  scout. 

They  found  her  inside  of  a  "  pub." 

Chorus. 
But  the  poor  gal  didn't  know,  you  know; 

She  hadn't  been  in  London  long; 
I'm  always  a-telling  her  she  must  wake  up. 

And  she  ought  to  know  right  from  wrong; 
For  any  girl  Aould  8eeJ>y  the  sign  outside 

'Twas  a  different  kind  of  a  show; 
Her  eyes  were  red,  and  she  did  loolc  tired. 

But  tue  poor  gal  didn't  know. 

Her  fortune  she  had  it  told  on  the  quiet 

By  a  woman  who  came  to  the  gate. 
She  told  her  slie'd  marry  a  fellow  in  bine — 

A  p'liceman  she  thought  was  her  fate. 
She  swore  she  would  find  out  which  fellow  It  was. 

So  she  started  on  Division  A; 
Her  rule  is  to  walk  out  with  two  every  week. 

And  next  week  she'll  be  right  up  to  J. 

Chorus. 
The  poor  gal  doesn't  know,  you  know; 

She  hasn't  been  iu  London  long; 
I'm  always  a-ielling  her  she  must  wake  up. 

And  she  ought  to  know  right  from  wrong. 
She  says  "  they're  the  nicest  men  iu  the  world," 

Aud  she'll  follow  where'er  they  go; 
They  never  tell  lies,  and  never  go  wrong. 

But  the  poor  gal  didn't  know. 

I  think  it  must  be  that  her  memory's  bad— 

For  one  nigbt  we  went  out  for  a  walk, 
When,  all  of  a  sudden,  a  man  gave  a  shout. 

And  soon  put  an  end  to  our  talk. 
He  said,  "  Ha!  I've  found  you  out  at  last;  have  1,  dear? 

I've  led  such  a  miserable  life; 
Oh,  come  home  at  once!  "—I  said,  "  What  do  you  meanf* 

He  said,  "  That  yonng  person's  my  wife!  " 

Chorus. 
But  the  poor  gal  didn't  know,  yon  know; 

She  hasn't  been  in  London  long; 
I'm  always  a-telling  her  she  must  wake  up. 

And  she  ought  to  know  right  from  wrong. 
"  She  must  know,  "  be  said,  "  if  we've  met  Defore; 

Tbe  marriage  lines  will  show  I  " 
So  I  said,  "  You  let  my  sister  alone,         '    -.; 

For  tbe  poor  gul  doesn't  kuowl  " 
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The  Stone  Outside  Dan  Murphy's  Door. 


Ck>p;rigbt,  1891,  by  Frank  H&rdinK. 


MARY'S    CHEEKS   ARE    ROSY. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


Th«  Word!  and  Huste  of  this  Bong  will  be  aent  to  any  addrem.  poat-iialJ,  on  receipt  of  to 

••nte;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soners  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Vvehinan,  130  f  ark 

Bow,  New  York  City,    rostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  oar  goods. 

Written  and  Compoeed  by  J.  F.  Dane. 


There'8  a  sweet  garden  epot  in  oar  memory, " 

It's  the  place  wc  were  born  and  reared; 
Tie  loiiji  years  ago  sluce  we  left  It, 

But  return  there  we  will  if  we're  snared. 
Our  friends  and  companions  of  cliilahood 

Would  asgerable  each  night,  near  a  score, 
'Round  Dan  Murphy's  shop,  and  how  often  we'va  sat 

Od  the  Btoue  that  stood  outside  liis  door. 

Chorus. 
Those  days  in  our  hearts  we  will  cherish, 

Contented,  although  we  were  poor; 
And  the  songs  that  were  sung,  in  the  days  we  were  young. 

On  the  stone  outside  Dan  Murphy's  door. 

When  our  day's  work  was  over  we'd  meet  there, 

lu  the  winter  or  spring  the  same; 
Tlie  boys  and  the  girls  nil  together. 

Then  would  join  in  some  innocent  game. 
Dan  Murphy  would  bring  down  his  fiddle. 

While  Lis  daughter  looked  after  the  store; 
The  music  did  ring,  and  sweet  songs  we  would  sing. 

On  the  stone  outside  Dan  Murphy's  door.  — C'Aoru*. 

Back  again  will  our  thoughts  often  wander 
To  ttie  scenes  of  our  chiUihood's  home. 

The  friends  and  companions  we  left  there- 
It  was  poverty  caused  us  to  roam. 

Since  then  in  this  life  we  have  prospered, 
But  now  still  in  our  liearts  we  feel  sore. 

For  memory  will  fly  to  the  days  now  gone  by, 
And  the  atone  outside  Dan  Murphy  8  doot.—  Chortu. 


Ths  Words  and  Music  of  tfais  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrees,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  (or  Oue  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \^  ehnian,  ISO  liu-k 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  easfa  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  by  Thos.  Le  Bninn.    Composed  by  0«o.  Le  Bmnn. 
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KEEP    IT   LONGER. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Chas.  D.  Blake  &  Co. 


Yonder  gate  is  the  place  where  I  every  morn  am  waiting. 
Waiting  to  meet  a  dainty  maid  (secrets  I'm  now  relating). 
If  you  should  chance  to  pass  that  way,  listen  and  you  will  hearnie 
Sing  this  about  the  girl  I  love,  wishing  that  she  were  near  uie. 

Chobus. 
Mary's  checlis  are  rosy,  Mary's  eyes  are  blue, 
Mary's  waist  is  slender,  Mary's  heart  is  true; 
Mary's  ways  are  winning,  never  cross  nor  cold; 
She's  a  nice  little,  plump  little  country  girl,  and  worth  her  weight  In  gold. 

Sometimes,  for  fun,  she  hides  away— then  as  I  creep  behind  her, 
How  she  will  start,  so  coy  and  shy,  wondering  how  I  conld  find  her; 
How  my  heart  beats  when  gloaming  falls  and  eight  o'clock  is  rineing; 
Somehow  I  can't  restrain  myself  from  iu  tier  praises  singing.— C'noru/. 

Oft  she  vows  that  she  is  annoyed,  then  she  commences  to  rate  me  ( 

If,  as  wo  pats  the  village  lads,  they  try  to  imitate  me;  r 

I  think  it  fun,  and  lightly  laugh,  while  thcv  in  sport  displease  her;  S 

All  down  the  street  my  words  ihey  sing,  while  1  join  lu  to  tease  her.  — CAoriM.  I 


TRUE     TO    JACK 

.    Copyright,  1891.  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Mnslc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addren,  post-paid,  un  receipt  of  U 
V         cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  8(iiig8  fur  cine  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  weliinan.  130  Park 
Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Conipoeed  by  Wm.  B.  Glenroy. 


''  '.  :    ■'■■ 


I  Started  in  to  write  a  song,  but  no  title  had  I  for  it. 

And  Mien  I  thought  it  was  no  use,  and  would  not  make  a  hit: 

1  was  Just  about  to  tear  it  up  and  throw  the  scrape  away. 

When  something  seemed  to  change  my  mind,  a  thought  struck  me  to  sajr; 

I  guess  I'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know,  .  . 

I  guess  I'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know. 
For,  although  I  do  not  need  it  now, 
I  may  find  use  for  it  somehow. 
And  I  guess  I'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know. 

Ton'll  notice,  as  I  sing  this  song,  a  hoarseness  in  my  throat; 
I've  got  an  awful  cold,  for  I  have  got  no  overcoat; 
The  one  I  had  is  up  in  pawn— I  hope  to  get  it  soon- 
The  broker  now  has  had  it  ever  since  the  first  of  June. 
I  guess  he'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know, 
I  guess  he'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know. 
For  of  all  the  money  I  can  earn. 
To  treat  my  friends  the  most  will  turn, 
So  I  guess  he'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know. 

Tlic  great  prize-flght  is  over  now,  and  I  think  the  best  man  won. 
Juhn  L.  went  there  to  stand  and  fight,  Kilrain  went  there  to  run; 
At  last  poor  Jake  was  tired  out,  ana  to  the  ground  was  hurled. 
While  the  Boston  boy  retained  his  name,  the  "Champion  of  the  World." 
I  guess  he'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know, 
1  guess  hell  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know; 
Against  all  men  from  everywhere. 
He's  won  the  title  fair  and  square, 
And  I  guess  he'll  keep  It  longer,  don't  yer  know,  • 

The  ba«ie-ball  craze  is  at  an  end,  each  had  a  favorite  nine. 
Both  East  au<l  West  and  North  and  South,  and  some  of  them  were  fine; 
Some  people  thought  the  Boston  Club  of  the  pennant  had  a  loan. 
But  New  York  won  the  great  league  race  and  brought  the  pennant  home. 
And  I  guess  they'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know, 
I  guess  they'll  keep  it  longer,  don't  yer  know; 
How  C'^cago  folks  did  Doast  and  brag. 
But  the  I^ew  York  Club  has  got  that  flag. 
And  I  guess  they'll  keep  it  longer,  dou'i  yer  know. 

I  was  married  to  a  nice  yonng  girl  abont  a  year  ago; 
I  thought  she  was  the  sweetest  lass  that  one  could  wish  to  know. 
But  she  skipped  off  with  another  chap  while  nt  my  work  away. 
And  the  rascal's  had  her  ever  since  two  weeks  ago  to-day, 

'  And  I  guess  he'll  keep  her  longer,  don't  yer  know, 
I  guess  he'll  keep  her  longer,  don't  yer  know; 
■*    .  The  girl  Is  handt>ome,  strong  and  fat, 

.      '     What  more  can  a  fellow  want  than  that? 

I  suppose  he'll  keep  her  longer,  don't  yer  know. 

[  ^~  The  above  eons  ivaii  piiblinhed  by  na  under  the  title 
of  '*!  Gneaa  I'll  Keep  It  Longer,  Don't  Yer  Know"  lu 
onr  Sons  Collection  No.  32,  erroneoualjr  sIvIuk  credit  to 
Al.  IVIartz  aa  the  author  of  same,  nrhlch  should  have  been 
titled  and  credited  aa  above,  vls.t  '*Keep  It  Loneer.'* 
Written  and  Conapoaed  by  M'nk.  B.  Glenroy.— ED.] 


The  Words  and  Musle  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  poHt-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  10  f 
c»nts:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soniirs  for  Uiie  Dollai',  by  M.  J.  Wehinau,  ISO  Park 
Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  uasli  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  by  Lindsay  Lennox.    Composed  by  Theo.  Bonheur. 

He  sailed  away  a  year  to-day,  across  the  ocean  bine—  ;,■»'■ 

Upon  the  quay  he  vowed  that  be  would  be  forever  true. 

Would  be  forever  irue. 
At  duty's  call,  whate'er  befall,  the  tar  must  sail  the  foam. 
But  love  will  guide  him  o'er  the  tide  when  Jack  comes  sailing  home. 

Merrily  Jack  is  sailing,  sailing  across  the  foam, 

Longing  to  meet  the  true  iass  who  waits  for  him  at  home; 

Her  love  will  be  a  beacon  to  guide  him  safely  back; 

At  night  and  day  for  him  she'll  pray— her  heart  is  true  to  Jackl 

Far  out  at  sea  is  flying  free  a  ship  with  spreading  sail ; 

She  cleaves  her  way  towards  the  bay,  the  harbor  soon  she'll  hail. 

The  harbor  soon  slie'll  hail. 
And  then  ashore  they'll  meet  once  more,  the  lad  and  lassie  true. 
When  love  has  brought  hiui  safe  to  port  across  tiie  ocean  blue. 

Merilly  Jack  Is  sailing,  sailing  across  the  foam,  ' 

Longing  to  meet  the  true  lass  who  waits  for  him  at  home. 
Her  love  will  be  a  beacon  to  guide  him  safely  back; 
At  night  and  day  for  him  slie'll  pray— her  heart  is  true  X/^  Jack, 

Her  heart  is  true  to  Jack!  -  .. 


THE    FUNNY    MAN. 

By  James  Ciirran.     Composed  and  Sung  by  T.  E.  Dunrille. 


The  WordK  and  Music  of  tills  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poxtHpald,  on  receipt  of  M 

centMi  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Uiie  Dollnr,  by  H.  J.  wehinan,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stnmps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda 


Last  summer,  next  winter,  the  year  before  last, 

A  man  with  a  hammer  sat  breaking  his  fast; 

Some  cast-iron  cheese-cakes  he  tried  hard  to  eat. 

But  they  fell  down  and  broke  all  the  corns  off  his  feet. 

Chobus. 
He  laughed;  he  cried,  hal  hal  ha!  ha! 
He  lived  till  he  died;  such  a  very  fiiuny  man  was  he. 

He  sent  for  a  doctor  and  stated  his  case, 
The  hot  tears  from  his  eyes  burnt  a  hole  in  his  face. 
But  he  filled  np  the  iiole  with  some  sawdust  and  tar. 
And  then  with  a  cricket-match  lit  his  cigar.— CAoru*. 

The  doctor  advised  him  to  keep  within  doors. 
So  to  keep  out  the  cold  he  filled  up  ail  his  pores; 
Then  he  poulticed  his  feet  with  some  RiiHcian  shellac. 
Which  drew  ail  his  hair  down  the  neck  of  his  back.— C'AortM. 

He  wasted  away,  and  at  last  grew  so  thin 

That  oue  morning  his  eyebrows  fell  down  to  his  chin; 

The  blood  left  his  veins,  and  he  lost  all  his  flesh. 

Then  he  watered  his  wtiiskers  to  make  'em  look  fresh.— CAotim. 


One  night  he  got  np  and  a  candle  he  lit, 
Tlicn  he  seized  his  revolver  uud  soon  loaded  it. 
"  I'll  stand  this  no  longer,"  he  savagely  said. 
Then  be  blew  out  his— caudle  aud  went  back  to  bed. 


■Chortu. 


— A  Scranton  mother,  whose  son  had  a  toothache,  took  him  to  a 
faith-healer.  "Look  me  in  the  eyes,"  said  the  doctor,  fixing  a 
fasciuatiug  gaze  on  the  weeping  3'outh,  "  Now  your  toothache  has 
entirely  disappeared.  You  haven't  a  bit  of  toothache  about  you." 
"  You  lie!  1  have,"  yelled  the  boy  with  a  fresh  howl.  The  mother 
then  took  him  to  a  dentist. 


iMiii 
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STROLLING    WITH    NORA. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  W.  F.  Shaw. 

The  Worda  and  Muxlo  of  this  Song  wlU  be  Heiit  to  any  adilress,  po«^paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cenCBi  or  thia  and  any  two  other  Soni^  for  One  Uollar,  by  H.  J.  \vehinaii,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postac^e  Sianipii  taken  luiiiie  us  cuxli  for  all  our  good*. 


Words  and  JIusic  by  AVolter  Tilbury. 


\i 


"■A 


I  have  a  Bwcetheart,  Nora's  lier  name, 

I  love  her  dearly,  she  loves  me  the  same; 

And  in  the  twilight,  when  day  it  is  u'ur, 

I  meet  my  Nora  at  her  cotta^'e  door. 

The  uigbtiiigale  siage,  aod  the  stars  they  shine  bright, 

The  moon  liglit«  the  way  with  Iter  pule  silver  light; 

And  I  am  certain  there's  no  one  can  know 

What  rapture  I  feel  m  each  eveniuK  I  go. 

Chorus. 

Strollint;  with  Nora,  stealing  one  little  kiss. 
With  my  arm  around  her,  isn't  it  truly  bliee? 
Dear  little  Nora,  wlien  she's  by  my  side. 
We  love  to  spoon  by  the  light  of  the  moon,  and  soon  sheMI  be  my  bride. 

The  lads  of  the  village,  they  all  seem  to  frown 

When  they  see  Nora  with  me  iu  the  town; 

For,  as  their  beauty,  she  reigns  supreme, 

Swe«t  little  Nora,  my  own,  my  queen. 

No  iewel  on  this  earth  could  ever  compare 

With  my  Nora's  l)eauty,  so  rich  and  so  rare; 

How  happy  I  feel  there  is  no  tongue  can  tell. 

As  each  evening  I  go  over  hill  and  o'er  dell.— CAori/«. 

Her  parents  consented,  they  could  not  decline, 

So  we're  to  be  married  next  Sunday  at  nine. 

At  the  old-fashioned,  rustic  church  in  the  lane. 

Where  my  little  Nora  will  then  change  her  name. 

I've  bought  a  small  cottage,  so  simple  and  neat, 

It's  close  to  the  spot  where  we  both  used  to  meet; 

And  when  we  are  married  there's  one  thing  I  know, 

Aa  each  evening  comes  'round,  I  am  certain  to  go.— Choru$. 


The  East  and  West  Side  of  Town. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francin,  Day  &  Hunter. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thla  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresM.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  thi5  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  webman.ISO  lirlc 

icon'.  New  York  City.    Pogtage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  by  Norton  Atkins.    Composed  by  Felix  McGIennon. 


The  Euet  side  and  the  West  side  have  their  manners  and  their  fashion— 
We'll  lake  a  little  glance  at  each  as  through  the  town  we  dash  on. 
Up  there's  a  restaurant  high-toned,  where  swells  flock  in  to  dinner. 
And  here's  a  hush-house  where  you'll  find  the  bill-of-fare  much  thinner. 

R£rRAi;<. 

"  Aw,  waita!.,  bv.-ipg  some  sherwy  here!  "  that's  West  side. 
Young  feller  give  us  schooner  beer;  "  that's  East  side. 
Nice  quail  on  toast  before  tlie  guest  they  place  when  one  dines  in  the  West. 
Witn  pork  and  beans  they  change  the  scenes  down  East  aide. 

The  contrast,  too,  In  making  love  is  likewise  very  funny. 

For  one  goes  in  for  honest  worth,  the  other  oft  for  money; 

The  ctylish  fellow  takes  his  girl  out  riding  in  his  carriage, 

The  other  down  the  Bowery  strolls  and  talks  of  love  and  marriage. 

Refrain. 
"  Wilt  thou  be  mine,  sweet  little  dove!  "  that's  West  side. 

"Conie  long,  git  hitched!  I'm  deud  in  love!  "  that's  East  side. 
An.l  when  to  serenade  they  go,  '•Oh.  she's  my  sweetheart,  I'm  her  beuu!  " 

And  ••  She's  My  Annie,  I'm  Her  Joe!  "  that  s  East  side. 

Then  glance  within  a  ball-room,  see,  the  West  side  couples  stately. 
With  white  kid-gloves  and  silks  and  diamonds,  seated  'round  sedately; 
Then  view  the  girls  in  calico,  their  eyes  with  plt-Ht<ure  glancing, 
Wlio  drop  into  some  East  side  hall  just  ripe  for  fun  and  danciugl 

Refkain. 

"Oil,  may  I  waltz,  fair  one,  with  thee!  "  thaf«  West  side. 

"  Ki-icli  on,  Kate,  come  along  wid  me!  "  that's  East  side. 

Then  in  the  dreamy  waltz  they  swing,  and  happy  as  a  queen  or  king; 

Oh,  jiijs  and  break-downs  arc  the  things  down  East  side. 

In  matters  that  belong  to  dress  the  contrast  is  quite  glaring- 
One  trots  around— a  tailor's  sign,  the  latest  fashions  wearing; 
The  other,  oft  without  a  coat,  and  hat  on  one  side  tilted. 
Walks  with  an  easy  swagger  in  a  suit  that's  budly  wilted. 

Refrai.v. 

"Excuse  me,  sir,  beg  pardon  pway!  "  that's  West  cide. 

"ril  do  yer  up!  What  d'yer  say?  "  that's  liast  side. 

Champagne  they  sip,  and  wines  the  best,  just  over  in  the  side  called  West; 

They  rush  the  growler— like  that  best— down  East  side. 


I 


I 


—The  01(1  Story.— Smith  to  Hunter  (who  recently  entered  into 
tbe  Ihinds  of  wedlock):  •'  Well,  old  Ijoy,  how  do  you  like  it  since 
you  joined  tlie  'Royal  Henpecked  Club? '"  Hunter:  "  Well,  old 
fellow,  marriajje  has  its  joys,  l)Ut  then  there  are  drawbacks,  you 
see."     Snaith:  "  That's  so,  but  1  liope  you  are  quite  suited  to  each 

I  other."  Hunter:  '*  Why,  certainly,  I  worship  the  ground — which 
is  coming  to  her  from  her  fatiier,  and  the  sooner  the  old  man  turns 

I  it  over  to  her  the  better."— OjwaAa  World. 


THE  MINER'S  DREAM  OP  HOME. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 

The  Words  and  Uutic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,post-pald,on  receipt  of  M 

cunta:  or  thia  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,130Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sanieas  casli  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  Oompoeed  by  Will  Goodwin  and  Leo  Drydeu. 

It  is  ten  weary  years  since  I  left  Ireland's  shore. 

In  a  far  distant  country  to  roam; 
How  1  long  to  return  to  my  own  native  land,  .  ' 

To  my  friends  and  the  old  folks  at  home. 
Last  night,  as  I  slumbered,  I  had  a  strange  dream, 

One  that  seemed  to  bring  distant  friends  near; 
I  dreamt  of  old  England,  the  land  of  my  birth, 
To  the  heart  of  her  sons  ever  dear. 

Rkfrain. 
I  saw  the  old  homestead  and  faces  I  love;  I  saw  England's  valleys  and  dells; 
I  listened  with  joy,  as  I  did  when  a  boy,  to  tlie  sound  of  the  old  village  bells; 
The  log  was  burning  brightly— 'twas  a  night  that  »l)ould  banish  all  sin. 
For  the  l)ellB  were  ringing  the  old  year  out  and  the  new  year  iu. 

While  tbe  joyous  bells  rang,  swift  I  wended  my  way 

To  the  cot  where  I  lived  when  a  boy; 
And  I  looked  iu  the  window,  yes,  there,  by  the  fire, 

8at  my  parents-  my  heart  fliled  with  joy. 
The  tears  trickled  fast  down  my  bronzed,  furrowed  cheeks. 

As  I  gazed  on  my  mother  so  dear; 
I  knew  iu  my  heart  she  was  raising  a  prayer 
For  the  boy  whom  she  dreamt  not  was  ueat.—Ji^rain. 

At  the  door  of  the  cottage  we  met  face  to  fuce, 
'Twaa  the  first  time  for  ten  weary  years; 

Soon  the  past  was  forgotten — we  stood  hand  in  hand- 
Father,  mother,  and  wanderer  iu  tearx. 

Once  more  in  the  flre-place  the  oak  log  Ixirus  bright. 
And  I  nromiseil  no  more  would  I  roam; 

As  I  Bit  in  the  old  vacant  chair  by  the  hearth. 
And  I  aiug  the  dear  song  "  Home,  Sweet  Home." — B^rain. 


CONNEMARA; 

—  OR  t  - 

Leave  Your  Boots  on  the  Mat. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Francis,  Day  <fc  Hunter.  . 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Souk  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  M 

centSL  or  this  and  any  two  other  Suiiks  tor  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.lSO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  forall  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  E.  W.  Rogers. 


Paddy  Gill,  without  warning,  one  morning  was  wedded 
To  Bridget  McCoy,  whose  pupa  was  long  lieaded. 
Miss  Uridget,  'twas  funny,  sweet  honey,  liud  money. 
So  Paddy  says,  "  We'll  have  a  spree,  none  the  lesa."*' 

To  friends  and  relations,  all  stations,  this  joker 
Wrote  out  Invitations  on  brown  paper-note. 

He  sealed  them  all  down  with  the  end  of  a  poker— 
"Come  to  our  house-wurming  next  Monday,"  he  wrote. 
The  whole  house  was  sand-papered  and  8cra|>cred,  be  jabers; 

Upliolstered  and  drapered,  as  you  will  all  guess; 
And  for  fear  that  the  floor  would  be  spoilt  by  the  neighbors. 

Fat  put  at  the  foot  of  each  note  this  P.  S. 

Chords. 
Leave  your  boota  oo  the  mat,  with  your  overcoat  and  tiat 

In  the  care  of  Mick  O'llara; 
For  the  party,  do  you  mind,  is  the  finest  of  the  kind 

That  ever  yet  was  known  in  Counemara. 

All  the  telegraph-clerks  soon  were  wiring  and  tiring; 
The  postmen  like  watering  pots  were  perspiring; 
From  Friday  to  Sunday  'twas  nothing  but  Monday 
That  fliled  up  each  hour  of  chatter  and  jest; 

Then  to  the  house-warming  came  swarming  and  laughing 
And  storming  the  whole  of  the  country,  Itedad; 

All  knocking  and  ringing  and  singing  and  cliafling. 
To  think  of  the  fun  that  would  shortly  lie  had; 
And  for  fear  tbe  house-warming  got  cooling,  Tim  Doolln 

Brought  'round  his  shillelagh,  and  eo  did  the  rest; 
And,  outside,  they  were  twirling  and  whirling  and  fooling. 

While  they  were  fulfllliug  Pal's  modest  request.  — CAortM. 

In  they  tumbled— some  grumbled  at  such  a  big  squeezing. 
'I'he  bride,  how  she  bridled  and  sidled  displeasing 
When  some  one,  provoking  and  joking,  fun  poking,  said, 
"Am  I  to  leave  my  false  teeth  at  the  door?" 

Pat  ladled  out  whiskey  so  frisky,  and  filling 
Each  guest  rather  risky,  partook  of  the  cake; 

The  cake  was  home-made— I'm  afraid  it  was  killlDg; 
It  gave  everybody  a  bi^  stomach-ache. 
While  dancing  entrancing  and  L'lancing  and  flirting. 

Some  boy  broke  the  glasses,  which  fell  on  the  floor; 
And  the  glass,  penetrating  their  feet,  was  most  hurting. 

And  all  through  Pat  OilT's  silly  order,  och,  oan.—  Cnontt. 

With  a  terrible  rush  and  a  crush  they  were  flying 
To  Micky  O'llara— for  boots  they  were  crying; 
But,  oh,  with  a  stare,  every  one  began  sigliiug— 
Some  thief  of  the  world  had  stole  all  the  whole  lot. 

A  peddler,  tlie  meddler,  liad  taken  and  pawned  them 
While  they  iu  the  parlor  were  dancing  with  glee. 

By  this  and  by  that  they  said  Pat  should  have  warned  them; 
Then  came  a  bouse-wariuiiig  remarkably; 
They  warmed  Paddy— hb«  brother,  another,  each  other,        ' 

Walked  home  in  the  morn  all  barefooted  and  hot. 
But  to-day,  though  they  say  that  their  woes  they  can  smother. 

The  following  strain  they  have  never  forgot;— C7Aon«. 
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Words  by  Edgar  Smith.    Music  by  Gustave  Kerker. 

A  maiden  ely,  I  wink  ray  eye  at  every  nice  young  man, 
And  then  wlien  he  winlvs  back  at  me,  I  blueh  behind  my  fan- 
If  he's  a  noodle,  with  lota  of  boodle,  I  always  catcii  him  if  I  can- 
But  if  he's  cold,  blase,  or  old,  and  proof  against  deceit,  ' 

1  then,  with  grace,  my  skirts  displace,  and  trip  across  the  street; 
For  men,  you  know,  are  never  slow  to  notice  that  an  ankle's  neat. 
Perhaps  you  may  think  me  a  coquette  and  a  flirt, 
A  giddy  young  thing,  who's  inclined  to  be  pert. 

Refrain. 
I  may  be  this,  I  may  be  that,  but  I'm  a  very  peculiar  case. 
I  may  be  this,  I  may  be  that,  still  I'm  a  fav'rlle  in  the  race. 

I'm  so  demure  that  I  am  sore  you'd  think  me  mamma's  pet, 
:    ,      An  augel  child,  so  meek  and  mild,  with  wings  not  sprouted  yet. 

Bat  I  must  own  that  I've  been  known  to  smoke  a  whole  big  cigarette 
To  church  I  ro  on  Sunday,  so,  with  my  modest  air. 
But  always  try  to  keep  an  eye  on  what  the  Indies  wear; 
My  rapid  ways  on  other  days  I  think  are  neither  here  nor  there. 
Perhaps  you  may  call  me  a  flirt  and  a  cheat. 

And  Other  hard  names  not  polite  to  repeat.— .ff^roin. 


1 


V 


t 


Parody  on;  .  ""^ 

With  All  Her  Faidts,  I  Love  Her  StiU. 
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In  a  boarding-house  there  dwells  a  cook, 
And  by  this  cook  I  have  been  shook; 
She's  greasy,  fat,  and  somewhat  tall; 
Her  nose  is  flat,  she  thinks  she  knows  it  all. 
She  nsed  to  cook  nice  steaks  for  me. 
And  big  plum-puddings  every  night  for  tea. 
And  now,  alas,  my  dream  of  love  is  o'er— 
She's  stuck  on  a  cook,  a  cook,  a  cook  that  cooks  next  door. 

Chorus. 
But  with  all  her  faults,  I  love  her  still ; 
Her  clothes  don't  fit  her,  and  they  never  will; 
She's  full  of  corns  and  bunions,  green  corn  and  onions. 
But  with  all  her  banions,  I  love  her  still. 

We  had  cold  suspenders  last  night  for  tea. 
And  the  buckles  came  near  strangling  me; 
She  cooked  a  pair  of  trousers  and  said  it  was  mutton, 
She  never  slopped  to  cut  away  the  buttons. 
The  napkins  they  have  faded,  gone — 
She's  put  the  dishes  and  stove  in  pawn;  : 

I  eat  pig's  feet  and  prayed  for  more, 
While  she  has  a  picnic  with  his  cooks,  his  cooks  that  cooks  next  door. 

Cborub. 
With  all  her  faults,  I  love  her  still; 
Her  hair  is  false,  her  teeth  are  filled; 
She's  mashed  on  Snapper  Garrison  and  Ben  Harrison, 
But  with  all  her  faults,  I  love  her  still. 
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Close  beside  a  policy-shop  dwells  a  maid  of  eighteen; 

Her  right,  name  it  is  Mag  McGee,  but  Ihcy  call  her  Mary  Green; 

She  can  write  the  slips  and  give  you  some  tips  on  playing  a  gig  or  two; 

She  could  pull  your  leg  all  out  of  joint.,  and  say  that  she  loves  yon. 

On  Monday  she  goes  to  the  *'  Hock,"  on  Tuesday  to  a  wake. 

On  Wednesday  sne  goes  to  the  church— she  goes  there  for  a  fake. 

She  thinks  she  is  out  of  sight,  and  dresses  liae  a  queen; 

The  boys  know  well  thhs  cross-eyed  belle,  and  call  her  Mary  Green. 

Chorus. 

Mary,  a  tall  little  fairy  is  Mary  Green; 
Her  right  age  is  forty-six,  but  she  says  she's  eighteen. 
All  the  fellows  are  onto  this  mixed-ale  queen — 
Mary,  O  Mary,  a  chippie  canary  is  Mary  Green. 

What  a  change  has  come  abont— she  changed  her  socks  last  week; 
She  w-ants  to  join  a  burlesque  show,  or  be  a  museum  freak. 
I  think  she  ought  to  stay  at  home,  tnan  travel  on  her  gall. 
For  the  only  thing  that  she  can  do  is  to  rush  the  can  in  the  hall. 
A  gent  around  the  neighborhood— for  short  they  call  him  crutch- 
He  swears  that  he  wilinever  work— he  loves  to  work  so  much. 
He  is  sick  and  tired  of  single  life;  he's  dead  stuck  on  this  queen; 
He  thinks  he'll  take  a  furnished  room  and  marry  Mary  Green. 

;  ''.      ,  .'  -^'-'V;'.-;:-    •\".,'        CH0BU«»-  '  '    '- 

Mary,  oh,  Cmtcb  and  his  Mary,  oh,  soon  they'll  be  one; 

His  mother  she  will  kick  np  a  rumpus  for  taking  her  lovely  son. 

Dickey  Say  and  Hop  Along^ Peter  and  Billy,  the  free  lunch  fiend. 

Win  be  at  the  wedding  of  Crutch  ailfl  his  Mary,  who  is  now  Mary  Green. 
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I  went  one  night  for  to  see  tlie  sighta 
•  In  a  dime  museum  by  electric  light. 
Bo  I  juni()ed  on  a  car  and  quick  did  go 
Wit'i  my  Sunday  girl  to  this  side-show. 
It  cost  ten  centa  to  get  in  this  place, 
But  they'll  rob  you  before  your  face. 
I  had  lots  Of  money  when  I  went  In; 
When  I  got  out  1  had  no  tin. 
I  saw  an  elephant  and  a  coon, 
A  great  big  snake  and  a  big  baloon; 
There  were  whales  and  eels  and  a  long  sword-flah 
That  swam  in  water  in  a  big  glass  disTi; 
And  there  were  cow-boys,  wiki  and  rough. 
From  New  York  City  and  Council  Bluflts; 
A  man  had  rocks  broke  on  his  head — 
If  he  had  any  brains  it'd  killed  him  dead. 

There  was  a  man  from  Boston,  Mass., 

Who  ate  nothing  but  broken  glass; 

He  washed  it  down  with  common  soap. 

And  I  hope  some  day  that  gent  will  choke. 

There  was  a  freak  stuck  full  of  pina, 

A  man  that  walked  on  red-hot  tin, 

A  Circassian  that  had  no  meat 

Upon  Iter  shins,  but,  oh,  what  feetl 

I  turned  around,  acd,  holy  smoke. 

There  was  a  man  with  a  broken  throat; 

He  bad  his  face  all  barneBsed  u|) 

Like  an  old  car-horse  to  a  four-wheeled  truck; 

There  was  a  tattooed  man,  half-dressed. 

In  his  bare  skin— lie  wore  no  vest; 

A  man  they  claim  was  ossified. 

But  I  think  they  told  a  dam  big  lie. 

There  was  a  young  girl,  fair  and  fat; 

She  weighed  five-hundred,  think  of  that; 

She  bad  an  arm  like  a  big  wash-tub. 

And  a  face  on  her  like  an  English  pug;  ]~ 

A  beautiful  beard  this  maid  did  grow. 

Through  which  the  wind  did  softly  blow. 

Ten  cents  to  her  I  quickly  gave. 

And  said,  "  For  heaven's  sake,  go  get  shavad.*^ 

I  hope  she  did,  but  what  do  you  think— 

The  minute  that  I  showed  my  chink, 

It  seemed  as  if  I  was  fenced  in 

With  highway  robbers  and  confidence  uicu. 

I  got  weighed  at  the  candy-stand, 

Bought  pictures  of  the  legless  mau ; 

It  cost  me  ten  to  expand  my  luiigs 

And  blow  on  a  pipe  like  a  son-of-a-guii. 

Then  everybody  started  to  go 

Down  stairs,  where  they  gave  a  show. 

But  when  I  got  down  to  the  gate 

I  had  no  ticket  for  the  man  to  take. 

He  said  go  over  *n  that  rnan 

With  a  bunch  of  paste-boards  in  his  hand ; 

I  gave  him  a  dollar  and  got  no  change. 

But  1  got  down  stairs  all  the  same; 

I  was  too  cute,  you  can  bet  your  life; 

I  saw  the  show— it  was  out  of  siglit. 

There  were  serio-comics  old  anu  tough,    '. 

That  handled  ballads  very  rough. 

The  old  stock  actress  closed  the  show 

With  a  drama  laid  lu  Ohio; 

I  counted  forty  men  she  killed— 

What  a  lot  of  blood  that  woman  spilled. 

When  the  show  was  out  my  brain  did  whirl; 

In  the  crowd  I  lost  my  Sunday  girl. 

My  pocket-book,  my  watch  and  chain. 

My  common  sense — now  I'm  insane. 

And  every  night  iu  my  back  yard 

I  have  the  horrors  good  and  hard; 

I've  lost  my  girl,  but  I  don't  care; 

I've  still  got  left  an  old  nightmare; 

And  I  can't  sleep  and  I  can't  eat: 

My  flesh  does  creep— I'm  a  dead-beat. 

On  every  street  I  see  a  freak 

That  makes  me  sneak  for  some  retreat. 

Where  I  can  quickly  drown  iu  drink 

The  thoughts  that  every  time  I  think 

Qr  ^  .     »-rible  sights  I  saw  that  night 

' .;  t  li'.uc  .■   ."""11  by  ''iTtric  light. 
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Yes,  let  me  like  a  soldier  fall  upon  some  open  plain 
This  breast  expanding  for  the  ball,  to  blot  out  every  stain- 
Brave,  manly  hearts  confer  my  doom,  that  gentler  ones  may  tell. 
Howeer  forgot,  unknown  my  tomb,  I  like  a  soldier  fell. 

I  onlvask  of  that  proud  race,  which  ends  its  blare  in  me 

To  dlethe  last  and  not  disgrace  its  ancient  chivalry 

Thougi  o'er  my  clay  no  banner  wave,  nor  trumpet  reouienu  swell 

Knougi  they  murmur  o'er  my  grave :  "  He  like  a  soldier  fell  I " 
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MR    MURPHY'S    WILL. 

A»  rw;lt«d  by  WilUu  VVUdwar*. 
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Mr.  Pat  Murphy  lay  on  bis  death-bed, 

Hi.  Mike  Flaherty  sat  by  hie  head, 

TryiuK  to  write  the  last  words  that  were  said. 

"Mickey,"  groaned  Patrlclt,  "Oi've  told  ye  moi  will, 

Beku»e  I  niude  strength  for  the  lasht  cody-cll. 

Now  thill,"  estiaiuied  Patrick,  revived,  "  aa  mol  frlnd, 

I  lave  ye  tin  dollari  in  cash  ye  must  sphind 

Ou  the  luds  who  moi  funeral  sure  will  attind." 

Ah,  Paddy,  me  darliut,"  said  Michael,  with  pride, 

"  To  a  fault  ye  are  i;iueruus-hearted  inside — 

Begorrah,  the  lads  won't  be  missiu'  the  ride. 

But,  Murphy,  plase  tell  me  at  wuust,  if  ve  will. 

Whin  shall  we  be  sphiudiu'  tlie  lasht  codv-cil— 

Golu'  or  coiiiiu'?  "  "  Whist,  Mickey,  be  still 

While  Oi'm  thiukiu',"  »aid  Patrick,  a-scratchlug  hit  chin, 

"To  ephind  It  widout  me  that  would  be  a  siu— 

Moike,  sphind  it  a-goin'— OiUl  be  wid  ye  thiu." 
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THE     "WOLF     AT     THE     DOOR. 


OopyrlKhtad. 
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By  Joseph  P.  Skelly.         :    '.:,   ' 

Why  fhould  we  live  as  strangers,  aud  clierlsh  our  pride  and  palnf 
Speak  but  a  word  of  kindness,  aud  we  shall  be  friends  aijain; 
Tniiik  of  the  davs  so  bright,  love,  that  brighter  still  would  be; 
Thluk  of  our  old  delight,  love,  when  your  heart  was  all  for  me. 

Chorus. 

Why  should  we  live  as  strangers,  aud  cherish  our  pride  and  palaf 
Speak  but  a  word  of  kiuJuess,  and  we  shall  be  friends  Hgaio: 
Speuk  but  a  word  of  kiuducss,  and  we  shall  be  friends  again. 

Why  should  the  spell  be  broken  that  left  us  from  sorrow  free? 

Gladness  is  love's  best  token,  forever,  with  you  and  me; 

Say  that  your  pride  is  d^lug,  forgive  and  forget  the  past; 

Hear  me  aud  heed  my  sighing,  let  this  parting  be  the  ltitH.  —  Cfioru0. 

Ever  my  heart  Is  pining  to  whisper  its  love  to  thee; 

Augels  of  peace,  coiiibiuiug,  arc  singing  Its  fondest  plea. 

Thluk  of  uiy  pain  aud  weeping,  aud  the  hopes  that  still  remain: 

Say  that  thy  love's  but  sleepiug,  aud  will  wake  for  me  again.  — C'^rM. 
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"Mamma,  look  out  at  the  beautiful  snow; 
Hark!  bow  the  merciless  cold  winds  blow;         , 
See  how  the  streets  are  all  mantled  in  white. 
What!  ore  you  thinkiug  of  papa  to-night? 
Wuy  are  you  weepiug  so  silent  aud  sad? 
I  know  papa's  gone,  but  can't  I  make  you  glad? 
Come  kiss  me,  mamma,  aud  dou't  weep  no  more." 
Hush!  listen,  my  child,  there's  a  wolf  at  the  door. 

Chorus. 

Pity  the  fatherless  child- ere  It  dies. 
Pity  the  widow  with  tears  in  her  eyes; 
Go  help  the  homeless,  the  friendless  and  poor- 
Do  all  you  can— drive  the  wolf  from  the  door. 

"Mamma,  don't  weep;  see  me  kneel  at  your  feet; 

I  know  you  are  cold,  and  we've  nothing  to  eat; 

I'm  weary  and  foot-sore;  I've  gone  out  aud  tried 

So  hard  to  beg  something,  but  I've  l)eeu  denied;  , 

Oh!  why  do  you  tremble,  you've  nothing  to  fear. 

The  fire's  gone  out,  and  'lis  very  cold  here. 

Put  your  head  on  my  lap,  you  can  sleep  on  the  floor." 

No,  child,  there's  no  sleep,  there's  a  wolf  at  the  door.— Chf/t"» 

"Mamma,  God  bless  you,  cheer  up  all  you  can; 
Some  day  I  may  be  a  good,  honest  man; 
But  while  1  am  nothing  as  yet  but  a  boy. 
Please  let  me  siieak  to  your  breaking  heart  joy; 

?n. -...«!.  jyajAk  iy  dt-ad,  there  is  one  left  us  still— 
'rieuds  may  forsake  uo,  hut  God  never  will- 
Come,  let's  go  to  sleep,  "  and  tucir  trouDles  were  o'er. 
And  the  verdict  was  "dead,"  found  a  wolf  at  the  door. —  Chnru. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Touy  Farrell.    Arranged  by  Win.  Loraliie. 


In  a  pretty  little  cottage  way  out  In  Summerville, 

A  friend  of  miue  he  owns  a  little  farm. 
And  I  kliow  that  he's  quite  bappy  with  children  by  his  side. 

And  an  income  that  will  keep  him  from  all  harm, 
lie  has  a  little  garden,  where  pretty  flowers  grow; 
Ue  styles  them  the  shamrock,  the  thistle  and  the  rose. 
And  this  dear  old  friend  he  asked  me  if  I  thought  they  could  be  foes. 
Those  euiOleimt  of  the  tliree  united  nations. 

Cborcb. 
Why  shonld  they  be  rivals?  Why  ehoald  they  be  foes? 
Why  despise  the  tree  for  the  fruit  that  it  grows? 
What  difference  is  there  in  the  shamrock,  thistle,  or  the  rose. 
Those  emblems  of  the  three  united  uatious? 

I'liofle  sweet,  contented  flowers  in  that  pretty  little  house. 

My  inlud  upon  one  thing  I'll  ne'er  forget. 
They  remind  me  of  the  fable  of  the  lion  aud  the  mouse, 

When  the  mouse  he  freed  the  lion  from  the  net. 
I  thought  the  mouse  the  shamrock,  the  lion  was  the  rose. 
The  net  was  bonny  Scotland  that's  been  shattered  by  her  foes. 
But  the  lion  he's  forgot  to  pay  the  mouse  the  debt  he  owes, 
And  that  refers  to  these  united  uatiou».  —  C/tori«. 


CLEVELAND'S    BABY    GIR] 


TAKE    A 


Parody  on: 

DAY    OFF,    MARY    ANN. 


Copyrighted. 


Csed  by  pei  nilsflon.    The  music  set  to  these  words  to  puiilisl 
Oliver  Uilwm  Company,  Boston. 


By  JohmUe  Moore,  the  Humorist. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  re 
cants,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Bunirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \V«hniaii/T3 
Kow,  New  York  City.    I'usiage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  51 


Written  and  sung  by  Charles  M.  EiTicst.  1. 

Ton've  heard  the  song  of  "  Pcek-a-boo"  and  '  Papa's  Baby  Boy,' 
But  I  have  here  another  that  will  fill  your  hearts  with  iuy; 
The  news  has  just  been  spread  about  all  countries  iii  the  world 
That  Cleveland  is  the  father  of  a  bouncing  baby  girl. 
The  paragorlc  bottle  now  will  always  be  In  sight. 
And  pupa  he'll  step  ou  the  tack  when  he  walks  the  floor  at  night 
In  the  year  ISO".?,  you  bet,  shell  make  things  whirl. 
Baby  McKee  will  then  give  way  to  Cleveland's  baby  girl. 

Chorus. 
Cleveland's  little  baby,  Cleveland's  baby  girl. 
She's  the  '^-mocratic  le.ider,  ai.d  her  flag  wo  will  unfurl 
\l»>--  -^-"t  "»  vote*- ••■'•'Vr.ow  ■•lie*  she  can ''o. 

^  " •■    ■    *■;*,■;  1-  vt  /  ;.t  ti" '.    .  ■..    -  .  iljusy  i-  I's^i. 


I 
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She  knows  uuiuiL.^  >v.  ~. 


.(     ■Afg    ' 


Senrl  your  name  and  address  to  11.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York  City,  and  revalT* 
by  return  mall  acoinpleteCatalogueofoverSOOOI'upularliUighsh  and  (iermaa  [ 

Bongs— Free.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  f  oral,  our  gm^ls.  / 

My  wife  cleaned  house  last  April,  and  the  carpet  I  had  to  t^irlc. 
While  trying  to  stretch  It  Into  place,  I  nearly  broke  my  back; 
But  what  got  me  rattled  was  when,  looking  arouud,  I  did  see 
Mary  Aim  on  the  breadth  I  was  pulling  at,  and  I  yelled  iu  agony: 

Chords. 
Take  your  feet  off,  Mary  Ann; 

Don't  you  sec  where  you  arc  standing— 
You  stand  there  like  a  brass  band. 

While  the  skin  off  my  fingers  I  am  pulling; 
I  have  smashed  my  thumb  nail— 

Oh,  ah,  come  aud  help  your  poor  husband- 
Since  I  went  to  school,  I  never  saw  such  a  fool— 

Oh,  take  your  feet  off,  Mary  Ann. 

or  a  cold  night  in  winter,  with  the  weather  below  zero, 

Wheu  you  go  to  bed— at  getting  under  the  blaukets  you're  not  the  least  bltalow; 

And  just  as  you  begin  to  snore,  and  feel  so  nice  and  warm. 

Your  wife  puts  her  cold  feet  on  your  back,  aud  you  cry  out  In  alarm; 


% 


lu.virm. 


But  Republicans  will  And  that  she  can  make  things  very  warm. 

And  when  she  geU  quite  hungry  for  "free  milk     she  will  cry. 

She'll  be  mistress  of  the  White  House  In  the  sweet  by-aud-by.-Cion/*. 

Now  this  darling  little  creature  will  cause  many  a  family  jar  , 

For  half  belongs  to  papa  and  the  other  half  to  ma; 

They'll  argue  who  sliafl  rock  the  child  when  she's  not  feeling  well, 

But  Grover  he  will  go  to  sleep,  and  say  let  his  half  yell. 

You  can  call  her  papa's  darling,  and  mamma  s  little  pel. 

But  yon  must  not  take  her  In  your  lap,  for  fear  that  she  will  fret 

But.  just  like  other  babies,  she's  the  dearest  in  the  world,        

And  Republicans  are  all  afraid  of  Clevelaud's  baby  girl.— C  Aons. 


Chorus. 

Take  your  feet  off,  Mary  Ann; 
My  uoor  back  you  arc  f  reealng; 

They  feel  as  cold  as  a  clam- 
On  my  back-l>one  they  are  not  pleasing. 

You  are  pushing  me  out  of  bed— 
Oh,  ah,  ou  the  floor  I  soon  will  land; 

You've  an  awful  gall,  but  If  you  love  me  at  all, 
Ob,  take  your  feet  off  Mary  Ann. 


— It  is  never  his  weakness  that  is  the  caiue  of  a  man's  fall,  but 
tlie  strength  of  the  temptation. 
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Stolen  Kisses  Are  the  Sweetest. 

Til*  Word!  aad  lluslo  of  thU  Sons  will  be  sent  tn  onv  addrew,  poM-pald,  on  raoelpl  ot  M 
••nUi  or  tbi*  and  any  two  other  Son^  for  Uue  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  ISO  IVkrk 
Ilow,  N«w  York  Cit]r.    Po«t«ge  Stamps  taken  muu«  aa  ca.li  for  all  our  Kooda.  . 

Now,  eome  may  call  me  baahful,  but  ril  prove  that  I  am  right; 
We  girl«  Bhoulu  ue'er  give  kisses,  dou't  treat  the  matter  ligiit: 
I  love  my  Charley  dearly,  for  In  my  heart  I  feel  it; 
But  if  he  asks  me  for  akias,  I'll  make  him  try  to  steal  it. 

CHonus. 

Stolen  klscee  are  the  sweetest  when  they're  taken  on  the  sly; 
Often  yon  may  steal  another— that  is,  if  there's  no  one  uigh. 

I  often  go  to  parties  where  I'm  sure  to  be  the  belle; 
I  listen  with  attention  to  the  tales  of  love  they  tell. 
And  when  the  ball  is  over  they  see  me  to  the  door; 
Then  there's  a  chance  to  steal  a  kiss,  I  wish  they'd  st«al  some  more.— CA«ru«. 


A  Night  in  Florida  on  the  Banks 
of  the  Tallahassee.      ':      •: 

'     Copyright,  IWl,  by  Charles  r.  Pidgin,  Cambrldjr*.  Mass.     -".    . 

Tbe  Words  and  Uuidc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  ot  40 

L-«nU;  oi'  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  NVelmiaii,  lSi>  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    Pontage  Sl&uips  taUeu  suine  as  cuili  for  all  our  goods. 


THE     O'KEELYS. 

Copyright,  18«1,  by  Frank  Harding. 


Tbe  Words  and  Uusle  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address, |>oK-nald, on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Suii^sforUne  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Weliman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  Olty.    Postage  Stamps  taken  saineas  eash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Jas.  Swope. 


. 
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Said  Brady  to  Patrick  O'Keely  one  day: 

"O'Keely,  you  owe  me  a  V!  " 
Said  Patrick,  "  I  do,  but  you  bet  I  won't  pay; 
'         I  haven't  the  money,  you  see."  ' 

Said  Brady,  "You  have,  for  I  know  you're  the  man 

Who  cot  tweuty-flve  for  your  vote." 
"You  lie,  Mister  Brady,  and  whip  you  I  can," 

Said  Pat,  as  he  took  off  bis  coat. 
Said  Brady,  I  don't  like  that  last  remark,  Put, 

Shut  up  or  I'll  give  you  a  thump." 
But  Pat,  oeing  drunk,  sure  he  didn't  mind  that. 

So  be  said  it  again,  like  a  "chump." 

Cborcb. 

And  the  doctor  thinks  O'Keely  will  recover. 

But  he  will  be  laid  up  a  month  or  more; 
When  he  struck  out  with  bis  paw,  Brady  broke  O'Keely's  jaw, 

So  many  stars  O'Keely  never  saw  before. 

A  few  days  ago.  in  a  game  of  baseball. 

The  umpire,  O'Keely's  son  Jumes, 
Was  making  uiistukes,  and  the  boys,  oi:e  and  all. 

Were  oilliiig  liiin  indecent  nnuieo. 
The  score  it  wits  close,  and  each  side,  to  a  man. 

Was  working  to  come  out  ahead; 
'Twas  in  the  eight  inning  the  trouble  began. 

When  Jimmy,  the  umpire,  he  said: 
"  For  kicking,  I'll  fine  you  ten  dollars,  McKnight." 

At  this  the  boys  set  np  a  howl. 
Just  then,  when  O'Cool  made  a  home  run  to  right, 

Jim  O'Keely  pronounced  it  a  "foul." 

Chobus. 

And  the  doctor  thinks  O'Keely  will  recover. 

Bat  he  will  be  laid  up  a  month  or  more; 
When  the  gang  went  iu  for  blood,  James  O'Keely's  name  was  mnd. 

So  many  stars  O'Keely  never  saw  before. 

O'Keely's  son  Mike,  who  was  known  as  a  sport. 

Was  playing  draw  poker  one  night 
With  some  of  the  boys  at  0'Brieu°s  resort, 

Snre  no  one  exi)ected  a  flght. 
The  rumpus  began  when  the  deal  came  to  Mike, 

Who  dealt  some  big  hands  to  each  man: 
A  Straight  flush,  a  full,  and  four  kings,  all  allkr, 

Were  out  when  the  betting  began. 
O'Keely  was  raising  theut  nil  out  of  line. 

When  somebody  called  him  at  that; 
He  shouted,  "  Vou  suckers,  the  money  Is  mine. 

For  I  have  got  five  aces  '  pat.' " 

Chobus. 

And  the  doctor  thinks  O'Keely  will  recover, 

But  he  will  l)e  laid  np  a  month  or  more; 
They  nearly  broke  O'Keely's  face,  knocked  his  teeth  nil  out  of  place. 

So  many  stars  O'Keely  never  saw  liefore. 

'Twos  Daniel  O'Keely,  a  brother  of  Pat, 

Who  went  out  to  have  a  good  time; 
He  drank  day  and  night,  and  bad  whiskey  at  that. 

And  for  it  he  spent  his  last  dime. 
While  strolling  along,  Casey's  mule  did  he  see. 

Hitched  up  fu  a  yard  to  a  rail; 
Dan  laughed  as  he  thought  what  a  joke  it  would  be 

To  burn  up  a  jackass's  tall. 
So  Dan  lit  the  tail,  which  became  very  hot. 

Then  laughed  at  the  joke,  like  a  fool; 
But  iu  his  excitement  poor  Daniel  forgot 

To  get  out  of  the  way  of  the  mule. 

Chorus. 

And  the  doctor  thinks  O'Keely  will  recover. 

But  he  will  be  laid  up  a  mouth  or  more; 
When  the  mule  kicked  out  at  Dan,  there  was  a  sore  Irishman, 

So  many  stars  O'Keely  never  saw  before. 


Poem  by  Q«o.  E.  HicksL     Music  by  Henry  Walden.     Arranged  by  Chas.  F.  Pidgta. 

Still  is  the  night— in  the  garden  below 
WMsper  the  Sowers  Iu  the  moon's  mellow  glow; 
White  rose  and  blush  rose,  and  passion  flower  pale, 
I'o  the  kisses  of  midnight  their  perfume  exhale.    ... 

Chorus. 
The  moon's  brieht  rays,  in  a  silver  maze,  fall  on  the  peaceful  river; 
Each  gleam  of  nght,  like  an  arrow  white,  drawn  from  a  crystal  quirer. 
They  romp  and  play,  in  an  elfln  way,  on  tree  and  shrub  and  flower; 
And  All  the  night  with  a  sbiuiug  light,  that  drops  like  a  silver  shower. 

Still  is  the  night— veiled  in  glimmering  gray 

Stand  the  tallpoplars  that  shadow  the  way; 

Far  spreads  the  valley  in  silvery  sheen. 

And  as  fur  lift  the  highlands  'ueuth  cloud-land  serene.— &Aoru«. 


Waking  or  sleeping,  it  haunts  like  a  dream. 
Murmuring  cull  of  the  clow,  gliding  stream. 
Plashing  and  ripling  it  wanders  along. 
From  the  tangled  wild  rose  comes  melodious  song. 

Under  my  window  a  jasmine  in  bloom 
Sends  its  arotna  to  float  through  my  room; 
Moonlight  and  fragrance,  and  silence  profound, 
Enfold  me  and  thrill  me  with  charms  beyond  bouud.- 

Highlands  nor  valley  can  hide  from  my  sight 
Scenes  that  my  heart  e'er  recalls  with  delight; 
Moonlight  nor  midnight  unuttered  can  keep 
The  music  I  hear  when  the  world  is  asleep.—  Chorv*. 

Now,  through  the  darkness,  it  calls  me  once  more. 

Bids  my  heart  fly  to  its  l>eantiful  shore; 

And,  on  its  tide,  to  the  islands  of  light 

I  drift  and  I  dream  in  the  still,  summer  night..—  Chorut. 


-Choru*. 


•Ofwruf. 
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MAUD    AND    KATE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Chas.  F.  Pidgin. 

The  Worda  and  Uuslo  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post^iaid, on  receipt  of  U 

oents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonars  for  One  Dollnr,  by  li.  J.Wehuian.ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stainp^taken  same  as  casli  forall  our  goods 


Words  by  Chas.  F.  Pidgin.    Music  by  Alice  E.  Fleming 


—Your  character  cannot  be  essentially  Injured,  except  by  your 
own  acts. 


Ah,  Maud,  with  thine  eyes  so  fond  and  true. 
Those  dear  eyes  as  blue  as  tiie  sklei*  above; 

Ah,  Maud,  with  thine  hair  of  golden  hue 
In  the  sun's  rays  so  brightly  shining. 

Ah,  Kate,  but  thine  eyes  no  beauties  lack- 
To  my  heart  they  speak  with  the  voice  of  love. 

Ah,  Kate,  'tis  thine  hair  of  jetty  black 
Binds  my  heart  fust,  so  soft  entwining. 

You  may  rave  about  golden  tresses. 
About  eyes  of  heavenly  blue. 

Of  the  hair  that  the  sun  caresses. 
And  the  eye  that  from  the  sky  doth  borrow  its  bne. 

I  will  rave  abont  ebon  tresses. 
About  eyes  of  a  jetty  black. 

Of  the  hair  that  the  niijht  wind  presses, 
Anc  the  eye  that  can  flush  like  a  storm  iu  its  track. 

Bright  Is  the  glint  on  the  golden-haired  maiden. 
Sweet  is  the  glow  of  her  heavenly  eye — 

When  a  man  is  with  love  heavy  laden. 
Blue  and  gold  cheer  him— for  heaven  he'll  try  I 

Bright  Is  the  glow  on  the  ebon-haired  maiden. 
Sharp  is  the  glint  of  her  piercing  black  eye- 
When  a  man's  licart  is  with  love  heavy  laden. 
Black  and  flame  'bolden  him— he'll  win  or  he'll  diet 

Sweet  sun  shine  on  the  golden-haired  girl. 
Brighten  each  tress  and  lustre  each  curl. 
Fill  the  blue  depths  of  each  laughing. eye — 
For  the  gold  and  the  blue  a  n^sm  may  well  dl* 

Night-wInd  blow  on  the  ebon-haired  girl. 
Darken  each  tress  and  shadow  each  curl. 
Fill  the  warm  depths  of  each  flashing  eye — 
For  the  black  and  the  flame  to  win  would  I  die. 

Those  eyes  of  thine,  Maud,  so  beautiful  and  bine; 
When  I  spoke  love,  Maud,  I  thought  my  words  were  true. 
Those  eyes  of  thine,  Kute,  so  ebon  black  in  hue, 
Thou  art  my  own,  Kate— I  know  I  love  but  you. 
Thou  art  my  own,  Kate— I  love,  I  love  but  you. 


— Paddy's  description  of  a  fiddle  cannot  be  beaten:  "  It  was  the 
Bhnpe  of  a  turkey,  and  the  size  of  a  ^oose,  only  it  had  but  one  leg. 
He  turned  it  over  on  its  belly  and  rubl)ed  its  back  with  a  stick,  an  * 
och,  by  St.  Patrick,  how  it  did  squeal!' 
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BROTHER    JOE. 

CopyriirLt,  1891,  by  Clia&  F.  Pidgin. 

I  Th*  Word!  and  Mualc  of  ttiU  Song  will  be  tent  to  any  addres*.  poat-pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  thlv  and  any  two  otlier  Soug8  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinau,  130  Park 

Row,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  goods 

Words  by  Chas.  F.  Pidgin.    Music  by  Louis  Weiler. 

T  am  a  roan  full  »\x  feet  tall,  have  never  been  pick  a  day; 

I've  made  a  living,  and  that's  all— a  laborer  mv  trade  they  call; 

I've  never  liad  time  to  play— I'll  tell  you  why  In  my  humble  way; 

I've  never  had  lime  to  play— I'll  tell  you  why  In  my  bumble  way: 

Chorus. 
Joe.  Joe,  my  brother  Joe,  takes  all  the  time  I  can  find* 
Joe,  Joe,  my  loving  Joe,  deaf,  and  he's  lame  and  he's  bliud — 
Eyei.  eart>,  to  brother  Joe;   he  la  the  care  of  my  life; 
Yee,  1  have  lived  for  n>y  Joe,  never  have  taken  a  wife. 

I'm  up  at  five,  and  eo  is  he,  away  to  the  fleld  wc  go; 

I  tell  him  all  that  1  can  eee— with  hands  we  talk,  tioth  Joe  and  me; 

He  sees  with  his  mind,  you  know,  and  from  his  Up*  does  the  laughter  flow. 

He  sees  with  his  mind,  you  know,  and  from  his  lips  does  the  laughter  flow. 

CaoRus. 
Joe.  Joe,  my  brother  Joe,  bliud  to  the  joys  of  the  world; 
To  Joe,  my  happy  Joe,  earth  all  its  pleasures  unfurled; 
When  I  to  brother  Joe  tell  all  the  eights  I  can  see; 
One  pair  of  good  eyes,  you  know,  answers  for  Joe  aud  for  me. 

I'm  off  at  six,  Joe  waits  for  me,  and  supper  together  we  take; 

An  op'ra,  play  or  minstrelsy— each  evening's  spent  in  jollity— 

I  hear  sweet  sounds,  Joe's  hands  will  shake,  and  of  the  melody  can  partake. 

I  bear  sweet  sounds,  Joe's  hands  will  shake,  aud  of  the  melody  can  partake. 

Chorus. 
Joe,  Joe,  my  brother  Joe,  deaf  to  the  sound  of  the  world; 
To  Joe,  my  jolly  Joe,  music  its  beauties  unfurled. 
Said  he,  my  brother  Joe,  "Jim,  you  can  listen  for  two; 
One  pair  of  good  ears,  you  know,  does  both  for  me  aud  for  you.'' 

When  Sunday  comes  to  church  we  go,  the  sermon  and  music  we  hear; 
What  Is  the  text,  he  first  must  know,  and  If  the  hymn  is  fust  or  slow; 
His  little  voice  is  sweet  and  clear,  to  give  the  pitch  my  hand  is  near. 
His  little  voice  Is  sweet  aud  clear,  to  give  the  pitch  my  hand  is  near. 

Chorus. 

Joe,  Joe.  my  brother  Joe,  lame,  and  he's  deaf  and  he's  bliud, 

Yet,  Joe,  my  patient  Joe,  joy  in  this  world  he  can  find. 

I'm  to  my  brother  Joe,  eyes,  and  his  ears,  as  you  see; 

Que  pair  of  good  legs,  you  know,  answers  for  Joe  aud  for  me. 


If  the  Fair  at  Chicago's  a  Frost. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Will  Uossiter. 

Tbe  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO 

eents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  one  Dollar,  by  fl.  J.  wehinan,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  R,  WUllams. 


I*i' 


Now  wouldn't  New  York  have  a  glorious  time. 

If  the  Fair  at  Chicago's  a  frost; 
They'd  join  with  St.  Louis  Iti  champagne  and  wine, 

If  the  Kuir  at  Chicago's  a  frosl; 
Then  over  this  country  their  big  bluffs  they'd  shoot; 
With  joy  they  would  pull  out  their  hair  by  the  root, 
To  think  that  Chicago  was  'way  in  the  eoup. 

If  tiie  Fair  at  Chicago's  a  frost. 

And  every  one's  heart  would  be  heavy  as  lead, 

If  the  fair  at  Chicaf^o'e  a  frost; 
They'd  use  them  for  tomb-stones,  now  '  that's  on  the  dead,' 

If  the  Fair  at  Chicago's  a  frost; 
Every  one  now  In  charge  they've  got  a  soft  job, 
Each  salary's  enormous,  thai  city  they  rob. 
There's  many  a  one  that  will  carry  the  bod. 

If  the  Fair  at  Chicago's  a  frost. 

There's  one  class  of  people  that  will  meet  their  fate. 

If  the  Fair  at  Chicago  s  a  frost; 
The  ones  that  blow  thouoaude  in  old  real  estate. 

If  the  Fair  at  Chicago's  a  frost. 
And  when  the  crush  comes  it  will  turn  every  brain; 
They'll  not  know  enough  to  go  In  If  there's  rain; 
The  entire  ^aug  will  be  on  the  '  hog  train,' 

If  the  Fair  at  Chicago's  a  frost. 

Now  maybe  a  girl  I  will  marry  some  day, 

If  the  Fair  at  Chicago's  a  frost; 
But  then,  till  that  great  time,  I'll  have  to  chew  baj. 

If  the  Fair  at  Chicago's  a  frost; 
Her  parents  expoct  to  catch  '  English,  yer  know,' 
Bat  when  they  find  out  there  is  nothing  but  blow. 
To  Tom,  Dick,  or  Harry  they'll  theu  'let  her  go,' 

If  the  Fair  at  Chicago's  a  frost. 

Maybe  the  river  will  turn  into  ice. 

If  the  Fair  at  Chicago's  a  frost; 
Tben  for  a  skating-rink  It  would  eufBce, 

If  the  fair  at  Chicago's  a  frost; 
We'd  tell  '  N.  O.'  people,  '  take  a  skate  '  at  yonr  eaae. 
The  strength  will  support  any  rocky  old  knees, 
'Twill  even  brine  blushes  to  a  strong  '  tan-yard  breeze,' 

If  the  Fair  at  Chicago's  a  frost. 


But— Every  time  you  refuse  to  do  a  favor  when  you  caa  as  well  aa 

But 'ji.vou  prove  that  you  are  growing  mean. 
Aud  Hep 


LIMERICK    IS    BEAUTIFUL. 
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Oh!  Limerick  Is  beautiful,  as  everybody  knows; 

The  river  Shannon,  full  of  fish,  beside  that  city  flowi; 

'Tls  not  the  river  nor  the  flsh  that  weighs  upon  me  mind, 

Nor  wld  the  town  of  Limerick  I've  any  fault  to  find- 

Oh!  the  girl  1  love  Is  beautiful,  she's  bright-eyed  as  a  fawo. 

She  lives  at  Garryowen,  and  she's  called  the  Colleen  EUtwn; 

And  proudly  as  that  river  flows  t>e8ide  that  great  city. 

Still  prouder,  and  without  a  smile,  that  Colleen  goes  by  me — 

0  hone!  O  hone!  oh!  Limerick  Is  beautiful,  as  everybody  knowt. 

Oht  if  I  was  the  Emperor  of  Russia,  to  command. 

Or  Julius  Ctesur,  or  tlie  Lord-Lieutenant  of  the  land,  .   /, 

I'd  give  me  gould  and  silver-plate,  likewise  me  army. 

The  Horse-Guards,  the  Rifles,  aud  the  Royal  Artillery; 

I'd  give  the  crown  from  off  me  head,  me  people  on  tuelr  knee; 

I'd  give  me  fleet  of  sailing  ships  upon  the  briny  sea; 

A  beggar  I  would  go  to  rest,  to  rest  at  early  dawu. 

If  by  my  side,  just  as  a  bride,  I'd  find  the  Colleen  Bawn— 

O  bouel  0  hone  I  O  Klley  I  you're  me  darliu',  AcuBhla  Qramacfeel 
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WOMAN'S  THE  CAUSE  OF  IT  ALL. 


As  sung  by  liorinne  A  Diamond. 
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When  a  man  waxes  his  mustache  and  tries  to  look  neat, 

Woman's  the  cause  of  It  all; 
He  brushes  his  clothes  from  his  head  to  his  feet. 

Woman's  the  cause  of  it  all; 
He  walks  down  the  street,  a  young  lady  he'll  meet; 
He's  caught  by  her  smile,  because  she  looks  neat, 
But  when  he  feels  the  effect  of  her  husband's  big  feet, ' 

Woman's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

When  a  man's  married  a  year  he  loses  bis  brain, 

W^oman's  the  cause  of  It  all; 
One  year,  that's  all,  aud  he's  fully  insane, 

Woman's  the  cause  of  it  all; 
A  baby  is  born,  he  raved  and  he  swore; 
He  carries  the  kid  and  walks  up  aud  down  the  floor; 
One  kid  is  enough,  he  don't  want  any  more. 

Woman's  the  cause  of  it  all. 

Adam  one  time  the  apple  did  bite. 

Woman's  the  cause  of  it  all; 
He  must  have  done  wrong,  for  he  didn't  do  right. 

Woman's  the  cause  of  it  all; 
Mother  Eve  made  hira  do  It,  he  wasn't  to  blame. 
And  when  they  got  Able,  they  started  to  raise  Caia 
And  now  the  whole  world  is  uolng  the  same. 

Woman's  the  cause  of  it  all. 


I      <  S  »      I 


THE    "MOONY    MAN." 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Chas.  F.  Pidgin. 
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In  the  dark'ning  heavens  hangs  the  sliver  ladle, 

While  I  slug  you  bye-low,  bye-low-bye; 
Shut  your  eyes,  my  baby,  I  will  rock  your  cradle, 

Tou  must  rest  each  pretty,  sleepy  eye. 

Chorus. 

Time  to  shut  "oo  "  eyes,  and  'top  "  oo  "  roguish  bllnlda'— 
Nol  they  sha'n't  scold  "  oo."  now  don't  "  oo  "  cry; 

See,  the  "  moony  man  "  at  bany-bye  is  wiukiu', 
Bye-low,  bye-fow-baby,  bye-low-bye. 

Refrain. 

Bye-low,  bye-low,  bye-low,  bye-low, 

The  "  moony  man  "  is  winkin'. 

And  baby's  eyes  are  bliukiu'. 
Bye-low,  baby,  bye-low,  bye-low,  baby,  bye-low-bye. 

See,  like  glist'ning  lights,  the  watching  stars  are  gleaming. 

Soft  the  moonbeams  tremble  on  thy  bed; 
Catching  brighter  rays  from  where  thy  curls  are  streaming, 

O'er  the  snowy  pillow  'ueath  thy  head.— CAo.  d  Ji^rain. 

Now  your  red  lips  grieve— there's  nothing  to  alarm  you. 

For,  of  such  aa  you,  up  in  the  sky 
Angel  bands  keep  guard  that  nothing  ill  may  liarm  you, 

Uush-a-bye-low,  baby,  hiuh-a-bye.— CAo.  <£  j?</'rain. 

See  my  baby's  eyes— two  gold-fringed  curtains  cover 

Thoee  bright  wells  of  brown  so  soft  and  deep; 
Tender,  flitting  smiles  o'er  red  lips  hover. 

Angels  kissing  baby  iu  his  sleep.-  CAo.  dk  Heroin 


—Teacher:  "  Mention  an  Infant  industry."    Student:  "Sucking 
one's  thumbs." 
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PATSY    BRANNIOAN; 


OR: 


lueot,  etc.,  to  Heni-J'  J.  Weliiiiaii,  130  I'ark  Kow,  New  York. 

Now  winter  haa  come  with  hia  cold,  chilly  breath, 

And  the  verdure  lias  dropped  from  the  tret's; 
All  nature  seems  touched  with  the  linger  of  death, 

And  the  streams  are  ocKioaiuf;  to  freeze. 
When  wanton  youui;  lada  o'er  tlie  river  cau  slide. 

And  Floria  attends  us  uo  more; 
When  in  plenty  you  sit  by  a  good  fireside, 

Sure  you  ought  to  remember  the  poor. 

When  the  cold-feathered  Buow  docs  in  plenty  descend. 

And  whiten  the  prospects  around; 
When  the  keen  culilnu  wind  from  the  North  shall  attend. 

Hard,  chilling  and  freezing  the  ground. 
When  the  hills  and  the  dales  are  ull  covered  with  white, 

When  the  rivers  congeal  to  the  shore;  , 

Wheu  the  bright  twinkling  stare  shall  proclaim  a  cold  uiglit, 

Then  remember  the  state  of  the  poor. 

When  the  poor,  harmless  hare  may  be  traced  to  the  woods, 

By  her  footsteps  iudeuied  iu  snow; 
When  the  lips  and  the  lingers  are  standing  iu  blood. 

When  the  markemen  a  game-shooling  go, 
Wheu  the  poor  robin  redbnast  approaches  the  cot. 

When  the  icicles  hang  at  the  door; 
Wheu  the  bowl  smokes  with  something  reviving  and  hot. 

That's  the  time  to  remember  the  poor. 

Soon  the  day  will  be  here  when  a  Savior  was  bom. 

Ail  the  world  shall  agree  as  one  race; 
AH  nations  unite  to  salute  the  blest  morn. 

All  ends  uf  the  earth  shall  rejoice. 
Grim  death  is  deprived  of  his  all-killing  sting. 

And  the  grave  is  triumphant  no  more; 
Saints,  uiiKels  and  men  hallelujah  bIiuII  sing. 

And  the  rich  shall  remember  the  poor. 
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DizoD  &  Land's  .Musical  Sketch.    Arranged  by  Noble  McDonald. 


Bij,  _0h,  mister,  will  you  please  give  me  a  nick— I  want  to  eat. 
Swell.— (^h,  no,  sir,  by  your  looks  and  dress  1  think  you  are  a  Ijcat. 

IJL-M.— "i'ou  are  mistaken,  my  dear  sir,  I'm  only  broken  down. 
Swell.— While  I'm  iu  luck  I'm  never  stuck;  I've  always  got  a  crown. 

Chorus. 
Swell.— For  I'm  a  Broadway  swell. 
BcM.— Ami  I'm  a  Bowery  bum; 
J  I  give  tin  the  booze;  ' 

)  On  my  K-et  I've  no  shoes. 

J  And  it's  all  on  account  of  rum. 

1  Swell,— But  I  always  do  the  grand,  with  my  nobby  cane  In  hand; 
"l  Yes,  1  am  the  pet  of  the  ladies,  you  bet,  and  by  them  I  will  stand. 

(  Dialogue. 

)     Swell— Well,  my  good  man,  where  did  yoa  come  from?   where  were  you 
I  born?  and  what's  your  name!' 

\     Bum —Where  did  I  come  from,  where  was  I  born,  and  what's  my  name!    I'm 
J  from  New  York;  was  born  on  Fifth  Avenue;  my  name  is  Paul  Etitr. 
J      SwELL.-Faul  Etler!  why  I  know  you  well— at  least,  I  knew  you  wheu  I  was 
(  a  little  boy.    My  umne  is  Louis  Markham. 

Bum.— I  knew  you  well;  why  didn't  you  notice  me  before? 
Swell.— BecrtU!*e  you  wear  a  raggo<l  jacket. 

Bum.— Did  you  ever  hear  what  Bobby  Burns,  the  great  Scotch  poet,  said 
about  the  ragged  jacket* 
Swell.— No;  what  did  he  say?  Let  me  hear. 
Bum.— Listen. 

Recitation  by  Bum.  . 

Althongh  I'm  but  a  workinginaii,  I  live  ()v  honest  labor; 
I  always  do  Itie  l)est  I  can  to  assist  a  nectfy  neighbor: 
Content,  iu  health,  is  all  my  wealth,  with  honesty  to  back  it; 
My  motive's  pure,  although  I'm  poor,  I  respect  a  ragged  jacket.  * 

Let  people  say  what  ere  they  may,  of  broadcloth  and  who  wears  it. 

It's  not  the  coat  that  makes  the  man,  but  the  deeds  through  life  that  bears  it; 

So  always  help  a  fellow  man.  If  as8it<tance,  he  should  lack  it; 

Do  him  all  the  good  you  can,  though  he  wears  a  ragged  jacket. 

All  men  were  equally  born  at  first,  through  this  and  every  nation. 
The  rich  among  the  poor  would  be,  but  fc'  wealth  and  education; 
And,  wheu  we're  laid  beneath  the  sod,  with  a  hundred  years  to  back  It, 
Who  cau  tell  which  were  the  bones  that  wore  the  ragged  jacket. 

DiALOOUE. 

Swill.- Well,  here,  my  friend,  may  this  cheer  your  lonely  heart  (gives 
money),  and  may  it  never  be  said  that  a  friend  iu  good  circumsUuces  ever 
weut  back  ou  a  friend  iu  hard  luck. 

Bum.— Oh,  thank  you,  sir:  I'm  much  obliged;  to-night  my  rent  I'll  pay. 
Swell.— I  think  you're  honest  after  all;  we'll  meet  again  some  day. 

Bum.— And  should  you  die  before  that  time,  I'll  offer  you  my  love. 
Swell.— A  ragged  jacket  is  permitted  yonder  up  above. 

Chorus  (Bnm  and  Swell  sing  together).  ; 

For  he's  a  Broadway  swell,  and  he's  a  Bowery  bum; 

He'll  give  up  the  booze;  on  his  feet  he's  no  shoes,  and  it's  all  on  acconntof  mm. 
But  he  always  docs  the  grand,  with  his  nobby  cane  In  hand; 
-«,  he  iB  the  pet  of  the  ladies,  you  bet,  and  by  them  be  will  stand. 


My  son  Is  a  groat  pulilician, 

Ue  works  ou  the  big  boulevard. 
They  say  that  he  soon  will  be  alderman, 

For  now  he's  the  boss  of  the  ward. 
Some  day  he'll  be  running  for  president. 

Ills  equal,  sure,  never  was  Been, 
And  if  lie  gets  into  the  White  House  chair, 

lIc'U  paiut  it  an  Emerald  grceu. 

Chorus. 
And  his  name  is  Tutrick  Brannigan; 
Do  you  know  him,  boys?  ('Who?)  Patsy  Branuigau; 
He's  a  thirty-secoud  cousin  to  O'Lannigan, 
They're  both  from  the  County  Tyrone. 
He's  a  reg'lar  lally  cooler  at  a  christeuing, 
Are  you  list'ning,  boys?  (♦What?)  at  a  christening, 
Uc's  a  hoop-de-doodle-do,  he  can  skip  the  tra,  la,  loo. 
Do  you  know  him,  boys?  (*Who?>  Patsy  Brauuigau. 

He's  the  |>et  of  the  girls  iu  the  neighborhood. 

And  wheu  lie's  a-passing  them  by. 
You'll  hear  them  all  murmur,  oh!  ain't  he  uice. 

We'll  meet  iu  the  sweet  bye  and  bye. 
And  when  he's  elected  as  ardcrmnii. 

He'll  get  all  the  boys  out  of  jail; 
There's  never  a  judge  within  tuvnty  miles 

Would  dare  refuse  Brauuigau's  bail.-  chorus. 

After  alderman  then  he'll  be  govenior. 

As  president  next  he'll  sasshay, 
Ile'll  bring  over  Ireland  to  Sandy  Hook, 

And  anchor  it  outside  the  bay. 
Ou  tlie  greenbacks  he'll  then  have  his  photograph, 

He'll  have  newspapers  all  printed  ^reen; 
My  own  brother  Dan  shall  be  New  fork's  mayor, 

And  I'm  to  be  ould  Ireland's  queen.— 6'A(//'(/«. 

•  Who  and  what  are  to  be  spoken. 
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It  Takes  a  G-irl  to  Do  It  Every  Time. 

Copyright,  18tl,  by  Hitchcock  &  McCargo  Publishing  Company  (Limited). 

The  Words  and  Masic  of  this  Sons  will  be  sent  to  any  addre.^H,  post  paid,  on  rcoelpt  of  «0 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twoother  Songs  forOue  Dollar,  l>)  II  J.  Wehnian,  IJO  I'ark 

Itow,  New  York  City,    {"ostage  Stamps  taken  same  it-  <-iuh  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Matt  C.  Woudward. 


If  yon  ask  a  man  to  tell  you  all  about  the  human  race. 

He  will  make  you  think  the  men  are  quite  supreme; 
Yt't  although  the  girls  are  weaivcr,  they  can  always  flud  a  place. 

For  they  re  never  quite  so  simple  .ts  tliey  seem. 
A  man  is  uot  content  unless  a  jewel  he  can  flash. 

Then  he  thinks  that  iiis  appearance  is  sublime; 
But  to  make  him  pawn  his  dianiond'i  and  turn  them  into  cash. 

Why,  it  takes  a  girl  to  do  it  every  time. 

Tliat  "marriage  is  a  failure,"  you  v  ill  hear  the  men  exclaim. 

And  they  call  it  penal  servitude  for  life; 
Vet  1  notice  that  they  always  seem  to  get  there  just  the  same. 

For  they  find  it  hard  to  live  without  a  wife. 
But  when  it  comes  to  keeping  house,  the  husband  knows  a  heap. 

And  at  lighting  kitclieu  lires  he's  .simple  priint-; 
But  to  stop  the  baby  howling,  and  to  send  It  off  to  sleep. 

Why,  it  takes  a  girl  to  do  it  every  time. 

Wiien  men  tread  on  each  other's  toes  they  very  seldom  smile. 

But  tlje  air  is  blue  for  many  mileH  arouud; 
If  you  brush  tiie  hair  tlie  wrong  way  on  a  fellow's  Suuday  tile. 

The  atmosphere  with  thunder  will  resound. 
But  let  a  man  upset  his  soup  upon  a  lady's  cloak. 

Though  she  feels  Inclined  to  perpetrate  a  crime, 
Yet  a  frown  Is  uot  becoming,  so  she  treats  it  as  a  joke. 

But  it  takes  a  girl  to  do  it  every  t.inc. 

There  are  certain  tilings  a  man  can  always  do  with  easy  grace. 

Such  as  borrowing  a  dollar  bill  or  two, 
But  to  take  a  lady  shopping,  and  to  wear  a  pleasant  face, 

Is  a  thing  a  man  can  very  seldom  do. 
Do  you  think  a  man  would  shopping  go  from  two  o'clock  till  ten 

With  nothing  in  hia  pocket  but  a  dime? 
Would  he  make  them  show  him  all  the  goods,  then  say  he'll  call  again? 

No,  it  takes  a  girl  to  do  it  every  time. 

'Tis  evening,  and  the  patient  wife  is  waiting  for  her  hub. 

Who  tills  her  that  his  business  keens  him  late; 
But  at  that  very  moment  you  sliould  near  him  at  the  club 

Saying,  "  Hang  it,  boys,  it  does  her  good  to  wait! " 
At  last  he  makes  a  track  for  home  with  many  a  roll  and  lurch. 

And  he  tumbles  down  the  stairs  be  meant  to  climb. 
And  his  little  wife  believes  him  when  he  says  he's  been  to  church. 

Oh,  it  takes  a  girl  to  do  it  every  time.         ... 


— Make  no  haste  to  be  rich  if  you  would  prosper. 
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KEEP    YOUR     EYE     ON     DUFFY. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  WUl  Rossiter. 


The  Word*  and  ItusloortliiaSoDi;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poit-paid, on  receipt  of  M 

centf;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonK»  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  Vork  City.     I'ostaKe  Stamps  taken  game  as  caali  fur  all  our  good*. 

Word*  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 

Casey's  grand  reception  in  the  honor  of  his  heir 

Occurri-d  last  Sunday  night  down  at  his  home, 
lie  invited  all  his  neiKlibors  In  the  joy  with  him  to  share, 

And  have  a  little  time  all  of  their  own. 
But  he  thouRht  it  was  a  sin  when  they  let  O'Uiley  in. 

The  way  that  Duffy  jerked  the  man  about. 
Then  O'Rafferty  and  Dunn  and  McGiiigan,  just  for  fun, 

While  seated  in  the  corner,  they  did  shout: 

Chorus. 

Keep  your  eye  on  Duffy,  there's  going  to  be  a  row; 
Just  keen  your  eye  on  Duffy,  they're  going  to  have  it  now; 
Flynn  will  be  the  referee— and  Flannigan  did  shout. 
Ten  to  four  on  Duffy;  sure  he'll  knock  O'Rilcy  out. 

Everything  went  lovely  till  O'Riley  he,  somehow, 

Had  stepped  upon  the  corns  of  Duffy's  wife. 
Oh  I  she  gave  a  yell  of  murder,  and  would  you  believe  it  now 

Old  Duffy  swore  he'd  have  O'Riley 's  life. 
Then  says  Casey,  Now,  bedad— for  he  was  ripping  mad— 

There'll  be  no  flgliting  here  this  blessed  night. 
Let  litm  come  down  stairs  with  me,  cried  out  Duffy  in  great  glee, 

'Twas  then  the  women  yelled  out  in  a  fright.— CAo/t«. 

They  went  down  to  the  floor  below  to  settle  their  affairs. 

And,  ere  a  blow  was  ever  struck  at  all. 
Will  ye  apologize,  says  Duffy,  to  me  darling  wife  np  stairs 

Before  I  have  the  coroner  to  call. 
Then  O'Riley  he  let  fly,  caught  poor  Duffy  in  the  eye. 

That  laid  him  out  for  dead  upon  tne  floor. 
There  was  only  one  blow  struck,  DufTy  he  forgot  to  duck. 

And  now  the  gang  the  words  will  shout  no  more:— C'AortM. 


There's  Always  a  Chair  for  Me. 

Copyrlcrht,  1892,  by  WIU  H.  Kennedy,  Agent.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  lliisand  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  I(.  J.  ^\ehinaii,lSO  Parle 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  .Stamps  taken  8ain«  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 
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THE    BAD    HOTEL. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Willis  Woodward  <t  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London.  | 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Rons  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post- jmid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cent<<:  or  this  and  any  t»'o  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Weliman,  ISO  ParU 
I  Kuw,  New  York  City.    Posuige  Stamps  takeusame  ojicasU  forallour  goods. 

By  Joseph  Hart.    Sung  in  Hallen  &  Hart's  "  Later  On  Company." 

I  will  sing  of  a  hotel,  of  it,  take  care  of  it,  beware! 

It's  a  place  I  know  quite  well,  take  my  advice,  for  I've  been  there; 

The  salt  and  i)epper's  good,  and  the  water's  pretty  fait. 

And  if  you  want  to  eat  at  all,  you  must  be  the  first  one  there. 

Refrain. 

Butter  loud,  butter  proud,  you  could  find  it  in  a  crowd; 
Good  for  lurks,  dry-goodu  clerks,  buttt-r  that's  too  strong  to  w&lk; 
All  worn  out,  gives  you  gout,  always  in  and  never  out, 
'Margerine,  seventeen,  slrongf  well  I  should  shout! 

RErBAIN. 

Hash  that's  fried  on  each  side,  hash  that  cornea  in  with  the  tide. 
Been  on  drunks,  cut  in  chunks,  made  from  hinges  of  old  trunks; 
Kills  you  quicker  than  bad  liquor,  it  would  make  an  old  lamp  flicker, 
Keuler  gender,  like  suspenders,  hash!  well  I  should  snicker. 

Refrain. 

Doughnuts  round,  weigh  a  pound,  drop  them  and  they  shake  the  ground. 
Doughnuts  hard,  cooked  in  lard,  good  to  kill  cats  in  a  yard. 
Big  as  boulder,  tough  old  soldier,  doughnuts  that  will  break  your  shoulder, 
'is'uts  dramatic,  'nuts  rheumatic,  well  1  should  grow  older. 

Refrain. 

Biscuits  light,  and  so  white,  used  for  candles  every  night. 
Full  of  dust,  tough  old  crust,  biscuits  that  you  cannot  bite. 
Biscuits  plain,  down  from  Maine,  makes  each  boarder  swear  like  Cain, 
Just  like  lead,  kill  you  dead,  hard?  well  I'd  refrain. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy. 

There's  a  circle  of  faces  so  smiling  and  bright 

At  home,  sweet  home, 
:'         And  I  know  tliat  they'll  welcome  me  back  with  (lylight, 

No  matter  wherever  I  roam, 

No  matter  wherever  I  roam.  -" "  . 

In  morning  or  evening,  for  dinner  or  tea. 
There's  always  a  chair  at  the  table  for  me; 
In  fancy  their  deur,  happy  faces  I  see 

At  home,  sweet  home.  .  : 

Chorus. 

There's  always  a  chair  for  me,  no  matter  wherever  I  roam. 

In  morning  or  evening,  for  dinner  or  tea,  at  home,  sweet  home; 

There's  always  a  chair  at  the  table  for  me  at  home,  sweet  home. 

How  we  miss  the  dear  friends  that  forever  have  gone 

From  home,  sweet  home; 
When  we  know  that  they'll  never,  no  never  return. 

Across  the  dark  river  they've  flown. 

Across  the  dark  river  tliey've  flown. 
How  sweet  to  remember  that  while  we  are  here 
We're  loved  by  the  ones  that  we  ever  hold  dear; 
Thro'  life's  stormy  battle  there's  nothing  can  cheer 

Like  home,  sweet  home. 

Chorus. 
There's  always  a  chair  for  me,  no  matter  wherever  I  roam. 
In  morning  or  evening,  for  dinner  or  tea,  at  home,  sweet  home: 
There's  always  a  chair  at  the  table  for  me  at  home,  sweet  home. 

Refrain. 
Home,  Bweet  home,  be  it  ever  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  honw. 


THY    LAND^S    MY    LAND. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  ad<lrew>,  po»t -paid,  on  receipt  of  M  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollai ,  by  U.  J.  Wehnian,  13U  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Poslage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Dacre. 
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1  like  brick,  how  they  stick,  pies  that  you  can  buy  on  tick, 
v.>.v  of  date,  'fectionate,  pies  that  have  stood  many  kicks, 
Uuder  weather,  lough  as  leather,  crust  from  bottom  you  can't  tell, 
They  will  give  you  the  dyspepsia,  piesf  well  I  should  yell. 

Refrain. 

Onions  large,  onions  small,  onions  that  make  morning  calls,    . - 
On  the  shelves,  speak  themselves,  onions  that  wear  overalls,  : 
Onions  plain,  go  to  your  brain,  onions  that  drive  you  insane. 
Onions  sweet,  served  with  meat,  strong?  well  I'd  exclaim. 

Cheese. 
Cheese  that  walks,  cheese  that  talks,  cheese  that's  good  for  country  gawks. 
Cheese  that  votes,  cheese  that  floats,  cheese  as  strong  as  William  goat. 
Checbe  that  mutters,  cheese  that  flutters,  cheese  that's  far  worse  than  the  butter, 
Cheese  that's  speckled,  cheese  that's  freckled,  cheese?  well  I  should  stutter. 

Chamber  Maids. 

Chamber  maids  don't  get  paid,  you  could  never  guess  their  age. 

Once  1  tried,  she  nearly  died  w  hen  you're  forty-flve  I  cried. 

Sir!  she  said,  I  have  seen  eighteen  summers  in  my  time,  .  •  .i  , 

I  fell  dead,  only  said:  How  long  were  yon  t>lind? 

Soup, 

Soup  that's  hot.  soup  that's  not.  soap  that's  made  from  Lord  knows  what, 
Soup  that's  cola,  soup  that's  bold,  soup  that's  over  six  years  old. 
Soup  that's  mean,  soup  that's  lean,  beau  soup  that  has  never  been, 
Lamo's  tail,  ox  tail,  retail,  wholesale,  soup?  welt  I  should  scream. 


They  were  standing  talking  in  the  pale  moonlight, 

The  same  old  tale; 
They  were  young  and  healthy,  and  their  ages  right 

For  the  same  old  tale. 
But  the  girl  was  blushing  as  a  young  girl  should. 

And  her  heart  began  to  quail; 
He  said  that  marrying  would  do  her  good. 

And  this  is  how  he  told  his  tale: 

Refrain. 

Thy  land's  my  land;  I'd  live  in  a  cannibal  island; 

I  don't  care  so  long  as  you  are  there; 
Where  you  go  I  go,  out  of  ihe  County  of  Sligo; 

I'm  not  an  old  fogie,  but,  like  an  old  bogie,  I'll  follow  you  everywhere. 

She  took  no  notice  of  the  things  he  said, 

'Twas  the  same  old  tale; 
It  was  like  those  stories  she  had  often  read, 

The  same  old  tale; 
So  be  said  I'm  waiting  for  vour  "  yes  or  no," 

And  his  face  grew  hard  and  pale; 
Then  she  told  him  straight  as  she  turned  to  go, 

"I  don't  believe  your  fairy  tale.— .B^roin. 

They  strolled  off  homeward  by  the  river  side. 

Where  the  small  boats  sail, 
Bnt  the  girl's  foot  slipped  and  she  fell  in  the  tide, 

'Tis  the  sad,  sad  tale. 
Then  his  coat  went  flying  and  he  plunged  in,  too. 

For  the  form  so  fair  and  frail. 
And  thus  he  proved  to  her  his  words  were  true 

When  he  sang  to  her  the  old  love  tale.— .ff«/rai«. 

Well,  he  saved  his  darling  from  a  watery  grave, 

'Twas  the  village  tale, 
And  she  loved  him  belter  since  he'd  proved  so  brave, 

'Twas  the  old,  sweet  tale; 
When  he  asked  her  later  if  she'd  name  the  day. 

She  was  not  the  girl  to  fail, 
Vor  she  kissed  her  hero  in  a  snanking  way. 

And  then  she  sang  this  old,  sweet  tale. 

Refrain. 

Thy  land's  my  land;  I'd  live  in  a  cannibal  island; 

I  don't  care  so  long  as  yon  are  there; 
Where  you  go  I  go,  out  of  the  County  of  Sligo; 

Deceive  you  I'll  never;  I'll  love  you  forever,  and  follow  yon  everywhere. 


— The  Business  Outlook. — Business  bas  been  ratber  dull  up  tbe 
State  this  year.  A  drummer  wbo  had  made  a  tour  of  the  State,  on 
his  return  to  this  city  was  asked  by  his  boss:  "  Well,  did  you  get 
any  orders?  "  "I  should  smile.  I  don't  think  I  went  into  a  single 
store  that  I  wasn't  ordered  out  by  the  proprietor  himself."  I 
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The  Sacrilegious  Gamesters. 

By  Eliza  Cuok. 

A  atraneer  journeyed  through  the  town  one  dark  and  wintry  niKht, 
Aud  as  be  pae«ed  the  ivied  church  he  marlied  a  Hitting  li^Ut. 

It  shed  a  reslli-s*,  wnviiig  gleam  throngh  the  Gothic  window-pane, 
And  now  it  viuiis^hcd  for  a  space,  and  now  it  came  again. 

He  stood  and  thoiitilit  it  wondrous  etrauge  that  euch  a  pcene  should  be. 
He  stood,  and  uuw^the  full,  rod  beam  shone  eiroug  aud  steadily. 

He  looked  arouuft— all  el.'^e  was  dark,  not  e'en  a  star  was  left; 
'  The  towusiucu  slumbered,  aud  he  thought  of  sacrilege  aud  theft. 

He  rouse<l  two  sleepers  from  their  beds,  and  told  what  he  had  seen, 
Aud  they,  like  him,  were  curious  to  kuow  what  it  should  nieau. 

They  hied  together  to  the  church,  aud  ticnrd  strange  Bouuds  witliiu 
Of  uudistingui«hable  words,  aud  laughter's  uoisy  diu. 

The  window  is  high;  a  ladder— quick— 'tis  placed  with  stealthy  care. 
Aud  one  ascends — he  looks  below,  oh,  wtiat  a  sight  is  there! 

'I'he  wliite  communion-cloth  is  spread  with  cards  aud  dice  and  wlue, 
Tlie  nauiiug  wax-iigliis  glare  urouud,  the  gilded  sconces  shine. 

And  three  of  earthly  form  have  made  the  altcr-rail  their  seat, 
\Vith  the  Bible  aud  the  books  of  prayer  as  footstools  for  their  feet. 

Three  men.  with  flashing,  bloodshot  eyes  and  burning,  fevered  brows. 
Have  uiet  within  those  holy  walls  to  gamble  and  carouse. 

But  the  darkest  work  is  not  yet  told:  another  guest  is  tliere. 

With  the  earthworm  trailing  o'er  his  cheek  to  hide  in  his  matted  hair. 

He  lifted  not  the  foamini;  cup,  lie  movi-d  not  in  his  pliire; 
There  was  slime  upou  his  livid  lips,  and  dust  ui>on  his  face. 

The  foldings  of  a  windiiig-shfet  his  body  wrapped  around. 

And  muuy  a  stain  the  vestment  bore  of  clay  from  the  cliarnel  ground. 

A  rent  api>eared,  where  liis  withered  liauds  fell  out  on  the  sacred  board. 
And  between  those  hands  a  goblet  stood,  iu  which  bright  wiue  was  poured. 

Oh!  he  was  not  like  tlie  other  three,  but  ghastly,  foul,  and  cold. 
He  was  seated  there,  a  sMSeued  corpse,  all  liorrid  to  behold. 

He  had  neen  their  mate  for  many  a  year,  their  partner  many  a  game. 
He  had  shared  alike  their  ill-got  gold,  aud  their  deeply-taruisbed  fame. 

He  had  died  iu  the  midst  of  his  career,  as  the  sinful  ever  die, 

Withoui  one  prayer  from  a  good  man's  heart,  one  tear  from  a  good  man's  eye. 

He  had  died  a  guilty  one,  unblessed,  uuwept,  ucmourned  by  all. 
And  scarce  a  footstep  ever  beut  to  his  grave  by  the  old  church  wall. 

The  other  three  had  met  that  night,  and  reveled  in  drunken  glcc, 
Aud  talked  of  him  who  a  month  ago  formed  ouc  of  their  company. 

They  (juaffod  another  brimming  glass,  and  a  noisy  oath  they  swore, 

That  he  who  had  joined  their  game  so  oft  should  join  their  game  once  more. 

And  away  they  strode  to  the  old  church  wall,  treading  oer  skull  and  tomb, 
And  dru;;i;ed  hiiu  out  triumphantly,  iu  the  midnight,  murky  glooui. 

They  carry  him  down  the  chancel  porch  and  through  the  fretted  aisle, 
Aud  many  a  heartless,  fl-^ndifh  luugli  is  heard  to  ring  tlie  wliile. 

They  place  him  at  the  hallowed  shrine,  they  call  upou  his  uame, 
They  bid  him  wake  to  life  again,  aud  play  his  oldeu  game. 

They  deal  the  cards;  the  ribald  jest  and  pealing  laugh  ring  on, 
A  stroke— a  start — the  echoing  clock  proclaims  the  hour  of  oue. 

And  two  of  the  three  laugh  louder  still,  but  the  third  flares  wildly  round — 
He  drops  the  cards  as  if  his  hand  were  palsied  at  the  sound. 

His  cheeks  have  lost  their  deepened  flush,  his  lips  are  of  paler  hue, 
Aud  fear  hath  falieu  on  the  heart  of  the  youngest  of  that  crew. 

His  soul  is  not  yet  firmly  bound  in  the  fetters  of  reckless  sin. 
Depravity  hath  not  yet  wrought  its  total  work  within. 

The  strong  potation  of  the  night  drowned  all  that  might  remain 
Of  feeliug,  aud  his  baud  shrunk  uot  while  madness  tired  his  brain. 

But  now  the  chanu  hath  lost  its  spell,  the  heated  fumes  have  passed; 
Aud  banished  reason,  to  her  throne  usurp'^d,  advauces  fast. 

He  rises  -staggers— looks  again  npou  '.in'  fhrouded  dead; 
A  shudder  steals  upou  his  frame,  his  vaunted  strength  is  fled. 

He  doubts— he  dreams— can.  can  it  be*  a  mist  is  o'er  his  eyes; 

He  stands  aghast.     "Oh!  what  is  this?  where?  where?"  he  wildly  cries. 

"  Where  am  1?— see  the  alter-piece— the  Holy  Bible.     Say — 
Is  this  the  niace  where  I  was  brought  a  tiny  boy  to  pray? 

"The  church— the  cluirchyard  too— 1  know  I  have  liecn  (fiere  to-nieht; 
For  what?    Hu!  mercy!  see  that  corpse!  oh'!  hide  me  from  the  liglit! 

"  I  have  been  deemed  a  profligate,  a  gamester,  and  a  knave, 
But  ue'er  was  kuowu  to  scoti  at  God  or  violate  the  grave. 

"I've  long  been  what  man  should  not  be,  but  not  what  I  am  now. 

Oh!  help  me  I  belpl    My  tongue  is  parched!    There's  fire  upou  my  brow! 

"Oh!  save  me!  hide  me  from  myself  I  I  feel  my  pulses  start; 
The  horror  of  this  druukeu  crime  hath  fixed  upon  my  heart. 

"  Again  I  feel  the  rushing  blood!  I  die!  the  iiuforKiven! 

Again  it  comes!  all-all  is  dark— I  choke- OhI  mercy,  Ueavenl" 

Oue  struggling  groan— he  reels— he  falls-  on  the  altar-steps  he  lies; 
And  the  others  gasp  w  ith  fear,  for  now  two  corpses  meet  their  eyes. 


m  *  • 


THE    NiaHTINGALE'S    SONG-. 


CopyrlRlit,  1(»1,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


— A  little  boy  who  bad  been  used  to  receiving  bis  elder  brother's 
old  toys  and  clothes,  recently  asked:  "  Ma,  shall  I  have  to  marry 
his  widow  when  he  dies? " 


The  Word*  and  Mimic  of  tliia  Song  will  be  M>nt  to  any  addresn,  post-ixUd.on  rerelpt  ofM 

eentii;  ortlitnand  any  two  other  Suii^h  fur  Oue  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \Vfhiii&ii,I30  Park 

Kow,  New  Yurk  City.    I'ust*Ke  Stump*  taken  same  an  caah  fornll  our  ku»<1«. 

Word»  by  Orace  Carletun.    Music  by  Carl  Zeller.  . 


When  a  youth  of  twenty  years,  blest  with  all  that  life  el^dcars, 
'Neath  the  stars  that  shone  above,  while  he  kissed  his  own  true  love. 
Oft  he  heard,  iu  woodland  vale,  swcetlv  sing  the  nightingale! 
Long  since  then,  by  night,  by  day,  his  heart  has  heard  that  lay. 

Refrain. 

Once  more  sing  on,  once  more  chant  thy  lay,  nightingale  I 
Once  more  sing  on,  once  more  sweetly  slug  o'er  bill  and  dalel 
Once  more  sing  on,  once  more  chant  thy  lay,  nlghtingalel 
Once  more  siug  ou,  once  more  sweetly  sing  o'er liill  aud  dalel 

Though  'tis  seventy  years  aco.  and  the  fccl)le  step  is  slow. 

While  the  Btreainltt  mirror's  there,  wrinkled  brow,  ^d  look  of  care. 

In  his  heart  he  fondly  sighs;  well-a-day,  how  time  it  fliesi 

But  that  song  souuds  just  as  dear  iu  mooulight  silver  clear.— J7</'rain. 


HORATIUS    AT    THE    BRIDGE. 


Bj  T.  B.  Maciiulay. 


The  Consul's  brow  was  sad,  and  tlie  Consul's  speech  was  low. 

And  darkly  looked  be  at  the  wall,  aud  darkly  at  the  foe. 

"  Their  van  will  be  upon  us  before  the  bridge  goes  down, 

Aud  if  they  ouce  may  win  the  bridge,  what  hope  to  save  the  town?" 

Theu  out  spoke  brave  Iloratius,  the  Captain  of  the  gate: 
"To  every  man  upon  this  earth  death  comelh,  soon  or  late. 
Hew  down  the  bridge.  Sir  Consul,  with  all  the  speed  ye  may; 
I,  with  two  more  to  help  me,  will  hold  the  foe  iu  play. 

In  yon  straight  path  a  thousand  may  well  be  stopped  by  three. 
Now  who  will  stand  ou  either  hand,  and  keep  the  bridge  with  me?" 
Then  out  spake  Spnrius  Lartius— a  Itainniaii  proud  was  he-- 
"  Lo,  I  will  stand  at  thy  right  haud,  aud  keep  the  bridge  with  thee." 

And  out  spake  strong  nerminlus- of  Titian  blood  was  he— 
"I  will  abide  ou  thy  left  side,  and  keep  the  bridge  with  thee." 
"Horalins,"  quoth  the  Consul,  "as  thou  sayest,  so  let  it  be." 
And  straight  against  that  great  array,  forth  went  the  dauntless  three. 

Soon  all  Etrurla's  noblest  felt  their  hearts  sink  to  see 
Ou  tlie  earth  the  bloody  corpses,  iu  the  path  the  dauntless  three. 
Aud  from  the  ghastly  entrance,  where  those  bold  Romans  stood. 
The  bravest  shrank  like  boys  who  rouse  au  old  bear  iu  the  wooU. 

But  meanwhile  axe  and  lever  have  manfully  been  plied, 
And  now  the  bridge  hangs  tottering  above  the  boiling  tide. 
"Come  back,  come  back,  HoratiusI  "  loud  cries  the  fathers  all, 
"Back,  Lartius!  back,  UeriniuiusI  back,  ere  the  ruin  falll  *' 

Back  darted  Spurius  Lartius;  Ilerminiug  darted  bark; 

And,  as  they  passed,  beuvath  their  feet  they  felt  the  timbers  crack; 

But  when  they  turned  their  faces,  and  on  the  further  shore 

Saw  brave  Iloratius  stand  alone,  they  would  have  crossed  ouce  more. 

But,  with  a  crash  like  thunder,  fell  every  loosened  beam, 
Aud,  like  a  dam,  the  mighty  wreck  lay  right  athwart  the  stream; 
And  11  long  shout  of  triumph  rose  from  the  walls  of  Rome, 
As  tu  the  highest  turret-tops  was  S]ilashed  the  yellow  foam. 

And,  like  a  horse  nnbrokeu  when  first  he  feels  the  rein. 

The  furious  river  struggle<l  hard,  and  tossed  his  tawny  mane. 

And  burst  the  curb,  and  bounded,  rejoicing  to  be  free. 

And  battlement  and  plauk  aud  pier  whirled  headloug  to  the  sea. 

Alone  stood  brave  Horatins,  but  constant  still  in  mind;     " 
Thrice  thirty  thousand  foes  before,  and  the  broad  flooil  l>ehlnd. 
"Down  with  him!  "  cried  false  Sextiis,  with  a  smile  on  his  pule  face. 
"  Now  yield  thee,"  cried  Lars  Porseua,  "  uow  yield  thee  to  our  grace." 

Round  turned  he,  as  not  deigning  those  craven  ranks  to  see; 
Naught  spake  he  to  Lars  I'orsena,  to  Seztiis  naught  spake  he; 
But  he  saw  on  Pulatiuus  the  white  porch  of  his  home, 
Aud  he  spake  to  the  noble  river  that  rolls  by  the  towers  of  Rome. 

"  O,  Til)er!  father  Tiber!  to  whom  the  Romans  pray, 
A  Roman's  life,  a  Romau's  arms,  take  thou  In  charge  this  day! '' 
So  he  spake,  aud,  spcakiug,  sheathed  the  good  swoid  by  his  side, 
Aud,  with  his  harness  on  his  back,  pluuged  headlong  iu  the  tide. 

No  sound  of  joy  or  sorrow  was  heard  from  either  bank; 

But  friends  and  foes,  iu  dumb  surprise,  stood  gazing  where  he  sauk. 

And  when  above  the  surges  they  saw  his  crest  appear, 

Rome  shouted,  aud  e'en  Tuscany  could  scarce  forbear  to  cheer. 

But  fiercely  ran  the  current,  swollen  high  by  months  of  rain; 

And  fast  his  blood  was  flowing;  and  he  was  sore  with  paiu, 

And  heavy  with  his  armor,  and  spent  with  changing  blows  ^ 

And  oft  they  thought  him  siuklug— but  still  agaiu  he  rose. 

Never,  I  ween,  did  swimmer,  Iu  such  an  evil  case, 
Strui;glc  through  such  a  raging  flood  safe  lo  the  lan(]ing  place; 
But  his  limbs  were  borne  un  biavely  by  the  brave  heart  within, 
Aud  our  good  father  Tiber  bore  bravely  up  his  chin. 

"Curse  on  him!"  quoth  false  Sextus;  "will  not  the  villain  drown  f 
But  for  this  stay,  ere  close  of  day  we  should  have  sacked  the  town!  " 
"  Heaven  help  him!  "  quoth  Lars  Porsena,  "  and  bring  him  safe  to  shore; 
For  such  a  gallant  feat  of  arms  was  never  seen  before." 

And  now  he  feels  the  bottom— uow  on  dry  earth  he  stauds; 

Now  round  him  throng  the  fathers  to  press  his  gory  hands, 

Aud,  now  with  shouts  and  clapping,  and  noise  of  weeping  lond,  .■.-■: 

Ue  enters  through  the  lUver  Gate,  borue  by  the  joyous  crowd. 
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FLYINa    JIM'S    last!  LEAP. 


By  Eiiima  Duniiiug  Banks. 


The  hero  of  thU  tale  had  been  once  a  trapeze  performer,  much  famed  for  hLs  daring 

leapii  ill  the  circus  ring.    Ijiter  in  life  he  had  fallen  into  evil  ways,  and  was 

now  a  fugitive  from  justice,  closely  iiursued  by  otBcers  of  the  law. 


Cheeriest  room,  that  morn,  tlie  kitclien.    Helped  by  Bridget'9  willing  hands. 

Bustled  Hannah,  deftly  mixing  pies  for  ready  waiting  pans. 

Little  Flossie  flitted  round  them,  and  Ler  curling,  floating  hair 

Glinted  gold-like,  gleamed  and  glistened,  iu  the  sparkling  sunlit  air;  >' 

Slouched  a  flguie  o'erlhc  lawn;  a  man  80  wretched  and  forlorn,  ;  ' 

Tattered,  grim,  60  like  a  liegtjar,  ne'er  had  trot  that  path  before. 

His  shirt  was  torn,  his  hat  was  gone,  bare  and  begrimed  his  knees. 

Face  with  blood  and  dirt  disflgiired,  elbows  peeped  from  out  liis  sleeves. 

Kat-tat-tat,  niwn  the  entrance,  brought  Aunt  Hannah  to  the  door; 

Parched  lijis  humbly  plead  for  water,  as  she  scanned  his  misery  o'er; 

VVrailiful  came  the  dame's  quick  answer;  made  him  cower,  shame,  and  start 

Out  of  sight,  despairing,  saddened,  Imrt  and  angry  to  the  heart. 

''^  Drink!  You"ve  had  enough,  you  rascal.    Faugh  I  the  smell  now  makes  me  sick. 

Move,  you  thief  1  Leave  now  these  grounds,  sir,  or  our  dogs  will  help  you  quick." 

Then  the  man  with  draggiiig  footsteps,  hopeless,  wishing  himself  dead. 

Crept  away  from  sight  of  plenty,  Btarved  iu  place  Of  being  fed, 

WitiKlered  further  from  the  mansion,  till  he  reached  a  purling  brook. 

Babbling,  trilling,  broken  music  by  a  green  and  shady  nook. 

Here  sweet  Flossie  found  liiiu  fainting;  in  her  hands  were  food  and  drink; 

Pale  like  death  lay  lie  before  her,  yet  the  child-heart  did  not  shrink; 

Then  the  rags  from  off  his  forehead,  she  with  dainty  hands  offstripjied, 

In  the  brooklet's  rippling  waters,  her  own  lace-trimmed  'kerchief  dipped 

Then  with  sweet  and  holy  pity,  which,  within  her,  did  not  daunt. 

Bathed  tlic  blood  and  grime-stained  visage  of  that  sin-soiled  sou  of  want. 

Wrung  she  then  the  linen  cleanly,  bandaged  up  the  wound  again 

Ere  the  still  eyee  opened  slowly;  white  lips  murmuring,  "  Am  I  sane?  " 

"  Look,  poor  man,  here's  food  and  drink.    Now  thank  our  God  before  yon  take." 

Paused  she  mute  and  undecided,  while  deep  sobs  his  form  did  shake 

With  an  avalanche  of  feeling,  and  great  tears  came  rolling  down 

O'er  ft  face  unused  to  showing  aught  except  a  sullen  frown; 

That  "  our  God  "  unsealed  a  fountain,  his  whole  life  had  never  known. 

When  that  human  angel  near  hiiu  spoke  of  her  God  as  his  own. 

"  Is  it  "cause  my  aunty  grieved  you?  "  quickly  did  the  wee  one  ask. 

"  I'll  tell  you  my  little  verse  then,  'tis  a  holy  oible  task. 

It  may  help  you  to  forgive  her:  '  Love  your  enemies  and  those 

Who  despitefully  may  use  you;  love  them  whether  friends  or  foesl '  " 

Then  she  glided  from  his  vision,  left  him  prostrate  on  the  ground  ;   >: 

Conning  o'er  and  o'er  that  lesson  with  a  grace  to  him  new  found. 

Sunlight  filtering  through  green  branches  as  they  windxffcve  dance  and  dip. 

Finds  a  prayer  Ins  mother  taught  him,  trembling  on  his  crime-stained  lip. 

Hist!  a  step,  an  angry  mutter,  and  the  owner  of  the  place. 

Gentle  Flossie's  hunghty  f:ither  and  the  tramp  stood  face  to  facel 

Thieving  rascall   you've  my  daughter's  'kerchief  bound  upon  your  brow; 
Off  with  it,  and  cast  it  down  here.    Come!  Ik;  quick  about  it  now." 
As  the  man  did  not  obey  him.  Flossie's  father  lashed  his  cheek 
With  a  riding-whip  he  carried;  struck  him  hard  and  cut  him  deep. 
Quick  the  tramp  bore  down  upon  him,  felled  him,  o'er  him  where  he  lay 
kaised  n  knife  to  seek  his  life-blood.    Then  there  came  a  thought  to  stay 
All  his  angry,  murderous  impulse,  caused  the  knife  to  shuddering  fall: 
"  He's  her  father;  love  your  en'niies;  'tis  '  our  God '  reigns  over  all." 


At  midnight,  lambent,  lurid  flames  light  up  the  sky  with  fiercest  beams,    [seems; 
Wild  cries,  "  Fire!  Firel  "  ring  thro'  the  air,  and  red  like  blood  each  flame  now 
Tliey  faster  grow,  they  higher  throw  weird,  direful  arms  which  ever  lean 
About  the  gray  stone  mansion  old.    Now  roars  the  wind  to  aid  the  BCeue; 
The  flames  yet  higher,  wilder  play.    A  shudder  runs  through  all  around — 
Distinctly  as  in  light  of  day,  at  topmost  window  from  the  ground 
Sweet  Flossie  stands,  her  golden  hair  cnlmlocd  now  by  flrelit  air. 
Loud  rang  tlie  father's  cry:  "OGod!  my  child!  my  child!  Will  no  one  dare 
For  her  sweet  sake  the  flaming  stair? "  Lookl  one  steps  forth  with  muffled  face. 
Leaps  through  the  flames  with  fleetest  feet,  on  trembling  ladder  runs  a  race 
With  life  and  death— the  window  gaius.    Deep  silence  falls  on  all  around, 
Till  bursts  aloud  a  sobbing  wail.    The  ladder  falls  with  crashing  sound — 
A  flaming,  treacherous  mass.    O  Godt  she  was  so  young  and  he  so  brave! 
Look  once  again.    See!  see!  on  highest  roof  he  stands — the  flery  wave 
Fierce  rolling  round— his  arms  enclasp  the  child— God  help  him  yet  to  savel 


•'For  life  or  for  eternal  sleep," 

He  cries,  then  makes  a  vaulting  leap, 

A  tree  branch  catches,  with  sure  aim. 

And  by  the  act  proclaims  bis  name; 

The  air  was  rent,  the  cheers  rang  loud, 

A  rough  voice  cried  from  out  the  crowd, 

"Huzza,  my  boys,  well  we  know  liim, 

None  dares  that  leap  but  Flying  Jim!  " 

A  jail-bird — outlaw— thief,  indeed. 

Yet  o'er  them  all  lakes  kingly  leud. 

"l>o  now  your  worst,"  his  gasping  cry, 

"  Do  all  your  worst,  I'm  doomed  to  die; 

I've  breathed  the  flames,  'twill  not  be  long," 

Then  hushed  all  murmurs  through  the  tlirong. 

With  reverent  hands  they  bore  him  where 

The  summer  evening's  cooling  air 

Came  softly  sighing  through  the  trees; 

The  child's  proud  father  on  his  knees 

Forgiveness  sought  of  God  and  Jim, 

Which  dying  lips  accorded  him. 

A  mark  of  whip  on  white  face  stirred 

To  gleaming  scarlet  at  his  words. 

"P'orgive  t'.iein  all  who  nse  you  ill. 

She  taught  me  that  and  I  fulfill; 

I  would  her  hand  might  touch  ny  face. 

Though  she's  so  pure  and  I  so  base." 

Low  Flossie  bent  and  kissed  the  brow,  ' 

W'ith  smile  of  bliss  transfigured  now; 

Death,  the  angel,  sealed  it  there, 

'Twae  Bent  to  God  with  "mother's  prayer." 


— Every  man  Las  three  cbaracters— Ibat  wbich  be  exhibits,  that 
'which  be  has,  and  that  wbich  he  tbinlis  he  has. 


,        THE    DANDY    FIFTH. 

By  Frank  U.  Gassaway. 

'Twas  the  time  of  the  workingmcn's  great  strike,  when  all  the  land  stood  still 
At  the  sudden  roar  from  the  hungry  mouths  that  labor  could  not  fill; 
When  the  thunder  of  the  railroad  ceased,  and  startled  towns  could  spy 
A  hundred  blazing  factories  painting  each  midnight  sky. 

Through  Philadelphia's  surging  streets  marched  the  brown  ranks  of  toil, 
The  grimy  legions  of  tlie  shops,  the  tillers  of  the  soil. 
White-faced  militia-men  looked  on,  while  women  shrank  with  dread; 
'Twas  muscle  against  money  then — 'twas  riches  against  bread. 

Once,  as  the  mighty  mob  tramped  on,  a  carriage  stopped  the  way,         ■.   -.  ■ 
Ui)on  the  silken  seat  of  which  a  young  patrician  lay.  .  :'■  ••  ■ 

And  as,  with  haughty  glance,  he  swept  along  tlie  jeering  crowd,  ■.    •    , 

A  white-haired  blacksmith  in  the  ranks  look  off  his  cap  and  bowed.  ■'■    ■■  * 

That  night  the  Labor  League  was  met,  and  soon  the  chairman  said: 

*'  There  hides  a  Judas  in  our  midst,  one  man  who  bows  his  head,       •'"     .  '. 

Who  bends  the  coward's  servile  knee  when  capital  rolls  by."  •*.  ■- 

"Down  with  hiui!    Kill  the  traitor  cur!  "  rang  out  the  savage  cry.    \  ••  : 

Up  rose  the  blacksmith,  then,  and  held  erect  his  head  of  gray:       ,  ■ .;  .'  ■'  •." 
"I  am  no  tniitor,  though  I  bowed  to  a  rich  man's  son  to-day;  ,  .'.< 

And  thougli  you  kill  nie  ae  I  stand — as  like  you  mean  to  do— 
I  want  to  tell  you  a  story  short,  and  I  aek  you'll  hear  me  through. 

"I  was  one  of  those  who  enlisted  first,  the  old  flag  to  defend. 

With  Pope  and  Ualleck,  with  'Mac '  and  Grant,  I  followed  to  the  end; 

And  'twas  somewhere  downon  the  Rapidan,  when  the  Union  cause  looked  drear. 

That  a  regiment  of  rich  young  bloods  came  down  to  us  from  here. 

"Their  uniforms  were  by  tailors  cut;  they  brought  hampers  of  gootl  wine; 
And  every  squad  hail  a  servant,  too,  to  keep  their  boots  iii  shine; 
They'd  nauglit  to  say  to  us  dusty  *  vets,'  and,  througli  the  whole  brigade. 
We  called  them  the  kid-gloved  Dandy  Fifth,  when  we  passed  them  on  parade. 

"  Well,  they  were  sent  to  hold  a  fort  the  Rebs  tried  hard  to  take, 

'Twas  the  key  of  all  our  line,  which  naught,  while  it  held  out,  could  break. 

But  a  fearful  fight  we  lost  Just  then— the  reserve  came  up  too  late; 

Aud  on  that  fort,  and  the  Daudy  Fifth,  hung  the  whole  division's  fate. 

"Three  times  we  tried  to  take  them  aid,  and  each  time  bnck  we  fell, 
Though  once  we  could  hear  the  fort's  fur  guns  boom  like  a  funeral  knell; 
Till  at  length  Joe  Hooker's  corps  came  up,  nnd  then  straight  through  we  broke; 
How  we  cheered  as  we  saw  those  daudy  coats  still  back  of  the  drifting  siuokc! 

"With  the  bands  all  front  and  our  colors  spread  we  swarnud  up  the  parapet. 
But  the  sight  that  silenced  our  welcome  shout  I  shall  never  in  life  forget. 
Four  days  before  had  their  water  gone— they  l»ad  drea<led  that  the  most— 
The  next  their  last  scant  ration  went,  and  each  man  looked  a  ghoet. 

"  As  he  stood,  gaunt-eyed,  behind  his  guu,  like  a  crippled  stag  at  bay, 
And  watched  starvation — though  not  defeat-  draw  nearer  every  day. 
Of  all  the  Fifth  not  fourscore  men  could  in  their  places  stand, 
Aud  their  white  lips  told  a  fearful  tale,  as  we  grasped  each  bloodless  hand. 

"  The  rest  in  the  stupor  of  famine  lay,  save  here  and  there  a  few 

In  death  sat  rigid  against  the  guns,  grim  sentinels  iu  blue; 

And  their  Colonel,  he  could  not  si)eak  or  stir,  but  we  saw  his  proud  eye  thrill 

As  he  simply  glanced  to  the  shot-scarred  staff  where  the  old  flag  floated  still. 

"  Now,  I  hate  the  tyrants  who  grind  us  down,  while  the  wolf  snarls  at  our  door, 

Aud  the  men  who've  risen  from  us— to  laugh  at  the  misery  of  the  poor;  , 

But  I  tell  yon,  mutes,  wliile  this  weak  old  hand  I  have  left  the  strength  to  lift,  { 

It  will  touch  my  cap  to  the  proudest  swell  who  fought  in  the  Daudy  Fifth."  I 
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Now,  kindly  listen  and  I'll  tell  you  the  cause  of  all  my  woe. 
And  the  reason  I  attract  so  much  attention,  wherever  I  may  go; 
Most  people  think  I  am  a  crank,  or  a  freak  in  a  museum  I  iniisl  be, 
For  everywhere  they  admire  my  hair,  and  then  they  yell  at  me: 

>;  .  CuouDs.  •  v       . 

;    Get  yonr  hair  cut,  get  your  hair  cut;  ,. 

,  Oh,  you'd  be  a  beauty  bright  >.    '  . 

If  your  hair  was  out  of  sight; 
Get  your  hair  cut,  get  your  nair  cut. 
Let  the  barber  have  a  chance,  dear  boy. 

Some  years  ago  I  said  I  would  never  let  a  barber  cut  my  hair 

Until  a  Prohibition  candidate  was  seated  in  the  President's  chair; 

But  one  has  not  reached  the  White  House  yet,  at  Washington,  D.  C, 

And  now  you  know  the  reason  why  'most  everybody  bawls  at  me:— Chorus. 

One  night  I  went  into  a  theatre  to  see  a  female  burlesque  show; 
I  heard  them  guy  the  bald-beaded  men  down  in  the  front  row; 
It  seemeil  to  please  the  audience— it  made  them  howl  with  glee. 
But  the  old  jays  weren't  in  it  when  a  big  blonde  said  to  me:— C/(ortf«. 

I  went  to  sec  a  lawyer  one  day  and  told  him  my  tale  of  woe; 

He  soaked  me  just  "  ten  dollars,"  for  his  advice,  you  know; 

And  when  he  heard  my  story,  said  he:  "  Don't  let  it  cause  you  pain," 

Just  wear  a  pair  of  ear-muffs  and  you'll  never  hear  again:—  Chorus. 


■  ^  •  ^ 


— Considerate  Boy.— Little  Charley:  "  Papa,  will  you  buy  me  a 
drum?  "  Fond  Father:  "Ah,  but,  my  boy,  you  will  disturb  me 
very  much  if  I  do."  Charley:  "Oh,  no,  papa,  I  won't  drum  ex- 
cept when  you're  asleep." — PUUburgh  Chronicle. 
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Have  j'on  heard  tbe  story  of  Deacon  Brown- 
How  be  came  near  losiut;  his  eaintly  crown 
By  uttering;  language  so  profane? 
But  it  wasn't  his  fault,  aa  I  maintain; 
Listen,  Maria,  and  vou  will  see 
How  it  might  have  bappeucd  to  you  or  me. 

A  worthy  man  h  as  Deacon  Brown 

As  ever  lived  in  Clovertown; 

Bland  of  manner  and  soft  of  speech. 

With  a  smile  for  all  and  a  word  for  each. 

•' There's  odds  in  deacons,"  as  I've  h<ard  tell; 

But  one  w  ho  has  linown  him  for  quite  a  spell 

Has  often  told  me  that  Brown  stood  well. 

Not  only  in  church,  but  among  his  neighbors. 

Esteemed  and  loved  for  bis  life  and  In iiors. 

I^ot  a  man  in  the  town  at  Brown  woull  frown. 

There  wasn't  a  stain  on  his  fair  renown; 

His  soul  was  while,  though  hie  name  was  Brown. 

One  morning  the  deacon  started  down 
To  purchase  some  goods  at  the  store  in  town — 
Sugar  und  salt  and  a  calico  gown. 
And  a  pair  of  shoes  for  the  youngest  Brown, 
And  otlier  things  which  he  noted  dowa— 
A  good  provider  was  Deacon  Brown. 
His  guileless  heart  was  light  as  a  feat';er. 
As  li*;  roile  along  in  tlie  sweet  May  weather. 
Till  he  came  at  length  to  the  garden  trate 
Of  the  Widow-  Simpson,  and  there  did  wait 
For  a  moment's  chat  with  the  pious  dame 
Who,  years  agoue,  was  tbe  deacon's  tlama. 

The  Widow  Simpson  was  meek  and  mild, 
With  a  heart  as  pure  as  an  innocent  child. 
She  dwelt  in  a  cottage,  small  aud  near, 
A  little  way  back  from  the  village  stnet; 
And  now,  in  suu-bounet,  with  trowel  in  hand.  . 
She  was  tickling  the  soil  of  her  garden  laud. 

The  widow  looked  up  aud  said,  "  Do  tellt 
Is  that  you,  deacon?  I  hope  you're  well." 
Aud  the  deacon  replied  to  the  gentle  dame: 
"Quite  well,  I  thauk  you;  I  hope  you're  the  same." 
Then  they  talked  of  the  crops  and  the  late  spring  etorotf, 
Of  the  (iparrow  grass  aud  the  currant  worms; 
And  she  a.«ked  tlie  deacon  w  bat  she  should  do 
For  tbe  varmints  that  riddled  her  bushes  through. 

The  deacon,  scratching  his  head,  said,  "  Well, 
If  I  were  you  I  would  give  them  hel—  ' 
He  bore  too  hard  on  the  fence  as  he  spoke. 
When  suddenly,  swiftly,  down  it  broke; 
Aud  prostrate  there  at  tbe  widow's  feet 
Lay  the  fence,  aud  tbe  deacon  pale  as  a  sheet! 

The  deacon's  pride  was  sadly  humbled; 
His  teeth  dropped  out  and  he  wildly  mumbled. 
As  blindly  there  in  tbe  dirt  he  fumbled; 
And  the  widow's  faith  as  suddenly  crumbled. 
When  slic  found  how  her  good  friend  Browu  had  stumbled. 
And  her  beautiful  fence  to  the  grouud  had  tumbled; 
While  it  seemed  to  her  that  au  earthquake  rumbled; 
'  In  fact,  as  you  see,  things  were  generally  jumbled. 
The  widow  turned  pale,  und  well  she  might. 
As  she  looked  at  the  ruin  with  womanly  fright; 
But  the  pious  soul  was  shocked  still  more. 
As  she  thought  'twas  au  oath  the  deacon  swore. 

The  deacon,  too,  in  bis  grief  intense. 

Was  afraid  he  bad  given  the  widow  offense. 

He  looked  arouud  in  a  vague  surprise. 

While  lie  tried  to  dam  the  tears  that  would  rise 

(Of  pain  and  shame)  in  liis  dust-tllied  eyes. 

But  when  he  recovered  his  teeth  aud  sense 

He  borrowed  a  hammer  and  fixed  the  fence. 

And  endeavored  with  meekness  to  explain 

His  late  remark,  wliicb  was  cut  in  twain 

By  the  fall  of  the  fence  aud  bis  sad  refrain; 

No  man  could  say  he  ever  swore  I 

He  was  only  speaking  of  hellebore, 

A  drug  she  could  buy  at  w  hat's-his-name's  store. 

To  kill  the  bugs  which  lier  bushes  l>ore. 

I  cannot  tell  all  that  the  deacon  said, 

But  he  Bt&rted  for  home  with  an  aching  head, 

And  a  heavy  hearfthat  could  not  rest; 

For  a  guilty  feeling  was  in  his  breast. 

Which  he  couldn't  get  out.  though  be  tried  his  beet. 

And  the  w  idow,  she  was  ill  at  ease. 

In  spite  of  the  deacon's  apologies. 

She  left  the  garden,  went  up  the  stair. 

Threw  herself  into  her  locking-rbair. 

And  rocked  and  rocked  till  the  soothing  balm 

Of  the  breeze  und  the  sunshine  made  her  calm. 

Tiien  she  searched  the  .Scriptures  to  find  a  text 

That  would  somewhat  ease  her  mind  |>erplext; 

For  her  righteous  soul  was  sorely  vexi. 

And  she  wondered,  "  Whatever  will  happen  next?'* 

Aud  she  thinks  to  this  day,  as  I've  he.'>.rd  her  say. 

Brown  shouldn't  have  spoken  in  just  that  way. 

But  as  for  myself,  I  question  whether, 

If  he'd  just  put  his  syllables  nearer  together. 

There  had  been  the  least  trouble  or  scandal— but  thCQ 

Such  mistakes  will  occur  with  the  wisest  of  men. 

In  viewing  such  things  with  our  moral  eyes, 

There's  a  tendency  always  to  moralize; 

And  this  is  the  moral  I  offer  for  all: 

When  you  thiuk  you  are  standing  take  heed  leat  yoa  falll 


Mary  Jane,  Change  Your  Name. 


As  sung  by  Alfred  Melbourne. 
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Where  flowers  grow  ill  summer  timo,  down  a  shady  lane. 
There  lives  the  darling  of  my  heart,  my  own  dear  Mary  Jane. 
She  loves  me  and  I  love  her,  how  happy  we  could  be, 
I'd  marry  her,  iudeed  I  would,  but  her  father  he  duu't  like  me. 

Chorus. 

Mary  Jane,  change  your  name,  take  mine  in  Its  place,  it's  no  disgrace; 
Mary  Jane,  change  your  name,  and  married  we'll  be  in  the  morulng. 

Now  shortly  we  will  married  be,  and  settled  down  in  life, 

I  know  I'll  be  contented  when  my  Mary  Jane's  my  wife. 

Purest,  sweetest  love  is  ours,  how  happy  we  will  be, 

I'll  marry  her,  iudeed  I  will,  though  her  fatlier  he  dou't  like  me.  — CAortw. 
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VISIONS    WHILE    I    SLEEP. 


By  Harry  Knlltilou. 
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In  coming  home  from  the  club,  my  head  was  In  a  ewim, 
It  was  almost  bursting,  for  I  bad  been  filling  in. 
My  wife  was  sleeping  soundly,  so  iuto  bed  I  crept — 
I'll  tell  you  of  the  visions  that  came  o'er  mu  while  I  slept: 

Chorus. 

I  thongtat  I  saw  a  policeman  who  would  refuse  a  drink, 

I  thought  I  saw  a  pretty  girl  who  would  not  give  a  wink, 

I  thought  I  saw  a  car  conductor  who  would  not  knock  a  fare, 

I  thought  I  saw  a  dude  that  was  flying  through  the  air, 

I  thought  that  all  the  bank  casliiers  from  Canada  were  back, 

I  thought  that  sailors  were  fed  sometliing  else  besides  hard-tuck, 

I  thought  I  saw  Charley  Mitchell  learning  how  to  flght, 

I  thouglit  I  saw  Bob  Iiigersoil  so  gloriously  tight, 

I  thought  I  saw  a  ton  oTcoiil  that  weiKhed  two  thousand  pounds, 

I  thouiilit  I  saw  Sullivan  and  Kilraiu  Sght  two  hundred  rounds, 

I  thought  I  saw  ttie  North  Pole  found  by  General  Washington, 

I  thought  I  saw  a  laundry  that  ou  time  would  have  your  washing  done » 

I  thought  I  saw  a  minister  practice  what  he  preached, 

I  thought  I  saw  a  workingmau  getlin^forty  dollars  a  week, 

I  thought  I  saw  a  married  man  who  was  not  on  the  mash, 

I  thought  I  saw  a  millionaire's  eon  w  ithout  a  cent  in  cash. 

I  would  have  kept  on  thinking,  but  1  awoke  in  a  swoon. 

My  feet  were  out  tbe  window,  and  my  bead  In  a  spittoon. 
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PROSPERITY. 
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By  Marcus  O.  Harrison.  V 


There  arc  many  who  are  sleeping  in  the  grave  a  silent  rest. 

That  have  passed  away  to  see  this  world  no  more. 
Who  have  had  a  golden  chance  to  earn  a  bright  und  honored  name. 

But  have  let  it  uass  like  wreck  upon  the  shore. 
When  the  field  of  earth's  prosperity  has  opened  wide  its  gate. 

They've  turned  their  head  to  take  another  course. 
But  have  finally  found  their  mishap  when  the  chance  would  pass  away, 

Aud  their  days  would  end  in  sorrow  and  remorse. 

CUOKUS. 

'Tis  the  same  old  truthful  story  that  for  ages  bards  have  sung, 
'Tis  he  who's  labored  faithfully  who  has  bright  laurels  won. 
Who's  faced  the  storm  adversity  until  the  tempest  ceased. 
And  then  bus  smiled  ou  fortunes  hearth  to  see  his  goods  increase. 

This  world  is  big  and  large  cnongh  for  ali  who  tread  its  eoll. 

To  drink  its  flowing  waters  and  be  filled, 
But  he  who  stops  to  tarry  when  the  tide  is  at  Us  height. 

Will  wake  to  find  tlie  waters  have  been  stilled. 
Although  enough  aud  plenty,  there  are  those  who  strive  for  ali. 

Who  never  stop  to  hear  the  poor  man's  cry. 
But  .sail  ahead  like  mighty  ships  to  reach  a  foreign  port, 
Not  tblnkiug  of  God  e  justice  by  and  by. 

Chouus. 
It  Isn't  he  who  has  tens  on  to  gain  au  early  crown. 
Who  often  meets  success  in  life  with  favor  and  renown;     . 
But  he  who  creeps  before  he  walks  a«  saying  goes  to  say. 
And  trusting  that  tbe  words  are  true,  that  each  shall  liavc  bis  day. 

Cheer  up  you  that  are  burdened,  and  feel  that  you  can't  march  on, 

Purh  forth  your  step  and  say  I  will,  I  must. 
For  whenever  there's  an  earnest  will  there  always  is  a  way. 

To  those  who  undertake  l«  do  what's  just. 
But  if  success  you  chance  to  meet,  remember  days  since  passed. 

When  first  you  started  out  to  make  a  mark. 
Fail  not  to  hear  the  hungry  voice  that  daily  rings  aloud, 

Aud  try  to  make  tbe  sun  shine  where 'tis  dark. 

CnOBDB. 

Then  when  you're  old  and  feeble,  with  your  face  turned  toward  the  grave, 
tio  fear  of  death  will  haunt  you  nor  for  Heaven's  mercy  crave. 
There'll  be  angels  standing  waiting  till  the  trumpet  note  does  sound, 
Who'll  bear  you  into  glory,  where  you'll  wear  a  goklen  crowu. 
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AVords  and  Music  by  the  Wesleys  (Florence,  Tuddy  and  Neil). 


There's  a  girl  that  lives  in  oar  town,  she's  modest  as  can  be. 
She's  the  envy  of  tlie  ladies,  she's  so  happy,  gay  and  free; 
She  reads  the  latest  novels,  the  daily  papers,  too; 
She's  posted  ou  the  races,  and  bets  a  cent  or  two. 

Refrain. 
Mclnemy,  you're  a  daisy,  you're  a  darling  on  the  street; 
You're  tlie  belle  at  all  the  picnic  parks,  you  trip  lightly  on  your  feet; 
You  have  all  the  young  men  crazy,  sure  the  old  men  are  just  as  bad; 
Your  style  is  very  hard  to  beat,  and  it  is  the  latest  fad. 

She's  well  np  in  all  the  fashions,  with  dress  low  at  the  neck, 
Slie's  expensive  to  the  dudies,  she  eats  candy  by  the  peck; 
Eats  frogM'  legs  by  the  dozens,  and  soft  shell  crabs  on  toast; 
Drinks  soda  and  don't  feel  it,  I'm  always  well  she'll  boast.— iZi^rain. 

Now  her  pa's  a  politician,  of  course  he  has  a  pull. 

And  the  young  bloods  take  this  girl  out,  and  drink  wine  until  they're  full; 

This  girl  will  never  marry,  she's  modest  and  too  shy; 

She's  Magfeie  Mclnemy,  this  daisy  la  too  lly. — Be/rain. 


) 


■    ^  •  »   » 


McANULTY'S      G-ARDEN      PARTY. 

Written,  Composed  and  Suns  by  Pat  Haffeily. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soup  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 

centsi  or  this  and  any  twootlier  Songs  for  One  Oullur,  by  If.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

llow.  New  York  City,    hostage  Stamps  takcnsanie  oscasli  fornJlour  goods. 


You've  heard  of  garden  parties  as  given  by  the  swells, 

To  all  tlie  tip-top  mashers  and  all  Uie  fairest  belles; 

Well,  I'll  sing  of  another,  one  given  by  a  palf 

To  celebrate  the  wedding  of  him  and  his  old  "gal." 

1'liere  was  Flnuican  and  Dranuigan  and  Brady  and  McGee, 

Asked  down  to  McAnulty's  to  have  a  jolly  sprte; 

When  all  who  were  invited  there  were  present  to  a  man,  '  ' 

McAuulty  made  a  little  speech  and  then  the  fun  began. 

Chorus. 
Oh!  boys,  we  had  a  jolly  spree  down  at  friend  Barney  Mc.^nnlty's, 
And  not  one  could  jolly  well  see,  when  we  stagger'd  home  at  thret;  iu  the  morning. 

We'd  lots  of  beer  and  whiskey,  for  Mac's  a  jolly  card; 

Said  he,  "  I've  got  no  eardeu,  we'll  go  into  the  yard." 

We  did,  and  when  we  got  there,  McGee  some  capers  cut, 

Which  ended  with  his  falling  splasli  in  the  water-butt. 

When  we  dragged  iiim  up  and  wrung  him  out,  and  made  him  nice  and  dry, 

Mac  said,  "  Let's  have  the  'Lancers.'  so,  boys,  for  partners  try;  " 

"Come  out,  that  girl  I'm  looking  at!  "  says  Brady,  witi)  a  roar. 

And  tlie  girls  all  made  a  rush  for  him,  and  bash'd  him  on  the  Hoot.  — Cfiorus. 

Now  when  the  dance  was  over  we  all  went  iu  the  house. 

And  each  sat  at  tlie  table  as  quiet  as  a  mouse. 

For  we  were  pretty  busy  with  chicken  boiled  and  roast. 

When  Counsellor  O'Cailaghan  got  up  to  give  a  toast— 

Here's  a  health  to  McAnulty,  and  good  luck  his  whole  life  long!  " 

McGee  was  tired  of  si»oiiting,  so  said  he'd  sing  a  song— 

"  Oh!  let  me  like  a  soldier  fall,"  he  Straight  becau  to  yell, 

But  before  he  got  half  thioiigli  the  verse, ''  he  like  a  soldier  fell."— CAoru*. 


DAN    MCCARTHY'S    BALL. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  James  Stillinan. 


The  Words  and  Unsic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pos^paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sameas  cash  for  all  ourgoode. 


Words  by  James  McCorry.    Music  by  Paddy  Murphy. 


Dan  McCarthy  gave  a  party,  'twas  on  last  Sunday  night, 

The  boys  and  girls  for  miles  around  to  com«  he  did  invite; 

Young  and  ola  from  near  and  far  in  fun  there  did  engage. 

All  came  to  celebrate  the  day  McCarthy  came  of  age. 

There  was  lots  of  good  old  whiskey,  enough  for  every  man. 

All  the  girls  were  feeling  frisky,  the  dancing  then  began; 

The  l>oys  all  took  their  partners,  the  pi|>er  loud  did  bawl: 

Change  partners,  swing,  and  ladies  chain!  at  Dan  McCarthy's  ball. 

Chorus. 
Such  dancing  and  a-prancing,  the  girls  were  all  entrancing, 
Such  riiclion  and  destruction  you  never  saw  before; 
i^Iaginnis  played  the  fiddle,  the  piper  loud  did  bawl, 
'Twas  hands  ail  round,  and  all  sasshay!  at  Dan  McCarthy's  bftU. 

The  dancing  was  all  over,  they  sat  down  all  around, 

Pat  Murphy  and  O'Reagan's  wife  were  nowhere  to  be  found; 

We  got  them  in  the  corner  when  we  looked 'round  to  see, 

Pat  Murphy  with  O'Reagan's  wife  a-dancing  on  his  knee. 

'I'hen  O'Reagau  tackled  Murphy,  and  Murphy  tackled  him, 

The  boys  all  got  their  Irish  up,  to  fight  they  did  begin; 

The  ladies  ail  were  screaming,  and  loud  for  help  did  call. 

They  fought  all  night  till  broad  daylight  at  Dau  McCarthy's  ball.— CAoru*. 

The  Bradys  and  O'Cradys,  the  Roches  and  the  Burkes. 

They  walloped  all  the  Flaunlgans,  the  Connors  and  McGurks;     . 

The  Nolans  and  Magiiires,  the  Sullivans  and  Flynns, 

They  had  a  grudge  to  settle  with  the  Maddens  and  OXynns. 

You  ouKht  to  see  them  fighting,  you  sliould  have  heard  them  shout, 

The  girls  were  under  all  tlie  beds,  afraid  to  venture  out; 

For  lots  of  fun  and  pleasure,  the  divil  a  place  at  all  .    .i; 

For  raining  bloody  murder,  equaled  Dan  McCarthy's  ball.  — CAon/«. 


O'CONNOR,    THE    TRAGEDIAN. 

'     '  Written  by  James  McAvoy  expressly  for  Edward  Leslie. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sons  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
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*  ment,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  New  York. 


I'm  James  Owen  O'Connor,  the  tragedian,  •'  '   ^      .     ': 

My  tragedy  has  turned  the  public's  brain;  ..•^,    .. 

I'm  an  actor,  not  a  common  low  comedian. 

Though  the  press  they  tried  to  make  me  out  insane.  .    .. 

The  one-night  stands  we  played  throughout  the  country 

Were  successful  'till  I  opened  in  New  York. 
If  the  papers  spoke  the  truth  they  would  injure  Edwin  Booth, 

But  they  lied  and  said  I  was  a  gawk. 

Chords.  ,v 

But  I'm  James  Owen  O'Connor,  the  tragedian, 

I'm  the  greatest  living  actor  of  the  age; 
The  two  Leonzo  Brothers,  Arizona  Joe  and  others. 

Know  I'm  the  only  Hamlet  ou  the  stage. 

Kow,  why  did  Henry  Irving  leave  the  country? 

And  why  did  Booth  and  Barrett  stay  out  Wrstf 
And  why  did  Bamum's  circus  go  to  Brooklyn? 

And  why?  because  O'Connor  was  the  best. 
When  they  really  knew  for  certain  I  was  coming. 

The  Union  Square  theatre  they  burned  down. 
For  Robson  and  Crane  tbey  saw  it  very  plain. 

They  failed  wheu  O'Connor  struck  tiie  town. 

Chords. 

But  I'm  James  Owen  O'Connor,  the  tiaijedian, 

I'm  stage-struck,  crazy  and  insane; 
Yon  thought  I  and  Doctor  Laudis  were  a  couple  of  old  ganders. 

But  you'll  never  get  your  money  back  ag:iiii. 

In  "Hamlet,"  my  masterpiece,  you've  seen  me;   .     ■  • 

You've  seen  my  *' Romeo  and  Juliet"  ; 
You've  seen  my  leading  man  that  sued  for  salary. 

But  I  took  his  wife  and  still  she's  with  me  yet. 
The  Folice  Neivs,  the  World,  Times  and  Herald, 

They  never  got  a  dollar  for  an  add. 
And  the  manager  he  told  mc  if  the  grocery  stores'd  kept  open. 

They  could' ve  sold  out  every  egg  they  had. 

Chords. 
But  I'm  James  Owen  O'Connor,  the  great  actor. 

That  cave  you  all  tlie  laugh  and  made  a  bluff; 
But  foolish  James  O'Connor,  upon  my  word  and  honor. 
Had  sense  enough  to  get  yonr  elegant  stuff. 


^  »  » 


Parody  on : 

MARY    AND    JOHN. 


By  Louis  Harrison. 
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Sydney  and  John  Drew  were  a-going  out  starring — 

Each  had  a  play,  aud  a  good  manager,  too; 
Brothers  were  they,  each  thought  he'd  l»e  successful, 

But  one  fine  day  they  had  a  hot  interview. 
John  said  to  Syd,  wait  just  a  year  or  two  longer 

Ere  yet  you  try  wrestling  for  fame  with  the  fates; 
Sydney  Willi  rage  every  minute  grew  warmer, 

And  said  to  John,  I've  filled  all  my  open  dates. 

Chords. 
My  trunks  are  all  packed,  said  Sydney.    Unpack  them  again,  said  .Tohn. 
My  printing  is  great,  said  Sydney.    Your  bills  will  be  greater,  said  John. 
I  open  in  Troy,  said  Sydney.     Said  John,  Troy  is  near  Cohoes, 
And  if  you  should  close  there,  Sydney,  walk  back  in  your  strongest  shoes. 

Syd  said  to  John,  you've  been  ten  years  now  with  Daly— 

You've  played  iu  New  York,  Berlin.  Vienna  and  France; 
You've  dined  with  Kings,  Princes  and  Duchesses  gayly. 

But  you  can't  give  your  brother  this  song  and  dauce. 
Take  my  advice,  stay  where  you're  getting  a  salary, 

It's  tough  out  West  playing  to  oittle  and  hay; 
In  Omaha  you'll  have  one  man  in  the  gallery, 

If  you're  iu  luck,  an  usher  in  the  parquet.' 

Chords. 

You'll  play  in  Oshkoeb,  said  Sydney;  a  shudder  crept  over  John. 
You'll  play  in  Penn  Yan,  said  Sydney.    That's  not  ou  the  map,  said  John. 
You'll  play  iu  the  wilds  of  Kansas,  where  theatres  are  built  on  rocks, 
And  cowboys  give  hard-boiled  eggs  iu  exchange  for  a  private  box. 

John  dropped  a  tear  right  on  the  foot  of  young  Sydney, 
■  •'  Quick  as  a  flash  Sydney  drew  his  foot  away; 

All  seemed  so  drear — he'd  have  to  give  up  his  flat  now.  r 

Live  on  the  cars,  dining  on  i)apier-mache. 
Jolin  said  to  Syd,  this  is  a  horrible  story 

You've  told  to  me.    Tell  me,  dear  Syd,  is  it  true?         ,        _   . 
Syd  said  to  John,  every  word's  true  as  gospel. 

But  you'll  succeed  in  Brooklyn  and  Kalamazoo.  , 

Chords.  ." 

John  opened  a  pint  for  Sydney,  Syd  opened  a  pint  for  John,  > 
He  vowed  that  a  better  actor  he  never  had  gazed  uiMjn; 
And  John  read  his  play  to  Sydney,  and  Syd  read  his  play  to  John, 
Aud  Shakespeare  turned  pale  with  envy— 1  hope  that  they'll  both  catch  on. 


7-T* 


'sn^^ammiKrrr'it . 


•":  '^?^'i~ 
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America  i»  my  nation,  liuinblu  is  my  station, 

A  croct'r  by  sitiialioii.  oh,  how  shall  I  explain; 
WuU  I  lovcil  a  girl  culled  Kitty,  who  8ell.-<  apples  in  the  city, 

On  mc  she'll  not  take  jiity.  her  love  I  tried  to  gain; 
I've  a»ked  iier  iu  marrinjje,  I've  a  donkey  and  a  carriage, 

Aud  I'd  take  her  out  to  liarlein,  if  she'd  bat  name  the  day. 

Chorus. 

But  now  "lie  goes  cacli  morning;,  and  thro'  the  streets  she's  liaiilinK 
A  baud-truck,  aud  loudly  calling,  in  a  voice  so  loud  aud  hi^h, 

Appl-iS,  rij>e  and  rosy,  here's  your  flnu  strawberry. 
Damson  plums  aud  cherries,  you  can  taste  before  you  buy. 

I  oft  nl  market  meet  her,  and  with  smiles  I  crcet  her. 
And  then  I  wish  to  treat  her  as  one  that  I  love  dear; 

And  if  I  do  tell  her  of  some  bargains  I  c^uld  sell  her, 
A  nasty,  low-lifed  fellow  says,  what  do  yon  want  here? 

And  if  to  her  I'm  speaking,  |>ei'hups  witli  fond  word;*  greeting. 
This  fellow's  always  eneakiug,  aud  every  word  will  near. 

Aud  now  she  goes,  etc. 

I  niade  up  my  mind  one  morning,  upon  this  fellow  calling. 

To  tell  him  of  my  falling  in  lovo  with  Kitty  dear; 
Well,  I  did  repent  it,  for  he  raised  his  flct  and  sent  it 

To  my  nose  aud  bent  it;  what  shall  I  do?  oh,  dearl 
For  her  I'm  always  fretting,  the  tears  my  eyes  arc  wetting, 

So  I'll  drown  my  woes  iu  betting,  for  I've  always  in  my  ear- 
So  now  she  goes,  etc. 


When  the  Pay  Car  Comes  Again. 


Copyriglit,  18«»,  by  W.  I.  Ix^gelt. 
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Words  by  W.  I.  Legtrett.    Music  by  Mis.  Lizzie  Loggett. 


Tlie  men  that  run  on  the  rail  ure  the  jolliest  ones  in  our  land; 
They  eland  by  the  right  to  the  last,  obeying  the  word  of  coiumand; 
Thuir  duty  they  do  to  the  letter  to-day,  to-morrow  the  same; 
If  auy  a  little  bill  owe  you,  the  pay  car  is  comiug  agaiu. 

Cuouus. 
Oh,  the  nay  car  is  coming  again,  yes,  the  pay  car  is  coming  agaiu; 
It  will  give  them  much  pleasure,  and  afford  them  some  leisure, 
When  the  pay  car  comes  again. 

Many  dangers  they  have  to  encounter,  many  hardships  they  have  to  endure, 

IJut  they  are  really  contented,  their  money,  they  know,  that's  sure; 

To  duty  they  go  in  all  weather,  they  toil  in  suow  or  the  rain; 

Tiieir  courage  is  kept  up  by  knowing  the  pay  car  is  coming  again.— 6'Aorj«. 

Many  lives  they  have  in  their  care,  with  millious  of  dollars  at  stake, 

Aud  how  great  the  loss  might  l)e,  if  they  an  error  should  make. 

The  life  they  follow  ir*  u  charm;  some  climb  tlie  ladder  of  fame. 

While  others  keep  working  along,  for  the  pay  car's  coming  along.— 6'Aorw. 

Many  have  nice  little  homes,  with  dear  ones  under  their  care. 

And  joy  it  gives  to  their  hearts  to  be  agaiu  wllli  them  there. 

They  welcome  the  husband  and  father  whenev<'r  he  comes  from  bis  train; 

And  they  uU  remember  with  pleasure  the  pay  c:ir  is  coming  agaiu.—  6'AorM«. 


LITTLE    WILLIE. 

Written  by  Rev.  E.  W.  Jones.    Music  by  C.  M.  Trtrer. 


The  Words  and  Uuilc  of  this  Song  will  be  m>nt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Little  Willie  slumbers  sweetly  in  his  lonely,  narrow  bed; 
Inciting  storms  and  howling  temp«!sts  cannot  reach  his  little  head. 
Sweet  affection  drops  a  tear  o'er  the  spot  where  Willie  lies; 
Angels  whisper,  **iook  up  yonder,"  pointing  upward  to  ttie  skies.    ' 

On  our  memories  deeply  graven  stands  )iis  little  image  fair; 
Sparkling  eyes  and  shining  temples,  rosy  cheeks  and  golden  hair; 
Knby  lips  so  full  of  smiling,  neck  aud  arms  of  spotless  white; 
Little  feet  so  full  of  running,  little  Willie  was  so  bright. 

Little  Willie  slamliers  sweetly  In  his  lonely,  narrow  bed; 

Pelting  storms  and  howling  tempests  cannot  reach  his  little  head. 

On  that  bright  and  glorious  morning  Christ  will  whisper  from  above, 

"Rise,  my  child,  aud  let  me  dress  thee  iu  robes  of  while  and  spotless  love." 


^  •  m 


'     THE    PULLMAN    BOX    CAR 

Tune— "6ourt  House  in  De  8ky." 
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I    MUST     G-O    OUT    ON    SUNDAY. 


Sung  by  Ml^iS  Kitty  Brooke. 
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I  I'm  Jenny  Jinks  the  kitchen  maid,  of  liard  work  not  at  all  afraid. 
Nor  yet  particular  to  a  shade,  but  I  must  go  out  on  Sunday; 
Six  days  I'll  work  with  all  inv  might  to  keep  the  pots  and  kettles  bright. 
And  put  the  cobwebs  out  of  sight,  but  I  must  go  out  ou  Sunday. 

Choros. 
Six  dsys  I'll  work  with  all  my  might  to  keep  the  pots  and  kettles  bright, 
Aud  pill  the  cobwebs  out  of  sight,  but  I  must  go  out  ou  Sundays. 

When  first  I  went  to  take  a  place,  the  lady  looked  mc  in  the  face, 

And  said,  "Young  girl,  uow  state  your  case,  and  what  about  yonr  Sundays." 
"Marm,  1  can  bake  and  I  can  brew  and  I  can  cook  an  Irish  stew, 
i     Aud  wash  a  shirt  aud  irou  it,  too,  but  I  must  g  >  out  ou  Sandsiya.—C fiorus. 

1  "  Indeed!  why  theu  'tis  plaiu,"  said  she,  "that  )ou  will  never  do  for  me; ' 

'.      I  tfK)k  my  leave  with  a  curtsey,  recolved  to  have  my  Sundays; 

)  A  dozen  places  more  I  tried  throughout  great  New  York  City  wide, 

)     But  everywhere  the  ladies  cried,  "We  dou"*  give  out  our  Sundays."— CAort/*. 

j  At  last  to  tiring  the  fate  to  book,  sly  counsel  with  myself  I  took, 
I      .And  got  a  place  with  Doctor  llook,  who  never  raentioucd  Sundays; 
'  But  when  came  round  all  days  the  best,  iu  pink  and  green  myself  I  dressed, 
Aud  sailed  off  gayly  to  the  West,  like  other  giiis  ou  Suuday.— CA^rr^*. 

With  Corporal  Tompkins  of  the  Bines,  so  handsome— six  feet  in  liis  shoes, 
I  spent  the  day.  did  what  I  chose,  aud  planned  for  future  Sundays; 

But  fancy  when  I  homeward  sped  the  family  was  all  iu  bed; 
Says  one.who  through  the  keyhole  said,"  That's  going  out  on  Suuday."—6'Ao. 

Now  wasn't  this  a  pretty  plight?  no  friends  at  hand,  locked  out  all  uight, 
Aud  told  it  only  served  ine  right  for  going  out  on  Sundays; 

But  worse,  because  I  kicked  thedoor,  "  police!  "  was  called;  there  came  up  four. 
Who  took  nw  to— I'll  say  uo  more,  but  it  wasn't  a  place  for  Sundays.— 6' Ao. 


I  am  a  railroad  l>eat,  I  can  bum  as  well  as  eat. 
Through  the  country  I  have  wandered  near  and  far; 

I  went  from  bad  to  worse,  from  theie  to  Syracuse, 
I  then  began  to  travel  in  a  piillman  box  car, 
I  theu  began  to  travel  iu  a  pullmau  box  car. 

Much  nerve  1  liavc,  'tis  trne,  whicli  I  need  to  take  me  through; 
I  can  bribe  a  "  brakic  "  with  a  mild  ciMr. 

But  boys  a  warning  take  or  else  your  iieclts  you'll  break. 
When  looking  for  a  birth  In  a  pnllman  (mix  car. 
When  looking  for  a  birth  in  a  pullman  box  car,  - 

I  lake  a  side-door  sleeper,  because,  you  see,  it's  cheaper 
Than  to  pay  my  fare  just  like  a  iardy-dur. 

And  when  I  have  the  stuff  choice  liavanos  1  do  puff, 
Aud  am  happy  when  I  travel  in  a  pullman  box  car, 
Aud  am  iiapjiy  when  I  travel  in  a  pullmau  box  car. 

Many  cons  have  gone  insane,  they  have  laid  for  me  in  vain. 
Strange  to  suy,  1  liuve  esca|)ed  without  a  scar; 

Soon  my  Journeys  will  be  o'er,  then  I'll  l)eat  my  way  no  more, 
I  will  bid  adieu  forever  to  the  ]iiillinau  box  car, 
I  will  bid  adieu  forever  to  the  pullmau  box  car. 

. . ^ y 


HE'S     A 


HAREM      SCARE 

-  OR:  - 

When  I   Was  Just  the  Same. 


M; 


Written  by  Oeorgo  Homoastle.    Composed  by  John  Cooke,  Jr. 
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I'm  jiroud  to  say  tliat  I  possess  a  very  handsome  lad. 
And,  without  vanity,  he  is  the  image  of  his  dad;  '      ' 

lie's  always  been  a  "scorcher,"  too,  since  first  he  saw  the  light, 
Aud  consequently  often  got  into  an  awkward  iilight. 

Spoken-  But  there!  bo  did  I  at  bis  age!  I  can't  blame  the  boy,  for  . 

Chorus. 
He's  a  liarom-scarem,  devil-may-care-'ein,  rollicking  sort  of  a  boy, 
A  tease  'em,  squeeze  'cm,  girls,  iie'd  please  'em,  filling  their  hearts  with  joy; 
Witty,  plucky,  happy-go-lucky,  up  to  each  sly  little  game, 
Aud  I  can  remember  years  ago  wbeu  I  was  just  the  same. 

Before  he  reached  his  fourteenth  year  his  cutty  pipe  he  smoked. 
He  polished  off  his  gloss  of  Ijeer,  and  with  the  bar-maid  joked; 
At  every  kind  of  manly  sport  he  proved  uncommon  smart. 
But  got'into  a  row  because  he  called  a  girl  a  "Uirt." 

Spoken— Girl's  brother  didn't  like  it,  threatened  to  punish  Jack,  he!  he! 
Found  if  his  sist«r  was  no  "tart,"  Jack  was  a  "  tartar."  Jack  went  to  the  iios- 
p:ial  to  sec  him,  and  apologize  in  this  way:  gave  him  some  fruit,  not  too  ripe. 
"  llow  do  you  like  it?     says  Jack.     "  Well,  it's  a  little  tart,"  says  lie.     "And 


you  like  it?     says 
so  is  your  sister,"  says  Jack,  "for  I've  tasted  her  iipe." 
the  boy,  for— 67*on/«. 


Well,  I  couldn't  blame 


Before  the  age  of  twenty -one  he'd  fairly  gone  the  pace. 

He  knew  each  "  pub  "  and  billiard  room,  and  weut  to  every  race; 

He  soon  rau  up  a  pretty  pile  of  rather  tidy  debts. 

But  one  Ihiug  I  can  say  of  him,  he  always  paid  his  bets. 

Spoken- That  is  to  say,  he  always  got  mc  to  pay  them  for  him,  he!  he!  Why, 
I've  had  as  much  as  five  aud  twenty  shillings  to  pay  for  him  ou  a  Derby  settling 
day,  but  then  it  was  always  a  pleasure,  tax— Chorus. 

He's  had  his  breach-of-promise  case,  I  may  say  two  or  three. 
But  as  the  girls  were  just  as  bad,  they  got  no  L.  S.  D., 
He's  had—at  least,  his  wife  has  liud— well,  all  I  know  is  this, 
A  little  stranger  came  to  towu,  and  iieople  say  it's  his. 

Spoken— Well,  suppose  it  is!  I've  had  little  Blrangers  in  my  day,  I  can't  blame 
the  boy,  for-  Vhorua. 


m 


ftp  V.IRIPIS    ■ 


'■"    ^■- 


■; 


GOOD-BYE,    GOOSIE.   ^ 

Tune— "  Goodbye,  Charlie."    Writteu  and  Sung  by  Ous  WUllams. 
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Oh !  liow  I  envy  dose  dot  have  dere  darkeys  gloee  by  home. 
Vile  I  to  ijet  a  decent  vone  along  de  sdrcets  inuat  roam; 
;  JJnnkgglving  coniee  bat  vonce  a  year,  you  know  dot  I  can  see, 

Uud  vcn  I  left  my  house  last  nide  my  wife  she  said  to  me: 

CaoBVB. 
"  Good-bye,  Goosie,  ven  yon  do  go  out. 
Get  me  a  darkey,  dear,  to  eat  Dauksgiving,  dear; 
Good-bye,  Goosie,  veu  you  do  go  ou^ 
Don't  forged  dot  durkey,  darling."  " 

Id's  nice  to  have  a  durkey  for  to  ead  Danksgiving  Day, 
Because  it  comes  but  vonce  a  year,  uud  den  passes  away. 
Id's  nice  to  have  an  appedlde,  ven  on  durkey  you're  sduck, 
But  awful  bad  in  raffling,  for  not  to  have  some  luck. 

Spokbm— I  never  did  have  much  luck,  nnd  id  vill  be  a  gread  deal  vorse  dan 
ever  now,  und  all  because  my  wife  said:— CAon«. 


BACCARAT. 

As  recited  by  WUlie  Wildwave. 


The  Prince  said,  "I'll  be  a  banker,"  and  then  he  wank  a  wink. 
And  with  old  Lady  Wilsou  did  an  absinthe  cocktail  drink; 
He  stroked  his  royal  stomach,  pulled  dowu  his  princely  vest, 
"Oh,  drop  some  sovereigns  iu  the  slot  and  I  will  do  the  rest; 
For  I'm  a  raudy  dandy  of  the  William  Rufus  line, 
Hoss  r«clng  and  gam-bo-ling  I  have  go,*  down  very  fine. 
I  only  race  and  gamble  with  the  loftiest  of  the  loft,  '    • 

Oh,  let  us  make  it  lively  while  we  stay  ai  Tranby  Croft." 

The  Prince  he  was  the  banker;  he  gave  the  cards  a  flip. 

He  said:  "  Now  this  is  earnest;  it's  bullion  and  not  lip; 

The  more  you  put  up  here,  my  friondB,  the  less  you  w  ill  rake  down. 

I'm  bound  to  buet  this  party  if  I  have  to  epont  the  crown. 

Oh,  yellow  is  the  water  where  the  Yellow  Paint  Creek  flows, 

Oh,  yellow  are  the  sovereigns  that  buy  such  chips  as  those; 

Those  chips  I  carry  with  me,  and  I  use  them  oft  and  oft, 

For  I'm  a  naudy  dandy,  and  the  cream  of  Tranby  Croft." 

The  Prince  he  was  the  banker,  and  he  dilligently  dole. 

Rut  Gordon  Cumming  won  the  cash,  and  not  a  smile  he  smole; 

And  then  said  Gordon  Cumming:  "Your  luck  I  do  deplore. 

If  you  stay  here  with  me  all  night  you'll  owe  eight  millions  more." 

Oh,  always  let  his  Highness  win.    To  beat  his  game  was  rash. 

It  wasn't  hoss-pitality  to  win  the  Prince's  cash. 

You've  won  the  Prince's  gootl  hard  stuff  and  then  you've  gone  and  coughed. 

And  called  the  world's  attention  to  the  ways  of  Tranby  Croft 

Victoria,  Victoria!  may  you  bo  long  on  earth, 

America  sends  tribute  to  your  greatness  and  your  worth; 

Oh,  make  your  will,  Victoria,  and  will  the  English  throne 

Back  to  the  English  people,  and  let  poor  Wales  alone.  ,        - 

Tlie  people  they  can  rule  themselves,  and  then  U  will  be  fine 

To  have  a  noble  sovereign  end  off  a  royal  line; 

And  Wales  will  like  It  just  as  well,  the  snap  will  be  so  soft. 

He  won't  have  anything  to  do  but  stay  at  Tranby  Croft. 


-♦-•- 


Parody  ont 

A    LIFERS     STORY. 

As  Sang  by  Tony  Pastor. 


y 
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It  only  takes  a  little  to  make  life's  story  here. 

Where  some  were  born  to  quaff  champagne,  and  some  to  guzzle  beer. 

I've  found  it  so  since  liRppy  days  when  1  was  but  a  boy. 

And  oaed  to  play  those  artful  tricks  the  neighbors  to  aunoy. 

-■:^'.     CnoRus.  z'    .  ;    ' 

Just  a  little  bent  pin,  just  a  little  chair, 
.  Just  a  little  howl  of  rage  from  the  victim  there,         '. 
Just  a  little  daddy's  knee,  just  a  little  strap. 
Just  a  little  woodshed,  just  a  little  tap.  .    ■ 

Just  a  little  apple,  just  a  little  green, 
Just  a  little  bite  or  two,  where  we  can't  be  seen,       ■ 
Just  a  little  doubling  up,  just  a  little  prayer, 
Just  a  little  urchin  up  the  golden  stairs. 

The  years  go  by  a  little,  a  youth  we  are  at  last, 
We  cultivate  a  weak  mustache,  and  like  to  be  called  "  fast." 
We  puff  the  festive  cigarette,  we  court  some  charmer  sweet, 
Aitbough  it  takes  our  salary  each  time  that  girl  we  treat. 

Chorxts. 
JuBt  a  little  powder,  jnst  a  little  paint,  -■- 

Just  a  little  curl  or  two,  but  her  own  they  ain^ 
Just  a  little  flounce  or  two,  just  a  little  waist, 
'.":  Jaet  a  little  diamond,  ten  to  one  it's  paste. 

Jnst  a  little  bustle,  jnst  a  little  ring,  ..:'', 

Just  a  little  victim,  canght  on  a  little  string,  •  -  -'  ■     N  ■ 
Just  a  little  honeymoon,  iust  a  little  cash,      -  .  i.^   ;   .*  ; 
Just  a  little  house-keep,  just  a  little  hash. 


HER    EASY    CHAIR. 

As  recited  by  WnUe  WUdware. 

When  Edith,  my  wife,  is  all  snug  in  bed,  ^i 

And  cozy  I  sit  in  her  easy  chair  '•'  ':. 
■  To  dream  by  the  embers  and  smoke  my  pipe,  ?\  • 

I  feel  that  the  world  is  passing  fair.  ,  . 

.  For  though  I've  been  working  my  head  nigh  off. 
Dressing  the  babies  and  mending  frocks. 
Sewing  on  buttons  and  washing  up  spoons,  ,  .' '. 

Sweeping  the  rooms  and  darning  the  socks. 

Polishing  gaiters  and  scrubbing  the  floor,    .     -. ', 
Setting  the  table— (I  broke  a  cup  '  *>  / 

And  nearly  my  heart  along  with  it,  too. 
For  I  know  that  my  Edith  will  blow  me  up). 

Tet  love  still  lightens  my  labors  sore. 
For  I  feel  that  iny  wife  for  higher  things 

Than  these  was  born,  and  I  never  grudge  v. :  ., 

Her  all  the  leisure  my  labor  brings. 

She's  up  in  the  ologles,  every  one. 

In  metaphysic:!  and  physics,  too; 
Know  the  microbes,  and  can  discuss        « 

Fauna  and  flora  till  all  is  blue. 

And  when  she  talks  with  Profcesoress  Swipes 
Of  nebulae,  star  dust,  and  earth's  round  moon. 

Of  facnlee,  ether,  and  Saturn's  rings, 
I  feel  like  dancing  a  rlgadoon.  .     ' 

For  my  glee  Is  so  great  that  my  eyes  stick  ont 

In  admiration  of  her  and  her  kind. 
And  "  what  is  man  that  she's  mindful  of  him?" 

I  say  to  myself  and  I  never  mind. 

She  up  on  the  tai  iff  and  up  on  her  ear 

On  McKlnlcy's  bill  and  the  Sugar  Trust,  .'     , 

And  when  she  is  slinging  her  flexible  jaw      ^  ■  ♦  ■  --  '- 

Round  the  rights  of  man,  you  should  hear  her— jostt 

To-morrow  she  If  going  to  Yonkers,  there 
To  hear  the  Mctnodist  Conference  talk 
'  Of  women  and  voting.    How  little  they  know 
How  Edltb  could  make  them  walk  their  chalk. 

She's  bought  her  ticket  and  danied  the  expense; 

I've  packed  her  gripsack  and  all  is  well; 
And  now  to  my  room  I  will  totter  me  off,  .     ^ 

For  I  hear  the  baby  beginning  to  yell. 

"Ah,  well  I  Ferns  all  some  sweet  hope  lies," 

Though  it  lie  like  blazes,  I  do  not  care; 
For  my  pipe  is  out,  and  no  longer  I'll  elt        '  . 

And  dream  of  love  In  her  easy  chair. 


HALF-PAST    TWELVE. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Frederick  Gilbert. 
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I'll  sing  a  song  of  London  and  some  people  it  contains. 
From  simpletons  with  empty  skulls  to  sharpers  full  of  brains; 
I'll  mention  first  the     ntooclier,"  who  iinbit)es  with  one  and  all. 
And  not  until  it's  "cloeiug  time  "  for  auy  drink  will  call. 

CHOBU8. 

Why  does  he  want  jnst  a  little  drop  more  about  half-past  twelve? 
Why  is  he  ready  with  money  galore  al)out  half-past  twelve? 
Simply  because  it's  too  late  to  pay  out,  then  in  hie  pocket  he'll  delr^ 
Men  such  as  he  are  90  eager  to  pay  about  half-past  twelve. 

One  night  at  Euston  Station  I  observed  a  man  rush  in, 
As  though  some  heavy  wager  he'd  made  up  his  mind  to  win; 
His  train— the  last — as  off  it  puffs,  he  through  the  wicket  sees. 
Then  starts  on  his  devotions  with  a  string  of  "  big,  big  D's." 

Chorus. 

Why  does  he  stamp  on  the  platform  and  swear  about  half-past  twelve? 
Why  like  a  maniac  tear  at  his  hair  about  half-past  twelve?  [delve. 

Simply  because  the  twelve-thirty  he's  missed,  and  into  strange  diggings  must 
He  went  out  and  swore  at  a  coffee-house  door  about  half -past  twelve. 

The  sweet  " Blue  Bells  of  Scotland"  have  been  honored  by  the  bard. 
Let  me  now  sing  and  praise  the  big  "  Blue  Swells  of  Scotland  "  yard. 
Our  helmeted  protector  is  as  watchful  as  a  lynx. 
But  where  he  puzzles  me  is  this— he  scarcely  ever  drinks. 

CnoRCS. 
Why  is  the  bobby  so  close  to  the  "  pub  "  about  half-past  twelve? 
Why  is  his  bull's-eye  so  near  to  the  tub  about  half-post  twelve? 
Simply  because  he's  no  more  than  a  man,  and  thirst  canuot  manage  to  Shelve; 
Ue  bundles  ue  out  that  he  then  may  go  in  about  half-past  twelve. 

A  gas-lit  London  picture  next  I'll  paint  in  modest  tints, 
'Tis  that  of  the  young  lady  who,  with  luring  looks  and  bints, ' 
Upon  your  homeward  road  you  meet  when  midnight's  hour  is  past. 
And  wonder  when  she  walks  so  glow  how  folks  can  call  her  "/a«f." 

Chorus. 
Why  does  she  give  yoa  her  sunniest  smile  about  half-past  twelve? 
Why  does  she  murmur  of  "  waiting  awhile  "  about  half-past  twelve? 
Simply  that  you  may  develop  your  mind,  and  in  moral  philosophy  dchre; 
Girls  of  her  stamp  are  excessively  kind  when  it's  half-past  twelve. 


>fv  ^-:'^"ff!U^^mmmf^^^ir, 
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Come,  All  Have  a  Drink  with  Me. 
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Isle  of  Beauty,  Fare  Thee  WelL 


Dy  Thoniaa  H.  Bayly. 


) 


P 


}U»w, 
Written  by  Ilai  ry  Boden  and  Chai  lea  IVane.    Composeil  by  K.  ^V.  Veiitou. 

Great  Baclnif,  God  of  vintage  oparkliiig. 

The  flr8t  to  till  for  man  tlie  brinimiiig  ineasare, 
Tlie  flrct  to  nil  the  bowl  of  rrieuduhip, 

Wf  thank  I hee  for  the  boot),  a  priceless  trcainure. 
Which  ever  since  that  happy  day 

With  IIS  has  held  its  potent  eway; 
Bring  drink  divine,  briui;  Bparkling  wine, 

And  thia  ehall  lt>«  our  toast  for  aye: 

Refkain. 
Here's  to  tlie  one  yon  love,  my  boys;  liere's  to  the  one  that's  tme  and  free; 
ril  be  liappy,  I'll  be  gny;  while  I've  tlie  money  I'il  spend  it  to-day; 
You  liave  a  drink,  you  have  a  drink;  come,  all  have  a  drink  with  ine. 

Good  fellowship  to  man  is  needful; 

When  friends  are  near  us,  then  the  heart  rejoices; 
It  wakes  the  sweetest  recollections 

Whene'er  we  liear  the  old  familiar  voices. 
And  then,  with  jovial  jest  and  song, 

Tlie  lime  rolls  merrily  along; 
To  women  rare,  the  dark,  the  fair. 

We  drink  again  both  deep  and  long. — Refrain. 

What  need  to  pine,  tlioiigh  fortune's  fickle? 

'Tis  but  the  ruint  heart  that  gives  way  to  sorrow; 
To-day  the  anfrry  clouds  may  lower, 

liut  joyous  sunshine  wakes  agaiu  to-morrow; 
So  let  us  all  be  gay  and  free. 

Fill  up  agiiin,  and  drink  with  me; 
Friends  true  and  f:ist,  staunch  to  the  last. 

This  toast  our  very  owu  shall  bv:—Jie/raln. 
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Shades  of  evening  close  not  o'er  us,  leave  our  lonely  bark  awhile; 
Morn,  alas,  will  not  restore  us  yonder  dim  and  distant  Isle; 
Still  my  fancy  cau  discover  sunny  spots  where  frieuda  may  dwell; 
Darker  shadows  round  us  hover,  isle  of  beauty,  fare  thee  well. 

'Tis  the  hour  when  happy  faces  smile  around  the  taper's  light; 
Who  will  All  our  vacant  placesi'  who  will  slug  our  songs  to-night? 
Thro'  the  mist  that  floats  above  us  faintly  sounds  the  vesper  M\, 
Like  a  voice  from  those  w  ho  love  us,  breathing  foud  fare  ihec  well. 

Wheu  tlie  waves  are  round  me  breaking,  as  I  pace  tlio  deck  alone. 
And  my  eye  in  vain  is  seeking  some  green  leaf  to  rest  upon; 
What  would  I  not  give  to  wander  where  my  old  cxrupanions  dwell? 
Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder,  isle  of  beauty,  fore  Lbee  wcli. 


^ 

f? 


ANNIE    BODY^S    ROONEY. 

Written  by  George  Dance.    Composed  by  Michael  Nolan. 


I  The  Words  and  Mu.sicof  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  addreso.  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

^  cents,  or  thiH  imdiiiiy  two  other  Soii^x  for  (.Inc  Dollar,  )iy  II.  J.  Uehiiiaii,  I'M  lurk 
'  Itow,  New  York  City.    TositaKe  Stamps  taken  same  ascasli  for  all  our  iiuo<\9. 


Now  little  Annie  Rooiiey  is  the  most  loved  one  on  earth. 
In  every  clime  and  latitude  they  chant  her  peerless  worth; 
In  England  she's  at  least  a  milliim  lovers  at  lier  feet. 
For  every  other  fellow  warbles  as  he  walks  the  street: 

CuORfrJ. 

She's  my  swcetlieart,  I'm  her  beau, 
She's  my  Annie,  I'm  her  Joe; 
Soon  we'll  marry,  never  to  part. 
Little  Annie  Roouey  is  my  sweetheart. 

In  honnio,  bnnnie  Scotland  she  is  worshipped  everywhere, 
From  .tolin  O'firoafs  to  (Jiasgie  town  her  name  floats  in  the  air. 
For  when  each  brawny  Scotchman  taken  the  liquor  he  loves  most 
And  driuka  unto  his  lady  love,  this  always  is  his  toast: 

Chorus. 

She's  my  lassie.  Fin  her  chlel, 

.•^he  loves  purridge,  cakes  and  meal; 

Oil  heath  and  heather  our  lives  we'll  pass, 

Annie  McKooiiey  is  a  braw  wee  lass. 

The  gallant  Frenchman  loves  lier  too.  and  sounds  her  charms  on  high. 
From  cufe  and  from  l)oulevai<i  liir  pnii.ses  reii<l  tin-  f^ky; 
Some  scores  of  diP'ls  have  been  fought,  and  while  one  mau  lies  dead, 
Uis  ri\al  liallocs  this  refrain  a.s  he  walks  home  to  l>ed: 

Ciioilfs. 

She's  ma  cliorie,  I'm  her  beau, 

SIkj's  so  charniunt,  coninie  il  faut; 

We  kiss  and  cuddle  ze  wliole  day  long, 

La  petite  ma'm'selle  Roouey  is  bonne,  bonne,  bonne. 

The  har.py  Dutchman  smokes  his  pipe  and  chuckles  to  himself. 
For  little  Annie  Roouey  has  entranced  the  sly  old  elf; 
And  o'er  his  glass  of  t>eer  he  sings  his  favorite  rhyme 
(While  on  the  floor  with  liis  sabot  he  beat^  in  measured  time): 

ClIOBUS. 

She's  my  Gretchen,  I'm  her  chaps. 

She  lofes  lager,  I  lof  schnapps; 

AVe  live  together  ii:  sweet  vealock, 

Frieuleiu  Annie  Roouey  vos  mciu  Dutch  clock. 

The  cntc  old  Yankee  is  a  judge  of  beauty,  yon  can  bet, 
And  so  susceptible  is  he,  he's  fallen  in  the  net; 
He  take"  a  plug  of  'bacra  and  rolls  it  ronnd  his  tongue 
Aud  siugs  the  New  World  version  of  the  uuiversal  soug: 

Chorus.  -' 

She's  my  sweetheart,  I'm  her  dude, 
Cjiuens  xhe's  smart  and  slick  and  g(>od; 
I  sorter  reckon  she  suits  me  well, 
I  call  Annie  Rooney  a  square-built  gel. 

Our  heroine  has  sweethearts  far  across  the  rolling  sea, 
And  'mMigt-t  the  suitorn  for  her  hand  is  found  the  liland  Chinee; 
With  thumlw  upturned  he  trots  about  the  streets  the  whole  day  long. 
And  like  a  porter  staggers  'neath  the  burdcu  of  Lis  song. 

Chorus. 
She's  my  chang  Chang,  I'm  her  ching. 
Me  poppy  question,  she  buy  ring; 
.": "       ■.    Cliinaroau  love  lillie  girl,  lots  or  cash, 

Lillie  Annie  Rooney  am  Chiuamau's  mash. 


REMEMBER    THE    POOR. 

Copyright,  1872,  by  a  Brainard'sSonx. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  3ong  Avill  Ite  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40  < 
cents;  urthlsandany  two  other  UouiTS  for  Oho  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehniaii,  i:(U  I'ark         ( 
Itow,  New  York  City.    I  oHtage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  uur  Koods. 

By  J.  M.  Kleffer.  ( 


Oh  I  bright  is  the  Are  on  the  hearthstone  to-night, 

And  sweet  arc  our  echoing  songs; 
The  hours  bring  delight  when  foud  hearts  reunite, 

And  music  the  pleasure  prolongs. 
But  we'll  not  forget  those  who  sorrow  to-night. 

The  gentle,  the  loving,  the  true, 
Whose  hearts  ne'er  unite  in  the  strains  of  delight. 

Whose  voices  a  song  never  knew. 

Chorcs. 
Remember  the  poor;  the  cold  world  cannot  know 

All  the  sunniest  hearts  may  endure, 
When  hope's  ruby  fclow  has  been  darken'd  by  woe, 

Remeniber,  remeiuber  the  poor. 

We've  gather'd  to-night  'neath  the  roof-tree  of  home, 

A  jojous  and  wiirm-hearted  band; 
Our  souls  bud  and  bloom  'neath  its  bright,  genial  dome. 

And  (leace  gives  a  welcoming  hand. 
A  las  I  for  the  many  who  sorrow  alone. 

Where  shivering  want  keeps  the  door. 
With  neither  a  bone  nor  a  crust  of  their  own, 

Itemember,  remember  the  poor.— C7ior««'. 

Ohl  how  the  young  cheeks  flash  with  rosy  delight. 

As  music  and  laughter  go  round. 
And  eyes  sparkle  bright  as  the  stars  of  tlie  night. 

And  hearts  beat  their  merriest  bound. 
AlasI  for  the  many  who  sorrow  to-night, 

The  gentle,  the  loving,  the  true, 
Whose  hearts  ue'er  uuitc  in  the  strains  of  delight. 

Whose  voices  a  song  never  knew.—  t'lioru*. 


Take  Back  My  Sorrowful  Heart. 

Coiiyrltctit,  IWl,  by  Stephen  S.  Shameoii. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post^>ald,  on  receipt  of 
c-<iits,  or  tlilxand  any  two  other  HouKS  for  One  llollar,  by  Ii.  J.  Wehniun,  IM  Park 
Kow,N«w  York  City.     I'ostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  ascaxli  forall  our  Koods. 


40  I 


Words  and  Music  by  .Stephen  S.  Sliameoii. 


Won't  yon  take  back  a  heart  that  is  acliiug  w  ilh  pain. 

And  Itnows  not  for  i>lace  where  to  tly? 
>Iy  sky  Is  so  dark  ana  there's  no  rest  for  me. 

And  sometimes  I  wish  I  could   die. 
The  birds  they  may  sing  and  tlie  flowers  bloom  so  fair. 

The  sun  in  his  glory  may  sliin<% 
liut  they  bring  not  the  joys  that  my  poor  heart  dolh  crave, 

I  pray  thee,  now  be  ever  mine. 

Refrain. 
Take  back  my  heart,  'tis  breaking  with  sorrow. 

And  earth  has  lost  all  her  charms; 
I  am  weary  to-night,  and  long  for  tlie  morrow. 

When  I  shall  rest,  1  shall  rest  in  thine  arms. 

Ohl  could  I  but  hear  thy  sweet  voice  kludly  say. 

Thy  poor  lileediiig  heart  I'll  receive; 
My  soul  would  no  longer  its  sorrow  contain, 

What  peace  and  what  joy  it  would  give. 
The  sweet  birds  might  fly  to  their  far  distant  homes. 

The  flowers  might  ne'er  bloom  again, 
Uut  I  would  have  sunlight  along  down  my  path. 

And  be  the  most  happy  of  nxun.—Rffrnhi. 

Now  I  have  said  all  that  a  poor  man  can  say. 

But  ask  thee  once  more  to  forgive; 
Let  us  travel  life's  road,  not  apart,  but  as  one,     - 

Not  parted,  but  one  let  us  live. 
Let  our  hearts  beat  as  one  as  onward  we  go. 

No  matter  if  we  have  to  roam;  ._ 

Together  we'll  sail  over  life's  raging  sea,  "     , 

Together  we'll  anchor  at  home,     ff^/'fliii. 


y 
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Parody  on : 

LITTLE    ANNIE    ROONEY. 


As  iunjr  l)y  Harry  W.  Collin» 


Send  for  Free  Catalogrue  of  Soup  B<>oki>,  Letter  Wrttem,  nroniii  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Trick  nooks,  Kei-itaOon  Booka,  Ht'iiny   BalladR,  Call  Bi>okn,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Hung  Books,  Cook  B<>okH,  Books  of  Amuse 

meut,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehiiiaii,  13U  Pai-k  How,  New  York. 


A  broken  nose,  a  hatchet  face,  enough  to  bring  the  towu  disgrace, 
Night  and  morn  she's  on  the  brace,  little  Annie  Kooney. 

She's  on  the  war-path  day  and  night,  to  break  your  face  ie  her  delight. 
Her  ekiu  is  cracking  for  a  fight,  cowboy  Annie  Roouey. 

CnoRus. 

I'm  her  sandbag,  she's  a  blooc*. 

Her  name's  Annie,  m^  name's  mud; 

Of  late  I've  been  anxious  to  know  what  to  do,      .  . 

For  little  Annie  Roouey  I  will  soon  shake  yon. 

She's  not  very  large,  but  then,  oh,  my,  yoo'd  have  to  dodge,  or  else  she'd  try 
To  break  a  stove-lid  on  your  eye,  sure  shot  Annie  Rooney. 

She  makes  me  wnsh  and  scrub  the  floor,  she  lies  in  bed  till  three  or  four. 
Holy  smoke,  how  she  can  snore,  lazy  Annie  Annie.  . 

CHoniTs. 
She's  my  husband,  I'm  her  wife; 
She's  half  crazy,  oh,  what  a  lifel 
I  think  I  will  shake  her,  I  would  if  I  could, 
For  little  Aunie  Rooney  you  were  never  any  good. 

A  year  ago  the  neighbors  said  I'd  have  a  snap  if  I  got  wed, 
Hilt  now  I  wisli  tliat  I  was  dead,  and  gone  from  Annie  Roouey. 

At  first  I  thought  she  wa?  a  saint,  but  now  I'm  dead  sure  that  she  ain't, 
I  wish  I'd  never  got  acquaint  with  cross-eyed  Annie  Roouey, 

Chorus. 

She's  my  Annie,  I'm  her  Bob; 

She's  my  birdie,  I'm  her  slob; 

I'll  have  her  arrested  and  put  in  the  jug. 

For  little  Annie  Roouey  you're  a  dead  tough  mug. 

■  -..  j" 

■  ■ *  >»    »  .  ^ 


Parody  on: 

HE    NEVER    CAME    BACK. 

Written,  Componed  an<l  Sungr  l>y  Alfred  Coan. 


Send  for  Free  Catalo«rue  of  Sontr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick  Books,  Itecitation  Books,  Penny  Bcll»ds,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irixli  SonK  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park  How,  New  York. 

A  foolish  man  went  on  the  bridge  and  jumped  into  the  river; 
As  soon  as  he  got  to  the  bottom,  oh,  how  he  did  shiver; 
A  man  saw  him  jnmp  in,  and  for  help  he  loudly  cried, 
At  last  it  was  too  late,  in  the  water  he  had  died. 

Chorus. 
He  never  came  back,  he  never  came  back; 

For  you  couldn't  see  him  any  more. 
And  there  he  didn't  lay,  the  tides  had  driven  him  away 

Far  out  on  that  beautiful  shore. 

I  went  into  a  barber  shop  with  whiskers  on  my  face; 
The  store  was  very  crowiled,  for  nie  there  was  no  place; 
The  barber  was  eo  busy  he  didn't  know  what  he  was  abont. 
Then  I  quickly  opened  the  door  and  slowly  walked  out. 

Chorus. 
I  never  came  hack,  I  never  came  back; 

III  there  I  didn't  go  any  more,  -, 

But  the  barber  was  mad  and  he  felt  very  sad 

When  we  met  on  that  beautiful  shore. 

A  man  married  a  bcantiful  girl,  just  eighteen  years  of  age;  '  . 

She  was  a  well-known  actrees  tliat  went  upon  the  stage; 
The  man  loved  her  very  much,  for  her  he'd  do  his  Ijest; 
She  went  travelliug  with  her  company  away  out  iu  thu  West. 

Chorus.  .  , 

She  never  came  back,  she  never  came  back; 

She  didn't  come  back  any  more. 
But  how  happy  he'll  be  when  her  sweet  face  he'll  see 

When  they  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore. 


One  day  a  shoemaker  came  in  my  house  and  asked  me  for  a  job; 
A  poor  man  he  was  and  also  a  slob; 

He  took  n)y  shoes  and  said  he'd  bring  them  back  the  next  day, 
lie  bid  me  good-bye  and  slowly  walked  away. 

CH0RU8. 

He  never  cnme  back,  he  never  came  back; 

My  shoes  1  didn't  see  any  more. 
For  I'll  break  his  jaw,  I'll  make  him  feel  sore. 

When  we  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore. 

A  business  man  he  bought  his  goods  on  thirty  days'  credit; 
His  time  was  due,  he  didn't  pay,  the  merchant  did  regret  it; 
Statements  were  then  sent  to  him,  that  made  the  pour  man  worry, 
The  goods  he  sold,  half  the  price,  and  sneaked  off  iu  a  hurry. 

Chorus. 
He  never  came  back,  he  never  came  back; 
' '^  He  didn't  show  up  any  more,  "    ■. 

Il"'        The  man  bad  no  rest,  they  searched  East  and  West. 
Until  they  met  on  that  beautiful  shore. 


THE    TEMPLE    FIRE. 


[Philadelphia,  Pa.] 


Send  for  Free  Cotalogrue  of  Sonp  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  T\>rtnne  T^llera, 
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Words  by  Au^stus  Asseninacher.    Tune--"  Over  the  Hill?  to  the  Poor  House." 


The  Temple  Theatre  is  burning,  is  the  cry  that  goes  tlirough  the  town, 
lis  beautiful  walls,  its  flue  towers,  in  ruin  and  ashes  are  down. 
But  the  loss  we  mourn  for  most  deeply  is  the  death  of  two  firemen  bold. 
Who,  crushed  under  the  falling  masses,  were  found  there  lifeless  and  cold. 

CUORUS. 

Enshrined  in  the  mem'ry  of  loved  ones,  these  brave  mon  we  proudly  hero  name. 
Truck  B  lost  John  Johnson,  "a  hero";  4  eugine,  Johu  GibBon,  "the  same." 

The  flre-laddy's  lot  is  full  of  danger,  grim  death  lurks  for  him  every  dav. 
So  the  city  ought  to  act  graceful,  give  "  laddy  more  generous  pay." 
Provide  for  the  widows  and  orphans,  look  when  lie"s  feeble  and  old,  *'  shame," 
Leave  me  to  private  donations,  what  the  city  owes  to  its  name.— t'Aor««. 


WHAT  SHALL  I  ASK  FOR  THEE? 


C.pyright,  1867,  by  Root  &  Cody. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addi-esa,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  fur  Uue  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  I3U  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  SUoiips  taken  same  as  caah  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Mrs.  R.  B.  Edson.    Music  by  James  R.  Mun-ay. 

What  shall  I  ask  for  thee,  wish  for  tliec  tweel  ?  skies  that  are  i>caceful  and  calm, 
Seas  that  are  stormless,  and  winds  tliut  are  soft  as  the  low  breath  of  a  psalm? 
No,  as  I  love  thee,  I  ask  not  that  life  Im?  from  all  bitterness  free, 
Something  of  eweetncse  and  Bomctliiug  of  strife,  dear  one,  ie  lietter  for  thee. 

Chords. 
May  the  kind  angel",  who  watch  o'er  the  good. 

Guide  tliy  dear  feet  as  they  roam,  ...';. 

And  iu  the  land  that  is  better  than  this,  • 

Give  thee  forever  a  home.  '         •    ■      ■  ' 

Still  I  would  ask  for  thee,  out  of  my  love,  more  of  the  sunshine  than  storm. 
With  but  enough  of  life's  sorrows  and  pnin  to  keep  thy  heart  tender  and  warm; 
l''iiith  to  look  upward  iu  gladuess  or  gloom,  Iioikj  mid  the  direst  defeat; 
Firmness  in  trial  and  patience  iu  pain,  these  would  1  ask  for  thee,  bwcvU—Cko. 

This  most  of  all  I  would  ask  for  thee,  sweet,  grace  to  be  patient  and  strong. 
Meekness  to  bear  all  thy  crosses  and  care,  courage  to  battle  with  wrong; 
Jlay  the  kind  angels,  who  watch  o'er  the  good,  guide  thy  dear  feet  as  they  roam. 
And  in  the  land  that  is  better  than  this,  give  thee  forever  a  home.— C/wrus. 


YoTi  Should  Have  Seen  Them  Go. 

Written  by  George  Lyon.    Composed  by  John  8.  Baker. 

The  Words  and  Mustc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  ajiy  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

On  Monday  morning,  from  a  man  for  sixteen  pence,  I  bought 

A  pair  of  handsome  pigeons— I  will  fly  thein,  so  I  thouglit; 

I'd  taken  them  for  young  ones,  but  I  was  had,  no  doubt. 

They  knew  their  way  home  well  enough,  for  when  I  let  them  out— 

Chorus. 
Yon  shonld  have  seen  them  go,  you  should  have  seen  them  fly; 
To  my  one-and-fourpence  worth  I  said  good-bye; 
I  whistled  and  called  them  back,  but  my  labor  was  all  in  vain. 
They  went,  and  the  odds  are  ten  to  cue  they'll  never  return  again. 

My  luck  has  been  right  out  of  late,  aud  thanks  to  want  of  trade, 
1  owe  my  laudlord  six  months'  rent,  and  ructions  he  has  made; 
To-day  he  gave  us  notice  that  he  firmly  did  intend. 
If  we  weren't  out  by  six  to-night,  the  brokers  in  to  send.      ■  ' 
Spoken— But— 

Chorus. 

You  should  have  seen  as  go,  you  shonld  have  seen  ns  fly; 

My  wife  with  the  happy  home  in  her  lap,  as  we  said  good-bye; 

He  whistled  and  called  us  back,  but  his  labor  was  all  In  vain. 

We  left,  and  the  odds  are  a  huudred  to  one  we'll  never  relurn  again. 

Last  night  I  went  into  a  "  pub,"  possessed  of  but  "  two  D," 
And  while  my  humble  pint  they  drew,  a  "cadger"  tfwooi>ed  on  me; 
His  eyes  were  never  off  the  beer— he  told  me  such  a  tale, 
'that  I  felt  forced  to  say,  "  Well,  drink,"  and  when  he  seized  my  ale— 
Spoken— OhI  ,.     .! 

Cbobcs. 

You  should  have  seen  it  go,  you  should  liave  seen  it  fly;  '^ .". '.. ..  •    --.^ 

To  my  chances  of  a  drop  I  said  good-bye; 

I  shouted  a  frantic  hit  but  he  hadn't  left  me  a  drain. 

It  went,  aud  the  odds  arc  a  thousand  to  one  it'll  never  return  again. 

I  loved  a  girl,  she's  married  now,  but  still  seems  sweet  on  mc,  -, 
And  as  her  husband  works  till  late,  she  asked  mo  home  to  tea.      ' 
That  very  night  he  "  smelt  a  rat,"  or  else  had  got  the  sack. 
For  as  we  eat  there  cosily,  the  old  man  he  came  back—  „ 

Spoken— And— 

Chorus. 

Yon  should  have  seen  me  go,  yon  should  have  seen  me  fly 

out  of  the  window  with  a *,  and  a  fine  black  eye; 

He  whistled  aud  called  me  back,  but  his  lalKir  was  all  in  vain, 

I  went,  and  the  odds  are  a  million  to  one  I  shall  never  return  again. 


*  The  singer  raises  his  foot  as  iu  the  act  of  kicking  some  one  out,  and  a  loud 
chord  is  struck. 


■^r!fi*f>^m>jumt!9mtBKmifim%m^:js».A'j. 


■■■f:-^*L-V^miif^^^-.'¥-*: 
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HER    PARTING    WORDS    TO    ME. 
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Cy  G.  L.  Spauldlni;.       • 

In  a  briifht  and  cozy  valley,  where  tlie  merry  birds  In  eprliig 

Sing  their  joyoiie  lays  from  »oii(;-laii(l,  joy  and  gladnees  with  them  briug, 

Lives  a  pretty  Utile  maideu  that  I'd  Rive  the  worhl  to  eee, 

Just  to  hear  her  eweet  voice  whisper  her  purtiug  words  to  me. 

Refrain. 

When  you  are  far  away,  love,  braving  the  storms  at  sea, 
Think  of  the  little  girl,  love,  waiting  at  home  for  thee, 
Lo:iging  to  liear  you  wliisper  that  you  will  ever  l)c 
True  to  the  heart  she  gives  you  her  parliug  words  to  me. 

Just  a  year  ago  we  parted,  I  will  ne'er  forget  the  day 

Wlien  she  said,  "Now  don't  forget  me,"  as  the  proud  ship  sailed  away. 

And,  now  I'm  bounding  homeward,  soon  my  little  girl  I'li  see, 

And  I'll  say  I've  not  forgotten  your  parting  words  to  ni 


OH!    DAT    WATERMELON. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  *  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joe  Hart. 


I  nvi.—Ilffraln. 


MY    MARY    ANN. 

Tune— "Moriarty,  the  Swell." 

Send  for  Free  CataloBue  of  Sonp  Books,  Letter  Wiiters.  r>re«in  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
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Words  by  T.  H.  Tooker. 


T  have  a  daughter,  site  Is  a  swate  little  daisy,  my  Mary  Ann; 

The  dudes  are  stucic  on  her  shape,  she  sets  them  all  crazy,  my  Mary  Ann. 

At  the  theatre  each  night,  she  makes  the  "  hit "  of  the  show; 

Yes,  slie  is  a  sjreat  actress,  now  I'll  have  yez  to  know; 
For  she  does  the  skirt  dance  and  spins  around  on  one  toe,  my  Mary  Auu. 

Chorus. 

My  daughter  Mary  Ann,  '|>on  me  soul  she  is  all  the  rage; 
I'm  taking  things  mighty  aisy  now,  since  me  Mary  Ann  went  on  the  stage; 
Wid  the  neighbors  I  sit  and  gossip  and  rush  the  growler  in  our  back  yard; 
Yes,  I've  laid  away  me  ould  overalls,  uo  more  I'll  carry  the  bod. 

On  the  stage  she  is  known  as  Madame  De  Rose,  my  Mary  Ann; 
But  her  right  name  is  Gilliooley,  as  everyone  knows,  my  Mary  Ann. 
It's  the  divil  a  stroke  of  bard  work  thut  I  do  nowadays. 
But  each  night  wid  a  hand-cart  brinu  home  the  bouquets 
That  are  thrown  on  the  stage  by  the  bald-headed  jays,  ut  my  Mary  Ann. 

Chords. 

My  daughter  Mary  Ann,  as  a  singer  she's  'way  out  of  sigiit; 
Siiure,  i  took  me  wife  Biddy  to  hear  her  only  last  St.  Patrick's  ulght. 
And  whin  our  bigdaughter  cameout  and  sung,"rve  Worked  8  Hours  This  Day," 
Biddy  yelled  out:  "  You  lie,  Mary  Ann,  you  never  was  built  that  way." 


m%m 


BABY^S    SONO. 
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I  Words  by  Chas.  F.  Flderln.     Music  by  J.  W.  Wheel«r. 


I'm  mamma's  little  baby,  and  papa's  haby,  too; 

My  hair  is  short  and  curly,  my  eyes  are  big  and  hlilp; 

I  live  at  hniiie  with  mamma,  and  papa  lives  there,  too; 

I  have  a  brother  Jimmy,  besides  big  sister  Lu.  •',>' 

C'HORfS. 

'Tis  nice  to  be  a  baby,  and  have  six^h  pretty  things; 
Have  mamma  call  me  angel,  and  say  I  should  have  winga; 
I'm  sorry  to  grow  older,  become  a  great  big  luiss; 
I'm  sure  to  be  a  woman  is  not  so  nice  as  this. 

Refrain. 
Being  a  mamma's  blessing,  being  an  auntie's  joy. 

Being  a  grandma's  tieasure,  of  home  and  heart  the  light; 
Being  a  papa's  precious,  being  an  uncle's  pet. 

Being  a  gianUpa's  darling,  a  baby's  life  Is  bright. 

I  halre  a  little  dolly.  I  call  her  Baby  Boo; 

Uer  hair  is  long  and  golden,  her  eves  will  shut  up,  too; 

I  ha(vc  a  tittle  carriage,  in  which  she  goes  to  ride; 

I'veigot  to  buy  a  boy  doll,  so  she  can  be  a  bride.— C/m>.  <ft  Refrain. 

I  hni\e  a  little  cradle,  to  rock  my  dolly  in; 

I  have  a  little  kitchen,  with  kettles  made  of  tin; 

I  have  some  pretty  dishes,  a  tub  to  wash  the  clothes; 

I  hang  them  on  the  clothes-reel,  and  whirligig  it  goes.— CAo.  A  Refrain. 

I  have  a  little  Kitty,  her  claws  are  sharp  and  lonx; 

I  whip  her  with  a  feather,  when  she  does  something  wrong; 

I  had  a  little  birdie,  one  day  it  went  away; 

But, grandpa  says  that  Kilty  did  eat  it  up  in  play.— C'A«.  tfc  Rtfrain, 

TlHly'vc  put  me  in  long  dresses,  I  wear  a  great  big  hat; 

My  picture's  on  the  first  page,  1  truly  look  like  that; 

My  name  is  Alice  Bertram,    tis  such  a  pretty  name; 

1  ibink  if  1  get  married,  I'll  keep  it  just  the  same.— C'Ao.  A  Refrain. 

1  lofve  my  darling  mamma,  I  love  my  papa,  too; 

I  lor\'e  my  brother  Jimmy,  I  love  big  xlster  Lu;  .,     ;; 

I  lorve  my  aunt  and  uncle,  I  love  my  Uuby  Doo; 

I  love  grandpa  and  grandma,  be  good,  and  I'll  love  you.  —  CAo.  A  Refrain. 


A  little  colored  girl  and  her  brudder  Sammy  wont  into  a  watermelon  patch; 
They  were  afraid  of  mammy,  for  dey  knew  what  dey  would  catch. 
Lucinda  spied  a  ^reat  big  watermelon,  as  ripe  as  rijie  can  be; 
Sammy's  face  it  brightened  up,  how  he  showed  Ills  ivories. 

Chorus. 
Um,  nm,  oh!  dat  watermelon,  um,  dey's  so  sorry  now; 
llm,  oh!  dat  watermelon,  it  wasn't  very  ripe  anyhow; 
"Um,  oh!  dat  watermelon,  um,  dey's  so  sorry  now; 
Vm,  obi  dat  watermelon,  de  doctor's  wanted  now. 

They  didn't  have  a  knife  for  to  cut  dat  melon,  dey  broke  it  wid  a  great  big  twig; 
Dey  ate  'till  Sum  exclaimed,  dey  said  I  couldn't,  but  I  did. 
Lucinda  smiled,  but  she  did  look  so  funny,  and  green  about  de  eyes; 
Sammy's  face  was  all  out  of  shape,  how  he  had  Increased  in  size. 

CUORUS. 

Vm,  nm,  oh!  dat  watermelon,  nm,  dey's  so  sorry  now; 
Um,  oh!  dat  watermelon,  it  wasn't  very  ripe  anyhow; 
Um,  oh!  dat  watermelon,  um,  too  long  did  dey  linger, 
'  Um,  oh!  dot  watermelon,  send  for  Sauford'a  ginger. 


SUNNY    SOUTHERN    HOME. 

By  Will  E.  Ford. 
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I  am  thinking  now  of  them  good  ole  days 

Wlieu  down  lu  de  cotton  fields  we'd  loam; 
Of  my  wife  and  little  ones  dat  am  departed  long  ago 

To  dat  bright  land  where  sorrow  never  comes; 
Uow  ole  massa  and  ole  misses,  when  our  daily  work  was  o'er. 

Would  sit  'iieatli  the  arbor  by  de  dell. 
And  list'  to  de  niellodee  ob  de  darkies'  jubilee, 

In  uiy  sunny  Southern  home  I  loved  so  well. 

Chorus. 
Deu  give  mc  back  dcni  days,  dein  good  ole  days, 

Of  de  liuppy  times  we  had  I  love  to  tell; 
Where  de  banjo  and  fiddle  would  make  de  cabin  rinj;, 

lu  my  sunny  Southern  home  1  loved  so  well. 

I'se  gittin'  ole  and  feeble,  my  eyes  am  gettin'  dim; 

Soon  dis  feeble  frame  of  mine  will  hab  to  go 
To  dat  cannan's  happy  land  to  join  de  contraband. 

Who  hab  left  dis  world  of  hardship,  toll  and  woe; 
But  I  will  wander  back  to  de  ole  plantation  home. 

Just  to  ga/e  on  de  spot  where  I  did  dwell. 
Where  de  little  ones  would  roam  around  de  cabin  home. 

In  my  sunny  Southern  home  I  loved  so  viv\\.— Chorus. 


^  *  » 


SUNNY    SOUTHERN    HOME. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co. 
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Words  by  Fruiik  F,.  Cutler.    Music  by  T.  H.  Lei>n..n. 


I  am  thinking  to-day  of  my  sunny  Southern  home. 

Where  I  uwd  to  while  away  the  happy  hours; 
Yes,  my  memory  roams  back  to  the  place  where  I  was  born. 

To  de  laud  of  birds  and  sweet  magnolia  flowers. 
But  the  years  are  Hitting  by,  and  soon  we  all  must  die. 

Must  leave  this  land  below  for  one  above; 
Oh,  how  I  should  like  to  see,  before  God  shall  beckon  me. 

That  Buuuy  Soutliern  home  that  I  love. 

CnoRUS. 
Of  my  sunny  Southern  home  I  will  sing  where'er  I  roam. 
For  it  seems  to  me  the  dearest  spot  on  earth; 
.    Oh,  how  I  would  like  to  lie,  when  my  time  shall  come  to  die, 
Near  the  sunny  Southeru  home  of  my  birth. 

I  am  thinking  to-day  of  the  friends  I  left  behind. 

How  the  parting  filled  my  mother's  heart  with  grief ; 
And  my  father's  tear*  did  now  as  on  me  he  did  bestow 

The  blessings  which  caused  niy  heart  much  relief. 
But  wherever  I  may  roam,  I'll  sing  of  my  old  home, 

Wliere  I  spent  many  a  happy,  happy  day; 
When  at  last  I  leave  this  land,  I  shall  join  the  angel  band. 

From  my  sunny  Southern  home  far  away.— C'A<>rM*. 

I  am  thlnklDK  to-day  of  the  happy  honrs  we  spent 

in  the  cozy  little  cabin  I  called  home; 
And  recall  with  a  sigh,  while  my  pulse  Is  beating  high,       ■ 

All  the  scenes  which  caused  roe  far  away  to  roam. 
But  the  cruel  war  is  o'er,  the  darkies,  slaves  no  more. 

They're  scattered  o'er  this  land  forever  free; 
When  they  hear  old  Gabriel  call,  they'll  assemble  one  and  all. 

In  Ileaveu  at  last  a  happy  family.- 6' Aort«*. 


SPEAK    A    KINDLY    WORD. 

Copyright,  1»91,  by  WUlis  Woodward  &  Co. 
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By  Howard  Clifton.  ■:■■  ;.;..     -'f    '■ 

We  must  part,  and  part  forever,  mine  the  fault  and  mine  the  pain; 
What  we  were,  we  can  l)e  never,  we  must  never  meet  a^ain; 
Sadly  you  have  suffered  through  me,  yet  for  gentle  pity's  sake, 
Speak  one  kindly  word  unto  me,  speak,  love,  or  my  heart  will  break. 

Chobub. 
Speak  It  gently,  speak  it  softly,  uow  that  we  forever  pnrt. 
Let  the  last  word  oe  a  kind  one,  do  not,  do  not  break  my  heart. 

When  the  lark  was  soaring,  singing,  bravely  upward  to  the  skies, 
Your  soft  arms  around  me  cliugiug,  and  I  looked  into  your  eyes,  .o*-* 

Then  you  told  me  that  you  loved  me,  sweetest  souud  I  ever  heard,  ^s>Jfc? 

By  that  fond  remembrance,  darling,  speak  to  me,  or  my  heart  will  break.— CAo. 


)    IT'S    ALL    RIGHT    NOW. 


) 
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Words  and  Husic  by  Hairy  S.  Hiller. 


Now,  this  world  is  all  a  stage,  and  from  quite  a  tender  age 

We  play  our  parts  tlirougn  life  until  the  last  act's  o'er. 
But  there's  lots  of  people,  though,  really  think  they  own  the  show. 
And  say  the  earth  is  not  as  good  as  in  days  of  yore. 

Chorus. 
But  it's  all  right  now,  it's  all  ri^'ht  now. 
Don't  grMmble  like  a  dunce,  for  you  only  die  but  once; 
Eujoy  life  ere  it's  fled,  when  yoii  die  you're  long  time  dead, 
The  earth  will  take  care  of  itself,  for  it's  all  right  uow. 

Once  a  nice  young  man  did  work  in  a  dry-goods  store  as  clerk. 
And 'round  the  place  quite  useful  did  lie  make  himself. 

But  he  thought  it  was  too  hard,  selling  ribbons  by  the  yard. 
So  be  said  he'd  leave  and  give  up  work  and  save  his  health. 

CnoBUS. 
But  he's  all  right  now,  he's  all  right  now. 
He's  got  a  job,  of  course,  for  he's  on  the  police  force,   .:■, 
And  nothing  else  to  do,  but  to  mash  the  girls  a  few. 
As  he  stands  u{>on  the  corner,  for  he's  ail  right  now. 

Slister  Brown  was  caught,  they  say,  by  his  wife  the  other  day, 

A-strolliug  with  another  on  the  avenue. 
And  it  made  her  mad,  of  course— she  filed  papers  for  divorce. 

So  the  trial  came  up  this  afternoon  at  half -past  two. 

Chorus. 
But  he's  all  right  now,  he's  all  right  now. 
The  jury  did  agree,  and,  of  course,  they  set  him  free; 
He  gave  a  joyous  shout,  and  he  called  the  jury  out. 
Well,  it  only  cost  him  twenty,  but  he's  all  right  uow. 

Willie  called,  with  heart  so  light,  on  his  sweetheart  Sunday  night. 
And  lingered  'till  ine  clock  had  struck  its  midnight  tone; 

Suou  he  heard  a  step  somewhere,  like  a  stealing  down  the  stairs, 
And  Willie  knew  it  was  a  case  of  "  Home,  Sweet  Home." 

Chorus. 
But  he's  all  right  now,  lie's  all  right  now,  . 

He  in  the  papers  fouud  that  her  papa  had  been  drowned; 
Untimely  fate  he  met,  and  they  haven't  fouud  him  yet, 
But  dear  Willie  runs  the  parlor,  for  he's  all  right  now. 

There  was  once  a  poor  old  maid,  who  was  very  much  afraid 

She'd  have  to  end  her  life  alone  in  single  bliss; 
She  had  lovely  sunset  hair  and  it  fell  in  ringieta  fair. 

But  she  never  knew  the  meaning  of  a  goodnight  kiso. 

Chorus. 
But  she's  all  right  now,  she's  all  right  now. 
She's  married,  so  she  says,  to  a  boy  she  took  to  raise; 
He's  twenty,  and  the  maid  is  forty  in  the  shade, 
But  she  says  it's  no  one's  business,  for  she's  all  right  now. 

Little  Johnny's  papa's  gun  was  a  double-barreled  one, 

It  hung  bcniiul  the  door  upon  the  white-washed  wall; 
Joliuuy  said  he'd  have  some  sport,  or,  at  least,  that's  what  he  thought, 
For  when  he  blew  in,  the  gun  blew  out,  and  that  was  all. 

Chorus. 
But  he's  all  right  now,  he's  all  right  now. 
And  all  of  him  they  found  they  have  laid  beneath  the  ground; 
When  Gabriel  blows  his  blast,  they  will  have  an  awful  task 
Of  getting  Jobu  together,  but  he's  all  right  uow. 

Now  a  Reuben  came  one  day  to  see  city  life  so  gay. 

He  took  in  lots  of  sighte  before  the  day  had  gone. 
And  when  night  came  he  was  tired,  so  a  iiotel  room  he  hired. 

Blew  out  the  gas  and  jumped  into  bed  to  sleep  till  morn. 

Chorus. 
But  he's  all  right  now,  he's  all  right  now. 
When  morning  came,  alas!  they  found  him  full  of  gas; 
They  opened  wide  his  room,  he  went  up  like  a  balloon. 
And  no  one's  ever  seen  him  since,  but  he's  ail  right  uow. 

There's  a  friend  of  mine  named  Bctts,  who  has  children  just  like  steps, 

llis  neighbor's  married  seven  years  and  hasn't  none, 
But  be  looks  with  jealous  eyes  on  old  Belts,  and  often  sighs 

lie  would  give  this  world  and  more,  Le  eaya,  to  just  have  one,  :  ■ 

Chorus. 

But  he's  all  right  now,  he's  ail  right  now, 

He  got  his  wish  at  last,  but  it  made  him  look  ag'.iast;     ..  'y 

His  wife  presented  him  with  a  double  set  of  twins,  •:.■'_;: 

It  is  more  thau  he  expected,  but  he's  all  right  uow. 


KITTY,    THE    IRISH    QUEEN. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  James  Stilbuan. 
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"  •       Words  by  W.  C.  Robey.    Music  by  Frank  Banta. 


Every  morn  I  go  at  nine,  just  to  see  a  fonn  divine,  >,        _  " ; 

One  that's  promised  to  l>e  mine,  tell  me  who  I  mean;  ' 

Full  of  fun,  but  pure  and  chaste,  nature  formed  her  fairy  waist; 

Dresses  smart,  but  quite  in  taste,  does  Kitty,  the  Irish  queen. 

Chorus. 
Sweet  as  the  dew  on  the  rosebud,  fair  as  the  fairest  e'er  seen. 
Pretty,  witty,  sweet  little  Kitty,  they  call  her  the  young  Irish  queen. 

She's  80  winning,  yet  so  shy,  all  the  boys  for  her  would  die; 

When  they  see  me  passing  by,  they  know  where  I've  been;       •',■_' 
Standing  by  the  colt^e  gate,  she  for  me  will  often  wait. 

Quite  content  to  meet  her  fate,  is  Kitty,  the  Irish  queen.— Choriif. 

I  will  let  the  neighliors  know,  all  the  boys  will  feel  the  blow. 
When  to  church  we'll  proudly  go — she  will  grace  the  scene; 

Uow  I'm  louginc  for  the  time,  send  the  news  through  every  clime. 
Soon  the  wedding  bells  will  chime  for  Kitty,  the  Irish  queen.— CAanw. 


KELLY'S      MASQUERADE      BALL. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  tlusic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addre8!<,  pout-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twootlier  Songs  for  One  Dollur,  by  il.  J.  \Vh1iiiirii,  1»0  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Utanips  taken  same  ascasli  fur  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Eugene  Fox.    Music  by  Otto  HeiDzman. 


Last  night,  sure,  I  attended  to  a  high-toned  masquerade,  -  -  •; 

'Twas  given  by  a  gentleman  of  wide  renown  and  fame; 

So  thinking  I  would  show  up  strong,  I  dressed  up  in  my  best,        ...  '  -  ■ ; 

And  being  in  a  hurry  I  forgot  to  don  my  vest. 

I  ordered  up  a  carriage  to  take  me  to  the  hall,  '  ""■■'' 

1  thought  I'd  be  the  finest  man  that  attended  to  the  ball. 

So  when  the  driver  stopped  his  coach  and  said  we  hiid  arrived,        '.^  •'■'■:, 

I  found  I  had  no  vest  on,  and  I  thought  Id  nearly  die.  .• , " ,  .' 

Chorus. 
•      For  the  ball  was  the  finest  ever  given  in  the  land:  •'■      . 

•I  expected,  when  I  entered,  every  one  would  clasp  my  hand,    ,     ■ 
But  instead  I  was  a  laughing  stock  for  all  in  ttie  hall;  -■.''.' 

Ob!  what  a  night  at  Kelly's  masquerade  ball.         .  <.:  ... 

I  sat  up  on  the  balcony  as  if  I  were  in  a  trance.  '■ 

And  up  came  pretty  Miss  McKeon  and  asked  me  down  to  dance;   ■         1  .■.    -.. 

Of  course  I  had  no  vest  ou,  and  her  1  did  refuse;  '  , 

She  then  sat  down  beside  me  'till  I  at<ked  to  he  excused,  -.>-,, 

Just  then  the  music  started  and  the  marching  it  began,  ' 

Tlie  sight  that  met  my  eyes  just  then  was  something  very  grand. 

To  see  little  Tommy  Mulligan  linked  arms  with  Kitty  Dunn. 

While  the  band  up  in  the  balcony  murdered  "  Johnuy  Get  Votir  Gun."— CAo. 

The  music  made  me  feel  good,  and  I  got  out  on  the  floor, 

For  the  height  of  my  ambition  was  to  dance  with  Bridget  Moore; 

We  danced  a  Berlin  Polka  and  a  few  more  dances,  too. 

And  with  our  fancy  step  and  moves  we  easily  got  through, 

Then  the  supper  march  was  started  and,  of  course,  I  fell  in  line. 

With  dear  Bridget  by  my  side,  then  we  both  went  down  to  dine; 

And  when  the  supper  it  was  o'er  I  sat  back  for  the  rest, 

Aud  the  crowd  around  the  tables  shouted,  "Casey,  where's  your  vest."— <TAo. 


Parody  oni 


V^' 


AS    I     SAT     UPON     MY     DEAR 
OLD    MOTHERS    KNEE. 

Written  and  Composed  by  James  McAvoy.  • '  ■ 


Send  for  Free  Ottalogue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Foilune  Tellers, 

Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  Speechex,  Irish  Song  BookR,(Jook  Books,  Books  of  Amiuie- 

luent,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  lao  Pa»k  Row,  New  York. 


I  had  once  a  tender  feeling,  but  my  parents  made  me  tough; 

I've  liecn  kicked  aud  licked,  and  clubbed  with  base-ball  bate; 
I  have  fought  aud  licked  old  grandpa,  knocked  my  brother  out  of  time, 

I  have  jumped  from  roofs  of  sixteen-story  flats. 
But  the  number  eleven  cowhide  that  went  witli  my  father's  foot, 

Oh,  how  often  has  he  swuug  it  after  me. 
And  the  only  show  I  had  is  whfeu  they  licked  me  with  a  gad,     . .         - 

As  I  lay  across  my  dear  old  mother's  knee.  '   • 

Chorus. 
When  he  stopped  then  she'd  begin,  and  my  panties  they  were  thin. 

She  used  to  sting  me  like  a  bumble  bee; 
With  a  forty-five  horse-power  she'd  lambaste  me  for  an  hour,  "'• 

When  I  laid  across  my  dear  old  mothers  knee. 

Butthey  never  licked  me  right,  in  a  regular  stand-up  fight,    , 

They'd  always  have  to  hit  below  the  oelt: 
Now  what  could  a  fellow  do,  when  they'd  double  you  in  two,    " 

Then  with  a  barrel  stave  they  used  to  welt? 
From  off  the  mantel-piece  a  thousand  times  I've  ate  my  meals, 

I  could  hollow  then  from  A  up  to  higli  C 
You  could  use  me  for  a  target,  f  am  hard  and  calloused  uow. 

Since  I  lay  across  my  dear  old  mother's  knee. 

Chorus. 
I've  been  knocked  off  tracks  by  freight  trains,  I've  been  married  fourteen  times, 

I've  been  struck  by  cyclones  out  iu  Kankalice; 
Bat  I'd  rather  take  those  chances,  than  go  through  the  old  routine, 

Tliea  go  back  and  lay  across  iny  mother's  knee. 


Utfi 


'^^jmam^r^'-A^^  ^i^r-r-*^^^ 
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THE     WRONa     MAN. 

CopyriKht,  ISM,  by  M.  Witmark  &  Sons. 


»ri]8 ami  Music  of  litis  Soiiif  will  be  Kent  to  nny  adilreBf,  post-paid, on  recvipt  of  10 
c^iits;  ur  thiK  1111(1  liny  tnuutlifi-  Sou^h  fur  Onu  I'ullar,  by  il.  J.  Wchninn,  i:<U  Park 
Kow,  New  York  Cily.    1  uHla^e  Staiii|>8  takiiisaiiie  ascush  foralloiir  gooda. 

Writleu  uud  Coiiiposeil  by  Han  iiigloit  &  Le  Bruiin. 


Oije  niKht  tny  bt-au  was  nitlior  late  in  culling  round  fur  nic, 

SSo'wbeu  I  heard  a  loud  tut-tut,  tliinks  I  "  ttiat  must  be  he," 

So  I  rushed  in  the  pa«!«u;^e  and,  uo  chuuce  of  courlsliiu  miffing. 

All  iu  the  dark  I  kieeed  hini  twice,  tlicii  fuuud  that  I'd  beeu  kissing 

The  wront:  uiau,  the  wronj;  niuii— was  that  not  awful  ruuj? 

The  wroiia  mau,  the  wrong  man,  oh!  Jeruselum; 

1  dever  \vu»  iu  such  a  lis  before,  pity  me  if  you  can, 

1  thought  I  should  full,  for  I'd  ^iveti  thuiu  all  to  the  wrong,  wrong  man. 

A  follow  once,  for  love  of  me,  would  slug  on  our  buck  wall, 

"  What,  there  u<;ain,  yoan^  inau,"  I  thought  your  cheek  shall  have  a  fall; 

So.  I  got  a  puil  of  wuter,  uud  tlie  form  below  1  covered, 

Theu  I  Ifi  ^c>  ilif  |>aiirul,  uud  I  fouud  I'd  uhuDSt  smothered 

The  wrou;;  man,  the  wrouj;  man— was  that  not  awful  rum? 

The  wrou<;  niuu,  the  wrong  mun,  oh!  Jeruselum; 

I  never  wus  in  such  u  fix  before,  pity  me  if  you  can. 

Far  there  ou  the  spot  1  emj»iied  the  lot  ou  tiie  wrong,  wrong  man. 

A  fellow  once  culled  me  a  false,  deceitful  little  flirt; 

I  Went  and  told  my  sweetheart  Joe,  uud  he  was  uwful  hurt. 

.Suys  I,  '•  He  lives  ui  number  six."    Says  Joe,  "  He'll  get  a  milling  "; 

Antl  when  1  followed  Joe,  I  fouud  him  pretty  neurly  killiug 

Tile  wrong  mau,  the  wroni;  man— was  that  not  awful  rum? 

The  wrong  mau,  the  wrong  man,  oh!  Jeruselum; 

1  licver  was  iu  such  a  fix  iR-fore,  pity  me  if  you  cau, 

il<i  was  spoiling  tlie  clothes  and  punching  the  nose  of  the  wrong,  wrong  man. 


SLUMBER    PEACEFULLY. 

CopyrlKht,  1S92,  by  WUIId  Woodward  A  Co.    Eutered  at  Stationer*'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Hart. 


MY    WEDDING    DAY. 

(iopyi'ight,  1891,  by  WtUis  Woodwai-d  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Ixjmlon. 
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cents;  ur  this  and  any  I 
Uow.  Mew  York  City. 


<0 


I'ustaKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Edgar  Selden. 


Tip  a  m.irricd  man  at  last,  boys,  I  have  done  the  proper  thing. 
Fur  I've  wooed  unci  won  a  lui-sic,  uud  she  wears  my  wedding  ring; 
W'h  hud  courted  one  whole  winter  by  her  daddy's  cozy  fire, 
A^d  to  make  her  mine  forever  was  my  constant,  fond  desire. 
1  was  bashful  and  quite  timid,  1  was  so  afraid  to  "  poii," 
That  my  courage  always  weakened,  aud  my  pleading  hud  to  slop; 
Kut  Muiilda  she  wis  hopeful,  aud  she  knew  what  I  would  say, 
^^o  she  led  mc  on  so  geutly  that  we  named  the  fatal  day. 

I  Cuoncs. 

Wasn't  I  proud  on  my  wedding  day, 

Ilust'uing  to  church  In  the  month  of  Mny; 

Ileur  the  bells  ringing,  henr  the  choir  singing, 

Out  from  the  organ-loft  old  and  gray; 

Koscs  were  strewn  down  the  centre  aisle, 
I  Classmates  looked  on  with  a  friendly  smile. 

Flushed  was  the  bride  who  stood  by  my  side. 

For  this  was  my  glad  weddiug  day. 

First  I  hurried  to  my  tailors,  who  kept  shop  down  in  the  "  .Strand," 

Aud  gave  orders  for  a  *'  full  dress,"  that  was  eloquent  aud  grand; 

'I'lieii  I  visiicii  my  iiuttor;  got  my  license  on  the  way; 

tracked  a  pint  of  "mum  "  ut  diuner,  and  wus  feeling  jolly  gay. 

Ill: the  evening  ul  tlie  club-house  1  bade  my  chums  good-bye, 

Aiid  they  toasted  me  with  bumpers  of  the  rarest,  rare  old  rye; 

Ali  agreed  I  w«:»  u  hero,  unknown  dangers  to  embrace, 

IJiit  the  last  thing  I  remember,  I  was  (fiic)  carried  from  the  place— 6'Am-m«. 

Soon  the  day  that  was  selected  to  unite  two  loving  hearts 

Kolled  around  witli  sunny  spleudor,  bringing  jellies,  cakes  and  tarts; 

Soon  the  old  church  bells  were  chiming,  calling  friends  from  fui  auit  near; 

I  in  my  lodgings,  frantic,  saw  the  minister  disap|>ear. 

Where,  oh,  where  was  that  blauked  tailor,  the  cause  of  all  my  woes? 

Ah,  lia!  some  one  is  knocking— nicase,  mister,  here's  your  clothes; 

I  jumped  iu  them  iu  a  jiffy— wildly  tear  my  hair  and  swear— 

For  the  coat  would  lit  a  huy-stack,  aud  the  {lauta  too  small  to  wear.— C'/(t<;7/.i. 

With  my  temper  corcly  ruffled,  I  ma<Ic  my  way  with  haste 

To  the  cottage  of  Matilda,  for  there's  little  time  to  waste; 

Wlien  we  meet,  she  stares  in  horror,  asks  me,  "  what  on  earth  I  mean"  ; 

To  come  dressed  in  sucli  a  manner  is  enough  to  turn  one  green." 

I  Ufk  pardon,  say  I'm  sorry,  aud  every  other  thing; 

(ioodness,  gracious!  what  a  spasm!  I  have  lost  her  weddiug  ring  I 

False  alarm— I've  found  it  safely;  oh,  what  luck  I've  hud  to-day; 

Just  another  shock  like  that  one,  and  my  brain  will  melt  nwny.—C'horue. 

We  are  standing  at  the  altar,  every  one  is  hushed  aud  still. 

But  a  thousand  eyes  are  on  me,  aud  I  feel  uncommon  ill; 

1  urow  dizzy,  weak  aud  nervous,  cold  c'.'ills  roll  down  my  spine. 

Till  a  voice  of  thunder  asks  me,  "  liost  thou  take  her  to  be  ihiuef" 

'•  Yes,"  I  stammer  in  a  whi?^per,  it's  all  that  I  can  say, 

And  the  parson  further  (lueslioiis,  "  Who  will  give  this  girl  away?" 

*•  1  can,"  yells  her  little  brother,  "  but  you  bet  yer  life  1*11  not!  ""^ 

While  bis  mamma  warms  him  soundly  ou  a  very  tender  spot.— 6' AorM«. 

'Twas  last  night  we  celebrated  twenty  years  of  married  life- 
Twenty  years  of  joys  and  sorrows,  of  happiness  aud  strife; 
We  recalled  the  days  of  courtship,  we  blessed  our  blissful  fate. 
Talked  about  the  dear  old  bull-dog  and  her  father's  old  front  gate. 
Golden  clays  to  be  remembered,  wTilch  most  of  us  have  had; 
(Jf  strolls  when  it  wus  moonlight,  of  cscajies  from  her  dear  dad; 
How  we'd  linger  in  the  parlor  until  the  clock  struck  two, 
J      And  il  still  remains  the  fashion,  for  our  daughter  does  so  too.— Chorus. 


ril  serenade  to-night!  I'll  serenade  to-night!  by  the  moon's  bright  rays  I'll  sing. 
Oh,  my  own,  mine  alone,  may  you  slumber  peacefully,  dream  of  me,  only  me! 
When  sleep  from  your  eyes  hath  flown,  with  your  thoughts  you're  all  alone, 
Think,  oh,  think,  my  love,  of  mc,  and  let  me  come  to  tucc,  my  ow  u. 

Chorus. 

Sleep,  my  darling,  sleep!  jieaceful  be  tliy  dreams. 

Angels  will  guard  thee,  sweetheart,  uud  my  love  will  keep,  for  mc. 

Sleep,  my  darling,  sleep!  ))eaceful  be  thy  dreams, 

Angels  will  guard  thee,  sweetlieart,  aud  my  love  will  keep,  for  me. 


I    •  >  » 


WHEN  HOGAN    PAID   HIS  KENT. 


Copyright,  11191,  by  Frank  Harding, 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  W.  Kelly, 

Malachi  Ilogan  rente  his  place  from  Oallugher'e  estate; 

I'eter  lirudy  is  collector,  whom  the  neighbors  hate; 

He  went  to  Uogau's  Tuesday  night  anu  asked  him  for  his  rent, 

Treat  the  boys,  says  Uogan,  or  I'll  never  pay  a  cent. 

Indeed  I  won't,  says  Brady,  and  I'll  tell  you  to  your  face, 

Until  you  pay  me  every  red,  I'll  never  leave  the  place; 

Both  of  them  were  fighting  mad,  ou  murther  they  were  beii%, 

And  all  the  crowd  stood  back  to  see  liow  Uogan  paid  liis  reut. 

ClIOllUB. 

Each  gave  back  the  other  what  be  sent; 

The  bones  they  didn't  break  wei-e  badly  bent; 

They  slugged  euch  other,  hugged  each  other, 

Aud  with  sticks  they  ciubbed  each  other. 

Any  kind  of  fighting  weut  when  llogan  paid  his  rent. 

When  IIORnn  scut  an  up|>cr  cut,  and  Brady  threw  a  chair. 

It  knocked  Tim  Fugun's  teeth  out,  he  swore  he  would  get  square; 

He  countered  with  a  euspidore,  but  Itiudy  let  it  puss. 

It  fouud  a  home  behind  the  bar  in  Ilogan's  looking  glass; 

Then  Hogaii  leapt  for  Fugun  aud  Fagan  tried  to  run.  ' 

Look  out,  says  Andy  Mouahau,  Mike  Walsh  has  got  a  gun.  . 

l^t  me  out,  says  Fagau,  my  life  is  neurly  s|)eiit, 

I'm  wit  you,  too,  says  Brady,  aud  let  Uoguu  keep  his  KuU  —  C/iotus. 

The  noise  brought  all  the  neighbors  out  for  six  or  seven  blocks; 

Brudy  fought  with  boots  iu  baud,  uiid  weuring  out  his  socks; 

A  basketful  of  brokeu  glass  was  thrown  upon  the  floor, 

Poor  Brady  cut  his  feet,  of  course,  and  then  the  flglit  was  o'er. 

The  police  brought  the  wagon  'round  at  last  to  stop  the  row. 

Sure  every  man  was  cut  or  bruised,  but  no  one  could  tell  how; 

Well  Braay  paid  the  fines  for  all,  and  then  he  dropued  a  hint 

That  he  would  always  buy  the  drinks  when  Hogau^ttid  his  tvui.  —  Choruis. 


The  Portrait  of  My  Mother  in        [ 
Old  Ireland  Far  Away.  J 

Copyright,  1890.  by  Frank  Harding.  -      f 

The  Words  and  BIiisIc  of  this  Hong  will  be  sint  to  any  address,  |H>st-|ialU,  on  receipt  of  40  | 
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Uow,  New  Ycrk  City.     I'oslage  8tani|iM  taken  same  ascasti  (or  all  our  goods.  ! 


Words  by  Frank  Archer.    Music  by  Tom  Klcbards. 


It  was  on  St.  Patrick's  day,  when  a  young  boy  blithe  and  gay, 

I  left  old  Ireland  o'er  the  seas  lo  roum; 
My  mother  she  was  poor,  with  misfortuue  at  her  door. 

Which  com]R-l led  me  to  leave  my  good  old  home. 
She  left  me  on  the  quay,  aud  her  (xirtrait  gave  to  me, 

I  kissed  it  and  I  gently  dropiied  u  tear; 
With  sad  heart  I  left  the  place  with  my  dear  old  mother's  facv, 

The  portrait  that  my  uiother  gave  to  me. 

CUOKUS. 

For  it  hangs  in  the  corner  of  an  old-fashioned  cot, 

And  may  the  shamroeks  round  it  ne'er  decuy; 
Thougli  she's  many  miles  from  licrc,  in  my  heart  her  face  is  dear. 

The  portrait  of  my  mother  iu  old  Ireland  far  away. 

In  a  neat,  old-fashioned  cot  a  pluce  I  quickly  got. 

As  stable  boy,  tho' scarcely  yet  sixteen; 
My  duties  they  were  light,  yet  I  toiled  from  morn  till  night 

'I'o  make  a  home  for  my  old  mother  deur. 
My  muster  he  was  kind,  aud  in  sympathv  he  said. 

You'll  find  a  friend  in  mc  whate'er  befalls; 
In  thiit  cot  I  found  a  Place  for  my  deur  old  mother's  face, 

Aud  it  hangs  with  the  pictures  ou  the  wall. -C'AortM.  . 

I  will  soon  see  her  again,  and  with  her  I'll  remain;    . 

She's  growing  old  and  feeble  every  day; 
She  will  welcome  me,  1  know,  for  it  seemed  bo  long  ago, 

I  left  my  dear  old  home  so  fur  away. 
And  her  dear  fare  I'll  miss  when  slie  is  dead  aud  gone. 

And  laid  lieueath  the  cold,  cold  ground  to  sleep; 
With  the  shamrocks  that  she  gave  I  will  decorate  her  grave,    ■: 

Her  portrait  near  my  heart  I'll  always  keep.— 6'AortM. 
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MY    OWN    NATIVE    LAND. 


Composed  by  J.  S.  Black. 


) 


The  Wordgand  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aacash  for  all  our  goods. 

I've  roamed  over  mountain,  I've  cronaoj  over  flood, 
I've  traversed  the  wave-rolliug  sand, 

Tlio'  the  flelde  were  as  fair  and  the  moon  shone  as  bright. 
Yet  it  was  not  my  own  native  land, 
No,  no,  no,  no,  yet  it  was  not  my  own  native  land. 

Tlie  right  liand  of  friendship  how  oft  have  I  grasped. 

And  bright  eyee  have  smiled  and  looked  bland, 
But  liappier  far  were  the  hours  I  had  passed 

111  the  West  in  my  own  native  land. 

In  my  own  native  laud,  far,  far,  far  iu  my  own  native  land. 

Then  hail  dear  Columbia,  the  land  that  we  love. 
Where  flourishes  Liberty's  tree, 

'Tis  llio  birthplace  of  freedom,  our  own  native  home, 
"i'is  the  land,  'tis  the  laud  of  the  free. 
Yea,  yes,  yes,  yee,  'tie  the  land  of  the  free.  ♦ 


WHERE'S    McG-INTY? 

Written  by  Ben  Collins.    Sung  by  Ijpw  Hawkins. 

Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Tiick  Books,  Keeitation   Books,  Penny   Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  BookK,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  IriKli  Song  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Hemy  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Bow,  New  York. 

Now,  the  very  latest  cruze  we  are  blessed  with  nowadays, 

To  worry  us  and  bother  us  to  death, 
To  make  us  all  to  sleep,  and  make  us  all  to  weep. 

And  scare  us  so  we  fettr  to  draw  our  breath; 
On  the  corner  of  the  street,  and  from  every  one  you  meet, 

Iu  the  bar-room  where  you  go  for  your  giu  flzz; 
In  the  ball-room,  or  the  park,  you  will  hear  the  same  remark. 

Mister,  can  you  tell  me  where  McGluty  is? 

Repbain.  •"  ~ 

Perhaps  he's  gone  to  England,  jjerhaps  to  Germany, 

rerlinps  he's  gone  to  Dublin  to  set  old  Ireland  free. 

Perhaps  he's  gone  to  Panama,  or  some  other  place  that's  better; 

I'erliaps  he's  gone  to  Paris  for  to  marry  Mrs.  I'otter, 

Perhaps  he's  gone  to  Uussia  to  influenza  with  the  Czar, 

Perhaps  lie's  waiting  now  to  catch  a  SUte  Street  cable  car, 

Perhaps  he's  got  oW  Queen  Victoria's  brothers,  aunts  and  sisters 

All  helping  him  to  catch  the  wind  from  "Jack,  the  Ripper's"  whiskers, 

Perhaps  he's  gone  to  photograph  where  Slavin  fought  in  France, 

I'erhiips  he's  gone  to  give  Jem  Smilli  our  Mary  Walker's  pants, 

IViliaps  he's  gone  to  Italy  to  eat  some  maccaroui, 

I'erliai)8  he  flew  to  Kalamazoo  with  little  Annie  Rooiiey, 

Perhaps  he's  gone  with  Juke  Kilraiu,  'wayTJwvu  to  Missiesippl; 

Perhaps  he's  got  the  yellow  jaundice,  iierliups  he's  got  the  grip, 

Perlia|)«  he's  with  Beu  Uarrison  and  his  old  grandfather's  bat; 

But  1  do  hope,  for  McGiuly's  sake,  it's  not  as  bad  as  that. 

Pel  liiiim  he's  down  ou  Clark  Street  eating  an  oyster  stew,  , 

I'erhaps  he's  wailing  for  a  tip  on  the  races  to  come  true. 

Perhaps  the  bottom  of  the  sea  has  given  Dan  the  cramps. 

Perhaps  he's  with  John  Waiiamuker  stealing  postage  stamps. 

Oh,  Where's  McGiuly?  ihafs  the  quest iou  nobody  knows. 

What's  become  of  old  Daniel,  all  dressed  up  in  Ins  new  suit  of  clothes. 


KATIE    AND    TOM. 

)        Copyright,  1892,  by  WiUi-s  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

{  Tlio  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  » 111  be  sent  to  any  address,  |K)Rt-pai<l,  on  receipt  of  10 
I         cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SontfS  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \Velinian,130  Park 
J  Kow,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  mxiiie  ua  cosii  for  all  our  goods. 

•J  Wonls  and  Music  by  Henry  J.  Sayers.     .      ■ 


^  Rosy-chceked  Kale  was  his  sweetheart,  barefooted  Tom  was  her  beau, 
)  And  when  roaming  the  meadows  together,  free  as  the  breezes  that  blow, 
]  lie  was  her  hero  so  gallant,  she  was  his  lady  fair, 
<  Children  bo  joyously  happy,  building  their  castles  iu  air. 

\  CuoRce. 

{  "When  I'm  am*,"  saye  Tom,  "dear  Katie,  tell  you  what  ril  do,     , 

/  Buy  you  dresses,  oh,  so  pretty,  pretty  'most  as  you; 

1  I'll  buy  you  horses  and  a  coach,  we'll  lead  a  jolly  life; 

)  'Twill  happen  as  iu  story  books,  when  you're  my  little  wife." 

)  Meu  are  but  boys  grown  taller,  hearts  are  the  same  after  all. 
So  when  Katie  and  Tom,  some  years  after,  the  dreams  of  their  childhood  recall, 
IJiave  Tom,  with  his  brown  cheeks  all  flushing,  asked  Katie  hi.s  future  to  bless. 
With  sweet  face  so  rosily  blushing,  she  loviugly  muiuiurs  a  yes. 

Chorus. 
Says  Tom,  "  Dear  Katie,  as  we  journey  on  life's  great  highway, 
Yiiiir  every  burden  I  will  bear,"  but,  Katie  answered,  "Nay, 
"Of  burdens  I  will  take  my  share,"  said  Katie  with  a  laugh; 
"Iu  love  you'll  find  me  strong  as  you,  so  I  will  carry  half." 


)  Now  they  are  married  and  happy,  music  their  night  hours  cheer, 

1  For  the  music  that  comes  from  the  cradle,  to  Kate  seems  the  music  of  sph 


eree: 


But  Tom  is  a  man  and  grows  weary  of  serenades  all  the  night  long; 
To  hiiu  baby's  crying  is  music,  but  music  gone  awfully  wrong. 


Cborub. 


"  Dear  Tom,"  said  Katie,  "lialf  the  baby,  as  yon  know,  is  yours, 
So  do  get  up  and  rock  the  child,  just  while  his  pain  endures." 
"Dear  Kate,"  says  Tom,  "you  arc  quite  right,  your  words  I  can't  deny, 
So  you  may  rock  and  nurse  your  half,  but  I'll  let  my  half  cry." 


THE    MAN    AT    THE    WHEEL. 


Words  and  Music  by  Michael  Watson. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poB^pald,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Oh,  a  grim  and  a  silent  man  is  he,  as  he  steers  due  North  or  South, 

His  cold  gray  eye  on  the  compass  fixed,  and  firmly  set  his  mouth; 

A  word  to  him,  and  it's  strange  how  small,  how  exceedingly  small  you'll  feel. 

For  in  characters  bold,  you'll  find  you're  told  not  to  s|)eak  to  the  man  at  tlie  wheel. 

Then  merrily,  ohi  and  a  yeo  heave  ho!  to  show  that  we  nautical  feel. 

And  especially  BO,  when  we  eiug,  dou't  ye  know,  the  soug  of  the  mau  at  the  wheel. 

Oh,  a  sad  and  a  dreadful  fate  is  his,  who  once  was  blithe  and  gay. 

For  his  wife,  in  short,  has  a  tongue  so  loug.  like  the  sea  it  flows  for  aye; 

You've  only  to  sing  of  "Uome,  Sweet  Home,"  to  find  to  your  surprise. 

That  he'll  wither  you  up  with  a  stony  stare  from  his  cold  and  glassy  eyed. 

Then  merrily,  oh  I  and  a  yeo  heave  ho!  to  show  that  we  nautical  feel. 

And  especially  so,  wheu  we  sing,  dou't  ye  know,  the  song  of  the  man  at  the  wheel. 

He  has  steered  his  ship  for  many  a  year  o'er  the  deep  and  briny  sea, 

Willi  a  quip  or  a  crauk  to  his  rear  or  flank,  but  never  a  smile  smiles  he; 

Aud  to  calm  and  steady  his  nerves  for  home,  he  is  silent  when  r.t  sea; 

So,  mariners  all,  just  beware  how  you  fall  in  the  jaw  of  mutiim.uice. 

Then  merrily,  oh!  and  a  yeo  heave  ho!  to  show  that  we  nautical  feel, 

Aiidesi>eciallyso,wheu  we  slug,  dou't  ye  kuow,  the  song  of  the  man  .-it  the  wheel. 

Then  merrily,  oh!  and  a  yeo  heave  hoi  to  show  that  we  nautical  feel. 

And  eBjHJcially  BO,when  we  sing,  don't  ye  kuow,  the  song  of  the  mau  at  the  wheel. 


Between  Yon  and  Me  and  the  Gate-Post. 


Copyright,  1870,  by  S.  Braiuard  &  Sons. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  ehmaii.  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  oseusli  forall  our  goods. 

Words  by  J.  B.  Sweet.    Music  by  Alfred  Von  Rochow. 


My  heart  it  was  set  ou  a  pretty  maid;  I  loved  her  as  hard  as  I  could; 
To  ask  her  to  marry  me  I  was  afraid,  I  didn't  kuow  whether  she  would; 
Whenever  I  tried  it,  there  came  such  a  vyjiirr,  I  could  not  see  clearly  my  way; 
Between  you  and  me  and  the  gate-post,  sir,  the  dickens  was  always  to  pay. 
Between  you  aud  me  aud  the  gate-post,  sir,  the  dickens  was  always  to  pay. 

One  night  I  fixed  up  in  my  Sunday  best,  and  started  my  sweetheart  to  see. 
The  dear  little  darling  was  out  of  her  nest,  and  at  the  gate  waiting  for  me. 
And  there  we  stood  talking  until  very  late,  'till  finally  turuiug,  I  said. 
Between  you  aud  me  and  the  gate-post,  Kale,  it's  a  very  nice  night  overhead. 
Between  you  and  me  and  the  gate-post,  Kate,  it's  a  very  nice  night  overhead. 

And  as  we  kept  talking  aud  talking  away,  ou  things  of  no  value  or  note; 
And  still,  the  main  thing  I  wanted  to  say,  kept  sticking  tight  down  iu  my  throat; 
At  last  it  was  growing  so  terribly  late,  I  sj>oke,  aud  said,  how  will  it  be, 
Betwaan  you  aud  me  aud  the  gate-iK>st,  Kate,  will  you  marry  a  fellow  like  mef 
Bi'tweeu  you  aud  me  aud  the  gate-post,  Kate,  will  you  marry  a  fellow  like  me? 

Ilor  head  came  down  on  my  Sunday  vest,  and  then,  as  she  gave  me  her  hand. 
Said  she,  John,  I  really  do  love  you  the  best  of  any  one  else  iii  the  laud; 
But  mercy!  'tis  ten!  how  the  time  goes  ou!  I  am  glad  that  it's  not  any  more, 
Between  you  and  me  and  the  gate-post,  John,  why  didn't  you  ask  me  Ijeforef 
Between  you  aud  me  aud  the  gate-post,  John,  why  didn't  you  ask  me  L>efore? 


The  Captain's  Daughter  Nell. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents:  or  this  aud  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehniao,  130  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascosh  for  ail  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  John  Keynton. 


She's  the  loveliest  craft  that  a  sailor  could  spy,  .-        ' 

Her  eyes  are  the  ocean's  blue; 
And  her  laugh  is  as  fresh  as  the  breeze  rushing  by. 

Her  heart  it  is  kind  and  true,  her  heart  it  is  kind  and  true. 
For  her  there's  a  toast,  for  her  there's  a  song; 

Her  smile  is  a  world  of  cheer;  ;    . 

While  over  the  sea  we're  bounding  along. 

To  Jack  she's  an  angel  dear.  .    , 

Yo,  holhiili  hoi  for  tlie  captain's  daugther  Nell  t  - 

Chorus. 
So  the  winds  they  may  blow,  the  seas  they  may  flow. 

There's  one  that  poor  Jack  loves  well; 
She  is  trim,  she  is  neat,  a  beauty  complete. 

The  captain's  daughter  Nell. 

r    ' 

When  it's  Jack's  watch  below,  she  is  still  in  his  dreams. 

He  thinks  of  his  home  ashore; 
And  he  sees  his  own  girl,  when  her  smile  ou  him  beams, 

And  walks  by  her  side  once  more,  yes,  walks  by  her  side  once  more. 
She  heeds  not  the  storm,  she  paces  the  deck; 

For  fearless  is  she,  and  brave; 
She  laughs  at  the  sky  that  threatens  to  wreck, 

Our  queen  of  the  oceau  wave. 
Yo,  hoi  hilii  hoi  for  the  captain's  daughter  Nell.— CAor«M. 

Not  a  sailor  aboard  but  would  die  to  defend 

This  beauty  all  heartfl  admire; 
On  the  help  of  poor  Jack  she  can  always  depend. 

To  serve  her  he'd  never  tire,  to  serve  her  he'd  never  tire. 
A  rainbow  is  she,  the  sailors'  delight,  . -'    . 

A  jOv  to  the  hearts  of  all; 
The  life  of  the  ship,  from  morning  till  night,  .,:.'       -""•■-." ,',  v 

Tbo' loud  is  the  Bosnn's  call. 
Yo,  ho!  hilli  ho!  for  the  captain's  daughter  Nell.— CAoru*. 


m 
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jJAOK   OF  THE   NINTH  BRIGADE. 

j         Copyright,  1891,  by  WUUa  Woodward  &  Co.    Eufored  at  Stationera*  Hall,  London. 

j  The  V.'ordH  and  Music  of  tliis  Sonar  will  be  sent  to  any  a.ldress,  post  i>aid,oii  receipt  of  40 
(         cents;  or  this  and  any  HmothiT  Souks  forOnt*  Uollar,  hy  H.  J.  Wehniuii.lSO  I'ark 
J  Kow,  New  York  Vliy.     I'usta^e  Stainpi)  taken  aanio  aa  ca«h  for  all  our  gooda. 


Words  aod  Hosic  by  Henry  J.  Sayen. 


Our  coanlry  was  calling  defenders  to  arms!  was  the  cry,  loud  and  clear; 
Disturbiug  the  calm  of  our  village,  wilh  fears  for  our  old  flai;  so  dear. 
Jack  Iio68  and  I  were  true  comrades,  alwaya  iu  BuiiHliine  aniTshade,    TBricadi'. 
iSu  together  we  sboulder'd  our  mu8ket«,  aud  march  ti  to  the  f  rout  with  the  Ninth 

Chorus. 
I         Comrades  were  we  together,  lu  suuehine  and  stormy  weather; 
j        Loviuy  each  other,  oh,  show  me  auother  like  Jack  of  the  Ninth  Brigade. 

'  And  whether  on  march  or  iu  couflict,  dear  Jack  at  my  side  could  be  found; 
)  SliuriuK  our  chaugeful  fortunes,  yes,  comrades,  in  frieiiUship  fast  bound. 
'  But  one  day  o'ermatched  in  close  combat,  I  thought  life  fast  neuriuK  its  end, 
^  The  f  aial  thrust  came  to  Jack,  not  to  me,  Jack  gave  up  his  life  for  his  frieud.—  6'Ao. 


When  Her  Papa  Goes  Down  to  the  Club. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  James  St::lman. 


The  Words  aud  Music  of  this  Sour  will  be  nent  to  any  adilreaa,  post-paid,  on  rvvelpt  i>f  40 

centji;  or  this  aud  any  two  other  Son^s  for  Une  Dollm ,  by  ir  J.  Wehniau,  13 1  I'ark 

how,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  suuic  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Hairy  S.  UlUer. 


There  is  bat  one  sweet  little  maid,  just  one  that  I  dearly  do  love. 
Of  her  papa  I'm  greatly  afraid,  hut  still  she's  my  own  little  dove; 
I  have  to  be  :<ly  when  calliuL  on  Kate; 
If  caught  by  her  ua,  small  chances  I'd  take. 
The  neighbors  all  wonder  why  I  watch  and  wait 
Till  her  papa  goes  down  to  the  club. 
Chorus. 
When  her  papa  goes  down  to  the  club,  the  clnb, 
Then  I  call  on  Katie,  my  love,  my  love; 
We  kiss  and  we  squeeze,  we  do  as  we  please. 
While  papa  is  down  at  the  club,  jilease. 
When  pupa  is  down  at  the  club. 

Now  Katie  is  just  seventeen,  with  eyes  like  tho  stars  up  above, 

Aud  I  call  her  my  sweet  fairy  queen  because  tlie's  the  girl  that  I  love; 

But  papa  seems  cross,  don't  like  m<^  at  all, 

Aud  ouiy  on  me  his  vengeauce  doth  fall. 

But  nevertheless  upon  Katie  I  cull. 
When  her  papa  goes  down  to  the  club.  — CAorw*. 

My  Katie  is  her  p.-\pa'8  pride,  he  calls  her  his  own  turtle  dove. 
There  ia  nothing  from  her  that's  denied,  and  i>leasure  she  has  plenty  of; 
And  jet  I'm  forbidden  my  darling  to  see, 
^.^         Her  papa,  she  suys,  keeps  watching  for  me. 

Some  ulght  we'll  go  walking  and  married  we'll  be. 
When  her  pupa  goes  down  to  the  c\ub.—  V /lorut. 


The  Irishman's     Home,  Sweet  Home.'' 

Copyright,  1899,  by  Francis,  Day  <S  Hunter. 


j  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sunt;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid 

)        cents,  or  this  anil  uny  two  Dtlier  b<jni?8  for  DUB  L»olln'-,l)y  il.  J.  Weliinan,  i:'>0  I'ark 

j  Kow,  New  York  City.     TusCaKe  Stamps  taken  sanx 


on  receipt  of  40 

in,  II'pO  I'a  ' 
as  cash  for  all  our  ttuuds. 


Written  by  Felix  McOlennon.    Composed  by  J.  W.  Rowley. 


Oh!  for  five  long  years  I've  rambled,  and  in  foreign  lands  I've  gambolled, 

I  have  been  to  what  they  told  me  are  the  finest  spots  on  earth; 
But  I've  come  back  o'er  the  ocean  with  my  heart  full  of  emotion. 

And  an  Irishman's  devotion  to  the  land  that  ga\e  me  birth. 
They  talk  about  their  Hooshia,  they  brag  about  their  Proothia, 

Aud  their  lovely  Andalooehia,  as  a  bright  aud  sunny  land; 
They  boast  of  Niu{;ara  and  their  famous  Kiveyara, 

But  they  cau't  beat  Couuemara,  with  its  mountains  stem  and  grand. 

Reprain. 
Foreign  men  are  very  witty,  foreign  ladies  very  pretty; 

You  may  like  each  foreign  city,  from  St.  Petersburg  to  Rome; 
But  to  spend  a  pleasant  night  in,  and  with  comfort  to  get  tight  In, 

Aud  to  have  an  Irish  Ught  in,  give  me  "  Home,  Sweet  liome." 

Their  songs  and  their  frica-gfes,  aud  their  Patsey  Foyd«gra*M» 

May  be  good  enough  fur  asses,  but  for  Irish  stomachs,  uo! 
They  uillt  about  tomaties,  but  none  of  'em  fit  to  ale  is. 

Sure  they're  not  like  floury  praties  that  in  Ireland  do  grow; 
And  then  they  go  a-driukiu'  some  ciuare  things,  I  am  thiukiu', 

Och!  iheir  names  would  set  you  blinkin'  aud  tliev'd  nearly  break  your  jaw; 
Ah.  but  if  you  would  Ihj  frisky,  never  miud  their  drinks  so  risky. 

You  arc  safe  ou  Irish  whiskey  that  the  Ganger  never  saw. 

Retbain. 
Foreign  men  are  very  witty,  foreign  ladies  very  pretty; 

Y'ou  may  like  each  foreign  city,  from  St.  Petersburg  to  Rome; 
But  in  friendship  to  be  treated,  or  to  get  your  nose  inflated. 

Or  your  jaw-boue  dislocated,  give  ue  "  Home,  Sweet  Home." 

Tbeo  a  bit  of  dacent  flghtln'  they  pretend  to  take  delight  in, 

And  Ihcy  use  their  dirty  daggers,  their  stilettoes  auu  the  rest; 
But,  for  i*triking  disputation,  or  a  frieudly  salutu'iou. 

There  is  nothing  like  a  black-thorn  when  vou  put  it  to  the  teat 
You  can  urgue  any  mutter,  your  opponent's  head  can  batter. 

And  their  noses  you  can  scatter  'till  you  can't  tell  Mick  from  Pat; 
Sure  its  only  in  good  nature  that  yon  alter  every  faytare, 

Aud  a  small  drop  of  the  crayture  seals  the  friendship  after  that. 

Rkfrain. 

Foreign  men  are  very  witty,  forelen  ladles  very  pretty; 

You  may  like  each  foreign  city,  from  St.  Petersburg  to  Rome; 
But  to  get  knocked  iu  the  gutter,  or  to  go  home  ou  a  shutter. 

With  your  head  as  soft  as  butter,  give  me  "  Home,  Sweet  Homo." 


A  Welcome  that  Will  Never  Die. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Harding. 


i 


The  Words  aud  Music  of  this  SonK  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  oriO  f 
cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  tiouKS  for  Cine  Dollar,  l>y  II.  J.  Wehnian,  I'M  I'ark         , 
Kow,  New  York  City.    fosUttso  Stamps  talifn  saniu  us  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Barney  Mullelljr. 


I  remember  leaving  home  and  parents; 

Oh!  dear,  but  it  makes  me  feel  sad 
To  think  I  should  rouiu  far  away  from  home, 

Away  from  dear  mother  aud  dad. 
My  poor  old  father  stood  in  the  door, 

The  sad  sight  I  will  see  evermore. 
As  they  bid  me  good-bye,  wy  mother  did  cry, 

Sayiug,  my  joy  and  love  is  o'er. 

Cbobus. 
Teddy,  ray  own  darling  boy,  you  will  return  by  and  by; 

Let  fortune  be  good  or  bad  as  it  may,  you'll  be  welcome  by  father  and  I. 
Teddy,  my  own  darling  boy,  yon  will  come  back  by  and  bv; 

Let  fortune  be  good  or  bud  as  it  may,  we've  a  welcome  that  never  will  die. 

So  I  left  home  and  came  to  this  country. 

Then  sorrow  it  fell  to  my  share; 
Wherever  I'd  roam,  there  was  no  place  like  home. 

My  heart  would  turn  back  to  them  there. 
With  a  sickiiese  I  soon  was  laid  low. 

With  the  fever  I  raved,  I  know; 
Mother's  words  I  could  hear  so  plain  in  my  ear, 

Sayiug,  my  joy  and  love  Is  o'er.—  Vhorut. 

When  I  recovered  I  again  sought  labor. 

But  dame  fortune  ou  me  did  frown; 
No  favor  for  me,  I  plainly  could  see— 

Tlie  fates  they  seemed  holding  me  down. 
Then  once  more  I  was  confined  to  my  bed. 

Yes,  my  spirit  had  very  near  fled. 
When  to  my  surprise,  before  my  own  eyes. 

My  parents  stood  there  and  they  said: 

Chorus. 
Teddy,  my  own  darling  boy,  we  thought  we  could  come  ere  you'd  die; 

Let  fortune  be  good  or  bad  as  it  may,  you'll  be  welcome  by  father  and  I. 
Teddy,  my  own  darling  boy,  dry  your  tears  aud  do  not  cry; 

Let  fortuue  be  good  or  bad  as  it  may,  we've  a  welcome  that  never  will  die. 


FLANNIGAN'S      IRISH      CANARY. 

Copyright,  1891,  hy  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Eutered  at  StAUoaen'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  litis  Sung  will  he  srnt  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  0(40 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  oth>T  Son^s  for  Une  Uullar,  by  |{.  J.  Wehniau,  ISO  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Staiups  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


AVords  and  Music  by  Edgar  Selden. 


Misther  Flaunlgan  dwelled  in  the  swell  part  of  towu 

Ninety-foort  Street  close  by  the  East  River, 
He'd  a  bit  uv  a  record  for  social  renown, 

An'  wuz  what  ye  might  call  a  "  high  liver." 
Ilis  shanty  wuz  built  ou  the  top  uv  a  rock. 

Where  ducks,  goats  an'  ganders  did  cluster, 
'Till  a  blast  of  gun  powdher  would  give  them  a  shock, 

An'  disperse  tnem  as  fasht  as  they'd  muslher. 

Chorus. 
Old  Misther  Flannigan  bought  him  a  bird, 

Loike  a  cross  twixt  a  hin  an'  u  owl; 
"Twas  knock-kneed  an'  bandy  an'  fond  nv  rock  candy. 

This  queer  looklug,  crooked-faced  fowl; 
It's  beak  it  wuz  keen,  an'  Its  feulhers  wuz  green, 

Loike  the  shamrocks  that  grew  iu  his  area; 
The  neighbors  came  in,  wid  a  laugh  au'  a  grin. 

To  See  Flanuigau's  Irish  canary. 

Be  invited  the  neighbors  one  night  to  a  "spread," 

An'  they  cuuie  loike  the  street  wuz  on  fire; 
Shure  they  drunk  soda  wather  an'  ate  ginger-bread 

T'ill  you'd  think  that  they'd  shurely  expire. 
Miss  Murphy  sung  Ucrman,  an'  some  one  cried  "  rats," 

Uowly  murtlier  but  there  wuz  a  scuttle. 
For  the  guests  wiut  to  flghtiu'  loiku  Killkenny  cats. 

An'  they  lust  all  their  looks  lu  the  shuffle.— CAo>u«. 

On  a  dark,  stormy  night,  wid  the  moon  shlnin'  bright, 

Misther  Flannigan  turned  into  bed. 
He'd  been  drinking  all  day  at  McSwlggin's  cafe, 

Au'  the  load  haa  all  gone  to  his  head. 
His  dreams  they  were  wonderful,  strange  an'  not  thnie; 

He  wuz  just  getting  ready  to  suore. 
Whin  the  bird  hollered,  fire!  turn  the  hose!  you're  a  liart 

An'  old  Flannigan  fell  ou  the  floor.— C'^-tM. 

'Twos  on  St.  Patrick's  Day,  In  his  uniform  gay. 

He  marched  to  the  tuue  "  Garry  Owen," 
While  the  Clannagael  Irays  made  a  beautiful  noise 

Wid  the  rocks,  stones  au'  clubs  they  were  throwiu'. 
Iu  from  of  the  house  where  old  Flannigan  lived. 

They  halted  to  thry  his  potheen; 
As  they  eutered  the  door,  every  blessed  man  swore. 

For  the  bird  shouted,  "God  save  the  queen."— CAonw. 

For  a  whole  year  or  more  he  had  trouble  galore, 

Twiuty  times  he  had  landed  iu  jail; 
He  wuz  growiu'  so  thin,  he  wuz  all  bone  an'  skin. 

An'  his  friends  would  no  longer  go  bail. 
To  get  rid  of  the  pest  he  had  ihrieu  every  plan, 

I^t  a  small  bit  of  good  would  it  do, 
'Till  be  slaughtered  the  bird,  an'  the  neighbors  coucorred 

That  It  made  a  rale  fine  Irish  stew.— (7Aoru«. 
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SHE'S  THE  BOSS,  FM  THE  GILLIE.        OUR    NOBLE    FIRE    BRIGADE. 


Written  and  Composed  by  James  Rolmaz. 


The  Words  ar.d  UiiMi*  of  tliii  Sonir  will  besent  toan7ad<lrviwi.(K>«t-)>at(l.nn  receipt  of  M 

cuiitu:  or  thin  and  any  two  othpr  Hongs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliinan.  ISO  Park 

Itow,  New  York  Clt]',     Tostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  ouricooUB. 


Copyriglit,  1892,  by  James  StUlman. 


!Will  some  kind  Christian  pack  me  off  to  Jericho  or  Si;>ain, 
Or  anywhere,  80  I  ohali  never  sec  my  wife  a^aiu; 
j  She  treats  me  just  as  if  I  were  a  little  boy  of  three, 
1  Aud  Hcolds  until  I  wish  her  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea.       ' . 


Chorcb. 
She's  the  boss,  Tm  the  gilliel 
On  the  lod(;erB  I've  to  wait,  black  the  boots  and  clean  the  gate. 
For  she's  the  boss,  I'm  the  gillie!  I  wish  I  was  a  single  married  man. 


\  At  driiiklnc  beer  or  whiskey  all  creations  she'll  eclipse; 

>  "I'would  take  a  good-sized  buckutfnl  to  moisten  her  sweet  lips; 

1  And  when  she  gets  a  drop  loo  much  I'm  always  in  a  "  funk," 

S  For  she  kicks  op  peace  and  quietness,  and  vows  it's  me  that's  drunk.— 6' /M>ru«. 

J  £he  makes  me  wash  aud  feed  the  kid,  and  rock  it  off  to  sleep, 

j  And  if  it  cries,  she  knocks  me  witli  the  poker  in  a  heap; 

{  While  with  the  youug  man  lodger  she  sits  coeily^at  tea, 

}  I'lu  slaving  at  the  wash-tub,  and  they  both  make  game  of  xa^.—  Olwrut. 


] 


■♦•  » 


j  OFF    TO    PHILADELPHIA. 

j  Adapted  from  an  old  Irish  melody  by  BatUsun  Huyncs. 

''  Tbe  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addree*.  iKwl-nalil,  on  receipt  of  M 
)        cents;  ur  this  aud  any  two  other  Son^  for  One  Dollar,  by  M.  J.  VVelinian.l3U  I'ark 
\  Uow,  New  York  City.    t'ostaK^  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  uur  Koods. 


My  name  is  Paddy  Leary,  from  a  sphot  called  Tippcrary, 

The  hcarte  of  all  the  girls  I  um  a  thor.i  in; 
But  before  the  break  of  morn,  faith!  'tis  they'll  be  all  forlorn. 

For  I'm  off  to  Philadelphia  iu  the  moruiu'. 

Chorus. 

Wid  my  bundle  on  my  shoulder,  faith!  there's  no  man  could  be  boulder, 

I'm  laviii'  dear  ould  Ireland  widout  waruin'; 
For  I  lately  took  the  notion  for  to  cross  the  briny  ocean, 

1  sbtart  for  Philadelphia  in  the  moruin'. 

There'H  a  girl  called  Kate  Malone,  whom  I'd  hoped  to  call  my  own. 

And  to  see  my  little  cabin  floor  adorniu', 
But  my  heart  is  snU  and  weary,  how  can  she  be  Missis  L<eary, 

If  I  shtart  for  Philadelphia  in  the  moruiu' f—CAor««. 

When  they  told  me  I  must  lave  the  place,  I  tried  to  keep  a  cheerful  face. 

For  to  show  my  heart's  deep  sorrow  I  was  scoruic'; 
But  the  tears  will  surely  blind  me  for  the  friends  I  lave  behind  me. 

When  I  shtart  for  Philadelphia  iu  the  moruiu'. 

CuOBtJS. 

But  tho'  my  bundle's  on  my  shonldcr,  and  there's  no  man  could  be  boulder. 

Though  I'm  lavin'  now  the  shpol  that  I  was  boru  in. 
Yet  some  day  I'll  take  the  notion  to  come  back  across  the  ocean, 

To  my  home  in  dear  old  Irclaud  iu  the  moruiu'. 


Tbe  Words  and  Husle  of  this  Song:  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poat-pald.  on  reoeint  of  «• 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  h;  J.  Wehman  190  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  aU  our  vooda. 

Words  and  Music  by  James  Barron.   Arranged  by  W.  c.  ParkM-. 

No  doubt  you've  oft  been  told  of  firemen  strong  aud  bold,         •  . ' 
To  tell  you  of  them  now  is  my  desire;  v.,' 

To  tell  you  how  they're  nraised  in  a  thousand  different  ways,     H    ! 

When  at  their  duty  nouly  fighting  fire.  ;  '> 

They  never  know  the  danger  that  a  fire  to  them  may  bring. 
As  still  as  death  their  quarters  are,  when  lo!  the  bell  it  rings;     ■ .'    r 
Like  lightning  they  obey  the  call,  one  iustont  not  delayed. 
Till  they  dash  aloug  the  street,  our  noble  Fire  Brigade. 

Chords. 
When  all's  asleep  at  midnight,  aud  they  hear  the  cry  of  "  Fire!  '• 
It's  their  fellowmeu  and  women  to  rescue's  their  desire! 
What  to  them  is  fire  aud  water?  it's  the  rescues  that  are  made. 
And  the  courage  so  uudauuted  of  the  Fire  Brigade! 

The  people  shout  and  cheer,  "the  Fire  Brigade  is  here! "   : 

Aiid  thro'  the  street  they  dash  so  swift  and  graud! 
No  sign  of  fear  is  traced  in  the  sturdy  firemau's  face,  ■  ';  .. 

While  he  obeys  the  captain's  loud  command! 
The  engine's  quick  iu  action  and  the  books  and  ladders  up, 
In  an  instant  ev'ry  man  of  them  is  busily  engaged 
Fighting  fire  in  ev'ry  quarter,  all  around,  up  and  below. 
Are  the  gallant  heroes  of  our  noble  Fire  Brigade.— CAortM. 

As  they  go  flying  past,  tho' tbe  call  may  be  their  last,  -  % 

And  think  uot  of  their  little  ones  so  sweet; 
No  honest  fireman  dare  to  a  danger  have  a  care;  -   • 

It's  honor  or  it's  death  that  they've  to  meet! 
They  see  the  flames  leap  madly  un,  and  burning  sparks  tbcy  fly, 
Down  from  a  window,  wrapt  in  flame,  comes  forth  beart-rending  crieal 
Next,  at  the  window,  we  cau  see  a  woman  aud  her  babe 
In  the  strong  arms  of  the  heroes  of  the  Fire  Brigade.— 6'/iort«. 

Night  after  night  we  keep  a  watch  o'er  Ihoee  who  sleep         {-     ."^^   :,        ' 

Throughout  the  city,  north,  south,  east  aud  west!  V 

Waiting  ever  and  anon,  'tis  the  sounding  of  the  gong!  .,     y  .. 

A  fireman's  life's  a  bard  one,  at  the  best! 
No  second  ever  is  their  own,  the  time  they  think  their  doe; 
No  rest  when  bung,  bang,  goes  the  gong  from  box  "  one  tweoty-twol " 
As  down  the  poles  they  slide,  they're  soon  outside  aud  quickly  ride, 
Tbe  best  of  time  is  then  mode  by  the  Fire  Brigade.— 6'A(/ru«. 


I      THE    MASHAH    UP    TO    DATA. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Dacre. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  addresx,  post-paid,  on  receiptor  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Souirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  goods. 


ii'm  a  tailor-made  young  fellah,  I'm  the  latest  style  in  town; 
The  coin  I  spend  is  yellah,  I  don't  touch  white  nor  brown. 
I'm  liviug  with  my  mamma,  I've  whiskers  on  my  toes, 
)  1  light  Bcgars  with  "  fivers,"  as  each  girl  knows. 

)      Spoken— When  they  meet  me  lu  Belgravia  it  is  not  at  all  uncommon  to  hear 
I  them  sweetly  murmur— 
'  CnoBus. 

Ain't  he  nice?  ain't  he  sweet?  quite  the  latest  style. 
With  a  face,  full  of  grace,  would  kill  you  at  half  a  mile;  ■ 

And  his  eyes  mesmerize,  as  he  takes  bis  evening  roam; 
Cue  smile  will  beguile,  and  make  a  girl  leave  her  home. 

I  feed  off  pure  white  lilllcs,  to  make  my  complexion  nice. 
And  the  juice  of  daffodillies  I  drink  each  morning,  twice. 
I  also  drink  gold  liquid,  which  ascends  into  my  hair;      . 
By  jove!  I've  let  the  cat  out,  why  I'm  BO  fair. 

Spoken— Aha!  Here  comes  my  very  best  girl.  Do  you  know  what  she'll  do 
when  she  "spots  "me?  She'll  stand  like  so  ^o>nic»on^ion);  place  her  eye-glass 
iu  her  eye,  BO,  aud  treat  me  to  the  following  cAcncc/e^^.- 

CUORUS. 

Ain't  he  nice?  ain't  he  sweet?  quite  the  latest  style; 
; .   .  ' ,     By  his  face  you  cau  trace  he's  a  Spaniard  from  Erin's  Isle; 
•    And  his  feet  are  a  treat,  each  day  they  larger  grow; 
~     He  was  young,  very  youug,  about  thirty-five  years  ago. 


J 


I  wear  tbe  best  sealskin  garters,  I  buy  them  where  they're  sold; 

I  always  wear  a  bustle  for  fear  of  catching  cold; 
^  My  teeth  are  set  with  diamonds,  so  are  my  heels  and  soles,  -     .  . 

)  To  tell  the  truth,  I'm  jewelled  iu  fiflceu  holes. 

Spokbn— All  the  dear  creatures  say— 

CUOBUB. 

Ain't  he  nice?  ain't  he  sweet?  quite  the  latest  "  fash  "; 

By  his  air,  you  can  swear,  he's  suff'ring  from  too  much  cash; 

And  the  style  of  his  smile  has  a  charm  we  can't  explain. 

For  its  length  aud  itB  strength  has  wrecked  an  cxcursiou  train. 


].' 


What  Can  You  Expect  for  Your  Money? 

Written  and  Composed  by  Ilarry  Dacre.    Sung  by  Harry  Freeman. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  xent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonffs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \Vebman,UO  Park 

Uow,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  «U  OUT  gooda. 

No  wonder  we  find  a  depression  iu  trade. 

Since  profits  are  cut  up  so  close; 
I  once  saw  some  sovereigiiB  a  fellow  had  made. 

At  "  three  and  a  tanner  "  per  gross; 
He  passed  a  lot  off  to  the  public  at  large,  ,■ 

Detectives  declared  it  vvas  funny! 
And  one  of  them  said,  as  he  took  him  in  charge, 

"  WtuU  cau  you  expect  for  your  money?  " 

.-■■"•''-  Chorus.  ■-'■•■- 

Hcigbo!  it's  always  so!  Money  is  a  dreadful  thing.  Of 

But  an  empty  purse  is  a  great  deal  worse — 
It  is,  by  jingo! 

Now  when  a  young  fellow  goes  bunting  for  gold,  : 
_  And  drops  on  a  "  lady  of  coin," 

He  pops  the  grand  query,  the  question  of  old. 

And  abks  her  his  fortune  to  join.  '- 

Then  after  they're  married,  much  to  his  surprise,   •■.•    J 

He  finds  slie  is  sixty  (that's  funny); 
Sbe  takes  off  her  wig  aud  her  cork  leg,  and  cries, 

"  What  cau  you  expect  for  the  mouey?"—CA<WT«. 

Or  when  au  old  "  buffer  "  of  eighty  or  bo. 

Gets  '  mashed '  on  a  juvenile  Miss, 
And  gives  her  a  check  for  a  "  fiver  "  or  so. 

Then  asks  her  to  give  bim  a  kias.  .    ~ 

She  gives  him  just  oue,  iu  a  half  sort  of  way,     .   ' 

He  thinks  it  is  sweeter  than  houey; 
But  if  he  should  ask  for  another,  she'll  say, 
.       •'  What  do  you  expect  for  your  mouey  ? "—  Chorus,      i 

A  clever  young  gentleman  went  to  the  "Zoo,"  -1     - 

The  monkeys  Tie  liked  to  enrage;  <.'.! 

-  One  of  them  grabbed  hold  of  his  hat,  which  was  new,    ■.'..,:'. 

Aud  tore  it  to  shreds  in  the  cage.  . ' \.  ■;  • 

The  moslier  went  out  to  the  "  boss  of  the  show," 

Who  laughed— for  it  struck  him  as  funny. 
Then  said,  "You  should  keep  from  relations  yon  know, 
:  .  Or  else  you  are  bound  to  lose  money."— C'Aoru«. 

Siippoee  yon  go  out  iu  an  emigrant  ship,  . . 

"t'o  sail  for  the  antipodes,  ■:■''.'•;■■,-•■;- 

And  pay  but  a  tjifle  for  taking  the  trip,  ^ 

You  can't  expect  comfort  and  ease. 
If  you  should  be  wrecked  and  find  watery  graves, 
■    ;  , •.     ,  The  captuiu  is  bound  lo  be  funny; 

He'll  ask  you  ere  sinking  beneath  the  green  waves, 

"  What  can  you  expect  for  such  money  ? "—  Chorus. 


rn.f^o^^^tom^^Mtomnf.'iim^  ;.^^.jABrj^- 


^^-■'^tWWife.^?- 


^^l^.MJJ^'viA^.«iP;.:■ll^■ff.J:.■.^j^-|^^^J|>i^lll,al^<^^u^lll''ff■W^J^WW^^ 
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j      NONSENSE;    YES,    BY    JOVE! 

{         Copyright,  1892,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Ktationcrs'  Hall,  London. 

J 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  8uiit(  will  b«  sent  to  any  addresn,  podt-imia.oii  reot-U't  ot  10 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  8on|{s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wt>hiiian,i:iu  I'ark 

Uuw,  New  York  City.    I'uetage  Stanipii  taken  sanie  us  catili  (orall  uiir  tfoodii. 


By  JoMcph  Hart. 


How  do  you  feel,  old  chappie f  very  queer;  nonsense;  ye»,  by  jovcl 
I'm  very  ylad  at  last  we're  here,  are  you?  yeu,  by  jdvi! 

I'd  t,ive  a  crown  if  1  felt  flilter,  look  here,  old  chap,  now  don't  you  titter, 
I'm  going  to  order  a  glaes  of  uiilk  aud  bitter;  here?  ye?,  by  jovel 

Chorus. 
Nonsense;  yes,  by  jove!  nonseuse;  yes,  by  jovcl 
The  ladies  all  stare,  as  they  pass  through  the  square, 
Aud  so  nousense;  yes,  by  jove! 

Missed  you  last  night,  old  chappie;  beastly  bore,  very;  yes,  by  jove! 
Where  were  you,  rliappie?  theatre  8ta"e  door;  nousense;  yes,  by  jove! 

I  waited  there  with  two  or  three,  'till  Lulu  caute,  and  I  could  see. 
Do  you  kuow  she  very  nearly  looked  at  uie;  uouseuse;  yes,  by  jovel— r/(o/'/> 

I  stayed  at  home  yesterday,  course  you  know,  nonsense;  y^-s,  by  jove! 
W)iat  for?  iiad  my  nails  mauicured,  nonsense;  yes,  by  jove! 

lu  the  morning  I  felt  rather  chipper,  iu  the  afternoon  1  felt  real  flipper. 
But  I  caught  cold  drinking  from  a  dipper;   water?  yes,  by  jowl— Ononis. 


,  THE    FLY. 

'  Copyright,  18W,  by  Win.  RoUiflng  4  Sons.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  tendon. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  tlils  and  any  two  other  Sunfcs  furOiio  I>ullar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinaii,  lao  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ustotcu  btauips  taken  same  aa  ciuih  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Frank  Marion.     Music  by  Eduaid  Hoist. 


Of  all  the  winged  insects  that  make  us  rave  and  tear. 

There's  none  that  with  the  household  fly  that  ever  cau  compare; 

Ilea  w  ith  us  in  the  moruint;,  he's  with  us,  too,  ai  night. 

And  only  ceases  buzzing  when  we  blow  out  the  light. 

And  did  you  ever  notice  if  you  haveu't  any  hair 

L'pou  your  scalp,  the  little  fly  is  sure  to  gamltol  there. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  fly,  darling  little  body; 

If  I  could  only  catch  you,  you  would  not  be  so  uaughtv; 
Of  all  the  insects  in  the  land  there's  nothing  like  the  fly, 
SVheu  he  begius  to  buzz  on  your  nose,  oh,  myl 

And  when  the  day  is  peeping,  if  you  try  to  lie  a-bcd, 

The  little  fly  turns  somersaults  upon  your  arms  and  head; 

Aud  yet  the  learned  tell  uo  the  house-fly  is  of  use. 

As  he  purifies  the  atmosphere,  by  ewallowing  the  juice 

Of  vile  malarial  gaeses,  and  thus  addiug  to  the  wealth 

Of  us  poor  BuSeriug  mortals  by  keepiug  us  iu  health.— C'Ao/v/*. 

And  if  you  try  to  hit  him,  then  at  once  away  he  flies, 

Vou  cannot  catch  him  napping,  for  he's  got  two  thousand  eyes; 

I  truly  hope  iu  heaven  the  air  is  clear  aud  pure. 

So  that  we'll  not  be  called  uj)on  the  fly  to  there  eixlure. 

For  an  able-bodied  angel  must  not  swear  with  earthly  vim, 

Ue  will  have  to  grin  and  liear  it,  if  there  are  flies  on  him. —Chorus. 


^  •  m 


COUGH,     JOHN,     COUOH,     AND 
j       MAKE    THE    BABY    LAUGH. 

I  Wrilten  by  Thomas  Plnder.     Music  by  W.  F.  Luncilntt. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  \\  ehnian,  i:»  Hark 

How,  New  York  City.     Hostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Yon  see  that  I'm  a  married  man,  at  least  I  think  you  ought; 
By  eighteen  mouths  of  wedded  bliss  some  trouble  I've  been  taught; 
I  IU  father  of  a  bouncing  boy  who's  always  wide-awake; 
And  I've  to  cough  to  keep  it  quiet  uutil  my  jaws  they  ache. 
SPOKES-Yes,  I'm  the  happy  parent  of  a  '  crying  doll.'    I've  bought  rattles, 
In<lia  rublK-r  toolh-riugs,  sugar  sticks  aud  everything  else  I  could  think  of,  hut 
It  is  impossible  to  keep  that  child  quiet,  except  iu  oue  manner;  aud  that  is  why 
my  wife  is  always  crying  out: 

Chorus. 

Cough,  John,  cough,  John,  cough,  and  make  the  baby  laugh; 
Cough,  John,  cough,  John,  and  make  the  baby  laugh. 

Why  don't  ypu  keep  it  still?  Its  crying  makes  me  ill; 
Cough,  cough,  coiigli,  Johu,  and  make  the  baby  laugli. 

Some  call  the  baby  "  pretty  pet,"  and  ask  us  out  to  tea. 

Where  I've  to  act  the  pan  of  nurse,  aud  dance  it  on  my  knee; 

My  wife  she  sits  down  with  tlie  rest  to  have  a  good  "  blow  out," 

But  as  that  blessed  infant  squalls,  to  me  she's  sure  lu  shout:—  C horns. 

I  never  get  a  wink  of  sleep,  for  when  iu  bed  at  night. 
The  baby's  sure  to  waken  up,  aud  cry  out  with  anright; 
My  wife  commands  me  with  one  word  and  then  begins  to  snore. 
While  I've  to  hug  that  w  retched  child  about  tiie  chamlicr  floor. 
SiHiKEN-  Fancy  me  roused  from  my  virtuous  couch  at  midnight  by  a  dig  •» 
t'le  ribs,  aud  told  to  cany  that  wretclied  baby  about  in  my  night  shirt,  s.nging, 
'•  Hush  a-bye,  baby,"  etc.     It's   "  Dou't  you  hear,  Johu;   wake  up,  Johu;  gtt 
up,  Johu,"  niiii  —  IJhoruK. 

My  trouble  never  has  an  end,  it's  morning,  night  aud  noon; 
^If  I  cuutliiue  coughing  so,  ill  have  a  coftiu  soon; 
I  hear  the  baby  coughing  uow,  aud,  as  my  throat  is  sore. 
If  you,  my  friends,  will  cough  with  me,  you'll  quiet  it  I'm  sure. 
'Spoken— I  feel  as  though  I  had  the  hooping  cough,  and  could  swallow  a  box 
of  Heating's  Cough  Lozenges.    So,  just  to  keep  the  baby  quiet,  we'll— 

Cough,  l>oys,  cough,  etc. 


THE    BOOTBLACK'S    CHRISTMAS. 


Copyright,  U91.  by  Fnmk  Harding. 


The  Words  and  MunIc  of  this  Soiir  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  ir  i.  Wehnian,  13D  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Hoblage  Stamps  taken  sunie  as  cunli  for  all  our  goudi*. 


Words  aud  Music  by  Biirncy  Mullely. 


A  bootblack  slept  in  a  dry-goods  box,  it  was  on  oi>e  Christmas  eve; 
Tho'  all  alone  in  his  scanty  home,  in  Santa  Claus  he  did  believe. 
He  slejtt  ou  rags  and  straw,  then  placed  his  little  shoes  outside, 
•lust  as  he  had  hung  his  stockings  up,  Itefore  his  mother  died. 
The  night  rolled  on  and  no  .'^anta  came,  but  a  thief  crept  soft  and  low, 
.\ud  he  stole  away  t!ios«  little  shoes,  that  were  left  standing  in  the  enow. 

Refrain. 

Sad,  sad,  indeed,  to  see  the  lad  standing  in  the  storm  alone 
Beside  the  empty  dry-goods  box  that  served  him  as  a  home; 
And  the  look  of  disappolutmcnt— Santa  (.'laus  did  him  refuse- 
But  saddest  of  all  was  to  hear  liim  call,  Sauta  Claus  bring  back  my  shoes. 


f 


But  a  moment's  time  had  scarcely  passed,  till  I  was  beside  the  lad; 

"What  makes  you  weep,  my  dear  boy?"  I  said;  "Uaveyou  iudeeduoi 

"Oh!  no,  kind  sir,"  he  said,  with  a  beseeching  look  to  me, 

"  My  iMJor  mother  died  a  >ear  ago,  pai>a  was  lost  at  sea." 

I  started  back  wheu  I  heard  his  talc,  for  1  was  returuing  home; 

Tiieu  I  scauucd  his  face,  wliat  did  I  trace?  it  was  the  outliue  of 


i 
i 

i 
uot  gotadad?"  ( 

i 


my  own. 


Refrain. 
Tlunik  G'xl,  indeed,  to  find  my  boy,  although  iu  the  etorin  alone, 
Beside  the  empty  dry-gucxts  box  that  served  him  as  a  home; 
I  dis|>elled  his  disappointment— Sauta  Claus  will  uot  refuse — 
Fur  your  father  has  come,  my  owu  dear  sou,  I  will  buy  for  you  new  shuts. 

I  grasped  the  box,  as  I  held  my  child  iu  a  father's  fond  embrace; 

I  could  feel  that  my  brain  was  w  iiirling,  aud  the  liot  tears  rolled  down  my  face. 

Oil  a  whale-ship  I  sailed,  for  a  six  mouth's  voyage  to  sea; 

1  was  wrecked  and  cast  on  foreign  shore,  where  none  could  tiear  from  me. 

'I'lie  truth  was  clear,  my  wife  so  dear,  from  earth  had  passed  away; 

1  play'd  the  part,  with  a  broken  heart,  of  Santa  Claus  that  Christmas  dny.—Jl^. 


WILT    THOU    BE    GONE,    LOVE? 


Copjri«ht,  1878,  by  Wni.  A.  Poud  &  Co. 


Juliet. 
Wilt  ih'iu  be  gone,  wilt  thou  be  goue,  love?  gone,  love,  from  mc? 
Slay!  'tis  tlic  nighliugale  tliat  sings  in  yonder  tree. 
Deem  not  'lis  the  lark,  love;  day  is  n'ot  yet  near— 
Ik-lieve  me,  'tis  the  nightingale  whose  song  hath  pierced  thine  ear. 
Wilt  thou  be  goue,  wilt  tliuu  be  gone,  love?  wilt  thou  be  goue  from  me? 

Romeo. 

I  must  lie  gone,  love;  I  must  be  gone  from  thee. 
Tis  not  the  uiglitiugale  that  sings  in  yonder  tree. 
"I'is  the  lark,  'lis  the  lark,  'tis  the  lark, 
'Tis  the  lark,  love,  that  sings  iu  yonder  tree. 

I  must  be  goue,  I  must  be  gone,  love; 
(ione,  love,  from  thee;  goue,  love,  from  thee.        .  . 

Juliet. 
Slay!  'tis  the  nightingale  that  sings  in  yonder  tree. 
Love,  'tis  the  nightingale;   love,  'lis  tlie  nighliugale; 
Ixive,  'Us  the  nightingale  that  sings  iu  yonder  tree. 
Wilt  thou  Lie  goue,  wilt  thou  be  goue,  love?  ■  ^ 

Gone,  love,  from  me,  goue,  love,  from  me? 

Romeo. 

II  is  the  lark,  the  herald  of  the  morn,  love;  no  nightingale. 
See!  the  clouds  are  brightning,  ilie  stars  are  growing  pale- 
Day  is  ou  yon  mountain  top  that  veils  the  easteru  sky— 
I  must  be  goue  aud  live,  luve,  or  slay  with  thee  aud  die; 
I  iiiiiHt  lie  gone,  I  must  be  goue,  love;  1  must  l>e  goue  from  thee. 
"I'is  not  the  uiglitiugale  that  slugs  iu  yonder  tree; 
"lis  the  lark,  'tis  the  lark,  'tis  the  lark, 
"I'is  the  lark,  love,  that  sings  in  youder  tree. 
I  must  be  goue,  I  must  be  guue,  love;  I  must  be  goue,  love,  from  thee. 

Juliet. 

Wilt  thou  t)e  goue,  love?  wilt  thou  be  gone  from  me? 

Stay!  'tis  liie  nightingale  that  sings  iu  yonder  tree. 

Love,  'tis  Hie  nightingale;  love,  'tis  tlie  nightingale; 

Love,  'tis  the  nightingale  that  sings  in  yonder  tree. 

Will  thou  be  goue,  wilt  thou  be  goue,  love?  wilt  thou  be  gone,  love,  from  me? 


^  *  » 


Ikxind  to  See  It. — Mrs.  Figg:  "John,  there's  a  lone,  red  hair 
'11  your  slioulder.  And  your  sleeve  is  ripped,  too.  Air.  Figg: 
"  Yes;  I  put  the  hair  ou  there  myself  so  you'd  notice  the  rippe<i 
place."  .  '      -• 


Tli»  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wUl  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  nf  40 

c  •iiiH.  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  (Uie  iiollur,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian,  I^IO  t'ai  k 

Uow,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  aacash  for  all  our  goods. 

llj  Stephen  C.  Foster. 


— "Remember  the  example  of  George  Washington,  my  boy," 
stiid  the  careful  father.  "  Who  was  George  Washington,  papa?" 
queried  the  hopeful.  "  Why,  he  was  the  man  who  couldn't  tell  a 
lie,  of  course."  "  What  was  the  matter  with  bim— couldn't  he 
talk? "  There  was  much  anxiety  in  the  parental  mind  as  to  the 
youngster's  future. 


'■i 
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Who'll  Buy  My  Water  Cresses? 

....        Copyricrht,  1S71,  by  S.  Brainard'8  Sons.  v-     :: 

TliB  Wordi  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  *0 

cents;  or  tliis  and  nny  tHuother  Songs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  il.  J.  Wehnian,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  Uity .    1  08tat;e  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  M.  E.  T.    Hutdc  by  Jules  Uifort. 


Water  creMes  8o  bright  and  green— whoNI  bny  crceaee  of  me,  I  eay? 
Down  by  the  brook,  all  cool  and  clean,  I  gathered  them  fresh  for  you  to-day. 
Critip  and  cool  from  their  moesy  bed,  bright  and  clear  with  tiie  morning  dew, 
Look!  what  beauties  by  streams  fed,  lady,  dear  lady,  1  brought  to  you. 

Chords. 

Water  cresses!  water  cresses  1 
Who'll  buyl  who'll  buy!  who'll  bay!  who'll  buy  1 
Water  cresses!  water  cresses!  .    •' 

Who'll  buy  cresses  to-day. 

From  the  dawn  to  the  sunset  red,  I  am  busy  as  girl  can  be, 

Father  is  gone  and  mother  is  dead,  and  only  Robbie  is  left  to  me. 

And  he  sits  by  the  window  pale,  wondering  why  doesn't  EfBe  come? 

He  might  sicken  if  1  should  fail  bis  good  nice  supper  to  carry  homt:. —  C fiorus. 

Little,  you  sayt  I'm  the  head  of  the  house;  I  must  earn  whatever  wc  eat; 
Robbie  can  work  no  more  than  a  mouse,  he  never  c<ui  stand  on  his  poor  lame  feet. 
TiredT  oh,  no!  though  my  feet  are  sore;  one  little  bunch  do  please  to  buy; 
I  must  hie  home  with  my  morniug  store;  nobody's  left  but  Robbie  and  l.—(Jho. 


WANTED    A    GOVERNESS. 

Composed  and  Suntr  by  John  Parry.     Written  by  George  Dubourg,  Esq. 

Tlie  Words  and  MiihIo  of  this  Son(;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-iuild,  on  receipt  of  tO 
cents;  or  tlils  and  any  tmro  other  Somkb  tor  ')ne  liollar,  by  H.J.  Weliinau,  130  Park 

Itow,  New  York  City.    I'ustaKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 


I  know  not  a  cure  so  good  for  the  vapors, 
As  reading  the  "  wants  "  which  appear  in  the  papers; 
There's  wanted  a  husband,  or  "  wanted  a  sample," 
Or  "  wanted  to  l)orrow,"  but  here's  an  example: 
Wanted  a  governess  "— "  Wanted  a  governess  "— "  A  governess  wanted  "— 
A  goveriiees  wanted,  well  fitted  to  fill 
The  post  of  tuition  with  competent  skill. 
In  a  gentleman's  family  highly  genteel, 
Where  'tis  hoped  that  the  lady  will  try  to  conceal 
Any  fanciful  feelings  or  flights  she  may  feel. 
For  this  gentleman's  family's  bo  very  genteel,  they're  BO  very  genteel t 

Superior  attainments  are  quite  indispensable, 

With  everything,  too,  that's  correct  and  ostensible;  ■   ' 

Morals  of  pure  unexccptionability; 

Manners  well  formed  and  of  strictest  gentility! 

The  pupils  are  five— ages  six  to  sixteen — 

All  as  promising  girls  as  ever  were  seen; 

And  besides  (though  'tis  scarcely  worth  while  to  put  that  in) 

There  are  two  little  boys,  but  they  only  learn  Latin. 

Wanted  a  governess,  fitted  to  fill  ' 

The  poet  of  tuition  with  competent  skill,  . 

In  a  gentleman's  family  highly  genteel, 

Where,  in  order  that  things  may  go  "ToujoursTranquille,"     .  , 

They  seldom  express  themselves  quite  as  they  feel. 

For  this  gentleman's  family's  so  very  genteel,  they're  so  very  genteel! 

The  lady  must  teach  all  the  several  branches, 

Whereiiito  polite  education  now  launches; 

Bhe'B  expected  to  speak  the  French  tongue  like  a  native. 

And  be  to  her  pupils  of  all  its  points  dative; 

Italian  she  must  know,  of  course,  nor  needs  banish 

Whatever  acquaiutauce  slie  may  have  with  Spanish; 

Nor  would  there  be  harm  in  a  trifle  of  German, 

In  tiie  absence,  that  is,  of  the  master,  Herr  Hermann. 

"  Wanted  a  governess,"  fitted  to  fill 

The  post  of  tuition  with  competent  skill. 

In  a  gentleman's  family  highly  genteel. 

Where  the  lady  will  find,  by  attention  and  zeal, 

That  she'll  scarcely  have  time  to  partake  of  a  meal. 

For  this  gentleman's  family's  so  very  genteel,  they're  so  very  genteel! 

The  harp  and  the  piano  (cela  va  sans  dire), 

Wiih  thorough  bass,  too,  on  the  plan  of  Logier.         .'; 

In  drawing  in  pencil  and  chalk,  and  the  tinting 

That's  called  Oriental,  she  must  not  be  stint  in. 

She  must  paint  upon  paper,  on  satin  and  velvet. 

And  if  she  knows  wax  work  she'll  not  need  to  shelve  it. 

Dancing,  of  course,  with  the  newest  Gambades, 

The  Polish  Mazurka  and  hcsl  Gallopades; 

Arithineiic,  history,  joined  with  chronology, 

Ilereldry,  botany,  writing,  conchology, 

Grammar  and  sutln-stilcn,  netting,  geography,  astronomy, 

Use  of  the  globes  aud  cosmography! 

These  are  the  principal  matters  (an  reste). 
Address,  "J.  Z.  X.  q.  V.,  Easy  Place,  West." 
As  the  salary's  very  moderate,  none  need  apply 
Who  more  on  that  point  than  on  comfort  rely; 
But,  pcrhaiM, 'twere  as  well,  to  make  matters  shorter, 
To  mention  the  terms— namely,  five  pounds  a  quarter. 

Wanted  a  governess,  well  fitted  to  fill 

The  post  of  tuition  with  competent  skill, 

Where 'tis  wished  that  the  pupils  should  never  be  BtUl,  • 

Nor  the  governess  either,  be  she  well  or  ill— 

"  A  governess  wanted  "— "  Wanted  a  governess."  ' 


THE    EVENING-    NEWS; 

-OR:-  ..  ^ 

^ :  ^^      Ragged  Matt.     ?   V-  ^  "^ 

Copyright,  18W,  by  J.  R.  Bell.    Words  and  Music  by  Barney  MuUelly. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  gent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  6ther  Son^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliman,  ISO  I'ark 

itow,  New  York  Uity.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  ascaob  for  all  our  goods. 


I'm  called  "  Ragged  Matt,"  for  my  clothes  and  my  hat 

They  are  ragged,  they  are  tattered  and  torn; 
Ererdng  News  is  my  friend,  it  has  stuck  to  the  end,  .  ' .  '- 

When  poverty's  hour  was  most  known,  '  : 

When  a  small  child  I  had  a  very  bad  "dad," 

Bad,  I  mean,  in  his  way. 
Every  dollar  and  cent  for  liquor  was  spent,  .    " 

Till  death  came  aud  took  him  one  day.  -  c    ".-.■.   :■•-'''■' 

'  ■•■.'■?      ,  Refrain.  '  \    ,       J   '-   '■■ 

Hr^nlruf  yewtf  Eveniruf  Xeic* /  Ereniiig  Xewff  Iwonldcry, 
Willie  foaming  the  streets,  1  did  not  look  neat,  but  1  hustled  for  mother  and  I. 
» 

My  mother  took  sick  and  was  forced  to  her  bed. 

With  sorrow  I'd  nearly  gone  wild;  -  ' 

No  money  or  friends,  my  poor  mother  did  weep,    .'    ■. 

Saying,  "  What  shall  we  do,  my  dear  child?  " 
At  early  day  I  started  away 

To  earn  some  money  for  bread!  .      " 

When  I  returned  to  my  home,  it's  then  I  did  moan. 
For  there  lay  my  poor  mother  dead.— 7^</rai«. 


SHE    COULDN'T. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Ix>ndon. 


The  Words  and  Hiisic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

eonts:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hongs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehnian,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  Uity.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  tor  all  ourgoods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Hart. 


—Honesty  is  better  capital  than  a  sharper's  cunniog. 


Of  a  girl  I'll  tell  to  you,  mid  the  things  she  couldn't  do- 
That  is,  she  couldn't  and  she  wouldn't  learn; 

And  at  school  she  led  all  classes,  and  was  envied  by  the  lassies, 
Aud  for  some  tilings  she  was  envious  in  return. 

Chorus. 

She  could  sing,  she  could  play,  she  could  dance  from  night  till  day, 

She  could  while  the  hours  away,  so  it  is  said; 
She  could  skate,  she  could  paint,  she  could  play  the  patron  saint. 

But  she  couldn't  aud  she  wouldn't  make  a  bed. 

She  could  sing  a  pretty  song,  "  Miss  your  mother  when  she's  gone," 

"  With  all  her  faults  1  love,"  she'd  sing  alone; 
"  Wc  were  comrades.  Jack  and  I,"  too;   "Marguerite,"  "Sweet  by  and  bye,"  too. 

But  she  couldn't  sing  sweet  "Maggie  Murphy's  home." 

Chorus. 

She  could  cook,  she  could  sew,  she  could  play  the  piano. 

She  could  make  a  very  pretty,  dainty  frock; 
Safety  bicycles  ride,  row  or  swim  against  the  tide,  , 

But  she  couldn't  and  she  wouldn't  wind  the  clock. 
She  couldn't,  she  wouldn't,  she  couldn't  and  she  wouldn't  even  try. 
She  couldn't,  she  wouldn't,  she  said  she  couldn't,  no,  not  if  she  die( 


died. 


^»  » 


Everybody  Takes  Off  the  Hat  to  Me. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Wm.  Kohiflng  &  Sons.    Entered  at  Stationer's  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H. /.  Wehnian. 130  I'ark 

Itow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca«b  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  Eduard  Hoist. 


To  put  my  best  foot  foremost  was  my  motto  from  a  boy; 
I  love  to  win  the  crowd's  applause,  it  gives  me  boundless  joy. 
When  I'm  abroad  a  smile  I  see  on  faces  here  and  there- 
in fact,  respectability  I  eminently  share. 

,;■'•■■•  Chorus.        ..•;-.''■.%'■.;■""''■'■-'  '. 

.    Everybody  takes  off  the  hat  to  me  whenever  I  pass  by; 
A  solid  man— that's  what  I  am,  and  rated  very  high; 
I'm  very  careful  how  I  act,  so  none  my  faults  may  see; 
Aud  that  is  why,  as  I  pass  by,  everybody  takes  off  the  hat  to  me. 

Of  course,  'tis  money  makes  the  man,  j-et  I  do  nothing  rash; 

I  only  do  just  all  I  can  to  gobble  up  the  cash. 

I  organized  a  banking  scheme,  a  great  financial  stroke. 

And  money  poured  in  like  a  stream,  but  soon  tlie  bank  it  broke. 

Spoken— Yes,  it  busted.    Many  lost  all.    I  didn't;  that's  the  reason— C^Ao. 

The  ladies  are  my  chief  delight,  their  mammas  think  that  I 
Am  most  ])articularly  bright,  aud  for  a  match  they  sigh. 
I'm  looking  for  an  heiress  fine,  my  bank  account  to  swell;       "' 
All  other  offers  1  decline,  the  darlings  know  this  well. 

Spoken— Why  shouldn't  I  secure  an  heiress?  Just  look  at  me;  observe  my 
demeanor.-  Chorus. 

I'm  always  dressed  in  fine  attire,  the  swell  I  never  ape;  ;  ■'    V 

To  make  impressions  I  desire  I  travel  ou  my  shape. 

I  use  the  choicest  language,  aud  wherever  I  may  go, 

I'm  always  bouud  to  do  "  the  grand,"  avoiding  all  that's  low. 

I      Spokbn— Soyousce,  this  is  why— (7Aon«. 


»-*.  .<a<»^U»'TWW>W«-«>»»|;.  v^^ , 


'•^'t^wi$f^'^p,  f^^  t-::  -  -'^^^^^  <  ^-^\ 
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,  AH,    JONATHAN. 

Copyright,  ISti,  by  WiUia  Woodward  &  Co.    Eatered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

Tli«  Words  and  MubIc  of  thin  SonK  will  bo  sent  to  any  addresd.  iiost  i>alil,  on  reoflpt  of  10 

e«iit«;  or  this  and  any  two  other  S<jnK»  for  One  Dullar,  by  11.  J.  Weliman.  130  J'aik 

Row,  New  York  City,    i'ostogu  Stanipii  taki-n  winic  us  ckdIi  for  all  our  govd.. 


Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Hart. 


A  little  country  maideu,  with  a  heart  8o  heavy  laden,  . 

Because  her  city  sweethtart  liad  proved  untrue, 
j  By  another  youth  quite  fickle,  who  tlioui;>it  her  heart  to  tickle, 

On  iK-'iided  kuees  was  told  tlie  worda.  "  I  love  but  you," 
But  tlie  maid  was  not  so  fickle,  the  youth  waa  in  a  pickle, 

She  said:  '•  Young  man,  I'm  gorry,  but  you  will  uot  do," 
For  I  have  a  pretty  sister,  and  last  week  she  said  you  kissed  her, 

And  you  told  her  that  you  loved  her,  bo  you  cau't  lovc  two. 

Chorus. 
Ah,  Jonathan!    ah,  ah,  JonathanI    Jonathan,  I've  heard  that  Utile  tale  before; 
Ah,  Jonathan!    ah,  ah,  Jonathan!    Jonathan.  I've  heard  that  little  tulc  before. 

Tiiis  youth  was  In  a  flurry,  so  he  went  off  in  a  hurry. 

Back  to  her  pretty  sister,  whom  he  first  kissed. 
Beside  her  eat  a  fellow,  with  a  voice  so  soft  and  mellow, 

A-makiui;  love,  which  provetl  to  him  he  was  not  missed. 
Her  heart  was  in  a  flutter— Excuse!  he  tried  to  mutter. 

The  maiden  slyly  looked  at  him  and  shook  her  bead. 
She  suid:  "  I  love  another,  but  you  may  be  my  bioiher." 

Tlien  she  winked  her  eye  and  looked  so  shy  and  softly  said: 


■  Vhorui. 


I'm  Sure  I'd  Have  Something  to  Say. 

Copyriftht,  1895,  by  Willis  Woodward  ft  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

I  The  Words  and  Uiiaic  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  addreSK,  po«t  paid,on  receipt  of  10 
I         cents;  or  tliiH  and  any  two  other  BonKS  for  One  Uollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian.lSU  I'arli 
Kow,  New  York  City.    PostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  caHli  for  all  our  |{ood& 


Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Hart. 


If,  after  we  are  married,  I  should  stay  out  late  at  night, 

I'm  sure  I'd  have  something  to  say; 
And  if,  well,  say  by  chance  tliiit  I  came  home  a  Utile  tight, 

rn>  sure  I'd  have  something  to  say. 
If  I  told  you  by  accident  that  I  had  missed  the  boat, 
Ur  by  a  very  dear  friend  was  detained  to  cosh  u  note, 
But  if  you  found  a  long,  blonde  hair  and  chalk  upon  my  coat, 

I'm  sure  I'd  have  something  to  say. 

CUORUB. 

I'm  sure  I'd  have  something  to  say,  for  such  things  occur  every  day; 

They  may  be  quite  wrong,  but  they  cannot  last  long, 
For  I'm  sure  I'd  have  something  to  say. 

If  I  should  gaze  for  hours  nt  a  big  hat  made  of  flowers, 

I'm  sure  I'd  have  something  to  say; 
And  if  I  said,  oli,  ain't  it  nice;  let's  go  and  a^k  the  price, 

I'm  sure  I'd  have  something  to  say. 
If  I  should  ask  my  dear  mamma  on  us  to  make  a  cull. 
And  spend  a  week  or  two  with  us — a  short  time,  that  is  all, 
But  if  hhe  came  in  tlie  spring-time  and  stayed  until  the  fall, 

I'm  sure  I'd  have  something  to  Buy.—C/iorui. 


HE    DIED    TO    SAVE    HIS    FLAO. 


Copyright,  IMIl,  by  James  Stlllmon. 


Th«  Words  and  Stusic  of  this  Rons  w  ill  be  Heiit  to  any  address,  post-liald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sodks  for  One  Dollar,  hy  li.  J.  Wehinan,  130  I'arlc 

Row,  New  York  City.     fostaKe  StAinps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  C.  Rot)oy.     Arranged  by  Frank  Bunta. 


On  the  battlefield  of  Gettysburg  a  soldier  lay; 

He'd  played  a  noble  part. 
For  the  glory  of  the  Union  he'd  fought  that  day. 

With  a  true  and  gallant  heart. 
But  still  the  cannon's  roar  is  heard  from  shore  to  shore; 

Thick  clouds  of  smoke  hang  o'er  him  like  a  pall; 
Though  nut  afraid  to  die,  he  gives  one  single  sigh; 

The  bugle  sounds  the  old  familiar  call: 

CaoRUs. 

Comrades,  advance  to  glory,  willing  to  do  or  die, 
Becording  as  brave  a  story  as  tliey  did  in  the  days  gone  by. 
Gaze  u(>on  the  standard  as  you  pass,  brave  boys. 

Although  it's  but  a  torn  and  tattered  rag; 
Leave  an  honored  name  upon  the  scroll  of  fame. 

We're  fighting  for  the  dear  old  flag. 

Ou  the  gory  plain  of  Gettysburg  the  hero  died, 

And  with  his  parting  breath 
Said,  Heaven  bless  the  dear  old  hag,  Columbia's  pride; 

I  am  not  afraid  of  death. 
No  matter  wrong  or  right,  I  fought  my  cotintry's  fight; 

I  strove  to  be  the  foremost  in  the  vun^- 
With  coraiailes  true  and  bravu  give  ine  an  honored  grave; 

I'm  proud  to  die  a  soldier  unua  uiuu.— C'horut. 

But  when  the  proclamation  came,  and  peace  at  length 

Was  signed  by  those  in  power, 
We  discovered  then  that  unity  would  biud  our  strength, 

And  a!l  united  from  that  hour. 
May  friendship's  hand  go  forth,  cementing  South  and  Nortb, 

And  may  the  stars  and  stripes  Im*  e'er  unfurled. 
Though  peace  is  what  we  crave,  we've  sons  on  land  and  wave, 

Who'll  still  defend  our  flag  against  the  world.— 6'Aoru«. 


FRINGE    ON    HIS    PANTS. 

Send  for  Free  Cataloguo  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick  Books,  Kecltalioii  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Boolu,  Slump  Spteclies,  Irish  Soag  Books,  Cook  Books,  Booksof  Amuse- 
ment, ote  ,  to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  190  I'ark  Kow,  New  York. 


As  I  was  coming  down  Broadway, 

The  bootblacks  on  the  corner  at  leisure  did  play, 

They  all  looked  up  and  saw  me  by  chance. 

Cried  one,  slab  ihe  gawk,  he's  got  fringe  ou  his  pauts. 

I  took  my  girl  to  the  ball  last  night. 
The  gang  on  the  floor  commenced  for  to  fight. 
My  (laisy  not  drunk,  they  slugged  her  by  chance. 
For  mHebiii<;  a  supc  who  had  tar  ou  his  {lanta. 

Now  all  you  young  blokes  take  warning  from  me, 

Oh  I  never  get  married,  how  sorry  you'll  be; 

You'll  go  to  the  parks,  and  you'll  meet  them  by  chance. 

But  beware  of  the  daisy  who  wears  fringe  on  her  overalls. 


AFTERWARDS. 

Words  b.)  Mary  Mark  Lemon.    Music  by  John  W.  Mullen. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  l>e  sent  to  any  adtlress,  poet -paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  IJO  nirk 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Afier  the  day  has  sung  its  song  of  Borrow, 

And  one  by  one  the  golden  stars  appear, 
I  lingered  yet,  where  ouce  we  met,  beloved. 

And  seem  to  feel  thy  spirit  still  is  near. 
The  flowers  have  fled  that  blossomed  in  that  springtide, 

The  birds  are  mute  that  sang  their  songs  above. 
And  tho'  the  years  have  drifted  us  asunder. 

Time  cannot  break  the  golden  chain  of  love. 
Still  we  can  love,  although  the  shadows  gather; 

Still  we  can  hope,  until  the  clouds  be  past; 
Come  to  my  heart,  and  whisper  thro'  the  silence, 

"  Hope  ou,  dear  heart,  our  lives  shall  meet  at  last." 

Sometimes  my  heart  grows  weary  of  its  sadness. 

Sometimes  my  life  grows  weary  of  its  puiu. 
Then,  love,  I  wait  anu  listen  for  your  whisper. 

Till  fears  depart  and  sunshine  comes  agaiu. 
It  cannot  be  that  we  should  part  forever. 

That  love's  sweet  song  is  hushed  for  us  alway; 
I  hear  it  yet,  although  its  theme  be  altered; 

'Twill  reach  thy  heart,  and  bring  thee  back  some  day. 
Love,  we  can  love,  although  the  shadows  gather. 

Still  we  can  hope  until  the  clouds  be  post; 
Come  to  my  heart  and  whisper  through  the  silence, 

"  Hope  on,  dear  heart,  our  lives  shall  meet  at  lust.'^ 

"  Hope  ou,  dear  heart,  our  lives  shall  meet  at  last." 


Dat's   de  Time  a  Nigger  Peels  Glad. 


Copyrlgrht,  1891,  by  WUlis  Woodward  4  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  postimld,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonKs  for  One  l>ollar,  t>y  H.  }.  Weliman,  130  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamp,  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Frank  Dumont. 


When  de  music  it  is  playin'  and  de  danciu'  does  begin, 

Dat's  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glad; 
A  BDcakin' rouud  a  chickeu-coou,  a-tryin' to  get  in,  < 

Dat's  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glau. 
When  he  has  roast  'possom  and  gravy  every  meal, 
And  owns  a  turkev  uut  he  had  to  steal, 
And  ain't  got  a  blister  upon  his  heel. 
Or  kiduape  a  pig  dat  didn't  squeal, 
Livic' mighty  easy  on  de  fattest  in  de  land, 

Dat's  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glad; 
A-goin'  to  camp  meetin'  wid  a  razor  in  his  band, 

Dat's  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glad. 

Chorus. 

Oh!  my!  listen  to  de  fiddle,  dat's  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glad; 
Boc-cake  fryin'  on  de  griddle,  dut's  de  lime  a  nigger  feels  glad, 
Dat's  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glad. 

When  he's  owner  of  a  dandy  bat  and  little  silver  cane, 

Dat's  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glad; 
A  Waterbiiry  watch  and  a  little  brass  chain, 

Dat's  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glad. 
Pocket  full  of  eggs  dat  ue  didn't  have  to  buy, 
Got  all  he  wanted  and  didn't  half  try, 
De  only  time  dat  he'd  like  to  die 
Is  when  his  mouth's  full  of  custard  pie; 
See  him  vutiu'  chicken  when  he's  got  it  all  alone, 

Dat's  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glad. 
He  eats  uu  all  de  feathers  and  he  swallows  every  boiw, 

Dat  B  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glud.— C'Ao>-u«. 

He  sees  de  farmer  planting  watermelons  ou  his  farm, 

Dat's  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glad; 
He  waits  until  they  ri[>en,  then  he  reaches  otit  his  arm, 

Dat's  de  time  a  nigger  fei;le  glad. 
Like  a  rabbit  he  runs  when  be  hears  dc  farmer  come. 
Never  drops  everything,  but  always  keeps  some; 
He  hides  in  de  bushes  so  quiet  and  mum, 
With  melon  juice  all  over  his  gum; 
EverylKxty's  property  some  day  l>elong8  to  him, 

Dat's  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glud; 
Aiid  anything  that  pleases  him,  he's  sure  to  scoop  It  in, 

Dat's  de  time  a  nigger  feels  glad.— CWtw. 
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Which  Will  You  Have,  My  Pretty  Maid? 

Copyright,  1882,  by  F.  Htu^ing.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  ot  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

04Mts;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  SonfTS  fur  One  Dollar,  by  n.  J.  wehman,  130  Tark 

Row,  New  Yorlc  City.    Postaice  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Worda  by  W.  C.  Robey.    Music  by  Wni.  Loralna. 


I  Blept  on  a  bank  by  the  side  of  a  Btream; 

■  WhilBt  Bleeping  I  had  a  meet  beautiful  dream: 

.  .  Au  old  and  a  young  man  came  close  to  my  side 
.    And  said  they  were  both  looking  out  for  a  bride; 

The  old  man  had  money,  the  young  man  had  none;    . 
..   I  tliouglit  and  I  pondered  on  what  could  be  done; 
'  My  dream  B«emed  as  real  aa  the  brightuees  of  day — 
In  fact,  I  distinctly  could  bear  theui  both  aay: 

Chobub. 
Which  will  yea  have,  mv  prettv  maidf  which  is  it  going  to  bef 
Here  is  a  bag  that'B  flllea  with  love,  and  this  one  is  golden,  you  see; 
Balance  them  both  in  the  scale,  my  girl;  what  do  you  mean  to  do? 
Money  or  love,  old  or  young,  wbicli  will  you  have  of  the  two? 

I  felt  80  Burprlsed  at  the  flight  I  beheld. 

Though  fear  from  my  mind  waa  eutirely  dispelled, 

I  looked  at  the  old  man  and  then  at  the  young. 

And  found  I  had  lost  the  whole  nse  of  my  tongue; 

I  had  to  choose  one,  so  I  married  the  old; 

I  bartered  my  youth  in  exchange  for  hifl  gold; 

The  young  man  looked  sad,  I  could  sec  he  was  true; 

If  you  were  in  my  place,  uow  what  would  you  do?— CAoru*. 

I  dreamt  we  were  wed— what  a  beautiful  eight— 
',  .    But,  to  iny  dismay,  I  discovered  ere  long 

He  had  but  one  eye,  with  a  false  leg  and  arm; 
I  rushed  from  the  room  in  the  greatest  alarm. 
Said  he,  you  knew  well  I  was  withered  and  old, 
•    Refusing  the  young  man,  you  married  my  gold; 

■  I  awoke  with  a  start  from  my  visioi'  to  scream— 

I'd  rolled  down  the  bank  and  fell  Into  the  slream.- C'Aorw*. 


^  *  » 


I    FORGOT    IT. 

Written  by  E.  A.  Martin.    Comi>o9ed  by  Harry  Randall. 


The  Words  and  Huslo  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrean,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Weliinan,  ISO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Tottage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Now,  once  I  had  a  notion  I  waa  cut  out  for  the  stage, 

Aud  thought  that  as  a  singer  I  would  start; 
I  8<>ld  my  clothes  aud  pawned  my  watch,  to  buy  some  comic  songs, 

Aud  practised  till  I  knew  them  all  by  heart. 
I  made  my  first  appearance  at  a  little  concert  hall — 

The  curtain  rose,  the  prompter  struck  the  gong. 
The  band's-men  played  the  symphony,  I  walked  upon  the  stage. 

But  wheu  I  went  to  start  that  blessed  song— 

Chorus. 

I  forgot  it!  I  forgot  it! 
The  prompter  said  in  language  strong,  "  Hang  it  all  I  begin  the  song  "; 

But  I  forgot  itl  quite  forgot  itl 
And  then  they  let  the  curtain  down  aud  kicked  mc  off. 

One  day  I  paid  a  visit  to  some  dear  old  friends  of  mine, 

Who  lived  out  in  the  suburbs,  so  to  speak; 
Out  in  their  little  yard  they  kept  a  cock  and  two  old  hens. 

And  from  them  had  at  least  one  egg  a  week. 
Tlicy  gave  me  one,  a  beauty,  as  a  present  for  my  wife, 

Said  I,  'twill  surely  give  her  great  delight;  .     ' 

So  in  my  cout-tail  pocket,  I  it  safely  stowed  away. 

But  wneu  I  reached  my  home  that  very  night — 

Chorus. 

I  forgot  it!  quite  forgot  itl 
I  sat  myself  down  in  a  chair,  jumped  up  and  began  to  swear; 

I'd  forgot  ill  quite  forgot  ill 
And  my  wife  declares  I  tried  to  batch  that  egg. 

I  took  my  wife  and  baby  up  to  Scotland  Inst  July, 

And  as  we  meant  to  stay  a  week  or  two,  :■':■'- 

My  wife  took  lots  of  boxes,  her  parrot,  cut  and  dag; 

To  look  after  them  I  had  my  work  to  do. 
When  we  got  to  Edinboro' town  I  piled  them  in  a  cub. 

And  straigiit  to  our  hotel  we  drove  away,  '" 

When  suddenly  my  wife  exclaimed,  "Good  grncioiis,  Where's  the  child?" 

I  scratched  my  head  aud  gasped  in  blank  dlsmuy— 

Chorus.       v.  .,,: 

I  forgot  it!  quite  forgot  It! 
The  parrot,  cat  and  dog  are  here,  but  our  baby  boy,  oh,  dear! 

I'd  forgot  it!  quite  forgot  it! 
He's  in  the  train  and  half  way  back  to  Loudou  town. 

I  don't  suppose  I  nliall  forget  the  day  that  I  got  wed. 

We  had  a  liille  "  flare  up  "  at  her  pa's; 
I'd  done  a  little  scene  in  the  "slierbert  shifting  "  line, 

WuB  jubilant  and  laughed  with  loud  ha!  ha'e! 
But  wheu  the  bride,  »o  newly  made,  eald  good-night  to  her  friends, 

Aud  to  our  rooms  had  hurried  quick  away. 
My  memory  must  Itave  left  me,  to  my  lodgings  home  I  went, 

Aud  calmly  slept  and  suored  until  next  day. 

Chobub. 

'■■■■''     I  foreot  it!  quite  forgot  itl 

I  to  my  simple  lodglDgs  ran,  forgot  I  was  a  married  man, 

I'd  forgot  it!  quite  forgot  It! 
I  had  to  beg  her  pardon  jnst  to  put  things  right. 


PERHAPS. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  WUIU  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  StaUonera'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Mtisic  of  tills  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receiiit  of  40 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Hart. 


I  married  Bnch  a  lovely  girl,  bo  handsome,  tall  and  fair. 

And  life  to  me  seemed  but  a  blissful  dream; 
You  never  know  just  how  you  stand— take  my  advice,  bewaret 

Or,  like  me,  you'll  be  in  the  soup  tureen; 
I  went  down  town  one  morn,  came  back  and  Bhe  was  gone 

With  a  drummer,  aud  a  note  she  left  for  me 
Said,  "Good-bye,  ducky  dear,  no  more  from  me  you'll  hear." 

I  wonder  where  on  earth  now  she  can  be. 

Chorus. 
Perhaps  she's  gone  to  Germany,  perhaps  she's  gone  to  France,     -    - 
Perhaps  she's  gone  to  Letty  Liud  to  learn  tlie  gaiety  dau«». 
Perhaps  site's  gone  to  Panama,  or  some  place  that  is  hotter. 
Perhaps  she's  gone  to  steal  Kyrle  Beilew  from  Mrs.  Potter,  per-Mocel 
Perhaps  she's  on  a  fetry-boat,  perhaps  she's  on  the  slip; 
As  she  went  with  a  drummer,  perhaps  she's  got  the  grip. 
Perhaps  she's  gone  to  Russia  to  influence  the  Czar, 
Perhaps  she's  on  the  corner  a-waitiug  for  a  car. 

Chorus.  ■  —       • 

Perhaps  she's  gone  to  help  Jay  Gould  because  she  knows  he's  poor. 
Perhaps  she's  waiting  fur  her  change  in  a  corner  dry-goods  store, 
Perhaps  Bhe'B  cutting  off  the  heads  of  chickens  by  the  peck; 
If  she  is  cutting  off  tneir  heads,  they'll  get  it  in  the  neck; 
Perhaps  she's  gone  to  Wanamaker,  perhaps  she's  gone  lo  Quay, 
Perliups  she's  gone  to  see  the  seals  in  San  Francisco  Bay, 
Perhaps  she's  gone  to  Italy  to  get  some  macaroni, 
PerhapB  she's  new  to  Kalamazoo  with  little  Annie  Rooney.  ;- 

Chorus.  ':     :        -. 

Perhaps  she's  waiting  for  her  race  tip  to  come  true. 

Perhaps  she's  in  a  restaurant  eating  an  oyster  stew. 

Perhaps  she's  with  Ben  Harrison  and  his  old  grandfather's  bat; 

Well  1  do  hope,  for  her  Bake,  that  it  is  not  as  Dud  as  that. 

Perhaps  she's  gone  to  Davie  Hill,  perhaps  Davie  has  kissed  her; 

Perhaps  she's  gone  to  be  one  of  the  seven  Southerluud  sisters. 

Perhaps  she's  gone  to  Jersey— if  so,  she  is  lost. 

Pel  hups  bhe's  gone  to  Washington  to  get  some  Chili  sauce. 


Saturday  Night  at  McSor ley's. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Frank  Harding. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  Joseph  Ooodwin.    Arranged  by  Noble  McDonald. 


For  a  night's  sport  there's  no  fun  like  dancing  . 

In  the  Fourth  Ward  below  Fraukliu  Squaie;    ; 
McSorley,  the  Cherry  Hill  piper. 

Has  opened  a  dance  ball  down  there. 
.      The  boyB  and  the  girls  from  the  fact'ries 

Assemble  on  Saturday  night 
To  waltz  and  to  dance  the  Mazonrka, 

And  end  up  the  sport  with  a  fight. 

Chorus. 
Sweet  Katie  O'Connor,  stately  Maggie  McDonough, 
They  dance  so  slow  with  little  Joe  and  Annie  Donnelly's  bean. 
Tim  Houlihan's  Lizzie,  a  blonde  undoubtedly  dizzy. 
With  Mickey  Friel  they  waltz  and  spiel  on  Saturday  night  at  McSorley 's. 

The  hall's  in  the  rear  of  a  bar-room. 
Next  door  to  a  stable  that's  old; 
;  The  mules  and  the  horses  are  kicking; 

"'\         They  can't  sleep  at  uiglii,  I  aui  told. 
There's  noisy  Fitzgerela  and  McFadden, 

With  noisy  O'Neill  and  O'Brien; 
There's  noisy  Miss  Brown  and  Miss  Madden,  ^ 

Ail  howling  for  whiskey  and  wine.        - 

Chorus. 
May  Susie  and  Jennie:   Jake,  the  grocer;  and  Heniiie, 
Bartenders  fair  with  plastered  hair,  they  all  assemble  there. 
Mamie  McManus  and  Kiltie,  girls  l>oth  jiretiy  and  witiy. 
They'll  cruck  a  joke,  or  drink  aud  smoke,  ou  Saturday  uiglit  at  McSorley 's. 

:    '    Next  Saturday  night  there'll  be  prizes  •        .  • 

For  those  who  know  best  how  to  waltz. 
And  the  contest  will  lie  for  all  comers,  '    ^•''  -^ 

No  matter  what  may  l)e  their  faults.  •    :■.'  "" 

.'  Joe  Levy,  the  Baxter  Street  clothier,  "■.      , 

Will  offer  new  suits  for  the  men,  .••.-       .  ,    ■    - 

,     With  dresses  aud  hats  for  the  ladies,       -       '/•  ';    '■ 

The  ball  will  be  open  at  ten.  •  '  ,     .. 

Chorus.  .' 

Fay  Simpson  will  be  there;  oh,  what  a  crowd  you  will  see  there- 
Sweet  Katie  Coyle,  McLoughlin's  girl,  will  Bpiel  aud  twist  and  twirl; 
Casey,  tlie  pride  of  New  Jersey,  will  dance  witli  Mary  Ann  Kersey, 
The  crowd  will  stay  aud  waltz  away  on  Saturday  night  at  McSorley's. 


*  0  * 


— "  Since  yoii  have  insisted  on  trying  on  my  bat,  Miss  Mable,  I 
shall  certainly  claim  the  forfeit."     "  I  don't  know  what  you  mean, 

sir;  and  besides,  this  isn't  a  good  place;  they  can  see  us  from  ibe 
hotel." 


A^^i*:mm^^-^A*^  ^.-  ■ -*^^ 
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SING,    YE    SWEET    BIRDS. 

Copyriirht,  1893,  by  Willis  Woodward  Ji  Co.     EiiUTcd  at  SUtioiien'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  H  S.  t;etchell. 


I 


Beiiutifiil  birds,  ring  out  your  sweet  carols; 

Murmur,  ye  zeplicre,  lliroiiKli  the  green  trees; 
Blossom,  ye  flow'rets,  batlied  in  brij^lit  ilew-Jrope: 

V.iiu  are  your  efforts  my  E>a<l  lieart  to  |>leuse; 
For  the  birds  siug  of  love's  sweet  emotion, 

And  the  soft  winds  are  whisp'riug  to  me 
Of  a  bright  land  far,  far  o'er  the  ocean. 

And  all  your  music  brings  sorrow  to  me. 

Refkain. 
Siue,  ye  sweet  birds;  murmur,  ye  winds, 

If  ye  can  waft  me  over  the  sea;  t 

Blossom,  ye  flow'ra,  shed  your  sweet  frasjrance, 

If  yc  can  bring  aught  but  sorrow  to  me. 

Vuin  are  the  longings  of  ray  deep  sorrow, 

A'uiu  are  the  tears  which  daily  I  shed, 
V:iin  lire  the  liopes  each  day  of  the  morrow. 

For  ihey  at  evening  lie  shattered  and  dead. 
Sad  in  my  heart  and  lonely  the  hours, 

Bringing  uo  joy  or  pleasure  to  ine, 
Monrnfully  >vlii»pers  the  breeze,  'mid  tlie  flowers. 

Of  u  bright  laud  far  away  o'er  the  eeii.—  Jir/ntui. 


THAT     WAS     ME! 

Written  ami  Composed  by  Charles  Osborne. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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I 


In  a  Quarter  of  London,  well  known  as  the  Dial.'i, 
Two  gentlemen  once  had  been  out  on  the  tiles; 
By  that,  understand  me.  I  mean  on  the  loose, 
Sherbetiug  up  at  the  "  Glue-pot  and  Goose." 
Well,  jiixt  a.«  tlii'v  reached  that  salubrious  spot. 
Out  ruflu'd  two  fellows  who  gave  them  what's  what- 
Ho  number  one  masher  immediately  fled, 
And  left  number  two  in  the  gutter  half  dead — 

CnoBU!*. 
That  w.ii«  me!  that  was  me! 

I  was  jan)i>ed  upon  ami  pounded  into  mince; 
\Vhen  they  tinislied  up  their  joke,  oh,  I'd  a  dislocated  boko, 

And  I've  never  had  the  same  uose  since. 

When  Baldwin  was  doing  his  wonderful  drops, 

A  nuinl)er  of  thick-headed  flippltv-flops 

Determined  to  try  "  parachuting  '^'  as  well, 

And  have  a  flare-iip  at  some  aerial  hotel; 

So  upwards  they  sailed  in  a  mighty  balloon. 

And  when  they  got  five  minute'^'  walk  from  the  moon, 

t.)ur  gay  pnracliutent  descended  below. 

And  then  Mr.  Baldwin  the  second  let  go. 
CuoRirs. 
That  waa  ine!  that  was  me! 

And  the  distance  was  a  mile  and  half  an  Inch; 
But  I  landed  such  a  cropper  on  a  b.indy-legged  copper. 

And  I've  never  seeu  the  same  cop  since. 

To  witness  the  Derby  at  Epsom,  you  know, 
Some  bicycle-riders  determined  to  go; 
Of  course  Ihey  concluded  to  travel  by  road, 
Commeuciug  at  eight,  from  their  captain's  abode. 
Well,  three  of  them  started,  and  all  looked  serene. 
Till  a  Hteaui-roller  cannoned  the  leader's  machine; 
The  brake  of  the  second  one  snapped  into  twain. 
And  the  third  lost  his  balance  and  fell  down  a  dralu. 

ClIORfS. 

That  was  me!  that  was  me! 

Even  now  in  Condy's  fluid  I  have  to  rinse; 
It'H  a  niHrvcl  how  enduring  are  the  miseries  of  touring. 

For  I've  never  been  the  same  road  since. 

In  the  greenest  of  meadows,  one  fine  afternoon, 
A  swell  and  a  lady  were  having  a  sjkjou; 
Willi  the  oUI-fashioncd  stuff  he  was  tilling  her  head, 
And  she  like  a  woman  believed  all  he  said. 
'     N'liw  li  bull  had  been  watching  this  loving  affair, 
And,  Ix-ing  inquisitive,  made  for  the  pair; 
So  the  lady  skedaddled,  as  ditto  did  he. 
But  was  caught  and  lissisled  up  into  a  tree. 

("Honvs. 
That  was  me!  that  was  me! 

My  (losition  was  as  lofty  as  a  prince; 
For  my  hat  was  vaccinated,  and  my  t.-ouscrs  ventilated, 

And  I've  never  worn  the  same  "  bagu"  since. 

The  time  was  the  morning,  the  hour  about  three. 

The  place  was  the  village  of  Hloshton  on  Sea, 

And  inside  a  bedroom,  Ihe  best  to  l>e  had, 

A  man  with  his  boots  on  was  snoring  like  mad. 

Ile'd  l>een  for  a  sail  with  some  friends  on  the  foam, 

And  with  their  assistance  had  "screwed"  bis  way  iuiiue; 

To  try  and  see  life  he  declared  he'd  a  whim, 

And,  by  jingo,  the  fleas  made  it  lively  fur  him. 

Cuonus.  . 

That  was  me!  that  was  me! 

They  were  there  in  all  varieties  and  tints; 
They  were  so  very  iiimble,  and  at  eveiy  bite  they  raised  a  pimple, 

That  I've  never  visited  the  same  place  since. 


GLASS    PUT    IN. 


Send  for  Free  Oatalofrne  of  Sonsr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Di-e«ni  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
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Books.  Stump  S^iet'ohex,  Irlhli  Sunt;  litx'ks.  CiHik  B<M>ks,  Books  of  Amuse- 

menC,  cte.,  to  Henry  J.  Wtlinian,  130  I'ark  Kow,  Kew  York, 


Oh!  my  song  is  of  a  nice  young  man, 

Whose  name  was  Johnny  Glass; 
He  was  a  glazier  by  trade,  and  the  stamps  he  made 

As  throu)^h  back  streets  he'd  nass. 
He  started  in  life  with  putty  and  kuife, 

And  a  big  pane  of  glass  to  begin; 
He  was  fat  as  a  hub  and  fond  of  his  grub. 

And  he  hallooed  out,  "  Glass  put  iul  " 

He'd  rise  with  the  lark  and,  from  daylight  till  dark. 

He'd  trudge  through  wind  and  the  rain; 
By  the  light  of  the  lamps  he  would  count  his  stam)>s. 

Next  morning  he'd  be  off  again. 
'Twas  joy  to  his  soul  when  ho  spied  a  hole. 

Or  a  window  patched  with  tin, 
With  Ills  eyes  rolled  up  he'd  yelp  like  a  pup: 

'•  Do  you  want  any  glass  put  in?  " 

At  length  he  fell  deep  in  love. 

But  the  fault  was  not  all  his  own; 
He  got  shot  through  the  heart,  with  Cupid's  dart. 

By  a  little  Dutch  girl  half  grown. 
With  a  hn};e,  large  paw  she  broke  his  jaw, 

When  his  keg  was  half-full  of  gin. 
As  he  rolled  in  the  dirt,  she  cries,  "  Where  is  you  hurt?  " 

And  his  answer  was,  "  Glass  put  in." 

Oh,  he  made  her  his  frou,  but  I  can't  tell  you  how 

They  passed  a  honey  moon; 
The  pork  was  all  hot  boiling  in  the  pot. 

As  he  toddled  home  that  noon. 
Years  rolled  by,  three  children  did  cry — 

Two  boys  and  a  girl— what  a  sin ! 
Oil,  they  christened  the  last  Miss  Put-in-OlaM, 

And  the  boys  they  called:  Glass-Put  In. 


^ 


J 


HEENAN    AND    SAYERS. 

Oy  John  MackcDsle.    Tune— "  Donnelly  and  Cooper." 
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It  was  on  the  sixteenth  day  of  April  that  they  agreed  to  fight. 
The  money  it  was  all  put  up  and  everything  was  right. 
But  Ueenan  waa  arrested  and  bronght  to  the  county  jail. 
Where  he  was  held,  to  keep  the  peace,  under  three  hundred  bail. 

His  friends  they  went  quickly  there  and  they  did  bail  him  ont. 

He  was  forced  to  change  his  training  ground  and  take  another  route; 

They  thought  for  to  discourage  him,  so  as  to  prevent  the  mill. 

But  having  a  brave  heart  in  him,  swore  that  Sayeia's  blood  he'd  spill. 

To  see  those  heroes  in  the  ring  it  would  make  your  heart  feel  gay. 
Each  bore  a  smile  upon  hie  face  in  honor  of  the  day; 
'I'he  spectators  they  were  eager  those  champions  for  to  see. 
For  they  both  said  that  they'd  either  die  or  gain  the  victory. 

Time  was  called,  they  both  stood  up,  the  excitement  it  was  great. 
To  see  those  champions  seeking  for  to  seal  each  other's  fate; 
Savers  he  made  a  left  hand  punch  at  Ueeiian's  pretty  face. 
Who  quickly  dodged  and  with  a  blow  laid  Tommy  near  a  case. 

But  when  the  second  round  came  on  the  Briton  was  up  to  time, 

Ueenan  gave  him  anotlier  blow,  which  nearly  broke  his  spine; 

His  friends  they  then  l)egau  to  cheer,  which  made  Sayers  feel  sad, 

For  he  thought  that  he'd  easily  win,  which  would  make  the  Yankees  tnad. 

Sayers  was  up  to  time  again,  and  his  face  it  bore  a  smile, 

H«-i-nan  made  a  pass  at  him,  which  eliglilly  bruised  his  dial; 

He  made  a  tenitlc  right  baud  punch,  which  got  home  on  Hecuau's  jowl. 

But  quickly  a  sledge-hammer  blow  caused  Sayers  for  to  howl. 

A  look  of  melancholy  was  upon  each  Briton's  face; 

They  thought  that  .Sayers  would  get  whipped,  and  to  England  be  a  disgrace; 

But  then  he  got  a  handsome  blow  upon  brave  HeeuHU's  nob; 

Their  faces  bore  a  smile  again,  and  the  t>etliug  on  Sayers  was  odd. 

Time  was  called,  they  both  were  up  to  toe  the  scratch  onceinore; 
Sayers  got  home  on  Ileenan's  mug,  which  made  the  Britons  roar; 
lleenun  followed  quickly  up,  and  as  Sayers  turned  around, 
lie  met  him  with  a  riglit  baud  blow,  which  sprawled  him  on  the  ground. 

Bold  Sayers  was  up  to  time  again,  and  he  looked  very  bad: 
Heenaii  looked  aa  fresh  again,  which  made  the  Britons  mad; 
'I'hcy  had  a  little  false  sparring,  then  at  each  other  did  gaze, 
When  lleeuan  sprawled  him  out  again,  which  did  the  LitUs  amaze. 

Then  the  cheers  and  bawls  of  Hcenan's  friends  )V0uld  make  your  heart  feel  gay; 
For  Uiey  were  sure,  they  had  no  doubt,  but  he  would  gain  the  day; 
The  friends  of  Sayers  l)egan  to  think  that  he  would  soon  give  in. 
And  to  think  their  champion  would  get  l>eat,  it  caused  them  to  grin. 

The  fight  was  drawing  to  a  close,  the  excitement  growing  worse; 
The  friends  of  Heenan  they  did  cheer— and  of  Sayers,  they  did  curee; 
The  Jiiilti)  were  sure  that  Ileenan  would  win,  which  caused  them  all  to  fret, 
For  every  cent  that  they  were  worth  on  Sayers  it  was  bet. 

But  then  the  thirty-seventh  round  came  on  to  bo  the  last; 
The  Briton's  friends  they  plainly  saw  their  man  was  falling  fast; 
Wlien  Heenan  gave  him  a'lOther  blow,  which  made  them  feel  forlorn — 
The  Briton's  friends  jumped  in  the  ring  and  said  the  fight  was  drawn. 

But  Heenan  called  on  Sayers  again  to  come  and  fight  it  out, 
But  he  was  so  badly  punished,  lie  could  scarcely  open  his  roonth. 
Ueenan  said:  the  fight  is  mine— and  etood  upon  bis  ground — 
Baying:  I  am  the  champion  of  the  world  in  the  tbirty-eeventh  round. 
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MIZPAH. 

Coprright,  18tl,  by  WUUg  Woodward  &  Co. 


I  Tba  Word-i  >iitl  Mai*lo  of  thlf  SoDg  will  be  .ent  to  any  addren,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cent*!  ur  lliia  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  li.  1.  Wehman.lSO  i'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  tame  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Homer  Qreen.    Music  by  Harry  Standish. 


I  klMcd  your  lips  anil  held  yonr  hand,  and  eaid  farewell,  and  went  away, 
Well  kuowlof;  lliat  another  day  would  epeed  you  forth  for  other  lands; 
And  down  the  summer  scented  street  I  heard  your  echoing  voice  repeat 
That  plaintive,  low  and  sweet  refrain  llmt  almost  cleft  my  heart  in  twain, 
That  aucieut  motto,  sad  and  sweet,  Mizpah!  Mizpahl  Mizpahl  Mizpahl 

And  when  with  flowers  of  June  you  come,  and  face  to  face  again  we  stand, 
And  heart  to  heart  and  hand  to  hand,  oh,  love,  withiu  the  one  dear  home. 
We  shall  not  need  to  say  attain,  in  winter's  snow  or  summer's  rain. 
Those  tearful  words  when  last  we  met,  those  mournful  thoughts  of  sad  regret; 
Ne'ermore  we'll  uecd  that  sweet  refrain,  Mizpah!  Mizpah!  Mizpah!  Mizpah! 


TEDDY. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  SUlioners'  HaU,  London. 


The  Words  and  Uusic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  uii  rec-elpt  of  <0 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Sougs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Welimau,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stam  ps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Hart. 


I  have  a  pretty  sweetheart  whom  I  tease; 

Ue  is  wailing  now  for  me  to  say 
When  his  true  and  loving  wife  I'll  be; 

I've  promised  I  would  tell  him  every  day; 
lie  is  the  only  one  I  ever  loved; 

Lost  evening  as  he  kissed  me  good-b3'e 
He  asked  me  to  promise  next  tve  we'd  wed. 

And  to  him  I  made  this  reply; 

Chorus. 
Teddy!  Teddy!  I'll  be  ready— ready  with  a  heart  so  trne— 
By  the  gate  at  half-past  eight,  love,  I  will  watch  for  you; 
Do  not  tarry,  then  we'll  marry,  for  my  heart  yon  carry,  Teddy; 
Good-night,  sleep  tight,  pleasant  dreams— I  luve  you,  yes  I  dol 

Oh,  every  evening  when  no  one  is  near, 

And  all  nature  seems  to  be  at  rest, 
In  a  little  quiet,  shady  nook. 

There  my  love  he  tries  to  test; 
Enraptured  with  sweet  bliss,  he  steals  a  kiss;  < 

As  homwvard  we  would  slowly  stray, 
When  in  front  of  my  door  he  would  ask  once  more. 

And  to  him  I  softly  would  say:— CAwws. 


i     PIC  KED     IT     UP. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Charles  Osborne. 


I  The  Words  and  Mualc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents;  or  tilts  and  any  two  other  Sougs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehmau.lSO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda 


No  doubt  you've  heard  about  Paul  Pry,  who  pokes  his  nose  in  every  pie; 
And  thousniids  more  hiive  felt  the  taint— in  fact,  I've  got  the  same  complaint. 
It  came  out  at  the  Lord  Mayor's  Show,  where  "Hhiuo"  nad  been  pitched  below; 
My  inatteulioQ  seemed  complete,  when  six-pence  rolled  down  at  my  feet. 

Chorus. 

I  picked  it  up,  I  picked  it  up— 
To  do  HO,  well,  I  must  have  been  a  clown; 

That  "  tanner  "  must  have  been  "  off  "; 

It  fairly  burned  the  skin  off- 
Jumping  Moses  I  I  put  it  down. 

I'm  rather  fond  of  chemicals,  and  when  I  went  with  two  old  pals 
To  sec  the  fireworks  they  display  at  the  Palace  down  at  Sydenham  way.    (Siftti.) 
The  shells  wtnt  bang,  the  rockets  whizz'd,  the  crackers  crack'd, the  fizgigs  tizz'd, 
Wheu  close  to  me,  amongst  the  throng,  there  dropp'd  a  squib  some  six  feet  long  - 

Chorus. 
I  ^ckcd  it  up,  I  picked  it  up— 

To  do  so,  well,  I  must  have  been  a  clown; 
For  "  wollon."  and  it  goes  off. 
And  nearly  blows  my  nose  off— 

"  Ask  your  uncle,"  I  pat  it  down. 

Since  youthful  days  you'll  understand  I've  tried  to  lend  a  helping  hand— 
I  That  is  to  say^  I've  dobe  my  best  to  help  another  when  distressed.    (Sj/tn.) 
[  But  my  experience  to  leach,  there  are  some  things  beyond  your  reach— 

For  instance,  late  last  night  I  found  a  second  Tichl>orue  on  the  ground— 

Chorus. 
I  picked  him  up,  I  picked  him  up- 

At  least,  I  tried  to  do  so,  like  a  clown;         .- 
I'd  shifted  him  two  paces, 
When  "bang  "  went  both  my  braces — 

Great  Columbus!  I  put  him  down. 

Of  human  ills  I  think  the  worst  Is  when  a  single  man  is  cursed 
With  near  relations  who  can  boast  of  olive  branches  in  a  host.    (St/tn.) 
My  married  sister  Jane's  got  two— I  called  last  night  to  say,  "  How  do?  " 
She  popped  out  for  a  "pint  of  four,"  and  left  the  baby  on  ihe  floor. 

Chorus. 
\       •     I  ^cked  him  up,  I  picked  him  up— 

To  do  so,  well,  I  must  have  been  a  clown;  . .  •  -  " 

/;.,;,:         Whilst  Bhe'd  gone  round  the  houses,     .       ,..    .c 
•  ^  •    He  spoiled  my  Sunday  trousers-  ■'■ 

Hang  the  baby!  I  put  him  down. 


TIP    YOUR    HAT    TO     NELLIE. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Chas.  W.  Held.    Entored  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  | 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  190  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  onr  gooda 


Words  and  Hu«ic  by  Geo.  C.  Edwards. 


There's  a  pretty  little  girl,  and  Nellie  is  her  name;  •_  ■ 

I  always  go  to  see  her  every  Sunday  afternoon; 
Whether  ram  or  shine,  I  walk  in  there  on  time, 

For  Nellie  is  the  one  to  whom  I  will  be  married  soon. 
She  plays  on  the  piano  and  she  knows  the  latest  tune, 
And  for  her  friends  she  plays,  while  they  go  dancing  round  the  room. 
They're  very  fond  of  Nellie,  for  she's  Lenlle,  true  and  kind; 
And  every  evening  Nellie  with  her  mother  you  will  find. 

Chorus.  ; ; 

Tip  yonr  hat  to  Nellie  when  you  see  her  passing  by; 
Tip  your  hat  to  Nellie,  you  are  sure  to  caich  her  eye; 
Tip  your  hat  to  Nellie,  she's  the  sweetest  in  the  laud;  ■ 
There's  not  a  girl  in  all  the  world  like  Nellie. 

Sunday,  when  she  goes  to  church,  so  winsome  and  so  shy, 
The  boys  all  lip  their  hats  and  say,  "  That's  Nellie— she's  our  pride! ' 

Always  dressed  so  neat,  and  looking,  oh,  so  sweet,  , 

That  every  one  is  proud  to  walk  with  Nellie  by  their  side; 

There's  Oracle,  Jennie,  Josie,  Clara,  Mame  and  Lizzie,  too. 

They  are  so  awful  jealous  now,  they  don't  know  what  to  do; 

The  boys  will  hardly  look  at  them  when  Nellie  is  near  by; 

And  when  they  lift  their  hats  to  her,  you  always  hear  them  cry: 

Chorus. 
Tip  your  hat  to  Nellie  if  you  see  her  out  to-day; 
Tip  your  hat  to  Nellie,  she's  a  treasure,  they  all  say;     .„. 
Tip  your  hat  to  Nellie,  for  she  is  a  Utile  queen. 
Ab,  yes,  the  idol  of  my  heart  is  Nellie. 


■   <  »  » 


A    PITY    TO    WASTE    IT. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Felix  McUlennon. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  goods. 


To  rest  aright  I  went  one  day  into  a  restaurant. 

Said  I,  "  I'd  like  a  cup  of  tea— I  want  it  nice  and  strong; 

I'd  also  like  a  new  laid  egg."    They  brought  it  in  a  jiffy,         ,  V 

But  when  1  sampled  that  'ere  egg,  oh,  crikey!  It  was  sniffy. 

Chorus. 
'Twas  a  pity  to  waste  it,  a  pity  to  waste  it; 
'       I  thought  that  some  one  else  ought  to  taste  it; 
"    The  waiter  then  I  saw,  and  he  got  it  on  the  jaw; 
So  I  didn't  waste  it,  after  all. 

I've  got  a  little  garden,  and  lu  it  I  often  dig; 

I've  dug  up  curiosities- some  small,  some  rather  big. 

When  digging  there  one  day,  I  found— this  story  may  sound  strong- 

But,  straight,  I  found  a  pair  of  l>ool8  exactly  two  yards  long. 

Chorus. 
•     'Twas  a  pity  to  waste  them,  a  pity  to  waste  them, 

And  80  with  some  one  else  I  have  placed  them.  '■' 

■     :    They  now  adorn  the  feel  of  the  p'liceman  on  our  beat. 
So  I  didn't  waste  them,  afier  all. 

Now,  I  am  fond  of  babies,  as  the  most  of  fellows  are. 

And  if  I  could  afford  it,  to  them  all  I'd  be  a  pa; 

But  I  have  plenty  of  my  own,  so  I  did  not  thrill  with  joy. 

When  on  my  doorstep  Yesterday  I  found  a  baby  boy.  ■  • 

Chorus. 
.     'Twas  a  pity  to  waste  it,  a  pity  to  wasta  it, 
And  so  with  some  one  else  I  have  placed  it. 
I  sent  that  babe  this  morn  to  the  Marquis  all  for  Lome, 
So  I  didn't  waste  it,  after  all. 

Some  people  who  admire  me,  and  my  talents  recognize, 
Send  me  a  present  now  and  then,  just  for  a  sweet  surprise. 
Some  fellow  wrote,  "  Dear  sir,  I  heard  you  sing  a  song  last  night, 
I  think  you're  worthy  of  a  rise- here's  a  lump  of  dynamite." 

Chorus.  -     - 

'Twas  a  pity  to  waste  it,  a  pity  to  waste  it; 
I  thought  some  one  else  ought  to  taste  it. 
I  met  a  Oerman  band,  blew  them  to  their  native  land; 
So  I  didn't  waste  it,  after  all. 

I'm  very,  very  fond  of  dogs— I  had  a  black-and-tan, 
His  fav'rite  game  was  chasing  cats,  but  after  one  he  ran. 
That  cat  was  nasty-tempered,  and  he  settled  poor  old  Guzzle, 
Aud  all  I've  got  to  comfort  me  is  my  poor  doggie's  muzzle. 

Chorus. 
Twas  a  pity  to  waste  it,  a  pity  to  waste  it, 
I  thought  that  some  one  else  ought  to  taste  it. 
My  main-law  I  saw,  and  1  clapped  it  on  her  jaw;  r 

So  I  didn't  waste  it,  after  all. 

It's  singular  the  curious  people  that  you  often  meet; 
It's  singular  the  curious  things  you  pick  up  in  the  street.         \     . ,  • 
I  saw  a  parcel  t'other  day,  the  paper  had  come  undone,  "' .-  /•     , 

I  picked  it  up,  and  found  it  was  a  map  of  good,  old  London.  ]  '  ■■'"■ 

Chorus.  : 

'Twas  a  pity  to  waste  it,  a  pity  to  waste  it,  .  -   • 

And  80  with  some  else  I  have  placed  it. 
"      '  I  sent  it  to  our  Queen ;  it's  a  place  she's  seldom  seen;  > 

So  I  didn't  waste  it,  after  all. 
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SWEET     CHARITY. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Willis  Wood\yard  *  Ca 
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Words  and  Music  by  Julian  Jordan, 


From  without  cftme  the  roar  and  the  rattle. 

The  noise  of  ihi-  greal  busy  throng; 
While  I,  in  m^  eolltuUc  musine, 

WuD  humming  a  fraKineiit  or  soD^; 
Thinking  was  1,  yes  tliiiiiiing. 

Life's  Te»8on  pondering  deep; 
Its  joys  and  its  tears,  its  hopes  niid  its  fean; 

Why  men  strnggle  and  why  women  weep; 
And  my  heart  to  my  thoughts  made  answer; 

The  world  ueeda  more  charity,  charity  and  love. 

Not  the  love  that  Is  bom  of  mere  passion, 

Not  the  love  tliat  will  die  in  a  day. 
But  a  love  that  malies  every  man  better, 

A  love  that  is  lasting  alway; 
Go  teach  men  charity,  one  toward  another. 

To  *  do  unto  otliers  as  you'd  have  them  do," 
Living  a  life  that  ie  noble. 

Living  a  life  that  is  true. 

Would  men  look  for  the  good  in  each  other. 

Nor  enlarge  every  fault  that  they  see. 
Would  men  look  for  the  good  in  each  other. 

This  world  would  a  better  place  be; 
Would  they  look  for  a  life  that  is  higlier. 

And  live  for  a  life  soon  to  come; 
Then  half  this  world's  tears,  its  doubts  and  its  fears, 

Its  sorrow  and  blight,  would  l)e  gone; 
Thus  my  heart  to  my  thoughts  made  answer; 

Pleading  sweet  charity,  charity  and  love. 

Not  the  love  that  is  born  of  mere  passion. 

Not  the  love  tliat  will  die  in  a  day. 
But  a  love  that  makes  every  man  better, 

A  love  that  is  lasting  alway; 
Go  teach  men  charily,  one  toward  another. 

To  "  do  unto  others  as  you'd  have  them  do," 
Liviug  a  life  tliat  is  noble, 

A  life  that  is  loyal  and  true; 
Yes!  my  heart  thus  spoke  to  me. 

Pleading  sweet  charity,  pleading  sweet  charity. 


You  Fancy  Yourselves,  You  Do. 


V.'" 
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Written  and  Compost-d  by  Felix  Mcfilennou. 
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Experience  has  taught  me  to  say  of  the  men, 

You  faccy  yourselves,  you  do; 
YoD  strut  like  au  old  rooster  mashing  a  hen. 

You  fancy  yourselves,  you  do. 
Ton  put  on  a  suit  for  whicli  you've  never  paid. 
You  tone  yourselves  up  with  a  small  lemonade. 
And  then  on  the  poor  ladies'  hearts  make  a  raid. 

Oh!  you  fancy  yourselves,  you  do. 

C'Honrs. 
You  Itty  your  snares,  put  on  airs,  try  to  look  immensikoff; 
Smile  like  this,  go  ki.-«s,  kiss,  and  then  you  give  a  gentle  little  cough  (hem!  ha/); 
The  girls  you  treat,  say  sweet,  sweet,  and  think  you  are  a  heavy  toff. 
But  when  you've  won  their  dear  little  hearts,  you  trot  right  off. 

When  you  see  a  married  man  out  for  the  night. 

He  fancies  hlmseir,  he  does; 
Be  tries  hard  to  keep  his  bald  head  out  of  sight. 

Oh!  be  fancies  liiniself,  he  does. 
He  thinks  he  looks  voung  with  his  deep-dyed  moustache. 
He  winks  at  the  girls  and  he  rattles  his  raeh. 
But  his  wife  comes  along,  i>he  soon  settles  his  hash. 

Though  he  fancies  himself,  he  does.—  Chorus. 

You  think  that  a  girl  all  your  nonsense  believes. 

You  fancy  yourselves,  yon  do, 
We  listen  to  you,  but  we  laugh  up  our  sleeves. 

For  we  fancy  ourselves,  we  do. 
We  may  say  we  love  you,  and  kit<s  you  as  proof, 
Thai's  all  bogey  business — a  sweet  game  of  "  spoof," 
Why,  bless  you!  we  love  you,  dear  boys,  for  your  •'  oof," 

Though  you  fancy  yourselves,  you  do.— t'Aorw*. 

.  Yon  hang  round  stage  doors,  oh,  yon  gay,  mashing  dogs. 

You  fancy  yourselves,  you  do; 
Send  in  little  notes  lo  Miss  Toltie  Short  togs. 

You  fancy  yourselves,  you  do. 
Yon  ask  her  to  supper,  you're  artful,  you're  bold. 
She  answers  you  yes,  but  your  love  soon  grows  cold. 
When  you  see  the  paint  off,  she  looks  flfty  years  old. 

Oh t  you  fancy  yourselves,  you  do. 

CUOKUS. 

Yon  lay  your  snares,  put  on  airs,  try  to  look  Immensikoff; 

t^mile  like  this,  go  kiss,  kiss,  and  then  you  give  a  gentle  little  congh  {hem!  ha!); 

The  girls  you  treat,  say  sweet,  sweet,  and  think  you  are  a  heavy  toff, 

Bat  when  you  see  the  old  girl's  face,  you  trot  right  off. 


THE    EXILES    RETURN. 

Words  and  Uusic  by  James  O.  Clark. 


Tlia  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sour  will  tM  sent  to  any  adilress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Welimaii,  130  Paric 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casta  for  all  our  (.oods. 


My  mountain  homo,  my  own  green  hills,  I  see  your  long-lost  glories  rise; 
I  hear  the  birds  and  gushing  rills  that  roam  beneath  your  clear,  blue  skies.  ' 

Ah,  here  I  dwelt  In  early  years,  when  hopes  were  high  and  hearts  were  true,        ( 
Ere  love's  bright  dream  was  dimmed  with  tears,  and  life  bad  lost  its  rainbow  hue.  } 

Chorus. 
I  see  my  borne  on  yonder  hill;  the  woods  are  waving  o'er  it  sllll. 
While  far  below  the  torrent  shines  like  silver  through  the  towering  pines. 

My  mountain  home,  sweet  home  of  yore,  T  left  thy  bills  in  life's  fair  May; 
But  while  I  view  their  scenes  once  more,  I  wipe  the  starting  tear  away. 
They  greet  me  not.  the  young,  the  old,  the  early  loved  of  boyhood's  bloom. 
For  years  have  rolled  aud  hearts  grown  cold  and  friends  are  sleeping  in  the  tomb. 

CUORUS. 

Their  dirge  is  sung  by  rolling  waves,  the  woods  are  mourning  o'er  their  graves; 
While  far  away  the  torrent  shines  iu  glory  through  the  towering  pines. 


^  s  » 


WHERE    LINDENS    BLOOM. 

Copyright,  lt90,  by  WUlis  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO  | 

uents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascnsli  for  all  our  goods. 


Poetry  by  Francis  Bennoch.    Music  by  Percy  G.  Mocatto. 

Come,  come,  come!  you  know  where  the  lindens  bloom! 
Come,  come,  comet  and  drink  of  their  sweet  perfume! 
Come,  meet  me,  beloved,  beneath  the  shade,    . 
When  day  into  night  begins  to  fade. 
A  time  for  wooers  and  wooing  made 

Is  twilight's  dccp'ning  gloom— come,  come,  come! 
Come,  come,  comel  You  Know  where  the  lindens  bloom! 

Come,  come,  cornel  My  sweetest  one,  come— ah,  comel 

Wait,  wait,  waiti  I  will  come  unto  thee  betimes; 
Wait,  wait,  waitl  I  will  come  with  the  evening  chimes; 
I  will  come  when  shimmering  up  the  sky 
The  wavering  light  retreats  on  high. 
And  dark'iiing  shadows  in  veiling  lie 

Beneath  the  odorous  limes— wait,  wait,  wait! 
Wait,  wait,  wait!  I  will  come  unto  thee  betimes; 

Wail,  wait,  wait!  Beloved  one,  wait— ab,  waiti 

Here,  here,  here!  My  beautiful,  met  at  last; 
Here,  here,  here  I  My  sheltering  arm  thou  hast; 
The  storms  of  life  may  fiercely  blow. 
And  sorrow  in  surging  tides  may  flow; 
Whatever  may  come— come  ioy,  come  woe— 

Thy  refuge  is  my  breast— here,  here,  here! 
Here,  here,  herel  My  beautiful,  met  at  last; 

Here,  here,  here!  Thy  refuge  forever  is  here! 


^  *  » 


THE    ROVIN'    IRISH    BOY. 

Words  by  Wm.  Carleton.    Music  by  C.  J.  MibtM. 


Til*  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sont  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tliU  and  any  tno other  Songs  for  Une  Dollar,  l>y  II.  J.  Ueliiiian,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascusli  forallour  goods. 


I'm  a  rovin'  Irish  boy,  I  was  christened  Anckna-cloy; 

With  a  turn  o'  the  wrist  my  stick  I  twisl,  1  am  my  mother's  Joy; 

I've  travelled  many  a  mile  to  win  a  colleen's  smile; 

With  a  lo\'e  o'  my  neart  from  them  I'd  part,  and  many  an  hour  beguile. 

But  now  I'm  here  to  tell  you  all  the  places  I  have  been. 

And  all  the  very  funny  things  iu  my  thravels  I  have  seen. 

Chorcs. 
For,  I'm  a  rovin'  Irish  boy,  I  was  christened  Auckna-cloy; 
With  a  turn  o'  the  wrist  my  stick  I  twist. 
And  I'm  my  mother's  joy.    (Daiux  Oa)Tyou<en.) 

I've  l)Pcn  to  "  La  Belle  France,"  where  the  girls  know  how  to  dance; 

If  I  left  the  bogs,  yet  I  couldn't  ait  frogs,  tlio'  I've  often  had  a  chance; 

Don't  think  that  I  am  green,  for,  in  Germany  I've  been, 

Wiiere  sausages  strong,  and  j)rt'tzel8  long,  a  yard  or  more  I've  seen. 

1'hcn  to  Koossia  I  have  rushed,  the  land  of  furs  and  caiH»t, 

The  men  all  make  the  women  work,  and  the  soldiers  look  like  apes.— CAo. 

To  China  thin  I  wint  and  got  my  heart's  contint 
Of  tlic  briny  say,  and  wretched  bad  lay,  enough  to  make  me  squint- 
Japan  tlien  came  iu  view— lie  my  sowi  I  saw  tnat,  too; 
But  yellow  Jack  nigh  broke  my  back,  that's  why  I  look  so  blue. 
Then  sailin'  undlier  stars  and  stripes,  I  reached  Colombia's  shore. 
And  now  I  love  the  place  so  well,  I'll  never  leave  it  more. 

Chorus. 
Except  the  cry  will  be:  "Come,  Paddy,  Join  with  me. 
And  brave  once  more  the  Atlantic's  roar,  and  make  ould  Ireland  free." 


( 


*  >* 


—A  Holey  Terror.— "  I  can't  tftke  thi.'i  Canadian  ten-cent  piece," 
said  a  horse-car  conductor  to  a  pjissenger  in  New  York  the  other 
day.  "Why  not?"  "Because  there's  small-pox  in  Montreal. 
Some  of  you  fellers  never  seem  to  read  the  papers."  "  You're  safe 
enough,"  answered  the  passenger,  "  don't  you  see  it's  got  a  hole  in 
it?  That's  where  it's  been  vaccinated."— r«»M  Siftingt. 
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MY    DONALD. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

Tiie  Word!  and  Munlc  of  tlili  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  poll^)>ald,  on  receipt  of  10 

ceiitsi  or  this  and  niiy  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park 

llow,  New  York  City.    I'ostatce  Stamps  taken  same  ascach  for  all  our  soods. 


Words  by  E.  8.  Oetchell.    Music  by  H.  A.  Soxton. 

Oh!  the  dearest,  Bwcetest  lad  in  all  creation 

Is  my  uoblc  Donald,  whom  I  love  BO  well; 
And  the  fairest,  sweetest  spot  in  all  the  nation 

Is  my  little  home,  so  humble,  in  the  dell. 
Oil!  'twas  there  that  first  we  met,  and  I  never  shall  forget 

How  his  glance  did  thrill  my  trembling  heart; 
And  I'd  ratlier  bide  with  him  in  my  low  staliou 

Thau  to  be  a  queeu  and  live  from  Lim  apart. 

Oh!  no  eartlily  pain  cnn  e'er  have  jjower  to  harm  me. 

With  noble  Donald  ever  at  my  side; 
And  no  otiier  voice  than  his  has  power  to  charm  mc; 

I'd  forever  be  content  with  him  to  bide. 
Oh!  his  love  my  shield  shall  be,  and  he's  all  the  world  to  me, 

And  I  ask  no  greater  joy  or  bliss; 
While  in  his  strong  arms  I  bide,  what  can  alarm  nicf 

Can  a  lassie  ask  a  greater  boon  than  this? 


Send  My  Boy  Safe  Home  to  Me. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  SUUoners'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tills  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  poRl-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cent*;  or  tliis  and  any  twootlier  Songs  for  One  l>ollar,  by  H.  J.  \Vclinmn.I.'IO  I'ark 

iluw.  New  York  City,    t'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fui-  all  our  ifouds. 


Words  and  Uusic  by  Charles  F.  Jerome. 


There  she  stands  by  her  cottage  door,  awaiting  day  by  day 

A  letter  from  her  darling  boy,  who  years  h.18  been  away; 

He  left  Ills  home  when  but  a  lad,  and  ran  a.vay  to  sea, 

lie  had  some  trouble  with  his  dad,  they  never  could  agree.      '     ' 

I  oftiines  told  his  father  that  boys  when  young  were  wild, 

And  that  lie  must  remember,  himself  was  once  a  child; 

lie  heeded  not  my  pleadings,  for  they  were  all  in  vain. 

And  now  I  pray  both  night  and  day  to  see  my  boy  again. 

CBonuB. 
Then  come  back  to  your  mother,  come  back  to  your  dear  old  home. 
To  the  scenes  of  happy  childhood  days,  and  ne'er  again  to  roam; 
I  know  God  will  protect  you  when  out  upon  the  sea. 
And  answer  a  mother's  prayer— send  my  boy  safu  homo  to  me. 

Now  the  old  home  is  cheerless  since  his  dad  has  passed  away; 

There's  no  one  left  to  comfort  her,  she's  growing  old  and  gray; 

She  sits  beside  the  old  grate  fire,  the  tears  bedim  her  eyes, 

She  longs  to  see  her  darling  boy  once  more  before  slie  dies. 

A  tap  upon  tlie  window,  lier  heart  beats  fast  with  joy. 

And  as  she  opens  the  cottage  door,  there  staads  her  darling  boy; 

Thauk  UodI  my  prayer  was  answered,  my  boy  is  safe  at  liomc; 

llis  mother  he'll  ne'er  leave  again,  this  wide,  wide  world  to  roam.— CAort/«. 


WAKE    UP    McCQRMICK. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


Di'ds  and  Muitlc  of  this  Sour  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poBt-pald,  uii  rei-elpt  <>r  10 
cent.i:  or  tills  anil  any  two  otlivr  Soii(?8  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  %Neliiiiaii,  130  I'arlc 
r.  New  York  City.    I'ustaKe  Stamps  taken  same  ascosli  for  all  our  goods. 


The  Wo 
It 
llo 


Composed  by  Ed.  Joyce  (of  Joyce  &  Leslie). 


As  a  Tam'ny  Politician,  shore,  I've  held  a  high  position 

Since  the  day  I  lauded  in  America; 
I  banked  Jip  my  money,  soon  the  Int'rist  it  grew  Strong, 

And  a  boarding-liouse  my  wife  has  got  to-day. 
We  have  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hcaly,  who  come  to  their  meals  daily; 

They  live  in  a  furnished  flat  on  Avenue  A; 
Bricklayer  McCormick,  an  old  boarder,  who  is  very  seldom  nohct — 

In  the  morning  sure  you'll  hear  my  wife  say: 

Spoken— What? 

Chorus. 

Wake  up  McCormick,  he's  going  to  work  to-day; 

lie  owes  me  fiflv  dollars  and  I  know  that  he  will  |>ay; 

He's  been  on  a  drunk  this  five  weeks,  himself  and  Paddy  Shay; 

Mary  Ann,  wake  up  McCormick,  he's  going  to  work  to-day. 

In  the  parlor  Sunday  evening  all  the  boarders  do  assemble 

With  their  friends  and  their  reliitious,  higli  and  low; 
There's  the  Flaunigans  from  Kerny,  and  O'Kooks  from  Londonderrj', 

And  the  Kilcys  an<l  CGradys  from  Mao. 
Mnry  Flynn  plays  the  piano  while  she  sings  "Eileen  Alanna"; 

She's  accompanied  by  lier  brothers  Mike  and  Dan; 
Oh,  they  nearly  set  me  looney  singing  "  Little  Annie  Rooney," 

While  McCormick  be  keeps  shouting,  "Kush  the  caul " 

Spoken- What?— CAoru*.    :  ■ 

Our  boarding  house's  the  finest  one,  the  best  yon  ever  seen; 

We  have  hoarders,  share,  from  almost  every  shore; 
We've  a  German  music  teacher,  and  a  Presbytarian  preacher, 

And  the  McAmaly  family  from  Kildare. 
Soon  we'll  have  enough  of  money,  and  the  boarding-bouse  will  close  up; 

In  the  summer  we  will  go  to  the  seashore; 
We'll  have  fast  hoises  in  our  stable,  my  wife  Bridget  will  be  able 

For  to  lie  in  tied  and  holler  out  uo  more; 

Spokes— Whtti—Chonu. 


POP    OQES    THE    WEASEt: 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  n  ill  be  Mnt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar.by  H.  J.  Webman.lSO  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.    Toetage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  forall  our  goods. 

Queen  Victoria  is  very  sick.  Napoleon's  got  the  mcaelcs,         . '.  '  -    i. 
Sebastopol's  uot  taken  yet— pop  goes  the  weasel. 

Cnonus. 
All  'round  the  cobbler's  bench  the  monkey  chased  the  weasel; 
The  priest  he  kiBsed  the  cobbler's  wife— pop  went  the  weasel. 

A  i)enny  for  a  ball  of  thread,  a  penny  for  a  needle, 

That's  the  way  the  money  goes— pop  goes  the  weasel.— C/«ori«.   :      . 

My  wife  she  is  awful  sick,  the  baby's  got  the  measles, 

S;illy's  got  the  whooping  cough— pop  goes  the  weasel.— CAwi/*.  ; 

Johnny  Bull  he  makes  his  brag  he  can  whip  the  whole  creation. 
Why  don't  he  take  Sebastopol  oy  pop  goes  the  weasel.— C  horut. 

Mayor  Wood  has  put  the  rumsellers  through,  the  Maine  law's  a  sad  evil, 
Wc  cannot  get  our  toddy  now— pop  goes  the  weasel.-  Choru$. 


BABY    McCOY. 

Copyiight,  1S91,  by  James  Stillman. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt 
cents:  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  I'ar 


llow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 
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Words  by  W.  C.  Robey.    Music  by  W.  McCarUiy. 

When  Dan  McCoy  got  married,  twenty -seven  years  ago, 

He  wanted  to  obtain  a  little  boy; 
As  time  went  on.  the  neighbors  said  that  he  was  very  slow; 

Until,  last  weeK,  the  father  jumped  for  joy. 
At  last  he'd  got  a  son— he  was  bent  on  having  fun; 

At  every  door  he  gave  a  joyful  knock. 
lie  felt  quite  reconciled,  and  to  christen  that  dear  child. 

He  invited  all  the  neighbors  on  the  block. 

Chorus. 
The  Hooligans,  the  Doolagaus,  put  on  their  Sunday  liats; 
Three  hundred  Dutchmen  came  along  from  Tim  O'Mara's  flats; 
The  Raffertys  and  Caffertys  went  nearly  wild  with  joy, 
On  the  Sunday  afternoon  they  christened  baby  Dan  McCoy. 

The  neighbors  looked  upon  the  child,  as  each  one  made  a  call; 

The  ladies  kissed  the  baby's  pretty  face; 
A  great  big  Dutchman  said  it  wasn't  like  McCoy  at  all; 

O'Reilly  said  I  lie  joke  was  out  of  place; 
He  seized  the  Dutchman  by  the  throat  and  swore  he'd  have  his  life. 

Unless  he'd  beg  the  pardon  o(  McCoy: 
Declaring  it  was  slander  upon  a  neighbor's  wife. 

And  detrimental  to  the  baby  boy. —  Chorut. 

Four  hundred  kegs  of  lager  beer,  three  hundred  pounds  of  beef. 

Two  hogsheads  of  the  finest  "  rock  and  rye," 
Were  placed  before  the  company,  which  banished  every  grief. 

And  made  the  wati-r  float  in  every  eye. 
They  drank  to  Dan  McCoy,  and  praised  his  darling  boy, 

Till  not  a  mother's  son  of  them  could  speak; 
And  if  it  could  be  done,  just  to  finish  up  the  fun. 

They  hoped  he'd  have  a  baby  every  week.— 6'Aorj«. 


:!^ 


My  Sweetheart  of  Long,  Long  Ago. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  otiier  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    I'ostoge  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 


Last  night  I  was  seated  by  the  fire, 

I  found  myself  in  thoughtful  reverie; 
Imagiuation  lent  its  kindly  aid. 

And  brought  former  faces  back  again  to  me; 
Once  more  in  that  old  cradle  I  found  myself  a  child; 

A  youth  of  twelve  I  fancied  then  again 
The  faces  of  the  old  folks— brothers,  sisters,  there  I  saw,     '' 

Sweet  mem'ry  for  the  moment  gave  me  pain. 

Chorus. 
The  face  of  a  baby,  the  face  of  a  boy,  .    , 

I  Baw  in  the  embers  and  lioth  gave  me  joy; 
My  heart  it  stood  still  when  I  saw  in  the  glow 
The  face  of  my  sweetheart  of  long,  long  agol 

Tlie  face  ae  it  shone  tliere  yester  eve 

Brought  back  to  me  the  dayM  lung  since  gone  by; 
Against  my  will  the  tears  began  to  fall; 

It  seemed  my  soul  went  forth  in  one  long  sigh; 
For  the  moment  I  felt  bitter,  to  think  that  she  was  false. 

My  heart  with  anger  seemed  to  overflow; 
Tlie  angels  that  watched  o'er  me  were  whisp'ring,  so  it  seemed. 

And  I  forgave  my  sweetheart  long  &go.—  CluH-x*s. 

It  was  but  a  quarrel  as  of  old ; 

She  wed  another  jufet  to  give  me  pain; 
The  step  she  took  it  changed  her  after  life; 

They  say  my  sweetheart  never  smiled  again; 
When  my  days  are  nearly  over,  at  the  setting  of  life's  sun, 

A  prayer  for  her  I'll  offer  soft  and  low; 
I'll  kneel  down  by  her  tombstone  and  I'll  place  thereon  a  flower. 

Through  the  love  I  bore  my  sweetheart  long  ago. 

Chorus. 
The  face  of  an  angel,  an  innocent  dove,  ' 

One  lieart  bears  the  imprint  of  the  face  that  T  lore; 
The  tall  pines  may  moan,  and  the  night  winds  may  blow — 
They  keep  watch  o'er  my  sweetheart  of  long,  long  agol 


j':^Pis^^3 


II 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF     SONGS— No.   35. 


>' . 


MARY    HAD    A    LITTLE    LAMB. 


Copyright,  188«,  by  Geo.  MoUneux. 


Tbe  Words  and  Musicof  this  Sunt;  will  bo  sent  to  any  addrevx,  post-paid,  on  receipt  ot  10 

cents;  ur  this  and&iiy  two  oilier  MonK-'<  for  Une  UolltU',  by  Ii.  J.  Wehnian,  130  I 'uric 

icow,  New  Yorl(  City,    fosto^^e  Stamps  talieu  luune  a8Ciu<li  for  all  our  Koods. 

Oh,  Mary  had  a  little  lamb,  its  fleece  was  white  as  snow, 
And  ev'rywhere  Ihiit  Mary  went  that  lamb  wns"  sure  to  (;o; 
It  followed  her  to  school  one  day,  but  that  wu^  'guiost  the  rule, 
It  made  the  childreu  luu^h  and  i>luy  to  see  a  luiub  in  school. 

And  80  the  teacher  turned  it  out,  but  still  it  linpered  near, 
And  waited  patiently  alxtut  till  Miiry  did  rtppear; 
And  then  it  went  to  her  and  laid  its  head  iipon  her  arm, 
'  Aa  if  to  say,  I'm  uot  afraid,  youUl  keep  me  from  all  harm. 

The  lamb  grew  old  and  contrary,  with  fleece  as  white  as  enow. 
And  ev'rywhere  that  Mary  went  the  lamb  would  not  go; 
It  would  not  folloiv  her  one  day,  she  whipped  it  for  the  spell. 
The  family  had  it  fried  nest  day,  and  it  just  went  very  well. 
It  just  went  very  well. 


Angels  Are  Watching  Baby  Sleep. 

Copyrikcht,  1)189, by  tJeo.  M.  Klink  A  to. 


(Tbe  Words  and  Muaie  of  thl«  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  addresH,  |>u»t')iaid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songti  for  Unu  l>oilar,  by  il.  J.  W'ehnian,  ISO  I'ark 

Kuw,  New  Yoric  City.    l'08tai{e  Stamps  taken  same  as  eush  (or  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Will  E,  Nankiville.  ' 


What  is  a  home  without  sweet  baby? 

Life  seems  so  weary  without  Its  care; 
I  have  a  dear  little  cherub  darling;, 

Angel  from  heaveu  so  bright  and  fair. 
Laughing  and  playing  iu  innocent  glee, 

Filliuj;  our  hearts  with  pure  ecstiicy; 
Earth  with  its  riches,  nought  can  compare, 

Willi  oue  little  kiss  from  her  cheeks  so  fair. 

Cuonus. 

Sweet  little  face  from  the  window  so  bright. 
Watching  for  pana  from  morning  till  night. 
There  in  the  cradle  iu  slumber  so  deep, 
Angela  are  watcbiug  sweet  baby  sleep. 

Angels  are  watching  baby  slumber, 

Dear  little  eyes  now  are  closed  in  sleep; 
While  mother  geutly  rocks  the  cradle. 

Singing  that  lullaby  soft  and  sweet. 
See  her  smiles  play  o"er  her  beautiful  face. 

Pretty  blue  eyes  and  such  innocent  grace, 
God  will  protect  her  slumbers  deep. 

The  angels  are  watching  sweet  baby  sleep.— C'Ao;*«». 


NELSON. 

Written  and  Composed  by  John  Biaham. 


1: 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son«  will  be  sent  to  any  addrtus,  poxtr^inid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hon^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  I'M  I'aik 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  for  all  uur  goods. 

O'er  Kelson's  tomb,  with  silent  grief  oppressed, 
Brittaiiia  mourns  her  hero  now  at  rest; 
But  those  bright  laurels  ne'er  shall  fade  with  years. 
Whose  leaves,  whose  leaves  are  watered  by  a  nation's  tears. 

"Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay  we  saw  the  Frenchmen  lay; 

Each  heart  was  bounding  then;  we  scorned  the  foreign  yoke. 

For  our  ships  were  British  oak,  and  hearts  of  oak  our  men. 

Our  Nelson  marked  them  on  the  wave,  three  cheers  our  gallant  seamen  gave. 

Nor  thought  of  home  and  beauty,  uor  thought  of  home  and  beauty. 
Along  the  line  the  signal  ran,  ••  England  expects  that  every  mau 

This  day  will  do  his  duty,  this  day  will  do  his  duty!  " 

And  now  the  cannons  roar  along  th'affrighted  shore. 

Our  Nelson  led  the  way,  his  ship  the  Vict'ry  named; 

Long  be  that  Victory  famed,  for  Vict'ry  crowned  the  day; 

But  dearly  was  that  conquest  bought,  too  well  the  gallant  hero  fought 

For  England,  home  and  beauty,  for  England,  home  and  beauty. 
lie  cried  as  'midst  the  lire  he  ran,  "  England  shall  diid  that  every  mau 

This  day  will  do  his  duty,  this  day  will  do  his  duty  I " 

At  last  the  fatal  wound,  which  spread  dismay  around. 

The  hero's  breast,  the  hero's  breast  received; 

Heaven  fltchts  on  our  side,  the  day's  our  own  he  cried; 

Kow  long  enough  I've  lived;  iu  honor's  cause  my  lile  was  past. 

In  honor's  cause  1  fall  at  last. 

For  England,  home  and  beauty,  for  England,  home  and  beauty; 
Thus  ending  life  as  he  began,  England  confessed  that  every  mau 

That  day  had  doue  hia  duty,  that  day  hud  done  his  duty. 


—Do  not  forget  it! 
risk. 


Small  profits  little  risk;  large  profits  great 


A  Successful  Struggle. — "  Charlie  staj'ed  pretty  late  last  iiiglit. 
didn't  he,  Lil?"  asked  sister  Kate  the  next  morning,  "Yes," 
said  Lil,  sleepily,  "  we  were  trying  the  pigs  iu  clover  piiz/.le  till 
nearly  eleven  o'clock."  "And  did  you  get  the  pigs  iu  the  pen, 
Lil'r'  asked  Kate,  eagerly.  "  No,  we  didn't;  but  1  got  iny  linger 
in  this  solitaire  diamond  ring."  • 


The  Little  Empty  Cradle  by  the  Wall. 


Copyright,  18SI,  by  Mary  E.  O'Connor. 


The  Words  and  Huslc  of  this  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  addrexs, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cent)!;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonKsforOne  Diillar, by  II.  J.  Wehnian,  130  I'ark 

Uow,  New  York  City.    I*o8lat;e  Stamps  taken  saineaa  cash  for  all  ourKoods. 


Words  by  Mary  G.  O'Connor.    Music  by  EduArd  Hoist 


There's  a  memory  I  treasure  of  a  promise  that  I  gave. 

As  I  stood  beside  my  mother  long  ago; 
To  hear  her  loving  blessing  ere  I  epetl  across  the  wave,        t    ■ 

And  the  parting  words  she  whispered  soft  and  low, 
Kemember,  lad,  my  babies  that  have  played  around  my  knee. 

One  by  one  have  answered  heaven's  call; 
And  when  you  cross  the  sea,  there'll  be  nothing  left  to  me 

But  that  little  enii>ty  cradle  by  the  wall. 

CUORUS. 

Never  forgot  your  mother,  lad,  wherever  you  may  be; 

Remember,  wherever  duty  calls. 
My  heart  will  lonely  be  when  there's  nothing  left  to  me 

But  that  little  empty  cradle  by  the  wall. 

And  though  trials  ofi'tiraes  assailed  me,  many  words  of  love  I  mailed, 

And  I  kept  that  promise  made  whate'er  betide. 
Till  I  read  the  postman's  message,  that  my  mother's  health  had  failed. 

With  a  urayer  to  .nee  her  boy  before  she  died. 
I  hastened  ou  my  jnurney  and  the  well-known  path  I  sped; 

No  mother  came  to  greet  me  at  the  door. 
And  when  again  1  kissed  her,  her  spirit  it  had  fled. 

But  my  heart  found  Comfort  as  1  murmured  o'er— CAor«*. 

Though  many  years  have  faded  since  they  laid  her  down  to  rest. 

That  home  to  me  will  never  seem  the  same. 
For  I  miss  the  ch:irui  that  bound  me  to  that  place  I  love  the  best; 

'Twas  her  face  that  smiled  a  welcome  when  I  came. 
But  mem'ry  often  paints  it  while  my  willing  footsteps  pause. 

And  tlio'  her  smile  I  never  more  shall  see, 
I  feel  a  blessing  from  above  will  follow  me  becausti 

1  ne'er  forgot  her  parting  words  to  me— 6' AorM». 


Til 


Since  Sullivan's  Gone  on  the  Stage. 

Copyright,  18*0,  by  Will  Rossiter. 

The  Words  and  Mui-io  of  this  SonR  will  be  sent  to  any  ad'lross,  poi-t-piiid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SongM  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wt-linian,  I3o  l^k 

Itow,  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cuah  for  uU  our  goods. 

Words  by  W.  Retisor.    Arranged  by  O.  Bonndl. 


Something  I  will  sing  to  you  'bout  the  topics  that  are  new, 

An<l  of  things  that  will  come  true,  since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage; 

Hotel-keepers  sneak  from  view,  oysters  won't  stop  in  the  stew, 
Scanlau  can't  sing  "  Peek-a-boo,"  since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage. 

Since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage,  since  Sullivan's  gone  ou  the  stage. 

Some  think  him  lazy,  some  think  him  crazy,  since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage. 

Some  think  John  L.  should  not  star,  jast  because  he  used  to  spar. 
But  some  queer  things  there  are,  since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage; 

Papers  say  'lis  naught  l>ut  trash,  plot  mixed  up  like  corn-beef  hash, 
lint,  "  Isaac,"  how  they  make  the  cash,  since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage. 

Since  Sullivan's  gone  ou  the  stage,  since  Sullivan's  gene  on  Ihe  stage. 

Now  is  it  uol  queer  he  does  uot  drink  beer,  since  Sullivan's  gone  ou  the  stage. 

Do  they  mean  to  have  the  fair;  If  they  do,  will  he  be  there?  , 

If  he  is,  how  they  will  stare,  since  Sullivan's  gone  ou  the  stage; 

Booth  and  Barrett  arc  N.  G.;  Ileury  Irving  we  won't  see. 
Bands  won't  play  "Annie  Laurie,"  since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage. 

Since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage,  since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage, 

Twodriuksof  whiskey 'twill  make  hiiu  frisky,  since  Sullivan's  gone  ou  the  stage. 

Girls  their  stick  of  gum  won't  chew,  minstrel  jokes  must  all  be  new. 
Board-bills  must  Itc  paid  when  due,  since  Siilllvau's  gone  on  the  stage; 

The  winds  will  blow  as  of  yore,  but  gel  shaved  the  day  before. 
Then  yon  will  uot  fe>!l  so  sore,  siuce  Sullivau's  gone  ou  the  stage. 

Since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage,  siuce  Sullivan  s  gone  on  the  stage, 

Oh,  he's  out  of  sight,  uow  isn't  that  right,  since  Sullivan's  gone  ou  the  stage. 

Tobacco  fiends  in  street  cars  sit,  and  I  almost  have  a  fit. 
When  I  see  thtmi,  how  they  spit,  since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage; 

Wt:ere  is  I'ncle  Sum's  navy?  "Out  of  sight,"  away  at  sea. 
Gone  to  set  old  Ireland  free,  since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage. 

Since  Sullivau's  gone  on  the  stage,  since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage,      [stage. 

When  John  L.  is  near  the  scenes  shake  with  fear,  siuce  Sullivau's  gone  on  the 

If  you  meet  a  pretty  girl,  one  you  think  could  be  your  jMjarl, 
Help  you  through  this  busy  whirl,  siuce  Sullivan's  goue  on  the  stage; 

Take  her  by  the  hand  and  say,  you  may  work  all  night  and  day, 
Sunday  morn  give  me  your  pay,  since  Sullivau's  goue  on  the  stage. 

Since  Sullivan's  gone  ou  the  stage,  since  Sullivan's  gone  ou  the  stage, 

He  has  to  be  smart,  a  great  ihiukiug  part,  since  Sullivau's  goue  ou  the  stage. 

If  an  actor  sings  old  songs,  never  heard  of  chestnut  gongs. 
With  the  angels  he, belongs,  since  Sullivan's  goue  on  Ihe  stage; 

Annie  Kooney,  she's  a  bore,  and  the  singer  makes  me  sore; 
I  get  a  brick,  nothing  more,  since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage. 

Since  Sullivau's  gone  on  the  stage,  since  Sullivau's  gone  on  the  stage. 

Takes  but  a  minute  to  sec  he's  iu  it,  siuce  Sullivan's  goue  ou  the  stage. 

Our  glrlB  this  truth  won't  confess,  that  like  men  they  try  to  drees. 
Or  that  young  men  do  caress,  since  Sullivau's  gone  ou  the  stage; 

Girls  will  say  that  I'm  unfair,  yet  there's  one  thing  I  would  swear. 
Our  pants  they  would  love  to  wear,  since  Sullivau's  gone  on  the  stage. 

Since  Sullivau's  gone  ou  the  stage,  since  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage. 

Every  one  knows  the  wind  it  still  blows,  siuce  Sullivan's  gone  on  the  stage. 


I- 
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Copyright,  18J0,  by  WllUs  Woodward  &  Co. 
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Words  and  Muisic  by  C.  W.  Bernard. 


Just  at  the  close  of  evening,  all  nature  is  hushed  and  still; 

Sliadows  are  crowding  around  me,  cnusiug  my  heart  to  thrill; 

Tlionplifs  of  the  past  come  before  me,  thouplila  of  a  mother  at  home, 

Thoiigbta  of  the  fiite  that  lias  caused  me  so  far  from  my  loved  ones  to  roam; 

Thoughts  of  the  fate  that  has  caused  nie  so  far  from  my  loved  ones  to  roam. 

Fondly  I  gaze  at  the  picture  that  memory  has  caused  to  appear; 

Foudly  I  waft  them  sweet  kisses,  wiehing  that  tlicy  were  near; 

Oh!  that  some  day  In  the  future  fate  may  have  something  iu  store 

To  bring  us  more  closely  together,  together  to  part  no  more; 

Oh!  that  some  day  in  the  future  fate  may  have  something  in  store 

To  bring  us  more  closely  together,  together  to  part  no  more. 

Gladly  I'll  greet  the  dawning  of  the  day  that  will  bring  ns  rest; 

Gladly  I'll  welcome  their  coming,  the  dear  ones  that  I  love  best; 

I  care  not  for  friends  I  hat  desert  me,  I  care  not  for  hardship  or  pain; 

I'm  counting  the  hours  that  are  flying  'till  I  see  their  do;ir  faces  again; 

I'm  counting  the  hours  that  are  flying  Hill  I  see  their  dt;ur  faces  again. 

Though  sorrow  and  care  overwhelm  me,  though  dark  and  drear  oe  the  right, 

The  sun  will  shine  bright  on  the  'morrow,  and  out  of  darkness  come  light; 

All  clouds  have  a  lining  of  silver,  an  adage  both  old  and  true; 

I'll  take  it,  dear  friends,  as  an  omen,  and  hasten,  mv  loved  ones,  to  you; 

All  clouds  have  a  lining  of  silver,  an  adage  both  oiu  and  true; 

I'll  take  it,  dear  friends,  as  au  omen,  and  hasten,  my  loved  ones,  to  you. 


THE    NAVAL    RESERVE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Chas.  F.  Pi.lghi. 

The  \7ordB  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Words  by  Chas.  F.  Pidgin.    Music  by  J.  W.  '^^^^eeler. 


The  Tankc«  tar  in  olden  days  was  king  of  ocean's  wave; 

Once  more  must  we  a  navy  raise  our  banner  briGrht  to  save. 

'Tis  not  the  hardy  son  of  toil  who  leaves  his  spade  and  plow. 

Who  tears  himself  from  home  and  soil— the  rich  men's  sons  go  now. 

Oh  I  wondrous  sight,  our  Squadron  White  upholds  our  country's  law. 

The  brave  Reserve  comes  forth  to  fight  when  honor  calls  for  war. 

When  man  and  gold  combine  for  right,  we  fear  no  lion's  paw. 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah!  themanof  wealth  whenever  works. 

And  wealthy  ones  who  do.    The  call  of  honor  neither  shirks. 

Both  seek  the  ocean  blue,  the  ocean  blue;  now  down  they  slide  the  tarry  ropes. 

No  gloves  their  hands  preserve,  and  beauty's  smiles  lift  up  their  hojHis, 

Their  hopes,  and  they  cheer  our  brave  Reserve. 

About  the  "  Dandy  Fifth  "  you've  heard.  Its  gallant  days  are  o'er. 

But  patriotic  blood  is  stirred  at  sea  as  on  the  shore. 

In  tenuis  courts  a  man  may  play,  and  dance  till  rise  of  sun. 

But  in  a  flght  he'll  make  his  way  with  cutlass  and  with  gun.  ^  <    . 

Farewell  to  fears — our  volunteers  a  nation's  thanks  deserve; 

We'll  warm  tlieir  hearts  with  toasts  and  cheers— here's  to  each  brave  reserve. 

Now  one,  two,  three;  a  nation  hears  and  will  their  fame  preserve. 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah!  the  proverb  says,  like  father,  son; 

Their  "  dads  "  in  eighteen-twelve  on  ev'ry  sea  their  vict'ries  won ;  [intent 

Those  who  for  money  delve,  for  money  delve,  now  forward  march,  all  hearts 
)  To  liberty  preserve,  and  heaven's  arch  with  cheers  is  rent, 
]  Is  rent,  for  our  Navy'b  Grand  Reserve. 


) 


ETHELINDA. 

Copyright,  1890,  l>y  Cl.a«.  F.  indgin,  Boston. 


riie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Wordsby  Chas.  F.  Pidgin.     Music  by  Ix)ui8  Weiler. 


Oh!  Elhelinda,  Etheliuda! 
I  love  thee  more  than  lite;  gay,  wilt  thou  be  my  wife? 

May  I  not  hope— give  me  a  year  in  which  to  wait  and  trust. 
That  love  so  true  may  me  endear;  you'll  love  me  then,  you  mnsf ; 
Your  form  and  face,  your  matchless  grace,  are  mirrored  in  my  heart; 
Nor  tongue  confess,  r.or  words  express,  my  grief  if  we  must  part— 
Nor  tongue  confess,  nor  words  express,  my  grief  if  we  must  part. 

Cnonus. 

Oh!  Ethelinda,  Ethelinda;  my  own,  my  darling  Ethelindal 

I'll  love  thee  as  my  life,  and  thou  wilt  be  my  wife. 
OhI  joy,  my  Ethelinda,  Ethelinda! 

Recall  the  day,  a  year  ago— have  you  forgetful  grown 

That  words  of  love,  with  passion's  glow,  my  ardent  hopes  made  known? 

I  thought  that  then  you  loved  me  when  you  placed  your  hand  in  mine; 

Another  came  and  spoke  the  same— my  hope  I'll  not  resign. 

Another  came  and  spoke  the  same— my  hope  I'll  not  resign.— CAon/*. 

You  turn  your  head  away,  and  weep  sweet  tears  of  joy,  yon  say. 
May  I  this  hand  that's  trembling  keep,  to  all  my  hopes  repay? 
Nor  wait  a  year,  but,  darling,  here  say  you  will  be  my  wife. 
Sweet  recompense,  oh!  bliss  intense,  that  kiss  binds  us  for  life- 
Sweet  recompense,  oh!  bliss  intense,  that  kiss  binds  us  for  lite.— Chorus. 


—Put  not  your  trust  in  money,  but  put  your  money  in  trust. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twoother  Songs  for  l)ne  IHillar,  by  II.  J.  Welunau,  130  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  gooda. 


Words  and  Music  by  Han  y  Bmbam. 


I  was  jnst  seventeen  when  a  visit  I  paid 

To  my  good  old  uncle's  farm; 
As  I  passed  from  the  train,  my  cousiu  I  met; 

Her  face  show'd  deep  care  and  alarm. 
I  begged  that  she'd  tell  me  what  really  was  a-miss. 

And  why  was  her  heart  so  oppressed; 
Said  she,  "Uncle's  dead,  and  his  will  last  night  was  rea-l. 

And  he's  left  to  you  the  old  oak  chesL" 

Chorus. 

It  has  been  in  the  family  for  many,  many  years, 

Ou  the  front  he  had  painted  his  crest; 
And  what  I  found  in  there,  of  jewels  rich  and  rare. 

Had  been  treasured  by  my  uncle  iu  the  old  oak  chc&t. 

Twas  in  silence  {  sat,  with  thoughts  of  the  past. 

As  the  old  village  church-bell  tolled; 
And  the  sound  seemed  to  ray  that  the  life  passed  away 

Was  one  who'd  been  gallant  and  bold. 
He'd  served  in  the  army  for  many,  many  years. 

But  now  we  have  laid  him  to  rest; 
The  pride  of  them  all  was  my  good  Uncle  Joe, 

And  in  mem'ry  I've  the  old  oak  chest.-- CV/o/m*. 

The  key  I  received,  then  I  opened  the  chest. 

The  sight  startled  all  who  stood  'round; 
His  medals  and  bars  were  tokens  of  wars. 

Where  once  my  old  uncle  was  found. 
He  fought  for  his  country,  a  hero  boru  was  he. 

Like  his  comrades,  he  fought  at  his  best; 
And  at  night,  when  alone,  his  deeds  are  ever  green. 

When  I  look  down  ou  the  old  oak  chest.— 67io/-iM. 


WHAT    DO    YOU    THINK? 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


Tho  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addiesa,  po8t-pald, on  receipt  of  40 
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By  Hattie  Marshall.    Sung  by  Miss  Lottie  Glison. 


I  think  I've  got  a  song  here  that  is  going  to  be  a  winner; 

What  do  you  think? 
I  think  my  friends  will  like  it;  if  they  don't,  I'll  buy  a  dinner; 

What  do  you  think? 
I  tried  it  on  a  dog  one  night,  the  rest  I  hate  to  tell ; 
His  death  was  hard,  but  then  you  know,  i>erliap8,  'twas  just  as  well; 
There  are  no  dogs  in  heaven,  so  I  think  that  he's  iu  h—  ! ! 

What  do  you  think? 

I  think  the  girls  are  most  exasperating  in  the  summer; 

What  do  you  think? 
I  think  a  mun  that  runs  with  one  has  got  to  be  a  "  hummer  ";     .  ' 

What  do  you  think? 
They  wear  dresses  cut  down  low  and  show  their  pretty  skin; 
But  a  fellow  has  no  chance  at  all  without  a  lot  of  tin; 
I  think  to  furnish  \mot  men  girls  they  soon  oiigiit  to  begiu; 

What  do  you  think? 

I  think  it's  wrong  for  hubby  to  stay  out  and  get  a  "  jag  "; 

What  do  you  think? 
I  think  when  he  comes  home  it's  wrong  for  a  little  wife  to  nag; 

What  do  you  think? 
If  she  would  only  have  a  little  pitcher  by  the  bed. 
All  filled  with  nice  cold  water  to  soothe  his  aching  head, 
I  think,  myself,  in  such  a  case,  a  man  would  drop  down  dead; 

What  do  you  think? 

I  think  a  girl  that  takes  a  drink  is  oftentimes  called  rapid; 

What  do  you  thiuk? 
But  I  think  I  like  her  better  than  the  good  girl  mild  and  vapid; 

Wliat  do  you  think? 
She  has  a  charm  that's  all  her  own  and  wins  yon  every  trip; 
She  calls  you  "pet"  and  "dear  "  and  'round  your  dollars  gets  a  grip; 
I  think  it's  best  to  see  her  once  and  then  give  her  the  slip; 

What  do  you  thiuk? 

I  think  it  must  be  lots  of  fun  to  sit  down  in  the  front  row; 

What  do  you  think? 
I  think  that  most  men  like  to  flirt  with  ladies  in  the  show; 

What  do  you  think? 
They  send  us  flowers  and  lots  of  notes  and  tell  us  pretty  things; 
Why  don't  they  take  a  "  br.ace  "  just  once  and  send  us  diamond  rings? 
I  think  'twould  be  the  easiest  way  to  win  a  girl  that  sings; 

What  do  you  tliink? 

I  think  that  Mr.  Cleveland  is  a  man  of  good  sound  brain; 

What  do  you  think? 
I  think  be  knew  his  business  when  be  planned  this  little  game; 

What  do  you  thiuk? 
I  think  he  hoped  to  have  a  boy  and  call  him  "  Grover,"  too; 
I  think  he  must  have  sighed  when  nurse  presented  Ruth  to  view; 
But  I  think  his  chance  is  just  as  good  as  with  a  boy,  don't  you? 

What  do  you  thiuk? 
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— A  true  man  never  frets  about  Lis  place  in  the  world. 
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A   LOVE   THAT  I   LET  DRIFT  BY. 


Copyright,  1S91,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


Tlie  Words  and  Mii«lc  . 
c«iit»;  or  tlii*  and  ai 
Kow,  N««  Vork 


of  till*  Sonsr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reeeli>t  of  40 
any  two  otiifr  SontrsforOriP  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehiiian,  1.1U  Park 
City,     rusi&ge  Stamps  taken  same  us  casli  for  all  uurKuoda. 


Words  by  J.  Manning;  Roberts.    Music  by  Loren  Brafjden. 

Down  by  the  eoa  when  the  sun  is  low 

I  stand  and  drt'tiin  of  the  long  ago; 

The  wavf8  rnsli  on  with  their  ceacolcse  roar 

To  brealc  and  foam  on  the  roclcy  Bliove; 

And  f>hl|>:<  eaii  by  on  their  seaward  rtiijht, 

Kow  here,  now  gone  in  the  fading  liRlit; 

I  think  of  a  love  that  I  let  drift  by. 

On  the  ocean  of  time,  'neath  a  rosy  sky, 

Bnt  skies  are  diirk  and  I'm  alone, 

With  nothiiif;  to  cheer  but  the  waves  wierd  moan, 

And  I  elt  and  gaze  on  the  rolling  sea. 

And  wish  for  the  days  that  are  t;oue  from  me. 

Tl>e  past  it)  hut  a  memory,  tlie  present  sad  and  lone. 

The  ftiiure's  bleHk  and  dreary,  and  my  heart  ia  like  a  stone. 

As  I  think  of  thin<;tt  that  niicht  be,  of  the  one  I  threw  ai^ide, 

Vf  the  fair  face  that  always  hntinus  me,  of  the  love  that  Las  never  died. 


1^ 


WHEN     THE     OLD     CHURCH 
BELLS    ARE    RINGING. 

CopyrlRlit,  1892,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  llall,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Beit  C.  Norman.    Arranged  by  H.  Hcrniauson. 


ii 
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I'm  thiukint;  to-night  of  other  days,  while  without  the  winds  are  sighing, 
Of  the  pleasant  hours  and  by-gone  joys,  as  I  watcli  the  embers  dying; 
In  my  ppor  heart  so  filled  with  pain,  where  mem'ries  fond  are  clinging; 
The  burning  tears  come  down  my  cheeks  when  the  old  church  bells  are  ringing. 

Chorl's. 

When  the  old  church  bells  arc  ringing,  and  the  merry  birds  I  hear; 
With  their  gladsome  voices  singing,  visions  of  the  past  return. 
Wlien  the  old  church  bells  are  ringing  for  the  village  folks  to  meet. 
Then  old  time  rolls  backward,  bringing  forms  and  faces  fuudly  sweet. 

I'm  viewing  again  the  dear  old  scenes  where  we  wandered  oft  together, 

Or  watched  tlic  mid-day  sunbeams  dance  out  upon  the  golden  hcatlier; 

Or  in  some  shady  forest  nook  where  happy  birds  are  singing; 

It  comes  liefurc  lue  like  a  dream  when  the  old  church  bells  arc  ringing.— C'Ao. 


Just  to  Show  There's  No  Ill-Feeling. 

Copyright,  1»92,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Mu.'ic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  ndilress,  po.<>^paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Songs  fur  Une  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Welinian,  l.to  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.    I'osliige  Slumps  taken  sunie  as  cut>li  fur  ull  our  goods. 


Words  and  llu.-<ic  by  Joseph  Hart. 


A  friend  of  mine  said  let  us  go  see  tlie  play. 

Just  to  show  there  was  no  ill-feeling; 
When  we  got  to  the  theatre  for  tickets  I  paid, 

Just  to  show  there  was  no  ill-feeling. 
We  had  just  eaten  supper,  a  ''  table  de  iiotc," 
When  the  first  act  was  over  lie  was  handed  a  note. 
Then  he  borrowed  a  flver  and  my  overcoat, 

Just  to  show  there  was  no  ill-feeling. 

One  niglit  I  escorted  a  young  lady  home. 

Just  to  siiow  there  was  no  ill-feeling; 
Then  we  stood  in  the  hall  in  the  dark  all  alone, 

Just  to  show  there  was  no  ill-feeling. 
Then  she  kissed  me  good-nit^ht,  and  slie  said,  rail  again. 
When  I  got  just  outside  it  was  pouring  down  rain. 
And  I  found  site  had  borrowed  my  gold  watch  and  chain. 

Just  to  show  there  was  uo  ill-feeling. 

One  night  a  policeman  looked  at  me  quite  black, 

Just  to  show  there  was  no  ill-feeling; 
Then  he  hit  lue  a  crack  with  his  club  on  my  back. 

Just  to  show  there  was  uo  ill-feeling. 
Then  he  said:  "  My  young  man  you  now  seem  quite  con 
To  live  here  in  the  street  and  to  never  piiy  rent. 
And  he  said,  "come  with  me,"  and,  of  course,  then  I  went, 

Just  to  show  there  was  uo  ill-feeling. 

Grover  f'levcland  called  Frankie  his  treasure,  his  pearl, 

Just  to  show  there  was  no  ill-feeling; 
And  together  they  talked  to  their  sweet  baby  girl. 

Just  to  show  there  was  no  ill-feeling. 
Grover  now  is  as  happy,  as  happy  can  be. 
And  he  takes  little  Itnth  and  sits  her  on  his  knee, 
Then  he  tells  her  some  day  she  will  wed  bat^  McKce, 

Just  to  show  there  was  no  ill-feeling. 


tent 


— The  only  ^vay  capital  can  increa.se  is  by  saving.  If  yo\i  spend 
as  much  as  you  get,  you  will  never  be  richer  than  you  are.  It  is 
not  what  a  man  gets,  out  what  he  saves,  that  constitutes  his  wealth. 


IN    HAPPY    MOMENTS. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l)e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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In  happy  moments,  day  by  day,  the  sands  of  life  may  pass 
In  swift  but  tranquil  tide  away,  for  lime's  unerring  glass. 
Yet  hopes  wc  used  as  bright  to  det^m  remembrance  will  recall. 
Whose  pure  and  whose  nnfading  beam  is  dearer  than  them  all; 
Whose  pure  and  wiiose  unfading  beam  is  dearer  than  them  all. 

Tho'  anxious  eyes  upon  ns  gaze,  and  hearts  with  fondness  beat. 
Whose  smile  upon  each  feature  plays  with  truthfulness  replete, 
Some  thoughts  none  other  can  replace,  rememhniure  will  recall. 
Which  in  the  flight  of  years  we  trace  is  dearer  than  them  all; 
Which  in  the  flight  of  years  we  trace  is  dearer  than  them  all. 


MY     BABY     LOVE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  WUlis  Woodward  A  Co. 


The  Wnnls  ami  Music  of  this  Rong  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

C'-iiH,  or  (his  and  any  two  other  Songs  (or  One  Dollar.by  il.  J.  ^^ehlnan,  ISO  Paik 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aacash  (or  all  our  goods. 


W^ords  and  Music  by  The  Wesleyi.    (Florence,  Teddy  and  Neil.) 


My  love  is  my  baby,  so  winsome  and  fair. 
With  soft,  curling  ringlets  of  silken  light  hair. 
And  eyes  that  in  color  will  vie  with  the  hue 
Of  fleecy-light  clouds  In  the  brightest  of  blue; 
Oh,  darling,  oh,  loved  one,  with  dear  dimpled  face. 
Your  maiiinia  will  hold  you  In  loving  embrace. 
And  safe  <;uard  your  life  from  all  sorrow  and  pain. 
And  sing  to  yon  softly  the  tender  refrain, 
My  baby,  my  darling,  I'm  with  you  again. 

Rkfbain. 

Sinking  a  lullaby,  my  little  love. 

The  angels  will  loin  me  in  songs  from  above; 

And  softly  I'll  sing  you  the  tender  refrain. 

My  baby,  my  darling,  I'm  with  you  again. 

Lullaby,  lullaby,  one  I  love  best, 

May  my  simple  lullaby  bring  you  sweet  rest. 

My  love  is  my  baby,  so  bonnie  and  wnt. 

My  loved  one  la  always  so  loving  and  sweet; 

My  own  little  lassie  I  treasure  your  smile; 

My  eves  shall  be  lighted  with  love  all  the  while; 

Oh,  darling,  oh,  loved  one,  I'm  watching  o'er  yon; 

I'll  guard  your  young  life,  oh,  so  precious  and  true; 

I'll  Kiss  y(m,  I'll  love  you  while  my  life  remain. 

And  sing  to  you  softly  the  tender  refrain. 

My  baby,  my  darling,  I'm  with  you  again.— i^^roin. 


THE  GALLANT  KNIGHTS  OF  OLD. 


Copyright,  lg»l,  by  Chas.  F.  Pidgin. 
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Words  by  Cluia  F.  Pidgin.    Music  by  Fred  A.  Jewell. 

To-morrow  mom  I  give  my  hand  to  one  I  ne'er  can  love; 

A  grandee  prond,  none  in  the  land  can  hold  their  heads  above; 

He's  rich  in  land,  he's  rich  in  gold,  but  still  it  is  a  shame 

To  link  my  youth  with  one  so  old,  though  with  an  honored  name; 

To  link  my  youth  with  one  so  old,  though  with  an  honored  name. 

The  gallant  knights  of  old,  who  wore  the  plumed  casque. 

They  would  not  see  a  maiden  sold,  did  wealth  her  parents  ask; 

They  love  of  woman  iilace<l  far  'hove  the  reach  of  gold; 

The  charms  that  lovely  woman  graced  l>elonged  auto  Uie  bold; 

The  charms  that  lovely  woman  graced  belonged  unto  the  bold. 

But  fam'ly  ties,  they  all  tell  me,  must  conquer  thoughts  of  love; 
My  heart  may  l>renl<,  but  I  must  l>c  just  like  a  turtle  dove. 
I'll  marry  him,  this  aged  man,  but  in  my  heart  I'll  keep 
A  corner  pure,  which  Cupid  can  flii<l  entrance  to  and  sleep; 
A  corner  pure,  which  Cupid  can  find  entrance  to  and  sleep. 
The  ^nllaut  knigiits  of  old,  etc. 

This  grandee  old  will  droop  some  day  beneath  increasing  yean; 
But  when  he's  gone  Til  find  a  way  to  stop  my  falling  tears; 
A  widow  young  I  tlieu  shall  be,  possessed  of  name  and  gold. 
If  suitors  conic,  they  can't  wed  me,  unless  they're  knights  of  old; 
If  suitors  come,  tliey  can't  wed  me,  unless  they're  knights  of  old. 
The  gallant  kuights  of  old,  etc. 

Kay,  do  not  think  I've  heartless  grown,  and  mean  my  husband  ill; 
But  when  to  gold  a  heart  is  tlirown,  that  heart  mast  die  or  kill. 
The  price  is  paid,  my  heart  mutt  die,  my  life  must  be  a  blank; 
With  one  I  loved  I'd  gladly  fly,  forsake  both  gold  and  rank; 
With  one  I  loved  I'd  gladly  fly,  forsake  both  gold  and  rank. 
The  gallant  knights  of  old,  etc. 


<  »  » 


— Fight  your  troubles  one  at  a  time, 
and  the  others  will  run. 


Knock  down  the  first  one 


— It  is  said  of  a  Canadian  mother  who  died  the  other  day:  "  She 
was  a  true  wife,  a  fond  mother,  and  so  managed  affairs  as  to  marry 
oiT  her  nine  girls  before  any  other  female  in  the  neighborhood 
could  even  get  a  beau."         :■•.■',..■'.-■■■■:■:■.:■:■.■::'':■:■.-•-:■■,. 
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SELDEN'S  NEW  CUCKOO'S  CALL. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  WUlig  Woodwai-d  &  Co. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  lliia  Sonc:  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  ortblsand  any  two utiier  Souks  for  Une  Dollar,  by  ii.  J.  welinian,  i;iO  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    I'ustaKe  Stamps  taken  aauieascasU  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  EMward  Selden. 


OhI  the  cuckoo  to  his  mate  is  ewcelly  calling, 

While  the  little  stars  BbiDe  far  above; 
And  the  inoon)>cnms  iu  tlie  vale  are  softly  falling, 

While  I  linger  here  to  meet  my  love; 
Nature  never  made  a  place  more  fairer. 

Crystal  waters  ever  come  iiud  go; 
And  perfume  of  tliy  flowers  is  rich  and  rarer. 

Music  of  tlic  birds  so  soft  and  low; 
So,  on  a  night  like  this,  I  pause  with  longing 

For  a  sound  that's  dearer  far  than  all; 
A  song  that  dies  away  at  break  of  moruiug. 

Ana  I  know  it  is  tlte  cuckoo's  call. 

IlEFItAIN. 

Cuckoo,  Cuckoo;  don't  yon  hear  the  cuckoo's  call? 
Ouckoo,  Cuckoo,  hear  the  laughiug  waters  fall; 
Cuckoo,  Cuckoo,  moonbeams  shining  over  all; 
Wlicu  1  linger  liere,  with  no  one  near, 
I  always  hear  the  cuckoo's  call. 

Oh,  'tis  here  my  little  darling  always  greets  me 

When  the  birds  and  bloBsoins  are  asleep; 
And  with  fond  embrace  the  little  charmer  greets  me 

When  there's  nobody  around  to  peep; 
When  she  laughs  the  valley  rings  with  gladness; 

8he  is  all  that's  known  as  good  aud  deur; 
And  when  she  speaks  she  drives  away  all  sadness, 

Bids  begone  all  trouble  and  all  fear; 
So,  hand-in-haud  we  wander  here  together, 

'Neath  the  maple  trees  so  grand  and  tall; 
Or  pause  to  listen  down  amongst  tlie  heather. 

When  we're  welcomed  by  tlie  Cuckoo's  c&ll.— Be/rain. 


A  Little  Bird  Whispered  to  Me. 


Copyrltflit,  IdW),  i>v  The  Jolin  Church  Co.     Used  by  permission, 
uf  this  Song  can  be  procured  from  any  mu>>ic-deaJvr. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music 
Price  10  cents. 


Words  and  Music  by  John  D.  Gilbert. 


Willie  reading  a  book  in  a  hammock  I  lay, 

A  little  lilrd  whispered  to  me; 
Of  peculiar  people  and  tilings  of  the  day, 

Tliis  little  bird  wlilspered  to  me. 
Of  the  freaks  of  the  times,  now  between  me  and  you, 
He  whispered  some  things,  and  I  find  they  are  true; 
Of  young  men  and  women  and  old  people,  too, 

This  little  bird  whispered  to  me. 

CVOBUS. 

Tattle  tale,  tattle  tale,  fly  away  home,  do  not  believe  all  you  hear; 

Dou't  listou  to  tattle  or  scandalous  prattle,  but  just  put  a  cork  iu  your  ear. 

The  American  girl  is  the  leader  of  all, 
This  little  bird  whispered  to  me; 
:    Wliether  met  at  a  picnic,  a  party,  or  ball. 
This  little  bird  whispered  to  me. 
In  England,  all  fcir  the  dear  Yankee  girl's  sake. 
The  lords  and  the  dukes  give  their  own  girls  the  shake, 
.  And  wlieii  she  comes  back  she  has  hold  of  the  cake. 

This  little  bird  whispered  to  me.— CAo/'«». 

"Elevate  the  dramas,"  the  cry  of  the  day, 

This  little  bird  whispered  to  me; 
The  more  elevation  the  more  stay  away. 

This  little  bird  whisi)ered  to  me. 
Society  says  we  should  turn  o'er  a  new  page. 
And  yet  deai  society's  own  latest  rage. 
Is  to  light  with  their  husbands  aud  go  on  the  stage,  . 

This  little  bird  whispered  to  me. —  Chorus. 

May  wliiskey  be  sent  from  one  state  to  another. 

This  little  bird  whispered  to  me; 
May  we  bar  out  the  gooas  that  are  sold  by  our  brother. 

This  little  bird  whispered  to  me.  « 

■.     May  a  state  shut  its  doors 'gainst  society's  foe, 
The  wise  men  are  trying  to  have  it  just  so; 
If  they  do.  the  original  package  must  go, 

This  little  biriT whispered  to  me.— C'Aoru«. 

Our  etatesroanship  lately  has  had  good  effect. 

This  little  bird  whispered  to  me; 
We  have  certain  rights  that  John  Bull  must  respect, 

This  little  bird  whispered  to  me. 
We  get  what  we  want  aud  we  dou't  bluff  or  gas; 
We  warn  him  he  must  not  steal  seals  and  give  sass, 
Just  keep  out  of  trouble  and  keep  off  the  grass, 

This  little  bird  whispered  to  me.— CA^-u.!r. 


Oliver  Cromwell  usually  said  tbe  following  grace  before  meals: 
"  Some  people  Lave  food  but  no  appetite;  others  have  au  appetite 
but  no  food.     I  have  both.     The  Lord  be  praised." 

He  Had  Her  There. — Mrs.  Brown:  "  I  made  that  chalk-liue  on 
the  floor  to  see  if  you  had  been  drinking  again,  and  I  find  that  you 
have."  Mr,  Brown:  "Pshaw!  What's  that  prove?  Don't  you 
know  that  a  woman  can't  make  a  straight  line." 


THE    TRYST. 

Copyright,  18«1,  by  WUUs  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Wordc  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  by  Jessie  Villars.    Composed  by  Waldten  Pegg.      ■"    '  ■.'"r' 

Tiie  bright  moon  flings  her  beams  across  the  bay,  the  stars  are  peeping  one  by  one, 
And  waiting  by  tlie  trystiug-path;  I  wonder  will  my  darling  come; 
The  night  vvind  low  is  eighiug  thro'  the  tree  a  plaintive,  mournful  lay. 
The  silv'ry  wavelets  lap  the  pebbly  beach,  flowing  on  for  aye; 
The  silv'ry  wavelets  lap  the  pebbly  beach,  flowing  on  for  aye. 

Flow  on,  O  silv'ry  waves;  flow  on  foreverraore;  ^.,  ^ 

-      .    Tides  will  ebb  and  flow  e'eu  wheu  life  is  o'er; 
•■  Boses  may  bloom  aud  fade,  stars  may  cease  to  shiue,  ^  "    .    .  .  -. 

But,  0,  thou  silv'ry  waves  flow  on  thro'  all  time. 

She's  coming  now;  lier  step  is  like  the  fawn;  her  white  dress  flitting  thro'  the 
I  hear  a  fragment  of  an  old,  old  song,  borue  upon  the  breeze;  [trees; 

Her  soft,  white  liaud  is  clasped  within  mine  own,  we  wander  by  the  shore; 
To  the  wild  waves'  music  lovers  true  may  hear  when  we  are  no  more; 
To  the  wild  waves'  music  lovers  true  may  Jiear  when  we  are  uo  more. 

Flow  on,  O  silv'ry  waves;  flow  on  forevermore; 
Tides  will  el)b  and  flow  e'en  when  life  is  o'er; 
■    Roses  may  bloom  aud  fade,  stars  may  cease  to  shine, 
.   .      '   But,  O,  thou  silv'ry  waves  flow  on  through  all  time; 
But,  O,  thou  silv'ry  waves  flow  on  through  all  time. 


LOVE'S      CHANGELESS     CHIMES. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  WiUis  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sunt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  recel|>t  of  40 
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Pi^etry  by  Samuel  K.  Cowan,  M.A.    Music  by  Peivy  O.  Mocatto. 


Sometimes  I  ask  no  more  tlian  this. 

No  more  tlian  this— that  love's  old  rhymes 
May  somelinies  wake  a  vanished  bliss. 

Or  dry  a  jtassiiig  tear  sometimes; 
I  know  not  if  thou  heuresl  now 

Those  by-gone  rhymes  of  woe  and  bliss; 
Yet  1  still  hear  sometimes;  dost  thou^ 
Yet  I  still  hear  sometimes;  dost  thout 

I  ask  no  answer,  dear,  but  this: 

I  ask  no  answer,  dear,  but  this— 
"  It  may  be  so;  I  hardly  know; 

So  long  ago;  such  foolish  rliymee; 
They  come  and  go;  1  iiardly  know; 

An  old  stray  rliyme,  perchance,  sometimes." 

What  brings  them  back,  those  bjr-gone  rhymes? 

Why  slumbers  not  the  post  at  rest? 
When  hearts  are  parted,  why,  sometimes. 

Come  those  old  strains  to  vex  thy  breast? 
Ah,  lieart,  dear  heart,  though  fur  or  near, 

"j'is  love  tliat  rings  his  changeless  chimes; 
Still,  still  the  same,  though  hearts  may  hear 

Forever,  dear;   or,  dear,  sometimes. 

In  glory  there,  in  echoes  here. 
Love  rings,  on  high,  his  golden  chimes; 

Forever  there  where  souls  are  uear 
Love  rings  his  golden,  chaugelese  chimes. 


MOTHER     IS     WAITING     THE 
WANDERER^S    RETURN. 

Copyright,  181(8,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  liall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  |)iMrt-(>oid,  on  lereiiit  uf  <9 
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Words  by  Webster  C.  Fulton.    Music  by  Julian  Jordan. 


In  a  neat  little  cottage,  half  liid  by  June  flowers. 

Dwelt  a  maiden,  the  i)ride  of  each  loviug  heart  then"; 
Strewn  with  roses  her  pathway,  all  golden  her  hours. 

Like  a  bright  cloudless  day,  was  In-r  heart  free  from  care. 
But  one  day  came  the  tempter,  a  spell  he  threw  'round  her. 

Her  home,  friends  and  all,  site  at  length  cost  away, 
'Till  heart-broken  and  wretched,  misfortune  now  found  her. 

Sadly  wrecked  seemed  this  young  life,  forever  aud  aye. 

Refrain. 

Dearest  and  Ijest  is  the  wayward  one  straying, 
Niglitly  for  her  doth  the  guiding  light  burn; 

Iu  the  dear,  dear  old  home,  ever  watching  and  praying; 
A  mother  is  waiting  the  wanderer's  return. 

Waiting,  waiting,  patiently  waiting, 
Waiting  the  wanderer's  return. 

Then  one  dark,  dreary  night,  when  asleep  the  great  city. 

This  weary  one  wandered,  grim  death  by  her  side; 
With  no  one  to  cheer  her,  alas!  none  to  pity, 

Aud  she  thought  to  find  rest  in  the  swift  flowing  tide. 
Then  her  footsteps  grew  slower,  she  saw  as  a  vision, 

The  home  of  her  childhood,  her  mother  at  prayer; 
Like  a  flood  came  repentance,  with  hope  came  decision. 

For  she  knew  that  forgiveness  awaited  her  there.— if ^ratn. 
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When  the  Corn  Is  Waving,  Annie  Dear. 


I  The  Word!  and  Music  of  tlila  Sonir  will  be  tent  to  any  address,  poat -paid,  on  receipt  of 
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Kow,  New  York  City,    fostatce  Stamp*  taken  same  ascasli  (or  all  our  good*. 
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When  the  corn  is  waving,  Annie  ileur,  oh  I  meet  me  by  the  sllle, 
To  liear  tby  Kcutlc  voice  again,  iind  greet  thy  winning  eiuile; 
Tlie  moon  will  be  at  full,  love,  the  stars  will  brightly  gleam; 
Ob!  come,  my  queen  of  uigUt,  love,  uud  grace  the  beauteous  scene. 

Cuonrs. 
The  com  Is  waving,  Annie  dear,  oh!  meet  me  by  the  slile. 
To  hear  thy  gentle  voice  again,  and  greet  tby  winning  emile. 

When  the  corn  id  waving,  Annie  dear,  oiir  tales  of  love  we'll  tell. 

Beside  the  genilo  flowing  stream,  that  both  our  lieuris  know  well; 

Where  wild  flowerf,  in  their  beauty,  will  sceut  tlie  evening  biee/.e; 

Oltl  haste,  the  eiars  are  peeping,  and  the  muou's  behind  tUo  Itcvs.—  C hvrut. 


DARLINg    MINNIE    LEE. 

I  Tl»«  Wordu  and  Music  of  this  Sour  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tlil8  and  any  tno  ntliir  Souk-'  lor  Uiie  Uollur,  by  H.  J.  Weliinuii,  IS<^  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    l'w>ta^e  htanip:*  taken  ounie  as  cu>li  for  all  our  Koodit. 


Where  the  violets  are  blooming,  siniling  in  the  gentle  breez*>. 
And  the  zephyrs  slug  sweet  carols,  as  they  flit  among  the  trees; 
Where  the  merry  eoujjsters  warble  from  the  moru  (ill  shades  of  night. 
There  we  laid  our  dariiug  Minnie,  evemiorc  from  mortal  sight. 

CuORtTS. 

Where  the  merry  songsters  wnrble,  from  the  morn  till  shadis  of  night. 
There  we  laid  our  darling  Miuuie,  evermore  from  moiial  eight. 

Death  has  robbed  us  of  our  treasure,  and  the  angels  have  her  now, 

Wliere  no  shade  of  puiu  or  soriow  comes  to  cloud  our  darling's  brow; 

O'er  her  grave  the  liirds  are  sliijjing,  in  the  snulight,  sweet  and  free; 

But  tbey  cauuoC  bring  our  loved  one  back  to  us,  sweet  Minnie  Lee.— CAorw. 


Silver  Threads  among  the  G-old. 

I  The  Words  and  Mu!*ic  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  nny  addre^^n,  pont-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

oents;  or  this  ami  auy  twoother  Sonits  for  One  liullur,  b)  II.  J.  Welinian,  130  I'ark 

Row,  New  York  City.     I'odtHKe  tituiiips  taken  itaiiie  as  vusli  for  all  our  (foods. 


Darling,  I  am  growing  old,  hilvt-r  threads  among  the  gold 

Sliine  upon  my  brow  to-day;  life  is  fading  fast  away; 

But,  my  darliiig,  you  w  ill  l>e,  will  be  always  young  and  fair  to  me— 

Yes!  my  dariiug,  you  will  be  always  young  and  fair  to  mc. 

Cuoncs. 
Darling.  I  am  growing  old,  silver  threads  among  the  gold 
bhiue  upon  my  brow  to-day;  life  is  fading  fast  away. 

When  Tonr  hair  is  silver  w  hite,  and  your  cheeks  no  longer  bright. 
With  tlie  ro«>e8  of  the  .May,  I  will  kiss  your  lips,  and  say. 
Oh:  my  darling,  n.ine  aioue,  alone,  you  have  never  older  grown— 
Yes!  my  darling,  mine  alone,  you  have  never  older  grown.— t7(0i/-iM. 

Love  can  never  more  grow  old,  locks  may  lose  their  brown  and  gold; 
Cheeks  may  tade  and  hoUuw  grow,  but  the  hearts  that  love  will  know 
Never,  never  winter's  frost  and  chili,  summer  warmth  is  in  them  Miil  — 
Never  winter's  frost  and  chill,  summer  warmth  is  in  theia  still.— t/to/'«x. 

Love  is  always  young  and  fair;  what  to  us  is  silver  hair. 
Faded  cheeks,  or  eteps  grow  n  alow,  to  the  heart  that  beats  l>elow  ; 
8iuce  I  kissed  you  mine  alone,  alone,  you  have  never  older  grown  — 
Since  I  kissed  you  mine  alouc,  yoU  have  never  older  grown. — t'/ioruit. 


WE    MET-TWAS    IN    A    CROWD. 

I  Tbe  Words  and  Music  of  thisSontr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  40 
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We  met— 'twas  in  a  crowd — and  I  thought  he  would  shun  mc; 
He  came— F  coaldnot  bieathe;  for  his  eye  was  upon  me; 
I  Kiioke— his  words  were  cold,  and  his  smile  was  unaltered, 
I  knew  how  much  he  felt,  fur  his  deep-toned  voice  faltered. 
I  wore  my  bridal  robe,  and  1  rivaled  its  whiteness; 
Itriulitgems  were  in  niy  hair;  how  I  hated  their  brightness; 
He  called  me  by  name— as  the  bride  of  another— 
Oh,  thou  hast  been  the  cause  of  this  anguish,  my  mother. 

And  once  again  we  met— and  a  fair  girl  was  near  him; 
He  fmiled  and  whiapered  low,  as  1  once  used  to  hear  him; 
.She  leaned  upon  his  arm— once  'twas  mine,  and  mine  only — 
I  wept — for  1  deserved  to  feel  wretched  and  lonely. 
And  she  will  be  his  bride;  at  the  alLar  he'll  give  her 
The  love  that  was  too  pure  for  a  heartless  deceiver. 
The  world  may  think  me  gay,  for  my  feelings  I  smotlier — 
Oh,  thou  hast  been  the  cause  of  this  anguish,  my  mother. 

And  now,  although  he's  given  those  vows  to  another. 
His  heart  will  be  mine,  still  will  throb  for  no  other; 
And  she  who  hung  upon  his  arm,  which  was  mine  and  mine  only. 
For  him  has  no  charms;  he'll  be  wretched  and  lonely- 
Farewell  to  thee— whom  this  heart  only  cherished; 
Oh,  say  you  forgive  ere  I  lay  down  and  perish; 
When  you  pause  o'er  my  grave- and  your  feelings  you  smother — 
Forgive,  as  1  uow  do;  oh,  forgive  my  poor  mother. 


— Trials  never  weakeu  u.s.    Tliey  otily  sliow  us  that  we  are  weak. 


LOVE    IS   A    MIST. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Page  &  Norman. 
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Foem  and  Melody  by  Bert  C.  Norman.     Airantred  by  Kul>ert  Bloom. 

Love  is  a  mi<it  that's  encircled  iis  all 

At  some  happy  time  in  our  life; 
Ah,  Puradibe  is  where  Its  devott^es  all  dwell, 

Far  distant  from  dread  care  and  strife. 
A  maiden  so  fair,  with  blue  eyes  and  brown  hair,  -'..,' 

Attracts  a  sweetheart  to  her  side; 
Then  it  will  not  be  long,  amid  kisses  and  son^, 

Until  he  proudly  makes  her  his  bride.    For — 

Kefrain. 
Love  is  a  mist,  aye,  a  Wautifnl  mist. 

That  hides  every  fault  from  the  glance; 
And  those  who  have  known  it  all  say  with  a  sigh 

That  it  seems  like  a  heavenly  tiaiice— seems  like  a  heavenly  trance. 

But  soon  the  scene  changes,  the  sunshine  is  gone, 

A  serpent  in  Kden  is  found; 
Dread  jealousy  euters  the  once  pleasant  home. 

And  the  picture  is  dashed  to  the  ground.     FoT~Jie/ruin. 
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WOULD    I    WERE    WITH    THEE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pos^paid,  on  receiptor 
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Would  I  were  with  thee  every  day  and  hour. 

Which  now  I  puss  80  sadly  far  from  thee; 
Would  that  my  fnrni  possessed  the  maple  power 

To  follow  where  my  heavy  heart  would  be — 
Whate'er  thy  lot  o'er  land  o'er  sea. 
Would  I  were  w  ilh  thee  eternally. 

Would  I  %vere  with  thee,  when  the  world  forgetting. 

Thy  weary  lluibs  upon  the  turf  are  thrown; 
While  bright  and  red  our  evening  sun  is  setting. 

And  all  thy  thoughts  belong  to  heaven  aloue — 
While  hiippy  dreams  thy  thoughts  employ. 
Would  1  we're  with  thee  in  thy  joy. 

Would  I  were  with  thee,  when  no  longer  feigning 

Tlie  hurried  laugh  that  stifles  back  a  sigh; 
When  thy  young  lip  pours  forth  its  sweet  complaining. 

And  tears  have  (pienched  the  light  within  thiue  eye- 
When  all  seems  dark  and  sad  below. 
Would  I  were  with  thee  in  thy  woe. 

Would  I  were  with  thee  when  the  day  is  breaking,       . 

And  when  the  moon  has  lit  the  lonely  sea. 
Or  when  in  crowds  some  careless  note  awakiiug 

Sj>eak8  to  thy  heart  in  menlory  of  me — 
In  jov  or  pain,  by  sea  or  shore. 
Would  1  were  with  thee  evermore. 


A    SONG-    OF    PEACE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  .Julian  Jordan. 
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Is  It  fancy,  or  what  is  It,  thrills 

My  soul  as  I  listen  a  straiuf 
A  strain  of  martial  music. 

And  I  think  of  tlie  old  days  again. 
"Columbia,  the  gem  of  tlie  ocean!  " 

•'  Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white  and  blue!  " 
As  I  list  to  the  strain  so  enchanting. 

Old  fires  are  rekindled  anew. 
I  sec  a  long  line  of  brave  soldiers. 

Caps  are  waving,  or  thrown  high  in  nir. 
For  the  cause  that  is  dear  will  they  snITer, 

Aye,  for  it  e'en  death  w  ill  they  dare; 
For  the  cause  tliat  is  dear  will  they  stiller. 

Aye,  for  It  e'eu  death  will  they  dare. 

le  it  fancy,  or  what  is  it,  thrills 

Again  as  I  listen  a  strain? 
A  strain  of  niarlial  music. 

And  I  think  of  the  old  times  again; 
And  brave  men  liave  inarched  to  its  measure, 

'Twas  lieard  'fore  the  cannon's  loud  roar. 
Oh,  think  of  the  heroes  now  sleeping. 

Who'll  wake  at  the  old  strain  no  more. 
I  see  a  Hue  of  brave  soldiers,  etc. 

The  strife  is  o'er  and  peace  broods  o'er  the  land; 
Then,  as  of  old,  united  let  us  stand. 
The  flag  our  fathers  gave  us  to  defend; 
L'txin  it  e'er  may  heaven  its  blessing  send; 
Oh,  may  it  wave  in  trlnniph  o'er  us  evermore. 
The  strife  is  o'er;  let  i)eiiy  strivings  cease; 
United  let  us  sing  the  song  of  peace, 
Bememb'ring  only  those  who  bravely  fell. 
Who  wore  tbe  blue,  who  wore  the  gray  as  well, 
Their  names  will  live  in  memory  forevermore; 
The  strife  is  o'er;  then  let  us  sing 
Tbe  glorious  song  of  peace. 


;■,  i'  . 
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Little  Robin,  Tell  Kitty  I'm  Coming. 

The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  iO 

ceniK;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonRs  for  Uue  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Welinian,I30  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Fustage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Little  Robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming;  yes,  tell  her  to  meet  me  for  sure; 
Oh!  say  I'll  await  in  tlie  glouiniug,  with  love  ever  constant  and  pure; 
How  briglit  is  the  bloom  of  the  flowers,  bedecking  the  sweet  new-mown  liayf 
While  up  in  the  blue  beaveu'e  bowers  rings  sweetly  the  nightingale's  lay. 

Cbobub. 

Then  Robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming;  yes,  tell  her  to  meet  me  for  sure; 
Oh  I  say  I'll  await  in  the  gloaming,  with  love  ever  constant  and  pure. 

Little  Robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming,  with  fondest  of  hopes  in  my  heart, 

ril  wait  whei-e  the  brooklet  is  running— then  fly,  birdie;   quickly  depart; 

I'll  be  at  tlie  foot  of  the  meadow,  a-down  in  the  shady  green  dell, 

And  there  iu  the  oak's  spreading  shadows, our  love  for  each  other  we'll  tell.—  ( '  ho. 

^  Little  Robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coining  to  meet  her  the  same  as  of  yore, 
J  Tlie  old  love  is  still  purely  burning — there's  none  I  so  fondly  adore; 
'  Then  go,  prettv  bird,  with  your  message;  don't  tarry  so  long  iu  the  air. 
But  fly,  dOQ't  delay  ou  your  passage,  and  tell  her  be  sure  to  Be  there.—  C'A(»*i/.«. 


NORA    MoSHANE. 

The  Woi-ds  and  Mu.«lc  of  this  Sons  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  ivooipl  of 
cents;  ur  this  and  any  two  other  SonRS  far  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  >\ehiiiaii,  Via  I'aik 
Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sauie  as  cosh  for  all  our  Kuuds. 

I've  left  Ballyraornach  a  long  way  behind  nic; 

To  better  my  fortune  I've  croseed  the  big  sea; 
But  I'm  sadly  alone,  not  a  creature  to  mind  ine,  ' 

.    And  faith  I'm  as  wretched  as  wreiclied  can  be. 
I  think  of  the  buttermilk,  fresh  as  the  daisy, 

Tlie  beautiful  hills  and  the  em-irald  plain, 
And,  oh!  don't  I  oftentimes  thinit  myself  crazy 

Al>out  that  young  black-eyed  ro^^ue,  Norah  :McShaue. 

I  sigh  for  the  turf  pile  so  cheerfully  burning,  '■   ■ 

When  barefoot  I  trudged  it  from  toiliug  afar, 
When  1  tOHsed  in  the  light  the  thirteen  I'd  beun  earning. 

And  whistled  the  tune  of  "  Eriu-go-Brugli." 
In  truth,  I  believe  that  I'm  half  broken-hearted; 

To  my  country  and  love  I  must  ^et  back  u^'aiu, 
For  I've  never  been  happy  at  all  since  1  uaried 

From  sweet  Ballymornach  and  Nora  McSliaue. 

Oh  I  there's  sometliing  so  dear  in  the  cot  I  was  horn  in, 

Tho'  the  walls  are  of  mud,  and  the  roof  is  but  thatch; 
Dow  familiar  the  grunt  of  the  pigs  in  the  morning. 

What  music  iu  lifting  the  rusty  old  latch. 
'Tis  true  I'd  uo  money,  but  then  I'd  no  sorrow; 

My  pockets  were  light,  but  my  heart  had  no  paiu; 
And  if  I  but  live  till  the  suu  shines  to-morrow, 

I'll  be  off  to  old  Eriu  and  Norah  McShane. 


4(1 


^  S  » 


Sunday  Night,  When  the  Parlor's  Full. 


Copyright,  1877,  by  E.  H.  Itantini;. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  adtlresi.  iiost-nald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Une  Dolliir.  by  II.  J.  Wehiiian,  13U  I'uik 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  asoash  for  all  our  Koods. 


Words  by  Edward  Harridan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 


My  Jolianna  lives  up  iu  Harlem, 

tiuiiday  night,  boys,  sure  I  go  there; 
Three  long  years  her  I've  been  a-courting. 

She's  a  beauty  beyond  compare; 
There's  a  kitclien,  bedroom  and  parlor. 

Piano  to  push  and  pull; 
Tliey  throw  me  out  in  the  hallway, 

Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full. 

CaoBus. 

There's  a  kitchen,  bedroom  and  parlor,  a  piano  to  push  and  pull. 

They  stand  me  out  into  the  hallway,  Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full. 

Hy  Johanna  is  always  singin' 

"Hold  the  Fort,  for  I'm  left  behind"; 
'*  Eitleen  Alianiia  went  on  a  picnic," 

"  For  Heaven's  sake  uow  pull  down  the  blind! " 
Pat  Murphy  gives  recitations 
1  On  the  taking  of  iSebaetopol; 

^  Tliey  set  me  on  the  refrigerator, 

)  Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full. 

\  Chorus. 

)  There's  Dan  Bums,  the  gladiator;  Dionysius  Carahull, 

^  Making  love  to  sweet  Johanna,  Sunday  night,  whin  the  parlor's  full. 

I  went  and  spoke  to  Johanna's  mother, 

Said  her  daughter  had  shaken  me; 
Then  her  mother  condescended 

To  throw  me  into  the  street,  you  see;  •  , 

Then  Johanna  shouted  "Papa!" 

He  fell  upon  me  like  a  bull; 
I'll  keep  away  from  sweet  Johanna, 

Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full. 

Chorus. 

There's  Syd  Welsh,  the  whiskey  brewer,  in  Tammany  Hall,  boys,  he  has  a  pull. 
Making  love  to  sweet  Johanna,  Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full. 


THE    G-OOD    RHINE    WINE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  povt-pald,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonprs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

How,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  oar  ko'>''s- 

Pour  out  the  Rhine  Whine!  let  it  flow 

Like  a  free  and  gushing  river 
'Till  sadness  sinks  and  every  woe 

Lies  drowned  beneath  its  waves  foreverl 
For  naught  can  cheer  the  hearts  that  pine 
Like  a  deep,  deep  draught  of  tlie  good  Rhine  Wine! 
Like  a  deep,  deep  draught  of  the  good  Rhine  Wine! 

Pour  out  the  Rhine  Wine  ever  morel 

Let  the  goblet  ne'er  be  tiring! 
The  poet's  song  and  the  sage's  lore. 

And  the  patriot's  lofty  soul  inspiring. 
For  an  offering,  meet  at  Freedom's  shrine, 
In  a  deep,  deep  draught  of  the  good  Rhiue  Wine! 
In  a  deep,  deep  draught  of  the  good  Rhine  WiueJ 

Pour  out  the  Rhine  Wine!  when  each  hand 

Doth  grasp  a  brimming  measure. 
The  pledge  shall  be:  Our  Fatherlaitd, 

And  Fieedom,  Friendship.  Love  and  Pleasure! 
Then:  Hurrah  for  the  land  of  the  purple  vine. 
And  a  deep,  deep  draught  of  the  good  Rhine  Wine! 
And  a  deep,  deep  draught  of  the  good  Khin«  Wine! 


THE    SAILOR'S    G-RAVE. 

Send  for  Free  Cutalogue  of  Sonsr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  BooUo,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Trick  Books,  Kecitalion  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Son(;  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Auiust^- 

iiieut,  etc.,  to  iieury  J.  Wehmoii,  130  Park  Kuw,  New  York. 

Our  bark  was  far,  fur  from  the  land. 

When  the  fairest  of  our  gallant  band 

Grew  deadly  pale,  and  weaned  away, 

.  Like  the  twilight  of  an  Autumn-day; 

We  had  watched  him  through  long  liours  of  paiu; 
Our  cares  were  great,  our  hopes  iu  vain; 
Death's  siroke  he  gave  no  coward's  alarm; 
But  he  smiled  and  died  in  his  messmate's  arms. 

We  had  uo  costly  winding-sheet; 

We  placed  two  round-shots  at  his  feet; 

He  lays  in  his  hammock  as  snug  and  as  sound 

As  a  king  in  his  long  shroud,  marble-bound; 

We  proudly  decked  his  funeral  vest 

With  the  Starry  Flag  upon  his  breast; 

We  gave  him  this  as  a  badge  of  the  brave. 

And  then  he  was  flt  for  a  sailor's  grave. 

Our  voices  broke,  and  hearts  turned  weak; 
Oft  tears  were  seen  on  the  brownest  cheek; 
The  quiver  played  on  the  lips  of  pride. 
As  we  lowered  him  down  ttie  ship's  dark  side; 
Tlien  a  splash  and  a  plunge  and  our  task  was  o'er. 
And  the  billows  rolled  as  they  rolled  l)eforc. 
And  many  wild  prayers  hallow'd  the  waves. 
And  he  sank  beneath  a  sailor's  grave. 


I    *  »» 


Where  There's  a  Will  There's  a  Way. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poatuaid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 

This  life  is  but  a  diflicnlt  riddle, 

For  how  many  i)eople  we  see  "^ 

.        With  faces  as  long  as  a  fiddle, 

That  ought  to  look  shining  with  glee  I 
I  am  sure,  in  this  world  there  are  plenty 

or  good  things  enough  for  us  all. 
And  yet  there's  not  one  out  of  twenty 

But  thinks  that  liis  share  is  too  smaU. 


Chorus. 
Then  what  is  the  use  of  repining?  for  where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way, 
he  sun  may  be  shining,  although  it  is  cloudy  to-day. 


And  to-morrow  the 


Did  yon  never  hear  tell  of  the  sjiider 

That  tried  up  the  wall  hard  to  climbf 
If  not,  just  take  that  as  a  guider— 

You'll  find  it  will  serve  you  iu  time; 
I«iue  times  it  tried  hard  to  be  mounting. 

And  every  time  it  stuck  fast. 
But  it  tried  haid  again,  without  counting. 

And,  of  course,  it  succeeded  at  last.— t' Aon/*. 

Some  grumble  because  they're  not  married. 

And  cannot  procure  a  good  wife. 
Whilst  others  they  wish  they  had  tarried. 

And  long  for  a  bachelor's  life.  • 

To  me  it  is  very  bewilderin'; 

Some  grumble,  it  must  be  in  fun. 
Because  they  have  too  many  children. 

And  others  I)ecau6e  they  have  none.— CAotk*. 

Do  yon  think  that  by  sitting  and  sighing 

You'll  ever  obtain  what  you  waulf 
It's  cowards  alone  that  are  crying. 

And  foolishly  saying,  "I  can't!" 
It's  only  by  plodding  and  striving 

And  laboring  up  the  steep  hill 
Of  life,  and  you'll  ever  be  thriving. 

Which  you'll  do,  if  you've  only  the  will.- CAorw*. 


MfiM 
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No"w  I  Lay  Me  Down  to  Sleep. 

The  Worda  and  Munfc  of  thia  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  aiUreaa,  poat-nalil ,  on  receipt  of  <0 
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Now  I  lay  mo  ilown  to  sleep,  aud  the  blue  eyes,  dark  ami  deep. 

Let  tlieir  snowy  ciirtuiUH  down,  ed^jed  with  frinRes  golden  brown; 

All  day  long  the  au^cla  fair  I've  been  watchini;  over  there; 

Heaven's  not  fur,  'lis  just  in  sight;   now  they're  calling'  ine,  },'ood-ni>;ht! 

Kiee  ine,  luother,  do  uot  weep;  now  I  lay  lue  down  to  sleep. 

CUORUS. 

Over  there,  jnet  over  there,  I  shall  say  my  morning  prayer; 
Kiss  me,  mother;  do  not  weep;  now  I  luy  me  down  to  sleep. 

Taneled  ringlets'  all  smooth  now,  looped  back  from  the  waxen  brow; 
Little  iiands  so  dimpled  wliite,  clus;>ed  together,  cold  to-ui^hr. 
Where  ihe  mossy,  daisied  eod  brou>!ht  sweet  messages  from  t;o«l; 
Two  pale  lijw  with  kisses  pressed,  there  we  left  her  to  her  rest, 
Aud  the  dews  of  evening  weep  where  wu  laid  her  down  to  sleep. 

Cuonu?. 

Over  there,  just  over  there,  list  the  angels'  morning  prayer! 
Li:^piugs  low  through  fancy  creep,  now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep. 


PUSH     DEM     CLOUDS     AWAY. 

O.pyrijflit,  1(W2,  liy  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Ejitered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  I»n>lun. 


The  Worda  and  Muale  of  thi*  Bohk  will  be  sent  to  any  addrera.  poxt  i>aUI,  on  r>ri-rl|it  of  40 
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Words  and  MiibIo  by  Percy  Gaunt. 


A 


I 


If  you  want  to  git  to  heaven  on  de  uickle-plated  ri>ad. 

Just  push  dt'in  clouds  away; 
Bring  along  all  ycr  baggage  and  check  it  to  de  Lord, 

When  you  push  dem  clouds  away; 
If  de  train  aui  a-speediu'  an'  you  can't  cuttrh  on. 

When  you  putili  dem  clouds  away; 
You're  a  coon  dut'e  gone,  and  wuss  dau  uone. 

When  you  push  dem  clouds  away. 

Chorum. 
Just  push!   Don't  shovel 

Just  push  dem  clouds  away  I 
Keep  a-piishiu'  an'  a-sliovin'  au'  a-pushln'  nn'  a-shovln' 

'Till  you  push  dem  clouds  away.     [  W'/ihflt .] 

Oh,  de  chickens  up  dere  don't  have  to  scnilch. 

When  you  push  dem  clouds  away; 
All  green  and  yaller  is  dat  watermillion  patcli. 

When  you  push  dem  clouds  away. 
If  de  people  am  a-yellin'  for  pie  aud  milk. 

Just  pusli  dem  clouds  away; 
I>e  angels  dere  all  dress  in  silk. 

When  you  push  dem  clouda  away,—  Chorus. 

There'll  be  no  boys  n-piilHn'  cigarettes, 

When  you  push  tleiii  clouds  away; 
They'll  all  have  w  iiigs,  tlioKe  niainmy's  little  pets, 

When  you  pusli  dem  clouds  away; 
Old  (Gabriel's  horn  « ill  toot  and  rour. 

When  you  push  dem  clouds  away; 
There'll  be  no  dudes  around  the  stage-door. 

When  you  push  dem  clouds  away.— C'Aorw*. 


SURE,    MIKE. 

Written  Biid  Compdf'ed  by  Chan.  Hofy,  nml  Sun(f  by  Iloejr  A  nnly, 
Lniteh  ojid  Irish  CumuUiaus. 

!  Send  for  Free  Cataloifue  <.f  Sontr  Booko,  Letti-r  Writers,  f>ri-nni  Honks,  Kortiin.- Tilli  is, 
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I  lueut,  ete.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  IM  t'ark  Kuw,  New  Yui  k. 

)  Wherever  yon  go  on  the  Street  nowadays, 

I  'i'ou'll  hear  tlii.-«  expression,  sure,  Mike! 

<  Eucli  inun  and  each  woman,  and  child  when  be  plays, 

1  All  know  tlii.-i  new  by-word,  sure,  Mike! 

]  If  you  a^k  your  best  girl  will  she  go  to  a  ball, 

{  Or'oii  a  nice  evening,  to  go  for  a  stroll; 

Just  ask  an  old  ''  rounder  "  will  he  take  a  bull; 
He'll  answer  you  quickly,  sure,  Miket 

Chorus. 
Positive,  Michael  is  always  around. 
Wherever  you  look  he  is  sure  to  l)e  found; 
Just  go  to  a  hop  or  a  picnic  at  night. 
You're  bouud  for  to  hear  this  new  saying— sure,  Mikel 

I've  been  courting  a  dampel  for  nigh  on  two  yearn; 

I  love  her,  I  do;  sure,  Mike! 
I  proposed  to  her,  and  she  burst  into  tears; 

She  grablj«-d  me  ami  answered,  sure,  Mikr! 
To  hear  such  good  news  she  hud  waited  so  long. 
She  said,  "  A^ik  my  pa  can  I  go  right  along." 
1  itsked,  and  he  kicked  me  aud  said,  "  You  Ix-couel  " 

Aiid  I  plaiiiiively  answered,  sure,  Mike! -67/WU4-. 

Since  tliis  phrase  has  come  out  I  am  ucarly  insane; 

At  night  in  my  dreams  I  see  Mike; 
Whenever  I  hear  it,  I'm  always  in  paiu; 

I'o  use  such  a  name  isn't  right. 
Poor  Mike— how  lie  suffers  there's  no  one  can  tell; 
I'd  end  all  his  misery  if  1  knew  where  he  dwelt; 
I'd  poison  this  fellow,  and  8eii<)  biin  to  h 

Aud  then  put  au  cud  to  sure,  Mike!— C'A(/ru«. 


THE    FARMER^S    DAUG-HTER. 

The  Words  and  Musieof  this  Sonir  will  be  aent  to  any  address,  pontpald,  on  receipt  of  i 
cents;  orthisandanytwootlier  Soiifrs  forOneI>oIlar,  by  II.  J.  Vvelir 


llow.  New  York  City. 


imaii,  ISO  l'i<rk 
Postage  Stainpe  taken  same  ascash  fur  all  our  kuihIk. 


I  once  did  know  a  farmer,  a  good  aud  faithful  soul. 
Who  used  to  work  upon  his  farin  arouud  his  cottage  home; 
He  had  an  only  daughter,  and  to  win  her  I  did  try. 
And  wlieu  I  ueked  him  for  her  band,  this  was  his  reply: 

Cuonue. 
Treat  my  danghtcr  kindly,  aud  say  you'll  do  no  harm. 
And  when  I  die  I  will  leave  to  you  mv  little  slock  and  farm; 
My  house,  my  home,  my  sheep,  my  plough,  horses,  stock  and  barn. 
And  all  those  little  chickens  iu  the  gitrdeu. 

Now  1  own  I  love  that  voung  girl,  and  dearly  she  loved  me, 

1  used  to  go  round  her  Lome  her  smiling  face  to  see; 

To  watch  and  milk  her  father's  cows,  while  she  was  watching  iiie, 

Aud  many  a  driuk  of  milk  I  got  before  I  left  tlie  barn.— C'A&rtM. 

Now  the  old  man  has  con?ente<l,  and  married  we  will  be; 
We  will  own  that  little  farm  ourselves,  and  live  in  harmony; 
And  try  to  keep  the  promise  that  the  old  man  asked  of  me: 
Was  to  use  her  aa  his  only  child,  and  treat  her  kiudly.— 6'/to»*M». 


When  the  Flowers  Fall  Asleep. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sour  will  be  sent  to  any  adilreso,  post-paid,  on  i-eeei|.t  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  elinian,  l:tii  raik 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I*ostat;e  Stamps  taken  suinc  us  cuah  foi-  all  our  Ki>od.-<. 

Where  the  water  lilies  grow,  and  the  zephvrs  gently  blow; 

Where  the  waters  softly  flow,  meet  me,  darling  Annie. 
When  the  whip-poor-will  doth  call,  and  the  dewdrope  softly  fi»ll. 

While  the  moon  shines  over  all,  kiss  me,  darliu>;  Auuic. 

Cuorus. 

When  the  flowers  fall  asleep,  and  the  moon  shines  o'er  the  deep. 
Tell  me  I  your  heart  may  keep,  theu,  my  darling  Aunie. 

Hearken  to  the  turtle  dove,  cooing  from  bis  nest  aJxove, 

LiBt'jiiiig  to  the  taks  of  love  whispered  unto  Aunie. 
How  he  envies  me  Ihe  bliss,  pressing  such  a  form  as  this, 

Uow  he  wishes  he  might  kiss  your  sweet  lips,  my  Aunie.- CVtoru^. 

White  the  little  stars  do  shine,  place  your  snowv  haml  In  mine, 
Whisj)ering  softly,  "I'll  l>e  thine,"  uow,  my  darling  Annie. 

P'roin  the  clouds  the  moonbeams  break,  showeiiug  silver  o'er  the  lake, 
Lisl'uiug  to  the  vows  I  lake  from  you,  darliug  Auuic.- CAc/u^. 


I  Have  Recalled  Those  Angry  Words 

Copyright,  1891,  by  I.  IVngcr. 

Tlie  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  8onp  will  tw  aent  to  any  address,  imst-paM, oh  rcc*l|.»  of  iO  ! 
cents;  or  tills  uini  any  two  otlit-r  SonttM  lor  One  l)ollar,liy  11.  J.  Weiiniun,  i:w  i'uiU 
Kow,  New  Vork  City.     I'oslnge  Stamps  taken  same  us  cash  Cur  ail  unrKutnls.  < 
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Words  aud  Music  by  J.  W.  Wood. 


I  have  recalled  those  angry  words— oh  I  my  love,  come  buck  again; 
Tiiie  to  thee  I'll  l>e  forever,  do  not  let  me  plead  in  vain; 
We  shall  never  more  be  jiarted  if  your  heart  to  ine  Ui  Inie. 
Ilanish  every  care  aud  sorrow,  for  1  love  noue  eUte  but  you. 

Chorus. 
I  have  recalled  those  angry  words— oh  1  my  darling,  come  again; 
True  to  thee  I'll  be  forever,  do  uot  let  me  plead  in  vain. 

I  have  recalte<l  tliose  angry  words— to  your  heart  take  me  once  more; 
'J'ell  ine,  k)ve,  am  I  forgiven?  Tell  me  is  my  sorrow  o'eif 
Oil!  how  long  the  day  seems  coming  when  your  face  again  I'll  see. 
And  that  hour  will  be  so  bwcet,  love,  wl»eu  you're  coming  back  to  iiie.- 


(Jhorut. 


I  have  lecalk-d  those  angry  words— bitter  words  to  yon,  I  know; 

When  you  left  n>e.  love,  in  silence;  wheu  I  told  yon,  love,  to  go. 

Let  the  past  be  all  a  dream,  love,  that  for  me  you  will  forget; 

Aud  forgive  those  woaIb  of  anger,  leil  me,  dear,  you  tove  me  yet—  Chorttt. 


\ 


*  >» 


COME,    BIRDIE,    COME. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  flonp:  will  1k"  sent  »o  any  address,  p<is»-pnkl.  on  n-eefpt  of  10 

eent»;  or  this  an<l  any  twootliir  Koinfs  for  One  I'ollar,  by  11.  J.  U  oilman,  130  I 'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    FosUiKe  Stamps  taken  same  us  ciisii  for  all  our  t(«u<ls. 

r.cautiful  bird  of  Spring  has  come,  seeking  a  place  to  build  his  home. 
Warbling  hissotig  so  light  and  free,  beantiful  bird,  come  live  with  me. 
(Jonie  live  with  me;  you  shall  be  free,  if  you  will  come  and  live  with  nie. 
Come  live  with  me,  you  shall  Xm  free;  beautiful  binl,  como  live  with  im;. 
I'm  all  alone;  come  live  with  me,  come  live  with  me. 

Chorus. 

("ome,  blrdlc,  come  live  with  me;  we  will  be  happy,  light  and  free; 

You  shall  be  all  the  world  to  me;  come,  birdie,  come  and  live  with  toe. 

Ye  little  birds  that  sit  and  sing,  many  a  thought  of  loved  ones  bring. 

Hovering  around  your  tiny  nest,  calling  your  lovetl  ones  home  to  rest. 

•  Hi!  happy  bird,  no  thought  of  care,  no  aching  heart,  no  grief  to  bear. 

Over  the  laud,  over  the  sea,  come  change  your  home  and  live  with  me. 

Come  change  your  home,  uo  more  to  roam;  come  change  your  home.— C'Aoru*. 

liirdie,  what  makes  you  fly  away  when  I  come  near  yon?  tell  me,  pray; 
ill  not  deceive  you;  you  are  free  if  you  should  come  and  live  with  me. 
Now,  birdie,  fly,  fast  to  tl.e  sky,  to  your  sweet  home,  for  night  is  nigh; 
And  when  the  sun  shines  o'er  the  lea,  bring  thy  sweet  mate  and  live  with  me. 
Theu  we  will  sing,  daylight  to  bring;  tl»eu  we  will  sing.- 67M>r«#.  '     .i.; 
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LITTLE    BRIGHT    EYES. 

Copyright,  1S98.  by  WUIls  Woodwai-d  &  Co.     Entered  at  Stationer*'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Miulc  of  this  Songr  will  t>^  8ent  to  any  address,  pos^patd,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  8ouk»  for  One  DoUur,  by  H.  J.  \\ehnian,  1»0  I'aik 

How,  New  York  City,    fostatie  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Agnes  Clayton. 

Oh,  come,  little  darling,  now  Isy  in  my  arms;  now  come,  little  darling,  don't  cry; 
The  moon  is  a-beamiug  out  from  the  aliy,  I'll  eing  you  a  uweet  lulluby; 
Your  niauinia  she  told  me  to  watch  over  vou,  she  told  me  to  not  let  you  weep; 
So  come  now,  my  darling,  my  own  little  dear,  and  I  will  rock  you  to  sleep. 

Chorus. 
Little  bright  eyes  now  go  to  sleep. 
Little  bright  eyes  now  do  not  weep; 
For  mamma  will  come  when  the  aavlight  is  dawning, 
Little  bright  eyes  I'll  watch  you  'till  morning. 

Tonr  papa  and  mamma  have  gone  to  a  ball,  to  watch  the  departing  old  year; 
They  ten  you  witb  me  to  keep  you  from  harm,  so  hush,  little  buby,  don't  fear; 
So  now  close  those  eyes,  those  little  bright  eyes,  and  nestle  up  close  to  my  brtact. 
Now  put  up  your  lips  and  give  one  little  kiss,  Iheu  I  will  rock  you  to  sleep. —  t'/io. 


MARY    ANN    McaUIRE. 

Copyright,  18»2,  by  WUlls  Woodward  *  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

'  The  Words  and  Music  of  tlils  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  uost-paiil,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  l)ne  Dollar,  by  If.  J.  Weliniun.130  I'ark 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamp!*  taken  same  us  oanh  for  all  uur  gouUs. 

Words  and  Music  by  Bobby  Mack. 


I' 


A  little  Irish  maiden,  with  hair  of  golden  hue, 

A  little  blue-eyed  darling  was  always  kind  and  true; 

We  loved  each  other  dearly,  to  her  1  gave  my  heart, 

But  by  a  brothers  treachery  caused  my  love  and  I  to  part. 

It  wasn't  that  he  loved  her,  but  hated  me,  his  brother. 

And  forged  ray  name  to  a  letter,  saying,  "I  loved  another"; 

That  broke  her  loving  heart,  for  she  tho't  our  love  in  vaiu; 

One  day  I  got  a  message,  saying,  we  ne'er  meet  again. 

Chorus. 

Mary  Ann  McGuire  was  the  girl  that  won  my  heart; 
Mary  Ann  McGuire,  it  was  cruel  for  ue  to  part; 
I  loved  her  fond  and  true,  to  marry  her  was  my  desire, 
That  little  Irish  lady,  roguish  Srlary  Ann  McGuire. 

Both  day  and  night  I  wandered,  my  heart  was  sore  and  sad. 

The  mystery  of  lier  message  it  nearly  drove  me  mad; 

At  last  I  learned  the  trutli  at  my  brother  Tom's  deatli-bed. 

He  told  me  how  he  wronged  us,  and  "  Forgive  nie.  Jack,"  lie  said; 

Forgive  is  always  just,  and  forget  I  will  endeavor; 

The  wound  he  placed  within  ray  heart  will  linger  there  forever; 

I  went  to  see  my  love,  but,  alas!  it  was  in  vaiu. 

She,  loo,  was  dead  and  passed  away,  in  Heaven  we'll  meet  agaiu.— rAw'/.«. 


^  »  » 


They  Deny  Me  When  They're  Men. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  J.  R.  Bell. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  adilress,  post-poUl,  on  recfl|.t  of  <0 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Uue  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Weliman,  13J  I'urk 

Row,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 


Words  and  Music  by  Barney  MuUelly. 


t 

if 


It  was  the  time  of  frost  and  enow,  when  tlic  stormy  winds  did  blow, 

I  took  the  train  one  moruing  to  the  town; 
I  was  going  to  see  my  boys  through  sorrow  and  tlirough  joyn. 

For  two  of  them  had  risen  to  renown. 
But  Tom,  our  youngest  child,  had  grown  quite  rough  and  wild; 

Yet  a  picture  of  the  happy  past  I  drew 
When  my  dear  old  wife  and  1  answered  every  baby  cry. 

And  fondled  them  as  all  kind  parents  do. 

Chorus. 

In  my  fancy  I  can  see  our  darlings  dear  to  me. 
And  hear  those  baby  voices  as  they've  been,  . 

And  after  niany  years  my  old  eyes  fill  with  tears. 
To  thinlt  that  they  deny  me  when  they're  men. 

I  was  going  to  John  and  Joe,  for  they  were  my  oldest  two; 

The  home  I  sold  to  start  them  both  in  life; 
And  I  thought  that  they'd  be  glad  to  see  their  poor  old  dad. 

Or  say  a  loving  word  for  you,  dear  wife. 
But  sorry,  I  must  say,  when  I  reached  their  place  that  day. 

As  I  walked  in  they  me  met  with  a  frown, 
And  they  neither  cared  to  speak— said,  "  What  made  yoii  call  this  week; 

Next  week  we  would  be  glad  if  you"d  call  down."  -Chorus. 

With  heavy  heart  and  weary  feet  I  trudged  along  the  street; 

At  some  lodging  I  could  stay,  as  cash  I  had; 
When  our  Tom  I  did  espy  and  I  fried  to  pass  him  by, 

I  thought  he  too  would  like  to  shun  his  dad. 
But  when  I  was  most  by,  his  voice  ran^  loud  and  higli, 

"  Whjr,  bless  me,  there's  my  father,  dear  to  me; 
And  a  picture  I  have  sold  for  twice  its  weight  in  gold, 

Fetch  mother  in,  I'll  share  it  all  witli  tue«." 

Chorus. 

And  thus  spoke  our  wayward  Tom,  wliom  we  never  helped  along. 

And  who  we  left  In  this  wide  world  to  roam; 
Then  after  many  years  be  bids  me  dry  my  tears. 

And  says,  "  For  you  and  mother  I've  a  home." 


THE     POTATOES     THEY     GROW 
SMALL    OVER    THERE. 

Copyright.  I«71,  by  White,  Smith  &  I'enj. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hongs  fur  Une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  W  ehniau,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Arranged  by  Harry  Birch. 

Oh  I  potatoes  they  grow  small  over  there; 
Oh!  potatoes  they  grow  small  over  there; 
Obi  potatoes  they  grow  small,  'cause  they  plant  'em  iu  the  fall. 
And  then  eats  'em  tops  and  all,  over  there. 

Oh!  the  candles  they  are  small  over  there; 
Oh!  the  candies  they  were  small  over  there; 
OhI  the  candies  they  were  small,  for  they  dips  'em  lean  and  tall, 
And  then  burns  'em  sticks  and  all,  over  there. 

Ob!  I  wish  I  was  a  geese,  all  forlorn; 
Oh!  I  wish  I  was  a  geese,  ail  forlorn; 
Uhl  I  wish  1  was  a  geese,  'cause  they  lives  and  dies  in  peace. 
And  accumulates  much  grease  eating  corn. 

,. ■     OhI  they  had  a  nice  clam  pie  over  there; 
Obi  they  had  a  nice  clam  pie  over  there; 
OhI  thev  had  a  nice  clam  pie,  and  the  crust  was  made  of  rye. 
You  mast  eat  it  or  must  die,  over  there. 


THE    OLD    MAN    DREAMS. 

Copyright,  18««,  by  Mrs.  J.  P.  Webster. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid. on  receipt  of  10  / 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Uoilar,  by  il.  J.  Weliman,  130  Park        ^ 

Kow,  New  York  City.    PostageStampstakeii  sameascaslifor  all  ourgoods.  ( 

Wordsby  O.  M.  Bailard.    Music  by  J.  P.  Webster. 


I'm  dreaming  a  dream,  this  afternoon,  of  days  accounted  olden. 
When  laughter  played  a  silver  harp,  aud  youthful  smiles  were  golden. 

Chorus. 

I'm  dreaming  a  dream  of  the  olden  time. 
When  life  was  smooth  as  the  poet's  rhyme. 
When  ray  feet  were  bare  and  my  cheeks  were  brown, 
And  my  heart  was  light  as  the  £ider  down. 

I'm  dreaming  again,  this  evening  time,  of  her  whose  love  grew  stronger— 
We're  walking  uown  the  homestead  lane,  while  evening  shades  grow  longer. 

Chorus. 
My  daughters  I  see,  aud  my  little  boys— 
Those  pledges  of  love  that  crown'd  my  joys; 
Aud  the  babe  comes,  too,  aud  we  all  now  meet, 
And  we  kiss  them  oft— oil!  my  dreams  are  sweet. 

I'm  dreaming  no  more,  this  lone  midnight,  for  footsteps  give  me  warning. 
That  soon  I'll  hear  the  striuglatch  raise,  and  angels  say,  "  Good  moruing." 

Chorus. 

I'm  dreaming  no  more  on  this  lone  midnight. 
For  the  embers  give  but  a  feeble  light. 
And  I  hear  a  step  in  the  outer  halls- 
Good  night,  good  night,  for  the  angel  calls. 


COME  INTO  THE  GARDEN,  MAUD. 

Tlio  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address, post-paid, un  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Smigs  for  One  Dollar,  by  il.  J.  Weliman,  130  Park 

Kow.New  York  City,    iostage  Stamps  takeiisanie  oscaah  forallour  goods. 

Come  into  the  garden,  Maud, 

For  the  black  bat,  night,  has  flown;    . 
Come  into  the  garden,  Maud, 

I  am  here  at  the  gate  alone; 
And  the  woodbine  spices  are  wafted  abroad, 

And  the  musk  of  the  roses  blown, 
For  a  breeze  of  the  rooming  moves, 

And  the  planet  of  love  is  on  high, 
Beginning  to  faint  in  the  light  she  loves. 

On  a  bed  of  daflfMlill  sky; 
To  faint  in  the  liglit  of  the  sun  that  she  loves. 

To  faint  in  the  light  and  to  die. 
Come  into  the  garden,  Maud; 

I  am  here  at  the  gate  alone; 
I  am  here  at  the  gate  alone; 

I  am  here  at  the  gate  alone. 

Queen  of  the  rosebud,  garden  of  girls. 

Come  hither,  the  dances  are  done; 
In  gloss  of  satin  and  glimmer  of  |>earl8, 

Queen,  lilv  and  rose  iu  one; 
Shine  out,  little  head,  running  over  with  curls. 

To  the  flowers,  and  be  their  sun; 

Shine  out,  shine  out,  and  be  llieir  sun; 
Come  Into  the  garden,  Maud, 

For  the  black  hat,  night,  has  flown; 
She  is  coming,  my  own,  my  sweet — 

Were  it  ever  so  airy  a  thread. 
My  heart  would  hear  it,  and  beat, 

were  it  earth  in  an  earthly  bed. 
Come,  my  own,  my  sweet;  come,  my  own  Mand,  , 

I  am  here  at  the  gate  alone.  '  : ' .: 
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THOU    CAN'ST    NOT    FORGET. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

^e  Worda  and  Music  of  this  8ofi(?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
centHi  or  this  and  any  two  other  Solids  far  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^\  ehniaii,  IS'   "" 


ttow.  New  York  City. 


,  ISO  Paik 
Fustage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 


WordsbyAnon.    Music  by  J.  J.  Nolan.    ^ 

Thon  can'Bt  not  forget  me,  for  memory  will  fling 

Her  light  o'er  oblivion's  darli  sea; 
And  wherever  thou  roameat,  a  something  will  cling 

To  that  bosom  that  w  hispers  of  me. 
Though  the  chords  of  thy  spirit  I  never  may  sweep. 

Of  my  touch  they'll  retain  a  soft  thrill; 
Like  the  low  undertone  of  the  murmuring  deep. 

When  the  wind  that  assails  it  is  still. 

CUOBUS. 

Thon  cau'st  not  forget  me,  for  memory  will  fling 

Her  light  o'er  oblivion's  darli  sea; 
And  wherever  thou  roanicst,  a  something  will  cling 

To  thy  bosom  that  wliispers  of  me. 

The  love  that  is  kept  iu  the  beauty  of  trust 

Cannot  pass  like  the  foam  from  the  sea; 
Or  a  mark  that  the  finger  hath  made  in  the  dust    ; 

When  'tis  swept  by  the  breath  of  the  breeze. 
They  tell  me,  my  love,  thou  wilt  calmly  resign, 

Yet  I  ever,  while  listeiiiug  to  them. 
Shall  sigh  for  the  heart  that  was  linked  unto  mine. 

As  a  roeebud  is  linked  to  its  stem.— CAorws. 

Thou  can'st  not  forget  me,  the  passion  that  dwelt 

In  thy  bosom  will  sluml)eriug  lie; 
In  the  memory  of  all  thou  hast  murmured  and  said. 

The  thought  of  me  never  will  die. 
Thou  mayest  turn  to  another  and  wish  to  forget. 

But  the  wish  will  not  bring  the  repose; 
For,  oh!  thou  wilt  find  that  the  thorns  of  regret 

Were  but  hid  by  the  leaves  of  the  loae.—  Cfiorus. 


■o  t^ 


RELATIONS. 

Cop3rriKbt,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 

The  Words  and  Musicof  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  U.  J.  Wehraan,  ISO  I'ark 

Ko  w.  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  (or  all  our  goods. 


Written  by  Walk  Pink.    Composed  by  Fred  Eplett 


Relations  are  many,  relations  are  nice, 

Relations  are  pleasant  I've  found  once  or  twice; 

Itelationship'B  always  supposed  to  be  fixed 

By  law,  but  in  this  little  song  it  gets  mixed. 

When  only  a  lad,  father  buys  you  a  hat, 

Your  very  first  bowler,  you're  so  proud  of  that, 

But,  playing  some  fool's  trick,  your  hat's  jumped  apon; 

You  Bnif'iing  go  home,  with  its  beauty  all  gone. 

Chobcs. 
Who  smilingly  says  it's  a  thing  vou  can't  help?  your  mother. 
Who'll  kiss  you  and  coax  you  till  you  cease  to  yelpf  your  mother. 
She  will  say  never  mind,  it's  a  boy's  silly  trick; 
Strokes  your  poor  head,  saying,  get  to  bed  quick; 
But  who  strokes  your  back  with  a  big  walking  stickr  your  great  strong  father. 

Relations  may  vary— some  distant,  some  near; 

Relations  to  live  with  are  oftentimes  queer. 

But  if  you're  a  young  fellow  and  live  with  your  dad. 

Your  mother  and  sister,  that  is  not  half  bad. 

Where,  strange  to  say,  some  other  young  fellow  is  found; 

Though  not  a  relation,  he  keeps  calling  'round. 

You  can't  understand  why  such  thiugs  he  should  do, 

Still  he  explains  this  way,  he's  so  fond  of  you. 

Chorus. 
He's  80  very  kind,  all  the  neighbors  think  he's  your  brother— 
In  fact,  he  himself  says  he'd  much  like  to  be  your  brother; 
Each  time  he  calls  around  he  will  greet  you  with  glee; 
So  pleased  to  see  you  old  fellow,  says  he; 
But  who  does  he  really  call  round  there  to  see?  why,  your  flue,  fat  sister. 

Relations  are  useful,  their  tact  you  admire— 

Tliat  is,  if  a  ten  dollar  bill  you  require; 

You  write  to  your  father,  he  strictly  says  no; 

Your  brother  emphatically  says  it  also. 

When  father  ana  brother  both  firmly  decline 

To  lend  you  the  money,  you  do  not  repine. 

But  straight  for  ten  dollars  you  write  to  your  aunt,  ' 

Then  auntie  replies  and  informs  you  she  can't. 

Chorus. 
Then  you're  done  for;  yon  tho't  you  could  always  depend  on  auntie; 
She  now  absolutely  refuses  to  lend,  does  auntie; 
Yon  think  and  you  ponder  on  ways  known  to  men, 
To  another  relation  you  go  now  and  then. 
You  put  down  your  watch  and  you  soon  get  the  ten  from  your  good  old  uncle. 

Relations  are  awkward  sometimes  in  this  life,    .,    " 
More  often  than  not  in  the  case  of  a  wife; 
You  live  just  as  happy  as  did  Jack  and  Jill, 
Till  you  see  some  dear  girl  you  love  far  better  still. 
For  walks  with  this  damsel  you  frequently  go,  : 

But  do  you  inform  her  you're  married;  oh!  no! 
To  tell  her  you're  married  would  upset  the  lot, 
r  J  Though  thousands  of  times  you  will  wish  you  were  not. 

Chobitb. 
Yon  kiss  her,  and  tell  her  you're  sorry  she's  not  your  wife; 
Of  course,  you  don't  tell  her  you've  already  got  a  wife; 
But  your  wife's  brother  comes  on  the  scene  and  says.  Sir,     •  ,     . 
Who  is  this  ladyf  you  don't  make  a  stir; 
You  tarn  round  to  him,  and  you  introduce  her  as  your  good  old  cousin. 


FRIENDS    OF    OTHER   DAYS. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co .    Entered  at  Stattoaers'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Julian  Jordan. 


To  the  friends  of  other  days  often  mem 'ry  turns; 

For  the  friends  of  other  days  how  tlie  heart  e'er  yearns; 

Friends  we  loved  in  childhood's  happy  time,  friends  of  oar  yoath's  bright  day; 

Oft  ye  come  in  fancy's  dream,  though  so  far  away! 

Oft,  oft  ye  come  in  fancy's  dream,  though  BO  far  away! 

In  this  changing,  fleeting  life,  in  this  world  of  pain. 

Though  we  meet  not  in  the  strife,  nevermore  again  I  ■  ,- 

Unforgotteu  are  the  friends  of  yore,  long,  long  as  mem'ry  stays; '  ,  ■.■,■.;■. ' 

In  my  heart  a  place  you'll  hokJ,  friends  of  other  days;  ,-■ 

Here  in  my  heart  a  place  you'll  bold,  friends  of  other  days!            '  •  >'  " 

Unforgotteu  through  the  drift  of  years,  friends  of  other  days!  '   .' ,   -; 


■  ^  >* 


DREAM     VOICES. 

CopjTight,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  | 
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Written  by  Norton  Atkins.    Composed  by  Felix  HcQlennon. 


In  the  tender  gloaming,  when  the  lights  are  low. 
Hear  the  sweet  bells  pealing,  'mid  the  twilight  gray; 

Come  the  old-time  memories  from  the  long  ago, 
Voices  that  from  dreamland  echo  on  for  aye. 

Chorus. 
Sweet  dream  voices  from  the  far  away, 
Sweetdreamvoicesat  the  close  of  day;    "     ' 
In  my  heart  they're  ringing,  tender  soft  and  low,    - 
Bringing  back  the  memories  of  the  long  ago. 

Floating  'mid  the  shadows,  with  an  old  refrain 
From  the  land  of  memory,  at  the  close  of  day ; 

While  the  echoes  quiver,  half  with  joy,  half  pain. 
Bringing  only  memories  death  can  take  away.— CAortw. 


IT    DON'T    BELONG    TO    ME. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  White,  Smith  A  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  40  / 
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By  Dan  iiewis.  I 

When  I  was  but  a  little  boy  I  need  to  go  to  school-  -  /     / 

There  I  was  80  very  good,  some  said  I  was  a  fool ;  ;       > 

But  yet  I  never  claimed  a  thing  that  didn't  belong  to  me,  f 

I  always  was  as  honest  and  as  truthful  as  could  be.  .              r 

The  other  day,  as  I  walked  out,  by  a  policeman  I  was  stopped;  S 
He  said,  "  Young  man,  this  purse  of  gold  now  from  your  pocket  dropped,"        I 

But  as  I  never  carried  one,  and  had  but  little  coin,  f 

As  an  honest  boy  I  did  reply,  "The  purse  it  is  not  mine."  ; 

Chorus.  } 

It  don't  belong  to  me,  it  don't  belong  to  me,  ( 

I  always  was  an  honest  boj',  as  truthful  as  could  be,  S 

And  never  yet  have  claimed  a  thing  that  didn't  belong  to  me,  l 
For  I  was  always  honest  and  as  truthful  as  could  l>e. 

My  wsiges  being  very  small,  I  live  in  humble  style, 

But  with  the  girls  I  lardy  dah,  among  the  great  and  fine; 

1  tell  them  almost  everything,  for  I've  got  lots  of  cheek. 

But  little  they  knew  I  do  the  swell  upon  five  dollars  a  week. 

The  other  day  I  bought  a  herring,  Lplaced  it  in  my  hat, 

I  saw  a  lady  come  down  the  street,  I  knew  she'd  stop  to  chat; 

My  hat  blew  off,  the  herring  fell  out,  the  street  boys  laughed  with  glee, 

But  when  they  brought  it  back  I  said,  it  don't  belong  to  me.—  Vhorue. 

I  occupy  a  front  room  in  a  house  in  Camden  town, 

And  in  the  back  there  lives  a  girl,  a  Miss  Jemima  Brown;  -. 

Whene'er  I  chance  to  epeak  to  her  or  pass  the  time  of  day,  -J 

Or  do  a  little  gossip  in  a  friendly  kind  of  way —  "-   ' 

The  other  night  w  hen  I  came  home,  oh,  what  a  dreadful  scone,  .'      "-: 

The  landlord,  rushing  after  me,  says,  "Dan,  what  does  this  lueanf 
Miss  Brown  has  gone  and  left  behind  that  infant,  as  you  see." 
Says  I,  "  'Tie  quite  surprising,  but  it  don't  l>elong  to  uie."— CAo»*m«. 


— An  amusing  story  is  told  concerning  tbe  Rev.  Dr.  Backus,  Ibe 
first  president  of  Hamilton  College.  Before  he  went  to  Clinton  he 
was  settled  at  Betiilehem,  Conn.,  where  his  salary  was  fixed  at 
"$200  and  his  fire-wood."  During  one  very  cold  winter  his 
wood-pile  became  exhausted,  and  he  bought  a  cord  of  a  neighbor, 
wlio,  while  praising  his  wood  enthusiastically,  delivered  a  cord  of 
unsplit  white  birch.  Of  course,  after  the  bark  had  sputtered 
furiously  and  burned  out,  the  birch  itself  would  bum  no  more 
than  so  much  iron.  The  good  doctor  rushed  away  to  the  sly 
neighbor.  "I  want  twenty  cords  more  of  that  wood,"  he  said. 
"Twenty  cords,  doctor!  What  can  you  do  with  so  much?" 
"  Smother  the  flames  of  hell;  that's  all  it's  good  for! " 


;.«^;;5fi.- 
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Memories  of  the  Old  Homestead. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Frank  Hordtntr. 
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Written  and  Conii>osod  by  Anthony  J.  Gray. 


I  8it  to-night  in  iilent  thought,  and  think  of  days  gone  by, 
I  can  picture  our  old  horaeeiead  as  it  stool  'iiilil  tluids  of  rye. 
A  brother  and  a  Bister  dear,  a  father  old  and  tiray. 
Sweet  memory  briugs  me  bacl(  to  wbeu  I  beard  luy  mother  say: 

Chorus. 

Good-night,  good-night,  sleep  well  my  darling; 

Mother  will  watch  uud  pray  that  uo  harm  befall  thee. 

Good-uight,  gootl-nigbt,  sleep  well,  my  treasure; 

Good-night,  buby ..darling,  good-uight,  good-uight,  sleep  well,  sweet  one. 

Thongh  far  away  'mid  strangers  now,  In  foreign  lands  I  roam, 
I  hare  still  the  recoilectiou  of  my  boyhooil's  happy  home. 
The  lessons  that  |>o<>r  father  taught  when  doue  ullli  chililish  play. 
Wbeu  tired  out,  my  mother  she  iu  acccuis  soft  would  »dy:—C ftorus. 

The  village  church  where  oft  I've  walked  upon  a  Sabbath  morn. 

And  listeued  to  those  joyous  bells  that  echoed  through  tbe  corn, 

Aud  in  the  still  of  eveuiidc  to  God  above  1  bow, 

Aud  listened  to  my  mother's  words  methiuki  1  hear  them  qqvi.— Chorus. 


MOLLY   AND   I   AND    THE    BABY. 

Copyright,  1899,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy,  Agrnt.    Entered  at  SUtioners'  Hall,  Loudoa 


I  The  Words  and  Mustr  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy. 


I've  a  neat  little  cottage,  aud  iu  it  does  dwell 

Molly  and  I  aud  the  baby; 
And  I'm  snre  that  for  comfort  uo  king  cau  excel 

Molly  and  I  and  the  baby. 
My  dear  little  Molly  is  just  twenty-three, 
The  baby's  turned  one,  and  between  yoti  and  me. 
We're  the  nicest  young  family  you  ever  did  see, 

Molly  aud  I  aud  the  baby. 

Chorus. 
Molly,  Molly,  always  so  jolly,  always  langlitiig,  chock  full  of  glee, 
Living  as  happy  as  happy  can  be,  Molly  aud  I  aud  tiie  baby. 

Now  we  care  not  for  riches  or  palaces  grand, 

Molly  and  I  aud  the  bai)y; 
For  I'm  sure  we'd  not  change  with  tbe  best  In  the  land, 

Molly  aud  I  aud  the  bal)y. 
Wheu  I  get  home  from  work  with  my  babe  on  my  knee, 
I  sit  In  my  arm  chair,  while  Molly  makes  tea. 
Then  we  dine  at  a  table  that  only  seats  three, 

Molly  aud  I  aud  the  baby.— C/iorug. 

Every  bright  Sundav  morning  to  church  we  will  go, 

Molly  aud  I  and  the  baby; 
As  we  walk  down  the  street  all  the  people  they  know 

Molly  and  I  and  tbe  baby. 
Now  Molly's  a  girl  that  you'd  all  like  to  meet. 
Her  ways  are  so  charming,  her  sniiie  is  so  sweet; 
If  you  chance  to  lie  oar  wav,  just  drop  iu  aud  greet 

Hoily  aud  I  aud  the  baXiy.—  f /i(/rus. 


1 


THIRTEEN    LITTLE    MURPHYS. 


Copyright,  ISVl,  l>y  All«rt  Loralne  A  0« 


I  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  »ill  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rect^lpt  of  iO 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twootlit-r.^onirs  for  One  Hollar,  by  H.  J.  wehmaD.lSO  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostuge  Stamps  tnkeii  sanit<  as  cosh  (or  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Thomas  E.  Powers. 


OhI  Mnrphy  Michael  and  bis  wife  are  wed  a  score  of  years, 
Tliey've  thirteen  children,  Ijoys  and  iiirls.  oh!  bIcBS  the  little  dears; 
Their  life  it  is  a  happy  one,  tUey  never  fl-jht  or  strike; 
Faith,  Murphy  loves  bis  darling  wife,  Juhunna  loves  her  Mike. 

Choiius. 
Thiitcer.  little  Miirphys  sletpitii*  on  the  rtoor; 
Climl)  ill  thro'  the  window,  y<Hi  can't  get  in  the  door; 
Thirteen  little  Miirphys  eating  pig's  liead  pie. 
Murphy  aud  Johanna  drinking  rocit  aud  rye. 

Oh!  Murphy  Michael  works  nil  day  for  his  big  family; 
He  drives  a  coal-cart  and  one  horse  f<ir  Mister  Dan  Dooley; 
He  keeps  a  blanket  ou  this  liors«',  as  thro'  the  streets  they  go. 
To  atop  the  wiud  from  blowing  buy  out  of  the  Uorsc,  bo,  ho. 

CHOBU.«. 

Thirteen  Utile  Mnrphys  piiiv  ball  on  the  stoop; 
*"■  ■         —   -  -  ^j  - 


Pick  up  Duffy's  gander  and  drop  him  Iu  the  soap; 

;li  at  fuuuy  tricks, 
per,  malics  him  awful  sick. 


Thirteen  little  Murph^s  laugh  at  fuuuy  tricks. 
Murphy  drinks  full  dipp 


Oh!  Mnrphy  Michael's  home  at  nighL  to  wash  tbe  babies  O! 
He  scrubs  them  with  Pcarline  and  smis  and  Hue  Sapolio, 
He  bangs  them  ou  the  line  to  dry,  the  thirteen  in  a  row, 
Ttien  for  a  quart  of  good  old  ale  to  Casey's  be  does  go. 

Chorus. 
Thirteen  little  Miirphys  join  hands  In  a  ring. 
Murphy  iu  the  middle,  they  dunce  around  and  sing; 
Thirteeu  little  Murphys  pull  the  niue-pin's  hair. 
Murphy  gets  red-beiaded,  bangs  tbem  with  a  chair. 


MoGARRY'S    NEW    WHITE    HAT. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Hording.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  post'}>ald,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  \\elimaii,  ISO  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City,    f  ostage  Stamps  taken  same  oscasli  ror  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  liy  Acton  E.  Kelly.  I 

There's  a  great  commotion  In  onr  street,  the  excitement  is  intense,  f. 

McGarry's  got  a  new  w  liite  hat,  aud,  begorra,  it's  iminensc;  V 

The  neighbors  talk  of  nothing  else— no  more  of  tliis  or  that,  I 

From  uioru  'till  night  it's  have  you  seen  (,*Whatr)  McGarry's  new  white  bat.  ( 

Chorus. 

McGarry's  new  while  hat,  McGarry's  new  white  dicer, 

It's  a  corker  it's  a  beamy — you  never  saw  a  ulcer; 

Us  a  daisy  little  plug;  sure,  every  one  sees  that; 

It's  the  daudy  of  all  stove-pipes,  boys,  (♦What?)  McGarry's  new  white  bat. 

Mrs.  Reilly  drops  the  wasli-board  quick,  Mrs.  Uogan  drops  the  child, 

McSorley  drops  the  pick  and  stares,  the  l>oys  and  girls  grow  wild. 

The  dudes  almost  drop  off  ttic  earth,  and  Dan  and  Mike  and  Pat 

Diop  work  at  once  when  they  behold  (*\Vhat  !■)  McGarry's  new  w  bite  hat.  —  <'^o. 

The  little  widow  Nolan,  too.  of  husbands  she's  had  four. 
Lived  With  her  cat  a  quiet  life,  she  vowed  she'd  have  uo  more; 
lint  now  she  says  she'll  try  again;  she's  bounced  tlie  ould  Tom  cat; 
lie's  camping  out  siuce  first  ehu  saw  McGarry's  new  white  h&t.—  CAoni*. 


Spoken. 


The  Little  Black  Girl  on  the  Wall. 

Copyright,  1(91,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  r<H-eipl  of  I 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  It.  J.  ^V  clinian,  130  I'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Poetage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  gouda. 

By  C.  J.  Wilson. 


Now  the  daylif^ht  is  done,  and  the  cnrtains  are  drawn, 
And  the  katydids  sings  all  uloue  on  the  luwii, 
And  my  little  one  cries,  as  she  comes  at  my  call, 
"Can't  I  play  with  tbe  litile  black  gitl  ou  the  walir* 
It  is  bedtime,  and  Bessie,  our  owu  little  lamb. 
Comes  bloating,  oil,  mamma,  I'm  lonely,  I  am; 
I've  no  brotliei'S  nor  sixters,  I've  uo  one  at  all. 
But  that  dear,  little,  darling  black  girl  ou  the  wall. 

Chorus. 

So  our  pet  prattles  on  when  she's  in  for  a  race 
With  her  shadow— oh,  Isn't  life  just  such  a  chaset 
And  she  dances  like  mad  down  tbe  fire-llght<'d  ball, 
Am  she  huuts  for  tbe  little  black  girl  ou  the  wall. 

I  don't  sec  her  by  day  time,  oh,  where  docs  slie  gof 

But  at  twilight  she  followed  me  now  to  auU  fro, 

And  wherever  I  turn,  and  if  I  got  a  fall. 

Wliy  Iheu  down  goes  the  little  black  girl  on  the  wall; 

Mamma,  what  does  she  eatf  and,  oh,  what  does  she  drink? 

Aud  what  does  Bhe  do  all  day  long  do  you  tliink? 

Now  she's  little  like  me,  an<l  next  minute  she's  tall. 

But  I  never  can  catch  that  black  girl  ou  tbe  v/al\.— Chorus. 


WHEN    SUNDAY    COMES    AGAIN. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Kroiicls,  Day  &  Hunter. 


-■/ 


Tbe  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sung  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  44 

cvuts;  or  this  and  any  twooiher  .Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehman,  IJO  I'ark 

How,  New  York  City.    I'oxtage  bU>ui|«  taken  same  as  cosh  for  ail  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Cluu-lee  Williams. 


In  a  neat  little  cabin  in  County  Tyrone 
Dwells  a  gem  of  a  girl  that  I'm  longing  to  own; 
This  rare  liltle,  neat  little,  sweet  little  dove, 
lias  eyes  tliai  are  bright  and  are  brimful  of  love. 
No  high  p«-digree  can  this  young  maiden  trace; 
Her  fortiiue's  her  fairy-like  fluurc  and  face: 
Next  Sunday  at  ten,  lH>ys,  a  bride  the  will  be. 
The  bridegroom  is  yours  very  truly,  that's  me. 

Chorus. 

And  next  Sunday  morn  when  the  clock  strikes  ten 

bbe'll  be  my  wife  and  I  the  happiest  of  men. 

Uhl  what  joy  I  no  more  puln; 

She  aud  I  the  knot  will  tie  wheu  Sunday  comes  again. 

Botii  the  highest  and  lowest  that  dwell  in  the  land. 

Oft  have  sought,  but  in  vain,  for  this  fair  damsel's  baud; 

Ah  I  little  she  cared  for  their  words  or  their  }>elf, 

And  vowed  she'd  resolved  to  live  all  by  herself; 

But  one  day  Dau  Cupid  at  her  shot  bis  dart, 

Aud  somehow  or  other  it  plerred  her  young  heart; 

Well  I,  being  handy,  got  quickly  to  *'  biz  "; 

I  told  her  my  love,  and  tbe  consequence  is —  Chorus. 

On  last  Saturday  morning  a  note  came  to  me 
From  •  jolly  old  uncle  wlio  dwells  o'er  the  sea; 
He  wished  both  myself  aud  my  future  bride  joy, 
Concluding  by  saying,  "  Aud  now  my  dear  boy, 
I've  got  far  more  money  than  I  want  myself, 
So  knowing  that  you're  not  o'erloaded  with  pelf. 
From  me  you'll  receive  on  your  bright  wedding  day 
A  thousand  or  two  for  a  start  on  life's  v/tiy."— Chorus. 


I'jr 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.    36. 


THE  OWL  AND  THE  PUSSY  CAT. 


Copyright,  1886,  by  G.  Schirmer. 


The  Word,  and  Mudo  of  this  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  addrera,  poflt-pald,  on  receipt  of  10 

oeiitu;  or  tbiaaiidaiiytwo  other  Songs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  webniaii,  190  Park 

Row,  New  York  City.    PogtaRe  Stani  pa  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 


By  Geo.  Iiigraham. 


Tbe  owl  and  the  piiisy  cat  went  to  sea  in  a  beautiful  pea-green  boat; 

They  took  Bonie  honey,  and  plenty  of  money,  wrapped  up  In  a  five-pound  note. 

The  owl  looked  up  to  the  stare  above,  and  gang  to  a  eniiill  guitar: 

"O  lovely  pussy,  O  pussy,  my  love,  what  a  beautiful  pussy  yoo  are." 

Pussy  said  to  the  owl:  "  You  elegant  fowl,  how  charmingly  sweet  you  sing; 
Oh !  let  us  be  married,  too  long  we  have  tarried,  but  w  hat  shall  we  do  for  a  ring?  " 
Tliey  sailed  away,  for  a  year  and  a  day,  to  the  laud  where  the  bong  tree  grows. 
And  there  in  a  wood  a  pigkY-wig  stood,  with  a  ring  at  the  end  of  his  nose. 

"Dearpig.  are  you  willing  toeell  for  ashillinpyour  ring?"  said  the  piggy,"I  will." 
So  they  took  it  awuy.and  were  married  next  day  by  the  turkey  who  lives  on  the  hill. 
They  dined  on  miuce  and  slices  of  quince,  wiiicli  they  ate  with  a  runcible  spoon. 
And  hand  in  hand  on  the  edge  of  the  sand,  they  danced  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 


m  •  m 


Remember  the  Old  Friends  at  Home. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


I  The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  webinan,  130  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    I'ostoge  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  tor  all  oar  goods. 

Written  by  T.  L.  Clay.    Composed  by  Orlando  Powell. 


f    K   ON     PRINCIPLE. 

Copyright,  1891.  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hnnter. 

Tbe  Word,  and  Music  ef  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollai',  by  H.  J.  w'ehmau,  190  nrk 

Bow,  New  York  City.   Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  Com|>osed  by  Arthur  Seldon. 


You  are  going  to  leave  the  old  country,  your  fortune  to  seek  far  away, 
And  the  heart*  that  have  loved  you  from  childhood  will  miss  you  for  many  a  day. 
But  'twill  soften  the  grief  of  our  pa.-tiuc,  to  know  that  where'er  you  may  roam. 
Tender  memories  ehall  now  and  tlieu  waken  a  thought  of  the  old  friends  at  home. 

Rkfrain. 
New  friends  and  true  friends  be  yours  wlien  we  part, 

And  far  distant  countries  you  roam; 
Yet  lieep  for  us  still  a  kind  place  in  your  heart; 

Remember  tbe  old  friends  at  home. 

Should  misfortune  or  sorrow  befall  yon,  be  sure  that,  though  seas  may  divide. 
Our  hearts  staunch  and  true  arc  still  breaking  as  when  you  last  stood  by  our  side. 
\ou  perchance  mny  be  hungry  and  homeless,  or  dwell  'neaili  a  palace's  dome, 
Rich  or  poor,  all  the  same  we  should  welcome  a  tho't  of  the  old  friends  at  home. 

—Btfrain. 

1    *  e »    I 

THE    OWL    CRITIC. 

By  James  Y.  Fiekls. 


"Who  Stuffed  that  white  owlf  "  No  one  spoke  in  the  shop; 
The  burlM.-r  was  busy,  and  he  couldn't  stop; 
The  cuetoiners,  wuiting  their  turns,  were  all  reading 
The  Daily,  llie  Herald,  the  i1w;<— little  heeding 
The  young  man  wlio  blurted  out  such  a  blunt  question;  , 

Not  one  raifed  a  head  nor  made  a  siiggefitiou — 
And  the  barber  kept  on  sliaviiig. 

"Don't  yon  see.  Mister  Brown,"  cried  the  yonth  with  a  frown, 
"  How  wrong  the  whole  thing  is,  how  preposterous  each  wing  is. 
How  flattened  the  liead  is,  liow  jammed  down  the  neck  is — 
In  short,  the  whole  owl,  what  an  ignorant  wreck  'lis? 
I  make  no  apology,  I've  learned  owl-eology, 
I've  passed  days  and  nights  in  a  hundred  coilectioDB, 
And  cannot  be  blinded  to  any  defections 
Arising  from  unskilful  fingers  that  fail 
To  stuff  a  bird  right  from  his  beak  to  his  tail. 
Mister  Brown  I  Mister  Brown  I  do  take  that  bird  down 
Or  you'll  soon  be  the  laughing-stock  all  over  town  I  " 
And  the  barber  kept  on  shaving. 

"I've  <!<MdJ*rf  owls  and  other  night  fowls. 
And  I  tell  you  what  1  know  to  be  true; 
An  owl  cannot  rooft  with  his  limbs  so  unloosed; 
No  owl  in  this  world  ever  had  Ills  claws  curled; 
Ever  bad  his  legs  slanted,  ever  had  his  bill  canted,    ._ 
Ever  had  liis  neck  screwed  into  tliat  attitude. 
Ue  can't  do  it^bccauec 'tis  against  all  bird-laws. 
Anatomy  teaches,  ornithology  preucliee, 
An  owl  has  a  toe  tbut  can't  turn  out  sot 
I've  made  the  white  owl  my  study  for  years. 
And  to  see  such  a  job  almost  moves  me  to  tears  I 
Mister  Brown,  I'm  amazed  you  shouid  be  so  gone-crazed 
As  to  put  up  a  bird  in  that  posture  absurd! 
To  look  at  that  owl  really  brings  on  a  dizziness; 
The  man  who  stuffed  /tim  dun't  half  know  his  busineset " 
And  the  barber  kept  on  shaving. 

•'Examine  those  eyes!  I'm  filled  witli  surprise  - 
Taxidermist  sliould  pass  off  on  you  such  poor  glass; 
So  unnatural  they  seem  tliey'd  make  Audubon  scream. 
And  John  Burroughs  laugh  to  encounter  such  chaff. 
Do  take  that  bird  down,  have  hiui  stuffed  again,  Brownl 
With  some  sawdust  and  bark  I  could  stuff  in  the  dark 
An  owl  liciter  thiiu  that!  1  could  make  an  old  hat 
Look  more  like  an  owl  than  that  liorrid  fowl 
Stuck  up  there  so  stiff  like  a  side  of  coarse  leather. 
In  fact,  about  Mm  there's  not  one  natural  feather!" 
Just  then,  with  a  wink  and  a  sly  normal  lurch. 
The  owl  very  gravely  got  down  from  liis  |>erch; 
Walked  around  and  re^ aided  liis  fault-finding  critic 
(Who  thought  he  was  stuffed)  with  a  glance  analytic  !    "' 

And  ther  fairly  hooted,  as  if  he  would  say: 
"Your  learning's  at  fault  this  time,  any  way; 
Don't  waste  it  a>;ain  on  a  live  bird,  I  pray.  ■'  .; 

I'mauowl;  you're  another.    Sir  criiic,  good  dayl".  v     ■  ':    ..  ■, 
And  the  barber  kept  on  shaving. 


Now,  I  may  as  well  mention  I'm  singing  this  song— on  principle; 

You  may  all  rest  assured  I  shall  sing  nothing  wrong — on  principle. 
When  the  author  a  letter  sent,  saying  he'd  call 
For  bis  money,  I  thought  thro'  the  floor  I  should  fall; 

But  I  wired:  "  Needn't  come;  I  pay  no  one  at  all — on  principle. 

All  the  jokes  about  policeman  with  laughter  we  greet — on  principle; 

They,  we  know,  take  a  pride  In  their  fairy-like  feet — on  principle. 
But,  in  spite  of  our  sarcasm,  we  must  allow 
That  both  caution  and  wisdom  tliey  show,  for  somehow 

They  always  turn  up  at  the  end  of  a  row— on  principle. 

In  my  youth  1  was  maslied  by  a  sweet  rural  maid— on  principle; 

'Neath  her  window  I  once  sang  a  short  serenade— on  principle. 
But  the  seveuteenlh  verse  I  had  hardly  be^un. 
When  she  tenderly  whispered.  "Pa's  loading  his  gun," 

I  at  once  said,  "Tata,  love!  it's  time  for  a  run— on  principle." 

When  chaps  start  for  a  chowder  they  hire  a  big  brake — on  principle; 

And  to  cheer  up  the  horses,  a  cornet  ttiey  take — on  principle. 
Coming  home,  they  are  "  full  up  "  on  lager  and  stout- 
It,  perhaps,  com«s  on  raining,  at  which  tliey  all  sbout: 

"Oorayl  we  shall  get  wet  both  itside  anil  out"— on  principle. 

Now  beware  of  card  sharpers  wherever  you  go— on  principle; 

When  invited  by  strangers  to  play  spoof,  say  "  Nol  "—on  priiicipie. 
Don't  be  fooled  by  pretexts  of  fair  play  they  evince— 
I  myself  once  was  "had,"  but  I've  made  a  rule  since  •  ' 

To  play  baccarat  with  no  one  else  but  the  Prince— on  principle. 

It's  already  been  mentioned  I'm  singing  this  song— on  principle; 
Well,  I've  just  had  the  tip  not  to  make  it  too  long— on  principle. 

I,  from  singing  too  much,  should  most  certainly  shrink; 

Besides  it's  convenient  just  now,  for  I  think 
It'e  about  time  I  went  out  and  got  a  big  drink— on  principle. 


THE    SMILE. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Fnincis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


Tho  Words  and  Husleofthls  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receiptor  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  b.v  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  I'ai  k 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  asoash  forall  our  goods. 


Written  by  Alfred  J.  Morris.    Oiraposed  by  Geo.  Le  Bninn. 


There  are  people  you  can  understand  exactly  what  they  mean 

By  their  smile,  by  their  smile; 
And  others  that  you  can't  make  out,  and  nothing  seems  to  gleam 

By  their  smile,  by  their  smile. 
There's  the  friend  wlio  tries  to  bluff  you  as  he  tells  a  clever  lie. 
Or  another  who  will  nudge  liis  pal  and  wink  tlie  other  eye; 
You're  going  to  lend  them  twenty-five,  when  suddenly  you  spy 

That  they  smile — such  a  smile.  j 

Choriib. 
Such  smiles  as  that  you  can't  forget  when  once  they  have  been  seen; 
You  understand  immediately  exactly  what  they  mean 
When  they  ask  you  for  a  dollar;  you  declare  your  out  of  collar. 
And  you  smile— kuch  a  smile. 

Have  yon  ever  seen  a  tough  uith  hie  girl  upon  hia  arm. 

Don't  he  smile,  don't  he  smile; 
He'll  shove  her  in  tbe  jaw  for  love,  and  don't  she  take  it  calm — 

See  her  smile,  see  her  smile. 
See 'em  down  at  Coney  Island,  there's  Maria  and 'Rorty  Ted. 
See  'em  in  a  swing,  devouring  clanis  or  fish  and  bread. 
And  if  the  works  go  wrong  niid  Kia  comes  down  on  her  band. 

Don't  he  smile— what  a  smile. 

Chorus. 
Such  smiles  as  that  yon  can't  forget  when  once  they  have  been  Been; 
You  understand  immediately  exactly  what  they  mean. 
But  if  instead  of  Ria,  it  is  Ted  who  comes  the  flyer. 
Don't  he  smile,  don't  he  smile. 

When  a  dirty  gutter  urchin  spots  an  old  gent  drop  a  dime. 

Don't  he  smile,  don't  he  smile; 
And  when  he  grabs  it  up  and  murmurs,  "Now  I'll  cut  a  shine  " —  ' 

Mark  his  smile,  see  him  smile. 
Then  he  ponders  for  a  moment,  gives  a  knowing  kind  of  wink: 
"Shall  I  s|ieculate  or  save  it,"  you  can  almost  hear  him  think; 
He  spins  it  up— well,  iieads  or  tails?  Iiard  luck— it's  down  the  sink — 

Then  don't  he  smile— what  a  smile. 

Chorus. 
Such  smiles  as  those  you  can't  forget  when  once  they  have  been  seen; 
You  undersiand  immediately  exactly  what  they  mean; 

You  can't  hear  what  he  stutters,  but  you  gnees  the  word  he  mutters        ,.   . '" 
By  his  smile— what  a  smile. 

When  a  fellow  asks  his  sweetheart  and  she  names  tbe  happy  day, 

Don't  he  smile,  don't  he  smile: 
And  on  n  pleasunt  honey-moon  he  carries  her  away 

With  a  smile,  such  a  smile. 
For  one  long  year  they've  married  been,  and  never  had  a  row, 
lie  a  loving  husband,  she  true  to  her  marriage  vow; 
And  wlien  the  nurse  says,  "  It's  all  right,  sir;  you're  8  father  now  " — 

Don't  he  smile— what  a  smile. 

Chorus. 
Such  smiles  as  those  yon  can't  forget  wlien  once  they  have  been  seen; 
You  understand  immediately  exactly  what  they  mean 

When  she  says.  They're  just  like  yon,  sir;  why,  don't  you  know  there's  ttco,  sir; 
Don't  he  smile— what  a  smile. 
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SOMETHING-    TO    PLAY    WITH. 

■      ,.---/-       '  '  Copyright,  1892,  by  Francis,  Day  A  Hunter. 
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Written  by  W.  F.  Lj-tton.    Composed  by  Geo.  Le  Brunn. 


Kow  it*s  often  been  euiig  that  ilic  old  and  the  young 

Shoald  all  have  their  io>8  to  amu«e. 
And  it's  true,  every  bit,  though,  of  course,  we'll  admit, 

Their  playthiugs  they  sometimes  abuse. 
Some  mothers  coniplaiu  that  it  gives  them  much  pain 

NVheu  baby  will  chew  dad's  old  boot. 
Or  when  dressed  spick  and  span,  nurse  an  old  frying  pan. 

And  joyfully  lick  oil  the  eoot, 

CnoRus. 

They  mtiet  have  something  to  play  with,  they've  pot  nothing  else  to  do; 
For  a  Btroug  appetite  is  a  youngster's  delight,  and  it's  only  a  toy  it's  true. 

When  a  felonious  card  gets  fourteen  days  hard. 

Of  nothing  has  he  to  complain. 
For  lodging  and  board,  more  especially  board, 

Re's  able  in  jail  to  obtain; 
When  once  he's  inside,  all  Ilia  wants  arc  supplied 

To  make  tiie  dull  moments  pass  quick; 
•       Though  the  law  might  refuse  him  bis  labor  to  choose. 

Ilia  oakum  he  kuuws  he  cuu  pick. 

Chorus. 

He  mtiBt  have  something  to  play  with,  he's  got  nothing  else  to  do; 

And  there's  always  a  hope  of  plenty  of  rope — well,  it's  only  a  toy  it's  true. 

When  Harry  gets  boozed,  he's  down-right  amused. 

As  happy  as  happy  can  be; 
Rolls  home  to  wile,  who  exclaims  on  my  life, 

"Vou've  beeu  drinking  again  I  see; 
But  the  fond-hearted  boy  yells  out  with  joy, 
.  And  playfully  kicks  her  down  stairs. 

Then  on  her  he  jumps,  with  his  soft  patent  pumps, 

And  breaks  up  the  tables  and  chairs. 

Chorus. 

lie  must  have  something  to  play  with,  he's  got  nothing  else  to  do; 
;'  lie  throws  at  her  pate  a  dish  or  a  plate— well,  they're  only  his  toys  it's  true. 


HE    IS    AN    ANOEL    NOW. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Albert  Loraine  4  Co. 
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Words  by  Lew  Carroll.    Music  by  Eflle  Huested. 


' 


Bill  Sikes  he  bad  an  awful  headache,  he  thought  that  he  was  going  to  die; 
His  nia-in-law  came  to  his  rescue,  some  siedlitz  powders  he  should  try; 
She  mixed  them  up  in  separate  glasses— liili  drank  the  blue  one  like  a  flat<h. 
And  nest,  of  course,  he  drunk  the  white  one,  wheu  lo!  a  burst  and  then  a  crash. 

CUORfS. 
Bill  is  an  angel  now,  his  headache  won't  trouble  him  now, 
Ue's  gone,  so  they  say,  'mougst  the  clouds  far  away. 
Spoken— Ue  is  an  angel  now. 

A  word  or  two  about  a  friend  of  mine,  at  shooting  he  was  out  of  sight; 
Ue  taught  his  wife,  in  case  that  burglars  might  come  around  his  house  at  night; 
Last  week  he  tried  to  fool  his  lootzy-wootz,  and  he  played  burglar  just  for  fun; 
Uis  wife,  excited,  grabbed  the  weapon  and  pulled  the  trigger  of  that  gun. 

Chorus. 
Pa  is  an  angel  now,  poor  fellow  he's  dead,  oh !  how 
Uia  wife  mourns  her  loss;  she's  a  widow,  of  course. 

Spoken— He  is  an  angel  uow. 

One  day  when  it  was  very  stormy,  and  telegraph  wires  were  blown  about. 
Young  Jimmy  Fresh  thought  he'd  be  funny,  so  to  his  playniutcs  he  did  nhout: 
"Say,  fellers,  you  can't  do  what  I  can  do."'   "What  iBiiy"  said  his playniate  IVte. 
"Wiiy,  hold  this  wire."  He  did,but  once  was  all,  the  current  knockd  him  'M  feet. 

CUOBCS. 

Jimmy's  an  angel  now,  he  was  knocked  silly,  I  vow; 
And  the  Utile  kids  sang,  there's  cue  less  in  our  gang. 

Spoken— He  is  an  angel  now. 

An  editor  of  a  Western  paper  a  bull-dog  had  of  fighting  powers; 
He  kept  that  dog  for  would-l>e  authors,  who  bothered  him  in  business  hours; 
One  day  a  dude  brought  in  a  poem  sweet,  he  read  it  through,  then,  sad  but  true, 
The  answer  that  the  editor  gave  him  was,  "Sic  him,  Towser!  "  Towscr  Hew. 

'^  V  Chorus. 

Dude  is  an  nngcl  now,  he  was  chased  by  that  ugly  bosv-wow; 
All  was  left  ofthat  pet  was  a  stump  cigarette. 

Spoken— He  is  an  angel  now. 

Last  winter  ma-io-law  went  skating,  she  tried  to  cut  the  figure  eight. 
Her  movements  they  were  very  fancy,  in  backward  skating  she  was  great; 
A  danger  hole  was  near  and  in  she  went;  we  tried  to  save  Iter,  all  in  vain; 
She  came  up  tw  ice,  we  couldn't  reach  her,  the  third  time  she  went  down  again. 

Chorus. 

.  '^       She  is  an  angel  now,  all  that  she  left  was  a  cow; 
No  more  can  we  hear  our  ma-iu-la\v  dear. 

Spoken— She  Is  an  augel  uow. 


THE  _  WITHERED    ROSEBUD. 


By  G.  W.  Simons. 
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Ah,  why  docs  this  rosebud  more  beautiful  seem 
Than  when  fresh  on  the  bush  where  it  grew. 

All  withered  and  pale,  of  a  flower  but  a  dream? 
'Tis  because,  'tis  because,  'tis  because  it  was  given  by  you. 

'Tis  because  the  sweet  floweret  had  lingered  awhile 

On  the  bosom  of  beauty  and  youth. 
Had  boirowed  her  lustre,  had  stolen  her  smile, 

And  came  to  me  breathing  her  ttuth. 

And  now,  though  its  leaflets  are  gone  to  decay. 

And  mournfully  drooping  its  stem. 
And  tints  from  the  rainbow  are  fading  away, 

'Twill  still  be,  "iwill  still  be,  'twill  still  bo  of  roses  the  gem. 
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Buy  a  Nice  Little  Home  in  the  Country. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Frank  Harding. 


( 
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Words  and  Music  by  Ed.  Barry. 


I'm  a  man  that's  lately  married,  and  rents  are  so  high  about  town. 
So  I  thought  I  no  longer  would  tarry,  but  buy  a  small  house  of  my  own. 
A  nice  little  home  in  the  country,  no  rent  would  I  then  have  to  pay. 
And  my  friends  one  and  all  did  advise  me,  and  this  unto  me  they  did  say: 

Chorus. 

Buy  a  nice  little  home  In  the  country,  a  dear  little  place  for  your  wife; 
Be  youi  own  landlord  and  owner,  and  settle  down  there  for  your  life; 
With  your  pigs  and  your  chickens  and  garden,  no  doctor  to  send  in  his  bill, 
Wheu  the  springtime  comes,  gentle  Annie,  oh!  what  a  chill. 

I  was  up  at  daybreak  the  next  morning,  and  for  work  then  I  started  to  go; 
It  was  just  as  the  day  was  a-dawning,  the  wind  thro'  my  whiskers  did  blow. 
The  train  it  was  blocked  for  an  hour,  I  was  late  when  I  reached  the  shop  door. 
And  the  boss  he  then  quickly  discharg'd  me,  while  all  of  the  men  they  did  roar: 

-Cho. 
When  I  started  for  home  in  the  evening,  oh!  then  the  rain  did  begin, 
Tlie  weather  was  way  below  zero,  and  the  icicles  liung  on  my  chiu. 
A  bull-dog  he  made  a  rush  at  me,  the  tails  of  my  coat  he  tore. 
My  wife  she  raised  up  the  window,  and  this  unto  me  she  did  roar:— CAott/«. 

The  siiringtime  it  brought  us  malaria,  my  wife  and  myself  took  the  chills, 
It  took  all  the  money  we  had  in  the  house  to  keep  us  a-going  eating  pills. 
The  furniture  shook  in  the  parlor,  the  clock  it  walked  off  the  shelf, 
The  carjKJt  it  joined  in  the  racket— why,  it  got  up  and  shook  itself.— CAonw. 

The  summer  it  brought  us  mosquitoes,  they  came  in  by  the  light  of  the  moon, 
They  then  did  begin  for  to  cat  us,  each  bit  as  big  us  a  balloon. 
They  drove  us  all  out  of  our  beds,  on  the  floor  we  theu  had  to  lay. 
And  while  round  my  head  they  kept  busziiig  1  fancied  I  could  hear  them  say; 

—  Chorus. 


THE     DESERTER. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Charles  Osborne. 


In  old  Dover  Castle  one  night  rather  late 

A  solemn  court-martial  was  sitting  in  state, 

Trying  a  soldier  who  stood  in  susjiense. 

Charged  w.th  "deserting,"  a  serious  offence. 

Out  in  the  ante-room,  gloomy  and  wide. 

There  sat  the  sire  of  the  prisoner  inside,  '  . 

Many  a  mile  he  had  journeyed  that  day,  ■      ,     ■ 

Ue  must  be  near  him  if  only  to  say: 

Chorus. 

He's  not  guilty,  whatc'er  his  accusers  say; 

Surely  there  must  be  some  mistake,  or  some  one  has  led  him  astray; 

He's  not  guilty,  remember  "  the  cross  "  he's  won; 

I  am  the  father  who  nursed  him,  and  he  is  a  soldier's  sou.  . 

The  witnesses  called  in  the  room  one  by  one. 

Established  the  guilt  of  the  old  soldier's  sou; 

Their  favorite  sergeant,  it  pained  them  to  tell. 

Had  deserted  the  flag  he  liad  fought  for  so  well. 

When  called  on  to  plead,  he  admitted,  with  shame. 

The  crime  he'd  committed  had  tarnished  his  name; 

His  guilt  he  acknowledged,  whilst,  broken  with  tears. 

The  echoes  were  wafting  these  words  to  their  ears;— C'Aonw. 

At  last  the  old  colonel  arose  from  his  chair 

The  sentence  to  pass  on  the  prisoner  there,  •       ■■•"■, 

But  ere  he  could  seal  the  deserter's  just  doom, 

A  travel-stained  soldier  dashed  into  the  room — 

"  A  royal  proclamation  "—the  (Queen's  Jubileel" 

Deserters  are  pardoned— the  prisoner  is  free! 

A  shout  from  llie  culpriti  a  cheer  from  the  throng! 

And  then  the  refrain  of  the  old  soldier's  Bon^^.— Chorus. 
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YOU    CAN'T    ALWAYS    TELL 


Copyright,  1880,  by  Frederick  Blume. 
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Words  by  Geoj-ge  Rusaell  Jackson.    Music  by  J.  A.  Barney. 


You  may  think  that  she  loves  yon  sincerely— 

In  fact,  that  she's  honest  and  true. 
When  really  and  truly  elie's  tbiuliiug 

Of  some  other  fellow  than  you. 
Perhaps  when  she's  giving  you  "  taflfy  " 

She  B  thiukiug  of  some  other  swell. 
And  wishing  that  he  were  beside  her. 

The  fact  is  you  can't  always  tell. 

Chorus. 
You  can't  always  tell  that  she's  doting  on  you, 
For  tho'  she  appear  to  be  honest  and  true, 
Your  belle  may  be  flirting  with  some  other  swell. 
And  fooling  you  nicely,  you  can't  always  tell. 

She'll  meet  yoa  all  smiling  with  pleasure, 
And  tell  you  she's  glad  you  have  couie; 

But  when  you  sit  down  in  the  parlor 

she'll  murmur,  "  I  wieh  he'd  go  home; " 
And  when  you  are  calling  her  "  popsey  " 

And  saying  you  love  her  so  well, 
Her  thoiij^hts  are,  perhaps,  with  another. 

The  fuct  ii5  you  Cttu't  always  tell.— C'Aor««. 

But  still  it  may  be  that  ehe  loves  yon; 

Yes,  loves  you  far  dearer  than  life. 
And  "Yes,  dear,"  would  willingly  answer 

If  you  should  say,  "  Sweet,  be  my  wife; " 
And  never  iu  life  have  a  weakness 

Or  fancy  for  some  other  swell,  ^ 

But  love  you  with  fondest  devotion. 

The  fact  is  you  can't  always  tell.— C^ionw. 


WE'RE    ALL    RIGHT. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Harding.    EIntered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Written  by  WiU  Godwin.    Composed  by  Charles  Williams. 


I've  been  out  with  a  pal  of  mine 
Ou  the  spree  and  on  the  diue; 
We  went  in  for  the  best  of  wine 

Until  we  both  felt  frisky. 
Arm  in  arm  we  walked  along; 

"Jolly  Company  "  was  our  song;  ■•     ■ 

We  felt  right,  but  soon  went  wrong 

Low'riug  the  Irish  whiskey. 

Chorus. 
We're  all  right  when  we  are  tight. 
Out  all  night  till  the  broad  daylight. 
Wrenching  knockeis,  ringiug  bells, 

Every  danger  scorning. 
Oh,  what  fun  when  then  the  job  was  done;     - 
Bill  spent  three  pounds,  1  spent  one, 
But  to  stop  our  inn,    we  both  were  run 

In  front  of  the  judge  next  morning. 

We  were  right  till  the  clock  struck  three. 
Then  saw  two  girls  on  the  spree; 
Bill  had  one  and  one  had  uie. 

All  dangers  we  were  scorning. 
Bill  kissed  my  girl,  I  kissed  his. 
Oh,  what  fun  tlie  game  did  fiz, 
Jiggs  and  coffee  was  our  biz. 

Till  the  clock  struck  six  next  morning.— C/<o/v/«. 

"What's  your  game,"  said  a  man  in  blue. 

Bill  said,  "  What's  that  to  do  with  you; 

Come  ou  now,  for  I'll  die  or  do,"  .• 

But,  oh,  he  was  mistaken. 
Our  two  girls  screamed  o'er  and  o'er. 
I  cried  out,  "Oh,  dear,  oh.  Lor'," 
When  up  came  policemen  by  tlie  score. 

And  we  all  to  court  were  taken.— C'Aor««. 

And  the  lot  in  the  dock  next  morn 

Stood  with  faces  all  forlorn; 

Scores  of  coppers  then  all  were  sworn; 

They're  rather  cood  at  swearing. 
I  blamed  Bill  aucf  he  blamed  me; 
Our  girls  blamed  us  both,  you  see; 
Bill  paid  one  pound,  I  paid  three. 

And  we  all  came  out  that  morning.— CAoru«.       . 


— "  Did  you  see  the  beginning  of  this  trouble?  "  asked  the 
magistrate  of  a  witness  against  a  man  who  had  struck  his  wife. 
"\es,  sir;  I  saw  the  very  commencement  of  the  difficulty.  It 
was  about  two  years  ago."  "Two  years  ago?"  "Yes,  sir.  The 
minister  said  '  Will  you  take  this  man  to  be  your  lawful  husband? ' 
and  she  said  '  I  will.'  " 
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'    ANNIE    LEE. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  the  S.  Bralnard's  Sons  Ca 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  B.  Soule. 


In  all  the  world  there  lives  no  maid  so  fair  as  Annie  Lee; 

Each  morn  I  meet  her  iu  the  glade— she's  all  the  world  to  me; 

Her  eyes  are  bluer  than  the  skies,  her  cheeks  are  fairer  than  the  rose. 

And  on  her  virgin  breast  there  lies  the  drift  of  mountain  snows. 

The  stars  that  shine  so  bright  above  are  not  more  fa  ir  than  ehe, 

And  that  is  why  I  fell  in  love  with  pretty  Annie  Lee.  , 

The  world  is  full  of  music  now,  and  sorrow  is  no  more; 

The  bird  upon  the  myrtle  bough  sings  sweeter  than  before. 

What  care  1  for  those  mystic  ships  they  say  may  come  from  over  the  eea, 

For  I  have  heard  sweet  Annie's  lips  speak  words  of  love  to  me. 

In  humble  col,  with  all  my  pride,  contented  I  can  be 

If  Annie  Lee  is  by  my  side— flhe's  all  the  world  to  me.  ■^. 

Across  yon  mountain  valley  far  you  see  the  church  spire  rise, 

And  often  on  ita  golden  star  we  turn  our  longing  eyes. 

And  now  the  secret  I'll  reveal— next  Sunday  morning,  side  by  side. 

Before  its  altar  we  shall  kneel,  sweet  Anuie  as  my  bride. 

And  then  some  cozy  nook  we'll  find  upon  the  mountain  crest, 

And  leaving  all  the  world  behind,  we'll  build  a  little  nest. 


*  >  * 


THE    HEBREW    FANCY     BALL. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

centii;  or  this  and  any  two  oilier  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  ^^ehnuui,  130  Park 

Ituw,  New  Vuik  City.    I'usUtge  Slumps  taken  same  us  cash  fur  aU  our  goods. 

.■    •  Words  and  Muttic  by  Edwin  R.  Lang. 


My  name  is  Moses  Levy,  a  Hebrew  staunch  and  true, 

'Most  everybody  says  that  I  am  a  cranky  Jew;  > 

1  have  been  keeping  pawn-shop  for  nearly  fifteen  years; 

And  when  I  lose  my  money,  my  eyes  they  fill  with  tears. 

But  I  love  to  gamble  once  in  a  while  in  stocks,  for  then  I  make  the  money. 

And  whenever  I  go  to  the  Hebrew  ball  it  makes  me  feel  so  f  unuy. 

Spoken— Yes,  and  when  I  get  to  the  ball-room  I  bear  all  the  people  saying: 

CUORCS. 

IIo-.v  do  you  do,  Resinsky?  how  are  you,  Lubelsky? 

How's  your  father?  how's  your  mother?  how's  your  sister?  how's  your  brother? 

How  is  all  the  family?  how's  your  cousin  Isidore? 

I'm  glad  to  see  you  dancing  at  the  Hebrew  fancy  ball. 

I've  got  a  daughter,  Rachel,  her  nose  is  hooked  like  mine; 

She's  pretty  as  a  picture,  her  feet  they  are  divine;  ■.     .-, 

The  image  of  her  father,  and  dances  like  a  top. 

And  makes  things  very  lively  iu  Levy's  old  pawn  shop. 

Yes,  she  likes  to  dance  with  cousins  and  aunts,  she's  sweeter  than  a  stick  of 

At  the  Hebrew  ball  she  is  full  of  gall,  at  waltziug  she's  a  dandy.  [candy. 

Spoken— Yes,  at  waltzing  Rachel  is  a  regular  daisy,  my  friend  Boem  gave  a 
ball  the  otber  night.    I  took  Rachel,  when  we  got  there  they  all  said: — Chorus. 


SHE    DANCED. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  1.  Wehmau,  ISU  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Com|K)sed  by  W.  E.  Goodwins. 


If  there''8  one  thing  really  in  this  world  I  liked,  that  one  thing  was  a  dance; 
And  if  a  "  hop  "  came  off,  no  matter  where,  I'd  go  ou  half  a  chance. 
Well,  not  long  ago,  in  a  paper  advertised,  I  spotted  one  und  thought 
"  I'll  go  a-maehiug  to  that  merry  ball,"  and  straight  my  ticket  bought. 
I  went — oh!  shall  I  e'er  forget  that  nightl  for  there  I  met  the  girl 
Who  captivated  this  poor  heart  and  set  my  senses  in  a  whirl. 
For  her  dancing  sweet  quite  took  my  breath  away— I  stood  as  in  a  trance. 
Till  some  one  introduced  me,  to  my  joy!  and  I  begged  "one  little  dance." 

CUOBUS. 

Ob!  she  danced  and  pranced;  she  did  the  gay  scbottiscbe  and  polka; 

Waltzing,  too,  she  really  made  divine; 
I  lost  my  heart  while  fairly  gloating  o'er  her  steps. 

But  now  she's  gone  from  me,  that  girl  I  ouce  thought  mine. 

Then  we  took  our  places  in  a  jolly  "  set,"  the  music  soon  began; 

I  viewed  with  pride  the  partner  by  my  side,  and  felt  a  happy  man.      [please! " 

Then  "  ton  and  bottom  couples,  left  and  right,"  we  did,  "  set,  turn  your  partners. 

Next "  ladies  chain  "  and  "  t>romeuading  "  round,  wound  up  our  dance  with  ease. 

Soon  in  a  sweet  and  mazy  little  waltz  I  clasped  her  slender  waist; 

With  "one,  two,  three,"  we  glided  o'er  the  floor,  and  flirted  as  we  paced. 

Iu  a  scbottiscbe  fresh  delight  for  us  was  fouud,  'twits  lovely,  we  agreed; 

Then  a  roguish  liule  polka  we  enjoyed,  and  of  others  took  no  heed.— Chorus. 

Ah!  the  night  too  quickly  seemed  to  slip  away— she  said,  "  I  now  must  go; " 
I  asked  |)ermissiou  just  to  see  her  home;   she  murmured  "  Really,  no. 
Dear  mamma,  you  see,  is  very,  very  strict- if  she  saw  me  with  you 
She'd  be  so  cross,  and  bother  would  create,  and  then  what  should  I  dof  " 
I  begged  her  an  appointment  near  to  make;  she  did,  and  with  a  kiss 
And  a  loving  good-bye  was  lost  to  view,  but  left  me  filled  with  bliss. 
At  that  moment  some  one  asked  me  for  the  time — my  watch  I  seek  in  vain. 
It  was  gonel  that  fair,  but  false,  deceitful  girl  had  collared,  too,  the  chain. 

Chorus. 
Then  with  rage  I  pranced,  and  cursed  the  gay  schottische  and  polka! 

Waltziug  then  I  didn't  think  divine; 
For  she  stole  my  watch,  my  chain,  while  we  were  whispering; 

Oh,  yes,  she  did  me  clean,  the  girl  I  once  thought  mine. 
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ONLY  TO  SEE  HER  FACE  AGAIN. 


Copyrisrht.  1880,  by  Oeo.  D.  Newhall  ft  Co. 


I  The  Words  and  MutAo  of  this  Sonir  will  be  lent  to  any  addren,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

oenta,  or  this  and  an v  iwo  other  SonKs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  wehman,  ISO  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Only  to  8ee  her  face  again,  only  to  hear  her  speak. 
Only  to  eee  her  sniile  once  more,  only  to  hear  her  speak. 
She  was  as  fair  as  a  sunny  flower,  full  of  beauty  and  of  grace. 
One  little  wish  is  all  I  aak— only  to  see  her  face. 

Chords. 
Only  to  see  her  face  again,  full  of  beanty  and  of  grace; 
One  little  wish  is  all  I  ask— only  to  see  her  face.  ' 

Only  to  see  her  face  again,  fair  as  the  stars  above. 

Only  to  hear  her  one  little  word,  only  one  word  of  love. 

Sad  was  the  night  when  we  parted  down  by  the  old  trysting  place; 

One  little  word  is  all  I  ask— only  to  see  her  t&ce.— Chorus. 


WHETHER  YOU  LIKE  IT  OR  NOT. 

Copyrigbte<).    Written  and  Sung  by  Sam  Devere. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postrpaid.on  receipt  of  40 

i  and  any  twoother  Sonfts  fur  One  bollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinaii,  130  I'ark 


eents;  or  this  i 

Row,  New  York  City. 


Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  ail  our  goods. 


Now  I  am  going  to  sing  you  a  song. 

Whether  you  like  ft  or  not; 
I'll  sing  it  whether  It's  right  or  it's  wrong. 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not. 
If  it  happens  to  please,  I'll  be  awfully  glad, 
But  then  if  it  don't,  and  you  get  very  mad, 
I'll  SNing  you  another  that  is  equally  as  bad. 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not. 

Some  married  men  like  for  to  stay  ont  at  nights. 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not; 
Some  of  their  capers  wouldn't  stand  the  electric  light. 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not. 
They  roll  home  in  the  morning  after  being  on  a  cruise. 
With  noses  colored  carmine,  and  snakes  in  their  shoes. 
With  heads  big  as  pumpkins  and  stomachs  full  of  booze. 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not. 

There  are  scheming  politicians  around  on  election  day, 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not; 
Like  a  brother  they'll  treat  you,  so  polite  in  every  way, 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not; 
When  election  is  over  there's  ahother  story  to  tell, 
The  candidate  elected  finds  his  head  it  is  swelled; 
If  you  ask  him  for  a  favor,  he'll  say  go  to 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not. 

There  are  lots  of  foreign  champions  making  loud  blufFs, 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not; 
They're  all  newspai)er  fighters  aod  a  lot  of  big  Bluffs, 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not. 
With  boxing  gloves  they  are  dandies— they  jump,  spring  and  plunge; 
They  can  duck,  dodge  and  feint  and  parry  a  luuge. 
But  when  Sullivan  shows  fight,  they  all  throw  up  the  sponge. 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not. 


IN  OUR  BACKYARD  LAST  NIGHT. 


Copyrighted.    Composed  by  Geo.  Bcauchamp. 


Ttie  Words  and  Musloof  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-iiald,  on  receipt  of  iO 
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Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sauieaacasb  (or  ail  our  goods. 

There's  lots  of  funcy  thiugs  take  place 

lu  our  backyard  at  night; 
The  old  tom  cats  each  other  chase 

.    In  our  backyard  at  night; 
And  lots  of  Marias— the  female  ones 
Were  warbling  "Johnnie,  Get  Your  Gun" — 
But  with  a  big  brick-bat  I  spoil  their  fun 

In  our  backyard  at  night. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  dear,  oht  They'll  not  come  back  again  I  know. 
To  keep  us  awake  with  their  midnight  shows  in  our  backyard. 

A  big  bull-dog  he  broke  his  chain 

In  our  backyard  last  night. 
And  he  caused  me  grief  and  pain 

In  our  backyard  last  night. 
For  as  soon  as  that  bull-dog  got  a  chance, 
I  Oh,  me!  oh,  my!  he  made  me  dance. 

And  I  left  without  the  seat  of  my  pant8 

In  oar  backyard  at  night. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  dear,  oh!  He  made  me  dance  for  an  hour  or  so, 
And  now  I  can't  sit  down,  I  know,  in  our  backyard. 

A  German  band  by  chance  did  stray 

In  our  backyard  at  nifcht; 
"  Oh,  that  is  love  '  they  tried  to  play 

In  our  backyard  at  night. 
For  as  "  Martha  and  John  "  they  made  things  hot. 
But  their  rooty-toot  we  soon  did  slop. 
For  when  they  played  "  Comrades  "  they  all  got  shot 

In  our  backyard  at  night. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  dear,  oh!  They'll  not  come  back  again  I  know. 
For  their  funerals  did  go  from  our  backyard. 


ONLY    A    LOCK    OP    HAIR. 

Words  by  the  Hon.  Mis.  O.  R  Olfford.    Music  by  Claribel. 

The  Words  and  Husle  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addi-e««,  post-iiald.on  receipt  i>r  <o 
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Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Only  a  spark  from  love's  dear  shrine,  whose  altar  fires  are  dead; 
Only  a  tress,  whose  silken  sheen  once  crowned  a  lovely  head; 
Only  a  token,  wrap|>ed  away,  of  happier  days  that  were. 
Long  vanished  from  my  wistful  gaze,  only  a  lock  of  hair. 

Only  one  link,  a  link  of  gold,  between  the  past  and  me; 
One  tender  leaflet  fliitt'ring  still  upon  a  blasted  tree; 
Only  a  relic,  dim  wiih  tears,  of  what  was  once  so  fair. 
The  image  sweet  of  life  In  death,  only  a  lock  of  hair. 

Of  what  was  once  my  all  in  all,  but  these  sad  links  remain. 
To  bind  me,  now  and  evermore,  within  their  silken  chaiu; 
Poor  token  of  a  faded  past,  dim  relic  once  so  fair. 
To  lie  upon  my  lonely  heart,  ouly  a  lock  of  hair. 


m  »  m 


FLL     WHISTLE IN     THE     REST. 

Copyrighted.    Words  and  }(usio  by  Sam  Devere. 
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I'm  going  to  sing  a  song,  and  I'll  try  and  do  my  heat— [WhMlf.] 
If  I  don't  say  all  I  mean,  why  I'll  whistle  in  the  reot.- [H7iwW«.J 
If  you  don't  quite  understand  me,  don't  go  aud  make  a  kick. 


If  you  can't  catch  on,  why  th 


yougi 
cu,  of 


course,  your  beads  are  very-  [  Whittle] 


I'm,  perhaps,  the  most  re8|>ectable  yonng  man  upon  the  ci\rt)i— [Whittle.] 
I  never  smoke,  I  never  drink,  and  scorn  all  vulgar  mirth— [IV  At^ffe.] 
I  do  not  like  to  hear  them  sing  those  naughty  sougs,  do  youf 
I  only  love  the  beautiful,  the  pure,  the  good,  the  true. 
So  its  no  use  expecting  it,  you  won't  get  &uy— [Whistle.] 

The  Salvation  Army  racket  is  a  very  lively  game— [TVAi^We.] 

But  the  brothers  and  the  sisters  they  all  get  there  just  the  »&iue~[WhistU.] 

Such  song  and  dance  religion  I  am  very  sure  is  shamm'd: 

With  such  a  lot  of  rubbish  I'm  not  anxious  to  be  cramm'd; 

I'd  rather  take  my  chances,  if  I  wouldn't  I'll  be— [TV Ai«f^.] 


WOMAN^S    IN    IT. 

Copyrighted.     Words  by  Sam  Devere.     Music  by  G.  F.  Redfem.     Sung  Jiy  Sam  Devere. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  till*  Sung  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO 
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If  ever  there's  anything  happens,  why  then 

Woman's  in  it; 
No  matter  just  when  it  may  happen,  or  when. 

Woman's  in  it. 
If  you  see  a  big  bundle  of  feathers  and  lace 
Floating  around  in  the  stores  or  in  some  other  place. 
At  the  tueatrc  or  opera  or,  perhaps,  at  a  race. 

Woman's  in  it. 

If  ever  you  happen  in  an  auction  atore. 

Woman's  in  it; 
If  you  see  a  man  broke  and  awfully  sore. 

Woman's  in  it. 
There's  your  uncle  with  three  golden  balls  on  the  top. 
Where  your  ulster's  in  soak  and  you  often  may  stop. 
You  can  bet  your  last  dollar  if  you  go  in  that  shop 

Woman's  lu  it 

If  arrested,  locked  up,  there's  a  cell  next  to  you. 

Woman's  in  it; 
There's  a  fight  in  the  night  with  a  copper  or  two, 

Wunian's  in  it. 
In  a  Prince  of  Wales'  scandal  or  any  affray. 
In  the  darkness  of  miduight,  or  the  moonlight  so  gray. 
If  there's  anything  where  there's  the  devil  to  pay, 

Woman's  in  it. 

If  ever  you  have  the  bad  luck  to  be  born. 

Woman's  in  it; 
Oct  wed  by  the  priest  all  shaven  and  shorn. 

Woman's  in  it. 
When  you  |)cg  out  at  last  and  somewhere  you  must  go, 
WhetUej-  upwards  or  downwards  there's  none  of  us  know. 
But  if -you  should  visit  the  place  down  below, 

Womaa's  In  it. 

There's  many  a  deed  that  a  man  cannot  do,         ''^4(^' 
Yet  wogian's  in  it;  • 

If  danger  is  there,  aye,  and  pestilence,  too. 
Woman's  in  It. 
.ben  warfare  has  mode  all  its  wounded  and  killed, 

Wken  the  dead  ones  arc  buried,  the  hospitals  filled. 

Like  au  angel  of  mercy,  brave,  gentle  and  skilled. 
Woman's  iu  it. 


V.'-V. 


—Knowledge  is  power,  but  It  takes  a  good  deal  of  it  to  know 
liow  to  live  without  work. 
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PADDY,    WAIT    AWHILE. 

..        Copyright,  1891,  by  James  StiUman,  '    •  ' 

'  The  Words  and  Husto  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  aiiy  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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JIM    AND    HIS    PARTNER    JOE. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Miss  Nellie  Brown. 


I'll  Blng  you  a  song  about  Paddy,  the  boy  who's  the  pride  of  my  life; 
Though  him  I've  consented  to  marry,  faith  I  don't  tbiulc  I'll  be  Paddy's  wife; 
For  the  blackguard  is  always  a-teasiug,  so  I'll  tell  him  I  dou't  lilie  bis  ways; 
It's  chcaliug,  although  it  is  pleasing,  so  to  Paddy  I  oft  have  to  say: 

Chorus. 
**  Paddy,  wait  awhile,  till  I  get  o'er  the  stilel  "    Says  he, 
"  My  darling  Katiel  "    Says  I,  *'  Oh  I  Paddy,  do  be  easy  I " 
"  Uold  your  tongue,"  says  he,  "  for  I'll  not  let  you  be. 
So  give  me  a  kiss,  uud  dou't  resist,  Acuebala  Macree  I" 

Now  when  Paddy  goes  on  with  his  blarney,  sure  what  can  a  poor  colleen  eny? 
For  I  kuow  very  well  there's  Kate  Karuey,  who'd  be  glad  to  take  Paddy  away; 
And,  of  course,  I  don't  mind  Paddy  squeezing  when  there  is  no  one  about. 
Bedud,  if  tliere  is,  aud  he's  teasing,  bad  luck  to  me  if  I  dou't  shouii—Chorvs. 

Wish-a,  give  me  a  kiss  now,  says  Paddy;  give  me  one  and  I'll  ask  for  no  more. 
Sure  you  kuow  that  your  bold  Irish  laddie  loves  his  own  darling  colleen  Asthore; 
We'll  go  to  the  church,  say  next  Sunday,  we'll  get  spliced  without  any  delay; 
So  I  promi8«d  that  I'd  uo  more  tarry,  also  that  I'd  ucvermore  aay:— Chorus. 


THE  PICTURE   THAT  WE  WON'T 
TURN    TO    THE    WALL. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Eklward  Tompkins. 


There's  a  picture  hanging  near  us,  'tis  the  dearest  and  the  best. 

It  shines  like  rosy  dawn  on  every  eye; 
Tis  a  father's  dear  old  face,  with  its  look  of  love  and  grace, 

And  it  brings  us  back  to  happy  days  gone  by. 
The  brow,  tlio'  stern  and  cold,  just  as  in  days  of  old. 

Seems  telling  us  of  gladness  to  befall; 
It  is  there  aud  sliull  remain,  and  to  gaze  none  cau  disdain. 

On  the  picture  that  we  won't  turu  to  the  wall. 

CHonus. 
There  it  hangs,  there  it  hangs. 

And  forever  'twill  tlie  fondest  thoughts  recall; 
Tis  the  light  of  mem'ry  dear,  with  beaming  eye  to  chide  or  cheer, 

The  picture  that  we  wou't  turu  to  the  wall. 

With  its  gaze  of  might  and  grandeur  it  forever  points  the  way 

To  manly  pride  aud  duty  day  by  day; 
And  Ijeside  our  mother's  chuir  we  forget  our  ev'ry  care. 

When  that  picture  we  behold  in  shining  sway. 
Again  in  childhood's  gl6e  we  climb  upou  his  kuee, 

llis  dear  old  voice  in  laughter  we  recall; 
It  tells  of  an  honest  heart,  and  with  it  we'll  never  part. 

The  picture  that  we  won't  turu  to  the  v/iiU.— Chorus. 


THE    FORSAKEN. 

Written  by  David  P.  Sobel,  of  the  Philo  Dramatic  Society. 


"Oh,  rnby  lips  of  thine  so  sweet. 
Oh,  love,  my  dear,  must  I  retreat 
From  the  threshold  of  your  gracious  love- 
Away  from  you,  oh  dearest  dove? 
No,  never  shall  I  venture  thus. 
Until  proclaimed  by  you  I  must. 
Then  1  that  wideuing  path  will  take 
Where  human  souls  will  never  wake. 
Beware  me,  though,  is  all  I  say. 
Before  that  step  I'll  take,  nay,  nay. 
Your  beauteous  face  to  render  sweet. 
First  revenge  and  then  defeat." 
Thus  spoke  a  young  and  handsome  boy 

At  the  age  of  twenty  aud  one; 
He  uttered  these  words  in  his  slumber 

At  the  rising  of  the  sun. 
His  troubles  they  were  many. 

Although  so  young  in  years; 
Of  life  he  knew  not  any, 

He  was  listless  in  his  fears — 
lie  started  up  as  if  in  fright. 

With  a  blank  stare  in  his  eyes: 
'*  Who  is  it  that  just  spoke  to  me — 

Oh,  dear,  I  dou't  kuow  why. 
Oh,  mother  dear,  in  heaven  now. 

Come  to  the  help  of  me  your  son. 
Who  here  thus  stauds  in  great  distress. 

And  has  but  you— by  all  he's  shun. 
My  life  is  ended,  my  love  is  gone — 

I  have  no  one,  no  love  but  strife 
To  live  for  in  this  wicked  world — 

This  sorrow  Hhall  end  my  weary  life." 
Without  a  quiver  on  his  lips 

He  stood  grief-slricken  liy  his  bed; 
His  mind  it  wandered  like  the  ships,    - 

Knowing  of  great  distress  ahead.  •  ./ 

A  sigh  was  heard  and  all  was  still; 

His  soul  the  angels  led; 
Although  so  young,  he  had  his  fill— 

With  a  shriek  he  faltered— dead. 


:'~--'\-^'. 
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Written  by  Geo.  Bruce  and  Harry  Lemore.    Composed  by  F.  W,  Venton. 

I  am  a  fisherman  and  I  have  got  a  dear  chum  Jim; 

A  noblebearted  fellow  he,  all  speak  in  praise  of  him. 

Together  we  as  children  played,  and  now  to  manhood  grown,  ,     "' 

Together  we  as  partners  work— as  partners  we  are  known.  ■    ,  t 

Jim  has  a  pretty  sweetheart,  and  they're  shortly  to  be  wed. 

And  oft  when  putting  out  to  sea  his  lass  to  nic  has  said: 

"Joe,  take  care  of  dear  Jim  for  me,  'twould  break  my  heart,"  ahe'd  sigh, 

"  If  any  harm  befell  my  love  " — I'd  laughiugly  reply: 

CUORCS. 

I  love  Jim  and  Jim  loves  me;  like  brothers  are  we  two;         ^  - 

Always  together  you'll  find  us,  faithful,  staunch  and  trnc; 
We  i)romited  we'd  stick  to  each  other,  when  youngsters  years  ago. 
Through  suushiue  and  raiu,  true  friends  still  remaiu  Jim  aud  his  partner  Joe. 

We  both  were  out  at  sea  one  day,  when  angry  grew  the  sky. 

The  lightniug  flashed,  the  thunder  pealed,  the  waves  lau  mountains  high; 

Then  suddenly  our  boat  capsized,  in  deadly  peril  we. 

Far,  far  from  any  hope  of  aid  were  struggling  in  the  sea. 

But  now  my  strength  exhausted  grew,  Jim  clutched  me  by  tlie  arm, 

"Cheer  up,  old  chum,"  said  he  to  nie,  "we'll  weather  this  alarm; 

I  am  a  sturdy  swimmer,  and,  with  God's  help,  you  I'll  save; 

'Twould  break  your  poor  old  mother's  heart  to  lose  her  laddie  brave."— CAo. 

On,  on  Bwam  Jim  courageously,  till  by  my  weight  pulled  down; 

"Oh I  save  yourself,  Jim;  let  me  sink,  or  both  of  us  will  drown; 

You  have  a  sweetheart,  and  with  grief  your  loss  would  drive  her  mad." 

"  I  have  a  sweeteart,  true,"  said  Jim,  "  but  you've  a  mother,  lad." 

Again  he  battles  with  the  waves— thauk  God  we're  saved,  hurrabl 

'J'he  life-boat  has  put  out  to  sea,  aud  soon  on  board  we  are; 

We  reach  the  shore  in  safety,  and  a  cheer  goes  up  for  Jim; 

Aud  my  old  mother's  grateful  tears  full  as  she  kisses  him.— CAona.       >.       . 


-•-♦-•- 


SEE    HIM    AT    HOME. 
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Wi-itten  by  Harry  Castling.    Composed  by  F.  W.  Venton. 

Oh,  what  a  jolly  dog  tlie  married  man  is  when  he's  on  tlie  spree; 

He  quite  forgets  the  plagues  of  wedlock  when  he  has  some  L.  8.  D. 

Yon  can  see  liim  In  his  glory  where  some  pretty  cash-girls  are. 

Calling  all  his  old  pals,  chappie,  putting  on  the  "  ladida." 

Hear  him  shout:  "  What's  yours,  old  fellow!  do  have  just  one  more  with  me; 

It  isn't  oft  I  get  the  chance,  you  kuow,  old  boy,  to  have  a  spree; 

Tho'  from  my  wife  I  stand  no  nonsense,  aud  where'er  I  please  I  roam," 

Aud  so  be  carries  on  till  midnight,  next  we  see  "his  niba  "  at  home. 

Refrain. 
He's  dodging  the  poker  that's  thrown  at  his  head. 

Or  some  of  the  crockery,  mayl>e; 
As  he  murmurs," My  dear,  let  me  get  into  bed; " 

To  square  her  he  seizes  the  baby ; 
Between  them  they  very  near  strangle  the  kid, 

Who  howls  in  a  loudish  tone; 
Oh,  what  a  spree  'tis  to  just  see 

The  married  mau  when  he's  at  home.        , 

Next  see  the  fellow  known  as  "Johnnie,"  sponged  on  by  a  host  of  friends, 

Pronounced  by  all  a  jolly  fellow,  doesn't  care  how  much  he  speuds; 

Once  a  month  he  draws  his  wages,  then,  as  big  as  lord  or  earl, 

See  him  swagger  in  the  store  and  chaff  with  ev'ry  pretty  girl. 

Hear  him  sliout  with  lusty  voice  the  chorus  of  the  latest  song, 

W'hile  the  cab  that  he's  angaged  with,  his  last  cent  rolls  swift  along; 

At  last  they  reach  his  humble  lodging,  where  he  hic-coughs  all  serene; 

He  goes  to  bed  and  sleeps  till  moruiug,  theu  a  change  comes  o'er  the  ecene. 

Refrain. 

With  tongue  parch'd  and  dry  and  his  limbs  rather  sore. 

Some  beautiful  laneuage  he  mumbles. 
When  he  falls  out  of  oed,  such  a  whack  on  his  head. 

And  over  the  furniture  he  tumbles. 
He  swears,  "Oh,  I'll  never  get  tight  any  more," 

In,  oh,  such  a  pitiful  tone; 
Bolds  his  poor  liead,  rolls  into  bed. 

That's  Johnuie  next  morning  at  home. 

And  next  we  see  a  single  chap,  who  thinks  a  single  life  don't  pay,  ( 

Upon  bis  arm  hangs  some  sweet  maiden,  who  has  found  him  for  a  jay; 

How  he  blu!<hes  when  she  tells  him  tales  she's  told  to  quite  a  score, 

"Only  just  come  from  the  country,  never  had  a  beau  before." 

Theu  poor  Simon  gets  quite  reckless  with  what  money  he  has  got. 

Maiden  sticks  like  glue  to  Simon,  'till  he's  spent  the  blessed  lot; 

Oh,  hear  her  say,  "  Good-bye,  my  lovey,"  flouncing  off  w  ith  laughing  scorn, 

And  uext  we  see  him  in  bis  lodgings,  stouy  broke  on  Monday  moru. 

Retrain, 

A  tap  at  the  door  comes,  "  I've  called  for  the  rent; " 

He  hears,  while  he  groans,  "Clean  I'm  skinned,  ohi" 
Sadly  searches  his  pockets  and  fiuds  not  a  cent; 

lie  feels  fit  to  jump  out  the  window. 
He  puts  on  his  garment*  as  fast  as  ho  can, 

Aud  uncle's  is  where  he'll  roam; 
Gold  watch  and  chain,  popped  once  again. 

To  pay  up  the  ex— 'e  at  Dome. 
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Darling,  I  mnst  part  from  thee,  with  a  sweet  voice  of  farewell; 
Though  a  little  while  it  be,  end  it  is  to  break  ihe  Hpcll. 
Give  me  uow  your  sweetest  kiss,  keep  no  thought  of  tjrlef  or  pain; 
Only  hear  me  promise  this:  Darling,  I  yvill  come  again. 

Chorus. 
When  the  stars  of  heaven  shine  ou  the  roses  in  the  lane, 
Don't  forget  this  promise,  mine:  Darling,  I  will  come  again. 

Ton  are  alt  in  all  to  me,  none  can  love  thee  as  I  do; 

Parted  tho'  from  you  I  be,  still  believe  my  heart  is  true. 

Now  that  all  your  love  is  mine,  hear  me  with  a  sweet  refrain, 

Whisper  'ueath  the  stars  that  shine:  Darling,  I  will  come  again.— TAorM*. 

When  I  linger  by  thy  side,  life  seems  fairest  nnto  me. 
And  the  moments  sweetly  glide,  sweet  naever  sweet  can  be. 
Dreaming  of  the  hours  of  bliss,  could  I  long  from  thee  remain, 
So  I  tell  thee  with  a  kiss:  Darling,  I  will  come  &g&iu.— Chorus. 


» 
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TWO    SWEETHEARTS. 
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Written  and  Coin|>08e<l  by  Lester  Uarrett. 


I  know  it's  not  correct  to  have  two  sweethearts  at  a  time, 
Tho'  I  must  candidly  confess  I'm  guilty  of  the  crime; 
But  things  are  getting  rather  warm,  and  soon  there'll  be  a  smash. 
The  one  has  lots  of  beauty  and  the  other  lots  of  cash. 

Chorus. 

And  I  don't  want  the  one  that  I  don't  want  to  know 

That  I  want  the  one  that  I  want. 
And  the  one  that  I  want  she  wants  me  to  go 

And  give  up  the  other  at  once. 
Whv  I  don't  want  the  one  that  I  don't  want  to  know 

That  I  want  the  one  that  I  want. 
Is,  if  I  lose  the  one  that  I  want,  don't  you  know, 

I  might  want  the  one  that  I  don't  want. 

Matilda,  with  her  pretty  face,  has  got  a,  charm  for  me; 
Jemima,  tho'  she's  rather  old,  has  got  the  L.  S.  D. 
I  must  have  one— I  can't  have  both,  for  that  would  not  be  right, 
And  if  they  find  me  out,  why,  then,  I'd  have  them  both  to  fl>,'ht. 

Spoken— The  ladies  I  am  sure,  will  think  me  a  monster;  but  I  think  thegen- 
'tlemeu  will  sympathize  with  me,  when  I  tell  them  th&l—Chonu. 

I  often  think  'twould  serve  me  right  if.  through  my  long  delay. 
Some  other  fellow  came  and  stole  the  darling  ones  away; 
III  such  a  case  I  hardly  know  whatever  I  should  do. 
But  then,  of  course,  I  quite  forgot  he  couldn't  have  the  two. 

Spoken- I  went  to  my  solicitor  to-day  for  advice.  lie  siii<i  I  ought  to  he 
horsewhipped,  and  satirically  inquired  if  I  would  like  an  Act  of  I'ltrliuiiient 
passed  for  my  especial  lieuefit;  but  he  was  still  more  disgusted  with  me  when 
I  told  him  that—  Chorus. 
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COME  BACK  TO  THE  OLD  HOME. 
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Words  by  John  P.  Harrlntrton.    Music  by  Orlando  PowelL 


Within  a  lone  hut  on  the  fair  Devon  shore. 

In  tears  sat  a  lovely  young  bride; 
The  one  whom  she  wed  had  in  bitterness  fled 

To  a  land  far  away  o'er  the  tide. 
A  few  hasty  words  they  have  blighted  her  bliss; 
He'd  left  her  without  one  last  look  or  kins; 
Her  mother  sat  by  her,  with  silver  gray  Imir. 
And  whispered  of  hope  while  she  8obl)ed  in  despair: 

Rbfrain. 

Come  back  to  the  old  home,  come  back  o'er  the  sea. 

Come  back  to  the  old  home,  come  back  to  mother  and  me; 

Tho'  you  in  anger  departed,  to  sail  away  o'er  the  foam. 

Come  back,  my  darling,  come  back  to  me,  come  back  to  the  dear  old  home. 

A  suitor  whom  she  had  passed  by  for  his  sake 

Had  poisoned  the  ear  of  her  love; 
He  vowed  there  was  shame  on  her  name,  although  she 

Was  as  pare  as  the  angels  above. 
The  false  accusation  she  proudly  denied, 
But  he  would  not  heed  her  his  newly-made  bride. 
Oo!  leave  me,  if  I  of  your  faith  have  iK-en  robbed! 
He  went  and  too  late  in  her  anguish  she  sobbed.-  Refrain. 

Ten  years  had  sped  by,  and  the  snowstreaks  of  grief 
Had  silvered  the  yourfg  wife's  dark  huir, 

When,  one  winter's  eve,  came  a  knock  at  her  door- 
She  looked  up  and  her  husband  stood  there. 

"  Dear  Maggie,  the  villain  who  wronged  you  in  now  dead. 

Confessed  ere  he  died  all  was  false  that  he  said. 

Say,  can  you  forgive  mcT"  "I  do! "  was  her  cry. 

"  Dear  love  of  my  heart  never  mora  need  I  sigh  "—Refrain. 


OLD    CHURCH    BELLS.  , 
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Bells  arc  ringing  in  yonder  tower,  sweet  church  bells; 

"lis  a  wedding  of  wealth  and  power,  peal  all  the  bells; 

Tiny  are  a  " May  and  December  "  pair, 

Standing  bofore  tlie  altar  there; 

Bridegroom  is  old  and  the  bride  so  fair,  but  what  care  the  bells.   ' 

Refrain. 

Old  church-bells  are  sweetly  chiming,  merrily  chiming,  ring-dong-doiigl 
In  their  jingle  these  words  mingle:  there  is  another  good  man  gone  wrong! 

There  are  belles  of  a  diff'rent  kind,  female  belles: 

Home  of  them  in  the  street  we  find,  loud,  brazen  belles; 

Johnnie  will  tiiink  her  a  sweet  young  miss; 

She  leads  him  on  and  he  thinks  it's  bliss; 

Then  he  goes  ringing*  a  bcll(e)  like  this,  and  clang  go  the  bells.— /7(/r(iin. 

There  are  belles  with  a  load  of  cash,  golden  belles; 

Uld  and  stale,  but  they  wish  to  mush,  cracked,  worn-out  belles; 

Some  of  the  belles  will  advertise, 

"  Wanted  a  husband  with  sky-blue  eyes," 

Up  comes  a  wastrel  who  "cops"  the  prize,  and  clang  go  the  hvlWa.— Refrain. 

Then  we've  the  ladies  who  serve  at  bars,  fine  glass  belles; 

Belles  who  serve  yuu  with  bad  cigars,  electric  belles; 

Taking  the  presents  from  gay  young  men. 

Taking  a  drive  with  him  uow  and  again  (gen), 

Sometimes  he  marries  her — uh,  well  then  clang  go  the  bells.  —Refrain. 


• 


BusinesH  putting  ring  ou  finger. 


The  Good  Young  Man  Who  Died. 
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He  has  left  this  world  for  a  brighter  sphere; 

There's  a  neat  little  head-stone  o'er  him. 
Telling  how  much  we  held  him  dear. 

And  how  deeply  wc  deplore  him; 
But  that  cannot  tell  how  we  miss  his  ways. 

Our  friend,  philosopher,  and  guide; 
For  years  to  cumo  we  shall  sing  in  praise 

Of  the  good  young  niiiu  who  died; 
Oh  I  the  good  young  man  who  died,  my  friends. 

The  good  young  man  who  died, 
De  never  murdered  flies  and  he  said  he  hated  lies. 

The  good  young  man  who  died. 

De  wonld  never  drink  Bass  or  Guiness's  beer. 

He  would  faint  at  the  name  of  i)orter. 
And  aveer'd  that  he  saved  two  hundred  a  year 

By  consuming  Altered  water; 
He  never  smoked  a  i>i|)e  or  Uavanna  cigars. 

Because  he  was  ill  whene'er  he  tried. 
But  he  did  fancy  work  for  the  l>cst  bazaars, 

Did  the  good  young  man  who  died; 
Oh  I  the  good  young  man  who  died,  my  friends. 

The  good  young  man  who  died. 
He  was  meek  as  a  lamb  and  he  never  said  d 

The  good  young  man  who  died. 

He  ne'er  visited  theatres  except  with  a  pass. 

For  he  looked  upon  plays  as  baneful. 
And  whene'er  he  uld  go  he  would  whisper,  "Alas! 

Oh,  this  exhibition's  |)ainful." 
Then  he'd  send  to  some  of  the  actresses  notes. 

With  highly  moral  tracts  Inside, 
Rebuking  the  shortness  of  their  iHJtticoats, 

Would  the  good  young  man  who  died; 
Oh!  the  good  young  man  who  died,  my  friends, 

Tiie  good  young  man  who  died. 
He  never  gave  a  handle  to  anv  sort  of  scandal. 

The  good  young  man  who  died. 

He  wonld  go  to  a  race  and  say  he  had  lost. 

And  descant  on  the  ways  of  sinners; 
He  would  reckon  the  sum  that  the  trip  had  cost. 

Though  he  always  named  the  winners. 
He  didn't  know  how  to  play  billiards  or  pool, 

Or  the  niceties  of  "screw"  and  "side," 
But  he  managed  to  l)eat  his  opponent,  as  a  rule. 

Did  the  good  young  man  who  died; 
Oh,  the  good  young  man  who  died,  my  friends. 

The  good  voung  man  who  died. 
There  were  few  who  could  resist  the  hands  be  held  at  whist. 

The  good  young  man  who  died. 


[ 


—Stranger  (in  office  of  Chicago  D'umpet):  "  Are  yoii  the  adver- 
tising manager  of  this  paper?"  Haughty  Gentleman:  "If  you 
mean,  sir,  am  I  tUc  cbiei  of  the  bureau  of  promotion  and  publicity 
of  this  great  journal,  I  beg  to  inform  you  that  I  am."  Stranger: 
"  Well,  then,  I  desire  to  apprise  your  chieftain.ship  of  the  gentle 
fact  that  your  great  journal  is  not  going  to  promote  or  give  any 
further  publicity  to  the  remarkable  merits  of  my  soap  until  your 
rates  for  same  are  reduced  50  ixjr  cent." — The  Kingtf  Jester. 
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A     SILENT     MAIDEN. 

■     .  ;  •      Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  J.  Percy  Ashdown. 


The  proverbial  bird  was  warbling,  the  snn  shone  bright  above; 
'Twaa  Spring,  and  as  my  fancy  lightly  turned  to  thoughts  of  love. 
Like  each  lover  in  each  ballad,  I  sought  the  streamlet's  side, 
When,  Bitting  loue  and  pensive,  a  uiaideu  I  espied. 

CUORUS. 

And,  oh!  she  was  fair,  charmingly  fair,  sitting  beneath  the  oak; 

Her  features  were  fine,  her  smile  was  divine,  but  never  a  word  she  spoke. 

I  murmured  then,  "I  love  you!  "  in  most  bewitching  style: 
She  only  smiled  most  sweetly,  and  shook  her  head  the  while. 
Hal  now,  thoiight  I,  I  see  it,  my  perception  is  to  blame. 
The  darling's  French,  I  know  it,  so  I  softly  sighed  "  Je  t'aime." 
For,  oh  I  she  was  fair,  charmingly  fair,  etc. 

AlasI  my  hopes  were  shattered— again  she  shook  ber  head, 
Again  she  smiled  divinely,  but  not  a  word  she  said. 
"Elle  compris!  "  I  have  it,  she's  Italian  I  feel  sure, 
"lo  t'amol  "  then  I  whispered— she  was  silent  as  before. 
But,  oh  1  she  was  fair,  charmingly  fair,  etc. 

She's  German,  next  I  fancied,  "  Ich  liebc  dich! "  I  cried, 
Yet  still  she  never  answered,  siie  neVcr  even  sighed. 
I  was  puzzled— i)erliap8  she's  ispauisb,  so  "lo  ticara!"  I 
Then  breathed  iu  softest  accents,  yet  she  still  made  no  reply. 
But,  obt  she  was  fair,  charmingly  fair,  etc. 

I  said  these  words,  " I  love  youl  "  In  Irish,  Scotch  and  Dutch; 
In  Russian,  Norse  and  Flemish— did  she  understand?  not  much. 
At  last  she  took  her  sunshade  and  wrote  upon  the  earth: 
"  I  don't  know  what  you're  saying,  for  I'm  deaf  and  dumb  from  birth." 
Yet,  oil  I  ehe  was  fair,  charmi^igly  fair,  etc. 


^  *  » 


THE    TEMPERANCE    BRIGADE. 

Copyright,  1*91,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


I  Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Bong  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

eentSi  ur  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aseash  for  all  our  goods. 


: 


■  ( 


Words  by  T.  Conley.    Music  by  Felix  McGlennon. 


In  Ireland,  Bare,  they  started  once  a  temperance  brigade. 

All  for  the  conutry's  good,  the  leader  said; 
With  their  banners  and  their  music  they  all  marched  about  the  town, 

Forty  men,  with  Michael  Crogau  at  their  head. 
Making  speeches  asking  landlords  to  close  up  their  saloons; 

No  doubt  it  would  have  gone  on  very  well. 
All  the  people  went  and  joined  them  from  Kiusclla's  whiskey  inn. 

Then  they  tried  to  paralyze  McGee's  hotel. 

Refrain. 
And  the  band  was  loadly  playing;  sure,  it  was  a  splendid  sight; 
Ould  Crogau  he  was  raving  to  the  boys  with  all  his  might; 
Ay,  and  ni  the  flrst  Ijegiuning  every  one  attenticn  paid; 
They  drank  nothing  else  but  water  in  the  Temperance  Brigade. 

First  Crogan  started  speaking  to  McGee;  says  he,  "  My  man, 

Shut  up  your  house  and  throw  away  your  beer; 
Make  a  coffee  palace  of  it  and  sell  only  lemonade." 

All  the  Temperance  Brigade  then  called.  Heart  hear! 
Then  McGee  got  on  a  barrel,  all  the  boozers  gathered  round, 

For  they  knew  that  he  was  rolling  in  his  wealth; 
Then  of  beer  he  drew  nine  gallons  and  he  cried  to  all  the  crowd: 

Here,  boys,  I  ask  ye  come  and  drink  my  tiealth. 

Refrain. 

But  the  band  still  kept  on  playing — ohl  it  was  a  splendid  sight; 
Ould  Crogan  he  was  raving  to  the  boys  with  all  iiie  might; 
But  McGee,  with  his  nine  gallons,  did  the  trick,  I  am  afraid; 
All  the  boys  were  getting  thirsty  iu  the  Temperance  Brigade. 

Then  tlie  boys  they  all  "  hurrooed!  "  and  cried,  "  Three  cheeis  for  Pal  McGee! 

Foi  he's  the  boy  that  gives  the  beer  away; 
And  down  with  all  teetotalers,  we  don't  want  any  tiere." 

Pour  Crogan  looke<l  at  them  in  bland  dismay; 
Said  lie,  "1  will  reclaim  them;"  so  he  shoaled  to  the  crowd, 

"  Give  over  drinking;  sure,  ye  make  me  shrink." 
Said  McGee,  I'll  paralyze  him;  with  a  gallon  iu  his  hand 

He  invited  them  ouce  more  to  have  a  drink. 

Refrain. 
But  the  band  still  kept  on  playing— oh!  it  was  a  splendid  eight; 
Ould  Crogan  lie  was  raving  to  the-  boys  with  all  his  might; 
But  the  band  was  nearly  gasi)ing,  and  a  desperate  charge  they  made; 
All  the  boys  were  drinking  whiskey  in  the  Temperance  Brigade. 

Ould  Crogan  said:  "That's  done  It;  I  must  bid  ye  all  good  day;  " 

But  Pat  McGee  cried  out  for  liim  to  stop— 
"  I  don't  bear  any  malice,"  said  McGee,  "  just  step  inside, 

(!ome  ou  with  me  and  have  a  little  drop." 
Then  old  Crogau  took  on  whiskey,  and  it  got  into  his  bead. 

Says  he,  "D all  teetotalers,"  quite  loud; 

As  McGee  got  three  more  gallons,  with  a  smile  upou  his  face,  -     ■■  ^ 

Aud  took  it  to  the  ever  thirsty  crowd. 

Rbfrain. 
Then  the  band  gave  over  playing,  and  they  drank  with  all  their  might; 
Ould  Crogan  on  a  shutter,  sure,  was  carried  home  that  night; 
And  the  tnought  of  water  drinking  slick  away  did  quickly  fade; 
All  the  boys  got  paralytic  in  the  Temperance  Brigade.  -^ 


THE   RING    MY   MOTHER  WORE. 


Copyiight,  1800,  by  Beck  &  Lawton. 
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The  earth  has  many  treasures  rare  in  gems  and  golden  ore; 
■ .    My  heart  hath  one  more  precious  far— the  ring  my  mother  wore. 
I  saw  it  first  when  I,  a  child,  was  playing  by  her  side; 
She  told  me  then  'twas  father's  gift  when  she  became  his  bride. 

I  saw  it  oft  in  sorrow's  honrs,  which  marked  the  after  years. 
When  shining  on  the  soft,  white  hand  that  wiped  away  my  tears. 
And  O,  I  saw  it  once  again  when,  on  her  dying  bed. 
She  lifted  up  her  liauds  iu  prayer,  aud  laid  them  ou  my  bead. 

Beside  that  bed  where  fell  my  tears  the  ring  to  me  was  given; 
She  placed  it  on  my  band  and  said.  We'll  meet  again  in  heaven. 
I  kissed  the  cheek  I  oft  had  pressed,  from  which  the  rose  had  fled, 
Aud,  bowed  with  grief,  stood  motherless,  aloue  beside  the  dead. 

'    Among  the  blest,  in  realms  above,  where  sorrows  are  unknown, 
.    O,  may  I  meet  my  mother  dear,  no  more  to  weep  alone, 
ller  dyiug  words  of  love  and  faith  I'll  cherish  evermore 
Wilhiu  the  heart  which  holds  so  dear  tbe  ring  my  mother  wore. 


HE'S    GOT    A    NEW    HAT    NOW. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  James  Rolmoz. 


You've  often  heard  of  me  before,  I  am  the  fellow  that 

The  people  used  to  chaff  about,  "  Where  Did  You  (jet  That  HatT" 

Because  to  gain  my  uucle's  cash— a  tidy  sum— I  had 

To  wear  a  hat  that  was  In  vogue  when  Adam  was  a  lad. 

CaoRUS. 
I  sold  that  old  hat  to  the  tailor,  Jimmy  Lundy, 
Who  wears  it  on  one  side  when  he  goes  out  on  a  Sunday; 
And  then  I  bought  this  tile,  which  causes  many  a  row. 
For  the  lK>yB  ail  say,  hip!  hip  I  hooray  1  he's  got  a  new  hat  now. 

With  lightning-like  rapidity  my  legacy  I  spent; 

I  was  the  "J  "  who  used  to  pay  for  all  where'er  I  went; 

And  topers  and  teetotalers  became  quite  thirsty,  while 

They  asked  me  all  the  facts  about  my  uucle's  famous  ll\e.  — Chorus. 

When  I'd  that  hat,  I  oft  received  big  offers  to  engage; 
To  travel  round  exhibiting  my  "  brain-pan  "  on  tlie  stage. 
And  Baiuum  telegraphed  to  say,  he'd  pay  in  princely  style. 
If  I  would  sell  him  for  his  show  that  pre-historic  tilv.—C'fiorus. 

Day  after  day  I  was  besought  to  sell,  but  I  refused, 
Till  Jimmy  Lundy  tackled  me,  one  night  when  I  was  boozed; 
Then  for  a  paltry  dime  or  two  that  famous  hat  was  sold, 
Which,  as  a  curiosity,  is  worth  its  weight  iu  gold.—  Chorus. 


<  >  » 


KATE     O'ORADY. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Cba&  Osborne. 


They  say  that  an  Irishman  dotes  on  three  things— 

His  country,  his  girl  and  his  glass; 
But  when  in  the  praise  of  his  sweetheart  he  sings. 

That  theme  does  all  others  surpass. 
Well  that  is  exactly  the  case  with  myself, 

Though  mine's  a  long  distance  away; 
She  puts  all  the  other  colleens  on  the  shelf. 

No  matter  what  rivals  may  say. 

Refrain. 

And  her  name's  Kate  O'Grady,  but  she's  no  high-bom  lady; 

Sweet  and  tender  as  the  daisies  in  the  dell; 
She's  the  best  girl  of  any  all  around  ould  Kilkenny, 

Aud,  sure,  I'm  ber  Denny,  aud  she's  my  Irish  l>elle. 

Her  goodness  is  known  to  the  neighbors  arouud — 

In  fact,  she's  the  pride  of  the  place; 
Aud  as  for  her  beauty— well,  you  may  be  bound. 

Her  merits  arc  matched  by  her  face. 
Her  rich,  glossy  hair  is  as  black  as  the  sloe, 

Her  bright  eyes  devotion  impart. 
And  that  I'm  her  love  'tis  my  glory  to  know. 

For  she  is  tbe  queen  of  my  heart.— .fi^rxan. 

Her  lot  is  but  humble,  the  same  as  my  own. 

But  we  can  endure  it  with  ease. 
So  long  as  we're  able  to  ramble  alone. 

And  court  'mid  the  birds  and  the  trees. 
We're  both  saving  money  as  fast  ae  we  can. 

An',  faith,  that's  a  pretty  good  sigu 
That  I'll  before  long  be  a  proud  married  man. 

And  she  will  forever  be  rain^.— Refrain. 
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These  Words  No  Shakespeare  Wrote. 

Composed  and  Sung  by  Arthur  J.  O'Brien  and  Lewis  H.  Carroll 
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A  little  bal)y  tiad  d  little  pain, 
That  darling  papa  trieil  to  auolhe  in  vaiu; 
At  midnight  'round  the  bedroom  papa  Roee, 
Finding  chairs  and  sofas  with  hia  loee; 
The  baby  cries  in  Bcveral  different  keys, 
While  papa's  legs  are  just  about  to  freeze. 
When,  in  despair,  he  finds  the  ipecac 
And  plants  hie  bare  foot  ou  a  tack. 

Chorus. 
These  words  no  Shakespeare  wrote,  these  words  uo  Byron  iMjuned, 

Nor  i)oet  classical,  with  fancy  free; 
Papa  eaid  t<ometliing  with  a  word  on  the  end 

That  sounded  very  much  like  a  great  big  D. 

A  game  of  poker  I  went  into  one  night— 
A  game  that  I  play  'way  out  of  sight— 
,         A  jackpot  came;  I  stayed  ou  bobrail  straight; 
I  tried  to  draw  a  quecu  or  an  ei>,'ht; 
I  raised  this  fellow,  oh,  as  high  as  heaven; 
I  looked  again,  I  drew  a  seven, 
I  made  a  l>lufl  by  betting  all  I  got. 
He  said,  "  I  pass;  you  take  the  pot." 

CHonrs. 
His  words  no  Shakespeare  wrote,  his  words  no  Byron  penned. 

Nor  poet  classical,  with  fancy  free; 
But  when  I  made  that  bluff  I  kuew  he  had  enough; 

Hia  words  they  were  the  sweetest  poetry. 

There  is  a  place  it  is  a  Sunday  place 

And  one  that's  always  in  tiie  race; 

Now  Coney  Island  is  the  place  to  steer, 

Where  everybody  swims  in  beer. 

Where  all  young  girls  do  congregate. 

And  never  come  home  till  very  late. 

That's  the  place  they'll  make  you  sjjend  your  tin. 

And  back  to  New  York  you'll  have  to  swim. 

Chorus. 
These  words  no  Sliakespeare  wrote,  these  words  no  Byron  penned. 

Nor  poet  classical,  with  fancy  free; 
They'd  break  you  if  you  were  the  First  National  Bank, 
For  Coney  Island  is  built  around  a  tank. 


JAYS,    RUBES    AND    MARKS. 


Tune— "Ohi  Let  It  Be  Soon." 
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Composed  and  Sun^r  by  Arthur  J.  O'Brien  and  Lewis  H.  Carroll. 

While  at  the  beach  bathing  last  summer 

We  met  with  a  charming  fut  maid; 
She  asked  us  if  we  would  not  float  her— 

Of  the  breakers  she  was  much  afraid. 
A  jolly  good  time  we  were  having; 

She  was  just  as  coy  as  a  mouse. 
And  when  we  got  through  with  our  bathing, 

ijome  thief  stole  our  clothes  from  the  house. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  wasn't  we  jays;  oh,  wasn't  we  jays. 
Standing  in  the  water  for  fully  an  hour; 
Sweating  like  Turks,  oh,  great  was  our  sorrow 
When  this  fat  darling  said,  "Boys,  I'll  see  you  to-morrow. 

Oh,  wasn't  we  jays. 

On  the  beach  we  stood  shivering  and  shaking, 

Not  knowing  just  what  we  should  do. 
When  the  kids  cried  out,  "  Pipe  the  two  lobstersl  " 

With  the  cold  we  were  turning  quite  blue; 
With  our  clothes  along  went  our  money; 

Then  along  came  a  cop  on  a  run. 
Says  he,  "  There  goes  two  freaks  from  a  museum; 

It's  a  good  thing  I  haven't  my  gun." 

Chorus. 

Oh,  wasn't  we  rubes;  oh,  wasn't  we  nibes; 
The  copper  that  caught  us  his  name  was  Pat  Farrol. 
Says  he.     Boys,  I  know  it's  a  tough  way  to  travel. 
But  as  yon  have  no  clothes,  go  home  in  a  barrel. 

Oh,  wasn't  we  rubes. 

Misfortunes  are  liable  to  happen 

To  the  rich  as  well  as  the  poor. 
While  at  the  races  last  summer 

We  were  tipped  to  bet  15  to  4 
On  a  horse  that  they  said  won  a  winner. 

'Twas  a  friend  that  gave  us  the  steer; 
The  horse  that  we  bet  on  was  N.  O., 

That  our  money  was  gone  it  was  clear. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  wasn't  we  marks;  oh,  wasn't  we  marks; 
We  loaned  our  friend  30  l>ecauee  we  were  tipped; 
When  the  horses  went  'round  we  saw  we  were  flipped; 
We  looked  for  our  friend,  but  we  found  he  hud  skipped. 

Uh,  wasn't  we  marks. 


NO    MONEY-THE    RICH    MAN 
AND    THE    POOR    MAN. 

Aj  recited  by  Lew  Is  H.  Carroll,  of  O'Bilen  ft  Carroll 


No  money— 80  the  world  is  now,  and  cupid's  deail. 

Love  of  gold  reigns  in  its  stead. 

Listen  and  a  lesson  I  will  teach  you— 

And  one  that  your  parson  may  never  preach  you: 

Tlie  rich  man  good— die  poor  man  belter— 

And  I  can  prove  It  to  the  letter— 

For  he  who  has  money  soon  gets  a  wife; 

lie  who  has  none  can  go  free  all  his  life. 

lie  who  has  money  can  ride  coach  and  horse; 

He  who  has  none  can  walk  of  course. 

He  who  has  money  can  lose  it  and  feel  sad; 

He  who  has  none  can  find  it  and  feel  glad. 

He  who  has  money  dines  on  the  etiquette  plan; 

He  who  has  none  dines  when  he  can- 

For  lie  who  has  money  may  not  fancy  bite. 

And  lie  who  has  none  has  a  good  appetite. 

So  whether  rich  or  poor  dou'i  blame. 
They  started  in  the  cradle  alike. 

And  shall  finish  at  the  grave  the  same— 
For  he  who  has  money  hi4  life  cannot  save; 
He  who  has  none  only  comes  to  the  grave. 
That  six  feet  of  earth  no  distinction  doth  bring 
To  the  worm  that  crawls  and  is  as  fat  as  a  king. 
And  when  one  hundred  years  with  its  troiil>les  have  past 
The  rich  man  and  poor  man  ore  level  at  latt. 


i 


GAG-LETS. 

Tune— "Kerry  Dances." 


Send  for  Fre«  Ciitaloirue  of  Sonif  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Drrnm  Books,  Foiliine  Tellers, 
Trick  Hooky,  Kecltallon   Books,  IVnny   Ballads,  Call  Ik>oks,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  S|>eeclies,  Irish  Houk  B«<iks,  t'<K>k  Books,  lJ<M>ksof  Amuse- 
ment, ete.,  to  lleury  J.  Wehman,  13U  I'ark  Uo» ,  New  York. 


Cumpoaed  and  Sung  by  Arthur  J.  O'Brien  and  Lewis  H.  Curroll. 


Hurrah  for  the  present,  the  past  and  future, 

Hurrah  for  the  gags  that  oujjht  to  l)e  shaved, 
Squibs,  conundrums  and  old-tiuie  chestnuts; 

tings  that  have  whiskers  and  ought  to  be  shaved. 
Gags  that  were  told  to  our  great  grandfathers. 

Gags  that  were  hammered,  tattered  and  torn; 
Gags  that  were  smothered,  tarred  and  feathered; 

(Jugs  that  were  sprung  before  we  were  born. 
And  now  we'll  sing  of  gags  they  tell  in  a  tune  yoa  all  know  well: 

Refrain. 
[Tune— "Gaiety  Danee."] 
Oh,  what  makes  a  chicken  cross  the  street,  is  what  the  end  man  said; 
The  rooster  on  the  other  side  she  wants  the  needle  and  thread.  [mouth— 

What's  good  for  a  bald  head?  Plenty  of  huir— You  just  took  the  word  out  of  my 
I  always  thought  you  had  hair  ou  your  teeth  the  other  end  muu  did  shout. 

Refrain.  • 

'Tis  the  song  and  the  sigh  of  the  actors- 
Night  stands,  night  stands,  come  again  no  more; 
Many  days  we  have  lingered  around  the  old  stage-door. 
Uh,  week  stands,  come  again  once  more. 


There's  a  Home  for  the  Wanderer  Still. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Hitchcock  &  McCargo  PubllshinK  Company  (Limited). 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid, on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tills  ana  any  two  other  Souks  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H,  J.  Wehman,  ISO  I'ark 

Kow,  N«w  York  City.    I'ostOKe  Stamps  taken  aanie  as  cash  for  all  our  Kuods. 


By  Uichard  J.  Jose. 


I  left  all  the  loved  ones  in  sadness  and  tears. 

My  mother  so  fond  and  so  true; 
The  home  of  my  childhood  I've  not  seen  for  years. 

In  sorrow  I  bade  it  adieu; 
Yet  now,  in  my  vision,  I  fondly  return, 

Willie  teats  come  my  eyelids  to  fill. 
And  my  heart  tells  me  ever,  w  hile  sadly  I  yearn. 

There's  a  home  for  the  wanderer  still. 

Refrain. 

There's  a  home  sweet  and  bright,  there's  a  home  of  delight. 

And  it  shines  o'er  the  valley  and  hills; 
Tho'  sad  and  distressed,  always  there  he'll  find  rest, 

There's  a  home  for  the  wanderer  still. 

I've  met  with  misfortune,  I've  battled  with  care. 

And  yet  through  it  all  like  a  star, 
I  know  that  a  mother,  with  silvery  hair. 

Is  waiting  her  dear  boy  afar. 
I'll  go  to  tlie  hearts  that  are  kinder  than  all, 

rll  roam  o'er  each  valley  and  hill. 
The  voices  of  old  to  my  heart  fondly  call. 

There's  a  home  for  the  wanderer  still.— .S^ro<». 


t 


H 


■  'a- 


<i> 


— Tells  on  Itself. — "  I  wish  I  knew  bow  to  tell  a  good  egg  from 
a  bad  one,"  writes  a  young  liousekeeper,  "tbey  all  look  alike  to 
me."  Look  at  'em  with  your  nose,  Clara,  look  at  'em  with  your 
nose.     You  must  be  blind  if  you  couldn't  tell  the  difference  then. 
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WHEN    I'M    MADE    CAPTAIN. 


Copyright,  1883,  by  Russell  Brother*. 


I  The  Words  and  llusic  of  thU  Soiik  \>  ill  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

oeiits:  or  lliis  aiui  any  two  other  Son^s  for  One  Dollar,  l>y  it.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Varlt 

Itow,  New  York  City,    ^'outa^e  Htuiiips  taken  game  aij  caoli  for  all  oar  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  WUI  Klngr. 


I'm  a  jolly  midehipman,  adored  by  my  crew, 
My  craft  Bbe  18  Bouud,  and  my  lu88  ehe  is  true; 
And  when  I've  to  leave  lier  aud  ordered  to  sea 
1  wiiisper  these  worda  as  we  part  ou  the  quay: 

ClIOBDS. 

Good-bye,  my  darling,  don't  pipe  yonr  eye. 
Another  fond  kies,  love,  another  good-bye; 
If  you're  true  to  me  while  I'm  on  the  sea. 
When  I'm  made  captain,  my  mate  you  shall  be. 

My  Polly'8  the  model  of  womanly  grace, 

A  fine  figure  head  with  a  ewect  looking  face; 

A  epirit  as  proud  as  the  breakers  ahead. 

But  often  breaks  down  when  these  words  I  have  said:— 6' Aoru«. 

They  say  that  a  sailor  in  every  port. 

Has  cither  a  wife  or  a  sweetheart  to  court; 

But  if  ever  suspicion  sliould  darken  Poll's  brow, 

Tliese  few  parting  words  always  keep  her  in  iovi:— Chorus. 

The  time  is  approaching  when  Polly  and  I 

Will  get  the  knot  made  which  no  hand  can  untie. 

She'll  act  as  my  compass  to  help  me  to  steer, 

Aud  I  shan't  any  more  have  to  sing  in  her  ear:— CAoru«. 


Since  Murphy  Broke  His  Pledge. 

Copyiight,  1893,  by  Franl<  Hording.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

i  The  Words  and  Mu.sic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cvMts;  »r  tliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park 

Itow,  Now  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  takrn  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 


1  Words  <t  Music  by  James  Tliornton. 


Tim  Murphy  was  a  sober  man  for  sixteen  months  or  more. 

During  all  that  time  he  never  raised  a  row; 
ITe  did  a  thriving  business  in  a  corner  liquor  store. 

Where  in  partnership  he  was  with  Mike  O'Dow. 
Election  day  was  coming  on,  Murphy  ran  for  Mayor— 

Ilis  money  and  his  beer  he  gave  away; 
He  said,  "  If  I'm  elected  I  will  give  you  all  a  Job, 

Bvery  one  will  loaf  aud  get  his  pay." 

At  last  election  day  arrived,  his  friends  stood  at  the  polls. 

They  all  got  drunk  on  poor  old  Murphy's  pelf; 
And  when  the  votes  were  counted,  sure,  they  only  found  but  one. 

And  that's  the  vote  he  voted  for  himself. 
He  then  cried  out,  "  I'm  clieated,"  his  fury  knew  no  bounds. 

He  run  into  a  blacksmith's  for  a  sledge, 
'  He  cried,  "Give  me  my  money  back,  or  I'll  elect  myself," 

He  took  a  hammer  out  aud  broke  his  pledge. 

'Twas  then  the  fun  began,  he  acted  like  a  crazy  man,  :'  ■  -  . 

He  drove  everybody  from  the  street; 
He  ran  into  a  liquor  store,  then  behind  the  bar  he  tore, 

Aud  asked  himself  if  he  was  going  to  treat. 
No  policeman  showed  up  that  night,  every  cop  was  out  of  sight. 

The  horse-cars  stopped  running  all  that  day: 
The  Chinee  and  the  Dago  nieu  barred  aud  locked  their  door,  then 

They  knew  that  the  devil  was  to  pay. 

'Twas  the  jim  Jams  he  had,  be  ran  down  the  street  like  mad, 

'Till  he  came  to  a  Dutchman's  'baccy  store; 
He  smashed  in  the  window  pane,  then  he  smashed  it  out  again. 

And  killed  the  wooden  Indian  at  the  door. 
Down  to  One  Lunp's  he  ran,  a  dried  up  little  Chiueeman, 

And  threw  him  in  the  washtub  clothes  and  all; 
He  played  billiards  with  his  queue,  then  he  beat  him  black  aud  bine, 

Aud  now  One  Luug  has  got  no  lung  at  all. 

\  He  rang  up  the  fire  alarm,  thinking  it  would  be  no  harm. 

Very  soon  there  was  a  busy  scene: 
The  engines  and  the  firemen  came,  but  couldn't  see  a  sight  of  flame. 

While  the  hose  played  "  The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 
They  soon  spied  poor  Murphy  out,  climbing  up  a  waterspout, 

If  he  fell  he  would  surely  lose  his  shape; 
They  cried  out,  "  Come  down  here,  Tim,"  it  had  no  effect  on  him. 

He  was  waiting  there  to  see  the  fire  escape. 

They  played  the  hose  all  over  him,  thinking  it  would  sober  him. 

He  fell,  hut  they  caught  him  in  a  net; 
The  noise  soon  brought  tlie  cops  around,  they  soon  had  him  gagg'd  and  bound, 

The  fire-bells  they  all  were  ringing  wet. 
They  put  the  hand-cuffs  ou  him  then,  although  it  took  a  hundred  men 

To  take  him  to  the  station  house  that  nigiit; 
They  beat  and  they  scolded  him,  then  they  blindfolded  him. 

And  Murphy  shouted  "  Now  I'm  out  of  sight." 

Next  morn  before  the  judge  he  stood,  his  whiskers  were  full  of  mnd, 

Tliat  he  was  sober  now  there  was  no  doubt; 
I  They  placed  him  under  bonds  for  trial,  his  friends  came  in  a  little  while, 
'      Anil  with  tin  dippers  bailed  him  out. 
Now  there's  peace  in  the  neighborhood,  for  Murphy  is  behaving  good. 

No  more  will  he  break  things  with  his  sledge;  .    >. 

He's  back  iu  his  shop  again,  he'll  never  drink  a  drop  again. 
For  he  bought  a.pot  of  glue  and  fixed  his  pledge. 


OUR    WEDDING-    JUBILEE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  tn  any  address,  post-paid,  on  r«oeipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sungs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  I'ark         i 
Uow.  New  Y'ork  City,    i'ostage  Utanips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

■    -1  Written  and  Composed  by  Robert  Field. 

Come  and  sit  by  my  side,  my  darling,  yes,  my  darling,  tho'  aged  and  grey, 
For  I  love  you  as  well  this  moment  as  I  did  ou  our  wwlding  day; 
And  altho'  fifty  years  have  gone  by,  love,  thro'  each  I've  been  happy  with  thee, 
Aud  t«-day  is  our  golden  wedding,  to-day  is  our  wedding  jubilee. 


i 


Chobus. 


X 


Our  golden  wedding,  'tis  our  golden  wedding, 

Just  fifty  years  ago  siuce  we 
Knelt  together  side  by  side,  aud  you  became  my  bride, 

Yes,  to-day  is  our  weddiug  jubilee. 


Feeling  sure  that  upon  the  morrow  dame  fortune  would  smile  on  us  again.—  Cho. 


All  our  children  will  come,  my  darling,  yes,  and  all  our  grandchildren,  too. 
Proud  to  honor  our  golden  wedding,  aud  to  show  their  Fond  love  for  you; 
So,  then,  let  us  be  happy,  my  darling,  wliile  dear  ones  and  friends  gather  'round 
'Ere  upon  us  shall  close  life's  evening,  and  calmly  we  sleep  beneath  the  ground.' 

• —Chorus. 

O'BRIEN'S    HORSE,   BONYPARTE. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationei-s'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  (>o«t-paid,  on  rooeipt  ofM  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiiks  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian  ISO  Park         I 

Uow.  Mew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascasb  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  James  Thornton. 


O'Brien  was  a  sporting  man,  aud  he  owned  a  large  saloon. 

And  his  money  he  would  bet  just  as  quick  as  any  coon; 

He  was  very  fond  of  race  horses,  and  he  wanted  one  to  buy. 

Says  lie,  "  Til  give  most  any  price,  if  the  beast  will  suit  my  eye." 

It  happened  that  McFiiinegan,  the  owner  of  a  horse  and  hack. 

Said  he  would  sell  him  Bonyparte,  the  fastest  horse  on  Brighton  track; 

He  then  told  him  his  pedigree,  and  a  great  big  oath  he  swore, 

That  he  could  prove  that  Bonyparte  was  a  faster  horse  than  Salvator. 

O'Brien  bought  old  Bonyparte,  McFinnegan's  face  it  wore  a  smile, 
Wnen  he  told  O'Brien  he  had  a  horse  would  break  the  record  for  a  mile- 
He  built  a  stable  for  him  in  the  further  end  of  his  saloon,  ' 

Then  he  fed  the  horse  on  free  lunch,  till  the  poor  old  beast  began  to  swoon 
He  played  the  hose  all  over  him,  then  he  let  him  take  a  nap, 
For  on  the  morrow  he  must  win  the  famous  Brooklyn  Handicap; 
He  cut  the  hair  all  off  his  tail,  a  fiddler  bought  it  for  his  bow. 
Now  ou  the  fiddle  he  does  play,  "  Listen  to  My  "Tale  of  Woe." 

He  banged  his  hair,  and  banged  his  nose,  then  he  stuffed  his  ribs  with  hay, 

Aud  hid  the  scales  behind  the  door,  for  fear  the  horse  would  get  away- 

He  rubbed  him  down  with  sandpaper,  till  the  liair  came  off  hu  hide,    ' 

"Tis  well  they  called  him  Bonyparte,  he  was  getting  ossified. 

Poor  Bonyparte  was  very  weak,  a  week  liad  passed  since  he  was  fed. 

They  laid  him  on  a  bed  of  straw,  but  he  got  up  aud  eat  his  lied; 

A  funnier  horse  you  never  saw,  he'd  make  you  laugh  yourself  to  death - 

They  put  a  plaster  ou  his  mouth,  just  to  help  him  draw  his  breath.        ' 

They  then  gave  him  a  Turkish  bath,  with  porous  plasters  he  was  patched. 
Which  made  the  horse  feel  itchy,  and  they  felt  afraid  he  would  be  scratched- 
At  last  tlie  famous  day  arrived  on  which  tlie  horses  were  to  start,  ' 

The  people  near  fell  off  their  seats  when  they  set  eyes  on  Bonyparte. 
O'Brien  sat  on  Bony's  back,  his  mouth  was  fairly  iu  his  throat. 
When  some  one  shouted  out  to  him,  "  Say,  where  did  you  get  that  goatf  " 
At  last  they  shouted  they  are  off,  it  was  pronounced  an  equal  start. 
But  who  is  that  that's  iu  the  lead!"  'tis  Pat  O'Brien  ou  Bonyparte. 

Tlie  other  horses  couldn't  move,  their  jockeys  tried  with  all  their  might, 
When  they  set  eyes  on  Bonyparte  every  horse  was  seized  with  fright; 
Old  Bonyparte  kept  running  ou  and  O'Brien  felt  immeuse 
When  he  looked  around  and  saw  the  other  horses  jumping  o'er  the  fence. 
Bonyparte  he  ran  so  fast  the  people  thought  he'd  surely  drop. 
They  tried  to  stop  liim  but  iu  vain,  old  I^nyparte  he  couldn't  stop; 
He  threw  O'Brien  off  his  back,  then  passed  tne  judges  like  the  wind. 
With  one  big  leap  he  cleared  the  fence,  aud  left  the  race  track  far  behind. 

He  kept  on  running  all  that  day,  he  kept  on  running  all  that  night. 

He  ran  just  like  au  eight  day  clock,  he  ran  till  he  was  out  of  sight; 

He  ran  uutil  he  came  to  where  another  race  was  taking  place. 

He  entered  just  as  tlicy  got  off,  and  showed  them  all  a  lively  pace. 

Spokane  was  in  the  lead,  the  fastest  horse  iu  all  the  stalls; 

Poor  Bonyparte  thought  lie'd  lose  the  race,  till  some  shouted.  "  Spokane  Falls  " 

Bonyparte  he  came  iu  first,  but  kept  on  running  all  the  same,  ' 

He  ran  a  heat  with  another  horse,  I  think  that  Steampipe  was  bis  name. 

He  ran  right  through  the  city's  streets,  it  was  a  funny  sight  to  see 

The  boys  run  after  Bonyparte,  aud  a  baud  played  up  "  I'hey're  After  Me; " 

He  ran  until  he  came  to  where  he  ran  against  the  city's  mayor, 

He  beat  him  by  a  vote  and  a  half,  then  ran  a  side  show  at  a  fair.  ■■ 

He  rau  a  pool  room  down  the  street,  he  also  ran  a  liquor  store. 

He  ran  a  policeman  out  of  town,  they  ran  a  boat  upon  the  shore. 

He  rau  through  all  the  money  he  had,  then  he  rau  right  into  debt. 

We  heard  no  word  about  him,  but  it's  ten  to  one  he's  running  yet. 


—Mrs,  Bibbs  (suspiciously):  I  don't  see  how  it  is  that  typewriter 
girl  of  yours  manages  to  dress  better  that  I  can.  Mr.  Bibbs;  Why, 
you  see,  she  works  for  a  living,  and  you  don't. — N.  T.  Weekly. 
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Why  Does  Mother  Stay  so  Long? 

•!  Copyright,  1879,  by  While,  Smith  4  Co. 

I  The  Word!  and  Mualc  of  this  Sonc  will  be  sent  to  any  actdreM,  po8^pal(l,  on  receipt  of  iO 
''        cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Suuks  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  farlc 
I  Row,  Mew  Yorli  City.    I'oBtaKO  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  ouricoods. 


Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.    Music  by  C.  A.  White. 


! 


Father,  you  are  sadly  weeping,  let  me  climb  upon  your  knee, 
Brother  Will  is  gently  sleejiiMg,  tell  me,  where  can  mother  be? 
All  the  day  bo  sad  aud  weary,  I  have  eaug  my  little  Boug, 
Kow  the  night  has  come  so  dreary,  why  does  mother  stay  bo  long? 

CnoBca. 

Tell  me,  kind  and  gentle  father,  while  the  evening  shadows  throng, 
Why  is  all  the  house  so  lonely,  why  does  mother  stay  so  long? 

Yesternight  they  called  us  sadly,  where  she  lay  so  calm  and  still, 

Then  she  kissed  us,  oh,  so  gladly,  me  and  darling  brother  Will; 

Now  we  see  your  tears  of  sorrow,  himhed  is  every  childish  song. 

Father,  will  she  come  to-morrow?   Why  does  mother  stay  so  long?— CAaru«. 

Fold  me  gently  to  your  bosom,  tell  me,  father,  why  you  weep? 

Call  mo  once  again  your  blossom,  kiss  ine.  now  I'll  go  to  sleep: 

Shall  we  never  more  to  mother  sing  our  little  good-night  songs? 

Ob,  'tie  aad  for  mc  aud  brother— why  docs  mother  stay  so  lougf—Chotnts. 


My  Sweetheart's  the  Man  in  the  Moon. 

CopyriKlit,  1898,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationorx'  Hull,  London. 


j  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Souk  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  10 

J        cents;  or  this  and  any  twootlier  Hongs  for  one  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.lSO  Park 
How,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  easli  tor  all  our  goods. 
1  Words  and  Music  by  James  Thornton. 


Everybody  has  a  sweetheart  underneath  the  rose, 
Everybody  loves  a  body,  so  the  old  song  goes; 
I've  a  sweetheart,  you  all  know  bitn  just  as  well  as  mc. 
Every  evening  I  can  see  biin  shortly  after  tea. 

Chorus. 
My  sweetheart's  the  man  in  the  moon, 
I'm  going  to  marry  him  soon; 

'Twould  fill  me  with  bliss,  just  to  give  him  one  kiss. 
But  I  know  that  «  dozen  I  never  would  miss. 
I'll  go  up  in  a  great  big  balloon. 
And  (?ee  my  sweetheart  in  the  moon. 
Then  behind  some  dark  cloud  where  no  one  is  allowed, 
I'll  make  love  to  the  man  in  the  moon. 

I  have  often  wondered  where  he  spends  his  time  all  day, 
Perhaps  he  has  another  sweethcait  many  miles  away; 
Maybe  some  sweet  dark  haired  maiden  daily  he  does  woo, 
But  as  long  as  I  don't  catch  him  I'll  believe  him  true. 

Cnoiirs. 
Last  night  while  the  stars  brightly  shone. 
He  told  me  through  love's  telephone, 
That  when  we  were  wed,  he'd  go  early  to  bed. 
And  never  stay  out  with  the  boys,  so  he  eaid. 
We  are  going  to  marry  next  June, 
The  wedding  takes  place  In  the  moon; 
A  sweet  little  Venus  we'll  fondle  l)etween  Ui, 
When  I  wed  my  old  man  in  the  moon. 


THE    FAMOUS    KEELEY    CURE. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationei's'  Hall,  London. 


TU6  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  |>08t-pald,  on  receipt  of  iO 

■cents;  or  this  aud  any  two  otder  Souks  for  One  iJoUiir,  \>y  II.  J.  Wehnian,  l.tO  I'ark 

Itow,  New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  James  W,  Thornton. 

Behold  in  me  a  mortal  who  was  very  fond  of  drink. 
And  more  than  once,  I  must  admit,  was  at  destructions  brink; 
My  frieuds  advised  me  for  to  go  and  try  the  Kecly  cure. 
But  Had  to  say,  I  couldn't  just  because  I  was  too  poor. 
But  soon  I  realized  enough  to  take  mc  there,  I  thought, 
Aud  after  having  a  farewell  drink  my  railroad  ticket  bought; 
I  went  there  like  a  broken  swell,  that  is,  so  I've  been  told, 
But  in  the  morning  I  was  full  of  bichloride  of  gold. 

They  filled  me  full  of  cldlgold  rings,  gold  watches  and  gold  chains. 

The  whiskey  that  they  fed  me  on  was  m.tde  from  golden  grains; 

For  breakfast  I  had  goldfish,  I  was  eighteen  karat  j)ure. 

Ah!  those  were  goldeii  moments  when  I  took  the  Keeley  cure. 

I  soon  had  lost  all  thirst  for  drink,  I  tell  you  I  felt  tine, 

When  1  left  there  I  was  full  of  gold  as  a  California  mine; 

My  mind  was  full  of  fi,olden  thoughts,  there  was  gold  dnst  on  my  shoes. 

My  hirsute  growth  had  golden  fringe,  I  was  full  of  golden  booze. 

Pawnbrokers  they  would  watch  for  me  whenever  I'd  pass  by. 
Thinking  I  would  pawn  myself,  bnt  I  winked  the  other  eye; 
Every  Hebrew  in  tne  city  tnycame  drunkanls,  so  I'm  told. 
Not  because  they  wanted  it,  but  just  to  get  the  gold. 
There  was  lots  of  gold  inside  of  me,  but  it  I  couldn't  spend, 
So  I  went  to  Uncle  Isaac  and  asked  how  much  on  me  he'd  lend, 
lie  loaned  me  fifty  dollars,  then  put  me  up  the  spout, 
But  no  one  would  redeem  me,  so  in  three  months  I  ran  out. 

My  life  became  a  burden  soon,  no  matter  where  I  ran, 

Dime  musem  managers  chased  me,  saying,  there's  money  in  that  man; 

And  a  hundred  undertakers  followed  closely,  so  'tis  said, 

Saying  they'd  bury  me  for  nothing  if  I  only  would  drop  dead. 

The  gang  then  stood  me  on  my  head  to  see  the  gold  run  out. 

And  twenty  dollar  pieces  kept  flowing  from  my  mouth; 

They  shook  out  every  <lollar  until  I  became  as  poor 

As  the  day  before  I  went  to  take  the  famous  Keeley  cnre. 


SOMETHINa    OCCURRED. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Franel.s,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tills  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  io 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otiter  Kviign  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehiiiaii,  130  Park 

Uow,  New  York  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  some  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  Coin|)o»e<l  l)y  Hoy  Jones. 


The  most  unfortunate  of  men  am  I  who  sings  this  song. 
If  e'er  I  take  a  step  in  life,  fate  makes  it  turn  out  wrong; 
For  instance,  on  my  wedding  morn,  I  felt  so  blithe  and  gay— 
(My  lovely  bride  weighed  two  hundred)  but  as  we  drove  away — 

Refrain. 

Something  occurred!  to  a  very  heavy  brido— 

I  heard  her  shout,  "  The  bottom's  come  out,  we  shall  have  to  run  iDsidcl" 

I  swore  a  swear— she  tore  her  hair,  and  oh,  there  was  a  row! 

8he  takes  ail  her  carriage  exercise  in  a  street  car  now. 

Our  neighborhood  has  been  the  seen  of  burglaries  of  late, 
So,  just  to  please  the  wife,  I  sought  a  dog  for  our  back  gate; 
Brown  said  he  had  a  mastilT  rare,  he  iook  mc  down  to  see. 
But  when  I  stoopcd'to  pat  that  blessed  hound  of  pedigree — 

Refrain. 

Something  occurred!  to  a  lovely  pair  of  pants, 

And  I.  inside  'em,  "Murder!"  cried,  as  his  teeth  that  mastiff  plants! 
And  I  swore  a  swear  and  tore  my  hair,  aud,  oh,  there  was  a  row  I 
Whenever  I  pat  strange  dogs  I  wear  tiu  trousers  now. 

Althongh  I  try  to  pay,my  way,  last  quarter-day,  bar  two, 

My  landlord  wrote  to  say  the  rent  was  three  years  overdue; 

I  took  no  heed,  but  wJien  he  came  with  minions  of  law, 

I  climbed  among  the  chimney  pots,  and  as  be  reached  the  door— 

Refrain. 

Something  occurred!  to  my  landlord's  new  chapeau. 

Instead  of  the  "  oof  "  a  brick  from  the  roof  laid  him  on  the  path  below— 

He  swore  a  swear,  a  terrible  swear!  and,  oli,  there  was  a  row! 

He  docs  all  his  rent  collecting  in  a  helmet  uow. 

I  have  an  ancient  maiden  aunt,  wlio  skating  thinks  "so  nice!" 

And  BO,  last  winter  she  and  1  went  out  to  try  the  ice; 

We  l)oth  of  us  bad  put  on  skates,  said  Auntie,  "  come  along, 

I'll  show  you  how  it's  done,"  and  she  was  going  well  and  strong— when. 

Refrain. 
Something  occurred!  I  heard  an  awful  crack, 
And  looking  round,  there  on  the  ground,  saw  Auntie  on  her  back! 
Her  boots  in  air,  made  people  stare,  and  oh,  there  was  a  row! 
And  Auntie's  obliged  to  eat  her  dinner  standing  uow. 


>■  ■• 
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G-ILHOOLEY,  YOU'RE  A  TERROR. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  The  International  Music  Company. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Bong  wi|;  be  sent  to  any  addrexs,  poxt-pald,  on  receipt  of  40 
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I--. 


Words  and  Music  by  Otto.  M.  Helnzraan. 


I've  an  awful  next  door  neighbor,  Oilhooley  is  his  name; 

He's  liv'd  there  uow  just  two  weeks,  and  I  wish  he'd  never  came. 

Not  a  minute  is  he  quiet,  either  day  or  thro'  the  niglit; 

And  never  is  be  liappy,  unless  he's  in  a  fight. 

He  took  a  walk  the  other  day,  but  where  he  would  not  tell; 

He  was  not  gone  an  hour,  when  I  heard  him  give  a  yell; 

I  knew  there  was  some  trouble,  and  I  rushed  out  to  the  door, 

And  there  lay  Pat  Gilhooley  full  and  stretched  out  on  the  floor. 

Chorus. 
Oh.  Gilhooley,  you're  a  terror!  this  is  what  the  tenants  say; 
Either  you  or  we  shall  get  out  on  the  first  of  May. 
You  are  always  making  trouble,  in  the  house  and  round  about; 
Gilhooley,  you're  a  terror,  and  we'll  have  to  put  you  outi 

Now,  Gilhooley  isn't  married  bnt  there's  one  girl  whom  he  likes; 
He  calls  her  "Darling  Bridget!"  and  she  calls  him  "Mr.  Swlpesl" 
lie  said  that  lie  would  take  tier  some  night  to  see  a  show. 
But  if  she  asks  wlieii  'twill  l>c?  he'll  say,  "  I  do  not  know!" 
Now,  Bridget  she  lias  told  h.im  that  she'd  soon  give  him  the  shake. 
And  Pat  says  if  she  does,  then,  why  then  Paris  green  he'll  take! 
Now  this  got  Bridget  frightcu'd,  and  away  she  quickly  ran, 
Aud  told  her  ma  what  Pat  had  said,  then  the  mother  she  began: 

CUORCS. 

Oh,  Gilhooley  you're  a  terror!  wherever  you  may  be; 
Oh,  yes,  you  arc  an  awful  man,  that  ev'ry  one  can  see. 
3Iy  daughter's  never  happy  wheu  you  are  around; 
Gilhooley  you're  a  terror,  and  so  was  always  found. 

Gilhooley  got  a  notice  from  his  club  the  other  night. 
They  said  lie  ne'er  attended  unless  he  caim'd  some  fight; 
They  promif^ed  him  an  oftice,  or  some  good  and  steady  place, 
If  he  only  would  act  decent,  and  take  the  whiskers  off  his  face. 
So  the  next  time  they  had  meeting,  Pat  Gilhooley  he  was  there. 
But  lie  was  sorry  that  he  shav'd,  for  iiis  fiice  them  all  did  scare! 
Matt  Gallagher  then  said  to  him  "  that  Crowley  he  looked  like!" 
This  got  Gilhooley  awful  mad,  and  then  there  was  a  flghu 

Chorus. 
Oh,  Oilhooley,  you're  a  terror!  and  this  fighting  yon  must  stop; 
And  if  you  doirt  obey  ub,  then  we'll  have  to  call  the  "  cop!" 
Pat  did  not  heed  their  warniug,  and  locked  up  was  he  then; 
Gilhooley,  you're  a  terror,  was  theu  cried  by  all  the  men. 
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A   HUNDRED    YEARS   TO    COME. 

-    ^T  .  '.  ;      ':.:■''■:  >  Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Hardlngf.      .:;"_.-• 

'  TUe  WordB  &nd  Muslo  of  thU  Son(f  will  be  sent  to  any  addreM,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

oenta,  or  thU  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman.  ISO  J'ark 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  C.  Roltey. 


Don't  talk  about  the  present  days,  they  go  the  pace  quite  fast, 

TUe  style,  as  well  as  custom,  is  a  bit  too  smart  to  last; 

No  matter  where  you  chance  to  be,  it  seems  all  outside  show,  ■ 

Aud  yet  there's  many  things  which  I  should  really  like  to  know. 

Chords. 

1  wonder  will  boys  be  boys,  I  wonder  will  men  be  men, 

Will  girls  of  twelve  stay  but  at  ii\^\\i  alone  with  a  masher  of  ten? 

Uow  will  the  ladies  dress?  oh,  what  a  style  to  some. 

How  will  they  tussel,  with  bird-cage  or  bustle,  in  a  hundred  years  to  come? 

I'd  like  to  know  if  married  men  will  all  lead  moral  lives. 

Or  will  there  be  elopements  still  with  one  another's  wives? 

Will  women  be  as  talkative,  or  will  they  all  be  dumb? 

Will  young  men  lodgers  run  the  bouse,  iu  a  hundred  years  to  come?— Cftor««". 

Will  politicians  act  upright,  when  asking  for  your  vote? 
Will  they  do  all  they  promise  you,  or  will  they  chauije  their  coat? 
Without  a  doubt,  in  days  to  come,  there'll  be  an  awful  change. 
The  coming  generation  will  think  our  custom  strange.— 6' AorM». 


SHE. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  R.  M.  Stults  &  W.  A.  Noel,  Jr. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wlU  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO 

oents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Bongs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  il.  J.  Wehnian,  i:W  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Samuel  C.  Demby. 


How  well  I  remember,  though  years  now  have  passed, 

When  first  my  dear  Mamie  I  met; 
She  sat 'ueath  an  arbor,  and  a  more  lovely  lass 

No  one  ever  claimed  for  his  pet. 
Her  cheeks  were  like  roeee,  her  smile  was  so  sweet, 

And  lier  voice  was  as  soft  as  a  dove's; 
She  was  good  and  true,  perfection  complete,  . 

My  darling,  my  own  true  love. 

Befrain. 

She  is  the  one  that  I  love,  she's  happy  when  I'm  by  her  side; 

And  she's  as  true  as  the  stars  above,  she's  promised  to  be  my  bride. 

Oh  I  she's  as  true  as  the  stars  above,  she's  promised  to  be  ray  bride. 

Though  years  have  sped  by.  our  love  is  the  same. 

The  time  for  her  promi&c  is  near; 
And  soon  I'll  return  from  over  the  main. 

To  her  whom  I  hold  so  dear. 
And  then  life's  journey  together  we'll  start, 

I  know  that  her  love  will  not  fail. 
A  happy  home,  and  two  loving  hearts. 

Where  peace  shall  ever  prevail.— ^^rai». 


ROSEY^S     LIPS. 

Copyright,  1898,  l>y  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  I>oII&r,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  noiue  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  Compoeed  by  Felix  McQIennoo. 


Rosy  is  my  darling's  name,  poets  love  to  sing  her  fame, 

Aud  for  life  I  soon  will  claim  Rosey's  lips; 

Ripy-cbip-chip,  chip-chip,  have  vou  seen  a  cherry's  hue. 

Or  a  roacbud  bathed  iu  dew,  like  a  posey  is  my  Bosey,  Roeey  ia  my  own. 

Refrain. 

My  Rosey's  lips  are  rosey,  my  Bosey's  lips  are  cosy, 
Sweet  little  missy-miss  give  me  a  kissy-kiss,  Itosey  my  owa. 

Rosey  is  a  dainty  miss,  Rosey'e  life's  a  dream  of  bliss. 
Even  the  sunbeams  love  to  kiss  Rosey's  lips; 
Rip-cbip-chip,  chip-chip,  how  they  love  to  linger  there, 
How  they  woo  that  face  so  fair, 
Like  a  posey  is  my  Rosey,  Rosey  is  my  own.— Refrain. 

Rosey 's  heart  is  free  from  sin,  and  there's  something  hard  to  win. 

Just  between  her  nose  aud  chin,  Rosey's  lips; 

Rip-chip-chip,  chip-chip,  juet  one  kiss  my  Koeey  bright. 

Heaven  will  guard  you  through  the  night. 

By  by  Roecy  sweetest  posey,  Rosey  is  my  own.— ^/"roin. 


MOTHER     AND     SON. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 
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The  Words  and  Huslcof  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
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Written  by  Norton  Atkins.    Composed  by  David  Day,      -■  • 


TO-DAY     rVE     MADE     SWEET 
ANNIE   ROONEY   MY   WIFE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po8^paid,on  receipt  of  10 
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Written  by  J.  C.  Rich.    Composed  by.  Henry  E.  Pether. 

Ohl  why  are  the  bells  ringing  so  sweetly? 

Why  am  I  feeling  DO  blithe  aud  gay? 
Why  am  I  dressed  so  trim  and  neatly? 

Because,  you  must  know  I've  got  married  to-day. 
1  have  just  left  a  party  of  friends  and  relations 

"To  tell  YOU  the  news,  so  I  must  not  stop  long; 
Tho' my  Dride'8  not  a  lady  of  high  rank  and  Station, 

You've  of  t  heard  her  praises  related  In  song. 

Chords. 
And  that  is  why  the  bells  are  ringing. 

Because  I  have  taken  n  partner  for  life; 
Ev'ry  one's  smiling  and  dancing  and  singing, 

To-day  I've  made  sweet  Annie  Roouey  my  wife. 

Sure,  never  I've  felt  blest  80  completely 

As  when  sweet  Annie  replied,  "I  Willi  " 
Vowing  to  love  and  cherish  sweetly. 
Like  music  her  tones  on  my  ear  linger  still. 
•.    Och  I  they're  having  some  fun,  are  the  lads  and  the  lasses, 

The  pipers  before  never  played  in  such  tune; 
•  -    Friends  are  waiting  for  me,  gaily  clinking  their  glasses. 

To  wish  us  "God  speed,"  on  our  bright  honeymoon.— 6' Aor»«. 

And  where  will  we  go?  over  to  Ireland, 
Where  we  have  oft  wished  to  go  before; 
;    X   "        Seeking  like  pilgrims  shrines  of  sirclaiid, 

The  darling  ould  country  our  parents  adore. 
We  shall  visit  the  hills  and  the  lakes  of  Killamey,  ' .  ;* 

And  gee  all  the  eights  that  are  there  to  be  shown; 
And  for  fear  we  should  ever  run  short  of  "  the  blarney," 
)  We'll  both,  just  for  luck,  kiss  the  famed  blarney  stone.— CAonw. 


Day  after  day  a  mother  watches  aud  waits  in  vain, 
Thinking  of  one  who's  absent,  she  may  not  see  again;  r 

Watching  the  restless  ocean,  pacing  the  lonely  quay,  .  " 

Fraying  for  bim,  her  loved  one,  knowing  that  there  will  b^—    '    .'-- 

Chorus.     .  ;:  " 

No  one  to  greet  him,  no  one  to  smile,  ..  ' 

No  one,  no  one  claspiug  his  dear  band. 
Over  the  foam,  far  from  his  home,  ' 

Alone,  all  alone  in  a  stranger's  land.       : 

Vainly  she  begs  a  message,  vainly  implores  one  word. 

Ah !  but  her  dream  is  shattered,  no  news  of  him  is  beard, 

Stilf  on  the  quay  she's  watching,  watching  with  eager  eyes; 

"Send  him  safe  home,  oh,  Father,"  sadly  the  mother  cries.— CAoriM. 

After  the  weary  waiting,  after  the  lonely  years. 
One  day  at  last  comes  answer,  answer  to  prayers  and  tears; 
Hark,  on  the  stairs  a  footstep,  "  Mother  "— "  My  darling  Jack," 
Safe  to  her  breast  she  clasps  him,  sweet  is  hie  welcome  back. 

'  Chorus. 
Some  one  to  greet  him,  some  one  to  smile. 

Some  one,  some  one  clasping  his  dear  hand; 
After  the  pain  he  is  again 

Safe,-  safe  at  home  in  the  dear  old  land. 


Oh,  Polly!  Pretty  Little  Polly. 

*    ■■.  Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  ft  Hunter.  '■ ''   ..         t." 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  l3ollar,  by  H.  J.  wehman,  ISO  Park 

Kow,  New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  by  Harry  Castling.    Compoeed  by  F.  W.  Venton. 


Ton  may  talk  about  your  ladies,  you  may  talk  aboat  your  bell«e, 

I'll  bet  you'll  never  find  a  girl  to  equal  Polly  Wells; 

She's  not  a  stuck  up  fairy,  no,  she's  sensible  and  bright. 

She  drinks  a  little  whiskey  and  she  dresses  out  o' sigut. 

She's  up  to  every  sort  of  spree,  and  good  for  any  lark, 

Lor'!  see  her  on  a  holiday,  that's  juBt  about  her  mark.  '    ', 

But,  there  1  I've  just  remembered  that  I've  come  to  take  her  out, 

I  can  see  her  at  the  window,  so  I'll  give  the  aesal  ebout. 

Chorus. 

-    Oh,  Polly!  pretty  little  Polly, 

Throw  up  the  sash  and  tell  me  if  It's  right; 
Don't  put  yourself  about,  I've  come  to  take  yon  out. 
So,  Polly,  are  you  coming  out  to-night? 

What  say  Polly?  yon  want  to  know  who  plays  the  villan's  part, 

I've  got  the  programme,  here  it  is,  I'll  tell  you  precions  smart;  -• 

It's  that  same  man  that  played  it  when  we  saw  it  here  before,  '  ' ' 

You  know,  the  one  that  kissed  you,  and  I  nearly  broke  his  jaw. 

Oh,  no,  I  wasn't  jealous,  no,  not  a  little  bit, 

I  felt  as  though  I'd  like  to  throw  that  fellow  in  the  pit. 

There  now,  she's  shut  the  window  down,  I  think  that's  qnfte  nnltlnd, 

Ko,  no,  she  ain't,  she's  there  aud  she's  a  peeping  thro'  the  blind.— C'Aoru*. 

Now  I've  not  got  many  dollars,  but  bear  in  mind  I've  got  a  few. 

And  I'll  have  a  fortune  left  me  in  aluout  a  year  or  two; 

Lor',  then  won't  1  be  happy  with  my  Polly  by  my  side, 

i  don't  think  I  can  wait  till  then  for  her  to  be  my  bride.       .  .    " 

As  soon  as  we  come  from  the  play  I'm  going  straight  up  stairs. 

To  ask  her  dad's  consent  for  Poll  to  share  my  joys  and  cares.) 

And  if  he  will  only  give  it,  'twill  fill  my  heart  with  bliss. 

For  then  I  will  not  stand  ontside  here  and  have  to  shoot  like  this.— CAonw. 
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THE    WAY    TO    LIVE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Soiiff  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

o«nt8i  or  tliiaaud  any  two  other  SonKS  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinun,  130  I'ark 

Itow,  New  York  City,    fostatte  iitanipg  taUeu  same  a8  cash  for  all  oar  Kooda. 


Written  by  Charles  Wilraott.    Coniposcd  by  F.  W.  Venton. 

Life's  a  span  which  Old  Time  measures,  and  to  each  one  gives  liis  share, 
With  the  changes,  toil  luid  pleasures,  and  the  sorrows  wc  must  bear; 
Thus  we  all  begin  and  end  U,  but  if  really  as  a  niitu 
Your  ambitlou  is  to  spend  it,  this  you'll  fiud  the  truest  plau. 

Cbobus. 

Always  try  to  be  bright  and  gay,  save  a  bit  for-n  rainy  day; 

A  dollar  to  6i>end  and  a  dollar  to  lend,  and  one  when  distress  cries  "  givcl" 
Cheer  the  sufferers  whom  you  meet,  true  and  honest  witliout  deceit; 

Acting  to  others  as  men  and  brothers,  and  that's  the  way  to  live  I 

So  much  sunlight  so  much  shadow,  of  our  lives  make  up  the  sum. 

Even  o'er  the  fairest  meadows,  gloomy  clouds  will  often  come; 

So  in  life  come  pain  and  trouble,  but  to  let  them  cast  us  down 

Ouly  seems  to  make  them  double,  so  however  fate  may  tTOwn.— Chorus. 

If  you  wish  to  cheer  the  sorrow  others  meet  with  on  the  way. 

Never  mind  your  own  "  to-morrow,"  only  think  of  their  "  to-day;" 

Freely  give  what  aid  is  wanted,  for  with  grateful  pleasure  stirred 

Hearts  will  be,  when  it  is  granted  with  a  pleasant  smile  and  word. —  Chorus. 


G-RANDAD'S    TALES    OF    GLORY. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Sohk  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

oentsi  or  this  and  anytwooclier  Songs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  130  fark 
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Written  and  Con»poecd  by  J.  W.  Hall. 


There  is  no  land  beneath  the  sun,  with  this  one  can  compare, 
And  of  the  gallant  deeds  she's  done  I'd  list  at  grandad's  chair; 
While  many  a  stirring  tale  he's  told,  of  fights  by  land  and  sea. 
That  took  us  back  to  days  of  old,  as  we  clung  round  his  knee. 

CHonus. 

Telling  ns  children  how  they  fought  on  Gettysburg's  great  plain. 

He  points  to  the  sword  that  hangs  on  tliu  wall  as  bis  battles  he  fights  again; 

Amidst  the  canon's  deadly  sound,  dying  comrades  on  the  grounil, 

Down  they  dashed,  as  the  fierce  shot  crushed,  with  pluck  all  marvelled  at! 

Where  are  those  heroes  none  could  beat!" 

A  voice  cries:  ••  Starving  in  the  street!" 

They're  old  and  lamed!  but  grandad's  ashamed  to  teli  the  children  that! 

We  heard  him  tell  iiow  years  ago,  from  out  the  canon's  mouth, 

The  shot  and  shell  laid  many  low,  that  fought  foi  North  and  South; 

And  on  the  field  of  Gettysl)urg.  upon  that  fatal  day. 

Three  thousand  heroes  nobly  fell,  the  "  blue  "  as  well  as  "  gray. "--CAo. 

He  told  uB  how  the  battlefield  was  delugeil  with  their  gore. 

That  neither  North  or  South  would  yield,  such  scenes  we  still  deplore; 

Thus  sitting  at  dear  grandad's  side,  around  his  old  arm  chair, 

We  learned  how  heroes  fought  and  died  as  heroes  only  dare.— C'Aorutf. 


She  Promised  to  Meet  Me  Here. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  M.  Witmark  4  Sons.    Entereil  at  Slationem'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  addrrss,  post-paid,  nn  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  S-mgs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  WehTiian.  130  TarW 

Uow,  New  York  City,    roxtage  Stamps  taken  same  a-scash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  D.  HulL 


1  An  air  of  grace,  a  pretty  face,  cheeks  that  are  tinted  with  hue, 

)  A  foot's  that's  small  and  that's  not  all,  her  sparkling  eyes  arc  blue; 

1  Modestly  she  gives  to  nie  smiles  of  affection  sincere, 

'  And  yesterday  early,  she  who  I  love  so  dearly,  consented  to  meet  me  here. 

J  She  was  not  jesting,  nor  making  fun  of  me, 

1  For  we  have  locked  our  hearts  secure  and  thrown  away  the  key; 

i  'Tis  she  I  prize,  and  idolize— no  envious  swaiu  do  I  fear, 

)  And  this  lutle  treasure,  I  iove  beyond  measure,  has  promised  to  meet  mc  here. 

Cnonus. 

I  wouldn't  change  places  with  any  one  in  the  land, 

Neither  would  yon  yourself,  could  you  but  understand; 

Soon  we  are  to  marry,  now  won't  that  be  fine. 

Then  every  day  I'll  pass  away  with  this  little  sweetheart  of  mine. 

The  time  is  nigh  when  she  and  I  will  be  nnlted  for  life. 

For  once  or  twice  in  language  nice,  she  said  she'd  he  my  wife; 

'Tis  she  alone,  who  is  my  own,  her  actions  have  made  it  quite  clear. 

But  if  she  don't  hurry,  I'll  start  me  to  worry,  for  I'm  getting  lonesome  here. 

She  now  is  wearing  a  little  ring  of  gold. 

And  every  one  thinks  I'm  in  fun  to  whom  of  it  I've  told; 

But  very  soon,  a  bride  aud  groom,  out  arm  in  arm  will  ap|>car. 

And  it  is  this  daisy,  who  near  has  mc  crazy,  who  promis'd  to  meet  mc  here.  — C'Ao 

Well  she  knows  how  to  disclose  beauty  enchanting  and  rare, 
A  counterpart  for  my  sweetheart,  you  can't  find  anywhere; 
But  I'm  perplexed  and  and  somewhat  vexed,  for  she  is  acting  quite  queer, 
I'm  weeping  and  sighing,  and  soon  will  be  crying,  because  she  is  not  right  here. 
I  am  impatient  to  see  that  form  so  neat. 
And  take  a  walk  and  hear  her  talk,  aud  gel  a  kiss  so  sweet; 
Although  It's  late  I  mean  to  wait,  to  see  her  I  value  so  dear. 
Now  just  keep  it  shady,  for  here  comes  the  lady,  who  promised  to  meet  me  here. 

—  Chorus. 


MY    SWEETHEART,    JANE. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 

Tbe  Words  and  Music  of  this  Bong  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Written  and  Composed  by  J.  W.  Hall. 


You  know  the  ioys  of  spring,  spring  with  Its  flow'rcts  untold; 

Itou've  heard  tlie  sweet  birds  sing,  wliile  nature's  beauties  unfold. 
But  of  its  blossoms  so  tender  and  fair. 
Filling  with  jierfume  the  zephyr  like  air, 
None  of  the  choicest  their  charms  can  compare 
With  one  whom  I  met  in  spring. 

Repiiain. 

Through  the  meadows  singing  merrily,  while  the  bells  arc  ringing  cheerily. 

And  the  tuneful  song  bird's  note  joins  In  the  refrain; 
When  our  daily  labor's  over,  there  we  stroll  amid  the  clover. 

That  is  the  way,  that  is  the  way  I  court  my  sweetheart  Jane. 

Down  in  a  sliady  lane  there's  an  old  seat  just  for  two; 

There,  when  the  sunbeams  wane,  you  a  young  couple  may  view. 

When  they  to  that  well  known  si>ot  have  drawn  nigh. 

Watch,  in  pretence,  how  the  maiden  will  try. 

Past  that  old  nook  to  go  blushingly  by, 
Will  she  whom  I  met  in  spring.— /f^rafn. 

She's  heard  the  old,  old  talc,  to  her  I've  vowed  to  be  true; 
Never  can  our  fond  love  fail,  nothing  shall  sever  us  two. 

My  only  joy  is  when  she's  by  my  side; 

But  since  she's  promised  to  be  my  sweet  bride, 

I  to  my  wedding  look  forward  with  pride. 
With  her  whom  I  met  iu  spring.— A'^rain. 


Conroy   &   Fox's  "Latest  Cinch." 

Not  on  Your  Life,  Says  Dolan. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Will  RossiU'r. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paiil,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twoother  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  VVehman,  130 1'ark 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


Dolan  and  and  Magce  one  day  quit  work'and  donned  their  clothes. 
For  they  were  out  the  night  before  and  got  it  up  their  nose; 
Their  heads  were  really  twice  the  size,  and  they  couldn't  work  ut  all, 
They  told  their  l)0!<s  the  cause  of  it  was  Mulligan's  little  ball. 
I  never  shall  forcet  that  night  no  matter  wliat  you  say. 
The  way  Ihut  Dolan  waltzed  around  with  Mary  Ann  O'Day; 
Didn't  be  get  his  feet  tied  up  with  hers  and  down  they  go  at  last. 
When  they  lifted  Mary  Ann  from  him  I  was  the  first  to  ask: 

Chorus. 

Will  you  finish  the  waltz  with  Miss  O'DayT 

Not  on  your  life,  says  Dolan; 
Finish  the  dance  they  all  did  say. 

Not  on  your  life,  says  Dolan. 
Don't  think  Ihe  woniau  she  ways  a  ton. 
She  only  pulls  three  hundred  and  one; 
Come  finish  the  waltz  before  it's  done. 

Not  ou  your  life,  says  Dolan. 

They  took  Ihe  races  in  that  day  to  play  a  horse  or  so. 

Devil  a  bit  'bout  racing,  shure,  did  either  of  them  know; 

Now  I'll  buy  a  lip  says  Dolan,  Pat  on  anythini;  that's  right, 

lie  got  his  ticket  ten  to  one  on  a  horse  called  '*  Out  of  Siglit." 

Tliey  started  off  with  Dolan 's  choice  the  first  ore  round  the  line. 

But  when  the  race  was  over  why  he  wasn't  one  to  nine; 

Then  the  gang  they  said  the  horse  was  pulle<l,  aud  he  had  no  chance  to  win, 

Aud  this  gag  they  gave  to  Dolau  and  they  tried  to  jolly  him. 

Chorus. 
1  am  sorry  you  lost  said  one  of  them, 

Not  on  your  life,  says  Dolan; 
Sciuare  yourself  said  another  one  then, 

Kot  ou  your  life,  says  Dolan. 
I've  got  a  "  cinch,"  you  want  it  of  course. 
Forty  to  one  ou  a  dead  sure  horse; 
Stand  in  with  me  and  a  dollar  boss. 

Not  on  your  life,  says  Dolan. 

Soon  they  made  a  start  for  homo,  as  they  were  nearly  broke, 
.Just  then  the  gang  came  up  to  them,  took  Dolan  by  the  coat; 
Says  they,  mc  frkn<l  come  try  your  hand,  and  find  the  little  ball 
I'hat  lays  beneath  the  little  shells,  and  it's  twenty  if  you  call. 
The  fellow  raised  the  shells  did  he  to  show  the  ball  was  there. 
When  Dolan  says,  I'll  go  you  and  he  won  the  twenty  square; 
But  they  were  only  drawing  Dolau  on  for  higher  stakes  to  play. 
But  he  knocked  tliem  out  when  he  remarked,  as  one  of  them  did  say: 

Cnonus. 

Well,  I'll  go  yon  a  forty  now  this  irip. 

Not  on  your  life,  says  Dolan; 
Go  him,  says  one,  I'll  give  you  the  tip. 

Not  on  your  life,  says  Dolan. 
I'll  play  you  no  more,  says  he,  that's  plain, 
I'm  tweuty  now  ahead  of  the  game; 
Give  us  a  chance  to  win  back  again. 

Not  ou  your  life,  says  Dolan. 


— Joncsey:  "  Why  did  you  name  your  youngest  daughter  Rose?" 
Father:  "  Because  she  is  the  llower  of  the  flock." 
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THE    OLD    HOUSE    AT    HOME. 

:  Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter.      '    '      • 

The  Words  and  Music  o(  Hits  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
ennta;  or  Una  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Uiie  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehinan,  P.  O.  Box  1823, 
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Written  and  Composed  by  John  J.  Stamford. 


It  often  BCtfl  me  thinking,  when  I'm  ffi-linq;  Bad  and  low. 
Of  the  house  that  I  w&a  burn  in,  ah,  it  evems  bo  long  ago; 
Where  my  father  and  my  moihor  lived  before  I  thought  to  roam, 
'Mid  the  eweet  aseociatioua  of  the  dear  old  house  at  home. 

Chobcs. 
I  fancy  I  can  see  it,  I  fancy  I  am  there. 
Grandad  Bitting  in  liie  old  urm-cliair; 
Tho'  far  away  I  wander,  wherever  I  may  roam, 
I  always  think  with  feeling  of  the  old  house  at  home. 

A  wild  and  truant  rover,  I  in  many  lauds  have  been, 

And  many  are  the  ups  and  downs,  that  in  my  life  I've  seen; 

In  the  mining  camp,  the  battle  field,  and  on  the  Btormy  sea. 

But  'mid  them  all,  the  bouse  at  home  was  ever  dear  tome.— Chorus. 

The  ones  that  made  it  home  for  me  have  gone  forever  more. 

And  sintnger  fancies  now  arc  seen  around  the  cottage  door; 

But  while  I  have  life,  I'll  never  cease  to  cherish  and  revere, 

Th«  mem'ry  of  the  house  at  home  aud  those  I  bold  so  dii&t.—Ofuyivs. 


THE   OLD   FAMILY   CIRCLE. 


Copyilght,  1892,  by  A.  M.  Hall. 


I  The  Words  and  Uuslcof  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  or  40 
cents;  urthiH  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehnian,  P.  O.  Box  1823, 
New  York  Uity.    Postage  Stamps  taken  taineascavh  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  Dowling. 


There's  a  sweet  thought  comes  to  mind,  'tis  In  mem'ry's  wreath  entwined, 

And  it  brings  before  my  gaze,  bright  scenes  of  yore; 
Uappy  days  that  long  have  past,  blissful  hours  too  sweet  to  last. 

But  still  they'll  cling  to  mem'ry  ever  more. 
In  my  dreaming  now  I  see,  each  lov'd  spot  of  childish  glee. 

And  a  dear  old  face  with  happiness  aglow; 
Neath  a  mother's  tender  care,  naught  but  love  and  peace  was  there, 

lu  the  dear  old  family  circle,  long  ago. 

CUORUS. 

In  the  fire-light's  flickering  gleam,  now  I  sit  and  sweetly  dream, 

While  my  fancy  forms  the  pictures  in  the  glow; 
I  can  see  the  one  most  dear,  whose  kind  words  then  would  cheer, 

lu  the  dear  old  family  circle,  long  ago. 

Ah,  'twos  then  the  future  years,  were  no  cause  for  doubt  or  fears. 

For  what  were  thuy  wheu  happiness  was  nigh? 
Still  the  day  will  come  to  all,  wheu  a  sadness  must  befall. 

That  will  bring  the  tears  of  sorrow  to  our  eye. 
I  remember  well  the  day,  wheu  they  gently  bore  away. 

That  one  whose  like  on  earth  I'll  never  know; 
Ev'ry  heart  was  filled  with  pain,  for  the  love  we'd  ne'er  regain. 

In  the  dear  old  family  circle  long  ago.— C'Aortf*. 


WELCOME  THE  EXILE  HOME. 

Copyriglit,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
•■eiits;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehinan,  P.O.  Boxl823, 
New  York  City.     Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  uil  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Clias.  Osl>orne. 


In  a  little  log  hut,  in  the  wilds  of  New  Zealand, 

A  miner  lay  stretched  on  the  ground; 
In  solitude  there  he  was  |)eaccfully  sleeping, 

Unconscious  of  ev'rything  round. 
lie  was  dreaming  of  home  and  oiild  Erin, 

The  country  he'd  left  far  away; 
When  in  accents  so  sweet  and  endearing,  ■.      ' 

A  voice  that  he  knew  seemed  to  say: 

Eefrain. 

Come  back  again,  come  back  asthore. 

Back  to  the  mother  who  bore  you,  back  to  the  slmmrock  shore; 

All  is  forgotten,  friends  o'er  the  foam 

Are  waiting  and  longing  to  grasp  your  baud,  and  welcome  the  exile  home. 

lie  had  left  the  dear  conntry  to  better  his  fortune. 

And  lend  the  ould  people  a  hand; 
But  luck  was  against  him  in  spite  of  his  striviug, 

Tho'  others  success  could  conwnand. 
Not  for  years  had  he  written  and  told  them. 

At  least  they  believed  he  was  dead; 
Yet  in  dreaming  he  seemed  to  behold  them. 

And  fancied  a  loving  voice  8oid:—i?d'/'/am. 

As  he  silently  slumbered  his  thoughts  seemed  to  wander 

To  a  place  that  he'd  of  limes  passed; 
And,  waking,  he  found  in  his  "claim"  over  yonder. 

That  gold  he  had  struck  on  at  lastl 
Sure  the  next  ship  tliat  sailed  home  to  Ireland, 

Soon  landed  him  there  once  again; 
.  .  Where  oft,  among  friends  in  his  sireland,  -■      '■     . 

He  tells  of  that  dream  aud  its  strain.— TJ^rafw.  '  _,  • 


WE    WERE    LADS   TOG-ETHER 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  i 
c»nt8;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  UtS, 
New  York  Uity.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  ourgoods. 

Written  and  Composed  by  J.  W.  Hall. 


Oft  as  through  the  streets  we  wander,  we  a  passing  face  may  see. 
One  whose  features  make  us  ponder,  as  we  think  "  Who  can  he  be?" 
Then  a  flash  of  recollection,  and  tlie  village  school  you  see, 
Aud  the  truth  comes  with  reflection — once  be  weut  to  school  with  met 

Chorus. 

We  were  boys,  merry  boys,  we  were  lads  together. 

How  many  times  as  we  walk  thro'  the  street,  .- 

The  face  of  some  old  school-fellow  me  meet; 

Some  seem  quite  "  down,"  but  don't  on  them  frowD, 

Some  day  the  sun  will  shine; 
Cheer  them  in  their  etrife  thro'  the  battle  of  life. 

For  the  sake  of  Auld  Lang  Syuel  -   ' 

There  was  Ted,  so  bright  and  steady,  lads  whose  lessons  were  behind, 

He  to  help  was  ever  ready,  always  cheerful,  truthful,  kind; 

Slid,  alas!  the  path  he's  trodden,  dead  the  promise  bright  he  gave, 

Now  you  meet  hiiu  dazed  aud  sudden,  drink  has  made  poor  Ted  its  slave!— (7Ao. 

Some  of  them  are  glad  to  meet  you,  some  pass  by  with  down  cast  eye. 
Some  with  hearty  words  will  greet  you,  that  recall  the  days  gone  by; 
Should  you  sec  one  sad  and  weary,  try  to  held  him  on  the  way. 
Let  your  smile  be  bright  aud  cheery,  take  him  by  the  baud  aud  e&y.—Chottu. 


^  •  ^ 


It's  Only  Artificial  After  AIL 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addi-ess,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wennian,  P.  O.  Box  1823, 
New  York  City.    Po8ta«;e  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosli  forallourgooda. 


Written  and  Compusod  by  Arthur  West. 


The  world  is  not  a  bed  of  garden  flow'rs,  don't  yer  know! 

As  well  as  sunshine  we've  to  take  tlie  show'rs,  don't  yer  knowt 

And  the  shams  we  meet  our  temi>cr  ofien  sours,  don't  yer  kuowl 

While  the  road  of  life  we  wander  through; 
For  instimce  take  a  masher  on  the  stare,  don't  yer  know! 
W'ho  looks  as  if  he  was  a  millionaire,  don't  ycr'know! 
But  his  head  is  empty  and  his  pockets  bare,  dou't  yer  kuowl 

He's  a  member  of  the  hard  up  crew. 

Chorus. 
Sny,  boys,  don't  yon  see  the  style?  with  his  shining  hat  so  tall. 

An  his  India  rubber  collar,  iu  his  pocket  half  a  dollar; 
So  he's  only  artificial  after  all! 

The  ladies  in  the  ballets  of  to-day,  don't  yer  know! 

With  witching  looks  entice  our  hearts  to  stray,  don't  yer  knowt 

Yon  must  buy  them  presents  or  a  nice  bouquet,  don't  yer  know! 

Or  they're  sure  to  say  yon  are  no  good. 
They've  pretty  blushing  roses  "  on  their  cheeks,"  don't  yer  know! 
And  some  of  them  have  roses  on  their  beaks,  don't  yer  know! 
Lots  have  diamonds  on  five  dollars  too,  a  week,  dou't  yer  know! 

How  'lis  done,  to  tell  I  uever  could! 

Chorus. 
Say,  boy8,'don't  yon  see  the  style?  pray  observe  the  "  Grecian  fall;" 
While  your  eyes  are  getting  bigger  you  say,  "  what  a  lovely  figure;' 
But  it's  ouly  artificial  after  all. 

The  politicians  now  are  flinging  mud,  don't  yer  know! 

The  language  that  they  use  oft  stirs  the  blood,  don't  yer  know! 

And  the  arguments  they  pour  out  like  a  flood,  dou't  yer  know! 

But  the  spoils  they're  after,  ev'ry  one! 
And  whether  'twill  be  Grover  C.  or  Blaine,  don't  yer  know!  ' 
Or  Grandpa's  hat  will  fill  the  chair  again,  don't  j-er  know! 
It  will  make  but  little  difif'rence,  [  maintain,  don't  }'er  know! 

And  affairs  will  just  as  smoothly  run. 

CuORUS. 

Say,  boys,  don't  yon  see  the  style?  politicians  great  ond  small, 

In  their  sleeves  are  softly  laughing,  and  the  dear  fool,  public,  chafBng; 
So  their  game  is  artificial  after  all! 

Our  parsons  have  been  going  it  of  late,  don't  yer  know! 

"Their  servants  can  some  funny  tales  relate,  don't  yer  knowl 

But  it's  time  we  stopped  them  taking  round  the  plate,  don't  yer  know! 

If  they  work  it  on  tliis  system  long. 
Some  or  them  have  so  little  work  to  do,  don't  yer  know! 
With  lots  of  ready  cash  to  help  them  through,  don't  yer  know! 
Thro'  sheer  weariness  they  join  old  Satan's  crew,  don't  yer  knowl 

Then  "  another  good  young  man's  gone  wrong!" 

Chorus. 
Say,  boys,  don't  you  see  the  style?  bad  enough  to  raise  St.  Paul, 

And  you  must  make  this  confession,  tho'  religion's  their  profession. 
That  it's  only  artificial  after  all! 


•  *  >  » 


—If  your  daughter  has  no  taste  for  music,  don't  insist  on  her 
murdering  time  as  well  as  murdering  the  circumambient  air  by 
drumming  on  a  piano  hour  after  hour.  She  may  have  a  decided 
taste  for  something  else  just  as  ennobling  as  music.  If  so,  let  her 
cultivate  it.  Don't,  for  example,  spoil  a  good  artist  by  attempt- 
ing to  make  a  bad  musician. —  Vick's  Magazine. 
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THE    SOLDIER'S    WIFE. 

Written  by  Lieutenant  ('olon«?l  Addinon.    Conipoiie<>  by  C4eorgre  Bai-ker. 


I  The  Word*  and  Music  of  tliU  Rontr  will  be  sent  to  any  aiUlrow,  pout  palil,  on  i«'Cfli«t  ct  40 
e«nts;  or  tlitsanil  any  t»'<> other  Somkr  forUne  Dollar,  by  it.  J.  Weliinan.  I*.  U.  Uux  ISSS, 
New  York  City.    I'oHtaKe  Stamps  taken  sanie  as  couli  (or  all  uurtcooUa. 


Oh,  read  the  news,  the  old  mau  cried,  my  eyes  with  tears  are  dim, 

My  only  son  is  in  the  wars,  oh,  read,  oh,  read  of  him; 

Has  he  survived  the  fatal  strife,  or  died  upon  that  Held. 

1  know  he'd  rather  lose  his  life  than  e"er  to  hundreds  yield. 

Oh,  renii  the  newe,  the  old  man  cried,  my  eyes  with  tears  arc  dim. 

My  ouly  ecu  is  in  the  wars,  oL,  read,  oh,  read  of  him. 

Alaa!  he  loved  a  maiden  liijjh,  he  eon^ht  her  for  his  orido. 

And  though  she  loved— her  parents  still  forbade  the  match  from  pride. 

They  drove  my  son  to  seek  for  wealth,  each  hardship  to  endure. 

To  loi»e  his  life  or  risk  his  liealth,  Ijecause  that  he  was  poor. 

Then  read  the  news,  the  old  mau  cried,  my  eyes  with  tears  grow  dim. 

My  ouly  boq  is  iu  Itie  wars,  then  read,  oh,  read  of  him. 

Bnt,  ah!  what  joy  now  lights  hia  brow,  tliat  son  again  retnriud. 
The  meed  of  merit  on  his  breast,  bright  laurels  he  has  earned; 
And  now  within  the  church  he  stands,  he  waits  his  father  there. 
While  all  allow  he  won  his  bride,  the  brave  deserve  the  fair. 
And  now  within  the  church  he  stanils,  he  waits  his  father  there. 
While  all  allow  he  won  his  bride,  the  brave  deserve  the  fair. 


)  1    *  t  »    I 

J  MY  CHILDHOOD'S  HAPPY  HOME. 

) 
) 
} 
) 


Coryrlght,  1S9-2,  by  V.  U.  Stnulf.r. 


The  Words  and  Mnolc  of  this  Sonfr  will  l>o  sent  to  any  .Tildic.--',  in.st  fxiWl,  on  rceilpt  of  lO 
cents:  or  thisaud  any  t»o  other  Suntrs  for  One  Uoiiar.  b.v  II.  J.  Wtliniiiii,  1'.  u.  Uox  liUJ, 
New  Yoric  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  iianie  us  eiu<h  fur  ull  our  tciuUs. 


Words  and  Music  by  Peter  Hijf  h  StaulTer. 


After  many  weary  years,  full  of  gladness,  fnll  of  tears, 

I  a^ain  l>ehold  my  childhood's  happy  home; 
As  a  pilgrim,  wan  and  worn,  at  the  home  where  I  was  born, 

'Mongst  the  happy  scenes  of  childhood  here  I  roam. 
Here  a  father,  old  and  gray— I  can  see  his  face  to-day  — 

tlave  to  me  these  parting  words,  "  (Jod  bless  my  boy;  " 
And  a  mother  as  she  presM^d  me  in  parting,  to  her  breast. 

Left  to  me  a  lasting  legacy  of  joy. 

Qdartette. 

Oh,  my  childhood's  happy  home,  as  a  pilgrim  here  I  roam, 
'Midst  fatniliar  scenes  of  childhood's  happy  days; 

Kindest  frien<ie  and  comrades  dear,  holy  inenj'ries  cluster  licre. 
They,  like  angels,  guard  me  on  my  pilgrim  ways. 

Here  I  spent  life's  happiest  hours— shady  nook  and  leafy  bowers. 

Waken  recollections  of  my  childhood's  home; 
In  the  old  familiar  place,  where  I  sec  the  stranger's  face. 

As  in  days  of  yore  again  to-day  I  roam. 
Hallowed  ground  I  softly  tread— mem'ries  from  the  sainted  de;id, 

Bringing  back  to  me  my  childhood's  happy  days; 
Father,  mother,  brother  dear,  holy  mem'ries  cluster  here. 

Guarding  me  like  angels  on  my  pilgrim  wnyi.—i^uarletfe. 


SCHOOL-BOY    DAYS. 

CopjTiKht,  1892,  by  Frank  Hording.    Entered  nt  StationcrM'  Hull,  lA>nilon. 

The  Words  and  Hiislo  of  this  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  ad(IreK.s,  post  palcl,<m  re<'i-ipt  of  10 
cents;  or  this  and  any  twuother  Souks  for  One  Dolfar.by  l(.  J.  Wfliiimii.r.  O.  Ilox  11123, 
Kew  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  k^oU:*. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Joseph  Tabrar. 


The  good  old  songs  my  father  sung  are  always  In  my  eor, 

Hemindiug  me  of  mem'ries  of  the  past; 
When  troubles  to  the  winds  are  flung  from  all  that  he  held  dear, 

His  life  with  grief  is  seldom  overcast. 
For  the  greatest  blow  he  ever  felt,  was  when  an  old  friend  died. 

The  morning  that  the  church  bells  sadly  rung; 
I  thought  his  poor  old  eyes  would  melt,  so  ]>iteously  he  cried. 

Then  'midst  bis  tears  the  poor  old  fellow  sung: 

Cborcs. 

School-boys  together  were  we  when  our  hearts  wen*  young. 
School-boys  together  were  we  when  the  goo<l  old  songs  were  sung; 
Never  a  cloud  t)egloomed  our  path,  nothing  but  golden  rays 
Lit  the  lives  of  playmates  in  our  school-boy  days. 

My  old  dad's  silver  wedding  came  upon  last  New  Year's  Day, 

When  we  all  met  it  mother's  fav'rite  room; 
To  sit  and  sing  with  hearts  aflame  the  guo<l  old  fav'rite  lay, 

"  When  clouds  go  by,  kind  sunshine  (luells  the  gloom." 
Then  my  mother  sang  "  Long  life  lo  all,  '  and  "Ood  protect  the  weak,' 

If  they  be  friend  or  foe,  or  old  or  young; 
And  when  the  tears  l)egun  to  fall  down  iK>or  old  uncle's  cheek, 

My  father  took  him  by  the  hand  and  sung:— C'Ao/'»«. 

It's  no  nsc  fretting  o'er  the  past  altho'  my  heart  is  sore, 

In  turn  we  must  be  touchetl  by  death's  cold  band; 
My  mother's  eyes  arc  upwards  cast  lo  glimpse  thro'  Heaven's  door. 

As  father  now  lives  in  the  l)etter  laud. 
'Tho'  'twas  ruled  by  Him  who  rules  the  sun,  an9  done  for  Heaven's  good, 

II  seemed  to  us  a  cruel,  bitter  sting; 
My  mother  she  was  quite  undone,  it  chilled  one's  very  blood. 

When  father  cried:   "  Hark!  hear  the  children  slug:"— t'Ao>*»«. 


THE    CURSE. 

Copyrl«ht,  1887,  by  WlUia  Woodward  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pos^pald,  on  receipt  of  40  ! 
c-iitsi  or  tlilnanil  any  twu  other  SoMKM  for  Unit  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehniau,  P.  O.  Box  1823 
Mew  York  City.     I'ustaKe  Stamps  taken  name  ascasli  (or  all  our  goods.  ' 

By  Paul  Dresser. 


I  came  at  List,  a  dream  is  o'er,  you  have  broken  every  vow. 
The  balMJ  that  sleeps  in  yonder  grave  fails  to  bind  us  together  now; 
May  the  curse  of  misery  follow  thee,  may  your  head  witli  shame  yet  bow, 
For  as  madly  as  I  loved  you  once,  so  do  I  hate  you  now. 

Vol  sua  iiiuuly  48 1  loveil  you  ouce,  so  do  I  bate  you  uow. 

Refrain. 

So  when  the  judgment  day  rolls  'lonnd  and  yon  stand  trembling  there, 

I  trust  no  baby  face  will  greet  you  iu  your  wild  despair; 

Hut  ril  Ijc  there  to  meet  you,  to  tell  you  of  a  blow 

That  you  so  cruelly  struck  aud  broke,  a  heart,  long,  long  ago; 

My  curse  will  follow  thee,  my  curse  will  follow  thee. 

I  hoiic  when  your  wild  cries  go  forth  on  the  silent  midnight  air. 
That  not  a  helping  hand  comes  nigh,  in  your  misery  and  despair; 
May  your  tears  prove  unavailing,  may  conscience  never  cease 
To  call  back  days  of  long  ago,  of  blissfulness  and  peace. 
To  call  back  days  of  long  ago,  of  blissfulness  aud  peace.— 7?(^r«tM. 

By  the  memory  of  tho  bal>c  you  love<l,  yon  swore  that  you  loved  me. 

My  fondest  wish  is  that  this  curse  will  always  follow  tfice; 

When  you  appear  on  that  last  great  day,  these  words  won't  l)c  forgot. 

May  I  hat  balie  look  straight  at  you  and  say,  oh!  woman  I  know  thee  not. 

May  that  balw  look  straight  at  you  and  say,  oh !  woman  I  know  thee  not.—  Ji^. 


w 
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THREE    CHRISTMAS    EVES. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Francis,  Day  <t  Huntor. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pout  paid,  on  reoelpt  of  40 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  .Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wenniau,  1'.  O,  IJox  1823, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  oor  goods. 

Written  by  Norton  Atkins.    Composed  by  Norton  Atkins  and  Victor  Wallace. 

Peace  on  earth,  that  holy  message,  o'er  the  frosty  morning  swells, 
I'cace  on  cailh,  good  will  to  men,  clang  the  noisy  Christmas  bells; 
Telling  once  again  the  story,  story  sent  from  Heav'n  above. 
Singing  of  the  rest  eternal  and  u  kind-eyed  Saviour's  love! 
And  a  kind-eyed  Saviour's  love! 

Here  to-day  within  tliis  city  two  hearts  have  been  joined  for  aye. 
King  the  bells  with  double  moaning  for  this  is  their  wedding  day; 
Hand  in  hand,  henceforth  together,  they  must  tread  life's  thorny  path. 
Share  together  all  Us  pleasures,  share  together  ail  its  wrath. 

Chorus. 
Darling  he  cries,  as  be  clasps  his  young  bride, 
I  fear  no  danger  with  you  by  my  side; 
I  will  be  pure,  love,  whatever  betide, 

You  I  will  never  deceive; 
"Jack,"  sire  replies,  as  she  looks  In  his  eyes, 
"  Never  we'll  part  until  one  of  us  dies;" 
Future  to  them  seemed  a  sweet  paradise. 

On  this  Christmas  eve  I 

Once  ngaln  the  joy  bells  ringing,  swiftly  have  those  twelve  months  past. 
To  them  both  a  dream  of  pleasure,  fate  ordained  'twas  not  to  last; 
'Twas  indeed  the  old  sad  story,  comes  the  tempter  on  the  scene, 
Love  was  lord  of  that  small  homestead,  'till  a  villain  came  l>etwccn. 
'Till  till  a  villian  came  between. 

Wealth  and  stilendor  he  has  promised,  and  a  life  of  guilty  sloth, 
Costly  dress  f<>r  child  and  husband,  and  the  fool  she  sells  them  both; 
lA'ft  her  home  and  bonny  baby,  left  them  all  without  a  groan, 
Aud  the  husband,  home  returning,  realizes  she  has  flown. 

Chorus. 

"  Flown,"  he  exclaimed,  then  In  accents  so  wild, 

"  I  see  Itall,  by  a  villain  l>eguil<-d; 

She  has  flown  from  inc,  left  me  and  the  child, 

L»'fl  us  alone  here  to  grieve. 
Falls  on  his  knees  then  with  agony  rife. 
Oh!  God  forgive  her,  she  still  IS  my  wife; 
Tho'  Heaven  knows  she  lias  blighted  my  life 

On  that  Christmas  eve  t 

Christmas  cvo  within  an  attic,  one  more  year  has  passed  away. 

Wondrous  changes  she  has  witnessed,  since  that  last  eventful  day; 

For  a  time  her  life  was  peaceful,  and  her  titled  lover  kind. 

But  at  last  lie  changed  toward  her,  for  her  former  home  she  pined. 

For  her  former  home  she  pined. 

Then  one  fatal  day  they  quarrelled,  sprang  the  noble  to  his  feet. 

Kings  the  bell,  cries  to  the  lackey,  throw  that  woman  in  the  street; 

Is'ow  within  this  dreary  attic,  all  her  wicked  life  comes  back, 

She  resolves  that  she  will  cud  it,  cud  it  iu  the  water  black. 

Chobu*. 
Back  to  her  mind  comes  the  past  like  a  dream. 
One  last,  long  look,  then  a  plunge  in  the  stream; 
Who  Is  this  leaps  to  her  help  with  a  scream? 

Heavens!  'tis  hard  to  l>elleve; 
Safe  on  his  breast,  see,  he  pillows  her  head. 
Merciful  Heavens!  her  spirit  has  fled; 
Bide  by  side  husband  and  wife  were  found  dead 

Oo  that  Christmas  cvet 
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— There  is  no  use  In  turning  over  a  new  leaf  unless  you  have 
something  sensible  to  write  on  the  page.— P«c*. 
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ONCE   ONLY   COMES   THE  HOUR 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Richard  A.  Saalfleld. 


'  Tlie  Words  &nd  Itlustc  o(  llils  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  addreaa.post-pald.on  rM^eipt  of  40 
cants;  or  tills  and  any  twuotht^r  Souks  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehinan.P.  O.  Box  1823, 
New  Vorli  City.    Poalago  Stamps  talcen  same  as  uasli  for  ail  ourKoods. 

Arranged  by  C.  Bohin. 

Shonld  heart  of  thine  And  ever,  a  love  that's  fond  and  dear. 
Let  naught  on  earth  e'er  sever,  the  joy  tliat  bloseoms  near; 
oh,  yield  thy  soul's  devotion,  and  cherisli  love's  sweet  flow'r. 
For  heart's  true  fond  emotion,  once  only  coinea  the  hour. 
For  heart's  true  foud  emotion,  ouce  only  conjes  the  hour. 

And  if  two  heart's  are  sighing,  with  love  unaltered  there, 
A  lid  lips  are  ne'er  replying,  to  Doiki's  nns|>oken  pniyer; 
Oh,  soon  tlie  bud  ehall  blossom,  in  eunliglit  and  in  efiower. 
For  ioy  to  rule  thy  bosom,  once  only  comes  tlie  hour. 
For  joy  to  rule  thy  bosom,  once  only  comes  the  hour. 

Ah,  then  eweet,  happy  lovers,  the  blissful  moments  bless. 
And  hearts  can  ne'er  be  rovers,  but  live  'ucal.h  joys  caress; 
Tho'  storm  of  sadness  meets  tliee,  yet  fair  will  bloom  loves  flow'r. 
When  heart  to  heart  love  greet*  thee,  once  only  comes  the  hour. 
When  heart  to  heart  love  greets  thee,  once  only  comes  tlic  hour. 


DANNY    M^CALL,. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  A  Hunter. 

The  VSTords  and  Huslc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pout-paid,  on  receipt  of  «0 
•■I'lito;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Hollar,  by  H.  J.  Wenman  P  O  Box  18SS, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  talieu  same  as  cash  furall  our  goodi.  ' 


Written  and  Composed  by  Arthur  West. 


DEAR   OLD   FRIENDLY  FACES. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonu  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  AVelimau,  P.  O.  Box  1823, 
New  Vork  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 

.    Written  and  Composed  by  Norton  Atkins. 


I  sit  alone  in  the  twilight,  and  dream  of  the  days  gone  by. 
When  life  was  so  fair  and  cloudless,  and  bright  as  a  summer  sky; 
All  things  were  pure  and  tender,  unknown  the  thought  of  pain, 
And  gazing  in  the  embers  I  seem  to  see  again : 

Refrain. 
Dear  old  friendly  faces,  faithful  unto  me, 
.    Dear  old  friends  departed  across  tlie  silent  sea; 

In  golden  days  of  long  ago,  how  blitiie  we  used  to  be. 
Ah  I  happy  dreams  of  dear  old  friends  and  faces. 

I  think  of  youthful  companions,  whose  love  was  the  world  to  me, 

I  think  of  the  dear  old  village,  and  life  as  it  used  to  be; 

In  dreams  again  the  lassies  upon  the  green  advance. 

And  while  the  fiddler's  playing  we  join  the  rustic  dance.— /?c/rai;t 

I  feel  again  in  tlie  twilight  the  touch  of  the  vanished  hands. 
And  hear  once  again  those  voices  long  passed  to  other  lauds; 
I  seem  to  hear  tiiem  singing  tlie  songs  I  loved  the  best, 
I  know  my  old  companions  are  calling  me  to  rest.—Jitfrain. 


In  a  neat  little  village  one  bright  afternoon, 

The  boys  and  the  girls  being  frisky; 
There  was  Danny  M'Cul I,  the  king  of  tliem  all,  , 

Kipht  up  to  his  eyebrows  in  wliiskey. 
Said  Paddy  M'Cann,  I'll  bet  ye,  Dan, 

You  dursn't  kiss  Norah  O'tirady; 
Accejiting  the  bid,  quite  easy  he  did. 

And  sure,  it  is  I  am  the  lady  I 

Chorus. 
If  they'd  only  have  left  him  alone,  sure  he'd  never  have  done  it  at  all; 
Tlie  pride  of  my  heart  and  county  Mayo  is  rollicking  Danny  H'Call. 
We  started  out  courting  from  that  very  day. 

His  hair  in  a  locked  I  carried; 
And  one  night  in  my  ear,  he  said,  *'  Norah,  dear, 

I  think  it  is  time  we  got  married." 
The  gay  wedding  night  stirred  uj)  a  figlit. 

I  eat  in  a  corner  a  crying; 
For  Dan  with  his  stick,  the  wliole  lot  did  lick, 
And  there  they  lay  round  lue  a  dyingl—C'Aor«#. 

Before  long  a  policeman  api)eared  on  the  scene, 

And  tried  to  arrest  my  poor  Danny; 
Sure,  he  came  in  the  door,  but  went  to  the  floor, 

For  Danny  he  found  was  "  too  many." 
Dan  hit  him  a  lick  wid  his  big  stick. 

The  top  of  it  knotted  and  knobby; 
And  down  he  went  flop!  then  Dan  gave  a  hop. 

And  jumped  on  the  chest  of  the  bobby  !—t'AortM.  ' 

Then  they  sent  for  more  p'lice,  and  the  whole  fire  brigade. 

And  Danny  at  length  was  arrested; 
To  the  station-house  they  were  soon  on  the  way. 

Poor  Danny  with  bracelets  invested. 
Tlic  magistrate  said,  "  How  many 's  dead?" 

Said  they,  "  None,  but  plenty  are  dying!" 
And  all  thro'  this  sliine,  that  husband  of  mine 

Inside  of  a  prison  is  lying!— 6'Ao?T/«. 


^  >  — 


LONG    AGO. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunt^^r 
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VERY     QUIETLY 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Bong  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  40 
cents;  ortliiH  aud  any  two  other  Songa  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wchnian,  P.  O.  Box  18^3, 
New  Yorlc  City.    1  ustage  Stamps  taken  same  oscush  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Chas.  Wilmot.    Music  by  John  Cooke. 


A  very  quiet,  simple  lot  the  girls  seem  nowadays. 
Of  course,  it's  not  their  nature,  but  the  quiet  business  pays; 
Say,  dining  at  a  party  with  a  girl  you  chance  to  be. 
And  offer  her  a  glass  of  wine,  you'll  always  notice  she — 

Chorcs. 

Takes  it  qnletly,  very  quietly. 

And  to  make  you  think  she's  innocent  and  shy. 
Only  one  will  slie  accept,  bht  slie'll  notice  where  it's  kept. 

And  she'll  help  herself  and  plenty  bye  and  bye. 

Suppose  to  get  a  lover  she  has  tried  all  sorts  of  tricks, 
liut,  somehow,  hasn't  had  the  luck  on  any  one  to  fix, 
But  siKliienly  slie  meets  one  wlio  nroposes  straight  one  night. 
She  blushes,  and  though  feeling  she'll  go  crazy  with  delight. 

Cborcb. 

Takes  it  quietly,  very  quietly. 

Although  into  his  arms  she'd  like  to  fly, 
S.-iys  "yes,"  and  get«  the  ring,  and  does  a  higldand  fling 

At  home  ui)on  the  quiet  bye  and  bye. 

Such  jranies.  wlicn  safely  married,  slic,  of  course  bnt  seldom  plays, 
But  to  her  loviiiji  husband  she'll  keep  np^her  quiet  ways. 
And  if  be  stops  out  drinking  and  comes  iionie  at  two  or  three. 
While  he  is  knocking  at  the  door,  the  bedroom  window  she— 

Chorcs. 

Raises  quietly,  very  nnictly. 

And  as  he  thinks  she's  going  to  reply. 
Fills  the  water  jug  instead,  ponrs  the  lot  upon  his  head. 

And  leaves  him  there  to  soak  till  bye  and  bye. 

She  never  makes  a  bother  if  of  cash  he  keeps  her  short. 
While  s]>endine  more  upon  himself  for  liquor  or  for  sport, 
But  when  he's  fast  asleep  in  bed,  and  snoring  'neath  the  clothes. 
She  takes  his  trousers  just  outside  and  through  his  pockets  goes. 

Chorus. 

Very  quietly,  nice  and  quietly. 

Takes  a  little  out  of  each  upon  the  sly. 
Then  puta  them  back  with  care,  so  exactly  as  they  were. 

He  sees  them  when  she  wakes  him  bye  and  bye. 


Tlie  Words  and  M'lslc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrem.  poHt-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
c-nts;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  U2S. 
NewYorkCity.    PosCageStampstaken  sanieascasli  fur  all  ourKoods. 

Written  by  Arthur  West.    Composed  by  Fred.  Eplett  and  Arthur  West. 

I  received  a  most  superior  education. 

In  the  days  of  long  ago. 
And  tliey  said  I  was  a  credit  to  my  nation. 

In  the  days  of  long  ago. 
I  owned  a  lovely  mansion  in  a  pretty  little  park. 

And  a  thousand  a  year,  or  so; 
By  the  fellows  about  town  I  was  considered  quite  a  spark. 

But  it's  many,  many  years  ago! 

Refrain. 
Long  ago,  long  ago! 

I  wore  a  masher  collar  and  could  always  spare  a  dollar. 
Long  ago,  long  ago!  in  the  days  of  Auld  Lang  Syuct 

Yon  could  always  find  an  honest  man  at  racing. 

In  the  days  of  long  ago; 
And  "  pulling  up"  was  voted  quite  debasing. 

In  the  days  of  long  ago. 
But  nowadays  the  way  they  ran  is  really  sad  to  see. 

That's  the  reason  that  I'm  brought  so  low; 
For  I  once  could  earn  a  living  on  the  turf  by  honesty— 

But  it's  many,  many  years  ago. 

Refrain.  '  ■ 

Long  ago,  long  ago! 

I  had  a  Sunday  dinner  and  could  always  spot  a  winner. 
Long  ago,  long  ago!  in  the  days  of  Auld  Lang  Syme I 

I  used  to  have  some  beauty  in  my  features,  ■ 

In  the  days  of  long  ago; 
And  was  pelted  by  tne  pretty  little  creatures. 

In  the  days  of  long  ago. 
The  postman  every  morning  used  to  come  around  with  a  sack 

Full  of  notes  from  little  girls  I'd  know; 
Yes,  sweethearts  to  right,  sweethearts  to  left,  and  sweethearts  at  my  back!     / 

But  i'ts  many,  many  years  ago!  I 

Refrain.  : 

Long  ago,  long  ago! 

My  feelings  I  can't  smother,  they  would  "  kiss  me  for  my  mother," 
Long  ago,  long  ago!  in  the  days  of  Auld  Lang  Syne! 

They  wonid  give  me  fifty  pounds  a  week  for  singing,  • 

In  the  days  of  long  ago; 
In  every  body's  mouth  my  name  was  ringing, 

In  the  days  of  long  ago. 
Proprietors  ran  after  me,  and  managers  would  cry,  ■      •  .   . 

If  they  could  not  have  me  at  their  "  show," 
Sims  Reeves  was  fit  to  shoot  himself,  with  envy  they  did  die,         ...    - 

But  it's  many,  many  years  ago! 

'.  ■-  Refrain.        ■  -':.    -'-■■'\::..-'^'.-:/--'-  ■  ■'-.:^' 

Long  ago,  long  ago! 

Enraptured  folks  would  linger,  I  was  such  a  splendid  singer. 
Long  ago,  long  ago!  in  the  days  of  Auld  Lang  l^el 
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WEH MAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.    36. 


KISS    ME  AS  I  PALL  ASLEEP. 


Copyright,  1881,  by  Jno.  r.  Dou«herty. 


I  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  addi-effl,  post-Mid,  on  receipt  of  M 
cents,  or  this  and  any  iwu  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  J.  H.  Wehiiian,  I'.  O.  Ilox  1823, 
New  Yorii  City.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  sanie  as  cash  for  all  our  goodii. 

,  Words  by  Qeorgo  Birilseye.    Music  by  Jno.  P.  Dougherty. 


Mamma,  you  are  tired  I  know,  watcliing  by  me  night  and  day, 
Soon  you'll  rest,  for  I  must  go — I  must  die,  I  lieiird  them  say; 
That  meaus  going  to  the  skies,  Mamma,  does  that  make  you  weep? 
Dimmer  grow  my  weary  eyes,  kiss  me  as  1  fall  asleep  I 

Chokus. 
Oh,  your  tears  fall  on  my  face,  mamma,  mamma,  do  not  weepi 
Heaven  is  such  a  pretty  place,  kiss  me  as  1  fall  asleepi 

Mamma,  I  remember  now,  brother  Charlie  lay  just  so. 
And  you  kissed  him,  lips  and  brow,  when  he  ^aid  that  he  must  go; 
Soon  dear  mamma,  we  shall  meet,  be  again  as  brothers  are. 
Playing  thro'  the  happy  street  of  that  siiuny  laud  afar.— t'Aorw*. 

You  will  miss  your  little  boy,  and  I'd  rather  stay  with  yon. 
Think,  dear  mamma,  of  the  ioy  when  we  meet  where  all  i><  day; 
You  have  told  nie  of  the  lauu  where  the  skies  are  ever  fiiir, 
I  am  going,  take  my  hand,  we  shall  be  together  thetc— Ckoi-us. 


m  •  m 


TRUST  THE  BOY  WHOSE  MOTTO 
IS    "MY_MOTHER." 

Copyright,  1881,  by  W.  A.  Evona  A  Bro. 

I  The  Words  and  Huslcof  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid ,  on  receipt  of  10 
oeiits;  ur  this  and  any  two  other  Sougs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehiiiaii,  I*.  O.  Box  18'^, 
New  York  City,     hostage  Stamps  taken  same  ascafh  for  all  our  guoda. 


Dy  J.  W.  Wheeler. 


Oh!  trust  the  boy  whose  motto  is  "My  moiher," 

Whose  happiest  hourt>  are  those  when  mother's  near; 
His  thoughts  are  more  for  her  than  any  other. 
No  friend  to  him  is  ever  half  so  dear; 
Lovingly  how  oft  he's  lingered  by  her  side  and  heard  her  pray. 
Should  temptation  meet  my  darling,  stopaud  think  what  mutlitr  dear  would  eay. 

Chords. 
Trust  him  as  you  would  no  other,  you  will  find  him  ever  true, 
The  boy  whose  molto  is  "  My  mother,"  will  prove  an  Iioulsi  friccd  to  you. 

Then  trust  the  boy  whose  motto  is  "  My  mother," 

You'll  flud  him  at  his  i>ost  when  duty  calls; 
He'll  prove  as  true  to  you  as  any  brother. 
No  matter  where  or  when  the  burden  falls; 
Tmst  the  boy  with  such  a  motto,  never  fear  his  word  to  take. 
Trust  him  for  hiastcarling  honor,  you  will  find  him  true  for  mother's  sakc.- 


Cho. 


We  Shall  Miss^em  Bye  and  Bye. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Francis,  Day  A  Hunter. 

'  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  posr-paid,  on  receipt  of  4| 
eents;  or  thiH  and  any  two  other  .Songs  forOne  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Wehnian,  I*.  O.  Box  isaa. 
New  York  City.    Fustage  Stamps  taken  game  aaco^ih  fur  all  our  goods. 

.  Written  and  Composed  by  Ohas.  Osborne. 

We're  beset  with  many  dangers  as  we  climb  the  hill  of  life. 

And  hard  it  is  to  toil  to  gain  our  ends; 
But  the  brightest  gleam  of  sunshine  that  can  gild  the  battle  stiife, 

Is  the  sympathy  of  kindred  and  of  friends. 
Although  I  (ear,  indeed  we  pay  but  little  heed. 

And  greet  their  words  of  counsel  with  a  ^est: 
But,  ah!  the  time  will  come  when  their  voices  will  bo  dumb, 

Their  kindly  hearts  forever  laid  at  rest! 

RSPRAIN. 

We  shall  miss  them  bye  and  bye,  when  the  clouds  roll  darkly  by, 

And  to  see  their  loving  faces  sigh  in  vain! 
We  may  treat  them  now  with  scorn,  but  when  from  us  they're  borne, 

We  would  give  the  world  to  bring  them  back  again. 

Do  you  recollect  an  old  friend's  love,  while  you  were  but  a  child? 

How  he  would  pet  and  nurse  you  on  his  knee* 
And  how  oft  he  tried,  in  later  days  when  you  were  wayward  wild, 

To  teach  you  what  a  good  true  man  should  Ix-? 
He's  bent  and  feeble  now,  and  furrowed  is  his  brow; 

But  still  his  heart's  affectionate  and  kind; 
Whatl  thoagh  his  s|)eech  betrays  it.<)  quaint  old-fashioned  phrase, 

As  sure  as  snow  in  winter  you'll  find. 

Refrain. 
You  will  miss  them  bye  and  bye.  when  the  clouds  roll  darkly  l)y. 

And  to  see  his  dear  old  face  will  8i<;h  in  vain; 
You  may  treat  him  now  with  scorn,  but  when  from  life's  he's  borne, 

You  would  give  the  world  to  have  him  back  again. 

la  the  poor  old  mother  living  still?  who,  since  your  father  died, 

Has  loved  you  as  a  mother  only  can ; 
How  she  toiled  with  aching  fingers  for  the  baby  at  her  side, 

How  she  doats  upon  you  now  yon  are  a  man. 
To-day's  she's  worn  and  old,  the  silver  tints  the  gold; 

Yet  priceless  is  her  love  beyond  all  \iel([ 
Ah,  sllgh'.  her  if  you  will,  she's  the  same  fond  mother  still, 

Who  helped  you  when  you  could  not  help  yourself  I 

Refrain. 
Yon  will  miss  them  bye  and  bye,  when  the  clouds  roll  darkly  by; 

And  to  see  her  dear  old  face  will  sigh  in  vain  I 
You  may  treat  her  now  with  scorn,  but  when  from  life  she's  borne, 

Yoa  would  give  the  world  to  have  her  back  again. 


THE    OLD    OAK    TREE. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  J.  R.  Bell. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
c»nts;  orthisandaiiy  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian,  K  O.  Box  1823, 
Nrfw  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  asoasb  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Barney  Mullelly. 


This  is  the  spot  'neath  the  old  oak  tree,  where  my  love  said  she'd  meet  me; 

How  I  long  her  smiles  to  see,  she's  as  fair  as  fair  can  be; 

With  a  face  so  sweet  and  rare,  bright  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair. 

Conic,  oh,  come  and  meet  me  there,  e'er  patience  changes  to  despair.   . . ' 

Chorus. 

Oh,  you  little  beauty,  oh,  you  little  dear. 

Don't  forget  your  promise  that  you'd  meet  me  here; 

Still  I'll  wait  in  patience  till  you  do  appear,  come,  oh,  come  my  dear; 

Still  in  patience  I  will  wait,  come,  oh,  come  my  dear; 

Still  in  patienco  }  will  wait,  so  come,  my  dear. 

Oh,  how  delightful  is  this  spot  to  me,  sheltered  by  the  old  oak  tree; 
Here  my  love  lias  promised  me,  my  sweet  wife  she'd  surely  be; 
'Neath  these  friendly  l>oui;hs  of  oak,  loving  vows  were  often  spoke. 
Vows  like  ours  should  ne'er  be  broke,  uo  power  ou  earth  should  them  revoke. 

—  Chorus. 
Hear  mc  now  pleading  near  the  old  oak  tree,  my  own  love,  I  sing  to  thee, 
Love  bongs  from  my  t>oul  most  fr(«,  you're  the  one  that's  dear  to  me; 
If  to-night  you  don't  appear,  my  fond  hope  will  turn  to  fear. 
And  you'll  lose  a  love  sincere,  so  heed  my  call,  my  pretty  dear. — Clunrus. 


<■ 


DO    AS    I    TELL    YOU. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Leslie  Reed. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  t>e  sent  to  any  address,  i>o<<t-pald,  on  receipt  of  40 
cents:  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Soiigs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Welimau,  1'.  O.  Box  1823, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 


I  and  a  friend  of  mine,  called  Joe, 
When  to  a  party  a  few  nights  ago; 
By  Jove!  it  was  a  brilliant  affair, 
And  the  first  time  I'd  been  there. 
He  introduced  me  to  tliem  all. 
The  dark,  the  fair,  the  sliort,  the  tall; 
And  after  we  had  finished  tea. 
We  both  sat  down,  and  be  said  to  mc: 

Chorus. 

"  Do  as  I  tell  you,  and  you'll  do  right. 
Don't  you  l>c  nervous  or  timid  at  night; 
I'll  tackle  one  girl,  you  tackle  two, 
And  If  I  get  a  kiss  back,  so  will  youl" 

I  took  the  tip  he  gave  to  ine. 
We  went  in  for  a  glorious  spree; 
1  klHsed  two  sweet  girls  nomehow, 
Then  there  was  an  awful  row. 
Their  young  men  lK)th  kicked  up  a  fU88, 
And  swore  they'd  kill  the  pair  of  as; 
Then  my  pal  bit  one  in  the  eye. 
And  shouted  out  as  he  let  fly : 

Chorus. 

"  Do  as  I  tell  yon,  and  you'll  do  right, 
I  knew  that  this  would  end  in  a  fight; 
I'll  tackle  one  chap,  you  tackle  two. 
And  if  I  get  a  black  eye,  so  will  you!" 

While  I  tackled  two  cha|>8,  he  settted  one, 
I  couldn't  see  in  the  game  much  fun; 
And  soon  to  my  dismay  I  found, 
That  I  was  sprawling  on  tiie  ground. 
But  when  at  last  the  po'>  iceman  came. 
The  girls  cried,  "  What  a  horrid  shamel" 
Then  my  pal  cracked  a  "  copiwi's  "  head* 
Seized  me  by  the  arm  and  said: 

Chorus. 

"  Do  as  I  tell  yon,  and  you'll  do  right. 
Don't  let  the  policemen  take  im  to-night; 
There's  one  ou  the  nob  for  the  man  in  bluo. 
Now  if  I  get  locked  up,  so  will  you!" 

At  last  the  policemen  collared  us  both. 
To  go  to  the  station  1  was  awfully  loth; 
And  when  morn  before  tlie  beak, 
I  found  my  voice  extremely  weak. 
And  my  |)al,  when  brought  Into  court. 
To  speak  to  me  in  vain  iMisought; 
But  no  good,  try  what  dodge  he  may, 
8o  in  dumb  show  contrived  to  say: 

Chorus. 

"  Do  as  I  tell  you.  and  you'll  do  right. 
Don't  you  be  nervous  or  you're  In  a  plight; 
And  don't  you  round  on  the  man  In  blue. 
For  if  I  gut  six  months,  so  will  youl" 


^ 


— Teacher  (to  l)oy  whose  father  keeps  a  comer  grocery):  Johnny, 
if  your  father  has  a  hundred  eggs  and  twenty  of  them  are  bad, 
how  many  of  them  does  lie  lose?  Johnny:  He  doesn't  lose  any  of 
them.  lie  sells  the  bad  ones  to  the  restaurant  keeper  to  make  egg 
omelets  of. — TexoB  Siftings. 
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Will  My  Darling  Come  Again? 


Copyrttrht,  1876,  by  Mrs.  J.  H.  HalL 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sodk  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonits  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  saiue  as  cash  for  all  our  eooda.    . 

Words  by  Arthur  W.  French.    Music  by  H.  P.  Danks. 


I  Summer's  fltifjers  softly  linger  on  the  meadows  far  and  wide, 

,  Breezes  sighing,  daylight  dying,  in  the  hush  of  eventide;  -  ■, 

'  'Neath  the  shadows,  down  the  meadows,  of  the  little  mossy  lane; 

I  Some  cue  roaming  in  the  gloaming,  saying,  "  Will  be  come  again?" 

Chobcs. 

Will  he  come  again  to  meet  me?  some  one  asks  their  heart  in  vain. 
Will  he  come  with  smiles  to  greet  me,  will  my  darling  come  again? 

I  Moonlight  over  fields  of  clover,  golden-tiuted  dew  impearled, 
I  Birdlets  sleeping,  bright  stars  l^eening  watch  and  ward  above  the  world; 
Time  is  flyiug,  hope  most  dying,  aown  that  little  mosey  lane; 
I  Some  cue  straying,  sadly  saying,  "  Will  my  darling  come  again?"  — CAori/*-. 

Some  one  parted,  happyheartcd,  yestereve  in  joy  and  bliss, 

I  will  meet  you,  I  will  greet  you,  some  one  whispered  with  a  kiss; 

Footsteps  falling,  some  one  calling,  one  sweet  name  in  glad  refrain; 

All  their  eadueee  turned  to  gladness,  truly,  he  will  come  &ga,ia,''— Chorus. 


GIVE    JOHN    L.    CREDIT    FOR 
WHAT    HE    HAS    DONE. 


Copyiiglit,  1892,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


Send  for  Free  Catiiloprue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Ditam  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick  Books,  Ue<'itaiion  Books,  I'eiiny  Ballads,  Cull  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  SiH-eolies,  Irish  Soni;  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement,  etc.,  to  Henry 
J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York. 


Composed  by  Q.  C.  Edwards. 


The  great  fight  is  over,  and  Corbett  has  won. 
Thousands  liave  won  money  and  thousands  have  won  none; 
The  world  is  now  excited,  the  Boston  boy  has  lost. 
It  looked  bad  for  Sullivan  when  Corbett  won  the  toss. 

Chorus. 
Give  John  L.  credit  for  what  he  has  done,  ;    .. 

For  ten  long  years  he  lias  made  them  all  run. 
Though  Corbett,  they  say,  is  a  wonder  to-day. 
Give  John  L.  credit  lor  what  he  has  done. 

Corbett  knew  his  business  and  kept  out  of  John's  way. 
And  when  he  got  his  chance  on  him  he  did  play; 
There  stood  the  poor  champion  all  covered  with  blood. 
And  everybody  in  the  place  knew  John's  name  was  mud. 

CUOIIUB. 

Give  John  L.  credit  for  what  he  has  done. 
For  in  ten  long  years  many  battles  he  has  won; 
His  career  has  come  to  an  end  like  all  great  things. 
And  all  tbrongti  the  country  his  praises  we  sing. 

He  has  fought  many  battles  from  California  to  Maine, 

And  DOW  he  has  lost  both  money  uud  name; 

We  see  his  hair  is  now  turning  gray. 

And  his  fighting  days  have  now  passed  away.— CAorwa. 


GOOD    HEALTH,    OLD    BOY. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter.        .'        ' 


I  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O,  Box  1823, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  oar  goods. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Arthur  West. 

now  happy  are  the  moments  spent  with  dear  old  friends  of  mine, 
When  we're  together  chatting  o'er  a  social  glass  of  wine; 
All  business,  toil  and  care  gives  place  to  harmony  divine. 

As  we're  drinking,  drinking,  drinking. 
The  merry  toast  goes  'round  the  board  and  with  It  joke  and  jest; 
To  right  the  wrongs  we  may  have  done  we  do  our  very  best. 
And  good  will  towards  our  feilowman  is  kindled  in  each  breast, 

While  we're  drinking,  drinking,  drinking. 

Cnontjs. 

Good  health,  old  boy,  good  health,  old  boy, 
I  know  you  well  and  I  wish  you  joy; 
-    May  no  quarrel  e'er  destroy 
The  frieudehip  we  have  for  each  other. 

'Tis  then,  like  dear  old  comrades,  with  each  ether  we  can  vie, 
'Tis  then,  to  keep  the  fun  alive,  a  jovial  song  we  try;, 
Or  else  recall  a  story  of  tlie  days  that  have  gone  by. 

When  we're  drinking,  drinking,  drinking. 
'Tis  then  the  room  gets  always  very  foggy,  for  indeed. 
We  know  there's  one  thing  that  to  aid  good  fellowship  we  need. 
So  that's  the  time  we  introduce  tobacco's  fragrant  weed. 

While  we're  drinking,  drinking,  drinking.— CAoriw. 

Then  let  the  merry  toast  go  round,  there's  nothing  can  compare 
With  having  just  a  pipe  and  glass  amid  true  friends  so  rare; 
.   And  so,  while  we've  the  chance,  each  night  you're  sure  to  find  us  tlicre, 
Gaily  drinking,  drinking,  drinking. 
_.,.        But  if  one  of  ns  stays  out  late  or  feels  inclined  to  roam, 
•■\.'-:    We  always  bid  him  bear  in  mind  the  loving  ones  at  home;  . 

Or  the  missis  with  the  rolling-pin  his  hair,  perhaps,  will  comb. 
Through  tlie  drinking,  drinking,  drinVing.-- (7 Aorws. 


My  Guiding  Star  of  Long  Ago. 

-    ,  '■'.     copyright,  1892,  by  W.  H.  Boner  &  Co.    .  ..^  J;:     :.  ' 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  Co  any  address,  po«t-pald, on  receipt  of  40 
cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  IttS, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  ourgoods. 


Words  by  Wm.  D.  Hall.    Music  by  Henry  F.  Qreim.  '. 

Lnst  night,  as  I  lay  dreaming,  I  beheld  a  sight  sublime. 

It  was  the  smiling  features  of  an  old  sweetheart  of  mine; 

And  though  quite  meiancholly,  there  a  sense  of  joy  I  felt. 

For  near  me,  in  my  sweet  repose,  a  face  familiar  dwelt.  ' 

Two  cherry  lips  bent  o'er  me  and  imbeded  a  sweet  kiss, 

Witli  all  the  old  time  lovlincss,  with  all  the  old  time  bliss; 

But  as  the  dawning  rays  of  mom  across  my  room  did  gleam, 

I  then  awoke  to  realize  it  all  had  been  a  dream. 

•  Refrain. 

'Twos  only  a  dream  that  came  to  redeem  a  once  happy  time  that  has  flown; 
And  thro'  that  sweet  kiss  I  knew  hcav'u's  bli8e,f  or  1  f  auci'd  her  once  more  my  own. 

The  birds  which  charm  the  forest,  in  the  trees  fly  to  and  fro;  '       >  . 

And  sing  their  songs  enchanting  as  the  passing  hours  go; 

Tlie  robin  twitters  sweetly  to  his  fond  and  loving  mate, 

While  I  am  here  dejected,  alone  and  desolate. 

My  guiding  star  of  long  ago  l)estow  your  smile  on  me, 

And  be  your  old  self  once  again  just  as  you  used  to  be. 

And  let  the  lustre  of  thine  eyes  in  mine  enhance  their  beam, 

Tliat  I  may  realize  that  kiss  of  last  night's  precious  dKtim.—Chonu. 


BAD    COMPANY. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Richard  A.  SaalflekL  - 


The  Words  and  MusIp  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  4# 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollai',  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.  O.  Box  18U, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sume  as  cusli  for  all  our  gooda. 

Words  and  Husic  by  Wm.  H.  Friday,  Jr. 

When  I  was  but  a  little  lad,  not  many  years  ago. 

My  father  came  to  me  one  day,  and  said  look  here  yon  Joe; 

I  saw  yon  with  some  boys  to-day,  amongst  them  one  Jack  Blair, 

I  thought  I  cautioned  you  before,  then  dad  tiiese  words  said  there: 

Refrain. 
Dear  Joe  drop  young  Blair's  friendship  now,  I  fear  he'll  do  you  harm; 
His  manner  I  don't  like  somehow,  there  Joe,  my  boy,  Ik;  calm.   . 
You  may,  my  lad,  think  well  of  him,  but  I  can  plainly  see. 
That  yoiing  man  is  bad  company,  therefore,  Joe,  let  him  be. 

My  dad's  kind  words  I  did  not  heed,  and  as  the  years  rolled  by. 

Bad  company  began  to  keep.  Jack  Blair  met  on  the  sly; 

Temjitation  came  my  way  one  day,  I  stole— was  sent  to  Jail, 

And  as  the  gates  were  closed  on  me  these  words  I  heard  dad  hevfM.—Befrain. 

The  other  day  my  time  expired,  and  homeward  I  did  stray. 

Again  I  saw  that  dear  old  spot,  my  tears  I  could  not  stay; 

I  made  inquiry  for  my  folks,  both  long  had  passed  away. 

And  as  t  kneel  beside  their  graves  I  plainly  hear  dad  say  ■.—  Refrxu.n. 

Young  friends,  from  this  a  lesson  take,  and  should  yon  any  lime. 
Meet  with  bad  company  in  life,  perhaps  be  urged  to  crime; 
Don't  let  temptation  conquer  you,  but  firmly  hold  your  ground. 
Think  of  the  warning  dad  gave  me,  my  sorrow  at  his  mound. — B^rcAn. 


WHAT    A    CONTRAST. 

Copjiight,  1892,  by  Hamilton  a  Gordon. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  tit  i 
cents;  ortliisandany  two  other  Songs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  P.O.  Box  1823, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  H.  Friday,  Jr. 

Did  yon  ever  notice,  friends,  the  contrast  to  be  seen? 

The  olack  old  maid  of  sixty-three,  the  girl  of  sweet  sixteen. 

The  man  that  has  no  brains  at  all,  the  man  that  knows  it  all. 

What  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast. 
See  the  handsome  maiden  powdered,  made  up  for  tlie  ball, 
Watch  her  graceful  figure  as  she  waltzes  round  the  hall, 
See  her  then  the  morning  after,  if,  perchance,  you  call. 

What  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast. 

See  the  gay  young  business  man  all  smiles,  and  clothes  so  neat. 
Good  morning  sir,  how  do  you  dot  shakes  hands  atid  offers  treat, 
Then  see  him  as  with  surly  frown,  that  night,  his  wife  he  l>eat8. 

What  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast. 
See  the  weeping  actress  in  some  role  upon  the  stage, 
The  audience  do  shout  as  they  in  a<imiration  gaze. 
Watch  her  out-door  antics,  when  some  dude  sue  tries  to  cage. 

What  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast. 

See  the  dirty  vagabond,  unkempt  he  goes  his  way. 

All  ragged  clothes,  now  swelled  red  nose,  saloons  his  only  pay. 

Last  year  a  prosp'ros  merchant  was,  the  populace  do  say, 

What  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast. 
See  the  stylish  bank  cashier,  a  man  held  in  repute. 
Skips  the  city  one  fine  day,  with  bank  funds  he  does  scoot, 
See  him  in  some  foreign  den,  a  gambler,  destitute. 

What  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast. 

See  the  little  daisy,  with  whom  you  cut  a  dash, 

Slie  swears  she  loves  you  dearly,  says  she'll  have  no  other  mash. 

Just  ask  her  if  she'll  marry  you,  tell  her  you  have  no  cash. 

What  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast  j 
See  the  politician  as  for  office  he  does  run. 
Promising  most  anything  to  friends  or  to  the  bum. 
Ask  him  for  a  favor  whence  the  battle  he  has  won. 

What  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast,  what  a  contrast. 
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IF    YOU'LL    BE    TRUE    TO    ME.       THE  VOICE  OF  ANGEL  MOTHER 


Copyright,  189S,  by  Francia,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  )t(i!i1c  of  tlila  8onK  will  be  xent  to  any  addremi,  powt-pald,  on  receipt  ot  10 
cents,  or  thin  and  any  two  utlicr  Songs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  J.  U.  Weliinan,  I',  (i.  Kux  18'^, 
Now  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  talien  same  as  caali  for  all  our  Koodv. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Fred  (Jilbtit. 


Last  year  I  saw  a  scene  that  brought  a  tear  into  my  eye, 
A  tine  young  Irish  worltnian  trying  hard  to  sny  good-bye; 
lli«  sweetheart  was  departing  for  a  strange  and  distant  land. 
And  theu  I  heard  him  lull  her  as  he  clasped  her  treaibiing  Itand: 

Refr-un. 

,  If  you'll  be  true  to  me,  love.  If  you'll  be  true  to  me, 

}  I'll  work  and  scheone  in  my  love's  young  drcuin,  to  raise  a  bank  for  thee; 

)  And  when  your  heart  is  pining  for  manly  faith  and  trust, 

-  You'll  theu  come  back  to  your  owu  true  Jack,  you  will  come  back,  ^'ou  must. 

Although  I've  never  been  In  love,  I  think  I've  got  a  heart; 

To  me  It  did  seem  cruel,  that  this  loving  pair  sliould  i>art; 

•She  clung  unto  her  sturdy  Jack  as  if  she  could  not  go. 

And  then  I  saw  her  crying  as  he  whispered  soft  and  low:— 7?^/raJ«. 

My  work-shop's  at  tiie  back,  close  here,  and  oft  my  eyes  1  raise. 
To  one  who  worked  with  limb  and  brain  thro'out  the  longest  days, 
'Tis  Jack — so  sad  and  silent,  though  to  some  of  us  it's  known, 
He  sings  uuto  hia  sweetheart  wheu  tie  thiuks  he's  all  aluue:— it^rain. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  3.  Schlff. 


Dancing  on  de  Kitchen  Floor. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  White,  Smith  Jt  Co. 
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By  James  Bland. 


Oh,  the  darkies  all  will  have  a  jubilee. 

Such  a  gathering  there  never  was  before, 
Oh,  how  happy  every  one  will  he. 

As  we  dance  upon  the  kitchen  floor. 
There'll  be  walking  for  the  cake,  all  the  ladies'  hearts  we'll  break. 

When  we  all  commence  to  do  the  promenade; 
Betsey  Brown  and  Julia  Lee  will  pass  the  coffee  and  the  tea, 

Down  to  the  darkies'  Jubilee. 

CnoRUS. 

Tell  the  children  all  to  come,  black-eyed  Sue  and  Hannah  flum. 
Music  ringing,  darkies  t>ingiiig,  every  one  agree; 

Grease  the  floor  and  close  the  window,  don't  forget  to  tell  Maliuda 
That  we  all  are  getting  ready  for  the  jubilee. 

All  the  ladies  will  be  dressed  so  very  neat. 

Everybody  will  look  very  nice  ana  clean, 
When  we  darkies  promenade  the  street. 

Everything  will  be  just  like  a  dream. 
There  is  danUv  Dick  and  I'ete.  they  will  exercise  their  feet. 

And  the  yilller  gals  will  do  the  same,  you  sec. 
We  will  dauj:e  until  the  morn  just  as  sure  as  yuii  are  boru, 

Down  to  the  darkies'  jubilee.— 6'Aoru«. 


SHIPMATES    AND    MESSMATES. 

Copyright,  1S91,  by  Fronci.x,  Day  &  Hunti-r. 
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Written  by  W.  J.  Lytton.    Composed  by  (leo.  Le  ISrniui. 

Our  ship  has  just  returned  from  far  across  the  foatn, 
Back  to  hearts  tliat  yearu— back  to  "  Home  8vveet  iloiiic!" 
Faces  beam  with  pleasure,  once  again  to  view- 
Once  again  to  mingle  with  the  boys  in  blue. 
But  my  heart  feels  sad  when  I  call  to  mind 
Mem'ries  of  the  sliipmate,  left  so  fur  behindl 
I  must  break  the  tidings  of  his  wat'ry  grave— 
I  must  l)ear  his  loved  ones  the  message  that  he  gave. 

i  Refrain. 

Por  wi  were  shipmates  and  messmates  afloat  and  ashore. 
Shipmates  and  messmates  to  plougli  the  Kea  no  more; 
Friends  here  below,  whether  fate  smiled  or  scoffed. 
Shall  we  be  shipmates,  up,  up  aloft? 

In  fancy  once  again  the  parting  scene  I  see. 
Mothers^  sweethearts,  wives  weeping  on  the  quay; 
I  can  hear  Jack  wliisp'riug,  "Muiher,  do  not  fret, 
I  will  make  a  fortune  for  you  and  Polly  yetl" 
All  went  well  until  the  ship  was  ordere<l  homo. 
Fever  took  poor  Jack— his  grave's  beneath  the  foam; 
Oh,  the  mem'ry  tills  me  with  a  choking  here. 
And  iu  v^iiu  I  try  to  restrain  the  fulling  tcur. —Itefrain. 

I  stood  beside  him  when  the  end  was  drawing  near. 

As  he  took  my  hand,  whisp'ring  in  my  ear: 

"  Go  to  dear  old  mother  messmate,  take  her  this. 

Say  I  sent  it  for  her,— give  for  me  u  kiss. 

To  my  sweetheart.  Poll,  this,  my  medal  take. 

Bid  her  always  wear  it,  for  her  lover's  sake; 

And,  ere  we  forever  say  the  last  adieu. 

Just  one  little  keejwake,  this  ring,  dear  boy,  for  yoa\— Strain. 


I  was  sitting  alone  at  midnight,  listening  to  a  heavenly  sound, 

I  sat  there  like  iu  dreamland,  and  one  \vlio  is  8|>elll>ound; 

I  heard  the  harp-strings  ringiug,  and  a  voice  so  sweet  and  clear; 

And  while  there  I  was  sitting,  I  felt  her  presence  near. 

That  air  was  so  familiar,  and  although  not  very  long, 

I  heard  it  when  a  baby,  It  was  my  cradle  song; 

And  then  the  voice  wa*  fading,  and  in  the  distant  ring, 

I  heard  once  more  the  lovely  song  my  mother  used  to  sing. 

What  is  to  me  the  wealth,  my  jewels  and  my  gold f 
I'd  give  them  all  away,  for  those  ha)ipy  days  of  old; 
When  nestled  to  her  bosom,  I  looked  in  her  face  so  bright, 
She'd  take  me  to  my  cradle,  kiss  me  a  fond  good-night. 
And  sitting  by  the  rtreeide,  slie'd  sing  that  song  1  hear. 
As  I  sit  alone  at  midnight,  thinking  of  my  mother  dear; 
I  can  hear  the  sweetest  music,  iu  the  distant  ring. 
It  is  the  angel  voice  of  mother,  and  the  song  she  used  to  sing. 

Chorus. 
Go  to  sleep  my  baby,  close  yonr  aching  eyes. 
Mother  watches  near  thee,  w  ith  angela  from  the  skies. 
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The  Song  Dear  Mother  Loved  to  Sing. 
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Written  by  T.  L.  Clay.    Composed  by  Theo.  Bonlieur. 


A  simple  old-world  ditty,  with  a  plaintive,  sweet  refrain. 
That  had  a  homely  story,  told  in  language  smooth  and  plain; 
Yet  when  dear  motlier  sang  it,  as  wc  gatliercd  raund  her  kuee, 
No  other  music  iu  the  world  could  match  its  melody  I 
Could  match  its  melody  1 

Across  the  vale  of  bygone  years  His  tender  notes  still  sweetly  ring, 
And  mem'ry  yet  to  mc  endears  the  song  my  mother  used  to  siiigl 
It  comes  as  borce  on  angel  wing. 
The  song  my  mother  used  to  siugl 

My  father  loved  to  hear  It  when  at  evening  wc  would  sit. 
And  cluster  round  the  flrellght,  while  the  shadows  quaintly  flit; 
For  it  wakened  iiappy  mem'ries  of  the  dearly  cherished  time. 
When  first  she  used  to  sing  it  in  their  courtship's  golden  prlmel 
Iu  their  courtship's  golden  prime  I 

And  just  before  she  died— it  seems  but  yesterday- 

We  st(>o<l  Ijcside  the  bed  where  with  wand'riiig  mind  she  lay, 

In  feeble  accents  fell  faint  echoes  of  tliat  strain 

Wiiicli  we  ne'er  from  her  lips  miglit  hear  again;   ' 

Tiiough  long  years  have  flown,  yet  the  s|)ells  o'er  me  cast. 

And  thrice  hallowed  is  each  tone  with  the  mem'ries  of  the  past. 

So  seek  where'er  ye  may  no  song  has  charms  for  me 

Like  Auld  Robin  Gray's  sweet,  plaintive  nielodyl 
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THE    SECRET,   SWEET. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  llatlle  MombalL 


know,  and  may  tell  you; 

!ve,  my  heart  oV-rflowed  with  love, 


I  have  a  little  sweetheart  fair,  so  tender  and  so  true. 
Her  name  is — ask  the  roses  red,  they 
While  walking  'mid  the  flowers  one  ev 

I  wliispered  soft— ah,  wouUl  you  kiiowf  well,  ask  the  stars  above. 
So  pretty,  sweet  and  pure  was  she,  with  riiflled  golden  liuir, 
I  stooped  and— no,  I  may  not  tell,  it  may  not  be  quite  fair; 
The  secret  sweet  is  all  my  own,  and  if  you  want  to  kuow, 
Wliy,  usk  llie  zephyrs,  sighing  soft,  and  they  may  whisper  low; 
The  name  that  Is  so  deor  to  me,  percliancc  they'll  even  tell. 
The  somethiug  that  I  told  my  love  dowu  iu  that  flowery  dell. 

I'm  sure  slie  loves  me  truly,  for  tliat  night  she  coyly  said. 
Well,  I  know  a  daisy  listened,  for  1  saw  it  nod  its  head; 
And,  as  I  gazed  into  her  eyes  with  love's  pure  flatne  nglow, 
I  luiked  her  if  slie'd  be— supjMjse  you  ask  tlie  moon  she'd  know. 
Her  answer  came,  my  listeiMiig  ear  caught  just  one  little  word, 
A  nightingale  burst  forth  iu  song,  I  knew  he  must  have  heard. 
The  secret  sweet  is  all  my  own,  and  if  you  want  to  kuow, 
Wiiy,  ask  the  zephyrs  sighing  soft,  and  they  may  whisper  low; 
The  (|uestiun  that  I  asked  my  love,  perchance  they'll  even  tell. 
The  answer  that  she  gave  to  me  dowu  in  that  flowery  dell. 

Perhaps  I'll  tell  how  her  fair  bend  was  nestled  on  my  breast, 
I'erliaps  I'll  tell  how  her  sweet  lips  were  to  my  owu  soft  pressed; 
But  I'll  not  tell  the  reason  why  I  took  her  little  hand. 
And  a  dainty,  slender  finger  with  a  blade  of  grass  I  spanned; 
Nor  will  I  tell  what  joy'll  be  mine,  all  in  the  month  of  May, 
Tlie  merry  chimes  will  ring  it  theu,  come  list  to  what  they'll  say. 
The  secret  sweet  is  all  my  own,  and  if  you  want  to  know. 
Why,  ask  the  zephyrs  sighing  soft,  and  they  may  whi8|)er  low, 
The  happy  day  that's  coming,  for  i)erciiaiice  they'll  even  tell 
Just  why  I  plucked  that  blade  of  grass  down  iu  that  flowery  dell. 


When  Your  Mother  Leaves  This  World. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  A.  M.  Hall. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  Dowling. 


Time  has  swiftly  glided  by  eiDce  cliildhood's  p^olden  years; 

It  seems  but  ODiy  yesterday  I  first  shed  bitter  tears; 

Whispered  words  of  blesslug  that  a  dying  mother  gave. 

And  wlien  the  last  sad  scene  of  all,  that  resting  place,  the  grave. 

Oh,  could  I  ouly  now  recall  one  hour  from  childhood  days. 

Bring  baclc  again  the  happy  past,  a  mother's  love  and  praise; 

Friends  will  often  come  and  go,  as  life  we  journey  on, 

But  when  your  mother  leaves  this  world,  your  dearest  friend  is  goue. 

Chorus. 

Treat  your  dear  old  mother  always  with  respect. 

Her  welfare  and  her  happiness  you  never  should  neglect; 

Soon  life's  care  and  trials  forever  will  be  done. 

Then  when  your  mother  leaves  this  world,  your  dearest  friend  is  gone. 

Mem'ry  treasures  in  the  heart  the  home  of  long  ago; 
The  church-yard  and  the  grassy  mound  in  spring  when  flowers  grow; 
Tliey're  often  moistened  with  the  tears  of  sister,  brother,  friend. 
While  kueeling  o'er  that  sileut  grave  and  prayers  to  heaven  send. 
Respect  and  love  her  while  she's  here,  'tis  only  honor  due. 
When  cares  of  life  environ  thee,  she's  always  kind  and  true. 
For  when  at  lust  she  leaves  this  world,  a  sweeter  life  to  dawn. 
The  truth  you'll  sadly  realize,  your  dearest  friend  is  gone.— CAorM«. 


I    LIVE    AND    LOVE    THEE. 

English  version  by  Dr.  Wm.  J  Wetmore.    Music  by  F.  Cainpana. 
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Give  nie  the  balmy  breathing  sigh,  that  o'er  the  lips  is  stealing. 

Like  friendsliip's  tender  melody,  the  heart's  fond  wish  revealing; 

Whene'er  thy  brow  shall  throb  with  pain. 

Let  me  be  ever  near  thee,  then  my  heart  will  be  glad  again  I 

And  life  more  bright  appear,  let  me  be  near  thee. 

Give  me  the  balmy  breathing  sigh. 

Let  me  l)e  ever  near  thee,  and  life  more  brightly. 

That  over  thy  lips  is  stealing,  like  friendship's  tender  melody. 

And  life  more  bright  appear,  and  life  more  brightly, 

The  heart's  fond  wish  revealing  wlieiie'er  my  brow  shall  throb  with  pain, 

And  life  more  brightly  api>ear,  then  my  heart  will  be  glad  again. 

And  life  more  bright  appear,  to  me  revealing  the  heart's  emotion. 

The  tender  feeling  of  faithful  love, 

From  thee,  oh,  never  can  my  heart  sever. 

What  Joy,  what  pleasure,  dear  anijel  treasnre, 

I  live  for  thee,  what  joy  to  see,  I  live  for  theel 

Dear  angel  treasure  I  live  for  thee!  to  me  revealing  heart's  emotion. 

Thy  tender  feeling  of  faithful  love. 

From  thee,  oh,  never  can  my  lieart  sever,  I  live  for  thee! 

What  joy,  what  pleasure,  dear  angel  treasure,  I  live  for  Ihee, 

What  joy  to  see,  I  live  for  thee,  dear  angel  treasure,  I  live  for  thee! 

Dear  angel  treasure,  I  live  for  theel  what  joy,  what  pleasure, 

I  live  for  theet  my  angel  treasure,  I  live  for  thee!  I  live  for  theel 
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THE    LUCKY    HORSESHOE. 
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On  the  door  of  the  cottage  in  which  I  was  bom, 

All  emblem  of  luck  may  be  seen; 
It's  looked  on  with  pleasure  and  pride  by  us  all, 

And  over  each  heart  reigns  supreme. 
'Tis  shared  in  our  sorrows  and  also  onr  joys. 

Till  we  feel  that  not  one  of  us  rue. 
But  look  back  with  pleasure  and  pride  to  the  day 

That  old  grandad  nailed  up  the  horseshoe. 

Chorus. 

Tis  only  a  liorscshoe,  but  yet  it  will  bring  yon 
Good  luck  and  good  fortune,  I  cannot  say  more; 

Ko  room  will  it  lake,  but  another  friend  make. 
So  give  to  the  liorseshoe  a  place  on  tlie  door. 

On  a  cold  winter's  day,  many  long  years  ago. 

The  emblem  of  luck  that  we  found, 
^Vas  buried  quite  deep  In  a  foot-fall  of  snow. 

And  quietly  lay  on  the  ground. 
Old  grandad  cried  out:  "  I  have  brought  you  good  luck. 

Here's  something  that's  travelled  nptice. 
So  give  me  a  hammer  and  nail,  that  I  may 

On  the  door  find  the  horseshoe  a  place.— CAorw*.    ;  ' 

Since  then  many  years  have  passed  over  our  heads. 

And  he  whom  we  loved  most  and  best. 
Who  first  gave  the  horseshoe  a  place  in  our  home. 

Has  long  since  been  gathered  to  rest. 
Yet  still  we  gaze  on  it  with  feeling  of  pride. 

Each  day  seem  to  love  it  the  more,  -  •    . 

And  as  long  as  we  live,  for  his  sake  we  will  give 

The  horseshoe  a  place  on  the  Aoat.— Chorus.  '  -^ 


Where  Have  the  G-irls  all  Gone  to? 
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.  Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Castling. 

I've  been  to  a  party  but  left  there  again, 
Disappointed  to  find  the  place  crowded  with  men; 
I  stood  quite  amazed  for  it  gave  me  a  scare. 
When  I  looked  round  and  saw  not  a  female  was  there! 
I  rushed  up  the  stairs  scanned  the  rooms  left  and  right. 
Yes,  supper  and  "  fizz,"  but  no  girl  met  my  sight; 
Said  I  to  myself  "  Here's  a  funny  set  out!" 
When  the  fellows  all  set  up  this  pitiful  shout: 

Chorus. 
.     Where  have  the  girls  all  gone  tof 

Where  are  the  dear  little  ones T  ,  - 

Strolling  about,  flirtiug,  no  doubt, 

Winh  rich  men's  sons! 
Leaving  us  all  alone. 

While  they  flirt  with  their  viscounts  and  earls— 
A  charm  there's  about  them,  we  can't  do  without  them. 
The  dear  little,  sweet  little  girls! 

The  supper  was  ready,  but  none  would  begin. 

And  each  face  looked  as  long  as  an  old  violin; 

They  'rose  from  the  table,  quite  pictures  of  woe,     ' 

And  to  fetch  hats  and  coats  were  l>eginuing  to  go. 

When  up  jumped  the  chairman,  our  jolly  friend  Brown, 

And  tried  with  a  sjieech  to  smooth  everything  down; 

Tiie  waiters  all  griuncd,  and  knew  what  was  amiss. 

When  instead  of  a  toast,  what  he  gave  out  was  Wxw.—Chxyrui. 

We'd  scarcely  been  seated  ten  minutes  or  more. 

When  a  sharp-featured  female  p>eeped  in  at  the  door. 

Brown  turned  pale  and  went  out,  exclaiming,  "  My  wife! " 

Very  soon  in  the  hall  there  were  heard  sounds  of  strife. 

The  liquor  was  now  fast  l>egiuning  to  fly, 

And  I  thought  it  high  time  to  slope  on  ihe  sly. 

So  slid  out,  and  after  me  bolted  ttic  door, 

Put  my  ear  to  the  keyhole,  and  lieard  them  all  xoKt'.— Chorus. 
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Where  One  Goes,  We  All  Go! 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Charles  WiUiama 


I  liave  some  pals,  and  on  my  word,  they  fairly  l)eat  creation  I '  [Brown;  \ 

There's  Green,  and  Jones,  and  Smith,  and  Snooks,  and  Briggs,  and  dear  old  I 
And  I  can  safely  say,  without  the  slightest  hesitation,  ? 

We  are  the  best  and  truest  friends  you'll  find  in  all  the  town! 
We  never  have  an  angry  word,  are  more  like  loving  brothers,  •   ■ 

And  each  of  us  knows  very  well  the  other  fellows'  "  biz;" 
We  also  know  each  other's  wives,  and  sisters,  dads,  and  mothers. 

But  after  all  is  said  and  done,  our  good  old  motto  is: 

Refrain. 
"  Where  one  goes  we  all  go,  there's  no  sense  in  parting. 

Old  pals,  dear  pals,  trusty,  tried  and  true  I 
To  stick  to  each  other  whatever  occurs,  we  made  up  our  minds  at  startiog; 

If  one  wants  to  go  on  the  spree,  you  must  know,  we  all  go  tool" 

Among  this  jolly  crowd  of  chums,  there's  only  one  nnmarried, 

P'rhaps  you  can  guess  which  one  it  is— why,  poor,  unlucky  me! 
I  have  a  sweetheart— oh,  dear  yes!  but  why  so  long  we've  tarried. 

Is  really  quite  a  myst'ry  to  my  married  friends,  you  see. 
The  other  night  I  said,  "  Dear  boys  I  really  must  Ik;  leaving,"  .  ' 

Of  course  you  will  excuse  me,  for  at  nine  I  meet  my  "bellel" 
Then  with  the  glow  of  love  I  felt  my  bosom  heaving, 

Till  they  all  shontod  with  one  voice,  ''  That  tale's  all  very  well"— 

Reprain. 
"  Where  one  goes  we  all  go,  there's  no  sen^e  in  parting,  .  . 

Old  pals,  dear  pals,  trusty,  tried  and  true! 
To  stick  to  each  other  whatever  occurs,  we  made  up  our  minds  at  starting; 

There's  no  need  to  part,  go  and  meet  your  sweetheart,  and  we'll  all  go  tool" 

Now,  by  a  strange  co-incidence,  eacli  old  pal  and  his  "missis," 

At  twelve  o'clock  last  Tuesday  night,  had  quite  a  dreadful  row! 
They'd  "jaw"  instead  of  supper,  "devil'd  tongue  "  instead  of  kisses; 

(A  pretty  way  that  Is,  indeed,  to  keep  the  marriage  vow.) 
On  Wednesday  we  all  chanced  to  meet,  and  stArted  taking  liquor. 

Each  paid  for  drinks,  until,  at  last,  we  all  were  "  stony  broke," 
Then  good  old  Brown  observed,  "  Dear  iwys.  I'm  off  to  siiout  my  ticker!" 

Wheu  ail  of  us  in  chorus  said,  the  minute  that  he  spoke: 

Refrain. 
"  Where  one  goes  we  all  go,  there's  no  sense  in  parting. 

Old  pals,  dear  pals,  trusty,  tried  and  true  I 
To  stick  to  each  other  whatever  occurs,  we  made  np  our  minds  at  starting; 

If  Brown's  ticker  goes,  so  will  ours  I  suppose,  and  they  all  did  go  tool" 

Upon  the  coin  the  watches  brought,  we  all  got  fairly  "  frantic!" 

I  never  saw  Bill  Brown  in  such  a  shocking  state  before; 
We  went  in  for  all  sorts  of  larks,  and  every  kind  of  antic, 

Till  all  at  once  we  found  ourselves  outside  a  workhouse  door. 
Bill  laid  hold  of  the  knocker  and  commenced  a  dreadful  banging. 

And  when  he  pulled  the  l>ell,  oh,  dear,  the  place  with  echoes  rang; 
The  |>orler  came  and  asked  the  cause  of  all  this  row  and  clanging. 

Said  Brown,  "  I'm  going  in  the  '  lump!'  "  and  we  in  chorns  sang: 

Refrain. 
"  Where  one  goes  we  all  go,  there's  no  sense  in  parting. 

Old  pals,  dear  pals,  trusty,  tried  and  truel  < 

To  Stick  to  each  other  what  ever  occurs,  we  made  np  onr  minds  at  starting;         > 

In  the  morning  the  "beak"  sentenced  Brown  for  a  week,  and  we  all  went  too!"  1 
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LET'S    BE    G-AY. 
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Stumii  SfM-eelieii,  Iii^h  Soiii;  Flookti,  Cook  BookH,  Books  of  Aiiiuseinent,  etc.,  to  Henrjr 
J.  Wehinan,  P.  O.  Box  1823,  New  York. 

Let's  be  gay,  aiul  baniah  sorrow,  all  our  work  is  done  to-diiy, 

LaiiKh  auU  eiiig  until  to-morrow,  'tis  the  iii<;^er's  holiday; 

In  the  ruoruiii^  out  we  go  to  de  wood  to  chop,  aud  do  coru  to  hoc, 

Our  hearts  arc  free,  aud  our  spirits  bright, 

Aud  we'll  dance  wid  de  gills  till  de  broad  daylight. 

Let's  be  gay,  and  banish  sorrow,  all  our  work  is  done  to-day, 

Laugh  aud  sing  until  to-uiorrow,  'tis  the  nigger's  holiday; 

III  the  morning  out  we  go  to  de  woo<l  to  chop,  aud  dc  coru  to  hoe, 

Our  hearts  are  frt-e.  and  our  spirits  bright. 

Aud  we'll  dance  wid  de  gals  till  dc  broad  daylight. 

Strike  the  banjo,  strike  it  gaily,  bones  and  tamhorlne  now  play. 
Fiddle  you  shall  bow  more  gaily,  'tis  the  nigger's  holiday; 
To  tiie  merry  banjo  play  we'll  dance  all  thought  of  sorrow  away; 
Our  hearts  are  free,  and  our  spirits  bright, 
Aud  we'll  dance  witli  the  gals  till  morning  light. 

t>trike  the  banjo,  strike  it  gaily,  bones  and  tamborinc  now  play. 

Fiddle  you  shall  bow  more  gaily,  'tis  tlie  nigger's  holiday; 

To  the  merry  banjo  plav  we'll  dance  all  thought  of  sorrow  away; 

Our  hearts  are  free,  and  our  spirits  l)riglit. 

And  we'll  diuice  with  the  gals  till  luoruiug  light. 


•  »  » 


FULL     MOON     UNION. 

Words  by  Ed.  II&rrl|;>in.    Mdsic  by  I>ave  Bruham. 

The  Word.i  and  Music  of  thin  Sour  » III  l>e  nent  to  any  ndilresn,  poxt  puld,  on  receipt  of  40 
cent«:  or  tliisaiid  any  t»o  other  Soiik"  for  one  I>i>llui ,  by  H.  J.  Weliiimii,  I*.  O.  Box  IS'^t, 
New  York  City.    Poittage  Stamps  taken  ouiiie  as  Ctuli  foi'  uU  our  ttoudn. 


P 


The  noble  order  of  full  moons,  descendants  of  old  Ilam, 

Dey  recognize  dere  bretliern  wid  de  secret  word  Basuiii; 

All  dressed  in  full  regalia.  IIil)eriiian8  give  us  room. 

All  please  stand  clear,  dou't  interfere  with  a  full  grown  colored  moon. 

Chorus. 
The  first  degree— all  bend  yonr  knee,  and  then  cross  every  hand. 
The  head  you  dip,  den  give  the  grip,  the  pa!<»word  Ireland; 
Oh.  on  your  ear,  den  on  your  eye,  and  all  march  around  de  room. 
Imitate  them  darkles  in  de  order  of  full  moon. 
When  de  little  stars  are  sleeping,  all  in  de  evening  afternoon. 
It's  dar  you'll  see  a  nigsjer  peeping  out  from  tliut  red  aud  gorgeous  moon. 

We  hold  a  monster  barbecue,  we're  going  to  kill  a  calf. 
Our  lunar  sacrifloe  it  is;  there  mist'ry,  don't  you  laugh. 
This  auspicious  occasion  it  am  lield  nest  vvar  in  June, 
Oh,  we  invite  de  satelites  couuccted  with  de  mooua.—  0 hofus. 

De  object  of  this  order  now  am  not  to  study  stars. 

But  prevent  Irish  people  from  a-ridliig  on  de  cars; 

It  seems  extraodinary,  but,  dere  isn't  any  coon 

But,  what  a  luminary  in  a  half  a  quarter  moou.— Chorus. 


\  CORBETT  AND  SULLIVAN  FIG-HT. 


Copyright.  189?,  by  Henry  J.  Wchinan. 


V 


Sehd  for  Free  Catalofrue  of  Sonjf  Rookx,  letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick  Booko,  Kocitatlon  BO'kii,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Bookn,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches.  Irish  Sohk  BookM.  Cook  Docks,  Books  of  Ainusvmcnc,  etc.,  to  Henry 
J.  Wehman,  i:  O.  Box  1823,  New  York. 


Tune—"  Donnelly  and  Cooper." 


All  lovers  of  the  manly  art  come  listen  to  my  lay, 
I'll  sing  about  two  gladiators  met  in  fistic  fray; 
Bold  John  L.  Sullivan,  of  Boston,  champion  of  Ills  day, 
Aud  sprightly  Jimmy  Corbett  from  far  California. 

They  met  way  down  in  New  Orleans,  September  seventh,  at  night. 
And  thou8an<ls  of  the  sporting  bloods  were  there  to  see  the  fight; 
The  betting  was  on  Sullivan,  and  many  friends  were  found 
Who  said  Johu  L.  would  floish  Jim  before  the  second  round. 

At  last  they  shook  hands  in  the  ring,  and  Sullivan  led  ont. 
But  C'orl>ett  was  too  spry  for  him  and  nimbly  danced  about; 
Then  two  more  blows  of  Sully's  right  the  liead  of  Jim  did  miss. 
At  which  the  crowd  looked  on  amazed,  and  some  b«gan  to  hiss. 

The  'Frisco  lad,  round  after  round,  came  up  with  smile  so  gay. 
Whenever  John  L.  banged  at  him,  he  grinne<i  and  slip|>ed  away; 
Then  right  and  left  his  anvil  blows  upon  tlie  champion  fall, 
Firat  blood  for  Jimmy  Corbett  now  his  friends  so  lively  call. 

And  so  these  gladiators  fought  till  twenty  rounds  were  done; 
'Twaa  plain  the  champion  could  see  his  brave  career  was  run; 
Blow  after  blow  was  rained  upon  his  nose  by  lucky  Jim, 
Who  came  up  smiling  every  time  bo  chipper  and  so  trim. 

Then  came  the  last  ronnd  of  them  all,  John  L.  was  much  distressed, 
Although  his  firm  admirers  thought  that  be  had  fought  his  best; 
A  blow  from  dauntless  Jimmy  sent  him  reeling  to  the  floor, 
When  time  was  called  he  heard  it  not,  his  championship  was  o'ert 

Then  up  steps  Jimmy  Corbett  and  he  took  him  by  the  hand. 
He  knew  that  he  had  conoiiered  tlie  first  fighter  in  the  land; 
Said  John  L. :  "I  acknowledge  that  I  am  a  beaten  man. 
But  I'm  proud  the  championship  was  won  by  an  American." 


DAD'S    RED    BARN. 

Copyriiflit,  1891,  by  Frank  Hardinif. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sons  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cxiits:  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Sollies  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  VVeliiiian,  P.  O.  Box  1823, 
New  YorkCity.    PootaKeStainpe  taken  same  ascasli  for  ail  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Whittey  and  Leonard. 


To  the  cnnnlry  In  the  summer  time,  a  pleasant  place  to  go. 
Where  Iusisl-s  are  as  pretty  as  the  roses,  don't  you  know! 
Their  clieeks  are  red,  their  eyes  are  bright,  as  pretty  as  can  be, 
Tiiey  always  have  a  pleasant  smile,  when  a  city  chap  they  see. 

CUORUS. 

There  was  Mary  Jane  and  Kate,  who  seldon  stayed  out  late, 
Aud  always  met  together  near  our  old  farm  gate; 
As  pretty  as  cnn  be,  in  ihem  there  was  no  harm. 
They  never  missed  a  husking  at  my  dad's  red  barn. 

Wlien  Autumn  comes,  they  take  theli  leave,  once  more  they  go  home; 
How  we  miss  those  city  cliups,  while  strolling  all  aloiicl 
Tlieir  bright  smiles  and  ttieir  winning  ways,  their  iove-talee  aud  their  yarns, 
Uriug  buck  the  recollections  of  my  dad's  red  baru.— C'Aoru«. 


': 


A  Starry  Night  and  a  Beautiful  Girl. 

S^ml  for  Free  Ciitalopuo  of  Sonp  Btx>ks,  Ix'tter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Trick  Book.-",  Uecitation   Books,  Penny    Biillads,  Cull  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  S^H-eches,  Irish  Koiitr  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amiue- 

liieut,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park  Kow,  New  Yollc. 

A  Starry  night  and  a  beautiful  girl,  a  shady  lane  and  a  flowery  dell, 

A  rosy  l)ower— now  isn't  it  bliss,  a  silent  hour  and  a  sweet  little  kiss; 

The  light  of  her  eye  is  a  fairy  lamp,  the  rose  on  her  cheek,  how  sweet  and  damp. 

Her  beautiful  lips  so  often  entice,  those  rip-a  chip  chips,  now  isn't  it  nice. 

Chorus. 

A  starry  night  and  a  beautiful  girl,  a  shady  lane  and  a  flowery  dell, 
A  rosy  oower — now  isn't  it  bliss,  a  silent  hour  aud  a  sweet  little  kiss. 

A  beautiful  form  and  rather  shy,  a  pearly  tooth  and  a  diamond  eye, 
A  ruby  lip  and  a  rosy  cheek,  a  boot  witli  a  tip  and  a  weazel  squeak; 
She's  a  wojisy  waist  and  golden  hair,  she's  cherry  ripe  and  lily  fair. 
And  the  punting  heart  of  u  turtle  dove,  u  fairy  hand  and  a  sixes  g\ove.— Chorus. 

There's  Julia  Jane— oh,  isn't  she  a  lamb,  Clara  Vane  and  rollicking  Sam, 
L<it^4  of  cash  and  plenty  of  chain,  going  to  smash,  and  he'll  stand  Sam. 
Sweet  cigarette,  Uavana  cigar,  dear  little  |>et  and  his  ladida, 
Couie  along,  do,  dou"  tell  your  ma,  but  I  kuow  a  thing  much  better  by  far.— CAo. 


RAILROAD    BOY'S    APPEAL. 


Tune—"  Annie  Laurie." 


Send  for  Free  Cataloprue  of  Sons  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
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Poor,  liel))lcss  and  alone  am  I,  how  sad  the  words  do  seem, 
As  through  this  life  I  journey  on,  a  cripple  maimed  and  lame. 
With  parents  dead  these  many  years,  aud  none  to  care  for  me, 
I'm  forced  to  oiler  you  my  song,  with  a  cripple's  prayerful  plea. 

There  was  a  time,  long,  long  ago,  when  I  from  pain  was  free; 
A  happy  boy  at  home  was  I— at  school  none  gay  as  me. 
From  school  I  went  to  labor  hard,  as  newsboy  on  a  train, 
To  buttle  with  this  miglity  world  my  daily  bread  to  gain. 

I  little  thonght,  as  time  flew  by,  that  troubles  thick  and  fast 
Would  o'er  inc  fall,  aud  make  me  go  on  crutches  to  the  last; 
But  here  I  am,  as  you  can  see,  drawn  out  of  shape  by  pain, 
A  sad  reminder  of  the  night  I  fell  between  the  train. 

Do  unto  others  as  you'd  have  them  do  to  you,  is  an  adage  old  as  time. 
Think  how,  my  friend,  if  in  my  place,  you'd  bless  the  pver  of  a  dime; 
l{each  in  your  pocket  for  yonr  change,  and  help  the  cripple  on; 
'Tis  but  a  mite  to  you,  I  kuow,  but  to  me  'tis  quite  a  sum. 


Parody  on: 

COMRADES. 
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We  were  both  in  jail  together,  my  pal  Jack  and  I, 

In  gin  mills  and  in  bar-rooms,  Jack  was  t)y  my  side; 

But  when  I'd  ask  for  a  hand  out,  liefore  he'd  ask  for  one  he'd  die; 

I  myself  would  eat  the  hard  bread,  and  to  Jack  I'd  give  the  pie. 

Chorus. 
Comrades,  comrades,  ever  since  we  were  tramps. 
Roaming  about  from  place  to  place,  witli  patches  all  over  our  pants; 
One  night  wliile  maciiig  the  main  street,  a  copper  Jack  quickly  spied, 
When  dauger  threatened,  my  darling  old  pul  Jack  hollered,  slide,  Kelly  slide. 

We  travel le<l  from  Maine  to  'Frisco  in  the  raiu,  snow  storm  and  bail, 
And  wlienever  I'd  fill  the  growler.  Jack  would  drink  half  the  pail. 
The  other  night  we  l)Oth  got  loaded,  a  policeman  then  at  me  he  flew, 
"  Kun,"  eaye  Jack;  eoys  I,  "  no,  never!  if  you  go,  wliy  I'll  go,  too." 

Chords. 

Comrades,  comrades,  ever  since  we  were  pinched. 

Doing  six  months  on  an  island,  we  might  as  well  got  punched. 

There's  nothing  in  this  world  shall  ever  part  us; 

Where  there's  a  divorce  case  there's  always  a  will; 

The  only  thing  that  will  separate  me  and  Jack  will  be  the  McKinley  Bill. 
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Parody  on: 

COMRADES. 

Written  by  Noi-ton  Atkins. 


1  Send  for  Free  CatiJoptie  of  Sonar  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Teller., 
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SINCE  JOHN  JOINED  THE  GENTS' 
;        .^:     BOWLING-  CLUB. 


Copyright,  1891.  l>y  Wllli&m  Lawler. 


Wc  have  broke  the  pledge  togellier,  my  dear  comrade  Jack  and  I, 
And  to  lead  each  other  homeward,  wtien  blind  drunk,  we'd  often  try; 
When  we're  njwn  the  "  fuddle,"  for  a  slop  we'd  never  care. 
If  there  was  a  gutter  baudy,  you'd  be  enre  to  find  us  there. 

Chords. 

Comrades,  comrades,  shedding  each  other's  blood, 
Sharing  each  other's  gutter,  sharing  eacli  other's  mud; 
Comrades  at  ten  in  the  morning,  when  in  the  police  van  we'd  ride, 
And  when  Jack  got  fined  forty  bob  or  a  mouth,  I  was  there  by  his  side. 

When  just  hndding  into  blossom,  my  nose  began  to  ache, 

And  my  wife  said,  "Join  the  army,  or  your  blooming  neck  I'll  break; " 

I  said,  "Jack,  I've  got  to  do  it,  got  to  wear  the  ribbon  blue," 

"  Whatl"  said  he,  "oh,  s'welp  mel  nevcrl  if  you  join,  why  I'll  join  too." 

CnoBUB.  ■  -     T 

Comrades,  comrades,  taking  on  ginger  beer, 
■  ■  Bnrgtiiig  ourselves  with  water,  'till  we'd  get  pains  just  here; 

Comrades  with  pains  in  the  "  stiim-Jack,'"  till  for  some  brandy  we  cried. 
And  when  uiy  dear  comrade  broke  into  a  "  pub,"  I  was  there  by  bis  side. 

1  went  ont  and  Jack  went  with  me,  several  quarts  of  booze  we  shared, 
'Till  the  man  refused  to  ''Btrap  us,"  and  then  slaughter  was  declared; 
ne  swore  that  he  had  been  insulted,  spoiled  my  cuffs  and  tore  my  front. 
Then  be  donned  his  bob  nail  boots,  and  on  his  toe  we  bad  to  shunt. 

'■•''•-:;-.".  "■ '■    '■  .  i  .  '  CuoBus.  ",■• 

Comrades,  comrades,  boozing  like  ,T;ood  old  bricks, 
.    Sharing  each  other's  oakum,  sharing  each  other's  kicks; 
,    Comrades  when  coppers  were  calling,  faithful  whate'er  might  betide, 

And  when  my  old  pal  went  to  work  on  the  mill,  I  was  there  by  his  side. 

But  one  night  my  savage  missus  came  and  found  ns  as  we  lay, 
III  lier  hand  she  held  a  poker,  and  she  struck  me,  so  they  say; 
As  I  fought,  niv  poor  old  woman  ritiiwd  her  hand  to  use  her  claw, 
But  my  comrade  sprang  to  save  me,  and  received  it  ou  tlie  jaw. 

Chords. 

Comrades,  comrades,  ever  since  we  were  wed, 

Heeiug  each  other  tioine,  with  noses  so  nice  and  red; 

Comrades  when  wifey  was  jawing,  gently  from  her  we  would  slide, 

And  when  my  old  pal  got  a  punch  on  the  nose,  I  was  there  by  bis  side. 


The  WoTda  and  Hasic  of  this  Sang  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  W  cents, 
by  the  publioher,  Dodworth.  log  E.  J2ith  St.,  New  York  Ctty. 

^.:  ■;     Words  by  William  Lawler.    Music  by  William  Dreamier. 


I've  a  Bon,  John  by  name,  he's  gone  wild  on  a  game. 

Where  they're  yellin^all  night,  strikes  and  spares; 
At  the  breaking  of  day,  homeward  bound  he  will  etray. 

Then  he  crawls  oh  all  fours  up  the  stairs. 
When  his  days'  work  is  o'er,  he  will  rush  in  the  door. 

And  yell  out,  "  Come  give  me  my  grub!" 
He  won't  mind  his  dad,  sure  he's  gone  to  the  bad 

Since  John  joined  the  gents'  bowling  club. 

Coords. 

With  his  "  'down  go  the  pins,'  I'm  the  boy  always  wins,' 
Ton  can  bet  all  your  wealth  I'm  no  Bcrub; 

I'm  not  giving  you  bluff,  that's  his  talk,  sure  it's  tough. 
Since  John  joined  the  gents'  bowling  club. 

On  his  breast  there  does  shine,  a  gold  medal  so  fine. 

Sure  he  says  he's  the  boss  of  the  gang; 
When  be  picks  up  a  ball  to  fling  way  down  the  hall, 

Sure  the  pins  all  go  down  witli  a  bang. 
Then  it's  up  to  the  uar  for  a  beer  or  cigar, 

His  head  then  it  swells  like  a  tubl 
When  he's  ont  of  sight,  that's  his  racket  at  night. 

Since  John  joined  the  geuta'  bowling  club.— CAotm. 

In  the  tournament  grand,  sure  he  always  takes  hand. 

And  he  runs  up  a  mighty  big  score; 
Sure  they  can't  get  along  without  John,  he's  so  strong. 

When  he  makes  a  clean  sweep  then  tliey  roar. 
They  all  call  him  the  king,  of  his  skill  they  do  sing, 

All  night  its  an  awful  hub  bubt 
With  that  gang  he  will  roam,  he  don't  know  his  home 

Since  John  joined  the  gents'  bowling  c\ab.—  C'hartu. 


% 


COME,   COME    TO    ME,    DARLING-. 


Copyri»,'ht,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  *  Hunter. 


Tho  Words  and  Music  of  tins  Song'  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  «4 
ronts:  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Sougs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row, 
New  York  City,    lostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


LOST    AND    FOUND. 

Copj-right,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Husic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  40 
••ents:  ortliisandany  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehman,  ISO  Park  Row, 
New  York  City,    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  eosli  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  by  Norton  Atkins.    Composed  by  Felix  McOlennon. 

About  three  months  ago,  oh  dear,  I  got  into  a  bother, 
Me  and  a  pal  named  Jenkins  fought,  aiid  danaged  one  another; 
Two  p'licemen  straightway  collared  me,  remarked  I  was  a  beauty! 
And  'twas  their  place  to  lock  mc  up,  so  they  would  do  their  duty! 

Chorus. 
I  was  lost,  lost,  lost!  really  lost,  lost,  lost! 

My  friends  hunted  for  me  all  around; 
But  the  judge  he  waij  no  dunce,  and  the  next  six  weeks,  for  once, 

I  was  found,  on  tae  island,  I  was  found. 

I'm  always  losing  things,  I  am,  and  much  regret  to  say  it. 

That  I  don't  kee,)  a  thing  a  week,  one  hundred  I  will  lay  it; 

I  went  out  for  <•.  walk  last  night,  but  like  a  silly  noodle, 

I  found  out  when  I  reached  my  home,  I'd  gone  and  lost  the  poodle! 

Chorus. 
He  was 'ost,  lost,  lost!  really  lost,  lost,  lostl 

I  whi'jtied  and  I  shouted  all  around; 
For  my  dog  I  felt  forlorn,  but  his  little  tail  next  morn. 

It  was  found,  in  a  sausage,  it  was  found! 

I  had  a  row  with  Brown  last  night,  and  smashed  his  nose  to  pieces, 
When  suddenly  in  comes  his  wife,  and  then  the  fun  increases; 
She  cit  uted  and  she  banged  me  till  I  shouted  "  come  and  stop  her!" 
And  ra  i  all  up  and  down  the  street,  but  couldn't  find  the  "  copper!" 

Chords. 
He    t-aa  lost,  lost,  lost!  really  lost,  lost,  lost! 

I  whistled  and  I  shouted  all  around; 
Bu  :  soon  after,  down  an  "  airey,"  with  his  arm  'round  our  girl  Mary, 

.'le  was  found,  good  old  mutton,  he  was  found! 

We  tiad  a  girl,  a  servant  girl,  who  used  to  drive  us  crazy, 
She  d  break  the  plates  and  dishes  up,  oh,  she  was  such  a  daisy! 
We  jawed  at  her  from  night  till  morn,  and  often  gave  her  warning, 
But' strange  to  say  we  couldn't  find  that  girl  last  Sunday  morning! 

Chorus. 

SSie  was  lost,  lost,  lost!  really  lost,  lost,  lost! 

Our  rapture  and  delight  they  knew  no  bound; 
4lat  at  ten  o'clock  at  night,  ou  our  doorstep,  oh,  so  tight,  -     : 

'  She  WU8  found,  without  her  bustle,  she  was  found. 


Written  by  Alfred  J.  Morris,    Composed  by  Oeo.  Le  Bnum. 


Once  a  little  maiden  said  she  did  not  care. 

If  her  lover  chose  to  leave  her; 
Haughtily  she  tossed  her  pretty  golden  hair. 

Vowing  still  it  would  not  grieve  her. 
There  are  many  others,  wlio,  perhaps,  can  tell 
Love's  delightful  story  equally  as  well; 
But  tho'  when  he'd  left  her  to  be  brave  see  tried. 
Tears  would  trickle  slowly,  while  the  cried: 

Refrain. 

v^ome,  come  to  me,  darling!  sweetheart,  you'nj  my  owol 
Oh,  what  shall  I  do,  my  love,  now  I'm  left  alonef 
Why  should  we  be  parted?  1  am  broken-hearted! 
Ob,  think  of  the  days  gone  by  and  conie  back  to  me. 

Many  months  pass'd  over  ere  again  they  met. 

Coldly  he,  at  first,  received  her; 
Then  she  begged  so  fervently  that  he'd  forget, 

Till  he  owned  that  he  believed  her. 
But  he  told  her  sadly,  such  was  cruel  fate, 
Tho'  he  loved  her  madly,  this  bad  come  too  late; 
He  must  join  his  regiment,  starting  for  the  war- 
As  he  left,  there  echoed  from  the  shore:— ,ffe/rain. 

Anxiously  she  read  of  each  heroic  deed. 

Always  for  his  safety  sighing; 
Dreading  every  moment  that  his  name  she'd  read 

In  the  listpf  dead  and  dying. 
Then  a  letter  reached  her— he  was  coming  home. 
Never  more  to  leave  her,  never  more  to  roam; 
Soon  the  happy  time  came,  he  stood  by  her  Bide, 
And  he  fondly  whispered  to  his  bride:  J 

Refrain. 

Come,  come  to  me,  darlicg!  sweetheart,  you're  my  own! 
Oh,  how  my  heart  yearns,  my  love,  yearns  for  thee  alone! 
Ne'er  will  we  be  parted,  fond  and  faithful-hearted, 
All  sorrow  forever  fled,  now  I'm  back  with  thee! 


Izt  - 


*.v 


— A  handsomely-dressed  j'oung  woman  entered  a  crowded  street- 
car. A  long-whiskered  old  fellow,  wearing  a  dingy  slouch  hat 
and  a  suit  of  homespun  clothes,  got  up  and  said:  "Miss,  take  my 
seat.  I  don't  look  as  well  as  these  here  gentlemen  "-^nodding  at 
several  men — "  but  I've  diskivered  that  I've  got  more  politeness." 
The  young  woman  sat  down  without  thanking  the  old  fellow. 
"Miss,"  said  the  old  fellow,  with  a  smile,  "I  b'lieve  I  left  my 
pocket-book  thar  on  that  seat.  Will  you  please  get  up?"  The 
young  woman  got  up.  The  old  fellow  sat  down,  and  stroking  his 
whiskers,  remarked:  "  B'lieve  I'll  jest  keep  on  settin'  here,  miss. 
I've  got  a  leetle  more  politeness  that  these  here  gentlemen,  but  I 
have  diskivered  that  I  ain't  got  nigh  so  much  sense!" — Arka7uau> 
Traveller.  ,    .   . 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.    36. 


SHE    NEVER   TOLD    ME    THAT. 

Written  and  Compoeed  by  Felix  McQIennon. 


]>8end  for  Free  CatnlOKur  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Wrltem,  Dream  Bnokn,  Fortune  Tellers, 
\  Trick  Books,  Ket'itHi ion  Rookx,  Peliiiy  Ballads,  Cull  Books,  Joke  Rooks,  Sketch  Books, 
J  Slump  Sv>feclies.  Irish  Sontf  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Aniusciueut,  etc.,  to  Henry 
,      J.  Wetiman,  130  I'ark  Kow.New  York. 


The  girl  I  loved  wa«  beautiful  as  any  waxworks  show,  • 

Her  face  like  cream  and  roses,  used  to  make  my  poor  heart  glow. 
I  used  to  love  her  dearly,  ah,  but  now  I  love  her  not, 
I  fouud  that  her  complexiou  cost  her  just  five  bob  a  pot. 

Chorus. 

She  never  told  me  that— I  had  to  find  it  out. 

Somebody  winked,  somebody  blinked,  and  made  me  feel  in  doubt. 

She  never  told  me  that,  I  found  it  out  I'm  sure. 

And  thought  if  I  looked  a  little  bit  further,  1  might  find  more. 

The  girl  I  loved  was  handsome,  and  her  fleure  was  so  neat. 

And  every  one  admired  her  as  she  glided  down  the  street. 

I  fouud  her  figure  was  a  sham,  made  up  of  fushiou's  fuds, 

I  thought  that  I  was  squeezing  ber,  but  I  was  squeezing  pads.—  Chorus. 

The  girl  I  loved  was  graceful,  and  her  walk  was  straight  and  proud, 
I  used  to  think  that  she  with  lovely  limbs  must  be  endowed; 
But  I  found  out  one  of  her  legs  was  buried  in  New  York, 
And  in  its  place  I  found  she  wore  another  made  of  cork.— Ckotug. 


Take  Your  Feet  Out  of  the  Sand  and 
I  Stick  Them  in  the  Mud. 

I  Send  for  Free  Catal.ifrue  of  Sons  Books,  Lttter  Writors,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
'  Titck  Book.-",  Kfcitation    Books,  Penny    Ballads,  Call  Books.  Joke  B<>oki«,  Skvtcb 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  liirli  Soiigf  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuiie- 
lueut,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  WeUman,  lao  Pork  Itow,  New  York. 


They  say  that  on  Sunday  the  saloons  all  shut. 
Even  to  the  side  doors  and  alley  gate.    But— 

Take  your  feet  out  of  the  sand  and  stick  them  in  the  mud. 
Account  for  the  bums  who  stand  around  the  street. 
And  the  cop|ier  who  never  is  seen  on  bis  beat. 

Take  your  feet  out  of  the  saud  and  stick  them  iu  the  mud. 

We've  a  Bullitt  mayor;  he's  a  dandy,  no  mistake. 
For  ruuuine  the  city  he  surely  takes  the  cake. 

Take  your  feet  out  of  the  sand  and  stick  them  in  the  mud. 
For  he's  down  on  the  boys  and  the  council  all  aruiind. 
And  the  elevated  roads  will  be  put  underground. 

Take  your  feet  out  of  the  saud  aud  stick  them  iu  tlie  mud. 

Some  Philadelphia  dudes  always  try  to  mash. 

They  bang  their  hair,  raise  a  slieht  moustache. 
Take  your  feet  out  of  the  sand  and  stick  them  in  the  mud. 

But  dudes  get  left,  for  some  girls  are  fly, 

And  often  give  them  tlie  grand  go  by. 
Take  your  feet  out  of  the  sand  and  slick  them  in  the  mud. 

Girls  put  on  your  bustles  and  hustle, 

Or  with  John  Thomas  Ross  you  may  have  to  tussle. 
Take  your  feet  out  of  the  sand  and  stick  them  iu  the  mud. 

And  boys  when  the  copper  is  on  your  track. 

Don't  look  either  side,  or  front  or  back. 
Take  your  feet  out  of  the  sand  and  stick  them  in  the  mud. 


t 


HENNESSEY^S    BABY. 

Copy ritfht,  1892,  by  Catharine  DooUy. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sons  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick  Books,  Keeitation   Books,  Penny   Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Son?  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehmau,  130  I'ark  How,  New  York. 


By  Patsy  Uoody. 


Oh,  I'm  Horry  to  state,  I'm  in  trouble  of  late, 

With  old  Slatterv  as  well  as  the  childer; 
They  try  all  the  while  my  temper  to  rile. 

All  my  poor  heart  to  bewilder. 
When  the  baby  he  cries,  be  makes  divil's  own  noise, 

Aud  the  neighbors  iu  droves  he  does  bring; 
Theii  the  cradle  I  push,  singing,  hush,  baby  liusb, 

And  this  is  the  song  that!  sing: 

Chorus. 
Whish,  you!  whish,  you!  baby  lie  aisy. 

Don't  you  see  that  yer  mamma  is  nigh; 
Oh,  the  noise  that  yer  makiu'  will  drive  Slattcry  crazy. 

Hush,  hush,  my  darliu',  au'  be  a  good  boy. 

On  a  Saturday  night  the  old  man  comes  home  tight. 

An'  all  of  his  wages  is  spent; 
Oh,  my,  how  he'll  howl,  oh,  dear,  how  he'll  growl, 

Not  a-thinking  of  victuals  or  rent. 
He  makes  a  bigger  noise  than  a  school  full  of  boys. 

An'  his  hat  on  the  floor  he  will  fling; 
He'll  sit  down  for  awhile,  you'll  observe  a  faint  smile 

When  he  lists  to  the  song  that  I  sing:— CA&ru«. 

I  lost  Hennessey,  dear,  it  is  neatly  a  year, 

An'  Slatlery'e  only  a  boarder; 
It's  love,  sure,  I  think,  that  dhrives  him  to  drink, 

An'  keeps  his  poor  wits  in  disorder. 
For  when  Slattery's  gay,  he's  a  flattering  way. 

Then  it's,  "  Biddy,  you  dear  little  thing, 
You're  a  widdy  too  long;"  that  is  Slattery's  song. 

An'  to  Henueesy's  baby  I  sing:— C'Aaru*. 
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Never  Introduce  Your  Donah  to  a  PaL 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  till.  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
conts;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.J.  Weliman,  130  Park  Row, 
New  York  City.    I'ostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Kood*. 

Written  by  A.  E.  Durandeau  and  Albert  E.  Ellis.     Compoeed  by  A.  E.  Durandeau. 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Ous  Elen. 


I've  lost  my  gal  through  a  pal  o'  mine  as  was 
Always  wi'  me  nar,  rfi  tell  yer  why  becos; 
Me  and 'im  was  partners  ill  a  donkey  cart. 
That's  what  made  me  introdooce  him  to  the  tart. 
One  day  I  sez,  "  Bill,  I  wants  the  cart  to-day," 
'E  sez,  "  Me  too,"  In  a  asgrawatin' way; 
As  I  did  not  want  to  go  and  needle  'im, 
I  takes  my  gal  along  o'  me  to  wheedle  'im.       , 

CUORUS. 

Never  introdooce  your  donah  to  a  pal, 

Cos  the  odds  is  ten  to  one  he  sneaks  your  gal; 

He'll  stand  her  whelks  and  porter. 

And  upon  the  sly  'e'll  court  her. 

Never  introdooce  your  donah  to  a  pal; 

Take  my  tip. 
Always  keep  yer  bliukers  on  yer  gall 

Once  I  spotted  Bill  and  Sal  a  makin'  eyes. 

Then  he  goes  an<l  lushes  'er,  to  my  surprise; 

I  sez,  "  Look  'ere,  this  is  far  beyond  a  joke,"  i 

He  sez,  "  Chuck  it,  else  I'll  land  yer  on  the  boko;" 

I  spars  up,  but  though  yer  won't  believe  the  fact. 

In  one  short  round  I  gits  both  my  peepers  black'd. 

From  the  cart  Sal  shouted,  "  Gar^u,  it  sarves  yer  right;" 

In  jumped  Bill,  aud  then  the  |>air  druv  out  o'  sight.— C Aorta. 

Bill  and  Sal  got  spliced  u  month  ago  to-day, 

For  their  'oncyiuoon,  at  Bow  they  went  to  stay; 

Just  to  rile  iiic,  and  to  finish  up  tlie  fake. 

They  sends  me  a  pound  and  'alf  o'  weddiu*  cake. 

They're  iu  business,  and  a  nobby  start  they've  made. 

As  for  me,  I'm  gettin'  broke  and  losing  trade; 

Things,  in  fact,  is  now  a  lookin'  precious  blue. 

For  I'm  seedy,  sad,  aud  broken-'earled  loo.— C'horut. 


That's  the  Girl  Who  Was  Given  Away 
with  Half  a  Pound  of  Tea. 


Written  and  Sung  by  Charles  Brighton. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-iiui<l.uti  receipt  nflO 
cents:  or  tliisaiid  any  ttvo  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wchinun,  ISO  Park  Kow, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  Koods. 


If  yon  go  for  a  walk  down  the  Whitechapcl  Koad, 

It's  twenty  to  one  you  will  see 
A  shop  where  they  give  lovely  presents  away 

To  each  one  who  purchases  tea; 
'Twas  there  every  day,  as  I  passed  on  my  way, 

I'd  call  for  a  quarter  of  mixed; 
'Twus  there  Cupid  s  dart  shot  a  pang  at  this  boart. 

In  short,  it  was  theie  I  was  fixed. 

Spoken— And  I'll  never  forget  it,  no,  never!  I'd  been  in  the  habit  of  calling 
there  every  day  for  my  tea,  and  taking  a  present  awav  with  me,  and  I  think  1 
had  a  sample  of  everything  they  kept.  I  had  a  most  beautiful  toilet  set  (with 
the  exception  of  the  jug  and  basin  and  the  thii'g  you  put  the  soap  in),  and  what 
to  take  I  didn't  know,  until  I  asked  the  young  i.\dy's  advice,  and  when  I  said, 
"  What  present  can  you  give  me  this  time,  my  dear?"  She  said,  "Oh,  sir,  lake 
me."  I  said,  "Matilda,  it's  a  take."  Accordingly,  for  the  sum  of  tenpeuce 
halfpenny,  I  becniue  the  proud  possessor  of  half  a  pound  of  the  very  best  Sas- 
bong  Soloug  whole-leaf  teadust,  aud  a  lovely  girl  thro-  'u  iu  as  a  present. 


Chorus. 

Oh!  she  was  so  bright  and  fair,  with  golden  hair,  uown  to  there; 

Enough  to  make  a  fellow  swear  a  married  man  he  J  l>e; 
When  we  go  out  the  people  say,  "Ain't  .ilie  gay,  hip,  .'loorayl 

That's  the  girl  who  was  given  away  with  half  a  pouud  of  tea." 

I  went  for  a  walk  with  Matilda  that  night, 

A  walk  just  as  far  as  the  park;  *^ 

I  called  her  a  darling,  I  called  her  a  dear,  * 

Aud  gave  her  a  kiss  in  the  dark. 
I  then  asked  if  she  Mrs.  Johnson  would  be. 

She  said,  "Don't  be  fast— get  along;  " 
A  boy  who  was  near,  and  just  haupened  to  hear. 

Said,  "Dou't  be  a  mug— take  him  ou."— Chorus. 

'Twas  early  this  morning,  dressed  all  in  our  best, 

Matilda  and  I  were  wed; 
We  went  to  the  church,  aud  we  looked  quite  a  treat. 

At  least,  that's  what  every  oue  said. 
But  as  we  came  out,  now  there  is  not  a  doubt. 

Some  boys  had  been  waiting  outside;  *    - 

When  we  did  appear,  they  all  gave  a  cheer,  •     ^ 

Aud  then  altogether  they  cried:  -Chorus. 


— A  Pleasing  Uncertainty: — Tourist  (in  Kansas):  Can  yc»u  tell 
me  where  the  residence  of  Col.  Hooks,  the  real  ettate  dealer,  is? 
Native:  Wal,  jest  now  it's  four  or  five  mile  from  liere,  but  (point- 
ing to  a  dark,  funnel-shaped,  cloud  in  the  west)  thar's  a  cyclone 
comin'  over  frum  that  way,  an'  if  you'll  wait  awhile  the  house 
may  come  right  here  to  you  an'  save  you  the  trouble  of  goin'  dowa 
there  to  it. — Munney'a  Weekly.  ^ 


S?= 


"^^ 


ff"wmiasiMt*'*-' 


HEART    BOWED    DOWN. 

I  The  Words  and  Muiic  of  tliU  RonK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
cents,  or  this  aud  any  l»  o  otiier  Son^s  for  One  DoUar,  by  J.  U.  Weunian,  130  Park  Row, 
Mew  Vork  City.    I'uBtatse  SCauips  taken  same  as  cash  lor  all  our  goods. 

The  heart  bowed  down  by  weight  of  woe,  to  weakest  hopes  will  cling; 
To  thought  aud  impulee  while  they  flow,  they  can  no  comfort  briii^; 

That  can,  that  can  no  comfort  bring. 
With  those  exciting  scenes  will  blend,  o'er  pleasure's  pathway  thrown, 
But  memory  is  the  only  friend  that  grief  can  call  its  own; 
That  grief  can  call  its  own,  that  grief  can  call  its  own. 

The  mind  will  in  its  worst  despair,  still  ponder  o'er  the  past. 
On  moinenU  of  delight  that  were  too  l>eautiful  to  last; 

That  were  too  beautiful,  too  beautiful  to  last. 
To  long  departed  years  extend,  its  visions  with  them  flown. 
For  memory  is  the  only  friend  that  grief  can  call  its  own; 
That  grief  cuu  call  its  own,  that  grief  can  call  its  own. 


L^" 


TAKE    BACK    THE    HEART. 

I  Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
CfUCs;  iir  this  aud  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehiiiau,  130  Park  Kow, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gouUs. 


Take  back  the  heart  that  thou  gavesl,  what  is  my  anguish  to  thcef 
Take  back  the  freedom  thou  cravest,  leaving  the  fetters  to  me. 
Take  back  the  vows  thou  hast  spoken,  fling  them  aside  aud  be  free 
Smile  o'er  each  pitiful  token,  leaving  the  sorrow  for  me. 
Drink  deep  of  life's  fond  illusion,  gaze  on  the  storm-cloud,  and  flee 
iiwif ily,  thro'  life  and  confusion,  Icaviug  the  burden  to  me. 

Then  when  at  last  overtaken,  time  flings  its  fetters  o'er  thee. 
Come,  with  a  trust  still  unshaken,  come  back  a  captive  to  lue. 
Come  back  in  sadness  or  sorrow,  once  more  my  darling  to  be. 
Come  as  of  old,  love,  to  borrow  glimpses  of  suulight  from  me. 
Love  shall  resume  her  dominion,  striving  no  more  to  be  free 
When  ou  her  world-weary  pinion,  flies  back  my  lost  love  to  me. 


HOLD    THE    FORT. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paiit,  on  receipt  or  <•  i 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  (or  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliinan,  130  Piint  Bow 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods.  ' 

Ho!  my  comrades,  see  the  signal  waving  in  the  sky  I      '-• .;  . 

Reinforcements  now  appearing— victory  is  nigh! 

"  Hold  the  fort,  for  I  am  coming,"  Jesus  signals  etill; 

Wave  the  answer  back  to  Heaven—"  By  Thy  Grace,  we  will." 

See  the  mighty  host  advancing,  Satan  leading  on ; 

Mighty  meu  around  us  falling,  courage  almost  gone. 

"  Hold  the  fort,  for  I  am  coming,"  Jesus  signals  still; 

Wave  the  answer  back  to  Heaven—"  By  Thy  Grare,  we  will." 

See  the  glorious  banner  waving,  hear  the  bugle  blow; 
In  our  Leader's  name  we'll  triumph  over  every  foe.  :,, 

"Hold  the  fort  for  I  am  coiniug,"  Jesus  signals  still;  .• 

Wave  the  answer  back  to  Heaven— "  By  Thy  Grace,  we  will." 

Fierce  aud  long  the  battle  rages,  but  our  Help  is  near; 

Onward  comes  our  Great  Commander,  cheer,  my  comrades,  cheerl 

"  Hold  the  fort,  for  1  am  coming,"  Jesus  signals  still; 

Wave  the  auswer  back  to  Heaven— "By  Thy  Grace,  we  win."  , 


/ 


WHEN    I    WAS    A    LAD. 

As  sung  in  the  comic  opera  of  "  H.  M.  S.  Pinafore." 


Senil  for  Free  Cntalogue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Druain  B->ok8,  Fortune  Tellera. 

Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 

nieut,  etc.,  to  Ileury  J.  Wehmau,  130  Park  Row,  New  York. 
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HOME    AGAIN. 

\  The  Words  and  Mufeic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rereipt  or  40 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehmau,  130  Park  Row, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Home  aguiu,  home  again,  from  a  foreign  shore; 
And,  oh,  it  fills  my  soul  with  joy,  to  meet  my  friends  once  more. 
Ilere  I  dropped  the  parting  tear,  to  cross  the  ocean's  foam; 
But  now  I'm  once  agaiu  with  those  who  kindly  greet  me  home. 

Happy  hearts,  happy  hearts,  with  mine  have  laughed  in  glee; 
But,  oh,  tite  friends  I  loved  iu  youth  seem  happier  to  me. 
And  if  my  guide  should  be  the  fate  which  bids  me  longer  roam. 
But  death  alone  can  break  the  tie  that  binds  my  heart  to  home. 

Music  sweet,  music  soft,  lingers  round  the  place; 
Aud,  oh,  I  feel  the  childhood  charm,  that  time  cannot  efface. 
Then  give  me  but  my  homestead  loof,  I'll  ask  no  palace  dome; 
For  I  can  live  a  happy  life  with  those  I  love  at  home. 


The  Gray  Hairs  of  My  Mother. 

I  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid ,  on  receipt  of  40 
oents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  (or  One  Dollar,  by  H.  i.  Wehnian,  130  Park  Row, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (ur  all  our  goods. 


The  gray  hairs  of  my  mother,  this  tress,  this  tress  recalls  them  now;    ■ 
Again  I  see  tliem  cluster  in  beauty,  in  beauty  'round  her  brow— 
Ohl  tender  are  the  mem'ries  that  wake  from  out  the  past; 
I  live  again  life's  morning,  too  beautiful,  too  beautiful  to  last. 

Chorus. 

Oh!  the  gray  hairs  of  my  mother,  this  tress,  this  tress  recalls  them  now: 
Again  I  see  them  cluster  in  beauty,  in  beauty  'round  her  brow. 

Once  more  I  kneel,  at  twilight,  in  childhood's  simple  earnest  prayer; 

Once  more  I  see  the  homestead,  and  all,  and  all  the  blessiugs  there; 

Oh!  lovely  tress  of  silver,  whatever  cares  may  be, 

Uy  heart,  in  all  its  trials,  is  nearer  heaven,  is  nearer  heaven  for  thee— Cftonts. 


COTTAGE    BY    THE    SEA.    ' 

The  Words  and  Uuslo  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  Co  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  40 
oents;  or  this  aud  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Weliniau,  130  Park  Row 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 


Childhood's  days  now  pass  before  me,  forms  and  scenes  of  long  ago; 
Like  a  dream  they  hover  o'ei  me,  calm  and  bright  as  eveuing's  glow. 
Days  that  knew  no  shade  or  sorrow,  when  my  heart,  pure  and  free. 
Joyful  hailed  each  coming  morrow  In  the  cottage  by  the  sea. 

Chobvs. 

In  the  cottage  by  the  sea,  iu  the  cottage  by  the  sea; 

Joyful  nailed  each  coming  morrow,  iu  the  cottage  by  the  sea. 

Fancy  sees  the  rose-trees  twining,  'round,  the  old  and  rustic  door; 
And,  below,  the  white  beach  shining,  whore  I  gathered  shells  of  yore. 
Hears  my  mother's  gentle  warning,  as  she  took  me  ou  her  kuee; 
And  I  feel  again  life's  morning,  in  the  cottage  by  the  aea.  — Chorus. 

What,  the'  years  have  rolled  above  me,  tho'  'mid  fairer  scenes  I  roam. 
Yet  I  ne'er  shall  cease  to  love  thee,  childhood's  dear  and  happy  home! 
And,  when  life's  long  day  is  closing,  oh,  how  pleasant  would  it  be. 
On  some  faithful  breast  reposing.  In  the  cottage  by  the  sea.-  Cfiorut. 


When  I  was  a  lad  I  served  a  term 

As  office-boy  to  an  attorneys'  firm; 

I  cleaned  the  windows  and  swept  the  floor. 

And  I  polished  up  the  handle  of  the  big  front  door- 

Chorus. 
I  polished  up  the  handle  so  carefullee. 
That  now  I  am  the  ruler  of  the  Queen's  navec. 
'    He  polished  up  the  handle  so  carefullee, 
TLat  now  he's  the  ruler  of  tlie  Queen's  uavec. 

As  office-boy  I  made  such  a  mark 

That  they  gave  me  the  post  of  a  junior  clerk; 

I  served  the  writs  with  a  smile  so  bland, 

Aud  I  copied  all  the  letters  iu  a  big,  round  hand— 

Chorus. 

I  copied  all  the  letters  iu  a  hand  so  free, 
That  now  I  am  "the  ruler  of  the  Queen's  navec. 
He  copied  all  the  letters  in  a  hand  so  free. 
That  now  he  is  the  ruler  of  the  Queeu's  uavec. 

In  serving  writs  I  made  such  a  name. 
That  an  articled  clerk  I  soou  became; 
I  wore  clean  collars  and  a  bran  new  suit. 
For  the  pass  examination  at  the  Institute — 

Chorus. 
And  that  pass  examination  did  so  well  for  me. 
That  now  I  am  the  ruler  of  the  Queen's  uavee. 
Aud  that  pass  examination  did  so  well  for  me. 
That  now  I  am  the  ruler  of  the  Queeu's  uavee. 

Of  legal  knowledge  I  acquired  such  a  grip, 
That  they  took  me  into  purlnersliip; 
Aud  that  junior  partnership,  I  ween. 
Was  the  only  ship  that  I  ever  had  seen— 

Chorus. 
But  that  kind  of  ship  so  suited  me. 
That  now  I  am  the  ruler  of  the  Queen's  navec. 
But  that  kind  of  ship  so  suited  nie. 
That  uow  I  am  the  ruler  of  the  Queeu'a  navee. 

I  grew  so  rich  that  1  was  sent   -     • 

By  a  pocket  borough  into  Parliament; 

I  always  voted  at  my  party's  call. 

And  I  never  thought  of  thinking  for  myself  at  ali- 

Chorus. 

I  thought  so  little,  they  rewarded  me 

By  making  me  the  ruler  of  the  Queeu's  uavee. 

I  thought  so  little,  they  rewarded  me 

By  making  me  the  ruler  of  the  Queen's  navee. 

Now,  landsmen  all,  whoever  you  may  be. 
If  you  want  to  rise  to  the  top  of  the  tree; 
If  your  soul  isn't  fettered  to  an  official  stool. 
Be  careful  to  be  guided  by  this  golden  rule: 

Chorus. 

Stick  close  to  your  desks,  and  never  go  to  sea. 
And  you  may  all  be  rulers  of  the  Queen's  navee. 
Stick  close  to  your  desks,  and  never  go  to  sea. 
And  you  may  all  be  rulers  of  the  Queen's  navee. 


— A  Useless  Expense — Mr.  de  Laie:  "  Do  you  suppose  we  sliall 
ever  be  able  to  drop  a  nickel  in  the  slot,  and  ^et  a  wife?  "  Miss 
Way  ting  (in  her  most  captivating  tone):  "  Ob,  it  is  unnecessary  to 
go  to  that  expense,  even  now,  Mr.  de  Laie.  Brides  are  given  away, 
you  know." — Puck. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.    36. 


I   AM   WAITING,   ESSIE    DEAR. 


I 


As  SunK  by  Dryant's  Minstrels. 


I  Th«  Words  and  Uualc  of  this  Song  will  be  Kent  to  any  addrevK,  po*t-palil,on  receipt  of  40 
o«nta:  orthisaudany  two  other  Souks  for  One  I>ollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehnian,  130  Park  Kow, 
New  York  City,    hostage  Stamps  taken sanio  as citsh  (orallourKooils. 


I  am  waiting  in  the  wildwood,  Essie  dear! 

Bi'xide  the  si  ream  llmt  nitirinuro  eweet  and  low: 
In  the  nook  we've  kuown  since  childhood,  Essie  dear. 

Where  eunbennm  on  the  ripples  coiiie  and  go. 
Overhead  the  birds  are  singinJ  in  the  trees, 

Willie  their  joyous  carols  eclio  through  the  dell; 
Where  the  violets  are  sniilim:  in  the  breeze. 

There  oar  happy,  happy  tale  of  love  we'll  tell. 

Chords. 

I  am  waiting  in  the  wildwood,  Essie  dear! 

Beside  the  stream  that  murmurs  sweet  and  lOw; 
In  the  nook  we've  known  since  cliildliood,  Essie  dear, 

Where  oft  we've  met  in  happy  days  ago. 

Linger  not,  bnt  haste  to  meet  ine,  Essie  dear! 

Down  where  we  roamed  in  merry  <l;iys  "  Lang  Syne;" 
I  am  waiting  here  to  greet  thee,  Essie  dear. 

For  I  long  to  hear  you  whi8i>er,  "  Ever  thine." 
Oh!  I  loVe  you  more  than  all  the  worid  beside. 

Ever  true  you've  been  in  sorrow  and  in  pulu; 
You  were  the  star  my  weary  heart  to  guide; 

How  I  long  to  hear  your  winning  voice  again!— C^oru*. 


BILLY'S    APPEAL    TO    HIS    MA 

Sung  with  great  siici-ess  by  the  San  Francisco  Minstrels. 


Tha  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontt  will  be  sent  to  any  addregu,  post-paid,  on  receii>t  of  40 
eeots;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dullar,  by  II.  J.  ^Vel■lllan,  ISO  I'aik  Kow, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stani|>8  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  gnoils. 


Give  my  boxing  gloves  to  biothcr,  Mammie,  when  I'm  dead. 
When  tlie  sexton  puts  me  under,  lu  my  little  bed; 
If  the  job  is  like  to  throw  him,  when  the  strinij  ho  jerks. 
Get  some  little  boy  to  show  him  how  the  old  tiling  works. 
Get  some  little  boy  to  show  him  how  the  old  thing  works. 

Mamma,  buy  me  a  bran'  new  ulster;  hire  a  riillman  car; 
Give  me  a  bath  of  Florida  water;  I  see  the  gates  ajar; 
Give  me  a  dose  of  paregoric— there's  nothing  about  me  mean; 
Give  the  sexton  half  a  dollar  to  see  thut  my  grave's  kept  green. 
Give  the  sexton  half  a  dollar  to  see  that  my  grave's  kept  green. 

Give  my  chewing  gnm  to  sister- 1  don't  want  it  any  more. 

On  my  lips  it  raised  a  blister  that  was  awful  sore; 

Sing  to  me  "  The  Last  Rose  of  Summer  "—mamma,  don't  you  cry. 

For  in  the  clouds  I'll  raise  a  racket,  in  the  sweet  by-anil-by. 

For  in  the  clOnds  I'll  raise  a  racket,  in  the  sweet  by-aiid-by. 

Sprinkle  my  body  with  powdered  sugar,  smear  me  over  with  tar. 
Cover  my  form  with  peacock's  feathers— I  want  to  be  an  angel,  ma; 
Let  me  blie  the  old  Tom  cat's  tail  oil,  she  can  ketch  uo  mice; 
Let  me  go  bathing  with  the  girls — it's  naughty,  but  it's  nice. 
Let  me  go  bathing  with  the  girls— it's  naughty,  but  it's  nice. 

Tell  our  neighbor  that  the  tin  hen,  cansing  all  his  "  rips," 
Didn't  finally  cave  in,  when  I  passed  in  my  chips; 
Tho'  your  son  forgives  him,  few  know  how  he  '•  fired  "  a  ehcif 
Full  of  things  to  stop  my— you  know  how  it  is  yourself. 
Full  of  things  to  stop  my— you  know  how  it  is  yourself. 


^  s  » 
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SHAMUS    O'BRIEN. 

The  Words  and  Mnsiaof  tliis  Sour  will  be  .sent  to  any  ad<lresa,  post  pn id,  on  revi-ipt  of  40 
cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Uue  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wchnian,  r.  o.  Box  1823, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Oh,  sweet  is  the  smile  of  the  beautiful  morn, 

As  it  peeps  through  the  curtain  of  night; 
And  the  voice  of  the  nightingale  singing  his  tune, 

While  the  stars  seem  to  smile  with  delight. 
Old  nature  now  lingers  in  silent  repose, 

And  the  sweet  breath  of  Summer  is  calm; 
While  I  Bit  and  wonder  if  Shamus  ever  knows 

How  sad  and  unhappy  I  am! 

Chorus. 
Oh!  Shamus  O'Brien,  why  don't  yon  come  horned 

You  don't  know  how  happy  I'll  be; 
I've  but  one  darling  wish,  and  that  is  that  you'd  come. 
And  forever  be  hajipy  with  me! 

ni  smile  when  yoa  smile,  and  I'i}  weep  when  yoa  weep. 

And  I'll  give  you  a  kiss  for  a  kiss: 
And  all  the  fond  vows  that  I've  made  yoa,  I'll  keep. 

What  more  can  I  promise  than  this? 
Does  the  sea  have  such  bright  and  such  beautiful  charms 

That  your  heart  will  not  leave  it  for  me? 
Oh!  why  did  I  let  you  get  out  of  my  arms. 

Like  a  bird  that  was  caged  and  is  tied— Chorus. 

Oh  I  Shamus  O'Brien,  I'm  loving  you  yet. 

And  my  heart  is  still  trusting  and  kind; 
It  was  you  who  first  took  it,  and  cau  you  forget 

That  love  for  another  you'd  find? 
No!  do!  if  you  break  it  with  sorrow  and  pain, 

I'll  then  have  a  duty  to  do: 
If  you'll  bring  it  to  me,  I'll  mend  It  again. 

And  trust  it,  dear  Shamus,  to  you.— C'horut. 


HE  STOLE  MY  SUNDAY  CLOTHES. 


Copyright,  18W,  by  Frank  Hording. 


Tlie  Words  and  Husloof  .his  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
«ents:  orthisaudany  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehinan,  130  Park  Row, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascasli  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Thomas  Le  Mack. 


Now  yoa  all  know  that  Insipid  little  divil,  Pat  Doyle? 

When  I  think  of  him  it  makes  my  blood,  with  inaiguation,  boil; 

Now  you  know  I  never  quarrel,  and  I'm  always  iu  for  fun, 

Wait  and  whis)>er  till  I  tell  you  what  the  little  divil  done. 

Well,  Patsy  bus  a  room  next  mine,  'tis  just  across  the  hall. 

And  you  know  that  bran  new  suit  of  clothes  that  I  bought  here  last  full? 

Well,  I  took  a  walk  last  Thursday  uinlit  and  what  do  you  suppose? 

lie  busted  iu  my  door  and  stole  my  bran  new  suit  of  clothes 

Chorus. 
Well  you  ought  to  see  me  hit  him  boys,  who?  Patsy  Doyle?  jist 
What  did  yon  hit  him  with,  a  stick?  no  my  fist. 
I  hit  him  sucii  a  welt  I  put  a  ring  around  his  nose; 
What  did  you  hit  liim  for?  be  stole  my  Sunday  clothes. 

Now  yon  all  know  in  yonr  heart  that  he's  a  divil  when  he's  vexed. 

And  I  often  sit  and  wonder  what  the  divil  he'll  do  next; 

Yon  all  know  thut  he's  a  demon,  sure  he'd  murder  or  he'd  kill, 

Now  boys  do  lue  a  favor,  will  you  stick  to  me  ye  will? 

Well,  three  of  ye  stand  near  the  door  when  he  comes  home  to-night. 

One  half  of  ye  can  grab  him  while  the  other  starts  to  fif^lit; 

We'll  smash  him  on  the  "boko"  and  we'll  tread  upon  his  toes. 

And  well  murder  him  entirely  if  he  don't  give  up  the  ciotima.— Chorus. 


DON'T    TELL    MOTHER. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Lee  and  HIndley. 
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Words  by  Kenneth  Lee.    Music  by  Thomas  Hiudley. 


As  the  boy  left  his  cottage  home  to  join  the  war-like  band, 

I  saw  a  twr  glance  in  his  eve,  a  tremor  in  his  hand; 

And  I,  who  was  his  comrade,  with  him  to  flglit  and  die. 

Could  not  help  saying,  as  we  went,  "  Nay  laddie,  don't  you  cry!" 

But  still  the  boy's  eyes  filled  with  tears  a.s  we  gaily  marched  away; 

"  It  is  not  that  I'm  a  coward,  or  am  fearful  of  the  fray. 

Refrain. 
But  don't  tell  mother  if  I  am  with  the  slain. 
Don't  tell  mother  that  I'll  ne'er  see  her  again; 
Don't  tell  mother  that  I  die  'mid  battle's  roar. 
Don't  tell  mother  that  I'll  never  see  her  more!" 

And  as  we  marched,  with  hundreds  more,  to  face  the  bitter  foe, 

Our  countrymen  all  gather  round  to  cheer  us  as  we  go; 

And  still  the  village  fanner-boy,  as  brave  as  brave  can  be. 

Sings  with  us  as  we  journey  on,  the  song  of  victory! 

In  his  voice  there  is  no  quiver,  now  his  tones  are  fresh  and  strong; 

He  marches  like  a  veterau  with  the  burthen  of  his  eonn.— Re/rain. 

And  as  the  awful  moment  comes,  and  all  is  blocKl  and  fire. 

Our  little  village  hero  tries  to  mount  the  ramnarts  higher; 

And  as  he  forces  up  his  way  to  the  summit  of  the  walls, 

A  bullet  strikes  him  in  the  breast,  and  the  little  soldier  falls. 

There  is  uo  tear  drop  in  his  eye,  he  steadfast  does  remain; 

And  as  his  life-blood  wells  away,  he  singa  his  sad  refrain:— .ff«/rain. 


CASEY    SOCIAL    CLUB. 

Copyright.  1878,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 
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Oh,  there  was  a  socIhI  partv,  of  Kepubs.  and  Democrats, 
Met  at  Michael  Casey's  and  put  away  their  hats; 
One  ticket  gave  a  l»(i^  admittance  and  her  grub. 
Invited  by  the  committee  of  the  Casey  Social  Club. 

Chorui. 

There  was  President  McAlarney  and  Secretary  Duff, 

For  tlie  ladies'  sociability  they  couldn't  do  enoagb: 

There's  Mary  here  and  Roscy  there,  with  Bridget,  Kate  and  Nance, 

To  forward  four  and  welt  the  floor,  with  Casey  in  the  dauce. 

Oh,  the  room  was  decorated  with  the  flags  of  every  land. 
The  gents  were  elevated,  Muloue  he  couldn't  stand; 
Canaries  iu  their  cages,  with  flowers  iu  a  tub. 
Stood  on  the  piano  at  the  Casey  Social  Club.— CAWM». 

There  was  Treasurer  Mclntire,  Vice-President  Mc.\fce, 

With  all  the  politicians  from  Washington,  D.  C: 

'Twas  Marv  here  and  Rosey  there,  with  Bridget.  Kate  and  Nance, 

To  forward  four  and  welt  the  floor,  with  Casey  iu  the  dance.— CAortM. 

Mike  Casey  got  excited,  he  fell  into  a  spittoon. 

The  ladies  got  affrighti-d  an^l  hurried  from  the  room; 

Some  fellow  blew  the  gas  out,  sez  Mike,  "  come  out,  yon  cub, 

I'll  expel  every  inemt>er  of  tUo  Casey  Social  C\ab.— Chortu. 

Now  it's  President  Michael  Casey,  and  he's  Secretary,  too; 

lie's  so  awful  parliamentary,  he  knows  it  through  and  through; 

It's  Mary  here  an<l  Rosey  there,  with  Bridget,  Kute  and  Nance, 

To  forward  four  and  welt  the  floor,  with  Casey  in  the  dance.—  Chorus. 


t 

i 


■J*, 


3i 


wz 


A^d^Mia 


^^ 


M^ 


11..  ■-  .."■'■"i^i... 'I 


wm 


mmmm 


?^''M^M^^':'h^m^v(ii 


■laiftMMii 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.    36. 


MY    MARY    GREEN. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Harding:. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Henry  Lamb. 


"Thou  Art  So  Near  and  Yet  So  Par. 
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Close  beside  a  running  brook,  juet  outside  the  town,  '     . 

Dwells  a  little  maideu  fair,  with  curly  locks  of  brown; 
Red  her  checks  and  blue  ber  eyes,  winniug  arc  lier  smiles, 
A  fairer  maid  cannot  be  found  around  for  many  railca. 
I  take  her  Monday  for  a  walk,  on  Tuesday  to  the  play,  ' 

On  Wednesday  niKlit  we  take  a  drive,  and  so  from  day  to  day; 
The  neighbors  all,  both  great  and  siuail,  in  doorways  may  be  seen, 
They  nod  and  smile  as  we  pass  by,  and  say  there's  Mary  Qrecn. 

Refraik. 
Airy,  fairy,  contrary.  Is  Mary  Green, 
She's  the  belle  of  the  town,  tliat  is  plainly  seen; 
All  the  girls  they  are  jealous  of  her,  I  ween, 
Mary,  my  Mary,  she's  just  like  a  fairy,  my  Mary  Green. 

What  a  cliange  has  come  about  the  wedding^s  close  at  hand. 

That  little  churcli  is  being  trimmed  and  decorated  grand; 

I'll  walk  beside  my  Mary  dear,  to  music  played  the  wliile. 

Our  friends  will  all  admire  ns  then  as  we  march  down  the  aiele. 

The  parson  he  will  join  our  hands,  and  make  us  man  and  wife, 

And  ev'ry  one  will  wish  us  joy  thro'out  our  future  life; 

So  1  invite  you,  one  and  all,  to  surely  be  on  band. 

And  see  me  married  to  the  sweetest  creature  in  the  land.— .^e/lratn. 


I  know  an  eye  so  softly  bright,  that  glistens  like  a  star  of  night;  ) 

My  soul  it  draws,  with  glances  kind,  to  heaven's  blue  vault,  and  there  I  find  ( 
Another  star  as  pure  and  clear  as  that  which  mildly  sparkles  here.         ..  ( 

Chorus.  \ 

Beloved  eye,  beloved  star,  thou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  far;  \ 

Beloved  eye,  beloved  star,  thou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  far.  ( 

That  eye  so  soft,  like  violets  blue,  a  treasure  bears  of  morning  dew;  i 

And  when  its  light  entranced  I  see,  what  joy,  what  pain  possesses  me;  ( 

A  world,  where  I  would  gladly  dwell,  is  that  bright  orb  1  love  so  well.— CAo.      ( 

If  closed  at  last  that  radiant  eye  should  be,  no  more  the  day  will  dawn  for  me;  \ 
If  night  should  dim  its  laughing  light,  oh  I  then,  forever,  ever  'twill  be  night;  I 
Those  eyes  that  brightly,  softly  shine,  for  me  the  sun  and  moon  combine— CAi>.  [ 
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KISSING    ON    THE    SLY. 

J,;       .'     Copyright,  1871,  by  S.  T.  Gordon. 


ROSIE    MALQNE.      >  I 

''' ■■  Copyright,  1892,  uy  Frank  Harding. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Bobby  Mack. 


There's  a  little  Irish  widow,  she's  as  fair  as  any  rose. 

Or  any  fragrant  flower  that  in  the  garden  grows; 

With  her  little  winning  smile  and  her  eyes  that  shine  so  bright, 

Her  elegance  and  grace  would  fill  you  with  delight. 

She's  the  piide  of  all  the  neighborhood,  she's  always  gay  and  free. 

Like  the  little  birds  that  fly  from  tree  to  tree; 

Her  admirers  they  are  numerous,  they  come  from  miles  around, 

This  dainty  little  widow,  her  equal  can't  be  found. 

Chorcs. 

Rosie  Malone,  she's  all  alone. 

In  a  little  white  cottage  that  she  calls  her  own;  ,  •,  ■ 

A  handsome  fair  widow  that's  always  in  glee. 

The  one  that  she  weds,  oh,  bow  happy  he'll  be. 

Just  a  week  ago  we  gave  a  dance  in  honor  of  O'Dwyer, 

The  widow,  for  excitement,  the  rogue,  she  hollered  lire; 

The  people  all  were  frantic,  Pat  McGuire  jumped  thro'  the  door, 

And  when  they  found  Mike  Reilly,  he  had  fainted  on  the  floor. 

Tiie  furniture  was  all  broken,  the  widow  pretended  cry. 

And  with  a  hot  potato  hit  Casey  in  the  eye; 

She  didn't  seem  excited  or  put  out  with  wliat  elie'd  done, 

But  said  she'd  make  things  pleasant  if  she  only  bad  a  gun. — Clwrua. 
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Words  from  the  Waverly.    Music  by  E.  H.  Bard. 


I've  thonght  the  matter  over,  and  what  I  think  is  this: 
There  are  very  few,  if  anythings,  much  sweeter  than  a  kiss. 
Especially  when  parents  or  watchful  eyes  are  nigh; 
.What  can  l>e  any  sweeter  than  kissing  on  the  slyf 
What  can  be  any  sweeter  than  kissing  on  the  sly  f 

Some  love  to  walk  by  moonlight,  some  on  the  lake  to  glide, 
And  some  to  hold  the  ribbons  with  dear  ones  by  their  side; 
But  I  know  what  is  better,  ah,  yes  indeed,  do  II 
To  all  of  these  wliat  I  prefer  is  kissing  on  the  sly. 

A  maid  may  look  demnre,  as  though  slie  didn't  knoir 
Of  such  a  thing  as  kissing,  or  think  of  doing  so; 
Of  course  all  this  Is  proper  when  anybody's  by. 
But,  watch  your  opportunity  and  kiss  her  on  the  sly. 
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The  Missus  Is  Always  the  Boss. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Albert  Hall. 
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,.    Man  was  made  the  master  of  creation,  so 'tis  said. 
But  he  wasn't  made  master  of  his  missus. 
Though  he  may  be  a  boss  all  day,  but  when  he  goes  to  bed 
lie's  only  second  fiddle  to  his  missus; 
■   Though  she's  quite  u  charming  fay,  when  it's  nearly  Saturday,  \ ." 

And  her  husband  then  will  smother  up  with  kisses; 
If  he  only  dares  to  speak  througli  the  middle  of  the  week. 
Who  is  it  bites  his  head  off?  why  the  missus. 

CaORiTS. 

For  the  missus  is  boss  of  the  shanty,  the  missus  is  captain  there. 

Cock  of  the  walk,  by  a  very  long  chalk,  while  curling  the  old  man's  hair; 

She  is  the  gaffer  upon  the  job,  and  of  time  it  will  take  little  loss. 

To  find  she's  the  crew  and  the  captain,  too,  and  always  the  muster's  boss. 

A  newly  married  man,  Fred  Turner,  and  a  pal  o'  mine, 

Last  evening  took  a  walk  without  his  missus. 
And  in  the  park  he  came  across  a  creatnre  so  divine. 

That  quickly  he  forgot  he  had  a  missL's; 
Then  he  "sqooze"  her  tiny  waist,  and  hei- ruby  lips  did  taste, 

"  Now  at  last,"  he  murmured,  "  I  know  what  true  bliss  is," 
Going  round  a  corner  sharp,  he  gave  a  dreadful  start. 

For  right  in  front  of  him  he  saw  his  missus.— CAon/<.      v 

Though  her  jaw  sometimes  is  troublesome,  and  we're  inclined  to  cnrse, 

I  wonder  what  we'd  do  without  a  missus; 
For  when  by  sickness  we're  laid  low,  and  want  a  gentle  nurse. 

It's  then  we  learn  the  value  of  a  missus; 
Though  she  often  curls  our  hair,  yet,  still  we  must  be  fair. 

She's  a  blessing  in  disguise,  and  my  best  wish  is — 
Of  the  gifts  the  fates  disburse,  yon  may  never  get  a  worse,  .  •' .    /  ,  • 

Then  a  gentle,  kind  and  loving  little  missus.— CAoru*.  •.  - 


We  Parted  by  the  River  Side. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  wUI  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  to  I 
c>-uts:  or  this  and  any  tw'i  otlier  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  Park  Row,  i 
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We  parted  by  the  river  side,  the  moon  looked  down  on  you  and  mc,  i 
The  stars  put  on  a  look  of  pride,  the  river  murmured  to  the  sea; 

The  dew  drops  kissed  the  blushing  rose,  the  gentle  winds  did  sigh;  I 

One  word  broke  nature's  sweet  repose,  that  sad  word  was,  good-bye.  ( 

I'  -'^^        Chorcs.   ■''■  .-.:;'':'    \'  I 

Oh!  tell  me  that  yon  love  me  yet— for,  oht  the  parting  gives  me  pain- 
Say,  tell  me  that  you'll  not  forget,  for  we  may  never  meet  again. 

We  parted  by  the  river  side,  a  tear-drop  trembled  on  your  cheek, 
In  vain  to  fell  my  love  I  tried,  my  heart  was  sad  I  could  not  speak — 
I  promised  that  I  would  be  true,  so  lon^  as  I  would  live; 
The  parting  kiss  I  gave  to  you,  was  all  I  had  to  give.— Cfioriu. 

We  parted  by  the  river  side,  and  I  have  roamed  a  distant  clime. 

My  heart  has  not  forgot  its  pride,  for  I  have  loved  you  all  the  time, 

And  I  am  faithful  to  you  still,  while  I  believe  you  true; 

Afar  or  near  let  come  what  will,  I'll  love  you,  you,  only  yoa.— Chorus. 


OLD    MAN'S    DRUNK    AGAIN. 
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You've,  no  doubt,  heard  the  song  of  "  Father,  dear,  come  home," 
And  the  fate  of  hungry  little  Ben,  who  sent  for  him  to  come; 
How  the  old  man  used  to  "smile,"  and  cause  the  family  pain; 
But  he  let  op  for  a  little  while,  and  then  got  drunk  again. 

Chorus. 

We've  given  him  up  for  gone,  he's  lying  in  the  lane, 
And  almost  everybody  knows  the  old  man's'drauk  again. 

He  takes  his  morning  nip,  and  loafs  about  the  door; 

He  told  his  family  more  than  once  that  he  would  drink  no  more;  j 

But  then  he  would  forjj;et  from  "  benzine  "  to  abstain;  I. 

The  police,  they  would  come  and  say,  "The  old  mau's  drunk  again— CAortM. 

He'd  smash  poor  mother's  nose,  and  upset  brother  Ned,  , 

And  drive  us  all  into  the  street,  then  tumble  into  lied; 

And  vvlien  he'd  be  asleep,  we'd  go  back  and  remain. 

Until  he  woke  and  left  tne  house  to  come  home  drunk  &s&\n.—  Chorui. 

"  O  father,  dear,  come  home,  stop  drinking  like  a  sow; 

You've  drank  away  the  beds  and  stove,  don't  swallow  up  the  cow; 

Oh!  don't  abuse  the  boys,  and  cause  poor  mother  pain, 

Or  we'll  rebel  and  go  for  you,  when  you  get  drunk  again."— CAoru*. 


— Sailors  prefer  a  lark  on  land  to  a  night  in  gale  on  the  sea. 
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DANCING-    IN    DE    BARN> 

Copyright,  1878,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co. 
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Oil  I  weMI  meet  at  de  ball  in  de  eveniii);,  kiise  I  love  to  pass  dc  time 

Wid  Clementina  Cusitiua,  and  my  Angemima  Miiiit  May; 

Deu  we'll  balance  all  to  one  another,  like  de  ship  dat's  goiii<;  'round  de  horu; 

Den  we'll  meet  you,  yes,  we'll  greet  you,  while  uauciug  in  de  baru. 

Chords. 

A8  we  move  so  Rracefnlly,  we're  as  happy  as  can  be; 

Den  swing  your  partners  all  together, 

Kaee  uow's  de  time  for  you  to  learn. 

Banjo  ringing,  niggers  eining  and  dancing  in  dc  barn. 

Den  we's  off  to  work  in  de  rooming,  singing  as  wc  go  ont  to  de  field, 
Picking  cotton,  or  else  forgotten,  except  to  see  how  much  de  ground  do  yield; 
De  black  folks  are  happy  while  together,  it's  funny  for  to  bear  'em  tell  a  yarn. 
About  a  lover  wid  Icisses  smother,  while  dancing  iu  de  haju.—C /torus. 


OUR    HUSBANDS. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Fi-nnk  Harding. 
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Words  and  Mustlc  by  Bohby  Ma<>k. 


I've  got  a  few  remarks  that  I  would  like  to  nmke  to-night. 

Of  our  huHhauds,  the  mem,  the  lovely  men ! 
Who  is  it  thinks  whate'er  they  do  it  surely  must  In;  right? 

Why,  onr  husbands,  the  men,  the  lovely  men! 
Who  is  it,  for  a  pleasant  time,  oft  times  gets  iu  the  lurch, 
And  when  they  stop  out  over  night,  for  excuse  don't  have  to  search. 
But  when  they  come  honie  at  four  in  the  morning,  say  they've  been  lo  mid- 
Why,  our  husbands,  the  men,  the  lovely  men!  [night  church? 

Who  is  it  that's  so  hard  to  please,  especially  when  at  home? 

Why,  onr  husbands,  the  men,  the  lovely  men! 
And  say  if  once  more  single  that  they'd  always  live  alone? 

Why,  our  husbands,  the  men,  the  lovely  ment 
Who  18  it  sings  that  same  old  soug,  they're  tired  of  married  life. 
And  for  their  dear  old  mother-in-law  that  they'll  no  longer  strife. 
But  who  is  it  causes  all  the  scandal  and  flirts  with  their  ueighbor'a  v.ife? 

Why,  our  husbands,  the  men,  the  lovely  men! 

Who  is  it  when  they're  conrting  us,  are  anything  but  mean? 

Why,  our  husbantis,  the  men,  the  lovely  men! 
Who  reminds  you  of  the  old  saying  that,  a  new  broom  it  sweei>s  clean? 

Why,  our  husbands,  the  men,  the  lovely  men! 
Who  IS  it,  to  prove  their  love  to  us,  would  walk  on  hand  and  foot. 
And  say,  to  have  the  one  they  love  would  live  iu  a  log  hut. 
But  who  is  it,  shortiv  after  marriage,  then  will  say  that  we're  a  chestnut? 

Why,  our  husbands,  the  men,  the  horrible  men! 


»  >  » 


BOOZE    IS    THERE. 

Words  by  J.  S.  Haydon.    Music  by  S.  Itedforn. 
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Where  the  wintry  winds  are  blowing,  booze  is  there; 
Where  the  Summer  plants  are  growing,  booze  is  there. 

In  the  desert,  on  i  he  ocean. 

In  the  cars  of  locomoliou: 
Even  iu  the  famous  lotion,  booze  is  there. 

In  the  opera,  at  the  drama,  booze  is  there; 
Sacred  concert,  panorama,  l)o<)ze  is  there. 

On  the  hill  and  iu  the  valley, 

Open  street  or  crowded  alley. 
Even  iu  the  spotless  ballet,  booze  is  there. 

In  the  parlor  or  the  attic,  booze  is  there; 
Koyal  drinks,  or  democratic,  booze  is  there. 

Where  educated  airs  they're  teaching, 

Even  where  the  parson's  ureacbitig. 
Of  his  flock  to  pray,  beseeching,  booze  is  there. 

When  a  little  stranger  comes  to  town,  booze  is  there; 

Mrs.  Jones  meets  Mrs.  Brown,  >>ooze  is  there. 
The  bal>e'B  praised  right  down  to  the  ground. 
Pronounced  by  all  quite  safe  and  sound. 

Then  once  again  the  glass  goes  round,  booze  is  there. 

In  climate  cold  or  climate  iiot,  booze  is  there; 
Evenjn  granny's  old  tea-pot,  booze  is  there. 

Bull  travel  fast  or  travel  slow. 

No  matter  a  hang  wherever  you  go. 
To  Ilarlem  or  to  Jericho,  booze  is  there. 

When  yon  wed  the  girl  of  your  heart,  booze  is  there; 
The  day  you  vow  you  ne'er  will  part,  booze  is  there. 

In  the  palace,  in  the  stable. 

Since  tne  days  of  Cain  and  Able, 
In  every  bouse,  on  every  table,  booze  is  there. 


— Comedians  when  traveling  should  always  go  on  farce  trains. 


LITTLE    BUTTERCUP.     . 
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Hail  men-o'-war's  men,  safeguard's  of  your  nation, 
Ilere  is  an  end,  at  last,  of  all  privation; 
You've  got  your  pay — spare  all  you  can  afford 
To  welcome  little  Buttercup  on  board. 

For  I'm  called  little  Buttercup,  dear  little  Battercap, 

Though  I  could  never  tell  why; 
But  still  I'm  called  Buttercup,  poor  little  Buttercup, 

Sweet  little  Buttercup,  I. 

I've  snnff  and  tobaccy  and  excellent  jackey, 

I've  scissors  and  watches  and  knives; 
I've  ribbons  and  laces  to  set  off  the  faces 

Of  pretty  young  sweethearts  and  wives. 

I've  treacle  and  taffy  and  excellent  coffee. 

Soft  tommy  and  succulent  chops; 
I've  chickens  and  conies  and  pretty  polonies. 

And  excellent  peppermint  drops. 

Then  bny  of  yonr  Buttercup,  dear  little  Buttcrcnp, 

Sailors  should  never  be  shy; 
So  buy  of  your  Buttercup,  j)oor  little  Buttercup, 

Come,  of  your  Buttercup  buy  I 


LITTLE    BAREFOOT. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  40 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soogs  for  One  Dollar,  by  11.  J.  Weliman,130  I'orc  Row, 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  ourKuods. 

Standing  where  the  bleak  winds  whistled  'round  her  small  and  fragile  form, 

Arms  within  torn  garments  nestled,  standing  there  at  night  and  morn; 

Hundreds  pas^int;  by  unheeding,  "cept  lo  jostle  her  asiilc; 

There,  with  barefeet,  cold  and  bleeding,  she,  in  tones  of  anguish,  cried: 

'•  Mister,  please  give  me  a  jninny,  for  I've  not  got  any  pa; 

Please,  sir,  give  me  just  ouu  penny,  I  want  to  buy  some  bread  for  ma." 

Cborub. 

While  we  beg  for  those  with  plenty,  and  for  them  to  us  unknown. 
We'll  not  forget  onr  little  "  barefoots,"  they  are  heathens  nearer  home. 

nailing  thus  each  passing  stranger,  as  they  hurriedly  went  by. 

Some  would  turn  and  gaze  upon  her,  pity  beaming  from  their  eye; 

Others  cast  a  frown  upon  her,  heeding  not  the  plaintive  cry: 

•'  I  must  have  some  bread  for  mother,  or  with  hunger  she  will  die; 

Mister,  please  give  nie  a  j)cnny,  for  I've  not  got  any  pa; 

Please,  sir,  give  me  just  one  penny,  I  want  to  buy  some  bread  for  ma."— CAo. 

There,  one  chilly  day  in  Winter,  Barefoot  sat  upon  the  pave; 
Outstretched  were  her  little  Angers,  but  no  pennys  did  she  crave- 
There,  while  begging  bread  for  mother,  death  had  chilled  her  little  heart. 
Yet,  each  day,  we  see  some  other  playing  little  Barefoot's  jwrt: 
"  Mister,  please  give  me  a  penny,  for  I've  not  got  any  pa; 
Please,  sir,  give  me  just  one  penny,  I  want  to  buy  some  bread  for  ma." — Cho. 


Pictures  I've  Taken  From  Life. 


Sung  by  Jack  llennessy. 
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In  the  walks  of  romance  you  will  oft  read  perchance 

Of  heroes  both  dauntless  and  bold. 
Who  try  hard  to  save  a  life  from  the  grave. 

For  honor,  but  never  for  gold. 
Tet  such  deeds  are  done  and  renown  often  won 

In  this  world  with  its  cures  and  Its  strife. 
If  you  listen  to  me,  that  fact  you'll  soon  see. 

In  some  pictures  I've  taken  from  life. 
Each  verse  eliall  l)e  true  that  I  mention  to  you, 

Though  iioroca  may  not  l>c  so  rife. 
Bat  I'll  show  you  some,  who  have  gallant  deeds  done, 

In  my  pictures  all  taken  from  life. 

On  the  dark  surging  main,  a  ship  all  in  vain 

Is  striving  to  weather  the  gale; 
ner  rudder  is  lost  and  quite  helpless  she's  tossed. 

She  is  leaking  and  gone  is  each  sail. 
To  the  boats  they  all  tly.  one  must  be  left  to  die. 

And  the  captain  has  children  and  wife. 
He  gave  all  up  to  save  a  |)Oor  boy  from  the  wave. 

In  this  picture  I've  taken  from  life. 
"  Into  that  boat,  boy,"  the  brave  ca])tain  did  cry, 

"Tell  the  tale  to  my  Children  and  wife;  " 
lie  died  at  bis  poet,  and  with  pride  we  can  boast. 

Of  this  picture  that's  taken  from  life. 

W^hat  means  that  red  glare  which  illumines  that  air. 

Those  loud  cries  of  honor  and  fear? 
'Tis  a  fierce  raging  tire,  fraught  with  danger  so  dire. 

That  the  dark  angel  death  hovers  near. 
Up  on  the  top  floor  where  the  flames  madly  roar. 

Defying  man's  power  in  the  strife, 
A  dread  sight  we  see,  there  arc  little  ones  three. 

In  this  iiicture  that's  taken  from  life. 
A  fireman  so  brave,  daring  all  goes,  to  save, 

Whilst  the  glass  cuts  bis  hand  like  a  knife, 
God  be  praised,  safe  and  sound  they're  bro't  to  tlie  groillMl 

In  this  picture  that's  taken  from  life. 
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When  the  Swallows  Homeward   Fly. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  po8t-paid,  on  ivoeipt  of  40 
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When  the  swallows  homeward  fly,  when  the  roses  scattered  lie, 
When,  from  neither  hill  nor  dale,  chants  the  silvery  nightingale— 
In  these  words  my  bleeding  heart  would  to  thee  its  grief  impart: 
Shall  we  ever  meet  again?  parting,  ah,  parting,  parting  is  paiul 
Parting,  ah,  parting,  parting  is  pain! 

When  the  white  swan  southward  roves,  there  to  seek  the  orange  groves. 
When  the  red  tints  of  the  West  prove  the  sun  has  gone  to  rest- 
In  these  words  my  bleeding  heart,  would  to  thee  its  grief  impart : 
Shall  we  ever  meet  againf  parting,  ah,  parting,  parting  is  puiul 
Parting,  ah,  parting,  parting  is  pain! 

Oh,  poor  heart!  whate'er  befall,  there  is  rest  for  thee  and  all 
That  on  earth  which  fades  away,  comes  again  in  bright  array — 
In  these  words  my  bleeding  heart  would  to  thee  its  grief  impart: 
Shall  we  ever  meet  again?  parting,  ah,  partiDg^  parting  is  pain! 
Parting,  all,  parting,  parting  is  paiul 


PRETTY    AS   A    PICTURE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  «r  to 
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Oh,  my  heart  is  gone,  and  I'm  forlorn,  a  darling  face  has  won  me; 

Such  a  lovel);  girl,  with  teeth  of  pearl,  I  met  down  by  the  brook; 
She's  the  prettiest,  and  the  wittiest,  her  smile  has  quite  undone  me; 

I'm  her  only  beau,  she  told  mc  eo  when  first.my  arm  she  took. 
She's  as  pretty  as  a  picture!  ■ 

And  her  voice  is  just  a  cage  where  the  little  Urds  are  singing. 
She's  the  sweetest,  aud  the  neatest, 

She'B  as  pretty  as  a  picture  all  the  while. 

.  /  CHORrs. 

Oh,  my  heart  Is  gone,  and  I'm  forlorn,  a  darling  face  has  won  mc; 
Such  a  lovely  girl,  with  teeth  of  pearl— au  angel  without  wings. 

As  we  Btray'd  along,  the  sweet  birds'  song  was  ringing  o'er  the  meadow. 

And  I  culled  a  rose,  you  may  suppose,  to  give  my  charmer  fair; 
So  we'd  guily  chat,  while  her  gipsy  hat  half  hid  her  face  in  shadow; 

But  whene'er  I  sighed,  her  eyes  replied— they  shown  like  diamonds  there. 
She's  as  pretty  as  a  picture ! 

Aud  you  never  miss  the  sun  whenever  she's  near  you  I 
If  you  saw  her,  you'd  adore  her. 

She's  as  pretty  as  a  picture  all  the  while.— CAoj"M«. 

When  'twas  time  to  go,  we  talked  so  low  the  roses  scarce  could  he.ar  ne; 

Then  my  lieart  in  sport,  'twas  cupid  caught,  like  fishes  near  the  shore; 
When  1  told  her  so,  as  I  tiinied  to  go,  she  fondly  lingered  near  me, 

And  she  dropped  her  head,  aud  sweetly  said,  "  I  wish  you  au  revoir.'''' 
She's  as  pretty  as  a  picture! 

And  my  heart's  a  golden  frame,  whenever  yoa  may  find  her; 
She's  a  fairy,  bright  and  airy. 

She's  aa  pretty  aa  a  picture  all  the  while.— CAorws. 


Kiss  Me,  Mother,  Kiss  Your  Darling. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonfi  will  b«  sent  to  any  address,  post-peUd,  on  receipt  of  «• 
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New  York  City,    i'ostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda. 


Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darliug,  lean  my  head  upon  your  breast. 
Fold  your  loving  arms  around  me — I  am  weary  let  me  rest. 
Scenes  of  life  are  swiftly  fading,  brighter  seems  the  other  shore; 
I  am  standing  by  the  river,  angels  wait  to  waft  me  o'er. 

Chorus. 

Kiss  mc,  mother,  kiss  your  parling,  lay  my  head  npon  your  breast, 
Fold  your  loving  arms  around  me— I  am  weary,  let  me  rest. 

Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling,  breathe  a  blessing  on  my  brow, 
For  I'll  soon  be  with  the  angels — fainter  grows  my  breath  e'en  uow. 
Tell  the  loved  ones  not  to  murmur;  say  I  died  our  flag  to  save. 
And  that  I  shall  slumber  sweetly  in  the  soldier's  honored  srave.— Chorus. 

Oh!  how  dark  this  world  is  growing— hark!  I  hear  the  angel  band- 
How  I  long  to  join  their  number,  in  that  fnir  and  happy  laud; 
Hear  you  not  that  heavenly  music  floating  near,  so  soft  and  lowf 
I  must  leave  you— farewell,  mother!  kiss  me  once  before  I  go.— Chorus. 


THE    LETTER    IN    THE    CANDLE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son(r  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid ,  on  receipt  of  M 
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There's  a  letter  in  the  candle,  and  it  points  direct  to  me; 
Uow  the  little  spark  is  shilling,  from  whomever  can  it  iH-'f 
It  gets  brighter  slill  and  brighler,  like  a  little  sunny  ray; 
And  I  dare  to  guess  the  writer,  for  it  drives  suspense  away. 

Chorus. 
Bright  spark  of  hope,  shed  your  beams  on  me, 
'      And  send  a  loving  message,  from  far  across  the  sea. 
Bright  spark  of  hope,  shed  yonr  beams  on  me. 
And  speed  the  loving  message  from  far  across  the  sea. 

Hope  and  fear  alike  perplex  me,  oh!  saperstiUons  dread, 

Uow  many  idle  fancies  you  conjure  in  my  head; 

When  those  we  love  are  absent,  how  wantonly  you  play; 

Every  shadow  seems  a  substance,  aud  drives  suspense  ixw&y.— Chorus. 

now  pladly  I  remember,  'tis  two  short  months  no  more, 
j-^ince  a  letter  in  the  candle,  shone  out  as  bright  before. 
Then  the  darling  messenger  came  prompt  and  swift  to  me; 
If  this  is  only  from  the  same,  how  welcome  it  shall  be.— Chorus. 


THE    ALMIGHTY    DOLLAR. 
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There's  a  certain  coin  in  Yankeeland  which  Yankees  all  declare,    . 

To  be  a  little  magic  talisinuii; 
A  coin  which  causes  heaps  of  strife  and  whitens  lots  of  hair, 

The  self-same  tricky  magic  talisman. 
The  girls  are  all  in  love  with  it  as  badly  as  the  boys; 
And  if  they  cannot  get  it  they  kick  up  an  awful  noise; 
The  secret  of  great  misery,  the  source  of  untold  joys. 

This  simple  looking  migic  talisman. 

Chorus. 

The  dollar!  the  dollar!  the  almighty  dollar! 
The  wondrous  fascination  In  eacTi  rank  and  occupation. 
The  statesman,  the  parson,  the  workman  and  the  scholar 
Fall  down  aud  worsuip  the  almighty  dollar. 

The  bobby  and  the  cabby— aye,  and  railroad  servants,  too. 

Are  sweet  upon  the  magic  talisman; 
The  straight  tip  is  the  "tip"  they  like— yes,  give  them  all  their  due. 

They  like  to  touch  the  magic  talisman. 
The  red-tape  customs  ofllcer  will  shut  his  watchful  eyes, 
Your  boxes  of  tobacco  he  will  always  fail  to  criticise. 
He'll  act  just  like  aud  angel  in  government  disguise. 

If  you  let  him  see  the  magic  talisman. — Chorus. 

A  government  appointment  with  an  almost  princely  "  screw  " 

Is  dropped  iu,  if  you've  got  the  talisman; 
A  sincere  arrangement  with  the  hours  from  ten  to  two. 

Is  got  through  a  magic  talisman. 
And  if  you  arc  a  landlord,  who  collects  a  deal  of  rent 
Prom  poor  and  needy  toilers  who  can  never  save  a  cent, 
Your  tenantry  will  vote  for  you  to  sit  in  parliament. 

Because  you  bold  that  magic  talisman.— CAo7'i<«. 

The  cream  of  good  society  will  take  you  in  its  arms. 

If  you've  only  got  the  magic  talisman ; 
If  you  are  full  of  vniianles,  they'll  count  for  manly  charms, 

If  vou  have  got  the  magic  talisman. 
They'll  say  a  man  is  clever,  when  they  know  he's  off  his  "  dot," 
They  swear  like  angels,  when  they  know  that  he  does  not. 
His  whiskey  blossomed  "  boke,"  they  will  call  a  beauty  spot, 
If  he's  only  got  the  magic  talisman.— (7 Aoru«.  •,  " 


JUST    WHAT    I    EXPECTED. 

Written  by  Harry  Vincent.    Composed  by  Chas  Clarendon. 
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Behold  before  you  now  a  man  who's  always  in  a  fix. 

And  I  think  of  troubles  I  have  got  a  score; 
Like  other  folks  I'm  always  very  anxious  for  to  know. 

And  I  think  I  get  inquisitive  more  aud  more. 
There's  a  young  man  culls  next  door  to  me—  what  for  I  do  not  know. 

And  strange  enough  the  thing  occurred  to  me. 
If  I  was  just  to  have  a  peep  through  the  keyhole  of  the  door. 

Most  likely  I  should  be  able  for  to  see- 

Chorus. 

Just  what  I  expected,  just  what  I  expected, 

I  knew  that  they  were  fairly  on  the  job; 

If  kissing  they  should  be,  why  not  do  it  openly,  ' 

But  there  you  are,  it's  just  what  I  expected. 

I  alwaj's  try  my  utmost  to  keep  from  having  rows. 

And  believe  me,  that  I'm  sure's  the  wisest  plan; 
The  other  day  I  saw  a  fellow  thumping  of  his  wife. 

Then  my  blood  rose  like  a  true  born  Englishman. 
I  went  straight  up  and  told  him  what  he'd  done  I  thought  a  sliamc. 

He  answered  me  by  making  no  reply; 
But  put  himself  in  attitude,  and  straight  out  from  the  chest. 

He  lauded  me  a  punch  clean  in  the  eye. 

"/.  Chorus. 

Just  wbat  I  expected,  just  what  I  expected. 
It  served  me  right  for  trying  to  interfere. 
Instead  of  hSvmg  a  say,  I  should  have  gone  the  other  way; 
Well,  there  yon  are,  it's  just  what  I  exjiscted. 

I  thought  I'd  have  a  holiday,  so  to  the  seaside  went. 

Well  just  my  luck  I  wasn't  there  so  long. 
Before  a  telegram  it  came,  imagine  my  surprise 

When  I  read,  "  Come  home  at  once,  there's  something  wrong." 
I  very  soon  packed  up  my  things,  the  next  train  then  I  caught. 

And  landed  home  at  1  o'clock,  a.  m.; 
Knocked  at  the  door,  the  nurse  came  down  congratulating  me. 

By  saying,  *'  Your  the  happiest  of  men." 

Chorus. 

Just  what  I  expected,  lust  what  I  expected, 

I  tbought  that  I  should  dance  and  shout  with  glee. 

When  the  nurse  announced  to  me,  "  You  are  tne  dad  of  three; " 

Well,  there  you  are,  it's  just  what  I  expected. 
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When  Mother  First  Taught  Me  to  Pray. 

Copriight,  1893,  bj  Willia  Woodward  &  Co.    EnU-red  at  SUtloners'  Hall,  London. 

S  Tli«  Word*  and  Munlo  of  till*  SonK  will  be  sent  to  any  addrem,  noat-paid,  un  receliit  of  11 
(  eonu;  or  thU  and  any  two  other  Sohk*  for  One  Dollar,  by  il.  J.  Weliniaii,  130 1'ark  Ki»w, 
]     New  York  City,    foslage  Stamps  taken  same  aacash  fur  all  our  goodi. 

)  .1       Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 


There's  A  memory  that  la  living  in  my  heart  siDce  childhood's  days. 

Tho!<e  days  of  which  we  all  so  love  to  tell; 
Of  home,  of  father,  mother,  brother,  oistert*  iicur  and  dear. 

And  Rover,  too,  that  dog  we  loved  so  well. 
Bat  there  is  one  inipree!<ioa  that  was  left  upon  my  heart, 

It  comes  to  me  at  closiiii;  of  the  day; 
'Tis  the  picture  of  a  mother,  and  a  )>oy  kneels  by  her  side, 

Witii  folded  hands  she  teaches  him  to  pray. 

CnoRUs. 
"  Our  Father,  dear  In  Hcav'n,"  was  the  sweetest  pray'r  of  all, 

And  after  her  those  loving;  woids  I  say: 
"  Give  us,  this  day,  our  duily  bread," 

How  I  remember  well  when  mother,  dear,  first  taught  me  how  to  prayt 

How  often  on  k  Winter's  eve  I've  nestled  by  her  side, 

And  listened  to  her  tales  with  childish  glee  I 
About  the  Saviour  in  the  oldeu  time,  and  now  lie  said, 

"Oh,  suffer  little  ones  come  unto  me." 
She  taught  me  many  lessons  in  those  far  off  boybooil's  days. 

And  as  I'd  pray  with  her  on  bended  knee: 
She'd  say,  "  Fornive  your  enemies,  lad,  while  you're  kneeling  therel" 

That's  one  thing  that  my  mother  taught  to  me.—  Chorug. 


THE    SCIENTIFIC    MAN. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Ilarding. 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
cents;  orthlsaudanytwoother  Boners  for  Une  Dollar,  by  H.  J.  Webnian.tSO  Park  R<>w, 
New  York  City.    PoetaKe  Htainps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Roods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Jaroes  McAvoy. 


A  month  ago  last  Friday  night,  Mike  Casey  he  was  full. 

And  whenever  he  has  liquor  in  he's  crosser  than  a  bull; 

He  was  drinking  down  at  Tom  McCunn's,  I'll  not  forget  the  night, 

When  from  politics  the  conversation  drifted  into  flght. 

In  the  days  uf  old  Dau  Donnelly  down  to  the  present  time. 

The  divii  a  man  that  ever  walked  could  bate  him  in  his  prime; 

The  argument  that  Casey  give,  discorded  with  McCaiin, 

When  he  said  John  L.  would  scarcely  be  a  child  in  Donnelly's  hands; 

Then  one  word  brought  another  on,  and  Ciisey  give  the  lie, 

McCann  he  lepped  across  the  bar  and  pip|)ed  liiui  in  the  eye; 

Some  one  says,  "  While  they're  at  it  now,  just  let  them  have  it  out," 

Then  Casey's  gang  they  made  a  ring,  and  all  commenced  to  shout: 

Chorus. 
Do  him  Casey,  chew  him  Casey,  soak  him  with  your  right. 
Upper-cut  him,  now  back-heel  liim,  show  him  you  can  fl^ht; 
Hng  him  Casey,  slug  him  Casey,  show  your  sporting  blood, 
If  you  punch  him  once  between  the  eyes  I  think  bis  name  is  mud. 
You  have  no  pudding.  Casey,  they  all  commenced  to  howl. 
The  only  way  he'll  lick  you  he  might  do  it  on  a  foul; 
We  will  match  you  with  Fitzsimmous  if  you'll  ever  lick  McCann. 
And  remember  that  you're  up  against  a  scientific  man. 

Some  one  says,  "  We'll  have  fair  paly,  or  stop  the  fight  riglit  here. 

And  make  McCann  stop  biting  first,  and  loosen  Casey's  ear;" 

"  Don't  dare  to  lay  a  hand  on  them,"  says  Grogan,  at  the  bar, 

"Let  them  have  It  rough  and  tumble  for  they  don't  know  how  to  spar." 

McCaun  he  had  the  Nelson  lock  on  Casey's  collar  bone. 

He  was  giving  Casey  all  that  he  could  do  to  hold  his  own' 

And  when  Cusey  he  was  under,  his  friends  they  interfered. 

And  when  he  rolled  on  ton  of  Mac,  it's  then  they  howled  and  cDeered. 

They  very  near  upset  the  bar  while  wrestling  around, 

And  thro''  exciteineut  some  one  knocked  the  sporting  ticker  down; 

"  Well,  may  the  best  man  win,"  says  I,  *'  If  Casey  or  McCanu," 

So  I  made  a  proposition  that  I'd  fight  the  winning  man. 

Chorus. 
Choke  him  Casey,  soak  iiim  Casey,  don't  you  let  him  rise, 
If  yon  have  La  Blanche's  pivot  you'll  do  ft  If  your  wise; 
G^et  bis  whiskers  In  your  teeth,  just  shake  him  like  a  rat, 
I  wouldn't  give  a  nickel  for  his  chances  after  that. 
He's  the  hardest  little  thumper  you  ever  ran  agin. 
You  can  niakei  a  monkey  of  him.  that's  providing  he  don't  win; 
Yon  are  big  enough  to  ate  him,  knock  him  foolish  if  you  can, 
Upon  me  word,  you're  up  against  a  scientific  man. 

McCann,  we  thoaight,  would  surely  quit,  when  Casey  got  a  punch. 

It  knocked  him  u|i  agin  the  counter  where  they  ate  the  lunch; 

They  asked  for  thirty  seconds,  but  the  referee  he  kicksd. 

He  gave  the  flgitt  to  Tom  McCann,  told  Casey  he  was  licked. 

They  rubbed  him  down,  and  walked  him  round,  he  hardly  had  a  scratch. 

Says  he,  "  Where  is  your  unknownf  now  with  him  I'll  make  a  match." 

Says  I,  "  Me  butk,  oh,  I'm  your  man,"  says  he,  "  How  do  you  fight?" 

Siiys  1,  "  The  very  same  as  Casey  fought  you  there  to-night." 

We  clinched,  I'm  sorry  for  to  say,  he  licked  me  In  one  round, 

I  was  not  the  man  I  thought  I  was,  I  very  quickly  found; 

He  feinted  right^  and  with  his  left  he  landed  on  mv  ear. 

While  I  lay  silly  on  the  floor,  I  thought  that  I  could  hear: 

CUOKUS. 

Ah !  there  Casey,  lay  there  Tracy,  l>oth  of  you's  are  scrubs, 
McCann  can  lick  the  pair  of  you's  and  give  you's  two  big  clubs; 
You  fight  like  some  old  woman,  you  are  only  fit  to  talk. 
Then  they  woke  both  me  and  Casey  up,  and  told  us  take  a  walk. 
As  both  of  us  went  out  the  door.  McCann  he  says,  "  Good-night," 
Says  be,  "  But  don't  come  in  here  again,  a  looking  for  a  fight; 
I'll  lick  a  whole  cart  load  of  you's,  or  me  name  is  not  McCann, 
And  don't  forget  to-hight,  you's  met  a  scienliflc  man." 


WHAT'S    YOUR    NAME?    WHERE 
DO     YOU     LIVE? 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Frank  Uarding. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tills  Soiiir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
cents:  or  this  and  any  two  otiier  Sonars  for  Une  Dollar,  by  II.  /.  Webman,  ISU  I'ark  Row, 
New  York  City.    Kostaffe  Htainiis  taken  same  ascasli  forall  our  goods. 

Written  nnd  Composed  by  Michael  J.  Cavonugh.    Sung  by  Chas.  H.  Patterson. 


It  isn't  so  often  I'm  on  a  spree,  it's  lucky  for  mo  it's  so. 

It  seems,  when  I  go  on  a  bit  of  a  bat.  that  every  one's  in  the  know;  « 

Why,  even  the  kids  are  on  to  the  fact,  if  late  at  night  I'm  out, 

Tho' not  at  all  full,  Wherever  I  go,  there's  some  one  sure  to  shout: 

Chorus. 

What's  youT  nameT  where  do  you  live?  If  you  tell  us  we'll  take  you  home. 
You  know  it's  too  late  for  a  chap  like  you  to  be  running  about  alone; 
The  "copper"  is  waiting  to  take  you  in,  your  wife  Is  fretting,  too. 
So  tell  us  your  name  aud  where  you  live,  and  we'll  all  go  home  with  you. 

At  McAllister's  ball  I  met  a  girl,  aud  I  spent  my  cash  for  wine. 

There  was  nothing  too  good  In  the  house  for  her,  this  an^^el  I  thought  divine; 

When  we  were  alone  I  fell  on  my  knees,  and  asked  her  for  to  wed, 

I  felt  like  a  chump,  when  before  them  all  she  laughed  atmeaudsaid:— CAortM. 

One  morning  I  went  to  Rockaway  beach,  to  take  my  annual  bath. 

The  costume  they  gave  me  was  awfully  tight,  'twould  scarcely  fit  a  lath: 

I  thought  that  my  figure  would  catch  the  girls,  who  were  out  to  take  a  dip. 

But  oh  I  howtheyroar'dandhollo'datme,  when  they  saw  my  trousers  rip:— C7Ao.   , 
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MY    FLAG,    MY    FLAG. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 


He  stood  alone  on  a  foreign  shore. 

And  he  thought  of  the  land  of  tlie  free. 
His  eyes  filled  with  tears  ks  he  thought  of  the  years, 

That  might  pass  ere  the  ojd  flag  he'd  see, 
A  stranger  in  a  stranger  land,  shipwrecked  cruelly. 
And  cast  upon  a  desert  isle,  miles  and  miles  over  the  sea. 
I  have  no  kindred,  for  they  all  are  dead  and  gone,  cried  bet 
I  long  to  see  my  birth-place  in  the  laud  of  liberty  I 

Chorus. 

My  flag,  my  flag,  though  you  were  but  a  rag. 

Still  I  love  to  gaze  upon  you; 
I'd  give  the  world  just  to  sec  unfurled. 

The  stars  with  the  red,  white  and  bluel 

One  morn  he  stood  on  the  some  old  beach. 

Where  he  had  kept  watch  many  a  day; 
He  fell  on  his  knees,  and  out  upon  the  breeze 

Went  a  prayer  that  was  heard  far  away. 
He  looks,  ah,  ho|>e,  he  sees  a  sail  on  the  ocean  blue. 
He  lauf^hs,  he  shouts,  ah,  yes,  he  weeps,  as  quickly  she  comes  in  view; 
A  gun  IS  fired,  the  smoke  is  cleared,  my  pray'r  i.t  heard,  cried  he! 
Up  went  the  grandest  flag  on  earth— the  flag  of  liberty!— C'A<>ru«. 


Come  Sit  By  My  Side,  Little  Darling. 

Tlie  VVoriK  mid  MiimIc  of  tliln  Hontr  will  be  si-nt  to  nny  addrera,  po!<t|>aiil,uii  leccliit 
eontti:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soni^R  forOiiBDulIar,  by  H.  J.  Weliiiiuii,  13U  Park 
New  York  City.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casii  for  all  our  g^'ods. 
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Come  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling. 

And  lay  your  brown  head  on  my  breast. 
While  the  angels  of  twilight  around  us 

Are  singing  the  flowers  to  rest. 
Your  hands  are  as  fair  as  the  lilies 

That  bloom  in  the  shadows  of  green. 
And  their  touch  has  a  magical  power 

My  heart  from  ail  saduess  to  wean. 

CnoRua. 

Come  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling. 
And  lay  your  brown  head  on  my  breast. 

While  the  angels  of  twilight  around  us 
Are  singing  the  flowers  to  rest. 

I  dream,  when  your  arms  are  around  me. 

That  life  is  an  infinite  calm, 
Yuur  kilts  lias  the  si>ell  of  a  charmer. 

Your  kiss  that  is  sweeter  than  balm. 
Oh!  what  could  bo  sweeter  than  dreaming 

This  dream  that  is  on  us  to-nighlf 
Let  us  think  of  the  present,  iny  darling, 

The  future  is  out  of  our  sight.  -C/lorut. 

Sing  low  in  the  twilight,  some  ballad 

As  sweet  as  the  smile  on  your  face. 
That  shull  thrill  me  with  melody's  sweetness. 

And  touch  with  Its  words  tender  grace. 
And  I'll  give  you  a  kiss  when  it's  ended, 

A  kiss  that  the  singer  shall  eatu; 
And  iierhaiw— do  you  hear,  little  darling? 

I  shall  ask  for  a  kiss  in  return.— CAorM. 
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Where  Shall  I  Find  Him  }• 6 
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COLUMBUS. 

Copyright,  ISM,  by  Charle*  W.  Held. 
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The  brlKhtest  Btar  that  gems  the  sea. 
His  darling;  soul  shall  ever  be. 
Hia  ueiiliis  n&\ts  the  mighty  world 
O'er  which  our  banner  is  iiuriirledl 
Ak^Iu  we  see  his  (;allant  bark 
Sail  oD  afar  the  ocean  duik; 
In  fancy  follow  o'er  the  wave, 
'Mid  dangers  wild,  Columbus  bravel 

Chorus. 
Still  age  to  a^e  shall  tell  the  story, 

While  Freedom's  flag  shall  o'er  as  wave; 
Obi  still  tindiinmeJ  shall  live  In  glory. 

His  noble  fame,  Columbus  bravel 
Tes,  still  andlnimed  shall  live  in  glory, 

His  noble  fame,  Columbus  bravel 

His  onward  course  no  peril  stayed; 

He  voyaged  on,  by  naught  disnia^'ed. 

Till,  'mid  the  gloom  of  darkest  iiiL:ht, 

Across  the  billows  gleamed  the  lighil 

Again  we  hear  the  triumph  song 

That  o'er  the  laud  was  swept  along; 

While  thanks  to  heaven  all  hearts  gave; 

Who  followed  him,  Columbus  btavv\—Chorvt. 

Ohl  lesson  bright  to  all  the  years. 
The  soul  that  soured  above  all  feurs; 
Still  unsubdued  'mid  perilv  dire. 
The  dauntless,  trusting  heart  of  flrel 
Long  sliali  his  fume  in  history  live. 
Long  shall  our  hearts  their  tribute  give; 
Ave,  while  our  bannered  stars  shall  wave. 
All  honored  be  Columbus  bravel— t'Aorw*. 


THE    MAIDEN    AND    THE    LAMB. 

Copyright,  ISK,  by  T.  B.  Harms  <t  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  by  James  Thornton.    Music  by  A.  W.  Mark. 

Once  there  dwelt  a  little  maiden  in  the  merry  long  ago: 
And  the  maid  whooe  nuine  was  Mary  had  a  lamb  as  white  as  snow. 
He  would  go  where'er  she  led  him,  she  fed  hlin  on  verbal  jam — 
If  you  list  I'll  tell  you  ail  about  the  maiden  and  the  lamb. 

RErRAIN. 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb,  whose  Chrixtian  name  was  Joe, 
And  everywhere  that  Mary  went  the  lamb  was  sure  to  go; 
It  took  all  that  the  lumb  could  earn  to  buv  her  jewelry. 
For  my  sweetheart  is  Mary  and  1  am  the  lamb,  you  seel 

One  night  while  out  promenading,  this  poor  lamb  fell  in  a  snare. 
And  ull  through  a  dainty  maiden,  who  had  beautiful  blonde  hair. 
He  invited  her  to  supper,  also  to  a  glass  of  "cham," 
While  his  money  lasted  Mary  never  left  the  little  lamb. 

RxrRAiN. 

Oh,  Mary  ordered  quick  and  fust,  which  made  the  lamb  feel  111, 
And  wlien  the  waiter  brought  the  check  lie  couldn't  pay  the  bill; 
So  Mary  left  the  little  lamb  in  ull  his  misery — 
Tlie  blonde-haired  girl  was  Mary  and  I  was  the  lamb,  you  seel 

Soon  this  little  lamb  got  married,  like  a  silly  lamb  would  do; 
Mary  promised  she  would  never  give  him  cause  the  step  to  rue. 
Wlien  the  honeymooi:  was  over,  all  her  love  did  disappear. 
And  if  that  pour  lamb  don't  leave  her  he  will  be  dead  within  a  year. 

Refrain. 

For  Mary  has  a  little  lamb  who  foolishly  got  wed. 

And  now  he  has  to  light  the  fire  while  Mary  lies  in  bed; 

He  lias  to  break  the  kindling  wood  and  make  her  nice  warm  tea. 

Oh,  my  wife  is  the  Mary  and  I  am  the  laiub,  you  see! 

Once  this  lamb  he  met  a  shepherd,  with  a  kind  and  smiling  face. 

And  he  asked  the  lamb  if  he  would  come  to  his  abiding  place. 

lie  would  show  him  pretty  pastures  w  here  he  could  "  gambol  "  all  the  day, 

Silly  lamb  believed  the  shepherd,  once  ag«kiu  he  went  astray. 

RXTRAIN. 

The  shepherd  took  the  little  lamb  to  "gambol  "  on  the  green, 
Anil  sold  the  lamb  some  ivory  chips— the  first  he'd  ever  seen; 
'i'lie  lamb  he  played  until  he  was  in  total  bankruptcy, 
The  shepherd  was  a  buuco  man  and  I  was  the  lamb,  you  seel 


— A  working  majority — all  bands  but  tbe  boss. 


— Edith:  "Johnny,  is  your  new  baby  sister  a  blonde  or  a 
brunette?"  Johnny:  "Well,  I  haven't  had  a  good  look  at  it  yet, 
but,  judging  from  her  voice,  I  should  think  her  something  of  a 
yeller." 


Lizzie,  Come  Home  to  Mother. 

Copyright,  IHW.  by  Clias.  W.  Held. 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  i>ald,  on  receipt  of  *0  I 
cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  II.  J.  Wehiiian.  ISO  Park  Row, 
New  York  City.    I-ostage  Stamps  taken  lame  ascusli  forsJlour  vouds 


Words  by  Charles  Edwards.    Music  by  Oeorge  C.  Edwards. 

In  a  humble  dwelling  a  mother  watched  with  pride 

The  sweet  and  loving  daughter  who  lingered  by  her  Bide. 

The  idol  of  that  home  was  she,  lier  brother's  joy  as  well; 

No  cluiid  upon  the  present  of  misfortune  came  to  tell. 

The  hours  went  by  in  gladness,  but  alasl  one  dreary  day. 

She  came  no  more  to  bless  iliem,  from  her  home  she'd  went  away; 

And  soon  they  found  a  letter,  "  Oh,  forgive,"  mother  read; 

"  Your  daughter  has  deceived  yout"  but  with  tears  that  mother  said: 

Chorus. 

"  Lizzie,  come  home  to  mother,  she  will  forgivet 

Lizzie,  come  home  to  mother,  without  you  she  cannot  livel 

Our  home  is  so  dark  and  lone  now,  its  jov  has  turned  to  pain; 

Hark  to  her  cry,  hvr  heart-broken  sigh,  on,  come  home  to  mother  again  t" 

Oft  beside  the  window  that  mother's  face  was  seen,    ■ 

While  Winter's  snow  was  falling,  while  leaves  of  Spring  were  greeu; 

She  waited  for  her  child's  return,  and  heeded  not  the  blight 

That  now  had  come  to  wither,  like  a  flower,  the  heart's  delight. 

She  seemed  to  hear  her  foot-steps  as  they  pattered  o'er  the  floor 

In  happy  days  of  childhood  that,  alas,  would  come  no  more! 

And  then  with  wearv  angiiibh,  while  the  hours  were  passing  by. 

She  prayed  that  Goo  would  save  her  child  aud  breathed  a  bitter  aigb:— C^u(. 

Thro'  the  streets,  so  crowded,  her  brother  passed  one  day; 

A  form  so  sad  aud  wretched  he  gazed  at  on  his  way; 

Alas!  It  was  the  absent  one,  the  sister,  once  so  fair. 

But  gone  was  all  the  sunlight,  all  the  joy  she  used  to  share. 

He  told  her  of  the  anguish  that  had  fallen  on  their  home. 

And  begged  her  erring  foot-steps  back  from  paths  of  pain  to  roam; 

He  led  ber  to  their  dwelling,  but  their  mother's  soul  had  fledl 

Aud  these  words  reach'd  that  daughter's  heart  while  kneeling  by  the  dead.- CAo. 
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James  Thornton's  Latest  Creation : 

I'M     THE      MAN     THAT     WROTE 
"TA-RA-RA-BOOM-DE-AY." 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Frank  Hardinar. 


The  Words  and  Music  nf  this  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pos^pald,  on  receipt  of  40  I 
centa,  or  this  aud  any  two  other  Sonir*  for  ( )iie  Dollar,  by  H.  /.  Weoiiian,  ISO  i^k  Row, 
New  York  City.    Poetage  Stainpa  taken  name  a«  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  James  Thornton. 
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For  more  than  twenty  years  I've  trod  the  stage. 
That's  Ijefore  farce-comedy  Injcame  the  rage; 
But  lielieve  me  when  I  say,  I  never  knew  a  lucky  day 
Until  I  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay. 

Chorits. 

I'm  the  man  that  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay; 

It  has  been  sung  in  ev'ry  language  night  and  day; 

1  wrote  it  in  a  garret  while  out  with  Booth  and  Barrett, 

I'm  the  man  that  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay. 

I  wrote  it  on  a  hot  and  frosty  night; 

I  poured  beer  in  my  old  shoes  till  they  got  tight; 

Ten  policemen  came  that  way,  they'd  IJeen  searching  night  and  day 

Fur  the  wan  that  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Booui-de-ay. 

CHORI'S. 

I'm  the  man  that  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay, 

Bui  promise  me  you  won't  give  it  away; 

Fur  when  the  people  meet  me,  with  bricks  they'll  surely  greet  me. 

Because  I  wrote  la-ra-ra-fiooin-de-ay. 

'Tis  the  grandest  song  that  was  ever  penned  by  roan, 
III  Sliukes|M'are  find  its  equal  if  >oii  can; 
Sliakespeure  couiil  write  a  play,  but  he  never  saw  the  day 
That  he  could  write  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay. 

Chorus. 

I'm  the  man  who  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay; 

It  has  been  sung  in  every  language  night  and  day; 

I  wrote  it  in  u  garret  while  out  with  Booth  aud  Barrett, 

I'm  the  man  who  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay. 

A  monument  they'll  give  me  when  I'm  dead. 

And  how  often  this  inscription  will  he  read: 

"  Within  this  bed  of  clay  the  remains  are  8towe<I  away. 

Of  the  man  who  wrote  la-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay." 

Chorus. 

I'm  the  man  that  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay; 

In  appearances  I  may  look  like  a  jay; 

I  wore  old  paper  collars  nnd  my  salary  was  ten  dollars 

Uatll  I  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay. 


—Judge  Capias:  "  I  understand  that  you  were  going  to  dedicate 
your  last  book  to  me."  Young  Author:  "Weil,  I  did  intend 
doing  so,  Judge,  but  I  didn't  think  you  would  half  read  it.  You 
pass  so  many  sentences,  you  know." 
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THE     MAN     THAT     BROKE     THE 
BANK    AT    MONTE    CARLO. 


Copyright,  189Z,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


The  Wordt  and  Muilc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  post-paid,  on  reo«lpt  of  iO 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son^s  for  Une  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnian.  190  4 13! 

i'ark  Kow,  New  Yorlc.    Postafce  Stamps  taken  same  as  casii  for  all  our  Koods. 


Written  and  Compoaed  by  Fred  Gilbert.     Sung  by  Charles  Cobom. 

I've  jnet  got  here,  throafi;h  Paris,  from  the  sunny  eouthcrn  shore; 

I  to  Monte  Carlo  went,  just  to  raise  my  wiuter'e  rent; 
Dame  Fortune  smiled  npoii  nie  uo  slie'd  never  done  before,        '  .. 

And  I've  now  such  lots  of  money  I'm  a  gent — 

Yea,  I've  uow  such  lots  of  money  I'm  a  gent. 

Chorus. 

As  I  wallc  alooK  the  Solf  Boo-long,  with  an  independent  air. 

You  cat)  hear  tlie  Kirls  declare,  "  He  must  be  a  millionaire  "; 

You  can  hear  them  si^h  and  wish  to  die; 

You  can  see  Ihem  winlt  the  other  eye 

At  the  man  who  broke  the  bank  at  Monte  Carlo. 

I  stay  in^doors  till  after  luncb,  and  then  my  daily  walk 
To  tlie  great  Triumphal  Arch  is  one  grand  triumphal  march. 

Observed  by  eacli  observer  with  the  keenness  of  a  hawk, 
I'm  a  mass  of  money,  linen,  silk  and  starch— 
I'm  a  mass  of  money,  linen,  silk  and  starch. —  Chorus. 

I  patronized  the  tables  at  the  Monte  Carlo  hell 
Till  they  hadn't  got  a  sou  for  a  Christian  or  a  Jew; 

So  I  quickly  went  to  Paris  for  the  cliarins  of  niad'moiselle. 
Who's  the  load-stone  of  my  heart— what  can  1  do 
Wheu  with  tweuty  tongues  she  swears  that  she'll  be  Uuel—C/iorvg. 


NEVER    AGAIN. 

Revised  by  T.  H.  looker.     Sung  by  Tony  Pastor. 

Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Boolts,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Uallads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse 

ment,  etc.,  to  H.  J.  Webinan,  130  &  132  Park  Kow,  New  York. 

How  often  we  bear  old  married  fogies  declare. 

If  they  could  only  live  over  again. 
They'd  never  get  wed,  but  remain  single  instead. 

And  in  life  play  a  different  game; 
They  say  matrimony's  a  "  bluff,"  of  it  they've  had  quite  enough, 

A  man  to  get  married  is  insane; 
But  let  them  talk  as  they  may,  still  I'll  venture  to  say, 

If  they  were  single  they'd  luarry  again. 

Spokxk— Look  at  the  married  man  after  his  day's  toil;  he  rushes  home  to 
his  family  and  his  evening  meal,  which  is  accompanied  by  the  baby  screaming 
the  roof  off.  He  says,  "  What  an  Idiot  a  man  must  be  to  marry!  "  The  wife 
(with  tears  in  her  eyes)  says,  " If  I  were  t«  die  to-morrow.  John,  you'd  get 
married  In  a  month."    To  which  he  replies: 

Chorus. 

Never  again,  love,  never  again; 

Smiles  are  bewitching  and  women  are  vain; 

Of  course,  it's  no  use  now  for  me  to  complain. 

But,  you  can  bet  your  sweet  life,  I'll  never  try  it  again. 

Bow  awfully  bewitching  the  ladles  usually  are 

Whenever  they  want  a  new  dress; 
To  their  "  hubbies  "  they  go  with  a  sad  tale  of  woe. 

And,  no  doubt,  you  can  ali  guess  the  rest. 
The  husband,  poor  jay,  to  a  dry-goods  store  is  carted  away. 

To  see  how  much  money  she'll  waste. 
Bur.  when  they  arrive  at  the  shop,  out  in  the  street  be  must  stop. 
Just  ttecause  he  has  got  such  poor  taste. 
Spoken— Poor  devil  I  the  wife  orders  twenty  yards  of  silk  at  $3  a  yard,  while 
he  staudii  out  in  the  street,  with  the  rain  wetting  him  to  tlie  sUiu  and  the  wind 
blowing  threw  his  whiskers  at  the  rate  of  a  mile  a  minute.    Wben  his  wife  gets 
through  shopping  the  old  boy  goes  home,  siugiug: 

Chorus. 
Never  again,  love,  never  again 
Will  I  go  out  shopping  with  you  in  the  rain; 
Of  course,  it's  no  use  iiow  for  me  to  complain. 
But  I'll  tell  you,  dear  Afary,  it  gives  nie  a  pain. .. 

Sweet  honeymoons,  yee,  and  connubial  bliss, 

Are  all  very  nice,  I  dare  say; 
But  how  many  couples  we  see  who  cannot  agree, 

And  are  quarrelling  and  figlitiiig  all  day. 
The  wife  says  she'll  go  lo  her  mamma,  you  know; 

And  thus  from  a  brute  she'll  be  free. 
Says  the  husband,  with  a  smile,  "Go  and  stay  with  her  awhile. 

But  don't  bring  her  here  to  see  me. 

Spoken— After  a  few  minutes  of  silence  (there's  always  a  calm  after  a  storm, 

;'  you  know)  they  kiss  each  otiier,  and  vow  that  they'll  never  allow  their  angry 

passions  to  arise  again.    The  wife  lays  her  bead  artfully  on  his  shoulder,  and 

says:  "John,  dear,  you  won't  say  that  my  face  would  freeze  hot  water  again, 

will  you,  darliugf"    He,  in  an  instant,  says: 

Chorus. 
Never  again,  love,  never  again; 
I'm  sorry  I  said  it,  yes,  I  am  Mary  Jane; 
Of  course,  it's  no  use  now  for  you  to  complain, 
For  I'll  pledge  you  my  word  I'll  never  say  that  again. 


— LHtle  Gertie*  "  Oh,  papa,  I've  just  found  out  what  makes 
the  vacht  go  up  and  down  so."  Papa:  '  What  is  it,  my  child?  " 
Little  Gertie:  "  It's  that  horrid  mau  at  the  wheel,  pa,  he  keeps 
stirring  it  up  behind  with  a  long  pole." 


IF     EVER     WE     SHOULD     PART. 


Copyright,  18S0,  bj  E.  H.  Harding.       .  ^         .' 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  n  III  be  sent  to  any  addre^ss,  po8t-|>aid ,  on  receipt 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soutrs  for  DneDoilai-.  by  Henrj'  J.  Wehnian.  130  & 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Chas.  Mitchell  Connolly. 

Mine  own  sweet  love,  my  darling  one,  oh!  hasl  thou  ever  thought 

That  sometime  our  warm  vows  of  love  might  fade  and  come  to  naught; 

Hast  thought  that  oft  atleition  deep,  tlio'  changiK-ss  fclc  to  be. 

Hath  chilled  and  died  and  ended  all,  In  gloom  and  misery. 

In  saddest  gloom  and  misery; 

And  if  tills  cloud  should  fall  on  ns,  and  love  die  in  the  heart. 

Hast  thought,  sweet  one,  of  all  the  gloom  if  ever  we  should  part? 

Of  all  the  gloom  lu  heart  and  soul  if  ever  we  should  part, 

If  ever  we  should  part,  if  ever  we  should  part. 

'Tis  true,  sweet  love,  I  should  not  dwell  on  fancies  drear  as  these. 
Nor  borrow  aught  to  darken  our  fond  love  ami  sweet  hearts-ease; 
No  cloud  dims  our  lirigiii,  peaceful  sky,  unchanged  our  present  joy. 
And  foolish  and  unwelcome  thougtits  should  not  my  soul  annoy. 
Should  not,  should  not  my  soul  annoy. 
'Tis  but  mv  great  ezce«8  of  love;  these  idle  fancies  start 
Whene'er  I  think  of  all  the  gloom  if  ever  we  should  part, 
Of  how  my  heart's  life  would  die  out  if  ever  we  should  parr. 
If  ever  we  should  part,  if  ever  we  siiould  jmrt. 
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SAFE    IN    PORT    AGAIN. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Chas.  W.  Held. 
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Words  and  Music  l<y  Chas.  Qraham. 


The  night  was  lone  and  the  bright  stars  slept,  while  dark  on  wave  and  lea 

The  tempest  king  his  vigil  kept  on  the  wide  Atlantic  sea; 

A  ship  of  proud  aud  gallant  trim  was  speeding  uaily  on, 

And  many  an  eye  with  joy  grew  dim  as  the  harbor  lights  were  shown! 

A  sailor  lad  a  chorus  sung  that  his  shipmates  also  knew. 

And  ''Home,  sweet  home"  in  the  welkin  rung,  and  tlie  song  of  a  lassie  true. 

Yet  once  again  the  sailor's  voice  was  heard  in  the  sweet  refrain. 

There's  manv  who  pray  that  soon  we  may  be  safe  in  port  again! 

We  shall  be  in  port  in  the  morning,  the  voyage  will  soon  be  o'er; 

When  the  light  of  day  is  dawning  the  land  we'll  see  once  more. 

Fond,  loving  hearts  will  greet  tis,  hearts  that  throbbed  wiili  |iaiu« 

And  loyal  friends  will  meet  us  wheu  we're  safe  in  port  again! 

The  nightgrew  black  and  the  sea  was  high,  the  w  ind  changed  blowing  hard  a-lea. 
"Under  bare  poles"  was  the  captain's  cry,  "or  sootA^he  will  shaiter'd  be!  " 
On  shore  they  watched  her  light  afar,  on  the  broad  blue  waste  its  flick'ring  shone. 
Ever  anon  like  a  moving  star  in  the  storm  of  the  night  alonel 
Hushed  at  last  was  the  moaning  sea,  the  pale  moon  glimmered  fair 
As  the  beams  of  day  rose  o'er  the  lea  to  gladden  the  hearts  of  care, 
Gaily  the  sailor's  voice  again  was  heard  aa  they  e)v>d  along, 
Aud  softly  whisp'riug  o'er  the  main  was  borne  th*  sailor's  songi 


My  Hobby's  a  Drink  of  Grood  Rye. 

Tune— "My  Sweetheart's  the  Man  in  the  M'lon." 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sonir  Bi>oks,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick  Books,  Kecitatiun  Books,  IVnny  Bnllads.  (Jail  Uookn,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  stump  Speeches,  Iiixh  Song  n(x>k>.  Conk  BookK,  Rooks  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  H.  J.  Wehinau,  130  &  132  Pui  k  Ko» ,  New  York. 


Written  by  H.  T.  WUkins,  of  Altoonn,  Pa. 


Everybody  has  a  hobby  underneath  the  rose. 
Everybody  likes  their  "  liopinir,"  so  the  saying  goes. 
I've  a  hobby,  you  all  know  it,  quite  as  well  as  I, 
Every  evening  I  do  hit  it,  always  on  the  sly. 

Chorus. 
My  hobby's  a  drink  of  good  rye.- 
I'll  talie  one  on  you  by  and  by. 
'Twould  fill  me  witli  fun  just  now  to  hit  one. 
And  I  don't  think  a  dozen  I  ever  would  shun. 
I'm  going  away  very  soon, 
And  will  go  into  some  great  big  saloon. 
And  all  very  slyly,  where  no  one  will  spy  me, 
I'll  drink  down  my  hobby  alone. 

I  have  often  wondered  where  all  that  whiskey  goes. 
Perhaps  it  has  a  hiding-place  somewhere  m  iliiin  my  nose. 
Mayl>e  some  big  redhead  fellow's  stomach  it  does  fill. 
But  as  long  as  1  don't  know  it,  I'll  drink  it  at  my  \>i!i. 

Chorus. 
Last  night  w^en  the  stars  went  to  bed 
A  tear-drop  the  moon  gently  shed. 
And  sai<l  with  a  sigh,  "you'll  be  drunk  by  nud  by. 
And  I'm  very  glad  that  it  is  you  and  not  I." 
-  Then  you'll  get  up  rather  late  in  the  morn. 
And  feel  rather  dry  for  a  horn, 

But  the  bartenders  all  know  you,  and  will  not  again  traet  yoa, 
Aud  thus  your  old  hobby '11  be  gone. 


—Advertiser:  "You  are  quite  certain  that  any  advertisement 
placed  in  your  paper  will  bring  responses?"  Publisher:  "Yes, 
sir;  I  am  quite  certain."  Advertiser:  "  Well,  if  you  advertise  in 
your  paper  for  some  one  else  that  can  believe  it,  you  will  probably 
conclude  you  have  been  mistaken." 
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CLAP    HANDIES. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

The  Word*  «iid  Miitlcof  thl»  Sour  will  be  sent  to  any  addresn,  i>u9t-)>altl,oii  receipt  or  «0 

cent*:  or  lb t* and  any  twootlmr  Suiit;ii  fur  Ontt  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  WeUinaii.lSOiftlSK 

Park  Row,  New  York.    FuitaKe  Staniiw  cakeik  same  us  caali  for  all  our  kooiU. 


Words  and  Music  by  Bobby  Mack. 


A  little,  tiny  baby  only  three  moiiiha  old; 

Mamma  olie'i*  ^oue  dioppinK  und  Its  pnpa  lets  It  roll; 

Gruiiuy  picks  up  babii,  in  hammock  she  will  swin^. 

And  wbbu  the  baby  cries  tbcu  you  can  bear  old  grauny  siog; 

Chorus. 

Be  KOo<1  till  innmma  comes  home, 

Sliure,  baby  dear,  you're  not  alone, 

I'or  here  is  your  trrauiiy,  she's  siiiuinK  for  yon; 

Stop  crvihjj  now,  dearest;  dou'l  muau; 
Be  et)od  for  ^'rauuy;  dou'l  cry; 

You  want  to,  I  know  by  your  tone; 
Clap  handles,  clap  handles  till  mamma  comes  home; 

She'll  have  candies,  but  papu'U  have  uoue. 

And  papa  sits  at  table,  baby  on  his  knee 

Sticks  a  fork  in  papa's  ear  and  ou  him  spills  the  tea; 

Dad  lie  spanks  poor  biiby  and  calls  hlin  naai{hty  tbiug; 

But  wheu  tb«  baby  cries,  this  tuuc  you'll  bear  old  grauny  sing:— CAortM. 


LOVE    IS    A    DREAM. 

;  Copyrltiht,  188S,  by  Chas.  W.  Held. 

The  Wordaand  Music  of  this  Sonfr  will  be  Rent  tu  any  address,  pos^pald,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlierSontrn  fur  Une  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehraan,  130ft  138 

Park  Row,  New  York.    PuataKe  iitanips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 

Words  by  S.  F.  House ly.    Music  by  Anton  Strelezkl. 

Tiny  white  cloudlets  floated  above  us. 

Scent  of  white  clover  came  over  the  lea, 
Down  iu  tlie  valley  the  sheep-bcils  were  ringing, 

Siinbeains  danced  merrily  over  the  sea. 
Far  down  below  us  the  brooklet  was  flowing. 

Larks  siui^  their  matins  to  heaven  above. 
Over  the  hillside  we  wandered  together, 

Whispering  softly  our  story  of  love. 

Chorus. 

Love  Is  a  dream,  end  is  the  awaking; 

Sunshine  and  sorrow  must  ever  meet. 
Love  is  a  dream— ah!  could  It  last  foreverl 

For  life  is  bard  and  love  ou  sweet. 

Lark's  son;;  ceased  and  the  roses  faded, 

Sliado»8  Kfew  longer  uiid  daylight  died; 
Slowly  we  wimdeied  down  to  the  valley,  » 

Hand  clari>e(l  in  hand,  by  the  brooklet's  side. 
The  air  »  as  heavy  with  scent  of  white  clover. 

The  restless  seu  had  a  sound  of  paiu; 
The  day  was  over,  our  dream  was  broken. 

And  life  and  sorrow  come  back  again.—  Chorut. 


MCCARTY'S    NEW    HIG-H    HAT. 


Tune—"  Mccormick's  Irish  Flat.' 


The  Word*  and  Mu*ie  of  this  SnnK  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cent*:  urtliix  anil  any  two  other  Hoiiits  fur  unu  Uollar,  by  Henry  J.  Welinian.  130  A  133 

Pai'k  Row,  New  York.    Postaue  Stamp*  taken  same  as  caah  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  T.  H.  looker. 


I'm  acquainted  wid  a  gintleman,  Patrick  McCarty  is  his  name; 
He's  got  "  Doneual  "  w  lii^kere  on  liis  face  and  from  Ireland  be  Come; 
He's  the  pride  of  all  the  tenanis  that  live  In  the  tiliuinrock  flat. 
For,  upon  me  soul,  not  long  ago  he  bought  a  new  high  hat. 

Chorits. 
McCarty's  new  high  hat  was  made  especially  for  Pat; 
I've  seen  many  u  t>tove-pi|ie  in  me  time,  but  never  a-one  like  that; 
And  whin  he's  got  it  on  his  iieud— I'll  tell  yez  straight  and  flat: 
Th«  neighbors  cry  us  he  goes  by,  "  Oh!  what  a  foiue  iiigh  hat!  '* 

Now  at  the  shamrock  flat,  I'm  told,  yis,  nearly  every  day. 

It  takes  three  coppeis  w  id  big  sticks  (o  keep  ihe  crowds  away; 

For  the  people  come  from  miles  around  to  take  a  glance  ut  Pat — 

Shure,  the  cops  think  of  resigning  since  McCarty  bouglit  that  ImU— Chorut. 

A  German  hand  stopjx-d  at  the  flat,  'twas  on  St.  Patrick's  day, 
"The  Wearing  of  ilie  Green"  was  the  tune  that  they  did  play; 
This  brouglit  Mac.  to  the  window,  nii'  whin  the  leader  he  saw  Pat — 
Begorra,  jis  the  band  struci  up:  "  Wliere  Did  You  Get  that  llat."—Chorttt. 

If  yon're  looking  for  a  soft  job  on  McCarty  make  a  call. 

For  he's  got  a  great  "  pull,"  so  I'm  told,  down  at  the  City  Hall; 

He  holds  an  aisy  job  hiniHeir,  wid  a  salary  large  and  fat; 

He's  solid  wid  the  politicians  since  he's  bought  a  new  high  hat.— C horut. 

McCarty's  very  high-toned  now,  he  drinks  no  more  mixed-ale. 

But,  like  a  foiue  misiocrat,  he  gnzzles  cliampagne  by  the  pail. 

He  eats  no  more  pigs-feet  and  cabbage— it  don't  agree  wid  Pat; 

You'd  think  he  owned  a  gold  mine  since  he's  bought  a  new  high  hlA.—  Chorut. 

McCarty  made  a  speech  one  night  at  a  political  meeting; 

Whin  he  t>aid,  "  I  am  a  Dimmycratl  "  oh,  he  got  a  hearty  greeting. 

But  the  meeting  ended  in  a  tight,  for  a  blackguard  insulted  Pat; 

"  He  yelled  out:  "  You  lie,  McCarty,  yon're  talking  through  your  hiA.— Chorus. 


HE    HOLDS    ME    IN    HIS    HAND. 

Copyright,  ISM,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co.    Entered  at  Sutioners'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son^r  will  be  sent  tu  any  aUdifSx,  post  paid. on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  ur  this  and  uny  two  other  6ou)ig  fur  Uue  Uullar.  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSOftUS 

Park  Ruw.New  York.    Postage  Utamps  taken  same  aa  cash  tor  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Julian  Jordan. 


When  on  the  ocean  broad  and  deep,  or  on  the  monntains  tow'ring  steep. 
When  in  the  deserts'  burning  Hanu,  he  holds  me  in  hie  hand! 

Sometimes  with  dread  my  spirit  quails,  sometimes  my  heart  within  me  fails. 
Yet  He,  who  all  these  wonders  planned,  holds  me  within  his  hand! 

When  on  the  ocean  broad  and  deep,  or  ou  the  mountain  tow'ring  steep. 
When  in  the  deserts'  burning  sand.  He  holds  me  iu  Uis  band. 

The  power  that  to  ns  mortals  gave  life,  that  great  power  must  surely  save, 
Save  from  the  wreck  of  time  and  strife,  giving  another  life! 

Else  why  this  thought  within  the  brain — questioning,  shall  we  live  againf 
Life,  without  hope  like  this  to  cheer,  would  be  a  desert  drearl 

Trusting  that  power  I  calmly  sleep,  e'en  tho'  my  l>ed  b«  on  the  deep. 
Or  ou  the  sea  or  ou  the  laud.  He  holds  me  in  His  bandl 


IDLE    DREAMS. 

Copyright,  ItM,  by  WUIts  Woodward  A  Co.     Entered  at  SUtloners'  Rail,  London. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  address.  |ioet-pal<I.  on  receipt  of  40  I 

centa,  ur  thin  and  any  twu  othiT  .Sun^s  fur  One  Uullar,  hy  Henry  J.  tVehman.  130  A  1S> 

Park  Row,  New  York,     PustaKc  .StampH  taken  same  ascash  for  all  our  good*. 

Words  by  H.  X.  W.     Music  by  Julian  Jordan. 


Two,  in  the  sunlit  meadows,  wauder  with  footsteps  slow. 
Watching  their  linked  sha<low8  longer  and  longer  grow; 
Two,  'iieatli  the  linden  sitting,  laugh  and  are  glad  and  gay. 
Bees,  iu  the  branches  flitting,  murmur  the  hours  away. 

Two  on  the  stile  are  resting,  still  Is  the  starry  night. 
Done  is  their  idle  jesting,  hushed  in  their  love's  delight. 
Two,  when  at  last  returning  home  bv  the  dusky  lane. 
Wish,  with  a  foolish  yearning,  just  for  to-day  agaiu. 

Refrain. 

Love  Is  awake  and  singing  songs  to  my  heart  to-night; 
Out  of  the  bygone  bringing  dreams  of  an  old  delight. 
Out  of  the  bygone  bringing  dreams  of  an  old  delight; 
Dreams,  idle  dreams,  yet  how  tender  foolish  idle  ureama. 


SHE'S    MY    SWEETHEART  STILL. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  WillU  Woodward  A  Co.    EnUred  at  StaUonen'  Hall.  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Ruiik  will  be  sent  tu  any  addre!«i,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  thi.M  and  any  tno  other  SunKX  fur  One  Uullur,  by  llenr.>  J.  wehniun,  13u<l  IU 

Pat  k  Row,  New  York.    I'usta^e  stamps  taken  same  as  ua6lt  (ur  all  our  gouda. 


Words  and  Music  by  Marry  Starr. 


I  call  to  mind  a  summer's  morn,  a  parting  ou  the  quay, 
A  sobbing  girl  who  midst  her  tears  vowed  constancy  to  me; 
She  was  my  flrst,  my  only  love,  I  kissed  her  once  again. 
And  with  a  farewell  promise,  sailed  away  across  the  main; 
A  year  flew  by  and  gayly  to  my  native  shore  I  turued; 
I  longed  to  clasp  her  to  my  breast,  to  see  her  how  I  yearned; 
Oil!  how  I  wisli  from  meiii'ry  all  the  past  I  could  eSace, 
Her  vows  were  all  forgot,  alas!  another  held  my  place. 

Chorus. 

Sweethearts,  we  were  sweethearts  tillthe  day  when  she 
Knelt  down  iu  tears,  Iniploriiig  to  be  free. 
And  tho'  she  loves  another,  who  tries  her  love  to  kill, 
I  can't  forget  her;  she's  my  sweetheart  still. 

I  songbt  and  found  my  love  at  last,  for  still  to  hope  I  clung. 

Till  word  by  word  the  hard  and  cruel  truth  from  her  I  wrung; 

My  dearest  friend,  by  treachery,  hud  her  simple  mind  misled, 

And  in  my  absence  all  her  thoughts  had  turned  to  him  instead; 

She  begged  nie  to  forgive  her  as  u|>on  her  knees  she  fell; 

Oht  bow  could  I  refuse,  ulasl  I  loved  my  love  too  well; 

I  gave  her  buck  her  fieedora,  yes,  and  from  the  scene  I  fled; 

My  love  remained  to  torture,  though  my  heart  was  scurred  and  dead.  —  Chonu 

I  watched  her  on  her  bridal  morn,  I  stood  within  the  aisle. 

Ax,  leaning  on  her  lover's  arm,  she  wore  a  huppy  smile; 

I  envied  him  his  lucky  fute,  and  yet  I  know  not  why; 

I  loved  to  see  her  happiness,  the  love  light  in  her  eyes; 

But  years  have  wrought  smi  changes,  all  her  love  was  no  avail; 

Her  pallid  face,  her  wasted  form  too  plainly  told  the  tale: 

"A  heartless  villain,"  tired  of  llie  toy  he  had  to  buy; 

He  spurns  the  love  I  cherisli,  and  for  which  I'd  gladly  di«.— Chorus. 


•*'•-•- 


— Clara:  "Do  you  ever  read  the  weekly  papers?"  Amelia: 
"  No,  they  are  so  iininteresting.  I  Lave  uever  seen  a  dry-goods 
advertisemeut  ia  one  of  them  yet." 


Mrs.  Blopgs:  "  Is  your  husband  troubled  with  insomnia,  that 
he  does  not  sleep  of  nights?"  Mrs.  Jouesy:  "No,  he  is  em- 
ployed iu  a  store  that  does  not  advertise,  and  so  has  acquired  the 
habit  of  sleeping  during  the  day." 
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HOW    IS    MRS.    BRADY? 

',       ■  Copyright,  1892,  by  Loo  iB  Haas.      . 


The  Wordf  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  aeiit  to  any  adiireM,  poftt-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  oi  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  Uenr}-  J.  Wehman,  130  &  133 

Parle  Row,  Mew  York,    fosta^fe  Utanips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  8.  Miller. 


There's  a  lovely  little  widow  by  the  name  of  Mrs.  Brady, 

Slie  owns  her  little  bouse  bo  neat  and  grand, 
She's  respected  by  the  neighbors  and  beloved  by  every  lady, 

And  for  marriage  she  has  offers  all  at  huud; 
There  is  Rilcy  calls  at  six  o'clock,  at  seven  stops  O'Brioii; 
Casi-y  calls  at  eisht  o'clock  and  Mnrphy's  Ihi-re  at  oine; 
'Twould  lake  au  hour  or  more  or  so  to  tell  of  lovers  gay, 
And  as  they  come  luto  the  door  you  always  hear  them  say: 

Chorus. 
How  is  Mrs.  Brady?  how  is  she  to-day? 
How's  tlie  little  lady  that  looks  so  flue  and  gay? 
Ob,  I  trust  you're  well  and  hearty  and  live  for  many  a  day! 
I'd  marry  you  next  Sunday  if  you'd  only  say. 

Now  every  Sunday  morning,  either  fair  or  stormy  weather, 

She  always  goes  to  lute  uud  early  mass; 
Sure,  she  dresses  neat  uud  stylish  and  she  looks  as  younj;  as  ever, 

And  the  men  they  stop  and  gaze  as  she  goes  past; 
There  is  Denny  Cusey's  daughter  and  the  daugliter  of  McCue, 
Bouncing  Mary  Sweeny  and  Rosie  Donahue, 
They're  jealous  of  the  lady,  sure,  for  not  a  beau  have  they; 
The  widow  has  a  dozen  for  to  call  on  her  and  any:— Chorus. 

Ob,  this  lovely  little  widow  is  a  blessing  to  the  neighbors; 

She's  always  'round  when  sickness  is  at  hand; 
She  'tends  to  most  their  duties,  then  helps  them  with  their  labors. 

And  there's  not  a  better  creature  in  the  land. 
There  is  Monahan  and  Murphy  new  the  neighbors  they  do  say 
Are  fighting  for  the  hand  of  the  widow  day  by  day; 
I  hardly  think  she  cares  for  them  dlvil  a  rap  at  all. 
But  I  tbiuk  it's  McBlamara  is  the  man  that  has  the  cail.— Chorus. 


Papa,  Fot  Would  You  Take  for  Me? 


Copyright,  1888,  by  The  W.  F.  Shaw  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

eeuts;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  wehman,  130  &  132 

Pai-k  How,  New  York.    I'oslage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Eugene  Field.    Music  by  J.  M.  Whyte. 

She  wag  ready  for  sieep  and  she  lay  on  my  arm, 

In  her  liiile  frilled  cup  so  fine. 
With  her  golden  hair  falling  out  at  the  edge. 

Like  a  circle  of  noon  suntihine: 
.      And  I  hummed  the  old  tune  of  "Banbury  Cross  " 

And  "  Three  men  who  put  out  to  sea," 
When  she  sleepily  said,  as  she  closed  her  blue  eyes, 

"  Papa,  fot  would  you  take  for  me?  " 

Chorus. 

So  I  rocked  my  baby  and  rocked  away;         . 

She  was  sleepy  ai.d  weary  with  play, 

Bnt  I  held  her  warm  iu  my  love-strong  arms, 

And  I  rocked  her  and  rocked  away. 

And  1  rocked  her  and  rocked  away. 

And  I  hummed  and  hummed  and  hummed  away; 

How  much.  Oh,  how  much  would  it  he? 
When  she  sleepily  said  as  she  closed  her  blue  eyes, 

"  Pupa,  fot  would  you  take  for  me?" 

And  I  answered  a  dollar,  dear  little  heart. 

And  she  slept,  baby  weary  with  play. 
But  I  held  her  warm  in  my  love-strong  arms. 

And  I  rocked  her  and  rocked  away. 
Ob,  the  dollar  meant  all  the  world  to  me, 

The  land  and  the  sea  and  the  sky; 
The  lowest  depths  of  the  lowest  place,         -      ,  " 

The  highest  of  ull  that's  bigb.— 6' Ao/-u«. 

All  the  cities  with  streets  and  palnccs, 

With  their  pictures  and  stores  of  art, 
1  would  not  take  for  one  low,  soft  throb 

Of  my  little  one's  loving  heart;  ,        - 

Nor  all  the  gold  that  was  ever  found 

In  the  busy  wealth-finding  past. 
Would  I  take  for  one  smile  of  my  darling's  face 

Did  I  know  it  must  be  the  last.— 6' Aoru«. 

So  I  rocked  my  baby  and  rocked  away, 
,      ■  And  I  felt  such  a  sweet  content. 

For  the  words  of  the  song  expressed  more  to  me  " 

Than  they  ever  before  had  meant; 
And  the  night  crept  on,  and  I  slept  and  dreamed 

Of  things  far  too  gladsome  to  be. 
And  I  wakened  with  li|>s  saying  close  t3  my  ear, 

"Papa,  fot  would  you  take  for  me?"— C'Aortw. 


NOT    THE    ONLY    ONE.    ^ 

•      /':,■•       Copyright.  WW,  by  Welustein  &  Woodwai-d.       ^'^>v     .;, 
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— The  Presidential  situation— a  job  for  four  years  at  $50,000 
per  annum. 

— Mr.  QotLam:  "  Wby  is  it  that  so  many  of  the  Boston  girls 
wear  spectacles?"  Mr.  Banker:  "  Because  they  think  it  immodest 
to  look  at  anything  with  the  naked  eye." 


Words  written  exclusively  for  Wm.  Hoey  by  Wni.  Jerome  and  Matt  Woodward. 
Music  by  John  Hayhew. 


I  always  make  the  best  of  things  whatever  may  betide, 

Aiid  us  I  jog  along  in  life  I  keep  the  sunny  side; 

For  instance,  when  they  locked  me  up  in  jail  the  other  ulgbt  .  ^ 

I  looked  upon  the  matter  in  this  philosophic  light: 
I  was  not  the  only  one!  Oh,  dear,  nol 
I  was  not  the  only  one!  there  were  others  just  as  bad. 
So  wby  should  I  feel  sad?  I  was  not  the  only  one! 

I  always  take  in  parties,  and,  in  fact,  I'm  quite  a  swell; 

In  almost  every  club  in  towu  my  face  is  known  quite  well, 

I  take  well  at  'most  anything  or  any  place  of  note; 

At  a  swell  affair  the  other  night  I  took  an  overcoati 
But  that  was  not  the  only  one!  Uh,  dear,  no! 
That  was  not  the  only  one!  I  took  half  a  dozen  more 
And  skedaddled  through  the  door,  so  that' was  not  the  only  onel 

New  Jersey  is  a  lovely  place  to  live  in,  I  don't  think  1 
And  just  to  stay  there  for  a  week  would  drive  a  man  to  drinki 
One  night  I  woke  up  with  a  start  and  what  do  you  suppose? 
I  saw  a  big  mosquito  walking  off  with  all  my  clothes! 
But  he  was  not  the  only  one!  Ob,  dear,  no! 
Ue  was  not  the  only  one!  some  with  whiskers  long  and  gray 
Sang  "Ta-ra-ra  Boom-de-ay!  "  so  he  was  not  the  ouiy  one! 

Some  people  think  that  married  life  is  destitute  of  joy 

Unless  you  have  a  cradle  and  a  little  baby  boy. 

Last  night  when  I  complained  becuuse  I  beard  my  infant  weep,  ,  ~ 

My  wife  exclaimed,  "It  isn't  hard  to  put  a  boy  to  sleep!  " 
But  he  was  not  the  only  onel  Oh.  dear,  no! 
Ue  was  not  the  only  one!  When  iie  started  in  to  roar 
lie  awoke  a  dozen  more,  for  he  was  not  the  only  one! 

When  New  York  wanted  cavalry  I  joined  Troop  A,  of  course; 

The  only  thing  I  didn't  know  was  how  to  ride  a  horse! 

One  day  when  through  a  public  street  we  galloped  fimr-abreast, 

I  stumbled,  and  the  iiorse  behind  trud  ui>oii  my  chest! 
But  he  was  not  the  only  one!  Oh,  dear,  no! 
Ue  was  not  the  only  onel  On  my  chest  I  found  a  mark 
Of  a  horseshoe  deep  and  dark,  and  that  was  not  the  only  onet 

In  a  large  room  just  off  Broadway  I  once  saw  a  crowd  of  men; 

]  don't  know  what  they  meant,  but  they  were  calling  "5  to  101" 

I  saw  no  horses,  so  I  knew  it  couldn't  be  a  race, 

Yet,  all  the  sume,  I  tore  up  tickets  when  I  left  the  placet 
And  I  was  not  the  only  one!  Oh,  dear,  ucl 
I  was  not  the  only  one!  to  Uncle  Isaac  I  applied. 
And  I  found  when  safe  inside  that  I  was  not  the  only  one! 

One  day  I  went  to  New  Orleans  to  see  a  little  game. 
When  I  returned  I  hadn't  got  a  dollar  to  my  namel 
A  sporting  friend  said,  "  Back  John  L.,  Jim  Corbett's  got  no  show," 
But  when  I  told  him  Jim  had  won  he  said,  "I  told  you  so." 
And  he  was  not  the  only  one!  Oh,  dear,  no! 
He  was  not  the  only  one!  John  L.  was  so  surprised 
Ue  was  almost  paralyzed,  but  lie  was  not  tbe  only  onel 

A  friend  had  been  to  dine  with  mc,  I  took  him  home  at  four; 

I  hel|)ed  him  find  the  keyhole  till  his  wife  came  to  the  door. 

Said  she,  "  I'd  like  to  say  one  word  when  you  are  safe  in  bed." 

And  when  he  tried  to  get  to  sleep  one  awful  word  she  said. 
But  that  was  not  the  only  one!  Oh,  deur,  no! 

That  was  not  the  only  one!   When  she  said,  "  It's  brutes  that  driuki  " 
It  consoled  him  some  to  think  that  he  was  not  the  only  onel 

I  once  was  very  thirsty,  and  a  nice  saloon  was  near; 

Ten  cents  was  all  I  had  to  spend  and  so  I  ordered  beer. 

Thought  I,  "If  I  should  meet  a  friend  another  beer  I'll  stAnd," 

And,  sure  enough,  a  man  came  in  and  shook  me  by  the  baud. 
But  he  was  not  the  only  one!  Oh.  dear,  no! 
Ue  was  not  the  only  one!  Ue  culled  in  a  base-ball  nine, 
Then  some  others  fell  in  line,  and  they  were  not  the  only  ones! 

It  used  to  be  the  caper,  not  so  very  long  ago. 

To  say  our  ships  were  wash-tubs  and  our  navy  stood  no  show; 

But  now  we  have  a  cruiser  that  will  cause  no  blui<h  of  shame; 

'Tis  one  of  which  we  should  Ije  proud,  the  New  York  is  its  name. 
And  that  is  not  the  only  one!  Oh,  dear,  no! 
Thai  is  not  the  only  one!  In  an  awkward  foreign  job 
We  could  trust  to  "fighting  Bob,"  and  be  is  not  the  only  onel 

This  city  it  is  noted  for  policemen  brave  and  true. 
So  just  a  word  I'd  like  to  say  about  the  "Boys  in  blue": 
When  walking  home  one  night,  said  I,  "  What  faithful  watch  they  keep!  " 
Just  then  I  saw  one  on  a  step,  and  he  was  fust  asleep. 
But  he  was  not  the  only  onel  Oh,  dear,  no! 
He  was  not  the  only  one!   There  were  others  by  the  score 
Sleeping  next  to  some  side  door,  so  he  was  not  the  only  onet 

When  Death  in  pestilential  form  invades  onr  shores  by  stealth. 
It  meets  a  stern  antagonist  in  New  York's  Bouid  of  Health. 
No  politics  should  blind  our  eyes  to  well-deserved  praise. 
So  now  to  Jenkins  and  the  Board  my  hat  I  gladly  raise. 
And  I  am  not  the  only  one!  Oh,  dear,  no! 
I  am  not  the  only  one!  I'll  bet  half  the  people  here 
Would  for  Jenkins  give  a  cheer,  so  I  am  not  tbe  only  one! 


.<^ 


— 3Ir.  Dunham:  "  Did  you  render  Mr.  Slowpay  his  bill?  " 
Boy:  "  No,  he  rendered  it  himself,  sir.  He  tore  it  all  to 
when  I  handed  it  to  him." 
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Words  and  Music  by  Henry  Lamb. 
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I  liave  a  girl,  n  treasure,  ewcet  as  the  morn  ia  she. 

Our  love  you  cituiiot  measure,  truly  hai>py  we; 

She  li8tei.8  for  my  coining;,  niid  t'reeis  iiie  witb  a  ki!*fi; 

I  am  sure  you  ^Yould  uot  ask  for  Lappiueas  more  than  this,  for  the  is- 

Chorcb. 

Stately,  tall  and  fair,  eyes  so  blue  anil  fender. 
Heart  of  iio\d,  prize  untold,  she's  my  heart's  surrender; 
Grace  and  beauty  rare,  all  her  friends  cotnmeiid  her; 
A  model  of  perfection,  and  the  very  best  girl,  1  know. 

There  may  be  girls  more  tender,  there  may  be  hearts  more  true. 

Form  more  divine,  more  slender,  eyes  of  deeper  blue. 

But  never  liaviuK  seen  them,  couteuted  then  um  I; 

That  my  heart  is  eaiisfled  upon  that  you  can  rely,  for  she  is— C'Ao/f/c 


WHERE     SHALL     I     FIND     HIM? 

Co|)yrlght,  1892,  by  Weinstein  *  Woo«lward. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  F.  Allen. 


My  darling,  clasp  your  tiny  hands,  and  say  thy  pray'r,  my  love; 
Your  papa  watches  over  you  from  Heaven  up  above. 
He  sees  your  lovlnjj,  ancel  face  raitHtl  up  to  nim  so  fair. 
And  hears  my  precious  little  one,  while  Kneeling  in  her  pray'rl 

Cuonus. 

*'  Our  Father,  who  art  in  Heaven!"  each  night  I  kneel  to  Thee! 
And  prav  for  my  dear  papa,  who'c  gone  so  far  from  me; 
I  know  Vou'll  treat  him  kindly;  he  cherished  us  with  care. 
For,  oh,  we  loved  him  dearly,  oh,  hear  me  in  my  pray'rl 

When  sunshine  creeps  into  the  room,  then  open  wide  your  eyes. 
And  hear  the  birds,  now  sweet  they  sing  their  message  from  the  skies; 
They  briiiK  to  you  your  papa's  love,  their  welcome  you  must  share, 
So  kneel  beside  your  little  ued  and  offer  up  your  pray'r!— C'^ru«. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Matt  Woodward. 


When  I  waa  young  I  used  to  read  of  men  who  were  so  brave 
That  they  would  gladly  give  their  lives  some  other  life  to  save. 
I  read  of  men  untuinted  by  tlie  breath  of  sin  or  shame. 
And  men  whose  honor  was  a  fact,  and  uot  an  empty  name! 
Yet  people  whom  I  ask  decluro  there's  not  the  slightest  doubt 
That  such  a  mun  exists  to-day  if  I  but  seek  him  out. 

But  wliere  shall  1  find  liiin!'  wheic  shall  I  find  liiinf 
Maybe  up  with  the  aiii^els,  but  not  upon  the  earth. 

If  I  sliould  hap|>en  to  meet  him,  how  kindly  I  would  treat  him; 
I'd  kiss  him  and  bless  him  and  fondly  caress  him  for  all  be  is  worth. 

When  I  was  quite  a  little  girl,  my  mother  used  to  say: 
Beware  of  naughty  men,  my  dear,  for  men  are  very  gay. 
Perchance  some  day  you'll  find  a  man  who  loves  you  for  yourself, 
And  values  virtue  as  a  gem  beyond  all  worldly  pelf — 
He  will  not  go  to  clubs  ut  night,  but  slay  ut  liome  instead— 
Believe  me,  dear,  of  all  mankind  that  is  the  muu  to  wed! 
But  where  shall  I  find  him?  etc. 

Miss  Libbey  wrote  a  novel,  and  the  hero  of  the  tale 
Had  virtues  that  were  quite  enmigli  to  make  un  angel  pale; 
His  fine  moustache  had  turned  the  heads  of  widow,  maid  and  wife. 
Yet,  tliough  he  was  a  thorough  sport,  lie  led  a  "sportless  "  life. 
I  want  to  meet  a  hero  like  the  man  you  find  in  books — 
Unselfish,  modest,  six  feet  tall,  and  handsome  iu  his  looks. 
But  where  shall  I  find  him?  etc. 

I've  just  been  told  about  a  man,  a  married  man  at  tliat! 
Who  kept  his  wife  and  thirteen  babes  all  in  a  little  flat; 
He  never  smoked,  he  never  chewed;  what's  more  he  never  drank, 
'i'hongh  earning  only  ten  ))er  week,  he  put  five. in  the  bank; 
He  washed  the  babies,  lit  the  fires,  aud  bought  his  wife  a  hat; 
It  strikes  me  when  I  want  to  wed  I'll  get  a  man  like  that. 
But  where  shall  I  find  liiml'  etc. 

A  man  once  asked  me  out  to  dine;  of  course,  I  gladly  went; 
On  such  occasions,  I'd  l)eeu  told,  men  cared  not  what  they  spent. 
And  so,  as  I  was  hungry,  and  I  didn't  have  to  pay, 
I  went  right  through  the  bill  of  fare,  from  soup  to  poiisse  cafe. 
But  when  the  waiter  thought  the  bill,  my  host  began  to  wince; 
Ue  went  outside  to  see  a  friend,  and  1  haven't  seeu  him  since. 
Aud  wliere  siiall  I  find  him?  etc. 

Male  Version. 
When  but  a  boy  it  was  my  joy  to  flirt  with  all  the  girls. 
Till  one  I  met,  a  little  pet,  with  wavy  golden  curls. 
Though  I  was  y(ning,  to  her  I  clung  like  monkey  to  a  stick: 
No  candy  she  could  bear  to  see  and  icr-cream  made  her  sick; 
She  did  not  cure  for  jewels  rare,  and  sealskin  she  despised; 
She  went  away,  and  since  that  day  I've  often  advertised. 
But  where  sliiill  I  find  her?  wliere  shall  I  find  her? 

Muy)>e  u|)  witli  the  angels,  but  not  upon  the  earth. 
If  I  should  happen  to  meet  her,  how  kindly  I  would  treat  lier— 
I'd  kiss  her  and  bless  her  aud  fondly  caress  her  for  all  she  is  worth. 

One  night  I  dreamed,  and,  as  it  seemed,  I  saw  a  maiden  fair; 
1  kissed  her  face,  yet  found  no  trace  of  rouge  or  powder  there. 
Tliouirli  ev'ry  move  seemed  but  to  prove  her  l>eauty  aud  her  grace. 
That  maiden  fair  was  not  aware  she  hud  a  pretty  face; 
She  did  uot  try  with  shirt  and  tie  to  be  lialf  girl,  half  man; 
Throughout  my  life  to  find  such  wife  I'll  do  the  best  I  can. 
But  where  shall  I  find  her?  etc. 

A  man  once  said  that  ho  had  read  of  a  wealthy  New  York  girl 
Who  fainted  dead  when  axked  to  w-ed  a  noble  British  Earl. 
'*  Blue  blood ''  and  "  birth  "  but  roused  her  mirth,  and,  as  I  understand. 
She  sought  a  poor  but  honest  boor  and  to  him  gave  her  baud. 
Since  1  am  fairly  honest,  and  my  income  is  not  fat, 
I  guess  I  will  not  marry  till  I  meet  a  girl  like  that. 
But  where  shall  I  find  her?  etc. 


POLLY    O^NEIL. 

Copyright,  1892.  by  Wm.  B.  Qlenr-oy. 
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Words  and  Music  by  William  B.  Olenroy. 

There's  a  neat  little  cottage  that  stands  in  a  grove. 

Surrounded  by  tall  shady  trees; 
Residing  within  is  a  sweet  country  girl. 

Your  affections  I'm  certain  she'd  please; 
Her  eyes  shine  as  bright  us  the  stars  in  tite  night, 

With  a  smile  and  a  heart  true  as  steel; 


rl 


Admired  by  every  young  chap  in  our  town, 
St  little  Polly  Omil. 


Is  siveet 


CHORI'8. 

She's  a  queen,  so  serene; 

She's  charmingly  sweet  and  divine. 
Lovely  girl,  teeth  of  pearl; 

I'd  give  all  this  world  if  I  could  call  her  mine; 
Eyes  of  blue,  heart  so  true, 

A  smile  slie  can  never  conceal; 
She's  the  pride  of  our  town. 
And  she's  known  miles  around 

As  sweet  little  Polly  O'Neil.  ' 

In  her  manners  so  modest,  yet  pleasant  with  all, 

A  sweet,  childish  smile  on  her  face; 
Just  one  simple  glance  nt  those  bright  eyes  of  bine, 

And  a  pure,  loving  heart  you  cau  trace; 
There's  no  other  home  In  the  touu  of  Tyrone 

Such  an  honor  to  visit  I  feel; 
If  ever  you  go,  you'll  be  welcome  I  know 

At  the  home  of  sweet  Polly  O'Neil.— 6' Awi/». 
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— An  old  toi>er  gene 
spirits. 


jnilly  fireis 


lels  the  most  blue  when  be  is  out  of 


God  "Won't  Love  You. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Will  H.  Fox. 


Remembrance  is  a  task  to  some,  to  me  'tis  naught  but  joy. 

Sweet  mem'ry  takes  me  back  to  days  of  yore; 
To  a  fond  old  mother's  side,  where  oft  I've  sat  with  pride, 

Oh,  tliat  I  could  recall  them  lust  once  more. 
The  evening  meal  w  hen  over,  dear  father  he  would  say, 

*•  Your  lessons  for  the  morrow's  school  recite." 
The  studies  being  done,  dear  mother  she  would  come. 

And  tell  us  after  kissing  us  good  uight: 

CUORI'S. 

'*  God  won't  love  you  If  you  don't  be  good, 
God  won't  love  you  if  you  do  act  rude; 
Mother's  little  boy,  her  Idol  and  her  joy, 
God  won't  love  you  if  you  don't  be  good." 

Those  goodnight  words  of  mother's,  they  still  linger  in  my  heart, 

And  tho'  Bonemian-like  I  roam  afar: 
Often  attempted  to  do  w  rong,  that  simple  little  song    ■ 

Has  ever  been  to  me  a  guiding  star. 
In  fancy  I  can  see  her,  though  many  years  ago. 

When  she  in  pray'r  would  now  her  old  grav  head; 
If  obstinate  we  d  act.  she  would  tell  us  of  a  fact. 

Which  we  both  loved  and  feared,  for  then  she  said: 

CHOBfS. 

"  God  won't  love  yon  If  yon  don't  be  good, 
God  won't  love  yon  if  you  do  act  rude; 
'    Mother's  baby  girl,  her  precious  little  pearl, 
God  won't  love  you  if  you  don't  be  good. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.    37. 


The  Love  that  Came  Too  Late. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  VVUUs  Woodward  &.  Co.    EUiter«d  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Londou. 

Tlie  Words  and  Uiislc  of  this  Songr  will  be  Heiit  to  any  addres*.  post-paid,  on  receipt  or  to 

oentu;  ortlilnandanytnootlierSonirB  for  one  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Well  man.  IS"  &  132 

Parle  Kow,  New  York.    hoscaKO  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Wra.  E.  GrefcK- 


Ah,  had  we  met  iu  other  days,  when  life  was  youuK  and  fair; 
Uad  eyes  of  tliinc  but  met  my  gaze,  ere  hearts  grew  sad  with  care. 
How  sweet  the  moments  now  would  glide,  what  joys  would  on  them  wait: 
But  now  I  mourn,  far  from  thy  side,  the  love  that  came  too  late! 

Chorus. 
"Too  late!"'  'tis  life's  unending  song,  thro'  years  that  lonely  wait; 
Ah,  sad  to  mourn,  while  mcm'ries  throng,  the  love  that  came  too  late! 
Too  late!  too  late!  the  love  that  came  too  late! 

My  heart  recalls  the  bitter  pain,  the  past,  the  happy  past; 
Oh,  could  1  hold  thy  hand  again,  anu  claim  thee  mme  at  last! 
Oh,  paths  that  rudely  severetl  are  by  dark  and  hopeless  fate. 
Forever  set  is  life's  one  star,  the  love  that  came  too  late!— C'Aori/*.    , 


HE    WAS    A    SOLDIER 

Copyright,  1W2.  by  WUlis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stutionei-s'  Hull,  I^nd.m. 


The  Words  and  .Music  of  this  Soucr  will  be  iient  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

e«nt«,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirt>^or  Une  Dollar,  by  limry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  132 

Park  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 


KEEP    AWAY. 

■  Copyright,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 

The  Words  and  Muido  of  this  Song  wiH  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  I{eiir>-  J.  Wehman.  I30&  IS 

Park  Uow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  token  same  as  cosh  tor  all  our  goods. 


Written  by  W.  T.  Lytton.    Composed  by  Geo.  Le  Bruuu. 


Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dresser. 


A  yonth  of  twenty  Summers,  he  was  going  far  away. 
To  flght  for  that  he  loved  the  besi  in  battle's  grand  array; 
I  saw  him  kiss  the  falling  tears  from  off  a  mother's  cheek. 
And  say,  "  Dou"t  weep,  for  I'll  return  some  day." 
And  then  he  went  off  to  the  war,  a  youth  so  blithe  and  gay. 
His  mother  watched  him  from  the  gate  until  he  passed  away; 
He  wcLt  into  the  battle  and  fought  with  might  and  main. 
And  when  the  war  was  over,  bis  thoughts  turned  home  again. 

CnoRus. 
For  he  was  a  soldier  and  he  went  to  the  war. 
He  fought  for  the  flag  he  loved  in  battle-fields  afar; 
And  when  it  was  over,  with  many  a  scar, 

He  came  buck  friendless  and  alone 
To  the  place  of  his  birth  with  its  old  oaken  door. 
Where  lie  had  said  good-bj'e  in  the  days  of  yore; 
But  all  were  gone  to  return  no  more. 

No  one  to  meet  him  at  home. 

The  vet'ran  soldier  sadly  gazed,  then  with  a  deep-drawn  sigh, 

He  turned  his  footsteps  from  that  home  where  they  had  said,  "good-bye." 

He  thought  about  that  mother's  face  that  he  had  longed  to  see, 

Then  cried  aloud — Oh,  give  her  back  to  me! 

He  wandered  down  the  village  street  and  saw  the  children  play. 

But  no  familiar  one  to  greet  and  then  he  went  away; 

The  bugle  call  he  seemed  to  hear — to  arms!  stand  side  by  side! 

The  Great  Commander  calls  me,  then  sank  to  earth  and  died.— CAotum. 


»•  m 


IN  A  LITTLE  SEA-SIDE  COTTAG-E. 


Ccpyriglit,  1891!,  by  N.  Weinstein. 


The  WordH  nnd  Music  of  this  Song  will  bv  sent  to  any  addres)<.  poxt-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  nny  two  other  Soiitrs  for  one  Dollar,  by  Htnry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  ISi 

I'ark  Kuw,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  uur  goods. 


Gk)od  advice  I'm  just  about  to  give  yon- 
Something  that  may  save  you  much  distress; 

Ere  my  song  is  done  you  will  confess 
*  That  what  I  say  is  all  serene. 

Siippose  a  little  bill  you  owe  vour  tailor. 
He's  the  last  man  you  woufd  wish  to  meet. 

Should  you  spot  him  coming  down  the  street 
Then  act  upon  this  plan : 

Chorus. 

Keep  away,  keep  away!  take  my  tip,  'tis  the  best  thing  you  can  do! 
Keep  away,  keep  away!  for  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view! 

If  you  conrt  a  lovely  little  maiden. 

Who  has  hopes  oi  coming  into  •' oof," 
But  if  underneath  her  father's  roof 

That  parent  says  you're  not  to  go;  ••    .    ■ 

':'''.        You  feel  SO  sad  you  really  can't  resist  it,     ■ 

Ev'ry  night  as  usual  there  you  jog,  .  :    ■-- 

But  when  daddy  buys  a  savage  dog 

To  ornament  the 'step — t'Mrut.        \ 

When  you  go  off  on  the  "tiddly -hi-ti," 

Ab  you  naughty  husbands  often  do. 
Rolling  home  just  as  ifs  striking  two. 

To  find  your  dear  wife  sitting  up. 
And  with  ner  ma-in-law  ujKjn  the  door-Btep, 

Anxious  to  give  you  a  taste  of  "jaw," 
Fingers  itching  at  your  face  to  claw, 

Ir  you'd  enjoy  the  scene— t'Ao»'«». 


_    .  ^     ir 


Next,  suppose  j-ou  do  a  little  flirting 

(Which  IS  scarce  the  projier  thing  to  do), 
And  your  little  wifie  comes  in  view— 

"Alike  all  over"  then  you  feel; 
But  if,  instead  of  going  for  your  whiskers. 

She  makes  for  tiie  damsel  by  your  side. 
Don't  attempt  the  ladies  to  divide. 

But  let  them  flght  it  out.— 6' AorM#. 


» 


PULLING  MCALLISTER'S  TOOTH. 

'       /  ,  Copyright,  1892,  by  Morris  Muetzler.  ^ 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Suiiifs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130&iS2 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Woi-ds  and  Music  by  J.  N.  Buttei-ly. 


Words  by  George  Cooper.    Musiu  by  W.  C.  Parker. 


In  a  little  sea-side  cottage  there's  a  little  maiden  fair. 

And  she  gazes  o'er  the  billows,  for  her  loving  heart  is  there; 

She  knows  her  blue-eyed  laddie  now  is  sailing  o'er  the  foam. 

And  the  star  that  guides  him  onward  is  that  pleasant  cottage  home! 

"Tis  a  year  since  they  were  parted,  but  her  heart  tells  he  is  true, 

And  how  she  longs  to  ga/e  within  his  eyes  of  bonnie  blue; 

So  she  watches  With  devotion  while  the'stars  are  in  the  sky. 

And  her  heart  is  ever  singing  when  the  snowy  sails  go  byl 

Refrain. 
Bring  iny  sailor  laddie  home  from  far  across  the  blue. 
Still  tor  him  I'm  sighing,  still  my  heart  is  true; 
Biids  of  ocean  go  and  find  him,  o'er  the  bounding  sea. 
Bear  a  kiss  to  him  I  love  and  bfing  one  back  to  mel 

To  this  little  sea-side  cottage  came  a  letter  from  afar. 

And  it  told  her  of  tiic  laddie  who  waa  life's  own  guiding  star; 

It  told  her  of  a  shipwreck  where  the  crew  was  cast  away. 

And  the  tear-drops  dimmed  her  eyelids  while  she  read  with  wild  dismay! 

Still  her  gentle  heart  kept  hoping,  and  she  walthed  from  mom  till  night. 

She  gazed  with  longing  on  each  sail  that  proudly  ho\e  in  sight; 

And  she  begged  of  all  the  siiilors  for  a  word  to  tell  her  there 

Of  her  dear  and  absent  laddie,  while  she  sang  in  sad  despair;— i?^ra«n. 

To  this  little  sea-side  cottage  came  a  youth  one  sunny  day. 

And  he  tap|>ed  upon  the  window  in  the  old  familiar  way; 

His  face  was  brown  and  handsome,  and  his  eyes  were  bonnie  blue,  ■' 

And  he  gazed  ujx)n  the  maiden  with  a  look  so  fond  and  true! 

Then  she  thought  he  was  a  stranger  bearing  tidings  of  the  lad. 

Who  'mid  the  shipwreck  far  away  had  drowned  and  left  her  sad; 

But  he  clasiK'd  her  to  his  bosom,  and  he  kissed  her  tears  away, 

While  her  happy  heart  kept  singing,  like  the  birdies  of  the  May;— .ff</irain. 


— No  mau  ia  ricli>mio  is  not  contented. 


McAllister  had  an  old  tfwth  that  was  bad— 

A  stump,  and  all  day  it  would  jump; 
It  grew  in  his  "  mushroom  "  just  back  of  his  face. 

And  pushed  his  head  out  in  a  lump. 
We  tooK  him  to  Doctor  O'Dougherty's  shop,  - 

He  opened  his  face  and  looked  in; 
Says  he,  "There's  no  doubt,  if  I  can't  pull  it  out. 

To  be  sure  I  can  push  the  tooth  in!" 

Chorus. 
With  a  hook  in  his  jaw,  and  a  wild  tug  of  war, 
McAllister  swore,  and  the  doctor  pull^  more, 
Up  and  down  on  the  floor  until  he  was  sore. 

But  nothing  would  loosen  the  root. 
Now,  these  are  the  facts,  the  doctor  got  an  axe. 
He  gave  it  two  whacks,  out  it  wouldn't  relax, 
He'd  a  pain  in  his  back,  beating  carpet  with  Mack, 

In  pulling  his  villainous  tooth. 

Says  Mack  then  at  last,  "  Now  I  think  I'll  take  gas." 

"  Let  me  have  the  same,"  savs  I ; 
I  thought  to  myself,  ifs  McAllister's  treat. 

And  I  felt  just  a  little  bit  dry. 
Then  I  lost  my  head  and  I  lost  my  two  feet, 

I  tried  to  think  where  I  could  be; 
When  the  doctor,  the  fool,  now  if  he  didn't  pull 

McAllister's  tooth  out  of  me.—  Chorus. 

When  he  saw  the  mistake  that  the  doctor  did  make. 

More  gas  he  was  given,  of  course; 
Tied  his  hands  and  his  feet,  put  the  tongs  in  his  teeth. 

And  we  hitched  him  up  to  a  truck  horse. 
We  gave  it  a  start,  and  it  went  like  a  dart, 

McAllister  let  out  a  roar; 
Now  worse  was  the  fix,  for  the  horse  he  pulled  six 

Good  teeth  from  McAllister's  j&w.—  Chorug. 

The  doctor  was  beat,  sure,  at  pulling  his  teeth. 

And  likewise  at  pulling  his  leg; 
"But,''  says  he.  "  Vou  can  bet,  tliat  I'll  get  it  out  yet — 

Now  wait  just  a  minute  I  beg." 
With  a  tear  in  his  i-ye,  then  he  kissed  Mack  good-bye. 

While  all  of  us  stood  around  mute; 
In  the  back  of  bis  gum,  then  he  put  in  a  bomb, 
-  And  Wew  out  McAllister's  tooih.—Cfiorut. 
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— It  is  a  mistake  to  say  the  rain  falls  alike  on  the  just  and  the 
unjust.    The  latter  always  has  the  umbrella. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.   37. 


TINY    HANDS. 

Copyright,  1878,  by  T.  B.  Kelley. 

Th*  Word!  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addreM,  post-paid,  on  rrcrlpt  of  40 

oents;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Songs  forUne  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  130 dt  ISS 

Pai'k  Row,  New  York.    Fosta^fe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gouds. 


Words  and  Music  by  T.  B.  KcUey. 


Come,  my  bonny  baby  girl,  and  eit  upon  my  knee; 
Laugh  aud  prattle  all  you  please,  vou  fill  my  heart  with  glee. 
Shake  your  pretty  flaxen  curls,  whisper  your  sweet  commandt. 
Twine  arouad  me  lovingly  those  tiny,  dimpled  haude. 


CUOBUS. 


Tiny  hands  around  me  twining, 

Little  bright  eyes  fondly  shining; 

Oh,  I  love  to  take  you  on  my  knee 
Aud  press  those  tiny  hands. 

Tell  me  of  your  childish  play,  aud  sing  your  baby  songs; 

Did  you  ramble  out  to-dav  among  tlic  ousy  throngs? 

I  love  to  hear  your  gleeful  voice,  to  me  it  sounds  divine; 

Oh,  kiss  me  sweet,  my  little  one,  and  clasp  your  bands  in  tninc.—  C/iorut. 

Love  and  happiness  you  bring,  to  cheer  our  pleasant  home; 

To  my  heart  you'll  ever  cling,  no  matter  where  I  roam. 

Sweet  and  charming  baby  girl,  dearer  than  wealth  or  lands; 

With  joy  and  peace  the  hour  is  blest  when  I  press  your  tiny  hands.— CAo. 


RECOLLECTIONS    OF   HOME. 


By  Patrick  Parker. 


Bead  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sonic  Books,  Letter  VViiten).  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell.-i  r 
Trick  Books,  Keoitatlon  Books,  Fenny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketcli 
Books,  Stump  Speeclies,  Irish  Songr  R<M>ks,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  I90  A  1S2  Park  Row,  New  York. 


It's  often  in  fancy  I  revisit  my  home 

Far  o'er  the  wide  rolling  sea. 
There  is  no  place  on  earth,  wherever  I  roam. 

Like  the  cottage  that  first  sheltered  met 

It's  white  gable  ends  in  my  visions  I  see: 

Though  twenty  long  yeurs  liuve  passed 
Since  I  played  'neaih  the  shade  of  the  hawthorn  tree, 

And  fancied  those  pleasures  would  last. 

At  morn  we  plucked  the  wild  rose  from  the  bnsh; 

Bow  enchanting  was  the  cuckoo  in  the  dell. 
And  I  listened  with  rapture  to  the  song  of  the  thrush. 

As  he  sat  on  his  perch  by  the  well. 

At  eve  when  the  snn  showed  my  shadow  at  best, 

I  wore  grandfather's  hat  to  look  tall; 
I  would  watch  the  cawing  rooks  as  they  flew  to  their  neeta. 

While  the  echo  would  answer  my  call. 

Though  time  has  elapsed,  my  heart  is  not  frail; 

I  will  vet  steer  my  bark  o'er  the  main. 
Where  the  green  flag  of  freedom  will  fly  to  the  breeze; 

I  will  see  my  loved  cottai;e  again ! 

•    »9m    > 


NORAH     BRADY. 

Copyright,  l«»l.  by  Chas.  Slieard  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  i-eeeipt  of  to 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henrv  J.  Wehman,  130  A  133 

Park  Kow,  New  Yurk.    I'ustage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  oui'  goods. 


Words  aud  Music  by  Charlts  Williams. 


Have  yon  heard  tell  of  sweet  Norah  Brady? 

Little  Norah,  all  adore  her; 
She's  a  pure-minded  young  Irish  lady. 

With  eyes  blue  as  skies  up  above. 
It  was  down  by  tlie  lakes  of  Kiliarney, 

Near  the  water,  her  lover  taught  her 
To  listen  to  all  his  fine  blarney. 

And  dream  the  sweet  dream  of  true  love. 

CUORI'S. 

Sweet  Norah  Brady  has  eyes  bright  and  blue. 

Sweet  Norah  Brady  has  a  heart  wjlh  fond  and  true: 

Down  by  Kiliarney  she  dwells  in  sweet  repose. 

The  finest  flower  in  natures  bower  is  this  little  Irish  rose. 

Every  morning  at  sunrise  he  meets  her. 

Fresh  as  roses,  nature's  posies; 
With  a  kiss  of  affection  he  greets  her — 

She  smiles  like  a  shy  little  dove. 
Hand  in  hand  by  the  lake-side  they  wander. 

Sunlight  beaming,  as  they're  dreaming; 
Upon  that  old  theme  they  both  ponder. 

The  sweetest  of  all  themes  is  love.— t'Aoru*. 

They  have  made  up  their  minds  not  to  tarry, 
with  the  spring-time  comes  the  ring-time, 

.    ,    When  Norah  her  lover  will  marry- 
Yes,  marry  for  true  love  alone. 

,         Tliey  have  no  wish  to  own  lots  of  pelf,  boys; 
Life  is  sunny  I  little  money 

■  •':     Will  do  for  the  wife  and  himself,  boys. 

When  sweet  Norah  Brady's  his  own.—  Chonu. 


ERIN. 

Copyright,  ISK,  by  Buckman  A  Farrell. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  ' 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  190ft  132 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stani|is  taken  sania  as  oaali  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Alfred  Burknian.    Music  by  H.  Hermanson. 


There's  a  dear  little  island  far  over  the  sea. 
No  better  known  spot  in  the  world  there  can  be; 
Her  sons  for  their  valor  are  famed  o'er  the  earth. 
Her  daughters  uneqnalcd  for  beauty  and  worth. 

Her  songs  have  re-echoed  o'er  many  a  strand. 

Her  wit  and  her  laugh  brightened  up  every  land; 

But  her  laugh  and  her  song  have  been  mingled  with  grief 
Since  the  day  she  was  sola  by  her  traitorous  ctiief . 

Chorus. 

Then  Erin,  my  country,  wherever  I  be. 
My  heart's  ever  loving  and  faithful  to  thee: 
For  wherever  I  wander  no  spot  on  the  earth 
Is  as  dear  as  the  sweet  little  isle  of  my  birth. 

How  long,  darling  isle,  must  my  heart  bleed  for  theef 
How  long  must  thy  fair  face  so  sorrowful  bey 
How  long  must  thou  suffer  grim  tyranny's  chain? 
How  long  ere  thy  own  sons  shall  rule  thee  again? 
Soon,  soon  loving  hearts  and  brave  arms  win  l>efriend. 
Soon  Heaven  will  contentment  and  haupiness  send; 
Thy  face  shall  be  smiling  and  joyous  tny  heart. 
And  Erin  and  liberty  ne'er  again  part—  Choru$. 


WHEN     YOUR     NAME     IS      PUT 
UPON    DE   GOLDEN   BOOK. 

Copyright,  18»2,  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co.    Entered  at  SUtioners'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  ou  receipt  of  iO 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  132 

Park  Row,  New  York.    I'ostage  Stamps  tukeu  same  as  cash  tor  all  our  gouUn. 


\ 


Words  and  Music  by  Stuart  S.  Taylor. 


What  a  (lay  for  great  rejoicing  and  to  dance  and  sing  and  shont. 

When  your  name  is  put  on  de  golden  book; 
And  you  know  de  gates  of  Heaven  ain't  a  gwlne  to  shet  you  out, 

If  vour  name  is  put  on  de  gulden  book. 
Den  liurry  up  you  sinners  dai's  lagging  way  l>ehlnd. 

Or  else  some  day  you'se  gwine  to  wiuce  and  den  sure  yon 're  to  find 
Dat  it's  just  a  little  oit  too  late — to  de  gospel  yoa've  been  blind. 

And  your  name  is  not  upon  de  golden  book. 

Chorus. 

Ain't  my  name  derc,  written  neater? 

Wipe  your  spec's  and  take  a  look  I 
Can't  you  see  it,  Uncle  Peter? 

Written  ou  de  golden  lx>okI 

Yon  should  act  upright  and  honest,  do  de  best  Jnst  what  you  can. 

If  you  want  your  name  ujwn  de  golden  book; 
Or  some  day  you'll  be  a  wishing  dat  you'd  been  a  better  man. 

If  vour  name  is  not  upon  de  golden  book. 
Break  off  from  all  your  sins,  de  good  cause  go  a  yellln'. 

Stop  stealing  little  chickens,  keep  away  from  watermelon'. 
If  you  don't  stop,  what  will  happen?  why  dere  ain't  no  way  of  tellln', 

But  your  name  »ou't  be  upon  dc  golden  book. — Chorut, 


*>» 


A  SONG-  FOR  MY  LOVE  TO  SING. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  WiUU  Woodward  A  Co.    Entered  at  Statlonets'  Hall,  London. 


The  Wiirds  and  Music  of  thin  8'>ng  w  III  be  sent  to  any  address,  po«^paid,  on  receipt  of  40  > 
centM;  or  this  ana  any  t>vo  other  M<inir>.  for  One  Dollar.  \>y  Henry  J.  W.^hiiiun,  iaO&  13K      1. 
I'ark  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Walter  P.  Keen. 


An  author  sat  in  his  room  one  night,  where  he  had  sat  for  lone; 
And  counted  time  and  measured  rhyme  to  write  another  song! 
He  searched  the  realms  of  fancy-land  to  And  a  worthy  theme; 
For  hours  he  sat  as  patiently  as  if  in  peaceful  dream. 
At  last  he  saw  a  picture  that  was  hanging  from  above — 
The  picture  of  a  maiden  fair,  the  portrait  of  his  love; 
He  cried  in  sudden  ecstacy,  I've  found  the  very  thing; 
I'll  write  a  song,  a  simple  song,  a  song  for  my  love  to  sing. 

Chorus. 

.  A  song  for  my  love  to  sing,  it  shall  not  be  of  sorrow, 
That  will  her  tear-drops  wring  when  she  reads  it  to-morrow; 
The  melody  must  be  as  sweet  as  the  rippling  of  the  rill. 
And  if  she  says  "  I  love  you!"  her  voice  wiU  be  sweeter  still. 

He  hummed  each  tune  that  fancy  weaved,  of  love  so  pure  and  true; 

Each  tender  strain  he  tried  again,  but  not  a  one  would  do. 

Oh,  muse  of  mine  I  pray  thee  now  to  well  perform  thy  part; 

Inspire  me  with  a  melody  to  come  from  out  my  heart. 

But  vainly  did  he  ponder,  for  no  theme  would  him  siifllce; 

He  cried,  I  cannot  write  a  strain  full  worthy  of  her  voicel 

He  yielded  when  again  he  saw  her  picture  there  above; 

Then  said,  of  songa  there's  none  so  sweet  as  the  gentle  voice  of  love.— CAo. 


— It  is  a  great  mistake  to  make  a  young  lady  a  present  of  a 
diary— she  never  keeps  it  long. 
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Don't  Forget  to  Dream  of  Me. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Ous  Adami. 


The  Wordt  and  Made  of  tUs  Song  will  be  aent  to  any  addi-ess,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

ceuta;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  VN  ehman,  ISO  Jt  132 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Poetage  Stanii>»  taken  lanie  aa  canu  fur  uU  ourKeoda. 


Word£  and  Music  by  Ous  Adam*. 


Sweet  be  thy  slumber  in  bright  dreams  of  gladness,      ■  ■ 

Angels  around  thee  bid  thy  cares  depart; 
Par  from  thee  linger  all  trouble  and  sadness, 

Joy  fold  thee  to  thy  rest  wherever  thou  arti 

Still  in  thy  dreamine  be  visions  of  splendor. 
Bright  as  yon  starlight  that  falls  o'er  the  deep; 

When  dies  the  soft  day.  80  tranquil  and  tender, 
My  dearest,  my  fairest  all  calm  be  thy  sleep. 

Refrain. 
While  in  distant  laud  my  heart's  repining, 

'Twill  be  joy  to  linow  that  happy  you  may  be; 
When  the  stars  of  the  night  are  softly  ehiuiiig, 

My  loved  one  don't  forget  to  dream  of  me. 

Waking  or  sleeping,  of  thee  still  I'm  dreaming, 

Tho'  we  are  parted  never  more  to  meet; 
Fair  o'er  my  pathway  in  iK-auty  are  beaming, 

Eyes  that  so  long  ago  'twas  rapture  to  greet. 
Bright  be  thy  moments,  tho'  far  we  must  sever, 

Glad  be  the  future,  tho'  lonely  I  stray; 
Tho'  joys  1  once  shared  are  gone  now  forever. 

In  sleeping,  m  walking  thy  visions  be  gay. — Rtfrain. 

Angels  watch  o'er  thee  till  morning  is  breaking. 

Keep  thee  forever  far  from  earthly  care; 
Bright  as  the  roses,  from  slumber  awaking, 

iXok  thou  with  loving  eves  on  all  that  is  fair. 
Tho'  I'm  forgotten,  and  ea:h  tie  is  broken, 

One  tender  memory,  oh,  give  unto  me; 
Tho'  now  of  our  past  thy  heart  keeps  no  token. 

My  darling,  my  loved  one,  all  joy  fall  to  thee.— .ff^ram. 
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WHAT    CAN    A    MAN    DO    NOW. 


OopyriKht,  1891,  by  Chas.  Sbeard  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  nf  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  Vii 

Parle  Uow,  New  York.    Pustaare  Stainps  taken  same  as  caoli  for  all  uur  iC'>od8. 

WHtten  and  Composed  by  Chai-les  Osborne. 

The  world  has  shifted  out  of  place,  we  men  have  fairly  lost  the  race, 

For  ever  since  a  famous  case  confusion  all  the  go  is — 
The  law  declares,  upon  my  life,  a  man  dare  not  detain  his  wife. 

Although  her  absence  causes  strife — so  what  /  want  to  know  is: 

Chorus. 
What  can  a  man  do  now?  what  can  a  man  do  now? 

For  the  masculines  to  the  femininee 
Are  absolutely  nowhere  I  what  can  a  man  do  now? 
V  Why,  imiutc  the  Turks  1 

He'll  have  to  play  with  the  "kids"  all  day 
While  the  poor  "old  Gooseberry"  works. 

The  ladies  fairly  take  the  lead,  for  female  parsons  spout  and  plead. 
And  female  doctors  quietly  bleed  their  simple  patients'  pockets; 

There's  lots  of  female  ooxers,  too,  female  dudes  who  smoke  and  chew. 
And  female  firework-makers,  too,  who  let  off  female  rockets.— C'/iOj-M*. 

There're  female  barbers  everywhere,  who'll  scrape  your  chin  and  crop  your  hair, 
And  females  who  can  do  their  share  as  book  and  mu8ic-bindert<; 

We've  female  guides  in  all  our  towns,  who  walk  and  talk  for  sundry  "browns," 
And,  in  spite  of  Mrs.  Grundy's  frowns,  we've  female  organ-grinders.— C'Ao/'i/*. 

Whate'er  the  work  the  girls  get  in,  they  make  the  worst  salvation  din. 
The  sex  can  drink  the  strongest  gin,  and  spank  the  worst  pianos; 

But  once  inside  the  House,  oh,  lor"  I  may  Heaven  preserve  us,  to  bo  sure. 
From  speeches  made  on  Irish  law  by  female  Doctor  Tanucrs! — Vhonig. 


THE    MOSS-GROWN    WELL. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Entered  at  Siatloners'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Huaicof  this  Son)?  will  be  sent  to  any  addreas,  post-i>atd ,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiiks  for  One  I>ollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehraan,  UOJt  132 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  .Stanu>8  taken  same  aa  ca^li  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  Hey. 


Meet,  oh,  meet  me,  maiden  mine,  down  by  the  moss-grown  well. 

Where  the  moon-beams  softly  shine  o'er  lonely  flow  er  and  dell ; 

There  beneath  the  trysting-troe,  I'll  breathe  thee  love  of  this  true  heart; 

A  love  that  uever  more  bhall  fade  till  life's  bright  sunshine  shall  depart. 
Then  meet,  oh,  meet  me,  maiden  mine,  down  by  the  moss-grown  well. 
Where  the  moon-beams  softly  shine  o'er  lonely  flower  and  dell. 

Meet,  oh,  meet  mc,  maiden  mine,  where  the  sweet  hawthorn  grows 

Beeide  the  murmuring  waters,  wlicrc  the  ancient  niiil-stream  nowt. 

When  the  noisy  wheel  is  still,  the  feathered  songsters  seek  their  nest. 
The  jovial  miller  leaves  his  mill,  and  all  the  busy  world's  at  rest. 
Then  meet,  oh,  meet  me,  maiden  mine,  down  by  the  moss-grow  n  well. 
Where  the  moon-beams  softly  shine  o'er  lonely  flower  and  dell. 
Oh,  meet  me  there,  oh,  meet  "me  there,  down  by  the  moss-grown  well, 
The  moss-grown  well  I 


MY    OWN    BABY    BOY. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  f«»nt  to-aiiy  addresc,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

csntsi  or  this  and  niiy  two  other  Soiiirs  for  •■iie  Dollar,  liy  Henry  J.  WVliman,  130  A  ISS 

Park  Ruw,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  lukuu  oainu  as  cash  fur  all  uiir  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Charles  Devore. 


A    RAQG-ED    JACKET. 

Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Dookf,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellein, 

Trick  Books,  Ite<'ilation  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Books,  Ntiinip  Si>eeclies,  Irish  Song  Hooks,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse 

meut,  etc.,  (o  II.  J.  ^Vebnian,  13U  &  13i  I'ark  Uow,  New  York. 

Although  I  am  but  a  working  man,  I  live  by  honest  labor, 
I  always  do  the  best  I  can  to  assist  a  needy  neighbor; 
■  Content  in  health,  is  all  my  wealth,  with  honesty  to  back  it, 
My  motives  pure,  although  I'm  poor,  I  respect  a  ragged  jacket.  ■  t^.   ■ 

Let  people  say  whate'er  they  mAy  of  broadcloth  and  who  wears  it. 

It's  not  the  coat  that  makes  tlie  man,  but  the  deeds  through  life  that  bears  it ; 

So  always  help  a  fellow  man,  if  as.sistance  he  should  lack  it, 

Do  him  all  the  good  you  can,  though  he  wears  a  ragged  jacket. 

All  men  were  equally  bom  at  first,  through  this  and  every  nation. 
The  rich  among  the  poor  would  be,  but,  for  wealth  and  education; 
And  when  we're  laid  beneath  the  sod,  with  a  hundred  years  to  back  it, 
Who  can  tell  which  were  the  bones  that  wore  the  ragged  jacket. 


— "Now,  children,  who  was  the  strongest  man?"  asked  the 
Sunday-school  superintendent.  "John  L.  Sampson!"  yelled  a 
little  fellow,  whose  knowledge  of  sacred  and  profane  history  was 
somewhat  mixed. 


Tired  little  baby  so  worn  out  with  play, 
Looking  so  weary  at  cloi^e  of  the  day; 
Bright  golden  ringlets  crown  my  buby's  head. 
Blue  eyes  so  tender  and  cheeks  flushed  with  red. 
Folding  my  darling  closely  to  my  breast. 
Soon  all  1«<  quiet,  he'll  soou  be  at  rest; 
Soon  be  in  dreamland,  my  pride  and  my  joy,    • 
May  Heaven  bless  thee,  my  own  baby  boy. 

Chorus. 
Sleep,  little  diirling,  angels  will  guard  thee. 

Watching  thy  slumber,  no  danger  is  near; 
Mamma's  own  treasure.  Heaven  will  bless  thee, 

lunoceut  darling,  my  owu  baby  dear. 

Early  each  morning,  at  dawn  of  the  day. 
My  darling  baby  again  is  at  play; 
Laughing  and  shouting,  dancing  'round  with  glee. 
Calling  each  minute  for  mamma  to  see. 
Scattering  his  play-things  all  about  the  floor. 
Playing  at  horse  on  the  knobs  of  the  door; 
Finding  enjoymeiit  till  night  shadows  creep. 
Then  baby  darliug  is  ready  to  sleep.— CAotm*. 


THE    FIJI    BABY. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  WUlis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addreax,  post-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  orthisandany  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Ileniy  J.  Wehman,  190  &  132 

Hark  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  Stainps  taken  same  as  caoli  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  BL  C.  Hungerford.    Music  by  Otis  R.  White. 

There  was  a  Fiji  baby  with  a  skin  as  soft  as  silk. 

In  darkest,  darkest  "Fiji,  oh! 
Who'd  uever  tasted  anything  but  purest,  whitest  milk. 

In  darkest,  darkest  Biji,  on! 
Altho'  so  black  and  shinv,  that  surely  you  would  think 
She'd  gained  her  charcoal  color  by  a  diet  of  black  ink; 
She  was  so  black  and  shiny,  that  surely  you'd  think. 

In  darkest,  darkest  Fiji,  ohl 

Chorus. 

Fiji,  Fiji,  oh!  Fiji,  Fiji,  oh!  "  . 

In  darkest,  darkest  Fiji,  oh!  ohl  ohl 

Fiji,  Fiji,  ohl  Fiji,  Fiji,  oh!  ': 

In  darkest,  darkest  Fiji,  oh!  '        '  . 

The  Fiji  baby's  mother  laid  her  on  the  river's  brink, 

In  darkest,  darkest  Fiji,  oh! 
Where  a  crocodile  was  hiding,  with  his  jaws  stretched  for  a  drink. 

In  darkest,  darkest  Fiji,  oh! 
'Twas  a  swiftly  flowing  current,  and  while  she  went  to  swim. 
The  reptile  ate  the  baby  with  the  shining,  satin  skin:     . 
The  reptile  ate  the  baby  with  the  shining,  satin  skin,    .  ■ 

In  darkest,  darkest  Fiji,  ohl— C/iOrus. 

The  mother  coming  from  her  bath  saw  baby  vanish  so, 

In  darkest,  darkest  Fiji,  oh! 
And  said  quite  calmly,  "  Never  mind,  'twas  but  a  girl,  you  know," 

In  darkest,  darkest  Fiji,  oh! 
So  in  the  sun  she  dried  herself,  for  towels  there  are  rare, 
Remarking,  "  Had  it  been  my  son,  how  hard  he'd  be  to  sjMire;" 
Remarking,  "Had  it  been  my  son,  how  hard  he'd  be  to  spare," 

In  darkest,  darkest  Fiji,  oh! — Chorus. 

For  girls  don't  count  in  Fiji,  tho'  they  glory  in  a  son,  ..'• 

In  darkest,  darkest  Fiji,  ohl  :'■.. 

So  she  went  her  way  rejoicing,  for  to  seek  her  small  black  one, 
In  darkest,  darkest  Fiji,  oh! 

And  she  prayed  a  /iji  prayer,  and  she  sang  a  Fiji  hymn. 

When  she  found  that  nothing  dreadful  baa  been  happening  to  him; 

And  she  prayed  a  Fiji  prayer,  and  she  sang  a  Fiji  hj-mn, 
In  darkest,  darkest  Fiji,  oh\—Chortit. 
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LOVERS     AG-AIN. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stutioiiers'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Mu!<ic  of  tliU  Shiik  will  be  sent  to  nny  adilresx,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  ami  any  two  ctlier  Sunits  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  W'ehinan,  130  A 13^ 

hark  Uow,  New  Turk.    I'o&toKe  iitanips  taken  same  as  casli  fur  all  our  Kuods. 

AVordaand  Music  by  Hiirry  F.  Allen. 


4 


")  Sweet  Iip!»,  I  kissed  a  year  ajjo,  which  sipped  love  from  my  heart, 
i  I  know  that  he  has  proven  false  since  from  me  he  did  part. 
!  To  me  he  was  my  only  love,  his  love  I  still  retain; 
If  on  land  or  sea",  he'll  return  to  me,  to  be  lovers,  yes,  lovers  again. 

Chorus. 

Lovers  forever,  part  we  can  never,  hearts  that  were  blended  together  as  one; 
He  was  my  treasure,  I  shared  his  jileasure,  my  love  for  another  he  shunned. 


) 


Darling,  your  love  I  tried  to  gain,  but,  alas!  'twas  all  in  vain; 

Love,  do  not  leave  me;  love,  I  beseech  thee  to  be  lovers,  yes,  lovers  again. 


His  face  I  see  before  me  now,  no  matter  where  I  roam;     ■ 

Those  visions  hover  over  me  whene'er  I  am  ulone. 

His  songs  enchant  me  in  my  dreams— they're  of  a  sweet  refrain; 

I  do  love  thee  still,  and  come  back  1  will  to  be  lovers,  yes,  lovers  again. - 


Choi-ut. 


THE     GRASS     WIDOWER; 

-OR  :- 

She's  Going  Out  of  Town. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Charles  Sbeard  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Mvisio  of  this  Sonir  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  post-puid,  on  receipt  of  40 
y      centti;  or  tliis  and  any  two  olh-r  S.nus  f.T  O"*-  Dollar,  l.y  lliiiry  J.  Wehman,  130&  132 
1  fark  Kow,  New  York.    Puntuge  i)luni|>8  takt^n  same  eut  cash  fur  all  uur  Koods. 


Words  and  Mii.sic  by  J.  H.  Woodhouse. 


I  feel  so  overjoyetl,  I  do,  for  Mrs.  TiinipUins,  she 

Was  ordered  by  the  dociors  for  to  take  u  Irip  to  sea; 

I  don't  mean  for  to  g<>  upon  the  ocean,  oh!  dear,  no; 

But  just  to  take  a  siiifF,  you  kuow,  wlieie  briny  breezes  blow. 

Spoken. — And  she's  gone  away  for  a  week — fancy  being  a  grase-widower  for 
a  week.  Tills  is  the  first  week's  holiday  I've  hud  since  we've  been  married, 
and  we've  been  inurried  four  years  and  sis  weeks  coniu  half-past  11  to-morrow 
morning.  OliI  I  will  enjoy  myself!  I've  given  the  servanrs  a  fortnight's  licli- 
duy,  and  told  them  to  come  buck  when  iht-y  like,  and  I've  locked  the  cut  and 
dug  in  the  jmrlor,  and  I've  put  two  more  cats  and  dogs  with  them,  and  I've 
hud  three  ijreukfusts  this  mor-uiug  all  to  myself,  and— 

Chorus. 
Oil!  whatja  day  I'm  going  to  have  to-morrowl 
■  •  My  liberty  I  will  regain,  no  more  to  be  put  down; 

Oil!  what  a  spree!  I'll  pawn,  beg,  or  borrow. 
Fur  my  old  woman,  for  a  week,  has  just  goue  out  of  town  I 

I  only^hope  when  she  arrives  at  Brighton,  by  the  way, 
If  she  shoiiid  bailie,  I  lioiie  the  tide  will  wash  my  love  away; 
If  she  Is  drowned  and  never  found,  'twill  be  a  boon  I'm  sure, 
My  niatriniouial  life  lias  bt'eii  a  hard  one  to  endure. 

Spoken.— I  have  suflfert-d,  although  I  look  bo  gay  and  kittenish.  My  word, 
I  have  put  up  Willi  sonietliliigl  I've  always  said  I'd  only  have  one  master  in 
our  liouS4>,  and  that's  all  tliere  is,  only  one  master — that's  the  missis— I'm  a 
kind  of  foreman.  My  wife  cunie  down  this  morning  and  said  she  felt  awfully 
queer.  I  said,  •' Wliiit'e  tlie  mailer!'"  She  said,  "  I've  got  Scotch  mist."  I 
know  how  she's  got  it.  I've  been  out  of  work  a  week,  and  she's  hud  no  money 
to  get  Scotch  with,  so  she's  missed  it.  Then  she  ttild  me  the  doctor  oidered 
her  to  go  away  for  a  week;  I  said,  "Go  away  for  two  years."  I  packed 
lier  up  some  currant  cake— well,  there  were  no  currants  in  It,  but  the  holes 
were  there  where  the  currants  had  been.  And  we  took  a  cab,  but  while  we 
were  in  the  cab,  she  turned  'round  and  said  to  me,  "  You  massive  brutel  I  do 
iHjIieve  you  wish  I  was  deail!"  Ain't  it  wonderful  how  wives  guess  your 
thoughts?  Well,  when  we  uot  on  the  platform,  I  felt  so  overjoyed  I  could  have 
cuddled  the  engine.  I  asked  the  guard  what  time  the  train  went,  lie  said,  "  In 
five  mniuies."  I  sa  d,  '•  Send  it  c>f[  in  three,  and  there's  a  pot  of  four-haif  for 
you."  He  said,  "Shall  I  lock  ilie  lady  in >"  I  said,  "Nail  her  In!  hammer 
her  in!"  And  when  the  train  left  the  station,  I  turned  'round  and  kissed  all 
the  porters:  and  I  had  two  cubs  home  and  run  l>etweeii  them,  and  I've  invited 
the  two  dressmaker.-  from  next  door  to  come  anit  have  a  cup  of  tea  and  bring 
s  bit  of  sewing;  and  I'm  going  to  sit  on  the  table,  take  my  boots  ofl,  put  my 
feet  on  the  muntle-piece,  spit  on  the  ceiliug,  and  throw  all  the  cupa  and  saucers 
out  of  the  window,  uud— Chorus. 

She  made  such  preparations  then  as  though  she  really  would 
Forsake  lier  liome  and  liiisbaii<l  dear,  and  stay  away  for  good; 
There's  no  such  Inck— but  if  she  should  return  to  torture  me, 
My  face  upon  the  Itjiice  Xewg  jou're  certain  sure  to  see. 

Spoken.— There's  one  thing  about  my  wife— she's  lazy;  won't  get  up  till  the 
streets  are  aired.  I  came  home  yesterday  niorning  at  one  in  the  day,  and  there 
was  no  fire  in  the  place;  sol  went  outside  our  liousit  and  shouted,  "Fire! 
flrel"  All  the  people  came  rushing  out,  and  said,  "  Wheref"  I  said,  "In 
everybody's  house  but  mine!"  She  had  rhviimaticUers  in  the  ankle-bone  of 
her  shoulder-blade,  and  she  said  the  doctor  ordered  her  to  rub  it  with  gin  and 
water.  I  told  her  to  drink  the  gin  and  rub  the  water  on.  Since  she's  been 
doiug  that,  we've  had  the  Imspector  calling  every  day,  asking  when  we  intend 
removing  the  curt-loads  of  bottles  from  our  back-yard.  And,  you  know,  she 
never  would  let  me  have  a  latck-key;  but  I've  got  three  in  my  pocket  uow, 
and  I've  ordered  another  gross  of  'em.  I  ahall  keep  going  in  and  out  our 
house  till  I  wear  the  lock  oxil.— Chorus. 


^  *m 


—If  you  ■wish  success  in  life,  make  perseverance  your  bosom 
friend,  experience  your  wise  counsellor,  Ciiution  your  elder 
brother,  aud  hope  your  guardian  genius.— joaep/t  Addiwn. 


CAN    YOU    FORGIVE    ME? 

Copyright.  1890,  by  N.  Welnttein  &  Co. 
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By  Paul  Steinmark. 


Can  you  forgive  me,  and  come  to  my  heart? 
Oh !  "the  days  are  so  weary  while  we  are  apart; 
I  long  for  the  smiles,  love,  so  dear  unto  me. 
The  glances  that  shone  like  the  stars  on  the  sea. 
The  words  that  I  spoke  my  soul  would  recall,         ■       ' 
You  are  my  idol,  whate'er  may  befall; 
Oh !  speak  while  I  linger  in  sadness  and  pain- 
Can  you  forgive  me  and  love  me  again? 
Can  you  forgive  me?  the  fault  it  was  mine; 
In  their  loveliness  now,  let  your  eyes  on  me  shine; 
I  list  for  your  footstep;  my  heart  breathes  a  sigh 
When  twilight  is  near  and  your  smiles  are  not  nigh. 
My  heart  is  a  nest,  now  empty  and  lone, 
Joys,  like  the  birdlings,  from  out  it  have  flown; 
Oh!  bring  back  the  sunshine  we've  known  since  we  met — 
Can  you  forgive  me?— forgive  and  forget  I 


THE    PIONEER. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Julian  Jordan. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Julian  Jordan. 


The  heavy  blade  he  swings  and  cheerily  he  sings. 
While  crushing  trees  an  echo  wakes,  that  wildlj-  rings,    • 
It  is  the  Pioneer,  the  hardy  Pioneer. 
Tho'  danger  stands  on  every  hand,  he  knows  no  fear. 
Brave  as  a  knight  of  old,  fearless,  gallant,  bold, 
Y'es,  brave  the  heart  from  love  to  part,  afar  to  roam; 
Loved  ones  are  left  behiud,  seeking  a  place  to  find 
Here  in  the  West,  the  boundless  West,  to  build  a  home. 

A  mother  is  waiting  there,  counting  each  weary  day, 
Telling  her  bab>  fair,  of  its  sire,  now  far  away  ; 
The  heavy  blade  he  swings,  the  heavy  blade  he  swings, 
And  then  at  night,  when  stars  are  bright,  'tis  thus  he  sings: 

Gently,  oh.  Western  wind,  so  gently  blown, 
Tell  lier,  my  own  dear  one,  Ilove  her  so; 

Watch  o'er  her,  kindly  stars,  moon,  from  your  silver  bars 
Watch  o'er  that  mother,  singing  soft  and  low. 

She  sings  a  lullaby,  oh,  bright,  bright  nuxiu, 
Father  will  come  again,  my  baby,  soon. 

Guard  them,  oh.  God  above,  from  them  all  harm  remove. 

Keep  them  safely  in  Ihy  care; 
The  heavy  blade  he  swings,  while  cheerily  he  sings, 

And  crushing  trees  the  echoes  wake  afar  and  near. 
One  of  a  noble  band— none  braver  in  the  land. 

An  arm  of  steel,  a  heart  to  feel— the  Pioneer. 


SCANDAL. 
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A  woman  to  tlie  holy  father  went. 

Confession  of  sin  was  her  intent; 

And  so  her  misdemeanors,  great  and  small, 

She  faitiifully  rehearsed  them  all; 

And,  chiefesi  in  her  catalogue  of  sin. 

She  owned  that  she  a  tule-l>earer  had  been; 

And  borne  a  bit  of  scandal  up  and  down 

To  all  the  long-tongued  gossips  in  the  town.  . 

The  holy  father,  for  her  other  sin, 

Granted  the  absolution  asked  of  him; 

But  while  for  all  the  rest  he  pardon  gave. 

He  told  her  this  offense  was  very  grave, 

And  that  to  do  fit  ]x-iiaiice  she  nnist  go 

Out  by  the  wayside  where  the  thistles  grow, 

And  gather  the  largest,  ri|)est  one. 

Scatter  the  seeds,  and  that  when  this  was  done. 

To  tell  him  Ids  coinma'nds  she  did  o>>ey, 

She  must  come  back  again  another  day. 

The  woman,  tliinking  this  a  |>enance  light. 

Hastened  to  do  his  will  that  very  night; 

Feeling  right  glad  she  had  escap«>d  so  well, 

Next  day  but  one  she  went  the  priest  to  tell. 

The  priest  sat  still  and  heurd  her  story  through. 

Then  said,  "Thei-e's  something  siill  for  you  to  do; 

Those  little  thistle  seeds  that  you  have  sown, 

I  bid  you  go  regather  every  one." 

The  woman  said,  "  But,  father,  'twould  be  vain 

To  try  and  gather  up  those  seeds  again; 

The  wind  hath  scattered  them  both  far  and  wide, 

Over  the  meadows,  vale  and  mountain  side.*' 

The  father  answered,  "  Now  I  hoiHj  from  this 

The  lesson  I  have  taught  you  will  not  miss; 

You  cannot  gather  back  the  scattered  seeds. 

Which  far  and  wide  will  grow  to  noxious  weeds, 

Nor  can  the  mischief  once  by  scundal  sown 

By  any  penance  be  again  undone." 
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UP   AND    DOWN.         ' 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chaa.  T.  Ellis. 


Now  babies,  come  and  have  a  ride  upon  this  sea-saw  fine; 
Just  took  your  place,  one  on  each  side,  de  middle  place  was  mine! 
Up  in  the  air  you'll  rise  so  high,  den  down  you'll  go  so  low. 
Hold  fast,  una  open  wide  your  eyes!    So  babies  here  we  go: 

Chorus. 

Up  and  down,  oh !  vat  joy  for  my  little  girl  and  darling  boy  I 
Now  you're  high,  und  now  you're  low,  while  baby  vas  playing  see-saw! 

I  p  and  down,  oh!  vat  joy  for  my  little  girl  and  darling  boy! 
Now  you're  high,  and  now  you're  low,  while  baby  vas  playing  see-saw! 

Und  now  another  ride  ve'll  try,  dot  makes  you  feel  so  tine! 

Vhen  you  vas  joyful,  so  vas  I,  your  happiness  vas  mine! 

So  hold  on  fast,  don't  lose  your  grip.'  I  start  her  once  again, 

Und  up  you'll  fly,  und  down  you'll  dtp,  und  happy  ve  vill  been]— Choriif. 


NO   FLAG   BUT   THE    OLD    FLAG-. 


Copyright,  1861,  by  Blodgett  &  Bradford. 
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Words  by  Jennie  M.  Parker.    Composed  by  Chas.  G.  Degenhard. 

No  flag  but  the  old  flag— the  red,  white  and  blue, 
With  the  stars  of  a  Union  unbroken  and  true; 
Arise  and  defend  it!  ye  sons  of  the  brave. 
Whose  bhxKi  bought  the  banner  your  valor  must  save, 
Whose  blood  bought  the  banner  your  valor  must  save. 

Chorus. 

The  old  flag,  the  dear  flag,  the  red,  white  and  blue; 
We  rise  to  defend  it  and  prove  ourselves  true. 
The  old  flag,  the  dear  flag,  the  flag  which  you  see; 
We're  ready  to  die  for  the  flag  of  the  free. 

Wo!  wo!  to  the  traitor  who  drags  to  the  mire 

The  flag  crimsoned  deep  with  the  blood  of  his  sire; 

If  he  rouse  up  the  legions  on  land  and  on  sea. 

Who  arc  ready  to  die  for  the  flag  of  the  free. 

Who  are  ready  to  die  for  the  flag  of  the  free.— C/iorua. 

Up!  up  with  the  Stars  and  the  Stripes,  and  go  forth 
To  save  our  great  Union,  brave  men  of  the  North! 
Nor  reft  till  the  Star-Spangled  Banner  yon  see 
Triumphantly  float  from  the  palmetto  tree! 
Triumphantly  float  from  the  palmetto  tree! — Chcu'ug. 

God  bless  the  old  flag!  as  He  ever  hath  done. 

Since  he  strengthened  the  arm  of  our  own  Washmgton; 

And  God  bless  the  freemen,  devoted  and  true. 

Who  are  ready  to  die  for  the  red,  white  and  blue! 

Who  arc  ready  to  die  for  the  red,  white  and  blue.— CA<ww«. 


Miss   Dooley's   Dancing   School 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Morris  Maettler. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  K.  Butterly. 


Evangeline  Dooley  she  opened  a  school 

Where  waltzers  and  twisters  could  spin; 
The  terms  for  the  dance,  it  was  cash  iu  advance, 

And  "  further  pariic'lars  within." 
The  chip|>ie  and  chappie,  each  one  was  made  happy. 

They  followed  the  novel  foot-rule; 
By  "Yours  very  truly,  Evangeline  Dooley," 

Of  Dooley'B  dancing  school. 

Chorus. 

The  first  was  a  tickler,  "  Stand  perpendicular. 

Now,  l)€  particular,  all; 
One  step  to  the  side  and  a  very  long  slide. 

And  glide  across  the  hall." 
You  ought  to  see  Lauigiin  dance  with  Miss  Flanntgfto, 

'Mind  you  of  Branuigtiii's  mule; 
We  all  had  a  chance  for  St.  Yitue's  dance 

At  Dooley's  dancing  school. 

We  stood  in  a  row  till  Miss  Dooley  said  "  Go!" 

Then  we  galloped  out  on  the  wax  floor; 
We  sliddered  and  glid  nnd  we  pliddere'd  and  slid 

'Till  the  corns  on  our  feet  were  wore. 
The  devil's  iu  McKenna.  to  learn  the  Vienna, 

Gave  up  a  good  job  like  a  fool;  "  -   ■ 

His  wife  hrought  a  cop,  put  a  Stop  to  liis  hop 

At  Dooley's  dancing  school. — Vhofiis. 

There  were  dudes  and  dudelets,  there  were  clerks  and  soubrettea, 

With  livinsr-out  girls  bv  tlie  score; 
Now  Mister  McNally  had  charge  of  the  ballet. 

He  waltzed  on  a  knot  in  the  floor.  '■    , 

She  had  a  quadrille  that  she  called  the  stand-still. 

You  could  sashay  and  keep  yourself  cool; 
That's  the  plan  that  she  ran  for  a  wooden-leg  man 

At  Dooley's  dauciug  school.— 67iori/«. 

On  Saturday  night,  oh,  there  was  the  sight, 

She  conducted  the  regular  hop; 
And  envied  by  all  of  the  girls  in  the  hall. 

She  danced  with  a  seven-foot  "  cop." 
She  made  money,  you  see,  nnd  she  wet!  an  M.  D., 

A  doctor  named  Clarence  O'Toole; 
Now  she  dances  the  lanciers— he  lances  the  daucera 

At  Dooley's  dancing  school.— CAo»v/«. 
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WOT    CHEER; 

-OR:- 

Knocked  'Em  in  the  Old  Kent  Road. 


Composed  by  Charles  Ingle. 


TING-  -A-LINO-TING-  -TAY. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Word.i  and  Music  by  Harry  Dacre. 


I  once  met  a  beautiful  Spaniard,  qnite  the  finest  aud  divinest! 

She  played,  in  tlie  streets,  for  a  living,  altho'  she'd  the  grace  of  a  queen; 
Dcr  beauty  was  something  magnetic,  I  grew  frantic!  quite  romantic! 

I  followed  her  'round  like  a  poodle,  aud  worsliip)ied  her  sweet  maudolinel 
At  last  I  ventured  to  say,  "  Uow  really  delicious  you  playl" 

Chorus. 
But  she  only  answered  "  Ting-a-ling  "  to  all  that  I  could  say; 
She  si'emed  to  live  on  tiiig-a-ling,  by  night  as  well  as  day. 
I  told  her  I  would  marry  her,  but  all  she  had  to  say 
Was,  tiDg-a-liug-a-liiig-liiig,  ling-a-liug-a-ling-iing,  tiug-a-liDg-a-ling,  tlng-tay! 

I'm  neither  so  old  nor  so  ugly,  I  am  healthy,  fairly  wealthy, 
And  thousands  would  be  quite  delighted  to  join  me  in  Hvmen's  strong  noose! 

But  this  was  the  girl  that  I  wanted!  I  adored  her,  and  implored  her 
To  tell  me  my  fate,  if  she  loved  me;  alasl  all  my  prayers  were  no  use. 

Said  I,  "  If  you  wou'(  be  my  wife,  I'll  eoon  put  an  end  to  my  life!"—  Chorut. 

I  showed  her  a  bottle  marked  "poison!"  and  a  dagger,  just  for  swagger, 
A  rusty,  six-chauilier  revolver  was  also  displayed  in  my  belt; 

I  told  her  unlexs  she  consented,  she'd  rej)€nt  it,  for  I  meant  itt 
For  no  one  could  ever  imagine  the  fantastic  feelings  I  felt. 

Theu  I  lifted  the  "dajjer"  on  high,  my  life  hung  upon  herreply!— 6'Aon/«. 

Just  tlien  I  was  tapped  on  the  shoulder  by  a  Spaniard,  black-and-tnn-iard! 

A  swarthy,  big  lump  of  a  fellow,  who  rose  quite  six  feet  from  the  flopr; 
He  said  my  love-making  was  treason,  out  of  season,  out  of  reason; 

For  she  who  liad  won  my  affections  was  deaf  as  the  post  of  a  door. 
"  Moreover,"  said  he,  "  By-the-bye,  she  is  my  wife,"  aud  that's  why— 

Chorus. 
She  could  only  answer  "  Ting-a-ling"  to  all  that  I  could  say; 
She  seemed  to  live  on  ting-a-ling,  by  night  as  well  as  day. 
I  told  her  I  would  marry  iier,  but  all  she  had  to  say, 
Wa8,tlug-a-liDg-a-liDg-tiug,  tiug-a-ling-a-ling-ting,  ling-a-ling-a-ling,  ling-tay! 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad'Iress.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
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Last  week  down  our  alley  came  a  toflf, 
Nice  old  geezer  with  a  nasty  cough; 
Sees  my  Mies>us,  takes  'is  topper  oflE 
In  a  very  gentlemanly  way; 
"  Ma'am,''  says  he,  "  I  have  some  news  to  tell, 
Y'our  rich  uncle,  Tom  of  Camberwell, 
Popped  off  recent,  which  ain't  a  sell, 
Leaving  you  "is  little  donkey  Shay."  ' 

Chorus. 

"Wot  cheer!"  all  the  neighbors  cried, 

"  Who're  yer  coin'  to  meet.  Bill?  have  yer  bonght  the  street,  Bill?  " 
Laugh?  I  thought  I  should  'ave  died. 

Knocked 'em  in  the  Old  Kent  Road! 

Some  says  nasty  things  about  the  moke,  ' 
One  cove  thinks  "is  leg  is  really  broke; 
That's  'is  envy,  'cos'  we're  carriage  folk. 

Like  the  toffs  as  rides  in  Rotten  Row: 
Straight,  it  woke  the  alley  up  a  bit, 
Thought  our  lodger  would  'ave  "ad  a  fit 
When  my  missus,  whose  real  wit. 

Says, 'ates  a 'bus  because  its  low."— f'/ior»/». 

When  we  starts,  the  blessed  donkey  stopa. 

He  won't  move,  so  out  I  quickly  'ops. 

Pals  start  whackin'  him  when  down  hu  drops. 

Some  one  says  he  wasn't  made  to  go. 
Lor",  it  might  "ave  been  a  four-in-"and, 
My  old  Dutch  Knows 'ow  to  the  grand, - 
First  she  bows,  and  then  she  waves  "er  'and. 

Calling  out  we're  goin' for  a  blow!— TAwM*. 

Ev'ry  evenin' on  the  stroke  of  five. 
Me  and  missus  takes  a  little  drive; 
Y'ou'd  say,  "  Wonderful,  they're  still  alive" 
If  you  saw  that  little  donkey  go. 
^  I  soon  showed  him  that  'e'd  liave  to  do        :, 

Just  whatever  he  was  wanted  to,  •- 

,.   .Still  I  shan't  forget  that  rowdy  crew, 
;>.  ■    'Ollerin'  Woa!  steady!  Neddy  woa!  —Chorut. 
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DE    SKIDS    ARE    OUT    TO-DAY. 


Sung  oy  Ilarritsan  &  Ilart. 
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Oh,  brighten  up  your  uniform,  put  hnr  oil  on  your  har; 
Go  tell  your  colon-d  iicl>;libor8— go  tell  it  everywhar-^ 
Dls  preai  orntin-i-ziitioii,  de  cveaiii  la  cream,  dey  say, 
Murclt  on  for  'aiaucipaliuu— de  Skids  are  out  to-duy. 

CnoRCS. 

Plumes  flyini;,  wenches  Bi<;liln!;,'^hildren  cry,  ba!  )iu! 
Stop  dat  carl  I  don't  yoii  marl !  do  you  hear  me,  salif 
Pliewl  pliewl  dandies,  ain't  we  hoti  quehayl 
Qooduees  sake!  dey  taUe  de  cake — de  Skidti  are  out  to-day. 

Taller  boy  wid  ice  wafer,  to  help  von  to  a  wet, 

Am  ready  wid  a  dusiiur,  to  brnsli  du  apple-et; 

Fat  wenches,  like  do  ocean,  roll  heavy  cu-inass-ray, 

Aud  keep  time  to  du  muiioa— du  Skids  are  out  to-u&y.—  Chorut. 

Oo  spread  de  news  proniiscous,  hid  your  ^Irl  lata. 

Just  lell  her  we're  a-coiuint;,  and  please  to  fotcli  ma-raa. 

Ilane  out  de  starry  l):inner,  and  let  de  innxic  play; 

Tell  Cloe,  Sue  and  Hannah,  de  Skids  arc  out  to-day.— CAortM. 

White  follcfi  la  mi^jhty  jealous— look  out  dar  on  de  flank— 
Dey  turn  deir  iioees  way  up  at  every  darkey  rank. 
For  skillful  revolnlionn.  and  tic-tacs  every  way, 
By-Laws  aud  Couatiiuiion,  de  Skids  are  all  O.K..— Chorus. 


I»D     RATHER     NOT. 
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Written  by  Nema    Composed  l>y  Henry  Pontet. 


I'd  rather  not,  I'd  rather  not. 

You  plead  for  more  than  I  can  plight,  so  press  ine  not; 

A  maiden  free  I  fain  would  be, 

'Tis  all  my  heart's  delight,  'tis  all  my  heart's  delight. 

0  maiden  fair,  with  deep  despair 

You  fill  my  trusting  heart,  you  fill  my  trusting  heart; 
Your  accents  soft  have  told  ine  oft 
That  you'd  be  mine,  ne'er  more  to  part— that  you'd  be  mine,  ne'er  more  to  part. 

1  may  have  vowed  to  love  yon  forever  and  a  day. 
But  when  I  niaile  that  vow  I  quite  foi'KOt 

That  if  a  maid  doth  wed  she  also  must  ol>ey; 
No,  thank  you,  sir — excuse  me,  sir— on  second  thoughts  I'd  rather  not. 

You'll  think  againt  you'll  love  again! 

You'll  crave  the  heart  you  ha\e  betrayed — you  have  betrayedl 
But  hark  to  mel  you'll  surely  l>« 
A  sad  aud  cross  old  maid— a  sad  and  cross  old  maid ! 

Oh,  say  not  so!  oh,  do  not  g"! 

Such  fate  shall  ne'er  he  mine— such  fate  shall  ne'er  be  mine. 
Oh,  pray  relent!  I  do  repent! 

Just  ask  once  more  and  I'll  be  thine- just  ask  once  more  and  I'll  be  thine. 

I'll  vow  again  to  love  yon  forever  and  a  day. 

And  trust  my  wilful  ways  you've  quite  forgot; 
Your  ev'ry  wish  and  word  I'll  honor  and  obey; 

Old  maid  foisooth!  not  I  in  truth— on  second  thoughts,  I'd  rather  not! 


THE  DAY   I   PLAYED  BASE-BALL. 
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My  name  it  is  O'Hallohor, 

I'm  a  man  that's  influential, 

I  mind  my  bu^'iness,  stop  at  home. 

My  wants  are  few  and  small. 
Some  blackguards  t'other  day  did  come — 
They  were  full  of  whiskey,  gin  and  rum, 
An'  they  ti)ok  me  out  in  the  broilin'  siiu 

To  play  a  game  of  ball. 

They  made  me  carry  all  the  bats— 

They  nearly  drove  me  crazy. 

An'  they  sent  me  out  In  the  "  centre  field," 

But  I  p.'iralvzed  them  all. 
I  put  np  my  hands  to  catch  a  "  fly," 
Doly  murtlier,  if  struck  me  in  the  eye, 
An<f  they  hung  me  on  a  line  to  dry. 

The  day  I  played  baso-ball. 

I  took  the  hat  an'  hit  the  ball, 
I  thought  to  San  Francisco, 
An'  thin  around  the  bases 

Three  times  I  ran  them  all; 
But  thin  the  gani;  began  to  howl. 
An'  they  said,  onid  man  yon  made  a  foul. 
An'  they  riihhed  me  down  with  a  Turkish  towel. 

The  day  I  played  base-hall. 

Two  reporters  begged  to  know  my  name. 

An'  presinted  me  wid  a  medal. 

An'  they  asked  me  for  my  photograph. 

To  hang  iiiK>n  the  wall. 
They  said  that  I  had  won  the  game, 
Tho'  my  head  was  broke  and  my  shoulder  lame. 
An'  they  sent  me  home  in  a  cattle  train. 

The  day  I  played  base  ball. 


HI 


MAID    OF    ATHENS. 
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Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part,  give,  oh!  give  me  back  my  heart; 
Or,  since  that  has  left  my  breast,  keep  it  now  and  take  the  rest; 
Ilear  my  vow  before  I  go— my  life,  my  life,  I  love  thee! 

By  those  tresses  nnconflned,  wooed  by  each  .^gean  wind; 

By  those  lids,  whose  jetty  fringe  kiss  thy  soft  cheek's  blooming  tinge; 

By  those  wild  eyes,  like  the  rose,  my  life,  my  life,  I  love  theel 

Maid  of  Athens,  I  am  gone— think  of  me,  sweet,  when  alone; 
Though  I  fly  lo  Xsiamboiil,  Athens  holds  my  heart  aud  soul. 
Can  I  cease  to  love  theer  No!  my  life,  my  life,  I  love  theet 


SWEET    MAGOIE    G-ORDON.        | 
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Oh,  I  wish  my  love  and  I  were  sailing,  far  from  land  as  far  could  be; 
Bailing  on  the  deep  blue  waters,  where  I'll  have  no  one  to  trouble  me. 

Chorus. 
Sweet  Maggie  Gordon,  you  are  my  bride,  come  and  sit  thee  on  my  knee, 
Aud  tell  me  the  very  reason  why  I'm  slighted  so  by  tiiee. 

Oil,  the  sea  is  deep— I  cannot  cross  over,  nor  neither  have  I  wings  to  fly; 
But  I  wish  I  had  some  jolly  boatsmau  to  carry  over  my  love  aud  I. — Vhoruf. 

I  wish  I  had  a  glass  of  water— I  will  tell  you  the  reason  why: 

While  I  am  drinking,  I  am  thinking  of  my  true  love,  with  a  t\g\\.—  Chnnt». 


Hush,  My  Darlings,  Do  Not  Weep.    [ 
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Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  weep,  l)elter  days  are  coming  near. 
Sails  a  ship  across  tho  deep,  ami  I  know 'twill  soon  be  here; 
Oh,  it  brings  to  Erin's  land,  help  and  food  for  lis  galore- 
Gift  to  us  from  Freedom's  land,  may  Ueaveu  bless  it  evermore! 

Chorus. 
Raise  your  little  hands  in  prayer,  bless  the  the  kind  hearts  o'er  the  sea; 
May  our  Lord  from  famine  spare  those  who  succor  miue  and  me. 


Oh,  how  bitter  was  our  woe  when  we  heard  our  children  cry. 

And  when  we  saw  them  hungry  grow,  l)eg  for  foixl,  and,  pleading,  die; 

Then  our  mother-hearts  tln-y  hied,  and  our  anguish  who  can  rpeukf 

'Till  from  Freedom's  land  there  sped  stores  of  bounty  for  the  weak.  —  Chorus. 


A,. 
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Bless  the  willing  hands  of  gold  that  have  given  bread  to  mine. 
Grant  them  happiness  untold— iii:iy  the  sun  for  them  e'er  shine; 
Could  they  see  our  children  dear  clap  their  little  hands  in  glee 
Oh,  'twould  ever  glad  and  cheer  Free<lom's  daughters  o'er  the  sea. 


I'er  the  i 

1/ 


-  Clutrui. 


DONNELLY    AND    COOPER. 
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Come  all  tc  true-bred  Irishmen,  I  bone  yon  will  draw  near. 
And  likewise  pay  attention  to  those  few  lines  you  hear; 
It's  of  as  true  a  story  as  ever  you  did  hear. 
It's  about  Donnelly  and  Cooper,  that  fought  all  on  Kildarc. 

'Twas  on  the  3d  of  June,  brave  boys,  this  challenge  sent  o'er. 
From  Brittania  to  old  Orauna  to  renew  her  sons  once  more; 
To  renew  her  satisfaction,  and  her  credit  to  recall. 
For  they're  all  in  deep  distracttou  since  Donnelly  conquered  all. 

Old  Graana  read  the  challenge  and  received  and  she  smiled. 
Saying:  "You'd  better  hasten  to  Kildare,  my  well  beloved  child; 
There  yon  will  reign  victorious,  which  you  often  did  i)eforo. 
And  your  deeds  will  shine  so  gloriously  around  old  Erin's  shore." 

The  challenge  was  accepted;  these  heroes  did  prepare 
To  meet  l)rave  ('apt:iiu  Kelly  on  Ihe  Curragli  of  Kildarc; 
When  these  two  bully  chamiilons  were  strijjped  off  in  the  ring. 
They  both  were  still  determined  on  each  other's  blood  to  spill. 

From  6  to  9,  parried  their  time,  till  Donnelly  knocked  him  down. 
Old  Orauna  smiled:  "  Well  done,  my  child;  that  is  ten  thousand  pound!" 
The  second  round  that  Cooper  fought,  he  knocked  down  Donnelly, 
Likewise  true  game  was  Donnelly,  he  rose  most  furiously. 

Right  active  then  was  Cooper— he  knocked  Donnelly  down  again; 
Those  Englishmen  then  cave  three  cheers,  saying:  "The  battle's  all  in  vain.' 
Long  life  to  brave  Miss  Kelly:  she's  recorded  on  the  plain;  ■. 

She  Doldly  stepped  into  the  ring,  saying:  "  Dan,  my  boy,  what  do  you  manet  [ 
My  Irish  boy,'*  said  she,  "  My  wtiole  estate  I've  bet  on  yon,  brave  Douuelly.'*  ? 

Donnelly  rose  again,  and  meeting  with  great  might. 
And  lo  stagnate  those  nobles  nil,  continued  to  his  fight. 
<;oo|)er  sKkkI  In  bis  own  defence;  exerilon  proved  iu  vain. 
He  soon  received  a  temple  blow  that  knocked  him  on  the  plain. 

Now  you  sons  of  proud  Brittania,  your  boasting  now  recall,    . 
Since  Cooper,  now,  by  Donnelly,  he  met  a  sad  downfall. 
Out  of  eleven  rounds  gave  nine  knock-downs  and  broke  his  jaw-bonfl: 
"  Shake  hands,"  said  she,  "  brave  Donnelly,  the  battle's  all  oar  own.'* 
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LITTLE    BLUE-EYED   TREASURE. 


Copyright,  1(98,  by  Oua.  Adams. 
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Words  and  Sluslc  by  Gus.  Adams. 


A    SONa    ON    RYE 


By  Qeorge  C.  Beach 


Little  blue-eyed  treasure,  sunshine  of  my  heart!  > 

Dearer  far  than  all  this  world  to  me! 
Tho'  we  love  so  fondly,  yet  we  now  must  part. 

Mine  I  know  you  never  more  can  be!  •' 

Our  dream  of  love  is  over,  ended  is  our  bliss. 

And  severed  now  our  paths  from  day  to  day! 
Kre  I  leave  you,  dearest,  promise  only  this,  ■ .  .•    ,    - 

That  I'll  remembered  be  when  far  away. 

Chorus.  ji-:'/'.. 

Years  may  come  and  go,  idle  tears  may  flow, 

But  my  love  for  you  shall  still  remain. 
All  the  hopes  we  cnerished,  like  a  dream  have  perished, 

Little  blue-eyed  treasure,  ne'er  we'll  meet  again. 

Little  blue-eyed  treasure,  oft'  our  love  we  told 

Undemeatn  the  stars  that  glittered  bright! 
Dreaming  that  no  sorrow  could  our  lives  enfold. 

Thinking  but  of  days  of  sweet  delight. 
Our  love  was  pure  as  angels',  ne'er  we  thought  to  part; 

But  fate  has  darkened  both  our  pathways  here! 
Never  can  your  mem'ry  vanish  from  my  heart; 

While  life  is  mine  you  still  to  mft  are  de&r.— Chorus. 


•  •  » 


LITTLE    MAG-OIE    MAGEE. 

Copyright,  IWl,  by  Whlie-Smitli  Music  I^ublishlng  Co. 


The  Words  nnd  Miwlc  of  this  Song  » 111  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-pnld,  on  receipt  of  40 

centH;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  tov  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  138 

I'ark  Kow,  New  Turk,    fustage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  tcoods. 

••,■,..'  Words  and  Music  by  Loren  Bragdon.  '  ■'. 


Send  for  Free  Catalofrue  of  Sonjr  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Telleim,  ' 
Trick  BookK,  Recitation  Bo-'ks,  Penny  Bullads,  C^l  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Souk  Bookn,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Aratts»- 
ment,  etc..  to  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  ^^  138  Park  Row,  New  York. 

I  was  grown  to  be  eaten  and  not  to  be  drank. 
To  be  ground  in  a  mill,  nut  soaked  in  a  tank. 

'  I  come  as  a  blessing  if  ground  into  meal,  ".' 

■       ■    '    ■      As  a  blight  and  a  curse  if  run  through  a  still. 

. ';        Make  me  up  into  bread  and  your  children  are  fed, 
.  ■■■        But  If  into  drink  I  will  kill  them  dead. 

In  bread  I'm  yonr  servant,  the  eater  doth  rule — 
But  if  into  drink,  the  drinker  my  fool. 

Then  remember  the  waniing:  My  strength  I'll  employ; 
If  eaten,  to  strengthen ;  if  (frank,  to  destroy. 


I  love  to  think  but  when  a  boy,  I  lived  upon  a  farm. 

And  roamed  its  fields,  its  hills  and  dales,  to  me  always  a  charm; 

I  loved  to  bring  the  cattle  home  when  night  was  coming  on, 

To  shelter  them  from  cold  and  storm  while  waiting  for  the  dawn; 

The  old  farm  hou.se  that  used  to  stand  upon  the  enrrald  hill. 

Its  little  rooms  beneath  the  thatch,  where  birds  their  songs  would  trill; 

The  grand  old  oak  was  dearer  than  all  else  could  be  to  me. 

For  'ueath  its  branches  she  would  swing,  little  Maggie  Mageel 

Chorus. 

Singing,  swinging,  little  Maggie  Magee! 
Always  so  happy,  light-heartwi  and  tree! 
.        8inging,  swinging  in  the  old  swing  with  me. 
We  were  so  happy  under  the  old  oak  tree! 

Bnt  rears  have  fled  and  nothing's  left,  but  mem'ry  dear  to  me. 

Of  that  old  home  upon  the  farm,  from  world  and  care  so  free, 

The  grand  old  oak  that  sheltered  us,  in  time  of  childish  glee. 

Still  slieltcrs  one  from  raging  storm,  her  soul  at  rest  would  bel 

Beneath  the  branches  she  ismid,  close  by  the  dear  old  swing,  / 

Then  life  was  but  a  golden  dream,  then  birds  their  songs  would  slug; 

But  tho'  the  years  have  passed  away,  and  nothing's  left  to  me 

But  cue  sweet  face  that  angels  loved,  little  Maggie  Magee! — Chonts. 


/ 


Parody  on: 

WHERE     IS     MY     WANDERING 
BOY    TO-NIGHT  ?  ; 

"-.■,'■  -       '  By  George  0.  Beach.  ,      _    , 

j  8«nd  for  Free  Cntaloeneof  Sonpr  Books,  Letter  Writei-s,  Dn>am  Boolis.  Forttine  Tellers, 
Trick  Books,  KeciiaLion  Books,  Penny   Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Somk  BovkH,  (  ook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
nieut,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  I3U  &  138  Park  ilow.  New  York. 


Where  is  my  wandering  girl  to-night? 

The  girl  of  my  tenderest  care; 
She  who  was  once  the  joy  of  my  life, 

The  child  of  my  love  and  prayer.  ,. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  where  is  my  girl  to-night? 
Oh,  w here  is  my  girl  to-night? 
My  heart  o'erflow8,"and  I  love  her  she  knows. 
Oh,  where  is  my  girl  to  night? 

Once  she  was  pure  as  the  moniing  dew. 
When  she  knelt  at  her  mother's  knee. 

No  face  was  so  bright,  no  heart  more  true. 
And  none  was  so  sweet  as  she.—  Vhoriu. 

Oh,  could  I  see  you  now,  my  girl,  ' 

As  pure  as  in  olden  times! 
When  prattle  and  smile  made  home  a  pesrlt 

And  life  was  a  merry  chime ! —  (Jhorut. 

Go  after  my  wandering  girl  to-night. 
And  search  for  her  where  you  will: 

But  bring  her  to  me  with  all  her  blight    '  ■      .' 
And  tell  her  I  love  her  still.— C'/«»1«.,,^      ,    ■ 


JUST     BECAUSE     SHE     DIDN'T 
KNOW     THE     WAY. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Fraiiiis.  Dny  & Hunhi. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  gent  to  any  addrpss.  post-palil,  ou  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  &  138 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  citamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Chas.  Williams  and  George  Sinclair. 


Perhaps  you've  never  seen  my  sister? 
She  8  the  strangest  girl  alive. 
'  (When  a  sweetheart  first  embraced  her,  '   '/ 

We  thought  she  would  ne'er  survive!) 
■    Really  she  is  much  too  bashful —  ':  - 

Qufle  a  prudish  sort  of  miss; 
Why,  her  young  man  had  to  to  teach  her 
Uow  to  give  and  take  a  kiss.  '  ■  : 

CUORCS. 

Just  because  "she  didn't  know  the  way  " — 
(What  a  silly  thing  for  any  girl  to  say !) 
In  about  a  tick  or  two,  he  had  taught  her  nbat  to  do,    ' 
Just  because  "  she  didn't  know  the  way." 

She  consented  to  be  married, 

80  one  niglit  they  both  did  roam 
'Round  about  the  shops  of  London, 

Furnishing  "  the  happy  home." 
Clara  carried  chairs  aiiu  tables, 

But  (I  never  shall  forget!) 
■..     -     She  made  her  intended Tiusband 

Trundle  home  their  *  bassinette — 

CnoRt;s. 

Just  because  she  didn't  know  the  way," 
(What  a  silly  thing  for  any  girl  to  say) 
And  he  did  get  chaffed,  you  bet,  pushing  home  that  bassinette. 
Just  wcause  "  she  didn't  know  the  way." 

Then  ui>on  the  wedding  morning, 

Johnny  J,  went  to  the  church. 
After  half  an  hour  of  wailing. 

Found  she'd  left  him  in  tlie  lurch! 
Home  he  hurried,  saw  my  sister, 
•  Swore  "  her  reasons  he  would  know"! 
Found  that  no  one  could  persuade  her 

From  the  house  that  mom  to  go — 

■      -  Chorus. 

Just  because  "  didn't  know  the  way"— 
CWhat  a  silly  thing  for  any  bride  to  say!) 
W^ell  they  got  to  church  too  late,  for  a  week  they  had  to  wait. 
Just  oecause  "  she  didn't  know  the  way.' 

When  at  length  they  both  got  settled, 
"■'        ,:         Poor  dear  mother  called  one  day, 
•  ■/    And  informed  the  happy  couple 

"  She'd  made  up  her  mind  to  stay!"  - 

Juggins  took  to  keeping  late  hours, 
Ma  would  wait  up  half  the  night — 
■     Pounce  upon  him  in  the  passage. 

When  he  reeled  helpless  "  tight  "— 

CuoKus.  •. 

Just  because  she  really  knew  the  way;  .■'.'■'■ 

She  would  wait  night  after  night  for  Mr.  J., 
Then  with  glee  she  used  to  trace  "  ten  commandmenta  on  his  face. 
Just  because  she  really  knew  the  way. 

They'd  been  married  just  a  twelvemonth 
When  a  "  little  stranger '' came; 
'"  '  ■  -         People  said  "  'twas  dauas  image — 
.  Eyes  and  nose  the  verv  same!" 

For  the  first  three  montfis,  or  longer, 

Father  nursed  the  little  chap — 
Had  to  warm  the  feeding-bottle,  ,. 

And  to  make  the  darling's  pap— 

Chorus.  *  ;:      • 

Just  because  "  she  didn't  know  the  way  " — 
(What  a  funny  thing  for  any  wife  to  say !) 
He  woidd  nurse  it  half  the  night,  in  garment  cool  and  white. 
Just  because  "  she  didn't  know  the  way." 


' "  m 


k^ 
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♦Baby  carriage. 
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DADDY. 
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THE    GREAT    ROUND-UP. 


By  A.  W.  Wilson. 


Take  my  head  on  yonr  shoulder.  Daddy,  turn  your  face  to  the  west. 

It  is  just  the  hour  when  the  sky  turns  gold,  the  hour  that  mother  loves  best. 

The  day  has  been  long  without  you.  Daddy,  you've  been  such  a  while  away; 

And  now  you're  as  tired  of  your  work.  Daddy,  as  I  am  tired  of  my  play. 

But  I've  got  you,  and  you've  got  me,  so  ev'rything  seems  right; 

1  wonder  if  mother  is  thinking  of  us,  because  it  is  my  birthday  night. 

I'm  sometimes  afraid  to  think.  Daddy,  when  I  am  big  like  you, 

And  vou  are  old  and  gray.  Daddy,  what  you  and  1  would  do 

If,  w"hen  we  got  up  to  Heaven  and  mother  was  waiting  there. 

She  shouldn't  remember  the  two  she  left,  so  sad  and  so  lonely  here; 

But  year  by  year  still  sees  no  change,  and  so 'twill  all  be  right. 

We  shall  always  meet  her  in  our  dreams;  Daddv,  good-night. 

Daddy,  good-night;  dear  Daddy,  dear  Daddy,  good-night,  good-night. 

hy  do  your  big  tears  fall.  Daddy?    Mother's  not  far  away; 
I  often  seem  to  hear  her  voice  falling  across  my  play; 
And  it  sometimes  makes  me  crv,  Daddv,  to  thin'K  it's  none  of  it  true. 
Till  I  fall  asleep,  to  dream,  Daddy,  of  home  and  mother  and  you; 
For  I've  got  you,  and  you've  got  me,  so  ev'ry  thing  may  go, 
We're  all  the  world  to  each  otlier.  Daddy,  for  mouier, 
Dear  mother,  once  told  me  so. 
I'm  sometimes  afraid  to  think,  etc. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Soncr  Bookn,  letter  Writerx,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Teller*, 
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THE     OLD     BATTERED     HORN. 
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By  AI.  W.  Filson. 


I've  heard  many  strains  that  thrilled  me  with  joy. 

But  none  I  will  say,  since  the  day  I  was  born. 
Has  pleased  me  so  much  us  when  a  small  boy 

I  heard  on  the  farm  the  old  dinner  horn; 
'Twas  a  trumpet  of  tin,  a  yard  or  so  long. 

And  was  blown  for  the  boys  at  noon  and  at  mom; 
The  monotonous  strain  was  piercing  and  strong, 

But  sweet  for  all  that  was  the  old  battered  iiom. 

Refrain. 

"  Come  In !  Come  in !  "  You  ran  hear  it  for  ever  so  long! 
The  monotonous  strain  was  piercing  and  stroii;;; 
But  sweet  for  all  that  was  the  old  battered  horn  I 

When  building  the  fence  or  pitching  the  hay. 

Or  reaping  the  grain  or  ploughing  the  com. 
With  «i»pftitts  keen  at  the  noon  of  the  day. 

Oh,  ^«  eet  to  my  soul  was  the  old  battered  horn. 
A  mother's  fond  lips  pressed  that  trumpet  of  tin, 

And  blew  her  sweet  soul  thro'  the  barley  and  corn; 
I  hear  even  yet  the  welcome,  "  Come  in.  Come  in. 

My  dear  boys,  to  the  sound  of  the  horn!" — Jiej'rain. 


There's  a  Silver  Lining  to  Ev'ry  Cloud. 

Copj-right,  1892,  by  Francis,  Day  4  Hunter. 
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Wurds  by  Norton  AtklnA  and  Will  Godwin.    Music  by  Will  Godwin. 


When  yet  but  a  boy  I  was  an.xious  to  roam. 

And  my  passion  could  not  be  controlled; 
And  heedilecs  of  all  my  dear  parents' advice. 

Like  a  sheep  I  deserted  my  fold. 
My  love  of  auventure  hud  led  me  to  roam 

In  many  strange  lands  o'er  the  sea;  ' 

And  often  at  nignt,  I  in  silence  have  prayed 

That  yet  once  again  I  might  be^— 

Ciionfs. 
At  home,  sweet  home!  back  to  the  de^r  old  home! 
To  find  it  bright  and  cheerful — Why  did  I  wish  to  roam? 
The  wand'rer  thinks  of  those  he  loves,  but  tho'  dear  friends  must  part, 
*'  There's  a  silver  lining  to  ev'ry  cloud,"  in  the  hope  of  a  wand'rer  s  heart. 

How  often  in  dreams  have  I  seen  tho  old  cot. 

And  the  streamlet  that  runs  through  the  glade, 
The  old  village  school  and  the  little  church-yartl. 

Where  with  comrades  in  childhoo<l  we  played; 
But  favoring  winds  filled  the  sails  of  my  ship 

And  gone  is  the  dark,  bitter  past; 
My  parents  and  I  are  united  again, 

I'm  back  in  the  old  home  at  last.— CAoru«. 

My  kind,  loving  parents  with  heads  gray  with  grief, 

Now  are  cheerful  and  happy  again. 
All  sorrow's  forgotten,  we'll  part  never  more, 

For  their  prayers  have  not  oeen  all  in  vain. 
The  kettle  is  singing  a  bright  little  song, 
i'    ■..■  The  cricket  is  chirping  with  glee. 

The  old  vacant  chair  now  is  filled  once  again. 

As  the  fam'ly  all  cling  round  my  knee!— C'Aoru*. 


Last  night  as  I  lay  on  the  prairie. 
Looking  up  to  tne  clouds  in  the  Bky, 

I  wondered  if  ever  a  cow-boy 
Had  got  to  the  sweet  bye-and-bye. 

The  road  to  that  bright  mystic  region. 
Both  narrow  and  dim,  so  they  say. 

Whilst  the  one  that  leads  to  peidition 
Is  (Kisted  and  blazed  all  the  way. 

They  sav  there  will  be  a  great  round-up. 
And  tiie  cow-boys  like  cattle  will  stand, 

Mavericked  out  by  the  riders  of  Jordan, 
Who  are  posted  and  know  every  brand. 

And  if  there  is  one  stray  cow-boy. 

Unchanged  or  unseen  bv  an  eye. 
He'll  be  cut  out  by  the  riders  of  Jordan, 

And  shipped  to  the  sweet  bye-and-bye. 

I  Wonder  whose  fault  there's  so  many 
Will  be  lost  at  that  great  final  sale* 

While  they  might  have  l)een  rich  and  had  plenty 
Had  they  kuo'ffn  of  the  dim  narrow  trail. 

Though  the  cow-boy  lives  out  on  the  prairie. 
And  his  way  through  temptation  does  wind, 

Still  a  kind  eye  that  never  grows  weary. 
Looks  down  his  dark  rough  way  to  find. 

He  may  go  on  the  way  that  is  narrow. 
And  lends  to  green  pastures  above. 

Away  from  this  reign  of  sorrow, 
To  the  dwellings  of  joy,  in^ace  and  love. 

So  now  while  salvation  is  offered 
Let  the  cow-boy  look  for  the  right  brand. 

Nor  reject  the  great  mercy  that's  proffered. 
Then  acquitted  at  the  round-up  he'll  stand. 


-•-•- 


THE    FUTURE    MRS.    'AWKINS. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Albert  Che\  alier. 
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I  knows  a  little  doner,  I'm  alxiut  to  own  'er. 

She's  a  poin'  to  marry  me. 
At  fust  she  said  she  wouldn't,  then  she  said  she  couldn't. 

Then  she  whisiH;red,  "Well,  I'll  see." 
Sez  I,  "  Be  Missis  'Aw  kins.  Missis  'Enry  'Aw  kins. 

Or  acrost  the  seas  I'll  roam; 
So  'elp  me  bob,  I'm  crazy;  Lizer,  you're  a  daisy; 

Won't  you  share  my  'umble  'omeJ" 

Spoken  OR  SfNo.—"  Won't  yer?" 

Chorus. 

Oh!  Lizer!  Sweet  Lizer! 
If  yer  die  an  old  maid,  you'll  'ave  only  yerself  to  blame. 

D'y'ear  Lizer!  Dear  Lizer! 
"Ow  d' yer  fancy 'A wkins  for  ycr  other  name. 

I  sha'n't  forgit  our  mcetin';  "  G'ani,"  was  "er  greetin*, 

"  Just  ycr  mind  wot  you're  about;" 
'Er  pretty  'ead  she  thn)W8  up,  then  she  turns  'er  n<»8e  up,   - 

Sayin',  "  let  me  go,  I'll  shout !" 
"  I  like  your  style,"  says  Lizer:  thought  as  I'd  surprise  'er, 

Cops'er  "round  the  waist  like  this! 
Sez  she  "  I  must  be  dreamin',  chuck  it,  I'll  start  scrcamiM'." 

"  If  ^er  do,"  sez  1,  "  I'll  kiss!"  ^ 

Spoken  OR  Sc  NO. — "  Now  then  "— C'Aoru*. 

She  wears  a'  artful  bonnet,  feathers  stuck  npon  it, 

Coverin' a  fringe  all  curled; 
She's  jiirit  about  the  sweetest,  prettiest  and  neatest 

Doner  in  the  wide,  wide  world! 
And  she'll  be  Missis 'Awklns,  Missis 'En'ry 'Awkius,' 

liof'er  for  to  name  the  day; 
Settled  it  last  Monday;  so  to  church  on  Sunday 

OB  we  trots  the  donkey  shay  I 

Spoken  or  StNo.— "  Now  then  "— 

CHOBua.  ; 

Oh!  Lizer!  Sweet  Lizer! 
If  ycr  died  an  old  maid,  you'll  'ave  only  yerself  to  blame. 

D'y'ear  Lizer!  Dear  Lizer! 
Missis 'En'ry 'Awkius  is  a  first-class  name. 


-•-*- 


— Uncle  Jack,  who  is  short-sighted,  returns  from  a  long  walk, 
and  being  somewhat  thirsty,  drinks  from  a  tumbler  he  finds  on  the 
table.  Enter  his  little  niece  Allie,  who  instantly  seta  up  a  ydl  of 
despair.  Uncle  Jack:  "  What's  the  matter,  Allie?"  Allie  (weep- 
inj.'):  "  You've  driuked  up  my  aquarium,  and  swallowed  my  three 
tadpoles! " 


mmmm 


(•^•"^wv. 
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DON'T    MIND,    MY    DARLINQ. 

CopyriK)it.  1890,  by  N.  Wcinstein  &  Co. 
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By  Paul'Steinmark. 


Don't  mind,  my  dear,  what  thcj  will  say ! 
While  you  love  me  we're  happy  to-day. 
Let  then  the  world  frown,  love,  or  sneer; 
What  care  I  for  that  when  >our  smiles  they  are  near  I 
Earth  cannot  give,  dear,  with  all  its  glare. 
One  spark  of  joy  if  no  love  be  there! 
Then  cling  to  my  heart,  be  life  sad  or  gay. 

rlc" 


Don't  mind,  my  darling,  what  the  world  now  will  sayl 

Ah?  you  are  the  joy,  light  of  m] 

Day  would  be  night  if  From  me  you  wouli 


Ah?  you  are  the  joy,  light  of  my  pathway! 
Day  would  be  night  if  from  me  you  would 
Love  still  shall  guide  o'er  life's  aark  way; 


stray; 


Don't,  then,  mind,  my  darling,  what  the  world,  the  world  may  say! 
Don't,  then,  mind,  my  darling,  what  this  world  will  my  I 

Don't  mind,  my  own,  naught  need  we  care. 

Praise  or  blame,  while  our  love  we  can  share! 

I  am  your  own,  sunshine  or  rain. 

Hearts  loving  as  ours  naught  can  part  now  again!    '~ 

You  by  my  side,  I  the  wond  defy! 

All  it  can  give  is  not  worth  one  sigh! 

Then  cling  to  me  still,  be  life  sad  or  gay. 

Don't  mind,  my  darling,  what  the  world  now  will  uy! 

Ah  I  you  are  the  joy,  etc. 


TEXAS    CO^W^BOY. 
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LOVE'S    A    MAG-IC    SPELL. 

Copyright,  188«.  by  Willis  Woodward  4  Co. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Starr. 


There's  a  pathway  thro'  the  forest,  there's  a  nook  down  in  the  dell; 

A,  E,  D,  A,  E.  O,  I'm  ashamed  to  tell. 
There's  a  spot  we  nsetl  to  linger  and  mj[  lover  knows  it  well ; 

A,  E,  D,  A,  E,  ah!  love's  a  magic  spell. 
And  upon  a  summer's  evening,  when  tne  sun  retired  to  sleep, 

1  would  wait  for  him  beneath  the  maple  tree; 
And  watch  the  stars  that  one  bv  one  between  ihe  branches  peep, 

A,  E,  D,  A,  E,  oh,  my  lover  comes  to  me! 

YODLE. 

U,  le,  a,  ah,  de,  o,  n,  le,  a,  ah,  le.  o,  n,  le,  a,  ah,  de,  a,  ah,  de,  a,  ah,  de,  a,  ah,  de,  ohl 
U,  le,  a,  ah,  de,  o,  le,  a,  ah,  de,  o,  le,  a,  ah,  de,  a,  ah,  de,  a,  ah,  de.  A,  £. 

There's  a  cott^e  by  the  seaside,  there's  a  hnsband  on  the  shore; 

A,  E,  D,  A,  E,  O,  I  am  proud  to  tell. 
There's  a  cradle  in  the  comer,  tnere's  a  baby  we  adore, 

A,  E,  D,  A,  £.  ah!  love  is  still  a  spell. 
And  in  winter,  when  the  temj)e8ts  rage  and  billows  loudly  roar. 

Oh! 'tis  glorious  summer  when  my  love  is  nigh; 
And,  heart  to  heart,  we'll  go  through  life,  in  peace  forevermore, 

A,  E,  D,  A,  E,  oh,  love  can  never  die !—  YocUe. 


Parody  on: 

THE     BOWERY. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.     . 
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I  am  a  roving  cowboy,  I  am  off  the  Texas  plains; 

My  trade  is  girting  saddles  and  pulling  bridle  reins; 

And  I  can  throw  tlie  last-o  with  the  greatest  of  ease,  ]'  . 

And  rojHj  the  wildest  broncho  and  ride  him  when  1  please. 

I  used  to  court  a  pretty  girl,  Hhe  Siiid  she'd  share  my  part, 

I  labored  to  inuiiitjiiu  her,  1  loved  Ikt  with  all  my  heart; 

And  when  IM  made  a  little  stake,  it's  iiiarrial  we  would  bo. 

But  the  dearest  friend  in  this  w ide  world  has  gone  square  back  on  me. 

Yes,  boys,  it  almost  broke  my  heart  when  I  found  she  wan  taken  away; 

She  was  carried  away  by  another  lark— oh,  cursed  be  that  day! 

So  I'll  cheer  up  my  courage  and  love  some  other  one. 

And  follow  the  cows  on  the  lone  cow  trail  until  my  race  is  run. 

Adieu  to  all  you  kind  friends,  for  you  know  I  am  bound  to  roam ; 
I  left  my  dear  old  mother,  my  sister  and  my  home; 
And  when  I'm  on  the  lone  cow  trail  I  11  thiiik  of  the  friends  at  home. 
And  also  think  of  the  darling  girl  that  went  square  back  mi  me. 

My  bosses  they  all  like  me,  tlicy  say  I  am  hard  to  beat, 

I  always  give  tl-.em  a  bold  staud-off,  for  they  know  I|tiave  the  cheek; 

Although  I  work  for  wages,  my  j)ay  I  gel  m  gold. 

And  I'll  follow  cows  on  the  lone  cow  trail  uutill  get  too  old. 

Adieu  to  all  you  stiff-bosom  shirts,  I  now  lay  you  away. 
You  are  so  much  of  rags  and  dirt,  ailleii,  I  am' bound  to  say; 
Adieu,  to  all  you  standing  collars,  m  itii  all  your  pride  and  starch, 
I  wore  you  from  September  last  until  the  first  of  March. 

When  I  am  on  the  lone  cow  trail  I'll  think  of  the  friends  at  home, 
And  also  think  of  the  darling  girl  that  caused  me  far  to  roam; 
And  when  I  get  to  a  shipping  point,  I'll  take  a  little  spree. 
To  drive  away  all  thoughts  and  care  of  the  girl  so  dear  to  inc. 

With  high-heeled  boots  and  Stetson  hat,  and  mud  up  to  my  knees. 
And  "  gray  backs,"  big  as  Chile  beans,  a-tickling  with  the  flees; 
A  buckskin  patch  upon  each  knee  (a-patchiug  I  have  learned), 
I'll  wear  them  while  I  am  driving  here,  perhaps  when  I  return.       ^    ■'. 

I  wrote  my  girl  a  letter  and  enclosed  it  in  a  slip. 

And  if  that  don't  bring  h<r  to  her  sensi-s,  I  guess  I'll  let  her  rip; 

And  cheer  up  my  courage  and  love  some  other  one. 

And  follow  the  cows  on  the  lone  cow  trail  until  my  race  is  ruu. 


I'M    IN    THE    CHAIR 

Written  and  Componed  hy  E.  W.  Rogers. 
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Composed  by  R.  S.  Wilson  ami  Sung  by  Hohrath  &  Young. 


I  went  to  see  a  friend  of  mine. 

Just  to  have  a  joHy  time; 

He  lives  in  the  last  house  up  a  court,  ./ 

The  further  you  go  up  yon  sec  more  sport. 

He  invited  me  to  come  "at  night. 

For  his  house  is  lit  with  eleciric  light, 

Wheu  I  got  there  I  saw  such  a  sight, 

I'll  never  go  there  any  more. 

Chorus. 

The  growler,  the  growler. 
They  rush  the  iKwr  thing. 
They  crush  the  poor  thing. 
The  growler,  the  growler. 
It'll  never  get  chased  any  more. 

The  boys  got  up  a  camp  town. 

And  we  each  put  in  a  cent  a  piece; 

Beilly  rushed  the  growler 

And  got  pulled  in  oy  the  police. 

We  were  waiting  so  long  for  the  growler.  In  haste. 

Till  the  spit  in  our  mouth  turned  into  paste. 

And  not  a  one  of  us  g6t  a  taste — 

I'll  never  go  there  any  more.— 6' Ao;'M«. 

Some  one  said  Re  Uy  got  away  with  the  cash. 

Says  I,  "Shut  up,  of  your  face  1  will  mash," 

And  then  a  terrible  fight  began; 

The  cop|>ers  made  a  raid  slim  we  went  in  the  van; 

The  juilixe  cave  each  one  of  us  a  year, 

And  siiid  after  this  go  get  your  own  beer,     -.'    / 

For  then  of  your  cash  yon  need  noi.  fear; 

I  donl  want  to  see  you  "here  any  more.—  Chorus.   . 


.    -  P'r'aps  you'll  wonder  why  I'm  frisky; 

.    '   ■  'Tisn't  all  through  Cham' and  whiskey; 

For  the  wife,  you  see,  has  presented  me 

With  a  charming  little  baby  boy. 
When  the  news,  without  a  warning. 
To  my  office  came  this  morning, 
I,  with  shouts  of  joy,  kissed  the  office  boy. 
And  saitl,  "  Now  we'll  have  lots  of  fun!" 
I  called  on  Brown,  who'd  come  to  town,  and  said,  "  Come  on,  old  chappie, 
L't's  have  some  chain',  and  I'll  stand  '  Sam"— I  feel  so  deuced  happy!" 
Old  Brown  was  dry,  and  so  was  I;  we  Ixnh  were  very  "  liippy;" 

And  to  all  in  the  bar  I  said,  "  Boys,  hip-hurrah!  " 

I'll  stand  you  a  drink— just  ouel" 

-   ''  •  Chorus. 

*'  I'm  in  the  chair,  so  have  what  you  like  to  drink  with  me; 
I'm  in  the  chair,  I  reckon  I'm  fairly  on  the  spree: 
I've  just  been  made  a  father,  and  it  tills  me  with  delight; 
With  a  '  ri-too-rooral-ooral-ay,'  we'll  all  get  boozed  to-night." 

They  proiKJsed,  "The  happy  father!" 

Did  I  stand 'cm  drinks!  well,  rather! 

And  the  barmaids  blushed,  as  they  madly  rushed 

To  the  customers  who  stood  about. 
Then  two  ladies  started  winking, 
•   '  As  the  boys  my  health  were  drinking; 

Brown  said, '*  Oh !  let  me  introduce  Miss  G., 
And  Miss  J.,  you  know,  no  doubt." 
They  wished  me  joy,  and  said,  "  Old  boy,  we're  dying  for  a  liquor;" 
I  sang  a  song  with  words  all  «  roiig,  my  head  was  growing  thicker. 
The  p'liceman  came  and  stojjped  Hiy  tranie;  the  ladies  sttue  my  ticker; 
And  to  give  me  a  chance,  on  a  p'iice  ambulance 
I  was  laid,  where  I  shouted  out— t'/tora*. 

In  the  morning,  rather  early. 
Right  iKjfore  a  beaK  so  burly, 
■'  I  was  dragged,  half-dead,  and  the  Justice  said, 

•.  "Pray  explain  your  artfnl  little  game?" 

"  Well,"  said  I,  "your  worship,  maybe 
'Twae  through  having  my  first  baby '— 
"  Girl?  "  said  he— "  No  fear!"— "  What,  a  boy f  That's  queer, 
For  yesterday  I  had  the  same. 
If  you  speak  true,  I  can't  fine  you;  I  know  a  father's  feeling."      '■■  '    - 
Let's  have  some  cham',  and  I'll  stand  '  Sam;'  your  woes  we  11  soon  be  healing." 
"I'll  pay!" — "You  wont!" — "  I  will!'— "No,  don't!"  he  cried  iu  tones  appealing: 
"  Close  the  court  for  the  day !  Now,  then,  boys,  shout  'hooray !" 
',;,•.  ,.■ '  '-':■■  ''-■■:'     G2t  boozed  and  111  take  the  blame!"— C'Aor««. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Cbas.  T.  EUla. 


When  bright  is  de  day  and  so  pure  de  morning  air, 
And  birds  slug  their  lay  from  al most  ev'rywiiere, 
'Tis  then  dot  we  ride,  such  a  jolly,  happy  pair, 
Und  CftsjKjr,  dot's  nie,  lie  vos  de  iM)ny. 
.;•         Don't  be  "fraid,  dis  pony  he  vas  givat  and  toney, 
Uud  he'll  ride  you  'round  with  grace  and  style. 
CnoRus. 

Carrying  baby  on  my  back,  you'll  hear  the  whip  go  crack,  crack,  crack! 

Ob,  what  delight  for  my  boy  so  bright,  while  playing  pony  with  Caspar! 

Running  up  and  down  the  hilt,  hear  those  bells  so  cleur  and  shrill  I 

OhI  what  fun  to  have  a  good  run,  while  playing  pony  with  Caspar! 

Around  pony's  neck  little  baby's  arms  are  wound; 
He  thinks  that  he  might  go  ^priiwiiiig  on  the  ground. 
But  pony  will  keep  him  up  there  nil  safe  and  sound. 
He'll  see  that  no  danger  conies  to  baby. 
Don't  be  'fraid,  dis  pony,  he  was  great  and  toney, 
Und  he'll  ride  you  with  grace  and  style.— CAoru*. 


1 


THE    LAST    ROLL    CALL. 

CopyriKbt,  ISK,  by  Frank  ilardlng.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Charles  Osborne. 


Fifty  years  ago  last  Friday,  on  a  wild  and  stormy  day, 
I  was  fighting  for  our  colors,  many  thousand  miles  uway; 
Tho'  we  were  butone  to  twenty,  still  we  beat  them— yes.  they  lost' 
We  vere  victors,  heroes  all;  but  what  u  price  that  vict'ry  cost! 

Chorus. 
Side  by  side,  like  a  crimson  tide,  lu  the  days  of  long  as;o. 
On  we  du<«h'd  und  our  fubres  craeh'd,  tiil  we  conquered  cv'ry  foe; 
But  one  by  one  ere  the  fight  was  done,  I  saw  my  comrades  fall, 
And  I  was  the  only  one  left  to  answer  the  Last  Roll  Cull ! 

Fifty  brave  and  stalwart  soldiers  thrasheil  a  host  of  deadly  foes. 
Fifty  sabres  tla!<ihed  like  lightniug  ere  the  shout  of  vict'ry  ro«e. 
Like  an  avalanche  of  thunder  on  we  swcnt— Hurrah!  they  run! 
Then  I  rode  back  home  lu  silence,  all  had  fallen  there  but  ouv.—  C/ioruf. 

By  the  dim  and  ghostly  torchlight,  there  we  •ought  them  where  they  fell, 
They  who'd  saved  their  country's  honor,  they  who'd  fought  and  died  so  weli; 
Who  Is  this,  beneath  those  shadows?  Halt!  ladt>,  gently  raise  his  head; 
Turn  the  light,  this  way,  men— silence,  Jack,  my  own  twin  broihur,  deadi— C'Ao. 


DOWN    IN    TENNESSEE. 


Tune — "  Down  ou  the  Kunn." 
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Words  by  T.  H.  looker. 


Now,  white  folks,  yon  must  know,  dat  'twas  many  years  ag<«. 

When  my  ole  massa  died  au'  set  mc  free; 
It  was  ill  dat  liappy  clime,  whar'  it's  sunny  all  do  time. 

An'  de  mocking  birds  In  de  trees,  sing  merrily. 
Dar  I'd  rise  up  In  de  morn'  an'  uo  an'  hoe  de  yaller  corn. 

Den  no  ihoiight  ob  sorrow  eblier  troubled  ine; 
In  de  fields  I'd  sing  all  day  for  my  heart  was  light  and  guy. 
On  deole  plantation,  'way  down  in  Tenueesec. 
Chorus. 
Now  I  often  heave  a  sigli  for  dem  happy  days  gone  by, 

Tho'  fond  memory  biings  dem  bacU  again  to  nie; 
And  it  fills  my  heart  wid  pain  to  think  HI  never  see  again 
De  ole  plantation  'way  down  in  Tennessee. 

When  my  liard  day's  work  was  o'er  I'd  sit  by  de  cabin  door. 

Den  I'd  lake  de  ole  banjo  upon  my  knee; 
De  old  familiar  tunes  I'd  pluy  to  drive  dull  care  away, 

An' de  ole  folks  dey'd  jine  in  and  sing  wid  me. 
Dar  my  mammy  used  to  bake  fat  possoms  an'  hoe-cake 

For  us  darkies  when  we'd  hab'  our  jubilee; 
Den  we'd  sing  and  dance  all  night,  while  de  moon  shone  blight. 

On  de  ole  pToutation,  'way  doWu  in  Tennessee. —  Charut. 

On  Sunday  nights  we'd  go  nn'  take  de  ynllcr  gals  you  know. 

To  hear  de  preacher  man  in  dc  Baptist  church; 
An'  reckon  I  see  hitn  now,  wid'  do  ewear.  upon  his  brow. 

Calling  on  us  sinners  to  leave  8atan  in  de  lurch. 
But  us  young  dark's  were  in  clover  when  de  preaching  was  over. 

An'  how  hnppy  den  ile  yaller  gals  would  bv; 
For  until  de  break  ob  day,  we'd  muUe  love  in  de  usual  way. 

On  de  ole  plantation,  'way  down  in  Tennessee.— 6' Aor»«. 

"When  I  left  dat  good  ole  home  'mid  other  scenes  to  roam, 

1  bid  all  ob  mv  friends  a  i>ad  good-bye; 
An'  I  nebber  will  forget  as  long  as  I  can  recollect, 

How  my  daddy  anu  my  mammy  dcy  did  cry. 
But  now  dey  both  am  gone  an'  I'm  left  alone  to  mourn; 

From  all  earthly  cares  an'  sorrows  dey  am  free; 
For  dey  sleep  beneath  the  sod,  in  de  ole  country  church-yard. 

Near  de  ole  plantation,  'way  down  in  Tennessee. — C'twrut. 


Leave  Me  Not  in  Anger,  Darling. 

Copyright,  IMl,  by  White,  Smith  A  Co.         .■  ;    I    : 
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Words  by  Tlioe.  Wertendorf.    Husio  by  Geo.  W.  Perse'y. 


Leave  me  not  in  anger,  darling,  smile  again  before  we  part; 
Keep  the  flow'rs  of  love  still  blooming  in  the  garden  of  your  heart: 
Life  without  you  would  be  lonely,  days  nntl  years  would  dreary  be; 
For  I  love  you,  and  you  only  cau  bring  happiness  to  me. 

Chorus. 
Leave  me  not  In  anger,  darling;  smile  again  before  we  part; 
Keep  the  flow'rs  of  love  still  blooming  in  the  garden  of  your  heart. 

Leave  me  not  in  anger,  darling,  think  of  the  happy  past,     ■  ' 

With  its  hours  cf  golden  pleasure,  hours  that  spK;d  away  too  fast; 
Think  of  tender  words  then  spoken,  when  our  hearts  were  fontl  and  true; 
Let  not  olden  tics  be  broken,  ties  that  bind  my  life  to  yon,— 6' Aort/jc. 

Le.ive  me  not  in  anger,  darling,  there'll  be  brighter,  happier  hours. 
For  I'll  ever  strew  yonr  (lathway  with  life's  rarest,  sweciest  flowers; 
Waiting  on  yonr  j)leaf  iire  ever,  nappy  only  when  you're  near; 
Darling,  say  you'll  leave  me  never;  let  me  always  flnd  yoa  XxKta.  — Chorus. 


OUR    BOARDING-HOUSE. 

u  ritten  and  Siingby  HerlMrt  M.  Porter. 
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We've  got  a  room  in  a  boarding-bouse; 

In  this  place  it's  quiet  as  a  mouse. 

The  room  we're  in  is  too  small  to  wash  your  face, 

And  we're  too  lazy  for  to  get  another  place. 

The  other  night  they  made  a  raid; 

Hunted  all  over  for  the  chambermaid. 

The  landlord,  he's  n  beauty  siiflit. 

Has  tlie  'mare  'most  every  night.  -     '. 

There's  a  muu  comes  ill  as  often  as  be  likes; 

I  threw  at  him  a  pound  of  spikes. 

To  gut  to  our  room  you  go  up  eleven  flight  of  stairsi 

In  our  room  there  are  no  chairs; 

Seven  boarders  sleep  in  one  bed; 

When  you  get  up  in  the  morning,  six  are  dead. 

The  porter's  always  full  of  work; 

The  other  day  they  used  him  for  a  cluik. 

The  landlord's  daughter,  whose  name  is  Floes', 

Her  fuce  is  full  of  Irish  moss. 

The  cook,  slie  tries  to  run  the  place; 

Oh,  you  ought  to  sec  her  face! 

We  get  beans  that  are  twenty  years  old; 

The  butter  we  get  is  full  of  mold. 

In  this  place,  if  you  mentioned  pie. 

They'd  all  get  sick;  you'd  think  they'd  die. 

The  steak  it's  08  tough  as  leather. 

You  ought  to  see  it  in  dry  weather; 

The  other  day  I  took  a  chunk 

To  make  u  hinge  upon  my  trunk. 

There's  too  girls  sleep  in  the  next  ro<in)  to  oa; 

If  we  should  see  tlieni  we'd  make  a  fuss. 

When  the  landlord  goes  to  bed, 

He  puts  cracked  ice  upon  his  head. 

Tlie  other  night  I  tried  to  close  my  eyes. 
In  tlien  came  a  regiment  of  flies. 
The  other  day  I  thought  I'd  roam— 
•    We  stumbled  right  into  my  old  home. 
We  ate  everythiug  they  had  in  the  place; 
Bit  u  big  piece  out  of  my  mother-in-law's  face,  . 

We  swiillowed  the  clock,  bit  a  hole  in  the  floor. 
Chewed  a  hole  in  the  roof  and  swallowed  tlie  door; 
Chewed  our  shoes  and  a  big  straw  hat. 
Made  a  raid  oil  the  kitchen  and  swallowed  the  cat. 
We  chewed  fish-bones  und  ate  ten  stones. 
And  chewed  a  big  piece  out  of  the  servant  girl's  nose. 
We  ate  so  much  that  It  made  us  thin: 
Our  hair  cume  out  and  our  cheeks  went  in; 
Our  bones  were  sticking  through  our  skin. 
We  went  out  and  laid  on  red-hot  tin. 

\Vc  struck  New  York  City  one  fine  day, 

Ho  we  took  a  walk  along  Broadway. 

The  first  thing  we  chanced  to  meet 

Was  a  Cierniau  band  couiing  down  the  street; 

We  picked  up  the  bass  drum,  swallowed  it  do^fn. 

Swallowed  the  men  as  they  drew  around ; 

Went  down  to  the  ferry  and  swallowed  ten  boats. 

Went  out  on  election  and  chewed  up  our  votes. 

At  last  we  struck  Ocrniantown, 

Met  a  preacher  and  swallowed  him  down, 

Swallowed  a  pump,  put  our  teeth  through  the  handle 

Ate  the  reports  of  the  Germontown  scundle. 

Then  getltng  disgusted  with  grub  so  li^ht. 

We  swallowed  ourselves  clean  out  of  sight. 

And  that's  I  lie  way  we  used  to  carry  on 

In  the  boardiiig-hoiise  where  we  were  bom. 


••-•-•> 


— Your  character  cannot  be  essentially  injured,  except  by  your 
own  acts.     ■;■.•■■-.'  ■••    -..a^.-.-,-  •  .      .■■.,■■'  I 


••■rO*^^.-*^*' 


tiftfj.Mi 


""V^. 
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SWEETEST    ROSE    OF    ALL. 

Copyrigbt,  ittt,  bj  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Kusie  of  this  Soncr  will  be  sent  to  any  adilretw,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

oenU;  or  this  and  anr  two  other  Sonfrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J,  Wehinan,  130<k  13Z 

Park  Kow,  New  York.    Poetace  stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  aU  our  goods. 


JIM     CROW. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  T.  El  lis. 


In  a)]  the  land  of  flowers  the  sweetest  is  the  rose— 
The  fairest  gift  of  nature  that  in  the  garden  prows. 
Red,  white  and  yellow  roses,  climb  up  the  trestle  wall; 
And  yet  to  me  my  sweetest  rose  is  the  sweetest  of  them  all  I 

Kefrain. 

For  I  love  each  tender  blossom  that  in  the  garden  grows; 
Tho'  ev'ry  bloom  is  lovely,  the  sweetest  is  the  rose. 
Of  all  the  diff'rent  roses,  from  early  Spring  till  Full, 
The  girl  I  love  so  fondly  is  the  sweetest  rose  uf  ihem  all. 

Her  cheeks  are  like  the  blush-rose,  her  smile  to  mc  is  bliss. 
Her  lips  are  rub^  rosehiids,  that  teinnt  you  to  a  kiss. 
8ome  day  we  will  be  married,  when  Summer  rose  leaves  fall, 
*Tia  then  my  little  wife  will  be  the  sweetest  ruse  of  &\l.—R^rain. 


The  United  States  of  America. 


Written  by  John  Jones. 


Bend  for  Frfe  Catalojme  of  Sonpr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Pream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick  Booko,  Recitation  Boxl^g,  IVnny   Ballads,  Call   Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Btump  Speeclies.  lush  Song  Bookn,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehnum,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York. 


i 


Let  all  foreicners  boast  of  the  land  of  their  birth, 
I'll  einfc  of  the  country  that  I  love  the  best; 

'Tisenshrint'd  in  ity  heart  as  the  fairest  on  earth;  ■ 

It  lies  where  the  sun  slowly  sinks,  in  the  West. 

I  love  the  broad  iiioi>nt4iins  and  valleys  so  green. 

Where  Columbia,  our  Goiiees,  she  rules  as  their  queen; 

Where  the  stars  and  the  stripes  floating  proudly  are  seen; 
'Tifl  the  United  States  of  America.  ; 

Chorus. 

We're  a  nation  that's  honest,  good-hearted  and  free; 
We're  brave  and  uncouquered  on  land  and  on  sea; 
We're  loyal  and  faithful,  and  ever  will  be. 
In  the  United  States  of  America. 

Our  soldiers  and  sailors  are  willing  and  brave; 

Our  inventors  and  workmen  unequaled  for  skill; 
Our  statesmen  and  judges  as  stern  as  ihe  urave 

When  they  have  an  unpleasant  taek  to  fulfll. 
Our  matrons  and  daughters  are  virtuous  and  fair. 
Graceful  and  slender,  there's  none  can  compare; 
There  smile  throws  a  beam  of  sunshine  everywhere 

In  the  United  States  of  America.— 67((Wtt«. 

So,  long  may  prosperity  rule  o'er  our  land. 
And  long  may  her  sons  remain  faithful  and  true. 

While  honor  and  justice  together  does  stand. 
Then  virtue  will  get  what  its  honestly  due. 

Long  may  the  star-spangled  banner  float  high 

O'er  our  cities  and  towns— let  her  wave  in  the  sky; 

And  may  peace  ever  reign,  as  the  years  tiiey  roll  by. 
In  tlie  United  Slates  of  America.— C7(o;-u». 


OLD    DAD'S    WALKING-    CANE. 


Written  by  John  Jones. 


Bend  for  Free  CatAlosnie  of  Song  Books,  I>etter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick    Books,  Hecitalion  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Ciill  Books,  Joke  Books,  Nketch 
Books,  HCunip  Speeches,  Irish  Sont;  Books,  Cook  Boots,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  130  &  132  Park  Kow,  New  York. 


This  wee  bit  of  blackthorn,  preserved  as  a  treasure. 

Recalls  recollections  to  me  ever  dear. 
'Twas  the  gift  of  a  parent,  who  loved  me  sincerely. 

Whose  memory  I  always  will  love  and  revere. 
'Twas  he,  who  in  childhood,  dispelled  all  my  troubles, 

Who  tenderly  soothed  all  my  sorrows  and  pain, 
Tis  the  thought  of  his  kindness  that  makes  me  so  cherish 

This  wee  bit  of  blackthorn,  old  dad's  walking  cane. 

Chorus. 
•  ■  Tis  not  for  it's  l)eauty  I  love  this  old  treasnre. 
But  the  days  that  have  past  it  recalls  once  again; 
Yes,  'tis  fond  recollections  that  makes  me  so  cherish 
This  wee  bit  of  blackthorn,  old  dad's  walking  cane. 

When  his  hair  had  grown  gray,  and  his  health  was  declining,    ; 

He  would  lean,  with  relief,  on  tills  dumb,  faithful  friend. 
'Twas  a  guide  to  his  footsteps,  so  tottering  and  feeble. 

And  one  on  whose  help  he  could  always  depend. 
*Twa8  his  constant  companion,  in  all  sorts  of  weather — 

In  Summt>r  and  winter,  in  sunshine  and  rain. 
To  think  of  the  hand  that  has  grasped  it  in  friendship. 

Makes  me  fondly  cherish  old  dad's  walking  cane.— C'^ru«. 

When  the  angel  of  death  o'er  bis  bedside  did  hover. 

As  I  wiped  the  cold  sweat  from  his  damp,  clammy  brow. 
He  whispered,  "  My  son,  I  am  soon  going  to  leave  you; 

I'll  soon  be  at  rest  with  your  dear  mother  now. 
Reraemlier  the  lessons  I've  zealously  taught  you— 

Be  honest  and  upright,  or  life  will  be  vain; 
And  when  all  is  over,  to  cherish  my  memory. 

Preserve  this  old  keepsake,  your  dad's  walking  cane. — Chorus. 


Tlia  Words  and  Hiisie  of  this  Sonet  will  be  sent  to  any  address, post-paid, on  reeelpt  of  M  I 

cents;  orthtsand  any  two  other  Son^s  for  One  Dollar,  by  HenryJ.Wehman.lWft  Ok 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  at  oaali  for  all  our  irooda. 


Come  listen  all  yoa  gals  and  boys,  I's  just  from  Tncky-hoe; 
I'm  going  to  sing  a  little  song,  my  name's  Jim  Crow. 

Chorus.  V- -' '  '■ 

Weel  abont  and  turn  about  an' do  its' BO, 
Ebery  time  I  wheel  about  I  jump  Jim  Crow.       , 

Oh,  I'm  a  roarer  on  de  fiddle,  and  down  in  old  Virginny 
They  say  I  play  de  skyentific  like  Massa  Paguninl.— 6'floru«. 

I  went  down  to  de  ribber,  I  didn't  mean  to  stay. 

But  dere  I  see  so  many  gals,  I  couldn't  get  away.— CAwuf. 

I  get  'pon  a  flat  boat,  I  cotch  de  Uncle  Sam, 

Den  I  went  to  see  du  place  wher'  dey  kill'd  Packenham.- CAortM. 

And  den  I  go  to  Orleans,  an'  feel  so  full  of  flghr, 

Dey  put  me  in  de  Calaboose,  and  keep  mc  dare  all  night.— CAo»««. 

When  I  go  out  I  hit  a  man,  his  name  I  now  forgot; 

But  there  was  nothing  left  'cept  a  little  grease  spot.-  Chottit. 

I  whip  my  weight  in  wild  c-ats,  I  eat  an  alligator. 

And  tear  up  more  ground  dan  kifer  fifty  loaa  of  tater. — Chottu. 

I  sit  upon  a  hornet's  nest,  I  dance  upon  my  head, 

I  tie  a  wipor  'round  my  neck  and  den  1  goes  to  l>ed.— CAoru*. 

Dere's  possum  np  de  gnmtree,  and  raccoon  in  de  hollow. 
Wake  snakes,  for  June  bugs  stole  my  half  a  dollar.— CVvOrw*. 

A  ring-tailed  monkey  an'  a  rib-nose  baboon 

Went  out  de  odder  day  to  spend  de  arternoon.— C'Aoru*. 

Oh,  de  way  dey  bake  de  hoe  cake  in  old  Virginny  neber  tire,     . 
Dey  putde  doe  upon  de  foot,  and  hole  it  to  ue  Are.— C'Aorw*.     ' 

O,  by  trade  I  am  a  carpenter,  but,  be  it  understood, 

De  way  I  git  my  liben'  is  by  sawing  de  tick  ob  wood.— CAorw. 

I'm  a  full-blooded  niggar,  ob  de  real  ole  stock. 

An'  wid  my  head  and  shoulder  I  can  split  a  horse  block. — Chorut. 

I  struck  a  Jarsey  niggar,  in  de  street  de  oder  day. 

And  I  hope  I  neber  stir,  if  he  did'nt  turn  gny.— Chorut. 

I'm  bcrrv  much  afraid  of  late  dis  jumping  will  be  no  good. 

For  while  de  Crow  are  dancing  de  Wites  will  saw  de  wood.— CAort«. 

But  if  dey  get  honest  by  sawing  wood  like  slaves, 

Dere's  an  end  to  de  business  ob  our  friend  Massa  Hayes. —  Ckoftt. 

I  met  a  Philadelphia  niggar,  dressed  up  quite  nice  and  clean. 

But  de  way  he  'bused  de  Yorkers  I  thought  was  berry  mean.— CAoriM. 

So  I  knocked  down  dis  Sambo,  and  shut  up  his  lighi,  '  .    • 

For  I'm  just  about  as  sassy  as  if  I  was  half  white.— C7<o;v««. 

But  he  soon  jumped  up  again,  and  "gan  for  me  to  feel; 

Says  I,  "  Go  away,  you  nigger,  or  I'll  skin  you  like  an  eel."— 6'*onw. 

I'm  so  glad  dat  I'm  a  niggar,  and  don't  yon  wish  you  was  too. 
For  den  you'll  gain  popularity  by  jumping  Jim  Crow. —  Chorut. 

Now,  my  brodder  niggars,  I  do  not  think  it  right, 

Dat  you  should  laugh  at  dem  who  happen  to  be  white. — Chorut. 

Kase  it  dare  misfortune,  an'  dcy'd  spend  ebery  dollar 
If  dey  only  could  be  gentlemen  ob  color.— C'Aort/*. 

It  almost  break  my  heart  to  sec  dem  envy  me. 

And  from  my  soul  I  wish  dem  full  as  black  as  vne.— Chorut. 

What  stuff  it  is  in  dem  to  make  de  debbil  black, 

I'll  prove  dat  he  his  white  in  de  twinkling  ob  a  crack.— CAort«#. 

For  you  see,  loved  brodders,  as  true  as  he  hab  a  tail, 

It  is  his  berry  wickedness  what  make  him  turn  pale. — Chorus. 

I  went  to  Hoboken  to  hab  a  promenade. 

And  dar  I  see  de  pretty  gals,  drinking  de  lemonade.—  Chonu. 

Dat  Pour  and  dat  sweet  is  berry  good,  b)-  gum 
lemonade  is  made  by  adding  r 


But  the  best  of  1 


T\iu\.—  Chjoru*. 


De  Broadway  lilies,  when  dey  carry  full  sail. 

Around  dem  wear  a  funny  thirig  just  like  a  fox  Xa\\.— Chorut. 

When  yon  hear  de  name  of  it,  I  sure  it  make  you  roar; 

Why  1  axed"  em  what  it  was,  and  dey  said  it  was  a  boar.— (A<»ru*. 

I'm  for  freedom,  and  for  union  altogether, 

Aldough  I'm  a  black  man,  de  white  is  called  my  brodder.— C'Aonr*. 

I'm  for  union  to  a  gal,  and  dis  is  a  stubborn  fact, 

But  if  I  marry  and  don't  like  it,  I'll  nullify  de  act. —  Chorut. 

I'm  tired  of  being  a  single  man,  an'  I'm  'tarmined  to  get  a  wife. 
For  what  I  thing  the  happiest,  is  de  sweet  married  life. — Vhorut. 

Its  berry  common  'mong  de  white  to  marry  and  get  divorced. 
But  datril  nebber  do  unless  I'm  really  forced.— C'AortM. 

I  think  I  see  myself  in  Broadway,  wid  my  wife  upon  my  arm. 
An'  to  follow  up  de  fashion,  dere  sure  can  l)e  no  harm.— C'Aoru*. 

And  I  caution  all  white  dandies  not  to  come  in  my  way, 
For  If  dey  insult  me,  dey  11  in  de  gutter  lay.— 6' A«n«. 


— Teacber:  "  Now,  children,  I  will  give  you  three  words — boys, 
bees  and  bears — and  I  want  you  to  compose  a  sentence  which  will 
include  all  three  words."  Small  boy:  "I  have  it."  Teacher: 
"John  McCarthy,  you  may  give  us  your  sentence."  John 
McCarthy:  "Boys  bees  bare  whin  they  goes  in  swimmin'." 
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KISSES    ACROSS    THE    STREAM. 

Copyi  isht,  ISM,  by  WillU  Woodward  A  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Munii-  of  ilii'»  ^'l>ll^^  will  lio  sent  ti>  anv  nil<li'i'K!i,  poKt  puid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents;  or  tliisuiul  anY  two  tilli'T  SiiiL's  fi.f  One  Dollar,  !>>•  lUiiry  .1.  Wchnian,  130&  13S 

I'iurk  Kow,  New  Yoik.    I'ustut^e  Stuuiiw  taken  eaiiic  us  caBli  fur  all  uurifoodi. 

Words  by  Uni  Fui.    Slusic  by  Adam  Oeibel. 


I  dreunU  at  eventide,  love,  that  tlioii  wcrt  near; 
The  witiliiis  wind  oiilside,  love,  stood  eiill  to  hear. 
Thotmli  Hwaa  a  dream — tio  real  docs  (>ceiu 
Tlio»e  kisses,  love,  across  the  strt-atu. 
Those  kiKst-s  across  tho  stream; 
Eyes  of  blue,  kif<sr8  so  true— or  was't  a  dream r 
Those  kisses,  kisses,  those  kixses  across  tlic  stream. 
Those  kisses,  kii<s<  s,  those  kisses  across  tlio  etreuui? 

I  heard  Ihy  soolhiiiK  voice,  love,  our  hands  they  met. 
Oh,  how  1  did  rfjoice,  love,  I'll  ne'er  forget. 
Though  'twas  a  dream,  etc. 

Thy  presence  filled  my  sight,  love,  or  waw'i  a  dream f 
Could  kisses  float  l>y  uight,  love,  across  the  streauilf 
Though  'twas  a  dream,  etc. 
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THE     LOVE     CUP 

Copyright,  lt»i,  by  Fi-ank  Harding.  " 


\  The  Wonlsand  Munie  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  aildress,  pout  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  and  Music  by  W^iU  H,  Fox. 


The  scene  which  I  will  picture  is  sacreil  to  my  heart— 

A  homestead  in  wliicn  I  formMy  lived; 
And  yet  the  faies  had  willed  it  so  that  from  it  I  must  part. 

To  be  there  all  I  uow  posers  I'd  give. 
On  Clirlstmas  or  Thauksgiviug  and  on  New  Year's,  too,  as  well. 

The  fam'ly  'round  the  table  eat  in  joy; 
The  usual  prayer  was  suid,  then  siories  we  would  tell. 

And  father  gave  this  toast  w  ithout  alloy:— 

Chorus, 
Pass 'round  the  love  cup,  drink  to  those  who're  present, 

God  bless  the  absent— free  from  care  and  strife; 
Watch  o'er  ihe  cliililren,  don't  neglect  \onr  parents, 

QoU  bleM  the  mother,  the  belpniate,  the  wirvt 

Within  that  humble  dwelling  I  first  learned  ri^ht  from  wrong, 

From  mother,  whose  tench  ings  were  so  inic, 
A  father's  fond  affection  and  a  sie<ter's  love  so  strong 

Was  mine;  and  yet  I  left  them,  which  I  rue. 
No  deed  or  action  liave  I  done  nnworihy  of  their  love. 

To-morrow  is  their  wauderint;  boy's  birtlnluy; 
My  mother's  face  I'll  see,  as  gentle  as  a  dove. 

And  liaieu  to  my  dear  old  futhur  eay.—C'/ioriiti. 


Parody  on : 

THAT     IS     LOVE. 

Sand  for  Free  Cataloinie  of  Sontf  Books,  Letter  Writerx,  Dreaiu  Itooks,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Trick  Books,  Recitation  liouks,  Penny   Bttlladx,  ('all  Uookx,  Joke  Bookn,  Sketch 

Dooks,  Stump  Speeclies,  Irish  Sonir  Book*, (.'ook  Boi>kK,  B<><>ks<>f  Aniuse- 

nient,  etc.,  to  Henry  J,  Wehniun,  130  Sc  li-i  Pai  k  Itow,  New  York. 
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Love,  sweet  love,  is  the  poets'  dream. 

But  BoMton  is  the  place  for  |>ork  and  beans; 

Corned  l)eef  and  cabbage  in  New  York, 

But  show  tne  the  Jew  wTio  will  eat  pork. 

See  a  bum  a-standing  and  with  his  eye  will  wink. 

Who  will  almost  die  with  heart  disease 

If  you  ask  him  to  have  a  drink. 

It's  an  ill  wind  that  never  no  harm  blows; 

There  never  was  a  Jew  where  tlie  shamrock  grows. 

See  a  Hebrew  standing  in  his  clothing  store — 

Waiting  for  a  customer  to  pasMthe  door; 

A  tipsy  sailor  staifu'ers— but  not  long  on  shore — 

In  the  clothing  store  he  gets  a  shove. 

A  Hebrew  says,  "  My  fiieiid,  I  got  a  coat  for  you; 

Cost  me  forty  dollars — what  I  say  is  true — 

And  I  like  you  and  you  can  have  the  suit  for  two"— 

That  is  love;  that  is  love. 

See  a  loving  couple  standing  side  by  side; 
Site's  his  darling  little  wife,  his  joy  and  pride; 
The  clock  strikes  the  hour  and  to  work  he  goes; 
She  clings  to  him,  but  her  away  he'll  shove: 
Then  she  throws  a  kles  to  him  and  says,  "  My  Jack," 
He  works  in  the  machine  shop  till  his  face  gi  is  black- 
Jack  goes  out  the  front  door  and  his  friend  comes  in  the  back- 
That  is  love;  that  Is  love. 

On  a  Summer's  morn,  an  old  man  goes  out  for  a  row. 

Just  to  pass  away  a  quiet  hour  or  so; 

His  iMiat  capsizi-s — overboard  the  old  man  goes; 

To  keep  himself  afloat  he  vaiuly  strives; 

A  young  man  to  his  rescue  quickly  pulls  his  bout. 

And  from  the  old  man's  |iocket-hook  a  dollar  bill  docs  float; 

He  lets  the  old  man  sink,  but  saves  the  dollar  note— 

Tliat  is  love;  that  is  love. 


^  •  m 


— If  happiness  is  your  object  in  life,  dou't  try  too  hard  to  get  rich. 


V 

\ 


JUST    TO    BE    AT    HOME. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  WUlls  Woodward  Sc  Co.   Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  adilress,  post-paiil,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  IUih  anduny  t»oolli('r  Soiikh  Cor  One  I'ullai.by  Henry  J.  Well  man,  130  A  13S 

Park  Itow,  .New  \  ork.     Postage  ^^tunlps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Julian  Jordan.    As  sung  by  Frederick  W.  Carberry. 


Just  to  hear  the  dear  home  voices,  just  to  bu  at  that  loved  place; 
Just  lo  see  the  smile  of  welcome  that  will  gladden  ev'ry  face 
When  those  eyes  so  fondly  watching  once  again  are  turned  on  me; 
When  shall  come  that  day  of  meeting— happy  I  shall  be. 

Just  to  see  thee,  oh!  my  darling,  just  to  look  into  your  eyes; 
Just  to  tell  again  the  story  of  ihe  love  that  never  dies. 
Just  to  see  thee,  oh  I  my  darling,  just  to  hold  thee  to  my  heart; 
Just  again  to  meet  and  greet  thee,  never  more  to  part.     . 

Just  ngain  to  see  my  baby,  just  to  kiss  my  little  one; 
Just  to  hold  her  in  these  strong  arms,  as  I  oft  before  have  done. 
Just  lo  hear  her  calling  "  Pupa!"  as  she  sees  me  homeward  cume— 
t>h!  I'd  give  the  world  this  uiomeui  just  to  be  at  hoinel 


BOB    SUTLERS^    GIRL. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Geo.  Southgato. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Rnng  wilt  l>e  wnt  to  any  addrews,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents:  or  this  and  any  tn  u  other  tjontis  for  One  iJullar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmioi,  130  A  132 

Park  Kow,  New  York.    Pustutcu  btainps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Oeo,  Southgate. 


I  know  a  lovely  maiden;  her  lips  are  like  the  rose. 

Her  eyes  are  soft  and  silky  and  she's  got  a  lian<l8onie  nose; 

She  weiglis  altout  two  liiindred,  her  heiglil  is  six  feet  two; 

And  wheu  she's  walking  on  the  street  she  is  s ething  nice  to  view. 

Her  pop's  name  is  Bob  Sutlers,  he  runs  a  blacksmith  shop; 
If  he  ct>uld  get  Jay  Gould's  uealih  for  Iter,  he  would  not  swnpt 
And  i  love  her  very  dtiarly — she  kuous  I  love  her  tool 
She's  quite  a  combiuaiiou  girl— I'll  tell  what  she  can  do: — 

Chorus. 
She  can  play  the  trombone— her  voice  is  simply  grand: 
She's  going  to  be  an  angel  up  in  the  promised  land  I 
To  see  her  dance  a  buck-town  reel  would  make  your  whiskers  curl! 
I  feel  tliat  1  would  like  to  steal  old  Bob  Sutlers'  girlt 

Tliey  say  she  fouglit  a  bulldog  and  left  it  lying  dead! 

In  a  muss  with  a  light-weight  prize-fighter,  she  sIo<m1  him  on  his  bcadi 

She  fought  big  Dan  McFarrerin  a  ring,  f<>r  twenty  rounds; 

And  now  he  would  not  s|>ar  her  if  the  stake  was  half  this  town! 

She  fought  iiim  to  a  standetiil— she  knocked  him  out  for  fun— 

She  sto<>d  upon  his  breastbone  and  stini;,  "Johnny,  Get  Your  Gunl" 

To  hear  her  play  the  banjo  would  cause  your  head  to  swell; 

And  wheu  she  plays  the  piauo,  all  the  neighbors  yell:— C'A&re/«. 

I  asked  her  if  she  would  marry  met    And  when  I  said,  "'^^y  dearl" 

She  bruised  me  gently  on  the  ribs  and  thumped  me  on  the  ear; 

She  sniiied  on  me  so  sweetly  while  1  told  of  my  love. 

Site  is  so  kind  and  meekly,  she's  just  like  a  turtle  dove; 

Shu  told  me  "  No!"  and  kicked  me— you  bet  it  caused  me  pain. 

I  will  keep  perxevering  and  ask  her  once  again; 

And  if  some  day  slie  will  agree  to  be  my  little  wife. 

Then  we  will  quickly  married  be,  and  happy  go  through  life.— Choriig. 


THAT'S    WHY    HE    LOVES    ME. 


Copyright  by  White  Smith  Publishing  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  w  bl  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-pnid,  nn  rereipt  "f  40 

cents:  or  thiHiuid  anv  two  other  Songs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnwin,  130  &  132 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


When  iieople  love  you  in  a  way  they've  never  loved  before. 

No  matter  how  vou  treat  tliein,  tliey  will  love  you  more  and  more. 

A  creditor  called  yesterday,  and  swore  some  awful  swears. 

And,  as  I'd  no  cash,  I  couldn't  pay,  and  kicked  him  down  the  stairs — and- 

CUORCS.  ' 

That's  why  he  loves  me; 
Thai's  why  he's  my  friend; 
I  sixiiled  his  Sunday  clothes. 
And  1  broke  his  Koman  nose— 
And  tliat's  wliy  he  loves  me. 

My  mother-in-law's  a  scorcher— though  her  love  for  me's  intense, 
To-day  her  tongue  cotnmenced  lo  wag.  I'd  stand  no  more,  I  said; 
So  took  the  muzzle  off  the  dog  and  muzzled  her  instead. 

CUORt'S, 

Thai's  why  she  loves  me; 
Tliat's  why  she's  my  friend. 
She'd  lay  down  all  our  laws. 
Now  she  cannot  move  her  jaws — 
And  that's  why  she  loves  me, 

A  pious  friend  once  loved  mc  more  than  words  can  ever  tell. 

And  one  day  proved  thut  love  be  bore  for  all  I  had  as  well. 

He  sneaked  my  tlfty-dollar  watch,  which  all  our  friendship  marred, 

But  I  put  the  |>olice  on  the  lad„and  got  him  six  moutiis'  hard— and— 

CUORUS. 

That's  why  he  loves  me; 
Tiiat's  why  he's  my  friend. 
He  took  my  time  from  me. 
Now  he's  (loing  time  you  see — 
And  that's  why  ho  loves  me. 


> 


■!■«■ 


-■  ..^^,t^.^g<\^  ■'  ~-:^-nfr^.. 


'V*it9^.-?.-- 
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THE 


SONGS    MY 
TO     SINO 


SISTER    TRIED 
TO     ME. 


Written  and  Composed  by  James  McAvoy. 


The  Word!  and  Music  of  tliU  Boni;  will  be  sent  to  any  addrem,  po8t-)>ald,on  receipt  of  10 

eenta;  or  thU  and  any  two  other  Soiiitr  for  One  IMlfor.  by  Henry  J.  Wehinan.  ISO  &  132 

Park  Row,  New  York,    f  ostaffe  »taiii|>t<  taken  same  as  casii  fur  all  our  Kooda. 


I've  been  thinking  of  tlic  hardehips  I  went  through  when  I  w  as  young, 

When  my  Bieter  Mary  Ann  flret  learned  to  sing, 

With  her  (Steamboat  voice,  and  yellow  cheBtiiut  ballads  thai  she  sprung, 

And  upon  a  bum  piano  she  would  bing 

All  the  latest  songs  she  murdered,  she  had  piles  of  them  that  high, 

And  every  one  she  sang  them  out  of  key. 

And  the  only  thing  the  doctor  says  that  left  me  in  bad  health. 

Was  the  songs  my  sister  tried  to  sing  to  me. 

There's  "  The  song  that  reached  my  heart," 

And  "Darling,  we  must  part," 

"  Since  I  sat  on  my  dear  old  mother's  knee," 

"Bid  me  good-bye  and  go,"  aid  "Mother  told  me  BO,"  ■    ■ 

Were  the  songs  my  sister  tried  to  sing  to  me. 

"I'm  getting  old  and  gray,"  "Maggie,  dear,  I  am  called  away," 

And  "  Save  iny  mother's  picture  from  the  sale," 

"The  striker  and  his  son,'  yes,  and  "Johnnie,  get  your  gun," 

And  a  nigger  hymn  called  "  Hail!  Jerusalem,  hail  I" 

She  sang  "  Waiting,  waiting,  waiting."  and  "The  little  fisher-maiden." 

"  1  hope  some  day  I'll  see  ould  Ireland  free," 

"  Broken  playthings  on  the  floor,"  and  "  My  name  above  the  door,"" 

Were  the  songs  my  sister  tried  to  sing  to  me. 

And  what  a  bluff  she  made  when  she  sang  "  The  Scotch  brigade," 

"As  I  sat  beneath  the  dear  old  chestnut  tree," 

"  He  got  there  just  the  same,"  and  "  The  letter  that  never  came," 

Were  the  songs  my  sister  tried  to  sing  to  me. 

She  sang  "  Paddy  stole  the  rope,"  yes,  and  "  Paddy  stole  the  soap," 

And  "  Peek-a-boo,"  she'd  then  commence  to  bark. 

And  "  Lay  me  on  the  hillside  with  my  face  towards  the  West," 

"And  1  could  tell  it  if  1  felt  it  in  the  dark." 

"In  the  Bowery  grenadiers,"  slie'd  stop  and  give  three  cheers, 

"I  will  think  of  you  where'er  you  may  be," 

But  when  she  sung  the  "  Swauee  river,"  I  never  could  forgive  her. 

The  way  my  sister  sang  these  songs  to  me. 


Parody  on : 


L^ 


BETWEEN    LOVE    AND    DUTY. 

Written  and  SunK  by  O'Brien  and  CarroU.    .:       ;• 


1  dend  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  BookH,  Fortune  Tellers, 
<         Trick  Book«,  Kecitation  Books,  "  ~ ~     "      —        ■ 


; 


.  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Bpeeclies,  Irish  Soni;  Books,  Cook  Bookx,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wetamaii,  IM  &  IXt  Park  Row,  New  York. 


On  the  corner  stood  "  Si  Perkins,"  with  his  whiskers  red  and  fine; 
1  In  his  hand  he  held  a  messuue  from  his  sweetliiart  "  Pengy  Cline  "; 
)  She  had  promised  she  would  meet  him— this  wag  just  tin  years  ago, 
J  When  he  was  u  country  Reuben,  no  whiskers  on  his  cliin  diJ  grow; 
N  Suddenly  he  met  bis  darling,  and  surprised,  of  course,  was  she. 

''  She  whispered,  she  saw  liis  whiskers;  surely  you  cannot  go  to 

)  You  must  make  me  just  one  promise.    Certainly,  said  Si,  and  grinned; 
'  Let  me  cut  those  lovely  lilacs  just  to  fool  the  breezy  wind. 

J  CUOKUS. 

I     He  stood  between  love  and  duty;  there  was  his  sweetheart  true, 

(     In  her  hand  she  held  the  scissors  to  cut  his  heart  into 

He  said  he  wouldn't  be  called  a  culf,  so  he  let  his  darling  cut  them  in  half, 
And  then,  poor  jay,  he  got  the  laugh,  'cause  he  stood  between  love  and  duty. 

After  Si  had  lost  his  whiskers,  he  at  first  felt  somewhat  eore. 

Says  he,  I've  got  some  consolation,  tlie  wind  won't  play  with  them  any  more. 

He  had  lots  ofyaller  money,  that  lie  had  saved  up  year  by  year; 

His  darling,  when  she  spied  the  boodle,  said,  let  me  miiiit  it  for  you,  dear; 

She,  of  course,  knew  more  than  he  did,  and  he  gave  her  nil  he  had— 

She  suddenly  became  excited,  saying,  Si,  ain't  mat  too  bad, 

1  left  my  watch  at  Uncle  Moss's;  you  wait  here— she  called  a  hack; 

I'll  return  iu  just  five  minutes,  but  she  never  came  back. 

Chorus. 
He  stood  there  alone  on  Maine  Street,  his  darling  from  him  had  flown; 
She  gave  him  tlie  razzle-dazzle;  poor  Si  was  left  alone; 
Home,  sweet  home,  was  the  place  for  him ;  he  swore  that  he  would  go  biuU  a;;Hln, 
But  he  fell  in  a  fit  wheu  he  felt  his  chiu,uow  at  Longue  Point  he's  at  home  aj^oin. 

Two  vears  have  passed,  and  Si,  lonely,  waiting  for  his  love's  return. 
He's  been  writing  just  a  hundred  letters  to  the  only  one  his  heart  did  yearn; 
She  finally  answered;  says  she,  I'm  sorry  I  spent  your  money,  darling  Si, 
But  by  mail  I'll  send  you  soinetliing  that  will  square  both  you  and  I; 
The  postman  came— he  felt  delighted,  that  longed-for  letter  now  has  come. 
Savs  he,  I'm  sure  this  must  lie  money  from  my  darling  wayward  one; 
With  trembling  bands  he  takes  the  letter,  once  again  he  feelv  so  glad. 
And  as  be  gazed  inside  the  euvelope  he  spied  the  whiskers' once  he  had. 

Chorus. 

)     He  stood  looking  at  his  whiskers,  not  knowing  just  what  to  do; 
^      He  was  happy  once  more  to  see  them;  he  buys  a  pot  of  glue 
'     And  duns  u  little  upon  his  chm,  aud  puts  his  whiskers  on  again; 

It's  the  last  time  he'll  be  taken  iu,  he  was  glad  to  get  back  his  whiskers  again. 


— Worry  kills  more  people  than  the  cholera. 
— The  man  who  picks  out  his  owu  cross  never  bus  a  light  load. 
—The  worst  troubles  anybody  has  are  those  that  never  happen. 
— It  isn't  always  the  best  man  who  gets  the  biggest  gravestone. 


INTOXICATION. 

Copyright,  1892.  by  Willis  Woodwuixl  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  by  Mai  Fai.    Music  by  Adam  OeibeL 


T  will  confess  it,  I've  l)een  drinking— standing  on  the  very  ledge; 
I  cannot  help  it;  'twas  bom  in  me  and  I  will  not  sign  the  pledge. 
Ah,  yes!  the  wine  in  which  I  lave  iu,  is  the  rarest  vintage  tipple 
That  a  man  e'er  touched  his  lips  to;  old  or  young  love  its  ripple. 
Ah!  I  shall  confess  it,  I've  been  drinking — standing  on  the  very  ledge; 
I  cannot  help  it;  'twas  born  in  me,  yet  I  cannot  sigu  the  pledge, 

O,  'tis  the  bev'rage  lords  may  sip  at— fools  will  drain  its  very  dreirs; 
Sweet  overflowing  cup  once  tasted,  who  would  ever  sign  the  pledge? 
Is  it  good  sherry?  No,  nor  brandy,  thrills  my  ev'ry  vein  to-night; 
But  that  intoxicating  beverage  drauk  from  eyes'  eeduclive  light. 
Ah!  I  shall  confess  it,  etc. 

Dear  Tom,  'tis  thus  that  I've  been  thinking,  to  distraction's  very  edge; 
Just  why  It  is  this  tempting  tipple  is  not  nu-ntioued  in  the  pledge? 
Au<l  state  to  you  as  I'm  reflecting  upon  pleasure  and  on  pain, 
I  deem  little  wortii  recollecting,  save  the  pledge  to  love  again. 
Ah!  I  shall  confess  it,  etc. 

I've  heen  drinking- 'tis  such  a  pleasure— I'll  confess  it  Tom.  to  yon; 
Other  men  require  other  measure— whiskey  straight  or  brandy  slew. 
Give  me  the  wine  I  sip  from  kisses,  loving  eyes  brimful  of  soul, 
I'll  rob  the  angels  then  of  blisses,  yieldiug  love  complete  control. 
Ah  I  I  shall  confess  it,  etc. 


Now  He's  Sorry  that  He  Spoke. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  WiU  Rossiter. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  adilress,  post-paid,  nn  receipt  of  «0 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Somks  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Weliman,  130  A  ISt 
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Words  and  Music  by  Gus.  C.  Weinberg. 


A  young  man  loved  a  maiden  fair,  her  pa  did  not  love  him; 

Because  he  did  not  go  to  church  he  wasn't  in  the  swim; 

But  then  they'd  meet  down  at  the  gate,  they'd  part  at  twelve  and  come  at  eight ; 

The  old  man  got  a  dog  and  wutchra  behind  a  great  big  suck. 

And  when  he  heard  the  old  gale  squeak  he  yelled  out  "  Sick  him,  Jackl  *' 

Chorus. 
Now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke,  now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke; 
He  heard  a  yell,  he  made  a  search,  there  lay  the  Deacon  of  the  church; 
His  trowsers  torn,  h^  plug  hat  broke,  aud  now  he's  sorry  that  be  spoke. 

A  man  upon  the  comer  stood,  .1  perfect-looking  swell. 

He  told  the  folks  to  clusiter  'round,  he  had  a  watch  to  sell; 

He  told  them  that  it  must  be  sold,  he  guaranteed  it  solid  gold; 

They  bid  to  twenty  dollars,  but  still  he  wanted  more; 

Old  farmer  Brown  steps  up  and  said:  "I'll  give  you  twenty-four." 

CUORUB. 

Now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke,  now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke; 

The  watch  was  brass  instead  of  gold,  the  wheels  were  iiatiered  up  and  old; 

Oue  hand  was  gone,  the  other  broke,  and  now  Brown's  sorry  that  be  spoke. 

A  masher  walked  along  the  street,  one  of  those  giddy  boys 

Who  wear  red  neck-ties,  bung  their  hair;  one  of  those  mamma's  jo;  s; 

He'd  wink  at  ev'ry  girl  he'd  meet— in  fact,  he  thought  he  owned  the  street; 

A  charming  lady  came  along,  as  fair  as  fair  could  ^; 

He  winked  aud  bowed  and  then  he  said:  "Come,  take  a  stroll  with  me." 

Chorus. 
Now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke,  now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke: 
She  was  a  female  pugilist,  she  mashed  the  "masher"  with  her  fist; 
lie  landed  in  the  umd  to  soak,  and  now  he's  sorry  that  he  si>oke. 

Now  every  one  who  looks  at  me  knows  I'm  a  married  man. 
Because  I  never  smile  or  laugh;  I  don't  see  how  I  can; 
For  when  I  asked  my  girl  if  slie  would  come  and  share  her  lot  with  mc. 
She  said:  "  I'm  thine  forever,  but  mamma  will  fret  aud  fuss." 
1  said:  "My  darling,  your  mamma  can  come  and  live  with  us." 

Chorus. 

Now  I'm  sorry  that  I  spoke,  now  I'm  sorry  that  I  spoke; 

She  talks  my  arm  loose  every  night,  it  seems  she  always  wauls  to  fight; 

I  can't  go  out,  drink  beer  or  smoke,  and  now  I'm  sorry  that  I  sftoke. 

A  man  named  Patrick  Hoollohan,  who  worked  around  the  docks. 
He  went  out  to  a  quarry  where  the  men  were  blasting  rocks. 
They  had  some  oraud  new  dynamite,  they  said  it  didn't  work  just  right, 
Pat  grabbed  a  piece  aud  lit  a  mutch,  with  many  a  smile  and  smirk. 
And  then  says  lie:  "  I'll  show  you  that  it's  wet  and  will  not  work." 

Chorus. 

Now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke,  now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke; 

He  shot  up  to  the  milky  way,  he  has  not  come  back  to  this  day; 

A  loud  report,  a  little  smoke,  and  now  they  re  sorry  that  they  spoke. 

A  dndelet  went  down  on  the  farm  to  live  and  there  grow  fat; 

One  day  he  saw  an  animal  that  he  supposed  a  cat. 

It  nestled  in  a  wagon  track,  had  two  olack  stripes  run  down  its  back; 

He  thought  it  was  the  cutest  cat  that  ever  he  did  see; 

He  step^xl  up  close,  and  then  he  said :  "  Come,  kitty,  come  to  me." 

Chorus. 
Now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke,  now  he's  sorry  thnf  he  spoke; 
They  went  and  buried  all  his  clothes,  they  put  clothes-pins  upon  their  nose. 
Then  threw  him  in  the  lake  to  soak,  and  now  he's  sorry  ttiat  he  spoke. 

Some  naughty  boys  were  sliding  down  a  cellar-door  one  day. 
And  papa,  who  had  quite  a  jag  was  watching  them  at  play; 
First  half-way  down  they'd  slide  with  care,  because  a  great  big  nail  stuck  there, 
But  pai>a  didn't  notice  it:  he  said  he'd  have  some  fun; 
He  told  the  boys  to  watch  him  slide;  he'd  show  them  how  it's  done. 

Chorus. 

Now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke,  now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke; 

The  children  laughed  but  papa  cried,  a  bicycle  he  can  not  ride; 

Poor  papa  couldn't  see  the  joke,  and  now  he's  sorry  that  be  spoke. 
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TIN-NI-MIN-NI-WIN-KUM-KA ; 

-OR:- 

The  Chinaman's  Farewell. 


Copyright.  IMW.  bjr  Root  &  Cady. 


Th«  Worda  and  Bliialc  of  this  Sonir  will  be  nent  to  any  aiMrew.  pout  lOld.on  rerelpt  nt  40 

e«nt«;  or  thin  and  «ny  two  other  Soiitr*  furoiio  Uollai,  by  Henry  J.  Wplinian,  13"i&  133 

FiU'k  Row,  New  York.    hocMge  stamps  taken mnie  ascuaU  (orallonr  Kooda 


By  Chins  Foo. 


Pare  the«  well,  my  Tin-ni-min-ni-win-kum-ka,  fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well; 
I  mu«t  go,  uiy  Tin-Di-iuin-ui-wiu-kiiin-ka;  where,  I  cuiinottell. 

Chorus. 
..    .  Fare  thee  well,  my  Tiii-iii-inln-nl-win-kuin-ka; 

-  '  Fare  thee  well,  my  Tin-ul-inin-iil-wiii-kiim-ku; 

Flower  of  beaaty,  Tin-iil-inin-ni-win-kuiu-ku, 
Fare  thee,  fare  thee  well. 

Kyes  celestial,  TiD-ni-min-Di-win-knm-kn,  dark  and  clear,  dark  and  clmr; 
When  they  wake  my  Tin-ui-miu-ui-wiu-kiii«-ka  1  itliall  nut  be  here.— C'Aoru*. 

Here  the  Biilbul,  Tin-nl-mln-ul-win-kuin-kn,  iweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low- 
Hark!  she  says,  my  Tin-ni-min-ui-wiu-kiim-ka,  do  not,  do  not  KO.—  Cfioru*. 

VM  come  back,  my  Tin-ni-min-ni-wln-kum-ka,  back  to  thee,  back  to  thee; 

I'll  bring  gold,  my  Tiu-ui-mia-ni-win-kiini-ka,  from  the  £iuiiern  sea.— 6'Aort/«. 


I'M    GOIlSrG    FAR   AWAY,    LOVE. 

Copyright,  1892.  by  WUlla  Woodwni-d  A  C<>.    Entered  at  StiUlonni*'  Hull,  IxjndDn. 


The  Word*  and  Mualc  of  thia  Song  will  be  a<.'nt  to  any  addi'tMw.  poat  paid,  on  reopipt  of  40 

oauts:  or  tliin  and  nny  two  other  Soiiea  for  »ne  Dollar,  by  Hrnry  J.  Wfhiiian,  130  ,t  y.ii 

y»rk  Row,  New  York.    Puatage  Stanip<i  taken  aanie  as  cnali  fur  all  uur  gomla. 


Words  and  Music  bjr  Paul  Dresser. 


1  §at  down  by  yon,  darline,  and  begi;e<I  you  to  forgive; 

In  anger  then  you  epurned  me  from  your  eitle. 
I  know  tlMit  you  were  ha«ty,  but  still  yoa  may  regrut 

The  words  you  Spoke  in  passion  and  in  pride. 
Bnt  I  return  a<:ain,  love;  one  heart  It  aches  with  pain,  love. 

But  now  another  story  I  will  tell: 
Let  ns  be  friends,  tbo'  parted,  for  I  am  broken-hearted; 

I've  only  come  to  say  a  last  farewell. 

Chorus. 
I'm  going  far  away,  love,  l>nt  I'll  return  someday,  love; 

And  while  I'm  K"'>e,  let  your  heart  conquer  pride. 
If  the  same  old  flume  shiili  burn,  love,  when  your  heart  It  tiliall  yearn,  love; 

Theu  I'll  returu  to  claim  you  as  my  bride,  my  bonny  bridel 

My  love,  can  yon  remember,  an  evening  lon|f  ago, 

When  we  sat  'neath  the  branches  of  a  tree; 
Where  we  pledged  vows  eternal  and  said,  then,  that  our  love 
In  future  years  should  ever  constant  beT 
'  Thoee  days  seem  like  a  dream,  love;  just  think  what  might  have  been  love; 

But  DOW  I'm  goint;  very  far  away. 
^  Take  l>ack  this  little  token;  tlio'  vows  are  lightly  broken, 
I  know  that  you  will  send  for  me  some  dAy.—  Cfloru». 


DE  BLUE-TAIL  FLY. 

I  Tb*  Words  and  Uuslc  of  this  Song  will  tie  sent  to  any  uihlrt-aa,  !>■»•(  pal'l.  cm  receipt  nt  40 

eants;  or  thia  and  any  two  other  Hunga  fur  One  l>Milar,by  Henry  J.  Wehinaii.  1S0<£  1X1 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  ijtamiw  taken  auuie  as  caitli  fur  all  our  guoda. 


POOTY     SOON! 

Copyright,  INS,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


Th«  Wordaand  llualc  of  this  Pong  will  l>e  aent  to  any  address,  poet-paid, on  receipt  of  40 

esuts:  or  thia  and  any  two  other  fSougs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnian.  190 db  132 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  oash  for  all  oar  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  T.  Ellis. 


Oh,  a  song  of  ioy  vas  in  de  air. 

And  this  world  to  me  vus  so  bright  and  fair; 

For  soon  my  true  love  will  l>rinz 

A  golden,  bright,  big  wedUiug-rlag. 

Chorus. 

Pooty  soon,  |>ooty  soon,  such  a  happy  bride  I  will  be! 

For  last  night,  my  beau,  vhy  he  told  me  so,  while  de  moon  dot  wink'd  at  m«! 

Pooty  soon,  |H>oty  soon,  vill  ring  out  all  dc  bells  a  merry  tune; 

Uud  de  reason  why  vas  because  dot  I  will  be  married  pooty  soon. 

Oh,  its  nice  to  be  a  maiden  free. 

But  it's  preat  deal  nicer  a  bride  to  be! 

My  sweetheart,  I  love  you  sol 

Don't  been  afraid,  I  voou't  say  "Nol"— CAora*. 


CORBETT-SULLIVAN    FIG-HT. 


Written  by  John  Jones. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Booki-,  letter  Writera,  Dream  Biioka.  Fortnne  Tellera,  ) 

Tilck  Books,  Kei'llatlon    Uo»k5,  IVnny  ItalladH,  Call  Book*,  .loku  Books,  Hketuh  ' 

Buoks,  Htiinip  Biteeclies,  Irish  Sung  B<H>ka.  Cook  Books,  Itooka  of  Ainuse-  ) 

ment,  etc.,  to  U.  J.  Webman,  13U  ft  132  Park  Row,  New  York. 

Kind  friends  give  yonr  attention  and  sonic  incidents  I'll  mention 

Concerning  a  great  battle  that  occured  not  long  ago. 
History  will  preserve  the  name,  lately  shorn  of  lustrous  fame, 

But  which  still  commnnds  re8|>ect  from  friend  and  foe. 
The  world-renowned  John  L.  from  his  piMiiacle  has  fell; 

James  J.  Corbeit  wears  the  mantle  that  he  wore. 
Jobn  was  noble  in  his  full,  and  is  still  ailinired  by  all. 

But  bis  day  has  past,  Lis  reign  at  last  is  o'er. 

Chorus. 

Hail  the  present  champion,  place  fresh  laurels  on  his  brow; 

Intrepid  and  invincible,  who'll  dart!  confront  l>im  now? 
Boston  s  idol  has  been  shattered,  John  L.'s  flag  is  sadly  furled. 

Fur  Corbelt  lias  just  proved  himself  tlie  champion  of  the  world. 

Now  York  sports  will  well  remember  the  seventh  day  of  September. 

Their  fluaiiccs  and  affections  got  a  ruthless  shock  that  day, 
For  their  pride,  their  flstic  kinir,  was  defeated  in  tlic  ring. 

Where  for  years  lie'd  reigned  with  undisputed  sway. 
iJtill  the  victor  in  this  flglit  won  it  niauly  and  upright. 

And  deserves  the  place,  which  justly  is  Ills  due; 
For  his  coiitldence  and  skill,  and  his  brave  and  dauntless  will. 

Caused  poor  John  at  last  to  meet  his  Waterloo.— C'A&riM. 


HE'S    WAITING-    YET. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  R.  F.  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


O,  when  yon  come  in  summer  time  to  Sotith  Carolina's  sultry  clime. 
If  in  de  shade  you  chance  to- lie,  you  will  soon  find  outde  blue-tail  fly. 
An'  scratch  him  wid  a  brier  too. 

Dar's  many  kind  ob  desc  here  things  from  diffiTent  sort  oh  insects  sprfngs; 
Some  hatch  in  June,  an'  some  July,  but  August  fotcbes  de  blue-tail  tly. 
An'  scratch  him  wid  a  brier  too. 

When  I  was  young  (  nsed  to  wait  on  Maosa's  table  an<I  hand  dc  plate; 
I'd  pass  de  bottle  when  he's  dry,  an'  brush  away  de  blue-tail  fly. 
An'  scratch  him  wid  a  brier  too. 

Den  arter  dinner  Massa  sleep,  he  bid  me  vigilance  to1(e«'p; 
An'  when  he  gwine  to  shut  he  eye,  he  tell  nie  watch  de  bluutatl  fly. 
An'  scratch  him  wid  a  brier  too. 

When  he  ride  in  de  artemoon,  I  foller  w  id  a  hickory  broom; 
De  pony  being  bery  shy  when  bitten  by  de  blue-tail  fly. 
An  scratch  him  w  id  a  brier  too. 

One  day  he  rode  aronn'  de  farm,  de  flies  so  numerous  did  swarm; 
One  chance  to  bite  him  on  de  thigh,  de  debble  take  dat  blue-tail  fly, 
An'  M:ratch  him  wid  a  brier  too. 

De  pony  nin,  he  jump'  an'  pitch,  an'  tumble  Massa  in  de  ditch. 
He  diea,  an'  de  .Jury  wonder  why  de  verdict  was  de  "  bluc-tuil  fly." 
An'  scratch  him  wid  a  brier  too. 

Dey  laid  him  under  a  'simmon  tree,  his  epitaph  uin  dar  to  see: 
"  Eeneath  dis  stone  I'm  forced  to  lie,  all  by  de  means  ob  de  blue  tail  fly. 
An'  scratch  him  wid  a  brier  too. 

Die  Massa's  gone,  now  let  him  rest,  dey  say  all  things  am  for  de  beat; 
I  neber  shall  forget  till  de  day  I  die,  ole  Maasa  an'  de  blue-tail  fly. 
An'  scratch  him  wid  a  brier  too. 

De  hornet  gets  in  yonr  ejes  an'  nose,  de  'skeeters  bites  ye  through  your  clothes, 
De  galliniper  sweeten  high,  but  wuscr  yet  de  blue-tail  fly. 
An'  scratch  him  wid  a  brier  too. 

Dar's  many  kind  ob  dese  here  tings  from  different  sort  ob  insects  springs. 
Some  hatcn  in  June  and  some  July,  but  August  fotches  de  blue-tall  fly. 
An'  scratch  him  wid  a  brier  too. 


The  Words  nnd  Stiialc  of  this  Song  » ill  be  sent  to  any  oddreaa.  poet-paid,  on  receipt  "f  4u  \ 

celita;  or  thlsiiiid  uiiv  I  wo  other  }k>ngs  foi  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wrhnian,  130ftl3S      i 

Pork  How,  New  fork.    PuHtoge  Htanips  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods.  ) 

Words  by  M.  Cavanagh.    Composed  by  Will  II.  Fox.  } 

Uiie  night  I  went  upon  the  mash;  I  met  a  girl  and  acted  rash. 

I  spoke  of  love  and  other  things— of  wedded  bliss  and  diamond  rings; 

I  saw  lier  home,  and  at  the  gate  she  said,  "  Next  night,  as  sure  as  fate,  ^ 

She'd  meet  me  where  before  we  met;"  but  for  the  girl  I'm  waiting  yet. 

Chorus. 
I'm  walling  yet  in  grief  and  pain;  for  fonr  long  hours  in  slush  and  rain 
I  hung  around,  got  soaking  wet— she  never  came— I'm  walling  yet. 

Once,  In  a  game  of  draw,  I  sat  and  had  fonr  diamonds  dealt  me,  pat; 
They  all  stayed  in  and  saw  my  raise;  I  thought  them  all  a  lot  of  Jays. 
I  drew  one  card,  and  didn't  look  to  see  how  much  the  dealer  took; 
A  diamond  would  have  won  the  pot.    I  waited,  and  a  spade  I  ((oL 

Chorus. 

I'm  wailing  yet  in  grief  and  pain;  they  got  my  wealth,  gold  watch  and  chain. 
That  little  spade  caused  me  regret— for  a  diamond  fiusli  I'm  waiting  yet. 

My  tailor's  bill  is  overdue;  'twill  so  remain  and'I  feel  blue. 
I'm  dodging  him  by  night  and  day— iiiy  appetite  he's  drove  away. 
A  No.  1  with  him  1  stixnl— poor  man  he  thought  my  credit  g»o<t; 
Four  nobby  suits  forme  he  made;  and  now  he's  waiting  to  be  paid. 

Chorus.  ' .  , 

He's  waiting  yet  in  grief  nnd  pain;  his  hopes  of  payments  are  all  vain.         '\ 
I  said  I'd  liquidate  the  debt  one  year  ago— ne's  waiting  yet.  I 

I  dabbled  once  in  politics,  but  wasn't  np  to  all  the  tricks; 
They  said  I'd  be  in  every  deal— another  name,  you  know,  for  steal. 
I  alwajs  voted  with  the  mob  and  hel]>ed  them  out  on  many  a  job; 
The  boodle  that  they  said  I'd  get  I'm  longing  for  and  waiting  yet. 


Chorus. 
I'm  wiiiting  yet  In  grief  and  pain;  that  I've  l>een  done,  to  me  is  plain. 
They  got  the  stuff  and  skipped,  you  .jet,  and  for  my  share  I'm  waiUog  yet 


— To  have  an  lioucst  critic  is  to  have  a  faithful  friend. 
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O-LADSTONE    AND    HOME    RULE. 


Wiitteu  by  Jubii  Joqm. 


8«nd  for  Free  CaMo^e  of  Sonar  Bnokp,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Bnok*.  Fortnne  Tellert, 

Tlick  Buokg,  Kecltallun  IkxiKH,  Penny   BalladH,  Call  Buoks,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

BoukR,  Slump  Speeches,  Irish  Suiii;  BookH,Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusa- 

inent,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehmau,  130  <K  132  Park  Kow,  New  York. 


Tlie  Rood  ship  Home  Rule,  so  long  toseed  In  mid  oceao, 

Now  ridee  in  a  harbor  where  frieudly  wiuds  blow. 
Iler  ertind  old  coinmander,  with  loyal  devotion, 

Still  Btauds  at  the  helm,  with  his  face  to  the  foe. 
CouraKeoua  and  noble,  he  ne'er  would  dicBeiiible; 

Unequaled  in  wisdom— in  lo^ic  bo  cool; 
Bia  well-Bpokea  words  made  his  foes  wince  and  tremble;  .■ 

lliey  fear  this  grim  caiitain  who  iteare  tlie  Honu  JSvU.  .      v 

Chorus. 

Sail  on  I  noble  ship,  yon've  a  brave,  fearless  crew. 
Irishmen !  Patriots!  men  Btaiincli  and  true, 
TliroiiKh  Peas  of  misfortune,  throiiKh  storms  of  misrnle, 
Al  last  Bulls  to  freedom  the  good  ship  Home  Rule. 

The  canse  yon've  espoused  is  cliivalric  and  f;]orions. 

But  remember  your  foes  are  well-armed  for  the  flgUt. 
Tho'  buffled  for  yeari",  you  will  yet  |)rove  victorious; 

For  you're  flt;htiug  for  freedom,  for  justice  and  right. 
But,  afac.  on  the  Btorm-l>eaten  shores  of  disunion. 

The  Bhip  you  would  save  may  yet  drift  to  iter  fate. 
Her  sole  ho|>e  now  lies  in  fraternal  n-iiuion. 

Or  she'll  sink  'midst  these  tempests  of  factional  htXe.—  Chorut. 

Oh,  Erin,  what  great  men  were  reared  in  thy  cradle! 

Bnive  Sargfield,  O'Connell  and  Emmer  as  well. 
And  where  is  another  BO  fearless  and  able 

As  the  intrepid,  bold,  hut  ill-fated,  Parnellf 
Poor  Ireland,  he  loved  thee  with  fondest  devotion; 

Like  Gladstone,  no  mishaps  liie  arder  could  cool; 
And  tho'  both  met  rebuffs  on  life's  stormy  ocean, 

They  never  deserted  the  good  ship  Home  Rule.— Chorus. 


THE    COUNTRY    G-IRL. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Weliiftelii  *  Woodward. 


The  Words  and  Music  nf  this  Somk  will  l>e  sent  tn  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

ccnta:  or  this  anil  anv  i  wo  otiier  Somkb  fur  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmau,  1S0&  18S 

Paik  ICow,  New  York.    PotitaKe  Htanips  tuken  same  aa  ciuli  for  all  our  ffoda. 


Words  and  JIuhic  by  Malt.  Woodward. 


Alone  she  sat  upon  the  beach,  a  maiden  young  and  fetching; 
She  had  some  paper  on  her  lap,  I  funciea  she  was  sketching; 
Her  attitude  reminded  me  of  "  Miss  Muffett  and  the  Spider." 
So,  in  an  absent-minded  way,  I  sat  me  down  beside  her. 

Chorus. 

Oh!  she  was  a  simple  country  girl; 

The  ways  of  the  world  she'd  never  known. 

Said  I,  "Where's  your  popper? 

It  hardly  seems  proper 

To  leave  little  country  girls  alone. 

^  Said  she,  "I've  just  been  ask'd  to  wed,  but  I  can't  write  a  letter; 
■)  Now  I  will  tell  you  what  to  say ;   lie'll  read  your  writing  better. 
■^  I  wrote,  "  My  love,  I'll  marry  you— at  twelve  expect  the  carriagel "      • 
^  And  with  that  note  the  girl  sued  me  for  breach  of  promise  of  marriage. 

Ciionus. 

Oh!  she  was  a  simple  country  girl; 

The  ways  of  the  world  she'd  never  known. 

But  after  I'd  met  her. 

Said  I,  "  It  is  better  ',,  • 

To  leave  little  country  girls  alone.  ;' 

As  I  was  walking  in  the  park  I  saw  a  country  maiden; 

With  bundles  of  enormous  weight  that  simple  girl  was  laden. 

"May  I  carry  one?"  "Yes,  take  the  lotl'  "Are  you  going  far?"  "Not  very." 

Then  all  the  way  from  Central  Park  we  walked  to  Grand  Street  Ferry. 

CUORf  s. 
Oh !  she  was  a  simple  country  girl ; 
The  ways  of  the  world  shed  never  known. 
But  after  I'd  met  her, 
Said  I,  "  It  is  better 
To  leave  little  country  girls  alone! 

Now  when  we  got  to  Grand  Street  I  became  extremely  nervous. 

For  there  I  saw  some  men  I  knew,  who  turned  'round  to  observe  us. 

I  whispered,  "Take  your  bundles,  please,  if  my  friends  see  this  'twiltBhock  'em. 

"Uold  on,"  cried  she,  "I'm  looking  for  a  place  where  I  can  hock  'em!" 

Chorus. 

Oh !  she  was  a  simple  country  girl ; 

The  ways  of  the  world  she'd  never  known. 

But  aft«r  I'd  met  her, 

Said  I,  "  It  is  better 

To  leave  little  country  girls  alone. 

She  made  me  hock  the  things  myself,  though  I  at  first  protestod; 
Next  day,  for  pawning  stolen  goods,  a  man  had  mo  arrested! 
The  judge  said,  "  You  were  not  alone  in  this  transaction  shady." 
"You're  right,"  said  I;  "I'll  tell  your  honor  all  about  the  lady: 

Chorus.  •     ,:. 

.  ■;;;.-        Oh!  she  was  a  simple  country  girl;  ,    /    .  •    v 

■....;v  .!..,...        The  ways  of  the  world  she'cf  never  known." 
>.^',::";—'-;    '       Said  the  judge,  "  Now  you've  met  her; 

In  future  it's  better 

To  leave  little  country  girls  alone!" 


Our  Good  Ship  Sails  To-Night. 

The  Words  and  UuhIc  of  this  SoiiR  will  be  sent  to  any  addraas,  post-paid,  on  r«oel|>t  of  «• 

••nts;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  wehinaii,  130  A  IM 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postace  Stamps  taken  atme  as  eaab  tor  all  our  sood*. 


Our  good  ship  sails  to-night,  Mary,  and  I  must  haaie  away; 

I  Bee  the  banner  waving  out  in  the  little  bay. 

Long,  long,  may  I  be  absent  upon  the  deep  blue  sea. 

But  when  Vm  gone  away,  love,  atill,  still  remember  ma.        ■ 

My  heart  will  e'er  be  true,  Mary,  unto  our  early  vow. 
And  tho'  the  ocean  rolls  between,  'twill  beat  as  warm  aa  now. 
This  little  token  I  will  keep,  whate'er  my  fate  may  be; 
I'll  wear  it  near  my  heart,  love,  a  priceleea  gift  from  thee. 

I  cannot  linger  now,  Mary,  the  shades  of  evening  fall; 
The  boat  is  waiting  at  the  beach— I  hear  tlie  wclT-known  call; 
Then  fare  tliee  well,  my  dearest  one,  my  home  is  on  the  sea; 
Yet  should  my  life  be  spared,  love,  I'll  come  again  to  thee. 


WE'VE    GOT    THE    LODGERS    IN, 
AND   CAN'T   GET   THEM   OUT. 

Written  by  Harry  Boden.    Coinpoeed  by  Harry  Champtoa. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiik  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  post-rfaid,  on  receipt  nf  M 

ceuts;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonfrs  forOne  Dollar,  by  lieiirv  J.  W'eliinan,  ISOft  ISS 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postave  8uuii;i8  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  KOuda. 


They  say  that  everything  that  is  done's  for  the  beat; 

We  should  never  meet  trouble  half  way, 
'  But  do  what  we  tliiuk  will  turn  out  fur  our  good, 

And  try  to  be  happy  and  gay. 
Look  at  mel  I'm  the  picture  of  trouble  and  grief — 

I  scarcely  know  what  I'm  about; 
1  took  in  some  lodgers,  1  thouKlit  for  the  best,     .. 

And  I  now  find  I  can't  get  them  ont. 

Spokbn.— It's  all  through  my  missus.  We  were  all  right  while  we  were  in 
one  room— thon):h,  of  course,  nine  in  a  family  makes  it  a  bit  crowded.  Bat 
still,  when  we  all  get  close  together,  it  saves  the  coals.  But  directly  I  had  my 
wages  raised  from  £1  to  a  guinea,  nothing  would  do  but  we  must  take  a  house. 
Of  course,  ii  was  no  use  to  argue.  She's  heavier  than  I  am,  so  I  took  it.  It's 
a  nice  house — nine  rooms  and  another  one,  hot  and  cold  water,  and  a  hole  over 
the  sink  for  the  soap-box.  She  said  to  me,  "  Crumpet-mug"— you  know  she 
always  calls  me  tlmt,  l>ecause,  she  says,  "  Every  time  she  looks  at  my  face  she 
can  hear  the  muffin-l)ell."  "  So,"  she  says,  "we  can  let  off  seven  rooms;  make 
the  kids  up  a  bed  on  the  shelves  in  the  pantry;  live  in  the  kitchen,  and  call  the 
scullery  our  best  room."  It  was  agree<l,  and  we  put  up  a  bill  for  "UufHrnishcd 
Apartments."  The  parlors  were  taken  by  a  man  and  wife,  who  said  they  were 
musicians;  but  you  could  have  knocked  me  bandy  when  the  first  night  they 
wanted  to  wheel  in  a  piano-organ.  The  bloke  at  the  back's  got  the  D.  T.'s; 
another  one  above  says  he's  a  traveler;  and  the  little  ante-room  on  the  stairs — 
that's  let  to  a  maiden  lady.  Now,  you  know,  I  don't  know  what  trade  you  call 
her'e.  Every  morning  she  goes  out  with  a  little  bag  and  a  big  stick,  and  doea 
a  rake  to  see  what  she  can  And.  You  know  I  wouldn't  mind  their  trade  if  they 
paid  the  rent;  but  they  don't.  They  think  because  I  dress  well  I  don't  want  any 
rent.  The  landlord's  summoned  me  twice;  they've  cut  off  the  water;  rates  and 
taxes  are  unpaid;  and  I've  got  the  knock.  And  it's  all  through  my  wife  and 
the  lodgers— lodgers  1—  * 

Chorus. 

They're  in,  and  they  won't  be  shifted; 
They've  made  up  their  minds  to  stay.  -'  i 

None  of  them's  got  any  furniture—  :' 

And  they  all  refuse  to  pay: 

They're  driving  me  off  my  onion; 
I  don't  know  what  I'm  about; 

We've  got  the  lodt;ers  in  our  house. 
And  we  cau't  get  them  out. 

Tve  been  compelled  daily  to  make  some  complaint. 
For  the  fellow  who's  got  the  D.  T.'s 
:>  I  discovered  last  Saturday  walks  in  his  sleep,  '  - 

And  you  know  that  that  isn't  the  cheese; 
■  With  the  foiks  in  the  parlors  I've  had  a  few  words. 

For  my  temper  I  scarcely  could  keep 
When  they  started  (his  morning  the  organ  to  grind 
To  get  off  tlieir  Imby  to  sleej). 

Spokbn. — I  woke  up  at  three  in  the  morning;  there  they  were,  playing 
"Young  Man  Taken  In  and  Done  For."  So  I  went  down  stairs  and  tapped  at 
the  door.  I  said,  "You  might  be  a  bit  quiet;  my  wife's  laid  up  with  neuralgia: 
baby's  got  the  whooping-cough;  the  two  eldest  have  got  the  ctiicken-pox;  and 
I've  got  the  blooming  hump.'  And,  would  yon  lielieve  ine.  Instead  of  leaving 
off,  they  played  "Home,  Sweet  Home ;"  and  it  did  touch  me  when  it  come  tojhat 
part,  "ever  so  humble  " — 'poii  my  word,  I  couldn't  help  shedding  a  tear.  The 
chap  above,  that  says  he's  a  traveler,  I've  found  out  what  he  travels  in  now — 
"Fine  Yarmoiiih  bloaters,  three  a  penny!"  He  broiiKlit  home  some  of  his 
stock  last  night  and  shoved  them  under  the  bed,  and  this  morning  I  fonnd  the 
bed  walking  dowiislairs.  Talk  about  a  man  Iwiug  in  trouble— if  ever  there  wi 
one — I'm  him.  The  maiden  lady  in  the  uff-room  came  home  as  drunk  as  a 
lord  lost  night;  so  I  went  up  to  her  and  told  her  I  wouldn't  havedrunken  peo- 
ple in  our  house.  She  put  her  arms  around  my  neck  and  said,  "  Egbert,  I  like 
yon."  Slie'd  no  sooner  got  her  arms  around  me  than  my  old  woman  came  np  \ 
and  swore  I  was  making  an  aiipointmeut.    Lodgers  I— C'^^oriM. 

The  pair  in  the  parlors  fliey  row  every  night — 
The  scenes  are  a  perfect  disgrace;  .".    ' 

■•   /     They  say  they're  entitled  to  do  as  they  like 
As  long  as  tliey 're  in  their  own  place. 
This  morning,  at  six,  I  was  trying  to  pin 
A  notice  to  quit  on  the  door, 
'     When  he  rushed  out,  with  one  of  his  boot!  in  hit  hand, 
And  landed  me  fair  on  the  jaw. 

Spoken.— He  raised  a  lump  on  my  jaw  large  enough  to  hang  an  umbrella  on. 
I  hate  the  sight  of  that  man.  What  d'you  tidnk  he  went  ana  told  my  wife? 
He  said,  "  Missus,  I  can  find  your  old  man  a  job."  My  wife  said,  "  what  to 
do?"  He  said,  "Stand  on  my  organ,  with  a  chain  arouud  his  neck."  That] 
got  me  out  of  temper;  so  I  went  up  to  him.  I  said,  "  Do  you  take  me  for  a 
mug?"  He  said,  ''  Mo,  you  look  more  like  a  jug  with  the  handle  off."  Lodg- 
ers I— CAotim. 
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Won't  You  Step   Up  to  the  Bar? 

OopyriKlit,  1192,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Statioiven'  Hall,  London. 

Tba  Words  and  Miialc  of  tlila  Hoiig  will  b«  sent  to  any  addrem,  |>oiit-pattl,uii  rerp||>t  of  40 
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THE    PHONOGRAPH. 

Composed  and  Sung  by  Lowry  &  Evans. 
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■.;  .    ;.  .  Words  and  Music  by  Wblttey  A  Leonard. 

I  am  an  Trieh  oporting  man,  O'Qooliliaii,  thiit  Is  me  nnnip. 

ril  bet  iiie  money  on  any  event— I  have  won  at  'most  every  gnine; 

I'll  l>et  ten  thousand  eacli  way  on  a  horse,  why  I  ilo  it  'most  every  day. 

For  I'm  a  roviu);,  tearing  spurt  from  far  across  the  say. 

Chorus. 

Won't  yot  «ite|.  np  to  the  bar,  ine  boys,  and  join  me  In  a  liottle  of  wine? 
I  linow  that  I'm  welcome  to  yoiir's,  inu  boys;  you're  welcome  the  same  to  mine 
Bring  in  a  l)OX  of  your  best  clt;ars,  for  I  have  the  money  to  pay. 
Fur  I  am  a  roving,  tearing  sport  from  far  across  the  suy. 

I,  as  a  patron  of  sports,  lead  the  world;  I've  bnclvcd  all  tlie  men  of  fame 
The  fighters  and  wrestlers  all  alike,  they've  all  had  n  bit  of  my  game. 
Why  I  throw  thousands  away  each  year,  yes,  I  do  it  "inoet  every  day. 
For  I'm  a  roving,  tearing  sport  from  far  across  the  say. 


/ 


TA-RA-RA-BOOM-DE-AY ! 

(  The  original  English  Tersion  written  by  Richard  Morton.    Sung  by  Miss  Lottie  Collins. 

\  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-|>al<l.i>n  rrffl|it  <>>  40 
;      eenta:  orthlsandany  two  other  Songs  for  Uiie  Dollar,  l>y  Henry  J.  Wdiinun.  n"<t  t3-.2 
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)  A  smart  and  stylish  girl  yon  see,  belle  of  good  society; 

'  Not  too  strict  but  rather  free,  yet  as  right  as  rii;ht  ciiii  be. 
Never  forward,  never  bold— not  too  hot  and  not  too  cold, 
But  the  very  thing,  I'm  told,  that  in  your  arms  you'd  like  to  bold  I 

CaoRUS. 
Ta-ra-ra  boom-de-ay,  ta-ra-ra  boom-de-ay, 
Ta-ra-ra  Inxim-de-ay,  ta-ra-ra  i)ooiii-de-ay, 
Ta-ru-ra  boom-de-ay,  ta-ra-ra  boom-tle-ay, 
Ta-ra-ra  booin-de-ay,  la-ia-ni  boom-de-ay. 

I'lfa  not  extravagantly  shy,  and  when  a  nice  young  man  is  nigh, 
For  his  heart  I  liave  a  try— and  faint  away  with  teiirful  cry. 

']  When  the  goo<i  young  man,  in  haste,  w  ill  support  ine  'roiiml  the  waist. 

<  I  don't  come  to  while  thus  embraced,  till  of  my  lips  he  steals  a  tai«te.— CAo. 

I'm  a  timid  flower  of  innocence— Pa  says  that  I  have  no  sense— 

I'm  one  eternal  big  ex|>ense;   but  men  suy  tliat  I'm  just  immense. 

Ere  my  verses  I  conclude,  I'd  like  it  known  and  niiderstooti, 

Though  free  as  air,  I'm  never  rude— I'm  not  loo  bad  and  nut  too  good.— CAo. 

Extra  Verses. 
Yon  should  see  me  ont  with  Pa,  prim,  ami  most  particular; 
The  young  men  suy,  "  Ah,  there  you  are!"  and  Pu  nays,  "  That's  jH-ciiliar!" 
"  It's  like  thiir  cheek!"  1  say,  ami  so  ofI^a>.'uiu  with  Pu  I  n<»  — 
He's  quite  satisfied— allhougii,  when  his  Buck's  turned— well,  you  know— C'/<o. 

Whfn  with  swells  I  go  out  to  dine,  all  my  huni.'cr  I  resign; 

Taste  the  food  anti  cip  the  wine— no  such  daintiiK-ss  as  mine; 

But,  when  I  um  ull  uloiie,  for  sliortcoiningrt  I  alone; 

No  old  frumpe  to  atare  like  stone— chops  and  chicken  on  my  ovia.—Chorut. 


WHY    I    LIKE    THE    FIREMEN. 


There  are  some  'graphs  we  read  about— 

Gi't-at  'graph  and  gruphtin'  lime. 

To  Photograph  we  Autograph  to  Telegraph  to  you; 

The  Steno»;riiph  and  Litliograph 

To  catcli  the  country  gawk. 

But  the  greatest  'uraph  to  make  you  laugh 

Is  the  Phonograph — that  talks. 

We  heard  one  talking  to  itself 

In  a  saloon  not  fur  from  here; 

And  It  told  lis  some  fiiiiny  things, 

Which  we  think  were  rather  queer. 

So  qiiiclily  fold  your  faces 

And  prepare  yoursielf  to  laueh. 

And  we  will  tell  you  some  of  the  things 

We  heard  In  Edison's  Phonograph. 

We  heard  a  tip  on  the  Lacrosse, 

Which  really  did  come  true; 

Oh,  wasn't  that  a  wonderful  thing — 

We'll  leave  It  now  to  you. 

We  heard  two  trum|H<  a-singiug— 

"Comrades  we  will  be," 

When  leaving  Payette's  for  the  Penitentiary. 

We  heard  "  How  Paddy  Stole  the  Rope  '» 

And  skipped  across  Hie  sea; 

And  wlien  Put  Kennedy  was  elected. 

Old  Ireland  he'd  set  free. 

We  heard  two  women  arguing 

Till  wajsof  Women's  Rights; 

Then  said  the  law  was  trying  hard  , 

To  stop  them  from  wearing  tighta. 

We  heard  McKinley  reading  his  Tariff  Bill; 

We  lieard  that  Mrs.  Lunu'iry 

Had  doubled  ill)  with  Buffalo  Bill. 

We  heard  the  Ottawa's  blowing  about  their  team. 

When  Dr.  Shanks  said,  "  '  They're  not  In  It ' 

VVith  the  boys  of  the  green." 


AN    AGGRAVATING-    DITTY. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.       Bantered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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By  Henry  J.  flayers. 


By  Mat.  O'Brien,  Wilmlngt.>n,  Del. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Books,  I.etter  Wrllei-s,  Dienm  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick    Books,  Urcitalion  Books,  I'rnny  Ballads,  Coll  llouks,  Jokt-  B<H>ks,  sketi-li 
Books,  Scunip  Sp«-fclies,  Iii.'<h  Sonn  Books,  C<M>k  Booths,  B<M>ks  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliman,  IM  &  VSS  Park  Kow,  New  York. 


Why  am  l.fond  of  the  firemen;  those  fellows  that  run  to  a  fire!* 
Yes,  sir,  I'll  tell  ye  in  half  a  minute— that  is,  if  you  so  desire: 

Well,  when  I  was  a  bit  of  a  youncster,  pop  was  a  creat  gun  ou  style. 
And  anything  short  of  a  nabob  used  to  kind  a'  raie>e  his  bile. 

lie  U6e€  to  think  that  firemen  were  very  cood  men  in  their  way. 
But  they  wasn't  "  aristocratic  "—that  was  the  old  man's  lay. 

One  night,  away  In  the  winter,  we'd  a  partv  In  honor  of  Grace; 

She  was  sweet  sixteen  and  my  sister;  oh,  she'd  the  loveliest  kind  of  face. 

'Twas  late  all  the  "  good  nights"  were  given,  and  pop  had  long  gone  to  retire. 
When  all  of  a  euddt-u  I  started;  some  one  wus  yelling  out  "  Fire." 

Our  house  was  afire  all  over.  It  had  started  under  the  stairs. 

And  I  had  given  myself  up  for  lost,  when  cra^li  went  the  w  indow.t  in  pairs. 

'Twas  the  firemen  with  ladders  and  axes;  they'd  cnttheir  way  thro'  with  a  boiinil, 
And  catching  each  one  of  us  chihlreii^  lauded  us  safe  on  the  ground. 

When  father  was  saved,  but  the  cheers  were  8topj)cd  bv  a  swe<-t  pale  face 
That  looked  out  of  an  upper  w  indow,and  cried  out,  "  Oli,  save  me;"  'twas  Grace. 

'Ere  the  echo  was  lost  there  were  men  between  her  and  the  fire's  red  glare. 
And  the  voice  of  the  crowd  wa>>  hushed  as  if  each  were  whiopering  a  prayer. 

Grace  was  saved,  sir,  but  a  moment  later  came  a  cry  too  late  for  the  braves; 
'  The  wall  fell,  and,  well  the  old  man,  sir,  put  a  monument  over  their  graves. 

That's  why  I  like  the  firemen,  those  fellows  that  run  to  the  fire. 

And  I  think  you'll  find  worse  men,  sir,  under  some  of  your  big  church  spires. 


I  am  shrouded  in  the  darkest  sort  of  gloom  der-e. 
For  I  fear  I'm  l)ein<;  driven  to  my  doom  der-e 

By  an  aggravating  ditty,  whicli  I  tlon't  consider  witty, 

And  tliey  call  the  horrid  thing  "Ta-ra-ra  biiom-der-el" 
I  fear  that  when  tlie  Sumiiier  roses  bloom  der-e. 
You  will  read  in  golden  letters  on  my  tomb  der-e: 

Tlie,:hurra  never  licked  him,  but  he  died  an  easy  victim 

To  that  universal  scourge— Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-el 
Ttt-ra-ra  boom-der-e,  ta-ru-ru  l)oom  der-e, 
Ta-ra-ra  booni-der-e,  ta-ra-ra  boom  der-e. 

Ev'ry  car  coiidiictor,  stable  boy  and  groom  der-e, 
Ev'ry  liotel  clerk,  and  chambermaid  with  broom  der-e. 

Make  my  nervous  system  brl^lle  when  they  try  toeing  or  whistle 

That  atrocious  and  al>8iird  Ta-ra-ra  l>oom-der-e. 
I've  a  double-barreled  shot-gun  in  niy  room  der-*-, 
And  I'll  lire  it  at  the  first- no  matter  whom  der-e. 

Escape  me*— Well,  I  guess  not,  if  they  try  to  sing  that  chestnut. 

That  silly-billy  song,  Tu-ra-ra  b<K)m-der-e. 

Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e,  ta-ra-ra  boom-der-c,  etc. 

'Tis  the  song  that  made  "Johnny  get  his  gun  "  der-e. 
And  put  "  little  Annie  Rooney  "  on  the  bum  der-e; 

They  say  its  sung  l)y  preachers— Dr.  Purkhurst  bud  good  teachers 

For  this  tiicky  liitle  song— Ta-ra-ra  l>oom-der-e. 
Oh,  Lottie  Collins  she's  been  down  the  bay  der-«, 
And  she'u  been  disinfected- so  they  say  der-e: 

Says  America  needs  hanging;   but  we  think  her  hair  needs  banging. 

For  there's  w  hiskers  on  lier  song— 'I'a-ra-ra  lioom-der-c. 
Ta-ra  ra  boom-der-e,  lar-ra-ra  boom-der-u,  etc. 

You  nil  have  heard  of  "  MuKgie  Murphy's  Home"  der-e. 
And  "  Come  where  the  Pretty  Lillies  Bloom  "  der-e; 

As  a  sont;  to  eing,  'tis  easy;  but  it's  just  u  tritle  cheesey — 

Is  this  laniulizing  I'ong— 'i'a-ra-ra  boom-der-e. 
A  Salvation  Army  drummer,  with  his  drum  der-e. 
And  the  guy  who  tools  the  cornet  is  his  cliiiiii  der-e; 

As  niusicianx,  they're  beu'lnners;  and  their  music  makes  us  sinnerb. 

With  their  ta-ra  ui-lehiiali  Tu-ra-ru  boom-der-e! 

Ta-ra-ra  booin-tler-e,  tu-ra-ra  boom-der-e,  etc. 


—The  best  place  to  test  a  liglit  is  in  the  dark.  > 

—The  devil  never  likes  a  nitm  wlio  likes  good  books. 
— Never  sleep  with  enmity  in  your  heart  against  anybody. 
— Life  is  not  worth  living  unless  you  live  for  somebotly  else. 
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THE    ROSE'S    LULL AB YE. 

Oopjrriffhl,  189S,  by  WUlts  Woodward  &  Cu.    Entered  at  Btationera'  Hall,  Loudon. 

The  Words  and  Mutic  of  tills  Suiitr  "ill  be  s«iit  to  nny  addrexs,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  tilts  and  an^  two  other  8unirs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Weliinain,  ISO  ft  ISS 

Park  Kuw,  New  ^ork,     I'ustaKe  Stamps  taken  same  o^ciuili  fur  nil  oiii'croodn. 


'        .'     HoBlc  by  Qeorgia  Weld- Raymond.    Woi-ds  by  Stuurt  S.  Taylor. 

Rosebud  kissed  a  little  dewdrop — pressed  it  to  her  licart; 

Tlien  to  it  breathed  a  tender  liillttbye; 
Told  It  how  she  loved  it  -how  she  could  not  live  alouel 

Told  it  if  it  left  her,  she  would  fade  and  did 
Loviiiely  it  nestled  there,  so  free  rroiii  thought  of  harm  or  care, 

With  the  Summer  zephyrs  pas«iug  by. 
Ev'ry  evening  wlieu  the  honey-bees  would  homeward  fly. 

Came  the  tune;  the  rose  would  sing  her  lullubyel 
Lul-la-bye,  luMa-bye,  lai-la-bye,  lul-Ia-bye,  a-bye! 

WItli  tlie  first  cold  wind  of  Winter,  rosebud  drooped  her  head; 

Nauglit  did  slie  all  day  long,  but  mourn  and  sigh; 
Pressed  the  dewdrop  closer  to  her  heart  and  waited  death! 

Tattered  by  the  winds,  wide  ope'  lier  petals  lie  I 
Then  the  dewdrop  felt  the  cold,  and,  tho'  her  little  heart  was  bold. 

Thin  clad,  tlio'  liard  not  to  she  would  try. 
Soon  the  icy  voice  of  Winter  said  they  both  must  die; 

And  they  perished  while  she  sane  her  lullaby  I 
Lul-la-bye,  lul-la-bye,  lul-la-bye,  lul-la-bye,  a-bye! 


AT     YOITR     SERVICE! 

By  J.  p.  Skelly.    Composed  for  ML«is  BHla  Wesner. 

Send  for  Free  Cutaloirue  of  SonK  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Trick  Books,  Kecitalion  Books,  Pei.ny   Ballads,  Cull  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Sonic  BooUh,  (,'<H>k  Books,  Books  of  AmuHe- 

nieut,  etc.,  to  Heury  J.  Wehn<aii,  130  &  132  Park  Kow,  New  York. 

The  pink  of  affability,  tliey  tell  me  that  I  am; 

As  mild  as  any  daisy  and  as  gentle  as  a  lainb. 

To  nlcase  the  friends  around  nie  yuii  will  find  ine  e'er  at  liaiid. 

And  when  there's  sport,  uf  any  eort,  my  time  you  may  comuiaud. 

Chorus. 

I'm  always  at  yonr  service,  always  happy  and  gay. 

With  cares  I'm  never  nervous — I  laugh  them  all  away; 

If  you  are  in  for  jollity,  or  for  a  qiilet  liti  ie  spree. 

Just  take  a  jaunt  some  time  with  me— I'm  always  at  your  service! 

To  drive  you  tlirongh  llie  park  some  day  behind  my  tandem  team; 
To  join  you  at  Delinonico's  for  collipops  and  cieani; 
To  watfer  on  the  winning  horse — and  lose  the  In-t  wilh  <:race — 
You'll  find  me  ready  every  time— I  go  the  luuitum  pace!— C'Aotm*. 

My  heart  was  captured  l)y  a  maid,  that  I  can  ne'er  forget; 

To  marry  her  I  was  afraid,  tlio' caught  in  Cupid's  net. 

In  fact,  to  stay  a  bacliclor  has  ever  i)eeii  my  aim — 

But  tho'  we  are  not  wedded— still  she's  with  me  all  the  samel 

Chorus. 
She's  always  at  your  service,  always  happy  and  gay; 
With  cares  she's  never  nervous — she  laiiglis  tlieiii  all  away. 
If  you  are  in  for  jollity,  or  for  a  quiet  little  spree. 
Just  take  a  jauut  some  time  with  her— she's  always  at  your  Bervicel 


THE    FUNERAL    INVITATION. 

AssnuK  by  XUler  aud  Lee  witli  tremeudoaa  socoeM. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  svnt  to  any  address,  poat-iwld.  on  rocelft  »H» 
Its;  ortliisa 
Park  Row, 


cents;  or  tills  and  any  twootlierSontrs  for  tine  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  ISO*  IW 
.New^ork.     Posiaire  Stamps  tatieu  same  as  oasii  for  all  our  Koutla 


MY    BOY    ONCE    AGAIN. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Scott  Washin^n. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  atldt'pss,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tliL<«  >ind  anv  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  \Vehman,130&  13% 

Park  Row,  New  Vork.    Puista^  Stam|>8  taken  same  as  C(U<h  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  aud  Music  by  Harr>-  S.  Miller. 


In  a  humble  cottage  home,  'round  whicli  sunshine  brightly  slione, 

A  mother  sang  her  little  one  to  sleep. 
While  she  gazed  with  priJe  and  joy  on  hiT  darling  baby  boy. 

How  slie  wondereil  what  the  future  had  in  keep, 
llow  those  years  have  quickly  flown,  how  to  manhood  he  iias  grown. 

And  now  al)out  to  leave  her  for  tlie  sea. 
How  that  mother,  sad  at  heart,  said.  My  son,  ere  you  depart. 

Oh,  heed  these  few,  but  truthful,  worils  from  me: 

Chorus. 
Be  faithful  to  yonr  duties,  Tom,  noble  kind  and  true; 
And  do  unto  all  others  as  you'd  have  them  do  to  you. 
Be  cheerful  and  be  manly,  and  friends  tliereby  retain. 
And  I'll  be  proud  to  call  you,  Tom,  my  boy  ouce  again. 

At  the  closing  of  the  day  see  that  mother  old  aud  gray 

While  gazing  on  the  picture  of  iter  boy. 
As  the  tear-drops  fill  her  eves,  hear  her  niiimiur  'twixt  her  sighs. 

Will  he  e'er  return  to  fill  my  heart  with  joy? 
How  she  kissed  him  on  the  day  that  he  sailed  so  far  away. 

And  bade  him  well,  perhaps,  the  last  adieu. 
How  that  mother  good  and  kind  said.  My  boy,  oh,  bear  in  mind 

These  words  and  you  will  ever  find  them  true: -C"Aon/». 

'Twas  a  trav'ler  tired  and  dazed,  how  upon  a  scene  he  gazed 

Where  long  ago  he  played  in  childish  glee. 
And  the  church-yard  m  the  vale,  all  that's  left  to  tell  the  tale,        '     . 

Of  the  one  he  loved  and  never  more  should  see. 
Many  years  have  passed  away,  many  changes  grave  and  g^y 

Hare  taken  place  within  that  humble  cot. 
There  is  no  familiar  face,  not  a  welcome  'round  the  place. 

But  mother's  woids  seem  'graven  on  the  spot.— C'AortM. 


The  other  night  I  got  an  invitation  to  a  funeral. 

But,  much  to  my  discomforture. 

The  fellow  didn't  die; 

Of  course,  he  told  the  company  he  was  sorry 

To  disappoint  them. 

And  after  he'd  apologized,  we  let  the  thing  go  by. 

To  right  the  disapnointinent. 

He  took  us  out  auu  treated  us. 

He  called  a  quart  of  porter  ... 

For  a  company  of  ten. 

And  when  some  fellow  questioned  Tiim 

Whose  money  he  was  squandering; 

That  fellow  got  his  eyelids  put  in  mourning 

There  and  then. 

Now  the  owner  of  the  beer  shop. 

When  he  heard  us  all  a-rioting. 

Gave  orders  to  evict  us,  but  to  go  we  all  refused. 

So  he  whii-tled  on  some  loafers 

Who  were  standing  on  the  corner. 

And  for  ten  or  fifteen  minutes  we  were 

Terribly  abused : 

They  chased  us  rrom  the  beer  shop,  :'  •  . 

And  down  the  street  we  staggered. 

When  a  lot  of  ragged  urchins 

Started  pelting  UB  with  mild. 

We  told  them  for  to  chuck, 

And  they  told  us  they  \\;ere  doing  so. 

But  latterly  they  haunte9  us, 

And  left  us  where  we  stood. 

So  we  got  a  concertina  for  to  keep  up 

'J'he  hilarity. 

But  none  of  us  could  play, 

Though  we  tried  our  best  and  worst;  ;  ' 

Though  we  made  enough  of  noise  on  It, 

If  that  was  any  benefit. 

We  lianiiled  it  so  gently  that  the  '   •    " 

Bellows  we  did  buret. 

We  got  some  hot  potatoes  for  to  mend 

The  concertina  with, 

When  some  one  struck  Maloney 

With  the  carcass  of  a  cat. 

He  buckled  on  his  whiskers. 

And  began  to  read  the  riot  act. 

And  swore  he'd  put  two  heads  npon 

The  sucker  that  done  that; 

Then  we  came  in  contact  w  ith 

A  band  of  Salvationists, 

Who  rifled  all  our  pockets, 

And  they  asked  us  what  we'd  saved,    • 

And  little  John  McGinty  got 

Escorted  to  the  station-house 

For  asking  a  policeman 

If  his  appetite  was  shaved. 

Now  to  raise  McGinty 's  fine  every  man 

Took  off  his  undershirt. 

And  off  to  the  pawn-shop 

Went  the  blooming  lot; 

Vk'e  told  the  man  we  only  wanted 

Two  fifty  on  the  lot. 

There's  enough  on  them  already. 

Was  the  answer  that  we  got. 

But  we  got  the  two  and  a  half  on  them. 

And  went  to  raise  McGinty. 

But  to  the  devil  with  the  w  hiskey-shop — 

We  met  one  on  the  way. 

Of  course,  we  could  not  pass  it  ,         ' 

Without  having  some  refreshment.  s 

And  we  squandered  every  nickel 

Of  the  fine  we  had  to  pay; 

The  whiskey  being  in  us  ail,  of  course. 

The  sense  was  out  of  us. 

And  for  a  bit  of  rioting 

We  quickly  did  repair;  . 

■We  battered  one  another  till 

We  were  not  won h  a  nickel. 

And  truth  you  might  have  carpeted 

The  fioor  with  skin  and  hair. 

Muldoon  he  struck  McCuster 

And  McCuster  struck  some  other  one. 

And  every  one  struck  any  one 

On  whom  they  had  a  spite; 

And  cripple  Mike,  no  matter  who 

Was  sitting  saying  nothing, 

Got  a  kick  that  broke  his  jaw 

For  not  indulging  in  the  figlit; 

They  fought  away  hke  Turks,  until  the  police 

They  separated  us 

And  dragged  us  to  the  station 

With  broken  noses  and  black  eyes. 

I  got  sixty  days  in  prison, 

And  to  me  it  was  a  lesson. 

For  I'll  go  no  more  to  funerals  • 

Before  the  people  die. 


— A  Point  Well  Taken. — Judge:  "Uncle  Rastus,  I  am  very 
sorry  to  see  you  brought  before  me  on  a  charge  of  attempted  man- 
slaughter." Uncle  Rastus:  "  Do  de  indictment  say  manslaughter, 
Your  Honor?  Den  I  objec'  dat  it  am  defective.  It  was  a  woman 
I  tried  ter  kill,  snh.  I  'pi>eal  to  de  habious  corpas,  an'  take  ad- 
vantage ob  de  technumcalities  ob  de  law." 


>>iT 
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LITTLE    MAGGIE    MAY. 


\<-K^->^/K^^ 


J  Th«  Words  and  Muato  of  tlils  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  adilrew,  poat-pnid,  on  receipt  of  10 
(      canta;  or  thia  and  any  two  other  Sjiiira  for  Oii<-  Dollar,  by  Ileury  J.  Wchman,  130A  139 

iPkrk  Riiw,  Naw  York.    I'usta4fa  Stainpa  taken  same  iia  cash  for  all  our  Kooda. 
The  Spring  had  come,  the  flowers  iu  bloom,  the  binls  inug  out  tbelr  lay. 
Down  by  a  litile  riinuin^  brook  I  first  saw  MhkuIc  May. 
She  had  a  roeiiish  Jet-black  eye,  wua  siuKinK  all  the  clay; 
And  how  I  loved  her,  uoue  ciiu  tell— my  little  Mugijie  Mayl 

Chorus. 
My  little  witching  Maggie,  Miiiigiu  sinsing  all  the  day; 
Oh!  how  I  love  her,  noue  can  tell,  my  little  Maggie  May! 


^ 


,  Thongh  years  rolled  on,  yet  still  I  loved  with  heart  so  light  niid  gay, 
\  And  never  will  this  heart  deceive  my  own  deur  Ma^Kie  Muy. 
When  others  thoutrht  that  lift)  whs  gone,  and  death  would  take  away, 
Still  by  my  side  did  linger  one,  and  that  was  Mtigi;ie  iltiy.—  t'/iorus. 

May  Heaven  protect  me  for  her  sake;  I  pray,  bolh  iiiifht  and  day, 
I  That  I,  ere  long,  may  call  her  mine,  rav  own  dear  Maggie  May. 
Fur  she  is  all  ttis  world  to  me,  although  I'm  fur  away, 
I  oft-tiiDSS  ttaiuk  of  the  rauuiug  brook  and  my  little  Maggie  ii^y.—  Cfioriit. 


P 


1 


Parody  on: 

HE   WAS  A   PAL   OF   MINE. 

Send  for  Free  Catal.irue  of  Song  Booka.  Letter  Writeni,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Trick  Booka,  Keoltation   Booia,  Penny   Ballada,  Call  Booka,  Joke  BoOkH,  Hkcloli 

Book*,  Stuni|>  Bi>e«Ghe»,  Ii-IkIi  Si>nf(  Bu<>ka,Co<ik  Booka,  Booka  of  Ainuim- 

inent,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehniau,  190  «  138  Park  Row,  New  York. 

Jack  and  T  were  bummers,  not  so  long  aco; 

I  loved  to  chase  the  growler,  he  loveu  the  same,  I  know; 

How  he  used  to  wander  to  the  corner  gin-mill  there; 

With  hearts  that  filled  with  gladness,  we'd  quaff  our  can  of  beer. 

But  Eood  old  days,  like  everything,  will  quicKly  fade  away; 

1  wen  remember  how  I  grieved  when  Jack  got  pinched  one  day; 

Never  more  we'll  chase  the  duck  for  many  a  day  to  come; 

My  eyes  filled  up  with  briny  tears  when  they  copped  that  poor  old  bum,  for— 

Chorus. 

He  was  a  chum  of  mine:  we  shared  each  other's  beer; 
And,  oh,  for  the  days  when  we  would  caze  on  a  cop  without  a  tear. 
When  we  sat  on  the  same  old  rock  anu  thought  stale  beer  was  wine; 
We'd  drain  kegs  together,  Jack  aud  I,  for  he  was  a  chum  of  mine. 

And  when  he  was  turned  loose,  I  met  him  at  the  door. 

We  gracefully  meandered  to  our  old  haunts  once  more; 

We  stood  there  in  the  bar-room  and  talked  of  good  old  days. 

And  told  of  astounding  things,  the  gang  looked  with  amaze; 

And,  as  I  gazed  at  JacK,  alas,  then  I  knew  the  truth; 

Jack  was  beastly  soIkt,  1  wan  the  same,  forsooth; 

He  fell  into  the  spittoon  and  loudlj  he  did  snore; 

1  kicked  his  feet  till  I  got  tired, then  pulled  him  through  the  door,  tot—Chorut. 

Soon  Jack  got  the  horrors,  then  in  a  padded  cell 

Saw  snakes  and  little  goblins,  that  I  nave  seen  as  well; 

They  crawled  along  the  ceiling  and  twined  around  his  head, 

And  plajwl  \&e  witn  his  whiskers  whene'er  he'd  lie  in  bed; 

But  jim-jam?,  like  all  other  jams,  soon  must  (lisapi)ear. 

And  w  hen  Jack  came  out  again  he  gave  up  drinking  l)eer. 

I  remember  how  he  wept  aud  mourned  when  the  pledge  we  siencd; 

I  helped  him  home  next  morning,  for  home  he  couldn  t  And,  for— r^o/-f/«. 


COME     AND     HAVE     A     TID'LY 
ROUND    THE    CORNER! 

Copyright,  IMl,  by  Chaa.  Sliaaid  A  Co. 

The  WordaandHualcof  thia  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  an T  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  . 
oenta^  urtlnaanduny  twootherSontraforUue  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehniau.  ISO&IU      } 
Park  Row,  New  York.     Poataaa  Stani|>*  taken  aaniaaa  oasli  for  all  our  aouda. 


THE    BELLS    OF    SHANDON. 


By  Rev.  Francis  Jtahony. 


Tbe  Words  and  Muoic  of  thlsSonsr  "lU  be  nent  to  oiiy  addrem,  post-pal-l,  on  reoeljit  of  40 

eeiita;  or  this  und  any  two  other  S'lntts  for  One  Dollar,  i.y  Henry  J.  Wfiiman,  I30<&  1S2 
Park  Uuw.  New  York.    PoBtOKe  utanipa  taken  aaiiie  as  cash  fur  all  our  tfuoUa. 

'    With  deep  affection  and  recollection, 

I  often  think  of  those  Shaiulon  tK-lls, 
^lioee  sounds  BO  wild  would  In  days  of  childlioo<l 

Fling  'round  my  cradle  their  magic  Bi>ells; 
On  tills  I  ponder,  where'er  I  wander. 

And  then  grow  fonder,  sweet  Cork,  of  thee; 
While  thy  bells  of  Sliandon  sound  far  more  grand  on 

The  pleasaut  waters  of  the  river  Lee. 

I've  heard  bells  chiming  full  many  a  cliaie  in, 

Tollint;  sublime  in  cathedral  shrine. 
While  at  a  glib  rate  brass  tongues  would  vibrate. 

But  all  tlieir  music  spoke  naught  like  thine. 
For  mem'ry  dwelliiiK  ou  each  proud  swelliug 

Of  thy  belfry,  knelling  its  bold  notes  free, 
Ma<1e  the  bells  of  SImiidou  sound  far  more  grand  on 

The  pleasant  waters  of  the  river  Lee. 

I've  heard  bells  tolling  "  Old  Adrian's  Mole"  in, 

Their  thunders  rolling  from  the  Vatican, 
With  cymbals  Klorioiis,  suincint;  uproarious. 

In  the  gorgeous  turrets  of  Notre  Dame; 
Bnt  thy  sounds  are  sweeter  than  the  dome  of  Peter 

Flings  o'er  the  Tiber,  pealing  solemnly— 
Ohl  the  >>ells  of  Shandou  sound  far  more  grand  ou 

The  pleasant  waters  of  the  river  Lee. 

There's  a  bell  In  Moscow,  while  ou  tower  aud  kiosk  O! 

In  St.  Sophia  the  Turkman  gets, 
.  '     And  loud  iu  air  calls  men  to  prayer. 

From  tbe  lau'riiig  summit  of  tall  minarets; 
Such  empty  pfiantoin  i  freely  grant  them. 

But  there's  an  emblem  more  dear  to  me — 
*ris  the  bells  of  ijliaiidou  that  sound  so  grand  on 

The  pleasant  waters  of  }he  river  Lee. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Wia  Qodwln. 

My  dear  wife's  darling  mother  came  to  stay  a  month  with  me; 
Anil  niy  pal  Jolmson's  wife  had  gone  to  stay  down  by  the  sea. 
I  went  'rouud,  and  I  culled  on  hiui.     Said  I,  "  Here's  Just  our  chance; 
Let's  rumble  'round  the  town  to-ulght  and  have  a  little  glance. 

Patter.- My  pal  Johnson  said,  "  I'm  on;"  so  was  his  bat  and  coat,  and  off 
we  started;  aud  my  pal  Johnson  said:— 

Chorus. 
"Come  and  have  a  tlddley 'round  the  corner, 
Just 'round  the  little  Johnny  Uornert 

Ili-tiddley  hl-tayl 

I've  the  cash  to  pav— 
So  come  aud  have  a  lidd ley 'round  tbe  comer  I" 

We  captured,  quick,  two  lady  guides,  who  showed  ns  all  the  sights; 
Until,  like  girls  in  hallets  wear,  we  were  a  |>air  o'  tighti. 
We  got  to  Coveiit  Ourtien,  uiid  we  tumbled  in  a  heap 
KiKht  in  two  market- baskets,  and  we  both  went  fast  asleep. 
Pattkr.— On  waking  up  we  were  surroundetl  by  the  market  jiortere,  so  my 
pal  Johusou  shouted:  ''  Come  ou,  boysI"—C' Aot-u<. 

Then  Johnson,  outside  Bow  Street  Court,  with  loud  and  mighty  lung. 
The  song  called  "  Ask  a  P'licemau,"  then  in  loudest  touen  be  sung; 
They  asked  him  iiist  to  step  inside— I  bailed  htm  out  next  day; 
With  aching  heau  he  whispered,  as  we  smiled  and  walked  away:— C'A(wt/«. 

When  next  I  saw  old  Johnson  was  this  morn'  at  ten  o'clock— 
The  Judge  he  sat  ujion  the  bench,  iiiy  pal  stoo<i  in  the  dock. 
The  tine,  instead  of  forty,  whs  tlie  modest  sum  of  ten; 
He  paid  it  in  a  tick,  and  said  unto  the  old  Judge  then:— CAoru«. 


I    WAS    TOLD    IT    WAS    COMING. 

Copyright,  by  Frank  Hording. 

Tbe  Words  and  Mualc  of  this  Ronir  will  hw  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

oenta^or  tliU  and  any  Iwouther  SoniT'.  for  Uiie  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnuiu,  13U  <£  IXt 

Park  How,  New  York.    Po>taffe  Stain|«  taken  aaine  as  cask  for  all  our  gouda. 


S<inR  by  Sam  Devere  with  great  success. 


hs  before; 


My  friend  Jones  is  quite  a  marvel,  such  a  man  yon  never  saw; 
Aud  things  that's  going  to  hup|>en  he  knows  months  and  niont 
Ue,  for  instance,  one  (lay  tol(l  ine  that  before  I  went  to  bed 
I  should  get  the  washstaiid  basin  thrown  with  force  at  my  big  head. 

Chorus. 
And  it  came,  oh.  Lor', 
Such  a  fearful  blow, 
1  shan't  forget  It  for  a  year  or  so; 
I  fetd  sure  1  was  not  to  blame, 
I  was  told  it  was  coming,  and  it  came. 

The  first  wife  I  was  possessed  of  one  fine  day  saw  fit  to  die. 
And  the  bitter  tears  of  sadne:<s  quickly  flowed  out  from  each  eye; 
Then  I  vowed  that  I  would  never  be  annoyed  with  such  a  curse. 
Joiifs  met  me,  aud  said,  you'll  shortly  have  a  wife  a  blamed  sight  worse. 

Chorus. 
And  she  came,  oh.  Lor', 
Such  a  fearful  blow, 
I  shan't  forget  her  for  a  year  or  so; 

I  feel  sure  I  waa  not  to  blame, 

I  was  told  she  waa  coming,  aud  she  came. 

Then  again  lost  Monday  morning  Jones  met  me  and  shook  my  hand; 
All  at  once  he  burst  out  laughing — why,  I  could  not  understand; 
I  asked  for  an  explanation,  my  friend  Jones  then  w  inked  at  me. 
He  said,  you  expect  a  youngster — you  go  home  you'll  find  there's  threr. 

Chorus. 
And  they  came,  oh.  Lor', 
Such  a  fearful  blow, 
I  shan't  forget  them  for  a  year  or  so; 
I  feel  sure  f  was  not  to  blame, 
I  was  told  they  were  coming,  and  they  came. 

Last  night  Mr.  Jones  informed  mo  that  he  knew,  as  sure  as  fate. 

I  had  lately  been  out  mashing  a  young  giri,  her  name  w  as  "  Kate:" 

Then  he  very  kindly  told  me  that  the  girl  had  found  me  ont. 

And  she'd  call  and  sec  the  "  Madame,"  yes,  she  would,  witkont  a  doubt. 

Chorus. 

And  she  came,  oh.  Lor', 

Such  a  fearful  blow, 

I  shan't  forget  her  for  a  vear  or  so, 

I  feel  sure  I  was  not  to  blame, 

I  was  told  she  waa  coming,  and  aba  came. 


— Bobley:  "  It  seems  to  me,  Tom,  tbat  you  have  a  very  queer 
way  of  petting  strange  dogs  on  the  street."  Wiggins:  "  Well,  isn't 
the  gtxxi  will  of  a  dog  better  than  his  ill-will?  You  can't  tell  what 
dog's  mistress  you  muy  be  culling  oa  in  the  course  of  a  year." 


■  ■■■■■^irijiwr!^ 
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Break  the  News  to  Mother  Gently. 

Ooprrigbt,  IBM,  by  Frank  Hardinc.    Entered  at  Statiouers'  Hall,  Loudon. 

'  Tlia  Word*  and  Huaic  uf  thU  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  oftO 

cents;  or  tbU and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  Uiie  Iiullar.  by  ileiirj' J.  Weliman.lSOA  132 

FMk  Bow,  New  \  ork.    foatage  Staiupa  taken  same  as  oasli  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Ed.  B.  Marks.    Music  by  WUl.  H.  Fox.    'r    '  V    -       . 


There  on  the  ^und  lie  lav,  a  fireman  bo  brave; 

He'd  rieke<l  his  life,  he'd  fallen,  a  little  child  to  save; 

Life's  stream  was  cbbinR  fast  away,  his  comrades  all  stood  by, 

Aud  listened  to  his  dyiug  words,  while  tears  bedimiued  each  eye: 

^.■;-    ■  ■"•■■  :'^.-:  .'   ■■;■■"''■  Chorus. 

Break  the  news  to  mother  gently,  tell  her  how  her  brave  son  died; 
Tell  her  that  he  did  his  duty,  as  in  life  he  ever  tried; 
Treat  her  kindly,  boys,  a  friend  be  to  her  when  I'm  dead  and  gone. 
Break  the  news  to  mother  gently,  do  not  let  her  weep  or  mourn. 

There  In  her  home  she  rests,  that  mother  old  and  gray,  -  .; 

She  lost  a  son,  but  others  they  took  his  place  that  day; 

And  nobly  do  they  care  for  her  aud  honor  her  gray  head. 

In  lueui'ry  of  their  comrade  and  the  last  words  that  he  said: — Chorus 

There  on  the  wall  it  bangs,  within  the  engine  room. 

The  picture  of  the  bravest  lad  that  ever  faced  his  doom; 

And,  as  tliey  point  it  out  and  speak  the  virtues  of  the  dead. 

They  tell  about  that  awful  night  and  the  last  words  that  he  said:— CAorw«. 


SWEET    NELLIE    BAWN. 

Copyright,  IWl,  by  Will  Rossitcr. 

Tlie  Words  and  Huslo  of  this  Son^  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid. on  receipt  of  10 

eents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Bouku  fur  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  }.  \Vehniaii,130&lS2 

Park  Ruw,  New  York.    Postage  Htanips  taken  same  as  cosli  for  all  uur  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  R.  Williums.    Sung  nt  Tony  Pastor's  Th««tre 
by  John  and  James  KutiseU. 


Stroll  througii  the  meadows,  cross  o'er  a  stream, 

You'll  see  my  darling,  she's  poet's  dream; 

Soft  flowing  treaties,  voice  low  and  sweet. 

None  half  so  handsome,  none  half  so  neat.  ' 

Fair  as  the  lily,  fair  as  a  rose. 

She's  as  the  sun-shine,  wherever  she  goes; 

I'm  always  louely  when  she  is  gone; 

She  is  my  darling,  sweet  Nellie  Bawn. 

Chorus. 
Yes,  she's  my  Nellie,  no  fairer  seen; 
Life  with  my  darling  seems  like  a  dream; 
Eyes  so  entrancing,  grace  like  a  fawn; 
Who  would  not  love  her,  sweet  Nellie  Bawnl 

When  we  are  married  early  in  spring, 

There'll  be  rejoicing,  church-bells  will  ring; 

And  little  Nellie,  she'll  be  my  wife, 

Aud  as  a  sunbeam  all  thro'  my  life; 

Her  way  is  simple,  thoughts  ever  pure; 

I  will  be  happy  forever,  I'm  sure; 

And  with  my  treasure  now  there  is  dawn; 

My  only  darling,  sweet  Nellie  Bawu .—  U/iorui. 


ISN'T    THE    BABY    CUTE? 


Copyright,  18»2,  by  Will  Rotsiter. 


The  Words  and  Husio  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-|>aid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sunsrs  fur  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Webman,  130  &  1S2 

Park  Row ,  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamps  tak  en  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  W.  R.  WllUami",   Music  by  Otto  Bonnell. 

Did  you  ever  make  an  evening  call  and  wear  your  Sunday  best,      .. 
Be  seated  on  a  fancy  chair  iliat's  always  for  the  guest.' 

When  mamma  calls  her  little  ours,  they've  all  a  winuinK  way. 

And  when  for  fun  tbey'U  kick  your  ebine,  you'll  hear  their  mother  say: 

Chorus. 

Isn't  the  baby  cute?  Isn't  he  divine? 

Don't  you  think  he's  just  too  sweet?  don't  yon  think  he's  finer 

Doesn't  the  child  look  gretit  in  his  little  suit? 

So  like  his  ma,  so  like  his  pa;  isn't  the  buby  cute? 

Did  you  ever  see  him  monkey  with  the  tubs  on  washing  day? 

The  soap  and  things  he  must  not  have  he  always  thinks  he  may; 

He  wornes  'till  he  tumbles  in,  looks  like  a  drowning  rat; 

No  matter  what  the  clothes  you  wear,  you'll  hold  htm  in  your  lap. —  Chorut. 

Did  you  ever  notice  baby's  hands  when  he's  been  eating  Jam, 

And  playing  with  a  box  of  coal,  the  darling  little  lamb; 

Your  fancy  work  he  then  will  get  and  make  it  black  as  ink. 

Then  do  you  feel  like  kissing  him?  You  do!  Yes!  "  I  don't  thiuk."— C'Aw««. 

Did  yon  ever  try  to  sleep  at  night  while  baby  sweetly  cried. 

Has  whooping  couirh  or  colic  Hill  you  wished  that  he  ha<l  died; 

At  last  resort,  y<)U  take  him  up,  aud  with  him  walk  the  floor. 

And  then  you  step  upon  a  tack  he  "  placed  "  the  day  before.— CAorw*. 

Now  people  who  wear  whiskers  can  give  yon  a  friendly  tip. 

That  Daby  with  his  little  hands  gan  get  an  awful  grip; 

The  more  you  tell  him  to  be  still  the  harder  he  will  pull; 

Oh,  how  he  shouts  with  joy  to  hear  you  roaring  like  a  bull.— CAona. 

When  it  rnins  he's  out  of  doors  and  making  nice  mud-pies, 

A  minute  later  in  he  comes  and  o'er  the  carpet  flies:  ;  '■>.•    ■:■■■  '., 

The  tracks  of  mud  look  very  nice,  as  out  again  he'll  go; 

I  often  wonder  how  they  live  to  sing  this  "  tale  of  woe."— CAort<«. 


IT'S    THE    LAST    TIME. 

Copyright,  18S2,  by  WiU  Rooiiter 


The  Words  and  Haste  of  this  Soug  will  be  sent  to  any  addresa. pott  piLld,o>  naeaipt  of  «0  < 

eents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sougs  for  Une  Dollar,  by  Hwirjr  J.  Wehmaa,  UO  A  US 

Park  Bow,  Naw  fork.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  oaalt  (ar  «U  oar  C09ds. 

■  -."   \  ■      ■■[■  ■  "■ "        irt  ~~^^^^^"^-~* 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  W.  Kelly. 


Thro'  life  we  all  build  upon  great  czpectationg,  - ' 

And  make  resolutions  to  win  in  the  race, 
But  somehow  we  meet  with  so  many  vexations. 

That  very  few  of  us  can  count  on  a  jilace; 
Now  when  I  got  married  I  thought  1  was  "  in  it," 

And  said:  I'm  the  luckiest  man  among  men;  r<-.   .- 

But  if  I  were  single  for  one  precious  minute,  ** 

I  know  that  I  never  would  marrj-  again.  '  '. 

CeoBUS.  ,•> 

It's  the  last  time,  the  last  time;  . ,  '      i 

'Twas  highly  improper,  I  see; 
-■.     It's  the  last  time,  the  last  time. 

The  last  time  remember  for  me.  , 

My  neighbor  Doc.  Smith  started  early  last  Sunday 

To  go  straight  to  church  and  keep  holy  the  day. 
But  nobody  saw  him  again  until  Monday,  -  .:•'  - 

And  he  WHS  so  full,  not  a  word  could  he  say;  .  z* 

Then  I  took  him  home,  for  his  family  knew  me; 

1  thought  'twas  a  dutv  that  I  ought  to  do: 
His  wife  said  that  she'd,  run  the  butcher-knife  through  DM, 

But  I  took  the  hint  and  you  iKt  that  1  fiew.— C'AortM. 

My  wife  asked  me  sweetly  one  evening  to  take  her 

To  some  nice  theatre  to  see  a  good  snow. 
And,  she  being  quiet  and  staid  as  a  quaker,  j     '. 

I  Couldn't  decide  on  the  best  place  to  go. 
So,  somehow  or  other,  a  bnriesqiie  was  playing,  ;   ■ 

Where  always  before  the  real  drama  had  been;         -   :     .j^.;. 
The  girls  were  in  tights  and  their  figures  displaying,    '       ' 

But  I  didn't  know  it  until  we  got  in.— 6' Ao»-M<. 

You  know  there  are  people  who  always  will  borrow; 

They  don't  seem  to  liave  anything  of  their  own; 
Their  gall  is  enormous,  they  cause  lots  of  sorrow; 

You"l  meet  them  no  matter  wherever  you  roam;  ".. 

A  friend  said  to  me:  "  Your  dress  suit  let  me  take  it; 

I'm  only  going  out  for  a  drive  in  a  hack." 
When  he  returned  it,  why  I  hardly  knew  it. 

Both  sleeves  were  gone,  and  'twas  split  up  the  back. 

Chorus. 

It's  the  last  time,  the  last  time; 

What  I've  suffen-d  there's  nobody  knows; 
It's  the  last  time,  the  last  time 

I'll  ever  lend  people  my  clothes.    ' 

A  Jew  and  his  son  they  had  just  paid  their  ten  cents. 

Were  up  in  the  gall'ry  to  see  a  great  show; 
On  the  stage  there  were  Indians  and  all  sorts  of  nonsense, 

And  music  so  soft,  it  was  too  soft  to  flow; 
The  boy  got  excited,  he'd  not  heard  such  music. 

Till  all  of  a  sudden  he  fell  through  the  air; 
Then  his  father  looked  over  and  snouted  lo  "  Isik  ": 

"Holy  Moses,  come  up,  it's  a  dollar  down  there." 

■    ;   '  .         Chorus. 
It's  the  last  time,  the  la-'t  time; 

He's  gone  from  this  world  of  pain: 
It's  the  last  time,  the  last  time. 

For  the  boy  "  never  smiled  a^ain." 

I  once  knew  a  man  who  all  summer  was  resting- 
In  plain  Enuli^^h  langtiiige,  was  on  the  "  hog  tmin  "; 

Through  troubles  of  businet-s  and  all  his  investing. 
He  didn't  grow  sleepless  or  worry  his  brain; 

He'd  only  a  dime  upon  Ills  whole  ouiflt — 

He  waiited  a  shave  and  a  beer,  I  thiuk. 

Says  he,  I'll  t088  up,  and  let  that  decide  it. 

Heads  for  a  shave,  and  tails  for  a  drink. 

Chorus.  ,     " 

It's  the  last  time,  the  last  time 
He'll  ever  do  that,  I'm  sure;  .   . 

It's  the  last  time,  the  last  time, 
For  it  came  down  aud  rolled  in  the  sewer 

Now  Willie  was  only  for  this  world  a  short  life. 

Ready  and  anxious  some  caper  to  cut. 
Found  an  old  mirror,  and  iheu  with  a  pen-knife 

He  scraped  off  the  silver  and  then  eat  it  up; 
His  mother  was  frightened  and  told  the  sad  story 

To  her  neighbor  next  door  and  his  friend  Mrs.  Brown, 
She  said  that  her  small  boy  was  "t,oiug  to  glory; 

'T  was  a  cold  day  for  him,  when  the  merc'ry  went  down. 

Chorus. 
j.  li's  the  last  time,  the  last  time; 

'•,  r  His  mother  has  no  one  lo  smack;  ■    . " 

It's  the  last  time,  the  last  time. 
For  Willie  "  he  never  came  back." 


— "All  full  inside?"  queried  a  looker-in  at  the  door  of  a  London 
omnibus.  "Can't  say  for  the  rest,"  responded  Charles  Lamb 
from  one  of  the  seats,  "  but  that  last  piece  of  oyster  pie  did  the 
business  for  me." 


•  \l 


— -^T-^ 
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THE    OLD    ACTOR'S    STORY. 

By  Goorge  R.  Sima.    As  recited  by  Alex.  J.  Brown. 

Sand  for  Kr«e  CaUIogue  of  Sontf  Book*,  Letter  Wrlf<'r».  Dream  Book*.  Fortune  Tt-llera, 

Trick  BookK,  Kecitati<>n  Books,  Penny   Ballnds,  Call  Books.  Joke  Bookii,  Sketch 

BuokK,  Stump  Siieechex,  Irixli  S<>nir  Books, CiHik  B<H>ks,  Bookxof  Amuve- 

inent,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliniau,  130  A  132  Paik  Uow,  New  York. 


V 


Mine  1»  a  wild,  etrauge  story— the  strangeHt  you  e\er  heard; 

There  are  many  who  won't  believe  it,  but  it's  Oo6i>el,  every  word; 

It's  the  biggest  drama  of  anv  in  a  long,  adventurouH  life; 

The  scene  was  a  ship,  and  the  actors  were  myself  and  my  new-wed  wife. 

You  mustn't  mind  if  I  ramble  and  lose  the  thread  now  and  then ; 
I'm  old,  you  know,  and  I  wander— it's  a  way  with  old  women  and  men. 
For  their  lived  lie  all  behind  them,  and  their  thoughts  go  far  away. 
And  are  tempted  afield,  like  children  lost  ou  a  summer  day. 

The  Tears  must  be  flve-and-twenty  that  have  passed  since  that  awful  night. 
But  I  see  it  again  this  evening,  I  can  never  shut  out  the  sight. 
We  were  only  a  few  weeks  iniirried,  I  and  the  wife,  you  know. 
When  we  had  an  offer  for  Melbourne,  aud  made  up  our  minds  to  go. 

We'd  acted  together  in  England,  travelling  up  and  down 
With  11  strolling  band  of  players,  going  from  town  to  town; 
We  played  the  lovers  together— we  were  leading  lady  and  gent— 
And  at  last  we  played  in  earnest,  and  straight  to  the  cburcn  we  went. 

The  parson  gave  us  his  blessing,  and  I  gave  Nellie  ihe  ring. 
And  swore  inat  I'd  love  and  cherish,  and  endow  her  with  everything. 
How  we  smiled  at  that  part  of  the  service  when  1  said:  "  I  thee  endow!  ' 
But  as  to  the  "  love  and  cherish,"  I  meant  to  keep  that  vow. 

We  were  only  a  couple  of  strollers;  we  had  coin  when  the  show  was  gootl; 
When  it  wasn't  we  went  without  it,  and  we  did  the  best  we  could. 
We  were  happy,  and  li>ved  each  other,  and  laughed  at  the  shifts  we  made— 
Where  love  makes  plenty  of  sunshine,  there  poverty  casts  no  shade. 

Well,  at  last  we  got  to  London,  and  did  pretty  well  for  a  bit; 
Then  the  business  dropped  to  nothing,  aud  the  manager  took  a  flit— 
Stei'ped  off  one  Sunday  morning,  forgetting  the  treasury  call; 
But  our  luck  was  in,  and  we  managed  right  on  our  feet  to  fall. 

We  pot  an  offer  for  Melbourne— got  it  that  very  week. 
Those  were  the  days  when  thousands  went  ovit  to  fortune  seek. 
The  days  of  the  great  gold  fever,  and  a  manager  thought  the  spot 
Good  for  a  "  spec,"  aud  took  us  as  actors  among  his  iot. 

We  hadn't  a  friend  In  England— we'll  only  ourselves  to  please— 
And  we  jumpt^l  at  the  chance  of  trying  our  fortune  acroos  the  seas. 
We  went  on  a  sailing  vessel,  and  the  journey  was  long  and  rough; 
We  had'nt  been  out  a  fortnight  before  we  had  had  enough. 

But  use  is  a  second  nature,  and  we'd  got  not  to  mind  a  storm 

When  misery  came  uoon  us— came  in  a  hideous  form. 

My  poor  little  wife  fell  ailing,  grew  worse,  and  at  last  so  bad 

That  the  doctor  said  she  was  dying— 1  thought  'twould  have  sent  me  mad  — 

Dying  where  leagues  of  billows  seomed  to  shriek  for  their  prey, 
Aud  the  neiiresi  land  was  hundreds -ay,  thousands— of  miles  away. 
She  raved  one  night  in  a  fever,  and  the  next  lav  still  as  death, 
8o  still  I'd  to  bend  aud  lieten  for  ttie  faintest  sign  of  breath. 

She  Beeme<l  in  a  sleep,  and  sleeping,  with  a  snffle  on  her  thin,  wan  face, 
She  passed  away  one  morning,  while  I  prajed  to  the  throne  of  ^race. 
I  knelt  in  the  little  cabin,  and  prayer  after  prayer  I  said. 
Till  the  surgeon  came  and  told  me  it  was  useless — my  wife  was  dead' 

Dead!  I  wouldn't  believe  It.    They  forced  me  away  that  night. 
For  I  ravetl  In  my  wild  dei*):airing,  the  shock  sent  me  mail  outright. 
1  was  shut  In  the  farthi'st  cabin,  and  I  beat  my  head  on  the  side. 
And  all  day  long  in  my  madness,  "  They've  murdered  her!  "  I  cried. 

They  locked  me  away  from  my  fellows— put  me  in  cruel  chains; 
It  seems  1  had  seized  a  weapon  to  beat  out  the  surgeon's  brains. 
I  cried  in  my  wild,  mad  fury,  that  he  was  a  devil  sent 
To  gloat  o'er  the  frenzied  anguish  with  which  my  heart  was  rent. 

I  spent  that  night  with  the  irons  heavy  upon  my  wrists. 

And  my  wife  lay  dead  ouite  near  ine.    I  beat  with  my  fettered  fists, 

Beat  at  my  prison  panels,  and  then — oli,  God !— and  then 

I  heard  the  shrieks  of  women  aud  the  tramp  of  hurrying  men. 

I  heard  the  cry,  "Ship  a-flre!  "  caught  up  by  a  hundred  throats. 
And  over  the  roar  the  captain  shouting  to  lower  the  boats; 
Then  cry  upon  cry,  and  curses,  and  the  crackle  of  burning  wood. 
And  the  place  grew  hot  as  a  furnace,  I  could  feel  it  where  I  stood. 

I  beat  at  the  door  and  shoutc<l,  )mt  never  a  sound  came  bark. 
And  the  timbers  above  me  started,  till  right  through  a  yawning  cruck 
I  could  see  the  flames  shoot  uoward,  seizing  on  mast  and  sail. 
Fanned  In  their  burning  fury  by  the  breath  of  the  howling  gale. 

I  dashed  at  the  dom  In  fury,  shrieking,  "  I  will  not  die! 
Die  in  this  burning  prison!"— but  I  caught  no  answering  cry. 
Then,  suddenly,  riulit  upon  me,  the  flames  crept  up  with  a  roar. 
And  their  fiery  tongues  shot  forward,  cracking  my  prison  door. 

I  was  free — with  the  heavy  iron  door  dragging  me  down  to  death; 
I  fought  my  way  to  the  cabin,  choked  witn  the  burning  breath 
Of  the  flames  that  danced  around  me  like  man-mocking  fiends  at  play. 
And  then— oh,  God!— I  can  see  it,  and  shall  to  my  Jj-ing  day. 

There  lay  my  Nell  as  they'd  left  her,  dead  in  her  berth  that  night; 
The  flames  flung  a  smile  on  her  features- a  horrible,  lurid  light. 
Go<l  knows  how  I  reached  and  touched  her,  but  found  myself  by  her  side; 
1  thought  she  was  living  a  moment,  I  forgot  that  my  Nell  bad  died. 

In  the  shock  of  those  awful  seconds  reason  came  back  to  my  brain; 
I  heard  a  sound  as  of  breathing,  and  then  a  low  cry  of  pain; 
Oh,  was  there  mercv  in  heaven f    Was  there  a  (iod  in  the  skies? 
The  dead  woman's  lips  were  moving,  the  dead  woman  opened  her  eyes. 

I  cursed  like  a  madman  ravinif- 1  cried  to  her,  "Nell,  my  Nell!" 
They  had  left  us  alone  and  hclnless,  alone  in  that  bumhig  hell; 
They  had  left  us  alone  to  perish— forgotten  me  living— and  she 
Had  been  left  for  the  fire  to  bear  her  to  heaven,  instead  of  the  sea. 


I  cintched  at  her,  ronsed  her  shrieking,  the  stupor  was  on  her  Btill; 

I  seized  her  in  spite  of  my  fetters— fear  gave  a  giant's  will. 

God  knows  how  1  did  It,  but  blindly  I  fought  through  the  flames  and  the  wreck 

Up— up  to  the  air,  and  brought  her  safe  to  the  untouched  deck. 

We'd  a  moment  of  life  together— a  moment  of  life,  the  time 
For  one  last  word  to  each  other— 'twas  a  moment  supreme,  sublime. 
From  the  trance  we'd  for  death  uilstaken,  the  heat  had  brought  her  to  life. 
And  I  was  fettered  aud  helpless,  so  \>e  lay  there,  husband  and  wife! 

It  was  l>ut  a  moment,  but  ages  seemed  to  have  passed  away. 
When  a  shout  came  over  the  water,  and  I  looked,  and  lo!  there  lay. 
Right  away  from  the  vessel,  a  boat  that  was  standing  by; 
They  had  seen  our  forms  ou  the  vessel,  as  the  flames  lit  up  the  sky, 

I  shouted  a  prayer  to  heaven,  then  called  to  my  wife,  and  she 
Tore  with  new  strenuth  at  my  fetters— God  helped  her,  and  I  was  free; 
Then  over  the  burning  bulwarks  we  lea|>ed  for  one  chance  of  life. 
Did  they  save  usr  Well,  here  1  am,  sir,  aud  yonder's  my  dear  old  wife. 

We  were  out  in  the  boat  till  daylight,  when  a  great  ship  passing  by      . 
Took  us  on  board,  and  at  Mell>onrne  limded  us  by  aud  by. 
We've  playeil  many  parts  in  dramas  since  we  went  on  that  famous  trip. 
But  ne'er  such  u  scene  together  as  we  had  on  the  burning  ship  I 
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THE  MAGNOLIA  OF  TENNESSEE. 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Walter  Bray. 

On  the  Mississippi  River,  in  the  State  of  Tennessee, 

Where  the  magnolia  fragrance  you  iuhale. 
Where  the  eteamlioats  are  a-screaining,  and  the  darkies  am  a-BiugiOK 

As  tlu!y  roll  on  board  the  old  cottou  bale. 
Ev'ryiliiiig  was  briglii  and  glorious  in  dat  dear  suuny  land 

Where  lused  to  hoe  amongst  the  sugar  cane. 
Old  TennecHt-e's  had  trouble  with  pestilence  and  flood. 

Still  the  maguolia  blooms  Just  the  same. 

Chorus. 
The  magnolia,  the  magnolia,  the  magnolia  of  old  Tennessee; 
The  niugnolia,  the  magnolia,  the  magnolia  of  old  Tennessee. 

Old  massa  used  to  tell  us  dat  dis  world  goes  'round  and  'round. 

And  many  changes  happen  in  one  year; 
We  can  tell  tiow  'lis  at  present,  liut  we  know  not  what  we  may  be. 

And  £iiiaiici|iation  Day  wax  mighty  near. 
Yet  brave  old  'rennecsfe,  with  her  maguolia  groves, 

Iler  cotton,  her  tobacco  and  her  corn, 
Stood  as  haughty  as  a  i>eacock,  for  dat  am  de  State 

Where  uld  General  ilickury  Jackson  was  boru.—C /wrut. 


The   Coastguard's   Daughter. 
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Words  by  W.  C.  Robey.    Music  by  Charles  Connolly.    As  sung  by  J.  W.  Myers. 

The  mAddi'nrd  waves  roll  mountains  higli  on  the  bleak  and  barren  coast, 

Tlie  Coastguard,  wlili  his  glass  in  hand,  stood  at  his  lonely  post, 

The  dark  imrizon  quick  lie  scanneii  — he  swept  It  far  and  near; 

He'd  weathered  gales  as  bad  as  that  without  a  sign  of  fear. 

Up  spoke  the  cousigiiard's  daughter,  a  bright  and  winning  child: 

"Oh!  father,  kt-cp  a  watchful  vye,  the  night  is  bleak  and  wild; 

I  hear  the  minute  gun  at  sea,  I  liear  its  warning  shocks; 

Some  vessel  with  it's  noble  crew  is  drifting  ou  the  rocks. 

Chorus. 
Black  tho'  the  night  may  be  out  on  the  stormy  coast. 
Only  a  girl  with  a  woman's  heart,  she  stands  at  her  father's  poet. 
Ever  waiting  for  ships  iit  sea  tossed  by  tlie  teini>e8t  wild; 
A  noble  example  of  God's  great  work,  tho'  ouly  a  coastguard's  child. 

A  noble  vessel  rides  along  and  makes  for  the  long-wished  port- 
Up  go  the  signals  of  (iistri'ss,  she  in  the  storm  is  caught; 
The  cry  go<s  forth,  "  The  Bliip  is  lost  "—the  breakers  are  ahead, 
And  by  the  fearful  gale  unto  destruction  she  is  led. 
The  Coastguard's  dauirhter  mau:^  a  boat:  to  brave  the  surf  she  tries; 
No  thought  of  danger  while  she  hears  such  agonizing  cries; 
Too  late!  too  late!  that  noble  lieart  the  father  calls  in  vaiu — 
Uulil  the  BVtt  givefl  up  it's  de«d,  she'll  ne'er  return  again. 

Chorus. 

Black  tho'  the  nights  had  been,  out  on  the  stormy  coast. 

Only  a  girl  with  a  woman's  heart,  she  had  8loo<l  at  her  father's  post. 

Ever  wailing  for  Bhi|>s  at  sea,  tossed  by  the  tempest  wild; 

A  noble  example  of  God's  great  work,  tho'  only  a  coastguard's  child. 

No  longer  does  the  coastguard  keep  his  watch  on  the  fog-bound  const; 
Tlie  storm  had  gone,  but  he  was  found  there — dead  at  his  lonely  poet; 
Ue'd  seen  the  wreck  of  the  noble  Bhl|i — he'd  watched  the  timbers  part; 
Bnt  cniild  there  be  a  greater  wreck  than  that  of  his  noble  heart? 
The  deeds  of  gallant  soldiers  upon  ttie  l>attle  plain 
Are  equaled  by  the  deeds  of  those  wiio  plough  the  angry  main; 
No  braver  action  ere  was  known  upon  the  ocean  wild  ■;.    ' ' 

Thau  that  recorded  up  above— done  by  the  coastguard's  child.  ^  ^\ 

CUORUS.  '.     •        •: 

Black  tho'  the  nights  liad  been,  out  on  the  stormy  coast, 

Ouly  a  girl  with  a  woman's  heart,  she  had  stood  at  her  father's  post. 

Ever  waiting  for  ships  at  sea,  tossed  by  the  tempest  wild; 

A  noble  example  of  Ood'e  great  work,  tho'  only  a  coastgoard'a  child. 
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Aux  Italiens.— At  the  Italian  Opera. 

By  Owen  Hereditb.    As  recited  by  Jas.  S.  Burdett 
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At  Paris  it  wae,  at  the  Opera  there; 

And  she  looked  like  a  q^ueeii  in  a  book  that  night 
With  the  wreath  of  pt-arl  in  tier  raven  hair, 

And  the  brooch  on  her  breast,  so  bright. 

Of  all  the  operas  that  Verdi  wrote. 

The  best  ti»  my  taste  i»  the  lYovatore; 
And  Mario  can  8O0I he  with  a  tenor  note 
The  souls  iu  Purgatory.  '  - .  ■ 

The  moon  on  the  tower  slept  soft  ap  snow, 
And  who  was  not  thrilled  in  the  strangest  way. 

As  we  heard  him  sint;,  while  the  gas  burned  low, 
"  ^on  ti  scordar  ditnef 

The  Emperor  there,  in  his  box  of  state. 
Looked  grave,  as  if  he  had  ^ust  ;,hcn  seen 

The  red  flag  wave  from  the  city  gate. 
Where  his  eagles  in  bronze  had  been. 

The  Empress,  too,  had  a  tear  in  her  eye. 

You'd  have  said  ihat  her  fancy  had  gone  back  again. 
For  one  moment,  under  the  old  blue  sky. 

To  the  old  glad  life  in  Spain. 

Well,  there  in  onr  front-row  box  we  sat 

Together,  my  bride-betrothed  and  I;  v 

My  gaze  was  fixed  on  mv  opera-hat. 

And  hers  on  the  stage  liard  by. 

And  both  were  silent,  and  both  were  sad. 

Like  a  queen,  she  leaLed  on  her  full  white  arm. 
With  that  regal,  indolent  air  she  had; 

80  confident  of  her  charm ! 

I  have  not  a  donbt  she  was  thinking  then 
Of  iier  former  lord,  good  man  that  he  was! 

Who  died  the  richest  and  roundest  of  men. 
The  Marquis  of  C'arabas. 

I  hope  that,  to  get  to  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 
Through  a  n^le's  eye  he  nad  not  to  pass; 

I  wish  hiin  well  for  the  jointure  given 
To  my  lady  of  Carabas. 

Meanwhile  I  was  thinking  of  my  first  love. 
As  I  had  not  been  thinking  of  aught  for  years. 

Till  over  my  eyes  there  began  to  move 
Something  tnat  felt  like  tears. 

I  thought  of  the  dress  that  she  wore  last  time. 
When  we  stood,  'neath  the  cypress-trees,  together, 

In  that  lost  land,  in  that  soft  clime. 
In  the  crimson  evening  weather; 

Of  that  muslin  dress  (for  the  eve  was  hot). 
And  her  warm  white  neck  in  its  golden  chain. 

And  her  full,  soft  hair,  iust  tied  iu  a  knot, 
And  falling  loose  again; 

And  the  Jasmin-flower  in  her  fair  young  breast; 

Oh,  the  faint,  sweet  smell  of  that  jasmin-flower. 
And  the  one  bird  singing  alone  to  his  nest, 

And  the  one  star  over  the  tower. 

I  thought  of  our  little  qnariels  and  strife. 
And  the  letter  that  brought  me  back  my  ring. 

And  it  all  seemed  then,  in  the  waste  of  life, 
Such  a  very  little  thing! 

For  I  thought  of  her  grave  below  the  hill. 
Which  the  sentinel  cypress-tree  stands  over. 

And  I  thought  ....  "were  she  only  living  still, 
Uow  1  could  forgive  her  and  love  lierl" 

And  I  swear,  as  I  thought  of  her  thus,  in  that  hour. 
And  of  how,  after  all,  old  things  were  best. 

That  I  smelt  the  smell  of  that  jasmin-flower, 
Which  she  used  to  wear  in  her  breast. 

It  smelt  so  faint,  and  it  smelt  so  sweet, 

It  made  me  creep,  and  it  made  me  cold ! 
Like  the  scent  that  steals  from  the  crumbling  sheet 

When  a  mummy  is  half  unrolled. 

And  I  turned  and  looked.    She  was  sitting  there 
In  a  dim  box,  over  the  stage;  and  dressed 

In  that  muslin  dress,  with  that  full  soft  hair. 
And  that  jasmin  in  her  breast  I 

1  was  here,  and  she  was  there. 

And  the  glitterint;  horseshoe  curved  between — 
From  my  bride-betrothed,  with  her  raven  hair, 

And  her  sumptuous,  scornful  mien. 

To  my  early  love,  with  her  eyes  downcast. 

Ana  over  her  primrose  fade  the  shade 
(In  short,  from  the  future  back  to  the  past). 

There  was  but  one  step  to  be  made. 

To  my  early  love  from  my  future  bride 
One  moment  I  looked.    Then  I  stole  to  the  door. 

I  traversed  the  passage ;  and  down  at  her  aide 
I  was  sitting,  a  moment  more.  '    : 

My  thinking  of  her.  or  the  mnsic's  strain. 
Or  something  which  never  will  be  expressed. 

Had  brought  her  back  from  tlie  grave  again, 
With  the  jasmin  in  her  Jbreast. 


She  is  not  dead,  and  she  is  not  wed ! 

But  she  loves  me  now,  uud  she  loved  me. then! 
And  the  very  first  woni  that  her  sweet  lips  said. 

My  heart  grew  youthful  agaiu. 

The  Marchioness  there,  of  Carabas, 

She  is  w-ealthy  and  youner,  and  handsome  still,  v'.  -. 

And  but  for  her  ....  well,  we'll  let  that  pass —  ;   ;: 

She  may  marry  whomever  she  will.       ...  '  ' 

But  I  will  marry  my  own  flmt  love,  ^  '■' 

With  her  primrose  face;  for  old  things  arc  best,      r 

And  the  flower  in  her  bosom,  I  prize  it  above 
The  brooch  in  my  lady's  breast. 

The  A-orld  is  filled  with  folly  and  sin. 

And  love  must  ciing  where  it  can,  I  say; 
For  beauty  is  ea^y  enough  to  win. 

But  one  isn't  loved  every  day. 

And  I  think,  in  the  lives  of  most  women  and  men, 
There's  a  moment  when  all  would  gu  smooth  and  even 

If  only  the  dead  could  find  out  when 
To  come  back  and  be  forgiven. 

But  oh,  the  smell  of  that  jasmin-flower! 
And,  oh,  that  music!  and,  oh,  the  way 
That  voice  rang  out  from  the  donjon  tower, 

Non  ti  scordar  di  me, 

Non  ti  scordar  dime! 


Parody  on: 

DOWN    ON    THE    FARM, 

Sung  by  Eddie  Foy  in  "The  Crystal  Slipper." 
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I  remember  when  a  boy  .  ; 

How  I  would  jump  with  joy 

To  hear  a  song  of  home  and  mother  dear; 

Mother's  old  red  shawl 

And  the  mottoes  on  the  wall, 

W'hen  sad  at  heart  my  spirit  they  would  cheer. 

But  there's  one  that  makes  me  sad. 

And  nearly  drives  me  mail. 

And  makes  me  think  in  life  there  is  no  charm. 

Is  to  hear  some  peoole  sing. 

And  in  praiees  loudly  ring. 

Of  those  happy  boyhood  days 

Down  on  the  farm. 

CnoBUS. 

When  you  sing  of  farms  to  me, 

1  want  to  climb  a  tree. 

Or  take  an  axe  and  cut  off  my  right  arm; 

I  would  rather  go  to  jail. 

With  no  one  to  go  my  bail. 

Than  spend  ten  days 

Down  on  the  farm. 


Last  year  I  spent  a  week 
In  a  town  called  Hide-and-Seek, 

To  get  away  from  city  life  and  home.  '  .• : 

They  advertir'eil  fresh  air- 
That  is  all  I  got  there; 
I  nearly  starved  to  death  down  on  the  farm; 
There  was  brick  bat  made  of  soap. 
Wiped  our  faces  on  a  rope,  ■  ; 

And  even  my  watcli  chain  had  lost  its  charm; 
Every  hayseed  I  would  pass  had  whiskers  made  of  grass. 
Still  you  speak  of  happy  days 
Down  on  the  farm. 

Chorus. 

The  mosquitos  they  were  brutes; 

We  all  slept  in  tin  sniis; 

The  landlord  guaranteed  they'd  do  no  harm; 

But  the  mosquitos  gently  planned. 

And  with  can-openers  in  each  hand. 

They  nearly  killed  us, 

Down  upon  the  farm.  .- 

The  butter  it  would  hide,  r 

The  eggs  were  <)88ifle<l, . 

The  knives  into  the  steak 

Conld  do  no  harm; 

We  had  fresh  milk  from  pump; 

Oh,  wasn't  I  a  chump 

To  go  and  spend  my  money  on  a  farm; 

Chickens  laid  eggs  In  my  bed, 

Made  a  nest  out  of  my  liead; 

I  had  to  eat  my  meals  out  in  the  bam;  . 

If  yon  want  to  end  your  life, 

Make  a  will  out  to  your  wife. 

And  go  and  spend  a  week 

Down  on  the  farm.— C%orw#. 


— Prof.  Sweibeer,  of  the  University  of  Bonn,  is  a  very  absent- 
minded  man.  He  was  busily  engaged  in  solving  some  scientific 
problem.  The  servant  hastily  opened  the  door  of  bis  study  and 
announced  a  great  family  event:  "A  little  stranger  has  arrived." 
"Eh?"  "  It  is  a  little  boy."  "Little  boy!  Well,  ask  him  what 
he  wants." 


/awwr^T--'-*?*^ 


^  »  »-?<■ 


Parody  on : 

MOLLY  AND   I    AND   THE   BABY. 

Written  bjr  Pat  Kelljr  aud  Sung  by  Moiton  <t  Kellj. 


Send  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  SonK  B'MJkR,  Letter  Wrltem,  nreain  nooka.  Fortune  Teller*, 

Trick  Book^  Kecitatinn  BookR,  Fenny  Balladti,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Soufr  Book»,Co<)k  Books.  Books  of  Aniuae- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Uenry  J.  Webtu&u,  130  <s  132  Purk  Kow,  New  York. 

There's  a  bnm  littlo  obanty  where  all  the  gaoi;  aios 

Mollv  and  I  and  the  baby; 
And  when  tbey  commence  tlie  flre-belis  all  ring 

Molly  and  I  and  the  baby. 
There's  all  kinds  of  fares  that  play  ou  the  races. 
Play  poker  und  dice,  and  throw  seven  aces; 
The  landlord  himself  he's  in  llie  ring- 
When  he  sets  up  the  booze  you  can  hear  the  gang  sing:— 

Chorus. 
Molly,  Molly,  you're  off  your  trolley; 
It  gives  nie  a  pain  when  I  hear  theiu  sing; 
;  They  eay  I  am  crazy,  perhaps  I  may  be, 

Thronjth  Molly  and  I  and  the  baby; 
Molly,  Molly,  will  you  slop  it.  by  gorryl 
You  make  me  iiervoua,  you'll  set  me  insane; 
I'd  rather  be  hung  or  go  out  aud  get  married 
Than  to  hear  MoUy  aud  I  and  the  baby  a^ain. 

Now  the  first  time  1  heard  it  I  liked  it  first  rate- 
Molly  and  I  aud  tlie  biiby; 

I'd  whistle  and  siui;  it  till  I  reached  the  gate— 
Molly  and  I  and  the  baby; 

But  now  it's  got  'round  and  is  snng  by  the  bums. 

They  won't  let  it  drop  till  the  World's  Fair  is  done. 

Now  I'll  shoot  the  first  man  that  whistles  or  buuia 

Molly  and  I  aud  the  baby. 

Chorus. 
Molly,  Molly,  once  you  were  jolly. 
But  now  you're  a  chestnut  that's  seen  better  days; 
No  wonder  "  actors  "  are  all  going  ciazy 
When  they  hear  her  name  mentioned  i>y  all  of  the  jays. 
Oh,  Molly,  oh,  Molly,  it  makes  me  feel  sorry 
To  think  of  the  time  you  were  giddy  and  young, 
Bntnow  you  are  weary,  and  eick  with  cholera, 
I  pity  you,  Molly  and  the  baby. 


m  tm 


i 


'^  Parody  on: 

LOVE'S    OLD,    SWEET    SONG. 

id  for  Free  Catalofrue  of  Sontr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trlek  Books,  Recitation  Bo^ka,  Penny   Ballads,  Call  Books.  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Hunt;  BookH,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Uenry  J.  Wehnmn,  130  <K  132  Park  Rutv,  New  York. 

Oft  in  those  days  when  I  was  wont  to  squall. 

And  for  Nestle  s  food  at  nights  I  used  to  call. 

Father  would  often  take  to  laiiuuage  strong 

And  use  expressions  ihut  he  knew  were  wrong. 

Simply  l>ecause  I  made  it  a  point  to  scream 

Jnst  as  Pa  got  fixed  up  in  a  lovely  dreani; 

Then  he'd  groan,  "On,  hang  itt  will  he  never  stop?" 

Theu-the  feeding-bottle  down  my  neck  he'd  drop; 

Bat  'twas  my  ambition  to  show  my  lungs  were  strong, 

8o  I  sang  till  morning,  "  Love's  Old,  Sweet  Song"— 

Yes,  love's  good  old  song. 

Ort  in  those  good  old  days  beyond  recall, 

When  tor  Pa's  pants  I  own  I  was  too  small. 

And  I  delighted  iu  doing  something  wrong, 

Soft  in  my  ear  Ma  sang  a  giu-ial  song; 

And  even  now,  when  ''  groggy  "  ou  my  feet. 

Good  old  mother's  words  I  seem  to  hear  so  sweet: 

"  Put  your  boots  on  "  Joliuny,"  I  want  you  to  go 

'Round  the  comer,  where  you've  been  before,  yon  know; 

Don't  you  drop  the  bottle;  mind  that  you're  not  long. 

For  ohl  I've  got  the  colic  " — such  was  Ma's  old  song  — 

Yes,  Ma's  old,  old  song. 

Years,  years  to  me  ago  a  damsel  said: 

"Old  man,  don't  you  think  it's  time  that  wc  both  got  wed? 

For  nearly  ten  years  you've  been  mashing  me, 

And  every  Sunday  yoti  have  come  to  tea.  ' 

"Darling,"  said  I,  "'tis  bei<t  that  we  should  part." 

"  Old  manl"  she  exclaimed,  "you've  broken  my  yOung  heart" 

For  a  breach  of  promise  sued  was  this  old  beau, 

Aud  the  lovely  damsel  took  good  care  to  show 

The  old  man's  bill<;t-<looxes — some  were  two  feet  long. 

Damages  ten  thousand,  for  love's  old  aong— 

Yes,  it's  love's  old  song. 

Even  to-day  I  heard  that  song  of  yore, 
Tho'  I  had  hoped  to  bear  It  never  more; 
Doctor  and  nurse,  too,  I'll  have  to  pay; 
1  heard  the  news  when  I  got  home  (o-day; 
'Tis  now  too  late  to  wish  I  ne'er  had  wed; 
Nurse  looked  mysterious  aud  then  she  said: 
"Everything's  all  right  sir;  such  a  l>ouiicing  patrP 
"  WhatI  twins  again?  oh,  Sally  'tis  hardly  fair;" 
But  what's  the  use  of  grumbling -all  day  long 
They  will  both  be  warbling  love'a  tender  song- 
Yes,  yoang  twins'  love  song. 


— Tom  (angrily):  "  Did  you  hear  Dick  call  me  a  fool  7"  Harry: 
"No;  on  the  contrary,  hepuidyou  a  compliment."  "Ah,  what 
did  he  say  ?"    '*  He  said  you  were  not  the  only  fool  in  the  world." 


The  Words  and  Maaio  of  this  f^"K  will  be  sent  to  any  adilress,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  , 

cents,  orthlaand  any  two  other  SonKH  fur  Une  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  weliinaii,  ISO  A  ISI 

Park  Bow.'New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  oa«h  (or  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Julian  Jordan. 


Love,  sweet  love,  love  Is  the  poet's  dream; 

In  ev'ry  land,  in  ev'ry  tongue,  love  is  the  poet's  theme. 

We  know  its  pow'r,  it's  all  resistless  sway; 

Not  breadth  of  seas,  nor  distance  vast,  tlic  power  of  love  can  stay. 
Thine  is  the  love  of  loves— thine  is  the  heart  so  true: 
Such  is  the  love  that  tliou  giv'st  me;  such  is  the  love  I  give  you. 
Oceans  may  roll  between;  mountains  and  valleys  divide. 
Yet  I  am  with  thee  where'er  thou  may'st  be;  conetaut  whate'er  may  betide; 
Thine  is  the  love  of  loves;  thine,  yes  forever  thine. 

Changeless  still,  thro'  all  the  drift  of  years: 

Thro'  all  the  shifting  scenes  of  life;  thro'  all  ita  joy  and  tears. 

Cliangless  still— fixed  as  tlie  stars  above; 

Forever  constant,  firm  and  true— this  Is  ttae  love  of  lOTes. 

Tbiue  is  the  love  of  lovea,  etc. 


ONLY     TO     SEE. 

Copyright,  IMl.  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 
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Written  by  Norton  Atkens  and  R.  O.  Knowlea    Bang  by  R.  O.  Knowles. 


Lost  night  I  was  dreaming  of  Summer 

And  the  days  of  no  rain,  hull  or  snow: 
And  my  dreams  w  ere  a  good  deal  more  glimmer 

Than  they  are,  as  a  rule,  don't  you  know; 
And  as  I  lay  there  on  my  pillow,  .     ,■" 

As  innocent  as  I  could  l>e, 
I  thought  of  the  recent  excitement 

And  the  tbiugs  that  I  would  like  to  Be«. 

Chorcs. 

Only  to  see  a  coachman  who  never  went  to  sleep  In  his  life. 
Only  to  see  a  mother-in-law  that  hasn't  more  jaw  than  your  wife, 
Only  to  see  a  cabman  that  doesn't  want  more  than  his  fare. 
Only  to  sec  a  real  giddy  girl  who  ain't  dying  to  dye  her  hair. 
Only  to  see  a  waiter  who  never  accepted  a  tip, 
Only  to  see  some  whiskers  sprouting  on  my  upper  lip. 
Only  to  see,  my  darling,  a  lime  egg  that's  been  newly  laid. 
Only  to  see  of  what  are  our  sausages  made. 

I  turned  once  again  on  my  pillow, 

I  really  can't  tell  you  for  why,  .     '  -     .■ 

But  directly  I  otarted  a-dozlng, 

Ou  my  nose  there  alighted  a  fly;        ■- 
And  as  1  was  coftly  re|)Osing, 

With  this  insect  I  savagely  fought,  '  : 

But  I  thought  just  a  few  little  trifles. 

And  these  are  the  thinks  that  i  thought;— 

Chorus.  .  ^ 

Only  to  see  ababj  that  basn't  a  mouth  like  a  sink, 
Only  to  see  a  policeman  who  never  accepted  a  drink. 
Only  to  see  Scotch  whiskey  that  hasn't  got  water  in. 
Only  to  i<ee  a  baby  that  hasn't  sat  down  on  a  pin. 
Only  to  See  a  bartender  that  hasn't  a  big  red  nose. 
Only  to  see  a  husband  who  doesn't  want  all  the  l>ed  clothes,  ..    ' 

Only  to  see  an  old  lady  that  hasn't  got  corns  on  her  too. 
Only  to  see,  my  darliug,  where  all  of  our  dead  donkeys  go. 

These  thonghts  made  me  feel  so  elated, 

I  awoke  with  a  terrible  start; 
And,  as  I  have  heretofore  stated, 

It  gave  me  a  pain  in  the  heart; 
I  turned  once  uuain  ou  my  pillow —  •     -. '     '.  •. 

Now  don't  think  I'm  trying  to  gosh— 
But  once  more  I  started  a-wishing. 

And  these  are  the  wishes  I  wusd: 

Chorcb. 

Only  to  see  a  lover  that's  never  been  bit  by  a  dog. 

Only  to  see  a  Winter  when  you  can  see  tlirouifh  the  fog,  . 

Only  to  see  a  mother  that  hasn't  the  best  child  l>orn, 

Only  to  see  a  boozer  without  a  big  head  in  I  he  morn. 

Only  to  see  a  young  man  that  never  was  fond  of  a  kiss, 

Only  to  see  a  girl  that  don't  think  it's  rapturous  bliss. 

Only  to  see  a  German  that  don't  love  his  fatherland. 

Only  to  see,  when  it's  raining,  no  mud  on  the  road  of  the  Strand, 

Only  to  see  the  man  lii  the  moon— what  kind  of  a  man  he  must  be — 

A  sailor  told  me  there  was  a  man  up  there,  and  he  knows,  for  he's  been  to  see: 

Only  to  see  the  woman  in  the  moon— there's  a  woman  np  there,  I  know; 

If  there  wasn't  a  woman  up  there,  you  bet  the  man  would  have  left  long  ago. 


^  «  ^ 


— Eating  mince  pie  before  retiring  resembles  twenty  quires  of 
paper — it  makes  a  solid  (d)ream.  ,  >  ; 


I 


— In  the  silent  midnight  watches,  when  the  house  is  calm  and 
still,  aud  the  business-like  mosquito  brings  around  his  little  bill, 
laugh  we  now  tu  hear  the  beggar,  with  a  plaintive  sigh,  give  up  ' 
trying  to  collect  it,  saying,  "  By  and  by,"  and,  in  the  chill  Octo- 
ber weather,  crawling  off  to  die. 
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Parody  on: 


L^ 


These  Words  No  Shakespeare  Wrote. 

Oompoaed  and  Banff  by  O'Brien  and  Carroll  with  enormoos  sncoeM. 
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To  blnshing  Mary  said  her  sweetheart  Hagh: 
My  darling,  ni^ht  and  day  I  think  of  yoa; 
Come,  place  your  pretty  little  hand  in  miue, 
And  softly  wiiieper,  darling,  I  am  ibiue; 
Despite  tlie  fact  that  we  are  rather  poor. 
We  are  rich  If  our  love  is  pure. 
For  when  two  loving  liearts  l>eat  as  one, 
A  happy  future  has  begun— yes,  yes. 

Chorus. 

These  words  no  Shnkespeare  wrote. 

These  words  no  Byron  penned; 

No  poet  cluBsical,  with  faucy  free, 

'Tie  but  a  loving  heart 

Speaks  to  a  precious  friend, 

And  yet  it  sounds  like  purest  poetry.  ^ 

My  uncle  Joshn  to  the  city  came, 
A  week  or  two  I  think  he  did  remain; 
He  took  his  laundry  to  a  Chinee  store. 
He  left  and  forgot  the  number  on  the  door. 
For  one  whole  week  he  hunted  high  and  low, 
For  a  Chinee  man  he  did  not  know; 
He  had  the  ticket,  but  he  lost  his  wash- 
He  couldn't  read  it— no,  by  gosh— no,  no. 

Chorus. 
Bis— shows  ticket— 
These  words  no  Shakespeare  wrote, 
'     These  words  no  Byron  penned; 
The  old  man  kicked  and  said 
He'd  shoot  that  pig-tail  dead. 
And  now  he's  hunting  tliat  dam  Chinee. 

My  pal  and  I  went  out  on  a  tear. 
Drunk  and  sleeping  by  a  cellar  stair; 
A  copper  came  and  grabbed  us  by  the  collar  so. 
Said  to  the  station-house  we'd  have  to  ko. 
Next  day  we  were  brought  before  the  Jndg_e; 
My  pal  was  frightened— I  was  afraid  to  budge. 
The  Judge  iust  eyed  us,  and  in  a  basso  speech 
He  said:  "  I  fine  yon  both  ten  dollars— no,  no." 

Chorus. 

His  words  no  Shakespeare  wrote. 
His  words  no  Byron  penned; 
No  poet  classical,  with  fancy  free; 
■    But  when  a  friend  of  mine  said: 
"Judge,  I'll  pay  their  fine," 
His  words  were  the  sweetest  poetry. 

There  is  a  place— It  is  a  Sunday  place. 

And  one  that  is  always  in  the  race; 

Now,  Sohmer  Park  is  the  place  for  you  to  steer. 

Where  everybody  swims  in  beer; 

Where  all  young  eirls  do  congregate. 

And  never  come  home  till  very  late; 

Now,  that's  the  place  for  you  to  spend  your  tin; 

Then  over  to  the  Islaud  you'll  have  to  swim. 

Chorus. 

Yes,  yes— these  words  no  Shakespeare  wrote, 
.    These  words  no  Byron  penned ; 
No  poet  classical,  with  faucy  free; 
They'd  break  you  if  yon  were 
The  cashier  of  the  Montreal  bank. 
For  a  Canadian  girl  is  built  like  a  tank. 

Of  late  there  has  been  much  talk 

About  this  very  cunning  little  tot. 

Who  sits  upon  Ben  Harrison's  knee. 

The  kid  they  call  "  Baby  McKee." 

But,  alas  I  he'll  have  to  stand  aside, 

For  don't  you  know  that  Grover's  bride 

Has  rather  given  Baby  McKee  a  hard  rap. 

Which  will  make  him  wish  he  was  a  Democrat. 

Chorus. 

Yes,  yes— these  words  no  Shakespeare  wrote, 
.  ;  ■    Tliese  words  no  Byron  penned ; 

No  poet  classical,  with  fancy  free;  » 

We  want  to  hear  no  more  about 

This  "  White  House  "  youth. 

Since  Grover's  got  his  little  daughter  Ruth. 

Ben  Harrison  is  short  and  fat, 

He  still  sits  beneath  his  grnndfather^s  hat. 

And  th«  wind  thro'  his  whiskers  blow. 

When  Qrover  Cleveland  got  all  the  show; 

That  other  funny  man  from  Maine,  '      ■ 

James  Q.  Blaine,  why  that's  his  name; 

Well,  he  was  left  out  in  the  rain  , 

And  Qrover  baa  come  back  again. 

:'/'  ■  "■'■/'■"   Chorus.  ■:'■  .'  ."'.-.^ 

= .     Te«,  yes— these  words  no  Shakespeare  wrote, 
These  words  no  Byron  penned; 
No  poet  classical,  with  fancy  free;  ^ 

And  when  Ben  Harrison's  term  is  o'er  -"-   '-.'"t^; • 
He'll  get  a  job  in  Wannamaker's  store^ 


Slang  phrases  now  are  all  the  rage 

In  social  circles  and  up  the  stage; 

There's  one  that  teems  to  take  the  lead, 

It's  a  very  funny  one  Indeed; 

You'll  liear  it  everywhere  you  go — 

Yes,  that  melod v  you  surely  know,  '! 

The  city  chap,  the  country  jay,  ■.  '     " 

9hout out Ttt-ra-ra-boom-de-ay.  ',■■.-' ,'  '- - 

:.■•■.;  'v"V''  --f  .    "^         Chorus.     ■■-"  '  .-■-\':'-:~^: 

Yes,  yes— these  words  no  Shakespeare  wrote, 

These  words  no  Byron  penned; 

How  many  authors  wrote  this  tuneful  layf 

Wasit  Byron,  say? 

It  wasu't  Shakespi-are,  nay; 

They  never  wrote  Ttt-ra-ra-boom-de-ay. 

This  song,  Ta-ra-ra-boom-<le-ay, 

Is  sung  by  ni^lit  as  well  as  day; 

Your  wife  slie  wliii«tle8  it'alone 

When  she  Ijorrows  ten  from  yon  at  home;  l-- 

The  friends  you  have  loaned  your  money  to        ■' 

They  pass  yon  by  with  a  how-do-you-do; 

They  only  smile  and  walk  away 

And  sing  Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay. 

Chorus. 

Yes,  yes— this  song  no  Shakespeare  wrote. 

This  song  no  Bvron  penned; 

How  many  authors  wrote  this  timefnl  lay? 

Was  It  Byron,  say? 

It  wasn't  Shakei^pcare,  nay. 

They  never  wrote  Ttt-ra-ra-boom-de-ay,      : 


ERE    THE    DAY    IS    DONE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Harding. 
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Kevised  by  Walter  P.  Keen.    Composed  by  George  Le  Brunn.    Sung  by  Ifarlou  A  I 

In  the  mighty  city,  'mid  the  busy  throng, 
Mark  the  forms  like  siiadows  as  they  pass  along; 
Beauty,  pride,  and  riches;  poverty  and  rags.  , 

Hungry  wretches  jostling  those  with  mouey  bags; 
Pressing  ever  onward  in  ihe  race  of  life. 
Squalid  woe  and  splendor,  happiness  and  strife,    v  .    ' 

Chorus. 

Stand  aside  in  the  street  and  watch  faces  that  come  and  go; 

Some  with  a  tale  of  hopes  that  fall,  others  that  i;leani  and  glow. 

Beggars  iu  rags  and  merchants  grand,  striving  for  wealth  each  one; 

Mauy  a  heart  will  be  nigh  to  break  ere  the  day  is  done. 

Outside  of  tlie  city,  on  the  village  green. 
In  the  early  inoruing,  two  young  men  are  seen; 
They  have  had  a  quarrel  last  night  at  the  ball. 
Now  they'll  fight  a  duel,  one  of  them  will  fall; 
'  .  One  had  found  the  other  flirting  with  his  wife- 

Swore  that  on  the  morrow  lie  wonld  have  his  life. 

Chorus. 
For  the  name  of  my  family  I  am  prepared  to  die; 
If  he  should  be  the  one  to  fall,  I  am  preparwl  to  fly; 
If  it  were  with  swords,  I'd  stand  achunce,  for  I  never  could  ose  a  gun; 
And  one  hoe  passed  to  eternity  ere  the  day  is  done. 

Wlien  the  liglits  are  gleaming  in  the  mansion  grand,    . 
And  the  merry  niacqiiers  waltzing  to  the  band. 
Riches,  worth  and  beauty  gorgeously  arrayed. 
All  have  joined  together  in  gay  masqiierade.  -'  ,.' 

''  But  outside  the  mansion,  hid  bv  glouin  almost,  '  .    j~' 

Stands  a  stem-faced  stranger,  like  a  ghastly  ghost.  V 

Chorus. 
"  Ha,  yon  villain,  I  have  you  nowl"  "  Loose  your  holdl  "  "  Never,  cur! " 
"Leave  go  my  throat!  "  "'No,  rii  kill  you;  kill  you  as  you  killed  berl  " 
"Mercy,  good  man,  don't  murder  me!  "  '•  Mercy,  I'll  show  you  none!" 
And  a  father  aveuges  his  daughter's  fate  ere  the  day  is  done. 


BYE    O,    BABY    BUNTINO. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Theo.  J.  Schlicht     Entered  at  Stationers'  HaU,  London. 

The  Words  and  Husic  of  this  Snng  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Sonars  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehiimn,  190  A  US 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Emil  Ludekens.    Music  by  Theo.  J.  Schlicbt. 


Bye  O,  Baby  Bunting,  dear,  papa's  in  the  woods  so  drear; 
There  he's  gone  with  doc  and  gun,  an<l  he'll  thiuk  it  lota  of  fun 
If  he  only  can  in  time  for  this  Utile  baby  mine 
Oet  a  little  rabbit  skin,  to  wrap  Baby  Buntiug  in.     ,  -  v   ' 

LULLABT. 

Bye  O,  Baby,  bye  Baby  Bunting; 
•    Then  sleep,  my  little  pretty  one,  your  papa,  dearest,  soon  will  come. 
Bye  O,  Baby,  bye  Baby  Bunting; 
He'll  bring  a  little  rabbit  skin  to  wrap  the  Baby  Bunting  in. 

Bye  O,  Baby  Bunting,  dear;  papa,  love,  will  soon  be  here; 

And  he'll  lauuh  to  tell  the  fun,  when  he  ran  with  dog  and  gun 

After  rabbit  to  his  hole,  where  the  little  fellow  stole. 

Hiding  there  so  full  of  fear,  for  your  papa's  coming  ncai.—lAiUalfi/. 

Bye  O,  Baby  Bunting,  sweet,  now  yonr  eyelids  close  in  sleep; 
Soon  you'll  lie  within  your  bed,  listless  of  your  papa's  tread. 
And  the  baby  will  not  see  papa  coining  home  in  glee. 
Holding  up  the  rabbit  sldn,  to  wrap  Baby  Buntiug  in.— LuUabg. 
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Parody  on : 

DOWN    ON    THE    FARM. 


r:::^ 


Written  by  W.  Caidwell. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Teller*, 

Trick  Bouks,  Keoitatiun  Rookn,  Penny  BnlladH,  (J«li  R'>uks,  Joke  Buokn,  Skttcli 

Books,  Stump  Spviohi>8,  Iriah  i><<ntr  Books,  Cook  BookM,  Books  of  AiiiUse- 

ineut,  etc.,  lo  Heuiy  J.  Wehnian,  130  Jt  132  Park  Row.Xew  York. 

There  is  a  son^  that's  all  the  rnge; 

It  Ims  been  t>iiii|;  on  every  gtiiKe; 
;  Deecril>iiiK  boyliooU's  ditys  down  on  a  ftirni. 
.    '      The  piciiire  it  18  giund— to  those  who  doii'i  uuderstaud; 

The  ilescripiioii,  to  some  people,  iau  charm. 

It  eueaUj  uf  nice  fresh  uir 

Aud  the  eiMe  tliut  you  have  hud  (here; 
,  Of  all  the  comfort  that's  tu  life  ii  bului. 

To  hear  some  folk;*  eing  that  song 

Would  caiixe  some  people  for  tu  long 

Aud  go  aud  aelile  duwu  upon  a  furiu. 

Chorus. 
When  they  speak  of  farm  to  me 
1  waut  to  clinih  a  tree. 

Or  take  uii  ax  and  chop  off  my  right  arm.  * 

I  wonid  fooner  he  iu  jail. 
With  no  one  to  go  my  ball, 
Thau  to  Kpend  teu  uiiuuita  down  upou  a  farm. 

I  have  heard  people  talk  of  wealth. 

And  how  to  keep  your  health — 

Just  take  a  plow  and  work  out  ou  a  farm. 

I  have  tried  it  wlien  quite  young. 

And  I've  also  heard  it  sung; 

But  to  me  that  kind  of  life  it  has  no  charm. 

I've  had  hayeeed  in  my  hair— 

You  bet  your  life  I've  beeu  there; 

I  have  peeo  kicked  by  gpaviu  liorees  in  the  baro; 

I  have  milked  all  kiud  of  cowu— 

I  have  fed  the  pigs  and  sows: 

Aud  I  would  sooner  be  in  juli  thau  on  a  farm. 

Chorus. 

Down  on  a  farm— that  makes  me  sick; 

It  is  wori<e  thau  laying  brick. 

1  have  had  to  juggle  the  plow  from  early  dawn, 

And  at  night  take  quinine  pills 

Aud  wrestle  with  tiie  chills— 

Those  were  my  happy  days  down  on  a  farm. 

When  I  used  to  go  to  bed. 
In  the  aitic  overhead, 

My  work  would  make  slumber  feel  so  sweet. 
Ill  the  nioruiug  when  I  would  wake. 
Oh,  how  my  back  would  aclie; 

Aud  tlie  chickens  they  would  be  roosting  on  my  feet. 
Pains  were  iu  my  legs. 
In  uiy  ehoe>>  I  woulufiud  some  e^rgx. 
From  plowing  iher*  would  ho  cramps  in  my  arms. 
'  I  would  face  all  kinds  of  weather, 

I  would  eal  beefsteak  made  of  leather; 
And  I  dread  that  happy  life  down  ou  a  farm. 

Chorus. 
We  had  hrick-bais  there  for  soap; 
Wii<ed  our  faces  on  a  rope; 
Even  my  watch  and  chain  had  lost  its  charm. 
'  We  had  fresh  milk  from  a  jiump— 

Oh,  wasn't  I  a  chump 
To  go  aud  settle  down  upon  a  farm. 

I  have  been  captured  by  the  Indians; 
I  have  been  shot  chuck  full  of  holes; 
Fought  the  Hocky  Mountain  lions  aiui  the  bears. 
I  have  ftood  kuee-dcep  in  gore; 
I  have  smoked  cigarettes  and  swore: 
And  of  roughing  it  you  bet  I've  had  my  share. 
I've  been  whirled  ill  a  cyclone; 
Tortuietl  by  a  telephone; 
And  still  am  bodily  safe  from  any  harm. 
I  would  run  all  kind  of  risks— 
I  would  be  piinchud  liy  t^iiliivan's  fist; 
'    And  I  dread  that  happy  life  dow  n  on  a  farm. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  the  butter  it  would  hide— 

The  egirs  were  ossified; 

The  knives  into  tlie  steak  would  do  no  barm. 

Every  hayseed  we  would  pass, 

Ue  had  whiskers  full  of  grass: 

Still  they  speak  of  boyhood's  days  down  on  a  farm. 


— Equal  to  the  Occa.sion. — He  Lad  never  seen  a  telephone,  and 
bis  friend  wjis  showing  him  how  it  worked.  He  called  up  his 
house,  and  his  wife  came  to  the  telephone.  "  My  dear,  Mr.  Jones 
is  here,  and  I  have  asked  liiin  to  come  up  to  dinner."  Then  he 
turned  to  Mr.  Jones  and  s;uil:  "  Put  your  ear  to  that  and  you'll 
hear  the  answer."  lie  did,  and  this  was  his  answer:  ''  Now,  John, 
1  told  you  I  would  never  have  that  disagreeal)le  wretch  in  my 
bouse  again."  "  What  was  that?  "  spoke  out  Mr.  Jones.  Women 
are  quick.  She  took  in  the  situation  in  a  second  when  she  beard 
the  strange  voice,  and  quick  as  a  flash  came  back  the  sweetest  kind 
of  a  voice:  "  Why,  Mr.  Jones,  liow  do  you  do?  I  thought  my  hus- 
band meant  another  Mr.  Jones.  Do  come  up  to  dinner;  I  shall  be 
so  glad  to  see  you." 


IT    MIOHT    HAVE    BEEN. 

CopyrlKht,  ISM,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


TheWordsantl  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  l>«  sent  to  an;r  address,  po8t-|>ald,  on  receipt  of  40 
Its:  nr  tills  and  any  two 
Park  Row,  New  York. 


'•viits:  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Heiin' J.  Wehinan.lSOikW 
Postage  Scaiii|Mi  taken  same  as  caslf  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Will  H.  Fox. 


Once  more  I  read  yonr  letters  sweet; 

ilow  many  times,  love,  have  I  done  the  samef 
For  me  'tis  joy  those  dear  words  to  repeat; 
They  ease  a  wounded  heatt  near  broke  in  twain. 
I  love  no  one  in  life  but  you,  think  of  the  days  gone  by. 
First  sweetheart  that  I  ever  knew,  for  thee  alone  I  sigh; 
It  might  have  been,  it  might  tiave  beeu, 
Had  1  but  kuowu  what  I  know  now. 

Fond  mem'ry  takes  me  back  once  more. 

Beneath  the  oak  that  stood  down  in  the  lane; 
The  village  church,  wlien  services  were  o'er. 

The  sandy  l)each  on  which  I  wrote  your  name. 
The  love  of  youth  remains  as  true;  I  waut  you  ever  near. 
First  sweetheart  that  I  ever  knew,  my  lonely  life  to  cheer; 
It  might  have  been,  it  might  have  been. 

And  yet  the  fates  keep  us  apart; 
It  might  have  been,  it  might  liave  been. 

Had  I  but  known  your  loviug  heart. 


^  s  » 


Parody  on: 

THEY*RE_AFTER     ME 

Written  by  Chas.  S.  Reid,  of  the  Walhalla  Comedy  Company. 


Send  for  Free  Catalof^ue  of  Sontf  Bocks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Trick  Books,  Keoitatlon    Books,  Penny    Ballads,  Call  Books,  Juke  Books,  Skftch 

Books,  Stump  Speeclies,  Irish  Sodk  Books, Co<ik  Books,  Books  uf  Amuse- 

liieut,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  130  «  13S  Park  Row,  New  York. 


They  want  a  man  whose  ears  are  big  enough  the  truth  to  hear. 

Now  mine  are  like  an  elephant's;   I  oft  get  on  my  ear. 

I'll  do  the  job  full  justice,  and  hear  'most  all  the  truth. 

Though  lies  are  better  taken  in;  now  this  I  own  forsooth.  > 

Chorus. 

They're  after  me,  they're  after  me,  to  capture  me  is  every  one's  desire. 
They're  after  me,  they're  after  me,  I'm  the  individual  they  require. 

They  want  a  man  whose  eyes  arc  wide  enough  the  point  to  see; 
Whose  nose  is  also  red  enough  a  good  head-Tight  to  be; 
Whose  feet  would  bridge  the  Hudson  or  cover  Boston  Bay; 
Now  I'm  that  man  as  sure  as  fate,  so  they  are  after  me.—  Choru». 

They  want  a  man  whose  skin  is  rough  enough  a  hoof  to  rasp;  .\. 

Whose  touv'ue  is  hard  and  tough  enough  to  make  a  shutter  hasp; 

Whose  knuckles  are  like  iron;  whose  jaw  is  hard  as  brass. 

To  knock  Jiui  Corbeit  "out  of  sight,"  theu  "  iu  his  checks  "  to  pass.— CAorut. 


Parody  on: 

TA-RA-RA-BOOM-DE-AY. 

Written  by  Chas.  S.  Reld,  of  the  Walhalla  Comedy  Company. 


Spiid  for  Free  CatAloftue  of  Soiiir  Books,  I.^-tter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers,  ( 

Trick    Books,  Kecitation  Bootes,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,   Joku  Books,  Sketch  ) 

Books,  Slump  Speetrhes,  Irish  SonK  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse-  ' 

nient,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  *  131  Pai-k  Row,  New  York. 


I  dit  haf  a  restaurant,  und  der  beoplcs  lean  und  gaunt 
Dit  so  much  mine  free  lunch  vnut  dot  I  sell  uiine  resterannt. 
For  dey  alvays  vant  to  bring  some  old  guy  dere  on  a  shtriug. 
Cud  dey  vant  to  sit  und  sing  dot  infernal  tamned  old  ting: 

Chorus. 
Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay,  ta-ra-ra-lK>om-de-ay, 
Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay,  ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay. 

1  bought  me  ondt  von  beer  saloon  vere  I  tought  I'd  got  rich  soon. 
I'nd  ihired  me  von  coon,  vot  don'd  could  sing  not  any  tune. 
Hhtill  efery  actor  gomes  in  dere,  und  buid  me  not  for  all  der  l>eer; 
But  vot  it  vas  dot  makes  me  shvear,  I  vas  forced  dot  ting  to  hear:—  Choriti. 

I  sell  it  oudt  und  move  avay  on  a  gountry  farm  to  shtay, 

Vere  I  tought  no  bands  could  shtray,  dot  infernal  tune  to  play. 

I  don'd  vas  dere  more  as  a  veek  vcn  a  farm-hand  had  der  sheek. 

Like  an  Indian,  vild,  to  shriek  dot  old  ting  vot  makes  me  sick:— C/iOr(i#. 

I  go  avay  to  Mexico;  any veres  I'd  like  to  go 

Vere  der  vind  could  iiefer  blow  drough  mine  vlskers  vite  as  shnow. 

But  I  don'd  been  dere  so  long  vhen  I  find  dot  I  vas  wrong. 

For  von  "greaser  "  mit  a  gong  vas  yelling  dot  infernal  Kmg:— ChofUt. 

I  tought  I  commit  suicide;  across  der  rifer  dook  a  ride, 

L'nd  on  der  "  golden  oder  side  "  I  don'd  could  hear  dot  old  ting  cried. 

Into  a  shtore  mit  guns  to  sell  I  vent,  but  in  der  door-vay  fell; 

Outside  I  heard  a  cnesnut  bell, und  inside  heard  some  shcoundrel  yell :—  Chorus. 

I  heave  a  great  despairing  sigh,  lift  minescif  quick  np  and  fly; 
I  tought  dere  vas  no  use  to  try  for  I'd  hear  it  ven  I  die. 
Von  day  I  fell  down  in  a  well,  und  I  could  some  brtinshtone  shmell, 
l'nd  avay  down  dere  iu  h— 1 1  could  hear  der  tiefels  yell:— CAor»«. 


— Never  step  over  one  duty  to  perform  aoother. 
they  come. 


Take  tbem  as 
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Part>dy  on: 


U- 


COMING    THRO'    THE    RYE. 

%Vritt«n  by  Cluw.  S.  ReiU,  of  tbe  Wallialla  Comedy  Cumpony. 


Sand  for  Fi-e«  CatAloRiie  of  Sone  B«ok«,  Letter  Wi'it«r8,  Dream  Books,  Foitune  Tellers, 

Trick  Books,  ICeciuitlon  Books,  Penny   Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketcli 

Books,  Stump  Spt-eclies,  Iiixh  Suug  Book:<,Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amiise- 

uient,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  WeUinan,  130  &  132  Puik  How,  New  York. 


If  a  drummer  see  a  biiminer  swimming  in  the  eoup, 

And  the  drummer  kick  tbe  bmnmer,  iie<-d  tbe  bummer  whoop. 

For  a  drnroiiier  io  a  hummer,  whose  t<])irit)<  never  droop, 

And  he  will  always  kick  the  bummer  found  swimming  iu  Ihe  sou|>. 

If  a  mayor  sees  a  player  swimming  in  the  soup. 
That  piiffed  mayor,  hoodie  w<-igher,  to  lift  him  will  not  stoop. 
For,  like  a  drummer,  he's  a  hummer,  whose  spirits  never  droop; 
For  he  will  always  soak  play-bummeis  found  swiiumiiig  in  the  soup. 

If  a  howler  find  the  gro^ier  swimming  in  the  soup. 
Need  the  howler,  altuoueh  fouler,  inuke  the  growler  whoop. 
But,  like  a  drummer,  he^  a  hummer,  u  hose  spirits  uuver  droop; 
For  he  will  rush  the  growler,  buiuuar  found  swimming  in  the  soup. 


Now  and  Then  or  Then  and  Now. 


Copyright,  1887,  by  Frank  Hardtng; 


Th«  Word*  and  Xiuie  of  this  Sonft  will  be  spot  to  any  addresa,  poat^atd,  on  r«cei|>t  of  «•  ' 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Oiif  Dollai,  by  Henry  J.  wehmau.  ISO  &  131 

Park  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  Blamps  taken  sanie  as  oaah  (or  all  oar  (ouda. 


Words  and  Music  by  Will  H.  Fox. 


WILL   THIS  THING  EVER  END? 
NO,    NEVER  ! 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Flunk  Harding. 

The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  receipt  of  40 

<*«iita:  ortlilaandany  two  otlier  Songs  for  Une  Uollai,  by  Henry  J.  Weliuiau,13ii&  132 

Park  Row,  New  York,    t-ostage  .Stamps  taken  Hume  ascasii  forall  our  goods 


Words  and  Music  by  Will  H.  Fox. 

I've  got  a  little  Bong  to  sing,  the  title  it  is  new; 

Will  this  thiug  ever  end  t    No,  neverl 
And  ere  I  finish  up  my  lav  you'll  find  the  words  are  true; 

Will  this  thing  ever  end  f    No,  never  1 
Old  England  has  been  kicking  about  tlieBehring  Sea: 
She'd  betiL-r  let  well  euoiiuh  alone  and  set  old  Ireluud  free. 
That  would  be  appreciated  more,  I  think  you'll  all  agree; 

'Twould  make  many  souls  happy  forever! 

Tlie  fighters  now  throughout  the  land  are  at  their  bluffs  again.    " 

Will  this  thing  ever  end  t    No,  never  ! 
1  thought  all  bluffs  had  ended  when  Mitchell  crossed  the  main; 

Will  this  thing  ever  end  t    No,  never! 
There's  no  dispute  Fitzimmoiis  is  the  greatest  middle-weight. 
With  Mc.^iillffe,  Siitviu  and  Dixon  iu  tlieir  classes  they  are  great; 
But  whoever  goes  uguinst  John  L.  will  surely  meet  their  fate; 

And  remember  Jotiit  L.'e  right  forever! 

Preachers  leave  their  pulpits  now  and  go  'round  buying  wine;    .. 

Will  this  thiug  ever  end?    No,  never! 
The  scenes  that  they  had  witnessed,  in  their  sermons  they  define; 

Will  this  thing  ever  end  ?    No,  never! 
It's  right,  I  will  acknowledge,  for  us  to  stop  all  vice; 
Yet  to  play  leap-frog  with  pretty  girls  it  really  mnsi  be  nice; 
But  before  I'd  speak  of  ic  in  cburch,  I  think  I  would  think  twice? 

Sacb  remarks  should  have  au  end  forever! 


A  Fight  for  Home  and  Honor 


y 


AT    HOMESTEAD. 


Copyright,  1802,  by  Will  Roesiter. 


Tlie  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  !<on(r  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

■!i)lltS;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  .Songs for  one  Dollar,  by  Henrj.l.  Wcin'iun.  I.SO&  132 

Park  Row,  New  York,    t'oalage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  .>iir  gootts. 


Composed  and  Sung  with  enormous  success  by  J.  w.  Kelly. 


We  are  asking  one  another  as  we  pass  ihe  time  away, 

Whv  men  must  have  recourse  to  arms  to  get  their  proper  pay;  y„ 

And  why  their  labor  unions  must  not  be  recognized. 

While  the  actions  of  a  syndicate  must  not  be  criiicified. 

The  trouble  down  at  Homestead  was  hioiigbt  about  this  way: 

When  a  grasping  corporation  had  the  audncliy  to  say, 

"  Yon  niuBt  all  renounce  your  union  and  forewear  your  lihorfy. 

And  we'll  promise  you  a  chuuce  to  live  and  die  in  slavery." 

Chorus. 

So  the  man  who  fights  for  honor,  none  can  blame  him; 

May  luck  attend  wherever  he  may  roam; 
And  no  son  of  his  will  ever  live  to  shume  him. 

While  liberty  and  honor  rules  his  home. 

When  a  crew  of  armed  riilflans  came  without  authority, 

Like  thieves  at  night,  while  decent  men  were  sleeping  peacefully. 

Can  yon  wonder  that  all  honest  men  with  indignaiion  burn? 

Why,  the  slimy  worm  that  crawls  the  earth  when  trod  upon  will  turn! 

When  the  l(«;ked-out  men  at  Homestead  saw  that  they  were  face  to  fiice 

With  a  lot  of  tramp  deteciives,  then  they  knew  it  was  their  place 

To  protect  their  homes  and  families;  nnd  that  was  nobly  done; 

And  the  public  did  applaud  them  for  tlie  victory  they've  wou.—C'fioriis. 

See  that  sturdy  band  of  workingmen  start  at  break  of  day—    -  ,,- 

Determination  in  their  eyes,  which  surely  meant  to  say: 

"  No  men  can  drive  us  from  our  homes,  for  which  we've  toiled  so  long; 

No  men  shall  take  our  places,  no!  for  here's  where  we  belong." 

A  woman  with  a  rifie  saw  her  husband  in  the  crowd: 

She  handed  him  the  weapon,  and  they  cheered  her  long  and  loud.     ''    ■ 

He  kissed  her,  and  said,  "  Mary,  yon  no  home  till  we  are  through." 

She  answered,  "Nol  if  you  must  fight,  my  place  is  here  with  you!"— CAon<». 


Now  and  then  I  sit  and  ponder  o'er  those  happy  days  gone  by, 
And,  as  my  thoughts  tliey  wander,  a  tear  bedims  my  eye; 
For  you  promised  10  he  faithful,  no  matter  what  betide.  "  • 

And,  for  fear  you  did  not  love  me,  1  oft  wished  I  had  died. 

Chobcs.  ■  ..,.'(--■•. 

If  you  love  me  then,  my  idol,  don't  forget  yonr  sacred  row: 

Tell  me,  sweetheart,  won't  you,  darling,  is  it  true  you  love  me  now  ? 

Then  you  spoke  these  wordc,  "  I  love  you,"  then  my  heart  was  free  from  care; 

Then  I  held  you  to  my  bosom,  then  I  kissed  your  cheek  so  fair. 

Now  alone  I  wait  your  coming,  now  alone  I  weep  and  pine; 

Now  I  want  you  with  me  always,  now  I  want  to  call  you  mine.— Chorus. 


Parody  on: 

I'M   GETTING  A  BIG  BOY  NOW. 

Written  by  Chas.  S,  Reid,  of  the  Walhalla  Comedy  Company.  ~' 


Bend  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Bor>k8,  Letter  Writ«>rs,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick  Books,  Itecitation  Bo.'ks,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York. 

I  have  taken  my  last  drop  of  Castor  oil,  .    - 

My  short  dresses  are  laid  by. 
My  high-top  boots  are  something  superb,       ;;    • 

My  dress  just  covers  their  tops  so  nigh. 
I'm  allowed  to  go  on  tbe  street  by  myself. 

And  to  all  the  boys  I  bow, 
•   '  And  give  them  a  smile,  for  I  think  it  worth  while, 

Asl'm  getting  a  big  girl  now. 


Chorus. 
i  now, 
1  now; 


I'm  getting  a  bic  girl  nc 

I'm  getting  a  big  girl : 
I  stay  up  at  night  and  lace  very  tight. 

For  I'm  getting  a  big  girl  now. 


I'm  learning  to  dance  and  waltz  with  the  men. 

An)  also  learning  to  fiirt; 
I  think  it  is  fair,  and,  I  do  declare, 

I  cim't  see  «  here  is  the  hurt. 
And  really  'tis  sweet  lo  have  a  nice  squeeze. 

Then  wny  can  I  not  allow 
Just  a  nice  squeeze  and  a  kiss  when  they  please? 

For  I'm  getting  a  big  girl  now. — Chorug. 

My  dresses  are  cut  in  the  latest  of  style. 

Already  I  am  quite  a  belle; 
I've  lovers  a  score  with  wealth  in  galore. 

And  I  think  it  is  just  as  well. 
On  picnics  by  moonlight  I  go  with  my  friends. 

Though  mamma  will  hardly  allo)«'; 
But  somehow  or  other  I  always  f<>ol  mother. 

For  I'm  getting  a  big  girl  novi.—  Cliorut. 


Parody  on:  "^ 

I'M     THE    MAN    THAT     WROTE 
"  TA -  RA -  RA-BOOM  -  DE  -  AY. " 

Written  by  Tommy  Powei-s. 


) 

Bend  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Preani  Books,  Fortune  Tellers,  [ 

Trick  Books,  }te<'itation  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  S 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irisli  Sonjt  Books,  C'i>ok  Books,  Books  of  Amuse  f 

ment,  etc.,  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  130  &  132  Park  Kow,  New  York.  ' 


There  is  a  new  song  out  "most  ev'ry  day. 

But  the  latest  is  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay; 

They  used  to  sing  Annie  Kooney,  but  the  song  that  knocks  them  looney 

Is,  "The  man  that  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay." 

Chorus. 
I'm  the  man  that  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay; 

1  wrote  It  on  a  coal-cart  one  fine  dny ; 
The  horse  went  on  a  strike,  dumped  tlie  ton  of  coal  on  Mike. 

Because  he  sang  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay. 

If  yon  want  fun,  go  to  an  east  side  ball- 
Just  take  yonr  sweeiheart  lo  Walhalla  Hall. 
A  dollar  I  will  bet.  In  the  middle  of  the  set. 
You'll  hear  them  sing  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay. 

Chorus. 
I'm  the  man  that  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay; 

All  the  h!in<l-organs  do  play  it  ev'ry  day; 
The  boarders  in  our  garret  with  ice  water  soak  the  parrot 

When  she  does  sing  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay. 

The  working  girls  down  town  in  ev'ry  shop 
At  12  o'clock  their  cotton-hooks  they  drop: 
And,  after  having  lunch,  get  together  in  a  bunch 
And  then  they  sing  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay. 

Chorus.         -     ^  '* 

I'm  tbe  man  thnt  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay; 
The  cats  in  our  back-yard  stay  up  till  day — 
Upon  our  garden  wall,  all  night  you'll  hear  them  bftwl: 
■...'"        I'm  the  man  that  wrote  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay. 


_^:-^/*  ^««-A:v^'XJi-M»'^ 
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■-•■''■■■   Parody  on: 

THE   PAHDON    CAME   TOO    LATE. 

Compoaed  uid  Sudk  by  AJ.  Roome,  the  Tranaallautiu  ComeUUtn. 


Swid  for  Free  Catatoirue  "(  Sons  Bookn,  Letter  Wrttei «.  Dream  BooWk,  Fortune  Tellers 
Trick  Books.   Keclcatlon  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  SkeU-h 
Bookii.  Stump  Spet-cbes,  IrUh  Soiitr  Buokn,  Cook  Books,  Bo  'ks  of  Amuse- 
ment ,  etc.,  to  Ueury  J.  Weliman,  ISO  &  132  Park  Ituw,  New  York. 


5| 


A  red-haired  cook  In  a  boardinp-honse  at  siincet  bad  to  fly; 
In  the  kitchen  wliere  f hi;  had  full  8w  ay,  she  stole  out  all  their  pic; 
The  dessert,  too,  by  the  jar  did  fly;  where  to  none  could  say; 
They  only  knew  the  place  waa  robbed  elnce  she  had  come  to  stay. 
And,  as  the  hours  they  glided  by,  the  meat,  deestrt  and  pie  on  wines  did  fly; 
I  To  save  herself  from  such  a  fate,  gave  her  notice  in,  but  it  wus  too  late. 

CnoRua. 

The  cook  was  flred  at  sunset,  just  at  the  close  of  day; 

And  while  tiic  fat  slob  wns  lingering  the  chef's  boot  came  that  way; 

Into  the  arms  of  a  nollceman,  hi  the  cniter  both  did  drop; 

She  knocked  him  nat,  then  skipped  like  a  cat,  the  policeman  came  too  late 

Ai  around  the  table  the  boarders  eat,  the  story  then  was  told 

How  ihc  red-bead  cook  and  the  policeman  fought  in  the  gutter  out  in  tlie  cold; 

He  hastened  to  arrest  the  cook,  who  on  the  Brooklyn  Bndgu  did  rtay; 

She  threw  him  o'er  into  a  mud-scow  that  happened  to  pa-s  that  way. 

And  when  the  truth  at  lust  was  known,  wiih  Doat-liooKs  his  body  was  found. 

To  save  the  "  cop  "  from  such  a  fate,  they  rescued,  but  It  was  too  late. 

Chorus. 

The  policeman  was  buried  at  sunrise,  just  at  the  break  of  day; 
And  widle  the  echo  lingered,  the  policeman  bad  passed  awuy 
Into  the  arms  of  his  maker,  and  tuere  to  Icam  his  futt- — 
A  tear,  a  tigh,  a  sad  good-bye,  that  policeman  came  too  late. 


Parody  on: 

Three  Little   Maids  from  School. 

Composed  l<y  James  McAvoy. 


^  Bend  for  Free  Catalotpie  of  Sonc  Books,  Lett«'r  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
^  Trtck  Books.  Ueoltation  Books,    I'eniiy  Ballad.t,  Call  Bookg,  Joke  Books,   Sketch 

'^  Bookn,  Stump  Speeches,  Irixh  honit  B'X'k".  Cook  Hooks,  Books  of  Amuso- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Heury  J.  VVeliman,  130  k.  132  Park  Kow,  New  York. 
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I've  had  some  great  experience 

With  many  different  girls; 
I've  liad  them  dn-saed  in  every  style, 

Short  liair,  with  bangs  and  curls; 
The  other  day  Inict  tliree  iMjts; 

They  began  to  flirt  and  fool; 
I  followed  them  np  and  thev  told  me 

They  were  coming  home  from  school. 
Three  little  niuids  from  school  were  they; 
Ail  so  nobby,  light  and  gay; 
Each  was  trying  to  catch  a  jay— 

These  three  little  maids  from  school. 

They  all  carry  gchool-books  just  for  a  bluff; 
Yon  ought  to  liear  them  chin  and  guff; 
One  little  maid  gave  me  the  wink. 
I  asked  these  three  liitle  maids  to  drink. 
Those  three  little  maidn  from  school. 
Three  little  maids  wiih  loolou  faces. 
Used  to  take  iu  all  the  races; 
Try  and  win  ttiree  little  cases. 
Three  little  maids  from  school. 

One  little  maid,  her  name  was  Marjr, 
The  other  two  was  Maud  and  Came, 
And  none  of  them  was  on  the  marry. 

These  three  little  maids  from  scliool. 
Three  little  maids,  oil,  they  were  dandies. 
This  tioor  sucker  came  in  nandy. 
Bought  them  bei-r,  ice  cream  aiiu  candy, 
Egg-nog  by  the  bowl. 

For  three  little  maids  from  school. 

We  stepped  into  a  restaurant, 

They  act<'d  so  nice  and  sweet. 
They  were  having  such  a  lovely  time. 

They  said  they'd  like  to  eat. 
The  waiter  came,  a  nice  young  man. 

His  leg  how  they  did  pull; 
They  eat  for  nearly  an  hour. 

The  three  tittle  maids  got  full. 
Each  little  maid  she  oniered  wme. 

Porter-house  and  tenderloin. 
Mutton  chops  and  all  combined. 

For  three  little  maids  from  school. 
Each  Utile  maid  ordered  quail  on  toast, 
Holy  Mosi'flt  what  a  roast; 
I  turned  paler  than  a  ghost 

Thro'  these  three  liiUe  maids  from  school. 

One  little  maid  she  dropped  the  Q;     . 
The  second  knew  her  business  too;  > 

The  third  one  she  got  up  and  flew — 
She  sneaked  out  nice  and  cool; 
One  little  maid  went  in  my  pocket. 

Took  my  watch  and  chain  and  locket — 
Diamond  pin,  I  think  she'll  hock  it; 

Three  little  maids  from  sclux)!. 
Three  little  maids  as  nice  as  custard 
Soon  found  out  that  I  was  bupted; 
How  they  sneaked  and  ran  aud  dusted, 
I  was  a  great  big  fool — 

For  these  three  little  maids  from  school. 


CHARLES    PATRICK    O'BRIEN. 


Copyright,  1882,  by  Frank  Hardinf. 


Tlie  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Sonir  will  b«  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M  / 

oents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonars  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Webraan,  UO  4t  13t     I 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Posl»Ke  Statiipe  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  soods.  } 


WordF  and  Music  by  Will  H.  Fox. 


Behold  in  me  an  Irish  swell  that's  known  both  far  and  near; 
I  niii  recognized  by  all  the  girls  as  an  Apollo  Belvidere; 
At  any  party  or  ball,  you  bet,  I'm  right  in  line; 
They  always  seek  the  company  of  Charles  Patrick  O'Brien. 

CUORDB. 

I  am  an  Irish  swell,  no  doubt  that  ynn  all  can  tell; 

I  never  act  rude,  I'm  no  tough  or  dude. 

On  Fort  Green  I  do  dwell; 
I'm  always  in  for  a  good  time,  I  like  singing  and  dancing  sublime. 
The  girls  have  gone  grazy,  they  call  me  their  daisy. 

And  dote  on  Charles  Patrick  O'Brien. 

I  go  to  Europe  every  week,  I've  nothing  but  money  and  lands.  '. 

I  receive  a  thoiiBunil  letiera  a  day  from  ladies  who  offer  their  hands; 
Ward  McAllister  sinks  iu  the  shade,  for  the  Four  Hundred  I've  no  time, 
Although  they  •ought  the  membership  of  Charles  Patrick  O'Brien.— CAona. 


Parody  on : 

OLD    BLACK    JOE. 

Written  by  Cbas.  S.  Held,  of  the  Walhalla  Comedy  Compiny. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Bonpr  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Di-eam  Book-,  T'.i  time  Tctlrrs, 
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Gone  are  the  corns  from  my  ancient  feet  away; 
Killed  by  a  doctor  to  whom  I  had  to  pay 
Twenty-five  cents  for  each  corn  upon  each  toe. 
I  feel  their  vacant  places  paining,  "  Old  Black  Joe." 

CuoRua. 
I'm  sorry,  I'm  sorry,  but  they  all  did  have  to  go; 
I  feel  their  vacant  places  paining,  "  Old  Black  Joe." 

Why  do  I  cry  when  my  toes  should  feel  no  painf 

I  know  that  my  corns  all  will  soon  come  back  again. 

Giving  more  pain  to  each  aged,  f«eble  toe. 

I  feel  their  vacant  places  paiuiug,  "Old  Black  Joe."— CAoru#. 

Where  are  the  corns  once  so  lively  and  so  gayf 

Gone  far  away,  but  alas!  not  gone  to  stay; 

For  they'll  come  back  to  increase  my  awful  woe. 

I  feel  their  vacant  places  paining,  "Old  Black  Joe." — Chorui. 


Parody  on : 

My  Sweetheart's  the  Man  in  the  Moon.  J 


Written  and  SiinK  by  O'Bi  len  and  Carroll,  uf  Hyde's  Comedians,  with  gnAt  suoross. 


Send  for  Free  CataloR-iie  of  Sonir  Bookf,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick  Books,  Itecltatton   Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  S|ierclies,  Irish  Sonir  Rook.i.  Cook  Rmiks.  Rooks  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  H.  J.  Wehman,  IX>  A  132  Park  Kuw,  New  York. 

Every  sonbrette  has  her  trouble,  I'm  sure  you'll  say  it's  so, 
For  the  men  arc  so  deceitful  everywhere  you  go; 
Mary  and  John  bad  quamled,  lover's  teais  she  shed  — 
When  we  asked  her  why  she  worried,  this  is  what  she  said: 

CUORUS. 

My  sweetheart's  left  his  furnished  room  to  go  away  np  in  a  balloon; 

He's  now  living  high,  'way  up  in  the  sky. 

Along  with  the  man  in  the  moon,  and  they  say 

He's  courting  some  other  girl  there;  she's  llining  with  him  in  the  air; 

Oh,  this  sa«sy  old  pet  took  my  last  cigarette 

To  smoke  with  that  Houlirette  there. 

To  get  even  with  her  lover  she  studied  np  a  plan. 

How  a  giddy  girl  could  conquer  over  man— poor  man;  •     • 

To  cpiie  her  pet  she  mushed  a  Dago  sweeping  on  tlie  street; 

Didn't  care,  that's  w  bat  she  told  us,  for  revenge  is  sweet. 

Cborits. 

My  sweetheart's  the  mon  with  the  broom,  and  he  looks  like  a  silly  boboon 

On  the  streeta  every  day;  though  he  don't  get  much  i>uy, 

He's  as  good  as  the  man  in  the  moon,  and  they  say  [ 

The  moon  is  made  of  green  cheese,  very  true;   so  now  I  think  he's  cheesy  too; 

He  can  stay  there  and  flirt,  tlie  inau  shoves  the  dirt., 

Tliat  shows  what  a  woman  can  do. 

A  silly  dude,  a  would-be  masher,  spied  a  ladv  on  the  street; 

She  winked  tier  eye  as  he  pnKSed  by— this  lady  dressed  so  neat; 

It's  Ihe  same  old  tule,  the  old,  old  story;  lie  wished  to  treat  this  maid; 

When  he  oakcd  her  "  Where  they'd  ^el  it,"  this  is  what  she  said:— 

Chorus. 

My  sweetheart's  got  a  saloon ;  we  can  sit  in  his  little  back  room— 

'Yon  can  see  lots  of  sport  in  this  pleasure  resort; 

All  the  girls  here  are  brought  with  the  flsh  that  they've  caught; 

They  smile  as  they  bring  them  in  late,  for  here 'a  where  tliey  all  congregate. 

Oh,  a  man  is  a  jay  to  l>e  roiled  in  that  way; 

So  friends,  don't  get  mixed  Iu  your  date.  - ■'  *•         >. .: 
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SHE'S 


Parody   on : 

MY    DARLING. 


(   Sand  for  Free  Catalojrueof  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Write™,  Divnm  lUxiks.  Fortune  T^lMB^ 
1  T|-ick  BookR,  KtH-itatiou  Book*.   J'eiiiiy  Bulimia,  Cull  B.>..li8,  J'.ko  B(H>ka,  Sketch 

<  Book*.  Stump  Si)ee<>hes.  Irish  S<.>iik  Bookn,  C<>"k  Books,  Books  of  Aiiiuse- 

meut,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliiiiaii,  ISO  &  I'ii  I'ark  Huw,  Nvw  York. 


Written  by  Choa.  S.  Keid,  of  tlie  Walholla  Comrdy  Company. 

Freckled  face  and  yaller  liair,  like  the  devil  the  ia  fair; 

ReiUliah  buiiglels  che  doili  wear,  lives  in  "  D»-ati  Doj»"  Alloy. 
Upturned  nose  of  rediiisb  cast,  feet  made  on  the  hijr^cul  last. 

Just  like  li^htuiug  eUe  is  fast— thai 's  luy  duixy  sjaliie. 

Chori's. 
She's  my  daisy,  blooinliiz  daisy;  I'm  her  feller,  elies  my  mash; 
None  can  part  us,  none  dishearl  us,  we'll  tu};ether  eai  our  liasli. 

Queenly  flcure  like  a  barrel,  dressed  in  greasy,  lorn  apparel ; 

Sinile  just  like  a  Christinas  carul— with  a  queen  she'll  tally. 
Married  on  some  happy  day,  liviny  in  u  inoiiest  way, 

1  will  eing  to  her  so  gay,  oh,  luy  charuiing  Sallie.— CAor'/.*. 


i 


Awaiting  a  Voice  from  the  Waters. 

Copyright,  18IB,  by  Frank  HardinR. 

The  Wonlsaud  Music  of  this  Sang  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  pnid,  on  receipt  of  «0 

cents;  ur  tliUandaiiv  two  other  Solids  fur  One  Dullur,  by  Henry  J.  Welinian,  130^  13!{ 

fai  k  Kow,  New  York.     I'ostaKe  Stiiii>|is  takrn  same  us  catili  fur  ull  our  KUt-ds. 


Words  and  Music  by  Will  II.  Fox. 


A  ship  in  mid  ocean  is  tossed  by  the  waves, 

A  sailor  boy  stands  on  its  deck, 
His  eyes,  full" of  tears,  toward  heaven  are  raised, 

For  tlie  vessel  wili  soon  be  a  uretk; 
He  thinks  of  niotlier  and  sifter  at  home. 

And  a  sweetheart  he  left  on  the  shore. 
Anil,  while  his  thoughts  tly  to  the  ones  that  he  loved. 

The  ship  sinks  and  ull  now  is  o'er. 

I  strayed  on  the  sands  and  ga/ed  out  at  sea. 

The  waters  roiletl  nu-rriiy  on; 
My  heart  it  was  sad,  for  one  that  I  loved 

^jaiied  from  me  in  days  long  gone; 
Wc  parted  in  tears,  'lis  now  tlve  long  years; 

If  lie  lives,  my  lieart  lonjjs  to  know. 
I  fane.t  that  tidings  from  him  I  would  hear 

If  the  waters  could  speak  as  tlii-y  flow; 
I  feel  that  some  message  from  him  I  could  get 

If  the  waters  could  speak  as  ihey  flow. 

A  letter  he  wrote— but  so  long  ago— 

I  ve  kissed  it  a  million  times  o  er, 
And  fonilly  I've  read  its  contents  so  sweet. 

And  woishipeil  the  name  that  it  bore: 
Why  diui't  lie  reiuiii?  my  heart  it  does  yearn. 

And  ease  it  from  sadness  ai-d  woe; 
I  am  sure  that  the  waters  would  tell  me  of  him 

If  they  only  could  spt  ak  as  they  tlow  ; 
I  know-  that  my  love  he  would  answer  my  prayer 

If  the  waters'  could  speak  as  ihey  flow. 


Parody  on: 

MOLLY    AND    I   AND   THE   BABY. 


Written  and  Sunt;  by  Harry  Thoins-'n. 


S«nd  for  Kre«  (Tatalofrue  of  Sone  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Drrnni  Books,  Fortune  Tellen, 
Trick  Books,  )(f<-itation  Books,    I'enny  Ballads,  Cull  B  •■,!<».  J.>ke  Books,  Sketch 
Botiks,  Stump  SiH-t-flies,  Irish  Sin>f  Books,  CiM)k  B'>oks,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Welimun,  I'M  &  Vi'i  i'urk  Ko»,  New  York. 
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Id  a  neat  little  store,  where  clothing  we  sell. 
Lives  Rachel  and  I  and  Abie; 

Our  business  is  rushing;  we  always  do  well- 
Rachel  and  I  and  Abie. 

My  Rachel  is  just  one  hundred  and  three; 

yiie  has  a  face  that  would  set  Ireland  free; 

And  nobody  is  as  hapoy,  as  happy  as  we— 
Kachel  and  1  and  Abie. 

CUORUS. 

Rachel,  Rachel,  oh,  what  a  wife; 
She  ts  so  bandsome  she's  the  joy  of  my  life; 
And  when  I  go  out,  my  carriage  to  drive, 
I  take  Itachel  aud  I  and  Abie. 

Now  when  we  ride  through  Fifth  Avenue,  south, 

Rachel  and  I  and  Abie; 
You  ought  to  see  all  the  Irish  look  out 

At  liachel  and  I  and  Abie. 
Now  when  I  take  the  baby  on  my  knee 
And  Itachel  goes  and  makes  YetUher  tea, 
I  looks  at  Abie  and  he  looks  at  me— 

Rachel  aud  I  and  Abie—  C hot-m. 

Every  Shabbes  to  the  Scliula  we  go: 

Rachel  and  I  and  Abie; 
As  soon  as  we  come  in,  the  rabble  does  kuow 

It's  Rachel  and  1  and  Abie. 
Now  Itachel's  the  lady  you  all  like  to  see— 
Aud  Abie's  got  a  big  nose  and  looks  just  like  inc— 
And  if  you  want  any  clothing  just  coiue  in  and  see 

Rachel  aud  I  and  Abie.— CAoi  us. 


fc 


THE    EXILE'S    LAMENT. 

Copyri|{ht,  IBM,  by  F.  Harding.  ' 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Somr  «  ill  be  sent  to  any  mldress,  (lost-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents,  or  this  and  any  mo  other  Soiiirs  for  one  Dollar,  by  iliiiry  J.  U>liiiiau,  lSU<ft  133 

I'ark  Kow,  New  Vork.    TustuKe  stamps  taken  sume  us cuaii  for  ull  our  uouda. 


Words  and  Music  by  John  F.  Mitchea 


Beneath  a  far-off  Australian  sky  an  Irish  exile  lay, 

Tlie  saud  from  out  his  glass  of  life  was  ebbing  fast  away; 

The  friends  that  stood  around  his  be»l  his  eyes  could  scarcely  see- 

Ills  thoughts,  which  soon  would  be  at  rest,  were  far  across  the  sea. 

In  sjiirit  once  ai;aiu  lie  stood  u)K)n  his  native  sihI, 

Where  as  a  child  and  as  a  man  his  foot  had  lightly  trod; 

In  fancy  he  could  feel  upon  his  brow  the  mountain  uir. 

And  from  liU  ;>arted  lips  there  Issued  forth  the  exile's  prayer: 

Chorus. 
"  Lay  me  on  the  hillside,  with  my  face  toward  the  West, 
Toward  that  sacred  island -the  laud  that  I  love  best; 
Let  u  buiicli  of  shamrocks  gri>eu  be  planted  o'er  my  grave. 
My  dying  prayer  is:  'God  bless  the  island  of  the  brave!'  " 

Eviction  foul  and  cruel  sent  him  far  across  the  foam 

From  that  sweet  spot  which  Irishmen,  where'er  they  may  be,  call  home; 

The  laud  whose  halls  have  felt  the  tread  of  princes  and  of  kinirs. 

Whose  harp  once  wooed  the  world,  is  now  a  mass  or  broken  strings. 

They  were  forced  to  leave  the  land  w  liich  gave  their  fathers  birth,  j 

As  strangeis  and  as  outcasts  to  wander  o'er  the  earth;  ' 

The  time  came  back  to  liim  again  w  hen  he  was  but  u  child. 

With  mem'ries  of  sweet  luuiblea  thro'  her  wood  and  valleys  wild.— C/iorut. 


lie  calls  his  friends  around  him,  for  the  end  is  diawing  near. 
And  from  his  pale  and  haggard  cheek  they  wi|>ed  away  a  tear; 
Anoilier  victim  of  misrule  bus  felt  the  hand  of  dcaili; 
"Uod  bless  you,  Ireland,"  were  ibe  words  which  flileil 


led  hlsdyiug  breath.— CAo. 


THE    DEAR    EMERALD    ISLE. 

Tune-"  I  Always  Shall  Speak  of  Old  Ireland  with  Pride.' 

Send  for  Free  Cntalojrue  of  Sonar  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Trtck  Books.  Kceitntioii  Btiok.i.    IVnny  Bullad.t,  Ctll  Books,  Joke  Bixiks,  Sketch 

BoukK,  8tU!ii|i  S|iff<'li>-s.  Iilsli  Soiiir  Bwikn,  Cook  Bonks,  Books  of  Aniuso- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Ileury  J.  Weliinaii,  VM  X  1.12  I'urk  Uuw.  New  York. 


Written  by  Gcoriic  W.  York. 


Kind  friends  will  ye  help  a  poor,  weary  stranger, 

Whose  foot-sore  anil  weary  and  hungrv  the  wliile* 
I've  nothing  to  give,  but  an  orphan  will  "bless  you 

If  you'll  help  a  p<M)r  boy  fnuii  the  dear  em'rald  Me. 
But  a  year  ngo,  sun-,  I  was  smiling  and  happy; 

Not  a  care  on  my  mind,  and  a  heart  free  fiom  guile. 
In  a  dear  liule  cabin  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain. 

That  rears  iis  jiroud  head  o'er  the  dear  em'rald  isle. 

Mv  father  and  mother,  God  bless  their  dear  mem'ry. 

Were  contented  and  happy,  alihoiigh  Iliey  were  poor; 
The  land  it  was  b.-ul,  and  tliey  worked  late  and  early 

To  pay  up  the  rent,  with  the  wolf  at  the  door. 
At  length  my  poor  fa;lier  took  ill  of  a  fever. 

From  toiling  so  hard  on  the  bleak,  barren  soil: 
Although  my  poor  mother  was  careful  and  tender, 

He  died,  and  now  lies  'neath  the  dear  em'rald  isle. 

Then  the  sheriff  he  came  w  itli  a  b.ind  of  armed  rufllaiia 

To  turn  out  u  child  and  a  mother  so  gray; 
And  (leaf  to  all  pleading  they  tore  down  our  cabin— 

At  the  point  of  the  bayonet  they  drove  us  a" ay. 
TIu'U  hunger  and  sorrow  soon  lold  on  my  mother; 

Like  a  flower  she  drooped  and  faded  away; 
Ami  with  a  last  blessing,  while  lier  poor  child  caressing, 

She  gave  up  her  life  and  wiui  laid  'neath  ilie  clay. 

Then  they  laid  my  dear  mother  bofide  my  poor  father— 

1  planted  a  shamrock  just  over  their  gia\e; 
While  I,  a  poor  orphan,  driven  forth  by  niisNiriune, 

To  leave  tiiat  dear  land,  and  to  crossthe  wild  wave; 
But,  w  herever  I  wander,  I  ever  shail  ponder 

And  dream  of  the  time  when  nature  did  smile 
On  my  father  aud  mother  and  dear  loviug  brother 

And  the  oU  cabin  home  in  the  dear  em'rald  isle. 

Then  if  ever  the  Father  shall  look  down  in  pity. 

And  cast  off  the  yoke  that  does  Ireland  enslave, 
I'd  hie  me  back  then  to  the  scenes  of  my  childhood. 

And  pluck  a  puie  shamrock  from  my  dear  pan-iits'  grave. 
Don't  say  no  more,  boy,  for  I,  too,  am  a  daughter; 

And  to  think  of  her  w  rongs,  oh,  it  makes  my  blood  rile; 
And  I  pray  that  the  time  is  not  very  far  distant 

When  the  green  shall  wave  pruutf  o'er  the  dear  em'rald  isle. 


]■ 


— As  Admoiiislied. — Mis.  Munncrly  (to  her  (laughter,  who  has 
just  returned  from  tea  with  friends):  "  I  hope  you  siud  '  no,  thank 
you,' ofteiier  tiinu  y<Hi  did  '  yes,  thtink  you.'"  Mabel:  "  Yes,  I 
did.  I  liadii't  been  eating  iiiore'n  half  an  hour  before  they  began 
saying,  '  Don't  you  think  you've  eaten  enough?  Aren't  you  afraid 
you'll  make  yourself  sick?'  And  I  said  'no,  thank  you,' evo-y 
time." — Puck.  , 
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WE  FOUG-HT  FOR  YOUR  CAUSE ; 

-OR:- 

The  Home-Rnle  Bill. 

8«nd  for  Fre«  OataloRue  of  Sodk  BooIck,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortane  Tallan, 

Trick  Book*,  Kecitation  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  Bxoks,  Juke  Books,  Skct«h 

BookH,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Sudt;  Bookx,  Couk  Books,  Books  of  Amus«- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehiiiaii,  130  <K  132  Park  Row.  N«w  York. 


The  Irish  nation  now  appeals  for  justice  and  her  rigbts;  : 

Slie  tells  you  how  her  eons  iiave  helped  to  win  your  glorious  fights;  ■ 
And  her  requests  are  now  backed  up  by  Eaglislimc-n  of  skill, 
And  foremost  in  the  field  we  find  the  grand  old  people's  will. 
Under  tlie  greatest  sorrows  Ireland's  sons  have  borne  their  load: 
But  cheerfully  they've  Btruj;gled  on  a  fearful  uphill  road. 
'Tis  justice  Ireland  craves  for  and  she  tells  this  to  her  foes; 
She  does  not  wish  at  all  to  tear  her  shamrock  from  your  rose. 

Chorus. 

We've  fought  for  your  cause,  obeyed  all  your  laws; 

And  do  ine  very  same  again  we  will.  ; 

Treat  Ireland  as  a  nation,  we  don't  want  separation, 

Contented  we  would  be  with  Gladstone's  Homc-Kule  Bill. 

The  Grand  Old  Man  has  tried  for  years,  as  statesman  and  premier. 

To  give  us  justice,  and  at  last  the  goal  he  has  come  near; 

He  tried  coercion  and  he  found  that  was  of  no  avail; 

Against  him  then,  against  him  now,  his  enemies  all  rail — 

The  first  of  English  statesmen  to  hold  out  a  friendly  hand, 

And  offer  consolation  to  a  suffering  helpless  land;  ■*■: 

He  knows  we  want  but  justice  and  the  common  rights  of  men; 

This  clever  statesman  knows  that  we  should  be  contented  then. 

Our  enemies  have  called  ns  rebels  and  laugh  nt  nil  our  woes; 

But  have  they  laughed  when  we  liave  gone  to  thrash  old  England's  foes? 

Our  spotlefs  fame  these  enemies  have  many  times  traduced; 

But  a  Wellington,  a  Wolsley  and  u  Roberts  we've  pro;iuced. 

We've  statesmen  good  and  true,  tho'  agitators  they've  been  named. 

Because  they've  6i)oken  in  Ireland's  cause  they  have  been  greatly  blamed: 

As  children  love  their  mother,  so  we  love  the  isle  of  green ; 

Contented  and  Industrious  'neatb  Home  Kule  we  should  be  seen.—  ('horn*. 


THE    BARD    OF    ARMAGH. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Sont;  will  l>e  sent  tu  any  adilres!<.  |>u»l-|Mti(l.»ii  rvoripl  of  lo 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Suii|;s  for  Uiif  Dollar,  bv  Henry  ,1.  Wehiiian.lSiiA  ISS 

Park  Row,  New  York.    t-oscoKe  StanipR  taken  same  ascaalt  forallour  goods. 

.  ,.•      Oh,  listen  to  the  lay  of  a  poor  Iriah  harper,  .;, 

■. ': ,  And  scorn  not  the  strains  of  his  old  witliered  hands; 

But  remember  those  fingers  they  ftnce  could  move  sharper 

In  raising  the  merry  strains  of  his  dear  native  land; 
It  was  long  before  the  shamrock,  dear  isle,  lovely  emblem. 

Was  crushed  in  Us  beauty  by  the  Saxon's  lion  paw. 
And  all  the  pretty  colleens  around  me  would  gather. 
Call  nie  their  bold  Phelini  Brady,  the  bard  of  Armagh. 

IIow  1  love  to  muse  on  the  days  of  my  boyhoo<l,  i 

Though  four  score  and  three  years  have  flow  by  them; 
Its  king's  sweet  reflection  tiiat  every  young  joy,  ' 

For  tTie  merry-hearted  boys  make  the  best  of  old  men. 
At  a  fair  or  a  wake  I  could  twist  my  shillelah. 

And  trip  tlirongh  a  dance  with  my  brogues  tied  with  straw; 
Tliere  all  the  pretty  maidens  around  me  would  gat licr. 

Call  me  their  bold  Plielim  Brady,  the  bard  of  Armagh. 

In  truth,  I  have  wandered  this  wide  world  over, 
*..  Yet  Ireland's  my  home  and  a  dwelling  for  me; 

And,  oh,  let  the  turf  that  my  old  bones  shall  cover 

Be  cut  from  the  land  liiat  Is  trod  l)y  the  free; 
And  when  Sergeant  Death  in  liis  colii  arms  doth  embrace, 

And  lulls  me  to  sleep  with  old  Eriu-go-bragh! 
By  tlie  side  of  my  Kathleen,  my  dear  pride,  oh,  place  me. 

Then  forget  Phelim  Brady,  the  bard  of  Armagh. 


THE    DAY    IS    DONE 

Words  by  Longfellow.    Music  by  M.  W.  Balfe. 
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The  day  is  done,  and  the  darkness  falls  from  the  wings  of  night 
As  a  feather  is  wafted  downward  from  an  eagle  in  his  flight. 
From  an  eagle  in  his  flight. 


T*f\    Qiic'foi'n    -fVia   IToYTtilTr   T?oi^-i-i  f  o-(-i/-\r-t  '    I  sec  the  lights  of  the  village  gleam  through  the  rain  and  the  mist, 

XU    OUoUaiXl    LIXO    J?  etXllXXjr    XVCp  U  Let  tlUIl.  t    And  a  feeling  of  sadness  comes  o'er  me,  that  my  souI  cannot  resist; 
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Och,  me  late  lamented  dad,  an'  the  onl^  one  I  had. 

Was  famous  for  his  love  of  Irish  whiskey; 
His  shilhilah,  too,  'tis  said.  Gad  respected  no  man's  head 

When  me  father's  temp'rature  was  somewhat  frisky. 
Just  before  the  old  man  died,  faith,  he  called  me  to  his  side 

And  said  he  couldn't  leave  the  Irish  nation 
Till  I  promised  him  I  would,  sure,  do  everything  I  could    . 

To  maiutain  the  family  reputation. 

Chorus. 
Och,  yez  may  talk  o'  Ballyhooley,  an'  of  Enniscorthy,  too. 

Ana  the  Killaloe  Moiinseer's  extermination; 
Faix,  I  leave  them  miles  behind,  now  that  I've  made  up  me  mind 

To  maiutain  the  family  reputation. 

Sure  mc  promise  I  will  keep,  an'  each  night  before  I  sleep 

If  I'm  not  John  Sullivan  I'll  be  disappointed; 
An'  I  sware  my  ould  dad's  ghost  won't  lay  quiet  imless  I  boast 

That  dally  some  one's  bram-box  I've  disjointed. 
By  the  magistrate  one  day  I'll  be  wanted— so  they  say; 

But  his  honor,  shiire,  will  grasp  the  situation 
When  I  tell  him  wid  a  smile,  please,  I've  come  to  stay  awhile. 

To  maintain  the  family  reputation. 

Chorus. 

Och,  yez  may  talk  o'  Ballyhooley,  and  of  Enniscorthy,  too. 

And  the  Killaloe  Mnuuseer's  extermination; 
But  he  never  went  to  jail,  or  drank  "  Guinness  "  from  a  pail. 

To  maintain  the  family  reputation. 

It's  mesilf  ye  may  have  seen,  down  at  Conn  O'Moy'e  shebeen, 

Infurming  the  boys  'twas  my  ambition 
Sonic  one's  batter-box  to  break— then  we  might  enjoy  a  wake — 

What's  more— I  didn't  mean  to  ask  permission. 
Gad,  I'd  hardly  said  the  word,  when  a  loud  hooroo  I  heard. 

Jerry  Foley  yelled,  "I'll  send  you  to  tarnation  I" 
He  tried— tliat's  all  he  said;  I  lit  caudles  ou  his  head 

To  maintain  the  family  reputation. 

Chorus. 
Och,  yez  may  talk  o'  Ballyhooley.  and  of  Enniscorthy,  too. 

And  the  Killaloe Mounseer's  extermination; 
When  I'm  packed  with  Irish  hot,  I  could  wipe  out  all  the  lot 

To  maintain  the  family  reputation. 

There's  a  colleen  lives  close  by,  wld  slch  mischief  in  Ler  eye; 

Her  lips,  bedad,  I  know  none  could  be  swatur; 
Och,  an'  then  to  see  her  dance,  sure  'twould  send  ye  in  a  trance: 

Mavouriieen,  too.  Is  partial  to  the  cratur'. 
Next  month.  If  all  goes  well,  she'll  be  married  to  this  swell: 

Ye'd  better  come  and  help  the  jubilation. 
There'll  be  cakes  and  whiskies  free— Oh,  yez  can  take  the  tip  from  me. 

To  maintain  mc  family  reputation. 

Chorcb. 
Och,  yez  may  talk  o'  Ballyhooley,  an'  of  Enniscorthy,  too; 
To  have  done  with  them  is  my  determination; 
).     ■  Wid  mavourneen  for  a  wife,  sure,  'twill  be  my  aim  In  life    . 
To  I uerease  me  family  reputation. 


A  feeling  of  sadness  and  longing,  that  is  not  akin  to  pain. 
And  resembles  sorrow  only  as  the  mist  resembles  rain. 

Come,  read  to  me  some  poem,  some  simple  and  heartfelt  lay. 
That  shall  soothe  this  restless  feeling,  and  banish  the  thoughts  of  day. 
Not  from  the  grand  old  masters,  not  from  the  bards  sublime. 
Whose  distant  footsteps  echo  through  the  corridors  of  time. 

For,  like  strains  of  martial  music,  their  mighty  thoughts  suggest 
Life's  endless  toil  and  endeavor,  and  to-niglit  1  long  for  rest. 
To-night  I  iong  for  rest. 

Read  from  some  humbler  i)oet  w  hose  songs  gushed  from  his  heart,  from  his  heart,  f 

As  showers  from  the  clouds  of  bummer,  or  tears  from  the  eyelids  start,  ^ 

Or  tears  from  the  eyelids  start.  ( 

Who  through  long  days  of  labor,  and  nights  devoid  of  ease,  ^             ,  J 

Still  heard  m  his  soul  the  music  of  wonderful  melodies.  ■         '              >  ^ 

Such  songs  have  power  to  q^uiet  the  restless  pulse  of  care,  ( 

And  come  like  the  benediction  that  follows  after  prayer.  -  \ 

Then  read  from  the  treasured  volume  the  poem  of  thy  choice,  f 

And  lend  to  the  rhyme  of  the  poet  the  beauty  of  thy  voice.  ) 

And  the  night  shall  be  filled  with  music,  and  the  cares  that  infest  the  day  I 

Shall  fold  tlieir  tents  like  the  Arabs,  and  as  silently,  silently,  ( 

And  as  silently  steal  away.  / 


THE    GERMAN    MASHER. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy. 
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As  sung  by  John  W.  Hansone  in  "Across  the  Atlantic.' 


I  vae  a  masher  as  jou  can  plainly  see. 

Yen  I  walk  out  upon  dot  street  de  irnls  all  wink  at  me;       ^ 

Dey  write  love  letters,  flftv  every  day. 

Ven  1  go  out  now  dis  is  what  dey  say: 

"There  goes  a  masher,  a  German  masher,"' 

Und  all  de  girls  dey  cry,  dot's  when  I  pass  dera  by: 

"  Now,  ain't  he  pretty, ''  and  "  He's  so  witty,"' 

Oh!  you'll  hear  that  talk  all  over  In  de  city. 

Chorus. 
"There  goes  a  masher,  a  German  masher," 
■    Und  all  de  girls  dey  cry,  dot's  when  I  pass  deni  by: 
'•Now,  ain't  he  pretty,""  and  "He's  so  witty," 
Oh!  you'll  bear  dot  talk  all  over  in  de  city. 

I  stood  by  der  corner  on  every  Saturday, 
•    .   ,  A-mashing  pretty  prls  as  dev  come  from  de  matinee,  ■  . 

I  was  de  Iwss  flirter  mit  der  handkerchief  so  gay ; 
I'll  told  you  now  what  happened  to  me  one  day. 
'Twas  In  de  evening  und  I  vas  flirting,  V 

Just  den  a  girl  came  by;  I  touched  her  on  de  arm;  • 

'Twas  love  at  first  sight,  I  w  as  a  little  tiirht. 
Now  it  happened  dot  her  father  vas  a  policeman. 

Spoken  (after  iJd  verse  only),— Yes!  he  vas  a  bolicemans,  und  as  we  walked 
down  de  street  to  de  station-house,  you  could  hear  de  girls  all  whispering  to  each 
other -.—Chorus. 


^M^^9mmms^'::-X'^' 
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JOHN    SULLIVAN. 
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I  have  something  new!  just  listen  to  wliat  I  liave  to  say; 
It's  of  a  uote<l  pii^llier,  ouoof  tlie  jin-fcnt  day; 
I  wisli  to  give  liiiii  creilit  ami  lie  onulii  to  Kii  niiich  more. 
Fur  bcatiug  all  the  Juhuny  Btillu  that  lauded  ou  uur  sliore. 

Some  people  seem  to  slight  him;  but  why  should  they  do  that? 
For  beutiiii;  all  H'e  Ji'lmiiics.  so  iniporlaiit  ami  fat? 
We  don't  forget  old  EM>;lnnd  in  liy-goiie  duvn  of  yore, 
Wheu  lu  the  daya  of  ^^  ashinytou,  they  trampled  ou  our  sliore. 

We  drove  them  from  the  country— our  nation  it  is  free. 
Now,  Suiiivan  whips  tiieir  champions,  witli  me  you  w  ill  agree; 
lie  is  a  credit  to  tlie  country  -of  his  viilor  we  are  proud; 
And  may  he  live  ouu  hundred  years  before  liu  ueeds  a  tliroud. 

So,  when  he  conies  among  you  boys,  deal  with  him  on  thesquare; 
He  is  our  great  American  cliainpioii— such  men  as  him  are  rare. 
You'll  always  find  him  sociiilile  and  iioihin^  of  n  scum; 
He  protects  our  ualiou's  houor  aa  iu  the  days  of  Wushingtou. 

They  telegraph  from  Llveriwol  they're  coming  to  America 

To  llgli'  our  noble  champion— they  are  doiii<:  so  to-day; 

Well,  let  them  come— our  ports  are  free — and  before  ihem  he  « ill  stand; 

That  much  respected  Boatou  boy—  onr  brave  Johu  Sullivan. 


THE    IRISH    EXILES   LOVE. 
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With  pensive  eyes  nhe  p.is-ed  llie  church. 

And  up  the  leafy  woodluiid  came, 
I'util  tihe  reached  the  sihur  birch 

Wliere  loig  auo  he  carved  her  name. 
And  oh '.  ^lie  sighed  as  soft  she  kissed. 

With  loving  lip?*,  that  genilu  tree. 
"Alone,  Aloiie.  I  keep  tlie  tryst; 

Return  to  Ireland,  love,  and  me. 
Return,  C'oliimoiirs  realm  ufar, 

Where  year  by  year  your  feet  delay. 
We  cannot  match  for  moon  or  star, 

By  silver  uight  or  golden  day. 

Her  birds  are  brighter  far  of  wing, 

A  richer  lustre  lights  her  tlow'rs; 
Yet  s-till  tliey  s;iy  no  bird  can  sing. 

Or  blojoni  breathe  as  sweet  us  ourt.^ 
Return!  Iicr  levin  flitfhes  dire 

Affright  not  here. 
We  iifver  kiiow  hiT  awful,  rushing  prairie  Are, 

The  silent  horror  of  her  si.ow. 
Return  I  Irt  heat  t  is  u  ise  and  bold, 

Her  biirders  beautiful  and  free; 
Yvt  still  the  New  N  not  the  Old, 

Reiiirn  to  Ireland,  love,  and  me. 


MULCARTHY,    THE    DUDE. 

As  Sung  by  Eiit;eiie  l>e  Marl>eUe. 
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Oh,  my  name  it  is  Mr.  Mulcarthy, 

I  get  a  great  laugh  from  the  gang; 
AuiTat  night,  when  I  stand  on  the  comer. 

They  guy  ine  with  their  new-fangled  elang.       . 
Tliev  iuJlier,  "  Get  ou  to  his  sluggers!" 

'■  llis  pant«  arc  so  tight  they  are  glued!  " 
And  they  say  wheu  I'm  mashing  the  ladies, 

"Mulcarthy,  you  look  like  a  dude." 

ClIORfS. 

'  Aint  he  too  "—too  they  do  holler,  "  bv  a  blacksmith  he  ought  to  ^  ahocd;" 
'  Is  It  a  man  or  a  sidewalk;  get  on  to  Mulcarthy,  the  dude." 

Snre  1  can't  help  myself  if  I'm  pretty, 

I  try  to  dress  up  like  a  swell; 
But  they  tell  uie  I  look  like  a  hat-rack. 

And  my  photographs  I  ought  to  sell. 
I  am  only  one  man  and  1  cannot  lick  forty; 

Like  Johnny  L.  Sullivan,  I'd  tight; 
But  they'd  bring  a  Dutch  band  to  my  window. 

And  holier  aud  eliout  all  tlic  uight:— C'Ao;-u«. 


^*m 


Parody  on: 

My  Sweetheart's  the  Man  in  the  Moon. 

>Vrltten  by  Alan  Kaymond,  of  Raymond  &.  Bi-uutniell,  Comedians. 
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I      PHIL    THE    FLUTER'S    BALL. 
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Have  you  heard  of  Phil  the  fluter,  of  the  town  of  BallymucU? 
Tiie  times  wtTe  L'oing  Inird  Willi  liijii — in  f:ict,  tlie  man  was  bruk; 
bo  be  just  sent  out  a  notice  to  his  migbbors  out:  and  nil. 
As  bow  he'd  like  their  company  thai  evenini:  at  a  bail. 
And  when  uritm'  out  be  was  cart-fiil  to  siig'_'i'!»t  to  tmii), 

"  That  if  they  found  a  hat  of  bis  coiivayiiient  to  the  dure. 
The  more  tbey  put  iu,  wln-nevir  be  nrjiiested  tlnin. 

The  better  would  the  music  be  for  butthcnu'  ilie  tlure." 

C'HOHtS. 

With  the  foot  of  the  flute,  and  the  twiddle  of  the  fiddle,  O, 
lioppini;  in  the  iiiiddic,  lilii:  a  berrin'  on  a  L'lidJle,  O, 
Up!  down!  hands  aroun',  crossin"  to  the  wall. 
Oh,  hadn't  we  ihe  gaiety  at  I'hil  the  lluter's  bail. 

There  was  Mister  Denis  Doglierty,  who  kc|)'  the  runnin'  dog; 
There  «as  little  crooked  I'mlily  trom  tlie  'l'iral<iiit,'lietl  bog, 
Tliere  were  boys  from  t-wry  Barony,  an(l  uu'.n  from  ev'ry  "art;" 
And  the  l>eaiitiful  Mis^  Brail>s,  in  a  private  ass  an'  curt. 
And  along  «ith  ibem  came  bouiicmg  .Mrs.  Callerty, 

Little  Mickey  Mulliu'im  was  also  in  tin;  fore; 
Rose,  8iiz:iiiiic  Mild  .Murgari-t  O'ltifferty, 

The  flower  of  Adcumgiilliou,  aud  the  pride  of  Pethravore,— C'^oru*, 

Fir»t  little  Mickey  Mullitran  got  up  to  show  them  how, 

Anil  then  the  wiilda'  Cafft-rty  stepx  out  and  makes  ber  bow; 

"  I  could  dance  you  off  your  legs,"  sayn  she,  "  as  sure  us  you  were  born. 

If  ye'il  only  make  the  piper  play  'The  Ilaie  Was  iu  the  Coru;'  " 

.So  Phil  plays  up  to  the  best  of   bis  aliility. 

The  lady  and  the  gentleman  be;.'in  to  do  their  share; 
"  Faith,  then.  Mick,  It's  you  tlmt  Ims  anility!" 

"  Begorru!  Mrs  Caffcrty  yer  leppiu'  like  a  hare!  "—C'horuf. 

Then  Piiil  the  fluter  tipped  a  wink  to  little  crooked  Pat, 
"  1  tliiiik  it's  nearly  time,"  sez  he,  "  for  passing  'round  the  hat;"' 
As  Paddy  passed  the  caubcen  'round  and  looking  miolity  cute, 

:  flute;" 


Sez,  "  Ye  ve  t'ot  to  pay  tlie  pi|ier  w  lien  he  plays  ou  the  i 
Then  all  joined  iu  unl  the  greatest  joviality. 

Covering  the  buckle,  and  the  eliuflle  and  the  cut; 
Jlg»  were  danced,  of  the  very  finest  quality. 

But  the  widdu'  bet  the  company  at  "liundiing  the  fiit.' 


■Chorus. 


Everybody  has  a  sweetheart,  some  have  two  or  three; 
But  I've  oue  wlios«?  far  above  all,  dearest  is  to  me; 
I  regret  I  cannot  kiss  her,  she's  too  far  away; 
You  can  see  her  any  evening,  at  the  close  of  day. 

Ciionus. 
My  sweetheart's  the  girl  in  the  moon; 
I  was  to  have  married  lier  soon. 
But,  alack  and  alas,  it  has  come  to  a  pass 
Tliat  I  cannot  get  near  her  without  a  balloou. 
There's  only  oue  way  to  get  there — 
That  is  to  climb  up  through  the  air; 
But  I'll  postpone  my  climb  until  some  future  time, 
Wheu  I'll  go  see  aiy  girl  iu  the  iiioou. 

After  sunset  I  am  watching,  my  lieloved  to  greet 
Wlien  she  mukrs  her  llrst  >ip|M'arance  when  the  heavens  meet; 
Though,  of  course,  I  cannot  tell  her  all  my  tliougbts  of  love. 
For  you  see  I'm  far  beueath  her,  she's  so  far  above, 

Choiics. 
But  she's  told  me  through  "  love's  lelei>lione" 
That  some  day  I  can  call  her  my  own; 
And  the  thou^'bt  of  that  day  makes  me  chipper  aud  gay; 
And  I  never  let  sorrow  within  me  iiold  sway. 
She's  so  graceful,  so  pri'tty,  so  sweet; 
She's  so  wlusome,  so  cliic.  so  petite. 
On  any  dark  iiiglit  she  Is  just  out  of  sight. 
Is  my  sweetheart  the  girl  iu  the  moou. 


Old  Ireland's  Hearts  and  Hands. 

The  Words  and  Mu-Mo  of  this  Snnir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reo<»lpt  of  40 

cents:  or  tlitsand  any  two  otlnr  ijonifx  for  One  t^ollai,  by  llriiry  J.  Wpbinun,  130<felS8 

Park  Kuw,  New  Yoik.    PosCaice  Staiiips  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


0  Erin,  home  of  lovely  scenes, 
O  land  of  love  and  song! 

Iu  joy  once  more  my  fond  heart  leans 

On  ihee,  so  true  and  strong; 
For  like  a  restless  bird  I've  strayed. 

And  oft  on  far  off  strands, 

1  dreamed  of  "  love-knots  "  years  have  mad* 
With  Ireland's  hearts  aud  bauds. 

Chorus, 

0  swcctbeart  Erin!  good  old  land  I 
Tho'  near  or  far  I  stray, 

1  love  them  all,  thy  heart  and  hand, 
I  love  tliy  shamrock  spray; 

Old  Ireland's  hearts  and  haiidsl 
Old  Ireland's  hearts  and  bandsl 

0  sweetheart  Erin!  good  old  laud  I 
I  love  thy  liearts  aud  hands. 

O  welcome  was  thy  bright  green  shore, 

That  rose  upon  my  sight; 
Like  dawn  upon  tliu  wave,  once  more 

To  chase  the  long,  long  night; 
For  tho'  ill  many  an  hour  of  Joy 

1  wove  the  tendril  bands 

Of  friendships  great,  there's  none  could  cloy 
Old  IiciaiiJ's  hearts  and  hands.— 6' /ior«#, 

O  rimmed  with  gold  of  mem'ry  bright. 

Thy  em'rald  beauty  set. 
Within  my  heart  gave  gleams  of  light. 

And  I  could  not  forget; 
For  this  I  prayed  with  mauy  a  tear. 

Alone  in  ilistant  lands. 
The  starry  hour  that  gives  me  here, 

Old  Ireland's  hearts  and  bauds.— C'Aoru«. 
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STORY    OF    THE    SHAMROCK 

CopyriBlit,  1898,  by  Frank  Harding.  >'• 

Tbe  Word!  and  MuRio  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  addreKt,  |>(>.st-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  oth«-r  Sonirs  f'>r  One  Dollar,  hy  lit-niy  J.  Wehnian,  130&  US 

Plu-k  Row,  New  Yoi'k.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  oa  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


Sung  by  Pat  Murphy  nitli  great  success. 


I'll  relate  to  yon  a  Btory,  the  tnith  I'll  tell  with  pride; 

You've  heiird  of  Ireland's  emblem,  witli  its  three  leaves  far  and  wide; 

I^ve,  truth  and  valor  are  the  words  inij)re68<-d  upon  each  leaf. 

Thiu.  floutT  can  boast  a  pedigree,  tho'  now  bowed  down  witli  grief; 

I've  not  come  heie  to  agitaie  or  «>pca)v  of  shining  lighta; 

Nor  is  it  my  intention  here  to  afHrm  on  Irish  risjiits. 

Tlie  Btory  that  you'll  hear  from  me  I'll  tell  where "fr  I  roam; 

That  emblem  dear  is  in  my  heart,  that  glows  at  home,  sweet  home. 

Chorus. 
It's  planted  in  an  Irish  heart  as  deep  as  in  the  soil ; 
Its  leaves  are  watered  by  the  tears  tliat  come  of  honest  toll; 
The  thistle  and  the  rose  will  grow  in  any  common  ground: 
But  you  can't  transplant  the  shamrock  from  old  Ireland. 

The  modest  shamrock  loved  the  rose  and  courted  it  from  youth; 

It  did  no  underhandeil  work,  but  always  spoke  ilie  truth. 

It  had  a  good  foundation,  too — 'twas  backed  by  modest  pride. 

The  shamrock,  thistle  and  tlie  rosic,  with  truth  and  love  were  tied; 

Till  like  a  serpent  in  the  grass,  ambition  crej)t  between 

And  wrenched  the  bonds  of  truth  and  love  fastoff  tlial  peaceful  scene. 

The  rose  repaid  the  shamrock  with  ingratitude  for  love. 

Just  like  the  hawk  that  pouuccd  upon  the  uuguspccting  dove.— CAo/m*. 

The  roee  may  well  remember  when  the  shamrock  stood  her  friend. 
The  dear  old  homes  of  England  be  helped  him  to  defend; 
And  tlioQKh  the  sliamrock  shed  its  blood,  an  tiistory  plainly  shows. 
It  seems  tlie  paltry  rose  forgot  to  pay  the  debt  she  owes. 
We  ask  you  can  you  wonder  at  oia  Ireland's  bitter  smile, 
When  base  and  cowardly  traitors  are  plotting  all  the  wliile; 
But  with  love,  truth  and  valor,  and  Kouest  hearts  unfurled, 
The  future  of  tlie  shamrock  will  electrify  the  world. —  Chorus. 


The   18th  Royal  Irish  Brigade. 

Sung  by  Walter  Munroe  with  gi'eat  success. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  RonK  will  l>e  sent  to  any  addreso,  post-paid,  on  rvcslpt  of  40  | 

oents:  or  this  and  auytvvo  other  Sonj:s  for  one  Dollar,  liy  Henry  J.  weliman,  130  AIM 

Park  Row,  New  York.    PustnKe  stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


SLATTERY'S    MOUNTED    FUT. 

The  Wordp  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  i>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-pntd,  on  receipt  of  40 
cents;  or  tliia  and  any  two  other  Sones  for  One  DoUnr,  liy  Henry  J.  Wehnisn.  ISO&lXi 
\  P»rk  Uow,  New  York.    Postage  btaiupa  taken  same  as  uaah  for  ail  our  goods. 

1  You've  heard  of  Julius  C'lesar,  and  the  great  Napoleon,  too, 

^  And  how  the  Cork  militia  beat  the  Turks  at  Waterloo;  . 

^  But  there's  a  page  of  glory  that  as  yet  remains  uncut. 

"^  And  that  B  tlie  martial  story  of  the  Slattery  Mounted  Fut. 

<  This  gallant  corps  was  oiganized  by  Slattery's  eldest  son,  ■    ■    -    ' 

I  A  noble-minded  poacher  witii  a  double-breasted  gun; 

And  many  a  head  was  broken,  aye,  and  manv  an  eye  was  shut. 

When  practicing  manoeuvres  in  tlie  Slattery  Mounted  Fut. 

CUOBUS. 

And  down  from  the  mountains  came  the  squadrons  and  platoons, 
Four-aiid-iwenty  lighting  men  and  a  couple  of  stout  gos^sofms; 
And  when  we  niarclied  behind  the  drum  to  patriotic  tunes. 
We  fell  that  fame  would  gild  the  name  of  flattery's  Light  Dragoons. 

Well,  first  we  rcconnoitered  'round  of  O'Sulllvan's  shebeen- 
It  used  to  i)e  the  '"  Shop  House,"  but  we  called  it  "'The  Canteen;" 
But  there  we  saw  a  iioilce  which  the  bravest  heart  unnerved — 
"  All  liquor  must  be  settled  for  before  the  drink  is  served." 
So  on  we  marihed,  but  soon  again  each  warrior's  heart  grew  pale,   ;  • 
For  rising  hiirh  in  front  of  us  we  saw  the  county  jail; 
And  when  the  army  faced  about,  'twas  just  in  time  to  find 
A  couple  of  policeman  had  surrounded  us  behind. 

Chorus. 
Still  down  from  the  mountain  came  the  souadrons  and  platoons, 
Four-and-twenty  flghting-men  and  a  couple  of  stout  gossoons: 
Says  Slattery:  "  We  must  circumvent  these  bludgeoning  booilioons. 
Or  else  il  samcs  they'll  take  the  names  of  Slattery's  LigTit  Dragoons." 

"  We'll  cross  the  ditch,''  our  leader  cried,  "  and  take  the  foe  iu  flank;" 

But  yells  of  consternation  here  arose  front  every  rank. 

For  posted  high  upon  a  iree  we  very  plainly  saw  — 

"  Trespassers  prosecuted,  in  accordance  wi"th  the  law." 

"Were  foiled!"  cxciaimed  bold  Slattery,  "here  ends  our  grand  campaign, 

'Tis  merely  throwing  life  away  to  face  tliat  niearin  dhrain; 

I'm  not  as  Iwwid  as  lions,  but  I'm  braver  nor  a  hen. 

And  he  tliut  fights  and  runs  away  will  live  to  light  again." 

Chorus. 

And  back  to  the  mountains  went  the  squadrons  and  platoons, 
Four-and-twcnty  fighting-men  and  a  couple  of  stout  gO!^soon8; 
The  band  was  playing  cautiously  their  patriotic  tunei'; 
So  sing  the  fame,  if  rather  lame,  of  Slattery's  Light  Dragoons. 

Thev  reached  the  mountain  safeiy,  tliough  all  stiff  and  soie  with  cramp; 

Eacn  t«ok  a  wet  of  w  hiskey  nate  to  dissipate  the  damp; 

And  when  tiiey  loaded  all  their  pi|>es,  l)owld  SlattciT  ups  and  said— 

"To-day's  immortal  fight  will  be  remembered  by  the  dia'i;" 

"  I  never  shall  forget '' said  he,  "  while  this  brave  heart  shall  beat.. 

The  eager  way  ye  followed  when  I  headed  the  retieat; 

Ye  preferred  the  soldier's  maxim,  when  desisting  from  the  strife: 

'  Beat  be  a  coward  for  five  uiiuutes,  than  a  dead  man  all  your  life.' " 

Chorus.  '^    -  '■' 

And  there  In  the  mountains  lay  in  squadrons  and  platoons. 

Those  four-and-twenty  fighting-men  and  a  couple  of  stout  gossoons; 

They  never  more  will  march  again  to  patriotic  tunes, 

Tbo^  all  the  same  they  sing  the  fame  of  Slattery's  Light  Dragoons. 


The  soldiers  were  marching  throtiirh  the  little  Irish  town. 

And  the  women  were  weeping,  (Visuiayed; 
To  add  to  the  laurels  of  a  b;itid  of  meat  renown — 

"I'was  the  18th  Royal  Irish  Brigade. 
The  ctaudaid-bearer'was  a  true-born  Irish  boy, 

Wiih  curly  hair  and  dancing  eyes  so  full  of  joy; 
lie  sighed  as  he  wished  his  girl  and  parents,  ol.l,  good-bye; 

Then  said,  "  By  my  flag  I  w  ill  stand  till  1  die." 

CUORUS. 

Holding  the  standard  of  England  high. 
He  meant  to  conquer  or  to  nobly  die; 
One  of  the  boys  who  were  never  afraid; 
One  of  the  18lli  Royal  Irish  Brigade. 

The  battle  i"  r.nging  and  beiieath  the  burning  sun. 

The  foe  rhwrged  in  thousands  untold; 
The  boys  of  the  18th  drive  tlieiu  back,  and  then  they  uiiM 

Their  captain  so  true  and  so  bold. 
The  foe  had  captured  him— they  seek  for  him  in  vain;" 

But  see,  the  8t;iiidar<i  bearer  (ties  across  the  plain; 
His  captain  lie  rescues  from  a  dark  and  wily  foe. 

But,  ah:  as  he  turns  see  they  deal  him  a  hV^w.—Choruf. 

The  boys  are  searching  the  battle  field  for  the  hero  who  bon-  their  flag; 

They  find  hini,  grasping  the  standard  linn,  though  il  is  but  a  tattered  rag; 

Not  dead  but  dying,  they  raise  him  up:  he  ceiiily  gives  u  sigh  and  eaye; 

••  I've  done  my  duly,  l)oys,  for  Ireland  ere  I  die; 

Farewell,  dear  paients.  'tis  the  death  a  man  would  choose. 

Boys,  seek  my  uirl  and  to  her  trently  break  the  news.' 

lle'died,  but  his  regiment  he'd  honored,  not  distrraced; 

And  one  more  brave  deed  ou  tlieir  reconl  was  \}\&cqA.— Chorus. 


Why   Can't   Paddy   Be  a   Gentleman? 

The  Words  nnd  !Hu-^ic  or  this  Sonc  will  be  sent  to  aiiv  n<liln'S5,  poet-jwiiil.  on  r^yelpt  of  M 

cents;  or  tliisaiidany  two  other  Sonirs  f.-roue  Dollar,  i.y  henry  J.  WeliiuHn,  ISU&ISS 

Park  Uow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  takeu  same  as  cosh  for  all  uur  goods. 


Being  lold  Pat  couldn't  he  a  treiitlemaii,  I've  set  myself  i!ie  t.tsk, 
That  1  to-night  tlie  reason  w  liy  of  you  my  friends  would  a^k; 
Hasn't  Ireland  got  her  colleges,  that  have  for  centuries  stood. 
To  teach  the  people — and  you  know  their  teacliing's  mighty  good; 
Haven't  IiiBlimen  got  iieads  and  hearts— by  da»l,  I  know  they've  so. 
Then  why  can't  Paddy  be  a  geiillemau?  Thai's  w  hat  1  want  to  know. 

Some  look  down  on  an  Irishman,  as  if  they  thought  that  we 

t'ouid  not  but  helpless  dolts  or  fools  e'er  have  u  lio|>e  to  l)e 

Wluit  matters  where  a  man  is  horn.    I  see  in  Erin's  isle 

There's  lots  of  native  gentlemen  to  greet  you  willi  a  smile; 

For  there's  other  kind  of  gentlemen,  besides  a  dandy  beau. 

Tlien  why  can't  Paddy  be  a  gentleman?  That's  what  I  want  to  know. 

You  cannot  give  the  reason  why,  I  sec  it  in  your  face; 

That  Paddy's  not  a  gentleman,  liecaune  you  know  he  is. 

He's  always  good  to  help  a  friend,  ailhougli  liis  means  are  scant; 

And  if   he's  fond  of  blarney,  he  bates  deceit  and  cant; 

Ills  coat  may  be  of  common  frieze,  his  heart  won't  freeze— oh,  no! 

Then  why  can't  Paddy  be  a  geutlemanj  That's  what  i  want  to  know. 

If  nil  Englishman's  a  gentleman,  oh.  worrah,  then  it's  true; 
As  Pat  is  John  Bull's  biotiier,  then  he  inu>t  be  one,  too. 
Jnsl  read  the  Irish  history,  ami  in  tiiat  same  you'll  find 
Great  deeds  of  Irish  gentlemen— St.  Patrick's  one,  d'ye  mind; 
And  don't  forget  this- ye  who  sneer  at  honest  Paddy's  worth — 
That  actions  make  a  gentleman,  no  matter  what  the  birth. 


BARNEY'S    FARTINa. 

Words  and  Music  by  Hai-ry  S.  Miller.    Sung  with  gi-eat  success  by  Hiss  Annie  Riley. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  anv  addre.s."",  post-iiaid,  on  reroipt  of  tt 

centSi  or  this  and  any  two  olht-r  Sontfs  T-r  One  Dollar,  l>y  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130&1S2 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  some  as  casta  tor  all  our  goods. 


Barney,  w  hen  yon  go  away  and  leave  me  liere  alone. 

Will  vou  think  of  me  some  day,  while  far  away  you  roamt 

Think  of  me,  your  Molly,  whose  heart  is  sad  with  pain; 

Oh,  Barney,  stay;  don't' go  away;  you'll  not  come  uack  again. 

CnoRus. 

Oh,  Barney,  dear,  don't  leave  me  here  in  sorrow,  grief  hnd  paio. 
Stay  at  home,  Barney,  my  own;   you'll  not  come  back  again. 

Barney,  when  you're  far  nway  across  the  ocean  blue, 

■you  will  meet  with  strangers  gay;  but  none  you'll  find  as  true. 

None  so  tiiie  as  Molly,  wtiose  heart  is  sad  with  pain; 

Some  other  face  shall  take  my  place;  you'll  not  come  back  again.— CAon/«. 

Barney,  must  I  say  good-bye,  perhaps  f oreverinoret 

Sad'S  Ihe  heart,  but  still  I'll  try  to  hear  it  bravely  o'er; 

Listen  to  me,  Barney,  wherever  you  remain, 

I'll  think  of  thee  and  wait  to  see  If  you'll  come  back  again.— CAoriM 


—Mr.  Fish  recently  propo^  to  Miss  Gillmore.     He  told  her  i 
that  he  only  wanted  one  Gitfmore  to  make  him  a  happy  fish. 


'^^^mmmmm:{m>m^ 
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MY    LITTLE    IRISH    QUEEN. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Willis  WooUwanl  &  Co. 

The  Words  ttud  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  M-iit  tf>  any  addn-sB,  |io<it-|iaid,  on  receipt  Of  10 

C«nt«:  or  till,  and  any  two  oth-r  Sontrs  f.>i-  One  Dollar,  l»y  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  13S  A  US 

I^k  Uow,  New  Yoik.    I'vatago  sitanum  takoii  raiue  as  coali  fur  all  our  ffooda. 


ROSE    OF    KILLARNEY. 

Copyright,  I«7«,  by  J.  L.  Petei-«. 


As  SuDg  by  Carroll  Johnston  with  great  success. 


My  home  is  in  the  roiintrj,  not  manv  miles  nwny; 
Tis  where  I  i;o  in  Suininer  to  pass  the  time  away; 
There  i8  a  Utile  hit\,  bright  as  the  stars  above, 
Jn^t  as  the  eun  goes  down,  thou  I  go  and  meet  my  love,  oh! 

Refrain. 

she's  yonnp.  yes  and  l)eantifnl — slie's  the  fairest  ever  seen; 
'    She  may  not  dress  like  city  folks,  elie's  my  little  Irish  queen. 

We  do  not  care  for  riches  to  make  our  lives  complete; 
A  little  cottaiie  down  the  lone,  all  fiiiiii<ihed  clean  and  neai; 
A  jrardt-n  tilled  with  flowr's— blue,  yellow,  red  and  green; 
But  the  fairest  one  of  all  is  my  little  Irish  queen,  oli'.—ltt/rain. 


>^e  »    '- 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tlila  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on  lereipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Weliman.lSO  A  IW 

Tark  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamp,  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  uur  goods. 

Oh!  promise  to  meet  me  when  twilight  is  falling 

Beside  the  brij^ht  waters  that  sluiniter  so  fair; 
Each  bird  in  the  meadow  your  name  will  be  calling. 

And  every  sweet  rosebud  will  looic  for  you  there. 
It's  morolng  and  evening  for  you  I  am  sighing; 

The  heart  In  ray  bosom  is  yours  evermore; 
I'll  watch  for  you,  darling,  when  daylight  is  dying, 

Sweet  rose  of  Kiliurncy,  Mavourueeu  Asthore. 

Mv  heart  Is  a  nest  that  Is  roblx'd  and  forsaken, 

When  cone  from  my  sight  is  the  girl  that  I  love; 
One  word  from  your  lins  can  my  gladness  aviaken-- 

Your  smile  is  the  smile  of  the  angels  above. 
Then  meet  me  at  twiliL'ht,  beside  the  brit^ht  waters; 

The  love  that  I've  told  you,  I'd  whisper  once  more; 
OhI  sweetest  and  fairest  of  Erin's  fair  daughters. 

Dear  roae  of  Killaruey,  Mavourneeu  Astuore. 


GULD    IRELAND    SO    GREEN. 

Send  for  Free  Cafaloffue  of  Sonsr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Trie);  ilouks.  Uet-itatlon  Books.   I'enny  Ballads,  Call  Boulcs,  Joke  U<v<ki<,  Sketch 

Books.  Stump  Sjit^rlies,  Irish  3<>ntf  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  .\inuse- 

nient,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliman,  130  &  132  Park  Uow.  Nvw  York. 

Mickey  Doolan  was  one  of  them  boys  as  went  fighting, 

And'l)reaking  of  skulls  on  St.  Patrick's  Day: 
There  was  mectlu's  of  factious,  and  rowiu's  aud  riictioiss. 

And  murderous  deeds— ah!  the  devil  to  pay! 
lie  went  armed  wid  nn  illieant  sprig  of  shillalah. 

Saye  Biddy,  >iis  wife,  *'  in  it  flghtiu'  je  mean?  " 
Says  Mickev.  "  Don't  bother— p<>  home  to  your  mother; 

I'm  going  out  to  fight  for  ould  Jielaod  so  greeu." 

CnoRUS. 

Tliere's  Billy  O'MuUiEan,  Jimmy  O'Snllivan, 
Barney  O'Toole  una  Johnny  Alackay; 
.  Aud  Bobby  O'Kyau  and  Sliemus  O'Brien, 

Goiu'  flghtiu'  and  tearin'— it's  St.  Patrick's  Day. 

Well  we  meets  Danny  Lonran,  and  says  to  him:  "Dannv, 

Have  ye  come  out  to  fluht  for  tlie  Queen  or  the  Pope?" 
Says  Dan,  "  It  don't  matter,  for  both  or  for  either, 

So  lon<;  as  I  flKht.  that's  suftlcient,  I  hope!  " 
Says  Mick,  "That'll  do,"  and  wid  a  shout  of  "  Ilurroot " 

He  jiimp<:d  ou  Dun's  coat  and  smashed  his  caubeen ; 
And  they  uearl  v  got  murdered,  but  each  of  them  knew. 

That  he  fougut  for  his  country- old  Ireland  so  greeu.— CAotm. 

When  they'd  done  with  each  other,  they  sat  down  to  rest. 

And  they  felt  that  they  both  a  good  action  hud  done; 
They'd  fought  for  their  country  and  blc<l  for  their  homes. 

And  nearly  got  murdered  and  relished  the  fun! 
Then  they  both  went  together  to  fight  side  by  side. 

And  tlit-y  met  Larry  Moore  wuiUine  calm  and  serene; 
So  they  broke  in  his  skull,  and  knocked  in  his  teeth. 

And  jumped  ou  his  chest — for  ould  Irelaud  so  greeu. — Chorut. 

Well  they  got  in  a  tun:;lc  and  hit  riglit  and  left. 

And  smashed  at  each  other- the  blood  flowed  galore: 
And  Danny  hit  Larry,  aud  Larry  hit  Danny, 

And  Michael  from  both  of  them  made  ilic  blood  pour! 
Then  they  all  fell  at  once,  and  they  sprawled  on  the  ground, 

Both  Dunny  and  Larry  and  Micliael  between; 
But  they  wouldn't  let  go,  bo  thev  all  went  together, 

Aud  rolled  iu  a  ditch— for  ould  Irelaud  so  greeu.  — C'Aoru*. 

Now  some  more  sons  of  Erin  were  fighting  for  freedom. 

As  lliey  rowled  in  the  ditch,  heard  lliem  patriots  cry; 
But  they  soon  llshed  'em  out,  and  for  love  of  lioiue  liule,  boys. 

They  gave  'em  a  trushiu'  before  they  were  dry! 
Tiien  they  all  at  once  felt  as  they  wanted  some  liquor. 

So  away  they  went  to  a  w  hiskey  shebeen; 
And  they  murdered  the  keeper  aud  smoked  his  tohaccy. 

And  eiuplied  the  till  for  old  Irelaud  so  greeu.-- C'/io;'u«. 

They'd  jnst  one  more  scrimmoge  before  they  wor  partiu', 

And  there  wasn't  so  muny  got  off  with  their  lives; 
But  them  as  w<jr  left  of  them  true  sous  of  Erin, 

Arrived  safely  home  and  pitched  into  their  wives, 
Dunny  Loorun  forgot  wliere  he  left  his  right  eyeball. 

Aud  Larry  M<^ore'8  face  wasn't  fit  to  be  seen. 
And  Mickey  wor  tired,  and  wouldn't  go  walking. 

So  rude  home  ou  a.  shuUer  fur  ould  Ireland  so  i^recu — Chorv* 


That's  Why  I'm  an  Irishman. 

Sung  by  Walter  Munroe  with  great  siicct^s. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pt-wf  |>aid,  on  receipt  of  M 

rents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dullar,  liy  Henry  J.  WcUinan,  130  &  13S 

Park  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  :>tampe  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


— Scribbler:  "Did  you  see  the  medicine  'ad'  I  wrote  Ibis 
morning?"  Employer:  "Yes;  I  would  sugpest  ihat  you  now  sit 
down  aud  write  another."  tjcribhler:  "  Another  mediciuc  '  ad  '?  " 
Employer:  "  No,  a  situation  wanted  '  ad.'  " 


— Sub-Rosa.— The  origin  of  thi.s  term  is  said  to  be  the  following: 
Cupid,  it  is  said,  gave  a  rose  to  Hippocrates,  the  God  of  Silence, 
J  and  from  this  legend  arose  the  practice  of  suspending  a  rose  from 
<  tlie  ceiling  over  the  table  while  eating,  when  it  was  intended  that 
i  the  conversation  must  be  kept  secret.  This  custom  gave  rise  to  the 
I  phrase  sub-rosa. 


Why  is  it  wherever  I  chance  to  appear 
I'm  greeted  so  kindly  by  every  one  here? 
The  reason  you  do  it  is  this,  it  is  clear, 
Because  I'm  an  Irishman. 

And  all  the  great  singers,  eoch  one  von  deceives; 
They  say  tliey're  Italians,  but  who  here  believes 
That  either  uiyself  or  my  rival,  Sims  Reeves, 
Are  not  thorough  Irishmen. 

And  as  for  great  writers,  wc  Shakespeare  have  got; 
Though  some  say  that  Bacon  invented  the  lot; 
But  Siiakespeare's  grand  plays,  If  you  like  it  or  not. 
Were  done  by  an  Irishman. 

Our  worthy  pianist  brings  harmony  sweet, 
Aud  he,  if  you  want  just  to  stand  him  a  treat. 
Will  drink  IriHh  whiskey,  aud  do  It  so  neat— 
He  must  be  au  Irishman. 

When  Adam  and  Eve  their  first  little  one  had. 
Said  they,  "  What  relation  are  we  to  the  lad?" 
huid  Eve,  "  I'll  be  Ma;"  said  Adam,  "  I'll  be  Dad;" 
Bedad,  well  that's  Irish  man. 

Said  they,  "  As  to  manhood  one  day  lie'll  attain. 
We'll  give  hiui  a  name;"  so  they  christened  liiui  Cane; 
Well,  a  cane's  a  shillalali,  so  that  proves  aga  ia 
That  he  was  an  Irishraau. 

To  turn  to  to-day  all  the  men  of  renown 
From  Julius  C'tesar,  ah!  right  the  way  down 
To  great  Bonepurte,  who  won  such  a  crowu. 
Were  all  of  them  Irishmen. 

And  Gladstone,  who  once  used  to  pose  as  a  Scot. 
And  then  as  a  Welshman,  says  English  he's  not; 
I'll  bet,  wlieu  a  little  more  cheek  he  has  got. 
He'll  swear  be '8  uu  Irishman. 

Tlie  deaf  folks  are  Irish,  we  all  must  confess. 
For  tho'  they've  left  hearin'(Erin)  they'd  give  none  tha  less, 
To  come  back  to  hearln'  (Erin)  nigh  all  they  possess. 
So  they  must  b«  Irishmcu. 

With  lame  people  also  we  score  a  good  chalk; 
For  though  in  old  England  with  one  leg  they  walk. 
You'll  find  that  the  other  leg's  always  in  Cork; 
So  they  arc  half  Irishmen. 

And  even  the  humble  feline  Thomas  cat 
Is  Irish  all  over— you  can't  deny  that; 
If  pleased  or  put  out  he  will  give  you  a  pat; 
And  Puts  are  all  Irishmen. 

The  poor  married  man,  thoagh  a  bit  of  a  fool. 
Is  Irish,  although  his  wife  makes  him  her  tool; 
He'd  give  the  whole  world  if  he  bad  the  Home  Rul«; 
So  he's  all  au  Iriebmau. 

The  new  baby  boy  Is  quite  Irish,  you  bet, 
For  no  sooner  does  he  in  his  petticoats  get,      ' 
Thau  he's  a  boy  cotted  in  iiis  bussiuette. 
Boycotted  like  Irishman  I 

ni8  trotipers  he  tears,  when  for  larks  he's  inclined; 
liis  Pa  overhauls  him  the  damage  to  find. 
Discovers,  of  course,  (hat  the  reut  is  behind, 
Like  mauy  poor  Irishmen! 

I  proved  I  was  Irish  when  I  went  to  school. 
Our  master  in  drawing  said  I  was  a  fool; 

He  said,  "  Draw  a  cow  "—'twas  myself  made  a  bull. 

Just  like  a  true  Irishman. 

You'll  say  that  mncb  quicker  this  song  ought  to  go;    .-  . 
But  I  can't  slug  It  quick  as  I'll  have  you  to  kuow. 
Because  I  was  born  down  In  Ballinasloe — 
Tliat's  why  I'm  an  Irishman! 
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ANDY    McELROE. 

Th«  Words  and  Music  of  this  Snni;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents;  or  this  ami  anv  two  other  Sonifs  for  One  Dollar,  liy  HenryJ.  Wehnian,130&lS2 

Pork  Kow,  New  Vork.    Postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  groodi. 


PADDY'S  PASTORAL   RHAPSODY. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  |>ost-|iald,ou  receipt  of  40 

cents;  ortlils  and  any  twootlter  8ou(cb  forUne  I>oUar,  by  Henry  J.  WehmaD,  ISO  A  131 

Park  Row,  Netv  York,    lostaee  .Staniiw  taken  same  aaci«ah  (orall  our  good*. 


My  brother  Andy  said  that  for  a  soldier  he  would  go; 

So  great  escitcmt'tit  came  upon  the  house  of  McElroe.  j 

My  father  sold  the  bog-liole  to  equip  him  for  the  war. 

My  moiiier  soid  tlie cushions  of  her  Sunday  jauntin'-car; 

And  when  brave  Andy  reached  the  front,  'twas  furious  work  he  made; 

Tliey  apiK)inted  him  a  private  in  the  Crocodile  Brigade. 

The  Bouud  of  Andy's  battle-cry  struck  terror  through  the  foe; 

Ilia  foot  was  on  the  deeert  and  his  iiaiuc  was  McElroel 

Chorus. 

At  least  that's  what  the  letter  said  that  came  across  the  foam, 
To  Andy's  ai>xioiis  relatives,  awaiting  him  at  home. 
The  palters  say  he  ran  away  whene'er  he  met  the  foe;    .v 
But  tliat  wa^s  quite  uulikc  ihe  style  of  Audy  McElroe. 

One  morning  brave  Lord  Wolsley  for  a  battle  feit  inclined; 

But  all  could  see  the  General  hud.  something  on  his  mind; 

Sez  he,  "My  staflf,  'twere  dangerous  to  face  yon  deadly  foe, 

Unless  we're  sure  that  quite  prepared  is  Andy  McElroe." 

Then  Andy  cried,  "  I'm  here,  my  lord,  and  ready  for  the  fray." 

Then  Englant),  Ireland,  Scotland,  rolled  together  on  the  foe;  .    ^ 

But  far  ahead  of  every  one  rushed  Andy  McElroe! 

Chorus. 

At  least  that's  what  the  letter  said  that  came  across  the  foam. 
To  Andy's  iinxious  relatives,  awaiting  him  at  home. 
The  Government  despatches  had  another  tale— but  not 
We  won't  believe  a  word  against  brave  Andy  McElroe. 

The  Madhl  had  pone  np  a  tree,  a  spy-glass  in  his  eye. 
To  see  his  Puyniin  chivalry  the  Northern  prowess  try; 
But  soon  he  saw  a  form  of  dread,  and  cried  in  tones  of  woe, 
"  Be  jabers,  let  nie  out  o'  this— thore's  Andy  McElroel" 
Then  down  he  hurried  from  his  tree,  and  straight  away  he  ran, 
To  keep  appointments,  as  he  said,  in  distant  Kordef an; 
And  fled  those  Arab  soldiery  like  saiid  siroccos  blow, 
Pursued  (with  much  profanity )  by  Aiidy  McElroe. 

CnoRCS. 

At  lea.<t  that's  what  he  told  us  when  returning  o'er  the  foam. 
To  gr«-et  his  anxious  relatives,  awaiting  him  at  home; 
So  sing  the  song  of  iriiiniph,  and  let  all  your  bumpers  flo«v. 
In  honor  of  our  couutryniau,  brave  Andy  McElroe. 


I'M    AN    IRISH    BOY. 

Tlie  Words  and  Musicof  this  Sonir  will  besent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tliis and  any  two othir  SuntrR  f'>r  One  Dollar, by  Htnry  J.  WVhi.ian,  130 &  132 

Park  Kow,  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  ail  our  goods. 


As  Molly  the  other  day.  sir. 

Was  making  of  the  hay,  sir,  ; 

I  asked  her  for  to  l>e  my  bride;  ' 

When  Molly  she  b«'gau  to  chide. 

Says  she,  'You  are  too  young,  dear  Pat;" 

Says  I,  "My  jewel,  I'll  mend  o'  that." 

"  You  are  too  poor,"'  says  she,  "  iK'side."    . 

When  to  convince  her  then  1  tiled- 

That  wealth  is  an  iiiviiition. 

Which  tlie  wise  should  nevur  minlion; 

For  flesh  is  grass  and  flower;;  will  fade; 

Oh  'lis  better  to  wed  than  to  die  an  owld  maid. 

The  purty  little  sparrows 

Have  neither  ploughs  nor  harrows. 

Yet  they  live  at  ca^^t?  and  are  contint, 

Bekase,  you  see,  they  pay  no  riut; 

They  have  no  care  or  nusterin' 

About  diggin'  or  indiistlierin'. 

No  foolish  pride  their  comfort  hurts. 

For  they  eat  the  flux  and  wear  no  shirt*. 

For  wealth  is  an  invintiou,  etc. 

Sure  nature  clothes  the  hills,  dear, 

Without  any  tailors'  bills,  dear; 

And  the  bei-8  they  sip  their  sweets,  my  sowl. 

Though  thev  never  had  a  sugar  bowl ; 

The  dew  it  feeds  the  rose  of  Juue, 

But  'tis  not  from  a  silver  spoon. 

Then  let  us  pattern  take  from  those. 

The  birds  and  bees  and  lovely  roee. 

For  wealth  is  an  inviutiou,  etc. 

Here's  a  cuj>  to  you,  my  darliu', 

Tho'  I'm  not  worth  a  fartliiu', 

111  pledge  my  coat  to  drink  your  health. 

And  then  I'll  envy  no  man's  wealth: 

For  when  I'm  drunk  I  think  I'm  rich, 

I've  a  feather  bed  lu  every  diich; 

I  dhrameb' you  my  heart's  delight, 

And  how  could  I  pass  a  pleasanter  night.       .  ' 

For  wealth  is  an  iuvintion,  etc. 


Burke,   Magee  and  the  Brick. 

Written  by  Joe  Lawrence.    Music  by  Clias.  Hiller. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Ronpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  potit-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO    / 
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Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  eaine  as  cash  for  all  our  good*.  ^ 


Ah,  sure,  my  darlings,  yc'd  like  to  know,  the  country  where  I  came. 

And  who  and  what  1  really  am,  aud  ye'd  like  to  know  my  name; 

I'll  tell  yez  in  a  trice,  boys,  tho'  yez  can  see  it  in  my  smile. 

That  I  am  whiit  they  call,  faith,  a  son  of  Erin's  isle. 

I'm  an  Irish  boy— from  Dublin  town  I  came; 

I  drove  an  Irifh  jaunting-car,  Pat  Murphy  is  my  name.  ;' 

I'm  an  Irish  boy— from  Dublin  town  I  cjiine; 

I  drove  an  Irish  jaunting  car,  Pat  Murphy  is  my  name.    . 

I've  got  a  fine  mud  ca1)in,  a  calf,  a  pig,  and  cow; 

And  a  flue  great  shillalali  to  purtect  me  in  a  row; 

And  what  is  more,  my  darlings,  I've  a  good  old  jaunting  car 

And  for  the  boys  that  visit  me,  there's  whiskey  in  the  jar; 

For  I'm  an  Irish  boy— from  Dublin  town  I  came; 

I  drive  an  Irish  jaunting  car,  Pat  Miirpliy  is  my  name. 

For  I'm  an  Irish  boy— iioni  Dublin  town  I  came; 

I  drive  au  Irish  jauijtiug  car,  Pat  Murphy  is  my  name. 

Ould  Ireland  is  the  place  for  frolic,  fun  and  mirth; 

It*  equal  yez  can't  fiml  If  yfz  search  all  thro'  the  earth. 

And  who  like  Irish  lads  can  twist  and  twirl  the  twig; 

Besides,  show  me  who  like  them  can  dance  an  Irish  jig.  • 

I'm  an  Irish  boy— fmm  Dublin  town  I  came; 

I  drive  an  Irisirjaunting  car,  Pat  Murphy  is  my  name. 

I'm  an  Irish  boy— from  Dublin  town  I  came; 

I  drive  au  Irish  jaunting  car,  Pat  Murphy  is  my  name. 

I'm  the  rale  car-driver  that  drove  our  little  queen ;  , 

A  belter  lady,  sure,  my  hoys,  in  Ireland  ne'er  was  seen. 

She  gave  me  a  little  gold,  when  loudly  I  did  cry. 

While  tipiiing  of  my  wliiskey—"  God  bless  Iler  Majesty.' 

I'm  au  Irish  i)oy— from  Dublin  town  I, came; 

I  drive  an  Iri^li  jaunting  car,  Pat  Murphy  is  my  name. 

I'm  au  Irish  boy— from  Dublin  town  I  came; 

I  drive  an  Irish  jaunting  car,  Pat  Murphy  is  my  name. 

Now  ever  since  I  drove  her,  I  cant  bear  to  be  alone; 

I  think  ifs  time  I  had  a  young  queen  of  my  own. 

There  was  her  daughter,  Alice,  a  fine  girl  of  tlie  land; 

But  she  hits  gone  and  left  nie,  tho'  1  offered  her  my  hand. 

I'm  nn  Iri.«h  boy— from  Dublin  town  I  caiuc; 

I  drive  nn  IrisU'jaunliug  car,  Pat  Murphy  is  my  name. 

I'm  an  Irish  boy— from  Dublin  town  I  came; 

I  drive  au  Irish  jaunting  car,  Pat  Murphy  in  my  na.iie.    ■ 

Now  should  yez  vibit  Dublin,  sure  don't  forget  to  call 

On  Paddy  Murphy;  and  when  there,  he'll  he  plad  to  treat  you  all; 

And  drink  a  toast  in  whiskey,  in  true  good  Irish  style:— 

"  Here's  success  to  Stewart  Pamell  and  the  eons  of  Eriu's  isle  "      ,. 

I'm  au  Irisii  boy— from  Dublin  town  1  came; 

I  drive  an  Irish  jaunting  c.'ir,  Pat  Murphy  is  my  name.    . .'   •. .  ■'-' '    • '; 

I'm  an  Irish  boy— from  Dublin  town  1  came;  '•.•'      '.,  ■  ,'- 

I  drive  an  Irish  jaunting  car,  Pat  Murphy  is  my  name.    (•   '    ■-.;.,.■■ .-., 


When  the  whistle  it  blew  si.x,  there  upon  a  pile  of  bricks. 

Sat  Paddy  BurUe  and  his  friend  named  Mike  Magee; 
They  were  talking  of  the  tight  they  had  on  Simday  night. 

While  they  were  at  the  widow  Grady's  spree. 
Says  Michael  unto  Pat:  "  My  head  feels  rather  flat. 

So  what  do  you  say  to  work  we  do  not  go*  " 
Says  Paddy  then  to  Mike,  "  An  idea  nie  docs  strike; 

'VV'e'll  toss  a  brick  to  see  if  it's  yes  or  no." 

Chorus. 
The  idea  was  this:  they  would  toss  the ')rlck  on  high; 

If  in  the  air  it'd  stay  they  would  go  to  work  that  day; 
But  if  it  should  fall  to  the  jol)  they'd  bid  good-bye; 

So  Burke  and  Magee  tossed  the  brick. 

So  Paddy  gabbed  the  brick  and  tried  to  toss  it  qnick. 

And  to  his  arm  he  gave  a  sudden  tw  isi ; 
Now  Mike,  who  was  standing  by,  got  hit  right  in  the  eye; 

Then  a  welt  he  pave  to  Paddy  with  his  flst. 
They  had  it  np  and  down;  they  rolled  all  o'er  the  ground. 

Till  suddenly  Pat  he  espied  the  boss; 
Very  qnick  he  stopped  the  fight,  the  brick  grabbed  in  his  right. 

Then  up  iu  the  air  the  brick  did  toss. 

Chorus. 
The  brick  then  did  fall  and  struck  the  boss's  hat; 

"  We're  in  for  it,"  says  Mike.    "  You  bet  we  are,"  savg  Pat. 
The  boss  was  yelling  munler,  for  the  brick  had  knocked  him  flat; 

Was  it  Burke  or  Alagce  that  tossed  the  brick? 

They  rang  the  jKilice  alarm  and  an  ainbnience  was  sent, 

■VVhich  carried  the  boss  unto  a  doctor's  shop; 
While  he  the  plasters  laid,  Pat  and  Mike  were  much  afraid 

Thevd  be  taken  to  the  station  by  the  coo. 
Quick" down  the  street  they  went,  to  Murphy's  they  were  bent. 

With  whisUey  they  would  drive  away  dull  care. 
Two  dudes,  with  lots  of  money,  said,  "  Now  wouldn't  It  be  funny 

To  toss  the  micks  and  give  them  both  a  scare." 

Chorus. 
So  Clarence  collared  Mike  and  Oscar  tackeled  Pat; 

"  We  arc  two  jolly  bricks  and  we're  going  to  knock  yoD  flat;" 
"  Bricks  did  you  say,  «ell  then  you'll  rue  this  day;" 

So  Burke  and  Magee  tossed  the  bricks. 

A  policeman  came  along  and  quick  saw  things  were  wrong; 

He  hurried  Pat  and  Michael  to  the  jail. 
Next  morn  before  the  judge,  who  saw  thoy  had  a  budge, 

SavB  he,  "  I  refuse  to  let  you  out  on  bail; 
Which  one,  Pat  or  Mike,  with  the  brick  your  boss  did  Strike* 

Ini  waiting  for  an  answef,  now  be  ouick." 
On  each  other  they  wouldn't  blow  and  to  lie  it  waa  DO  gO, 

For  iu  liis  baud  the  judge  be  held  the  brick. 

CUORUS. 

^    The  sentence,  not  the  brick,  from  the  judge  It  then  did  fall: 
"For  fear  that  you  will  spoil,  I'll  send  you  to  the  isle; 

• ,  And  as  we  need  mechanics  to  build  a  good  high  wall, 
I'll  give  you  sixty  days  at  tossing  bricks." 


^rm^ 


^   ■■!':■  J>j<l 
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A  Lament  on  the  Popular  "  Ta-ra«ra-Booin-de-ay  ! " 

OH,    TA-RA-RA. 
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Written  and  Composi-d  by  Walter  Tilbury.    Arrantred  by  Monroe  H.  Roaeiifeld. 

I  almost  u  isli  tlint  I  was  deaf  or  dead,  indeed  I  do; 

TIioiikIi  thU  may  8««iu  a  very,  very  funny  tbiug  to  eay, 
Ev'rywhen-  I  liear  it,  no  malu-r  where  1  go, 

Tliut  awful  nine,  "  Tu-rii-ra-l>oon»-de-ay!  "' 
My  wife  wakes  iiie  cudi  nioruiug  by  sinking  it  to  me, 

Will)  voice  aliDiit  ns  pretty  as  tlic  soiii;. 
Half  my  life  I'd  forfeit  just  to  Ket  a  liitle  peace. 

Fur  uotliing  else  I  liear  tlie  whole  day  long. 

Chorus. 

Oh!  tara-ra,  oh!  ta-ra-ra.  ob!  ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ayl 

It  ntakcs  inu  feel  so  sad; 
I'm  sure  I  shall  go  mad  thro'  this  terrible  "  Ta-ra-ra -boom-de-ay I" 

I'd  like  to  know  what  I  have  done,  it  roust  be  something  bad. 

That  I  must  merit  punishment,  alas,  that's  so  severe; 
I've  contemplated  suicide,  'most  anyiliing  I'd  do 

To  stop  that  tune  from  falling  on  my  ear. 
A  dismal  little  ori;an,  with  monkev  on  llie  top. 

Doth  groan  this  lovely  air  outside  my  door. 
No  sooner  has  lie  gone  than  a  Germau  baud  will  start 

To  play  ail  out  of  tune  this  soug  ouce  luotc—C/ioruf. 

1  thonght  I'd  go  to  Boston  to  recruit  my  health  and  sircnRth, 

The  both  of  which  were  failing  fust  and  getting  worse  each  day; 
The  stirrinv;  lones  in  op'ra  met  luy  curs  u  hen  I  arrived. 

That  ec hoe  1  forth  '•Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ayl  " 
'•  I  can't  escape  it,  then,"  said  I.  "  no  matter  where  I  go. 

It  ^t'euis  to  be  no  use  for  me  to  try. 
If  in  the  next  world  I  were  sure  ihey  did  not  play  this  taue, 

Without  a  feeling  of  regret  I'd  die."— CAoru*. 


*  »  ■ 


I    HANDED   IT   OVER    TO    RILEY. 

Copyilglit,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey.     Entered  at  Stationers*  Hall.  London. 
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Words  by  AIl>ert  Hall.    Music  by  Felix  McOlennon. 

There  never  were  two  stauncher  jmls 

Than  I  and  my  chum  Johnny  Kiley; 
We'd  booze  together  or  flirt  with  gals. 

And  we  valued  each  oilier  highly; 
Whenever  there  was  any  liooze  to  he  got. 
Or  somebody  paid  for  the  keg  or  pot, 
I  would  collar  the  measure  and  gulp  the  lot, 

Theu  I  handed  it  over  to  liiley. 

Chorus. 

For  Riley  and  I  were  chums,  and  we  always  shared 
Black  eyes  or  sugur-pluius,  the  divll  a  hair  we  cared; 
When  there  was  anything  nice  about,  take  my  word, 
That  when  I  had  done,  1  handed  it  over  to  Riley. 

One  day  while  I  was  on  a  spree 

Aloi.g  with  my  chum  Johnny  Riley, 
One  of  those  men  they  call  a  "  D '" 

Cume  in  and  surveyed  us  slyly, 
Theu  he  urahhed  me  gently  by  the  ear. 
And  whiciH-red,  "  Young  man,  I've  a  warrant  here!  " 
Well,  I  took  that  warrant  in  the  greatest  fear. 

Then  I  handed  it  over  to  Ri\cy.— Chorus. 

One  night  I  fonnd  a  wntch  and  chain 
While  out  with  my  chum  Johnny  Riley, 

And  he  for  Ms  share  did  soon  complain. 
Anil  he  did  it  so  awfully  wily. 

But  as  hy  a  lamn  we  chanced  to  pass, 

I  saw  hy  the  liglit  of  the  flaring  gas 

That  the  watch  was  gold  hut  the  chain  was  braae, 
So  the  chain  went  over  to  Riley.— CAottm. 

One  sweet  Spring  morn  I  took  a  wife. 

My  best,  of  course,  was  Riley; 
I  thought  she'd  be  the  joy  of  my  life, 

For  she  acted  so  very  shyly; 
But  I  soon  found  that  marriage  was  no  great  fna, 
For  she  chased  mo  'round  the  llou^•e  with  a  gun. 
Till  I  said,  "Dear  madam,  with  you  I've  done," 

And  I  handed  her  over  to  Riley.— 6'A«ru«.     • 


ly 


— A  pi'ofessional  tight-rope  ■walker  liad  an  editor  arrested  for 
speakinjf  of  her  as  a  "  bald  woman."  lie  claimed  in  defence  that 
he  had  written  "  bold"  and  the  typesetter  had  made  tlie  mistake. 
Nevertheless,  the  judge  was  al>out  to  fine  him,  when  he  produced 
evidence  which  prov^  that  the  actress  wore  a  wig,  and  be  was 
acquitted. 
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Attend  to  me.  landsmen  and  sailors  and  others. 

My  ditty  appeals  to  your  coiiraue  and  sense; 
Come  round  me,  my  lads,  let's  shake  hau<l8  like  brothera. 

And  Join  one  and  all  iu  old  Ireland's  defense. 
The  Frenchmen  by  tricks  to  seduce  us  endeavor; 

We'll  stand  by  our  king  and  old  Ireland  forever; 
By  our  king,  our  king,  and  old  Ireland  forever; 

We'll  stand  by  our  King  and  old  Ireland  forever. 

Our  forefathers  fully  considered  the  cause 
Of  justice,  of  wisdom,  of  honor  ami  fame. 

Then  wisely  and  bravely  established  such  laws 
As  raised  above  others  llil>ernia's  great  name; 

Then  shall  we  lose  sight  of  them?  Never,  boys,  neverl 
Huzzal  for  our  king  and  old  Ireland  forever. 

Ye  sons  of  Dibernla,  come.  Join  hand-in-hand. 
We'll  drive  all  invaders  quite  out  of  the  land; 

And  when  o'er  the  grog,  the  first  toast  that  is  given 
Shall  l>e,  "Plenty  and  peace  to  the  land  that  we  lire  in," 

Tho'  Frenchmen  by  tricks  to  seduce  us  endeavor. 
We'll  stand  by  our  king  and  old  Ireland  forever. 


THE    IRISH    DRAGOON. 
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Oh!  love  is  the  soul  of  an  Irixh  dragoon 
In  battle,  iu  bivouac,  or  in  saloon; 

F'rom  the  fi|>  of  his  sptir  to  hit*  bright  sabre-tasche. 
\V°ith  his  soldierly  gate  and  hit)  btariiig  xo  high, 
llio  iiay  laughing  look  and  his  light  sparkling  eye. 
He  frowns  ai  his  livai  and  oL'les  ins  wench; 
He  siirings  on  hii*  saddle  and  chafes  the  French, 

With  bis  jingling  spur  and  his  bright  i^abrc-tasche. 

His  spirits  are  high  and  he  little  knows  care; 
Wlien  sipping  his  claret  or  charging  a  square. 

With  hii«  jingling  vpur  and  his  lirighi  i<al>re-ta8Che. 
As  ready  to  (•iiig  or  to  skirmiah  he's  found, 
'I'o  take  off  his  wine  or  up  take  his  ground; 
When  the  bugle  may  call  him  how  little  he  fears. 
To  charge  fi>rth  iu  column  and  beat  them  mouuscera. 

With  bis  jingling  spur  and  his  bright  eabre-tasche. 

When  the  battle  Is  over  he  gaily  rides  back 
To  clieer  every  soul  in  the  iiluht  bivouac. 

With  hi:>  jingling  spur  and  his  hrieht  sabro-taschc. 
Oh!  there  you  may  see  him  in  full  <;Iory  crowned; 
And  he  sits  uith  his  'mid  friends  on  tlie  hardly  won  ground, 
Anil  hear  with  what  feeling  the  toast  he  will  give. 
And  he  drinks  to  tlie  laud  where  all  Irishuien  live. 

With  his  jingling  spur  and  his  bright  sabre-tasche. 


A   BUNCH   OF   SHAMROCK  FROM 
MY    DEAR    OLD    MOTHER. 
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Words  and  Stuslc  by  Monroe  H.  Roscnfcld. 


One  day  there  came  to  me,  from  far  across  the  sea, 

A  letter,  and  its  words  I  read  with  tears; 
It  biought  a  gem  so  dear,  my  lonely  heart  to  cheer. 

And  told  of  those  I  had  not  seen  for  years. 
They  nevermore  can  part  this  treasure  from  my  heart. 

It  came  from  one  who  blessed  it  «  ilh  a  te.'ir; 
It  brought  the  joys  of  old.  its  ho|>e8  and  bliss  untold. 

This  Diincb  of  shamrock  from  my  mother  dear. 

Chorus. 
A  bunch  of  shamrock  from  my  dear  old  mother, 

A  tri'aKure  dearer  far  than  any  other; 
Though  faded,  it  shall  rest  upon  my  loving  breast. 

This  bunch  of  shamrock  from  my  dear  old  mother. 

I  see  the  cabin  now,  my  mother's  saddened  brow, 

I  hear  the  voice  that  whispere<l  sweet  good-bye. 
"  Remember,  la<l,"  said  she,  "  and  true  and  honest  be; " 

Her  words  within  my  heart  can  never  die. 
Though  oft  the  world  is  sad.  my  heart  is  ever  glad, 

I  roam  the  vales  a^ain  with  happy  cheer; 
Ah,  mem'ries  sweet  awake,  when  In  my  hand  I  take 

This  bunch  of  shamrock  from  my  mother  dear.— C'AoriM. 

That  mother  now  Is  dead,  but  still  the  words  she  said 

Will  bloom  within  my  iieart  like  buds  of  Spring; 
I  know  the  dnisics  wave  so  gently  o'er  her  grave. 

And  'round  that  si>ot  the  sweetest  mem'ries  clinf{.       -  .'•■ 
Ho  dear  to  inc  shall  tie  this  gift  from  o'er  the  sea,  -; 

And  dearer  far,  it  grows  fiom  year  to  year; 
When  life  from  me  shall  part,  I'll  kct-p  upon  my  heart 

This  bunch  of  shamrock  from  my  mother  dear.— C  Aorta. 
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We  look  o'er  the  pa»'t  lik«  ii  dn'nni,  Maggie, 

And  think  of  the  ciuinnee  «  e'vc  seen. 
Th'-  I'pot  where  we  once  used  to  pluy,  Maggie, 

\V«  may  never  meet  there  ULiiin. 
The  place  where  t<>(;<'tlier  we've  but  side  by  side. 

And  talked  clilldho<Kr«  jjIhiis  o'er  and  o'er. 
The  one  wn  reniemher,  so  dear  lo  us  then. 

The  old  wooden  bench  by  the  door. 

Chouus. 

ThoHgh  ypars  they  have  passed  like  a  dream,  Magglo, 
And  Sprint;  brings  tlie  soiit;  birds  no  more. 

We'll  never  forget  the  spot  where  we've  sat. 
And  the  old  wooden  heucli  by  the  door. 

The  swallows  have  fled  from  the  barn,  Mnggle; 

Out  playnintes  iire  women  and  men, 
And  L'rass  thicicly  covers  tlie  path,  Maijgie,    '-  . 

Where  holli  you  iind  I  oft  have  been, 
The  old  brook  is  diy  by  the  injll  down  the  lune, 

And  nio-^ses  urow  wild  on  the  floor. 
And  close  by  the  porcii  iliere  renndns  just  the  same, 

The  old  wooden  bench  by  the  door.—  Chorus. 

The  old  wooden  bench  by  the  door,  Masgi",  ~ 

Where  we've  sung  tlie  sweet  songs  of  our  yonth, 
And  pl<Mii;ed  we'd  lie  friends  lo  ihecml,  M:igi;le, 

'Neiith  Slurs  that  hud  wiinefsed  the  truth. 
Still  stiiDdr<,  uiid  ee<-nis  waiting  to  greet  us  again. 

Ere  life's  weary  waii<l'rings  nre  o'er. 
But  we'll  never  mortsit  hand  in  Inind  'neath  the  stars 

Ou  the  old  wooden  bench  by  ihc  door.— 6'Aorw«. 
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In  n  fnr-nff  Western  city,  did  tlie  lust  rays  of  the  sun 
Peep  throiiuh  the  windows  of  u  house  where  liiy  ii  dying  one; 
It  s<-eined  to  lingiT  'round  hi!<  bed  to  light  life's  dying  day. 
As  faat  were  detitli's  shudes  falling  on  the  sick  muu  as  he  lay. 

A  bunch  of  frepbest  flowers  on  a  table  near  him  stood. 
Sweet-breathed  as  he.iveii  air  and  fair  as  tliose  of  Eden's  wood; 
The  rose,  to  fain  hide  bi^anty's*  thorn,  did  bend  its  he;id  so  fair. 
And  tlic  lily  pule  to  whiteness  ut  the  secret  hiddeu  there. 

The  liirbt  within  the  man's  d:irk  eyes  l)eUpd  the  gray-streaked  hair, 
And  showed  tiirou>;b  diHsiputlon  aue  had  stolen  his  scat  there. 
Tlie  wise,  old  sasre,  experience,  Ini'l  taniihi  (though  now  in  vain) 
That  pleasures  bought  by  bartered  youth  are  all  ullojed  with  pain. 

Fond  memory's  torch  did  brighten  as  he  lay  with  dreamy  eyes. 
And  his  niiiKi  went  buck  to  oiher  daxs  of  fairer,  sunnier  skies; 
Ko  clouds  of  trouble  thiew  their  fliiidows  ci'»>s  his  |)alh,  but  then 
A  mother's  hand  did  guide  hiin  from  the  paths  of  en  lug  men. 

Once  more  be  sees  the  moonlight  sleeping  on  the  river's  hank; 
And  alfo  where  the  gnt-ii  moil's  crept  down  to  its  edge  and  drank; 
1'he  t'arilen  Hint  he  culled  his  own— his  birds  that  sang  of  love— 
Abl  Beeuied  it  all  u  vision  of  the  future  home  above? 

Tlie  diirk-eyed,  sweet-faced  mother  that  seemed  ever  by  his  side— 

The  liiile  cot  at  which  h<?  knelt  and  prayed  ut  eveutiile — 

His  cister— how  the  sunshine  loved  to  linger  in  her  hair; 

He  woudered  was  she  living  yet,  or  waiting  over  there.  - 

Once  more  upon  the  cnllece-prounds  he  stands  with  tearful  eye, 
And  bids  the  friends  iiround  hiin  each  u  loving  lust  good-bye. 
Expelled,  diH-rraced,  he  would  not— no  lie  could  not  turn  to  home — 
A  word— a  look— a  sob— a  step,  theu— in  the  world  ulouc< 

A  few  more  turns  of  memory's  leaves  and  then  he  sees  again 
The  Western  Union  oflice,  and  the  blanks,  the  ink  and  peu; 
'i'h<'  ticker  be  invented,  the  nioney  it  l)roiiglit  him- 
Then  dissipuiioii,  gambling,  »iuc— all  agents  of  deep  sin. 

The  last  pace  of  life's  book  is  tiirne<l,  and  here— the  death-bed  scene. 
The  man  whose  star  unlieeded  set  without  the  fiiiiitest  gleam; 
No  brightne.-'s  of  the  past  to  light  the  future's  unknown  shore; 
A  few  more  fleeting  uiomeiits  will  lifc>  more  than  dream  be  o'er.    - . 

For  he's  dying,  dying,  dying,  and  the  current's  growing  weak; 
Life's  jars  are  surely  broken  and  the  fluid  fust  does  leak; 
'i'hrouuh  siorms  of  liifiil  piu^sioii  iis  snpportH  lind  weaker  grown, 
And  th«:  fulliu];  body— prison  shortly  finds  the  soul  has  flown. 

■>.■:  . ,v «  .V.    •*■  *  ♦  ♦       •.-••■.:•■,    !»;■■  ..^  ♦'.:      ♦  * 

In  a  corner  of  the  grave-yard  Is  a  monnd  that's  brier-strewn; 

On  a  finiiile  hoard  nhove  it  are  these  words  so  roughly  hewn: 

"  Should  a  brotiiirr  chiince  to  pa)<s  tins  spot,  then  let  him  drop  a  tear, 

For  unknown,  unloved,  forgotten  lies  an  oi>eraior  liere." 


THE    TRUE    BORN    IRISHMAN. 

Bend  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortnne  TMIwib 

Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Cull  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketotl 

Book*.  Stump  Speeches.  IrUth  Sontr  B<K>ks,  Conk  B-mks.  Books  of  Araoae- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Welnaan.  ISO  &  132  Purk  Ro«,  New  Y>>rk. 

I  am  Trfsh,  and  I  do  not  think  that  you  will  be  surprised 

To  hear  1  have  a  grievance;  it's  a  fuct  you've  »ll  surmised; 

But  my  trouble's  not  to  grumble  or  a  howl  of  discontent; 

'Tis  but  8  protest  uguinst  those  who  us  misrepresent. 

My  countrymen  are  puiiiieil  in  a  color  not  their  own,  ,^ 

And  as  greedy,  sneuking  rebels  to  you  often  are  shone;  .»    ".'." 

Tliere'll  l)e  bluck  sheep  in  every  flock  forever  it  is  true, 

But  the  real  Irishmau  is  white,  and  that  I'll  prove  to  yoa.  -^'K 

CnoRDS. 
He  does  not  rail  at  royalty;  be  does  not  curse  the  throne; 
He  does  not  crave  for  every  plot  of  land  to  l)e  his  own; 
He  stands  aloof  from  ireapon;  he  does  what  good  he  can; 
This  brightest  gem  in  nature's  ciowu,  a  true  boiu  Irishman. 

In  my  country  there  are  agitators  who  will  spread  alarm. 

And  by  incentive  S|>eeche8,  causes  great  amount  of  harm; 

For  weaker  minds  who  lit<t  (o  them  quite  easily  are  h-d 

To  Ihiiik  England  their  enemy;  but  lie's  as  their  friend  instead. 

The  men  who  cause  the  mischief  know  wiildn  themselves  they're  wrong, 

Tliey  only  nijnie  Ireland  by  rebelliun,  speech  aud  Bong; 

But  all  clear-lieuded  Irishmen  are  loyal  to  the  one, 

Aud  by  his  fond  allegiance,  Put  his  loyalty  has  shone.— CAofu«. 

When  onr  noble  Prince  and  Princess  paid  a  visit  to  our  land,  "  * 

Who  can  say  but  tlieir  reception  was  a  demonstration  grand; 
Thehigli,  the  low,  the  ricli,  the  poor,  suid  welcome  in  one  voice, 
And  hailed  their  future  ruler  as  the  ruler  of  ilu-ir  clioice. 
So  let  me  disabuse  your  minds  if  you  think  Fat  a  f<M)l,  -  -  , 

Who  hates  his  sister  country  and  revcdis  against  tier  rule; 
The  few  who're  wrong  and  not  the  iiiuny  who  contented  rest. 
And  Pat  the  loyal  Irishman  believee  himself  but  blwi.—C horu$. 


The  Law  Won't  Allow  Me  to  Do  It 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonirwill  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

Ctiiits:  orthlsandaiiy  two  other  Soiiirs  fur  Due  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehiiian.llOAUl 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Posloffe  Stamps  taken  (aiiie  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Norton  Atkins.    Music  by  Felix  McOlennon. 


I'd  sing  yon  a  song  of  cerulean  hue. 

But  the  law  won't  allow  me  to  do  it; 
It  has  an  objection  to  anything  blue. 

And  the  law  won't  allow  me  to  do  it. 

■  Tho'  noble  by  birth,  I  am  not  at  all  prond; 
I'd  do  lots  of  thintis  if  1  were  bui  allowed; 
I'd  be  a  watchmaker,  you  know,  in  a  crowd. 

But  the  law  won't  allow  me  to  do  it.    „ : . 

Chorus. 

I  don't  know  what  I'd  not  do  if  it  wasn't  for  the  law; 

I'd  make  the  girls  wear  whiskers  and  I'd  send  'em  ont  to  var; 
I'd  keep  my  wife  in  check  and  I'd  brenk  b<r  mother's  neck. 

But  the  only  thing  that  etope  me  is  ihc  law. 

I'd  get  in  a  bank  and  walk  off  with  the  cash, 

But  the  law  won't  allow  me  to  do  it; 
Two  hundred  und  nineiy-nine  girls  I  would  mash, 

But  the  luw  won't  allow  me  to  do  it; 
I'd  stop  lords  find  princes  from  sneakinc;  our  pelf, 
'     Iiisiet  oil  tliuir  Staying  at  home  on  the  shelf, 
And  ull  our  piincescei"  I'd  inurry  myself. 

But  the  law  won't  allow  me  to  do  it. 

Chorus. 

I  don't  know  what  I'd  not  do  if  it  wasn't  for  the  law; 

I'd  make  the  girls  weur  wliii>kers  and  I'd  send  'em  ont  to  war; 
I'd  send  the  German  bands  buck  into  their  fatherland, 

fiat  the  only  thing  thut  stops  mc  is  the  law. 

I'd  tell  yon  yonng  men  snch  a  nice  fairy  tale, 

But  the  law  won't  allow  me  to  do  it; 
I'd  put  all  police  who  tell  lies  into  jail, 

But  the  law  won't  allow  me  do  It. 
Now  I've  KOt  a  girl,  as,  of  course,  is  well  known; 
Her  fitiurc's  immense,  and  she  weiclis  eighteen  etone; 
I'd  like  lo  find  out  if  that  figure's  her  own. 

But  the  law  won't  allow  me  to  do  iL 

Chorus. 
I  don't  know  what  I'd  not  do  if  it  wasn't  for  the  law; 

I'd  make  the  t:irls  wear  whiskers  and  I'd  send  °em  ont  to  war; 
I'd  stop  girls  chewing  gum,  and  I'd  strike  the  barbers  dumb. 

But  the  only  thing  that  stops  mc  is  the  law. 

.    I'd  like  to  punch  my  girl's  papa  on  the  noee. 

But  tlie  law  won't  allow  me  to  do  it;  -'"'-.;.' 

■  I'd  pull  out  his  whiskers  ami  jump  on  his  toea, 

But  the  law  wcm't  allow  me  lo  ao  it. 

■  I  went  'round  to  see  her,  got  kicked  in  disgrace,  ■'■^' 
The  marks  even  now  I  quite  plainly  can  truce; 

If  no  one  were  here  I  would  show  you  the  places     :-    - 
But  the  law  won't  allow  me  to  do  it.  ■; 

Chorus.  "    •• 

I  don't  know  what  I'd  not  do  if  it  wasn't  for  the  law; 

I'd  make  the  girls  wear  whiskers  and  I'd  send  'em  out  to  war; 
I'd  have  each  workinginan  get  ull  the  cnsh  he  can, 

But  Ike  only  ililug  that  stops  me  is  the  law. 
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HE  NEVER  CAKES  TO  WA]Slt)ER 
FROM     HIS     OWN     FIRESIDE. 

Copyilsht,  1898,  by  Frank  Tousey.    EutereU  at  Statlauera'  lUU,  LunUou. 

Hm  Wonl»«nd  Mn«io  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  addrosa,  post-pnid,  on  receipt  of  40 

OMiCa;  or  till*  and  auy  two  other  Soiiirs  t'lrO'ie  Dollar,  by  Iteiiry  J.  Weh man,  130 ft  134 

ntk  Row,  New  Yoilc    Postage  Stamps  token  <iaiue  as  cash  for  all  uur  Kuuda, 


By  Fellz  UcGlennoQ.    Arranguii  by  Munrue  H.  Roxcoreld.    Sung  by  Helene  Uonu 


Various  men  have  various  imtiires — eonn-  inof.r  lo  cross  tlie  wave. 
O'er  the  world  iln-y  like  to  inivel,  fm-  fres'li  sciiies  tliey  Beeiu  to  cruvc; 
'J'o  Ihelr  liirth-pluce  some  cling  fondly,  and  tiieir  lieintri  nre  iu  oue  spot; 
See  the  muu  whose  home  is  Edcu,  linppy  iii  Lis  liiuuble  cot. 

Chorus. 
He  never  cares  to  wander  from  his  own  flic«idu; 

He  never  carte  to  ramble  or  to  riiani; 
With  Ilia  cliiUlien  on  his  knee,  hu'ii  a!*  Iinp])y  as  can  be. 

For  ttiere'a  no  plucu  like  liuiiie,  sweet  home. 

How  Ills  face  with  joy  is  benming  wlien  the  worldly  toil  is  o'er, 

As  »itli  eaiter  steps  he  hai^leiis  t<>  his  hnmble  coltii)j;e-d<>or; 

Litile  children  run  to  meet  him.  pleiuliiiK  for  a  foiul  carcs», 

There,  amongst  liis  well-beloved  ones,  he  can  find  liue  happiness.— C'Aoru*. 

Ttiere's  a  wife  to  fondly  greet  hint  with  the  lovc-llglit  in  lier  eye; 
There're  the  children  'rniind  their  daddy,  home  to  him  is  Paradise; 
Buhy's  arms  are  'round  him  clin^lnt;,  huhy  lips  to  lils  are  presi>ed; 
All  is  peace  uud  love  and  cuuifori,  iu  his  home  he  fiuda  eweii  lesi. — C  horu$. 


THE    FATE    OF    A    BLACK    CAT. 

By  Gardner  HlDord,  Jr.     ' 

Bend  for  »Yee  Cataloinie  of  8onir  Bootes,  letter  Wrltem,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Teller*,    / 
Triok  Books,  Recitation  Books,   I'enny  Ballads,  Cull  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  ^ 

Books.  Stump  St>eeehe«.  Irish  Sontt  Books,  Cook  Books.  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Welmian,  13U  ic  132  Park  Row,  New  York. 


Out  on  a  lawn  hy  a  vill.nge  street  an  old  cat  sat  one  day. 

And  there  he  sat  till  the  dreary  night,  then  euug  a  mournful  lay. 

The  wnn,  old  moon  rose  quickly  up,  a  gentle  zephyr  blew; 
The  flowers  that  were  on  the  lawu  were  soaking  wet  with  dew. 

I'p  on  the  fence  the  old  cat  got,  and  eaui:  a  doleful  song; 
He  hudu't  been  there  very  long  when  u  bluck  cut  came  along. 

A  conversatinn  followed  then  between  the  two  old  cats, 

While  through  the  darkuess  of  the  night  came  flyiug  boots  and  bau. 

The  black  cat  spit  In  the  other's  face,  up  went  the  other's  back, 
Aud  just  us  they  were  going  to  fl»;hi  there  came  a  rifle  cruck. 

Who  fired  it  I  cannot  eay,  for  he  went  back  to  bed, 

Aud  wheu  the  moruiug  sua  shoue  out,  there  lay  the  black  cat  dead. 


I 


I  Dreamt  that  I  Was  Dreaming. 


CopyilRht,  1801,  by  Frank  Tousey. 


Til*  Words  and  Music  of  this  Songr  will  be  sent  to  any  adilress.  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 
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Revised  by  Arthur  Sinclair.    Composed  by  Ilarry  Dacre. 

I  look  around  the  mn<>ic  stores  and  fiml  a  ihousaiul  songs. 

All  l>ased  upon  ihe  well-known  ilreaniiiiK  themes: 
Tliere's  "Let  Me  Dream  Auain,"  of  conrne,  *'  Dream  Faces  "  and  "  Dreamland," 

And  "  Happy,  Happy,  Hiippy  Be  Tliy  Dreams." 
"U  this  tt  Dream?"  "It  Was  u  Dream,"  likewise  "  I  Dreamt  I  Dwelt," 

"  Dream  On,  Sweet  Uube,"  also  '•  I  Dream  of  'I'hte!  " 
I  thought  tliere  were  not  dreams  enoiikili,  and  so  I've  now  arranged 

To  huve  a  new  dream  song  composed  for  me. 

Ciioni's. 
I  dreamt  that  I  was  dreaming,  a  ilream  within  a  dream 

(\  mixture  whicli  1  liope  \xill  ne'er  come  true); 
Oil,  love,  I  dreamt  that  I  had  lireanu  that  you  had  dreamt  of  me. 

While  you  were  dreaming,  dreaming  tliai— thai  I  had  dreamed  of  you  I 

I've  been  reheareing  this  six  weeks,  I  cot  so  awful  mixed 

(The  most  confiisint;  song  I  ever  liad); 
Tile  frightful  complicatlDus  have  disiiirbed  my  ni^litly  rest, 

To  try  and  solve  lliis  dream  sont;  diives  me  mail. 
My  wife  has  gone  liald-lieaded  tlnoiifh  the  meutui  exercise. 

The  servuui  uirLhus  uone  a  trifle  wioii);; 
Tlie  chllilreii  all  seem  daft,  hecause  iliey  try  to  analyzo 

The  tedious  coufusiou  Of  this  song,— CAoJ'u*. 

Just  fancy  now  to  dream  I  drranit  a  dream  within  n  dream — 

To  dream  that  [  liad  dreamt  thai  8<>me  young  uirl 
Had  dreamt  of  me  wiiile  I  was  liieamiiiL'— no,  that's  wrong — no— yes 

(I  think  my  brain  is  uetiini;  ont  of  curl)— 
Lei's  see?  1  dream  ihat  she  is  dreamint;,  1  liad  dreamt  that  she 

Has  dreamed  that  I— that  Is,  that  she— im — I  — 
Was  dreamini;  slie  liad  dreamt  that  she  was  going  to  dream  of  me — 

No— no  I  If  1  go  further  I  shall  die.— CA&ru«. 


COMINa    THRO^    THE    DYE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Tousey. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  sontr  will  "be  sent  to  any  address,  pos^pftld,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  t)y  C.  Osborne.    8nng  « itli  vrent  jiiiccess  by  Uus  William*. 

If  a  l)ody  dyes  a  "b(Miy  "  when  it  s  old  .and  worn, 

]f  a  hody  tjikes  that  "  body  "  to  a  shop  to  pawn; 

"Gimme  a  V;  it's  new,  you  see!  "  Says  Uncle  "that's  a  lie! 

Wliy,  there's  the  collar,  green  and  yellow,  comin'  thro'  the  dyel " 

Once  a  crony  bonglit  a  nony  at  a  circus  fair. 

Told  his  daughter  that  lie'd  hoiight  a  genuine  Shetland  mnre; 

Trntli  to  tell,  he  cleaned  her  well,  but  noticed  liy-aud-hy, 

The  more  he  brushed,  the  moie  the  dust  kept  comiu'  thro'  the  dye. 

Ten  Havnnnas  for  two  tenners  seem  a  trifle  clunp; 

I  was  thrifty,  so  boii;:lit  flfiy — laid  'em  up  lo  keep; 

Late  one  night  I  struck  u  light,  and  lit  one  just  to  try. 

But  found,  with  grief,  that  cai.l)age  leaf  was  comin'  thro'  the  dy«. 

Sister  Mary  bought  a  canary  from  a  butcher's  hoy, 

Ever  since,  in  our  hack  area,  it  has  been  oiii  jiiy; 

Strange  to  say,  ii  never  whisiies,  echo  answers  wliy? 

We  found  some  old  cock  sparrow's  bristles  comiu'  ihro'  the  dye. 

When  you're  landed,  second -handed,  «iih  a  suit  of  cloilies, 
Ball-rooms  iilghtlv  And  you  liohily  waltzing  on  your  teas; 
But  sometliiug  splits  and  gives  you  fits,  ami.  w  hile  you  sigh  and  cry, 
Yon  feel  the  stitches  of  y(jur  breeches  comin'  iluo'  the  dye. 


Johnny  Duffy  l>ought  some  coffee  at  ten  cents  a  pound. 

"Ere  iliey  fake  It."  says  he,  '•  take  It  liome  and  have  it  ground." 

Iu  the  mill  they  gioiiml  it,  till  his  wife  the  slioiite<l,  "  Hi! 

Aa  sure  as  greens,  here's  donkey's  beans  a-comln'  thro'  the  dyel ' 


MICHAEL    SHEAS    RETURN    TO 
TIPPERARY. 

The  Words  and  MubIc  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  pent  to  any  address,  pOBt-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  otlor  S.  inirs  f'r  0"e  Dollar,  l.y  Henry  J.  Well  man,  130  &isa 

Park  Kuw,  New  Vurk.    Pusiuge  stumps  taken  same  us  cosh  fur  ail  our  goods. 


My  name  Is  Michael  Shea,  I'm  going  to  cross  the  sea, 

I  am  going  back  to  my  dear  own  native  laud;    • 
Where  all  there  is  serene,  and  ilie  grass  is  ever  green,  • 

They'll  be  glad  to  sliake  tiie  si  ranger  by  the  liaud. 
Sure  I'm  leaving  England's  shore,  tliere  to  return  no  more,   . 

For  I'm  going  home  to  marry  my  dear  Mary. 
I'm  as  happy  as  a  king,  for  I've  bouelit  tile  wedding  ring. 

And  I'm  goiug  home  to  luj  native  Tipperaiy. 

Chords. 
For  Tlfiperary  is  my  home,  and  no  more  from  there  I'll  roam, 

But  live  contented  ^vitll  tny  little  Mary; 
I  hhall  l)e  happy  for  life  when  she  becomes  my  wife, 
Aud  we  are  settled  ip  the  town  of  Tipi)eiury. 

When  on  tlie  quay  we  parted,  my  love  was  broken-hearted. 
As  she  saw  tiie  shi|>  ^all  o'er  the  treuch'roiis  main; 

And,  w  ith  my  lust  embrace,  I  SJiw  iier  hide  iier  face- 
But  I  shall  soon  l>e  with  my  colleeu  once  again; 

And  when  1  gel  on  sliore,  fuiili,  I'tl  never  leave  her  more,     . 
But  be  constant,  llrm  and  true  to  loving  Mary; 

And  when  I  reach  the  land  I'l:  be  sliakeii  by  the  liand 
Of  the  colleens  aud  llie  bo)s  of  Tipperaiy.—  C/ioiut, 

I  long  to  rcacli  my  home,  and  see  my  dearest  own. 

For  Its  years  since  I  left  my  charming  j,iil; 
Wheu  1  reach  the  emerald  isle  she  \^  ill  meet  me  with  a  smile, 

For  I  dearly  love  this  little  Irisli  i>earl. 
On  her  my  liuppiuess  depends,  so  t:ood-bye,  my  English  fiiends. 

And  may  pro8|)erity  attend  my  little  Mary. 
So  now  1  must  a»ay  to  ^ptIld  my  weihling  day 

With  the  colleens  aud  iiiu  boys  of  'I'ipperury.'- t'A<M"M*. 


> 


i 


Actions  Speak  Louder  than  Words. 

Copyright,  18>1,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  flils  Rone:  w  ill  bo  sont  to  nnv  nchlress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  by  George  Hon.cactle.    .Music  by  Felix  McOlennon. 

Just  upon  the  stroke  of  midnight  sec  a  man  walk  down  Ihe  street; 
He  for  work  all  day  has  iiunteii,  is  lieurt-brokeii,  sore  of  feet; 
He  looks  for  a  lowly  loilgiug,  when  there  comes  a  piteous  cry 
From  a  woiuuu,  "  I  am  starving;  help  me,  sir,  or  I  shall  diet  '* 

Chouus. 

He  thinks  of  that  coin,  his  lodging 'twill  pay,  •  •     • 

'J'iien  looks  on  thai  face  and  its  iresses  ho  gray. 
Then  in  charity  gives  his  la^l  j)enny  away — 
Actious  ^peuk  louder  than  words. 

From  the  club  nf  early  morning  some  one's  husband  just  come  home; 
He's  been  gone  six  iiours  and  over,  went  out  for  ten  mnmies'  roam; 
Then  he's  ijieeted  by  liis  spoiisey,  "  VVheie  have  y<ni  been  all  the  niijhtf " 
Cuu'l  you  8|)ettk,  you  helpless  idiot?  tell  uie,  are  ^ou  speechless  tight? " 

Chorus. 

He  gives  a  sly  wink,  then  he  throws  down  his  hat. 
Tries  to  pull  off  his  1>oots,  tlicn  he  tumbles  ilovvn  flat, 
Then  Ilia  watch  on  the  floor  goes  to  sleep  on  the  cat- 
Actions  speak  louder  than  words. 

In  a  nont  but  humble  dwelling  gits  an  old  man  all  forlorn. 

Thinking  of  his  only  daughter,  hy  u  villain  from  him  torn; 

At  the  open  door  a  tigiiie  stands  leis'iitant  for  tier  sins. 

Humbly  pleading,  "  Father,  father,  I've  uu  home;  may  I  Come  Inf  " 

CuoRca.  .^ 

All  trembling  and  pale  from  his  chair  see  him  start, 
WItii  one  frantic  gesture  he  bids  her  depart, 
Kext  moment  she's  clasped  to  his  kind,  huuest  heart — 
Actions  Sjieak  louder  than  words. 


':Zimmm^^m^smmm*M^. 
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MOTHER'S    WEDDING-    RING-. 


Copyright.  1SS5,  by  Alberto  Himan. 


Th«  Word*  and  Maido  of  tlils  Sonir  will  be  cent  to  any  ad'Irera,  po8^pnid,  on  receipt  of  i/i 

cut.;  or  this  mill  aiiy  two  other  Sjnk'S  forOim  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wt-hman,  ISO  &  IS) 

Park  Ruw,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  takeu  same  us  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


I  was  silting  in  tlie  twillglit,  yes,  iimny  years  ngo. 

When  my  mother  ciimi!  and  Imelt  down  l>y  my  side, 
Site  hnii  come  tu  say  KO<Kl-bye,  and  a  lenr  bedim'd  lier  eye, 

For  her  snilor  boy  be  was  her  joy  and  |>rule. 
Must  you  go  BO  f.iruway,  now  I'm  (^enini;  old  and  gray? 

Perhiips  on  eiirtli  we'll  ne'er  meet  any  more. 
Take  ibis  rinu  wiih  you  lo  sen,  yonr  fuiber  gave  It  me,   . 

And  wear  it  till  ilie  dreum  of  life  is  o'er, 

CHonus. 
'Tis  a  token  tliat  I  treat^nre  wlili  fenderest  of  care, 

As  the  biiby  to  iis  mother's  neck  doth  cling; 
I  love  it  Willi  all  my  heart,  from  It  I  ne'er  shull  parr, 

For  it  is  my  dear  old  moiUer's  wedding-riug. 

If  I  could  but  see  her  face  as  I  have  in  days  gone  by, 

Wben  site  used  to  clii»|)  me  ligluly  to  her  breast,  ' 
For  I  "US  tier  pride  iind  joy,  nh,  yes  lier  only  hoy. 

And  fhe  luvished  on  me  love  thai  knew  no  rest. 
My  motlier,  old  and  gray,  from  this  eurih  has  passed  away, 

Bill  to  this  lolieu  1  will  fondly  cling, 
I  will  clierish  it  for  yenrtf,  bedew  it  witii  my  tears. 

For  it  is  my  dear  old  molher's  wedding-ring. — Chorus. 


'Twas  but  a  Little  Band  of  Gold. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Frank  Harding. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr  will  l>e  sent  to  any  addreRS,  pol<^paiJ,  on  receipt  of  40 

oentSi  or  this  and  any  two  oth.-r  Soukb  tor  One  Doflar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130<K1SS 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Sta.nps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Woitls  by  J.  Joseph  Giiocwin.    Music  by  Will  H.  Fox. 


A  mother  knelt  beside  n  cradle  prayinj;  for  her  babp,  'twas  ill; 
Oh,  Qodl  she  cried,  iier  voice  grew  feeble.  Save  my  child  if  'tis  Thy  wllll 
Baby's  face  is  pinched  with  huiiger,Jie  lies  tliere  like  one  who's  dead, 
Growing  weait  instead  of  stronner— my  we<iding-ring  I'll  pawn,  she  said; 
Feebly,  timidly  she  entered,  on  iier  face  ii  look  of  care, 

For  iier  wand'riug  thoughts  were  centred  on  thecause  whicli  brought  her  there. 

Chorus. 
'Twns  but  a  little  band  of  gold,  beni  and  worn,  no  tliin  and  old, 

Mem'ries  of  the  past  unfold,  sweet  recollections  l>rin;;; 
For  now  she  could  recall  the  hour  when  i)eiieaili  a  floral  bower 
She  was  bound  iu  love's  owu  power  by  this  wedding-ring. 

How  mnch?  Well,  'tis  worn  and  denied!  True,  It  was  by  baby's  tooth! 
Now  she  flinched  and  e'en  repented,  poor,  pule  mother,  old  in  youth; 
Come,  no  time  have  I  to  trifle.     What,  one  doilur?  'lis  too  iigliCI 
Tears  and  sobs  site  tries  to  siifle,  baby  must  have  food  to-nigiit! 
Now  tiie  broker  gazed  and  grumbled  at  his  bargain,  worn  and  thin. 
While  the  mother,  sad  and  humbled,  felt  as  if  she  was  iu  Bin.— Chorut. 

In  this  wretched  world  of  ours  fondest  mothers  ore  most  tried, 

'Long  life's  patiiway  brigbt-hued  flowers  wither  'neath  the  weed  of  pride; 

Angels  work  up  storms  of  sadness,  l>ul  all  clouds  are  silver-lined; 

First  conies  sorrow,  tiien  comes  gladness— pain  and  joy  are  intertwined; 

And  this  mother's  fond  affection  won  her  friends,  wlio  now  do  bring 

Joy  and  gluduess  and  protection,  they  redeemed  iter  wedding-ring.— C^AortM. 


There's  None  Can  Forgive  Like  Mother. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  BYank  Tousey.    . 

The  Words  and  MufIo  of  thiii  Ront;  will  be  twnt  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  tblBttridaiiy  twootlf  r  S.inirs  t'*f  Oi.e  Dciflai.  by  Henry  J.  Webinan,  130iklSi 

PWk  Bow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  OUT  SOOdl. 

Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  P.  Skelly. 

The  tears  of  a  mother  were  falling, 

A  ieller  liad  come  to  her  door; 
,  She  read  it  witli  fondest  alleciion, 

Fornivencss  each  word  did  implore;  ■ 

It  told  of  tlie  child  tliat  liad  fallen 

In  patliways  of  sorrow  nnd  sin, 
Wiio  siuiied  for  her  love  every  other's  above. 

And  begged  for  a  siielter  within. 

Ciionus. 
Ahl  who  con  forgive  like  a  mother? 

Her  heart  ne'er  on  earth  will  forsake; 
Whute'er  we  may  do,  one  love  is  still  true — 

There's  none  can  forgive  like  a  mother. 

She  thought  of  the  child  of  her  bosom, 

Tiie  warning  pbe  lovingly  gave;  _ 

Her  heart  was  nigli  broken  with  corrow. 

And  yet 'twas  lier  impulse  to  save; 
Tiie  father  had  spumed  from  his  dwelling 

The  one  wlio  had  tarnished  his  name, 
•       Tet  that  fond  niotber's  iieart  Willi  love  ne'er  could  part, 

And  whispered  no  hard  words  of  blame.— CAoru«.  -   ■" 

How  ninny  are  lured  to  temptation, 
Forgelling  a  fund  parent's  love, 
'■■    .  .|   That  ever  is  ready  and  willing 

*       To  siiield  like  tlie  angels  above;  > 

Iu  many  H  lone,  dreary  cottage 
A  mother  now  waits  in  her  pain 
■■    To  welcome  ihe  cliild  who  is  wayward  and  wild 
With  wide-open  arms  once  agaiu.— CAorw*. 


Parody    on: 

IN    THE     GLOAMING. 

Written  by  Chas.  S.  Reld,  uf  the  Walhalla  Comedy  Company. 


Bend  for  Free  Catalofrae  of  Sonp  Books.  I>ett<'r  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Teltora, 

Tricic  Booltfl.  HecltAtioii  Books.   Penny  Biillnds.  Cull  BiiikR.  Joke  Boolcs,  Sketch 

Book",  Stump  Speeches,  IrlBh  b.  .rtif  Bookw,  Ci«>k  B^ioks,  Books  of  Ainuse- 

ment,  etc..  to  Henry  J.  Wobinan,  ISO  <fc  138  Purk  Kow.  New  York. 

In  the  gloaming,  oh,  my  darling,  wlien  the  'ekeeters  sing  so  low: 
And  upon  your  fair  neck  clinging,  nuikhm  lis  wliite  surface  rIow- 
When  the  liireeze  comes  from  the  alley,  laden  with  a  rank  perfume. 
Will  you  thiuk  of  lue,  dear  loved  one,  as  your  future  loved  bridegroom? 

In  the  gloaming,  oh,  my  darling,  keep  vonr  temper  cool,  my  dear; 
Let  the  'skeeters  keep  on  butnmlng  tiieir  briglit  song  so  sweet  and  clear 
I'll  not  come  till  better  weather— this  I  do  think  is  best,  my  dear; 
For  I  fear  your  gentle  temper  wlien  the  'skcjeters,  sweet,  are  near. 


GRACE    DARLING. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cent.;  or  tbisaiidany  twootltt^r  SontrsforOiie  Dollar.by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  US 

Park  Bow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  takeu  wuiie  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Hnsie  by  Felix  McGlennon. 


'Twas  on  an^cean  lighthouse  there  dwelt  an  English  maid. 
Pure  as  tlie  air  around  lier,  of  danger  ne'er  afraid; 
One  morning  jiisl  at  daybreak  a  siorm-loss'd  wreck  she  spied. 
And  though  to  try  seemed  maduess,  "  I'll  save  the  crew.'^she  cried. 

Chorcs. 

And  she  puUed  away  o'er  the  rolling  eca,  over  the  waters  blue; 
Help!  help!  she  could  hear  the  cry  of  the  shipwrecked  crew; 
But  Grace  liad  an  English  heart,  and  the  raging  storm  she  l)ravod; 
She  pulled  away,  'mid  the  dusiiiug  spray,  and  the  crew  she  saved. 

They  to  the  rock  were  clinging,  a  crew  of  nine  all  told. 
Between  tliem  and  the  liglitiiouse  the  sea  like  mountains  rolled; 
Said  Grace,  "Come,  help  me,  father;  we'll  laiincii  the  boat,"  said  she. 
Iier  fatiier  cried,  *'  Tis  maduess  to  face  that  raging  sea!  "—C/iorut. 

One  murmtir'd  prayer,  "  Heaven  guard  us! "  and  then  thoy  were  afloat. 

Between  them  and  destruction  tlie  planks  of  tliat  frail  boat: 

Then  spoke  the  maiden's  father,  "  Keturu  or  dootneil  are  wel '' 

But  up  spoke  brave  Grace  Darliug,  "Alone  I'll  iirave  the  sea"  "—Chorm. 

Tiiey  bravely  rode  the  billows  and  reached  the  rock  at  length; 
They  saved  the  storm-tossed  suilorK,  in  lieaveii  alone  tlieir  strength; 
Go  tell  tlie  wide  world  ever  wliat  British  pluciv  can  do. 
And  slug  of  brave  Grace  Darling,  wiio  uubly  saved  the  crew.— (7 Aoru«. 


ANNABELLE    LEE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  Tousey. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  W 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Sonifa  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  190  Sc  US 

Park  Bow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

:        Poem  by  Etlgar  Allen  Poe.    Music  liy  H.  Leslie. 


It  was  many  and  many  a  year  ago. 

In  a  kingilom  by  the  sea, 
'    '    That  a  maiden  there  lived,  whom  you  may  know 

By  tlie  name  of  Aniiabeile  Lee; 
And  tlie  maiden  she  lived  witli  no  other  thought 

Than  to  love  and  be  loved  by  me. 

I  was  a  child  and  she  was  a  child. 

In  llii8  kingdom  liy  the  eea, 
But  we  loved  witti  a  love  thai  was  more  than  love, 

I  and  my  Annabelle  Lee; 
With  a  love  thai  the  winged  seraphs  of  heaven 

Coveted  her  and  me. 

And  this  was  the  reason  that  long  ago. 

In  tills  kingdom  by  tlie  sea, 
A  wind  blew  out  of  a  cloud. 

Chilling  my  beatitifiil  Annabelle  Lee, 
So  tiiai  her  higli-born  kinvmcu  came. 

And  bore  her  away  from  me. 
To  shut  her  up  in  a  eepulclire, 

In  this  kingdom  iiy  the  sea. 

My  beautiful  Annaliellc  Lee,  '        .    •      • 

My  beautiful  Aunabelie  Lee. 

But  the  moon  never  beams  without  bringing  me  dreams 

Of  the  beautiful  Annabelle  Lee: 
And  the  slars  never  rise,  but  I  feel  tlie  briglit  eyes 

Of  tlie  lieaiitlful  Annal>elle  Lee; 
And  so  all  the  nit^bt-tide  I  lie  down  by  the  side 
Of  niy  darliug,  my  darling,  my  life  and  my  bride. 

In  her  sepiilclire  iliere  by  the  seu, 

In  her  loiiib  by  the  sounding  sea. 

My  beanliful  Annabelle  Lee,  luy  beautiful  Annabelle  Lee. 


*  s  » 


— "Marriages  are  made  in  Leaven,"  quoth  Miss  Antique. 
"  Then  there  is  some  chance  for  you  yet,"  was  the  cruel  response 
of  her  younger  sister. 
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Parody    on : 

The  Flowers  that  Bloom  in  the  Spring. 

Writtfii  by  Cbas.  8.  Reid,  of  the  Wnllialla  Comedy  Corapaiiy. 

_  for  Free  Oataloirao  of  Sonir  Books,  Lptt<T  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TulleiSi 
Ttlek  Book*.  Kecltatloii  Books,   I'eniiy  liallads,  Ciill  B-xpks,  Jxke  Books,  Sketch 
BookH,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  S<>nir  Bookw,  C'><>k  P^nks,  Booknof  Ainuae- 
ment,  etc.,  to  Ucury  J.  Weliiuau,  13U  &  133  Purk  Run, Nt<w  York. 

The  flour  that  blooms  on  tliu  face,  tru  la. 
Is  colori'd  will)  cosiiK-tic  puint. 
'  > .  Now,  dure  the  joiinp  duni^tis  to  embrace,  tia  la. 

On  their  clieeks  a  kii>e>let  (o  place,  iru  lu. 

Anil  lliey  will  endeavor  lo  fiiint. 
Oil,  what  do  they  mean  wh'-never  iliey  place 
A  pouud  of  white  flour  uuU  puiui  ou  the  fucef 

The  flour  that's  spread  on  the  face,  tra  la, 
/  Has  denied  tlieni  muny  a  kiM. 

No  lips  to  their  cheeks  can  be  placed,  tra  la« 
Lest  thev  might  eiidiinKer  the  pasii-,  tra  la, 
'^;  Oh,  why  do  the  ladles  do  litis? 

Oh,  what  do  they  mean  w  henever  tliey  place 
A  poaud  of  white  flour  aud  puiut  OU  the  fuccf 


LET    HER    GO. 


HER    PAPA    WAS    THERE. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationer.'  llaJl,  London. 


All  rigliU  re.>erved. 


(  The  Words  and  Mastc  of  this  Sonir  will  be  nent  to  any  addre.w,  pont-pnld,  on  receipt  of  ( 
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By  Felix  McGlennon.    An-anged  by  Monroe  n.  Roseufeld. 


I  went  10  fee  my  Ix-st  >;lrl, . 

One  lovdy  eveiiinL',  one  lovely  evening, 
Uy  iiead  was  in  a  wliirl, 

As  I  appnaclied  lur  front  door, 
At  tile  win<low  fhe  wa;*  i<iilini;  Ihrre, 
And  She  looked  so  good,  (•(>  pnre  nnd  fair, 

And  sne  smiled  on  ine,  1  bnucd,  tliul's  all. 
But  I  luiui  admit  that  1  did  nut  cuii. 

Cuonus. 
For  her  pnpa  was  there,  her  papa  was  there; 
1  snw  Ills  III)  wliiskeis  iind  l>a>d  iiend  of  hair; 
He's  a  foot  tiiiii  can  kick  and  a  lonuue  that  can  twaar. 
So  1  didn't  call,  for  her  papa  was  there. 

Iler  diid  is  awfully  pood, 
Never  trees  jiiddy,  never  coes  giddy; 

Won't  look  ai  anyildii!,'  rude — 

Well,  that's  \t  liat  his  rainily  thinks. 

But  a  iiiddy  chow  1  went  to  cee, 

Wlifit:  the  l.'idie^'  ckirts  just  leacbed  the  knee, 

Otherc  danced  m  ligiiis,  some  oik-  siiid  ''  Bravo"; 

Who  was  it?  why,  nghi  in  the  vwry  front  row. 

Chouus. 
Her  papa  w-ns  there,  her  papa  was  there; 
1  8"0re  I  would  ul\e  Idm  a"ay,  1  dtciure. 
But  lie  promised  lieM  yi,\\c  inu  li is  daughter  80  ran. 
So  I  didu't  tell  tiiut  her  papa  was  tUeiu. 

Iler  iliid  hatps  youni;  men  who  spree, 

Sit)s  tiiiit  In;  mvi-i  i;ikt.B  a  dnnk  ever 
That  I-  stron-jiM-  than  ten — 
Tem)>erain  e  lender  is  he: 
Now  1  went  one  day  upon  a  Inrlr, 
And  I  mmle  liiin<.'i*  liowl  loiijf  afii-r  dark. 
And  I  sin<;i:eied  by.  iiipix-d  up  and  fell, 
A  |>olicemuu  Shoved  me  into  u  ceil — 

Cuonus. 

And  licr  pnpa  was  tliere.  liei  pupa  was  there; 
And  pan  ot  the  floor  with  his  nuhs  I  did  share; 
It  w'ai*  ten  doliiirs  tlin-.  and  buih  fines  he  did  sqtiore; 
Ohl  wosu't  i  glad  that  iier  pupa  was  there. 

I  went  once  to  the  rncp-track. 

To  see  the  raceic  uo  lliroiiijh  llieir  pacca, 
Willi  ••tiiiiis"  lioth  white  and  biaclJ, 

Winners  I  inver  cmild  liick, 
So  I  Ix-i  upon  asinnnlni:  mne, 
For  fill- CKiildn'i  Ins.,  alt  did  declare. 
But  -he  Clime  in  last,  as  1  Ini  ncil  ami  saw 
A  face  I  Weil  knew  and  oh,  dear!  oh,  lutv — 

Ciionus. 
Her  pnpa  was  tliere,  her  papa  was  there; 
He  liail  on  his  f.ice  such  n  lonlv  of  defp.iir: 
He  was  cieiim-d  out  and  "  busted  "  I  luard  him  declare, 
8o  I  waau'i  alone,  for  her  papa  was  there. 

I  went  to  sec  my  best  Rlrl 

One  lovely  ninrniiiL',  one  lovely  inomiug, 
Off  to  church  we  did  whirl; 

Quickly  we  two  wer<!  ni;ide  one: 
Oil,  tlie  wi'ddiiis;  breakfast  was  sublime, 
And  "6  had  a  L'ood  old,  L'ay  oM  time. 
And  we  drank  and  toasted  "  Inck  and  wealth," 
Then  soiue  one  |;ot  up  and  proposed  our  health— 

Chorl'8. 
And  her  papa  wng  there,  her  p.ip.i  was  there; 
He  said  uood,  yonut;  feliows  like  me  wi-r--  so  rare; 
Hn  made  iliem'then  think  me  a  saint,  I  doclure; 
Oh!  wasn't  1  glud  that  her  papa  was  there. 


Send  for  Free  Cataloirne  of  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortnno  Tellers 

Trick  Books,  Kecltntion  Books,   Penny  Bullads,  Cull  Books,  J.>ke  Books,  Sketch 

Books.  Stmnp  Speeohes,  Irish  S.inn  Bookn,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuso- 

ment.  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wohnian,  130  &  132  Purk  Ko.\.  Kew  York. 

Somotimes  tliere  is  a  change  In  the  weather,  someiimes  there  Is  a  chanpe  on  sea, 
SomciiuU'S  there's  a  chanoe  iu  my  true  love,  but  there  is  never  a  change  in  me. 

Chorus. 
Let  her  go,  let  her  go,  God  bless  her,  t^lic  is  mine  w  herever  she  may  be; 
She  may  travel  this  w  iid  world  ail  over,  but  she  w  ill  llud  uo  change  iu  me. 

I  would  give  my  watch  and  chain,  love,  I  would  give  my  diamond  ring, 
I  would  give  tlie  heart  that  is  iu  luc  to  ^ain  back  my  love  again. 

Cbouub. 

Wc  mnst  learn  to  take  love  easy,  like  tho  birds  that  are  in  the  treet, 
Wheu  they  fly  home  to  their  neets,  love,  but  there  is  uo  nest  for  me. 


Kv;-.  ■.; 


Does  Your  Heart  Beat  True  to  Me? 

Copyright,  18S1,  by  .S|iear  &,  Dehnhotf. 

Tlie  Words  and  Unsic  of  tilts  Soiiir  will  l>e  nent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cenlM:  or  this  and  anv  t»o  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollai,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnian.  13U<ftl3( 

iWk  Row,  New  Vurk.    I'ustaKe  Stamps  token  same  as  casli  tor  all  our  ^uods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Thomas  Moznell. 


Docs  j'onr  heart  J>eat  true  to  me,  my  love?  I  asked,  when  Inst  we  met;  , 

ilir  bosom  heaved  a  heavy  »\)i\\,  mclliinks  1  see  her  yet.  I 

I{fU)eml)er,  dt-ar,  w  heii  I'm  not  here,  your  fancy  then  it  will  be  free, 
i^o  I  uek  tnee,  love,  by  the  stars  above,  does  your  heart  beat  true  to  me? 

Chorus.  i 

And  the  sllont  night  when  the  moon  ahiueg  bright. 

And  I  am  far  acioss  ihe  sea, 
I  will  ask  thee,  love,  by  the  stars  above. 

Does  your  heart  beat  true  to  me? 

Does  yonr  heart  b.at  true  to  me,  my  love?  for  now  we're  going  to  part; 

For  while  the  ocean  wide  I  Miiiu,  I'll  liold  a  lovim;  lieart. 

And  when  alone  on  the  good  ship's  deck,  and  I  he  stars  shine  bright  above  the  sea, 

I  vaIH  ask  thee,  love,  ny  tlie  stars  above,  does  your  lieuit  beat  iiuo  to  me?— C'Ao. 

Does  your  hetirl  lieat  true  to  me,  my  love?   goon  we'll  be  arrowing  old; 

lint  wlillst  there's  life  in  me,  iny  dear,  and  ages  are  foretold, 

Wheu  hair  is  wiiiie  ami  eyes  less  liriolii  and  tilings  all  '/oiind  arc  clianged  we  gee, 

I  hope,  luy  love,  by  the  stare  above,  that  your  heart  beuis  true  to  lu^i.  —  Cliarut. 


f 

\ 


^  •» 


THE    DYING-    RANGER. 


By  a  Texas  Dnnirer. 


Bend  for  Fi-ee  Cataloi^e  of  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Teller^ 

Trick  Books,  Uecltation  Books.   Penny  Ballads.  Cnll  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

BookH.  Stump  Speeches.  Ii1.«li  S..nif  Books,  Cook  B'oks,  Books  of  Aniuse- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehnmn,  130  &  ISti  Purk  Row,  New  York. 


Tiio  sun  was  settine  iu  the  West,  and  fliled  wi;li  n  lingeriiii;  ray, 
'riiioiigli  the  blanches  of  the  forest,  where  a  dyiii<;  langer  lay. 
Beneath  the  nalmeito.  beneath  the  suliry  Soiitlierii  sky. 
Far  away  in  loved  old  Texas  we  laid  him  down  to  die. 

A  group  had  gnihered  'round  him — Ids  comrades  in  the  fight ; 
And  tears  lolled  down  cmcIi  manly  cheek  as  he  bid  his  last  good-night. 
One  friend  and  loved  companioii  was  kneeling  by  his  side. 
Striving  to  qiieuch  ilic  life  blood  flow,  but,  uhis,  in  vain  he  tried. 

Up  spoke  the  dving  ranger— Weep  no  more  for  me; 
]  am  crossini;  the  dark  river,   yet  all  beyond  is  free. 
Now  gather  'round  me,  coninicles,  and  fisien  lo  what  I  say, 
1  will  tell  joii  a  story,  as  my  spirit  husieus  away. 

Far  away  in  loved  old  Texng,  that  pood  old  lone  star  State, 
There  ig  one  \»  ho  for  niv  coining  Willi  a  weary  iieart  will  wait; 
A  fair,  yonii;,'  tlrl,  my  sister,  my  only  hope  and  priile, 
My  only  care  from  boyhood,  for  I  had  none  elge  beside. 

My  mother,  ghe  lies  sleeping  beneath  the  church-yard  sod; 
Mtiiiv  a  yeiir  has  passed  since  her  spirit  went  to  tiod. 
My  father,  he  lies  gieepiiit;  beneath  tlie  dark,  bmc  sea; 
Brothers  1  have  none,  there  arc  only  Nell  and  me. 

Wlien  our  country  was  invaded,  and  called  for  volunteerg. 

She  threw  her  arms  around  me,  und  bursting  into  leiiis; 

Siiyin--',  G<>,  my  <larllng  brother,  drive  those  traitors  froni  onr  shore. 

My  lieari  may  need  thy  pieseucc,  but  thy  couiuiy  needs  it  more. 

It's  true  I  love  my  country,  to  It  T  gave  my  nil ; 
If  it  liiid  not  betii  for  my  n-ler.  I  would  be  content  to  fall. 
I  am  d^  ing,  comrades,  d>  ii>g;  sh>!  will  never  sec  me  more; 
She  win  vainly  wait  uiy  coming  in  her  little  cabin  door. 

Now  gather  nofircr,  comrades,  listen  to  my  dying  praver. 
Who  will  be  to  her  a  liroiher,  ^inird  her  \tiili  a  faiher's  care? 
Up  spoke  a  grott|(  of  r.ingerg— in  one  voleo  seemed  111  s:iy:  . 

She  shall  l>e  to  us  a  sister — we  will  protect  her  one  and  all. 

One  Rlarl  emile  of  pleasure  o'er  the  ranrer's  face  was  spread, 
One  quick,  convulsive  shudder,  niid  liie  r<iUL'er  boy  was  dead. 
On  the  liiinks  of  the  Brnzog  uu  Ndd  liiiii  down  to  rest. 
With  u  kuupsuck  for  his  pillow,  and  a  guu  across  hia  breaat. 


t 


f 


I       — When  is  a  boat  like  a  licap  of  suow?  When  it  is  adrift. 


,    i,4ii»«^feaS* 
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Daddy  Wouldn't  Buy  Me  a  Bow- Wow. 


CopTright,  IS92,  by  Francis,  Day  Sc  Hunter. 

AH  I'igrlits  I'escrved. 


ours?  " 


The  Words  and  Hutlo  of  tills  Sonff  will  be  sent,  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  i-eeeipt  of  10 

cents;  or  (Ills  and  any  tuo  other  Suntis  fur  One  Dollar,  l>y  Henry  J. 'Wchiniin,130&  I3a 

ytilii  l(0\v,  }<e\v  Yui'k.    ruatUiiO  kitunips  (.uken  saiue  as  cslhIi  for  all  uur  guods. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Joseph  Tabi-ar. 

I  love  my  little  cot,  I  do,  with  soft  blacU,  silky  linir; 
It  coiiKii  oicli  d.'iy  with  niu  to  vchooj,  and  BUb  upon  the  clmir; 
When  leiiclur  fiy^  "  ^Vliy  do  yoii  bring  that  liiile  pit  of  your 
I  icll  her  tliat  I  briiijj  u>y  cat  along  with  tue  becaut©— 

Cuonus. 
Daddy  vronldn't  bny  me  a  bow-wow,  bow-wow, 
Dmlily  woiildii't  hiiy  nie  ii  bo«-wow,  bow-wow; 
I've  t;<>t  a  liiiic  cat,  and  I'm  very  fond  of  that, 
But  I'd  rather  huvo  a  bow-wow,  wow,  wow,  wow,  wow. 

We  nsed  to  have  two  liny  doss,  pnch  pretty  little  deur?, 
lint  daddy  Bold  Vni  'cos'  tliey  iifed  to  bile  each  otlieru  ears; 
.1  cried  nil  day;  at  eiglit  i-acli  iii<:ht  Papa  eeui  me  to  bed; 
Wheu  Ma  came  home  and  wiped  uiy  eyes,  I  cried  ui;alu  and  said:— CAoru*. 


I'll  be  CO  glad  when  I  pet  old,  to  do  jnst  as  I  "  likes  "; 
I'll  keep  a  parrot  and,  at  leat*t,  a  half  a  dozen  lyUes; 
And  when  I've  yot  n  tiny  pet,  I'll  kit^u  the  Utile  thine; 
Thi.n  put  It  lu  ii3  little  cot,  and  uuto  it  I'll  eing:— CAoru*. 


;./ 


MAHONEY'S    FOURTH    OF    JULY. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Will  Rossiter. 

The  Words  and  Sluslo  of  this  Ronir  will  be  sent  to  any  addresf;,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

ceuts;  or  tills  and  any  two  otht-r  Siinira  f<r  One  Dollar,  liy  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  I3U&1S2 

Piak  Kow,  Kew  York.    PuEtoge  Stamps  taken  eaiiie  as  cash  fur  all  uur  gouds. 


Words  and  Mufic  by  J.  W.  Kelly.    Wdtten  expressly  for  James  II.  Cullen. 

Wiien  Jerry  Miiliotiey  was  tweiiiy-oiic  be  coiinlpd  on  having  a  spree; 

He  8<-iit  bis  friends  a  fancy  card,  to  let  thein  all  know  he  \\m  free; 

lie  wanted  aiiuiseinent  of  every  kind,  and  cheer  for  the  hungry  and  dry, 

.■\nd  uave  his  freedom  pariy  oa  the  glorious  fourth  of  July. 

The  Cards  of  invitation,  sine,  were  at  a  preiniuin  too; 

And  dieapi>oiiUed  |M'<>ple  I'm  certain  were  more  lliiin  a  few; 

The  lawn  W1I8  used  for  d;uicini.',  the  di'coiations  grand,  -     • 

And  Ca'-ey  furnished  inii.-ic;  f<>r  he  had  the  loinleBt  bund: 

Xheu  a  loaet  for  the  Uotit,  May  he  live  tu  the  day  tliat  he  dies. 

Cnonus. 
And  the  sim  was  shining  fearfully,  and  we  stood  llie  boat  most  cheerfully. 
And  at  iiijiUt  wo  parted  tearfully "ul  Mahouej  's  fourin  of  July. 

The  old  and  the  young  were  enjoying  themBelve*.  for  every  one  had  their  own 

Till  Jerry  took  a  gmg'  r  ale,  which  ^eeme<l  to  have  led  him  astray;  ["ay, 

IJe  wanted  to  ^illg  nf  liie  tiayti  gone  liy,  and  the  beaniirnl  days  to  come. 

When  Toniiny  I).«olaii  ^lll>uied  oin,  "  Your  hintriiig  is  ou  the  bum." 

Ju«t  then  by  acciileiii  homeljody  ihieiv  a  match  away; 

Ii  fell  among  some  flieuorks  they  had  for  to  finish  the  day, 

Tiie  fireworks  exi'l<>ded,  the  cioud  was*  on  the  run, 

And  not  a  bonl  would  titay  behind  in  llie  grove  t<>  see  Ibc  fun; 

Tlieu  u  roast  for  the  host,  shuie  ibey  warned  to  knock  out  his  eye.— Chorus. 


The  Old  Tin  Dipper  on  the  Nail. 


Copyright,  IS91,  i)y  Frank  Tousey. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Too  Words  and  JInsle  of  thip  Sonar  will  t>e  sent  to  nnv  artdrcBs,  podt-pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

CenUi  <ir  tills  unil  any  twooth-  i  S  niirs  fTOii,'  Uol'lai,  l>y  Henry  J.  Welinion,  130*132 

Park  lluw,  Mew  Voik.    f  oetoge  iitamps  token  same  as  eash  fur  all  uur  goods. 


By  F.  Belasco  and  Homer  Howard. 


There's  nn  old-fashioned  dipper  that  hangs  on  a  nail, 
lu  an  old-fiighioned  farm-house,  and  near  it  a  pail, 
Anci  an  ohi-fasiiioned  woman  in  an  old-fashioned  gown. 
Who  would  "fien  at  eve  take  ibat  old  dipper  down. 
In  her  old-rashioiied  chair  she  would  silently  rock, 
Keeping  time  lo  the  tick  of  the  oid-fafibioneil  clock, 
Then  she'd  call  lo  us  all  In  her  old-rat<hioned  "ay. 
And  these  were  the  old-fashioned  words  elie  would  say: 

Chorus.  -  ,    .      ., 

"  Was'e  not— want  not— never  be  in  need. 
Drink  from  the  bucket— It  was  your  father's  creed — 
"J'is  a  maxim  I  reineniber,  in  life  'iwill  never  fail. 
Be  couienied  with  the  dipt>er  on  the  uuill  " 

Then  she  told  of  her  laddie  that  left  her  one  morn, 
II-iw  the  city's  temptaiioiis  bad  made  bim  foilorii, 
IIovv  he  cank  sicp  by  step  through  the  irlasti  that  drstroye, 
And  had  roiiited  her  old  heart  of  it«  comroiis  and  joys; 
How  she'd  lon<:ed  for  her  darling  lo  be  by  her  (-ide. 
And  at  last  bow  he  sank  on  the  (lo<>r-8te|>  anil  died. 
Then  elli!  wepi  o'er  liis  fate  in  her  oid-rashioned  way, 
And  this  golden  maxim  again  £tie  would  say: — Chorus. 


"•-•- 


— In  poultry  circles  the  old  hen  generally  proves  ber  good  stand- 
ing by  ber  setliug. 


A    LETTER. 

Copyright,  UK,  by  Willis  Woodwaid  <Sc  Cu.    Entered  at  Stationers'  nail,  London. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son»f  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  iwst-pald,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  nr  tills  and  any  two  otlier  Suiii-8  for  One  Dollar,  hy  Huury  J.  Wehtnan,  130  &  US 

Park  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sauie  as  oaah  for  all  our  gooda. 


Words  by  Mai  Fai.    Husic  by  Adam  OeibeL 


I  Bent  ft  letter  home  to  thee,  bi-twcen  its  lines  thou'lt  rend  a  tale; 
A  loving  message  from  the  sea,  by  carrier-dove  and  spreading  sail. 

Cuonus. 

Speed,  sweet  dove,  O  speed  across  Hio  "aters  blue,  bearer  of  my  love,  eo  true. 
Speed,  sweet  dove,  O  speed  across  the  waters  blue,  bearer  of  my  love,  so  true 

Then  perched  aloft  on  flowing  sail,  should  storm  presage  thy  shtp  to  stay. 
As  messenger  of  precious  mail — tpreuU  out  thy  wings  uud  fly  away. — Cluoru*. 

Her  lowly  cottage  seek  by  day,  and  serenade  her  dreams  by  night; 
ller  exiled  lover  far  away  faiu  would  reiuin  lu  loving  plight.— C'A<)ru<. 


A    VOICE    ON    THE    WAVE. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Willis  Woodward  <t  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tlilsRonpr  ■vrlil  Iks  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on  r«oelpt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  S.>nir»f"rO"P  Dollar,  hy  Henry  J.  Welnnon,  130  &  US 

Park  Row,  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamps  token  same  as  caab  for  all  oar  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Chos.  P.  Edison.  ■-'• 

I  heard  a  voice  on  the  wave,  as  we  swiftly  sailed  along; 

'Twas  a  darksome  night,  no  land  in  sight,  no  sound  but  the  waves'  wild  song; 

Our  fbip  was  humewanl  bound,  I  was  di'eamin<;  of  loved  onex  dear, 

Wheu  au  angel  voice  made  my  heart  rejoice  with  Its  Bong  so  sweet  and  clear. 

CUORCS.  ->•". 

"  Welcome  home,  love  so  tnie,  fondly  §i ill  I  wait  for  yoa!  " 

A  voice  on  the  wave  1  beard  in  my  dream,  it  came  like  a  heavenly  tone; 

It  rang  thro'  the  night  with  love  and  delight— the  voice  of  my  darliug,  uiyown. 

Like  music  sweet  in  my  dream  came  lliat  voice  with  magic  spell; 

\\\<\  I  saw  a;;ain  beyond  the  main  I  he  laud  that  I  loved  so  well; 

>ly  love's  sweet  faiili  if  liiid,  and  I  saw  her,  with  einlle  of  joy, 

Ou  the  eburc  afar  like  a  guiding  star  for  her  roving  sailor  boy.—  Chorui. 


Parody  on :  \r^  -. 

ALWAYS    TOaETHER. 


By  Peter  C.  Bratm. 


Bend  for  Free  Catnlojrne  of  Soner  Books,  Lett«T  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  T^tlen,   ( 
Tiiok  Books,  Itecitation  Bonks,   Pemiy  Bulladi.  Call  B'K)k8,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  / 


Books.  Stn  in  i>S|>ee''hes,  Irish  Sont;  Bu<>kr>,  C'>.<k  B'loks,  Books  <if  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliman,  130  Jt  132  Purk  Kow.Kew  York. 


Jake  and  I  were  comrades — together  wo  wonUl  roam 

In  miduiL'lu's  dreary  hours,  while  we  wertr  huniing  for  a  home; 

JMany  fights  we've  had  together  in  happy  da^s  gone  by, 

Ou  uiauy'S  a  drunk  we've  beeu,  luy  dear  oltl  pul  and  L    .  . 

ClIORITB. 

Always  logetlier— ever  together  Jakey  and  I  have  been, 
Hugging  each  other,  sluggini;  each  other  till  somebody  came  between; 
Together  when  we  were  in  Jail,  together  when  we  were  in  pain, 
I'd  take  the  life  of  my  dear  old  pal— he'd  do  the  same  to  me. 

Fancy  Jake  and  I  one  night  out  on  a  roaring  tear,    ' 

Every  time  I  called  for  drinks  my  old  pal  was  surely  there; 

The  last  thing  I  remember,  the  b.irtender  asked  for  pay. 

We  awoke  next  morning  to  fiud  ouieelves  locked  surely  in  a  jail. —  Choru*. 


THE    FOUR    LIFE-BOAT    MEN. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  WilUs  Woodward  &  Co. 


The  Wortls  and  Music  of  this  Ronpr  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  I 

cents;  ortlilHiinaany  two  otlnr  Sillies  f'>r  One  Dollai,  l>y  Henry  J.  Well  man,  130  &  US       f 

Park  Kuw,  Mew  York.    Postage  Stomps  takeu  same  as  cash  fur  all  uur  goods. 


Written,  Composed  luid  Sung  by  the  American  Quaitctte. 


Four  life-boat  men  .ire  we,  and  we  plongli  the  raging  eea. 

When  tlie  blorms  they  are  raging  wild  and  hign. 
Along  the  rocky  coast  you'll  find  u*  at  our  post. 

Ever  ready  when  ibere's  dinger  nigh. 
We  hear  ihc  captain's  call,  Man  ihe  lite-boat  one  and  all. 

There's  a  ship  In  dislr<-8s  heaving  too. 
And  nobly  side  by  side  we  launch  upuu  the  tide, 

And  away  goes  the  life-boat  crew. 

Chorus. 
Life-boat,  ahoy!  almy!  Wlien«;'«T  wo  hear  that  cry. 

Away  we  go  tliru'  storm  and  danger,  too, 
An^l  as  the  w  icck  wu  ne:ir.  I  lie  e.iilors  f;lvc  three  cheers, 

When  they  see  ihat  giiliuut  life-boat  crew. 

Now  Bleady,  every  man,  we'll  save  them  If  we  can, 

And  a  ro|>e  from  her  side  Is  quickly  tbrovvn; 

God-bless  our  efforts  crown,  us  the  last  ou  deck  comes  down, 

1'hen  away  thro'  the  storm  we  go. 

We  reach  the  shore  at  last,  aiKjall  life's  dangers  past. 

And  with  hearts  full  of  i;lee  we  pull  on  shore, 

And  may  we  never  find  mir  trallant  men  behind, 

Our  uoble-hearied  life-boat  crew.— CAo/'u*. 


-.if^^j^^jijiZ^^.^iM'^m' 
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Come  Pack;    I'll  Forgive  and  Forget. 


Copfi-igbt,  ISVl.by  Frank  Touaey. 


All  riKbta  raterrad. 


,Th«  Word«  and  Music  of  this  Sonjf  will  be  sent  to  any  addreM,  post-paid,  on  recei|)t  of  10 

owits:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  l>y  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130&  133 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  caali  for  all  our  good*. 


By  Joseph  P.  Skelly  aud  Monroe  II.  Rosen  feld.    Sung  by  Miss  Minnie  Le«. 

Come  back,  love,  nil  is  now  forgotten;  come  back  to  me,  I  love  but  thee; 
Wliut  n:atier8  it  if  thou  hast  siniyed,  my  only  love  thou  e'er  »lialt  be; 
I'm  told  thy  heart  another  claims,  that  other  lips  thine  own  have  met; 
The'  false  thou'st  been,  I  love  thee  slill;  come  back;  I'll  forgive  and  forget. 

Chorub. 

Come  back  and  I'll  forgive  thee;  come  back  and  I'll  forget; 

Come  buck  to  (he  henrt  Biill  longlii);,  come  to  the  one  who  loves  Ihee  yef ; 

Come  back;  I  conld  not  h.-ite  thee;  let's  nieet  as  once  we  met; 

Come  back  to  the  heart  that  lovea  thee  etill;  come  buck;  I'll  forgive  and  forget. 

J  Doet  tlion  remenvber  bow  we  once  loved;  how,  day  bjr  day,  I  cheered  thy  way, 
)  Anil  roees  MreweU  ihy  pathway  sweet,  and  life  wms  hrisht  as  flowers  in  May? 
s  Long  years  have  sped  since  that  sweet  time,  years  bitter  fraught  with  sad  regret, 
■  YeK  now,  despite  all,  lUou  art  mine;  come  buck;  I'll  forgive  aud  forget.— C'Ao. 


BABY^S    PBAYER 

Copyright,  li9i,  by  Frank  Toasey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  riglits  reserved. 


Parody  on: 

WHERE    IS    MY    WANDERING 
BOY    TO-NIGHT? 

Written  by  Chas.  S.  Keld.  ut  tlie  Walhalla  Comedy  Company.        '^    . 

8«nd  for  Fr**  Cataloprue  of  Son«r  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  T*nM% 
Ti'ick  Books,  Uecitatiuii  Hooks,   Penny  liallads.  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Book*,  Stump  Si)ce<-lies,  Irish  S.>ntr  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Ileury  J.  Weliniun,  130  &  132  Park  How,  New  York. 


Hie  Words  and  Mujle  of  this  Bonu  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reeeipt  of  40 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  o(ln-r  SonsR  for  Orio  Doilar,  liy  ilcnry  J.  Wehman,  190 (&13S 

Park  Uuw,  New  York.    Puntuge  SCtiiups  token  same  as  vush  fur  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Felix  McOlennon. 


Baby  was  up  with  the  lark  this  morn,  laughing  in  childish  glee. 
Romping  and  rolling  aroiin<l  the  bouse,  climbing  ou  diida's  Unee, 
But  tue  shailt-s  of  iiu;ht  are  fulling',  niid  baby  is  tired  with  play; 
Softly  he's  creeping  to  muuiiua's  side,  gently  he  kneels  to  pray. 

ItEFHAIN. 

God  bU'Ss  mamma,  God  bless  dada,  God  tench  baby  to  do  right; 

I'm  tired  aud  I'm  sleepy,  put  nu  iu  my  cut,  mamma  aud  dada  good-uight. 

Baby  was  up  with  the  lark  this  morn,  coaxing  for  just  one  kiss. 
Filling  with  sunshine  our  humble  home,  filling  our  hearts  with  bliss; 
-1  Ah!  v\e  seemed  to  see  a  vision  of  uiigela  so  bright  and  fair, 
<  HoT'riiig  around  with  protecting  wings,  list'Ding  to  baby's  prayer.— i7i«^>-ain. 

/ 

J  Baby  was  up  with  the  lark  this  morn,  filling  our  hearts  with  joy, 

■s  Humbly  we  knelt  and  've  pra\ed  to  heaven,  "  Spare  iis  our  baby  boy; 

J  From  the  paths  of  sin,  oh,  save  him,  and  guard  him  from  every  snare. 

;  Deign  to  look  down  iu  thy  iuiluite  love,  hcurkcu  to  baby's  prayer."— j?^rain. 


-— •— ^  •  ^ 


That's  What  My  Old  Mother  Said. 

Copyright,  I89S,  by  Frank  Harding.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Muoic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

oenti;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  l>y  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130 <k US 

Fftrk  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  uur  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Howard  Graham.    Arranged  by  Chas.  Oraham. 


"Twas  early  in  the  summer  time,  uu  Irish  girl  alone 

Wus  waiiinsr  for  a  ship  at  (^iieenstowii  Uiiy; 
A  time-worn  clu-st  slie  had,  containing  all  t<he  called  her  own, 

And  a  ticket  that  would  bear  her  fur  away. 
No  friendr"  were  left  to  keep  her  in  her  own  beloved  land. 

And  the  old  home  ihat  she  loved  wa»  hers  no  more; 
So  n  brother  in  America  hud  sent  a  helping  hand. 

And  promised  he  would  meet  her  on  the  shore. 
She  said  to  tho^e  around  Irt,  tho'  I  leave  my  native  iele. 

My  mother's  face  will  ne'er  from  niern'ry  puss; 
ner  lust  fonil  look,  her  wurninu  words  I'll  cherish  all  the  whllt: 

"Remember,  you're  an  honest  Irish  lass." 

RErnxiN. 

That's  what  my  old  mother  siiid. 

And  sure  she  was  born  in  Kilkenny. 
"There's  lots  of  temptution  in  Uncle  Sum's  nation, 

But  piiy  no  attention  to  any: 
Rememlier,  you  came  from  a  dear  little  spot, 

And  never  by  folly  be  led." 
So  whether  I  meet  with  good  fortune  or  not, 

I'll  mind  what  my  old  mother  suid. 

The  voyage  soon  was  over  and  she  thought  her  trials  were  o'er, 

But  she  never  saw  her  brother  dear  again; 
He  was  not  there  to  meet  her  when  she  landed  ou  the  shore. 

And  she  scanned  the  faces  'round  her  all  iu  vain. 
The  way  \%as  dark  before  her,  she  was  growing  faiut  at  heart. 

There  was  not  a  friend  to  help  her  in  distress; 
At  last  a  man  approached  her  side,  and  taking  her  apart. 

He  said:  "My  dear,  you've  missed  your  fiiends,  I  eiiess? 
Ju»tcome  with  me,  I'll  see  yon  throngh,"  he  whispered  with  a  smile, 

"So  say  you  are  niy  v/ife,  and  you  will  pass." 
She  said:  "  Kind  sir,  no,  thank  you,  I'll  go  back  to  Erin's  Isle, 

I'll  just  remain  an  honest  Irish  \iU)e."—J{^rain, 


Where  Is  my  wandering  boy  to-nightf  wo  i»negs  ho  Is  ont  on  a  "  tear." 
Perhaps  he  is  uuw  enjoying  the  fight  twixt  Murphy  and  Mike  of  Kildare. 

CUORL'S. 

Oh,  where  is  my  boy  to-iiightf 
Oh,  where  is  my  boy  to-niVlitf  ■• 

I'll  maul  him  he  knows,  I'll  bruise  Ins  red  nose; 
Oh,  where  is  my  boy  to-night? 

Once  he  was  "  fresh  "  as  morning  dew,  and  green  as  a  blade  of  grass; 
But  now  there  is  nothing  to  him  new,  he  iius  uu  iuiiiate  pass.— CAorus. 

I'll  go  for  my  wandering  boy  to-ni>;hf,  whenever  he  dares  come  home; 

I'll  make  him  sorry  he  saw  the  light  of  Ihis  world,  wbereiu  to  roam.  — CAofi^. 


\ 


THERE'S^    SHIP. 

Copyright,  lS9i,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  C>>.    Entered  at  Statlouern'  Hall,  London. 

Tlie  Words  nmi  Music  of  tliiK  8'>ng  « ill  he  cent  to  any  aildrens,  j>o»t-palil,  on  receipt  of  10 

rents;  or  this  ami  any  t«o  other  S'int'-»  for  One  Uolii<r.  l>y  Henry  J.  Wehinun,  i30iS:  ISi 

Park  Kow,  New  York.     I'uiitaKu  -Stunil'S  tut.  en  same  as  cash  fur  ail  OUr  goods. 


Words  and  Uuslc  by  Paul  Dresser. 


There's  a  sliip,  and  if  sails  to-day,  my  love. 

And  I  sail  with  it,  too; 
But  it  tukes  only  me.  for  my  heart  remains. 

My  ani;el  one,  wiih  you. 
In  foreign  lands  for  riches  I 

Shall  seek  where'er  they  be: 
And  if  I'm  blest  with  heulth  I'll  floon  have  wealth 

To  bring,  my  love,  to  thee  I 

Ciionfs. 
Oh,  come,  dry  yonr  tears,  my  angel  one,  I  would  not  cause  you  patu; 
On  land  or  ou  sea  my  love  for  tliee  shall  ever  be  the  same. 

There's  a  ship,  and  it  sailed  from  foreign  lands; 

A  youth  sailed  with  ii,  too. 
Who  had  silver  and  gold  niid  wealth  untold 

For  his  swtctlnart  tried  and  true. 
The  ship  it  sank  iu  a  storm  ut  sea 

Willi  the  one  she  held  so  dear; 
And  that  night,  in  a  dream,  his  voice  It  eeemed 

To  whisi)er  iu  her  ear:— C7to/ ««. 

There's  a  ship,  ond  It  ne'er  returned,  they  eajr. 

From  lunds  fur  o'er  the  sea; 
There's  u  muiden  who  weeps  and  wonders  when 

Her  liini;  lost  love  can  be. 
But  they  shall  meet  In  future  years. 

From  cares  forever  free. 
As  iliey  sail  on  the  shii)  of  a  sea  unknown 

Through  the  gates  of  Eicruity!—C'Ao?'U*. 


L 


Mock  Not  the  Old  and  Feeble. 


Copyright,  issi.  by  Frank  Tousey. 


Ail  rit;lits  re.servcd. 


Ths  Words  and  Miislo  of  this  Sonpr  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  po8t-|>ald,on  raeslpt  of  40 

cants;  or  this  and  any  two  other  .SonKs  for  une  l>ollar,by  Henry  J.  \Vchniau,ia<>ft  lit 

Park  Row,  New  York,    hostage  .Stamps  taken  same  ascosh  for  ail  our  goods. 


By  Felix  McGlennoo. 


i 


An  aged  couple  sang,  their  treujbling  voices  rang, 

Adowii  the  street  where  llioughiless  iirchliis  played; 
In  glee  the  urchins  luut;he<]  and  heeiMessly  they  chaffed 

Ihe  poor  old  folks  who  stood  impioriiig  ui<l. 
Ilie  langh  aud  the  cruel  hutx-rs  bronuhi  lo  their  eyes  the  tears, 

'i'he  old  man  huiuhly  bowed  his  aired  hcid. 
And  with  a  sob  and  sii.'h  looked  at  the  passers  by, 

And  iheu  iu  trembling  accents  to  them  suid: 

Cuonrs. 
Mock  not  the  old  and  feeble,  soothe  their  declining  years. 
Comfort  them  in  their  sorrow,  banish  Iheir  sighs  and  tears; 
You  may  be  stnmi;  and  sturdy,  but  do  not  of  tiiein  make  game. 
Or  when  you  are  old  and  feeble  yourselves,  your  chiidreu  may  do  the  same. 

"I  once  was  young,"  said  he;  "  I'd  play  in  childish  glee; 

Perhaps  the  sume  as  you  are  doing  now; 
In  boyhofKl's  dajs  of  bliss  ne'er  thought  I'd  come  to  this, 

Wlicii  snow-white  locks  o'crlianvr  my  wrinkled  brow. 
I'd  parents  good  ami  kind,  but  to  their  love  was  bliud, 

Tlio'  me  from  wicked  ways  tin  y  tri<  d  to  win; 
I  never  knew  their  worth  until  they'd  iroiie  from  earth, 

Aud  now,  by  heaven,  I'm  punished  for  my  sin."— C'Aoru*. 

The  children  paused  in  play,  looked  at  Ihe  couple  gray. 

The  words  had  touched  their  childish  hearis  wiili  pain; 
Forgive  u^  they  did  plead,  w  e  ihnnght  not  of  your  need, 

\Vc  never  will  deride  old  f<dl.'s  aiialn. 
They  whispered  to  Ihcniselves,  the  klmlly  little  elves. 

Each  from  his  pocket  pulled  his  childish  store,  .  . 

Each  from  his  jKjnce  did  part  and  gave  them  from  his  heart, 

Aud  suid  your  words  we'll  ireasiiro  evermore.— C'Aoji/*.        .    ■;     ■.'■ 


6 
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THE    SUN'S    MY    ONLY    BEAU. 

Copyilgbt,  1893,  by  WUlis  Woodwrrd  &  Ca    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 

de  Words  and  Bluaic  of  this  Sonir  vii)  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

OentS;  oi-  tills  and  any  two  oth»T  Sun  ;n  t'>v  One  Dollai-.  Iiy  lUiiiy  J.  Wehinsn,  130&1S8 

Fark  How,  New  Yoik,    rosluge  >.  :^inps  taken  eanie  as  caali  tut  all  our  good*. 


Words  and  Mnslo  by  Edgar  Selden. 


Yon  may  eing  of  yonr  sweetheart  in  the  moon, 

I've  11  belter  '  yfar  than  lie. 
Fur  tlie  moon  lius  a  pale  and  yellow  face 

And  conl'l  iiever  make  love  to  ine. 
Now  I  Iliac  a  beuti  who  ie  jolly  and  bright, 

nis  ainile  mine  the  iiiKht  into  day; 
For  the  ciin  is  my  sweetheart,  you  may  gtieBS,     , 

And  I'll  marry  hiiQ  eure  next  May. 

Chobus. 
ne'8  my  beau,  my  only  beau; 
The  en II  is  my  sweetheart,  don't  you  know? 
On  the  sly  with  no  one  by. 
Oh,  yon  should  see  him  wlnlc  bis  eye; 
Ev'ry  inorii  at  break  of  day 
The  moon  huiTies  off  to  get  out  of  bis  way. 
Other  sweethearts  come  and  go; 
Tbe  sun's  my  only  beau. 

When  a  girl  Is  in  love  she  sits  and  sighs. 

And  she  gazes  up  at  the  moon: 
But  a  maiiten  like  me  who's  fancy  free 

Isn't  quite  such  a  tiilly  loon. 
You  all  know  that  ciipid  so  imnhful  and  shy 

Plays  mischief  with  arrow  and  dart; 
So  the  giiii  sniil  to  me,  as  the  clouds  rolled  by, 

He'd  be  pleased  to  be  my  sweetheart.— CAoTM*. 

Now  the  sun  never  clanges  nor  grows  cold. 

He's  a  jolly  old  chap  all  'round; 
But  tlie  moon  is  a  false  and  fickle  flirt. 

And  there's  times  when  he  can't  be  found. 
Each  lunnth  he  gives  promise  to  do  what  is  right, 

Like  other  great  men  with  a  pull ; 
But  I'm  sorry  to  say,  when  not  out  of  sight. 

That  the  moou  is  'most  always  fnU.—  Chottis. 


Parody    on : 

KISSINa    THRO'   THE    BARS. 

Written  by  Cbos.  S.  Keid,  uf  the  Walhalla  Comedy  Company. 

Bend  for  FVee  Catalogue  of  Son?  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  yortuno  TMleriL 
Trick  Books,  Kecitaliun  Bucks,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  B<h>|<8,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speet-hes.  Iriuli  S..n^r  Books,  C'wk  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliman.  130  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York. 


i  in  jail,  could  tret  no  hail,  on  a  charge  of  stealing  sheep. 
let  my  wife,  joy  of  my  life,  at  her  ''hubby"  sometimes 


T  was  i 

They  let  my  wife,  joy  of  my  lite,  at  her  "  hubby  "  sometimes  peep; 

Shs  eoimht  my  dooi-,  along  the  floor  her  feet  the  hnihliiig  jars; 

Shu  thru!<t  her  lips  there  thru'  the  ski{>s,  and  I  kissed  her  thro'  the  bars. 

She  came  again  and  nsked  mc  plain  if  she  could  my  fiddle  sell; 
'Twould  buy  a  hat  for  every  bnif,  and  one  for  her  as  well. 
When  I  lefnsed  1  was  ahii^cd,  tlieii  she  praised  me  to  the  stare; 
Again  her  lips  came  thro'  the  skips,  and  she  bit  me  thro'  the  bars. 


^'•A 


LATELY,    BYE    AND    BYE. 


All  liKlits  leserved. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


Th*  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poat-ttald,  on  receipt  of  lO 
..  ^  ,   |,p.,fort)iie  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Welirnan, ISO*'"" 

'  Stamps  taken  same  aa  cash  for  all  our  good*. 


aeiita:  orthisandaiiy  twooclier  Sun):.-<  fur  One  Dollar,  by  Heiiry  J.'Walirnan,196'<fcU> 
Park  How,  New  York.    Postage  Stai 


DAY     AFTER    DAY; 

-OR  :- 

The  Last  Voyage. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 

The  Words  and  Mnsio  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Dacre. 


She  is  standing  at  the  place  where  he  took  his  last  embrace. 

On  the  edire  of  the  glist'iiing  bay; 
On  the  enionihiy  silver  sand,  with  the  letter  in  her  hand, 

That  she  reads  day  after  day. 
It  is  time  for  his  returning,  and  her  heart  is  sadly  yearning, 
Still  the  canvns  wings  of  white  are  not  yet  lu  Eight. 

Chorus. 
Day  after  day  she  gazes  o'er  the  hay; 
Day  after  diiy  you'll  hear  the  maiden  say. 
Blow,  hn-ezes  blow,  and  bring  my  love  to  tne, 
For  this  will  be  the  last  time  my  laddie  will  go  to  eea. 

And  ns  week  hy  week  goes  by,  all  the  luetre  of  her  eye 

Is  hedlmmcd  by  her  angiilnhed  tears. 
For  the  ship  is  iiverdui-,  and  for  her  dear  boy  in  bine 

She  is  thrilled  nith  nameless  fears. 
Ere  the  li<:ht  is  fairly  dawning,  on  the  beach  she  stands  ench  morning, 
Straining  eyes  for  sailing  ships,  prayers  upon  her  lips.— CAo»m». 

But  the  ship  comes  home  at  last,  and  the  anchor's  safely  cast, 

While  the  ciil'e  heart  is  filled  with  joy, 
But  each  sailor  shook  his  head  wheu  she  questioned  him  and  said, 

Where  is  he,  my  sailor  boy? 
Then  she  learned  frDiii  Jack,  the  rover,  how  some  child  had  falleu  over, 
Huw  her  laddie  braved  the  tide,  how  he  uobly  died. 

Chorus. 
Day  after  day  she  gazes  o'er  the  hay; 
Day  after  day  her  hair  with  grief  is  gray; 
No  breeze  that  blows  can  bring  thy  love  to  thee; 
This  ia,  indeed,  the  last  time  thy  laddie  will  go  to  sea. 


—Cookinpt  by  Observation. — Mr.  Newwedded:  "  This  coffee  Is 
fis  weak  as  water  again."  Mrs.  N. :  "I  can't  account  for  it,  my 
dear.  No  matter  bow  careful  I  am,  it's  always  tlie  same  way." 
"  Perl  laps  you  don't  use  enough  coffee."  "Nonsense.  I  put  in 
a  whole  Iialf  cupful,  and  everybody  says  that  plenty."  "  Did  you 
measure  the  water?"  "Hub!  Who  ever  heard  of  measuring 
water?  All  cooks  pour  it  right  out  of  the  tea-kettle.  I've  seen  'em, 
ofteik— 80  there." — iVeic  York  Weekly. 


.      -    Written  by  Norton  Atkins.    Composed  by  Felix  McOlennon. 

Some  very  queer  occurrences  have  happened  in  my  life,       , , 
Lately,  just  lately! 
'  I  thought  I  needed  comfort,  so  I  took  to  me  a  Wife, 
Lately,  just  lately! 
I  fiirniehfd  up  a  flat  and  made  it  cosy,  warm  and  bright, 
Boiiuht  all  on  the  iiit-t:illment  plan,  to  make  expenses  light, 
.    Then  setiled  down  to  happiness  and  felt  quite  out  of  eii{Ut, 
Lately,  just  lately! 

Refrain. 
But  bye  and  bye,  bye  and  bye. 
Came  the  day  of  Fad  reflection,  bye  and  byel 

Every  dollar,  every  cent, 

Pui<l  instailmenis  and  the  rent, 
I'll  be  glad  if  I  am  living  bye  and  bye. 

A  masher  was  the  envy  of  his  friends  and  of  hie  foea. 

Lately,  just  lately! 
He  bouglit  himself  a  lovely  forty-dollar  suit  of  clothes, 

L;itely,  jnst  lately! 
They  fitted  to  perfection  and  he  cut  an  awful  dnsh: 
lie  played  a  great  big  game  of  bluff  when  out  upon  the  mash. 
But  in  the  store  he  used  a  tape  and  aired  himself  With  "caabt " 

Lately,  just  lately  1 

Refrain. 
But  bye  and  bye,  bye  and  bye- 
Well,  he  won't  be  such  a  masher  bye  and  bye; 
'Round  to  uncle's  6ho|>  he'li  go. 
And  ihat  suit  of  clothes  he'll  show. 
And  he'll  only  know  the  ticket  bye  and  liye. 

A  gent  up  in  the  country  has  to  New  York  just  run  down. 

Lately,  just  lately! 
'Twas  on  important  business  that  he  said  he  must  leave  town,    . 

Lately,  just  lately! 
His  wife  could  not  help  wond'rinc  why  he  wanted  so  much  cash; 
Be  took  a  lot  of  lniri.'ai.'e  and  he  made  himself  look  fiush; 
8he  followed  him  and  found  out  he  was  down  there  ou  the  maah. 

Lately,  just  lately! 

Repradj.  « 

■i  But  bye  and  bye,  bye  and  bye, 

He  will  find  out  to  his  sorrow,  l)}'e  and  bye, 
That  his  single  days  are  o'er: 
When  she  meets  him  at  the  door 
She  will  paint  him  "  red  "  all  over,  bye  and  by*. 

A  poet  told  his  landlady  he'd  settle  hie  account. 

Lately,  just  lately! 
She  said,  "  It's  nearly  time,  for  It's  a  very  large  amount," 

Lately,  just  lately! 
Says  fUe,  witli  my  expenses  I'm  nnahle  quite  to  cope; 
You'll  square  up  Mi^ti-r  Nix  as  soon  iis  possible,  I  hope. 
But  Misier  Nix  is  aiirul,  for  he's  bought  a  piece  of  rope, 

Lately,  just  lately! 

Refrain. 
And  bye  and  bye,  h\  e  and  bye — 
Well,  the  old  uirl  will  discover,  bye. and  bye, 

That  her  lodsrer.  Mister  Nix, 

Has  a  trnnk  that's  full  of  bricks. 
And  a  poeui,  "  I  will  i)ay  you  bye  and  bye." 

When  little  Mister  Tompkins  met  his  old  frieijd  Mister  Brown, 

Lately,  just  lately! 
He  said,  "  Ali,  Brown,  old  chap,  I'm  glad  to  see  you  here  in  town, 

Lately,  just  lately  I 
You're  jiief  the  man  I  want  to  meet;  I'm  in  a  dreadful  stew; 
Just  lend  me  twenty  dollars:  if  you  can't,  why,  ten  will  do; 
.  But  Brown  just  u  iiiked  the  oilier  eye,  aud  said,  "i'm  ou  to  yon," 

Lately,  just  lately! 

Refrain. 
But  bye  and  bye,  bye  and  bj-e. 
You  can  borrow  twenty  dollars  bye  and  bye; 
■  ;iL  I  have  thirty  still  to  t'et 

That  you  have  not  Settled  yet; 
Oh,  Tm  always  glad  to  lend,  but  bye  and  bye. 


'mi^'^:^:^:j^u^^^ii^: 
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,  PEACH    BLOSSOM    TIME. 

Copyright,  ISK.  a.  W.  Volere. 

Th«  Wordi  and  Music  of  tlil«  Song  will  be  «ent  to  any  addi'eM.poft-pBlir.on  racel|it  of  40 

«enM:  or  tliliAiid  any  ttvi>  oilier  Soii^h  forDne  Dollar,  hv  llvMry  J.  Wahnian.  ISO&lSt 

Park  Row,  Nen  York.    I'oiCaKO  Stamiis  taken  same  asoasL  (or  all  our  Kooda. 


!f 


1:1! 


Words  by  BoUe  Hunt.    Music  by  Beiie. 

Down  in  t)ie  meadows  the  wild  birds  are  eingiDg, 

Peach  bloBxoin  time,  )>eacli  blosxoni  time; 
Tiny  white  diilsies  ure  nodding  ami  smillnL', 

Peach  blowoMi  linu*,  i)each  blossom  time. 
South  winds  are  blowini;  and  bi>ar  on  tliclr  piotout 

Fragrance  enciiiu>tin)»,  odors  sulilimc, 
Stolen  from  groves  of  magnolia  and  orange 

In  far  snnny  clime,  in  far  tnniiy  clime; 
Tlien  open  your  shell-limed  delicate  |>etals. 

Soft  as  the  light,  fair  and  so  briuhf, 
Yield  the  aroma  wrant  np  in  your  bosoms 

Of  rose,  lint  and  white,  roce,  lint  ami  white, 
nearta  are  oV-rflowinj;,  all  iiaiiire  rejoiclnsr, 

'Tis  peach  blossom  lime,  'tis  peach  iilossom  time; 
Love  birds  ure  inaiin^  and  biiiluin<:  and  cooing — 

Peacli  blusaum  time,  peacU  blossom  time. 

Strange  It  now  seems  that  these  orchards  of  blossom 

A  few  weeUs  ago,  a  few  weeks  ago 
Stood  facing  ihe  nortiiers.  their  bare  arms  csteuded, 

Laden  with  snow,  laden  with  snow; 
But  warm  rains  and  sunshine,  and  God's  wondrous  power 

Am)  loving  design,  and  loving  design 
Hath  clothed  them  in  garments  surpassing  all  textures 

Of  hands  not  divine,  of  hands  not  divine. 
Then  oi>en  your  dainiy  hearts,  pour  out  your  treasures 

Of  fragrance  sublime,  fragrance  puhlime, 
That  inoriJils  may  breathe  of  the  sweetm-ss  and  freshness 

Of  peach  blossxm  time,  p<-ach  blohsom  time. 
BMrls  are  o'erflowini;,  all  nature  rejoicing, 

'Tis  peach  bloesoni  time,  'tis  peach  blosisom  time; 
Love  birds  arc  mating  and  biiiiiling  uiitl  cooing, 

'Tis  i>eacLi  blossom  time,  ]>each  bK'3ti>nn  lime. 


When  the  Days  Grow  Longer. 

Copyritfhl,  1892,  by  Frank  Harding.     Entered  at  StatlouerB'  Hall,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  bo  sent  to  nnv  addreon,  post-poid,  on  reoript  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  oth>-r  Sonirs  f»r  0»e  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  !.%&  13S 

Fuk  Bow,  New  York,    rusta^e  Stamps  taken  same  as  caah  fur  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Jaines  Thornton. 


I'm  a-iroiiiR  for  to  many  MiMi  Angeliun  Drowu 

When  the  flays  ltow  longer. 
And  then  ril  be  the  envy  of  all  ihe  coons  in  town, 

When  the  days  grow  longer. 
The  bei:8  will  ring  and  they'll  seem  for  to  say, 
Tliere's  a  haiidsoine  couple  getting  married  to-day. 
And  when  yiiu  see  lis  coniini;,  you  must  all  a-clear  the  way, 

Wlien  the  days  grow  longer. 

Chorcb. 

Ring  out  for  glory,  tell  Ihom  the  story,  tell  them  near  and  far. 
There'll  be  music  in  ihe  air,  celebrating  the  affair, 
When  the  days  grow  long;  then,  then,  then,  longer. 

There'll  be  inviintions  sent  nroiind  for  twenty  miles  or  more. 

When  Hie  dais  gro.v  longer, 
Aud  every  C'Oii  that  comes  must  leave  bis  razor  at  the  door. 

When  Ihe  dajs  urow  longer. 
The  bride  will  wear  orange-blossoms  in  her  hair. 
And  wiii'U  we  are  married  won't  we  lie  a  liappy  pair. 
For  our  iiaihway  will  be  strewn  with  sweet  loses  everywhere. 

when  the  days  grow  longer. 

CliOKUS. 

King  out  for  glory,  tell  tiieia  Ihe  efory,  till  them  near  and  fur. 
Ami  we'll  spend  our  honeymoon  'way  np  in  a  balloon. 
When  liie  days  grow  long;  then,  then,  ilien,  longer. 

I  will  build  a  little  cottage,  then  oar  Joys  they  will  bei^tn. 

When  the  dayn  grow  longer; 
Then  111  buy  a  lliile  cradle,  jiisi  lo  rock  the  baby  in, 

When  the  day*  grow  longer. 
The  baby  will  sing  and  my  lioney  will  sew, 
While  I  play  a  tunc  on  the  old,  old  Imnjo, 
Then  it's  little  we'll  care  how  the  wintry  winds  may  blow, 

When  tlie  days  grow  longer. 

C'lionrs. 

Ring  out  for  glory,  tell  them  the  f  tory,  tell  tliPm  near  and  far. 
There'll  be  music  in  the  air,  celehraiiiig  iheaSair, 
When  the  days  grow  long;  then,  then,  then,  longer. 


— A  church  in  a  country  town  was  nbfiut  undergoing  repairs  nnd 
improvements;  nnd  at  a  cnutriegatioiiiil  meeting  held  for  tlie  pur- 
pose of  determining  what  these  should  be,  it  was  suggested  by 
some  one  that  the  proposed  extension  of  the  building  might  infor- 
(.  fere  with  the  acoustics.     "  Acoustics!"  exclaimed  one  of  the  mem- 
(  bers,  "  Acoustics!  Well,  just  throw  them  out.     I  don't  know  what 
}  they  are  good  for,  anyhow!  " 


The  Fate  of  the  Midnight  Express. 


CopyrlKbt,  1891,  by  Frank  Tousey. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Musle  of  this  Ronpr  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  pdst-pald.  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  till*  and  any  two  other  S<>nirsf'>r  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130 4; US 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Poetose  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Wordi  by  John  P.  Harrington.    Music  by  Orlando  Powell. 


I'pon  tlic  rnihvay  platform  lei's  utand  and  try  to  guess 
The  lives  of  those  who  journey  by  the  mldnlirlit  express. 
Some  rich,  some  poor,  come  eager  to  seek  a  foreign  stiorc; 
Some  fly  from  home  and  kindred,  and  others  from  the  law. 

Refrain. 
Who  is  that  sitting  with  hat  pulled  down  over  his  blood-shot  eyes? 
"Cui'se  them!  I  gave  ihcni  ihe  slip,  but,  ah!  t>hall  I  be  caught?"  lie  crle*. 
He  is  a  hreuUer  of  hanks  and  hearts — niiird'rer  of  happiness: 
He's  leaving  the  law  aud  his  victims  behind  by  the  midnight  express. 

See!  see  that  pale-faced  woman,  nnd  lie  who's  by  her  side? 
He  is  her  lempter— lover,  and  she's  anmher's  hride; 
She's  flying  from  her  husband;  an  old,  old  tale,  of  course; 
But,  ah!  she  now  is  feeling  the  anguish  of  remorse. 

Refraik. 

'•  Heaven!  my  husband  is  here,"  she  cries;  falnfing  elie  scarce  can  stand. 
H'irkI  a  whip-craric  on  u  scoundrel's  back,  dealt  by  a  linshand's  hand. 
Flog  hiin,  the  "log!  as  lie  «ell  ih'serves — yet  ireai  uitii  tenderness; 
Her  lie  was  luring  to  ruin  and  bhaniu  by  the  midnight  express. 

Hark!  with  a  roar  like  thunder,  the  train  now  sways  and  creaks, 
'.Vlld  slroiiL'  men's  shouts  of  terror,  and  women's  fienzied  sliiieki. 
Ohstriiciioiis  on  the  sleepers  the  train's  career  have  checked — 
A  crash— then  all  is  over,  and  ihe  night  express  is  wrecked. 

Refrain. 

See  now  the  ruin  descending  o'er  husband  and  ciilld  nnd  wife, 
Shiitiering  inni  and  falling  i>e:iins  rob  many  there  of  life. 
And  when  the  morning  xhall  dawn  upon  this  scene  of  diic  dinlress, 
A  lesson  is  taught  by  ihe  sad  fate  of  those  in  the  midnight  express. 


I'LL    NEVER   GO   THERE    AGAIN,  [ 

CopyriKbt,  1893,  by  The  Internatloual  Musie  Company.  } 

The  Words  nnd  Mii'ic  of  thl.-i  Sonpr  will  !>«  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on  r^'Cflpt  of  40  I 

C«nt«;  or  tills  and  any  two  otii.  r  S  .iik-s  f'T  Oi^e  Doilnr,  l.y  lUiiiy  J.  Welnnun.  130&1S3       "> 

Park  Uuw,  Kew  Vui  k.    l'ui>Ui$u  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  fur  all  our  goods. 


Composed,  Written  and  Sung  by  Iluvey  Cook. 

Since  I  was  old  cnonch  to  know,  I  tlionght  I'd  like  to  be 
An  actor  ill  a  comic  show,  a  comedian,  you  ree. 
An  enL'ai:einent  I  did  Secure;  I  had  not  much  to  do; 
I  only  had  to  sing  a  song  and  s|>cuk  a  uord  or  two. 

Ciioaus. 
I'll  never  go  there  again,  I'll  never  go  there  ng.alu; 
Displeasure  was  shown  and  an  egg  was  ihrowu,  so  I'll  never  go  tliere  again. 

I  used  to  court  n  lovely  girl,  ond  it  wos  niy  delight 
To  call  ii]ion  I  Ins  litile  pearl  'most  ev'ry  siinday  night. 
Her  papa  did  not  like  my  Biiii,  fur  that  I  did  not  care, 
I  tuoK  one  of  her  pa'a  best  suits  and  put  it  on  right  there. 

C'Honus. 

I'll  never  go  tliere  again,  I'll  never  go  tliere  again ; 

Pa  saw  me  in  his  suit,  let  fly  his  boot — oii,  I'll  never  go  there  again. 

I  once  went  down  to  Iho  seashnro  to  bathe  williin  the  sea, 
A  few  good  bathers  there  I  saw,  In  the  surf  I  longed  to  be. 
A  quarter  for  a  suit  I  paid,  I  got  one  very  small; 
Into  the  surf  my  way  I  made,  I  plunged  in  once,  that's  all. 

Cuoitus. 
I'll  never  go  there  again,  I'll  never  go  there  again; 
As  I  took  my  dip  my  suit  gave  a  rii>— oh,  I'll  never  go  there  again. 

To  a  race  trnck  I  took  a  trip  to  ece  the  lioiscs  race,  ? 

A  friend  gave  me  a  dead-sure  ti|',  a  goud  horse  for  a  place.  \ 

I  ]>iil  mv  iiioiiey  on  the  horse  una  ]iia>ed  him  one,  t»o,  three;  ( 

I  saw  him  start  around  ihe  course  to  win  u  pile  for  me.  ( 

CUORUS.  -  ( 

I'll  never  go  there  again,  I'll  never  go  there  again:  r 

My  horee,  well,  he  led,  in  the  stretch  dropped  dead,  so  I'll  never  go  there  a^aln.  ) 

I  went  to  paint  this  city  red  one  nichi  as  stara  shone  bright;  .  .  f 

I  found  the  city  vvas  not  dead,  I  found  it  liv«iy  qiille:  ? 

Ir.lo  a  concert  hall  I  went,  ^onie  one  they  called  me  "  Joy."  S 

"  Rats  "  ut  a  girl  I  yelled  who  sang  "  Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay."  ( 

CUORL'S.  \ 

I'll  never  go  there  again,  I'll  never  go  there  again; 
A  big  bouncer  he  did  attend  to  me— I'll  never  go  there  again. 

There  is  a  cliarminc  social  game,  and  it  I  like  to  nlny; 
Draw  poker  is  its  only  name,  I  p'ayed  but  yesterday. 
I  got  three  aces,  Ihink  of  that.   I  thought  I'd  surely  win; 
I  thought  I'd  bluff,  said  I'd  stay,  |iat,  aud  one  man  he  Btayed  In. 

CUOUL'8. 

I'll  never  go  there  again,  I'll  never  go  there  again: 

The  man  who  stayed  iu  on  four  queens  did  win;  I'll  never  go  there  attain. 
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Sailing   Away  from  Kathleen. 

Copyright,  1802,  by  Willis  Wood»oi-d  &  C".    Entered  tX  Stationers'  Hall,  LoikIod. 

The  Wordf  omi  Music  of  thlH  S<in!r  will  be  cent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

oeniSi  or  tills  ami  aiit- twootlierSuiifrH  foiOiie  Oollnr.  I)y  Henry  J.  Wetiinmi.lSOift  ISS 

Park  Row,  New  Yoik.    I'oi^toKe  StAinps  taken  same  as ciisii  f<>r  all  our  uouds. 


W..rd«  und  Music  by  Jac.  T.  Williams. 


Sailing  awny  from  my  Eatiileeii,  while  llie  tt-ardrop  is  (Uoiniing  her  J')'e8; 
Over  tne  billowe  1*0  lK)iiii<lii)g  now  are  wiified  my  lieuri's  t;eiitle  81^118. 
KoJiilly  I  tliiiil«  of  our  p:irilni.',  aii'i  the  heart  that  is  wiiithiir  for  uie; 
Sailing  auay  from  my  KutUleeu  to  the  luiul  Tur  auay  o'er  the  eua. 

Chouus. 
Sailing  away,  enillng  away;  fur  fmin  ench  once  happy  pcene; 
Lone  is  my  heart,  iu  tcuits'  1  depart,  euiliiit;  away  from  Kaihlceu. 

<!  Sfttling  away  from  my  Kathleen,  and  the  isle  that  Is  denr  evermore; 

J  Loinly  I  Ifit  her  r«'piiiiiig  ill  ihe  m-'iit  liitle  cot  liy  the  Bhoie. 
Now,  while  the  eiant,  oVr  the  billows,  shed  aroun<l  me  tluir  hoaiitifnl  gleam, 
\Vauders  my  lieuit  to  my  Kathleen,  ou  the  bright  loving  wliig«  of  u  dream.— 6' Ao. 


■  ^       >       »  ■ ;. 

Parody    on: 

LITTLE    G-OLDEN    SUNBEAM. 

Written  by  ChlUi.  S.  Keid,  uf  the  WaUialla  Comedy  Company. 

Band  tor  Free  Catalo<rie  of  Sone  Boolcs,  Letter  Wrltei-s,  Dream  Eoolfs,  Fortune  Teller^ 

Trick  B<K>I(*,  Hi-citfltioii  Books.   Fenny  Ballads,  dill  B.>oks,  J.  ke  BimjIcb,  Sl:eich 

BkJokK.  RtuMip  S(>eeclies.  IriNh  S^nir  HiMikn,  C""k  B'iok»,  Books  of  Anmse- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Welinian,  130  <fc  132  Park  Row,  New  York. 


Ltiile  golden  siinl>enm,  1>eaminL'  down  my  luck, 
Uiawini;  nil  tliu  greiii>i!  out,  ie.-iviliK  hide  lo  ciaclc. 
Then  I'll  Imvu  to  cn-am  it,  eiiieiir  it  oV-r  with  lard; 
Little  sunbeam  fiery,  shining  down  so  hard. 

Choimjs. 

Ton  will  never  strike  n»  when  we  want  yon  to, 

Bat  you  ratiier  like  iia  when  we  douU  like  you. 


Little  pnlden  snnlieam,  ponrlng 
'J'anniiig  it  like  blazes,  as  if  to  c 
Paint  my  luiir,  so  cm  ly,  pretty  » 
Oh,  little  goldeu  trunbeum  I'd  111 


on  my  face, 
ihanue  my  race. 


i  Hiining  11  iihu  ijiaz^us,  iio  11  to  v,iiuimc  iiiy  1  n^^ 

Paint  my  Imir,  so  curly,  pretty  shade  of  ivd; 

Oh,  little  goldeu  eunbeam  I'd  like  to  break  your  hca(\.—  CfiOttu. 

Little  Boldeii  eunbcam,  smolling  like  l)rim-8tone; 

Wakes  me  court  Hie  devil,  makes  me  "ad  liifc  own." 

Oh,  little  golden  siii>bca>:i,  lurn  Bomu  other  uay; 

Come  Ugaiii  to  biuil  mu  when  my  Imlr  tuius  giay.—  C/u»itt. 


IN    THE  JVLEANTIME. 

CopyriBlit,  WW,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Htmter. 


All  ri|{l>t8  reserved. 


Til*  Words  and  SInsIc  of  tills  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

oeutii:  nr  this  anil  any  two  utlierK'tnirs  fur  one  Dollar,  by  llenr.r  J.  Welinmn.  13i>&  1S2 

Park  Row,  New  York.    I  ustotre  .Stamps  taken  same  as cnsli  roralloiir  ttuuds. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Lester  Barrett. 


My  landlord  is  a  very  kind  and  thoiiirhtfnl  sort  of  man; 
He'll  never  let  yon  owe  iiini  any  money  if  he  can: 
He  Sent  a  note  whicii  read,  '•  Dear  sir,  if  you  don't  pay  the  tin 
By  twelve  o'clock  to-morrow,  1  will  scud  the  sheriff  in! " 

8roxKN — But 

Chorits. 
In  tlie  mrnntime  I  was  011  the  job  and  started  flitting. 

Gently  sliding  in  tlie  moonliglit  unauarts; 
I  didn't  care  for  wiiiiiiiL',  so.  wliilt;  he  was  hieitatiog, 
We  shifted  all  the  tables  and  the  chairs. 

I  am  not  fond  of  flL'hting.  I  am  very  pleased  to  say; 
Alttiough  I  lind  a  llitlc  turn  aboui  n  week  to-day; 
A  fellow  swore  he'd  siiiiibli  me,  so  I  seizt-d  him  by  the  throat; 
Ue  said,  "  Hold  ou  a  miuiiie  until  I  tui^e  off  my  coat!  " 

Spoken— But 

Cnonus. 
In  tlie  meantime  1  was  on  tne  jol)  and  started  scr.ipping,    . 

Gently  lappiii-;  rthlle  the  foe  reiiioved  Ids  cIoiIhb; 
I  didu'i  can-  for  waiiing,  ho,  while  lie  w:i9  hesitating, 
I  felclied  him  such  a  \vhop]>er  on  the  nose. 

I  arranged  to  dine  with  Simpson  at  his  clnb  tlie  other  day: 
Kow  Simpson  likes  a  good  old  fpread,  and  always  likes  io  pay; 
I  was  at  tlie  club  in  time,  >oii  liei,  my  np|>etite  was  great; 
But  Simpson  badu  t  lauded,  and,  08  iisual,  was  late. 

Spoken— But 

CnoutTs. 

In  the  meantime  I  was  on  ihe  job  and  started  dining. 
Ordered  wine  in,  while  the  joints  were  nice  ami  hot; 

I  didn'i  care  for  wailing,  so,  while  he  waa  hesitaiing, 
I  made  a  start  and  shifted  all  the  lot.    . 

The  day  I  went  to  chnrcli  to  wed  tlie  darling  of  hiy  heart, 
I  waited  for  an  hour  or  more,  and  tiieii  I  got  a  start; 
She  sent  a  note  lo  say,  "  Ii  t^kes  an  awful  time  to  dress. 

But  I'll  arrive  to  wed  my  Fred  lu  half  au  hour  or  leas." 

Spoken- But 

Chorus. 
In  the  meantime  I  was  on  tlie  job,  and  started  mashing 

With  aiMillier  girl  who  cami;  to  see  us  wed; 
As  I  didn't  care  for  wailing,  while  my  love  was  tittivating, 
I  got  married  to  the  other  girl  instead. 


;.'  .V   -'  .:;  Parody  on: 

TWILIGHT    DEWS.  - 

Written  by  Chas.  8.  Reid,  uf  the  Walhalla  Comedy  Company. 

Bead  for  Free  Catalojrne  of  Sonar  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  TetloiaL 
Tiick  Bookf.  Kecitntion  Books.   Penny  Ballads.  Odl  Books,  J. ike  Books,  Skelch^^ 
Book-;.  Stump  Speeches.  Irisli  Sonjf  Bookx,  Cook  Books.  Bo<^ks  of  Ammie. 
meat,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Welimon,  130  &  132  Park  liu»,Ncw  York. 

When  midniplit  dews  ponr  on  my  head,  ns  In  the  cold,  cold  world 
I  lie  upon  a  Htony  bed,  into  a  kinklet  curled; 
I  dream  of  Vaiiderhllt  ami  Gould,  upon  their  fi'atlier  beds 
With  heavy  blankets  made  of  wool,  to  torture  tiieir  great  heeds. 

While  T  am  free  beneiitli  Hie  dews  of  midnicht,  sleepinsr  sweet, 
Aithoiiiili  tlie  world  is  cold,  ii  views  my  happille^s  complete; 
1^0  bed-bugs  to  harass  my  hide  in  ^reat  nuiraiiding  crews. 
No  nigiitinares  there  for  me  to  ride  beneath  the  midnight  dews. 


OUR    OWN    FOREVER. 

Copyriglit,  1892,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  flonpf  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid.  011  i-ej'elpt  of  M 

cents;  or  tliisaiidany  twooth*'r  Sontrsfor  0"e  DoIlar,1.v  Henry  J.  Wehinan.  ISa  JCUS 

Park  Row,  Ke  w  York.    Postage  Siaiups  token  same  as  cash  fur  alt  our  goods. 

Words  by  H.  M.  W.    Husio  by  Julian  Jordan. 


Why  monni  your  dead  with  sound  of  hitter  weeping? 

Tliey  have  done  well  to  leave  n  woiM  of  care. 
While  ye  are  tollinsr,  they  are  calmly  sleepini;. 

Why  would  ye  wish  them  back  to  suffer  herct 
On  eartiily  treasure  have  we  no  sure  hoUilng; 

Thieves  ^teal  if,  or  'lis  worn  liy  moth  and  rn8t; 
Death  comef,  and  in  ids  gentle  arms  enfoldiug. 

Takes  our  l>est  treasure  as  a  sacreil  trust; 
They  are  not  lo^t  to  IIS,  tlie  dear  departed, 

Tlie  future  hath  them  uarnered  in  his  Store; 
Friemlsliip  may  fail,  and  love  may  prove  false-beai^ed; 

Tlie  dead  alone  arc  uiirs  forevermore. 

Thoy  love  ns  with  a  love  that  faileih  never; 

No  selfiriii  interests  can  their  lie.'irts  esminge; 
They  are  ;:oiie  forth  into  the  vast  forever, 

'i'lie  great  eiemliy  tliat  knows  no  change; 
Time  cannot  mar  the  faces  as  we  kni*w'  iheui; 

Age  iiyetli  uoi,  and  yoinh  is  eviT  youiiir; 
Eanli  naili  DO  power  to  injure  or  undo  ihem; 

They  heed  not  lyinir  lipr'  or  sland'roiis  tongues; 
Then  wl;y  do  ye  mourn  when  they  but  wait  to  meet  US 

Witli  oiitetretche<l  hands  ii|ion  the  di.^ttmt  ^hore; 
Willi  loving  words  and  eager  Itps  to  greet  us; 

Gone,  yes,  bat  still  our  owu  fureveruiore. 


O^GRADYS    GOAT. 

CopyrlKht,  1890,  by  John  F.  EUla  <fe  Co. 

Th«  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp:  ■will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  *0 

cents;  or  thin  und  any  two  otli.-r  S-niiis  f..i-  Oi'e  Dollar,  l.y  Henry  J.  Weliinan,  13SA1SI 

Park  Bow,  New  Yoik.    Postage  Stamps  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Will  S.  Hays. 


O'Grady  llvwl  In  Shnnty  Row,  his  neighliors  often  said 
They  wished  that  he  would  move  away,  or  tliat  iiii«  goat  was  detld. 
He  kept  (he  neioliborhood  in  fear,  ami  chililieii  always  vexed; 
They  couldn't  tell  just  w  hcu  or  where  that  goat  would  (lop  up  next. 

Chorus. 

Now  yon  can  bet  your  coat  that  if  tliere's  fnn  nfloflf. 
And  there  is  any  divilment,  you'll  find  O'Giady's  <.'ont; 
With  rocks  and  gnns  and  knives  mail  liusbandM  and  tlieir  wives 
Have  tried  'most  all  tlieir  lives  to  tiud  and  kill  O'Grady's  gout. 

Old  widow  Cnspy  stomi  one  day,  the  dirty  clothes  to  rub 

Upon  the  wai'liboaril,  when  clie  dived  head  foremost  o'er  the  tub; 

Slie  lit  upon  her  back  and  yelled  w  she  was  laid  out  flat; 

"  Go,  git  yer  goou  au'  shoot  the  bucte,  O'Giady's  goat  Uoon  that." — Chortu. 

Pat  Doolan's  wolfc  hung  out  the  wash  upon  the  line  to  dry; 

She  wint  to  take  it  in  at  night,  but  stojiped  to  have  a  cry; 

'I'he  sleeves  av  two  rid  flannel  shirts,  thai  once  were  worn  by  Pat, 

Were  chewed  off  almost  to  the  neck— O'Grady's  goat  doou  that.— Chorut. 

They  had  a  p.irty  at  McCnne's,  an'  they  wor  havin'  foon. 

Whin  siiddiiily  there  was  a  crasii,  an'  iviryb'wiy  roon: 

The  iseter  soup  fell  on  the  floor  an' nearh  drowneil  Ihe  eat, 

Tlie  stove  was  knocked  to  smitlieieens- O'Grady's  goat  doon  that— CTlOJia. 

aioiKc  i»yiK  was  cooniii   onldy  Shea,  both  standlii'  nt  the  gate, 
An'  tliey  wor  jist  about  to  kiss  aicli  ooliier  siv  and  sliwate; 

Til "■■■' "' "  ■         ■     '"     '"' 

1 


Moike  Dyle  was  coortin' Biddy  Sh 

^n'  tliey  wor  jist  about  to  kiss  aicli  ooliier  sly  and  sliwate; 
riiey  coom  tooilher  like  two  rams  an'  iinislied  their  noses  flat, 
i'hey  niver  slipake  w  bin  they  goes  by— O'Grady's  goal  doou  that.— 

The  folks  in  Grady's  naberhood  all  live  in  fear  or  fright, 

Thiiv  t>iiri1ra  it^a  narfain  (1.>nt}i  t/l  trn  nronnH  there  ftffj.r  nil' 


Chonu. 


They  thinks  it's  certain  dentil  to  go  around  tliere  afti-r  night, 

An'  in  their  shhipe  they  wv.  a  ghost  upon  the  air  afloat. 

Au'wake  themselves  by  shoiitin'out;  "Lookout  for  Grady's  goat!"— CA«rM». 


Wan  winter  momin'  whin  the  slinow  was  deep  upon  the  trronnd, 
Men,  women,  children — in  a  crowd — were  sad  an'  shbindlii'  'round 
The  form  of  wan,  cold,  stiff  an'  dead,  an'  siitickin'  down  his  throat 
Was  Mag  McGinty's  biisiitle  faet^  that  iuded  Grady's  goat.— CAortM. 


'^■A}^ji:is^^if^ik'^>n^ 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.    38. 


TIRED    LASSIE,    GO    TO    SLEEP. 

Cupyri^ht,  1892,  by  WlUls  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Statlonera'  Hall,  London. 

de  Wordaand  Mnsio  of  this  Sonir  will  b«  sent  to  any  address,  postpnid,  on  i-ecelpt  of  40 

oenta;  ortlilsaudanrtwootlKr  Sonirn  for  One  Dollar,  liy  Henry  J.  Welnnan,  ISOftUS 

Plark  Row,  New  fork.    I'uKage  Stamps  taken  eanie  as  casb  fur  all  our  good*. 


Words  by  J.  R-ts.    Music  by  Henry  Wliltooinbe. 

Tired  Innsio,  jjo  to  elcep,  inotlier  is  wntcliiiig  near; 
Close  those  i)relty  fjelidn  swot-t.  nolliiiit;  iicetl  >oii  fear; 
Tiny  linDilfl  eo  goft  ami  white  fold  in  peace  and  ri-8t, 
Mottier'a  duriiug  sweetly  elec])— by  uo  care  oppret-sod. 

Ciionra. 
Sleep  and  rest,  sleep  and  rest,  fmlier  will  come  to  thee  eoon; 
Rest,  rect  <»n  mother's  l)r»'iist,  futlu-r  will  come  to  thee  eoon; 
Failier  will  come  to  his  babe  in  the  iit-st,  silver  sails  all  ont  of  the  West, 
Undi-r  llie  silver  muon.    Tired  lassie,  sleep;  Bleep,  my  pretty  one,  sleep. 

Tire<l  lassie,  Ro  to  sleep,  thy  tronhles  soon  pass  over; 

Rest,  my  sweet,  your  pretty  head,  angels  'round  thee  hover; 

LullHl>y.  sweet  lulluhy,  sleep,  my  duriing,  sleep; 

Close  those  blue  eyes,  tired  lassie,  while  stars  softly  peep.— CAorw«. 


BABBLING-    BROOK 

Copyrltrht,  1892,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 
Tbe  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  b«  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rscelpt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twootht-r  Soiiits  t-v  0"e  Dollar,  l.y  Henry  J.  Wenman,  130  4132 
Park  Bow,  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  fur  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Mai  Fai.    Mui>ic  by  Adam  Oeibel. 


At  dusky  eve  I  strolled  alone  beside  a  little  habblins:  brook. 

The  plaintive  ripple  of  its  tone  l)espoke  a  heart  by  love  forsook; 

As  backward  flew  tlie  shutile  thought  to  s|iiii  a  |)at:t!  vt  mem'ry's  right 

I  SAW  a  ioue  for^'et-nie-nor,  'neuth  tangled  fern  in  ileep  twilight,  iu  deep  twiligbt. 

He  Comes  not  l)ack,  the  bitter  thonglit; 

Speak  to  me,  speak,  *' forget-me-not  "; 

Speak,  l>ai)t>ling  brook,  1  plead  to  you, 

And  whisper:  Is  my  lover  trui'? 

Speak,  b:il)blii>g  brook,  I  ple.id  to  you. 

And  whisper:  Is  my  lover  inie? 

The  last  sad  hour  he  bronglit  the  same,  tho'  years  have  flown,  the  bitter  thought; 
I  hear  again  the  old  pet  name,  as  oft  he  siaM  ••  for;:<f-nie-not." 
I  stroll  nione  each  evenii'le,  pray  God  to  tuide  my  ahh-eni  mars. 
Abiding  faith  sitsbymysiilc,  renewing  hope  beneath  the  sturs,beneatb  the  stars. 
He  comes  not  back,  the  bitter  thonghr,  etc. 


m  »  m 


A   PACK    OF    CARDS. 

Copyiiglit,  1893,  by  Frank  Ilardingr. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Ths  Words  and  3(tlSiO  of  this  t^ontt  will  be  sent  to  any  aUdrePK,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

eants;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  Une  Dollar,  liy  lleiny  J.  Welnnan.  ISOftlSS 

Pai-k  Row,  New  York,    t'ostafce  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written,  Composed  and  Simg  by  Henry  Rcilly. 


One  night  as  T  sat  by  my  fireside,  so  weaiy. 

And  dreaming  of  friends  who  were  far,  far  nway. 
Though  memory  brought  nie  some  tlionuhis  end  and  dreary. 

Tet  others  came,  too,  that  were  cheerful  and  gay. 
When,  all  of  a  sadden,  I  found  my  eye  resting 

On  soineihim;  that  brought  many  scenes  to  mr  mind; 
'Twas  an  old  pack  of  curds,  and  some  tales  interesting 

I  thought  that  I  might  In  their  history  find. 
Tiie  flri't  eCeiK!  that  I  saw  that  night  I  thought  was  quite  a  jilcnsant  sight, 

A  grnml  old  rooni  ablaze  with  light,  I  whispered,  "kind  regards," 
Whilst 'round  the  board  sat  young  an<l  old,  they  playeil  for  love  and  uot  for  gold, 

Whilst  joy  and  sorrow  ull  untold  was  in  that  puck  of  cards. 

The  next  scene  T  saw  filled  my  heart  with  great  pity; 

It  was  a  young  man,  and  liis  parents  I  knew; 
'Twas  their  only  BOM  w  hoin  tlie\ 'd  sent  to  the  city 

To  study  and  L'row  up  a  gentleman  true. 
His  weekly  allowance  tiiey  thought  would  suflice  hira 

To  live  on  the  b••^«t  niid  for  study  to  jmy; 
Tliey  knew  imt  tliat  evil  companions  enticed  him 

Away  from  bis  ^ladie8  at  jmker  to  play. 
I  saw  him  as  he  left  his  seat,  he  never  thought  his  pals  would  cheat; 

Elach  time  he  played  he  met  defeat,  and  still  he  called  them  i>ai'dB; 
But  there  will  come  a  reck'nii'g  day,  and  be  will  tlirough  this  foolish  play 

Bring  sorrow  iu  the  old  folks'  way,  all  through  that  pack  of  cards. 

The  last  scene  of  all  1  beheld  with  much  sorrow, 

For  there  was  the  scene  of  the  gninhler's  black  fate; 
No  ihoughl  had  they  got  of  the  wakim:  to-moirow, 

Though  llien  they'd  repent  but  to  fliul  it  too  late. 
I  The  briirht  gold  waa  stacked  by  the  siile  of  each  i)lnyer. 

Tin!  miser's  l»lack  cree<l  was  in  ev'ry  man's  heart. 
As  quickly  the  bef 8  Jessed  twixt  barker  and  layer. 

Aim!  mill  was  king  In  the  devil's  slave  mart. 
Ht»|i  stjike  a  buodred  on  this  name."    "  I'll  go  yon,  sir."    "  I'll  do  the  tama." 

Who  cares  for  misery  and  shame,  a."  each  liis  treasure  guards; 
'Yon  lie!  I  saw  you  turn  that  ace  "—a  smashiiig  blow  right  in  the  fac»— 

A  pistol  shot,  and  death's  disgrace  was  iu  that  puck  of  curds. 


— There  is  sometliing 
have  their  strong  poiuts. 


good  in  everything.    Even  mosquitoes 


BUT    YESTERDAY. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 
AH  rights  reserved.     ' 


The  Words  and  Musle  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Park  Bow,  Now  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  ComposiMl  by  B.  H.  Jansseu. 


But  yesterday,  Marie,  my  ow  n,  I  dreamt  again  tbe  jmst. 
And  saw  thee,  darlin'.',  iieard  thy  voice  just  as  I  heard  it  last; 
The  same  blue  eyes  I  loved  to  see,  thy  smile  so  bright,  so  gay, 
The  riihy  lips  and  golden  hair  were  mine  but  yesterday. 
Life  knew  no  soriow  then,  life  had  no  thought  of  pain; 

Thine  were  my  thouglns,  love,  yes,  ihine  ev'ry  day. 
Oh,  for  the  past  again!  Oh,  for  that  life  again! 

When  thou  wert  mine,  love,  but  yesterday! 

Hut  yesterday.  Marie,  my  own.  I  lingered  by  thy  side; 

Thy  love  waa  mine,  my  heart  was  thine,  tboii  wert  my  promised  bride. 

"The  meiu'ry  of  thy  parting  kiss,  thy  parting  words  to  me; 

No  love  so  pure,  so  true  as  thine,  my  own,  my  lost  Muriel 

Life  knew  no  sorrSw  then,  etc. 


DAI  SY    BELL. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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All  rigiits  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sons  wilt  In;  stent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  r^oelpt  of  40 
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Written  and  Comporcd  by  Harry  Dacre. 


There  is  a  flower  within  my  heart,  Daisy,  Daisy! 
Planted  <Hie  day  by  a  glancing  dart,  planted  by  Daisy  Bell; 
Whellier  she  loves  me  or  loves  me  not,  sometimes  it's  hard  to  tell, 
Yet  I  am  longing  to  share  the  lot  of  beuniiful  Daisy  Beil. 

Ciioui:s. 

Daisy,  Daisy,  give  mc  your  answer,  do! 

I'm  hair  crazy,  all  for  the  love  of  you! 

It  Won't  be  a  stylish  marriai;e— I  can'f  aflFord  a  carriage — 

But  you'll  look  sweet  on  the  scat  of  a  bicycle  built  for  two! 

We  will  go  "  tandem  "  as  man  and  wife,  Daisy,  Daisy  I 

"  Ped'ling"  away  down  the  road  of  life,  I  and  my  Daisy  Bell! 

When  ilie  roiul's  dark  we  can  both  ilespise  pliceuun  and  "  lamps  "  as  well; 

Tliere  are  "  bright  lights  "  iu  the  dazzling  ej  es  of  beautiful  Daisy  Be\\.~  Chorus. 

I  will  stand  by  yon  in  "wheel  "  or  woo,  Daisy,  Daisy! 
You'll  he  the  l)ell(e)  which  I'll  ring,  you  Uin.w,  sweet  little  Daisy  Belli 
You'll  lake  ihe  "  lead  "  in  each  "  trip"  we  lake,  then  if  1  don't  (1<>  well, 
I  will  (>criult  you  to  use  the  brake,  uiy  beautiful  Daisy  Bell. —  Chorut. 


The  Fancy  of  a  Summer's  Day. 

CopyrlKht,  1892,  by  Fi-ank  Hardinir.      Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

All  rights  le^erved. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Howard  Graham.    Arranged  by  Chas.  Oraliora. 


'Twas  to  a  happy  conntry  home,  'mid  venlant  fields  and  flowers, 
He  went  to  p.-iss  the  time  nway  and  spend  the  suniiner  hours; 
The  simple  life  enchanted  him,  so  many  wieks  he  stayed. 
And  whiled  away  the  eveiiiirL's  with  the  farmer's  pretty  m:iid. 
He  often  told  her  charming  tab  s  of  pleasiiics  he  hud  known; 
He  told  Inr  of  a  fortune  that  some  day  would  l>e  bis  own; 
In  dalliance  often  w  hl^iHired  he  had  Icariil  to  love  licr  so, 
But  all  the  sMinnnT  rest  to  In-r  was  misery  and  woe. 
He  left  her  when  the  li-aves  were  faiiing.  vowing  to  be  tme, 
And  she  was  all  confl'lini:  in  the  only  love  site  Knew; 
The  winter  snow  hud  passed  away,  the  spring  time  came  again, 
She  wailed  pulicui,  anxiously,  and  wrote  him  all  iu  vain. 

CUOBVS. 

Yon  have  forgotten  all  your  vows  to  me. 
You  have  forgotten  I  y«iur  wife  should  be; 
After  )our  promises,  yon  smile  and  say, 
'Twus  only  the  fancy  of  a  suuinier's  day. 

She  loved  him,  never  chiding,  tho'  he  changed  her  happy  life; 

She  lovecl  him  always,  hoping  she  would  some  ilny  be  his  wife; 

Slie  bore  her  eoriow  silently,  the  cross  was  bard  to  licnr, 

For  no  OIK-  seemed  to  pity  her  and  no  one  seemed  to  care. 

The  davs  and  weeks  passeil  slowly  by,  lh<'y  in-ver  met  again; 

He  saiu  lie'd  conic  to  sec  her,  but  she  waited  all  in  vain; 

The  rosy  cheeks  grew  wan  and  pale,  the  bright  eyes  ilim  with  tean, 

And  all  her  joys  liad  vaidshed  in  tlie  spring  time  of  her  years. 

At  last  the  iidings  reached  her  he  anoiner  one  bad  wed. 

And  soon  the  aching  heart  found  rest,  her  gentle  spirit  fled; 

No  more  in  silent  anguisii  would  slie  watch  for  him  in  vain. 

And  when  he  heard  that  she  liad  died  her  words  came  back  again: — ChOfut. 


—The  more  we  help  others  to  bear  their  burdens,  the  lighter  will 
be  our  own. 
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The  Words  and  Hude  of  this  Boiik  will  be  sent  to  anr  addrass,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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,  Words  and  Music  by  Cha«.  T.  Ellis. 


Rise  up,  my  pretty  morning  lark,  1  lie  6iin  is  rising,  too; 
Shiike  the  sleep  out  of  your  eyes,  and  from  your  xviniTB  the  dew. 
Now  let  thoBe  pretty  notes  you  tint;  encliunt  tlie  morning;  nir, 
Aud  let  yonr  Leurt  just  like  your  wing  be  free  from  weight  of  care. 

Chorus. 
Morning  lark!  morning  lark!  soaring  high  in  the  iiir; 
Slug,  eing  to  me,  sweet  morning  lark!  free  from  all  grief  and  care. 

YOOLB. 

Ley  )e  o  le,  ley  o  le  o,  ley  a  le  u,  ley  le  o  le  ley,  le  o  le  le>  le  o. 

Your  Bonc  is  ended,  morning  lark,  for  shades  of  eve  have  come. 
And  now  It  is  approaching  (Turk;  you'll  seek  your  meiidow  home. 
Where  tall  gruts  shades  your  lowly  nest,  with  head  bt-neuth  your  wing; 
Night's  honrs  you'll  give  to  gentle  rest,  to-morrow  you  will  sing. 

CUORDS. 

Morning  lark!  morning  lark!  with  songs  so  sweet  and  dear; 

Now  sing  to  me,  my  morning  lark!  free  from  all  grief  and  care.— Forf/«. 


Zbe  Words  and  Music  of  tills  f^nng  v  111  be  sent  to  any  addrens,  post-paid,  on  reo«Ipt  of  40 
Oents;  or  this  and  any  two  othi-r  S»n«s  f.>r  One  Dollar,  l.y  Hi^nry  J.  Welmisn,  ISOdtUS       I 
Flark  Bow,  New  York,    PostageStauips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods.  ) 

Words  by  T.  H.  Phelps.    Music  by  W.  C.  Sohrader.  f 

They  t«ll  me  'lis  foolish  to  prate  of  iove  in  the  sweet  and  oldon  way;  \ 

They  say  I  shmild  sing  of  lofiier  tliingc,  for  love  has  had  hie  day,  [ 

But  when  Dorothy  comes  I  cannot  choose,  ? 

I  must  follow  her  though  the  world  1  lose; 

My  vrry  Soul  pours  forth  ill  song 

When  dainty  Dorothy  trips  along.  ..  ,; 

'Tls  all  very  well  to  say  to  me  that  Browning's  noble  strain 

Rises  und  swells  with  the  tide  of  thought,  or  ihrubs  with  the  pulse  of  pain; 

But  if  Dorothy  once  liaiTcrosceil  liio  |>atli. 

Her  radiance  such  a  witchery  hatli, 

That  iicrobS  the  world  would  not  seem  long. 

To  follow  Dorothy  witli  his  song. 


n  * 
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THE    OLD    KITCHEN    CLOCK. 

Cod  right,  1879,  by  Qe«,  W.  Richardson  &  Co. 
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BATTLE    OF    LIFE. 

CopyrlKbt,  ins,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Hairy  Docre. 


Life  is  one  long  buttle,  which  all  must  fight, 
O'hoiigh  no  fireiirnis  rattle,  nor  armor  bright. 
Heroes  we  find  in  this^iriiirgle  for  life. 
Facing  the  billows  where  duiijjer  is  rife, 
BraveTv,  jet  quietly,  with  no  flag  uufurled, 
Unknown  to  all  tin;  world. 
Bee  how  the  life-boat  goes  out  to  the  wreck! 
Waves,  niouiiiaius  liigii,  now  sweep  over  herdack; 
One  man  is  dush'tl,  by  the  force  of  a  wave^ 
Into  u  wat'ry  grave. 

Chorus. 

Fighting  the  battle  of  life  was  he, 
Figlitiiig  for  some  one's  sweet  libe 
Fiuhtin);  with  iliose  of  a  giillunt  banci 


What  tho'  he  falls  in  the  conflict  now, 
Will  heroes'  laurels  decorate  his  browf 
No;  he  is  poor,  so  be  has  no  clttim 
To  a  hero's  name.  ^ 

Bee  the  firemen  speedinc  the  flames  to  flght. 
All  their  coumge  needing  this  fearful  night; 
ShriekD  of  despair  from  the  doomed  ones  we  hear. 
Shrieks  for  that  help  which  is  now  drawini;  near; 
There,  at  tiie  window,  a  poor  woman  stands. 
Wringing  her  thin  white  liands; 
Mark  now  the  flremim  who  climbs  to  her  aid; 
"Rescue  or  death,"  is  the  vow  he  haw  miide. 
Saved!  she  is  saved  I  shriek  the  vast  seething  bord*, 
Yet  what  is  his  reward? 

CUORUS. 

Fighting  the  battle  of  life  was  he, 

Fighting  for  some  one's  sweet  liberty; 

Risking  his  life  midst  the  bumiug  branda. 

Flame  on  ev'ry  hand, 

Ahl  see,  he  falls,  all  is  over  now; 

Will  they  «iih  hiurels  ilecoiate  his  browf 

No;  he  is  poor,  so  he  has  no  claim 

To  a  hero's  name. 

At  a  railway  station  I  stood  one  dny. 

Deep  in  meditation  of  life's  strange  way; 

Hark!  'tis  the  sound  of  the  li^'htning  expresa. 

Tearing  along  with  u  shriek  of  distress. 

There,  on  the  crossing,  au  old  man  we  see. 

Blind  to  Ills  danger  is  he; 

Whizz!  comes  the  train,  and  the  crowd  hold  their  breath. 

Strong  arms  have  rescued  the  nitiu  from  his  death. 

But  he  who  saved  him  Ihs  mangled  aud  stilled; 

'Tis  bnt  a  youth  lies  killed! 

Chorus. 
Fighting  the  battle  of  life  was  he, 
Fiiihting  for  some  one's  sweet  liberty; 
Saving  the  life  of  his  deiir  old  friend. 
Thus  be  nieeis  his  end. 

Ye«4^he  has  ended  the  conflict  now:  ;  ,- 

ShiiTl  we  with  laurels  decorate  his  browT    ' 
No;  he  is  poor,  so  he  has  no  claim 
To  a  deathless  name. 


The  Word"  nnd  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  si-nt  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cents;  or  this  und  nnv  two  otiier  Sonirs  for  ■■ne  Di>llai-,  by  Henry  J.  WVhnian,  190  &  13S      1 
I'ark  Row,  New  York.    Postage  btainpe  tukeii  Muue  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Musiu  by  J.  W.  Turner. 


The  old,  old  clock  I  gaze  on  now  to  me  is  ever  dear. 
Its  busy  hands  have  told  the  time  for  many  long,  lone  year; 
In  boyhood  days,  those  moments  gone,  I  raw  its  welcome  face. 
Aud  lietened  to  its  gentle  tick  while  standing  iu  this  place. 

Chorus. 
Twas  ticking,  tlckine,  ticking,  ticking,  ticking  niL'bt  and  day; 
.    I  love  to  hear  it  as  of  old,  \\hcu  it  ticked  the  time  away. 

The  old,  old  clock  I  love  to  see,  it  looks  likes  olden  time 
In  this  old  kitchen  of  my  sire,  when  he  was  in  his  prime; 
It  brings  to  me  some  happy  thoughts  that  I  uoiild  still  retain, 
There  let  it  staud— oh,  may  it  e'er  a  tieusiire  long  remain.— C'Ao;'h«. 

The  old.  old  clock,  the  kitchen  clock,  of  thee  I  love  to  sing; 

Thou  art  a  relic  of  the  past,  well  worth  remembering;  •  ,; 

Tick  on,  tick  on,  the  selfsame  way.  though  scattered  are  the  flock 

That  loved  to  hear  thy  ticking  once,  thou  dear  old  kitchen  clock.—  Ckorm. 


KITTY,    MY    COLLEEN. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  Schmiel. 


—When  is  a  bill  not  a  bill?  When  it  is  due. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

oents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  forUiieOollar.lty  Henry  J.  Weliniaii,I30dt  ISt 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  .Stimips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Patrick  J.  C'lleman.    Music  by  W.  C.  Schrader. 

Kitty,  my  colleen,  'tis  you  that  look  winsome 

Spinnin'  the  wool  with  vonr  beautiful  Miiilc. 
L'ave  off  iind  let  your  ould  gramliiioiher  spin  some; 

I've  somethini:  to  u  hicper  vou  out  at  the  siile. 
Troth!  wiih  your  locks,  lovel  so  daintily  ciiriin'. 

Your  lips,  that  keep  hiimmiii'  a  fortunate  tune, 
And  your  weeshy  white  hiiiids,  that  are  iwiMiii'  and  twirlin*. 

Your  wiudiu'  my  heart  ou  the  spindle,  aroou!  Ahl 

Refrain. 
Arrah,  thin,  Kitty,  It's  you  that  look  pretty, 

S'ated  so  sweet  at  your  ouhl  spinnin' wheel; 
Winsome  and  winnin'  the  while  you  keep  spinnin* 

My  fate  with  your  uate  little  ankle  aud  heel. 

You  needn't  mind  tossin'  yonr  tresses  so  flnxen; 

Begoria,  they're  fjiir  as  a  fortune  of  gold. 
And  yonr  lianii,  Kitty,  dear,  is  to  weeshy  und  waxen. 

The  soegarlli  shouUl  give  it  lo  some  one  to  hold. 
And  lips  must  be  kissed  if  they're  ledilcr  than  chciriet. 

And  Mil  arm  sure  was  iiiiide  to  encircle  a  \\al^t; 
Faix'  your  lips  are  so  like  a  buucli  o'  ii|>e  berries, 

I'm  thiukiu',  alauua,  of  tliryiu'  a  ta!^hte.    AUl—ff^redn. 

Thunder  and  turf!  it's  a  shame  beyond  eiiiniu' 

To  t-it  so  provokinuly  silent,  asihore; 
It's  lii}.'h  time  for  colleens  to  l'ave  off  their  spinnin' 

Whin  tiie  moon  and  their  boiichals  peep  in  at  the  door; 
So  come  to  your  Bnrney,  my  darliu',  so  winsoine. 

Ah!  Kitty,  you're  breakiu'  my  heart  wilh  your  smile; 
Whislit!  aisy,  aroon,  let  yonr  niandmother  spin  some, 

I've  Bomethiu'  to  whisper  you  out  at  the  sule.    Ah! — Ckonu. 


'.     ( 


— Why  is  the  pay  pianist 

Whose  music  tlinlis  with  biiss 
Unhappy  if  his  hair  does  not 
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—  Wcuhington  Star. 
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Parody    on:     '; 

Oh,  Sing  Again  that  Gentle  Strain. 

'  ■      Written  by  Chaa.  3.  Reid,  of  the  Walhalla  Comedy  Company.     , 


8(Bd  for  Free  Catdloprno  of  Song  Books,  Lrtt'-r  Writers,  Dream  Bookn,  Fortuno TqltoCf^ 

Trick  BnokK,  UecitAtiuii  Books,   reniiy  Killnds.  C.ill  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Boukx.  Stii»i|>  Speeches,  Irish  Sotiir  liookw.  Conk  B-K>k8.  Books  of  Amtuo- 

meat,  etc.,  Co  Henry  J.  Welinmn,  1.10  Jt  132  Purk  Kov«,  New  York. 

Don't  eiiis;  agiiin  that  liowlliiff  etntin,  for,  oh.  my  liend,  my  head  will  ache; 
Like  blades  of  etrul  'twill  pierce  iiiv  i>ia<ii,iiiy  ihiobliiu}4puit-,my  pate  'iw  111  break. 
My  reut>oii  will  fore'er  be  t;one  if  y<>ii  |K-rsi8C  to  xlng 
Tiiui  darned  old  sou^  uf  "  Hume,  Sweet  Ilume,"  ttiat  iu  my  ears  still  ring*. 

Qtt  np  from  that  piano,  love,  nnd  cet  nn  old  tin  pun; 
Go  out  there  m  il>e  street,  my  dove,  ami  briiii;  u  Chinese  band; 
A  tlionratid  Krindlnf;  ortinn",  too,  with  monkeys  all  in  train: 
But  I,  my  dearust  iuve,  pray  you:  Dou't  sin^  tliat  siiaiu  ujjaiii. 


NOBODY  S    STUCK    ON   YOU. 


By  J.  W.  Kelley. 


8M>d  for  Fre«  Catalofrae  of  Sonar  Books,  l.f  tt«'r  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Trtck  Books,  KecitAtioii  Books.    Teniiy  Rulliids.  Cill  Books,  .Toke  Books,  Sketch 

Books.  Stninp  Speei  he.t.  lii.sli  S<>ni;  Buokn,  Cook  B'>oks,  Books  of  Ainuse- 

menc,  etc.,  to  Heury  J.  Welinmn,  130  iSc  133  Purk  Row,  New  York. 


\    ■ 


8ome  cnrions  expressions  we  lu-ar  every  day. 

No  matter  whicii  way  we  may  go; 
And  slang  is  the  fi'sliion,  it  seems,  everywhere; 

But  tliu  leuson  no  one  seems  to  know. 
I  hear  an  ezi>rc8si>>n  of  lute— tliungh  it's  coarse, 

I  often  liave  found  it  quiie  trnc; 
You've  heard  it  yoursflr,  and  the  one  timt  I  moan  is, 

"Nobody's  stuck  on  you." 

ClIORU?. 

So  be  cnreful  you're  right  in  nil  that  you  say 

And  tvcryihing  eisr  tlnii  yon  do. 
For  if  joii  go  ui>tiay,  there  is  some  one  to  say 

That  "  Nobody's  stuck  ou  jou." 

■When  election  day  comes  then  the  boys  are  all  right, 

Poliiiciuns  are  always  tiitir  frii-nd; 
At  tiie  polls  ihey  will  suind  wiih  nn  outstretched  hand. 

And  their  money  tiiev  fn-ily  will  spend. 
When  election  is  over  it's  iliffureni  then; 

W'itli  voteiK,  of  course,  they  arc  tnrough; 
If  you  get  into  trouble  then  ask  tlieni  for  liolp. 

There  is  "  Nobody  stuck  ou  you."— C7«ortf«. 

How  often  a  good,  honest  fellow  will  try 

A  very  sweet  mdy  to  win. 
And  she  wants  lo  know  jnct  the  size  of  hla  wealth 

Before  there's  a  chance  to  begin; 
And  a'll  the  woil  I  over  you'll  tind  it  the  same, 

Exceptions  are  awfnily  few. 
For  wiu-rever  you  go,  if  y.iur  dust  you  can't  show 

There's  "Nobody  stuck  on  you." 


.    / 


^THE    SONGS  MY  MAMMY    SANG-. 


^ 


By  J.  W.  Kelley. 

y  Send  for  Free  Catalotfue  of  Sontr  Books,  Letti-r  Writers,  Dream  Books,  t'ortuno  Tellera. 
^1         Ti-ick  Books,  Kecltntion  Books.   Penny  Rillacls,  Cill  B-oks,  .hke  Boohs,  Sketch 
Books.  Stninp  Siieerhes.  Irish  H'Tig  Book^.  Ooi.h  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  I30  <X  132  Park  Row,  New  York. 

I  can  always  find  a  solace  when  my  spirits  m:iy  be  low, 

In  th>-.  ihon^'hts  of  liii|)|>y  chiiilhond  and  ihu  songs  of  long  ago, 

And  often  in  the  evening,  after  sippim.'  tea, 

I've  trie<l  to  sing  old-fiishioued  sonus  my  mammy  sang  for  me; 

"'I'hev'll  kiss  yon  and  cun-ss  yon,  tliey'fl  spend  llieir  money  free. 

And  of  all  the  tow  us  iu  lielund,  Kilkenny  for  me. 

Caoni's. 

I  love  10  sing  the  old-time  songs,  wlih  their  old-fashioned  melody; 

There  ore  no  songs  tiiut  seem  su  swest  a.s  I  lie  S'Uigs  my  mammy  sung  for  me. 

When  my  mother  w 'iild  be  busy  in  ilio  kitchen  through  the  day, 
I'd  oftiii  mind  liii-  bahy  if  I  wasn't  '  ff  nt  play. 
And  if  the  lial>y  hunipfd  his  nose  she  look  liiin  on  her  ki^re, 
Aud  then  she  sang  sweet  iullubys,  whcu  slie  hud  puddled  mu. 

Gyp,  Gyp,  my  little  horse;  Gyp,  Gyp,  ngain,  sir; 
How  many  miles  to  Dnhlin?  ilire<>  )<rorc  and  ten,  sir; 
Ovp,  Gyp,  my  little  hor-r;  Gvp,  Gyp,  a-jnin,  sir; 
'VS'ill  I  bii  there  by  candle  lighi?  yes,  and  buck  again,  sir. 

When  dad  came  home  at  eveninc,  lii«  heart  was  always  light. 
If  he  fH'.v  the  supper  icitily,  and  mother  smiling  liriglit; 
And  when  the  meal  was  over,  I'd  never  let  liiin  he, 
Uulil  he  But  close  by  the  fiie,  and  ihen  he'd  sing  for  me: 

Rock-n-bye,  bahv,  upon  the  tree  top. 
When  the  wind  blows  thi-  ciadle  will  rock, 
•  •     ,  Wlien  the  hough  hreiiks  thcciiidle  will  full, 

Aud  down  comes  baby,  the  cradle  and  all. 

Then,  oh!  hoi  ho!  ho!  aiich,  baby,  lie  aisy, 

Ii's  not  your  ould  mammy  lliat'x  nursiiiir  you  now: 

. .  .        For  I'm  weeping  and  waiiinu'  >ii>d  rocking  the  cradle, 

'.  '       Aud  uursiug  the  gussooii  thai'sull  my  own, 


-Of  what  profes.'ion  is  every  cliikl?  A  player. 


HONEY,    DON'T    YOU    QBIEVE. 

Copyright,  1887,  l.y  Cliaa.  D.  Blake  A  Co. 


Tlie  Words  and  Mnslo  of  tills  9on(rwill  be  nuut  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Written  and  C<>niposed  by  Fred  Barr. 


I'sc  a-pwine  away  to  Hebe  you  now,  I'll  hub  to  say  "good-bye," 

Honey,  don't  yon  griehe  afi<T  me; 
For  dat  Gospel  train  am  waiting  and  de  baggage  am  aboard,  '        •'    ' 

llouey,  don't  you  L'rlebe  after  me; 
I'll  try  to  meet  du  briidders  and  de  sisters  ober  dar. 

Holier,  don't  you  giiebe  afier  me. 
Oh,  I  hear  tie  bells  ii-iinL-ini;  and  I  hear  the  darkies  singing. 

Honey,  dou'l  you  griebe  after  mo. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  honey,  don't  yon  griebe  after  me;  honey,  don't  you  griebe  after  me. 

Oh,  I'll  meet  all  de  brudders  dnt  hab  gone  dat  way  before. 

Honey,  dini't  you  griebe  after  me; 
Aud  I'll  take  them  by  the  hand  and  I'll  jliie  dat  iKippy  baud, 

Honey,  don't  > on  giielx- after  me. 
Some  inorii  you'll  lieur  dat  mighty  born  ole  Gabriel  he  will  blow, 

Hone.v,  don't  you  griebe  after  uic; 
In  your  white  robes  nright  and  shining,  dm'*  do  life  for  which  we're  pining, 

UoDey,  dou't  >ou  griebe  after  um.— Chorus. 


Kissing  Papa  thro'  the  Telephone. 

Copyi  Ight,  1889,  l.y  The  W.  F.  Shaw  Co. 


The  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  .''onif  will  l.c  sent  to  any  address,  |<o>it')ia1d,  on  receipt  of  40 

OeutSi  or  thtsHiid  any  twootler  Sonir.H  f.>r<>»e  Dtiilai,  li.v  lliiiry  J.  Wpliinnn,  ISOdclSS 

Park  Row,  Now  York.    PuKtiige  Slaiiipj  taken  same  as  uu&b  fur  all  our  (foods. 


Words  and  Must  •  by  Th'miaii  P.  Westendorf. 


Papa's  gone  away,  to  be  gone  all  da V, 

And  lie  left  me  ><lce|)ing  in  my  bed  a'one; 
Now  his  parting  kiss  iie'll  lie  sure  to  miss. 

So  ril  send  It  to  him  tliro' the  telephone; 
He's  so  L'ood  and  kind  tlial  lie  does  not  mind 

If  I  should  diiiturh  him,  and  I  l.m>w  full  well 
He  will  smile  and  say,  "  lien  he  comes  to-day, 

That  it  made  him  glad  to  hear  me  ring  the  bell. 

Refrain. 
Tlng-n-IIng,  tinca-ling— TTello!  Is  that  you,  pnpft?  I  am  waiting  here  alone! 
Tiiig-u-llng,  tiug-u-liug— Uellol  I  wuut  to  kiss  you  through  the  (elephonul 

Well,  Indeed,  that's  nice:  why  I  kissed  him  twice. 

Ami  I  heard  him  laiighlm;,   cause  it.  felt  so  qiic-er; 
Tiien  ilieie  came  a  smack— he  wa-*  kissing  back; 

Oh,  his  nierr.v  cbiickle  I  coiihl   plainly  hear. 
Now  I'll  iry  once  more  if  he's  in  ilie  store; 

lie  will  answer  quickly,  for  I  know  full  tvell 
He  will  smile  anil  say,  w  hen  he  comes  to-day, 

Tliut  it  made  him  glad  to  livur  mu  ring  the  bell.— CAoru<. 


Pax*ody  on: 

Pulling  Hard  Against  the  Stream. 

By  J.  W.  Kell«y. 

Send  for  Free  rntaloeno  of  flon»  Bw.ks,  Letter  VVrifors,  Dream  Books,  Fortuno  TellerSL 
Ti-ick  B<M>ks,  Itecil.-itinii  Books,   Penny  Ballnds.  Cull  Books,  Joke  Books,  Skotch 
Bookn.  stiinip  Sf.eeehcs.  Irish  S.mif  IlookK,  C'ook  B'H>ks,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  130  &  132  Purk  Row,  New  York. 

Ton  eec  in  me  n  man  once  famous  in  society  everywhere; 

I  was  the  swell  for  every  belle— I  was  almost  u  millioimiro. 

My  father  was  an  lioiiest  furiner,  and  un  ample  fortune  made, 

Which  came  to  me,  and  I  '_'ot  rid  of  it  tryinu'  to  beat  the  Hoard  of  Trade. 

They  said  I  drunk  and  was  II  C'lml'lcr,  Ihongh  n  curd  I  never  piaved. 

But,  Just  like  me,  there  is  u  pleuty  weut  dead-broke  ou  the  Board  of  Trade. 

How  oft  we  read  in  daily  ])apers,  bow  some  young  man,  blithe  and  gay, 

I,ciids  a  Very  stylisli  life  and  only  gelling  scanty  pay; 

Soon  hie  books  are  all  goin^  ovci— to  face  the  music  he's  afraid. 

Fur  he's  l>cen  gelling  iniiiuled  into  the  ways  of  the  Board  of  'I'rade. 

Ciinudian  we.iilier  is  iniicii  Cooler— in  u  toltoggan  suit  lie  is  arrayed; 

Tliey're  nicer  than  the  stripes  he  oimhl  to  wvur 

Fur  moukeying  with  the  Board  of  Trade. 

Last  niifbt  T  met  an  old  acquaintance— one  of  the  hoys  of  lone  ago; 

I  wa.*  snrpiiMHl  at  Ids  a|i|H-aiance,  IiIm  hair  and  heard  were  white  as  snow. 

I  iiad  ten  cents  which  I  had  borrowed  (a  debt  that  never  will  be  paid), 

So  weuot  a  lunch  and  two  bisi  sehooneis — 

And  thought  we  owned  the  B"ard  of  'i'ra<l«: 

My  Johhint;  days  are  nearly  over,  to  look  at  the  bnlldlng  I'm  afraid, 

And  Ihey  were  afraid  I  wouldn't  scv  it,  so  they  put  electric  lights 

On  the  Board  of  Trade. 

You've  heard,  no  doubt,  of  the  fishery  question 

And  the  bill  we  passed  to  retuliufe 

On  t'anada,  because  she  won't  let  Yankees  inside  the  line  lo  buy  their  bait. 

Some  years  from  now  we'll  have  a  navy  to  make  good  all  the  bluffs  we've  made 

In  the  meantime  we  iniL'lit  ii")-  the  ship 

That  sails  on  the  top  of  the  Boaid  of  Ttade. 

So  now.  my  friends,  I  l'Ivi-  ymi  w;iruiug. 

Don't  stieciiiate  or  you'll  lie  playetl. 

And  you're  liable  to  pick  up  ppiintcrs,  /'^  ,'        '' 

Sliding  around  on  the  Board  uf  Trade.  ,;  ..'.v    '^ 
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Parody  on: 

I  CANNOT  SING-  THE  OLD  SONGS. 

Wriiten  by  Chas.  S.  Reid,  of  (lie  Walhalla  Comedy  Com^iany. 


Bead  for  Fi-ee  Catalojrue  of  Sonar  BooUb,  Lettrr  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortuno  Toners, 
Trick  llookR,  Kecitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  B<>(>ks,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Book".  Stump  Speeches.  Irish  S.>nK  Books,  C"(>k  Riokg,  Bookaof  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wulniiaii,  13U  &  132  Purk  Row.  New  York. 


I  cannot  einij  tlio  old  eoiij:8— my  liinj^s  they  won't  go  off: 
My  voice  le  liUe  n  rusty  fili%  tiiut  ulwuys  mnkes  mo  cough; 
But  wliiit  is  worve,  w  lil-nu'er  I  eiug,  I  have  a  strungu  disuuee; 
1  cuuiiot  sing  lUe  old  Bongs,  for  I  will  always  Buecze. 

I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs,  for  I  don't  know  tlie  words; 
My  sini-ing,  too,  Is  nuthing  like  the  song  iiotea  of  tliu  birds. 
So  « Ide  niy  mouth  flits  open  wliene'tT  to  sini;  I  please; 
I  cunuut  Biug  the  old  eonK« — my  luutjs  would  surely  freeee. 

I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs— my  Mifo  will  not  allow; 
For  she  objects  lo  bellow  mi; — us  the  siiyp — like  a  cow. 
Slie  does  not  like  my  Bingiu;:,  and  to  tier  will  1  bow; 
I  caTinot  sing  the  old  bOngs,  to  suve  u  family  row. 


^  •  » 


X 


Parody  on: 

HE  NEVER  CAKES  TO  WANDER. 


Written  and  Snug  by  Gus  WlUiams. 


Send  for  Free  Catalotrue  of  Sontr  Books,  Letter  V/riters,  Dream  Books,  Fortuno  Tellers, 
Tiick  Book*.  Ueritation  Bonks,  Penny  Bidlads.  Coll  B'-oUs,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Bouks,  8tiiini>  Sp«'erhos,  Irish  S^mtr  BiM>ks,  C""k  Books,  Bo<ik»of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliuian,  130  <&  132  Purk  Ron,  New  York. 

"  Vniions  men  have  various  nnturcs,"  6om<'  prefer  to  be  a  "  boss.'" 
O'er  llie  world  they  like  to  irav.:l,  unil  iliey're  "  punipUiiis  "  then  of  Coarse; 
But  the  one  I'm  going  to  eint;  of  is  the  one  wlio'e  ruled  by  wife. 
Cannot  move, 'cept  by  i)ermissiou;  lives  in  danger  of  his  life. 

Cnoiiii.«. 
He  never  dares  to  wander  from  his  own  fireside — 

In  fact,  lie  never  lins  n  chiince  to  ruauii 
For  his  wife's  both  queen  and  king — 
AH  diiy  she  makt'H  liiiii  eiiig — 
"  Oh,  there's  no  place  like  home,  6weet  home." 

Ills  poor  face  is  never  beainin;:  wlien  his  dnily  toil  i?  o'er; 
And  lie  huiids  her  all  his  wag'S  as  she  nieeis  iiini  ui  ihe  door — 
How  he  hungers  for  a  "raciiet,"  to  be  out  amoni;  tlie  "boys"; 
He's  afraid  of  darling  wifey— minding  her  is  all  his  joye.—Cfiorui. 

With  ft  club  she  fondly  greets  him,  and  there's  dnnger  In  her  eyes, 
As  she  calls  out  sharply,  "  Daildy,  wiilk  iliai  kid  liefore  he  dies." 
Kuby's  eyes  are  red  wiih  crying,  iiaby's  arms  are  'round  him  pressed, 
As  he  wulke  upon  cold  oilcloth  all  night  lung  withuat  a  rvst.— Chorus 


Parody  on;  ^"' 

My  Sweetheart's  the  Man  in  the  Moon. 

Composed  and  Sung  by  Hovey  Cook.  ,     • 

Send  for  Free  Oatalotnie  of  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Drenm  BooVp.  Fortune  Teller^ 
Trick  liookn,  Kecitfltion  Books,   Penny  Biill.ids,  C-ill  B'oks,  J. ike  Books,  Sketch 
BoukH,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  s  -fl^  Bookw,  C"ok  B'okK.  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliuiait,  130  <fc  132  Purk  Uo>v .  New  York. 


Last  iilulit  I  relumed  home  early,  full  of  good  old  rye. 
And  I  lay  tlown  in  my  bed  and  lo  rleep  1  did  try; 
I  wiis  feeling  very  weary — felliislfep  quite  soon — 
Dreamed  1  woe  u-living  with  the  niun  up  In  the  moon. 

Chorus. 

My  sweetheart's  the  man  in  the  moon— any  C'rl  who  says  that  la  a  *'  loon.' 

I've  lieard  it  said  ihiit  ill  June  Idm  iheyM  wed. 

They  may  Im;  all  right,  bnt  it's  not  ill  the  head. 

If  ihey  want  a  man  Very  bad,  there's  many  a  man  to  1)6  had 

Who'll  wed  llu'se  young  innidf,  and  give  cards  and  spades 

To  tlielr  sweetheart  who's  up  ill  ilie  moon. 

Cuouirs. 
I  Ihonglit  that  an  old  maid  I  saw  wlio  wns  eiulity-three,  yes,  and  more. 
I  thought  on  that  nii;ht,  as  she  pnt  out  the  liulit. 

She  f< d  II  niiin  iindir  In-r  bed — that  l»  right— 

And  then  she  did  quick  lock  the  dour,  wouldn't  let  the  man  oat  any  more. 
You're  lii.\  in.'in,  bIk- said— liu>:!.'ed  hiiu  till  he  was  dead—        .         , 
I  Kuw  this  from  up  in  the  muou. 

I  dreamed  while  I  wns  np  there  I  met  some  good  old  boys. 
Ami  iliey  gave  me.  Hello,  Hill,  and  wished  me  many  joys. 
1  thought  w  ir  got  on  a  "  tear  "-and  siaycd  on  it  a  "  eik, 
And  we  chaBed  and  raced  the  beer  ciiu  till  it  sprang  a  leak. 

Cnonus. 
I  thonght  all  the  cloiidn  had  a  race,  and  that  I  played  one  for  a  place. 
And  my  cloud  it  won,  iind  I  got  all  the  "iiion." 
Then  the  angels  w lio  lost,  tiny  gave  me  the  chase; 
But  the  man  in  the  moon  stuck  to  me,  for  1  had  the  money,  you  Bee; 
And  behind  ii  dark  cloud,  where  no  one  was  oUowed, 
I  got  full  with  the  man  In  the  moon.  '  ;• 

Cnonus.  .-  •/ 

I  thought  that  on  a  side  street  I  saw  a  chippie,  BO  neat, 

Pick  lip  a  Jay  tliat  was  passiiii:  lier  way. 

And  Btear  liiin  ill  a  saloon  and  make  him  Stand  treat. 

And  he  thont>ht  that  her  he  could  win,  but  she  won  his  good  diamond  pin. 

And  if  sIieM  had  a  chane,  slie'd  have  won  his  pauu. 

So  said  the  man  in  the  moon. 


Parody  on: 

DO    THEY    MISS    ME    AT    HOME? 

Written  by  Cbas.  S.  Reid,  uf  the  Walhalla  Comedy  Company. 

Send  for  Free  Catalo^tie  of  Sonir  Bonks,  Lettor  V.'ritera,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TMeHL 

Tl-ick  Books,  Recitation  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  Bouks,  Joke  Books.  Sketch 

Books.  Stump  Speeches,  Iilsli  Sunt?  BixikH,  C"f>k  B^oks,  Books  of  Amua»- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Ueiu-y  J.  Welimaii,  13U  <&  1S2  Purk  Ro»,  Vew  York. 

Do  they  mies  me  at  home?  Do  they  miss?  my  rackets  they  cannot  hear;  f 

And  my  howling  all  around  like  a  lilizzard;  or  my  growliin;  like  a  griszly  bear;  ) 
Or  my  raising  the  roof  with  my  yelling,  and  knocking  tlie  "  governor  "  out;  [ 
Or  smashing  the  windows  and  glassware?   Dotliey  miss  me  when  I'm  nut  ttl>oatf  [ 

Do  they  miss  my  lond-squeaking  old  fiddle?  on  which  snch  music  I  made 
As  would  lay  out  a  Chinece  biai-a  Imuil  forever  to  sleep,  in  the  shaile. 
Do  they  miss  me  at  home,  now  ever?  my  t>t<>rin-liUe,  cnarming  basao? 
Do  they  know  that  I'm  gone  forever,  "B.  Tuba,"  in  Cuba,  lo  olow? 


ON    A    STRING. 

By  J.  W.  Kelley. 


Bend  for  Free  Cataloroe  of  Sontr  Books,  Lett<<r  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  l\Blle(a, 
Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,   Penny  Bullnds.  Cull  B<HikB,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books.  Stump  Speeches.  Irish  Soiiir  BookH,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weluuan,  130  <S:  132  Purk  Row.  New  York. 


How  often  we  find  that  8mall  Utile  things 

Will  bring  til  us  pleasure  or  pain. 
So  each  litile  drop  niuet  help  to  make  np 

A  wonderful  shower  of  ndn; 
The  largest  of  cahhs  were  firot  little  threads, 

And  it  does  seem  a  curious  thing 
What  wonderful  things  are  often  attached 

To  a  small  little  bit  of  a  string. 

Cborub. 
It's  a  cnrions  subject  I  take  for  my  Bong, 

Bui  no  tears  to  youreyt-s  "ill  I  bring, 
Bnt  I'll  piiow  you  some  ways,  almost  every  day. 

Smart  people  are  caught  on  the  eiriug. 

No  donbt  you  have  heard  of  the  great  cable  road. 

An  inveiiiion  that  ic  hard  to  beat; 
So  the  people  who  live  at  the  ends  of  the  town 

Will  not  have  to  wear  out  their  feet; 
Cars  run  np  on  one  track,  then  down  ihe  other — 

Folks  np  and  down  town  they  will  tiring; 
Don't  you  think  i  hat  it's  funny  you  have  lo  pay  money 

To  lie  drugged  around  on  the  string?- C//o>ia. 

Yon  often  have  seen  some  spooney  yoniig  man 

Near  crazed  throUL'h  his  love  for  hi»  girl, 
And  until  she  says,  "  Yew,  1  will  be  lliiue  own," 

His  brain  never  ceases  to  whirl; 
But  when  he  is  inairiiHl  she  lliinks  he  done  wrong. 

To  boss  him  she  thinks  quite  the  thinu: 
He  finds  that  she  lied  and  wishes  he'd  died 

The  day  she  got  him  ou  the  niriug.—O horu*. 


GINGER. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Fi-ank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Ilall,  London 
All  rights  i-eserred. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiipr  will  be  sent  lo  niiy  a<li)ress,post-i>altf  .on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  (irlliisanduny  two  other  Souks  fur  One  Dullai.by  lleury  J.  Ueliiiian.l3«A  US 

Park  Row,  New  lurk.    IcisiaKe  ritamps  taken  name  aacuali  forallour  Kvods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Felix  UcGlunnon. 


I  once  had  a  mash  with  plenty  of  cash, 

Wlio  vo.\ed  he  would  make  mc  his  wife; 
One  iiiiilit  we  went  out  1  heard  such  a  sliont 

Thatsc.-ired  me  niuli  out  of  my  lif<-; 
It  wax  ^olnl;  rude  boys  who  made  ull  the  nolse; 

I  trembled  in  t'-rror  ami  dread 
When  they  poinled  at  him  and  said,  "  Grizzly  Jim, 

Lei's  all  warm  our  liands  at  his  head! '' 

Chorus. 
Gingerl  Ginger!  Someboily  shouted  "Gingerl" 

Twig  the  fop  with  ihe  cniroty  mop;  he's  all  there. 
Gingerl  Gini;er!  All  of  I  hem  shouted  "Qlngerl  " 
I  gave  him  the  sack  and  I'll  never  go  back 

To  the  chap  with  the  ginger  iiuir. 

One  night  to  the  play  we  toddled  away. 

Got  right  III  the  front  of  the  |ilt: 
The  play  was  so  nice,  all  viriiie  and  vice, 

Snio^ing  oiirsi'lve:^  we  did  sit: 
A  voice  shouted  "  Fire!  "  tlie  yells  sonnded  In'Khsr, 

The  auilience  rose  to  uet  free; 
When  a  man  on  the  stage  spoUe  out  in  a  rage, 

There's  no  fire  at  ull;  can't  you  see  ifs-r-C'AorM, 

On  marriage  fall  bent,  to  chnrcli  we  both  went. 

And  proudly  we  walkeii  up  the  aisle: 
A  big  crowd  was  tliere  and  8Jii<l,  "  Ain't  she  fair?" 

But  when  they  saw  hiiii,  oh!  the  smilel  _ 
Sonic  inasher  cri<-d,  hush!  can't  you  see  him  blush? 

Oh,  look  at  Ins  liasliful  hig  head; 
"We  uot  to  the  rail  and  then  1  liiriied  pale. 

For  even  the  old  parson  said— It's— C'/toriM. 
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■         Parody  on:  !y/ 

DREAM    FACES. 


■•nd  for  Kre«  Catnlofnio  of  f'-onar  Booire,  Lottflr  Wrlt«r«,  Dreiim  Books,  Fortune  Teller!, 
Trtok  Books.  Kecitntiun  Buoks,  Teniiy  Ballada.  ChII  B<Miks,  Joke  Bucks,  Sketch 
Bookf.  Stump  Spwetli*-",  Irish  S<<nK  Boukr<,  C<><>k  B'><>ks.  Bo<>k*  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliiiiaii,  I3U  &  133  Purk  Row,  New  York. 


Written  by  Chaa.  S.  Reld,  nf  the  Wallialla  Comedy  Company. 


Clean  full  of  l>cer  I  lie  liore  in  a  room. 
Now  feeilii(j  blue  within  the  "  lodt-up's"  gloom; 
At  Inat  I  tloee  and  memory  cli<nb«  tlie  wall, 
Aud  riiuD  abutit  uuiil  the  eliudows  fall. 

CnoRUB. 

Toiigli  dreamland  faiicie!«,  darting  here  nnd  (bare, 
StnixU  xiraiglit  on  end  my  red  nnil  curling  huir; 
Fnll  Well  I  Unew  I  hem.  seen  Vm  oft  i>»;fore. 
Yet  I  can  uever  view  thein  coolly  o'er. 

Tliere  'Tithing  »nake»  go  crawlinir  all  about. 

Kow  (Irawiag  near  me,  make  me  uildly  ehont; 

filiclc,  slimy  mouHters  iha'  always  come  near 

Me  when  I'm  full  of  whiskey  aiid  bud  beer.— CAor««. 

And  now  come  flocking  dirty  herds  of  swine 
'J'hut  make  nie  uisli  myself  woefully  blind. 
And  now  a(>i>eiii8  my  irate  mother-in-law. 
Just  in  the  act  of  paralyzing  my  iiwv.—  Chorut, 


»  %  m 


Kiss   My  Dear   Old    Mother,   Jack. 

Copyrtcbt,  ISn,  by  Fmnk  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  n«ll,  London. 
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Far  away  from  dear  rolnmhin.  In  a  lam)  across  the  fonm. 

Lies  a  inoiher'e  darlinir  dyini;.  far  from  kindred  frieinls  auil  home, 
>  And  Ids  comrade  knei-l.-<  li<-snle  him,  »itli  the  teurdropi<  in  his  eye, 
^  LIst'uing  to  the  poor  lad's  message  us  he  says  the  lost  guod-bye. 

Ciionrs. 

Kiss  mv  denr  old  mofher.  Jack,  and  sny  it  came  from  me, 
The  hoy  who  ran  away  from  home  and  went  across  the  sea; 
Ask  her  to  forgive  me.  Jack,  her  wild  and  erring  lad. 
And  say  that  1  died  wiili  u  prayer  on  my  lips  for  her  and  dnd. 

Ah:  the  day  I  well  rememl>er  that  I  ran  away  to  sea; 

Uad  and  1  had  hotly  quarrelled,  and  iti  pasision  lie  siriick  me: 

1  struck  him  Itack.  oh.  lu-aven  foruive  mel  to  the  docks  I  made  my  way. 

Slowed  myself  uu  board  a  vessel  thuC  wus  due  to  sidi  thai  day.—  Chorut. 

Bear  the  message  to  my  mother,  how  I  died  a  life  to  save; 

Ho>v  I  snntclieo  a  helpiei-s  infant  from  a  ciiiel  flery  pruve— 

An  humi.le  coiin^e  fleroly  burning,  a  frantic  mother  shrieklnit  wild; 

'Mougsl  I  he  flumes  1  dashed  I  ike  lightning,  gave  my  llfebui  saved  tbecldld.— T^o 


Parody  on : 

PEG-QY CLINE. 

Composed  aud  Suntt  by  HoTey  Cook, 
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1  did  land  in  this  bricht  town  just  one  year  ago. 

I  admii  I  w;is  not  quick,  but  slow,  oh,  very  slow. 

I  wniked  down  the  uayest  street,  in  a  rextuurant  did  dine; 

I  met  a  girl  I  thought  u  ]>curl,  her  nume  was  Peg^y  Cline. 

Chorus. 
Tall,  with  sfraw-colorcd  hair,  was  Miss  Peggy  C'llns; 
Isald  I'd  ))e  her  ]>apa  if  she'll  be  mine; 
I  payed  for  all  that  -the  ordered,  for  beer  aud  wine. 
I  wus  a  dea*l  eu^<y  murker  for  Peggy  C'llne. 

ClIOKUS. 

I  thought  I  was  a  winner  for  sure  that  time; 

I  kept  dealing  out  mcmey  for  beer  anil  wine: 

She  said  «he  wanted  u  watch,  so  she  took  mine; 

I'll  send  you  the  ticket,  you  Knben,  said  Peggy  Cline. 

When  she  took  my  watch  and  chain,  well,  I  thought  It  a  Joke; 
1  ordered  np  some  more  itoikI  uine,  then  found  that  1  was  broke. 
I  said,  P<L'gy,  niy  di-ar  tlrl,  all  of  my  dust  I've  blew. 
If  that's  the  case,  I'll  have  the  plarc,  fhe  suid,  then  out  she  flew. 

Cuonca. 

I  sat  there  lilw  a  gillie:  there  snt  the  wine; 
I  was  not  in  a  hurry,  she  had  my  time; 
She  bad  flown  out  the  diior,  she  I  thought  mine; 
I  was  done  like  a  Ruben  by  Peggy  Cline, 

Cnonus. 

tTp  came  a  waiter  and  said,  yon  owe  for  wine. 
'  ',.,      .    I  said,  ton  are  mistaken;  oh,  that's  not  none. 
Then  ail  »)ver  my  form  he  did  qnlcklv  climb: 
He  nearly  killed  me,  aud  all  fur  Mi!>s'PegKy  Cline. 


Parody  on:  ,.: ■>{'■•  I 

What  Is  Home  withoTit  a  Mother? 

Wiitlen  by  Chas.  S.  Reid,  of  the  Walhalla  Comedy  Company. 
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Whnt  Is  home  without  a  mofher?  who  will  whop  the  boys  nronndt 

Keep  their  jackets  taimed  so  nicciv,  and  with  them  (^ently,  gently  mop  the  ground? 

Oh,  who  shall  flre  them  full  of  pills  when  aching  pains  come  on? 

Oh,  who  will  dose  the  little  treasures  when  her  gentle,  gentle  care  is  gone? 

When  they  tear  their  little  dresses,  who'll  1)C  near  to  spank  them  good? 
Who  will  catch  them  in  the  flblets  that  does  l>elong,  belong  to  chiUlhood? 
Who  will  raUe  them  every  mornini;  with  a  sounding  slap  from  bed? 
Ob,  who  will  do  the  kids  full  justice  wheu  her  gentle,  gentle  care  Is  fled? 


> 


Parody   on; 
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THE    G-OLDEN    WEDDING- 

Composed  and  Hunir  by  Hovey  Cook. 
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This  morning  at  breakfast  my  wife  said  to  me: 

"  Yon're  tired  of  this  married  life,  I  can  see." 

She  said,  "  I  shall  leave  you,  for  my  bean's  near  broke." 

Said  1,  "  Hop  nlonK,  bird,  on  yon  I've  no  ro|ie." 

"  You're  no  goo<l,  you're  no  good,"  she  said  time  and  again. 

I  said,  "Come  off  your  |>erch,  bird;  you  give  me  a  pain. 

Then  she  said,  "  Oh,  how  I  loni;  to  be  free." 

Said  I,  "  You  don't  long  any  hmger  than  me." 

CHontTS. 

Walking  the  floor  at  night  lime,  baby  yon  try  to  please, 

Willie  your  dear  wife  sleeps  soundly,  and  you,  poor  man,  you  freeze- 

Get  up  and  lit-'ht  the  flre.  and  many  another  thing. 

Those  are  a  few  of  the  joys,  my  boys,  found  iu  a  wedding-ring. 

She  said,  "When  we  conrted,  yon  were  very  good  then, 

But  marria'.'e  it  changed  y(ui,  like  most  of  the  men." 

Said  I,  "  Yes,  I  know  it:  I  made  a  bad  break. 

But  now  it's  loo  lute  and  I  see  my  mistake." 

"  'I'hen  why  did  yi>u  call  at  my  house  every  night 

And  burn  papa's  coal  and  papa's  gaslight?  " 

Said  I,  "  Now  you  asked  me,  so  must  w  Ish  to  know— 

*Twas  liecause  I  had  no  oilier  warm  place  to  go." 

Chorus. 
Oh,  for  a  desert  island;  there  I  could  live  content. 
Does  any  man  here  want  a  wife?  let  me  see  the  gent. 
Oh,  what  a  case  of  bunco;  it's  a  dead  tough  road  I'm  on. 
Would  I  marry  if  I  were  single?  not  on  your  life,  says  JohD. 


Parody   on : 

THAT     IS     LOVE. 

Composed  and  Sun k  by  Horey  Cook. 
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See  a  mother  l>endlng  o'er  her  duilini;  boy, 
She  has  got  a  barrel-slave  bis  pants  to  annoy. 
Every  time  be  yells  to  licr 'tis  urentest  joy— 

Eighty  limes  a  minute  she  does  Idr. 
Willie's  punts  that  morning  were  quite  new. 
And  their  color  It  was  black,  that  is  true— 
Willie  he  was  black  and  blue  when  ma  got  throiigb— 

Tliat  is  love,  that  is  love. 

Levy's  brother  Moses  died  in  hot  July, 

But  to  keep  him  for  a  little  while  Levy  did  try; 

So  he  went  to  an  undertaker's,  ice  to  buy, 

Jnst  to  keep  his  brother  nice  and  cool. 
But  the  undertaker  wanted  seven  dollars  for  a  fee. 
Levy  said,  I'm  willini;  to  give  you  three. 
My  ^irother'B  feet  were  froze  bist  winter;  they  don't  need  Ice,  said  bi 

That  is  nerve,  that  is  nerve. 

See  a  little  chicken  in  a  chlcken-coej»; 

He  tries  to  8|>eiik  to  his  mate;  he's  got  the  croup. 

But  he  mainii;es  to  chirp,  "  We'll  be  in  the  soup; 

Here  comes  the  farmer,  both  of  uh  must  die. 
When  the  boarders  tackle  them,  It  gives  them  pain. 
Tliose  chickens  were  two  old  ones— they  died  game. 
When  the  boarders  break  their  teetli,  they  all  exclaim —  ' 

That  is  tough,  that  is  tough. 

See  a  poor  bum  standing  at  your  cottage-door, 

AsUint!  for  a  bile  to  eut,  and  nothing  more; 

Yon  Klve  him  pie  and  sponge-cake,  enoutdi  for  foar; 

I'hen  he  asks  you  for  a  napkin  nnd  a  chair, 
or  the  savage  bull-dog  he  has  no  fenr. 
He  asks  you  for  a  few  cents.  In  a  voice  quite  clear; 
You  give  him  four— he  asks  for  five  to  get  a  beer — 

That  Is  nerve,  that  is  nerve.  .'■  .       ••-■   . 
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Take  Back  the  Heart  Thou  Gavest. 

..    '.     By  Chas.  S.  Ri'Id,  of  the  WoUiullu  Coined}' Company. 


LITTLE    KITTIE    CLANCY. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  S.  G.  Christie. 
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By  W.  A.  Pratt. 


Tnlk  about  your  pretty  pirl?,  pirU  -that  fake  your  eye; 
You  eiiy  y<>u  love  them  dt-aily,  tli«ii  yon  liL'iive  a  heavy  sigh; 
This  is,  in  fact,,  a  fiiiicv,  tie  liirlit  as  light  can  be.  '  ' 

Give  uie  a  lovB  like  Eitiie's,  (hut  u  the  love  forme. 

Chorus. 

Pretty  KIttie  Clancy,  you  are  my  fancy;  yon  are  an  angel,  the  fairest  in  the  land; 
Soon  we  uill  uiurry,  Kittie  do  not  turry,  preity  Kitty  Clancy,  my  sweetheart. 

Kitty's  young  and  pretty,  the  fairest  in  the  land: 
luUecd  I  have  a  treasure  in  my  Kiltie's  heart  iind  hand; 
I  look  forward,  with  pleasure,  to  the  day  when  we'll  l>e  one; 
Wb«u  trouble  I  or  Kitiie,  I  trust,  will  know  uoat.—  Chorui. 


Parody  on: 

THY   LAND'S    MY  LAND. 

Composed  and  Sung  by  Hovey  Cook. 
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I  went  to  a  boarding-house,  tliought  I'd  get  fat,  ,   '_; 

'Tis  the  same  old  tale; 
I  looked  for  home  comforts  and  all  things  like  that, 

'Tis  the  same  old  tale. 
The  lady  that  run  it,  well,  rhe  was  all  right,  . 

And  the  boarders  were  right,  too. 
But  the  feed  she  gave  it  was  dead  wrong,  •  v 

That  it  would  kill  me  1  well  knew, 
CHoRtrs. 
Beefsteak,  tough  steak,  if  you  tried  to  cut  your  knife'd  broak; 
Hard  bulled  eggs,  for  them  I  did  not  care; 
Old  bread,  hard  bread,  made  of  pie  Iron  I've  heard  said;    • 
The  cheese  it  was  ahle  to  jump  off  the  table 
And  follow  you  everywhere. 

Once  we  got  roast  beef,  that  was  a  surprise,     , 

'Ti»  the  snnie  old  tale; 
When  I  gazed  on  it  I  heaved  several  sighs, 

'Tis  the  same  old  tale; 
I  was  served  wiih  potatoes  hard  as  rocks. 

Of  the  beef  I  got  a  chunk, 
I  saved  it  for  a  week  or  more. 

Then  I  used  it  for  a  hinge  upon  my  trunk.  .  , 

Chorus. 
Nice  girls,  sweet  girls,  girls  who  liad  lovely  blonde  curli^ 
Old  siirbreites  smoked  Old  Judge  cirgrettes; 
One  said  last  May :  "  I  saw  my  sixteenth  birthday." 
Well,  that  one  she  saw,  yes,  and  several  more. 
Or  else  for  some  years  she  was  blind. 


Parody  on:  '- ' 

BETWEEN    LOVE    AND    DUTY. 

Composed  and  Sung  by  Hovey  Cook. 
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On  the  corner  stands  n  man,  his  wife  to  him  a  qnarter  gave 

To  go  out  and  get  his  hiiir  cut  and  nl»i>  to  get  a  shave. 

He  well  knows  he  sadly  needs  it,  for  his  hair  is  two  feet  long. 

If  he  gels  the  shave  and  hair  cut,  he  cau"t  drink;  his  numey's  gone. 

Every  person  who  does  pass  him  only  looked  at  him  and  grinned. 

Some  of  them  said.  What  a  lovely  chance  for  the  breezy  wind. 

On  his  left  lie  sees  the  harliers,  on  his  riulit  the  big  ^'aloon— 

Will  he  drink  or  get  his  hair  cut,  he  will  have  to  decide  soon. 

Chorus. 
He  stands  between  love  and  duty,  looking  to  left  and  right; 
He  needs  a  drink,  hair  cut  and  shave,  but  he  can't  have  all  that  night; 
He  waIkH  along  and  strokes  his  beard,  ■.,  , 

And  the  harlier-shop  he  neiired,  "  ■'    .  ■ 

But  into  the  saloon  he  steared— 
He  stood  betweeu  love  aud  duty.    'r. 

Years  ago  my  brother  Willie  owned  a  dog,  it  was  a  "  beant." 

Willie  he  was  stuck  upon  it;  said  it  was  a  noltle  brute. 

One  day  Willie  went  oui  walkinL',  took  the  'log  alona  wiih  him; 

He  was  dressed  all  in  the  best  clothe.*— Willie  looked  right  in  the  swim. 

Dog  li  ran  ahead  of  William— ran  a  shoit  way  down  the  street. 

Dog-caichcrs  along  were  pagsing— dog-catchers  and  dog  did  meet; 

Dog-ciitchers  tiiey  grabbed  Will's  doggie— Willie,  he  grabbed  the  dog,  too. 

Five  big  dog-catchers  grabbed  Willie— he  was  u  sight  \vheu  they  got  through. 
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Take  back  the  heart  thou  gavest,  verniifnaie  candy,  T  know; 

Surely,  my  darling,  thou  ravest  lo  uive  ine  this  candy  nioito.  ,■■'; 

Take  hack  the  candy,  'tis  ronen,  vermifuge  siroiigly  I  smell; 

Tills  gift  shall  not  be  forgotten,  knowini;  you  have  ibem  to  sell. 

The  wordleis  are  so  mistifying,  saying  simply :  "  1  love  you." 

Now  who,  1  pray,  is  deuyiug  unytliing  you  say  untrue. 

Take  back  the  heart  thou  gavest,  'tis  not  the  candy  I  like; 

Perhaps  'tis  the  kind  thou  ciavest  ?  then  take  back  the  heart,  dear  Mike. 

]  never  sach  heartlete  liave  eaten,  surely  ne'er  did  I  them  ne«d: 

For  nothing  but  caromels  sweeieu  the  teeth  that  I  have  in  my  head. 

Then  take  back  the  heart  thou  gavest— its  nature  its  odor  couflrma; 

Oh,  if  this  heartlet  thou  leavest,  I'll  give  it  to  Johnnie  fur  worms. 


On  the  Levee  by  the  River  Side. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co.  ' 
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By  Fi-ed  Warren. 

lu  the  old  Kentucky  state,  just  before  the  war  begin,      -' 

On  the  levee  by  the  river  side; 
I  was  but  a  pickaidnny 'moii^  my  kindred,  kith  and  kin,  ■-;  .^. 

On  the  levee  by  the  river  fide. 
There's  the  aged  Uukle  Ned.  he  am  dead  long  ago, 

On  the  levee  by  the  river  side;  :.        -      .v  .;    ' 

He  pluved  u|)OR  the  bones,  picked  the  old  banjo,   .  -  •    - 

On  the  leree  by  the  river  side.  •    ,  r     .. 

Chorus.  ":..''":■  ''•-.'': 

I'm  going  home  again,  boou  I'll  be  home  again. 
For  to  dance  with  sieter  Sue,  aunt  Sophia  aud  stumpy  Lou, 
On  the  levee  by  the  river  side. 

Ev'ry  morning  we  would  gather  'round  the  old  cablu  door, 

Ou  tlie  levee  'oy  the  river  ^ide, 
Where  yve  used  to  pick  the  cotton  so  early  in  the  morn'. 

On  the  levee  by  the  river  side; 
Unkle  Ben  would  carve  the  possum,  how  the  darkies  all  would  prance. 

On  the  levee  by  ihe  river  side; 
When  lie  picked  upon  his  banjo,  nmt  liow  we  used  to  duuce. 

On  the  levee  by  the  river  side.— 6' Ao7-«*. 

Oh,  them  good  old  happy  days,  they  will  never  come  again. 

On  the  levee  by  the  river  side; 
When  yve  used  to  play  around  in  the  sunshine  and  the  rain. 

On  the  levee  by  the  river  side; 
When  the  MissibSippi  steamboat  up  the  river  she  would  come, 

Ou  the  levee  l)y  the  river  side. 
And  she  used  to  blow  her  whistle,  how  the  darkies  all  would  run, 

On  the  levee  by  the  river  side.— 6'Awm«. 


HER  WEDDING-RING-   OF    GOLD. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poot-pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  aiiy  two  oth>-r  Sontrs  for  Ooe  Dollar,  liy  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &1SS 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Compoi«d  by  K.  C.  Splllaue. 


Chorus. 

He  stood  between  love  and  duty;  he's  sorry  he  ever  stood; 
The  dog-catchers  had  a  wanon,  with  a  cage  on  made  of  woo 
Will  BJiid,  take  my  dog  and  you  lake  me,  too; 
So  what  did  the  dosr-catchers  go  and  do- 
Threw  the  dog  In  the  yvagon,  my  brother  in,  too, 
For  he  stood  between  love  and  duty. 


There  are  sweet  songs  dear  to  ev'ry  heart,  we  sing  them  dnjr  by  day, 

Sweet  SOUL'S  of  happy  hours,  of  love  and  joys; 

There  are  mem'ries  of  our  home  life  tender,  writ  in  ev'ry  breast. 

Which  come  to  us  "ith  soft  regrets  and  sighs. 

But  sing  I  of  a  daughter  gentle,  of  a  daiighter  true. 

Death  had  come  lier  soul  away  to  bear; 

Ere  she  died  she  called  her  brother  John,  and  whispered  low. 

As  slie  placed  a  packet  in  his  cure: 

Refrain. 
"  Take  it,  John,  'twas  mother's  treasure,  life  is  fleeting  fast; 

Guard  it.  John,  iis  worth  Is  all  untold; 
Shield  it,  John,  through  life's  endeavors,  through  it's  strife  and  care, 

'Twas  mother's  ringi  lier  wedding-ring  of  gold." 

Then  with  tenderness  did  John  receive  it,  while  the  teardrops  fell. 

And  leaned  he  o'er  his  d\  ing  sister's  bed. 

And  he  yvhi8|>ered  there  iu  soft  voice,  tender:  "Dearest  sia,  I'll  keep 

My  mother's  treasure  till  my  fife  has  eped." 

And  then  his  dying  sister  sofilv  pl.iced  her  hand  in  his. 

Grateful  love  was  mirrored  in  her  smile; 

John,  whose  lonely  heart  was  breaking,  kissed  her  pallid  lipa 

As  she  murmured  faiuily  ail  the  while:— J?«/>'ain. 

Fondly  John  now  guards  the  precious  relic  of  his  mother's  heart. 

The  relic  of  her  maiden  dreams  and  pride. 

For  'iwas  sweetly  linked  with  lovelight  tender,  shed  in  day»  of  yore. 

When  glad  she  walked  life's  pathway  by  John's  side. 

And  often,  yvhen  the  night  is  falling,  sitting  liiere  alone,  ^ 

Comes  10  John  his  dying  si^ter'g  voire. 

Bidding  him  in  low  tones  thrilling'still  to  guard  and  keep 

Mother's  ring,  a  treasure  without  price.— .ff^/oin. 


"i*-  ^^^Sfbi^: 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.    38. 


She's  Prettiest  when  She  Pouts. 

Copyright,  18K,  by  \V  Schmlel. 

The  Worlii  «Ti(l  Mnslo  of  tlils  Sontr  will  bp  gent  to  riiv  aildresn,  post  tmlil,  on  r^elvt  of  40 

cenw;  ..!•  tliis  unj  any  two  otli.r  S  .nirii  f..r  U-.ie  l)<illai .  l.y  Ht;nry  J.  We lii.ian,  130X133 

Pork  Kow,  New  Vuik.    I'uittuKe  Sloiiips  taken  saiuo  aa  cash  fur  all  uur  gooda. 


By  W.  C.  SoliroUcr. 

Stie'8  A  clieriib  if  there  ever  wns  an  nnml  wtihont  wincrs. 

This  cuiiiiiii-;.  cliaiiniiik;  cliniiy  Cuz,  jiict  mit  of  lu.'iiliiii;  Btrings; 

Siiu'8  luscious  M  n  ri|ieiietl  pciir,  nil  prudery  »iie  ^c<>llls. 

£gud!  nue'a  Imndaouie,  but  I'll  swcnr  Blie'u  ptctiiebt  uUeii  elie  pouta. 

Refrain. 

Ah'  ye»,  her  nether  lip,  so  tempting  tin  n,  1  prey's  in  tolcen  m'lto, 
'I'liat  I  \\ill  cltiilleiige  ull  tiie  iiicii  \\]u>  dare  liir  will  ili^'iiiie. 
Ili-r  hc.'irt  in  toiiclied  iit  mv  concern  for  woiiinn's  wliims  mid  donblg, 
Aud  tiiuugli  lit-r  Clieekswiih  bluolies  bnru,  ebv'a  preitiesi  wlicu  slie  pouts. 

Ah:  little  Coz,  you  cnjim.t  know  the  miscliief  thnt's  been  played 

Within  my  brei<Bi ;  ?ad  overthrow  of  \vi»e  icsolve!*  you're  uiiule. 

I'm  liooked  and  booked  ii^iioni;  ilie  r-coie  of  love-siclc  iiilly  lout^. 

Who  evvry  gruce  and  freuk  adurc,  aud  rave  vvliene'vr  she  pouts.— .ff^rain. 


GOING    TO    MARKET. 

Words  by  Hurold  Wyiiu     Music  by  Loula  l>ichl. 
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The  Wordt  and  Muslo  of  (IiIa  Sons;  will  be  sent  to  anv  addreitii,  pout  I'liil,  on  itH-i-liit  of  *0 

COnU',  ortliisandaiiy  twooth''rSMn(raf"rO>ie  Doflar,  l.y  Henry  J.  Wehiiinn.  130.!;:  1.12 

Park  Row,  iiew  Yo>k.    Pottage  Stamps  taken  sauie  as  cosh  fur  all  uur  tfouds. 

She  wH'*  standint;  by  the  «icliel,  iind  she  drooped  iicr  pretty  liend. 

"I  am  t:oing  to  the'muiket,''  witli  a  little  si>;li  vlic  e»id; 

".And  ilie  buj'ket  is  so  heavy,  iind  I  thint;  thut  it  "ill  ruin: 

An>l  tlie  road  is  lonu'  and  lonelt  tiiruii>:h  tliu  coppice  and  the  lane." 

■With  a  itiider  glance  he  answered,  as  lier  trouble  d  look  ne  met: 

'•  1  um  euro  it  uill  be  ueury,  and  it  mi>;lit  l>e  very  wet; 

Aud  (he  hay  is  hardiy  ripened,  t<o  I  Iiumii  t  much  to  <lo: 

And  if  you  viid  let  me,  Jennie,  I  siioiild  like  lo  yo  witli  you. 

Anil  if  you  will  let  me,  Jennie,  1  slionid  like  to  ^o  witn  you. 

You  au'l  1  logeilier,  love,  iiever  mind  the  »eutlier,  love; 

You  and  I  toj^eilier,  love,  ail  the  wa>,  all  tin-  way. 

Yoii  and  1  togrtiier,  lovv,  nevrr  mind  tne  we.itiicr,  love; 

You  and  1  togctlier,  love,  all  the  wa.» ,  ail  the  way."' 

Many  merry  words  were  spoiicn.  and  tlic  8nnlif;ht  'round  them  fell; 
But  at  even,  when  retiirniiij;.  he  hail  someihiu^^  more  to  lell. 
"Oiil  Ilie  road  of  life  we  travel  ha."  irs  burdens  we  must  benr, 
An<l  the  road  is  lom:  ajid  dreary,  will  you  wish  nie  with  yon  iherer 
Tlien  her  dimpled  cheeks  grew  rosy  as  the  r<uiisel  in  the  NVeat, 
And  Biie  unsuered.  looking  sli)  ly,  at  the  lilies  in  her  brea-«t: 
"You  were  kind  t'>  couic  to  maiket,  and  yon  always  tuli  me  true; 
So  1  ihink  Til  have  yon,  Douuld.  for  the  other  journey,  ton; 
So  1  think  I'll  have  yon,  D<'naKi,  for  the  other  journey,  too. 
You  aud  I  logeilier,  love,"  etc. 


AFTER    THE    BALL. 

By  CbM.  K.  Harris,  authur  of  the  fmnuud  .-uccoss.  "  Kisa  and  Let's  Make  Up." 
"•  CpyriKht.  1892,  by  Chns.  K.  Harris  A  C.». 


Exclusive  permission  lo  pabli^h  the  wonls  of  this  song.    All  riglits  reserved. 

Cha.«.  K.  Harris  *r.i., -JOT  Grand  .\vtinne.Mil«nukee.  Wis.,  are  the  sole  publishers  of  this 
Bui>g.    Tuo  hitKvl  uiUDic  u(  this  sunt;  cnn  be  ubuiinea  iruin  tliem  ut  MX:,  per  cpy. 

Words  ood  Mublc  Ijy  Chas.  K.  Harrl.s. 

'    '  A  liltle  maiden  cliinbeil  an  olil  man's  knee, 

I>>';;ued  fi>r  a  siory^"  D",  L'nc)e,  please."' 
Wliy  are  you  single;  w  liy  live  uiont-* 
Have  you  no  babies;   have  you  no  home? 
"1  had  a  sweetheart,  years,  jear-  ai'o; 
Where  she  is  now,  pet,  you  will  soon  know. 
List  lo  the  story,  I'll  tell  ii  all: 
I  believed  her  faithless  after  the  ball. 

CUORUS. 

After  the  hall  is  over,  after  the  break  of  morn- 
After  the  daii'-era'  leaving;  after  the  htars  are  gone; 
Maiiy  a  lirm  i  is  aching,  if  yon  could  read  tliem  all; 
Uauy  tliu  hopes  that  buve  vunislied  alter  Ibe  nail. 

,'     .  Briirht  lights  were  flashing  in  the  grand  ball-room. 

Softly  tlie  music,  playing  sweet  tune.*. 
Tliere  came  my  sv>eei heart,  my  love,  my  own— 
"I  wish  :«onie  water;   leave  me  alone." 
■'-.  When  1  relumed,  dear,  then- sioi'd  a  man, 

■    ;   -   '  •-      Kissing  my  sweetheart  a»  lovers  can. 
.^-    . :  Down  fell  the  giafs,  pel,  broken,  that's  all,  ' 

~%    '  Just  as  my  heart  was  after  the  ball.— C7<(^/M«. 

■■'■:  Long  years  have  passed,  child;  I've  never  wed; 

.  ■  i'    "         True  to  my  lost  love,  tliough  she  is  dead. 
'  She  filed  to  tell  me,  tried  to  explain; 

.     '  I  would  not  11' ten,  pleadini,'s  wt-re  \ain; 

One  day  a  let ler  came  from  that  man- 
He  was  her  i.rother— the  letter  ran-- 
That's  u  by  I'm  lonely,  no  home  at  all; 
I  broke  her  heart,  pet,  after  the  ball.— 6'Aoru«. 


j     —What  rclttlion  is  tbe  door-mat  to  the  scraper?  A  slip  farther. 


'TWAS   NOT    SO    LONG   AGO. 


Copyi^ht,  1(K«,  by  \V.  Schmlel. 


The  Word*  nnd  Mni«1c  of  this  Sonir  «lll  In-  ».iit  to  any  mldira^,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  «0  i 

csiits:  or  this  and  anv  twu  other  Sotii.'!<  tor  "ne  Dullar,  by  lleiitv  J.  Weliinan.lSO  &  ISH 

I'ark  Ruw,  New  Vork.     lVstat>e  stumps  taken  naiiiv  as  cash  fur  all  uur  gouds. 

Words  by  Heni7  S.  Leigh.    Music  by  W.  C.  SchiiMler. 

How  fondly  I  rememhrr  yet  your  sweet  and  snnny  face; 

1  can't  forget  the  hour  we  met,  and  can't  forget  tiie  place. 

A  liltle  time  away  it  ceenis,  about  a  day  or  so; 

Our  life  is  made  of  ill  tic  dreams;  'twas  not  so  long  ago. 

Ah  me!  what  silly  thiuux  we  say,  what  silly  things  are  done. 

When  youth  and  pleasure  le:id  the  way,  and  folks  me  t\>eiiiy-onel 

Like  angry  w  ave»  the  cruel  years  have  tossed  mo  to  aud  fro; 

And  yet  how  close  the  partt  aptiears,  'twas  not  sorloug  ago,    [Danc4.] 

I  recollect  the  tender  talk  we  held  alone  the  lane; 

Our  diiilogiie  ihroiighoiit  the  walk  was  fervid,  though  insane. 

You  hoveled  long,  it  seems  to  me,  beiwe<n  a  "  Yes "  or  " No." 

I've  ne'er  forgotten,  that  you  sec  'twaa  not  so  lou^  ago. 

Ah  mel  what  Billy  things  we  say,  etc. 


/ 


• 


EIGHTY    YEARS    AGO. 

Words  by  C.  Sprague.    Muslo  by  J.  F.  Petri. 

The  Words  and  JIu-'lo  of  Ihi.i  Sf>np  will  be  sent  to  anv  addr.wi,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  .ir  tlilsand  anv  two  oth.r  .S  .nu-.s  for  Oie  U.iliar,  l.y  lUiirv.J.  Wehnion,  lS0<tl3S 

Park  Ruw,  Mew  York.    Puetage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goud*. 

Eiu'hty  years  have  rolled  away  since  that  bright  heroic  day. 
When  our  fathers,  in  the  fray,  siriick  the  conqiieriiii;  blow. 

Praise  to  them,  tile  bold,  who  spol^e.  praise  to  tlieui  the  brave  who  broke 
Stern  oppression's  galling  yoke,  elgliiy  jears  ago. 

Ciiont's. 
Praise  to  them,  t.'ie  hold,  who  spoke. 
Praise  to  them,  the  brave,  who  broke 
Steru  oppression's  galling  yuke. 
Eighty  years  ago. 

Pour  the  wine  oi'  sacrillce,  let  the  cratefiil  anthem  rise — 

S'lall  we  e'er  rciu'ii  the  pr  ze?— Never— never— nol 
Hearts  and  hands  shall  guard  those  rit;his,  bought  on  Freedom's  battle  height*, 

Where  he  fixed  his  signal  lights,  eighty  years  ago.— f/iWM*. 

S-.'  car  iti  by  the  mis;lity  dead — those  who  counselled,  those  who  led; 

U>  the  blootl  your  fai  hers  shed,  by  vour  mot  iter's  woe; 
S.v  lu  it! — by  liie  living  few— those  wIiomc  hre:ists  weie  scarred  for  you. 

When  to  freedom's  ranks  they  tlcw,  eighty  wars  ago.— C'Aortt*. 

By  the  joys  that  cluster  'round,  by  our  vales  wiih  plenty  crowned, 

Hy  our  hill-tops— holy  ground,  nsriied  from  the  foe — 
Where  of  old  the  Imli.in  rtiaycil,  wlieie  of  oid  ihe  pilgrim  prayed. 

Where  the  patriot  drew  liis  blade,  eiglity  yeais  ago.— 6'/io/7/». 

Should  again  the  war-triimp  peal,  there  shall  Indian  flrmness  steal, 

PilL'rim  faith  and  patriot  zeal,  proiii|>t  to  strike  the  blow; 
There  shall  valor's  work  be  done;  like  the  sire  shall  be  the  son. 

Where  the  light  HUB  waged  and  wou,  eighty  > ears  ago.— CAaruf. 


0^^: 


WE'RE     NOT     THE     GIRLS     YOU 
TAKE    US    FOR. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Albert  Loraine  &  Co.,  New  York. 

31ie  Words  and  Muidc  of  this  Sontr  w  ill  he  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  und  any  two  oth.-r  S^ntrs  f.-rOiie  Dullar,  hy  llearyj.  Wetiinnn,  IXAISI 

Park  Itow,  Mev  Vork.    Postagi  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  tor  all  our  goodl. 

Words  aiiu  Music  by  W.  C.  Rot>ey. 

We  got  an  invitation  to  attend  a  fancy  ball: 
They  said  tliey  wanted  j<dly  girl«,  and  begged  of  ns  to  call. 
Now,  bear  in  mind,  we'ie  lull  of  fun,  iii«  loin;  as  it's  not  rouirh; 
But  Htill  we've B.nse  enoiio||  to  kno>v  ju-t  when  we've  had  enough. 
We  tlirted  to  onr  heitrls'  content,  and  danced  with  ull  we  met. 
But  someiinu'B  fe  lows  get  "  too  fresh  ".  that  inucli,  pi.iv  don't  forget. 
Two  maslieri«  came  and  raid,  "  My  dearx.  it's  late  for  voir  to  roam. 
We'll  have  the  pleasure,  with  couscut,  lo  see  joii  safely  home." 
SpoKEN-What  did  you  say? 

CaoRt'8. 

No  yon  won't,  won't,  won't!  No  you  don't,  don't,  don't! 
We're  very  near  eleven,  and  a  trifle  over  seven. 
But  you  can't,  can't,  can't!  No  you  shan't,  shan't,  shan't! 
We're  really  not  ihe  sort  of  girls  you  take  us  for. 

The  hour  was  very  hue,  but  still  we  did  not  want  their  aid; 
We  knew  Ihe  ro.id  was  lonely,  and  >M;i:an  to  fi-el  afraid. 
Tile  way  we  shook,  we  must  confi-ss,  our  fears  "C  couldn't  hide- 
In  fact,  we  almoi-t  wislic<l  thai  we  li:id  some  one  by  our  side. 
We  felt  quiie  sure  they'd  follow  ns,  but  r-till  we  would  not  yield; 
We  cut  acio;-H  a  lonely  i^jth,  which  led  into  a  field. 
And  then,  before  our  very  ejfes,  we  i-aw  thone  fellows  smile. 
They  said  they'd  simply  followed  us,  to  lift  us  o'er  the  stile. 
Spoken— Whot  did  you  eayi— Chorus. 

We've  both  made  np  our  minds,  next  time  we  go  out  to  a  dance. 
To  have  some  to  protect  ns,  there  are  lots  w  hod  like  the  chance. 
If  ladles  will  go  out  alone,  well,  let  them  have  their  way; 
Expeiieiice  infornis  us,  for  this  rashnos  lliey  miiMt  pay. 
If  you  ^hould  comeaiid  lake  IIS  to  a  p.iriv  or  a  ball,  .      ,' 

We  wiint  you  men  lo  b<  ar  in  mind  we  rouldn  t  go  w  ith  all; 
So  give  ns  limely  noiicte,  and  tin-  chimce  we  will  not  miss:  '       ■'     .  ; 

There's  no  doubt,  in  ilie  mazy  dance,  you'll  try  to  iteal  a  kiss. 
Spokeji- What  will  you  »ay7~C'hornt. 
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'''  ••  "■;  ;•■■''■-  -Parody  on:         'v;;''^". :;;■;: 

HERE    LIES    AN    ACTOR 

-  ';      .       Written  by T.  H. looker. .       '      ;       •    -  :.      '\  \ 

0«n(1  for  Fre«  CatalOfriie  of  Soiifr  Books,  I^lt*r  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Teller*. 

Trick    BookK,  Recitation  Book*,  Pttniiy  Ballads,  Call  Hooks,   Joke  Books,  Hketoh 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  SonK  Books,  Cook  Uool>s,  Books  or  Ainuse- 

luent,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weiinian,  130  <S  132  Park  Kow,  Ne\>  York. 


■A'^'h-'-'s'     ''      Parody  on:  ^yi' ••'''■■ 

HOME,    SWEET    HOME. 

Written  by  ChM.S.  RelJ,  of  the  Walhalla  Comedy  Coiniwny. 

Gend  for  Free  Cntalojrue  of  Sonfr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Book!<,  Foituno  TellerB,   i 

TI^ok  Books,  liccitation  Books.   I'enuy  Ballads,  Call  B'loks,  Joke  Inioks,  Sketoh  i 

Book".  Stmnp  .Si>opi'hes,  Irish  Sons:  Books,  Cook  Books.  Hooks  of  Aniu»o- 

iiicnt,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wolinian,  130  A:  Vit  Park  Kow,  Ntw  Yori:. 


One  night  I  mi-t  an  actor  with  a  bunch  of  whiskers  on  M?  ciim, 
He  coulda't  raise  tlie  price  of  a  sliavc,  now  wasiit  thai  a  sin? 
Yes,  he  was  on  his  uppers,  he  had  no  soles  upon  lii«  sho-s, 
AlthouKli  his  nose  was  very  re<l,  ihie  actor  h.-id  the  blues. 
He  tournie  of  his  troubles  with  an  "  Fncle  'i'lionias"  cabin  troupe; 
In  Kalainazoo  the  manager  skijiiM^d  and  left  thcin  in  the  ^onp: 
Tiio'  they  etartid  out  in  a  Pullman  cur,  they  had  to  walk  it  hack. 
And  that  be  counted  40,000,000  ties  along  the  lailuay  truck. 

Cuonus. 

Now  he  was  nn  actor,  and,  as  a  class,  they're  always  dry; 

So  I  took  him  to  the  Morton  House,  wc  had  a  class  of  rye; 

That  really  was  an  actor,  1  soon  eatisflid  myself, 

For  I  thought  he'd  never  "  break  away  "  from  the  free  lunch  shelf. 

He  told  me  of  the  many  parts  he  played  ujwii  the  stage; 
He  made  a  "  hit "  as  the  skull  in  H.imlet  before  he  wits  of  t\s.o\ 
Tlie  '"critics"  on  the  newspapers  liis  acting  they  would  iiUv'ays  praise- 
He  often  had  to  hire  a  wajron  to  take  home  the  l)<>uqiici.«. 
He  nia.vel  with  Henry  Irving  wlieii  be  was  on  the  other  s-ide. 
And  said  be  was  a  "  hamfat    ,  his  acting  it  was  very  "  snide  "; 
Uesupi)orted  Mrs.  Langtiy,  Dr.  Landis  and  Fanny  Herring,  too; 
He  played  in  every  opera  nousc  from  Hobokeu  to  Yazoo. 

Chorus. 

Now  he  was  an  actor;  yes,  I'd  bet  my  life  on  that, 

For  he  wore  a  big  cape-overcoat,  kief  gloves  and  a  high  hat; 

He  stood  iiiK)n  the  Riiilto  and  twirled  a  flve-reiit  cane; 

Hie  watch  was  in  the  hock  eho;>,  but  still  he  wore  the  chain. 

I  asked  him  to  have  another  drink,  I  tlionght  lie  would  refuse. 
But  he  said:  "  Me  boy,  with  pleasure;  I'm  glad  to  hear  the  neus." 
He  filled  his  glass  npto  the  brim,  and  the  Imrtendir,  in  a  joking  way. 
Said:  "Have  no  fear,  kind  stranger,  we  keep  open  here  all  day." 
He  then  insisted  ui>on  treating  me  to  a  bottle  of  chainp.ignt. 
"  Old  fiiends  like  you  and  me,"  said  lie,  "  may  never  meet  again." 
We  drank  a  bottle  of  the  best— we  didn't  leave  a  giil. 
When  suddenly  be  disappeared  and  left  me  to  pay  the  bill 

CnoKus. 

Yes,  he  was  an  actor— in  fact,  he  was  a  beauly  brighi ; 

When  he  gave  me  the  razzle-dazzle  it  made  me  mad   enough  to  fight; 

I  cbused  lilm  down  the  avenue,  oh,  how  I  mad    him  run; 

It'i  a  good  thing  for  this  actor  that  I  didn't  have  my  gun. 


When  fortune  lias  played  you  a  tough  little  trick. 
And  your  purse  looks  dejected  and  you  do  feel  sick; 
No  giub  seems  forihcomiiig  to  relieve  your  wuut. 
And  a  goue-uess  of  stomach  does  make  you  louk  gaunt. 

Ciionus. 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home! 
There's  no  place  like  home,  •: 

There's  no  place  like  home. 

When  the  snows  of  bleak  winter  creep  in  to  your  feet 
Throntib  holes  in  the  leather,  as  you  tramp  the  street; 
No  shelter  above,  save  the  stars  and  f lie  moon ; 
The  wind  through  your  whiskers  will  whistle  this  tuue.- 


Chot-un. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  H.  Webb. 


I've  not  come  to  preach  or  to  eing 

Of  things,  friends,  which  no  man  can  do; 
I'll  simply  relate  what  I've  heard 

As  thro'  life's  tngged  path  we  go  through. 
There's  thousands  of  people  we  find 

That  have  ruined  both  body  and  soul 
In  climbing  the  ladder  of  life 

In  search  of  that  monarch,  king  gold. 

Chobcb. 

Then  why  do  men  sigh  for  those  things 
That  fate  iie'er  ortiained  them  to  liold? 

Why  not  be  content  with  their  lot, 
And  not  crave  for  that  monarch,  king  gold! 

If  dally  our  papers  we  read. 

Of  the  poor  bankers'  clerks  we  are  told. 
Of  their  prosjiects  being  ruined  for  life 

Through  the  love  of  tlie  sweet  shining  gold; 
They  heed  not  their  mothers  or  wives 

When  allured  by  temptations  to  steal, 
Bnt  find  out  when,  in  fate,  too  late 

What  a  felon's  disgrace  is  to  feel.— C'/iorMs. 

Some  of  onr  poor  sisters  we  find, 

How  easy  their  virtue  is  soldi 
They  heed  not  their  womanly  pride 

When  illured  by  the  sweet  shining  gold; 
The  wine-cup  they  take  as  their  friend. 

In  hopes  sad  remorses  to  save. 
Till  discarded,  dishonored  by  all. 

They  then  seek  an  untimely  grave.— CAor?/#. 

W'e  should  all  be  content  with  onr  lot. 

Whether  we  be  peasant  or  peer. 
And  not  crave,  bojrs,  for  those  things 

That  of ttimes  drives  men  to  despair; 
Just  gaze  at  the  poor  gambler's  life. 

Of  nis  sad  end  we  ofttimes  are  told;  '.     '     ■,"  v 
In  a  w  orkhouse  be  oft  ends  his  days 

Thro'  loving  the  Bweet  sliining  gold.— Chorus. 


My  name's  Charlie  Mash,  .ind  I've  juht  come  fioni  scIiomI, 

With  the  lie.-irt-ache  and  blues,  and  the  twir  in  my  e^e; 
I've  had  u  good  hiding,  they've  called  me  a  6iK»ou;  '  ' 

If  I  wasn't  afraid,  for  two  pins  I  would  die. 
For  not  far  from  ours  in  a  chool  for  young  ladies,    "   '■ 

Wlio  giggle  and  simjier  whenever  we  nn'et; 
I  love  them  all  niadiy  and  wildly  and  fondly,  ,.  ,' 

Those  girls  at  the  school  at  the  end  of  the  street. 
Spoken— The  first  one  I  spoke  to  was  a  Scotch  girl.    1  oflfered  her  my  heart 
and  a  bun.    She  took  tlie  bun  and  said,  the  he.-irt  she  couldn't  be  fashed  with; 
atid  in  a  voice  remiudiug  uie  of  the  sound  of  bagpipes  said: 

('Honus. 
Eh,  ninn,  buy  caller  Jicrrin', 

Ye  ken  I've  no  lo"  for  yersel'  at  a', 
I'm  biawly,  thank  je  for  sijoeriii, 

Diuna  ye  fash  yirsel",  hoot  awa. 

Tlrongli  crushed  and  defeated  in  this  my  tirsl  love, 

1  thoui;hi  it  v.  SM  nonsense  to  tive  way  to  urief. 
So  I  swore  to  pothcft!  a  vouii<j  tiling  thi  y  called  "  Krcnchy," 

And  faiicied  at  last  my  iK)<>r  hcint  found  re:ief. 
1  conldu't  write  French,  tliough  I  sent  her  a  '»>//y. 

Nor  knew  what  it  meant  when  1  murmured  /oof  /.ueef. 
But  I  ni:ide  up  my  mind  to  iiiii  over  to  I'airij 
With  this  gul  from  the  school  at  the  end  of  the  street.  ' 

Spoken— But  she  said: 

CaoRue. 
'*  Vive  la  »«»»«  or /#Ajs  si  voo  %'oolly. 

Tray  l)e  hang  ke  voolly  voo, 
Ally  voos  ong  la  square  de  Leicester,  ^    -. 

I'ailey  voo  francy,  wee  tnmsoo.'' 

Some  would  have  been  with  these  failures  disheartened. 

Have  shunned  such  a  world  so  unkind,  so  iintiiie. 
And  wailed  some  time  before  trying  another,  . 

But  I— no — I  loved,  and  I  didn't  care  who;  -  ■ 

And  soon  1  saw  one  whom  I  thought  I  had  cuiiqinred. 

Who  made  my  pulse  throb  and  my  heart  wildly  In-at, 
Who  roiibc'!  nni  of  sleep  and  my  fondness  foi  pudding— 

A  girl  at  the  school  at  the  end  of  the  street. 
SroKFN— She  was  German,  and  when  I  told  her  I  loved  her,  she  said: 

CUORUS. 

"Yah!  NeinI  Sansngc— polony! 

1st  lias  so?  Sauerkraut,  mynhcerl 
Ich  liebe  dich;  vera  is  my  poodle* 

Gracious  goot  gootness!  larger  bier!  "  • 

Thns  heartsick  and  lonely,  with  love  unrcqiiifed. 

I  silently  dashed  from  iny  eye  the  salt  tear. 
And  couldn't  eat  more  than  nine  buns  after  dinner. 

And,  after  six  bottles,  I  loathed  ginger  l)eer. 
But  love's  flame  was  kindled  once  more  in  niy  bosom; 

I  swore  that  I  never  wouUl  suffer  defeat; 
So  I  offered  my  heart  and  my  hand  and  three  hu'peuoa 

To  another  young  girl  at  the  end  of  the  street. 

Spokkn— She  was  Irish,  and  exclaimed: 

Chorus.  i 

/    .  •        ** Here's  another  injustice  to  Ireland! 

Erin,  my  country,  my  heart  bleeds  for  you; 
I'll  knock  comers  of  ye,  you  si>ali>eeu  Mavoiirpccn.        < 
Begorral  byjabers!  bedad  and  hurioo!  " 

How  sad  that  a  fond  heart  like  mine  should  be  pining  j 

For  some  one  to  love  wbD  would  love  in  return! 
M;iue  any  one  happy,  this  life's  only  object. 
But  nobody  seems  for  this  object  lo  yearn. 
I  tempt  tlnin  with  jumbles  and  arrowroot  biscuits. 

And  apples  and  nuts  down  my  trousers  secrete; 
My  sweets  they've  accepted,  but  me  they've  r<'.iected. 
Those  girls  at  the  school  at  the  end  of  the  street. 
Spokbs— The  next  I  projwsed  to  was  Rachel  Emmanuel.    When  I  asked  her 
if  she'd  be  miuc,  she  said: 

Chorus.  - ". '"  •       •    •■ 

"Oh!  s'help  me,  ain't  he  got  guivcr? 
I'll  tell  my  brothers  Ike,  Manny  and  Mo;       \      •      "/-. 
f      ■   .  .  JnmpineMoees!  and  ain't  got  no  ooftish, 

:' :!. ..   V-  .  <-■■     Go  and  sell  lemons,  fried  fish,  and  old  'do." 
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Words  and  Musi  •  by  Thonian  P.  We^tendorr. 


Gee." 


I'm  not  go  much  nf  fineln"  n?  the«e  "  h>  ralliitin  "  cliap*; 
My  voice  It  ir.ny  be  liu^ky  and  ii  littU-  Idiii],  juTiiiVps: 
For  I  liavc  been  n-plonijliiiig  wiili  a  Inzv  tf.-mi,  yon  !<cc; 
They  kept  me  pictiy  busy  with  my  "(Jit  up."  '•  Whoa-hnw, 
But  if  yon  pay  atteriiioi),'!  have  juct  a  word  to  say 
About  a  Kteiit  iiiifiiakc  you  inaki'  ami  do  it  every  day; 
In  deuliiit;  out  your  praisf*,  and  I  want  to  tell  you  now. 
Too  often  you  forget  ihe  uian  that  \va'l;9  behind  the  plow. 

CHonus. 

Yon  talk  about  your  learned  men,  your  wit  auil  \vie>dom  rare, 
Your  poete  and  >our  painters  they  m-t  praises  cv'rywhere; 
They're  well  enouu'h  to  make  a  show,  but  will  you  tell  lue  how 
The  world  would  ever  do  without  the  man  bcliiiitl  the  plow. 

'Tls  very  nice  to  po  to  school  and  lenrn  to  read  aiul  write, 

'Tt8  nicer  etill  to  dress  ud  fine  and  sport  aroiiiu]  at  night; 

Your  music,  i>aintinir,  poetry  may  all  be  hard  to  lirat. 

But  tell  me  what  you're  golue;  to'do  for  sometliinu  i:'>w\  to  oat. 

You  say,  my  bi>ots  are  muddy  and  my  cluthiiig  is  ton  coarse, 

T  make  a  irootl  companion  for  the  I'Sen  or  Ihe  horfo; 

My  face  m  red,  my  hand  is  hard,  'tis  true,  I  will  aHow,  > 

Biit  don't  you  be  too  quick  to  spuru  the  man  behind  the  p[ov/..~ Chorus. 

I  like  your  great  Inventions,  and  I'm  glad  you're  gittin'  eniart; 

I  like  to  hear  your  music,  for  it  kiud-n  stirs  my  heart; 

But  'twill  never  touch  tiie  frtomucU  of  a  real  hungry  man, 

And  so  I  call  attention  to  a  kind  o'  thing  that  can. 

Then,  hoys,  don't  be  too  anxious  for  lo  leave  the  good  old  farm; 

Your  father's  strength  is  failing,  soon  iie'll  need  your  vontlifiil  arm; 

If  jou're  honest  in  your  pur])osc,  at  your  feet  the  world  must  bow. 

For  llie  greatest  of  the  great  men  is  the  man  behind  the  plow.— Vhortiif. 


LIZA^J-ANE. 

Copyright,  1J98,  by  W.  Schniiel. 
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Words  by  Harry  Mayo.    .Mu^ic  by  Wm.  B.  Olenroy. 

In  the  country  once  a  farmer  killed  a  chicken  witli  an  axe. 

Just  l>y  striking  him  a  single  lirilt-  blow; 
But  I  noticed  he  took  e.\tra  care  to  tan<l  upon  his  neck. 

And  the  poor  old  rooster  gave  his  llnal  crow. 
Then  I  quickly  told  the  farmer  that  I  thoimht  he  was  a  brute. 

And  I  got  so  mad  I  challenged  him  to  flglit. 
Then  he  threw  aside  his  axe  and  s.iid,  I'll  give  you  light  enough, 

Wbeu  be  made  a  rueb  and  hit  inu  all  his  might. 

Cuoni'g. 
And  I  got  it  where  the  chicken  got  the  .ixp, 

Jnst  because  I  made  too  many  sassy  cracke; 
But  his  blow  I  failed  to  clieck,  so  it  landed  on  my  neck, 

JuBt  exactly  where  the  chicken  got  itie  ase. 

In  a  poker  game  I  sat  one  nicht  and  thoncht  T  had  a  cinrh 

With  a  country  man  who  lives  at  Piimpkinsville; 
When  he  drew  one  card  said  T,  by  jove,  he's  drawing  for  a  flush, 

And  I  saw  my  chance  in  case  his  hand  he'd  fill. 
Then  from  undern<'atli  the  table  I  took  out,  four  lovely  jucl;s. 

Where  I  had  them  iahl  away  to  make  a  haul; 
Then  we  bet  until  my  cash  was  out,  my  tliainond  pin  as  well, 

And  then,  with  a  smile,  said  I,  I  guess  I'll  call. 

ClIORtlf. 
And  I  got  it  where  the  chicken  cot  the  a.\e. 

For,  of  course,  you  know  that  acs  they  bent  jackn; 
And  the  jav  contented  sat,  for  he  had  four  aces  pat. 

So  I  got  it  where  the  chicken  got  the  axe. 

There's  a  friend  of  mine,  whose  name  is  Brown,  pot  mashed  upon  a  girt: 

She  was  handsome  and  had  money,  so  'twas  said; 
Then  as  Brown  was  very  cute,  you  see,  he  quickly  won  h<i  love. 

And  Hway  they  went  one  eveninir  to  iret  wed. 
When  she  told  him  she  was  wealth v,  why,  jwor  Brown  gave  up  bis  job. 

And  the  tx-st  llavanas  only  would  he  siuoke; 
But  one  niaht  he  went  to  toiirh  her  for  some  cash,  and  then  she  said: 

"  Wliy,  that  story  of  my  wealth  was  till  a  joke." 

f'llOllfS. 

Brown  had  cot  it  whore  the  chii  li«n  got  the  axe; 

Of  her  past  life  then  be  Icnrned  some  fiiniiv  facts. 
She'd  been  married  twice  before:  .liminy  ChristmitS,  Brown  was  sore. 

For  he  got  it  where  the  chicken  gut  the  axe. 

In  the  evening  once,  by  chance,  I  met  a  cliarming  little  girl. 

And  asked  her  if  she'd  let  me  see  her  home; 
So  she  thought  awhile  and  then  said  yes;  of  course  I  took  her  arm. 

And  away  we  went  to  have  a  quiet  roam. 
Then  I  told  her  she  was  pretty,  and  I  kissed  her  several  times; 

With  my  arms  around  her  wai.-r  I  made  her  smile; 
But  she  never  kicked  at  anything  until  we  reached  her  bouse. 
Then  I  wanted  to  go  in  and  stay  awhile. 

Cuonus. 
And  I  got  it  where  the  chicken  got  the  axe: 

With  her  parasol  she  hit  me  several  whacks. 
You  can  bet  that  I  felt  toueh,  after  blowing  all  my  stuff. 
To  get  It  where  the  chiekeii  got  the  axe. 


When  darkness  stoops  on  all  the  iiill.^  ami  hhadows  (111  the  i>lain. 

When  ev'ning's  voire  the  hedges  ibis  with  all  her  varied  strain; 
Elate.  1  seek  a  constant  light,  worth  all  the  itiilaxy  of  ninht. 

Which,  sparkling  like  a  iliamond  bright,  leads  straight  to  Liza  Jane. 
It  matters  not  w  hat  weather  blows,  or  snow,  oi-  hail,  or  rain. 

My  Star  its  niiihtlv  welcome  glows,  nor  ever  clows  in  vain; 
Beside  it  sits  a  fairer  ^tar— comparisons  how  tame  they  are! 

I  sec  her  through  the  door  ajar,  my  own  loved  Liza  Jane. 

I  envy  not  the  rich  man's  store,  his  riches  bring  him  pain; 

I  hasten  piist  his  i:ilde<l  door  and  turn  into  the  lane. 
That  leads  unto  a  intMlel  cot,  a  nes.iliiig  in  a  posy  plot, 

A  quiet,  chaste  and  holy  sp'>t,  and  I'm  with  Li/a  Jane. 
It  matters  not  what  weather  blows,  etc. 


-«-*^ 
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Music  by  W.  C.  Schrader, 

Tlie  widdy  McCarthy  was  poor  and  distressed. 

And  slie  lived  in  a  mean  little  cot. 
But  the  priile  of  her  heart  and  the  joy  of  her  brt:ist 

Was  the  imte  little  pig  that  she'd  got. 
Wid  hie  two  tw  inUlin'  eves,  that  were  both  of  a  size. 
And  his  tail  in  a  double-how  knot. 

RErnAiN. 

Whenever  the  widdy  McCarlhy  was  gi;»il. 

The  piir  he  would  caper  and  sing. 
And  if  she  was  weeping,  or  even  seemed  sad. 

That  |)ig  (lid  iSe  \ery  saiiie  Ihiiig; 
'Till,  I'm  sure,  .\ou'il  have  ihoiiulii  when  yon  looked  at  the  two 
That  a  couple  more  loving  no  one  ever  khew. 

And  so  this  fond  pair  travelled  over  life's  road, 

'Till  they  came  to  the  foot  of  the  hill. 
Where  the  uiddv  died  tirsf  in  a  m.iniier  that  sKovmiI 

It  was  w.'int  of  bifaih  Ue])t  her  so  st.ll: 

Anil  that  pip  dmppcMl  a  te.ir  "Inn  be  looked  at  bei  face. 

And  he  died  iu  the  very  same  place.— y/»//«j/i. 


*  f.: 


LOVES    TRUST. 

Copyright,  \«K,  by  W.  SolunieL 


The  Words  niid  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  soul  t'>  .-inv  aihlr.-.vJ,  pi.yt  iwiiil,  nn  rect'ipf 

cents;  -r  tlii.4and  any  two  oth<-r  Sonus  fi.r  Oin.  |)<. il.tr,  l>y  Ib^nry  J.  \Velim:in.  130  <t 

Park  Kuw,  New  York.    I'uatage  StumiKi  t.tken  same  as  ca^li  for  all  uur  guiMix. 

Words  by  Mrs.  Harriet  Maxwell  Converse.    Music  by  W.  C.  '^'•liradcr. 

If  love  is  tender,  truthful,  pnie: 

If  love  be  reyal.  loyal  sure. 

By  all  the  world  of  land  and  sea. 

Divided  if  could  never  he; 

While  south  winds  woo  in  soft  replies. 

The  noiih  winds  wail  lo  lullabies. 

While  summer's  sun,  when  white  doves  lly 

Across  the  clonilfriiigtHl,  azure  sky, 

I 'aressis  iiKuii's  si'lf-l<'n<led  flowers. 

Dew-beaded  in  the  early  htuirs; 

If  love  be  tender,  truthful,  pure. 

Love  will,  love  will  endure. 

If  love  be  steadfast  frnsfe<1,  tried. 
Grown  watchful,  true,  it  need"  no  guide; 
It  fears  no  fa'e,  nor  wane,  nor  niuhi; 
It  walks  ai)ace,  seif-crowtied  with  llirht; 
Tiirou!.dl  woe  it  g:iins  sweet  servitude; 
Throuirh  weid  it  «  ins  sweet  solitude; 
Though  luckler's  >ears  may  sound  their  knell. 
Through  perfect  chinns  tlie  marilagc  bell 
Will  swing  Hie  cadence  to  and  fro, 
Beside  the  ihoriis  Ihe  roses  blow; 
If  love  he  steailfa-t  trusted,  tried. 
Love  will,  love  will  abide. 

If  love  he  fickle,  wayward  bold,  . 

And  grasp  its  buds  ere  flower  unfold. 

With  empty  hands  it  walks  aloiic. 

When  chill  winds  sii:b  and  sob  and  moan; 

Through  tearful  vii;ils.  fired  with  pain. 

And  cruel  taunts  of  self-disdain, 

Way-worn  and  wasted,  all  unbltst. 

Through  fruitless  lio{)e  that  brousiht  unrest, 

Bearini;  the  sight  of  a  wounded  trust. 

That  trailed  its  faith  In  clay  aiul  duet. 

If  love  be  flckle,  wayward,  bold. 

Love  will,  love  will  grow  cold. 
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Sweetheart,  I  Love  Thee,  Sweetheart. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  Sohmiel. 


'  Th«  Words  and  Murie  of  thi«  Sonir  will  be  s^nt  to  any  addr»!«,  iwsl^pnul,  on  receipt  of  M 

•MitS;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  0»e  Dollar,  liy  ilenry  J.  Weliman,  ISO  &  1S3 
^  Park  Row,  New  xoik.    foatage  Stamps  taken  sanie  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Mrs.  Harriet  Maxwell  Converse.    Music  by  W.  C.  Schrader. 

I  lovo  thee,  Bweetlieart;  look  Info  my  eyes. 
If  8  there  my  8onl  is  pleading  through  my  siglis; 
I  Hnnimons  thee  by  lovelit  fire  that  glows, 
Ab  »un-laid  klBsee  on  a  virgin  rose. 
Incarnate  flower,  thou  blossom  of  my  heart. 
Unfold  to  me  the  niypt'ry  that  thou  art; 
Thou  lov'et  me,  sweetheart — within  thy  slumberous  eyes, 
Buffiitted  with  dewy  light,  m^  heart's  ease  lies. 
■    Upon  the  mirror  of  thy  glowing  face 
I  read  the  secret  of  thy  tender  grace; 
And,  like  the  eleven  roB<».  thy  lips  do  seem 
Love  laden  with  the  utterance  or  my  dream. 

Thou  lov'st  me,  sweetheart;  fall'n  from  downcast  eyes. 
Upon  thy  flushing  cheek  a  teardrop  lies; 
.   The  dew  is  slmkeu  from  my  heart-ease  now. 
And  makes  a  dear  confession  to  ray  vow.  ' 

Sweet  is  thy  prophecy,  O  welcome  guest. 
That  brlngest  to  my  heart  its  perfect  rest. 
We  love,  my  sweetlieart;  tell  It  o'er  and  o'er: 
I  love,  thou  lov'et,  we  love  for  evermore. 
ClaBping  with  velvet  tuches  hand-in-hand. 
Love  sings  to  love  this  song  through  all  the  land. 
Where  marriage  bells  witii  silver  utterance  call; 
Love,  loved  love,  and  love  is  all  in  all. 


Pajrody  on: 

Daddy  Wouldn't  Buy  Me  a  Bow- Wow. 


Written  by  Tbonias  F.  Brown. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sone  Books,  Letter  Writem,  Dream  Booln,  Fortune  TWIara^ 
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'  Parody  on : 

MURPHY'S 


HOME. 


By  C.  Opper. 


Send  for  Free  Catalocrne  of  Sons  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  Bonks,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
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Beside  a  pile  of  sawdust,  next  door  to  the  city  jail, 

I  live  with  my  face  and  whiskers,  and  my  gall  ik  not  for  sale; 

A  car-load  of  cigar  butts  and  a  kerosene-oil  lamp. 

Come  down  ancTwe'll  waltz  the  dipper  at  Paddy  Murphy's  camp. 

CnoRL's. 

On  Sntiirday  night  we  have  a  fight,  nnd  all  get  on  a  spree; 
Meeting  all  the  bums  and  lugs  that  work  the  kc<:e  with  me. 
There's  a  face  that's  never  painted,  that  looks  just  like  a  tramp: 
And  the  weather  is  always  different  at  Pado^  Murphy's  camp. 

Throngh  the  knot-holes  of  a  fence,  at  feed  time  every  day, 

'k'ou'II  see  the  neigljbors'  big  buck-goate  chewing  up  llie  clay: 

There's  Billy,  with  his  Nannjr,  sleeping  In  the  damp. 

For  it  rains  'most  every  evening  at  Paddy  Murphy's  camp. —  Ckor'il. 

I  skate  up  to  the  corner  in  my  working  shoes  and  feet. 

To  see  the  dudes  and  chippies  chasing  op  the  street; 

But  I  j^o  home  feeling  freckled,  as  if  my  head  was  in  a  clamp. 

For  httir  cute  they  are  out  of  date  at  Paddy  Murphy's  camp.—  (J home. 


m%^ 


./ 


There  is  a  girl  who  sings  a  song,  you  know  it  very  well; 

"The  man  who  wrote  that  song,  I'm  sure,  he  ougiit  to  be  in Jersey 

It  used  to  be  "  Ta-ra-ra "  and  "  My  Sweetheart  in  the  Moon  " ; 
But  now  to  every  aliow  you  go  you  are  sure  to  hear  this  tnne: 

/:  CuontTs.  ■ 

Daddy,  won't  you  buy  me  a  bow-wow? 

Dad<ly,  won't  yon  buy  me  a  bow-wow? 

On  the  streets  they're  running  wild,  but  this  simple  little  child 

Wants  her  daddy  for  to  chase  for  a  bow-wow-wow-wow. 

Daddy,  won't  you  steal  me  a  bow-wow? 

Daddy,  won't  you  swipe  me  a  bow-wow? 

I  have  my  powder  and  paint,  but  satisfied  I  ain't; 

I'm  longing  for  a  bow-wow-wow. 

I  toek  my  girl  to  a  show  last  niglit.  she  like<l  the  ptav  first  rate; 
And  afterwards  to  a  restaurant— I  bought  her  buckwheat  cak«; 
I  filled  her  in  on  soup  and  beans,  and  then  on  oyster  fry; 
But  that  didnt  stop  iier  appetite,  for  she  began  to  cry: 

Cnonrs. 

Georgie,  won't  you  buy  me  a  chowder? 

Oh,  Georgie,  wi'll  you  buy  me  a  chowder? 

Of  course,  you've  got  the  stuff,  and  I  haven't  ai«  enough. 

I  want  to  have  a  cnow-chow-chow-chow-chowder; 

Go  ahead  and  buy  me  a  chowder; 

If  you  don't,  I'll  yell  a  little  louder. 

Great  Scott  I  how  she  did  eat,  and  Itow  my  heart  did  beat!     . 

Every  cent  I  had  went  for  chow-chowders. 


WHY  DO   I  LOVE  YOU? 


Copyright,  18*2,  by  W.  Schmlel. 
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Music  by  W,  C.  Schrader. 

Why  do  I  love  you.  my  sunny-eyed  darling* 

W  by  do  the  (lowers  still  look  to  the  sun? 
Vi\q  does  the  lily  close  up  its  eweei  iietals 

When  the  farth  sleepeth  and  daylight  is  doner 
Why  do  the  stars,  on  the  brow  of  the  ev'ning. 

Burn  the  more  brightly  the  darker  the  night  t 
Wliy  do  we  see  more  beauty  in  heaven 

When  the  day  fadetli  and  gone  Is  the  light  r 

Why  do  I  love  thee.  O  lips  of  red,  ripeness? 

W  by  do  1  love  thee,  O  heart  of  rare  gold? 
Ask  me  no  longer,  my  darling,  my  treasure; 

Love,  such  as  mine  is,  may  never  be  told. 
Only  I  love  thee,  my  heart  telleth  to  me; 

Wherefore  I  love  thee,  I  know  not,  nor  cure; 
'Tis  not  the  charm  of  thy  blue  eyes  of  beauty, 

'Tis  not  the  sheen  in  the  gold  of  thy  hair. 

Ask  me  of  all  of  the  secret  things  hidden, 

1  may  not  answer,  my  darlii.g,  my  own; 
Love  Cometh  to  us  as  free  and  unbidden; 

Whither  It  comcth  is  just  as  unknown. 
Just  as  unknown  as  why  stars  love  the  heaven. 

Why  shuts  the  lily  cop,  just  as  unknown; 
This  is  the  all  I  may  whisper  thee,  dearest; 

Only  I  love  thee,  my  darling,  my  own. 


—The  man  with  a  boil  on  Lis  neck  never  borrows  trouble, 
has  enough  of  it. 


He 


There  is  a  man  named  Riley,  and  he  has  a  country  sate 

Just  out  of  town,  not  far  away,  'tis  ilcgant  and  nnie; 

He  Bint  out  invitiitions  to  his  neighbors  one  and  all. 

And  gave  a  feet  shampetcr,  w hich  he  wound  up  w id  a  ball. 

We  had  some  8p<irts  upon  the  hiwi!,  and  played  a  funny  game; 

I  don't  quite  ricollect,  but  think.  Long  Diniiis  was  the  name; 

And  thin  we  wint  into  a  tint  and  had  a  bit  of  lunch. 

And  iv'ry  man  got  quarrelsome  wid  drinking  whiskey  puncb. 

Chorus. 

■  '  And  whin  we  come  home  that  night, 

Ivery  man  full  as  a  can. 
And  oh,  my,  what  an  ilegant  fight 
On  the  way  home  from  Riley's. 

McCann  began  the  trouble  on  the  start,  by  saying  how 
O'Grndy  danced  the  Irish  reel  no  bettlier  than  a  cow; 
O'Gradj  got  hie  timper  up  and  swore  at  Pat  McCann. 

And  Sid  he'd  take  no  guff  from  liini,  or  any  other  man. 

O'Shaughncsey  thin  tuk  the  flnre  on  purpose  for  to  say. 
He'd  just  as  lief  fight  ony  man  as  ask  the  time  of  day; 
And  thin  the  fight  got  gineral,  and  heads  b<gan  to  crack. 
Until  we  batthered  through  the  flure  of  Hennessy's  new  hack. 

Chords. 
We  conldn't  tell  friends  fiom  foes, 

Donnybrook  fair  couldn't  compare; 
And  O'Grady  got  hurt  on  the  nose. 

On  the  way  home  from  Riley's. 

The  horses  Ihey  took  fright  and  kicked  the  driver  off  the  sate. 

And  he  got  mixed  up  in  the  fight  and  laid  out  very  nate; 

Our  coats  got  torn,  our  hats  got  smashed,  our  eyes  got  black  and  bine. 

Until  O'Grady  hollered  "Fire,"  "Police"  and  "Murder,"  too. 

By  some  unlucky  chance  there  was  a  cop  upon  his  bate. 

And  he  liegan  to  shoot  his  pistol  up  and  down  the  strate: 

And  thin  tlie  hose-cart,  number  two,  came  tearing  up  the  track. 

And  turned  a  three-inch  strame  alover  Henuessy's  new  hack. 

Chorus. 
And  we  slept  that  night  in  jail. 

Wet  to  the  skin,  all  takiu  in; 
Not  one  could  be  found  to  go  bail, 

On  the  way  home  from  Riley's. 

And  when  the  morning  broke  we  were  a  sorry  sight  to  view, 
Wid  broken  lieads  and  battered  eyes,  and  noses  black  and  ijine; 
No  starch  lift  in  our  collars,  and  our  coals  a  total  wreck, 
O'Grady  w  id  no  hut  at  all,  the  rim  arouud  his  neck. 
We  got  tin  dollars  each  and  costs,  and  paid  it  wid  a  will. 
For  sure  'twas  worth  that  much  and  more,  for  such  a  lovely  mill; 
And  not  a  mother  s  son  of  us  would  ask  to  have  it  back; 
And  sixty  dollars  was  the  bill  to  mind  the  broken  hack. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  that  was  a  fine  old  night, 
■  ^  .,    :      V  Ivery  man  full  as  a  can; 

:      J.-r    ■.  And  oh,  my,  what  an  ilegant  fight,        "■  '    ■  >^. 

"   ■ '  On  the  way  home  from  Riley  s.  '       " 


On  the  Way  Home  from  Riley's. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Geo.  Trimble  Davidson.     Entered  at  Statlonei*'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  David  Kilbum. 
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ELIZA   JANE    McCUE. 

Copyright,  lUtS,  by  SpauldiiiK  &  Koriidcr.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  Loadon. 

Published  by  permission  of  SpAiildiner  <t  K>mder. 
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Words  by  Wm.  B.  Olonroy.     Music  by  Henry  Ijimh. 


One  beautiriil  day,  in  ilie  mi'UUc  of  May, 

A  uirl  sat  ali'ne  on  a  lawn; 
Decidedly  neat  and  a  pleasmro  to  meet. 

As  K^^n'le  nnd  swccl  as  a  fawn. 
Not  fiir  from  the  spot  Btood  a  brave-looking  lad, 

Who  cautions  tliat  no  one  could  hear; 
He  silently  stole  up  behind  the  young  ciuecn, 

And  whispered  tliese  words  in  her  ear: 

Chorus. 
Eliza  Jane  McCnc,  do  you  remember  little  Joe, 
Who  sailed  away  at  break  of  day.  just  five  lone;  year^^  sro? 
And  he  vowed  unio  you  tliat  his  heart  would  be  true  wlien  parting  from  your  •iilf. 
His  love's  the  same,  and  he's  back  again,  to  claim  you  as  his  bride. 

Her  heart  filled  with  cloe  wlien  she  saw  it  was  he. 

Her  darling  was  with  her  once  more; 
A  lovinn  einbiiico  with  a  smile  on  each  face. 

They  ki?*ed  and  caressed  o'er  and  o'er. 
Said  he:  '•  I  have  caved  up  enough  for  a  home. 

To-morrow  we'll  quietly  wed  "; 
And  after  the  cleriryman  faslene  1  the  knot. 

These  words  to  her  softly  he  said:— CAc<;''/». 


OUR     RUTH     ANN. 

Copyright,  ISW,  by  Francis,  Day  4  Hunter. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  J.  W.  Hall. 


Oh.  dear,  oh.  dear.  «  hat  shall  I  do»  I'm  nearly  going  mad. 

My  duuulUfr's  sure  to  be  the  death  of  me; 
To  treat  me  in  tlils  shameful  way  is  really  tnucli  too  bad. 

For  I  fhoujrht  that  such  a  credit  she  would  he; 
We  fondly  waicli<-d  lier  dny  bv  dav,  myself  and  her  mamma. 

And  of  improvi-meiit  each  <lay  saw  some  sipn — 
She's  lost  her  situation,  she's  ^ot  too  cl'-ver,  far. 

All  through  that  dance  they  call  the  "Serpentine." 

Chorus. 
Our  Rnth  Ann,  o\ir  Ruth  Ann,  you'll  see  her  danrlnjr,  oli,  so  line. 
That  jriddy  craze,  the  S>'rpeiiiinc. 
All  day  lon;i  clu-  Hkips  upon  her  toes; 
They  call  her  "  Monkey  brand  "  because  she  won't  wash  clothes. 

As  she  seemed  mad  on  dancinjr.  T  encau'ed  a  man  to  teach 

The  steps  nnd  turns  and  twirl.*  riglit  up  to  date; 
Slie  r.ipidiy  acquired  them.  siicUIng  •<>  them  like  a  leech.f 

And  never  at  her  lessons  would  l)e  late. 
At  la-'t.  one  day,  her  master  Introduced  the  latest  craze. 

The  seriM-nt  dance,  so  very  hard  ti>  do. 
And  fron)  that  hour,  on  no'.him;  could  we  her  thouKhts  engage; 

She  was  at  it  till  she  wore  out  every  shoe.— 6'/io/«n. 

I  knew  that  she  was  courtintr,  and  one  day  her  masher  came 

To  ask  me  if  he  conlil  my  dnuL'hter  «ed: 
Of  course  I  L:ave  perraissloii,  said  that  he  might  change  her  name. 

go  off  to  church  the  sihy  couple  fled. 
He  came  the  other  morning,  he  want"  us  to  fake  her  buck, 

And  said  that  he  the  lionor  must  (!<•<•:  im- 
Of  living  with  a  ser|)ent  with  twirlies  <in  the  hair; 

He'd  be  happier  in  the  silvery  serpentine.— 6'/(0r'/«. 


THE 


Parody  on : 
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LITTLE    JENNIE. 
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ment,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Welinun,  130  <£  IS'i  P;u-k  Kov  .  New  York. 

One  sweet  flower  has  dropped  and  faded,  one  sweet  infant  voice  has  fled. 
One  fair  bruw  tlio  grave  has  shudeil,  one  dear  schuolmute  now  is  dead. 

She  has  gone  to  heaven  before  ns,  but  she  turns  nnil  waves  her  hand, 
Pointing  to  the  glories  o'er  us  in  that  happy  s|iirit  laud. 

But  we  feel  no  thom:ht  of  sadness,  for  our  friend  Is  hajjpy  now. 
She  has  kiie.t  in  heartfelt  gladness  where  tlie  liajipy  angels  bow. 


LUBIN'S    RURAL    COT. 

Send  for  Kree  Cntalosriie  of  Soncr  Books,  l^-ttrr  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Teller^    , 

Tiiek  Books.  liwitiitioii  l'.o<>ks.   Penny  Halliids,  Call  B.>i.k»,  Joke  Hooks,  Sketch  ? 

Book".  Ktunip  Sp«HX'b<4.  Irluli  Son,;  llookx.  Cook  Books,  Bo<ik.s<>f  Ainuae- 

nient,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliinun,  130  <&  133  Turk  Uo>v,  New  York. 


Returning  home  across  the  nlaiu  from  market  the  other  day, 
A  sudden  storm  of  wind  and  rain  o'ertook  u>e  by  the  way; 
With  spe<d  I  trippid  o'er  the  piain  to  find  some  kinder  spot. 
And  from  the  storm  a  shelter  found  in  Lnbiu's  rural  cot. 

Cuonrs. 
In  Luhiii's  rural  cot.  In  Lubln's  rural  cot. 
And  from  ihe  storm  a  shelter  found  in  Lubln's  rnral  cot. 

The  swain  had  long  jwssessed  the  flame  which  modesty  concealed, 
And  till  these  favored  moiufnl!^  came  his  passions  ne'er  levealed; 
Svill  y(ni  Consent,  fair  maiden,  said  he.  to  shaie  my  humble  lot. 
Return  my  love  and  mistress  be  of  Lubin's  rural  viitJ- C/ioruK, 

He  spoke  so  fair,  it  pleased  my  miiul;  I  blushln<;  answeivil  >es; 
lie  swore  he  would  i)rove  true  and  kind,  and  s<n.«-d  it  with  a  kiss. 
Is'ext  day  the  wedding-ring  wa*  brouirht,  I  all  my  fears  f  jrifot. 
And  bless  the  day  I  shelter  fonud  in  Lubin's  rural  cot. —  C'horxi, 


MARY    JANE; 

-  OR  t  - 

A  Woeful  Tale  of  Love. 

Copyright,  18W,  by  Francis,  Day  A  Hunter. 


The  Words  and  Muhlo  of  this  .''onir  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  pos^pald,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  th in  and  any  t wool )i-r  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar. l.y  lli-nry  J.  Wchman,  130 <K  133 
Park  Row,  Nvw  Voi'k.     I'vetuKc  Stani|>.s  tukcii  samu  its  cosh  fur  ail  our  gooda. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Arthur  Pearl. 

Down  In  the  countrv,  far  away,  there  dwelt  a  blnshlng  lass; 
Ity  making  Initleruillk  and  such  her  lime  she  used  to  pass; 
Kiom  New  York  town  there  came  one  day  a  rather  raaslilng  youth, 
Who  told  her  lots  of  love-tales,  but  with  very  little  truth. 

Cuonus. 

Mary  Jane  was  a  farmer's  dauehfer,  Mary  Jane  diil  Just  what  she  ougbter— 
She  fell  in  love,  hut  all  In  vain,  »;b,  (mmm'  Mary,  oli,  poor  .lane! 

Mary  Jane  was  a  farmer's  daughter,  Mary  tTane'did  just  what  she  oiighter— 
She  fell  in  love,  but  all  in  valu,  oli,  poor  Mary,  oh,  poor  June. 

Thus  things  went  on  a  month  or  so,  and  Mary  felt  quite  gtrr, 

I'Tilil  one  night  sweet  \Vi  Ham  said,  ''  My  dear,  I  mu^•t  away!  " 

I'll  have  to  wa'k  to  New  York  lo«n,  I'm  in  a  iix  divlui-. 

My  purse  I've  lost— what  shall  I  do?  Poor  Maiy  said,  "Take  mine."— C'Aoriif. 

Bill  borrowed  all  the  cash  she  had,  and,  like  a  wicked  elf. 
He  thought  no  more  of  Mary  Jane,  he  lauirhed  wiihiii  himself, 
And  as  ilie  months  went  roilinir  on,  "No  leiler  yet,"  she  sighed; 
He  never  will  return  to  me,  and  so  with  love  she  died.— CAortM. 


.  Mi 


UNDER    THE    SNOW. 


BOLD. 


Written  by  T.  H.  Tookcr. 


Send  for  Free  Catfllopue  of  Soni^  Booka,  lAtt.-r  WrlN-is   Dicnm  tlo.>k».  Fortune  Tfllfrs, 
Tri'-k    Books,  Ri-citallon  Book",  P>iiMy  nallnds,  Cill  Hooks,   .loke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Sonir  Books.  Cook  BooWh.  BooUh  of  Amuse- 
J  ment,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wrhman,  IW  &  13i  Park  Kow,  New  York. 

In  dav8  not  old,  w  hen  nights  were  cold. 

And  Jack  Frost  held  his  s«ay. 
A  maslier  bold,  with  wings  of  g<jld. 

Sang  nii-rrily  his  hiy-hay-hay. 
Sang  merrily  his  lay: 

"  Mv  love  is  wondrous  fair,  with  lots  of  cash  fo  spare; 
And  though  it's  cold,  'tis  suell,  I'm  told. 

No  overcoat  to  wear; 
Bo  I'll  be  hold,  and  tlough  it's  cold, 
*  No  overcoat  I'll  wear." 

So  this  brave  w  ight.  In  clothing  tight. 

Went  forwaril  to  the  fray; 
He  danced  all  night,  but  ere  'twas  light. 
He'd  caught  pneu-mo-ni-ay-hay  hay. 

He'd  caught  pneu-mo-ni-ay. 

His  little  chest  was  sore,  with  mustard  plasters  raw; 

But  ere  he  died  he  faiuily  cried: 

■  .  "  I've  kept  the  swear  I  swore, 

A  swell  am  I,  you  bet  your  eye, 

*  No  overcoat  I  wore.'' 


f-'.  '■ 


Under  the  snow  arc  the  roses  of  .Tune; 
C'ohl  in  our  bosom  the  ho|KS  of  our  ynnth; 

Gone  are  the  wild  l)irds  tliat  warble  their  tune; 
Mute  are  the  lii'S  thai  have  (iledirrd  ns  iheir  troth. 

Wind  of  the  winter's  night  hush  and  reply- 
Is  there— oh,  is  there  a  sweet  bye  and  bye? 

Roses  will  hloom  a<:ain.  sweet  love  will  come  again;    ' 
It  will  be  snmmer  time  bye  and  bye, 

Paflenrc  and  toil  arc  the  meed  of  to-day; 

Toil  without  recoinpc'nse,  patience  in  vain; 
DarkiK'Sf  and  terror  lie  thiik  In  our  wiiy; 

Our  footsteps  keep  time  with  the  liniT'-ls  of  dojr. 
Wind  of  the  w  inter's  ni^rht  hush  and  reply— 

Is  there— oh!  is  there  a  sweet  bye  and  bye? 
Roses  will  bloom  again,  sweet  love  w  ill  come  again; 

It  will  he  summer  time  bye  and  bye. 

Cruel  nnd  cold  is  the  judgment  of  man,  -'. 

Cruel  as  winter  and  cold  as  the  snow; 
But  bye  and  hye  will  the  deeds  and  the  place 

Be  judged  by  the  motive  that  lieth  below. 
Wind  of  the  winter's  night,  hush  and  reply. 

Is  there,  oh!  Is  there  a  swec'  bye  and  bye? 
Dnrk  will  grow  brit'ht  ngnin,  burdens  grow  light  again. 

Right  will  be  glorified  l)ye  and  bye. 
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Parody  on: 

HE   NEVER   CARES   TO  WANDER 
FROM   HIS   OWN   FIRESIDE. 


Composed  and  Sung  by  Hovey  Cook. 


Send  for  J'ree  C&talotfue  of  Sonar  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Trick  Books.  Kecltatlon  Books,   I'enny  Ballads,  Call  Bonk?,  Joke  Bixika,  Sketcti 

Biooks.  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Soiiij  Books,  Cnok  Books,  Books  of  Ainuse- 

meut,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Welinian.  130  &  132  Purk  Kow,  New  York. 


When  a  mnn  cets  tired  of  working  then  lie  Uikes"  a  loving  wife; 
But  lie  should  be  careful  whose  he  takes,  or  he  may  lose  iiis  life. 
She,  of  course,  takes  in  dressmaking,  anything  goes  in  a  pinch; 
8iie  gives  him  all  she  is  earning;   he  don't  work— he  has  a  ciuuh. 

Chorus. 
With  an  axe  j-ou  could  not  drive  liim  from  his  own  ilrebide. 

With  a  cannon  you  could  never  make  him  rouui; 
ne'8  as  lazy  a«  a  turk,  and  he's  too  sirong  to  woru; 

Oh,  there's  no  place  like  home,  sweet  buiuc. 

Once  a  jay  to  this  town  rambled,  on  the  Bowery  he  did  walk; 
Every  one  who  saw  bis  whiskers  knew  he  was  a  country  gawk. 
He  bad  several  hundred  dollars,  and  he  met  a  lady  sweet. 
Who  took  hiiu  and  all  bis  mouey  for  a  walk  on  a  side  street. 

Cuonus. 
He's  sorry  that  he  rambled  from  his  own  fireside, 

HcB  sorry  that  to  this  town  he  did  roam; 
To  save  more  money  he'll  conirive,  he's  in  luck  to  be  alive. 

And  get  back  to  his  home,  sweet  home. 

Once  a  dude  got  very  reckless,  drank  a  glass  of  Rupperfs  beer. 
Then  the  dude  got  feeling  devilish,  for  his  head  got  feeling  queer; 
And  bis  pals  got  very  sporty,  made  with  him  a  doilar  bet 
That  be  could  not  without  fiMnting  smoke  ouc  whole  big  cirgrette. 

CUORUB. 

A  hearse  took  him  next  morning  from  his  own  fireside, 

Awiiy  out  to  a  graveyard  it  did  roam; 
The  poor  dude  he  is  gone,  the  cirgrvttc  was  too  strong; 

Up  above  is  his  home,  sweet  home. 


MINE,    ALL    MINE. 

Copyricht,  1892,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon, 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Wordi  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  ony  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  tliisaiid  any  twootlier  Son^s  for  uiie  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehniun.lSOdfc  ISX 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Poscage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Dacre. 


Such  a  pair  of  love-sick  people  never  dreamt  love's  foolish  dream. 
Life  was  made  of  gum  and  candy,  tutti-frutti,  jam  and  cream; 
When  at  last  this  love-sick  couple  in  the  marriage  bonds  were  tied. 
This  is  what  the  gushing  bridegroom  said  unto  the  blushing  bride: 

Chorus. 
"  You're  mine,  love,  mine  love;  is  it  not  really  divine,  love? 
I  am  all  thine,  thou  an  all  mine,  mine,  ail  mine. 

Love  that  burns  so  very  brighllv  docs  not  last  eo  very  long; 

In  three  weeks  they  got  to  jangling,  ev'ry  day,  cmsli!  bafli!  ding-dongf 

She  demanded  Edward's  latch-key,  but  that  favor  he  denied. 

Wbcu  she  vowed  that  she  would  have  it,  with  a  laugh  he  thus  replied: 

Chorus. 

*  It's  mine,  love,  mine,  love;  Is  it  not  really  divine,  love? 
This  is  not  thine,  it  la  all  mine,  mine,  all  mine. 

*  Singer  holds  up  latch-key  while  this  chorus  is  sung. 

Tlien  the  wife  grew  almost  frantic,  took  to  preaching  "Woman's  Rigbtsl " 
Spouted  on  a  public  platform,  causing  sud  domestic  flghis. 
One  day  she  said  to  her  husband,  "I  will  wear  the  trousers,  tool  " 
Edward  laughed  and  gaily  answered,  "  Mine  are  far  too  big  for  youT' 

SroKEN— Besides, 

Chorus, 

They're  mine,  love,  mine,  love;  they  are  too  large  and  too  tine,  love; 
These  are  not  thine,  they  arc  all  mine,  mine,  all  minel 

Day  by  day  the  strife  grew  fiercer,  night  by  night  she'd  rave  and  rail; 

Once,  while  she  waa  at  a  meeting,  he  arranged  a  household  sale. 

Took  the  dollars,  packed  his  boxes,  then  to  Liverpool  be  fied.  <* 

When  she  reached  the  ransacked  dwelling,  from  his  {ten  these  words  slier  read: 

SroKEN— Ta,  tal  1  have  sold  everything,  everything,  including  even  yo«r  new 
set  of  teeib.    As  I  paid  for  them,  of  course— 

Chorus. 

They're  mine,  love,  mine,  love;  "  Uncle  "  declares  they  are  fine,  love; 
What's  left  is  ttiiue,  what's  mine  is  mine,  mine,  all  mine. 


— Two  Great  Futures  Open. — "  Well,  Mr.  Pedagogue,  docs  my 
bov  show  any  special  aptitude  for  work?  "  asked  tiie  proud  fatber. 
"  1  think  so,  Mr.  Broiisou,"  returned  the  schoolnia&tef.  "I  am 
uncertain  as  yet  whether  John  will  niake  a  sculptor  or  a  base-bull 
player.  He  is  unerring  in  his  aim  with  pn|)er  wads,  but  the  con- 
dition of  his  desk-lop  convinces  me  that  he  can  carve  with  con- 
siderable facility."— J3a;3»c;''s  Bazaar. 


SPEAK    KINDLY    OF    TOM. 


Writteu  by  John  Farrell. 


S«ul  for  Pre©  Catnloifue  of  Sonp  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dree  ii  Books,  Fortune  Tqllenh 

Trick  Book8,  UtK-ilntiun  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Cull  Bouks.  Joke  Books,  Skeuih 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Son )r  B<H>ks,  Cook  Books,  Boolcsof  Aiuuite- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Welunan,  130  &  13i  Pajk  Ko",  Now  Yuik. 


In  the  old  homestead  to-night  yonng  heaits  are  beating 

With  love  and  gooil  friendship  for  all, 
And  over  the  door  tiie  misileioe  is  liiiiiging. 

While  the  fnowfiiikes  «nt^ide  gem  iy  tall. 
The  hour  it  is  miilniirlit.  . Mild  merry  young  voices 

Welcome  the  dawn  of  the  year;  ' 

But  alone,  by  the  fireside,  t\\o  aged  hearts  are  sad. 

And  I  heir  eyes  fill  slowly  uith  tears. 
The  old  couple  rise,  fed  the  laushlng  throng 

For  a  moment  are  culm  and  siill;  .' 

Two  voices  plead  gently,  as  the  bells  sweetly  chime,       ■  .         *.  •' 

To  welcome  the  new  "year  in:  '. 

Chorus.  • 

Speak  kindly  of  Tom,  who  died  far  away,  fighting  for  country  and  queen; 
A  comrade  to  save,  be  died  like  the  brave,  so  please  keep  his  memory  green. 

The  old  couple  retnrned  to  their  place  by  the  fireside. 

While  the  children  sang  merrily  on.  '  ..- 

Their  thoughts  weie  in  Eiiypt.  by  a  lone  soldier's  grave, 

Where  lay  their  wayward  Toni. 
Enndsome  and  reckless,  always  doing  and  daring,       .        ' 

But  noble  and  good  wiihal 
\\'iis  the  boy  who  fled  in  dicicrace  from  his  birthplace. 

To  fight  for  his  country  and  fall;  r 

'  '      A  voice  to-night  is  mise^ed  in  the  homestead,  ' 

Ami  a  form  that  was  once  their  pride; 
But  kind  words  are  spoken,  as  the  Ih-IIs  sweetly  chime. 

Of  the  soldier  boy  who  died. --CAo/((«. 


Parody  on: 

ONLY    DREAMING. 

Written  by  T.  H.  Tooker. 


Send  for  Free  Oafalosrne  of  Sone  Books,  Lett<T  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  TeHan^ 

THck  Books,  Kfcit.ntioii  Ik>oks.    I'eniiy  Ballads,  Ciili  Books,  Joke  Books.  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Soiii?  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Ao>uite- 

ment,  etc..  to  Henry  J.  Weliuian,  130  &  XS2  Park  Ko«.  New  Y^ik. 


One  day  while  at  the  race  track,  a  tout  gave  me  a  tip  on  a  horse: 
lie  said  it  was  a  dead  sure  tliinir,  there  was  no  chance  to  lofe,  of  course. 
I  then  thanked  him  very  kindly,  and,  just  before  he  went  avvaj'. 
Gave  him  $2  for  the  lip,  for  it  iuailc  me  feci  quite  gay. 
'I'hen  to  the  bookmaker's  Ptaiid  I  quickly  went  and  laid  $20  down, 
And  got  10  to  1  <ui  this  dark  horse,  which  done  ine  up  quite  brown. 
Now  I  never  will  fortet  the  day,  nor  how  the  '•  bookies  '  they  did  grin 
Whes  I  said,  "  I'll  see  you  later,  boys,  for  this  horse  will  surely  win." 

Chorus.  ' 

But  I  was  dreaming,  only  dreaming. 
For  the  horse  »vasn"t  in  the  race  at  all; 
I  n-jilly  thought  I  was  going  t-i  win  ■ 

;  Some  of  the  "foxy  "  bookiiiaUers  tin; 

But  I  was  dreaming,  only  dreaming— that  was  all.   "   . 

'Twas  at  New  Orleans,  not  long  ago,  there  was  a  creat  prize-fight. 

Of  course  yon've  heard  how  Corbett  won  the  world's  championship  that  uight; 

Though  sportiirj  people  everywhere  saiil  he  wouldn't  last  a  minute 

If  John  L.  hit  liim  once  or  twice — he  simply  wouldn't  be  "in  it." 

Phil  Ciisey  said  that  Jumes  J.  ('orlnitt  wjis  only  Iriivelling  on  hi!»  shape. 

And  nheii  the  fight  was  over  his  family  would  l>e  wearing  crape." 

Charley  Joiiusioii  and  Jim  Wakely,  too,  yes,  even  had  the  nerve  to  say 

He'd  never  be  champion  of  the  world,  because  he  wasn't  built  that  way. 

Cnonrs. 
But  they  were  dreaming,  only  dreaming; 
John  L.  Sullivan  wasn't  in  the  fight  at  all; 

For  at  New  Orleans  that  ni;;ht  '  :.■    ■' 

Jim  Corltett  knocked  biin  out  of  sight. 
And  left  hiui  dreaming,  only  dteamiiig — that  was  all.  , 

One  night  I  met  a  friend  of  mine,  who's  been  a  bachelor  all  his  life: 

Although  a  favorite  with  the  ladies,  the  poor  feilow  never  had  a  wife. 

And  though  I  think  the  world  of  him,  and  he  thinks  the  same  of  iiie,  -    ^ 

Yet— strange  to  say,  1)11*  its  a  fact— it  seems  we  never  can  auree. 

Now  we  soon  got  in  an  argument  about  the  styles  the  ladies  wear. 

I  said  that  bustles  were  the  rage  and  fifty  Jo'irnals  made  a  small  affair; 

But  lie  contradicted  mc  and  said:  *' You're  talking  ihro'  your  batl  " 

Said  I,  "  Not  on  your  natural  life— never  in  a  case  like  tbati " 

Chorus. 

But  I  was  dreaming,  only  dronming; 
Tho' a  married  man,  I  didn't  know  it  alL  > 

Yes,  I  asked  my  wife  that  night. 

And  filie  said  my  friend  was  right. 
Fur  slie  hadn't  woru  a  bustle  since  last  fall. 

My  friend's  a  walking  encyclopaedia- he's  the  man  that  knows  it  ill. 

He  only  weighs  one  liundied  poiuidH,  but  ninety  of  that  is  gall. 

I  met  him  again  the  other  day,  and  having  notliiiig  else  to  do, 

We  aiijourned  into  a  bar-room,  where  we  had  a  drink  or  two; 

But,  Just  as  I  was  feeling  good— in  fact,  we  both  were  Jolly  tight— 

1  got  into  another  argument  with  him,  which  nearly  ended  in  a  fight. 

1  said  tliere  really  wasn't  a  man  throughout  the  whole  United  States 

Whom  we  could  compare  with  Sampson  for  Etreugtii  or  lifting  heavy  wcighU.  . 

Chorus.  { 

But  I  was  dreaming,  only  dreaming;  ■.,,.;->:: 

Sampson  wasn't  the  strongest  man,  after  all;     '~ 

I  scarcely  could  believe  'tivas  so 

Until  my  friend  said,  "  You  must  know  ■ 
That  Grover  Cleveland  carried  23  etaics  last  fall." 
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Parody   on  : 

WE   NEVER  SPEAK  HER    NAME. 

Wi'itUn  und  Sang  by  Carpeuter  A  French,  Comedians  and  VucallaC.-i 


Bend  for  Free  Catalogrtie  of  Sonc  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  nookx.  Fortune  Tellars, 

Trick  Books,  Ht'oitntiuii  Books,  Penny  Balluds,  Cull  Books,  Joke  Bunks,  Skclvh 

buokH.  Stump  S(>ee<-hes,  Iiinh  Sontf  Ilook^,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Aniuse- 

luent,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehnxiii,  i:)U  <£  IJl  V^iX  iCuu .  New  Yuik. 


Wi'  never  9p<>nk  lier  name  ngatn,  she  left  ns  long  ago: 
Ilcr  little  fhocs  were  full  of  feet,  her  mouth  \vu8  fiiil  uf  dough. 
'J'lie  ui>:ht  was  hot  and  frosty  when  she  bade  us  all  "gDod-bjc,"' 
But  none  of  us  could  Blied  a  tear,  no  matter  how  we'd  try. 
Mhe  ran  off  with  a  Ruhsian  Jew,  at  last  tliey  married  i;ot; 
Her  name  has  nineteen  letters,  not  a  vowel  in  the  lot. 
\Ve  all  tried  to  pronounce  it,  but  the  etru^'^le  was  iu  vain. 
And  ao  we  Lad  lu  give  it  up— we  never  gptak  her  name. 

Chobvs. 

We  cry  to  do  it,  we'd  die  to  do  If;  we  try  to  do  it  each  day; 
Our  tunKuee  get  lied  up  in  ii  knot,  our  teeth  are  in  the  way. 
When  fattier  tried,  lie  broke  his  face,  poor  moilier  did  the  name; 
Tlie  rest  have  got  the  lockjaw— so  we  never  speak  her  uuiue. 

Site  left  ns  many  years  ago;  we  haven't  seen  her  since; 
I'oor  father  wandered  'round  the  house,  his  fiice  tied  up  in  iplints; 
He  swore  lie  would  pronounce  that  name,  and  eo  once  more  he  tried. 
But  all  in  vaiii,  his  jaw  dr<>p))trd  off,  he  ga)<ped  and  gently  died. 
Now  when  we  gatlier  'round  the  hearth,  her  name  is  never  heard; 
Our  teeth  fall  out  whene'er  we  try  to  speak  that  awful  word. 
So  when  we  want  to  mention  her— it  is  an  awful  shame— 
We  have  tu  stop  and  whistle,  for  we  never  speak  hei  name. 

Chorus. 
Our  teeth  are  warped,  our  mouths  are  cracked,  our  tongues  are  black  and  blue; 
Our  vocal  chords  are  paralyzed,  our  jaws  are  broke  iu  two. 
''  The  poor  girl  didn't  know,  you  know,"  she  wasn't  all  to  blame. 
But  we  might  ae  well  be  deaf  and  dumb— we  never  speak  her  name. 


They  Wanted  Me  to  Take  His  Place. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Spaulding  &  Komder. 


Excliuive  permission  to  publish  the  words  ot  this  sonft. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post -paid,  on  receipt  nt  40 

cents;  or  fins  and  an*  two  other  Sunirs  for  l>ne  Uollar,  by  lieiiry  J.  \Velniian.l30&  ysi 

I'ark  Uovr,  New  York,    foataite  atainps  taken  Mine  as  caali  rr>r  all  our  Koods 


Words  and  Mu.ilc  by  Wm.  B.  Glenroy. 


Now  do  not  get  offended,  please,  because  I  start  to  sing. 
For  if  I  hadn't  come  out  here  iliis  curtain  down  tliev'd  ring. 
The  man  w  ho  ouirht  to  sing  this  song,  inside  was  tiiKen  sick; 
As  I  was  standing  idle  there,  they  grabbed  me  very  quick. 

Choris. 

For  they  wanted  me  to  take  his  place  an<l  do  the  best  I  could; 
They  said  go  on  aud  sing  tlie  eoug— I  told  them  that  I  woiilil; 
They're  standing  there  to  watch  me  now,  my  actionx  just  to  see; 
They  said  you  cau't  get  more  than  killed— liow  pleasant  that  would  be. 

Old  P.  T.  Barnum's  great  big  show  is  in  an  awful  stew; 

They  lost  their  curiosity  and  don't  know  what  to  do. 

It  hapi>encd  just  a  week  ago,  and  how  they  wept  and  cried 

When  through  the  crowd  it  quickly  spread,  the  big  babboon  had  died. 

Chorl'?. 
And  they  wanted  me  to  take  his  place  and  da  the  best  I  could, 
And  l)e  locked  iu  a  great  big  cage,  with  monkeys  bad  and  good; 
They'd  call  nic  "Crowley  "  No.  8— the  kids  stick  pins  in  me: 
They'd  feed  me  caudies  and  peauuta— ho«v  pleasant  that  would  be. 

McCarty  and  McCloi»key,  too,  had  matched  their  dogs  to  llglit; 
They  nosted  {.'jOeach  lo  flght  for  Friday  night; 
We  all  Went  out  to  Cody's  place— McCarty'o  dog  was  lliere. 
But  they  couldn't  flud  McCloskey  nor  his  "  bull  pup"  anywhere. 

Cnouirs. 

And  they  wanted  me  to  take  his  place  and  do  the  best  I  could; 
Tiiey  said.  "Go  in,  my  boy,  and  win;  we  know  your  pluck  is  good  "; 
They  tried  to  make  me  strip  my  coat  and  flght  tlie  dog,  you  see; 
Lle'u  eat  my  eyes,  my  noee  aud  ears— how  pieaeaut  that  would  be. 

My  sister  had  a  policy  upon  her  husband's  life; 

He  ran  away  and  left  her  broke— a  disappointed  wife. 

She  said  if  he  were  only  dead  the  iusuruiice  she  could  claim; 

tin  she  bought  a  coffin,  and  on  it  she  had  cugraved  his  name. 

Chorv?. 
And  she  wanted  me  to  take  his  place,  and  do  the  best  I  could 
To  ulay  off  dead  and  be  nailed  up  in  a  coffin  iimde  of  wooil. 
And  when  the  mourners  had  all  gone,  she  vaid  she'd  let  me  free; 
Perhai>e  she  might  forget  it  though— how  pleasaut  that  would  be. 


— She  Wanted  to  Re  a  Birtl. — A  certain  j'oung  gentleman  is 
courting  a  young  lady.  He  called  on  her  a  few  evenings  ago. 
She  seemed  to  be  under  the  weather,  anil  there  was  a  peculiar 
dnig-slore  smell  in  the  room.  "  What  ails  you,  my  darling?  "  he 
cooed.  "  I  wish  I  was  a  bird,"  .sighed  the  young  lady.  "  So  you 
could  fly  into  ray  arms?  "  queried  John,  suggestively.  "  No;  I 
want  to  be  a  bird,  so  I  could  not  get  the  toothache  any  more,"  re- 
plied the  lady,  swinging  on  her  jaw  and  groaning  audibly. — 
Tuaa  Siftinga. 


JACK'S_THE    LAD. 

CopyiiKht,  18W,  by  Hopwood  &  Crew. 

Words  printed  by  permission  of  Novello,  Ewer  Sc  Co.  for  Hopwood  A  Crew. 

Til*  Words  and  Music  of  tlils  Sun^  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postliald.on  receipt  of  M 

oviits.  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonus  for  One  Dollar,  by  tlenry  J.  Wehinan.  ISO  A  IBI 

Park  Itow,  New  Vurk.     Postat{«  Htaiiips  taken  sameascaali  for  all  our  Kuods. 

Words  by  Ooortre  Homcastle.    Uuslc  by  Nellie  L'Estraiige. 


There  it  a  man  we  all  admire,  so  tarry  and  so  greasy,  obt 

Who  never  has  a  thought  of  care;  lie  takes  his  life  so  easy,  oh  I 

And  as  he  sails  across  the  sens,  enjojs  his  salt-junk  daily,  oh ! 

Aud  though  he  never  haai  a  "  brown,"  cau  turn  up  bis  "quids"  ao gaily,  oh! 

Chorus. 
Jack's  the  lad.  Jack's  the  lad,  always  gay  and  frisk v,  oht 
Jack's  tlie  lad,  Juck'f  the  lad,  lo  lower  the  ruin  and  the  whiskey,  oh  I 
At  keeping  his  feet  he's  haudy,  ohl  his  legs  are  rather  bandy,  oh! 
A  rollicking,  frollickiug  son  of  the  sea,  is  sailor  Jack  the  Dandy,  ohl 

Who  stows  away  his  tot  of  mm,  and  of  it  ne'er  crows  weary,  ohl 
And  though  tie's  very  often  "light,"  can  hoist  his  "slacks"  so  cheery,  oli! 
Who's  Ik'cii  wrecked  twenty  times  at  least,  but  doesn't  «H.>m  to  care  a  bit. 
Who  at  the  skipper  and  the  mate  was  never  yet  known  to  swear  a  bil.^C' horns. 

Who  is  It  takes  the  lassies  oiiT  of  every  size  and  sort,  you  know; 

Who  Is  it  boasts  that  he  has  got  a  wife  iu  every  port  you  kuowf 

Who  vows  he  loves  them  one  and  all,  and  ever  faithful  be  will  be. 

But  when  he's  out  of  sight  of  land,  goes  tickliug  ineruiaids  iu  the  »%&*~Chorut. 


Parody  on: 

We  Never  Speak  As  We  Pass  By. 

Written  and  Sunx  by  Frank  O.  French. 


Send  for  Free  Catnlofrue  of  Soiik  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Tnck  Bouks,  Kecltution  Bovkx,  Penny  Bullads,  C^ill  II  oks,  Joke  Bookit,  Skrtoh 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Sontc  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Aiiuse- 

iiieut,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehniuii  130  &  132  Park  Itow,  New  York 


The  row  is  past,  the  scrap  is  o'er,  I  lay  half-dead  upon  thc,floor. 

My  wife  stood  o'er  me,  with  a  stick,  the  recollection  makes  me  sick. 

My  ribs  are  broke,  my  shoulder's  lame,  my  head  is  bowed  with  grief  and  shame; 

'Twas  just  a  little  faiuily  row— my  wife  came  out  on  top,  and  now - 

Cborcs. 
We  never  si>eak  as  we  pass  by,  for,  with  a  club,  she  blacked  my  eye. 
With  her  mamma  now  lives  my  wife;  I  won't  go  back,  you  bet  your  life. 

A  friend  of  mine,  who  lived  alone,  he  played  upon  a  slide  trombone. 
I  had  him  come  one  iiight  to  tea,  aud  asked  him  if  lie'd  play  fur  me. 
Before  lie  played  I  used  liim  flue,  set  up  the  whiskey,  Iteer  and  wine. 
But  when  he  got  around  to  play,  he  played  "  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay." 

Cborcs, 

We  never  speak  as  we  pass  by— I,  with  a  chair,  knocked  out  his  eye, 
■    "       •  ^    — t-ral  passed  to-day  I  sang  "Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay." 


V*^ 


Aud  as  his  (uuei 


A  girl  I  used  to  call  my  own  got  locked  into  the  bouse  alone; 
She  wanted  to  get  out,  she  roared:  so  up  to  her  I  placed  a  board. 
Now  ill  that  board  there  was  a  nail;  to  notice  it,  1,  somehow,  fulled; 
She  said  she'd  do  as  she  was  bid;  I  yelled,  "  My  darling,  slide!  "  She  slid. 

CaoRcs. 

We  never  speak  as  we  pass  by— I  thought  that  girl  would  really  die. 
I,  eveu  uuw,  cau  plainly  trace  that  "  board  "  ezpresaiou  ou  ber  face. 


Parody  on:  a* 

My  Sweetheart's  the  Man  in  the  Moon. 


Written  and  SunK  by  Frank  O.  French. 


Senil  for  Free^CatAlogue  of  Sontr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers 

Trick  Books,  Kecltatiuii  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Cull  Bouks,  Juke  Books,  Sketch 
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( 


Everybody  has  a  sweetheart  underneath  the  rose. 
Everybody  loves  a  girl  with  bunions  on  lier  toes. 
I've  a  sweetheart — you  should  see  lier  pretty  little  feel— 
Every  evcuiug  I  cau  hear  her  coming  down  the  street. 

CUORUS. 

My  sweetheart's  a  horrible  fake; 

I  wisii  1  could  give  her  the  shake. 

Ohl  it  gives  me  a  puiii,  just  to  see  her  again. 

For  she  don't  know  enough  to  go  iu  when  it  rains. 

I  went  down  to  the  city  this  noon 

And  bought  me  a  great  big  balloon. 

And  I'll  ship  off  this  "  chip,"  with  her  grip,  ou  a  trip 

To  make  love  to  the  man  in  the  moon. 

I  have  often  wondered  if  she  ever  bathes  her  feet; 

There's  a  sort  of  fragrunce  from  them  that  is  fur  from  sweet. 

Ilcr  liair  is  grceu,  her  eyes  are  uunurn,  she  weighs  three  hundred  aud  eight; 

We  ufteu  have  a  break-dowu  wheu  she's  swinging  on  our  gate. 

Chorus. 

Last  night  when  the  stars  went  to  bed, 

Slie  cllml>ed  up  ou  our  woodshed. 

And  she  sang  uuto  me  "  Tlie  Light-house  by  the  Sea,' 

Aud  "Uere,  olil  my  darling,  I'm  waiting  for  thee," 

Ohl  I'll  lay  for  that  chippie  to-nli;ht 

With  a  can  of  compresned  dynamite, 

Aud  if  she  dues  Come,  I'll  explode  the  whole  bomb, 

Aud  my  sweetheart  will  l)e  out  of  sight. 
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ONCE    WAS    ENOITG-H    FOR     ME. 

Sung  with  ereat  t^uccess  by  Jolin  McBride. 

Send  for  Free  Oatalopue  of  Sonsr  Books,  I^etter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellen^ 
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iiieut.  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehnmii,  130  &  132  Park  Row.  New  York. 


When  I  was  a  Rtiinbler  my  business  It  was  fine, 

1  iilayed  penny  ante  in  a  tlizzy  sliauty,  anil  (lie  limit  it  was  a  dime; 

I  iieiil  four  kiii'js,  tlie  ciufid  things,  and  I  bet  auay  lilie  u  prince. 

But  tlie  oiln  T  fellow  eat  witli  four  aces  pat,  ami  I've  been  broke  ever  since. 

Choki'S. 

Once  was  enongh  for  me,  fra  la  la. 
Once  was  enough  for  nie;  ■ 

I  was  fooling  with  the  deck,  and  I  got  it  in  the  neck. 
Once  was  enough  for  me. 

There  was  a  country  chap  so  witty,  one  time  came  to  tliie  city, 

Who  thought  on  all  the  tips  he  was  lly; 
So  this  jolly,  jolly  joker  thought  he'd  try  his  hand  at  poker. 

So,  of  course,  he  went  into  the  game. 
lie  played  there  for  hours,  never  dreaming  of  the  bowers 

That  the  other  fellow  held  for  a  joke; 
But  the  poor  ^lob  bet  away,  and  iie  never  had  his  say 

Until  he  went  home  broke. 

Cuonus. 

Once  was  enough  for  him,  tra  la  la. 
Once  was  enough  for  liini; 
Early  ill  the  mora  he  went  l)ack  to  hoe  the  corn, 
Once  was  enough  for  him. 

One  time  a  friend  of  mine  he  spied  a  saloon. 

And  lliought  that  he'd  go  in; 
lie  loved  the  dicker  that  flickers  in  the  liquor. 

That  s  talked  of  as  old  Ilollaud  gin. 
Heilo,  there!  lie  cried,  as  the  waiter  he  spied, 

I'll  drink  whiskey  this  tim.',  you  bet;  -  y 

When  a  gay  bartender,  so  big  and  so  slender,    . 

Gave  him  water  to  drink  instead. 

Caoiirs. 

-Once  was  enough  for  him,  tra  la  la. 
Once  was  enougli  for  liim; 

Loudly  he  did  cry:  '•Doyouthiuklwantfxjdie?"    ,    ;/ 
Once  was  enough  for  him. 


Parody   on : 

HE    NEVER   CARES  TO  WANDER 
FROM    HIS    OWN    FIRESIDE 

By  Tony  I'astor. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sonpr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  FortumTellers, 
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Parody  on: 

I  Saw  Her  in  the  Violet  Time. 

Written  by  Clias.  .S.  Ueld.  of  the  Walliallu  Comedy  Company. 

Send  for  Free  Cataloprue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Teller^ 

Ti-ick  Books,  Kecitatioii  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  B<H>ks,  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  liiiiti  Sont;  Books,  Cook  B'>oks,  Books  of  Amuse- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Welunan,  130  &  132  Park  Ko»,  New  Yoi-k. 


1  saw  her  at  the  milking  time,  the  cow  was  standing  still; 
She  hummed  a  sweet  inspiring  rhyme,  while  she  the  pail  did  fill. 
She  milked  away  and  filled  the  pail  with  milk  so  pure  and  white. 
When  that  old  cow  did  shake  her  tail  and  send  her  "out  of  sight  "; 
When  that  old  cow  did  shake  her  tail  and  i9vnd  her  "out  of  eight." 

I  saw  her  flying  througli  the  sky,  'tnaa  dress-gooils  on  the  wing; 
Her  hose  were  of  the  reddest  dye,  wiili  now  and  then  a  ring 
Of  yellow  that  full  soon  did  faile  as  she  sailed  out  of  eiglit. 
Beyond  the  blue  her  way  she  m:ide  in  her  suifi  upward  flight; 
Beyond  the  blue  her  way  she  made  in  her  swift  upward  flight. 

I  saw  her  In  a  muddy  hole  some  hours  later  on; 

Her  limbs  were  stiff,  her  lu-art  was  cold,  lirr  once  bright  smile  was  gone 

Her  eyes  smiled  not  on  me  auaiu,  she  said  1  was  N.  G., 

Or  I,  her  modesty  so  pained,  would  not  stand  hy  and  see; 

Or  I,  her  modesty  so  pained,  would  not  stand  by  and  see. 


-  JENNIE    DUNN. 

CopyrlKbt,  1891,  by  Frank  HarUiiiK,    Entei-ed  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  resen-ed. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Snnp  will  \>e  sent  to  anv  address,  poet-iwiid.  on  iwH|it  of  *• 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wittey  &  Leonard. 


Some  prefer  to  cross  the  ocean,  iu  far  distant  lands  to  roam; 
Others  have  exiretnc  devotion  for  their  nice  and  pleasant  home. 
Theie's  tiie  hiisbund,  out,  as  usual,  till  the  stars  ate  growing  dim, 
Knowing  that  his  wife  is  waiting  w ith  a  little  club  for  him. 

Chorus.  ., 

He  never  cares  to  wander  to  Ins  own  fireside. 

He  much  prefers  about  the  ^treels  to  roam;  >.: 

For  he  knows  there  will  he  war,  anil  for  good  old  solid  jaw. 

There  is  no  place  like  home,  eweet  home, 
lie's  been  thro'  all  the  racket,  so  lie  stays  away, 

He  knows  his  little  wife  hisliair  will  comb. 
For  blie  wans  up  every  night,  and  she's  looking  for  a  fight,         '   ^ 

So  he  sneaks  by  hii  home,  sweet  home. 

There's  the  good  and  quiet  husband— lots  of  them  I  see  about; 
Simple  wives  tliink  they  are  anyels,  till  they  Cud  the  rascals  out. 
Some  day,  in  his  inside  pocket,  she  observes  a  letter  small. 
And  he  icuows  she'll  interview  him  when  she  meets  him  iu  the  hall. 

Chorus.  ; 

He  never  cares  to  wander  to  his  oun  fireside, 

lie  thinks  ii's  iiic<r  out  of  doors  to  roam; 
If  that  note  from  !Maud  or  Jane  to  his  wife  he  can't  explain. 

There'll  be  no  place  like  home,  sweet  home. 
Slie  reads  it  to  her  "  mominer,"  and  they're  primetl  for  him—     : 

He  wishes  he  could  skip  beyond  the  fnam. 
For  to  face  ibe  music  there,  on  his  life  he  wouldn't  dare— 

Oh,  there's  fun  now  iu  home,  sweet  home. 

See  the  father,  prou.l  and  liappy,  when  his  daily  toil  is  o'er. 
With  what  sweet  antieipaliou  he'll  approach  his  cottage  door. 
Lots  of  little  chubby  darliiius  he  sees  toddling  all  about. 
Will  his  wife  be  there  to  greet  him?  No;  the  fire  and  slic  are  out. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  how  he'd  like  to  wander  from  his  own  fireside, 

lie  wonders  where  that  wife  of  his  can  roam; 
All  the  kids  they  ))ii!l  his  hair,  while  he  cooks  liis  supper  there. 

Oh,  theie's  no  place  like  liome,  sweet  home. 
They  plaster  up  his  whirkers  with  tomato  soup, 

Willie  o'er  his  weary  form  they  wildly  roam; 
And  the  biitter-i)late  they  spill,  and  his  lap  with  grease  tliey  fill— 

Oh,  there's  no  place  like  home,  sweet  home. 


There's  a  charming  little  lady,  that  does  keep  a  baker  shop. 

And  supplies  near  all  the  tenants  tliat  does  live  around  our  block; 

You  can  see  them  in  tlie  nuirniug  going  for  tlieir  bread  and  pie. 

Of  course,  this  little  lady  keeps  a  wee  drop  on  the  sly. 

We  go  there  every  evening,  juet  to  pass  the  time  away. 

To  sing  a  song  and  tell  a  joke,  or  a  game  of  cards  to  play ; 

She's  loved  by  ev'rybody,  we  could  name  a  score  or  more. 

And  we'll  tell  you  of  some  neighbors  who  come  in  the  widow's  door. 

Chorus. 
First  comes  little  Jennie  Dunn,  who  does  walk  this  way  for  fun; 

Then  comes  Fogarty,  the  bandy-legged  tailor; 
Then  comes  Mr.  Mike  Magee,  w  lio's  a  butcher,  doD''t  you  see. 

With  a  cousin  of  his.  Jack  O'Brien,  the  sailor. 
There's  tlie  cobbler,  Myitle  Flynn,  who  has  lots  of  tin. 

And  his  wife,  who  is  the  daughter  of  a  nailer; 
Sure,  we  gather  there  galore,  at  the  little  widow's  store. 

For  we  love  her,  and  we  spend  our  money  freely. 

Now  the  widow  is  a  credit  to  the  neighbors  all  around. 

For  she  treats  us  all  so  cheerly,  no  fault  with  her  can  be  found; 

We  wouldn't  miss  an  evening  at  the  w  idow  s,  don't  you  see. 

We  know  this  little  lady  will  be  wed  etune  day,  you  "see. 

And  then  well  have  a  wedding,  'twill  surprise  one  and  all. 

We'll  send  out  invitations  and  invite  you  all  to  call; 

We'll  whiskey  give  and  lager  beer,  chainpagne  by  the  score. 

And  ev  rybody's  welcome  that  comes  in  the  w  idow'e  door.—  C'/iot »«. 


— AVliat  tree  is  of  the  greatest  iiiiportaiice  in  Listor}'?  The  date. 


Ill  a  long-forgotten  nook,  npon  the  attic  old. 
All  by  chance  1  found  the  toys  that  once  gave  joys  untold; 
Covered  o'er  witli  dust  of  years,  thiy  lay  upon  the  floor. 
Yet  they  brought  to  me  the  days  I'll  gaze  upon  no  more. 
There  was  still  the  ball  and  top  my  mother  gave  to  me, 
Once  again  I  seemed  to  climb  upon  her  loving  knee; 
There  the  little  wagon  lay;  1  took  it  up  and  smiled, 
Thinking  of  the  joys  it  brought  when  I  was  but  a  child.  . 

CHORtlS. 

Playthings,  playthings,  mine  in  the  dear  long  ago; 
Playthinos,  pl;iythings,  bright  are  the  dreams  that  glow; 
Piaythiugs,  playthings,  when  all  around  me  smiled; 
Tears  now  fall  on  tli«  piaythiugs  I  had  when  but  a  child. 

Where  are  now  the  happy  hearts  that  joined  my  childish  gleef 

Where  the  mother's  joyous  smile  that  seemed  like  heaven  to  met 

Yonder  is  the  vacant  chair  w  here  father  watched  me  play— 

Every  tiny  broken  toy  recalls  his  face  to-tiay. 

Once  again  at  twilights'  close  my  mother  breathes  a  iirayer; 

Oh,  the  gentle  good-nit  hi  kjss  1  seem  to  fondly  share; 

'Round  me  now  I  seem  to  hear  her  voice  in  warning  mild; 

'Twas  she  gave  these  toys  to  me  w hen  I  was  but  a  chM.—Chonit. 

Life  lias  brought  us  playthings  new  since  childhood's  happy  day; 

What  are  all  its  gains  but  toys  that  quickly  fade  away  J 

Here  beside  these  i)laythlngs  old,  I  wander  once  again 

Back  to  home's  delightful  hours  that  knew  no  cloud  of  pain; 

So  these  toys  my  childliood  knew  I'll  tnmsure  in  my  heart. 

For  the  touch  of  loving  hands  from  them  can  ne'er  de|>art. 

Tho''from  early  days  the  thought  by  care  is  oft  beguiled. 

Dear  shall  be  these  broken  toys  I  had  when  but  a  child.— CAoru*. 
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There's  music  in  the  air  when  I  pret  up  in  the  niRlit, 

And  I  can  plainly  hear  tonicats  enf;a>;cd  in  floht; 

lIo\\»  1  wisli  those  cat-'  wore  dead,  sn  I  could  <,'<>  l)ack  to  bed: 

From  the  back  yard  wall  out  there  conies  the  music  in  the  air. 

There's  music  in  the  air  when  the  small  boy's  in  the  toils, 
The  rod  falls  heavily  on  his  hack  and  l)iirst"s  liis  boils: 
Oh,  lie  yells  with  all  his  miulit,  as  tlie  licks  fall  not  so  lii:lit; 
From  the  small  boy's  mouth  is  where  cornea  the  music  in  the  air. 

There's  music  In  the  air  wlicn  father  trends  a  tack. 
With  his  foot,  of  stockini;  hare,  in  the  night  so  dark  and  black; 
How  the  blue  smoke  docs  arise,  lloats  away  up  toward  the  skies: 
From  his  lips,  la  language  rare,  conies  the  music  in  the  air 
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The  gate  was  thrown  open,  I  rode  out  alone, 

More  proud  than  a  monarch  who  sits  on  a  throne. 

1  am  but  a  jockey,  hut  siioiit  upon  shout 

Went  up  from  ilie  peop'e  wlio  watched  me  riile  out; 

And  the  cheers  that  raui;  forth  from  that  warm-hearted  crowd 

Were  as  earnest  as  those  to  which  nionurch  e'er  bowetl. 

My  heart  thrilled  «ith  pleasure,  so  keen  it  was  pali.. 

As  I  putted  my  Salvator's  soft  silken  mane; 

Ai;d  a  ewett  ciiiver  shot  from  his  liide  to  my  hand 

As  we  passed  by  the  multitude  down  to  the  stand. 

The  ^reat  waves  of  cheerins;  came  billowlnj;  b.ick. 

As  the  hoofs  of  brave  Tenny  ran  swift  down  tiie  track; 

And  he  stood  there  beside  us,  all  hone  and  all  muscle. 

Our  noble  opponent,  well  trained  for  tlie  tussle 

That  walteil  us  there  on  the  smootli  shining  course. 

My  t^alvator,  fair  to  the  lovers  of  lioree. 

As  a  l)eautiful  woman  is  fair  to  man's  ^ijiht — 

Pure  type  of  the  thorous^lihied.  cl'  an  limbed  and  bright. 

Stood  taking  the  plaudits  a*  only  his  due 

And  nothing  at  all  unexpected  or  new. 

And  then,  tliere  before  ns  the  bright  flap:  is  spread. 
There's  a  roar  from  the  eran<l  stand,  and  Tenny 'g  ahead; 
At  tlie  sound  of  the  voices  that  j-houted  "a  no'. '' 
He  sprang  like  an  arrow  shot  straight  from  the  l)ow. 
I  tighten  the  reii^s  on  Prince  Charlie's  great  son. 
He  is  off  like  a  rocket,  the  lace  is  begun. 
Half  way  down  the  furlong  their  heads  are  together, 
ScarC'-  room  "tuixi  their  noses  to  wedge  in  a  feather, 
Past  irrand  stand,  ami  judges,  in  neck-to-neck  strife, 
Ah,  Nilvaior,  boy  !  'lis  the  race  of  your  life, 

I  press  my  knees  closer,  I  coax  him.  I  urge— 

1  fe«l  him  go  aut  w  ith  a  leap  and  a  surge; 

I  see  him  creep  on,  inch  bv  inch,  stride  by  stride, 

Willie  backward,  still  backward,  fnlls  Tenny  beside. 

We  are  neariiig  the  turn,  the  first  (luaiter  is  passed — 

'Twixt  leader  and  chaser  The  daylik.'ht  is  cast; 

The  distance  elniigates,  still  Tenny  sweeps  on. 

As  giacefui  and  free-limbed  and  swift  as  a  fa^^■n. 

His  awkwar  Iness  vaiiislied,  his  muscies  all  btralncd— 

A  noble  opponent,  well  horn  and  well  trained. 

I  glanced  o'er  mv  shoulder— hnh,  Tenny,  the  cost 

Or  ttiat  one  KCOiiiCt^Ji'tri'jii'O  will  lie— the  race  lost. 

One  second's  weak  yielding  of  courage  and  strength. 

And  the  dav  light  l>etween  us  has  doui>led  its  lengih. 

Tho  first  mile  is  covered,  tlie  race  is  ;/(/";/«— no! 

For  the  blue  blood  of  Tenny  responds  to  a  blow. 

He  shoots  throii<;h  the  air  like  a  hall  from  a  oiiii. 

And  the  two  lengths  between  us  are  shortened  to  one. 

My  heart  is  contracted,  my  throat  feels  a  lump. 

For  Teiiny's  long  neck  i-*  at  Salvator's  rump; 

And  now  with  new  couiage,  giow  n  bouler  and  liolder, 

I  see  him  once  iiioie  running  shoulder  to  shoulder. 

Willi  knees,  liands  and  b<»ily  I  press  my  gran<l  steed; 

I  urge  him,  I  coa.t  iiim,  I  pray  him  to  lieed; 

Oh,  Salvat'.r,  Salvaior!  list  to  my  calls. 

For  the  blow  of  my  whip  will  hurt  both  if  it  falls. 

There's  a  nsar  from  the  crowd  like  the  ocean  In  storm, 

As  close  to  my  saddle  le.ijia  'I'enijy's  great  form: 

One  more  inighiy  plunge,  and  witli  knee,  lliub  and  hand 

I  lift  my  horse  first  by  a  nose  p.ist  the  stand. 

We  are 'under  the  string  now— i  he  great  race  is  done. 

And  Sa.vator,  Sjalvutor,  Salvator  won! 

Cheer,  hoar-hc.tded  patriarchs!  cheer  lond.  I  tay; 
'Tis  tlie  race  of  a  century  witnessed  to-day: 
Though  ye  live  twice  the  sp.ice  that's  allotted  to  man 
Ye  never  will  see  such  a  grand  race  again. 
Let  the  shouts  of  th.-  popnhice  roar  like  the  surf 
For  Salvator,  Salvator,  king  of  the  turf; 
He  lias  rivalled  the  record  for  thiiteen  long  years. 
He  has  won  the  first  place  in  the  vast  line  of  i)eers. 
'Twas  a  neck-to-neck  contest,  u  grand,  lioncst  race. 
And  even  his  enemies  grant  liim  his  place. 
Down  into  the  iliist  let  old  records  be  hurled. 
And  hang  out  ^:CC  in  the  ga/.e  of  the  world. 


For  years  I've  boen  away,  and  came  liome  ycstardaj. 

But  all  my  sweetest,  fondest  hopes  are  tied; 
1  tiiid  in>8elf  bereft  of  those  1  loved  and  left— 

My  fill  her  and  my  mother  now  are  dead. 
In  anger  I  left  home,  to  cross  the  brinv  foam, 

Wiihout  a  parting  kiss  of  sweet  p'>ou-bye; 
All.  liitie  1  thouglit  then,  I'd  ne'er  see  them  again, 

Tliat  1  had  left  them  nil  alone  to  die 

Chorits, 
'Tis  only  when  they're  gone  our  words  we  think  upon. 

How  often  we  have  filled  their  hearts  with  pain; 
When  cruel  death  arrives,  we'd  almost  give  our  llrei. 

If  we  could  only  bring  them  back  again. 

A  stranger  held  the  note  which  my  poor  mother  wrote, 

1  read  it  throiigli  wliile  scalding  tears  fell  fast; 
"My  darling  son,"  it  said,  "you'll  read  tliis  when  Fm  daftd. 

Just  kiss  this  letter  and  forget  tlie  past." 
Those  words  ring  in  my  ears,  and.  in  tlie  coming  years, 

They'll  cling  around  my  mem'ry  witli  regret; 
The  harsh  woids  said  to  fier  w  ill  oft  and  ott  recur. 

She  may  forgive,  but  I  can  ne'er  forget.— CAori/#. 


of  40 
US 


A 


I    CHANG-ED    MY   MIND. 

I'opyiight,  1892,  b>  Kraiicis,  Day  *  Hunter. 
All  rikhta  reserved. 


I 


The  Word*  Slid  Muidc  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  anr  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cenu;  or  tl. is  unci  any  two  oth-r  SonirR  for  One  Duilar,  l>y  Henry  J.  Wehnihn.  I30dtia 

Pai'k  Uow,  Nuw  Votk.    I'ubluKe  Staiiips  taken  saint)  as  cash  fur  all  our  ifOtMlS. 


Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  Seldon. 


When  T  was  young  my  mother  used  to  worry  ev'ry  day 
To  tind  a  real  good  servant  girl,  and  then  to  have  lier  stay: 
My  fatlier  thought  tills  very  queer,  and  tiftiimcs  tliey  would  flght, 
1  u-ed  to  think  my  mother  wrong  and  think  ray  father  right. 

Ciionus. 
I  changed  my  mind,  I  have  a  servant  now. 
And  since  I  liave  I  wish  that  I  was  dead; 
Once  my  home  was  all  my  own.  but,  ah  me,  that  time  has  flown, 
y      My  set  vaut  girl  now  is  tlie  Im>80  in  stead. 

I  used  to  court  a  pretty  little  charmer  down  the  street, 

To  my  disgust  I  found  tiiat  she  another  chap  did  meet; 

1  vowed  to  ha\e  his  blood,  so  laid  in  wait  for  him  one  nieht. 

To  let  him  know  jusi  who  I  was,  but  when  he  hove  in  siglit- 

Ciiont'8. 

I  changed  my  mind,  I  did  not  like  his  looks. 

He  was  so  broad,  and  taller  by  a  head: 
But  to  flght  some  one  I  meant,  so  straight  home  I  quickly  went. 

And  I  whacked  my  little  brother  John  instead. 

I  always  liked  athletics,  so  a  football  team  I  joined, 
I  didn't  know  the  game  at  first,  but  then  I  quickly  learnsd; 
We  liad  such  sport  at  practice  that  I  ached  to  play  a  game, 
I  knew  I'd  uiiike  a  record  as  a  wonder,  gain  a  iiaina. 

Ciionrs. 
I  cliangod  my  mind,  just  ns  we  made  a  start 

Tliey  picked  me  up  in  pieces,  almost  dead; 
As  tlie  hall  was  not  in  sight,  for  I  grln|icd  it  very  tight. 

While  the  whole  mob  just  kept  kicKing  me  instead. 

The  first  lime  I  got  on  a  horse  I'll  always  recollect. 
They  told  me  he  was  broken  in,  he  nearly  broke  my  neck; 
I'd  alwavs  thought  hnrse  riding  was  quite  easy,  httheito. 
But  after  half  an  hour  of  it  1  don't  mind  telling  you. 

ClIORL  9. 

I  changed  my  mind,  he  gave  one  final  kick 

And  shot  me  like  a  rocket  o'er  my  head: 
When  again  I  want  to  ride  I  shall  either  get  Inside, 

Or  get  upon  a  rocking-horse  instead. 


— Barber:  "  Yoii  say  you've  l)et'n  here  before?  I  don't  rem«mb«r 
your  face.'    Victim:  "It's  all  healed  up  uow." 


—It  is  always  well  lo  make  the  best  of  small  accidents.     This  I 
was  tiie  opinion,  at  any  rate,  of  u  cerliiiii  colored  bai'l)er,  who,  in  > 
ciittiiiir  a  jjciilleiuau's  htiir,  snipped  off  tlie  top  of  his  ear.     The  ) 
customer  leaped  out  of  the  ciiair  with  a  wild  shriek.     *'0w,"  he 
screamed,   'you've  cut  off  a  piece  of  my  ear!"     "Sho— don't 
car'y  on  so,  boss,"  said  the  barber,  "  'taiu't  enough  for  to  affect 
de  heai'in'." 
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It  Seems  But  Yesterday 

It's  the  Seaaouiug  Wot  Does  It 
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At  the  neat  little  chiircb  of  old  Father  McKmber, 
One  morn  in  Sei'tornber,  'tis  well  I  remember, 
'Twas  close  on  n  frost,  cold  enough  for  DecenilKT, 

When  Barney  MctJilligan's  wedding  took  i)lace; 
The  bride  was  the  cliarniinn  Patricia  t)'lirady, 
A  neat  little  lady,  who  turned  np  O'Thaiiy 
Because  a  jackass  of  his  ugly  self  wade  he. 

And  joined  the  militia,  bad  scran  to  his  facet 
The  parson  was  there  and  neighbors  galore, 
With  Bridget  O'Moore  and  bridesmaids  a  score; 
They  had  i>ateut  liuolcmn  right  up  the  floor, 

To  carry  the  tiling  out  in  style. 

The  scene  in  the  veslry  was  over  and  done. 
The  two  were  made  one;  we  lauglied  at  the  fun; 
And  for  a  salute,  Kelly  fired  off  his  gun. 

As  slowly  they  came  down  the  aisle, 
'Twas  nothing  but  kissing  and  laughing  and  crying; 
The  organ  was  playing,  the  l)OV8  were  hurrahing. 
For  good  luck  to  boih  widow  ijrady  was  praying; 

And  tears  big  as  eggs  they  were  shedding. 
They  j>elted  the  elegant  couple  with  rice. 
Old  slippers  and  shoes:  it  was  awfully  idee — 
Well,  I  wished  I'd  been  married  myself,  once  or  twice, 

lu  the  church  at  McGilligan's  wedding. 

To  breakfast  we  went  after  these  ceremoniog; 
'Twas  held  at  Maloney's,  the  worst  of  old  cronies; 
The  joints  were  hog'strotters  and  picketed  polonies. 

With  bride  cake  and  little  boys  naked  on  top. 
Says  I,  '•  It  is  time  now  the  cake  to  be  carving;" 
Without  more  palaving,  the  bride  (omuienced  jaring. 
0'I>oylc  look  the  tirst  piece  as  if  he  was  starving. 

When  Barney  McGilligan  told  liim  to  stop. 
He  swore  hard  and  fast  if  O'Doyle  touched  the  calce. 
Without  any  mistake  a  fair  ruction  lie'd  make, 
And  nigh  every  bone  in  his  body  he'd  break, 

And  terrible  thirds  hv  would  do; 

Bnt  Mr.  O'Doyle  simply  murmured,  "  All  right; 

If  you're  so  i>olite,  I'm  ready  to  light." 

So  "they  cleared  all  the  tables  andohairs  out  of  sight, 

And  then  eame  a  hullabaloo. 
For  each  tried  the  «)ther  to  give  a  goo<l  licking. 
With  dodging  and  tricking,  and  scratching  and  kicking. 
Their  fingers  in  each  otiicrV  eyes  they  were  sticking. 

And  gallons  of  gore  they  were  shedding; 
When  right  in  the  midst  of  the  bother  and  scene. 
Somehow  or  other  I  got  shoved  In  between; 
And  both  took  my  liead  for  a  puncldng-niachiuc, 

On  the  day  of  AlcO'illigun's  wedding. 

Now  when  they  had  finished  their  noses  a  ringing. 
The  all  commenced  singing;  the  fiddler  was  stringing. 
And  his  old  fiddle  |H)iig-panging  and  ninging. 

To  got  it  tuned  up  for  the  (lancing  all  square. 
Father  McGee  the  flute  was  trumbing. 


The  piano  sirumming,  a  fuuiiv  tune  humming, 

'Twix  "  God  bave  tlie  t^uecu  '''  and  "  The  Campbells  Are  Coming," 

A  conglomerated  and  mixed  np  atTair. 
Then  sweet  Kitty  Flynn  for  a  partner  I  found, 
A  dancer  renowned;  we  went  skipping  'round, 
Like  any  race  horse  we  got  over  the  ground, 

Till  I  suddenly  misscu  Kitty  Flynn. 

1  searched  through  the  place;  1  went  on  every  floor, 

No  Kitty  I  saw;  I  raved  and  I  swore; 

But  I  found  her  at  last  with  a  round  dozen  more, 

Making  love  to  a  gallon  of  gin. 
AVe  kepi  up  the  singing  and  dancing  and  laughing, 
All  merrily  chufTIng,  tin;  pongelow  (inalTini:, 
Some  of  "em  whi.-keying.  others  fonr-halfing. 

Till  I  made  allu-ion  lo  bedding: 
Then  Mr.  Mc(;illigiin  ended  the  rout. 
Says  he  to  his  wife,  ••  You  are  sleepy,  no  doubt;" 
And  he  oi)ened  the  door  and  he  flung  us  all  out, 

On  the  night  of  hiri  glorious  wedding. 

Going  home,  Ted  McMollow  such  queer  songs  did  holloa, 
That  blackguards  did  follow.    Says  I  to  McMollow, 
"Just  come  to  my  house  and  a  thiml)elful  swallow. 

And  wait  till  the  rascals  have  gone  out  of  sight." 
He  did,  and  we  drank  till  we  scarcely  could  waddle; 
It  got  in  my  noddle.    Says  Ted,  "  1  shall  toddle." 
I  felt  like  a  mooney  lialf-screwed  molly-coddle. 

And  scarcely  could  speak,  but  I  mnrmured  "  (Jood-ulghtf " 
Then  rolleil  into  iK'd    that  they'd  gone,  I'd  no  doubt- 
But  when  he  went  out  Jhey  set  up  a  shout. 
And  gave  him  an  elegant  smack  on  the  snout. 

And  busted  out  laughing  like  mad. 

I  rushed  to  the  door  and  there  1  found  Ted- 
Well,  nearly  half  dead.    "  Who's  done  it? "  I  said; 
When  soinolwMly  .Iroj.ncd  Imlf  ii  brick  on  my  head; 

Which  made  me  feel  awfully  bad; 
The  blackguards  they  gave  me  a  kicking  for  nothing; 
A  thrashing  and  slashing,  a  bashing  and  boshing. 
My  bandages  now  form  a  tidy  week's  washing; 

While  they  on  the  '•  mill  "  nrc  now  treading. 
Should  McGilllgiin's  wife  die,  I  am  very  sure  he 
At  his  second  wedding  will  never  see  me; 
I  will  go  to  his  funeral  with  jdeasure  and  glee. 

But  never  again  to  his  wedding.  • 


PADDY    LOVES    A    SHAMROCK 
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Paddy  loves  a  shamrock,  Johnny  Bull  a  rose; 
Sandy  loves  a  thistle;  and  Taffy,  we  suppose. 
Cot  bless  lier,  loves  a  leek;  and  yet,  the  truth  to  speak. 
Our  honor  and  a  pretty  girl  we  all  love  more  than  those. 
Fol  lol  de  rol  de  iol  de  fol  de  rol  de  ra. 

Show  ns  but  the  spalpeen  wonld  our  riglits  opiiosc, 
Johnny,  Sandy,  I'at  and  Taff  would  lake  him  by  the  nose; 
Together  in  a  lamp,  we  the  nniverse  would  thumn. 
Should  they  venture  tocadoodic  us,  as  ev'rybody  kuowB. 
Fol  lol  de  rol  de  lol  de  fol  dc  rol  de  ra. 

Crowdy,  beef  and  whiskey,  bnttermilk  and  cheese. 
Make  a  IkhIv  frisky,  like  a  bag  of  flees; 
And  if  for  these  we  fight,  how  much  greater  the  delight 
To  stick  up  for  a  petifcoat,  whoever  may  say  please. 
Fol  lol  de  rol  de  lol  de  fol  de  rol  de  ru. 


WHEN    WILL    YOU    MEET    ME 
AGAIN,    NORAH  ? 
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When  will  you  meet  me  again,  Norahf 

Tell  me,  I  pray,  ere  you  go. 
When  in  the  woods  I  am  lonely  straying, 

Time  jmsscs  slowly,  you  know. 
Say,  shall  It  be  when  the  moon,  so  shy. 
Peeps  out  to-night  in  the  clouded  sky, 
Down  by  the  stile  at  the  end  of  the  lunet 
8av  will  you  meet  me  again,  oh! 
When  will  you  meet  me  again,  Norah? 

Let  It  Ije  early  to-nighl. 
For  near  the  stile  you  will  find  uie  waiting. 

Out  in  the  pale  moonlight. 

Cuonus. 

Down  in  the  lane,  meet  me  again. 

Long  I've  )>cen  faithful  and  true; 
Oh,  say  you'll  be  there  to-night,  my  Norab, 

I've  something  to  whiB|>er  to  you. 

When  w  ill  you  meet  me  again,  Norahf 

When  shall  I  see  the  bright  smile 
That  often  lius  chased  my  sadness  away. 

When  we  have  met  at  the  stile. 
Daily  to  me  have  you  grown  more  dear. 
Life  has  no  charms  when  you  are  not  near; 
Let  me  not  plead  then  so  often  in  vain; 
Say  you  will  meet  me  again. 
When  will  you  meet  me  again,  NoruLf 

Let  11  be  early  to-night. 
For  near  the  stile  you  will  find  me  waiting. 

Out  in  the  pale  moonlight.— C'A&ru«. 
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Bunft  by  Miss  Nellie  Farrell. 
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An  Irish  girl,  and  proud  of  it,  a  word  rd  like  to  say 

About  the  State  of  Erin's  isle,  my  native  place,  to-doy; 

And  those  with  Irish  blood  in  them  will  understand  me  best, 

And  feel  for  those  poor  |>easani8  who  are  starving  in  the  west — 

Rack-rented,  oft  evicted,  and  turned  out  in  the  enow; 

The  sky  their  only  shelter,  not  knowing  where  to  go. 

'TIs  scenes  like  these  that  shake  our  faith  in  England  and  its  throne; 

Oh!  is  the  good  time  coming  when  the  laud  shall  be  our  own? 

.  Cnonus. 

For  John  Bull  lives  in  England,  Taffy  lives  in  Wales, 
Sandy  lives  in  Scotland,  and  weathers  all  tlie  gales; 
I'addy  fights  for  England,  as  everybody  knows. 
Then  give  to  him  old  Ireland  where  the  shamrock  grows. 

I've  seen  the  big  ship  crowded  and  ready  for  to  start. 

I've  seen  the  aged  mother  from  iier  only  darling  part; 

I've  seen  the  bitter  tears  that  fell  upon  the  big  ship's  deck. 

From  tt  soldier-lad  whose  new-made  bride  was  clinging  'round  his  neck. 

In  days  gone  by,  they  tell  us.  In  story-book  and  rhyme, 

I'hc  hangman  and  his  ro|K!  were  very  busy  all  the  lime; 

But,  thanks  to  Dan  O'ConncIl,  whose  picture  you  have  seen, 

There's  not  a  pow'r  can  Lang  us  now  for  wearing  of  the  gieeu.— CAor«5. 

The  Scotchman  loves  the  thistle,  as  everybo<1y  knows. 

He'd  fight  and  die  to  save  il  and  the  land  wherein  it  grows; 

It's  woe  betide  the  man  who  of  the  thistle  bad  would  speak. 

And  so  it  is  with  Taffy  and  the  land  that  grows  the  leek. 

Ohi  England  is  the  master  of  all  her  foreign  foes; 

The  sweetest  flower  on  errth  is  the  darling  little  rose. 

They  all  may  love  their  emblems,  but  not  one  nation  C2D 

Erase  the  shamrock  from  the  heart  of  every  Irishman.— CAorut.  .•■_■., 
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Oh!  Had  We  Some  Bright  Little 
Isle  of  Our  Own. 
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THE    IRISHMAN'S    HOME. 
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Oh,  had  wc  some  bright  little  isle  of  our  own 
III  a  blue  Summer  ocean  far  off  and  alone. 
Where  a  leaf  never  dies  in  the  still  blooming  bowers, 
And  the  bee  banquets  on  through  a  whole  year  of  flowers. 
Where  the  sun  loves  to  pause  with  so  fond  a  delay. 
That  the  night  only  draws  a  thin  veil  o'er  the  day; 
Where  simply  to  feel  that  we  brcatlie,  that  we  live. 
Is  worth  the  best  joy  that  life  elsewhere  can  give. 

There,  with  sonls  ever  ardent  and  pure  as  the  cHmc, 
We  should  love  as  they  loved  in  the  first  golden  time; 
'l"he  glow  of  the  sunshine,  the  balm  of  the  air. 
Would  steal  to  our  hearts,  and  make  all  Summer  there. 
With  affection  as  free  from  decline  as  the  bowers. 
And  with  hope,  like  the  bee,  living  always  on  lloweis, 
Our  life  should  resemble  a  long  day  of  light. 
And  our  death  come  on  holy  and  calm  as  the  night. 


*>^ 


The  Irishman  and  the  Whale. 
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If  you  have  never  heard  the  tale 
Of  Paddy  swallowed  by  a  whale. 
Oh,  lict,  and  I  to  show  it's  true. 
In  his  own  words  wii;  tell  it  you. 
Bays  he:  "  'Twas  I  inj  mother  made 
To  go  and  lam  the  Greenland  trade; 
Auu  I  crew  upas  was  her  wish — 
In  catciiing  wlialcs,  the  mighty  fish. 
Och  groiin,  och  hone!  all  you  that  can, 
Oue  day  a  whale  against  us  ran, 
Capsized  the  boat,  just  like  a  pan,     : 
And  swallicd  me,  OX'allahau. 

I  had  been  gobbled  near  a  week. 
When  I  was  awakened  by  a  squeak. 
And  lo!  behold!   my  eyes  did  meet 
A  sarpent  measuring  ninety  feet; 
On  seeing  he  was  rather  shy, 
'  You  are  American  born?' says  I.  • 
Said  he,  'Oh,  yes!  and  guess  I  can — 
I  calculate  you're  an  Irishman.' 
Och  groan,  och  hone!  O't'allahan 
The  snake  to  say  with  me  began, 
'  May  every  priest  put  in  his  ban. 
The  whale  that  ewallys  an  Irishman.* 

The  viper  said,  as  down  he  sot, 

'  This  whale  a  babe  in  arms  has  got.' 

'  Sure  then,'  said  1,  '  I  know  a  plan 

By  which  to  save  lis  lK>th  you  can: 

Do  voii  go  up  on  some  pretence, 

AiKi  offer  to  nurse  it  free  of  expense; 

She'll  open  her  month  at  this,  no  doubt. 

Then  twist  your  tail  and  pull  me  out.'  ~ 

Och  groan,  och  hone!  0°(>llalian. 

The  creature  said,  '  I  like  the  plan. 

And  may  the  priest  ]>ut  in  his  ban 

The  whale  that  swallys  an  Irishman.' 

The  sari)ent  done  as  I  bade — 
Became  the  fish's  nursery-maid. 
And  though  I  held  him  by  the  tail, 
He  slipped  his  cable  and  set  sail. 
•  Och  crocodile!  ungrateful  thief. 
To  leave  ine  here  without  relief. 
And  rohlieil  of  hoiM;  of  seeing  day. 
]  said  my  prayers  and  swooned  away. 
Ocli  groan,  och  hone!   O'Callahan. 
iSiire  didn't  I  suggest  the  plan  ? 
Way  every  priest  put  in  his  ban 
The  snake  that  cheats  an  Irishman. 

I  on  a  suddent  was  brought  to, 

All  by  a  mighty  hullabaloo; 

The  whale  was  caught,  my  own  ship's  crew 

Just  like  a  dream  appeartnl  in  view; 

Says  they, 'Is  that  O'Callahan?' 

•llurrool'  says  I,  'I  am  that  man. 

Once  more  alive  above  the  ground, 

With  thanks  to  Providence,  safe  and  soand.* 

'  Long  life  to  you,  O'Callahan !  ' 

Savs  they,  as  1  lo  pray  began,  ;  .' 

'  May  every  priest  put  ill  his  ban 

The  whale  tuat  swallys  an  Irishman.' 

Now  when  I  told  'em  in  the  beast  • 

That  I  had  been  six  weeks,  at  least. 
And  how  the  snake  would  say  the  same, 
But  that  he  daren't  appear  for  shame; 
They  laughed  and  swore  both  one  and  all 
I'd  never  been  there  at  all,  at  all. 
That  they  had  pulled  me  from  the  sea. 
And  now  had  just  recovered  me, 
Och  honel  says  I,  O'Callahan, 
To  hear  the  unbelieving  clan! 
But  all  they  said,  was  '  Catch,  who  can. 
The  whale  who  swallied  an  Irishman.' 


Farewell  to  the  cot  on  the  mountain. 

And  the  cradle  that  first  lulled  me  to  sleep; 
Tears  are  failiug  from  nature's  own  fouulaiD, 

As  I  breast  on  the  waves  of  the  deep. 
Land  of  the  loveliest  and  fairest. 

Unmatched  wheresoever  wc  roam. 
Every  night  as  I  rest  on  my  pillow, 

I  pray  for  each  Irishmau'e  home. 

We're  going  to  the  land  where  there's  refuge, 

From  the  opi)reBsiou  we're  leaving  behind; 
And  our  cots  ne'er  again  will  they  levy. 

Or  put  us  out  on  the  bleak  winter  wind. 
But  we'll  soon  see  the  day  we'll  retnrn 

In  splendor,  like  great  ancient  Rome, 
When  no  one  shall  live  on  thee,  poor  Erin, 

But  the  sous  of  each  Irishmau^a  home. 

The  sod  that  our  fathers  lie  nnder, 

The  homes  that  the  children  must  ehun; 
Where  chieftains  have  oft  fought  and  have  conquered. 

The  swine-herd  now  bask  in  the  sunt 
But,  dear  Erin,  we  never  forget  thee. 

Though  fate  may  comiiel  us  to  roamf 
But  ever  long  to  return  and  make  thee 

The  pride  of  each  Irishman's  home. 


^>^ 


BOG-IE    BALFOUR 
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Come  all  you  little  Irish  boys  and  listen  now  to  me; 
Come  closer,  and  I'll  tell  you  all  about  bad  Mister  B. 
Come  Pat  and  Mike  and  Larry,  loo.  and  Dennis,  Dick  and  Dan, 
And  I  will  sing  a  little  song  about  that  bogie  man : 

CUORUB. 

Oh,  whist!  whist  I  whist!    Jiere  conies  the  bogie  man! 
And  if  you  wink  or  whistle  now  he'll  catch  you  if  he  can. 
Oh,  whist!  whisti  whistl  liere  comes  his  i)rison  van. 
To  take  you  off  to  jail  if  you  should  "  boo  "  the  bogie  man. 

He'll  dodge  your  footsteps  in  the  street,  he'll  listen  to  your  talk. 

His  shadow  will  be  close  to  you  where'er  you  take  a  walk ; 

He'll  biisile  you  and  harry  you  and  jnit  you  beneath  a  b:iu; 

He'll  chase  you  and  he'll  chivvy  you,  this  Balfour  bogie  man.— C'/«>r!/«. 

He'll  beat  the  door  in  of  your  house,  and  if  the  neighbors  hoot. 
He'll  bid  his  bogie  j)ccler8  then  not  hesitate  to  shoot. 
He'll  break  the  head  of  any  one  who  dares  to  cheer  "  the  Plan  I " 
And  then  will  shrilly  laugh  ha!  hal  this  cruel  bogie  in&n.—C'horuf. 

Yet  thongh  he  always  seems  at  hand  your  actions  to  coerce, 
Tliough  every  day  throughout  the  land  his  tyranny  grows  worse; 
And  though  his  baton-blows  you  feel,  his  face  yoii'lT  never  scan. 
For  out  o?  eight  he  always  keeps— this  Balfour  bogie  m&u.—  V hont 


Search  the  Page  of  History. 

Sung  by  Walter  Munroe  with  great  success. 
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If  an  Irish  hid  just  a  word  might  say, 
I'll  sing  lo  you  now  a  peculiar  lay. 
Of  my  country,  where  tears  wijie  out  every  smile, 
W'liicti  is  known  to  the  world  as  the  emerald  isle; 
Where  the  girls  are  the  fairest  you  ever  did  see. 
But  with  England  somehow  we  can  never  agree. 
Bad  luck  lo  the  quarrels,  it  keeps  us  all  down, 
.  Sure  the  shamrock's  a  friend  to  the  rose  and  the  crown. 

Chohus. 

If  yon  search  the  page  of  history,  there  you'll  find, 
Irishmen  were  never  behind; 

With  his  bayonet  by  Jiis  side,  Pat  has  often  turned  the  tide, 
Aud  helloed  to  build  the  honor  of  old  England. 

On  tablets  of  fame,  if  you  are  searching  again. 

Poets  and  statesmen,  and  valiuut  men; 

Wolfe  Tone,  Robert  Emmet  and  Brieii  Borti, 

And  Wellington  great  who  gained  famed  Waterloo. 

So  that's  why  I  say,  and  I  still  will  maintain. 

Our  boys  have  fought  hard  in  Victoria's  reigu. 

And  it  is  your  duty,  in  truth  you'll  confess. 

To  help  poor  Pat  when  his  land's  in  distress.— CAor««. 

By  a  small  strip  of  ocean  our  lands  are  apart. 

But  no  strip  at  all  can  divide  a  true  heart; 

And  that  Paddy's  heart  is  both  loyal  and  true, 

Is  very  soon  found  in  the  history  of  you. 

On  Majuba  Hill  Mountain  their  vengeance  was  swift. 

And  when  will  you  ever  forget  the  Rorke's  Drift, 

Or  in  the  Soudan,  deeds  that  never  can  fade, 

Were  done  by  the  18th  Royal  Irish  Brigade.— CAortf*. 
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See  the  moon,  how  dim  it  thincs,  eileutly  aud  grave, 
O'er  a  tombstone  in  a  graveyard  where  a  soldier  lays; 
It  was  while  lu  battle  a  bullet  pierced  his  heart. 
While  flghtiug  for  hia  country  like  a  hero  did  depart. 

Chorus. 
Only  a  hero  in  olumber  does  sle«p. 
No  friends  to  remember,  no  mother  to  weep; 
He  has  gone  with  liis  comrades— far.  far  away, 
So  dou't  pass  the  griive  where  a  htro  does  lay. 

,  The  birdi  at  sunrise  flock  around,  a  song  they  sweetly  sin?, 

c  Theix  echoes  fill  the  land  with  Joy  and  make  tlie  woodlttuds  ring; 

J  Not  a  flower  or  a  rosebud  ni>on  his  grnve  does  bloom, 

)  lu  sorrow  d«ep  there'u  none  to  weep  but  the  birds  and  the  pale  mooix.—  Chorut. 


THE  OLD,  OLD  FRIENDS  IN  THE 
OLD,  OLD  HOME. 
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Wi'ltten  by  Norton  Atkins  and  Felix  MoGK-niion.    Composed  by  Kvlix  McUlt-uuon. 

In  my  wand'ring  dreams  oft  to  me  it  seems 

I  cau  see  the  dear  old  lionie  of  youth; 
Fields  and  pleasant  glade  where  so  oft  I've  played. 

Home  of  beauty,  virtue,  love  and  truth. 
Many  years  have  past  since  I  saw  it  last, 

Hince  I  went  in  foreign  lands  to  roami 
And  where'er  I  be,  still  I  lovc  to  see 

Faces  of  my  dear  old  friends  at  home. 

CHOR178. 

Oh,  the  old,  old  friends  in  the  old,  old  home. 

Are  they  thinking  of  the  wund'rer  o'er  ilie  foamlr 
There's  a  vacant  chair,  aud  I'll  soon  be  there, 

Id  the  old,  old  home. 

O'er  the  distant  years,  thro'  a  mist  of  tears, 

I  recall  my  mother,  fond  aud  true; 
"Good-bye,  darling  j.nck,  you  will  soon  come  back," 

Thus  w  ith  broken  voice  she  bade  adieu. 
Ah,  the  sad  good-byes— tears  were  in  all  eyes 

As  once  more  I  gripped  each  fricuilly  hand; 
Do  tliey  tiiink  of  me,  tar  across  the  sea. 

Striving,  toiling  in  a  foreigu  land?— t7i0f«». 

Once  again  I  see  faces  dear  to  me. 

Longing  for  the  wanderer's  return. 
O'er  the  boundless  tide  by  the  old  flieside 

Once  again  to  be  my  lieiirt  doth  yearn. 
Back  to  home  and  friends,  there  my  journey  ends. 

Soon  again  I'll  see  my  native  shore; 
Loving  hearts  will  greet  when  at  length  we  meet. 

Meet  to  part  on  earth,  ah,  never  more.— t'Aor««. 


)WE'D    ANY    AMOUNT    OF    BITES. 
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Written  by  Wal  Hnk.    Composed  by  It.  Tenuysion. 


A  friend  of  mine,  who's  fishing  mad,  prop08e<l  that  I  should  go 
With  him  to  try  a  river  wlieru  the  fifh  enormous  grow; 
Said  he:  "Now  I'll  find  everytliiiig."     Nest  morning  we  left  town, 
Soon  reached  the  river,  fitted  up,  and  directly  we  sut  down. 

CUORUB. 

We  had  any  amount  of  bitca,  a  score  of  'em  or  more  of  'em. 
Any  amount— you  couldn't  count— the  lilting  was  so  fast; 

■Well,  although  we'd  come  out  for  bites,  witliout  a  doubt. 
Ho  many  we  had,  I  was  glad  when  I  found  we'd  reached  the  lust. 

1  tired  of  feeding  fish  and  said:  "Come,  let  us  feed  ourselves"; 

But  found  that  we'd  forgotten  all  the  victuals— wretched  elvesl 

We  spied  a  pic-nic  party  that  liad  come  out  for  the  day. 

We  sneaked  their  largest  pigeon  pie,  sat  down,  aud  then— hooray  t—  C horns. 

But  Just  as  we  were  finishing,  that  picnic  party  came 

Unite  unobserved  u|>on  the  scene  and  spoiled  our  little  game; 

y^'e  fled,  but  they  liad  two  big  dogs— tliey  let  their  mongrels  go; 

We  tried  to  Jump  the  river,  but  those  dogs  caught  us,  aud  o\x\~-V horns. 

In  haste  we  sought  a  friendly  inn,  arriving  there  half  dead. 

And  drank  so  much  they  were  compelled  to  put  us  l>oth  to  bed; 

And  although  I  was  drunk,  I'll  swear  that  in  our  room  that  nlijht 

They  bad  some  other  lodgers,  for,  when  they  turued  out  the  liithX—Cfiorui. 


SIMPLE  MAIDEN,  TELL  ME  WHY. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Joseph  Tabrar. 

A  simple  maiden,  with  beauty  laden. 

They  say  1  am— and  {)erhai>B  it  is  so- 
Through  master  cupid  I'm  such  a  stupid. 

And  Dliish  because  the  young  men  quis  to. 
Tliey  say  I  am  a  little  "gaby,"  afraid  of  being  In  the  dark, 
'Cos  I'm  simple  as  a  baby,  all  the  fast  young  men  remark* 

CUORUS. 

Simple  maiden,  tell  me  «hy  you  are,  oh,  so  awfully  shyf 
If  you  learn  to  wink  your  eye,  you'll  get  married  by  aud  by. 

Where'er  T  ramble,  or  choose  to  p'ramble, 

I'm  followed  by  a  l,ot  of  gay  boys. 
Who  just  to  tease  me' will  try  to  stpieezc  me. 

They're  far  from  being  real,  an  fait  boys. 
It  makes  me  cross  when  they  throw  kisses,  although  I  turn  my  head  away; 
Though  they're  liked  by  saucy  misses,  I  dou't  like  to  Lear  theui  i&y:— Chorus. 

I'll  never  marry,  I'd  sooner  tarry, 

I'll  never  put  love's  wedding-things  ou; 
I'd  sooner  linger  with  empty  linger 

Than  have  the  very  clioicest  rings  on. 
I  never  did  enjoy  caresses,  except  It's  been  just  now  and  then. 
Though  1  don't  wear  faucy  dresses,  I'm  addressed  by  all  the  m&i:— Chorus. 

After  Chorus  and  4th  Dance: 
Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  star,  how  I  wonder  what  you  arc; 
As  you  twinkle  in  the  sky,  I  will  learn  to  twiukle  my  eye.    Good  bye  I 
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HAVE    ANOTHER. 
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Written  aud  Com|>osed  by  E.  W,  Kogera.  V 

I've  been 'round  to  the  club,  aud  whenever  I  go  / 

It  seems  a  peculiar  tiling  -      ' 

That  the  members  have  troubles  and  cart-loads  of  woo. 

Which  tliev  to  my  notice  will  bring; 
I'm  a  jovial  fellow  myself,  don't  you  know, 

I'm  jolly  in  every  spot; 
Well— you  just  ask  my  tradesmen,  and  they  ought  to  know, 

For  haven't  I  jollied  the  lot! 

Spoken— Never  worry— drown  worries— drown  'em -whether  they  be  a  noisy 
wife,  motlier-in-law  or  tax  collector— drown  'em.  Not  that  I'm  given  to  drink- 
I'm  next  door  to  a  teetouller— we;l,  a  teetotaller  lives  next  door  to  me.  Still  I 
believe  in  a  gargle— and  if  one  doesn't  touch  the  spot— "Have  another!  "  that's 
the  advice  I  always  give  my  friends.  Yenterday  morning  Jones  came  to  me  and 
said  his  sou  had  giveu  him  a  block  eye;  I  said:  "Cheer  up,  old  man— 

Chorus. 

Have  another— go  on— it  won't  hurt  you, 

It  will  be  a  good  match  for  the  othei ; 
You  should  never  say  "die",  you'll  be  right  by  and  by, 

lIi'TC  another,  old  boy,  have  another." 

Yon  may  guess  I've  been  having  another  to-night. 

But  when  you're  with  jolly  old  chums 
And  you  win  every  toss,  you  don't  notice  the  driuk, 

So  easy  it  goes  when  it  comes. 
Ain't  It  funny  liow  things  seem  to  mix  in  your  brain 

When  you  get  just  a  little  bit  tight? 
I  have  taken  home  three  fellows'  dust-coats  this  week. 

And  I've  had  another  to-night. 

Spoken— Dare  say  I  shall  "  have  another  "  to-morrow,  by  accident,  of  course. 
Popkius  Clime  tome  this  evening,  dressed  all  in  black.  Isaid:  "Hullo,  Pop- 
kins!  training  for  bogie  man?"  He  said:  "  No,  I've  l)cen  to  tlie  cemetery."  1 
said:  "Oh,  gathering  daisies!"  Popkius  said:  "No,  I've  lost  the  missis — the 
third  one— I  cau't  keep  em  anyiiow.  "  I  said:  "  Dou't  let  that  upset  yon— Chorus. 

'Bout  an  hour  or  so  back,  with  a  few  noisy  chums. 

From  the  club  we  strolled  into  a  "  pub"; 
We  all  tossed 'round  for  drinks,  but  we'd  not  enough  coin, 

And  how  to  pay  up  was  the  rub; 
Jones  asked  for  the  change  of  an  old  postage  stamp,  '  '/ 

Blenkinsop  said:  "  I'll  leave  you  my  watcli." 
"Outside  "  said  the  landlord,  that  thing  wouldn't  pay      .         - 

For  oue  round  of  two-peniiorth's  of  Scotch. 

Spoken— That's  the  worst  of  those  watches  made  with  "alum-in-em."  Jones 
asked  the  landlord  to  give  him  change  for  a  summoiis.—  He  got  it— lanijlonl  gave 
him  the  chucker  out  for  it- most  aniuslug  tiling.  Just  at  that  moment  in  walked 
a  tflejMuit  boy  with  n  letttr-gratn  for  Blenkinsop — Most  amusing  thing.— When 
lie  o,)ened  the  telephone  he  said:  "(ireat  Scotch!  read  this  phonograph  from 
my  wife— I've  had  another  baby."  1  said:  "Blenkinsop,  give  me  your  hand, 
o  I  d  boy  —  6'  horut. 


I    »  >  ■ 


— Extract  from  a  bride'.s  letter  of  tlianks:  "  Your  lieautiful  clock 
was  received,  aud  is  now  in  the  drawiug-room  on  our  mantelpiece, 
where  we  hope  to  see  you  often." 
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DRILL.    YE    TARRIERS,    DRILL. 


Oopyrlgbt,  1888,  by  Frauk  H«rdliii;. 


All  riglite  reserved. 


Hie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Roni;  will  be  sent  tn  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontf"  f"r  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130&U2 

Park  Bow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  takett  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


ON  THE  BRIDG-E  AT  T'WILIOHT. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Chaa.  W.  Held. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  #6 

cente;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sones  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  &  US 

Ptu-k  Bow,  Kew  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Koods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Monroe  H.  Rosenfeld. 


By  Thomas  Casey. 


Oh.  every  morn  nt  seven  o'cloclt 

There  are  twi'iitj  tarriers  on  the  rock; 

The  boss  comee  along  and  siiye,  "Be  ftill,  ;       . 

And  put  all  your  power  in  tlie  cast-steel  drill." 

Spoken— Stand  out  there  with  tlic  flag,  Sullivan.    Stand  back  there!  Blast! 
Fire!  Ail  overt 

CiionuB. 
Then  drill,  ye  tarriers,  drill;  drill,  ye  tarriers,  drill, 
V  -  Oil,  It's  work  all  day  without  sugar  in  your  tay, 

When  ye  work  beyant  on  the  railway, 
And  drill,  ye  tarriers,  drill. 

Tlic  boss  was  a  fine  man  all  around, 
But  he  married  a  greiit,  big,  fat  Far-down; 
She  baked  eood  bread,  and  bilked  it  well, 
And  baked  it  iiaid  as  the  hobs  of  h . 

Spoken— Stand  out  forninst  the  fence  with  the  flag.  McCarthy. 
&c.— Chorus. 


Stand  back, 


) 


The  new  foreman  is  Dan  McCann; 

I'll  tell  you,  sure,  he's  a  blame  mean  man; 

Last  we«'k  a  premature  blast  went  off. 

And  a  mile  in  the  air  went  big  Jim  Goff.  , 

Spoken— Where's  the  fuse,  McGintv?  What!  he  lit  hie  pipe  with  itt  Stop  the 
Belt  car  coming  down.    Stand  back,  &c.—  C horits. 

When  pay  day  next  came  .'jronnd. 

Poor  Jim's  pay  a  dollar  short  he  found. 

"What  for?"  savs  he,  then  came  this  reply: 

"  You  are  docked  for  the  time  you  were  up  in  the  sky." 

Spoken— More  oatmeal  in  the  bucket,  McCue.    What's  that  you're  reading, 
Duffy,  the  Utaats-Zeitungf  Get  oat  there  with  the  flag,  &c.— Chorus. 


MUSIC    AT    HOME. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonKS  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  133 
y,  New  Voik.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ax  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Park  Row, 


Words  and  Music  by  Felix  McGlennon. 


I'm  the  father  of  a  family,  ' 

Grown  up  girls  and  boys, 
And  I'll  back  iny  family 

'Gainst  any  other  for  noise;  ..  v^ 

They  all  are  fond  of  music. 

And  they've  nearly  turned  my  brain 
With  their  rat,  (at,  tat,  and  their  pom,  pom,  pom— 

I'm  sure  I'll  go  insane. 

Chorus. 

Oh!  music  at  home,  sweet  music  at  home; 
It's  enough  to  drive  a  man  over  the  foam, 
Is  that  awful  music  at  home. 

There's  Planfagenet,  my  oldest  son. 

Plays  the  big  trombone; 
'Twill  1)«  "Johnny,  Get  Your  Gun"      , 

If  be  don't  leave  me  alone;  ,.'     .    ■ 

He  gets  up  in  the  morniug, 

Up  the  scale  he  loudly  goes,  ■ 

With  his  root,  toot,  toot,  and  his  00,  CO,  00, 

He  hits  me  on  the  nose.— CAo»'M«. 

There's  Horatio,  my  other  son, 

Plays  the  violin. 
And  the  way  he  makes  it  yell, 

It  really  is  a  pin; 
He  thinks  that  as  a  player 

He  can  fairly  take  the  cake, 
But  his  squeak,  sqiicnk,  squeak,  and  his  creak,  creak,  creak, 

Would  make  your  stomach  ache.— CAo?'u#. 

There's  Bedalia,  my  daughter  fair, 

Plays  the  piano; 
Like  I  lie  divil  sure  she  thumps  it; 

Her  arms  like  this  she'll  throw,  ;,    :     ■    '? 

And  then,  bedad.  she  tries  to  sing; 

Her  voice  is  sharp  and  flat, 
Wiih  her  tink,  tink,  tiuk,  and  her  pink,  pink,  pink, 

She's  driven  mad  the  cat— CAon<«. 

But  the  worst  of  all's  my  good  ould  wife, 

Unrt!  she  makes  nie  weep: 
Oh,  she  sings  me  "  Love's  Sweet  Song  " 

When  I  want  to  sleep;  ..-.. 

From  morning  till  night  she's  at  it. 

But  I  chaff  her  and  say  "  Rats!  " 
When  to  bed  she  goes,  with  her  good  ould  noee, 

She  snores  in  seventeen  fluts.—  (7Aort«<. 


— Tlie  greatest  coward  in  Ibe  world  is  a  hero  to  soinebody. 


On  the  bridge  at  twilight  I  e.t.v  the  mvectest  face. 
Two  lovely  eyes,  like  starry  skies,  a  form  of  fairy  grace; 
The  Brooklyn  lights  were  gleaming,  and  soon  I  saw  that  she 
■Was  just  as  sweet  and  just  as  neut  as  a  Brooklyn  girl  could  be. 
We  talked  about  the  weather,  we  watched  the  river  flow. 
Her  hand  I  took,  she  gave  a  look  that  never  whtepered  Nol 
Her  voice  was  like  sweet  music,  and,  while  we  lingered  there. 
My  heart  was  caught  before  I  thought,  for  lovt  was  in  the  air. 

Chorus. 

On  the  bridge  at  twiliglit,  strolling  to  and  fro. 

Lips  so  shyly  meeting,  cheeks  that  gently  glow; 

Eyes  so  softly  glancing,  with  a  joy  entrancing. 

Oh,  what  sweet  romancing  on  the  bridge  below.— (7)ance.) 

On  the  bridge  nt  twilight  we  roamed  in  joy  supreme, 

A  glance  so  shy,  a  tender  sigh  made  life  a  happy  dream; 

A  blushing  rose  I  gave  her,  she  said  she'd  keep  the  flow'r. 

To  think  of  me,  wliere'er  I'd  be,  and  that  delightful  honr. 

My  heart  was  thrilled  with  rapture,  I  told  love's  story  sweet. 

She  hung  her  head  and  only  said— but  that  I  won't  re|>eat; 

Enough  to  know  we  parted,  and  that  I  found  for  life 

Upon  the  Brooklyn  Bridge  that  eve  a  sweetheart  and  a  wife.— CAo»'M#. 


OH!    LOOK   AT  HER  CRINOLINE. 

Copyiigbt,  1893,  by  Frank  Touscy.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Ball,  London. 
All  rights  i-eaerveU. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wetiman,  ISO  &  ISS 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascMli  tor  Ml  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Felix  McGlennoa. 


Just  now  they  are  shouting  in  Paris,  the  gay, 

Oh,  look  at  her  crinoline! 
If  it  comes  over  here  everybody  will  say. 

Oh,  look  at  her  crinoline! 
And  greatly,  Ifear,  we  shall  see  very  soon. 
Girls  walking  about  in  a  whacking  balloon. 
Then  the  cry  will  go  'round  night  and  morning  and  noon, 

Oh,  look  at  her  crinoline  I 


Chorus.  ( 

Oh,  boys,  gaze  upon  her  crinoline!  Oh,  boys,  doesn't  she  look  green?  ( 

Every  girl  you  meet  spreads  herself  all  o'er  the  street,  all  throagb  the  crinoline! 

Now  when  a  j-onng  lady  is  walking  about. 

Oh,  look  at  her  crinoline! 
It  makes  all  the  impudent  boys  loudly  shout, 

Oh,  look  at  her  crinoline! 
She  turns  up  her  nose  and  she  tightens  her  lips,      .: 
And  then  her  fine  skirts  in  a  passion  she  grips, 
.  And  when  tra  la  la  Over  the  gutter  she  skips. 

Oh,  look  at  her  crinoline! 

Chorus. 
Oh,  boys,  gaac  upon  her  crinoline!  Oh,  boys,  doesn't  she  look  green?  ( 

Then  she  tripe  and  falls,  and  the  air  is  full  of  squalls,  all  through  the  crinoline! 

Now  when  a  man's  wifey  is  in  a  big  rage. 
Oh,  look  at  her  crinoline!  , 

If  she  in  a  battle  with  him  should  engage, 
Then  look  at  her  crinoline! 

And  while  she  is  dragging  him  'round  by  the  hair. 

And  with  his  fat  head  she  is  wiping  each  stair, 
■  And  flying  about  here  and  there,  everywhere, 
Oh,  look  at  her  crinoline! 

Chorcb. 
Oh,  boys,  gaze  npon  her  crinoline!  Oh,  boys,  doesn't  she  look  green? 
And  be  tries  to  grin  as  the  steel  runs  in  his  shin,  all  through  the  criDoline. 

Now  when  a  young  lady  climbs  over  a  stile, 
■■'         :  ,       Oh,  look  at  her  crinoline! 

And  when  she  turns  'round  with  an  Innocent  smile, 
'    -  ■■  Oh,  look  at  her  crinoline! 

But  when  she  goes  outw'ith  dear  Charley  or  Nell, 

Or  gets  on  a  'bus — well,  I'm  not  going  to  tell. 

But  I'm  sure  that  the  boys  will  cry  out  and  yell, 

.    Oh,  look  at  her  crinoline! 

Chorus. 
Oh,  boys,  gaze  upon  her  crinoline!  Oh,  boys,  doesn't  she  look  green? 
If  the  wind  ehonld  blow,  would  a  poor  girl  have  a  show?  Not  on  her  crinolioe! 


■   *>»    • 

— If  your  daugbter  lias  t}o  taste  for  music,  don't  insist  on  her 
mindering  time  as  well  as  murdering  the  circumambient  air  by 
drumming  on  a  piano  hour  after  boiir.  She  may  have  a  decided 
taste  for  something  else  just  as  ennobling  as  music.  If  so,  let  her 
cultivate  it.  Don't,  for  example,  spoil  a  good  artist  by  attempting 
to  make  a  bad  musician. 
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THE    OLD    MILL-WHEEL. 

Copjri'iKliC,  1887,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co. 

All  rights  reserved. 

Hm  Words  itiid  Music  of  this  Ronpr  will  be  sent  to  any  addrem,  po«t  paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

Oenta;  or  thiK  and  any  two  olhir  Sonen  for  ( >>>•'  Dollar,  liy  Ilinry  J.  W'thiniin,  130<K13it 

Fsrk  huw,  fi«w  Yotk.    rue(«ge  Stamps  taken  uanio  oa  coob  fur  adi  our  gooda. 


Words  and  Muaic  by  Henry  J.  Sayera. 


As  I  wander  by  the  old  mill-stream,  where  we've  wandered  oft  together, 
Fond  niemries  of  the  happy  past  o'er  heart  and  brain  will  etctil; 

For  the  lilies  are  as  gpoilees  white  as  those  we  need  to  cather, 
While  the  water  flowe  and  ouward  goes  to  turn  the  old  mill-wheel. 

Refrain. 

Splash,  splash,  splash,  the  wheel  is  turning; 

Listen  to  that  old  familiar  strain; 
It  sink's  of  days  lonf;  past,  days  too  bri(;ht  and  fair  to  last. 

Childhood's  summer  that  will  never  come  again. 

All  the  friends  of  onr  youth  are  cone,  in  the  village  clmrchyard  slctping, 
O'er  head  the  birds  are  singlncr,  and  the  sun  his  smiles  reveals; 

Laughing  voices  from  the  clad  htarfs  I  hear,  niiue  ejes  alone  are  weeping, 
But  my  sobs  are  drowned  in  the  water's  sound  as  it  turns  the  old  mill-wheel. 

Refrain. 

Splash,  splash,  splash,  the  wheel  is  turning; 

Listen  to  that  old  familiar  strain; 
It  sings  of  days  long  past,  days  too  bright  and  fair  to  last. 

Childhood's  summer  that  will  never  come  again. 


SWEET    DOVE. 

Bend  for  Pre*  Catalofrne  of  Sonsr  Books,  Letter  Writer*,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Teltors, 
Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  SpeerhpK,  Irish  aorl^  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  .Amuse- 
ment, etc..  to  Heur;  J.  Wehnian,  130  &  133  Park  lh>w.  New  York. 


Fly  away  to  my  native  land,  sweet  dove, 

Fly  away  to  my  native  land. 
And  bear  tliese  lines  to  my  lady  love. 

They  are  traced  with  a  feeble  hand. 
She  murmurs  much  at  my  long  delay— 

The  rumor  of  death  she  has  heard. 
Or  she  thinlcs,  perhaps,  I  have  falsely  strayed, 

Then  fly  to  her  bower,  sweet  bird. 

Oh !  fly  to  her  bower  and  My  that  the  chain 

Of  the  tyrant  is  o'er  me  now; 
That  I  never  shall  mount  my  steed  again, 

With  helmet  upon  my  brow. 
No  friend  to  my  lattice  a  solace  brings 

Except  when  your  voice  is  heard. 
When  vou  beat  my  bars  with  your  snowy  winge, 

Then  fly  to  her  bower,  sweet  bird. 

I  shall  miss  thy  vi»it  at  mom,  sweet  dove; 

I  shall  miss  thv  visit  at  eve. 
But  bring  me  a  line  from  my  lady  love, 

And  then  I  shall  cease  to  grieve. 
I  could  iM'ar  in  a  dungeon  to  waste  away  youth; 

I  could  fall  'ueatli  the  conqueror's  sword, 
But  I  could  not  endure  she  should  doubt  my  truth, 

Then  fly  to  her  bower,  sweet  bird. 


ANSWER    TO  ^ 

SWEET     DOVE. 

Send  for  Free  Patalo^e  of  Sontr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  TelteOL 

Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  Speeches.  Irish  SonK  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  .Xmuse- 

meut,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehmaii,  130  <jk  ISM  Park  How,  New  York. 


Fly  back  o'er  the  billowy  wave,  sweet  bird. 

To  my  lover  so  constant  and  true; 
You  may  tell  him  I've  wet  with  tears  each  word 

Of  the  message  I  send  by  you. 
A  featlier  I've  plucked  from  thj{  wings  of  snow. 

Some  down  from  thy  panting  breast; 
He  will  wonder  I've  robbed  his  friend,  I  know. 

Then  fly  to  my  dear  one  and  rest. 

Ton  ma^  tell  him  I  seek  his  bower  at  light, 

But  his  footsteps  I  do  not  liear,  .   . 

That  I  wander  forth  again  at  night. 

For,  jjcroiiance,  lie  may  then  Imj  there; 
But  now  he  is  chained  in  a  distant  land— 

Me  weeps  when  no  sympathy  comes. 
Ohl  had  I  thy  wings,  sweet  dove,  for  a  time, 

I  would  fly  to  thy  desolate  home. 

Then  go  thou  and  seek  his  cell  once  more. 

Gentle  dove,  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea; 
You  may  tell  him  he'll  tread  his  native  shore 

And  sing  in  my  bower  to  me. 
The  light  of  this  paper  is  cheering  me  now, 

And  warms  my  heart  with  love; 
I  shall  live  to  sec  his  lofty  brow; 

Fly  quick  and  God  speed  thee,  sweet  dove. 


— A  small  bov  never  washes  beblnil  Lis  ears, 
is  a  good  deal  like  him. 


A  righteous  man 


OH!    BILL,    DO    BE    STILL. 

Copyright,  ISOi,  by  James  SllUman. 


Tb*  Words  and  Music  of  this  Rnne  will  \>e  s«»nt  to  any  aililnss,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40  / 

oenta,  or  tlnsand  any  twooth-r  .'^onet  for  One  Dollar.  t>y  lltnry  J.  Wchinan,  i:<»&132      ( 

nrk  how,  ^ew  Yoik.    Postage  Jituuips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  suoda. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 

I  was  one  night,  yes,  introduced  to  ijuitc  a  pretty  girl; 

IShe'il  lovely  eves  and  golden  hair  and  teeth  as  white  as  pearl; 

It  seemed  as  if  she  knew  me  and  met  me  ere  the  day. 

For  when  her  arm  I  squeezed  lu  miue,  you  ought  to  hear  her  say:   . 

Chorus. 
Oh!  Bill,  do  be  still;  do  tiehave  or  I'll  tell  mamma; 
Dou't  do  so;  let  me  go;  what  a  naiii!hty  man  you  arc. 
Oh!  Bill,  do  be  still;  I  think  you're  going 'most  too  far; 
Don't,  I  say;  oh,  go  away,  or  I'll  tell  mamma. 

I  asked  her  if  she  would  object  if  I  should  see  her  home, 

As  it  was  growing  rather  late,  not  safe  to  be  alone; 

She  smiled  and  said  she  did  not  object  in  any  way. 

But  when  I  tried  to  kiss  her,  why,  of  course,  she  had  to  say:— C horus. 

We  strolled  along  quite  leisurely,  at  last  we  reached  her  liome; 

Says  she,  the  folks  are  all  abed.    Says  I,  Then  we're  alone; 

She  showed  me  the  parlor,  where  we  sat  down  side  by  Bide, 

And  when  my  arm  slipped  'round  her  waist  she  only  smiled  and  sighed— CAo. 


HEROES    OF    EVERY-DAY    LIFE.  ( 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London.  } 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Ronpr  wll!  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  po.st  poiil,  on  receipt  of  tO 

Cents^  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontfs  for  (Jiio  Dollar,  hy  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  13ii&X32 

I'ark  Uuw,  New  York.    Pogtaite  Stamps  taken  same  as  ca^  {or  oil  uur  goodil. 


Words  by  Oeorge  Horncastle.    Music  by  FelU  McUlennon. 


Let  ns  take  a  stroll  up  Broadway,  watch  the  various  passers  by, 
Hither  comes  an  aged  woman— liarkl  what  means  that  fearful  cry? 
"  'Tis  a  mad  dog,  gracious  heavens!  Kill  the  beast!  "  cries  every  one. 
See,  they  shrink  away  in  terror— God  above,  what  con  be  done? 

Chorus. 

Up  comes  a  policeman  on  hearing  the  sound. 
And  from  her  he  drags  the  infuriated  hound; 
Oh!  see  how  they're  strugifliiig  now  on  the  ground. 

With  passionate  madness  both  rife. 
The  doK  he  despatches— but  God,  what  a  siKhtl 
He's  mad  now,  himself,  from  the  hound's  fatal  bite. 
And  ere  tbe  night  comes  bis  brave  soul  takes  its  flight, 

Brave  hero  of  every-day  life. 

Out  upon  the  storm-toosed  ocean,  leagues  away  across  the  main. 

Is  a  gallant  vessel  striving  '(^ainst  a  fearful  hurricane. 

She  is  sinking— "To  the  boats,  lads— women  first!  Now  null  for  shore!  " 

Then  the  crew  shout,  "  Come  ou.  Captain,  there  is  room  for  just  one  more." 

Chorus. 

The  skip|M!r  looks  'round  on  the  deck;  there  lies  near 
The  poor  little  cabin  boy  half-dead  with  fear; 
He  lowers  tbe  lad  to  the  boat,  gives  a  cheer. 

And  cries,  "  Give  my  love  to  my  wife; 
And  tell  her  a  coward  I  never  could  be; 
Good-bve,  lads;  God  s|)ced  you;  think  kindly  of  mc.'* 
Like  a  brave  Yankee  tar  he  goes  down  iu  the  sea, 

A  hero  of  every-day  life. 

There  is  heard  a  cry  at  midnight,  every  moment  rising  higher. 
And 'tis  one  of  fearful  meaning;  'tis  a  lodging-house  ou  hre; 
Clust'riug  at  tbe  open  window  of  the  very  highest  room 
There  are  three  distracted  children,  death  will  surely  be  their  doom. 

Chorus. 

But  ah!  the  escape,  hip  hurrah!  it  has  come; 
Tlie  fireman  mounts  up  to  that  dangerous  room — 
The  thought  of  his  own  little  darlings  at  home 

Mow  pierces  his  heart  like  a  knife. 
But  still  he  goes  onward,  fierce  flames  all  around; 
Great  heavens!  he's  gone— no,  the  childceu  he's  found: 
Risks  his  life  for  theirs,  brings  them  safe  to  the  ground, 

Great  hero  of  every-day  life. 

Where  Ihe  river's  darkly  flowing,  see!  a  girl  is  standing  there; 
She's  been  tempted,  then  deseited,  and  Is  driven  to  despair. 
With  one  cry  to  heaven  for  mercy,  to  the  brink  now  see  her  glide. 
Next  moment  she  is  vainly  struggling  in  the  strongly  ruuuiug  tide. 

Chorus. 
A  laboring  man,  very  poor,  but  so  bravo. 
With  lightniuK-like  rush  plunges  down  in  the  wave— 
"For  my  daughter's  sake,  that  poor  life  I  will  save." 

One  moment  of  terrible  strife. 
He  cares  not  for  danger,  he's  true  to  the  core; 
She  slips  and  sinks  down,  but  he  grasps  her  once  more. 
And  then,  ab,  God  bless  bim!  he  brings  her  to  shore, 

True  hero  of  everyday  life. 


i,; 


—A  Pair  Shaker. — Sageman:  "  A  remarkable  girl  is  that  Miss, 
Snapper.  You  know  htr  pretty  well;  has  she  any  leaning  in  the  \ 
direction  of  any  particjlar  creed?"  Bluntly:  "I  can't  say  defl- J 
nitely,  but  from  the  way  in  which  she  disposed  of  my  marital  as-  ( 
piratious  last  evening  I  should  suy  that  she  was  a  Shaker." — Bostun  i 
Couiier.   .  ■  ,  ;;  '.-, ,    ■.:■:.,_■     ..  ■■-■■■  :.^i 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  39. 


MY    SISTER    MAMIE'S    HAT. 

CopyrUtlit,  1893,  by  Geo.  Soutligate.     Entered  at  Statiouers'  Ilall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tliia  and  any  two  other  Sonars  for  One  Uollai-,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  I'JO  &  132 

V»rk  Bow,  New  Yoik.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  Soutligate. 


You  should  see  my  sister's  bat,  it's  a  dandy,  you  can  bet; 

A  rooster's  wiiiu  is  on  the  eide,  red  etrenmers  down  tlie  back; 

'Tie  dtckcd  uiiTi  all  llie  flowers  of  spring;  it  makes  a  epleudid  eiiow; 

On  tlie  top  of  all  there  is  a  blue-jay  and  a  crow. 

Chorus. 

If  you  see  it,  you  will  know  it;  it's  a  dandy,  you  cau  bet; 
Every  one  is  talking  of  my  sister  Mamie's  bat. 

She  went  to  tlie  tlieatre;  as  she  walked  to  ber  seat, 

The  Imlies  all  ctood  up  to  look,  the  mcu  etood  on  the  seats; 

Tlic  Hinucr  twinging  of  Ibe  flowers  ber  part  she  did  forget; 

yiiite  amazed,  she  fixed  lier  gaze  ou  sister  Mamie's  hat.— Chorits. 

Sunday  slie  went  off  to  cburcli;  as  she  walked  up  tbc  aisle, 
Tlie  pastor  let  bis  book  fall,  the  young  folks  there  did  suiile; 
His  eerinou  be  could  not  complete;  he'd  lost  the  text,  in  fact; 
£very  «ye  was  fixed  upon  luy  sister  Mamie's  bat.— C'Aoru«. 


^  •  » 


It's  the  Seasoning  Wot  Does  It. 

Copyright,  WW,  by  Hopwood  &  Crew. 

Words  printed  by  permission  of  Novelio,  Ewer  &  Co.  for  Hopwood  &  Crew. 

The  Words  and  Mu!<ic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  »r  this  and  any  two  o(hfrS<in«rR  fnrUne  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  <&  132 

Piurk  Uow,  Mew  Vork.    Postage  Stamps  taken  «mi«  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Frederick  Bowyer.    Arranged  by  John  S.  Baker. 


I  noticed  once,  while  walking  down  the  street, 
A  smell  BO  odoriferous  and  sweet, 
So  pungent,  that  it  really  made  nie  slop; 
It  caiiiu  fteamiiig  out  a  Utile  butcher's  shop. 
I  found  it  was  ihe  British  saveloy, 
.    So  nislifd  and  bought  a  couple,  in  my  joy. 
I  tasted  one,  then  iiirued  it  'round  and  'round, 
Then  bad  it  analyzed,  and  found — 

Chorus. 

It's  the  seasoning  wot  does  it,  yes,  and  makes  it  seem  all  gay; 
But,  oil  I  what  a  difference  if  you  take  it  all  away; 
The  little  bit  of  meat  that's  left,  it  does'nt  do  to  con; 
If  it  wasn't  for  the  seasoning,  you'd  never  take  it  on. 

To  bear  a  clever  orator's  a  treat; 

llis  eloquence  will  glue  you  to  your  seat;  -• 

;    Against  your  will  he  seems  to  nialte  you  yield, 
llis  meaning  is  so  artfully  concealed. 
You  come  out  and  bear  two  ■ '  cabbies  "  have  a  "  go," 
.   "    And  tlieir  language,  well— it  makes  you  murmur,  "Oh!  " 
It's  far  the  more  convincing,  and  it's  free; 
They,  loo,  are  sjKjaking  English,  but  you  see— 

Chorus. 

It's  (be  seasoning  wot  does  it,  yes,  and  makes  it  seem  all  gay; 
But,  ohi  what  a  difference  if  you  take  it  all  away; 
The  little  bit  of  English  left,  it  doesn't  do  to  con; 
If  it  wasn't  fur  the  seasoning,  they'd  never  take  it  ou. 

Your  wife  says,  "Tom,  I  want  another  dress! " 
You  frown,  she  smiles,  and  then  you  answer,  "  YesI  " 
.  Y'ou  go  with  ber,  and  keep  well  on  your  guard; 
You  choose  the  stuff— it's  one  and  four  a  yard— 
You  (hink  it  cheap  and  wink  Ibe  other  eye, 
But  the  trimmings  she  must  stop  l>:liiud  and  buy. 
The  dress  comes  home,  the  bill  is  five  pounds  ten. 
You  swear,  the  wife  she  smiles  and  says— 

Chorus. 

It's  the  seasoning  wot  does  it,  yes,  and  makes  it  seem  all  gay; 
Bui,  oh  I  what  a  difference  if  you  take  it  all  away; 
The  thing  would  look  so  "  skimpy  "  like,  not  fit  for  me  to  don; 
If  it  wasn't  for  the  seasoning,  she  wouldn't  take  it  ou. 

I  once  went  to  a  theatre  of  renown 
To  see  tlie  smartest  actress  in  tlie  town; 
A  boy's  part,  in  a  new  burlesque,  slie  played; 
She  bounded  ou  in  natty  dress  arrayed. 
I  said,  "That's  the  kind  of  gal  I  could  adorel  ** 
So  waited  for  ber  close  to  the  stage-door; 
When  she  came  out,  it  nearly  tiuLed  my  head- 
Well— a  policeman  saw  me,  and  he  laughed  and  said— 

/y  Chorus.    ; 
It's  the  seasoning  wot  does  it,  yes,  and  makes  ''em  look  all  gay; 
But,  oh!  what  a  difference  when  (he  make-up  is  away; 
The  little  bit  of  figure  left,  it  doesn't  do  to  con; 
If  it  wasn't  for  the  seasoning,  you'd  never  take  it  on. 


—Should  Be  Heeled. — Packin  Case:  "I  tell  you  what,  Ship, 
marriage  has  a  rod  in  pickle  for  us  all,  sooner  or  later.  It  takes 
about  ail  my  spare  money  nowadays  to  buy  shoes  for  the  children." 
Shippen  Clarke:  "Ah!  you  are  chastened  by  a  sort  of  two-foot 
rule!" 


■        SHE    AND    I    TOGETHER.  -^ 

Copyright.  1892.  by  KolH'it  rocks  A  Co. 

Woixls  printed  by  permis&iou  uf  Novello,  Ewer  A  Co.  tor  Robert  Cocks  A  Co, 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addres*.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  I 

cents;  ortliisandany  twootlierSonftsfurUiie  Dollar,  by  Ueiii^J.  \V«liiiiau,lSU&  132 

Park  How,  New  Xork.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casii  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  by  Ernest  I*ertwee.    Composed  by  I  jiwreuee  Kt-Ilie.    As  sung  by  Mr.  Oloott. 


A  sky  of  blue,  a  eiiii  of  May,  in  Rladdest,  brightest  summer  day; 

Adown  and  tlirough  the  [leatli'ry  way  went  she  and  I  together. 
The  birds  sang  love-son^e  from  the  trees,  (he  pimpernel  danced  in  the  breeze. 

Yet  happier,  far,  than  all  of  these  were  she  and  I  together.  . 

So  dainty,  fair;  so  gentle,  wise,  young  love  leaped  fortli  from  heaven's  bine  eyes; 

The  lark  poured  rapture  from  the  skies  as  we  went  thro'  liic  beadier. 
When  love's  away  love's  life  is  sere;  love  lives  again  when  love  is  here, 

And  days  are  bright  that  were  po  drear,  for  blended  hearts  togctlier. 

And  at  tlie  close  of  life's  brief  day,  when  soul  from  flesh  sliall  drift  away. 
And  life's  Storm  end  in  heaven's  calm  bay,  we  Plill,  we  siill  shall  be  together. 

For  us  a  bright  eternity,  a  siiiifiil,  cloudltss  nni(y. 
Supernal  love's  ewect  harmony,  together,  aye  together,  together. 


■  ^  •-> 


THE    DRUM    SOLO. 

Copyright,  IS'Ji,  by  Hopwood  &  Crew. 


Words  printed  by  permission  of  Xovello,  Ewer  &  Co.  for  Hopwood  4  Ciew. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrem,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  uikI  any  t"o  oilier  S.nitrs  for  t)iie  Uullar.  Iiy  Hfiiry  J.  Wnhmaii,  130  A  132 

Park  Kow,  New  York,    rustage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


Written  by  Harry  Hendricks.    Cumposed  by  Fitter  BuiL 


Last  night  I  went  to  bear  a  pal 

Play  a  rum  tiddely  um  tiim  tumi 
A  solo  on  the  drum  he  tried, 

'Twas  all  rum  tiddely  um  tiim  turn! 
I  Unow  I  felt  just  nicely  mixed; 

I'd  a  brandy,  u  gill  and  a  rum; 
And  every  note  my  old  pal  played  ■  ., 

Sounded,  rum  tiddely  um  turn  tuml 

Cuonus. 

Rum  tiddely  um  turn  turn  was  all  that  he  could  play; 
Rum  tiddely  um  tiiiii  tiim  is  all  that  I  can  say. 
I'm  fairly  driven  off  my  chump  since  I  first  heard  bis  drum. 
For  all  that  I  can  think  of  now  is  rum  tiddely  um  turn  (uial 

I  went  to  the  refreslimcnl  bar, 

Said,  Er— rum  tiddely  um  liiiii  tum! 
The  barmaid  cried,  "What  will  you  takef  " 

IIciu,  hie.  rum  tiddely  nm  tum  mm! 
The  gill  then  said,  "It  seems  to  me, 

You've  been  lifting  your  finger  and  thiwib; 
So  you  just  take  your  '  hook,'  you  lit;  man. 

With  your  rum  tiddely  um  tum  tum! "— C'AortM, 

They  called  a  cop— who  took  nie  off 

To  a  rum  tiddely  um  (iiiii  turn!  -   . 

The  sergeant  SJiid,  "  What's  your  address?" 

Said  I,  rum  tiddely  nm  tum  tum! 
The  man  in  blue  replied, '•  Indeed! 

It  appears  that  you're  blue  blind  dumb; 
So  you  must  spend  the  evening  in 

The  Er— rum  tiddely  um  lum  turn!  "^Chorus. 

The  "  Beak  "  asked,  "  Wliat's  (liis  cliarge?  "  Cop  said, 
;         "  It's  a  rum  tiddely  uni  turn  tum!  " 
"Now,  prisoner,  what  liave  you  to  say?" 

"  Well,  sir,  rum  tiddely  um  tum  mm! " 
The  "  Beak  "  oljserved,  "  Most  serious  case; 

Seven  days,  or  you'll  pay  the  sum, 
Five  pounds  and  costs— hope  you've  enjoyed 

Your  Er— mm  tiddely  um  tum  tum!  "— CAorM. 

To  pay  the  fine  I  had  to  pawn 

My  gold— rum  tiddely  um  tum  turn! 
I  asked  the  "  Beak '  if  he'd  come  out 

For  a  r;im  tiddely  nm  turn  ttiin! 
And  now  I've  got  to  face  the  wife. 

And  altliough  she's  a  dear  old  chum, 
■      I  know,  worse  luck,  slie'll  give  me  beans 

For  my  ruiu  tiddely  um  mm  luiii !—  Vhot^ts. 


— A  Serious  Objection. — A  German  peasant  family  bad  made  all  , 
their  arrangements  to  etiiigratc  to  the  United  States.     The  day  be-  ( 
fore  the  family  was  to  take  its  departure  tiie  eldest  son,  Hans,  who  ( 
was  an  enormous  eater,  intimated  that  he  did  not  care  to  go  West. 
"Has  some  village  maiden  beguiled  thee  to  remaia  liehind?" 
asked  the  father.     "  Nothing  of  the  kind."     "  Why,  then,  dost 
thou  not  wish  to  go  with  us?  "  "  I've  been  talking  with  the  school- 
master, and — "  "  Well  what  did  he  say?  "  "  He  says  that  when  it  is 
twelve  o'clock  with  us  here  in  Germany  that —    "  That  what? " 
"  He  says  that  when  it  is  twelve  o'clock  liere  with  us,  in  America 
it  is  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening."     "  Well?"  "  I  don't  want  to  go 
to  a  place  where  I  have  to  wait  that  long  for  my  dinner;  "  and  the 
poor  fellow  completely  broke  down  at  the  mere  thought  of  it. — 
Texas  Siftings. 
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There  Is  No  One  Like  Mother  to  You. 


CopyrlKht,  1893,  by  Krttiik  HkrUinK. 


AH  rlKlit*  lescrred. 


Tbe  Word*  and  MuMe  of  tliit«  Soiifr  will  b«  sent  to  any  addrefw,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

c«ntc;  or  thiRandan]rt«rooth«>r  SonKsforDno  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Webinan,  I.1UA138 

fark  Row,  New  Yoik.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  a»  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  aud  Music  by  J.  R.  L<ici«r. 


Af«  wc  float  on  tlie  title  of  the  river  of  life, 

The  friends  that  we  meet  lliey  are  few. 
And  often  I  ihiiik,  wlien  in  torrow  or  strife. 

Of  a  friend  thai  \va«  tender  and  true; 
llow  her  cool,  loving  fingers  would  rest  on  my  brow, 

When  I  suffered  from  Rickncfia  and  pain. 
And  my  eyes  fill  with  tears  as  I  realize  now 

I'll  ne'er  see  my  mother  again. 

Chorus. 
Treat  yonr  old  motlier  with  love  and  respect,  nUvays  be  tender  and  trne; 
Dou't  for  a  moment  her  wlehes  neglect,  there  is  no  one  like  mother  to  you. 

And  oft  in  tlie  evening,  on  going  to  rest. 

My  mother  would  kneel  by  my  side. 
And  teach  me  the  prayers  that  she  ihonght  were  the  best, 

My  footsteps,  so  wayward,  to  guide, 
And  wl»en  I  rememl)er  her  kindness  to  me, 

Dow  she  soothed  all  mv  sonows  and  fears,  ' 
And  1  know  that  my  motner  I'll  nevermore  see. 

These  words  seem  to  ring  in  my  ears:— t'Aoru*. 


1 


^  s  » 


MY    OWN    SWEETHEART    MARY. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  naidliig.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rightii  reserTed. 


The  Wards  and  Miislo  of  this  Runir  will  be  sent  to  any  addrsss,  post  paid, on  receipt  of  40 

cents,  or  tins  and  any  two  other  .Son({«  fur  cne  Uolfar,  by  Henry  J.  Welinian,  130  A 132 

fvlt  Kow,  New  )(ork.    fostai^e  SCanips  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


( 


Words  and  .Music  by  Anthony  J.  Qray. 


^  One  snmmer  morn,  when  dewy  flowers  displayed  their  fairest  smile, 
I  Sweet  Mary  forsook  her  happy  bower  to  frolic  forth  awhile; 
^  She  turned  her  steps  to  a  silver  stream  that  rippled  down  the  glade, 
Aud  there  along  its  verdant  brim  the  rustling  water  played. 

Cnonra. 
Mary,  Mary,  my  own  sweetheart  Mary, 
now  dainty  is  her  sweet  young  face. 
How  soft  her  nut-)>rown  hair; 
Uer  love  is  like  a  golden  dream; 
They  say  she  is  a  fuiry  queen; 
Tlie  only  one  I  truly  love  is  my  own  sweetheart  Mary. 

.  High  o'er  her  head  the  willows  flung  their  gold  stems  out  so  fair, 
,1  And  many  a  robin  red-breast  sang  their  love-songs  in  the  air; 
She  listened  to  each  soft,  sweet  note,  and  ench  bird  did  adore, 
Aud,  as  If  jealous  of  the  birds,  the  waters  sang  some  mote.— Chorus. 

)  Sweet  Mary  turned  her  footsteps  from  the  ever-<lancing  tide: 
;  She  plucked  wild  water  tlowem  that  grew  along  the  streamlet's  side, 
)  Aud  as  she  reached  her  happy  bower,. where  naught  but  joy  she  brings, 
Each  Bwect,  tho'  wild  but  fragrant  flower,  in  love'b  own   language  sings.  — 6' Ao. 


I'M    THE    MAN    THAT    BROUG-HT 
COLUMBUS    OVER    HERE.  ^ 

Copyrigiit,  1893,  by  Frank  Harding.     Eutei-ed  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

All  rights  reserved. 

•rue  Words  and  Mnnic  of  this  .SontJ  will  be  eent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  ofM 

cents;  or  this  and  any  twootber  Sunirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmnn,  1:I0&132 

Park  Row,  New  York.    I'ostage  Stamps  taken  saiue  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  James  Thornton.     Arranged  by  G.  M.  Roseulierg. 

I'm  not  a  man  who  likes  to  boast  abont  what  I  have  done. 
But  to-day  I  think  t  am  the  greatest  man  l>eiicath  the  sun. 
Columbus  claims  to'vc  landed  here  in  foiirteeu  uinety-two. 
But  I  was  here  l)efure  hiui,  or  any  of  bis  crew. 

Chords. 

I  built  tho  Rocky  Mountains,  and  I  niaccd  them  where  they  are; 
I  sold  whiskey  to  tlie  Indians  Itehind  my  little  l)ar; 
'Twas  me  that  built  Niagara  falls;  I  first  discovered  beer, 
Aud  that  was  long  before  Columbus  lauded  over  here. 

I  never  shall  forget  the  day  he  landed  on  the  pier. 
Myself  and  twenty  Indians  set  up  a  hearty  cheer. 
lie  asked  me  why  an  Indian  wore  feathers  on  his  head; 
Just  to  keep  his  "  Wig-warm,"  that  is  just  w  hat  I  then  said. 

CnoRUS. 

I've  seen  an  ludian  snmmer  and  I've  seen  an  Indian  fall 
While  dancing  with  an  Indian  girl  at  an  "  Indian  Rubber"  hail; 
I  was  member  of  an  Indian  club  when  baked  Indian  was  dear, 
Aud  that  was  loug  before  Columbus  lauded  over  here. 

'Twas  mc  who  paid  his  fare  o'er  here,  from  dear  old  sunny  Spain, 
And  I'm  sorry  for  to  say,  he  never  i>aid  me  back  again. 
He  brought  a  lot  of  Spanish  dancers  with  him,  that  is  true. 
And  some  of  them  have  beeu  o'er  here  since  fourteen  uinety-two. 

CnoRUB. 

Yoa'll  find  Ihem  In  the  "  Black  Crook  "  and  the  "  Babies  In  the  Wood," 
And  some  of  them  were  ballet  girls  before  the  famous  flood; 
But  no  one  knows  their  history,  or  when  they  did  first  appear. 
But  it  %va8  loug  before  Columbus  lauded  over  here. 


f 


m  *  m- 


A-Going  to  de  Promised  Land. 
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Words  by  Ed.  B.  Harks.    Music  by  Charles  Ohl. 


Derc'a  a  steamboat  on  de  ribber  called  dc  }V  hijtjKtor-ivili 

A-going  to  de  promised  land; 
If  you  listen  you  are  sure  to  hear  her  whistle  till 

She  leaves  for  de  promised  laud. 
For  de  liouey  and  de  milk  will  be  a-flowing, 

Music  ringing  out  on  eb'rv  land. 
And  de  trumpet  ob  de  angel  will  be  blowing. 
When  you  get  to  dat  promised  land. 
Chorus. 
Check  yonr  baggage  right  straight  through; 
Don't  lose  your  ticket  whateber  you  may  do; 
No!more  work,  honey,  dar  for  you, 
M'heu  you  git  to  dat  promised  land  of  plenty. 

Derc's  a  veeterbule  train  dat  meet  do  Whip-jioor-wiU, 

A-going  to  de  promised  land; 
She  meets  her  at  de  foot  of  de  golden  hill 

Dat  lea<]s  to  de  promised  land. 
Den  de  colored  iKipulation  will  be  riding 

First  time  in  a  pulace-car  so  grand; 
In  de  old  caboose  de  sinners  will  bo  hiding, 

Ou  de  train  to  de  promised  land.— C'Aorf<«. 

Derc'B  a  bnlljine  on  de  train  dat  meet  dc  Whip  ixwrtiUl, 

A-going  to  de  promised  land; 
It  am  just  as  bright  us  any  brand-new  dollar  bill. 

And  ready  for  de  promised  land. 
So  you  darkies  if  you  going  you  must  hustle; 

Sure  to  have  your  honey  dar  on  hand. 
But  she  mustn't  wear  a  hoop-skirt  or  a  bustle. 

Whiui  she's  going  to  dc  promised  laud.— C'A«ru«. 


ENNISCORTHY. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Robert  Martin.    Arranged  by  James  Weaver. 
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You  may  travel  all  thro'  Europe,  and  then  'round  by  Cliesapakc; 
You  may  meet  with  mnnv  warriors,  but  dou't  make  a  mistake. 
For  the  pride  of  balls  and  parties,  and  the  glory  of  a  wake. 

Was  Uemctrius  O'Flonnigan  McCarthy. 
'Twas  late  lie  went  to  breakfast,  and  'twas  late  he  went  to  bed; 
If  you  took  up  a  Iherinomcter,  at  lasteways  80 'twas  said, 
Tlie  nuicksilver  started  bubblin'  when  you  placed  it  near  his  head. 

And  tbe  steam  was  like  a  ralubow  'rouud  McCarthy, 

Chorcs. 

Miss  Diiniie  said  Ihcy  did  crowd  her  thin.  Miss  Mnrpby  took  to  powther  thiu. 

For  fear  tlic  boys  might  say  that,  she  was  swarthy; 
And  the  sticks  they  all  went  w  hacking,  and  the  skulls,  faith,  tbcy  were  cracking, 

When  McCarthy  took  the  flure  in  Enuiscorthy. 

Dan  Murphy  gave  a  party,  well  ond  all  the  boys  were  there; 
McCaithy,  full  of  whiskey  hot,  at  once  there  did  repair. 
When  a  ilog  came  and  ran  away  with  Mies  Muldoouey's  hoir; 

'Twas  that  that  roused  the  dander  of  McCarthy. 
He  was  dancing  the  mazurka— that's  what  all  the  Indies  said; 
The  fright  shook  all  the  false  teeth  out  of  poor  ould  Murphy's  head. 
And  he  danced  with  Miss  Mullarkey  till  they  stretched  her  out  for  dead. 

Faith,  she  couldn't  hould  a  candle  to  McCarthy.— C'Aoru«. 

When  they'd  gargled  all  the  whiskey,  faith,  a  desperate  row  arose; 
McCarthy,  sure,  lie  levelled  them:  he  fought  them  to  a  close. 
Till  he  walked  upon  de  maslher  of  the  ceremonies'  nose; 

'Twas  that  that  played  the  nilschief  with  McCarthy. 
The  muster  of  tlie  work-house,  well,  he  knocked  a  peeler  down. 
Who  fell  upon  an  alderman  who  came  from  County  Down, 
And  a  Presbyterian  minister  and  the  clerk  now  of  the  Crown, 

Were  dauciiig  like  the  divli  on  McCarthy.— 6' Ao>'««. 

Oh!  l)oys,  there  was  the  element,  of  that  you  may  be  sure; 
Some  were  carried  home  on  shutters,  yes,  and  some  ui>on  a  door. 
Anil  the  eyes  and  ears  and  iioses  were  like  marbles  on  the  floor, 

Witli  the  fragments  of  the  man  they  call  McCarthy. 
Says  Dan  Murpliy,  Thanks  to  Providence,  the  ball  at  last  is  done; 
If  you  want  to  smash  your  furniture  and  have  no  end  of  fun, 
Or  if  you  want  your  two  eyes  to  be  knocked  straight  into  one. 

You  need  only  give  a  ball  aud  ax  McCarthy.— 6' Aoruf. 


—Gone  (an  umlirellii).— Johnson:  "Confound  that  Tomson  I " 
Mrs.  J.:  "  What's  the  matter?"  Johnson:  "  He  has  just  gone  and 
taken  one  of  my  umbrellas.  It  is  nothing  short  of  a  crime  to  take 
an  umbrella,  and  it  is  a  piece  of  carelessness  and  thoughtlessness 
that  is  condoned  too  often.  It — hello,  what's  this?  "  Mrs.  J. 
"  What  is  it,  John?"  Johnson  (gleefully):  "  Tomson  took  one  of 
my  umbrellas  but  left  another,  a  better  one.  Here,  run  and  hide 
it.  He  may  discover  his  mistake  and  be  back  any  minute." — 
Yankee  Blddt. 


ir^^Vv 


hbmimp 


■ibiMMi^^MMBli 


■kiMttlHkMM 


eafL:^-j8tt^ 


ibssig 


■Miiii^MMMaa**! 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.  39. 


T RUE . 

Cupyiierlit,  1893,  by  X.  Wcinsteiu  &  Co. 


All  rights  reserved.   •■  ■ 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son);  will  be  sent  to  any  aildrosw,  post-pnid.  on  receipt  of  *0 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  othtr  Sunics  f"r  One  Dollar,  by  H«-ury  J.  Wuhnian,  130  <t  132 

nrk  Bow,  Kew  Vork.    Postage  Stamps  taken  sauiu  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Mueio  by  Matt  Woodward. 


One  iiiglit  in  July  my  darling  and  I  were  drifting  alone  on  the  stream. 
And  Btare  'gun  to  peep,  while  nature  asleep  lay  truuqiiii  ud  if  iu  a  dream. 
'Twas  then  from  above  tlie  moon  eaw  our  love. 

And  smiled  with  her  silvery  ray; 
And  when  our  eyes  met,  then  we'd  lean  nearer  yet,  :  ', 

Aud  foudly  these  words  we'd  say: 

'I'rne  as  the  stars  that  are  shining  above, 

True  is  my  heart  to  the  heart  that  1  love; 

See  yonder  planets,  how  mighty  they  arel 

My  love  for  tiiee,  love,  is  mightier  fur. 

So,  love,  if  thy  love  is  equal  to  mine. 

Thy  heart  is  my  heart,  aud  my  heart  is  thine! 

The  years  liave  rolled  by,  my  darling  and  I  have  entered  the  winter  of  life. 
Yet  none  l;now  so  well  how  love  can  dispel  the  care  or  the  sorrow  that's  rife. 
'Tis  still  our  delight,  on  a  fine  suuinier  night, 

To  drift  down  the  etream  as  of  old; 
And  the  moon  sheds  her  ray,  as  she  did  on  that  day 

When  our  love  in  tliese  words  we  told: 

True  as  the  stars  that  are  shining  above,  etc. 


G-EORGIE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  11.  Chateau  and  II.  Albertini.    Sunt:  by  Marie  Vauuni. 


To-night  I  uni  not  very  gay,  tlie  reason  I  will  tell  to  you: 

I  fell  in  love  the  other  day,  my  little  heart  is  burnt  in  two. 

My  own  swecilieurt  is  sitting  there,  llie  big  bass-fiddle  lie  does  play; 

Alas!  for  me  he  does  not  care,  but  practices  like  this  all  day: 

CHonus. 

JJoo,  zoo,  zoo,  zoo,  Georgie,  Georgie!  devotedly  I  love  yon,  my  own  baby' 
■;      Your  music  1  adore;  Georgie,  Geoigie!  one  kiiis  for  her  above  you. 
J  (Inijdo linn)— Yow  won't? 

]  (Angry) — Then  dou't!  I  shall  love  you  still  all  the  more. 

'  My  Georgie,  yon're  a  picture  fair;  yonr  Lair  is  like  a  bunch  of  hay. 
And  boots  as  long  as  this  you  wear;  your  nose  gets  redder  every  day. 
All!  take  me  to  your  fond  embrace,  I  love  to  linger  by  your  side, 

/  To  gaze  into  your  lovely  face  (the  other  girls  who  did  it,  OAct\).— Chorus. 

) 

]  Last  night  outside  a  mnsic  hall  I  saw  yoti  looking  very  gay, 
;  And  tho'  there  was  no  wind  at  all;  you  walked  along  juxt  iu  this  w.iy. 
J  They  say  you'd  nineteen  pints  of  beer,  and  "  Irish  whiskies  "  forty-lhrco; 
I'm  very  angry,  Georgie  dear;  when  next  you  driuk,  'twill  be  with  me.— 67<o. 

ExTKA  Verses.      ■ 
Go,  Georgie,  with  yonr  double  bass;  yon  are  not  worthy  snch  as  I; 
To  some  one  else  I'll  turn  my  face,  aud  to  attract  his  lo^e  I'll  try. 
I  see  a  handsome  fellow  here,  who  looks  as  if  he  yearned  for  me 

(Turning  t^Mldeidy  to  the  bai-s-drinittner). 
And  yet— and  yet— oh,  Georgie,  dear,  why  will  you  so  provoking  be? 
Georgie,  Georgie!  devotedly  1  love  you,  my  own  baby,  etc. 

Now,  Georgie,  I'm  mad  with  you;  not  mad  in  love,  as  you  suppose, 
But  full  of  ire  and  hatred,  too,  for  liim  who  dares  my  will  oppose; 
Ucnceforth  our  paths  are  not  the  same;  we'll  never  speak  as  we  pass  bj*. 
What's  that?  I  thought  you  called  my  name;  or  did  you  wink  the  other  cyef 
Georgie,  Georgie!  devotedly  I  love  you,  my  own  baby,  etc. 

ANOtHEK  VEUflON. 

no  was  the  sweetest  little  beau;  he  looked  just  like  a  fashion  plate; 

lie  swung  a  big  cane  to  and  fro,  just  like  a  kangaroo  his  gsiit. 

His  necktie  was  a  flaming  red;  his  tiny  whiskers  were  the  same; 

lie  seemed  on  toothpicks  to  be  fed;  when  his  girl  met  him  slie'd  exclaim: 

CUORUS. 

Georgie,  Georgie!  you  fascinating  fellow; 

Sweetness,  darling!  I'm  sorry  for  you  dear; 
Georgie,  Georgie !  with  love  I'm  turning  yellow; 

Ta,  tul  here's  Pa!  aud  his  temper's  awful  queer  I 

lie  used  to  follow  her  around,  ju?t  like  a  noodle  on  a  string; 

His  upper  story  wasn't  sound;  you'd  think  so  when  he  tried  to  sing. 

One  night,  when  full  of  beer  or  love,  to  serenade  he  stood  outside— 

A  pitcher  lauded  from  above  upon  his  head,  while  his  girl  cried:— CA<7;';/« 

The  moon  he  loved  to  contemplate,  and  dream  about  his  lady  fair; 

He  used  to  linger  at  her  gate— her  little  brother  saw  hiiu  there. 

Then,  with  a  hammer  ana  some  nails,  he  crept  upon  him,  like  a  ghost: 

And  she  would  sing  while  his  coat-tails  were  dangling  to  that  old  gate-post :—  dw. 

Once,  early  in  the  eve,  he  called— it  happened  that  her  "  Pa  "  was  in. 

"  Who  is  that  funny  freak?"  he  bawled,  "And  is  it  made  of  wood  or  tin?  " 

Then  came  the  music  of  a  boot  (a  number  twelve  her  father  wore); 

They  Bftw  a  very  dauaged  suit,  while  that  giil  sang  beside  the  door;— CAo;t/«. 


) 
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— Do  you  think  more  of  your  cbaracter  than  of  fine  clothes? 


GOD    BLESS    MY    BOY    AT    SEA. 
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The  waves  were  beating  on  the  shore,  the  rain  was  falling  fast; 
The  beacon  light  upon  the  rock  shone  bright  auiid  the  blast. 
■Within  the  fisher's  lonely  cot  the  hearth-fire  danced  iu  glee. 
And  there  a  weeping  mother  prayed,  "  God  bless  niy  boy  at  sea,"     * 
And  there  a  weeping  mother  prayed,  "God  bless  my  boy  at  sea." 

All  night  the  warring  of  tlie  waves  was  loud  along  the  shore, 

And  many  a  sailor  lad  afar,  came  to  his  home  no  more. 

And  still  the  mother  watched  and  prayed:  '•  My  trust  I  place  iu  Thee, 

Aud  if  it  be  Thy  holy  will,  O!  bless  my  boy  at  sea! 

Aud  if  it  be  Thy  holy  will,  0!  blese  my  boy  at  eea! " 

The  morning  dawned  in  rosy  light,  the  Aviuds  wore  lulled  to  rest; 
The  waves  were  rocking  peacefully,  as  on  a  mother's  breast. 
Safe  home  to  me!  safe  home  to  me!  I  knew  whate'er  would  be, 
That  God  would  heed  my  earnest  prayer,  and  hlcbs  my  boy  at  B<'a! 
Tliat  God  would  heed  my  carucct  prayer,  and  blc^s  uiy  boy  at  ».ul 


THE  BATTLE  OF  BUNKER  HILL. 
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It  was  on  the  seventeenth,  by  break  of  day,  the  Yankees  ('id  surprise  us; 
With  their  strong  works  they  had  thrown  up,  to  buru  tlie  town  aud  drive  us. 

But  soon  we  had  an  order  come,  an  order  to  defeat  them: 

Like  rebels  stout,  they  stood  it  out,  and  thought  we  ne'er  could  beat  them. 

About  the  hour  of  twelve  that  day  an  order  came  for  marching; 

With  three  good  fliuts,  aud  sixty  rouuds,  each  man  hoped  lo  di!>charge  them. 

We  marched  down  to  the  Long  Wharf,  where  boats  were  ready  waiting; 
With  e:cpeditiou  we  embarked,  our  ships  kept  cauouadiug. 

And  when  our  boats  all  filled  were,  with  ofticers  and  soldiers; 
With  as  good  troops  as  England  had,  to  oppose  who  dare  control  us? 

And  wheu  our  boats  all  filled  were,  we  rowed  in  line  of  battle; 
Where  showers  of  ball  like  hail  did  fly,  our  cauuou  loud  did  rattle. 

There  Copp's  Hill  battery  near  Charlestown,  our  twenty-fours  they  p!a3'eJ; 
All  J  the  three  frigates  iu  the  stream  they  very  well  behaved. 

The  Glasgow  frigate  cleared  the  shore,  all  at  the  time  of  landing; 
With  her  grape-shot  aud  cannon-balls,  uo  Yaukec  e'er  could  stand  tlieiu. 

And  wheu  we  landed  on  the  shore,  we  draw'd  up  all  together; 

The  Yaukees  they  all  uianued  iheir  works,  aud  thought  we'd  ne'er  come  hither. 

But  soon  they  did  perceive  brave  Howe,  brave  IIowo,  our  bold  commamler; 
With  grenadiers  aud  infantry  we  made  them  to  surrender. 

Brave  William  Howe  on  our  right  wing  cried,  "Boys,  fight  on  like  thunder; 
You  soon  will  see  the  rebels  flee,  with  great  amaze  aud  woudcr."' 

Now  some  lay  bleeding  on  tho  ground,  and  some  fell  fapt  a-rnnning;  [coming." 
U'cr  hills  and  dales,  aud  mountains  high,  cur&iug,  "Zounds!  biavu  Uowe's  a- 

Brave  Howe  is  so  considerate,  as  to  guard  against  all  dang>T8; 
lie  allowed  each  half  a  gill  a  day,  to  rum  we  were  no  strangers. 

They  began  to  j>lay  on  our  left  wing,  where  Pigot  he  commanded; 
liiit  we  returned  it*  back  again,  with  courage  most  uudaiiuied. 

To  our  grape-shot  aud  musket  balls,  to  which  they  were  but  strangers. 
They  sought  to  come  with  sword  iu  baud,  but  souu  they  found  their  danger. 

And  wlien  their  works  were  got  into,  and  put   hem  to  the  flight,  sir; 
They  peppered  us,  poor  British  elves,  aud  showed  us  they  could  fight,  sir. 

And  when  their  works  we  got  into,  with  some  hard  knocks  and  danger; 
Their  works  we  found  both  firm  aud  strong,  loo  strong  for  British  Ilangers. 

But  as  for  our  artillery,  they  gave  all  way  and  run; 

For  while  their  ammuuiliou  held,  they  gave  us  Yankee  fun. 

But  our  commander,  he  got  broke,  for  his  misconduct,  sure,  sir; 

The  shot  he  seut  for  twelve-pound  guus  were  made  for  twenty-fours,  sir. 

There's  some  in  Boston  pleased  to  siiy,  as  we  the  field  were  taking; 
We  weut  to  kill  their  countrymeu,  while  they  tlieir  hay  were  makiug. 

For  such  stout  wings  I  never  saw,  to  hang  them  all  I'd  rather;  - 

By  makiug  hay  with  musket  balls,  Lord  Ilowe  cursedly  did  bother. 

Bad  luck  to  him  by  land  and  sea,  for  he's  despised  by  mAny; 

The  name  of  Bunker  Ilill  he  dreads,  where  he  was  flogged  most  plainly. 

And  now  my  song  is  at  an  end,  and  to  concltnle  my  ditty; 
'Tis  ouly  Britons  ignorant  that  I  most  siucereiy  pity. 

As  for  our  king  and  William  Howe,  and  General  Gage,  if  they're  taken; 
The  Yaukees  will  hang  their  heads  up  high  ou  that  fire  hill  called  Beacon. 


— Little  Johnny:  "  Ma,  if  you  send  me  to  school  so  steadily,  my 
brain,  after  awhile,  will  be  like  the  people  of  tlie  United  States." 
Fond  mother  (with  a  puzzled  expression):  "  IIow  do  you  make 
that  out,  Johnny?"  Little  Johnny:  "  Why,  don't  you  see,  ma,  if 
you  send  me  to  school  all  the  time,  my  brain  will  become  over- 
taxed." 
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THE    HORSE-CAR    FIEND. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Edward  Barry. 


There  arc  many  curious  characters  you  meet  with  in  this  life, 

Yt'8,  you  uie  boiind  to  meet  them  every  day; 
Tliere's  the  fellow  wliile  iiis  mother  lives  he'll  never  take  a  wife. 

And  the  fellow  that  eats  peauuts  at  the  play. 
There's  the  fellow  that  Is  bound  to  write  a  poem  upon  Spring, 

The  fellow  at  the  party  want«  to  help  you  wheu  you  sins. 
Tliere's  the  fellow  that  can  lell  you  when  the  blizzard's  k"">K  to  come, 

Cut  of  all  the  cranks  in  this  wide  world,  I'll  now  tell  you  of  one: 

Chorus. 
Everybody  knows  him  when  he  ects  aboard  a  car; 
ne  growls  at  the  conductor,  who  s  made  him  run  so  far; 
Every  dav  you'll  find  liiui,  every  day  he's  seen, 
Everybotiy  knows  him,  he's  the  boisc-car  lieud. 

When  first  he  gets  aboard  the  car,  lie  then  looks  all  around. 

And  if  an  iuch  of  space  is  to  be  seeu, 
Be  calls  in  the  conductor  and  he  makes  nil  hands  move  down, 

Ai.d  he'll  squeeze  himself  luio  a  seat,  the  fiend. 
He'll  wi^^Kle  and  he'll  wagi;le,  and  he'll  elbow  himself  in; 

He  jumps  upon  your  corns,  and  he'll  scrape  you  on  the  shin; 
He'd  sit  upon  a  biistle  or  a  baby,  1  declare, 

From  a  little  chamois  pocket-book  he  then  pulls  out  bis  turc.—  Ckontii. 

Be  knocks  the  buttons  ofif  your  coat  a-rushiug  for  the  door; 

lie  jams  his  umbrella  iu  your  eye, 
ne  opens  up  the  window,  says  he  must  have  fresh  air, 

And  he'll  freeze  you  'till  you're  ready  for  to  die. 
ne  blocks  up  the  wliole  car  by  crossini;  his  two  feet; 

When  he  sees  a  lady  enter  he  pieteuds  he  is  asleep; 
He'd  give  vou  tlie  pneumonia  by  op'uiuf;  the  front  door, 

And  he'd  stop  tUe  car  an  hour  for  a  penny  iu  the  eliaw.—Chor'ts. 
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The  Cause  of  All  His  Trouble. 
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Vr'ords  and  Music  by  Edward  Barry.     Arranged  by  Q.  M.  Rosenberg. 

The  other  day  while  strolling  out  I  met  a  dear  old  friend. 

And  lie  looked  sad,  dejected  and  forlorn; 
You  wouldn't  give  ten  cents  for  the  hat  he  had  npoii  his  Lead, 

And  tlie  hair  down  'round  his  ears  it  hung  quite  long. 
He  was  walking  on  his  uppers,  no  buttons  on  Ilia  coat, 

And  his  ))a})er  collar  had  seen  better  days; 
Ten  cents  to  him  1  gave  to  go  and  get  a  sliavc, 

And  wheu  he  left  I  couldn't  help  but  say: 

Chorus. 

He  was  as  nice  a  fellow  as  e'er  you'd  want  to  meet, 
A  dollar  in  his  jwcket,  always  ready  for  to  treat. 
But  now  you'd  pass  him  by  for  a  tramp  upon  the  street, 
The  cause  of  all  his  trouble  is,  he's  married. 

Be  fell  in  love  with  a  pretty  little  dove  and  foolishly  got  wed. 

Sorry  was  ilie  day  he  said  "  I  do  "; 
And  ever  since  that  moment  he  wif^hcs  he  were  dead. 

For  now  he  is  supporting  a  whole  ciew. 
He's  got  relations  by  tlie  score,  a  cross-eyed  mother-in-law. 

And  they  all  drop  in  to  sj>enj  a  year  or  so; 
Tliey  eat  up  all  ins  grub,  while  he  sleeps  iu  a  tub. 

With  a  cruller  iu  a  bag  to  work  he'll  go.  — C7<c/«*. 

Ber  sister  is  a  widow,  she  has  fourteen  little  kids, 

And  they've  dropi>ed  in  to  pay  a  visit,  loo; 
They  broke  up  all  his  furniture,  ilieyre  crj  iug  all  the  night, 

And  1  don't  think  that  tliey  wiil  ever  go. 
Wiien  he  comes  liome  at  nlglit,  he  never  gets  a  bite. 

For  they  gaitlier  round  the  table  thick  as  flies; 
He  waits  uiitil  tticy're  done  and  tlien  he  gels  a  bun, 
■   Out  upou  tl»e  fire-escape  he  lies.— C'/(C/«*. 

Her  brotlicr  took  the  only  shirt  he  had  ujKin  bis  back, 

Uer  nepliew  took  his  collars  and  his  ties. 
Her  sisicr  cut  his  trousers  down  to  make  pants  for  her  kids. 

All  day  Sunday  now  iu  bed  he  lies. 
He's  such  a  nice  young  man,  they  say  they'll  never  go  away; 

They  never  will  desert  him  till  lie's  broke; 
She  has  four  brothers  lln^re,  and  they've  loafed  for  a  long  year. 

When  he's  bandy-legged  from  carrying nj) coke.— C7(0/«». 

Her  uncle  came  from  Ireland,  'tis  just  one  month  ago; 

Of  course,  he  Is  loo  tired  for  to  work; 
He  sa\s  he  likes  this  country  and  lie  thinks  he  will  write  Lome, 

And  bring  his  wife  and  family  out. 
Last  night  he  came  from  work,  after  struggliug  like  a  tnrk. 

Hardly  able  for  to  lift  his  head, 
Wlien  a  greenhorn's  baggage  truck  In  front  of  his  door  was  Stuck, 

Then  he  threw  up  his  bauds,  and  now  he's  dead.— C'Aori<«. 


— "What  trade  ia  the  sun?  A  tanner. 


I    KNOW    A    SWEET    VALLEY. 
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I  know  a  sweet  valley  where  wild  flowers  grow. 
Where  gay  birds  are  singing  and  briglit  waters  flow. 

CH0RC8.  ,     . 

Tra  la  la,  tra  la  la,  tra  la  la,  tra  la  la. 

There  lives  a  sweet  maiden  so  gentle  and  kind. 

In  her  little  cottage  her  borne  wu  will  Hud.—  Chorut, 

Hor  flock  she  is  tending  on  yon  mountain  side; 

She  knows  that  I  love  her;  she'll  soon  be  my  bride.— C'AoriK. 

Our  home  will  be  ha|>py  in  yon  little  dell. 

For  true  love  is  with  us  wherever  we  d\\tl\.—C hmttt. 
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My  Love  Will  Be  Home  in  the  Morning. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Henry  Lamb. 


My  love  he  loft  me  long  ago,  to  sail  on  the  bounding  main; 
I've  just  received  a  letter  and  he's  coming  back  home  again; 
'J'o-morrow  he'll  be  by  my  side  and  whisper  soft  and  low 
The  same  eweet  story  that  he  told  me  iu  the  loug  ago. 

CUORUS. 

My  love  will  be  home  in  the  morning,  never  to  leave  my  side; 
Far  over  the  water  he's  coming  to  make  me  his  own  bonny  bride; 
He's  saved  up  enough,  so  he  writes  me,  to  furnisli  a  nice  little  home 
My  love  wiil  be  home  iu  the  moriiiug,  aud  never  again  to  loaui. 

I've  counted  every  moment  since  the  day  that  he  went  away. 

Expecting  (hat  each  mail  would  bring  some  word  of  his  coming  to  Stay, 

And  now  my  houes  are  realized,  impatient  do  I  wait 

To  bear  bis  old  familiar  step  and  greet  bim  at  the  g&te.—  Cfimui. 


STILL    THE    WORLD    GOES    ON. 
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AVords  and  Music  by  Dave  Marian.    Arranged  by  0.  M.  RoBenl>erv. 


In  this  and  every  city  you'll  find  a  mighty  throng, 
Tlie  poor  uiaii  stiuu'gles  bravely  through  life  to  cct  along; 
Then  >ou  will  »oe  the  rich  man,  the  mighty  millionaire, 
Wlio  has  millions  at  cotnniand,  aud  thousands  he  could  spare. 
There's  ihe  pris'ner  in  the  jail  can  get  no  one  to  go  his  bail; 

He  cries  tliat  lie  is  iunocent,  aud  to  this  oath  he  swears. 
Where  are  the  ones  who  shared  his  ioy,  who  drank  his  wine,  and  said, 

Dear  boy,  but  now  be  is  despised  by  all,  he  has  no  one  who  carca. 

CB0RU8. 

Millions  arc  lost  in  one  day,  the  gatnblcrs  at  the  table  play; 

When  they  lose  you'll  hear  Iheiii  say,  well,  many  a  time  I've  won.  ( 

Who's  that  {looroldinan  with  step  so  slow:  he  lost  his  home  by  fire  one  week  ago;  ^ 

His  grief  he  is  too  proud  tu  show,  but  still  the  world  goes  on.  « 

The  next  scene  is  a  mansion.  It  Is  a  sight  to  see!  > 

A  party  in  the  honor  of  a  girl  just  twenty-three;  I 

Now  we'll  say  five  years  have  passed,  disgrace  covers  her  name,  ( 

She  cares  not  how  her  end  will  lie,  her  head  is  bowed  iu  shame.  > 

See  her  as  she'll  cross  the  street,  alas,  iioor  girl,  her  fate  to  meet;  I 

'  So  deep  in  tlioiighi,  she  cannot  see  tne  maddened  horse  dash  by;  f 

Then  there  is  an  awful  scream;  she's  crushed  beneath  a  heavy  team;  > 

They  rush  to  her  assistance  then— they  find  a  lifeless  mass.  I 

Chorus. 

Some  one  in  the  crowd  has  said,  it's  a  woman,  and  I  think  she's  dead. 

Look  out!  there  comrs  the  ambulance;  now  lend  a  hand  here,  John. 
I^ow  the  ambulance  rolls  away,  aud  no  one  for  her  soul  doth  pray; 

Poor  girl's  forgotten  iu  one  day,  but  still  the  world  goes  un. 

See  ft  miser  counting  his  gold  by  the  bags: 

He's  denied  himself  of  everything,  his  garb  is  made  of  rags; 

As  he  sits  there  counting,  he's  taken  unaware— 

What's  that  uoiMef  a  hurglarl  he's  coming  up  the  stairs. 

My  gold,  my  gold,  J  like  to  see;  I've  saved  it  all:  it's  mine,  for  me; 

All,  yon  are  the  ruler  in  tliis  great  world  of  strife. 
Make  as  little  noise  here  as  you  can— remember,  I'm  a  desperate  man, 

Aud,  furthermore,  I  have  come  here  for  money  or  your  life. 

CH0RU8. 

My  gold,  my  gold;  don't  take  it  away— Stop  that  noise;  hear  what  I  say; 

I  think  this  thing  will  settle  you— there,  now  the  deed  is  done. 
You  wouldn't  do  as  you  were  told;  you  thought  with  me  you  would  be  bold, 

So  now  you've  lost  your  life  and  gold,  and  still  the  world  goes  on. 


-What  grows  bigger  as  you  contract  it?  Debt. 
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Parody  on: 

THE    BOWERY. 

By  Will  H.  WJiUinsr. 
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-        At  Chicago  tbe  Fair  takes  place,  ,- 

TUere  will  be  people  from  every  race— 

EncliBlimen,  Irieliiueu,  Cbinamen,  too; 

Ilungariau.  Polish,  and  even  the  Jew. 

I'll  go  there,  aud  I'll  take  my  wife. 

For  I  belong  to  a  band,  and  I  play  on  the  fife;       .    • 

1  never  have  seen  a  woriu's  fiiir  iu  my  life, 
:      AnU  "I'll  never  go  there  ony  more." 

Chorus. 
Chicago,  Cliicngo,  the  glrle  are  sweet,  but  they  have  big  feet, 
In  Chicago,  Chicago,  "1  will  never  go  there  any  more." 

The  Fair  will  be  opened  qnite  early  in  May, 

And  then  ten*  of  tlioiisiiuds  will  wend  their  way      , 

Off  to  Chicago,  where  there  will  be  seen 

Tone  of  freBli  pork— some  will  be  fat  and  some  lean;  •' 

There  will  Ix;  nothing  to  drink  but  beer; 

Sometimes  you'll  feel  gay,  and  sometimes  you'll  feel  queer. 

So  save  up  your  cash,  for  the  time's  drawmg  near. 

And  you'll  "never  go  there  any  more." — Chorus, 

Beware  of  the  girls  when  they  slyly  wink. 

Or  they'll  have  all  your  money  l)efore  you  can  think; 

They  will  be  out  in  full  force  at  tlie  Fair 

To  capture  the  "greenies  and  countrymen  "  tliere — 

Molly  and  Nora,  sweet  Katie  and  Sue, 

Tliey'll  make  you  feel  sad,  they  will  make  you  feel  blue; 

Tliey  will  tease  yoii,  they'll  squeeze  you,  that's  what  they  will  do, 

And  you'll  "  never  go  there  ai'y  more." — Chorus. 

Chicago's  a  city  of  great  sights  I  know, 

But,  compared  with  New  York,  it  doesn't  stand  the  least  show; 

If  you  want  to  see  all  ihe  siglits  of  the  town, 

Jut<t  keep  your  eyes  opeu  and  don't  be  a  clown; 

And  if  you  ciiu't  ride  home,  as  every  man  should. 

Just  take  to  the  tracks,  for  tlie  walking  is  good;  '- 

I'll  work  my  way  back  if  I  have  to  chop  wood. 

And  "I'll  never  go  there  any  more."— C'Aoriw.  . 


KLEIN    THREW    21. 
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They  Have  Given  Her  to  Another. 
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They  have  given  her  to  another,  they  have  broken  every  vow. 
They  have  given  lier  to  another,  and  my  heart  is  lonely  now; 
They  remembered  not  our  parting,  tliey  reraemljered  not  our  tears. 
But  tliey  severed  iu  one  hour  all  the  lender  ties  of  years; 
But  they  severed  in  one  hour  all  the  tender  ties  of  years. 

They  have  given  her  to  another,  she  is  now  hie  loving  bride; 

Ead  I  loved  her  as  a  brother,  I  conld  sec  her  by  his  side. 

But  1  know  that  with  gold  they  won  her,  and  her  trusting  heart  beguiled; 

And  her  mother  now  does  shuu  me,  for  slie  knows  I  loved  her  cliild; 

And  her  mother  now  docs  shun  me,  for  site  knows  I  loved  her  child, 

.    They  have  given  her  to  another;  she  will  love  him  too,  they  say. 
If  her  heart  it  doth  not  chide  tier,  but,  pertiaps,  )>erhaps,  it  may; 
I  know  that  she  has  spoken  words  she  never  can  forget. 
And  although  my  heart  is  broken,  I  will  love  her,  love  her  yet; 
And  although  my  heart  is  broken,  I  will  love  her,  love  her  yet. 
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By  J.  H.  West.    Arranged  by  Arthur  Shiclair. 


Six  fellows,  I  was  one  of  them,  once  loved  with  all  our  might 

A  charming  little  girl  named  Lena  Gray; 
The  six  of  ns  sang  loving  8<mgs  around  her  house  each  night. 

The  six  of  us  thought  of  her  all  the  day; 
The  six  of  ns  sent  presents  and  also  little  notes. 

In  wliich  we  vowed  quite  constant  we  would  be — 
In  fact,  the  whole  half  dozen  of  us  quickly  made  ourselves 

Six  great  big  chumps,  as  you  would  wish  to  see. 

Spoken— You  see,  six  of  ns  loved  one  girl,  so  one  night  we  all  met,  and  I  said, 
"  Boys,  we  can't  all  marry  the  girl;  suppose  we  throw  dice  for  her?  "  They  all 
agreed,  I  got  the  dice,  and— 

Chorus. 
Klein  threw  twenty-one,  Smidt  threw  twenty-five; 
Meyerheim  threw  "  thirty-three  "  to  keep  the  game  alive; 
"  Forty  "  was  the  highest  when  the  turn  came  'round  to  me; 
I  had  the  call,  and  b^at  theiu  all  by  throwing  "  forty-three." 

The  other  five  poor  fellows  gave  a  look  of  deep  despair 

As  soon  as  I  had  made  the  wiuning  throw; 
Poor  Klein  went  nearly  crazy,  Bnumganner  tore  his  hair. 

The  five  of  them  were  filled  with  fearful  woe; 
I  ordered  drinks  for  all  of  them,  aud  shoiilcd,  "She  is  mine  "; 

I  laaghed  aud  drauk  until  I  nearly  cried; 
We  all  shook  hands,  and  after  that  I  bid  them  all  good-night 

And  etartetl  off  at  once  to  claim  my  bride. 

Spoken— I  went  right  to  Lena's  house,  went  in  the  parlor,  she  was 
the  sofa,  I  got  on  my  knees,  and  said,  "  You  are  miue.^'  She  said,  "  I 
derstaud  you."    I  said,  "  Listen  ''—Chorus. 


sitting  on 
don't  un- 


She  looked  at  me  as  if  she  thought  that  I  had  gone  insane; 

To  calm  her  then  quite  vainly  I  contrived; 
Said  she,  "You  are  mistaken,  sir,  because  I  am  engaged; 

lie's  down  stairs  now — iu  fact,  has  just  arrived  "; 
I  started  with  amazement,  heard  a  step  upon  the  stairs, 

A  tall  man  entered,  saw  me  on  my  kuees. 
Then  Lena  told  him  what  I'd  said,  and  then  to  finish  up. 

Said,  "Show  him  to  the  street  door,  if  you  please." 

Spoken— The  man  said,  "Take  your  flight!"  I  took  five  of  them;  I  never 
went  down  stairs  so  quick  in  all  my  life,  lie  kicked  me  crazy.  I  was  iu  the 
insane  asylum  for  three  months.  I  got  out  yesterday.  The  doctor  said  that  I 
used  to  walk  up  and  down  my  cell  alTnight  long,  saying  to  myself- C7t07(«. 


— The  best  preacher  ia  the  one  who  comes  the  closest  to  living 
up  to  bis  own  preaching. 


There's  a  little  colleen  that  I  love,  aud  soon  we're  to  be  wed; 

She's  the  sweetest  girl  for  miles  around,  with  cheeks  like  roses  retl. 

And  every  summer's  evening  by  the  moonlight's  gentle  glare. 

We're  always  found  together,  like  a  fond  and  loving  pair; 

I'm  anxious  for  the  time  to  come  when  she  will  be  my  bride; 

My  heart  with  joy  does  always  fill  when  she  is  by  my  side; 

She's  the  envy  of  the  boys  and  girls,  as  arm  in  arm  we  go, 

Is  pretty  Mary  Casey  from  the  County  of  Mayo. 

Mary  Jane  Casey,  you're  the  flower  of  my  heart; 

I  love  you  dearly,  we  never  can  part; 

The  boys  are  all  jealous  because  I'm  her  bean, 

Mary  Jane  Casey  from  the  County  Mayo. 

'Twas  many  years  we  courted,  but  our  love  is  now  sincere; 
That  she'll  be  taken  from  me,  sure,  of  that  I  have  no  fear; 
Jfy  thoughts  are  always  of  her,  too,  no  matter  where  I  roam; 
But  soon  we'll  wed  and  settle  down  in  our  own  happy  home; 
A  happier  pair  could  not  be  found  than  Mary  Jane  and  I; 
I  hope  it  will  continue  so  until  the  day  I  die; 
My  troubles  will  be  at  an  end,  I'll  know  no  care  or  woe. 
With  pretty  Mary  Casey  from  the  County  of  Mayo. 
Mary  Jane  Casey,  you're  the  flower  of  my  heart,  etc. 


When  the  Cows  Are  Coming  Home. 


Copyright.  1892,  by  W.  Schmiel. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  othw  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  l)y  Henry  J.  Wehman,  13U&132 

Park  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Music  by  W.  C.  Schroder. 


When  jingle,  jangle,  jingle, 

'Way  down  the  dusky  dingle, 

Koling,  kolang,  koliiig,  kolaug,  the  cows  are  coming  home. 

IIow  sweet  and  fair  aud  soft  and  low 

The  airy  tinklings  come  and  go, 
Lilie  chimiugs  from  a  far-off  tower. 
Or  patt'rings  of  an  April  shower, 

That  makes  the  daisies  grow. 

Chorus. 

Then  jingle,  jangle,  jingle,  and  klingle,  klangle,  kiingle, 
Kohng,  kolang,  koling,  kolang,  the  cows  are  coming  home. 

With  jingle,  jangle,  jingle,  soft  tones  that  sweetly  mingle, 
Koling,  kolang,  koling,  kolang,  the  cows  are  coming  home.— {Dan re. "^       / 


When  jingle,  jangle.  Jingle, 

'Way  down  the  dusky  dingle, 

Koling,  kolang,  koling,  kolang,  the  cows  arc  coming  home. 

Through  violet  air  we  see  the  town. 

And  the  summer  dew  a-sllpping  down, 
Aud  the  maple  In  the  hazel  glade 
Throws  down  the  path  a  longer  shade. 

And  the  hills  are  growing  brown.— C7«>n/«  «f-  Ikiuct. 

Then  tinkle,  tankle,  tinkle. 

Through  fern  aud  ])erijinkle, 

Koling,  kolang,  koling,  kolang,  the  cows  are  coming  home. 

And  over  there  upou  the  hill 

Sounds  plain  the  cry  of  "  whip-poor-will," 
And  the  dewdrops  lie  on  the  tangled  vines, 
Aud  o'er  the  poplars  Venus  shines, 

And  o'er  the  silent  mill.— CAori/«  rf- />a«<». 
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— It  is  bard  to  believe  that  a  man  who  doesn't  agree  with  us  ciin  { 
\  be  altogether  right  in  his  heart.  r 
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HAD    A    DOLLAR    NOTE. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Charles  Devore. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Devore,  the  VentriIo(|Uist. 


I 


\':' 


A  man  who  hasn't  got  a  cent  ie  hard  np  yoii  will  eay; 
But  I've  uo  doubt  that  t<oiiie  of  yuii  urc  ofteiitinioe  that  way; 
or  cour«>e,  you  back  the  favorite,  and  liope  to  uiuke  it  |>ay; 
But  when  your  luouey  is  uH  gone,  you're  more  than  upt  to  say: 

CHORt'8. 

If  I  only  had  a  dollar  note,  how  happy  1  would  he, 
I'd  back  the  favorite  once  more  and  play  at  policy; 
For  if  I  lost  my  money,  sure  I'd  i)awu  my  overcoat; 
Aud  such  a  glorious  epoit  I'd  be  if  I  had  a  dollar  note. 

The  dude  who  gets  just  six  a  week  oft  tries  to  cut  a  dash; 
And  on  some  charmer  whom  he  meets,  will  freely  spend  his  casli; 
To  balls  and  parties  they  will  go,  and  soniciimes  to  the  play; 
But  When  his  money  ia  all  gone,  you'll  plainly  hear  him  say: 

Cborus. 

If  I  only  l«d  a  dollar  note,  liow  happy  I  would  be, 
I'd  talie  my  dear  Jemima  Ann  down  by  the  deep  bine  sea; 
We'd  take  a  trip  to  Coney  Isle  upon  the  bin  fteamlioat; 
Aud  such  aglorious  time  we'd  have  if  1  had  a  dollar  note. 

The  man  who  xforks  from  morn  till  umht  and  gets  just  two  )>er  d:iy 
Is  apt  to  lio  off  ou  a  toot  whene'er  he  draws  his  pay; 
Of  course  his  wife  looks  out  for  that;  she'll  rob  the  jwor  old  jny, 
Aud  when  he  sees  that  he's  dead  broke,  you'll  plainly  hear  him  i^uy: 

j  Chorus. 

If  I  only  h.id  a  dollar  note,  iiow  happy  I  would  be; 
I'd  paint  ll»e  town  a  crimson  hue  ami  have  a  jolly  spree; 
I'd  leave  niy  work  upun  tlie  docks  and  to  a  bar-room  tiuat, 
Aud  such  a  glorious  drunk  I'd  have  if  1  had  a  dollar  note. 

Sometimes  a  man  in  feeble  health  will  try  the  artful  dodge. 
And  ten  to  one  he's  sure  to  join  a  bencflcial  lodge; 
He'll  work  the  snap  for  all  it's  worth,  so  he  can  draw  sick  pay. 
And  every  time  he  feels  unwell,  you're  sure  to  hear  him  suy; 

Caonrs. 

If  I  only  had  a  dollar  note,  how  happy  I  would  be; 

I  think  tlie  lodge  should  ante  up  whde  I'm  In  niisery; 

For  sure  it's  broken  up  1  am  siuce  when  I  rode  the  goat, 

Aud  1  think  'twould  make  me  well  again  if  I  had  u  dollar  note. 


Parody  on :       . 

Where  the  Chicken  Got  the  Axe. 


Written  by  Gardner  Minard. 
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1k: 


I  bouiiht  a  chee^kered  suit  of  clothes  one  year  a^o  to-day; 

It  was  mittle  ofjtlie  brightest  hue^,  I  tell  you  it  looked  gay; 

I'll  tell  you  why  it  is  fliut  now  I  feel  so  forlorn: 

The  seats  of  lli^  pants  became  detached  before  the  thing  was  worn; 

My  mother  putia  bright  red  patch  riu'ht  in  the  vacant  space; 

My  coat-tails  they  were  longer  then  aud  covered  up  that  place, 

But  when  I  etooi)ed  to  pick  a  stoue  to  fire  at  a  ram, 

lie  thundered  up  against  me  aud  butted  me  to  jam, 

Choucs. 
I  got  it  where  my  mother  sowed  the  patch, 
With  a  ram  I  was  in  uo  hurry  for  a  mutch, 

But  he  made  a  darinc  run 

Aud  hit  me  just  for  fun 
Right  where  my  mother  sewed  the  patch. 

I  saw  my  girl  the  other  night,  lier  parents  were  in  bed. 

But  everything  was  quiet— they  could  hear  just  what  we  said; 

We  talked  about  the  latest  news,  of  politics  and  that; 

It  must  have  been  one  hour  or  two  hours  that  we  sat. 

I  offered  her  a  plain  gold  ring— there  were  footsteps  up  above; 

I  noticed  her  uneasiness  when  I  called  her  my  love, 

And  just  as  I  was  kissing  her,  her  Pa  came  In  the  room. 

And  gave  me  such  a  eiuuuiug  kick  I  thought  I'd  met  my  doom. 

Cuouus, 
I  got  it  \jhere  my  mother  sewed  the  patch. 
Just  l>ecause  that  parlor  door  1  failed  to  latch. 

He  lifted  up  his  toe— 

When  it  struck  it  wasn't  slow; 
I  got  it  where  my  mother  sewed  the  patch. 

O'er  an  orchard  fence  the  other  day  were  apples  on  tho  ground; 
Ou  the  fence  I  jumped  aud  listened,  but  no  one  was  around; 
1  picked  up  apples  one  by  one— my  pockets  were  near  full — 
And  when  I  turned  around  again  there  stood  a  pretty  bull; 
It  liapi>ened  when  I  looked  again  he  was  stauding  just  the  same. 
He  looked  at  me  so  very  soft,  of  course  I  thought  him  tame, 
But  wheu  I  made  tracks  for  the  fence,  he  lifted  up  his  feet 
Aud  downed  his  bead,  aud  went  at  me  aud  caught  me  iu  the  scat. 

Chohus. 
I  got  it  where  my  mother  eewed  the  patch ; 
O'er  the  fence  I  landed  in  briers  that  did  scratch. 

I'll  never  go  there  any  more; 

I'm  feeling  very  sore 
Right  where  my  mother  sewed  the  patch. 


HUSBAND'S    REQUIEM. 
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Breath  low,  thou  gentle  wind,  breathe  soft  and  low; 
The  beautiful  lies  died,  the  joy  of  life  is  fled, 
Aud  my  loue  heart  is  wed  heucefurth  to  woe.  ."; 

Th.it  thou  shoulilst  droop  and  die  at  early  morn. 
While  yet  thy  graceful  dew  a  joyous  fragrance  drew 
From  every  iiower  that  grew  life's  )mth  along. 

The  green  earth  mourns  for  thee,  thou  dearest  one; 

A  pliiinlive  tone  i«  heard,  and  flower  aud  leaflet  stirred^ 

And  every  favorite  bird  tings  siid  and  low. 

Pale  is  thy  brow  and  dimmed  thy  sparkling  eye. 
Affection's  sweelcct  token  is  lost  forever  and  broken. 
The  last  kind  word  is  spokeu— Why  did'et  thou  die? 


A  Little  Blue  Forge t-Me-Not 

Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  SchmieL 
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Woi-ds  by  Mrs.  Alex.  McVcikIi  Jlillei .     Music  by  W.  C.  Scbrader. 


My  little  love  of  long  ago,  I  woi.der  if  you  have  forgot 
The  summer  day  you  gave  to  me  a  little  blue  forget-me-not; 
A  little  blue  forget-me-not,  all  diamouded  with  morning  dew; 
You  kissed  me,  too,  my  little  love,  aud  promised  always  to  be  tme. 
Oh,  little  blue  forget-me-not,  that  bloomed  bes  de  her  cottage-door; 
They  made  her  break  her  truth  to  me,  alas!  because  (  was  too  poor. 
Once  only  after  years,  long  years,  within  u  crowded  hall  we  met; 
Those  eyes,  like  blue  for-gut-me-nots,  looked  up  to  mine  all  sad  and  wet. 
A  little  blue  forget-me-not  was  lying  dead  upon  my  breast; 
I  wondered  if  she  Kuessed.    Ah,  no!  I  bowed  in  scorn  and  that  was  best, 
For  never,  never  shall  she  know  it  broke  my  heart  when  she  forgot; 
Tsor  that  I  keep  for  dead  love's  sake  u  faded  blue  forget-me-uot. 

They  wrote  to  me  she  had  foreot,  a  richer  suitor  came  to  woo; 

The  little  bli4e  forget-me-not  faded  because  she  was  untrue; 

Within  a  palace  home  she  dwells,  diamonds  are  hers,  and  Orient  pearls; 

fehe  wears  no  blue  forget-me-nots  entwined  among  her  golden  curls. 

Oh,  little  blue  forget-me-not,  that  bloomed  beside  her  cottage-door,  etc. 


( 


Parody  on:  (>' 

My  Sweetheart's  the  Man  in  the  Moon. 


By  Charles  Dcvore,  the  Ventriloquist. 
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There's  u  girl  whose  face  is  freckled,  just  across  the  way. 
And  she  siui:s  about  a  sweetheart  many  miles  away. 
But  I  know  tluit  if  the  fellow  thought  the  same  as  I, 
He  would  never  wed  the  maiden,  but  would  pass  her  by. 

C'HOBt'S.  .  , 

She  looks  like  a  great  big  balloon 

Wheu  she's  trying  to  \\arl)le  that  lime, 

With  a  look  on  her  mug  .'ike  a  big  English  pug, 

And  a  voice  like  tt  boozer  just  out  of  Inc  jug.      .   . 

She  says  she  is  only  sixteen— 

A  sister  of  my  Mary  Green; 

But  you'd  drop  in  a  faint  for  to  see  her  use  paint 

Wheu  she  winks  at  the  man  in  the  moon. 

Once  the  girl  was  called  a  beauty,  that  was  long  ago. 

But  she's  raised  a  set  of  whiskers  that's  a  holy  show. 

Now  she  works  the  free-luncli  counter,  drinks  her  beer  with  grace, 

Aud  the  kids  all  holler  at  her.  Go  and  soak  your  face. 

CUOBUS. 

She  sung  in  our  back  yard  last  night,  -     ' 

While  the  moon  it  was  shining  so  bright. 
But  the  dog  interfered  when  he  noticed  the  beard. 
And  he  chased  her  a  mile  in  u  manner  quite  weird. 
I  hear  that  to-day  she  dropped  dead- 
She  busted  her  lung,  so  they  said, 

Aud  the  last  words  she  said,  just  before  she  dropped  dead. 
Were,  I'll  go  to  the  man  iu  the  moon. 


— A  successful  man  usually  lias  four  metallic  qtialiflcations— 
gold  ill  his  pocket,  silver  in  Lis  tongue,  brass  in  his  face,  aud  iron 
in  his  heart. 

—Excused  This  Time.— Sciioolraarm  (with  ominous  looks  in 
lier  eye):  "  What  made  you  so  late,  Thomas  Blanc?  "  Thomas:  , 
"  Been  figl  tin'."  Schoolmarm  (advancing  furiously):  "  You  have,  ^ 
eh?  "  Thomas:  "  Yes,  ma'am.  A  boy  said  you  wuz  ugly  as  home-  > 
made  sin,  an'  I  jest  give  it  to  him."  Schoolmarm:  "Well,' 
Thomas,  dear,  I'll  have  to  pardon  you  this  lime,  but  control  your  ( 
temper  the  best  you  can."  ( 
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IN   DREAMS  I   SEE  MY  MOTHER 
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Oh,  Sing  that  Plaintive  Air  Again. 
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In  dreams  I  eee  my  mother  now. 
Her  locks  are  eilvered  gray; 

I  see  upon  lier  placid  brow 
The  cares  of  many  a  day; 

Iler  eyes  grow  dim,  her  step  Is  Blow, 
Her  BtrcuKth  is  failing  fast; 

Her  voice  is  tremulous  and  low. 
For  youth's  bright  day  is  past. 
For  youth's  bright  day  is  past. 

We  knelt  in  childhood  by  her  side. 

To  say  our  evening  prayer; 
Her  gentle  voice  was  tiien  our  guide,  * 

It  soothed  each  little  care. 
But  as  at  night  the  wenry  dove 

Flies  to  her  mmintnin  nest, 
She  winged  her  way  to  heaven  above. 

With  angels  there  to  rest, 

Witli  angels  there  to  rest. 

If  then  yon  have  a  mother  dear,     - 
Oh,  love  her  while  you  may; 

She  will  not  always  linger  here,  ■ 
Too  soon  she'll  pass  away. 

Her  love  we  know  not  how  to  prize 
Till  from  us  she  is  riven; 

Till,  like  an  angel  from  the  ekics, 
She  points  the  way  to  heaven. 
She  points  the  way  to  heaven. 


THE    WHITE    PILGRIM. 
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I  came  to  the  spot  where  the  White  Pilgrim  lay,     ■  •- 

And  pensively  stood  by  his  tomb, 
When,  in  a  low  whisper,  I  heard  somethiug  eay,     ' 

Uow  sweetly  I  sleep  here  alone. 

The  tempest  may  howl,  and  the  loud  thunders  roll, 

And  the  gathering  storms  may  arise; 
Yet  calm  are  my  feelines,  at  rest  is  my  soul. 

The  tears  are  all  wiped  from  these  eyes. 

The  cause  of  my  Master  compels  me  from  home, 

I  bid  my  companions  farewell; 
I  left  my  sweet  children,  who  for  me  now  mourn. 

In  far  distant  regions  to  dwell. 

I  wandered  an  exile  and  stranger  below. 

To  publish  salvation  abroad; 
The  trump  of  the  Gospel  endeavored  to  blow. 

Inviting  poor  eiuiiets  to  God. 

But  when  among  strangers  and  far  from  my  home, 

No  kindred  or  relative  nigh, 
I  met  the  contagion  and  sank  in  my  tomb, 

My  spirit  to  mansions  on  high. 

Oh,  tell  my  companions  and  children  most  dear 

To  weep  not  for  Joceph,  tho'  gone: 
The  same  hand  that  led  me  thro'  eceues  dark  and  drear 

Has  kindly  assisted  me  home. 

I  called  at  the  house  of  the  mourner  below; 

I  entered  the  mansion  of  grief. 
And  tears  of  deep  sorrow  most  freely  did  flow, 

I  tried  but  could  give  no  relief. 

There  sat  a  lone  widow,  dejected  and  sad,- 

By  affliction  and  sorrow  o])pressed, 
And  here  were  her  children  in  mourning  arr.nyed. 

And  sighs  were  escaping  each  breast. 

I  spoke  to  the  widow  concerning  her  grief,  ■     ' 

I  asked  her  the  cause  of  her  woe, 
And  why  there  was  nothing  to  give  her  relief, 

Or  soothe  her  deep  sorrow  below.  , 

She  looked  at  her  children,  then  looked  upon  mc— 

Thai  look  (  can  never  forget; 
More  eloquent  far  than  a  seiaph  may  be. 

It  spoke  of  the  trials  she  met. 

The  hand  of  affliction  falls  heavily  now; 

I  am  left  with  my  children  to  mourn; 
The  friend  of  my  youth  is  silent  and  low 

In  yonder  cold  grave-yard  alone. 

But  why  should  T  mourn  or  feel  to  complain. 

Or  think  the  misfortune  is  hard? 
Have  I  met  with  affliction,  'tis  truly  bis  gain; 

Ue  enters  the  joy  of  his  Lord. 

His  word  is  completed  and  finished  below, 

His  lust  fear  has  fallen,  I  trust; 
Be  has  |>reaclied  his  last  sermon  and  met  his  last  foc«    ; 

He  has  conquered  and  now  is  at  rest. 


Oh,  sing  that  plaintive  air  again. 
It  sweetly  on  my  spirit  fell ; 

My  angel  mother  loved  the  strain. 
And  oreathed  it  with  her  last  farewell. 
And  breathed  it  with  her  last  farewell. 

That  eons  she  loved  I'll  fondly  prize 
Until  her  form  again  I  see, 

For  since  she  left  us  for  the  skies. 
All,  nil  she  loved  is  dear  to  me— 
All,  all  she  loved  is  dear  to  rac. 

Then  sing  that  plaintive  air  again, 

It  sweetly  on  my  spirit  fell; 
My  angel  mother  loved  the  strain, 

Andnreathed  it  with  her  last  farewell, 
'   And  breathed  it  with  her  last  farewell. 


•  t  •    ■ 


WE'RE    HOMEWARD    BOUND. 
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We're  homeward  bound,  far  out  upon  the  billow. 
Within  my  soul  what  glnd'ning  thoughts  arise. 
For  soon  I'll  rest  my  head  upon  the  pillow, 
.    '  .,        At  home,  dear  home,  beneath  my  native  skies. 

Our  bark  rides  true  and  slow  the  heavy  waves  along 
With  lightning  speed  before  the  gale  we  sweep, 
And  proud  our  ship  to  l>ear  us  o'er  the  deep. 
Willi  lightning  speed  before  the  gale  we  sweep, 
And  proud  our  snip  to  bear  us  o'er  the  deej). 

We're  homeward  l>ound,  to  use  a  thought  consoling; 

Upon  the  ocean  many  a  weary  day 
We're  tossed  when  tempests  mountain  high  were  rolling, 

But  tliouirhts  of  home  have  driven  fear  away. 
We've  crossed  the  oceau  blue  in  search  of  pleasures  new. 
But  where  are  licarts  so  warm  the  wide  world  o'er 
As  those  we'll  meet  upon  my  native  shore? 
Biit  where  are  hearts  so  warm  the  wide  world  o'er 
As  those  we'll  meet  upon  my  native  shore  f 

We're  homeward  bound,  then  banish  every  sorrow, 

To-day  no  care  or  grief  my  heart  shall  know. 
Sweet  hope  has  kindly  whispered  that  to-morrow 

I'll  meet  the  loved  I  left  so  long  ago; 
'Tis  years  since  last  we  met,  but  love  can  ne'er  forget 
A  welcome  warm  is  mine  from  friends  at  home, 
'  Then  speed  good  ship,  no  more  from  them  111  roam; 
A  welcome  warm  is  mine  from  friends  at  liome. 
Then  8)>eed  good  ship,  no  more  from  them  I'll  roam. 


That  Girl  in  the  Serpentine  Dance. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Will  Rossiter. 
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The  latest  sensation  we've  got  in  the  town. 

She  lives  next  to  us  on  the  street, 
•    Reporters  of  dailies  are  writing  her  up, 

To  see  her  it  is  a  great  treat; 
She's  not  a  prize-fighter  from  Australia's  shore. 

Or  ballet-girl  over  from  France, 
With  her  new-fangled  style  she's  knocked  them  all  cold. 

Has  this  girl  in  the  serpentine  dance. 

CnoR08. 
She's  graceful  and  neat,  such  curves  she  makes, 
A  man,  if  he's  sober,  would  think  he  had  snakes; 
She's  startled  the  town,  they  seem  in  a  trance. 
With  her  latest  sensation,  the  serpeniine  dance. 

In  this  great  creation  she  dresses  like  Eve; 

Iler  clothes  they  are  usually  white; 
The  first  thing  they  do  is  to  turn  out  the  gas; 

Of  course  that  makes  her 'out  of  sight." 
';   Then  up  starts  tlie  music,  you  see  a  dark  form. 

While  lime  lights  quite  prettily  rise. 
Then  she  lifts  up  her  dress,  tliat's  simply  Immense, 

That  you'll  hardly  believe  your  own  eyes.— C'Aonw. 

It's  a  great  inspiration,  it  thrills  to  the  core, 

The  bald-headed  men  have  a  treat;  ^ 

They  seem  to  be  dreaming  as  if  in  a  daze — 

You'll  see  them  rise  up  from  their  seat. 
•  And  when  it's  all  over  they're  weak  from  the  strain 

Of  watching  that  beautiful  sight, 
And  as  they're  homeward  bound,  you'll  hear  them  remark. 

Now  we'll  have  to  come  here  every  night. —  Chorus. 


,  K 


-Ho-w  does  a  boy  look  if  you  hurt  him?  It  makes  him  yell  "OhT 


—-■■'- 
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PHADRia    CROHOORE 

-Ottt- 

Tlie  Irish  Lochinvar. 
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Oh '.  Plmdrig  Crohoorc  was  a  broth  of  a  hoy, 

And  he  stood  in  lii»  stockiuge  e!x  Feet  eight, 
Aud  lii»  arm  was  as  thick  as  another  muu's  ihtgh— 

'Tis  Phadrig  was  great. 

Ilia  hair  was  as  b1$ick  as  the  shadows  of  night, 

Aud  It  liuni;  over  scars  got  In  many  a  figlit; 

And  hie  voice,  like  the  tliunder,  was  deep,  strong  and  loud, 

Aud  liis  eye  flashed  like  lightning  from  under  a  cloud. 

lie  was  liked  by  the  girls,  too,  for  he  could  spake  civil 

And  $wcet,  when  he  chose  it.    Och,  he  was  the  divil. 

And  there  wasn't  a  girl  from  thirty-five  under, 

Devil  a  matter  how  cross,  but  he  could  come  "round  her; 

Hni  of  all  whom  he  smiled  on  80  sweetly,  but  one 

Was  the  girl  of  hfs  heart,  and  he  loved  her  alone. 

As  warm  as  the  sun,  as  tlie  rock  Arm  and  sure. 

Was  the  love  of  tike  heart  of  young  Phadrig  Crohoore; 

lie  would  die  for  t  smile  from  his  KuthU-en  O'Brien, 

For  his  love,  like  his  hatred,  was  strong  as  a  lion. 

But  one  Michael  O'Uanlon  loved  Kathleen  as  well 

As  ho  hated  Crohoore,  aud  that  was  like  hell; 

And  O'Biien  liked  him,  for  they  were  all  the  same  parties. 

The  O'Uuulone,  O'Briens,  O'Ryans,  McCarthies; 

And  they  all  went  rogether  in  liatiug  Crohoore, 

For  many's  ihe  bating  he  gave  them  before. 

So  O'UauIou  makes  np  to  O'Brien,  aud  says  he: 

'I'll  marry  your  daughter  if  you  give  her  to  me." 

So  tlic  match  was  made  np,  and  when  Shrovetide  came  on 

The  compiiny  assembled,  three  hundred,  if  one; 

The  O'Uunlons,  of  course,  turned  out  strong  on  thai  day. 

And  the  piiHirs  and  flddlt-rs  were  tearing  away. 

Tht-re  was  laughing  and  roaring  and  jigt;iug  and  flinging 

And  joUtng  and  blessing  and  kissing  and  cinging,  , 

And  tlu'v  were  all  merry;  why  not,  to  be  sure? 

That  O'Uanlan  got  inside  of  Phadrig  Crohoore. 

And  iht-y  all  talked  and  laughed,  the  length  of  the  table. 

Ailing  and  driiikini;  while  they  were  able— 

With  pi])iiiL'and  fiddling  ami  roaring  like  thunder. 

Faith,  you'd  think  your  head  fairly  was  splitting  asunder; 

And  the  priest  shouted,  "  Silence,  ye  babblers,  again." 

And  he  took  np  his  prayer-hook  and  was  going  to  begin; 

And  they  all  held  their  funning  and  jigging  aud  bawling 

So  silent  you'd  notice  the  smallest  pin  falliiiK: 

And  the  priest  was  beginning  to  read,  when  the  door 

Was  flung  back  to  the  wall,  aud  in  walked  Crohoore. 

Oh!  Phadriir  Crohoore  was  a  broth  of  a  boy, 

And  he  stood  ^ix  feet  eight; 
His  arm  wiig  as  big  as  another  man's  thigh— 

"Tis  Phadrig  was  great. 

As  he  v.alked  slowly  up,  watched  by  many  a  bright  eye. 

As  a  dark  cloud  moves  on  through  the  stars  in  Ihe  sky; 

None  dared  to  oppose  him,  for  Phadrig  w  as  great, 

Till  he  stood,  all  alone,  just  in  front  of  the  seat 

Where  O'Hunlon  and  Kathleen,  his  beautiful  bride. 

Were  seated  tofjethcr,  the  two  side  by  side. 

lie  looked  on  Kathleen  till  her  poor  heart  near  broke. 

Then  he  turned  to  O'Brien,  her  father,  and  spoke; 

And  liis  voice,  like  the  thunder,  was  deep,  strong  and  load. 

And  his  eye  flashed  like  lightning  from  under  a  cloud: 

"  I  did  not  come  here  like  a  tame,  crawling  mouse, 

I  stand  like  a  man,  in  my  enemy's  house; 

In  the  Arid,  on  the  road,  Phadrig  never  knew  fear 

Of  his  foemen.  and,  God  knows,  he  scorns  it  here. 

I  ask  but  your  leave,  for  three  minutes  or  four. 

To  s|M'ak  to  that  girl  whom  I  ne'er  may  see  more." 

Then  he  turned  to  Kathleen,  aud  his  voice  changed  its  tone. 

For  he  thought  of  the  days  when  he  called  her  his  own; 

And  said  he:  "Kathleen  bawn,  is  it  true  what  I  hear — 

Is  this  match  your  free  choice,  without  tlireatcniiig  or  fear? 

If  so,  say  the  word,  and  I'll  turn  and  dejNirt, 

Cheated  once,  but  once  only,  by  womaus  false  heart." 

Oh,  sorrow  and  love  made  the  poor  girl  quite  dumb, 

She  tried  hard  to  sjteak.  but  the  worus  wouldn't  come; 

For  the  sound  of  his  voice  as  he  stood  there  fominst  her 

Struck  cold  on  her  heart,  like  the  night  wind  in  winter; 

And  the  tearo  in  her  blue  eyes  were  trembling  to  flow, 

And  her  checks  were  as  pale  as  tlie  mountains  in  snow. 

Then  the  heart  of  bold  Phadrig  swelled  high  in  its  place; 

For  he  knew,  by  one  look  on  that  beautiful  face, 

That,  though  strangers  and  foeiueu  their  pledged  hands  might  sever, 

ller  heart  was  sUII  his,  aud  his  ouly,  forever. 

Then  he  lifted  Ids  voice,  like  the  eagle's  hoarse  call. 

And  cried  out:  "  .She's  mine  yet,  in  spite  of  ye  all." 

But  up  jumped  O'llanlon,  and  a  tall  chap  was  he. 

And  he  gazed  on  bold  Phadrig  as  fierce  as  could  be; 

And  suvs  he:  "  By  my  fathers,  before  yon  go  out, 

Bold  Ptiadng  Crohoore,  you  must  stand  for  a  bout." 

Then  Phadrig  macle  answer,  saying:  "I'll  do  my  endeavor," 

And  with  one  blow  he  stretched  out  O'Uanlon  forever. 


Then  he  caught  np  his  Kathleen  and  rushed  to  the  door, 
He  leaped  on  his  liorse  aiu!  he  swung  her  before; 
And  they  all  were  so  bothered  that  not  a  man  stirred. 
Till  the  galloping  hoofs  on  the  pavement  were  heard; 
Then  up  they  all  started  like  bees  in  a  swarm. 
And  I  hey  riz  a  great  shout,  like  the  burst  of  a  storm; 
And  they  ran  and  they  jumped  and  they  shouted  galore, 
But  Phadrig  or  Kathleen  they  never  saw  more. 

But  those  days  are  gone  by,  and  his,  too,  are  o'er. 

And  the  grass  is  now  growing  o'er  the  grave  of  Crohoore; 

For  he  couldn't  be  aisy  or  quiet  at  all. 

As  he  lived  a  brave  boy,  he  resolved  so  to  fall; 

So  he  took  a  good  pike— for  Phadrig  was  great. 

And  be  died  fur  old  Ireland  in  tlje  year  uiuety-eight. 


WILL   YOU   JOIN   IN   THE   ARMY 
OF   THE   SWEET   SALVATION? 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Monroe  11.  Rosenfeld. 
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In  me  yon  sec  a  little  girt  demure,  who's  quite  overse  from  sin; 
I  dote  on  all  that's  very  good  and  inire,  and  try  all  hearts  to  win; 
The  Army  of  Salvation  I  now  foualy  rrpresent. 
And  to  eucli  young  mau  here  I  sigh,  Wiiy  don't  yon  all  repeutf 

Chouus. 
Will  you  come?  will  yon  come? 
Will  yon  join  in  Ihe  Army  of  the  sweet  Salvation? 
Will  you  come?  will  you  come? 
Or  you  won't  get  to  heaven  when  you  die. 

At  nice  yonng  men  I  never,  never  smile,  alihougli  they  wink  at  me; 
I'm  very  quiet  nearly  all  the  while,  as  maidens  ought  to  be; 
I  never  dance,  for  that  is  wrong,  although  the  steps  I  know. 
Yet  wheu  I  hear  a  jolly  eoug  I'd  like  to  shake  this  toe.— Chorus. 

Some  peoj>lc  say  we  never  should  bo  wed,  that  married  men  are  bad, 
That  marriage  is  a  failure,  so  it's  said,  and  women  always  sad; 
Perhaps  you  think  I'm  single,  too,  have  no  connubial  sins, 
But  come  with  me,  I'll  show  to  you  a  pair  of  bouncing  twins.— 6'Ao7i/*. 

Oil  rainy  da}-B  the  girls  arc  often  seen  parading  down  the  street; 

They  lift  iheir  skirts,  some  pink  and  others  green;  I  think  that's  indiscreet; 

I  never  try  the  men  to  cliarm,  but  wheu  it  comes  to  clothes, 

I  think  it  ieu't  any  haim  to  show  these  pretty  houc— Chorus. 


KITTY    NOLAN. 
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In  a  neat  little  cot  dwells  a  dear  little  maid. 
With  the  style  of  a  lady  so  gentle  and  Plaid,   '      ' 
She's  the  fairest  young  creature  that  ever  I've  seen, 
And  the  form  of  an  angel  has  Kitty,  my  queen. 
I  know  that  for  me  she'll  he  waiting. 

For  far  o'er  Ihe  seas  I  have  been; 
And  a  small  golden  ring  I  am  taking 

For  Kitty,  my  own  Irisli  queeu.  ^ 

CUORVS. 

Kitty  Nolan,  Kitty  Nolan,  she  is  the  pride  of  my  heart. 

For  nobody  ever  shall  our  hearts  sever,  from  her  I  never  will  part; 

Our  trials  and  treasures,  sorrows  and  pleasures,  we'll  share  together  thto' 

My  darling  Kitty,  so  charming  aud  pretty,  to-morrow  becomes  my  wife. 

Oh,  at  school  and  in  childhood  together  we  played. 
And  oft  haud-in-hand  thro'  the  meadows  we've  strayed. 
And  as  we  grew  older,  otir  troubles  we'd  share, 
And  I'd  fight  all  her  battles  and  little  I'd  care. 
But  when  the  time  came  for  leave-tukiug, 

Aud  I  was  to  cross  the  wide  sea; 
She  promised,  with  heart  almost  breaking,  :    _ 

That  she  would  remaiu  true  to  mc.—CAorK«. 

But  now  I'm  returning  to  Kitty,  my  queen, 

To  tell  my  adventures  and  siglits  tliat  I've  seen. 

To  tell  her  the  things  that  a  sailor  can  do, 

But  the  best  of  them  all,  that  his  love  can  prove  true; 

To-inorrow,  with  wedding-hells  ringing, 

We'll  banish  all  trouble  and  strife; 
To  me  all  world's  happiness  bringing, 

Wheu  Kitty,  I  make  her  my  wife.— C'AoTM*. 
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my  butter  is  the  strongest  in  the  market  may  mean  well,  but  he  is  ' 
not  the  man  I  want  to  flatter  me  a  second  time."  :   I 
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THE    LETTER    IN    MY    HEART. 
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cents;  or  tlils  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  l>y  Henry  J.  Weliiiian,  130  <S  132 

Park  How,  New  York.    Postage  8t|jnps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  WIU  H.  Fox.    Arranged  by  G.  M.  Rosenberg. 


Within  my  lienrt  tliere  is  a  letter,  a  letter  written  years  nsro. 
And  could  you,  love,  but  read  its  content*,  what  bitter  tears  would  eiin-ly  flow; 
Since  childhood  on  have  I  been  faithful,  your  image  it  does  ne'er  dti)art; 
Oh,  hasten  then  and  eaae  my  sorrow,  and  read  the  letter  iu  my  heart. 

Chorus. 

I  love  no  one  but  yon,  ever  constant  and  true 

I  will  remain  until  life  does  depart: 
Come  to  my  arojs  once  more,  speak  those  sweet  words  of  yore,    • 

And  read  the  tender  letter  iu  my  heart. 

The  letter  in  my  heart's  unopened,  though  stained  by  many  a  lovinj;  tear; 
On  earth  there's  none  could  read  it  better  than  you,  the  one  my  soul  to  chet'i; 
With  some  life's  pathway  is  so  radiant,  with  me,  alas,  'tis  very  dark; 
Then  come  my  own  and  be  my  sunshine,  and  read  this  letter  in  my  heart.—  Cho. 


m%^ 


KISS    ME    AG-AIN. 

Copyright,  1877,  by  E.  H.  Hardhig. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Slonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reocipt  of  <0 

cents:  or  tliisand  any  twootlifr  Sunes  f»r  One  I>ollar,  l>y  ilunry  J.  Wchnian,  l'M)&Vi" 

Park  Ituw,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


I  have  a  darling  whom  I  adore; 
When  he  is  near  I  am  sighing  no  more; 
Lone  are  the  liours  when  we  are  apart, 
Fondly  his  imaKe  now  dwells  in  my  heart. 
Sweet  hours  of  gladness  we  pass  fide  by  side. 
Waiting  the  day  when  I'll  be  his  bride; 
Dearly  lie  loves  me,  but  never  iu  vain, 
Soon  he  Is  coming  to  kiss  me  again. 

Chorus. 

Kiss  me  again  and  say  that  you  love  me, 

Ever  my  oarling  remain; 

Kiss  me  a^ain,  and  if  I  complain. 

Say  that  you  love  ue  aud  kiss  me  again. 

Sweet  18  the  kiss  that  lovers  can  share; 

Uow  it  will  cheer  you  and  banish  all  care; 

Never  refuse  one,  never  be  shy. 

Don't  be  too  bashful  and  cry  out  "Oh,  myl " 

Kisses  are  plenty  aud  kisses  are  sweet — 

When  you  take  one,  the  dose  you'll  re|H!at; 

If  with  your  loved  one  you'd  always  remain, 

Come  to  his  side  and  say,  "  Kiss  me  againl  "—Ckorn 


CRINO-LENA. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  N,  Weinsteln  &  Co.,  New  York. 


«    All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son<r  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rocpipt  of  10 

cents;  or  thisand  any  twooth*T  Sun((8  for  One  Dollar,  by  Hrnry  J.  Wi-hnian,  l'«i&132 

P&rk  Row,  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Matt.  C.  Woodward. 


I  live  in  the  country  and  Lena's  my  name, 

I've  come  just  to  visit  your  town; 
But  that's  no  excuse  for  you  follis  to  mal;e  game 

Of  me  and  my  elegant  gown; 
A  man  came  aud  stared  as  I  stepped  from  the  car, 

When  my  crinoline  caught  iu  the  door; 
I  cried,  "Go  away,  sir;  how  vulgar  you  are."    % 

lie  only  replied  with  a  roar:  ^ 

Cborus. 
Lena,  Lena,  Crino-Lena, 

Where  did  you  buy  that  queer  machine? 
You're  caged  like  a  linnet,  balloons  are  not  in  it; 

You're  simply  immense  iu  your  crinoline.— [/>««(*«.] 

Vn  matter  the  time  and  no  matter  the  place, 

Tliey  guy  me  wherever  I  go; 
To  fee  how  they  laugh  yon  would  think  that  my  face 

Was  a  sort  of  variety  show; 
I  wanted  a  rest,  so  I  entered  a  church, 

When  up  all  the  choristers  sprung; 
In  their  books  for  a  hymn  they  ha<l  started  to  search, 

But  as  soon  as  they  saw  me  ihey  eung:—  C hortis, 

A  naughty  old  bachelor  made  love  to  me; 

1  asked  him  to  marry  me  soon; 
"  I'm  not  quite  that  sort  of  a  hair-pin,"  said  he; 

"Go  marry  the  man  in  the  moon." 
I  sued  him  for  breach;  I'd  liave  won  it  I  guess. 

But  the  jury  all  rose  to  a  man: 
"May  we  question  the  lady?"  The  judge  replied  "Yes," 

Aud  this  is  the  way  they  began:— C'A<//««. 


I     »  s  * 


—Why  is  the  letter  F  like  a  cow's  tail?  It  is  the  end  of  beef. 


-■^■^1 


THE    DEAR    OLD    HOME. 

Copyright,  189S,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  rights  reserved,  ■    - 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  "be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sones  f'<r  Ono  Dollar,  liy  Uenry  J.  Wehinan,  130&1SS 

Park  Uow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 


Words  and  Music  by  Leoua  Fontalubleau  Jerome. 


This  world's  a  dream  of  vast  excitement,  'most  ev'ry  one  seems  on  the  rush, 
Both  men  and  women,  late  and  early,  and  oft  the  strong  the  weak  will  crush. 
How  f>tranL!e  'tis  that,  midst  all  this  glamour,  oft  our  thoughts  will  turn  away 
To  other  scenes  now  past  recalling,  and  in  our  hearts  these  words  we'll  say: 

Refrain. 

There's  tlie  dcnr  old  home,  where  my  mother  she  rocked  me  to  sleep, 
"I'he  dear  old  place  still  a  spot  iu  my  memory  shall  keep; 
The  hriiiht  fireside,  yes,  wherever  I  ramble  or  roam, 
I'll  think  of  thee,  my  dear  old  home. 

This  life,  we  find,  has  many  changes— a  time  for  plcaenre,  a  time  for  team. 
And  as  the  days  fly  quickly  from  us,  why  soon  we  find  they're  cliangcd  to  years. 
Now  other  forms  they  gather  'round  ns,  diff'rent  faces  liover  near; 
But  when  alone  our  thoughts  will  wander,  aud  days  long  past  will  reappear.— .ff>'<'. 


OH!    FLOSSIE. 

Copyright,  1^3,  by  Francis,  D»y  &  Hunter.    English  copyright  secured. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Mnsic  of  this  Sonpr  will  l>e  wnt  to  nnv  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  orthisandanytwoother  Sonprs  forOne  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISVAlis 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Richard  Morton.    Music  by  Orlando  Powell. 

Liiile  sweetheart,  np  above  me,  come  and  tell  me  "ow  yer  love  me, 

Flossie,  don't  yer  be  a  scorner,  I'll  wait  'round  the  Johnny  'onier. 

I  know,  and  yer  needn't  flare  up;  it's  a  job  to  do  yer  'air  up; 

But  yer  might  as  well  look  slippy,  standin'  'ere  is  somewhat  nippy; 

Fairer  than  my  words  can  paint  yer,  Flossie,  you're  my  sweetliearf,  ain't  yer? 

CaoRua. 

O  Flossie,  pretty  little  Flossie;  O  Flossie,  listen  to  my  song; 
When  you're  out  with  me  at  night  everytliing  is  gay  aud  bright. 
But  w hen  yer  leave  me  on  my  own,  it  ail  goes  wrong. 

Flossie,  though  the  street  is  narrer,  cold  is  striking  to  my  marrer; 

'Urry  up  with  that  there  bonnet,  that  with  feathers  btuck  upon  it. 

If  yer  hears  nie,  wave  yer  flipper,  tliongh  you're  tall  and  I'm  a  nipper, 

Doii't  Ije  proud  and  nasty  to  uie,  for  my  'eart  is  yours,  yus,  bloo  iiie; 

Fairer  than  my  words  can  paint  yer,  Flossie,  you're  my  8weetlieart,uiu't  yer?— CAo  , 

If  young  Jimmy  Jones  should  rile  yer,  tell  me  and  I'll  bust  his  bilor. 

For  I  loves  yer,  and  yer  knows  it,  don't  care  what  I  does  to  sliow  it. 

Flossie,  out  "ere  soon  be  'oppiug,  tell  the  dad  you're  going  shopping, 

'Urry  up,  my  love,  my  cherished,  for  I,  well  I'm  nearly  i)erished; 

Fairer  than  my  words  can  paint  yer,  Flossie,  you're  my  Bweetheart,ain't  yer?— CAo 


YOU    CAN^T    STOP    HER. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 
All  riglits  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmnn,  130&1S2 

Park  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Written  by  George  Horncostle.    Composed  by  Felix  McOlennon. 


'Tis  wonderful  what  any  woman  will  do 

When  once  she  has  made  up  her  mind, 
Now  1  am  a  woman,  so  I  know  it's  true. 

For  I've  often  made  up  my  mind. 
For  instance,  when  she  is  a  little  put  out. 

No  matter  if  aged  or  young, 
Yon'll  very  soon  find  if  she's  made  up  her  mind. 

She'll  give  you  the  length  of  her  tongue— aud— 

Chorus. 

You  can't  stop  her;  don't  you  think  you  can; 

You  can't  stop  her,  or  any  other  man, 

When  she's  made  np  her  mind, 

You  will  very  quickly  find 

That  you  can't  stop  her,  tho'  you  try. 

A  woman  will  make  np  with  powder  and  paint 

When  once  she  has  made  np  her  mind; 
And  pad  here  and  tliere  in  a  style  very  qnaint 

When  once  she  has  made  up  lier  mind. 
She  either  may  drees  in  a  very  neat  way. 

Wear  ii  prim  Quaker  bonnet  and  shawl. 
Or  elce  she'll  deelare  that  she'll  eo  on  the  stage. 

And  wear  next  to  nothing  at  all— and— 6'A<w<«. 

A  wife  will  be  master  and  mistress  as  well 

When  once  she  has  made  up  her  mind; 
Her  poor  hubby's  spirit  slie  quickly  will  quell 

When  once  she  has  made  np  her  mind. 
She'll  take  all  liis  money,  make  him  nurse  the  kids. 

And  wait  on  his  ma-in-law,  too; 
And  then,  witli  a  neat  kitchen  poker  In  hand, 

W^ill  beat  liim  till  he's  black  and  bine— aud— f7Ao»w«. 
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,  '^|>^. 


^. 


THE    STAGE    OF    LIFE. 

Intoi'tiatioiml  cupyi it;l>t,  1893,  by  Frank  Iluidiiier- 
All  liKhts  rcsen-ed. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  lliia  Soinf  will  he  st'iit  to  any  atUlross,  po.'t  |>niil,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  tliioand  any  t»o  other  Sonx-s  for  One  Dollar,  l>y  Henr)  J.  Wehnntn.  i:)(>iK132 

fork  Uuw,  Kew  Yurie.    VoatAge  Stauips  token  same  as  cosh  fur  all  our  goudJ5. 


WorcU  l>y  J-  C'rtnipt>ell  nnd  Kdwnrd  Leslie.    Mu.'io  by  Itcortre  Ia-  Dninu. 
Arrwntfed  by  U.  M.  Kosenbei-g.    Sung  by  Harry  Lcclair. 


"Pwa.*  Shakespeare  paid  the  world's  a  staRC,  where  each  mim  plays  a  part- 
In  comedy  and  tragedy  life  i'CUiil's  oft  touch  the  heart; 
Tiie  rich,  tlio  poor,  the  fool,  the  kuave,  all  play  upon  life's  stage; 
Kach  ptruis  lii»  hour  upon  the  sta^e,  and  exiti*  there  with  age; 
But  diff'rent  from  life  s  traj^ody  ii<>  fancy's  tlie  ideal, 
\\  here  hort>e<i  play  the  k-adinj;  parts  that  villains  play  in  real, 
Ipoii  llie  niinuc  etage  you'll  And  that  joy  will  follow  strife, 
S\  hiiebnlliaucyi ne'er  meets  its  fate  upon  the  stage  of  life. 

Chorus. 

8o  daily  are  scenes  ever  sliiftinc  here. 

Where  hypocrites  tlius  act  their  parts,  ^ 

Where  misers  are  codiUiug  their  gold  with  fear. 

Where  cruelty  crui<hC8  our  hearts, 
Wheru  thieves  creep  with  stealth  and  a  scowling  frowD, 

Where  tiie  murderer  follows  with  knife. 
Where  mieery'll  beg  till  the  curtain  riL^s  down 

Upon  the  stage  of  life. 

We  sec  the  love?  play  )iis  part  each  day  tliroughont  flic  year; 
Some  truthful  ate,  while  faithless  ones  cause  many  a  liurniug  tear, 
iiu'll  boast  of  c(^n<)iie«ts,  yes,  and  scoS  at  virtue's  innocence. 
Then  when  liis  old  love  tires  him,  he'd  exclaim,  be  gone,  out  heucc. 
'I'he  j)Oor,  coufidli.g  creature  w  ho  left  home  and  all  tor  hnu. 
Her  life  is  thattered,  wrecked  and  spent,  her  hopes  of  future  dim; 
She  cries,  why  has  he  left  me  here,  his  own  affianced  wife? 
TUe  curtain  drops,  'tis  but  one  scene  upou  the  stage  of  life. 

Chorus. 

So  daUy  are  scenes  ever  shifting  here, 

Wh^i;e  the  fool  struts  about  with  a  smile. 
Where  the  knave  plavs  his  part  with  a  cunnmg  leer, 

WlKie  the  kjumbler  Slakes  his  pile. 
Where  innocence  waii^s  hand-in-haud  with  crime, 

Wh^ie  men  foreake  children  and  wife, 
WlicrtJ  miseryll  reign  till  (he  end  of  lime. 

Upon  the  stage  of  life. 

The  heartless  nud  ungrateful  son  bis  little  part  plays  well. 
To  gratify  his  own  dei^ires  his  parents'  lives  he'd  sell, 
l'"or  year.x  they've  toiled  and  cared  for  him  from  early  morn  till  late; 
lie  heedle.^s  notes  their  feeble  health  when  grown  to  man's  Chtate. 
'i'lie  poor  old  father,  weak  with  age,  asks  for  his  sonV  fuppori. 
All  angry  scene  soon  follows,  and  then  comes  the  brute's  retort: 
You'll  troultie  me  no  more,  old  man,  then  gleams  the  deathly  knife, 
The  Climax  is  a  parricide  upou  (be  stage  of  life. 

Chobub.'- 

The  poor  mother  cries  in  her  anguish  loud, 

Kin^  heaven  forgive  such  a  son; 
In  t-liUnie,  grief  and  sorrow,  my  head  is  bowed, 
'  GoJf  pardon  the  deed  he  has  done; 

He  hub  aii^o  killed  me,  for  death  never  will  pait 

'i'he  husband  now  slain  from  his  wife; 
She  falters,  she  dies  of  a  biokcu  lieurt 

Upon  tbe  stage  of  life. 

A  racged,  tattered  chaiacier  appears  before  oar  gaze. 
An  object  of  de»i.-ion,  who  lia.s  seen  much  better  days; 
Tiioiigh  now  a  tramp,  he  once  enjoyed  sweet  luxury  and  wealth. 
But  sciieming  hrolliers  worke'i  his  ruin  by  their  deceit  and  stealth. 
Ue.  sliiv'rini,',  tries  to  cross  the  street,  a  carriage  rolls  alom:, 
lIi.->  lirolher  in  alMuence  sits  behind  those  horses  strong; 
lie  thps,  he  falls,  the  cairiagc  wheels  soon  end  his  earthly  strife- 
Such  ecenes  are  witnessed  every  day  upou  tbe  stage  of  life. 

Cborus. 

The  carriage  here  stops,  and  the  brother's  eyes 

Soon  rent  upon  the  poor  man's  face- 
Great  God!  'tis  mv  brother,  and  there  he  dies — 

Drive  on,  man,  hasten  yoiirjiace! 
Tlie  Coward  drives  off  with  a  feeling  of  dread, 

While  noise  and  Confusion  are  rife, 
Des|;isiiig  the  living,  neglecting  the  dead, 

Upon  the  stage  of  life. 


—Kind  Lady:    ''Are  you 
girl'/"  Little  (^iil:  "No,  no: 
I 


because  you  arc  lost,  little 
s  'cause  nobody  Las  foiuid  nio." 


— Kiifferfy:  "  Tliey  don't  fit.  Oi  -want  Ih*  nixt  lar>;cr  .soi/.e." 
JIarks:  "  I  f^au't  oxslianjic  docs  drouscrs.  nicin  frk-ut;  t'ey  vos 
tornt  iiiit  der  knee."  Hafferty:  "Torn?  Will,  will;  so  dtiiey  are! 
Nivcr  inoiud;  Oi  wants  ttr  do  dth'  fair  thing.  .Just  tour  the  pair 
yt'Z  give's  me  in  e.\cliaiige." 


iKKister  is? 
ellcd 
run 


— "  Wliy,  Willie  Green,  you   don't  know  what  a  ,.^. 

Suppose  'I'omniy  Toodles  were  to  come  to  you  and  .say  he  e.xci 

all  the  other  boys  in  their  studies;  that  he  could  jump  higher 

faster,  swim  better  and  could  outdo  every  boy  in  the  school  at 
everything.  Now,  what  'woidd  you  call  Tommy  Toodles?" 
Willie  Green  (with  decision):  "  A  liur." 


HALF-PAST    NINE. 

CopyriKht,  1893,  by  FruncU,  Day  &  Hunter.     EiiKli^h  eopyrittht  Stfeured. 
All  rlKhts  reserved. 


Tlie  Words  and  Jliisic  of  this  Roiifr  nill  be  sent  to  anr  address, post  paid,  ou  receipt  of  40 

oenlK,  ur  this  and  an^v  mo otiier  Sonfcs  for  One  Dollar, by  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  ISO  &  132 

I'ai  1<  Huiv,  New  V  ork.     fustage  Stamps  tMcen  same  oscnBli  fur  nil  uiir  Koods. 


Words  by  Wul  Pink.    Music  by  Leo  Ije  Brunii. 


Oh,  sweet  are  vacations,  they  bring  variations, 

So  thought  Johnny  Hopkins,  a  clerk. 
As  off  like  a  rocket  went  lie,  cash  In  pocket, 

Released  from  his  dull  oflice  work; 
He  did  not  go  touring,  long  travel  enduring. 

Rut  to  a  small  village  unnamed. 
Where  he,  although  married,  a  love  affair  carried 

Ou  with  a  young  girl  who  exclaimed: 

Chorus. 
I'll  be  there,  love,  at  half-past  nine; 
I'll  be  there,  \>e  it  rain  or  shine; 
I'm  your  true  love,  atid  you  are  mine. 
So  meet  mc  down  the  lane  to-night  at  half-past  uiuc. 

Still  they  must  be  pitied,  for  they  both  omitted 

To  mention  which  end  of  the  lane. 
So  whilst  he,  mid  showers,  stood  one  end  for  hours, 

She  stood  at  the  other  in  vain; 
She  waited  till  ten,  then  said,  "  lie's  like  all  men;  then: 

I'll  meet  him  to-morrow  Instead; 
With  heart  down  to  zero,  she  wrote  to  onr  hero. 

And  this  was  the  way  the  note  read:— C'Am'(/«. 

John's  wife  wasn't  vicious,  but  she  grew  sus])iciou0. 

So  down  to  tlie  village  she  came. 
Arrived  unexiK-cle<l,  the  note  intercepted, 

lU'Solving  to  iips«'t  his  game; 
Thought  she,  half-past  nine,  sir,  the  fun  will  lie  mine,  sir. 

For  as  the  clock  strikes,  I'll  strike,  too; 
With  horse-whip  she  waited,  and  met  him  as  staled, 

Tlicu  wolloped  poor  John  black  and  blue.    (Saying.) 

Ciionrs. 

I've  got  here,  love,  by  half-past  nine; 

I've  got  lieie:  don't  you  think  it  fine; 

I'm  your  (rue  love,  but  you're  not  mine; 

She  left  her  trade-mark  on  liiui  Just  at  half-past  nine. 


^>^ 


ALL    FOR    THE    SAKE    OF    JACK. 

C'lpyriKht,  IKVl,  by  T.  I).  Harin.s  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  Graham. 


From  the  light-house  rocks  ou  a  rugged  shore. 

The  keei>er'8  daiiKhter  at  break  of  day 
Stood  watching  a  ship  o'er  the  harbor  bar. 

That  was  hearing  her  sailor  love  away; 
Her  heart  went  out  to  her  hero  there, 

The  pride  of  a  gallant  crew; 
And  she  w  i^lied  in  her  young  and  fMrlesi  heart 

She  could  share  the  danger,  too. 
All  for  the  sake  of  Jack, 

All  for  the  lads  at  sea: 
She  watched  the  light  of  the  shi|>8  at  night    ' 

That  came  in  sight  on  the  lea. 
All  for  the  sake  of  Jack, 

At  the  mercy  of  wind  and  wave; 
Like  a  true  sailor's  w  ife,  she  would  give  her  life 

The  life  of  a  tar  to  save. 

She  had  passed  her  life  on  the  sea  and  shore. 

She  had  no  fears  of  a  stormy  sea. 
For  Jack  had  taught  her  to  pull  an  oar. 

And  she  was  as  good  a  sailor  as  he; 
She  steered  her  boat  o'er  the  dangerous  reefs. 

At  the  point  where  the  light-house  stood. 
She  would  help  her  father  trim  the  lamps. 

And  the  lights  were  clear  and  good. 
All  for  the  sake  of  Jack, 

All  for  the  lads  at  sea: 
She  watched  the  light  of  the  ships  at  night 

Thai  came  in  sight  on  the  lea. 
All  for  the  sakL>  of  Jack, 

At  the  mercy  of  wind  and  wave; 
Like  a  true  sailor's  wife,  she  would  give  her  life 

The  life  of  a  tar  to  save. 

One  dark  dread  night,  at  the  midnit^ht  hour, 

When  the  Storm  King  reigned  over  sea  and  sky, 
Jack's  ship,  n<'ar  home,  on  the  rocks  was  cast. 

And  he  an^l  liis  shipmates  were  left  to  die. 
A  brave,  true  las^  in  the  light-house  boat, 

A  lifeline  l.oro  them  thro'  wind  and  wave, 
And  saved  at  last  was  the  gallant  crew. 

But  the  lafs  uas  lost  in  an  ocean  grave. 
All  for  the  B.M;e  of  Jack, 

All  for  the  lads  at  sea; 
She  watched  the  light  of  the  ships  at  night 

That  came  in  si^ht  ou  the  lea. 
All  for  the  sake  of  Jack, 

At  the  mercv  of  wind  and  wave: 
Like  a  true  s.iiloi'i'  wife,  she  bad  given  her  life 

Her  Jack  and  his  cnw  to  save. 
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I  Loved  YoTi  Better  than  You  Knew. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Mickey  Finn. 


Di<5  you  ever  hear  of  McGarry? 
Mike  McGnrry  came  from  Darry; 
When  he  got  half  tight  he  felt  sparry. 

Oh,  he  was  each  a  divil  to  fight. 
Be'd  fall  out  wid  a  soldier  or  sailor, 
With  a  tailor  or  a  nailer. 
And  he'd  even  tackle  a  jailer; 

He  was  dying  to  slog  every  night. 
But  one  day  thro'  the  streets  he  went  rowlin'. 
He  was  prowliu',  he  was  growlin'. 
."  Will  nobody  fightf  "  he  was  howlin'. 

Till  he  met  with  a  very  cross  gang. 
And  says  he,  "  Be  the  powers,  I  can  bate  ye; 
]  can  slate  ye,  I  can  ale  ye; 
Stand  there  and  I  will  niassacrale  ye," 

When  one  of  the  boy-ohs  went— Bangl 

Chorus. 

So  he  put  up  his  hands  and  he  fought. 

At  (lunger  he  never  would  wince, 
But  they  paralyzed  McGarry,  and  he  has  Lad  to  carry 

Hit!  chin  behind  bis  car  ever  since. 

McGarry  they  rowled  in  the  gutter; 
Ue  went  sniulter,  tried  to  mutter. 
But  he  had  to  go  home  on  a  shutter. 

And  all  night  had  to  sleep  on  bis  nose. 
But  the  next  day  he  got  some  more  whiskey; 
Irish  whiskey  made  him  frisky. 
But  the  fighting  he  ftuna  rather  rieky, 

Still  he  thought  be  wud  have  one  more  doee. 
In  the  street  liien  he  started  a-shoutiu' 
And  a-spoutiii'  and  a-floiitin', 
"All  the  DimoCrais  I  will  be  cloutin'. 

But  the  cowardly  spalpeens  won't  stop." 
Now  there  happened  to  be  a  great  votiu', 
Flu'-s  were  floatin',  voters  gloaliu'. 
And  aich  on  their  candidate  dotiii', 

When  one  of  the  voters  went— WhopI 

Chorus. 
So  be  put  up  his  hands  and  he  fought, 

At  danger  he  never  would  wince. 
But  tlit-y  puralyzt^d  McGarry,  and  he  has  had  to  carry 

Hie  whiekeie  in  a  siiug  ever  since. 

Poor  micky  a  fortnight  lay  groanin' 

And  a-moaniir  and  ochonm'. 

Bis  carcass  had  not  a  whole  bone  in. 

So  he  lay  in  his  bed  and  he  swore 
That  he  wasn't  a  cowardly  flunkey 
Or  a  monkey  or  a  funky, 
But  he  must  be  a  blatlierin'  donkey. 

And  hed  never  get  drunk  any  more. 
So  he  went  to  a  Salvation  maylin'; 
They  were  aitin",  Ihi-v  were  pratin'. 
Says  Mick,  "  Let  me  be  obeervatin', 

Vou  are  a  half-starved  looking  gang; 
Sure  if  it's  cowld  jvater  you're  drlnkin*. 
Sure  I'm  wiukin',  for  I'm  thinkiir. 
You've  all  got  a  jag  and  you're  blinkin', 

Tlien  one  of  the  blaggards  went— Bangl 

Chorus. 

So  he  put  up  his  hands  and  he  fought, 

At  danger  he  never  would  wince, 
Bat  they  paralyzed  McGarry,  and  he  has  had  to  cany 

A  beefsteak  on  his  eye  ever  since, 

poor  Micky  received  such  a  scourgin',     .. 
■     Such  a  scourgin',  such  an  urgin'. 

Be  the  powers,  they'd  to  send  for  the  eurgeOB, 

And  he  tuk  Micky  liorae  in  a  sheet. 
Poor  Micky  was  rowled  up  in  plaster. 
.•     Says  he,  "Master,  this  disaster 

Makes  me  think  that  I'm  not  a  lastcr. 

But  I  swear  be  me  grandmother's  feet 
That  I'll  never  give  in  till  I'm  bated. 
Till  I'm  elated,  dishlocated, 
The  sev'nteenth  of  March  this  is  dated. 

And  I'll  drink  and  I'll  fight  till  I'm  shtifEl" 
So  he  yielded  to  whiskey 'c  seductions; 
Oh,  the  ructions  and  destructions. 
Then  he  swore  he  could  bate  Pat  McGuckshioDB. 

"You're  a  liar!  "  says  Pat,  and  went— Bifll 

Chorus. 
So  lie  put  up  hie  hands  and  he  fought, 

At  danger  he  never  would  wince. 
But  they  paralyzed  McGarry,  and  he  has  had  to  carry 

Two  front  teeth  in  liis  stomach  ever  since. 
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— Payrental  Affection.— Pauline:  "  Then  you  give  your  consent, 
dear  papa?"  Isaacs:  "Yes,  my  daughter;  but— but  I  cannot  let 
you  leaf  me.  You  are  mein  only  child,  and  you  and  Penjamin 
must  lif  ride  here  with  the  old  folks.  You  can  haf  that  second- 
story  front  room  for  twenty  dollars  a  veek." — Life. 
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Words  anil  Music  by  Johnnie  Carroll. 


Onr  hands  are  clasped,  the  last  forever,  perhaps  we'll  never  meet  again; 
I  loved  you  as  I  could  none  other;  this  parting  fills  my  heart  with  pain; 
You  ask,  and  freely  I  forgive  you,  the  happy  past  I  must  forget; 
And  though  I  wander  on  in  sorrow,  I  hope  that  you'll  be  happy  yet. 

Chorus. 

As  through  this  weary  world  I  wander,  my  thoughts  alone  will  l)c  of  jou; 
In  mem'ry  I  will  see  you  ever;  I  loved  you  better  than  you  knew. 

Perhaps,  when  I  have  gone  forever,  you'll  sometimes  sit  and  think  of  me, 
And  wonder  if  I'm  dead  or  living:  perchance  I'll  ihiuk  the  same  of  thee; 
And  when  your  friends  have  all  departed,  the  friends  you  tho't  were  triiti  and  iiue,  [ 
Remember  one  you  left  heart-broken  had  loved  you  better  than  you  knew.— f  7(«.  ( 


NELLIE    DAILY'S    DAD. 

C'opyripht,  1893,  bj  SpaiildiuR  &  Kunider. 
All  I'iKlitH  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Glenroy  and  Frank  Dnmont. 
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I  love  a  little  lady,  Nellie  Daily  is  her  name. 

She's  very  neat,  refined  and  sweet,  to  marry  is  our  aim; 

Her  mother  has  consented  and  I  wish  her  father  had; 

Of  course,  my  object  is  to  try  and  please  Miss  Daily's  dad. 

;  Chords. 

Hove  Nellie  better  far  than  life; 
She  has  promised  soon  to  be  my  wife. 
But  her  father  may  prefer  some  other  Ind — 
That  is  why  I'm  so  polite  to  Nellie  Daily's  dad. 

Whene'er  I  meet  him  on  the  street  his  hand  I  shake  and  say: 
Why,  Mister  Daily,  bless  my  soul,  you're  looking  fine  to-day. 
I  buy  for  liim  the  l)e8t  cigais:  when  parting  say  I'm  fatl. 
Because  I  alw;iy8  try  my  heft  to  please  Mies  Daily's  dad.— 67i(j;««. 
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I    HAVE    NO    MOTHER    NOW. 


OiiKUial  Veislon. 
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The  midnight  stars  are  gleaming  upon  her  silent  gr.ive; 
Now  sleepeih  without  dreaming  the  friend  we  could  not  save. 
The  cloud  of  grief  is  heaping  its  shadow  on  my  brow; 
Oh!  blame  me  not  for  weeping— I  have  no  mother  now. 
The  cloud  of  grief  is  heaping  its  shadow  on  my  brow; 
Oh:  blame  me  not  for  weeping  -I  have  no  mother  now. 

Yet  not  alone  she  lieth,  one  angel  child  is  there; 
No  more  for  him  she  sigbcth,  for  death  hath  joined  the  pair, 
Together  sweetly  sleeping  beneath  the  locust  bough; 
Oht  blame  me  not  for  weeping — I  have  no  mother  now. 
'Together  sweetly  sleeping  beneath  the  locust  bough; 
Oh  I  blame  me  not  for  weeping — I  have  no  mother  now. 

No  mother  now  to  bless  roe  with  love  sincere  and  true; 
No  mother  to  caress  me,  as  she  was  wont  to  do; 
No  mother's  grief  is  keeping  its  sha<low  on  my  brow; 
Oh  I  blame  me  not  for  weeping— I  have  no  mother  now. 
No  mother's  grief  is  keeping  its  shadow  on  my  brow; 
Ohl  blame  me  not  for  weeping— I  have  no  mother  now. 
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I    HAVE    NO    MOTHER    NOW. 

New  Vei'sion. 

Send  for  Free  Catalojrue  of  Sonpr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Foi-tnne  Telleia^ 
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I  hear  the  soft  winds  sighing  through  every  bush  and  tree. 
Where  now  dear  mother's  lying,  away  from  love  and  me. 
Tears  from  my  eyes  are  starting,  and  sorrow  shades  my  brow; 
Oh!  weary  was  our  parting— I  have  no  mother  now. 
I  am  always  sad  and  lonely,  with  grief  upon  my  hrow; 
She  has  gone,  alas!  forever— I  have  no  mother  now. 

I  see  the  pale  moon  shining  on  mother's  white  headstone; 
The  rosebush  'round  it  twining,  it's  here— like  me  aione— 
And,  just  like  me,  are  weeping  the  dewdrops  from  the  bough; 
Long  time  has  she  been  sleeping— I  have  no  mother  now. 
I  am  always  sad  and  lonely,  with  grief  upon  my  brow; 
She  has  gone,  alas!  forever— I  have  no  mother  now. 

Now  I  wander  sad  and  lonely,  my  heart  is  drear  and  sad; 
'Twas  her  dear  presence  only  that  made  my  spirits  glad; 
From  morn  until  the  evening  care  rests  upon  my  brow, 
She's  gone  from  me  to  heaven— I  have  no  mother  now. 
I  am  always  sad  and  lonely,  with  grief  upon  my  brow; 
She  has  gone,  alas!  forever— I  have  no  mother  now. 
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'Way  down  upon  de  Swanee  Ribbcr,  far,  far  away, 

Dar'a  wlia  my  liearl  is  tiimiiiK  ebbcr,  dur's  wha  de  old  folks  stay. 

All  up  and  dowu  de  whole  creation  eadiv  I  roam. 

Still  iongiug  for  de  old  plantation,  and  for  de  old  folks  at  home. 

Chouus. 

All  (le  world  am  sad  and  dreary,  eb'ry where  I  roam; 

Uh*  daikies,  how  my  heart  grows  weary,  far  from  de  old  folks  at  lionic. 

All  "round  do  little  farm  I  wander'd  when  I  was  young; 
Den  many  happy  days  I  squauder'd— many  de  songs  1  sung. 
When  I  was  playing  wid  my  brudder,  happy  was  I; 

Ob!  take  me  to  uiy  kiud  old  mudder,  dar  let  me  live  and  C^i.— Chorum. 

One  little  hut  among  de  bushes— one  dat  I  love- 
Still  sadly  to  my  mem'ry  rushes,  no  matter  where  I  rove. 
When  will  I  see  de  bees  a-liummiug  all  'round  de  combf 
Wlieu  will  I  hear  de  baujo  tummiug  dowu  iu  my  good  old  \iomc1— Chorus. 


A    MOTHER'S    WELCOME. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Felix  McQlennon. 


A  wayward  boy  pot  tired  of  home,  and  said:  "  I'll  go  to  sea; 
III  tiavel  all  the  wide  world  o'er,  from  home  restraints  be  free." 
His  mother  said,  "  Dou"t  leave  me.  Jack;  you  are  my  only  joy  "  ; 
Bui  all  in  vain,  he'd  have  his  way,  so  she  said  to  the  boy : 

Chorus. 
"Good-bye,  darling:  good-bye,  dear; 
Don't  foruet  the  loving  heart  that's  waiting  for  yon  here; 
When  you're  Slid  and  weary  and  no  more  you  wish  to  roam. 
Your  mother  still  will  welcome  you  at '  home,  sweet  home.'  " 

The  foolish  boy  went  off  to  sea,  despite  his  mother's  tears; 

No  letter  reached  her  from  the  lad  for  many  weary  years. 

He  led  a  wild  and  reckless  life,  but  sometimes  iu  his  sleep 

His  mothers  sweet  face  he  would  see,  aud  she  would  sadly  weep.— C'/tonx. 

Tbe  poor  old  mother  waited,  and  she'd  sadly  smile  and  say: 
"  My  boy  will  tire  of  rumbling  and  come  back  to  me  some  day. 
The' world  to  him  may  cruel  be,  the  soiled  and  weary  dove 
Will  fly  back  to  the  pareut  ueet,  to  flud  a  mother's  love,"— C'Ao/'u;. 

At  last  he  tired  of  rambling,  and  he  longed  for  peace  and  rest, 
Aud  for  hii^  mother's  love  he  yeiirned,  his  dearest  friend  aud  best. 
But  like  a  flower  neg:ecied,  she  had  pined  away  aud  died. 
Uu  earth  his  only  comfort  is  the  last  words  that  she  cried:— 6'Aoru«. 


Parody  on: 

AFTER     THE     BALL 

Composed  by  Sigiainund  Alexander. 
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The  season  has  opened— for  baseball,  I  mean — 

Many  coMiests  now  daily  are  peen, 

Won  bv  a  eiiigle,  hit  just  in  lime. 

Which  has  wuu  many  a  game  for  a  nine. 

I  saw  a  game  once,  the  score  wus  a  lie. 

The  la^t  man  was  at  the  bat,  ou  him  they  must  rely; 

A  sharp  crack,  and  "  fair  "  the  umpire  did  call— 

Five  mcu  went  chasing  after  the  ball. 

Cuonus. 

After  the  ball  was  over,  over  the  fence  it  did  shoot. 
While  around  the  bases  the  lucky  batter  did  scoot; 
He  hail  made  a  home  run,  and  won  the  game— that's  all. 
While  his  op;joueut8  went  chasing  after  the  ball. 

Married  life  is  a  blessing,  so  some  folks  say; 

Uappy  and  peaceful,  both  uight  aud  day, 

And  when  they  are  blcesed  with  a  child. 

Pupa  and  mamma,  for  joy,  near  go  wild. 

But  when  it's  teething,  and  bawls  all  night. 

Pupa,  to  stop  it,  trios  with  all  his  mi^'ht; 

Up  and  down  tlie  room  he  walks,  during  the  squall, 

Ai  last  baby's  quiet  after  the  ball. 

CaoRijs. 

After  the  bawl  is  over,  and  baby  to  sleep  has  begun. 
Papa  climbs  into  a  cold  bed,  just  at  the  rise  of  the  sun; 
But  lie  can't  get  nny  bed  clolbes,  his  wife  she  has  them  all; 
He  swears  at  the  buby  after  the  oawl. 


Z ~A ^ 

Parody  on : 

AFTER    THE    BALL. 

Written  by  Thomas  F.  Bi-own. 


Send  for  Free 
Trick  nooks. 
Book: 
meat, 


Have  you  heard  that  story — that  sad  tiilc  of  woet 
I'll  change  it  slightly— tell  of  one  I  know: 
I  joined  a  social  chin,  one  of  wide  renown; 
The  name  I'll  not  tell,  though  it's  kuown  miles  arouud. 
We  gave  a  grand  ball  the  oiner  night- 
It  was  attended  hy  people  black  and  white; 
A  riot  then  occurred,  '(was  an  awful  squall: 
Sixty  persons  were  kicked  to  death  after  the  ball. 

Chords. 
After  the  ball  was  over,  after  the  fight  did  cease. 
The  ball-room  was  surrounded  by  soldiers  and  police. 
Many  a  heud  was  aching — that  didn't  end  it  all — 
We  all  rode  free  iu  a  police-cart  after  the  ball. 

I  loved  a  maiden,  this  was  long  ago; 

One  night  to  a  bull  said  I  wc'irgo; 

I  s)>eiit  all  my  ciish,  this  she  soon  learned. 

Said  t>he,  Good-b>je,  son— from  me  she  turned. 

Soon  she  came  toward  me,  "  loaded  "  with  gin. 

Darling,  said  she,  go  call  a  doctor  in. 

Not  on  your  life,  love;  sober  up— that's  all; 

You've  got  a  bad  dose  after  the  ball. 

Chorus. 
After  the  ball  was  over,  after  the  crowd  did  leave, 
y lie  stood  by  the  balusters— her  stomach  she  tried  to  "heave." 
She  tried  to  walk  down  the  atuirs,  she  missed  her  foot— that's  all; 
She  luiubled  dowu  aud  broke  her  back  after  the  ball. 


m%m 


THE    MILWAUKEE    FIRE. 


Wi  itten  by  J.  W.  Kelley. 


nie  Woril.s  und  Music  of  this  Sonff  will  be  sent  to  any  adilress,  postpaiil,  on  receipt  nf  40  ( 
cents;  or  this  niul  utiy  two  other  Sones  for  One  Dollar,  hy  Ilinry.I.  Wohnnin.  )Hild:133      , 
Paik  How,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  us  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


'Twas  the  gray  of  early  morning  when  the  dreadful  cry  of  fire  ,    , 

Kuiig  out  upon  the  cold  and  piercing  air, 
Ju»t  that  little  word  alone  is  all  it  would  require 

To  spread  dismay  and  panic  everywhere. 
Milwaukee  wus  excited  as  it  never  was  before. 

On  learning  thut  the  fire  bells  all  around 
Were  ringing  to  eternity  a  hundred  souls  or  more, 

Aud  the  Ncwhall  House  was  burning  to  the  ground. 
The  llreuren  worked  like  demons  and  did  all  within  their  power 

To  save  a  life  or  try  to  soothe  a  pain; 
It  made  the  strongest  heart  sick,  for  iu  less  thun  half  au  hour 

All  wus  hushed  aud  further  efforts  were  in  vain. 

When  the  dreadful  alarm  was  sounded  through  the  oft-condemned  hotel. 

They  rushed  in  nnul  confusion  every  way; 
The  smoke  was  juffocutiiig  und  blii'.ding  them  as  well. 

The  file  king  could  not  be  lield  at  bay; 
At  every  window  men  and  women  wildly  would  beseech 

For  help,  in  tones  of  anguish  and  despair— 
What  must  have  been  their  feeliiii;s  where  tnc  ladders  could  not  reach, 

And  they  felt  death's  grasp  around  them  everywhere. 
Up  iu  the  hig'iest  wlu<low  stood  a  servant  girl  ulonu; 

The  crowd  l>eiieath  all  eazed  with  bathed  breath. 
They  tiiiiied  away  their  faces,  there  was  many  a  stifled  groan, 

When  she  jumped  to  meet,  (lerhape,  as  hard  a  death. 

Ill  one  place  you  could  sec  a  man,  whose  wife  stood  by  lils  side. 

They  say  this  man  was  a  millionaire. 
To  save  them  from  their  dreuilful  fate  they  left  no  means  untried. 

Gold  or  tiviisiire  hud  no  value  there. 
A  hoy  stood  in  u  window  and  his  mother  was  below. 

She  saw  him,  and  the  danger  druwing  near. 
With  upraised  hands,  to  pray  for  him,  she  knelt  dowu  in  the  suow. 

And  tlie  stoutest  men  could  not  restrain  a  tear. 
She  mudly  rushed  towards  the  fire  and  wildly  lore  her  hair. 

Take  me,  oil,  God,  but  spare  my  pride,  my  joy. 
She  saw  the  flames  surround  him,  and  tlien,  iu  dark  despair. 

Said:  God  have  mercy  on  my  only  boy. 

They  tell  us  now  that  this  hotel  has  been  on  fire  before, 

And  not  considered  safe  for  ocvcral  years. 
And  still  the  men  that  owned  it  let  it  run  on  as  before. 

And  they  are  not  to  blame  it  now  appears, 
luceiidiarism  this  time  has  been  the  cause  ihey  Bay,      .    • 

But  who  the  fiend  was  they  cannot  tell. 
So  the  people  ill  Milwaukee  will  not  rest  by  uight  or  day 

Till  the  matter  is  Investigated  well; 
Still  this  will  be  no  benefit  to  those  who've  passed  away. 

In  this  Milwaukee's  greuteot  funeral  pyre. 
And  pence  he  to  their  ashes  is  the  best  that  we  can  say 

Fur  the  viclims  to  this  great  and  dreadful  fire. 


— Little  Maudic:  "  Ropes  arc  made  male  and  female,  aren't  they, 
inamma'i' "  Fond  mother  (surprised!}'):  "  Why,  whatever  put  such 
a  strange  idea  iu  my  little  darling's  head?  What  makes  you  think 
that  ropes  are  male  and  female,  Maudie?  "  Little  Maudie  (de- 
murely): "  Because  they  often  get  spliced,  mamma." 
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THE    WIDOW, 

Copyricbt,  1898,  by  T.  B.  Harms  ft  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
,  All  rlKlita  reserred.  .    •  ■•  . 


The  Man  in  the  Moon  Sees  It  All. 


Cop;  right,  1893,  by  James  F.  Lamb. 


Tlie  Words  and  Uusle  of  this  Roufr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

uy  two  other  SonjfS  for  One  Dolla  "  

raik  Kow.  New  York. 


cents,  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Sonfrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Honi7  J.  Wehman,  130  &  US 
Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Chas.  H.  Hoyt.    Music  by  Tercy  Qaunt. 

Do  yon  know  her,  liave  yon  met  her?  if  so,  you'll  ne'er  forget  her, 

The  pretty  little  widow  wilh  the  laughing  eyes  of  brown; 
Demure  in  her  sobriety,  severe  in  her  propiiety. 

But  the  life  of  all  society,  the  jolliest  thing  in  town; 
No  giddiness  or  giggle,  no  stiyness  and  uo  wriggle, 

That  makes  the  oudding  maiden  such  a  nuisauce  and  a  bore, 
So  lirijjlit  in  coiiversiiiion,  so  free  from  affictaiion, 

You  can  bear  no  hesitation,  and  you  hasten  to  adore. 

Chorus. 
Bui  when  yon  come  to  tell  her  bow  you  love  her. 

As  never  was  a  woman  loved  before. 
Do  not  think  you  can  deceive;  don't  expect  her  to  believe; 

She  has  heard  it  in  the  days  of  yore. 

Most  likely  she'll  refuse  you,  most  likely  'Iwill  amuse  you. 

She's  got  to  many  clothes  in  black,  to  mourning  she  must  cling; 
But  if  ynur  prayer  impresses,  and  beside,  she  rather  guesses. 

But  along  with  her  addresses,  a  husband  is  the  thing; 
She'll  breathe  hard  for  a  minute,  but,  uiy  boy,  there's  nothing  in  it, 

It's  only  strict  propriety  that  makes  her  tremble  so; 
She  long  ago  bus  brooded  on  the  question,  and  concluded. 

Very  likely  before  you  did,  if  you'd  be  the  man  or  uo. 

Chorus. 

But  when  you  come  to  put  your  arms  around  her. 
And  squeeze  her  till  you  can't  squeeze  any  more; 

If  you  think  she's  going  to  faint,  she  will  fool  you,  for  she  ain't; 
She  has  been  there  several  times  before. 


The  Words  and  Musle  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addreas,  po!l^paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cent«;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonm  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  laOftlSS 

Fark  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


THE    BOWERY.    ■'.■^'-  ' 

Copyright,  1892,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.     Cr>i>yiiRht,  1892.  by  Hoyt  &  Thomas. 
Entered  ut  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  lights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address!,  pos^paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

oentA;  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Sungs  for  One  Dollar,  i>y  Henry  J.  Wehman,  l3l)&tSZ 

Park  lluw,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Cha«.  H.  Hoyt.    Huslc  by  Percy  Gaunt. 


Oh!  the  night  that  I  struck  New  York, 
I  went  out  for  a  quiet  walk; 
Folks  who  are  "  on  to  "  the  city  say. 
Better,  by  far,  that  I  took  Broadway; 
But  I  was  out  to  enjoy  the  sights; 
There  was  the  Bowery  ablaze  with  lights; 
I  had  one  of  the  devil's  own  nights— 
I'll  never  go  there  any  more. 

Chorus. 
The  Bowery,  the  Bowery; 

They  sny  such  things,  and  they  do  strange  things 
On  the  Bowery,  the  Bowery — 
I'll  never  go  there  any  more. 

I  had  walked  but  a  block  or  two. 

When  up  came  a  fellow  and  me  he  knew; 

Then  a  policeman  came  walking  by,  ■ 

Chased  him  awa}',  and  I  asked  him  why. 

"Wasn't  he  pulling  your  leg,"  said  he. 

Said  I,  "lie  never  laid  haiids  on  me!" 

"  Get  off  the  Bowery,  you  Yep!  "  said  he — 

I'll  never  go  there  any  more.— Chorus. 

I  went  into  an  auction  store; 

I  never  saw  any  thieves  before; 

First  he  sold  me  a  pair  of  socks. 

Then  said  he,  "  IIow  much  for  the  box?  " 

Some  one  said  "  two  dollars!  "  I  said  •'  three!  " 

Ue  emptied  the  box  and  gave  it  to  me— 

"  I  sola  you  the  box,  not  the  socks,"  said  be— 

I'll  never  go  there  any  mote.— Chorus. 

I  went  into  a  concert  hall, 

I  didn't  have  a  good  time  at  all; 

Just  the  minute  that  I  sat  down 

Girls  began  singing,  "  New  Coon  in  Town," 

I  got  up  mad  and  spoke  out  free. 

"Somebody  put  that  man  out,"  said  she; 

A  man  callea  a  bouncer  attended  to  me— 

I'll  never  go  there  any  more.— CAor«».  •  -' 

I  went  into  a  barber  shop; 

He  talked  till  I  thought  he  would  never  stop; 

I,  cut  it  short,  he  misunderstood. 

Clipped  down  my  hair  just  as  close  as  he  could; 

He  sliaved  with  a  razor  that  scratched  like  a  pin, 

Took  off  my  whiskers  and  most  of  my  chin; 

That  was  the  worst  scrape  I  ever  got  in — 

I'll  never  go  there  any  more.— CAorw*. 

I  struck  a  place  that  they  called  a  "  dive  "; 
I  was  in  luck  to  get  out  alive; 
When  the  policeman  heard  my  woes. 
Saw  my  black  eyes  and  my  battered  nose, 
"  You've  been  held  up!"  said  the  "copper  "fly! 
"No,  sir;  but  I've  been  knocked  down!  "  said  I; 
Theu  he  laughed,  though  I  couldn't  see  why— 
I'll  never  go  there  any  mote.—  Choitu, 


Words  and  Music  by  James  F.  Lamb,  the  Ventriloquist. 

You've  heard  of  the  mau  iu  the  moon. 

With  celestial  friends  live  far  away; 
Who  shiue  very  bright  in  the  evening. 

But  where  does  he  go  in  the  day?  so  they  say. 
I  suppose  to  some  strange,  foreign  lauds 

He'll  give  them  a  very  bright  call. 
If  you  watch  him  at  night,  you  will  eay  I  am  right, 

For  the  man  iu  the  moon  sees  it  all. 

Refrain. 

The  man  in  the  moon  sees  it  all. 

As  he  wanders  around  all  alone: 
If  yon  watch  him  at  night,  you  will  say  I  am  right. 

For  the  man  in  the  moon  sees  it  all. 

The  dudish  yonng  man  of  to-day, 

The  pretty  young  miss  just  ae  well. 
Who  cut  quite  a  dash  with  their  costumes 

As  they  promenade,  every  day,  on  Broadway. 
You  should  see  them  at  night  when  they're  home, 

I'm  sure  quite  a  scene  would  unfold; 
But  as  they're  alone,  there's  no  tales  can  he  told. 

For  the  mau  in  the  moon  sees  it  all.—Hefraiii. 

Thus  strange  things  occur  every  day, 

Of  which  we  hear  nothing  at  all. 
That  are  quashed  and  made  light  by  hnsh-money; 

The  rest  of  it's  thrown  o'er  tlie  wall,  theu  it's  done. 
There  is  no  one  I  keep  from  the  list; 

We  all  find  a  place  on  the  roll. 
I'd  give  half  my  life  if  I  could,  for  one  night. 

Like  the  mau  in  the  moon,  see  it  all. 

Refrain. 

The  man  In  the  moon  sees  it  all. 
As  he  wanders  around  o'er  the  globe; 

I'd  give  half  my  life  if  I  could,  for  one  night. 
Like  the  man  iu  the  moon,  see  it  all. 


REUBEN    AND    CYNTHIA. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  f 
cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  (or  One  Dollar,  liy  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  &  132      / 
Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Cbas.  H.  Hoyt.     Music  airanged  by  Peix;y  Gaunt. 


Reuben,  Reuben,  I've  a  notion 

If  the  men  were  sent  away. 
Far  beyond  the  stormy  ocean. 

Female  hearts  would  all  be  gay, 
Cynthia,  Cynthia,  I've  been  thinking 

If  the  men  should  take  that  trip. 
All  the  women  iu  creation 

Right  away  would  take  that  ship. 

Renben,  Reuben,  I've  been  thinking 

What  a  strange  thing  it  would  lie 
If  all  streams  of  drinking  water 

All  turned  salty  as  the  sea. 
Cynthia,  Cynthia,  I've  been  thinking, 

You  cau  safely  take  my  word. 
More  than  half  the  population 

Wouldn't  know  it  had  occurred. 

Reuben,  Reuben,  I've  been  thinking 

Will  you  tell  me  where  or  when 
Women  will  be  forced  to  stoj)  this— 

Doing  thinga  just  like  the  men. 
Cynthia,  Cynthia,  I've  been  thinking. 

And  cau  answer  with  dispatch, 
She  must  cease  her  mannish  methods 

When  she  comes  to  strike  a  match. 

Reuben,  Reuben,  I've  been  thinking 

Why  do  people  risk  their  gold 
Betting  on  the  wicked  races, 

Knowing  they  are  bought  and  sold. 
Cynthia,  Cynthia,  I've  been  thinking. 

That  is  where  the  laugh  comes  in. 
Each  man  thinks  that  he  has  fixed  it, 

So  the  horse  he  backs  will  win. 


— Mamma:  "  And  how  did  iny  little  pet  get  to  sleep  last  night 
without  mamma?  "  Little  Pet:  "  Papa  tried  to  sing  to  me  like  you 
do,  an'  I  hurried  up  an'  went  to  sleep  so's  not  to  hear  it." 


— She:   "I  could  live  forever  on  your  smiles,  dear  George." 
He:  "  Well,  if  you  can  do  that,  Maude,  there  is  nothing  to  prevent  f 
us  from  getting  married  at  once.    I  didn't  know  but  we'd  have  to  ( 
wait  till  I'd  got  an  increase  of  salary."  ( 
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THE    CHAPERONE. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Alt  rights  reserved. 
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Composed  by  W.  Barton. 


A  crisp,  yonng  chapcrone,  who  to  always  bright  and  gay; 
And  when  they  dnrc  not  go  alone,  they  always  take  a  cuaperonc. 

To  take  the  curse  awny,  to  take  the  curse  awiiy. 
Although  It's  far  from  pleaeint;  to  be  severe  nud  hurt, 
I'm  chaperone  this  evening,  that  all  of  you  may  flirt. 

A  crisp,  young  chaperone,  who  is  always  bright  and  gay; 
And  when  they  dare  not  go  alone,  they  ahvays  take  tlie  chaperone. 

To  take  the  curse  away,  to  take  the  cnrse  away. 

A  gay,  young  cliaperone,  who  is  full  of  fun  and  dash; 
And  captivatint;  at  ii  glance,  will  set  your  sluggish  heart  adancc; 

And  eyes  that  fire  and  iiash,  and  eyes  tliat  fire  and  flash; 
But  still  she's  oft  demurely,  quite  shy,  reserved  and  plain; 
I'crhaps  you  tliink  so  surely  her  heart  and  hand  you'll  guiu. 

A  cricp,  young  chaperone,  who  is  always  bright  and  guv; 
And  when  they  dare  not  go  alone,  they  always  take  the  cuai)erouc, 

To  take  the  curse  away,  to  take  (he  curse  away. 


PULL    THE    BELL,    O'REILLY. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Leavy  4  Herrmann. 


cents.  Ill-  tliisand  ayiy  twootht-r  SiMurs  f..r  One  Doflar.  I.y  Henry  J.  W»liiii;in.  i:iii&133 
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Words  by  Dave  Mullen.    Music  by  Robert  A.  Mullen. 


^ 


I  took  n  job  as  conductor  upon  a  crosB-town  lino, 
Wliero  the  wages  they  wercvery  poor  and  the  chance  to  skin  was  fine. 
One  night  while  at  the  ferry  I  got  a  crowd  aboard; 
I  started  "round  to  cet  the  fare  as  happy  as  a  lord. 
There  were  twenty-three  aboard  the  car,  I  thought  it  would  be  mean 
If  I  couldn't  make  »onie  riiniicy,  so  I  only  rang  eighteen; 
I  stood  upon  the  platform,  feeling  kind  of  stout: 
Two  fellows  who  eat  near  the  door  then  started  for  to  shout: 

Chorits. 

Ding  the  liell,  O'Reilly,  we're  on  to  yon  there; 

Pull  the  IhII,  O'Reilly,  and  ring  up  the  fare; 

I'll  ride  right  to  the  office  and  I'll  report  you  there; 

Come  now,  O'Reilly,  and  ring  up  that  fare. 

To  a  fancy  ball  I  took  my  girl,  there  was  a  jolly  crowd. 

And  the  dancers  'round  the  room  would  twirl  with  dresses  short  and  loud. 

I  took  my  lady  to  a  8<-at  and  looked  on  at  the  s|H)rt, 

And  watched  a  little  nigger  gal  and  a  big  fat  clown  cavort. 

There  was  Uncle  Sam  and  Liberty  and  a  bummer  with  a  ran. 

And  the  dudes  with  little  school-girls  and  a  pig-tuil  Cliinaumu. 

The  time  it  pa.«8ed  on  merrily,  we  could  no  longer  cfay, 

We  thought  we'd  have  another  dance,  when  the  band  commenced  to  play:— C'Ao. 

Last  New  Year's  day  I  made  a  call  upon  some  friends  of  mine: 

I  wished  them  a  happy  New  Yiar,  and  we  had  some  cake  and  wiuc; 

I  kept  on  drinking  liquor  till  my  head  commenced  to  bpiu; 

I  sa:d  Gladstone  was  a  fakir  and  Parncll  was  a  skin. 

Now  whiit  I  fui<l  had  riled  my  friends— they  threw  me  to  the  floor. 

They  kicked  me  all  around  the  place  and  put  me  out  the  door. 

And  wheu  I  reached  my  home  tliat  night  my  head  was  all  swelled  out: 

I  could  not  get  luy  key  in  right  and  a  gang  commenced  to  tthout:— Chorus. 


V.-...' 


OUT    FOR    A    RACKET. 

C'>pyright,  1893,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  I'iglits  reserved.  » 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  b«-  sent  to  any  address.  |M>st-pai<l,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  and  Music  by  Percy  Uuuiit. 


Out  for  a  racket,  racket  up  to  here; 
Out  for  a  racket,  racket  up  to  here; 

Out  for  a  high  old  frolic,  strictly  alcoholic; 
Witie  and  whiskey,  ale  or  lager  beer; 
Out  for  a  racket,  racket  up  to  here; 
Out  for  a  racket,  racket  up  to  here; 

Out  for  a  high  old  frolic,  strictly  alcoholic; 
Out  for  a  racket  up  to  here. 
Widow. 
In  me  a  modest  maid  you  see; 

Of  course  you  know  I'm  college  bred; 
I've  learned  to  calm  my  ecetacy. 

To  worldly  joys  seem  (lead; 
This  air  demure  is  all  put  on; 

I  love  to  romp  and  make  a  noise; 
Mv  mamma  thinks  I'ln  an  angel,  but 

You  ought  to  see  me  with  the  boys; 
I  love  to  romp  and  make  a  noise. 
And  you  should  see  me  with  the  boys— Ah! 

Althongh,  yoti  see,  I'm  scarce  of  age, 

I  love  to  have  a  high  old  time; 
Just  now  this  seems  to  be  the  rage. 

To  me  it  is  divine; 
A  cicarette,  a  glass  of  wine,  ' 

With  lots  of  fun  and  lots  of  noiec; 
I  would  not  tie  an  angel  when 

I  have  a  night  out  with  the  boys; 
I  love  to  romp  and  make  a  noise. 
And  you  should  see  me  with  the  boys— Abl 


COLUMBUS  WAS  AN  IRISHMAN. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 
All  rights  reserved. 


( 

( 

Hi©  Words  and  Music  of  this  Pong  will  !«■  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  ,'' 
cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Soiika  for  One  Dollar.  I>y  Henry  J.  Wehnian.  130&US 
Paxk  itow.  Mow  Yut'k.    Postage  Stamps  takcu  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods.  f 

Words  by  Clias.  Graham  and  Monroe  II.  Rotenfeld.   Music  by  Chas.  Graham. 

Four  hundred  years  ago,  they  say,  Columbus  landed  here; 

We're  told  be  was  Italian,  but  the  story's  very  queer; 

There's  no  one  living  saw  him  and  there's  no  one  proof  can  bring. 

Yet  of  their  great  Columbo  you  will  hear  the  Dagoes  sing; 

The  man  who  found  America,  I've  heard  my  fatlier  tell. 

Was  full  of  nerve  and  courage  and  an  Irishman  ns  well; 

Old  Chris'  was  not  Italian  sure,  'tis  all  a  lie,  you  sec. 

So  tell  the  boys  who  ask  you  that  you  got  it  straight  from  me. 

CUORDS. 

It's  all  wrong;  all  a  mistake;  they  don't  know  what  they  say; 
The  whole  talc's  only  a  fake,  you'll  find  it  out  some  day; 
It's  all  wrong:  don't  you  forget,  my  father's  often  sworn 
"Culiimhus  wns  an  Irishman,"  in  Ireland  be  was  boru. 

Tlis  name  was  Michael  Coolcy  when  he  sailed  from  Bnnlry  Bay, 

And  when  he  got  well  out  to  sea,  'lis  said  he  lost  his  way, 

Upon  the  const  of  Italy  his  ship  was  wrecked  at  last; 

He  lost  his  crew,  but  he  himself  ui>on  the  shore  was  cast ; 

lie  told  his  story  to  the  C^ueen,  she  found  him  ships  and  men, 

To  find  the  great  United  States  he  started  ofif  again. 

And  so  they  found  America,  Mike  Cooley  won  the  fame. 

But,  just  to  honor  Italy,  the  Dagoes  changed  his  nsnuc  — Chorus. 

Whatever  yon  may  think  or  say,  'ti?  very  plain  to  mc, 

Colunihus  was  an  Irishman  from  Erin  o  er  the  sea. 

Just  look  upon  his  photographs,  you'll  see  he  has  a  beard; 

And  even  on  our  postage  stamps  his  whiskers  have  ap|K>ared; 

Now  this  18  evidence  complete,  that  no  one  can  dispute. 

His  flue  old  red  "  Imperial  "  you  must  own  is  a  "  hute," 

And  tell  me  who  has  ever  seen,  frince  this  world  did  begin. 

An  organ-grinding  Dago  with  red  whiskers  on  his  cliiu.—  C hoinis. 


KISS,    AND    LET'S    MAKE    UP.      ( 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Ch«s.  K.  Harris.  i 

Exclusive  permission  to  publish  the  words  of  this  song.    All  rights  reserved.  f 
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Words  and  tlusic  by  Chas.  K.  Harris. 


Two  little  playmates,  a  boy  and  a  girl. 

Were  playing  one  day  ou  the  sands: 
They  had  built  up  a  house  of  pretty  seashells, 

With  no  tools  but  their  little  brown  hands; 
At  last  it  was  finished,  (heir  work  was  well  done, 

And  two  little  hearts  were  made  glad; 
When  the  boy,  just  for  fun,  gave  a  kick,  then  did  run. 

And  down  came  the  house  on  the  sands; 
The  girl  for  a  moment  stood  shocked  and  surprised, 

Then  tears  to  her  pretty  eyes  came: 
I'll  never  forgive  him.  she  eubbingly  cried; 

Oil,  how  could  my  Jack  \>c  so  mean; 
And  when  the  lad  saw  his  sweetheart  in  tears, 

He  manfully  to  her  side  came. 
And  Ihrowini!  his  arms  arouud  her  dear  form. 

Said,  "Kiss,  and  let's  make  up  again; 
Kiss,  and  U-t's  make  up,  my  darling; 

Dry  your  tears:  don't  cry  in  vain. 
For  you  know  I  love  you,  darting; 

Yes,  I  know  I  was  to  blame: 
So  yon  wished  you'd  never  met  mcf 

Don't  say  that  my  little  pet— 
What  would  this  life  he  without  youf 

Kiss,  and  let's  make  np." 

The  years  rolled  by,  the  lad  sailed  away. 

The  maiden  she  waited  in  vain: 
Could  Jack  have  forgotten  tliose  bright  happy  days 

When  oft  to  the  cottute  he  came; 
The  shells  by  the  seashore  are  strewn  all  about; 

Each  one  brings  fond  memories  back, 
When  they  built  little  houses  upon  the  warm  sands. 

She  and  her  boy  lover  Jack. 
lie  promised  to  write  to  her  once  every  week; 

Had  another  fair  face  won  his  heart? 
Or  else  had  he  tired  of  his  true  country  lass? 

Was  he  satisfied  that  they  should  part* 
But  the  true,  honest  fellow  was  sailing  back  home 

To  the  girl  who  was  wailing  in  vain 
To  hear  his  dear  voice  whistier  low  in  her  ear, 

"Come,  kiss,  and  let's  make  up  again; 
Kiss,  and  let's  make  up,  my  darling; 

Dry  your  tears:  don't  cry  in  valu, 
For  you  know  I  love  you,  darling; 

Yes,  I  know  I  was  to  blame; 
So  you  wished  you'd  never  met  meT 

Don't  say  that,  my  little  |)et— 
Whiit  would  this  life  be  without  you? 

Kiss,  and  let's  make  up." 


»9m 


— "Wlmt  wiud  would 
fowl  and  chops  about. 


a  hungry  sailor  prefer?  One  that  blows 


■:d 


-I 


■.  !■; 


m 


MfMiaMMMMlMMMMsi 


ft>*'»Wj 


.•?»*3S 


■Mi 


mmKe 


-y:;^ 
'«ll«% 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.  39. 


21 


S/— \/-N^r^^N  ^ 


Parody  on: 

AFTER    THE    BALL. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Henry  J.  Wcliman. 
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Bend  for  Free  Cataloffue  of  Ronir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Teller*, 
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Written  by  Gus  Williams. 


A  fresh  yonng  maiden  climbed  an  old  man's  ear, 
Beirgfd  for  a  story  In  language  queer— 
"  Why  is  your  nose  spread  flat,  like  two  beers? 
Have  you  uo  fingers?  Where  are  your  ears?" 
"I  played  base-ball,  dear— years,  years  ago; 
I  was  right  fielder,  a  queer  one,  I  know. 
One  day  a  '  daisy '  was  sent  to  the  wall, 
1  ran  out  to  centre  field  after  the  ball. 

Chorus. 
After  the  ball,  in  clover,  I  ran  like  a  young  fawn. 
Tripped,  fell,  and  saw  the  stars,  dear,  half  of  my  teeth  were  gone; 
Many  a  bone  was  aching,  I  broke  my  fingers  all; 
1  was  a  chump  when  1  ran,  dear,  after  tlie  ball. 

"  Oil  lamps  were  burning  in  a  beer  saloon, 
Dutch  bands  were  playing  one  night  iu  June; 
Then  Annie  Rooney  to  me  did  call, 
'Claude,  I  am  huiiKry  for  a  fish  ball.' 
When  I  returned,  dear,  there  stood  a  man 
Drinking  my  lajjer,  as  Dutchmen  can; 
The  fish  ball  it  went,  dear,  over  the  wall, 
1  sent  the  man,  pet,  after  the  ball. 

Chorus. 
After  the  ball  he  went,  dear,  and  he  stepped  on  my  com; 
I  yelled  and  called  'Police! '  dear— all  of  the  cops  had  gone. 
Many  a  man  has  jumped,  dear,  over  a  high  stone  wall. 
Just  to  get  in  a  ealoou,  dear,  after  a  ball. 

"  Long  years  had  passed,  child,  till  one  fatal  night 
I  went  to  a  dance,  pet,  dressed  '  out  of  sight '; 
When  it  was  over  1  was  good  and  full; 
Some  one  then  touched  me,  my  leg  did  pull. 
One  day  a  letter  came  from  a  man. 
He  was  a  Lala,  so  the  letter  ran; 
The  tickets  he  sent  me,  where  he'd  soaked  them  all, 
lie  cleaned  me  out,  pet,  after  the  ball. 

ClIORL'S. 

After  the  ball  he  touched  me,  'twas  near  the  break  of  morn. 
As  with  a  load  I  lay,  dear,  all  of  my  senses  gone;  ! 

Many  a  man  gets  loaded,  if  you  could  see  them  all, 
Many's  the  purse  that  has  vanished  after  the  ball." 


^  I  » 


It  Isn't  the  Fault  of  the  Girls. 

International  copyri»?lit,  1892,  by  Frank  Harding. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  James  Thornton.   Music  by  Andrew  Mack.  As  sung  by  Uttle  Bonnie  Thornton. 

Since  the  days  of  our  first  parents  up  to  the  present  time 
We  often  hear  in  story  how  they  first  committed  crime. 
By  taking  just  one  apple  from  the  garden  without  leave; 
When  Adam  found  he  had  done  wrong  he  blamed  it  on  to  Eve. 

Chorus. 
But  it  wasn't  the  fault  of  the  girl. 

She  thought  she  was  doing  quite  right; 
Now  why  didn't  Adam  refuse. 

And  not  be  tempted  the  apple  to  bite? 
But  no,  he  said  "Don't  it  taste  sweet?"  .-;,.. 

Never  thinking  through  it  he  would  fall.  .,       '    •      ; 

lie  knew  that  the  fruit  was  forbidden;  »  v    .'    '       :    ' 

No,  'twas  not  the  girl's  fault,  after  all. 

The  world  is  full  of  pretty  girls,  there  isn't  any  donbt. 
And  some  of  them  are  angels— that's  until  you  find  them  out. 
They  coax  you  aud  they  tease  you,  make  you  pay  for  all  their  fun; 
But  when  your  puree  is  empty  with  some  other  chap  they'll  run. 

Chorus. 
But  it  isn't  the  fault  of  the  girls, 

Why  do  yon  run  after  them  80? 
It's  telling  the  same  old  story  .     '    . 

That  happened  a  long  time  ago.    ' 
If  they  make  you  believe  that  they  love  yoa 

Till  your  brain  seems  to  go  in  a  whirl. 
You  should  make  them  prove  their  affections; 

No,  it  isn't  the  fault  of  the  girls.  .' 

All  women  like  to  fascinate  and  charm  the  heart  of  man; 
To  make  themselves  look  pretty  they  do  ev'rything  they  can; 
The  bloom  of  youth  is  on  their  cheeks,  it  never,  never  fades; 
Although  their  age  is  forty,  they  appear  as  dainty  maids. 

Chorus.  ,    --   ■' 

.'  But  it  isn't  the  fault  of  the  girls. 

When  they  find  that  they're  getting  so  old, 
;:       ■         To  look  for  a  husband  at  forty 

To  take  them  in  out  of  the  cold. 
Ere  a  year  has  gone  by  you  observe 
'.  That  false  are  her  bright  shining  curls; 

'  You  should  have  fonnd  that  out 'fore  j'ou  got  married — 

No,  it  isn't  the  fault  of  the  girls. 


And  You  All  Get  Paid  upon  a  Friday. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
AH  rights  reserved. 
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Woi-ds  by  Harry  Adams.    Music  by  Jaa.  M.  Harrison. 

I  really  can't  tell  what  has  come  to  the  boys. 

They  make  themselves  awfully  free; 
All  they  think  of  is  making  a  terrible  noise,    . 

And  all  going  out  on  the  spree. 
They  used  to  be  different  some  time  ago. 

You  could  then  meet  a  genuine  lad. 
But  now  it's  a  puzzle  to  find  a  nice  l>can;  i 

Oh!  you've  gone  from  the  good  to  the  bad. 

Chorus.  ;' 

And  yon  all  get  paid  upon  a  Friday, 

On  Saturday  you  leave  at  one. 
On  Sunday  you've  gold  and  silver. 

On  Monday  and  Tuetday  none,  ta  ra  mm; 
Wednesday  you  start  upon  the  borrow. 

And  Thursday  you  promise  to  pay; 
Then  you  go  to  bed  at  night  and  wake  up  with  delight. 

For  it's  Friday  again,  hooray! 

When  you  get  in  yonr  teens  you  imagine  you're  men. 

And,  of  course,  get  behind  a  cigar. 
Never  dreaming  of  seeing  till  long  after  ten. 

The  Dice  little  girl  to  the  car; 
Then  cards  yon  must  play  till  the  break  of  the  day. 

To  bad  luck  all  your  faith  has  been  pinned; 
You  indulge  in  a  song,  as  you  swagger  along. 

About  twenty-three  sheets  iu  the  wiud.—C horun. 

You  say,  times  are  bad  and  that  you're  in  bard  luck. 

That  you're  very  near  tired  of  life. 
And  'twould  ruin  you  quite  if  you  were  to  unite 

With  a  damsel  aud  make  her  your  wife; 
Yet  you  spend  heaps  of  cash  just  to  cut  a  big  dash. 

But  for  all  that  you're  only  a  jay; 
You  figure,  of  course,  in  some  case  of  divorce, 

Aud  some  thousands  you  then  have  to  p&y.—  Chorut. 


THE    LADY   IN  THE    SUN. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  James  Meakins.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hull,  London. 
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Composed  by  James  Meakins.    Arranged  by  Reiuhard  W.  Oebhardt. 


INTKODUCTION. 

Scene— "Bill  in  the  Rainbow"  (speaking):  She  comes,  a  witch  the  world 
knows  nothing  of;  I  see  her,  a  charm,  an  amulet;  and  if  the  stars  are  angels  in 
the  sky,  the  snn  and  moon  gods  of  light  and  dark,  supreme  night  and  day,  lam— 

"  Cue  ":    Bill  in  the  bow,  a  witch  also. 

I'm  just  come  down  here  from  the  sun,  '  ■ 

So  golden  in  the  blue  sky,  as  you  see; 
Sol  says  I  may  have  a  little  fun. 

With  the  shadow  on  the  earth  in  love  will  fancy  me. 
I  am  so  superhuman  that  I  flirt  with  all  the  stars 

As  around  this  world  I  wauder  with  a  smile; 
And  one  thing  only  bars  my  mating  with  old  mars. 

The  younger  stars  are  singing  all  the  while. 
'*■■■./-.- 

Chorus. 

Ta-ra,  ra-ra,  ra-ra,  hi-ta,  ra-ra,  ra-ra, 
.  -  ';.  W^ith  a  shadow  on  the  earth  I  want  a  little  fun, 

.'■' ■  Ta-ra,  ra-ra,  ra-ra,  hi-ta,  ra-ra,  ra-ra; 

All  the  gods  up  iu  the  sky  want  Sollic  in  the  snn. 

,  I  make  all  light  is  in  the  sun. 

And  blended  on  the  earth  I  like  to  be, 
.  •    To  make  all  the  sha<Iow  quickly  run. 

While  in  my  shine  to  me  here  comes  sweet  humanity. 
Jove  says  I  am  a  woman  and  I  tell  him  he's  a  coon. 

And  Venus  is  a-getting  rather  vile; 
The  old  man  in  the  moon  tells  me  he'd  like  to  swoon, 
While  Satan  siugs  with  shadows  in  a  tile.— Chorus. 

I  do  my  joking  into  pnn, 

A-sparking  lu  a  dark  shade  I  agree; 
For  *>  it  and  good  humor  I'm  the  one 

Can  thus  eulighten  up  the  world  iu  hilarity. 
I'd  like  to  get  some  human  that  would  hug  my  life  a  day, 

But  a  comet  is  awaiting  on  an  isle; 
So  I  must  kick  the  eky  and  iu  love  say  good-bye; 

The  spirits  are  a-singiug  in  a  pile.— CAw««. 

I'd  like  to  kiss  you,  but  I  can't. 

As  something  seems  to  bother  all  the  while; 
Pa  says  that  1  mustn't  and  I  shan't. 

Mamma  says  I  must  and  shall  put  on  a  higher  style. 
I  ask  you  all  to  meet  me  and  we'll  breathe  a  eigh  for  eigli. 

To  that  land  above  the  blue  sky  let  us  wile; 
'        We  can  live  in  the  sun  when  Pa  and  Ma  are  won. 

The  angels  are  a-singing  in  a  roil. 

Chorus. 

If  Ma  says  you  must  not  venture  up  in  my  lot. 
Address  all  yoa  have  to  say  to  Sollie  in  the  snn; 
'     '•    I  shall  get  your  letter  where  eclipse  is  better, 

Not  dispelling  all  in  love,  I  mean  to  marry  one. 
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YES    OR    NO. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  James  Meakiiii.    £iitei-ed  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Composed  by  James  Meakiof.    Arranired  by  Reinhard  Vf,  Q«bhardt, 

Fondly  I  ask,  love,  will  you  be  mine? 
True,  since  I  saw  you,  I  have  been  thine. 
Sleeping  or  wakini;,  thy  haunting  spark 
Comes  in  iny  vision,  glowing  the  dark. 
Say,  do  you  love  me,  tender  and  truuy 
M'ith  kind  affection  I  cling  to  you. 
Proving  1  love  yon  in  joys  are  few; 
Now  will  you  answer  tbat  you  love  me,  toof 

Refraix. 

Say  yea  or  no,  love;  you  must,  before  1  go; 
Say  yes  or  no. 

Silken,  those  glances  benming  from  yon. 

Dewing  thy  star-eyes  shining  so  blue; 

t'onic  near  and  kiss  me,  while  I  impart 

Knowledge  I  can't  say  in  words  of  art. 

I  am  your  darling,  and  we'll  imbue 

GniceK  enchanting,  charming  in  hue; 

Tell,  do  you  love  me  in  and  from  viewf 

Say  yes  and  embrace  as  true  lovers  do.—Rffraln. 

Gentle  the  task  is  not  to  repine. 
What  1  now  ask  you  will  not  decline; 
Moments  are  flying  into  the  arc. 
High  in  the  blue  sky  linger  and  hark. 
Tt^l,  is  our  tuuchiug  as  love  should  be? 
Feeling  those  senses  nature  gives  free? 
If  so,  the  heart  beats  old  love  for  new. 
Wedding  forever  to  live  one,  not  two.— i?^;rti«. 


BARREL    OF    PORK. 
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Two  Israelite  brothers  in  New  York  once  dwelt. 
And  iu  all  kinds  of  merchundise  freely  they  dealt: 
They  were  thought  to  be  wealthy,  between  me  and  you, 
And  each  brother  was  really  as  rich  aa  a  Jew.    Tol  rol.  Sec. 

No  creditor  e'er  went  away  from  their  door. 

Till  death  culle<l  on  Moses  to  settle  his  score; 

No  mortal  can  ever  evade  such  a  call; 

So,  Moses  heeleeps,  sirs,  his  last  sleep  of  all.    Tol  rol,  &c. 

Then  Isaac,  his  brother,  exclaimed:  "Lucky  elf! 

All  his  goots  and  his  moneys  belong  to  myself. 

Ah!  but  stop!  dere's  his  will:  1  must  just  read  it  through. 

To  see  whut  poor  Moses  would  have  me  to  do,"    Tol  roT,  Ac> 

The  win  it  thus  run:  "When  I  shall  cease  to  live, 
All  my  cash  and  my  pools  to  my  brother  I  give, 
Upon  this  condition:  Tliut  hard  he  shall  toil 
To  bury  ray  l>ody  in  real  English  soil."    Tol  rol,  dtc. 

Isaac  tried  every  captain  and  could  not  prevail, 

For  none  would  airree  with  the  body  to  sail; 

But,  not  lo  be  baulked,  he  set  quickly  to  work 

And  embarked  it,  at  last,  ae  a  barrel  of  pork.    Tol  rol,  &c. 


There  Is  Nothing  So  Lovely  As  Woman 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Joseph  Tabrar. 


nave  yon  ever  sat  in  silence  when  the  lights  are  dim  and  low. 
And  looked  down  life's  long  roadway  to  the  distant  long  ago? 
If  so,  all  vour  thoughts  are  chastened  as  in  visions  you  can  see, 
Life,  in  all  its  golden  heyday,  life  as  once  it  used  to  be; 
Faces  mingle  with  the  meni'ry  of  those  days  beyond  recall. 
But  one  sweet  face  shines  more  clearly,  one  fair  face  that's  ever  dear: 
Your  mother,  as  you  used  to  know  her,  she  who'd  always  share 
Ev'ry  little  boyish  trouble,  ev'ry  little  childish  care. 

Chorus. 
If  she's  good  there  is  nothing  so  lovelv  as  woman, 

Fairest  on  earth,  nature's  queen  without  crowu; 
If  she's  good,  she  is  all  the  world  to  man. 

If  she's  bad— no,  I  can't  run  her  down. 

Past  from  childhood  into  manhood,  when  yon're  battling  'gainst  the  sttifo. 

You  meet  the  tender  maiden  who  you  long  to  call  your  wife: 

Love's  sweet  tale  to  her  you  whisper,  in  love's  language  ever  de.ir. 

Then  you  get  the  little  promise  that  you  long  so  much  to  hear. 

Soon  you  settle  down  iu  comfort  with  your  treasured  little  wife. 

All  the  future  seems  BO  golden;  bnt  uncertiiiii  Is  this  life. 

For  poverty  or  sickness  comes  to  claim  you  as  its  own. 

This  then  is  the  trying  hour  that  tiue  woman's  love  is  ihowa.— Chorus. 

When  the  midnight  hour  has  sounded,  hear  the  dreadful  cry  of  "  Fire! " 

From  yonder  stately  mansion,  see  the  flames  leap  high'r  and  high'r; 

Soon  a  crowd  is  there  collected,  and  they  stiuid  wiih  bated  breath. 

As  the  gallant  tireincn  bravely  rush  to  w  hat  seems  certain  death. 

Oue  by  one  they  bring  down  safely  all  the  inmates  of  the  place. 

What  is  that  at  yonder  window?   See  the  pale  and  haggard  face! 

"  For  God's  sake,  save  the  child!  "  the  fireman  hears  the  nurses  cry; 

And  the  child  is  saved,  bnt  seel  the  uur«c  has  staggered  back  \.o6ie.—  Chorui. 


P 


Parody  on : 

The  Poor  Gal  Didn't  Know,  Yon  Know. 


By  T.  H.  looker. 


( 


( 


Mo  was  cut  to  pieces  with  chopper  and  knife, 
lie  had  never  been  cut  up  so  much  iu  his  life; 
Isaac  wrote  to  his  agent  to  tell  him  his  plan. 
And  t>egged  hiui  to  bury  the  poor  pickled  man. 


Tol  rol,  &c. 


Some  months  after  this,  as  he  walked  on  the  wharf, 

lie  met  with  the  captain,  a  sallow-faced  dwarf; 

"Veil,  good  captain,"  he  crieil,  looking  steadfastly  'round, 

"You  uelivered  my  barrel,  I  hope,  safe  and  sound?"    Tol  rol,  Ac. 

Said  the  captain :  "  Friend  Isaac,  I  am  sorry  to  say 

I'hat,  during  our  trip,  we  were  near  cast  awaj  ; 

When,  in  Bi<;ht  of  old  Knglaml,  we  lay  a  sheer  hulk. 

And  provisions  being  scarce,  we  were  forced  to  break  dulk."  Tol  rol,  ike. 

♦'Break  dulk!  "  roared  out  Isaac.    "You're  worse  than  a  Turk! 

Bnteuicly  you  ne'er  broke mv  barrel  of  pork?" 

"Indeed!  but  we  did!"  crletl  ti.e  captain,  "don't  huff! 

Yoi  I'll  pay  you  a  good  price,  though  it  was  devilish  tough."  Tol  rol,  &c. 

"Ah!  mine  Got!  "  cried  poor  Isaac,  "as  I  am  asinner, 
You  have  eat  my  poor  prrxler  Moses  for  dinner." 
"  Your  brother?   Why,  zounds!  then  myself  and  the  crew 
Have  feasted  three  days  on  a  piece  of  tough  Jew !    Tol  rol,  Ac. 

"But  come  now,  friend  Isaac,  to  finish  this  work, 

I'll  pay  for  your  brother  as  tliough  he  was  pork." 

"No,  no,"  replied  Isaac,  "though  we  cheat  one  another. 

Our  law  won't  pcnnit  us  to  sell  our  own  brother,"    Tol  rol,  Ac. 

In  his  purse  the  captain  was  patting  his  gold. 

Which  Isaac  espying,  cried:  "  Ooot  captain,  hold! 

Though  I  can't  touch  de  cash  for  dut  prfKler  of  mine, 

You  can  pay  me,  you  know,  for  do  parrel  and  prine.    Tol  rol,  Ac. 
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A  jay  from  the  country  once  came  to  town, 
V        And  some  green  goods  he  quicklv  did  buy; 
Tho'  his  chin  whiskeis  were  full  of  hayeecd. 

He  thought  he  was  very,  very  fly. 
Be  said:  "  By  gosh,  I've  just  arrived  from  old  Oskosb, 

And  I  can't  get  back  too  soon;" 
Then  he  winked  his  eye  at  the  bunco  men  so  sly, 

Aud  skipped  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

CnoRCB. 

But  the  poor  jay  didu't  know,  yon  know, 
Tliat  the  green  goods  scheme  was  a  fake; 

7'hough  a  deacon  in  a  church,  it  made  him  swear. 
Whin  he  found  out  his  sad  mistake. 

For  when  the  foxy  old  jay  got  home  the  next  day. 
It  didn't  take  him  more  than  a  minute 

To  find  instead  of  the  swag  some  sawdust  iu  the  bog- 
But  the  green  goods  he  bought  weren't  in  it. 

The  race-tracks  now  arc  In  full  blast. 

And,  of  course,  the  snorts  arc  sure  to  go 
To  back  some  favorite  nor!>e  to  win, 

For  they've  all  got  straight  tip?,  yon  know. 
But  when  they  leave  the  track  and  for  home  start  back, 

The  most  of  them  swear  like  thunder; 
For  the  horses  seldom  win  that  they  buck  with  their  "tin  "- 

When  ihey  do,  it's  a  ten-days  wonder. 

Chorus. 
Bnt  the  poor  sports  never  know,  you  know,         •  "    , 

That  they're  up  against  a  very  queer  game; 
Cut  it's  no  use  trying  to  tell  them  that. 

For  they'll  play  the  ponies  just  the  same. 
Bnt  when  their  money's  gone  and  their  clothes  are  in  pawn, 

Aud  they  find  they're  a  nnancial  wreck, 
'Tis  then  they're  sure  to  say:  "Oh,  wasn't  I  a  blooming  jay— 
I  never  thought  I'd  get  it  in  tlie  neck." 

• 
A  friend  of  mine  longed  for  an  actor's  life. 

So  he  bought  a  wig  and  ail  old  banjo; 
Be  got  an  engagement  at  QO  per  week  I 

To  travel  out  Wept  \\  itii  a  medicine  show. 

But  there's  a  vacancy  now  in  that  company,  I  vow,  ' 

For  he  sung  "Comrades"  on  the  opening  night,  I 

And  the  audience  arose  and  with  bullets  ulled  his  clothes;  i 

Now  the  poor  boy  is  'way  out  of  sight.  ' 

Chorus.  , 

But  the  poor  boy  didn't  know,  you  know. 

That  "Comrades"  wasn't  quite  up  to  date; 
So  let  this  serve  as  a  warning  to  all  actors  ' 

Who  desire  to  avoid  a  similar  fate. 
For  chestnuts  never  go  with  the  cowboys,  you  know. 

That  inhabit  the  "wild  and  woolly  West"; 
Yes,  almost  every  one  will  press  the  trigger  of  a  gun. 

And  the  undertaker  he  will  do  the  rest. 
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G-ET    UP    EARLY, 
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Words  by  Dr.  Wm.  J.  Wetmore.    Music  by  J.  G.  Maeder.         . 

Get  np  early  in  the  mornine,  hear  the  lark'B  Bweef  note  of  warning;    ■ 

Get  np  early,  eliimber  ecoruiug,  in  tlie  moniins  early. 
See  the  sun  is  brightly  beaming,  de\vdroi)8  on  each  flow'r  are  gleaming; 

Oh,  'lis  like  a  poet's  dreaming,  in  the  morning  early. 
Birds  on  ev'ry  bush  arc  singing,  flow're  in  ev'ry  vale  are  springing, 

Matin  bells  are  gayly  ringing  in  the  morning  early. 

Get  np  early,  sloth  defying,  balmy  airs  are  sweeily  sighing; 

Get  up  early,  time  is  flynig  in  the  morning  early. 
If  we  slumber,  clouds  may  lower  o'er  love's  gilded  fairy  bower; 

Blight  may  taint  each  bud  and  flower  if  we  rise  not  early. 
Get  up  early  in  the  morning,  hark!  the  lark's  sweet  note  of  warning; 

Get  up  early,  slumber  scorning,  in  the  morning  early. 


Why  Does  Mother  Stay  So  Long? 
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Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.    Music  by  C.  A.  White.  . 

Father,  yon  are  sadly  weeping,  Jet  me  climb  upon  your  knee; 

Brother  Will  is  gently  sleeping.    Tell  me  where  can  mother  be? 

Ail  the  day  so  sad  and  weary,  I  have  sung  my  little  song; 

Now  the  uiglit  has  come  so  dreary,  why  does  mother  stay  so  long? 

C.iORua. 
Tell  me,  kind  and  gentle  father,  while  the  evening  shadows  throng. 
Why  is  all  the  house  so  lonely,  why  does  mother  stay  so  long? 

Yesternight  they  called  us  sadly  where  she  lay  so  calm  and  sliil. 

Then  she  kissed  us,  oh,  so  gladly,  me  and  darling  brother  Will. 

Now  we  see  your  tears  of  sorrow,  hushed  is  every  childish  song; 

Father,  will  she  come  to-morrow?  Why  does  mother  stay  so  long f— Chorus. 

Fold  me  gently  to  your  bosom,  tell  me,  father,  why  you  weep; 

Call  me  once  again  your  blossom;  kiss  me,  now  I'll  go  to  sleep. 

Shall  we  nevermore  to  mother  sing  our  little  good-night  songs? 

Oh,  'tis  sad  for  me  and  brother— why  does  mother  stay  so  \ougJ— Chorus. 


UP    GO    THE     FIREWORKS. 
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Words  by  Wal  Pinlb    Music  by  George  he  Bruan. 
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On  the  nunal  firework  night  at  the  Crystal  Palace 
See  the  lovers  in  the  grounds— Joey  mashes  Alice, 
Alice  looks  so  happy,  though:  Joe's  been  on  the  fuddle. 
For  in  the  dark  it's  pretty  safe  to  have  a  quiet  cuddle. 

Chorus. 

She  says,  "This  is  nice;"  he  says,  "It's  blise;  give  UB  n  kisB." 
"Shan't,"  says  the  iniss;  he  says,  "You  shall,"  and  for  his  kiss 
In  style  we  should  admire  works.     At  last  she  says,  "  I'll  kiss  yon,  Joe," 
And  just  as  to  fondly  kiss  they  go,  there's  a  blaze  and  a  loudly  sounding  "  Oh ! " 
Up  go  the  blooming  fireworks. 

Workmen  on  a  Saturday,  mortal  men,  not  sages. 
Hop  into  a  public  house  to  try  and  melt  their  wages;  * 

They  diink  till  one  says  something  wrong,  another  one  gets  up,  he. 
And  says,  "  That's  boshi  "  Another  one  says,  "Goon,  lie  down,  puppy!" 

Chorus. 

Well,  then  that  upsets  the  loving  cup;  he  says,  "  Who  was 
It  called  me  '  pup '? "   Then  some  one  else  cries,  "Oh,  shut  up! " 
His  temper  high'r  and  high'r  works;  a.t  last  it  gets  red,  blazing  hot— 
"  C<>me  on  if  yer  men,  I'll  fight  the  lot."  His  coat  comes  off  and  then,  great  Scott! 
Up  go  the  blooming  fireworks. 

Servants  in  a  decent  place,  in  the  kitchen  Bitting, 

To  each  otlier  telling  tales,  sewing  p'raps  or  knitting; 

Talking  of  tlieir  lovers,  too,  tales  that  interest  one,  ',    ' 

And  trying  bard  to  each  make  out  that  she  has  got  the  beet  one. 

Chorus. 

"No,  mine's  the  bCBt."    "Which  one  d  yer  mean?"    " I've  only  one." 
"  D"yer  think  I'm  gfeen,  Maria?  You're  got  about  sixteen." 
'  Then  in  a  rage  Maria  works— "Yon  spooned  the  baker's  man  to-day, 
I  The  butcher,  too!"  "Oh,  did  I,  eh?  Well,  how 'bout  the  ginger  slop?"  Hooray! 
ITp  go  the  blooming  fireworks. 

Out  for  a  "  beans  "  in  a  van  goes  a  merry  party 

Down  to  Eppiug  Forest,  get  merry,  gay  and  hearty. 

Spend  a  jolly,  romping  time;  things  go  off  so  rosy. 

They  pack  their  traps  and  start  for  home  all  comfortable  and  cozy. 

Chorus. 

But  coming  back  home  in  the  van,  says  mother  Brown       - 
ToSaireyAnn:  "  I  saw  you  kissing  my  old  man."  '  "^ 

In  here  a  jealous  fire  lurks.    Says  Sairey  Ann:  "  What  d'  yer  mean? 
That  I  kissed  your  old  man  to-day?"   "G"oml  yon  kiss,  my  boot!  "  Whoi-Ayl 
Up  go  the  blooming  fireworks. 


THE  WORLD'S    FAIR. 

By  Eddie  O'Brien.   Sung  by  Lew  Hawkins. 
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This  world  is  full  of  wonders  now,  no  matter  where  you  go. 
They  say  that  wonders  never  cease,  and  I  believe  it's  so; 
The  wonder  of  all  wonders  now,  they  say  so  everywhere,  ' 

Is  going  to  be  Chicago,  where  they  have  the  great  world's  fair.  • 
Between  all  nations  of  this  earth  there'll  be  a  gnat  contest, 
They'll  all  produce  great  wonders,  just  to  see  who  h;is  the  best; 
There's  going  to  be  glorious  times,  so  every  one  be  there: 
I'll  tell  you  of  the  funny  things  you'll  see  w  hile  at  the  fair. 

Chorus. 

Mrs.  Langtry  on  a  Texas  steer,  a  Dutchman  that  will  not  drink  beer, 

A  Chicago  boodler  that  never  took  a  bribe; 
A  ladies'  contest  chewing  gum,  a  fortune  for  the  biggest  bum, 

Also  a  phrobismatic  that  never  took  a  bribe. 
They're  going  to  have  a  mother-in-law  that  never  sassed  her  son-in-law. 

Or  walked  upon  his  bosom  till  she  dragced  out  all  liis  hair; 
The  elevated  road,  they  say,  will  kill  a  Chinaman  each  day: 

So  have  your  washing  done,  I  pray,  before  the  great  world's  fair. 

There'll  be  all  kinds  of  wonders,  yes,  there'll  be  all  kinds  of  fun; 

Queen  Victoria  will  be  singing  "Johnny,  get  your  gun." 

They're  going  to  have  some  preachers  there  who  never  committed  sins, 

I  also  hear  there  will  appear  a  pair  of  orphans'  twins. 

The  Home  Rule  then  it  will  be  passed  and  hung  upon  the  wall, 

A  four-round  fighter  who  will  swear  he  cannot  best  them  all; 

They're  going  to  have  Niagara  Falls  8us|>ended  in  the  air. 

Just  to  give  us  all  a  shower  bath  while  visiting  the  fair. 

Chorus. 
A  dude  without  a  cigarette,  a  gambling  man  that  will  not  bot. 

Also  a  pair  of  whiskers  that  the  wind  has  not  blown  through; 
A  policeman  that  is  good  and  kind,  a  girl  that  will  not  change  her  mind. 

Going  to  have  an  oyster  from  the  McKinley  tariff  stew. 
Speaker  Reed  will  be  there,  too,  with  babe  McKee  play  peek-a-boo; 

Nancy  Hanks  will  trot  a  mile  in  a  second,  I  declare; 
Jack  the  ripper  will  be  there,  chasing  people  with  long  hair; 

"Tou'd  better  get  your  hair  cut  before  you  take  in  the  fair. 


■   ^  >  ^ 


THE    OLD    PRAY  MULE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  Henry  Whjrte. 


me; 


I'm  now  a  tnan,  but  oft  recall  my  childhood's  happy  days. 
When  to  and  from  the  school  I'd  go,  the  boyish  tricks  and  plays. 
The  old  and  playful  donkey,  the  pet  of  all  the  school. 
To  love  us  little  children  was  that  donkey's  golden  rule;  , 

We'd  crowd  upon  his  great  broad  back  with  shouts  of  joy  and  gh-e, 
Then  'round  the  playground,  'round  and  'round,  'twas  fun  for  him  and 
There  was  no  work  tiiat  he  could  do,  his  days  of  toil  were  o'er; 
We  loved  him  as  a  playmate,  now  he's  gone  for  evermore. 

Refrain. 
Teacher!  Teacher!  I  think  I  hear  the  children  sav; 
Teactier!  Teacher!  Please,  may  I  go  out  and  play  ? 
The  donkey's  in  the  schoolyard,  he  always  seems  to  bray: 
Children,  children,  please  come  out  and  play. 

We  brought  him  ev'ry  day  some  hay,  commeal,  sweetme.ats  and  brtnd. 

But  now  he's  buried  in  the  field  behind  the  schoolhouse  shed; 

The  echoolhonse,  too,  has  passed  away,  the  teachers,  one  by  one; 

No  more  will  ring  the  noonduy  bell— their  life's  work  now  Is  done. 

My  playmates  tlien  are  now  old  men,  some  dead  or  gone  away, 

And  some  to  honor,  fame,  have  climbed,  and  others  gone  astray; 

But  oh!  the  menrries  of  the  days  I  passed  in  that  old  school 

Will  remain  with  me  forever,  and  our  friend,  the  old  gray  male.— Be/raiti. 


THE  MOTHER'S  TWILIOHT  SONQ 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 

There  is  music  in  the  twilight,  when  tlie  mother  sings  to  rest 
I'he  gentle  blue-eyed  baby  softljr  nestling  on  her  biejist; 
All  her  cares  are  then  forjrotten  in  the  love  so  deep  and  strong. 
There's  a  tone  of  joy  and  heaven  in  the  mother's  twilight  song. 
Lullaby,  my  baby ;  lullaby,  my  baby. 

Refrain. 
Nature's  mnsic,  soft  and  deep,  lulls  the  little  one  to  sleep. 
While  the  tw  llight  softly  falls,  while  the  twilight  softly  falls, 
And  the  mnsic  on  the  zephyr  now  is  softly  borne  alone; 
'Tis  the  singing,  'tis  the  singing  of  the  mother's  twilight  song; 
'Tis  the  singing,  'tis  the  singing  of  the  mother's  twilight  song. 

In  the  trees  the  birds  are  sleeping,  'tis  the  earth's  most  peaceful  hour, 
And  the  angels  watch  are  keeping  o'er  each  gentle  bud  and  flow'r; 
While  afar  upon  the  ocean  speeds  the  sailor's  bark  along. 
Of  his  faithful  wife  he's  dreaming,  while  she  sings  her  twilight  song. 
Lullaby,  my  baby;  lullaby,  my  oaby.— .ff^rain. 
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LITTLE  WILLIE. 

'Written  by  Rev.  E.  W.  Jones.     Miisic  by  C.  H.  Traver. 
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Little  Willie  sluiubere  sweetly  in  his  lonely,  narrow  bed, 
Pelting  ctornis  and  howling  tempests  cannot  reach  bis  little  head; 
Sweet  affection  dro|>8  a  tear  o'er  the  spot  where  Willie  lies, 
Angels  whisper,  "  Look  up  yonder!  "  pointing  upward  to  the  skies. 

Oil  our  mem'ries  deeply  graven  st.nnds  his  little  image  fair. 
Sparkling  eyes  and  shining  teinpies,  rosy  cheeks  and  golden  hair; 
Kuby  lips  so  full  of  smiling,  neck  and  arms  of  spotlei-s  white. 
Little  feet  so  full  of  luiiuiiig— little  Willie  was  so  bright. 

Liltle  Willie  slumbers  sweetly  in  his  lonely,  narrow  bed, 

Pelting  storms  aini  howling  tempests  cannot  reach  his  little  head; 

On  that  bright  and  f'lorious  mOrniiig  Christ  will  wl.isper  from  aliove, 

"  Rise,  my  child,  and  let  me  dress  thee  iu  rubes  of  white  and  spotless  love." 


I 


I 
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Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Percy  Qaunt. 


Put  your  arms  around  rae,  honey,  eveu  if  you  have  no  money; 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long; 

For  you  know  I'm  in  a  hurry,  when  my  heart  is  iu  a  flurry- 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long. 

I'd  fly  awuy  on  hi^'h,  knock  a  hole  np  in  the  sky. 
And  hear  the  angels  sing  their  brightest  song. 

Get  a  move  and  do  not  tarry,  if  you  do  we  will  not  marry— 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long. 

CUORUS. 

Stand  from  under!  I'm  goin'  np  yonder,  yonder  in  the  skies; 
Put  your  arms  arnimd  me,  honey,  even  if  you  have  no  mouey— 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long. 

Come  along,  my  darling  duckey,  for  I  know  you're  very  lucky- 
Love  me  little,  lo\e  me  long; 

Do  not  wait  a  sincle  minute,  or  we  never  will  be  in  it- 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long. 

Put  your  wints  on  very  tight,  and  we'll  fly  by  day  and  night. 
Till  we  reach  the  place  tuat  has  the  golden  pong. 

Over  spire  and  over  steiple,  lly  away  from  all  the  people — 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long.— t'/io/  «»■. 

Don't  you  hear  the  angels  singing,  and  the  goldeu  bells  a-ringiog— 

Love  me  little,  love  me  long; 
Honey  dear,  you've  got  to  take  mc.  and  you'll  never  try  to  shake  me— 

Love  mi  little,  love  me  long. 
Oh,  do  not  be  too  late  when  we  reach  the  golden  gate. 

For  I  want  to  take  my  harp  and  shout  ii  son^. 
Come  along,  my  beauty  charmer,  buckle  on  your  brightest  armor — 

Love  me  liUle,  love  me  long.— C'At// «.-. 


RI]SrG--A-ROSY, 

-OH:- 

Rosy  and  Joe. 
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Words  and  M..oic  by  James  Meakins.    Arranged  by  Artliur  M.  Culien. 

My  Rosy  loves  her  Joe,  my  Josy  loves  his  Roc; 
And  if  you  see  lis  in  the  sun  you'll  say  thiit  it  is  so. 
We  go  ahout  together,  iu  sunchine  or  in  ruin. 
And  we  never  mind  the  weather,  though,  iu  love  is  plain. 
Ev'ry  Sunday  morning  when  the  jKjopie  go  to  chinch 
The  parson  lingers  on  his  way  to  greet  f(»ik»  in  the  porch; 
lie  takes  the  hand  of  Josy,  and  takes  the  hand  of  Roe; 
While  bells  play  ring-a-rosy,  he  says,  "Come  on,  Joe." 

Rephain  and  Cuoucs. 
Ring-a-ring  in  posy,  Josy  loves  his  Rosy, 

Rosy  loves  her  Josy,  say  all  llie  folks  iu  town. 
Itlng-a-ring-a-rosy,  Josy  will  wed  Rosy; 

In  u  ring  so  cosy  we'll  all  call  down. 

Now  Joey  hugs  his  Roe,  and  Rosy  kisses  Joe; 
Can  you  behold  us  in  the  moon  you'll  see  a  bello  and  bean. 
We  are  just  like  two  flowers,  and  bloom  in  shade  or  shine; 
To  love  with  all  life's  powers  so,  will  prove  diviue. 
In  the  sabbath  sermon  that  the  pastor  has  to  preach, 
lie  draws  his  wis«li)Ui  with  a  will  of  wit  he  has  to  teach; 
He  says,  "  You  look  at  Rosy !  and  then  you  all  see  Joe; 
When  you  can  love  like  Joe  and  Roe  I  will  wed  you." 

Refiiain  and  Cuonus. 

Ringa-ring-a-rosy,  in  the  sky  so  cosy. 
Sing  the  holy  angels  high  in  the  heaven  flown. 

Stars  iheir  shining  tapers,  goldeu  words  on  papers; 
In  a  borne  so  tosy  we  all  would  own. 


Will  They  Answer  if  I  Write? 
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Words  by  F.  Fleming.    Music  by  John  St.  Oeorge. 


Pray  ( 


Many  hardships  I've  endured  since  I  left  my  happy  home. 

And  ev'ry  day  to  me  seems  like  a  year: 
On  a  sunny  summer's  morn  I  was  bouiid  this  world  to  roam. 

And  left  the  old  homestead  and  loved  ones  dear. 
I  always  was  siirrduuded  there  with  luxuries  and  joy, 

And  yearn  for  fame  and  fortune  day  and  night. 
Would  their  sad  hearts  beat  with  joy  for  tidings  of  their  boy; 

1  wonder  will  they  answer  if  I  write? 

Chorus. 
._.'  can  it  ever  be  that  they  ne'er  will  write  to  inc; 
'Twould  fill  their  hearts  with  joy  and  great  delight. 
If  they  would  forget  the  jiast.  to  my  home  Id  go  at  last— 
I  wonder  will  they  answer  if  I  write? 

A  father  and  a  mother,  a  sister  and  a  brother. 

Their  faces  I  can  pictuie  niuht  and  day; 
For  we  were  happy  then  till  at  last  we  grew  to  men. 

When  misfortune  came  and  drew  all  joy  away. 
But  those  happy  days  will  come  when  life's  tide  will  have  its  turn. 

And  prosperity  then  for  me  will  shine  bri^'ht. 
I'll  send  a  message  home,  to  tell  them  I'm  ahme- 

I  wonder  will  they  answer  if  I  write?— C'Ao/t/j. 


Parody  on:  ,    -' 

When  the  Days  Grow  Longer. 

By  James  F.  Liinib,  ihe  Vunti'ilo<)Uist. 
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I'm  going  to  sing  a  song  and  tell  you  right  along. 

When  the  days  grow  colder. 
The  things  that  will  take  place  and  for  them  we  must  wait. 

When  the  days  grow  colder. 
The  balls  and  parties  will  be  iu  full  bloom. 
Our  seal-skin  coats  we  will  wear  them  sure. 
A  simple  game  of  poker  will  be  played  by  mc  and  you, 

When  the  days  grow  colder. 

Chorl'9. 
Keep  yonr  hearts  up,  don't  feel  desponded, 

I  tell  you  all  that's  true; 
We'll  have  money  for  to  spend  and  money  for  to  lend, 

When  the  days  grow  colder. 

The  circus  on  the  road  will  be  turning  in,  of  course. 

When  the  days  grow  colder: 
Many  a  stormy  day  they  meet  with  on  their  way, 

When  the  days  grow  colder; 
They  tell  the  exiicrience  they  had  on  the  road, 
'I'he  good  time  tliey  had  taliing  around  all  tlie  girls; 
But  you  bet  they'll  have  to  hustle  if  they  want  to  catch  a  show, 

When  the  days  grow  colder.— CAon/«. 

The  actors  and  sonbrettea  will  be  looking  for  the  best. 

When  the  days  grow  colder; 
Shows  of  every  kind  will  all  be  right  in  line, 

When  the  days  grow  colder. 
The  bands  will  pi»y  for  the  opening  day, 
To  tell  the  actors  tiiey  must  now  away; 
The  season  is  all  booked,  but  the  show  don't  play  to  luck. 

When  the  days  grow  colder.— CAo/'««. 


Parody  on; 

HE   NEVER   CARES  TO  WANDER  f 
FROM   HIS  OWN  FIRESIDE.        | 

By  Tommy  Powers.     Sung  by  Powers  &  Clayton,  the  "Irish  Home  Rulers."        [ 
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Funny  men  have  funny  faces,  the v  prefer  to  laugh  than  cry;  t 

They  seldom  drink  coffee  or  tea,  for  their  sweethe.irt  is  old  rye. 
'I'hat's  the  case  with  Blossom  Brady,  who  was  once  a  wealthy  man. 
But  boree-racing  left  biiu  flat  broke— now  he  runs  the  mixed-ule  can. 

Chorus. 
He  never  cares  to  wander  from  Duffy's  beer  saloon, 
Ile'll  never  miss  a  schooner  and  its  foam; 
With  a  pig's  foot  in  Ids  band  at  the  lunch  bar  he  does  stand. 
For  Duffy's  is  his  home,  sweet  home. 

His  feather  bed  it  is  a  bench  In  Dad  Duffy's  old  back  room; 

lie  rises  up  at  five  each  morn  and  sweeps  out,  for  he's  first  broom; 

'I'lie  bartender  gives  him  a  ball,  then  he  hits  the  fever  and  ague  lunch, 

Ue  guts  the  shakes  and  shakes  the  dice  with  the  iceman  for  whiskey  puncli.- CAo. 

Oh,  he  tells  such  funny  stories  that  the  soup  squad  langh  out  loud. 

And  the  jay  that  he  tells  the  gag  to,  of  course,  he  does  treat  the  crowd. 

Saturday  night  it's  his  delight  for  to  get  full  as  a  goat. 

And  then  ho'll  sing  bis  favorite  song  and  whistle  each  blgh-C  note.—  Chorus. 
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Parody  on: 

ONLY    DREAMING. 

Written  and  SuuK  by  Lew  Hawkins.         - 
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I  was  drcamliiK  in  the  drcamlete,  dreaming  drcamlete  far  away; 

III  the  Btill  of  rightlets,  eleepleta  I  dreamt  drcanilele  niglit  and  day. 

I  was  stopping  in  a  hotel  poor-house  where  the  steaks  were  tough  and  small, 

And  the  grounds  were  full  of  coffee— 1  was  dreaming,  that  was  all. 

Chorus. 
I  was  dreaming,  only  dreaming, 

The  nightmare  on  me  had  the  call; 
I  thonght  I  was  eating  mamma's  cooking, 

But  I  was  dreaming,  that  was  all. 

Old  England  has  great  fighters,  who  can  whip  the  world,  they  say; 

They've  been  taught  to  fight  from  childhood;  they  would  sooner  flf;ht  than  play. 

Charley  Miichcll  says  that  Corbett  from  the  ring  he'll  surely  sweep; 

For  gooducBS  sake,  will  some  one  wake  him— Mitchell  now  is  fast  asleep. 

Chorus. 

Mitchell's  dreaming,  only  dreaming: 
Corbett  will  give  liim  an  awful  fall, 

And  when  he  awakes  Corbett  will  still  be  champion- 
Mitchell  is  dreaming,  that  is  all. 


]  I  slept  with  a  man  that's  clerking  in  a  store  from  six  to  six; 
(  \ia  ant  in  uptlinfr  some  ladies  muslin,  he  wak  in  an  awful  fix 


the  cloth  so  neat, 
sheet." 


Chorus. 

For  he  was  dreaming,  only  dreaming; 

He  wasn't  cbargea  with  that  sheet  at  all; 
For  he  had  literally  rulnei  by  night  shirt— 

lie  was  dreaming,  that  was  all. 


SHE'S   FAIR,    SHE'S   YOUNG-. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Joseph  Tabrar.    dung  by  Harry  KemoU. 
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Park  Row,  New  York.    Poata((e  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


I  know  a  young  lady  most  highly  bewitching, 
Who's  always  astitcliing  away  in  the  kitclien; 
And  when  she  is  singing  her  voice  is  so  ringing — 
By  paying  attention  you  d  hear  Erin's  daughter 
A  mile  and  a  quarter.    Her  father's  a  porter 
That  works  at  a  station  known  all  'round  the  nation. 
Her  name's  bonnie  Mary  of  sweet  Tipprary, 

And  sure  she's  a  fairy  by  nature  and  birth; 
Her  waist  is  the  tightest,  her  step  is  the  lightest. 

In  fact,  she's  the  brightest  of  creatures  on  earth. 

Chorus. 
She's  fair,  she's  young,  she's  not  over-rolling  In  "rhino  "; 

Heart  so  tender,  waist  so  slender,  and  oh,  such  dear  little  feet,  so  neat. 
She's  fair,  she's  young,  and  she's  the  best  girl  I  know; 

Witty,  pretty— in  fact,  she's  a  perfect  treat. 

About  Iter  whose  cheeks  with  the  primrose  are  tinted. 
It's  lately  been  hinted— iii  fact,  it's  been  printed— 
That  slie  weds  to-morrow,  causing  grief  and  sorrow 
To  her  poor  old  dad,  who  refuses  his  diet. 
Because  on  the  quiet,  without  any  riot. 
She's  going  to  get  married,  tho'  she  long  has  tarried. 
Her  dad  says,  'My  daisy,  you're  driving  me  crazy; 

The  man  may  be  lazy  and  ne'er  go  to  biz, 
The  neighbors  are  prying  and  trying  and  sighing — 

In  fact,  they're  all  dying  to  know  who  he  is.— CAoTM*. 

This  young  fellow's  aunt  was  queen  of  the  Quakers, 

WoriL  acres  and  acies,  the  greatest  of  makers 

Of  money  e'er  heard  of,  though  he  knew  not  one  word  of 

This  Quaker  queen  aunt  till  the  day  it  was  stated; 

And  strangers  narrated,  solicitors  waited 

On  him  with  her  money,  piles  of  gold  and  houey. 

He  meant  voung  Mary  of  sweet  Tipperary, 

And  said,  "Now,  my  fairy,  I've  plenty  of  pelf ": 
And  in  the  morning,  ere  day  has  long  been  dawning. 

She'll  marry,  take  warning,  yoars  truly  my ee\t.— Chorus. 


— A  gcntleraan  whose  life  had  been  stormy  In  its  yesterday,  and 
promised  to  be  tumultuous  in  its  to-morrow,  visited  a  friend.  Upon 
being  shown  to  the  guest  chamber,  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  following 
exquisite  "  Good  Night,"  a  beautiful  motto  for  such  an  apartment: 

Sleep  sweet  within  this  quiet  room,  O  friend,  whoe'er  thou  art. 

And  let  no  mournful  yesterdays  disturb  thy  peaceful  heart; 

Nor  let  to-morrow  scare  thy  rest  with  dreams  of  coming  ill. 

Thy  Maker  is  thy  changeless  friend,  his  love  surrounds  thee  still. 

Forget  thyself  with  all  thy  woes,  put  out  each  feverish  light; 

The  stars  are  watching  overhead— sleep  sweet,  good  uight,  good  night. 

As  he  got  into  bed  he  felt  that  the  angel  of  peace  on  earth  and 
good  will  toward  men  had  dropped  a  benediction  upon  him. 


SLEEP,   BABY,   SLITEP. 

Copyright,  189S,  by  Nocton  Company. 
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By  Roland  Hennessy. 

My  little  one  is  sleepy  and  wants  to  go  to  rest; 
Conic,  precious  little  cherub,  get  ready  for  your  nest; 
Then  close  your  tiny  eyelids  while  sleep  to  you  I  bring; 
Rest  your  weary  head,  sweet  one,  and  slumber  while  I  sing. 

Chorus. 
Hush!  my  baby,  go  to  sleep,  as  the  shadows  'round  ns  creep. 
Go  to  dreamland  without  fear,  I'll  be  watching  ever  near.   Sleep,  baby,  sleep. 

Do  not  fear,  my  pretty  one,  but  close  your  eyes  in  sleep; 

For  I  am  fondly  watching,  and  strict  guard  I  wiil  keep. 

No  harm  will  dare  come  near  you,  for  One  who  sees  us  all 

Has  sent  a  guardian  angel  to  heed  your  slightest  cM.  —  Chon/g,      ' 

Sleep  on,  life's  greatest  blessing,  sleep  on  and  have  no  care; 

May  worldly  strife  ne'er  touch  you,  may  brightness  l>c  your  share. 

So  close  your  drooping  eyelids  and  rest  'm-ath  motlier'o  wing; 

Dear  babe,  know  naught  of  sorrow,  but  slumber  while  I  sing.- C^wwjt. 


THERE'S  A  PLACE  IN  MY  HEART 
FOR  YOU  YET. 


Copyrighted. 
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Words  and  Music  by,CharUe  de  Kress. 


There's  a  sweet  little  maid  o'er  the  sea. 

In  the  land  where  the  shamrock  is  green; 
And  I  know  she  is  wishing  for  me, 

For  she  loves  me,  the  darling  Colleen. 
.'  And  to-night  as  the  sky  smilis  a  grej'ting. 

And  the  stars  light  their  U'wels  of  dew. 
My  heart  for  her  fundly  is  beating; 

it  can  never  change  false  and  untrue. 

Chorus. 
There's  a  place  in  my  heart  for  you  yet,  and  others  nil  vainly  may  woo; 
Ah,  how  could  it  e'er  learn  to  forget  the  love  it  once  promised  to  your 

Many  years  have  gone  by  since  we  met ; 

'Tvvas  the  last  ere  the  ship  sailed  away. 
And  her  teardrops  of  tender  regret 

Told  me  more  than  her  mule  lips  could  say 
Of  the  love  that  her  gentle  henrt  bore  me. 

And  the  srief  that  it  gave  her  to  part; 
Ah,  sure  till  the  sod  blossoms  o'er  me, 

She'll  be  dearest  of  all  in  my  heart.— C'Aotm*. 


Parody   on : 

AFTER    THE    BALL. 


By  Will  McDonald. 


Bend  for  Frpe  rntalogue  of  Rong  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TeOeitL 
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There  was  a  youngster,  climbed  his  father's  knee— 
"Answer  me  one  question,  do,  father,  please: 
•'   Were  you  a  sj)ort.  Pa,  once  in  )our  timef 
Did  you  play  base-ball,  had  you  a  uine?" 
.       "Yes,  I've  played  base-ball— years,  years  ago — 
Where  we  were  playing  you  soon  will  kuow; 
But  we  were  l)eateu  badly,  that's  a'l; 
I  had  my  nose  broke  af  te'r  a  ball. 

Chorus. 
After  the  game  was  over,  after  we'd  done  keeping  score, 
Many  a  bat  was  broken,  many  a  head  felt  sore; 
The  fielders  were  all  bufy  chasing,  they  could  not  catch  them  all; 
Many  a  finger  was  injured  after  the  ball. 

.   The  Bun  was  shining  on  that  base-ball  cround 
Out  on  a  prairie;  we  could  not  hear  a  sound. 
The  umpire  called  time  for  us  to  start  to  play; 
The  side  we  tackled  they  looked  like  iays. 
We  were  mistaken,  for  when  we  got  through 
-  Their  side  had  twelve  runs  and  we  only  two; 
1'hey  had  a  pitcher  we  did  not  hit  at  all, 
He  kept  us  bunting  after  the  ball.— CAor«». 

Many  years  have  passed,  boy,  since  that  game  of  ball. 

Tliough  we  were  players,  we  weren't  in  it  at  all; 

The  umpire  he  robbed  ns,  that  was  our  excuse; 

We  could  not  beat  them,  to  try  was  no  use. 

We  had  some  batters,  base  runners,  too; 

Their  great  base-etealing  made  us  feel  blue. 

No  use  a-talking,  we  could  not  run  at  all, 

We  would  get  to  the  bases  ofter  the  ball."  ^Chorvt, 
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Parody  on:  >, 

I  Long  to  See  the  Girl  I  Left  Behind. 

Composed  &nd  Sung  by  Hovey.Cook. 
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When  I  left  my  home  in  Erin  I  left  a  dead  good  thing, 

And  another  like  il  I  have  never  had; 
For  I  diilirt  have  to  work  anil  all  I  did  was  eleep  and  lat. 

And  take  a  few  good  whippin<;H  from  my  dad. 
I  loved  a  lovely  maiden,  she  drove  a  big  ice  cart. 

And  a  bigger  girl  than  her,  I  do  well  know,  is  hard  to  tind: 
Wlieu  I  left  she  weighed  one  thousand  and  was  still  on  the  inciease— 

Quw  I  loug  to  eee  tbe  girl  I  left  betiiud. 

.   ;       Chorus. 

One  thoneand  ot  more,  and  I'll  bet  she'll  reach  four, 

she  increases  each  day,  do  you  mind; 
There  is  not  a  bout  with  her  aboard  could  float, 

So  I  left  uiy  girl  behind. 

I  am  married,  yes,  I'm  married  now,  don't  I  look  the  part? 

I've  been  married  for  about  a  year  or  more; 
I've  a  wife  who  is  not  tongue-tied  and  can  use  both  feet  and  hands, 

But  I  haven't  any  goml  old  mother-in-law. 
Mother-in-law  and  I  went  boating  ont  in  a  row  boat. 

And  a  lovely  liltle  island  in  the  river  I  did  tlnd; 
Mother-in-law  went  picking  berries,  I  rowed  away,  left  her  to  i)lck  — 

How  I  long  to  see  the  girl  I  left  behind. 

Chorus. 

My  mother-in-law  I  ne'er  saw  her  more. 

Her  way  back  home  she  failed  to  find; 
The  island  next  day  it  was  washed  away 

With  the  girl  I  left  behind. 


THE    COUNTRY   BAND. 

.  Copyright,  1891,  by  Hubbard  T.  Smith,    Copyright,  1803,  by  John  F.  KUis  A  Co. 
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By  Hubbard  T.  Sraitlu 


In  a  little  town  ont  West,  where  I  lived  w  hen  but  a  boy. 
They  had  a  "silver  cornet"  band  which  was  my  piideand  joy; 
And  many  were  the  times  when  I  played  "  hookie  "  uH  the  day. 
To  follow  up  gome  street  parade  and  hear  that  old  b;iiid  play. 
The  "tuba"  was  a  butcher's  boy,  the  "cymbals"  Irifli  Dan, 
The  "alto"  was  the  village  swell,  the  "snare"'  our  hiied  man; 
The  baker  beat  the  "  big  bass  drum,"  and  father  iiseil  to  gay 
The  "comet"  was  ii  eportint;  man,  Init,  Lordyl  he  could  play. 
Tarantarahl  ZingI  boom!    Tarantarah!  Zing!  boomt 

And  we  knew  the  band  waa  coming  down  the  street; 
Tarantarah!  Zing!  )x)om!    Tarantarah!  Zing!  buomi 

The  martial  niui^ic  ringing  out  so  clear  and  sweet. 
See  them  coming  down  the  street  in  their  uniforms  eo  neat. 
Children  come  with  flying  feet  to  hear  the  ranta,  rauta,  rauta,  rautarali! 
Zing!  boom!  Zini;!  oh,  how  the  cymbals  play! 
Hear,  now,  the  tuba's  bray!  And  the  echo  miles  away 
Take  up  the  rautorau,  tarautarah!  Zing!  buomt 

Now  my  youthful  days  are  gone  and  I've  reached  the  prime  of  life, 
And  oft  I  sigii  for  those  dear  times  so  free  from  care  and  ftrife. 
When,  heedless  of  the  thrashings  that  I  always  had  to  Htand, 
I'd  truant  play  from  scliool  to  hear  that  dear  old  country  band. 
And  llio'  I've  traveled  quite  a  bit  in  this  and  forei^'ii  land;*. 
And  beard  the  claehing  cymbals  and  the  "  toot "  of  famous  buuJ.<; 
Yet  always  when  I'm  liKt'uiu^  to  their  "  rautarantaray  " 
I  itisli  I  nad  that  country  band  to  ahow  them  how  to  play. 
Taraularah!  Zing!  boom!  etc. 


»  >  » 


Parody   on  : 

PEggY   CLINE. 

Written  and  hlung  by  John  and  Harry  I)iUon. 
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There's  a  girl  named  Peggy  Cline,  ifhe's  only  got  one  hoof. 
She  had  it  broken  off  one  day  by  falliu<;  fiom  a  roof; 
She  limps  along  upon  a  crutch,  oh,  she  s  an  awful  sight. 
You'll  Lear  that  old  club  foot  of  hers  at  morning,  noon  and  night. 

CUORUB. 

Great  big  impudent,  limpudent  Petriry  Clinc, 
On  last  St.  Patrick's  day  I  bought  her  wiue; 
Of  all  the  lushers  and  crushers  she's  right  in  line. 
The  boys  are  steering  from  beeriug  Peggy  Cline. 

Annie  Rooiiey  saw  her  Joe  with  this  here  girl  named  Cliuc 

lio  into  a  beer  saloon,  and  thought  it  was  a  llhinc; 

She  followed  in  behind  them,  dressed  up  in  waiter's  clothes. 

Then  says  to  Peg:  "  What  w  ill  you  havef  "  then  pegged  her  on  the  nose. 

CUORUS. 

Little  Annie,  of  conrse,  was  no  match  for  Clinc, 
She  pegged  Peggy  but  once,  Peggy  pegged  her  nine; 
i   .         Annie  now,  poor  litile  thiug,  has  a  broken  spine. 
She  got  hit  with  that  club  foot  of  Peggy  Cliue. 


Doing  Dr.  Tanner  till  the  Pay  Day  Conies 

RevUod  by  T.  H.  Tooker.    Sung  by  Jock  Hennesfy. 
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I  once  wnz  very  healthy  looking,  but  now  I'm  frail  and  done; 
For  I'm  married  to  a  woman,  snurc  ov  me  she's  making  fun. 
She  has  taken  in  a  lodger  by  the  name  ov  Mickey  Burke; 
He's  a  big,  strong,  strapping  fellow,  but  doesn't  do  a  tap  ov  work. 
Now  I  wheel  coke  in  the  gas-works,  yes,  for  very  little  pay. 
And  loike  a  dacint  man  take  me  wages  home  i very  Saturday; 
"Vi"  then  lue  wife  and  Mickey  Burke  they  both  go  on  a  spree. 
And  they  tell  me  for  to  take  a  "  Bucak,"  they  have  no  use  for  me. 

Chorus. 
Y\»,  ivcry  Monday  morning,  whin  I  go  to  mc  work. 

Me  wife  poes  on  a  "racket"  wid  this  lodger  Mickey  Btirke; 
Sliiue  tliey  "  blow  in  "  all  me  wages  on  whiskey  and  hot  runii. 
Then  we're  doing  Ur.  Tanner  till  the  pay  day  comes. 

The  other  night,  while  I  wnz  shaving,  I  wuz  taken  by  surprise,      ;         ■ 

For  whin  I  wuxn't  looking  me  wife  blackened  both  me  eyes; 

And  me  nose,  as  ye  can  pminly  see,  it's  disflgured  at  the  point. 

For  wid  a  frying  "pan  that  nij^ht  she  knocked  it  out  ov  joint. 

I  raised  me  list  to  strike  her,  but  Burke,  the  lodger,  interfered. 

And  through  the  kitchen  uiudow  like  a  shot  I  (lisappcared ; 

Then  they  licked  me  and  kicked  me;  they  bate  me  black  and  blue— 

Oh,  1  thought  me  name  wuz  Diuuis,  for  they  broke  me  face  in  two.— Chorut. 

'Twas  on  last  St.  Patrick's  morning,  I  complalneil  ov  feeling  ill;     . 

I  told  me  wife  I  wouldn't  go  oirt:  sez  she,  "I  think  ye  will; 

For  the  divil  a  thing  la  wrong  wid  ye  .unless  a  sleepy  head"; 

Then  she  caught  me  by  the  whiiskers  and  dragued  me  out  ov  bed. 

I  wuz  thrown  out  in  the  hall  way  loike  a  shovelful  ov  dirt. 

And  faith,  all  I  had  upon  me  wuz  a  woolen  uiulershirt. 

I  cave  the  door  a  thump  or  tuo,  which  brought  the  loducr  out. 

And  the  sucker  nearly  paralyzed  me  wid  a  batter  on  the  suout. —  CAorw. 

Now  I've  a  big  revolver— 'twill  shoot  a  thousand  feet,  they  say —     ■ 

And  wid  it  I've  been  practicing  in  a  shooting  gallery  to-day ; 

For,  bcgorra,  whin  I  gits  home  it's  wid  BurUe  I'm  going  to  fight, 

Yi!".  I'll  shoot  the  dirty  blackguard  if  I  meet  him  to-night. 

And  whiu  I'm  done  wid  him  I'll  put  the  fixings  to  nic  \\ife — 

For,  upon  mc  soul,  I  do  intend  to  lead  a  happy,  quiet  life. 

ill  have  the  coppers  "  pinch  "  her  and  put  her  in  the  jail. 

And  may  the  divil  take  the  firist  man  that  iver  goes  her  haH.—  CfloniD. 


DO   THEY   MISS   ME   AT   HOME? 
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Do  they  miss  mc  at  home,  do  thev  miss  mc? 

'Twoiild  be  an  assurance  most  dear. 
To  know  that  this  moment  some  loved  one 

Were  saying,  "  I  wish  he  was  here;  " 
To  feel  that  tiie  grotij)  at  the  fireside 

Were  thinking  of  me  as  I  roam. 
Oh,  yes,  'twould  be  joy  beyond  measure 

To  know  that  they  missed  me  at  home. 

To  know  that  they  missed  me  at  home. 

When  twilight  approaclies,  the  season 

That  ever  is  twcred  to  song, 
Doen  some  one  repeat  my  name  over, 

And  sigh  that  I  tarry  so  long? 
And  is  there  a  chord  in  the  music 

Tliat's  mifsed  when  my  voice  is  away? 
And  u  chord  in  each  heart  that  awaketh 

Hegret  at  my  wearisome  stay, 

Regret  at  my  wearisome  stay  ? 

Do  they  sit  me  a  chair  near  the  table. 

When  evening's  home  pleasures  are  nigh. 

When  the  candles  are  lit  in  the  parlor. 
And  the  stars  in  the  calm  azure  sky? 

And  when  the  "good-nights"  are  repeated, 
And  all  lay  them  down  to  their  sleep. 

Do  they  think  of  the  absent,  and  waft  mc 
A  whinpered  "good-night"  while  they  weep, 
A  whi8i»ered  "goodnight  "  while  they  weep? 

Do  they  miss  me  at  home— do  they  miss  me 

At  morning,  at  noon,  or  at  uight? 
And  lingers  one  gloomy  shade  round  iLem 

That  only  my  presence  can  light? 
Ale  joys  less  invitingly  welcome. 

And  pleasures  less  hale  than  before. 
Because  one  is  missed  from  the  circle. 

Because  I  am  with  them  no  more. 

Because  I  am  with  them  no  more? 


Ml 


— Conflict  of  Traditions.— Little  Willie:  "  Say,  wasn't  you  in  the 
war  with  my  father?"  Gen.  Goie-IIunter:  "  Yes,  sir,  I  was.  I 
wiis  with  your  father,  my  boy,  in  the  memorable  affair  of  Chestuut 
Iiib.  Ah.  that  was  a  (lay!  Shells  bursting  all  around;  bullets  Hying 
like  hail;  men  mowed  down  lilte  grass.  My  son,  that  was  a  day!" 
Little  Willie:  "And  didn't  you  run? "  Gen.  Gore-IIunter:  "  What, 
I  run?  I,  with  the  ancestral  blood  of  three  grenadiers  and  a  French 
marshal  coursing  through  my  veins?  I  see  myself  now  being  pur- 
sued by  the  enemy!  Run?  That's  a  good  joke.  Run?  Ha,  ha!  No, 
Willie,  I  should  say  I  didn't  run."  Little  Willie  (slowly  and  deci- 
sively): "Then  pop  lied." 


■•*/' 
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UNCLE    SAM'S    CONCERT; 

-  OK :  - 

The  Great  Chicago  Fair. 

International  copyiitcbt,  1893,  by  Frank  HaidiDg. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Word*  and  Mutic  of  thli*  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrew,  port  paid. on  receipt  of  10 

oentii:  or  till!  and  any  two  other  SongK  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Welnnan,  l.%<tl32 

I'ark  Row,  New  York.     TostaKe  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  uur  goods. 


Parody  on : 

Daddy  Wouldn't  Buy  Me  a  Bow- Wow. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Thonison. 

Bend  for  Free  Catalograe  of  Sonsr  Books,  Letter  Writerg,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  IVIIera, 

Trick  nuokH,  Recitation  Books,   Tenny  Balhuis,  Cull  BiHtkg,  Joke  Books,  Skplch 

BoukK,  Slump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Ainiisv- 

inent,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wclinian,  130  &  133  Tork  Row.  Nuw  York. 


By  Arthur  West.    Armnged  by  Wm.  Loraine. 

Uncle  Sum  was  very  busy  in  the  year  of  'ninety-three, 

Because  ho  had  a  prrcat  CliiC!i<;o  Fair;  '"  :      •' 

lie  eeiit  out  invitations  to  ilie  best  men  he  conld  eee,  ,    .._■ 

Aiul  was  proud  to  gee  that  every  one  was  there; 
I'lie  nations  gathered 'round  him  in  a  manner  very  grand; 
Tlie  first  niglit  they  were  open  Uncle  Sum  said  I  will  stand 
A  supper  to  you  fellows,  come  to  my  hotel  with  me; 
They  lit  cigars,  they  had  their  wine,  and  this  was  all  the  spree; 

Chorus. 

They  all  eat 'rontuHhe  table,  Uncle  Sam  was  In  the  chair. 
Every  power  in  Enro|)e  was  represented  there; 
Norway  pang  a  song  wliere  the  stormy  winds  do  blow; 
Belgium,  Denmark,  Holland  sang  a  trio,  "Not  for  Joe"; 
KiiBsia  ean<j  "  The  Wolf,"  in  a  manner  very  fine; 
Bisnjarck  was  applauded  for  his  "  Watch  upon  the  Rhine  "; 
John  Bull  and  our  Jonathan,  in  answer  to  a  call, 
llaimoiiizcd  a  song  called  "  We  are  brothers,  after  all." 
Austria  and  Italy.  Portugal  and  Spain, 
Harmonized  the  l)allud,  "  Give  me  baclc  my  heart  again." 
Switzerland  was  singing  of  a  "  Land  of  Milk  and  Honey  "; 
The  Sultan  eang  a  comic  song  ciiiitled  "  It's  for  Money  "; 
But  the  "  Star-Spauglcd  Banner,"  sang  everybody  there. 
And  that  finished  up  tlie  concert  at  the  great  Chicago  Fair. 

The  people  in  the  morning  who  to  business  had  to  go  .    \ 

Were  much  surprised  to  see  these  men  about; 
They  knew  they'd  come  to  honor  our  great  Chicago  show. 

And  one  thing  did  surprise  without  a  doubt, 
John  Bull  and  poor  old  Paddy  went  out  walking  arm  in  arm; 
The  Czur  of  all  the  Russians  in  the  Sultan  found  a  charm; 
The  Fienchnian  and  tlie  German  for  new  friendship  found  a  berth, 
And  Uncle  Saiu  felt  happy  that  he'd  brought  this  peace  on  earth.— CAor««. 


IRELAND    AT    THE    FAIR. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  The  International  Music  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cent.'i:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  one  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  WVlunan,  130  &  132 

I'ark  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  uur  gouila. 


Words  by  Walter  Fletcher.    Music  by  Otto  M.  Heinzman. 

At  last  all  things  are  ready  for  the  great  Chicago  Fair,  •.  ■_ 

The  whole  world  is  invited  to  come  and  have  a  share;  ./    ■ 

Old  Ireland  will  be  rii;ht  in  it  in  eighteen  ninety-three. 
And  if  you  are  attending  there,  why  this  is  what  you'll  see: 

Chorus. 
A  primrose  from  Killamey,  a  shamrock  from  Kildare, 
A  gallon  jug  of  potteen  distilled  in  County  Clare, 
Siiillclahs  just  from  Donnybrook,  with  a  bit  of  bog  from  Cork, 
A  load  of  turf  from  Kerry,  and  a  mick  with  a  funny  walk. 

Rkfbain. 
[Annie  Laurie.] 
Oh,  land  of  milk  and  praties,  I'm  thinking  still  of  thee. 
May  the  Lord  send  you  your  freedom,  home  rale,  sweet  Gramachee. 

The  Dutch  will  send  their  lager  beer,  the  French  their  finest  wine; 
The  Turks  will  send  a  turkey,  and  the  Swiss  the  River  Rhine; 
Old  Johnny  Bull  his  Bass's  alo,  and  scotty's  old  smoked  whiskey. 
But  when  you  find  an  Irishman,  why  this  is  what  you'll  see: 

Chorus. 

Mr.  Dan  O'Connel's  portrait  entwined  with  flowers  bright, 
St.  Patrick  with  a  black  thorn  a-putting  snakes  to  flight. 
The  meeting  of  the  waters,  with  a  bit  of  Blarney  stone. 
The  ancient  harp  of  Tara's  Ilall,  that's  played  by  Kate  Malone. 

Refrain. 
[The  Minstrel  Boy.] 
The  Minstrel  Boy  to  the  war  is  gone,  in  the  ranks  of  deatii  you'll  find  him; 
"is  father's  sword  he  has  girded  on,  and  his  wild  harp  slung  behind  him. 

There'll  be  Oolong  tea  from  China,  and  old  Hyson  from  Japan, 
And  sausages  from  Holland,  with  the  cheese  from  Rotterdam; 
A  Russian  bear  from  Russia,  and  a  monk  from  Africa, 
But  when  you're  in  the  Irish  booth,  why  this  is  what  you'll  see:     : 

Chorus.         ■•  "■.::■.,  ■■.;.■■; ...  .■■■-•': 

A  dollar's  worth  of  welcome,  a  chair  and  a  bit  to  eat. 
The  oi)en  hand  of  friendship  of  Paddy  will  stand  treat; 
A  posey  for  your  button-hole,  a  seat  in  the  jaunting  car. 
Along  with  Irish  colleens,  at  the  great  Chicago  Fair.. 

Rbfrain.  .:■'.-:-.  \f    -■  f^\ .,   ',. 

■    '      [Auld  Lang  Syne.] 

Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot  and  never  brought  to  mind,  -s ' 
Should  auld  acquaintance  he  forgot  and  days  of  auld  lang  syne. 


I  used  to  take  my  cat  to  school,  but  I  don't  do  that  no  more, 

She  lays  under  the  kitchen  stove  upon  the  oil  cloth  floor; 

The  teacher  asked  me  where  she  was  and  why  I  don't  bring  her  now— 

Because  daddy  has  changed  his  mind  and  bought  me  a  bow-wow. 

Chorus. 

Daddy  lie  has  bought  nic  a  bow-wow,  bow-wow. 
Daddy  he  has  bought  me  a  bow-wow,  bow-wow; 
1  take  him  out  for  a  lark  and  you  ought  to  lienr  him  bark. 
My  darling  little  bow-wow,  wow,  wow,  wow,  wow. 

We  nsed  to  have  a  big  poll-parrot,  he  was  the  pet  of  the  place. 
But  since  the  bow-wow  /;ot  in  the  family  he  went  and  changeil  his  face; 
The  canary  bird  sings  his  merry  tune,  the  cat's  hair  stands  u{>on  his  brow. 
Papa  has  to  get  a  gun  since  he  has  bought  me  a  bow-wow.—  C'Aor</«. 

I  feel  so  awful  happy,  I  don't  know  what  to  do. 
Since  papa  bought  me  a  how-wow  which  is  so  kind  and  true; 
The  parrot  and  bird  are  friendly  now,  the  cat  and  dog  is  one. 
Papa  reads  his  morning  papers  and  sings  the  chorus  then  for  fun. 

Chorus. 
I  have  bought  my  daughter  a  bow-wow,  bow-wow, 
I  have  bought  my  daughter  a  bow-wow,  bow-wow; 
Now  she  has  got  a  dog  and  cat,  and  the  whole  family  is  fond  of  that. 
And  we  all  love  our  bow-wow,  wow,  wow,  wow,  wow. 


V  THE    COSTER'S    SERENADE. 

Words  by  Albert  Chevalier.    Music  by  Juhu  Crouk. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  r«»relpt  nf  40 
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Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stam(>s  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  |;o«Mla, 

;.        Yon  ain't  forgotten  yet  that  night  in  May, 

Down  at  the  Welsh 'Arp,  which  is 'Endon  way? 
You  fancied  winkles  and  a  pot  of  tea, 
*' Four 'alf,"  I  murmured,  " 's  goo<l  enough  for  me." 
"  Give  me  a  word  of  'ope  that  1  may  win  "— 
You  prods  me  gently  with  the  winkle  pin— 
We  was  as  'api)y  as  could  l)e  that  dav, 
Down  at  the  Welsh  'Arp,  which  is  'Eudon  way. 
Oh, 'Arriet,  I'm  waiting,  waiting  for  you,  my  dear; 
Oh,  'Arriet,  I'm  waiiinL',  wailing  alone  out  here. 
.;    When  that  moon  shall  cease  to  shine 
False  will  be  this 'eart  of  mine; 
I'm  bound  to  go  on  lovin'  yer,  njy  dear. 
Spoken— D'ye 'ear? 

You  ain't  forgotten 'ow  we  drove  that  day  . 

'  Down  to  the  Welsh  'Arp,  in  my  donkey  shay; 

Folks  with  a  "chyike "  shouted,  "Ain't  they  smart?" 
Yon  looked  a  queen,  me  every  inch  a  hart, 
o  Seemed  that  the  moke  was  sii>ing,  "  Do  me  proud," 

Mine  is  the  nobbiest  turn-out  in  the  crowd; 
..     Me  in  my  "pearlies"  felt  a  toil  that  <lay, 
■'  Down  at  the  Welsh  'Arp,  which  is  'Endon  way. 

Oh,  'Arriet,  I'm  waiting,  etc. 

Eight  months  ago  and  things  is  still  the  same. 
You're  known  about 'ere  by  your  maiden  name; 
.    •      I'm  getting  chivied  by  my  pals,  'cos'  why? 
Nightly  I  warbles  "ere  for  your  reply. 
Summer 'as  gone,  and  it's  a-freezin' now. 
Still  love's  a-burnin'  in  my  'cart,  I  vow. 
Just  as  it  did  that 'appy  night  in  May 
Down  at  the  Welsh  'Arp,  which  is  'Endon  way. 
Oh,  'Arriet,  I'm  waiting,  etc. 


^  •  » 


SONG-    OF  THE    PLUMBER. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  u  ill  be  sent  to  any  address,  post^paiil,  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


A  plnmber  sallied  forth  to  plumb,  to  a  kingly  palace  by  the  way; 

His  job  complete,  all  trim  and  neat,  he  sent  bis  bill  without  delay. 

The  king  brought  forth  his  bags  of  gold,  his  precious  jewels  and  his  crown. 

For  these  the  plumber  credit  gave  and  took  a  mortgage  on  the  Uirone, 

For  these  the  plumber  credit  gave  and  took  a  mortgage  on  the  throne. 

A  plumber  sallietl  forth  to  plnmb  to  a  glowing  kitchen  in  the  rear; 

The  cook's  sweet  smile  awoke  his  guile,  he  wliispered  love  notes  in  her  ear. 

The  boiler  burst,  the  fire  went  out,  while  they  were  spooning  o'er  their  wine. 

And  when  the  master  came  at  eve  he  had  to  go  outside  to  dine. 

And  when  the  master  came  at  eve  he  had  to  go  outside  to  dine. 

A  plnmber  sallied  forth  to  plumb  to  a  faii^  chateau  on  the  hill; 
He  lingered  through  the  summer  days  and  in  the  autumn  brought  his  bill. 
The  landlord  gazed  in  w  ild  dismay,  he  raved,  his  hair  he  madly  tore— 
And  now,  in  golden  letters  bright,  the  plumber's  name  is  on  the  door. 
And  now,  in  golden  letters  bright,  the  plumber's  name  is  on  the  door. 
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MICHAEL    ROY. 


Bead  for  Free  Catalotme  of  Sontr  BookB,  liettor  Writers,  Rream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick  Books,  Kecitation  Books,    IVnny  Bullnds.  fall  Book.s  Joke  Books,   Sketch 
Bouks,  Stump  Spfeohes,  Irish  Souk  Books,  Took  Books,  Rooks  of  Amuse- 
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,A-; 


1  In  Jersey  City  there  lived  a  maid,  and  eJic  wae  Ijiiown  lo  fame, 

^  Her  mother's  name  was  Mary  Ann,  and  hcis  was  Mary  Jane. 

/  On  every  Satiinlay  morn-i-iuK  site  iii<t'd  to  p)  over  the  river, 

1  To  New  Yorli  City,  where  she  sold  ixg»,  suusagea  aud  liliewise  liver. 

)  CUORUB. 

For  oh,  for  oh,  he  wa»  my  darling  hoy; 

For  be  was  the  lad  of  the  aiibarn  hair,  and  his  name  was  Michael  Roy. 

^  She  fell  in  love  with  a  charcoal  man,  McCloskey  was  his  name; 

')  Hie  fighting  weiaht  was  deveii-stoiie-ton.  and  he  loved  ewei-t  MHry  Jane. 

r  He  look  her  to  ride  in  his  charcoal  can  on  a  fliiu  St.  Patrick's  Day, 

I  When  the  donkey  took  fright  at  an  Amhirst  man  and  sturtcd  down  Broadway. 

S  For  oh,  for  oh,  be  was  my  darling  boy,  etc. 

^  McCloskey  shoute<l  and  hollered  In  vain,  for  the  donkey  wouldn't  stop; 
1  He  threw  Miiry  Jane  head  over  heels  right  into  a  policy  ?hop; 

When  McCloskey  saw  this  terrible  sig'i',  his  heart  was  filled  with  pity; 

He  stabbed  the  donkey  with  a  piece  of  charcoal  and  started  for  Salt  Lake  City. 

For  ob,  for  ob,  he  was  my  darling  boy,  etc. 


) 


I  Now  all  ye  young  ladies  take  warning  by  this,  the  fate  of  Mary  Jane; 

)  If  you  get  into  a  charcoal  wagon,  be  sure  to  get  out  acaiii, 

.,  For  the  latest  news  from  over  the  plain,  just  straight  from  Salt  Lake  City, 

,'  McCloskey  had  married  forty  fat  wives  and  waa  an  object  of  pity. 

1  For  oh,  for  ob,  he  waa  my  darling  boy,  etc. 


\ 


ERIN,    THE    STAR   OP   THE    SEA. 


Written  by  John  Bcflquett, 


} 


-   Send  for  Free  CotaloRiJO  of  Sonir  Hooks,  Letter  Writers,  Prp.nm  Books,  Fortnnn  T<>1len^ 
,  Trk-k  Books.  Recitation  Books,    IVnny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Sonn  IVwks,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wclinmn,  130  A  132  Park  Row,  New  York. 

Here's  a  dear  little  shamrock  from  dear  old  Ireland, 

So  fair  and  so  green  from  over  the  sea; 
It  reminds  mc  of  home  in  my  own  native  island, 

In  Erin,  dear  £riu,  the  star  of  the  sea. 

Chorus. 
'TiB  the  dear  little  emblem,  the  green  little  emblem. 
The  emblem  of  Erin,  the  star  of  the  sea. 

This  dear  little  sh.inirock  I'll  keep  as  a  treasure; 

Though  now  it  is  faded,  yet  |)rized  it  will  be; 
It  brings  to  my  memory  the  many  gay  pleasures 

I  bad  in  dear  Erin,  tite  star  of  the  sea. — C'korut. 

How  often  I  sigh  for  thee,  my  dear  Erin, 

Where  the  songs  of  the  wild  birds  throogh  thy  green  woods  soand  free. 
How  sweet  is  the  music  of  thy  streams  down  the  hillsides. 

As  they  flow  in  old  Erin,  the  star  of  the  »e&.— Chorus. 

No  more,  my  dear  Erin,  will  I  see  thy  green  wildwoo<ls. 

Or  hear  thy  birds  sing  their  sweet  melody. 
Or  see  the  bright  streams  as  they  ilow  down  the  hillsides 

In  Erin,  dear  Erin,  the  star  of  the  sea.— C'/(o>-u«. 


THE    SPANISH    LADY. 

Send  for  Fre«  CatAlo«rtie  of  Sone  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TellerBU 
Trick  Books,  Recitation  liooks.   I'enny  Italliulg,  Call  B>K>k8,  Joke  liook.s.  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Hjieerhes.  Irixh  Sonu' Books,  Cook  Rooks,  Rooks  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc..  to  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  I3U  &  132  Turk  Row,  New  York. 


) 


). 


Yonder  sits  a  Spanish  lady,  who  she  is  I  do  not  know; 
I'll  go  court  her  for  iter  beauty,  \fU  her  answer  be  yes  or  do. 

CuoBua. 
Nedy  nm  a  do  to  dod  diim  da,  ncdy  nm  a  do  to  dn  dum  da. 

Madam,  I  have  come  a-co»irtinc,  though  your  name  I  do  not  know; 

I  will  conrt  yoa  for  your  bcajity,  let  your  answer  be  yes  or  do.— Chorus. 

Sir,  if  yon  have  come  a<o«irfing  some  kind  pleasure  for  to  win, 
I  will  kindly  entertain  yon  If  yo<i  will  never  come  again. — CUortu. 

Madam,  I  have  goM  aiM)  sliver:  Madum,  I  have  house  and  land; 
Madam,  I  have  a  world  of  treasure,  all  to  l>e  at  your  coumaod.— CAortM. 

What  care  I  for  your  gold  and  silver,  what  care  I  for  your  house  and  land; 
What  care  I  for  your  world  of  treaanre,  all  I  want  Ib  a  uandBome  m&\i.~ Chorus. 

Blue  is  a  pretty  color  when  it  ^U  a  second  dip. 

Young  men  wbeu  they  go  a-coiirling  very  often  get  the  a\\p.— Chorus. 

Ripest  apples  soonest  rotten,  hottest  love  soonest  cold; 

Young  men's  vows  are  soon  forgotten,  pray,  pretty  maids,  don't  be  so  bold.—  6'Ao 

Iowa  lK)ys  are  the  boys  of  honor,  to  court  pretty  maids  they're  not  afraid. 
Hng  them,  kiss  them,  call  them  honey;  that's  the  way,  boys;  douH  be  afraid. 

—  Choi-US. 

In  Partnership.— Sbc:  "  And  do  you  really  love  me  as  much  as 
you  say,  Harry?  "  He:  "Why.  darling?  "  She:  "Well,  then,  don't 
borrow  any  more  money  from  papa.  He's  charging  it  up  against 
what  he'll  give  me  when  we're  married." — Judgs. 


MY    HEART    IS    SAD    TO-DAY. 
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I  have  need  of  all  your  kindness,  for  my  heart  is  sad  to^lay;       .     . . 
There's  a  cloud  ui>on  my  spirits  you  alone  can  cbnse  away. 
Let  mc  hear  but  one  low  whisper,  let  that  whi»|ier  be  but  kind, 
Then  shall  mine  like  children's  sorrow  pass  and  leave  no  trace  behind. 

Cbordb. 

We  have  happy  been  together,  while  the  sunshine  led  onr  way. 
Now  I've  need  of  all  your  kindness,  for  my  heart  is  sad  to-day. 

We  have  happy  been  together,  while  the  sunshine  led  our  way. 
Now  I've  need  of  all  .your  kindness,  for  my  heart  is  sad  lo-day. 
Let  the  world  look  coldly  on  us,  while  our  hearts  with  kindness  glow. 
Each  will  be  unto  each  other  as  a  shield  against  the  toe.— Chorus. 

We  have  treasured  in  our  bright  days  feelings  dearer  to  ns  now; 
Let  remembrance  of  the  pleasure  chase  the  shadows  from  our  brow. 
We  have  happy  been  together,  what  if  clouils  obscure  the  way? 
There  may  be  a  suuuy  future,  though  my  heart  is  ead  to-day,— CAott/f. 


THE   SAILORS    MESSAGE. 

By  George  Robertson  of  the  U.  8.  S.  Ranger. 
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Far  from  home  and  loving  faces,  sad  the  sailor  keeps  his  post; 
On  the  forecastle  deck  he  traces  forms  of  those  who  love  him  roost; 
Winds,  oh,  hear  in  accents  tender,  far  away  across  the  sea. 
This  the  message  he  would  send  her,  kiss  the  little  ones  for  me. 

If,  perchance,  the  sailor  ponders,  some  great  storm  should  lay  him  low. 
Then  from  out  the  wreck's  bad  plunder  let  my  dying  accents  uo. 
Whisper  winds  and  say  I  blessed  them,  let  my  last  fond  message  be 
That  lu  fancy  I  carc.<;Bed  them,  kiss  the  little  ones  for  me. 

Heed  ye  not  the  coming  thunders  that  brings  the  cold  and  watery  foe. 
You  wonid  trace  no  line  of  sorrow  in  the  watery  billow's  glow. 
Rolling  waves,  oh  how  bcguilinsr,  see  my  darlings  in  their  glee; 
Oh,  'twas  heaven  ecnt  them  smiling,  kiss  the  little  ones  for  me. 

Oh,  ye  w  inds  do  softly  bear  it,  gently  waft  it  over  the  sea;  • 
It  will  comfort  them  to  hear  it.  Kiss  the  little  ones  for  me. 
Oh,  ye  winds  do  softly  bear  it,  gently  waft  it  over  the  sea; 
It  will  comfort  them  to  bear  it,  kiss  the  little  ones  for  me. 
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Wreck  of  the  Trenton  and  Vandalia. 

By  George  Robertson  of  the  V.  S.  S.  Ranokr. 
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Oh,  shipmates,  come  gather  and  join  in  my  ditty, 

A  terrible  disaster  to  you  I'll  relate; 
When  you  hear  the  sad  news  you  will  say  'tis  a  pity 

About  the  good  Trenton  and  Vandalia's  sad  fate. 
On  the  16ih  of  March,  the  morning  being  cloudy. 

In  the  harbor  of  Apia  our  good  ships  did  lay, 
When  a  hurricane  came  up,  o>ir  yards  we  did  lower — 

Come,  lads,  man  the  ptimps,  o«ir  captain  did  say. 

The  storm  doesn't  relax  and  the  day  still  advances. 

Tons  of  water  run  down  our  fire-room  hatch; 
It  put  out  our  fires,  our  pumps  it  did  choke  lip. 

It  broke  our  anchor  chains  just  like  a  match; 
The  captain  gave  orders  to  take  to  the  rigtiing; 

For  four  hours  there  the  brave  siiilors  did  stay; 
The  billows  were  rolling  and  the  wind  it  was  tearing, 

Wh«n  the  good  ship  Trenton  to  our  relief  came  at  last. 

Some  dead  and  some  dying,  others  shouting  and  crying. 

Captain  Schoonmakcr,  a  brave  man,  was  washed  over  the  side. 
The  Xipsic  she  stranded,  our  ship  we  abandoue<l. 

And  the  Trenton  boys  helped  us  eet  over  her  side. 
Onr  admiral  stood  on  the  bridge  full  of  sorrow 

To  sec  our  noble  ship  sink  neatli  the  waves; 
ne  bad  been  in  battles  most  fierce  and  most  bloody. 

But  never  before  did  his  heart  so  grieve. 

Bright  morning  once  more  dawns  down  on  Apia's  harbor, 

What  a  terrible  scene  of  destruction  it  shows. 
The  beach  it  was  strewn  with  dead  bo<li<is  and  wreckage — 

Many  hearts  In  America  and  the  fatherland  will  mourn. 
On  the  Itcach  we  did  camp  for  six  long  weeks  together. 

Watching  for  our  shipmates  that  we  never  saw  more. 
For  the  ocean  had  claimed  them  and  also  retained  them  '. 

Until  their  dead  bodies  were  drifted  ashore. 

So  kind  friends  always  have  a  kind  word  for  a  sailor. 

Whose  life  is  a  hard  one  on  the  raging  sea; 
Were  it  not  for  them,  with  the  aid  of  Columbus, 

We  would  never  be  here  in  the  land  of  the  free. 
So  let  us  pray  for  the  souls  of  the  drowned  sailors. 

And  hope  that  the  Lord  will  give  them  th«ir  diiei 
And  when  you  return  to  your  home,  you  just  tell  them 

About  the  brave*7V-<n<&n  and  Vandalia's  crew. 
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Something  That  Nobody  Knows. 

CopyrlKht,  18S9,  by  White,  Suilth  &  Co. 
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Words  by  J.  O'Hailoran.    Husio  by  V.  G.  Lee. 


We  see  and  \vc  hoar  of  Btraiige  things  ev'ry  day. 

And  n  man  now,  wherever  ne  goes, 
Ib  bound  to  get  mixed  iu  some  puzzling  way 

Abuut  Bometiiin^  that  nobody  knows. 
I  have  wandered  and  wandered  about  this  queer  world, 

And  considered  wliens,  wherefores  and  bob; 
Yet  I'm  deeper  and  deeper  into  mystery  hurled 

About  BometLlDg  that  uobody  knows. 

Wtiy  do  girls  pencil,  powder  and  paint  np  their  face? 

'TIs  a  secret  tliey  will  not  disclose; 
It  may  be  that  they  think  it  adds  to  their  grace. 

But  it's  Bomethiug  that  nobody  knows. 
Why  do  (hey  wear  bustles  and  pull  their  staystrings 

'Till  tigliter  and  ti);hter  it  grows? 
For  my  life  I  can't  tell  yon  what  happiness  it  brings, 

And  it's  something  that  nobody  knows. 

Can  yon  tell  why  the  Hnbitcs  get  beat  as  they  do. 

And  with  tailenders  act  as  It  froze? 
All  the  best  clubs  they  vanquish,  and  yet  it  is  true  ' 

There  Is  something  that  iiolKxly  knows. 
Why  do  big  sal'ried  players  stay  out  late  at  night,   ,: 

And  have  such  a  high-colored  nose? 
You  may  know  there  is  something  and  something  not  right, 

But  its  somctbiug  that  nobody  knows. 

Now  will  Lowry  let  up  on  the  pngilists  great. 

And  forgive  tliem  for  striking  hard  blowzy 
Do  vou  think  law  and  order  will  be  kept  iu  his  statef 

That's  something  tha;  nobody  knows. 
If  John  L.  gets  in,  will  he  work  very  hard 

While  dressed  in  his  striped  prison  clothes? 
Will  he  go  breaking  stone  in  the  old  prison  yard? 

That's  something  that  nobody  knows. 

Will  elixir  of  life  make  the  old  young  again. 

While  the  lamb's  bl<)o<l  with  human  blood  flows? 
Will  young  maidens  marry  men  rich,  old  and  lame? 

I'hat's  something  that  nobody  knows.  -    ' 

Will  the  man  over  80  be  dressed  like  a  dude 

As  younger  and  younger  he  grows? 
Will  he  stand  on  the  corner,  and  with  maidens  act  rude? 

Ttiat'a  Bomclhiug  that  nobody  knows. 
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WHEN    MOSQUITOES    CACKLE. 


CupyriKht,  18r7,  by  White.  Smith  <fe  Co. 


The  Words  nnd  Mnslc  of  this  Sonpr  will  bo  sent  to  anv  addrew,  postpaid,  on  reppipt  of  10 
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Words  and  Music  by  Ned  Sietwa. 


A  woman,  n  beanty  it  was,  sir,  a  dashing,  bewitching  young  elf. 

So  tender  and  sweet  in  her  manner  that  you'd  like  to^wed  her  yourself; 

I  conght  ont  my  darling  pai)a,  my  secret  to  him  I  then  broke — 

Be  stroked  his  long  whiskers  u  while,  then  eoftly  these  words  he  spoke: 

Chorus. 
"When  mosquitoes  cackle,  when  the  chickens  bark, 
When  the  dogs  all  whistle,  marching  through  the  park; 
When  a  girl  is  shy,  sir,  when  the  horses  fly,  sir. 
When  the  ocean's  dry,  sir,  you  may  many  her. 

At  my  bad  luck  I  then  nothing  dannte<l,  quickly  soneht  ont  the  lady's  mamma. 
For  badly  was  I  disappointed  at  the  answer  obtained  from  papu; 
I  begged,  I  lH'Be<'Ched,  I  entreated— *' Oh,  give  me  the  woman  I  crave." 
Through  her  eyeglasses  blue  she  squinted,  and  this  is  the  answer  she  gave: 

Chorus. 

"When  the  trees  are  dancing,  when  the  houses  walk. 

When  the  fish  wear  drees  coats,  when  the  turtles  talk; 

When  all  the  fools  are  di-ad,  sir,  when  all  the  maids  are  wed,  sir,    ■ 

When  that  pimple  is  a  head,  sir,  you  may  marry  her." 

At  this  I  was  terribly  flustered,  I  nearly  lost  all  of  my  hope. 

But  up  to  the  girl  I  iheii  blusti^red  to  try  to  urge  her  to  elopie; 

She  blushed  as  I  popiied  her  the  qncstion,  "  My  darling,  when  shall  we  be  wed?" 

She  laid  her  head  down  ou  my  shoulder  and  prettily,  poutlngly  said: 

Chorus. 

"  When  every  man  is  honest,  when  every  girl  is  true, 

When  every  bee's  a  hornet,  when  every  eye  is  blue; 

When  liens  for  eggs  lay  i>earl8,  sir,  when  your  wire  mustache  curls,  sir, 

When  all  my  beaux  are  girls,  sir,  I  will  marry  you." 

Two  years  found  me  still  a  bachelor,  bnt  In  luxury  now  I  rolled,       ""' 
For  two  years  of  good  Inck  and  labor  left  me  with  plenty  of  gold. 
I  was  sittlug  one  day  in  my  ofllce  when  a  lady  stepi>ed  iu  at  tlie  door. 
She  lifted  her  vail— 'twas  the  charmer  I  would  marry  just  two  years  before. 

Chords. 

"  When  money  is  not  wanted,  when  beggars  \7ear  fine  clothes, 

When is  mayor,  when  theatres  all  close; 

When  this  son?  is  never  sung,  miss,  when  Pa  and  Ma  are  hung,  miss. 
When  you  can  nold  your  tongue,  mise,  I  will  marry  you." 


ROW  THE    BOAT    LIOHTLY. 

Send  for  Free  Oatalofrtie  of  Sodk  Books,  I.ettor  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellars, 
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Row  the  boat  lightly,  love,  over  the  sea. 
Daily  and  nightly  I'll  wander  with  thee; 
On  its  fair  boBom  contented  I'll  roam, 
:V    Evermore,  dearest,  to  dwell  in  thy  home. 
Row  the  boat  lightly,  etc. 

Gay  Is  the  life  of  a  fisherman's  bride. 
Though  the  wlml  fretteth  the  foam  in  Its  tide; 
'    ■  What,  tho' the  storm  doth  encompass  the  sea, 
:'.:.■        Grasping  lier  treasure — what  core  ih  she? 

Row  the  boat  lightly,  etc.     l 

The  moon  is  now  hidden  behind  yonder  cloud, 
■  ,,     Our  bark  rides  the  waves  and  tempest  so  proud; 
Pull  hard,  my  boys,  your  journey's  most  o'er, 
"    For  yonder  bright  light  is  our  home  by  the  shore. 
Row  the  boat  lightly,  etc. 


THE    SHAMROCK    BAND. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Wbite-Sinith  Music  Publishing  Co. 
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Words  by  Murray  &  Murphy.    Music  by  Louis  F.  Baus. 

Yon  may  talk  abont  yoar  heathens,  Beethovens  and  Mozarts, 
And  all  the  great  composers  that  have  come  from  foreign  parts; 
But  I'm  the  coming  genius,  I'll  outshine  them  all. 
The  Mendelsohns  and  Wagners  I'll  dash  against  the  wall. 
I've  taught  all  my  fam'ly,  I've  taught  them  how  to  play 
In  fifteen  sharps  and  twenty  flats— in  fact,  in  ev'ry  kay: 
Ev'ry  one  that  hears  us  says  we're  wonderful  and  grand; 
The  music  iu  the  futnre'U  be  the  pretty  Shamrock  band. 

Chorus. 

Johnny  plays  his  nick-nacks.  Patsy  drives  the  bow, 

Jimmy  plays  the  banjucks.  Kate  the  pixno; 

Oh,  Moliie  blows  the  trombone,  Larry  holds  the  stand. 

While  I  conduct  the  instruments  of  the  pretty  Shamrock  band. 

When  we  give  an  avenlng  concert  there's  thousands  come  to  hear. 

And  ev'ry  one  applauds  the  chunes  and  no  one  calls  them  quare; 

You  ought  to  hear  the  commints  after  each  we  play, 

"Sure,  Gilmore  has  no  bus'ness  with  them,"  is  what  they  say. 

We  play  jigs  by  dozens,  the  airs  of  all  the  warl'. 

Much  belter  than  the  music  cranks  they  call  pcifcshernal. 

Ev'ry  chime  an  ancore  gits  the  more  than  we  can  stand; 

"  More  pow'r  to  yez,"  says  ev'ry  one  to  the  pretty  Shamrock  hand.— Chorus. 

When  we  played  at  Dolan's  wedding  we  got  the  party  wild, 

They  danced  and  drank  and  sang,  each  woman,  man  and  child. 

Says  Burk,  the  Alderinau :  "  Better  I've  not  heard; 

There's  not  the  like  of  it  in  any  other  ward; 

And  what's  more,  I'm  thinking  'twould  be  a  nate  affair 

For  you  and  all  the  band  to  go  and  serenade  the  Mayor." 

'•Thrue  for  youl  You're  riglitl  Uooriih!  "  was  heard  on  ev'ry  hand. 

And  then  the  bride  and  bridegroom  danced  to  the  pretty  Shamrock  baud.— CKo. 


YOU    KNOW    YOU    DO. 

Copy  light,  1880,  l>y  White,  Smith  &  Co. 
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By  Harry  Birch. 

When  some  one's  step  comes  up  the  walk 

Your  cheeks  take  rosy  hue. 
And  though  no  other  hears  his  knock 

You  hear  it  well,  you  know  y<m  do; 
When  some  one  talks  about  the  grain 

And  bows  to  Pa,  yet  looUs  at  you. 
You  see  his  glances— yes,  'tis  plain — 

And  give  tUem  back,  you  know  you  do,  ah  I 

Refrain. 
Ye  pretty  girls  with  smiles  and  curls,  and  eyes  so  sparkling  blue. 
You  love  10  flirt— ah  1  yes,  'tis  true — and  fool  the  men,  ycuknow  you  do. 

Yon  keep  your  eyes  upon  the  clock 
-  And  wish  'twas  later,  too. 

So  that  your  Pa  would  cease  his  talk 

And  go  to  bed,  you  know  you  do; 
And  when  the  follis  to  bed  iiave  gone, 
.  And  left  some  one  alone  with  yon. 

You  wish  the  clock  would  stop  its  tongue; 
You  stop  it;  yes,  you  know  you  do,  ah  I— ^^roln. 

lie  blushes  deep  and  looks  afraid, 
•  To  be  thus  left  with  yon; 

But  your  eyes  tell  there  ne'er  was  maid  " 

But  could  be  wooed,  von  know  they  do.  ,. 

.         And  when  his  arm  steals 'round  your  chair 
You  give  a  smotheretl  screani  or  two, 
As  if  yon  did  not  want  it  there;  .•-.■. 

But  oh  I  yon  do,  you  know  yon  do,  »h\—JBt/rain. 
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YOU    CAN'T    EXPECT    THEM 
ALWAYS    TO    AaREE. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  I.  Prager. 
All  rights  reoerved. 
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Words  by  L.  J.  Pollnlc.    Music  by  D.  D.  AcUley. 

Now  when  yon  come  to  think  of  it  how  Btrangc  It  does  apfwar. 
Wlien  you  have  spent  a  jolly  iiight  filled  up  on  wine  and  beer; 
Yoii  get  to  bed,  you  know  not  liow,  yoii  feci  as  on  the  eca. 
Then  you  wonder  why  your  etoniach  and  your  head  cannot  agree. 

CHOKUa. 

But  yon  can't  expect  them  always  to  aRice, 

No,  y(<u  can't  expect  them  always  to  acree; 

Now,  |>erhap«,  the  head  was  jealous  while  the  etoraach  was  quite  galous, 

So  you  can't  expect  them  always  to  agree. 

When  you  read  the  sporting;  papers,  pick  the  winners  by  the  score, 
When  you're  sure  out  of  six  races  you  have  surely  five  or  more; 
But  the  lead  pi|>e  cinch  is  hollow  and  you  of  vour  cash  are  free, 
Po  yoo  wonder,  my  dear  fellow,  why  the  winners  Uuu't  agreer 

Chorus. 
But  yon  can't  expect  them  always  to  aprw. 
For  the  best  of  us  are  wrong  at  times,  you  see; 

Why,  of  course,  you  knew  the  winner  now  you'll  j»o  without  your  dinner, 
Just  because  the  blamed  thing's  always  don't  agree. 

Younp  chappie  smokes  his  first  cigar  and  fimls  it  "  fine,  drah  boy;  " 
He  ne'er  before  had  known  the  weed  contained  such  wond'rous  joy; 
But  after  smoking  for  a  while  a  cliauRed  lad  is  he— 
With  cigarettes  he's  quite  content,  cigars  do  not  agree. 

Cborcs. 
But  you  can't  expect  the  first  one  to  agree, 
Thoutrli  'tis  fine,  deah  boy,  ejaculated  he; 
That  cigar  was  much  too  strom:  for  his  feeble  constitution, 
But  with  all  you  can't  expect  tbcin  to  a(;rce. 

When  you  get  into  a  crowded  car  and  luck'ly  pot  a  sent. 

You  do  not  mind  if  some  one  sometimes  trends  ujxiu  your  feet; 

But  if  voii  from  your  cushion  rise  to  seat  a  lady  fair, 

If  she  thanka  yoa,  well  and  good,  my  friend;  if  not,  why,  don't  despair. 

Caoitcs. 

For  yon  can't  expect  her  always  to  agree, 
Thoiij-'ii  you  thiuu  tliat  you  are  jimt  as  good  as  she: 
•She  is  doing  you  a  favor  by  accepting  of  your  seat,  sir. 
But  you  can't  expect  her  always  to  agree. 

You  go  out  with  a  custonf^r— at  K-ast  your  \\  Iff  thinks  ^o, 
Aiid  to  pass  away  the  evening  to  her  mother  she  will  u'o; 
But  if  sue  steps  into  the  car  and  sets  you're  on  a  spne 
With  your  pretty  little  typewriter,  you  can  bci  she  wou't  agree. 

Chorus.    . 

But  yon  can't  expect  her  always  to  agree. 

No,  you  can't  ex|)eci  her  always  to  agree; 

Y'ou  left  her  home,  of  course,  now  she'll  sue  for  a  divorce. 

For  >ou  can't  expect  her  always  to  agree. 

Yon  order  of  your  grocer  to  send  some  fresh-laid  eggs. 

Insisting  oii  their  freshness,  he  your  pardon  humbly  begs; 

The  hen  has  laid  them  iust  this  day,  you  II  find  thi-m  good,  says  he; 

Y'ou  get  them  home  and  opeu  one,  but  you  duu't  quite  agree. 

Cuoiiua. 
And  he  can't  expect  you  always  to  agree. 
The  '-ggs  were  fre!>h  when  laid,  insisted  he; 
But  the  hen  that  laid  that  score  had  been  dead  a  month  or  more. 
So  he  cau'l  expect  you  always  to  agree. 

Of  C(mrse,  to  poker  I  must  give  a  verse  to  plense  the  cranks, 
Who  iirver  tire  of  telling  how  they  break  each  other's  bauka; 
But  when  they  hold  four  aci-s  and  bet  till  they  can't  si-e, 
The  quiet  man  rukca  iu  the  cash,  u  higher  hand  hua  he. 

Cnouua. 
But  yon  can't  expect  them  always  to  agree, 
N'l,  you  can't  expect  tliem  always  to  agrei-; 

That  quiet  man  agreed  to  raise  until  the  shouter  stopped  the  pace. 
But  yoD  can't  expect  them  ulw  ays  to  agree. 

When  yon  take  a  damsel  for  a  walk  upon  a  sumnier  day. 
She's  bound  to  see  what  others  wear  .in  they  abroa<l  do  stray; 
'  But  should  you  likewise  turn  your  head  the  fnshions  for  to  see, 
'Tia  tht'U  you'll  find  that  damsel's  views  aud  yours  do  uut  agree. 

Chorus. 
But  you  can't  expect  thcin  always  to  agree. 
Of  course,  you  can't  exi>cct  them  to  agree; 

She  just  turned  to  view  a  skirt  while  your  view  was  clear  to  lllrt. 
So  you  can't  exi>ect  them  ever  to  agree. 

When  our  good  friend  ITayseed  Johnny  comos  to  "  tcriw  n  "  to  ffv  the  Mightc. 
And  with  his  verdure  innocence  at  each  seeming  "good  thing"  bli(.?>. 
You  cannot  blame  him  if  with  Bunco  Hill  he's  on  the  spree. 
When  he's  hauled  iu  by  a  blue-coat  with  the  "  teowu  "  he  dou't  agree. 

Chorus. 
And  yon  can't  expect  old  uncle  to  agree, 
Ger  Uosh,  mister,  all  my  money's  gone,  says  he; 
And  the  cop  for  a  reply  taps  him  lightly  on  the  sly. 
Why,  you  can't  expect  him  always  to  agree. 


WHAT    IT    IS.     / 
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Words  by  Geo.  Gilbert    Jfusic  by  D.  L.  White. 


Do  you  ever  feel  yon  don't  know  how,  and  you'd  like  some  one  to  tell  you. 

So  some  other  (lay,  you  then  as  now,  will  know  juat  what  to  do? 

You  know  that  I  know  just  how  It  is  myself— 

I  whistle  at  trouble,  catch  on  to  this  youf6C\t.— [Whittle.] 

Si-oKEN— Tell  ua  what  it  ia. 

ClIORUS. 


Arc  yon  ever  pressed  to  pay  a  bill,  awful  short  and  try  to  borrow; 
Cannot  make  a  raise,  go  wliere  you  will,  must  settle  it  to-morrowf 
You  know  that  I  know  just  how  it  is  myself; 
I  whistle  and  do<lge  it,  you  can  do  so  youreelt.—lWhiflU.] 
Si'tMvEN— Tell  ua  what  it  ia.—  Chorus. 

If  you're  ever  asked  to  eing  a  song  when  you're  out  in  company, 
Never  be  afraid,  but  come  out  strong,  strike  up  this  melody: 
S'ou  know  that  I  know  just  how  it  is  myself; 
So  whistle,  or  sing  it,  and  sec  how  'tia  youraelf.— [JKAisWf.] 

.Spoken— Tell  ua  what  it  ia.— Chorus. 
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MY   PRETTY   QUADROON. 
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Oil,  my  pretty,  my  pretty  quadroon,  my  flowers  have  faded  too  soon; 
My  heart,  like  the  airings  of  my  banjo,  will  break  for  my  pretty  quadroon. 

I  never  thought  I  was  a  slave,  but  that  was  found  out  too  soon; 
I'd  gather  one  handaome  wild  roae  and  call  it  my  pretty  quadroou. 

My  tioublea  will  now  soon  bo  o'er,  and  I  find  rest  In  the  tomb; 
My  spirit  w  ill  then  soar  above  and  watch  o'er  my  pretty  quadroou. 


^  •  m- 


THE    HUSBANDS^    BOAT. 
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Come,  listen  to  my  ditty:  I'm  a  merchant  in  the  city, 
I've  got  a  wife,  the  best  in  life,  she's  forty,  fat  and  fair; 

And  though  I  love  her  dearly,  it  happened  very  queerly, 
1  sent  her  down  to  Long  Branch,  as  she  wanteu  a  change  of  air. 

Si-oKBN-Aud  though  I  didn't  want  to  lose  the  old  girl— a  man  likes 
about  eouietiiues— 80  she  went  by  train,  I  meant  to  follow  by 

Chorus. 
The  husbands'  boat,  the  husbands'  boat. 

Jolly  old  boys  when  we're  afloat; 
The  husbands  boat,  the  husbands'  boat. 

For  Long  Branch  in  the  moruing. 

We  had  a  loving  parting,  and  as  the  train  was  starting 
My  wife  called  out:  "  Don't  go  about  to  see  the  sights  in  town." 

Of  course.  I  said:  "O  no,  dear,  without  you  'twould  1m;  slow,  dear; 
So,  by  the  boat,  ou  Saturday  yon  may  ex|)ect  me  down." 

Spokkn  -I  kept  my  promise,  and  didn't  go  to  more  than  five  conort  halls  in 
one  night  -the  Eagle,  Ilighbury-barn  and  the  National  Gallery  don't  tonnt,  of 
course.- 67«o/«*. 

On  Saturday  according  the  boat  I  soon  was  boarding. 
And  with  a  lot  of  husbands  got,  a  jolly  aet  were  we;  , 

Imagine  my  suri)rise,  then.  I  chanced  to  turn  my  eyes,  whcu 
I  saw  a  lovely  damsel  w  ho  was  looking  straight  at  me. 

Spokkn-Now,  when  a  man's  wife's  been  away  for  ft  week,  they  oughtn't  to 
allow  female  women  on  t>oard—C'A(/r(r<. 

We  got  in  conversation,  I  atood  a  cold  collation; 

We  soon  got  near  to  Long  Branch  pier,  the  time  went  quickly  by. 
Around  her  taper  waist,  th*!n,  my  arm  1  just  had  placed,  when 

I  heard  a  voice  that  brought  luc  to  my  seuses  instantly.  | 

Sf()KKN-"Oh!  look.  Ma,  there's  father— Isn't  it  kind  of  him  to  briug  your 
dressmaker  with  him  ou  board."— C'Aw  i/s. 

My  feelings  won't  bear  pninting,  my  wife  with  rage  was  fainting; 
I'll  draw  the  veil  u|>on  a  scene  so  paiufully  severe. 

Spoken— Married  men!  'I 

Be  careful,  1  entreat  you,  your  wives  may  come  to  meet  yon:  ' 

Then  take  your  arm  away  when  you're  In  eight  of  Long  Branch  i>ier. 

—  Cfiurut. 

My  wife  said:  "Dear,  now  really.  Indeed  I  speak  sincerely, 
I  think  you'd  better  take  the  rail  when  you  come  down  again."  I 

Indeed,  I  don't  invent  it,  you  may  think  that  I  meant  it,  | 

But  every  Saturday,  somehow,  I  chanced  to  miss  the  train. 

Spoken— So,  with  the  old  girl's  permission,  I  returned  once  more  to-C  horu$. 


[ 


( 


— Wbere  was  Peter  when  bis  candle  went  out?  In  the  dark. 
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OUR    HANDS    HAVE    MET,    BUT 
NOT    OUR   HEARTS. 
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By  W.  V.  Wallace.    Airansr^d  by  J.  Clifton  Burko. 

Our  hands  have  met,  hnt  not  our  hearts,  onr  hands  will  never  meet  again; 

Friend*,  if  we  have  ever  been,  friends  we  cannot  now  remain. 

1  only  know  I  loved  you  once,  I  only  know  I  loved  in  vain; 

Our  hands  have  met,  but  not  our  hearts,  our  hands  will  never  meet  ap.iin. 

Our  iiands  have  met,  but  not  our  hearts,  our  bauds  will  never  meet  agniu. 

Ah,  then  farewell  to  heart  and  hand;  I  would  our  hands  liad  never  met; 
E'en  the  outward  form  of  love  must  l)e  resigned  with  same  res;ret; 
Friends  we  still  might  seem  to  be  if  I  my  wrong  could  e'er  forget. 
Our  hands  have  met,  but  not  our  heans;  I  would  our  hands  had  never  met. 
Our  hands  have  joined,  but  not  our  hearts;  I  would  oar  hands  bad  never  mtt. 


Parody  on: 

AFTER    THE    BALL. 

Composed  and  Sung  by  Hovey  Cook. 
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One  summer  evening  1  did  ntleiid  a  dauce, 

With  several  oMiei's  I  look  a  chance; 

It  cost  one  dollar  to  gi't  me  in; 

It  cost  me  fifty  to  get  cut  again; 

I  mot  a  lady— hair  all  in  curl, 

Just  from  the  country,  so  said  Ibis  girl; 

1  tliought  I  was  a  winner,  thought  I  kucw  it  nil. 

Found  out  1  didn't,  after  the  ball. 

Chorus. 
After  each  dance  I  blew  her  o£E  to  both  beer  and  wine; 
1  treated  her  every  minute,  and  she  did  drink  every  time; 
I  treated  her  to  charlotte  rousses  and  she  eat  box  and  all, 
Aud  uiuety-oue  beefsteaks,  after  the  ball. 

Cuonue. 
And  slie  did  introduce  me  to  Iter  dear  cnnsin  Bill; 
I  blew  Bill  until  he  was  loaded,  but  Bill  ke])t  drinking  still; 
Bill  lie  did  introduce  me  to  a  friend  of  his  named  Sanl— 
Willie  aud  Saul  they  went  through  me  after  the  bull. 

Cnonus. 
Isn't  it  something  easy,  I  heard  the  talent  say; 
Every  one  get  a  crab-net;  don't  let  it  get  away; 
1  wonder  where  it  came  from;  it  must  have  blew  in,  that's  all; 
Just  to  blow  'ta  dust  iu  after  the  ball. 

CUORUS. 

Every  one  tried  to  get  me,  every  one  made  a  play; 

Every  one  called  nie  easy,  a  marker,  aud  eiin|>le  jav; 

1  had  all  my  clothes  when  I  went  in,  when  I  left  I  had  pants,  that's  all; 

And  I  was  in  luck  to  have  anything  after  the  ball. 


IT    SEEMS    BUT   YESTERDAY. 
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Words  by  J.  J.  Jackson,  Jr.    Music  by  Mrs.  W.  H.  Kolinle. 


Come  to  (he  open  window,  love,  the  night  is  all  aglow, 

'I'he  stars  still  smile  on  us  the  saine,  dear  love,  as  in  the  long  ago; 

Think  for  a  while  of  the  old,  old  time,  when  life  was  young  and  fair. 

When  love  had  just  begun  to  blend  our  hearts  as  one; 

The  day  that  made  thee  mine,  love,  in  mem'ry  live  always— 

If  'twere  a  hundred  years,  love,  'twould  seem  but  yesterday. 

Only  a  day  ago,  love,  it  seems  a  single  day. 

Yet  we  are  old  and  gray,  love,  and  years  have  passed  away; 

Only  a  day  ago,  dear  love,  yet  we  are  old  and  gray — 

If  'twere  a  hundred  years,  love,  'twould  seem  but  yesterday. 

Let  the  soft  beams  of  the  moon  liglit  thine  eyes,  aud  turn  thy  face  to  me, 

That  I  thy  love  may  see,  'lis  all  the  world  to  me; 

The  end  of  life  may  come,  love,  yet  should  it  last  always,  '-[<' 

Yes,  e'en  a  hundred  years,  love,  'twould  seem  but  yesterday.    ,  - 

Only  a  day  ago,  love,  it  seems  a  single  day. 

Yet  we  are  old  and  gray,  love,  and  years  nave  passed  away; 

Only  a  day  ago,  dear  love,  yet  we  are  old  and  gray— 

If  'twere  a  hundred  years,  love,  'twould  seem  out  yesterday.  \ 


SO    WOULD    L 
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By  Dan  Braman. 


If,  to  keep  np  with  the  fashions,  yo?'.  are  asked  to  sing  a  song, 

Would  you  do  it?   Yes,  we  would.    So  would  I. 
If  upon  some  current  topic  you  are  asked  to  come  out  strong,    ', 

Would  you  do  it?  Yes,  we  would.    So  would  I. 
Some  think  that  public  mutters  are  a  horrid  bore,  but  I 
Like  pto])le  with  opinions  that  they're  ready  to  stand  by. 
If  ever  for  your  country's  flag  you  arc  asked  to  die, 
Would  you  do  it?  Yes,  we  would.    So  would  I. 

If  your  wife  should  say  to  you  some  day,  "  Dear  Ma  we  must  Invite," 
Would  you  do  it?    No,  we  wouldn't.    Nor  would  I. 

And  if  the  old  gal  came  aud  with  you  seemed  inclined  to  fight. 
Would  you  do  it?   Yes,  we  would.    So  would  i. 

She'd  want  to  run  the  blessed  house,  she'd  stamp  and  rave  and  slinni; 

My  uife,  of  course,  would  take  her  part,  with  many  a  eob  and  pout, 

Aud  in  sincastic  tones  would  suy,  "Oh,  chuck  my  mother  out!  " 

Would  you  do  it?    Yes,  we  would.    So  would  I. 

When  yon  leave  a  dear  girl  at  the  door,  you  think  you'd  like  to  kiss, 

Wtiuhi  you  do  it?   Yes,  we  would.    So  would  I. 
If  she  "kidvS"  and  sa>s,  "Now,  don't  you  ever  do  a  thing  like  this! "' 

Would  you  do  It?    Yes,  we  would.     So  would  I. 
They  say  a  woman's  "  No,  I  won't "  is  really  meftnt  for  "  Yes," 
'J'hat  when  she  pouts  and  flouts  about  she  wants  one  more  caress: 
Now,  should  she  try  the  thing  on  you,  what  then?  come,  give  a  guess- 
Would  you  do  it?   Yes,  we  would.    So  would  L 


SLUMBER,    MY    DARLING-. 
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Slumber,  my  darling,  in  silent  repose 
While  innocent  dreams  o'er  thy  memory  flows; 
For  niamina  is  watching  with  fond,  loving  care. 
While  angels  are  cliaiiting  their  sweet  evening  prayer. 
Thy  tiny  white  hands  lying  over  thy  breast, 
A  soft,  gentle  smile  o'er  thy  sweet  tranquil  rest; 
The  calm,  jwaceful  moon  ihiongh  the  window  will  jieep, 
While  mamma  is  singin'.;  her  darling  to  sleep. 
Refrain. 
Slumber,  my  darling,  my  own  little  dear;     '        j      ,■ 
Slumber,  my  darling,  for  mnmma  is  n«ar.  ~ .    '• 

As  twilight's  faint  shadows  so  silently  creep,       ;. 
Thcu  mamma  will  sing  little  baby  lo  sleep.  , 

Slumber,  my  darling,  for  niamma  is  near,  .-,."• 

While  night  passes  over  and  day  doth  appear; 

'i'hy  lips  always  welcome  a  fond,  loving  kiss. 

For  sweet  are  the  dreams  of  the  beautiful  bliss. 

'J'he  last  shades  of  twilight  have  scarce  passed  away 

When  iu  totters  baby  from  innocent  play; 

Her  toys  cast  a»ide,  io  her  cradle  she'll  creep 

Aud  say.  Mamma,  sing  little  darling  to  6\e<Ji>.—J?efrain. 

Slumber,  my  darling;  the  calm,  gentle  breeze 
Is  singing  its  lay  as  It  plays  on  the  trees; 
The  Mautiful  birds  in  their  snug,  cozy  nest 
Like  thee  iu  thy  dreaming  so  peacefully  rest. 
My  own  litile  darling  I  treasure  with  care, 
VN'ilh  cheeks  like  the  roses  and  long,  curly  hair; 
Those  bonny  blue  eyes  from  the  cradle  will  peep. 
While  inamma  is  singing  her  darling  to  sleep.— iZ^/atn. 


■   ^  s  » 


COMING    FROM    THE    MATINEE. 
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Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  Charles  A.  Fuller. 


there's 


When  the  styles  arc  on  the  street,  jwople  driving  np  and  down. 
Lots  of  pretty  chaps  we  meet,  gaily  dressed  from  toe  to  crown; 
But  the  sweetest  lime,  yon  know,  when  we're  gayest  of  the  gay. 
Is  while  toddling  to  and  fro,  coming  from  tlie  matinee. 

Spoken— Delightful  I  Kids  on,  smiling  and  doing  our  very  prettiest 
nothing  iro  pleasant  as — 

Cbordb. 

Coming  from  the  matinee,  coming  from  the  matinee; 
Don't  you  think  it's  very  gay  coming  from  the  matinee? 
Coming  from  the  matinee,  coming  from  the  matinee; 
Dou'l  you  think  it's  very  gay  coming  from  the  matinee? 

Lovely  belles  are  laughing  then,  handsome  chaps  are  laughing,  too; 
Parted  hands  can  meet  again  while  the  crowd  we're  passing  thro'. 
Some  one  meets  us  at  the  door,  very  pleasant  words  he'll  say; 
I  could  linger  evermore  coming  from  the  matinee. 

.Spoken— Every  one  looks  at  you  so;  but  then,  you  know,  ladies  don't  object 
to  being  admired  when  they  are  got  up  regardless,  as  they  always  are  wheu  — 
C/iomts. 

Once  I  had  a  handsome  beau,  and  he  loved  me  very  dear; 
For  he  often  told  me  so,  many  hundred  times  a  year. 
Everywhere  he  followed  me,  aud,  of  course,  we  met  one  day — 
Just  as  sweet  as  he  could  be — coming  from  the  matinee. 
SroKEN— Why,  W'illie,  how  do  you  do?  where  have  you  been?   Why,  darling 
(that's  what  Willie  said),  didn't  you  see  me?  Wheu  we' met  I  was— CAwa*. 

Side  by  side  we  wandered  on,  and  again  he  told  his  love; 
Shall  I  own  my  heart  was  won  when  he  called  me  little  dove? 
When  he  begged  his  fate  I'd  share,  really,  now,  what  could  I  say? 
Yes,  he  "  popped  the  question  "  there,  coming  from  the  matinee. 

Spoken— Of  course,  it  wasn't  exactly  the  proper  place  to  ask  a  lady's  hand, 
but  1 4on't  think  I  shall  ever  regret  the  day  Willie  met  ma— Chorus. 
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A  RUSTIC  AND  BUSTY  OLD  TIME. 

Copyright,  1880,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 
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Words  and  Muiilc  by  Chas.  Oardner. 


A)n8,  the  nnforfnnate  time, 

When  allured  by  sweet  romance  and  rhyme, 
I  left  a  gay  ualace  in  town 

For  a  rustic  and  rusty  old  time. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  it's  ploaeb  and  It's  sow,  and  It's  plant  and  it's  hoe, 
And  it's  milk,  milk  those  blasted  old  cows; 

Oh.  it's  fodder  and  feed,  and  it's  dig  aud  it's  weed. 
With  oh,  such  old  family  rows. 

Ko  neat  little  village  would  do, 

Made  so  easy  of  access  to  town; 
But  I  sought  for  true  rural  delight. 

And  u  place  where  the  "mountains  look  down." — Chorus. 

So  1  purchased  a  house  and  a  farm. 

With  acres  abiiiidaiit  and  wild; 
Appointed  au  a^cut  to  stock  it, 

Aud  drove  out  my  wife  aud  ray  child.— CAoz-M*. 

Our  Bridget  went  off  in  a  hnff 

To  seek  a  "  more  daceutsome  place,' 
Our  Patrick  on  "  ticket  of  lave  "— 

'Twaa  the  last  that  I  saw  of  his  face.—  Chorus. 

At  last  a  respectable  man 

Brought  up  where  the  "mountains  look  down," 
Gave  me  half  what  I  paid  for  my  farm, 

Aud  I  quickly  packed  off  for  the  towu.— 67tor«». 

A  month  or  two  8er\'ed  to  remove 

Romantic  iinpreesiuns  of  yenr«>. 
Bur  a  lifetime  will  scarcely  efface 

Kecollections  of  family  lea.n.—  Chonig. 

1  blistered  my  hands,  got  freckled  and  tanned. 

And  frowzy  my  faded  old  pate; 
1  thought  of  the  joys  of  my  palace  in  town. 

And  sigtied  at  uiy  pitiable  state.—  Chorus. 

Friend  "easy  to  do,"  take  warning  by  me, 

Aud  stick  to  your  palace  in  town; 
"I'is  belter  to  read  of  "true  rural  delight" 

Thau  to  live  where  the  "mouutnins  look  down."—  Chorus. 


HE    IS  JRISH. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Loren  Brandon. 


I  am  OA  true  an  Irishman  as  grows  on  Irish  soil, 

I  came  from  County  (iilloway,  where  Irishmen  do  toll; 

My  fsther  was  a  Callahan,  iny  motlicr  was  a  Flynn, 

'I'heie  were  twelve  little  Callahaiis — how  happy  we  were  then  I 

0'I)owd  lived  in  the  cellar,  ORourke  the  second  floor, 

McCartliy  in  the  garret,  while  I  hung  ou  the  door; 

And  lofsof  sprees  we  had  there,  and  mother'd  have  her  say. 

That  Dad  could  clean  out  Ireluud  from  the  County  Gilloway. 

CUOBUS. 

We  were  Irish,  yes,  Irish,  all  Iricli  through  and  through; 
We  Hied  our  fist*,  we  used  our  feet,  if  not,  our  heads  wonld  do. 
O'Rourke  cleaned  out  McCarthy,  and  O'Dowd  he  made  a  lay, 
That  he  could  clean  out  Callahan  from  the  Couuty  Gilloway. 

I  had  as  sweet  a  Colleen  Bawn  as  yon  would  wish  to  see, 

She  came  from  County  Killaloo,  where  they  drink  good  whiskey; 

]  kuew  she  had  a  dozen  iieiiux,  but  this  she  promised  me: 

That  we  would  sail  together  to  tlie  country  of  the  free. 

8o  we  came  on  together  across  the  rolling  main; 

Of  course,  stie  would  get  seasick,  I  got  there  just  the  same; 

But  Booii  we  both  were  landed,  and  Bridget  looked  so  gay 

That  all  the  people  as  she  passed  "  She's  French  "  I'd  Lear  them  say. 

Chohus. 
But  she's  Irish,  she's  Irish,  she's  Irish,  bless  her  soul; 
Her  hair  was  red,  she  looks  half  fed,  an<l  on  her  cheek's  a  mole; 
Her  feet  will  cover  an  acre  lot.     What  I  tell  you  now  is  true. 
You  could  always  tell  she's  Irish,  from  the  Couuty  Killaloo.  , 

I  got  a  situation,  and  for  which  the  country  paid. 

Then  Bridget  got  another  one,  she  was  a  French  nurse  maid; 

I  was  a  big  policeman  aud  the  flower  of  my  race. 

Just  let  me  turn  a  corner  you'd  see  mischief  in  my  face. 

The  boys  they  all  would  scamper,  I'd  chase  them  by  the  score; 

The  girls  would  alwavs  love  me,  I'd  watch  the  small  side  door. 

I  know  I'm  very  haiidsoiiie,  but  this  they'd  say  of  me, 

Aud  I  thought  no  oue  kuew  it  in  this  country  of  the  free: 

Chorus. 
He  is  Irish,  he's  Irish,  brass  buttons,  plug  and  all; 
He  has  his  beat  upon  our  street,  all  summer,  spring  and  fall. 
Now  don't  his  mug  look  like  a  pug,  boru  on  St.  Patrick's  dayf 
You  could  always  tell  he's  Irish,  from  the  County  Gilloway. 


ALL    AMONG-    THE    ROSES. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  H.  Delehauty. 
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In  nn  Ivy-covered  cottage,  liidden  back  of  oaken  trees. 
Lives  a  lovely  little  maiden,  blithe  and  happy  as  you  please; 
Where,  upon  a  low  veranda,  every  Bummer's  eventide 
I  sit  amid  the  flowers  fair,  Camillia  by  my  side. 

Chorus. 
All  among  the  roses,  making  sweet  proposes. 
Lovely,  laughing,  soul  bewitching,  sweet  Camillia  May; 
Captivating,  aggravating,  never  tired  of  play; 
Flitting  like  a  little  birdie,  happ>,  light  and  gay. 
Kill  me  or  I'll  die  witii  love  for  sweet  Camillia  May. 

There's  a  pretty,  white  camelia  ever  glowing  in  her  hair, 
Lovely  violets  aud  roses  blooming  in  her  face  so  fair; 
Little  stars  and  merry  sunshine  in  her  eyes  so  bright  and  gay, 
Aud  a  ciiolr  of  angels  singing  in  the  voice  of  Miily  May.—  Chorus. 

Now  forget  not  to  remembefj  when  In  love  you  chance  to  be. 

Try  and  keep  In  all  your  feelings,  not  act  foolishly  like  me; 

For  I  live  on  hoping,  dreaming  of  a  coming  Joyous  day. 

When  I'll  make  of  one  camelia  such  a  lovely,  sweet  biliqiuit.— Chorus. 

•   m  •  ^   > 


RESOLVE    TO    BE    MERRY. 

Copyright.  1888,  by  White,  Smith  A  Co. 
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Written  by  Harry  Birch. 


There's  many  a  trouble  would  break  like  a  bubble. 

And  into  the  waters  depart. 
If  we  did  not  rehearse  it  aud  tenderly  nurse  It, 

And  give  it  a  place  in  our  heart. 
There's  many  a  sorrow  would  banish  to-morrow    - 

Were  we  willing  to  furnish  the  wings; 
So  sadly  intruding,  and  always  a-brooding. 

In  hatching  out  horrible  things. 

Refrain. 

Resolve  to  he  merry  like  maids  of  the  dairy. 

Our  troubles  forever  forget, 
Aud  no  longer  fearful,  but  happy  and  cheerful, 

Aud  feel  life's  worth  living  for  yet. 

How  welcome  the  seeming  of  looks  that  are  beaming. 

If  oue  should  be  wialtliy  or  poor. 
With  eyes  bright  as  berries  aud  cheeks  red  as  cherries, 

Tlie  gout  and  the  heart-ache  will  cure. 
There's  many  a  jilting  would  never  have  happened 

If  they'd  only  have  waited  a  while; 
They  kept  it  a-orewing,  and  always  a-stewiog, 

With  uuver  a  laugh  or  a  smile. 

Refrain. 

This  always  a-scowling  and  moping  and  growling 
Will  drive  all  your  good  friends  away; 

Resolve  to  be  merry  like  old  Tom  aud  Jerry, 
'Twill  drive  all  your  troubles  away.    Hal 


THE    PATENT-BELL    PUNCH. 


By  Qeurgu  Uobeitson. 
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My  song  is  of  a  nice  young  man, 

lie's  known  both  near  and  far. 
He  carries  by  his  side  a  patent-bell  punch; 

He's  conductor  of  a  cable  car. 
Such  nice,  curly  hair  and  brown  mustache. 

And  such  a  captivating  eye; 
As  he  gives  the  ladies  a  seat  in  the  car  ,  : 

Ue  blushes  and  says,  "Ohmyl"  _  '  ' 

Chorus. 
As  be  goes  through  the  car  to  collect  his  fare. 

For  stamps  he  carries  a  punch ; 
Ue  was  never  known  to  knock  down  a  cent. 

While  he  carried  the  pateut-l>ell  punch. 

As  he  waltzes  thronch  the  car  he  says: 

"  Your  fare  now,  if  you  please;  " 
He  plays  you  a  tune  on  the  patcutliell  puucb, 

And  lie  makes  your  change  with  ease. 
Ue  always  keeps  his  weather  eye  open. 

For  the  kids,  he  thiuks,  will  ride; 
And  he  always  got  tlie  same  old  cry: 

"There  is  plenty  of  room  inside."- CAoru*. 

,.  "  Come  right  up,  there  is  pleuty  of  room 

Inside,"  he  says  with  a  yell; 
He  packs  you  up  like  au  old  sardine. 

And  he  gives  another  jerk  on  the  bell.  '    ■ 

And  the  fact,  upon  my  word,  ;     '    ,•    •• 

You  hardly  would  l>elieve,  ■';■•!!■.■ 

That  tie  carries  a  "punch  "  for  the  cable  company,    '.'•'.*.;- 

And  another  for  himself  in  bis  sleeve.— CAortM.        :    .         ' 
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One  Smile  for  Me,  Sweetheart. 


Copyright,  IMJ,  by  Wikj  B.  Allen. 


The  Wordsond  Mnsio  of  this  Song  will  bo  »ent  to  any  nddrefn,  pogt-pnid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cenUi;  or  this  uml  any  t«o  otlier  S'>i)(rfi  for  One  Dollar,  i^y  Henry  J.  Wi-liman,  IJI>  A  y.Vi 

Park  How,  New  \  urk,     Po»taKe  stamps  tulieii  tiaiiie  IkS  coith  (ur  all  uui'  goodb. 

Words  and  Mujiio  by  Chas.  R  Dray. 


One  oniiie  for  mc,  sweetheart,  one  kipsn  before  we  part, 
Oue  foDil  and  sweet  caress,  one  little  kfoldeii  tress; 
One  lovinij  thoui;lit  of  nie  wlien  I  am  fur  from  lliee. 
One  tear  wheu  i  am  gone,  one  only,  only  one. 

Cnours. 

One  only,  only  one,  one  emilc  for  me,  sweetheart; 
t)ne  fonil  and  uuect  caress,  one  little  golden  trees; 
Oue  tear  wheu  I  am  gone,  one  only,  only  one. 

One  Bmile  for  me,  sweetlieart,  when  we  are  fare  apart. 
One  prayer  for  my  return  when  heaven's  uiuht  torches  burn; 
One  nonie  for  thee  and  me,  hy  love's  sweet  lahor  won. 
One  hope  that  we  may  be,  one  only,  only  oue.—  C/iorut. 


THE    ROWDY-DOWDY    BOYS. 

Copyright,  18'J3,  by  Francis,  l)fty  A  Hunter.  Engliah  copyright  secured. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tlii«  Soner  will  "bo  sent  to  any  addreio,  (xist  pniil.  nn  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  thixand  any  t»'u  otlKT  SonKS  for  One  Dollar,  by  il«;nry  J.  WViinmn,  i:iO<K132 

Park  Kuw.  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


■Written  by  Tom  Conley  and  Felix  McCilennon.    Composed  by  Felix  McUlenuon. 

Girls,  I'm  a  jolly  old  chappie, 

Girlc,  I'm  a  deuced  flue  clKipi)ie; 

1  helon^r  to  a  jolly  set  that'"  known  abont  the  town, 

We  are  the  boys  for  fnii  and  noise,  we  won't  be  taken  down. 

Always  out  and  mas(:int:  ilie  girls  are  we. 

We're  the  croud  wlio're  fond  of  a  jolly  fpree; 

Not  afraid  of  pnyins;  the  score  for  iinythins;  wrong  we  do. 

If  you'll  look  at  my  caid  you'll  see  I'm  c)ne  of  the  Itowdy-Dowdy  Crew. 

Cnoncs. 

Tlien  I  say,  hoy.  who's  for  n  jolly  spree? 
Rum  tuin,  tiililley  iim,  wiio'il  have  a  drink  with  mef 
Fond  of  a  glass  or  two,  fond  of  a  row  or  noise; 
Hi!  hi!  clear  the  way  for  the  Rowdy-Dowdy  Boysl 

Girls,  when  we're  out  in  society, 
,  Girls,  We  lire  fond  of  variety; 
1  In  the  Gaiety  bar  we  lounge  just  like  a  lot  of  earls. 

Scatter  tlie  cash  and  cut  a  dash,  ami  mash  the  chorus  girls. 

iiomeiimes  we  at  l)iliiards  n  game  will  pif.y, 

We're  nil  right,  not  one  of  us  is  a  jay; 

If  a  pal  should  he  in  distress,  stone-broke,  and  he  can't  i>ull  through, 

He  can  always  he  sure  of  a  helping  hand  from  the  Uowdy-Dowdy  Crew.— C'Aoru*. 

^  GirlB,  we  eo  out  on  the  tiddley  hil 

;  Girls,  such  a  jolly  old  liddley  hi! 

]  With  a  slop  we  may  tiave  a  row  going  home  so  late  at  night, 

(  He  tootles  his  whistle,  some  more  arrive,  and  then  there  is  a  fight; 

J  Some  gel  locked  up,  off  to  the  station  they  go, 
All  the  others  follow  tliem  in  a  row. 

Wliere  our  pal  goes,  you  may  all  bet.  the  others  must  follow  (oo. 
So  if  they  wuutoue  they  must  talie  the  lot  of  the  Rowdy-Dowdy  Crew.— 67(0;w. 


.^^^-^ 


WHEN   SUMMER   COMES  AGAIN. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  HarUing.     Entered  at  Statiuncrs'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Wonts  ami  Miicic  of  this  Hona  w  ill  Ik-  sent  to  any  address,  |><»t  imid.  on  r"Coli)t  of  40 
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Words  and  Music  by  James  Thornton.    Arranged  by  O.  M.  Rusenlierg. 


There  was  once  a  young  niaiden  of  tender  grace, 
Langhing  blue  eyes  and  a  winsome  face, 
Also  a  youth,  brimming  with  truth, 

Got  married  one  day  in  spring. 
Throngh  ilie  sweet  scented  summer  fhry  knew  no  fear, 
Itut  the  mills  had  all  closed  in  the  winter  drear; 
Then  when  the  lad  was  gloomy  and  sad 

This  is  the  song  she  would  sing: 

CHonrs. 
Sweetheart,  fond  heart,  from  your  side  I  will  ne'er  part, 

We'll  l)e  togeiher,  love,  in  sunshine  or  in  rain; 
Don't  be  repining,  what  is  the  use  of  complainint;. 

We  will  be  hapjiy,  love,  when  suuiiuer  comes  again. 

Oh,  the  cold,  cheerless  winter  soon  passed  away. 
Spring  came  with  flowers  to  deck  sweet  May; 
Maiden  and  lad  grew  to  be  glad. 

And  sung  like  the  birds  in  spring. 
The  dark  shadows  of  sorrows  ne'er  came  again 
To  their  sweet  little  cottage  just  down  the  laiie. 
Where  at  the  door,  when  his  work  was  o'er. 

She'd  kiss  him  and  then  she'd  sing:— C'/((»-r/«. 


LITTLE    PADDY    MOONEY. 

Copyright,  189:1,  liy  Frank  Harding. 
All  rights  reserved. 


YOURS    TRULY^  MR.    DOOLEY. 

CupyriKht,  1893,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  rlglits  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Mu^iic  of  this  Pontr  will  be  sent  to  nny  n(ldrf««,  post  pftiM,  nn  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tids  nnd  uny  t»o  oth.-r  Sonifs  f^r  urn-  l>ol'lar,  by  Henry  .1.  Wt-linuin,  i:ii'<S  I'M 

fwk  How,  New  York.    Postage  Stumps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  llu«lc  by  James  Thornton.    Arranged  by  U.  M.  Uosonberg. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  l)e  sent  to  anv  address,  post  jmid,  on  rpreipt  of  40 
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Park  Uow,  New  Yoik.    Postage  Stamps  taken  saiuo  as  cash  for  all  our  goods.  [ 

Written  and  Composed  by  Jos.  J.  Sullivan.  \ 


I've  a  friend  named  Paddy  Momiey.  he  owns  a  big  saloon; 
All  the  sporting  men  in  town  pl.iy'cards  in  Ins  hack  room. 
And  while  you  sjwnd  your  money  he's  always  fn.'l  of  fun, 
Ue  tells  you  funny  stories  of  the'battle  of  Uull  Run. 

Ciiout;s. 

Little  Paddy  Moonoy  is  a  man  you  all  should  know, 

You  cannot  find  his  equal,  no  matter  where  you  l'o; 

He  keeps  a  corner  litpior  store,  his  name  is  al>ove  the  door; 

ir  you  want  to  know  his  number  it  is  fourteen  fourty-fuur. 

Now  Paddy's  very  toiiey  when  lie's  among  the  girls. 

All  of  them  are  Htiick  on  him,  his  walk,  his  twist,  his  twirls; 

Whenever  there's  a  party  you'll  always  set-  lijm  tliere. 

As  pretty  as  a  picture,  witii  his  long,  black,  curly  hair.— Chorut. 

He's  like  a  little  .Iiimping-Jack  when  he's  behind  his  bar; 
Come,  hoys,  have  a  driuk  wiih  me,  take  wine  or  a  good  cigar. 
He's  well  known  at  the  race-track,  he  never  fails  to  bvi; 
His  money's  on  a  sure  lip  uud  his  horse  is  running  jct.— C hornt. 


Parody   on : 


1/ 


Oh.  It's  just  about  three  weeks  ago,  three  weeks  ago  to-day, 

I  met  a  friend  of  mire  in  Duff's  saloon; 
We  shook  hands  v<-ry  cordially  and  then  we  liad  a  drink. 

And  tli;-n  we  had  another  very  soon. 
We  talked  of  Irelami's  welfare,  of  Gladstone  and  home  rule, 

I  soon  fell  acleep,  the  chair  it  was  my  l)ed; 
Bur  Dooley  put  me  in  a  hack  and  drove  up  to  my  door. 

And  before  he  left  mc  this  is  what  I  said: 

Chorus. 

"Dooley.  when  yon  meet  me  I  like  the  way  yon  treat  mc, 
I  never  will  forget  you,  .John,  wherever  I  may  he: 
And  rememlMfr,  Mr.  Dooley,  while  my  name  is  Mike  OTIooley, 
,  ■     That  I  am  your  servant  truly,  you're  a  dear  friend  to  lue." 

Next  day  I  called  on  Dooley.  ai.d  we  went  down  to  the  track. 

He  said  h'-  knew  a  horse  that  couldn't  lose; 
He  borrowed  twenty  from  me.  hut  said  he  woiiid  pay  it  hack 

And  present  me  with  a  brand-new  pair  of  shoes. 
iS'ow  Dooley 's  horse  was  in  the  lead,  my  heart  it  jumped  with  joy. 

It  l)eat  a  horse  named  "cabbage"  by  a  head; 
I  looked  around  for  Dooley,  hut  nowhere  could  he  be  seen; 

When  next  day  I  met  hlin  this  is  what  I  said: 

CnoRfs. 

"Dooley,  when  you  meet  me  I  like  tlie  way  yon  heat  mo, 
I  never  will  forget  you,  John,  wherever  I  may  !»•: 
And  remember,  Mr.  Dooley,  that  I'm  not  your  servant  truly. 
And  If  ever  you  should  need  a  friend,  don't  call  on  me.'* 


YOU    GAVE    ME   YOUR   LOVE. 

Written  and  suiur  by  Frank  Noith. 

Send  for  Free  Catalocme  of  Ronir  Hooks,  I>>tter  Writers,  Dream  Boolf s.  Fortune  TellenL 
Triek  Itooka.  Kceltiition  liooks.    I'eniiy  ILilhuls,  Call  Itooks,  Joke  IbHiks,  Sketcll 
Books.  Stiinip  S(M-c>'h<'s.  Irixli  S^nif  IliHiksjCook  Rooks,  Rooks  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehniaii,  13U  <&  13*^  Purk  Uow,  New  York. 

An  old  man  nnd  woman  named  Casey, 

In  this  world  they  were  not  made  to  loll; 
At  drinking  his  nobs  was  a  daisy. 

And  his  wife  never  let  lager  sjwil. 
They'd  drink  till  they  boih  loved  each  other. 

Ami  they  swore  that  true  love  was  tlie  Ihing; 
With  a  cliih  he  would  stand  in  the  Corner, 

And  his  wife  with  an  axe  she  would  sing: 

CnoRiTs. 

"Yon  gave  mc  yonr  club.  I'll  give  you  mine." 

It  made  him  mad,  for  the  axe  she  had,  he  thought  she'd  do  him  fine; 

Hi;  told  her  that  he  loved  her;  says  she,  "Not  on  your  life." 

He  loved  her  not  when  the  a.\e  he  got. 
But  he  near  killed  his  darling  wife. 

Bill  Jones  was  a  farmer  from  Wayback, 

In  the  city  he'll  ne'er  been  before; 
He  came  here  one  day  from  the  country, 

Just  to  see  all  the  sights,  nothing  more. 
A  young  girl  met  him  at  the  Bowery, 

She  cried  as  though  her  poor  heart  wonid  break; 
He  said,  '*  I  have  money,  my  darling. 

And  that  with  my  love  you  can  take." 

Chorus. 
He  gave  her  his  love,  and  she  kept  her  own: 

She  kept  his  dough,  and  his  watch  also,  and  his  love  for  her  has  flown. 
He  walked  bnck  to  the  country,  nnd  forever  through  his  life 

Wlien  he  thinks  of  the  slip  that  he  got  from  lllAt  chip. 
He  punches  bis  darling  wife. 


'ii'nt-i 
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DAISY    BELL. 

Copyright,  1802,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  T/ondon. 
All  rights  reserved.  .     ,    .'         ..'  , 


The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  f!on|;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  Utie  Dollar,  l>y  Henry  J.  Wehman,  13U&lXi 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Harrj  Dacre. 


There  is  a  flower  within  my  heart,  Daisy,  Daisy! 

Planted  ouc  day  hy  a  glancing  darr,  planted  by  Daisy  Bell; 
Whether  she  loves  me  or  loves  nie  not,  sometimes  it's  hard  to  tell. 

Yet  I  am  longing  to  share  tbc  lot  of  beautiful  Daisy  Bell. 

Chords. 

Daisy,  Daisy,  give  me  yonr  answer,  do!  ■      -.  ^ 

I'm  half  crazy,  all  for  the  love  of  you! 
It  won't  be  a  siylisli  marriage— I  can't  aflford  a  carriage— 

But  you'll  look  sweet  on  tuu  seat  of  a  bicycle  built  for  two. 

We  will  go  "tandem"  as  man  and  wife,  Daisy,  Daisy! 

"Ped'ling"  away  down  the  road  of  life,  I  and  my  Daisy  Bell! 
When  the  road's  dark  we  can  both  despise  p'licemcn  and  "  lamps"  as  well: 

There  are  "  bright  lights  "  in  the  dazzling  eyes  of  beautiful  Daisy  Bell. —  CAorK/! 

I  will  stand  by  jon  in  "  wheel  "  or  woe,  Daisy,  Daisy! 

You'll  be  the  bell(t')  which  I'll  ring,  you  know,  sweet  little  Daisy  Bell; 
Yoiril  take  the  "  lead  "  in  each  "  trip  "  we  take,  then  if  I  don't  do  well 

I  will  permit  yon  to  use  the  brake,  my  beautiful  Daisy  Bell.— C/tor'<«. 


SHE    IS    MY    PIC-NIC    OIRL. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  T.  B.  Harnib  &  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 
All  rightt  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Sonft  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-pni<l.  on  i-ecoipt  of  40 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Connor.    Arranged  by  Percy  Gaunt. 


Kitty  Driscoll  is  the  irirl  who  has  my  heart  in  keeping, 

I  dream  of  her  by  night  and  day,  at  waking  or  while  sleeping: 

You  can  bet  she'll  give  them  cards  and  spades,  at  "spielieig"  she's  a  peach; 

blic  broke  my  heart  and  pocket-book  at  Coney  Island  beach. 

Refrain.  ' 

She  is  my  pic-nic  girl;  you  should  see  us  as  we  whir), 

"Spieliiii;"  and  reeling,  at  Coney  Island  down  the  bay: 
For  she's  such  a  sweet  young  thing,  I'll  buy  a  wedding  ring. 

And  married  I'll  be  to  Kitty,  if  she'll  but  name  the  day. 

When  Bhe  strikes  the  dancing  floor  yon  btt  there  is  a  flurry. 
The  girls  they  scatter  riL'ht  and  left,  they  seem  in  such  a  hurry 
Just  to  see  her  dip  and  slide  and  skate  and  twist  u))Ou  her  heel; 
They  eay  she's  papa's  baby  girl,  when  she  begins  to  "spiel."— 7?«/;'«irt. 

Thursday  night  there'll  be  a  liop,  and  Kate  and  I  are  going; 

The  question  I  will  surely  pop,  and  no  one  will  be  knowing. 

If  she  does  refuse  I'll  leave  this  earth,  and  take  the  quickest  way; 

Should  she  say  "Yes,"  well,  you  can  guess  I'll  name  the  wedding  ^ay.—Iieftain 


SISTERS.         - 

Copyiight,  1893,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter.    English  copyright  secured. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Written  by  J.  P.  Harrington.    Composed  by  Geo.  Le  Brunn. 

Who  is  the  acme  of  love  and  truth, 

Boxes  your  ears  in  your  early  youth. 

Borrows  your  money,  by  coaxiiig  or  forcet 

Why,  don't  yon  know?  your  sister,  of  course. 

Sisters!  we  love 'em,  the  dear,  dear  ones; 

What  pals  they'd  be  if  they'd  been  born  eonsl 

When  you  are  jilted  by  some  fair  "she,"  ''.-■^' 

Who  do  you  fly  to  for  sympathy? 

Chorub. 

Sisters,  sisters!  Beautiful,  loving  young  sisters: 
(ientle,  sentimental,  and  soothing,  so  ev'ry  young  swell  says; 

Are  our  sisters,  sisters,  none  are  so  loving  as  sisters; 
We  worship  sisters  all  over  the  world,  especially  somebody  else's.' 

There  is  an  army  you've  come  across. 
That  is  the  one  r)f  which  Booth  is  boss. 
And  if  the  barracks  you  chance  to  pass  by, 
"Come  and  be  saved!  "  his  followers  cry. 
.  Now  perhaps  of  brothers  you've  quite  a  lot. 
Yet  not  one  "  sis  "  in  tlie  world  you've  got, 
Boys,  join  the  army  on  that  account. 
For  in  its  ranks  you'll  find  any  amount.— C/tOJ'u*. 

Once  I  and  one  of  my  pals,  the  best. 

Took  two  sweet  girls  for  a  stroll  up  west;  ..■ 

We'd  the  recherchest  dinner  for  four,  '      - 

Plenty  of  wine  and  fun  in  galore.  '.•...- 

But  my  wife's  cousin  we  met,  and  he 

■     '  Wondered  a  bit  who  those  girls  could  be; 

"  Looks  a  bit  flshy,"  says  he.  "Ill  swear;"  '  "■: 

■ '"     "Fishy,"  says  I,  "my  dear  chap,  they  were— "CAonw. 


OH,     PROJMISE     ME.     ^ 

'     .     '       Copyright,  1889,  by  G.  Schirmer.    All  rights  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Words  by  Clement  Scott.    Munic  by  Reginald  De  Koven. 


Oil,  promise  me  that  some  day  you  and  I 

Will  take  our  love  together  Ui  some  sky,      .;. 

Where  we  can  t>e  alone  and  faith  renew, 

And  find  the  hollows  wlieic  those  flowers  grew; 

Those  first  sweet  violets  of  early  spring, 

W'hich  come  in  whisiKTs.  thrill  us  both,  and  sing 

Of  love  unspeakable  that  is  to  l>e — 

Oh,  promise  nic,  oil,  promise  me. 

Oh,  promise  me  that  yon  will  lake  my  hand, 
The  most  unworthy  in  this  lonely  land. 
And  let  me  sit  beside  you,  in  your  eyes 
Seeing  the  visiim  of  our  paradise; 
Hearing  God's  message,  while  the  organ  rolls 
Its  mighty  mufic  to  our  very  souls. 
No  love  less  perfect  than  a  life  with  thoe — 
Oh,  promise  me,  oh,  promise  me. 


Parody   on : 

TWO    LITTLE    GIRLS    IN    BLUE. 

Composed  and  sung  by  Sigismund  Alexander. 
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While  faking  a  stroll  on  a  summer's  eve,  the  stars  and  the  moon  shone  bright. 
My  brother  and  I  we  ran  across  two  fairies  who  were  out  of  sight. 
Tliey  quickly  became  acquainted  with  us,  'tis  a  thing  we  will  always  rue; 
Tliey  said  they  wauled  to  take  a  walli,  so  we  strolled  down  the  avenue. 

Chorcs. 
And  these  two  little  girls  Ihey  blew,  boys,  the  two  little  girls  they  blew; 
They  blew  in  our  mone)',  at  saloons  it  was  funny,  but  everyone  they  knew. 
We  soon  grew  drowsy  and  fell  asleep,  they  laid  us  on  a  cart: 
Through  our  pockets  they  went,  took  every  red  cent,  and  then  we  drifte<]  apart. 

Two  little  girls  from  a  conntry  town  to  New  York  came  one  day. 
To  see  the  city  and  all  its  sights:  they'd  plenty  of  money  to  pny. 
The  first  day  they  went  around  alone,  altnoiigh  they  were  quite  new; 
But  they  saw  the  sights  both  good  and  bad,  then  to  a  hotel  they  flew. 

Chorits. 

Then  these  two  little  girls  they  blew,  boys,  these  two  little  girls  they  blew; 

'I'hey  blew  out  the  gas,  did  each  little  lass,  and  their  spirits  quickly  flew. 

These  girls  they  were  always  together,  in  life  they  never  could  part. 

But  when  they  were  dead  the  angels  said  that  they  had  drifted  ajiart. 
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'Twas  a  beautiful  night  and  the  stars  they  shone  bright. 

Two  little  lovers  were  having  a  "spoon  "; 
Their  love  they  confessied  as  they  kissed  and  caressed, 

Only  seen  by  the  man  in  the  moon. 
He  calls  her  his  darling,  his  own  turtle  dove, 

And  vows  that  he'll  ever  be  true; 
She  turns  w  ith  a  sigh,  as  a  tear  dims  her  eye. 
Then  he  kissed  her  and  4)ade  her  adieu. 
Waltz  Chorus. 
While  the  stars  were  shining  bright  up  in  the  heavens  so  high 
The  man  in  the  moon  was  looking,  and  he  winkeil  the  other  eye; 
Ev'rything  seemed  to  be  peacehil  then,  on  that  eventful  night. 
When  two  lovers  parted,  so  gay  and  light-hearted,  in  the  bright  moon 

Now  her  husband  one  night  he  got  awfully  tight. 

He'd  been  with  the  boys  on  a  spree; 
He  tried  hard  to  walk  and  much  harder  to  talk; 

Said  he,  "  My  wife  is  waiting  for  me.'' 
He  hurries  straight  home,  meets  his  wife  at  the  door,  .. 

With  a  poker  she  hits  him  quite  hard; 
He  tries  to  explain,  when  she  hits  him  again. 
And  he  has  to  sleep  out  in  the  yard. 
Waltz  Chorus. 
While  the  stars  were  shining  bright  up  in  the  heavens  so  high 
The  man  in  the  moon  was  looking,  and  he  winked  the  other  eye; 
Ev'rything  seemed  to  be  peaceful  then  on  that  eventful  idght, 
When  wifey  licks  hubby  for  coming  home  tubby,  in  the  bright  moon 

"  Stop  that  thief  I "  was  the  cry,  then  a  burglar  runs  by. 

He's  stolen  a  gold  watch  and  chain; 
He  tries  hard  to  fight,  but  liis  chances  were  slight, 

For  to  jail  he  must  go  back  again. 
He  pulls  out  a  knife,  but  the  ofiicer  shoots. 
The  bullet  it  reaches  its  bed; 
•  "Oh!  God,  let  me  die!"  hear  the  officer  cry, 

'    '  "  For  I've  killed  my  own  dear  brother  Ned."    . 
Waltz  Chorus. 
While  the  stars  were  shining  bright  up  in  the  heavens  so  high       •,-' 
The  man  in  the  moon  was  looking,  and  a  tear  stood  in  bis  eye; 
Ev'rything  seemed  to  be  peaceful  then  on  that  eventful  night, 
On  duty  a  brother  had  there  killed  another  in  the  bright  moonlight 
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MINE    MODER-IN-LAW. 
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Dliere  vae  many  qveer  dings  in  dia  laud  off  der  free, 

1  iivffer  c>>Qla  quite  underitnnd; 
Dlier  peoples  dbey  all  aeem  so  deefrent  to  me 

As  uliose  in  mine  own  faderland. 
Dhey  (rets  blenty  droables,  und  Into  miabaps, 

Mitoudt  der  least  bit  of  a  caase; 
Und  vould  you  pellef  it?  dhose  mean  Yangee  vbapi, 

DUey  ights  mLt  dbeir  modet-ln-luwBl 

Shutt  dink  off  a  vhlte  man  so  Tickid  at  dot! 

Vhy  not  gife  der  oldt  lady  a  chowT 
Who  vus  It  gtci  oup,  ven  der  nlvlidt  It  vas  hot, 

MIt  mine  baby,  Ishust  like  to  know? 
Und  dheii  in  der  vinter  ven  Katrine  vas  sick, 

Und  der  mornings  vas  schnowy  und  raw. 
Who  made  rigiitd  avay  oup  tlut  Are  so  qvickf 

Vliy,  dot  vas  mine  muder-in-law. 

Id  vaa  one  off  dhose  voman's  riglitds  vellers  I  been, 

Dliere  vas  nodlng  dot's  mean  aitoudt  me; 
Vlien  der  oidt  lady  vishes  to  run  dot  mashean, 

Vliy,  I  sbust  let  lier  mii  It,  you  see, 
tliid  vlien  dot  sbly  Yawcob  vae  cutting  some  dricks, 

(A  block  off  der  oldt  chip  he  vas,  yuw !) 
Er  she  goes  for  dot  chap  like  some  dousaud  off  brick*. 

Dot's  all  righdt!  She's  mine  luoder-ln-law. 

Veek  ondt  nnd  veek  in,  Id  vas  alvays  der  same, 

Dot  vomeu  vos  boss  off  der  bouse; 
Badt,  dheii,  neffur  mlndt!  I  vos  glad  dot  she  came, 

She  van  kind  to  mine  youui;  Yttwcub  Strauss. 
Uud  vlien  (there  vua  vuter  to  get  vrom  der  spring, 

Und  firevood  tosnpilt  up  und  saw, 
She  vas  velcome  to  oo  it.     Dbere's  not  anydlng 

Dot's  too  good  for  mine  moder-iu-law. 


^♦^^ V-' 

The  Pretty  Maid  Milking  Her  Cow. 


VAS    MARRIAGE    A    FAILURE? 

By  Charles  FoUen  Adama.    Perailasion  of  the  Author. 
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It  being  on  a  fine  summer's  morning. 

As  birds  sweetly  tuned  on  euch  bough, 
I  lieard  a  fair  maid  bIuk  most  charmlog, 

As  she  sat  a-inilkiug  Iter  cow. 
Bar  Toica  whs  enchauilng— melodlooa. 

Which  left  me  Bcarce  able  to  go; 
My  heart  it  was  soothed  iu  solace 

By  the  pretty  maid  milking  her  cow. 

With  ooQitasy  I  did  salute  her: 

"  Good>morrnw,  most  amiable  maid, 
I  am  vour  captive  elave  for  the  future." 

"  Kind  sir,  do  uot  banter,"  she  said. 
**  I  am  not  such  a  precious,  rare  jewel 

That  i  sbould  enamour  you  so, 
X  am  bat  a  plain  conniry  girl; " 

Said  thla  pretty  maid  rnliking  her  cow. 

"The  Indies  afford  no  such  jewel. 

So  precious  and  trnnspurent  clear; 
Ob,  do  uot  refuse  to  be  my  jewel. 

But  consent  uud  love  me,  my  dear; 
Take  pity  and  Krai  it  my  desire. 

Ana  leave  me  no  longer  in  woe; 
Ob,  love  ine.  or  else  I'll  expire. 

Sweet  Colleen  dhas  crutheeu  na  moe." 

**I  don't  nnderatand  what  you  mean,  air, 

I  never  was  a  slave  yet  to  love; 
These  emotions  I  ctumot  ezperlenoe. 

So,  I  prav,  these  affections  remove. 
To  marry,  I  con  assure  jun, 

That  state  I  will  not  undergo; 
■o.  yoiiug  man,  I  pray  you  will  excuse  m*," 

Said  ihls  pretty  maid  milking  bar  cow. 

"Had  I  the  wealth  of  Omar, 

Or  all  on  the  African  shore. 
Or  had  I  graat  Devonshire's  treaaarw, 

Or  bad  I  ten  tiioiisand  timea  mora; 
Or  hml  I  the  lamp  of  Alladln, 

And  had  I  hla  geuias,  also — 
I'd  rather  live  poor  on  a  mountain 

Wllh  Colleen  dbaa  crotheen  na  mo«.** 

**I  beg  yon  withdraw,  do  not  taaaa  me, 

I  cannot  consent  unto  tliee; 
I  prefer  to  live  single  and  airy. 

Till  more  of  the  world  I  see. 
Vew  cares  they  would  me  einbartaa— 

Beside,  sir,  my  fortune  is  low, 
Tntll  I  get  rich  I'll  not  marrv— 

Said  the  Colleen  dfaaa  crutbeen  na  mo*. 

"▲  yonng  maid  is  like  a  ship  sailing; 

She  don't  know  how  long  she  may  steer, 
Vor  In  every  blast  she  is  in  danger; 

So  cnusent,  and  love  me,  my  dear. 
For  riches  i  care  not  a  farthing, 

Yonr  affection  I  want  and  no  more; 
In  wedlock  I  wish  to  bind  yon, 

Sweet  Colleen  dhaa  cmtheeu  na  moe." 
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Vas  marriage  a  failure?    Veil,  now,  dot  depends 

AltogeddtT  on  how  yon  look  at  Id,  mine  friendi*. 

Like  dhose  double  horse  teams  dot  yon  Bee  at  dur  races. 

Id  depends  pooty  miicb  on  der  pair  In  der  traces, 

Eef  alley  don'd  pool  togeddher  rl^litd  off  at  der  shtart 

Ten  dhimes  oadt  off  uiue  they  vas  beddbcr  upart, 

Vas  marriage  a  failure?    Der  vote  vas  In  doubi ; 

Dhose  dot's  oudt  vould  hv  in,  dhose  dot's  in  vould  be  oadt; 

Der  man  mit  oxl>erience,  good  looks  nnd  diish. 

Gets  a  vife  init  some  five  hundord  dhousiind  iu  cash, 

Budt,  after  der  honeymoon,  vhere  vas  der  honey? 

She  baf  der  oxberieuce— be  huf  der  money, 

Vas  marriage  a  failure?    Eef  dot  vas  der  cose 

Vot  vas  to  percome  off  der  whole  human  race? 

Vot  you  dluk  dot  der  oldt  "  Pilgrim  faders  "  vouid  aay. 

Dot  came  iu  der  Sunflower  to  oldt  Plymouth  Bay, 

To  see  der  flne  coundtry  dis  peoples  iiaf  got, 

Und  dUen  hear  dhem  ask  soocb  couondhroms  aa  dot? 

Vas  marriage  a  fallnre?    Shust  go,  ere  you  tell. 

To  dot  Bunker  Mon  Uillnment,  vhere  Varren  fell: 

Dink  off  Vashington,  Frnnkiln  and  "Honest  Old  Abe"— 

Dhey  vas  all  been  uroundt  fincc  dot  first  Plymouth  babe, 

I  vaa  only  a  Dentscher,  budt  I  del  la  vou  vot! 

I  pelief,  every  dhime,  in  sooch  "  failures  "  aa  dot, 

Vas  mnrriage  a  failure?    I  ask  my  Katrine, 

Und  she  look  off  me  so  dot  I  feels  pooty  mean. 

Dbeii  she  say:  "  Meeetcr  Strauss,  shust  come  hero  eef  you  bleaae," 

Und  she  dake  me  vhere  Yawcob  and  leedle  Loweese 

By  dbeir  shnag  trundle  bed  vus  shnst  saying  dhcir  prayer, 

Uttd  ahe  aay,  mit  a  amile,  *'  Vas  dhere  some  failures  dhere?" 
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POOR    PAT    MUST    EMIG-RATE.    ( 
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Fare  you  well,  poor  Erin's  Islel  I  now  must  leave  yon  for  a  while; 

The  rents  and  taxes  are  so  high,  I  can  no  Ionizer  stay. 
From  Diihlln'a  quay  I  sailed  away  and  landed  here  but  yesterday; 

He  shoes  and  breechea  and  shirta  now  are  all  that's  in  my  kit. 
I  have  dropped  In  to  tell  you  now  the  sights  I  have  8<-en  before  I  go. 

Of  the  upa  and  downs  In  Ireland,  since  the  year  of  Niiiety-Elght. 
But  if  that  nation  had  iia  own  her  noble  aona  might  stay  at  home; 

But  aluce  fortune  has  it  otherwise  poor  Put  must  emigrate. 

The  devil  a  word  I  would  say  at  nil,  althongh  onr  waees  are  but  small, 

If  they  left  as  In  oar  cabins,  where  onr  fathers  drew  their  breath; 
When  they  cull  upon  rent-day,  and  the  devil  a  cent  yon  have  to  pay, 

They  wlil  drive  yon  from  your  boose  and  home,  to  beg  nod  siiirve  to  death. 
Wliat  kind  of  treatment,  boys,  Is  that  to  give  an  honest  Irish  Pat? 

To  drive  Ills  family  to  the  road,  to  boc  ami  starve  for  meat? 
Bat  I  eiood  up  with  heart  and  hand,  nnd  sold  my  little  spot  of  land; 

That  ia  the  leaaon  w  by  I  left  and  hud  to  emigrate. 

Such  slchts  as  that  I've  often  seen,  but  I  saw  worse  In  Skibbnreen. 

In  Forty-Eight  (that  time  U  no  more)  when  famine  it  vMis  great, 
I  eaw  fathers,  Doys,  and  trirls  with  rosy  clieeUs  nnd  sillifii  curls. 

All  a-raissliig  and  starving  for  a  mouthful  of  food  to  em. 
When  they  diwi  In  Sklnbureen  no  bhroiids  or  coffins  were  to  be  seen. 

But  patiently  reconciling  themselves  to  their  desperate,  horrid  fate— 
They  were  thrown  In  graves  by  wholesale  which  canned  many  au  Irish  heart  to 

And  caused  many  a  ooy  and  girl  to  bu  most  glud  to  eml|;rute.  [wall, 

Wher*  la  the  nation  or  the  land  that  reared  such  men  as  Paddy's  land? 

Where  Is  the  man  more  noble  than  he  they  call  poor  Irish  Pal? 
We  have  fought  for  England's  queen,  nnd  bent  her  foes  wheruver  seen; 

We  have  taken  the  town  of  Delhi— if  vou  please,  come  tell  me  that: 
We  have  pursued  ti.e  Indian  chief,  and  Nena  Saiiti>,  that  cursed  thief. 

Who  aklvereil  babea  and  motbera  nnd  left  them  in  their  goro. 
Bm  why  should  we  be  so  oppressed  In  the  land  St.  Patrick  blessed? 

Tbe  land  from  which  we  iiave  the  best— poor  Puddy  must  cinigrute. 

There  Is  not  a  son  from  Paddy's  Innd  hnt  respects  the  memorv  of  Dan, 

Who  fought  and  stin^glud  bard  to  port  that  poor  and  pliindered  country; 
■e  advr>cated  Ireland's  rights  with  all  his  strength  and  mikcbr. 

And  he  was  but  poorly  recom|>eiised  for  all  bu  toil  and  pains. 
He  told  us  for  to  be  In  no  haaie,  and  In  him  for  to  place  our  trust. 

And  be  wonid  not  desert  ua  or  leave  US  t'>  our  faie: 
Bat  death  to  him  no  favor  showed,  from  the  beggar  to  the  throne— 

Since  they  took  oar  liberator  poor  Pal  must  emigrate. 

With  spirits  bright  and  purses  light,  my  bovs,  wo  can  no  longer  atay. 

For  the  shamrock  Is  Immedlatelv  bound  for  America, 
For  there  Is  bread  and  work  whlcn  I  cannot  get  In  Donegal. 

I  told  the  truth,  by  great  Saint  Ruth,  believe  me  %vliat  I  say, 
Qood  night,  my  boysl  with  hand  and  heart,  all  you  who  take  Ireland's  part; 

I  can  no  lonser  stay  at  home  for  fear  of  being  too  late. 
If  aver  uaaln  Isee  this  land  I  hope  It  will  be  w  ith  a  Feuiao  band; 

So  Ood  be  wiib  old  Irelandl  poor  Pat  must  emigrate. 
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— Three  for  a  Quarter. — Customer:  "Have  you  any  teD-cent 
carpenter's  nail  sets?  "  Facetious  clerk:  '*  Er,  will  you  please  tell 
me  what  kind  of  carpenters  ten-cent  ones  are? " 
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rinette  was  young,  and  Fmette  was  fair. 

Anil  never  n  lover  liml  slie; 
Fiiiette  vhe  crU-d  ill  lier  yoang  despair, 

'Tweie  betiur  we  never  eliould  b«. 
For  tlie  dance  will  go,  and  it  irkime  so  ^       . 

nere  by  the  lonely  tree. 

Qeromc  wns  1ia!e,  bnt  Oerome  was  pal*. 

For  II  lover  lie  fnin  would  be: 
Anil  lie  ilid  not  knoiv,  tiiongh  they  told  b!m  to, 

Tlmt  the  maiden  lie  clioae  was  free. 
80  Oeionie  he  stood  in  the  diitUy  wood, 

Aud  a  turrowful  wi{;lit  was  be. 

Finette  she  said  ns  she  raised  her  head,  "  Somebodv  watohea  for  me; " 
Gerome  be  said  with  u  lofty  bead,  "My  lady  Is  looking  for  me." 
80  Gerome  came  one  and  Finetie  came  two,  two  little  steps  half  way; 
Gerome  be  eltfb'd  and  Finette  she  cried,  but  never  a  tear  shed  tbey. 
The  dance  Is  done  and  the  game  is  wou — merrily  ends  the  day. 


The  Man  in  the  Moon  Is  Looking. 
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LITTLE    JOHNNY    DUGAN. 
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Words  by  Thomas  Le  llack.    llusio  by  Andrew  Maok. 


"Siri; 


Listen  for  a  moment  and  I'll  tell  to  ye  a  story,  (Yes!)* 

It  happeneii  down  to  Slattery's  a  weeU  aiio  to-nii>lit;  (It  did!) 
Singing,  dunclng,  driiiKiiiK,  yes,  and  we  were  in  our  glory;  (We  werel) 

The  fan  it  dion't  last  lomr,  for  it  ended  iu  a  fight.  (It  would!) 
At  ten  o'clock  big  Dan  McCarthy  he  lept  in  the  door,  (Ha,  hn!) 

And  then,  my  friends,  witiiout  n  provociition  or  a  cause,  (Weill) 
He  took  a  hold  of  Diig^m  and  bo  threw  him  on  the  floor.  fHe  would!) 

Oh,  listen  just  a  mument,  aud  I'll  tell  you  bow  it  was:  (Just!) 

Chorus. 

Solo:  T>nn  McCartby  took  n  stick  and  made  a  smash  at  Dugau. 
Chcru$;  What,  little  Johnny  DngiiD? 

Sole:  Yes:  lie  cwejirs  he'll  have  bis  life. 
Cliovnt:  What  did  Dugun  do  to  him? 

6Wo."  He  swears  be  was  untrue  to  him. 
CAw««;  Did  Dunan  owe  him  money t  :•    -      -. 

iSoto,' No— lie  stole  McCartliy's  wife,  ..-.    ' 

Course,  yon  know,  it  isn't  right  to  quarrel  nt  a  party,  (No I) 

£si>eciiilly  wbeii  they're  Irish,  for  they  all  get  mixing  In;  (They  would!) 
Dooley,  Fairnn,  Shiiieiy,  Tim  Cronin  and  McCarthy,  (Yes!) 

The  way  they  thuiiiped  each  other,  sure,  it  really  was  a  sin.  (It  was!) 
Of  course,  y<>n  know,  it  wusn'i.  riirht  to  do  what  Dugan  done,  (No!) 

To  rob  McCarthy's  home  and  be  a  burden  to  his  life.  (Just!) 
There  must  be  coiiipens.ition  when  the  Judgment  day  does  come;  (There  miistf) 

If  I  was  Jubiiiiy  Diiuau  Id  get  biiii  another  wife.  (Good!)— CAor'<«. 


(Th»  wordi  in  parentheses  are  to  be  epoken.) 


Parody   on  x 


"U^- 


I  Long  to  See  the  G-irl  I  Left  Behind. 


Written  and  sung  by  Frank  North. 


Sand  for  FVee  Catalogue  of  Sone  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TetlMiL 
Tiick  Bookn,  Hecltntlon  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books.  Stiimn  Srx'efhe.s,  Irifh  HiTig  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  182  Park  Row.  Sew  York. 


There's  a  cottage  up  in  Harlem,  where  I  went  to  see  a  dame 

Who  tbouL'ht  slie  hud  a  mortgage  on  my  life; 
And  she  got  all  my  money,  hut,  of  coarse,  she's  not  to  blame,   ' 

For  I  had  nsked  this  u'lrl  to  be  my  wife. 
And  when  I  (old  her  futlu-r  of  my  love  BO  dear 

He  licked  me  and  he  kicke<l  me  till  lie  nearly  drove  me  blind; 
As  be  raised  the  parlor  window  and  be  threw  me  to  the  street 

I  thought  about  the  girl  I  left  behind. 

Chorus.  "■  ■ 

Mr  gold  watch  and  chain  I'll  ne'er  see  again. 

She's  done  me  for  everything  fine; 
Now  it's  drove  me  to  driuk,  and  I  can't  sleep  a  wink,   ■.•■ 

For  this  girl  that  I  left  behind. 

0ns  evening,  in  a  concert  hall,  I  thought  I'd  raise  a  fight,      ' 

I  told  a  girl  I  didn't  like  her  face: 
For  I'd  been  drinking  whiskey,  aud  I  thought  the  world  was  niiiie. 

But  I  soon  found  how  different  was  the  c<u>e. 
The  cniiper  grubbfd  me  gently  and  lie  took  me  to  the  door. 

And  he  snid:  *'  Old  boy,  we'll  Iry  to  use  you  elegant  and  fine," 
As  he  hit  me  with  his  niuht  stick,  and  be  closed  up  both  my  eyes. 

So  I  couldn't  see  the  girl  I  left  behind. 

Cbobub.  .'■  ■ 

,.    Ify  money's  all  gone,  my  clothes  are  in  pawn, 
.   .^  '      I've  lost  everyihing— even  my  mind:  ^     ■:..' 

■.."■■  I've  lost  my  job  on  account  of  that  slob  .'.  :;•'.'■ 

' .;-     Of  a  girl  tiiat  I  left  behind.  • 


Yon  all  know  what  that  feeling  is,  w  hen,  nt  some  quiet  spot. 

All  around  you  may  be  Ice,  but  the  love  is  bnrniiiL'  hot. 

Of  course,  her  band  so  tight  >ou  squeeze,  as  you  boib  guze  afar; 

Tes,  while  the  moon  Is  laughing  at  yon,  knowing  what  fools  you  are. 

SroKXN — Wlien  you're  in  love— and  sittim;  upon  some  romantic  cliff— by  lbs 
light  of  the  moon  you  guxe  in  the  girl's  face — and  imavinc  how  nmcn  ]>owiler 
and  rouge  she  bus  been  putting  on— and  she's  thinking  at  the  same  time  what 
expressive  eyes— how  his  nose  turns  ui>— ami  I  think  1  should  love  him  a  liiUs 
mors  if  It  was  a  Boman — aud  the  moou  is  wluking  at  you  auU  seams  to  say— 

CaoBDs. 

■  The  man  In  the  moon  Is  looking,  love. 

He's  winking,  love,  he's  blinking,  Iots; 
And  eecb  little  star  can  tell  where  yoa  are. 
The  man  in  the  moon  is  looking. 

The  other  night,  on  Dover  Cliffs,  n  girl  eat  there  with  mej 
The  moon  above  kept  peeping  out,  with  look  of  miaghty  glee. 
I  whls{>ered  tales  of  love  and  said,  "Don't  be  a  Umld,  miss; 
But  while  the  moon's  behind  a  cloud,  just  one  sweet  little  kiss." 
Spoxxii— Not  now — don't  yon  see  the  munf— what  man T— why,  the  Bun  In 
the  moou,  he's  laughing  at  us— but  Just  one,  dear— uo,  no — Chorua. 

As  we  sat  gazing  at  the  moon,  like  spoony  lovers  do, 
Hy  arm,  or  course,  was  'round  Iter  waist,  nigh  squeezing  her  in  two, 
I  heard  the  moon  say  to  the  stars,  "  That  pair  ril  go  and  wed." 
And  as  the  moon  came  from  above  I  rolled  cleon  out  of  bed. 
Spoken— It  was  a  dream— I  was  not  on  Dover  Cliffs,  sitting  with  a  girl  by 
moonlight — I  was  iu  bed  at  Brixton  with  a  rushlight  shining  npon  me- aud 
dreaming  it  was  the  moon— and  my  darling  Matilda  saying:- CAoriM. 


PATSY,    BE    AISY. 

Written  by  T.  H.  looker. 


V 


.-* 
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I'm  living  in  a  boarding  bouse  tbai'e  kept  by  a  Mrs.  Slattery, 
Whose  husband  wiiz  a  sailor  and  they  say  wuz  lost  at  sea. 
Now  the  widow  is  a  lady  and  her  teni|>er'8  very  mild. 
Whin  ye  consider  she's  the  mother  ov  a  very  noisy  cliiid. 
This  sp>a]]>een's  a  howly  terror,  he  erys  most  all  niKht  long; 
There's  no  mistake  about  it,  his  lun^s  are  good  and  strong; 
And  whin  as  boarders  try  to  t-leep  it's  a  pleasure  for  to  hear 
The  widow  rock  that  blessed  child  and  whisper  iu  its  ear: 

Chorus. 

Arrah,  Patsy,  lie  aisy,  I'll  try  hard  to  plaze  ye; 

What  the  divll's  the  matier,  are  ye  going  wildf 
Arrah,  Patsy,  be  aisy,  sure  don't  8ft  me  crazy; 

Arrab,  Patsy,  be  aisy,  be  aisy,  me  child. 

Mrs.  Slattery  has  twinty  boarders  and  faith  Ivery  one's  a  gintleman, 
Wid  tlie  exception  ov  a  blackguard  by  the  mime  ov  Mike  McCann; 
He's  all  the  time  com|>laining  and  sez  that  be  does  think 
C:' .  It's  the  noise  ov  Mrs.  Slaii«ry's  child  tliat's  driving  him  to  drink. 
But  whin  be  pays  his  board-bill  on  the  coming  Satnnlay  night 
He'lf  ayther  cbauKe  bis  residence  or  there'll  be  a  bloody  fight; 
For  we'll  have  no  "kickers"  in  the  house— oir,  tliat's  a  sure  tiling- 
To  growl  about  the  baby's  noise  w  hiu  the  widow  has  to  sing:— c\ori/#. 

Tiiere  is  a  foine  onid  rich  contractor  by  the  name  ov  McNnltjr, 

He  is  a  smart  little  bit  ov  a  man  and  wears  a  red  goatee: 

He  calls  upon  tlie  widow,  yis,  nearly  ivery  Sunday  afternoon — 

It  is  a  case  ov  love  I'm  told,  they're  going  to  marry  soon. 

Be  treats  the  boarders  to  mixed  ale  whiniver  he  comes  around. 

He  buys  the  hahy  engar  plums  ami  candles  by  the  pound; 

And  if  llie  little  rascal  should  begin  to  bawl  and  cry 

McNnlty  joins  in  wid  the  widow,  and  they  sing  this  \\\\\aMy :—  Chonu. 

Last  Sunday  onid  McNulty  gave  the  widow  a  gold  wedding  ring — 

They're  going  to  tackle  matrimony,  yis,  early  in  the  spring; 

If  all  McNulty  sez  is  true  'twill  be  a  liappy  niarriii<;e. 

He's  Koing  to  hire  a  nagnr  conchmiin  and  buy  a  horse  and  carriage. 

He'il  take  his  wife  to  live  uptown,  yi!*,  in  a  brown-sione  flat: 

Slie'll  wear  silk  dresses  and  big  diamonds— ochone  just  think  ov  tbati 

A  Freucli  nurse  she'll  have  for  Paisy,  and  servant  girls  galore, 

8o  she  can  take  things  aisy  and  have  to  holler  out  no  mon:—Chiorut. 


—A  Mistake. — Frenchman:  "  Your  society  is  so  different  from  ) 
zat  of  France.     You  Laf  do  political  salons  in  zis  country."  ' 
American:    "No  political  saloons!  That's  where  you're  entirely 
mistaken.     Why,  every  one  of  the  Aldermen  keeps  one." 


— Had  Had  Experience. — Merchant:  "  You  want  a  place  in  my 
store,  you  say?"    Applicant:  "Yes,  sir."     "Ever  worked  in  a' 
store  before?"     "  Yes,  sir."    "  Let  me  try  you.     Suppose  a  lady  i 
should  come  in  with  a  piece  of  cloth  and  want  to  get  a  uumlicr  of 
yards  to  match  it;  what  would  you  do?"     "  I'd  send  her  to  the 
next  counter."     "  I  guess  you've  had  experience." 
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1  come  to  thee  in  siulilened  mood,  with  sorrow  in  my  heart, 
To  do  what  eetius  like  death  lo  me.  to  say  that  we  must  part. 
I  bring  to  thee  a  loki'n,  may  it  ehield  thee,  love,  from  harm; 
So  ere  I  leave  tine  let  me  clasp  tliie  bani»le  on  ihine  arm. 
With  tender  hod,  yet  firm  \%ithul,  'twill  giiard  tliee  like  a  charm; 
So  ere  1  leave  thee  "let  mc  cla»i)  my  bauble  on  thine  arm. 

Hard  fate  has  dealt  a  hitter  blow  to  prove  thy  love  for  me, 
Then  let  me  think  ny  ni»;ht  and  day  my  gift  eiiall  cliuK  to  Ihec; 
"Twill  muttly  (jpeak  to  thee,  peichauce,  of  love  «o  etroni;  and  deep, 
Thar  absence  has  no  j)owcr  to  chill  a  love  that  cannot  slt-ep. 
And  till  1  come  apiin  this  ihoimhl  will  yield  me  pariinj;'8  balm, 
To  know  that  thou  ait  faithful,  with  my  bnuKle  on  thine  arm. 


SIMEON    SLY. 

Words  by  A.  Jewett.     Music  by  J.  L.  Molloy. 
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Down  the  street  went  the  mihcr  Sly 

One  cold,  dark  morn  when  winds  did  blow, 
A  tvvinHlim;  Bin  in  each  wickeii  eye 

That  tfiieletied  with  greed  an  liis  lucks  diil  flow; 
The  children  mocked  him  and  lauiihed  "ith  Bcom, 
And  tlie  men  nuill<-ied,  "  Why  was  old  Simeon  born?" 
And  the  old  folks  Miid  with  a  sliakini;  head, 
"  Where  does  lie  esp<-ct  he  will  i;o  when  he's  dead?" 

And  (he  maidens  Kiirhcd  as  he  passed  them  by, 

'•  Wicked  old  miserly  Simeon  Sly, 

Wicked  old  miserly  Simeon  Sly." 

Miiliiight  came  and  tlie  wind  wua  shrill, 

still  louder,  loudi-r  swelling, 

'RoMud  the  wretclied  hoiice  ou  the  wild  bleali  hill, 

The  wretched  old  miserly  dwelling; 
It  toie  throiioh  the  chinks  of  the  cra/y  door, 
It  moaned,  it  wailed  ou  the  shakini;  Hoor, 
And  it  lifted  the  latch,  and  it  lure  at  the  thatch 
And  the  window  pane  with  its  paper  patch, 

And  out  on  the  gale  with  a  desolate  cry 

Floated  the  spirit  of  Simeon  Sly, 

Floated  the  spirit  of  Simeon  Sly. 

They  searched  ev'ry  corner,  nook  and  hole. 
Each  hiding  phue  for  the  luij'er's  treasure. 

And  they  fonud  the  gold  which  had  bought  bis  BOUl, 
And  had  lost  each  innocent  pleasure; 

And  they  found  the  remains  of  a  long  vanished  hour: 

A  yellow  love  letter,  a  noor  faded  llow'r. 

And  with  these  on  his  oreast  he  was  laid  to  rest. 

And  the  old  women  said,  "May  his  soul  be  blessedl" 
And  the  maidens  sighed,  "May  he  j>eacefully  lie; 
There  was  surely  some  good  in  old  Simeon  Sly, 
There  was  surely  some  good  in  old  Simeon  Sly." 


AWFULLY    CLEVER. 
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I'm  a  fella  who  doesn't  like  bothar. 

All  trouble's  a  deuce  of  a  bore; 
I've  an  income  left  me  by  my  mothaw. 

What  on  earth  could  a  fella  want  more? 
My  favorite  sport's  killing  time. 

My  aim's  to  do  nothing  at  all; 
While  some  through  this  world  run  or  climb 

I  take  the  trip  easy  and  crawl. 

CUORL'8. 
But  they  tell  me  I'm  awfully  clevar,  oh.  so  clcvar,  deuceil  clevar; 
They  say  that  they  nevar,  no,  uevar  met  a  fella  so  clevar  before. 

Some  fellas  go  in  for  the  army. 

And  some  fellas  go  in  for  trade, 
But  I  haven't  such  bores  to  alarm  me — 

My  fortune  was  already  made. 
And  some  fellas  go  in  for  brains. 

And  scribble  to  turn  in  a  penny: 
Those  fellas  deserve  al.  their  gains, 

As  for  brains  I  could  do  without  nuy.— Chorus. 

In  the  park  I  am  often  seen  driving, 

When  the  dear  girls  take  me  for  a  duke; 
Whenever  I  go  in  for  billiards 

Somehow  I'm  a  demon  to  fluke. 
Sometimes  lo  an  evening  party. 

To  keep  them  alive  iu  I  peep; 
Whenever  they  ask  me  to  sing 

They're  certain  to  fall  fast  asleep,— CAOTM. 

Some  fellas  will  borrow  a  tenner. 

For  which  I  get  no  I  O  U: 
Sometimes  i  assist  them  in  bills. 

Which  1  have  to  pay  when  they're  due. 
There  are  mothawM  with  daiighiaws  to  marry, 

Somehow  take  a  fancy  to  nic: 
They  think  they're  us  deep  as  Oil  Harry, 

But  the  bait  and  tlie  hook  i  can  ttee.— Chorus. 


Have  I  Not  Been  Kind  to  Thee? 


Copyright,  1»77.  by  W.  R.  Dehnhoff. 
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Let  the  past  be  all  forgotten— why  that  look  of  weary  pain f 
Tell  inu  that  you  love  me  fondly,  take  mc  to  your  heart  again. 
Bid  my  days  flow  on  so  gently,  calmly  as  the  summer  sea: 
Whisiier  truly,  dearest,  eweeteet,  have  I  not  been  kind  to  tbecf 

Cborus. 
Stay  the  teardrop  falling  fast,  ilarksomc  days  will  never  last; 
Darling,  whisper  sweet  to  me,  have  I  not  been  kind  to  thect 

Lovely  roses  soon  will  blossom,  tho'  the  leaves  are  falling  'ronnd; 
What  if  days  of  sorrow  greet  us,  sunny  hours  will  soon  be  found. 
Can  we  e'er  forget  the  gladness  that  has  bloomed  for  you  and  me? 
Chide  me  not,  but  whisper  sweetly,  have  I  not  been  kind  to  thee?— CAoru*. 

Drive  away  that  look  of  sorrow;  every  fanlt  of  mine  forgive; 
Let  our  past  be  all  forgotten,  only  for  your  sake  I  live.  i 

Smile  your  olden  smile  then,  dearest,  in  those  eyes  mv  heaven  I  see;  ' 

Doubt  no  more  my  heart's  aCection— have  I  not  been  kind  to  thee?— CAo7T/<. 


NINETY-EIGHT. 
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Who  fears  to  speak  of  Ninety-Eight?  Who  blushes  at  the  name? 
When  cowards  mock  the  patriot's  fate,  who  hangs  his  head  for  shame? 
He's  all  a  knave,  or  half  a  slave,  who  slights  his  country  thus; 
but  a  (rue  man,  like  you,  man,  will  fill  your  glass  with  usi 

We  drink  the  memory  of  the  brave,  the  faithful  and  the  few; 
Some  lie  far  off  beyond  the  wave,  some  sleep  in  Ireland,  too. 
All,  all  are  gone:  but  still  lives  on  the  fume  of  those  who  died; 
All  true  men,  like  you,  men,  remember  them  with  pndc. 

Some  on  the  shores  of  distant  lands  their  weary  hearts  have  laid. 
And  by  the  stranger's  heedless  hands  their  lonely  graves  were  uiadc; 
But  though  their  clay  be  far  away  l>eyond  the  Atlantic  foam. 
In  true  men,  like  you,  men,  their  spirit's  still  at  home. 

The  dust  of  some  is  Irish  earth;  among  their  own  they  rest. 
Anil  the  same  liinii  that  gave  them  birth  has  caught  them  to  her  breast. 
And  we  will  pray  that  from  their  clay  full  many  a  race  may  start 
Of  true  men,  like  you,  men,  to  act  as  brave  a  part. 

They  rose  in  dark  and  evil  days,  to  right  their  native  land; 
They  kindled  here  a  living  blaze  that  nothing  shall  •-'ithstand. 
Alas  that  might  should  vanquish  right!   T/iey  fell  and  passed  away; 
But  true  men,  like  you,  men,  are  plenty  here  to-day. 

Then  here's  their  memory!  may  it  be  for  us  a  guiding  light. 

To  cheer  our  strife  for  liberty,  and  teach  ns  to  unite. 

Through  good  and  ill,  be  Ireland's  still,  though  sad  as  theirs  your  fate; 

And  true  men  by  you,  men,  like  those  of  Ninety-Eight. 


DEATH    OF    GAUDENTIS. 


By  Harriet  Annie. 


Send  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Rooks,  Fortune  Tellergu 
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nicDt,  etc.,  to  Heury  J.  Wehnmn,  130  &  13a  Park  Kow.  New  York. 

[The  followinfc  inscription  was  found  in  the  Catacombs  by  Mr.  I'erret,  upon  tlie  tomb  of 
the  .\reliiteet  of  the  <"ollseuni. 

••Thus  thou  keepest  thy  promises,  o  Ve.«i«mian!  the  rewardintr  with  death  him, the 
crown  of  thy  irlory  in  Rome.  Do  rejoice.  (>  (iaudentis!  tho  cruel  tyrant  promised  much, 
but  Christ  Kave  thee  all,  who  prepared  thee  siieh  a  mansion." 

— 1'rofes.ior  J.  De  Jjiunuy's  Lecture  on  the  Catacomtw.] 

Before  Vespasian's  regal  throne  skilful  (Iaudentis  stood; 
"  Build  me,"  the  haughty  monarch  cried,  "a  theatre  for  blood. 
I  know  tlioii'rt  skilled  in  mason's  work,  thine  is  the  power  to  frame 
Koine's  Coliseum  vast  and  wide,  an  honor  to  thy  name. 

"Over  seven  acies  spread  thy  work,  and  by  the  gods  of  Rome, 
Thou  Shalt  herearter  by  my  side  have  thy  resplendent  home.  | 

A  citizen  of  Koman  rights,  silver  and  golden  store,  , 

These  shall  be  thine;  let  Christian  blood  but  stain  the  marble  floor." 

So  rose  the  amphitheatre;  tower  and  arch  and  tier; 
There  dawned  a  day  when  martyrs  stood  within  that  ring  of  fear. 
But  strong  their  quenchless  trust  in  God,  and  strong  their  human  love; 
Their  eyes  of  faith,  uudimmed,  were  flzed  on  temples  far  above. 

And  thousands  gazed,  in  brutal  joy,  to  watch  the  Christians  die; 
And  one  beside  Vespasian  leaned,  with  a  strange  light  in  his  eye. 
What  thoughts  welled  up  within  Ills  breast,  as  on  that  group  he  gazed. 
What  gleams  of  holy  light  from  heaven  upon  his  dark  eoui  blazed  I 

Had  he  by  |iassword  gained  access  to  the  dark  catacomb. 
And  learnod  the  hope  of  Christ's  beloved,  beyond  the  rack,  the  tomb? 
The  proud  Vespasian  o'er  him  bends,  "  My  priceless  architect. 
To-day  I  w  ill  announce  to  all  thy  privilege  elect— 

A  free-made  citizen  of  Rome."    Calmly  Oaudcntis  rose. 
And  folding  o'er  his  breast  his  arms,  turned  to  the  Saviour's  foes; 
And  in  a  strength  not  all  his  own,  with  life  and  death  in  view, 
The  fearless  aichilect  exclaimed,  "  I  am  a  Christian,  too." 

Only  a  few  brief  moments  passed,  and  brave  Gaudentlslay 

Within  the  amphitheatre,  a  lifeless  mass  of  clay. 

Vespasian  jiromised  him  the  rights  of  proud  imperial  Rome, 

But  Christ  with  martyrs  crowned  him  king,  beneath  heaven's  cloadlcss  dome. 


■■■Jat^tr^' 
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MY    IRISH    COLLEEN. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Tony  FarrelL    Arranged  by  Wm.  Loraiue. 


■     There  are  moments  of  ewect  recollection, 

Tlieri.-'8  a  love  tliut  eiitrtiiic(.'8  the  BonI; 
Tliere'e  a  colleen  built  out  of  affociion, 

Willi  eyes  bliick  ax  Kilkenny  coiil. 
In  virions  of  beitnty  I  sou  her  fair  face, 

The  piireut,  the  hrifrhteet  ere  seen; 
Ifo  einlilem  of  irt-lniid  8o  dear  to  iiiy  heart. 

As  Celia,  uiy  Irish  colleen. 

Chorus. 

No  flower  in  creation  is  fairer,  as  pure  and  hr  loynl  as  a  qiiet-n; 

No  augel  in  heaven  in  grace  could  surpass  fair  Celia,  luy  Irish  colleeu 

I  have  watched  her  with  deep  adinirntion, 

I  have  knelt  iii^^'lit  and  day  at  her  ehriue; 
.      Not  a  vestifje  of  false  affectiiiion 

Uas  Celia,  my  colleen  divine. 
No  L'randeur  on  earth  would  entice  me  to  part. 

With  her  whom  I  Imil  iis  my  queen; 
Tlie  form  that's  iinhedUeii  qiiilf  deep  in  my  heart 

Is  Cclia,  my  Irish  colleen. —  Ulioru^. 


THE    OLD    POET. 

Words  by  F.  E.   Weatl.erly.      Music  by  J.  I»  Molloy. 
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The  poet  sat  within  his  room 

And  heard  I  he  pelting  rain. 
The  wind  without  in  ueep'iiing  gloom 

Was  wiiilin<;  lilie  a  uiiost  in  pain. 
"Oh,  let  nie  in,  llie  nij;ht  is  wild," 

A  pleadiui;  voice  cried  at  the  door; 
There  in  the  rain  wac  a  little  child, 

A  bow  and  arrow  in  ids  hand  he  bore. 
Ah!  'lis  love,  beware,  beware. 
Love  is  here  and  love  is  there; 
Love  tliat  comes  with  snow  or  suu, 
lliis  a  dart  for  ev'ry  one; 
BriiiKiiit;  joy  or  briiifriiiK  fears, 
Love  is  neai'  lis  all  the  years. 
Sad  or  sweet  it  lingers  yet, 
And  ah!  we  never  can  forget. 

He  took  the  child  with  tender  care, 

lie  kissed  away  its  cold 
And  wiped  the  rain  from  his  t'olden  hair. 

And  sang  a  tender  song  of  old. 
The  moon  shone  out,  the  sionii  was  past, 

Tlie  liiile  child  he  flew  away. 
But  left  a  dart  in  the  old  man's  heart 

Which  shall  be  there,  which  shall  be  there  for  ay 
Ah!  'tis  love,  beware,  beware,  etc. 


BRIGHT-EYED   LITTLE   NELL 
NARRAGANSET    BAY. 
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Full  well  do  I  remember  my  lioyhood's  hap])y  hours, 

Tlie  cottage  and  the  garden  wliere  bloomed  the  fairest  flowers, 

The  bright  and  sparkling  water  o'er  which  we  listed  to  i<itit 

With  liearls  60  gay,  for  miles  away,  before  the  gentle  gale. 

I  bad  a  dear  companion,  but  slie's  not  with  me  uow. 

The  lily  of  the  valley  is  waving  o'er  her  brow; 

And  I  am  sad  and  lonely,  and  mourning  all  the  day 

For  bright-eyed,  laughing  little  Nell  of  Narragauset  Bay. 

CHORtJS. 

Toll,  toll  the  bell,  at  early  dawn  of  day, 

For  lovely  Nell  so  quickly  passed  away; 

'I'oll,  loll  the  hell,  aeoftand  monrufnl  lay. 

For  bright-eyed,  laughing  little  Nell  of  Narraganset  Bay. 

I  loved  tlie  little  beauty,  my  boat  it  was  my  jiride. 

And  with  her  close  beside  me,  what  joy  the  foam  to  ridel 

She'd  laugh  with  tone  so  merry,  to  see  the  waves  go  by. 

As  wildly  blew  the  stormy  wind,  and  murky  was  the  cky. 

Though  lightnings  flashed  arouinl  us,  and  all  was  dark  and  drear, 

We  loved  to  bi-ave  old  ocean,  and  never  dreamed  of  fear; 

The  Arrow  bounded  onward,  and  darted  through  the  spray. 

With  bright-eyed,  laughing  little  Nell  of  Narragauset  Bay.  — C'Aorw*. 

One  day  from  us  she  wandered,  and  soon,  within  the  boat. 

The  cord  was  quickly  loosened  and  with  the  li<le  afloat; 

The  treacherous  bark  flew  liglitly  and  swift  before  the  wind, 

WIdle  home  and  friends  and  all  so  dear  were  many  miles  bcliind. 

Next  day  her  form,  all  lifeless,  was  washed  upon  the  beach; 

I  stood  and  gazed  upon  it,  bereft  of  sense  and  cpeecli. 

'Tis  years  since  tiius  we  parted,  but  here  I  weep  to-dav 

For  oright-eyed,  liiughing  little  Nell  of  Narragauset  Bay,— <7AorM<. 


AS    OF    OLD. 

Words  by  F.  E.  Weatherly.    Music  by  J.  L.  Moiloy. 
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As  of  old  the  boathouse  stands,  looking  down  the  nishing  weir. 
Where  we  wave<l  our  ling'ring  hand,  where  we  parted  yet>ierye«r; 
Others  meet  where  once  we  met,  others  sever  and  are  gone. 
Some  remember,  some  forget;  but  the  river  still  flows  on. 
But  the  river  still  flows  on,  ah,  as  of  old,  as  of  old,  love. 
Time  is  changing  nothing  liere;  as  of  old,  as  of  old,  love, 
\Vhere  we  parted  yesteryear,  when  \vc  parted  yesteryear,  love,  ^ 

As  of  old,  as  of  old. 

Time  and  tide  may  change  and  turn,  tears  and  shadows  move  and  fall; 
Winds  may  wither,  suns  may  burn— love  is  stronger  than  them  all; 
Love  can  make  our  \vaiiing  swtet.     I  shall  see  your  face  one  day. 
Parted  ways  at  length  shall  meet;  and  our  hearts  be  joiued  for  aye. 
And  our  iiearts  be  joined  for  aye,  ali,  as  of  old,  as  of  old,  love. 
By  the  old  familiar  shore,  as  of  old,  as  of  old,  love. 
We  shall  meet  for  evermore;  we  shall  mee  .  shall  meet  for  evermore,  love, 
As  of  old,  ua  of  old. 


FLOWERS    OF   WINTER. 
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Words  by  Euiilie  Poulsson,    Music  by  Luciie  Tunlson, 


In  summer  days,  when  |)assing  by  a  garden  hedge  of  roses, 

I  said,  "All  me!  the  winter  drear  no  bloom  like  i his  discloses," 

But  winter  came,  and  when  the  wind  all  frosty  keen  was  blowing 

I  met  each  morn  a  little  maid,  with  cheeks  so  reddy  glowing; 

I  said,  "  Wliy,  here  again  I  find  ihe  roses  1  lamented:  " 

I  said,  ''Why,  lieiv  ag;iin  1  find  the  roses  I  lanienle<l," 

And  summer  flow'rs  no  more  regret  with  winter's  bloom  contented. 

And  summer  flow'rs  no  more  regret  with  winttT's  bloom  contented; 

Now  summer  flow'rs  no  more  regret  with  uinter's  bloom  coniented, 

^  Now  summer  flow'rs  no  more  regret  with  winter's  bloom  contented. 
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The  Little  Maid  Milking  Her  Cow. 

By  J.  L.  Molloy. 
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Barney,  I  haven't  a  moment,  so  don't  you  hinder  me  now,  '  : 

For  I'm  in  haste  to  the  memlow,  I'm  going  to  milk  the  cow. 
Why  are  you  wandering  lieie,  sir,  and  just  at  the  break  of  day? 
You  knew  I  was  coming  a-inilking,  for  1  hid  you  kcH^p  out  of  the  way. 
It's  just  your  bold  way  of  actin'— see  how  you  follow  me  now — 
Coming  liere  and  distraciin'  a  little  maid  milking  her  cuw.  ' 

-       -     I 
How  can  I  milk  when  you're  near  me,  if  you  bewilder  me  so,        "  | 

Discoorsin'  nonsense  and  blarney,  and  stay  when  I  bid  you  to  go? 
And  see!  now  you're  st.-mdiug  beside  me;  be  careful,  I  l)eg  and  |>ray;  ■ 

The  cow,  sure,  is  close  lo  you  list'ning,  and  minds  ev'ry  word  that  you  eay;     | 
And  'tis  iierself  is  reniarkin'  tlie  way  you're  going  on  now,  , 

She  wonders  vou'U  keep  on  distractiu'  a  little  maid  milking  her  cow.  ' 

You  sigh  it's  darkness  about  yc,  that  I'm  the  light  of  your  day; 
You  vow  you  can't  live  without  me— sure,  that's  what  the  other  boys  say. 
Well,  take  up  the  pail  and  we'll  go  now,  and  homeward  we'll  wend  our  way. 
Who  knows  if  you're  not  too  consaited,  the  mother  may  hear  yon  to-day? 
And  may  be  I'll  whisper  you've  told  me,  with  solemn  promise  and  vow. 
That  you'll  be  kind  to  her  Colleeu,  the  little  maid  milking  her  cow. 


THE    CHILD'S    VISION. 


By  James  L.  Molloy. 
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What  sweet  sounds  awake  me,  what  fills  me  with  de'iglit? 
Oh,  mother,  look  who  sings  thus  so  sweetly  throngl;  the  night. 

So  sweetly  through  the  night. 
Filling  my  heart  widi  glndnees,  thrilling  me  with  delight. 
Oh,  mother,  look  who  sings  thus  so  sweetly  through  the  night. 
What  sweet  sounds  awake  me,  what  fills  nie  with  delinht: 
Oil,  mother,  look  who  sings  thus  so  sweetly  through  the  night. 

I  hear  not,  child,  I  see  not;  oh,  sleep  thon  softly  on. 
Comes  now  to  serenade  thee,  thou  jwor  sick  maiden  none; 
I  hear  not,  child,  I  see  not;  oh,  sleep  thou  gently  on, 
Comes  now  to  sereiia<le  thee,  thou  poor  sick  maiden  none. 

Sleep,  sleep  thou  softly  on,  sleep;- 
Sleep  thou  softly  on,  sleep  thou  softly  on,  sleep  thon  softly  on. 

It  is  not  earthly  music  that  fills  me  with  delight, 

I  hear  tlie  angels  calling.     Oh,  niother  dear,  good  night: 

Oh,  mother  dear,  good  night;  oh,  mother  dear,  good  night. 
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MARRIAG-E    BELLS. 
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Wrltien  by  Wm.  J.  O'Reardon.    Composed  by  M.  O'Reardon. 


Our  inarriaKe  bells  are  ringing,  what  u  glorious  p«al  to  me, 

Tba  present  hour  is  bringing  sweet  joy  and  ecxiasy; 

For  she  whom  I  liave  loved  so  loup,  loved  dearly  as  my  life, 

Will  give  me  ere  ihe  hour  is  goue  the  right  to  call  Iter  wife,  my  uife. 

Our  marriage  bells  ure  rinu'iog,  what  a.  glorious  peal  to  me. 

The  present  Lour  is  brimming  oV-r  with  Joy  and  ecstasy. 

Come,  my  darlini;,  comt*  and  huste  to  me;  do  not  tarry,  love,  I  wait  foi  thre. 

Dost  tlioii  hear  the  wedding  bells?  Joyous  peals  they  ring  for  thee; 

WUat  welcome  sounds  their  music  tells,  I  foudly  wait  for  thee. 

Whiit  care  I  for  the  world's  frowns,  with  the  loved  one  by  my  eUle» 
For  thro'  its  ups  and  downs  we'll  breast  life's  stormv  tide; 
And  tliough  the  current  bears  us  on,  from  all  that's  oright  in  life. 
My  love  "  111  ever  be  as  siroug  as  when  I  called  her  wife,  my  wife. 
Our  marriage  bells  are  ringing,  etc. 


MY    NICE    YOUNG    MAN. 


Written  by  W.  V.  Keeler. 
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'Twas  oil  a  summer's  evening,  and  the  place  'twas  Central  I'aik. 

That  I  went  out  to  take  u  walk,  in  fact  to  stroll  till  dMrk. 

I  happened  on  a  lonely  path,  and  there,  not  far  ahead, 

A  young  man  stood,  with  hat  in  hand,  and  buwiut;  t<>  me  said: 

Chorus. 
"Ah  I  how  do  you  do,  my  pretty  maid? 
Of  me  you  need  not  be  afraid; 
Now  come  and  sit  down  l>eeide  me,  do, 
I'd  lilce  to  have  a  long  chat  with  you." 

At  first  I  was  a  bit  annoyed,  tho'  soon  I  felt  at  case. 
He  said  such  things  to  comfort  me  and  then  began  to  f>qiie(>£e 
Ah,  me!  he  was  a  nice  young  man,  so  bashful  and  so  ehy. 
That  when  he  rose  to  gu  I  grabbed  him  and  began  to  cry: 

Chobvs. 
"  Pray,  don't  ye  go  'way,  I  love  you  so, 
I'd  faint  for  fair  if  you  should  go; 
t^o  come  and  sit  down  and  be  polite, 
You  know  the  moon  will  not  snine  to-night." 

"All  right,"  says  he,  "  I'll  never  part  from  you,  my  pretty  miss. 
And  if  vou  »ant  to  close  the  bargain  just  give  to  me  a  kiss." 
I  kissed  him  once,  he  kissed  me  twice,  and  then,  oh  me,  oli  my  I 
Be  took  me  on  his  lap  and  hugged  me  till  I  thought  I'd  die. 

Chords. 

Oh  yes,  he  was  such  a  nice  young  man; 
Bis  clothes  fit  him  so  spick  and  span. 
That  I  was  contented  and  sat  on  his  lap: 
Till  up  came  the  sun  I  was  still  on  his  lap. 


THE    TIPPING-    HABIT. 


Written  by  W.  V.  Keeler. 


for  Free  Oataloffue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  liookii,  Fort<inn  Tellers, 
Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Jcke  Books,   Sketch 
Books,  S(u m p  Speechen,  Irish  Sung  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  AniMKo- 
ment,  etc..  to  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  A  132  Park  Row,  New  York. 

The  tipping  habit's  now  the  rage,  in  fact  it's  played  by  all. 
It's  forced  upon  you  everywhere,  in  cafe,  track  and  siail. 
And  if  vnu  fail  to  do  the  act— to  give  the  boy  a  dime— 
You'll  find  that  you  are  quite  alone  wheu  yuu  go  there  next  time. 

Chorcb. 

Oh  ves,  you'll  find  you're  in  the  cold. 

The  boys  will  I'aes  you  by; 
Yes,  though  you  kick  and  stamp  and  scold. 

The  boys  they'll  pass  you  by. 

Yon  go  into  a  grand  cafe  and  order  something  nice; 

There's  tho  waiter,  all  attention,  fills  your  order  in  a  tin  ice. 

And  when  it's  down  he  belpe  yoa  flml  your  coat,  your  imt  and  cane. 

You  tip  him  not— "Alas,"  says  he,  "  that  man  must  l>e  Insane." 

Cbobub. 

But  sad  'twould  be  if  you  should  go 

To  that  cafe  again; 
He'd  make  yon  nail  an  hour  or  so. 

While  he  served  otiicr  men. 

Again  if  yon  shoold  liappeu  to  go  early  to  the  track. 
You  have  a  certidn  horse  in  view,  although  he  is  no  crack; 
You  seek  for  information,  but  for  it  yoa  do  not  pay. 
And  so  when  the  rue  is  over  you  can  only  sigh  and  say: 

Cborcs. 
Oh,  if  I'd  only  tliought  n  bit. 

And  tipped  the  stable  l)oy, 
I'd  not  liave  been  so  sorely  hit. 

So  short  of  gold  and  Joy. 


WHEN    THE    TIDE    COMES    IN. 


Copyright,  1873,  by  Harrison  Millard. 
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He  fiMiled  away  at  break  of  day,  the  skips  were  blue  and  fair, 
lie  kissed  his  boiinie  hand  to  me,  with  heart  as  li<:ht  as  air. 
"  Hark  >e!  "  he  cried,  "  go  watch  the  tide  as  it  cometh  up  to  Lynn, 
Fur,  fuui  or  fair,  I  will  be  there,  when  the  fluw-iiig  tide  comes  in." 

I  watciied  the  clouds  that  came  in  crowds  like  flocks  of  evil  birds; 
Mv  heart  sunk  low  with  bitter  woe,  rememb'iiug  Donald's  w-ords. 
"  Oil,  God!  "  I  cried,  and  none  beside  knew  tlie  grief  my  lieait  within; 
"Oh,  give  me  back  my  bonnie  lad,  none  else  my  love  can  win; 
Oh,  give  me  back  my  bonuiu  lad,  when  the  flowing  tide  comes  iu." 

.^cl■o»8  the  Btrftud,  far  up  the  land,  the  fierce,  wild  waters  swept; 
Laid  At  my  feet  a  burden  sweet,  with  smile  as  if  be  slept. 
1  could  not  weep,  so  soft  his  sleep,  for  fear  'twould  walce  him. 
Peace  -let  him  rest— God  kuowetu  best— and  the  flowing  tid*  come*  in. 


AND    THE    BAND    PLAYED. 


By  Maurice  E.  MvLaughlui. 
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Twiis  at  a  ball  they  met  one  night;  she  seemed  as  sweetly  fair 
.As  iMvct's  wildest,  fondest  dream;  tier  lovely  sun-kissed  hair 
Ciii  led  artlessly  ill  dainty  waves  her  sweet  blue  eyes  above. 
And  while  he  gazed  in  ecstasy  the  baud  played  "  Woman's  Love.'* 

.^nil  when  lie  ventare<l  to  request  the  favor  of  a  dance, 

Slieacqtiiesced  so  charmingly,  with  such  a  well-pleased  glance, 

his  heart  beat  faster  than  before,  no  longer  did  he  mope; 

And  while  he  "  autographed  "  her  card  the  band  played  "  Walt  and  Hope." 

.And  then,  when  in  the  mnzy  waltz  her  form  so  full  of  grace 

He  (tressed,  and  watched  tlie  blushes  come  and  go  upon  her  face, 

He  fi-lt  as  though  he'il  like  to  make  the  maiden  IjIs  for  aye. 

"  But  how  }•"  he  pondered,  and  the  baud  played  "Love  Will  Flud  tlie  Way.  " 

Tlie  dance  l>eing  over,  they  sat  down  to  have  a  little  chat, 

.And  every  topic  tliey  discussed  she  seemed  to  have  down  "  pat." 

His  brain  just  whirled  with  deligiit,  so  cliariuing  did  she  seem. 

And  while  he  sat  enraptured,  thrilled,  the  baud  played  "Love's  Young  Dream. 

The  time  flew  by;  he  took  no  note  of  how  the  hours  went; 

He  only  felta  sense  of  joy,  of  peace  and  great  content; 

He  then  and  tliere  made  up  his  mind  to  make  her  his  forever. 

And  w  hiie  she  smiled  her  sweetest  smile  the  banil  played  "  Now  or  Never." 

They  strolled  together,  ami  in  arm.  f.ir  from  the  ballroom's  glare. 
And  found  a  corner  in  the  cool  c<inservttti>ry,  where. 
Mill  flowering  plant  and  rustling  leaves,  his  form  with  fear  vibrating. 
He  told  her  iiow  he  loved  her,  and  the  baud  played,  softly,  "  Waiting." 

He  said,  "Oh.  will  yon  be  my  own  dear,  loving  little  wifef 
And  shall  we  drift,  dear,  hand  in  hand,  adowii  the  stream  of  life?" 
She  smiled  agntn,  the  same  sweet  smile,  at  all  h\*  language  flowery. 
Then  said,    "I'll  be— a  sister-"  and  the  bund  played  "Annie  Laurie." 


LORRAINE. 

By  Charles  Kliigsley. 
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"Are  you  ready  for  your  steeple-chiiee,  Loiruine,  Lorraiue,  Lorree? 

Burum,  Barum,  Baruin,  Bariim,  Baruiii.  Banim,  Baree. 

You're  booked  to  ride  vour  cupping  race  to-day  at  Conlterlee; 

You're  booked  to  ride  X'imlictive,  for  all  the  world  to  see; 

To  keep  hini  straight  and  keep  him  first,  and  win  the  run  for  me 

Baiuiii,  Barum,  Barum,  Bnrum,  Barum,  Barum,  Buree." 

She  clasped  her  new-born  buby,  poor  Lorraine,  Lorraine,  Lorree; 

Barum,  Barum,  Barum,  Barum,  Barum,  Barum,  Baree. 

"  I  cannot  ride  Vindictive,  as  any  man  uiight  sec, 

And  I  will  not  ride  Vindictive  with  this  baby  on  niy  knee: 

He's  killed  a  boy,  he's  killed  a  man,  and  why  must  he  kill  meT" 

"  Unless  you  ride  Vindictive,  Lorraine,  Lorraine,  Lorree, 
Unless  yon  ride  Vindictive  to-day  at  Coulterlee, 
And  land  liim  safe  across  the  brook,  and  win  ihe  blank  for  me. 
It's  yon  may  keep  your  baby,  fur  you'll  get  no  keep  from  me." 

"That  husbands  could  be  cruel,"  said  Lorraine,  Lorraine,  Lorree, 
"'I'hat  husbands  could  he  cruel,  I  have  known  for  seasons  three; 
But  oh!  to  ride  Vindictive  while  a  baby  cries  forme. 
And  Le  killed  across  a  fence  at  last,  fur  all  the  world  to  seel" 

She  mastered  voung  Vindictive— oh  1  the  gallant  lass  was  ehel— 

And  she  kept  Tiim  straicht,  and  wou  the  race,  us  near  as  near  could  be; 

But  he  killed  her  at  the  brook  against  a  poliurd  willow  tree; 

Oht  he  killed  her  at  the  brook — the  brute  I — for  all  the  world  to  see, 

And  no  one  bat  the  baby  cried  for  poor  Lorraiue,  Lorree, 


[The  line  Barum,  Barum,  Barum,  Barum,  Barum,  Barum,  Baree,  iu  the  following 
)ioem,  issotipty  n  lotrain  auU  1*  siipi<o(M-ii  to  be  caieleselv  liuiiitned  to  the  music  of  tlie 
iiiBtrumeuts  vthlch  aie  Iwing  played  Cur  the  performances  lu  the  ciicus  rliig.l 
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I'LL   WAIT    FOR    JACK 
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Words  by  Gliomas  Ford.    Music  by  Richard  H.  Barker. 


I  kigsed  him  good-by,  with  a  tear  and  a  eicli,  beside  the  billows  blue; 

The  Bails  were  spread,  '•  Farewell  1"  lie  said,  "my  heart  will  still  be  true." 

Across  the  hay  beeped  iway,  my  heart  grew  sad  and  lone. 

And  yet  I  know,  tliou<;ii  storms  may  blow,  his  love  i.s  nil  my  own. 

Though  others  n>ay  woo,  and  may  vow  to  be  trne,  I  know  he'll  soon  come  back; 

Where'er  he  be,  ou  laud  or  sea,  I'll  wait  for  Jack  1 

Tliey  tell  me  his  bark,  in  the  tempest  and  dark,  went  down  a  year  ago! 

I'll  not  believe,  for  men  deceive,  and  this  ia  why  I  know: 

A  letter  came  that  hore  my  name,  'twas  from  my  sailor  lad; 

"  Cheer  up,"  It  s.iid,  "  we'll  soon  be  wed!"  these  words  I  read  so  clad! 

So  lovers  may  woo,  and  may  swear  to  be  trne,  one  hearti  ne'er  shall  lackl 

Though  days  go  by,  yet  what  care  I?  Ill  wait  for  Jackl 

I  watch  by  the  sea,  where  he  parted  from  me,— I  know  he'll  soon  be  here; 

What  though  they  say  he's  fur  nway!  my  love  still  makes  him  near; 

No  more  he'll  roam  the  ocean  foam,  no  more  we'll  say  farewell! 

A  little  col  shall  be  our  lot,  and  joy  no  words  can  tell ! 

Then  lovers  may  woo,  and  may  vow  to  be  true,  my  sailor's  coming  back; 

While  winds  may  blow  aud  seas  may  flow,  I'll  wait  for  Jackl 


DOWN    THE    SUNLIT    STREAM. 

Words  by  Mike  Beverly.    Music  by  J.  L.  MoUoy. 
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No,  no!  'twas  not  a  dream,  thouirh  'tis  years  agone. 
We  two  down  the  stream  w»re  drifting  on  and  on. 
Ne'er  seemed  June  so  fair,  ne'er  so  lovely  the  night; 
We  two  drifting  th«'re  in  day's  last  light, 
FloatiUL',  floating,  down  the  f unlit  strcaui, 
So  Bweet,  80  fleet,  yet 'twas  not  a  dream; 
Ah  I  uo, 'twas  not  a  dream.  _   ' 

No,  no!  'twas  not  a  dream,  though  yon  feign  to  forget 
That  one  golden  gleam  'mid  years  of  dark  regret; 
Sweet  thone  vows  you  vow'd,  sweet  those  words  you  spake. 
Traced  in  flame  on  a  heart  you  now  would  break. 
Floating,  floating,  down  the  twiliglit  stream, 
So  sweet,  so  fleet,  yet 'twas  not  a  dream; 
Ah!  no, 'twas  not  a  dream. 

No,  no!  'twas  not  a.dream,  ne'er  was  dream  so  sweet; 
No,  no!  'twas  not  a  dream,  though  dreams  can  fade  as  fleet; 
Then,  then  suiiimer  was  here;  now;  now  'tis  winter  drear. 
Ah!  no,  should  I  awake  my  heart  must  break. 
Floating,  floating,  down  the  midnight  stream, 
So  sweet,  so  fleet,  yet  'twas  not  a  dream; 
No,  'twas  not,  'twas  uot  a  dream,  abl  no,  not  a  dream. 


MY    SWEETHEART. 
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Words  by  J.  F.  Mitchell.    Music  by  B.  H.  Janssen. 


My  sweetheart's  e)e8  are  like  the  stars  that  light  the  skies  of  June, 
Her  voice  would  make  the  nighiini:ale  seem  harsh  and  out  of  tune; 
Like  Cupid's  bow  her  ruby  lips,  like  u'old  her  silken  hair, 
No  mortal  ever  yet  possessed  a  sweetheart  half  so  fair. 

Refrain. 
The  day  seems  long  and  dreary  when  she  is  out  of  sight, 
I  long  to  clasp  my  deary,  my  joy,  my  heart's  delight. 

Chokub. 
My  sweetheart,  my  sweetheart,  the  pride  of  my  life  is  she; 
My  sweetheart,  my  sweetheart,  loving  no  one  hut  me. 
Not  for  the  wealth  of  kings  would  I  part  with  a  single  curl; 
Ah,  but  I  love  her  dearly,  she  is  my  own,  my  girl. 
Ah,  but  I  love  her  dearly,  she  Is  my  own,  my  girl. 

She's  like  a  ray  of  sunshine  that  comes  dancing  thro'  the  gloom. 
She  fills  my  dwelling  with  her  love  as  roses  give  j>erfume; 
She's  all  her  mother  left  to  me,  a  rare  and  precious  pearl, 
A  sacred  pledge  of  purest  love,  my  own,  my  darling  girl. 

Refrain. 
The  day  seems  long  and  dreary  when  she  Is  ont  of  sight, 
I  long  to  clasp  my  deary,  my  joy,  my  heart's  delight.— C'Aor««. 


^  ■  * 


—Little  Johnny:  "  I'd  a  good  deal  rather  have  you  callin'  on 
sister  than  Mr.  Nicefello."  Sister's  admirer  (delighted):  "  Would 
you?  Why?"  Little  Johnny:  "'Cause  whenever  Mr.  Nicefello 
calls  she  stuffs  up  the  keyhole."      .;• , :   ■  /'-.  ;./-:'     ;  jV^^-' .     ; 


MY    LITTLE    SUNBEAM. 

Written  by  E.  L.  O'Connor.  ,   . 
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Yon  are  my  little  sunbeam  that  shines  upon  my  life. 
From  out  the  darksome  shadows  lo  ease  my  bitter  strife; 
In  you  I  hope  to  find  much  con<;enial,  bright  and  gay. 
Society,  variety,  forever  aud  for  aye. 

CUORITS. 

Yon  are  my  little  sunbeam,  astray  from  fairy-land; 

Aud,  pray,  who  was  it  sent  thee  with  Mab's  magnetic  wandf 

Your  blithesome  features  win  me  from  bach'lorhood's  domain, 
1  can't  resist  the  pleading  your  eyes  expressly  claim; 
They  softly  tell  their  meaning  the  lips  would  fain  disclose, 
Eevealingly,  so  feelingly,  that  only  true  love  knows.— 6' Aorta. 

And  do  I  love  thee,  sweetness?  Let  that  my  lieart  confees. 
For  tliee  I  find  a  longing  I  can't  nor  dare  suppress; 
'Tis  every  whisper  tells  me  that  blows  from  land  or  sea. 
So  Bweetly,  completely,  myself  I  give  to  thee.— CAon<«. 


^  »  » 


POLLY. 
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Do  yon  want  to  know  the  smartest  craft  as  ever  put  from  i>ortf 
Well,  that's  my  Polly,  the  lively  Polly,  and  she's  a  rare  good  sort. 
Do  you  want  to  know  tlie  smarteist  craft  as  ever  put  from  port? 
Well,  that's  my  Polly,  the  lively  Polly,  and  she's  a  rare  good  sort 
Ope  the  window  aud  look,  my  lads,  she's  lyin'  agen  the  quay; 
The  smartest  craft,  afore  and  abaft,  as  ever  went  to  sea. 
Afloat,  afloat,  I  eing  in  my  boat,  when  the  sails  are  set  and  furled, 
Polly,  my  Polly,  she's  so  jolly,  the  JoUiest  craft  in  the  world. 

Do  you  want  to  know  the  sweetest  wife  as  lives  in  this  here  place? 
Weil,  that's  my  Polly,  my  little  Polly,  aud  bless  her  heart  and  face. 
Do  you  want  to  know  the  sweetest  wife  as  lives  in  this  here  place? 
Well,  that's  my  Polly,  my  little  Polly,  and  bless  her  heart  and  face. 
Come,  you'll  always  find  her  there,  in  our  hit  of  a  house  by  the  quay. 
Her  hands  full  of  work  and  her  heart  of  love,  and  all  for  tiie  t<ake  of  me. 
Afloat,  afloat,  I  sing  in  my  boat,  when  the  sails  are  set  and  furled, 
Polly,  my  Polly,  she's  so  jolly,  the  joliiest  wife  in  the  world. 

Do  you  want  a  toast  to-night,  my  lads,  afore  we  say  good-bye? 
Well,  that's  uiy  wife  and  the  lively  Polly,  and  bless  'em  hoih,  say  I. 
Do  you  want  a  toast  to-night,  my  lads,  afore  we  say  good-bye? 
Well,  that's  my  wife  and  the  lively  Polly,  and  bless  'em  both,  eay  I. 
Fill  your  glasses  high,  my  lads,  and  drink  it  three  times  three: 
Here's  to  my  wife,  the  pride  of  my  life,  and  the  boat  as  I  steer  to 
Afloat,  afloat,  I  sing  in  u)y  boat,  when  the  sails  are  set  and  furled, 
Polly  aud  Polly,  they're  so  jolly,  the  joliiest  pair  in  the  world. 


DRESDEN    CHINA, 

-  OR :  - 

A  Twilight  Fancy. 

Words  by  F.  E.  Weatherly.     Music  by  J.  L.  Moiloy. 

The  Words  and  Mnsic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  180&ltt 

Ivk  Row,  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

In  the  twilight  as  I  play 

And  fancies  come  aud  go, 
'    :  And  dreamland  fulls  on  the  old  oak  wallo 

From  the  firelight's  fitful  glow, 
Side  by  side  in  the  corner  wide 

Stand  a  little  lass  and  lad. 
And  through  the  gloom  of  my  lonely  room 

Come  their  two  little  faces  glad. 
Side  by  side  in  the  corner  wide 

I  watch  their  ev'ry  look. 
She  peeps  at  him 'iieath  her  hat's  white  brim 

As  he  leans  on  his  little  crook; 
Hour  by  hour  I  watch  I  hem  there. 

But  they  take  no  heed  of  me; 
They  make  my  dark  room  bright  and  fair, 

The  little  He  and  She. 

As  T  dream  in  the  flickering  gleam 
He  takes  her  wee  sweet  hand, 
-  And  to  aud  fro  in  a  measure  slow 

They  tread  a  saraband: 
Still  they  dance  and  still  they  play 
,        '        Till  the  music  gives  a  sigh. 
As  daucine  aye  tliey  fade  away 
.:  And  ill  the  shadows  die. 

Dimness  falls  on  the  old  oak  walls. 

And  loiielinetis  on  me; 
When  they  are  gone  my  song  is  dona  . 

And  tlie  music  hushed  must  be. 
Oh,  how  I  loved  to  watch  them  there, 
'.■:-.      '^^         Though  they  took  no  heed  of  me;  -^    ■ 

Tbey  were  only  Dresden  china  fair. 
The  little  He  and  She. 
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Funny  without  Being  Vulgar. 

Wiitten  by  Hany  Br.  It.    CmiiposeJ  by  ClmrlfS  Ingle. 


The  Word*  and  MiiMc  of  this  Souk  will  bv  («'iU  to  any  aildietv.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <o 

cencsi  ur  tliia  and  am  twootlier  Suiil'h  for  "iie  Ivilliir,  by  Hciuy  J.  UVIimaii,  I3U  .t  IXi 

I'Arlc  Kuw,  New  York,    ruslage  btainps  lukeii  aunio  as  cuali  for  ull  uur  ifuuilo. 


I  nm  told  that  you  cnn't  get  ii  pood  comic  aoiig 

Wtiicli  m  liiiiiiy  williout  Ixiiii;  viil&:iir; 
Tlioiij;li  lion  coniiqiii's  conucieiitioiisly  long 

To  IK-  fmniy  wiilioiit  Ifciiig  vuli;ar. 
Great  iiiithors  t>uy  tins  stuto  of  ihiiiga  they  deplore. 
To  the  piipero  loui;  letluis  lliey  wiilo  by  ItieHCOie, 
Wliicli  euii>>ii>le  people  coiisiUci  a  horu; 

They're  fuuny  without  being  vulvar. 

I  nns  told  by  the  man  who  composed  this  Bwcet  lay, 

II  W118  fiiniiy  uiltiour.  bc-ini;  vii!<:ar; 
There  wiis  nothiii;;  i-iiirH'Stive,  or  out  of  the  way, 

Ii  was  fiiniivr  withoiii  lii-iu>;  vul};ar. 
What's  more  be  d('Ci:irt'd  none  could  make  a  complaint, 
As  (lie  subject  wa:*  (;i>od  and  tlie  moral  was  quuiut, 
And  as  ti>r  the  iniie  it  \vai!i  lit  for  a  eaiut. 

It  was  fuuny  without  l>eiug  vulgar. 

I  once  had  a  row  with  n  man  in  the  street. 

It  was  funny  witii'Hil  beinj;  vul»;ar; 
lie  took  oil  his  bai  and  faid,  "Sir,  you're  a  cheat  "; 

lie  was  funny  wiihoiit  lieiiig  Miluar. 
I  hit  him  a  l>nckhiiiided  liiow  <in  tliecliedc, 
A  ma);i:)trate  lined  me  '  tea  bob  ur  a  week,' 
And  now  when  I  meet  l.iiii  ilie  luuguuge  wo  speak 

Is  funny  without  being  vulgar. 

General  servants  will  soon  be  a  thing  of  the  past; 

They're  funny  wilhoui  biini;  vulvar; 
They  play  the  piano,  and  ro.iil  aiid  write  fast; 

Tliey're  funny  uiilionl  l)eing  vnlg.ir; 
Tliey're  betier  ilian  'nii.-sns,' call  ni.ii-ter  a  'lout,' 
Can  fliiiiri.xh  their  Freiicn  and  tlieir  German  about. 
And  will  i>iay  ou  condition  the  work  is  put  huut; 

They're  funuy  wiihuul  being  vulgar. 

I  once  hnd  a  dip  in  the  beautiful  era, 

Tliitt'8  funny  wiilioiit  being  viilt:ar: 
I  thoui;ht  I  would  hut  lie  from  the  beach,  it  was  free, 

Thai's  runny  without  being  vulvar. 
A  man  stole  my  c.otnes,  wldcii  was  paltry  indeed; 
I  liud  to  cut  lionie  at  the  top  of  my  rpeed. 
In  a  coetiinie  con^i«unl.':  of  bits  of  sea-vvced; 

That  s  fuuny  without  being  vulgar. 

May  fair  ladies  smoke?  Is  the  question  to-day; 

1  hat's  funny  vtiihout  beinu  vulgar; 
I've  askeil  tne  dear  yir.s,  «n<i  li.ej  nil  of  'em  say 

'Tvvould  1)6  funny  wiiiioiit  being  viiluar. 
How  nice  it  wiil  be  my  dear  pipe-iovinu  sirs, 
M'heu  you  run  ^h<>|■t  of  '  baccy,'  uliicn  ofleii  occurs. 
All  you  11  do  in  to  run  to  yuiii  wife  and  auvuk  hers, 

TliUl  8  fuuuy  wiinuiil  being  vulgar. 

Lnst  week  I  went  out  in  a  cab  for  a  ride, 

Tliai'a.iuniiy  wlili(;ut  l)elii>;  viiij^'ar. 
I  swaggered  a  lilllt:  on  getting  iupiiie. 

Which  was  funny  vviinuut  bt  ing  vulgar. 
I  put  out  my  head  and  said.  '"  Cabny,  einp  herel  " 
I  ^ave  hull  a  bob,  u  ntcii  he  took  wiili  a  sneer, 
And  the  way  th.it  he  wi^iied  me  a  'A  Uappy  New  Year' 

Was  fuuny  without  beiug  vulgar. 

I  once  took  p.trt  in  a  heauiifiil  play, 

Wnicli  was  funny  without  being  vulgar. 

The  piece  was  piodiiced  at  a  gay  matiuee, 
It  uas  funny  without  beiiiu  vulgar. 

'Twus  not  a  success,  1  am  lioiind  to  admit; 

The  only  one  pereon  w  bo  did  make  a  hit 

Was  a  gent  with  a  biicU,  at  tiie  buck  of  the  pit; 
lie  was  funuy  without  beiug  vulgar. 

Encoub  Vehse. 

Allow  me  to  thank  you  in  accents  polite, 

Tliat's  funny  without  lieing  vulgar; 
I  gladly  wiiulil  try  lo  ainuse  you  all  night. 

That's  funny  without  being  viiltcar. 

I  fain  woii.d  lespoiid  lo  yi>ur  kindly  encore. 
But  unless  1  sing  verses  I've  wartded  before, 
I'm  afraid  that  at  piepent  I've  not  any  more 
That  are  fuuny  without  being  vulgar. 


PLAYING    TAG-    WITH    BABY. 

Copyright,  1893,  l>y  S|iauldinff  &  Komder. 
All  rightfi  rcsei-Ted.      " 


The  Words  and  Miiiileof  this  flonfr  will  beseiittoanjr  addresn,  post  paid. on  receipt  of  40  ; 

oentt:  or  tlilnaiiil  any  two  other  Soukr  for  one  hollar,  by  Henry  J.Weliinaii.  130  A  la 

Park  Ilow,  New  lork.    fuatattf  .stump"  laken  name  ascaali  fur  all  ouritoodi. 


Words  by  \Vm.  B.  Gleiiroy.    Blurlc  l>y  Henry  T.amb.    As  Sung  by  Raniun  Moore. 


»  «  ■ 


<|  — "A  ■wide-awake  saloon-keeper  has  a  ninn  come  to  his  place  and 
/  recite  the  whole  of  '  Curfew  Mu.st  Not  Kitii;  ToNiglif.' " 
)  '' Doesn't  it  keep  away  trade?  "  "No;  it  drives  every  one  lodriuk." 


i  "  Doesn  t  It  kecj 
J  — Brooklyn  Life. 


■' 


^ 


). 


— A  Boy  to  Be  Watched. — Woodon:  "  What'-s  this  idea  of  yntirs 
of  putting  new  locks  on  ever} thing  in  tliis  ollice?"  BiiUindi: 
"  Well,  I  thought  1  siioukl  feel  c.-isier."  Wooden:  "  Wlint  made 
you  think  thiiff"  IJnlfliicli:  "  Well,  you  see,  I  tokl  the  <dIlcc-hov 
he  could  take  yesteidtiy  afternoon  off  and  go  skalinir;  and  lie  saitl: 
'Thank  you,  sir;  I  accept  llie  half  holiday,  hut,  if  you  please,  I 
will  not  go  skating;  I  have  long  wanted  to  dust  all  tiie  top  slielves 
ami  wash  the  windows,  and  this  will  give  me  just  the  chance.'  " 
— Exchange. 


When  rvcninp's  dawn  approaches  and  my  daily  tolls  are  o'er, 

Aiixioii!<ly  I  lia»tcii  lo  my  little  cottage  door: 

A  wife's  caress  lo  greet  me  (IIN  my  heart  with  joyous  bliss. 

And  little  liany's  welcome  for  hi.-<  papa  is  a  ki.-s; 

Soon  we  seat  oiir>>eivos  for  tea  prepared  by  mamma  dear, 

And  when  v.e  tinish,  baby  kii<n\8  the  time  Is  near 

When  'round  the  room  he'll  run  and  say  you  can't  Catch  papa's  l>oy; 

Aud  iu  that  happy  little  honiu  i  And  my  greatest  joy. 

Refiimm. 

Playing  tne  with  bahy.  running  to  .ind  fro. 

See  the  liliic  darling  laiighing  as  we  uo 

Around  the  chair  and  tne  t.-iiTle,  beans  aslow  with  glee — 

Playing  tag  with  baby,  that's  the  game  for  uiu. 

With  friends  I've  spent  my  idle  lime,  ami  often  I  would  roam, 

Now  my  only  tlimmht  is  iiitie  Imby,  wir<;  and  home: 

Aly  love  for  lliciii  uo  wordi  couid  fell,  no  |k'|i  de.-^cribe  the  scene 

Which  one  can  see  each  n<ght  w  ithln  my  lionusteud  so  serene; 

Baby's  langii  and  chatter  is  a  |ile:iNiire  to  belioid. 

And  many  tinien  this  story  o'er  anci  o'er  I've  told  — 

A  smiling  bul)e,  a  loving  wife,  can  make  each  home  so  bright. 

And  ihut  d  the  very  reasuu  why  you'll  liud  mv  every  nig,hl—Jle/rain. 
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THAT'S    THE     CAUSE     OF     IT. 

Copyright,  1S93,  by  Francis,  Duy  &  Hunter.    English  copyright  secured. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Word*  nnd  Music  of  Ihi*  ''ontr  will  be  sent  to  onv  nddrew",  post-pnl.l.  on  rcfTl|>t  of  40 

ceute;  ortlilNund  any  twoutli>'rS->nirs  f'>rOi  e  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Weliman,  13D&U3 

FUk  Uow,  New  Xoik.    Postage  Stamp!i  taken  same  us  cash  for  oil  uur  goods. 


To 


Written  by  Charles  WiUmott.    Ci>m[x>sed  by  George  Le  Bruiio. 

If  you  know  arything  of  life  and  Us  peculiar  laws, 
'You'll  know  for  all  that  happens  then-  must  always  be  a  cause: 
Suppose  one  morniiii;  when  you  wake  you  c.-iimot  And  your  waicb, 
Theu  recollect  last  uiglit  you  had  some  thirty  "  threes  "  of  scotch. 

Chobus. 
That's  the  cause  of  it.  that's  the  cause  of  it, 
nncle'B,"  being  short  of  coin,  >our  other  things  It's  gone  to  Join, 
Thai's  the  cause  of  ir,  I  bat  8  Ihu  c.'int<e  of  it. 
And  you  il  have  to  usli  u  p'liceuiau  it  you  want  to  kuow  the  Ume. 

A  quarrel  sometimes  hnppei.s  In  n  most  pecnllnr  way; 
You  call  a  man  »  "  llur"  nnd  tiiai'x  ull  you  have  to  say; 
And  then  you  wonder  how  it  in  vur  nose  gels  such  a  twist. 
But  W'beu  yuu  get  your  senses  b.ick,  uud  see  the  fellow's  flat— 

Cnonus. 

That's  the  cause  of  it,  that's  the  cause  of  it. 
You  feel  as  if  all  'round  >our  f.ice  an  earlbquakc  bos  been  taking  place; 

'I'hat's  the  cause  of  It,  that's  I  he  cause  «>f  It, 
And  II  takes  you  quite  u  nionlli  lo  get  yuur  features  Btrnightagaiu. 

Suppose  onl  with  a  pnl  one  day  you're  Calmly  walklniron,   ' 
'I'heu  suddenly  you  turn  and  And  he's  <lisappeared  and  goue; 
His  abs*Mice  i^  a  mystery,  voii  don't  know  what  lo  ihiuk, 
Until,  a  few  yards  up  iho  street,  you  see  an  open  sink. 

Cnonus. 

That's  the  can«e  of  it,  that's  the  can«c  of  it. 
The  men  have  been  to  cle.ir  the  <lraiii,  nnil  have  not  slmt  it  np  again, 

Thai's  the  C!iii-o  of  It,  that's  ilie  caii-e  of  it; 
If  he  never  had  u  bath  before,  you'd  know  he's  had  one  now. 

You  go  to  work  one  morning  with  a  face  that's  like  a  map. 
With  railway  lines  all  over  il,  it's  met  with  some  niisbap; 
Your  "inifoea  "  iinexiK-ciedly's  come  home,  she's  been  away. 
And  caught  you  w iih  u  giil  that  you  hud  takeu  to  the  play. 

Cuonus. 

That's  the  cause  of  It,  that's  the  cause  of  It, 
She  "claws  "  your  whiskers  out  in  threads,  and  leaves  the  girl  all  torn  in  tbreds, 

'i'hat's  the  cause  of  it,  that'H  the  cause  of  it. 
And  you  pass  her  by  iu  silence  when  you  meet  that  girl  again. 

To  new-laid  eptrs  you're  ])artial,  and  a  hen  one  day  yon  buy; 
It's  ttuaianteed  a  "layer,"  hut  wlicu  wcel.s  begin  to  fly 
And  Mill  the  eggs  do  not  appear,  3'ou're  puzzled,  don't  you  know, 
Until  duwu  iu  the  backyard  once  that  "  ben  "  bcgius  to  crow. 

CiioniJS. 

That's  the  cause  of  it,  that's  the  ciinse  of  It; 
You  use  a  uood  old  cast-iron  woid,  mat  champion  hen's  a  he-male  bird, 

'i'hui's  the  cause  of  it.  that's  tlic  cause  of  it. 
And  you  kuow  hu'li  never  lay  uu  egg  if  he  tries  u  thousand  years. 


t 


— It  Seemed  that  Way. — "You  are  late  this  morning.  Mr. 
CoUum,"  said  Sliarpe,  as  his  bookkeeper  came  in  about  ten  o'clock. 
"  Yes.  sir.  My  weultliy  uncle  died  and  left  me  $50,000.  Isn't 
that  a  good  excuse  for  tardiness?"  "  Yes;  too  good  to  be  true,  in 
fact."— Tuck.  ( 
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Whisper  Softly,  Mother's  Dying. 

The  Words  and  MuMo  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  spiit  to  anjr  address,  post-i>aid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  SuiiRB  for  One  Dollai',  liy  Henry  J.  Welinian,  130&132 

FArk  Uow,  New  York.    Postage  St&nips  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


Whisper  softly,  motlier's  <1yin(j.  soon  slie'll  close  her  lovinj;  eyes; 
AiiRels  wiiit  to  benr  her  fiitly  to  her  liome  Iteyond  tlie  skies; 
Ki!<B  her  lips,  for  soon  she'll  leave  irs — mother,  cinsp  me  to  your  breast. 
As  you  did  iu  days  of  cliildliood,  wlieu  yuu  sang  yuur  child  to  rest. 

Chorus. 
Whisper  softly,  motlier's  dyinsr,  soon  she'll  close  her  loving  eyes; 
Angels  wait  tu  bear  her  geiitly  to  her  home  buyoud  the  skies. 

Whisper  softly,  mother's  dyine,  soon  we'll  miss  the  truest  love. 

And  we'll  miss  the  voice  so  lovinjj,  whfii  lier  spirit'i<  flown  iibove. 

Motlicr,  Ufk  the  shinini;  aiigcli,  a^l:  iheiu  if  yoii  ciinnot  slay; 

Who  Mill  care  for  us  iu  sorrow,  when  they've  lukcu  you  awaj.—  Ckorut. 

Whisper  sofily,  motlier's  dying,  and  she'll  tell  us  not  to  weep; 
Slie'll  walcli  o'er  uii'l  protect  ua  tlii<>iii;li  the  iiisjht  uhen  we're  neleep. 
Darling  nioilier,  guide  our  fooicteps,  be  witli  us  from  day  to  day; 
HttrkI  the  augels  uow  arc  calliug— luoiher  dcur  luut  passed  away.— Choru«. 


THERE'S     A     PLACE     IN     MY 
HEART    FOR    YOU    STILL. 


Copy  right,  1592,  by  B.  L.  Brannan. 


The  Words  and  Musio  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  nny  a(l<lre<iA,  post-paiil.oh  reoelpt  of  10 

centfl;  or  this  anduny  two  other  Son ^j*  for  One  l>utlnr,  hy  Henry  .1.  Wehnian.  130  &  1:I2 

Fai'k  Uuw,  New  ^orl<,    I'uHtaKe  Stumiix  Uiken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  kouUh. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harrington  L.  Brannan. 


In  days  that  are  gone  we  were  lovers,  carh  heart  to  the  other  was  true;     . 

If  one  liad  the  eliudow  of  coirow,  to  comfort  tlie  otlit-r  soon  flew, 

But  fate  threw  our  lives  far  asunder,  with  sudne^s  my  spirit  did  fill. 

Hut  remember,  wlierever  you  wander,  tluro's  a  place  in  my  iieart  for  you  still — 

Bui  remember,  wherever  you  wander,  there's  a  place  in  my  heart  for  yuu  still. 

Chorus. 
There's  a  place  in  my  heart  for  you  still,  i 

There's  n  place  in  my  heart  for  you  still;  ,  ,'.. 

Renienilier,  wherever  you  wander. 
There's  a  place  iu  my  heart  for  you  still. 

The  first  kiss  of  dew  in  the  moming  Is  sweet  to  the  violet  so  blue; 

Like  gems  iu  the  sunlight  adorning,  it  nparklei*  with  many  a  hue. 

But  the  sunshine  that  gives  it  the  radiance,  dls|>els  all  its  brigliiiioi>:9  at  will; 

Tiio'  my  life  like  the  dewdrop  lie  b'ii;lited,tliere'8aplacein  my  heart  for  you  still; 

And  reiuenibcr,  wherever  you  wander,  there's  a  place  iu  my  heart  for  you  still. 

There's  a  place  iu  my  heart  for  yuu  still,  etc. 


THE   HOME   OF   MY  CHILDHOOD. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  B.  L.  Brannan  and  W.  H.  Beake. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Poncr  '"•ill  he  sent  to  nnv  aiidress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents:  or  tliisuiidaiiy  twootli.r  S.inu's  f.T  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnmn,  130 (KISS 

i^k  Uow,  New  York.    Fostoge  Stamps  taken  sauie  as  cosh  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  W.  H.  Beakc,  Sr.    Music  by  Barriugton  L.  Braiiuan. 


V 


The  home  of  my  childhood  how  dear,  "  .  ■ 

Tlioiigli  far,  far  away  it  m.-iy  be; 
Tlie  thought  of  it  oft  hrinou  u  tear. 

For  ihat  spot  I  ai;aiii  ne'er  may  see. 
It  was  there  in  the  eve  time  I  knelt 

With  mother,  wliere  nightly  we  met. 
She  taught  me  to  walk,  to  prattle  and  talk. 

Her  sweet  memory  I  ne'er  sliall  foiget. 
She  taught  me  to  walk,  to  prattle  and  talk. 

Her  sweet  mem'ry  I  ne'er  shall  forget. 

Refrain. 

The  home  of  ray  childhood  shall  ever  be  bright. 
For  in  that  dear  cottage  I  first  saw  tlie  light. 
And  sweet  are  the  mem'iies  entwined  'round  that  spot. 
The  home  of  my  childhood  shall  ne'er  be  forgot. 
And  tliough  I  may  wander,  'twill  oft  briug  mechesr, 
The  liome  of  my  childhood  BO  dear. 

The  cottage  may  still  look  the  same. 

But  a  home 'tis  no  longer  for  me; 
In  a  strange  land  a  stranger  I  roam. 

Fur,  far  from  my  home  o'er  the  sea. 
It  was  there  in  tlie  morn  of  my  youth. 

When  I  ciiiuind  on  my  dear  father's  knee. 
The  advice  that  he  gave,  the  iinprer'siou  it  mad*, 

They  are  sweetly  abiding  with  me. 
The  advice  that  he  gave,  the  impression  it  made. 

They  are  sweetly  aiiiding  with  vae.—Eefrain. 

I  hope  we  shall  all  meet  again 

In  that  bright  home  in  Heaven  above; 
Where  I  know  tliut  the  dear  ones  have  gone, 

Who  died  at  the  home  I  so  love. 
I  oft  think  of  the  days  tiiat  are  tiast, 

Wlien  from  this  world's  care  I  was  free, 
And  wtiote'er  be  my  lot,  I'll  still  love  that  spot. 

Though  humble,  liow  dear 'twas  to  me. 
.,     And  whate'er  lie  my  lot,  I'll  still  love  that  spot. 

Though  humble,  'twas  a  dear  iioine  to  ine.—Ji^rain. 


RAINBOW    IN    DE    SKY.  . 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Dacre.    - 


Pretty  little  gal  in  a  bran'-new  suit,  see  de  rain  a-fallin'; 
One  foot  bare  and  de  otider  ill  a  lioot,  See  dc  lubly  rnin; 
It's  lieeii  so  dry  fo'  u  month  or  two,  poor  Victoria  Jane. 
Will  anybody  lend  lier  a  great  big  shoe,  to  paddle  iu  de  golden  raitif    . 

Refrain. 

Oh!  dat  rainbowl  see  dat  rainbowl  twenty  million  miles  np  In  de  sky  so  high! 
Golden  raiu  am  falliii',  fuliin',  fallin'  from  the  rainbow  iu  de  sky  I 

Come  along  o'  me  in  a  big  balloon,  heap  o'  rain  a-fallin'; 

We'll  sail  up  to  de  coon  np  in  de  moon,  t'ro'  de  golden  rain; 

We'll  Bit  cross-legged  on  de  big  rainbow,  me  and  lubly  Jane: 

Will  anybody  lend  a  balloou,  to  go  right  up  iuto  de  golden  rain?— i?</>'ain. 

Possum  up  a  tree,  an'  it's  all  wet  froo,  froo  de  rain  a-fallln'; 

Shoo  fly,  Jane,  go  on'  get  anodder  shoe;  look,  wiiat  lubly  ruin; 

De  sky-blue  stripe  in  your  brun'-uew  frock's  all  washed  out  and  plain; 

Just  listen  to  de  voice  ob  de  buutum  cocks  a-crowiu'  ut  de  goldeu  T&iu.—Btfraln. 


PECULIAR. 

Words  by  Albci-t  Chevalier.    Music  by  Charlee  Ingle. 
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The  title  of  tlie  song  which  I  am  uow  about  to  ting, 

Is  peculiar,  most  peculiar; 
Some  like  It,  others  don't:  but  all  agree  about  one  thing—  « 

it's  peculiar,  motit  peculiar. 
I'm  anxious  the  composer  of  the  tune  should  have  his  due. 
So,  iu  the  stricicst  confidence,  I  don't  mind  telling  you. 
The  melody's  an  old  one,  ond  he's  dished  it  up  as  new — 

That's  peculiar,  most  peculiar. 

I'm  told  that  for  a  baritone  the  voice  I  possess 

Is  jiuciillar,  most  pt^Cbliar; 
One  fact,  on  those  w  iio  hear  me  sing,  I  manage  to  impress. 

It's  peculiar,  most  j)ecuiiar. 
The  compass,  too,  is  limited,  which  makes  It  bad  for  me; 
I  only  have  one  real  note  and  that's  a  ten-or  "C  "; 
1  very  often  da!»h  at  it  aud  land  tipou  a  "B" — 

That's  iieculiar,  most  peculiar. 

My  wife's  a  dear,  good  sonl,  but  then  her  temper  yon  must  know 

Is  pcciiiiar,  most  peculiar; 
When  anytliing  annoys  her  and  she  fairly  let's  it  go. 

It's  peculiar,  most  jK'Culiar. 
I  came  liome  late.    "  My  dear,"  said  I,  "excuse  this  strange  delay. 
Been  arguing  on  polities  with  Jones  across  the  way." 
*'  With  Jones,"  quoth  she;  he's  here,  sir!  OliI  wtiaall  that  I  could  say; 

That's  peculiar,  most  peculiar. 

My  early  reminiscences  of  singing  comic  songs 

Are  peculiar,  most  peculiar; 
My  sister  played  the  comb,  and  Pa  conducted  with  the  tonga, 

'Twas  peculiar,  most  peculiar. 
To  all  the  |)euny  readings  in  the  neighborhood  I  went; 
They  pelted  me  witli  eggs;  no  doubt  'twas  very  kindly  meant; 
It's  many  years  ago,  but  I  remember  that  the  sceut 

Was  peculiar,  most  peculiar. 

Some  time  ago  I  ventured  on  a  journey  in  a  train, 
'Twas  peculiar,  most  peculiar; 

Tlirougli  all  the  third-chiss  carriages  I  sought  a  seat  in  vain, 
'Twas  peculiar,  most  peculiar^ 

I'd  almost  icached  my  Station  when  a  too  oflicious  guard 

Juin)>ed  in:  I  had  no  money,  so  I  handed  him  u  card; 

Said  he,  "  I've  taken  six  like  this;  I  dou't  want  to  be  hard- 
It's  peculiar,  must  peculiar. 

A  lady  friend  of  mine  had  the  most  lovely  golden  hair, 

'Twas  peculiar,  most  |>ecullar; 
She  said  she'd  dye  it  auburn;  I  said,  "Maiden,  have  a  care," 

That's  peculiar,  most  peculiar. 
She  bought  some  patent  huir  wash,  which  had  full  directions  how 
To  redden  it  until  she  dared  not  venture  near  a  cow; 
She  tried  it  on  her  hair,  and,  well,  the  color  of  it  uow 

Is  peculiar,  most  peculiar. 

I  acted  in  a  drama  and  I  didn't  know  my  part, 

That's  peculiar,  most  peculiar; 
My  friende  said,  "  Your  Idea,  sir,  of  the  histrionic  art 

Is  ]>eculiar,  most  peculiar. 
You  play  a  savage  villain  and  you  smile  with  fiendish  glee; 
That's  right  enough,  but  once  on  board  the  lugger  I  am  frM, 
And  then  to  smoke  a  cigarette  321  B.  C. 

Is  peculiar,  most  peculiar. 

I'm  Itvintj  at  an  eating  house  not  very  far  away, 

It's  peculiar,  most  peculi:ir; 
Few  lodgeip  er^r  dream  of  stopping  more  than  half  a  day,  -•■ 

It's  pi'culiar,  n;'V8t  jicculiar. 
The  food  resembling  urices  that  yon  pay  is  never  great; 
The  mutton,  l)eef,  air>  rxbbit  pie  are  sehloni  "  up  to  date," 
Aud  ohl  the/rtca«£««  at;  ?;£a»,  at  fourpeuce  a  large  plate, 

is  peculiar,  most  pccr-'ii^ 
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CLOCHETTE. 

By  James  L.  M0II07. 


Hm  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Soncr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
ata:  or  this  and  aiijr  two  other  Sonics  fi>r  One  Dollar.  I>y  Heiiry  J.  VVehinan,  130&1SS 
Park  Row,  Mew  Yoik.    Postage  Stamps  taken  tame  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Spinning  was  yonng  Cloclietie^cume  a  fond  yoatk  to  woo; 
blie  was  a  sud  coquette,  liu  was  11  lover  line. 
"Clociieite,  Clocheiie,  yon  drive  iiie  fiir  froiu  yon; 
Clochette,  Clociieite,  1  come  to  say  adieu." 

Silent  wns  young  Clochette,  grieved  in  her  heart  was  she; 
.  Fur  ihoiigli  n  Biid  coqiieiCe,  none  was  eo  dear  as  Ue. 
"Oloclielti',  CK>clieite,  I  eo  for  love  of  you; 

Oh,  epeak  then,  dear  t'lucbetie."    Slie  only  sold  adieu. 

"Let  me,"  he  said,  "Clochette,  this  little  blossom  take;" 
Wept  Iben  litis  snd  coquette  as  though  lier  lieurt  would  break. 
"Clociieite,  Cloclieiie,  I  know  now  you  iire  iroe; 

Clochette,  Clochette,  we'll  uevi-r  eay  adieu.*' 


>    m%m    • 

He'll  Soon  Have  the  Wolf  at  the  Door. 

By  Dave  onion. 
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The  rivers  linrry  seaw.ird  because  tiiey  love  the  sea. 
The  siiii-ilred  deer  luoves  treeward,  for  shady  is  tlie  tree; 

Uecunsv  lliey  love  tlie  B<'ii, 

The  sun-tired  deer  niove.-i  treeward,  for  shady  is  the  tree. 
The  Sea  shines  back  to  lienven  t>ecaii8e  it  loves  the  blue. 
And  I  couie  forth  to  you,  love,  because,  because,  Ixcauae  I  do. 

The  breezes  love  the  blossom  that  gives  them  sweet  perfume. 
The  roses  love  the  bosom  whereon  they  blush  and  bloom; 

'I'hat  L'ives  ilieiii  sweet  |>erfiinie. 

The  roses  love  ilie  bosom  whereon  they  blush  and  bloom. 

The  winter  loves  ilie  robin  becaiiMe  it  is  so  true. 

And  I  love  you,  luy  duriiui;,  bucuuse,  because,  because  I  do. 


In  this  world's  fair  city  ii>  n  shnme  and  a  pity 
That  a  poor  workinuinan  i>liouid  1:0  hunury  and  poor, 

With  millions  at  hand  thiit  we  ne'er  cua  command; 
He'll  soon  have  the  wolf  at  the  duor. 

Chorus. 

Then  try  ev'ry  man  to  fill  his  old  can. 

Although  lie  is  linni^ry  and  poor: 
And  if  you  don't  L'ive,  wliv,  how  can  he  Hto, 

Ue'll  souu  have  the  wolf  at  the  door. 

Jnst  think  of  those  hnbes,  ns  he  comes  home  at  ntght. 

With  misery  and  wuiii,  yes,  anil  more: 
Their  poor  little  feet  go  bare  on  the  street, 

For  be  cau't  keep  the  wolf  from  the  duor. 

Caours. 
Then  help  lilm  alon?,  for  he's  never  done  wrong; 

And  don't  brini;  lilin  down  any  lower. 
But  cheer  his  i>oor  heart  and  uive  hiiu  a  start. 

And  he'll  soou  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door. 

There's  the  big  millionaire,  as  he  sits  In  his  chair, 

Adoring  his  sliver  and  ^old. 
And  little  he  cares  how  tlie  poor  man  does  live 

Who'll  soon  be  thrown  out  In  the  cold. 

Chorcb. 

Then  shoulder  to  shoulder  we'll  push  on  th«  whs*! 

With  brotherly  love  to  the  core, 
And  united  and  onranized  labor 

Win  soon  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door. 
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OUT    AT    THE    FAIR 

By  Dave  DUIon.  ~ 
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Out  In  the  country,  clocc  to  the  roadside. 

One  little  daiuy  tiuT"  cliaiiceil  to  grow; 
It  was  SO  hap|)y  there  in  the  (•iinsliinv, 

No  one  the  daioy's  joy  could  know, 
Watchinu  the  w  bite  ciondx,  lieariiig  a  sODg  there, 

List'iiiin;  in  wonder  all  <lny  long. 
"Alil"  said  Ilie  dainv,  "liad  I  n  sons-volct     \ 

Yonder  forever  I'd  send  my  suug." 

It  was  a  Inrk  that  snne  In  the  heaven 

Willie  all  the  world  S'ooii  still  to  hear; 
Many  »  nniiden  looked  rroiii  her  Unltliog, 

And  in  her  heart  lliere  crept  a  tear. 
Down  came  the  lark  and  fang  to  the  daisy, 

Sang  to  it  only  songx  of  love 
Till  In  the  twiliglii  siuiniiered  the  daisy, 

Turning  it's  sweet  face  to  heaven  above. 

Ah!  for  the  morrow  bringing  such  sorrow, 

Cajitiired  ilie  laik  was  uiiu  life  grew  dim; 
There,  too,  the  duii<y  torn  from  the  wayaide. 

Prisoned  and  d\inir,  wept  for  him.  ,1 

Once  more  the  lark  rang,  fainter  his  voice  grew,    , 

Ilcr  liitle  Hont;  was  hushed  and  o'er — 
Two  little  lives  uoiie  out  of  tlie  sunshine. 

Out  of  this  bright  worid  for  evermore. 


THE    SOUTH    CHICAGO    FIRE. 

(AUGUST  24,  1893.) 

Twie— "  Only  a  Pictui  e  of  Her  Boy." 
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By  T.  F.  Ford. 


With  TOur  kind  condescension  I  now  will  unfold 
My  tale  of  misfortune,  and  Imw  I've  been  sold. 
While  walking  up  State  8lrcct  uiiliont  any  care 
I  took  the  "L"  Road  and  went  out  to  the  fair. 

When  I  entered  the  grounds  what  a  siirht  met  me  eyes— 

To  see  Buffalo  Bill  selllni.'  lemonaile  pies. 

And  our  Carter  II.  with  u  bi>r  rolling  tliair. 

And  he  wheeling  Frank  Luwier  'way  out  at  the  fair. 

When  I  started  to  go  down  the  Mi'lway  Plalsance 
I  wus  met  liy  a  "deacon";  with  '•Please  take  a  chance 
On  a  book  for  the  heathen."    He  emhraced  In  prajer 
As  he  wvut  through  my  pockets,  while  out  at  thu  fair. 

The  next  thing  I  met  wns  a  damsel  so  fine. 
Whose  eyes  were  entrancing  uliiioagh  she  was  crying, 
Uer  papa  had  left  her,  lier  purse  it  was  sjinre — 
And  my  diamond  plu  slumbers  uow  out  at  the  fair. 

To  be  treated  like  this,  well,  I  thought  It  was  hard, 
So  I  quickly  inronncd  a  Columbian  guard: 
lie  called  niu  a  swindler  and  arresteu  mo  there. 
Five  dolltira  and  costs  for  l>eing  out  at  the  fair. 

Oh,  my  poor  heart  is  broken  as  sadly  I  roam, 

A  world's  fair  " relic  "  without  any  lionio. 

My  friends  they  won't  know  nie.  my  clothes  are  so  barei 

Oh,  get  outo  the  Zulus  fioiu  out  at  the  fair. 

Now  all  my  misfortunes  von  plainly  can  see; 
If  I  don't  leave  Chicago  it's  dead  I'll  fooii  be. 
I'll  ride  In  the  Ferris  Wheel  up  in  the  air. 
And  I'll  never  come  down  again— out  at  the  fair. 


It  was  on  A  pleasant  artemonn,  the  sun  shone  bright  and  clear. 

The  clocks  were  iitrlkini;  just  the  hour  of  four; 
Every  one  seemed  happy  and  no  dan^'er  did  tliey  fear, 

Clitldren  playing  by  ilieir  cottage  door, 
When  suddenly  tlieie  came  a  cry  that  made  their  blood  run  cold; 

Like  liL'litniiii;  it  spread  all  o'er  the  land— 
A  feai  fill  fire  w  as  ra(:in(;  soon,  and  sulTeriii{;  nntold 

Fur  South  Chicago's  poor  seemed  close  at  hand. 

The  wind  was  blowlnir  flerrcly,  the  flre-klng  had  full  sway, 

And  like  a  dciiiun  nia>tly  leaped  around; 
While  the  flreiiieii  worked  like  heroes,  its  ravn(!P8  to  stay, 

Two  hniiilred  houfcs  soon  burned  to  the  ground. 
A  general  alarm  was  sounded,  hut  help  arrived  loo  late; 

The  (teople  then  had  only  one  de.'ire: 
To  cive  shelter  to  unfortunates  w  ho  were  etrlckeu  down  by  fate^ 

Left  homeless  by  the  South  Chicago  lire. 

One  man  down  at  Jackson  Park,  with  plensure  time  beguiled. 

Not  thinkin((  thai  he  soon  would  have  to  roam; 
Another  at  tlie  cemetery  burying  his  child. 

The  idol  of  that  father's  litile  home. 
Rcturnint;  home  at  eventide,  their  hearts  filled  with  dismay— 

Their  Utile  earthly  treaxures  all  liad  cone. 
They  found  their  place  in  ashes,  everything  had  passed  away. 

OhI  God  have  pity  ou  the  pour  forioru. 

How  sad  must  lie  the  fate  of  those  who  are  left  npon  the  strand. 

With  the  wolf  of  hunger  knocking;  at  their  door: 
And  the  dreadful  panic  everywhere  throughout  this  glorious  land, 

'Tis  enough  to  make  tlie  stroiiuest  heart  feel  sore. 
Men  who,  until  this  sail  dny,  had  never  come  to  grief. 

Lost  the  homes  their  eurninL'S  did  acquire. 
May  the  rich  men  of  this  nation  quickly  come  to  the  relief    ' 

Uf  the  houieless  from  the  South  Cliicago  fire. 
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SINCE    SHE    WENT    HOME 


By  II.  J.  Buidette. 


<  - 


Since  clio  went  lioino — 
The  cvenlnL'  si'U'iows  linjrer  lonj^er  Iter*. 
The  winter  iluys  fill  fo  inncli  of  the  year. 
And  eveu  auiiimur  xtiiKU  niu  cliiil  and  drear, 

Siuce  Blie  went  Lotue. 

Since  she  went  liome— 
The  robin's  ii(>tu  lius  touched  a  minor  strain. 
The  old  glad  bohu'o  breutiie  hut  a  mil  refraiu, 
And  laugliter  sobs  with  liiddcn,  liittcr  pain. 

Since  Blie  went  lioiiie. 

Since  she  went  liome— 
How  »till  the  empty  roum  ln-r  pri'sence  blessed; 
Uiitouclied  the  pillow  tiifti  her  dciir  head  pressed; 
My  lonely  lieiirt  ha*  nowheri-  fur  iis  rest, 

Siuce  eUc  went  liouie. 

Since  she  went  home — 
The  long,  lonj;  diiya  have  cri-|it  iiway  lik«  years, 
The  sunlight  has  l>'  en  diiiiiued  u  itii  duiibta  and  fears. 
And  llie  durU  ni>;liiB  have  runicd  iu  lonely  tears, 

Since  bhu  weUt  liOine. 


A    WOMAN'S    SONO-. 


Dy  Clement  Scott. 


She  took  her  song  to  beauty's  side. 
Where  riciies  are,  anii  pomp,  and  pride, 
Tliere  iu  ilie  wor.d,  amids-t  tlie crowd. 
She  found  out  liearts  by  tmrow  bowed; 
And  niidBt  ii  dream  of  liv'hlo  and  dress 
Slie>>aw  thupain  of  loneiiness. 
Her  voice's  niaiiic  lield  u  tear. 
She  made  the  \ve:iry  ones  draw  near; 
And  ail  tlie  p  iii>8ions  of  tlie  tiiroug 
Were  melted  into  peace  by  boug. 

She  took  her  sonR  along  the  stri'ct. 
And  hnsli'  d  the  li'  Mt  of  piieeiiig  feet; 
And  ilrcd  toilers  plopped  to  fill 
Tlieir  heaiis  wiiii  inufic  iit  her  will. 
She  sani;  i,(  n^t  for  we.irv  feet, 
Of  seii-mowii  iind  of  meadow  sweet;         ■  ( 
Her  voice  8  pleadiui;  stilled  ili>?  air, 
Autl  liitiecliildreii  v\ept  uiili  her; 
80  all  ilieir  eoirotv,  gi  lef  und  puia 

Slie  Bof  leucd  into  Jove  a};am. 

She  look  her  snug  to  those  who  rest       •  ;> 
Safe  in  ihe  dafp  of  NaiuieV  breast; 
Amid  Ihe  waves,  alon;,'  the  elmre, 
Washeil  «ilh  sail,  tears  foievi  rninre; 
And  then  she  rang.     How  loni:!  How  long! 
B'-fore  we  hear  that  perficl  ►on-.' — 
That  angel  hymn,  Ihat  inyi<tic  strain, 
W'lien  tho^e  ulio  loxcil  siiall  love  again. 
When  life's  hmtr  etniL'gle  snail  be  blest 
With  uiusic  of  Eieruai  Reeil 


A  Mother  Never  Can  Forget  Her  Boy. 

Cowrlljhl,  1893.  !)>  Geu.  M.  Klenk  Jt  Co. 


The  Worilp  mill  Music  of  this  Pnnir  will  Iw  spiit  to  nuv  nddrfss,  iinsf  jinld.  on  receipt  of  40 
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P*rk  How,  Kew  Yoik.    FueUiKe  Stamps  taken  same  aa  cash  tor  all  uur  goods. 


Words  and  Music  b^  Clias.  Miller. 


In  prifon  sits  a  convict  for  ft  ciimc  lie  hadn't  done, 

DemTted  by  hm  frii-nds  mid  every  one: 

"  Why  don't,  they  C'line  to  see  nie?"  is  his  cry  from  mom  till  iiijjht, 

"O  God,  lake  nie  10  realm"  tliat  are  m<>r.-  bright." 

Discouraged,  broken  hearted,  he  then  i:ives  up  in  despair, 

'Till  soiindn  a  loving  voice  upon  the  air: 

'Tis  his  dear  old  loving  mother,  and  Ids  heart  beats  higli  with  joy 

For  the  mother  that  has  come  to  see  tier  boy. 

Chorus. 
Though  his  Bweetheart  will  forget  him,  and  all  his  friends  forsake  him, 

Uis  faiher,  ^iIilter:*,  brollnis,  may  all  hie  liopes  destroy. 
But  there's  no  love  like  a  motiier's,  it  is  stron>;er  thau  all  others, 

A  inollier  never  cau  forget  her  boy. 

In  tria's  or  in  f  roiibh?  tlnre's  no  friend  like  mother  dear. 

She  ne'er  forgcis  her  loved  ones  far  or  near; 

Her  lieart  is*  never  cliaiigin-.',  it  is  ah» ays  i-ti-.-idfast,  Strong, 

And  cliii<:i«  10  tlnme  who  hold  It,  riglit  or  wrong:  "  : 

Just  when  the  day  is  darkest  ami  me  clouds  uliscure  the  light, 

Temptations  gailier  round  as  thick  iiH  niglit. 

She  will  smile  and  love  on  ever  tnoiigh  iier  heart  with  sorrow'.^  torn. 

For  Bhe  kuowB  her  love  will  always  bring  the  dawu.— C'Ao/"'v#. 


—A  Double  Surprise.— Wilkins:  "  Will  j'ou  mnrry  mo,  Miss 
Harle?"  Miss  Harte:  "  Tliis  is  so  sudden,  you  siiipiiso  me;  yes, 
I  will."  Wilitins:  "  And,  by  Jove,  you  surprise  me,  too.  1  wus 
sure  you  wouldn't  nccept  inc.  So  sure,  iu  fact,  tlmt  I  had  five 
dollurs  bet  on  it.    Now  I'm  five  out." 


FIXED.      - 

Copyright,  1692,  l>y  Frank  Touaey. 
All  rights  reserred.     .' 


The  Words  and  VnHo  of  thin  Konti  wili  m-  .-.cni  i..  miv  address,  rost-pald,  on  receipt  of  «• 
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Words  by  Tom  Conley.    Music  by  FeUz  llcQlennoB. 


Of  nil  the  fixes  in  my  life  I've  had  a  few  I  know,  ■''       _'.. .  ^ 

And  I  got  ill  a  dreadful  one  not  very  long  ago;  '       -"  •    V; 

While  sitting  in  the  parlor,  telling  tales  to  Mary  Ann, 

I  thought  I'd  better  leave,  for  I  just  spotted  her  old  man.  '  ". 

Chouus. 
And  I  wng  fixed,  awkwardly  fixed,  ' 

Her  brother  he  had  gliii'd  the  chair  for  play,  ■' 

•    Afier  that  tiierc  was  some  fun  for  her  father  hnd  8  gun,  ■ 
With  the  Beat  out  uf  my  puutB  I  walked  away,  t 

With  "sherhctt"  I  was  loaded  jrniiiff  liome  the  othernlght;    ' 
Well,  I  climbed  np  a  lumppost  with  intent  lo  get  a  light. 
The  little  door  I  opened  and  I  Bhtit  my  head  inside, 
I  lighted  my  cigar  and  then  to  tumble  down  I  tiied. —  Chorut. 

My  little  dog  and  I  one  day  wont  to  ft  butcher's  shop. 

He  walked  all  'round  a  saiL-'age  machine,  then  mounted  on  the  top; 

He  poked  his  liitle  nose  inside,  to  sniff  it,  I'll  be  bound. 

His  tail  it  caught  the  handle,  tlieu  the  tliiug  went  round  and  rorxud.  — Chorus 


The  Pretty  Little  Maiden's  Sea  Trip. 


Copyright,  1893,  bj  Fiancts,  Day  &  Bunt«r. 
All  rights  i-eserved. 
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;  Words  by  J.  P.  nanlngfim.     Music  by  Qeorce  LeB' unn. 


Billy  Brown  he  came  to  me.  just  about  a  week  ago, 

"Let  lis  take  oursweeiheartK  fiT  tiie  day.  do»ii  the  bay.  what  d'yer  Bay?'' 

Well,  of  Course,  I  C"uldn't  say  no:   we  consulted  Ji-ns  and  Flo', 

And  we  all  arranired  next  Saiiirday  we'd  usaidnggo!  " 

We  wi-nt  out  in  a  nailing  yacht,  but  soon  into  ii  storm  we  got. 

Waves  went  "  woohl"  utid  wo  went  rolling,  things  were  a  trifle  hoti 

Chorus. 

And  those  pretty  little  maidens  who  never  lind  been  on  the  bine. 
Never  had  oeen  off  the  eliore  before,  cried   "'Oh,  Lor!  nevermore!" 
"  Will  we  go  aioiiu'  with  you?  lake  us  hack  again,  oli  dot 
Can  t  we  please  get  oiil  and  walk  u  bit,  boo-ou-oo!" 

Vainly  did  we  look  nronnd,  we  were  quile  n  mile  from  shore. 

And  iiio>e  bletised  waves  ke|>t  l.isliin^'  u^,  crashing  us,  s|ilaBhing  ne. 

Never  had  we  been  before  in  n  cea  ihat  imniped  iis  nioie. 

Litile  wonder  Jess  and  P^loriie  felt  i-fniiewlnit  sad  and  sore; 

Poordear  Jess  in  my  arms  repoce<l,  Fio'  in  Bill's  with  her  dear  eyes  closed. 

And  both  Jess  and  Flo',  poor  darlings,  they  were  Bo  iudisposeU.— C'/torus. 

All  at  once  a  mightv  snrse  mn  against  the  lively  Mavd, 

It  was  very  near  upsetting  ns,  fretting  us,  wetting  us: 

Bill  was  swearing  like  a  lord,  and  when  we  with  one  accord 

Looked  to  see  wliere  Jet>s  and  Florrie  were,  both  were  overboard ! 

When  we  flislied  out  the  darling  pair,  oh!  liow  meat  was  the  diff'rence  there, 

Jess  had  left  all  her  bloom  behind  her,  Flo'  had  lost  her  falBe  htAt.—  Chortu. 


WHEN   THE  DOCTOR   SEES  YOU. 


Copyright,  ISaS,  by  Jus.  Thome. 


The  Words  and  Muolo  of  tUin  Sonjr  wiinw  sent  t<>  nnv  addr«8B,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents;  ortliiftandaiiy  twootlnrS  iiiL'K  fMi-Une  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehiiian.l90&UI 

Park  Bow,  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamps  token  same  as  caish  for  all  our  gooda. 

Words  anil  Music  by  J.  P.  Skel'y, 


We  all  have  trouble^,  more  or  lee",  that  makoB  ns  ill  at  ease. 
But  now  of  worry  I've  excess,  though  I'm  not  bard  to  please. 
If  to  my  friends  I  Bhoiihl  complain  of  fortune's  cruel  play, 
They'll  at  me  stare,  and  with  uu  air  mysterious  will  Bay: 

CUORUB. 

Ton'll  be  all  risht  when  the  doctor  sees  yon, 

You'll  be  all  riiilit  when  the  d<>ctor  Bees  you, 

Don't  you  worry  now,  old  man,  ir<-t  aionj:  the  best  yon  CUl, 

You'll  be  all  right  wheu  the  doctor  sees  yuu. 

Now  what  they  mean  I'd  like  to  know;  I  have  no  clarintr  ills;    - 
'i'he  doctors  all  I  would  forego,  likewifc  their  pills  and  bills, 
Yet  if  I  Bay  the  day  is  cold  or  ihat  we'll  soon  have  rain. 
With  auger  1  can  Bcarceiy  hold  I  hear  those  words  agolu:— C/tortM. 

While  in  a  crowded  car  one  day  ft  woman  raised  a  cry: 
Some  one  had  snatched  her  purse  away,  on  me  she  had  lier  eye.  '•  ^' .-, 

A  big  policeman  took  me  in.  tho'  I  injage  rehellid;  '  '■ .. 

lie  gave  my  arm  a  tighter  pin  while  iu  my  ear  he  yelled:  — C%0>1«. 

I  started  on  ft  jonrney  loiiij  nnd  made  tlie  greatest  haste. 

But  thing's  delighted  to  go  wrong  and  jirecious  nioments  waete; 

I  reached  the  station  just  iu  time  lo  i-ce  the  train  d<-part, 

'Tivas  iheu  1  heard  those  words  absurd  that  nearly  broke  my  heart:— CAorttf. 

I  thoncht  amone  tho  Wall  street  men  I'd  like  to  speculate, 

I  waik<'d  into  the  lion's  den  and  there  I  met  my  fate; 

My  fortune  soon  away  was  blown,  iioim  knew  the  reason  why, 

I  asked  them  ihroii;:li  the  lelepliono  and  th  ■  was  their  reply  :—CAoru«. 
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Parody    on  :  \^y>^ 

THE    CAT    CAME    BACK. 


Written  hy  Charles  E.  Lags. 
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1: 


I  once  had  a  dollar  and  that  dollnr  it  wn?  bad— 
A  nice  liitle  hole  und  u  leiidt-n  color  it  hud- 
Tried  every  plan  I  knew  to  );et  this  coin  nway; 
Kven  droj>ped  it  iu  a  preaclier'd  box,  but  there  it  didn't  stay. 

Cuonus. 
The  dollar  came  back,  they  ow«d  me  for  a  bill, 

So  the  dollar  came  buck  the  very  next  day. 
The  dollar  came  buck,  (•aid  they  ilioiiuht  I  tupped  a  till. 

So  the  dollar  came  back,  it  wouldn't  stay  away. 

I  next  tried  it  on  a  blind  man  who  etood  upon  the  street; 

I  saw  hill)  feel  it:  I  ;.Mie!<8  he  tlioii;;lii  he  iiad  a  treat; 

Then  he  turned  hi«  t>i^n  around  and  afier  me  did  niii, 

Wlieu,  wliat  wua  my  eurpribu  to  reud  ou  his  eigu  "  I  am  dnmb." 

Ciionus. 

The  dollar  came  back,  it  wuisii't  any  lighter; 

The  dollar  came  liack  the  very  B.-mie  way; 
The  dollar  came  hack,  I  wasiirt  a  flL'hter, 

So  the  dollar  cume  back,  and  not  a  word  did  I  say. 

I  next  dropped  it  on  the  etreet,  and  for  fun  o'er  it  I  passed, 
Gave  it  a  farewell  glance,  ns  thoiiyli  it  was  my   lust; 
A  policeman  stepped  up  to  me  and  sajs,  "  Now,  don't  git  fuuny, 
For  I'm  going  to  arrest  you  for  pusaiug  cmiutcrfeit  money. 

CHOIII'8. 

The  dollar  came  back— I  was  uiven  a  duty 

When  the  dollar  came  l)ack  to  the  hoiol  where  I  did  stay. 
The  dollar  came  back;  tliey  made  me  spoil  its  beauty, 

So  the  dollar  came  baci^  and  never  went  away. 


THREE    LITTLE    CHAPS;     U 

-  OK  :  - 

A  Great  Old  Time. 

Cupyritcht,  1893,  by  Fraulc  HaiditiK-    Entered  at  Statioaers'  Hall,  London. 

All  rights  reserved. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Arthur  West.    Arranged  by  William  Loraiue. 


Three  little  chaps  went  out  one  day, 

Out  for  a  roval  junilioray. 

Three  little  ciiaps  and  ail  licht-hearted — 

Nine  A.  M.  tliey  all  depurled. 

Where  ehull  we  go?  paiil  nuuiber  one — 

First  saloon  we  fall  upon. 
Right  you  are,  said  number  thiee;  so  we're  all  right; 

And  tliey  had  a  litile  w  hickey  tour, 

And  several  more  witlnn  an  liniir. 

When  they  felt  its  mauic  power. 
All  of  them  said,  uutil  we're  dead  we'll  biick  together  tight. 

Ciionus. 
Three  little  chaps,  who  got  awuy  from  mamma's  tether. 
Said,  Never  mind  the  weuilier,  \\(f\\  all  uo  out  together; 
Where  one  does  go,  we'll  all  of  us  go — now  wasn't  that  sublime, 
And  uo  mistake  about  it,  they'd  u  great  old  time. 

Three  little  chape,  when  it  came  night. 

Bad  such  a  jag  they  \N  ere  a  sight — 

Circle  stalls  at  one  theatre. 

Asked  the  man  for  an  elevator — 

Oh,  said  tlie  man,  if  you  want  to  ride, 

I'll  elevate  you  right  outsiile! 
And  be  did  upon  his  toe  ill  right  good  (•tyle; 

So  they  found  the  Old  saloon  once  more. 

And  eternal  friendirhip  Hwore, 

'Till  ihey  lay  upon  the  floor, 
Wautlng  a  drink,  but,  what  do  ytm  think,  they  couldn't  Ailse  a  smile. 

CUOKCS. 

Three  little  chaps,  who  got  away  from  mamma's  tether, 
Said,  Never  mind  the  weather,  we'll  all  go  out  together; 
Where  one  does  go.  we'll  ail  of  un  go — now  wasn't  that  sublime. 
And,  no  mistake  about  it,  they'd  a  great  old  liiue. 

Three  little  chaps  had  a  watch  and  chain. 

That  they'll  never  see  atruin; 

Tliree  litile  hats  that  once  were  shiny 

Now  are  Crushed  and  very  tiny;  * 

Three  little  coats  that  once  were  bright 

Are  in  the  rag-siore  out  of  siuht; 
And  a  roll  of  notes  have  uone  to  join  the  dead: 

There  were  three  ]iolicemen  on  that  neat 

Ilud  to  march  them  down  the  street. 

And  three  little  faces  sweet 
Soon  knew  their  fate,  when  a  {>olice  magistrate  looked  on  them  and  saldt 

Chobus. 

Three  little  chaps,  yon  seem  to  be  beneath  the  weather; 
They've  ruffled  all  your  feather;  you've  all  come  in  together, 
Now  thirty  days  you've  got  to  stay,  or  thirty  dollars  flue, 
And  UO  mistake  about  it,  they'd  a  great  old  time. 


HER    WEDDING-. 
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I  kissed  the  bride;  while  the  other  men 

Uncertain  stood  as  if  in  doubt 

Whether  my  act  fo  imitate  or- go  without 

As  phiv  mate,  friend  and  lover,  I 

Had  worshipped  at  her  sinine,  and  now 

I  stood  a  w  itness  of  her  pledge  and  marriage  vow. 

Others  had  loved  her,  too;  not  I 

Alone  had  found  her  fair;  but  she 

('ould  love  and  wed  hut  one— and  so  you  see. 

The  rivals  lieard  the  dainty  lips 

We  longed  to  press,  with  solemn  voice. 

Pronounce  the  name  of  him  who  was  her  sweetheart's  choice. 

I  kissed  ilie  bride;  ahapp)riiiau 

And  proud;  ilie  proudest  in  that  room, 

I  wceu,  and  that  with  reusuu.    Was  1  not  the  groom? 


MY      PRETTY      NELL. 

CopyriKlit,  1893.  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  4  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Otto  M.  Ilelnzraan. 


In  a  little  conntry  cottage,  that  is  many  miles  from  here. 

Dwells  a  cliaiming  maiden,  who  to  me  is  very  dear; 

She  promised  ine  she  would  be  mine  if  everything  went  well; 

The  time  has  come  and  now  I'll  i;o  to  meet  iiiy  pretty  Nell. 

1  know  that  she  ia  waiting,  for  this  she  w  rote  to  me. 

And  when  we  are  together,  oh,  how  happy  we  will  be; 

There's  not  a  girl  in  all  the  land  her  l>eiiiity  can  excel. 

And  I  ue'er  could  love  another  maid  as  1  love  my  pretty  NelL 

Ciionus. 

Oh!  Nell,  my  pretty  Nell,  soon  I  will  be  with  you; 

Then  we'll  get  inairied,  live  fiiitlifiil  and  true, 

Botli  will  tlien  be  happy,  ai<  a  man  and  wife  should  be; 

I  think  the  world  of  my  pretty  Nell  auU  eiie  thinks  the  same  of  me. 

Now  the  wedding  day  is  close  at  hand,  and  soon  the  bells  will  chime; 

Oh,  how  happy  1  will'  l>e  w  hen  I  Can  cull  her  mine; 

I'm  thinking  of  my  Nellie  dear  eacli  morning,  noon  and  night. 

For  she  now  is  ihe  only  one  that  hriiigs  to  me  delight; 

You  always  see  her  smiling,  ami  t'he  has  t<iicli  w  iiinini;  ways. 

So  that  ii'gives  one  pleasure  on  my  pretty  Nell  to  gaze. 

Her  skill  is  of  ilie  purest  white,  her  ejes  are  liiKel  brown; 

The  neighbors  they  do  all  coufess  she's  the  fairest  maid  in  town.— CAo?-u«. 


AFTER     THE     FAIR. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  W.  H.  lleake  and  B.  L.  Brannan. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  W.  II.  Bcake,  Sr.    Husic  by  B.  L.  Brannau. 

A  few  years  ago,  ns  you  very  well  know. 
This  nalioii  deteiinincd  to  have  a  liig  show — 
Where  it  should  be,  how  cairy  it  through, 
A  Committee  was  called  with  ibis  ohject  in  view. 
Some  wanted  New  York,  some  gay  Washington, 
Bui  all  of  us  know  just  how  it  was  done; 
For  red  tape  iliey  sought,  found  plenty  to  spare, 
Aud  that'8  how  Chicago  got  the  World's  Fair. 

Chorus. 
After  the  Fair  is  over,  after  the  people  gone. 
After  they'd  spent  all  their  money,  after  the  bills  have  come, 
Many  will  then  l>e  si^jhing  out  from  their  deep  despair. 
For  Chicago  will  be  descried  after  the  fair. 

Some  people  thought  that  Now  York  was  the  spot. 
And  Biiliscriptions  came  rolling  in  just  like  a  shot; 
They  did  all  they  could  siraiuhtforward  and  square. 
Determined  by  lair  means  to  locate  it  there, 
But  wlial  was  the  use  of  it,  for  afler  that 
'Twas  done  by  a  man  who  w  as  no  Democrat; 
Yet  I  don't  think  New  York  has  a  reason  to  care 
That  Chicago  to-day  has  the  Woild's  Fair.— 6'Aortw. 

So  now  go  ahead,  we'll  see  what  you'll  do 
(I  think  they'll  be  sorry,  between  me  and  you); 
'Tis  too  far  for  workmen,  they  cannot  get  there. 
And  the  railroads  are  charging  a  very  big  fare. 
If  'twere  held  in  New  York,  then  how  easy  'twould  be- 
All  Europe  would  just  have  to  cross  o'er  the  sea; 
But  Chicago,  you  know,  is  a  long  way  to  go. 
So  poor  folks  ain't  iu  it  to  see  the  world's  show.— CAor««. 


— What  is  the  dififercnce  betwixt  a  soldier  and  a  woodman?  The 
ODO  supports  his  arms,  and  the  other's  arms  support  him. 
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ROSE    McSHANE.     ;> 
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TWO    LITTLE    OIRLS    IN    BLUE/ 


CopyrigUt,  1893,  by  S(>uulding  &  Koruder. 


All  rights  reserved.     . 


Written  and  Composed  by  John  T.  Kelly. 


My  sweetlieart'e  nn  nngel,  but  not  from  above; 
OliI  no,  elie'8  from  Ireiiiiid,  Mil  nrijjel  of  love; 
Slie'a  uo  irilded  fiiiry,  lier  fiinpl.e  face  will  show;    ■*  ,' 
A  type  of  Iikti  buauty,  the  bwcetcEt  oue  1  know. 

CiionuB. 

Clinrmlng,  dear  little  beauty,  sweet  Rose  McSliane; 
On  licT  I've  pot  a  inortfriipe,  lier  In-art  I'll  claim; 
Boyg  with  love  have  a  fi(  wlicu  they  hear  her  natne; 
Bliv'B  my  emiliug,  beguiling,  eweet  RoGe  McShaue. 

She  reinns  in  »ociet J',  at  Lout;  Branch  she's  queen; 

Leads  the  choir,  eveiy  Sunday,  with  voice  like  a  dream; 

To  my  lifeslie's  8un>i|iine:  oh!  wliat  a  hap|iy  home, 

For  Boou  we're  to  marry,  ehe'U  l>e  uiy  wife,  my  owu.—  Chorug. 


AMERICAN    AM    I. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Ed«ai-d  Q.  Egge. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Written  and  Comp  )sed  by  Edward  G.  Egge. 
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American  am  f,  and  L'lory  in  niv  country; 

I  love  onr  fla^,  the  emblem  of  the  free: 
Forever  inay  it  wave,  ilie  slurry  fpanL'led  banner, 

To  tettcU  the  world  the  power  of  liberty. 

(^IIOlilTS. 

Then  hiiil  to  our  fla;j,  iind  liail  to  the  Union, 
Wiiicli  siifcly  the  btornm  <'f  ii  centuiy  defied; 

Then  hail  In  our  fliiL',  ami  lii;il  lo  the  Union, 
Tlic  objects  of  every  American's  pride. 

American  am  I,  and  tlory  in  onr  liinl'ry. 

With  indipeiiiience  "nt  on  ev'iy  jKijie: 
For  with  ihe  dawn  uliicii  mmv  ilie  laiidini.' of  Colnmhns, 

There  dawned  u  new  and  freedom-bearing  age. — Chorus. 

American  am  I,  and  clory  in  our  heroes 

Who  siici  illced  llieir  live»  in  rrii-doni's  cause. 

And  laid  tiie  cnier-plone  of  ihie  our  grand  Republic. 
Tliat  millions  now  may  bless  its  geii'rous  laws. — UAorut. 

Aniericaii  nm  I,  and  glory  in  tliat  frecilom 

Wliicli  nialies  our  land  the  iiii;.'hticsi  on  earth; 

Wliere  every  nian  is  frie  and  ev'ry  man  is  equal, 
TliougU  rich  or  poor,  of  high  or  humble  birth. — Chon/t. 

Americiin  am  I,  and  L'lory  in  our  freemen. 
Who  bow  their  headf  to  none  hut  (><)d  alone; 

Wlio  fear  no  foe  on  earth,  ami  never  liave  been  vanquished 
In  their  defence  of  Ficcdom's  sacred  throne. —  Choi  un. 


THE    WORLD^S    FAIR    FIRE. 

Copyriglit,  18y3,  by  Henry  J.  Weliinan. 


Bend  for  Free  Catalojnie  of  Sonir  Books.  LettiT  Writers,  Dream  Books,  ForHmc  Tellers, 
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By  Grace  Corleton.    Tune— "  The  Broken  Homo." 

Oh!  linrk  that  dreadful  warniiii;!  liiUc  lurid  skies,  at  dawning. 

The  Fire  King's  "  in;:'*  aie  h\>eepiii^  tliro' the  air; 
Wiiere  siiines  tlie  fair  "  While  Ciiy,"  are  heard  tiie  cries  of  pity. 

And  moans  of  wild  and  aiigiiit<iiin<;  despairl 
Upon  yim  tower  stniidiiiL'.  (..'iiief  Mnrphv,  l)rave,  commanding, 

'i'heFire  BriL'ade  is  lialtling  wiiii  the  foe; 
Willi  horror-slriclien  faces,  where  not  a  hope  one  traces, 

A  mighty  throng  is  swaying  far  below  1 

CH0111T8. 

Oil,  those  gallant  souls  that  periflied!  in  all  hearts  their  fame  be  cherished— 

llcaven  hliield  their  oi  pnans  from  the  cold  world's  ire! 
Thro'  Ilie  itieadili  of  every  city,  for  their  wives  be  love  and  pity — 

Ilouor  to  the  lieroes  of  the  \\  orids  Fair  Fire! 

Wild  flames  were  upv.-ard  rearing!  Was  there  a  fireman  fearing! 

Ah!  1)11,  I  hey  hall  led  on  to  sliieid  and  save! 
A  cry, '"I'he  walls  arc  falling!  "  in  ihai  abysis  appalling 

How  many  now  were  soon  lo  find  a  trrave! 
One  thought  to  iiomc  and  dear  ones,  the  gentle  and  the  near  ones. 

Ami  down  ihi'y  sani«  witli  noblt;  dniy  done! 
God's  pity  for  I  hem  ever!  (;an  we  forget  them?  Never! 

They  live  within  onr  lacmorics  every  one! — Chorus.  ■': 

We  praise  the  men  in  haMIe.  where  cannon  fiercely  rattle — 

We  rear  them  Blalely  monuments  of  pride; 
Where  demon  flames  are  ruling,  and  firemen  are  engaging        ,-.  ' 

To  ilie,  sball  fame  niito  them  be  denied? 
Tlieir  Utile  ones  are  pleading,  ilie  mangled  and  the  bleeding 

Can  toil  for  them  no  more  upon  this  eariii! 
Protect  tlieiii,  mighty  lutiion!  und  liomes  of  every  staliou  • 

Remember  Biili  their  gallauti)  and  worth!— C'Ao'Mtf. 


The  Words  and  Made  of  this  !«onpr  will  tie  sent  to  nnv  addrmw,  post-paid,  on  rwjs-lpt  of  40 

cente;  or  this  and  any  two  oth.-r  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Welunan,  130  &  132 

rluk  BoWi  Mew  Yorlc    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  Graham. 


An  old  man  gazed  on  a  photograph  in  tlie  locket  he'd  worn  for  years. 
His  nephew  then  asked  him  the  reason  wliy  iliat  picture  had  caused  him  teara; 
Come,  listen,  he  said,  I  will  tell  yon,  lail,  a  story  thnl's  strange  biit  true — 
Your  father  and  I  at  the  school  due  day  met  two  little  girls  iu  blue. 

Refbain. 

Two  little  girls  in  blue,  lad,  two  little  girls  in  bine; 
They  were  sisters,  we  were  brothers,  and  learned  to  love  the  two; 
And  one  little  uirl  in  blue,  lad,  wlio  won  your  father's  heart. 
Became  your  mother;  I  married  the  other,  but  we  have  drifted  apart. 

That  picture  is  one  of  those  girls,  he  said,  and  to  me  she  was  once  a  wife; 
I  ihcMight  her  unfaithful,  we  quarreled,  lad,  and  parted  that  night  for  life; 
My  fancy  of  jealimsy  wronyed  a  heart,  a  heart  tliat  wag  good  and  true. 
For  two  better  girls  never  lived  tliau  they,  those  two  little  girls  in  blue.— ,ff</'. 


I     »  s  »     I 


Nellie  and  May,   Sisters  Were  They. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.     English  copyright  seemed. 
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Words  and  Music  by  John  T.  Kelly.  ',    : 

I  will  tell  to  you  a  story  which  tlie  8hail<;9  of  life  will  show. 
How  oft  it's  caused  a  silent  tear  to  Btiirr;  » 

'Tis  of  two  yoiint;  sisters,  Nell  and  May,  who  parted  long  ago;    • .  \ 
It  tells  another  tale  of  l>rol>eii  heart;  ' 

We  all  our  joy  and  sorrow  have,  onr  future  patlis  lie  ttraiige; 

Nellie's  rich,  a  happy  wife,  poor  J!ay,  oil!  what  a  change! 

Siic  ioveil  unwise,  Hie  ^lory  goef,  at  last  was  led  astray; 

Like  a  withered  rose  she's  fallen  liy  the  way. 
Kellie  and  May,  sisters  were  tliey,  both  from  tlie  same  old  tiome; 
Kellie  was  grand,  wealth  at  command,  May  was  an  outcast,  unknown! 

There  a  slender  form,  a  faded  dress  with  face  of  beauty  still. 
Now  slowly  enters  at  the  mansion  door; 

Where  two  (iiciers  meet,  one  sobs  aloud,  her  pleading  cries  are  shrill 
"Oil,  sister  Nell,  h.ive  pity  I  implore!  " 

My  little  May.  tlie  past  for<;et,  in  dreams  you  now  awake! 

Our  dear  mother  must  not  know,  her  poor  old  heart  would  break; 

She  reels,  then  falls  in  Nellie's  arms;  Qod  sent  iier  sweet  repose; 

She  is  (lead:  alas!  iier  "Book  of  Life  "  I  close. 
Nellie  and  May,  sisU'rs  were  iliey,  both  from  the  same  old  home. 
Nellie  was  grand,  wealth  at  command.  May  was  un  outcast,  unknown! 


Two  Little  Hearts  Made  One. 

Copyright,  1S93,  by  Francis,  D.iy  &  Hunter.    English  copyright  secnred. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Ailhur  West. 


When  a  man's  married  his  trouble  begins. 
Rent,  rales  and  taxes  to  punish  iiis  sins, 
,:;.':    Sometimes,  as  well,  there's  the  equalling  of  twlna, 
When  two  little  iiearts  are  one. 
Single  young  fellows  and  maidens  here  now, 
If  you  are  ansioiis  to  lake  on  ihe  vow, 

■  :  Tben  listen  to  me,  I'll  exiilaiii  lo  you  how 

Two  little  hearts  are  made  one. 

Refrain. 

One  little  "How  are  yon,"  one  little  billet-doux, 

One  Utile  dance,  a  fairy  trance,  then  disappear  from  view; 

One  little  tale  is  told,  one  little  man  is  gone. 

One  little  kiss,  oh,  joy  and  bliss,  and  two  little  hearti  niadfl  on*. 

When  a  man's  bashful  lie's  awfully  shy, 

Fearine,  yet  hoping,  not  daring  to  try; 

Yet,  when  liieyre  married,  we  oft  wonder  why, 

Wiien  two  little  hearts  are  one. 
Men  w  lio  are  liashfiil  are  naught  but  a  bore. 
Maidens  are  coy,  but  that's  quite  right,  I'm  sure; 
You'll  find  she'll  come  out  of  her  shell  more  and  mora. 

When  two  little  hearts  are  QVit.— Refrain. 

When  he  to  win  lier  has  successfully  tried, 

■  '    Wretched  is  lie  if  she's  not  by  his  side, 

'    Till  the  day  comes  when  he  makes  lier  his  bride. 

Then  two  Utile  Ileal  is  are  one. 
'    When  ihey  are  mariird  lie  goes  to  his  club, 
'■    Plays  pool  or  billiards  at  a  favorite  pub, 

Tiie  wife's  all  right  home,  siie  can  rub  and  can  scrub, 

Now  two  lUile  hearta  are  one.— .Se/"ra{». 


* 


—What  is  that  which  is  often  brought  to  table,  always  cut,  but 
never  eaten?  A  pack  of  cards. 


16 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.  40. 


* 


) 


DANCE    ME    ON   YOUR    KNEE. 


ii 


)  Jend  for  Fre«>  Catalotrue  of  Sonsr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Telleii^ 
\  Trick  Books.  Keoit«tl"ii  IJooks,    rcniiy  liiillnds.  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

BookH,  Stump  S|K'f<hes.  IriKh  Si>n({  Hookn,  Coi.k  Books,  Hooka  of  Amiue- 
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When  I  wni  very  young  bow  foud  I  was  of  cliililieh  joys, 
I  loved  to  play  among  the  gii  Is,  but  belter  with  (he  boys; 
It  wus  pussy  in  the  Corner,  tug  and  iueniinie. 
And  when  my  ma  put  me  in  bed  i  would  steal  out  on  tlie  uly. 
I  dured  not  make  the  slightest  noii<e  when  getting  buck  in  bed. 
The  biggest  boy  would  boost  me  in  my  window  overhead; 
I  »oiild  go  to  sleep  and  dream  I  was  u  lady  young  and  gay. 
And  when  my  niu  would  take  me  up  to  tier  1  ust-d  to  suy: 

CHonus. 

Dance  nie  on  your  knee,  motlier,  dance  me  on  your  knee; 
Clasp  your  arms  around  my  waist,  it  won't  liurt  me; 
Hold  me  tiglit,  don't  let  nic  fall,  i  Won't  be  afraid  at  all. 
Dunce  me,  mother,  dance  mc  ou  your  knee. 

But  when  I  wore  long  dresses  first  the  little  boys  I  shook. 

As  my  ideas  developed  the  bigger  one  I  took; 

Instead  of  ciiildish  games  it  wus  parties,  social  balls  and  drives. 

Where'er  I  went  I  had  my  favorite  escort  by  my  side. 

But  wlieii  I  tiro  of  one  young  man  another  soon  I  take. 

For  there's  a  way  of  knowing  how  to  give  (he  lioys  a  quiet  shake; 

And  wlien  1  wi«h  to  call  one  back  a  smile  would  win  the  day — 

I  need  but  look  upon  his  face  and  coaxiugly  this  Buy:— t'horui. 

1  want  to  find  a  lover  that  will  undertake  the  task. 

And  understand  just  what  I  want,  and  never  have  to  ask. 

If  such  can  recominenil  himself  1  pray  don't  backward  be. 

But  be  suie  you're  brave  and  strong  enough  to  dance  me  on  your  knee. 

There's  many  a  wish  a  young  girl  lias  she  don't  like  to  express, 

Tiiere's  many  a  time  we  answer  no  and  heartily  mean  yes; 

I  always  warn  the  fellows  when  we  are  sitting  all  alone. 

Be  sure  don't  rumple  up  my  clothes  and  keep  your  hands  at  home.—  Chorut. 


'  W 


It's  a  Pretty  Old  Gag,  "but  It  Goes. 


Written  by  E.  L.  O'Connor. 


MY    DREAM    OF    LOVE    IS    O'ER. 

Copyright.  1874.  by  M.  O'Reordon. 
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Composed  by  M.  O'Reardon. 


Oh,  we've  parted  from  each  other,  and  our  dream  of  love  is  o'er, 

That  bright  dream  was  too  l)eaiitiful  to  laft; 
And  we'll  meet  as  only  strangers  in  the  future  evermore,   . 

Uur  once  tender  love  is  buried  in  the  past. 
I've  tried  to  hear  the  blow  without  sighs  or  bitter  tears, 

And  tried  to  suiile  when  my  heart  ached  with  pain. 
But  the  burning  tears  would  fall  in  spite  of  all  that  1  could  do 

For  thee,  darling,  whom  I  ne'er  shall  see  again. 

Chorus.        .  . 

My  dream  of  love  is  o'er; 

I  try  to  smile  when  my  heart  aches  with  pain. 
When  the  mem'ry  of  the  past  comes  up  before  me  like  a  dream. 

For  thee,  darling,  whom  I  ne'er  shall  see  again. 

They  say  you  love  another,  and  he's  claimed  you  for  his  bride 

And  yon  iisk  me  to  foruive  tliee  and  forget 
The  vows  we  pledged  together  by  the  rippling  of  the  tide. 

As  I  looked  into  thy  l>eaiiteouB  eyes,  my  pet. 
Ah!  the  heart  is  like  the  tide,  that  flows  and  ebbs  at  will. 

And  I  would  not  cease  to  love  thee,  if  I  could; 
Through  all  the  future  years  I'll  love  thee  dearly,  love  thee  still. 

For  I  could  nut  cease  to  love  thee  if  I  would.— C^Aoru*. 


i: 


ALONE  ON  THE  MIDNIGHT  SEA 


Copyright,  1880,  by  E.  H.  lUidiiig. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Bend  for  Fre«  Cataloifue  of  Sonar  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
Trick  Books.  Kecitntion  Books,   Tenny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books.  Stump  Spe«'dies.  Irish  S  .ntj  IlookM,  C'ook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  \Vt.-l>uian.  VM  &  132  Park  Kow.  New  York. 

How  pleasant  it  is  to  watch  love's  young  dream 

Smile  sweetly  on  two  loving  hearts; 
And,  oh,  how  she  listens  witli  joyous  delight 

To  the  siory  that  Cupid  imparts. 
He'll  call  her  his  sweetness,  his  duck  and  hiadoT«, 

And  such  other  names,  heaven  knows; 
And  swear  he'll  be  good,  as  all  husbands  should. 

Is  a  pretty  old  gag,  but  it  goes. 

Cuonus. 

It's  a  pretty  oUl  gng,  luit  it  goes. 
It's  a  pretty  old  gng,  but  it  goes; 
And  swear  he'll  he  good,  as  all  husi)audi  Bhould, 
la  a  pretty  old  gag,  but  it  goes. 

You  hove  heard  much  of  late  that  the  Chinese  would  go, 

And  tlie  Geary  act  was  the  thing; 
Ton  have  waited  and  waited  lo  learn  how  'twould  work. 

But  1  fear  that  no  hope  it  will  bring. 
'Tis  N.  O.  moluB.xes  to  catch  silly  flies. 

And  make  demagogues.  I  siippoHu; 
Yet  O'Donnell  wnl  shout:  "Fut  the  Chinese  to  work!"— 

Is  a  pretty  old  gag,  but  it  goes. 

Chorus. 

It's  a  pretty  old  gag,  but  it  goes. 
It's  a  pretty  old  gag,  hut  it  goes; 
Yet  O'Donnell  will  slioiit:  "  Put  tiie  Chinese  to  worki  '*— 
la  a  pretty  old  gag,  but  it  goes. 

Yon  go  out  with  the  boys  for  an  evening  of  fun, 
And,  of  course,  leave  your  darling  at  bonie; 

But  to  ea!>e  her  uf  doul)ts  you  will  teil  her  u  friend 
Has  died;  you're  requested  to  come. 

But  when  you  go  home  in  the  morning  at  two. 
With  a  hiad  tucked  under  your  cloilies. 

You  will  say,  at  the  wake  you  liad  just  one  milk  shake- 
Is  a  pretty  old  gag,  but  it  goes. 

Cuouus. 

It's  a  pretty  old  gng,  but  it  goes, 
It's  a  i)reTly  old  gag,  luit  it  goes; 
Yon  will  say.  at  the  waUe  you  had  just  one  milk  shake — 
la  a  pretty  old  gag,  but  it  goea. 

There  are  men  on  the  stage  who  quite  funny  may  seem. 

And  try  very  hard  to  be  gay; 
Who  will  tell  you  a  tale  that  will  cause  yon  to  think 

You  have  heard  tiiat  same  joke  'fore  to-day; 
Alvuit  mother-in-laws,  and  pa|.a"!'  lug  boot, 

And  Mamie's  big  sister's  Ixau; 
Of  the  whiskers  liiat  need  windy  weather— indeed 

Are  pretty  old  gags,  but  tiiey  go. 

CHOUf  8.  , 

Are  pretty  old  L'ags,  bill  liiey  go. 
Are  pretty  old  gags,  l.ui  tiiey  go; 
'  ,     '  Of  the  whiskers  that  need  windy  weather— Indeed 

Are  pretty  old  gags,  but  iliey  go. 
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Words  by  Martin  S.  Blacklock.    Muaic  by  Connolly. 

Alone  on  the  midnight  sea,  scarce  a  breath  In  her  drooping  soil, 

A  ship  ilirnugh  the  silence  clnics  like  a  gliost  in  the  moonlight  pale; 

And  a  solitary  seaman  treads  her  deck  with  foreliead  bale. 

For  the  Solemn  gianileiir  of  the  sceiie  hath  moved  his  aoiil  to  prayer; 

Then  he  wipes  a  teardn-p  from  his  cheek,  Iho'  brave  as  man  can  be," 

As  he  thinlis  of  all  the  loved  and  lost,  alone  on  the  midnight  sea; 

As  he  thinks  of  ail  the  loved  and  lost,  alone  on  the  midnight  eea. 

Alone  on  the  midnight  sea,  as  he  loolcs  on  the  sky  so  fair, 

lie  tliinks  of  his  cliildhood's  home,  of  his  sire  with  the  silv'ry  hair; 

Of  a  gentle  sister,  true  till  death,  that  shared  his  ev'ry  joy. 

Of  his  mnilier  dear  whose  latest  breath  had  blessed  her  sailor  boy; 

Then  his  fancy  leaves  the  faded  past,  for  dreams  of  bliss  to  bo, 

With  tlie  blooming  girl  that  sighs  for  him,  alone  on  the  midnight  sea; 

With  the  blooming  girl  that  sighs  for  him,  alone  ou  the  miduigUi  aca! 
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OLD    FRIENDS    FOR    THE    NEW. 


Copyright,  1877,  by  H.  T.  MarUn. 
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There's  many  a  song  with  many  a  motto, 

Eacli  containing  good  advice; 
Obey  their  tencliiiiL's,  loo,  we  oticht  to, 

Thongli  great  temptations  lis  entice. 
To  sing  a  new  song  I'll  endeavor. 

And  one,  I  hope,  will  please  a  few: 
Alake  all  the  friends  you  can,  but  never 

Give  up  the  old  frieuda  for  the  new. 

CUORUS. 

Then  listen  to  the  motto  that  I  give  yon. 

You'll  And  a  good  one  it  will  prove  and  true: 
Make  all  tlie  friends  you  can,  always  lend  a  helping  hand. 

But  don't  give  up  the  old  fiiends  for  the  new. 

You  may  he  poor  in  life's  beginning,  . 

A  man  you  meet  just  like  yourself; 
His  friendship  yon  eiicceed  in  winning,    . 

lie  helps  you  on  Ihe  road  to  wealth. 
And  w  hen  you've  won  it  do  not  aever 

The  ties  that  bind  lilm  still  to  you; 
He  help&l  you  111  your  need,  so  never 

Give  up  tlie  old  friends  for  Ihe  Dcw.—CAoriM. 

To  thoae  who  may  l>e  mairied 

A  word  or  ttvo  I  have  to  Bay; 
By  fairer  faces  he  not  Carried 

Completely  off.  and  led  astray.  ' 

In  tills  age  of  quick  divorces 

Hen  love  tlieir  wives  a  year  or  two, 
Then  wander  into  otiier  courses — 

Give  up  liic  old  wife  for  the  new.- C^orw. 


^■■Mll' 


Mrs.  Portly  Pompous:  "Do  you  understand  how  to  cook 
properly?"  Bridget:  "  Indade,  mum,  I  do.  The  perlaceman 
who  used  to  call  on  me  In  me  last  place  was  a  regular  epicac." 
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Of  all  the  Incklees  chape  alive  I  lliink  I  take  tlic  palm, 

For  where  tt  dozen  would  escape  I  surely  come  to  harm. 

For  iDBiaiice  us  1  cliunccd  to  roiiin,  a  maiden  fair  I  met 

Wlio  asked  me,  would  I  see  her  liome?  What  happened  I  forget. 

Chorus. 

But  I  wish  T  hadn't  done  it,  so  I  do; 

I  bad  notliing  left  next  nioniiiig  but  one  shoe. 

The  rest  had  taken  flit;bt  in  the  etillnesa  of  the  night; 

I  wish  I  hadn't  done  it,  so  I  do. 

Last  Snturdiiy  I  drew  my  pay  and  went  npon  a  spree, 

Iiiviiiiig  sevcriil  men  I  met  to  go  along  wiiJi  me: 

We  saw  iiie  si»;his  in  every  phuze,  drunk  every  drink  that's  known. 

From  beer  ou  draught  to  chaiupa<;ue  maze,  and  driulu  of  like  renown. 

Chorus. 

But  I  wish  I  hadn't  done  it,  so  I  do. 

For  my  head  a  dozen  sizi'S  larger  grew; 

To  ray  eyes  stratige  sit;ht8  abound,  in  my  ears  Strange  noises  Bonnd; 

I  wish  1  hadn't  done  it,  so  1  do. 

I  went  to  see  a  base-ball  game  (I'm  very  fond  of  sports). 

But  as  the  game  was  very  tiiinu  I  soon  grew  out  or  sorts. 

"Ili,  fellers,  play  ijood  ball!  "  yelleil  I,  "yonr  pitcher  is  a  Jay." 

Then  at  me  ail  tuat  crowd  did  cry,  "Go,  pitch  yourself  I "  cried  they. 

Chorus. 

But  I  wish  I  hadn't  done  it,  so  I  do; 
I  wished  l)ase  hall  in  (i^lory)  ere  tliat  gnme  was  through, 
I  hud  to  dodge  and  ]>raiice,  tlieu  they  called  an  ambulance. 
I  wish  1  hadn't  duue  it,  so  I  do. 

Of  politics  I'm  very  fond,  in  fact  a  leading  crack; 

So  thoii^'ht  lis  senator  to  etand  ut  tlie  polls  I'd  take  a  whack. 

I  e|H:nt  all  money  tliat  I  hud,  my  wife  s  and  children's,  too. 

Upon  iho  chaps  who'd  pat  my  back  and  said  *'  We'll  pull  yoa  through." 

CuoRUs. 

But  T  wish  I  hadn't  done  it,  so  I  do, 
Tiiough,  trutii  to  tell,  iho»e  chiips  did  pull  me  through: 
But  the  ballot  box  was  broke,  au  was  I,  uud  that's  no  joke. 
I  wish  I  hadn't  done  it,  BO  1  do. 

I  try  to  do  the  best  I  can  to  help  my  friends  along. 

To  lend  u  bund  I  iiappy  um,  I'd  do  no  one  a  wrone; 

Lwst  month  a  fellow  cunie  to  me  wliooe  future  looked  so  dim 

That,  of  the  pain  his  mind  to  free,  I  indorsed  some  notes  for  blm. 

Chorus. 

But  I  wish  I  hadn't  done  it,  so  I  do; 
He  skipped,  1  have  to  meet  the  notes  when  dne; 
My  heart  is  full  of  woe,  I'm  mortgaged  head  to  toe. 
I  wish  1  hadn't  done  it,  so  1  do. 


I'll  Say  Farewell  Before  We  Part. 


Copyiluht,  1893,  by  J.  J.  Goodwin. 
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PUT    MY  LITTLE    SHOES  AWAY. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

OentSi  or  this  and  aiiy  two  other  SunKs  for  One  Dollar,  l.y  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  130  AW 

Flark  Kow,  Mew  York.    Poatage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  aU  our  goods. 

Mother  dear,  come,  bathe  my  forehead,  for  I'm  growing  very  weak; 
Mother,  let  one  drop  of  water  fall  upon  my  burning  cheek. 
'I'ell  my  loving  litile  schoolmates  thut  I  never  more  will  play; 
Give  them  all  my  toys,  but,  mother,  put  my  little  shoes  away. 

Chorus. 
I  am  going  to  leave  yon,  mother. 

So  remember  what  I  say: 
Oh,  do  it,  won't  you?  please,  mother. 

Put  my  little  shoes  away. 

Santa  Clans  he  gave  them  to  me,  with  a  lot  of  other  things. 

And  I  think  he  brought  an  angel  with  a  pair  of  golden  wings. 

Mother,  I  will  he  an  angel  by,  |>erhap8,  another  day; 

So  you  will  then,  dearest  mother,  put  my  little  shoes  away.— CAoria. 

Soon  the  baby  will  be  larger,  then  they'll  fit  his  little  feet: 

Oh,  he'll  look  BO  nice  anu  cunning  when  lie  walks  along  the  street. 

Now  I'm  getting  tired,  mother,  soon  I'll  suy  to  all  good-day; 

Please  remember  what  I  tell  you— put  my  little  shoes  Aw^y.—  Chonu. 


KITTY    O'SHEA. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  Frank  Harding. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Composed  by  Wm.  Loralne. 

Do  you  think  of  me,  Kitty,  sweet  Kitty  O'Shea, 

And  Ihe  pnmiise  you  ".'ave  me  when  you  went  awayf 

Sin-e,  you  told  me  you  loved  me  and  that  you'd  be  true,  ''  ■ 

Siiid  you  think  of  me,  durling,  and  I  will  of  you. 

Oh,  I  long  once  a<.'ain  your  sweet  voice  to  hear, 

Kone  other  hath  music  like  yours  to  mine  ear; 

Oh,  tell  me,  oh,  tell  me,  while  you're  far  awiiy — 

Do  you  think  of  me,  Kitty,  sweet  Kitty  O'Sheaf 

Refrain. 
Oh,  her  fiirnre  is  neat,  she  is  little  and  sweet, 
Like  a  bird  she's  heard  sinking  all  day. 

And  her  eyes  are  as  bine  lis  her  dear  heart  Is  true; 
Do  you  think  of  me,  Kitty  O'Sheaf 

Do  yon  think  of  me,  Kitty,  sweet  Kitty  O'Shea, 

And  the  evenings  togetlier  we  spent,  light  and  gay. 

When  we  eat  'round  the  fire,  very  cozy  and  bright. 

And  I  told  you  the  story  that  made  my  heart  light? 

I  came  not  to  woo  tliee  with  title  or  fame, 

I  had  naught  but  my  love  and  plain,  honest  name; 

Oh,  tell  me,  oh,  tell  me,  while  you're  fur  away— 

Do  you  think  of  me,  Kitty,  sweet  Kitty  O'She&i— Strain. 


Words  and  Music  by  J.  Joseph  Qoodwla. 
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I  loved  yon  once,  my  love  was  true. 

And  I  udmit  with  grief  and  shame 
That  I  have  humbly  knelt  to  you 

And  offered  np  my  love  and  name. 
You've  broke  the  vows  yon  made  to  me. 

For  evermore  apart  we'll  dwell : 
You've  proved  me  true,  how  could  It  b^— 

I'll  bid  thee  now  a  lust  farewell. 

Chorus. 

Farewell,  forget  your  honest  lover, 

*       Again  I'll  never  hreaihe  thy  name; 

Farewell,  our  hup|)y  days  are  over, 

We'll  never,  uever.meet  again. 

Oh,  wonld  that  all  whom  you  deceive 

As  bitterly  would  hate  as  I; 
Oh,  would  that  all  wliom  you  believe 

Would  niuke  you  worry,  weep  and  sigh.       . 
True  love's  bright  flame  you  never  knew,     ■. 

You've  only  toyetl  with  Cupid's  dart; 
But  thongh  I  have  loved  none  but  }0U, 

I'll  say  farewell  i>ef ore  we  part.-  C'horu$, 

For  these  gray  hairs  yon  are  to  blame. 

This  wrinkled  brow  and  hauirurd  face; 
Your  nctions  cniised  me  hitter  pain. 

You've  bi'ouuht  me  sorrow  and  <Iisgrace. 
I'm  thankful  now  you're  not  my  wife, 

I'll  try  to  heal  a  broken  bean; 
You've  pnwed  me  true,  you've  wrecked  my  life 

I'll  »ay  farewell  before  we  part. —  CfiOi-u*. 


THE    GIRLS    AND    THE    BOYS. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Felix  HcOlennon. 
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Say,  boys!  don't  you  think  the  girls 

Nice  enouuh  for  anythini;,  nice  enoagh  for  anythingf 
Say,  boysl  d«m't  you  think  their  curls  •     •   - 

Nice  enough  for  anything? 
And  their  lips,  liUe  honey  sips. 

Or  rosebuds  bat h'd  in  dew. 
Wailing  to  be  kissed:  how  can  yon  resist? 

Now  don't  you  think  they're  fur  too  good  for  you? 

Chorus. 
Oh,  the  girls,  oh,  the  girls;  and  the  boys,  yes,  the  boys; 

You  will  find  them  together  in  all  sorts  of  weather. 
They  go  kiss,  kiss,  yes,  iliey  go  kiss,  kis*. 

And  they  squeeze,  and  they  spoon,  and  they  sigh— oh,  what  Joysl 
For  the  boys  are  iu  love  with  the  deiir  little  girls. 

And  the  girls  are  iu  love  with  the  boys.  — 

Sav^gii  Is!  don't  you  think  the  boys 
Nice  enough  for  anything,  nice  enough  for  anTtbiQf  f 
■/      ~      Say.  piiis!  ain't  they  pretty  toys,  .    .  .      "   - 

Nice  enough  for  anything? 
Lois  of  cash,  bis;  iniistuche. 

To  wliich  our  li])S  are  pressed; 
Arms  nronnd  us  cast, 'tis  too  sweet  to  Inst, 
,  Oh,  don't  we  ladies  like  to  be  caressed.— CA«rM#. 

Say,  boys!  don't  yon  think  you  are  ,•'■■'': 

Far  too  slow  for  anything,  far  too  slow  for  anything?  ;  i' 

Say,  boys!  ain't  each  pretty  dear 

Ready  to  do  anything? 
Single  boys,  taste  the  joys 

That  marri.tge  always  brings;  '  "    '        ~'   - 

For  the  parson  search,  tjike  yonr  girls  to  church. 

And  ou  their  fingers  place  the  wedding  rings.— CAoTM. 
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Written  and  Cumpotcd  by  Harry  Dacre.    Arianfced  by  Q.  M.  Rosenberg. 

One  night  I  dropped  Into  a  club  where  oft  I  make  a  call, 

So  huuK  my  braud-iiew  lopcoat  on  tlic  coutnick  in  the  lutll; 

I  stayed  quite  lute,  then  tliought  I'd  t:o  etiaight  liuinc  and  right  to  bed. 

But  BomeUody  had  sneaked  my  cual  and  left  me  his  iualcad. 

Chorus. 
It  doesn't  belon^r  to  me,  I  don't  know  that*  abont  it, 
..  Tickled  to  death  I'd  l)e  if  1  couUl  get  witliout  it; 
If  there  is  half  a  chance,  you  can  guiiranlee 
I'll  pass  it  off  on  somebody  else— it  doesn't  belong  to  tne. 

•  (Singer  snaps  hisfltif/ers.) 

The  inside  pocket  "  took  the  cake,"  'twas  full  of  stale  bread  crumbs, 
And  theu  tliere  was  an  nld  clay  pipe,  the  "buniniiest"  of  the  bums; 
Another  pocket  l)r<)nght  to  light  a  faded  piece  (if  silk, 
Aud  a  bottle  with  a  tube  inside  for  giving  babies  raiik.— CAo;  u«. 

At  first  I  felt  inclined  to  cry,  I  searched  and  searched  until 

I  found  a  secret  pocket  aud  a  huijdre(l-dol>ar  bill; 

I  went  to  drink  the  owner's  health  and  spend  some  of  the  tin. 

But  the  greenback  was  a  counterfeit  aud  eo  they  run  uie  \q.— Chorus. 

When  safe  inside  the  p'lice  station,  they  In  the  lining  found 
A  lot  of  stuff  called  dynamite,  it  nearly  weighed  ii  pound; 
They  said  1  was  a  Feuian,  refused  to  take  my  I'nii, 
The  judge  was  dead  aguiusi  me  aud  I  g<'t  six  muiiihs  in  jail. 
Spoken— As  soon  as  I  got  out  a  beautiful  girl  with  a  l)eiiutiful  bohy  in  her 
arms  met  me  at  the  gate.     "Oh,  Robert,   my  ouu  darling  Kohert!  "  she  cried, 
"you  have  coine  out  at  lust."     'I'lieii  she  Initnleil  me  the  child  and  asked  liie  if 
I  didn't  recognize  it.    Recognize  it,  why  shoulti  If   While  I  was  examining  iliu 
Btravvlterry-mark  on   its   funiiyhone   she  sinhlenly  vanished,   aud   now   I  am 
guardian  of  a  braud-uew  kid,  although  I  assure  you: — Chorus. 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Dave  Marlon. 


Talk  about  eyes  just  like  diamonds, 
\  Or  of  a  flue  head  of  hair; 

A  flgnie  that  could  rival  Venns, 

And  cheeUs  like  ihe  roses  so  fair. 
Her  manner  and  ways  were  so  winning, 

I  wish  all  her  charms  you  could  see; 
There  ne'er  was  a  girl  half  so  pretty 

As  sweet  little  Molly  McGec. 

Chorus. 
Of  all  the  girls  Hiere's  hut  one  for  me,  and  that  girl  is  Molly  McOm; 
When  she's  becide  me  it  fills  my  heart  with  glee. 
To  marry  me  she  g.ive  her  consent,  aiid  I  know  slie'll  not  repent; 
In  a  short  lime  I  will  call  her  miue,  sweet  Molly  McGee. 

The  wedding  bells  soon  will  be  ringing, 

When  I'll  be  in  perfect  bliss; 
No  Bhadovv  shall  darken  (iiir  patliway, 

'I'he  bargain  I'll  senl  with  a  ki»s. 
Our  bouse  will  be  cozy  and  pleasant, 
.  A  happy  young  couple  we'll  be; 
My  life  will  lie  suni<hiiie  and  roses, 

With  sweet  little  Molly  McGee.— 6'Aoru#. 


A  little  Ind  of  ten  or  so  i^at  at  his  tcacher'a  knee, 

A  gray-haired  man  of  sixty  years  or  more; 
A  pretty  pictiiie  iliiis  tln-y  made— old  age  and  youth,  you  see; 

They  Bat  and  talked  life's  piospects  o'er  and  o'er. 
Tlie  little  fellow,  full  <if  youth's  anihiiiun,  said  with  glee: 

"  1  mean  to  be  a  rich  man  ere  I  die; 
Uow  is  It  you're  not  wealtliy  when  you've  lived  BO  long?"  aakcd  h«; 

To  which  th«  old  man  gave  him  this  reply: 

Ciioitus. 

"  I'm  an  old  man  now.  my  one  crime  I  wns  honest, 
While  others  took  advanluge,  growing  richer  day  by  day; 

Now  to  mainiain  home  and  wife  is  a  stiug^le  aud  a  Strife, 
But  I'd  live  life  over  iu  the  same  old  way." 

With  hesitating  manner  now  a  stranger  soon  draws  near. 

The  teacher  with  the  Imy  (•till  at  Ins  knee. 
And  answers  to  the  question  ni'keil,  "What  may  your  wisheB  be?  " 

"A  chance  to  earn  a  living,  if  you  please." 
The  teacher  slowly  shakes  his  head  in  sad  perplexity, 

The  hoy  iiu|iulfive  grai>pH  his  hand  and  cries: 
"I'll  get  him  work  in  father's  mill,  hut  how  came  he  ao  poor?" 

The  stranger  hears  the  question  and  replies; 

CUOKUB. 

"I'm  a  poor  man  now,  perhaps  I  gave  loo  freely; 

My  purse  was  ever  ojhh,  I  turned  no  hand  away. 
Now  with  sneers  aud  scarce  a  liow,  tll(l^e  I've  heljied  they  shuu  me  uow, 

But  I'd  live  life  over  lu  the  same  old  way.'' 

In  time  the  lad  grew  np  to  be  his  father's  pride  and  heir; 

His  Bcliooling  n'er,  lie  took  ciiarLU  of  the  mill. 
'Twas  tlieie  he  flist  saw  Nellie  Lee's  blue  e^es  and  golden  hair; 

lie  wooed  and  wed  deM|iite  the  father's  will. 
The  l.ittir  vowed  he'd  ne'er  «<'kiiowleilge  him  his  son  again. 

And  ca!<t  him  off  to  earn  his  daily  blend. 
Once  meeting  iiiiii  the  teacher  asked,  "llaB  riches  comu  as  yet?" 

The  young  man  sighed  aud  bluwiy  shuoii  his  liead: 

ClIORt'B. 

"I'm  an  outcast  now,  it  nil<.'ht  have  been  far  diff'rent; 

To  cast  aside  such  luospects  wax  foolish,  so  they  say; 
But  I'll  trust  in  IIiMi  niiove,  and  I'll  Work  for  her  I  love, 

Aud  I'd  live  life  over  iu  the  same  old  way. 


^1 


SWEET    SUNNY    SOUTH. 
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Words  by  Sir  Philip  Sidney.    Composed  by  LucUe  TunlsoD. 


My  true-love  hath  my  heart  and  I  have  his. 
By  just  exchange  one  to  the  other  giv'n; 
I  hold  his  tiear  and  mine  lie  cannot  miss, 
There  never  was  a  better  bargain  driv'n  than  this. 
My  true-love  hath  my  heart  and  I  have  his. 
My  true-love  hath  my  heart  and  I  have  his; 
liis  heart  iu  me  keeps  him  ai<d  me  in  one. 

My  heart  in  him  his  tlioughts  and  senses  guides; 
He  loves  my  heart,  for  once  it  wiw  his  own, 

I  cberisU  his,  liecauee  in  iiie  it  bides. 


— What  relation  is  your  uncle's  brother  to  you,  who  is  not  your 
uncle?  Your  father. 
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Take  mc  home  to  Ihc  place  w  here  I  first  saw  the  light, 

To  the  sweet  Minnv  South;  take  ine  home, 
Wheie  the  inockimr-liiid  (•iing  iiie  to  rest  ev'ry  night — 

Ah,  why  WHS  I  tenijited  to  roam? 
I  think  Willi  lenret  of  Ihe  dear  home  I  left, 

Of  the  warm  hearts  that  sheltered  me  then; 
Of  (lie  wife  and  itie  dear  ones  <if  whom  I'm  bereft, 

Aud  I  sigh  for  tlie  old  place  ai:aiu. 

Cuonus. 
ilace  where  my  little  ones  sleep, 

«>il  noMi*  Uv  • 


Take  me  home  to  the  jilace  where  ] 
Poor  MiiH.'a  lies  lMiri<-il  ci<i»<;  by; 

O'er  the  graves  of  the  loved  ones  1 
Aud  among  them  to  rest  when  I 


long  to  weep 

die. 


Take  mc  home  to  the  place  where  the  orange-trees  grow. 

To  my  cot  in  the  ever-green  shade. 
Where  the  flowers  on  the  river's  green  margin  may  blow 

Their  sweets  on  the  banks  where  we  played. 
The  path  to  our  cottage,  they  say,  has  grown  greeu. 

And  the  place  \*  quite  lonely  nroiind; 
And  I  know  that  the  smiles  and  tne  forms  I  have  seen 

Now  lie  iu  the  darlc  mossy  ground. 

CHOUL'S. 

Take  mn  home  to  I  lie  place  where  the  little  ones  sleep. 

Poor  Massa  lies  buried  close  by: 
O'er  the  graves  of  the  ioved  ones  I  long  to  weep 

Aud  among  them  to  rest  whcu  1  die. 

Take  mc  home— let  me  sec  what  is  left  that  I  knew; 

Can  it  be  that  the  old  house  is  gone? 
The  ilear  friends  of  my  childhood,  iudeed,  must  bo  few, 

And  I  must  lament  nil  alone. 
But  yet,  I'll  reiiii  n  to  the  jilacc  of  my  birlh, 

Where  my  children  have  played  at  the  door; 
Where  they  pulled  the  white  blo!<t<oms  that  garnished  the  earth, 

Which  will  echo  their  footsteps  no  more. 

CuoniJB. 
Take  me  home  to  the  place  where  the  little  ones  Bleep, 

Poor  Massa  lies  buried  close  by; 
O'er  the  graves  of  the  loved  ones  I  long  to  weep, 

For  the  old  place  a^aiii  do  I  sigh. 
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THY    LAND'S    MY    LAND. 


By  TUoiu  F.  Moiiagbau. 
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Tliey  ucre  dtnndinff  cliiniiinj;  'uealh  the  electric  light, 

'Twaa  the  eainc  old  lale; 
Tliey  were  botli  coiigiiuipiive  iu  cross-ej-ed  light, 

"I'wiis  llie  same  old  liile: 
They  were  two  youni;  diulelels  on  a  uew  yeara  day, 

'J'liey  hiid  gimU'il  out  to  cail. 
And  now  iliey  were  eiii):iMi;  ill  n  drunkcu  waji 

And  this  is  what  they'd  loudly  bawl: 

CUORUS. 

Tliy  land's  my  land: 

I'fcar  we'll  be  font  (o  the  island, 
'Way  down  ihe  bay  for  leii  or  twenty  days; 

But  if  yon  co  I  tin,  we'll  si-c  the  bi<:  fair  at  CbicagO| 
Yon  <U-ar  111  He  rot;it!  liere  coiueo  au  old  bogie, 

I  feur  he  will  send  us  there. 

There's  a  fly  cop  listerins  to  the  words  they  said, 

'Twas  the  same  old  lale; 
It  was  like  the  urow  ler  that  be  had  up  to  his  bead. 

It  wa!«  olil  mid  ct.'ile: 
So  he  said  ti  fiver  from  you  yos  or  no. 

And  their  lieiirts  l>e<ran  to  quail; 
They  siihl  they'd  fjivo  hint  twenty  if  he'd  let  them  go, 

And  this  is  how  he  gave  theiu  bail. 

CuORUS. 

Thy  hand,  my  h.ind. 

You  oiiylit  to  he  cent  to  the  islnnd; 
For  I'm  ill  connnand  of  this  precinct  fine  and  prsnd; 

But  if  you'll  ^'o,  why,  go,  ere  ilie  bii;  fair  in  Chicago, 
Just  give  nie  your  twenty  as  you  seL-m  to  liave  plenty, 

1  guess  1  will  let  you  go. 


l^- 


ROCK    ME    TO    SLEEP,    MOTHER. 
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Bnckwaril,  tniii  Imckuaid,  oh  time,  in  your  flight, 
M'liie  me  a  child  ti>:aiii.  jnr-t  for  ti>-ni<;lit: 
Mother,  come  biicic  from  tlie  eclioles'S  sliore. 
Take  ine  iigain  to  your  lieiirt  lis  of  yore;  •     ■ 

KifS  from  my  foreln'ad  the  furrows  of  care. 
Smooth  llie  lew  silver  thre;id»  out  of  niy  liair; 
Over  my  slumber  your  loving  watch  keep. 
Sock  lue  to  sleep,  mother,  ruck  me  lo  sleep. 

Ciioiius. 

'  .  .     •     ■■      Clasped  to  your  heart  in  a  lovins:  embrace, 

Willi  your  light  lashi  8  jiiijt  uweepinjj  my  face. 

Never  hereafier  to  wiike  or  to  weep. 

Bock  me  to  bleep,  mother,  rock  me  to  sleep. 

Backward,  flow  l>!icUward,  oh  tide  of  the  yeara; 
I  am  so  weary  of  toil  and  of  tears — 
'J'oil  without  recompeiiee,  tearx  all  in  vain, 
•  •  .      Take  them,  and  give  me  my  cliildhood  again.  - 

I  liave  grown  weaty  of  dust  and  decay. 

Weary  of  flinging  my  8oul-we;ilili  away,  .    . 

Weary  of  sowing  for  others  to  reap — 
Rock  me  to  sleep,  niotliei,  rock  lue  to  sleep.— CAortW. 

Tired  of  the  hollow,  the  base,  the  nnlTue, 

Mother,  oil,  mother,  my  heart  calls  for  yon. 

Many  a  siimniir  the  grass  lias  grown  green, 

Blosxomcd  and  taded,  our  faces  between; 

Yet  with  strong  yearnings  and  pafsionaie  pain 

Long  I  to-nii:lit  for  your  piCf^eiice  again. 

Come  from  the  silence  so  long  ami  so  ileep —  .    " 

Rock  me  to  sleep,  mutlier,  ruck  mc  to  sleep. — Ohorut, 

Over  my  heart,  in  the  days  tliat  are  flown, 
..  No  love  like  mother-love  ever  lias  hhoue; 

No  other  wort-hip  ahldes  or  endures, 
Faitlifiil,  iincelfitih,  ami  paiient  like  yours. 
None  like  u  moi  her  can  charm  aw;iy  ]iaiii 
From  the  sick  soul,  and  tlie  worid-weary  brain; 
Sliitiiher'8  soft  Culm  o'er  my  heavy  lids  creep —  ' 

Itock  me  to  sleep,  moi  her,  rock  iiic  to  sleep.— CAoru#.        ,'  ^ 

Motlier,  dear  mother,  the  years  have  been  long 
Since  I  have  slept  to  your  liiiiaby  gong; 
Sing  then,  and  unto  my  soul  it  uhall  seem 
Womanhood's  years  liave  lieeii  only  a  dream, 
Clasped  to  your  he.-irt  in  a  loving  embrace, 
Wiih  your  liglit  iaehes  just  sweeping  my  face, 
■     Never,  liereafter,  to  wake  or  to  weep— 

Rock  me  to  elee]>,  mother,  rock  me  to  sleep.— Chontt. 


^  »  » 


—A  Long  Sentence. — "I  s.ay,  Bill,"  said  one  summer  philos- 
opher to  another,  as  tliey  lay  beneath  a  spieading  tree,  "did  yer 
ever  turriyer  attention  to  literutoor  any?"  "I  sboud  say  so." 
"  What'stue  lonjrest  sentence  you  ever  run  across?  "  "  Ten  years," 
was  the  unhesitating  reply. —  Wathington  Post. 
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Words  and  Music  by  George  Bmce  aud  Felix  McQlennon. 


In  a  little  country  village 

Lived  a  farmer  .-ind  liis  wife. 
She  was  young  and  rieh  wiih  i>eauty. 

Sunshine  of  tier  Iiusl)anir8  life; 
But  tlie  snake  crept  in  Ids  Eden, 

In  the  guise  of  irusied  friend. 
And  the  dreams  fond  love  hud  cherished. 

Came  tliey  to  a  fatal  end. 
One  night,  when  he  re.-iched  liis  homestead. 

His  fond  heart  was  turned  to  stune — 
She.  tlie  wife  he  loved  so  dearly. 

With  Lis  dearest  friend  had  flowu. 

Chorus. 

She  left  the  man  wlio  loved  her  for  another, 
Slie  who  w  as  the  sunshine  of  his  life; 

Der  vows  of  faith  and  duty  slie'd  forgotten. 
Broke  the  link  that  made  them  man  aud  wlf«. 


In  a  handsome  furnished  chamber  • 

Stand  betrayer  and  betrayed; 
He  is  scornful,  she  is  pleading: 

All,  what  Imvoc  time  has  made! 
She  is  w  hite-faceil,  treinblin«.',  hopeleai^ 

And  she  feelf  (iifhoiior's  shame; 
F<ir  tlKMimn  who  stands  before  her  •   ' 

She  has  ruined  a  hiishand's  name. 
He,  grow-n  weary  of  his  victim. 

Says,  "  'Ti!<  belter  we  should  part." 
Id  his  soul  there  is  no  pity 

For  her  crushed  and  breaking  heart.—  Chorus. 


Id  the  streets  of  a  great  city 

One  cold,  biiter  winter's  night 
On  a  (ioor-ptep  lii-s  a  woman, 

'Round  her  fall  the  snow-flakes  white; 
By  her  side  a  man  is  kneeling, 

"  Mary,"  is  his  biiter  cry, 
"You  for  monilis  I  have  been  seeking. 

Now  I've  found  you,  do  not  die." 
Hear  her  plea>iiiig  for  for<:ivencBs 

As  lie  clasps  her  to  Ids  hreast; 
Just  one  ki^s,  one  niiiniiiired  "good  bye!" 

Aud  her  suul  iu  death  finds  rest.— C'Aoru«. 


MY    QUEEN. 

International  copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Harding. 

1  All  rights  reserved. 

The  Words  and  MnMc  of  tliis  Sontr  will  \>e  sent  to  any  addr<>ss,  post-paid,  on  r«eelpt  of  40 

cents;  or  tliisaiid  any  t«o  oth.r  Sonus  for  One  Dollar,  l>v  Henry  J.  Wehman,  190 &lSt 

Fork  Kow,  Sew  Voik.    Postage  Stamps  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Henry  Morey. 


Pray  listen  while  I  sing  to  yon  of  one  I  love  right  well; 

She  is  the  idol  of  my  iieart,  her  name  I  must  not  tell. 

1  met  her  at  the  park  one  day.  her  age  is  sw-eet  sixteen; 

She  is  so  fair,  so  wondrous  fair,  I've  christened  her  My  Qneen. 

And  I  love  lier  dearly,  too,  wiili  all  my  lie.-irt  so  strong  aud  true. 

She  is  the  8"eeie»t,  dejiri-st  of  all  the  girls, 

Slie'w  more  to  me  than  silver  or  gold  or  pearls, 
Yum,  yiim,  yum,  yum. 

Oh,  yes,  we'll  many  when  she  is  seventeen. 

For  Annie  Rooney  or  Mary  Green 

Can't  for  a  moment  touch  My  Queeu. 

She  lives  some  distance  out  of  town,  the  walk  I  do  not  mind; 
For  oh,  slie  is  tne  dearest  girl  that  ever  I  shall  find. 
She  always  meets  me  at  the  fate  with  words  of  welcome  sweet; 
You  may  dei»en«l  I'm  never  late  this  dnrliiiu  girl  to  greet. 

And  slie  loves  me  dearly,  too,  w  itii  all  her  Iieart  so  BtroDg  and  true. 

She  is  the  8weetei<t.  dearest  of  all  the  girls. 
She's  more  to  nie  ihan  silver  or  gold  or  pearls. 

Yum,  ytini,  yum,  yum. 
Oh,  yes,  we'll  marry  when  she  is  seventeen. 
For  .^nnie  Rooney  or  airy  Miss  Green  ; 

Cau't  hold  a  caudle  to  My  Queeu. 

And  now  I'll  leave  yon  all  to  gness  who  this  fair  maid  may  be. 
Which  you'll  not  do,  I  think,  unless  yon've  had  a  chance  to  see; 
But  if  you  really  wish  to  know  the  subject  of  my  song 
Just  call  on  me  some  ev'ning  soon  and  bring  your  friends  along. 
Aud  I'll  tell  you  once  again,  and  iu  this  truest,  best  refrain: 

Slie  is  the  sweetest,  dearest  of  all  the  girls, 

She's  more  to  me  than  silver  or  gold  or  pearls, 
Yum,  yum,  yum,  yum. 

Oh,  yes,  we'll  marry  when  she  is  seventeen. 

For  Annie  Roouey  or  fairy  Miss  Greca 

Never  were  '"iu  it"  with  My  Queeu. 
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Memories  of  the  Old  Homestead. 

Copyricht,  1893,  by  Fi-ank   Harding.      Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rlKbts  reserved. 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  tills  Snnpr  will  be  sent  to  nnv  aJdrem,  post-paid,  on  recf  lot  of  40 

oenta;  or  Clilsaiid  any  t%%'0  otliir  S^iics  f'>r  Ono  Dollar.  I>.v  lltiiry.T.  \V>-hinan.  130  &U3 

fftrk  How,  >iew  York.    PustaKe  Stamps  takuii  suiiie  aa  cash  for  all  our  gooda. 


Written  and  Cotnpoaad  by  Anthony  J.  Gray. 


I  sU  to-night  in  silent  tlionglit  and  tliink  of  days  gone  bv, 
I  can  picture  our  old  liouiestuad  as  it  etood  'mid  fields  of  rye; 
A  brother  iin<i  a  sister  dear,  n  father  old  and  gray. 
Sweet  mem'ry  briugs  me  buclt  to  >vheu  1  heard  my  mother  say: 

Chorus. 

Good  night,  good  uight,  sleep  well,  my  darling, 

Mother  will  watch  and  pray  that  no  harm  befall  thee; 

Qooil  night,  good  night,  Bleei>  well,  my  treasure, 

Good  uiglit,  baby  darling,  good  night. 
Good  night,  sleep  Well,  sweet  one. 

Though  far  away  *mid  strangers  now  In  foreign  lands  I  roam, 
I  have  still  the  recollection  of  my  boyhooil'H  happy  lionie; 
The  lesoons  that  poor  father  taught  when  done  with  childisli  piny. 
When  tired  out  my  mother  she  iu  ucceuta  soft  would  iay :— Chorus. 

The  village  charch  where  oft  I've  walked  upon  a  Sabbath  morn. 

And  listened  to  those  joyouM  bells  that  echoed  thro'  Ihu  corn; 

And  in  the  still  of  eventide  to  G<>d  above  I  bow. 

And  listened  to  my  mother's  words,  methiuks  1  bear  thcmjnow.— CAorf/«. 


LOVE    COMES    BUT    ONCE. 

Copyrlsbt,  1893,  by   Frank  Hanlint;.      Entered  at  Stattouert'  Hall,  London. 

All  rlbbta  reserred. 


What  We  Say  and  What  We  Mean. 

Copyriffht,  1893,  by  Frank  HardiiiK.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Zte  Words  and  Musio  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  ofM 

oenta:  or  thlsandany  twooth^-rSonea  forOim  Dollai,  l>y  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130AUS 

Flhrk  Row,  New  York.    Fostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Dacre. 


We're  full  of  artfulness  and  guile  in  what  we  sny. 

We  tell  a  lie  with  childlike  smile  iu  what  we  »ay ; 

When  hurrjiug  to  biz  down-towu  we  meet  that  sponger  Mister  Brown; 

"Delighted!  going  my  way,  down?"— is  what  we  say. 

CnoBus. 

I  hope  to  heaven  that  he's  not,  is  what  we  mean; 

Some  leg  pull  scheme  I  guess  lie's  got.  lie's  just  real  mean; 

He's  had  neuralgia,  drove  liim  mad;  you  say,  "Poor  fellow,  that's  too  bad." 

You  darned  mean  humbug,  serves  you  glad— is  wliat  we  mean. 

We're  tanglit  deception  from  onr  youth  in  what  we  say, 

A  kind  of  niiztnre,  lies  anil  truth,  in  what  we  say; 

When  Mam-in-law  a  visit  pays  we  flutter  her  a  thousand  ways. 

"You're  welcome  for  a  thousand  days"— is  what  we  say. 

Cuoiit'S. 

I  wish  to  gad  she'd  break  her  neck,  is  what  we  mean; 

I  know  shi;'ll  touch  me  for  a  check,  is  wlmt  we  mean. 

Great  goodness!  when  I  married  iiiie  I  diilu't  marry  all  the  crew, 

I  wisli  she  was  where  she'll  go  to — is  what  we  mean. 

Yonr  uncle's  rich:  of  conrse,  you're  sweet  In  all  yon  say. 

You're  grieved  if  he  has  tender  feet,  or  so  you  say; 

He's  reached  his  birthday  eigliiy-four,  you  keep  it  up  with  cheers  galore. 

Y^ou  hope  he'll  reach  another  score— is  what  we  say. 

Cuoni's. 

His  llng'ring  on  jnnt  makes  me  tired,  is  what  we  mean; 

Bight  down  the  stairs  be  should  be  tired,  is  what  me  mean. 

He's  hairlecs,  tooihlesi*,  tottering,  lean,  to  live  so  long  is  awfal  mean; 

Se  quick  and  die,  we  waut  your  green— is  what  we  meuu. 


The  Words  and  Hiislo  of  this  Sunir  will  b«  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  reeelpt  of  iO 

oeuts.  or  tins  and  any  t»u  other  Koii^s  for  <.)ii»  liollar.  by  Ueiii  y  J.  vVehinan,  130  <t  131 

I'ai'k  How,  New  kork.    fosloKe  Staiuiis  taken  same  as cuiii  (or  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  W.  J.  O'Leary.    Musio  by  U.  J.  Sarag*. 

Sweet  village  bells  chimed  vesper  hoar. 

The  sun  sank  down  lo  rei<t. 
The  birds' gODil  night  ill  leafy  bow'r   : 

Called  loved  uiieti  home  to  nest. 
Their  smig  was  glnd,  my  heart  was  sad, 

1  paused  to  hear  the  sirain; 
Oh,  none  may  ting  liiit  huppy  hearts, 

I'll  ne'er  be  so  again. 

Cuoitcs. 

Love  comes  but  once,  and  it  lives  for  a  life. 

Or  it  dies  like  the  first  binl  of  spring; 
To  our  hi'iiriH  it  is  morn  while  iis  presence  remains. 

When  fiowu  'tis  the  saddest  thing. 

Bright  was  the  day  he  parted  here 

From  me,  his  iiroiiiis<.'d  bride;  '      ' 

"1  go;  may  God  defend  the  right 

And  my  con  III  ry  win!  "  he  cried. 
Ah,  me!  my  biuve,  your  ocean  grave. 

Lies  chill  o'er  your  hero  lieait; 
O  sad,  sad  sea,  shall  e'er  it  hef 

We'll  meet  no  more  to  part.— CTlortM. 

O  hallowed  spot  of  lonely  earth, 

O  sanctuary  dear! 
Give  hack  to  me  the  joys  I  knew 

With  my  sailor  ladilie  here. 
When  liearla  beat  high  'tis  sad  to  die^ 

To  feel  love's  thrill  no  more; 
To  watch  and  wait's  the  only  fate 

That  closes  this  life  o'er.— CAoru*. 


LITTLE    FOOTSTEPS. 

Copyright,  1868.  by  White,  Smith  &  Perry. 

Hm  Words  and  Musio  of  this  flong  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoelpt  of  <0 

— Bts;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Sones  for  0»e  Dollar,  by  Henry  J,  VVehman,  130  AIM 

nrk  Bow,  Mew  Yoi'lc.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  aa  cash  foe  ail  our  goods. 


Little  footsteps,  soft  and  gentle,  gliding  by  our  cottage  door; 
How  I  love  to  hear  their  trample,  as  1  heard  in  days  of  )orel 
'I'iny  feet  that  traveled  lightly  in  this  weary  world  of  woe. 
Now  silent  lie  In  yonder  churcliyan),  'neath  the  dismal  grave  below. 
Little  footsteps,  soft  and  gentle,  gliding  by  onr  coiinge  door; 
How  I  love  to  hear  their  trample,  as  I  heard  iu  days  of  yore  I 

CaoavB. 

Little  footsteps,  soft  and  gentle,  gliding  by  onr  cotfa(»e  door; 
How  I  love  to  bear  their  trample,  as  1  heard  iu  days  of  yoret 

She  sleeps  the  sleep  that  knows  no  waking  by  the  golden  river's  shore, 

And  my  heart  it  yearns  with  sadness  when  I  pans  (Tiat  cottage  door; 

Sweetly  now  lite  angels  carol  tidings  fr<>in  our  loved  one  far. 

That  she  still  does  imver  o'er  us,  and  will  be  our  guiding  star. 

She  sleeps  the  sleep  that  knows  no  waking  liy  the  golden  river's  shore. 

And  my  heart  it  yearns  with  sadness  when  I  pass  that  cottage  iXoor.—  C fiorut. 

Little  footsteps  now  will  journey  In  tlie  world  of  sin  no  more. 

Ne'er  they'll  press  ihe  sand  Imnks  lightly  hy  ihe  irolden  river's  shore. 

Mother,  weeu  not;   futher,  grieve  not:  try  to  smooth  your  troubles  O'er, 

For  I'll  think  of  her  us  sleeping,  not  as  dead,  hut  gone  tiefore. 

Little  footsteps  now  will  joumev  in  the  worltl  of  sin  no  more. 

Ne'er  they'll  preM  the  sand  banks  lightly,  by  the  golden  river'a  thon.—Chonu. 


HOW    CAN    A    GIBL    SAY    NO? 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Hardint?.     Entered  at  SUtloners*  Hall,  London. 

All  lights  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  t..  nnv  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Daci-e.    Arianged  by  G.  H.  Rosenberg. 

Suppose  a  little  bahy  girl  has  just  arrived  on  earth. 

As  pretty  as  u  liitie  mellow  peach. 
Suppose  she  hasn't  any  teeth,  and  in  the  usual  way  - 

It  cannot  walk  nor  use  tlie  potv'r  of  speech; 
Suiipose  her  papa  wauis  his  way,  ns  papas  sometimes  do. 

And  vows  he'll  have  her  christened  "  iiridget  Jane," 
Or  worse  ihaii  that,  siipixisc  he  calls  it  "  Uaisy,  Rosey,  Pink"— 

The  child  is  speechless,  so  she  can't  compluiu. 

Caoiius. 
How  can  a  girl  say  "  no? "  What  can  she  dof 
She  is  Ihe  weaker  vessel,  that's  quite  true; 
Against  the  pow'r  of  ineii  women  can't  combat. 
How  can  she  help  it  in  a  case  like  thutf 

Suppose  she  reaches  womanhood  and  has  a  pretty  face. 

The  men  are  sure  to  follow  her  about. 
They'll  whisper  tender  flntteries  into  her  pretty  ears, 

And  dance  attendance  when  they  catch  her  out; 
Her  graceful  flgiiie  churnis  ihe  lieart  of  some  great,  wealthy  swell. 

He  treats  her  to  all  sot  is  of  costly  things: 
It  is  a  great  temptitiou,  but  wl.at  can  a  |>uor  girl  do 

Whcu  she  is  introduced  to  diumuud  liu^nt 
Chorus. 

How  can  a  girl  sny  "  no? "  What  can  she  dof 
She  Is  the  Weaker  vessel,  that  is  true; 
Against  the  diamond  ring  women  can't  combat, 
How  can  she  help  it  in  u  cose  like  tiiatf 

He  writes  her  letters  full  of  love  and  promises  to  wed, 

And  if  he's  got  a  title  lo  his  iiniiie 
The  girl  suj  s  ' )  es  "—you  i>et  she  does,  and  seeing  she  is  poor 

You  cannot  say  that  girl  is  much  to  blame. 
He  breaks  his  word  unit  tells  her  tliat  his  love  was  but  a  joke, 

lie  only  promised  marriage  jii:<t  for  rpoi I : 
The  girl  goes  to  her  lawyer  w  iili  his  letters  in  her  hand. 

The  lawyer  says, ''Just  put  his  uihs  iu  court." 

Chorus. 

How  can  a  girl  say  "  no? "  What  does  she  dor 
Claims  fifteen  ihoiisaiid  dollars,  gets  there,  too. 

Aguiust  the  breach  of  prom women  cuu't  combat. 

Odds  ou  the  ladies  in  a  case  like  thatf 

■   ♦  s  »    ■ 


—The  Ruling  Passion.— Foremnn  of  ilie  Jury:  "  Gnilty  of  mur 
der  ill  the  first  degree."  Judge:  "Prisoner  at  the  bar,  stand  up 
to  receive  tlie  sentence  of  ilie  court."  The  Prisoner  (who  poisoned 
her  husband):  "  In  a  minute,  judge.  Jennie,"  (lo  her  sister)  "ig 
my  hat  ou  straight?  "—Life. 
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LOVE    AMONG   THE    ROSES. 

Th«  Word*  And  MiikIc  of  thin  Sniii;  will  be  nviit  tn  any  aildreiB.  poat-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO 

cent*:  or  UiIh  mid  miv  two  other  Soul's  for  "iie  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehiiiaii,  130  &  ISS 

Fkrk  Row,  New  York.    PuKCoge  Stamps  liikeii  aaiuv  aa  eaali  fur  all  uur  goods. 


It  wng  on  one  Snminer  evening. 

In  the  nierry  nioniii  of  Juue, 
I  Wheld  adaiiififl  pittini; 

'Mid  flowers'  8"ef t  prrfiime. 
Slie  hiid  II  novel,  reiiilin^, 

Jast  an  (  was  pnssiiip  by. 
And  lis  she  turned  imotlu-r  page, 

1  iiiiw  the  bri<;lite8t  eye 
A  bewitching  smile  wo-x  on  her  faCA, 

Aschiirniing  us  tlie  posies; 
I  felt  the  smari  of  Ciipiil'ii  il:irt— 

'TvvB»  loveamongtlie  roses. 

Chorus.  ■ 

Now,  I  hate  to  tell,  hot  then  I  mnit— 
Witliin  lu-r  heart  I  plnce  my  trnat; 
She  was  sittint;  in  the  garden, 

Wlieretlie  little  buiieifly  leposeg; 
And  hiiw  we  met,  I'll  iie'i-r  forgat — 

'Twas  love  among  the  rose*. 

I  pawed  her  house  next  evening, 

'i'he  clock  h.id  just  struck  eis;lit, 
And  I  saw  my  fniiiie  happiness — 

She  ^uls  standing  liy  the  garden  gatt; 
She  sniiled  as  I  iipproaclied  her. 

And  1  hesjired  lier  to  excuse; 
"May  I  view  iliope  pretiy  flowers?" 

She  murmured:  'Mf  you  choose." 
I  spoUe  about  tiie  violets, 

Then  llnaliy  niadepmiioses. 
Thro'  the  garden  \\e  wulked,  of  happiness  talked- 

'Twas  love  umung  the  roses. — Chorus. 

I  confess  I  love  Matilda — 

Matilda— that's  her  name,  ".  -  '.     ^' 

And  thi're  ii*  a  clinrni  about  her 

Which  I  can  never  explain. 
She  dresses  up  lo  fu^nhioii, 

Toiler  style  tln-re  is  no  end. 
And,  of  course,  she  must  look  dashing, 

For  fhe  wrnr*  a  Grecian  bend.  <■ 

But  Hlie's  left  her  liome,  and  whereshe's  gone 

Most  every  one  supposes. 
For  as  dear  as  life  is  my  little  wife— 

'Twas  love  among  the  roses.— C/iO?"«#.    ' 


I    LOVE    MUSIC. 


The  Words  and  MiirIc  of  this  Songr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  i 

cent*;  or  this  and  aiiv  two  other  Soum  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  1.  Wetunan,  UO  A  W 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Pustaee  Staniiis  taken  same  as  cash  for  aU  uur  goods. 

In  Scotland,  Prince  and  Gcrmanj',  music  yoti  wiH  hear; 

The  Italian  loves  to  play  tiie  harp,  he  plays  so  soft  and  clear. 

Sweet  music  always  charms  my  ear,  whatever  it  may  be — 

I  love  to  bear  Tom  Moore's  sweet  songs,  they  have  such  barmony. 

Chobus. 

I  love  mnsic,  I  love  singing,  I  love  dancing— it's  entrancing; 
I  love  babies,  I  love  ladies- yes,  tbey  are  all  the  world  to  me. 

The  Irish  songs  are  soft  and  sweet,  they  hurmonize  so  well, 
"The  Meeting  of  the  Waters,"  or,  "The  Emigruni's  Farewell." 
Theie's  Bobby  Burns,  the  treat  Scotch  poet,  whose  memory  shall  reign 
lu  Scotland,  where  he  lived  and  died,  and  honored  was  bis  name. —  Chorus. 

In  speaking  of  our  poets  great,  there's  one  now  whom  I'll  name, 

His  praise  is  sung  botli  far  and  near,  he's  well  known  for  bis  fame; 

'Tis  of  William  Cullen  Bryant  I  speak,  who  Americans  will  adore; 

His  works  are  read  throughout  this  world,  from  this  to  foreign  bUoK.—Ohorut. 


SOMEBODY'S    COMING   WHEN 
THE    DEW-DROPS    FALL. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  oth>-r  S»iit;H  for  Une  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Webinan,  1S0&13S 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postatce  Stamps  tokeu  aaiue  as  cash  tor  aU  our  goods. 


SHERMAN'S  MARCH  TO  THE  SEA. 

The  Words  and  Btuslc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addresa,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  to 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  S'inprs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  130  &  13? 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  stamps  tukeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Our  camp-fires  shone  brl-iht  on  the  mountains 

That  frowned  on  the  river  bflow. 
While  we  stood  by  our  tuns,  in  the  morning. 

And  engeily  watched  for  the  foe, 
Wlien  a  iKler  came  out  Irom  the  darkness 

That  hung  over  mountain  anil  tree. 
And  shouted,  "Boys,  up!  and  be  ready  I 

For  Sherman  will  march  to  the  seal" 

Then  cheer  upon  cheer  for  bold  Sherman, 

Went  tip  from  each  valley  and  glen, 
And  the  bu^le  re-echoed  I  lie  niiistc 

That  came  froit  tlielipsof  the  men. 
For  we  knew  lliat  the  Stars  On  our  banner 

More  biigiit  in  their  s|ilen<li>r  would  be. 
And  tiai  blessings  from  Noitii-Laiul  would  greet  us, 

When  Shermau  marched  down  to  the  sea! 

Then  forward!  boys,  forward  to battlel  ;, 

We  niarclu-d  on  our  wearisome  way,  '.     -    '•. 

And  we  Biorined  ihe  wild  liilis  of  Resaca — 

God  bless  tliost;  that  fell  on  that  day  I 
Then  Kiiiesaw,  dark  in  its  glory,  ;  . 

Frowned  down  on  the  Flag  of  the  Frefc 
But  the  E'ii»t  and  iliu  West  Ixire  out- standards,        ■.■:■ 

Aud  Sherman  marched  down  to  the  seal 

Still  onward  we  pressed,  till  our  banneri    ■ 

Swept  out  from  Atlanta's  grim  walls. 
And  the  blood  of  the  patriot  dampened    ■'■:'/:  ■.     ■ 

The  soil  whi-re  the  iraiior'M  flag  falls; 
But  we  paused  not  to  weep  for  tiie  fallen  :, 

Who  slept  by  each  river  and  tree; 
Yet  we  twined  them  a  wreath  of  tlie  lanrel, 

As  Sherman  marched  down  to  the  seal 

Prond,  proud  was  onr  army,  that  morning. 

That  stood  where  th«  pine  proudly  towers. 
When  Sherman  said,  "Boys,  you  are  weary,  : 

This  day  fair  Savannah  is  ours!" 
Then  sung  we  a  song  for  our  chieftain, 

That  echoed  o'er  river  and  lea; 
And  the  stars  on  our  banner  shone  brighter. 

When  Shermau  marched  down  to  the  seal  '      ' 


— There  are  so  many  people  who  think  that  other  people's  eyes 
need  doctoring  because  they  can't  see  straight  themselves. 


Somebody's  coming  wlien  the  dew-<lroi>e  fall,   ' '    ..     '" 

Somebody's  coming  for  a  tttiliuht  culli 
Be  will  l>e  welcome  to  the  best  of  all, 

So  I'll  keep  a  little  kiss  for  him. 
We  are  happy  as  the  day  is  long. 

And  no  one  siiall  ever  make  lis  sad;  -        ' 

For  he's  coming,  coming  quickly, 

Aud  I  will  meet  him  wheu  the  dew-drops  fall. 

Chorus. 
Somebody's  coming,  coming  quickly, 

Coming  when  the  little  dew-drops  fall,  darling; 
You  will  be  welcome  to  tlie  best  of  all, 

I'll  keep  a  little  kiss  for  you. 

Somebody's  coming  when  the  stare  grow  bright. 

Somebody's  coining  with  a  smile  to-iilgbt; 
Roses  will  listen  for  his  footsteps  light. 

And  the  nightingale  will  sing  to  him. 
I  will  meet  him  at  the  garden  gate. 

To  tell  him  Ihe  secret  once  agaiu; 
For  he's  coming,  coming  quickly, 

Aud  I  will  meet  him  when  the  dew-drops  fall. — Chanti. 

Somelwdy's  coming  with  a  heart  so  true. 

And  lie  will  whisiier  in  the  twilight,  too, 
Cue  little  story  that  is  ever  new, 

'Tis  the  one  I  always  love  to  hear. 
Harkl  he's  coming,  for  I  hear  his  song. 

The  sweetest,  the  gayest  of  them  all; 
For  he's  coining,  coming  quickly, 

Aud  I  will  meet  him  wheu  the  dew-drops  fall. — Chorui, 
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In  the  good  old  days,  in  the  dear  old  days 

When  a  song  was  called  a  "  lay  ",  sir. 
When  they  played  high  jinks  and  tbey  said  "metbinka", 

'Tis  well  a-lack  a-day,  sir; 
Out,  varlet  out;  thou'rt  a  clumsy  lont. 

Hal  sayeBttlioii,  ilion  wilt,  sirf 
Split  me,  zounds,  o'ds  blood,  thou  shalt  chew  the  cud. 

Have  at  thee  in  frieudly  tilt,  sir. 

Chorus. 

To  say  they  never  swore  in  the  good  old  days  of  yors 

Would  be  highly  incorrect,  sir; 
They  heartily  abused  one  another  when  they  used 

The  words  that  I  select,  sir. 

In  those  good  old  days.  In  those  costume  plays 

They'd  carry  on  a  dispute  in 
Language  most  polite,  though  we  modems  might 

Consider  it  highfalutin. 
"Tiioii  sbouldst  feel  the  weight  on  that  ugly  pata 

Of  my  trusty  Toledo  blade,  sir; 
But  I  would  not  hurt  such  a  malapert. 

Nay,  beshrew  mel  I'm  not  afraid,  sir."— CAorw*. 

In  those  good  old  days,  in  those  dear  old  days. 

When  folks  would  say,  "I  ween,  sir, 
By  my  troth,  gad  zooks,  but  I  like  thy  looka,  ^ 

Thou  hast  a  courtly  mien,  sir; 
Pledge  my  true  love's  name  by  my  knightly  fame,    '.   ■  ' 

Her  eyes  like  stars  do  shine,  sir; 
Stap  my  vitals,  sir,  thou'rt  a  mangy  cur; 

Oo  tot  thou'rt  flushed  with  wiue,  sir."— CAoriM. 
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Words  by  W.  J.  O'Leary.    JIuslo  by  M.  J.  Saraga, 


I  sit  to-i)if;ht  in  silent  tlioiiclit  and  lliinU  of  days  gone  by, 
I  can  picture  our  old  homestt'iid  as  it  »tood  Mind  fields  of  rye; 
A  brother  and  u  sister  dear,  a  father  old  and  gray, 
Sweet  mem'ry  briut^s  me  back  to  when  1  lieurd  Diy  mother  say: 

Chorus. 
Good  nlgiit,  good  night,  sleep  well,  my  darlintr. 
Mother  will  watch  and  pray  that  nu  harm  befall  thee; 
Good  night,  good  niglif,  sleep  well,  my  treasure, 
Good  uii^ht,  baby  darling,  good  ni;;ht. 
Good  night,  sleep  WL-il,  sweet  one. 

Though  far  away  'mid  stranjrers  now  In  foreign  lands  I  roam, 
I  have  still  the  recollection  of  my  boyhoo<i'ti  happy  home: 
The  leseoiis  tliat  poor  father  taught  wiien  done  with  childish  piny, 
When  tired  out  uiy  mother  slie  iu  uccuuts  soft  would  aay.—  CkoruM. 

The  village  church  where  oft  I've  walked  upon  a  Sabbath  morn. 

And  listened  to  those  joyous  bells  that  echoed  thro'  the  corn; 

And  in  the  still  of  eventide  to  G<>d  above  I  bow. 

And  listened  to  my  mother's  words,  mcthiuks  1  hear  themjnow.— CAort/«. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Dacre. 


We're  full  of  artfulness  and  guile  in  wlmt  we  say. 

We  tell  a  lie  with  childlike  smile  iu  what  we  »ay ; 

Wlieii  hurrying  to  biz  down-tow  ii  we  meet  that  sponger  Mister  Brown; 

"Delighted!  going  my  way,  down?"— ia  what  we  say. 

CnoRus. 

1  hope  to  heaven  that  he's  nol.  is  what  we  mean; 

Some  lej!  pull  scheme  I  guess  iiu's  got,  lie's  just  real  mean; 

He's  had  nenrulgiu,  drove  iiim  mad;  you  say,  "  Poor  fellow,  that's  too  bad." 

You  darned  mean  humbug,  serves  you  glud— is  wiiut  we  mean. 

We're  tangiit  deception  from  onr  youth  in  what  we  say, 

A  kind  of  mixture,  lies  and  trutli,  in  what  we  say; 

Wlien  Mam-in-ltiw  a  visit  pays  wu  flatter  her  a  thousand  ways. 

"You're  welcome  for  a  thousand  days  "—is  what  we  say. 

Cuouirs. 
I  wish  to  gad  she'd  break  her  neck,  is  what  we  mean; 
I  know  slie'll  touch  me  for  a  check,  is  \\hat  we  mean. 
Great  goodness!  when  I  married  Sue  I  didn't  marry  all  the  crew, 
I  wish  she  was  where  she'll  gu  to — is  what  we  mean. 

Yonr  uncle's  rich;  of  conrse.  you're  sweet  in  all  yon  say. 

You're  grieved  if  he  has  tender  feet,  or  so  you  say; 

He's  reached  his  birthday  eigliiy-four,  yon  keep  it  up  with  cheers  galore. 

You  hope  he'll  reach  another  score— is  what  we  say. 

Cborvb. 

His  Unstring  on  just  makes  me  tired,  is  what  we  mean; 

Right  down  the  etuiis  be  should  be  tired,  is  what  me  mean. 

He's  liairlefi>,  toothlesi*,  tottering,  lean,  to  live  so  long  is  awful  mean; 

Be  quick  and  die,  we  want  your  green— is  what  we  mean. 


Sweet  village  bells  chimed  vesper  hour. 

The  sun  sank  down  to  ift<t. 
The  biriis'  good  night  in  leafy  bow'r 

Called  loved  (inex  home  to  nest. 
Their  song  was  glnd,  my  heart  was  sad, 

1  paused  to  hear  the  81  rain; 
Oh,  none  may  sing  but  huppy  hearts, 

I'll  ue'er  be  so  again. 

CUORUB. 

Love  comes  but  once,  and  it  lives  for  a  life, 

Or  it  (lies  like  the  first  binl  of  spring; 
To  onr  heariH  it  is  morn  wliiie  lis  presence  remains, 

Wheu  flown  'tis  the  saddest  thing. 

Bright  was  the  day  he  parted  here 

From  me,  Ills  liromjttvd  bride; 
"i  go;  may  God  defend  the  right 

And  my  country  winl  "  he  cried. 
Ah,  mel  my  brave,  your  ocean  grave. 

Lies  chill  o'er  yonr  hero  iieait; 
O  sad,  sad  sea,  sliall  e'er  it  i>ef 

Well  meet  no  more  to  pem.—CfhoruB. 

O  hallowed  spot  of  lonely  earth, 

O  sanctuary  dear! 
Give  hack  lu  me  the  joys  I  knew 

Willi  my  sailor  laddie  iiere. 
When  hearts  lieat  higii  'tis  sad  to  dle^ 

To  feel  love's  tlirili  no  more; 
To  watch  and  wait's  ilie  only  fate 

That  closes  this  life  o'er.— CAorw#. 
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Little  footsteps,  soft  and  gentle,  gliding  hy  our  cottage  door; 
Uow  I  love  to  hear  their  trample,  as  1  lieard  in  days  of  jorel 
Tiny  feet  lliat  traveled  llglitly  in  tliis  weary  world  of  woe. 
Now  silent  lie  in  yonder  cliurchyaid,  'neath  the  dismal  grave  below. 
Little  footsteps,  soft  and  gentle,  gliding  by  onr  coimge  door; 
Uow  I  luve  to  hear  their  trumpie,  us  I  heard  iu  days  of  yore  I 

Cuonus. 
Little  footsteps,  soft  and  gentle,  gliding  by  onr  cotfape  door; 
Uow  I  love  to  hear  their  traiii|>le,  as  I  heard  iu  days  of  yore  I 

She  sleeps  the  sleep  that  knows  no  waking  by  the  golden  river's  shore. 

And  my  heart  it  yearns  with  sadness  when  I  pace  iliat  cottage  door; 

Sweetly  now  the  angels  carol  tiilings  from  onr  loved  one  far. 

That  sfie  still  does  hover  o'er  us,  and  will  be  onr  guiding  star. 

She  sleeps  the  sleep  that  knows  no  waking  by  the  golden  river's  shore. 

And  my  heart  it  yearns  witii  sadness  when  I  potts  tiial  cottage  door.— CAoru*. 

Little  footsteps  now  will  jonrney  In  the  world  of  sin  no  more. 

Ne'er  they'll  press  the  sand  hanks  lightly  hy  the  volden  river's  shore. 

Motlier,  weep  not;  father,  grieve  not:  try  to  smooth  your  troubles  o'er, 

Fur  I'll  thing  of  her  as  sleeping,  not  as  dea<i,  inii  gone  liefore. 

Little  footj«iep«  now  will  Journey  in  the  world  of  sin  no  more. 

Ne'er  they'll  press  the  sand  banks  lightly,  by  the  golden  river's  shore.— CAoriM. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Daci-e.    Arianged  by  O.  51.  R'.;8enberg. 

Suppose  a  little  baby  girl  has  jnst  arrived  on  earth. 

As  preity  us  a  liitie  mellow  peach. 
Suppose  she  hadn't  any  teeth,  and  in  the  usual  way 

It  cannot  walk  nor  use  the  pow'r  of  speech; 
Suppose  her  pupa  wunis  Ids  »ay,  ns  papas  sometimes  do, 

And  vows  lie'll  have  lier  chri8leiie<i  "  Kridget  Jane," 
Or  worse  ihaii  that,  suppose  lie  calls  it  "  Uaisy,  Rosey,  Pink" 

The  child  is  speechless,  so  she  can't  cumpluiu. 

CnoRus. 
How  cnn  a  girl  say  "  nof "  What  can  she  doT 
She  is  the  weaker  vessel,  that's  quite  true; 
Against  the  pow'r  of  men  women  can't  combat, 
Uow  can  she  help  it  iu  u  case  like  thatf 

Suppose  she  reaches  womanhood  and  has  a  pretty  face, 

Tlie  men  are  sure  to  follow  her  alxiiit. 
They'll  wliipper  tender  flntieries  into  tier  pretty  cars. 

And  dance  nttendance  wllen  they  catch  her  out; 
Her  graceful  figure  cliarms  the  heart  of  some  great,  wealthy  swell 

Ue  treuis  her  to  all  suns  of  costiy  tilings;  * 

It  is  a  great  teniptJition,  but  what  Can  a  |ioor  girl  do 

Whcu  She  is  introduced  to  diamuud  liut^sf 

CnoRiTs. 

How  can  a  girl  sny  "  no* "  Wliat  can  she  dof 
She  Is  the  weaker  vessel,  that  is  true; 
Agaiiibt  tlie  diamond  ring  women  can't  combat, 
Uow  cuu  siie  help  it  iu  u  case  like  thatf 

He  writes  her  letters  full  of  love  and  promises  to  wed, 

And  If  he's  got  a  title  to  his  name 
The  girl  says  ••jes"— you  >>et  she  docs,  and  seeing  she  is  poor 

You  cannot  say  that  girl  is  iniich  to  blame. 
He  breaks  his  uord  uinl  tells  lier  iliat  his  love  was  bat  a  Joke, 

Ue  only  promised  marriage  jiL't  forrpon; 
The  girl  goes  to  her  lawyer  w  iih  his  letters  in  her  hand. 

The  lawyer  says,  "Just  put  Ins  uibs  iu  court." 

Chorus. 
How  can  a  girl  say  **  no?  "  What  does  she  dot 
Claims  flfieen  ihoiisand  dollais.  gets  there,  too. 

Against  the  iireach  of  prom women  can't  combat. 

Odds  on  the  ladies  in  a  case  like  thatf 


—The  Ruling  Passion.— Foremnn  of  ilie  Jury:  "  Guilty  of  mur- 
der lu  the  fli-st  degree."  Judge:  "  Piisr)ner  at  the  bar,  stand  up 
to  receive  the  sentence  of  the  court."  The  Prisoner  (who  poisoned 
her  htisbaud):  "In  a  minuie,  judge.  Jennie,"  (to  her  sister)  " is 
my  hat  ou  straight?  "—Life. 
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LOVE    AMONG    THE    ROSES. 
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It  wna  on  one  Snmiiier  evening,        . 

In  the  merry  nioiiiii  of  Juue,         ...    .'-  .    \ 
I  bt^lielil  a  (lainfif I  eiittini; 

'Mill  flowers' s«eft  pi-rrume.  '    .'.' 

Slie  hiid  ti  novel,  re:nUii>;, 

Just  UK  I  vvns  piissiiig  b.v. 
And  lis  ehe  turned  nnutlier  page, 

1  nil IV  tlie  brightest  eye 
A  bewitcldng  Binile  wtfon  her  fac«, 

As  cliiiriiiiiig  lis  the  |>OE>ie8: 
I  felt  ihe  aniiirt  of  Cii)ii<rs  dart— 

'Twai  love  ttiuiing  llie  roses. 

Chorus. 

Now,  I  hate  to  tell,  bnt  thPn  I  mntt— 
Within  her  heart  I  plnce  my  trait; 
Slie  was  sittint;  in  the  garden, 

Wlierellie  little  buiieifly  reposes; 
And  how  «e  met,  J 'II  ne\T  forget— 

'TwuB  love  among  the  roses. 

I  pawed  her  hon?e  next  evening. 

The  clock  li:id  juat  stnicU  ei>;ht, 
And  1  siiw  my  fiiiiiie  hiippint-ss — 

She  "US  f>tunding  iiy  tiie  garden  gate; 
She  Bndled  us  I  ti|i|iroiiched  her, 

And  1  lieuL'eil  her  to  excuse: 
"May  I  view  I  hose  prctiy  flowers?" 

Slie  muriouri'd:  '•  If  you  choose." 
I  epokenhoiit  tiiC  violets, 

Tlien  linaliy  maduproiioses. 
Thro'  th<^  giirdeii  »e  wnlki'd,  of  happiness  talked- 

'Twos  love  among  the  toBea.—C'Uorut. 

I  confeBB  I  love  Matilda— 

Maliidii— iliut's  her  name, 
AntI  tinre  is  a  ciiann  about  her    • 

Whicli  I  can  never  explain. 
She  ilresses  up  lo  fat<hiori. 

Toiler  style  tlii-re  is  no  end. 
And,  of  course,  she  must  look  dashing, 

For  nhe  w<arn  a  Grecian  bend. 
Bnt  she's  left  her  home,  and  where  site's  gone 

Most  every  one  supposes. 
For  as  deiir  as  life  is  my  Hi  tie  wife — 

'Twas  love  among  the  roses.— C/io;!^*. 


I    LOVE    MUSIC. 


The  Words  and  MiikIc  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reeelpt  of  it 

cents;  or  tills  nnd  any  two  other  Sonfrs  for  One  Dollar.by  Henry  J.  Wehman.llOdt  Ul 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stanit>s  taken  same  a*  cash  for  all  uur  KOodS. 

In  Scotland,  France  and  Germany,  music  you  will  hear; 

The  Italiiin  loves  to  piny  the  liarp,  he  plays  so  soft  and  clear. 

Sweet  music  nlwnys  clnirms  my  ear,  whatever  it  may  be —  '  .  ■ 

I  love  to  bear  Tom  Moore's  sweet  songs,  they  have  such  harmony. 

Chorus. 
I  love  mnsic,  I  love  singing,  I  love  dancing— it's  entrancing; 
.     ■       I  love  babies,  I  love  ladies- yes,  they  are  all  the  world  to  me. 

The  Irish  songs  are  soft  and  sweet,  they  harmonize  so  well, 
"Tlie  Meeting  of  the  Waters,"  or,  "  The  Emigrant's  Farewell." 
There's  Bobby  Burns,  the  treat  Scotch  poet,  whose  memory  shall  reign 
In  Scotland,  where  he  lived  aud  died,  and  honored  was  bis  name.— CAorM. 

In  speaking  of  our  poets  great,  there's  one  now  whom  I'll  name. 

His  pniise  is  sung  l>otii  far  and  near,  he's  well  known  for  Ids  fame; 

'Tis  of  William  Cullen  Bryant  I  speak,  who  Americans  will  adore; 

Bis  works  are  read  throughout  this  world,  from  this  to  foreign  shore.- CAortM. 


SOMEBODY'S    COMINQ   WHEN 
THE    DEW-DROPS    FALL. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp:  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  oth.-r  S.mKs  f'>r  One  Dollar,  liy  Ht-nry  J.  Wehnian,  ISO&US 

Park  Kow,  Kew  York.    Postotfe  Stamps  tokeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 
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V-' 


SHERMAN'S  MARCH  TO  THE  SEA. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addreso,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontcs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  j.  Wehnian,  130  &  13* 

Pai'k  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  stanipe  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 

Our  canip-flres  shone  brlijht  on  the  mountains 

That  frowned  on  the  river  below. 
While  we  stood  by  our  funs,  ill  the  morning, 

And  eagerly  watched  for  I  he  foe. 
When  a  rider  came  out  Iront  the  darknesa       , 

That  hung  over  mountain  .-mil  tree. 
And  shouied,  "Boys,  up!  and  he  ready  I 

For  Sherman  will  march  to  the  seal" 

Then  cheer  npon  cheer  for  bold  Sherman, 

Went  np  from  each  valley  and  Klen, 
And  the  bustle  re-echoed  I  he  music 

That  came  froit  the  lips  of  the  men. 
For  we  knew  that  the  stars  on  our  banner 

M<ire  bright  in  their  splendor  would  be. 
And  t^ial  blessings  from  Nortii-Land  would  greet  lU, 

When  Sherman  marched  down  to  the  seal 

Then  forward!  boys,  forward  to  battle! 

We  marchid  <ui  our  wearisome  way. 
And  we  stormed  ihe  wild  hilis  of  Resaca — 

God  bless  those  that  fell  on  that  day  I  .  ■', 

Then  Ki'iifsiiw,  dark  in  its  glory. 

Frowned  down  on  the  Flai; of  the  FrecL 
But  the  E'Dit  and  the  West  bore  our  standards, 

Aud  Sherman  marched  down  to  the  seal 

Still  onward  we  pressed,  till  onr  banner* 

Swept  out  from  Allunia's  grim  walls. 
And  tlie  blood  of  i  he  patriot  dampened 

The  soil  whi-re  the  iraiior'n  flag  falls; 
But  we  piiused  not  to  weep  for  the  fallen 

Who  slept  by  each  river  and  tree; 
"      ;    Yet  we  twineil  them  a  wreaili  of  the  laurel. 

As  Shermau  marched  down  to  the  sea! 

Proud,  proud  was  our  army,  that  morning. 
That  6too<l  where  the  pine  proudly  towers, 
•         When  Sherman  saiil,  "  Boys,  you  are  weary, 
This  day  fair  Savannah  Is  ours!" 
Then  sung  we  a  soni:  for  our  chieftain, 
That  echoed  o'er  river  and  lea; 
/: '■  :-        "     And  the  Stars  on  our  lianner  shone  brighter. 
When  Sherman  marched  down  to  the  seal 


— There  are  so  many  people  who  think  that  other  people's  eyes 
need  doctoring  because  they  can't  see  straight  themselves. 


Somebody's  coming  when  ihe  dew-drons  fall, 

Somebody's  coming  for  a  tu  ilii:ht  call; 
Be  will  l>e  welcome  t<>  the  best  of  all. 

So  ril  keep  H  lii  tie  kiss  for  him. 
We  are  happy  as  the  day  is  Ion};, 

And  no  one  shall  ever  make  iis  sad; 
For  he's  comiiif;,  coming  qnickly, 

Aud  1  will  meet  him  when  the  dew-drops  fall. 

Chorus. 

Somebody's  coming,  coming  qnickly, 
Coming  when  the  little  dew-<lrop8  fall,  darling; 

You  will  be  welcome  to  the  best  of  all, 
I'll  keep  a  little  kiss  for  you. 

.  Somebody's  coming  when  the  stars  grow  bright. 

Somebody's  comiiii;  with  a  smile  to-night; 
Roses  will  listen  for  his  foot«<teps  Htiht, 

And  tlie  ni(;liiingale  will  sing  to  him. 
I  will  meet  him  at  the  uarden  gate,  . 

To  tell  him  Ihe  secret  once  ai;aiu; 
For  he's  coniii;g,  coming  quickly. 

And  1  will  meet  him  when  the  dew-drops  fall.— CAoru*. 

Somebody's  coming  ivilh  a  heart  so  true. 

And  lie  will  whi6|>er  in  the  twilight,  too. 
One  little  story  that  is  ever  new, 

'Tis  the  one  I  always  love  to  liear. 
Bark!  he's  coming,  for  I  hear  his  song, 

The  sweetest,  the  cayest  of  them  all; 
For  he's  coming,  coming  quickly. 

And  I  will  meet  him  when  the  dew-drops  fall.— CAwt«. 


IN    THE    GOOD    OLD    DAYS. 

Words  by  Albert  Chevalier.    Music  by  Charles  Ingle. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr  will  "be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cecia;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.l90AUI 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  takeu  same  ma  cash  (or  all  our  coods. 


In  the  good  old  days,  in  the  dear  old  days 

When  a  song  was  calleii  a  "  lay  ",  sir. 
When  they  played  high  jinks  and  they  said  "methinks", 

'Tis  well  a-lack  a-day,  sir; 
Out,  varlet  out:  thou'rt  a  clumsy  lent. 

Hal  sayest  thou,  thou  wilt,  sirf 
Split  me,  zounds,  o'ds  blood,  ihoii  sbalt  cbew  ttaecud. 

Have  at  thee  in  frieudly  lilt,  sir. 

Chorus. 
To  say  they  never  swore  in  the  good  old  days  of  yors 

Would  be  highly  incorrect,  sir; 
They  heartily  abused  one  another  when  tbey  used 

The  words  that  1  select,  Sir. 

In  those  good  old  days,  In  those  costume  plays 

They'd  carry  on  a  dispute  in 
Language  most  polite,  though  we  modems  might 

Consider  it  highfalutin. 
"Thou  shoiildst  feel  the  weight  on  that  ugly  pata 

Of  my  trusty  Toledo  blade,  sir; 
But  I  would  not  hurt  such  a  malapert. 

Nay,  beshrew  mel  I'm  not  afraid,  sir."— C7 Aorta. 

In  those  good  old  days,  in  those  dear  old  days. 

When  folks  would  say,  "I  ween,  sir, 
By  my  troth,  gad  zooks,  but  I  like  thy  looks, 

Tliou  hast  a  courtly  mien,  sir; 
Pledge  my  true  love's  name  by  my  knightly  fame. 

Her  eyes  like  stars  do  shine,  sir; 
Stap  my  vitals,  sir,  thoa'rt  a  mangy  cnr; 

GK>  tol  thou'rt  flashed  with  wine,  sir."— CAoriM. 
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Little  Shoes  Our  Angel  Wore. 

Copyright,  IS.'nJ,  by  C.  Kunimii  Snillli. 
All  liulits  roseiATd. 


Til*  Word,  and  Music  ot  till*  Roncr  will  be  sent  to  niir  address,  povepalil,  on  receipt  of  10 

ceiiM:  or  thlnaiiduiiv  two  other  SoiitrsfoiMim-  D.illnv,  hy  Ileiiiy  J.  Wchiiiaii.  ISO*  139 

Park  Row,  New  York.    l'oitai;e  >Staiiii>H  luueii  name  ut  cukIi  for  nil  our  kuoiU. 


^^ 


Words  by  Frank  A.  Kent.    Jlu>ie  by  C.  Formau  Smith. 


In  the  Imrcaii,  xvia|>i><'(l  wiili  Citio, 

Where  iin  carehKs  hand  can  liutiu. 
Lie*  Ik  tiny  ]).iii'  of  shot'", 

Ol'l  anil  fadi-d,  paitiy  worn; 
Mother  tuUcn  iheiii  fioiii  ttitir  rest,  their  rest, 

Gazt-H  whiK!  her  hiaii  is  8'iit; 
Oh,  thi'90  i)ri'ci«iii!«,  piicelcso  goiui, 

Little  eUuvtt  out'  uutivl  wuru, 

Cuoni'g. 

Llttlo  shoee,  whose  lovely  woarer  c iii'jrs  fo  sweet  on  heavcn'u  ahoro, 
Willie  we  treasure  what  you've  IcTt  ii«,  liillo  shoes  our  uugil  wore. 

Oh,  how  hnppy  was  the  time, 

LItile  ilui'iing  used  ID  run, 
Trippliii:  fioni  htr  luoihi  I's  knee, 

Come  to  papa  to  havi;  fim. 
Now  iliKsr  little  ft'i't  t>o  still,  so  still, 

They  will  palter  never  nunc. 
While  we  trcaBiire,  always  will. 

Little  shoes  our  uugvi  wore. —  Chorut. 


BY    THE    SAD    SEA- WAVES. 

The  Word*  and  Music  or  thin  Sonp  will  In*  sent  to  onv  address,  post  pnld.  on  receipt  of  10 

C«nU;  orthl.  and  any  two  other  Sonu-s  f^rUne  l>»il.-)i  ,l>y  Henry  J.  Wehnian.  1»>&133 

Park  Row,  New  York.    fustaKo  Slampa  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  uur  BOods, 


By  ihc  »ad  sea-wave*  I  listen,  «  hile  ilio>  moan 
A  lament  o'ei'  j;rave:«  nf  iiopc  and  i>lca>iiie  (^cmo. 
I  am  yoiinir— 1  was  f^ir,  I  lail  once  n<>t  a  car«! 
From  the  ri«in<;  of  the  morn  to  iiie  soiiini:  of  the  siui, 
Yet  I  pine  like  a  slave  by  the  sad  tea-wave. 

CHonrs. 

Come  again,  bricht  days  of  Uoih!  and  pleasnre  jrone; 
Come  a<{aiD,  bright  da>s,  coiuu  again,  come  uguln. 

From  my  care,  last  nlyht,  by  boly  sleep  bopuiled, 
]n  the  fair  dituin-lis^ht  my  hoim;  upon  uw  smiled; 
Oh,  how  sweet,  'mid  tiie  dew,  every  rti>\ver  that  I  knew 
Breathed  a  gentle  welcome  hack  to  tiie  worn  and  weary  child. 
I  wake  lu  my  grave  hy  the  sad  sca-wu\e. 

Ciionrs. 
Come  again,  dear  dream,  so  j>encefnlly  that  smiled; 
Come  again,  dear  dream,  come  ai,'aiu,  come  again. 


Will  You  Love  Me  When  Tm  Old? 

The  Word,  and  Music  nf  this  Sonir  will  he  sent  to  nnv  addrrs?»,  postpaid,  on  reof  int  of  10 

oenta;  or  tlilsanU  any  two  other  Sonu-M  f'T  One  lA.ll.-n-,  l.y  Henry . I.  Welimnn,  lC><!tlX< 

nirk  Row,  New  York.    Postage  iituiiipa  Cokeu  iiauie  as  cash  fur  all  our  gouda. 

I  would  ask  of  yon,  my  darliitsr,  a  qiiestinn  foft  and  low. 
That  gives  me  many  o'hcarta'-he,  ai  the  moment'*  come  and  tro. 
Your  love.  I  know,  U  tiiithfnl;  hni  the  tiiie-t  iuve  i;row8  cold — 
]t  is  this  that  I  wonld  ask  joii:  Will  yon  love  me  wiien  I'm  oldf 
It  Is  this  that  I  would  ask  you:  Will  joii  love  me  when  I'm  old? 

Chorus. 

Life's  morn  will  1=0011  he  waidtiff. 

And  its  ev'iiiiig  hells  he  tdli'd. 
And  my  lieait  will   know  no  sadness 

If  you'll  love  lue  when  I'm  old. 

Down  the  stream  of  life  toi;cth«>r  we  ore  sailiii!?  side  by  side. 

Hoping  some  bright  day  to  anchor  safe  hejond  the  surging  tide. 

To-day  our  rky  Is  cloud le.^s,  hut  the  night  may  clouds  iinf«l<l. 

And  its  storniM  may  gather  'roni:d  us— will  yon  l'>ve  me  when  I'm  oM? 

And  its  storms  may  gather 'round  us— w  1:1  you  love  me  wiicn  I'm  oldf  —  ( '/loriiii. 

When  my  hair  shall  shame  the  snowdiifr  and  mine  eye  shall  dimmer  grow, 

1  woiild  lean  upon  some  lovctl  one  in  the  valley  as  I  go; 

I  would  claim  of  you  a  promise  worth  10  me  a  woild  of  gold. 

It  Is  only  till.",  my  dariini;:  that  you"ll  love  mo  w  hen  I'm  old. 

It  is  only  this,  my  darling:  that  you'll  Ioyo  me  when  I'm  oUX.—  C/iornn. 


-Madd().\:  "  I  like  your  new^  liousc  very  well,  except  for  one 
tiling."  Siincnil:  "  \Vliat  is  tbat?  "  "  Tliere  is  a  saloon  directly 
opposite."  "  That  is  a  drawback  in  one  respect,  but  wliat  a  con- 
venience it  is  to  know  where  you  can  always  find  a  policeman." 


) 


— "Wanted — reliable  men,"  reads  Mrs.  Ba.scom,  from  the  nd- 
vciti.sing  columns  of  the  paper.  Tlien  she  raised  her  glasses  upon 
her  forehead,  looked  severely  at  her  husband  and  remarked:  "And 
the  world'll  wait  a  considerable  number  of  centuries  yet  before  it 
gets  'em." 


DAR'S    A    NEW    COON    WEDDIN'.  f 


Copyright,  18!>2,  by  While-Smith  Music  PubllshluK  Co. 


( 


The  Word,  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  postpnUl.  on  r»><«clpt  of  10  / 

''      ■  "'     "        ' "    tisa     [ 

( 


cents:  or  tliisnnd  any  two  oilnr  S.riL's  (■•!■  One  l)i>l'lai,  l,v  lle'n'ry  J.'Wehman,  13i)<K] 
ytak  Kuw,  New  Voik.    I'osluce  Slumps  taken  same  as  cash  fur  oil  our  goods. 


Word,  and  Music  l>y  A.  8.  Mar Kcnzte. 


Dar's  n  new  coon  wedilin'  in  de  town — 

Spread  do  lii-ws  for  miles  aionnd. 

For  oil?  I'l-ofescor  .lohncon  and  IiIh  iianjo  will  be  dar; 

Tell  all  the  ynller  jralg  to  fl.x  an>l  cnri  their  liar. 

Tell  liill  .Jones  10  feicli  nion:;  dt>  iiand. 

And  we'll  dance  to  the  mnsie  of  Ji>hnsoir«  colored  band. 

Don't  forget  Ole  Kasiim  and  lie  sure  I o  bring  him 'rouuiJ, 

'Cause  dai's  a  new  coun  weildin' ill  de  town. 

Ciioni'S. 
Dar'B  n  new  coon  wcddin'  In  de  tow  n,  il.-ir's  n  new  coon  wcddin'  In  de  town; 

Won't  we  liave  a  high  old  time,  diinkino  negro  gin  and  wine; 
B'ir's  a  new  coon  weitdin'  in  de  tow  11,  dar's  a  new  coou  weUdiu'  in  de  toivn. 

Come,  see  all  de  yallcr  gaU  for  nniny  miles  around 
At  de  new  coou  wcddin'  in  du  tow  n. 

Take  my  advice  afo'  you  come, 

Itiing  your  ra7.or  and  yo.ir  gun; 

Diir's  Bure  In  be  tr..ulile,  when  I'so  upon  de  floor, 

ril  keep  ilein  quiet  01  I'll  frow  dein  out  de  door. 

Olc  Bill  Jones  will  8liiinic  on  de  fand. 

Ami  all  de  yaller  gals  will  shaUe  for  t<>  beat  de  band; 

When  (ley  played  de  .Swaiinec  River,  how  sweetly  it  did  sound 

At  do  ucw  Coou  weddiu'  iu  de  lowu.—  t'/ioics. 


( 


Gathering  Shells  from  the  Sea  Shore. 

The  Word,  and  JIn.la  of  tlil.  flonirwlll  lie  sent  tn  nnv  address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  ef  4O 

cntR:  nr  I  III*  ami  any  tnoullier  Soiitrs  for  one  I'ollar.  hy  Henry  J.  Well  man,  130  &1X< 

Park  Row,  New  Vork.    l'o.tai;eSinniiis  caiieii  aanieascaah  fur  all  oar  Kouds. 

I  wnndored  to-day  on  the  sen  shore; 

The  wiiidK  and  tiie  waves"  were  \o\v. 
And  I  thoiiuht  of  the  da>s  that  are  gone,  Maud, 

Many  long  yeats  ago. 
Ah!  those  were  tlie  happiest  days  of  all,  Maud; 

Not  a  care  nor  a  smrow  did  w'e  know. 
As  we  played  on  Hie  wliiie  )>ehhlcd  sand,  Maud,     ' 

Gathering  up  the  shells  from  the  shore. 

CnoRfs. 

Galherlng  up  the  shells  from  the  son  shore, 

Uathering  up  the  sihells  from  the  shore: 
Ah!   llios<!  were  the  happleft  days  of  all,  Maud, 

Uathering  up  the  shells  from  ihe  shore. 

Oh,  don't  yon  romemhcr  Ihe  day,  JIand, 

The  last  lime  we  wanilered  on  the  slioref 
Oiir  hearts  were  so  jo\iiu«  and  gay,  Maud, 

For  yon  proiiii,«ecl  lo  be  mine  evermore. 

Tlieii  the  i'hells  tliey  weie  hiighter  than  ever. 
And  the  hiight  waves  were  lovelier  than  before; 

Tlie  liimrs  were  lint  momenls  to  n^,  Maud, 

Gathering  up  I  lie  shells  from  the  slioic.- C/«W't/». 

But  now  we  are  growing  np  in  yeats,  Maud, 

Unr  locks  are  pilveicd  and  (.-lat  ; 
Yet  the  vows  that  we  made  on  ilic  shore,  Maud, 

Ale  flesh  in  onr  iminories  l<i-ilay. 
There  still  is  n  chain)  in  lliose  bright  shells 

And  Ihe  sound  of  the  deep  ocean's  roar. 
For  they  call  back  Ihe  d.'iys  that  we  spent,  Mnnd, 

Gathering  up  the  ulielis  from  (he  shore.— C'Ao;  t/s. 


I'm  Sitting- on  the  Stile,  Mary. 

The  Vv'ords  and  Mu'-ic  of  this  Rontr  » ill  be  sent  ti>  any  adilress,  post  paid,  on  rccWpt  ofM 

CuntA:  or  tills  u  ml  unv  twoulh.-r  Soiil's  f<>r  (>i>o  bul'lai,  liy  Henry  J.  Wehiimn,  1311  &U2 

Park  Itow,  New  York.    PustaKU  iStanips  taken  i<aiiiu  as  cosh  fur  all  our  Kood& 


I'm  sitting  on  the  sllle,  Mary,  where  once  we  sat  side  bv  side       . 
On  a  bii:;ht  morning  hmi;  airo,  when  first  yon  wen;  my  biide. 
Tiie  corn  was  spi  inging  fiecli  and  green,  and  the  lark  fang  loud  and  hi'jh, 
And  the  red  was  on  thy  lip,  Mary,  and  the  love  light  In  your  eye. 

The  place  Is  little  changed,  Mary,  the  day  Is  bricht  ns  then;  I 

The  lark's  loud  song  is  in  my  ear,  and  the  corn  is  green  ngain; 
Hut  I  miss  Ihe  soft  cla^p  of  your  hand,  and  yonr  breath  warm  on  my  cheek, 
And  I  still  keep  listening  for  the  words  you  never  more  may  s|K'ak. 

'Tis  but  a  step  down  yondcT  lane,  nn<l  Ihe  little  church  stands  near— 
The  chnrcli  where  we  were  wed,  Mary— I  see  the  spire  from  here. 
I!it  the  grave-yard  lies  liet\Vecn,  Mary,  and  my  step  nilizht  break  your  rest, 
For  I've  laid  you,  darling,  down  to  sleep  with  your  baby  on  your  breust. 

I'm  very  lonely  now,  Mary,  for  the  poor  make  me  no  new  friends;  1 

I'.iif.  oh,  they  love  tlice  beiter  far,  the  few  our  Father  sends.  I 

.■Viul  you  were  nil  I  had,  Mary,  my  lilessing  and  my  pride;  I 

Tliere's  nothing  left  to  care  for  now,  since  my  poor  Mary  died.  , 

I'm  bidding  yon  ft  long  farewell,  my  Mary  kind  and  true; 

ISiit  I'll  not  former  yon,  darlim.',  in  Ihc  land  I'm  going  10. 

They  say  there's  bread  anil  Work  for  all.  and  the  sun  shines  always  there; 

But  I'll  not  forget  old  Ireland,  were  ii  lifiy  limes  as  fair. 

And  often  In  those  grand  old  wood,<  I'll  sit  nnd  shut  my  eyes. 

And  my  heart  will  travel  back  again  to  Ihe  jiliice  whcie  Maiy  lies; 

And  I'll  think  I  sec  lliu  litre  flile  where  wc  sat  side  by  side. 

And  the  springiug  corn,  and  bright  May  morn,  w  lieu  first  you  were  my  bride. 
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BIDDY    MALONEY. 

CopyiiBlit,  18?4,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 


Ibe  Words  and  Muaic  of  this  Sonu  will  l)e  sent  to  nnv  tuJ<Ir«'!ts,  post-paid,  on  recelnt  of  40 

Otnta;  or  thin  niiU  any  two  otli.  r  Soiil-s  t'\-  One  Dollar,  l.y  llfiiry  J.  Wehtiian,  13U&1S2 

nurk  Uuw,  Mew  Yuik.    rustogo  iitaiups  taken  saiuu  its  cosh  fur  ail  uur  giMXlfl. 


By  Hari-y  Birch. 


Snys  Patrick  to  Bidflv,  "Good  Mioniiiiff,  mc  dear; 

It's  a  bit  of  a  eacret  I've  jrot  for  yimr  ear; 

lt'8  yourself  iliat  is  looUin'  co  cliiirtiiiii<:  tlic  day 

That  me  lie.'irr  in  me  brr.Mfir.  is  f.ist  ellpiiin' Jiwiiy."  " 

"  "i"i8  you  Mint  can  flmier."  Miss  Buidy  replies, 

As  slie  tlirows  liiiii  II  L'laiice  fioui  luT  merry  blue  eyes; 

"Arrali,  thin,"  ciie«  Patiiclc,  "'t"a»  tliiuUinjiof  you 

Tlint  ia  iiiakin'  me  heart-sicU,  me  dnrliiit,  tliui's  thrue; 

Thui'8  mukia'  uie  lieuU-sicU,  me  durliut,  tbut's  tbrue. 

Ciiouus. 

Oh,  Biddy,  me  darllnt,  I've  lovrd  none  but  )'0)i, 

And  ine  heart  is  now  bifakin;;  for  yon,  now.  ibat's  tbrne; 

It's  u  bit  of  llie  fliitiii;;  ye'v»<l<ine  in  your  life, 

But  I  care  not  a,  lia'pt-r  if  you'il  bo  my  wife. 

Sure,  I've  waited  a  Ion<r  wliile  to  tell  yc  tliis  same, 
•     Anil  Biddv  Slaloney'il  be  *iich  a  foiiie  iiainu." 
Cries  lliildy,  *•  Have  done  wiili  ycr  t:irkin',  I  pray, 
Sure,  me  la-art's  not  me  o"ii  for  this  muuy  a  day. 
I  Rave  it  away  lo  a  jjood  looliiu'  boy. 
And  be  tliiiikti  tliiru  is  no  one  like  Biddy  Malloy; 
Don't  liollier  me,  Pal,  ji-t  be  aisv,"  sayn  site; 
"And  iiidade,  if  ye'll  let  me,  I  will  lliat."  says  he. 
"ludude,  if  ye'll  let  me,  I  will  tbat,"  eays  he.—Chorvt. 

"Ii*8  a  bit  of  a  flirt  tliat  yc  arc  on  tlie  ph', 
I'll  not  thronlile  ve  more,  but  I'll  bid  ye'f;ond-bye." 
"All,  Patrick,"  ciies  Biddy,  ".•in'  where  will  ye  got 
Sure,  it  is  not  tlie  best  of  jjooil  manners  ye  pIiow 
To  lave  nie  M)  sudiilni  "     "Oeh.  Biilily,"  crioa  Paf, 
:     "You  have  knocki'd  tin;  C'Ck  featlnTs  jiet  out  of  me  lint." 
"Come  back.  Put,"  eays  slie.  "Now,  what  for  lliin?"  says  lie. 
"Oil,  bekttse  1  meant  yon  all  the  time,  sir,"  says  she. 
Bekaee  ehe  meant  uie  all  the  time,  now  you  a^e.—  C/iorus. 


OUR    LITTLE    NIPPER 

Word*  by  Albert  Chevalier.    Music  by  Cliarles  Ingle. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  lie  sent  f<i  nnv  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

oerui;  or  this  and  any  two  otii.r  S  .iiu-s  f..rOne  Dollar,  l>y  Hiiiry  J.  WVhninn,  1»0&1S8 

Park  Iluw,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  ail  our  goods. 


I'm  just  about  the  proudest  man  thnt  walks, 
I've  got  n  little  nipper,  when  'e  Ijilks 
I'll  lay  yer  foriy  Eliincrs  lo  a  quid, 
You'll  take  him  for  the  faiher,  me  the  kid. 
Now  as  1  never  yet  was  blessed  wi"  wealf 
I've 'ad  to  brill};  that  youiiL'i-tcr  up  myself, 
And  llioii<;b  'is  ednc.atlon  "as  bei-n  free 
'£'8  alius  'ad  the  best  of  tips  from  me. 

Cnonus. 

And  'e>  a  little  chamjilon,  do  mc  proud  well  'e's  a  knock  out, 

'X'nkeii  after  me  and  iiin't  a  bit  ton  tall; 
'E  calls 'ie  mother  "S.'illy  "  and 'is  father  "pood  old  pally  ",  ■ 

And 'e  only  stands  aljotit  60 'ij;l.,  that's  all. 

'E  pits  me  on  at  skittles  and 'e  flukes. 

And  when 'e  «aiii»  to 'e  can  use 'is  dooks;  .' 

You  see 'iin  put 'em  up.  Well  there,  it's  great, 

'E  takes  a  bit  of  lickin"  at 'Is  weiubt. 

'£'11  Slick  up  like  a  Briton  for 'is  pals,  '\:. 

An' ain't 'e  jiiKt  a  terror  with  the  gals;  "/ 

1  loves  to  see 'im  ciillin' of  a  d;ish, 

A-walkiu' down  our  alley  on  the  mash. 

Cuoiius. 
There  'e's  a  little  clmmiiion,  do  me  prond  well  'e's  a  knock  out, 

I've  know'd  'iin  take  a  jiirl  on  six  foot  tad; 
'K'll  git  'iinself  up  dossj-,  say  "  I'm  {join'  out  wi'  Flossie," 

Auu  'e  only  stands  about  so  'igli,  that's  all. 

I  used  to  do  a  pin  crawl  ev'ry  nlfrht. 
An'  very,  very  often  come  'nine  tiiiht; 
But  now  of  nil  sich 'ahiis  I've  j;ot  rid,  rid,  ; 

I  alius  wants  to  i;it 'oiue  to  the  kid. 
In  teacliin'  'iiii  I  takes  a  re<;"lar  pride. 
Not  books,  of  course,  for  them 'e  can't  abide; 
•;  .-         But  artful  little  ikey,  Utile  wavs. 

As  makes  the  people  sit  up  where  we  stays. 

Spoken— Only  last  Sunday,  me  an' the  missus  took 'im  out  for  a  walk— I 
should  say  'e  took  us  out.  As  we  was  coinin'  'ome  I  says  to  the  old  cal,  "Let's 
pop  into  the  '  Broker's  Arms '  and 'ave  a  drop  o' beer."  She  didn't  r.nise  no 
objection,  so  ill  we  Koes,  followed  by 'is  iiihs.  I'd  fortrotieii  all  about 'im.  I 
Koes  to  the  bar  and  calls  for  two  jiots  of  foiir'alf.  Suddenly  I  feels  'im  n-iuL'sjin' 
at  my  coat.  "  Wot's  in>t "  sez  I.  "  Wot  did  yer  call  for?"  sez 'e.  "Tuopois 
o'  foar'alf,"  sez  I.    "Oh,"  sez  'e,  "ain't  molher  goin'  to  'ave  none?" 

Ciionus. 

Well,  'e's  a  little  champion,  do  me  prond  well  'e's  a  knock  out; 

"Drink  lip,"  sez  'e,  "time  pots,  mi-s,  it's  iny  call." 
I  sez,  "  Now,  Jacky,  Jacky !  "  'e  sez.  ".\iid  a  screw  of  baccy," 

And  'e  only  stands  about  so  'ij^h,  that's  all. 


— Tbe  world  is  full  of  people  who  are  always  looking  for  a 
8ledge  hammer  to  crack  a  peanut. 


A  Pretty  Little  Birdie  in  the  Hand. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  richts  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Sonp  will  1*  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO 

oente;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirsf'T  One  Dollar,  l.v  Henry  J-  Wehman.lSO&IM 

Park  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  its  cash  for  all  our  good*. 

■Written  by  George  Homcastle.    Composed  by  Felix  UcQlennon. 


"A  bird  In  the  hand  is  worth  two  in  the  bush," 

I  often  have  heard  people  say; 
And  as  it's  been  proved  so  for  many  years  past, 

It's  equally  jrooil  for  to-dny. 
So  when  opportunity  comes  in  your  way, 

Now  don't  you  be  "  muffs  "  and  mistake  It; 
If  any  younj;  man  wants  to  give  you  a  kiss. 

Just  do  as  I  would,  girls,  uud  take  it. 

Chorus. 

A  pretty  little  birdie  In  the  hand,  sweet,  sweet,     • 

Is  worth  two  ill  the  bushes,  understand,  sweet,  sweet; 

Then  if  you're  pleased  with  number  one  and  think  you'd  lik«  Its  brotbM', 

Put  salt  upon  its  little  tail  and  then  you'll  catch  another. 

Now  If  yon  are  troubled  with  lovers,  dear  girls. 

But  hold— there  is  not  any  "if  "; 
I  know  you  all  have  tot  a  beau,  and,  of  course, 

Y'ou  often  with  him  have  a  tiff. 
To  make  up  the  qiiarrri,  if  he  hrin<r«  a  ring. 

Of  diamonds  and  pearls— do  not  linger. 
But  say  yon  forgive  liim,  and  then  let  him  place 

That  ring  upon  your  engaged  finger.— C'Aorw*. 

Dear  boys,  you  are  all  pctiins  jealous,  I  know. 

Because  I've  not  sung  of  yoii  yet;  ,    -■ 

But  now  It's  your  turn.     So,  supposing  you've  gone 

A-coiirtinj.' some  sweet  little  pet; 
If  she  says,  "  Look  out,  or  mamma  will  come  fn  I  " 

Direcily  you've  started  your  t€>asing. 
Then  murmurs,  "Oh,  Charlie,  obi  don't— stop  It,  pleasel" 

Take  her  at  her  word— go  ou  squeezing.— 6" Aoru#. 


m 
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Put  Yourself  in  G-illigan's  Place. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  HaU,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  lie  sent  to  nnv  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Doliai-,  l.y  Henry  J.  WVhnian.lSO&lSS 

Park  Kow,  Kew  York,    fostat^e  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 

Written  by  Coriiey  Blamphin.    Composed  by  Felix  McGlennon. 


a  helping 
[haud.'^ 


I've  jnst  come  from  a  funeral,  I'm  sorry  for  to  state. 

The  man  we've  ))ut  away  to-day  for  years  has  l)eeii  my  mate; 

He  told  me  he  was  toin'  to  try  and  black  McNulty's  eye. 

Oh,  but  divil  a  word  did  he  tell  me  that  he  was  goin'  out  there  to  die. 

Poor  OilliiJiun!  he  met  his  lieath,  I  cannot  fell  you  bow. 

They  brought  him  home  in  pieces,  awful  must  have  been  the  row; 

His  friends  assembled  at  the  wake,  this  whs  their  jilaintive  cry: 

"Ob,  Gilligaul  oh,  Gilligan!  whatever  made  you  dief" 

Chorus. 
Put  yourself  in  Gilligan's  place, 

As  dead  as  any  stone; 
His  pals  were  hy  with  a  tear  In  each  eye. 

And  they  cried,  "Oh,  dear,  Ochone, 
Why  did  you  die?  "  But  he  didn't  reply. 

He  treated  ilum  with  disdain; 
And  if  you  bad  been  in  Gilligan's  place. 

Why,  you  would  have  done  the  same. 

Now,  Gilligan  went  for  a  sail,  a  Chinaman  for  a  gnlde; 

At  first  the  sea  was  very  smooth  and  he  enjoyed  the  ride, 

Ihil  bye  and  bye  a  storm  came  on;  says  Gil.,  "  We'll  strike  for  land." 

Said  the  Chinaman,  "Doiit  you  stand  bossing  there,  but  just  give  me 

The  boat  upset,  with  water  tilled,  and  like  a  stone  it  sank; 

Gilligan  looked  'round  nnd  by  his  side  be  saw  a  plank; 

He  got  upon  the  plank  and  then  the  Chinaman  got  on,  too; 

Says  Gilligan,  "'Vou  must  clear  out,  this  plank  won't  carry  two." 

Chorus. 
',         "     Put  yourself  in  Galli-ian's  place  '     .  ;.  '■'  " 

And  say  what  you  would  do 
Upon  a  plank  that  was  safe  with  one,  -      '. 

But  would  never  carry  two;  •'  :       " 

But  Gilligan  kicked  the  Chiuaman         .  ,      ■ 
Into  the  raging  man,  '•  .       . 

>  And  if  I'd  been  ill  Gilligan's  place  '. 

Y'ou  bet  I've  had  done  tbe  same. 

Now,  Gilligan  took  lodjrings  with  a  widow.  Mistress  Mash, 

She'd  sixteen  kids  to  bring  her  joy,  nnd  also  lots  of  cash; 

She  cast  slieep's  eyes  on  Gilligan  and  his  whiskers  long  and  red, 

So  he  axed  her  the  qnesiion.     "All  riclii,"  said  she— then,  of  coarse,  they  both 

At  leiiLMh  another  lodger  came,  and  from  that  very  night  [got  wed. 

Poor  Gilligan  suspicious  (rot  that  things  were  scarcely  right; 

He  made  a  hole  in  the  shutter,  and  one  night  what  did  be  seef 

His  wife  was  there,  as  buuld  as  brass,  u|k>u  the  lodger's  knee. 

Chorus. 
Put  yourself  in  Gilligan's  place. 

It's  red  you'd  paint  the  town; 
Gil.  didn't  get  made,  but  says  be,  "Bedad, 

Here's  another  bark  outward  bound." 
He  left  her  the  kids,  but  collared  her  CMb, 

Then  crossed  the  rafflne  main; 
And  if  you'd  seen  what  Gilligan  saw. 

Why,  yon  would  have  done  the  same. 
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OUR    COUNTRY. 

Copyright,  18»0,  by  C.  F^.rmaii  Smith. 
All  riiflita  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  hy  C.  Fornian  Smith. 


From  North  to  South  ftinl  Etst  to  \V«»t  our  flag  it  float*  with  pride, 
And  'ni'Uih  its  heiivnly  Btiin*  and  Ktripes  how  many  |)iiiriol8  died; 
Land  of  the  nohle  Washinuion,  wlio  loiiglit  \>itli  patrioit)  hriive, 
And,  with  the  pruy'ra  ot  loyul  lieiiits,  fruni  fuea  our  luud  Uu  saved. 

Chorus. 
God  bless  onr  own  denr  rintive  land,  so  full  of  joy  and  peace; 
Uuited,  we  will  ever  stand— divided,  we  must  BUiely  full. 
God  smile  ou  iia  fur  aye. 

The  mnrtvr'd  Lincoln  how  we  loved;  bow  prand,  how  tnio,  how  brave  I 
A  nailon's  tribute  comes  to  one  wlinse  pen  did  fiei-  the  slave. 
How  many  hearts  siill  bear  the  woiimls  «(  butile'e  si  rife  and  roar; 
Aud  may  our  owu  God-favored  land  at  peace  be  evermore. —  Chorut. 

The  marfyr'd  Garfield,  In  our  hearts  his  mein'ry  ne'er  will  fall; 
A  mail  of  God  wliofe  iDval  heart  at  de.itli  it  iliil  n-a  qiuiil. 
O  God,  who  doeili  all  ihiug*  well,  hU-ss  our  di  ur  imtive  land; 
And  may  all  foes  wlio  iu  it  dwell  be  swept  away  as  sand. —  Chorus. 

We  sing  of  noble  General  Grant  who  foiiirht  and  served  ns  well. 
And  other  generids  Unown  to  fame,  who  in  oiir  hc.-nts  will  dweil; 
Brave  soldiers  w  ho  laid  down  their  lives,  their  country  for  to  save; 
And  may  ilicir  memory  iu  our  heuria  go  wiili  us  to  the  grave.— CV<or«». 

The  land  of  cities  vast  and  great,  and  nionntains.  hills  and  dells; 
The  laud  of  forests,  orcliard!*,  fruit-",  sweet  land  vv  here  beauty  dwells; 
The  hind  of  rivers,  lakes  and  bays,  of  ccience  and  of  arts; 
The  laud  of  maideus  sweet  and  pure,  land  of  the  loyal  hearts.— CAor'/#. 

The  land  of  mines  and  farm-lands  Rreaf,  of  poefo,  statesmen  dear; 

God  bless  onr  land-of  liln-rty,  and  be  Thou  al\va>s  near. 

And  may  our  glorious  banner  wave  nntil  the  trump  shall  sound; 

Aud  may  all  foes  who  raise  a  hand  meet  death,  wherever  touud.— Chorus. 

The  declaration  we  do  love,  of  Independence  sweet; 

Our  constitution,  may  it  stand  all  storms  that  'gainst  it  bent. 

Brave  men  who  signed  the  noble  paize,  brave  men  whose  hearts  were  rii;l)t: 

And  may  the  thoughts  of  Plymoutli  Kocii  ne'er  fail  from  freedom's  light.— 6' Ao. 
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Romance  of  a  Bad  Young  Man. 

CopyriKht,  1881,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 

Tf«»  Words  and  Music  of  this  Ponpr  ""'1'  be  sent  tr>  any  address,  pcst-pnid.  on  receipt  of  40 
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Words  by  Cbas.  F.  PidKin.    Music  by  Chas.  D.  BUke. 

First  we  see  a  lovlne  grouplet  sitting  'round  the  teethiiie  child. 
Then  a  case  of  wicked  cronplet  drives  ihe  weepini;  parents  w  iid; 
Saved,  he  rolls  his  litile  liooplef,  aid  IiIm  hair  is  dres-ed  in  Curls, 
Then  iie  sits  upon  the  stonpU  t  teasing  all  ihe  little  girls. 
Grouplet,  crouplet,  hooplct,  stooplet,  teasiiii;  all  the  litile  girls; 
Grouplet,  crouplet,  hooplct,  stooplet,  teasing  ail  the  little  t^Mo. 

Cuonus. 

Gronplet,  cronplet,  hooplef,  stooplet,  teasing  all  the  little  girli"; 
Grouplet,  crouplet,  hooplet,  stooplet,  teasing  all  tlie  little  girls. 

Then  he  takes  his  little  booklet  ond  he  dips  in  learning's  pool, 
When  notfli'liiiiit  in  the  brooklet,  which  lie  inueli  prefers  to  school; 
There  he  baits  his  little  hooUlet,  to  the  fish  he  throws  a  fly, 
Then  the  boys  get  up  a  cooklet  and  to  broil  their  victims  iry. 
Booklet,  brooklet,  booklet,  cooklet,  and  to  hioil  their  victims  try; 
Booklet,  brooklet,  booklet,  cooklet,  aud  to  broil  their  vicliiiis  try. 

Chorus. 
Booklet,  brooklet,  booklet,  cooklet,  and  to  broil  their  victim*  try; 
Booklet,  brooklet,  booklet,  cooklet,  and  to  broil  their  victims  try. 

School  he  quits  and  seeks  a  shoplet  where  he  toils  for  three  a  week. 
But  he  likes  a  hoise  and  hoplet,  ond  bis  pocketbook  will  leak; 
Thinks  hell  jump  to  reach  the  toplet  and  he  robs  the  villaire  bank. 
He  Is  caught,  but  giveo  tlic  droplet  to  the  law  and  order  crank. 
Shoplet,  lioplet,  toplet,  droplet,  lo  the  law  and  onler  crank; 
Shopiet,  hoplet,  toylel,  droplet,  to  the  law  aud  order  crank. 

Chorus. 
Shoplet,  hoplet,  toplet,  drojilct,  to  the  law  and  order  crank; 
Shoplet,  hoplet,  toplet,  droplet,  to  the  law  and  order  crank. 

Now  we  see  another  gronplet  gathered  in  a  prison  cell. 
And  another  ctvse  of  crouplet,  pardon  only  curelh  well; 
'Round  his  neck  they  put  a  loo(ilet,  in  the  air  his  body  whirls. 
And  no  more  he'll  lilock  the  stoo|ilet  couriiiii:  all  the  pretty  girls. 
Gronplet,  crouplet,  hooplet,  stooplet,  see  Ihe  plot  in  nature's  plan; 
Booklet,  brooklet,  hooplet,  crouplet,  how  his  mind  to  slaughter  ran. 

Cuonus. 
Shoplet,  hoplet,  toplet,  droplet,  hear  it  all  and  run  who  can; 
Grouplet,  crouplet,  looplet,  stooplet,  romance  of  a  bad  youug  man. 


—Some  people  can  trust  G(kI  as  long  as  they  have  plenty  of 
money,  but  when  the  bank  breaks  their  religion  goes  with  it. 


A  Kiss  from  Your  Own  Dear  Wife. 

Copyright,  lSt3,  by  Frank  Tousey.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  tondon. 


All  riffhts  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Miific  of  this  Ponjr  will  be  sent  to  ony  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 
cental  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soims  for  One  l>ullar,hy  Henry  J.  Wehiaan,  IJO^lSi)      \ 
Vmrk.  Row,  New  York.    Pustaiie  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  for  all  our  troods.  [ 

Words  and  Music  by  Gus  Williams. 


In  this  world  I've  had  my  iilensure.*,  both  upon  ihe  land  and  sea. 
Always  looking  on  the  bright  side,  I'ui  contented  as  can  be; 
All  the  jiivs  of  life  I've  t.'isied,  iiothing  e're  has  Kone  amiss, 
Aud  the  acme  of  eujoymeut  simply  lies  iu  u  sweet  kiss. 

Chorus. 

A  sweet  little  kiss  when  a  baby,  vou  got  from  yonr  mother  dear, 
A  kiss  from  the  ):irl  you  loved  when  a  boy,  with  love  that  was  quite  sincere, 
A  kiss  from  the  one  vou  called  sweetheart  while  journeying  on  tbi'ou(;h  life. 
But  the  sweetest  of  all  that  I  can  recall  is  the  kiss  from  your  own  dear  wife. 

There's  a  kiss,  the  kiss  of  parting,  an  unwelcome  sad  embrace; 
Other  kisses  are  all  sweetness,  as  they  lia|)|icii  In  their  place. 
What's  a  kisst  what  dues  it  tame  like?  Ciiii  yon  tell  me*  Now  I  ask; 
£ven  Webiter  can't  define  it,  to  describe  it  is  u  task.— C/<oru<. 


CHARMING-    LOU. 

Copyright,  1882,  by  Frank  A.  Kent 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Rone  will  be  sent  to  nny  address,  post-paid,  on  recelnt  of  #0 

cents,  or  tills  and  any  twooth'-r  S.iiiirs  for  On<i  Dollar,  liy  lliiiry  J.  Wehnian,  UO&ISS 

Park  How,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  fur  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Frank  A.  Kent.    Mu»ic  by  C  Forman  Smith. 

While  strolling  on  the  avenue  one  jileasant  day  in  May, 

I  met  my  cliarining  little  Lou  w  bo  stole  my  heart  away; 

I  strove  to  1,'ain  attention,  by  sev'ral  little  ways. 

But  spite  of  all  iuveuliou  she'd  give  uo  cheering  rays.    Obi    ■ 

Chorus. 

EyeB  of  bine,  softest  hue. 

Peeping  at  me  witli  their  shy  roguish  glances; 
Clmrmiiig  Lou,  fairest  arc  you, 

Pride  of  my  loving  heart,  sweet,  charming  Lou. 

But  as  the  days  went  gliding  by  and  her  I  often  met. 

She  ceased  lo  be  so  awful  shy,  and  then  I  chanced  to  get 

An  Introduction  to  her,  the  "one  in  all  "  to  me; 

An  now— a  secret,  kceji  it— we're  going  to  married  be.   Oh'.—  Ch07iii. 


THANKFUL    EVERY    TIME. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  While-Smith  Music  Publishing  Co. 


The  Words  and  Musio  of  this  Sonp  wilt  lie  sent  to  nnv  address,  post  iwld,  on  reopiot  of  40 

Cems:  or  tliinand  any  twooth-r  Soiii;s  for  One  Doll.ii.  I.v  fliiiiy  J.  Wrhnian,  i:.iiA.138 

pMrk  Uow,  New  York.    I'obtage  Stamps  taken  siuue  as  cash  fur  all  our  goMis. 

By  Sam  Lucas. 


Now  an  old  colored  preacher,  while  warning  bis  flock. 

Said  meanness  was  Satan's  best  hook; 
You  can  never  be  saved  till  your  purse  you  unlock— 

And  then  a  collection  lie  took. 
The  deacon  pnssed  raithfiilly  Ihronirh  the  dark  crowd. 

But  all  he  lironeht  back  was  the  hat; 
The  preacher  be  took  it  and  said  quite  alond, 

" Now  we  ought  to  be  thankful  for  that." 

CnoRiTs. 
Thankful  for  that,  yes,  thankful  for  that; 
Kow  we  oiinht  to  be  tlianUful  for  that. 
If  we  get  nothing « Isc  we  can  still  keep  the  bat, 
So  we  ought  to  be  thankful  for  that. 

Did  yon  ever  come  home  from  a  jolly  good  spree? 

Go  tnmblini;  up  to  your  door. 
When  yonr  wife  pulls  you  in  hy  the  hair  of  your  head, 

That  iiiijht  makes  you  sleep  on  the  floor. 
If  she  goes  through  your  |)ocUets,  don't  find  any  cash. 

Your  head  she  wilt  beat  willi  a  bat; 
And  If  your  mother-in-law,  too,  dnenn't  get  in  a  crack, 

Why,  you  ought  to  be  thankful  for  that.— C7Aoru«. 

The  ladies'  last  move  is  a  very  strange  freak 

Which  threatens  to  jHTil  our  sex; 
Wiiy,  to  dress  like  us  men  they  Certainly  seek. 

And  all  of  our  tiarmeniH  annex. 
Iu  our  collars  and  vest  they  iriddtly  prance. 

They've  siezod  our  shirt  front  and  cravat; 
But  up  to  this  moiurnt  they've  left  lis  our  pants. 

And  we  ought  to  be  thankful  for  that.— C'Aoru«. 

There's  the  cashier  of  onV  bank,  of  whom  you  know  well, 

lie's  a  iMTSon  that  looks  like  a  t>aint; 
If  he  should  by  chance  overhear  a  bud  word 

Ile'd  ceriuinly  drop  down  in  n  faint. 
This  casiiier  so  jiious,  of  whom  you  know  well, 

On  Canada's  side  croweth  fat; 
He  skipiHid  with  the  boodle,  hut  left  ns  the  hank, 

And  we  ought  to  be  thankful  for  thatpr— CAof'us. 
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THE    TWO    NAUOHTY    FLIES. 

Copyriphl,  1898,  by  AVhlte-Smith  Muslo  Publishing  Co. 


The  Word*  and  Mualo  of  this  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  addresa.  i>oat  paiJ.un  iec«l|>t  t>f  «0 

oenti;  or  till*  and  any  two  other  SunpTB  for  One  Dollar,  by  Heury  J.  Well  man.  130  <1^  132 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Poscaure  .Stanipg  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  oar  couds. 


Words  by  Howard  Willis.    Mueic  by  Dan  Bratnaii. 


HE'S    OFF    HIS    TROLLEY. 

Oopyrlcht,  1893,  by  Geo.  C.  Edwarda. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  t-o  any  addrestt,  iHwtpaid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  othtr  Sonjrs  for  One  DoUar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  ISO  A  U> 

Pau-k  Row.  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


There  were  two  flies,  tlie  elory  coca — 
And  flies  are  bad.  as  ev'ry body  Knows— 
Who  Bang  this  nong  wiili  buzz  and  hum: 
'  Let's  go  uu  a  tiiuo,  fur  tlie  summer's  come.** 

Chorus. 
Buzz!  bnzzl  buzz!    Hiiml  hum!  bum!  ._  . 

Let's  go  on  a  lime,  for  the  summer's  Come. 

One  fly  was  bhie,  tlie  other  was  black,  i 

'i'hey  both  liad  epois  upon  their  back; 

'I'liey  tlldn't  give  a  run  for  any  otlier  man, 

For  their  father,  mother,  brother,  or  their  sister  Ann. 

Chorus. 
Buzz!  buzz!  buzz!    Hum!  Iiiim!  ham! 
For  fatlier,  mother,  brother,  or  their  sieter  Ann. 

So  off  they  flew  and  did  not  stop 

'Till  tliey  got  inside  a  baker's  shop; 

One  lit  on  a  pie,  one  in  the  civain-cuke  pan. 

For  they  didu't  care  a  siiap  for  the  balier  man. 

CUORUS. 

Buzz!  buzz!  bnzzl    Hum!  bimi!  tiiim! 
Tiiey  diUn't  care  a  snap  for  the  baker  man. 

The  blue  fly  liid  in  a  (loughiiiit  iiole, 
Tlien  danced  a  jig  on  a  hot  French  roll; 
The  blncli  fly  silt  down  on  a  we<iding  culie 
And  licked  ofl[  the  sugar  at  a  2:15  gait. 

CUORUB. 

Buzz!  I>uzz!  buzz!    Hum!  hum!  hum! 
And  licked  off  tlie  suga.-  at  a  8:16  gait. 

And  when  they'd  sampled  ev'rything 
They  started  off  upon  the  wing. 
Buzzing  a  song  with  this  refrain: 
"Good-bye,  sweetheart,  'till  I  see  you  again." 
Chorus. 

Buzz!  buzz!  buzz!    Diirn!  hum!  hum! 

Good-liye,  sweetheart,  'till  I  meet  you  again. 

Now  if  you're  inclined  to  be  a  little  fly, 
Just  get  u  pair  of  wings  and  eat  cake  and  pie; 
But  don't  overdo  it,  take  cure  where  you  light. 
Or  yonll  be  iu  the  soup  when  you  think  you're  all  right. 
Cnoni's. 

Buzz!  buzz!  buzz!    Hum!  hum!  hum! 

Or  you'll  be  iu  the  soup  w  heu  you  think  you're  all  right. 


THING-S    THAT    MAKE    A    MAN 
FEEL    LIKE    A    FOOL. 


Copyright,  1885,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 


Words  by  Chos.  Edwards.    Music  by  Geo.  C.  Edwards. 

No  matter  where  you  go  now-a-days  yon  see  a  trolley  car. 

It's  trolley  here  and  trolley  there  and  trolley  larly  lur; 

.While  walking  out  the  otlier  day  with  little  Nancy  Lee, 

A  trolley  car  came  along  and  near  run  over  me; 

I  shouted  to  the  motorman.  then  he  did  ring  the  bell. 

I  took  the  number  of  the  car  aud  the  crowd  did  loudly  yell : 

Chorus. 

He's  off  hie  trolley,  his  trolley  lar. 
He  just  put  down  tlie  number  of  the  trolley  car. 
With  a  aing,  ding,  ding  and  a  dong,  dong,  dong. 
In  the  morning  he'll  be  off  bis  trolley. 

There's  a  jolly  Johnny  Juegins  who  crosses  to  Fort  Lee. 

Dressed  in  the  heiL'ht  of  fashion  as  any  one  cun  see; 

His  new  straw  hut  is  finely  set  with  a  trolley  neatly  fixed,  *  ' 

Bnt  in  mid-stream  a  gale  arose  and  Johnny  he  eot  mixed. 

For  the  trolley,  not  the  hat,  was  the  cause  of  oil  the  woe. 

For  the  wind  that  blew  so  windy  made  both  hat  and  trolley  fo. 

Chorus. 
It's  off  its  trolley,  his  trolley  lar. 
The  hat  and  the  trolley  it  blew  away  BO  far. 
With  a  ding,  dint;,  ding  and  a  dong,  dong,  dong. 
In  the  morning  he'll  be  off  his  trolley. 

There's  poor  old  Patoey  Murphy  was  just  one  minnfe  Inle, 
And  you  know  no  railroad  coinpuny  for  anyone  will  wnit; 
8o  Ihey  put  a  man  named  Mike  McCann  in  i)0()rPiit8<'y"s  place. 
And  when  he  heard  the  awful  news  there  was  electric  in  his  face. 
The  timer  now  he  came  around  and  saw  Patsey  awfui  stare. 
He  looked  at  him  from  feet  to  chin  and  loudly  did  declare: 

Chorus. 

You're  off  your  trolley,  your  trolley  lar, 
",     ;■  .       I've  just  put  another  man  on  your  trolley  car. 

With  a  ding,  ding,  ding  and  a  dong,  dong,  dong. 
In  the  morning  you'll  be  off  your  trolley. 

I  went  down  to  a  party  not  very  long  ago. 

The  wine  and  beer  was  plenty  and  not  n  penny  you  had  to  toe, 

I  waltzed  around  with  little  Kate,  alfo  with  Maty  Jane. 

And  then  my  feet  felt  shaky  and  my  head  began  t"  pain. 

I  felt  myself  now  getting  full  and  I  bid  them  all  good-bye. 

Aud  when  I  reached  my  home,  sweet  home,  I  heard  my  dear  wife  cry: 

Chorus. 

■  .     •'      He's  off  his  trolley,  his  trolley  lar. 

He  just  j)ut  down  the  number  of  the  trolley  car, 
■  ■  '  ■        With  a  ding,  ding,  ding  and  a  donjr,  dong,  dong. 

In  the  morning  he'll  be  off  his  trolley. 


The  Words  and  MuMc  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  on  rscelpt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiurs  for  mie  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  \Vehiiian,  130  *  I3sl 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Sam.  Lucas. 


Don't  go  to  get  shaved  with  no  hair  on  your  face, 
It  will  make  a  man  feel  like  a  fool; 

If  you  lose  all  the  money  you  brt  on  a  race,  •  - 

It  will  make  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 

If  yo>i  take  a  young  lady  to  see  u  new  play 
And  liiviic  her  to  supper  at  a  fush'nabie  cafe. 

Put  your  liaml  in  your  pocket  with  no  money  to  pay- 
It  will  make  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 

If  you're  asked  for  the  time  when  you've  only  a  chain. 
It  will  make  a  man  feel  like  a  fool; 

If  yo>'r  umbrella  turns  inside  out  iu  the  rain. 
It  will  make  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 

If  > oil  ask  a  young  lady  to  take  a  short  stroll, 
And  your  t.illor  steps  up  before  you  are  aware 

And  asks  you  to  settle  that  little  affair- 
It  will  make  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 

If  yon  meet  a  young  lady,  all  satin  and  lace. 

It  will  make  a  man  feel  like  H  fool; 
If  yon  get  but  one  glimpse  of  iier  beautiful  face. 

It  will  make  a  mun  feel  like  a  fool. 
If  yon  lay  your  hand  on  her  shoulder  so  bold 

And  she  lifts  her  vail,  and  ii's  then  you  behold 
A  tough  old  maiden,  some  sixty  years  old — 

It  will  make  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 

Don't  step  on  a  car  when  you've  just  paid  your  rent. 

It  miikes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool; 
When  the  conductor  comes  'round  and  you  haven't  a  cent. 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 
You're  dressed  up  iu  style  so  nobby  and  nice. 

Your  necktie  is  made  out  of  satin  or  lace. 
Step  off  the  wrong  way  and  fall  flat  on  your  face — 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 

If  a  man  has  been  married  some  ten  or  twelve  years. 

It  makes  a  mun  feel  like  a  fool; 
If  his  wife  strikes  a  ton,  and  she  has  made  him  shed  tears. 

It  makes  a  man  feel  like  a  fool. 
He  meets  with  a  lady  of  whom  he  knows  well,      ' 

And  asks  her  to  partake  of  some  wine,  nice  and  cool;      ;, 
His  wife  pokes  her  head  in  and  says,  "Ah  there!  " —        ■■_..■.■ 

It  makes  a  man  fuel  like  a  fool. 


RIG-HT  SMART  SORT  OF  A  GIRL. 

Copyright,  1S9S,  by  White-Smith  Music  Publinhlng  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Ronjf  will  bo  .«eiit  to  any  address.  |i.)8t  paid,  on  rf^'elirf  oflO 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  otht-r  S')ni;s  f..r  One  Dollar,  by  Heiirv.T.  W'ehman.  13n<^  13S 

Park  Sow,  Kew  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  eanie  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


By  Dan  Braman. 


I'm  deeply  in  love  with  a  charming  young  girl, 

I  met  her  one  iii>;ht  at  a  ball ; 
She  a^ked  me  to  dance — thinks  I  now  is  my  chance. 

So  with  her  I  waliz'd  'round  the  hull. 
She  said.  "  I  mutt  really  leave  here  before  ten." 

"All  right,  Mifs;  may  I  see  yon  home?  " 
She  replied,  "  If  yon  like,"  and  from  that  very  night 

We've  ofteu  been  out  for  a  roam. 

Chorus. 
Wfltclilng,  waiting,  waiting  to  make  her  my  wife; 

She  asked  me  lust  eve  htv  words  to  believe. 
That  she  loved  mc  as  she  did  her  own  life. 
She's  a  right  smart  fort  of  a  girl, 

And  she  never  flirts  with  the  men: 
She  will  make  a  good  wife,  for  she'e  plenty  of  life, 

Aud  she  never  stays  out  after  ten. 

If  we  go  to  a  show,  or  n  party,  or  ball. 

She  keeps  her  mind  fixed  on  the  time. 
And  the  hour  she  must  know  ev'ry  minute  or  so; 

To  be  late  home  w  itii  her  is  a  crime. 
And  when  I  invite  her  to  take  a  exhort  ride. 

She's  ready  and  don't  make  me  wait, 
Thongli  she'll  say,  "Home  airaln  we  mnst  be  sure  by  ten. 

Or  Mamma  will  be  at  the  gate."— C'Aoru*. 

Now  I  bonght  a  ring  for  my  darling  to  wear, 

My  wife  very  soon  she  will  be: 
And  when  we  two  wed,  the  sweet  village  belle 

Will  sound  it  abroad  merrily. 
But  when  our  blessed  honeymoon's  over  and  gone       :■    ' 

We  won't  be  particular  then; 
We  will  stay  out  or  in,  as  we  like,  ev'ry  night 

Till  after  the  hour  of  ten. — C/iwuf. 
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Copyright,  18t3,  by  Frank  Touaey.     Entered  &t  Stationeii'  Hall,  Loudon. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Son(»  will  Ix*  gent  to  any  addrew,  poot-pald,  o?i  recolpt  of  40 

cents,  or  this  and  any  two  oth»r  Sonkts  f.-r  Om-  Dollar.  I<y  lli'nry  J.  Wehiiiun,  i:iO&132 

I*arlt  Uow,  Kew  Yoik,    JfustaKO  Stamps  token  saute  aa  cosh  fur  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Gus  Williams. 


There  is  a  girl,  a  little  pearl,  auil  Juiiiiie  iB  her  name: 

When  first  I  met  thie  litile  pet,  »be  set  my  heart  a-flamc; 

With  eyes  so  blue,  they  pierce  you  through,  ami  leave  a  tender  Bting. 

Moat  ev'ry  uigbt  when  stars  ure  bright,  around  her  house  I  slug: 

Chorus. 

Jennie  Reilly,  you're  the  girl  for  style; 
Jennie  Roilly,  my  lieart  you  do  beguile. 
Jennie  Reilly,  wear  your  prettiest  smile, 
And  I'll  make  you  my  wife,  sweet  Jennie  Reilly. 

She's  full  of  fun,  with  ev'ry  one,  she  loves  to  romp  and  piny; 

She  likes  lo  chaff,  and  then  her  luuL'h,  you  can  tit-ar  all  the  day. 

I  oft  rejoice  to  hear  her  voice,  in  melody  so  sweet; 

Just  like  a  bird  the  notes  are  beard,  so  charming  and  cou)i>lete.— CAo/'i/«. 

She  promised  me  quite  cheerfully  to  be  my  darling  bride; 
Such  happiness,  I  must  coiife!<s,  fills  ine  with  joy  and  pride. 
When  we're  made  one  the  "bo>8''  I'll  shun,  and  settle  down  for  life; 
But  'till  that  day  I'll  eiug  so  guy  about  my  future  wife.— t'Ao;«s. 


MY    SON    JACK 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Arthur  West.    Arranged  by  John  A.  Stromberg. 

Now  I  am  a  widow  of  thirty-six. 

But  was  married  at  eweet  seventeen ; 
There  wasn't  a  boy  didn't  follow  uiy  cloak 

When  I  was  a  pnrty  colleen, 
And  »till  they  are  after  my  band  and  my  heart. 

But  they're  chusiug  my  dollars  as  well; 
But  the  one  that  gets  me  has  to  know  from  the  Start, 

They  must  love  Jack;  the  reusuii  I'll  tell. 
My  sun  Jack  behind  my  back, 
They  tell  me  he's  a  very  hard  nut  to  crack; 
Be  comes  home  tight  in  the  middle  of  the  uight. 

Sometimes  u  lieu  the  day  is  dawning; 
Me  oath  I'll  take  he  wins  the  cuke. 
He's  u  jolly  little  rollicking,  froiicking  rake; 
Qe  tumbles  into  bed  with  a  bi;;  fat  head. 

But  he's  up  with  the  lark  in  the  morning. 

There  isn't  a  boy  can  lieat  him  on  the  base, 

He's  pitcher  and  always  will  be; 
There  isn't  a  fi>;hter  can  get  on  his  face. 

For  Jack  has  l>een  known  to  lick  three. 
There  isn't  a  man  in  the  village  that  hits 
My  son  Jack  on  the  brink,  but  he  has  to  cry  quits; 
There  isn't  a  cinger  sinus  with  him  a  song. 
And  the  prctiiest  girl  will  be  his  before  long. 


I'LL   NOT  FORG-ET  YOU,  DADDY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Glenroy. 


A  man,  both  old  and  feeble,  tottered  slowly  up  the  stoop 

And  rang  the  mansion  bell  with  every  care; 
'Twas  his  only  daughter's  homestead  and  he  asked  to  see  his  child. 

For  poverty  alone  had  forced  him  there. 
He  told  her  bow  his  only  son  refused  lo  give  him  aid. 

With  grief  and  shame  he  hung  his  snow-white  head; 
But  a  daughter's  love  will  never  fade,  and  with  a  tender  kiss 

She  placed  her  arms  around  him  us  she  said: 

Refrain. 

"  ril  not  forget  you,  daddy,  though  your  faults  have  caused  me  tears; 
I'll  not  forget  yon,  daddy,  for  the  sake  of  bygone  years. 
Yon  toiled  to  educate  me  while  the  sun  beat  on  your  brow; 
I  loved  you  in  my  childhood,  aud  I'll  not  forsake  you  now. 

"The  day  that  yon  deserted  ns,"  the  daughter  sobbed  aud  said, 

"I'll  ne'er  forget  how  poor  old  mother  cried; 
I  am  snre  she  loved  you  dearly,  though  you  left  us  all  alone; 


She  prayed  for  you  the  very  night  she  died.' 
"Twas  for  my  honored  family's  sake,"  the 


le  poor  old  father  said, 
"To  hide  the  shame  to  distant  lands  I  fled." 
Aa  the  tears  were  flowing  down  his  cheeks,  t<>  soothe  his  aching  heart 
In  sweetest  tones  the  faithful  daughter  *i\\^:— Refrain. 


Parody  on : 

AFTER    THE    BALL. 


\?^ 


v^^^^-vr^.'-v '^ 


Written  by  T.  H.  Tooker. 


Smid  for  Prw  Catnlojroe  of  Rone  Dooks,  I.,ettiT  Writ<>ni,  Prvam  Books,  Fortune  Teltonu 
Trk-k  Itooks.  Kt'citatiun  ISi>uk:<.    IVnny  llulliids.  Cull  Kook.s,  Joke  ISooka.   Hkctch 
Books.  Stump  S|K't'rln'M.  Iri-sh  Son^  Ituokf,  Cook  Hook.-!,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  ileury  J.  Wehniun,  130  tit  133  Park  lluw,  New  York. 

A  tout  once  gave  me  a  tip  on  a  horse. 

And,  like  a  jny,  I  believed  him,  of  course. 

Said  he,  ''Buck  LampliL'hter,  the  Suburban  he'll  win.*' 

I  followe<l  his  advice  and  dropped  all  my  tin. 

'Twas  then  I  searched  in  vain  for  the  tout. 

But  he  knew  a  thing  or  two,  of  that  I've  no  doubt; 

I  hunted  for  him,  yes,  all  ahoiit  the  place. 

But  he  waa 'way  out  of  sight,  afterlhe  race. 

Chorus. 

After  the  race  was  over,  after  Lowlander  had  woo, 

I  had  to  walk  buck  home  in  the  hot  broiling  sun. 

Oh,  'twus  un  awful  journey,  1  ihouglii  I'd  never  get  back; 

But  I  was  not  the  only  one  that  walked  the  railway  track. 

I  made  a  bet  with  a  "  sport "  one  night 
That  Sullivan  would  knock  Corbeti  out  of  sight; 
^  -  And  I  felt  happy,  as  happy  us  a  king. 

When  a  party  of  friends  s.'iid  1  had  a  sure  thing. 

I  thought  I  hud  a '"cincli,"  I  will  admit, 

And  treated  them  to  wine  on  the  strength  of  it; 

But  when  I'd  spent  my  cnsh  they  said,  "Good  night; 

We'll  see  you  again,  old  boy,  after  the  fight." 

CUORUS. 

After  the  fight  was  over,  after  I  heard  the  news, 

I  met  the  friends  who  said  that  Sullivan  couldn't  lose. 

1  told  them  of  t'orbett's  viclory;  said  Ihey,  "Thai's  nothing  new; 

We  didn't  expect  John  L.  to  win,  wc  were  only  joking  with  you." 

A  stage-struck  damsel  thought  she'd  like  to  be 

A  dashing  soubrelte  in  a  fnrce-conicdy; 

She  got  an  engagcnieut— she  only  played  one  night— 

I  saw  lier  lovely  form  in  garments  very  tight. 

She  was  bow-legged,  yes,  V\\\  sorry  to  say; 

And  that,  of  course,  nearly  queered  the  ulay; 

ThouL'h  the  audience  Kuyed  lier,  she  really  didn't  know 

'Twas  ou  account  of  her  shape,  till  after  the  show. 

Chorus. 

After  the  show  was  over,  after  a  hot  interview. 
The  niiinuger  lie  discharged  her  ami  told  her  the  reason,  too. 
She  said,  "  Oh,  you  safsy  devil !  "  (while  gazing  at  the  footltghlB)! 
"I'll  never  leave  the  stage  while  I  own  a  pair  of  red  iij^lits." 


The  Tune  that  Stopped  the  Fight. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Chas.  Weston. 

'I'tie  Words  and  Mnslc  of  this  Song  will  "be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

ceniS;  or  this  and  any  t»'ooth>-r  Sonk'K  forOne  Dollur,  by  Henry  J.  Wchinan,  ISOftlSt 

I^k  Kow,  Jiie w  Yorlc    Fuslagu  Stamps  taken  same  as  cosh  fur  all  our  goods. 


<* 


■•-*■, 
■/.'<*  " 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  B.  Weston.    Arranged  by  Jerome  Follette. 


Tim  Carey  gave  a  party,  it  was  a  Kiand  affair. 

The  iieinhbors  for  blocks  around  were  all  as^•embled  there; 

Some  cunie  in  qniti;  sober,  otliers  came  in  light. 

Murphy  struck  O'Rufferty  and  staried  up  a  tight. 

There  was  trouble  nil  around,  murder  in  the  air, 

Nolan  went  for  Dolan  and  emiished  him  with  a  chair; 

Carey  tried  to  stop  ir,  they  said  ho  was  a  loon; 

Every  one  was  fighting,  when  the  band  struck  up  this  tunc: 

Chorus. 

"Ireland,  sweet  Ireland,"  the  music  did  play. 

We  all  left  off  fighting  and  went  dancing  right  away; 

Oh,  what  a  racket,  you  never  saw  such  a  sight. 

"  liclaud,  sweet  Ireland,"  was  tuc  tune  that  stopped  the  fight. 

Early  in  the  morning  we  started  off  for  home,  ^ 

No  one  knows  where  we  went;  around  the  city  wc  did  roam,  ' 

Drinking  from  the  bottle,  staggerinir  left  and  right. 

We  met  u  big  policeman  and  we  had  another  fight; 

We  threw  him  on  the  sidewalk  and  we  walked  upon  his  breast; 

Murphy  jiiiuptd  upon  him  and  nearly  enmshed  his  chest. 

Some  one  shouted  "  Kill  himi  "     I  think  they  would  unite  soon. 

When  a  hand-organ  on  tho  corner  played  that  good  old  Irish  tune:—  Chorut. 

I  never  can  forget  it,  no  matter  how  I  try. 

When  I  came  a-rolling  home  I  hud  an  awful  eye. 

My  wife  said  something  to  me,  my  blood  began  to  boil; 

1  started  at  the  family  for  to  do  them  up  in  style, 

I  smashed  up  all  the  dishes  and  upset  all  the  chairs; 

I  pulled  the  landloid's  wiiigkers  aud  fire<l  him  down  the  stairs. 

Some  one  shouted  "Murdurl  lie's  crazy  as  a  loon." 

And  the  only  thing  that  stopped  me  was  that  old  familiar  iane:— Chorus. 


—Not  In  the  Wood.— Summer  Boarder:  "  I  think,  considering 
tlie  price  I  pay  and  llie  poor  accommodations  you  have,  you  might 
at  least  ticat  me  witli  resix-'Ct." 

Mrs.  Hayfork:  "  Well,  mum,  to  tell  th' truth,  I  can't  feel  much 
respect  for  people  what  pays  the  bifr  prices  I  charge  fer  the  sort 
of  accommydations  I  give."— iVI  T.  Weekly.  ;;;,:, X'.':i::v.:{  i 
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THE    ROOSTER    AND    THE    HEN. 
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Written  by  Chas.  F.  PidKin.    Music  by  Chas.  D.  Blalce. 


h.-^ 


[li II ginecs— Imitation  of  hen  cackling.] 
\Budnefs— Imitation  of  rooster  crowing.] 


'Tis  a  fact  I'm  known  as  that  Peck's  bad  boy, 
':  '  By  that  name  I  am  called  by  all; 

:   .  If  I  tried  to  fell  the  Kood  deeds  I've  done. 

You  would  Bay  to  me  hire  a  ball; 
But  I'll  Kive  you  one  and  that  one  is  true,     ■ 

'Bout  a  ro<>8t«r  that  lived  and  died 
In  our  yard  at  home,  and  his  faithful  hen. 
That  was  always  close  by  his  side. 

RErRAIN. 

Well  I  elinuld  cackle,  said  she. 

Well  1  should  crow,  replied  be. 

The  saddest  of  tales  writ  by  pencil  or  pen 
Is  that  of  tills  Haughty  and  fickle  young  hen. 
The  saddest  of  tales  writ  by  pencil  or  pen 
Is  that  of  this  naughty  and  fickle  young  hen. 

At  the  grocer's  store  I  dropi)ed  in  one  day— 
As  I  reached  out  to  pat  the  cat, 
'    ne  remarked  my  hands  were  not  very  clean,  \.  ' 

And  be  a!<kcd  me  the  cause  of  that. 
I  ri'plied,  the  dirt  was  an  emblem  pure 
For  a  friend  I  hat  had  gone  above, 
•    Then  he  looited  at  me  and  he  quickly  asked 

What  bad  won  such  a  bad  boy's  love.— i?«/>-atn. 

:  ■  Tben  I  took  the  pick  that  he  used  for  ice 

■','.>.'.       And  I  cleaned  out  my  finger  nails, 
','■'•;-  And  a  pickle  put  in  the  old  cat's  mouth, 
As  1  trod  on  the  kiilens'  tails. 
How  that  cat  did  yowl,  and  the  grocer  thought 
She  was  going  to  have  a  fit, 
'     While  he  went  to  throw  her  out  of  the  door. 
Then  I  sampled  his  stock  a  bit.— 7?e/'»oin. 

.  .        Back  he  came,  bis  face  had  grown  long  and  grave. 

And  be  said,  "Death  is  *ail  to  see; 
We  are  full  one  day  of  good  health  and  joy. 

But  the  next  iu  a  box  we  be. 
A  few  words  are  said  o'er  our  cold  remains, 

While  Some  tears  by  a  few  are  shed. 
Then  the  drivers  race  and  the  mourners  bet 

As  to  who  will  get  home  ahead."— /?e/ram. 

"For  the  prcatest  man  wlio  lias  ever  lived,  .' 

When  be  makes  from  this  word  a  jump, 
No  more  tricks  can  take,  but  a  nine  spot  be. 

And  he  wins  who  iias  kept  his  trump." 
.    Then  the  grocer  stopi)ed,  and  he  asked,  "  Who's  dead?  " 
II  'Twas  our  rooster,"  then  I  replied; 
-       Tben  the  grocer  took  np  a  C!iiivui<seil  ham 

And  right  plump  at  my  head  he  shied.— i?f/mi«. 

Then  I  said,  "  How  soou  we  are  all  forgot,  - 

When  we  go  to  the  fur  off  shore."  '  ■"  . 

■    Then  I  stopped  and  cried,  and  the  grocer  looked  up— 
I  went  on  and  told  some  more. 
How  our  rooster  loved,  and  our  hen  loved,  too. 
Such  devotion  I  never  saw; 
,^    •        She  would  hunt  for  worms  and  then  call  to  him — 
But  they  always  went  in  her  CTnw.—I{$fraiii. 

So  the  rooster  soon  in  bad  ways  did  get. 

He  went  ufiF  and  was  gone  all  night; 
And  the  hen  told  me  that  he'd  gone  to  lodge. 

But  her  eye  had  a  wicked  light. 
And  the  end  soon  came,  for  his  corpse  one  morn 

Met  my  gaze  as  I  chopped  some  xvooti. 
While  the  widowed  hen,  with  her  youngling  brood. 

'Aouud  tlie  pump  iu  their  grief  nil  stood.— /iV/z-at/i. 

But  the  widowed  hen  was  soon  flirting  agaiu, 

As  I  thought  in  indecent  haste, 
And  the  rooster  i>old,  who  then  lived  next  door. 

From  our  yard  I  quite  often  chased; 
But  ill  vain  I  toiled,  for  the  fickle  hen. 

When  she  saw  that  I  was  opposed, 
Before  me  behaved,  but  she  walked  with  him, 

W^hen  she  found  the  front  gate  unclosed.— .ff<y;-ajn. 

It  will  end,  I  know,  in  another  match. 
Though  a  shame,  to  my  mind,  it  is; 

Yet  I  know,  to  eggs  aud  spring  chickens  raise, 

That  the  hens  must  attend  to  biz. 
.  ,;    So  it  is  with  boys  aud  with  girls  no  doubt— 
.  ,       By  their  parents  they're  loved  and  nursed- 
■-If  tlie  good  ones  die  and  the  bu<l  onee  live. 

Don't  you  think  that  the  bad  fare  woret?—7iV/mtH. 

There's  some  reason  though  why  this  Peck's  Bud  Boy 

Has  escaped  from  the  hand  of  fate; 
I've  no  doubt  some  day  I  shall  sure  reform 

If  you  all  will  be  patient— wait— 
Ko  more  jokes  I'll  )>lay  on  my  friends  or  foes — 

If  I  try  to  be  good  I  can; 
It  will  give  relief  to  my  )>a  and  ma 
a  Aud,  I  think,  to  the  groce-ryman.— .ff</"ratn. 


— WLy  are  there  three  objeclious  to  a  glass  of  brandy?   There 
are  three  scruples  to  a  druchm. 


.PECK'S    BAD    BOY. 
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Written  by  Chas.  F.  Pidgin.    Composed  by  Chas.  D.  Blake. 


I'm  sure  you  all  know  I  am  Peck's  bad  boy,  ',.   ■-    :'■''-: 

My  jokes  have  been  read  by  you  all;  -  •: 

•'       But  yet,  perhaps,  you  will  enjoy 
.      •  ^       If  I  count  my  tricks  and  my  games  recall; 
My  first  was  the  one  about  Daisy  sweet, 
A  letter  she  wrote  to  my  Pa;  "-'  .7   . 

'   -  ■   He  nearly  froze  upon  the  street; 
I  told  the  whole  "  biz  "  to  Ma. 

Cbobub. 
I  am  Mister  Peck's  bad  boy,  my  time  and  my  mind  employ 
In  culling  np  tricks  and  dodging  the  licks,  I  am  Mister  Peck's  bad  boy; 
I  am  Mr.  Peck's  l)ad  boy.  my  time  and  my  mind  employ 
In  cutting  up  tricks  and  dodging  tlie  liclis,  I  am  Mister  Peck's  bad  boy. 

,    :  '.         Next  day  at  the  table  T  played  a  joke,     .•  ■ 
I  thought  I  should  die  of  the  croup, 
.     For  my  poor  Pa  began  to  choke,  " 

■-■'.■,'       Because  rubber  pipe  I  put  in  the  soup; 
;     -' .    He  chewed  and  be  chewed  and  his  face  grew  red. 

But  Mh  to  the  joke  soon  did  drop;  , 

He  called  me  l)ack  and  then  lie  said,  '    -.  *■ 

"Darn  foolishness  now  must  stop." — Chorut. 

:   One  night  when  my  Pa  to  Initiate 
Had  gone  to  his  lodge,  as  he  said. 
My  chum  and  me  for  liim  did  wait. 
And  sat  on  the  stairs  till  we  heard  his  tread;    ."  ..         ; ;" 
■  -  .'    Pa  opened  the  door,  as  he  came  inside,  •    '    ,-' 

.  .      ~       .       A  stick  to  a  bladder  we'd  bitched;  •.;;;,,• 

■'  We  struck  and  stabbed:    Pa  burglars  cried; 
Down  Stairs  in  a  heap  he  pitched.— CAo»tf». 

My  Pa,  chum  and  me  all  went  off  to  sail;  .":    '   . 

Some  poles  and  the  bait  I  had  fetched. 
And  Pa  was  sure  he'd  struck  a  whale,  "  '     ' 

■    :    '  ■  The  book  in  the  tail  of  bis  coat  had  ketched.   . 

He  pulled,  and  we  helped,  in  the  lake  he  fell. 
, .       .  He  yelled  that  the  water  was  cold; 

I  never  knew  nor  heard  folks  tell 
That  clothes  so  much  dew  could  hold. —  Chorus. 

-  One  day  I  told  Pa  that  my  chum  and  me 

■'    !        A  lodge  like  the  Masons  had  got;  '    '  ' 

That  we  would  give  him  a  degree 
Just  like  his  own  lodge,  and  he  said,  "  all  but." 

A  gout  we  bail  managed  to  get  iip-etairs. 
And  safe  ill  the  closet  had  shut; 
:  ,    That  gout  did  maul  liim  every wheres; 

Pa  owned  that  it  was  a// &u^^ — Cliorui.  .     ' 

You've  heard  that  my  Pa  is  inclined  to  tip 

His  elbow,  he  drinks  like  a  fish; 
Twelve  times  a  day  he  takes  a  nip. 

Much  more  than  his  wife  or  his  son  could  wish; 
The  neighbors  could  see,  when  they  happened  in, 

'Twas  more  tlian  we  chose  to  endure; 
We  took  bis  flask,  marked  Fish's  Gin, 

Aud  filled  it  with  Liver  Cure. —  Chcn'us.  , 

But  all  was  in  vain,  still  chock  full  he  got; 

We  feared  ill  the  jail  he  would  land; 
'    My  chum  aud  me  worked  up  a  plot. 

And  swore  we  would  lend  him  a  lielping  hand. 
One  night,  while  he  slept,  with  big  chuulu  of  ice, 

Bi'gaii  to  dissect  him,  ill  fun- 
He  i>iayeil  and  begged,  swore  once,  then  twice. 

With  whiskey  he  now  was  done. —  Choru$. 

,,      For  years  I  have  foiled,  so  my  Pa  would  be 

.     ■-  The  pride  of  bis  wife  and  his  son; 

■  I  ho|>e  that  sight  we  soon  shall  see, 

Tlie  bad  boy's  own  work  it  will  be  when  done.        ^     • 

■  Of  boys  few  are  placed  in  the  world  like  I. 

A  Pa  tliiit  will  swear  and  will  drink 
My  duty  suw  and  said  I'd  try— 
'   :  Reform  is  my  line,  I  think.— CAo;-M«. 

Tve  done  some  good  deeds  in  my  life  so  far; 

I  mean  to  do  more  if  I  live; 
From  raging  drink  to  gave  my  Pa, 

Tbe  rest  of  my  life  I  would  gladly  give. 
..    ■  •     My  foes  may  abuse,  but  in  vain  they  lie. 

Like  glue  I  shall  stick  to  the  fight. 
When  boys  called  bad  do  good  like  I, 

There's  plenty  to  say  I'm  right.— CAoru#. 


— Thrift. — Summer  Resort  Doctor:  "  The  cause  of  your  illness  | 
is  simply  over-exertion.  What  have  you  been  doing?"  Thrifty 
Youth  (feebly):  "  I — I  rowed  twelve  miles  in  two  hours  yesterday." 
"  Mercy  on  'us!  AVe  had  a  land  breeze  yesterday,  and  the  ther- 
mometer was  neuily  one*  hundred  in  the  shade.  Why  did  you 
row  so  hard?"  "You  see,  doctor,  I— I  hired  the  boat  by  the 
hour,  and— aud  I  wanted  to  get  the  worth  of  my  money." — Str^  \ 
&  Smith's  Qood  Nem. 
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THE    WAXWORK    SHOW. 

Words  by  Alb«it  Oheroller.    Hualo  by  Edward  Jone*. 


Til*  Word.  And  Mario  of  tbi.  SonK  will  b«  Miit  to  anr  addnMi,  port-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

MDW;  or  till,  ttiid  aiiT  twoothfr  Suiiirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henrj  J.  Webman.UOAin 

rlu-k  Buw.  New  Voik.    PuMage  Stamp*  taken  same  a*  caah  for  all  our  good*- 


Jiirt  give  tlie  dram  a  good  old  bane,  and  let  the  tmmpet  blow,  sir; 
Walk  up,  whIIv  up,  yuu  mustn't  miss  the  mooster  waxwork  ahow,  air; 
I*v«  fl|;urea  ri-preseiitailve  of  every  ble8B«<l  nation. 
1  tell  yiiu  what  ibia  ahow  of  tuiuea  a  liberal  educatioo. 

It'a  Goepel  true,  I  giva  yon  my  word;  I  ftln*t  a  man  to  blow; 
Oue  "  D'a  "  tbe  price,  uud  loo  ubeurd  fur  aucb  a  gorgeoua  ahow. 

I  Tbare'a  Brigham  Young  nith  all  bis  wives  and  nunierona  pro-^«ny, 

Wlilch  n\ve»  the  He  direct  to  them  aa  Bays  he  haHn'i  uuy: 
'  The  three  old  maida  of  Lee,  with  Boiiapurte  ninl  Itichard  TurpiD, 

A  raaiisUc  model  of  a  aparrer  wot'a  Si-c[iir\Au'.—Bi/r<Hn. 

I've  Jumbo  and  a  model  of  the  whale  that  awallered  Jonab, 

A  coaMrmonger  walkiii'  ont  on  Sanday  with  his  donna; 

I>e  faninas  actors  by  the  acore  In  tous  yon  can't  call  eeedy; 

There's  B«aaie  Bellwood,  'Arry  Rickards,  Kemble  and  Mueready. —JP^/ratn. 

Tf*  Daniel  In  the  Hon 'a  den,  and  tbe  man  who  struck  O'Hara, 

A  modiil  of  tbe  *arp  which  once  would  eonnd  through  'alia  of  Tara; 

There's  Oen'ral  Booth,  Uriah  Heep,  the  Shah,  uud  Mra.  Grundy, 

And  a  figure  wot  aUows  tbe  awful  reauit  of  a-closin'  tbe  pubs  on  Sunday. 

I've  celebrated  burglars,  too,  and  popular  murdreeses. 

In  fashionable  tourlata'  auits  and  most  expensive  dreaaea; 

iToa'll  find  a  portralt-mo<lel,  too,  of  every  well-known  martyr, 

There'a  Mr.  Parnell  and  King  Juhu  asigniu'  tbe  Mugna  Charter.— A<^rain. 

There's  life-sized  reproductions  of  the  nightingale  two-lieaded, 

The  yoathfal  princes  in  the  Tower  a-eleepin'  double-bedded; 

There's  tcreat  compoeers  by  tbe  score— Beeibovens,  Waf^uera,  Lntzs, 

And  Kiiig  Canute  by  the  sad  aeaahore  a-waahin'  'is  "  tootaie-wootaiea."— Af^rain. 
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THE    EVERFLOWING-    BROOK. 

Written  and  Compoeed  by  Albert  Cheraller. 
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YOURS,    ETC. 

Words  by  A.  Clieraller.     Mualo  by  John  Crook. 


Tha  Word,  and  Xusie  of  this  Soiif  win  be  sent  to  any  addree*.  po•^pald,  on  rMelDe  of  to 

eents;  or  this  and  aiij  two  other  Sonus  for  one  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  wehman,  110  a  la 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Puatag*  Stampa  taken  .amo  as  oaob  for  all  our  goods. 


That  InimbnE:  is  the  spirit  of  the  age  yoa  will  admit; 

It  masquerades  aa  honesty,  and  paases  off  for  wit; 

At  every  turn  in  life  you're  bound  to  feel  iia  potent  awaj. 

It  almost  aeems  aa  if  no  other  policy  would  pay. 

To  prove  I'm  not  romancing,  read  the  letters  you  receive. 

Nine-tentlia  of  all  the  sentiment  expressed  is  make  bellevs. 

A  fellow  apina  some  awful  jam  that  harrows  up  your  blood, 

I'ili  some  one  nips  your  charitable  iuslinct  in  the  bad. 

A  really  awful  tale. 

Which  makes  your  cheek  turn  pale, 
"A  wife  and  sixteen  children,"  uuderlioea  it. 

You  find,  to  your  surprise. 

It's  all  a  ]>ack  of  lies, 
Still  "  Truly  yours  "  ia  how  the  fellow  signs  it. 

Now  say  that  you  determine  you  will  settle  down  In  life; 
Yon  look  about  and  meet  the  girl  you'd  like  to  make  yonr  wlf«; 
You  tell  her  that  you  love  her,  she  appears  to  worship  you. 
And  for  perhapa  a  twelvemouth  yoa  will  fondly  bill  and  coo; 
But  o'er  the  scene  at  last  there  comes  a  disagreeable  change. 
VoM  «ay,  "  My  darlint;,  tell  me  why  your  manner  ia  so  strange.'* 
She  glvea  no  explanation,  but  refuses  you  a  kiss. 
And  shortly  you  receive  a  note,  which  runs  somehow  like  thia: 

Though  promised  love  to  you, 

A  las  I  I've  proved  untrue. 
Thia  aenliinent  observe  she  anderlinea  it, 

I  shortly  mean  to  wed 

Another  man  instead. 
And  "  very  faithfully  "  ia  how  she  signs  It. 

Then  take  the  boy  who  through  a  fortune  soon  contrives  to  run, 

Who  cannot  walk  abroad  without  encountering  a  dnn: 

He  doesn't  know  the  value  of  the  money  that  he  spenda. 

At  losing  it  he's  cleverly  assisted  by  his  friends. 

He  argues,  "  If  I'm  stonv  broke,  to  dad  it's  all  the  same; 

He  wouldn't  like  to  think  that  I'd  disgraced  his  honored  name. 

I  know  he's  iu  tbe  dark  about  my  capera  up  to  now; 

I'll  write  a  filial  letter  and  he'll  spring  another  thou." 

He  spends  his  fatner'a  cash, 

Dellghta  to  cut  a  dash. 
Vo  common  drink  for  blra.  he  alwaya  "  winea"  it. 

Then  drops  his  dad  a  note—  ' 

One  sentence  I  will  quote, 
"Obediently  youra"  is  bow  be  aigns  it. 

Now  say  that  with  a  friend  misnnderstandings  you  have  had; 
At  your  aupposetl  inioiiity  the  fellow's  almost  road; 
Yoa  try  to  culm  htm  aown,  but  And  it's  not  the  slightest  use; 
He  answers  all  your  argtiments  u  Itb  violent  abuse; 
Yoa  meet  bim  with  u  smile,  and  he  salutea  you  with  a  frown; 
You  wait  until  yoa  tliink  perhaps  his  temper's  cooling  down, 
Then  write  and  say,  "  Shake  hands,  old  chap;  to  make  it  up  I  yearn  "; 
And  this  Is  tbe  civil  letter  von  get  from  him  per  return: 
To  break  with  yoa  he's  glad, 
Infers  that  you  re  a  cad. 
'-'-'...';      (To  emphasize  the  iusnlt  uiiderlinea  it.) 

-'    ^  Suggests  that  you  may  go 

'-    ,'  To,  well,  say  Jericho, 

An4  "  youra  reapectf  ally  "  Is  how  he  signs  It.    '     ' 


The  Words  and  Musle  of  this  Sunt  *'lll  he  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid, on  reealut  of  40 

eenti;  or  this  and  any  two  othar  Bong,  for  On.  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wshroan,  ISO  A  111 
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In  a  nestling  nook,  by  a  ri|>pling  brook. 

Where  the  shadows  come  and  go 
(The  Idea's  not  new),  where  tha  nioisl'nlng  dew 

Mode  the  scented  violets  grow. 
There  a  uiaid  forlorn,  with  a  look  of  acorn. 

Read  this  pbrave,  considered  clever; 
It  had  caught  her  glance,  in  a  book,  by  chance, 

"  And  tha  brook  flowa  on  forever." 

With  indignant  look  at  that  mnning  brook. 

And  a  laugh  at  noet'a  twaddle; 
8be  began  to  ihlnk  by  that  water'a  brink, 

Turned  It  over  iu  her  noddle. 
But  she  thought  too  much,  and  her  doubu  were  snch. 

Though  to  solve  It  she'd  endeavor. 
A  sigh  she'd  heave;  she  could  not  believe 

That  the  brook  flowed  on  forever. 

With  despouding  air  she  sat  thinking  there. 

Till  her  thoiighia  grew  dim  and  buzy. 
"Ob,  this  routine  atrauge,  will  it  never  changer 

There  aud  then  It  drove  her  craxy; 
Then  she  wandered  more  than  ahe  d  done  before. 

As  she  murmured,  "  Will  It  never. 
Now  it'a  once  begun,  ever  ceaae  to  runf  " 

But  tbe  brook  flowed  on  forever. 

Aa  her  madnees  grew,  she  resolved  to  do. 

What  would  prove  the  bard  deceiver; 
In  poetic  lore  she  would  piove  once  more 

That  ahe  was  an  unbeliever; 
With  a  wooden  beam  ahe  would  dam  that  atream. 

Thinking  ihua  its  course  to  sever; 
She  went  home  that  uiKht,  inadiamal  plight. 

But  tbe  brook  flows  on  forever. 


I  ,: 


MOLLY    AROON. 

Copyrlgbt,  ISM,  by  White-Smith  lfu«lc  PublUhtng  Oo. 
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Words  by  B.  H.    Muslo  by  J.  H.  Wadsworth. 


Sweet  iewel,  my  heart  baa  gone  out  of  my  kapin'. 
An'  I'm  wantin'  it  back  wid  a  slice  of  your  own, 

For  I  drame  through  the  night,  when  I  ought  to  be  slapln\ 
Of  the  purtlest  girl  iu  the  County  Tyrone. 

'TIs  yourself  an'  you  know  it,  more  shame  you  won't  ahow  It- 
Bat  I'll  'list,  by  my  faith,  for  a  daahin'  dragoon 

If  yon  don't  quit  your  jokiu*  that's  more  than  provokin', 
An'  pity  my  love  for  you,  Molly  aroou. 

There's  Shusey  Magetj,  drinks  her  tay  out  of  ctaaney; 

Her  father,  the  drover,  has  money  in  store; 
An' Kitty  McKenno,  that  plays  a  payanna. 

An'  troth,  if  I  liked,  I  could  name  many  more; 
But  little  I  care  for  themaelves  or  their  riches; 

An'  the  music  yoa'd  make  wid  your  noggin  and  spoon 
Would  be  sweeter  to  me  if  I  slept  in  the  duches, 

An'  scraped  the  same  pot  wid  you,  Molly  aroon. 

Och,  Molly,  achorra,  don't  kill  me  wid  sorrow, 

I  am  'wake  on  me  feet  wid  the  weight  of  my  woes; 
Mv  bouldin's  neglected,  an'  famine  expected, 

My  plow  in  the  meadow  a  roost  for  the  crows; 
An'  little  it  matters,  my  poor  heart  iu  tatthers. 

For  a  corpse  on  the  boord  I'll  be  stretched  for  you  soon. 
Or  wid  ribbons  all  flyin',  I'll  laugh  while  you're  cryin'. 

Then  wed  where  yoa  will  cmel  Molly  aroou. 

I've  a  heart  true  and  thender,  to  love  you  forever. 

Five  cows  and  a  cowlt,  aud  a  guinea  to  spare; 
Not  to  mention  my  faction,  the  sowl  of  a  ruction, 

Mavrouel  can't  they  scalier  tbe  fim  of  a  fair; 
But  long-legged  Mullen  and  crooked-eyed  (Mullen, 

They  bratf  of  your  smiles,  but  I'll  alther  their  tune. 
For  there's  murdher  a-hrewlu',  an'  all  of  your  doln' 

I'm  losin'  my  sowl  for  yen,  Molly  aroou. 

But  I  don't  care  a  rap  if  I  never  see  glory. 

He's  not  in  shoe-leather  who'll  take  you  from  me; 
An'  for  all  your  sweet  schamln',  the  end  of  the  story 

Will  tell  in  my  favor,  a  colleen  machree; 
For  I  know  In  your  heart  there's  a  spark  for  me  burnlii' 

No  achamin'  can  smother,  so  whisper,  aroon, 
*Tis  a  forinlght  to  Lent,  and  you'll  never  repent 

If  they  cull  ua  next  Sanday,  aweet  Molly  aroon. 


—His  Firm  Resolve.— "  Alas.  Mr.  Bullfluch,  U  cannot  beJ  Un- 
happy girl  that  I  am,  I  am  plighted  to  another,  but  I  beg  of  you, 
do  not  take  it  so  much  to  heart."  "So  much  to  heart  I  Why, 
Miss  Smilax.  all  these  years  that  I  have  drtidged  as  your  father's 
clerk,  it  has  been  the  one  object  and  aim,  the  one  fond  hope  and 
happy  dream  of  my  life,  to  be  one  day  taken  into  the  flxm."— 
T/Ujuter. 
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THE    DEAR    IRISH    HOMESTEAD. 

CopTrigbt,  INS,  b7  T.  B.  Harmi  &  Co.     Engliib  copjrright  kcui  ed. 
All  riflrhta  reserved.     '        ■•    ■'    • 
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Words  and  Music  by  John  T.  Kelly. 

At  my  mem'ry  awakens  to  ecenes  loDg  ago, 

How  I  Iov«  to  recall  thpm  (igaln; 
Tbere  are  tokens  of  friendship  we  never  forget. 

And  relics  we  always  retain. 
I  can  picture  a  village  of  eunsliine  and  flowers    . 

Where  stands  a  cabin  of  stone; 
'Twas  under  its  roof  where  I  first  saw  the  light,      ;, 
In  my  old  country  home,  sweet  home. 

Chorits.  .<■  ■ 

Dear  Irish  homestead,  I  thinlc  of  thee,      , 
Rustic  old  cabin,  in  fanov  I  see; 
Home  of  my  boyhood,  I  love  thee  so. 
Dear  homestead  of  long  ago. 

I  remember,  on  Snnday,  tlie  tiny  white  church, 

Where  my  sweetheart  she  sang  in  the  choir; 
And  the  shady  green  lane  where  we  strolled,  she  and  I, 

Oar  love  tales  setmed  never  to  tire. 
See  the  old  village  parson  with  kindly  good  face, 

'Twas  he  made  Isorah  my  own ; 
She's  gone,  like  the  past,  yet  I  see  her  again 

In  my  old  country  home,  sweet  home. —  Chorus. 


Playmates  in  School  Days  Were  We. 

Oopyrlgbt,  IM,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter.    I^nglisb  copy rigbt  secured . 
All  riehts  reserved.    -     ■       '   '' 
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Words  and  Music  by  W.  E.  Richardson. 


I'm  thinking  now  of  school  days,  those  happy  days  gone  by. 
When  In  the  merry  playground  we  made  ti.e  iiioinents  fly; 
When  I,  with  Hurry  Maley,  the  brlglitest  of  our  boys, 
Swore  to  be  chnms  forever  and  share  each  Other's  joys. 
Thus  time  flew  eeutly  past  US,  insep'rable  were  we. 
For  I  was  all  to  Hurry  and  he  was  ail  to  roe. 
Till  bright-eyed  Mary  Mason  gave  smile  an<l  "How  d'ye  do?" 
With  capid's  dart  struck  Harry,  and  the  same  dart  struck  ine,  too. 

Chorus. 

Playmates  in  school  days  were  we,  pals  whun  years  older  we  grew. 

Clinging  together  like  brothers  thro'  life,  trusty  and  staunch  and  so  true; 

Swearing  to  brave  side  by  side  life's  battle  In  culm  or  gale, 

'1111  the  day  pretty  Mary  smiled  sweetly  on  both,  and  then  came  the  old  sad  tale. 

I'm  thinking  now  of  manhood,  oh,  what  a  change  has  come! 

For  I'm  engaged  to  Mary,  and  soon  we're  to  be  one; 

The  happy  day  is  neariu^',  all,  happy  day  for  me. 

The  dreams  of  smiling  ctiiidren,  a-clinibing  on  my  knee. 

The  scene  is  changed  to  madness,  when,  on  my  wedding  eve, 

A  tiny  sealed-np  packet  from  Mary  I  receive, 

Bncloelng  a  short  letter.    Qreut  OodI  can  this  be  trnef 

"I've  gone  away  with  Harry,  for  I  love  him  more  than  you."— CAorw#. 

I'm  thinldng  now  of  winter,  in  an  attic  cold  and  bare. 

My  dear  old  cbnm  now  lying  with  death's  wau,  vacant  stare; 

He'd  welcome  death  that  moment,  would  sooner  die  tliau  live. 

But  cannot  die  till  he's  asked  his  old  pal  to  forgive. 

The  door  1  open  gently,  once  more  we're  face  to  face, 

One  moment  s  pause,  then  hands  meet  in  a  last  fond  embrace; 

My  dying  pal  now  \vuis|>ers,  "She's  false  to  me  and  you; 

Forgive  me,  Tom,  forgive  me,  and  may  God  forgive  her,  too."— CAor'u*. 


DOLLY    DOUSE. 

OoMTricbt,  im,  by  T.  B.  Harms  ft  Co.    English  copyriKbt  secured. 

All  rights  reserved.  -: 
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Words  by  Wm.  Devere.    Music  by  Fred.  Qagel. 


There's  a  little  household  angel  in  the  corner  on  the  floor; 
There's  a  happy  mamma  watching  through  the  crevice  of  the  door; 
There's  a  bit  of  sunshine  flirting  with  a  mesh  of  baby's  hair. 
As  she  rocks  her  little  dolly  in  her  cradle  rocking  chulr. 
The  dolly  is  not  handsome,  for  she  only  has  one  arm: 
Her  noae  is  gone,  which  ie,  I  trow,  poor  doily's  sweetest  charm; 
For  our  darliug  seemed  to  prize  it  as  the  treasure  of  the  house. 
And  for  hours  she'll  lisp  this  lullaby  to  little  Dully  Don««;: 

RxrRAiN. 

alow,  bye,  baby,  bye,  bye;  don't  weep,         ' 
imma  will  roek  little  baby  to  sleep. 
'  Mamma  and  papa,  sit  still  as  a  mouse, 

Or  else  you  will  waken  my  poor  Dolly  Douse. 

Oat  poor  dolly  is  asleep,  now  we  will  put  her  in  her  bed. 

After  mamma's  smooth'd  the  pillow  for  dear  Dolly  Douse's  head; 

She  will  sleep  and  never  waken  now  until  the  break  of  day, 

UnlcM  her  dear  mamma  wants  her  to  assist  her  in  her  play. 

Bat  when  the  evening  shadows  chase  each  other  from  the  skies,     '' 

And  trembling,  sleepy  lashes  shade  the  little  tired  eyes. 

Then  abe  leave*  the  tinT  cradle  and  to  mamma's  knee  she'll  creep. 

And  her  mamma  says  thia  lullaby  while  baby  goea  to  sleep:— £^rain. 


THE  ACTOR'S  BOARDING  HOUSE. 
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By  William  Jerome.    Tune— "Hey,  Rnbe." 
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I'll  sing  yoo  of  an  actor's  boardinghoMse  that  8  mn  by  a  Dntehinan,HermaDKitM«, 

It's  No.  22  Great  Jones,  and  the  price  per  week  is  Just  six  liones. 

It's  ran  upon  the  just-nut  plan,  by  tiiis  Micliael  Pheana  DntchmHn, 

Who  wants  yun  to  settle  in  ndvunce  and  so  to  bent  him  tliere's  no  chance. 

I'm  up  eleven  flights  of  stairs,  tind  in  my  room  there  are  no  chairs. 

No  signs  of  gus  or  a  candle  liglit,  in  fact  my  room  is  out  of  sight. 

We  sleep  eleven  in  one  bed,  und  In  the  morning  six  are  deiid, 

i'lieflrstone  up  is  the  best  one  dressed,  to-day  I  lost  my  cout  and  vest. 

Some  otber  acior  stole  my  slioeo,  and  t>>ok  them  out  to  get  some  booae. 

They  feed  on  bash  three  times  a  day,  and  the  serio  conncs  all  chevv  bay. 

The  house  is  full  of  museum  freaks,  for  a  season  of  Just  forty  weeks. 

They  are  a  diszy  looking  troupe,  iind  the  turtle  boy  fell  in  the  soap. 

They  all  have  English  pu^'S  to  pet,  and  their  picture's  In  the  Pwllce  Oazeite. 

They  say  there's  one  'em  iniiiihed  upon,  but  not  on  your  life  says  John. 

They  played  Delaware  und  Water  Gap,  and  other  towns  not  on  the  map. 

Then  comic  sonf^ull  ni^hl  they  sing. 
And  when  tliev  hear  the  dinner  bell,  on,  how  like  Indians  they  do  yell. 
Around  the  lable  sit  in  pairs,  and  ruad  the  gauzy  bill  of  fares, 
Oh,  the  I>eefste4tk  it  is  awful  tougii,  but  at  it  we  all  make  a  bluff. 
To-day  I  took  a  great  big  cliuiik  lo  make  some  hinges  for  my  irank. 
The  coffee  it  is  awful  weak,  it  liusn't  etrengih  enough  to  speak. 
With  the  butter  it  foutsht  two  rounds,  but  had  to  settle  on  its  grounds. 
We  bud  some  steak  called  Langhettf,  I  ate  some  and  am  laiit;hlng  yet. 
And  then  they  gave  me  nz-tall  soup,  made  from  the  leg  of  old  Bill's  Ikoot, 
But  when  they  pue^ed  the  cnstaid  pie,  oh,  mel  oh,  met  oh,  mel  oh,  my  I 
Upon  my  piece  I  found  a  hair,  for  things  like  thut  I  did  not  care. 
But  a  boarder  next  to  me  iiame<l  John,  be  ate  the  pie  with  Jo-jo's  on. 
When  we  got  thro'we  said  our  prayers.and  wish'd  we  could  climb  the  gohl'natuir!!. 
We  have  a  party  every  night,  thut  iiiways  hust-i  up  in  a  fight. 
Pound  parties  are  the  fad,  you  see,  nt  the  one  lust  night  tiiey  pounded  me. 
Then  ChristmHS  was  the  game  they  pla}ed,  with  their  stockings  on  a  lioearr^ed. 
I  had  none,  but  to  get  a  chance,  upon  tiic-  line  I  hunt;  my  pants. 
Some  got  presents,  oh,  so  flnet  somi'  son-of-n-gun  got  into  mine. 
Then  to  my  room  I  bade  retreat,  and  went  to  breakfast  in  a  sheet.  v-. 

Ta-la-la-boom-de-rae.  Since  it  was  enough  for  me, 
I'd  sooner  be  in  Kankakee.  Ta-ta,  ta-ta,  bo3m-de-ree. 


{ 


HE  WORE  A  WORRIED  LOOK.    [ 

Copyright,  VIM,  by  Francis,  Day  ft  Hunter.    English  copyright  secured.  ^ 

AH  rights  reserved. 


Ibe  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sone  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  recMftof  40 

ceDtS4  or  this  aiid  any  two  other  Sonfrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  i.  Wehraan.  laHtUS 

nrk  HOW,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  takeu  aania  as  casb  for  all  •urgooM. 


Words  by  J.  B.  Dickoon.    Music  by  Harry  Randall. 

We  all  have  some  sort  of  trouble  in  our  life, 

Thut  seems  to  worry  our  lives; 
Some  are  worried  if  they  happen  to  be  wed. 

And  others  if  they  haven't  got  wives. 
My  pal  Smith  was  not  worried  in  this  way, 

Tbo'  his  manner  was  a  bit  (troteaque, 
Till  one  night  a  pal  invited  him  to  see 
An  "  up  to  date  ''  burlesque. 
Refrain. 
And  be  enjoyed  it  very  much. 

And  his  sides  with  lunghter  shook. 
When  the  band  be^an  to  pay  la-ra-ra  boom^le-ay. 
He  wore  a  worried  look,  he  wore  a  worried  look  I 

Now  Billy  Brown  he  was  looking  for  a  girl 

Who'd  muke  a  beuuiirul  wife; 
One  be  wanted  with  a  kno\vleds;e  how  to  cook. 

Who'd  make  hira  very  happy  thnniKb  life. 
He'd  read  all  of  the  letters  abtnit  wives, 
in  the  TtUgiaph,  that  could  be  seen, 
Bepicked  out  a  ladylike  and  sylplilike  girl. 
He  thought  a  perfect  queen. 
Rkfrain. 
Then  he  resolved  to  marry  her. 

For  she  told  him  she  could  cook; 
When  his  teeth  be  gaily  thrust  within  her  first  pie  cnut. 
He  wore  a  worried  look,  he  wore  a  worried  look  I 

Now  Jcnee  a  man  is  who's  musically  Inclined, 

He  played  the  jewsharp  and  flute; 
And  he  played  his  banjo  nil  the  blessed  day, 

Uutii  the  lodger  showed  him  his  boot. 
Once  he  courted  a  girl  who  never  went  out. 

So  he  twanged  his  bun  jo  In  the  vard. 
But  her  pa  objected  to  his serenaae. 
His  voice  was  cracked  and  hard.  , 

Refrain. 
Oh,  he  was  full  of  love  and  beer, 

And  the  bulldog  a  fancy  took. 
When  he  gave  a  sudden  glance  at  the  back  of  his  pants. 
He  wore  a  worried  look,  he  wore  a  worried  look) 

Now  Tomklns  once  went  to  Long  Branch  for  a  week, 
:-  To  loll,  to  row  and  to  spoon; 

Oh,  it  seemed  to  him  just  like  a  fairy  dream,         .  ~     ' 

The  time  it  passed  awny  too  soon. 
Once  at  six  he  went  out  to  liave  a  dip,  : ,  - 

At  a  siiot  he'd  never  been  before,  '  , 

And  be  swam  abont  for  nearly  half  an  boar, 
Then  struck  out  for  the  shore. 
Retrain. 
And  be  went  back  to  flint  his  clothes. 

In  some  lone,  secluded  nook. 
But  no  clothes  of  bis  were  there,  he'd  nothing  left  to  wear. 
He  wore  a  worried  look,  he  wore  a  worried  look! 


"*•  .->p^. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  West. 


I 


Down  on  Hip  eliore  nciir  the  harbor  in  Cork, 

In  a  little  old  cottage  that  stands  by  the  sea; 
Ri^lit  ovtT  herein  the  State  of  New  York, 

1b  a  InboriiiK  lad  and  a  yonneter  is  he. 
Hard  at  his  worli  ev'ry  ilay  of  lil.t  life, 

And  if  he  could  gaze  o'er  llie  f<'ani. 
He  would  see  at  the  door  eweet  Eily  O'Moore, 

By  bis  mother's  side,  eitting  at  home. 

Cuonrs. 

Poor  old  mother  seated  at  the  door. 

In  her  Utile  cottage  by  the  sad  pea  shore. 

With  love  her  eyes  are  dim,  afi  she  gazeS  o'er  the  track, 

Waiting  and  watching,  till  )ier  boy  conies  back. 

Twelve  months  have  passed  since  lie  left  Oniniiail, 

For  he  couldn't  get  work  on  his  own  native  shore; 
Twelve  months  have  pusseil  nince  the  vcsul  set  sail. 

And  his  mother  and  sweetheart  he  ne'er  may  see  morel 
His  letiereach  week  Inings  the  light  iu  liis  eye. 

That  only  a  mother's  love  can. 
And  she  sits  by  the  door  and  thinks  of  her  buy. 

Will  she  see  him  when  he  is  a  n\iin?— Chorus. 

Night-time  when  most  of  the  work  has  been  done, 

Near  (hat  little  old  cottage  (hat's  close  to  the  sea. 
Most  of  the  boys  gather  round  with  the  fun. 

Whilst  sweet  Eily  0'Mooi-e  takes  a  seat  by  her  knee. 
One  plays  the  pipes,  or  anorher  will  sing 

The  songs  of  old  Ireland  of  yore; 
While  she  smiles  at  the  fun,  she's  listening  still 

To  tlie  wild  waves  that  beat  ou  the  ehovv.—  VAorus, 


MARGUERITE, 

-OR:- 

Waiting  for  a  Lord. 
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Words  by  R.  Willrose.    Musi  •  by  V.  Fassnne. 

Of  the  hoys  who  vow  they  love  me.  I  have  had  at  least  a  score. 
First  a  gay  and  cliarnilug  Frenchman,  then  a  liandsunie,  ilnik  Signor; 
Then  a  stout  and  hearty  "  Deiitsclier,"  and  aSpaninnt  full  of  prnl<-, 
Tbeuu  Biiiart  and  cute  young  Yankee,  and  they  ail  lu  uiu  have  bi;;hed: 

Cuonus. 

Marguerite,  I  long  have  loved  yon  madly. 
Marguerite,  I  leally  want  you  badly; 
Marguerite,  oh  dear!  1  love  you  so. 
Ah,  tell  me,  tell  me  quickly,  shall  I  stay  or  go? 

It  was  on  the  gay  houlevardies,  as  I  passed  amid  the  throng. 
And  was  feeling  rather  lonely,  that  my  Mouiii^eer  came  along; 
He'd  the  loveliest  niuustachio,  and  (ret:,  tre/i  e/iic  was  he, 
Aud  we'd  nut  gone  far  together,  wheu  be  softly  sighed  to  iiie: 

Chorus. 


Marguerite,  je  t'aime,je  Vuime, 
Marguerite,  d'yoii  think  you  feel  the  same? 

*&< :.»    ^..»  ^,t  t    I    I ^  ......  ^^ 


Marguerite,  mafoi,'  1  love  you  so, 
Oh,  tell  me,  tell  me  quickly,  shall  I  stay 


or  go? 


Then  a  Yankee  from  Chicago  came  across  the  pond  to  see 
All  the  finest  sights  of  London,  so  of  course  he  soon  saw  mel 
Then  I  told  him  1  was  longing  for  a  ncep  at  the  World's  Fair; 
Says  my  Yankee,  smart  as  ever:  "  Wal,  I  guess  I'll  take  you  there." 

CHonus. 
Marguerite,  you  bet  I  love  you  madly; 
Marguerite,  I  guess  I  want  you  badly; 
Marguerite,  you'd  best  believe  that's  so. 
Ah,  tell  me,  tell  me  quickly,  shall  I  stay  or  go? 

Now  it  happen'il  that  I  wandered  into  Wliitcclia|>cl  one  day. 
Where  the  costers  all  adore  me  in  their  own  "chevalier  "  way; 
There  wiis  one  who  most  politely  always  used  to  doff  his  cap; 
If  he  didn't  there  accost  me,  just  as  every  otiier  chap: 

Chorus. 
Marguerite,  you  really  are  a  blazer; 
Marguerite,  yi>u  even  beat  Elizer: 
Margiiffite,  jump  on  my  barter,  do! 
So  'elp  me,  I  will  only  love  the  moke  and  yon. 

Yon  will  think  it  rather  funny  I  am  still  in  single  bliss. 
But  if  you'll  keep  it  (.ecret,  the  reason  wliy  'tis  this — 
For  an  English  lord  I'ni  wailing,  and  I  think  the  time  is  near, 
When,  with  his  arms  around  me,  he'll  whisper  in  my  ear: 

Chorus. 
Marguerite,  I  long  have  loved  yon  madly; 
Marguerite,  1  really  want  you  badly; 
Margnerite,  be  Lmly  So  and  So; 
Then  I  shall  answer  qmckly,  and  it  won't  be  "Nol" 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Hart. 


In  olden  times  ft  Kfory's  fold  of  grandpa  John 

And  dear,  oUl  aunt  Maria,  loveii  by  ev'ry  one; 

Singing,  Sundays,  in  the  choir,  at  home  sitting  by  the  fire,  .  ■    ._ 

Telling  siories,  never  fire— liappiiiess  complete. 

And  when  the  supper  dishes  were  all  laid  away, 

Daiigliter  Mary  Ann  would  take  lier  liabe  and  say: 

'•  "I'is  time,  my  darling  one,  to  rest,  into  your  cradle  creep," 

Tlien  watching  grandpa  John  and  aunty,  nodding  of!  to  sleep. 

Chorus. 

Nodding  off  to  sleep,  nodding  off  (b  sleep,  with  a  sweet  smile  on  their  fares; 
Then  grandpa  John  and  auiity  and  baby  would  fall  fast  asleep. 

Solo  or  Quartette. 
Bye,  oh,  babv;  bye,  oh,  baby;  bye,  oh,  b:iby;  hye,  oh,  bye; 
Then  grandpa  John  and  aunty  and  baby  would  fall  fast  asleep. 

Now  age  on  aunty  and  grandpa  was  telling  fast. 

And  when  dear  friends  would  call,  a  pleasant  eve  to  past, 

During  conversation  deep  they  would  slowly  nod  to  sleep; 

Quiet  ev'ry  one  would  keep,  then  slowly  steal  u\>ay. 

I'he  old  clock  softly  ticking  in  the  silent  night. 

Huge  logs  there  a-biirning  in  the  flre|ilare  bi  ioiit. 

Reflecting  on  the  faces  there  the  firelioliiV  litfnl  phiv. 

"There  never  lived  a  happier  couple,"  Al.ny  Ann  woulil  say.—  Vl„.t  ur. 
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TWO   LITTLE    GIRLS   IN   BLUE,    f 
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.\  puzzled  f.icc  hoy  climhe<l  his  uncle's  knee  for  a  story  to  make  him  grin. 
And  bis  I'licle  John  aaid,  all  right,  old  sixnt,  and  then  he  started  in. 
He  said,  my  la<l,  I'll  tell  to  you  a  story  that  is  dead  true, 
llow  your  father  aud  I,  at  the  beach  one  day,  fooled  two  little  girls  in  blue. 

Chorus. 
Two  little  girls  in  blue,  lad.  I  guess  hadn't  eat  for  a  week: 
One,  she  looked  liUe  the  dog-faced  boy— iH'lieve  me,  site  whs  r  freak. 
One  little  girl  in  blue,  hid.  sai<l  to  your  Uncle  John 
She'd  like  some  beer,  but  John  couldn't  hear,  for  he  had  his  ear  muir.»()u. 

One  of  tliem  saiil  she  was  a  soubrelte,  pKayed  every  town  on  the  map, 
Also  said  slic  was  just  eighteen;  she  was  forty  or  I'm  a  jap. 
The  other  one  said  she  wos  just  sixteen  — saw" sixteen  years,  you  mind. 
If  she  only  saw  sixteen,  take  my  tip,  lad,  for  foriy-cight  sbe  was  blind. 

Chorus. 
Two  little  girls  in  blue,  lad,  we  took  pity  and  let  them  feed. 
Human  shadows  ihey  both  were,  a  cood  meal  they  did  need. 
Two  little  girls  did  eat,  tiow  they  did  1111  in,  pet. 
While  they  were  busy  we  left,  the  place,  I  guess  they  are  eating  yet. 


Parody  on  :  •  f-^ 

AFTER    THE    BALL. 

Written  and  suntr  by  Frank  North 
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One  Mond.-iy  evening,  only  last  fall, 

I  hougiit  a  ticket  for  a  grand  ball; 

IIavini>  some  money,  and.  just  for  that  night,  ' 

I  hired  a  dress  suit  tliat  lit  ine  tight. 

When  I  got  danciiiL',  on  the  floor  I  did  slip,  ' 

I  nearly  fiiinted  when  1  heiiTd  a  rip! 

Every  one  sliout4Mt  when  they  saw  me  fall: 

(io  hock  that  dresx  suit  after  ilie  ball.  , 

Chorus. 
After  the  ball  was  over,  after  the  girls  had  gone, 
I  quickly  got  into  a  flour  barrel,  just  at  the  break  of  dawn; 
As  I  strolled  down  the  avenue,  a  (Jerman  band,  th.-it's  all. 
Near  broke  my  heart  when  tliey  made  a  start  to  jday  "After  the  Ball." 

I'm  fond  of  baseball,  yes,  I  like  that  sport. 

When  plaved  by  ladies  witli  dresses  short; 

I  get  excited,  although  not  to  blame, 

I  Tiute  ihe  ball  field  since  the  last  game. 

One  little  maiden,  who  looked  immeiist*. 

She  hit  banl  the  baseball,  it  went  over  the  fence; 

They  quickly  threw  me  in  the  air,  that's  all,  , 

Over  the  fence,  boys,  after  the  ball. 

„  -■  ■■  :'■■■'■  -  ■  ■:.■■■  -.  1-:';   ',- 

Cnor.us.  ,.'.  ■'     . 

After  the  hall  was  over,  I  picked  it  up  and  run,  •.  ".  v  ".  ^  . 

They  quickly  told  a  copjx-r  that  was  I  heir  only  one;         .'-..''  r-;V 
'    ■•         He  cliase<l  me  up  an  alley,  and  he  did  loudly  call:  :-''"-v'>, 

I  tell  you  true  I'm  not  after  you,  but  after  the  ball  I 
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GOIN'    TO    THE    FAIR 


By  M.  Phelps  Davrgon. 


Send  for  Free  Catelojnie  of  Sonp  BooIcb,  I^ttor  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TelleiSt 

Trick  Bookx,  Hecitntlon  Booko.    reniiy  Ballade.  Ciill  Bonks,  Joke  Book8,  Sketch 

BookR.  Stump  Speeches,  Irisli  Soiijt  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuso- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliniaii,  130  &  132  Turk  Itow,  New  York. 


All  the  folks  tliet'8  nnytliin' is  coin' to  the  Fair, 

En  I  shall  go  if  I  kin  sell  my  little  sorrel  mare. 

I  can't  toot,  es  some  folks  do,  or  on  a  banjo  play. 

Or  dance  or  do  a  bang-np  thing  to  help  me  pay  my  way. 

• 
I  hain't  anythin'  to  show  the  fair  folks  keers  to  see. 
I  hain't  on  no  committee,  so  there's  niilliin'  left  for  me 
But  jest  to  Bell  my  sorrei  mare  and  with  tlie  money  po, 
My  soul  with  gie&t  big  rapture  filled,  to  the  great  Chicago  ebow. 


...  Parody  on: 

AFTER    THE    BALL. 

Written  and  sunu  hy  Daniel  K.  Ruff. 


ly 


Bend  for  Free  Catalojnie  of  Sontr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 
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ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  130  &  132  Park  Kow,  New  York. 


A  little  chippie  climbed  on  a  big  bum's  knee, 

Begged  for  a  glaifs  of  beer— "give  it  to  me, 

I  have  no  money,  I'm  on  the  bum, 

Please  give  me  beer,  sir,  or  else  give  me  rum. 

That  is  the  reason  why  1  do  bi'g, 

I'm  standing  hero,  love,  trying  to  pull  your  leg."       . 

He  said,  go  away,  pet.  and  Ihiit  was  all; 

She  got  a  punch  ii.  the  nose  after  the  ball. 

Chorus. 

After  the  ball  was  over,  after  the  music  had  gone. 
After  the  chippies  all  leavinj,',  after  they  all  sang  a  song. 
Many  a  head  was  busted,  if  you  should  seen  ttiem  all, 
Many  a  setler  powder  was  taken  after  the  ball. 

Torchlights  were  burning  in  a  bum  ball  room, 

A  mud  gutter  band  was  piayinu^  an  Annie  Booney  tune, 

There  stood  a  chii>pie  on  the  other  side — 

She  kissed  a  picture,  and  then  shecried: 

"Where  is  my  fellow  I  had  an  hour  ago. 

Has  he  deserted  me  "cause  1  was  slow? 

Listen  to  my  tale  of  woe,  1  won't  tell  it  all, 

1  got  two  black  eyes  after  the  ball."— 6%oru*. 

One  day  a  message  came  from  that  bum, 

Said  he  was  loaded  and  full  of  rum 

When  he  met  her  on  that  fatal  night;  "    - 

Said  that,  my  girl,  ain't  she  a  sight? 

Now  he  is  dead,  that  poor  old  soul — 

lie  was  her  lover,  so  he  was  told; 

Kow  she  has  left  him  behind  the  garden  wall, 

That's  where  be  died,  after  the  ball.— CAoru*. 


Parody  on  : 

THE  MINERS   DREAM  OF  HOME. 


Written  and  sung  by  Fimik  Xortli. 


y.  ■;. 
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It's  only  last  night  that  I  had  n  strange  dream. 

And  I  thought  1  had  money  to  play; 
So  I  jumped  in  a-hack  and  went  down  to  the  track, 

I  )nid  a  sure  thing,  so  lo  say. 
I  heard  the  judge  holler— the  horses— they're  oflEI  -. 

And  the  one  that  I  bet  on  ahead; 
But  just  in  the  stretch  he  fell 'way  behind, 

When  I  lost,  I  nearly  dropped  dead. 

Ciionrs. 
I  saw  the  old  jockey  that  gave  me  the  tip, 

I  saw  the  old  bookmaker  smile; 
And  his  heart  tilled  will)  joy,  when  he  said:  My  dear  boy. 

Play  the  races,  you'll  win  after  awhilel" 
The  band  played  "  Annie  L:Hirie," 

And  I  played  Annie  Itooney  to  win. 
But  my  horse  is  running  the  old  year  oat 

And  the  new  year  in. 

As  T  left  the  race  track  I  dreamt  I  walked  coming  back. 

And  I  stopped  in  a  saloon  near  by: 
I,qnick  gave  the  wink  when  I  asked  for  a  drink, 
'And  1  told  the  bar  boy  on  the  sly:  •   ,      . 

I  know  very  well  that  Ive  seen  you  before. 

You'll  be  paid  for  this  drink,  never  fearl 
So  the  schooner  he  passed,  and  I  qi.ick  grabbed  the  glassy 

I  was  nervous  and  upset  all  the  beer. 

Cnonus. 
I  Baw  the  old  lager  run  down  on  the  floor,        •..■/•.,.,. 

I  dreamt  of  the  schooner  I  broke. 
And  I  thought  it  quite  queer  when  I  spilt  all  the  beer^ 

From  the  soand  of  the  glass  I  awoke. 
My  pal  was  sweetly  snoring,  ... 

And  to  wake  him  I  thought  was  a  sin,  "     '    .•_■.'      ■'■-,■.     •■ 

While  the  bedbugs  were  singing  the  old  year  out 

And  the  new  year  in, 
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Words  by  Wm.  B.  Glenroy.    Music  by  Henry  Lamb. 

The  preacher  in  the  village  church  one  Sunday  morning  said. 

Our  organist  is  ill  to-day,  will  someone  play  instead?  .,     . 

An  anxious  look  crept  o'er  the  face  of  every  i>er8on  there,  -l.-  ; '. '. 

As  eagerly  they  watched  to  see  who'd  fill  the  vacant  chair. 

A  man  then  staggered  down  the  aisle  whose  clotlies  were  old  and  torn; 

How  strange  a  drunkard  seemed  tome  in  churcli  on  Sunday  mom. 

But  as  he  touched  the  organ  keys  without  a  single  word. 

The  melody  that  followed  was  the  sweetest  ever  beard. 

Refrain. 
The  scene  wos  one  I'll  ne'er  forget  as  long  as  I  may  live,  .- 

And  just  to  see  it  o'er  again  all  earthly  wealth  I'd  give;  - '■» 

.'    The  congregaiion  all  amazed,  the  preacher  old  and  gray,  ■ '' 

The  organ  and  the  organist  w  ho  volunteered  to  play. 

Each  eye  shed  fears  witliin  that  church,  the  strongest  men  grew  pale, 

The  organist  in  melody  had  told  his  own  life's  tale; 

The  sermon  of  the  preacher  was  no  lesson  to  compare  ^ 

With  that  of  life's  example  who  sat  in  the  orgiin  chair. 

And  when  the  service  ended  not  a  soul  had  left  a  seat,  .  "•'' 

Except  the  poor  old  organist,  who  started  toward  the  street; 

Along  the  aisle  and  out  the  door  he  slowly  walked  away. 

The  preacher  rose  and  softly  said,  good  brethren,  let  de  pray.— iP^roin. 


Always  Mind  Your  Sister  Jennie. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey.«All  rights  reserved. 
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...      •  Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  Oraham.      ■  v'    .' 


-    A  plain  little  cottage,  a  cold  winter's  day,         -K-- 

A  fond  mother's  life  slowly  ebbing  away,  ■ 

Two  sisters  in  tears  standing  there  by  her  bed. 

To  hear  the  last  words  that  their  dearest  friend  said. 
One  sister  to  womanhood  lately  had  grown. 
The  other  to  fifteen  years  scarcely  could  own; 
*■    The  poor  mother  knew  that  the  youngest  was  wild,    ' 
So  her  counsel  she  gave  to  her  fair,  youngest  child: 
"There  are  things,  little  girl,  that  yoti  can't  understand. 
There  are  lures  and  temptations,  dear,  on  every  hand. 
You  will  find,  little  Jennie,  thro'  sorrow  and  woe. 
That  your  sister  will  comfort  and  love  you,  I  know!"    ' 
Chobus. 
"Always  mindyonr  sister,  Jennie,  she's  the  dearest  friend  of  any. 

You  will  need  her,  darling,  heed  her,  and  you'll  never  have  a  fear; 
She  will  be  a  mother  to  you,  let  her  life  be  happy  thro'  you. 
Just  believe  lier,  don't  deceive  her,  always^niud  your  sister,  dear!" 

A  street  in  the  city,  a  warm  summer's  night,  ,    ... 

A  tall  pretty  lassie,  a  youth  gay  and  bright; 
She,  laughing  and  talking  as  slowly  they  passed,  '   ; 

He,  thinking,  "My  angel,  I've  got  you  at  lastl" 
"Suppose  we  have  supper,  my  pretty,"  he  says,  -\. 

"1  know  where  to  take  you,  a  nice  quiet  place; 
Of  course  you'll  say  'yes,'  for  it's  not  very  late. 

And  then  I  will  see  you  as  far  as  the  gate." 
But  before  she  could  answer,  a  form  that  she  knew 

Came  quickly  towards  her,  ah!  wliat  should  she  do? 
■.    Her  sister  was  calling,  "Come,  Jennie,  away," 

And  the  dear  voice  of  mother  again  seemed  to  say: —  Choru$. 


One  of  His   Legs   Is  Longer   than   It 
Really   Ought  to   Be.    , 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Spaulding  &  Konider.    All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Lew  Dockatader. 


A  friend  of  mine  once  got  a  fall  that  broke  his  leg  and  arm. 
The  doctor  set  them  right  away,  which  lessened  our  alarm. 
And  as  the  arm  grew  strong  again  our  hearts  were  light  and  gay, 
But  when  he  tried  to  walk  around  we  all  began  to  say: 

Chorus. 
Why  one  o    his  legs  is  longer  than  it  really  ought  to  be. 
We  all  began  to  pity  him  and  gave  our  sympathy. 
But  John  said,  I  dont  care,  because  there's  many  more  Uum  me 
Who  has  a  leg  that's  longer  than  it  really  ought  to  be.     ■  ,•  -.- 
Some  time  ago  a  dashing  dude  a  lovely  damsel  met. 
He  lold  the  girl  he  loved  her  so  her  charms  he'd  ne'er  forget; 
She  learned  that  he  was  wealthy,  and  I  know  the  girl  was  poor. 
But  now  the  girl  is  wealthy  and  the  man  is  broke,  I'm  sure. 

Chorus. 
And  one  of  his  legs  is  longer  than  it  really  ought  to  be, 
I  guess  she  must  have  pulled  it  till  it  loosened  at  the  knee;      •    ' 
He  used  to  be  a  model,  for  a  splendid  form  had  he, 
But  now  one  leg  is  longer  than  it  really  ought  to  be.         ."    • 

While  riding  on  a  railroad  train  a  masher  chanced  to  see 
Two  girls  whom  he  invited  in  the  dining  car  to  tea; 
They  ate  up  everything  they  saw,  for  more  began  to  shoat. 
The  masher  paid  the  bill  and  from  the  car  came  limping  out. 

Chorus. 
For  one  of  his  legs  was  longer  than  it  really  oaght  to  be. 
Just  think  of  settling  on  a  train  a  dinner  bill  for  three; 
Just  try  the  same  yourself  some  day,  and  then  you'll  qnickly  see 
That  one  leg  will  be  longer  than  it  really  ought  to  be. 
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BTT    THE    "WITOHES. 


Price  25e.  per  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

-THIS    BOOK    GIV£3- 

1520    INFALLIBLE    ANSWERS    TO    ALL    QUESTIONS 

THAT   MAY   INTEREST  WOMEN   IN   EVERY 

POSITION   IN   LIFE. 


Ttloti  TBX  WrrCHIS:— Toting  woman,  r"U  coant  your  1«  yeart  and  hnpet  Miss 

or  Mm.,  you  C'iii»ldfer  your  22  yeartand  rigli!  Misa  of yeaifi,  tlie  vei  v  tlioiiulic 

of  "old  m^d  "  make*  you  sliudderl  Mil ,  you  aie  a  "ld"w,  and  abould  n   t 

wlati  fur  anyoontolatloDt  All  of  you  are  daughtPia  uf  Eve,  the  Inquii-icire,  ind 

have  many  wlslius  to  irrattf  t , 
many  dei-irps  to  satisfy.  The 
dark  future  diP'inliti',  the  pir«- 
ent  trotililes  th"  nilnd.  Vou 
nrx  nuiie  or  less  t>eaiitiriil, 
more  or  leas  happy,  at  leant 
make  claim  to  hapilifKH. 
Above  all,  you  seek  kii»wlcdt.-e 
aa  t'l  your  pr<'Spect8  In  life 
whether  (rood  or  ill  fortune 
•waits  you;  whether  you  wlil 
ever  or  always  tie  loved;  who 
and  »hat  }our  husband  will 
be:  whether  >ou  will  enji.y 
bllsaful  happloeiis:  whelhor- 
in  fuct,  a  innliUude  uf  thintrs 
that  caui-ethe  heart  w.inlment 
\Nell,  we  Witclies  know  all  of 
yon.  and  your  troubles  and 
anzlettep;  and  as  we  read  yoin- 
heart,  »«  will  unveil  the  rtua- 
terles  of  the  future.  Beniu 
CoUfinK-trernian  to  Beelzebnli,' 
wecnii  Instruct  you  Concern inir 
mntters  which  inteiest  you 
moFt.  Let  us  peep  Into  them 
and  pray,  be  not  ufrolil  of  u>, 
(or  w»  hnve  been  frt-sh  and 
ro^y  even  liite  onto  you  Tuke 
us  Into   tlia  letlrocv  of   your 


bed-ohumlier,  and  there,  upon 

Ito 

vou  all  that  you  may  seek  to 


your  pillow,  wo  will  revesi 


know.  For  we  possexs  th« 
power  of  the  Pytnlan  oracle, 
and  win  lell  Kor>d  fortune  to 
the  fair,  and  her  ponlon  to  the 
unfiilr.  Thl«  book  will  be  Kent 
by  mall,  p'>Bt-i-aid,  ou  reoelpt 
o*  25o>  In  sliver  or  pontwire 
Btnniiw.  ry  HPr.CIAL- Klve 
ooplea  for  $1.  Oat  fotirof  fotir  friends  toohib  in  with  you  at  25  rents  each, 
maklnp  II  In  all,  and  thereby  tret  your  own  book  free  or  charge.  Clean  ami 
nnurad  United  Slates  one  or  two-cxnt  t>o«ta(re  Ktamps  taken  same  aa  cash  for  all 
oiirKoooa.  When  orderlntc  from  forelifii  countrlen  a<»ar8  remit  by  P<'St-Offlre 
Money  Order,  aa  forelccn  lOStsKe  araiMpanieof  no  value  to  us.  Address  all 
orders  to  either  oiir  New  Tork  ur  CliicaKo  House,  whichever  l»  nearwt  to  you. 
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PRICE    25    CENTS. 

A  Book  replete  with  the  laws  that  govern  Card 
~"  ■  --^^  Games  of  all  kinds,  f-'-w'- 


Containing  all  the  Standard  Rules  for  Shuffling.  CuHing.  Dealing  and 
Playing  of  Cards  in  America.    (Illustrated.) 


The  fascination  tlint  nttn.'lies  to  cnrd  playlnflr,  both  for  amn«emant  and  vain 
.lsonivcl,>uiMS,..lh..d  by  the  bouBda.i.-H  of  .MVlllzi.tion,  andTlTnnmbSr  «?(! 
Btvk»ofKain^»area«ji,uliloleasth«  leaves  In  Vollambro,*     It  h".  been  oir 
etr...  t  to  br.ntf  toKetI.er  wUi.ln  tl.l.  book  all  the  ,f«,ne  "known  ui  m<?defS  play- 

eis,  and  also  many  which  have  not, 
In  Keneral.  become  popular,  as  yet, 
on  tills  nide  "the  big  pond."  The 
followinir  are  a  few  of  the  oraniee 
frented  In  this  book;-All  Fours- 
All  Hves— Auction  rilcli— Daccarat 

—  Itczique  —  DoKlon  —  Bi  og— Carsino 
— Calliornia  Jnck-Catcli  the  Ten— 
ConinteiolHl  I'ltch  —  Coon  Can  — 
Cribninjo  —  Domino  Whist  —  Draw 
Poker  —  Ecarte  —  Euchre  —  Faro- 
F  ive  or  MiiB  —  Forty  Five  —  French 
Boston  —  French  Euchre  —  Fiench 
vvhlst  —  Qrabouclie  —  Hearts— Jack 
Vots— Langiinenet-Loo-Mlstlirrls- 
Nnnoleon-Sewniarket- Old  BledK* 
-i'e.lro  Snnclio—Pinocle—  Piquet— 
Pitch  -  Poker  -  Qnlnze  —  Railroad 
Kuchie— linniFch— Roiire  et  Nolr— 
Hoi.ncf-  Itublcn  Bezlnue  —  Scotch 
=^  I'l't-S.ven  Up-Slxty-Slx-8kot— 
Rlobberhnnnes  — S0I0-80I0  Whist— 
8|.oll  Hve-Siopt^Siralkcht  Poker- 
Stud  Poker  —  Tbliteen  and  tlie  Odd 

-  Tr«-nto  et  Qnnrame  —  Vlngt-Cn— 
Whiskey  Puker— W  lilst- American 
Wi.istLaws,  .tc.  Tills  book  contain* 
the  lules  csiabli-hed  and  revised  by 
Hnvie,  down  throUjfli  Cavendish, 
Conieron.anil  rtheiv.iroverninglha 
ninny  (ranii-s.  by  ai<l  of  which  each 
mid  every  one  at  all  conveisant  with 
cani  plajinir  m«y  learn  how  best  to 
"stake  tlie  liozani  of  a  die,"  and 


prnfiaii 

25c 


.     ,         „  Win  or  lo8e  as  science  anil  »k|il  shall 

itoi.nnitnnity.    This  tiook  will  be  sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 

In  silver  or  postaore  stanipn.     spEClAl^Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in 

iviti,  you  nl  23c«nt!icai.'h,  maklnir  tl.OO  In  all,  and  thereby  (tet  your  own  book 
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I'm  the  Only  One  Left  of  the  Family. 

Copyiigbt,  1892,  by  Geo.  0.  EU  wards. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Oeo.  C.  Edwards. 


In  a  linmble  little  cottage,  we  would  gather  'round  nt  night, 

Father,  mother,  sister,  brother,— 'twas,  to  me,  a  pleasaut  eight; 

All  the  family  so  cheerful,  bv  the  fireside's  rnddy  glow, 

III  those  huppy  days  of  childhood,  that  aguiu  I'll  never  know. 

Mother  knitted  in  the  arm-chair,  while  my  father  proudly  told 

Of  the  war  and  all  its  battles,  in  tliuee  stirring  times  of  old. 

Then  we  shared  their  good  night  kissei*,  when  our  evening  pray'r  wu  done; 

Now  the  old  home's  gone  forever,  all  have  left  mc,  one  by  one. 

Refrain. 
I'm  tlie  only  one  left  of  thefam'ly,  the  world  I  plod  all  alone. 
And  the  tears  sadly  fall  as  I  fondly  recall  the  hearts  that  forever  have  flown; 
Not  a  home  on  this  earth  like  my  own  I  see,  no  loved  ones  half  so  fair; 
I'm  the  only  one  left,  of  all  I'm  bereft,  there's  uo  one  my  life  to  share. 

O'er  the  deep  my  brother  wandered,  and  we  need  to  watch  for  him, 

From  the  little  cottage  window,  in  the  twilight  soft  and  dim; 

How  my  mother  lonytdto  see  him,  and  my  father  pray'd  in  vain 

For  his  sailor  hoy's  returning,  but  he  ne'er  came  home  again. 

Father,  mother,  old  and  feehle,  and  my  sister  parsed  away. 

Oh!  their  memories  are  sacred,  in  my  heart,  from  day  to  day. 

And  my  life  is  very  lonely  when  I  think  of  ihem  afar, 

In  the  land  of  joy  and  beauty,  where  the  sinless  angels  UTC—Bifrain. 

Thro'  this  world,  as  lone  I  wander,  ev'ry  heart  seems  sadly  cold; 

So  unlike  are  all  that  greet  mo,  to  the  gentle  ones  of  old; 

Only  one  dear  home  is  uiven  unto  us  v.hile  on  this  earth, 

'Tis  the  home  where  dwelt  our  parents,  'tis  the  home  tnat  gave  us  birth. 

Father,  mother,  sister,  brother,  nnd  my  humble  cottage  home, 

Ohl  your  memory  is  sacred,  while,  'nnd  strangers,  here  1  rouiu. 

And  whatever  may  befall  ine,  I  sliall  ever  keep  it  green; 

For  the  preeeot  has  no  pleasure,  all  my  joy's  iu  what  has  been.—B^fraln. 


BAR  HARBOR  DOWN  IN  MAINE. 


By  Matthew  McMurray. 
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Some  poets  may  sing  of  a  foreigner's  soil. 

Bat  I'll  speak  in  the  urnise  of  a  neat  little  isle, 

An  isle  that  for  grandeur  cannot  be  surpassed. 

If  you  search  the  world's  map  from  the  first  to  the  last. 

Its  picturesque  valleys  and  mountuins  so  grand, 

By  the  spray  of  the  ocean  continually  fanned, 

Itsdaoghtera  renowned  for  their  beauteous  fame. 

They  call  it  "  Bar  Harbor  away  down  in  Maine." 

When  yon  rise  in  the  morn  the  snn  shines  on  high. 

Not  even  a  cioud  mars  the  brilliant  blue  sky. 

The  song  of  the  bird  sounds  so  sweet  and  so  clear. 

You  would  wish  that  the  summer  would  come  twice  each  year. 

And  at  night  when  the  birds  have  all  ceased  their  sweet  book. 

The  old  village  bells  chime  out  their  ding-dong. 

Which  makes  it  a  heaven  where  peace  it  does  reign, 

'Tis  the  Gem  of  the  Ocean.  "  Bur  Harbor  in  Maine." 

Often  I've  wandered  down  by  Eagle  Lake, 

And  wondered  why  summer  should  ever  forsake 

A  scene  so  enchanting  and  fair  to  behold, 

With  its  clear  rippling  waters  so  pure  and  so  cold 

As  it  glides  gently  on  past  each  shady  nook. 

Till  it  reaches  that  beautiful  babbling  Duck  Brooli, 

'Tis  there  where  a  poet  should  forever  remain, 

And  sing  in  the  praibcs  of  "  Bar  Harbor  in  Maine." 

I've  climbed  Green  Mountain  to  its  uttermost  peak. 
And  stood  on  the  summit  and  seen  Otter  Creek, 
Its  murmuring  waters  by  rugged  rocks  spanned. 
Placed  there  by  Nature,  the  work  of  God's  hand. 
Each  scene  underneath  me  its  beauties  display, 
I  feel  I  am  monarch  of  all  I  survey. 
Eaal,  North,  West  and  South  is  mountain  and  plain, 
}         I  wish  I  was  king  of  "  Bar  Harbor  iu  Maine." 

)  Some  people  for  pleasure  to  foreign  lands  rove, 

]  But  they  can't  find  a  spot  to  compare  with  Hull's  Cove; 

<  Not  far  from  the  Cove  is  the  Ovens  so  fine, 

i  Surrounded  by  the  beautiful  chL't>tnut  and  pine. 

S  They  send  forth  a  perfume  so  deliciously  sweet, 

\  'Twould  remind  yon  of  Heaven,  'lis  nature's  retreat, 

^  Its  a  picture  of  "oeuuty  in  sunshine  or  rain, 

)  And  the  tiueen  of  the  Waters  is  "  Bar  Harbor  iu  Maine." 

'■         I've  made  many  friends  since  I  landed  iu  June, 
s  Summer  has  fled,  we  must  nil  leave  here  soon. 

)         Martin  Honun,  Jim  Foley,  Charlie  Campbell,  Mike  Shea, 
Are  four  jolly  members  with  hearts  light  and  gay. 
Danny  Hurley,  the  barber,  Layden,  Bill  White  and  the  "  Dor," 
Bat  the  boss  of  them  all  is  the  redoubtable  "  Tute." 
I  hope  we'll  all  meet  and  touch  glasses  again. 
In  that  Temperance  Island,  "Bar  Harbor  in  Maine." 

An  old  resident  there  that  I  cannot  let  slip, 

A  friend  to  all  the  bold  Knights  of  the  Whip, 

.Mways  good  natured  and  never  seems  surly. 

Long  life  and  good  heaith  to  our  old  friend  Pat  Herlihy. 

Just  call  at  his  place  and  you'll  get  all  you  want, 

Its  himself  hus  the  stuff  iu  his  neat  restaurant. 

Beer,  ale,  whiskey  and  sparkling  champagne. 

But  you  must  keep  it  quit  t  at  "Bar  Harbor  in  Maine." 
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The  Troubles  of  the  Farmer. 


Written  by  Thomas  C.  Carter. 
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How  many  have  heard  in  days  gone  by, 

A  lot  of  mournful  old  ditties 
About  the  troubles  of  town-bred  folks. 

And  those  wlio  bang  out  in  our  cities. 
The  farmer  alone,  we  have  often  been  told. 

Is  the  man  whose  days  are  (•uuny; 
Who  exists  like  a  prince  in  his  rural  home, 

And  rakes  in  most  of  the  money. 

Chohus. 
Bat  the  man  who  lives  by  the  plow  and  the  hoe, 
Wlio  flounders  through  mild  and  worries  tlirougb  flnow. 
Isn't  always  in  luck,  as  some  of  us  know. 
And  sometimes  his  troubles  are  many. 

The  weevil  comes  round  to  chew  up  his  wheat. 

And  his  corn  is  assailed  by  the  crows; 
The  bugs  get  after  the  young  squash  vines. 

And  the  hiillfrog  disturbs  liis  repose. 
The  hi'n-liawk  chases  his  useful  fowls  , 

Whenever  they  happen  to  stray. 
And  the  bumble  bee  cauip.x  in  ihe clover  lot 

And  frisks  around  in  tlie  Lay.— CAortM. 

The  political  bummer  is  after  his  vote 

When  election  time  draws  near; 
His  hand  is  shaken  fron:  morn  to  night. 

And  the  populii<t  tiings  in  his  ear 
That  the  Peojile's  party  is  jnvl  the  thing. 

And  everything  else  is  viipor; 
Be  must  smash  the  tariff  and  Wall  street,  too, 

As  the  projicr  political  caper.— C'Aon<«. 

It's  all  very  well  when  n  traveling  man. 

With  something  to  lighten  labor. 
Just  asks  for  the  farmer's  antograph 

To  show  to  his  next  door  neighbor; 
But  he  loosens  the  dog  and  loads  ids  gun, 

And  wishes  that  cuss  was  nearer. 
When  the  name  is  attached  to  a  promise  to  pay 

By  a  trick  of  the  bunco  steerer.— 6'Aoru*. 


Pat  Malone  Forgot  that  He  Was  Dead,  f 


Copyright,  1893,  by  H.  W.  Petile. 


All  riKbte  reserved. 
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Words  by  Harry  C.  Clyde.    Melody  by  Jos.  J.  Sweeney. 

Times  were  hard  in  Irish  town,  ev'rything  was  going  down. 

And  I'nt  Malone  whs  pushed  for  ready  cash; 
He  for  life  insnrance  spent  all  liis  money  to  a  cent. 

So  all  of  his  affairs  had  gone  to  smash. 
But  his  wife  spoke  up  and  said:  "  Now,  dear  Pat,  if  yon  were  dead. 

That  twenty  thoiisumt  dollars  we  could  take." 
And  so  Pat  lay  down  and  tried  to  make  out  that  he  had  died, 

Until  he  smelt  the  whiskey  iit  the  wake.  ^ 

Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 

He  raised  himself  ni'.ii  shouted  from  the  bed: 
"If  this  wake  goes  on  a  minute  the  corpse  he  must  be  in  it; 

You'll  have  to  get  mc  drmik  to  keep  me  dead." 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  uead, 

He  raised  himself  and  i<hontcd  from  the  l>ed: 
"If  this  wake  goes  on  a  minute  the  corpse  he  must  be  in  it; 

You'll  have  to  get  mc  drunk  to  keep  mc  de.-id." 

Then  they  gave  the  corpse  a  sup,  afterwards  they  filled  him  up, 

And  laid  nim  out  again  upon  the  bed; 
Then  before  the  morning  grey  ev'ryhody  felt  80  gay. 

They  all  forgot  he  only  played  off  dead. 
So  they  took  him  from  the  bunk,  still  alive,  but  awful  drunk. 

And  put  him  in  the  coffin  with  a  pray'r; 
But  the  driver  of  the  cart  xaid:  "  Bedad,  I'll  never  start 

Until  I  see  that  some  one  pays  the  fare." 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 

He  sat  up  in  the  coffin  while  he  said: 
"If  you  dare  to  doubt  my  credit,  you'll  be  sorry  that  you  Baid  It; 

Drive  on,  or  else  the  corpse  will  break  your  head." 
Then  Pat  Muloiie  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 

He  sut  up  in  the  coffin  while  he  said: 
"  If  you  dare  to  ilouht  my  credit,  you'll  be  sorry  that  you  said  it; 

Drive  on,  or  else  the  corpse  will  break  your  head." 

So  the  fnn'ral  started  out  on  the  cemetery  ronfe. 

And  the  neighbors  tried  the  widow  to  console; 
Till  they  stnp{>ed  beside  the  hiuse  of  Malone's  last  resting  place, 

And  gently  lo\vere<l  Patrick  in  the  hole. 
Then  >ialoiic  hcu'nn  tr)  see,  just  as  ploiii  as  one,  two,  three, 

That  he'd  forgot  to  reckon  on  the  end; 
So,  as  clods  began  to  drop,  he  broke  off  the  coffin  top, 

And  to  the  earth  he  quickly  did  ascend. 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  ho  was  dead. 

And  from  the  cemetery  quickly  fled; 
He  came  nearly  going  under,  it's  u  lucky  thing,  by  thunder! 

Tliat  Pat  Malone  forgot  tliat  he  was  dead. 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 

And  from  the  cemetery  quickly  fled; 
He  came  nearly  going  under,  it's  a  Ircky  thing,  by  thnndert 

That  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 
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The  Lighthouse  on  the  Lake. 

(the  GOVERNMSNT  LI0HTH0C6E  AT  rORT  MAOABA.) 

Written  by  Thomoa  C  Carter. 
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Afar  we  Baw  a  gleaming  ray  across  Ontario's  foam, 
Whose  welcome  lustre  Tit  the  way  to  loving  friends  at  home. 
Onr  boat  was  on  the  restless  waves  tliat  whbIi  a  foreien  shore, 
And  faintly,  as  from  nereid  caves,  we  lieard  Niagara's  roar. 

Cborcs. 
That  kindly  beam,  lone  may  It  gleam  to  far  Canadian  strands. 
Nor  discord's  night  obscure  the  light  l)etween  our  friendly  lauds. 

Behind  the  lighthouse  daytime  sees  our  flng  of  stripes  and  stars. 

And  on  the  summer  evening  breeze  the  sunset  cannon  jars. 

But  peace  hus  spread  her  rnlnbow  wing  where  once  was  battle's  plain, 

No  more  the  suuuds  of  conflict  ring  from  distant  Lundy's  Lixue.— Chorus. 

Once  more  npon  onr  native  sands  onr  vessel  grinds  her  keel, 
Once  more  we  wave  our  eager  liiinds,  while  uleania  of  welcome  steal 
Across  the  waves  that,  day  and  night,  with  constant  music  brealc 
Beneath  the  fricudly  beacon  light  that  guards  ttie  restless  la,ke.— Chorus. 


He  Loves  Me,  He  Loves  Me  Not. 
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Words  and  Slusic  by  Paul  Dresser. 


I  saw  a  maiden  standing  'neath  a  tree  one  summer's  eve. 

And  in  her  liand  a  flower  lield.  and  ns  tliose  tiny  leaves 

Were  pliick«-d  and  ciist  away  by  her  a  tear  bedimmed  her  eye; 

Each  leaf  one  tear,  each  tear  one  sigh,  a  sob,  I  knew  not  why. 

But  when  I  drew-  near  to  this  maid,  u  hose  heart  I  thought  would  break, 

I  heard  her  speiik  some  simple  words  and  mine  began  to  ache; 

The  paugs  of  dieapi>oinied  love  o'er  her  soul  held  full  «way. 

Be  loves  me,  no,  he  loves  me  not,  1  heard  the  maideu  suy. 

Chorus. 

He  loves  me,  oh,  he  loves  me  not,  I  heard  the  maiden  say. 
And  then  she  threw  those  tiny  little  faded  leaves  away: 
He  loves  me  not  he  loves  another  more  perchance  than  me, 
But  if  he's  happy  iu  his  love,  contented  I  must  be. 

The  years  rolle<l  on,  but  not  a  tear  1  saw  in  this  maid's  eye. 
The  fountain  spring  of  love  w  ith  her  had  long,  long  since  run  dry; 
If  her  heart  uched  with  pain,  Tm  sure  that  no  one  ever  knew. 
It  seemed  ihoui:h  he  were  faise  lo  hvr,  to  him  she  still  was  true. 
In  sprinytiiue  when  the  flowers  bloom,  beneath  the  same  old  tree 
At  eventide  quite  Dften  this  sud  niiiid<-n  you  can  see: 
The  leaves  from  off  ii  flower  she  plucks,  just  as  in  other  days. 
And  as  they  flutter  one  by  one,  I  hear  the  maideu  say  '.—Chorus. 


Love  Is  Not  What  it  Used  to  Be. 
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Words  and  Kusic  by  James  Thornton. 


He  Didn't  Seem  Glad  to  See  Me. 
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.    Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Droiser. 


I  can't  forget  the  days  gone  by,  tliey  seem  to  me  dream-land. 

When  I  had  wealtli  and  plenty  at  my  command. 

Then  all  my  friends,  like  butterflies,  clung  to  me  night  and  day. 

When  I  wag  down  they  spread  their  wings  and  flew  away. 

I  met  an  old-time  chum  of  mine  I'd  favored  in  the  past. 

Of  all  the  friends  that  turned  from  me,  I  thought  he'd  be  the  last; 

We  met  upon  a  crowded  thoroughfare,  one  winter's  day, 

I  spoke,  he  simply  bowed  his  head,  theu  coldly  turued  away. 

Chorus. 

He  didn't  seem  glad  to  cee  me,  as  oft  he  had  before. 

Forgotten  were  the  favors  I  did  in  days  of  yore, 

Wlu-n  we  were  chums  together,  staunch  friends  for  many  aday; 

My  heart  stood  siiil  and  almost  broke,  as  he  turned  his  head  away. 

I  saw  a  mother  standing  just  outside  a  prison  cell. 
And  pleading  with  her  boy  who  by  the  wayside  fell; 
But  soon  the  prison  guards  came  in  to  take  her  boy  away, 
Henrt  broken  she  suid,  "  Jack,  lad,  have  you  naught  to  say  f 
Remember,  I'm  your  mother,  jack,  deny  me  don't,  I  piay; 
You  know  that  when  a  babe  I  nursed  vou,  lad,  both  night  and  day, 
I  come  to  you  when  all  your  so-called  friends  liave  turned  from  ther, 
A  mother's  heart  t>eais  for  yon  still,  don't  turn  away  from  me." 

Chorus. 

He  didn't  seem  glad  to  see  her,  as  oft  he  had  bi'fore; 

Forgotten  weretlie  gray  h;.in!i  he  loved  In  days  of  yore, 

When  as  a  babe  he  nestled  by  her  side,  night  and  day; 

"The  tears  from  lier  eyes  fell  like  rain,  as  he  turned  his  face  away. 

I  saw  a  lover  fondly  kisa  a  sweetheart  sad  farewell, 

I  saw  theqiiiv'riug  lips,  ali«o  the  tears  that  fell. 

"Good-bye,  my  darling,"  were  his  words,  "my  heart  remains  with  yon. 

Don't  worry,  now,  or  fret,  my  love,  for  I'll  be  trui-." 

I  saw  the  inaid  in  after  years,  her  face  was  thin  with  care. 

It  seemed  to  me  she  sought  some  one,  while  wandering  here  and  there. 

I  saw  them  when  they  met,  and  her  sad  heart  shone  through  her  eyes; 

The  greeting  on  liis  part  was  cold, — I  only  could  surmise. 

Chorus. 
He  didn't  seem  glad  to  see  her,  as  once  he  bad  before. 
Forgotten  were  the  pledges  he  made  in  days  of  yore 
When,  heart  and  soul  together,  tliey  whiled  long  hours  away: 
One  heart  was  brolie,  one  light  weut  out,  as  he  turned  his  head  away. 
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The  Same  Sweet  Bells  are  Ringing. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  Sinclair. 


There's  a  picture  in  my  mem'ry  of  a  happy  country  home. 

Where  a  mother  and  her  children  dwelt  for  years: 
There's  n  picture  in  my  mem'ry  of  a  father,  stern  and  old, 

And  a  daughter  who  once  fled  that  home  in  tears. 
On  a  Suhbath  morning  early,  as  the  church  bells  sweetly  rang. 

From  the  nest  of  joy  and  comfort  where  the  happy  birdlings  eang; 
I  can  see  tlie  scene  before  me,  as  a  mother  begged  and  prayed. 

And  the  piciure of  the  daughter  who  had  strayed. 


'\ 


CHORtTS. 


Oh,  poets  have  sang  of  the  joys  of  life  for  more  than  a  thonsand  years. 
Both  women  and  men  have  felt  its  thrill,  its  sunshine  ond  its  tears; 
And  warriors  bold,  in  the  days  of  old,  they  fought  for  their  loves  and  died 
But  if  one  returiied  from  the  battle  field,  then  he  could  claim  his  bride. 

Chorus. 

But  love  is  not  what  it  used  to  be,  that's  what  I  have  been  told; 
Once  they  nmrried  for  love,  they  say,  but  now  they  get  married  for  gold. 
Boys  and  girls,  they  have  changed  as  well,  all  the  world  will  agree. 
What  they  called  love  iu  the  olden  time  is  not  what  it  used  to  be. 

An  old  maid  sat  under  a  chestnut  tree,  with  nobody  by  her  side, 

ller  fiice  was  as  wrinkled  as  it  could  be,  hrr  curly  locks  were  dyed. 

But  once  she  liad  lovers,  a  dozen  or  more,  that's  when  she  was  young  aud  free, 

She  never  will  marrv  she  found  tliat  love  is  not  what  it  used  to  be. 

Chorus. 
Yes,  love  is  not  wnat  it  used  to  be,  that's  what  I  have  been  told, 
Once  they  married  for  love,  they  say,  but  now  they  get  married  for  gold. 
Boys  and  girls,  they  have  changed  as  well,  all  the  world  will  agree, 
Ask  au  old  maid  and  she'll  say  that  love  16  not  what  it  used  to  be. 

When  a  man  and  a  woman  get  married,  they  both  promise  to  love  and  obey, 
Thehushaiici'stlieboesof  the  house  for  awhile,  but  the  wife  soon  gets  full  sway. 
He  goes  to  Chicai^  to  get  a  divorce,  and  once  again  t>oth  are  free, 
She  goes  to  her  mother  aud  tells  her  that  love  is  not  what  it  used  to  be. 

Chorus. 

No,  love  is  not  what  it  used  to  be,  that's  what  I  have  been  told. 
Once  they  married  for  love,  they  eay,  but  now  they  get  married  for  goIcT 
Boys  and  girls,  they  have  changed  as  well,  all  the  world  will  agree, 
When  you  get  married  you'll  find  that  love  is  not  what  it  used  lo  be. 


The  same  sweet  bells  are  ringing,  the  same  sweet  birds  are  singing, 
The  same  sweet  vines  are  clinging  to  the  home  of  her  youth  In  thi 


the  lane; 


The  same  sweet  lips  are  sighing,  the  same  sweet  eyes  are  crying. 
The  same  sad  heart  is  dying,  but  she'll  never  return  again. 

She  was  guiltless  ae  an  angel,  so  the  story  goes,  they  say. 

But  the  pa^siou  of  a  father  little  heeds: 
So,  with  bitter.hate  and  anger  in  a  frenzied  mood,  one  day. 

He  drove  her  forth  to  taste  life's  bitter  weeds. 
'Tvvas  ill  vain  the  mother  pleaded  for  the  one  whom  she  loved  best, 

And  in  vain  her  voice  came  ringing.  "Oh,  come,  daughter, on  me  rest! 
Then  the  door  was  swiftly  opened,  and  just  like  a  caged  bird 

The  child  she  loved  had  gone,  without  one  wot^.— Chorus. 

But  harki  to  the  bitter  wailing  of  the  storm— 'tis  a  dreadful  night. 
As  over  the  deck  of  the  ferry  there  darts  a  flash  of  light; 

And  lol  'midst  the  raging  torrent  th;it  falls  from  the  starless  dome, 
A  form  leaps  out  in  anguish  and  sinks  in  the  troubled  foam. 

All  the  past  is  now  forgotten,  and  when  dawn  shines  o'er  the  deep. 
There  a  a  soul  at  rest  forever,  there's  a  broken  heart  asleep.—  Cliomt. 


—"Welcome  Visitors.— First  Little  Girl:  "  Aunt  Maud  aiul  Aunt  . 
Clara  visited  us  yesterday,  and  they  brought  me  a  doll."  Second  , 
Little  Girl:  "  Aunts  are  nobody.  Pooh!  Anybody  can  liave  aunts  , 
visit  'em.  We  have  angels,  real  angels,  visit  our  house.  Some  ' 
were  there  last  night."  "  Angels!  Did  you  see  them?"  "  N — o,  [ 
I  was  asleep,  but  this  morning  I  saw  the  baby  they  brought."—  f 
N.  Y.  Weekly.  j        j  ^  j 
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THE   FADED   LETTER. 
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Worda  and  Music  by  F.  J.  Tiemey. 


I  found  yesterday  an  <ild  fnded  letter, 

I  received  many  long  years  ago; 
It  had  lain  all  the  time  within  a  duaty  drawer. 

All  forKotten  by  me,  yon  know. 
'Twiia  yellow  with  age,  the  writing  waa  dim. 

The  worda  I  could  ecitrcely  see, 
Dut  I  cannot  forget  the  sorrow  and  regret 

Thut  litis  old  faded  letter  bro't  to  me. 

RxrRAiK. 

Never  l>e  too  hasty,  for  somcttme  you  may  be  wrong, 

'Tie  l>efler  to  lie  sure  and  Injure  none; 
^hen  you're  filled  with  ire,  keep  powder  from  the  flre, 

Right  is  niiglit  the  world  all  round. 

The  letter  was  from  a  sweetheart  that  I  worshipped. 

And  Id  lieard  he'd  proven  untrue; 
I  sent  l)uck  his  rint;  and  all  his  pretty  trinkets, 

I  tho'l  it  the  thini;  to  do. 
He  wrote  me  and  showed  that  I  was  in  the  wrong. 

And  prov'd  that  he  was  faithful  to  me. 
But  the  letter  went  astray  and  during  the  delay 

My  fttiihful  lover  Jack  was  lost  at  aen.—Iit/iaiH. 

It  renrlied  mc  at  lost  and  told  me  the  story. 

And  I  learriilly  lucked  it  away; 
It's  lain  there  alone  throuuh  all  these  weary  years, 

Wiicre  I  found  It  but  yesterday. 
To  read  it  n^ain  brings  buck  to  me  the  past. 

And  in  memory  I  dimly  eee 
The  au^'ni8h  of  years,  the  bitter  blinding  tears, 

Thut  this  old  faded  letter  bro't  to  lue.—Il^iain. 


MARY   SHANE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  F.  J.  TIsrney. 


"  III  a  cot  there  dwelt  prrtfy  Mary  Shane, 
Fairer  tliaii  tlte  r(iH<-«i  blooming  in  the  shady  lane; 
She  was  lovid  by  Dun,  honext  hearted  hoy. 
And  C'livsent  was  given  by  her  father  full  of  joy. 
Mary's  fatiier  wa*  a  niiiithy,  hearty,  hale  and  tugged  man, 
And  he  gave  liix  pretty  child,  with  tears  uinl  a  sigli,  to  Dan. 
Those  were  joyful  days,  days  without  a  care, 
Wlien  the  dimpled  baby  came,  llieii  they  were  a  happy  pair. 
Winter  passeil  away.  Spring  came  with  its  bloom, 
Then  there  fell  a  shadow,  darkly  turning  joy  to  gloom. 

Chorus. 
Dark  days  always  come  when  least  expected. 

Anguish  and  tears  to  those  who  act  in  haste; 
Pond  hopes  blighted  thro'  vows  that  are  slighted. 

Dome  when  deserted  is  a  dreary  place. 

Now  the  tempter  came,  with  a  jaunty  air. 

Slopped  and  i*poke  to  b:ihy,  and  he  stroked  its  golden  hair; 

Mary  coyly  blushe<],  as  he  asked  its  name; 

Then  he  passed  quite  often.— how  could  Mary  be  to  blame? 

While  he  lingered  Mary  listened  at  Ills  plottlngs  to  destroy 

All  her  treasured  future  plans,  as  he  caressed  her  Ijoy. 

Then  cume  Danny  liome,  whistling  o'er  the  moor. 

Calling  wife  and  baby  to  their  humble  cottage  door; 

When  he  entered  in,  nil  was  dark  and  (Irear, 

Danny  called  but  vainly  then,  for  none  were  there  to  hear. —  Chorvt, 


Mary  fled  with  hahe  to  the  noisy  town. 

And  the  villain  gave  her  lings,  for  her  pretty  hands  so  brown. 

Bat  with  all  her  silks  she  was  sad  and  pined. 

For  she  thought  of  Danny,  home  so  lonely,  far  behind. 

Then  the  villain  soon  he  tired  of  the  village  t>eauty's  face. 

And  then  came  desertion  and  days  of  dark  disgrace; 

Mary,  faint  and  cold,  begged  for  haby's  bread, 

Till  at  lust  she  heard  the  sound  of  that  old  familiar  tread; 

Face  to  face  at  lust,  safe  on  Danny's  breast, 

Then  he  gently  whis;i«red,  "  Now  come   home  with  me  and  rest.' 


-Chorur 


— "  I  never  saw  anyone  so  careles.s  with  books  as  Mrs.  Tloltlfast." 
"  Did  you  find  it  out  by  loaning^  to  lier';:'"  "  No,  but  half  tlie  lime 
she  doesn't  know  wliere  her  hist  mugaziue  is  when  I  go  over  to 
borrow  it." — Chicago  Inter- Ocean. 


— "It's  always  a  Iiarrud-workin' mon  I  Lave  been,"  said  Mr. 
Orogan.  "  Oi  liov  niver  been  known  to  throw  a  good  job  of  work 
over  me  slioiilder — excipt,  av  coorse,  carry  in'  th'  hod." — Indian- 
apolit  Journal  •  .•,     .       .-..:,     •  •.     .-• 


JUST   THE   G-IRL   FOR   ME. 

k  Copyrlclit,  IMS,  by  Siwuldlnir  A  Kurnder. 
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[ 


The  Words  and  Musie  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rseeipt  of  4A 

cents;  orthisaiidaortwoothfrSonzsforOne  Dollar,  by  Heirry  J.  Weh man,  130 A 133 

Pau-k  Row,  New  York,    Postase  Htampa  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Olenroy. 


Jnst  down  the  lane  beyond  the  turn,  a  little  cottage  stands. 
The  girl  I  love  resides  within,  my  heart  tier  smile  commands,* 
I  call  to  see  her  every  night,  the  stars  shine  from  above. 
We  stroll  together  aim  in  arm,  and  tell  our  dreams  of  love. 

CBonus. 

8he'inot  so  very  prctfv,  no  prize  beyond  compare. 
No  eyes  that  shine  as  diamonds  do,  no  locks  of  golden  huir. 
But  then  she's  always  pleasant,  and  ns  good  as  good  can  l>e; 
Though  others  may  not  fancy  her,  she's  just  the  girl  for  me, 

AUhoogh  the  dresses  very  plain,  she  always  looks  so  neat, 
Her  modest  ways  and  smiling  face,  in  manners  so  discreet: 
IJer  heart  is  full  of  kindness,  and  her  voice  is  meek  and  mild, 
I  lovt  her  uow  in  womanhood,  I  loved  her  when  achiid. —  t'horut. 


•-•••- 


Parody   on: 

TWO   LITTLE   GIRLS  IN   BLUE. 


By  Wm.  D.  Hall. 
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One  night  T  wainlered  into  a  church, 

Accomjianied  by  one  of  the  choir. 
Who  spoke  iif  love  and  the  far  beyond 

In  a  manner  I  had  to  admire. 
She  told  me  of  things  both  siicred  and  good. 

As  we  sat  side  by  side  in  a  pew. 
And  I'll  never  forget  the  first  nighll  met 

The  little  girl  dressed  in  bine. 

Repkain. 
One  little  girl  in  blue,  lads,  one  little  girl  in  blue. 
Said  to  me,  sincerely,  that  her  evenings  out  were  few. 
And  when  I  suggested  eupper,  she  said  she  diil  not  care. 
And  things  weutou  lovely  till  tliii  little  dovey  got  ou  to  the  hill  of  fare. 

One  little  girlin  blue,  then. 

Ordered  a  chicken  stew. 
With  all  the  side  dishes,  against  my  wisbei. 

They  had  on  the  menu. 
Then  this  little  girl  in  blue,  lads, 

Call'd  me  her  own  fond  pet. 
And  the  very  next  minute  I  knew  she  was  Im  it. 

For  she  smoked  a  cigarette.— .ff<^rain. 

Next  one  little  girl  in  blue  ordered 

Chanipagne  for  two. 
Saying,  "Stranger,  I'm  DO  granger, 

I  curry  a  corkscrew." 
And  wlien  she  hud  tired  of  drinking, 

She  liUL'ged  me  'round  tlic  throat. 
And  finding  me  easy,  she  said  '  Won't  you  please  me. 

Ami  buy  me  a  seal  skin  ctjixW— Refrain. 

One  little  girl  in  blue  then 

My  pocketbook  went  through; 
I  was  handy  for  that  dandy 

To  fondle,  touch  and  "do." 
She  said  it  would  not  he  forward 

To  use  her  christian  name, 
Then  she  went  to  work,  with  one  sudden  jerk. 

And  away  flew  my  watch  and  chain.— 7?4/'/'ain. 

One  little  girl  In  blue,  just 

One  little  ijirl  in  blue. 
Spoke  of  marriage,  hailed  a  carriage, 

Oh!  she  was  a  cucko<». 
But  finding  1  had  no  money, 

The  cabman  angry  grew, 
Whercup<«t  he  sailed  in,  and  he  did  mo  up  trim. 

Till  my  eyes  wore  a  darkened  Uvlv.— Strain.     ■<■ 

One  little  girl  in  iiliie- I'm 

Glad  that  there  wasn't  two— 
Call'd  me  silly,  jay  and  gilly. 

Then  skipix-d  the  tra-la-la-Iu;  .      -  ■ 

And  as  she  took  her  departure, 

I  played  myi'elf  for  place. 
Ami  wheti_on  my  course,  in  the  arms  of  remorse, 

A  forlorn  and  hopeless  cuan.—JUfrain. 
• 
One  little  cop  in  blue,  just 

One  little  Cop  ill  blue. 
Thinking  I  mii;ht  stop  out  over  night, 

Said,  "  I'll  care  for  you." 
And  when  I  owoke  next  morning, 
,  With  a  head  Ihe  size  of  two,  -  , 

1  swore  that  forever  my  love  I  would  sever 

From  all  maidens  dressed  in  blue.— /f^/Voin. 
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THE   SOLDIER'S  LETTER. 


B7  Thomai  C.  Carter. 


Bcaisy  auliile  and  I'll  eiiic  yon  a  song, 

A  Boiii:  of  true  love  and  of  her  I  lulore: 
I  could  sing  all  tlie  day  and  dream  the  night  long, 

Of  Helen  0"C»nnell,  Miv  coHet'ii  Hshtore. 
She's  loved  and  admired  {he  villageM  'round. 

Site's  80  kind  and  so  loving,  so  gentle  and  fair. 
There's  not  a  true  Irish  Ind,  I'll  be  bound, 

But  would  die  for  tlie  sake  of  the  "  Rose  of  Kiidare." 

Her  brow  is  as  fair  ns  a  child's  in  repooe, 

And  crowned  with  a  iialo  of  clnsiering  curls; 
Der  clieeks  bear  the  <lelicate  blueli  of  the  rose,    '  '      - 

Her  Ilp8,  like  t»  Id  rubies,  frame  two  rows  of  pearla. 
Der  eyes  are  as  bright  as  tlie  heavens  above, 

Sea-inaideus  iiiiglit  envy  lier  weiilth  of  brown  hair; 
More  stately  timn  Venue  IB  my  own  true  love. 

My  beautiful  darling,  the  '°  Rose  of  Kiidare." 

Bnt  her  low  gentle  voice  and  her  fond  winning  smile 
Are  above  all  these  charms,  which  are  fleeting  though  fair; 

For  ihey  come  from  a  heart  that  is  fne  from  all  guile- 
Such  hearts  are  so  precious,  because  they're  so  rare. 

What  a  pleacure  it  is  on  the  bright  summer  diiys, 
To  wander  together  o'er  flelds  that  are  fair. 

By  soft  purling  brook  mid  through  cool  shady  ways. 
And  to  whisper  sweet  love  to  the  "  Hose  uf  Kildare." 


Parody  on:    ':; 

TWO   LITTLE   G-IRLS   IN  BLUE. 
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Words  by  Wiiuuis  and  Bennett. 


Two  old  men  nt  a  lithoprapli  gazed  of  two  girls  in  the  biz  for  years, 
When  one  old  guy  asked  the  other  why  their  tightlets  had  caused  him  tears. 
Come  listen  tome  and  I'll  tell  you  why— the  tears  trickle  from  my  no«e— 
One  uight,  like  a  dummy,  I  spent  all  my  money  to  keep  these  two  girls  in  clothes. 

Chorus. 

Two  little  girls  in  clothes,  boys,  two  little  girls  in  clothes,  , 

They  were  8i!<ters.  they  threw  tvvigtere,  and  on  ine  they  did  impose; 
These  two  little  girls  were  fly,  boyi«,  they  collarwl  all  my  man, 
I  stood  in  a  flurry,  they  flew  iu  a  hurry,  saying,  Johnny  go  get  your  gun. 

Now  these  f  wo  i;irl8  up  the  avenue  strolled,  'ncath  the  glare  of  the  electric  light. 
And  they  were  playing  in  rather  h:ird  luck,  for  they  huit  iiomoney  that  night; 
Just  then  two  young  fellows  with  high  liattt  cime  leisurely  strolling  by, 
These  three  pretty  strollers,tbeycaught  the  high  rollers.my  dear  old  pal  Jack  and  I. 

Chorus. 
Two  little  girU  in  red,  boys,  two  little  girls  in  red. 

They  started  a  fight,  got  ai  rested  that  night,  in  a  cell  the  two  went  to  t)ed; 
.\iid  one  of  these  t'iris  was  fly,  boys,  in  tlie  wall  a  hole  bored  through, 
When  the  cluck  struck  two,  thro'  the  hole  they  flew,  these  two  little  girls  in  blue. 


When  the   Crinoline   Conies  In. 


By  Gardner  Minurd. 


Send  for  Free  Catnlosrue  of  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers; 
Trick  Books,  Keeitatioii  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Cull  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  8onK  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  WeUmau,  i:>0  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York. 


K,V 


This  earth  will  be  for  women. 

When  the  crinoline  comes  in; 
The  men  must  go  in  swimming. 

When  the  crinoline  comes  in; 
They  will  reach  l>evoiid  the  gutter, 
Leaving  no  room  for  a  cutter. 
While  the  men  will  loudly  mutter. 
When  the  crinoline  comes  in. 

There'll  be  no  chance  to  flirt, 
When  the  crinoline  comes  in; 

You  can  only  reiich  her  skirt, 
When  the  crinoline  comes  in; 

When  she  goes  to  mash  at  night. 

With  her  dreseea  broad  and  white. 

Men  will  be  out  of  sight. 

When  the  crinoline  comes  in. 

Whcre'll  be  the  copper  tall, 

When  the  crinoline  comes  int 
They'll  have  no  sliow  at  all. 

When  the  crinoline  comes  in. 
Carpenters  will  have  a  treat, 
Anti  their  work  it  won't  be  beat. 
For  all  doors  will  grow  ten  feet. 
When  the  crinoline  comes  in. 

There'll  be  no  room  in  the  car. 

When  the  crinoline  comes  in; 
There'll  be  no  room  at  home  for  pa,  ..' 

When  the  crinoline  comes  in. 
When  out  shopping  they  are  bent. 
And  rain  from  clouds  to  earth  is  sent. 
She'll  turn  it  up  and  make  a  tent, 
Whfen  the  criuoliue  comes  in. 
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Tune— "  Old  Oaken  Bucket." 


The  night  shadows  fell  on  the  plains  of  Wyoming,       '■'  ■■: 

Beyond  the  blue  mountains  the  moon  could  1)0  seen; 
The  splendor  of  daylight  had  waned  in  the  gloaming, 

And  the  whispering  pines  reflected  her  sheen. 
Some  white  army  tents  looked  lonesome  and  eerie, 

Where  a  camp  had  been  pitched  by  a  stream's  shallow  trace. 
And  a  sentry  in  blue,  whose  footsteps  were  weary. 

Trod  his  far  away  beat  with  a  slow,  steady  pace. 

'■.':.''  Chobdb.  -'.'■';'"  ■■ 

But  the  night  gloom  was  broken  by  one  friendly  token, 
A  letter  from  home  which  he  held  in  his  hand, 
-'  And  he  thought  of  the  sender,  whose  messuge  so  tender 

Had  cheeied  his  loue  life  in  that  desolate  laud. 

The  camp  fires  smouldered  and  chill  grew  the  air 

That  stirred  the  green  cactus  above  the  brown  plaii; 
The  slinking  cayotes  crept  out  from  their  lair. 

And  harshly  they  bowled  a  mournful  refrain. 
But  the  soldier  scarce  heard  it,  his  face  wore  a  smile, 

The  chorus  disturlted  not  his  listening  ear; 
While  in  fancy  he  traveled  o'er  many  a  mile, 

To  tlie  home  of  bis  youth  and  his  kindred  so  dear.— CAona. 

He  saw  an  old  orchard  where  wild  bees  were  linmming, 

A  low  humble  cottage  with  wide  open  door. 
Where  his  parents  and  sisters  awaited  his  coming,     ". 

When  the  wearisome  years  of  iiis  exile  were  o'er. 
He  paused  in  his  vigil  and  leaned  on  bis  rifle. 

His  sadness  was  lightened  by  gleamings  of  joy. 
For  his  mother  had  written  that  nothing  could  stifle 

The  love  that  she  felt  for  her  wandering  hoy.— Chorut. 

It  lightened  the  dangers  that  often  enthralled  him, 

The  long  weary  march  on  the  Indian's  path,  o 

When  the  pitiless  mandate  of  duty  bad  called  him 

To  face  in  the  winter  the  cold  blizzard's  wrath. 
But  fortune  was  kind  to  the  venturesome  rover,  .♦ 

And  he  often  recalled,  with  a  smile  and  a  tear, 
As  he  rested  at  home,  with  liis  wanderings  over. 

The  letter  that  came  with  its  message  of  cheer,— CAonw. 


Parody  on  t 

TWO   LITTLE   GIRLS  IN   BLUE. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Martin  and  King. 


Send  for  Free  Catalofrue  of  8on«r  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  FV>rt«no  TMlerL 
Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books.  Sket43h 
Books,  Stump  Speerhes,  Irish  S<in>r  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc..  to  Henry  J.  Wetiman,  130  A  132  Park  Row,  Mew  York. 

Of  these  girls  in  blue  that  you've  all  heard  abont. 

Take  our  advice  now  and  beware. 
One  is  quite  tall  and  the  other  real  stout. 

And  both  of  them  have  reul  blonde  hair. 
They  have  winning  ways  when  they're  looking  for  Jayi, 

That  they  are  up  to  the  times  is  quite  true; 
They  carry  a  muff  and  school  boolu  for  a  bluff, 

These  two  little  girls  in  blue. 

Chobus. 
Two  little  girls  in  blue,  now 
They  could  give  pointers  to  yon,  < 

"  When  out  on  rackets  they  wear  blue  jacket!. 
And  they  know  their  buslncM,  too. 
•        And  these  little  girls  in  blue,  boys, 

Will  pull  your  leg  till  you're  dead  broke: 
They  think  it's  real  funny  to  make  you  spend  joor  money. 
And  how  they  can  eat—"  Holy  smoket" 

We've  met  them  both,  for  last  night  we  togged  up, 

And  out  on  the  mash  we  did  go: 
Out  for  a  lark,  in  the  niglit,  after  dark, 

At  a  racket  you  i)et  we're  not  slow.  ' 

When  we  met  these  charmers  we  thought  them  anbllme,  •': 

Oh,  they  seemed  so  childish,  these  two. 
We  said,  "  How-de-do?'"  and  they  said,  "  How  are  youf" 

Two  little  girls  iu  blue. 

Chorub. 

•.    Two  little  girls  in  blue,  boys. 

They're  waiting  for  to  do  you; 
,     Last  night  at  nine  on  us  ordered  wlne^ 
And  a  great  big  extra  stew. 
And  one  little  girl  in  blue,  boys. 

Borrowed  my  watch  and  chain, 
When  they  had  us  busted,  they  got  up  and  duited,  v 

And  we  never  saw  them  agaiu,  ■'     - 

These  little  girls  In  bine,  boys. 

Yon  think  they  couldn't  do  you,  ; 

Well,  maybe  they  couldn't,  and  maybe  thejr  wouldn't. 
You  can'tsay  what  they  might  do. 
■  .';         About  these  two  girls  in  blue  now  ''■ 

l'^:'  We've  told  yon  all  we  know. 

For  when  we  awoke,  it  was  nil  a  big  joke. 
And  we're  telling  our  dreamlet  to  you. —  Chorut. 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Chaa.  K.  Harris.    Arranged  by  Jo«.  Claudvr. 


Would  I  conid  but  read  yoar  heart. 

And  eee  what's  written  there; 
Could  I  nse  sonic  hidden  art, 

Jiit>t  to  learn  how  much  you  care; 
Could  I  only  read  yonr  heart, 

Aud  SVC  if  yoa  retain 
The  love  you  vowed  would  ne'er  depart 

Through  sunshine  and  rain. 
Du  not  be  an^ry  with  me,  loved  one, 

For  the  words  that  paiucd  you  go; 
It  was  my  love  for  yon,  my  darling. 

It  was  my  pride  wliich  dealt  the  blow; 
Let  me  look  into  thy  heart. 

And  find  reflected  there 
The  ima(;e  which  will  ne'er  depart, 

Aud  the  love  which  is  so  rare. 

Chorus. 

Hidden  stories,  hidden  treasures,  has  thy  heart  concealed; 
Would  I  ever  be  contented  if  its  treasures  were  revealed? 
Wonderiiit!  if  your  tliouuhta  ate  with  lue  as  in  the  days  of  yore. 
If  I  could  but  read  and  find  it  mine  for  evermore. 

Others  may  more  chariuing  be. 

Famed  for  their  wit  and  grace. 
But  none  will  more  constant  be — 

True  love  lies  not  in  a  face. 
Often  in  a  lonely  hour 

My  thoughts  they  turn  to  tliee, 
As,  oh,  so  snd,  I  ofltinie  wonder 

If  you  ever  think  of  me. 
Oh.  why  are  you  bo  long  in  coining. 

Making  my  life  eo  long  and  drear, 
Would  that  I  could  but  read  your  heart,  love, 

And  set  at  rest  this  trembling  fear. 
I  know  that  you  were  ever  true, 

I  pleaded  not  in  vain. 
Bat  lime  has  sped  never  to  return 

With  its  pleasures  and  its  puu,— Chorus. 
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The  Widow's  Plea  for  Her  Son. 


TOM  AND   TLL  GO  TOO. 
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Before  the  grim  old  judge  they  stood,  a  mother,  girl  aud  boy, 

The  father  faced  lii;*  ciiildren  and  liis  wife; 
lie  said  that  she  had  wronged  him  tho'  she  once  had  been  his  Joy, 

Ue  sought  a  separation  there  for  life. 
The  judge  said,  I  will  part  you  for  your  hearta  are  strangers  now. 

The  boy  can  with  his  mother  always  stay. 
And  If  the  girl  is  willing  slie  can  with  her  father  go. 

The  little  daughter  then  began  to  say: 

Repbaim. 
My  home  will  1>c  with  mother,  for  IMI  never  have  another, 

If  I  should  leave  her  now  what  would  she  do; 
I  love  you,  dad,  sincerely,  and  my  mother  just  aa  dearly, 

Take  mother  home,  then  Tom  aud  ril  go  too. 

The  father  tho't  of  happy  days  before  the  babes  were  bom. 

Before  estrangement,  jealousy  nm)  pride. 
The  promises  and  vows  lie  made  upon  their  wedding  morn. 

The  loving  woman  wlio  became  his  bride. 
The  loyalty  of  childhood  proved  that  she  was  fuithfal  still, 

Upon  her  good  name  there  was  not  a  stain ; 
The  veil  was  torn  asunder  and  they  never  will  forget 

The  words  that  made  them  man  and  wife  again: 
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KEEP  THE    HOME   TOGETHER 
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Composed  by  Lewis  Hall. 


I  strolled  into  a  court-house  not  many  miles  from  here, 

A  l>oy  stno<l  in  the  prisoner's  dock,  his  mother  she  was  near; 

The  boy  woe  quite  a  yonngstir,  but  he  had  goue  astray, 

And  from  his  masier  s  cash  box  he  had  tnkeu  some  coin  away. 

The  Ik>v  addressed  His  Honor,  wliile  tlie  tears  ran  down  his  cheek. 

Said  he,  "  Kind  sir,  will  vou  allow  my  mother  there  to  speak?" 

His  Honor  then  consented,  while  the  boy  hung  down  his  head, 

Aud  tumiug  to  the  jurymen,  these  words  his  mother  said: 

CUORl'S. 

Remen>ber,  Tm  liis  mother,  and  the  prisoner  there's  my  son. 
And,  gentlemen,  remember,  it's  the  first  crime  tliiit  he's  done. 
Don't  send  my  hoy  to  prison,  for  tliat  would  drive  me  mad; 
Remember,  I'm  a  widow,  and  I'm  pleading  for  my  lad. 

The  lawyer  for  tlie  prosecution  at  the  widow  commenced  to  frown, 

And  i>oIitcly  asked  His  Honor  if  he'd  order  her  to  sit  down. 

He  said  it  was  disgraceful,  and  a  L'ross  insult,  indeed. 

His  Honor  to  sit  on  that  bench  and  allow  that  woman  to  plead. 

Tlie  widow's  eyes  flnsh"'d  Hre,  and  iier  cheeks  turned  deadly  pale; 

She  said,  ''  I'm  here  to  try  and  save  my  offi<pring  from  the  jail. 

Altho'  my  Imy  is  guilty— 1  own  his  arime  is  hail. 

But  who's  there  tliai's  more  fit  to  plead  than  a  mother  for  her  ladr' 

Chorus. 

Remember,  I'm  Ids  mother,  and  the  prisoner  there's  my  son, 
Aiul,  gentlemen,  renieml)er,  it's  the  first  crime  that  he's  doue. 
Don't  Bend  my  boy  to  prleon,  for  tliat  would  drive  me  mad; 
Renieml>er,  I'm  a  widow,  and  I'm  pleading  for  my  lad. 

The  judge  then  addressed  the  prisoner,  and  these  words  to  him  did  say: 

"  I'm  sorry  lo  sit  on  this  l>ench.  and  see  you  here  to-day. 

I  will  not  blight  your  future,  but  on  yonr  cfiine  I  frown, 

For  I  can't  former  that  I  have  got  some  children  of  my  own. 

I  therefore  will  discharge  you  "—and  the  court  then  gave  a  cheer— 

"But  rememher  that  it's  chiefly  through  yonr  widowed  mother  tliere. 

I  hope  you'll  prove  a  comfort,  and  no  more  make  her  sad. 

For  she  lias  proved  there's  no  one  clings  like  a  mother  to  her  lad." 

Chorus. 
Remember,  slie's  liis  mother,  and  the  prisoner  there's  her  eon, 
And,  gentlemen,  remember,  it's  the  first  crime  that  he's  done. 
Don't  send  her  hoy  lo  prleon,  for  that  would  drive  her  mad; 
Remember,  she's  a  widow,  and  site's  pleading  for  her  lad. 


All  only  son  was  seated  at  the  bedside  of  his  dad. 

And  down  his  boyish  cheeks  the  tears  had  started; 
The  father  feebly  said:  my  boy,  remember  when  I'm  dead        '      ■ 

Your  poor  old  mother  will  Ihj  broken  hearted; 
'Tie  then  she'll  need  your  aid,  my  boy,  so  act  the  noble  mtn, 

Wlien  I  am  laid  to  rest  u|ion  the  heather; 
Then  be  a  credit  to  her,  help  her  every  way  you  can. 

To  prosper  and  to  keep  the  liome  together. 

Chorus. 
Keep  the  home  together,  John,  and  keep  a  heart  tliat's  willing. 
For  when  the  liome  is  gone,  you  know,  a  man's  not  worth  a  shilling; 
Fortune  may  not  favor  you,  but  wait  for  brighter  weather, 
Aud  lielp  your  dear  old  mother,  Jolin,  to  keep  the  home  together. 

Don't  leave  the  little  homestead,  John,  the  place  we've  had  for  years. 

Its  every  nook  and  corner  lias  a  story; 
The  morning  we  were  wed,  m>  boy,  yonr  mother  to  me  said 

Tlie  little  cottage  was  her  earthly  glory. 
Mixfortane  may  confront  you,  hut  be  fearless  to  the  end. 

You'll  get  along  though  cloudy  be  the  weather; 
Your  two  sweet  little  sisters  on  yonr  mother  will  depend. 

Be  kind  to  them  and  keep  the  home  together. 


I   LOVE  YOU  IN   SPITE  OF  ALL. 

Copyright,  1S93,  by  Chas.  K.  Harris.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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AVords  and  Music  by  Chat.  K.  Hai  ria    Airanged  by  Fred.  Simouaon. 

Down  by  a  shady  brook,  by  a  swift  running  stream. 

Sat  a  maid  and  her  lover,  both  happy  as  a  dream. 

All  nature  seemed  at  rest,  as  the  birds  sang  Iheir  lay. 

He  told  her  that  he  loved  her,  called  her  hie  Queen  of  Mar. 

Neither  in  their  trysting,  saw  a  maiden  fall, 

A  girl  who  also  loved  him,  loved  him  the  best  of  all. 

"  I  love  you  best  of  all,  better  than  all  this  world." 

Those  were  the  words  were  spoken,  those  were  the  words  she  beard. 

"With  your  dear  arms  about  me,  I  care  not  what  befalls. 

Surely,  dear,  you  will  not  doubt  me,  I  love  you  best  of  all.'* 

She  wandered  from  her  home,  this  maiden  all  forlorn, 

In  her  lieart  kept  the  secret  of  a  love  left  unborn. 

She  came  npon  these  lovers,  nnconscicms  of  her  woe. 

And  heard  him  say  "  I  love  yon,"  just  as  she  turned  to  go.     '. 

Site  would  keep  her  secret,  which  no  time  could  pall. 

Her  heart  was  almost  breaking,  she  loved  in  spite  of  all. 

*' I  love  you  best  of  all,"  etc. 

Long,  weary  days  have  passed  to  the  sweet  little  maid, 
Who  has  had  manly  suitors,  but  to  all  she  says  nay. 
No  one  else  will  she  wed,  she  knows  her  heart  is  gone 
Toonewho  will  never  love  her,  he  weds  to-morrow  mom. 
Seated  In  the  arbor  his  words  she  now  recalls. 
Yet  in  her  heart  she  loves  him,  loves  him  in  spite  of  all. 
"  I  love  yon  best  of  all,"  etc. 
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ROSIE,    SWEET   ROSABEL.'-' 
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Words  and  Music  by  Paul  Dreaier. 

There  is  a  maiden,  sweet  Rosabel,  the  fairest  of  all  that  I  know,     - .. 

All  tlie  beauties  of  beuveu  uud  tlie  riches  here  below 

Cannot  compare  with  tills  iuuocent  ant;el  of  whom  I  shall  tell, 

List  to  the  talc  of  my  first  love,  Sweet  Rosabel. 

Chorus. 
RoBie,  sweet  Rosabel,  I  love  her  more  than  I  can  tell, 
O'er  me  she  casts  a  spell,  my  charming  black-eyed  Sweet  Rosabel. 

'Twas  on  a  cold  winter's  evening  I  heard  a  faiut  cry  nt  my  door, 
Just  a  wail,  just  a  something  that  I  never  heard  before; 
There  on  the  steps  lay  a  bikby,  my  heart  at  once  seemed  to  swell, 
I  took  it  in  and  I  named  it  Sweet  Rosabel.—  Charm. 

Often  we  speak  of  the  Incident,  that  cold  winter's  night  long  ago. 
When  I  first  loved  the  baby,  and  oh,  how  it  Beemed  to  grow; 
I  loved  the  child,  then  the  little  Mies.  I  then  loved  the  woman  as  well. 
She  gave  her  band,  soon  I'll  marry  Sweet  Rosubel.— CAorM«. 


THE    SQNG-S    OF    LONG    AQO. 
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THEY'RE  COMINg  TO  THE  FAIR 
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Words  by  L.  E.  Meaci<am.    Music  by  A.  G.  Holml>erg. 

Last  week  I  got  a  letter  from  an  old  lime  chum  down  East, 
A  fellow  I'd  not  heard  of  for  some  twenty  years  at  least; 
He  told  how  awfully  glad  he  was  to  write  to  me  at  liist. 
And  sent  regards  from  all  the  friends  I  knew  in  days  long  past. 

Refrain. 
They're  coming  to  the  Fair,  don't  you  see. 
And  they  want  to  stand  in  solid  now  with  me; 
For  the  show  is  quite  expensive,  and  their  pile  is  QOt  extensive. 
So  they  want  to  stand  in  solid  now  with  me. 

He  said  he  had  Intended,  ever  since  I  came  out  West, 

To  write  and  let  me  know  about  himself  and  all  the  rest; 

But  every  time  he  started  out  to  pen  his  little  note. 

Something  occurred  to  binder  him,  and  so  he  never  wrote.— J?</irain. 

He  hoped  I  was  enjoying  best  of  he.nlth  and  doing  well. 

And  said  it  would  be  pleasant,  liad  lie  but  the  time  to  tell 

Of  all  the  many  changes  which  had  happened  since  the  day 

I  packed  my  trunk  there  on  the  farm,  took  leave,  and  came  away.— .ff^/otn. 

He  sent  a  picture  of  himself,  his  baby  and  his  wife,  \        - 

Each  one  of  which,  he  wrote,  was  just  as  natural  as  life. 

And  said  ere  long  I'd  see  tliem,  for  he'd  plaumd  a  trip  out  West, 

At  which  time,  for  a  month  or  two,  he  hoped  to  be  my  gixoaL—E^rain. 


I  sat  In  evening's  twilight  gloom  and  heeded  not  time's  fleeting. 
Sweet  melody  filled  all  the  room,  which  set  my  heart  a-bealing. 
I  loved  the  dear  old-fashioned  airs  the  player  was  a-thrnmniing, 
Thevdrove  away  the  thought  of  cares,  I  found  myself  a-hummlng: 
"Msxwelton  braes  are  bonnie,  where  early  fa's  the  dew. 
And  it  B  there  that  Annie  Laarie  gie'd  me  her  promise  true." 

Chords. 
:  /       The  songs  of  long  ago,  sweet  mem'ries  of  the  past. 

Their  music,  soft  and  low,  makes  weary  hearts  l)eat  fast. 
We  list  while  gently  fail  the  notes  we  so  well  know, 
Ah  uiel  I  love  them  all,  the  songs  of  long  ago. 

My  childhood's  home  I  saw  once  more,  my  eyes  were  then  a-blinking, 
I  wandered  back  to  days  of  yore,  which  started  me  a-thinking, 
I  found  myself  at  mother's  knee  and  heard  her  sweetly  singing. 
Her  saintly  features  I  could  see,  while  in  my  beart  was  ringing: 
"Hush!  my  babe,  lie  still  and  8luml)er, 
Holy  angels  guard  thy  l)ed."—<(Awi<«. 

I  thought  I  was  at  school  again,  and  saw  the  same  old  faces, 

All  things  appeared  as  they  were  then,  in  old  fmniliar  places; 

Whiie  sweetest  fancies  filled  my  brain,  my  mind  was  calmly  straying, 

I  wakened  in  the  twilight  when  the  music  stopped  a-playiiig: 

"  The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket^ 

The  moss-covered  buclcet  that  huug  in  the  yie\\."—Charu$. 


The  Undertaker  Has  Him  Now. 
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Words  by  Julian  Holmes.    Music  by  Cbas.  A.  Prince. 


UP    TO    HERE. 
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Words  by  J.  Harrington.    Uusiu  by  Harry  Raudall.        v 

I  always  was  a  man  who  liked  his  clothes  to  be  a  fit, 

I  never  wear  my  garments  tight,  for  fear  they'll  bust  or  split; 

To  make  these  pants  a  decent  pair,  my  tailor  I  beseeched. 

But  wlien  he  sent 'hiu  home  last  week,  upon  my  Boul  thejreaclied 

Up  to  here,  up  to  here!  {Indicate  Shoulders.)      ,    ■     :  .  . 

W^th  that  tailor  I  felt  just  a  bit  severe; 

Sent  'em  back  to  get  'em  shrunk,  but  the  blessed  snip  was  dmnk. 

Look  how  he's  sent  'em  home  now,  up  to  herel  {Indicate  vp  to  Knee.) 

I  used  to  wonder  how  it  was  that  men  could  take  on  drink. 

And  turn  their  gully-holes  into  a  sort  of  little  sink; 

I  always  was  each  day  from  the  first  hour  that  I 'rose. 

The  pink  of  strict  sobriety,  right  from  my  very  toes  . 

Up  to  liere,  up  to  here,  (Indicate  Jfore head.) 

Till  I  learned  the  way  to  shift  a  glass  of  beer, 

Now  I've  altered,  so  to  speak,  and  well,  seven  times  a  week, 

I  roll  home,  absolutely,  np  to  herel  (Indicate  up  to  Mouth.) 

'Twas  in  the  prime  of  summer-time,  one  morning  calm  and  sweet. 

Some  pals  of  mine  were  wobbling  in  the  briny  sea,  a  treat! 

And  didn't  swim,  I  watched  their  clothes  and  sat  down  by  some  cav(>s, 

But,  lor!  yon  should  have  seen  my  pals,  with  all  the  blooming  wavco 

Up  to  here,  np  to  here.  (Indicate  0  verhead.) 

And  they  didn't  seem  to  have  a  bit  of  fear; 

Thev  l>egan  to  laugh  at  me,  well,  then,  I  went  in  the  sea. 

Took  off  my  boots  and  dived  in,  up  to  here!  (Indicate  vp  to  Ankles.) 

The  girl  that  lives  next  door  has  charmed  this  giddy  heart  of  mine. 
She's  what  they  call  a  something  in  the  millinery  line. 
There's  one  thing  I  will  say  of  her,  she  never  drinks  or  fiirts,      .  -  . 
And  she's  so  modest  week  days  that  she  only  holds  her  sjklrta     •  '  ■;;•; 

Up  to  here,  up  to  here. •  ..,  -  -    '.  .. 

Well,  she's  got  holes  in  her  stockings,  pretty  dear,       ••  -'       '  -    - 
But  on  Sundays,  all  a-don,  when  she's  got  her  railways  on, 
Well,  then  you  ought  to  see  her  up  to  here! 


,  McGnfBii  was  a  builder  and  a  man  of  great  renown. 
And  very  highly  spoken  of  by  jieople  in  the  town. 
One  day  while  on  the  scaffold  of  a  house  be  had  to  build. 
He  lost  his  hold  and,  sad  to  say,  he  fell  down  and  was  killed. 

Chords. 

The  undertaker  has  him  now,  and  our  heads  in  sorrow  still  we  bow. 
It  is  painful  to  relate  that  he  met  au  awful  fate; 
The  undertaker  has  him  now. 

Old  Uncle  Si,  from  Wayback,  came  to  town  the  other  day, 

He  loaded  up  with  whiskey  and  was  feeling  rather  gay. 

At  last  he  went  to  bis  hotel,  a  quiet  night  to  pass. 

He  didn't  see  the  sign  that  read,  "Please  don't  blow  out  the  gas!" 

Chords. 

The  undertaker  has  him  now,  never  more  we'll  gaze  upon  his  lirow. 
We  were  grieved  to  hear  the  news,  for  it  gave  us  all  the  blues; 
The  undertaker  has  him  now. 

An  organ  grinder  played  in  front  of  Bnmmelsteiner's  store. 
He  ground  out  "  Annie  Laurie  "  till  he  made  the  people  sore; 
The  neighbors  told  him  take  a  run,  and  take  it  mighty  quick. 
He  wouldn't  move,  so  some  one  went  and  floored  him  wiih  a  brick. 

Chords. 

The  undertaker  has  him  now,  we'll  not  miss  him  much  we  all  allow; 
It  was  such  an  ancient  tune,  that  he  didn't  go  too  soon; 
The  nudertaker  has  him  now. 

Bidelia  McGilligan  came  here  from  Erin's  Isle, 
She  got  a  situation  in  a  very  little  while. 
■    She  liked  the  nation  very  well,  but,  one  unlucky  night. 
She  dropped  a  lighted  match  inside  a  can  of  dynamite. 

The  undertaker  has  her  now,  and  her  people  raised  an  awful  row; 
"  Well,  she's  l)etter  off,"  they  say,  "and  we're  planting  her  to-day;" 
The  undertaker  has  her  now. 

Small  Johnnie  Joskins  was  a  boy  of  most  ingenious  mind,        . 
He  always  asked  the  use  of  anything  he  chanced  to  find. 
One  day  he  spied  a  weapon  he  had  never  seen  before.         •» 
He  didn't  know  'twas  loaded,  so  poor  Johnnie  is  no  more. 

Cbobub. 

Tlie  undertaker  has  him  now,  the  shooter  went  off,  bnt  none  knew  how; 
Little  Johnnie  had  no  fun  when  he  monkeyed  with  a  gun; 
The  undertaker  has  him  now. 

'TIs  always  sad  to  hear  that  some  good  man  has  come  to  grief,  '    ■  -\ 
The  troubles  of  a  chap  named  Orgue  I'll  tell  to  you  in  brief:      '      ,. 
He  started  out  to  paint  the  town,  and  blew  ill  all  his  •' rocks;" 
He  ended  np  his  jamboree  by  jumping  off  the  docks. 

Chords. 

The  undertaker  has  him  now,  he  was  picked  up  by  a  passing  scow; 
And  the  wagon  took  old  Orgne,  and  it  chased  liiiu  to  the  morgue; 
The  nndertaker  has  him  now. 


—The  man  wlio  takes  a  roll  in  bedjtflhe  morning  cannot  expect 
to  have  an  appetite  for  breakfg^fc-^flieu  be  gets  up. 
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A  Little  Wife  Waiting  at  Home. 
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Words  and  Music  by  EJear  S«l«len. 


Go  where  yon  will,  you'll  And  noplace  that's  like  your  owu  flre»ldc, 
For  be  you  rich  or  be  you  jioor.  in  home  you  take  a  piidc, 
With  wife  to  erect  you  ut  the  door  lo  smooth  your  cuies  itway; 
lier  iuv«  U  like  tne  bvacon  light  thut  lurus  the  uight  lo  day. 

CnoRus. 

When  the  world's  cold  and  dreary,  and  you're  worn  and  weary, 

And  lxisint'88.  down  t<>»n,  I1118  p>iic  wronf;, 
Tliere  is  one  wlio  will  cheer  you,  who  longB  lo  be  near  you, 

A  little  wife  wuitiu^j  at  houie. 

\riien  so-called  friends  your  fiiiih  deceive,  wiien  ruin  scents  to  stare, 
Ah  honest  wouiau's  lovu  will  serve  to  drive  nwuy  deepiiir. 
And  when  the  angry  cloudn  have  passed,  you'll  fold  her  to  your  breast, 
For  she  is  loyal,  elie  proved  true,  dei<eitcd  by  the  rest. —  (J  horus. 


THE     BROTHERS     MALONEY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  West. 


The  brothers  Moloney  were  rollirkin!»  hoys. 

Both  well  known  in  the  Dublin  rity: 
Tliey  had  a  companion  named  Patsey  McGee, 

And  I  hey  know  to  their  cost  iif  a  piiy. 
There  was  all  the  thrto  of  them  stood  on  the  bridge 

That  goes  o'er  the  beautiful  Lifl'-y, 
When  the  wind  caiiu'lit  a  lioiil  of  Mulouey's  new  hat, 

lu  the  water  it  went  in  a  jiffy. 

Ciioaus. 

Aye,  our  faith  it's  a  terrible  tale. 

The  hilt  that  they  lost  wuniri  found: 

Bui  ii's  all  iliioui;li  the  hat  and  the  action  of  Pat, 
That  the  brothers  Maloney  got  drowned. 

When  it  fell  in  the  water  a  corner  it  got. 

Near  the  bridge  it  was  eteailily  Ihmtini;: 
Says  Tat,  "We  liad  better  be  getimir  it  out, 

iiut  we  liavn't  a  chance  to  n"  bdalinij. 
Here,  Micke>  Malone,  yon  tret  over  the  bridge. 

And  your  feet  will  l)e  held  i)y  your  brother; 
You'll  be  near  the  water  to  get  the  hat  out. 

While  I'ui  sticking  on  lo  the  other."— t7ior«/«. 

Well,  Mickey  was  first  to  get  over  the  briilge. 

Lie  was  npr^idedown  held  by  bis  brotliei ; 
And  Pal."ey  McGee,  who  was  stroni;  as  a  bull. 

He  took  on  a  firm  hold  on  the  other. 
He  heard  Mickey  say,  '"Put  ii»  half  an  inch  lower. 

And  ril  liave  my  iiat  out  in  a  jiffy." 
Savs  Pat.  "Itoidd  on  there  while  I  spit  on  my  handel' 

bu  the  two  tumbled  into  the  Liffey. — t'liorut. 


AMERICAN    GIRLS. 

Copyri4;lit,  1893,  by  Spauldiiig  &.  ICorudar. 
All  rights  reserved. 


SHE    WOULD    BE    A    NOVELTY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Hart. 


If  you  should  meet  a  pretty  girl  who  never  had  been  kissed. 
She  Would  be  a  novelty,  she  would  be  a  novelty; 

If  a  chance  to  eat  ice  cream  she  had  ever  missed, 
She  would  be  a  novelty. 

If  she  did  not  say,  "  I  want  a  hat,  or  pair  of  shoes"; 

]f  she  didn't  come  home  from  the  neighbors  with  the  news; 

And  if  paint  or  powder  on  her  cheeks  she  had  never  used, 
She  would  he  a  novelty. 

Cuonus. 

She  would  lie  a  novelty,  very  bard  to  find; 

She  would  he  a  ni>velly,  the  only  one  of  her  kind. 

If,  wiiile  walking  'roiinil  the  town,  you  ehould  say,  "There goes  Mrs.  Brown," 

If  she  didn't  turn  to  see  what  she  had  on,  why,  she  would  be  a  novelty. 

If  you  should  find  a  husband  who  never  had  n  jag. 

He  would  he  a  novelty,  he  would  be  a  novelty; 
If  you've  met  a  mother-in-law  who  did  not  Meed  a  gag, 

She  would  be  a  novelty. 
If  dear  hubby  drank  enouuh  to  float  a  great  big  l>oat. 
Come  home  with  a  long  led  hair  and  chalk  iiimu  his  coat, 
If  file  did  not  scold  w  lien  in  his  pocket  she  found  a  mush  note, 

Sihe  would  be  a  novelty. 

CUORUB. 

She  would  l)e  a  novelty,  very  hard  to  find; 

She  woultl  I.e  a  novelty,  the  only  one  of  her  kind. 

If  she  put  liim  straight  to  heil,  wrapp'd  a  wet  towel  'round  his  head. 

And  then  ilidu'l  lake  ev'ry  ceut  that  he  had,  why,  she  would  be  u  novelty. 


AND    LOTS    OF    OTHER    THINGS. 
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Words  by  Walter  Fletcher.    Music  by  Otto  M.  Ilclnzman. 


I've  roamed  this  wide  worlil  over  ami  some  lovely  girls  I've  seen, 
Fiom  the  Spanish  donnas  <>f  Madrid  to  that  Emerald  Isle  of  gieen. 
The  English  iitaids  ai-e  lieaiititui,  the  belie.*  of  France  sublime, 
Italia's  diifky  dauuhters  1  mii^t  say  tliey  art-  divine; 
I  love  those  little  (jerman  girls  and  tin-  maids  of  Bonnie  Dundee, 
But  afier  viewing  all  of  them  American  girls  for  me. 

Chorus. 
They're  as  witty  and  as  pretty  as  any  from  across  the  sea; 
Where'er  I  roam,  though  fur  from  home,  American  girls  forme. 

I've  courted  all  the  Eastern  maids,  from  Suez  to  Bombay, 

And  I've  flirted  with  the  tiny  Jap,  oIkx  the  dark  Malay. 

I'm  very  fond  of  Iinlian  tiiris,  tlie  blonde  (Mrcassian  ftiir, 

I  dearly  love  a  Turkish  maid  tucked  in  a  Sedon  chair, 

I  have  admired  a  Grecian  queen,  likewise  the  small  Chinee; 

But  after  viewing  all  of  theut  an  AmericMn  girl  for  fue.—  C'AoitM. 

A  fortune  I  could  wed  In  Spain,  n.  grand  estate  in  France, 

A  castle  in  ohl  Germanv,  in  Kome  a  warrior's  lance: 

A  million  rupies  I  could  own  to  wed  an  Indian  maid. 

A  kingdom  with  the  savaircs  is  what  the  old  chief  said, 

A  diainond  mine  in  Africa,  a  home  by  the  Persian  sea: 

But  when  I  take  a  wife,  dear  boys,  an  Americuu  girl  for  me. —  Chartig. 


irsif-i'r-ft^--- 


Wben  lovers  take  a  walk  they  sigh  and  spoou  and  talk. 

And  lots  of  other  things; 
Anil  being  deep  in  love  lie  culls  the  girl  a  "dove," 

And  lots  of  other  things. 
If  he  siiL't(<'St8  refreshments  she  accepts  the  same, 
She  don't  know  he  is  married,  therefore  she  is  not  to  blame; 
When  on  the  scene  his  wife  appears,  exclaiming,  "  What 'a  this  garaef  " 

And  lots  of  other  things. 

Refrain. 

I  know  you  all  know  exactly  what  I  mean. 
It's  only  just  the  old,  old  story; 
To  Mister  Justice  .leiinc  they  tell  the  Btory  soon. 
And  lots  of  other  things. 

Kow  see  n  gny  old  mask,  possessing  heaps  of  cash. 

And  lots  of  other  things; 
For  »  hell  he's  "  in  the  s^n  "  he's  very  fond  of  fun. 

Anil  lots  of  other  thltiLT!. 
And  w  lien  bis  doctor  orders  him  a  chani;e  of  air, 
Ni'ar  those  inacliiii<-e  for  bathing  down  at  Long  Branch,  be'a  all  there, 
Willi  iip'n  t-'iass  in  hand  he's  gazing  at  the  ladies  fair. 

And  iolB  of  other  things. 

Refkain. 

I  know  you  all  know  exactly  what  I  mean. 
It's  only  just  the  I'ld,  old  story- 
lb-  sheds  a  few  salt  tears  and  murmers,  "  Pretty  dears,'* 
And  lula  of  other  things. 

Some  irirls  arc  much  to  blame,  unfairly  play  the  game. 

And  lilts  of  other  things; 
Thi*y  go  to  meet  their  heunS  with  powder  on  their  nose. 

And  lots  of  other  thill;.;*. 
Dressed  in  the  latest  fashion,  wailing  they  will  be. 
Anil,  p'rinips,  it  may  come  on  to  rain,  how  angry  then  they'd  be! 
Anil  If  he  comes  an  hoiir  late  they  use  a  big,  big  "  D," 

And  hits  of  other  tilings. 

Refrain. 

I  know  yon  all  know  exactly  what  I  mean. 

It's  only  jiir^t  ihe  old,  old  story — 

At  him  tliey  make  a  rush,  half  kill  him  with  a  mush. 

And  lots  of  utlier  things. 

When  a  chappie  geta  wed  lie  goes  right  off  his  head. 

And  lots  of  other  Ihings; 
He'll  whistle  and  he'll  sing,  he'll  buy  his  bride  a  ring, 

And  lots  of  other  Ihings, 
One  night  when  he  rolle  home,  ns  tight  as  any  drum, 
A  stout  old  party  greets  him,  saying,  "Hush I  this  condncPe  rum; 
Pray  don't  make  such  a  noise,  sir,  please— the  doctor  has  just  come," 

And  lots  of  other  things. 

Refrain  v 

I  know  you  all  know- exactly  what  I  mean. 
It's  only  just  the  old,  old  story— 
"        "  Hip,  hip,  hooray!  "  he'll  cry,  "  Let's  wel  the  baby's  eye," 
And  lots  of  other  ihings. 
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VIGILANT    AND    VALKYRIE. 
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Tone—"  The  Cat  Came  Back  ' 


i 


Oh,  she  Btlled  o'er  the  water,  did  the  famons  Valkyrie, — 
"  Go  aud  beat  the  Vigilant,"  old  Johnny  Bull  says  lie; 
"  For  we  want  that  Cap  again,  we'll  etiow  the  Yankee  crew 
That  we  still  shall  be  the  rulers  of  the  bounding  billows  biuel" 

Chords. 
Bat  the  Cap  stays  here,  spite  of  jib  and  spanker, 

Yes,  tlie  Cap  stays  here,  their  sailini;  was  slack! 
The  Cup  stays  liere,  tho'  for  it  they  lianker; 

Ob,  the  Cup  stays  here,  for  they  coaidn't  take  it  back! 

In  Ihe  first  heat  we  beat  'em,  but  they  said  tlie  wind  was  bad,— 

"  Why,  it's  only  just  a  '  fluke,'  we  Britisli  are  not  sad. 

Give  us  just  a  rousing  bretze,  and  tlieu  we'll  sliow  you  how 

We  will  beat  you  on  the  merits,  for  you'll  never  see  our  bowl" — Chorus. 

But  in  all  sorts  of  weather  did  we  show  tliat  naught  afloat 

Ever  was  the  equal  of  our  good  old  Yankee  boat; 

For  the  mighty  race  we  won,  in  one  grand  final  spin, 

Tbo'  they  struggled  on,  like  demons,  for  the  Valkyrie  to  ^In.— Chorus. 

Here's  success  to  the  victors  on  the  Vigilant  so  bold  I 

For  upon  the  billows  blue  supremacy  they  hold. 

And  when  next  again  they  try,  may  we  beat  them  once  more. 

And  still  bold  what  the  Ametiea  won  in  the  days  of  yore!— C'^rux. 


STRANGERS. 
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THE    FLOOR    GAVE    WAY. 
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Words  by  Albert  HaU.     Music  by  Pat.  Kafferty. 

Now  once  npon  a  time  old  Tim  Casey  gave  a  party 

To  the  neighbors  one  and  all  around  his  neigliborhood, 
There  was  wugon  loads  of  drinks,  there  all  were  gay  and  hearty. 

Til"'  Casey  kept  teetotal,  just  to  see  that  they  kept  good. 
And  all  tliroiighthe  night  they  were  jigging,  likewise  reeling, 

Tim  Casey  danced  a  polka  wltli  O'Brady's  sister  Kate, 
But  in  the  early  morning's  dawn  tliere  came  a  lot  of  sqaealing; 

And  of  that  uierry  party,  I  am  sorry  to  relate : 

Chords. 

That  the  fleor  gave  way,  and  down  they  went, 
Down  below  they  had  to  go,  over  went  the  blooming  show. 
Up  above  they  could  not  stay,  for  the  rafters  did  a  bust  np 
And  the  floor  gave  way. 

Now  once  npon  a  time  Danny  Boyle  went  down  the  river. 

Took  his  girl  out  for  a  sail  and  they  felt  no  alarm; 
But  the  weittlier  was  quite  cliilly,  poor  Dan  had  oft  to  shiver, 

lie  went  and  got  some  whiskey,  luet  to  keep  him  nice  and  warm. 
The  whiskey  be  drank,  oh,  it  set  Dan  Doyle  a-talking, 

And  as  the  boat  got  out  to  sea,  be  found  an  early  grave. 
For  np  and  down  the  deck  he  got  unsteady  in  his  walking, 

Be  went  a  step  too  far  and  tried  to  walk  upon  a  wave: 

--■■.■■_../:,  ^.,r-:. :'■,■■  .;■-,   Coords.    -.  "  "■::■[/ 

And  the  floor  gave  way,  and  down  he  went, 
Down  below  he  liad  to  go,  over  went  the  blooming  show. 
Up  abov;  lie  could  not  stay,  for  he  tried  to  walk  on  water. 
But  the  floor  gave  way. 

A  dear  old  pal  of  mine  named  Tim  Daley  went  ballooning. 

Took  his  sweetheart  with  him  to  investigate  the  sun; 
For  six  hours  in  that  balloon  the  couple  sat  a-spooniiig. 

They  lived  on  love  and  kisses  and  tliey  shared  a  penny  bun. 
But  when  from  the  sun  they'd  got  one  mile  and  three-quarters, 

Tim  Daley  swore  by  holy  smoke  it  was  the  coast  of  France; 
He  baid,  I  do  not  care  a  jot  for  eitlier  stin  or  daughter, 

lie  got  outside  of  that  balloou  to  do  a  song  ana  dance: 

'•'■\.  /'■^-.r:',  ■   Chords.   '-.'■'.'-'■:■■■:■■:': 
And  the  floor  gave  way,  and  down  he  went, 
Down  below  lie  had  to  go,  over  went  tlie  blooming  show. 
Up  above  he  could  not  stay,  for  he  tried  to  dance  on  nothing. 
And  the  floor  gave  way. 

Oh,  once  npon  a  time,  my  misgnided,  poor  old  father 

Got.in  serious  trouble  and  with  mother  had  a  fight. 
There  were  whiskers  flying  'round,  with  other  things,  well,  rather. 

And  mother  was  a  "  goner  "  from  that  sad  and  fatal  night. 
So  Dad  was  arrested,  to  jail  he  soon  was  walking, 

There  they  gave  him  good  advice  and  said  lie  was  a  dolt,      '■ 
One  morning  on  a'platforiu  to  the  parson  he  was  talking. 

They  tied  his  hands  behiud  him  and  then  someone  pulled  a  bolt: 

Chords.  ;;?.'■■:  •'^■■.■■r\-''-\;,/:.:;.  .;'•■. ;'; 

Then  th«  floor  gave  way,  and  down  be  went, 
Down  below  he  had  to  go,  over  went  the  blooming  show. 
Up  above  he  conid  not  stay,  for  the  hangman  pulled  the  bolt  back, 
And  the  floor  gave  way. 


Wliy  turn  away  from  me,  darling,  why  are  tliose  tjars  on  thy  cheek? 
Let  me  look  into  your  eyes,  love,  I'll  patient  be— won't  you  speakf 
What  have  I  done  tlius  to  grieve  tliee,  have  I  caused  one  moment's  jtainf 
All  that  I  ask  is  a  reason,  I'll  silent  be  till  you  explain. 

Chords. 
I  ma^  have  done  wrong,  ny  darling,  I  may  hare  cansed  yon  much  pa*n. 
Still  in  my  heart  I  adore  you,  let  us  be  friends  attain. 
Don't  turn  away  from  me,  darling,  let  us  begin  life  anew, 
Is  then  your  auswer  the  same,  love,  must  we  be  but  strangers  nowf 

They  tell  yon  I  love  another,  that  I  am  false  to  my  vows. 

Do  you  believe  them,  my  darling,  think  you  I'm  false  to  my  love? 

If  Strangers  dare  come  between  us,  if  they  can  tear  us  apart, 

Burely  then  you  never  loved  me,  far  l>etter  be  that  we  should  part.— C%oru<. 

•   ^  »  m   • 


PRETTY    MAY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Minstrel  Billy  HcClain. 


'Twas  while  the  stars  were  brightly  shining  in  the  sky  above. 

Two  sweethearts  sat  alone  reclininjj,  telling  tales  of  love.  .   .^ 

"  Dear  May,  do  say  some  day  you'll  be  my  bride,"  he  sighed.    ' ' 

"We'll  see,"  said  she,  "  what  the  turn  of  fate  will  be. 

My  heart  is  true,  I  love  but  yon." 

"  And  when  we're  wed,"  he  softly  said, 

"  I  will  tiiiuk  of  none  but  you  as  I  bless  the  happy  day 

When  you  answer  yes,  your  love  for  me  confess,  my  pretty,  pretty  May." 

And  when  the  hour  arrives  for  parting,  strolling  on  their  way. 

Two  tender  hearts  with  grief  are  smarting,  homeward  bound  are  they. 

Moonlight  so  bright,  it  shines  upon  them  every  night; 

"One  kiss,  each  bliss,  wliat  can  equal  such  as  this. 

Before  we  go,"  he  whispered  low. 

"ThouKh  far  or  near,  lemember  dear, 

I  will  think  of  none  but  you  as  I  liless  the  happy  day 

When  you  answer  yes,  your  love  for  me  confess,  ray  pretty,  pretty  May." 


IT'S   A   CUSTOM   IN   IRELAND. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Felix  McGlennon. 


When  a  lad  meets  a  colleen,  to  give  her  a  wink 

Is  a  custom  in  Ireland. 
Aye,  and  tlien  to  make  love  to  her  over  a  drink. 

Is  a  custom  in  Ireland. 
And  that's  how  I  courted  Miss  Norah  O'Shea, 
I  coaxed  and  cajoled  her  till  she  named  the  day. 
And  then  sure  1  tuk  her  to  ould  Father  Fay; 

That's  a  custom  in  Ireland. 

Chorus. 
Then  we  had  rum  and  whiskey,  we  wor  frisky. 

Then  we  had  praties,  cabbaue,  baccy,  tay. 
And  tlien  we  had  ructions  and  destructions. 

By  the  hokey  we  enjoyed  ourselves  on  my  wedding  day. 

Ob,  we  had  a  fine  coach  wid  a  driver  in  blue. 

That's  a  custom  in  Ireland. 
And  then  someone,  for  luck,  struk  me  wid  an  ould  shoe. 

That's  a  custom  in  Ireland. 
Says  I,  "  thank  you  kindly,  that's  luck,  I  suppose," 
I  turned  to  the  spalpeen  and  gave  liim  a  dose; 
Begorra,  for  luck  sure  I  shifted  his  nose, 

Tbat's  a  custom  in  Ireland.— C'^-uf. 

Snre  we  got  to  the  chnrch  and  the  knot  soon  was  tied. 

That's  a  custom  in  Ireland. 
Then  they  all  tried  to  get  the  first  kiss  from  the  bride, 

That's  a  custom  in  Ireland. 
Big  Johnny  Mulcahy  and  Danny  McGraw, 
They  grabbed  at  herself,  their  intentions  I  saw. 
Handed  them  eacli  such  a  "  puck  "  on  the  jaw. 

That's  ft  custom  in  Ireland.— CA£>nM. 

Then  the  lot  of  them  got,  oh,  mirockulous  drunk. 

That's  a  custom  in  Ireland. 
And  to  sleep  on  the  floor  sure  the  most  of  them  slunk, 

That's  a  custom  in  Ireland. 
We  danced  and  we  drank,  and  to  sing  I  did  rise. 
And  gave  them  a  veree  of  "Two  lovely  black  eyes;" 
Be  neaveoBl  I  got  them,  to  my  great  surprise, 

That's  a  custom  in  Ireland.— C%oru«. 
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Words  and  HustcbyChas.  K.  Harris.    Arranged  by  Louis  Relnbard. 


I'm  fond  of  a  stroll  on  a  prominent  street 

After  nine,  after  nine; 
What  strange  things  we  ecc  and  what  people  we  meet 

After  nine,  after  nine. 
Give  nie  your  attention,  I'll  not  make  it  long, 
I'll  tell  you  some  facts  in  a  topical  song. 
The  things  that  occur  In  life's  mighty  throng 

After  nine,  after  nine, 

Chorus. 
After  nine,  when  mama's  asleep, 
Georgie  will  come  Katie's  comp'ny  to  keep. 
And  burn  all  the  gna  while  papa's  asleep. 
After  nine,  after  uiue. 

A  large  dry-goods  box  on  the  street  yon  will  sec. 

After  nine,  after  nine: 
Yon  pass  it  by  quickly  and  Innocently, 

After  nine,  after  nine. 
A  big  night  policeman  patrolling  his  beat. 
Will  glance  very  sharply  at  each  one  he'll  meet, 
But  when  the  coast's  clear  In  that  box  be  will  sneak. 

After  nine,  after  nine. 

Chorus. 
After  nine,  when  all  is  serene, 
A  fight  in  progress,  no  cope  to  be  seen. 
The  poor  man's  sleeiilug  and  thinks  it  a  dream. 
After  nine,  after  uiue. 

A  bald -beaded  man  will  go  to  a  show, 

After  nine,  after  nine; 
lie  admires  the  ballet  from  the  front  row. 

After  nine,  after  nine. 
He  writes  to  the  fairy,  "  your  face  I  adore, 
I'll  meet  yon,  my  loved  one,  at  the  stage  door;" 
lie  met- ts  lier  and  fiuds  she  is  just  fifty-four. 

After  uiue,  after  nine  I 

Chorus. 

After  nine,  when  all  Is  serene. 
No  paint  or  powder  on  that  face  to  be  seen. 
The  fairy's  a  grandma  'tis  plain  to  be  seen. 
After  nine,  after  nine. 

A  married  man  wishes  to  go  to  a  ball. 

After  nine,  after  nine; 
His  dear  wife,  you  know,  suspects nothlnc;  wrong. 

After  nine,  after  nine. 
He  makes  an  excuse,  and  his  wife  takes  it  in. 
There's  a  light  in  her  dark  eye  bodes  no  good  to  him, 
Aud  off  to  tue  ball  he  goes  with  a  grin, 

Atter  nine,  after  nine. 

Chorus. 

After  nine  as  soon  as  its  late. 
Dear  little  wife  for  her  hnbby  will  wait, 
Aud  with  a  shovel  she  greets  her  dear  mate, 
:  After  nine,  after  nine. 

There's  the  young  man  you  meet  who's  always  dead  broke 

After  nine,  after  nine; 
nis  money  is  gone,  and  liis  watch  is  in  souk, 

After  nine,  after  nine. 
Yon  My  to  him  kindly,  "O  where  have  yon  been? 
Come,  make  me  your  confidant;  what  have  you  soenf" 
He  answers  "  I've  played  but  a  game  on  thcgiecu 

After  Dine,  after  nine." 

:  ..     Chorub. 

"  After  nine  no  money  I've  got. 
My  head  is  aching,  I  wish  I  was  shot; 
The  fellow  I  played  wltli  scoopcil  it  jack  pot. 
After  uiue,  after  nine." 

The  tomcat  will  sing  in  a  voice  very  clear, 

Atter  nine,  after  nine, 
A  bc-iiutiful  song  called  "Maria,  I'm  here," 

After  uine,  after  nine  I 
He  stands  'neatb  yonr  window  without  fear  or  dread; 
You  feel  very  sleepy,  you'd  fain  go  to  be<l; 
You  don't  get  mnch  slumber  but  a  serenade  instead. 

After  uiue,  after  nine. 

Chorus. 
After  nine,  when  the  world  is  at  rest. 
That  is  the  time  that  Tom  sings  the  best, 
You  fire  a  bootjack,  he  won  t  take  a  rest. 
After  nine,  after  uiue. 


^%m^ 


— The  Young  Minister. — Deacon  Goode — Our  young  minister  is 
rather  prosy,  isn't  lie?  Deacon  Grimm — lie  is  that.  I  tliink  liis 
hearing  must  be  impaired.  Deacon  Goode — His  hearing?  His 
speech,  vou  mean.  Deacon  Grimm— No,  his  hearing — if  he  thiulis 
he  heard  a  call  from  the  Lord  to  preach. 


HE  WHISTLED   UP  A 


^ 
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Words  and  Music  by  Lew  H.  CarrolL 

1  knew  a  little  fellow  once,  who  conldn't  speak  a  word. 
And  when  lie  needed  aomcrhing  done  or  wanted  to  be  heard. 
He  had  the  most  peculiar  way  that  one  could  e'er  construe. 
To  tell  you  what  Dc'd  like  to  have,  the  only  thing  he'd  do: 

Refrain. 

Was  to  whistle  np  a  tune  (whittle),  then  we'd  answer  very  soon  {whMlt); 
When  we  found  out  what  he  meant,  all  he  wauted  would  be  sent, 

Just  because  we  tried  to  please  him  night  and  day. 
For  he  was  a  darling  boy  (whistle),  lie  was  papa's  pride  and  joy  (whutle); 
As  around  the  house  he'd  stroll  iu  a  manner  odd  and  droll, 

Ue  would  whistle  iu  his  own  peculiar  way. 

Jake  Johnson's  little  baby-boy  would  scream  and  cry  each  night. 
Until  the  soothing  syrup  fiad  been  brought  wilhln  its  sight; 
The  kid  was  bawling  loud  one  night  to  bring  the  bottle  back, 
Jack  got  up  in  bis  stocliing  feet  and  stepped  upon  a  lack. 

RerRAiN. 

Then  he  whistled  np  a  tune  (ichixtle),  as  he  tried  to  find  the  spoon  (whittU); 
"  I  will  find  it  soon,"  said  Jake,  never  thinking  a  mistake 

Would  be  liable  in  darkness  more  than  day; 
' Tvvus  the  castor  oil  he  found  (ic/iUtle),  gave  the  kid  abont  a  pound  (whiftle); 
When  the  doctor  said  he'd  die,  Jakey  winked  the  other  eye. 

As  he  whistled  iu  his  own  i)eculiar  way. 

A  bashful  fellow  got  a  job  in  Macy's  dry-goods  store. 

Behind  the  hosiery  counter  he  sold  stockings  by  the  score; 

And  all  went  well  until  one  day,  while  he  was  ill  at  ease, 

A  lady  came  to  him  aud  said,  "  Show  me  some  stockings,  please." 

Refrain. 

Then  he  whistled  up  a  tune  (uMstle),  and  he  acted  like  a  loon  (whUtle); 
*'  Here's  a  lovely  pair  of  red,  what's  the  price  of  those?"  she  said. 

"Seven-fifty,  they're  a  bargain  for  to-diiy."  [(w/iMle) 

Then  she  muiniured,  "they  come  high"  («'Alff&);  "but  you're  tall."  was  his  reply 
"  I  will  cull  again,"  said  she;  "  pleased  to  have  you,  ma'am,"  said  lie. 

As  he  whistled  in  his  own  peculiar  way. 


No,  'Arry,  Don^t  Ask  Me  to  Marry. 
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Words  by  Harry  CastUnv.    Music  by  0«o.  Le  Bninn. 


It's  no  nse, 'Arry,  trying  to  coax  me  on, 

I've  said  "  No,"  and  I  meant  it,  straiijht  I  do; 
I've  thought  it  over  many  niglits  alone, 

I'm  certain  every  word  you  spoke  was  true. 
It  ain't  that  I  dislike  yon  I  refuse, 

For  you'r*  the  only  cove  I  know  is  good; 
Don't  think  too  bad  of  me  for  saying  "No." 

And  take  it  with  a  good  'art,  as  you  should. 

Chords. 

No,  'Arry.  don't  ask  me  to  marry,  oblige  mc  and  let  me  he. 

I've  got  my  mother,  my  sister  and  brother,  at  'ome  d<p«;nding  on  me; 

There's  the  ring  you  gave  me  a  year  ago  to-day. 

Take  it  back,  'twill  rcralud  yon  of  mc  whcu  you  arc  niiire  away. 

Yon  said,  last  night,  you'd  go  away  from  here. 
Pluck  up,  don't  be  a  silly  little  iay; 

For  If  you  join  thu  army,  'Arry,  dear. 

Yon  minht  get  hoiU  your  legs  clean  blown  away. 

On  crutchcn  you'd  look  very  funny,  straight,  , 

And  not  the  sort  of  man  I'd  wish  to  wed; 
But  there,  I'm  only  larking  with  you,  mate. 

In  fact  I'm  very  nearly  off  my  'cad. —  Chorus. 

We  ain't  encaged,  but  we'll  be  chummy  still, 

And  sociable,  just  as  we  used  to  be; 
I'll  alius  have  a  drink  with  ycr,  I  will. 

When  you're  broke  course  you'll  'ave  one  'long  o'  me. 
But  what's  the  use  of  you  a-going  away. 

For  seven  yesrs  you  must  he  off  yer  cmst, 
'Cos  if  you've  made  yonr  mind  np  not  to  stay. 

Why  don't  yer  try  the— well,  melisher  fa»t?—C/iortis. 

If  we  got  spliced,  then  what  would  mother  dof 

There'd  be  no  one  to  keep  her,  and  she's  low; 
And  there's  my  little  crippled  l)rothcr,  too, 

I  couldn't  see  him  want  a  crust,  you  know. 
You  said  you'd  take  'em  with  us,  bye  and  bye. 

Those  words  of  yourn  they  made  my  'art  feel  glad; 
I  know  yonr  'art  is  good  enongli  to  try. 

But,  oh!  that  takes  a  lot  of  doing,  ladl— C%orK<.  : 


'■>.'■. r... 


uk 


:  .V,- 


M 


^: 


0  ■■  ■■■^■' 


— At  tlie  Clirysantliemum  Sliow. — He- 
you  here.  Slic — Why  didn't  you?  He- 
at a  chrysanthemum  show? 


-I  did  not  expect  to  see 
-Isn't  a  rose  out  of  place 
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Irish  Laws  in  College  Green. 


By  Peter  Leacli. 
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Now,  boyB,  rejoice  with  me,  we  will  soon  liave  Ireland  free, 
We  will  wave  the  green  old  flag  over  Skibbereeu, 
.  From  Donei;al  to  Spmie  we  will  all  ehont  for  home  rule. 
For  we  11  soon  Lave  Iriah  laws  in  College  Green.  • 

Chorus. 

Then  linrrah  for  the  Grand  Old  Man,  he  is  foremost  in  the  van, 

No  grander  stateaman  could  be  seen, 
Though  his  years  are  eighty-three,  he  will  make  old  Ireland  free, 

And  we'll  soon  have  Irish  laws  in  College  Green. 

Our  victory  will  be  grand,  we'll  rejoice  in  every  land,  ■ 

In  every  place  where  Irishmen  are  seen; 
We  will  visit  the  land  of  onr  birth,  that  deaiest  spot  on  earth. 

When  we'll  have  Irish  laws  in  College  Green.— C^ru«. 

.  We'll  go  back  to  Erin's  shore,  that  land  that  we  adore,  ^ 

We'll  see  the  heath-clad  hills  of  old  Craiskccn; 
We'll  banish  Ireland's  ills,  we'll  have  factories  and  mills. 
When  we'll  have  Irish  laws  in  College  Green.— CAorM».    - 


!^.: 


A  DREAM   OF  ARCADIA. 
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Words  by  Florence  N.  Reynolis.    HuKic  by  W.  Herbert  Lanyon. 


0  Love,  that  life  might  ever  be  but  a  bright  sweet  song! 
That  all  the  care  and  sorrow  could  pass  with  the  busy  throng; 
Leaving  ns  far  behind  them,  our  life  a  pleasure  be, 

1  tbinkiiig  only  of  yon,  Love,  and  you  with  no  thought  bnt  me. 

''■'•.'     ■  ;  ^  -    Refrain. 

O  Love,  that  we  might  ever  know  naught  bnt  waltz  and  songl 
That  all  the  world  forgetting,  you  would  to  me  belong. 
O  Love,  that  we  might  ever  know  naught  bnt  waltz  and  songl 
That  all  the  world  forgetting,  you  would  to  me  belong. 

And  in  bright  sunny  weather,  out  'mid  the  flowers  and  trees. 
Songs  of  the  blAls  our  music,  fanned  by  the  soft  south  breeze; 
Under  bine  skies,  "mid  liloseouis  of  orange  tree  and  rose, 
Bathed  in  a  flood  of  sunshine,  watching  the  shadows  close.— i?^ratn. 

Thus  in  Arcadia  we  wander,  in  thought  with  tbe  ball-room  throng. 

See,  now  the  waltz  is  over,  so,  little  love,  is  my  song; 

Just  one  more  turn  l>efore  parting,  your  smile,  dear,  is  sweet  and  bright. 

Happy  yonr  dreams,  little  darling,  and  now  good-night,  good-night!— i7«/'>-at». 


CARTER    HARRISON'S    MURDER. 

(October  28, 1893.) 

Bend  for  Free  Oatalo<rue  of  Sone  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TolIcKS, 
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By  T.  F.  Ford. 


In  looking  o'er  the  papers  we  read  most  every  day 

or  murders  being  committed  and  eonle  that  pass  away, 

Assnasins  with  their  weapons  comuiittlng  fearful  crime, 

And  BO  'twill  be  forever  nntil  the  end  of  time. 

But  the  eaddeet  of  them  all  was  that  which  happened  here  of  late, 

The  murder  of  Carter  Harrison,  October  twenty-eight; 

He  was  shot  down  by  a  murderer  within  his  mansion  door, 

And  died  in  fearful  agony  upon  his  parlor  floor.  - 

Returning  home  from  Jackson  Park,  where  he  had  been  all  day. 

Entertaining  visitors  who  had  come  from  far  away, 
Happy  and  contented  he  had  mingled  with  the  crowd, 
Not  dreaniint!  that  he  soon  would  be  encircled  in  death's  ehroud. 
With  his  wedding  day  appointed,  and  his  young  affianced  wife 
Preparing  for  the  ceremony  which  would  make  them  one  for  life, 
Our  noble-hearted  Carter  has  forever  pat>eed  away- 
Taken  from  us  suddenly  without  even  time  to  pruy. 

Whnt  shall  we  do  with  Prendergast,  this  fiend  in  human  form, 
Who  assassinated  Harrison,  which  cau8e<f  ns  to  mourn? 
Shall  we  lynch  him  to  a  lamp-post  or  burn  him  at  the  stake, 
Or  allow  a  court  of  justice  its  uncertain  way  to  take? 
His  pretensions  of  insanity  will  not  avail  him  now, 
For  the  traits  of  a  great  criminal  arc  stamped  upon  his  brow; 
He  must  hang  upon  the  gallows  high,  this  miserable  slayer. 
And  we  will  then  have  vengeance  on  tbe  assaesiu  of  our  mayor. 

How  sad  roust  be  tbe  feelings  of  those  broken-hearted  ones. 
His  affianced  wife  and  daughter,  his  brave  and  manly  sons, 
Who  are  left  behind  in  sorrow  by  the  doings  of  a  crank, 
A  would-l)e  politician  coming  from  life's  lowest  rank. 
If  such  a  man  is  thus  allowed  onr  bravest  men  to  kill 
With  their  knife  and  deadly  pistol,  innocent  blood  to  spill, 
A  vigilance  committee  will  be  organized,  and  then 
A  sure  and  speedy  vengeance  will  be  their  deserving  end. ' 


COULDN'T   STAND   THE  PRESS. 

As  sun?  by  J.  S.  Berry. 

Send  for  Free  <&talo(rue  of  Sonpr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Teller^ 
Trick  Books,  Kecitation  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc..  to  Henry  J.  Wehmaii.  130  A  132  Park  Row.  New  Yoric. 

-'     I'm  going  to  sing  a  song,  T  feet  so  much  perplexed, 
I'll  try  to  get  along,  and  so  I'll  take  my  text; 
Where  my  text  is  found  I'm  sure  you  couldn't  guess, 

Spokkn— You'll  find  it  in  the  fourteenth  chapter  of  Webster's  Dictionary, 
where  it  states  emphatically  that  v-—         •;-.■;..•■•„ 

He  couldn't  stand  tbe  press. 

I  started  a  paper  here,  when  papers  were  in  vogue; 

I  started  it  and  called  a  man  in  town  a  rogue. 

And  broke  the  laws,  1  guess,  ' .   "■■ 

Spoken— He  hit  me  an  awful  blow;  I  told  him  not  to  do  that  again,  for  if  he  ' 
did, 

I  couldn't  stand  the  press. 

I  went  into  a  drinking  house,  I  felt  a  little  dry, 
I  went  up  to  the  bar,  called  for  a  glass  of  "  rye;"  •     ■  '  '■  '■ 

He  pointed  to  n  sign, 'twas  nothing  more  or  less —  ,:  . 

Spoken—"  No  trust  on  this  bar;"  so,  as  I  had  no  money, 
He  couldn't  stand  tbe  press. 

I  next  a-conrting  went,  upon  a  Sunday  night,     .    •  ...■;.' 

•'-'       I  tried  my  best  to  be  exceedingly  polite;  .•: 

I  plead  with  Mary  Ann  my  future  life  to  bless. 

Spoken— She  looked  at  me  for  a  few  minutes,  and  said  she  would  like  to  be 
married,  but  she  was  afraid 

She  could't  stand  the  press.  .;■,•,.  • 

So  now  I'll  end  my  song;  In  that  you'll  say  I'm  right,         .  .    * 
If  you'll  call  ill  again,  I'll  sing  some  other  night; 
Our  prices  here  are  small,  they  couldn't  well  be  less, 

Spoken— So,  whenever  you  can,  give  no  a  call ;  we'd  let  you  in  for  nothing, 
but  times  are  so  bard. 

We  couldn't  stand  the  press. 


UP  TO   DATE. 

By  Henry  C.  Burns. 
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'Twas  in  a  dream  the  other  night,  some  strange  sights  met  my  view. 

And  some  of  the  most  novel  ones  I  will  relate  to  yon. 

Within  a  city  grand  I  stood,  whose  poor  no  taxes  paid. 

The  work  was  lights  the  wages  good,  in  every  class  und  grade. 

No  thought  of  credit  system  there,  no  need  to  keep  a  slate,  '••  •  ' 

The  people  all  had  cash  to  spare,  and  paid  their  bills  to  date. 

Their  liquors  all  were  over  proof,  no  license  there  or  such, 
■  Thej>eopIe  drank  it  with  their  meals,  well,  something  like  the  Dutch. 
No  Blue  laws  nor  Informing  boards,  no  large  funereal  bill. 
Of  doctors  there  I  never  heard,  with  physic  sure  to  kill. 
The  people  lived  a  ripe  old  age,  at  least  they  so  relate. 
And  what  they  wrote  on  hlet'ry's  page  was  generally  up  to  date.    ' 

TTo  plumber  e'er  was  known  to  thrive  In  that  progressive  town, 
A  large  reward,  dead  or  alive,  he  soon  was  done  up  brown. 
Old  maids  or  widows  there  were  none  allowed  upon  the  street. 
And  so  they  married,  everyone,  their  tempers  all  were  sweet. 
Toung  maids  at  sunrise,  full  of  bliss,  swung  on  their  papa's  gate; 
Tbe  young  men  made  a  note  of  this,  and  married  up  to  date. 

Divorce  courts  and  all  such  affairs  they  damped  into  the  sea,  ■   '-  ■ 

Marital  happiness  was  theirs,  and  all  were  sorrow  free. 

Rich  lawyers  there  were  simply  none,  for  law  was  not  required 

Their  preacher  eermons  all  were  short,  and  never  made  one  tired. 

No  one  dare  say  "  1  told  yon  so,"  they  ne'er  allow  uuch  prate. 

For  everything  they  eaid  and  did  waa  always  up  to  date. 

Both  men  and  maids  were  honor  true,  their  hearts  were  quite  sincere. 
And  what  they  said  was  law  to  yon,  witli  ne'er  a^use  to  fear. 
For  every  person's  word  was  law,  as  true  and  tried  as  gold. 
And  no  one  ever  found  a  flaw,  no  matter  what  was  told. 
Low  rents  with  cozy  homes  so  fair,  food  sold  at  normal  rate; 
No  millionaires  or  poor  men  there,  for  all  were  up  to  date. 

Chicago  was  the  city's  name,  the  year  two-thousand-ten. 

The  census  taker  counting  came  four  millions  with  his  pen. 

Grand  airway  coaches  swept  the  breeze,  from  Eurojie,  Asia,  Spaij, 

The  once  great  problems,  air  and  seas,  were  taught  to  children  plain. 

America  was  one  vast  hive,  illastrious  and  great. 

For  everything  its  people  did  was  always  np  to  date.  ^^ . 

Dame  Fashion  died  long  e'<T  that  day,  Dame  Grundy,  too,  expired, 

And  no  one  made  a  grand  display,  though  gracefully  attired. 

No  hats  or  bonnets  scraped  the  skies,  no  hoop  skirts,  bag-legged  pants; 

No  dudes  nor  dudelet*  to  despise,  no  Pharlsaim  cant: 

Humility,  truth,  patience,  love,  was  the  prime,  essentinl,  state. 

And  those  whose  souls  imbibed  therefrom  were  truly  up  to  date. 


—Too  Good  to  be  True.- 
has  been  most  flatteringly 
ain't  it?    Clarissa— Good! 


-EtjiCl  (showing  her  likeness,  wliich 
torfched  up  by  the  artist) — It's  good, 
'""  dear,  it  is  too  good. 


,.-n:S^£agr^ 
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I    LOST    MY    REPUTATION. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  The  Huyett  Music  Co. 
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Words  by  Fred.  B.  Hill.    Music  by  Qoo.  Haywood. 

When  first  I  came  to  town  I  was  tbe  darlinj»  of  tlic  gang, 

I  called  inyaelf  a  piiKJIiBt  aud  loud  my  praises  rang; 

I  miseed  my  calculation  tlio'.  the  truth  must  be  confessed, 

For  they  backed  me  then  to  fight  O'Doolan,  champion  of  the  WCBt. 

They  forced  the  contest  on  me,  and  trained  me  like  a  liorse; 

The  forfeit  money  was  all  up,  1  had  to  fight,  of  course. 

Tliey  told  me  to  be  careful,  wouldn't  let  me  drink  a  drop. 

For  I'd  lose  my  reputation  if  O'Doolau  did  me  up. 

CUORUS. 

"Yon  must  do  him  qnickly,  Brady,  all  onr  boodle  is  on  you; 
And  when  tlie  scrap  is  over  we  will  have  a  drink  or  two." 
But  when  the  bout  was  over  I  was  treated  like  a  pup, 
For  I  lost  my  reputation  when  O'Doolan  did  me  up. 

The  referee  cried,  "  Ready  ",  and  "  Time  "  somebody  roared, 

I  hadn't  time  to  wink  when  O'Doolan  liad  me  floored. 

My  backers  yelled,  " Go  at  himl  "  but  I  cotild  scarcely  see, 

I  made  a  rush  at  someone  and  I  smashed  the  referee. 

O'Doolan  feinted  at  me  and  I  aimed  an  awful  blow, 

I  thouglit  I  had  him  finished,  but  I  didn't  stand  a  stiow; 

For  wlien  he  got  through  sluggini;  me  I  was  an  awful  sight. 

And  before  the  gong  had  sounded  Tim  O'Doolan  won  the  fight.— CAohm. 

They  took  me  to  a  hospital  and  laid  me  on  a  bank; 

My  backers  had  deserted  me,  they  all  went  on  a  drunk. 

And  so  for  weeks  I  laid  there,  swearing  vengeance  on  them  all, 

While  Tim  O'Doolan  celebrated  over  Brady's  fall. 

And  wlien  I  left  the  hospital,  'twas  early  in  tbe  spring, 

I  sought  to  find  ray  backers  that  an  action  I  might  bring; 

It  brought  a  month  for  vagrancy,  eo  bitter  was  my  cup, 

For  I  lost  my  reputation  when  O'Doolan  did  me  up.— Chorus. 


THEY    FOUND    IT    IN    CHICAG-O. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Geo.  Selileiffarth  &  Co. 
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Words  by  Horry  C.  Clyde.    Music  by  Geo.  May  wood. 


t-fe 


I've  travelled  over  all  the  world  and  part  of  Kansas,  too. 
It's  been  my  aim  to  paint  each  town  a  bright  vermilion  hue; 
And  after  trying  ev'ry  place  I  found  one  to  my  style, 
Where  all  the  earth  is  bottled  up  and  Hi7.ziug  all  the  wbiie. 

Refrain. 
I  found  it  right  here  in  Chicago, 
A  bubble  and  sizzle  of  mirth; 
If  you're  looking  for  something  that  la  not  on  earth 
You'll  find  it  right  here  in  Chicago. 

There  is  a  street  in  old  New  York,  the  Bowery  it  was  named. 
All  over  both  our  continents  for  wickedness  'lis  famed;  • 

One  day  tbe  Bowery  disappeared,  and  New  York  frautic  grew, 
Until  they  found  that  wanderer,  that  gay  old  avenue. 

Refrain. 
They  fonnd  it  right  here  in  Chicago, 
By  awful  calamity  crossed; 

In  a  block  down  on  Clark  street  the  Bowery  got  lost, 
Tbey  found  it  right  here  in  Chicago. 

One  day  a  young  man  started  out  upon  a  pleasure  trip; 
He  had  no  money  in  his  purse,  and  notliing  in  his  grip. 
He  knew  abont  the  awful  thieves  who  rob  on  land  and  sea, 
lie  cried:  "I'd  like  to  see  the  man  that'gets  the  best  of  me." 

Refrain. 
He  found  him  right  here  in  Chicago; 
Bis  confidence  shifted  a  cog, 
For  he  stole  all  his  clothes,  he  went  home  In  a  fog; 
He  found  bim  right  here  in  Chicago. 

The  Mormons  out  in  Utah  by  the  law  were  overcome, 
For  Congress  made  a  little  bill  to  knock  their  business  dumb. 
They  left  tlieir  homes  and  headed  for  a  place  iu  which  they  knew 
A  man  could  marry  every  time  he  took  a  notion  to. 

Refrain. 

Tbey  fonnd  it  right  here  iu  Chicago, 

And  joyfully  greeted  ttie  boon. 

For  at  breakfast  we  wed  and  divorce  before  noon; 

You'll  find  it  right  here  in  Chicago. 

A  farmer  quarreled  with  his  wife,  and  so  she  ran  away; 
The  hired  man  was  missing,  too,  from  work  that  very  day. 
The  farmer  followed  after  them,  and  in  his  room  that  nignt 
Blew  out  tbe  gas— he  climl>ed  above  to  scenes  more  fair  and  bright. 

Refrain. 

They  found  them  rii;bt  licre  in  Chicagc  ; 
She  looks  well  in  mourning,  they  say. 
The  hired  man  inorttiaKed  tlie  farm,  and  to-day 
You'll  find  them  right  here  in  Chicago. 

A  sinner  died  and  went  below  to  board  with  nncle  Nick; ' 
He  told  him  of  a  town  above  that  made  his  place  look  sick. 
Then  Satan  packed  bin  grip  and  ran^  the  elevator  bell, 
He  went  to  find  the  place  on  earth  that  was  as  hot  as  h (fire). 

Refrain. 
He  found  It  right  here  in  Chicago, 
lie  would  not  go  back  down  below; 
And  now  when  you  die  you  won't  have  far  to  go — 
You'll  find  it  right  here  In  Chicago. 


OOD     BLESS    YOU,    BOY; 
Now  Don't  Forget  to  Write. 

Copyright,  IMS,  by  The  S.  Bralnard's  Sons  Co. 
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By  N.  E.  Solomons. 

On  a  cold  and  dreary  evening,  far  away  down  In  the  South, 
A  lad  was  bidding  home  aud  friends  good-)>yc. 

And  a  father  then  embraced  him  as  these  viirtinK  words  came  forth: 
"Ood  bless  you,  boy,"  and  tears  were  in  liis  eye. 

He  begged  that  iu  the  future  his  own  boy  would  pause  and  think 
Of  advice  so  fondlr  given  him  that  night; 

"Those  kind  words  Iu  mem'ry  keep  them  as  an  everlasting  link- 
God  bless  you,  boy;  uow  don't  forget  to  write." 

Chorus. 

"God  keep  yon  through  the  night,  boy,  God  bless  you  tbrougb  the  day; 

When  friends  forsake  you  think  then  of  that  night. 
You  have  a  dear  old  father,  he's  not  so  fur  away— 

God  bless  you,  boy;  now  don't  forget  to  write."  [ 

Fondest  mem'ries  of  tbe  old  home  and  dear  voices  long  since  hushed, 

Bring  wishes  for  the  days  that  are  no  more; 
We  can  see  the  old  folks  chatting  in  their  deitr  familiar  ways. 

We  even  hear  them  sing  their  old  folks'  lore; 
That  old  and  time-worn  favorite,  "John  Anderson,  my  Joe" 

Was  sung  by  them  with  pleasure  and  delight. 
Though  better  far  in  mem'ry  than  the  songs  which  come  and  go— 

God  bless  you,  boy;  now  don't  forget  to  wtUe.—Choius. 


^ 


Won^t  You  Be  My  Sweetheart? 

Copyright,  1893,  by  The  S.  Brainard's  Sons  Co.  [ 
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Words  by  J.  O.  Judson.    Music  by  H.  C.  Vcrner. 

A  winsome  misa  of  seven,  a  lad  just  full  of  fun. 
Beneath  the  cherry  blossoms  were  swingioK  in  the  sun; 
Of  course,  to  keep  from  falling  his  arm  around  her  strayed, 
While  softly  he  was  siuging,  singing  as  they  swayed: 

Refrain. 

Won't  Ton  be  my  sweetheart?  T  love  yon; 
Be  my  little  sweetheart  ever  true. 
Listen  to  my  pleading,  do,  I  prny: 
Won't  you  be  my  sweethearlf  Don't  say  nay. 

Long  years  have  passed  since  swinging  'neath  cherry  blossoms  bright, 

She's  waiting  in  the  shadows  of  a  sunnet's  golden  llulit: 

A  well  known  step  sounds  near  lier,  his  arms  her  form  enfold. 

With  meaning  now  he's  singing  the  sweet,  sweet  song  of  i>M:—Itefrain. 

Old  grandma  in  the  orchard  tells  stories  of  their  yoiiili. 
With  Willie  perched  on  one  knee,  the  otlier  holding  Knili;  r 

While  grandpa  bending  o'er  them  is  humming  tuius  ilmi  throng        -    ' 
With  melodies  of  happy  years,  since  singing  ilie  old  sweet  Boi\g:—Jl*/rain. 


MARY    LAMB. 

Copy*.-ight,  1893,  by  G.  M.  Rosenborg. 
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Words  by  Harry  W.  Emmet.    Music  by  O.  M.  Rosenl>«rg. 


A  little  maid  with  golden  hair. 

And  bright  and  teasing  eyes. 
Drove  many  a  youth  to  wild  despair. 

Caused  many  a  lover  siubs. 
But  one  remained  his  fate  to  dare. 

His  love  too  strong  to  pine. 
And  thus  he  spoke  to  the  maiden  fair 

Ashe  said,  dear  love,  be  mine: 

CnoRUB. 
"Mary,  Mary,  why  are  you  so  contrary? 

Though  you  kiss  and  love  me  so,  your  love  sccms  all  a  sham. 
Please  say  yes,  dear,  give  me  a  fond  caress,  dear; 

Hand  and  heart  we  ue'er  shall  part,  my  own  Mary  Lamb." 

One  night  the  maiden's  honec  caught  fire, 

But  tie  duelled  in  so  brave. 
The  blazing  Stairs  he  mounted  high'r, 

His  heart's  best  love  to  save; 
Unconscious  in  his  arms  he  bore 

The  maid  he  longed  to  wed. 
And  when  she  looked  u]>on  him  once  more 

This  was  all  the  poor  boy  said:-  CAotmi. 

That  little  maiden  gave  her  hand    . 

To  him  who'd  saved  her  life. 
And  for  a  vear  in  all  this  land 

There's  oeen  no  happier  wife. 
A  little  Mary,  too,  they  own, 

A  tiny  baby  belle; 
And  bye  and  bye,  when  site's  older  grown. 

Will  be  said  to  her  as  well:— CAwt<». 
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THE  ABSENT  LOVER. 


By  JuhnstoQ  Lyske. 
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Tune—"  Thy  Voice  is  Near  Me  in  My  Dreanu. 


I'SE     SO     QLAD. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  The  Huyett  Husio  Oo. 


My  own  first  love,  I'll  elng  of  you, 

Uouever  erne!  you  seetn; 
Tho'  false  you  be,  I'll  still  prove  true, 

Aud  iu  my  fancy's  dream 
Recall  your  face  and  form  to  mind. 

While  absent  yon  remain; 
Wliy  sbonld  you  always  prove  nnkiudf 

Come  bacli  to  me  again— 

Come  back  to  me  again; 
Wliy  suould  yoa  always  prove  nnkind? 

Come  bacli  to  me  again. 

Through  woods  and  dells  we  nsed  to  rove. 

When  youth  was  in  its  morn; 
And  (liought,  and  tallied,  and  sang  of  love. 

Devoid  of  cares  forlorn ; 
My  mind  reverts  to  days  gone  by, 

My  thoughts  are  filled  with  pain. 
Yet  ctruguling  liopes  exprere  thueigb, — 

"  Ile'll  come  to  me  agaiu  "— 

He'll  come  to  me  again; 
Yet  Btniggling  hopes  express  the  sigh, — 

"  He'll  come  to  me  again." 

Yes,  yes,  I  thought  he  cared  for  me. 

Impatience  wreclis  my  mind; 
Sincerest  love  deceived  must  be. 

Where  lovers  prove  unkind; 
Love's  pathos  iu  this  broken  heart, 

By  wilful  absence  slain. 
Fresh  from  its  sombrous  pall  shall  start. 

When  he  comes  back  a^ain— 

When  lie  comes  back  again; 
Fresh  from  its  sombrous  pall  shall  start, 

When  he  comes  back  again. 


As  I  Read  the  Paper  Through. 

[This  Song  WM  written  by  Richard  W.  Sanders,  a  conrict,  sentenced,  for  Burglary,  to 
ten  years  in  Treutuu,  N.  J.,  State  Prison,  ou  the  27t,u  day  ot  September,  1(93. J 
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Y  Tune— "  Poor  Old  Dad." 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reeeipt  of  M 
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Words  and  Husio  by  Geo.  W.  Major. 

Oh,  hark,  you  chU'en  to  de  warning,  oh,  yes,  we  know. 
When  Gabriel  blows  in  de  morning,  ah  yes,  we  know. 
Poor  sinner  will  wake  an' wonder,  oh,  yes,  we  know, 
When  be  hears  dat  awful  a-thunder,  ah,  yes,  we  know. 

Choeus. 
Oh,  it's  good  news,  I'll  meet  you  in  the  morning,  morning, - 
Good  news,  meet  you  in  de  morning,  morning. 
Good  news,  I'll  meet  you  child'en  iu  de  morning. 

Meet  you  on  de  golden  shore,  hallelujah  I 
Good  news,  I'll  meet  yoa  iu  tlie  morning,  morning, 
;  Good  news,  meet  you  in  de  morning,  morning,  -     •  f 

Good  news,  I'll  meet  you,  child'en,  iu  de  morning. 
Meet  you  on  de  golden  shore. 
Oh,  I'se  so  glad,  dear  brudder  an' sister. 

Oh,  I'se  so  glad  10  meet  you  ou  de  golden  shore,  ballelujaht 
I'se  so  glad,  dear  brudder  an'  sister, 
V  Oh,  I'se  80  giad  to  meet  you  on  de  golden  shore. 


The  Little  Church  Around  the  Corner. 

Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  D.  S.  WambolJ. 


^;••■■ 


One  night  as  I  sat  leisurely 

In  my  sad  and  dreary  cell,  ,  , 

I  picked  up  a  newspaper, 

And  gad  things  it  had  to  tell. 
I  noticed  where  the  very  hard  times    • 

Had  brought  misery  and  despair  .     : 

To  n)any  a  poor  unfortunate  man,  ■■• 

But  his  misery  he  had  to  bear.  • 

Now  I  was  one  of  the  nnfoj-tunate  kind 

And  my  downfall  could  not  conceal;  ; , 

I  was  puBhed  right  to  the  wall, 

Aud  was  driven  for  to  steal.  •  •  . 

Now  there  is  many  a  starving  family  .   r- 

W!io  would  tie  glad  for  work  to  do. 
So  I  said,  God  help  the  poor  man, 

As  I  read  that  paper  through. 

Then  I  next  read  of  two  New  York  burglars, 

Captured  in  New  York  city  one  day. 
They  went  to  Newark,  New  Jersey, 

And  had  things  quite  all  their  own  way. 
TJieir  burglaries  were  not  very  scarce. 

For  very  common  they  got  to  be. 
But  the  police  very  soon  they  captured  them, 

And  then  no  longer  those  men  were  free. 
They  were  taken  to  the  city  court— 

"  We  are  guilty"  was  their  plea; 
"Teu  years  in  State  Prison,"  said  the  judge. 

On  Septemljer  27tli,  '93. 
Now  "  the  Court  says  you  deserve  this  sentence, 

And  the  people  say  so  too," 
But  I  felt  for  them  when  I  saw  this  piece,      , 

As  I  read  that  paper  through. 

1  next  read  of  our  champion,  -     • 

James  Corbett  is  his  name,  "  '  ^.  . 

For  whipping  John  L.  Sullivan,  ■ 

That  is  how  he  gained  his  fame.  '  A/^  • 

But  he  will  have  to  look  very  sharp,        ; 

And  train  as  hard  as  he  can;  :  '  C  -1 

He  will  find  a  bean  or  two  toplack. 

In  this  little  Englishman.  ^. 

For  Mitchell  he  will  fight  very  hard. 

Giving  Corbett  the  battle  of  his  life; 
8o  Corbett  will  have  to  Be  very  careful. 

Or  make  a  widow  of  his  wife. 
But  our  cliampion  thinks  to  come  ont  on  top,  •. 

And 'we  also  hope  so  too. 
So  I  hailed  three  cheers  to  our  champion. 

As  I  read  that  paper  through.  '     -• 
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God  bless  the  little  chnrch  around  the  corner,  ^  '    - 

The  shrine  of  holy  charity  and  love; 
:' Its  doors  are  ever  open  unto  sorrow,  .       •   ■ 

A  blessing  fall  upou  it  from  above. 
■        The  rich  and  poor  are  equal  'neath  its  portals,  "    .     ■  * 

And  be  our  path  iu  life  whate'er  it  may,  ■   '       -     ' 

No  heart  that  needed  comfort  In  affliclioa  -      ' 
Was  ever  turned  uucomforted  away. 

Chorus. 
God  bless  the  church  I  God  bless  the  churchl 
■    .  ■  The  little  church  around  the  corner; 

Its  doors  are  ever  open  uuto  sorrow, 
A  blessing  fall  upon  it  from  above. 

God  bless  the  little  church  around  the  comer, 

No  matter  what  the  creed  that  it  may  bear  I 
However  we  may  differ  in  opinion, 

The  warmth  of  Christian  sympathy  Is  therel 
A  word  of  hope  and  kindliness  awaits  ns, 

When  clouds  of  sorrow  hover  overhead; 
With  needed  words  of  pity  for  tlie  Hving, 

And  rev'reuce  for  the  cold  and  silent  dead.— C^orw*. 

God  bless  the  little  church  around  the  comer. 
And  keep  its  hallowed  mem'ry  ever  greeul 
<  ■      O,  like  a  lily  growing  by  the  wayside, 
'■■  ■  It  smiles  upon  life's  ever  busy  scene! 

It  points  the  way  to  realms  of  joy  nnfadlng, 
'',.       And  bears  of  love  a  never  ending  store; 
God  bless  the  little  chnrch  around  the  corner! 
God  bless  the  little  cliurch  forever  more.— C7A<»"M*. 


^  s  » 


Parody  on:        /.  ; 

AFTER  THE   BALL. 


By  Harry  C.  Bums. 
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Poor  mama's  going  for  to  visit  a  friend, 
WMll  our  sweet  baby  papa  attend? 
Will  not  remain,  dear,  later  than  three. 
Promised  Mies  Tattletongue  for  to  take  tea. 
;  -  Take  little  eweely  right  ou  your  arm, 

;  •  Hug  it  and  kiss  it,  keep  its  toes  warm; 
i        ,   Baby  miss  mama,  oh,  such  a  roar, 
-    •       Papa's  all  broken  up,  down  to  the  core. 

Chorus. 
•       After  tho  bawl  is  over,  after  the  tears  have  flown. 
Little  dear  laughing  baby  tickles  us,  everyone; 
:    Tootsey  has  Just  awakened,  lo  I  don't  you  hear  It  call? 
Papa  Is  very  nervous  during  the  bawl. 

Dear  Baby  Bunting  on  Its  papa's  knee. 
Crying  for  a  sing-song  for  little  babie; 
Daddy  went  hunting,  he  hoists  it  so,  '    '   ■ 

Nice  little  chickey,  why  don't  you  crow?  '■. 

'    ..  WanU  paregoric  for  little  chick. 

Gives  the  wrong  bottle — telephone  quick! 
T    . .'  Papa  takes  tootsey  out  !n  the  hall,  •/ 

Says  something  wicked  during  the  bawl.— CAoru*.  '    -. 

,  .  Yes,  papa  loves  babies  dearly,  no  doubt,  .. 

■.■■'■;■■••-.  Callingthem  angels  when  ma's  about;  ;^  . 

-'  ..    ',  Oh,  but  it's  diflFerent,  mornings  'bout  fonr, 

!-  •      Marching  with  duckie  all  'round  the  floor.     -  V    - 

■     ,.     Poor  little  wopsey,  first  set  of  teeth,  '■■.    'v-'W.-' 

:"  -^    .  '   ;.  Some  just  coming  out,  some  underneath,        '      '  '    •     ' 
.;....■■■         .  Oh,  it  was  fearful,  nothing  but  squall. 

Life  seems  delightful  after  the  bawl.— C^rM#. 


Hife^i, 


Keep  a  Still  Tongue    in  YoTir    Head 


t 


i 
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Words  and  Music  by  Barney  Chambers. 
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They  say  I'm  a  foolish  TOUDg  man. 

And  others  they  say  I've  no  sense, 
Faiili  I  wish  tliey  would  hold  their  bother. 

And  Rive  poor  Barney  a  chance. 
Althou);h  I've  not  been  to  college. 

Faith  I  know  I  have  been  to  school, 
And  my  dad  learned  me  part  of  knowledge. 

As  I  sat  ou  the  three-legged  stool. 

CUOBUS. 

Keep  a  still  tongne  in  yonr  head,  Bnmey, 

And  keep  a  still  tongue  in  your  head. 
Never  mind  what  they  say  but  jnot  walk  away, 

And  keep  a  still  tongue  in  your  head. 

One  day  when  I  was  out  walking, 

A  fellow  cried  "  Ilere,  Barney,  stop," 
Bedud  sure  I  thought  be  wus  larking 

When  he  said  "is  there  an> thine  droppedf" 
"  Oh,  niutderl"  says  I,  "  what  is  it?" 

Said  he,  "  it's  a  uiauiond,  I'm  sure," 
I  Says  I,  "  I  think  it's  a  beauty," 

For  I  never  had  seen  one  before. 

Sr«»iutN— Says  he,  "  if  you  give  me  ten  dollars  you  cau  have  it."    Saye  I,  "  if 
you  give  me  ten  cents  you  can  keep  iV—Vkorus. 

Now,  there's  Mrs.  Maloney, 

She  lives  here  next  door. 
And  if  ehe  don't  fight  witti  her  neighbors, 

She  fights  with  the  key  in  the  door. 
You  know  we  can't  live  without  them. 

And  It's  true  what  my  old  father  said. 
A  woman  was  never  known  to  live  in  this  world. 

And  keep  a  still  tongue  in  her  head.— 6'Ao)'m«. 


OUT    OF     S  I  G  H  T 

Written  by  Jolin  J.  Cro«son. 
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There's  aaother  rising  chestnut,  it's  the  topic  of  tl.ie  day. 

You  can  hear  it  every  morning,  noon  and  night. 
But  every  other  chestnut's  hair  will  soon  be  turning  gray. 

For  the  ljitfi<t  now  is  clearly  out  of  sight. 
Tlit-re  are  many  things  that  happen,  some  of  which  I  make  a  note. 

For  an  intt-rcsiing  theme  I  never  slight. 
So  if  you'll  pay  attention  and  your  time  to  me  devote, 

I  will  tell  you  what  I  thiuk  is  out  of  sight. 

Now  Sullivan,  the  great  John  L.,  did  meet  his  Wateiloo, 

When  he  failed  to  hit  Jim  Corbett  with  his  right; 
Some  people  say  it  was  a  sell,  but  then  that's  nothini;  new. 

Just  the  siime  our  Jim  has  proved  he's  out  of  sight. 
But  now  comes  Charley  Mitciiell,  and  big  Peter  Jackson,  too, 

If  talk  goes  far  they're  spoiling  for  a  fight; 
But  I  think  if  Jim  should  meet  them  both,  the  rouuds  will  be  but  few. 

For  I'm  sure  our  Jim  will  still  be  out  of  sight. 

Now  Cleveland  and  Ben  Harrison  have  run  their  mighty  race, 

Their  banners  high  were  sailing  like  a  kite. 
But  boneetly  I  thought  the  way  Dave  Martin  set  the  pace. 

That  Harrison  was  clearly  out  of  sight. 
But  the  Force  Bill  and  McKialey  every  honest  heart  had  filled 

With  burning  indignation— ain't  I  rit;ht? 
On  the  eighth  day  of  November  Ben  Harrison  got  killed. 

When  tbey  lauded  honest  Grover  out  of  sight. 

I  see  that  Lottie  Collins  and  ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay 

Are  paralyzing  thousands  every  night. 
But  it  seems  to  me  the  singers  of  the  English  stage  today 

Have  a  notion  that  they're  clearly  out  of  sight. 
But  what  are  they  compared  to  Maggie  Cline,  our  Irish  queen, 

Or  our  little  boimie  Thornton,  ever  bright; 
If  the  daisies  o'er  the  water  think  onr  eyes  are  painted  green. 

They'll  get  left,  for  we  are  clearly  out  of  sight. 

I  hear  Insjtector  Byrnes  will  put  the  clubs  upon  the  shelf, 

But  in  justiee  to  the  cops  now  is  it  right? 
Still  I  know  from  the  experience  of  others  like  myself, 

That  a  copper  with  a  club  is  out  of  sight. 
The  gangs  upon  the  corners  then  will  surely  own  the  day. 

If  the  copper  says  a  woni  there'll  be  a  fight. 
But  I  guess  he'll  pause  and  think  awhile,  then  go  upon  his  way. 

For  the  gang  upon  the  corner's  out  of  sight. 

The  base  ball  clubs  of  '92  were  failures,  we'll  ngrcc. 

The  attendance  at  the  games  was  very  light. 
But  I  think  before  the  season  ends  of  1893, 

We  will  find  our  national  game  clean  out  of  sicht. 
The  New  York  club  we'll  see  again  a  leader  in  the  race. 

For  the  boys  declare  they're  in  it,  left  and  rieht; 
Ob,  with  Johnny  Ward  once  more  with  us,  aud  Danny  on  third  base, 

Our  giants  will  be  surely  out  of  sight. 

I'll  have  to  cut  it  short  now,  though  I'd  like  to  sing  you  more. 

But  I  must  leave  room  for  others— ain't  I  riKht? 
I  can  easily  see  the  way  I'm  called  to  answer  the  encore. 

That  my  little  song  is  clearly  out  of  sight. 
But  then  we  only  told  yon  of  tlie  things  sometimes  we  see,    • 

And  to  sing  of  them  does  give  me  keen  delight: 
If  you  call  on  me  some  other  time,  I  think  we  will  agree, 

That  you'll  find  me  always,  ever,  out  of  sight. 


VAITER!  VAITER!  HOT  POTATO! 
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I've  alvays  fancied  dot  I'm  sharp,  und  knows  my  vays  aboud, 

Aldough  I  am  a  German  I'm  mistaken  I  find  out. 

For  every  time  I  get  a  start  I  seem  to  miss  my  way, 

Und  every  business  I  get  in  is  certain  not  to  pay; 

I've  been  clerk  in  a  barlier  shop,  vere  vork  is  not  so  slow;     .- 

I've  kept  all  sorts  of  little  sdores,  but  noding  seems  to  go; 

I  run  an  elevator  voncc,  dot  did  go  up  und  oowd, 

Und  now  I  am  a  vaiter  lit  a  restaurant  up  town. 

SroKZN— Yes,  uud  all  day  long  dey  are  hollering  at  me — 

Chorus. 
Vaiter,  vaiter,  hot  potato,  vaiter: 
Now,  den,  vaiter,  verc's  dot  lamb?  vere'sdot  lamb? 
Ven's  dot  mutton  cominc,  vaiter? 
How's  about  dot  veal  und  ham,  veal  und  ham? 
Fried  eel,  oatuual.  toast  bread,  calf's  head,  blucfisb. 
Warm  dish,  sauerkraut,  stirabout! 

Dot's  de  vay  dey  holler  at  me,  ev'ry  moment,  mit  a  frown; 
Hurry,  flurry,  me  dey  worry  at  de  restaiirunt  up  town. 

At  night  dere's  clearing  dings  avay  nnd  pick  up  de  corks; 
At  morning  setting  tables  und  a-cleaning  knivei  und  forks; 
De  boss  he  vill  have  ev'ryding  look  neat  as  any  pin, 
Und  he  is  alvays  grumbling  till  de  customers  come  in. 
Ve  get  some  funny  customers,  I  tell  you,  now  nud  den: 
Dere's  some  dot  cannot  eut  all,  some  vant  to  come  again. 
Some  spend  two  dollars  ou  a  meal,  some  vant  it  for  a  cent. 
Some  get  a  check,  get  near  de  door,  und  den  quick  oud  dey  vent. 

Spoken— Und  I  cannot  run  after  dem.    De  people-are  hollering:—  Chorus 

I  dink  I'll  leave  dis  business,  for  to  stand  it  now  I  can't; 

I  never  was  intended  to  vork  in  a  restaurant; 

I'll  start  a  lager  beer  saloon  In  some  place  dot  is  near. 

Give  chromos  to  de  man  vot  drinks  a  keg  of  lager  beer. 

To  be  a  vaiter  und  vork  hard  I  tell  you  is  no  fun; 

My  legs,  my  shoulders,  und  my  joints  in  fact  are  overdone; 

I  might  gel  in  a  valkiug  match  and  skip  de  tra  la  la; 

In  fact  I  could  stand  anyding  'cept  veu  dey  yell  atmei—Chofut. 


T 
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THEY    ALL    TAKE    AFTER    ME. 
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Words  by  T.  W.  Connor.    Music  by  Harry  Randall. 


ipay; 


Folks  say  I  ought  to  think  myself  the  luckiest  of  men— 
I  am  the  happy  father  of  a  familv  of  "Ten." 
Not  one  of  them  will  leave  me  wnile  a  |)enny  I  have  got. 
They  are  a  nice  fat-headed,  ugly,  lazy,  lowlifed  lot. 

Cborub. 

And  they  all  take  after  me,  they  all  take  after  mc; 

My  peculiarity  seems  to  run  in  the  family. 
They  cadge,  thieve,  ev'ry  chance  they  see. 

There's  Jack  and  Bill,  they're  on  the  "  mill," 
Aud  they  all  take  after  me,  aud  they  all  take  after  me. 

The  girls  all  think  they're  handsome,  tho'  they're  pngnoscd  cv'ryonc. 
The  paint  and  powder  they  put  on  they  have  in  by  the  ton- 
To  all  the  pubs  and  pawnshops,  too,  they  frequent  visits  p 
They  love  to  slay  out  half  the  night  and  stay  a-bed  all  day 

CUORDB. 

And  they  all  take  after  me,  tbey  all  take  after  me; 

My  |>eculiarity  seems  to  run  in  the  family. 
They  all  drink  whiskey  in  their  tea. 

They  all  would  rather  die  than  work, 
Aud  they  all  take  after  me,  aud  they  all  take  after  me. 

Now  all  the  Iwyg  ore  champions  at  shifting  pots  of  ale. 
But  never  soil  their  hands  with  work,  except  when  they're  in  goal. 
They  never  meet  a  p'liceman  but  want  to  have  his  blood; 
Tlicy  take  delight  in  getting  drunk  and  rolling  iu  the  mud. 

CaoRue. 

And  they  all  fake  after  me,  they  all  take  after  me; 

My  peculiarity  seems  to  run  in  the  family. 
They  shift,  booze,  till  tbey  couldn't  see; 

They  go  to  bed  with  their  boots  on, 
And  tfiuy  all  take  after  me,  aud  tbey  all  take  after  me. 

There's  Jim  and  Joe.  they're  married,  and  their  wives  they  do  a<lore. 
They  make  them  clean  their  dirty  boots  and  sleen  upon  the  floor; 
They  never  give  them  money,  thou<:h  they  give  them  lota  of  cheek. 
They  never  fall  to  serve  'era  out  with  black  eyes  once  a  week. 

*       Chorus. 
And  they  all  take  after  mc,  they  all  take  after  me; 
My  peculiarity  seems  to  run  In  the  family. 
'  They  "row,"  fight,  slane  so  beautif'ly: 

They  thrash  their  wives,  give 'em  black  eyes,     • 
\  .  And  they  all  take  after  me,  aud  they  all  take  after  me. 
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JACK    AND    MAY. 
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Words  by  Joe  Cawlborn.    Music  by  E.  A  Pbelpa 


'Twag  at  n  Rarden  pnrty  where  Jack  and  I  first  met. 

She  w^  the  Bcasou'e  beauty,  a  dashiuj;,  gay  coquette, 

For  brokeii  hearts  and  con(^uest»  she  counied  by  tlie  score, 

And  happy,  careless,  laughuiK  Jack,  she  thouj;ht  would  make  one  more; 

She  quickly  turned  upon  him  the  batt'ry  of  her  charms, 

To  wiu  hie  love  and  cast  him  off,  she  thought  would  be  no  barm;  but 

Chorus. 
Jack,  so  debonair,  so  handsome,  tall  and  fair. 
Always  gazed  far  beyond,  as  tbo'  she  were  not  there; 
The  hours  ihiy  quickly  passed,  wliile  love  for  him  grew  fast— 
Ahl  bitter  puiu,  she  loved,  she  loved  in  vaiu; 
Ah  I  bappy  past,  she'd  met  her  match  at  last.  :  . 

Her  heart's  best  love  she'd  given,  when  three  short  weeks  liad  passed. 

But  Jack  seemed  all  unconscious  of  gifts  he  never  asUed; 

lie  flirted  just  a  little,  to  him 'twas  all  a  joke, 

Tlie  words  she  craved  and  longed  to  hear,  alus,  he  never  spoke; 

And  when  one  day  he  told  her  he  must  leave  for  other  parts, 

'Twas  then  she  felt  that  awful  pain  she'd  caused  so  manjr  hearts;  but 

Chorus. 

Jack,  BO  debonair,  eo  handsome,  tall  and  fair. 

Gaily  waved  his  last  adieu  with  mad'uing,  careless  air; 

Her  sobs  came  quick  and  fast  when  from  her  life  he  paseed— 

Ah!  bitter  pain,  she  loved,  she  loved  in  vain, 

Ah  1  happy  past,  she'd  met  her  match  at  last. 

So  ended  with  the  season  her  blighted  love's  young  dream. 
And  all  was  o'er,  he'd  come  and  gone,  like  fleeting  sunsliine's  gleam, 
And  left  her  broken-hearted,  her  young  life  fraught  with  pain. 
She  thought  the  one  she'd  learned  to  love  would  ne'er  retiirr.  again; 
But  Jack  knew  when  he  left  her  how  well  lie'd  played  his  part, 
£xperience  had  taught  him  how  to  win  a  woman's  heart;  but 

Chorus. 

Jack,  BO  debonair,  so  handsome,  tall  and  fair. 

Bright  and  gay  returned  one  day,  and  claimed  his  charmer  fair; 

Away  from  all  life's  harms,  held  clooc  witliia  Ms  arms, 

All  sorrow  \m»t,  she'd  won  her  Jack  at  last, 

All  sorrow  past,  she'd  won  her  Jack  at  last.  ■   " ' 


THE   IRISH   POLICEMAN. 
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When  first  I  came  from  Dublin,  a  policeman's  place  I  took— 
A  BJlver  watch  I  soon  possessed,  and  the  right  side  of  the  cook. 
I  looked  so  well  in  uniform,  that  girls  both  dark  and  fair. 
No  matter  whether  night  or  morn,  on  me'their  eyes  would  glare, 
Full  of  love  for  Mr.  Peeler,  on  terrace,  street,  or  square. 
Full  of  love  for  Mr.  Peeler,  on  terrace,  street,  or  square. 

Now  I  was  never  cross,  my  boys,  when  asked  to  have  a  drink. 
By  swells  who  made  a  little  noise,  if  the  silver  I  heard  chink.    - 
But  if  they  wouldn't  stand  a  brown,  1  stands  none  of  their  cheek— 
I  lets  'era  know  Pve  been  in  town  much  longer  than  a  week. 
Oh,  this  gallant  Irish  Peeler,  who  did  things  on  the  square, 
Oh,  this  gallant  Irish  Ikeler,  who  did  things  on  the  square. 

One  night  while  eating  chicken-pic,  at  my  Susan's  at  tlie  square, 
A  thunderin'  knock  came  at  the  door,  which  knocked  me  off  the  chair. 
'Twas  her  Missus— an'  I  heard  her  say,  "  what  thief  have  ye  below?" 
Susan  stammered,  curtseyed,  "  Lor',''  saysshe,  "  it's  only  Cousin  Joe.'' 
Oh,  this  gallant  Irish  Peeler,  who  did  things  on  the  square. 
Oh,  this  gallant  Irish  Peeler,  who  did  things  on  tbe  square. 

I  then  recovered  from  my  fright,  and  npthe  stajrs  did  go, 
Wid  Bulls-eye  turned  on  and  staff  in  hand,  indeed  I  wasn't  alow. 
Said  I,  "  iladam.  I've  walked  in  here,  my  duty  for  to  do. 
And  lay  my  hand  on  any  thafe  that  comes  to  plunder  you." 
For  I'm  a  gallant  Irish  Peeler,  who  did  things  on  the  square. 
For  I'm  a  gallant  Irish  Peeler,  who  did  things  ou  the  square. 

Said  she,  "  Policeman,  come  with  me,  and  take  a  class  of  wine; 
If  yon  are  her  cousin,  don't  be  free  with  this  servant  girl  of  mine." 
Then  in  the  drawing-room  we  went,  an'  was  waited  on  by  Sue; 
Her  Mi8<3us  took  a  sly  glance  at  me— thinks  I,  this  came  will  do. 
Oh,  this  gallant  Irish  Peeler,  who  did  things  on  the  square, 
Ob,  this  gallant  Irish  Peeler,  who  did  things  on  the  square. 

Now  a  fortnight  after  this  affair  poor  Sukey  got  the  sack. 

My  situation  I  resigned,  an'  married  her  in  a  crack. 

The  lady— not  the  lady's  maid— do  you  think,  boys,  I  was  green. 

To  force  myself  out  of  the  force,  an'  marry  this  ancient  queea? 

I  am  a  Kallant  Irish  Peeler,  who  did  things  on  the  square, 

I  am  a  gallant  Irish  Peeler,  who  did  things  on  the  square. 

Her  age  it  waa  three-ecore  and  ten,  her  skin  was  rather  tough; 

A  wig  she  wore,  false  teeth  she  had— of  iier  charms  I've  said  enough. 

Three  months  of  wedded  bliss  we  spent,  sure,  qnite  devoid  of  care; 

When  she  kicked  the  bucket  one  fine  day,  an'  left  me  in  the  square. 

I  am  a  gallant  Irish  Peeler,  who  did  things  on  the  square, 

I  am  a  gallant  Irish  Peeler,  who  did  things  on  the  square. 


The  Little  G-ame  Called  Kissing. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Tbe  S.  Brainard's  Sons  Co. 
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,_■■;..■.   Words  by  Marie  Heath.    Music  by  Walter  Dauphin. 

There'8  a  little  game  called  kissing,  you  have  played  it  oft  before. 
There's  a  little  game  called  kissing,  where  the  boys  kiss  at  the  door. 
And  my  sister  used  to  play  it  when  her  sweetheart  came  around. 
For  one  day  I  caught  them  playing,  I  could  tell  it  by  the  sound;  they  went 

Refrain.     -  -      . 

One,  two,  three,  do  you  love  me? 

Four,  five  and  six,  now  come  and  kiss  me  qnick.        -    ' "  " 

Oh,  one,  two,  three,  do  you  love  me? 
Oh  dear!  I  hear  them  now,  as  they  make  their  kissing  vow. 

Now  my  mama  says  we're  wicked  w  hen  we  play  such  naughty  games. 

Then  I  asked  her  how  my  sister  came  to  play  them  just  the  same? 

And  she  told  me  only  sweethearts  ever  play  them,  don't  you  know. 

So  we'll  play  that  you're  my  sweetheart,  and  I'll  throw  a  kiss  to  y  uu ;  uow,  ready : 

Refrain.  :   '  ■  ;  ' 

One,  two  three,  do  you  love  me? 
Four,  five  and  six,  now  come  and  kiss  mc  quick. 
Oh,  one,  two,  three,  do  you  love  me? 
Ob  my  II  see  you  know  how,  for  you  threw  a  kiss  just  now. 


i 
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YOU'LL   NEVER   KNOW. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Chas.  K.  Harris, 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  r^yeipt  of  10 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wekinan  130&1SI 

Park  Uow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  aU  our  goods. 
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A  vision  of  beauty  greets  my  eyes,  a  girl  with  an  angel  face. 

As  she  stands  beneath  the  gleaming  liKhtis,  with  oh,  such  careless  grace; 

Lovers  all  crowd  around  her  throne,  there  is  no  place  for  nie, 

As  I  stand  in  the  midst  of  the  mighty  crowd,  I  am  thinking,  my  love,  of  thee:      ( 

You'll  never  know  the  pain  I  feel,  gazing  on  thy  face  bright,  ) 

You'll  never  know  the  dull  heartache  throbbing  in  me  to-uight. 

I  can't  believe  that  yon  are  false;  would  you  then  have  it  bo? 

Though  my  heart  may  break  to-night,  you  will  never  know.  ,  '  " 

CUORDB. 

-;  You'll  never  know  when  my  heart  is  sad. 

You'll  never  know  that  my  love  you  had; 
If  there  be  one,  but  one  regret. 

You'll  never  know,  you'll  never  know,  ^.' 

Tho' my  heart  break  you'll  never  know. 

The  carriage  is  waiting  at  the  door,  a  maiden  so  fair  steps  In, 

Tlie  light  has  faded  from  her  eyes,  can  she  be  thinking  of  him? 

He  thinks  me  false,  unkind,  untrue,  could  he  but  read  my  heart, 

The  answer  there  would  then  declare,  love,  we  shall  never  part. 

You'll  never  know  the  pain  I  felt,  coldly  you  turned  away,  .    V        ' 

You'll  never  know  the  tears  that  full,  falling  for  you  to-day. 

I  must  be  Bmiling,  bright  and  gay,  and  to  the  world  not  show 

llow  I  long  to  see  your  face;  you  will  never  know.— CAoru«. 


THE   G-IRL    OF    MY  HEART. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Musi:  by  Joliu  T.  Kelly. 


In  old  Ireland  there's  a  valley  where  the  wild  flowers  gently  blow. 

And  the  ivy  twines  around  a  peaceful  home; 
Inltliis  cottage  dwells  a  lassie,  she's  tbe  dearest  one  1  know,  - 

The  only  girl  my  heart  has  ever  known. 
My  blue-eyed,  bonnie  Katie,  how  I  sigh  for  thee  and  yearn, 
I'll  keep  the  vow  I  promised,  in  the  Spring  I  will  return; 
When  the  pretty  May  flowers  bloom  again  what  joy  it  will  impart. 
Then  I'll  meet  once  more  the  girl  of  my  hcarL 

Chorus. 

A  home  I  can  see,  she's  waiting  for  me. 

The  dearest  of  all  thou  art; 
Tho'  far  from  thy  side,  your  love  is  my  guide, 

My  bonnie  Kate,  she's  the  girl  of  my  heart. 

Oh!  how  fondly  I  remember,  at  the  little  connty  fair. 
When  the  merry,  loving  sweethearts  came  to  town: 

Of  the  many  high-bom  ladies  and  the  lassies  gathered  there,  •  • 
A  heav'nly  face  I  saw,  with  simple  gown. 

Two  lovers  meet  and  hearts  are  wed,  tne  joy  words  cannot  tell. 

Ohl  sure  I  had  no  rest  at  all.  I  lov'd  my  Kate  so  well. 

When  we  parted,  these  few  tender  words  I  spoke,  while  tears  did  start, 

"  III  be  faithful  to  the  girl  of  my  heart."— CAojw. 
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YES,    YOU    ARE. 

Copyright,  18J2.  by  Frank  TouBey. 
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Words  and  Music  by  A.  W.  West.    Arranflred  by  Arthur  8inol*lr. 

The  men  of  to-day  have  aonie  odd  little  wayi. 

But  80  had  their  ;:n'a°<^8><'cs  before; 
I  dou't  einB  in  praise  of  the  uew-fashioned  dayt. 

Or  piue  for  the  "good  times  "  of  yore; 
For  you  know  to  your  shame,  men  were  ever  the  same, 

Aud  never  will  alter  one  jot; 
So  the  ladies,  from  Eve,  vow,  declare,  and  believe, 

You  fellows  are  all  a  bad  lot. 

Chobub. 
Yes,  yon  are!  (Audience:  No,  we're  not!) 
Oh!  yes,  you  are!  (Andienct:  No,  we're  not!) 

You're  a  gang  of  unbelievers,  and  a  pack  of  gay  deceivers, 
Yes,  you  are!  (Audience:  No,  we're  not!) 
Oh!  yes,  yon  are!  (Audience:  No,  we're  not!) 

Well,  the  ladies  know  that  I'm  quite  right. 

Yon  say  the  dear  girls  all  nse  powder  and  puff. 

And  lace  themselves  fearfully  tiglit; 
Yon  hint  that  with  rouge  and  all  manner  of  stuff 

They  make  their  complexion  each  night. 
Do  you  think  tliuy  don't  know  that  a  lot  of  you  men 

W  ear  tight-fitting  cor!<et8  as  well; 
And  with  soaped-out  nmustaclie,  brilllantined,  cut  a  dash? 

There  you  are,  quite  the  lardy-dah  ewell  I— C'A<»rtM. 

Yon  say  "pressing  business  "  has  kept  yon  away, 

Your  poor  wife  sits  moping  at  home. 
But  you  know  that's  a  fib,  for  you've  been  to  the  play, 

After  which  on  the  "mzzle"  you  roam; 
Wind  up  late  at  the  club,  then  (sweet  business-like  hub!) 

Arouse  your  dear  wife  from  her  sleep, 
Swt-nr  your  work  is  just  done,  tho'  its  past  half-pnst  one. 

While  upstairs  you're  unahle  to  creep.— 6'Awm«. 


ON     THE     MIDWAY, 
-okj- 

The  Jolly  Bum  Bum. 
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Words  and  Muaio  by  LouU  Ortenstelu. 


On  the  Midway  it  was  grand!  people  came  from  every  land; 

Some  looked  queer,  as  you  may  guess,  and  still  queerer  looked  their  dross; 

Some  in  gowns  with  sweeping  trull,  some  in  coats  without  a  tail; 

Souie  were  dressed  just  like  a  clown,  fancy  patches  all  around. 

Befrain. 
On  the  Midway,  from  day  to  day,  oh,  what  a  life  so  gay. 
From  fiist  daylight  till  late  at  night,  but  dance  and  song  and  play; 
From  East  and  West,  with  ev'rything  best,  the  nations  came  and  met; 
O,  such  a  sight  and  such  delight  I  never  shall  forget, 
O,  such  a  sight  and  such  delight  I  never  shall  forget. 
People  from  Turkey-town  had  quite  a  merry  round. 

Diddle  diim,  diddle  dum,  jolly  bum  bum. 
On  the  Midway,  from  day  to  day,  oh,  what  a  life  so  gay. 
From  first  daylight  till  late  at  night;  bni  dunce  and  song  and  play; 
From  East  and  West,  with  ev'rything  bi-st,  the  nations  came  and  met; 
O,  such  a  sight  and  such  delight  I  never  shall  forget, 
O,  such  a  sight  and  such  delight  I  never  shall  forget. 

Rolly-pooly  Esquimaux  from  the  land  of  ice  and  snow. 

Zero  weather— and  below  where  all  fat  on  blubber  grow, 

Sat  down  ou  warm  walrus  rugs,  drunk  from  walrus-leather  mngs, 

Arctic  wine— all  free  from  drugs;  slept  on  bedsthut  bud  no  bi\^».— Refrain. 

There  were  bare-kneed  ITighlandcrs,  bare-backed  South  Sea  Islanders, 

And  so  mnny  other  blacks,  with  no  garment  on  their  backs. 

Instead  inif>s'nary  for  a  meal,  were  content  with  beef  and  veal; 

'Twas  'jvcausc  ou  Midway  ground  no  divine  there  could  be  found.— ^{/'/ain. 

Donkey  boys  were  quite  a  treat,  with  Egyptian  stock  complete. 
Never  stockings  on  their  feet,  tramped  all  duy  on  "  Cairo  Street." 
For  a  wiiip  they  had  a  stick,  hit  when  donkey  tried  to  kick; 
Ou  the  camels,  tough  as  a  brick,  people  felt  just  like  seasick.- T^f/'raln. 

There  was  Kinirof  Kipurthale,  handsome,  young,  and  very  tall. 
From  his  farmyard  iieur  Bengal,  with  his  English  friend  and  pul. 
Three  hundred  wives  he  had  in  all— few,  for  King  of  Kipurthale; 
One  he  brought,  so  left  behind  just  two  hundred  uincty-nine.— i?«/'ra{n. 

A  man  had  in  his  head  a  wheel,  made  of  iron  and  of  steel, 
On  it  fastened  thirty  cars,  people  rolled  np  to  tho  stars. 
He.  wlt!i  lots  of  puch  about,  rolled  the  wheel  on  Midway  out, 
Aud  the  |>euple  iuits  curs  rude  to  Venus  aud  to  'ilLan.— Refrain, 


— If  florists  keep  on  Increasing  tlie  size  of  the  chrysanthemums 
something  will  have  to  be  done  to  Increase  the  stature  of  the  young 
men  who  wear  them. 


WHEN  MAMMA  ILETS  ME  OUT. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Frank  H.  Smith. 


I'm  a  little  girl  that's  very  fond  of  merriment  and  glee, 

I  like  to  play  with  little  bioys  about  the  size  of  me. 

We  have  such  jolly  fan,  you  know,  when  mamma  lets  me  out, 

We  play  base-ball  and  ain't  afraid  to  shout. 

Cbobits. 
Then  come  on,  boys,  and  let's  play  ball, 
1  can  hit  like  the  miscliief  If  I  am  a  little  small; 
Don't  be  scared  to  pitch  'em,  for  I'm  not  afraid  of  that, 
I  can  always  knock  a  home  run  out  when  I  am  at  the  bat. 

I  like  sometimes  to  skip  the  rope,  and  play  at  bllndman's  bnff, 
I  also  like  to  roll  the  hoop,  when  the  streets  are  not  too  rough; 
And  then  there's  dolls,  and  hide  and  seek,  and  tag,  and  all  tlie  rest, 
But  then  I  like  to  play  base-ball  the  best.— 6* A^>ru(. 

Between  the  times  I've  had  from  play  I've  always  learned  to  dance, 
I  do  my  steps  quite  neat,  you  see,  with  taste  and  elegance' 
So  while  I'm  liere  to  please  yon  all,  I'll  let  you  see  my  style, 
I'll  do  my  beat  and  dance  for  yon  awhile.— />an««. 


m%m   t 


TWO    LITTLE    MEN    IN    RED. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  A.  Trevelyan.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London.  ( 

The  Words  and  Mn!<ie  of  thio  Soncr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  ( 

cents;  or  tills  and  aiiT  two  other  Siinits  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Weninan,  ISOftlSI      ( 

fark  Itow.  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamp*  taken  same  aa  eaab  for  all  our  gooda.  I 


Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  Trevelyan. 

Dear  grnudmamma  sat  in  an  old  oak  cbalr. 

While  a  little  girl  sang  her  to  sleep; 
The  song  was  so  touching,  it  brougnt  back  her  yonth 

And  causc<l  lior  to  sadly  weep. 
Said  the  little  one:  "  Granny,  what  makes  yon  cry 

Whenever  I  sing  that  song? " 
"The  reason  I'll  tell  yon,"  poor  Granny  replied, 

"God  knows  I've  atoned  for  my  wrong. '^ 

Chorus. 
"Two  little  men  In  red,  dear,  two  little  men  In  red; 
They  were  soldiers,  I  was  their  sweetheart,  and  promised  the  one  to  wed. 
But  the  one  I  had  promised  to  wed,  dear,  went  to  fight,  so  we  did  part; 
I  married  the  otiier,  and  then  bis  poor  brother  died  of  a  broken  heart. 

"Your  grandpapa  soon  found  his  blunder  out. 

For  his  love  was  only  a  whim; 
Be  left  me  one  night  without  saying  good-bye, 

'Twas  the  puniBliment  for  my  sin. 
And  his  brother  who  died  on  the  battle  field 

Ne'er  forgave  me  for  marrying  Ned. 
There,  that  is  my  story,  now  pray  for  me,  dear. 

And  tboac  two  little  men  in  red."— CA&rt</. 


The  Old  Letter-Box  on  the  Tree. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Geo.  T.  Worth  A  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

( 

The  VVordoand  MiikIc  of  thisflonff  will  "be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reoelpt  of  10  / 

cects.  uv  tliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Donar,by  Henry  J.  Webman,  ISOftia  ( 

Vvi)L  Uow.  New  York.    Fostage  Stamps  taken  same  •■  cash  for  aU  our  goods.  > 


Words  and  lluslo  by  Julian  Hcmnes. 

'Twas  an  old  letter-box,  and  It  bung  on  a  tree 

In  remembrance  of  one  who  was  fur  o'er  the  sea; 

For  he  said,  ere  he  left  the  sweet  luss  at  his  side, 

"  I'll  soon  return  home,  love,  and  make  you  my  bride. 

Tho'  I'm  going  to  leave  you  and  wander  afar. 

All  my  thoughts  will  be  with  vou,  my  own  guiding  star. 

When  the  letter-man  comes  with  a  message  from  me, 

Ob,  remember  the  old  letter-box  on  the  tree." 

Cborub. 
'Twas  an  old  letter-box,  many  mem'ries  it  waken *d. 

Of  one  who  was  fur  away  over  the  sea; 
He  would  not  forget  her,  he  promis'd  a  letter 

She'd  find  iu  the  old  letter-box  on  the  tree. 

The  lone  sweetheart  at  home  pray'd  by  night  and  by  day 
For  a  message  from  him  who  had  long  gone  away. 
"Is  he  faithless,"  shecrie<l,  "  will  he  ne'er  come  to  meT" 
And  she  took  the  old  letter-box  down  from  the  tree. 
When  an  old  faded  letter  that  hid  there  for  years. 
Met  tlie  eyes  of  the  lassie  und  filled  them  with  tears; 
For  an  answer  her  lover  had  waited  In  vain. 
But  his  true  little  sweetheart  ne'er  met  him  again.    - 

Caont78. 
*Twa8  an  old  letter-box,  and  within  It  was  hidden 

A  tender  love  message  from  one  o'er  the  sea; 
ne  could  not  forget  her,  he  sent  her  the  letter 

She  found  In  the  old  letter-box  ou  the  tree. 


—The  man  who  sells  circus  ticket*  usually  has  the  palm  for  a 
lightulng-change  artist. 
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THE    SONa    OF    SONO-S. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Julian  Jordan.    Entered  at  Stationen*  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  Ihia  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  aridresn,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 
cents;  or  this  and  any  to'O  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Weliini 
ISO  &  132  Park  Row,  Mew  Yorlc.    U.  8.  Postage  Stamps  taken  same  ascaslt. 


Words  and  Music  by  Julian  Jordan. 


r 

I. 


There  are  songs  of  many  nations,  there  are  songs  of  many  creeds, 
Songs  of  love,  of  home  and  kindred,  songs  lliat  tell  chivalrous  deeds; 
Songs  that,  like  the  war-drnm  beating,  spars  the  soldier  to  his  fate. 
Songs  that  when  some  soni  is  fleeting,  cheers  a  heart  made  desolate, 
Songs  that  when  some  sonl  is  fleeting,  cheers  a  heart  made  desolate. 
Sing  the  old  hymns,  sing  them  softly,  here's  a  solace  for  earth's  wrongs, 
Eclioes  are  they  from  that  neaven  where  they  sing  the  song  of  songti. 
Spake  Heaven's  singer,  "  I  would  gather  not  one  gem  l>nt  I  would  blend 
In  a  song  of  songs  immortal  all  the  hymns  ne'er  yet  was  pen'd 
Such  a  glorious  song,'' — 'twas  fiiiishad,  then  the  angels  caught  the  strain. 
And  Ileaven's  arches  now  are  ringing  with  that  sweet,  that  grand  refrain, 
Yes,  Heaven's  arches  now  are  ringing  with  that  sw  eet,  that  crand  refrain. 
Sing  the  old  hymns,  sing  them  softly,  here's  a  solace  for  earth's  wrongs, 
Echoes  are  thoy  from  that  Heaven  where  they  sing  the  song  of  songs. 
Echoes  are  they  from  that  Heaven  where  they  sing  the  song  of  songs. 


FOREVER    AND    FOR   AYE.       , 

CopyrlKht,  1893,  by  Geo.  T.  Worth  &  Co.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tliisaMd  any  twoothtr  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130&US 

fArk  Ito  w,  Ke  w  York.    I'oetoge  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  ail  our  goods. 


Words  by  Violet  Vane.    Music  by  John  Macauley. 

I  think  of  all  thou  art  to  me,  I  dream  of  what  thoa  canst  not  be, 
•My  life  is  curst  with  thoughts  of  thee,  forever  and  for  aye. 
My  heart  is  full  of  grief  and  wte,  I  see  thy  face  where'er  I  go,    : 
I  would,  alas  I  it  were  not  so,  forever  and  for  aye. 
Perchance  if  we  had  never  met,  I  bad  been  spared  this  mad  regret. 
This  endless  striving  to  forget,  this  endless  striving  to  forget. 
Perchance  if  we  had  never  met,  I  had  been  spared  this  mad  regret, 
This  endless  striving  to  forget,  forever  and  for  aye. 
Forever,  forever  and  for  aye. 

Perchance  if  thou  wert  far  away,  did  I  not  see  thee  day  by  day, 

I  might  aguin  be  blithe  and  gay,  forever  and  for  aye. 

Ah,  nol  1  could  not  bear  the  pain  of  never  seeing  thee  again, 

I  cling  to  thee  with  might  and  main,  forever  and  for  aye. 

O  leave  me  not,  I  love  but  thee,  blessing  or  curse,  whiche'r  thou  be, 

O  be  as  thou  hast  been  to  me,  O  be  as  thou  hast  been  to  me. 

O  leave  me  not,  I  love  but  thee,  blessing  or  curse,  wbiclie'r  thoa  be, 

O  be  as  thou  hast  been  to  me,  forever  and  for  aye, 

Forever,  forever  and  for  aye.  '■    V 


I    LOVE    THE    LADIES. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Geo.  T.  Worth  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  MurIc  oftliis  Sonf?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  oml  any  t»o  other  Sf>n(fs  for  One  IJoUar,  liy  Henry  J.  Wehinau,130&  13S 

Park  Uow,  New  York.    Postage  stamps  takeu  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Julian  Holmes.    Music  by  Sidney  Thorn. 


The  world  is  made  up,  as  yon  know,  of  many  sorts  of  men. 
Some  stay  out  late,  while  others  like  to  go  to  bed  at  ten. 
Some  roundel  B  never  will  go  home  without  a  parting  ball. 
And,  sad  to  say,  we  meet  with  some  who  won't  go  home  at  all. 
But  speaking  of  onr  fellow-men,  it  wouldn't  do,  you  see, 
Forev'ryone  to  think  alike,  on  that  we  all  agree. 
While  other  folks  try  other  means  to  let  the  time  go  by, 
I  like  to  take  the  ladies  out,  and  here's  the  reason  why: 

CnoRCB. 

I  love  the  ladies,  the  pretty  little  ladies, 

I  love  the  ladies,  short  and  tall. 
Of  all  I'm  very  fond,  of  brunette  as  well  as  blonde, 

I  love  the  ladies,  bless  them  all. 

You've  often  heard  it  isn't  good  for  man  to  be  alone, 

I  had  a  dctir,  sweet  charmer  once  and  thought  she  was  my  own.  ' 

We  talked  of  life,  its  ups  and  downs,  its  sorrows  and  its  loves. 

For  hours  and  days,  for  weeks  and  months,  we  billed  and  cooed  like  doves. 

Of  course  I  thought  I  was  the  very  happiest  of  men. 

But  I  confess  I'm  belter  posted  now  than  I  was  then. 

And  all  went  well  and  merrily  up  to  the  wedding-day,   ■••..■;■ 

When  suddenly  another  fellow  waltzed  my  girl  away.    •  . /^^,•  -  ■ 

CUORUS. 

I  love  the  ladies,  the  pretty  little  ladies,  ' 

I  love  the  ladies,  SO  do  you. 
It  isn't  quite  the  thing  so  to  keep  as  on  the  string, 

I  love  the  ladies  if  they're  true. 

Wliile  out  to  take  a  qniet  stroll,  a  little  while  ago, 

1  met  a  merry  maid  who  "  winked  the  other  eye,"  yon  know. 

Of  course  I  introduced  myself,  she  was  so  cute  and  gay. 

We  strolled  on,  talking  pleasantly  to  pass  the  time  away.  .     .> 

We  wandered  'round  for  quite  a  while,  we  took  in  all  the  sights,  , 

We  rambled  tlirough  the  park  until  they  put  out  all  the  lights. 

AMast  as  it  was  getting  late,  the  hour  of  parting  neared. 

The  merry  maid,  my  watch  and  chain,  together  disappeared. 

Chobcs.  /'.     ;■: 

.' ',.      I  love  the  ladies,  the  prettr  little  ladies,       r 
I  love  the  ladies,  big  ana  small. 
■,''■:-.  •'■'■'.     I'd  like  to  see  again  one  who  has  my  watch  and  chain,      ■';   .. 
I  loTC  the  ladles,  but  not  all. 


DRESDINA. 

Oopyrlght,  18S3,  by  Francis,  DttT  «  Bmitar. 

■  -■         •..'■.!.,',■.:,  All  rights  reserved.  *'■■■''.--'.• 

The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  Bong  will  be  sentjJn  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 

oeots;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SonKs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehtnan,  ISO  &  lit 

fUk  Bow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  aameaa  cash  for  aU  our  goods. 

Words  by  CUfton  Bingham.    Music  by  Paul  De  Faye. 


Tears  ago  my  heart  was  breaking,  years  ago  in  love  I  fell, 

Ev'ry  other  thought  forsaking,  yet  my  love  I  dared  not  tell. 

She  was  dainty,  she  was  prettv,  but  her  heart  was  cold  indeed. 

Still  I  never  begged  for  pity,  for  I  knew  she  would  not  heed. 

Snnny  little  maiden,  with  sweet  blossoms  laden,  still  I  see  her  smiling  Utere, 

Dainty  little  lady  from  far  Arcady,  my  Dresdina,  sweet  and  fair. 

Long  ago  my  heart  was  mended,  though  I  love  her  dearly  still; 

Like  all  love-tales,  mine  has  ended,  I  have  changed,  as  lovers  will. 

On  my  mantel-shelf  she's  dancing,  just  a  little  cTiinn  maid. 

Smiling  archly,  at  me  glancing,  from  beneath  her  big  hat  shade. 

Snnny  little  maiden,  with  eweei  blossoms  laden,  still  I  see  her  smiling  there, 

Dainty  UtUe  lady  from  far  Arcady,  my  Dresdina,  sweet  and  fair. 


Parody   on : 

T  I    DID    IT. 

''''^'**'* '•y  T.  H.  looker.    Sung  by  John  McQay. 

Bsnd  forFlrss  Catakigne  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Portnnp  TelteiBL 
Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,   Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  B<HikK,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc..  to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  <t  132  Park  Uow.  New  York. 


I  went  on  a  spree  the  other  night  with  an  old  pal  of  mine. 
We  quickly  blew  in  all  our  cash— it  takes  money  to  buy  wine;    ■ 
*Twas  tlien  my  pal  took  me  aside  and  said,  "  Old  lK>y,  I  think 
'Twouldbe  the  proper  thing  to  ask  the  bartender  for  a  drinlc"  .'  . 

CHOBtrs. 
I  did  It,  I  did  it,  I  told  him  we  were  broke: 
When  I  saw  the  way  he  acted  I  was  sorry  that  T  spole, 
Por  he  got  a  bottle  of  seltzer  water  when  I  asked  liiin  to  treat, 
And  played  the  contents  on  us  before  we  could  reach  the  street. 

At  a  benefit,  a  short  time  ago,  some  friends  requested  me 
To  ap()ear  and  sing  a  comic  song,  and  help  along  thebt-ncflciary; 
I  was  taken  with  the  Btage  fright  when  the  prompter  rang  tlie  gong. 
And  said,  "The  orchestra  is  playing,  sir,  go  on  and  sing  your  song." 

Chokhs. 
I  did  It,  I  did  it,  tho'  nearly  dead  with  fright; 
The  audience  was  in  an  uproar  when  I  appeared  that  night. 
I  sung  the  song  all  out  of  tune,  I  couldn't  make  the  words  rhyme; 
I  was  presented  with  a  house,  bat  got  one  brick  at  a  time. 

My  wife  is  very  jealons,  and  spends  most  all  her  time 
Making  my  life  miserable;  if  I  look  at  a  woman  it's  acrime. 
Last  night  she  accused  me  of  flirting  with  our  servant,  Mary  Jane, 
And  said,  "  Why  don't  yon  go  and  kiss  her  ruby  lips  again?" 

Chobus. 
I  did  it  I  did  it,  oh,  what  a  jolly  larki 
I  kissed  her  and  bugged  her,  but,  alasl  'twas  in  the  dark; 
And  when  I  lit  the  khs  (I should  have  done  it  long  l>efore), 
I  found  that  I'd  been  kiesing  my  old  homely  mother-in-law. 

I  once  tried  selling  sewing  machines  on  the  installment  plan; 
I  heard  there  was  money  in  it,  oh,  wasn't  I  a  happy  niant 
I  attended  strictly  to  business  while  serving  in  tliat  capacity, 
But  quickly  found  one  day  of  it  was  quite  enough  for  me. 

Spokkn— I  shall  never  forget  my  trials  and  tribulations  as  a  sewing  machine 
agent.    I  received  a  great  many  orders,  in  fact  I  was  ordered  out  of  every  house 
I  went  into.    Just  as  I  was  about  to  go  home  (for  I  was  thoroughly  convinced 
that  no  one  would  accept  a  sewing  machine  even  as  a  present),  I  concluded  to  / 
make  one  more  attempt.    The  building  I  entered  was  a  tenement  house.    I  I 
walked  up  the  stairway  (which  woe  sadly  in  need  of  repairs),  and  after  falling 
and  scraping  my  shins  several  times  and  using  much  profanity,  I  espied  an  old 
gentleman  limping  about  with  a  cane,  wearing  a  red   flannel  undershirt  and 
several  weeks'  growth  of  whiskers  on  his  face.    I  at  once  began  to  tell  him  ( 
about  the  virtues  of    the  machine  I  was  selling,  and  assured  him  he  could  ) 
pay  for  same  on  the  installment  plan.    He  asked  me  if  I  thought  he  was  a  ' 
millionaire  in  disgnise,  and  told  me  to  leave  the  honse  as  quick  iis  possible  or  ( 
he  would  kick  me  down  the  stairs.    I  thought,  of  course,  that  he  was  merely 
joking,  and  said:  "  If  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  do  that,  sir,  you  will  save  me 
the  trouble  of  walking  down."    You  can  judge  of  my  surprise  when  be  took  me 
at  my  word,  and—  .  .-^ 

CeoRns.  •:-',.■■'■■"■ 

He  did  it,  he  did  it.  It  did'nt  bike  him  long; 

I  thought  he  was  an  invalid,  but  found  he  was  quite  strong. 

He  Idcked  me  down  three  flights  of  Btnirs— belie  ve  me  II  ow,  I  pray, 

l*d  no  seat  in  my  trousers  when  he  got  through  that  day. 

— Nelson  Forsyth,  who  is  one  of  our  old  customers  'way  down 
in  Texas,  and  who  has  sold  a  preat  number  of  our  songs,  went 
before  the  "  Board  of  Examiners  "  to  get  a  certificate  to  teach  a 
school: 

•'  What  are  the  four  seasons?"    Answer:  "  Salt,  pepper,  mustard  ( 
and  vinegar."  / 

"What  is  a  cape?"    Answer:  "It  is  some  kind  of  a  woman's  gar-  / 
ment."  ^ 

"What  is  a  desert?"    Answer:  "Goodies  that  they  have  at  a  hotel  [ 
after  eating  the  course  grub."  ( 

"What  do  you  teach,  anyway?"    Answer:  "The  three  R's." 

"The  three  R's;  what  are  they?"  Answer:  "Reading,  Riling 
and  Rithmetic." 
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Have  You  Ever  Been  in  Love? 

CopyriKlit.  1893,  bj  Oeo.  T.  Worth  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  thin  Sonpr  will  be  gent  to  any  addresR,  |)08t'|iniil,  on  reeeijit  of  iO 

ceut«;  ur  this  anit  aiiT  two  otiivr  Souks  for  One  Dollar.  Iiv  llciiryj.  Wiliinnn.  i;Wd:13Si 

tark  itow,  Mew  York.    fustaKe  Sltfiips  taken  samo  its  cask  fur  all  our  cooils. 


Worda  and  ^lusic  by  Julian  Ilolnica. 


Love  Ib,  ai>  any  one  can  tell,  a  vtry  fnnny  thin;;. 

It  lias  11  way  of  catching  yonng  and  olil; 
For  Cupid  with  liis  spuudy  Bliiif  I  is  ever  on  thu  wine, 

And  aiming  at  tlic  licarfs  of  loverx  bold. 
IIow  dimninl  would  this  world  of  oiim  appear  to  you  aud  mc, 

Unluviui;  and  unloved  to  live  and  die; 
We  couldn't  do  without  tlie  ladies,  so  we  all  ngrce, 

ThC;  joya  of  love  we're  ne'er  too  old  to  try. 

Chorus. 
Have  yon  ever  been  iu  lovef  have  you  ever  been  in  love? 
Or  had  a  kies  from  some  sweet  miss  you  call  your  "  little  dove?" 
Have  you  ever  l>cen  in  love?  Iiave  you  ever  been  in  love? 
Oh,  tell  mim,  pray,  do  uot  say  "nay,"  have  you  ever  been  iu  love? 

Love  Is  no  new  idea  tliat  will  come  and  pass  away. 

And  llieii  forever  vanish  from  our  sight; 
For  love  lias  always  been  the  pro|)er  thing  since  Adam's  day 

To  fill  the  hearts  of  millions  with  delight. 
It  hrigliteus  every  hour  we  live,  our  sorrows  it  dispels, 

And  iiivee  us  glimpses  of  the  joys  above; 
"Ho  wonder  that  the  heart  of  every  lad  aud  lassie  swells. 

Because  you  know  it's  nice  to  be  in  \o\e.—  Cftorus. 


JUST  A   KISS,   LITTLE   SIS. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Geo.  T.  Worth  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  bondon. 
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Words  by  Roland  Ilennessy.    Muoic  by  Clias.  J.  Wilaou. 


I  know  a  little  hiir-liaired  Mil's,  you  also  know  Iter  well. 
To  me  her  name  is  Little  Sis,  but  more  I  cannot  tell. 
Yon  know  her,  she'd  a  tlirune  adorn,  a  fair  mate  for  a  king. 
And  when  I  seo  ber  ev'ry  morn,  I'm  always  sure  to  sing: 

Chorus. 

Just  a  kiss.  Little  Sis,  tki!>s,  kiss,  kiss.) 

Don't  be  scared,  I  ask  for  only  one. 
Ah!  why  so  shy?  let  me  try,  (kiss,  kies,  kiss,) 

Just  to  show  yon  how  the  act  is  done. 
Oht  do  not,  pray,  say  me  nay,  (kiss,  kiss,  kiss,) 

For  one  kiss  wonld  give  me  perfect  bliss; 
■  Just  pucker  so,  let  'er  go, 

Just  a  kiss.  Little  Sis. 

'  This  little  Missi  waits  ev'ry  eve  for  me  beside  the  gate, 

1  I  kiiowslie's  there,  she'll  ni:ver  leave,  no  matter  if  I'm  late, 

\  Aud  when  she  greets  me  with  a  smile,  and  asks  what  news  I  bring, 

'  I  answer  iu  the  same  old  style,  iu  words  I  love  to  sing:— 6'Ao/«*. 

>  Who  is  tliis  girl  wlio  loves  me  so,  whom  I  love  in  rctnrn? 
J  Why,  I'll  not  tell  you,  don't  you  know  ?  then  list,  if  you  would  leurn— 
1  I  call  my  sistet!  Little  Sis,  she's  six,  I'm  twenty-two. 
If  you  have  a  sister  or  sweetheart,  sing  this  gay  love  ditty  I've  sung  to  you  :-CAo. 


SWEETHEARTS. 

CopyilK  It,  1893,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter.    English  copyright  secured. 
I  All  riglilB  reserved. 
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I  Words  by  Chas.  Wilmott.    Music  by  Henry  El  iVther. 


In  a  far  off  ({niunt  old  village,  by  a  cottage  gate  one  day 
Stands  a  inaideu,  softly  sobbing,  while  the  soldiers  maich  awny. 
Jack,  her  darling  Jack,  amidst  them,  thro'  lier  tears  are  dimly  seen: 
War  has  coiue  aud  ttiey  are  parted,  tbo'  since  childhood  they  have  beeu: 

CUORUB. 

Swei-thearts,  sweethearts,  two  hearts  linked  in  one, 
Iler's  mav  break  but  for  England's  sake  dutv  must  be  done; 
They  said  "  Oood-by,"  and  bound  for  a  foreiun  shore 
lie  marched  away  to  tlie  war  that  day,  to  returu  no  more. 

Jack  liad  l)ccn  a  brave  young  farmer,  toiling— ah,  the  old,  old  talc- 
Year  by  year  to  see  around  him  all  his  crops  and  labor  fail. 
Forced  at  lust  to  take  the  shilling,  off 'ring  then  to  set  her  free. 
But,  when  parting,  love  bod  conquered,  and  thro'  life  they  vowed  to  be: 

Chorus. 
Sweethearts,  sweethcorts,  two  hearts  linked  in  one, 
Der's  may  break  but  for  England's  sake  duty  has  been  done; 
They  said  "  Good-by,"  and  then  on  tliat  foreign  sliore 
lie  passed  away  in  the  dawning  gray,  to  return  no  more. 

Loudly  roars  the  din  of  battle,  in  a  fearful  niglit  attack, 

Sword  in  hand,  first  in  the  conflict,  and  the  first  to  fall,  is  Jack; 

In  his  arms  liis  comrade  takes  him,  aud  with  failing,  broken  brcatb, 

Ilears  biin  murmuring  "My  Nellie  "—loved  in  life,  aud  loved  in  death. 

Chorus. 
Sweethearts,  sweethearts,  two  hearts  linked  in  one, 
Iler's  may  break  )>ut  for  England's  sake  duty  has  been  done; 
They  said  "  Good-by,"  and  then  on  that  foreign  shore 
ne  passed  away  in  the  dawniug  gray,  to  return  no  more. 


-I. 


He  Thought  He  Was  in  Heaven. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  HardltiK.    Entered  ut  Stationeiii'  Hall,  London. 


All  riKhls  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  W.  Bratton. 

A  man  falls  In  love  with  a  pretty  little  girl. 

And  he  thinks  he  is  ill  heaven  with  the  angels;  '        ••' 

lie  kisses  her,  he  s<iueezeB  her,  and  fondles  her  curls. 

And  he  thinks  lie  is  iu  heaven  with  the  anuels. 
He  always  goes  her  courting  ev'ry  Sunday  night,  • 

She  greets  him  with  smiles  and  apparent  delight, 
Tlieu  they've  the  parlor  to  themselves,  aud  oh,  don't  he  sqneeze  her  tight. 

Oh,  he  thinks  he  js  iu  hcuvcu  with  the  angels. 

Chorus. 

He  thinks  he  is,  but  is  he?  lie  thinks  lie  is,  but  is  bef 

But  how  be  does  swear  if  her  brother  comes  tliere, 

lie  calls  him  a  "name,"  uot  an  angel.  '     *      . 

A  Rube  went  to  the  race  track  at  Guftenbnrg  one  day. 

And  be  thought  he  was  iu  heaveu  with  the  angels; 
lie  hail  a  white  badge  on  bis  vest  to  show  ho  was  no  jay, 

And  he  thought  be  was  ill  heaven  with  tlie  angels. 
The  touts  all  tried  to  sell  him  tips  on  a  horse  called  "Go." 
But  lie  said,  "  I've  no  use  for  tips,  for  on  my  farm  they  grow,  , 

I've  some  very  fine  asparagus,  I  get  tips  from  that,  you  know,"  ■    ' 

Aud  he  thinks  he  is  iu  heaveu  with  the  angels. 

Chorus.  .        - 

lie  thinks  he  is,  bnt  is  he?  He  thinks  he  is.  bnt  is  he? 
lie  went  in  a  hack,  but  be  had  to  walk  l)ack. 
But  he  says,  "  I'm  a  sport,"  this  jay  angel. 

A  man  went  to  a  restaurant  to  eat  the  other  day. 

And  he  tliought  be  was  in  heaven  with  the  aiigela; 
Ue  i)onght  a  fine  meal  ticket  and  four  dollars  lie  did  pay, 

Aud  he  thought  he  was  in  heaven  with  the  angels. 
When  he  went  out  a  gust  of  wind  blew  it  in  the  street, 
A  jay  who  then  was  pushing  had  hob  nails  in  his  feet, 
Ue  stepped  upon  that  ticket— two  weeks  board  puuched  out  so  neat, 

Aud  he  thought  he  was  in  heaven  with  the  angels. 

Chorus. 

He  thonght  he  was,  but  was  he?  Ue  thought  he  was,  but  was  he? 
Ue  swears  to  this  day  that  when  he  meets  that  jay, 
In  heav'u  there  will  be  a  jay  angel. 

A  bunco  man  once  started  out  to  find  some  Renl)en  Jay, 

And  he  thought  he  was  iu  heaven  with  the  angels; 
He  met  him  in  this  city  iu  the  very  same  old  way, 

And  he  thought  he  was  in  heaven  with  the  angels. 
He  takes  liiin  to  the  pool  room  aud  sells  him  lots  of  checks. 
The  jK>or  jay  wins  the  first  time  and  feels  he's  right  on  declc, 
But  wait  until  the  next  hand,  he'li  get  ii  in  the  neck, 

Aud  he  thinks  he  is  iu  heaveu  with  the  angels. 

Chorus. 
He  thinks  he  is,  but  is  he?  He  thinks  he  is,  bat  is  he? 
This  poor  jay  so  rash  lost  all  of  liis  cash, 
Aud  the  bunco's  siiU  looking  for  angels. 

An  Irishman  got  on  a  car  to  take  a  ride  one  day. 

And  he  thought  he  was  iu  heaven  with  the  angels; 
His  face  was  full  of  spinacli,  in  his  mouth  a  pipe  or  clay. 

And  he  thought  lie  was  in  heaven  with  the  angels. 
A  man  said,  "  Put  out  that  pipe;"  says  he,  "  I'm  not  smoking;" 
"  But  the  piiKj  is  in  your  mouth,  there  is  no  use  for  talking." 
Says  Pat,  "  1  liave  my  shoes  on,  but  sure  I'm  not  walking," 

Aud  he  thinks  he  is  in  heaveu  with  the  angels. 

Chorus. 
He  thinks  he  is,  but  is  he?  He  thinks  he  is,  hut  is  hcf 
Pat  laughed  so,  they  say,  tliat  he  died  the  next  day, 
Aud  he's  now  painting  clouds  with  the  angels. 

A  little  coon  was  passing  i)y  a  stable-yard  one  day. 

And  lie  thought  he  was  Iu  heaven  with  the  angels; 
He  chanced  to  spy  an  old  mule  standing  chewing  hay. 

And  he  thought  he  was  iu  heaven  with  the  angels. 
The  coon  says,  "  Golly,  here's  fun,"  and  picking  up  a  stick, 
He  then  commenced  to  tickle  the  old  mule,  wiiicli  made  liim  sick, 
The  mule  he  once  stopped  chewing  and  he  gave  just  one  swift  kick. 

And  sent  him  up  to  heaveu  with  the  angels. 

Chorus. 

Ue  thought  be  was,  but  was  he  ?  Ue  thought  he  was,  but  was  he? 
No  more  he'll  annoy  that  |>oor  old  mule  coy, 
In  heav'n  there's  a  strange  jet  black  angel. 


I- 


— "It  makes  mc  tired  to  sec  that  wheel  go  rotiud,"  sakl  Lazy 
Lumpkin  to  his  friend.  "If  it  wasn't  tired  it  wouldn't  go  round," 
answered  the  friend. 


—"And  to  think,"  said  the  visitor  to 
telligcnt-lookipg  man  should  find  him 
"Yif.,  indeed,"  replied  the  guard,  "j^fur 


jail,  "that  such  an  in- 
here for  law-breaking!" 
house-breakin'  as  well." 


—"Say,"  said  the  office  boy, 
a  half  bone  extra  this  week,  " 
asked  the  bookkeeper, 
mc  work  all  las'  night.' 


think  the  boss  ought  to  gimme  ' 
I  guess  he  won't."     "What  for?" 
overtime.     I  wuz  dreamin'  about 
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WHEN  THE  CLOCK  STRIKES  TEN 
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Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  West. 


As  Soon  as  the  Honeymoon's  Over. 

Copyright,  18SS,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    EngUah  eeprHBht  aeoutvil. 
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I  remember  when  a  girl  my  Granny  said  to  me, 
"  I've  Boraetbiiig,  dear,  to  tell  you,'' as  I  sat  beside  her  knee; 
Sbe  then  put  ou  her  glatses,  and  in  accents  kind  and  low. 
Said,  "  Mary,  I  mast  tell  you  now,  you're  old  enough  to  know: 

CUORDB. 

"All  yonng  ladies  should  know  the  ways  of  the  bold,  wicked  men, 

Pou't  go  where  they  make  you, 

But  go  where  they'll  take  you. 
And  always  be  home  when  the  clock  etJtkcs  ten. 

"  My  young  man  has  often  told  into  my  willing  ear. 

Full  many  talcs  of  untold  gold  he'd  earn  for  me,  his  dear, 

Ahl  hut  the  gold  is  fur  away,  us  far  as  I  can  see. 

And  very  often,  by  the  way,  he  borrows  some  from  me. — Chorut. 

"I  don't  listen  to  the  tale  that  we  have  lost  the  train, 

For  I've  been  there  before,  and  never  mean  to  be  again;     "■ 

And  I  don't  think  a  girl  should  give  her  kisses  in  advance. 

But  wait  until  you're  married,  and  you'll  never  miss  the  chance."— C'/to. 


When  Autnnin  Leaves  are  Falling. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Hording. 
All  riKhts  reserved. 
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Woi  ds  and  Music  by  Arthur  West.    Airanged  by  Stocks  Hammond. 

When  the  Autumn  sun  has  left  his  zenith  in  the  sky. 
And  the  evening  shadows  come  as  Winter's  drawing  nigh. 
When  the  birds  begin  to  rest,  and  q^uiet  reigns  o'er  the  sea. 
That's  the  time  of  all  the  year  that  is  most  dear  to  me. 

.'•".■  .-■'■.'     Chorus.  ■,■■■ 

When  Autumn  leaves  are  falling,  village  bells  are  caHing, 

The  stars  begin  to  twinkle  as  the  clock  is  striking  eight. 
On  rustic  seat  reclining,  lovers  arms  entwining. 

Courting  iu  the  moonlight  by  the  old  toll-gate. 

Angels  seem  to  hover  round  where  lovers  fondly  coo, 

Cupid's  on  bis  native  ground,  the  world  is  out  of  view; 

Tell  the  old,  old  story  when  the  evening  sun  is  low 

And  the  bells  are  ringing  from  the  village  down  below.— CAotm. 

Bachelors  will  say  it  is  a  foolish  paradise. 
We  know  it's  very  naughty  but  we  know  it's  very  nice; 
See,  the  moon  is  winking,  he  is  winking  the  other  eye. 
As  be  lets  a  little  cloud  go  past  him  in  the  eky.—  Chot- 


■us. 


THE    WHITE    SQUADRON. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Haidiug. 
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Words  and  SIuslc  by  Arthur  West. 


On  the  line!  on  the  line!  sec  the  White  Squadron  sliinel         ' 
Uer  hoys  as  true  and  brave  as  ever  sailed  the  wave, 

As  ever  sailed  the  wave; 
The  old  flag  waves  on  high,  like  the  engle  nciir  the  sky. 
Away  they  go,  uiid  if  ever  there's  a  foe,  there  is  only  one  reply. 

Chorus. 

If  the  eagle  lias  to  fly  beneath  a  foreign  sky. 

And  fight  Us  way  along  the  battle  gory, 
The  White  Squadron  leads  the  line,  and  the  sun  will  ever  shine 

On  the  eagle,  leading  sailors  on  to  glory. 

In  the  calm  or  (he  storm,  we  can  make  all  things  warm 
For  those  who'd  lake  us  down,  yea,  tho'  he  wear  a  crown, 

Yea,  tho' he  wear  a  crown; 
We  have  the  ships  and  men,  but  not  aggressive  then. 
Away  we  go,  ana  if  ever  there's  a  foe,  we'll  be  only  vengeful  when 

Chorus. 
The  eagle  has  to  fly  beneath  a  foreign  sky, 

And  fleht  its  way  along  the  battle  gory. 
The  Wliite  Squadron  leads  the  line,  and  the  sun  will  ever  shine 

On  llie  eagle,  leading  sailors  on  to  glory. 


— Wlien  the  members  of  bottling  companies  meet  in  convention 
tliey  Lave  corking  good  times.  ..    ., 

— The  bridge-jumper  may  not  inherit  notoriety,  but  it  comes  to 
him  by  descent  all  the  same. 


Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  West. 


Love  is  not  what  it  used  to  be. 

That  is  plain  to  both  you  and  me; 

Now  Chicago  has  made  the  break,  -  '.',' 

Love  is  often  a  splendid  mistake; 

He's  not  happy  iu  single  life. 

She's  not  happy  till  she's  a  wife; 

So  they  play  the  hymenial  course, 

Finishing  up  with  the  old  divorce.       '■  j" 

Chorus. 

Oh!  how  silly  young  people  are,  \  .       _     • 

Leaving  home,  their  ma  and  pa, 

Sl>reading  their  sails  when  yonng  Cnpid  prevails. 

Fancy  they're  living  in  clover. 
That's  all  right  for  a  month  or  two. 
Then  his  bank-book  is  nearly  through. 
Yon  don't  want  him  and  he  doesn't  want  you, 

As  soon  as  the  honeymoon's  over. 

Once,  wherever  the  lady  went. 

She  was  used  to  a  compliment; 

Now,  if  anyone  speuks  to  her, 

Husband  jealous  and  starts  to  swear. 

He's  not  happy,  ah !  there's  the  rub,    .  - 

Soon  he  misses  his  cosy  club, 

Ma-in-law  comes  and  stays  a  week. 

Husband  and  wife  are  afraid  to  speak.— CAoriM. 

Back  in  town  with  his  friends  of  yore,        ... 

Evening  finds  liim  at  home  no  more; 

Business  keeps  him  till  lute  in  town, 

Basiness  means  putting  whiskey  down;  ..- 

She's  invited  to  ev'ry  ball. 

Ev'ry  dancer  is  at  her  call; 

Love's  calm  ocean  is  now  a  gale. 

The  newspaper  tells  us  the  siime  old  tale.- 


-Ckorut. 


MONTE    CARLO    BOYS. 

Copyright,  18t3,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter.    English  copyritcht  scoured. 
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Words  by  Norton  Atkins.    Music  by  Orlando  Powell. 


Sixteen  merry  Monte  Carlo  boys  made  up  their  plnral  mind 
That  they  would  go  on  the  "  Continong  "  and  see  what  they  could  find; 
They'd  heard  about  the  jolly  old  man  who  said  he  broke  the  Iwink, 
But  they  were  fully  persuaded  that  his  "  system  "  was  but  "  buuk." 
So  to  the  station,  with  much  elation. 
They  all  went  marching,  their  throats  were  parching, 
Tlie  train  was  steaming,  the  whistle  screaming. 
And  they  were  singing,  their  voices  ringing, 
"We'll  have  a  lark,  o,  in  gay  Monaco, 
We'll  let  them  see,  boys,  we're  gay  and  free,  boys. 
We'll  let  them  see,  boys,  we're  gay  and  free,  t>oyB, 
For  this  is  the  song  we'll  aing: 

Chorus. 

"  We  belong  to  the  good  old  school  you  don't  meet  ev'ry  day. 
Always  ready  wherever  we  go,  always  ready  to  pay; 
The  sort  of  pals  you're  proud  of,  fond  of  fuu  and  uoiae. 
Carlo!  Carlo!  the  Monte  Carlo  boysl" 

Sixteen  merry  Monte  Carlo  boys  arrived  at  that  resort. 
And  after  one  or  two  games,  you  know,  of  cash  were  somewhat  short; 
But  one  of  tham  said,  "Never  mind  that.  I've  got  a  little  plan, 
We've  got  our  watches  and  chains,  let's  find  a  pawnshop  if  we  can." 

So  when  they  spied  one,  they  went  inside  one. 

And  on  each  ticker  they  raised  a  nicker; 

They  took  on  brandy,  or  what  came  handy, 

And  they  were  singing,  their  voices  ringing; 

Out  for  a  lark,  o,  in  gay  Monaco, 

As  they  went  strolling,  or  rather  rolling, 

As  they  went  strolling,  I  should  say  rolling, 
They  shouted  with  all  their  might:— CAwm#. 

Sixteen  merry  Monte  Carlo  boys  soon  got  into  disgrace. 
With  sixteen  pairs  of  fiue  black  eves  and  scratcht-s  on  each  face; 
They  found  that  they  were  landea  in  goal  when  they  next  morn  awoke; 
Each  of  them  had  a  fearful  thirst  and  felt  inclined  to  choke. 

They  looked  so  shady,  each  with  a  lady, 

Had  been  too  free,  boys,  you  must  agree,  boys. 

For  they  were  knocked  up,  and  also  locked  up.  ■ 

The  Consul  saw  them,  began  to  jaw  them; 

He  s.iid,  "  You  gay  boys,  you  cannot  pay,  boys. 

We  shall  befriend  you,  back  home  we'll  send  you,  .      ■ 

We  shall  befriend  you,  back  home  we'll  send  you. 
And  take  care  uo  more  you  sing  "  -.—  Charut. 


— Mrs.  Say:  What  do  you  suppose  Chicago  will  do  now  that  the 
Fair  is  over?  Mr.  Say:  Move  East,  I  guess,  and  enjoy  her 
money. 


TWV:. 
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SLEEP,    MY    BABY    BOY. 
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Words  by  J.  A.  Frazer,  Jr.    Music  by  E.  A.  Phelps. 

Bye,  oil  bye,  my  haUy  darlinp,  bye,  oh  bye,  my  hope  and  joy; 
Mother'8  hand  will  tock  the  cradle,  sleep,  oh  Bleep,  my  baby  boy. 
Lower  the  curtains  ()'er  thy  blue  eyee,  sleep,  my  baby,  sleep; 
Smiling  like  the  eummer  Okies,  to  slamberland  now  creep. 

REFRiilN. 

Bye,  baby,  my  darlinjr,  for  mother  is  near. 
Bo  tenderly  walchingtliee;  sleep  on,  do  not  fear. 
Bje,  baby,  my  darling,  sleep  ou  while  yoii  may; 
Life's  struggle  comes  all  too  soon,  as  waking  with  day. 

Tlioii  art  liow  at  life's  bright  dawning,  trouble  all  too  soon  thon'lt  know; 
]  Gladly  mother  would  defend  thee  from  the  world  and  all  its  woe. 
;  Mother  would  fold  thee  close  to  her  breast,  sleep,  my  baby,  sleep; 
)  In  all  the  world  she  loves  the  best,  all  harm  from  thee  would  she  keep.— lie frain. 

/  '        .  -    -  — 


RAIN,    RAIN,    GO    AWAY. 
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Words  by  George  F.  Marion.    Music  by  Andi°ew  Mack. 


Gazing  from  my  window  casement  at  a  group  of  children  play. 
All  absorbed  in  childish  romping,  sporting  'neath  the  sun  s  bright  ray; 
Suddenly  the  heavens  clouded,  threat'ning  but  a  summer's  rain; 
Anxious  niothere  set' k  their  darlings,  now  their  joys  pive  way  to  pain. 
Poniiug  lips  and  saddened  faces,  nanghly  rain  their  joys  dii<|>er8e; 
From  their  liille  hearts  the  wail  comes,  nature's  patUo*  iu  ttiia  verse: 

Cborub. 

Rain,  rain,  go  away,  come  nnnther  washing  day, 
Kor  the  children  want  to  play;  don't  stay  any  longer,  rain. 

Rain,  rain,  go  away,  come  another  washing  day. 
For  the  children  want  to  play— 'lis  life's  story  over  again. 

St<e  the  husband  and  the  father,  on  financial  tempest  tossctl, 
Bankrupt,  ruined,  stagucr  homeward— "lleaven  help  n*,  all  Is  lost." 
(^uick  that  angel— lieaven  bless  her— by  our  side  in  care  and  ctrife, 
Sonthink;  ail  the  His  that  greet  us,  man's  best  friend— a  loving  wife. 
Baby's  arms  are  thrown  around  him.  "  Daddy  must  not  cry  that  way; 
Mamuia,  papa's  eyes  are  raining,  sing,  and  it  may  go  away." 

CHonuB. 

Rain,  rain,  go  away,  come  *nother  washing  day. 
For  the  children  want  to  play;  don't  stay  any  longer,  rain. 

Lnve  dries  his  tear-dimmed  eye,  fortune  once  again  he'll  try, 
Determined  now  to  do  or  die — 'tis  life's  story  over  again. 


Since  Maggie  Bought  the  Parrot. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Harding. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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,MA    JEANETTE. 
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Words  by  Richard  Norton.    Music  by  Sydney  Jones.  < 

I  have  come  straight  from  the  "Continong," 
■  In  triumphant  march  I've  come  along: 

Old  men  and  young  men  looked  and  bowed  the  knee, 

Am)  rendered  homage  really  due  to  me. 

Ill  Paris  they  all  imnlored  that  t 

Would  deign  to  smile,  or  else,  they  said,  they'd  die; 

And  a  noble  prince  said,  "Ue  would  fret 

llis  life  away  without  Jeaneite." 

Cuonus. 

Ah,  Ma  Jeanettc,  my  darling,  how  I  love  thee; 

Ah,  Ma  .leauette,  fair  as  the  skies  above  me; 

Ah,  Ma  JeaiKttte,  I'd  die  without  regret 

For  a  kissy,  kjissy,  kiss,  kiss,  yummy,  yummy,  ynm,  from  Ma  Jcancttc. 

M"nt«  Carlo's  gay  casino  crowd. 
At  my  entrance  there,  all  rose  and  bowe<l. 
And  If  I  walked  when  cards  I  would  not  play, 
Th«?  gamblers 'rose  and  followed  me  away. 
New  Vork  ladies  praiced  my  latest  stylo, 
.    .  And  men  made  wafers  all  about  a  smile,     V 

And  if  ever  I  went  to  make  a  bet 
They  said,  "  Now  use  our  cash,  Jeanette."— CAori«. 

Straight  away  from  there  to  Nice  I  went, 

Rome  and  Florence,  still  on  pleasure  bent;        '■ 

The  hearts  I  broke,  the  conquests  that  I  made, 

It  makes  a  poor  young  thing  like  me  afraid. 

When  I  tired  of  a  foreign  snore 

And  siuhed  for  dear  old  British  land  once  more. 

In  Paris  again  my  prince  I  met; 

He  said,  "Take  me  with  you,  Jeanette."—CAoru«. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addrean,  post-paid,  on  receipt  nf  40 
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Words  by  Walter  H.  Ford.    Music  by  Jack  W.  Bratton. 

Ton  have  heard  of  Maggie  Murphy,  and  the  place  she  used  to  live; 

Do  you  know  the  reason  why  she  had  to  movef 
It's  a  most  i>eculiar  story,  and  the  facts  to  you  I'll  give. 

And  ev'rything  I  tell  you  I  can  prove. 
It  seems  she  bought  a  parrot,  an  educated  bird. 

Who  talked  so  much  be  stopped  the  parlor  clock; 
Be  tried  bis  conversation  on  tne  neigh bor»,  so  I've  heard. 

And  Maggie  bad  to  move  around  the  block. 

Chorus. 
Ue  swore  in  Italian,  in  German  and  Greek,  - 

He  talked  the  roof  clean  off  the  garret: 
When  the  neighbors  and  Ma<.'gie  pass  by  they  don't  speak. 

Since  she  purchased  that  ill-spoken  parrot. 

One  night,  when  Maggie's  lover  came  to  make  an  evening  call. 

As  usual  he  asked  her  for  a  kiss. 
When  a  voice  from  in  the  corner  said,  "You've  got  an  awful  gall; 

Go  rush  the  can,  I've  had  enough  of  this." 
She  started  to  explain  it,  but  he  started  for  the  door; 

She  told  him  that  be  was  her  only  joy. 
But  again  that  wicked  pretty  poll  put  ill  his  little  oar 

And  said,  "All  right,  I'll  get  another  boy." 

Chorus. 
Ber  lover  got  chilly,  and  gave  her  the  shake; 

She's  living  'way  up  in  a  ganet. 
She  stands  in  the  oallet  for  seven  and  cnkes 

Since  she  purchased  that  ostracized  parrot. 

There's  a  lady,  Mrs.  Nolan,  in  the  room  next  door  to  Mag, 

Has  a  monkey  that's  the  apple  of  hor  eye; 
When  the  parrot  told  the  monkey  that  bis  mouth  looked  like  a  bag, 

Then  the  feathers  and  the  fur  began  to  fly. 
When  Maggie  reached  lier  little  home  at  twelve  o'clock  that  night 

The  room  looked  like  a  place  they  keep  old  Jiink. 
When  she  spied  the  pretty  polly  she  exclaimed,  "Well,  you're  a  eight!  " 

But  the  parrot  said,  "  VVait  till  you  see  tlie  monk." 

Chorus. 

There's  murder  and  arson  and  all  sorts  of  crime. 

Takes  place  in  that  fourth-story  garret; 
In  fact,  the  whole  street  has  a  h—  of  a  time. 

And  all  ou  account  of  that  parrot. 


^  S  ^ 


THE    SAILOR    BOLD. 
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Words  and  Music  by  James  W.  Dunn. 


Hurrah,  hurrah  I  for  the  ocean  wide, 

A  sailor's  jny  is  the  flowing  tide; 

Ue  knows  no  fear,  though  storms  may  roar, 

If  clear  away  from  the  treach'rous  shore, 

Clear  from  the  treach'rous  nhoic. 
The  vessel  flies  with  the  whistling  wind. 
Leaving  a  foaming  track  behind. 
Merrily  rolling  over  the  foam; 
Oh,  the  ship  at  st a  is  the  sailor's  home, 

The  ship  is  the  sailor's  home. 

RXTRADr. 

To  hot  yo  ho!  ya  hillee  liillee  hey!  Night  and  day,  all  bo  gay. 

Songs  are  merrily  trolled,  many  a  yarn  is  told; 

Burrah,  hurrah!  for  the  sailor  bold;  hurrah!  for  the  sailor  bold. 

Hurrah,  hurrah!  for  the  roving  life. 
Devoid  of  care  and  the  cities' strife; 
Away  at  sea,  when  the  sun  shines  bright. 
And  wavelets  dance  in  the  golden  light. 

Dance  in  the  golden  light. 
Or  when  the  moon  and  the  stars  serene. 
Softly  light  the  midnight  scene; 
Oh,  but  It's  grand,  the  ocean  to  ride. 
And  the  bounding  ship  is  the  sailor's  pride. 

The  ship  is  the  sailor's  pride.— y/e/»ain. 

Hurrah,  hurrah!  for  the  sailor  true, 
Bis  honor's  bright  as  the  sea  is  blue; 
His  voice  is  hoarse  and  his  bearing  rough, 
With  courage  strong  and  a  heart  that's  lougb. 

Strong  and  a  heart  that's  tough. 
"Aye,  aye,'' he  answers  at  duty's  call, 
Scornriilly  laughs  at  dangers  all; 
So  may  the  best  of  luck  ever  hold 
For  the  sailor's  ship  and  the  sailor  bold. 

The  ship  and  the  sailor  bold.— i?^rain. 


:■; 


—While  the  convict  is  seldom  consulted  as 
uniform,  the  cloth  is  always  striped  to  suit  him. 


to  the  cut  of  his 
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SITTINa  BY  THE  KITCHEN  DOOR 


OopjTlKht,  1893,  by  Chas.  K.  Harris. 
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Words  aiid  Music  by  Ctias.  K.  Harris.    Arranged  by  Fitinz  Mayr. 


Sitting  by  the  kitchen  door,  wlien  the  sun  hne  ect. 

Can  bu  seen  two  lovers  fair,  where  they  oft  liave  met. 

Teazine.  eqaceziog,  oh,  eiich  fun,  merry,  joyous  pair, 

Sitting  by  tlie  dear  old  Icitclien  door. 

In  the  qimint  old  parlor  eita  old  daddy  dear, 

Dreaming  of  tlie  nappy  days  of  yore, 

When  lie  courted  mother  dear,  many  years  ago. 

Sitting  by  that  same  old  kitchen  door. 

Chorus. 
Silting  by  the  kitchen  door  with  her  dearest  bean. 
Is  a  little  maiden  fair,  singing  sweet  and  low: 
Swiftly  glide  the  hoars  away  witli  one  you  adore. 
Kisses  taste  much  sweeter  there,  by  the  kitchen  door. 

Oh,  what  pretty  tilings  are  said,  sitting  arm  in  arm. 

Planning  when  thev  will  be  wed,  on  the  dear  old  farm, 

Speiiking  of  their  future  bright,  iiappy  days  in  store, 

SiUiiiK  l)y  the  dear  old  kitchen  door. 

Day's  work  now  is  over,  whistles  they  have  blown, 

Come  the  merry  lads  from  mill  and  store, 

When  the  stars  are  twinkling  bright,  then  tbey|can  be  found. 

Sitting  by  tlie  dear  old  cottage  door.— C/ior!/«. 


UNDER    THE_SAILOR'S    STAR. 
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OH !    THOSE    LODGINOS ! 
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Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  West. 


I'was  reading  in  the  Tlerald  of  a  house  beside  the  sea. 

Where  they  took  in  Summer  boarders,  that  was  good  enough  for  me; 

So  I  packed  up  my  valise,  that  afternoon  I  landed  there, 

I'd  a  hundred  dollar  bill,  and  twenty-seven  days  to  spare; 

The  paper  said,  "  It's  near  the  cars,  ten  minutes  from  the  town,     , 

And  a  i)orter  at  tlie  station  waits  to  run  yonr  luggiige  down." 

To  read  it  you  would  tliink  that  yon  were  going  to  Heaven  sure. 

But  I'll  be  a  crazy  man  if  ever  I  go  any  more.  .   . 

Chorus. 

Oh,  those  lodgings,  those  lodgings  by  the  sea. 

Oh,  those  lodgings,  that  are  very  dear  to  me. 

It  cost  a  dollar  ev'ry  time  I  gazed  upon  the  foam; 

Next  time  I  take  my  holidays  I  mean  to  stay  at  home. 

Now  the  porter,  for  his  trouble,  charged  a  dollar  twenty-five. 
And  they  put  me  in  a  room  where  I  was  eaten  up  alive; 
With  fairy  wings,  mosquitoes  ev'ry  evening  to  me  came, 
The  bedbug  had  no  wings,  but  still  he  got  there  just  the  same. 
Instead  of  having  sleep  I  had  to  do  a  song  and  dance. 
And  I  paid  them  forty  dollart*,  that  was  four  weeks  in  advance. 
1  had  fifty  dollars  left,  with  which  I  nieant  to  have  a  time. 
But  before  tbc  week  waa  over  it  liad  dwindled  down  to  Dine. 

/  Chorus. 

Oh,  those  ledgingg,  those  lodgings  by  the  sea. 
Oh,  those  lodgings,  that  are  very  dear  to  me. 
I  once  was  good  and  stout,  but  I'm  reduced  to  skin  and  bone; 
Next  time  I  take  my  holidays  I  mean  to  stay  at  home. 

We  had  iiam  and  eggs  for  breakfast,  and  for  dinner  ham  and  eggs; 
We  had  bnttermilk  to  wash  it  down,  they  brought  it  up  in  kegs; 
We  had  ham  and  eggs  for  supper,  we  had  milk  instead  of  cream. 
And  when  I  went  to  bed,  of  nam  and  eggs  I  had  to  dream. 
The  landlord,  on  a  week-day,  never  left  his  little  percli. 
But  on  Sunday  he  insisted  we  should  go  with  him  to  church. 
He'd  march  us  there  in  couples,  very  much  against  our  will. 
And  ev'ry  time  be  used  to  put  a  dollar  on  his  bill. 

Oh,  those  lodgings,  those  lodgings  by  the  sea. 
Oh,  those  lodgings,  that  are  very  dear  to  me. 
It  always  cost  me  fifty  cents  to  nse  the  family  comb; 
Next  time  I  take  my  nolidays  I  mean  to  stay  at  home. 

If  a  beetle's  in  yoar  soap  it  costs  you  half  a  dollar  more. 
And  the  chicken  was  a  rooster  in  the  year  of  eighty-four; 
The  landlord  used  to  sit  beside  the  door-mat  every  day; 
To  show  he  fed  us  well  he  stuffed  his  waistcoat  full  of  hay. 
His  lady  she  wore  "  specs  "  and  used  to  call  us  all  "  my  dearl" 
And  it  always  meant  a  dollar  if  she  whispered  in  your  ear. 
I  had  no  railroad  ticket,  so  I  came  home  oy  the  boat. 
But  to  get  the  fare  I  bad  to  go  and  pawn  my  overcoat. 

Oh,  those  lodgings,  those  lodgings  by  the  sea, 
Oil,  those  lodgings,  that  are  very  dear  to  me.     • 
To  tell  you  all  about  it,  it  would  fill  an  epitome; 
licit  time  I  take  my  holidays  I  mean  to  stay  at  home. 


— Speaking  of  coincidences,  it  is 
miss  and  bliss  rliyine  felicitously. 


worthy  of  remarlc  tliat  kiss. 
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*' . ;      Words  by  CUfton  Bingham.    Music  by  Eklward  St  Quentin. 

Out  on  the  foam  the  good  ship  ploughs  her  way, 

A  8i)eck  upon,  upon  tlie  mighty  main:  ,  ■  - 

Ana  cheery  lads  with  stalwart  lu'iiris  are  they. 

Who  sail  across  the  blue  Atlantic  plain. 

They're  ready,  aye,  whatever  wind  uniy  blow. 

Whatever  wind  may  blow. 

And  wheresoe'er  the  ship  may  roam. 

To  spin  a  yarn  of  deeds  below. 

Or  fight  and  lieat  a  crafty  foe,  .     :  - 

Their  hearts  with  those  they  love  at  home. 

Their  hearts  with  those  they  love  at  home,  -  ' 

With  those  they  love  at  home. 

Refrain. 

Rolling,  rolling,  over  the  sea  afar,  '■  '   • 

Roaming  gaily,  under  the  sailor's  star; 

Storm  and  sunlight,  sailing  the  world  aronnd, 

'Tis  merrily  ho,  aud  cheerily  bo,  for  the  outward  bonnd. 

In  from  the  west  the  wind  is  blowing  free. 

When  Stars  at  night,  at  night  their  vigil  keep; 

But  bonnie  wives  aud  lassies  bright  I  see. 

Who  watch  for  those  who  roam  the  mighty  deep. 

To  scan  the  main  they  come  at  close  of  day. 

They  come  at  close  of  day. 

And  wheresoe'er  the  ship  may  be. 

Their  straining  eyes  look  o'er  the  bay. 

They  hear  the  stormy  wind  and  pray, 

Their  hearts  with  ttiose  they  love  at  sea, 

Their  hearts  with  those  they  love  at  sea. 

With  those  they  love  at  sea. 

Refrain. 

Rolling,  bowling,  over  the  sea  afar. 

Roaming  gaily,  under  the  sailor's  star; 

Storm  and  sunlight,  sailing  the  world  around, 

'Tie  merrily  ho,  aud  cheerily  bo,  for  the  homeward  boond. 


^%m 


THE    OLD,    OLD    STORY. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


AU  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  4D 
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Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  West, 


The  life  of  a  man  is  a  mariner's  life. 

As  he  battles  along  o'er  this  ocean  of  strife. 

From  the  time  that  he's  born  till  he's  wed  to  hie  wife, 

Uis  head's  never  calm  on  its  pillow; 
And  so  he  sails  on  with  his  loving  first  mate, 
Side  by  side,  hand  in  hand,  holy  estate. 
Always  on  watch  for  each  other  they  wait. 

As  they  sail  o'er  life's  stormy  billow. 

Refrain. 

It's  only  the  old,  old  story,  only  the  old,  old  tale. 

Life's  but  a  span  for  ev'ry  man,  a  calm  aud  a  storm  and  a  gale; 

A  sweet  little  wife  to  cheer  us,  and  comfort  us  when  we're  old, 

A  daughter  aud  son,  the  race  is  run,  and  the  tale  of  our  lives  is  told. 

At  first  comes  the  calm  of  the  honeymoon's  bliss. 
As  soft  as  the  zephyr  falls  Cupid's  first  kiss: 
No  wave  would  disturb  them,  I'm  certain  in  tliis. 

The  first  of  the  voyage  they're  going: 
At  length  comes  the  storm  in  its  fury  and  might. 
Captain  and  mate  cling  to  each  other  tijilit. 
His  arms  'round  her  waist,  as  he  whiepcrs,  "  All  right, 

It's  ouly  a  little  gale  blowing."— i/e/ratu. 

And  then  comes  the  harbor  of  refuge  in  view. 
Their  good  ship  sails  in  and  he  calls  up  his  crew; 
He  tells  them,  "  My  boys,  that  is  all  I  can  do, 

My  roaming  days  now  must  be  over;" 
He  anchors  liis  boat  for  the  rest  of  his  life, 
The  captain  is  old  now,  and  so  is  his  wife: 
The  sons  and  the  daughters  themselves  face  tlie  strife. 

And  the  old  mau's  no  longer  a  rover.— 7i(:«^f'ain. 


— Tlie  saloon  bar  is  not  necessarily  a  bar  of  music  because  it 
abounds  in  larks.  "      . 

— When  there  is  company  in  the  bouse  the  members  of  the  fam-  ( 
ily  begin  to  say  ' '  Good  morning  "  to  each  other  at  breakfast.  / 

— "  Mrs.  Guggins  is  feelin'  mighty  miserable."  "  You  don't  say  I 
sol  I  thought  she  was  lookin' in  llleganl  health."  "Yes.  that's  f 
jest  it.  She's  feelin'  so  well  that  she  can't  think  of  nothin'  ter  f 
take  patent  medicines  for,  an'  she  jes'  sits  an'  reads  the  advertise-  ( 
ments  an'  pines."  ( 


lit.^-^r 


«»>i»  itwwrnimwi  ^^,  vvi.,*iijWLi»A-ja>^ji.-<».- 
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CREEP,    BABY,    CREEP. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  A.  A.  Fisher. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  "be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

ceoU;  or  this  and  any  two  othtr  .SonKS  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130&  138 

Fltrk  Uow.  New  York,    f  ustoKo  Stompe  tal(ei>  aaiue  as  cosh  fur  all  our  Kuods. 


Woida  and  Music  by  Clias.  K.  Harris.    Arranged  by  Hermann  Schluss. 

See  onr  little  baby  creeping,  how  elie  tries  to  cross  the  floor 

When  she  hears  her  papa's  footsteps,  knowiui;  he  is  ai  tlie  door; 

How  the  little  eyes  now  briglilen  as  she  sees  hitn  stamliiiK  thtre, 

Papa  sarely  now  will  catch  you,  and  will  liiss  your  colden  hair. 

Little  liands  to  him  oiustretcliing,  "Papa,  come  and  take  your  bat)y  girl." 

And  tier  rosy  lips  so  catching,  making  pupa's  fond  heart  tlirill; 

VVith  a  cry  he  folds  her  to  liim,  nestles  iu  his  arms  so  close. 

Pupa's  caught  you,  buby  darling,  and  it  Beems  the  baby  kuowe. 

Chorus. 
Creep,  baby,  creep,  mamma  will  surely  catch  yon; 
Creep,  l>aby,  crtep,  mamma  is  near  to  watcli  you; 
Creep,  baby,  creep,  creep  to  the  breast  that  will  love  yon, 
Ilold  you  so  tight,  mamma's  delight— creep  to  me,  baby,  now  creep. 

Now  her  little  eyes  are  closing,  baby's  tired,  gone  to  sleep. 

With  a  smile  upon  lier  sweet  face,  pretty  dimjiles  in  her  check, 

Drcaminsr  of  the  coming  morrow,  when  her  little  toddling  feet 

Try  to  walk  to  her  dear  mamma,  but  onr  \mt  can  only  creep. 

Dream,  my  pretty  rose-bud,  dream  on,  sorrow  ne'er  ehall  touch  yonr  tender  lieart 

While  your  mamma**  here  to  guide  you  from  the  pathways  lone  and  dark. 

For  you  are  my  only  treaciire,  life  without  you  liolds  no  charms; 

Wake  tip,  darling,  kiss  your  mainina,  let  me  bold  you  in  my  arms.— C/toru<. 


CAN  HEARTS  SO  SOON  FORCET? 


CupyriKlit,  1IW2,  by  Chas.  K.  Harris. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Tlie  Woitls  and  Mnsie  at  tlds  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  addre*s,  post-paid,  on  rtpeipt  of  40 

cents  ;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Weliinnn,  1»0&  IJi 

t'ark  Kow ,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  caiib  fur  all  uur  goods. 


Wurds  and  Mu^ic  by  Chas.  K.  Harris.    Arranged  by  Fraus  Mayr. 


The  thougiit  came  to  me  the  day  that  we  parted, 

now  long  will  It  be  ere  again  we  shall  meet; 
The  days  seem  so  long,  so  dark,  and  oh,  so  dreary, 

8o  clianged  from  the  time  of  our  love,  once  so  sweet; 
And  oft  do  I  wonder  if  you  still  remember 

The  love  we  once  pliglited,  or  if  yon  regret 
The  many  happy  hours  that  we  liave  passed  together,  ' 

Ah!  tell  me,  is  it  true,  can  liearts  so  soon  forget T 

Chorus. 

Can  hearts  so  soon  forget  the  love  so  rudely  shnken? 
Are  vows  we  made,  my  loved  one,  discarded  and  fors.'iken? 
Perclmnce  the  past's  a  memory,  perhaps  a  vain  regret; 
Speak,  and  let  me  hear  your  answer,  can  hearts  so  soon  forget  f 

It  may  be  in  years,  when  time  has  wrought  its  changes. 

Your  love  will  return  to  me  as  of  yore. 
For  time  can't  re-mold  the  heart,  so  pure  and  tender. 

And  all  will  be  bright  to  last  ever  more. 
The  token  you  gave  me  I  still  cherish  fondly. 

The  one  happy  link  of  a  love  not  to  die; 
I  prav  for  our  meeting  each  day  and  ev'ry  hour, 

And  often  my  heart  in  its  loneliness  will  cry.— Chorut. 


]  '  Only  a  Tangle  of  Golden  Curls. 


I 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Chas.  K.  Harris  &  Co. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Parody   on :  V/ 

TWO   LITTLE  G-IRLS  IN    BLUE. 

By  L.  Bruner. 

Send  for  Fre«  Catolofrne  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Teltonu 
Trick  Books,  Keoltation  Books,   IVnny  Ballads,  Cnil  Books,  Joke  Rooks,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Si>epohes,  Irish  Song  Books,  Cook  Books.  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Ueary  J.  Wohman,  ISO  <t  132  Park  Kow.  New  York. 


An  old  woman  sat  in  an  old  arm  chair,  a  chair  that  she'd  nsed  for  years, 

Iler  daughter  then  asked  her  why  she  laughed  till  her  eyes  were  filled  with  tears; 

"Come  here  to  me,  I  will  tell  yon  child,  come  sit  by  me,"  she  said, 

"  Yonr  aunt  and  I  took  a  walk  one  day,  and  we  both  were  dressed  in  red. 

Chorus. 

•'  Two  little  girls  in  red,  lass,  two  little  girls  in  red; 

I  don't  know  whv,  but  one  started  to  cry  when  she  seen  a  bull,  and  said, 

*  Run  for  yonr  life  now,  do,  dear,  and  do  not  turn  your  head. 

The  bull  is  coming,  so  keep  on  running,  you  know  your  dress  is  red.' 

"  We  had  not  gone  but  a  very  short  space,  wlien  something  dawned  on  onr  view, 
'  I'was  a  l>iill,  and  we  knew  we  liad  red  dresses  on,  and  didn't  know  what  to  do; 
I  thought  that  the  bull  was  coming  onr  way,  it  was  the  other  direction  instead, 
liut  still  when  I  think,  I  mnst  laugh  till  this  day  at  the  two  little  girls  in  red."-  Cho. 


•  >  > 


Sweetheart,  111  Return  to  Thee. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  The  S.  Bralnard's  Suns  Co.     Entered  at  Statlonei-s'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addn-sH,  post-|>ai<l,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents-,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  IWdtlSS 

Park  Kow,  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  M.  Le  Roy. 


Stars  were  shining  in  the  sky  when  I  kissed  my  love  good-bye, 
Eyes  tiiat  look'd  my  heart  away,  I'll  return,  return  and  stay; 
I'll  never  leave  thee,  love,  agaiu,  never  more  will  cause  thee  pain, 
Oh,  how  sad  it  was  to  part  from  thee,  darling  of  my  heart. 

Refrain 

Sweetlicarf,  I'll  return  to  thee,  . 

Ever  true,  sweetheart,  I'll  be; 

Oh,  how  sad  it  was  to  part 

From  thee,  darling  of  my  heart. 

Sweetheart,  I'll  return  again. 

Never  more  will  cause  thee  pain: 

Faithful  I'll  ever  be,  faithful  and  trne  to  thee. 

Darling,  sweetheart,  I'll  come  back  to  thee. 

Sweetheart,  sweetheart,  sigh  no  more,  dry  thy  tears,  be  as  of  yore, 
Let  thy  poor  heart  now  rejoice,  for  I  hear  thy  soft,  sweet  voice 
C.illing  me  so  tenderly,  far  across  the  deep  blue  sea: 
Ouce  more,  love,  I  feel,  I  know  all  tbon  wert  long,  long  ngo.—Jtffrain. 

Wafted  was  thy  cry  to  me,  by  the  zephyrs  o'er  the  lea, 

Ill-art  to  heart  and  soul  to  soul,  sweetheart,  under  love's  control, 

We  sliall  soon  united  be  throngiioiit  all  eternity; 

Joy  we  then  shall  only  trace  in  the  folds  of  love's  embrace.- 77^iai>i. 


I 
I 


A  WAIF    OF    THE    STORM. 


Copyright,  1S93,  by  Frank  Harding. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  s«'nt  to  any  address,  po«t  (laid,  on  recelnt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hongs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wrhnian.  i:«l<tr  IS! 

piurk  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  StttMipa  taken  same  as  vagh  for  all  our  gfMxl.H. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  K.  Harris.    Arranged  by  Kranz  Mayr. 

Only  a  tangle  of  golden  curls 

Fung  o'er  a  pillow  wliite. 
Only  a  smile  that  is  free  from  guile. 

As  the  little  one  says  good  niuht,  gom!  night. 
But  the  mother  will' treasure  with  untold  pleasure, 

Thece  pictures  as  years  pass  by, 
Fortliontjii  the  sweet  face  may  tain  new  grace, 

Slie  will  think  of  the  baby  and  sigh. 

Choritb. 
Only  a  tangle  of  curls  from  Utile  darling  taken. 
Only  a  small  lock  of  hiiir,  ah,  how  some  mother's  heart's  aching; 
Only  a  glimmer  of  gold  twining  around  your  fingers, 
Making  the  tears  full  like  rain,  at  the  sight  of  a  tangle  of  curls. 

Gone  is  the  sweet,  loving  chatter,  . 

I5at>y  is  heard  now  no  more; 
Gone  is  the  innocent  clatter 

Of  pattering  feet  on  the  floor. 
Playthings  are  scattered  and  broken, 

Dolly  lies  rui;i;ed  and  torn; 
Mother  picks  up  the  dear  treasures 

And  siylis  for  her  darling  uow  gone. 
I  Standing  alone  in  the  corner. 

Little  cradle  bare; 
Close  by  sits  the  mother,  dear. 

Ah,  so  lonely  there; 
:':        No  chubby  hands  are  holding  fast 

On  to  mother's  dress; 
"  Kiss  me,  kiss  me,"  Ijaby  cried. 

Then  to  yonr  heart  was  pressed.— CAorw*. 


■il)«  Words  and  Mu^lc  of  this  .Song  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cenlHi  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Ono  liollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  I3U&132 

Park  Ituw,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Stone  and  Blolr. 


A  mcccd  old  sailor  sat  watching  the  waves 

Dash  and  break  into  silvery  spray; 
In  silence  he  turns  to  a  child  at  nis  side. 

Ills  thoughts,  though,  are  far,  far  away. 
A  stranger  approachini;  disturbs  his  daydream 

With  a  ((uestion  concerning  the  child: 
In  answer  the  old  snilor  tells  him  that  she 

Was  shipwrecked  in  tempest  so  wild. 

Chorus. 

"  She's  a  poor  little  waif  of  the  storm,  sir, 

No  one  to  love  her  but  I; 
N"  mother's  prayer,  or  kind,  loving  care. 

To  guard  her  with  watchful  eye. 
Yes,  she's  only  a  waif  of  the  storm,  sir," 

When  he  drew  the  child  to  Ids  knee: 
Her  bright  golden  head  nestled  close  to  his  breast; 
'Twas  a  picture,  that  old  tar  and  she. 

The  stranger's  eyes  moistened  as  he  gazed  on  the  scene, 

He  ilrew  forth  a  locket  and  chain: 
lie  looked  at  the  picture  enclosed  within. 

And  then  at  the  girl's  face  again. 
He  told  the  old  sailor  of  a  wreck  years  ago. 

His  wife  had  been  lost,  that  was  known. 
But  the  child  had  been  saved,  and  the  picture  soon  sliowed 

That  the  waif  of  the  storm  was  his  own.— Chorut. 

A  ereat  many  years  they  have  passed  since  that  day, 

The  maiden  now  stately  and  tall. 
And  known  to  her  friends  as  the  waif  of  the  Storm, 

Her  kind  way  endeared  her  to  all. 
The  rngged  old  sailor  one  day  nas8(>d  away. 

As  the  sun  it  went  down  in  tne  west; 
nis  faithful  voice  faltered,  and  these  were  the  words 

On  his  iipe  as  he  sank  to  his  rest:— CAortM. 
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SWEET     LITTLE     MARY, 
The  Pride  of  the  Dairy. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  HardlnEr. 


All  rigliU  reserved. 


The  Words  and  MhrIc  of  thta  Bonj?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  otlier  Son^s  fur  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Weiimon,  i:ill<S  182 

i^k  Itow,  New  York.    Voetatie  Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our  mmda. 


Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  West.    Arranged  by  Stocks  Hammond. 


Down  on  the  farm  everj;  day  of  her  life, 

le  the  girl  that  I  hope  will  Bome  day  he  my  wife; 

She's  the  prettiest  colleen  you  ever  did  see,  :. 

So  come  to  the  wedding  of  Mary  and  me. 

I  haven't  yet  asked  her  if  she  will  consent. 

For,  Bomeliow  or  other,  wherever  she  went, 

I'd  no  time  to  ask  her  until  Sunday  next, 

But  I  think  she'll  say  yes,  and  not  try  to  look  vexed. 

Chorus. 
For,  when  she  goes  to  milk  the  cow,  I  am  always  there  somehow. 
And  my  heart  jumps  near  my  throat,  near  the  noseKav,  in  my  coat; 
When  I  lieip  her  o'er  tlie  stile  she  gives  me  a  fairy  smile, 
Sweet  little  Mary,  "the  pride  of  the  dairy,"  the  only  girl  I  love. 

Brigliter  than  snnehine  Is  Mary'g  sweet  smile. 

And  I  never  feel  happy,  unless,  for  a  while 

She'll  leave  off  her  work  for  a  moment  or  two, 

If  only  to  say  to  me,  John,  how  d'ye  do; 

As  we  both  go  home  I  keep  telling  my  tale,  -   .  ' 

But,  Mary,  she  laughs  as  I  curry  the  pail; 

I  try  to  tell  lier  of  my  love  all  tlie  while. 

But  all  that  I  get  is  a  wink  or  a  Bmile.— CAor««. 

I've  fifty  dollars  saved  up  in  the  bank. 

And  only  my  own  hard,  honest  labor  to  thank. 

But,  Mary,  eweet  Mary,  hae  more  wealth  than  me, 

Though  not  to  her  name  is  a  bill  with  a  V. 

What  wealth  can  equal  her  V.eautifnl  blue  eyes, 

Tlioi>e  diamonds  are  brighter  than  stars  in  the  skies, 

Her  teeth  are  like  pearls,  looking  lovely  and  rare. 

And  no  bank  has  the  gold  of  Iter  bright  golden  ha.iT,— Chorus. 
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SHE  HASN'T  FORGOTTEN  IT  YET. 


By  Johnston  Lyeke. 

Send  for  Free  Cat«.lo(rae  of  Sonsr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TeHci-8, 
Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Boolss,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books,  Cook  Books.  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc..  to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  <fe  132  Pork  How,  New  York. 


When  I  first  met  Maria,  last  winter. 

She  looked  such  a  Bvveet  little  pet. 
As  she  stood,  all  aghast,  in  a  puddle. 

For  she  couldn't  get  out  of  the  wet. 
But  then  she  was  minus  a  slipper, 

And  the  depth  of  the  mud  made  her  fret; 
I  assisted  her  ont  of  the  muddle. 

And  she  hasn't  forgotten  it  yet. 

She'll  never  forget  it,  you  bet; 
I  took  her  right  out  of  the  puddle. 

And  she  hasn't  forgotten  it  yet. 

Of  course  I  went  back  for  her  slipper. 

Which  she  told  me  had  stuck  in  the  gut; 
My  cuflfswere  disgracefully  muddied. 

But  oh!  what  a  neat  little  foot  I 
My  cheviots,  too,  were  bedraggled. 

And  my  rubbers  were  swamped  in  the  wet. 
But  then  it  was  all  for  Maria, 

And  she  hasn't  forgotten  it  yet, 

She'll  never  forget  it,  you  bet; 
Of  course  It  was  all  for  Maria, 

And  she  hasn't  forgotten  it  yet. 

I  smiled  such  a  smile  at  Maria, 

And  she  smiled  like  an  angel  at  me; 
Oh,  yes,  'twas  the  prettiest  picture  -  ; 

That  ever  I  hamiened  to  see. 
With  sincerest  affection  she  told  me, 

"Your  kindness  I'll  never  forget;"    . 
Her  lips  at  the  moment  respondSl,  ,  > 

And  she  hasn't  forgotten  it  yet,  ; 

She'll  never  forget  it,  you  bet; 
Our  lipe  at  the  moment  responded, 

And  she  hasn't  forgotten  it  yet. 

I  asked  where  she  lived,  and  she  told  me. 

And  often  I  lingered  hard  by; 
But  I  ne'er  waited  long  for  Maria, 

She  was  there  just  as  early  as  I. 
A  short  while  ago  we  got  married. 

And  the  nnion  we  never  regret; 
sshe  was  pleased  to  get  ont  of  the  muddle. 

And  she  hasn't  forgotten  it  yet, 

She'll  never  forget  it,  you  bet; 
I  took  her  right  out  of  the  piiddlp. 

And  she  hasn't  forgotten  it  yet. 

We  have  got  such  a  nice  dimpled  baby. 

They  say  it's  the  image  of  me; 
A  week  ago  last  Sunday  morning  -  ' , 

She  put  the  young  cuss  on  my  knee. 
My  wife  is  a  wool -sorter's  daughter. 

And  his  daughter's  a  carder,  you  bet; 
The  mill  girls  all  danced  at  the  we<ldiiig, 

And  they  haven't  forgotten  it  yet. 

They'll  never  forget  it,  yon  bet; 
The  mill  girls  who  danced  at  our  wedding 

Our  marriage  will  never  forget. 


HERE 


Parody  on : 

LIES    AN 

Words  by  T.  H.  Toofcer. 


ACTOR. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  T^IIera, 

Tlick  Books,  Recitation  Books,  I'enny  Ballads,  Call  Rooks,  Jo'x©  Rooks,   SkeU-h 

Books.  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Sung  Books,  Cook  Rooks,  Rooks  of  Aiiiuiie- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Hem-y  J.  Welmian,  130  &  132  I'ork  How.  New  York. 

One  rooming  I  was  strolling  through  the  city  of  the  dead, 
'I'lie  birds  were  singing  sweetly  in  the  tree-tops  overhead,  _.;.  , . "     .  ■ 

The  sun  was  sliining  brightly,  and  nature  held  full  sway—  '  '  ' 

J  fancy  now  I  see  once  more  that  balmy  summer  day;  •  -' '  " 

I  saw  the  resting  places  of  the  rich,  with  tombstones  large  and  grand. 
Who  could  well  afford  to  have  them,  with  wealth  at  their  conimaiiU ; 
But  it  was  in  the  poorer  section,  just  over  a  lonely  mound, 
I  espied  a  little  marble  slab,  and  these  words  on  it  I  found: 

Chorus. 

Here  lies  a  soldier— a  warrior  tried  and  true. 

In  life  he  was  a  hero,  and  woi'e  a  uniform  of  bine: 

He  died  to  save  that  dear  old  flag— ttie  banner  of  tlio  bravo,  * 

And  like  many  of  Lis  comrades,  he  lies  in  a  namelcPB  grave. 

Now  somewhere  in  tliis  happy  land  there  is  a  missing  one; 

Perhaps  a  mother  still  awaits  the  return  of  her  only  eon; 

Slie  knows  not  what  his  fate  may  be,  though  years  have  passed  away. 

And  time  has  told  its  story — she's  feeble,  old  and  gray. 

Yet  fondly  she  thinks  of  him,  and  for  her  boy  does  pray, 

lint  they  will  never  meet  again,  until  the  great  judgment  day; 

These  were  my  thoughts  as  I  Blood  by  that  sacred  spot,  alone. 

And  again  I  read  these  simple  words  upon  the  small  toml)8tone:—  Chomt. 

T  fancy  I  can  see  a  cottage— a  wife  is  standing  at  the  door, 

Bidding  her  husband  a  sad  good-bye— he's  going  to  the  war;  .  :    . 

The  children  gather  around  him,  and  laugh  and  shout  with  glee. 

Too  young  to  realize  their  father's  danger,  or  the  poor  mother's  misery. 

Yes,  it's  the  old,  old  story— cruel  fate  doth  play  its  part— 

The  soldier  dies  on  the  batllefield,  the  wife  of  a  broken  heart; 

Leaving  the  children  helpless,  to  fight  the  battle  of  life  alone, 

These  were  my  thoughts  as  I  read  this  epitaph  upon  the  email  tombstone:—  Cho. 


I'The  singer  displays  small  American  flag. 


O'DWYER    CAUOHT    A    COLD. 

Ct^yrjght,  1893,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hail,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  atid  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  iJollar,  liy  Henry  J.  W'ehman,  13U  &  US 

Fark  Kow,  New  York.    Posta^^  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  tfoods. 


Words  by  Walter  H.  Ford.    Music  by  Jack  W.  Bi-atton. 


O'Dwyer  had  an  awful  cold,  a  frightfnl  one,  he  thonght. 
His  wife  gave  him  a  chilly  smile,  and  that  was  how  'twas  caught, 
His  friends  all  gave  him  free  advice,  by  him  'twas  never  sought. 
And  any  cure  they  might  suggest  O'Dwyer  went  and  bought. 
He  heard  of  chest  protectors,  so  he  went  and  bought  a  trunk. 
One  friend  suggested  rum  and  gin,  O'Dwyer  soon  got  drunk; 
At  one's  advice  he  eat  so  much  that  he  could  hardly  speak. 
Another  said  don't  eat  so  much,  be  starved  himself  a  week. 

Some  one  told  him  cod  liver  oil  his  cold  away  would  chase, 
He  took  so  much  he  dare  not  look  a  codfish  in  the  face; 
One  said  in  water  soak  your  feet,  as  hot  as  you  can  stand. 
And  jiow  when  he  goes  ont  to  walk  he  does  it  on  his  hands. 
His  wife  put  mustard  plasters  on  the  middle  of  his  chest, 
For  half  a  day  he  couldn't  wear  an  undershirt  or  vest. 
A  friend  said  take  a  Turkish  bath,  alas,  it  did  not  work, 
Ue  took  so  many  Turkish  baths  they  thonght  he  was  a  "Turk. 

Another  said  that  quinine  pills  would  surely  cure  his  ills. 

He  couldn't  think  of  Quinine,  so  he  simply  asked  for  pills. 

One  day  "  Hood's  Sarsaparilla  "  cnueht  his  eye,  he  felt  inspired! 

lie  took  a  bottle;  ever  since  he  took  it  he's  Ik-cii  tired. 

One  said  he  thought  that  Cnticuni  was  hie  only  hope, 

He  didn't  know  how  to  use  it,  so  he  eat  the  cake  of  soap; 

Another  said  "  eat  onions,  just  as  many  as  you're  able,'' 

Ue  did,  and  now  he  can't  go  ont,  bis  breath  would  stop  the  cable. 

He  bought  some  porous  plasters,  and  they  got  him  In  aBcrapc, 
He  tried  to  get  them  off,  out  they  got  stuck  on  his  shape; 
He  bought  some  Bull's  cough  syrup  his  throat  and  chest  to  clear, 
Then  told  the  man  who  sold  it  that  Bull's  syrup  was  a  steer. 
He  took  some  capsules  filled  with  oil,  this  awful  cold  to  cluck. 
Of  course  they  got  stuck  in  his  throat,  he  got  'em  in  tiie  neck: 
His  mother  made  him  flaxseed  tea,  with  lemon  juice  and  spice, 
Ue  knew  he'd  have  to  take  it,  or  take  some  more  advice. 

His  wife  put  on  a  poultice  and  it  soon  began  to  draw, 

It  drew  his  eyes  together,  drew  his  teeth  ont  of  his  jaw. 

It  drew  his  breath,  it  drew  his  picture,  hung  it  in  the  gallery, 

But  with  all  its  drawing  powers  it  couldn't  draw  his  salary. 

At  last  he  got  disgusted,  threw  the  physic  to  the  cats. 

He  took  a  dose  of  paris  green,  and  tnen  some  rough  on  rats. 

And  now  in  drugs  and  cnemicals  no  more  his  cash  he  spends, 

And  on  his  tomb  they're  going  to  put:  "  Save  me  from  my  friends." 

"  There's  a  land  that  is  fairer  than  day," 
:    ■  O'Dwyir  thought  that  song  very  nice;       .  - 

Be  will  soon  be  waiting  over  the  way. 
For  his  body  is  now  packed  in  ice. 


■*«^v.*r-r-f^Wi--'-r:^-«r  ■^. 
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A  Dear  Little  Face  at  the  Window. 


CopyriKht,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey. 


Tbe  Worilx  nnd  Mnidc  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  ur  this  and  any  twoothrr  SunKS  fur  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISUAUS 

Vink  lU>w,  Mew  York,    fottage  Stamps  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Koo<la. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Charles  L.  Miller. 


When  homeward  I  stray,  at  the  close  of  the  day, 

80  wearied  with  labor  and  care, 
My  heart  soon  f;row8  ligtit  with  the  visions  so  bright, 

or  tlie  face  that  is  wailing  me  ttiere, 
As  she  stands  in  the  window,  witli  mother  close  by, 

Wiio  softly  strolfes  each  little  curl; 
And  soon  a»  slie  sees  me,  so  gladly  she'll  cry, 

My  own  little,  dear  baby  girl. 

Chorus. 
'Tis  a  dear  little  face  at  the  window,  with  a  smile  and  a  heart  full  of  glee; 
More  precioua  lliau  pearl  is  my  dear  baby  girl,  who  wails  at  the  window  for  me. 

How  often  I've  thought  of  the  Joy  she  has  brought 

To  home  and  to  mother  and  me; 
Of  one  tearful  day,  when  in  sickness  she  lay. 

And  we  missed  her  sweet  laughter  so  free. 
Diit  the  kind  angels  left  her  to  our  care  and  love, 

To  brighten  our  home  here  below; 
And  naught  here  on  earth,  or  in  lieaven  above. 

Can  equal  our  treasure,  I  know.— C'Aor««. 


^  *  m 


Parody  on: 

Just  Beqatise  She  Didn't  Know^he  Way 


i  v- 


I 


By  T.  H.  Tooker. 


Send  for  Proe  Catalotfiie  of  Sontr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TeHera, 
'flick  Ik>ok!<,  kfcitation  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books.  Stiunp  S|>eerhe!i.  Irish  Sunfr  Bookii,  Conk  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Welimaii,  130  &  132  Park  Kow,  New  York. 
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While  strolling  ont  one  evening, 
A  little  country  girl  I  clianced  to  meet; 

She  seemed  to  be  bewildered. 
And  stoppod  me  on  the  street. 

Said  she,  '•  Kind  sir,  I've  lost  my  way. 
And  d(m't  know  what  to  do; 

If  you'll  direct  nie  to  the  Plaza  Hotel 

'   I'll  be  much  obliged  to  you." 

Chorus. 

,Tu8t  because  she  didn't  know  the  way, 

I  escoried  her  to  the  hotel  like  a  simple  jay; 

I  never  saw  the  maid  again,  nor  my  gold  watch  and  chain. 

To  bunco  a  "  guy  "  you  bet  she  knew  the  way. 

The  bapcball  pcnjon  now  is  over, 
New  York  had  it»  favorite  nine; 
They  won  many  exhibition  games, 
r  The  way  they  jilayed  was  soinelhing  fine. 
Every  ba-'e  bail  crnuk  in  the  city, 
i  And  llie  newspapers  likewise,  did  brag 
"That  the  giants  would  hustle  tliia  season, 
I  And  certainly  capture  the  flag." 

;  Chorus. 

Jnst  because  they  really  knew  the  way. 
Hut  not  a  i>er8on  in  New  York  tliinke  so  to-day: 
Every  time  they  lost  a  game  the  umpire  was  to  blame. 
So  the  pennant  went  to  Boston  far  away. 

There  is  to  \te  a  great  prize  fight. 
Between  Mitchell  and  our  champion  Corbett, 

When  foxy  Ciiarlcy  gets  through  talking, 

!    But  he  isn't  quite  through  yet. 

Now  I  propose  to  give  you  a  tip, 
And  think  you'll  adiuil  I  am  right: 

At  making  bluffs  Mitchell's  a  darling, 

r  Ile'd  sooner  do  that  than  to  fight. 

Chorus. 

Jnst  because  he  really  knows  the  way. 

To  hear  him  tell  it,  he'B  the  greatest  pugilist  to-day; 

But  he'll  1m;  way  out  of  sight  if  with  ('orlwtt  he  must  fight. 

Fur  back  home  again  he'll  go  without  delay. 

The  Earl  of  Biinravcn  came  over 

In  tiie  Valkyiie  a  short  time  ago; 
He  thouyhl  he'd  «in  the  v4m«»t<;a'»cup, 
'   And  talve  it  back 'oiue,  don 'Cher  know, 
feut  now  file  gieat  races  are  over. 

And  his  loiuxhip  i«  feeling  unite  blue; 
He  can't  understand  why  the  Vigilant  won, 
I   8u  the  secret  I'll  now  tell  to  you: 

Chorus. 

'Tvvns  because  the  Yankees  knew  the  way 
()f  coni<tructing  a  yacht  for  racing  puriH>8es,  I  say; 
In  fart,  to  biiilil  a  Ixiat  that  will  sail  as  well  as  float, 
Somehow  tiiuy  always  seem  to  know  tlie  way. 


— "  She  claims  to  be  economical,  but  her  economy  is  ruining 
bcr  bii.sband."  "  In  wbat  way?"  "  Wby,  the  moment  she  fliuls 
suinctliing  advertised  cheap  she  goes  straight  out  and  buys  it." 


DON'T    FQRG-ET    ME,    MARY. 

Copjrrlffht,  MDCCCXCIII,  by  Henry  J.  Webmon. 


The  Words  and  Huslo  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  (0 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  one  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  ISH 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  a*  cosn  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


They  kfwed  and  parted  at  the  gate,  a  lass  and  loving  swain; 

He  was  to  sail  the  sea  away,  they  might  not  meet  again. 

The  love  that  bloomed  in  Mary's  heart  shone  through  her  radiant  eye. 

She  heard  her  lover's  tender  plea  while  whispering  sad  "good-byel  " 

Chorus. 

Don't  forget  me,  Mary,  while  I  sail  the  eea;    ' 
Don't  forget  me,  Mary,  wherever  I  may  be. 
Keep  your  lieart  in  gladness,  tender,  warm  and  true; 
Don't  forget  me,  Mary,  I'll  think  of  none  but  you. 

The  sldp  went  sailing  far  away,  through  wild  and  angry  wave; 

With  uallaut  heart  the  sailor  lad  saw  near  a  sailor's  grave. 

A  darkKoine  night,  no  land  In  sight— for  death  he  hi>d  no  fear, 

And  as  he  sank  beneath  the  foam  his  voice  rose  sounding  clatn'.—  Chorut. 

At  home  his  Mary  fondly  waits  her  lover's  glad  return, 

Still  hoping,  longing,  day  by  day,  her  heart's  reward  to  earn. 

She  does  not  know  that  Jack's  warm  hand  will  never  clasp  her  own; 

At  night  in  dreams  she  seems  to  hear  his  voice  in  loving  tunc:— 67<0}-u«. 
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SCHOOL     BELLS, 

-ORt- 

When  Baby  Conies  from  School. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Chas.  K.  Harris. 

The  Words  and  Muido  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pos^paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sones  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  <K1^ 

Park  Row,  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  caah  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  K.  Harris. 


School-bells,  school-bells,  how  they  ring!  calling  babes  to  school; 

Hasten,  now,  my  little  treasure,  jump  up  from  your  stool. 

Toddle  quickly,  do  not  stop,  or  vou  will  be  late; 

Here's  your  book,  your  slate  and  apple,  and  your  little  cake. 

Now,  at  last,  the  house  is  quiet,  and  so  dark  and  drear. 

Baby's  cliildieh  voice  is  silent,  pattering  feet  not  here; 

School-bells,  school-bells,  ho*  they  ring!  sounding  ont  the  rule. 

That  our  home  again  will  brighten,  wlien  our  baby  comes  from  school. 

HarkI  I  hear  their  voices  plain,  they  are  coming  down  the  laue; 

How  like  liells  their  voices  sound,  to  their  mother's  ear; 

Tiny  feet  they  patt'ring  come,  laughing,  singing  as  Ihcy  run; 

Life  is  EUDshine  once  again,  when  uaby  comes  from  school. 

Playthings  scattered  all  about,  muMing  up  the  room. 
Pretty  dolls,  and  broken  dislieo,  and  a  little  broom; 
Bringing  always  to  your  minds,  though  our  darling's  gone. 
That  we  tenderly  still  cherish  playthings  old  and  worn. 
I  must  lay  aside  my  knitting,  bahy'll  soon  be  here; 
How  her  laughing  eyes  will  brighfeii  for  her  mama  dear; 
School-belln,  schooi-lMjlls,  how  they  ringi  sounding  ont  the  rule, 
Ringing  out  their  joyous  welcome,  when  our  baby  comes  from  school. 
Hark!  I  bear  their  voices  plain,  etc. 


CONNEMARA,    FAREWELL. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Hardlog, 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  bo  sent  to  anr  addrem,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  orthlBand  any  two  other  Sonirn  for  One  DdllKi.  by  Ileniy  J   Weliman    13U&  132 

fark  Kow,  New  York.    Fostago  Hlainps  taken  sauie  as  easii  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Acton  E.  Kelly.    Arranged  by  Wm.  Loralne. 

From  ont  of  the  shadows  around  me  now  falling 

1  see  tlic  dear  home  and  now  fur  away; 
I  hear  a  sad  voice,  'tis  the  old  mother  calling, 

H  follows  me  always  wherever  I  stray. 
And  deep  iu  my  heart  do  I  clierish  the  feeling 

Of  love  for  that  land,  oh,  tongue  cannot  tell 
The  strange,  sad  emotion  that  o'er  me  is  stealing, 

Dear  home  of  my  heart,  Connemara,  farewell. 

Pair  land  of  my  dreams,  tho'  'tis  years  since  I  left  thee, 

How  oft  in  my  fancy  I  hear  the  soft  strain. 
The  song  of  my  childhood,  ere  lime  had  l)ereft  me  "•* 


y^ 


Of  all  I  hold  dear  and  turned  joy  to  pain. 

f  thy  f 
Alas,  now  in  mem'ry  I  only  can  dwell 


Oh  I  happy  the  days  when,  am 


sweet  bowers, 


In  rapture  I  wandered  in  youth's  joyous  hours. 
To  leave  thee  forever,  Connemara,  farewell. 

Oh,  Erin,  dear  Erin,  still  dec|>cr  and  deeper 

It  sinks  in  my  heart,  the  fond  love  for  thee; 
'TiB  a  dream  ofthc  past  that  steals  over  the  sleeper. 

And  brings  back  the  loved  ones  from  over  the  sea. 
Dear  land  of  my  birth,  I  cherish  each  token. 

And  ever  remembered  the  green  hill  and  dell: 
I'll  smile  through  my  tears,  tho' my  heart  may  he  broken. 

Bright  vision  of  hope,  Connemara,  farewell. 


—Cupid  needs  only  a  spark  of  hope  when  he  sets  in  to  kindle  , 
love's  fierce  flame." 


•: 
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THE    SWEETEST    MELODY. 

Copyiliiht,  1893,  by  Geo  T.  Worth  &  Co.    (JopyiiKl't,  1833,  by  I".  J.  Howley. 
English  uoiiyright  secui-eu. 


The  Woidx  nnd  Music  of  this  Rnni?  will  be  pent  to  any  adtliers,  post-pniil,  on  receipt  of  40 

oent9;  <ir  tlii!<  and  any  ttvu  otlK-r  Soiikr  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Welinmn,  130&132 

Vkrk  Ilow,  New  Yorlc.    Tostai^e  Stamps  taken  eaine  as  uasti  for  all  uur  guuds. 


By  J.  Aldrieb  Libbey. 


"I'wei-c  valii  to  tell  thee  all  I  fed. 

Or  say  for  thee  I'd  die,  or  eny  for  thee  I'd  die; 
My  woids  to  thee  won  id  fuiii  reveal 

\Vliat  my  soul  would  wish  to  eifrh. 
Ah.  well  u-duy,  the  t>\vcetei?t  nieloily 

Could  never,  never  say  one  half  my  love  for  thee; 
Then  let  me  silently  reveal 

Whut  my  soul  would  wish  to  6i;;h. 

Tlion'dst  often  called  my  voice  a  liird's. 

Whose  muBJc  liken  spell,  whose  music  like  a  spell, 
Could  chnnire  to  riii)ture  e'en  the  words 

Of  our  long  anil  sad  farewell. 
Ah,  well  a-day,  etc. 

Now.  now  from  tlice  I'm  forced  to  sever. 
My  love,  adieu,  adieu:  my  love,  ndieu,  adieu; 

This  constant  In'art  throbs  for  ihee  ever, 
'Twill  to  the  last  beat  prove  true. 

All,  well  a-day,  etc. 


POLICE    PARADE. 

Cupyiight,  ISM,  by  Louis  Berge. . 


The  WordK  and  MusIb  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  tliiR  and  any  two  other  S<.ni;s  f'>r  One  Dollar,  l>y  Henry  J.  Wenman,  I3U&132 

Fark  Kuw,  New  Yoik.    t'ostuge  Stomps  token  some  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Mufic  by  J.  D.  McCaiihy. 


I  have  for  years  been  weariiip  now  this  uniform  of  blue, 
And  i«  it  not  an  honor,  to  a  policeman  brave  and  true? 
We're  ev'ry  place  that  duty  calls,  at  night  as  well  as  day. 
And  when  we're  t)n  parade  each  yeai-,  you  hear  the  people  say: 

Refuain. 
Dicesed  so  neatly,  marchini;  ptatei\ .  our  police  iiiiike  a  crand  display, 
Captivaliiijj.  fasciiiatiiij;,  us  wc  maicli,  jis,  mnrcli  up  Droudwuy. 

Fair  or  stormy  weather,  you  urc  always  sure  to  meet  '  ^     , 

A  memher  of  "  The  Finei»t"  on  some  corner  <«f  his  beat; 

We're  always  found  on  dutv,  all  the  neaMong  of  tlie  year. 

And  ou  the  day  of  our  parade  thissweet  lefruin  jou  hear:— 7?f/';a»/i. 

We  are  always  ceiiHureil  when  we  treat  a  pris'ncr  rough, 

It's  only  w  hen  reHii^tud  by  a  drnnUarl  or  a  tough. 

We  always  act  with  judyment,  and  your  ajiprobaiion  claim; 

It  makes  u  "Copper  "  hai>iiy  when  he  hears  thegiris  esclaimr— 7?«/>m;i. 


HAVE    YOU    SEEN    HER? 

Copyiight,  MDCCCXCIU,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 

The  Words  and  Mukic  of  Diis  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  addrefs,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  •! 

cents;  or  tliisand  ony  twootln-r  S»nK8  f'lrUiie  Dollar,  by  Heni^  J.  Wehnian,  130&UI 

Park  Row,  Now  Voik.    I'ostose  Stamps  takeu  saiue  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  Geo.  C.  Edwards. 


Have  you  soon  her?  She's  the  fairest  little  girl  in  all  the  world; 
She's  H  beauty,  she's  the  rarest,  she's  a  rose  with^lew  impearled. 
There's  a  winning  way  about  lier  that  I  never  saw  liefore; 
Oh,  I  wouldn't  be  without  her,  and  1  love  her  more  and  more. 

Refrain. 
Have  yon  seen  her?  Have  you  seen  her?  She's  the  darling  f^rl  forme; 
She's  the  neatest,  she's  the  sweetest,  and  our  wedding  soon  will  be. 

Ilave  you  seen  her?  You  can  tell  her  by  the  sunshine  in  her  face; 
Not  a  maiden  can  excel  her  in  her  loveliness  and  grace. 
There  are  girls  of  wealth  and  splendor,  but  I'd  rather  have  one  emjle 
From  the  girl  so  good  and  tender  that  I  think  of  all  the  while— i?*/^-*!^!. 

Have  you  seen  her?  She's  the  treasure  of  my  heart  for  evermore. 

And  to  know  her  Is  a  pieasuie;  she's  the  girl  that  I  adore. 

Any  liome  her  smile  would  brighten,  as  the  stars  the  sky  altove; 

She  was  sent  my  heart  to  lighten  with  the  blessing  of  her  love.— if^/rain. 


PLAIN    MARY    SMITH. 

Copy  right,  1893,  by  Frank  Haiding.    Entei-ed  at  Statloaert'  H*ll,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 


HELLO!   CENTRAL,  HELLO! 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Chas  K.  Uairis. 


All  riglitsiescrved. 


Tlie  Words  nnd  Muxic  of  this  Sonp  "ill  lie  ."ent  to  niiy  adilres«,  post-pniii.  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  tw  o  other  Sonus  lor  One  Dollar,  l>y  Henry  J.  Weliman,  130  *  132 

Purk  How,  New  York.    ^o^taKe  ytamps  tuUen  same  as  eaith  fur  all  our  goods. 


W.)nls  and  Mu.^lc  by  Chas.  K.  Harris.    Arranged  by  F.  P.  Atherton. 

One  hright  and  pleasant  evening,  while  sitlini:  all  alone, 
A  me"ai:e  caiue  a-riiiuiii!.' fi'om  o'er  ilii- telephone; 
I  sprang  up  in  i\  hurry  and  answered  back  '•  Hello!" 
Wiien  sofi  and  clear  a  voice  so  dear  came  over  the  telephone: 
I  "  Wliere  were  you  last  night.  Harry,  why  don't  you  keep  your  date? 

You  promised  you  would  meet  nie  down  by  the  old  garden  gate. 
'  I  ihink  you  are  a  iiilhT;"  then  cauie  a  sob  and  a  moan: 
1  "  You'd  belter  get  another  iiirl,"  came  over  tlie  telephone. 
"  Hello!  central,  hello!"    "  Hello!"  back  came  ihe  answer  to  me; 
'  Hello!  central,  hello!"     "  Hello!"   I  wonder  w  ho  she  cm  be. 
'  1  think  you're  mifiakeu,  for  I'm  not  the  nnin,  I've  u  wife  and  a  family," 
I  Tliou.'h  1  wish  I  could  hear  that  sweet  voice  so  dear,  from  over  the  telephone, 
From  over  the  teie|)hone. 

I  stood  there  in  amazement,  knew  not  what  to  say, 
A  voice  like  that  I'd  never  heard,  no,  not  for  many  a  day. 
I  answereil  back.  "  My  fair  one,  mistaken  you  nnii't  he, 
I  never  said  r<l  meet  you,  tliouuh  your  face  I'd  like  to  see." 
1  waited  for  an  answer,  I  had  not  long  to  wail. 
Another  voice  then  shouted,  ••  Are  yon  drinkins!  mnch  of  late? 
Go  sleep  it  off  till  morning,  you'll  feel  beltc-r  when  >ou'ie  at  home; 
You've  drank  enousih  for  iwenty  men.''  came  over  the  tehplnuie. 
*' Hello!  Central,  hello!     "Hi-Uo!"  back  came  the  auf  wer  to  me; 
"  Hello!  central,  hello!"     "Hello!  those  lines  must  Ix- crtissed,  I  sec: 
A  lady  was  talking,  a  short  time  aco,  a  man  says  I'm  full  jiscan  be." 
Then  caiut!  a  reply,  "  Oh.  Harry,  I'll  die,"  from  over  ihe  tcleiihoue. 
From  over  the  telephone. 

At  last  T  flit  quite  worried.  I  knew  not  what  to  do. 
My  heart  heat  for  that  maiden,  who  felt  so  sad  and  blue: 
To  ihe  'phone  auain  I  answered,  I  shouted  out  "  Heilo!" 
When  some  one  cried— I  tluuight  I'd  die— "Will  you  |iay  that  bill  yon  owe?" 
'*  Why  don't  you  speak  to  meauain,  your  voice  I  love  to  hear?" 
When  some  one  eisetlien  shouted,  "All  right,  sir.  send  down  some  bcerl" 
"  ril  meet  you  on  the  corner,  to  lie  sure  I'll  be  all  alone." 
"  Oh!  Harry,  my  dear,  you're  acting  so  queer,"  came  over  the  telephone. 
"Hello!  central,  hello!'"'     "Hello!"  back  came  the  answer  to  me: 
**  Hellol  central,  hello!"    "  Hellol  who's  the  Indy  that  s  talking  to  me?" 
I  rang  ami  I  ehouie<l,  but  no  one  replied:  how  ofien  I  rob  aii}  1  moan, 
Wben  I  think  of  that  voice  that  made  me  rejoice,  from  over  the  telepbone. 
From  over  the  telephone. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  oTM 

cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  SuUKS  for  One  Dollar,  by  HeuryJ.  Wehniall,130&ia 

Fark  itow.  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  T.  Francis. 

As  sweet  as  the  scent  of  the  new  mown  hay, 

Bright  as  the  sunshine  of  fair  summer's  day, 
'    An  angel  of  goodness,  no  fairy  or  myth. 

Her  name  will  surprise  you, 'tis  plain  Mary  Smith.  * 

We've  piayed  together  in  day?"  gone  by. 

We've  quiireleil  a  little,  sweet  Maiy  and  I; 

We've  played  keeping  liouse,  had  six  cniirees  of  pis, 

A  cooK-stoveand  dishes,  and  a  doll  that  would  cry. 
'    Q'hinirs  went  on  quite  smoothly,  and  all  was  serene. 

Until  Tommy  Owen  appeared  on  the  scene; 

He  made  love  to  Mary,  she  flirted,  the  pair 

FilicU  my  Childish  lieart  with  the  deepest  despair. 

Chorus. 
Listen  to  me  Mary,  please  don't  be  contrary. 

If  you'll  be  my  wife  I'll  love  you  tlirou<:h  life,  I  will,  my  Mary  Smith; 
Listen  to  me,  Mary,  please  don't  be  contrary, 
1  love  you,  1  do,  honest  and  true,  you'll  be  my  own,  my  sweet  Mary. 

The  dinhcs  are  broken,  the  dollie  is  lost, 
.:    'J'he  stove  for  old  iron  was  sold  l>elow  cost: 
,    ■       And  Mary  lius  grown,  oh!  so  stalely  and  tall, 
,  I've  asked  her,  and  we're  to  be  married  next  fall. 

I've  a  near  little  cottage,  'tis  all  |minle<l  white. 
With  pretty  green  blinds,  a  beautiful  sight; 
'    Tiiere's  a  pallor,  and  piano,  and  pantry  as  well. 
And  a  cute  little  maid  loriug  our  dniner-bell. 
J  ;   Tom  Owen  and  I  are  the  very  beet  friends. 

For  the  sorrow  he  canned  me  he  has  made  amends; 
lie  hopes  we  may  have  six  girls  and  six  lioys, 
,  ■     And  says  we  must  let  him  buy  them  all  their  toys. — Choru$, 


Parody  on: 

I'M    THE    MAN    THAT    T^TROTE 
TA-RA-RA-BOOM-DE-AY. 

Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sonsr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellen^ 

Tiick  liiKiks,  Keeitatioii  Books.    Teniiy  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,   Sketch 

Books,  Stuiiip  Siieeehes,  Irish  Soflg  liuuk.i,  Cook  B'Hiks.  Books  of  Amuae- 

ment.  etc..  to  Henry  J.  Wehinan.  130  &  132  I*urk  llow.  New  York. 

New  songs  arc  all  the  rage,  the  people  eay. 

Parodies  arc  the  sensation  of  the  day. 

There  is  another  one  in  tune,  and  you  w  ill  hear  It  pretty  soon: 

I'm  the  man  that  cut  the  whiskers  off  the  moon. 

Chorus. 
'     I'm  the  man  that  cut  the  whiskers  off  the  moon. 
And  they  won't  grow  out  again  until  next  June. 
1  used  to  live  in  jail,  but  they  let  me  out  on  bail. 
When  they  found  I  cut  the  whiskers  off  the  moon. 

This  is  one  of  the  creatcst  songs  of  the  day; 
it's  whistled  and  it's  sung  by  every  coon; 
Carnegie  cut  down  the  i»ay,   but  he  never  saw  the  day 
When  he  conid  cut  the  whiskers  off  the  moon. 

CnoRus. 
I'm  the  man  that  cut  thn  whiskers  off  the  moon. 
And  they  won't  grow  out  auain  until  next  June. 
1  went  up  in  a  balloon  with  a  razor  and  a  coon, 
The  day  I  cut  the  whiskers  off  the  moon. 

While  walking  down  the  street  the  other  day, 

A  minstrel  band  was  playing  by  tie  way: 

It  was  just  at  noon  wlien  the  band  struck  np  this  tune: 

I'm  the  man  that  cnt  the  w  hiskers  off  the  luoon. 

Chorus 
-  I'm  the  man  that  cnt  the  whiskers  off  the  moon, 
■     ••    And  they  won't  grow  out  airaiii  until  next  June. 

The  bar)>er8  wanteil  to  fis:ht,  and  they  all  went  on  a  Strike, 
When  they  foand  I  cut  the  whiskers  off  the  moon. 
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A  Dear  Little  Face  at  the  Window. 


CopyriKht,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey. 


The  Word!<  nnd  Mntdc  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  ortliisand  any  two  otht- r  SuiiKS  fur  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehtnan,  ISOiklSS 

Pikrk  Uuw,  Mew  York,    foitage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  Kooda. 


DON'T    FORG-ET    ME,    MARY. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCIII,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Charles  L.  Miller. 


'Tie  a 

j  More 


When  homeward  I  stray,  at  the  close  of  the  day, 

8©  wearied  with  labor  and  cure. 
My  heart  soon  p;rows  light  with  the  visions  so  bright, 

or  the  face  that  is  waiting  me  there. 
As  she  stands  in  the  window,  with  mother  close  by, 

Who  softly  strokes  each  little  curl; 
And  soon  as  she  seos  me,  so  gladly  she'll  cry, 

M|y  own  little,  dear  baby  girl. 

Chorcs. 
dear  little!  face  at  the  window,  with  a  smile  and  a  heart  full  of  glee; 
precious  than  pearl  is  uiy  dear  baby  girl,  who  waits  at  the  window  for  me. 

Dow  often  I've  thought  of  the  joy  she  has  brought 

To  home  and  to  mother  and  me; 
Of  one  tearful  day,  when  in  sickness  she  lay, 

And  we  missed  her  sweet  laughter  so  free. 
But  tlie  kind  angels  left  her  to  our  care  and  love, 

Th  brighten  our  home  here  below; 
And  naught  here  on  earth,  or  in  heaven  above. 

Can  equal  our  treasure,  I  know.—  Vhorui. 


) 


Parody  on; 


)  Just  Because  She  Didn't  'Knovf^tYiQ  Way 


By  T.  H.  looker. 

Send  for  Free  OnJtalotrne  of  Sonfr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TeHers, 
Trick  Ui>uk!<,  hecitation  Books,   Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Si)«erhe!i,  Irish  Sonir  Books,  Conk  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehmaii,  130  &  132  Pork  How.  New  York. 


^ 


While  strolling  ont  one  evening, 

A  little  country  cirl  I  clianceid  to  meet; 
She  f<eemed  to  be  bewildered, 

And  etoppod  me  on  the  street. 
Said  she,  "  Kind  sir,  I've  lost  my  way, 

And  d<m"t  know  what  to  do; 
If  you'll  direct  me  to  the  Plaza  Hotel 

I'll  be  much  obliged  to  you." 

CUORUS. 

.TuBt  because  she  didn't  know  the  way, 

1  tscoried  lier  to  the  hotel  like  a  simple  jay; 

I  never  saw  the  maid  again,  nor  my  gold  watch  and  chain. 

To  bunco  a  "  guy  "  jou  l>et  she  kuew  the  way. 

The  basp-hall  pcnson  now  is  over. 

New  York  hud  iti»  favorite  nine; 
They  won  many  exhibition  games, 

'I'he  way  they  )>liiyed  wns  (^omelhlng  fine. 
Every  bace  ball  cmuk  in  the  city. 

And  the  neivspajjcrs  likewise,  did  brag 
"  Tliat  the  giants  would  hustle  this  eeusoo. 

And  certainly  capture  the  flag." 

Chorus. 

Jnst  because  they  really  knew  the  way. 
But  not  a  person  in  New  York  thinks  so  to-day: 
Every  time  they  lost  a  game  the  umpire  was  to  blame. 
So  the  (lennaut  went  to  Boston  far  away. 

Thore  is  to  be  a  great  prize  figlit, 

Bc-twet-ii  Mitchell  and  our  champion  Corbett, 
Wiien  foxy  Charley  gets  through  talking, 

But  he  isn't  (piile  through  yet. 
Now  1  j)ropose  to  give  you  a  tip. 

And  think  you'll  admit  I  am  right: 
At  making  bluffs  Mitchell's  a  darling, 

He'd  sooner  do  that  than  to  figlit. 

Chorcs. 

Jnot  because  he  really  knows  the  way. 

To  bear  him  lell  it,  he's  the  greatest  pugilist  to-day; 

But  he'll  he  way  out  of  sIrIiI  if  with  Corbett  he  must  fight, 

i'or  back  liomu  again  hell  go  without  delay. 

The  Earl  of  Dunravtn  came  over 

In  the  r«/A:y' »«  a  short  time  ago; 
He  thouijhi  he'd  win  the  ^mcftea'*  cup. 

And  take  it  back  'ome,  don'cher  know. 
But  now  the  great  races  are  over. 

And  his  loiurihip  is  feeling  unite  blue; 
He  can't  understand  why  the  Vigilant  won,        '  • 

8o  tlie  tecret  I'll  now  tell  to  you; 

Chorub. 

'Twns  because  the  Yankees  knew  the  way 
Of  conHtruciing  a  yacht  for  racing  purposes,  I  say; 
III  fact,  to  biiihl  a  boat  tliat  will  nail  as  well  as  float. 
Somehow  they  always  seem  to  know  the  way. 


I 


— "  Slic  claims  to  be  economical,  but  her  economy  is  ruining 
bcr  hii.sband."  "  In  what  way?"  "  Why,  the  moment  sbe  finds 
soinetbiug  advertised  cheap  she  goes  straight  out  and  buys  it." 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Boner  ^tU  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  (0 

cents;  or  this  and  anv  two  other  Somks  for  one  Dollar,  by  Heury  J.  Wehman,  130  <t  13S 

Park  Row,  New  Vork.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  casii  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


They  kimed  and  parted  at  the  gate,  a  lass  and  loving  swain; 

He  was  to  sail  the  sea  away,  they  might  not  meet  again. 

The  love  that  bloomed  in  Marv's  heart  shone  through  her  radiant  eye. 

She  heard  her  lover's  tender  plea  while  whispering  sad  "good-byel " 

Chorus. 
Don't  forget  me,  Mary,  while  I  sail  the  sea; 
Don't  forget  me,  Mary,  wherever  I  may  be. 
Keep  your  heart  in  gladness,  tender,  warm  and  true;      -"     ' 
Don't  forget  me,  Mary,  I'll  think  of  none  but  you. 

The  8)iip  went  sailing  far  away,  through  wild  and  angry  wave; 

With  L'allant  heart  the  sailor  lad  saw  near  a  sailor's  grave. 

A  darkMome  night,  no  land  in  sight— for  deatli  he  hud  no  fear. 

And  as  he  sank  beneath  the  foam  his  voice  rose  sounding  clear:— CAoru*. 

At  home  his  Mary  fondly  waits  her  lover's  glad  return, 

Btlll  hoping,  longing,  day  by  day,  her  heart's  reward  to  earn. 

Bhe  does  not  know  that  Jack's  warm  hand  will  never  clasp  her  own; 

At  night  in  dreams  she  seems  to  hear  his  voice  iu  loving  ioUQ'.—  Vhoi'ut. 
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SCHOOL     BELLS, 

-  OK  I  - 

When  Baby  Comes  from  School. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Chas.  K.  Harris. 

The  Words  and  Huslo  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

C«ats;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonss  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  it  138 

Vmtit  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stomps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  l>y  Chas.  K.  Harris. 


School-bells,  school-bells,  how  they  ring!  calling  babes  to  ecbool; 
Hasten,  now,  my  little  treasure,  jump  up  from  your  stool. 
Toddle  quickly,  do  not  stop,  or  vou  will  be  late; 
Here's  your  book,  your  slate  and  apple,  and  your  little  cake.        ■  ■ 
Now,  at  last,  the  liouse  is  quiet,  and  so  dark  and  drear. 
Baby's  childish  voice  is  silent,  pattering  feet  not  here; 
School-bells,  school-bells,  UoW  they  ringi  sounding  ont  the  mle. 
That  our  home  again  will  brighten,  when  our  baby  comes  from  school. 
Harkl  I  hear  their  voices  plain,  they  are  coming  down  the  laue; 
How  like  bells  their  voices  sound,  to  their  mother's  ear; 
Tiny  feet  they  patt'ring  come,  laughing,  singing  as  Ihcy  run; 
Life  is  EUDshiue  ouce  agaiu,  when  uaby  comes  from  school. 

Playthings  scattered  all  about,  mufsing  up  the  room. 
Pretty  dolls,  and  broken  dishen,  and  a  little  broom; 
Bringing  always  to  your  minds,  though  our  darling's  gone. 
That  we  tenderly  still  cherish  playtliiugs  old  and  worn. 
I  must  lay  aside  my  knittiiiK,  babv'll  soon  be  here; 
How  her  laughing  eyes  will  briglifen  for  her  mama  dear; 
School-bellf,  school-l>ells,  how  they  ringI  sounding  ont  the  rule. 
Ringing  out  their  joyous  welcome,  when  our  baby  comes  from  school. 
Harkl  I  bear  their  voices  plain,  etc. 


CONNEMARA,    FAREWELL. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Harding, 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  anv  address,  post-paid,  on  recoint  nf  40 
cents;  orthinanil  any  two  other  SunirR  for  One  Dollar,  bv  Ili-iiiy  J.  Wehman   130*  138 
Park  How,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  mkcu  same  as  cash  for  all  ou 


I  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Acton  E.  Kelly.    Arranged  by  Wm.  Loraine. 

From  ont  of  the  shadows  around  me  now  falling 

I  see  the  dear  home  and  now  fur  away; 
I  hear  a  sad  voice, 'tis  tlic  old  mother  calling, 

it  follows  me  always  wherever  I  stray. 
And  deep  iu  my  heart  do  1  clierish  the  feeling 

Of  love  for  that  land,  oh,  tongue  cannot  tell 
The  strange,  sad  emotion  that  o'er  me  is  stealing. 

Dear  home  of  my  heart,  Connemara,  farewell. 

Fair  land  of  my  dreams,  tho'  'tis  years  since  I  left  thee, 

How  oft  in  my  fancy  I  hear  the  sort  strain. 
The  song  of  my  cliildhood,  ere  lime  liad  bereft  me  --^ 

Of  all  I  hold  dear  and  turned  joy  to  puiii. 
Oht  happy  the  days  when,  amni  thy  sweet  bowers, 

Alas,  now  in  mem'ry  I  only  can  dwell; 
In  rapture  I  wandered  in  youth's  joyous  liours. 

To  leave  thee  forever,  Connemara,  farewell. 

Oh,  Erin,  dear  Erin,  still  deej^er  and  deeper      ■■-■ 

It  sinks  ill  my  heart,  the  fond  love  for  thee; 
'Tis  a  dream  of  the  past  that  steals  over  the  sleeper. 

And  brings  back  the  loved  ones  from  over  the  sea. 
Dear  land  of  my  birth,  I  cherish  each  token. 

And  ever  remembered  the  green  hill  and  dell; 
I'll  smile  tlirougli  my  tears,  tho' my  heart  may  be  broken, 

Bright  vision  of  hope,  Connemara,  farewell. 


-^•■^ 


— Cupid  needs  only  a  spark  of  hope  when  he  sets  in  to  kindle 
"  love's  fierce  flame." 
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THE    SWEETEST    MELODY. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Geo  T.  Worth  &  Co.    Copyrinlit,  1893,  by  1".  J.  Howley. 
Kiiglish  c»i>yrik'lit  Meeiit'ea. 

The  WoicIk  nnd  Music  of  (his  Rdiir  will  be  sent  to  any  adilrer?,  post-paid,  on  ii-ceipt  of  40 

cents;  or  tlilH  and  any  two  othi-r  S<>ni;a  for  One  Dollar,  by  Ht-nry  J.  Well  man,  I3l)&132 

Pltrk  Kuw,  New  Voric.    Tostage  Stamps  taken  ssanie  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


By  J.  Aldrii-h  Libbey. 


'Tweic  vnlii  to  tell  tluc  all  I  feel. 

Or  say  for  thee  I'd  die,  or  Bay  for  thee  I'd  die; 
My  woids  to  thte  would  fuiii  reveal 

What  my  soul  would  wish  to  8i>rh. 
Ah,  well  u-<lay,  the  pwcetcft  melody 

CouUl  never,  never  say  oiie  half  my  love  for  thee; 
TliiMi  let  me  silently  reveal 

What  my  8oul  would  wish  to  8i<;h. 

Thon'det  often  called  my  voice  a  bird's. 
Whose  mu^ic  likca  spell,  whose  musiclike  a  spell, 

Could  chaiiu'e  to  rapture  e'en  tlic  words 
Of  our  long  and  sad  farewell. 

Ah,  well  a-day,  etc.  ;: 

Now.  now  from  thee  I'm  forced  to  sever, 
My  love,  adieu,  adieu:  my  love,  iidieu,  adiea; 

This  constant  heart  throbs  for  thee  ever, 
'I'will  to  the  last  beat  prove  true. 

Ah,  well  u-day,  etc. 


POLIO  E    PA  R  A  D  E . 

-  Cupyilght,  1893,  by  L'lUis  Berge. 

The  Words  and  Musia  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  ur  tbio  nnd  any  two  otiier  S'.iiks  f"r  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  13U&132 

Pork  Uuw,  Nuw  Yoi  k.    Tostage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (ur  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Mnxic  by  J.  D.  McCarthy. 


I  linve  for  years  been  wearing  now  this  uniform  of  blue, 
And  ir"  it  not  an  lionor,  to  a  policeman  brave  ami  true? 
We're  cv'ry  place  that  duty  calls,  at  night  us  well  as  day, 
And  when  we're  t)ii  parade  eiicli  year,  jou  bear  the  peo|)le  say: 

Refiiain. 
Dicesod  so  neatly,  marching  statei\ ,  our  jiolice  mnkc  a  crand  display. 
Captivating,  fascinating,  us  we  iiiaich,  yis,  march  up  Droadway. 


Fair  or  stormy  weaiber,  you  are  always  sure  to  meet 
A  member  of  "  The  Finest"  on  some  corner  of  bis  beat; 
We're  always  found  on  dutv,  all  the  seasons  of  the  ve.-ir. 
And  uu  the  day  of  our  parade  thissweeC  refrain  \ou  hear: 


HAVE    YOU    SEEN    HER? 

Copyiight,  MDCCCXCIU,  by  Henry  J.  Webmwi. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  (liis  Sonti  w  ill  be  sent  to  any  addrecs,  post-paid,  on  rsceipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  S»nKS  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  ft  tH 

fork  Uuw,  New  Voik.    TuEtoge  Stamps  token  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  by  Georgo  Cooper.    Music  by  Geo.  C.  Edwards.  '    •. 

Have  you  seen  her?  She's  the  fairest  little  girl  in  all  the  world; 
She's  H  beauty,  she's  the  rarest,  she's  a  rose  with  Mew  impearled. 
'I'here's  a  wiiming  way  about  her  that  I  never  saw  liefore; 
Oh,  1  wouldn't  be  without  her,  and  I  lovo  ber  more  and  more. 

Refrain. 
Have  yon  seen  ber?  Have  you  seen  lier?  She's  the  darling  f^irl  forme; 
She's  the  neatest,  she's  the  sweetest,  and  our  wedding  soon  will  be. 

ITave  you  seen  her?  You  can  tell  licr  by  the  sunsliine  in  her  face; 
Not  a  maiden  can  excel  her  in  her  loveliness  and  grace. 
There  are  girls  of  wealth  and  splendor,  but  I'd  rather  have  one  smile 
From  tlie  girl  so  good  and  tender  that  I  think  of  all  the  while.— .ff«/rai«. 

Ilave  you  seen  her?  She's  the  treasure  of  my  heart  for  evermore. 

And  to  know  her  is  a  pleasure;  she's  the  girl  that  I  adore. 

Any  home  ber  smile  would  brighten,  as  the  stars  the  sky  above; 

Shu  was  sent  my  heart  to  lighten  with  tlie  blestiiug  of  ber  loxe.—Bifrain. 


PLAIN    MARY    SMITH. 

CupyriKUt,  1893,  by  Frank  Hardini;.    Entered  at  Stationera'  Hall.  London. 
All  rights  i^aerved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  addrt-iw,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontts  fi-r  One  Dollar,  by  Heury  J.  Wehnuut,  ISO&Ut 

Park  Uow,  New  York.    Tustage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  T.  Fituicls. 


-liefrain. 


We  are  always  ceiisin-ed  when  we  treat  n  i)ris'ner  rough. 

It's  only  when  resisttKl  by  a  drunl»aril  or  u  tough. 

We  always  act  with  jiidgnieiit,  and  your  approbalion  claim; 

It  makes  a  "cojipur  "  hap|)y  when  lie  hears  llie girls  exclaim:— i?«/>'aiM. 


HELLO!   CENTRAL,  HELLO! 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Chas  K.  Harris. 
All  riirlifs  reserved. 


Tlie  Words  unci  Music  nf  this  Sonp:  will  be  sent  to  niiy  address,  post-paM.  on  receipt  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  tnu  other  S'>n>rs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Weliinan,  13()  &  132 

Turk  lloiv,  New  York.    ^u^taK''  stamps  tuUen  same  u.s  eaKh  fur  all  our  guods. 


Words  and  Mu.sic  by  Cbas.  K.  Harris.    Arranged  by  F.  P.  Atherton. 

One  bright  and  plea-nnt  evi'ning,  while  sitlini;  all  alone,  _ 

A  niesage  came  a-rin-_'ing  from  o'er  iln-  teleplione; 
I  spriinu  lip  in  a  hurry  and  answered  back  "  Hello!" 
Wiifu  soft  and  clear  a  voiec  8o  dear  came  over  the  telephone: 
"  Where  were  you  last  night,  Harry,  why  don't  yon  keep  yinir  date? 
You  promised  you  would  meet  me  down  by  the  tild  garden  gate. 
1  think  you  are  a  iriller;"  then  came  a  sob  and  a  moan: 
"  You'd  better  get  another  L'irl,"  came  over  the  telephone. 
"  Hello!  central,  hello!"    "  Hello!"  back  came  ibf  answer  to  me; 
"  Ilello!  central,  hello!"     "  ilello!"  I  wondi-r  who  she  can  be. 
'■  I  think  you're  mistaken,  for  I'm  not  the  man,  I've  a  wife  and  a  family," 
Tlion.;b  1  wish  I  could  bear  that  sweet  voice  so  dear,  from  over  the  telephone, 
From  over  the  telephone. 

I  stood  there  In  ain.tzeiiient,  knew  not  what  to  say, 
A  voice  like  iliat  I'd  never  beard,  no,  not  for  many  a  day. 
I  answered  back,  "My  fair  one,  iiilstiiken  you  must  lie, 
I  never  said  I'd  meet  you,  though  yttnr  face  Td  like  to  see." 
1  waiteil  for  an  answer,  I  bad  not  long  to  wait. 
Another  voice  then  shouted,  '-Are  you  diiiiUin<;  much  of  late? 
Go  sleep  it  oflf  till  morning,  you'll  feel  bettor  when  >ou'ie  at  home; 
You've  drank  enoiisih  for  iwenty  men.''  came  over  the  tebphone. 
Hello!  Central,  hello!     "Ilt'llo!"  back  came  the  answer  to  me; 
"  Ilello!  central,  hello!"     "Hello!  those  lines  must  be  crossed,  I  see: 
A  lady  was  talking,  a  short  time  ago,  a  m.-in  says  I'm  full  as  ran  be." 
Then  came  a  reply,  "  Oh,  Harry,  I'll  die,"  from  over  the  teleiiboue. 
From  over  the  telephone. 

At  last  I  felt  quite  worried.  \  knew  not  what  to  do. 
My  heart  beat  for  that  maiden,  who  felt  so  sad  ami  bliip; 
To  the  'phone  again  I  answered,  I  shouted  out  "  Hello!" 
When  some  one  cried— I  thought  I'd  die—"  Will  yon  pay  that  bill  you  owe?" 
"Why  don't  you  speak  to  mc  attain,  your  voice  I  love  to  hear?" 
When  some  one  eise  then  shouted,  "  All  right,  sir,  send  down  some  beerl" 
*'  I'll  meet  you  on  the  corner,  lo  be  sure  I'll  be  all  alone." 
"Obi  Harry,  my  dear,  you're  acting  so  queer."  came  over  the  telephone. 
"Hello!  central,  lielio!"    "HpIIo!"  haclc  came  the  answer  to  me: 
"  Hellol  central,  hello!"     "  Hellol  who's  the  lady  that  s  talking  to  me?" 
I  rang  and  I  ebouled.  but  no  one  replied;  how  often  I  sob  atil  1  moan. 
When  I  think  of  that  voice  that  made  me  rejoice,  from  over  the  telephone. 
From  over  the  telephone. 


As  sweet  ns  the  scent  of  the  new  mown  hay, 
"'._■  Bright  as  the  sunshine  of  fair  siiiumer's  day. 

An  angel  of  goodness,  no  fairy  or  myth, 
•      .  Her  name  will  surprise  you, 'tis  plain  Mary  Smith. 

We've  played  together  in  days  gone  liy. 

We've  quarelcii  a  little,  sweet  Mary  and  I;  '      , 

.  -  'We've  played  keeping  house,  had  six  courses  of  pie, 

A  cook-stove  and  dishes,  and  a  doll  that  would  cry. 

Tliintrs  went  on  quite  smooihly,  and  all  was  serene. 

Until  Tommy  Owen  appealed  on  the  eceiie; 

He  made  love  to  Mary,  she  flirted,  the  pair 

Filled  my  childish  lieart  with  the  deejieet  despair. 

Chorus. 

Listen  to  me  Mary,  please  don't  be  contrary. 

If  you'll  be  my  wife  I'll  love  you  through  life,  I  will,  my  Mary  Smith; 

Listen  to  me,  Mary,  please  don't  be  contrary, 

1  love  you,  1  do,  honest  and  true,  you'll  be  my  own,  my  sweet  Mary. 

The  dishes  are  broken,  the  dollie  is  lost, 
,  ,     'J'be  stc)ve  for  old  iron  was  sold  below  cost: 
-.      '  And  Mary  has  grown,  oil!  so  stately  and  tall, 

I've  asked  her,  and  we're  to  be  married  next  fall. 
I've  a  neat  little  cottage,  'tis  all  painted  white. 
With  pretty  preen  blinds,  a  beautiful  sight; 
•  •.    Tlieie's  a  pailor,  and  piano,  and  pantry  as  well. 
And  a  cute  little  maid  to  ring  our  dinner-bell. 
Tom  Owen  and  I  are  the  very  beet  friends. 
For  the  sorrow  be  caused  me  he  has  made  amends; 
lie  hopes  we  may  have  six  girls  and  six  boys, 
■'    And  Bays  we  must  let  bim  buy  them  all  their  toys.— CAofTW. 


Parody  on : 

FM    THE    MAN    THAT    WROTE 
TA-RA-RA-BOOM-DE-AY. 

Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sone  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Iloolts,  Fortnne  Tellen, 
Trick  IkKiks,  Keeit.-ition  liooks.   Tenny  BuUuds,  Call  B'Kiks,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books.  Stump  .S|>eeehes.  Irish  KuilK  Book.s,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc..  to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  <t  132  I'urk  Uuw.  New  York. 


New  songs  are  all  the  rage,  the  people  eay. 

Parodies  arc  the  sensation  of  the  day. 

There  is  another  one  in  tune,  and  you  will  hear  11  pretty  aoon: 

I'm  itie  man  that  cut  the  whiekersoff  the  moon. 

CHORtlS. 

I'm  the  man  that  cut  the  whiskers  off  tlie  moon. 
And  they  won't  grow  out  again  until  next  June. 
1  used  to  live  in  jail,  but  they  let  me  out  on  bail, 
Wlien  they  found  I  cut  the  whiskers  off  the  mooL. 

This  is  one  of  the  creatcst  songs  of  the  day; 

It's  whistled  and  it's  sung  by  every  coon; 

Carneeie  cut  down  the  pay,  but  be  never  saw  the  day 

When  he  could  cut  the  whiskers  off  the  moon. 

Chorus. 
I'm  the  man  th.at  cut  tb<»  whiskers  off  the  moon. 
And  they  won't  grow  out  auain  until  next  June. 
1  went  up  in  a  balloon  with  a  razor  and  a  coon, 

■    The  day  I  cut  the  whiskers  off  the  moon. 

While  walking  down  the  street  the  other  day, 

A  iriinstrel  band  was  playing  by  the  way: 

It  was  just  at  noon  wlien  the  band  struck  np  this  tOOC: 

I'm  the  man  that  cut  the  whiskers  off  the  moon. 

CHonrs 
I'm  the  man  that  cut  the  whiskers  off  the  moon, 

1.  And  tliey  won't  grow  out  aL'aiii  until  next  June. 

.The  barbers  wanted  to  fls:ht,  and  they  all  went  on  a  strike, 
'\\'ben  they  found  I  cut  the  whiskers  oC  the  moon. 


;  vvi..„,  -ct.i.»cjn  -.i./ 
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FALLEN    BY    THE    WAYSIDE. 


Coprrlgbt,  1892,  by  Chaa.  K.  HarrlB. 


All  rlffhta  reaerred. 


The  Words  and  MiibIc  t>f  tliia  Sontr  will  b«  sent  to  any  addre**,  po»t-p«ld,  on  fe<?eJtit  of  »0 

ceiitx  :  or  this  and  auvtwo  other  Sonars  for  One  Dollar,  by  Ileiiiy  J.  Wehnian,  130A  IXi 

Pki'k  Kow,  New  Voi'k.    I'uatuKe  Stomps  takeu  sanie  as  carh  fur  all  our  gouds. 


WunlB  and  Mutic  by  Chas.  K.  Harris.    Arranged  by  Frank  Hayr. 


A  baiideonie,  noble  looking  man  came  walking  down  the  street, 

Beeidu  him  strollid  a  little  girl  bo  l)eautiful  uud  sweet, 

Uncouscious  of  the  niauy  eyes  thnt  loviiikily  wer«t  cast 

On  Die  huudsoiiie  father  and  bis  liai>py  child. 

From  o'er  the  way  there  came  a  lady 

With  biirniui;  tears  that  eeemvd  to  t>liDd  her  eyes 

As  on  the  cliild  she  gazed; 
"Oh,  look,  papa,  there  comes  mamma,'* 
Cried  the  little  innocent, 

But  the  father  quickly  drew  bis  babe  away. 

Refrain. 
She  hf.8  fallen  by  the  wayside,  elie  has  gone  beyond  recall: 
TliereV  no  hand  oiiisi retched  to  save  her,  not  a  friend  that  she  can  call; 
Ev'ry  door  is  closed  ai;ainst  her,  not  a  soul  for  her  will  mourn; 
She  Las  fallen  by  the  wayside,  she  has  gone  beyond  recall. 

Down  the  street  (here  goes  a  maiden,  dressed  with  jewels  bright  and  rare, 
But  the  eyes  that  sihone  so  brightly  how  ihey  tell  of  woe  and  care; 
Stops  a  one  time  friend  and  wliispers  lo  ber  comrade  passing  by, 
"Look,  there's  Josie,"  then  they  turn  away  and  sigh. 
"  'Tis  but  a  year  since  she  was  with  us, 
A  merry  maiden,  oh,  so  happy. 

And  with  true  friends  liy  tlie  score; 
But  she  left  them  for  another  life, 
Her  mother's  prayers  were  vain. 

In  oui  liearts  she's  dead  to  us  for  evermore— ^^rain. 

In  a  quiet  little  cottane,  standing  back  among  the  trees, 

Orowiiiir  ivy  twining  'round  the  porch,  the  pathways  Blrewn  with  leaves. 

Within  the  cosy  parlor,  gathered  'round  the  fireside. 

Can  be  seen  the  saddened  family  at  home. 

Pressed  close  against  the  cottasje  window, 

A  tear-stained  fiice  is  looking  straight  witbia 

Upon  the  loved  ones  all: 
"Take  me  home."  the  poor  child  murmurs, 
It  comes  from  a  breaking  heart. 

But  their  Joeie  ebe  bad  gone  beyond  recall.— A^/Vain. 


I'm  a  Little  Too  Young  to  Know. 

Copyilgbt,  USS,  by  Francis,  Day  A  Hunter.    EngUsh  copyright  Mcured. 
■      All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  Charles  Reeve.    Husio  by  F.  W.  Venton. 

■  I'm  always  being  snubbed,  I  am,  if  I  shonld  dare  to  speak; 
The  simplest  question  I  may  ask  is  put  off  for  a  week. 
I  only  said  to  mother  once,  "Please  may  I  have  a  beauf  " 
Said  sbc,  "My  pet,  oh  no,  not  yet,  'cause  you're  too  young  to  know.'* 


Refrain. 


I'm  a  little  too  young  to  know,  you  know,  a  little  too  young  to  know 
Some  day  I'll  be  bolder,  when  I'm  a  bit  older,  but  now  I'm  too  youni 


( 
young  to  know.  ( 


I've  got  a  little  brother,  and  he's  only  three  weeks  old; 

He's  always  wrappt-d  in  flannels',  too,  to  keep  bim  from  the  cold. 

My  dadda  said  he  boucht  him  cheap,  but  he  did  scold  me,  though: 

He  wouldn't  tell  me  wuat  it  cost,  'cause  I'm  too  young  to  know.— lif/rain. 

And  once  I  asked  my  Ma  about  some  ladies  nicely  dressed. 
They  call  them  fairies,  I've  been  told,  I've  seen  them  in  tlie  West; 
The  fairies,  in  the  books  I've  read,  had  wings  that  they  could  show. 
And  after  dark  were  never  seen,  but— I'm  too  young  to  know.— j?{/°;ain. 

My  brother's  got  a  sweetheart,  so  I  thought  I'd  have  a  lark: 

One  night  they  were  love-making,  when  I  put  them  in  the  dark. 

But  why  they  seemed  so  pleased  at  it,  and  didn't  scold,  oh  not 

And  g&ve  me,  too,  a  shiliiug  each,  why— I'm  too  young  to  kaow.—Ji^fnUn. 


IS   LIFE    WORTH   LIVING? 
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A  DUCK   CAN'T_SIT   ON   A   LIMB. 
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Words  and  Music  by  F.  J.  Tiemey.    As  sung  by  Press  Eldridge. 

A  tramp  stole  an  egg,  he  was  too  strong  to  beg, 

And  he  swallowed  it  as  he  was  snatched; 
If  he  ran  and  fell  he'd  be  cut  by  the  shell, 

If  he  didn't  the  egg  would  batch. 

Refuain. 
For  a  dnck  can't  sit  on  a  limb,  as  she  has  no  thumbs  on  her  feet; 
And  a  hen  with  fish  in  the  sea  cau't  swim,  for  she  hasn't  a  water-proof  seat. 

Said  the  mother  to  her  boy.  Iter  pride  and  her  joy, 

"You  must  c'imb  life's  ladder  round  by  round." 
When  he  got  to  the  top,  of  course,  he  had  to  stop. 

And  they  made  him  wash  the  windows  aud  get  doviu.—E^rain. 

A  long-whiskered  jay  called  a  waiter  with  his  tray. 

Ana  ordered  milk  toast  a  la  mode; 
But  the  waiter,  as  he  flew,  yelled  "A  graveyard  stew," 

And  that  very  same  day  it  snowed.— ^#/rain. 

A  butcher,  quite  rash,  in  haste  to  get  the  cash, 

Let  slip  and  cut  his  hand  in  half; 
But,  strauge  thing  to  tell,  he's  doing  very  well 

Writing  shorthand,  and  giving  us  tlic  laugh.— i7«/;-ain. 

A  farmer  to  town  with  hi?  !>on  did  come, 

A  liiwyer  for  to  make  with  i)ig  pay. 
But  the  boy  blacked  boots  with  a  lot  of  other  galoots. 

And  while  the  sou  shines  the  faruier  makes  nay,— 7?f/';'ain. 

At  Coney  Island  Smith  met  Jones, 

In  water  five  feet  above  the  ground; 
Says  Smith.  "  What  a  treat!  How-d'ye-do?  Have  a  seat." 

And  he  did,  aiid  like  a  jackass  he  was  drowned.— /?^rain. 

A  one-eyed  man  in  a  little  game  of  draw 

Tried  to  steal  some  checks  from  the  pot: 
But  the  Texas  man  said  he  wouldn't  mention  names. 

But  he  thought  he'd  eboot  the  other  eye  out.— Rt/ratn. 

A  duck  can't  sit  npoii  a  limb. 

For  she  has  no  thumbf  as  a  gauge: 
And  the  ladies,  bless  their  heiirts,  were  never  known  to  part 

With  high  hats,  so  the  men  could  see  the  stage.— i7<^rain. 

The  man  with  his  fists  all  lumps  and  twists. 

Didn't  know  base  ball  and  itn  ruffles. 
For  he  was  a  deaf  mute,  and  very,  very  cute. 

And  got  hurt  cracking  jokes  on  his  kuucklet.— J7«/rain. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  «0 
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Words  and  Music  by  Cbas.  K.  Hariis.    Arranged  by  Jos.  Clauder. 


A  merry  gath'ring  all  on  a  train. 
Laughing  and  jtiking,  no  thought  of  pain; 
All  l>ent  on  pleasure,  they  gave  no  care 
To  one  poor  soul  who  sat  so  silent  there. 
Close  in  his  arms  a  child  very  young. 
Crying  for  mamma;  why  don't  she  comef 
Do  call  its  niotlier,  where  can  she  be? 
"Dead  iu  the  car,  sir,  and  left  babe  with  me." 

Chorus. 

Is  life  worth  living  then,  tell  me  after  all. 

When  one  you  loved  so  well  has  gone  beyond  recall. 

Lips  are  forever  closed,  silent  uow  is  she, 

le  life  worth  living,  after  all? 

A  loving  father  walking  alone, 
Smiling  and  happy— he's  going  liome, 
Longs  for  Ills  dear  wife  and  Intny  boy. 
He  has  been  gone  just  a  year  from  his  joy. 
Home  lie  approaches— what  can  this  mean? 
Closed  are  the  blinds  and  no  light  is  seen; 
Oh,  cau  it  be,  there's  crape  on  the  door— 
,    Father  cries  out,  "My  dear  boy  is  no  more.'* 

Chorus. 

Is  life  worth  living  then,  tell  me  after  all, 
When  little  ones  we  loved  have  gone  lieyond  recall, 
When  baby's  voice  Is  hushed,  and  its  eyes  are  closed; 
Is  life  worth  living,  after  all? 

Love  is  BO  bitter,  often  is  pain. 
Many  true  liearts  are  broken  In  twain. 
She  was  so  constant,  glad  by  bis  side, 
'Twas  the  old  story,  she  would  be  his  bride. 
Bis  vows  were  broken,  he  sailed  away; 
She  longed  to  see  him,  prayed  night  and  day, 
Her  prayers  unanswereu,  all  was  in  vain; 
And  witli  her  secret,  she  cried  out  in  pain: 

Chorus. 
Is  life  worth  living  then,  tell  me  after  all. 
When  liearts  that  once  were  true,  are  faithless  after  all. 
When  vows  are  broken  and  you  are  left  to  mourn. 
Is  life  worth  living,  after  all? 

Two  loving  brothers  so  staunch  and  true. 
Both  were  hrave  soldiers  and  wore  the  blue; 
When  trumpets  called  to  war  both  did  go. 
Fighting  for  country,  to  vanouish  the  foe. 
One  day,  in  fighting,  poor  Joiin  fell  dead. 
Lying  there  cold,  and  Bill  raised  his  head, 
"  Speak  to  me,  brother,  one  word,  oh  say  '*— 
No  word  waa  spoken,  for  John  passed  away. 

Chorus. 

Is  lifa  worth  living  then,  tell  me  after  all. 

When  brother  whom  we  loved  nust  for  bia  coa&try  fAU{ 

No  more  in  battle  he'll  bear  the  trumpet  call. 

Is  life  worth  livlog,  after  all? 
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DID  YOU  NOTICE  IT? 


TOPICAL   SONG, 


Words  by  George  Cooper. 
Tempo  di  Yalse. 


Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 
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1.  All       the  pa  -  pers      each  day      are  di    -     lat   -    ing 

2.  Now      the  Preach  -  ers       are  all       the  while  preach  -  ing 

3.  When   you  call       on       the  girls    neat  and      pret  -  ty, 

4.  Now     some  dea  -  cons     who  act     most  se   -    date   -   ly, 

5.  There's  Bob  In   -   ger  -   soil  spouts    his  o    -     pin  -  ions 


How  in  Pol  -   i    -    tics 

Of  the  ver  -   y      great 

And  their  "dads"  are       a- 

And  run  down           the 

And  tells  us,     ■':-        m 
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■~i- 


::^ 


peo  -  pie  - 
e    •     vils 
sleep     safe 
Dra  -  ma 
if         he 
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of 

and 

as 

just 


wrong; And      the       fact     they  so        oft    -    en       are       stat   -   ing,    : 

gold; And       all  o    -    ver  the       land     they     are      teach  -  ing 

sound, While  you're  chat  -  ting        a   -    waj',     ver    -    y         wit  -    ty,     ' 

bad, — Though,  at       home,  they're  de  -  mure,    and       so       state  -  ly, 

knew There    are        no       fire  and     brim  -  stone     do   -   min  -  ions: 


That,      in 

time, 

it 

be  - 

comes 

an 

old 

That      the 

rich 

man 

can't 

en   - 

ter 

the 

And   there's 

no   - 

bod 
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pry  - 
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a 

With 

fa  - 

ther 

fea  - 

tures 

so 

And       of 

dol  - 

lars 

he 

rakes 

in 

a 

song 

fold! 

round, 

sad, — 

few! 


Tho'    some  who're  ac  - 
They'll  spout   all     they 
How     oft   -   en    they'll! 
Yet    when     to         a 
He    laughs    at       the 
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cused  may    be      hon  -  est ; 
like,  and    for  -  ev  -  er, 
scream,  if      so      hap  -  py 
•'show" you  oft      ral  -   ly 
or  -  tho  -  dox    par  -  sons. 


Yet         oth  -  ers     are       aw  -  ful    - 
And         tell     us    what    they  think 
To         press  their  soft       liiis    you 
With   friends,  how  it     makes  you 
And       says  what  they   preach*  is 


ly 

is 
in 
all 
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"fly;". 
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sist!... 
stare,.., 
lie; 
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those  who  would  like     to      be    "hon -est,"— 
tho'  they   are      aw  -  ful  -  ly      clev  -  er, — 
tell     me,    you     in  -  no  -  cent  "chap  -  py," — 
in      the   front  row,    at      the     bal  -   let, — 

wears  that  you  can't  find     a      Dev  -  il,— 

CHOBUS. 

Yivace. 


Did  you 

Did  you 

Did  you 

Did  you 

Did  you 


no  -  tice  they    like  "boo  -  die"     pie?.... 
no  -  tice  they  "feath-er       their     nest?" 
no  -  tice  they    like     to        be 
no  -  tice    the    dea  -  cons     all 
no  -  tice,    he    don't  care      to 


kissed?, 
there?... 
try? 
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no 
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it? 


Did        you 


no 


tice 


it? 


Keep      your 


|ee 
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It 
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eyes   wide    a  -   wake    as     you 


go;- 


And     you'll      no  -  tice      it. 


sure 
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If         you     don't     you     are       aw   - 
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THE  DYING  GIRL'S  MESSAGE. 


BALLAD. 


Words  by  A.  H.  Noe. 


Music  by  J.  P.  Bkelly. 


Andante  con  espressione. 
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Raise  the 
How    he 
Glad  -  ly 
Tell   him 


win  -  dow  hl^h  ■ 
gained  my  young 

I         o  -  boy 
that      it        is 


er, 

nioth-er, 

air  can 

nev  -  er    harm 
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af 
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lirijilit  and     bet   - 
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tok  -  en 
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•  give-uess    and 
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now, 

Let   the 

tone 

That    he 

land, 

Where  no 

l)eace — 

Hark!   I 
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breeze  blow    in       up 
would     for  -  ev  -  er 
hearts    are  won    and 
hear     his  voice,    it 


on 

me, 

it  will 

fool 

guard 

me, 

were  my 
but  all 

heart 

bro  - 

ken, 

form 

pass  - 

eth; 

will  this 

an  ■ 

my    fe  -  vered    brow ; 
Hut   his       a    -    lone; 
a     bap  -  py       band; 
an  -  guish  nev  -  er       cease? 
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8<M)n  death's  struggles    will     be 
Vou    re  -  mem  -  Ikt    how      I 
Do    not    chide  iiim,  moth -er, 
Hark!  I        hear    his    foot -steps 
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o   -    ver, 
trust  -  ed, 
dar  -  ling, 
com  -  ing — 
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how  my  thoughts  were  all 
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heart,  But  I        have    a      dy  -   ing 

him —  Draw  the    cur -tain  liigb  -  tr, 

more;  fJrieve  not,  tbink  me    on    -    ly 

trees ;  Strange  how  my   dis  -  or  -  dered 
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dim.  Need  I       tell     vou    how  "be 

shore.  J)o  not  chide  liim,  moth-er, 

breeze.  1    um    cold  now,  close    tiie 
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fohl  me 
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-  er,    moth  -  er, 

left 

me, 

cold  -  ly 

put  - 

ting    me      a- 

dar 

-  ling, 
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miss 

me   from  your 

win 

-  dow, 

fold  me 
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side, 
side, 
too; 


breathe  a     name  long 
How  he     w(H)ed  and   won     an    • 

I    for  -   give   him.  aiui      I 
Joy  !  wliat  means  that  burst    of 
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otb  -  er, 
wisb   him 
mu  -  sic? 
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know; 
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Mother, 
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Take  this 
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Wipe  these 
Give     it 
Moth  -  er, 


mem  -    l)er  liow  he 

cold  drops  from  my 

to  him  with  a 

meet  your  child  in 
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words 
well 
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then- 
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I        know, 
be  -    stow, 
good  -  bye. 


Copyright,  MDcccLxxxv,  by  Henkv  J    Wehman. 


;^    The  complete  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  can  be  had  for  40  cents  per  copy,  of  any  Music  Dealer  in  the 
United  States  or  Canada;  or  from  the  Publisher,  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  130  &  132  Park  Row.  New  York. 


t.-' 


'TiT- 


DAR'S  A  NEW  MOON  IN  DE  SKY. 


JUBILEE    SONG. 
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2.  Dem    Brook  -  lyn 

3.  Jay       Gould      will 


Words  and  Music  by  George  Lester. 


sky! 

De 

sky! 

Mad 

sky! 

De 

days      of       troub  -  le        now      am     gone, — Dar's    a        new 

dogs    won't    take        a  Par    -    in       trip, —  Dar's    a         new 

streets    will      all        be      paved    wid     hash, — Dar's    a        new 
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to 

de 

bless 

-  ed     time,— Dar's    a 

new 

moon 

in 

de 

sky! 

Bob 

In     - 

ger  - 

soil 

will 

jine 

de  church, — Dar's    a    . 

new 

mo<^)U 

in 

de 

sky' 

We'll 

git 

dat 

luck 

-  y 

num 

-  ber  shore, — Dar's    a 

new 

moon 
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sky !       Oh,      don't  you  hear    dat 
sky !         De        deb  -  bel    he'll     be 
sky!       Just     play  "four- leb  -  en 


joy  -  bell  chime? — Dar's  a 
in  de  lurch, —  Dar's  a 
for   -    ty  -  four ! " — Dar's  a 


new  moon 

in 

de 

sky! 

new  moon 

in 

de 

sky! 

new  moon 

in 

de 

sky! 
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see  to  -  night     Dar's    a 
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SINCE  MY  MOTHER'S  DEAD  AND  GONE. 


SONG    AND   CHORUS. 


Andante  moderato 


i 


Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  SkellT, 
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1.  In  that   dear      old      vil  -  lage    church  -  yard, 

2.  I  was  young,  but       I        re   -   ineni    -    ber 

3.  Oft  I      wan  -  der      to     that    church  -  vard, 


There  I       see      a       nioas  -  y 

Well  the  night  my    moth  -  er 

Flow'rs         to    plant  with     ten  -  der 
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In  the      cold       and        si 

Till  she     called     mC       to 

Dark    -    ness     finds      me     weep 
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lent     ground, 
her       side, 
ing      there. 
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Gen     -     tly     waves    the     weep  -  ing 
Say     -     ing,    "dar  -  ling,       I        must 
liOok    -     ing        at        the       sky         a  - 
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But 

Pray 

There 


my   heart    is      muX    and 
that     we     may  meet     in 
Is       no     one     left       t<> 


lone 

Heav 

love 


ly- 

en, 
me. 
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Since       my  moth-cr's   dc^d    and    gone! 
When    your  moth-cr's   d«"«d    and    gone!" 
Since      my  moth-er's    dead    and    gone! 
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Since 
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dead 
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LOVE  LETTERS 


PRICE    25    CENTS, 

lliere  la  no  greater  or  more  prof  oond  reaUtjr  than  lore.  There  la  no  noMcr  poMMrion 
than  the  love  oianother.  There  is  no  hlKher  gitt  from  one  human  beln(r  to  another 
than  lore.  The  irift  and  the  pooaeesion  are  true  sanctifiers  of  life,  and  should  be  worn  m» 
predoos  Jewels,  without  affectation  and  without  bashf ulness.  For  this  i-eason  there  la 
nothing  to  be  ashamed  of  in  a  love  letter,  provided  it  be  sincere.    A  celebrated  writer 

once  said  that  "  to  write  aeood  love  letter,  you  must  be- 
#H'*WB9E^^^^^^te.  All  0^  without  knowinsr  what  you  are  goin^  to  bav,  and 

J  . \  CIIm|^^^H^Ju  U  I  fliiisli  without  IcnowIiiK  wliat  you  have  said."  The  re- 
P ,  Vvl^^MBiiH  W\\\  mark  is  to  some  extent  correct,  as  the  tnie  secret  of  all 
'' ■^l!il^^W'»^!vW  ■  . '  !l     successful  letter- »  ritlng  lies  in  the  power  of  conveying 

the  thoughts,  feelings,  and  desires  or  the  writer  to  his  or 
her  correapondent.  Such  a  letter  would  undoubtedly  re- 
flect the  state  of  the  writer's  heart,  agitated  and  dis- 
ordered by  the  tumultuous  throbs  of  paislon;  but.  as  the 
zeal  of  young  persons  generally,  in  mattei-s  affecting  the 
hep.rt,  is  very  opt  to  outrun  discretion,  expression  would 
unconsciously  be  given  to  absurd  and  foolish  protesta- 
tions, or  to  extravagant  and  romantic  adulation  of  the 
obioct  of  attachment. 

To  obviate  this  tendency,  love  and  courtship  lettera 
should  be  an  index  of  the  writer!*  good  sense  and  judgw 
ment  as  well  as  the  state  of  the  afrections,  and  therefore 
rega)-d  should  be  had  in  the  composition  of  them,  as  well 
aa  in  an  other  letters,  to  propriety  of  diction,  correctness  of  taste  and  purity  of  style, 
avoiding  the  bombast  and  affectation  and  morbid  sentimentalism  which  too  frequently 
characterizee  epistles  on  these  subjects.  And  though  in  persons  of  reflneraent  and  edu- 
cation an  honorable  attachment  will  suffice  to  prompt  its  candid  expression,  there  are 
many  persons  not  possessed  of  these  advantages,  to  whom  correspondence  Is  always  at- 
tended with  considerable  difficulty.  To  oil  such  the  series  of  Letters  contained  in  thla 
book,  In  which  delicacy  of  feeling  and  the  warmth  of  exprfssion  suited  to  the  subject  have' 
been  carefully  blended,  will  be  found  an  important  old  i^  acquiring  facility  and  accu- 
racy in  the  art  of  Letter- Writing.  It  also  contains  the  Art  of  Secret  Writing,  the  Lan- 
ruage  of  Love  Poetically  Portraved,  and  Simi)lifled  Rules  of  Oramniar.  Price  25  CtS* 
per  copy.  SPKfiAi,— Five  copies  for  $1.  Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  witn  you  aO 
K  centa  each,  making  t^  1»  b^>  a^(l  thereby  get  your  own  book  free  of  charKo. 
ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  WEHMAN,  130  &  132  Park  Row.  New  Yoifc. 
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POPULAR  DIALOGUES 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

This  book,  the  first  of  the  series,  contains  a  large  number  of  tbA 
finest  dialoeues  in  our  language.  Adapted  for  Parlor  Entertain- 
ments, SiK'tal  Gatherings,  School  Exhibitions,  etc.  Many  of  the 
dialogues  In  this  book  are  new  and  original  and  cannot  be  found  in 
any  other  book.  Great  care  has  been  taken  in  the  preparation  of 
this  book— our  chief  aim  being  to  insert  the  "sif  tings"  from  the 
"  whole  fltld  "  of  I'opulor  Uinlogiies,  siiitable  for  public  and  private 
recitol.  Piice  TWENTY-FJVE  CENTS  P^r  copy,  by  mail, 
post-paid.  Spkcial— uei  four  of  yourTrlendB  to  club  In  with  you  at 
26cent.'<  each,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  free 
of  charkre.  Clean  and  unused  U.  S.  postage  stamps,  of  any  denomi- 
nation, taken  same  as  cash.  In  sending  silver,  be  sure  to  wrap  a 
small  pieLO  of  newspaper  around  It,  to  prevent  it  fi-om  teanng 
througii  the  envelope.    Send  greenbacks  for  large  amounts  If  not 

Inconvenient  to  you.  Any  five  Twenty-five  Cent  Books 
on  this  page  for  •  I . 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO    V  -,  • " 

H.  J.  WEHMAN,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York. 
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PRICE    25    CENTS. 


OONTBIN-TS: 


Aak  mamma 

A  Christmas  story 

Auld  Itobin  Gray 

A  visit  to  Bamum's 

Age  of  man  and  woman 

Alegend  of  Rregenz 

A  catastrophe 

Barbara  Frietchie 

Black  horse  and  his  rider 

Bald-headed  man 

Brier  roue 

Blacksmith's  story 

Bruken  promise 

Bivouac  of  the  dead 

Baby's  kiss 

Bells  of  Shandon 

Ciiater's  last  charge 

Caoch,  tlie  piper 

Coals  of  Are 

Correct  curd 

Countersign 

Der  dog  und  der  lobster 

Dmiikard 

Dutchman  and  the  raven 

Dandy  Firth 

Down  in  the  mine 

Der  Eavesdropper 

pog  and  the  tramp 

Per  shpider  und  der  fly 

Uocation 


Face  against  the  pane 

Floo'i  of  death 

Faces  in  the  Are 

Flying  Jim's  last  leap 

Gone  with  a  handsomer  man 

Green  Mountain  justice 

Horatius  at  the  bridge 

Hans's  visit  to  der  "  Garden" 

Inch  Cape  l)ell 

It's  ever  so  far  away 

In  the  Shlpka  Pass 

In  the  Dime  Museum 

I'll  lake  what  father  takes 

King  Robert  of  Sicily 

Kit  Carson's  ride 

Kentucky  belle 

Letter  of  death 

Love  in  the  kitchen 

Lookout  Mountain,  1883— 

Mizpah      [Beutelsbach,  1880 

Manr,  the  maid  of  the  inn 

McGinty's  horse 

Modem  belle 

Milton's  last  poem 

Our  folks 

Old  man  g^oes  to  tOTO 

Our  ships  at  sea 

Only  a  clown 

Old  Tobacco4>ox 

Oar  minister^  sermon 


Papa's  letter 
Pat's  reason 
Pilot's  story 
Religious  card-player 
Rural  muidngs 
Railroad  crossing 
Schlosser's  ride 
Spartacug  to  the  gladiatora 
Smiting  the  rock 
Sprig  of  gi-een 
Statn^n-master's  story 
Soldier  tramp 
Sacrilegious  gamesters 
Swore  off 

Story  of  Deacon  Brown 
StraiLSK's  boedry 
Story  of  a  new  bat 
Speak  gently 
Toussaint  L'Ouvertura 
Ticket  o'  leave 
V'nknown  speaker 
Volunteer  organist 
Village  blacksmith 
Wonderful  country 
Woodman,  spare  that  tree 
Wlllase  PlackKhmidt 
Woman's  rights 
What  intemperance  doe* 

I    PRICE  2SCKNT8. 


tv  Any  five  2S^ent  Books  on  this  page  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  .d 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRBCT  TO 
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r<-^^  WEH  MAN'S  BOOK  ON  TH  E  ~--^  ' 

ARTv^SCIENCE°:^BOXING 


PRICE    25    CENTS, 

Thia  book  Is  designed  to  meet  the  wants  of  all  thoae  who  may  derfre  to  leam  ham 
to  "take  his  own  part"  when  assailed  —  be  it  either  for  pleaaurable  paatime  and  « 

natural  desire  to  develop  the  moadee  or  to  obtalz 
power  to  resent  an  affront  or  injury.  A  fnii  know 
ledge  and  exi>erience  of  the  rulee  laid  down  It 
this  book,  and  a  careful  study  of  the  plates  theretc 
attached,  will  enable  one  to  "hold  his  own"  wh«r»- 
eoever  he  may  go  and  with  whomaoever  be  "yy 
come  in  contact.  The  pictures  show  every  poaslfau 
attitude  for  blow,  feint,  stop,  dodge  or  "net  away." 

A  voluminous  out -line  of  the  lives  of  a  laive  nam- 
ber  who  have  entered  the  gladiatorial  arena  to  iir*v« 
their  prowess,  and  who  have  left  their  tmpreai  m  th« 
world's  histoiT,  is  al»o  appended, aaexamplea  of  what 
has  been  and  may  yet  be  achieved  by  thoronch 
training  and  experience.  The  foregoing  embraoaa 
the  life  and  battles  of  some  of  the  moat  noted  poKt- 
lists,  including  the  great  Corbett^Sulllvan  light.  II 
also  contains  tlie  ''London  Prixe-Ring Rulea "  and 
the  "  Revised  QueonsWrry  Rules."  Price  28  CcntS 
per  copy,  by  mall,  poet-paid.  BrsciAir-Flre  anptaa 
for  $1.  Get  four  of  your  f  rienda  to  club  In  with  yoa 
—  at  £5  cents  each,  making  $1  in  all.  and  thereby  gtH 
your  own  book  free  of  chaise.  Clean  and  unused  U.  S.  i>06ta^  stamps,  of  any  <lanomfr 
nation,  taken  same  as  cu.«li. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIBECT  TO 

H.  J.  WEHMAN.  130  &  132  Park  Row.  New  YoiL 


r--^.>^^  WEH  MAN'S  NEW  BOOK  OF  r 

RIDDLES  &CONUNDRUMS 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

This  book  contains  the  "(dfUnjci"  from 
"whole  field  ''  of  Riddh-s  and  Conundruma,  al 
with  a  lot  of  recent,  flrst-class  produotioaa  la 
it  can  l>e  founa  curious,  puEzliiig  and  pleaatnc 
Riddles  and  Conundrums — to  suit  every  uiaaeol 
feelinfr,  sentiment  or  humor.  A  capital  bo*k  for 
end  men  in  minstrel  entertainmenta,  as  it  contalna 

§uesUons  and  answers  that  will  invariably  "  biinf 
own  a  house."  With  theaidof  thisbook,  yoaeaa 
"  hold  your  own  "  with  those  who  are  continually 
"springing  old  chestnuts"  on  to  you— yea,  ma- 
terial with  A'hich  to  "  crush  "  or  silence  would-lw 
punsters.  It  contains  Kiddles  and  Conundruma 
that  will  keep  the  whole  continent  guessing  and 
then  they'll  have  to  give  'em  up  half  the  time.  In 
fact,  it  contains  the  best  and  largest  collection  of 
Riddles  and  (^mumlrunis  ever  sold  at  ao  low  a 
price.  Price  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  par 
copy,  by  mail,  |iost-paia.  SrEciAiy— Five  copieaTor 
$1.  Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  wttJi  yoa 
at  25  cents  each,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  cat 
your  own  book  free  of  .charge.  Clean  and  unnaad 
U.  8.  postage  stamps,  of  any  denomination,  taken 
same  as  cash.  In  sending  silver,  be  sure  to  wras 
a  small  piece  of  newspaper  around  It,  to  prevent  la 
from  tearing  through  the  envelope.  Send  greeo- 
backs  for  large  amounts  if  not  inconvenient  t* 
you.  Any  five  Twenty-flv«  0«nt  Boolus 
on  this  page  for  tl« 

-    '  ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 

H.  J.  WEHMAN,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  New  TorL 
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Business  letterWriter 


-     PRICE    25    CENTS, 

TUa  book  la  designed  to  meet  the  wants  of  all  thoae  who  are  seeking  a  flrat-daaa  Bo^ 
neaa  Letter-Writer,  as  it  contains  a  large  variety  of  carefully-selected  niecimen  TTiialiiina 
Lettera;  also  a  large  number  of  Legal  and  Mercantile  Forms  used  in  Buaineas— anch  aa: 

Articles  of  Co-Partiiershlp,  Notice  of  DlaanlaWee. 
Form  of  an  Assignment,  Acknowladsrment  oc 
Deed,  Bill  of  Sal>-,  Power  of  Attomey,  Judipment 
Kote,  Form  of  an  Order,  Partoerahip  Agreameot, 
any  many  others  too  numerous  to  mehiion;  alao 
the  Art  of  Secret  Writing,  Business  Lawa  and 
Maxims  fur  Business  Men  and  Mercantile  Abiira> 
viations.  In  rhort,  in  the  pages  of  thia  book  ara 
Bet  forth  Business  Forms,  Styles  and  Teefanioali- 
ties  to  aid  the  Inexperienced  in  the  routlna  oC 
commercial  intercourse,  adopting  the  plainaal 
terms  consistent  with  the  studions  polttenaaa 
which  is  rigorously  demanded  in  commercial  lat- 
ters.  Every  jMwition  in  life  demands  letter-writ- 
ing. A  letter  is  the  great  link  between  parrata 
and  children,  b^^een  hvers,  between  rrienda; 
while  In  busineNs  relations  it  makes  fortoneaor 
mars  them.  Irrespective  of  their  ma^iitude  and 
importance,  commeiclal  transactions  are  gene- 
rally begrun,  continued  and  ended  by  oorraa- 
pondence.  Letter-writing,  in  general,  fa  not  an 
easy  task  to  the  great  majority,  and  buaineaa  let- 
ters are  still  more  difficult,  from  the  fact  that 
greater  interests  nre  involved,  and  results  of  jBBtn 
or  lose  ore  dependent  upon  them.  Letter-wrions 
taan  aocompllshment  which  every  one  should  strive  to  acquire.  It  is  net  only  nawfnL 
but  veiy  detorable  and  necessary  in  familiarizing  the  mind  with  buaineaa  habtta  and 
matters  connected  therewith.  It  also  stimulates  the  mental  capacity  and  developea  tha 
Intellect  It  would  take  page  upon  page  to  explain  fully  the  merits  and  uaefnlneaa  oC 
thia  book.  In  order  to  give  everybody  an  opportunity  to  obtain  at  least  one  oopy,  wm 
have  maiie  the  price  very  low,  narnely:  TWENTV-FIVB  CENTS  per  oopy.kv 
mail,  poet-paid.  SfbciaI/— Five  copies  for  tl-  Qet  four  of  your  fnenda  to  dnb  In  «Fn 
you  at  SB  centaeach,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  tro»  oC  ctaaiiak 
Any  five  Twenty^ve  Cent  Books  on  this  pase  for  1 1  • 
ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  DIRBOfTO 

H.  J.  WEHMAN.  130  i  132  Park  Row.  New  Yoit 
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loss  AbottOB-hola  boaqnet 
lOM  1  lorsM 

l«a6  8h«  mlvht  h*Tfc  Ucked  IfeOartr 
lOM  LoTe.  let  your  heart  be  falthrai 
1C87  Snnaiilne  will  come  acaln 
MM  Batoj  tb*t  narar  oksm 
KB*  I  like  It.  I  do 
MMO  It's  funnT  what  laser  will  do 
IMl  Imt  that  an  awfulaliaaie 
lOCi  Ung  dat  golden  bell 
IMS  Uems  of  uJd  Ii-eland 
lOM  Joaae  Jaiiiei  l««T 

1015  Young  man  that  used  to  lire  over  tlio 
lOM  We'vu  b«tli  hnvn  tlieie  before  many  a 
1047  Now  I  come  to  think  of  it  ttmie 

loa  Ipald  the  flO  to  o'Urady 
1M»  With  all  her  faulU  I  love  heritlll 
low  Dear  Uttle  Imnds 
1061  Just  acroae  from  Jeraey 
lOM  Salration  army,  oli 

1063  Four  'leven  forty-four 

1064  Family  overhead 

1066  I  wonder  how  long  It  will  laat 
106«  Cfaarlestoii  blues 

1067  Major  Uilfeallier 
1061  Boodle 

1065  That's  an  old  (rng  with  me 

1060  Valley  lay  nniliiig  before  me 

1061  Little  hedge  gohoul 
10«S  Old  feather  i>ed 

1063  I  nerer  drink  behind  the  bar 

1064  McNalty'a  row  of  natu 

1066  I'll  wear  the  trouxena,  oh 

1066  Strolling  on  the  aauds 

1067  Mulberry  spi  Ings 

IOCS  Oood-bye,  luy  lioney,  I'm  gone 

1069  Plum-pudding 

1070  I  could  tell  it  1(  I  fell  In  the  dnrk 

1071  Let  Erla  rememl>er  tlie  days  of  old 

1072  Here  lies  an  actor 
1673  Mister  Doolev'R  germ 

I07i  Ten  tliouaanu  mileaaway  on  the  banks 
107&  Motlier'H  last  It-lter  to  me    [of  u  lonely 

1076  Pal  and  his  little  brown  inaro 

1077  Water-cresses 

1078  She  lives  on  Murmy  HUl 

1079  Eileen,  sweet  Eilteu 

lOM  Huiry,  little  children,  Sunday  mom 
liMtl  My  little  side  door 
1(M2  It  aliowered  aKalii 
1043  Market  on  Saturdav  night 
ItMi  ( >ther  arrangements 
10K5  Haul  do  wood-pile  down 
lUM  As  we  wander  in  the  orange-grove 
low  DilU,  ye  tarriers,  drill 
1U88  PiKgy-back 
'   IMtO  Only  a  blue-bell 
low  Little  boT  blue 
loti  Where  the  sweet  mnt^nolta  grows 
lun  Old  black  crow 
loss  Helgli.ho'  lingo  Solly 

lOM  Hunttlie  buffalo 

10»&  Ked  haired  girl  and  nearby  white 

lUOt  Lei  her  go,  (iaIlaKher  [horae 

1UV7  Maa-u'x  weddluK  night 

1098  Old  bam  fl.>or 

10»9  Ilridal  march 

1100  Slavery's  pusf-ed  away 

1101  Where  did  you  get  that  bati 
UOS  My  Maggie 

1103  Si^anlanXsTlng  song 
1101  Ton  and  I,  love 

1106  Mottoes  that  are  framed  upon  the  wall 
ueo  Kazzle  dazzle 

Ufl7  WhiatUng  coco 

U06  Hello!  Reilly 

1109  KlUaioe 

UlO  Farewell,  Uargnerlte 

IIU  toare  that  old  mud  cabin 

1112  Smee  Kate  learnt  how  to  play 

U13  I  went  with  him,  or,  uiy  pal.  Jack 

1111  Johnstown  flood 

1115  Poitagifrftvpp  flirtation 

1116  Those  lorely  Brooklyn  glrla 
U17  SUde.  Kelly,  slide 

1118  Sullivan  and  Kiiraln  flght 


1119  Down  where  we  roamed  together 

ir20  Down  went  McGinty 

1121  Just  a  little 

U-T!  Chainpliin  of  the  world 

11.23  Ould  plaid  shawl 

1121  Near  it 

lias  Paddy  Shay 

1126  Sheriff's  sole 

1127  Three  leaves  of  shamrock 

1128  A  mother's  appeal  t.i  her  boy 

1129  Across  the  hridifo  he  iroes 

1130  You  will  never  know  u  mother's  lovo 

1131  Convict  and  the  bird  [auain 

1132  Say,  won't  you  como  out  and  play) 

1133  CImmpI  or,  they  did  me  up 
1131  Only  a  picturo 

1135  Sanie  old  walk 

1136  When  we  ran  with  the  old  machino 

1137  Ballyhooley 

1138  Hi:  waiter,  a  dozen  more  bottles 

1139  Auk  a  policeman 
lUO  Did  he  get  there 

1111  Dying  cowboy 

1112  W  hy  don't  they  do  so  nowt 

1113  Where  did  )  uu  get  thut  faovl 

1114  Little  empty  8tuckiiiK» 

1113  Since  Keilly  took  an  oath  he'd  have  my 

IIM  Ireland  lor  the  Inxh  LiitO 

1117  Little  Annie  Uoon- y 

lUS  Hush!  don't  w'liko  liic  bahy 

1119  K<H>m  1,  second  tluor 

llaO  Emmet's  farewell  to  bis  true  luvo 

1151  MoKee's  back-yard 

1152  Beautiful  laiigUHge 

1153  My  hat 

llM  Now  you're  talking; 

1155  Casey's  wife 

1156  I  say.  Mike 

1157  There  jjoes  McManus 

1158  McUinty's  wake 

1159  I  loaned  my  Sunday  coat  to  Muloney 
lltO  Down  on  the  fnrm 

1161  Are  you  with  ua,  CaseyJ 

1162  He's  on  tlie  pulico  force  no\'/ 

1163  Faces 

1161  Katie  Molloy 
1165  I'm  a  cousin  to  PameU 
IIM  Uet  on  to  that  bouquet 
1187  Bin.-e  Casi-y  runs  the  flat 
1168  Hell.!  John  Malon.y 

1160  Dear  old  vlUage-scliool 

1170  Son*  that  breakN  my  lioart 

1171  Oh,  what  has  changed  youl 

1172  That  is  love 

1173  Little  bunch  of  lilacs 
1171  Plavmnt.  s 

1175  KellT's  new  spring  pants 

1176  Oh,  let  it  be  soon 

1177  Sam  Bass 

1178  Since  Mairitie  1eame<l  t"  sintr 

11*9  I'll  paralyze  the  man  tliat  !<ays  McOlnty 

lino  A  dreadful  accident 

1181  Slgnor  Ding  Binger.the  t>arit'<ne singer 

im2  Sunday-school  scholar 

11H3  If  tike  watei-x  could  speak  as  they  flow 

IIM  Mountauj  dew 

11S.S  I  whistle  and  wait  for  Katie 

1I8A  Oh.  leave  not  your  Kaiiileeii 

1187  Throw  hlni  down  McClosWey 

1188  It  used  to  beproper,  butltduirtgnnow- 
1180  We've  all  Imd  'em 

1190  Drink  up,  bovs 

1191  Mv  dear  old  frt.ih  homo 

1192  Hear  dem  bells 
119't  Barney,  come  home 
1194  Two  n-w  sporls  In  town 

119.')  Where  is  mv  wanderinj?  boy  to-nl({Iitr 

1196  Little  old  duddeen 

1197  Oh,  mamma!  buy  me  that 

1198  Dar's  a  lock  on  the  chicken-coop  door 

1199  They  never  told  a  lie 

12110  Learning  McFadden  to  waltz 

1201  Saloonkeeper's  commandments 

1-202  Irish  jubilee 

l'2fl:t  He  was  a  pal  of  niino 

1201  They're  after  me 


1205  Sweet  Katie  Connor 

l'i06  He  ain't  in  it 

1'207  Then  you  wink  the  other  eye 

r208  I  was  on  it 

l'.!09  When  I  get  to  be  a  man  like  pa 

I'^lU  Clancy  wasn't  in  ll 

1211  Paddy  Flynn 

1212  Comrades 

121']  McMaiius  and  hin  sniko-tail  coat 

1211  Come  down,  Mrs.  (lyiui 
1215  DreumiUiK  as  blie  sleeps 
\l\f>  Band  played  Annie  I.aurlo 
I'il?  Ma-sks  and  fiu'cs 

1218  Swinging  in  the  Grnpe-vlne  gwlnff 

1219  Llttlu  sign  i.H  still  al)<>ve  tile  door. 
Xtl'i  Lovers'  <iuarrel,  or  Jlary  and  John 
1'221  Something  went wrontf  with thowi.rl.s 
l'^^2  We  shall  all  be  angels  in  tho  sweet  by- 
\ili  Come  where  the  lilies  blooiu     [and-by 
12'21  liood-night,  ladies 

1'2'25  Haul  me  back  again 

1226  Father  O'Flyan 

1227  Flag  of  the  tree 
X-il*  Tho  golden  wedding 
^''•v>  On  n  Sunday  morning 
1230  Tho  lone  grave 

1'231  \  our  necK.lie's  up  nenina 

Vsm  Little  Faiinlo  Mclntyi-o 

1233  Murphy  owes  me  rent 

l^-Jl  Only  a  year 

12:15  I  don't  linow 

123B  I've  worked  eight  hours  this  day 

12.'t;  A  little  lieard  on  a  young  man  lereiv 

\%»  Wnlow  Nolan's  door 

I'iiS  AiKansaw 

12«0  I'ii'tiire  that  is  liirniil  townril  tho  wall 

1'241   He  never  came  bm-k 

1212  Oh!  what  adilference  in  the  iiioniliig 

1243  1  wnnt  a  situation 

1244  Could  I  but  spot  the  winner 
124.1  McXultv  .v!ou'i-e  a  dui.sy 
124«  Kairtfed  Put 

1217  Clancy's  trotter 

1248  The  poor  old  bum 

1249  .Sentenced  to  death 

I'J.V)  lilame  it  on  to  the  ifirls        (of  families 

1251  Mi.-itakes  are  apt  to  liupiien  in  tlie  tivst 

1*2.^2  Never  in  a  case  like  llml 

V&\  Story  of  the  ould  counlro 

12.'>4  Mnvourneen 

l'*W  Molly,  O 

XlfA  The  Cliiistmasfreo 

rill  My  son,  my  only  w>n 

I'-'.VH  Since  Nelly  went  away 

12.'>tf  Tara-ra  boom  dere 

I'.l'iO  The  pardon  eanie  too  lato 

l'2til  Twelve  ni'iiths  ago  tu  night 

r2ii2  Fireman's  l>oy 

I'Jfi:)  .SoiiK  of  the  steeple 

1264  He  never  smiled  afr.-iin 

r26.i  These  woi'ds  no  Shakespeare  wrote 

l'20i'>  "There's  no  room  for  me 

l'2iiT  netween  love  and  duty 

r2M  Ralfle  for  a  Watcibuiy  watch 

liii'.i  Whist'  the  bo(»ie  man 

I27II  It's  liard  to  lie  a  nigger 

1271  Hotel  Uoyal  lire 

yi'ii  The  prodWal  son 

1'.'73  Tlie  sijflits  in  a  dime  museum 

I'iTl  The  poor  gal  didn't  know,  you  know 

12T.'>  The  Broadway  swell  and  the  Bowciy 

l'27fi  Seenes  in  New  York  Ibum 

1'2"  The  bad  hotel 

1278  It  takes  a  eirl  to  do  it  every  time 

1'2?9  You'll  better  stay  at  home,  lad 

12SI)  Joys  of  a  wediliiig  ring 

l'28l  Tiiere's  al  ways  a  chair  for  me 

1'2S2  I'atsy  liranniKnn 

WA  Thy  land's  my  land 

1'2H4  Thu  nit;htinKale'8  song 

l'2s.i  The  Stowaway 

1'2S<>  A  little  biril  whispered  tome 

1287  Push  dem  clouds  aw  ay 

I'2H8  I  saw  Esau  kiS'-ing  Kate 

l'i89  The  wife's  drenm 

12'JO  "Ilie  broken  lionie 


1291 

\m 

I'.W 
1294 
1'29.'» 
r296 
I'297 
1298 
1299 
1800 
1301 
1302 
l;iU3 
13i»4 
i:w5 
i:«ic 

1307 
i:(08 

1309 
1310 
lUl 
1312 
1113 
1311 
1315 
1316 
1317 
1318 
1:I19 
13-20 
13-21 
lt'*2 

i;«3 

lS-!4 

l:W.> 
13-A) 
1327 
l.tt8 
13-29 
llCiO 
1331 
13.32 
13:13 
1331 

i:i:<6 
i:«7 
i:U8 
i:);i9 

1340 
1341 
l:H2 
1343 
1341 
\MS> 
1340 
1347 
1318 
l:U9 
13.iO 
1351 
i:kV2 
I.-ItS 
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13.T5 
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1357 
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i:l'.9 
1360 
l.'tfil 
1362 


He  is  on  angel  now  [old  mother 

A  bunch  of  Khamrocks  from  my  dear 
1  handed  it  over  to  Riley 
Strolling  with  Noia 
Buy  a  nice  little  home  in  the  country 
O'Brien's  horse,  Itonyparte 
Since  Murphy  broke  his  pled(re 
My  sweetheart's  the  man  in  the  moon 
The  Keeley  cure 
Corl>ett  ami  Sullivan  flght 
Do  as  I  tell  you 
Tliere  Is  a  tavern  in  the  town 
Tip  your  liat  to  Nellie 
In  old  Madrid 
Columbus 

Molly  and  I  and  tho  baby 
Paddy,  wait  a  while 
.Maiden  and  the  lamb  [de-ay 

I'm  the  man  that  w  rote  Tara-ra  boom- 
Man  that  broke  the  bank  at  MonteCarlo 
He  never  cares  to  »  ander  from  his  ow  11 
Miner's  dveMiu  of  homo  Iflreblda 

Polly  ON.  il 
Me  was  a  soldier 

Oh,  ta-ra  ra  . 

link' a-UnK-ting-tay  \-     , 

Country  girl 

Daddy  wouldn't  buy  n)e  a  bow-wow 
Sweet  Nellie  Bawn 

There  Isa  straiiKei^  face  In  heaven  now 
I'll  never  go  there  aKulii 
When  the  days  grow  longer 
Where  the  chicken  got  the  axe 
After  the  baill  { 

Ginger  ' 

Kisi  my  dear  old  mother.  Jack 
still  ttio  world  goes  on  [over  here 

I'm  the  man  that  brought  Columbus 
I  loveil  you  l>etter  than  you  knew 
You  can't  stop  Iter 
Bowery 
Afterwards 
Widow 

Keuben  and  Cynthia 
Oul  fur  a  racket 
Kiss,  and  let's  mal.e  up 
Coliimtms  was  an  Irivhman 
A  pretty  girl 

Love  me  little,  love  mo  long 
Two  Utile  gills  in  blue 
Daisy  Bell 

She  is  my  pic  y\\f  giil 
Oh.  promise  me 
When  summer  comes  again 
Always  mind  your  sister,  Jennie 
Volunteer  Oi-ganist  (ought  to  l>o 

One  of  his  legs  is  longer  than  It  really 
In  the  bright  moonlight 
Widow's  plea  for  her  son 
Hearts 

Keep  the  home  together 
Tom  and  I'll  go  too 
I  love  .vou  in  spite  of  all 
They  all  take  after  nie 
Nellie  and  May,  sisters  wore  they 

Little  Jullliny  Dugaii 

Ueorgie 

Same  sweet  hells  are  ringing 

Have  you  seen  hert 

Don't  forget  me,  Mary 

Fallen  by  the  wayside 

Is  life  worth  livlugl 
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ALICE,  WHERE    ART    THOU  ? 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

oeoUi  or  this  and  anjr  two  other  SonRs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A 133 

Park  Row,  M«  w  Yoi'k.    f  uMoge  Stamps  takeu  laiue  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 


The  birds  ileeping  gently,  sweet  lyra  gleameth  bright, 
Her  rays  tinge  the  forest,  and  all  seems  glad  to-nlKiit. 
The  wiud'8  vighing  by  me,  coolini;  my  fever'd  brow. 
The  stream  flows  as  ever,  yet,  Alice,  where  art  tlioaf 
One  year  back  this  even,  and  tbou  wert  by  my  side, 

Vowing  to  love  me;  \ 

One  year  past  this  even,  and  thou  wert  by  my  aide, 
Vowing  to  love  me,  Alice,  wbate'er  might  betide. 

The  silver  rain  falling,  just  as  it  falleth  now. 

And  all  things  slept  gently— ahl  Alice,  where  art  thont 

I've  sought  tliee  by  lakelet,  I've  sought  thee  on  the  hill. 

And  in  the  pleasant  wildwood,  when  winds  blew  cold  and  chill: 
I've  soDght  theu  in  forest,  I'm  looking  beav'nward  now. 

Oh!  there  'mid  the  star-shine; 
I've  soDght  thee  iu  forest.  I'm  looking  heav'nward  now, 
Oh!  there  'mid  the  star-shine,  Alice,  1  know  art  thou. 


ALL    OF    A    SUDDEN. 

Copyright,  ISiM,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


Send  for  Free  CataIo«rue  of  Sonir  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Rooks,  Fortune  Tollersu 
Trick  Books,  Kecitntion  Books,   Penny  Balladsi,  Call  Books.  J.>ke  B(H>ks.  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  S»nK  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  .Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  132  Park  Kuw.  New  York. 

Written  and  sungr  by  Jas.  McAvoj. 


Now  the  song  I  will  sing  yon,  to  tell  you  the  troth, 

I  fixed  it  up  all  of  a  sudden: 
If  I  make  an  error  I  trust  you'll  rscuse, 

I  might  make  one  all  of  a  sudden. 
It's  seliiom  or  never  I  do  make  a  break. 
And  I  hope  if  I  <lo  no  offence  you  will  take, 
Now  I  um  geing  to  try  hard  to  avoid  a  mistake, 

If  I  make  one  you  bet  'twill  be  sudden. 

CuoRys. 
It  might  strike  yoit  sndden,  though  you'll  stand  the  shock. 
But  I  suddenly  doubt,  you  won't  take  any  stock; 
At  the  time  it  might  sriddi-nly  start  you  with  fright. 
But  suddenly  afterwards  you'll  feel  all  right. 

One  day  I  was  broke  and  my  watch  had  to  pawn, 

I  put  it  away  awful  sndden; 
I  felt  for  my  watch  but  I  found  it  was  gone, 

I  forgot  that  I  soaked  iteo  sudden.. 
I  was  sure  I  was  robbed  but  I  could  not  tell  where. 
And  as  long  as  I  live  I'll  remember  that  scare. 
Till  I  felt  down  in  here  and  the  ticket  was  there, 

Weil,  it  twisted  me  all  of  a  sudden. 

Chorus. 
I  missed  it  so  sndden  I  very  near  died. 
Of  a  sudden  I  knew  it  was  orelde; 
I  soaked  it  for  five,  iu  a  sudden  I  flew. 
And  I  won  t  take  it  out  iu  a  sudden,  wonld  yonf 

An  old  man  told  his  wife  he  thought  he'd  soon  die, 

She  sobbed,  and  she  hoped  'twoulil  \ie  sudden; 
"  I  may  go  before  morning,"  says  he,  "  but  don't  cry;" 

"  I'll  try  not,"  she  answered  him  sudden. 
He  took  paris  green,  and  that  evening  he  croaked. 
His  wife  laughed  so  hard  that  she  very  near  choked. 
At  the  wake  all  the  neighbors  came  in  and  got  soaked. 
And  they  planted  him  all  of  a  sudden. 

Chorus. 
Of  a  sndden  asiain  this  yonng  widow  was  wed, 
8o  suddenij  after  her  husband  was  dead; 
Sue  snuuemy  married  to  ease  her  distress. 
When  tne  old  gent  he  suddely  run  out  of  breath. 

In  a  parlor  a  yonng  conple  sat  side  by  side. 

And  the  gas  it  went  out  very  suddi-n; 
He  sqnezeed  her  and  said,  "  Marguerile,  be  my  bride," 

Slie  saiil,  "Oh,  dear,  George,  it's  too  sudden." 
There  was  Marguerite's  papa,  stood  seven  feet  tall. 
In  a  moment  sweet  Marguerite  heard  something  fall, 
George  went  through  the  window,  he  took  sash  and  all. 

By  the  way  of  glass  go  awful  sudden. 

Chorus. 

Of  a  sndden  dear  Georgie  fonnd  ont  he  was  hit. 
With  a  sudden  big  gaiter,  where  he  used  to  sit; 
Since  he's  suddenly  give  Marguerite  a  wide  berth. 
If  lie  don't  be  may  suddenly  ride  in  a  hearse. 

A  girl  S!ild,  "  What  are  yon  thinking  of,  dear?" 

It  surprised  the  young  man  very  sudden; 
*'  Why,  the  same  thing  you're  thinking  of,  love,  ain't  It  qneerl" 

Then  that  girl  she  blushed  all  of  a  sudden. 
It  took  her  so  sudden  she  jumped  in  amaze, 
"  I  am  surprised,  and  how  dare  you!"  this  yonng  lady  says, 
*'  You  better  not  try  it,  or  I'll  slap  yonr  face  I" 

She  got  redheaded  all  of  a  suodeu. 

Chords. 

So  sudden  two  minds  sometimes  think  just  the  same, 
'Twas  sudden  and  stranL'e,  still  they  both  were  to  blame; 
She  called  him  too  sndden,  and  he  spoke  the  truth, 
Well,  they  both  spoke  too  sndden,  and  what  is  the  use. 


THEY'D  NEVER  TUMBLE  IF  THE 
HOUSE  FELL  DOWN. 
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There's  lots  of  jokes  that  I  could  tell  yon  wonld  not  nnderstttnd. 
And  jokes  that  are  good  we're  looking  for,  they're  always  in  demand; 
We've  told  good  jokes  to  stupid  folks,  they  would  not  even  grin. 
They  couldn't  get  it  in  their  beads  just  where  the  point  came  iu. 

Chorus. 

They'd  never  tumble  if  the  house  fell  down. 
They'd  never  tumble  if  n  house  fell  down; 

There's  a  million  Rubes  jnst  like  I  speak  of  living  in  the  towo. 
They'd  never  tumble  if  a  house  fell  aown. 

Those  great  'olg  bats  the  ladies  wear,  they're  fully  two  feet  wide. 
In  shows  they'll  sit  in  frontof  you,  they  move  from  side  to  side; 
They're  lately  wearing  smaller  ones,  we  thnnk  the  Lonl  for  that. 
We  often  heard  folks  shout  and  screech,  "  Where  did  you  get  that  batr" 

Chorus. 
They  wonldnH  tumble  if  a  church  caved  In, 
At  last  they  took  a  tumble,  but  when  did  they  begin? 
The  men  they'd  holler,  "  Down  in  front  "  for  forty  stats  around, 
Bui  they  wouldn't  tumble  if  a  house  fell  down. 

Smoking  cigarettes  is  just  as  bad  as  chewing  gum, 

I've  often  wondered  where  the  girls  they  got  that  habit  from; 

On  the  street  you'll  see  them  every  liour  in  the  day. 

Their  mouths  workup  and  down  just  like  a  truck  horse  chewing  hay. 

Chorus. 
They  wouldn't  tumble  if  a  brick  yard  fell. 
If  a  gas  lionse  exploded  they  could  never  tell; 

On  the  backs  of  chairs  and  here  and  there,  they  stick  it  all  around, 
They'd  never  tumble  if  their  teeih  fell  down. 
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IN    A    MINUTE. 
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I've  alwavs  had  a  steady  gait  until  a  week  ago. 
What  makes  me  quicker  in  my  pace  I'm  going  to  let  you  know; 
There's  lot's  of  time  for  everything,  whatever  we  may  do, 
And  if  you  are  not  busy  I'll  explain  it  all  to  you. 

Chorus. 
In  a  minute,  in  a  minute,  I'll  exi)laln  it  while  your  waiting, 
List'ning  to  me  while  relating,  in  a  minute,  in  a  minute. 
It  will  only  take  a  minute  for  to  tell  you  what  I  mean. 

This  byword  strikes  me  forcibly  a  thousand  times  a  day, 
Shoultl  you  call  upon  a  friend  when  iu  a  hurry,  we  will  say, 
He  drops  whetever  he  is  at  before  lie  stops  to  think. 
Should  you  understand  him  rightly  if  you  ask  him  for  to  drink: 

Chorus. 

It's  in  a  minute,  in  a  minute,  not  a  minute,  but  a  second. 
He  docs  not  wait  to  reason,  in  a  minute,  in  a  minute. 
The  beer  it  might  get  flat  before  a  minute. 

A  pretty  girl  might  pass  a  crowd  of  nasty,  horrid  men, 
Yon  wait  awhile,  that  pretty  girl  will  pass  right  back  again; 
"  She's  out  of  eight,  a  l)eanty  bright,"  is  whispered  in  the  crowd, 
And  while  iu  hearing  distance  some  one  hollers  out  quite  loud: 

Chorus. 
In  a  minnte,  in  a  minute,  In  a  minnte  to  surrender. 
Some  fellow  walks  l)ehind  in  a  minute,  in  a  minute; 
If  he's  auy^ood  she'll  know  it  in  a  minute. 

The  girls  are  just  as  dcpperate,  that  is  when  they  get  a  chance, 
She  can  always  catch  a  fellow  with  her  pretty,  girlish  glance: 
She  might  be  older  than  she  looks,  though  made  up  gay  and  slick. 
If  she's  away  up  in  the  thirties,  that's  you  arc  to  shake  her  quick. 

Chorus. 
Well,  In  a  minute.  In  a  minnte,  jnst  tell  her  you  are  sorry. 
But  you're  In  an  awful  hurry,  in  a  minute,  in  a  nilnute. 
Say  good  night  and  keep  her  guessing  for  a  niinnie. 


—A  Deadlock.—"  What  is  this?"  "  A  young  man  of  the  pe- 
riod. Is  be  not  a  work  of  art?"  "He  is,  indeed."  "  Is  he 
engaged?"  "Yes."  "To  whom?"  "To  a  young  woman  of 
the  period,  who  loves  Llm  deeply."  "  And  when  are  tliey  to  l)e 
married?"  "Never."  "Never!  And  why  not?"  "She  will 
not  marry  him  until  he  has  paid  his  debts,  and  he  cannot  pay  his 
debts  until  she  marries  him,"     "  Ohl'—Ha^-peri  Bcuar. 
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Mamie,  Come  Kiss  Your  Honey  B( 
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Words  and  Music  by  May  Irwin. 


I: 


stars  shone  bright  and  the  moon  gave  light,  Mm,  Mm,  O  my,  what  fnn! 

I'm  going  to  be  married  to-morrow  night,  I  invite  you  nil  to  come. 
Stars  sTione  bright  and  the  mooD  gave  light,  Mm,  Mm,  O  my,  what  fun! 

I'm  going  to  be  married  to-morr^  nigbt,  I  invite  you  all  to  come. 
I  feel  BO  happv,  I  conid  throw  myself  away, 
Can't  lieep  still  when  the  mneic  plays,  to-morrow  is  my  wedding  day, 

I  invite  you  all  to  come. 
Mamie,  come  kiss  your  honey  boy,  while  the  stars  do  shine; 

Mamie,  Mamie,  Mamie,  Mamie,  Mamie,  Mamie, 
Come  iiiss  your  houey  boy,  while  tlie  stars  do  shine. 

Hocking  bird,  sing  in  the  cotton  tree,  Mm,  Mm,  O  my,  what  fun! 

There'll  be  the  tallest  daiicin'  you  ever  see.  \  invite  yon  all  lo  come. 
Mocking  bird,  eiug  in  the  cotton  tree,  Mm,  Mm,  O  my,  what  fun! 

There'll  be  the  tallest  dancin'  you  ever  see,  I  invite  you  all  to  come. 
I  think  the  san  is  shining  briglitly  night  and  day, 
Don't  know  what  to  do  or  say,  to-morrow  is  my  wedding  day, 

I  invite  yon  all  to  come. 
Mamie,  come  kiss  your  honey  boy,  while  the  stars  do  shine; 

Mamie,  Mumie,  Mamie,  Mamie,  Mamie,  Mamie, 
Come  kiss  your  honey  boy,  while  the  stars  do  ehiue. 


PRETTY    KATE    McSHANE. 
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Words  and  music  by  John  H.  W.  Byrne. 


Down  the  larie  there  lives  a  maiden,  she's  the  girl  I  most  admire. 


Refhain. 
Pretty  Kate  McShane,  shall  I  once  again 
See  your  sweet  face  smiling  at  llie  window  pane, 
As  1  come  down  the  lane,  a  piciisant  smile  to  gain, 
•     Shall  I  meet  my  pretty  Kate  McShane  I 

She  is  tall  and  very  graceful,  and  her  eyes  are  azure  bine. 

And  her  hair  a  trifle  curly,  I  know  she  will  ever  be  true; 

Gentle  words  she  always  utters,  so  refined  and  never  vain. 

To  me  there's  no  one  like  her,  she's  my  pretty  Kate  McShane.— i?«/roin. 


IT'S   ALL    G-ONE    NOW. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Walter  P.  Keen. 


1  often  sigh  for  absent  friends  and  wish  they  would  return, 
There's  some  who  owe  me  money,  and  for  them  I  sadly  yearn; 
I  sigh  for  my  bright  dollars  that  once  made  my  heart  rejoice, 

I  Biwiit  about  a  thousand  once  to  cultivate  my  voice. 

Chorus. 

But  it's  all  gone  now,  it's  ail  gone  now, 

Thoiieh  once  it  sounded  strong  when  I  sang  a  little  song; 

And  I've  been  sold,  for  I  caught  a  cold 

Drinking  from  wet  glasses,  so  it's  all  gone  now. 

My  brother  never  went  to  school  and  yet  he  knows  a  lot, 
For  he  can  cure  the  toothache  or  most  any  pain  you've  got; 
He  never  nsee  medicine  to  cure  each  little  ill. 
A  man  who  had  tlie  rheumatism  came  to  brother  Bill—    - 

Chorus. 

And  It's  all  gone  now,  it's  all  gone  now; 

"  Before  I  cure,"  said  he,  "why,  you'll  have  to  pay  my  fee.'" 

Then  he  paid  Bill  quick,  and  he  made  tlie  man  kick 

A  hole  right  through  a  window,  and  the  pane's  gone  now. 

Moloney  was  a  pugilist,  and  in  a  finish  fight 
The  other  fellow  landed  on  his  forehead  with  his  right; 
It  raised  a  tumor,  and  he  sent  a  doctor  on  the  case: 
The  doctor  gave  a  salve  to  cure  the  tumorlou  his  face. 

Chorus. 
It's  all  gone  now,  it's  all  gone  now; 

'l"he  tumor  left  his  head,  but  there's  two  more  there  instead; 
Still  he  kept  right  on,  from  night  till  morn. 
To  use  the  salve  nutll  his  face  is  all  gone  now. 

I  never  was  a  drinking  man,  but  one  thing  I  uphold. 
That  is  to  keep  some  whiskey  'round  for  fear  of  catching  cold; 
I  kept  a  bottle  in  my  room  for  many  months,  you  see. 
Until  a  prohibitionist  came  there  to  room  with  me. 

Chorus. 

And,  it's  all  gone  now,  It's  all  gone  now; 
He  said  he  came  to  town  jnst  to  put  the  liquor  down; 
And  me  he  did  convince  that  he's  done  it  ever  since, 
I'll  swear  I  never  touched  it,  but  it's  all  gone  now. 

Si  Perkins  came  to  town  last  week  and  tried  to  do  the  grand. 
He  said,  "  By  Gosh,  I'll  see  the  sights  as  long  as  I  can  stand." 
He  walked  as  far  as  Hester  street  and  met  a  pretty  maid, 
And  iu  his  purse  he  had  two  hundred  dollars,  so  he  suiU. 

"';■  Chorus.  "   '"  '  ■./-■'-  ."^  - ' 

It's  all  gone  now.  It's  all  gone  now; 

She  treated  him  so  nice,  combed  his  whiskers  once  or  twice— 

And  Si,  by  Gosh,  once  owned  a  watch, 

A  diamond  ring  and  locket,  but  they're  all  gone  now. 

I  met  an  old  schoolmate  to-day  who  really  made  me  stare. 
For  he  was  quite  baldheaded,  though  he  once  had  lovely  hair; 
He  told  me  how  he  loot  it,  'twas  in  childhood,  so  he  said. 
To  mend  his  pants  behind,  his  mother  stood  him  on  his  head. 

Chorus. 

It's  all  gone  now,  he's  bald  Jolin  now; 

He'd  a  rabbit  painted  there,  and  you'd  swear  it  was  a  hart. 

But  a  cinch  he's  got.  for  when  the  weather's  hot 

He  paints  a  cobweb  on  to  keep  the  flies  off  now.  -    -  ^'  ' ; 


They  Are  the  Best  Friends  of  All. 
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Words  by  Theo.  Norman.    Music  by  Felix  McOIennon.    Arr.  by  Monroe  H.  Roeenfeld. 

Oh,  the  fairest  spot  on  earth  is  to  man  of  little  worth. 

Unless  he  finds  some  fellow  creature  there; 
But  a  true  and  loving  friend  to  the  i>oore8t  place  will  lend 

An  ever  cheerful,  bright  and  sunny  air. 
When  the  sun  sinks  iu  the  West  and  the  toiler  seeks  his  rest 

The  thought  of  home  his  weariness  will  cheer, 
For  he  knows  'tie  there  he'll  find  honest  friends  both  true  and  kind. 

His  ever  faithful  wife  and  children  dear. 

Chorus. 
They  are  the  best  friends  of  all.  no  matter  whalc'er  may  befall 
The  comfort  of  his  life,  his  children  and  liis  wife 
They  are  the  best  friends  of  all. 

Now  it  makes  his  bosom  glad  when  the  children  run  lo  dad. 

For  then  he  has  a  romp  with  girls  and  boys. 
While  his  tender,  watchful  mate  smiling  greets  him  at  the  gate. 

Prepared  to  share  his  sorrow?"  and  his  joys; 
And  ill  illness  or  in  health,  and  in  poverty  or  wealth, 

When  climbing  up  the  hill  or  going  down. 
There's  a  kindly  loving  smile  to  greet  him  all  the  while. 

And  even  brighten  fortune's  cruel  Uow a. —  Chorus. 

Then  when  he  is  growing  gray  as  he  jonrnc}-8  on  his  way, 

And  time  has  slightly  bent  his  stalwart  form, 
Though  his  spirit  may  be  bold,  still  with  hearts  of  purest  gold 

Tliey  hasten  to  protect  him  from  life's  storm. 
His  old  wife  with  face  so  bright  is  to  him  a  ray  of  litrht. 

That  with  the  children  fills  hi«  home  with  love; 
'Tis  their  pleasure  and  their  jiride  to  be  ever  at  his  side 

Until  he's  called  to  higher  realms  above.— CAorw*. 


^s  ^ 


THE    SHIP   I   LOVE.        / 
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Composed  by  Felix  SIcQIennon. 


A  gallant  ship  was  lab'ring,  lab'ring  in  the  sea. 

The  captain  stood  amongst  lils  crew,  "Gather  'round,"  said  he. 

"The  ship  is  doomed  and  sinking,  tliere  on  the  lee  is  land. 

Then  launch  the  boats  and  pull  away,  but  here  at  my  post  I'll  stand. 

Good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye;  good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye. 

Chorus. 
"  I'll  stick  to  the  ship,  lads,  you  save  your  lives, 
I've  no  one  lo  love  me,  you've  children  and  wives; 
Yon  take  to  the  boats,  lads,  praying  to  Ileav'n  above, 
Wiiile  I'll  go  down  iu  the  angry  deep  with  the  ship  I  love." 

The  crew  stood  hesitating,  their  hearts  were  sfauncli  and  true, 

Willi  tcar-diinmed  eyes  spoke  up  the  mate,  "Sir,  we  will  die  «ith  you.' 

The  captain  cried,  "  Wliat,  mutiny!  I  am  the  captain  hcie; 

So  launch  the  boats  and  pull  away,  and  think  of  your  cliildren  dear. 

Good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye;  good-bye,  my  lads,  g'>Qd-bye.— C/twt/e. 

The  fierce  winds  howl  'round  the  sinking  wreck. 
And  the  captain  elands  on  the  wave-washed  deck;        ■;-.; 
The  good  ship  stnigples  like  a  thing  of  life,  .      "■ ' 

And  the  timbers  groan  iu  the  awful  strife.  '>  .!'  .    'r  . 

Slowly,  slowly  sinking  is  she,  "'■■.:.';  : 

But  the  captain  brave,  ah,  where  is  he?  •'  ■ 

Down  he  goes  to  a  sailor's  grave, 
-  As  his  last  words  are  wafted  across  the  wave: 
"Good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye;  good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye.' 
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THE    VETERAN'S    STORY. 
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/   Word*  and  Music  by  Julian  Jordan. 

It  was  abiight  June  morning,  out  on  the  great  liif;hway. 

When  with  the  tlirong  that  passed  alone,  together  we  did  Btray; 

He  was  a  veteran  honored,  he  was  ii  eoluier  true, 

Back  in  the  days  of  war  and  strife  lie  wore  the  coat  of  blue. 

And  as  we  ainilees  wandered  on,  came  from  across  the  woy 

A  woman  dressed  In  black,  whose  hair  had  long  since  turned  togray. 

Soon  he  was  hy  her  side  to  lielp  her  cross  the  crowdeil  way, 

Oallant  ns  Ivni^ht  to  lady  fair,  there  on  that  brlRht  June  day. 

And  then  he  told  this  story,  told  of  a  comrade  brave. 

Who  fought  and  fell  at  Shiloh,  and  tills  a  soldier's  grave; 

He  was  this  mother's  only  son,  and  tho'  afar  he's  sleeping, 

Still  in  ber  heart  he  lives  alway,  love's  faithful  trust  she's  keeping. 

It  was  a  bright  spring  morning,  O  well  remembered  day. 
Proudly  we  miirched  on  that  glad  morn,  i)roudly  marched  away; 
And  there  we  saw  hard  fighting,  tliere  'neath  the  southern  sun, 
For  many  deeds  of  viilor  great,  honor  and  fame  he  won. 
And  then  one  day  a  fearful  charge  laid  this  brave  soldier  low; 
"Closer,  comrade,  closer  come,  hear  me  before  I  go, 
Tell  ine  you'll  be  to  mother  dear,  oh,  be  to  her  a  son, 
I  was  lier  all,  O  God,  'tis  liard,*'  and  then  his  life  was  done. 
This  was  the  veteran's  story,  told  of  a  soldier  brave. 
Who  fought  and  fell  at  Shiloh,  and  fills  a  soldier's  grave; 
He  was  this  mother's  only  son,  he  was  lier  pride  and  glory. 
Her  only  sou,  and  him  she  gave,  this  was  the  vet'rau's  story. 


*  s  * 
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ME    SEE    THE    OLD    PLAN- 
TATION   ONCE    AGAIN. 


Copyriaht,  1893,  by  James  Stillman. 
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Words  and  Music  by  3.  F.  Lamb.    Arranged  by  Ou*.  Geb«rt. 

De  time  ie  now  long  pnst  when  I  was  but  a  lad. 

And  worked  among  I  he  cotton  fields  and  corn, 
My  heart  was  never  sad,  for  de  boys  would  make  me  glad, 

Dey'd  be  singing  as  they  rush  the  work  ulont;. 
When  deir  work  it  was  o'er  dey  would  dance  upon  the  floor, 

Let  me  hear  de  banjo  ringing  now  as  den; 
Dere  is  one  request  I  make,  just  before  dis  life  I  pass. 

Let  me  see  de  old  plantation  ouce  again. 

Refraim. 

Let  me  see  de  old  plantation  once  again. 

It  will  drive  away  from  me  all  care  and  pain; 

M'ith  an  open  heart  and  soul  to  my  Maker  den  would  go. 

If  I  see  de  old  plantation  once  again. 

'Twas  just  in  "  sixty-three  "  when  we  darkies  were  set  free. 

Since  den  we  learned  what  sorrow  was  for  sure; 
We  lost  our  good  old  homes,  and  our  happy  times  were  gone. 

For  to  live  we  were  obliged  this  world  to  roam. 
Now  dat  I  am  old  and  weak,  my  life-gates  soon  will  close, 

I've  a  soul  dat  will  be  judged  like  all  of  men; 
But  before  dat  does  take  ])lHce,  dere's  one  wish  I'd  like  to  make, 

Let  me  see  de  old  plantation  once  &ga'm.—Ji^rain. 


KELLY'S    BICYCLE    SONG-. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  John  Kelly. 


I'm  the  Inckiest  man  on  top  of  earth  In  gambling  of  all  klml, 

I  bonglit  a  raining  ticket  at  a  churcli  fair,  do  ye  mind; 

A  prize  went  with  each  ticket,  'twas  a  lott'ry,  fair  and  sqiiure. 

From  shoestrings  to  pianos  Krand,  the  devil's  own  thingH  were  there. 

Last  week  they  had  ihe  drawing,  they  told  me  that  I  won; 

Says  they,  "  O'Mara,  you're  a  '  buie,'  you're  going  to  have  some  fun." 

"  Now  what  the  divil  is  it,  boysf  I  qiiickly  did  inquire; 

"  It's  a  high-toned  safety  bicycle,  witn  a  big  rheumatic  tircl" 

Chorus. 
Talk  aboat  riding  billy-goats,  or  riding  on  a  rait. 
Or  tryini:  to  ride  a  cowboy  horse,  where  you  hold  on  by  the  tail; 
I've  tried  one  and  all,  hud  many  a  fall,  so  take  my  word. 
There's  nothing  so  mean  as  that  divil'a  machine,  the  bicycle. 

I  have  tried  for  honrs,  In  my  back  yard,  but  couldn't  mount  the  scat, 

I  frightened  all  the  children  when  I  went  out  on  the  street; 

And  after  many  bumps  and  thumps  I  thought  I'd  learned  the  knack. 

But  dashed  into  a  street  car  and  knocked  it  off  the  track. 

Next  day  I  tried  the  country  for  twenty  miles  about. 

When  all  at  once  I  struck  a  rock,  and  all  the  wind  flew  out; 

I  had  no  air-pump  with  me,  like  a  jay  I  sat  alone, 

I  shouldered  mister  bicycle  and  I  walked  the  whole  way  home— Chorus. 


When  the  Good  Times  Come  Again. 
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Words  by  Jos.  P.  Skelly.    Music  by  Con  O'Mara. 


The  rich  complain  at  fortune's  frown,  the  poor  grow  poorer  still. 
The  spendthrift  saves  his  pennies  now,to  pay  his  lodging  bill; 
The  miser  counts  his  secret  store,  liis  greed  he  can't  restrain. 
He  hopes  to  save  a  trifle  more  when  the  good  times  come  again. 

Chorus. 

Then  keep  yonrspirits  light  and  gay,  and  sing  this  hopeful  strain. 
We'll  all  ne  happy  by-nnd-by,  when  the  gooti  times  come  again; 
Then  kern  your  spirits  light  and  gay,  and  sing  this  ho|>erul  strain. 
We'll  all  be  happy  by-and-by,  when  llie  good  times  come  a^ain. 

The  man  of  toil  is  now  at  rest,  his  rent  is  coming  due. 

Ills  purse  is  empty,  but  Ids  heart  is  honest,  proud  nnd  trnc; 

He  smiles  at  each  succeeding  cross,  and  does  not  sigli  in  vain, 

He  knows  the  tide  of  life  will  change  when  thegood  times  come  again.— CAorxf.  ( 

The  child  sits  ou  her  father's  knee,  her  kiss  he  can't  refuse;  I         ( 

"  Just  see  my  little  toe,  papa— I  want  a  pair  of  shoes."  ( 

Too  well  he  Knows  her  lightest  want,  but  now  she  asks  Id  vain,  \ 

All  he  can  say  is,  "Yes,  uiy  dear,  when  the  good  times  come  again."— CAon/*.  [ 

The  lover  looks  with  wistful  eyes  upon  his  bride  to  be,  \ 

She  begs  him  to  be  good  and  wise  till  brighter  days  they  see;  t  ( 

They  kiss  and  part,  while  in  each  heart  sweet  hopes  of  joy  remain,  '  ( 

Some  day  they  11  wed,  but  they  must  wait  till  the  good  times  come  again.— CAo.  > 
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DON'T  BURN  THE  CABIN  DOWN. 
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Written,  Composed  and  Sung  by  Hiss  Nellie  Maguire.    Arranged  by  John  A.  Stromberg. 

A  little  town  in  Ireland,  a  cabin  old  and  small. 

Two  common  chairs,  a  table,  one  window,  that  is  all; 

The  cabin's  dark,  the  fire  is  low,  but  if  you'll  strain  your  eyes, 

You'll  see  a  bed  of  straw  whereon  a  feeble  woman  lies.  | 

Beside  her  kneels  her  daughter,  but  a  girl  of  fifteen  years. 

She  prays  God  spare  her  mother's  life,  e'en  tlioiigh  a  life  of  tears; 

But  hark  I  a  knock  I  three  burly  men  cry  "  Come,  lads,  here's  the  place;" 

The  maiden  rushes  out  and  pleads,  with  anguiali  on  her  face: 

9  Refrain. 

"  Don't  burn  the  cabin  down,  mother  is  willing  to  pay,  j 

Father  Is  now  on  the  ocean,  fishing  for  us  faraway;  t 

Remember,  it  is  t'hrisliiiiiB  eve.  and  snow  is  falling,  too,  j 
Don't  burn  the  cabin  down,  and  I  will  pray  for  you.'* 

In  vain  was  all  her  pleading,  two  men  pnshed  rudely  by, 

Tlie  other  looked  upon  iter  with  pity  in  his  eye; 

'•  Alasl"  said  he,  "  my  little  maid,  such  faie  you  have  not  earned. 

But  we  were  told  if  rent's  unpaid  the  cabin  must  be  burned." 

Tlie  other  man  already  had  the  fatal  torcli  a|  plied. 

When  he  who  stood  without  rushed  in,  and  thrust  them  both  aside. 

•'Desist,  upon  your  lives,"  he  cried;  "this  is  a  work  of  slianie;" 

As  if  responsive  to  bis  voice  the  gentle  pleading  camQ:— He frain. 


LET  ME  WHISPER  I  AM  THINE.  ( 

( 
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Words  and  Music  by  Elsa  Gi-egorl. 


Many  long  years  have  passed  since  childhood's  happy  hours. 

When  songs  of  warbling  birds  rang  through  the  leafy  bow'rs; 

Til  my  mem'ry  I  recall  a  story  sweet  yet  sad 

Of  two  lovely  little  children,  she  a  maid  and  he  a  lad; 

Hand  in  hand  to  scliool  they  wandered  in  their  cliildish  love  so  eweet. 

He  with  true  gallant  devotion  these  words  would  oft  repeat: 

Chorus. 
Once  again,  ah,  love,  I  see  thee,  once  again  I  call  thee  mine; 
Ah,  dearest,  sweetheart,  listen  now  to  me,  let  mc  wbisix:r  I  am  thine. 

But  when  to  womanhood  this  little  maid  had  irrown 

Society  made  her  queen  and  j)laced  her  on  their  throne:  j 

Iti  those  gay  and  lurini;  scenes,  swept  on  by  fashion's  tide, 

Shu  forgot  her  sacred  promise  to  be  one  day  my  bride. 

Perhaps  I  bore  it  like  a  man,  but  my  heart  was  crushed  with  pain; 

How  I  longed  to  take  her  in  my  arms  and  say  these  words  again:—  Chorut. 

But  at  last  all  faithfulness  has  its  own  sweet  reward; 

I'd  waited  patiently  for  she  whom  I  adored. 

And  now  no  better  wife  could  in  this  world  be  found. 

For  we  are  truly  happy  and  our  hearts  with  love  abound; 

In  the  evening  by  the  fireside,  when  the  lights  arc  burning  low. 

Of  our  childhood  love  I  whisper  and  that  song  of  long  &go:— C horut. 
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WHAT    DO    I    CARE. 
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Words  by  Richard  Morton.    Music  by  F.  W.  Venton. 


Oh,  I'm  a  yonng  laJy,  etill  goiiiK  to  school. 
To  do  what  I  like  and  that  ie  play  the  fool; 
If  they  give  mc  a  duucecap,  etand  me  on  a  stool. 

What  do  I  care? 
If  tcacliers  find  out,  when  I  shonld  be  in  bed, 
I'm  eiitiuK  by  candlelight,  puzEiing  my  head, 
And  am  writing  love  letters,  yards  of  them,  instead — 
What  dol  carer 

Choritb.  ' 

What  do  I  care?  What  do  I  care  what  the  people  sayf 
I'm  always  up  to  tnischicf  and  I'm  at  it  all  tlie  day; 
I'm  playing  marbles,  pitch  and  toes,  or  siidiiig  down  the  stairs; 
Like  all  tomboys  I  find  my  joys,  1  like  it,  so  who  caresT 

Next  door  to  onr  school  there  is  one  for  yoang  men; 
We  meet  them  sometime*?,  it's  forbidden,  but  when 
They  just  catch  me  at  walking  with  Jack  now  and  then. 

What  do  I  care? 
If  one  of  the  boys  eaiicy  language  should  speak, 
I  up  with  my  flet  and  land  one  on  his  cheek; 
If  1  mt  a  black  eye  for  the  rest  of  the  week, 

What  do  1  care?— CAOTJW. 

At  rounders  I  know  that  I  cnt  quite  a  dash. 
When  tltey  pitch  the  ba'l  I  am  there  like  a  flash; 
If  a  pane  of  plateglass  goes  to  bits  with  a  emosb, 

Wliat  do  I  care? 
I  know  that  my  Dad  for  the  damage  I  do 
Will  settle  at  once,  though  he  looks  a  bit  blue; 
Broken  French  he  will  pay  for,  and  broken  glass,  too— 

What  do  1  care?— CAoru*. 
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DEAR    OLD    BOYS. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Felix  McGlennon. 

Wlint  a  iot  of  pals  we  have  when  we've  got  the  rhino. 
What  a  lot  of  pals  we  have  when  we've  got  the  chink; 

How  they  cluster  'round  us,  too,  ah!  don't  you  and  I  know; 
How  they  praise  our  virtues  and  at  all  our  failings  wink. 

Gaily,  gaily,  bear  tliem  laugh  and  eiug; 

Good  boys,  true  boye,  faithfully  they'll  cling; 

Night  or  day,  they'll  never  leave  our  side, 

but  have  you  ever  noticed  how  they'll  watch  the  changing  tide? 

Chorus. 

When  yon  ask  them  will  they  take  a  drink,  it's  "  Dear  old  boy  "; 
When  you  make  them  welcome  to  your  chink,  then  it's  "Dear  old  boy." 
All!  but  when  you're  down  upon  your  luck  and  cannot  pay  the  score. 
Then  it's  "  Dear  old  boy  "  no  more. 

When  yon  haven't  got  a  rap  how  your  friends  forsake  yon. 
To  each  other  they  will  say,  "What  a  fool  he's  been." 

They  know  very  well  they  lent  a  helping  hand  to  break  you. 
And  when  they've  accomplished  that  it's  "  Wasn't  Juggins  green?" 

Sadly,  sadly  you  will  gnzc  around, 

IIoiii leg  that  one  true  friend  can  be  found;  .    '  \   '    .  .   .     '   ,' 

Then  you  see  you've  foolish  been  and  rash. 

It  was  not  you  they  loved  at  all,  'twas  but  your  pile  of  cash. 

CUORCS. 

When  yon  ask  them  will  they  stand  a  drink,  it's  "  Poor  old  boy," 
When  you  ask  them  will  they  lend  some  chink,  then  it's  "  Can't,  old  boy;" 
When  they  fee  you're  down  upon  your  luck  they  will  not  pay  the  score. 
And  It's  "  Dear  old  boy  "  bo  more. 

Keep  your  head  screwed  on  straight,  boys,  when  you've  got  the  rhino. 

Do  not  let  a  lot  of  hawks  pluck  you  like  a  jay; 
You  will  find  a  lot  who  would  with  you  dine  and  wine,  oh! 

But  iikewiee  me,  look  ahead  for  the  rainy  day. 
Ah!  boys,  good  boys,  have  your  little  fling,  • 

But,  hoys,  wise  boys,  don't  spend  ev'rything; 
You  will  find,  when  changed  may  be  your  lot 
Your  pocket  is  the  only  true  and  useful  friend  you've  got 

CUORUS. 

When  you  ask  them  will  they  take  a  drink,  it's  "  Dear  old  boy;" 
When  you  make  them  welcome  to  your  chink,  then  it's  "Dear  old  »)oy." 
Aiil  but  when  you're  down  upon  your  luck  and  cannot  pay  the  score. 
Then  it's  "  Dear  old  boy  "  no  more. 


—A  Mischievous  Boy.— A  teacher  in  school,  who  thought  s)ie 
was  asking  a  very  hard  question,  aslied:    "Johnny,  where  was 
I  Adam's  apple?"     As  quick  as  a  flash  he  answered:    "Where 
Nellie  wore  the  beads." 


When  the  Moon  Is  Kissing  the  Waters 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Dacre. 


My  Isabel  is  a  belle  truly, 

Belle  of  our  village  which  slopes  to  the  eca; 
All  other  men  she  receives  coolly. 

With  one  exception,  you'll  guess  who  is  he. 
No  one  imagines  that  I  am  her  bean, 

That  little  secret  no  further  must  go;  ' 

Only  at  night,  when  we  mnrmur  "good-bye," 
I  read  her  neart  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

Chorus. 
When  the  moon  Is  kissing  the  waters,  and  the  waters  arc  kissing  the  sand. 
When  stars  are  throwing  their  kisses  to  all  tlie  fond  lovers  on  laud— 
I  follow  sweet  nature's  example  and  give  some  to  Isaliel  Ijce, 
But  knowing  those  kisses  are  stolen,  she  gives  them  all  l>ack  to  me. 

When  Isabel  meets  me  in  daylight 

No  one  would  dream  that  we  knelt  at  one  shriue, 
Uow  bashfully  'neath  the  moon's  gray  liyht 

She  has  returned  all  those  kisses  of  mine- 
Answers  me  freezingly,  colder  than  ice. 
Talks  of  the  cattle  or  corn  and  its  price, 
"Jacks "  me  no  longer, 'tis  then  "Mister  John," 
She  will  rechristen  me  Jack  later  on.— 67(oru«. 

My  Isabel  has  a  fair  cousin, 

Great  is  their  friendship,  no  secrets  have  they; 
Dear  bosom  friends  who,  by  the  dozen. 

Pour  forth  their  sorrows  and  joys  every  day.      «;. 
Cousin  has  whispered  me  "  under  the  rote  "  ■' 

Soniethiug  which  only  a  confidant  knows. 
Something  wliich  fills  me  with  wildest  delight. 
Something  which  my  girl  will  tell  me  to-night.— (7 Aoru«. 


MY    SALLY. 
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Composed  by  Al.  W.  Filson 


Though  many  of  life's  nps  and  downs  I  have  eeeu 

My  thoughts  still  go  back  to  the  past, 
Wlien  I  was  a  newsboy  instead  of  cashier. 

And  the  luck  didn't  come  quite  so  fast; 
Society  queens  didn't  smile  on  me  then. 

Nor  visit  in  Poverty  Alley; 
But  a  true  little  heart  was  beating  for  me 

'Neath  the  rough,  ragged  dress  of  my  Sally. 

Chorus. 
Yes,  often  far  prettier  girls  I  have  seen. 

But  my  heart  still  remains  in  the  alley,  ' 
For  I  know  there  beats  the  true  heart  of  a  queen 
"Neath  the  poor,  ragged  dress  of  my  Sally. 

Iler  lot  has  been  rough,  often  hunger  she's  known, 

She's  had  to  work  bard  all  her  life; 
But  we'll  change  all  that  when  she  is  all  my  own. 

When  sweet  little  Sal  is  my  wife. 
If  all  fashion's  ladies  were  bunched  into  one 

For  the  wliole  lot  I'd  not  give  Sally; 
For  she'll  be  the  same,  in  sunshine  or  rain. 

As  she  was  when  we  lived  in  the  alley.— CAorM#. 


*  >  * 


DON'T  YOU  LIKE  TO  PLAY  WITH  [ 
LITTLE   BABY? 
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Words  and  Music  by  FeUx  HcQiennon. 


When  the  shades  of  evening  fall,  when  your  daily  work  Is  t»'er, 
Oil,  how  nice  to  romp  with  baby,  and  to  roll  her  on  the  floor; 
First  you  dance  her  on  your  knee  till  she  laughs  and  crows  with  glee, 
Then  she  toddles  'round  the  room  and  her  smile  dispels  the  gloom. 

Chorus. 

Don'l  yon  like  to  play  withHttle  baby  f  Don't  yon  like  to  dance  her  on  your  knee?  i 

Don't  you  like  to  play  with  little  baby,  and  to  hear  her  laugh  with  glee? 

Mamma!  Dadal  Don't  you  like  to  hear  the  baby  sayt 
Oh,  my!  Darling  little  girly,  with  her  hair  so  curly, 

I  could  romp  with  baby  night  and  day.-  Whistle. 

Hark!  a  footstep's  heard  outside,  baby's  at  the  window  pane, 

And  with  joy  she  screams  out,  "Dada!  "  Dada's  coming  down  the  lane; 

Then  the  door  is  opened  wide,  baby's  dada  steps  inside; 

Baby  runs  to  be  caressed,  baby  to  his  heart  is  pressed.-  Chorut. 

Bye,  bye,  baby,  go  to  sleep,  your  bright  eyes  are  growing  dim; 

Fold  your  hands  and  say  your  pray'rs,  love,  baby  looks  demure  and  prim; 

You  retire  with  silent  tread,  baby  creeps  from  out  her  bed. 

Follows  you  down  stairs  with  glee,  wants  to  sit  on  mama's  knee.— CAoru*. 
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THE    VETERAN'S    STORY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Julian  Jordan. 


It  was  a  blight  Jane  morniiifi,  out  on  the  great  highway. 

When  witli  the  throng  that  passed  along,  together  we  did  strfty; 

He  was  a  veteran  honored,  he  was  a  soldier  true. 

Buck  in  the  days  of  war  and  strife  he  wore  the  coat  of  blue. 

And  as  we  aimlees  wandered  on,  came  from  across  the  way 

A  woman  dressed  in  hi aclv,  whose  tiair  had  long  since  turned  togray. 

Soon  he  was  l)y  her  side  to  lielp  her  cross  the  crowded  way. 

Gallant  as  knight  to  lady  fair,  there  on  that  bright  June  day. 

And  then  he  told  tliis  story,  told  of  a  comrade  brave. 

Who  fought  aud  fell  at  Shiloh,  and  tills  a  soldier's  grave; 

He  was  this  mother's  only  eon,  and  tho'  afar  he's  sleeping. 

Still  In  her  heart  be  lives  alway,  love's  faithful  trust  she's  keeping. 

It  was  a  bright  spring  morning,  O  well  remembered  day. 
Proudly  we  marched  on  that  glad  morn,  i)roudly  marched  away; 
And  there  we  saw  hard  fighting,  there  'neath  the  southern  sun. 
For  many  deeds  of  valor  great,  honor  and  fame  he  won. 
And  then  one  day  a  fearful  charge  laid  this  brave  soldier  low; 
"Closer,  comrade,  closer  come,  near  me  before  I  go. 
Tell  ine  you'll  be  to  mother  dear,  oh,  be  to  her  a  son, 
I  was  lier  all,  O  God,  'tis  hard,''  and  then  his  life  was  done. 
'I'his  was  the  veteran's  story,  told  of  a  soldier  brave. 
Who  fought  and  fell  at  Shiloh,  and  fills  a  soldier's  grave; 
He  was  this  mother's  only  son,  he  was  her  pride  and  glory. 
Her  Duly  sou,  and  him  she  gave,  this  was  the  vct'rau's  story. 
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LET    ME    SEE    THE    OLD    PLAN- 
TATION   ONCE    AGAIN. 


Copyrisht,  li%i,  by  James  atillman. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  F.  Lamb.    Arranged  by  Ous.  Gebert. 

De  time  is  now  long  past  when  I  was  but  a  lad. 

And  worked  among  the  cotton  fields  aud  corn. 
My  heart  was  never  sad,  for  de  boys  would  make  me  glad, 

Dey'd  be  singing  as  they  rush  the  work  along. 
When  deir  work  it  was  o'er  dey  would  dance  upon  the  floor. 

Lei  me  hear  de  banjo  ringing  now  as  den; 
Dere  is  one  request  I  make,  just  befure  dis  life  I  pass, 

Let  me  see  de  oiU  plantatiou  once  again. 

Refrain. 

Let  me  see  de  old  plantatiou  once  again. 

It  will  drive  away  from  me  all  care  and  pain; 

With  an  open  heart  and  soul  to  my  Maker  den  would  go, 

If  I  see  de  old  plantation  once  again. 

'Twas  Just  in  "  sixty-three  "  when  we  darkies  were  set  free, 

Since  den  we  learned  what  sorrow  was  for  sure; 
We  lost  our  good  old  homes,  and  our  happy  times  were  gone. 

For  to  live  we  were  obliged  this  world  to  roam. 
Now  dat  I  am  old  and  weak,  my  life-gates  soon  will  close, 

I've  a  soul  dat  will  be  judged  like  all  of  men; 
But  before  dat  does  take  place,  dere's  one  wish  I'd  like  to  make. 

Let  me  see  de  old  plantation  once  again.— i^«/ram. 


KELLY'S    BICYCLE    SONG-. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  John  Kelly. 


I'm  the  luckiest  man  on  top  of  earth  In  gambling  of  all  kind, 

I  bought  a  raffling  ticket  at  a  church  fair,  do  ye  mind; 

A  prize  went  with  each  ticket,  'twas  a  lotl'ry,  fair  and  square. 

From  slioestrings  to  pianos  grand,  the  <levil'9  own  thingM  were  there. 

Last  week  they  had  the  drawing,  they  told  me  that  I  won; 

Says  they,  "  O'Mara,  you're  a  '  huie,'  you're  goini:  to  have  some  fuu." 

"Now  what  the  divil  is  it,  boys?  "  I  quickly  did  inquire; 

"  It's  a  high-toned  safety  bicycle,  witn  a  big  rheumatic  tire  I" 

Cborub. 

Talk  about  riding  billy-goats,  or  riding  on  a  rail. 
Or  trying  to  ride  a  cowboy  horse,  where  you  hold  on  by  the  tail; 
I've  tried  one  and  all,  had  maiiy  a  fall,  so  take  my  word. 
There's  nothing  so  mean  as  that  divil's  machine,  the  bicycle. 

I  have  tried  for  honrs.  In  my  back  yard,  but  conldn't  mount  the  scat, 

I  frightened  all  ttie  children  when  I  went  out  on  the  street; 

And  after  many  bumps  and  thumps  I  thought  I'd  learned  the  knack, 

But  dashed  into  a  street  car  and  knocked  it  off  the  track. 

Next  day  I  tried  the  country  for  twenty  miles  about. 

When  all  at  once  I  struck  a  rock,  and  ail  the  wind  flew  out; 

I  had  no  air-pump  with  me,  like  a  jay  I  sat  aloue, 

I  shouldered  mister  bicycle  and  I  walked  the  whole  way  borne.— Chorus. 


When  the  Good  Times  Come  Again. 


Copyright,  1894,  by  Frank  Harding. 
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Words  by  Jos.  P.  Skelly.    Music  by  Con  O'Mara. 


The  rich  complain  at  fortune's  frown,  the  poor  grow  poorer  still. 
The  8|>cndthnft  saves  bis  pennies  now,to  pay  his  lodging  l>ill;  . 

The  miser  counts  his  secret  store,  his  greed  he  can't  restrain. 
He  hopes  to  save  a  trifle  more  when  the  good  times  come  again. 

Chorus. 
Then  keep  your  spirits  light  and  gay,  and  sing  this  hopeful  strain, 
We'll  all  lie  happy  by-and-by,  when  the  good  times  come  again; 
Then  keep  your  spiriti<i  light  and  gay,  and  sing  this  ho|>eful  strain. 
We'll  all  be  happy  by-aud-by,  when  the  good  times  come  again, 

The  man  of  toil  is  uow  at  rest,  his  rent  is  coming  due, 

ills  purse  is  empty,  but  his  heart  is  honest,  proud  and  true; 

He  smiles  at  each  succeeding  cross,  and  does  not  sigh  in  vain. 

He  knows  the  tide  of  life  will  change  when  the  good  times  come  Again.— CAort/K. 

The  child  sits  on  her  father's  knee,  her  kiss  he  can't  refuse; 

"  Just  see  my  little  toe,  papa— I  want  a  pair  of  shoes."  j 

Too  well  he  knows  her  lightest  want,  but  now  she  asks  !o  vain. 

All  he  can  say  is,  "Yes,  my  dear,  when  the  good  times  come  again."— CAori/ii. 

The  lover  looks  with  wistful  eyes  upon  his  bride  to  be,  i 

She  begs  him  to  be  good  and  wise  till  brighter  days  they  see;  -     ' 

They  kiss  and  uart,  while  in  each  heart  sweet  hopes  of  joy  remain, 
Some  day  they  11  wed,  but  they  must  wait  till  the  good  times  come  again.— C7Ao, 


i 
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DON'T  BURN  THE  CABIN  DOWN. 
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Written,  Composed  and  Sung  by  Miss  Nellie  Maguire.    Arranged  by  John  A.  Stromberg. 


A  little  town  In  Ireland,  a  cabin  old  and  small. 

Two  common  chairs,  a  table,  one  window,  that  is  all; 

The  cabin's  dark,  the  fire  is  low,  but  if  you'll  strain  your  eyes, 

You'll  see  a  bed  of  straw  whereon  a  feeble  woman  lies. 

Beside  her  kneels  her  daughter,  but  a  girl  of  fifteen  years. 

She  pravs  God  spare  her  mother's  life,  e'en  though  a  life  of  tears; 

But  hark!  a  knock  I  three  burly  men  cry  "  Come,  lads,  here's  the  place;' 

The  maiden  rushes  out  and  pleads,  with  anguish  on  her  face: 

Refrain. 

"  Don't  burn  the  cabin  down,  mother  is  willing  to  pay, 
Father  is  now  on  the  ocean,  fishing  for  us  faraway; 
Renienit)er,  it  is  Christinas  eve,  and  snow  is  falling,  too. 
Don't  burn  the  cabin  down,  aud  I  will  pray  for  you." 

In  vnin  was  all  her  pleading,  two  men  pushed  rudely  by. 

The  otlier  looked  upon  her  with  nity  in  his  eye; 

'■  Ahisl"  said  he,  "  my  little  maia,  such  fate  you  have  not  earned, 

But  we  were  told  If  rent's  unpaid  the  cabin  must  be  burned." 

The  other  man  already  had  tho  fatal  torch  applied. 

When  he  who  stood  without  rushed  in,  and  thrust  them  both  aside. 

"  Desist,  upon  your  lives,"  he  cried;  "  this  is  a  work  of  shame;" 

As  if  responsive  to  bis  voice  the  gentle  pleading  cumc—Herrain. 


LET  ME  WHISPER   I  AM  THINE. 

Copyright.  1891,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hail,  London. 


Ail  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  El^a  Cregorl. 

Many  long  years  have  passed  since  childhood's  hajipy  hours. 

When  songs  of  warbling  birds  rang  through  the  leafy  bow'rs; 

To  my  mcm'ry  I  recall  a  story  sweet  yet  sad 

or  two  lovely  little  children,  she  a  maid  and  he  a  lad; 

Hand  In  hand  to  school  they  wandered  in  their  childish  love  so  sweet, 

lie  with  true  gallant  Ucvotiou  these  words  would  ofi  repeat: 

Chorus.  | 

Once  again,  ah,  love,  I  see  thee,  once  again  I  call  thee  mine; 
Ah,  dearest,  sweetheart,  listen  now  to  me,  let  me  whisper  I  am  thine. 

But  when  to  womanhood  this  little  maid  had  grown 

Society  made  her  queen  and  placed  her  on  their  throne; 

In  those  gay  and  luring  scenes,  swept  on  by  fashion's  tide. 

She  forgot  her  sacred  promise  to  be  one  day  my  bride. 

Perhaps  I  bore  It  like  a  man,  but  my  heart  was  crushed  with  pain; 

How  I  longed  to  take  her  in  my  arms  and  say  these  words  again:—  Chorut. 

But  at  last  all  faithfulness  has  its  own  sweet  reward; 

I'd  waited  patiently  for  she  whom  I  adored. 

And  now  no  better  wife  could  in  this  world  be  found. 

For  we  are  truly  happy  and  our  hearts  with  love  abound; 

In  the  evening  by  the  fireside,  when  the  lights  are  burning  low. 

Of  our  childhootl  love  I  whisper  and  that  song  of  long  &go:—Chorv». 
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WHAT    DO    I    CARE. 
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Words  by  Richard  Morton.    Music  by  F.  W.  Ventou. 


Oh,  I'm  a  yontig  lady,  etill  going  to  school, 
To  do  what  I  like  and  that  ie  play  the  fool; 
If  they  give  me  »  duucecap,  etand  me  on  a  Btool, 

What  do  I  care? 
If  tcaclierH  find  out,  when  I  ehnnld  be  in  bed, 
I'm  eittiug  by  caudlelighr,  puzeliiis  my  head. 
And  am  writing  love  letters,  yards  of  them,  instead — 
Whatdolcaref 

Chorus. 
What  do  I  care?  What  do  I  care  what  the  people  eayf 
I'm  always  up  to  mischief  and  I'm  at  it  all  the  day; 
I'm  playing  marbles,  pitch  and  toes,  or  sliding  down  the  stairs; 
Like  all  tomboys  1  fiud  my  joys,  1  like  it,  so  who  carce? 

■.  Ucxt  door  to  our  school  there  is  one  for  young  men; 
We  meet  them  sometimesi,  it's  forbidden,  but  wlien 
They  just  catch  me  at  walking  with  Jack  now  aud  then. 

What  do  I  care? 
If  one  of  the  boys  saucy  language  should  speak, 
I  lip  with  my  Act  and  land  one  on  his  cheek; 
If  1  tilt  a  blacU  eye  for  the  rest  of  the  week, 
W  hat  do  I  care  ?—  Cfiorue. 

At  rounders  I  know  that  I  cnt  quite  a  dash, 
W'hen  they  pitch  the  ba'l  I  am  there  like  a  flash; 
If  a  pane  of  plateglasa  goes  to  bits  with  a  smash, 

What  do  I  care? 
I  know  that  my  Dad  for  the  damage  I  do 
Will  settle  at  once,  though  he  looks  a  bit  blue; 
liroken  French  he  will  pay  for,  aud  brokeu  glass,  too— 

What  do  1  csiicl—Cfiorus. 


DEAR    OLD    BOYS. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Felix  McGleimoa.    ■: 


What  a  iot  of  pals  we  have  when  we've  got  the  rhino,  ■ 

What  a  lot  of  pals  we  have  when  we've  got  the  chink; 
How  they  cl lister  'round  us,  too,  ah!  don't  you  and  I  know; 

How  they  praise  our  virtues  aud  at  all  our  failings  wink. 
Gaily,  gaily,  hear  them  laugh  and  sing; 
(iood  hoys,  true  boys,  faithfully  they'll  cling; 
Night  or  day,  they'll  never  leave  our  side, 
Dut  have  you  ever  noticed  how  they'll  watch  the  changing  tide? 

Cbordb. 
When  you  ask  them  will  they  take  a  drink,  it's  "  Dear  old  boy  "; 
When  you  make  them  welcome  to  your  chiuk,  then  it's  "Dear  old  boy." 
Ah  I  but  when  you're  down  upon  your  luck  aud  cauuot  pay  the  score, 
Then  it's  "  Dear  old  boy  "  uo  more.  ^    , 

When  you  haven't  got  a  rap  bow  your  friends  forsake  you, 
To  each  olher  they  will  say,  "  What  a  fool  he's  been." 

They  know  very  well  they  lent  a  helping  baud  to  break  you. 
And  when  they've  accomplished  that  it's  "  Wasn't  Juggius  green?" 

Sadly,  sadly  you  will  gaze  around, 

Hoping  that  one  true  friend  can  be  found;  --  ' 

Then  you  see  you've  foolish  been  and  rash. 

It  was  uot  you  they  loved  at  all,  'twas  but  your  pile  of  cash. 

Cuoncs. 
Wlien  you  ask  them  will  they  stand  a  drink,  it's  "Poor  old  boy," 
When  you  ask  them  will  they  lend  some  chink,  then  it's  "  Can't,  old  boy;' 
When  they  see  you're  down  upon  your  luck  they  will  uot  pay  the  score, 
Aud  it's  "  Dear  old  boy  "  no  more. 

Keep  your  head  screwed  on  straight,  boys,  when  you've  got  the  rhino. 

Do  uot  let  a  lot  of  hawks  pluck  you  like  a  jay; 
You  will  find  a  lot  who  would  with  you  dine  and  wine,  oh! 

IBut  likewise  me,  look  ahead  for  (he  rainy  day. 
Ah!  boys,  good  boys,  have  your  little  fling. 
But,  boys,  wise  boys,  dou't  spend  ev'rythiug; 
You  will  find,  when  changed  may  be  your  lot, 
Your  pocket  is  the  ouly  true  and  useful  friend  you've  got. 

Cuonus. 
When  you  ask  them  will  they  take  a  drink,  it's  "  Dear  old  boy;" 
When  you  make  them  welcome  to  your  chink,  then  it's  "Dear  old  boy." 
Ah!  but  when  you're  down  upon  your  luck  aud  cannot  pay  the  score, 
Thcu  it's  "Dear  old  boy  "  no  more. 


— A  MiscbievoHS  Boy.— A  teacher  in  school,  who  Iboiigbt  she 
was  asking  a  very  bard  question,  asked:  "Johnny,  where  was 
Adam's  apple?"  As  quick  as  a  flash  be  answered:  "Where 
Nellie  wore  the  beads." 


When  the  Moon  Is  Kissing  the  Waters 
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Words  and  Mu«ic  by  Harry  Docre. 


My  Isabel  is  a  belle  truly. 

Belle  of  our  village  which  slopes  to  the  sea; 
All  other  men  she  receives  coolly, 

With  one  exception,  you'll  guess  who  is  he. 
No  one  imagines  that  I  am  her  beau. 
That  little  secret  no  further  must  go; 
Only  at  night,  when  we  murmur  "good-bye," 
I  read  her  neart  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

Chobcs. 
When  the  moon  is  kissing  the  waters,  aud  the  waters  arc  kissing  the  sand. 
When  stars  are  throwing  their  kisses  to  all  the  fond  lovers  on  land— 
I  follow  sweet  nature's  example  and  give  some  to  Isabel  l>oo. 
But  knowing  those  kisses  are  stolen,  she  gives  them  all  back  to  me. 

When  Isabel  meets  me  in  daylight 

No  one  would  dream  that  we  knelt  at  one  shrine, 
How  bashfully  'neath  the  moon's  gray  lii:ht 

She  has  returned  all  those  kisses  of  mine- 
Answers  me  freezingly,  colder  than  ice, 
Talks  of  the  cattle  or  corn  aud  its  price, 
"Jacks"  me  no  longer, 'tis  then  "Mister  John,'* 
She  will  rechristeu  me  Jack  later  on.— C7(o>u«. 

My  Isabel  has  a  fair  cousin. 

Great  is  their  friendship,  no  secrets  have  they; 
Dear  bosom  friends  who,  by  the  dozen. 

Pour  forth  their  sorrows  and  joys  every  day. 
Cousin  has  whispered  me  "  under  the  rose  " 
Something  wliicli  only  a  confidant  knows, 
Something  which  fills  me  with  wildest  delight. 
Something  which  my  girl  will  tell  me  to-uight.—  C^ru«. 


MY    SALLY. 
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Composed  by  Al.  W.  Filson 

Though  many  of  life's  ups  and  downs  I  have  sccu 

My  thoughts  still  go  back  to  the  past. 
When  I  was  a  newsboy  instead  of  cashier. 
And  the  luck  didn't  come  quite  so  fast; 
Society  queens  didn't  smile  on  me  then, 

Nor  visit  in  Poverty  Alley; 
But  a  true  little  iieart  was  beating  for  me 
'Neath  the  rough,  ragged  dress  of  my  Sally. 

Chorus. 
Yes,  often  far  prettier  girls  I  have  seen, 

but  my  Iieart  still  remains  in  the  alley. 
For  I  kuow  there  beats  the  true  heart  of  a  queen 
"Neath  the  poor,  ragged  dress  of  my  Sally. 

Iler  lot  has  been  rough,  often  hunger  she's  known. 

She's  had  to  work  hard  all  her  life; 
But  we'll  change  all  that  when  she  is  all  my  own, 

When  sweet  little  Sal  is  my  wife. 
If  all  fashion's  ladies  were  bunched  into  oue 

For  the  whole  lot  I'd  not  give  Sally; 
For  she'll  be  the  same,  in  sunshine  or  rain. 

As  she  was  when  we  lived  iu  the  alley.— CAoru*. 


DON'T  YOU  LIKE  TO  PLAY  WITH , 
LITTLE   BABY? 
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Words  and  Music  by  Felix  McGIennon. 
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When  the  shades  of  evening  fall,  when  your  daily  work  Is  o'er. 
Oh,  how  nice  to  romp  with  baby,  and  to  roll  her  on  the  floor; 
First  you  dance  her  on  your  knee  till  she  laughs  and  crows  with  glee. 
Then  she  toddles  'round  the  room  and  her  smile  dispels  the  gloom. 

Chokus. 

Don't  you  like  to  play  with  little  baby?  Don't  you  like  to  dance  her  on  your  knee? 

Don't  you  like  to  play  with  little  baby,  and  to  hear  her  laugh  with  glee? 

Mamma!  Dadal  Don't  you  like  to  hear  the  baby  say? 
Oh,  my!  Darling  little  girly,  with  her  hair  so  curly,  :. 

I  could  romp  with  baby  night  and  day.—  Whistle. 

Harkl  a  footstep's  heard  outside,  baby's  at  the  window  pane, 

And  with  joy  she  screams  out,  "Dada!  "  Dada's  coming  down  the  lane; 

Then  the  door  is  opened  wide,  baby's  dada  steps  inside; 

Baby  runs  to  be  caressed,  baby  to  his  heart  is  pressed.— CA^>ru#. 

Bye,  bye,  baby,  go  to  sleep,  your  bright  eyes  are  growing  dim; 

Fold  your  hands  and  say  your  pray'rs,  love,  baby  looks  demure  and  prim; 

You  retire  with  silent  tread,  baby  creeps  from  out  her  bed, 

Follows  yon  down  stairs  with  glee,  wanU  to  sit  on  mama's  knee.— Choru$. 
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COPY    YOUR    UNCLE     TOM. 
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Words  and  Music  by  ^Vrtliur  West. 


When  a  little  boy  at  ecliool  my  father  used  to  eay 
Sonietinuei,  after  breakfast:  "  We'll  have  Uncle  Tom  to-day." 
He  usi'd  lo  roiue  and  vinit  im  foar  times  a  year,  perhang. 
And  really.  Uncle  Tom  waK  quite  the  best  of  good  old  chape. 
1  always  knew  that  I  was  liKiit  for  candy  in  galore, 
I  always  loved  his  Bmiliiig  face  when  be  came  to  the  door; 
I  always  was  dowuhearted  when  the  old  man  went  away. 
And  whcu  he'd  gone  my  mother  and  my  father  used  to  say:    . 

Chorus. 
"  Copy  your  Uncle  Tom,  my  boy,  copy  your  Uncle  Tom; 
There's  never  any  harm  occurs  where  he  comes  from. 
If  you  want  to  be  a  man  it's  the  best  and  wisest  plan 
Take  the  tip  from  father  and  copy  your  Uncle  Tom." 

Just  about  a  week  ago,  as  I  went  up  the  town. 
In  a  famous  music  hall,  and  one  of  threat  renown, 
'Twas  there  I  saw  my  Uncle  Tom  as  happy  as  could  be, 
Ami  two  nice  ladies,  yoiiug  and  fair,  he  introduced  to  me. 
Oh,  what  a  pleasant  time  we  hud,  and  when  the  show  was  done 
My  Uncle  Tom  said:  "Come,  my  lad,  it's  time  you  had  some  fun; 
Now  always  be  a  Roman,  boy,  when  once  you  get  in  Rome, 
For  we  must  do  our  duty  and  escort  the  ladies  home."— C'Aorw*. 

First  we  saw  the  ladies  home  and  left  them  at  the  gate, 

Uncle  Tom  then  stands  a  drink,  and  I  reciprocate; 

We  kept  reciprocating  till  the  clock  was  striking  three. 

And  on  my  journey  home  the  ground  was  always  striking  me. 

Now,  last  of  all,  I  got  a  cab,  and  then— oh  lor',  oh  lor' I 

My  dear,  respected  parents  both  were  walling  at  the  door; 

In  answer  to  the  question  which  I  knew  they  hud  to  pop, 

Wbere  bad  I  beenf  I  answered  them, "  Been  Tommy inK  Uncle  Cop."—  Chorut. 


THAT'S    THE    WAY    QUEENS    DO. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Krank  K,  Cole. 
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In  the  year  eighteen  hundred  and  ninety-three. 

In  the  capitol  city  of  fume, 
Where  political  factions  could  never  agree. 

And  money  was  scarce  then  as  brain, 
LiAred  a  man  of  great  proportions  and  gall  hard  to  beat, 

And  his  great  prime  minister  too. 
Who  favored  Queen  Lill,  free  trade  and  Wall  street, 

For  that  is  the  way  kings  do. 

CuoRfs. 
For  we'll  all  do  our  duty  due  these  dudey-doos. 

If  they  do  their  duty  due  lo  us; 
But  coufiilcnce  in  them  I  fear  we  all  shall  lose. 

And  then  no  doubt  we'll  have  to  make  a  fuss. 
So  we'll  wait  patiently  for  the  coming 

Of  protection,  our  greatest  friend  so  true. 
When  factories  will  all  start  up  their  humming, 

For  that  is  what  tlie  G.  O.  P.  will  do. 

They  sent  a  Bl(o)nnt  message  to  the  Queen  of  rare  bloom. 

In  her  far  away  island  home. 
Where  for  her  the  Provisionists  had  no  room. 

As  they're  weary  of  having  a  throne. 
Reinstatement  of  her  was  this  wilcy  man's  curse. 

As  he  wanted  her  back  where  he  knew 
She'd  welcome  him  over  to  help  rule  with  force. 

For  that  is  the  way  queens  do.— Chorus. 

His  support  of  this  Queen  bo  generous  he  thought. 

On  her  urateful  reply  he  then  banks; 
But  alas,  poor  Grove  for  a  dime  can  be  bought. 

For  Lill  has  declined  with  tliunks. 
When  she  sent  her  reply  that  caused  such  a  stir, 

Twould  tive  him  a  great  pain  she  knew; 
Bnf  she  said,  "  I  prefer  Johnnv  Bull  to  you,  sir," 

For  that  is  the  way  queens  do.— 67m»-w». 

Now  this  would-be  king  must  surely  feel  sore, 

And  W.  Q.  (i.  must  now  hate 
Benny  Harrison,  Chrisanth'ums,  Queen  Lill  and  some  more, 

B<'Cau8C  he's  "  not  In  it"  of  late. 
Before  going  further  I've  something  to  pen, 

And  you  know  miite  well  It  is  true — 
That  Grover  and  Walter  "  bad  it  in  "  for  poor  Ben, 

For  that  is  the  way  they  will  io.— Chorus. 

In  future  our  grand  institutions  must  Btaod,  « 

And  none  should  try  to  defy, 
For  good  American  citizens  are  brim  full  of  sand, 

And  for  principles  are  willing  to-  lie. 
And  should  anyone  try  to  pull  down  or  loot 

The  red,  the  white  and  the  blue. 
We'll  surely  "spot  them  on  the  shoot," 

And  that  is  what  \vc  will  do.— Chorus. 


OET    YOUR    HAMMER    OUT. 
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Words  and  Musie  by  Edgar  Selden. 


If  you  wish  to  be  aggressive,  ill  a  manner  most  expressive, 

I  will  tell  you  how  to  do  it  with  despatch; 
N<nv  don't  hesitate  and  stammer,  but  procure  yourself  a  hammer 

For  the  plot  I'm  now  atiout  to  hatch. 
If  your  neighbor  tries  to  "do"  you,  "roast  yon  brown,"  or  else  "lioodoo"  you, 

lie's  a  "  knocker,"  in  the  language  of  the  day; 
If  you  thirst  for  satisfaction  it's  your  priv'lege  to  take  action. 

And  to  "  turn  about "  is  but  fair  play— 

Chorus. 
Then  pet  your  hammer  out,  oh,  get  your  hammer  out; 
Knock  them  black  and  knock  thuin  blue,  knock,  knock,  knock,  and  do,  do,  do. 
They'll  "queer"  you  if  they  can,  of  that  thera  is  no  doubt; 
So  don't  be  slow  and  stand  no  show,  but  get  your  hammer  out.—  Whistle. 

If  yon  love  a  little  maiden,  and  your  heart  with  Joy  is  ladea 

At  the  thought  that  some  day  she'll  be  yours  for  life, 
Oh.  your  future  seems  so  rosy,  in  a  back  top  flat  so  cosy, 

Wlien  at  last  she  is  your  own  true  wife; 
But,  alasl  when  man  proposes  some  one  else,  you  know,  disposes. 

And  when  all  your  gold  and  greenbacks  has  been  spent 
She  will  probably  refuse  you,  and  iinhlusbiugly  abuse  you 

By  eloping  with  another  gent.— 6Vto;«*. 

if  you  live  in  expectation  of  yocr  uncle's  expiration. 

And  believe  you'll  be  remembered  in  his  will; 
Ue  will  linger  on  forever,  from  his  breath  he  will  not  sever, 

Till  he's  old  and  tough  enough  to  kill. 
.\fter  years  of  wcury  waiting,  speculating  and  debating, 

lie  makes  up  his  mind  lo  leave  this  mundane  sphere; 
His  two  sisters,  full  of  freckles,  both  fall  heir  to  all  his  shekels. 

In  his  will  your  name  does  not  ap|>ear. -CAoru*. 


SITTING-    ON    THE    HILLSIDE; 

-OK:- 

The  Love  that  Never  Fades.       ' 
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By  Wm.  B.  Glenroy  and  Henry  Lamb. 


How  oft  we've  heard  the  story,  how  oft  the  tales  been  told, 

Of  love  that  never  falters,  of  love  as  pure  as  gold; 

Some  say  that  love  is  only  an  idle  dream  of  youth. 

But  see  the  dear  old  man  and  wife,  where  all  is  love  and  truth. 

Chorus. 
Sitting  on  the  liillslde  at  thc-old,  old  home. 

Resting  where  the  drooping  willMv  shades; 
Telling  tales  of  gladness,  sucn  as  only  fond  hearts  can. 

Living  in  the  love  that  never  fades. 

They  speak  of  childhood  moments,  of  days  that  long  have  flown. 
They  call  to  mind  their  struggle  to  make  that  home  their  own; 
Through  all  they've  both  been  faithful,  they've  kept  each  sacred  vow. 
They  loved  when  lad  and  lassie,  and  they  love  each  other  now..— C'AortM 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Hart. 

One  day  I  thought  I'd  try  my  friends  and  see  if  tliey  were  true. 

So  donned  old  clothes,  uushaven  face,  and  a  hat  not  new; 

Said  I,  the  first  I'll  call  upon  will  be  my  old  friend  Junes, 

I'll  tell  him  I  am  hungry  and  I'll  ask  bim  for  a  loan. 

lie  treated  me  quite  coldly,  said  'twas  his  busy  day. 

And  that  he  could  not  help  me;  then  quickly  turned  away. 

Hut  when  I  said,  "I  am  not  poor,  your  frien^lsliip  I  have  tried," 

lie  made  excuses,  tried  to  tell  me,  but  I  soon  replied: 

REFnAIN. 

"  Never  judge  by  appearance,  ofttiines  you  arc  wrong; 

Never  judge  your  neighbor  by  the  garments  he  may  don; 

Though  he  may  look  shabby,  on  him  do  not  frown, 

lie  may  be  the  one  who  will  help  yoa  up  the  hill  while  going  down." 

I  next  called  on  a  lady  fair  who  said  that  she  loved  me,  > 

I  went  up  to  her  house  and  knocked,  shorily  after  tea;  f 

I  asked  her  if  she'd  be  my  wife,  on  bended  knees  proposed; 

She  called  her  servant,  "Show  him  oatl "  when  she  beheld  my  clothes. 

But  when  I  showed  her  thousands  of  banknotes,  crisp  and  new,  . 

She  tried  to  talk,  and  IxcKed  me,  "  Remain  an  hour  or  two."  |. 

Said  I,  "  Farewell,  my  lady  dear,  your  love  was  very  small!  " 

And,  as  I  left  her,  said,  "Some  day  these  words  you  may  recall:"— i?</'»Yiin. 
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I    MET    HER    AT    THE    BALL. 
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Words  and  Music  by  D.  L.  White. 


Brightly  the  lights  elione  on  faces  fair, 
Flowers  shed  tlieir  fraprant  beauty  there; 
Sweet  etruiiis  of  masic  ewelliue,  soft  and  low, 
Thrilled  the  merry  dancers,  waltzing  to  and  fro. 
Alone  there  I  linKered  while  the  crowd  so  gay         • 
Passed  ill  joyous  couples  on  their  circling  way; 
One  t'irl  among  them,  with  roguish,  winning  ways. 
Gave  me  eiuiie  for  suiilc  when  she  caught  my  gaze. 

Chorus. 

I  met  her  at  the  ball,  waltzed  with  ber  first  that  night, 
Tho'  there  were  charmer«>  around  her,  none  seemed  so  fair  and  bright; 
While  we  were  dancing  I  asked  her,  "Make  me  your  favored  lover? 
When  will  you  answer  my  question f"  "  After  the  dauce  is  over." 

When  day  is  closing,  after  toll  is  done, 

Often  I  seek  ht-r,  my  own  fair  one,  '■ 

Watching  and  wailing  there  for  me  alone, 

Sitting  at  the  window  of  her  happy  home. 

And  just  lis  the  church  clock  strikes  the  hour  of  eight. 

She  will  find  me  waiting  at  the  garden  gate; 

Tlien  she  comes  to  greet  me  with  smiles  uud  fond  embrace, 

Ii  culls  to  mind  the  first  time  I  saw  her  t&ce.—Cho7-ut. 

When  years  have  glided  silently  along. 

We  still  will  treasure  that  music  and  song; 

Ah  I  yes,  remember  whispered  words  so  sweet. 

And  recall  the  promise  s(kmi  again  to  meet. 

The  world  cannot  offer  dearer  joys  than  ours. 

Life  is  now  a  garden  filled  with  rarest  flowers, 

For  that  fair  maiden  with  roguish,  winning  ways, 

Still  gives  me  smile  for  smile  when  she  meets  my  ghze.—  Chorut. 


'     CALL    ME    COLONEL. 
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FOG-ARTHY'S    UMBRELLA. 
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Words  and  Music  by  M.  Le  Roy. 

I'm  Col'nel  by  appointment  of  the  Governor, 

I'm  usher  at  the  grand  levee. 
And  as  the  dudes  puss  by  with  envy  in  the  eye,  ' 

They  often,  yes,  quite  often  hear  me  say: 

Refraik. 

I'm  a  Col'nel  (ha,  ha,  ha,)  I'm  a  Col'nel  (ha,  ha,  ha,) 

Just  observe  that  I'm  quite  militaire; 
I'm  a  Col'iiel  (/(a,  Aa,  Aa,)  I'm  a  Col'nel  (Aa,  Aa, //a,> 

I'm  a  Col'nel  with  a  style  so  rare. 

The  ladies  nl!  adore  me,  and  the  mashers  stand  aghast. 

As  they  view  my  noble  figure  passing  by. 
And  they  say  in  whispered  tones,  I'd  like  to  crack  his  bones. 

While  they  often,  yes,  quite  often  hear  me  say  -.—Befrain. 

When  I  get  an  invitation  to  attend  a  swell  affair, 

I'm  as  nappy  as  a  man  can  he; 
Then  change  my  clothes,  you  know,  in  a  swallow  tail  I  go, 

Where  they'll  often,  yes,  quite  often  hear  me  6&y:— Befrain. 

I  had  an  inclination  once  to  study  opera. 

To  warble  on  the  do,  re,  mi ; 
But  the  teacher  with  his  wrangle  got  his  brains  in  such  a  tangle, 

'Cause  be  often,  yes,  quite  often  heard  me  ^ny:— Befrain. 
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MY    FIRST    CIGAR. 
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Words  and  Slusic  by  M.  Le  Roy. 


Words  and  Music  by  Acton  E.  Kelly  ("Dublin  "). 


There's  grief  among  the  gang,  and  indignation,  too. 

There's  such  a  change  in  Fogarthy  of  late; 
It's  not  consumption  that  he's  got,  nor  soft'ning  of  the  brain, 

"But  worse,  we  fear,  far  worse  will  be  his  fate. 
He  pnts  on  a  clean  white  shirt  ev'ry  evening  after  work. 

And  a  necktie  that  they  call  a  four-in-hand; 
We  don't  care  so  much  for  that— it's  the  umbrella  that  he's  got. 

And  that's  the  thing  we  cannot  understand. 

Chorus. 

We  don't  care  how  be  walks,  we  don't  care  bow  he  talks. 

For  we  know  he's  a  decent  sort  of  fellow; 
But  a  plumber's  assictant,  no  matter  how  refined. 

Should  never  carry  such  an  umbrella. 

It  has  a  nob  upon  the  top  like  a  potato  in  decline. 

And  in  German  silver  spots  it's  breaking  out; 
Lilce  Cleopatra's  Needle,  it's  for  show  and  not  for  use. 

But  what  it's  really  for  we  are  in  doubt. 
He  wears  a  three-inch  collar  that  you'd  think  would  cut  his  throat. 

And  around  his  waist  he  ties  a  silken  band; 
We  don't  care  so  much  for  that— it's  the  umbrella  that  he's  got. 

And  that's  the  thing  we  cannot  uuderslaud. 

Chorus. 

We  don't  care  how  he  walks,  we  don't  care  how  he  talks. 

For  we  know  he's  a  decent  sort  of  fellow; 
But  a  truck-driver's  secretary,  no  matter  how  intellectual. 

Should  never  carry  such  an  umbrella. 

They  say  that  it  is  loaded  and  liable  to  go  off. 

While  others,  when  they  see  it,  stand  amazed; 
And  when  he  holds  it  at  an  angle  of  forty-five  degrees. 

The  girls  on  the  block  are  nearly  dazed. 
Be  wears  patent  leather  shoes,  number  nines  instead  of  twelves, 

And  striped  stockings  that  arc  beautiful  and  grand: 
We  don't  care  so  much  for  that — it's  the  umbrella  that  he's  got. 

And  that's  the  thing  we  cannot  understand. 

Chorus. 

We  don't  care  how  he  walks,  we  don't  care  how  be  talks, 

For  we  know  he's  a  decent  sort  of  fellow; 
But  a  bartender's  aide-de-camp,  no  matter  how  accomplish 'd. 

Should  never  carry  each  an  umbrella. 


'Twas  on  a  quiet  afternoon  one  lovely  autumn  day, 
I  sat  upon  an  old  ash  box  and  drew  and  puffed  away; 
And  as  the  silv'ry  smoke  arose  and  flitted  through  the  air, 
I  suddenly  grew  awful  sick,  it  was  my  flrst  cigar. 

Refrain. 
But  puff,  puff,  puff,  puff,  don't  stop,  for  'tis  no  sin. 
But  puff,  puff,  puff,  puff,  the  second  lime  you'll  win; 
No  matter  if  it  makes  you  sad,  and  fills  you  full  of  pain. 
Just  puff,  puff,  puff,  puff,  puff,  puff,  puff,  and  try  it  on  again. 

I  fell  across  that  old  ash  box,  grew  sickly,  ghastly  green, 
I  gasped  and  threw  up  many  things  that  you  and  I  have  seen ; 
Ah!  what  did  I,  at  such  a  time,  for  smoking  seem  to  care, 
Alael  the  scalding  tears  proclaimed  it  was  my  flrst  cigar.— i7^rain. 

I've  swallowed  quarts  of  castor  oil  and  took  pills  by  the  score. 
Been  jerked  and  twisted  inside  out  a  hundred  times  or  more; 
But  sickness  I  have  never  felt  which  could  with  that  compare, 
When  on  that  quiet  afternoon  I  drew  my  first  cigar.— .ff^ratn. 


THE    BICYCLE    FAD. 
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— Ii  all  the  devils  were  cast  ou^/cf  some  people  they  would  look 
ike  walking  skeletons.        — -"^ 


— "  Fine  toilet  soap,  five  cents,"  said 
wrapper  after  he  had  used  some  of  its 
enough.     I'd  like  to  fine  it  $5  and  costs." 


the  Judge,  reading  tlie 
contents.     "  That  is  not 


Words  and  Music  by  Ida  M.  MitcbeU. 


We  are  all  going  mad  through  the  bicycle  fad. 

You  will  find  ev'rybody  is  in  it; 
The  young  and  the  old  they  have  all  taken  hold. 

Delighted  wlien  ever  they  spin  it. 
Each  dashing  young  dude  when  he  doesn't  act  rude, 

To  give  hie  best  girl  a  big  treat. 
Takes  a  bicycle  ride  with  his  love  at  bis  side. 

For  pleasure  it  cannot  be  t}eat. 

Chorus. 
The  bicycle  fad,  it  makes  the  heart  glad. 

When  kisses  and  cuddles  you  steal; 
The  girls  and  the  boys  they  find  lots  of  joys. 

While  oat  for  a  spin  on  the  wheel. 

Both  sofa  and  cbair  nowadays  are  now  here. 

For  the  young  folks  they've  lost  all  attraction; 
You  certainly  see,  and  with  me  will  agree. 

There's  no  harm  in  any  such  actiou. 
Mama's  watchful  eye  now  is  no  longer  nigh 

To  see  that  a  kiss  he  don't  steal. 
For  when  she  draws  near  be  will  murmur,  "My  dear. 

Let's  go  for  a  spin  on  the  wheel.— 6'Aoru«." 


—It  takes  an  elevator  boy  in  a  hotel  to  bring  a  pompous  guest 
down. 
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If  the  Sweetheart  You  Love  Is  True. 
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Words  by  C.  A.  Byriie.    Music  by  Gustave  Kerri-r. 


now  fair  all  pecms  In  this  weary  world 

Whcu  love  eits  aloft  to  emile, 
The  days  seem  but  moments,  the  years  ecem  but  days. 

Not  a  care  or  a  thought  to  beuuile. 
There's  |)erfect  coiiteut  with  the  i;irl  that  you  love, 

There's  nothiu^  for  her  you'll  not  do; 
But  flrgt  niake  sure  your  paseion'e  relurucd, 

That  the  sweetheart  you  love  is  true, 

That  the  sweetheart  you  love  is  true, 

For  deceptions  aie  none  too  few; 
But  ev'rythln^'s  hriKht,  in  a  shiuini;  ligbt. 

If  the  sweetheart  you  love  is  true. 

If  the  sweetheart  you  love  is  true. 

All  nature  takes  on  another  tinge. 

Eternal  your  joy  it  seems, 
You  thinli  you  soar  on  the  f^rcat  white  wings. 

In  a  paradise  full  of  dreams. 
You  Raze  in  I  he  eyes  of  tlie  cirl  you  love, 

For  a  kiss  from  her  lips  you  sue; 
And  it  leaves  no  doubt,  as  they  preitily  pout. 

That  the  sweetheart  you  love  is  true, 

That  the  sweetheart  you  love  is  true. 

There's  nothing,  for  iier,  but  you'll  do. 
When  once  you  know,  and  you  say  it  low, 

'•  Yea.  the  sweetheart  1  love  Is  true. 

Yes,  the  sweetheart  I  love  is  true." 


OUT    IN    SOCIETY    TO-DAY. 
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Words  by  W.  Murdoch  Llnd.    Music  by  Edw.  Ivison. 
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I'm  a  bashful  little  maiden,  just  eighteen  years  of  ngc, 

I'm  younsi,  lis  true,  but  then  I'm  pretty  fly; 
At  flirting  I'm  not  backward,  with  the  men  I'm  all  the  rage, 

r-u  not  opposed  to  kissing  ou  the  sly. 
My  brothers  tejise  me  awful,  they  pinch  me,  pull  my  hair. 

And  say  tliat  I  m.i  always  in  the  way; 
But  now  I  wear  long  dresses,  so  they'd  better  have  a  care, 

I'm  out  in  society  to-day. 

C'UOUL'9. 

Mama  I'ays  I'm  foolish,  .iiid  papa  says  so,  too. 

In  style  and  dress  you  Ik'I  I  lead  the  way; 
And  I  guess  my  face  and  tigurc  aud  clothes  will  aee  me  through, 

I'm  out  iu  society  to-day. 

O,  but  won't  it  ju.-«t  he  jolly  to  dress  like  other  girls, 

And  goio  all  the  dances  and  the  shows; 
Of  course  I'll  wed  for  money,  shine  with  diamonds  and  pcaria, 

I  me.Hii  to  liave  just  lots  and  lots  of  beaut. 
My  ball  dress  is  just  lovely,  it's  cut— well,  somewhat  low. 

My  ma  says  that  it's  quite  decoUetay; 
It  really  is  becoming,  and  it's  sure  to  be  a  "go," 

I'm  out  ill  society  lo-duy .— C horu$. 


WHISPER    LOVE. 
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Words  by  Kred.  M.  Spotswood.    Music  by  Harry  M.  Suxton. 


Whisper,  little  darling,  that  you  love  me  still, 
Whisper,  little  darling,  tender  vows  fulfll; 
WhisiH-r  w  iih  your  sweet  voice  of  the  days  gone  by. 
Let  our  kiss  of  gladness  be  your  ouly  sigh. 

Refrain. 
Whisper  love,  whisper  love,  whisiier  sweet  and  low, 
liaise  your  eyes,  why  those  sighs,  from  you  ne'er  I'll  go; 
Hearts  like  yours,  hearts  like  mine,  joined  in  heaven  above, 
Uhould  be  just  as  oue,  my  darling,  boru  to  whisper  love. 

Whisper,  love,  the  murmur  of  the  twilight  breeze. 
When  atcvc  we  ramble  'neath  the  swaying  trees; 
Leaves  still  seem  to  whisper  words  of  love  to  me. 
From  my  absent  darling  whom  no  more  I  eec.—IU/rain. 

Now  the  earth  is  silent,  stars  their  vigil  keep, 

Roses  kissed  by  dewdrops  bow  their  beads  and  weep; 

And  your  gentle  voice,  love,  full  of  melody, 

Still  sings  in  my  dreaming,  whisper  love  to  me.— Refrain. 


SWEET    CHILDHOOD'S    DAYS. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Horry  Docre. 


Wiiich  of  us  have  never  yearned  for  the  days  of  yoathfal  mirth, 
When,  alasl  too  late  we've  learned  what  those  simple  joys  are  worth; 
There  arc  joys  in  later  life,  but  they  are  alloyed  with  pain. 
Till  the  heart  grows  sick  of  strife,  and  we  long  for  youth  again. 

Cborub. 

Sweet  childhood's  days!  sweet  childhood's  dayal 
We  look  back  now  with  mournful  gaze; 
Again  we  liear,  through  many  a  year. 
Sweet  voices  from  sweet  childhood's  daysl 

Often  in  the  race  for  wealth,  human  happiness  is  sold, 
Sacriliciug  love  and  health  for  the  magic  gleam  of  gold; 
When  at  last  the  hair  turns  gray,  what  to  them  is  golden  gain, 
They  would  give  it  uU  away,  just  to  be  a  child  again. 

Chorus. 

Sweet  childhood's  daysl  sweet  childhood's  daysl 
We  look  back  now  with  mournful  gaze; 
Again  we  hear,  through  many  a  year. 
Sweet  voices  from  sweet  childhood's  days! 

Even  in  the  prison  cells,  where  the  hearts  are  black  with  crime. 
Still  in  them  some  mem'ry  dwells  of  the  bygone  happy  time; 
Call  them  outcasts  if  you  will,  yet  they  have  some  human  ways. 
Lips  will  tremble,  eyes  will  fill,  when  you  speak  of  childhood's  days. 

Chorus. 

Sweet  childhood's  daysl  sweet  childhood's  daysl 
They  look  back  now  with  yearning  gaze; 
What  would  they  give  if  they  could  live 
Once  more  those  joys  of  childhood's  days! 

Sec  the  girl  whose  spotless  name  once  was  v«lued  more  than  rank. 
Now  ill  desperation's  shame  crouching  by  the  river's  bank; 
Duped  by  vile  pretense  of  love,  she  has  lost  the  name  she  bore, 
ilcur  her  pray  to  liim  above,  make  me  but  a  child  once  more. 

Chorus. 

Sweet  childhood's  days!  sweet  childhood's  days! 
She  looks  back  now  with  tearful  gaze; 
Again  she  liears  through  all  these  years 
Sweet  voices  from  her  childhood  daysl 


YEA!    BOE!    ROE! 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Spauldiug  &  Komder.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  James  Barron. 


There's  lots  of  slang  exprc!<sions,  such  as  "  Don't  he  take  the  cake?" 
"  It's  out  of  sight!"  "  You  bet  your  life!"  "  That  boy  is  wide  awakel" 
But  I  heard  one  this  morning,  by  some  youngsters  here  below, 
It  made  me  laugh  to  hear  them  holler  Yea!  Boel  Roet 

CUORUB. 
Yea!  Boc!  Roel  they  shouted  all  together  at  me. 

Yea!  Boe!  Roe!  they  wouldn't  let  me  go; 
And  they  said  I'd  be  a  daisy  if  I  wasn't  quite  so  lazy. 

Oh,  they  nearly  had  me  crazy,  shouting  Yea!  Boel  Roet  ; 

Tom  Brown's  been  married  twenty  year«,  and  strange  enough  to  say, 

He  never  had  a  baby  in  his  house  until  to-day; 

But  now  h<-  is  a  papa,  and  three  little  ones  can  show, 

Ue  told  me  that  ue  thought  he'd  name  them  Yea!  Boel  Roel 

Chorus. 

Yeal  Boc!  Roc!  now  won't  he  have  a  lovely  time  with 

Yea!  Boel  Roe!  in  just  a  month  or  so; 
He  will  wish  he'd  never  met  them,  when  he  sits  up  nights  to  pet  them, 

And  to  sleep  he'll  have  to  get  them,  singing  Yeal  Boel  Roel 

Old  parson  Johnson's  little  church  was  crowded  Sunday  night, 
Ue  said,  "  Come,  colored  people,  let  us  sing  with  all  our  might;" 
Tiien  Ebenezer  Simpson  said,  "  What  song,  I  want  to  know?" 
Then  Simon  I'eU-rs  hollered,  "Sing  us  Yea!  Boel  Roel" 

Chorus. 

Yea!  Boc!  Roe!  Yon  ought  to  hear  those  darkies  singing 

Yea!  Boe!  Iloe!  it's  worth  your  while  to  go; 
They  commence  to  sing  at  seven,  and  they  stop  about  eleven, 

I  will  bet  they  enter  heaven  singing  Yeal  Boel  Roel 

A  dasliing  masher  told  a  girl  he  loved  her  dear  as  life, 
And  asked  her  if  she  would  consent  some  day  to  be  his  wife. 
He  said,  "I  have  no  money,  but  my  love  is  true,  yon  know;" 
She  never  spoke,  but  winked  and  whistled  Yeal  Boe!  Roel 

Chor^. 
Yeal  Boel  Roc!  Oh,  when  your  purse  Is  empty,  you're  a 

Yea!  Boe!  Roe!  It  only  goes  to  show 
How  for  money  they  will  hug  yon,  when  they're  trying  to  hnmbng  you, 

When  you're  broke  they'll  only  slug  you  on  your  Yeal  Boel  Roel 
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THE    FOUR    HUNDRED.      ^ 


./ 
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Words  by  Edward  Harriiian.    Music  by  Dave  Brabam. 


We're  leaders  of  tlie  great  "  Four  Hundred," 

Kepresenting  gilded  swelldom, 
Youth  iind  heiinty  Willi  its  niiliinne. 

Moving  in  the  maze  of  lovely  belle-dom, 
The  choicest  of  the  upper-(endoni, 

Ornnnientiui;  fasliion's  bowers. 
Jewels  eciiitilliitiuir,  cnliiire  permeating! 
Our  "Four  Hundred."  don't  you  know. 
We  lii<t  to  tlie  8irain8  of  the  band,  so  grand, 
As  we  drive  tlirouuh  the  park  four-in-hand— in  handl 
Horses  gaily  prancint;,  )>retty  Kirle  a-glanciui;l 
It  B  really  a  delfghtfnl  show. 
We're  out  for  tlie  bracinj;  air;  don't  starel 
We're  free  from  the  thought  of  care;  ah,  thercl 
Everybody  laughing!  everybody  chatting  I 
We're  the  great  "  Four  Ilundred,"  don't  yon  knowt 

Chorus. 

We're  leaders  of  the  L'reat  "  Four  Hundred,'' 

Ornanientint;  fiisliion'e  bowers. 
Jewels  scintillatiiiL'!  culture  permentingi     .       ,■  .. 

Our  "  Four  Hundred,"  don't  you  knowl 

We're  famous  for  onr  enfertainmenta. 

Positively  brilliant  hours: 
Benuties  just  as  sweet  as  rosebuds,  ,    ! 

Circled  in  a  vale  of  lovely  flowerel 
We  revel  in  llie  gay  cotillion, 

Oiscil.aiiiig  (Iroauiy  waltzes. 
Music  caplivatiiig,  lauchter  agitating! 
Our  ■'  Four  Hundred,"  don  t  you  knowl 
Oh,  who  has  not  heard  of  the  Four— the  Four? 
At  home  or  abroad,  we  adore — adore! 
'i'he  fads  of  tickle  fashion,  really, 'lis  a  passion 
To  follow  u|)  the  honnds.  Tally-ho! 
Oh,  there  goes  the  fox.  hi  away— away!  ,    ■ 

We  dash  whip  and  spur  to  the  fray— hooray! 
Horses  madly  rushing! 
Country  peop'e  staring! 
The  great  "  Four  Hundred,"  don't  you  kaow\~Ckorus. 

In  winter,  when  the  snow  is  falling, 
Pretty  little  sleigh-ltells  jingling; 
Cuddled  in  a  robe  so  cosey,  .  , 

Hiirmonizing  voices  sweetly  mingling, 
Dashing  through  silvery  snowflirkes,  .   ^ 

Merry  twinkling  ligliis  are  beaming.  '■      .-. 

Hands  are  clapping! 
And  (lie  whips  are  snapping! 
'J'lial's  our  •'  Four  Hundred,"  don't  yon  knowl 
Oh,  now  for  the  dance  Militaire— ah,  therel 
We  move  w  ith  a  Step  deboniiire — so  rare!  .     " 

Colonel  Melancholy,  dance  with  Misess  Folly! 
Tlie  liidy  vvitli  the  co:il  lilack  hair. 
And  now  we  full  in  line — to  dine! 
And  drink  of  the  sparkling  wine— 80  fine! 
Iliirk!  tlie  ccrkw  are  popping! 
Fun  is  never  stoppiii'jl 
The  great  "  Four  Hundred,"  don't  yon  know! — Chorut, 


THE   JOLLY    COMMODORE. 

Copyright,  18i>0,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 
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Words  by  Edward  Harrigab.    Music  by  Dave  BnUiMn.        .        , 

My  dad  was  a  sailor,  and  commanded  a  brig. 

She  was  trimmed  fore  and  aft,  and  quite  lady-like  in  rig; 

Ob,  I  was  her  cabin  boy,  though  rated  like  a  man. 

Like  a  Hwan  saileil  tlie  beauty,  Mary  Ann. 

There  I  learnt  to  reef  and  steer,  swab  I  he  decks  and  keep  them  clear. 

Go  up  aloft  to  furl  a  eitil,  in  a  liuiricane  or  gale. 

Though  dangers  may  surround  us,  and  tlie  breakers  they  may  roar, 
That's  the  life  of  a  jolly  Commodore,  Ueigh-hol 

Chorus. 

Then  pass  aronnd  the  grog. 

Old  shipmates,  let  US  keep  her  rolling. 
Pal's 'ronnil  the  grog. 
.     ■  Ii  cheers  and  warms  the  heart, 

.~  Afloat  or  ashore. 

To  tlie  girls  that  we  adore. 

That's  the  life  of  a  jolly  Commodore. 

When  I  had  tume<1  twenty-one,  and  was  in  command. 

Oh,  I  walked  the  quarter-deck  with  my  telescope  in  band; 

Then  I  was  the  Captain,  boys,  all  bound  for  Yucatan, 

Like  a  bird  flew  the  beauty,  Mary  Ann. 

I'd  a  ilog,  a  i>ig  or  two,  with  a  cook  and  jolly  crew. 

Full  coinnlement  both  night  and  day,  while  we  were  bound 

Though  danger  may  surround  u*.  mid  the  breakers  they  ma 

Thai's  the  life  of  u  jolly  Commodore,  Heigh-ho!— CAorw*. 


away, 
may  roar. 


AFTER   THE    FIGHT. 


\^ 


Tune-"After  the  Ball." 
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Into  the  ring  stept  Corbett  the  bold. 
Bright  as  a  daisy,  true  as  true  gold; 
Now  may  the  best  man  win,  was  the  cry. 
When  to  ills  corner  Mitchell  did  hie. 
Corbett  led  out,  the  brave  Yankee  boy,  ' 

Friendf  wildly  cheered  and  shouted  with  joy; 
Fiercely  the  champion  countered  with  might, 
Think  of  the  losers,  after  the  fight. 

Chorus. 
After  the  fight  was  over,  after  the  battle's  won. 
Many  the  praises  spoken  of  the  grand  sparring  done. 
Here's  to  the  gallant  winner,  hero  of  brawn  and  might! 
Here's  to  bruve  Corbett,  the  hero— after  the  fightl 

Corbett  of  valor,  true,  boys,  and  tried. 
Thought  but  of  winning,  naught  else  beside; 
Stood  by  his  colors,  manly  and  game, 
England's  bold  champion  he  did  the  same.-    ■ 
Like  mighty  giants,  fast  fell  the  strokes. 
Bravely  both  stood  there,  like  giant  oaks; 
One  scored  a  "  knock  down  ",  friends  to  delight. 
Who'll  be  the  loser,  after  the  fight.— C'Aoru*. 

Rounds  quick  but  few  bravely  they  fought. 
Tricks  that  he  knew  not  Mitchell  was  taught;     : 
John  L.  well  knows  a  "sprinter"  is  he, 
This  champion  boxer  from  o'er  the  sea. 
Soon  from  their  corners,  to  round  the  last. 
Came  both  with  mettle  rarely  surpassed: 
Won  had  the  best  man,  gallant  and  bright, 
Mitchell  was  knocked  out,  after  the  fight.— (7Aoru«. 


When  1  left  the  merchantman,  to  wear  the  navy  bine  '  ■ 

On  board  a  Yankee  frigate,  the  stars  and  stripes  I  flew;  .;'■ 

Yes,  all  for  the  Nation,  lioys,  all  for  this  iiolile  land, 
With  a  tear  quit  the  beauty,  Mary  Ann. 

'Mid  the  smoke,  the  shot  and  shell,  oh,  where  heroes  fought  and  fell, 
Wiih  Farragiit  we  cut  our  wai,  down  there  in  Mobile  bay. 
Thoiii;li  danger  may  surround  us,  and  the  breakers  they  may  roar. 
That's  the  life  of  a  jolly  Coniniodoie,  Heigh-ho l—CViw«»-.    . 

Along  came  promotion,  I  commanded  a  fleet; 

Yes,  I  wore  stars  and  bars  quite  dandifie<l  and  neat. 

Oh,  all  in  my  uniform  my  love  tale  began. 

When  I  first  met  my  beauty,  Mary  Ann. 

Oh.  she  is  snug  and  taught',  I  will  to\y  her  into  port. 

Yen,  hand  in  hand,  'gainst  wind  and  tide,  I'll  liear  my  sailor  bride. 

When  danger  may  Biirroiind  us,  and  breakers  they  may  roar. 

That's  the  life  of  a  jolly  Commodore,  Heigh-hol—OftwM*. 


y 


JIM-JAM   SAILORS    SUPERriNE. 
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Words  by  Edward  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Brabam. 


Oh,  when  dc  bo'siin  whistle  tooty-ey. 
Den  we  couie  on  deck  for  duty: 

Ya-ho  below,  de  bell  am  striking  four. 
Colored  sailori"  alwa.\8  single. 
Ready  for  to  mix  and  mingle. 

When  we  meet  a  pooty  yaller  gal  ashorc. 
When  de  wind  blows  east. 
Oh,  it's  den  we  do  de  least. 

For  bard  work  nigger  hasn't  time; 
But  when  de  wind  blows  west, 
Oil,  den  it's  time  to  rest. 

We're  Jim-Jam  sailors  superfine,  Oh! 

CUORUB. 

Haul  in  on  your  monkey  wrenches,  go  ashore,  yon  nigger  wenches, 
Stand  clar,  bonnd  away;  don't  know  where  we  gwiiie. 

Captain  in  his  wooley  jacket;  golly,  don't  he  make  a  racket. 
Red  hot  Jimmy  dandy  sailors  superfine. 

Oh,  when  de  cook  he  fries  de  fishes. 
Den  we  get  de  plates  and  dishes: 

Oh,  dear,  nigger's  mouth  opens  like  a  whale. 
Don't  be  stingy  wid  de  gravy. 
Lots  of  fat  in  Yankee  Navy, 

Old  ship  biscuit,  just  as  hard  as  any  nail. 
When  de  ship  goes  ilown, 
A  nigger  never  drowns; 

His  feet's  iiijun  rubber,  number  nine. 
When  de  ship  do  float. 
He  stays  aboard  de  boat, 

lie's  a  Jim-Jam  sailor  superfine,  Ob!— CAoru*. 

When  de  wind  it  am  a-roaring, 
Dat's  dc  time  de  nigger's  snoring.    ~ 

Oh  dear,  let  him  dream  of  yaller  gal  asliore. 
Hurricane  it  am  a-howliiig, 
Ciijitaiu  oil  dc  deck  a-growling. 

Nigger  talking  in  his  sleep  of 'leven  forty-fo'; 
When  de  shin  geti*  back, 
Each  nigger  black  Jack, 

He  rolls  like  a  crooked  tater-vine. 
When  de  ship  do  sail,  T, 

Den  we  get  out  of  jail. 

We're  Jim-Jam  sailors  superfine,  Ohl— Chorus. 
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MY    MARIE. 

Cupyrigbt,  ItM,  by  Krunk  llaidiiiK-    Eutercd  at  Stationer*'  Hall,  Londun. 
All  ii|{lit«  rcacrved. 
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Words  and  Mk^u- by  Julian  Jordan.     , 

Like  an  aiiL'tl  fn^l  of  i;rac«',  (jwi-et  Marie, 

Sun»liine  in  licr  bonny  facu,  my  Mane; 

Like  tin:  fairrrit  r<>$>e  of  June,  like  a  liarp  iu  Bwcetcst  time, 

Anil  I'm  coniini;  to  ihee  boon,  my  Marie. 

Like  an  anovl  fail  of  u'ace.  owcet  M;iiie, 

Sunsliiiio  m  Inr  IxuMiy  fa<o,  sweet  Maiie; 

LiUe  tlie  faluKi  How':'  of  June,  liue  n  liarp  iu  sweetest  tuue. 

And  I'm  coniin;:  lu  tlieu  8uuu,  uiy  Marie. 

Of  my  life  thou  art  the  star,  sweet  Marie, 

Siiiniiii;  briolilly,  tlioii>:li  go  far,  far  fioiu  me; 

Dreaming  of  tliec  uislit  and  day.  ihinkinj;  of  ibee,  yes,  alway, 

Ev'ry  lioiir  fur  tliee  1  i>r;iy,  my  Marie. 

Like  au  anjrel  full  of  ijiati-,  ete. 


\       MAGGIE    MURPHY'S    HOME. 

Copyilyht,  I8i)0,  by  Wni.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 
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Words  by  Edward  IIarri»!an.    Mufie  by  Dave  Braluun. 

Behind  a  trramnier  i!cli<>olln>Mf<o,  in  a  double  tenement, 

I  live  with  niy  old  nioiher,  and  :ihva>!<  pay  Ilie  reut. 

A  In  drooni  and  a  parlor  is  all  we  call  our  tiwu. 

And  you're  welcome  every  evciiino  ;ii  MMj»j;ie  Murphy's  home. 

CHOUI'S. 

On  Sundav  iiiirlit  'tis  my  lU'ljoiit  and  ple.-iMire,  don't  ynu  see, 
Meeiiiis:  ad  ine  u'lris  and  ad  the  ixus  ili.it  work  diiwn  town  wilU  me. 
'I'liere's  au  on.'aii  in  the  p'li.or  lo  i,'ive  Ine  Inaisie  a  lone, 
And  you're  wfieonie  every  evening'  at  MaL'i;ie  Miir|)liy'8  home. 

Such  dan<  ii.o  in  tiie  p:irlor.  there's"  a  «altz  for  you  and  I; 
Such  niafhins;  in  the  corner,  :iiid  kl^!^e^»  on  llie  ely. 


YOUR  MOTHERLAND  I,  MAG-GIE. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCIV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmau. 
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rark  Uow,  New  York.    Fostai^e  Staiups  taken  souie  as  cusli  fur  all  our  tfoods. 

Words  and  Music  by  Walter  P.  Keen. 


One  nlRht  in  the  parlor,  when  mother  was  away, 

Maggie,  the  only  daughter,  so  )ovint.'ly  <lid  8ay: 

"  Pleaee  tell  me  a  story,  uow  there's  a  fond  papa,  '  ' 

So  that  upon  the  morrow  I'll  tell  it  lo  mamma." 

'•Darling,"  the  father  answered,  "a  story  1  will  tell, 

And  it  concerns  your  mainuni  and  you  and  I  aa  well. 

Years  ago  a  lad  and  lai-s  were  married  secretly; 

The  maiden  was  your  mother  dear,  the  lad,  my  girl,  was  me. 

Cborus. 
"  Your  mother  and  L  Maggie,  were  lovers  long  ago. 
She  was  my  only  sweetheart,  and  I  her  only  beau; 
Though  ev'ry  one  told  her  our  marriage  she  would  me. 
You  are  the  child  of  parents  whose  love  was  pure  and  true. 

"Your  mother  was  handsome,  and  many  suitors  tried. 

Each  with  his  gold  anil  jewels,  to  win  her  for  his  bride; 

But  wealth  couldn't  niter  the  vowv  she  made  to  me: 

•  Darling,'  she  said,  '  I'm  reaily  lo  share  my  life  with  thee.' 

When  we  were  wed  her  parentx  dicowned  their  oidy  cliild. 

Telling  her  at  the  parting  they'd  ne'er  be  reconciled; 

Uut  Ijefore  they  pasced  away  to  In  ighler  realms  above 

They  blessed  the  girl  who  married  me  for  pure  and  holy  love.— Chorus. 


MY    JOHANNA    JOHNSON. 

CopyriKbt,  MDCCCXCIV,  by  Henry  J.  Webnian. 


The  W  ords  and  Music  of  tills  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  onv  addre.ss,  post-paid,  on  reeeipt  of  iO   I 
cents,  or  this  and  anjr  two  ollnr  Smirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  lleury  J.  Wehinan.  laoi  ISS 
Park  Itow,  New  York.    Postaue  SUnipa  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  tfooda. 


■  peoi>ie  ou  n. 

Ma^i^ie  Murpliy's  home.— Chorus. 


.\iid  ilii-y're  uelcouie  every  eveiiino  at 

It's  friuu  the  open  window,  at  the  noontime  of  the  day. 

You'll  see  tlie  neighbors'  ctdldreii  xo  bappy  at  their  play. 

rlu-re's  .Jimniie  with  hii)  Neilie,  tooether  romp  and  nnim. 

And  they  gather  in  I  he  echool-yard  near  M:i;_".^ie  Muiphy's  home.— C'^Orwj. 

I  «alU  Ihrousrh  Ilognu's  alley  nt  the  closing  of  the  day, 

I'o  greet  my  dear  old  mother;  you'd  hear  the  neighbors  say: 

'•0;i!  there  goes  little  M:igyie.  1  wi-hslie  were  my  own; 

Uo,  may  blessiugs  ever  liu'^jer  o'er  M:iggie  Murphy's  home!"— C/(0/ms. 


Words  and  Muaie  by  Edgar  Seiden. 


WHEN  PEG-G-Y  AND  I  ARE  WED. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hull,  London. 
AU  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Musie  of  this  Sonpr  w  ill  lie  sent  to  any  aildie.'s.  p.e^t  i>aid,  on  reeetnt  of  40 

cents;  or  iliis  and  any  tw,) other  Sonifs for  One  l>ollur.  I.y  l|.-nr>  J.  Wehinan.  lU-'iJt  I3a 

I^rk  Kovv,  Xfw  York.    Postage  Stamps  lakin  Kunea-icush  t  rail  our  goods. 

Words  and  MukIc  by  Hany  Kennedy. 


Down  where  the  flalboats  come  an"  go,  oh,  my  Johanna,  hoi 
Where  the  big  steam  w  histles  blow,  my  Johanna  Jouiiron, 
Logs  come  floatiu'  down  dc  t<treaui,  oh,  my  Johanna,  ho! 
Dat'B  de  place  ob  which  I  dream,  my  Johanna  Johu<oii. 

CnoRfs. 

My  Johanna  Johnson,  she  is  dc  fairest  charmer, 

She's  dv  nicest  gal  dat  I  do  know; 
She's  sweeter  far  than  honey,  and  belter  far  than  numey; 

My  Joliuuua  Jotan|ou,  she's  my  bc&u.— Dance. 

When  de  night  am  bright  an'  clear,  oh,  my  Johanna,  hoi 

Darkies  come  from  fur  an'  near,  my  Johnnna  Johnson; 

Pick  de  banjos,  dance  an'  wing,  oh,  my  Johanna,  ho! 

Au'  de  "  Swunee  liibber  "  sing,  my  Johanna  Johnson.— C'/iot/*. 

Black  crows  perch  ii|)on  de  tree^,  oh,  my  Johanna,  hoi 
Swinirin'  in  dc  inornm'  breeze,  my  .Toliaiiua  Johnson, 
Ricebirds  flulier  in  de  sky,  oh,  my  Johanna,  ho! 
You  can't  kotch  them  if  you  try,  my  Johanna  Johnson.— C/iWi/«. 

Dancin'  on  de  old  levee,  oh,  my  Johanna,  ho! 

Happy  as  a  bumblebee,  my  Johanna  Johiisoii: 

Totin'  cotton  in  de  sun,  oh,  my  Johanna,  ho! 

Aiu't  we  glad  when  day  am  done,  my  Johanna  JnhnBtm.—  Choriis. 


There's  a  girl  I  meet  in  our  pireer, 

Her  family  lives  next  door; 
The  father  he  owns  the  big  corner  flat, 
The  daughter  taUee  cash  in  the  store. 
Every  night  1  roam  to  t^ee  her  home. 

And  no  matter  where  I  go 
Y'oii  can  hear  them  all  murmur  as  I  walk  by, 

"Thai's  I'egsy  O'Unra's  heaii." 
Monday  uighl  I  acked  lier  hand, 

Tuesday  asked  htT  ma, 
Wednesday  I  made  up  my  mitid 

To  have  a  long  chat  w  ith  her  pa; 
On  Thuisday  he  gave  hi*  consent, 

These  words  t<»  me  he  said: 
'•  I'll  give  you  the  deed  of  the  corner  lot 
When  Pet'gy  and  you  are  wed." 
CHop.i-g. 
Oh,  Peggy,  say  yes,  love,  make  >our  answer  n  kise,  love. 

For  yi'ii  iire  tlie  sweetest  one  that  e'er  I  cast  my  eyes  upon; 
Jiifii  mention  the  day,  love,  don't  you  dare  to  say  nay,  love; 
Oh,  how  hapjjy  we  shall  be  when  Peggy  and  1  are  wed. 

Many  year''  have  fled  since  we  were  wed. 

Our  locks  are  tinning  gray; 
Now  Peogy  .•ind  I  run  the  corner  store. 

The  old  folUs  have  Ions.'  pns-ed  away. 
We've  been  lilefiscd  w  Itli  lieallh,  we've  lots  of  wealth. 

We  are  hiippv  its  can  be; 
Willi  a  ton  anil  a  daiiL'titer  that's  botli  grown  up. 

And  baby  that's  jiit^f  turned  three. 
Mary,  she's  the  eldest  girl, 

Looks  ji)gt  like  her  ma; 
Terence,  he's  a  line  >ouiig  lad 

With  all  the  orlil  fiicks  of  his  pa. 
Not  a  shade  of  strife  e'er  crossed  our  life. 

And  we'll  ne'er  forget  the  day 
When  Peggy  took  ra-^li  in  the  corner  store. 

And  to  her  1  used  lo  say :  —  6V<or«». 


l/ 


SKIDMORE    FANCY   BALL. 

Copyright,  1178,  by  Win.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


Ilie  Words  and  Music  of  Hiis  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  nnv  addres.s,  post  pniil,  on  leeelnt  or40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otiiei  Soiiks  foi' One  Dollar,  liy  Henry  J.  Webnian.  i:«i,Xl:t.°i 

Pork  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  E^dwoid  Harrtgan.    Music  by  Dave  Braliam. 

Oh,  here  we  go  so  nobly,  oh,  de  colored  Belvederes, 

A  number  one,  we  carry  a  gun,  we  beat  de  fusilecrg. 

Talk  about  your  dancers,  when  we  hear  de  cornet  call. 

We  wing  and  wing,  de  dust  we  sling,  at  de  Skldmore  fancy  ball. 

Den  right  and  lef,  hold  your  breff,  we're  Ikmi  ton  darkies  all; 

Fat  and  lean,  get  in  and  scream,  at  de  Skldmore  fancy  ball. 

Chorus. 

Hallelujah!  glory,  oh!  balance  down  de  middle; 
I  tell  you  what,  que  hay  it's  hot,  like  gravy  in  de  griddle. 
Forward  four,  liohl  on  dc  floor,  sjiread  out  frough  de  hull; 
Every  coon's  as  warm  as  June,  at  de  Skldmore  fancy  ball. 

Dc  Bui)per'8  served  at  one  (5.  M.  by  Brown,  de  caloronr: 

Fat  turk  and  goose,  oh,  cut  me  loose,  just  lem  me  in  de  door. 

Chairs  reserved  for  ladies,  umbrellas  in  de  hall— 

Dar's  eliqiiette  in  every  set,  nt  de  Suiilmorc  fancy  ball. 

Hands  around,  keep  off  de  oround,  we're  boii  ton  darkies  all: 

Oct  in  and  sail,  hold  your  trail,  at  de  Skidmore  fancy  buW.— Chorus. 

Oh.  every  hat  dat  dey  get  at  dis  colored  coterie. 

Will  cost  a  half— you  i>eedn't  laugh,  oh,  help  de  Mildish-she. 

We're  gwine  down  to  Newjwirt,  lust  next  summer  in  de  fall. 

So  foller  suit  and  contribute  to  de  Skidmore  fancy  ball. 

Oh,  waltz  away— niiizourkay,  we're  bon  ton  darkies  all: 

Sweet  Caledoue.  It  gives  a  lone  to  de  Skidmore  fancy  ha\\.— Chorus 
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UNCLE    HEILLY. 

CopyrlKht,  1890,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  tlilB  Soup  will  be  sent  to  any  a(1dre"s,  post-paid,  on  ieoeij>t  of  40 

C«DC8;ortlil8auit  uiiy  two  other  Soiiifw  forOiu-  Doliar.  bj  Henry  J.  Wilinifn,  i;«i&  i:i2 

fu'lc  Uow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  oanie  as  easli  for  ull  our  Kouts. 


G^BRIAlSr    AND    McCUE. 

Conip<i£(.-d  and  sunt;  by  John  J.  Kuvh. 


I 


Wordsby  Edxvard  Harrigaii.    Music  by  Dave  Brohani. 

They  cull  me  Uiclo  Reillv, 
I  am  everybody's  friviiil, 
■  ^       Sure,  my  money  lent  iit  ten  per  cent., 
"        And  tlmfe  my  sciiiiniuuf. 

For  I'm  everybody  V  uncle. 
And  whene'er  your  piirsi;  is  low. 

Oh,  come  cnll  on  me 
For  caxli,  yon  see 
I'm  Uncle  Rcilli',  oh! 

Chorus. 
Then,  oil.  Uncle  Reilly,  so  roLMiieh  and  slyly, 

Adniir-'d  by  the  ladies,  II  ciiinivatini;  beau; 
It's  oh,  Uncle  Reilly.  no  woniler  you're  wily. 

Yuu  bleak  the  hearts  of  ull  tlie  girli>,  yes.  Uncle  Reilly,  oL! 

Oh.  It's  when  you  love  a  niaitlen, 

Then  you  place  your  heart  in  jjawn, 
Now,  at  any  rate  6he  hokis  your  fate. 
Likewise  your  duplicate. 

Little  Cupid'h  pawnbroker, 
It's  to  him  ull  lovers  go. 

For  to  pli'dge  their  love 
With  ring  or  >:love, 

Like  Uncle  Reilly,  o\\\— Chorus. 

I  have  Rol.l  and  silver  watches. 

And  flue  clocks  to  holil  on  time; 
Oil,  it's  M^\  t  and  morn  tliey  tick  along — 
All  have  u  ticket  on. 

Oil,  for  I  am  philanthropic, 
Wily  Riley,  that  is  80: 

Now.  when  you  get  down. 
Just  rnll  around 

On  Uncle  Reilly,  oh'— C/(o;f(«. 


Send  for  Free  Cntalofnieof  Sonc  Dooks.  Inciter  Writers,  Dream  Rooks,  Fortune  TellerB, 
Tiick  Bools.".  l(<-citiitioii  Ho«>!:8,    IVniiy  JUlliids.  fall  liooUs,  J.>ke  B<x)k8,  Sketch 
Boolis,  Stump  SiK'eolies.  Iiisli  Sonn  luxiks,  t'liok  Hooks,  Hooks  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehmaii.  i:to  Jt  vsi  pjirk  Kow,  New  York. 


TAKING    IN    THE    TOWN.  v> 


CopyriKlit,  1890,  by  Win.  A.  Pond  <S  Co. 


The  Words  iinil  Mukio  of  this  .Soii(r  will  lie  nent  to  ■in.v  address.  post-pa:d.  on  rcoi^int  of  40 

cents;  or  iIiik  mid  any  t«o    other  Son^fs  f<ir  One  l><illar,  by  Htniy  J.  Weliiau:!, 

IJO  it  132  Faik  llow,  New  York.    17.  S.  t'oKtatce  Stamps  taken  sumo  asca>-i:. 


Words  by  Edward  Ilarrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 


Oh,  Mr.  McGiiiunet>s  from  Troy, 

A  maker  of  cuilurs  and  cuffa. 
He  thought  he  would  visit  New  York, 

To  Dee  all  the  roughs  and  toughs. 
Of  course  he  called  in  for  to  see  tiis  old  friend, 

Mr.  Reilly,  we'll  do  it  up  brown; 
I've  a  dollar  to  spend  and  another  to  lend. 

While  we  take  in  the  sights  of  the  town. 

Chohi's. 

Oh,  then,  we'll  go  to  Barney  Rafferty's, 
'Cross  the  way  from  Corney  Cafferty's, 
Not  forgetting  Ma.vor  Ilaflerty, 

As  we  travel 'round. 
Then  we'll  go  to  Rody  Larrigan's, 
Just  next  door  to  Michael  Garrigau'8, 
Not  forgetting  'I'ediiy  Ilarrigan, 

Taking  in  the  town! 

Oh,  we  viaited  Tammany  Hall, 

McGninness  WMK  not  in  arrears: 
Oh  my,  it  was  packed  to  the  walls, 

McGiiinness  he  liollered  three  cheers. 
They  shouted  for  Home  Rule,  Protection  and  Tariff, 

McGuinness.  he  wouldn't  keep  down; 
He  held  on  to  the  floor  until  out  of  the  door, 

I  induced  him  to  take  iu  the  town.— Clim-us. 

We  went  Into  a  show  for  a  dime. 

To  gee  the  great  two-headed  pig        " 
Sing  a  comic  song  all  out  of  tune. 

And  I  he  8keletoii  dance  in  a  jig. 
A  liiixorn  young  lady  In  tights  then  appeared. 

Poor  McGiiiniiess's  heart  gave  a  bound; 
Oh.  lie  threw  up  liib  hat,  and  said  "  JehosiphatI 

'I'hat's  the  best  sight  I've  seen  in  the  towul"— C'Aorw*. 

Then  we  went  to  the  Eden  Musee, 

McGuinnesi'.  he  paid  all  tlie  tax. 
He  was  mashing,  most  of  tlie  time, 

A  beautiful  lady  in  wax. 
lie  threw  her  sweet  kisses,  and  all  the  young  MUses 

Then  laughed  and  said  what  a  clowu; 
Oh,  the  fat  little  cop,  then  he  h.t  him  a  swop: 

Oh,  look  out  how  you  take  in  the  Xo\\u\— Clioru$. 

Oh.  now  Mr.  McGuinness  from  Troy, 

Went  to  bed  iu  the  morn  about  Ave, 
With  whUkey  in  him  like  a  lake; 

'Twastlie  liquor  that  kept  liim  alive.  ._  .    ■ 

Oh,  not  superstitions,  hut  over  officious. 

He  went  for  to  turn  the  gas  down; 
Tlien  the  whiskey  took  fire,  like  an  electric  wire. 

Poor  McGuiniiese  was  blown  out  of  town !— CAon/». 


It  was  down  at  Dan  O'Leary'c,  just  on  the  avenue. 
There  was  to  be  a  contest  'twi-en  O'Urian  and  McCue; 
There  was  all  the  'conimodiiiioiis  that  e'er  a  man  would  call, 
From  the  barroom  to  the  ballroom,  w  liicli  was  over  top  of  all. 
The  contest  was  to  wrestle  in  the  GiiBCCo-Roinan  style. 
McCue  t-aiil  he'd  down  any  man  that  cnino  from  Erin's  Isle; 
Says  O'Brian,  "I  ain  no  wrc^iier.  but  I'll  make  him  lunlerstand 
That  he  cuu't  down  the  man  to-day  that  comes  from  Paddy's  land." 

CmiRUs. 
Brace  up,  Dan  O'Drian,  and  don't  have  any  fear; 
Brace  up,  Dan  O'Brian.  ttnd  show  tlu-ui  you  are  here; 
It'll  be  known  throiiirhout  the  nations,  and  the  future  genoiutions 
Will  hear  the  good  old  btoiy  how  O  Brian  downed  McCue. 

The  ballroom  it  was  crowded  and  the  time  was  drawing  near, 

The  referee  then  took  his  place  and  the  wn-sileis  ttid  appear; 

The  referee  lie  then  called  time,  you  coiiMn't  hear  a  sound. 

The  men  embraced  each  other  ami  the  lins;  they  went  around. 

The  round  it  was  a  long  one  and  O'Biian  went  to  the  floor; 

McCue  says,  "  I  have  ilowned  ymj  and  I'll  put  you  down  once  more." 

O'Brian  quick  jumped  upon  his  feet  ami  says,  "You  nieaii  you'll  try; 

I'll  down  you  twice  upon  your  back  or  in  this  ring  I'll  die."— 67io/-«*«. 

The  crowd  was  very  anxious  when  tlie  second  round  liegan, 

McCue  was  very  confident  that  he  would  (town  his  man; 

The  round  it  was  a  hot  one,  and  the  multitude  did  roar 

'i'o  see  the  style  O'Brian  put  McCue  down  on  the  floor. 

O'Brian  walked  to  his  corner  in  a  proud  majestic  style. 

As  much  to  say,  "I  am  the  man  that  comes  from  Erin's  Isle." 

IMcCiie  walked  to  his  corner  like  a  ship  was  tem|iest  tossed, 

Uis  backers  said  he'd  liuve  to  light  or  tlnir  money  would  be  lost.  — CAotm*. 

Time  was  called  for  the  wind-up,  the  men  were  njmn  the  floor. 
And  trying  to  down  each  other  iis  they  both  had  done  liefore: 
'Twas  iii>  and  down  and  around  the  ring  the  way  the  struggle  went. 
Till  every  man  was  in  the  hall  had  put  up  every  cent.  , 

The  crowd  bt  came  excited  and  desp.-rate  grew  the  men,  ' 

They  beirati  to  fight  like  titters  and  hurl  each  other  then; 
McCiie  tried  hard  to  down  him.  hut  he  wasn't  there  at  all, 
O'Brian  laid  him  upon  his  back  and  finally  won  the  full. 

CnoutTS. 
Brace  up,  Dan  O'Brian,  you're  a  man  of  great  lenown; 
Brace  up.  Dan  O'Brian,  you're  the  best  man  in  the  town. 
It'll  be  known  throii^'hoiit  the  nations,  and  the  future  generations 
Will  hear  the  good  old  story  how  O'Brian  downed  McCue. 


I'VE    COME    HOME    TO    STAY. 


CopyriKlit.  IS*),  by  AVin.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


The  V.'ordsand  Music  of  tliis  Soiitj  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  <0 

cents:  or  this  and  any  t-.vo  other  Soiurs  for  tine  Dollar,  liy  Menry  J.  Wehinaii,  130  4  ISt 

Foi'k  Uow,  New  York.    Fostai;e  stamps  taken  same  as  ca«h  fur  all  our  gooda. 


V'l^urds  by  Edward  IlaniKan.    Miihie  by  Dave  Braham. 

I've  nothing  hut  money  and  time. 

Left  me  by  my  Daddy  &  Co.; 
It's  that  sort  of  tidng  tliat  keeps  up  a  fling, 

Quite  jolly,  decidedly  so. 
They  say  Tin  a  real  heavy  swell, 

Quite  English  wlierever  I  go; 
This  accent  I  got  remarkably  well. 

While  over  ia  London,  you  know. 

CUOKUS. 

Oh!  but  I've  come  home  to  stay. 

To  promenade  Broadway. 
Mammas  imploring,  girls  adoring. 

Don't  you  go  away. 
With  London  I'm  blase. 

It's  fog  both  night  and  day: 
I'm  one  of  you,  oh,  how  do  you  do? 

Oh,  I've  come  home  to  stay. 

The  briny  I've  crossed  many  times. 

Distinguished  on  every  boat; 
Each  passenger  fair  would  really  declare— 

Oh.  isn't  he  brave  when  afloat! 


I've  hobnobbed  with  princes  and  dukes. 

In  fact,  I  «us  known  as  their  chiiin; 
While  walking  the  Strand  we  do  it  up  grand. 

And  many  a  bottle  of  Miimm 
We've  drank  at  the  l)ar  with  the  girls, 

At  every  music  hall  show 
That  played  for  the  .ords  and  jolly  old  earls, 

Just  over  in  London,  you  know.— tV/orw*. 

You  ladies  not  quite  in  the  swim, 

A  tip  I'll  give  you  on  the  fads: 
Of  the  real  English  swell,  theproperold  fel's 

Who  dazzle  and  razzle  the  cads. 
Yon  beauties  with  sweet  loving  eyes. 

Who'd  marrv  a  titled  old  l)eaii. 
Oh.  take  my  advice,  go  capture  the  prize. 

Just  over  in  London,  you  know.  — CAoru*. 
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Parody  on: 

I    MET    HER    AT    THE    BALL. 


By  Tom  F.  Monaghan. 


Send  for  Fre©  Oataloprue  of  Soncr  Books,  LettJT  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortuno  Tellon^ 

Ti'icic  notik",  Ket'itution  Ttooks.    reiiiiy  nullnds.  Cull  Bookit,  Juke  Books,  Sketch 

Bouks.  stump  Si^cchfs,  liisli  S.'ii)?  U<«>k«,  Cock  Books,  Books  of  Amuae- 

nient,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliinan,  130  &  132  Pork  Uow,  New  York. 

Brifjliily  tlie  liglits  shone  in  a  barroom  fair, 

Clonds  spent  llieir  Imrd-eariioi  ehckels  there; 

'I'he  clinkiii);  of  the  ulusseM  ill  thim  Kraiul  ealonn  , 

Thrilled  tlie  merry  drinkers  loiin^iii);  'round  the  room. 

Alone  then  I  lingered  while  the  crowd  «<>  guy 

Drank  their  favoriie  biitere  in  their  own  {>eciiliar  way; 

One  hoy  anioni;  tnein  with  fiice  fo  good  and  true 

Called  me  to  his  side  to  take  a  drink  or  two. 

CHomrs. 
I  met  him  nt  the  bar,  drank  wiih  him  fir^it  that  night:  ^ 

Tlmuah  there  were  many  around  iis  none  seemed  uo  fair  and  bright. 
While  we  were  drinkini;  I  asked  him,  "Pray  won't  yon  lend  me  a  dollar; 
When  will  you  answer  my  question?  "    "After  the  eagle  hollers." 

He  utarted  drinking,  I  did  the  same, 

Soon  1  was  tliiiikim;  I'd  have  my  jaj;  a<.'ain; 

As  we  started  homeward  with  many  a  liiicli  and  roll 

The  peeler  came  and  rushed  u»  into  the  patrol. 

And  just  as  the  cotirt  clock  struck  I  he  hour  of  nine 

The  Jndtie  lie  placed  upon  us  a  iweiity-dollar  flue; 

The  clerk  called  out,  "  Remanded,  they  haven't  got  the  pluc." 

As  jail-birds  we  were  branded  ju.-t  for  a  drink  or  two.— Chorus. 


THE    FLYING-    CLOUD. 

CopjriKht,  18M,  by  Heniy  J.  Wehnian. 


Send  for  Free  rntaloirup  of  Sonir  Books,  Lrttt-r  Writers.  Prenm  Books.  Fortune  Tellers^ 
I  Trick  Books,  hecit.ition  Books,    Penny  Ualln<ls.  I'all  Itioks,  J..ke  IliK>ks,  Sketch 

Books.  Stump  Siieeelie.",  Irir^h  Soilt;  BiMiks,  Cook  Book.x.  Books  of  AmuiH>- 
I  ment.  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Welimau.  130  A  132  Park  Ituw.  New  York. 

I  Sung  with  great  success  by  Leonard  D.  Oeldert. 

My  name  is  Edward  Hollahan,  as  you  may  iindersfand; 
'  I  lieloni;  lo  County  Watorford,  not  far  from  Dyman's  land. 
When  I  was  yount;  and  in  my  prime,  ami  Ih-muiv  on  me  smiled, 
.My  parents  reared  me  tenderly,  I  heinj;  their  only  child. 

Mv  father  bound  me  to  a  tiiule  in  Water  street  so  fair, 

lie  hound  me  to  a  cooper  there  who's  name  wiis  Willie  Brown; 

I  served  my  master  faitiifully  for  einhtoeti  moiiihs  or  more, 

Until  I  shipped  on  hoard  of  the  Ocean  Queen,  bound  to  liermuda  shore. 

When  we  arrived  in  nermiida  town  I  mcl  with  riiptaiu  Moore, 
Coniniiinder  of  the  Flying  rlonil.  heioiiL'inn  to  'I'riuiore, 
Who  kindly  invited  me  on  a  slave  voy»i;«  ti>  uo, 
I'o  the  hiirnins;  shoies  of  Africa  where  the  siiKar  cane  does  grow. 

The  Flyitig  ('loud  is  ns  fine  a  ship  as  ever  swatn  the  seas, 

( h- ever  spread  a  mainlopsail  heneatli  the  lively  breeze. 

I've  often  seen  I  hat  gallant  ship,  when  the  wind  lilew  abaft  her  beam. 

With  her  sails  and  royals  spread  aloft  goinn  sixteen  off  the  reel. 

Tne  Flying  Cloud  is  a  Spanish  ship,  five  hundred  tons  or  more, 
She  can  easily  sail  'round  any  ship  iioinsj  out  of  llollymore. 
Il'-r  sails  are  like  the  driven  snow  aiul  on  them  there's  no  stain; 
With  eigiity-nine  pounder  brass  };uns  she  carries  abaft  her  beam. 

We  weighed  onr  anchor  and  set  sail  with  those  poor  souls  on  board. 

And  It  would  have  been  better  for  those  poor  souls  they  had  been  iu  their  graves; 

l''or  the  plauiie  and  fever  came  on  board,  swept  iialf  of  Iheni  away. 

We  dragged  their  dead  bodies  on  deck  and  threw  them  iu  the  sea. 

(t  was  a  few  days  after,  we  reached  the  Cuhnii  shore; 
\Vk  sold  them  to  the  planters  there  to  l)e  slaves  for  evermore, 
The  rye  and  coffee  fields  to  hoe  beneath  the  burning  sun, 
.And  to  lead  a  lung  and  wretched  life  till  their  career  was  run. 

When  our  money  was  all  spent  we  put  to  sea  again, 
When  Captain  Moore  he  came  on  deck  and  said  to  us,  his  men: 
•'There  is  gold  and  silver  tc)  l)e  liad  if  with  me  you  will  reniaiu; 
We  will  hoist  a  lofty  pirate  flag,  go  scour  the  Spniiisli  main." 

We  all  agreed,  excepting  five,  and  thost;  five  men  did  land; 
Two  of  them  were  Boston  men,  two  more  from  Newfoundland, 
The  other  was  an  Irishman,  belonging  to  Trimore. 
Oh,  1  wish  to  God  I  joined  those  men  and  went  with  them  on  shore. 

We  robbed  and  plundered  many  a  ship  down  on  the  Spanish  main, 
Caused  many  a  mother's  orphan  child  in  sorrow  to  complain; 
I'hrir  crews  we  made  them  walk  the  plank  and  gave  them  watery  graves, 
For  the  saying  of  our  captain  was  tliat  "a  dead  man  tells  no  tales," 

Chased  we  were  by  many  n  ship,  liners  and  frigates  too, 

(tut  all  in  vain  aslern  of  us  their  cannons  loared  so  loud;  . 

It  was  ail  iu  vain  to  ever  try  to  catch  the  Flying  Cloud. 

Until  a  mnn-of-war,  a  Spanish  sh^),  the  Dungeon,  hove  in  view; 

She  Bred  a  shot  across  our  how,  a  sisrnal  to  liear,  too; 

We  heeiled  nr)t  to  what  she  said,  but  tied  liefore  the  wind. 

When  a  chaiu  shot  struck  our  mizzenmast,  then  we  soon  fell  behind. 

We  cleared  our  decks  for  action  as  she  rnnged  alongside. 

And  soon  across  our  quarter  deck  there  ran  u  crimson  tide; 

We  fought  till  Captain  Moore  was  slain  and  eighty  of  his  men. 

When  a  bomb  shell  set  our  ship  on  Are,  we  were  forced  to  surrender  then. 

So  fare  you  well,  yon  shady  bowers,  and  the  girl  that  I  adore; 
Your  voice,  like  music  soft  and  sweet,  will  cheer  my  heart  no  more; 
No  more  I'll  kiss  your  ruby  lips  or  squeeze  your  lily  hand. 
For  I  must  die  a  dreadful  death  all  in  a  foreign  laud. 

Next  to  Newgate  I  was  brought,  bound  down  in  heavy  chains. 

For  the  robbing  and  pluntlering  of  ships  down  on  the  Spanish  main. 

It  was  drinking  and  bad  company  that  made  a  wretch  of  me; 

So,  all  young  men,  think  of  my  downfall  and  the  curse  of  piracy.  .       .    ; 


A    HIT-AFTER    THE    BALL. 

(A    LA    SHAKESPEARE.) 


■  .* 


By  Tom  F.  Muiiaghan. 


Send  for  Freo  Catnloprne  of  Ronp  Books,  I.ett«T  Writers,  Droam  Books.  Fortiin j  TellenL 
Tlick  I(iH>ks,  lU'citatioii  Bonks,    Penny  Bulliid.^.  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,   Sketc'h 
Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Sontf  Hooks,  Cook  Book.<.  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliiuaii,  130  &  Vii  Purk  Kow.New  York. 


The  wind  blew  high  on  the  monntain  heights. 

In  the  vale  below 'twas  dark  as  night; 

'Twiis  dreary  and  Cold,  and  a  man  was  sold 

By  a  joke  that  was  feeble  ami  worn  and  old. 

As  he  stood  alone  in  his  deep  dismay 

He  heard  auain  the  song  of  the  day. 

And  he  cried,  "  Father  Time,  let  me  answer  your  call, 

And  b«  saved  frutu  that  terrible  'After  the  Ball '." 


't 


THE    RAILROAD    BRAKEMAK 

Written  by  Louise  B.  aafrnry-Klaiiitraii,  Poetess  of  Railroad  Trainmen. 


S«nd  for  Fre#  rntalosrue  of  S.-)ne  Books,  L«'ttpr  Wrltei-s,  r)renm  Books,  Fortune  TeltertL 
Tiiek  Hooks,  Keeitiitioii  Books.    Penny  Ball.tds,  CMII  Books,  .loke  llook.t.   Sketch 
Books,  .Stump  S|iee<'hes.  lilsti  Sonu  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehmun.  VM  &  VAi  Piirk  Ko»,  New  York. 


Tune—"  My  Sweetheart's  the  Han  in  the  Moon." 


Everybody  loves  a  heio,  noble,  brave  and  true; 
Everybody  loves  the  soldier  w  ho  fought  in  coat  of  blue. 
And  the  jolly-hearted  sailor  w  ho  sails  o'er  the  iiiiiiu; 
But  auother  hero  is  the  brakeman  on  hie  train. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  ho  is  a  licro  so  true. 

His  duty  he  strives  hard  to  do; 

With  his  lantern's  dim  litrht. 

On  the  fn-iylit  cars  at  niuht. 

At  his  post  of  duly  he'll  always  be  found. 

O'er  car  tops  all  ice  am)  snow. 

Bending  f(U' lu'iilL'es  HO  low; 

Oh,  may  Ood  watch  and  save 

These  dear  lads  so  brave. 

As  Ihcy  Sliced  on  their  trains  night  and  day. 

When  duty  calls  he  must  obey,  he  never  can  forget 
•I'o  give  his  signiils,  make  his  conplliiL's,  and  have  his  brnUcs  all  fet. 
Ofttlmes  a  luissieii  in  the  darkness  biings  liim  down  between. 
Then  the  inangled  l>ody  of  a  brakeman  will  be  seen.— 67/o;v(*. 


There's  many  a  broken-lieiirl«'il  mother  wee|)ing  for  her  boy. 

A  fond  and  loving  wife  antt  comrade  whose  heart  has  lost  nil  joy; 

Rut  he  set  his  last  brake  up,  he  has  made  bin  last  long  run, 

lIiB  cross  he  bore  with  loving  patience,  now  his  crown  is  torn.— C/tor«». 


On  Decoration  day,  when  you  strew  flowers  bright  and  fair. 
Do  not  puss  his  lonely  truve,  he  is  lying  there; 
Plant  the  sweetest  flowers  that  blossoiu  on  his  unmarked  grave. 
For  lie  was  a  noble  hero,  he  was  true  and  brave.— 6'A(W«». 
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Parody   on : 

TWO    LITTLE    G-IRLS    IN    BLUE  f 


By  TldJIewliik,  C  years  old. 


Send  for  Free  Catnlojrue  of  Pone  Books.  Letter  Writers,  T>ream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers. 

Trick  Kooks,  ICeeitatioii  Books,   Penny  italliids,  Ciill  B.iokg,  Joke  Book.s    Sketch 

Books,  stump  S|M-e<-)ies,  lii.«h  Soni;  I<<H>ks,  <;ook  Books,  Books  of    Xn'iuso- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehiuau,  130  &  133  I'urk  liow.  New  York. 


An  old  man  gazed  on  a  coat  and  vest 

Which  he  hadn't  worn  for  years;  - 

As  he  looked  through  the  pockets 

lie  found  a  bid  wliich  had  been  overlooked  for  years. 

Then  he  said  to  himself,  I'm  right  iu  it  uow 

With  the  price  of  forty  beers.  ,      . 

As  he  walked  through  the  street, 

Why,  who  should  he  meet  - 

But  two  little  girls  iu  blue. 

Ciiontis.  : 

Two  little  girls  in  blue,  lad,  guess  hadn't  eat  for  a  week; 

They  were  twisters,  their  feet  bad  blisters,  and  neither  had  a  sou.  i 

One  little  girl  in  blue,  lad,  stole  liis  waicli  and  chain; 

They  flew  the  coop  and  left  him  in  tlie  soup,  those  two  little  girls  in  bine. 

This  old  man  he  was  a  rnl>e. 

From  Keulieiiville,  New  York; 

'Tis  but  once  every  )ear  that  he  does  come  here. 

And  when  he  is  tliroiigh  can  liardly  walk. 

He  drinks  till  he  gets  the  jim-jams, 

And  acts  like  a  crazy  man, 

Till  he's  pushed  in  a  hack  and  given  a  crack       :' 

By  two  little  cops  iu  blue. 

Chorus. 

Two  little  cops  in  blue,  lad,  to  the  station  honse  took  Idm; 

He  was  a  sight  and  they  had  a  flcht,  and  rubied  Ills  feet  in  gin. 
Two  little  cops  in  blue,  lad,  took  him  before  Judge  McGun; 

He  said,  "  iTou  look  gay,  so  sneak  right  away,  and  beware  of  the  girls  in  bine,' 
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Yes;   I'll* Be  Your  Sweetheart. 

Copyrljrht,  1894,  by  The  S.  Bi-ainard'«  Sons  Co. 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  tliis  Soni;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  othvr  Sones  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehniun,  130&1S2 

Fark  Kuw,  New  York.    Poslai;e  Stamps  token  souie  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  by  Harry  C.  Clyde.    Music  by  H.  C.  Verner. 

Upon  a  golden  euinnier  diiy 
Two  children  in  their  merry  play 
Preieudfd  that  tliey  lovers  were. 
And  lie  in  ji'St  had  kneeled  to  her. 
The  people  paseinK  heard  the  plea. 
If  she  would  hie.  dear  sweetheart  be; 
Then,  with  a  I  winkle  in  her  eye, 
The  little  maid  Bang  this  reply : 

Refrain. 
Yes;  I  will  be  yonr  sweetheart,  my  hoimie  bright-eyed  lad; 
More  than  a  friendly  liking  for  you  I've  always  had. 
Yes;  I  will  he  your  sweetheart,  proud  of  my  maidy  l)eau;  •; 

We'll  be  two  happy  lovers  as  on  through  life  we  go. 

As  time  sped  on  tliey  outgrew  play,         '        : 

And  frocks  and  aprons  laid  away;  ' 

The  maid  to  boarding  school  was  sent. 

My  laddie  off  to  col k-ae  went.  , 

Vacation  came,  the  year  was  o'er; 

She  sirolled  one  evening  l)y  the  shore; 

U|>on  the  saint  a  name  slie  traced, 

Below  it  theie  this  verse  slie  i(laceJ:—5«/;-ail».  . 

She  turned  around,  and 'neatli  her  gaze  ■■ 

There  stoml  the  lad  of  other  days;  ' 

He  took  her  hand,  and  more  than  this, 

He  printed  on  her  lips  a  kics. 

"  Dear  lass,"  he  said,  "  that  kiss  you  got 

Is  for  the  darling  little  tot 

Who  sang  to  m-j,  in  childhood  dear, 

The  words  that  you  liave  writieu  here:— //^raiw. 

BY  THE  SEA  AND  UP  IN  TOWN. 

CopyrigUt,  1803,  by  Francis,  Day  *  Hunter.    English  copyright  secured. 
All  rights  reserved. 


G-OOD     FOR     NOTHING-     NAN. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter.    English  copyright  secured. 


All  rights  ivserved. 


The  M  ords  and  Muhic  of  this  Sont;  will  be  sent  to  any  addrtws,  post-itaid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  SoMi;8  for  Uiie  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Webnian,  ISO&US 

Park  lluw,  NeAr  York.    Postage  SCaiups  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  good*. 


Words  by  Thos  Le  Bninii.    Music  by  Qeo.  Le  Brunn. 


Go,id  for  nothing,  jteople  say  I  am,  and  just  because  I  romp  about; 
Would  they  have  me  quiet  as  a  lamb,  and  never  dunce  or  jump  or  shout? 
Now  straight,  I  try  my  best  not  to  aunoy, 
I  can't  be  thought  a  little  penny  toy; 
Bless  the  cat,  why  was  1  uot  a  boy?  I  cannot  for  my  life  make  out.  "    .    .. 

Refrain. 
Mother  scolds  and  father  always  wlincks  me 
/  Willi  Ins  boot,  and  that  is  mighty  hig; 

Good  for  nothing  lump,  I  shout  and  jump, 
And  what  I  am  I  doesn't  care  a  fig. 

Good  for  nothing,  never  wash  my  face  until  the  Sundiiy  morn  conies  'round: 
All  my  clothes  are  scattered  'round  the  place,  my  Sunday  hat  cannot  be  found. 
And  with  the  kids  around  our  way  1  tight, 
I  whack  'em,  too,  with  all  my  strength  and  might: 
Play  at  jump  back  morning,  uoou  and  night,  I'm  a  scorcher  to  the  very  ground. 

Refrain. 
Mother  scolds  and  father  always  whacks  me 

With  his  boot,  and  that  it<  inigiity  big: 
Good  for  nothing  lump,  I  shout  and  jump,  - 

And  what  1  am  I  doesn't  cure  a  fig. 

Good  for  nothing,  still  I'll  ever  be  "a  fal-de-rnl-dal  "  sort  of  a  girl:  ^  ••  ,  ■' 

Smck-iip  girls  they  never  look  at  me,  because  I'm  lively  as  a  squir'l. 
Mv  dress,  you  see,  is  nearly  always  torn,  ■'"  '   • 

My  face  was  dirty,  yes,  since  I  was  born; 
Still,  din  keeps  me,  oh,  so  nice  and  warm,  my  rats  tails  uever,  never  curl. 

Refrain.  . 

Mother  scoMs  and  father  always  whacks  me 

With  his  boot,  and  that  Ih  mighty  big; 
Good  for  nothing  lump,  I  shout  and  jump. 
And  what  I  am  1  doesn't  care  a  flg.  ,. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Pone  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  jiost -paid,  op  rei-fi|>t  of  40 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otli>-r  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar,  by  lienry  J.  Webnian.  i:*IA  132 

Pau'k  Uuw,  Hew  York.    Postage  Stomps  takuii  same  as  cash  for  all  our  guoUs- 


Words  by  A.  J.  Mills.    Musm  by  F.  W.  Venton. 


It's  sliangc  how  folUs  ape  greatness  when  they're  on  pleasure  bent. 

By  the  sea,  by  the  sea; 
You'll  find  iu  tow  u  they're  not  as  big  as  what  they  represent, 

By  the  sea,  by  the  sea. 
There's  the  flashly  dressed  young  fellow  who  winks  at  ev'ry  girl. 
And  wiih  romantic  tales  puts  her  brains  into  a  whirl; 
His  income's  quite  five  thousand  and  his  Pa's  an  Earl,  you  know, 
By  the  sea,  by  the  sea. 

Chorus. 
But  if  you  only  knew  him  up  in  town. 
Oh,  Gussy  there  is  known  as  Mister  Brown; 
You  should  hear  them  daily  wrangle, 
When  his  wife  says,  "Turn  the  mangle." 
And  he  has  to  trot  the  kids  out  up  in  town. 

There's  the  distinguished  fellow  with  long  black  raven  hair. 

By  the  sea,  by  the  sea; 
You  know  that  he's  an  actor  by  the  fierce  as|>ect  he  wears. 

By  the  sea,  by  the  sea. 
He  owns  a  Shakespeare  copy  which  he  studies  day  by  day. 
Aloud  he'll  quote  from  "  Ilamlet"  or  some  other  tragic  play; 
"  Ue  uiiist  be  a  great  tragedian,"  you  will  hear  the  i>eopie  say, 
By  the  sea,  by  the  sea. 

Chorus. 
But  if  you  only  knew  him  up  in  town. 
You'd  find  he's  not  an  actor  of  renown; 
He  dresses  up  in  armor  gay 
And  hasn't  got  a  line  to  gay. 
He's  a  good  old  boosy  super  up  in  town. 

There's  the  highty-flighty  fellow  whom  uo  cue  can  make  oat, 

By  the  sea,  by  the  sea; 
At  hall  or  party  he's  the  rage,  he's  full  of  gas  and  spout. 

By  the  sea,  by  the  sea; 
He  can  sing  a  comic  song  in  a  jovial  sort  of  way, 
At  theatre  or  nnisic  hall  he's  bound  to  hold  the  sway;    ■. 
He's  up  to  any  game  iu  fact,  if  only  it  will  pay, 
By  the  sea,  by  the  sea. 

Chorus. 
But  if  you  only  knew  him  up  in  town. 
You'd  be  knocked  to  see  him  walking  up  and  down; 
As  captain  of  the  army  brave 
He's  trying  wicked  souls  to  save, 
A-singiug  "Come  to  glory  "  up  iu  town. 

There's  the  modest  little  maiden,  so  bashful  and  so  shy. 

By  the  sea,  by  the  sea. 
Who  would  faint  if  a  fellow  at  her  should  wink  his  eye. 

By  the  sea,  by  the  sea. 
She  strolls  along  the  sands  in  a  piouB  sort  of  way: 
'Vulgarity,  she  says,  is  in  the  wand'ring  minstrers  lay; 
On  some  lone  spot  far  from  the  crowd  she'll  pass  her  time  away. 
By  the  sea,  by  the  sea. 

Chorus. 
But  if  you  only  knew  her  up  In  town; 
'Tisn't  modesty  that  brings  her  iu  renown,  .,-    , 

.     She's  amongst  the  gayest  of  the  gay,  ..;■       .. 

■•"■•.:;.     And  holds  her  own  with  Tottie  Fay;  .;.':,;  ' 

She's  a  warm  'un  when  you  see  her  up  in  town. 


The  Song  I  Heard  Last  Night. 

Copyriirlit,  1893,  by  The  S.  Brainard's  Sons  Co.     Entered  at  Stationers'  HbU,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  Ibis  Sonir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  |>aid,  on  re<'ei|it  of  10 

cents;  or  this  und  any  two  otliHr  Sonu's  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Webnian.  I3U&132 

Park  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Staini>s  taken  same  as  cash  fur  all  our  goods. 
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Words  and  Music  by  K.  M.  Slults. 


I  was  seated  alone  in  the  twilight  hour. 

All  nature  was  hushed  and  still: 
My  thoughts  were  off  in  the  past's  dark  maze, 

CaiiNing  my  lieing  to  thrill. 
With  many  a  sitih  and  sad  regret. 

When  the  notes  of  a  beauiifiil  air 
Were  borne  to  my  ears  by  the  i;eiitle  wind 
From  the  lijis  of  a  singer  fair. 
Refrain. 
I  heard  a  song  last  night,  h  song  so  tender  and  sweet, 
I  caw  the  form  of  the  singer  ftiir  from  my  undisturbed  retreat; 
She  sang  of  days  uone  hy,  of  strolls  in  the  shadowiight. 
They  took  me  back  to  those  scenes  again,  the  song  1  heard  last  night. 

Her  voice  was  as  calm  as  a  rippling  brook, 

Her  form  as  an  angel  fair. 
Her  eyes,  bedewed  with  glisl'niug  tears, 

Shone  with  a  lustre  rare. 
She  wandered  afar  in  the  silent  wood. 

Till  her  form  was  lost  to  eight: 
But  still,  from  afar,  I  could  hear  her  sweet  voice, 
■"  Borne  along  on  zeplix  r's  ligiit.—//«/";rttH. 


OLD    ALBUM    FACES. 

Copyiight,  1893,  by  Spauldiiig  &  Konider.    Entered  at  SCaliouei«'  Hall,  Loiiduii. 


All  rii;hts  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  lliis  Sonj;  will  l#  sent  to  any  address,  postpsid.  on  receipt 

cents;  or  this  und  any  two  olln-r  Soni;»  f.ir  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  V.Vbnian.  lJn<S 

Park  fiow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Glenroy. 


There's  an  old  fam'ly  relic  I've  cherished  for  years. 

That  was  left  by  my  mother  to  me; 
It's  a  photograph  album  my  ancestors  had, 

Which  dates  beyond  my  memory. 
Thouiih  age-worn  and  tattered,  'tis  all  that  remains 

To  tell  me  of  those  dear  to  me. 
And  when  over  its  contents  I  carefully  scau 
Many  dear,  loving  faces  I  see. 
Refrain. 
Old  album  faces,  faces  so  kind  and  true. 
Old  album  faces,  always  a  pleasure  to  view; 
Pictures  of  the  old  friends,  hing  since  gone  before. 
Old  album  faces,  dear  forevermore. 

When  alone  in  the  eveninsr  my  thoughts  wander  back 

To  the  moments  of  childhood  and  joy, 
And  the  nent  little  homestead,  the  place  where  I  spent 

My  happiest  days  when  a  boy; 
But  mother  and  father  were  soon  called  away. 

Then  brotiier  and  sifter  die<l,  too; 
But  I  have  the  old  album  with  i>ortraits  of  all, 

And  daily  its  contents  I  yivw.—Iiifrain. 
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SWEET 


Parody  on : 

NELLIE 

V*y  William  J»-roii»e. 


TT 


BAWN. 


S«n<t  tnr  Preo  Pntalopiip  of  Snncr  Hooks.  I.f  tU-r  Writprn,  nrontii  Books.  Fortune  Tollorn 

Tiiok  Hooks,  l«M-it  iti>>t>  KookK.    IViiiiv  Ikillnd.^.  c^ill  R.<'ik.-<.  J.-ke  IU>i>k.<.   Ski'U  li 

Books,  St\nii|>  SiHTcln'x,  Irish  S.irtu  Itooks,  ("oi'k  il>><>ks,  Bo.-ksi.f  Amusf 

menUetc.  tu  Henry  J.  Weliiimii,  l;!U  <&  iJ-i  Park  Uun.  Ni-w  Yurk. 

Sweet  Nillic  Ba\Mi,  l>ov9,  once  was  my  xvifi-, 
\Vitli  lier  I  look  cliuiicvs  all  tlirou>;li  tiii:*  life; 
l)i)ii't  y<iu  ;;ct  inarrit'il,  tnUc  a  tip  fiDiu  nie, 
For  I  lini  ii  oailor,  mid  Tve  btt'ii  to  pt-a. 
.  .       Oil,  liow  I  love  lift,  yi's,  I  don't  tliinU; 

If  I'd  II  horse  and  Imgsiy  elii'M  driv*-  me  to  driuk. 

She's  goiiiff  lo  ('hic:i'_'<>,  jii«t  t<>  run  the  Fair. 

80  I  ehali  Ko  the  otlict  way.  I'd  huto  to  uicct  her  there. 

Ciionrs. 

Yee,  ehc'si  my  Nelile,  I'm  the  t)oy  for  Nell, 

If  elie  makfs  nionev  we  will  do  well; 

But  if  we  lose  it,  then  'tw  ill  be  gune, 

I'll  be  ou  the  "  Hog  traiu  with  Sweet  Nellie  Dawn." 

Last  night  while  drcaminc;  in  my  little  bed, 
I  had  l)et-n  drinkinn— oh,  what  a  liend! 
■  _      I)reani|)t  I  wii.»  siii^;le,  hut  no  puch  potHl  luck; 
Now  I  am  sorry  that  I  ever  woke  up. 
Xunh  and  milk  for  hrcuUfiist.  rnupli  and  milk  for  ten, 
'I'he  way  slic  feeds  me  mu^h  and  milk,  it  is  too  mush  for  mc. 
■Ni^ht  and  day,  when  single.  I  was  always  out. 
Now  I'm  eo  full  of  mu^li  and  milk  I  cuuuut  "  etir  ubout." 

Chorus. 

Yes,  8lie  is  hr»nd;<onie,  face  hke  a  map, 

I  wish  she'd  take  the  oil  stove  and  never  more  come  buck; 

If  her  eves  were  diamonds  I'd  put  them  in  pawn, 

Then  get  the  chills  and  shake  bweet  Nellie  Buwu. 


HOW   DO   YOU    DO,   MR.    McCUE? 

Cupyriglit,  1S93,  by  S|>aulttliiK  S:  Kornder.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London.  ( 

All  riKhto  renerred.  \ 

I'hP  \Vrtr<ls  mill  Music  of  this  Sonff  will  1>e  sent  to  any  a()(lr«>ss,  post  paid,  on  rocplpt  of  K)  ) 
vcr  jH;  .ir  this  mill  any  twootlitr  Souks  for  Out-  Doll.-)!,  I>y  11,-iirv  J.  Wfhmiin.  1.10&13S       [ 
fark  Kuw,  New  York,    ruslagre  Stomps  toU'.-ii  suniu  as  eaeU  fur  all  uur  guuda. 


Word*  and  Mu^ic  by  Win.  Be«be. 


) 


HIS     OWN    MOTHER    WOULDJSTT 
KNOW    HIM    NOW. 

Copjrisht,  1893,  by  Francis,  D«y  it  iluntt-r.    Enirlisb  copyright  secured. 


Jinimic  McCuo.  ns  every  one  knew. 

Had  the  only  saloon  on  the  block; 
He'd  friends  i)y  tlie  ecore,  a  hundred  or  more. 

Who  daily  would  simiplc  Ids  stock. 
Tliey  all  got  the  "  tip,"  if  they  wanted  a  "  nip," 

When  they  couldn't  dig  up  a  lone  dime. 
To  i«ay  "  How  do  ye  do.  Mister  Mac,  how  are  youf" 

And  he'd  set  up  the  driuks  every  time. 

Chobus. 
"  How  do  you  do.  Mister  McC'ue?  "  is  wliat  you'll  hear  them  eay; 
*'  How  do  you  do.  Mister  Mct'ne»  How  are  you  today  f" 
"  How  do  you  do,  Mixter  McCiie?"  is  the  old  familiar  way 
They  );reet  his  "  uobs  "  the  first  thing  every  morning. 

Jimmic  got  swelled  when  caucus  was  held, 

And  they  asked  liim  for  office  to  run; 
He  gave  tlieui  hie  nai:ie,  election  day  came, 

It  cost  him  a  barrel  of  "  mon." 
Tiiey  all  shake  his  hand,  and  they  swear  that  they'll  stand 

By  the  new  aldermun,  Jim  McCue: 
But  he's  "onto"  their  game,  when  they  always  esc'aitu, 

"How  d'ye  do,  Mister  Mac,  Low  are  you?"— CAoruf. 

Alilennan  Mac  now  riiles  in  a  hack. 

He  is  one  of  tlie  swells  of  tlie  ward; 
lie  "cuts  quite  u  dasii,"  has  plenty  of  cash. 

And  uses  it  free  aa a  "lord." 
A  "  nabob  "  for  sure,  he  foructs  he  was  poor, 

Ue  has  "shook  "  hie  old  friends  for  the  new; 
It's  the  'ristociats  now,  who  will  scrape  ami  will  bow, 

"  How  d'ye  do,  Mitt<  r  Mac,  how  nrc  youV'—Chorut. 


Ail  1  itjhts  reserved. 


Parody   on : 

AFTER    THE    BALL. 
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By  W.  U.  \Vlili.img. 


Written  and  Compostd  l>y  T.  W.  Connor. 


Send  for  Frr«>  Cnt.iloflnic  of  fiontr  Books,  Li'iii-r  Writers,  Droam  Rook8.  Fortune  Tellers. 

Ti'ick  lliM>ks,  Ki'oltMtioii  Hooks.    IVnny  Ihill.ndr..  Call  Books,  Joke  Hooka.  .Sketch 

Books.  Stump  S|n'irlips,  Irish  SonK  Books,  (;ook  Books,  Books  of  Aniuse- 

incut,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  130  &  Vii  iStrk  l(u»,  Kew  Yurk. 


Jimmy  Fanatii  was  a  8nob, 
He  turned  up  u  decent  jot). 
And  wei.t  to  work  at  a  ductor'8  Bbop, 

Hi.s  fortune  for  to  try. 
The  doctor  one  day  to  l>im  said, 
"  I've  got  a  plan  in  my  fat  head 
For  curing  rorns  and  huuions  ia 

The  t«  inkling  of  an  eye." 
Ue  thought  he'd  try  e.ijperimcnts, 

To  see  that  he  was  rigiif; 
Soon  to  JiMiiny°8  toe  he  tied 

A  lump  of  dynamiie. 
Said  lie,  "  Yni  just  s<  t  li^'lit  to  that 

As  soon  ii-<  I  h.ive  cleared;"' 
Pofir  .Iin)niy  did  as  iie  uiis  tuhl. 

And  hia  tjunion  di^iappeared. 

Ciiouf?. 

.Vnd  liis  own  mother  wouldn't  know  him  now,  poor  l.ad, 

oil,  >vhat  an  alteration; 
A I  d  he's  given  all  a  warning,  that  early  in  tlie  m<rniiiij. 

He'll  be  looking  for  another  sitiiuliou. 

Timothy  Bung  the  pfip<r3  rnd, 

W'lu-re  an  adv.rtiseinent  ^:lid, 

A  smart  young  ni.in  he  was  wanted  as 

Attendant  at  acnih. 
He'd  naught  to  do  but  mind  the  door, 
Ckau  cpiltoons  luid  clean  n|i  the  lloor; 
Says  Tim,  "  This  joh  will  suit  me. 

For  it's  next  door  to  a  pub." 
One  nigiit  thevo  was  a  boxing  match. 

But  through  niittiikf  soim  how, 
One  of  the  ho.Ki.rs  st.iycd  away. 

And  just  to  Save  a  "  row," 
They  called  on  Tim  to  take  his  place. 

And  though  he  was  .1  dunce, 
lie  sparred  up  to  the  riL'liting  man, 

Wtio  just  landed  on  him  once.—  Chorus. 

Samuel  Simple  chanced  to  drop 

In  a  job  at  a  barber's  shoj); 

He  didn't  like  all  the  "  lathering," 

So  to  the  boss  he  said: 
*      *'  Sui'iKJse  we  drop  the  lather  brush, 
And  w  hen  for  shaving  there's  a  rush. 
Just  use  a  liitle  oil,  and  eingo 

Their  whiskers  off  instead!'' 
The  barljer  w  as  deliglite<l. 

Took  an  oil  can  from  the  shelf. 
Said,  "  Here  yon  are.  perhaps  you'd  better 

Have  first  go  yourself." 
Sam  di|)pcd  his  w  hiskers  in  the  oil, 

And  when  be'd  niblK-d  it  iu, 
He  lit  a  taper  in  the  gas. 

And  he  held  It  to  hia  chin.— CAtfr«». 


A  litile  damsel  to  an  old  man  si>oke, 

'•  (Jive  me  a  dollar,  do,  please,  I'm  broke;" 

"  I've  not  a  cent,  dear,'^o  the  old  man  said; 

"  111  tell  you  a  story  of  my  life  instead. 

Wlien  I  w  as  young,  dear,  many  moons  ago, 

*  Little  Annie  Kooncy  '  she  was  then  my  Ix^au, 

To  a  hall  I  took  her  on  Milwaukee  Av.. 

Borrowed  fifty  cents  from  her,  then  said,  'What  will  yoni  have?' 

Cnonus. 

After  the  ball  was  over,  after  I'd  not  a  cent. 
Sorry  that  I  was  living,  sorry  I  ever  went, 
Afi<r  the  ball  was  over,  oh,  what  a  lovely  tide. 
Since  that  Diglit  I've  wandered  from  luy  old  tircsidc. 

Brickbats  v*erc  flyinjr  in  the  gay  ballroom, 

'•  tlohnnie,  get  your  gun  ''  then  was  the  pop'lnr  tune, 

Tiien  Came  my  swccthi-art,  behind  a  palmleaf  fuii, 

S.'iid  she  was  thirsty— I  rushed  the  can; 

When  I  returned  with  that  beer  and  can, 

My  girl  was  waltzing  with  anotlu  r  man; 

Down  Went  the  beer,  jiet,  all  down  my  throat,  .     . 

1  threw  the  froth  ou  tlic  other  fvUvw'e  coal. 

Cnont's. 
After  the  ball  was  over,  after  I'd  not  a  cent. 
Sorry  that  I  was  living,  sorry  I  ever  went. 
After  the  ball  was  over,  oh,  what  a  lovely  tide. 
Since  that  night  I've  wandered  from  iny  old  fireside. 

Five  hundred  years  back,  thereon  history's  page 

You'll  see  my  sweelheart  died  of  ohl  ai.'e; 

Shi!  claimed  to  be  twenty,  but  of  no  avail. 

For  she  didn't  count  the  years  thai  she  spent  iu  jail. 

One  day  a  postal  Came  from  that  man, 

Ue  was  her  son  and  heir,  so  the  postal  ran; 

Thai's  why  I'm  hungry  and  live  on  my  gall, 

And  that's  why  her  father  "  turned  her  picture  to  the  wall." 

COORUS. 

After  the  hall  is  over,  after  the  drinks  are  mixed, 
After  the  town  clock  strikes  1:1,  it's  time  to  gel  it  fixed; 
Many  a  hottle's  broken,  many  not  paid  for  at  nil, 
Tlieu  ride  Lome  in  the  patrol  wagon— after  llie  ImII. 


r 


—It  was  so  cold  tbui  it  wiis  no  unusual  sight  to  sec  nn  ulster 
frieze. 


— The   boy   Imltcd  in    front 
propiietor  qticried:  "  You  are 
old  uiare  shod,  are  you?"    Ai 


of 


Incksmitb  shop,  wlien  the 
/our  fjithcr  told  you  to  get  the 
le  boy  said  shooer. 
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HE'LL  LOVE  YOU  BYE  AND  BYE. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Engllnh  copyright  aecured. 


All  liKhts  rescrred. 


The  Wordd  and  Music  of  (liis  non(;  Tiill  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  i-ecciptof  <0t 

cents;  ur  tills  and  any  two  other  Souks  (or  One  Dullar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehiiian,  130&1S2 

Fitrk  Row,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  (or  all  our  goods,. 


Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Hart. 


J7«— Onr  ppcret,  darling,  we  mneit  not  tell,  we  must  not  tell; 

'Twouirt  not  be  well! 
Bnt  Boon,  my  lo\'e,  1  will  impart 
Wlmt'f*  in  my  heart,  whnt'e  in  my  heart. 
Your  father's  love,  dear,  I  long  to  gain,  I  long  to  gain. 

You  will  explain; 
Tell  him  a  son  to  him  I'll  he 
If  to  bi8  heart  he  will  take  me. 

REFRAm. 

if/zf— He'll  love  you  bye  and  bye,  he'll  love  yon  bye  and  bye, 

//«— He'll  love  me  bye  anil  bye,  he'll  love  me  bye  and  bye, 
i8//«— Fondly  embrace  and  caress  you, 

//«— Yes,  iind  fondly  care!>8  me, 
,S//#— Kiss  you  and  say,  "  Heaven  bloss  yoni" 

//e— Then  kiss  me  and  say,  "  Heaven  bless  you!" 
fihe-  "  I'll  love  you  till  I  diel"  a  voice  from  hia  heart  will  cry, 

^e— He'll  love  me  till  1  die,  a  voice  from  his  heart  will  cry, 
^/,e_Y«)u'll  find  a  haven  of  rest;  yes,  he  will  love  you  bye  and  bye. 

//«— "  Find  a  haven  of  rest!"  yes,  he  will  love  me  bye  and  bye. 

She— My  darlinc,  when  you  are  ever  near  me,  yes,  ever  near  me, 

But  bli»8  stealso'er  me; 
Then  uantiht  but  joy  my  heart  can  find, 
All  cares  are  left,  yes,  left  behind. 
Ah  I  yes,  my  darling,  I  love  but  you,  I  love  but  you. 

So  good  and  true; 
And  my  dear  fatherwill  thee  bless, 
or  all  bis  loves  he'll  lovt  thee  htnt.—IltfnUn. 


A   Canoodle   Round    the   Corner. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter.    English  copyright  secured. 


All  rit;ht8  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  Ix"  sent  to  anv  address,  post  iwid.  on  receipt  of  #0 

cents;  orthisandanytwootli.-rSon^Rfoi-Uiie  Dol'lai,  bv  ll.-nij- J.  Wi-hmnn.  13))<tUS 
fark  Bow,  New  York.    I'ostage  Stamps  takeit  same  as  cosh  for  lUI  our  goods. 


Written  and  Conipuned  by  Arthur  Wjlio. 


FARE -YOU-WELL,    DAISY   BELL! 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Dacre. 


This  U  the  sequel  to  "  Daisy  Bell,"  doubtless  you've  heard  about  her; 

I  nni  the  lover  who  lov  d  lier  well,  and  ttiont;ht  I  could  ne'er  live  \\itliout  her; 

Ni  vcr  imacined  my  "  wheel  for  two  "  would  make  her  feel  offended; 

When  I  proposed  it,  she  said  "Adieu!"  and  this  is  how  it  ended. 

Chorus. 
Fare-yon-woU,  Daisy  Bell,  I  will  ride  alone, 
Fare-you-well,  sweetheart,  thus  we  have  to  part; 
Say  pood-bye,  do  not  cry  when  your  lover's  gone. 
Now  I  mean  to  have  a  machiue  specially  built  for  one  I 

Here  is  a  letter  with  Daisy's  seal,  giving  an  explanation. 
Says  she  objects  to  a  tandem  wheel,  because  it  creates  a  sensation; 
Then  die  conclndes  in  a  tiish  flown  style,  "  I  can't  accept  your  plan,  sir! 
With  au  attempt  at  a  careless  smile,  1  wrote  this  cruel  answer:— c'Aora*. 

Now  I  am  in  for  a  "  Breach  of  'Prom',"  says  she  will  stop  my  sporting; 
Daily  I'm  heariiii;  the  lawyers  from,  in  law  courts  I'll  have  to  go  courting; 
C'eriain  as  fate  I  shall  Itise  the  day,  for  me  no  chance  of  gninintr, 
Daisy  has  got  a  trump  card  to  play,  the  note  these  words  contaiuing:—  Chai-us. 


A  word  that's  soft  will  very  oft  turn  an<:er  into  p!o!i(<nrc: 

I've  often  tried,  and  must  decide,  it's  a  very  upufnl  nienbiirc; 

But  actions  may,  another  way,  produce  a  softer  feeliuL'. 

A  girl  that's  mad  is,  O,  so  glad,  your  arm  around  her  ttealiiigl  .     -^ 

Just  give  her— 

Ciionrs. 

A  canoodle  oodlc  oodle  round  the  corner, 

A  canoodle  oodle  oodle  round  the  corner; 

If  your  girl's  inclined  to  fioht.  the  thing  to  put  her  right 

Is  a  cauoodle  oodle  oodle  round  the  corner. 

'Twixt  me  and  yon  this  verse  is  true,  it's  all  about  a  *'  Copper;" 
While  on  his  beat  at  night  he'll  meet  some  cook,  and  he  will  slop  her; 
Together  talking,  they  ko  walkiiin,  while  some  black  handed  siraler 
Will  gas;  and  pin  you,  fleece  and  skin  you,  puzzle  find  the  peeler. 
Where  is  he? 

Chorus.  . 

A  canoodle  oodle  oodle  round  the  corner, 
■    A  conoodle  oodle  oodle  round  the  corner; 

And  as  guardians  of  the  nit;lit,  they're  really  nit  of  si^rht. 
When  they  canoodle  oodle  oodle  round  the  corner. 

Domestic  strife  'tween  man  and  wife  Is  caused  by  being  joiilous, 

A  man  may  be  all  constancy,  and  quite  the  l>est  of  fellows: 

But  his  good  lady  thinks  liini  nliady,  and  loudly  she'll  abuse  him; 

If  he  should  spend  with  some  sick  friend,  anight,  ehc'li  thus  accuse  him: 

You  have  had— 

-  Chorus.  " 

A  canoodle  oodle  oodle  round  the  comer, 

,    A  canoodle  oodle  oodle  round  the  comer; 

Yes,  yon  men  are  all  alike,  we  women  ouirht  to  strike 
'Gainst  a  canoodle  oodle  oodlc  round  the  coruir.  .  -' 


MISS  ROSIE  MAY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Percy  Oauut. 


One  day  a  tramp  stopped  by  the  way  and  l)egged  for  just  a  crust, 
The  tears  streamed  down  his  sunken  cheeks,  begrimed  with  stain  and  dust; 
Ilis  clothes  were  threadbare,  patched  and  torn,  a  shabby  hat  he  grasped, 
And  stood  there  trembling  like  a  leaf,  his  coat  he  tightly  clasped. 
The  village  blacksmith  stopped  his  work,  and  looked  the  stranger  o'er, 
Then  kindly  bade  him  take  a  seat,  tlie  tramp  so  tired  and  sore. 
"My  little  sirl  has  gone,"  he  said,  "but  where  I  cannot  tell; 
She  left  her  home  a  year  ago,  her  name  was  Little  Nelll" 

Chorus. 
"  'Twas  only  Little  Nell  and  I,  alone  down  on  the  farm, 
I  never  thought  the  day  should  pass  when  she  would  come  to  barm. 
The  home  I*  gone,  and  I'm  a  tramp,  I  once  was  doing  well. 
But  everything  has  left  me,  for  I'm  hunting  Little  Nell!" 

He  bade  adieu  with  heavy  heart,  and  wandered  down  the  lane. 
He  wished  to  see  his  Little  Nell,  If  only  once  aijain; 
He  trudged  for  many  weary  hours,  and  reached  the  town  by  night. 
Where  people  passed  him  to  and  fro  and  shuddered  at  the  sight. 
At  last  he  found  a  resting  place,  'twas  at  a  mansion  door. 
Where  revelry  was  hiiih  within,  and  laughter  loud  did  soar; 
There  was  a  voice  above  the  rest,  a  voice  of  magic  spell, 
Ii  sounded  like  bis  darling  girl's,  the  voice  of  Little  Nell. 

Chorus. 

"Oh,  God!  'tis  Little  Nell!"  he  cried,  then  sank  in  wild  despair; 

"  I've  search'd  the  weary  world  for  her,  and  Heav'n  has  heard  my  pray'r; 

But  may  she  never  know  the  pain  her  father's  heart  can  tell!" 

Beside  that  door,  in  dying,  still  he  blessed  his  Little  Nell! 


I  know  a  eirl  with  a  sweet  little  name. 

Miss  RoKie  May; 
Here,  in  my  heart,  she  has  kindled  a  flame. 

Cruel  Rosic  May. 
Though  I  K"  conrting;  her  every  night. 
She  is  as  cool  as  a  cucumber,  quite: 
Teasing  her  sweetheart  is  just  the  delight 

Of  Miss  Roeie  May. 

Chorus. 
O  Rosie  May,  what  wouM  yon  say 
If  I  should  ask  you  now  to  name  the  wedding  day? 
Sosic  May  arose,  and  answered,  cool  as  ever, 
"Rosie  May  may  some  day,  and  Itosie  May  may  ncvert" 

"Why  do  you  treat  me  so  coldly?  I  ask 

Sweet  Rosie  May; 
In  your  eyes'  sinij-hine  forever  I'd  bask. 

Sweet  Ronie  May. 
Give  me  a  ta-'k,  aye,  the  worst  yon  can  give; 
This  was  her  answer,  as  true  as  I  live,— 
"  When  you  can  keep  water  inside  a  sieve 

You'll  win  Rosie  May!" 

Chorus. 

O  Rosie  May,  what  would  you  say 

If  I  siioiild  ask  you  now  to  name  the  wedding  day? 

Rosie  Mtiy  arose,  and  answered,  cool  as  ever, 

"  Rosie  May  may  some  day,  and  Rosie  May  may  never!" 

Taking  a  sieve  that  was  hanging  close  by. 

By  Rosie  May; 
Borrowed  a  washing  tub  juet  standing  nigh. 

Nigh  Rosie  May; 
Filled  it  with  water,  and  then,  with  niuctipiidc. 
Buried  the  sieve  in  tlie  washtul)  so  u  ide! 
"There,  Miss,  the  sieve  remains  full  up,"  I  cried, 

"I've  won  Rosie  May." 

Chorus. 

O  Rosie  May,  yea  can't  say  nay. 
Now  you  are  honor  bound  to  name  the  wedding  day. 
Rosie  May  arose  and  said,  "  As  you're  so  clever, 
Rosie  May  won't  say  nay,  she  is  yours  forever!" 


— "  The  Girl  I  Left  Behiud  Me"  was  on  "A  Bicycle  Built  for 
Two."  

— Wlien  a  young  man  goes  with  a  girl  a  long  time  a  marriage 
should  come  off  or  he  should  come  off. 
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,  Parody  on : 

DAISY    BELL. 

By  W.  II.  Couituey. 
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menC,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Weliiiian,  130  it  I'ii  Turk  How,  New  York. 


) 


I  have  landed  h«-r«  in  town  from  Daisy,  Daisy, 
Drivi-ii  from  home  nil  on  the  nccoiiDt  of  my  Daisy  Bell; 
Wliethcr  she  loves  me  or  Iov<b  me  not,  sometimes  it's  bard  to  tell, 
Yet  1  nm  lougin*;  tu  ^el  rid  of  l)faiilifui  Daisy  Bell. 

Chorus. 
Daii«y,  Daisy,  give  me  a  rc»t,  do; 
I'm  half  criizy,  irjiin!  to  leave  you. 
It  aiis  not  a  stylieh  marriage,  1  did  afford  a  carriage; 
But  go  buck,  sweet,  on  the  seat,  in  that  country  town  oryoura. 

I  will  go  "  wandering  "  as  I  diil  l>efore,  Dalsv,  Daisy, 
1  '"rraiiiping"  a"  ay  down  tlie  mad  of  life  to  leave  my  Daisy  Bell. 
\  When  linnie  again,  1  can  l>otli  di-spl»e,  socivly  anil  girl*  as  well; 
)  There's  no  "  bright  life  "  in  a  dazzling  home  of  beautiful  Daisy  Bell.— (7/ior'(«. 

)  I  will  send  to  you  by  express  or  mall  a  daisy,  daisy, 
(  Money  to  kerp  you  well,  so  you  can  live,  sweet  liiile  Daisy  Bell. 
)  I  would  rather  be  miles  from  you,  I  think,  then  if  you  don't  do  well 
Catch  some  Jay  and  use  Lim,  my  beautiful  Daisy  Bell.— C'Aoruf. 


Parody  on : 

THE    MAN    THAT    BROKE    THE 
BANK    AT    MONTE    CARLO. 


By»W.  H.  Couitney. 


Bend  for  hYe«  CataJojrue  of  8ontr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Bookn,  Koitunu  Tellerai 

Trick  Book*.  Ke<-itittion  Books,   Tenny  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Joke  Books.  .Sketch 

Books.  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  .Sontr  Books.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Aiiiuse- 

roent,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wvlunan.  130  Jk  132  I'urk  Kun,  New  York, 


I've  jDst  dropi>ed  off  a  freight  train  from  tlie  world's  fair  sunny  shore, 

I  to  the  world's  fair  went,  just  to  spend  a  few  cents; 

A  bnncoer  smiled  upon  me  as  he  did  upon  all  jays. 
And  then  I  hud  no  money,  I  had  to  tramp- 
Yes,  then  I  had  uo  money,  I  had  to  tramp. 

CHonuB. 

As  I  walked  along  the  railroad  track  with  an  independant  air, 

You  could  hear  tlie  pei>|>le  declare,  "lie  looks  like  a  millionaire"; 

You  could  hear  them  siiy,  "  lie's  couniing  the  tica"; 

You  could  see  them  wink  the  otht-r  eye 

At  the  jay  lliat  got  broke  at  the  world's  fair. 

T  sleep  In  a  loft  till  after  lunch,  and  then  my  daily  walk 
Back  to  my  country  town  is  one  grand  triumphal  march, 
OI>acrved  by  the  policeman  with  the  keenness  of  a  liawk, 
I  am  a  sample  from  the  great  world's  fair- 
Yes,  he's  a  eauiple  from  the  great  world's  fair.— C'AoriM. 


*     Parody   on : 

AFTER    THE    BALL. 


By  "Ouhlin.' 


/ 

y 


Bend  for  Free  Catalofrue  of  Sonar  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tellen^ 

Tiick  B<M)ks,  KtH'ltntioii  Rooks,   i'cnny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  B<Miks.  Sketch 

BookH.  Stump  Sf>eei"hes.  Irish  Soiij;  Bookn.  (\>ok  Boiiks,  Books  i>f  .^iiiuse- 

nient.  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Wel.iimn,  130  .£  132  Park  Uu».  New  York. 


A  roguish  maiden  sat  on  a  young  man's  knee. 
Asked  him  a  question,  "Am  I  too  free?" 
"Are  you  not  thirsty,  do  yon  ilrink  beer?" 
"Have  you  uo  wliiskers,  why  are  you  heref  " 
This  was  a  poser,  liere  was  a  go. 
The  youth  wnn  confu8e<l,  but  she  must  know; 
"Give  me  the  growler,  I'll  tell  )0u  all," 
And  faithful  he  went  after  a  ball. 

CUORUS. 

After  the  ball  is  over,  over  the  fence  lina  gone. 
After  the  show  is  over,  afier  the  star  hits  gone; 
Many  a  heart  is  aching  after  an  icy  fall. 
Many  a  dollar  has  vanished  after  a  ball. 

Liebtly  the  dancers  tripped  in  the  ball  room. 
Sweetly  ibe  baupiites  plujed  out  of  tuue; 
Up  came  my  darling,  xmiling,  iilone, 
"  Fetch  me  a  lol)ster,  or  chicken  hone." 
When  I  came  buck,  how  strnnge  it  (•ecing. 
Another  hud  broiii;)ii  her  a  big  plate  of  lieans; 
She  was  false  as  her  bang,  that's  all. 
I  rushed  out  madly  after  a  ball. 

From  that  time  I  vowed,  dear,  I'd  never  wed. 
Or  wear  anything  but  clothes  until  che  is  dead; 
And  now  you  know  why,  you've  heard  me  explain, 
I  don't  wear  whiskers,  llie  reason  is  plain. 
Last  week  came  a  letter,  but  I  only  laugh. 
My  heart  ills  broken,  will  yon  take  half? 
Then  the  roguisli  maiden  site  knew  it  all. 
They  went  out  together  after  a  ball. 


Parody  on : 

TWO    LITTLE    GIRLS    IN    BLUE. 


By  W.  H.  Courtney. 


Bend  for  Fr«>e  Catalogue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellenu 

Trick  B4M>ks,  KecltAtioii  Bonks,   reniiy  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Joke  Books.  Sketch 

Booktt.  Stump  S|>eei'lies.  Jiisli  S.^iiif  Hooks,  Cook  Books.  Books  of  .\muse- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Henry  J.  Welinian,  130  A  132  I'urk  Row.  New  York. 

Two  old  trampB  gazed  in  a  restanrani  at  a  table  filled  with  food,  ' 

Ills  pard  then  asked  him  the  reason  why  they  could  not  get  something,  too; 
"('ome  In,"  he  said,  "  1  will  tell  them,  pard,  a  story  that  will  look  true," 
But  ai  the  door  my  pard  and  I  only  met  two  little  cope  in  blue. 

Refrain, 
Two  Utile  cops  in  blue,  pard,  two  little  cofts  in  blue, 
Tney  were  officers,  we  were  brothers  and  learned  to  hate  the  two; 
.fnil  one  little  cop  in  blue,  piird,  who  cliauged  my  brother's  heart. 
Became  his  protector;  i  managed  the  other  one,  and  now  we  have  drifted  apart. 

We  were  sent  to  tail  by  the  judge  on  a  charge  that  no  one  knew: 

We  thonglit  of  liberty,  escape  we  might,  the  chances  tliey  were  few. 

My  fancy  proved  a  very  good  plan,  jes,  we  were  to  escajMj  for  true; 

We  scaled  the  wall,  but  ou  the  street  met  tliose  two  little  cops  in  blue.—  Chorv$. 


Parody  on :  ' 

THE    PARDON   CAME   TOO   LATE. 

By  "  Dublin." 

Send  for  Free  Cataloiruo  of  Son?  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tellers, 

Tllck  Books,  I<e<-ilation  Bi><>ks.   I'eniiy  Itallads.  Call  Books,  Joke  Books.  Sketch 

Books,  Stump  S|M-eclies,  Irish  Song  Books,  Conk  B<H)ks,  Books  of  .\Miuse- 

ment,  etc..  tu  Henry  J.  Welunan,  130  <&  132  I'urk  Itow.  New  York. 


A  black-haired  dude  from  Erin's  shore  married  was  to  be. 

But  alas!  the  night  before  the  jay  he  went  on  a  spree. 

"  Deserted!  "  was  the  cry  of  all,  he  surely  shoiihl  be  shot; 

Hut  Mary  wed  the  other  chap,  anil  Michael  she  forgot. 

The  lonely  one  was  in  a  cell,  oh,  haid  Indeed  it  is  to  tell: 

The  judge  let  him  off,  oh,  cruel  fate,  when  Charley  came  he  was  too  late. 

CaoiiuB. 
The  wedding  took  place  in  the  evening,  Mickey  was  spending  the  day 
'Mid  the  echoeti  of  suoiing  boozers,  wliile  Mary  was  passing  away 
Into  ihe  arms  of  Pal  Casey,  the  man  that  he  did  hate. 
A  leur  from  his  eye  dropped  into  the  r^e- poor  Mickey  came  too  late. 

At:d  'round  the  barroom  many  times  the  story  he  will  tell:,  j 

How  his  moiher  ilear  had  siruck  it  rich,  of  the  luck  that  her  befell; 
Five  thousand  dollars  she  had  won  In  policy  that  day. 
And  he  had  gone  to  cash  it  in,  and  dallied  on  the  way. 
And  when  the  truth  ciime  out,  of  course,  Mrs.  Casey  wanted  a  divorce- 
Sad  indeed  is  Casey's  fate,  he  wishes  Mick  liad  not  been  too  laic.— CAorr/f. 


■•■'v  . 


Parody   on : 

DAISY    BELL. 


By  "  DubUn." 

Stod  for  Free  Cat«lo(rno  of  Sontr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tellers, 

Triek  B<M>ks,  Keoltatlou  Books.  Penny  Bullnds.  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
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There  Is  sonic  flour  within  my  heart,  Mazie,  Mazle, 
Ciiused  hy  an  effort  on  your  part,  you  dizzy,  criizy  belle; 
Those  biscuita  \ou  made  were  nice  and  hot,  yet  hard  it  is  to  tell. 
And  harder  still  to  digest  the  lot,  oh,  lovely  crazy  belle. 

Chorus. 

Mazie,  Mazie,  for  goodness  sake  now  do 

Give  up  making  hi.-ciilts,  and  you'll  never  rue;    -  ' 

Don't  think  that  I'm  a  savage,  give  nie  corn  beef  and  cabbage. 

It  is  a  treat,  'tis  very  sweet,  and  just  the  thing  for  two. 

We'll  go  as  a  team  when  we  are  well,  Mazie,  Mazie,  ' 

Aud  not  eat  those  biscuits,  but  instead,  my  dizzy,  crazy  belle. 
We'll  iieddle  them  for  paper  ueiglita;  tliev  will  do  for  ihat  quite  well, 
Aud  l>e  much  lighter  for  us,  my  dear,  my  lovely  crazy  belle.—  Choru*. 

I  will  stick  to  you  through  thick  and  thin,  Mazie,  Mazie;  , 

Wlien  1  am  out  you  can  let  me  in,  dear  little  crazy  belle;  I. 

I'll  ring  you  up  when  1  reach  the  door,  and  if  I  don't  do  well 
When  1  am  soaked,  you  can  ling  me  out,  my  darling  crazy  belle.— CAon«. 


— He:  "  How  many  men  Lave  you  kissed  in  the  three  mon lbs 
I  have  been  away?  " 

8l»e:  "  You  misjudge  me  entirely,  sir.  Do  you  suppose  I  tim 
such  a  cold-blooded,  calculating  creature  as  to  have  kept  coiiuf/  " 


— "  Oh,  is  there  nothing,"  exclaiimj«t  the  lady  in  the  fur  jacket, 
**  that  can  uplift  our  servant  girls^^**^ 
"  The  coal  oil  can,"  answer^ji'fhe  lady  in  the  yellow  buskin. 


— There  is  one  thing  the  hard  times  do  not  bother— the  grip. 
It  comes  to  all,  the  prince  aud  pauper,  millionaire  aud  beggar, 
wage  worker  and  capitalist.  ..  .     i 
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WHY    DID    I    DOUBT?   ^ 

Copyright,  ItM,  by  Keller  Brothers. 


Tbe  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Bonn:  will  "be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  offi) 

cents;  ur  tliis  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  Uiie  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130&1S2 

rarlc  Kow,  New  York.    Postage  Stamps  takeu  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Keller  Brothers. 


A  ead  sweet  Btory  I  will  tell  al)out  a  pretty  maid, 
Who  pave  to  nie  an  ocean  shell  and  said,  '.'Be  uot  afraid, 
A  Ithouch  I'm  going  far  away  'tis  not  the  fault  of  mine; 
Ob,  could  you  put  your  trust  iu  me  and  call  me  ever  thine." 

Cbobub. 
Why  did  I  doubtT  Why  did  we  part? 
Could  I  but  have  her  now  to  sooi he  my  aching  heart; 
At  lier  iipproacb  my  heart  beat  fast, 
Tbe  ))artiug  words  she  gave  me  they  will  always  last. 

An  hour  before,  while  arm  in  arm,  our  hearts  were  filled  with  mirth. 
And  lo  her  eye  there  was  but  one  beloved  face  on  earth; 
I  aoked  her  if  she  loved  nie,  when  with  doubt  my  heart  it  fell; 
'Twas  then  she  placed  unknown  to  me  a  letter  iu  the  shell. 

Cborub. 

Why  did  I  doubt?  She  was  sincere. 

In  her  true  heart  there  dwelt  a  precious  love  80  dear; 

Where'er  I  roam  'tis  sweet  to  tell 

About  the  love  she  gave  me,  hidden  in  a  shell. 

My  dear  old  mother  said  to  me,  "Why  do  you  look  so  sad? 
There's  hidden  love  in  that  sea  shell,  bt-st  news  you  ever  had." 
I  lirnke  it,  and,  to  my  surprise,  the  one  I  thought  untrue 
Confessed  her  love,  'twas  all  for  me— too  late,  what  could  I  do? 

Chorus. 

Why  did  I  doubt?  She  was  sincere. 

In  her  true  heart  thtre  dwelt  a  precious  love  so  dear; 

Where'er  I  roam  'tis  oweet  to  tell 

About  the  love  she  gave  uie,  hidden  iu  a  shell. 


Keep  Your  Nose  Out  of  My  Bonnet. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Liondou. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Murac  of  Jhis  Sonfr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 

ceoU;  or  thisand  any  twootiier  Soncs  forOne  Dollai,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  130&1S8 

l^k  Itow,  Mew  York,    fosta^e  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Husio  by  Felix  McOlennon. 


I've  popped  in  to  give  you  a  word  of  advice, 

Keep  your  nose  out  of  my  bonnet; 
This  is  the  new  style,  boys,  and  isn't  it  nice? 

But  keep  your  nose  out  of  my  bonnet. 
Now  don't  I  look  fetching  when  dressed  up  like  this? 

You  think  to  embrace  nie  would  yield  you  such  bliss; 
Y"U  may  feel  as  if  you  must  give  me  a  kiss. 

But  keep  your  nose  out  of  my  bouuet. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  my  bonnet,  oh,  my  bonnet!  The  fellows  wink  as  past  I  glide; 

And  they  shout,  "  I'ni  on  it," 
But  it's  uot  my  bouuet,  it's  the  tricky  little  face  inside. 

'■  I  met  onr  young  doctor  and  to  him  didcry, 

"Keep  your  nose  out  of  my  bonnet; 
I  wish  you  would  see  wliat  I've  got  in  my  eye. 

But  keep  your  nose  out  of  my  Donuet." 
"It's  only  your  eyelash,"  said  he  with  a  smile. 
Then  gently  removed  it  in  very  good  style; 
lie  looked  in  my  face  quite  a  jolly  long  while, 

But  he  kept  his  nose  out  of  my  bonnet. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  my  bonnetl  oh,  my  bonnetl  The  fellows  wiuk  as  past  I  glide; 

And  tliey  shout,  "I'm  on  it," 
But  it's  uot  my  bonnet,  it's  the  tasty  little  face  inside. 

My  own  lover  called  and  unto  him  I  said, 

"Ket^p  your  nose  out  of  my  bonnet; 
Toil  may  sit  by  my  side,  but  take  care.  Master  Fred, 

That  you  keep  your  nose  out  of  my  bonnet." 
Mainnia  and  papa  hud  both  gone  out  to  tea. 
And  Fled  sat  so  close— well,  as  close  as  could  be: 
A"'d  then  he  made  me  "squatty  vous"  ou  his  knee, 

But  he  kept  bis  nose  out  of  my  bonnet. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  my  bonnetl  oh,  my  bonnetl  The  fellows  wink  as  past  I  glide; 

And  they  shout,  "I'm  on  it," 
But  it's  not  my  bonnet,  it's  the  fetching  little  face  iuside. 

I've  got  a  big  sister,  her  name's  Mary  Ann,   ■■/■.- 

Keep  your  nose  out  of  her  bonnet; 
-   In  tlie  parlor  one  night  she  sat  with  her  young  man 

VVho  oft  gels  ills  nose  in  her  bonnet; 
Said  he,  "Oh,  my  darling,  my  love  is  so  true. 
To  prove  my  affection,  oh,  wnat  shall  I  do? " 
My  old  Dad  was  list'niug  and  shouted,  "  Hi,  joul 

Just  keep  your  uose  out  of  her  bonnet." 

Chorus. 
Oh,  her  bonnet!  ob,  her  bonnetl  The  fellows  wink  as  past  they  glide; 

And  they  shout,  "I'm  on  it," 
But  it's  not  her  bonnet,  it's  the  yummy,  yummy  face  inside. 


WE   ALL   LENT  A  HAND. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter.    English  eopyriglit  secured. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  W^ords  and  Muric  of  this  Soni;  will  be  sent  m  any  address,  post  paid,  on  recel|it  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollai,  l>y  Henry  J.  Wehiiiai;,lSOftUI 

Park  Kow.  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda. 


Words  by  Qeorge  Homcastle.    Music  by  Felix  McGlennon. 

Once  I  was  out  with  a  few  old  pals,  and  «e  were  nearly  broke, 

And  for  a  nice  liiile  tiddly  wink  we  all  felt  fit  to  choke; 

Up  came  an  old  man  and  said  to  us:  "My  strength  begins  to  fail. 

Oh,  won't  you  step  iuside  and  help  to  tap  a  cask  of  ale? "  '.    '  , 

Chorus. 
And  we  all  lent  a  hand,  all  lent  a  hand, 
'..  Our  efforts,  you  can  bet,  were  not  in  vain; 

We  all  did  a  share,  yes,  and  ev'ry  fellow  there  V    , 

Would  like  to  have  the  job  to  do  again. 

And  as  we  just  got  inside  a  bank  a  swell  came  rushing  out, 
He  (tiop|>ed  a  big  bag  of  gold  and  all  the  sov'reigus  rolled  about; 
lie  looked  the  picture  of  dark  despair,  it  seemed  to  turn  his  brain. 
He  said:  "Oh,  won't  you  kindly  help  to  pick  it  up  again?  "—C/iot-vt. 

We  look  a  ramble  through  the  fields  one  evening  calm  and  cool. 

And  as  we  reached  a  great  awkward  stile  we  met  a  ladies'  school; 

And  one  by  one  came  the  ladies  fair  and  gave  us  such  a  smile. 

The  teacher  said:  "Oh,  wou't  you  iielp  the  ladies  o'er  the  stile?"— CA(wu«. 


•I. 


LIKE    A    LADY. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter.    English  copyright  secured. 
All  lights  reserved.  ~; 


Hie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  SO 

cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sontrx  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Welnnnii,  13u<tUI 

Pork  Uow,  Kew  Yorlc.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gouds. 


Words  by  J.  P.  IXairinglon.    Music  by  Geo.  Le  Brunn. 

I've  a  friend,  she's  all  a  swell,  though  she  is  called  Sally,  :■" 

Quite  a  liidy  too,  although  she  is  in  the  Itallet: 

she  won't  smile  on  Johnnies,  no,  though  slie  is  a  dancer. 

If  they  cry,  "Oh,  there  you  are!  "  she  >;lve8  them  their  answer— 

Chorus. 

Like  a  lady,  like  a  lady,  like  a  highly  educated  little  maidie; 

When  they  prnised  lier  summer  hats,  by  the  way  she  answers  "ratel* 
You  can  tell  she  is  ev'ry  inch  a  lady,  like  a  lady. 

Once  my  friend  kept  comp'ny  with  such  a  charming  fellow. 
But  somehow  he  jilted  her,  in  tlie  autumn  mellow. 
Full  of  race  she  sou<;lit  him  out,  though  t<he  once  did  love  him, 
Aud  she  told  him  to  his  face  just  what  she  tliought  of  him— 

Chorus. 

Like  a  lady,  like  a  lady,  like  a  highly  energetic  little  miiidie; 

But  tbe  way  she  raved  and  swore,  and  went  for  his  whiskers,  L<ir'l 
He  could  tell  she  was  ev'ry  inch  a  lady,  like  a  lady. 

Once  I  really  thought  that  I  should  have  seen  her  man  lag.-, 

Sally  went  lo  church  <>ne  day  in  a  brand  new  carriage. 

But  she  gave  the  game  away,  spoilt  it  all,  I  do  tliink: 

Wlien  she  should  have  said,  "I  will,"  she  said— what  do  you  think?- 

Chorus. 

Like  a  lady,  like  a  lady,  like  a  highly  educated  little  maidie: 

When  she  said,  "Eli,  marry  Bill!  Do  me  proud,  o' course,  I  will!" 
They  could  tell  she  was  ev'ry  inch  a  lady,  like  a  lady. 


THINK    OF    FATHER,    TOO. 

Copyright,  1888,  by  Geo.  M.  Klenk  &  Co. 

nie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  will  l>e  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  tt 

CeatSi  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Henry  J,  Wehiiian,  ISO&ltX 

nrk.  Bow,  Mew  York.    Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 


Words  and  Music  by  Frank  Emei-son. 


There's  a  rule  given  to  us  in  tlie  bible, 

A  rule  that  we  ever  should. revere; 
*Ti8,  honor  thy  father  and  thy  inotlier. 

For  they  will  not  be  always  with  us  here. 
Though  we  never  can  forget  our  dear,  kind  mother. 

She  is  always  our  uearert  friend  and  true; 
Thougli  we  love  her  as  we  love  no  other, 

We  should  think  of  poor  old  father,  too. 

Chorus. 
He  worked  and  toiled  for  us  when  we  were  yonng. 

And  liow  lie  cared  for  us  we  little  knew; 
Though  we  never  can  forget  our  dear,  kind  mother. 

We  should  think  of  poor  old  father,  too. 

Each  day  upon  the  earth  we're  growing  older; 

We're  our  ])areiit6'  only  joy  and  pride. 
We  Should  always  try  to  make  them  happy,      :,r 

While  with  us  here  below  they  do  abide. 
Thoiijrh  at  times  your  father  may  have  judged  yon  hastjr, 

Yet  for  yourself  be  knew  the  best  to  do; 
Though  we  never  can  forget  our  mother 

We  should  think  of  poor  old  father,  too.— Cfwrtu. 


:-«;■  «-Aim  ■•^- 


( 


^ 


IMIpfi|;jllpii|i.j  III  i.iijwpmpwppF 


Parody   on  : 

I  Long  to  See  the  Girl  I  Left  Behind 


Written  and  sung  by  Jos,  McAroy, 


SmxI  for  Pr»«  CBt«locnie  of  Sonir  Uooks.  I-i-ttt-r  Writprs,  Dwam  Books,  Fortnno  Tellen, 

Trick  Bo<>k8.  ICeciturioti  liooka,    runiiv  IIhII.kIm.  Call  Ilonks,  Joke  Books,   Sketch 

BkHtkn,  Stiiin|i  SjH'cclies.  liiiili  Sil^r  Honks,  Co.. k  B.'oks.  Ho..k»of  Ainiiste- 

menUetc..  to  Henry  J.  Welunun,  IM  &  \Z'i  I'urk  Itun.Nuw  York. 


Tliere'B  a  little  cpot  I've  epoit-il  in  ii  epot  not  fnr  from  here, 

I've  lind  ii  on  my  books  for  iiuiiiy  inoous: 
"r»'a8  II  lilile  8|H>t  one  eveoin.;  Ilint   I  spotted  witliout  epecks. 

Near  a  lliiU'  Kiocrry  piore  limt'o  full  of  |)riin<  8. 
One  evening  on  lliiit  verv  cpol  u  liuly  frieinl  1  met, 
'  I'was  a  little  blmide  c-il!e'i  .■Xi.'t.'if,  and  I  often  since  rea;ret. 
We  met,  we  loved,  ue  kicki  d,  ue  quit,  and  uuw  it  niak'ea  lue  gore. 
For  I  long  to  Bee  the  girl  1  left  before. 

Chorus. 

We'd  flclit  .ind  we'd  scriip.  then  kiss  and  make  up, 

Wlien  I'll  sav  if  won't  li:tppou  no  more; 
But  she  didn't  mind  wIk-ii  I  left  lier  behind, 

Slie's  the  girl  tliut  1  left  before. 

When  first  I  nut  swpet  Antic  slie  had  on  a  darling  jag, 

Not  a  C'ii)i>cr  oil  Sistli  Avenue  roii  il   !»•  sei-n; 
When  she  calk'<l  nit!  Mr.  Brow  ii.  8a\8  I  "  Yon  niii»l  be  color  blind;" 

She  eayi*,  "  Excuse  nie,  eir,  yon  inuwf.  be  i;ieeii." 
It  was  after  twelve,  tlie  comet  it  was  cbacini:  after  stars, 
Tlie  tide  was  liii;li  iin.i  '■cliooners  tnoy  were  coniink;  over  h.'irs; 
Then  she  asked  me  If  I'd  treiit  lier;  I  pliid  l)eer- faNnslie,  "No,  wine;" 
*'  Well,  '  says  I,  "  111  have  to  leave  this  giil  belaud." 

CHonre. 
Says  I,  "  It  don't  en,  lovie,  we've  pot  no  dough, 

If  you  only  ilrank  l)efr  I  don't  mind;" 
Well,  I  left  I.er  before  iiinl  I  left  her  besides, 

I  left  lier  between  and  behind. 

SayB  I,  "Get  thee  gone;"  says  she,  "Wait,  please,  bold  on;" 

Says  I,  "  You're  too  lnt".  Airgie,  nix, 
I  ninst  leave  you  beliind ;"  fa.i  s  she,  "  Leave  and  be  darned;" 

"I'll  bt!  lirinu-d.  I  vvill  leave  yon  b>twix," 
She  then  made  a  beof,  ehe  hallooid  "  Slop  thief:" 

Not  a  cup  coiilil  be  found  on  the  line; 
"He  was  tryini:  to  ki..;i1  me,  the  fiirnidhcd  room  thief," 

Said  the  girl  I  left  behind. —  Vhorui. 

She  chaseil  me  four  blocks,  she  flniig  brick  and  rock. 

And  noplitce  foi  to  hide  could  I  find; 
I  stopped  for  to  drink,  or  I'd  been  riiuiiing  yet 

From  the  girl  Id  left  behind. 
They  gjive  me  tiie  race,  they  )>layrd  me  for  a  place. 

There  she  stood  on  the  corner  a-crying; 
She  said  she  had  young  fellows  leave  her  before. 

But  1  had  left  lier  behind.— r'^(/ri<»\ 


Parody   on : 

A    BROKEN    HOME.         "-' 

Written  and  sung  by  Ja-s.  McAvoy. 


Senrt  for  Free  CBtnlofnie  of  Sonir  I!ook«,  Ltttfi  \Vi  iters,  nrrnm  Iiook<i,  Kortn.p  Telle'n 

Trick  Bookf.  Recitation  ll..ok.<.  IViuiy  li.ill.wls,  f.dl  It  .ok»,  Joke  Books,  ^k.leh 

Books,  Stump  Speeclieii.  Iri..iti  S.ifiif  !!■  i.k<,  ('.... k  Books,  Books  of  .\ioUst'- 

niCDt,  etc.,  tu  Henry  J.  Wclnii.iii,  VM  &  Vii  I'ark  Kow,  New  Yuik. 


All  the  chnrch  bells  they  were  broUcn,  nud  the  clu)ir  was  broke  and  clioken. 

In  afar  New  England  village  ili.ii  was  broke  ai.d  never  flxid. 
Broken  bums  for  boose  wenr  fnking,  and  tlioso  not  broke  were  breaking, 

.\nd  those  that  did  not  niaUe  a  t)reiik  were  l>reakii>g  broken  bricks. 
A  broken  couple  they  were  w.  d,  the  socood  they  did  break. 
The  w  ife  she  broke  hei  promise,  un.l  if  made  my  tired  ache. 
One  day  a  Wall  street  broker  cune,  he  tiroke  tiie  liank  that  day, 
It  broke  lier  heart  to  break  a  ten,  and  broke  her  corset  stay. 

Chori-s. 
Her  picture  broke  the  tidde  and  liio  bobby  br.ike  the  cradle, 

Her  husband's  broke  and  now  he's  on  the  buMi; 
He  got  broke  a-drinking  beer,  and  he's  all  lirol.t;  np,  a.  near, 

Since  she  'oroke  awny  and  broke  a  broken  lionic. 

With  an  axe  she  broke  the  windows,  and  the  door  she  split  in  splinters, 
Tiien  she  ripped  tiieiii  off  t'^e  hinges  from  the  cellar  to  the  dome; 

She  broke  down  the  new  gas  li.\tuies,  umashcd  the  lookiiig-i;la"s  and  pictures, 
For  bobby's  sake  she  broke  Iot  pledge  before  bis  dad  came  home. 

She  tackled  the  piano  next,  and  crippled  all  its  hgs. 

His  doilies  and  all  his  underwear,  she  tore  them  up  in  rags; 

When  Joe,  her  husband,  he  came  home,  the  place  it  was  a  wreck; 

She  left  a  note,  she  hoped  he'd  fall  and  bieak  bis  blooming  neck. 

Ciionrs. 
She  broke  np  his  housekeeping,  and  he's  all  broke  np  a-weeping. 

He's  s|)eecbles8  now,  she  knocked  him  deaf  and  dumb; 
And  now  he's  on  the  bog,  and  they  say  he  has  a  bug. 

Since  she  broke  awny  and  broke  a  broken  home. 

.Sin;  broke  his  new  false  teeth  in,  and  she  broke  bis  arm  a-squeezing, 

He  broke  liis  jaw  and  fell  dow  n  stairs,  and  now  becannot  chew; 
With  a  brick  she  broke  bis  conko,  then  she  broke  a  Texas  broncho. 

She  broke  the  man  thai  broke  the  bank  at  Monte  Carlo,  too.' 
She  liroke  bis  conversation  np,  'twas  broke  in  broken  Dutch, 
And  soineone  broke  his  wish-bone,  but  llicy  didn't  break  it  much; 
The  brick  she  threw  and  broke  his  he.'id  she  meant  to  break  bis  heart. 
Be  dodged  and  broke  some  bric-a-brac,  then  broke  and  fell  apart. 

CHORt'S. 

Now  tbehoiise  is  bent  and  crooked,  and  \on'd  think  that  lightning  strnckit; 

There's  a  husband  broke  up  in  a  furnished  room: 
There's  a  w  ife  got  good  and  square,  and  fhe  broke  him  up  for  fair. 

When  she  broke  away  and  broke  a  broken  liome. 


Parody   on: 

THE    OLD    TURNKEY. 

Written  niid  »\in«  by  Jus.  MoAvoy. 
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I  am  the  old  turnkey  you  sec.  they  say  I  am  a  slob, 

I  liave  to  do  my  duty  well  or  else  I'll  lose  my  job; 

I've  locked  up  bums  for  sixty  days,  hut  what  is  that  tome, 

"I'is  the  law,    tis  the  judge,  ami  tiie  braiity  of  u  bum  jury. 

I've  seen  the  capper  run  iheni  in.  In  court  he'd  swear  he  bronght  them  there, 

He'd  break  his  club  across  their  chins,  they  didn't  even  seem  to  care: 

I've  beard  them  say,  when  they  were  tight,  the  place  it  was  a  beauty  bright, 

I've  heard  them  make  some  awful  breaks,  chasing  ourang-outangs  and  snakes. 

CUORUS. 

I  was  the  old  turnkey  of  G,  but  now  I  am  in  the  sonp. 

The  crooks  and  scamps  and  hums  and  tram]>8  I've  locked  tbem  in  their  coops. 

I've  seen  the  innocent  closed  up  and  murderers  go  free. 

It's  the  law  and  the  stuff  and  the  beauty  of  a  bum  jury. 

I've  turned  the  key  on  drunken  blokes  a-clioking  for  a  tub. 

And  when  they  begged  me  for  a  bowl  I  cursed  tbem  w  ith  a  club; 

I  ve  smashed  a  blind  man,  in  lis  ceil,  because  he  could  not  see, 

In  the  jaw  with  my  paw,  it's  the  duty  of  a  bnm  turnkey. 

I've  kicked  them  harder  than  a  steer,  right  in  the  car,  and  here,  and  here, 

I've  pawned  their  shoes  and  pants  for  beer,  and  never  dropped  a  tear; 

I've  often  heard  them  yell  and  shout,  "Go  get  a  pail  and  bail  nw  out." 

I've  heard  them  say,  "  You  old  horse  thief,  treat  me  better  or  I'll  leave." 

Chorus. 
But  I  am  the  old  turnkey,  that's  me,  I  know  what  I'm  about, 
I'll  have  to  do  my  duty  well,  or  else  they'll  shut  me  out: 
If  you  want  a  puddin'  wlicii  you're  junked,  just  poney  up  to  me. 
That's  the  style  for  a  while,  and  the  beauty  of  an  old  turnkey. 


Parody   on  : 

KATY,    KATY. 

Written  and  siintc  by  Jas.  McAvoy. 
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There's  a  dainty  little  bleachy  blonde,     \ 

She  lives  jiiKt  across  the  way, 
She  hates  my  looks,  it's  horse  and  horse. 

And  the  rag  we  were  chewing  to-day. 
I  asked  her  when  rhc  washed  her  face. 

And  scraped  off  the  powder  and  paint; 
She  said  she'd  make  me  eat  those  words. 

When  1  said,  "  What  a  lady  you  ain't." 

Chorus. 

Katy,  Katy,  you've  an  old  maid's  mug. 

When  I  am  crazy,  Katy,  you  I  am  going  to  steal; 
You're  a  lulu  when  you're  smacking  in  Hoboken, 

Joking,  soaking,  you're  a  pudding,  Katy,  I  should  squeal  (ont  lond). 

I  asked  her  what  she  ato  for  Innch, 

As  she  sjMjke  through  the  leleiibone: 
"  When  you  breathe  it  souinls  like  onions.  Kale;" 

She  answereil,  "  I  guess  it's  your  own," 
I  jollied  her  and  said,  "  Now,  Kaly, 

Be  a  nice  lady,  do;  ■ 

If  you're  a  pood  jiirl  I'll  send  around  . 

And  borrow  souie  money  from  you," 

Chorus. 

Katy,  Katy,  can  I  touch  yon  for  five? 

Excuse  me,  Katy,  darling,  make  it  ten; 
I  lOve  you  and  I  know  you,  and  I'll  show  you  I  can  blow  you; 

Katy,  Katy,  lend  me  tcu  again  (ten  bones). 

When  I  told  ber  I  would  call  on  her 

Some  morning  she  was  out. 
She  said,  "  You  roblier.  if  you  do. 

You'll  got  a  L'ood  paste  in  the  mouth.'' 
Says  I,  "  The  ten  I  asked  for.  Kate, 

■You  won't  forget,  I  hop*;;" 
She  said,  "  Here's  ten,"  and  she  pulled  it  back, 

It  was  tied  to  the  end  of  a  rope. 

Chorus. 

Katy,  Katy,  you're  a  mean  old  thing, 

I'd  lick  you,  Katy,  if  you  was  a  man; 
I  hope  the  next  time  you  go  out  you'd  skip,  and  slip,  and  flop. 

And  on  your  elimw  do  a  Frencli  can  can  (perhaps  you  can). 

Then  Kate  at  last  made  np  her  mind. 

Anil  then  made  up  her  face,  '.         .    . 

That  evening  she  made  up  her  room. 

Then  made  up  for  a  bicycle  race. 
She  asked  me  if  I'd  have  ber, 

"Yes,"  savs  I,  "  I'll  have  you  pinched;" 
Then  she  yelled,  "Slop  thief,  he's  stealing  mcl" 

I  thought  I  was  going  to  be  lynched. 

Chorus. 
Says  I,  '•  Katy,  Katy,  can't  yon  take  a  loke? 

Oh.  Katy,  tell  the  cat:  to  let  me  go." 
But  the  capper  grabbea  Miss  Katy:  says,  "  T  want  you,  too,  my  lady," 

Yes,  and  Katy  got  arresteil,  too  (By  Jo,  and  Katy  got  arrested,  too). 
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Parody  on : 

THE    PARDON  CAME  TOO    LATE. 

Written  and  sutler  l>y  Jaa.  McAvojr. 
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A  fair-liaired  boy  I'll  mention  of  11  (funrise  wne  to  ent, 

Hefore  he'd  miss  a  men!  I  tliiuk  lieM  cut  off  both  liiei  feet; 

lie  could  ninke  n  table  slniddcr,  from  eoiip  up  to  dessert. 

He'd  ent  l>o  iiincb  lie'd  swell  and  biir^^t  tlie  buttons  off  bis  shirt: 

"  Brinp;  me  piiddinp,"  lie  would  cry;  the  cook  she  winked  her  t'other  eyCi 

Fur  hours  the  kid  would  kick  and  wait  fur  pudding,  but  it  came  too  late. 

Chorus. 

The  cook  she  not  flre<l  at  sniirii<c,  the  fire  got  fired  with  the  cook, 
He  was  ahvtiys  ii-wniitiiig  a  pud(lin>;,  but  they'd  K'vehini  ii  luuight}',  had  look. 
The  cook  you  C'ln  bet  whs  acuckoo,  the  boy  called  her  pixIdiiiK-fiiced  Kate, 
Fur  putting  on  lugs  and  piiltiiig  on  uirs,  his  pudding  cuuic  too  late. 

The  boy  he  had  a  partner  in  a  pudding  full  of  prunes,  ;  . 

He  was  stuck  on  putting  pudding  in  from  breakfast  until  noon; 

For  putting  in  hie  partner  s  yen,  and  piittini:  up  a  giinie. 

They  had  no  pudding  on  this  cook  for  putting  in  their  clnin: 

Hia  partner  he  i>ut  in  his  jaw,  such  putting  on  you  never  saw. 

The  cook  woula  state,  "  the  pudding's  ate,  your  partner's  come  too  late." 

Chorus. 
The  boy  fired  n  brick  nt  the  cooklets,  the  cook  fired  the  boy  in  the  soup, 
ills  partner  came  in  to  defy  her,  but  t>lie  grabbed  him  and  gave  a  warwhoop; 
Then  the  cook  chased  them  out  of  the  kitchen,  his  )mrtner  got  soaked  with  a  platr. 
The  boy  he  ewore  they  could  lick  the  cook,  but  his  purtuer  came  too  late. 


SINCE  NELLIE  FLEW  THE  COOP. 


Written  and  ewug  by  Jas.  McAvoy. 
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Tune—"  Since  Nellie  Went  Away." 


In  a  quiet  single  flat  nptown,  where  lovers  only  dwell. 

Were  green  goods  men  and  cons  and  touts  boarding  there  quite  swell; 

But  this  was  on  the  second  floor,  right  nndernenth  the  third, 

'i'he  sealskin  suck  that  run  the  flat  they  say  she  was  a  bird. 

One  night  her  hiisbiind  be  came  hon«e,  I  think  to  feed  his  face. 

His  wife  she  niov<-d  the  furniture  and  vanished  from  the  place; 

It  WHS  an  awful  shake  down,  lie>  never  since  forgot. 

He  loves  tier  still,  it's  fuuuy  be  cun'tgct  it  through  hia  nut. 

Reprain. 

But  he's  dreaming  where  his  Nellie's  gone. 

Where  has  his  Nellie  flew. 
And  the  only  thing  for  him  to  do 

Is  do,  do,  my  huckleberry,  do,  do,  do,  do,  do. 

He  can't  believe  her  faithless,  she  never  stayed  ont  late. 

He  never  knev^  her  touch  a  drop,  tiiey  got  along  first  rate; 

His  watch  is  in  the  soak  shop,  his  clothes  are  in  the  sonp, 

Night  and  day  he's  gettine  nutty  since  Nellie  flew  the  coop. 

No,  be  won't  believe  her  faithless,  thosceyes  of  tender  blue. 

Her  gentleman  acquaintances  were  only  one  or  two; 

He  was  the  lioy  for  Nellie,  the  goose  with  a  Eolden  egg, 

He's  been  walking  'nmud  ou  criitcliea  since  Nellie  pulled  ]tiB-]«g.—Eefrttin. 

Still  he  won't  believe  liCT  faithless,  for  she  always  called  him  pet,    ,     ; 

She  said  she  knew  no  aciori*,  and  be  never  used  to  fret: 

He  always  thoiisjlit  her  innocont,  he  knew  she  mn?t  be  chnete, 

But  the  chasers  ciiased  poor  Nellie,  so  she  left  him  in  the  paste. 

Still  he  don't  believe  her  faithless,  he  thinks  that  she'll  come  back, 

He  thinks  that  some  one  swiped  her.  be  thinkc  so  for  a  fact; 

But  Nellie  struck  a  piithllng,  and  she  shook  him  like  a  rat, 

And  he's  carrying  the  banner  now,  since  Nell  gave  up  the  &At.—Kefra£n. 

No.  he  won't  believe  her  faithless,  but  why  did  she  throw  him  down. 

Did  Nellie  love  another  mug  when  he  was  not  around? 

He  has  tramped  all  over  the  city,  he  has  never  missed  an  inch. 

Every  day  the  neighbors  tell  him  that  Nellie  f truck  a ciacb. 

But  he  don't  believe  her  faithless,  but  where  did  Nellie  go, 

And  who  did  Nellie  go  with,  is  what  wed  like  to  know: 

Still  he  don't  believe  her  faithless;  well,  he's  nutty,  we'lf  allow. 

But  Bluce  Nellie  made  her  exit  he  is  on  the  hog  train  now.— .fiefiain. 

He  can't  believe  her  fnifhless.  If  he  was  to  be  hnng. 

But  Nell  was  no  spring  chicken,  he  thought  she  was  (.o  yonng; 

She  was  older  than  his  mother,  and  her  hair  she  used  to  bleach. 

The  way  that  N<ll  was  kidding  him  she  miiKt  have  been  a  peach. 

He  can't  believe  her  faithless,  he'd  have  to  prove  it  first, 

I  think  that  he  can  prove  it,  if  it  comes  down  to  the  worst; 

If  he  can't  prove  her  faithless  we'll  let  him  try  again, 

We'll  send  him  to  the  daffy  house,  because  he  is  insaue.— ii^raia. 

He  pays  she  can't  be  faithless,  she  never  did  no  hnrt. 

He  never  caught  her  mashing,  and  he  never  saw  her  flirt; 

He  never  took  a  tumble,  he  says  it  is  a  sin. 

And  he's  started  in  to  drinUing  now,  since  Nellie  blew  him  m. 

Still  he  can't  believe  her  faithless,  he  always  paid  the  rent. 

And  whatever  was  left  over,  Mrs.  Nellie  always  spent: 

But  the  hayseed,  still  he  thinks  she  can't  be  faithless  jnst  the  same. 

While  he  had  stuff  she  jollied  hi  in  and  kept  him  in  the  game.— .ffe/ratn. 


NANCY    CLANCY^S    BEAU. 
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Words  and  music  by  Wm.  B.  Glenroy.    ^    .    :  •■ 

My  heart  was  captured  long  ago,  by  such  a  precious  qnecn. 
Her  name  is  Nancy  Clancy,  and  none  elm;  like  her  I've  seen; 
We  stroll  together  moonlight  nights,  with  liearts  so  light  and  gay. 
And  when  the  hour  uf  parting  comes,  I  kiss  her,  as  I  say: 

Chorus. 

Nancy  Clancy,  you're  my  fancy,  such  a  queen  arc  you. 
Eyes  as  brit;ht  as  stars  at  night,  always  po  kind  and  true; 
■;     Nancy  Clancy,  you're  my  fancy,  ev'rywhere  I  go 

They  compliment  me  just  because  I'm  Nancy  Clancy's  beau. 

Her  home  is  not  a  palace,  for  her  parents  they  are  iK>or, 

But  Nancy  keeps  it  neat  and  dean,  of  that  you're  always  sure; 

The  proudest  moment  of  my  life,  the  hrighest  joy  I  know 

Is  just  to  clasp  her  in  my  arms  aud  whisper  soft  itud  low :—  Chorut- 


Parody  on: 

THY    LAND^S    MY    LAND. 

Written  and  sung  by  Jas.  HcAvoy. 
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I  am  here  to-night  for  to  try  to  please  a  hard  old  game, 
I'll  gamble  if  I  do  it's  a  tight  old  squeeze  and  a  bard  old  game; 
You're  awful  chilly  and  yon  must  lie  froze,  you're  colder  than  ice-ache. 
If  yoa  don't  laugh  I'll  get  discharged ;  oh,  laugb,  for  pity  sake. 

Chorus. 

WTiile  I  sing  my  land  I  learned  damn  at  Coney  Island, 

If  yon  net  behiiitlhniid  I  tell  you  I  don't  care; 
I  go  Dago,  then  you  can  go  plumb  to  Chicago, 

Should  I  get  paresis  jiibt  pack  your  valises  and  follow  me  off  my  uiit. 

I  was  pinched  last  summer  and  I  got  six  months  in  the  same  old  jail. 
And  the  Judge  he  listened  to  mc  more  than  once  the  same  old  tale; 
When  the  Judge  does  that  I  know  very  well  hie  Honor  he  means  six. 
What  he  says  goes,  that  Judge  he  knows,  I  am  ou  to  all  his  tricks. 

Chorus. 

I  went,  he  sent  me,  over  six  months  to  the  jailets, 

Nice  old,  dear  ohl  Judge,  he  mnt.  me  there; 
Says  I,  "Thanks,  JudgeU^ls;"  says  Judgeleis.  '•  Don't  mention  it  Stayleta;" 

If  I  have  a  skate  and  I  make  a  parade,  they  collar  me  everywhere. 

When  I  get  loaded  the  gang  they  pull  the  same  old  leg. 

Yes,  they're  always  yanking  it  wln-n  \  get  full,  the  same  old  gimp; 

They  say  I  am  a  wonder,  and  they  don  t  tness  that  I  am  not,  they  don't  think, 

They  sprained  my  knee  below  the  open  joint,  and  its  driving  me  to  drink. 

CHonus. 
My  stuff,  that's  tough,  they're  making  a  bluff  to  get  my  stuff. 

They  all  say  they  wish  I  was  a  iiiillionaiie; 
They  cross.hedge  and  block  me.they  go  'round  and  they  roast  me  and  knock  me. 

They  teli  a  ghost  story  and  give  ine  the  hurry,  and  follow  me  till  I  am  broke. 

When  T  wet  my  whistle  I  always  wet  It  in  the  same  old  place. 
And  in  the  neck  I  always  get  it,  in  the  snnie  old  joint; 
I  never  was  known  tor'ta  waste  a  diop,  right  up  to  there  I  fill  it. 
And  I  walk  like  that  when  I  go  home,  for  fear  that  I  might  spill  It. 

Chorus. 
My  load,  my  load,  yon  cannot  imagine  what  I've  stood. 

Ask  no  jokelets,  I've  always  trot  a  jag: 
Wlieii  I  am  out  strolling  I  am  always  a-hoisting  and  bowling. 

To  swallow  a  schooner  there's  nubody,  soon  I  swallow  an  empty  keg. 

Oh,  I  play  short  horses,  and  I  get  the  roast,  some  short  horse 
Too  short  in  the  stretch  and  he's  left  at  the  post,  borne  and  mnle; 
I  got  good  odds,  it  was  ten  to  one,  and  I  played  my  short  horse  straight, 
I  beg  your  pardon,  for  I  had  no  pudding,  for  the  pardon  came  too  slow. 

Chorus.  ^  •; 

No,  sir,  nix,  sir,  he  didn't  mn  one,  two  or  six,  sir. 

Luck  no  nearer,  nearer  no  such  luck:  ,■•. 

Believe  me,  do  sir,  you  can  bet  I  am  an  easy  old  loser. 

Now  the  bookermakers  say  if  I  follow  the  horse  I  better  go  drive  a  truck. 

Now  since  I  am  married  T  am  right  there  still  with  the  same  old  girl. 
And  who  can  blame  her  for  supporting  me.  the  same  old  girl; 
Now  we're  married  and  she  must  obey  or  she'll  know  the  reason  why. 
For  if  she  don't  work  I'll  quit  her  on  the  jump, 

Aud  she'll  have  to  hire  another  new  boy. 

Crobus. 

My  wife,  his  wife,  whose  wife,  or  any  one  else's,  .      :. 

If  you  want  one  you'll  fiud  her  in  Bill's  boat: 
When  she  gets  the  rhino  she  don't  have  it  very  long,  T  know,  '  ■     • 

When  I  etart  in  to  jolly,  and  call  her  my  lolly,  tliey  jolly  me  Ont  of  (own. 
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Written  by  Ed.  Marks.    Composed  by  Win.  Luraine. 

An  old  criiy-hiiiretl  bacli'lor  ixooil  watching  one  day 

'Vno  fond  tiirile  doves  bill  unit  coo; 
The  iiiglii  l>roii>:lit  it  |>uii>r  of  regret  to  bis  heart. 

And  tiinL'bt  blni  love's  lesson  to  true. 
Said  he,  *'  1  um  ueary  uf  living  aloue; 

Wbat  a  roiil  u  man  is  1  just  noie. 
Thoiiub  in  life  rnllier  late  1  niiist  try  find  a  mate," 

Then  be  sat  at  bis  desk  and  lie  wrote: 

C'HOIIUS. 

"Mollie  Newell,  don't  Imj  cruel,  my  liltle  jewel  be; 
I'll  In;  true  all  my  life  if  you  will  only  marry  me. 
Wealth  I  have  plenty,  and  though  you  re  but  twenty, 

Willie  I  am  past  sixty  to-day, 
Wliat  need  we  care,  we'll  our  bappineiis  share. 

Old  December  shall  iiinrry  young  May." 

The  letter  wa«i  wriiten,  then  scaled  aud  addressed; 

The  old  man  still  sat  in  his  chair, 
Aud  soon  ill  sound  8liiiiil>er,  his  bead  on  his  breast. 

He  slept  ilieaniing  peacefully  there. 
He  ilreainl  that  fair  Mollie  bis  note  had  received. 

Anil  "yes"  i<>  hi:*  pleadings  liiidsaid: 
lu  joy  at  ibe  iiiiswer  and  lliough  siill  asleep 

Pressed  bis  lips  to  ttie  letter  which  read:— CAortM. 

Still  dreaming,  he  fancied  a  month  they  were  wed. 

He  wisbed  some  one  else  bad  his  wife: 
For  be  wits  too  settled  for  so  young  a  bead. 

While  she  loved  tlie  pleasures  of  life. 
Each  night  to  a  {tarty  i>he'd  go  with  young  men, 

.While  be  had  to  stay  liome  in  l)«d; 
She  bad  him  "quite  broke"— with  a  start  he  awoke 

Aud  he  tore  up  that  letter  which  read:— 6'Aoru«. 


Parody-   on  : 

MY    SON,    MY    ONLY    SON. 

■        Written  and  suDK  by  Jas.  McAvoy. 
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Just  five  anl  twenty  years  ago,  how  well  do  I  forget, 
Mv  oldest  son  WHS  born  a  boy,  it  started  me  to  fret, 
Willi  fiinil  deli^iit  my  dm  ling  wife  was  siieing  for  divorce, 
B<  cause  she  loved  another,  that's  the  reason  why  because. 
When  he  grew  up  bow  often  with  a  dub  he  made  me  chase. 
And  when  he  coiiMn't  break  my  heart  he  tried  to  break  my  face; 
So  one  dark  day  he  lit  a  lamp,  I  heard  be  forged  my  name, 
lie  flew  the  coop  aud  duue  me  up,  bis  mother  did  the  same. 

CHonrs. 
My  son,  my  son,  you  got  the  run. 

You'd  surely  i;ot  ten  \  tars  or  more, 
I  am  happy  to  sity  that  your  picture  we've  haried 

Under  a  slaughter  house  floor.  " 

Your  mother  is  jealous,  she  curries  nn  axe. 

And  she's  looking  for  me  with  a  gun. 
Let  bygones  be  byeones,  she  wants  to  make  up. 
But  not  on  your  life,  says  John. 

He  went  off  to  some  foreign  shore  this  side  of  Rnckawny, 

Where  Mary  had  a  little  litinb,  some  place  called  Sbeepebead  Bay; 

His  motlier,  that  was  my  flrst  wife,  she  will  not  change  her  at'e, 

"Come  home,"  she  says,  "or else  \oiril  drive  your  mother  ou  the  stage; 

And  with  an  axe  I'll  meet  you,  meet  yon  like  a  warrior  l>rave. 

Come  home,  my  only  t>on,  till  I  plant  posies  on  your  grave." 

The  chance  is.  you'll  be  taken,  when  we  meet  you'll  know  the  worst. 

Your  mother  she  will  never  know  you  if  I  see  yon  flrst. 

ClKlRI'S. 

My  son,  my  son,  my  oldest  boy, 

I  am  waiting,  my  darliiiL',  for  thee,    ' 
pop's  got  Boinetbing  that  looks  like  an  axe, 

I  am  longing  your  sweet  face  to  see. 
■    No,  )ou'il  never  drop,  you'll  die  standing  np, 

Then  all  will  lieo\er  and  done, 
We'll  nive  you  a  funeral, 'twill  do  your  heart  good. 

Come  back  to  your  father,  my  son. 

The  laundry  ticket  that  my  boy  had  forged  apainst  my  will, 

'Twas  done  in  Chinese  writing,  it  was  signed  McKinley  bill; 

Tliey  lold  me  he  was  innocent,  the  story  was  a  fake. 

The  neighbors  they  were  kickini.',  for  1  promised  them  a  wake. 

What's  that?  a  telegram  at  hibt,  it's  front  my  son  to  me. 

And  ib'.rty-flve  C'lits  chorees;  ah,  be  sent  it  C.  O.  D. 

•■  Dear  father,  I've  come  home  to  oaf,  and  live  and  <lie  a  bom. 

Your  time  is  due,  I'll  do  you  up,  as  soou  as  I  get  home." 

CUORL'S. 

My  son,  my  son,  I'll  soon  have  none. 

There's  a  new  undertaker  next  door, 
I'll  see  that  your  face  it  is  turned  to  the  West, 

And  your  feet  pointing  to  Uaverstraw. 
Everything  is  in  shape,  there  are  four  yards  of  crape 
:_        You  will  see  ou  the  knob  of  the  door. 

If  you're  coming,  come  on,  I've  been  waiting  a  year,       » 
-. ;-. .  :  You  will  trouble  your  papa  uo  more. 


THE    LITTLE    MAID    IN    PINK 
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Woids  and  Music  by  Eduard  Hoist 


Come  listen  lo  mv  story  true,  a  fisher's  wife  or.ce  said; 

It  hap|M-ned  many  )ears  ago,  when  I  my  husband  wed. 

One  night,  wbiie  raged  the  tempest,  we  saw  a  irood  ship  sink; 

One  out  of  all  on  board  was  saved,  a  little  maid  in  pink. 

We  took  her  to  our  ci>ltat;e,  ami  parents  to  Iter  were  we; 

Her  father,  aye,  and  mother,  were  lost  in  the  angry  sea. 

We  all  soon  learned  to  love  ber,  and,  stranger,  v<iii  must  tliiuk 

We  gave  to  her  the  best  of  care,  that  little  luaid  in  pink. 

Refrain. 

She  was  our  idol,  pine  as  a  flow'r, 
Qrowing  more  lovely  each  passing  hour; 
Cheeks  like  ihe  sea  shells  on  ocean's  brink. 
She  was  our  darling,  the'liitle  maid  iu  pink. 

She  grwxv  up  here  antong  us  all,  a  flsher  t'irl  so  fair; 

A  flslier  laddie  loved  her  well  and  begL'ed  her  heart  to  share; 

He  asked  her  hand  in  marriaue,  she  lovetl  him,  you  may  think. 

For  she  was  ab^ays  good  and  true,  the  liille  maid  in  pink. 

The  weddini.'  bells  were  rintflnt;,  a  siranuer  entered  that  day, 

He  said  that  she  had  riches,  ami  l>egi:ed  her  to  ko  away; 

She  vowed  that  she  would  rather  in  ocean's  billows  sink 

Before  she'd  leave  her  lover  true,  that  little  uiaid  in  iiiuk.—Jie/tain. 

Her  heart  was  bowed  in  sad  despair,  the  stranger  pleaded  there, 
He  claimetl  her  then  bis  retail ve,  his  long  lost  niece  so  fair; 
Her  lover  and  herself  then  rushed  off  to  ocean's  brink, 
Kesolvetl  to  die,  this  flsher  lad  and  little  maid  in  pink. 
The  siraiiL'er  said,  "  I  leave  you;  8<i  keep  this  lover  your  own. 
And  keen  your  gold,  your  riches,  his  iieart  shall  be  yours  aione; 
You  shall  not  leave  bini  ever,  I'll  break  not  love's  fond  link." 
She  wed  her  fisher  laddie  brave,  that  little  maid  in  \>iuk.— He/rain. 


Parody  on  : 

She  Took  Them  Home  to  Frank.     ( 
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Written  and  sung  hy  Jas.  McAvoy, 
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Oh,  cirls,  now  what  tbe  deuce  you  mean, 

VV'lien  you  wink  the  other  eye,  .        - 

Why  won't  yoo  tell  me  wbat  you  see 

A\  hen  you  wink  your  other  eye? 
You  act  so  yount!  and  kittenish  wi.en  you're  forty-five  years  old. 
You  go  out  and  catch  a  Kulie  and  try  lo  do  him  for  his  gold. 
When  the  Reulteii  takes  a  tiiinble  and  he  shakes  youcbnly  cold. 

Then  you  work  another  guy. 

CHOItUS. 

Oh,  girls,  I  think  I've  seen  enough. 

Oh,  girls,  it's  coming  pretty  tough. 

Oh,  girls,  I  think  you're  full  of  suiiff. 

When  you  wiuk  your  other  eye  and  squint  your  other  lamp. 

It's  no  use  asking  wliere  you  get  your  pretty  clothes. 

For  )Ou'd  wink  your  other  eye; 
Or  the  simple  little  question  why  you  kalsomiiie  your  nose,     ■.. 

For  you'd  wink  the  oilier  eye. 
You  go  out  a-prometiading  just  to  show  a  sealskin  cloak. 
You  get  it  on  Installment  and  it  keeps  your  fellow  broke. 
And  you  tell  him  how  you  love  him,  but  you  ouly  tell  a  j(/ke. 

For  you  kuow  another  slob. 

••  Chorus. 

Oh,  girls,  just  give  the  men  a  show. 
When  you  die  I  wonder  where'll  you  go. 
It  will  never  l>e  to  heaven,  for  my  mother  told  me  so. 
You  cau  go  tu  Guiieuberg  aud  squint  the  other  eye. 

Oh.  girls,  you  knock  me  deaf  and  dumb. 

When  you  wink  your  other  eye. 
But  oh.  girls,  when  you're  chewing  chewing  gum. 

Won't )  oil  chew  anoi  her  chew,  chew,  chew,  chew,  chew,  chew,  chew,  chew. 
You  chew  it  in  the  morning  anil  >ou  chew  it  in  tlie  nit;lit. 
You  chew  it  and  you  chaw  it  till  you  chew  it  out  of  sight, 
But  wben  you're  out  of  tutti-frutti,  aud  you  tutve  not  got  a  bite, 

Will  you  go  aud  bit  the  pipe? 

CUORUS. 

Oh,  girls,  now  what  I  say  is  facta, 
Oh,  girls,  if  I  was  on  voiir  tracks. 
Oh,  girls,  if  I  only  liad  an  axe, 
Theu  you'd  squint  your  other  eye. 

Now,  girls,  yon  say  you  never  drink. 

When  you  wink  your  other  eye; 
You  guess  you'll  have  some  wine,  you  guess  yoa  get  it,  I  don't  think, 

Don't  they  tell  you.  guess  again? 
I  notice  that  you  linger  till  you  get  an  easy  jag,  .  ,       ' 

And  if  beer  is  flat  you  tell  the  waiter  lap  anotner  keg, 
But  if  the  waiter's  toii(;h  and  nays,  "  Sit  down  aud  dou't  you  move  a  peg," 

Do  you  make  auothci  crack? 

CaoRus. 

Oh,  boys,  that's  what  a  sucker  gets, 

Don't  buy  drinks  for  any  sou  brette. 

For  every  time  you  treat  they  take  a  pack  of  cigarettes. 

Aud  they  take  them  home  to  Frank,  and  they  smoke  tiiem  iu  the  room. 
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TWO    LITTLE    ORPHAN    GIRLS. 
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Words  by  Geo.  C.  Diehl.    Mnnic  by  Harry  F.  Keever. 

There  were  two  girls  left  orphans  on  a  foreign  shore. 
And  ill  poverty  driven  from  their  liomeBtead'e  door; 
Tliey  wandered  to  distant  lands  their  bread  for  to  earn. 
And  for  years  no  news  of  each  o'     .  coald  they  learn. 
Kind  providence  seemed  to  smile  on  the  one  ihroiiKli  life. 
Making  her  a  fond  mother  anrf  i  loving  wife, 
Wliile  the  otiier  her  lot  was  saa  as  coald  befall.  » 

A  poor  disgraced  outcast,  pitied,  but  ehuuned  by  all. 

Chords. 
Two  poor  little  orphan  girls  with  hearts  loving  and  kind, 
Driven  from  home  tlieir  fortune  to  find; 
The  one  who's  in  happiness,  could  she  ever  recall 
A  poor  disgraced  outcast,  pitied,  but  shunned  by  all. 

At  last  the  news  from  one  came,  a  message  was  sent 

To  a  sister  by  one  whose  life  was  almost  spent; 

It  lold  of  H  nionmfnl  tstory,  too  painful  to  repeat. 

Of  It  niisplacetl  confiilence,  a  life  on  the  street. 

Sadfnl  WHS  (he  meeting,  she  held  i    herenilirace  V. 

Tlie  sister  that  she  loved,  even  in  her  disgrace: 

She  knew  fortune  was  fickle,  it  was  easy  to  fall— 

A  poor  disgraced  outcast,  pitied,  bat  shunned  by  all.—  Chorttt. 


Parody  on : 

ANNIE    LAURIE. 

Written  and  sung  by  Jas.  McAvoy. 
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Old  Scotland's  favorite  poet,  old  Bobby  Burns  of  old,     \ 
Hr'll  never  be  forgotten  in  years  to  come  untold: 
He  wrote  sweet  "  Annie  Laurie,  I'll  lay  me  down  and  die," 
8<>  I'll  eliow  you  all  the  difference  between  Bobby  Burns  and  I. 

'    '       Chorus. 
If  Bobby  had  the  experience,  and  seen  as  much  as  I, 
As  fur  darling  Annie  Laurie,  he'd  do  anything  but  die. 

He  could  do  most  anything  elce  for  her,      ■..  .     .    \ 

He  could         he'd  lose  his  liealth  for  her. 

lie  could  go  out  in  the  wet  for  her. 

He  could  lay  awake  and  fret  for  her. 

He  cuulil  get  into  a  fight  for  her. 

He  could  carry  the  banner  all  night  for  her, 

He  could  go  and  make  a  bluff  for  Iter, 

He  could  get  his  nose  knocked  off  for  her, 

He  could  go  and  be  a  citutnp  for  her. 

Across  the  gutter  could  jump  for  her, 

He  ciiuld  shave  his  whickers  off  for  her, 

lie  could  catch  the  whooping  cough  for  her, 

He  could  swear  for  her  and  tear  f'>r  her. 

And  sleep  in  a  barber's  chair  for  her; 

He  could  prance  for  her  II    i  dance  for  her. 

He  could  pawn  liis  only  pants  for  her. 

He  could  kick  for  her  and  get  sick  for  her, 

'i'hey  could  soak  him  with  a  brick  for  her, 

n»!  could  beg  for  her,  he  could  gog  for  her,        .  ,■  . 

He  Could  go  and  pall  a  leg  for  her, 

lie  Could  draw  for  her  and  hurrah  for  her. 

He  could  choke  his  mother-in-law  for  her, 

Ho  could  jump  up  anil  out  of  bed  for  her. 

And  prove  evcrythitig  lie  said  for  her; 

He  could  waltz  for  her  and  l)e  false  for  her,  • 

He  could  take  a  dose  of  fnits  for  her. 

He  could  ciiin  for  her  and  win  for  her. 

And  let  somebody  else  blow  him  in  for  her. 

He  could  tell  a  pack  of  lies  for  her. 

He  could  say,  "  Ah,  there,  my  size!"  to  her. 

He  could  pat  for  her  and  pet  fat  for  her, 

He  could  catch  behind  the  butt  for  her. 

He  could  talk  for  her  and  walk  for  her,        '^ 

lie  conhl  be  a  regular  gawk  for  her. 

He  could  yell  for  her,  lie  could  smell  for  her, 

He  could  go  and  fight  John  L.  for  her. 

He  could  sigh  for  Tier  and  cry  for  her. 

He  could  eiit  a  custard  pie  for  her,  .       i 

Ue  coiilil  smoke  for  her  and  go  broke  for  her, 

But  when  he  said  he'd  croak  for  her; 

Chorus. 
He  must  been  stuck  on  Annie,  or  crnzy  he  must  be, 
When  he  said  "  for  Annie  Laurie  I'd  lay  me  down  and  die." 

:.:-'.■'';■'       "'  '  •  CHORUS.    .:'  .-.',' 

I  don't  agree  with  Bobby,  nor  I  don't  Intend  to  try, 

I'll  do  anything  to  please  you,  girls,  but  I  must  die  standing  np. 


— "  S()  the  engagement  isJrfbken?"  "  Yes."  "  What  was  the 
reason?"'  "  It  was  a  case  t^love  at  first  siglit.  They're  acquainted 
now." 
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Why  Won't  They  Let  the  Girls  Do  Just 
t  ;-'V  .  the  Same  as  the  Men? 

Written  and  snnK  by  Jas.  UcAroy. 
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I  will  not  sing  of  women's  rights, 

1  wouldn't  if  I  could,  - 

The  subject  has  been  slanghfored. 

And  it  wouldn't  do  no  good. 
They  talk  you  deuf  and  diiiiib  and  blind. 

And  Chill  all  night  and  day; 
They  chew  the  rag  and  blab  and  gag. 

And  all  yoa  hear  them  say: 

CnoRUB. 

.    Why  don't  they  let  the  girls  » 

Do  just  the  same  as  the  men? 
Show  me  the  girl  ttiat  doesn't  try 

To  now  and  then. 
There's  no  rope  tied  to  yon,  girls. 

Go  out,  here's  a  dime  for  a  shave; 
If  you  want  to  lie  men,  and  do  as  men  do. 

Yea  got  to  learn  liow  to  beliave.    [Remember.] 

CuoRus. 
Why  won't  they  let  tlie  gills? 

They  do,  if  there's  any  to  let;  *     •        ' 

The  reason  we  tlo  not  let. 

Because  we  do  forget. 
You  ride  liicyclcs  now 

The  very  same  way  as  the  boys, 
I'd  like  to  know  what  you  want  for  ten  cents. 

Yon  raise  such  a  horrible  noise.    [Speakeasy.] 

Chorus. 

.  Yon've  no  license  for  to  kick, 

You  drink  twice  as  much  as  the  men; 
You  chase  the  can  just  like  a  man. 

And  loaded  you  liave  l>een; 
You  wear  our  liats  and  collars  and  shirts. 

You  copy  our  coats  and  our  vest: 
You've  got  to  wear  skirts,  now  you're  jealous  of  us 

Because  you  can't  wear  the  rest.    [You  dareseut.] 

Chorus. 
Why  don't  the  girls  get  out  and  say, 

'•  Fellows,  drink  with  me," 
You've  got  to  do  that  to  lie  in  the  game. 

Or  girls  you'll  i     ays  be. 
If  yon  want  to  do      '<t  the  same  as  men. 

You  must  learn  .>>  stand  up  in  a  car: 
Don't  go  any  more  to  the  little  side  door. 

But  go  in  the  front  way  to  the  bar.     [For  lager.] 

Chorus. 

Why  don't  you  make  a  break 

To  get  on  tlie  j)olice  forcef 
'.  Tlien  you  could  do  the  same  as  cops. 

If  on  your  l)eat  was  lost. 
Why  can't  you  carry  the  bod f 

Because  you're  not  built  that  way. 
You  make  cigarettes  an<l  you  chew  chewing  gtim. 

Now  why  cant  you  girls  chew  hay?    [Ill  steal  yon.] 

Chorus. 

Why  do  the  girls  go  out  and  get  .    <. 

Their  hair  clipi)ed  off  tightf 
Just  for  to  look  like  men  •   '      .     . 

They  part  it  on  the  side. 
Why  do  y(m  lace  so  tiglitf 

For  instance,  take  pattern  by  me; 
One  privilege  you  have  just  the  same  as  the  men, 

You  carry  your  own  night  key.    [Qood  morning.] 

Chorus. 
Whose  going  to  nurse  the  kids. 

If  you  do  the  same  as  the  men? 
Ask  me  something  easy,  girls, 

I'll  have  to  guess  again. 
Not  on  your  life,  says  John, 

We're  giving  more  than  you're  worth: 
You're  in  luck  to  Iw  girls,  and  don't  ask  any  more; 

Well,  what  do  you  want,  the  earthf    [Weil,  take  It.] 

.  .  Chorus. 

Yon  can't  raise  a  mustache,  girls. 

There's  thousands,  I  know,  that  have  tried; 
They  can't  urow  I>eard8,  they  talk  so  mucli 

They  liite  off  the  roots  inside. 
Excepting  the  trowsers  yon  dress  like  men. 

You  wear  neckties  and  colluis  and  shirts. 
It  would  please  yon  to  deatli  to  see  men  put  on  wrappers. 

Or  act  as  wet-nurse  and  wear  skirts.     [Tliat's  awful.] 

Chorus. 
So  that's  just  the  reason,  girls,  -; 

You  can't  do  the  same  as  the  men. 
But  one  thing,  when  you're  divorced  -,.'■ 

We'll  let  yon  wed  airain.  ,    ;'".,» 

For  my  part,  go  dress  like  an  Indian  chief. 
And  holler  and  kick  for  your  rights; 
•You  wouliln't  surprise  me,  nor  I  wtmldn't  care. 

If  you  walked  down  the  Bowery  in  tights.    [Next  season.] 
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An  old  crity-hniri-d  bacli'lor  piooU  watching  one  dfty 

T»<>  fond  tiirile  doves  bill  uml  coo; 
The  Miglit  br()ii>:lit  ii  paiii:  of  regret  to  bis  heurt, 

And  tHtiL'lit  liiiii  Iuvl-'k  Ifgooii  bo  true. 
Suid  he,  "  I  um  weary  of  living  uloue; 

Wbttt  a  fool  u  niun  is  1  jiii>t  noie. 
Thoiiub  ill  life  ntilier  lute  1  imist  try  find  a  mate," 
Then  be  nui  at  bis  dealt  and  lie  wrote: 
Ohouus. 
"Mollie  Newell,  don'i  lie  cruel,  my  little  jewel  be; 
I'll  tx:  trnu  nil  my  life  if  yon  will  only  marry  me. 
Weiiltb  I  liiive  plenty,  and  though  you're  but  twenty, 

While  I  am  past  sixty  to-day, 
What  need  we  care,  we'll  our  bappinefs  iibare. 
Old  Uecember  sbull  iiinrry  young  May." 

The  letter  wa^  written,  then  sealed  uud  addressed; 

The  old  man  still  sat  in  Ins  cliair. 
And  Soon  ill  found  8luinl>er,  his  bead  on  his  breast. 

He  slept  dreuniiiig  pvucefiiHy  there. 
Be  tlreniiii  that  fuir  Mollie  bis  note  bad  received. 

And  "yes"  to  bii*  pjeailingi*  bud  said: 
lu  joy  at  the  aiKtwur  and  though  still  asleep 

PitS!<ed  bis  lips  to  the  letter  which  read:— CAoru«. 

Still  dreaming,  be  fancied  a  month  they  were  wed, 

lie  wished  some  one  else  bad  his  wife; 
For  he  wiis  too  settled  for  so  young  a  bead. 

While  she  loved  the  pleasures  oflife. 
Each  night  to  a  |>uity  she'd  go  with  young  men, 

Whilv  be  bad  to  stay  boiiie  in  l>ed; 
She  bad  him  "quite  broke"— with  a  start  he  awoke 

Aud  he  tore  up  tliat  letter  which  read:— t'Aor««. 


Parody   on : 

MY    SON,    MY    ONLY    SON. 

Written  and  sunir  by  Jas.  HcAvoy. 
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Just  five  aiil  twenty  years  ago,  bow  well  do  I  forget, 
Mv  ohiest  son  was  born  a  boy,  it  st:irted  me  to  fret. 
With  fond  delight  my  dulling  wife  was  siieing  for  divorce, 
B>  caiiBu  she  loved  another,  that's  the  rt'ason  why  because. 
When  he  grew  up  bow  often  with  a  club  be  made  me  chase, 
And  w  lien  be  conl'ln't  break  my  heart  be  tried  to  break  my  face; 
So  one  dark  day  he  lit  a  lamp,  I  beard  he  forged  my  name, 
lie  flew  the  coup  uud  duuu  me  up,  bis  mother  did  the  same. 

CHonus. 
Mv  son,  my  son,  you  got  the  run, 

Vou'd  surely  not  ten  > ears  or  more, 
I  am  happy  to  say  that  your  picture  we've  baried 

Under  a  slaughter  bouf-e  floor.  • 

Your  mother  is  jealous,  she  carries  an  axe. 

And  slie's  looking  forme  with  a  gun. 
Let  bygones  l>e  byeones,  she  wants  to  make  up. 
But  uut  on  your  life,  says  John. 

ne  went  off  to  some  foreign  shore  tliis  side  of  Rockawny, 
Where  Mary  had  a  little  lamb,  some  (ilace  called  Sbeepsbead  Bay; 
Ills  niotlier,  that  was  my  first  wife,  she  will  not  change  her  aue, 
"Come  home,"  she  says,  "or  else  \oiril  drive  your  mother  on  the  stage; 
And  with  an  axe  I'll  meet  you,  mct-tyou  like  a  warrior  brave. 
Come  home,  my  only  ron,  till  I  plant  posies  on  your  grave." 
The  chance  is,  you'll  be  taken,  w  ben  we  iiwet  you'll  know  the  worat. 
Your  uiolher  she  will  never  know  you  if  I  see  you  first. 

Ciionce. 
My  son,  my  son,  my  oldest  boy, 

I  nm  watting,  my  durlini;,  for  thee. 
Pop's  got  something  tliut  looks  like  an  axe, 

I  am  lonjjing  your  sw  tet  face  to  see. 
No,  you'll  never  drop,  you'll  die  standing  up, 
Tlien  all  will  be  oxer  and  (lone, 
•    *  We'll  give  you  a  funeral, 'twill  do  your  heart  good. 

Come  back  to  your  father,  my  sou.  , 

The  laundry  ticket  that  my  boy  bad  forged  against  my  will, 
'Twas  done  in  Chinese  writing,  it  was  signed  McKinley  bill; 
Tliey  told  me  lie  was  innocent,  the  story  was  a  fake. 
The  neighbors  they  were  kicking,  for  1  promised  them  a  wake. 
What's  that?  a  telegram  at  labt,  it's  from  my  son  to  me. 
And  tb'.rty-five  criits  charges:  ah,  he  sent  it  C.  O.  D. 
"  Dej»r  father,  I've  come  home  to  oaf,  aud  live  and  ilie  a  bum. 
Your  time  is  due,  I'll  do  yuu  up,  as  soon  as  I  get  home." 

Chorus. 
My  son,  my  son,  I'll  soon  have  none. 
There's  a  new  undertaker  next  door, 
■    I'll  see  that  your  face  ii  is  turned  to  the  West, 
And  your  feet  pointing  to  Ilaversiiaw. 
Everything  is  in  shape,  there  are  four  yards  of  crape 

You  will  see  ou  the  knob  of  the  door, 
If  you're  coming,  come  on,  I've  been  waiting  a  year,       . 
You  will  trouble  your  papa  uo  more. 


THE    LITTLE    MAID    IN    PINK. 

Copyilght,  1393,  by  P.  J.  Huwiey  ft  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Eduard  Hoist. 


Come  listen  to  mv  story  true,  a  fisher's  wife  oi.ce  said; 
It  happened  inaiiy  >cars  ago,  when  I  my  husband  we<l.  ' 

One  night,  w  bile  raged  the  tein|>ei<t,  we  saw  a  uood  ship  aink; 
One  out  of  all  on  board  was  saved,  a  little  maid  in  pink. 
We  took  her  to  our  cottage,  ami  parents  to  lier  were  we; 
Iler  father,  aye,  and  mother,  were  lost  in  the  angry  sea. 
We  all  soon  learned  to  love  her,  and,  stranger,  voii  must  tliiuk 
We  gave  to  her  the  best  of  erne,  that  little  maia  in  pink. 

Refrain. 
She  was  our  idol,  pure  as  a  flow'r. 
Growing  more  lovely  each  passing  hour; 
Cheeks  like  the  sea  shells  on  ocean's  brink. 
She  was  our  darling,  the^ittle  uiaid  iu  pink. 

She  grew  up  here  among  us  all,  a  fisher  girl  so  fair; 

A  fisher  laililie  loved  her  well  and  begued  her  heart  to  share; 

He  asked  her  hand  in  marriage,  she  loved  him,  you  may  think. 

For  she  H'HS  aixnys  g(K>d  and  true,  the  little  maid  in  pink. 

The  weddiiit:  l>ells  were  ringing,  n  stranuer  entered  that  day, 

lie  saUl  that  she  bad  riches,  and  begged  her  to  go  away: 

She  vowed  that  she  would  rather  in  ocian's  billov\M  sink 

Before  she'd  leave  her  luver  true,  that  little  maid  in  pink.— J^^/Vain. 

Iler  heart  was  bowed  in  sad  despair,  the  stranger  pleaded  there. 
He  claimed  her  then  bis  relative.  Ids  long  lost  niece  so  fair; 
Iler  lover  and  herself  then  rushed  off  to  ocean's  brink, 
Resolved  to  die,  this  fisher  lad  and  little  maid  in  pink. 
Tlie  stranger  said,  "  1  leave  you;  so  keep  ihis  lover  your  own. 
And  keen  your  gold,  y<iur  riches,  his  heart  shall  lie  yours  alone; 
You  shall  not  leave  him  ever,  I'll  break  not  love's  fond  link." 
She  wed  her  fislier  laddie  brave,  that  little  maid  in  piuk.— /7</'rai;t. 


Parody  on  : 

She  Took  Them  Home  to  Frank. 


Written  and  suuk  by  Jas.  McAvoy. 
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Oh,  girls,  now  what  ihe  deuce  yuu  mean. 

When  you  wink  the  other  eye,  ■    .      . 

Why  won't  yon  tell  me  what  you  see 

W  hen  you  wink  your  other  eye? 
You  act  so  younkt  and  kitteiiisli  wi.en  you're  forty-five  years  old. 
You  go  out  and  catch  a  RiiIh;  and  Iry  to  do  him  for  bis  gold, 
When  the  Reul>en  lakes  a  tumble  and  he  shakes  you  chilly  cold. 

Then  you  work  another  guy. 

CilORUS.     .  ■    ■  i. 

Oh,  girls,  I  think  I've  seen  enough, 

Oh,  girls,  it's  Coming  preiiy  tough, 

Ob,  girls.  I  think  yuu'n-  full  of  suiiff. 

When  you  wink  your  otlier  eye  and  squint  your  other  lamp. 

It's  no  use  asking  where  you  get  your  pretty  clothes. 

For  voii'd  wink  your  otlier  eye; 
Or  the'simple  little  question  why  you  kalsomine  your  nose, 

For  you'd  wink  the  oilier  eye.  '  , 

You  go  out  a-pronienading  just  to  show  a  sealskin  cloak. 
You  get  it  on  Installment  and  it  keeps  your  fellow  broke. 
And  you  tell  him  how  you  love  liim,  but  you  ouly  tell  a  joke. 

For  you  kuow  another  Blob. 

■»  Chorus. 

Oh,  girls,  just  give  the  men  a  show. 

When  you  die  I  woiid<T  where'll  you  go. 

It  will  never  he  to  lieaveii,  for  my  mother  told  me  so, 

You  can  go  to  Guiteubcrg  aud  squint  the  other  eye. 

Oh.  girls,  you  knock  me  deaf  and  diiuib. 

When  you  wink  your  other  eye. 
But  oh.  girls,  when  you're  chewing  cliewing  gum. 

Won't ) oil  chew  another  chew,  chew,  chew,  chew,  chew,  chew,  cbew,  chew. 
You  chew  it  in  the  morning  and  >ou  chew  it  in  the  night. 
You  cbew  it  and  you  chaw  it  till  you  chew  it  out  of  sight. 
But  w  ben  you're  out  of  tutti-frutti,  aud  you  have  not  got  a  bite. 
Will  you  go  aud  hit  the  pipe? 

CUORUB.  .    ,  .       ^ 

Oh,  girls,  now  what  I  say  is  facts. 
Oh,  girls,  if  I  was  on  yoiir  tracka. 
Oh,  girls,  if  1  ouly  bad  an  axe. 
Then  you'd  squint  your  other  eye. 

Now,  girls,  yon  say  you  never  drink. 

When  you  wink  your  other  eye; 
You  eiiess  you'll  have  some  wine,  you  guesB  yon  get  it,  I  don't  think, 

Don't  they  tell  you,  guess  again? 
I  notice  that  you  linger  till  you  get  an  easy  jag. 
And  if  beer  is  flat  you  tell  the  waiter  tap  auotner  keg. 
But  if  the  waiter's  tough  and  says,  "  Sit  down  and  dou't  70a  move  a  peg," 

Do  you  make  auotUei  cruck? 

Chorub. 

Oh,  boys,  that's  what  a  sucker  gets. 

Don't  bay  drinks  for  any  sou brette,  .  ■., 

For  every  time  you  treat  they  take  a  pack  of  cigarettes. 

Aud  they  take  them  borne  to  Frank,  and  they  amoke  tiiem  in  the  room. 
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Words  by  Geo.  C.  Diehl.    Mmlc  by  Harry  F.  Keevcr. 

There  were  two  cirls  left  orphnne  on  a  foreien  ehore, 
And  ill  poverty  driven  from  their  liomeBteaa's  door; 
Ttiey  wandered  to  distant  lands  their  bread  for  to  earn. 
And  for  years  no  newa  of  each  o'     .  could  they  learn. 
Kind  providence  seemed  to  smile  on  the  one  ibroiich  life, 
Making  her  a  fond  mother  an'i  i  loving  wife, 
While  the  otiier  licr  lot  was  saa  as  conld  Itefall, 
A  poor  disgraced  outcast,  pitied,  but  ehuntied  by  all. 

Chorus. 

Two  poor  little  orphan  girls  with  hearts  loving  and  kind, 

Driven  from  home  their  fortune  to  find; 

The  one  who's  in  happiness,  could  she  evix  recall 

A  poor  disgraced  outcast,  pitied,  but  shiiiiued  by  all. 

At  lUHt  tlie  news  from  one  came,  a  message  was  sent 

To  a  sister  by  one  whose  life  was  almost  spent; 

It  told  of  H  nioumfiil  story,  too  painful  to  repeat. 

Of  H  niisplacet)  confidence,  a  life  on  the  street. 

Sadfiil  was  the  meeting,  she  held  i    her  eiiibrace 

The  sister  that  she  loved,  even  in  her  disgrace: 

She  knew  fortune  was  fickle,  it  was  easy  to  fall— 

A  poor  disgraced  outcast,  pitied,  but  shunucd  by  all.—  Chorus. 
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Parody  on: 

Why  Won't  They  Let  the  Girls  Do  Just 
the  Same  as  the  Men? 


Written  and  snnft  by  Jas.  Mc.Vvoy. 
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Parody  on:  L- 

ANNIE    LAURIE. 

Written  and  sung  by  Jas.  SIcAvoy. 
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Old  Scotland's  favorite  poet,  old  Bobby  Bums  of  old,     , 

1I»;MI  never  be  forgotten  in  years  to  come  untold; 

He  wrote  sweet  "  Annie  Laurie,  I'll  lay  me  down  imd  die," 

So  ril  show  you  all  the  difference  l>etweeu  Bobby  Biirus  and  I.     ' . 

Chorus. 
If  Bobby  had  the  experience,  and  seen  as  much  as  I, 
As  for  darling  Aiiuie  Laurie,  he'd  do  any  thing  but  die. 

He  conld  do  most  anything  elee  for  her. 

He  could         he'd  lose  his  health  for  her. 

He  could  go  out  in  the  wet  for  her. 

He  could  lay  awake  and  fret  for  her. 

He  could  get  into  u  fight  for  her. 

Hi' could  carry  the  banner  all  night  for  her. 

He  could  go  and  make  a  bluff  for  her. 

He  could  get  liis  nose  knocked  off  for  her, 

He  could  go  and  he  a  cliuntp  for  her. 

Across  the  gutter  could  jump  for  her, 

He  could  shave  Ills  wliifkers  off  for  her. 

He  could  catch  the  whooping  coui;h  for  her. 

He  could  swear  for  her  and  tear  for  her,  .    ' 

And  sleep  ill  a  bHrl>er's  cliiiir  for  liur; 

He  could  prance  for  her  ii    i  dance  for  her. 

He  could  pawn  his  only  pants  for  her. 

He  conld  kick  for  her  and  gel  sick  for  her. 

They  could  soak  him  with  a  brick  for  her. 

He  could  beg  for  her,  he  could  gog  for  lier,  '/■■''-' 

He  could  go  and  pull  a  leg  for  her,  ^ 

lie  coulil  draw  for  her  and  hurrah  for  her. 

He  could  choke  his  moiher-in-liiw  for  her, 

Ho  could  jump  up  and  out  of  bed  for  her. 

And  prove  everything  he  said  for  her; 

lie  could  waltz  for  lier  and  be  false  for  her,  ^    . 

He  conld  take  a  dose  of  Halts  for  her. 

He  could  Chin  for  her  and  win  for  her, 

Anil  let  soinelxHly  else  l>low  him  in  for  her, 

lie  could  tell  u  pack  of  lies  for  her, 

lie  could  say,  "  Ah,  there,  my  size!"  to  her. 

He  could  pat  for  her  and  get  far  for  her. 

He  could  catch  beliiiid  the  bntt  for  her. 

He  conld  talk  for  her  and  walk  for  her,        *     .'       .■ 

lie  could  be  a  regular  gawk  for  her. 

He  could  yell  for  her,  he  conld  smell  for  her, 

He  could  go  and  fight  John  L.  for  her, 

lie  could  sigh  for  her  and  cry  for  lier, 

lie  could  cat  a  cu8tar<l  pie  for  her, 

lie  could  smoke  for  her  and  go  broke  for  her. 

But  when  he  said  he'd  croak  for  her: 

Chorus. 
He  must  been  stuck  on  Annie,  or  crnzy  he  must  be. 
When  he  said  "for  Annie  Laurie  I'd  lay  me  down  and  die.**    , 

Cnonus. 

I  don't  agree  with  Bobby,  nor  I  don't  intend  to  try, 

I'll  do  anything  to  please  you,  girls,  but  1  must  die  standing  np. 


— "  So  llic  engagement  is  hfbken?"  "  Yes."  "  What  was  tlie 
reason?"  "  It  was  a  citse  i^love  atflrstsight.  They're  acquainted 
now." 
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I  will  not  sing  of  women's  rights,  '''. 

1  wouldn't  if  I  could. 
The  subject  has  i>een  slaughtered. 

And  it  wouldn't  do  no  good. 
They  talk  you  deaf  and  dumb  and  bllDd. 

And  chin  all  night  and  day; 
They  chew  the  rag  and  blab  and  gag, 

And  alt  you  hear  them  say : 

CnoRUB. 

Why  don't  ihcy  let  the  girls  r. 

Do  just  the  same  lis  the  men T 
Show  me  the  girl  that  doesn't  try  , 

To  now  and  then. 
There's  no  rope  tied  to  you,  girls. 

Go  out,  here's  a  dime  for  a  shave;  i •• 

If  you  want  to  l>e  men,  and  do  as  men  do. 

You  got  to  learn  liow  to  behave.    [Remember.] 

CUORDB. 

Why  won't  they  let  the  gills? 

Tliey  do,  if  there's  any  to  let;  '         ■' 

The  reason  we  do  not  let, 

Because  we  do  forget. 
Toil  ride  bicycles  now 

The  very  SJinie  way  as  the  boys,  >-   • 

I'd  like  to  know  what  you  want  for  fen  cents. 

You  raise  such  a  horrible  noise.    [Speakeasy.] 

Chorus.  *• 

You've  no  license  for  to  kick,  .    •  • 

You  drink  twice  as  much  as  the  men;  -  *  ' 

You  chase  the  can  just  like  a  man,  -. 

■   ;      .        And  loaded  you  have  been ; 
*  ■  You  wear  our  hats  and  collars  and  shirts. 

You  copy  our  coats  and  our  vest: 
You've  got  to  wear  skirts,  now  you're  jealous  of  ns 
Because  you  can't  wear  the  rest.     [You  dareseut.] 

Chorus. 
Why  don't  the  girls  get  out  and  say, 

*■  Fellows,  drink  with  me,"  * 

You've  got  to  do  that  to  l)e  in  the  game. 
Or  girls  you'll  i      ays  be. 
.     .     If  you  want  to  do     it  the  snme  as  men. 
You  must  learn  .^  rtand  up  in  a  car; 
Don't  go  any  more  to  the  little  side  door. 
But  go  iu  the  front  way  to  the  bar.    [For  lager.] 

Chorus. 

Why  don't  you  make  a  break 
To  get  <m  the  i>olice  forcef 

■  Then  you  could  do  the  same  as  cops. 

If  on  your  beat  was  lost. 
Why  can't  you  carry  the  hod? 
Becanxe  you're  not  built  that  way.  ' 

'   You  make  cigarettes  and  you  chew  chewing  gnm. 
Now  why  can't  yon  girls  chew  hay  r    [I'll  steal  yon.] 

Chorus. 
Why  do  the  girls  go  out  and  get  . 

Their  hair  clipi>ed  off  tightf 
, .    Just  for  to  look  like  men 
They  part  it  on  the  side. 
. '  Why  do  you  lace  so  tight? 

For  instance,  take  imttern  by  me; 
One  privilege  you  have  just  tire  same  as  the  men, 
.'    _.  You  carry  your  own  night  key.     [Good  morning.] 

Chorus. 

Whose  going  to  nurse  the  kids, 
,  If  you  do  the  same  as  the  men f 

■  Ask  me  something  easy,  girls, 

I'll  have  to  guess  again. 
Kot  on  your  life,  says  John, 
.'  We're  giving  more  than  you're  worth: 

You're  in  luck  to  Ijc  girls,  and  don't  ask  any  more;  -■'' 

Well,  what  do  you  want,  the  earth?    [Well,  uke  it.] 

■  Chorus. 

Yon  can't  raise  a  mustache,  girls. 

There's  thousands,  I  know,  that  have  tried; 
They  can'i  grow  beards,  they  talk  so  much 

They  bite  off  the  roots  inside. 
Excepting  the  trowsers  you  dress  like  men. 

You  wear  neckties  and  Collars  and  eliirts, 
It  wonid  please  you  to  death  to  see  men  put  on  wrappers. 

Or  act  as  wet-nurse  and  wear  skirts.    [That's  awful.] 

Chorus. 
■■    So  that's  just  the  reason,  girls,  ), 

You  can't  do  the  same  as  the  men, 
.•    But  one  thing,  when  you're  divorcea 
We'll  let  you  wed  aL'Sin. 
' '.  ■:    :    For  my  part,  go  dress  like  an  Indian  chief. 

And  holler  and  kick  for  your  rights; 
•'■•■■-=:■  You  wouldn't  surprise  me,  nor  I  wouldn't  care. 

If  you  walked  down  the  Bowery  in  tights.    ("N'cxt  season.] 
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Words  and  Uusl''  by  Felix  McQlennon. 


I) 


Johnny  Green  onre  need  to  wait  for  hia  girl 

Do«n  at  the  farm-yard  izate. 
With  his  \vliit<ker«  trimmed  and  a  nice  little  carl, 

Down  at  the  fnrni-yard  gale; 
He  would  sit  on  the  gate  and  he'd  cry  "chackool 
Ain't  you  comiD^  our,  Otirlingr  do,  love,  do, 
For  my  toes  is  cold  and  my  uose  is  blue," 

Down  at  the  farm-yard  gate. 

Chorcb. 

Oh,  that  farm-yard  K&te\  Johnny  was  there,  early  and  late, 
Wliistliii);  and  singing,  "Arc  you  comiug  out,  Kate?  " 
Down  at  the  farm->urd  gate. 

She  would  come  out  and  they  both  would  cing, 

Down  at  tlie  farm-yard  gate; 
And  be  then  would  talk  like  a  silly  thing, 

Down  at  the  farmyard  gate. 
They  would  sit  there  for  hours  and  tiiey'd  wliisper  low, 
Tiien  her  dad  would  come  out  and  he'd  laugli.  Hoi  Hoi 
Then  Jotiniiy  hud  to  sii  on  the  old  man's  toe, 

Down  at  the  funu-yard  gate. —  Chorus. 

Now  Kate's  little  brother  once  took  some  tar 

Down  to  the  fiirm-yard  gate. 
And  he  8|>read  it  all  over  the  topmost  bar, 

Down  at  the  fiirm-yutd  gate. 
Now  Johnny  sal  there,  anil  he  said,  "  My  <lucl{," 
Aiid  Kate  t>at  there  and  she  (laiil,  "Chiick-cliuck;" 
And  they  liad  to  sit  there,  for  they  both  had  stuck, 

Dowu  on  the  farm-yurd  gate. —  C/lorug. 

Those  lovers  ne'er  speak  now  as  tliey  pass  by, 

Down  to  the  farni->ard  giite; 
If  you  go  th*'re  you'll  find  out  the  reason  why, 

Down  at  the  furni-yard  gate. 
You'll  see  a  bustle  if  you're  not  blind, 
A  portion  o!  panis  you  will  uIsk  tUnl, 
It's  the  part  that  he  used  to  we.'ir  behind, 

Dowu  at  the  farm-yurd  gutf,—  C Itorut. 


Parody   on : 

KISS,    AND    LET'S    MAKE    UP. 


Words  and  Muiic  by  R.  M.  Stults. 


An  old  mail  wniideied  alone  one  day. 

Till  he  came  to  a  rich  man's  door. 
Where  a  bright  little  boy  in  the  yard  at  play 

Had  ne'er  seen  a  beggar  liefore. 
"Oh,  won't  you  come  in,  sir?  Now  do,  I  pray. 

And  why  do  you  hog  for  bread?" 
"  Your  questions  are  easily  answered,  child," 

The  ragged  wanderer  said. 

Refrain. 
"  When  I  was  a  boy  like  yon,"  he  said,  "  my  heart  was  light  and  free. 
No  care  my  youthful  life  beguiled,  no  thought  that  this  would  e'er  be. 
I  played  o'er  meadows  bright  itnd  gay,  as  little  children  do; 
But  luy  heart  was  broken  one  sad,  sad  (lay,  the'  I  once  was  a  boy  like  you. 

"I  loved  my  mother  the  same  as  yon, 

I  was  her  pride  and  joy. 
And  she  lovingly  bade  me  l>e  good  and  true. 

When  I  was  a  little  boy. 
When  older  I  grew  I  met  one  day 

The  girl  that  I  made  my  bride; 
I  thought  she  was  true,  but  she  went  away 

With  my  trusted  friend  by  her  »\AK.—R4fraln. 

"But  now  I  wander  tlie  wide  world  o'er. 

My  life  is  lone  and  sad. 
And  I  long  again  for  the  days  of  yore. 

But  their  memory  drives  me  mad. 
I'm  waiting  to  die,  my  time  has  passed. 

To  my  fate  I  must  liumbly  bow; 
And  so  it  will  l)e  while  my  life  ehnil  last. 

For  I'm  au  old  man  now."— /»'^>a«;». 


TOT. 
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•    Two  little  plavmafes  were  playing  one  day; 

They'd  built  up  a  house  on  the  sands, 
When  all  of  a  sudden  the  imp  of  a  boy 

Citme  up  with  a  brick  in  \\\»  hands. 
Tlie  house  it  wh!*  finisheil,  the  labor  was  done, 

Atid  two  hearts  in  gladness  weie  wed. 
When  all  of  II  sudden  the  boy  with  the  brick 

Struck  his  playmate  on  lop  of  the  head; 
The  girl  for  a  moment  was  ei tinned  by  the  blow. 

No  tears  to  her  pretty  eyes  came; 
"  I'll  cay  I'll  forgive  him;  the  first  chance  I  get 

I'll  serve  him  exactly  the  i-nine." 
He'd  knocked  down  the  hoiire  that  they'd  built  on  the  sands. 

And  just  as  he  tried  to  expiaiii 
She  hit  him  a  kick  with  the  palm  of  her  foot 

And  said,  "Kiss,  and  let's  make  up  again." 

CnoRus. 
Ki!<s,  and  let's  make  up,  my  darling,  don't  look  as  if  in  pain. 
For  I  know  I  struck  you,  darlin>!,  and  I'd  do  the  same  auain; 
Yoii  now  wish  you'd  never  met  me,  from  your  lips  I've  Sad  a  sup, 
Tliuugh  I  ki«sed  }ou  I'm  still  living,  kiss  again  and  let's  make  up. 

The  years  rolled  by,  the  lad  went  away. 

The  maiden  she  waited  in  pain; 
■   But  Jack  had  gone  out  to  Chicago's  great  fair. 

Along  with  Columbus  of  Spam. 
The  shell4  by  the  seashore  have  grown  into  clams. 

Each  one  brings  fond  memoriei*  back, 
When  they  used  to  eat  chowder  upon  the  warm  sanda. 

Her  and  her  boy  lover.  Jack. 
lie  promised  to  write  if  he  wanted  a  loan. 

That  promise  he'd  kept  from  the  start; 
But  now  he  hud  tired  of  his  true  country  laSB, 

Because  she  was  too  tire<l  to  part. 
Now  the  true,  honest  fellow  was  walking  back  home, 

Ue'd  seen  the  biu'  Kun  made  by  Krnpp, 
And  straight  to  his  sweetheart  he  whimpered  quite  low: 

"Come,  kiss  and  let's  both  make  it  up."— 6'A<wu«. 


I  once  did  meet  a  charming  Biiiisher,  a  howling  swell, 

A  "dook,"  or  something  of  the  proi)er  sort. 
He'd  lots  of  cash  to  throw  away,  you'd  very  quickly  tell. 

And  stacks  of  "sparklers  "  he  bad  bought. 

CuoRua. 
He  said  "TotI"  I  said  "What?"  "Will  yon  come  along?"  said  he, 

"And  we'll  sail  the  deep  blue  sea,  on  a  little  pleasure  trip. 
In  a  yacht,  little  Tot,  with  your  mamma,  don't  you  s«e? 

And  when  we're  down  at  Brighton  we  will  take  a  dip." 

He  tipped  a  theatre  box  for  me  on  ev'ry  l)looming  eve. 

Went  out  for  drives  and  lunch,  an  awful  lot; 
But  he  was  inarrie<l,  tho'  he  tried  so  hard  to  make  believe 
I  was  his  only  little  Tot. 

Chorus. 
He  said  "TotI"  I  said  "  What?"  "  Will  yon  come  alons;?"  said  lie, 

"And  we'll  sail  the  deep  blue  sea,  on  a  little  pleasure  trip." 
I  said  "Not,"  he  said  "  What?"  "  I  won't  go  along  with  Ihee, 
Nor  when  we're  down  at  Brighton  will  we  take  a  dip." 

So  then  I  went  upon  Ihe  stage  to  soothe  my  aching  heart,     . 

Got  letters  from  Ihe  Johnnies  by  the  score; 
I  dressed  in  tights  and  played  a  very,  very  "killing"  part — 

With  all  the  chaps  at  my  siagc  door. 

CntiuDS. 
They  said  "Tot!  "  I  said  "  What?"  "  Will  you  come  along  with  me? 

And  then  all  tlie  sights  we'll  see,  while  the  luooii  is  shinluK  bright." 
I  said  "  Not,"  they  said  "  What?"  "  I  won't  go  along  with  thee, 

I  beg  to  be  excused  upon  this  blooming  night." 


— Older  Sister:  "  Clara,  I'm  surprised  to  see  you  soak  your  bread 
in  the  gravy.  It's  exceedingly  bad  form."  Clara:  "  Well,  it's 
awfully  good  taste." 


MARGERY. 
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Written  and  Comivised  by  Arthur  West. 


There's  a  pair  of  bricht  blue  eyes,  and  they  smile  on  me: 
I'hey're  as  briubt  as  summer  skies  and  brimming  full  of  glee. 
They  belong  to  Margery,  the  darlint;  of  my  heart; 
When  1  leave  her  at  the  gate  I  say  before  we  part; 

Refrain. 
"  Margery,  Margery !  meet  me,  love,  at  the  corner, 

I'll  be  there  at  six  o'clock,  as  faithful  as  can  be; 
Though  the  niglits  are  getting  cold,  our  love  Is  warmer  and  warmer; 

If  you're  there  the  first,  my  dear  Margery,  wait  for  me." 

There's  a  nair  of  loving  arms  which  I  would  not  miss. 
There's  a  little  rosebud  month  that's  waiting  for  a  kiss; 
There's  a  pair  of  fairy  feet,  a  fancy  dream  to  see, 
And  a  wreath  of  golden  hair— they  all  belong  to  me.— i?«/rain. 

When  the  sun  has  gone  to  rest  ev'ry  night  I'm  there. 
With  her  head  upon  my  breast  I  feel  a  millionaire: 
.  When  I  get  the  golden  ring  she'll  name  the  happy  day. 
She'll  be  queen  and  I'll  be  king,  and  no  more  need  to  »&y:— Re/tain. 
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OH!    HOW    I    WANTED    IT. 
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Written  and  sung  by  Jas.  McAvoy. 
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I  remember  when  I  was  n  child  I  had  a  craving  way. 

And  the  habit  lingers  with  me  still  up  to  the  present  day; 

Ab  for  anything  I  wanted,  I  would  never  puss  it  by. 

And  when  I  couldn't  get  it,  how  1  used  to  howl  and  cry. 

My  pit  he  used  to  quiet  me  luid  Itox  me  on  the  ear. 

And  mother  slie  would  jolly  ine,  and  say  it  was  too  dear;  " 

And  then  they'd  chnse  me  up  to  bed  and  tell  me  go  to  Bleep, 

Just  because  they  could  not  buy  it  I  would  lie  awalce  and  weep. 

Cbobcs. 

Oh,  iiow  I  want«d  it,  how  I  used  to  tease. 
Oh,  how  I  wanted  it,  something  ihat  I  conldnt  get; 
Whiite'er  it  was  I'd  cry  for  it,  from  morning  until  night. 
In  fact  I  always  wanted  everything  that  was  in  sight. 

I've  got  that  craving  feeling  yet  I've  grown  to  be  a  man. 
Still  tilings  I  want  and  dying  for  to  get  I  never  can; 
Now,  at  home  I  want  to  be  toe  boss,  my  wife,  she  is,  of  conree, 
I  iini  cnizy  for  to  quit  her  and  I  long  for  a  divorce; 

Sites  sued  me  for  desertion,  also  for  nou-i*npport. 

And  twice  n  week  she  has  me  pinched  and  up  before  the  courts; 

A  legal  separation,  now,  the  Judge  he  will  not  grant, 

1  coufecs  I  love  another,  but  to  marry  her  I  can't 

Chords. 
But,  oh.  how  I  wanted  it  just  to  come  my  way. 
Oh,  how  I  wanted  it,  juBt  to  g[ive  me  chance  to  get; 
To-night  I  am  only  oat  on  hiiil,  the  Jndge  ' 


Could  I  But  See  Her  Face  Again. 

"■     ,  Copyright,  1893,  by  Wm.  H.  Friday,  Jr.  .v  ; 
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And  to-duy  he  said  he  1-new 


IS  on  to  me, 
wanted  everything  I  see. 


To-day  I  saw  a  prettv  girl,  and  dressed  way  out  of  sight. 
She  wrote  a  note  and  Siiid  that  slie'd  be  out  in  front  to-night;   . 
And  evi'rytliing  she  ate  and  drank  I  paid  for  Mice  a  man. 
And  tliiriy  cents  in  change  is  all  I've  got  left  out  of  a  ten. 
'I'lie  way  1  blew  my  ten  siie  must  Inive  thought  Ihat  I  had  stuff. 
It  brolvc  nty  heart  to  blow  myself,  but  still  I  made  tlie  bluff; 
That  little  ten  1  saved  a  week.  I  am  now  a  tenner  short, 
And  what  a  sucker  play  I  made,  trying  to  be  a  sport. 

Chorus. 
But,  oh,  how  I  wanted  it,  I've  o!ily  thirty  cents. 
Oil,  how  I  blew  It  in  upon  the  girl  I  tried  to  win;      ' 
I  guess  biie  razzle-diizzleil  nie,  but  oh,  she  was  a  peach, 
Thai's  what  1  get  for  grabbing  everything  that's  in  my  reach. 


HADN'T  NO  BUSINESS  TO  DO  IT. 
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tracks. 


I 


I'll  tnckle  this  song  if  I  drop  in  my  t 

But  1  haven't  no  bnsinesa  to  do  it; 
It  would  serve  me  just  right  to  get  hit  with  an  axe. 

For  I  haven't  no  business  to  do  it. 
The  manager  tells  me  to  do  my  whole  act, 
Thai's  whether  the  house  is  empty  or  packed. 
And  if  I  cut  it  out  I  would  surely  get  saclied, 

So  you  see  I've  no  business  to  do  it 

Chorus. 

No,  I  haven't  no  business  to  do  it, 

No,  I  haven't  no  business  to  do  It; 

Should  I  sing  out  of  key,  it  is  common  with  me. 

For  I  liadu't  no  busincs  to  do  it. 

When  a  man  he  is  dmnk— well,  yon  know  what  he  gets, 

Well,  he  hasn't  no  business  to  do  it; 
And  you  know  what  they  say  when  yon  smoke  cigarettes. 

And  you  haven't  no  business  to  do  it. 
When  yon  light  cigarettes  they  smell  like  a  l>urnt  rope. 
You  might:as  well  hit  a  good  pipe  full  of  dope, 
For  they  make  you  look  foolish,  you  feel  like  a  mope. 

And  you  haven't  no  business  to  do  it. 

..■.••■';' Chorus.  ,   ^■ 

Now,  I  hadn't  no  business  to  do  !t. 
But  I  am  happy  to  say  I  got  through  it; 
The  Richmond  fine  cut  will  get  yon  off  your  nat. 
Now,  you  haven't  no  business  to  do  it. 

One  day  a  young  lady  she  wrote  me  a  note, 

Still,  she  had  no  business  to  doit; 
I  said  I'd  be  there,  so  in  answer  I  wrote, 

But  I  liadn't  no  bnsiuess  to  do  it. 
I  whispered  some  sweet  strains  of  love  in  her  ear. 
Says  she,  "  Do  you  love  mcf"— she  then  called  me  "dear,'' 
So  she  called  her  young  brother,  and  sent  bim  for  beer, 

But  she  badu't  no  business  to  do  it. 

Chorus,  .■■...■•■ 

She  hadn't  no  business  to  do  It, 

I'd  done  it  myself  if  I  knew  it; 

Site  cluised  the  duck  twice,  for  I  badn't  the  price. 

It  was  none  of  her  business  to  do  it.  :  ,'. . 


Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  H.  Friday,  Jr.  , 

I  see  her  standing  now  as  then,  beside  the  billows  blue,  .  ., 

Pl  maiden's  blush  upon  her  cheek,  as  vowed  she  to  be  true; 

My  promised  bride,  but  ere  a  day  had  dawned  u|)OU  our  plight, 

A  quarrel  came  between  our  love,  and  parted  us  that  night. 

"I'is  years  ago,  though  time  may  change,  my  love  remains  the  same, 

I'd  give  the  world  and  all  I  have  to  see  her  face  again. 

Chorus. 
Could  I  but  see  her  face  again,  and  those  hasty  words  recall, 
I  know  her  nature,  she  would  fain  forgive  me,  gladly  forget  all; 
But  years  have  pnssed  since  last  we  met,  I've  sought  her,  but  alaa,  in  vain; 
I  luiow  she'd  lovingly  forget,  could  1  but  see  her  face  again. 

Though  years  may  come  and  years  may  go,  though  wealth  I  might  command. 

And  maidens  fair  upon  me  smile,  the  fairest  in  the  land. 

Though  kings  their  friendship  me  would  give,  exalt  me  from  their  throne. 

My  heart,  as  now,  would  ever  be  unmindful  and  alone. 

Although  Bhe  be  in  distant  lands,  tierhaps  across  the  main, 

My  love  shall  ever  faithful  be  until  we  meet  again.— CAwu*.  ;     "    ; 


'    m%^    > 
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Written  and  sung  by  Jas.  UcAvoy. 


Now  a  notion  lately  struck  me,  as  an  idea  overtook  me. 

While  a-thinking  of  a  subject  for  to  write  a  funny  sonp; 
And  to  make  it  short  and  sweet  and  interesting,  also  pleasing,         ••   ' 

Just  wait  and  hear  the  finish,  as  it  will  not  take  me  long. 
The  verse  I  am  singing  to  yon  now  is  but  un  esplaiialion. 

But  you'll  find  the  rest  are  better  ones  bef<ne  my  song  is  through; 
And  I  wouldn't  care  to  worry  yon,  or  get  yon  out  of  patience. 

As  it's  something  on  the  level  that  I  wouldn't  like  to  do. 

I'll  favor  you  most  any  way,  hut  I  conldn't  lend  you  money,  .    .; 

And  I  thiuk  I  might  refuse  you  if  you  braced  me  for  a  drink;  '     • 

And  if  you  sprung  a  joke,  I  wouldn't  laugh  unless  it*  funny. 

I  wouldn't  say  ii's  yellow,  but,  of  course,  I'd  have  to  think. 
If  I  speak  of  Jays  or  lleubens,  now  please  don't  \te  superstitious,  .   ' 

I  might  look  in  that  direction  and  slill  not  I  -■  lueaning  you; 
I  wonid  rattier  have  a  dollar  bill  than  point  you  out  or  roast  yon. 

For  it's  something,  wiien  I'm  sober,  that  I  wouldn't  like  to  do. 

For  getting  fresh  or  funny,  well,  with  me  it's  out  of  question. 

Or  looking  for  the  best  of  it  at  any  one's  expense; 
To  give  you  tips  on  nices,  or  to  pick  and  place  the  winner. 

Or  any  razzle-dazzle  games.  I  never  go  auai list. 
Would  I  pat  you  on  the  bacii?  no,  never  think  it  for  a  minute, 

To  let  you  drop  too  solid  you'd  surely  bi-cak  in  two; 
To  be  a  toutet  to  tell  the  trick,  there  isn't  nothing  ill  it,  '      , 

For  to  jolly  you  is  something  that  I  wouldn't  care  to  do. 

Now,  another  thing,  when  I  ;  •  out  you  never  see  me  mashing. 

Still  I  know  a  lot  of  sparrows  all  around  our  neighborhood; 
Still  if  married  folks  don'i  flirt  sometimes,  they  wouldn't  be  in  fashion. 

To  find  some  married  oius  that  don't,  I  doubi  it  if  yon  could. 
There's  man  and  wife,  the  jealous  traits  between  tlie  two  are  tracing. 

Still  they've  vowed  and  pledged  tiicir  word  that  to  each  other  they'd  be  true: 
But  if  I  had  to  swear  before  a  Judge,  if  sparrows  I  went  chasing, 

it  is  something,  like  the  devil,  that  I  wouldn't  care  to  du. 

In  bad  predicaments  we've  all  Itcen  when  not  expected. 

Should  you  meet  your  wife  and  have  a  lady  friend  upon  your  arm. 
Your  ihonghts  are  wiih  your  present  one  and  not  your  wife  connected. 

When,  face  to  face,  you're  horror  si  ruck  with  sudden,  wild  alarm. 
Tlien  hairpins,  bungs  and  ribbons  fly,  tliey  figlii  like  two  hyenas. 

If  Mie  earth  would  only  open  then  and  let  you  tumble  through; 
Toii're  taking  awful  chances  w  lien  with  other  girls  she's  s«?en  you,  •_,,■ 

It's  something,  when  you're  married,  that  you  can't  afford  to  do. 

Now,  to  have  a  wife  that  does  not  work  is  very  unbecoming, 

I  am  very  sorry  for  to  say  that's  someihiiig  that  I've  got;  '  -■  ' 

Just  to  have  it  easy  once  1  did  a  lot  of  bumming. 

And  to  marry  any  one  aL'ai II,  I'd  rather  firi-t  l)e  shot. 
Well,  we  have  our  family  fii;tit8  and  clinclirs  every  other  morning. 

It's  jealousy  of  oilier  gins  tlie  trouble's  sure  to  brew; 
I'll  forget  myself  some  lime  and  «m  her  eye  I'll  put  a  herring. 

If  I  was  only  able  it  is  something  I  would  do.  , .    ■  ' 

If  you  want  to  keep  a  secret  that  is,  tell  a  woman  nothing, 

Wliat  she  doesn't  know  w<iii't  harm  her,  and  she'll  none  the  wiser  be; 
For  they're  gabby  when  they  start  to  chin,  there's  no  end  to  their  giiffing, 

Wlien  they  get  among  their  neighbors  tliey  are  like  a  Harlem  flea. 
One  throws  the  balls,  the  other  makes  to  circulate  a  scandal, 

In  the  coldest  kind  of  weather  they  can  make  it  warm  for  yon; 
And  to  spread  the  news,  you  bet  tliey  do  it  right  up  to  the  handle, 

Thai's  something,  on  my  honor,  that  a  man  will  never  do. 


■( 


— CboUy:  "I 
Miss  Caustique : 


wondah  what 
"Nature." 


makes   me   so  abseDt-minded?" 
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And  tlie  Band  Played  Something  Else. 


CupyriKht,  1894,  b;  Heiirf  J.  Wehman. 


Send  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  Sonar  Books,  letter  Wrltem,  Dream  Bookn,  Portuno  Tpllers, 
Tl-ick  Books,  Recitation  Books,   Penny  Bnllads,  Cnll  Books,  Joke  Bookx,  Sketch 
Bookx,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Soni;  Bookn,  Cnok  Books,  Books  of  Amuse- 
ment, etc.,  to  Ueury  J.  Wehman,  130  &  132  I'ark  Itow,  New  York. 


Written  and  sung  by  Jos.  McAvoy. 


I  hare  met  all  kinds  of  people  joeiliiig  thrnncli  tliip  bnsy  We, 

I've  been  full  of  beer  and  whiskey,  also  fiill  of  care  anil  strife; 

I  have  kissed  all  kimis  of  niaiilens,  every  size  and  every  ai;e, 

1  have  sung  nu>st  every  t<oni;  that  I  heard  Bung  upon  the  stage; 

1  have  come  to  meet  all  coiners,  l)iit  they're  coming  j)retty  slow, 

I  iini  reiidy  for  to  let  thiiigs  flicker  when  you  halloo  "  let  her  go." 

Pawned  my  waich  to  keep  a  scciet,  watch  keepa  time  and  time  it  tells, 

Siuce  "  Anaie  Laurie  ''  liua  been  murdered,  now  the  band  plays  something  else. 

Chorus. 

"  McOinty  "  died  an  awful  death,  "  Annie  Rooney  "  lost  her  breath, 
"  Lov<-,  sweet  love,  oh,  what  ie  love?"  What  ia  lovef  well,  it's  a  chess; 
"Comrades,"  it  died  with  consumption, 

"Sweet  Kate  O'Connor's  "  in  bad  health; 
"MiiL'gie  Murphv's  Home"  is  butchered, 

Make  tlie  band  pluy  socuething  else. 

"  Ijiy  me  on  the  hill-side,  won't  you,  down  npon  the  dear  old  farm," 
But  e4)iiie  one  stole  the  liill,  and  when  they  stole  the  I'.ill  tjiey  done  no  harm, 
'  I  whistle  and  wait  for  Katie,"  Maude  is  not  in,  good  day. 
She  was  false,"  but  you  can  stand  It.  slie  look  poison,  so  they  say; 
No  one  ever  sent  an  answer  for  "  Thi^  Letter  that  never  citme." 
Tiiey  siiy  "  Tiie  Parilon  came  too  late,'"  and  now  he  is  not  iu  the  game; 
Now  they  "Throw  him  down,McClo8key,"  fling  him  "Whej  you  hear  tliem  bells," 
'  All  tho«e  songs  uie  dead  I've  nieniioDed.  won't  the  baud  play  eouiething  else? 

Chorl's. 

•'  Tiny  turned  her  picture  to  the  wall,"  and  when  they  did  they  let  it  fall, 
Just  "  I'uelve  months  auo  lo-night,"  her  faUicr  did  it  for  a  stall; 
Every  Dago  organ  grinder  plays  it  till  your  nead  it  swells. 
Everybody  kuows  it  backwards,  tell  them  grind  out  something  else. 

I  That  song,  "  The  Convict  and  the  Bird,"  that  I  couldn't  say  I've  beard, 
It  nnist  l)e  doing  time  in  Aiiburn,  if  it  ain't  I'll  taUe  its  word; 
When  '■  Little  Fishermaiden  "  died  the  tide  was  sick  and  very  low. 
An. I  that's  the  time  "  The  Actor's  Friends"  they  biiried.  "Mother  told  me  so." 
Wlien  tliey  burned  "  T4ie  old  mini  cahin,"  no  one  ever  thought  'twoiild  hii|>pen; 
'•  Mary  and  John  "  were  always  scrapping,  for  "  The  bank  it  failed  to-duy." 
All  till-  scnigs  wrote  on  mot  Iters,  have  lier  dead  like  all  the  others; 

I  Une  shun  year  is  all  they  live,  try  and  fake  up  something  ilse. 

CeoRfs. 
I  nt-vet  will  forget  the  day  when  they  murdered  "Paddy  Shay," 
A  Gi-unan  band  blew  him  to  pieceo,  "  Down  at  Coney  It-land  Bay;" 
Six  or  seven  "  Marirueritee;"  "  They're  after  me,"  I  Lear  it  smells, 
Dear  friend,  now  don't  play  "  Aiinie  Laurie," 
Fur  heaven's  sake  play  sometliing  else. 


/ 


/ 


Parody  on: 

THE    MAN    THAT    BROKE    THE 
BANK    AT    MONTE    CARLO. 
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I  just  arrived  from  Paris,  and  I  am  full  of  paris  green, 

Imu  parachute  I  went,  and  I  didn't  make  a  cent : 
I  muot  liave  l)eeu  way  out  of  siL'ht,  because  I  wasn't  seen. 

And  my  ankle  and  my  leg  they  pulled  an<l  bent. 

Aud  1  must  have  been  an  awful  fresh  young  gent. 

CnORUS. 
I  walk  along  liecanse  I  am  short,  and  I  never  ride  at  all, 
I  am  broke  friuu  sprit. g  tiil  fall,  trull  lull,  lull,  lull,  lull,  lull; 
As  along  I  jog  most  every  iniig  I  hey  lell  me  I  am  on  I  he  hog, 
1  am  the  mau  that  ate  the  lunch  at  Stephen  brodie's. 

I  got  so  awful  popular  that  they  chased  mc  out  of  town. 
So  I  jurajted  aboaid  a  freight  because  walking  was  too  great; 

They  swore  I  was  an  actor  when  I  landed  in  New  York, 
It  was  perjury,  but  the  pardon  came  too  late. 
When  I  went  to  Tuny  Smith's  to  get  a  date. 

Chorus. 
T  walk  along  because  I  am  round,  they  think  I  ntn  on  the  square. 
The  giris  ilie»  all  declare  they  go',  me  dead  for  fair; 
They  uiiik  and  kick  and  take  u  flt,  or  anyihing  to  make  a  hit. 
With  ttie  man  that  ate  the  lunch  at  Stephen  Brudie's. 

I  followed  up  the  horses,  when  I  used  to  drive  a  car, 
I  got  broke,  and  tiiere  you  are,  for  tiiC  horses  made  a  kick; 

I  was  a  riitten  iiitten,  a  regular  Texas 8iM>riing  lali-dc-dah, 
In  Bloomingdale  they  said  I  hud  a  lick, 
I  am  crazy,  but  you  bet  your  life  I  am  slick. 

Chorus. 

As  I  walk  along  Delancey  S'reet  with  my  regular  Thursday  face, 

And  after  me  they  chase,  they  come  within  an  ace; 

They  say  I  am  a  btite.  they  shout  and  hoot, 

Throw  bricks,  and  pistols  at  me  shoot, 

I  am  the  man  that  ate  the  lunch  at  Stephen  Brodie's. 


DON'T    DO    ANYTHING    UNTIL 
YOU   HEAR  FROM   ME. 


Copyright,  18M,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Written  and  sung  by  Jas.  HcAvoy. 


I  nsed  to  lire  on  promises,  tintil  awhile  aco 
.    I  found  it  was  not  i>ollcy,  I'd  nothing  for  to  show; 

I  trusted  folks  and  friends  that  sent  me  letteis  throngh  the  mall. 
One  ceriaiu  line  they'd  always  write,  twos  never  known  to  fail. 

CHonns. 

They'd  say,  "Remember,  don't  doanything  until  you  bear  from  me. 
There's  cliances  I  can  fix  it,  in  a  day  or  so  I'll  see;" 
The  only  thing  was  wait,  of  course,  that's  how  they  pulled  my  knee. 
When  they'd  write  me,  "  Don't  do  anything  until  you  hear  from  me." 

That  time  I  hadn't  worked  a  lick  for  very  near  a  year. 

My  groceryman  and  butcher  every  day  were  looking  queer; 

One  day  I  hracetl  a  friend  for  ten,  he  didn't  have  a  nick. 

So  that  night  he  sent  a  postal  card,  that  postal  made  me  sick. 

Chorus. 
It  said,  "  Rememlwr.  don't  do  anything  until  you  hear  from  me," 
And  telegrams,  next  afternoon,  he  sent  me  two  or  three; 
I  )»aid  the  charges  on  them  all,  he  sent  them  C.  O.  D., 
They  read,  "  Now  don't  do  anytlTing  until  you  hear  from  me." 

Says  I,  "  This  gng  will  never  do,  I'll  hustle  for  myself," 
I  burned  thost-  notes  and  ti'leirratns  I  saved  npon  the  shelf; 
At  last  I  L'ot  a  job,  and  got  my  diamnnds  out  of  soak, 
Thcu  I  got  a  letter  from  uiy  friend,  it  stated  he  was  broke. 

Chorus. 
I  wrote  him  h.ick,  "  Now,  don't  do  anything  until  you  hear  from  me," 
It  sounded  awful  funny,  luit  I  didn't  care  a  D; 
A  Miildoon  picnic  company  left  liiiii  out  in  Kankakee, 
I  answered,  "  Don't  do  anything  until  you  bear  frum  me." 

Now,  traveling  is  my  buHiness,  so  I  leave  my  wife  behind. 
Still  I  send  her  lot»  of  presents,  for  1  am  ever  good  and  kind; 
1  wrote  and  said,  "  I'll  siiid  a  biiby  carriage  home  to  you," 
She  Sent  u  hearty  answer  back,  the  lines  were  t>hori  and  few. 

Chorus. 

She  says,  "Now,  Jimmy,  don't  do  anything  until  you  hear  from  me, 
For  mistakes  are  apt  to  happen  in  most  any  family: 
You  are  getting  off  your  noiHllcs,  Jim.  or  joking  you  must  be, 
No,  Jimmy,  don't  do  anything  until  you  hear  from  me." 

A  friend  of  mine  a  month  ago  got  n)arried  on  the  biy. 

He  told  me  confldentially  to  keep  the  matter  shy; 

The  ueddinL'  it  was  secretly,  agninsi  her  nioiher's  will, 

So  not  to  start  a  scandal  I  advised  him  keep  it  still.  -   ':! 

Chorus. 

And  said.  "  Ri-member,  don't  do  anything  until  yon  hear  from  me. 
Don't  dare  to  let  her  nmther  know,  she  never  will  agree;" 
He  told  her  mother,  now  she  got  him  pinched.  I.e  can't  get  free, 
Now  I  told  him  not  to  do  anything  until  he  heard  from  me. 

A  couple  In  my  neighborhood  were  suing  for  divorce, 

1'he  husband  swore  his  wife  she  was  tne  one  to  blame,  of  course; 

"I'was  decided  in  her  favor,  and  the  jury  made  it  short, 

'Twas  "  Not  guilty,"  then  the  clerk  he  hallooed,   '  Order  in  tlie  court." 

CnoRus. 

And  then  the  Judge  said 

lie  called  her  husband  to  the  bar  t'>  pay  her  lawyer's  fee; 
I  was  a  wiliiess  in  tlie  case,  says  I,  "  Old  girl,  you're  free. 
And  I  hope  you  won't  do  anything  until  you  hear  from  mc. 


■•J?l 


Don't  do  anything  nntil  you  hear  from  me," 
r  her  fiiwyer's  " 


IIow  many  ladies  write  to  me,  my  services  to  eUL'age, 
To  put  them  in  tlie  husinesM  so  they'll  act  upon  the  stage; 
The  photographs  of  their  faces  look  like  rainy  Friday  nights, 
I  answer  ail  tlie  pretty  ones,  especially  those  in  lights. 

Chorus, 

I  write  them  Imck,  "  Now  don't  do  anything  until  you  hear  from  me,' 

Their  ages  run  from  thirty-flve  as  high  as  flfty-three. 

And  nothing  else  will  suit  them  but  an  oj)era  company. 

So  iliey  eay  they  can't  do  anything  until  they  hear  frum  me. 


— "  No,  George,"  she  said,  "  I'll  take  j'otir  arm,  if  3'ou  plena*'. 
My  l)ot)k  of  (It'coruin  says  nobody  but  n  cad  or  an  iisber  ever  gral>8 
a  lady  by  the  arm.     Besides,"  she  added,  "it's  begun  to  take." 


— "  How  is  that  son  of  yours,  tliat  you  had  such  hopes  of,  get-  ( 
ting  nlf)ng,  MayUury?"     "  Middlin',"  middlin'."     "You   u.sed  to  ( 
say  he  was  going  to  set  the  world  afire."     "  Hull!     Tlie  only  thing  ' 
lie  ever  .set  afire  was  my  barn,  aud  the  blamed  thing  wa'aut  in- 
sured nuther." 

— Mr,  Dadson  (in  one  corner  of  the  ballroom):  "By  gee,  that  !> 
l)oy  of  mine  lias  danced  with  more  girls  than  any  other  young  fel- 
low in  the  room.     He  is  just  like  his  faliier  over  again." 

Mrs.  Dadson  (in  unotlier  corner  of  the  ballroom):  "It  is  just 
amazing  to  note  how  contident  and  how  popular  Willie  is  with  the 
young  ladies.     He  isn't  a  bit  like  his  father  at  his  age." 
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JUST    COMMENCING-. 
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>«■.• 


To  sing  some  fanny  verBCB  is  the  reason  I  am  here, 
Yoa  will  find  the  words  and  melody  are  pleasing  to  the  ear; 
So  do  not  feel  uneasy  while  I  sing  this  one  to  yon, 
I  am  satisfied  'twill  hit  you  right  oef ore  my  song  is  through. 

Cbobds. 

For  I  am  only  just  commencing,  yes,  I  am  only  just  commencing, 

Now  the  first  time  that  I  tried  it,  how  the  audience  they  gtiyed  it; 

But  I  am  only  just  commencing,  breaking  in  and  just  commencing. 

It  is  merely  but  a  starter,  just  to  see  what  I  can  do. 

Well,  tJie  subject  I  will  change;  I  met  a  girllast  New  Year's  day, 

She  thought  I  was  a  rubber,  for  I  hadn't  much  to  say; 

At  first  I  rather  fooled  her  with  an  easy  going  talk,  - 

Till  I  whispered  something  in  her  ear  and  told  her  keep  It  dark. 

Chorus. 
For  I  was  only  just  commencing,  I  was  only  just  commencing. 
Well,  she  nearly  turned  a  twister  when  I  kissed  her  for  her  sister; 
I  was  only  just  commencing,  getting  fresh  and  just  commencing, 
It  was  but  an  introduction,  just  commencing  at  it  new. 

I  asked  her  if  slie'd  like  a  drink,  she  said  she  did  not  mind. 
It.  did  not  tulce  us  very  long  a  beer  saloon  to  find; 
1  treated  over  twenty  times,  she  never  missed  a  trick, 
Aud  when  she  switcned  from  beer  to  boose,  it  couldn't  come  too  quick. 

Cbobub. 

For  she  was  only  just  commencing,  twenty  drinks  and  just  commencing. 

1  asked  her  where  she  sto.ved  it;  '*  Why,"  she  says,  *'  I  am  not  loaded; 

lam  only  just  commencing,  feeling  easy,  just  commencing;" 

I  bad  to  shirt  to  seltzer,  while  my  lady  ordered  beer. 

That  night  I  went  home  loaded  and  I  didn't  have  a  red, 
My  wife  she  pulled  my  gaiters  off  and  dumped  me  into  bed; 
Says  she,  "  What  kept  you  out  so  late,  where  did  you  get  this  nutf" 
She  found  it  dowu  iu  my  pocket,  going  through  my  inside  coat. 

Chobub. 
Then  I  knew  she  was  commencing  searching  me,  and  just  commencing, 
She  >vent  down  a  little  further,  found  a  picture,  and  another; 
I  could  see  she  was  commencing  for  to  do  me,  was  commencing. 
Well,  my  face  was  like  a  Hamburgh  steak  when  she  was  done  with  me. 

A  year  ago  this  very  night  a  friend  of  mine  got  wed. 
And  a  blushing  bride  of  seventeen  he  to  tiie  parson's  led; 
While  down  their  way  last  Sunday  night,  I  made  a  social  call, 
To  my  surprise,  you  couldn't  think,  I  heard  a  youngist  squall. 

Cbobub. 
They  were  only  just  commencing,  new  married,  just  commencing, 
I  whispered  to  her  giblets,  says  1,  "Twins?"    Says  she,  "  No,  triplets." 
They  were  only  just  commencing  keeping  house,  and  just  commencing, 
1  nearly  had  a  hemorrhage  when  she  tola  me  there  were  three. 


m  *  » 
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Lately  I  came  in  from  Yonkers,  I  am  a  Stranger  in  the  town, 
I've  escaped  the  bunco  steerers  here  and  there  while  moping  round; 
Friends  of  mine  who  are  well  posted  put  me  on  to  all  I  know. 
Told  me  when  1  struck  the  city  just  exactly  where  to  go. 

Go  and  see  the  Crystal  Maze,  then  go  up  to  Central  Park, 
When  you're  in  that  pleasant  quarter,  up  to  Harlom  tuke  a  walk;       ■ 
Take  the  trolley  out  to  Fordham,  buck  again  to  Harlem  Bridge, 
Then  get  on  the  Elevated,  you  will  find  out  which  is  which. 

Get  off  some  place  on  the  Bowery,  mind  and  see  wliat  you're  ahont. 
Take  frond  care  of  what  yoa  driulc,  or  you  might  drink  a  knocker  out; 
Should  some  lady  say  "  Good  evening,"  call  you  Perkins  for  a  stall. 
If  she  asks  you  home  to  supper,  don't  go  near  her  flat  at  all. 

Inquire  and  call  on  Stephen  Brodie,  tell  him  that  I  sent  yon  there. 
He  s  a  friend  of  everybody,  Steve  will  treat  you  fair  and  square; 
Then  t;o  down  to  Chinatown,  for  Chinatown  is  something  new. 
Take  a  walk  through  Baxter  street,  and  wire  me  if  you  get  through. 

Chatham  Square  there  is  a  museum,  in  the  rear  there's  poke  rooms, 
If  they  touch  you,  you  won't  feel  it;  try  and  next  get  in  the  Tombs; 
Then  go  down  to  City  Hall  and  count  the  bums  that's  in  the  park, 
Look  up  at  the  Woiid  building,  you'll  get  dizzy  as  a  galk. 

On  the  Bridge  yon  walk  to  Brooklyn,  Coney  Island  take  the  train. 
Why  not,  while  you're  at  the  Island,  go  and  see  John  Y.  McKauef 
John  will  make  it  pleasant  for  you,  I  don't  see  why  John  Y.  cunt, 
If  you're  drunk  or  if  you're  sober,  he'll  show  you  the  Elephant. 

Then  jump  on  the  iron  steamer,  you  will  have  a  pleasant  sail. 
But  wneu  you're  mixing  in  with  people  do  not  mix  in  with  mixed  ale; 
Tuke  the  cable  back  to  Bowery,  walk  around  and  see  the  sights. 
If  the  Night  Owls  are  iu  the  London,  go  and  see  the  girls  in  tights. 

Go  through  Houston,  go  through  Bleecker,  South  Fifth  ave.,  Thompson  st., 
No  matter,  try  and  not  get  twisted  while  you're  tramping  on  that  beat; 
If  you're  lost  ask  some  policeman  show  yon  up  to  Union  Sqiiure, 
Stand  around  Joe  Schmidt's  awhile,  you're  apt  to  meet  Jim  Richmond  there. 

If  you're  np  Broadway  drop  in  Nick  Engle's,  that's  a  nice  place  for  to  go. 
Buy  a  drink,  then  while  you're  waiting  yon  see  lots  of  folks  you  know; 
Bat  if  you're  locked  out,  go  to  Proctor's,  sleepy,  tired,  and  nearly  dead, 
After  Proctor's  go  to  breuifast,  after  breakfast  go  to  bed. 


Looking  for  Something  Like  That. 
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Willie  Binging  this  evening  I'll  not  get  too  gay,      . . 

For  you're  looking  for  something  like  that^ 
I'll  give  you  some  ginger,  that  is,  in  a  way. 

If  you're  looking  for  something  like  that 
What  you  hear  will  not  shock  you,  you  needn't  turn  pale, 
This  song  for  to  piciise  you  I  know  it  won't  fail. 
It's  like  wide  cars  you  see  on  a  narrow  gauge  rail. 

If  you're  looking  for  something  like  that.  *      . 

Chobcs. 

Well,  you're  looking  for  something  like  that,  _, 

You're  looking  for  something  like  that; 
I'll  fool  you  right  here,  for  you  got  the  wrong  steer 
When  you're  looking  for  something  like  that. 

There's  nine  out  of  ten,  we  will  say,  in  a  pinch, 

That  are  looking  for  something  like  that; 
You're  all  right  in  line  and  I  know  it's  a  cinch. 

When  you  re  looking  for  something  like  that 
You'll  listen  to  anything  chock  full  of  spice. 
And  when  you  don't  get  it  you're  chilly  as  ice,    ; 
Well,  I  know  how  to  do  it  and  give  it  out  nice, 

If  you're  looking  for  something  like  that. 

Cbobub. 
Oh,  you're  looking  for  something  like  that, 
I'll  gamble  it's  something  like  that: 
Now  I'll  have  to  decline,  for  it's  out  of  my  line. 
If  you're  waiting  for  something  like  thai. 

To-day  I  was  very  near  choked  for  r  drink, 

I  was  looking  for  something  like  that; 
When  I  braced  the  bartender  and  gave  him  the  wink. 

He  tumbled  to  something  like  that. 
He  picked  up  a  bottle  before  I  could  sneak. 
Then  he  squirted  the  seltzer  right  up  in  my  cheek. 
Then  my  face  and  my  whiskers  they  started  to  leak, 

I  was  looking  for  nothing  like  that 

Cbobub. 

I  was  looking  fornothing  like  that, 

I  was  dreaming  of  nothing  like  that: 

Says  a  bum  at  the  door  that  just  got  it  before^  ,     ' 

"  I  was  looking  for  something  like  that." 

For  instance,  a  lady  you  pass  on  the  street,  , 

You're  looking  for  something  like  that; 
You  stare  in  her  face  and  yon  jraze  at  her  feet. 

If  you're  looking  for  something  like  that. 
She  might  turn  around,  and  |>erhap8  she  might  stop. 
She  might  spring  that  old  chess,  let  her  handkercliief  drop. 
It's  your  cue  if  you're  chasing,  just  follow  her  up. 

She's  looking  for  something  like  that 

Chobub.  -  ■ ,  ^    ;" 

If  you're  looking  for  something  like  that. 
If  you're  looking  for  something  like  tliat 
I  needn't  tell  yon,  for  you  know  what  to  do. 
When  you're  flirting  with  ladies  like  that. 

I'll  go  home  and  my  wife  she'll  start  in  with  her  speech, 

I  am  waiting  for  something  like  that; 
And  you  ought  to  hear  her,  you'd  say  she's  a  peach. 

You've  heard  lectures,  but  nothing  like  that. 
Ten  yards  is  the  distance  I  generally  keep, 
Or  else  with  a  flat-iron  behind  me  she'll  creep, 
Should  she  swing  and  she'd  hit  me  she  puts  me  to  sleep, 

Well,  I  am  looking  for  something  like  ttaL 

Cbobub. 

When  Bhe  soakB  me  it's  something  like  that. 

She  can  upper-cut  something  like  that{ 

When  I  stay  out  too  late  and  come  home  with  a  sleate, 

I  am  sure  to  get  something  like  that. 

At  the  front  door  she'll  kiss  yon  good-bye  in  the  mom, 

"  Good-bye,  love,"  or  something  like  that; 
And  she  tells  you  how  lonely  she  is  when  you're  gone. 

She's  sure  to  spring  something  like  that. 
And  scarcely  before  you  get  out  of  the  block 
Around  at  the  back  door  somebody  will  knock,   ■ 
But  whatever  I  tell  you,  don't  take  any  stock, 

I  am  looking  for  something  like  that 

...«■.■ 
.  ;,'■  Chobub. 

I  am  looking  for  something  like  that,  ; 

I've  often  been  looking  for  that;  >• 

Well,  it's  better,  of  course,  for  to  get  a  divorce. 
When  they're  keeping  yon  guessing  like  that. 


—"What  do  you  want?"  asked  the  housewife.  "  Suthin'  to 
eat."  "  I  haven't  anything  in  the  house  except  some  bread  and 
corned  beef.  Do  you  want  some  of  that?"  "  No,"  he  said  sadly. 
"  I  guess  I'll  move  on.  It  'ud  be  a  pity  ter  waste  sech  a  fine  ap- 
petite on  sech  poor  vittles." 


-( 


tfHMBMaan 


as 


-rr^ 


WEH MAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.  42. 


Parody  on: 

HE   NEVER  CARES  TO   WANDER 
FROM   HIS   OWN   FIRESIDE. 


Written  by  William  Jerome. 


Band  for  Fr«>e  Cfttalotrue  of  Sonsr  Books,  Lett<>r  Writers,  Pream  Bookn,  Fortnno  Tellers, 

Trick  Rook*.  Hecitation  Books.   I'enny  Balladd.  Cull  Itookg,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 

Books.  Stump  Spe««-heM,  Irish  H<>nK  Hooks,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuao- 

ment,  etc.,  to  Henr/  J.  Wehmaii,  130  Si  132  Park  Kow.  New  York. 

Some  folks  seem  to  take  life  easy,  others  take  whate'er  they  can. 

Some  take  wives  because  it's  cheaper,  anil  live  on  the  instalment  plan; 

I  have  got  -x  brother  Charlie,  and  his  wife  she  works  all  iliiv. 

While  lie  stays  home  and  works  the  (growler,  speudiug  all  uis  darling's  pay. 

CUORUS. 

He  never  cares  to  wander  from  his  owu  fireside. 

He  never  cares  to  ramble  or  to  roam; 
With  the  growler  by  bis  side,  and  a  lovely  flowing  tide. 

There's  uo  place  like  home,  sweet  home. 

Now  his  face  with  joy  is  beaming,  always  has  a  fiiunv  gas. 
Tells  bis  friends  who  call  to  see  him,  life  is  just  one  joyous  jag; 
His  |>oor  wife  she  has  to  hustle,  for  he's  as  lazy  as  a  Turk, 
And  he  says  the  doctors  told  him  that  he  was  too  strong  to  work. 

Chorus. 
He  never  cares  to  wander  from  his  own  fireside, 

Ue  never  cares  to  ramble  or  to  roam; 
And  for  sure  he'd  work  uo  more,  he  nailed  bis  sboea  dowu  to  the  floor, 
And  there's  uo  place  like  home,  sweet  home. 


THE    LAZY    MAN. 
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Kind  friends  listen  to  me  about  a  week, 

All  those  who  haven't  time  to  wait  had  better  take  a  sneak; 

When  I  sung  all  the  ladies  wept  aiid  cried  and  went  in  black, 

Boys  cried,  and  men  they  cried,  to  get  their  money  back. 

The  first  lime  I  sung  it  all  the  gallery  fell  asleep. 

They  started  in  a-snoricg,  like  a  lot  of  lazy  sheep; 

I  fired  off  a  cannon,  but  I  couldn't  make  them  bear. 

And  the  only  thing  that  woke  them  up  was  when  I  hallooed  "  beerl" 

I'll  sing  abont  a  lazy  man,  his  name  was  Lazy  Dick, 

Ue  took  an  oiitli  when  he  was  born  he'd  never  work  a  lick; 

He  was  so  inferniil  lazy  that  he  wouldn't  eat  his  tiriib. 

And  he  wouldn't  more  a  step  unless  you  bit  him  with  a  club. 

Too  lazy  for  to  light  his  pipe,  too  lazy  for  to  kick. 

And  when  he  couldn't  lay  awake  he  couldn't  lay  a  brick; 

Too  lazy  for  to  shiver  and  too  laey  for  to  shake. 

And  of  all  the  lazy  people.  Lazy  Dick  he  took  the  cake. 

Too  lazy  for  to  whistle  and  too  lazy  for  to  sing. 

He  got  so  awful  lazy  that  he  couldn't  do  a  thing; 

Too  lazy  for  to  catch  a  cold,  too  lazy  for  to  cry. 

At  last  he  got  too  lazy  for  to  wink  bis  other  eye. 

He  got  too  lazy  for  to  gape— he  could,  but  very  slow. 

Ana  bis  face  it  got  so  lazy  that  bis  whiskers  wouldn't  grow; 

Bis  father  bireaa  lazy  man  to  help  him  for  to  think, 

But  he  always  straightened  up  when  some  one  asked  him  take  a  drink. 

It  would  lake  a  couple  of  quarts  of  booze  to  get  him  aseiflcd, 

Too  lazy  to  refuse  a  drink  until  he  got  his  tide; 

And  w  hen  he'd  get  hia  lazy  load  you'd  never  hear  him  squeal. 

And  every  time  he'd  miss  a  drink  we'd  slap  liini  on  the  heel. 

Too  lazy  for  to  take  a  bath,  he  never  changed  his  clothes, 

And  he'd  never  change  bis  mind  until  they  wet  hiiu  with  the  hose; 

He'd  lay  in  bed  and  starve  to  death,  be  was  a  lazy  mope. 

He'd  dream  that  he  was  hungry  and  get  up  and  eat  the  soap. 

He  flirted  with  the  chambermaid,  and  married  her,  Ibey  say, 

But  he  was  too  tired  and  Imzv  for  to  name  the  wedding  day; 

And  ibe  very  day  he  married  her,  so  all  the  papers  say, 

Ue  tried  to  hire  a  man  to  go  to  church  niid  lake  bis  place. 

Too  lazv  to  remember  that  he  marrietl  Mary  Ann, 

When  they  woke  him  up  and  told  him  thut  he  was  a  married  man. 

Too  lazy  for  to  realize  exactly  what  he  did. 

He  swears  ii  never  happened,  it  was  only  for  a  kid. 

Then  they  sent  him  to  the  lazy  house,  where  all  the  lazy  lay, 
A  jury  and  a  lazy  Judge  they  gave  hlin  ninety  days; 
They  arreste<l  him  for  sleeping,  for  it  was  a  luzy  crime. 
Then  the  Judge  lie  gave  him  ninety  more  for  sleeping  over  time. 
The  doctor  said  tliat  laziness  bad  filled  him  with  the  gout, 
And  when  his  time  was  up  be  was  too  lazy  to  come  out: 
His  clothes  they  grew  too  tight  to  him,  that  was  his  excuse. 
So  the  jailer  ripped  him  up  the  back  and  had  to  turn  him  loose. 

Too  lazy  for  to  take  a  car,  he  had  to  take  the  track, 

He  put  his  left  foot  out  in  front  and  couldn't  get  it  back;  , 

The  other  foot  it  staid  liehind  and  couldn't  move  a  peg. 

He  was  too  lazy  for  to  ask  soniebo<ly  to  pusli  or  pull  his  leg. 

A  cop  went  up  and  asked  him  if  he'd  try  and  lift  his  feet. 

He  said  he  couldn't  move  a  foot,  they'd  have  to  move  the  street; 

So  they  lit  a  keg  of  dynamite,  they  lit  it  on  I  ho  square, 

And  it  blew  the  street  from  under  him  and  left  him  in  the  air. 

It  blew  him  up  a  half  a  mile  above  the  City  Hall, 

Ue  won't  come  down  because  he  is  too  lazy  for  to  fall; 

And  a  man  that  makes  the  rain  is  faking  up  a  thunder  shower, 

And  if  llglitnlng  ever  hits  hiui  he'll  be  back  in  half  an  hour. 

Yon  can  see  him  through  a  telescope,  he's  np  there  in  the  sky, 

Dvnamite  it  didn't  kill  him.  he's  too  lazy  for  to  die; 

The  papers  said,  while  walking  on  a  cloud  he  Blip|>ed  and  fell, 

And  if  ne  doesn't  go  to  heaven,  let  him  go  to— church. 
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You've  all  heard  of  the  man  that  broke  the  bank  at  Hontc  Carlo;  I 

Soon  be  met  a  New  York  girl,  she  set  him  in  a  whirl, 

Then  over  head  and  ears  in  love  with  her  he  quickly  sank,  [cannot  blame. 

And  the  most  of  you  would  do  the  very  same,  so  this  naughty  little  girl  you 

Chorus. 

He  bought  her  lots  of  diamond  rings,  a  sealskin  sacque  or  two. 

All  his  money  in  he  blew,  but  she  stuck  to  him  like  glue; 

Her  heart  was  true,  it  was  no  joke,  so  modest  was  the  girl  that  broke 

The  man  who  broke  the  bank  at  Monle  Carlo. 

She  took  him  down  to  Guttenherg  anil  blew  in  all  his  tin 

On  a  horse  that  didn't  win,  but  she  didn't  care  a  pin; 

She  would  sit  and  grin  at  the  silly  bloke,  so  charming  was  the  girl  that  broke 

The  man  who  broke  the  bank  at  Monte  Carlo. 

Next  she  introduced  him  to  a  cousin,  a  very  nice  vonng  man, 

Ittit  he  fancied  that  he  wore  rings  he'd  given  her  before; 

'I'hen  he  wined  her,  and  he  dined  her,  and  champagne  like  water  ran. 

And  his  leg  she  kept  on  pulling  more  and  more. 

Cborub. 

He  bought  her.pngs  and  poodles  while  the  happy  momenta  passed, 

Iler  eyes  on  him  were  cast,  she  wondered  would  it  last. 

From  Ills  dream  of  joy  he  never  woke;  "  he's  an  angel,"  said  the  girl  that  broke  / 

The  man  who  broke  the  bank  at  Monle  Carlo.  ( 

She  took  him  out  one  "  bargain  day,"  and  trotted  him  about,  ( 


Where  girls  who  "cash  "  did  shout,  where  the  folks  drop  in  and  out; 

Since  then  his  vest  he  had  to  soak,  but  the  owns  tiie  store,  the  girl  that  broke 

Tlie  man  who  broke  the  bank  at  Monte  Carlo, 
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ITALIAN    JOE. 
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Who  he  was  I  couldn't  tell  yon,  where  he  came  from  I  don't  know. 
The  boys  about  here  called  him  Big  Italian  Joe. 
Ue  struck  here  one  May  morning,  just  at  the  break  of  day. 
He'd  uo  trauk,  no  grip,  uo  uothiug,  but  he  said  he  came  to  stay. 

lie  got  work  from  old  Bill  Mathew,  down  at  Bill's  "  Kitty  "  claim. 
Bill  he  called  it  the  "  Kitty  "  'cause  thi^  was  his  (laughter's  name. 
Joe  was  a  queer  young  fellow,  lie  lived  alone  on  Deadman's  Uill, 
On  the  door  of  his  hut  his  name  be  cut,  and  it's  on  the  door,  pard,  still. 

Ue  was  one  of  those  dark-skinned  fellows,  with  eyct  as  black  as  night. 
And  it  didn't  take  much  to  vex  liim,  and  when  vexed,  well,  he  could  fight; 
He  didn't  pal  with  the  boys  much,  and  didn't  smoke,  chew  or  drink. 
And  he  spoke  but  very  little,  and  moved  as  quick  as  a  wink. 

Bill  Mathew's  daughter  Kitty  was  quite  the  proper  sort,  '    ! 

Hill  thought  her  a  perfect  angel,  and  quite  right  indeed  he  thought; 
She  was  a  young  miss,  scarcely  twenty,  a  sort  of  wild  miss,  you  know. 
She'd  kept  house  for  Bill  siuce  her  mother  died,  in  the  valley  down  U  knv. 

Bill  one  day  went  down  to  Reno,  just  a  short  way  east  of  here, 
The  day,  pard,  was  very  cloudy,  and  a  storm  was  very  near; 
That  night  it  stormed  and  thundered,  and  Bill  hadn't  come  back  yet, 
I  was  standing  iu  "The  Tavern,"  when  Kitty  come  in  all  wet. 

"  What  time  is  it,  Jim?"  she  said  to  me.     "  Just  half-past  ten,"  I  said, 
"  And  wliat  are  you  doing  out,  sis?  why,  you  should  be  home,  in  bed." 
"  I  can't  sleep  to-night,  "  site  said,  "Jim,  I'm  left  ail  alone,  you  know; 
Dad's  not  back  from  KCno  yet,  I  think  he's  very  slow." 

Jnst  then  the  door  flew  open,  and  In  stiiggered  her  father,  Bill, 
Ills  face  all  cuts  and  bleeding,  in  fancy  I  see  it  still. 
"  My  child!"  lie  cried;  *'  Where's  Kiltyf"    Then  on  the  floor  he  fell. 
Kitty  beside  him  knelt,  and  cried:  "  Who  did  it,  dad?  Come,  tell  I" 

"  Yes,  Bill,"  I  said,  "  who  did  it?"    "  I'd  a  little  fight,"  said  he, 
"  And  the  other  man,  damn  him.  he  got  the  best  of  me. 
It  happened  at  the  ford,  Jim,  just  a  little  while  ago; 
'Twas  only  a  little  quarrel  'twixt  me  and  Italian  Joe. 

"  I'd  jnst  a  few  words  with  him,  and  I  started  to  go  my  way. 
When  I  turned  my  back  he  sprung  on  me,  like  a  coyote  on  his  prey. 
I  tried  bard  to  t>e8t  him,  pan),  I  knew  I'd  to  fight  for  life, 
I  had  the  cur  near  whlpi>ed,  pard,  when  he  drew  a  knife." 

Bill  staggered  to  his  feet,  then,  and  cried,  "  I  cannot  seel 
Kill  the  Italian  cur,  pardt  Down  him,  he's  killed  mel 
It  was  all  on  account  of  Kitty,  he  wanted  her  for  his  wife; 
'Cause  I  said  he  couldn't  have  her,  he  stabbed  me  with  a  knife. 

"  I  know  fTs  all  up  with  me,  pord;  look  after  her,  won't  yon,  Jimf 
She'll  be  left  all  alone  when  I  m  gone;  keep  her  away  from  him. 
My  God t  boys,  I'm  going.    Kitty,  my  child,"  he  cried: 
Tlie  girl  she  caught  him  In  her  arms,  and  in  her  arms  he  died. 

Kitty,  poor  child,  she  wept  and  wept,  look,  after  the  death  of  Bill, 
And  one  dav,  poor  girl,  sne  passed  away:  she's  buried  on  yoniler  hill. 
And  the  Italian  cur  who  killed  her  dad,  what  became  of  himf  I  don't  know, 
But  the  boys  about  Lonely  Camp  remember  Italian  Joe. 
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SEEING  JENNIE  HOME. 


SONG  AND  CHORUS. 


Arr.  by  F.  W.  Meacham. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  C.  Edwards. 
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Jen    -    nie  home... 
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Words  and  Music  by  Edoar  Selden. 


1.  Down    where       de      flat    - 

2.  When de     night 

3.  IJIacIc crows  j>erch 
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bet     -     ter    far,     than     mon  -  ey,  My       Jo   -    ban  -    na       John  -   son,  she's    my         beau 
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DON'T  FORGET  ME,   MARY! 
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1.  They    kissed   and     part  -  ed       at        the       gate,      A  lass     and        lov  -   ing         swain,. 

2.  The       ship    went    sail  -   ing     far         a    -    way    Thro'      wild     and        an  -   gry         wave,.. 

3.  At       home    his      Ma   -   ry     fond  -   ly       waits    Her        lov  -  er's       glad      re     -     turn,... 
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love      that  bloomed    in  Ma  -  ry's      heart   Shone    thro'      her 

dark  -  some     night,      no        land      in        sight, —  For     death      he 
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neath 
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in 
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plea  While  whisper  -  ing  sad  "good  -.bye!", 
foam  His  voice  rose  sound  -  ing  clear:., 
hear       His        voice        in         lov    -    ing        tone!.. 
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Keep      your      heart       in        glad 
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Don't      for    -    get         me, 
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Ma        -        ry,  I'll        think         of 
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HAVE  YOU  SEEN  HER? 


Words  by  George  Cooper. 
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1.  Have 
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seen 

her? 
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girl 
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the 

2.  Have 
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seen 
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can 

tell 
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in 
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smile 
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not 
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with 
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I 

love 
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more 

and 

girl 

so 
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der 

That 
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while, 
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Oh, boyn,  And       our 
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1040  It's  funny  what  laffer  will  do 

1011  Im't  that  an  awful  shame 

1042  KImk  dal  golden  bell 

1013  Henia  of  c>Jd  Ireland 

lOM  JnMt)  James  l^ny 

lOlo  Younif  man  that  used  to  liveorer  the 

I04S  We'VL-  both  berii  tli^re  before  many  a 

1047  Now  I  i-ome  to  think  uf  it  Ltime 

1018  1  iiaid  the  $10  «'>'  K'tirady 

Ili4»  With  all  her  funlts  1  Iutu  her  Mill 

1060  Dear  liClle  hunds 

1051  Just  ocross  from  Ji'i'sey 

lOfi^  Snlvatii>ii  army,  nil 

1>jKI  Four 'leven  foity-four 

1054  Family  overhead 

1UG6  I  wondir  buw  long  It  will  htat 

1056  Charleston  lilues 

in&;  MaJ<>r  Uilleather 

lu5K  Buodle 

lu6t>  Thai's  an  old  troK  with  nie 

IMu  Vallt>y  lay  winilintr  l>efur«  mo 

IWl  Little  li.dt(e  schuul 

11*:!  Uld  feather  l>etl 

1063  I  never  drink  liehind  the  bmr 

lu64  McNally'a  row  of  Hats 

1065  I'll  wear  the  troiifen*,  oh 

IU66  hirollniK  on  the  aonda 

1067  Mulberry  spi  ingrs 

lucx  Good  b>e,  my  hui>ey,  I'm  goiie 

IU69  Fluni-puddintr 

lu;o  I  could  tell  it  if  I  fell  in  the  dnrk 

1071  Let  Kriii  reinenilier  the  duyit  of  old 

I07'2  Hrr<-  lies  an  aotor 

1<«?3  Mister  l)<x>le>  's  yeewe 

I07I  Ten  thousand  niileoaway  on  the  banks 

lu;5  Mother's  Ust  letter  to  me    [of  a  lonely 

1076  Fill  and  lii.'<  little  brown  mai'e 

1077  Walei  ereases 

lOTR  She  lives  on  Mun-ny  HiU 

lu79  Eileen,  swi'i't  Kilien 

■•MO  Hurry,  little  children,  Sunday  mom 

loxi  My  httle  side  door 

luvj  It  showered  atfniii 

liKi  Market  on  Saturday  night 

I0H4  oiheriuTanKeiuents 

lutt5  Haul  de  wi>..d-pile  down 

lUM  As  we  wander  in  the  oiange-gnyre 

I0JI7  Drill,  ye  tairk-rs,  drill 

lfW8  Mutty-liack 

loKd  cmly  a  bluebell 

l<m  Ijule  b.'T  blue 

lu'.d  Where  the  sweet  magnolia  grows 

lUtr]  I  >lil  black  crow 

1093  Helffh,  ho!  lin^o  Sally 

liHM  Hunt  the  bntTnlo 

IVJS  Ked  haired  girl  and  near-by  wblt« 

1"M  I>el  hi'i  go,  Gallagher  Ihorae 

1U97  MasMii's  weddtngnight 

1UV8  olU  hiirn  floor 

loyo  Iiridal  march 

llml  Slavery's  pasoed  away 

I  lui  Where  did  you  get  that  bati 

1102  My  MiigKle 

1103  ikanlanls. string  toiig 
U04  Ton  and  I,  lore 

1106  Mottoe'<  Chat  ar«  framed  upon  the  wiUI 
llOIJ  iOizzle  dazzle 
U07  Whistling  cooa 

1IQ8  nello!  Reilly 

11(19  KJUuloe 

1110  Kajewell,  Hargnerlt« 

lilt  Span-  that  old  mud  cabin 

1112  Since  Kate  learnt  how  to  play 

1113  I  went  with  liini,  or,  my  pal.  Jack 

1114  Johnstown  AikhI 

IIIJ  I'ostatrc-stvnp  fllrtntion 
lll»  Thoiw  Inrely  Brooklyn  giria 
UI7  8ltde.  Kelly,  olide 
Ilt8  Sullivan  and  Kilraln  flght 


1110  Down  whore  we  roamed  together 

1120  IK>wn  went  McUinty 

U'il  Just  a  little 

ir«  Champion  of  the  world 

1123  Ould  plaid  shawl 

1124  Near  It 

1125  I'addy  Shay 
11-26  .SlieiilTs  sale 

1127  Three  leaves  of  shftmrtvk 

1128  A  mother's  appeal  to  her  boy 

1129  AcrosH  the  hriilkte  ho  g<M-s 

1130  You  win  novir  know  u  mother's  lovo 

1131  Convict  and  the  bird  [avaln 

1132  Say,  won't  you  eoino  out  and  play  I 

1133  ChumpI  or,  they  ilid  me  up 

1134  Unly  a  picture 

1135  Same  old  walk 

1136  When  we  ran  with  the  old  machine 

1137  Ballvhooley 

1138  Hi!  »  alter,  a  dozen  more  bottle* 

1139  Ask  a  polieemaii 

1140  Did  he  get  there 

1141  Dving  cowlM>y 

1142  W  hy  don't  they  do  so  now! 

1143  Where  did  you  Ket  thnt  facet 

1144  Little  empty  st<M-kink;s 

1145  Since  ki'illy  took  an  oath  he'd  have  my 
U46  Ireland  I'oi  the  Irish  Ihfe 
1147  Llltlo  Annie  K <y 

IM*  Hush!  don't  wuke  tlio  bal>y 

1149  Kooin  4,  second  flisir 

1150  Kmniet's  farewell  to  hia  true  lore 

1151  MoKee's  backyard 

1152  Beautiful  languugo 

1153  Hy  hat 

1154  >ow  you're  talklnir 
lirwi  Casey's  wife 

1156  laav.  Mike 

1157  There  jtoesMcMaiiua 

1158  Mctjinty's  wake 

1169  I  loaned  my  Sunday  coat  to  Uoloney 

1160  I>own  on  the  fnrm 

1161  Are  you  with  im,  Casey! 

1162  He's  on  tlie  poUcu  forco  Itow 

1163  Faces 

1164  Katie  Molloy 

1165  I'm  a  cousin  to  IHmell 

1166  Uet  on  to  that  houqueC 

1167  8in<'«  t'osey  runs  the  flat 

1168  Hell  .!  John  Maloney 

1169  IH'ar  old  vilI««e-i«"liooI 

1170  Hontr  that  breaks  my  heart 

1171  <  >h,  what  has  changed  youl 

1172  That  is  love 

1173  Little  bunch  of  Uloca 

1174  riaymates 

1175  Kelly's  new  spring  pants 

1176  Oh,  let  It  be  soon 

1177  Sam  Biuis 

117«  Since  Mnirtrle  learned  to  sing 

1179  I'll  paralvu' Che  man  that  says  McOlnly 

IIMI  Ailieadf^lll  necldent 

llHl  Sitrri'tr  Rini;  Hin(?er,the  l»aritoneslni;«'r 

lli(2  Siinilay-schoul  scholar 

11X3  If  the  waters  could  speak  as  they  t1<'W 

IIM  Mountain  dew 

lli«5  I  whistle  and  wait  for  Katie 

1186  Oh,  leave  not  your  Kathleen 

1187  Throw  him  down  MeCloskey 

1188  It  used  to  be  proper,  butltdon'tgn  now 

1189  We've  all  had  'em 
IIIM)  Drink  up,  lK>ys 

1191  Mv  dear  old  Irish  home 

1192  Hear  (lorn  bells 
I19;t  Barney,  come  home 
1194  Two  ii-w  s|M>rls  in  town 

1105  Where  Is  my  wandering  boy  to-nighlt 

Il9r.  Little  o'd  duddeen 

1197  oh,  mamma!  buy  me  that 

II9K  Diir'salock  nn  the  chicken-coop  door 

1199  They  never  told  a  lie 

12U0  I><iirning  McKadden  to  waltz 

I'JOI  Saloonkeeper's  eomiuiUldmeDta 

yen  Irish  Jiihilee 

120:!  He  wits  a  pal  of  mine 

1204  They're  after  me 


1'205  Sweet  Katie  Connor 

1206  He  Hin't  in  it 

I'Xn  Then  you  wink  the  other  eye 

1-208  I  was  '-n  It 

1209  When  I  get  to  be  a  man  like  pa 

I'tO  Clancy  wasn't  in  U 

1211  I'ad.iy  Flyiiii 

1212  Comrailes 

1213  McManusand  his  snlke-tail  coat 

1214  Come  down,  Mrs.  Myun 

1215  Dreuiuui^  lui  she  sleeps 
1'216  Band  played  Annie  LAUrle 

1217  Hiu-ks  and  faces 

1218  SwinKiiig  in  the  Grape-vine  swing 

1219  Little  bign  is  still  above  the  dixir. 
1-220  Lovers'  (juurrel,  or  Mary  and  John 
1-221  Something  went  wronif  with  the  works 
l'2-22  We  shall  all  be  angels  in  the  sweet  hy- 
1223  Come  »  here  the  lilies  bloom     land-by 
1-2-24  Hood-tiiKlit,  hidies 

1-225  Haul  me  back  again 
1-2^6  Kntlier  OFIynn 
1227  Flan  of  the  free 
1238  The  golden  wedding 
1-"^  On  n  Sunday  moiiung 
1230  The  lone  grave 
1-231  \..ur  iieeKtie'sup  nenina 
1-232  I.ittli-  Fannie  Mclntyre 
1-233  Morphy  owesnie  rent 

1234  Unly  a  year 

1235  1  don't  know 

1236  I've  worked  eight  hours  this  day 
1*237  A  little  beard  on  a  young  man  grew 
1-238  Wid.iw  Nolan's  duor 

1-239  Arkansaw 

12tO  I'i'tiiiv  that  Is  turned  toward  the  wall 

1211  He  never  came  Iwick 

1212  Oh!   what  a  dilTerence  in  the  morning 
1243  1  wiint  a  situation 

1-244  Could  I  but  spot  the  winner 

12l.'>  M>-N'u>tv  .voa're  a  daisy 

12t6  ItiiK'k'ed  Put 

1217  Clam-v's  trotter  .     . 

1248  The  iMior  old  hum 

1219  Sentenced  to  death 

1-250  Blame  it  on  to  I  he  girls        (r>r  families 

1251  Mistukes  are  apt  to  happen  la  the  best 

1252  Never  iu  a  ease  like  tliat 
1-253  St<u-y  of  the  ould  vountre 
l'i'>4  Mavotirneen 

r2.\5  M.illy,  O 

l^Vi  The  Christmas  tree 

125;  My  son,  my  only  son 

1'i.iM  Since  Nelly  went  away 

li-'i9  Th  ra-rii  Isiomdere 

rJ60  The  luirdon  came  too  late 

1-261  Twelve  m<piiths  ago  to-night 

rj»i2  Firenmn's  boy 

r2i'>3  Song  of  the  steeple 

r2tV4  lie  never  siiillt-d  ngoln 

1'26.'>  These  wonis  no  Shakespeare  wrote 

r!66  There's  no  room  for  nie 

|-2i;T  Between  love  and  duty 

I-26.H  loiffle  for  a  Wiitei  bury  w-atch 

1-269  Whist'  the  bogie  liinii 

1270  It-s  Imrd  to  Ih-  a  nigger 

liTI   Hotel  Koviil  lire 

1272  The  prmllKal  son 

1273  The  eights  in  a  dime  museum 

1274  The  ii.  .or  gal  diiln't  know,  you  know 

1275  The  Broadway  swell  and  the  Bowei-y 


r*7ti  S<*eiies  ill   New  York 

1-277  The  had  hotel 

1278  It  takes  a  srlrl  to  do  it  every  time 

1-279  You'd  better  stay  at  home,  lad 

1  ;!to  Joys  of  a  wedding  ring 

I '281  There's  always  a  chair  for  me 

r2><2  I'atsy  Bniniiitrnn 

li-C  Thy  laud's  my  l"nd 

1-2!«1  The  nii;litingale'H  soDg 

liti   llie  Stowaway 

1-2X6  A  little  bird  whls|>ered  tome 

1-287  I'ush  dem  clouds  away 

12SX  1  saw  Kmaii  kia^-ing  Kate 

IJS'J  riie  wife's  dream 

1-290  The  broken  homo 


[bum 


1291 
1292 
1-293 
1294 

1-29.-) 
1296 
1-297 
1-298 
1-299 
1»I0 
13U1 
1302 
1303 
1304 
1306 
1306 
1307 
1308 
1309 
1310 
1311 
1312 
1313 
1314 
1315 
1316 
1317 
1318 
1319 
13-20 
1321 
1«2 
1323 
1324 
1325 
1326 
1327 
1328 
1329 
1330 
1331 
1332 
i:«3 
1334 
1336 
1336 
1337 
1338 
1339 
1:I40 
1341 
1342 
1343 
1344 
1315 
1346 
1347 
1348 
1349 
1350 
1351 
1352 
1853 
1354 
i:i55 
i:l56 
1357 
1^58 
i:i59 

i:«io 
IMI 
1362 


He  is  an  angel  now  [old  mother  : 

A  bunch  of  shamrocks  from  my  dear 

I  handed  it  over  to  Riley 

Strolling  with  Not  a 

Buy  a  nice  little  home  in  the  country 

O'Brien's  horse,  Ilonyuai-te 

Since  Murphy  broke  Lis  pledge 

My  8»  eetlieart's  the  iiian  in  the  moon 

The  Keeley  i-uie 

Corbett  and  Sullivan  flght 

Do  as  I  tell  you 

There  is  a  tavern  in  the  town 

Tip  your  hat  to  Nellie 

III  old  Madrid 

Columbus 

Molly  and  I  and  the  baby 

Taddy,  wait  a  while 

Maiden  and  the  lamb  fde-ay 

I'm  the  man  that  wrote  Tara-ra-tx>om- 

Mau  that  broke  the  bunk  at  MoDteCarlo 

He  never  cares  to  t>ander  from  his  own 

Miner's  dream  of  home  Itlrerlde 

Holly  ON.  11 

He  was  a  soldier  i 

Oh,  ta-ra-ra  1      ' 

Ting  a  ling-tlng-taygh 

Couiitiy  gill 

Daddy  "  ouldn't  buy  me  a  bow-wow 

Sweet  Nellie  Kami 

There  isa  strangers  face  in  heaven  now 

I'll  never  go  there  aguln 

When  the  days  grow  |i>nger 

Where  the  chicken  got  the  axe 

After  the  baU 

Ginger 

Kiss  my  dear  old  mother.  Jack 

still  the  world  goes  on  [over  here 

I'm  the  man  that  brought  Cohiinbua 

I  love.t  yon  l>etter  thai!  you  knew 

You  can't  stop  her 

Biwery 

Afterwards 

Widow 

Reuben  and  Cynthia 

Out  for  a  racket 

Kiss,  ana  let's  make  tip 

Columbus  was  an  Irishman 

A  pretty  girl 

Ijovo  me  little,  love  me  long 

Two  little  girls  In  blue 

Daisy  Bell 

She  Is  my  pic  nie  girl 

oh,  promise  me 

When  Slimmer  comes  agntn 

Ahvays  mind  your  sister,  Jennie 

Volunteer  Organist  (ought  to  be 

One  of  his  legs  is  lonser  Ihaii  it  really 

In  the  bright  moonlight 

Widow's  plea  for  her  sun 

Hearts 

Keep  the  home  together 

Tom  and  I'll  go  too 

I  love  you  in  spite  of  all 

They  all  take  after  mo 

Nellie  and  May,  sisCei-s  were  they 

Little  Johnny  Dugan 

(ienrgie 

Ssme  sweet  Ix'lls  are  ringing 

Have  yon  seen  lit»r? 

Don't  forget  me,  Mary 

Fallen  hy  the  waysldo 

Is  life  worth  liviugt 
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They  Never  Tell  All  What  They  Know 

Tom  and  His  Sweetheart  So  True;  or.  The  False 

Imprisonment    

•Twiggy  Voo 

Two  Hearts  that  Can't  See  the  Future 

Waiters  (The) ;  or.  Two  More  to  Come 

Washday  in  Our  Flat 

Wealth  Never  Won  a  Woman's  Heart 

We  Crossed  the  Atlantic  Together 

What  Made  Grandma  Die? 

Where  Is  My  Own  Love  Kate? 

Whisperings  of  Love 

Who  Will  Marry  Me? 

Widow's  Only  Son  (The) 

Workingman's  Dream  (The) 

Yon  Might  Fool  a  Young  Man  Once,  hut  Y>.u 

Cannot  Fool  Him  Twice 

Your  Dear  Old  Irish  Mother 

You'll  Soon  Forget  Kathleen 
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CARRIE. 
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Word.s  by  Win.  B.  Glenroy.    Jliisio  by  Henry  Lamb. 

Come,  l>oyp,  nnd  listen;  dini't  turn  away, 

Willie  I  till  of  a  belie  fo  neat  and  Ray— 

Tliogi!  words  were  spoken  to  liis  chums  by  Ned, 

And,  with  a  laugh,  a  photograph  he  showed  them  and  eakl; 

CUORl'S. 

That's  my  darlinc  Carrie,  the  <;irl  I  mean  to  nnirry; 
f^x'ry  evoniuij,  jn*t  at  eiRht,  etandmg  by  the  garden  gate 
>Viin  uiy  darling  Carrie,  so  happily  we  tarry; 
t)h,  what  bliss  m  just  one  kiss  from  Carrie. 

E'tch  lad  pronounced  her  handsome  and  fair; 

Some  «>!if  e:il(l,  when  yau're  wed  we'll  ail  be  there. 

Now,  boyf".  you  kuowher,  eoftly  ronrmured  Ned, 

And  puiutiug  to  the  picture  fair,  be  smiled  as  he  said:— CAor?/«. 


^%  m 
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Words  by  Tbos.  Iie31ack.     Mu^ic  by  Andrew  Muck. 


As  two  fonrl  lovers  clinncivl  to  stray  beneath  the  Bini's  bright  ray, 

WItli  fouiicst  lovc-liplit  beaming  in  their  eyes. 
To  a  quiet  shade,  it  seemed  that  nature  made. 

For  him  to  woo  and  win  his  pretty  prize. 
Tiie  flowers  all  st-enied  to  be  courting  and  to  lover's  ways  resorting. 

There  within  his  mind  a  thouglit  arose. 
Aim!  the  action  of  the  flowers  that  grew  in  nature's  bowers 

Had  imbued  it  with  a  courage  to  propose. 

CHonos. 
Those  were  golden  hours,  cherished  in  love's  memory; 
The  flowers  seemed  contented,  all  in  peaceful  harmony. 
Watcliiug  flowers  makini,'  love,  quite  coutenled  he  says, 
"  Love,  111  he  tnie  to  thee."— [/Ao/C'  ) 

The  pretty  morning-glory  to  the  pink  had  told  the  story,     . 

now  its  heart  was  set  to  marry  it  some  day; 
Lovely,  blushing  rose  lacked  courage  to  propose 

Till  daffixlil  had  cheered  it  in  its  way. 
The  pretty  dandelion  for  some  one  to  love  was  sighing, 

While  the  violet  seemed  prone  to  share  it.*  fale; 
And  tlicrose  and  pink  carnation  held  lover's  consultation. 

While  the  lily  claimed  the  tulip  for  its  mate. —  Chorus. 


THE    FATAL    WEDDINa. 
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SEEING    JENNIE    HOME.       | 
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Words  by  W.  n.  Windoiii.    Music  by  Quisle  L.  Davis. 


The  wedding  bells  were  ringing  on  a  moonlight  winter's  night. 

The  church  was  decorated,  all  within  was  pay  and  bright; 

A  mother  with  lier  baby  came  and  f'aw  the  litrlits  aglow; 

She  thought  of  how  those  same  l);,-lls  chimed  for  her  three  years  ago! 

"  I'd  like  to  be  admitted,  sir,"  .«lic  told  the  se.xton  old, 

".Just  for  the  i-ake  of  b'lby,  lo  protect  liiin  from  the  cold." 

Ue  toM  her  that  the  wedding  there  wsa  for  the  rich  and  grand. 

And  w  ith  the  eager,  watcliiug  crowd,  outside  she'd  have  to  stand. 

IJefr.mx. 
While  tho  wedding  bells  were  ringing.whilo  the  bride  and  groom  were  there, 
Miirching  up  the  aisle  totrether,  as  the  oriran  pealed  an  air; 
Telling  ta  ee  of  fond  affection,  vowing  never  more  to  part, 
•Just  another  fatal  wedding,  just  another  broken  heart. 

Slie  bt-L'L'cd  the  Boston  once  asrain  to  let  her  pass  inside — 
For  I'uliy's  sake  you  may  si'p  m  the  gray-liaired  man  replied. 
"  If  any  one  knows  reanoii  why  this  coupU;  should  not  wed, 
8(>e;n.  iiow,  or  hold  your  |jeac(^  forever,"  soon  the  preacher  said. 
.'•  I  ni'ist  object,"  the  woman  cried,  with  voice  so  meek  and  mild, 
"Tile  bridegroom  is  my  husband,  sir,  an<l  thisotir  little  child." 
"  Wnaf  proof  have  you,"  the  preaciier  asked.     "My  infant."  she  replied. 
She  raised  her  babe,  then  knelt  to  pray,  the  little  one  Lad  died,— A'f/'roin. 

The  larents  of  the  bride  then  took  the  outcast  by  the  arm— 
We  .1  Cii.-e  for  you  throuah  life,  they  said;  you've  saved  our  child  from  tiarm; 
The  outcast  wife,  the  bride  and  parents,  quickly  drove  away; 
The  husband  died  by  his  own  hand  b(;fore  the  break  of  day. 
No  wedding  feast  was  spread  that  night,  two  graves  were  made  next  day- 
One  for  the  little  baby,  and  in  one  the  fatlier  lay. 
The  story  has  been  often  told,  by  firesides  warm  and  bright, 
Of  bride  and  groom,  oil  outcast,  and  the  fatal  wedding  night. — Refrain. 


I  have  an  only  .lennie.  she  Is  most  wondrous  fair. 
And  ev'ry  day  1  meet  her  on  the  corner  of  I  he  square; 
'J'lien  arm  in  nrni  together  we  are  happy  as  we  roam. 
And  so  sweetly  ends  tlie  evening  in  seeing  Jennie  home. 

Chorus. 

Seeing  Jennie  liomc,  oh,  what  joy  it  gives  me; 
Heart  so  true,  eyes  so  blue,  golden  hair  has  my  Jennie. 
Seeing  Jennie  home,  oh,  what  joy  it  gives  me; 
Ev'ry  night  'lis  my  delight  seeing  Jennie  home. 

Just  seventeen  is  Jennie,  she  is  so  shy  and  roy. 

With  smiles  she  always  greets  me,  and  it  fills  my  heart  with  joy; 

No  wonder  I  am  envied  when  with  Jennie  dear  I  roam. 

And  alone  liave  all  the  pleasure  of  seeing  Jennie  home.— f.Vtorv«. 

The  time  seems  long  in  coming  when  marriage  bells  will  ring. 
And  birds,  the  pleasure  sharing,  in  the  trees  w  ill  sweetly  bing; 
When  the  wedding  march  resounding  like  the  chorus  of  a  poem. 
And  ou  my  arm  so  pr<<iidly  I'll  take  my  Jennie  home.— 6'Aort». 


The  Christening  of  Maggie's  Ba"by. 
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Words  and  Mii.^ic  by  Lew  H.  Carroll. 


Just  til rce  years  ago  j>rotty  Macgie  Maguire 

Was  married  lo  Jlichael  Mc(iee: 
They  have  a  sweet  baby  llic  ueighl>ors  admire. 

As  cute  as  tlic  cutest  could  be; 
The  night  that  they  christened  thodear  I'ltle  lad. 

The  parents  with  hapi)iiiess  smiled; 
They  weleomeii  their  fru'iids  as  they  entereil  the  cottage. 

And  sang  to  the  health  of  the  child. 

C'HORfS. 

Baby,  you're  your  papa's  joy.  and  you  arc  yonr  mamma's  darling. 
Sweet  as  a  rose,  with  a  nice  little  nose,  wc  hug  and  caress  you. 
With  kisses  we  bless  you,  so  roi'k-a-by  baby  that's  on  Ihe  tree-top. 
Turil-luril  la  by,  with  joy  and  delight  we  were  singing  all  night. 
At  the  Christening  of  Maggie's  baby. 

Before  Maggie  wed  she  was  greatly  admired 

By  every  young  lad  in  the  place; 
Iler  ways  w'ere  so  modest,  her  voice  sweet  and  gentle. 

The  picture  of  h'^alth  was  her  face; 
The  boys  who  had  many  times  askeil  for  her  hand 

Were  present,  and  pleasantly  smiled; 
They  wished  both  the  mother  .and  father  good  fortune. 

And  sang  to  the  dear  little  child.—  Churns. 


*  »  » 


AND    THE    PARROT    SAID. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Percy  I'lixton.    Sung  by  Mr.  Ctuirlos  J.  Stine. 

I  lingered  by  a  cottage  door,  and  a  parrot  said,  *  "  Come  in,  come  in," 

And  a  piirrot  said,  "Come  in  "':   tlie  door  was  oin-n,  I  walked  In, 

An<i  I  saw  standing  there  a  maiden  with  a  dimpled  chin. 

A-conibiiig  her  hack  hair,  back  hair,  a-comliinLT  her  back  hair; 

A  freat  surprise  wiis  in  her  «'yes,  but.  still  she  did  not  frown. 

And  as  I  sniileil  at  that  (leor  cliild,  the  parrul  eaiU,  *"8it  down,  sit  down. 

And  the  parrot  said,  "Sil down.  " 

I  f-at  down  in  her  father's  ohair,  and  the  parrot  said,  *"Kiss  her,  kiss  her. 

And  the  parrot  said,  "KisH  lieu";  and  as  the  maiden  did  not  speak. 

Says  I,  by  Jove,  I  will;  the  blush  wliicli  mantled  to  her  clieek 

Made  her  more  lovely  still,  still,  htiil,  maiie  her  more  lovely  still. 

And  as  in  haste  I  gras'ped  'icr  waist,  r.he  cried  out,  No,  no,  not 

It  wiis  so  nice,  I  kissed  her  twice,  and  the  parrot  said,  *  "  Let  go,  let  go," 

And  ttie  parrot  eaid,  "  Let  go." 

Iler  father  then  came  rushing  in,  and  the  parrot  said,  *  "  Rne.ak  out,  sneak  out," 

And  the  parrot  said,  "  Sne.ik  out."    Iler  father's  voice  was  like  a  rasp. 

And  swearing  he  began:  tiien  I  experienced  the  grasp. 

The  grasp  of  an  honest  niiin,  man,  man,  the  grasp  of  an  honest  man; 

lie  hit  two  blows  upon  my  nose— I  feel  them  to  this  day; 

As  out  I  flew,  he  kicked  me  too,  and  the  parrot  eaid,  "Good-day,  good-day," 

And  the  parrot  said,  "Uood-day." 
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SWEET    MARIE. 
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I've  a  pecret  in  my  lieart,  ewctt  Marie, 

I  can't  keep  it  to  myself,  diMi't  you  Bcc; 

I  m  11  duiny,  yon  can  teil— kin  ti)  '•  Diiigy  Bell," 

And  "Nellie  Bawn  "  H8  well,  sweet  Millie. 

When  1  liold  your  hand  in  mine,  sweet  Marie, 

A  feeling  most  nnkind  coinec  to  me; 

If  my  hold  I  should  relax,  you'd  start  in  with  cruel  smacks, 

Where  the  chicken  gut  the  axe,  sweet  Marie. 

Chorus. 
Come  away,  Bweet  Marie,  sweet  Marie;  I  love  thee, 

Not  because  your  face  is  fair,  for  it's  not. 
But  I'm  an  outca!»t  in  the  street,  I'm  CO  sleepy  I  can't  cat. 

That  my  shoes  are  full  of  feet,  sweet  Marie  Scott. 

In  the  morn  when  I  awake,  sweet  Marie, 

Keems  to  me  my  head  Will  break,  juft  for  cIpc; 

Every  wave  that  shakes  the  shore  voii  can  tell'sbeen  there  before; 

With  the  "tide  in"  I  adore,  sweet  Marie. 

When  the  sun  sets  on  the  ei:ps,  sweet  Marie, 

The  hens  can  rest  their  le<;s,  don't  you  !*ee: 

Every  (<lud  that's  in  my  shirt  seems  to  sparkle  at  the  dirt. 

And  a  clean  cue  would  not  hurtme,  sweet  Marie.—  C horug. 


Two  Hearts  that  Can't  See  tlie  Futtire. 
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Composed  by  Al,  W.  Filson. 


A  bright,  yes  and  balmy,  spring  morning,  the  soiic  birds  all  joyfully  trill, 
j  A  bridegroom  and  bride  areemerjiing  from  the  (luaiiit  village  church  on  the  hill. 
\  The  husband,  an  honest  young  rustic:  the  bride's,  of  the  village,  the  belle, 
)  Their  hopes  justas  brightas  ibemorning,  their  friends  are  all  wishing  theiu  well. 

CllOBtT.a. 

Two  hearts  that  can't  see  the  future,  two  hearts  in  unison  throb: 
Happy  the  sweet  village  maiden,  as  she  leans  on  the  arm  of  her  Bob. 

A  day  of  the  brichfest  warm  summer,  a  cottage  that's  cosy  and  neat: 
The  bride  sits,  while  a  handsome  fellow  whispers  biiniiiig  love-wordsat  lier  feet. 
lie's  well-dressed  and  hails  from  the  city:  she  takes  one  long,  last  look  within; 
The  tempter  has  won;  more's  the  pity,  she  flies  with  her  partner  in  sin. 

Chobus. 
Two  hearts  that  can't  see  the-futiire,  two  hearts  that  sinfully  throb: 
Pity  the  poor  village  maiden,  and  the  crushed,  broken  hcan'of  her  Bob. 

A  bitter  cold  night  in  the  winter,  the  same  rustic  cottace  so  neat, 
A  bright  lltiht  that  shines  from  the  wiiuiow  falls  full  on  a  form  in  the  street. 
Heseited.  from  starvation  dying,  approachiiii;  her  home  with  a  sob, 
(  Knocks  faintly,  and  as  the  door  opens,  falls  dead  in  the  arms  of  her  Bob. 

Chorus. 
Two  hearts,  but  one's  stilled  forever,  the  other  gives  love's  last  throb. 
In  the  cold  grave  of  his  dear  yonng  wife  is  buried  the  heart  of  poor  Bob. 
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The  preacher  in  a  village  chnrch  one  Sunday  mom  did  snore. 

He  could  not  keep  himself  awake,  was  out  the  iiiL'ht  before. 

An  anxious  look  swept  o'er  the  face  of  each  person  in  tiieir  pew. 

The  janitor  he  watched  to  see  if  it  swept  the  carpet,  too; 

The  organist  then  grabbed  the  crank  and  played  a  tune  divine — 

lie  played  "We've  all  been  there  before— many  a  lime,  many  a  time." 

But  as  he  turned  the  organ  crank,  the  sexton  said,  "Now,  brothers, 

I  say,  let's  throw  the  preacher  out,  remember  '  There  are  others.'  " 

Chorus. 
The  scene  was  one  I'll  ne'er  forget,  as  through  the  door  he  flew, 
And  just  which  one  that  kicked  him  most  the  preacher  never  knew; 
The  congregation  was  amazed,  the  way  he  got  the  sack, 
But  the  preacher  of  that  village  church  I'm  sure  will  not  come  back. 

Each  eye  shed  tears  cat  in  the  shed,  the  growlers  all  grew  pale; 

The  organist  in  melody  had  told  the  "  gang's  "  life  tale. 

The  sexton  passed  the  plate  around— he  knew  his  business,  too: 

"ThouL'h  limes  are  hard,  put  in  your  ctiaiiee,  '  Do,  do,  my  huckelberry,  dol'  " 

And  when  the  first  part  ended,  then  came  the  olio. 

The  sexton  he  was  counting  up,  and  forgot  to  close  the  show; 

The  congregation  kicked  at  first  and  cried  most  bitterly. 

And  now  their  legs  are  longer  than  they  really  ought  to  be. 

Chorus, 
The  scene  was  one  I'll  ne'er  forget,  for  they  only  had  the  one — 
In  fact,  the  entire  village  was  strictly  "  on  the  bum ''; 
The  congregation  congregate  around  that  church  each  day. 
Each  volunteers  to  "rush  the  can"  if  any  one  will  pay.  .„ 


Come  Back,  Forgive  and  Forget. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Fi"ed  Biron. 


A  letter  from  my  faithless  wife— well,  what  has  she  to  say 

After  all  her  cruel  falsity  to  me  last  Christmas  day? 

What's  this  she  says?  Dear  husband:  Here  in  haste  I  write  yon  this: 

"  It  was  my  poor,  dear  brother  Jack,  the  man  you  saw  me  kiss. 

Poor  Jack,  accused  of  forgery,  was  hiding  from  the  law; 

I  did  not  dare  to  tell  you  'twas  my  brother  whom  you  saw. 

But  now  he's  proved  his  innocence,  the  guilty  have  been  caught. 

I've  never  been  untrue  to  yon,  In  either  deed  or  thought. 

Chorus. 

Come  back  to  me,  my  darling,  come  back  to  me  again; 

I'm  sorry  that  ever  1  doubted,  sorry  I  caused  you  pain: 

Life  seems  so  lonely  without  you,  I  look  on  the  past  with  regret; 

Come  back,  come  back,  darling,  forgive  and  forget. 

Twelve  months  ago  to-morrow,  I  remember  well  the  day. 

In  a  fit  of  jealous  passion  mad,  I  drove  my  wife  away. 

Mud!  yes,  where  were  my  senses  when  1  doubted  one  so  trnef 

Oh,  darling  wife,  forgive  me  all  the  wrong  I've  done  to  you. 

I  doubted  you,  my  darling,  and  I  thoutrht  you  false  to  me; 

I  saw  a  man  embracing  you,  how  could  I  tell  'twus  he. 

Your  brother  Jack,  the  outcast,  whom  you  had  not  seen  for  years: 

With  curses,  how  I  tpiiiued  you,  tho'  your  voice  was  choked  with  tears. —  Cho. 

I'm  thinking  of  that  morning  when  so  happily  I  sped 

'I'.)  the  old  church  in  the  village  on  the  morning  we  were  wed; 

The  bells  were  gaily  ringing:  how  I  looked  on  you  with  pride. 

And  thoutrht  that  all  the  world  must  envy  me  my  charming  bride. 

My  heart  is  crushed  with  anguish,  and  my  poor  head  aches  with  pain; 

1  iliiiik  of  you,  my  darling,  whom  I  ne'er  may  see  aoain. 

What's  this!  she  says.  ''  Dear  husband,  take  me  once  more  to  your  heart." 

Yes,  come  to  me,  my  darling,  nothing  more  shall  us  two  part.— C'Aon/*. 


MOLLYi    THE    ROSE    OF    MAYO. 
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Written  by  H.  A.  Duffy.    Composed  by  J.  M.  IlarrisoD. 

•  There's  a  neat  little  villaue  in  County  Mayo, 

And  a  girl  I  know,  yes,  a  girl  I  know, 
A  sweet  little  colleen,  in  order  to  meet. 

Sure,  long  miles  I'd  go,  aye,  long  miles  I'd  go; 
She's  got  damask  cheeks,  and  a  bright  winning  smile, 
•     No  lady  of  foriune  can  beat  her  for  style. 
To  get  her  we've  wandered  for  many  a  mile— 

I  call  her  the  rose  of  Muyo. 

CnoBDS. 
She's  not  so  short,  she's  not  so  fall,  she  stands  abont  so  high. 
With  hair  as  black  as  a  raven's  wing,  and  a  dark  and  roguish  eye; 
She's  not  too  shy,  or  yet  too  fiy;  she's  simple  as  can  be; 
Such  a  sweet  little,  neat  little,  gay  Irish  lass,  and  she's  all  tlie  world  to  me. 

.'I  have  told  her  the  story  that  never  prows  old,  % 

'Neath  starlit  skies, 'neat h  starlit  skies, 
And  I've  watched  the  red  blush  mount  her  delicate  cheeks, 

Tho'  she  feigned  surprise,  tho'  she  feigned  surprise; 
My  eyes  often  wandered  to  her  slender  waist, 
■     And  tho"  she  demurred,  faith,  the  chance  I  embraced. 
Which  means  that  my  arm  very  quickly  I  placed 
'Round  Molly,  the  rose  of  Mayo.— 6' /iort/*. 

■  I  have  gazed  in  her  face,  and  I've  kissed  her  sweet  lipe. 
In  the  same  old  way,  in  the  same  old  way, 
While  the  fond,  trusting  look  in  her  eyes  told  of  love 

That  will  live  for  aye,  that  will  live  for  aye: 
And  long  ere  the  robins  will  nest  in  the  spring, 

•  You'll  hear,  in  our  village,  the  wedding  bells  ring. 
When,  prouder  than  Lord  Mayor  or  any  great  king, 

I'll  marry  the  rose  of  Mayo.— C'Aor'^*. 


— A  few  da3's  ago  a  Pittsburgh  citizen  cut  into  a  pound  of  but- 
ter which  lie  had  purchased  at  a  grocery  whose  proprietor  does  not 
advertise,  and  found  therein  a  small  tin  box,  which  contained  a 
piece  of  paper  bearing  the  following,  written  in  a  neat  feminine 
hand:  "I  am  a  girl,  18  years,  good  looking,  ami  an  excellent 
housekeeper.  Should  this  be  found  by  some  unmarried  Christian 
gentleman,  will  he  please  write  to  the  following  address,  etc." 
The  finder,  being  a  batchelor,  decided  to  unravel  the  affair,  and 
succeeded,  only  to  destroy  tlie  romance.  Tlie  girl  who  had  writ- 
ten the  note  had  died  many  years  ago,  leaving  an  age^  husband 
and  a  grown  family. — T^e  Public  HeroM. 
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Written  and  Compoiied  by  Arthur  West. 

At  a  pier  in  New  York,  jiiPt  before  elie  pet  Pail, 
Wan  a  jiteaiiier  invpnriiii;  to  weal  her  the  uale. 
1  ciooil  ami  I  licaril  two  old  friende"  eay  •'j.'ood-byc," 
Tho'  one.  I  could  sice,  bad  a  te.'ir  in  his  eye. 
The  otlier  one,  fiailiiis:,  ^'aid,  "Cheer  up.  old  boy, 
I'll  tioon  s'eiid  you  tiditii;*  of  coinforl  and  joy; 
Your  luck  will  come  -non,  keep  a  uond  level  headi  " 
AuU  the  ouc  Ihut  wm  left,  to  his  frieud  (luittly  euid: 

CBont'9. 
When  yon  pcc  my  de.nr  old  mother  mid  my  dear  oM  dad. 
Make  iheir  heart:'  feel  u'lad-don't  tell  iheiu  that  I'm  sad; 
Duii't  tell  thoin  thai  thi^  money  wad  the  last  I  had; 
Tell  them  Tin  all  rii;ht. 

One  more  mcseaee  now  I  want  to  give  to  yon.  Jack; 

Tell  sweet  Eily  O'Moore  Ml  be  coon  coiiiini;  hack; 

If  not,  I  will  brini:  her  riyiit  over  the  seji: 

I'm  true  to  her  crid;    tell  tier  lit-  true  to  nic. 

Look!  here  ii"  her  keep!»ake  I  wear  'round  my  neck; 

And  if  ftie  were  falof,  all  toy  l.opori  il  would  wreck. 

Tho'  work  and  ir<>"d  money  at  present  I  lack; 

And  when  on  the  old  homestead,  remember  it.  Jack:- 


Kow  the  years  pas-ied  away.  I'd  forgotten  it  ail. 

When  in  a  fifat  citv  I  happened  lor^UI: 

On  biixiue(>e  infeiit  i(  wa^  tnai  liiou<:ht  me  there. 

And  also  in  contact  with  Ihal  ciry'n  mayor. 

At  once  I  could  siee  that  I'd  mer  him  before; 

Ir  wa!»  the  pame  boy  who  hail  iTood  by  thcehorc; 

Hin  father  and  mother  were  wnh  him  that  day— 

Ye:",  he  was  the  name  boy.  in  New  York,  1  heard  say: 


Vhoruf. 


■CliOIIK 


GO    JOIN    COXEY'S    ARMY. 
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I!y  ().  DuDois. 


I  pnpposC  yon'vc  heard  of  Coxcy 

And  his  army  on  the  tramp; 
'Tis  composed  of  various  elements, 

From  the  worker  to  the  scamp. 
They  are  nmrchin<;  on  to  Waohiucton 

Our  CongrefsiTien  to  see; 
They  pro|Hjfe  to  chani;e  existing  laws 

To  suit  U8  ail  to  a  T. 

f'noRus. 

Then  co  join  Coxey's  army,  if  you  want  to  pop  the  cfirth; 
III  a  PiiiMiian  car  you'll  ride,  with  the  doors  huujj  on  the  »id<», 
If  you  Ko  join  Coxey'e  lurmy. 

.  They  have  vowed  they  ne'er  will  wash  their  face 

I'litil  their  journey'(<  o'er, 
,  And  I  don't  think  that  they'll  wash  tlieiu  then, 
For  they've  not  done  it  much  before. 
They  are  L'oinir  to  put  out  trreenbacks 

On  the  monthly  installment  plan. 
If  you  want  your  share  of  w  hisUy  or  beer, 
tliisl  follow  up  Coxey's  baud. 

ClIOKfS. 

Then  eo  join  Coxey's  army,  cet  your  share  of  pjrss  and  ho»n; 
They  u'ive  you  toaet  and  quail,  or  thirty  ilaye  in  jail. 
If  you  i{0  join  Coxey's  army.  , 

And  when,  upon  their  uppers. 

They  will  reach  the  \Vhit<'  House  door, 
And  Cleveland  reaches  for  his  j;un, 

They'll  travel  on  some  more; 
They'll  make  them  work  for  all  they  get. 

And,  .vhero  will  Coxey  he  then  — 
He'll  he  ill  the  stew,  and  s^  w  id  yoQ, 

If  you  follow  up  Coxey's  band. 

(;hoih:s. 
Then  c^  join  Co.\ey's  army,  go  to  CV>iigress  with  the  uang; 
They  will  vole  a  keg  of  beer  for  the  liaaipd  that  gather  there, 
If  you  go  join  Coxey's  army. 

Bold  warrior  Waite,  the  Governor. 

Is  setfiiif;  lip  a  roar: 
He  has  threatened  to  clean  out  the  government. 

Wade  iij)  to  his  knees  ill  gore; 
He  couldn't  raise  a  corp'rali  guard 

To  carry  out  his  plan ; 
The  people's  gone  east  to  march  and  feast 

And  follow  up  Coxey's  band. 

Chorpb. 
Then  he-d  better  go  and  join  t.'oxey's  army,  be  an  ofTcer  in  the  line; 
lie  can  work  his  game  of  bliiCf,  all  the  farmers'  kids  can  cull, 
Wliich  he  can't  do  with  Uucle  Sam's  army. 


FORGIVE  AND  MAKE  UP  AGAIN. 
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Wordu  and  Music  by  Castcll  Brydgcs. 

A  little  child,  with  golden  hair,  asked  her  papa  why  he  looked  bo  sad; 
Oh,  tell  nie  a  story,  do,  papa  dear,  and  make  my  heart  feel  glad. 
My  child,  he  said,  I  will  tell  you  one.  of  yourself,  your  mamma  and  I— 
For  truth  is  stranger  thuu  fiction,  child,  and  1  cannot  tell  you  a  lie. 

CaoRua. 

lieyond  the  clotids  is  sunshine,  beyond  the  storm  Is  peace; 

Ft>r  you  and  I  and  mamma  to  love  will  never  ceatte. 

'riiough  parted  by  a  woman's  vow,  that  vow  was  all  in  vain; 

You  begged  your  mauima,  my  darling  child,  to  forgive  him  and  make  up  again. 

Your  mamma  and  I  were  married,  child,  and  parted  when  you  were  horn. 
We  drifted  apart  for  many  years,  ami  life  seemed  all  forlorn. 
Till  one  day,  child,  yoiiriuaiumaandyou  saw  the  face  you'd  longsought  in  vain; 
You  begged  your  mamma,  my  darling  child,  to  forgive  him  and  make  up  again. — 

Cliorag. 
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ID    LIKE    TO    KNOW    IF    BESSIE 
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Words  and  Musie  by  Win.  Beebe.         .  .  •         ' 


How  well  do  I  remember  those  happy  days  of  yore. 
When  Ile-s  and  1  would  romp  the  fields  and  vadeys  o'er  and  o'er; 
I'll  tell  her  how  I  loved  her,  and  she'd  say  that  she  loved  me, 
'I'lieii  how  we'd  plan  our  honeymoon,  how  happy  we  would  he; 
Now  many  years  have  p.issed  and  gi)ne  since  Bess  and  I  were  young: 
II>T  heart  with  love  may  be  eiit«iiuii.  and  it  may  with  grief  be  wrung; 
No  word  from  her  in  these  long  years  that  we  have  been  apart. 
Still,  even  now,  the  nieui'ry's  fresh  when  Bess  was  my  sweetheart. 

Caontrs.  j.' 

It  seems  to  mc  t)nt  yesterday,  although  'tis  years  ago. 
Since  Bessie  was  my  sweetheart,  and  I  was  Bessie's  bean; 
'riiough  time  has  cooled  the  ardent  love  to  naught  hut  smouldering  embers. 
Vet,  111  my  heart,  I'd  like  to  know  if  Bessie  still  remembers.  t  . 

As  Bess  and  I  grew  older,  our  love  the  stronger  grew,  ■■> 

And  when  she  named  the  happy  <lay,  each  promised  we'd  be  true; 
We  little  dreamed  of  parting,  that  we'd  never  meet  again. 
But,  after  all,  this  world  is  naught  but  anguish,  tears  and  nain; 
Then  I  was  shortly  called  away,  but  Bess  said:  "Please,  uon'i  go." 
S.aid  I:  "  Now,  Bess,  what  is  the  useT  I  will  soon  return,  you  know"; 
lint  Bess,  in  tears,  declared  she  knew  that  something  would  occur: 
I  know  it  now,  and  wonder  if  that  mem'ry  comes  to  her.— C'Aojm*.  ; 


Where  Is  My  Own  Love  Kate? 
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dirss,  post  pn id.  on  rici-ipt  of  4<l  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  i  ine  IKtllar. 
by  II. -my  J.  Wt- hnian.  Ki"  Jt  i:t3  I'ork  Row,  Sew  York;  or  125  W.  }ladis<iii  Strwt,  ('liicoeo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  adilresses  for  Free  Catnlotrue  of  Souith.  S.in(j:  Books, 
Sheet  Music.  Uermaii  Sunt;  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


-irt 


Words  by  II.  W.  UnlonR.    Music  by  A.  M.  Hall. 

T>e  moon  am  a-shiniii'  on  de  big  bayoa, 

!)(■  'gator  is  a-boomin'  to  his  mats, 
I)e  corn  tassels  shiver  de  long  rows  through. 

And  eberyihing  is  whi-i)erin  of  Kate. 
She  proinis)  d  dat  she'd  meet  me  right  here  on  de  shore, 

Wlieve  de  big  gum  de  water's  surface  shade. 
And  I've  watched  a  weary  hour,  in  my  dug-out  canoe, 

For  uiy  Kate,  my  darling  dusky  maid. 

Chorus. 
Where  has  she  wandered?  where  is  my  deart 

She  said  dat  she  wouldn't  make  me  wait: 
For  to-night  111  tell  my  love,  and  ask  her  if  she'll  he 

My  own  wife,  my  true  wife  Kate. 

Aiioder  hour  is  gone  an'  she  don't  come, 

De  moon  am  a-siiikin' o'er  de  trees, 
lie  sb.adders  am  a-crawlin'  'neath  the  big  black  gum, 

But  I  only  hear  de  sighin' ob  de  breeze. 
I've  liriiened  for  her  footstep  as  light  as  any  fawn's. 

For  to-night  I  must  surely  know  my  fate. 
Oh,  why  do  you  linger  when  my  heart  is  lieating  so. 

My  own  love,  my  dear  love  Kate?— CAi>rt/<. 

What  is  dat  afloatin' down  de  black  bayout 

I'll  paddle  out  and  see  while  I  wait; 
Il  looks  like  a  t>ody,  it  does,  dat's  true. 

O,  Hebcnsl  it  is,  and  it's  Kate. 
She  must  hab  missed  her  footin'  a-comin'  to  her  love. 

Ami  so  met  dis  awful  fate. 
But  I'll  join  you  in  de  stream,  death  shan't  rob  me  of  my  sweet, 

Ober  there  you'll  be  my  own  dear  Kate.— CAorw*. 
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aOOD-BYE,    OLD    KEARSARQE. 


Copyright,  1894,  by  Dulk)is  &  TaUx>t. 


Ail  rights  reserved. 


) 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Soncr,  arranged  for  tlio  piano,  v  ill  be  Font  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  rctv ipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlitr  SonicB  fur  Oup  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehnian.lSoi  132  I'arli  l{'>w.  New  York;  or  125  W.  tladipou  Stn-et,  C'bicaKo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  a<ldre.'sc8  for  Free  Cutaloiriie  of  Son>rs,  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Uei  man  Suug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Ureuui  Books,  Joke  Boolis,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  O.  DuBois. 


J 


Pnmd  vCMel,  wc  hail  Ihcc;  greatest  of  all,  Kearfarge,  our  trihiifc  we  pay 
'I'd  lliy  true  worth,  to  Uiy  ^laud  luinlit— who  could  compare  iu  tlie  fray? 
I'loiui  Britou'B  boast  as  queen  of  the  sea,  urestecl  from  tier  liy  thy  niii:Ut; 
Thousauds  of  creatures  by  thy  great  work  broujjht  iuio  freedom's  light. 

CUORUS. 

Good-bye,  old  Kearsarge:  well  done  thy  work;  long  to  thy  mem'ry  we'll  sing; 
Thougli  far  from  the  laud  of  thy  glory,  mill  will  thy  brave  uamc  ring. 

Mann'd  by  a  crew  with  hearts  etout  as  oak,conimandcd  with  nerve  and  with  brain. 
Severe  were  tlie  lessons  it  taught  to  its  foes,  as  prtmdly  it  swept  o'er  Ihc  main. 
Ni-'er  was  its  itennant  dipped  in  defeat,  enemy  ne'er  saw  it  flee, 
(inurded  by  men  'neath  the  old  siarry  flag,  emblem  of  liberty.— CAo»'k#. 

N"  more  gallant  name  will  e'er  landed  be,  no  braver  ship  leave  the  quay; 
The  gallant  old  bark  has  ended  its  work,  gone  to  its  reel  'ne.ith  the  sea. 
I'loiiJ  were  its  days  beneath  our  old  flag,  great  were  the  vict'ries  it  won; 
I'httrfully  award  it  its  laurels,  now  that  its  brave  course  is  run.— 6'Ao/««. 


THE    WORKING-MAN'S    DREAM. 

■•   Copyright,  MDCCCXCIV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  can  be  liad  at  any  Music  Stoic  in  the  I'liited 

yiales  and  (Canada— price  40  cents,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt 

of  price,  by  Henry  J.  Wehniai.,  laO  &  l:W.l*iak  Kow,  New  York;   or 

125  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicago.     Catalogue  of  5000  Sougs  Free. 


WorJg  and  Music  by  J.  V.  Skelly. 


A  workingman  came  home  one  night  and  sat  down  just  to  rest. 
And  while  he  sat  he  fell  asleep,  «ith  sorrow  in  his  breast; 
lie  slept  the  sleep  of  honest  toil,  and  willing,  working  baud, 
And  iu  a  dream  iiu  saw  ugaiu  good  fortune  iu  the  laud. 

CUOBUS. 

He  dreamt  he  saw  his  faithful  wife  come  smiling  to  his  side. 

And  'round  him  romped  his  little  ones,  whose  laughter  was  his  pride; 

The  sun  of  bright  prosperity  shone  'round  him  once  again. 

But  when  he  woke  he  sighed,  "Alas!  my  dream  was  all  iu  vain!  " 

He  lieeilcd  not  the  storm  without;  through  it  he'd  tried  all  day 

'I'o  earn  the  honest  dollar  llial  for  food  and  fire  would  pay; 

His  dream  was  of  the  children  sweet  he  longed  to  free  from  care; 

lie  never  thought  that  they  with  him  such  poverty  would  bear.— 67<o/'««. 

His  wife,  with  all  a  mother's  love,  while  tears  were  in  her  heart, 
^SIood  silently  by  while  death  came  in,  her  babe  and  her  to  pai  t. 
The  man  slept  on,  tl  jK'aceful  smile  upon  his  niL'ged  face. 
Ills  dream  «  as  of  his  little  boy  and  little  baby  Grace.—  Chorus. 

He  woke  at  last  and  gazed  around  upon  the  cheerless  room, 

Ills  dream  was  but  a  mockcrys  It  brought  him  deciier  gloom; 

He  looked  into  the  cradle  on  the  wasen  face  so  fair. 

The  child  that  he  so  foudly  loved  was  iu  the  angels'  care.— C/(OrK<. 


The  Face  upon  the  Barroom  Floor. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXt'lV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  -      ,;  ,; 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  can  be  had  at  any  Music  Store  in  the  Vnited 

States  and  Canada— juice  -It)  cents,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt 

of  price,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  l.'5"-i  I'ark  Uow,  New  York;   or 

1^  \V.  Madisou  Street,  Chicago.    Catalogue  of  5000  bougs  Free. 


Words  and  Music  by  .1.  V.  Skelly. 


The  snmmcr  eve  was  balmy  and  a  goodly  cro\v<l  was  there. 

Which  well  nigh  lilUd  the  banooiii  on  the  corner  of  the  square; 

And  as  the  songs  and  stories  came  upon  Ihe  twiiiuht  air, 

A  vai:aboiid  crept  slowly  in  and  posed  with  wistful  air. 

'"A  drink!  "  he  cried,  "  that's  what  I  want -I'm  hut  an  artist  poor— 

Once  I  was  rated  clever  and  my  fortMiie  seemed  secuie, 

But  never  mind  the  happy  past,  the  days  I'll  see  no  more — 

Just  let  me  draw  a  face  1  knew  upon  this  barroom  floor! " 

Chorus. 
The  face  upon  the  barroom  floor,  she  whom  I  did  adore. 
Oh  her  fell  no  blame  till  a  false  friend  came  and  entered  our  cottage  door.  I 

Look  down  at  sweet  Madeline,  forever  mv  heart's  iuiulit  (pieen;  [' 

That  face  from  my  heart  nevermore  ehall  depart,  the  face  upon  ilie  barroom  floor.  ) 

"  Fi-ll  up  again,  mine  host,"  he  said;  "  put  life  into  my  frames  ( 

I'll  tell  you  Ik'W  it  came  about,  my  ruin  and  my  shame: 

The  picture  of  a  bosom  friemt.  with  skill,  1  painted  well:  \ 

She,  gazing  on  the  dreamy  eyes,  asked  me  his  name  to  tell.  i 

1  brought  him  to  our  cottage  door  and  he  lured  her  fioni  my  side. 

And  with  his  prey  he  safely  sj)ed  acro-^s  the  ocean  wiile.  I 

You  ai-k  me  why  1  drink,  and  why  I'm  ragged,  rough  and  jioor*  [ 

Just  look  ujHJu  that  woman's  face  upon  the  barroom  floor!  "     C/ioriin.  , 


"Good  friend,  another  drink,  I  pray— one  more  before  we  part; 

I'll  draw  another  i)icture  of  the  face  that's  in  my  lieart. 

rerlia)>s  it  seems  unlikely  that  the  vagabond  you  see 

Could  ever  love  a  woman  or  expect  her  to  love  me." 

He  drained  his  glass,  and,  chalk  in  haiid,.I)egau  a^aiii  to  (race 

The  sliajiely  lines  of  beauty  of  that  iinforgotten  face; 

Then,  turning  'round  with  wild  eyes  they  would  wish  to  see  no  more. 

With  dying  shriek  he  fell  across  ihe  face  upon  the  floor."—  Ckonif. 


CONVERSATION    WATER. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCIV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


THE     LITTLE    LOST     CHILD. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Jos.  W.  Stern,    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Lornlun. 
AU  rigiits  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonsr,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  od- 
dies»,  post-pnid.  ou  rre<ipt  of  40  cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  I>olI»r, 
by  lleniy  J.  Wehman.  I30  <t  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  I2.S  W.  Madi.von  Street,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addre.-vies  for  Free  Catxlogiie  of  Songs,  .S..ng  Iloukg, 
iibeet  Muaic,  Uermau  Song  books,  L<etter  Writers,  Dream  books,  Joke  liuolis,  etc. 

Words  by  Edw.  B.  Marks.    Music  by  Jos.  W.  Stern. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  can  l>e  had  at  any  Music  Store  in  the  United 

Slates  and  Canada— i)rice  40  cents,  or  will  lu"  sent  to  any  atidress  on  receipt 

of  price,  by   Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  <k  I.'W  Park  Uow,  New  York;   or 

l^j  W.  Madisou  Street,  Chicago.    Catalogue  of  5000  Songs  Free. 

Words  and  Music  by  George  Lester. 


A  passing  policeman  found  a  little  child; 
,     She  walked  beside  him,  dried  her  tears  and  smiled. 
Said  he  to  her  kindly,  "  Now  you  must  not  ci-y, 
I  will  find  your  mamma  for  you  bye  and  bye." 
At  the  station  when  he  asked  her  for  her  name. 
And  she  answered  Jennie,  it  made  him  exclaim: 
"At  bust  of  your  mother  I  have  now  a  trace— 
Your  little  features  bring  back  her  sweet  face." 
CnoRug. 

"Do  not  fear,  my  little  darline,  and  1  will  take  you  right  liome. 

Come  and  sitdownclose  beside  me;  no  more  from  me  you  shall  roam; 

F'or  you  were  a  babe  in  arms  when  your  mother  h^ft  me  one  day; 

Left  me  at  home,  deserted,  alone,  and  took  you,  my  child,  away." 

" 'Twas  all  through  a  quarrel,  madly  jealous  she. 
Vowed  then  to  leave  me,  womanlike,  you  see. 
Oh,  how  I  loved  her,  grief  near  drove  me  wild." 
"Papa,  you  are  crying,"  lisped  the  little  child.      ' 
Suddenly  the  door  of  the  station  opened  wide: 
"  Have  you  seen,  my  darling?  "  an  anxious  mother  cried. 
Ilnsband  and  wife  then  meeting,  face  to  face. 
All  is  isoou  forgiven,  in  one  foud  embrace. 

Chohus. 
"  Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  and  we  will  take  yon  right  home. 
Come  and  sit  down  close  beside  me;  no  more  from  ns  you  shall  roam; 
For  you  were  a  babe  in  arms  when  your  mother  left  me  one  day; 
Left  me  at  home,  deserted,  alone,  aud  took  you,  my  child,  away." 


Don't  talk  to  me  of  wine, 

Tlio*  old  and  rare  and  fine, 
I  know  a  drink  that  |>uts  it  in  the  shade; 

'Twill  raise  jour  spirits  high. 

Some  people  call  it  "•rye," 
It  beats  the  lK•^<t  champagne  that  e'er  was  made. 

It  makes  us  all  a<.'ree, 

Wherever  we  may  be, 
'Tis  used  by  liioli  and  low  iu  cv'ry  quarter. 

Ir  brightens  up  the  eye 

And  cha-^es  every  sigh. 
That  little  drop  of  "conversation  water." 

CliORlTB. 

Conversation  water,  so  full  of  joy  and  cheer 
For  every  father,  mother,  son  and  daiiL'bter — 

Wherever  we  may  i.'<>,  there's  music  in  its  flow- 
That  glorious  old  "conversation  water." 

It  fills  the  heart  with  cheer, 

it  never  brinos  a  tear, 
Tis  joy  with  friends  to  pass  the  bottle  'round; 

It  makes  a  meal  ditiest, 

At  night  it  gives  us  rest, 
A  finer  nectar  never  could  be  found. 

Just  take  it  cold  or  hot. 

It's  sure  to  "  touch  the  spot," 
It  l)eats  your  laL:er  beer  or  ale  or  porter. 

In  fancy  style  or  plain. 

It  soothes  your  every  pain- 
That  pleasant  imle  " couvereatiou  water."— C'Aorw. 

I  loved  a  lady  fair. 

Who  had  me  in  despair 
With  all  her  fascinations  and  her  wiles— 

My  courage  oozed  away, 

1  knew  not  what  to  say, 
Slic  drove  me  to  distraction  with  her  smiles. 

At  lant  the  S|)ell  I  broke, 

.\nd  boldly  out  I  spoke. 
She  drank  with  me  of  something  that  I  iiroiigiit  her. 

She  vowed,  with  voice  divine. 

That  she'd  be  ever  mine — 
I  cajilured  her  with  "couvereatiou  watAr.'~C'Aor»t«. 

Now  we  are  man  and  wife 

And  lead  a  happy  life, 
Although,  of  course,  we  have  our  little  caree. 

At  night,  if  I  am  late. 

For  me  she'll  fondly  wait. 
And  listen  for  my  footstep  ou  the  etaira. 

Sometimes  i  may  be  tired, 

Or  joyously  inspired. 
Or  feel  inclined  a  regiment  to  slaughter — 

If  she  beuins  to  cry. 

Or  ask  the  reason  why, 
I  say,  "My  dear,  it's  couversalion  water."— CAort/*. 
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NOR  AH ARGON. 

Cojiyripht,  1S'.M,  by  Outioi.s  *  Talbot. 


All  ri»;hts  rosfTveil. 


Th»  Word"  and  MiJ<tle  of  this  Ronp,  orraneed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ml- 
drew,  ponl-pniil,  on  ri'c.-ipt  of  4i>  c«iitHi  or  this  nnd  any  two  otli.-i'  Soiik"  '"T  oiif  I>oll.ir, 
by  Hem y  .)  W.  hmiui.  i:i"  .t  i:«  I'm U  1{  >w, New  York,  or  li')  \V.  Maitisoii  Street,  I  liniiKo. 
Write  to  eilli«i-  on.- of  tli-  nl)..v.-  mlilrc-si-s  for  Fife  Catiilotriie  of  Soiiiis.  Sonjf  lluuks, 
Sheet  Uiuii',  Ueiiuau  &jug  iSuokn,  Letter  Writers,  Ureaui  Uovkn,  Juko  Buoks,  etv. 


GOOD-BYE,    JACK. 

Copyright.  Ifi94,  by  D.  C.  Allen. 


Words  ami  Mu8i<-  by  O.  DuBoia. 


A  ewecf  little  daisy  i:rcw  ilowii  iti  the  dell, 

Near  the  <)lil-fiif>lii<iiieil  ci>uni;c  tliat  we  loved  so  well; 

I  watched  -M  it  budded  into  its  full  lilooin; 

"Twati  iiieuiit  for  a  t;iff  to  my  Nornh  Aromi, 

Wo  coon  woiiid  lu'  wedded,  my  Norali  uiid  I; 

Our  rot  was  all  lix<-il  up  so  tliie, 

And  I  loiiyed  for  the  day  wlieii  F"d  call  her  my  own, 

Thcu  I'd  give  lier  the  daisy,  my  Norah  Aroon. 

But,  alas?  the  sweet  liream  wax  ne"er  to  come  true. 
For  one  fateful  ilay,  which  I've  ne'er  ceaced  to  rue. 
The  dark  ninNiiii.'  river  took  from  nie  my  hride. 
My  darllii;:,  my  Norah,  my  lif'-'s  hope  and  priile. 
The  stream  kept  its  trea!<ure;  no  more  have  we  ecuu 
Her  fair  face  ."o  lovini;  and  nweet. 
The  daicy  I  plucked  and  placed  over  my  heart, 
lu  mcm'ry  of  Nurab,  sweet  Norah  Arouii. 


DAINTY_G-LADYS. 

Copyright,  189»,  by  Kiehnrd  Stockton. 


All  rt(;htj<  reserved. 

The  Word»  and  Mniilc  of  this  Sonir,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  he  sent  to  any  ad-  > 
dreoH.  post'imid.  oil  rt'i-etpt  of  40reiit8.  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Sonira  for  one  Dollar, 

bv  Henrv  J.  Wehniaii.  i:t»  «  !.<•,'  I  ark  Row,  New  York;  or  liS  W.  ModiDoii  Street,  CIiicako. 
VVnlH  to  i-ilh<T  oni' of  thi-  nbovo  .idilrei-ge!*  for  Free  Catalotrue  of  8onirii.  SonR  Books, 
tiheut  Uusic,  Uei  nmii  Suug  liook:*.  Ltater  Writers,  Dream  Book*.  Juke  Uuukii,  etc 


Written  and  Conipo«ed  by  D.  C.  Alien. 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  thii  Somr,  Hriaiiireit  for  the  pinno,  h  ill  be  iient  to  any  i\i- 
dreK.«.  posf-|mJd.  on  lecii't  "f  <'  ctnts,  or  this  and  any  t»o  other  S'xitin  for  nne  l>oU«r, 
by  Heiiiy  J-  Wehinun.  IMi'  *  IW  I'.irk  !{"W.  N.-w  York:  or  l-'i  \V.  Jladison  Stiret.  Chieaito. 
Writ."  to  fithcr  on,- *.f  thf  .il>-\,-  aii'lr,-7<s<'-i  f.r  I-'r«'o  <\*liil- -^ite  «'f  S-.iiifs.  Swn^f  Uuuks, 

Sheet  Miuic,  Ueiman  Suiik  Book)!,  Letter  Write  i  s,  Dieaui  Kuoks,  Juke  Uuoki,  etc. 


Word,  and  Jlu-'ie  by  Kiehard  Stockton. 


I  know  a  dainty  little  nmid,  w  Imtif  i;reat(!<t  joy  in  life 

In  just  to  work  and  work  away,  caies  iiauiiht  for  pleasures  rife. 

Each  evening  to  the  theatre  elie  uoec,  hut  not  for  fun, 

And  quietly  liomeward  ueuds  her  way  after  the  play  is  douc. 

C'»ionf9. 

(Jladvs,  Gladv?.  daitity  Gladys,  eye?  of  chestnnf  htie, 
Everyl»o<lv  loves  you,  l.tcui^e  you  are  kind  and  true; 
rfiladys,  (iladys,  lovely  (Wailys,  with  your  fairy  smile. 
Earth  around  mc  scema  like  beaveu  when  yuu  are  there  awhile. 

Her  gentle  and  her  w  insomc  ways  ne'er  failed  to  w  in  a  heart. 
And  every  one  who  sei«  lu  r  phiy,  has  praises  fur  her  art. 
True  Worth  alone  will  tell  a'  last— so,  some  brii;hi  day,  I  wccn, 
We'll  see  our  diiiuty  little  lassie  reij^niui;  as  u  <iueen.—  Chorus, 

Oh,  darline.  let  these  words  of  mine  be  murmured  soft  and  low, 
Ami  let  the  essence  of  their  prayer  unto  your  altar  i;o. 
t)h,  tjive  me  just  one  iiltle  word— yes,  do,  proud  sweetheart,  do, 
Aud  tell  me  that  yuu  do  not  mind  me  sa>  lu<;;  "  1  love  yoa."— Chorus. 


A  pretty  little  cottnce  on  n  hriglit  midsutumer'mlay, 
A  fond  aud  anxious  niotliT  and  a  faiher  old  and  tiray. 
For  years  they've  watched  and  waited  for  their  only  son's  retarn, 
Win)  joiiriie\ed  to  a  fon-iL'ii  clime,  a  fortune  for  to  earn. 
"Now  soon  tiijou  I  will  return,  with  wealth  and  riches,  too; 
for  dav  by  day  and  weik  by  week  I'll  save  it  all  for  you," 
These  were  the  last  words  lie  had  said  the  day  he  went  away, 
Aud  as  he  left  his  dear  old  home,  he  heard  his  mother  say: 

Ciiours. 

"Good-bye,  Jack;  yon  are  my  pride  and  comfort,  so  ahviiys  Ihiuk  of  mo;    ( 
Then  when  to  home  ymi  do  return,  your  mother's  joy  you'll  be. 
Always  be  i-ood  and  honest,  wh'ilever  may  iK-tide, 
iSu,  ill  my  dyii.^  moments,  )ou'il  be  ut  my  side." 

A  noisy,  crowded  city.  In  a  distant  foroign  clime, 

A  youth  of  yoimtr  nnd  tender  years  convicted  of  a  crime; 

His  promises  were  hniken,  to  temptation  hcjave  wav. 

And  to  a  prison  cell  was  sent,  for  five  loni;  years  to  stay; 

lie  tnoii>rlit  of  mother's  kiiKlly  words  w  hen  from  home  he  did  start. 

And  kiievv  that  if  she  beard  the  news  'twnulil  surely  lueak  her  heart: 

His  conscience  told  bun  I.e'd  done  wrouK,  no  friends  had  iie  that  day, 

Aud  iiow  he'd  freely  give  his  life  to  hear  his  mother  Buy:—C'Aoiu». 

When  from  the  j)rison  be  was  freed,  to  home  be  did  return; 
His  L'olden  dreams  of  ymitli  had  tied,  and  lovq  for  tier  did  burn; 

He'd  try  jiimI  lend  a  ln-ttt-r  life  anil  Slav  with  mother  dear, 

but  litlledid  he  Illink  Hint  day  her  end  was  drawing;  near. 

Al  last  he  rriichrd  his  diar  old  home,  and  stood  at  mother's  side; 

She  prt'ssrd  liim  to  her  b<>.«om  ami,  with  tems  <>f  joy,  she  cried, 

Then  clasped  her  arms  about  him  and  her  spirit  passed  away, 

Aud  aa  he  kissed  her  dyiii^  lips,  be  thought  be  heard  her  say:—  Chorus. 


COME    DCWN,    McGINNIS. 

Copyiiiftit,  1891,  by  Frank  ilardincr.    Entered  at  Stationer*'  Hall,  London. 


All  riichts  reserved. 
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Copyriitht,  1893,  by  Frank  Tuusey.    Kiitered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  right.**  tf  .'erred. 
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Written  by  Albert  Hall.    Composed  by  Felix  McUIeonun. 

The  scene  is  a  rourt-hoii'ic  in  Ireland, 

(;rowded  from  tcllins;  lo  tloor 
With  uentles  aud  commons,  all  come  there  to  hear 

The  trial  of  jouii;;  Barney  Moore. 
Now  the  chnri;e  'gainst  the  stripling  is  treason, 

And  the  jury  liini  uuilty  declare; 
The  judire  is  utiout  a  loni;  s«-titence  to  pass, 

When  u  colleen's  voice  riui;s  thro' the  air: 

CHOHfS. 

"  Don't  send  thecrattir  to  prison,  sorr;  let  Justice  to  mercy  yield: 
His  father  is  dead,  for  our  (^ueen  founht  ami  bled  on  a  foreL-n  baitle-i"n  id. 
Don't  let  him  break  bis  jouiiK  heart  in  jail  for  a  crime  be  bit*  never  done; 
Kemember,  bis  mothers  a  widow,  and  he  is  a  widow's  onlj  son." 

The  judce  stays  the  sentence  a  moment, 

Looks  at  the  colleen  so  fair. 
He  says,  "Girl,  it  lirii.t;s  a  sharp  paui;  to  my  heart, 

Keftising  to  irrant  you  your  prayer — 
"Tis  the  laws  of  our  country  compel  me, 

Aiid  to  jail  I  mils'  t>end  him  to-day. 
The  sl.riek  of  the  collt^eii  rinsrs  thro'  that  ohl  court. 

As  she  murmurs  while  fainting  away:— C7(oru«. 

The  piteous  appeal  of  the  collecii 

Touches  a  m.'in  who  stood  there- 
He  cries  out,  "The  pris'ner's  not  guilty,  tho'  1,  ■ 

With  others,  asrainst  him  di<l  swear; 
'Twas  the  plot  f>f  bis  rich,  scheniin','  rival  — 

See  bow  he  tries  lo  slink  from  your  view! 
So,  try  me  for  jierjiiry  now,  if  you  like. 

But  i;ive  justice  where  justice  is  duel  " — C'/torut. 
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Written  and  t'onir>oscd  by  Wni.  Gillian.     Arranged  by  Wiu.  Loraine. 

McCJinnis  drove  a  coal  c.»rt  and  a  steady  man  was  he, 

lie  never  drank  a  drop  at  all.  for  fear  be  couldn't  see; 

His  wife  was  siiperstiiioiis.  aiul  she  brouubt  him  up  the  same; 

8o  be  iiad  a  si<:n  foreverytbinu  that  hap(>ened. 

While  ridinu  on  a  ton  of  coal  one  wet  and  stormy  day. 

The  street  caved  in,  the  horse  fell  through,  Mac  looked  down  in  dismay; 

He  went  and  t-'ot  a  block  and  fall,  lo  hoist  the  quiidru|M;d, 

Wbcu  be  beard  a  voice  below  that  made  him  Iremble: 

Chorus. 

Come  down,  McGinnis;  I'm  waltinj:  for  you  daily; 
Come  down,  Mctiinnis,  and  don't  you  break  away; 

AltboiiKb  your  iiiliid  is  aisy,  I  know  you  will  go  crazy, 
Come  down,*  Met; innis,  I  want  you. 

His  liorsc  was  irone,  be  lost  Ids  job,  but  yet  did  not  despair; 

He  went  to  work  aumi;  the  docks  with  strappini;  Paddy  Clare; 

A  sloop  WHS  anciiored  at  the  pier,  her  cartro  out  of  si>;bt. 

So  tliey  buckled  ilowii  like  troo|M'rs  in  a  battle. 

While  liolslin:;  up  a  load  of  brick,  the  sllni;  was  seen  to  sway. 

The  derrick  creakeil,  tint  r(>|>e  got  slack,  the  whole  thinu  gave  away, 

I'oor  Prtddy  landed  tlirough  Ihu  batch,  a  totiil  wreck  was  he. 

When  McGinnis  heard  the  same  familiar  waruiug:— 6' Aoru«. 

From  that  he  went  to  lahorinp  with  shovel  and  a  pick, 

Aloni;  with  some  Italians,  and  he  was  the  only  niick; 

They  worked  down  in  a  sand-bank,  makin<;  si.xty  cents  a  day; 

But  he  bossed  the  fan};,  so  evcrytbiiiv'  went  lovely; 

lie  ordered  them  to  di^  down  deep,  hut  quicker  than  a  flash. 

The  hank  caved  in,  l)Ut  be  was  saved— it  was  an  awful  crash; 

lie  then  bei;an  todi<;  ihein  out,  nnd  thoiiKbt  bed  find  them  dead. 

But  they  whispered  thioii^li  a  scwur-pipe  beuuath  hiiu:— C'Aoru*. 

At  last  be  tavc  tip  workimr,  and  was  taken  sick  to  bed; 

His  wif(!  did  everytbitig  she  could  to  suit  bis  ravini;  bead: 

He  yelled  all  ni};lit,  be  yelle<l  all  <l:iy,  bis  lungs  were  >;rowinp;  sore; 

Sure  she  knew  iie  couldn't  linf;er  now  much  longer; 

She  hroimbt  bis  friends  lo  see  him  just  before  he  passed  away; 

Il>-  lenned  Upon  bis  elbow,  and  be  H.'iid  he'd  like  to  stay; 

Bui  just  as  he  expired,  sure  they  beard  the  welcome  call 

Fruui  the  regions  dowu  beueaih  the  laud  and  water:— C'Ao;'u«.      - 


( 

—  •'  Pardon  ine,"  au'ul  Sciiiitoritil  Courtesy  to  Senatorial  Conserva-  ■ 
tisni,  "but  I  tiiiiik  you  und  I  btivu  family  tics."  "  We  have,"  ( 
answered  Sonatori;*!  ('oii.servutisui,  "and  we  must  take  pains  to  ( 
keop  them  in  the  famil}'.''  ( 
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We  Crossed  the  Atlantic  Together. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  Geoj-ge  E.  Peters. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Gcorgo  E.  Peters.    Airanged  by  Miss  May  E.  Suiitli. 

You  ask  to  know  how  flrct  I  met  nweet  Maciiie  wliile  at  eea— 

I)cei>  in  my  inem'ry  linner  yet  ttiose  days  co  dear  to  me:  ■,,       ■  . 

On  Jecli,  one  day,  a  fair,  yoiiut;  maid  siood  weepinir  and  alone; 

I  t^cutly  aakud  wliat  trvublea  weiglicd— what  loan  did  she  bemoan. 

;"         r.    ■   '■    .-        ,  CHoaus.  "■.";.. 

Strancoro  at  flrsf.  but  lovers  at  last,  we  crofised  the  Atlantic  loeetlier: 
liiippy  are  we.  forstettiiif;  llie  piiet— all  cnnshine,  witli  no  cloudy  weather. 
When  lovely  M;iiririe  bi-coiiies  my  wife,  we'll  cross  the  i^torni -beaten  sea  of  life; 
Love  lauds  lis  ashore,  quite  safe  as  of  )  ore,  when  w  e  crossed  the  Atlautic  together. 

The  pretty  maiden  sobbed  and  si^bed  as  tho'  her  heart  would  break; 
Her  lather  had  hnt  lately  died  aboard  t.'ie  tjood  ship  Flukt; 
She  was  a  lonely  oiphan  maid,  withont  one  triistlni;  friend; 
I  kindly  proffered  ber  my  aid  until  the  journey  s  *:ivi.— V Iwrus. 

hf  lime  went  on,  we  met  apiin,  quite  warm  our  friendship  grew; 
Mere  fiiemlH  not  loot;  did  we  remain  till  we  were  lovers  true. 

'I'he  ^ood  ship  brought  U8  safe  ashore,  ue  parted  for  a  time, 

Bui  soou  we'll  meet  to  part  uo  more,  sweet  Maggie  will  be  vaiac—Chorm. 


»%^ 


You  Might  Fool  a  Yonng  Man  Once, 
but  You  Cannot  Fool  Him  Twice. 

j  -      •  Copyright,  189r.,  by  Usendt  Co.  , 
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Words  and  Music  by  Si(f .  S.  Schlff.    Arranged  by  EuReue  Angell. 


Y"tl  pirls  you  are  dich  pretty  Ihintjs.  you're  always  on  the  caleh; 
Vnu  iiijnk  you  can  do  everyiliiUK  and  cannot  find'  your  match. 
Hut  you'll  he  (turely  bmlly  left  when  a  man  you'll  find 
Who  will  not  speud  bis  bard-eariied  cash  and  tlieu  be  left  behind. 

CnoBUs. 

Now,  wliy  don't  you  try  to  be  pood  and  listen  to  what  I  gay- 
Do  not  dirt  with  every  iiian:  you'll  find  it  does  not  pay; 
But  you  think  you  know  it  all,  you'll  not  li^teu  to  advice— 
You  might  fool  a  young  man  oiice,  but  you  cannot  fool  him  twice. 

Once  I  strolled  nut  in  the  park  for  a  quiet  walk, 

I  inel  a  litile  lady  fair,  we  had  a  pleasant  talk; 

She  promised  she  would  go  next  day  to  a  social  hop. 

But  she  was  like  the  rest  of  you  and  never  did  show  up.— C/iOru*. 

1  fell  in  love  with  another  girl,  she  promised  to  be  mine; 

1  treaifd  her  to  many  things  like  ice  cre.im,  beer  and  wine; 

Then  site  bought  dnsses,  jewelry— for  them  dear  I  paid — 

She  gave  me  then  the  grand  G.  B.,  and  ibis  is  wbat  1  &a\^:— Chorus. 


SOMETIMES; 

-  OR:- 


1  My  Little  Sweetheart  Shell  Be  Always. 

I  Copyright,  1894,  byFranI:  ilardnig. 

1  .    •  All  rights  reserved.        .''.. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Chas.  Qrabam.    Arranged  hj  William  Lorainc. 


Sometimes  at  nis;bt  I  sit  alone  and  ponder; 

M>-m'ry  goes  h:i(k  thro' the  visia  of  the  past- 
Dreaming  at  Will,  at  heart  I  often  wonder,  .   - 

DiKis  some  one  know  how  I  love  her  to  flic  last? 
Sometimes  I  dream  that  she  still  wanders  thro'  the  heather, 

Down  by  the  river,  where  the  moonlight  plays; 
ThoiiL'h  she,  perhaps,  forgets  the  hours  we  spent  together — 

My  little  sweetheart  she  will  be  always. 

■■■Refrain.  :       *■  -^  ,:.:-...  ...- 

Sometimes  \  think  of  the  fair,  sweet  face  I  knew  in  the  long  ago, 
With  bonnie  Itrown  eyes  and  a  form  of  grace,  and  good  little  heart,  I  know; 
Sometimes  I  think  that  she  l()ve<l  mc  then,  in  those  olden,  golden  flays; 
Tis  the  story  of  first  love  over  again— my  little  ewectheart  ebe'll  be  always. 

Sometimes  I  wish  we  ne'er  had  met  each  other 

DoH  n  hy  the  stream,  where  we  watched  the  moonlight  play- 
Sometimes  I  hope  she  never  loved  anotlier— 

Longing  the  while  that  we  meet  again  some  day; 
Eyes  that  were  bright  may  then  be  dim  with  age  and  sorrow; 

Hearts  that  were  true,  remember  what  love  says: 
Tho'  we  should  part  for  years  or  meet  asiaiu  fo-morrow — 

My  little  sweetheart  she  will  be  o.\\\si^».— Refrain. 


RUTH    AND    I. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  DuBols  &  Talbot.     All  rights  reser\ed. 
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Words  Mid  Mu  sic  by  O.  DuBois, 

The  world  seems  fair  and  smiling  to  lovers  in  their  youth. 
The  sun  so  bright,  the  sky  so  light,  to  me  and  my  darling  Rulb. 
■We  met  .Mt  the  washore  a  short  year  ago- 
Bold  cnpid,  bo  dealt  us  a  sudden,  swift  blow. 
Antt  from  (hat  blest  moment,  the  fairest  I  know. 
We  were  sweethearts,  my  Kutb  and  I. 

Chohl's. 

Tiien  those  who've  had  that  feeling,  been  right  deep  in  love, 
Felt  the  sweet  thought  stealing  ^enily  from  above. 
They  kiu>w  the  bliss  of  loving,  all  the  ecsiacy, 
Giveu  to  such  sweethearts  as  fair  Uiith  and  I. 

And  now  my  Kuth  has  promised  that  she  my  biide  will  be; 
Where  firet  we  met,  we'll  ne'er  forget,  we'll  marry  by  the  eea. 
She  give.'*  me  her  hand,  lier  future,  her  life. 
And  well  will  1  strive  to  proioci  lier,  my  wife; 
I'll  guard  her  from  danirer,  the  world  and  its  strife. 
My  dear  heart,  my  Kuth  and  I.— V /torus. 


I'll  G-ive  You  a  Lock  of  My  Hair. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  S|>auldiDg  &  Gray. 
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■Words  and  Slusic  by  George  Treliel. 


Eyes  eo  blue,  heart  so  true,  little  maiden  fair. 

To  my  heart  you've  lirought  much  sorrow; 

If  your  he;irt  i  coiihi  but  borrow, 
I  would  see  if  for  liic  >oii  a  little  care; 
If  you  love  me,  send  to  me  a  lock  of  your  golden  hair. 

Refrain. 

Shyly,  thus  she  replied,  "Oh!  sir,  do  sir,  pity  my  pride; 

If  it  you'll  truly  wear,  then  1  will  give  you  a  lock  of  my  hair." 

Lock  of  gold,  what  a  hold  you  have  on  my  life; 

Had  I  hut  the  Intiul  that  bore  thee. 

How  my  heart  would  warm  with  glee. 
But  far  away  she  must  stay,  ne'er  will  be  my  wife; 
Still  you  loved  me  when  jou  scut  a  lock  of  your  golden  hair. 

Repkain. 
When  life's  labor  is  past,  when  we've  reached  our  troal  at  last. 
And  when  I  meet  you  there,  then  I'll  return  you  this  lock  of  your  hair. 


A     PLAIN    LITTLE   .IRISH    GIRL.  ^ 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Spaulding  &  Konuiei .    Kiitered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  Loudon. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonsr,  arranirert  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad-  I 
dres-s,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents,  or  tliis  «>id  any  two  other  SoiigR  for  One  Dollar,  ( 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  Oraliaiu. 


We've  heard  very  often  in  story  and  song 

Of  girls  who  were  ideal  lieatities; 
There's  one  little  girl  whom  I  know  is  not  eo, 
.\  But  she  always  attends  to  her  duties; 

With  her  old  widowed  molher  she  lives  near  town. 
In  a  home  that  is  happy,  without  a  frown; 
And  when  on  a  Sunday  she's  walking  with  me, 
Dressed  up  in  her  best,  she's  a  pleasure  to  see. 

Refrain. 

She's  only  a  plain  little  Irish  girl,  who  faithfully  toils  for  her  mother; 

I'm  going  to  win  this  precious  pearl,  for  I  know  slic  loves  no  rrther: 

No  lass  have  I  seen  like  this  little  colleen,  my  brain  she  ba^  set  in  a  whirl; 

Like  the  stars  up  above  ber,  I  treasure  and  love  ber,  this  phun  iiitie  Irish  girl.  ( 

Of  course,  when  we're  married  we'll  have  our  own  iiomc; 

'Twill  always  be  britrht  and  merry; 
1  know  it  will  be  just  like  Eden  for  me. 

With  a  helpmate  that's  never  contrary; 
■    And  a  nice  Utile  fortune  I'll  lay  a«ay, 
So  we're  always  prepared  for  a  rainy  day; 
And  after  our  wedding  there's  none  who  can  blame 
If  we  take  our  Sunday  excursion  the  e&mc.  —  lief  rain. 


— "Do  you  believe  in  w;orkingmen?"  "  You  bet  I  do.    I  be- 
lieve in  working  them  \x4i!inever  I  cau." — Toledo  Blade. 
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HATS    OFF   TO    ME. 

CopyriRlit,  1891,  by  Win.  A.  Pond  &  Co.     ■ 
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/  The  Word*  and  Musle  of  this  Sontr,  arrantred  for  the  piano,  will  h«  »ent  to  any  ad- 
1  diTKs,  potit  paid,  on  it'i'i-ipt  of  ♦Docntx;  or  this  and  any  two  i>th»-r  Souitb  fur  One  Dollar, 

li.v  Mrniy  J.  Webnian.  i:tU  A  i:«  I'ark  Ui>vr,  Sew  York;  or  VSt  W.  MailiKoii  Sti«"«t,  flilraKO. 
1  Writ»  to  rithf  r  one  of  the  above  adilrexsva  for  Free  Catnlofriie  of  8onK8,  Sunir  Books, 

Sbeet  Music,  Ueiiiiau  SunK  Books,  Ixiltcr  Writers,  Ui-eani  Bookii,  Jok«  Books,  etc. 

1  IVords  by  Edward  naiTlK^n.    Music  by  Dave  Drahain. 


I'm  a  hii;1i-tonc<l  darkey  w  Id  dc  ecl-ekin  hair. 

And  i«iuiinifr-ci)lori'd  trousers,  very  light; 
A  l)ii:  white  ppark  in  my  bngoni  dar, 

A-ebiuiug  like  a  'lectric  liKbt. 

Refrain. 
Wtieii  I  f;n  on  de  avenue,  ite  how-de,  how-de-do» 
It'o  dar  yuull  see,  just  after  tea,  dey  take  off  their  hats  to  mc, 

Cuouus. 
Den  it's  hats  off,  hate  off,  hats  off  to  mc, 

I'm  viKlitecn  carat,  away  up  in  C'; 
Up  town  or  down  town,  'round  town  or  croBfl  tonn. 

Hate  off,  hate*  off,  hatd  off  to  mc. 

I've  u  l>lnck  silk  beaver,  and  it  fite  my  head, 

A  eutin  umbrella,  very  neat; 
A  L'old-heailcil  cane  and  a  necktie  red, 

When  istrolling  up  and  down  de  otreet,— lie/rain  db  Chorui. 

Oh.  I  bow  to  ladies  with  a  deleart  smile. 

And  hold  a  conversation  superfine; 
Tile  rtttl  coon  swell,  oh.  they  take  my  style. 

For  fabhion  I'm  a  walkiut;  ev^M.— Refrain  tfc  Chorut. 


DE    RAINBOW    ROAD. 
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The  Words  and  Mnsic  of  this  Ronu,  arrantred  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre.is,  postpaid,  on  rrcf  ipt  of  M  ctnt.<,  or  tliia  and  any  two  other  Konirs  for  « )np  Dollar, 
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THE    PRIDE    OF    THE    BALL. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  The  S.  Cralnard's  Sons  Co. 


The  Words  and  MmbIc  of  this  Sontr,  arrantrrd  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  nd 
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Words  by  llarry  C.  Clyde.     MukIc  by  H.  C.  Vemer. 


Fancy  could  picture  no  grander  siglit,  'twas  a  fairy  sceue. 
And  o'er  all  t>he  reliriicd  like  a  (pieen. 

Countless  the  hearts  tliat  were  lost  that  Di){bt — lost  beyond  recall- 
To  this  fair  one— pride  of  the  ball. 

Refrain. 

Proudly  she  reicned  like  a  queen  upon  her  throne; 
Cheeks  that  were  lliisluil  like  a  rose  in  heuveii  iirowii; 
Graceful  and  fair,  she  whs  loved  and  wooed  by  all; 
iShu  tflolc  uiy  heart,  Ihc  pride  of  the  ball. 

Envied  by  all  when  she  waltzed  with  mc,  happy  then  was  I; 
(iolden  miuiieiits.  tlu-y  seemed  to  fly. 
I  held  her  bund  in  mine  tenderly,  ^'tiding  'round  the  hall. 
With  my  loved  one— pride  of  the  ball.— y»^/aiM. 

Slowly  we  strolled  from  the  gnrgiuK  crowd  to  the  (garden  fair; 
Then  I  ask4-(l  if  hope  I  niicht  dare: 

(iently  lierKracefui  head  she  bowed;  one  word— "ycfl  "—was  all; 
1  had  won  the  pride  of  the  \ux.\\.— Refrain. 


JUST    ACROSS    FROM    JERSEY. 

CopyriKht,  18«.«,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

The  Wordu  and  Mnsie  of  this  Ronir,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  .I'l 
dress,  poRt-|iaid.  on  reeeipt  of  40('ents,  or  thiaand  any  two  otbei  Soiikk  fiir  Due  millur, 
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Words  by  Kdward  Harritran.    Musiic  by  Dave  Krahani. 


(Ji't  ready  for  to  travel  de  rainbow  road; 
Ifs  niaiie  of  poldcu  t'ravel,  de  rainbow  road; 
Oh,  keep  a-climbini;  higher,  de  rainbow  road; 
Good  children  never  tire  on  de  rainbow  road. 

CuoRns. 

Oil.  weary  pilgrims,  Gabriel's  army. 

When  lie  silver  trumpet  blow'd. 
Children  in  de  golden  sunset 

Travel  by  de  rainbow  road. 

f)h.  goodness,  ain't  it  sunny?  de  rainbow  road; 

Won't  cost  you  any  money,  de  rainbow  road; 

Fiery  steeds  am  flyiiii;,  de  rainbow  road; 

I>c  sinners  am  a-sighiug  on  de  rainbow  road.— CAoruf. 

Oil,  boar  dem  wings  a-flanping,  de  rainbow  road; 

])e  spirits  am  a-rapping,  tie  rainbow  road; 

No  apple-jack  and  onions,  de  rainbow  road; 

You  never  get  no  bunions  ou  de  rainbow  road.—  Chorus. 

Old  Peter's  bell  am  ringing,  de  rainbow  road; 

Celestial  choir  am  sinuing.  de  rainbow  road; 

I)c  wicked  ill  a  tlutter,  ile  rainbow  road; 

l)ty  have  to  skip  de  gutter  ou  de  rainbow  to&A.— Chorut. 


Dar's  a  town  dal's  mighty  high,  just  across  from  .Jersey; 
We'll  get  over  dar  by'iii  by,  just  across  from  .KrHi-y: 
I  b'lieve  dey  calls  it  old  Ni:w  York,  just  across  from  .Jersey, 
It's  dar  dese  i>eople  gwinc  to  talk,  just  across  from  Jersey. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  far'  ye  well,  good  strangers, 

Dese  niggers  gwine  to  walk. 
No  more  we'll  roam,  oh,  carry  us  home, 

"Way  back  to  old  New  York. 

Wenches  have  a  rolling  eye,  just  across  from  .Jersey; 

When  vou're  sicit  take  rock  and  rye,  just  across  from  Jersey; 

«Hi,  colored  people  never  thin,  just  across  from  Jersey; 

Dey  fatten  up  ou  old  Tom  Gin,  just  across  from  Jersey,— CAorwu. 

nappy  times  in  Thompson  Street,  just  across  from  Jersey; 

Yiiller  gals  with  tender  feet,  just  across  from  Jersey: 

Oil.  tie  me  down  and  keep  me  dar,  ju.<t  across  from  Jersey; 

I'd  rather  starve  and  live  on  air,  just  across  from  Jersey.  — CAo*-'/*, 

/ 
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4     THE    LAST    OF    THE    HOGANS. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  *  Co. 


DANNY    BY    MY    SIDE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co, 


The  Words  and  Mosic  of  this  S.>ng,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  toAny  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  4«  cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  KooKfi  for  One  Dollar. 
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Words  by  Edward  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 


The  Brooklyn  Bridge  on  Sunday  is  known  as  lover's  lane, 
I  stroll  tlicrt;  with  my  sweetheart,  oh,  time  and  time  again; 
Oh,  how  I  love  to  ramble,  oh,  yes,  it  is  my  pride, 
Dressed  m  my  best,  each  day  of  rest,  with  Danny  by  my  side. 

Chorus. 

Then,  ob,  my,  do  try,  take  in  the  bridge  on  a  Sunday, 

Laughing,  cliafling,  happy  the  lovers  go  by; 
MiioniJL'ht,  stiirliiiht,  watctiing  the  silvery  tide. 

Dressed  in  my  best,  each  day  of  rest,  with  Danny  by  my  side. 

Tlic  mothers  with  their  cliildren  go  out  to  take  the  air, 

F'rom  tenement  niul  ailey,  a  pleasure,  oh,  so  rare; 

It's  there  the  jioor  and  lowly  all  watch  the  river  glide. 

What  joy  to  me  such  sights  to  see,  with  Danny  by  my  side.- C'AorK/r. 

The  picnic  barge  so  gayly  goes  sailing  down  the  bay. 
We  see  tlie  fla'JS  a-fl>ing,  and  hear  the  music  play; 
Yefc,  there  upon  ilie  water,  wheie  sliips  at  imclior  ride, 
Tbi:y  shout  with  glee,  it's  joy  to  me,  with  Danny  by  my  side. 


-ChoruK. 


The  sportsman  and  the  preacher,  the  dandy  with  Ids  beau, 

We  see  a-promenading,  as  to  and  fro  they  go; 

They  come  from  every  nation  that's  o'er  the  ocean  wide. 

Oh,  how  they  stare  when  I  walk  there,  with  Daiicy  by  my  side.— CAona. 


Words  by  Kdward  Harrigau.    Music  by  Dave  Braliam, 


The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  Song,  arraneed  for  the  piann,  nil)  t>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
drcHS,  post  paid,  on  ree.  ipt  of  40  rents;  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  one  Ihillar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  I30&  132  I'ark  Kow.New  York;  or  I'iS  W.  Madison  Street,  Chieago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresM>s  for  Kree  t'Htitlogiie  of  Songs,  Song  BooU, 
Sheet  Music,  Uerinan  Song  Hooks,  I>;tter  SN'riters,  Dream  Books,  ,luke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Eklward  tlarripran.    Music  by  Dare  Braham. 


Oh,  list  to  the  praise  of  an  old  family, 

liisforical  Irish  from  Erin-go-bragh; 
A  world-renowned  i»eople,  the  men  were  manly. 

And  the  girls  were  as  fair  as  ihe  pearls  of  Afia. 
I  married  my  husband  in  sweet  Kiiiickletowii,  sir, 

A  lieaiitiful  place  in  the  county  Mayo, 
Where  all  his  ancestors  no  more  interest  us. 

For  he  was  the  last  of  the  llogans,  you  know. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  Ilnghcy,  poor  Ilughey,  won't  come  hack  to  mc. 
He  went  for  a  sailor  far  over  the  sea; 
1  weep  and  I  wail  for  the  lost  pediL'reo, 
For  he  was  the  last  of  the  Ilogans,  lio,  hoi 

His  great-great-grandfather,  he  fought  in  the  war. 

Remarkable  soldier  at  our  Waterloo; 
A  wariior  bold,  and  the  devil  to  snore, 

Wid  the  bladu  of  an  axe  all  the  foemeti  he  slew. 
At  mowing  the  hay  in,  sure,  he  was  the  boy,  sir, 

A  dozen  of  acres  he  cut  wid  a  blow; 
And  all  his  descendants  were  never  defendants. 

For  he  was  the  first  of  the  Ilogaus,  you  know.  — CAorit*. 

Dis  great-grcat-grandmother,  she  lived  on  the  hill. 

An  illigant  lady,  with  learning  galore; 
The  fringe  on  her  nightcap  hung  down  in  a  frill, 

Wid  the  gold  of  the  foe  from  tlic  foreigner'i*  shore. 
The  troopers  while  miirchin?  would  come  to  a  halt,  sir, 

A  thousand  of  bugles  suluting.  to  show 
That  all  her  protectors  would  never  neglect  her. 

But  die  for  the  first  of  the  Uogans,  ho,  \xo\— Chorut. 
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Two   More  to  Come. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  <S:  Co. 


Tho  Wordu  and  Music  of  tliis  Sonfr,  nn-anired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  t<»  any  ad- 
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Words  by  Edward  Han  igaii.    Music  by  Dave  Brabani. 


Oh,  here  we  are  8o  neat  and  cable,  ready  for  to  wait  on  table;! 

Kvery  coon  ie  clean  and  able,  hotel  wuitere  at  your  call; 
Bring  you  any  kind  of  dishes  dat  a  cent  or  lady  witihes; 

Meat  and  fowl  or  any  fiahes,  bread  and  butter,  codfish  balls. 
Oiiadiiih,  olM:r  darl  Wilbur,  ('lenient,  Ilildehran', 
MoacD,  Uiibi'iel,  Tticudurc,  WaeUiugtou  uud  Dau. 

Cnonus. 
Knast  beef,  com  beef  ala  tnoda,  dumpling  ala  Saratoga, 

Be<!f-»teak  pie  or  nnitton-cliopfi,  now  have  them  rare  or  else  well  done; 
Fricassee  and  Irit>b  chowder,  C:narloUe  Ruase  with  sugar  powder. 

Plunsu  send  dowu  dat  order  loudcrl  dur  is  now  two  more  to  come. 

We'll  briuK  yon  diches  cooked  to  order,  snit  most  any  kind  of  boarder; 

Every  coon  uii  old  eighth  warder;  lota  of  goose-goose  on  de  bar; 
Bring  you  juicy  apple  fritters,  lively  cheese  without  the  skippers; 

Aiiytliing  you  mind  to  clip  us,  here'M  your  check,  pay  at  do  bur. 
Olmdiah,  otter  dar!  Wilbur,  Cieuieut,  Uildebran', 
Moses,  Gabriel,  Theodore,  Washington  and  Ddu.—C'/iorus.  - 


LOCKED    OUT    AFTER    NINE. 

Copyright,  ;880,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 
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Tho  Words  and  Miieio  of  this  Rnnir,  arraneed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
drcw,  p<)8t-pnid,  on  rec.'ipt  i>r  40  rents;  or  tliix  and  any  two  other  Soiiitr  for  One  I'ollur, 
by  Henry  J.  \Vehman,lSo.S:  l:R  Park  Uow,  New  York;  or  li'i  \V.  Ma<liwiii  Rtr<-et,  ('liientro. 
WritM  to  either  one  of  tlie  aiir>ve  a<ldreK«.'«  for  Free  Catiilu^iio  i>f  Sontrs,  >Soii|f  lluuks, 
Bbe«t  Music,  Uerinaii  Soug  Buok:<,  Letter  Writciti,  Dream  Bookv,  Joke  Book*,  etc. 


Words  by  Kd» aid  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Brahaiii. 


I'm  flopping  at  a  boarding-house  kept  by  Misses  Doyle; 
The  rules  and  regulations  are  foruiiist  us  all  the  while. 
Two  meals  a  day  was  all  we  got,  we  set  down  in  a  line; 
'Twas  every  niuii  iu  bed  at  eight,  or  locked  out  after  nine. 

Chorus. 
There  wa3  Slotty  McGonigal,  Mc.\l lister  and  O'Biirke, 
A  Scandinavian  llsherman,  u  Norwegian  and  Turk. 
The  latlies,  the  babies,  were  crying  all  the  time; 
Eveiy  man  in  bed  at  eight  or  locked  out  after  nine. 

At  ft  roucing  demonstration,  held  up  in  Union  Square, 

Taniinany-IIall  Uepublicana  and  anti-Tains  were  there. 

Our  boarders  congregated  to  see  tlie  sight  so  line; 

Gilligau  wanted  it  stopped  at  eight,  we  got  home  after  mac— Chorus. 

There  was  Slotty  McGonigal  a-kicking  on  the  door. 

The  ladies  and  the  babies  for  Miss  Doyle  did  roar. 

We  woke  up  all  the  neighbors;  the  tailor,  C'onstantine, 

Turned  out  the  fire  tlepartineut  wlieu  we  was  locked  out  after  mDC— Chorus. 

There  was  a  row  next  mornincr,  wid  all  the  boarders  druuk; 

Mi^'s  Doyle  she  got  excited  and  threw  out  every  trunk. 

Hat  boxes  and  valises,  and  shirts  from  off  the  line, 

Cunie  out  wid  all  the  lodgers  bekaso  we  got  home  after  nine.— Cftorue. 

Wid  vengeance  they  did  roar;  they  rushed  for  bricks 
And  heavy  sticks  to  batter  down  the  door. 
' Twas  then  they  got  the  collar,  three  long  months  wid  a  fine 
Was  their  conciliation  for  coming  home  after  nine.— Chorus. 


BOLD    HIBERNIAN    BOYS. 
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Words  by  EC  ..'ard  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 


Lot's  sing  a  song  as  wc  march  along  for  the  land  where  the  grass  grows  green, 
Otir  cm'rald  isle,  where  lassies  smile  like  a  bright  May  mora  euiibeam. 
For  fighting  or  for  pleasure,  we  are' tho  ladies'  joy; 
For  fuu  beyond  all  measure,  call  the  bold  Ilibernian  boys. 

Cnonns.  .  ;    "  •'''. 

We're  sons  of  Erin's  Isle,  free-hearted  all  the  while, 
Happy  Irish  lads  are  we,  who  never  fear  no  noise; 

Loyally  we  stand  for  dear  old  Ireland, 
Uip,  hip,  hip,  hip,  hurrah!  for  the  bold  Hibernian  boys. 

Yon  may  search  this  wide  world  all  around,  from  France  to  Dindostan, 
Where'er  you  roam,  it's  a  truth  well  known,  you'll  find  an  Irishman, 
t^iiick-witted,  always  ready  to  welcome  you  with  joy; 
It's  Jack,  Dan,  Mike  or  Teddy,  each  bold  Hibernian  boy.— Chor its. 

Then  cheer,  boys,  cheer,  for  Erin  dear,  the  home  of  Thomas  Moore, 

O'Connell  and  brave  Emmet,  and  such  heroes  by  the  score; 

Our  country's  persecutions  old  time  can  not  alloy, 

Justice  the  resolution  of  each  bold  Hibernian  boy.— Chorus. 


IT'S  ALL  THRO  A  HARDY  SAILOR 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Arthur  West.    Arranged  by  John  A.  Stromberg. 


Oh,  listen  to  my  tale  of  woe,  and  il"s  all  throngli  a  hardy  sailor: 
I'll  ne'er  be  well  again,  I  know,  and  it's  all  through  a  hardy  saili-r. 
He  came  to  this  town  years  ago,  and  vowed  and  swore  Iu;  lovi'd  me  so, 
■But  now  I'm  full  of  grief  and  woo,  and  it's  nil  through  a  hardy  Bailor. 

He  was  a  sailor  bold  with  his  yo-lioavc-ho, 

To  me  the  tale  he  told  with  Ilia  Yo-heave-ho; 

He's  left  me  h<^ie  to  grieve,  he's  laughing  up  his  sleeve, 

I  never  will  believe  again  in  Yo-heave-ho.  .  ,"- 

There  is  no  one  in  love  with  me,  and  it's  all  throiiL'h  a  liardy  sailor, 
F<ir  they've  all  heard  the  talc,  you  see,  of  me  ami  the  hanly  sailor. 
Tliere's  many  a  girl  like  me,  I  know,  who  knows  him  well  an<l  his  Yo-beave-ho; 
There's  many  a  girl  can't  get  a  In-au,  and  it's  all  through  a  hardy  sailor. 
He  was  a  sailor  bold,  etc. 

A  green  grass  widow  I  shall  he,  and  it's  all  Ihrougli  a  liardy  sailor, 
For  nobody  will  speak  to  nic,  and  it's  all  thri>u<:li  a  harily  c.iilor; 
He  now  is  sailinifon  the  Stii!',  ami  all  he's  left  iiic,  if  you  pleace. 
Is  the  marriage  lines  and  one  of  these,  and  it"s  all  through  a  hardy  sai'or. 
He  was  a  sailor  bold,  etc. 


ON   THE    OLD   VILLAGE    G-REEN. 


I 
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Lei  mem'ry  take  ns  hack  again  to  liaj>pv  days  of  yore;  .   ■ . 

Think  of  the  jolly  times  wc  had  o:i  Gtiiiics' Cillaf  <i<ior:  -  • 

Thiiilv  of  huckleiieriy  jiarties  w  hen  wc  lic|pc<l  some  pi<?t(y  lass, 
Then  went  home  wiili  a  lirinimiiig  jiail,  tln^  nioft  of  wlii<h  was  grass; 
Think  of  the  jolly  hnskini;  hee.-<,  how  ofl  have  we  fell  queer, 
When  some  dear  miss  ov\ed  lis  a  kiss  when  we  found  a  big  re.l  e.ir. 
But  the  best  of  sport  in  good  old  times  which  pleased  us  most,  I  ween. 
Were  the  good  old  games  we  used  to  play  on  the  deur  old  village  green. 

Ciionus. 

The  games  on  the  old  village  green 

Arc  the  {lanies  that  we  loved  iiK'sf,  I  ween; 

If  hurt  liy  a  f;ill,  when  kicking  foolball. 

How  of t  we  w  imld  say,  "Ah,  it's  nothing  at  all.*' 

We  knew  not  of  sorrow  or  care. 

With  our  pleasure  no  joy  can  ciiinparn; 

So  in  one  glad  refrain  let'rt  all  siiiir  auain 

Of  the  games  on  the  old  village  green. 

It  only  seems  just  yesterday  since  we  were  children  gay, 
1  remember  well  when  sister  Nell  was  chosen  fjuecn  of  May; 
Then  robed  in  white,  witli  roses  red,  all  woven  in  a  crown. 
She  was  mote  hajipy  than  ii  (jneeii  tliere  in  <<iir  native  town. 
We'd  dance  and  sing  I  he  whole  day  loiii;  and  not  hear  mother  call, 
Nor  hells  that  rang,  nor  birds  that  sang,  so  did  our  games  enthrall. 
'Twas  peace  and  bliss  and  happiness  in  c'hildhoo<l's  days  serene. 
When  we  knew  only  pleasure  on  the  dear  old  village  green. —  (Jhorus- 
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Wealth  Never  Won  a  Woman's  Heart. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Clias.  Orahani. 


'  ■  -■  "Why  do  yon  chide  me?"  a  young  wife  said  v"'. 

'■.  To  her  husband  old  and  gray;  -' 

"You  know  'twas  a  folly  for  us  to  wed. 

But  with  mother  you  bad  your  way.  ■""  . 

We  were  poor,  and  she  was  so  sorely  tried. 
And  then  you  asked  me  to  be  your  bride; 
You  know  I  was  only  an  old  man's  pride, 
When  I  became  your  wife. 

Refrain. 
Wealth  never  won  a  woman's  heart,  wealth  only  reigns  In  elav'ry's  mart; 

Love,  only  love  can  e'er  impart  joy  to  a  woman's  life. 
Faith  that  was  mine  thro'  doubts  and  fears,  pa.sses  as  pass  away  the  years; 

I've  known  but  bitterness,  grief  and  tears  since  I  became  your  wife. 

"  If  I  had  known  in  my  early  days    -        . 
,,■.'■-.  What  I  he  future  meant  for  me,  •-   ;; 

V:       I'd  gladly  have  (oiled  for  myself,"  she  eafd,  - -- 

"If  my  life  could  be  only  free.  -  -      ,' 

You  can  give  me  freedom  again,  I  know. 
For  I've  been  faithful,  as  time  will  show;  v      .-Tj 

';..•:•':.       My  heart  may  be  won,  tho' it  was  not  so 
;.  When  1  became  your  wife."— J2f/>'am. 
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McManTis,  Kehoe  and  the  Egg. 
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WorUa  by  W.  J.  Kcnuey.    Jliific  by  Thos.  F.  Morrissey. 


Now  a  story  I  will  toll  of  two  nun  that  1  know  well. 

And  I  heir  nnnits  they  wire  McMnniis  and  Kihoc; 
Tiit-y  il  been  ncii,'lili(>r'<  twenty  jenrs.  hut  ilu-y  ucvvrr,  it  appears,    ' 

il.-iil  a  •<iiii;lf  iinsiry  woi\i.  much  les-i  ii  blow. 
Bill  of  late  ihcy  iiml  a  tiiilit.  and  iliey  hoili  claim  tliat  they're  right, 

IMire  the  irouliie  caused  the  rieii^libors  much  surprisie: 
For  McMiinus'  saear?  he'll  win,  and  Kihoe  will  not  irive  in, 

Aud  heiwixt  the  twj  they've  miirdtr  in  their  eyes. 

(.'IIOKCS. 

F.ir  ;McMami!<  turned  to  drink  and  Kehoe  can't  sleep  a  wink, 
Sure  they're  cliallei.^'int;  each  ctiitr  and  they're  noin^'  blood  for  ink; 
And  before  tlie  fii:-.-'  i!>  over  I  have  reason  for  to  think 
That  they  both  will  have  ilieir  |>ictures  out  iu  J'uck. 


I  will  try  lo  I'll  you  now  the  causae  of  all  the  row 

That  came  belwien  Mi'ManiJ"  and  Kelioe; 
yViC  (>wi:ed  K.iuie  fancy  fon  I.  Iliafs  what  started  all  the  growl, 

Jii«f  you  li«ten  and  xi'ii'll  hear  a  Uile  of  woe. 
Sure,  >icManii9  made  a  clnitn  that  one  of  his  fancy  game 

IJa  I  laid  ail  eiii;  in  Mi-rr-r  Kehi«-'s  >ard: 
So  Kelioe  went  to  ilie  iier^t  and  he  scooped  it  with  the  rc9t. 

Now  to  i;ive  it  up  he  thinks*  i.s  iiiii;iity  haid. 

ClIOUl  H, 

"Didn't  my  hen  i«v  the  eg;;*"  MeManus  he  did  sliout. 
"  Well,  lliai's  all  iiyht,"  caid  Kelioe,    "didut  my  hen  lintch  it  out?" 
Now  w  hicli  loll  ciiii  be  the  mother  row,  is  all  a  case  of  doubt, 
For  they  ijotU  were  iuipiicuted  in  the  job. 

Now,  from  the  la^t  report,  the  cq,<'e  has  cone  to  court. 

And  ii'i?  cau!"iiij;  roucli  e.\citemenr  'round  the  place. 
For  McMaiius  and  Kehoe  are  both  iiiixioiix  for  to  know 

Wliicli  one  of  Iheiii  i*  j;oin<:  to  win  Ilie  case. 
When  McMauus  kirsed  the  hook,  he  swore  Kclioc  was  a  "crook," 

Wiiile  Kehoe  svxore  ?»UM.iniis  fold  a  lie. 
Said  the  .jiidiie,  "Now  tint  will  do.  I  have  heard  enough  from  you;" 

At  the  jury  then  he  turned  and  w  inked  his  eye. 

Ciioui's. 
Said  the  judge,  to  both,  said  he:  '"Sure  it's  pUiiu  cnongli  to  eee— 
Huppope  I  lake  an  e<_'g  and  ihe  bird'n  liatclicd  out  by  me. 
Do  you  think  I'd  be  the  moilKr?  Well,  I  don't  think  ^o,"  caid  he; 


So  McManus  and  his  chickcu  won  the  day. 


Parody  on : 

OLD,    AND    ONLY    IN 


THE   WAY. 


By  T.  H.  Tooker. 
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One  iiiirhr  I  chanced  to  meet  n  poor  o!il  dude  upon  the  street, 

Who  i)orrowed  my  ear  and  told  me  his  tale  of  woe: 
Said  he:  "Once  I  was  a  blood,  bin  now  my  name  is  mud. 

And  for  a  ciL'aretie  I  know  not  where  lo  go. 
I  once  had  lota  of  tin.  Imr,  nla;'!  my  friend,  I  blew  it  in 

On  the  lialiit  girl*  who  dai.ced  in  the  Ji/tick  Crook; 
I  would  take  them  out  to  dine,  always  treiiled  them  to  winc, 

Yes,  they  had  a  mortjjage  on  my  pockei-book. 

Chobvs. 
"But  now,"  said  he,  "my  moiiey's  gone,  all  my  jewelry  is  in  pawn, 

I  had  to  sell  my  clothiiitr  to  a  eheeney  in  tlit;  hay; 
I've  no  place  to  lay  my  licad— tho'  I  once  clcpt  in  a  fcathCr  bed— 

For  my  papa  has  turned  me  down  since  1  wau  led  astray. 

"When  these  maids  are  on  the  stage  they  hide  nothing  but  their  age; 
Yes,"  said  he.  "all  of  fhein  ore  nearly  sixty  in  the  shade. 

You  may  think  their  form's  fublime— I  tiioui;lif  go,  too,  one  time- 
But,  to  tell  the  truth,  tl:ey're  fearfully  and  woijderfully  made. 

They  use  urease  paint  by  tiie  stick,  the  pads  they  wear  arc  very  thick. 
It's  no  wonder  that  they  look  so  younir  and  sweet: 

And  lil  tell  you  on  the  quiet,  it's  a  fact,  none  can  deny  It: 
AH  these  ancient  ballet  girls  have  kidneys  in  their  feet." 

f'HOUfS. 

Said  he:  "  Friend,  take  my  lip,  kIvc  these  old  fairies  the  slip; 

If  th<:y  smile  at  you,  why,  look  the  other  way; 
Don't  let  them  pull  your  leir,  or  like  me  you'll  have  to  beg. 

And  live  on  a  soda  cracker  or  a  cruller  every  day." 

When  he  asked  me  for  a  dime  I  fold  him  poverty  was  no  crime. 

He  could  get  jfood  iioard  in  any  first-class  jail; 
But  he  vanished  out  of  siL'ht.  didn't  .stop  to  say  "good  night," 

As  my  foot  landed  on  the  edge  of  his  coat-tail. 
I  kicked  him  in  a  knot,  yes.  'iwaa  on  a  very  tender  spot. 

And  I  think  that  he  deserved  it.  now  don't  you? 
For  if  this  fellow  had  his  way  we'll  have  no  ballet  girls  to-day. 

And  what  would  the  old  bald-heads  in  tne  front  row  do? 

(,'IIORUS. 

The  ballet  girls  on  the  st.nge,  like  w  ine,  improve  with  old  age; 

Don't  ask  them  to  jmt  their  big  blonde  wigs  away: 
Don't  deprive  them  of  their  riuhis,  their  short  dresses  or  their  tighti; 

Remember,  there's  a  micker  born,  yes,  nearly  every  day. 
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Words  and  Slusic  by  Harry  Dacre. 


I've  always  led  a  quiet  life  before  I  came  down  here; 
My  home  is  in  the  country,  and  10  me  is  ever  dear. 
My  mother  IhouKht  rd  better  go  the  city  life  to  try; 
But  this  is  what  1  said  to  her  l>efore  I  bade  good-bye: 

Chorus. 
Yon  know  I'm  but  a  simple  country  maid, 

I've  spent  my  life  upon  a  country  farm; 
I'd  like  to  do  it,  yet  I  feel  afraid. 

But  tell  nic,  will  it  do  me  any  liarmf 

When  I'm  at  home  I  never  see  such  iieally-<lressed  youncr  sparks; 
But  oh.  they  arc  so  impudent,  and  make  sucli  bold  remarks. 
One  of  them  came  to  where  I  siayeii,  all  sorts  of  iricus  he  tried; 
At  night  lie  asked  me  to  go  out,  when  modestly  I  cried:— 6' /«)ri«. 

lie  said  that  it  would  do  me  good  to  take  a  pleasant  walk. 

And  HO  1  went,  and  oh,  it  was  so  nice  to  hear  him  talk. 

I  didn't  understand  it  quite,  but  all  1  know  18  iIiIb: 

I  liked  it  very  miicli  until  he  asked  me  for  a  kiss.  f 

Spoken  -I  didn't  know  what  a  kiss  was,  and  said:  "  Is  it  something  lo  eat?"  f 
He  said  no;  it  was  something  you  couldn't  eat.  And  then  he  looked  awful  ^ 
dangerous.    So  I  said:— t'Aort/*. 

He  said  the  kifs  would  uive  me  bliss,  and  so  I  took  a  few; 

He  put  Ids  arms  around  me- so— and  squeezed  me  near  in  two. 

I've  felt  those  kisses  ever  since,  they're  not  exactly  nain. 

But  when  I  meet  my  liean  once  more  I'll  give  them  back  again. 

Spoken— Which  is  the  proper  thing  lo  do,  considering:— 

CnonuB. 
I'm  such  a  very  simple  country  maid, 

I've  spent  my  life  upon  a  country  farm; 
I'd  like  to  keep  them,  but  I  feel  afraid. 

Now  tell  me,  would  they  do  me  any  harm? 


i 


GOOD-BYE,    JOHNNIE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Sam  Rice.    Arranfced  by  John  \.  Stromlx>rer. 


A  father  lay  upon  his  bed,  his  life  was  cbbiner  fast, 
Ilis  son  knelt  down  beside  him,  as  lie  watched  him  breiithe  his  last; 
The  poor  old  man  stretched  forth  his  hand  to  pat  the  ciiily  head. 
In  a  husky  voice  and  tones  of  death  these  parting  words  he  said: 

CiioKus. 
"Good-bye.  Johnnie,  I'm  sorry  for  to  leave  you: 
(iood-byc,  Johnnie,  dont  let  the  partini.'  grieve  you; 
For  I'm  going  up  on  high  to  the  angels  iu  the  sky. 
But  I'll  meet  you,  Johnnie,  in  the  sweet  bye  and  bye." 

Do  yon  know  little  Johnnie  Dunn,  works  in  the  butcher  shop? 
He  drives  the  market  wasion,  fakes  the  meat  out  for  his  pop. 
One  day  the  horse  it  wouldn't  go,  ev'rytliing  lie  tried  did  fail. 
So  John  jumpcti  from  tiie  wagon,  just  to  twist  the  horsey's  tail. 

Ciionus. 

Good-bye,  Johnnie,  I'm  sorry  for  to  leave  you; 

Good-bye,  Johnnie,  don't  let  the  partini;  trieve  you. 

He  sailed  away  on  high,  toward  the  angels  iu  the  8ky,   ' 

And  we  may  meet  Johnnie  in  the  sweet  bye  and  bye. 

A  dry-goods'  clerk  got  through  with  work,  went  out  ujwn  the  mash; 

lie  met  a  little  lady,  and  commenced  to  spend  his  cash. 

She  called  him  "duck  "  nnd  "  honey  "  as  she  watched  him  s|>end  his  pile; 

But  wlien  lie  went  broke,  these  words  she  spoke  with  a  tantalizing  smile: 

CiiontTs. 
"Good-bye,  Johiiiiie,  I'm  sorry  for  to  leave  you; 
Good-bye,  Johnnie,  don't  let  the  partini;  grieve  you." 
The  Kirl  was  awfuily  fly,  and  she  winked  the  other  eye, 
And  she  layed  for  Johnnie  in  the  sweet  liye  and  bye. 

John  Y.  McKane  cot  there  aL'ain,  but  goo«lnoss,  how  he  fought; 
They  say  that  bold  Johnnie  did  some  thing's  he  didn't  ought. 
The  people  got  sore  on  him  and  sent  poor  John  away. 
But  when  he  left,  the  Gravesend  sports  were  all  on  deck  to  say: 

Chorus. 

"Good-bye,  Johnnie,  sorry  for  to  leave  you; 

Good-bye,  .lohnnie,  don't  let  the  partinc  grieve  yon; 

For  you  know  you're  awfully  fly,  and  if  you'll  only  try. 

You'll  be  back  to  Coney  Island  in  the  sweet  bye  and  bye. 

I  think  this  song  has  mndc  a  hit,  no  turnips  have  been  thrown; 
In  my  career,  'tis  very  queer,  such  luck  I've  never  known. 
I  hope  that  you  are  all  well  pleased,  to  do  my  best  I've  tried. 
But  as  there's  others  waiting,  I  will  have  to  step  inside. 

Chorus. 

So  good-bye,  people.  I'm  sorry  for  to  leave  you; 

So  good-bye,  people,  don't  let  the  parting  grieve  yon;  - 

But  my  throat  is  very  dry;  you  are  tired,  so  am  I; 

But  I  hope  lliat  I'll  meet  you  in  the  sweet  bye  and  bye. 
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SWEET    LILLIE    ELY. 
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,       The  tronbndonr  eaiig  to  his  own  true  love. 

While  on  his  light  guitar  he  played;  .    ■: 

In  accents  sweet  he  told  hie  darling  of        r.    ■ 

The  i)ropo8ition  he  hail  made. 
To  her  mamma,  while  at  their  mountain  home, 

She  Eacriflced  her  daughter's  hand; 
With  hearts'  delight  he  sang  wiili  eweetnesB, 

And  played  bia  light  guitar  eo  grand. 

Chohus. 
Dearest,  sweet  Lillie  Biy,  eyes  that  arc  as  blue  as  sky. 
Cheeks  that  are  red  from  the  mountain  air. 
Curls  that  are  golden,  there's  none  can  compare, 
To  my  love,  my  darling,  my  own— this  dear  liitle  maiden  so  shy,' 
With  cupid'B  dart  she  won  my  heart,  sweet  Lillie  Bly. 

Now  Lillie  is  a  sweet  and  modest  girl,  ' 

Her  winsome  face  we  all  adore; 
There's  one  that  calls  on  her  when  through  his  toil,. 

And  he's  this  jolly  troubadour. 
Wiih  hie  guitar  he  loves  to  sing  and  play 

To  his  true  love,  this  maiden  fair; 
His  darling  listens  with  a  heart  so  gay 

To  music  that  rings  through  the  aii.—Cfioms. 
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Words  by  Frank  D.  Pease.    Music  by  Chas.  E.  Lepaige. 

It  is  the  proper  caper  for  the  dudelets  nowadays, 

Tosay,  How-dy?— ahl  how-dy?  v       _ 

It  is  a  word  that  can  be  used  in  many  different  ways,  '• 

now-dy?  how-dyf — ah  I  how-dy? 
Now,  for  instance,  when  yon  see  a  dude  with  eyeglass  in  his  eye, 
W^ith  a  massive  cane,  and  pants  turned  up,  he  snuntcrs  slowly  by. 
It's  because,  you  know,  he's  English,  or  he  thinks  he  is,  that's  why 
He  says,  How-dy?— ah  I  how-dy? 

The  sporty  boys  that  stand  around  the  corner  of  the  street 

All  say,  How-dy?— ah  I  how-dy  ?  • 

Whene'er  they  see  a  lady  friend  they  raise  their  hats  to  greet 

Her  with  How-dy?— ah  1  how-dy? 
When  a  young  man  stays  out  late  at  night  and  goes  npon  a  spree, 
At  the  club  he  drinks  champagne  or  beer  till  he  can  scarcely  see. 
Then  he  rolls  home  in  the  morning  to  his  wife  at  half-past  three 

And  says,  How-dy?  hie!  how-dy? 

The  girls,  too,  nowadays  are  "fly,"  and  when  they're  on  the  street 

Ail  say,  How-dy? — aht  how-dy? 
And  when  they're  on  the  mash  they  always  wink  their  eye  so  sweet 

And  say,  now-dy?—ahl  how-dy? 
You  will  follow  them  and  ask  them  if  they'll  take  a  little  stroll; 
They  will  simper,  "OhI  "  hut  all  the  same  they'll  work  you  for  your  roll; 
Ami  when  they  have  got  you  busted  they  will  leave  you  in  a  hole, 

Then  say,  How-dy?— ah!  how-dy? 

A  jay  came  from  the  country  once,  the  city  life  to  see. 

And 'twas  How-dy? — ah!  how-dy? 
And  all  the  funny  sights  he  saw  they  filled  his  heart  with  glee. 

For 'twas  How-dy?— ah!  how-dy? 
A  bnnco-steerer  ran  across  old  hayseed  one  fine  day,  '  ■ 

He  got  his  watch  and  money  in  the  old  familiar  way; 
And  now  Mr.  Jay  is  cautious  when  he  hears  a  fellow  say, 

Hayseed,  How-dy? — ah  I  how-dy? 

The  pollticiaiiB  nowadays  will  greet  you  with  a  rmlle, 

And  say,  How-dy? — ah!  how-<ty? 
It's  jiist  before  election,  they  can  use  yon  for  a  while, 

To  say,  How-dy?— ah!  how-dy? 
They  will  ask  you  in  to  have  a  drink,  also  a  good  cigar, 
They  will  talk  you  deaf  and  dumb  and  blind  while  standing  at  the  bar; 
But  when  the  elections  over,  why,  they  don't  know  who  you  are, 

That's  a  How-dy  ?— fine  how-dy. 

The  silver  question  agitates  just  now  the  public  mind. 

And  it's  How-dy? — great  how-dy; 
What  money  it  is  beet  to  use  'tis  hard  for  them  to  find. 

What  a  How-dy— queer  how-dy. 
Now  if  times  don't  change  ere  long,  I  fear  we'll  have  a  panic,  sure; 
And  if  silver  we  must  have,  why,  we  must  have  the  simon  pure, 
So  'twixt  silver,  gold  and  greenbacks,  and  a  panic,  'tis  a  cure 

And  a  How-dy— bad,  how-dy. 

I  trust  yon  will  excuse  me  if  I  don't  sing  any  more,  ' 

But  say,  How-dy?— ah!  how-dy? 
I  know  you  like  what  I  have  sung  or  else  you'd  not  encore      -  ^ 

And  say,  How-dy?— ah  I  how-dy? 
There  is  nothing  else  to  sing  about,  I've  told  yon  all  I  know. 
It  is  the  same  old  "  chestnut,"  for  my  mother  told  me  so; 
But  there's  one  thing  I  am  going  to  say  to  you  before  you  go. 

Don't  say  How-dy?— don't  I  how-dy? 


AM    I    AWAKE,    OR    DRE AMINO? 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


Ill  the  qniet  twilight  hour  we  sat  beneath  the  maple  tree: 
While  I  wooed  with  love's  own  jww'r,  my  sweetheart  had  no  frown  for  me. 
Ling'ring  in  the  moon's  soft  glow,  her  voice  came  like  the  sweetest  bird, 
Rapture  rose  to  overflow  when  from  her  lips  this  song  I  ticard: 

Refrain. 

Am  I  awake,  or  dreaming?  Oh,  whisper  sweet  again. 

In  loving  tone,  that  mine  aWmc  for  ever  you'll  remain; 

Call  me  again  your  own,  and  all  my  gladness  share. 

Oh,  say  that  I'm  not  dreaming  now  of  this  sweet  hour  so  rare. 

When  the  night  was  lone  and  deep  and  but  the  soft  wind's  breath  was  heard, 
When  each  flow'r  was  fast  asleep,  and  in  its  nest  was  ev'ry  bird- 
Then  we  parted  at  the  gate;  her  heart  she  truly  gave  to  me; 
I,  in  rapture  at  my  fate,  could  only  sing  her  m<:\ody:—Ee/rain. 


AN    ASPIRATION    OPERATIC. 
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Words  and  Music  by  M.  I>e  Roy. 


Your  kind  attention  I  would  ask  for  a  moment,  while  I  tell 

The  story  of  a  maiden  fair  who  thought  she  sang  quite  well;  • . 

She'd  bang  upon  the  piano  till  the  neigh>K)ris  at  tier  swore. 

Yet  higher  still  she'd  shriek  the  notes  of  the  "  Lucia  Lammermoore." 

Refrain. 

'  Her  mamma  and  her  papa,  tlio"  they  tried,  they  couldn't  stop  her; 
For  her  taste  was  histrionic,  and  she  sighed  for  fame  lyrouic. 

To  be  a  prima  donna  in  the  opera. 
For  her  taste  was  histrionic,  and  she  sighed  for  fame  lyronic, 

To  be  a  prima  douiia  in  the  opera. 

The  parents  of  this  nightingale  were  blesi^ed  with  mighty  wealth. 

And  so  the  warbler  vowed  she'd  i:»  to  Paris  for  her  health; 

But  when  she  saw  the  flaming  hills  of  the  opera  so  grand 

She  yearned  to  take  some  lessons,  and  the  ait  to  understand.— i?^rain. 

So  she  soon  procured  a  teacher,  with  a  Franco-Prussian  name. 

Who  sent  her  home  to  practice  on  a  diatonic  theme. 

She  studied  for  a  year  or  two  in  all  the  minor  keys. 

Ascending  and  descending  scales  she  sang  with  perfect  caec.— Be/rain. 

She  learned  the  intonations  of  the  high  and  lower  B, 

Could  trill  a  major  seventh  and  end  a  song  on  D. 

She  finally  was  asked  to  sing  on  the  o]x'ra  comico. 

When  she  made  her  disappearance  with  the  impressario.- /?«/V-ai«. 


Your  Dear  Old  Irish  Mother. 
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Composed  by  Frank  D.  Pease.    Arranged  by  A.  McOwen. 


I'm  thinking  of  a  distant  land  afar  across  the  sea; 
Its  hills  and  valleys,  lakes  and  streams  are  ever  diar  to  me. 
A  country  of  the  gods  it  is,  where  grass  is  always  green. 
And  where  the  four-leaf  shamrock  on  the  hillside  can  he  seen. 
My  dear  old  Irish  mother  for  its  freedom  oft  would  pray; 
That  dear  old  land,  I'll  sing  its  praise  until  my  dying  day. 
So  let  this  motto  be  your  guide  in  this  and  ev'ry  clime. 
It's  Ireland  and  your  dear  old  Irish  mother  ev'ry  time. 

Refrain. 
No  matter  where  you  may  be  horn,  in  hot  or  palace  grand. 
If  Irish  blood  flows  in  your  veins,  et-ind  by  your  native  land; 
And  let  this  motto  be  your  guide  in  this  and  ev'ry  clime, 
It's  Ireland  and  your  dear  old  Irish  mother  ev'ry  time.  ' 

I  had  a  dream  the  other  night  that  made  my  heart  go  wild, 

I  dreamt  I  was  in  Ireland,  and  I  was  again  a  child; 

The  boys  and  girls  they  all  were  there,  and  dancing  on  the  green; 

It  was  a  grand  May  party,  and  my  mother  was  the  queen. 

Brave  Robert  Emmet  there  I  saw,  he  was  my  joy  and  pride:  ■•     ",'    ■ 

Tom  Moore,  the  poet,  too,  wag  standing  by  iiiy  mother's  side. 

And  in  that  dream  I  thought  a  hand  was  placed  upon  my  head. 

And  like  eweet  moeic  from  above  both  Moore  and  Emmet  ea.td:— Strain. 


— A  Nebraska  man  hugged  his  girl  so  hard  that  he  broke  one  of 
her  ribs.  When  she  got  well  he  went  to  the  other  extreme,  did  not 
hug  her  at  all  and  that  broke  her  heart. 
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MY   HEART'S   IN   OLD    IRELAND. 
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My  bark  on  the  billow  dashed  gloriously  on, 
And  t'laJ  "cre  the  notes  of  the  pallor  boy's  song; 
Yet  Slid  was  njy  liosom  and  I)ur8tinpr  with  woe. 
For  my  heart's  in  old  Inland  wlicrtvcr  I  go. 
Oh,  my  heart's  m  old  Irelaud  wherever  I  go. 

More  dear  than  the  flowers  that  Italy  yields 
Are  the  red-breasted  daisies  that  spaii;;le  tliy  fields. 
The  shninrock,  the  hawthorn,  the  wliile  blossom  sloe. 
For  my  lieart's  in  old  Ireland  wherever  I  {jo. 

The  stores  they  look  lovely,  yet  cheerless  and  vain 
Bloom  the  lilies  of  France  and  the  olives  of  Spain: 
When  I  think  of  the  fields  where  the  wild  daisies  (;row. 
Then  my  heart's  in  old  Ireland  wherever  I  no. 

The  lilies  aud  roses  nbnndon  the  plains, 
Though  the  summer's  gone  liy,  still  the  shamrock  remains; 
Like  friend  in  niisforiMnc  it  blossoms  u'er  the  snow, 
For  my  heart's  in  old  Ireland  wherever  I  no. 

I  si^h  aud  I  vow,  If  ever  I  cet  home. 

No  more  from  my  dear  native  cottiiijc  I'll  roam; 
The  t:aru  shall  resound,  and  the  goblet  shall  ilovv, 
For  my  heart's  in  old  Ireland  wherever  I  go. 


I    *  >  * 


The  Old  Brass  Knocker  on  the  Door. 
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Words  by  Jere  O'Halioran.    Music  by  A.  S.  MucLinzie. 


Last  night  I  had  a  dream,  how  real  all  iliinss  did  seem; 

I  was  trav'ling  o'er  the  j)atlis  of  long  auo. 
I  saw  my  old  birili  place,  and  my  dear,  laud  mother's  face. 

Such  happinet>8  again  I'll  never  know. 
Our  old  pet  watch  dog.  Tray.  I  could  sec  as  plain  as  day. 

Lying  near  the  open  grate  upon  the  lloor. 
Then  a  sound  came  through  the  hall,  that  held  my  heart  inthralled. 

From  the  old  brass  kuocUer  on  the  door. 

CHOKtS. 

The  old  brass  knocker  on  the  door, 

It  reminds  one  of  happy  da>s  of  yore; 
I've  oft  hearil  mother  tell  how  they  never  used  u  bell, 

But  an  old  brass  knocker  on  the  door. 

On  an  oaken  door  so  old  shone  the  knocker  bright  as  gold, 

now  it  glistened  'ncath  the  sunbeams'  radiunt  (;low. 
It  was  polished  every  day  by  my  mother  old  aud  gray, 

She  kept  it  brightly  shining  long  ago. 
A  moiliTn  bell  that  chiiucs  cannot  recall  old  times. 

Like  I  hut  piece  of  hammered  brass  in  days  of  yore. 
S«eet  music  to  my  ears  is  that  knock  of  by-gone  years. 

From  the  old  brass  knocker  on  the  door.—C'Aoriit. 


rSE    GWINE    TO    'JOY    MYSELF. 


Tune— "Push  Uom  Cluuds  Away." 
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1  ,  Written  by  narryC.  Burns  and  Sunir  by  Emma  DoUKbcrly. 
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I'se  as  happy  as  a  cherub,  an'  de  folks  Is  all  away. 

So  I'se  gwiue  to  'joy  myself; 
I'se  SB  happy  as  a  lambkin,  playin'  all  the  day. 

So  I'se  gwine  to  'joy  myself. 
Now  wofs  de  use  ob  liiiin'  if  you  can't  hab  fun— 

Oh,  I'se  gwine  to  'joy  myself; 
A-whoopin'  au'  a-singin'  till  ray  work  ia  done, 

Dat  ie  how  I  'joys  myself. 

CUOBUS. 

Oh,  yes,  fo'  enah,  I'se  gwine  to  'joy  myself, 
Wld  a-hoopln'  an'  a-singin'  an'  a-danciu'  an'  a-llingin', 
Dat  18  how  I  'joye  myself. 

It  amnearly  time  fo'  hebcn,  so  I'se  got  to  hurry  iip- 

I'se  a-gwiiic  to  'joy  myself; 
'.Stead  ob  ecratchin'  an'  scramblin'  to  git  In  on  top, 

I'se  a-g\vine  to  'joy  myself; 
'Stead  ob  watchin'  an'  a-lookin'  fo'  de  angel  wings, 

I'se  a-gwine  to  'joy  myself; 
No,  I  can't  help  lafRn',  I  see  such  funny  things. 

So  I'se  gwiue  to  'joy  myself.—  Chorus, 

If  all  de  angels  come  in  chariots  ob  fire, 

I'se  a-gwine  to  'joy  myself; 
Or  eben  little  dehbils  wid  a  red-hot  wire, 

I'se  a-gwine  to  'joy  myself. 
Dar's  no  use  ob  foolin'  down  here  below. 

So  I'se  gwine  to  joy  myself; 
I'se  got  a  little  angel  for  a  beau. 

And  I'se  gwiue  to  joy  myself.— CAor«». 


LOVE'S    STORY    TOLD. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  M.  Josle  O'llallorau. 
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The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Sontr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-pnid.  oil  reet-ipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonits  for  One  Dollar, 
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Sheet  Music,  Uermaii  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  and  Muaie  by  M.  Josle  O'Hallonui. 


The  moon  was  shining  bright,  love,  I  met  yon  with  a  smile; 
I  had  Boincthiiig  dear  to  tell  you  while  Bitting  on  the  stde. 
The  Htreain  fiowed  on  in  silence,  love,  and  no  one  near  to  hear; 
'Twas  then  llie  secret  of  my  heart  I  whispered  in  your  car; 
'Twas  not  about  the  little  Btars,  'twas  not  about  the  moon; 
'Twas  not  about  the  babbling  brook  that  flowed  in  sweet  attune; 
Twas  then  I  told  her  of  iny  love  and  melody  divine; 
It  came  in  music  from  her  lips,  when  she  promised  to  be  mine. 

The  moon  is  bright  to-night,  love,  meet  me  with  a  smile; 
I've  something  de:ir  to  tell  you  while  sitting  on  the  Btilc. 
"  I'll  meet  you  as  before,  love,  in  yonder  ehady  glen. 
And  kisses  that  I  borrowed  I'll  then  return  again  — 
Those  words  I  to  my  sweetheart  said  in  golden  days  gone  by; 
She  met  me  as  she  promised  then,  we  were  bapiiy,  she  aud  I; 
The  stream  flowed  on  in  silence,  with  no  one  near  to  hear, 
Aud  then  the  secret  of  my  love  I  whispered  iu  her  ear. 
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TAKE    A    DAY    OFF,   MARY    ANN.  i 

I 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Win.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonp,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dres.",  post-iuiid,  on  ree.ipt  of  40  cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Sonus  for  One  Pollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinnn.  13<>  *  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  .Madison  Street,  Chicago. 
Writ«  to  eitht-r  one  of  the  above  addresws  for  Free  Catulotrue  of  Sonits,  Song:  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Uerman  Souk  Books,  Letter  VVriteiri,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Edward  ilurrlfran.    Uusic  by  Dave  Brahaiii. 


Now  listen  to  mc,  Mary,  and  hark  to  my  advice,  ] 

liKieed.  let  every  servant  girl  just  think  it  over  twice;  j 

Don't  stay  out  in  the  area  to  string  the  baker'B  man,  ' 
llttt  wait  uutil  your  time  comes  'round,  then  take  a  day  od,  Mary  Ann. 

CHonus. 

Then  take  a  day  off,  Mary  Ann,  go  put  on  yonr  velveteen  gown. 

Walk  out  with  your  hanilsome  young  man,  the  avenue  ptroll  up  an'  down; 

Hid  adieit  to  your  inadaiii,  ta-ta,  go  bring  out  your  Japanese  fan. 

Slick  close  to  your  beau  wherever  you  go,  oh,  take  a  day  «>ll,  Mary  Auu. 

Don't  court  him  in  the  kitchen,  I  mean  your  steady  beau. 

It  iiKikos  the  gas  bill  very  high  for  Mrs.  So-and-so;  [ 

Don't  send  liim  to  tlie  corner  to  till  tin-  growler  can, 

but  wait  uutil  your  time  comes  'round,  tnen  take  a  day  off,  Mary  Ann. 


C/ionm. 


■  Chorus. 


Now  don't  you  draw  yonr  wages,  I  mean  before  thcv'ie  due, 
lleeause  ]\li8s  Nancy  'cross  the  way  is  better  dressed  than  yoti; 
<;o  decorate  your  bank  boitk,  for  that's  the  wiser  plan. 
.\ud  uuit  until  your  time  comes 'round,  then  take  a  day  off,  Mary  Anu. 

Now  hold  your  conversation,  yes,  hold  it  very  low,  [ 

For  there's  a  pii*  that  reaches  up  to  the  parlor  fioor,  you  know; 
The  iiiudum  heals  y(>ii  talking,  so  tell  the  baker's  man 
''To  wait  until  your  time  comes  'round,  (hen  take  a  day  off,  Mary  Ann.— Ckoriis. 
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That  Autograph  Album  of  Mine. 

Copyriirlit,  IfW,  by  F.  SI.  Paine. 
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Words  by  Jere  O'Halioran.    Music  by  Francis  Marsena 


1  ve  a  little  old  autograph  album, 

'Tis  filled  now  with  names  dear  to  me; 
Some  of  them  friends  of  my  childhood, 

Kver  cherished  in  dear  memory. 
It  recalls  now  fond  visions  of  jileasarc. 

From  that  home  midst  the  forests  of  pine; 
'Tis  a  dear  little  hook  thiit  I  Ireasme, 

That  autograph  album  of  miue. 

Refrain. 

That  autograph  album  of  mine  is  a  treasure  I  hold  most  divine: 
'I'ls  ilear  to  my  heart,  and  I  never  could  part  with  that  autograph  album  of  mine. 

In  that  book  I  find  Bweef,  pretty  verses. 

And  mottoes  and  sentiments  true. 
I  ri'ineniber  one  dear  little  stanza 

By  a  young  village  bard  whom  I  knew. 
Dome  is  home,  and  no  matter  how  humble. 

There's  no  )>lace  on  earth  half  so  fine; 
'Twas  home,  tho'  the  thatched  roof  might  tumble, 

Wrote  the  hard  In  that  album  of  mine.— /f«/rai». 

►  Then  the  names  of  my  father  and  mother 

And  brother  and  sister  appear; 
And  a  sketch  of  the  old  rustic  homestead. 

And  scenes  of  those  dear  by-gone  years. 
Then  a  name  I  see  scrawletl  in  my  album, 

Who  in  yniilh  clung  to  mc  like  a  vine; 
Time  and  fate  changi^s  ali,  but  the  past 

1  recall  in  that  autograph  album  of  miue.— Refrain. 
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j  BARNEY,   MY  BOLD   IRISH  BOY. 


1, 
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Copyright,  1891,  by  Frank  HardinK. 


All  rigLts  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr,  arronifed  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Sonars  for  One  Dollur, 
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Sheet  Miuic,  Geiinan  Song  Books,  lietter  Writers,  Uieum  books.  Juke  Uoul^s,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Hiss  Nellie  Maguire.    Arranged  by  J.  A.  Stroniberg. 


Down  by  tlie  lakes  of  Killaruey  that's  vvliere  I  dwell  wlien  at  home; 
Near,  in  a  cabin,  lives  Barney,  with  bini  through  creation  I'd  roam. 
His  elegant  manners,  eo  plciieint',  oft  sends  me  in  ruptiires  of  joy; 
1  never  object  to  tlie  tea8iu<;  of  Barney,  ujy  bold  IiisU  boy. 

CUORUS. 

He's  mine,  I'm  bis;  Barney,  my  love,  ashtorc; 
Sweeter  to  nie  than  the  eliuuirock  that  gtowe  on  my  native  ehore. 
Wlien  we  return  to  old  Ireland,  back  to  tliat  peactfiil  ccene, 
Barney  will  come  with  hits  blarney  to  wed  Nellie,  bis  Irieb  queeu. 

How  often  lie's  gathered  me  posies,  tenderly  bronglit  them  to  me; 
lie  says  I  hat  the  shamrocks  and  roses  don't  seem  very  well  to  agree. 
I  know  he  is  anxious  to  please  me,  I've  prooiised  tliat  I'll  be  liis  wife; 
No  longer  he'll  bother  or  tease  me,  we'll  live  iu  a  cabin  for  life. —  Chorus. 

When  the  bells  of  the  village  are  ringing,  Barney,  my  darling,  and  mc. 
The  colleens  their  welcome  are  singint;,  the  Iwys  all  invited  will  be; 
We'll  dance  to  the  pipes  fill  the  morning  and  make  the  occasion  great  joy; 
The  ueighbors  will  get  timely  warning  when  I  wed  my  bold  Irish  boy.— CAo. 


THE    IRISH    DISCOVERY. 

Copyriglit,  1894,  by  The  S.  Brainard's  Sons  Co. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr,  arrantred  for  the  piano,  will  he  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Once  More  in  the  Dear  Old  Land. 

Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Book<!,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Ton- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,  I'enny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  B^oks, Sketch  Boolu. 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books.  Cot)k  Book.s.  Books  of  Amusement,  Slicet  Music,  etc . 
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Dark  and  gloomy  was  the  day  when  from  Erin  I'd  to  part. 
As  the  good  ship  sailed  away  dark  and  gloomy  was  my  heart;        -  . 
But  home  visions  to  me  came,  asi  we  ploughed  the  ani;ry  sea, 
And  my  heart  so  fondly  yearned  for  the  day  when  1  should  be —    ; 

Chorus.  ■  - 

Once  more  in  the  dear  o'A  land,  once  more  in  old  Ireland: 

Oer  the  wide,  wide  world  I've  roamed,  but  my  iieart  still  turned  to  thee; 
Once  more  in  my  native  land,  once  more  in  my  sireland. 

Loveliest  island  that  heaven  cer  smiled  on,  dear  Erin,  the  gem  of  the  eea. 

Varied  scenes  I  gazed  upon,  over  land  and  over  sea,  >rf    .  -  ■   > 

But  where'er  I  chanced  to  roam,  Erin,  I  was  true  to  thee: 
One  thought  cheered  my  lonely  heart,  one  thought  chased  each  care  away; 
Weary  years  might  o'er  mc  roll,  still  1  hojie  to  be  some  day :  -  Chorus. 


I'm  Thankful  that  I  Didn't  Get  It  Worse 


CopjTight,  1894,  by  A.  M.  HaU. 


The  Words  and  MOsic  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  Bent  to  any  ad-  '- 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  Beebe.  :  ■' 


Words  by  H.  S.  Taylor.    Music  by  J.  B.  Herbert. 


Columbus  sailed  from  Ireland,  'twas  on  Saint  Patrick's  day; 
8ez  he,  "  I've  a  mind  to  go  and  find  the  roud  to  Amerikay; 
And  I  tliink,"  sez  he,  "me  aim  will  be  to  rush  the  v'yage  through. 
And  be  ou  hand  to  discover  the  laud  before  thim  Dagos  do." 

Chorus. 

Iley,  Columbus!  Captain  Columbus  Bailed  across  the  pay,  ' 

Aud  fouud  a  place  for  the  Irish  race  iu  North  Aiuerikay. 

Tliey  sailed  along  by  the  West  Indees,  but  the  captain  mairly  bowed; 

Sez  he,  wid  a  smile,  "  It  ain't  worth  w  bile  to  discover  you  Dago  crowd." 

So  they  kept  at  work  till  Newry  Yark  was  plain  in  sigfit  of  ••ill; 

Then  give  a  shout,  and  eez  they,  '■  Look  out !  O  Faix,  there's  Tammany  Hall !  " 

Chorus. 
Hey,  Columbus!  Captain  Columbus  sailed  across  the  say. 
And  fouud  a  place  for  the  Irish  race  iu  Nortli  Amerikay. 

They  made  thimselves  feel  quite  at  home,  and  sure  that  wasn't  hard. 
For  aich  of  the  crew,  as  Irishmen  do,  was  soon  the  boss  of  u  ward. 
And  ye'll  find  to-day,  if  ye  go  that  way,  tlieir  childers  there  this  luiuule, 
Aud  the  City  Uall  suppurts  thim  all— the  Dago  isn't  in  it. 

Chorus. 
Hey,  Columbnst  Captain  Columbus  sailed  across  the  say, 
Aud  fouud  a  place  for  the  Irish  race  iu  North  Afuerikay. 

• 


I'M    SUCH    A    NAUG-HTY    KID. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  The  S.  Brainard's  Sons  Co.       ■■  " 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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.,        .   •  ■  Words  by  Harry  C.  Clyde.    Music  by  Geo.  Schleillarth. 


I  am  a  holy  terror,  and  my  uncle  Dick  has  said 

That  I  was  only  good  at  night,  when  sound  asleep  in  bed; 

But  I  got  up  not  long  ago  while  uncle  tightly  slept. 

And  put  molasses  iu  his  shoes,  then  hack  to  bed  I  crept. 

They  say  they're  going  to  chain  me  down,  because  the  other  day 

I  spilt  some  mush  aud  milk  on  aiiut,  wheu  she  knelt  down  to  pray. 

Refrain. 
I'm  such  a  naughty  kid,  I  am,  but  oh,  I  have  such  loads  of  fuu, 
1  play  oil  like  a  sweet  young  lamb,  to  fool  most  any  one; 
I'm  worse  than  any  crack  of  doom,  I  keep  them  in  a  stew, 
You'd  better  give  me  lots  of  room,  you  cau't  tell  what  I'll  do. 

When  sister  Manthy  Dobbins  came  to  call  on  aunty  May, 

CollecUng  for  the  cannibals  poor  heathens  far  away, 

I  asked  her  if  she  bought  her  clothes  with  money  that  she  got, 

And  sent  a  missionary  tract  out  to  the  Hottentot. 

Our  preacher  says  be  will  not  call  when  I  am  'round  the  place; 

I  handed  him  a  deck  of  cards  while  be  was  sayiug  grsLCc—Iiefrain. 

When  sister's  l>eau  was  courting  her  I  hid  behind  a  chair. 
Just  as  be  put  his  arm  'ronnd  her  I  pinned  his  sleeve  right  there; 
He  couldn't  get  it  loose  in  time — oh,  wasn't  that  such  fun! 
Wheu  papa  came  into  the  room  he  caught  them  on  the  run. 
Now,  do  you  think  you'd  like  to  live  in  that  same  house  with  mcf 
I  gnesB  you'd  think  life's  not  a  dream,  but  stern  reality.— .ffe/'rain. 


The  other  night  I  called  on  Patsy  McCann 

To  have  a  little  quiet  friendly  chat; 
When  lie  rushed  tlie  growler  then  the  fun  begau;  . 

There's  none  can  entertain  a  man  like  Pat. 
Now  Patsy's  wife's  as  cliariniiig  as  a  lily. 

And  when  I  talked  with  her,  Pat,  he  got  sore; 
He  "soak'd  "  me  in  the  eye,  he  knock'd  me  silly. 
He  picked  me  up  aud  throw'd  me  through  the  tloor. 

Chorus. 

Of  course,  it's  bad  enough,  rather  tough; 

lie  nearly  fixed  me— plenty — for  the  hearse; 
But  now  that  all  is  passe<),  yes,  at  last, 

I'm  thankful  that  I  didn't  get  it  worse. 

I  used  to  go  aK;ourting  Mollie  McGlonc, 

And  take  her  on  excursions  down  the  bay; 
But  she  livcii 'wily  up  in  Harlem,  all  alone;  :    - 

I  couldn't  Stand  the  car-fare  every  day.  '  ' 

So  when  I  quit  she  swore  that  slie  would  "do  me"; 

She  told  the  judge  her  heart  was  broke,  bedad. 
And  then  for  breach  of  proiniBO  she  did  sue  me; 

It  cofet  me  ev'ry  penny  that  I  had. 

CnoRiTP. 

.  -  Of  course,  it's  bad  enough,  rather  tough, 

Completely  took  the  contents  of  my  purse; 
But  now  that  all  is  jiassed,  yes,  at  last, 
I'm  thankful  that  I  didn't  get  it  worse. 

1  joined  out  with  a  circus  early  last  spring. 

They  said  they'd  pay  my  wages  ev'ry  week; 
I  was  foreman  of  the  gang  that  made  the  ring, 

'N'l  combed  the  whiekeis  on  the  hairy  freak. 
They  look  me 'way  out  West,  as  far  as  Kansas; 

1  hadn't  seen  tlie  ghost  nor  beaid  him  t;ilk, 
So  when  a  cyclone  cinied  off  the  canviia 

The  only  way  to  get  home  was  to  walk. 

Chorus. 

Of  course,  it's  V)ad  enough,  rather  tough; 

"  Bad  cess,"  the  ciicus  trade  has  been  my  carse; 
But  now  that  all  is  piisi,  yes,  at  last, 

I'm  thankful  that  I  didn't  get  it  w  orse. 

Encore  Verjses.  " 

In  coming  home  from  "  Duffy's  Opening  Night," 

Just  as  I  turned  the  corner  of  the  street, 
A  bold  robber  knocked  me  down  with  all  his  might; 

Says  he,  "Throw  up  your  hands!  "  Up  went  my  feet 
A  ''cop"  discovered  me  in  just  an  hour. 

He  tun  me  in  for  lieing  on  "a  lark"; 
My  clothes  and  all  were  gone,  by  all  the  powers, 

I  went  home  in  a  barrel  after  dark. 

Chorus. 

Of  course,  it's  bad  enough,  rather  tough, 
He  nearly  fixed  mo — plenty — for  the  hearse; 

But  now  that  all  is  past,  yes,  at  last, 
I'm  thaukful  that  I  didu't  get  it  worse. 

When  Mitchell  and  Jim  Corliett  talked  about  fight, 

I  told  ihein  ail  that  Mitchell  was  the  man; 
Says  i,  '•  When  Jim  gets  one  from  Charlie's  'right,' 

ills  friends  can  take  lils  corjise  home  in  a  cau." 
I  bet  niy  "rocks"  ou  Mitchell  to  a  jienny, 

I  put  a  mortgage  on  my  house  and  lot, 
I  bet  the  diamonds  of  my  good  wife,  Jennie; 

Says  I,  "  I'll  show  them  how  to  win  a  pot." 

Chorus.  ■     :;^  _ 

Of  course,  it's  bad  enough,  rather  tough. 

They  took  the  bloomin'  lining  from  my  purse; 
But  now  that  all  is  past,  yes,  at  last, 

I'm  thankful'  that  I  didn't  get  it  worse. 
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Parody  on : 

Whether  You  Like  It  or  Not. 


Written  by  T.  H.  Tookcr. 


) 


Send  for  Free  Catalotjue  of  Sona  Hooks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Boolcg,  Kortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Ri'oitation  Booka,  Penny  llollailK.  Call  Books,  Joke  Btokx,  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  SiH-eflies,  Irish  S^ntr  BookB.  Cook  B'^oks,  B'>ok»  <.f  Anuiseiiient,  Slieet  Miicio,  etc, 
to  rienry  J.  Wehiiiaii,  130  <t  132  Park  l«i>w,  New  Y>>rk;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicago, 

If  you'll  listen,  kind  friends,  this  soug  Til  try  and  sing, 

Whether  >oii  like  it  or  not; 
Now  the  tite't)  u  i^ood  one,  and  that's  the  main  thing, 

Wheilier  you  like  it  or  not. 
Behind  the  scenes  tlie  niuunger'a  eizint;  me  up,  I  can  e>ce; 
He's  xviUtiiij;  lo  liear  the  verdict— oh,  he's  dead  on  to  me; 
If  I  doii'i  ni;ike  u  "  liit,"  Til  lose  a  whole  week's  salary, 

Whether  I  like  it  or  not. 

Now,  we  all  have  our  troubles,  likewise  care  and  strife, 

Whether  "e  like  it  or  not; 
I'm  a  poor  married  niiin  and  have  to  lead  a  miserable  life. 

Whether  I  like  it  or  not. 
My  niotlier-iu-law's  a  scrapper— oh,  how  she  can  light; 
If  I'm  (mt  with  the  hoys  and  no  home  u  trirte  li^ht. 
To  kick  me  full  of  knot-hoU  s  is  her  chief  delight, 

Whether  I  like  it  or  not. 

When  I  was  siiiKle  my  thoughts  oft  dwelt  on  matrimony. 

And  w  lietiier  I'd  like  it  or  not; 
To  my  pweetheart  the  question  I  popped,  just  to  see 

Whether  she'd  hue  it  or  not; 
Now  it  is  ten  years  aijo— oh,  the  day  I'll  never  forget 
When  a  joily  old  par:<on  married  iiie  and  my  fond  Juliet; 
Though  I  bought  a  line  cra<llc,  there's  nothing  in  it,  as  yet, 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not. 

One  night  I  said  to  my  wife,  "  We  must  practice  economy. 

Whether  we  like  it  or  not." 
"Your  suggestions  a  wise  one;  we'll  try  and  do  it,"  said  she, 

Whether  we  like  it  or  not." 

Spoken— Yes,  I  told  my  wife  she  must  have  something  to  show  for  a  rainy 
day.  Was  she  econoiiiicul?  Weil,  I  should  say  so;  she  actually  made  nie  give 
up  my  morning  coi'ktall,  and  lui  Tor  my  smoking  a  cig^r,  that  was  out  of  the 
question.  Why.  1  often  walkeil  five  nines  to  my  work  (rain,  enow,  mud  and 
slush  had  uo  tenors  for  me)  I  coiihlu't  uSurd  to  I'ciuaiiiier  live  cents  for  car 
fare.  But  now,  a  as!  my  dream  of  weuitii  is  o'er,  for  this  morning  my  wife 
told  me- she  had  saved  enough  cash  to  carry  out  my  iustruclious,  I  fainted 
away  when  slie  said: 

"To-morrow  I  shall  go  slioppiiig  and  must  buy,  you  know, 
Five  pair  of  silk  stocliiugs — ull  the  colors  of  a  rainbow —  . 

Then  on  a  rainy  day,  dear,  I  w  ill  liave  tomet/iiiig  lo  show. 
Whether  you  like  it  or  not." 

Once  a  country  clergyman  thouglit  he'd  call  old  Satan  down, 

WhetlK  rhe  liked  it  or  not; 
"  I'll  go  to  York,"  said  he,  ••  and  save  the  sinners  in  that  town, 

Whether  they  like  it  or  not  " 
But  when  Sunday  came  the  parson  pulled  bis  whiskers  in  despair; 
Altbo'  a  meek  and  pious  man,  he  soon  began  to  swear. 
For  he  found  the  hall  he  liired  was  full  of  nice  fresh  air, 

Whether  he  liked  it  or  not. 

An  actor  once  sung  "  Comrades  "  to  a  cowboy  audience  out  West, 

Whether  they  liked  it  or  not; 
In  agony  they  shouted:  "  For  heaven's  sake,  give  us  a  rest!  " 

\\  hether  \ou"d  like  to  or  not. 
"Methinks  I'll  siui:  tiiis  soni;  if  1  lose  a  leg,"  sail!  ho. 
Aiid  he  fooied  the  cow  hoys  w  hen  they  shot  one  otf  at  the  knee; 
For  this  actor  was  Irish— his  legs  were  made  of  cuik,  you  see. 

Whether  they  liked  it  or  not. 

A  stage-struck  maiden  once  said  to  her  ma,  with  a  smile, 

Whether  you  hUe  it  or  not; 
"  I  think  I'll  show  mv  sli:i|)e  on  the  stage  for  awiiilc. 

Whether  vou  like  if  or  not." 
"  Pray  don't,  Birdii-,"  saiil  mammu,  "  jou're  how-legged,  and  what's  more, 
You'll  not  find  tiirhts  to  tif  you  in  any  costumer's  store." 
Then,  said  she:  "  I'll  have  a  pair  cut  out  with  a  circular  saw. 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not." 

An  Irishman,  while  carrying  a  hod,  from  a  ladder  fell  one  day. 

Whether  he  liked  it  or  not; 
A  clergyman,  who  was  passing,  did  beseech  poor  Pat  to  pray. 

Whether  he  likeil  it  or  not; 
Said  he:   "  Fall  r)n  your  kiie«r<  and  pray  (in  a  voice  (pnte  gruff). 
And  thank  Providence  for  your  escape."    Said  Pat,  "  That  is  tough; 
Bejabers!  I'll  not  full  another  incli,  for  I  f(!l  ''..r  enough. 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not." 

I  never  will  forget  the  day  I  joined  a  burlesque  troupe. 

Whether  I'd  like  to  or  not; 
Nor  liow  I  walked  back  home  when  the  manag<T  flew  ;  le  coop, 

Whether  I  liked  it  or  not. 
I  found  a  couple  of  porous  plasters  in  my  old  gripsack, 
I  put  one  on  each  fooi,  then  started  for  the  railway  tracl. : 
The  plasters  draiceU  ruijfeef,  I  had  uo  trouble  walking  h  ick. 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not. 

Now  the  great  pi  ize  fight  is  over  'twixt  Mltch«ll  and  Corlntt, 

Whether  y  lu  liked  it  or  not; 
And  the  thumping  that  poor  Charley  got  he  never  will  forg<  t, 

Whether  he'd  like  to  or  not. 
Concerning  James  J.  Corhctt,  now  I've  nothinc  new  f<>  tell, 
You  know  he  won  the  championship  when  he  dovvni  d  John  L., 
And  it's  a  sure  thint:  he'll  knock  out  Peter  Jackson,  ;•&  weil, 

Whether  you  like  it  or  not. 


THE    HOMESTEAD    STRIKE. 
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Now,  boys,  we  are  oat  on  strilto,  you  can  help  us  if  yon  like. 

But  you  need  not  till  I  tell  you  what  it's  about. 
They  want  to  lower  our  wages,  we  think  it  is  not  right; 

So  for  union's  cause  I  want  you  all  to  shout. 

We  will  sing  the  union's  i)raise  while  our  voices  we  can  raise. 

With  noble  Mr.  Garland  at  our  head. 
Huuh  O'Doiiiiell's  good,  that's  true,  we  give  him  all  the  praise; 

We  can't  go  wrong  when  by  such  men  we're  led. 

The  struggle  may  be  long,  there's  no  one  yet  can  say, 

But  we'll  take  it  as  it  comes  for  a  little  while; 
We  will  fight  both  night  and  day,  for  we're  bound  to  win  the  day. 

And  down  this  great  steel  king  in  grandest  style. 

Now  let  us  all  stand  firm  and  take  things  very  cool,  , 

Then,  you  bet,  we're  sure  to  win  this  little  strike; 
But  if  men  don't  mind  and  start  and  act  a  fool. 

That's  sure  to  cause  no  end  of  care  and  strife. 

My  advice  to  you  is  this,  let  us  work  with  a  cool  head. 

And  try  and  do  the  best  thing  in  our  power; 
We'll  have  the  good  will  of  all,  which  will  bring  ua  back  our  bread. 

And  drive  ihe  demon  Uiinger  from  our  door. 

Let  us  unite  with  heart  and  hand  and  spread  the  news  through  this  brood  land, 

We'll  not  give  in  until  Ihe  company  yield. 
And  fight  with  might  untl  main  and  travel  liand  in  band 

To  win  this  strike  or  die  upon  the  field. 
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I'm  a  Dancer  of  Ta-ra-ra  Fame. 

Ccpyright.  1891,  by  DuBoU  *  Talbot,  4 


All  rlKlita  reserved. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr,  nrraniced  for  the  piano,  w  ill  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  and  Music  by  O.  OuBoia. 


Yon  all  know  that  I've  lately  made 

A  hit  throughout  the  land; 
I  sang  anil  danced  a  little  tune, 

'Twus  niayed  by  ev'ry  band; 
It  seenieu  to  plensc  the  gentlemen. 

The  ladies  didn't  know 
Just  wheilier  it  was  nice  or  not. 

So  much  lingerec  to  show. 

Chorus. 

May1>e  vou  don't  just  think  it's  nice-just  took,  see  if  it's  not  precise, 
Feet  nimble,  ju^t  like  little  mice,  I'm  a  dancer  of  Ta-ra-ra  fame. 

The  little  tune  I  often  sang 

Inline  popular  did  grow, 
Throughout  this  great,  broad  land  it  rang, 

(iave  nothing  else  a  show. 
Until,  at  last,  in  self  defence. 

The  people  did  exclaim, 
"  Please  change  your  tune,"  and  that  I've  done. 

But  I'm  dancing  just  the  same.— 6'Aoru«, 

I  got  a  tip  the  other  night 

That  legiilar  of  laic 
The  ladiefi  in  their  own  boudoir 

Me  try  to  imitate; 
They  rair>e  their  skirls,  likewise  their  feet. 

And  ni.iny  pretty  miss 
Does  pout  and  sigh  an<l  fret  and  cry 

Because  they  can't  do  this.— C'Aoru*. 

Now  watch  me  dose,  see  how  it's  done. 

Kick  liiuh  and  have  no  fear. 
But  never  iry  to  do  it  when 

The  gentlemen  are  near. 
It's  ull  right  for  me  to  do  it. 

As  you  see  me  do  it  now;  .       • 

I've  an  oicheslia  between  me 

And  the  gents  in  the  front  tow.— C/lorut. 

I  saw  a  dude  the  other  iiiirht. 

He  was  in  a  hiij>t>y  mood, 
He  tried  to  imiiaie  this  dance. 

The  sight  would  do  you  good. 
His  legs  L'ot  tangled  in  a  knot. 

His  arms  flew  in  the  air. 
His  back  lie  ricked,  his  friends  he  kicked, 

But  he  didn't  quite  get  there. 

Chorus. 
May  (hie)  be  (hie)  yon  don'  jiish  shink  iteh  iiicsh, 

Jiish  (hie)  look  (nic)  shce  if  ish  not  (ireschise. 
Feel  (hie)  iiim  (hie)  ble.  like  a  chou'  of  icesh, 

I'm  in  danger  of  Ta-ra-ra  fame. 
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— "  I  undcistand,"  saitl  a  liiuulsome young  woman,  entering  the 
printing  office,  "  tliat  jou  employ  only  girls,  and  that  you  are  in 
need  of  a  foiewoinan,"  "Yes,"  replied  tlie  printer.  "Can you 
make  up  a  form?  "  "  Just  look  at  me  and  .see,"  she  answered,  turn- 
ing herself  'round.     She  was  engaged. — Boston  Courier.        i;      . .- 
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WHO    WILL    MARRY    ME? 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Ilsen  &,  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  Robinson. 


Mv  name's  Daniel  Mooney,  don't  tliiiik  that  I  am  looney,       f 

For  ilie  wny  I  talks,  I  know,  i»  fooney; 
The  rciieon  wliy  I'tii  {.'lad,  I've  a  letter  from  me  dad. 

Who  died  and  left  me  all  liia  money. 
And  when  liia  will  was  read  out,  it  told  me  wh.at  to  do: 
If  I  would  have  his  money,  I  w  ould  have  to  marry,  too; 
yo  I  nni  lookini;  for  a  laiiy  wlio'll  concent  to  marry  me. 
And  uc'll  euil  for  Jrclaud  iu  the  morning. 

Chorus.  > 

Who  is  the  lady  now,  win  re  is  the  baby  now, 
Who  is  the  lady  that's  (roinj;  to  marry  me? 
Come,  come,  answer  quick,  I  will  marry  on  the  lick, 
And  sail  fur  Dublin  iu  the  morniug. 

See  a  lady  sitting  there,  who  I  think  is  young  and  fair, 

If  i-he'll  only  wed  me  1^1  he  hni)py; 
I'll  buy  her  diiimoud  riuL'S,  lots  of  t-ilks  and  other  things, 

Uenieinber  me  heart  goes  « id  me  unmi  y ; 
And  when  we're  wed  a  year  or  so,  a  cradle  we  will  buy, 
'I'o  rock  tlie  tootsy-wootey  in — that  is,  when  lie  does  cry. 
And  if  he  grows  to  he  a  niaii,  jue^t  like  his  papa, 
We  11  have  wine  and  whisUcy  iu  the  morning.— C/«w*««. 

Now  don't  be  ashamed  of  me,  I'nj  not  handsome,  you  cau  see, 

liiit  a  truer  hnshand,  Til  s\»ear,  you'll  ne'er  get; 
I'll  do  the  best  I  can,  always  he  a  Sober  man. 

When  we  get  our  money  we'll  buy  a  house  and  land. 
We'll  f  iirnixh  up  the  parlor  in  the  latest  grandest  style, 
Anil  then  return  to  Ireland  and  etay  there  for  a  while. 
But  when  we  do  return  a:,'.iin,  I'll  have  you  all  to  know, 
We'll  have  wine  and  sponge  cake  in  the  morning. — Chorus. 
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G-0  Tell  Your  Story  to  the  Phonograph. 
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WASHDAY    I3Sr    OUR    FLAT. 
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Words  and  Music  hy  11.  S.  Talbot. 


Most  men  are  pretty  sure  to  fall  in  love  full  many  times, 
Willi  pretty  miiiils  who  charm  them  and  caich  them  with  their  smiles; 
They  draw  them  on  to  tell  their  love  in  their  own  cunning  way, 
And  when  poor  man  his  story  tells,  so  quietly  they  say: 

CuoRtrs. 

"Go  tell  your  story  to  the  phonograph." 
That's  what  they  say  to  us  and  give  118  the  laugh: 
They  think  they're  funny  when  they  feed  us  chaff, 
And  think  they've  said  something  new. 

When  a  politician  wants  to  get  a  good  fat  sinecure, 

llu'll  promise  you  this  great  hig  earth  and  perhaps  a  little  more; 

'I'lien  when  he  gets  in  office  you  remind  him  of  his  word, 

lie  waves  you  off  and  proudly  says,  as  he  shows  to  you  the  door: 

CUORUS. 

"Go  tell  your  story  to  the  phonocraph." 
That's  what  they  say  to  us  and  give  us  the  laugh; 
They've  got  the  wheat  and  you  have  got  the  chaff, 
And  then  they  are  through  w  ith  you. 

I  went  down  town  the  other  night  and  had  a  little  time; 
jily  money  soon  was  squandered,  I  didn't  have  a  dime. 
I  went  into  Delmoiiico's  and  eat  a  sumptinus  meal; 
I  said  I'd  call  again  and  pay,  but  tliey  quickly  answered  mc: 

CnoRUs. 

"  Go  tell  your  slory  to  the  phonograph." 
So  quickly  did  they  seize  me  that  I  hadn't  time  to  laagb; 
They  threw  nic  out  of  doors  and  ripped  my  coat  in  half — 
Sly  custom  they  lost  right  there. 

I  htriick  a  scheme  the  other  day,  a  source  of  wealth,  I  knew; 

With  just  a  liitle  capitiil,  I  knew  I'd  pull  it  through, 

IM  be  US  rich  as  Creosus,  or  any  other  jay. 

I  took  it  to  a  cap'talist,  he  quietly  did  say:       •    -- 

Chorus. 
"Go  tell  your  story  to  the  phonograph; 
You  think  you're  smart,  my  boy,  but  I  think  you're  daft; 
Try  some  one  else,  my  l)oy,  on  whom  to  work  your  graft, 
■your  scheme  won't  go  dowu  with  me." 


If  yon  want  to  eirike  a  picnic,  a  reu'laj-  fiiet-class  jignic,  *   . 

Just  come  up  to  our  flat  on  Monday  murii; 
You'll  hear  a  tip-top  «  raiigle,  a  jingle  and  a  jan<:lc. 

The  like  of  which  you've  not  heard  since  you're  born. 
You  all  must  know  that  Monday  is  the  washday  iu  this  town. 

The  day  that  makes  tho  ladies  ail  so  cross; 
Why  they  all  pick  the  same  dav,  to  w^c  the  small  backyard, 

Is  a  problem  which  to  solve  lam  at  loss.  '   -  - 

CnoRi's. 
There's  a  jingle  and  a  jangle,  a  wringlc  and  a  wrangle. 

It  makes  me  think  of  a  Kilkenny  cat;  ' 

The  way  t  hose  w  omen  chew  tlie  rag.  "t  .vould  make  a  phonograph  quite  sad. 

To  hear  them  on  washday  in  our  Hat. 

Our  flat  is  rather  humble,  the  people  in  a  jumble, 

They  come  from  ev'rv  ciime  throughout  the  earth; 
There's  brogues  of  all  descriptions,  both  harsh  ones  and  rich  ouee, 

Of  dialect,  I'm  sure,  we  have  no  dearth. 
O'Urien's  wife  will  say,  "  Begob,  Oi  own  tliis  day, 

Oi'm  sorry  for  the  sowl  comes  near  t!ie  loine; 
Share  I'll  break  the  liaythens  back  timt  lihares  make  tlirick  or  thrack. 

To  hang  out  on  a  day  that  Oi  call  moiue." 

Chorus. 
Then  Greek  and  Pole  and  German,  and  Swiss  and  Dane  and  Norman, 

All  talk  at  oucc  to  choke  off  Missus  Pat; 
The  old  maid  iu  the  garret  brings  out  her  talking  parrot. 

Who  raises  caiu  on  washday  iu  our  flat. 

Alontr  conies  Fratilciu  Schneider:  she  pays,  "Mcin  Gott,  I'll  fight  her, 

I'll  show  de  Irislier  youst  vas  is  vas." 
And  then  a  colored  lady,  with  complexion  quite  shady, 

Says,  "Look,  yeah  chile,  I'se  gwine  to  hang  dis  waiih." 
A  Chinaman  creaps  in  and  says.  "I  liaujje  upe  shlirt. 

You  woma' go  iiigida.  baby  mind." 
Italia' here  chips  iu,  "You  vor-a  nica gala,  •'-  ■■■"'-   '■^. 

But  then  I  hauga  clotha  ona  line." 

Chorus. 
Just  lay  back  and  hear  the  chatter,  the  clittcr  and  the  clatter, 

Vv'itli  ev'ry  one  a-talUing  through  their  hat; 
They  cuss  in  ev'ry  fashion  lliat  man  could  e'er  imagine. 

But  they're  ladies  all  ou  washday  iu  our  flat. 


Parody    on :  ^^ 

SWEET     MARIE. 
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Written  and  Sung  by  Gus  Williams. 


I've  a  secret  I  would  tell,  Pete  Magoe; 

It's  a  corker,  too,  as  well— list  to  me: 

Every  "  daisy  "  in  our  street 

Thinks  that  he  at  cards  can  l>eat. 

But  they  don't  know  how  to  cheat.  Pete  Magee. 

When  you  hold  a  hand  like  mine,  Pete  Magee, 

Then  four  nces  seem  divine,  you'll  agree. 

All  the  world  is  full  of  skips. 

Just  like  notes  from  warbler's  lips. 

As  I  gather  in  the  chips,  Pete  Magee. 

Chorus. 
Come  with  me,  Pete  Magee, 
Pete  Magee,  come  with  me. 
And  I'll  play  the  cards  quite  fair,  Pete,  to  sec; 
Be  your  soul  as  pure  and  sweet. 
There  are  men  that  you  will  meet. 
That  can  play  you  off  your  feet,  Pete  Magee. 

In  the  mom  when  you  awake,  Pete  Magee, 

And  your  head  begins  to  ache,  awfully,    * 

Just  think  of  the  night  before. 

Of  the  beer  you  did  adore. 

As  you  drank  it,  o'er  and  o'er,  Pete  Magee. 

When  the  sunset  tints  the  West,  Pete  Magee, 

You  should  go  and  take  a  rest,  after  tea; 

Every  star  that  studs  the  sky 

Seems  to  see  you  staggering  bv. 

As  you  wink  the  other  eye,  Pete  Magje. 

Chorus. 
Pete  Magee,  come  with  me. 
Come  with  me,  Pete  Magee; 
Oh,  your  face  it  isn't  fair,  Pete,  to  Bee; 
Be  your  soul  as  pure  and  sweet. 
You  must  always  be  discreet. 
When  you're  "  loaded  "  iu  your  feet,  Pete  Magee. 


c> 


— Billy  Barcdues:  "I've  made  a  bet  of  one  hundred  dollars 
with  Jiick  Chummies  that  if  I  propose  to  you,  you'll  refuse  me. 
Now,  if  you  do  refuse  me,  I'll  divide  with  you?"    MissBondstock: 

Atid  supposing  I  should  accept  you?  "  Billy  Baredues:  "  Then 
I'm  afraid  I  shall  have  to  call  on  you  to  help  me  pay  the  bet." 


— Book  Agent:  "  Is  the  lady  of  the  ho'ase  iu?  "   Mr.  Newlej^wcd. 
"  Yes;  but  there  isn't  a  thing  in  the  wide  world  we  want."    Book  ( 
Agent:    "All  right,  sir,  I'll  call  again  when  the  lioneymoon  is  over. 
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j     :  NELLIE     BBOWN. 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Geo.  Evans,    Arranged  by  Henry  8.  Sawyer. 


Tliere'fl  a  little  pirl  I  know.  slie'B  loved  by  all  in  town; 

aUv  \»  lilt-  i)it  of  till  the  liul.4,  ami  her  iitune  is  Nellie  Brown; 

Slio  has  a  smile  for  every  taie,  to  know  lier  iB  ti  treat, 

Witli  her  pretty  liiile  wiusoiiie  ways  aud  voice  so  low  and  ewceC 

llEPRAIN. 

Who's  the  sweetest  girl  in  town?  Nellie  Drowu. 
Who  IS  loved  for  iiiilis  iiroiind*  Nellie  Brown. 
Wlioasliriu'htas  llmvers  in  May?  Who  lia* stolen  my  bcart  away ? 
\Vlio  wid  be  uiy  vife  eoiue  day?  Nel.ie  Duwu. 

You  will  find  no  other  pirl  like  Reiitle  Nellie  Rrown; 

Such  wiuuiiip  (■iiiiles  and  golden  curls  can  nowhere  else  be  found. 

iSlie  has  no  wealth  nor  .jewels  rare,  hut  she's  so  dear  to  me: 

Aud  a  little  cot  I'll  gladly  share  if  she  uiy  wife  will  hii.—Jif/nuti. 


Beyond  Pardon,  Beyond  Recall. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Gu^.sie  L.  Davis. 


A  fond,  loviiiir  prandnm,  with  snowy  white  hair, 

Sits  thinUinj;  of  a  diiua;liter  far  away; 
A  sweet  little  baby,  so  tliouKhtless  of  care, 

Is  on  the  Hoor  by  grandpa's  knee  nt  play;  , 

Deserted  houie  and  hiisbiind,  the  truth  they  80on  mnst  Icarn, 

The  baby's  inoilier  beara  another's  name; 
The  liusoar.d  would  forgive  her  if  she  but  would  return, 
For  baby  8  sake  he'd  love  her  just  the  eaiiic. 
Ciioni's. 
(ione,  lievond  jiardon,  beyond  recall,  left  those  that  loved  lier  the  best  of  all; 
Lost  all  respect  for  the  home  she  has  wrecked,  beyond  pardon,  beyond  recall. 

Years  after  a  footstep  is  heard  at  the  Rate, 

A  eleiider  form  soon  enters  at  the  door; 
A  s^^eet  voice  calls  "  mother,"  but,  sadly,  too  late, 

For  mother's  voice  is  hushed  forevirmore. 
Now  r<tiaiiu'er"s  voices  greet  her,  and  'ell  her  those  she  seeks 

Have  lon^  been  dead  and  numbered  With  the  blest; 
A  wiKh,  a  moan,  she's  dying,  not  one  word  does  she  S|>eak, 

In  death  the  weary,  fallen  one  finds  icst.—C/iorue. 


SOCIETY. 
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Wurda  and  Music  by  Wni.  H.  Friday,  Jr. 


Oh,  listen  to  a  story— a  story  often  told— 

Within  a  city  conrt-room.  a  jud>;e  sit-  stern  and  cold; 

Before  hiiu  there  is  weepiiii;  u  lad,  accused  of  theft; 

Ills  luolher,  sa  1  and  Ciireworii,  of  every  joy  beieft. 

A  ini.lionaire  acctines  him,  to  nhiclil  anolher'n  deed; 

To  every  plea  of  innocincu  that  jiiiiire  yives  little  heed; 

'I'hai  millionaire's  own  son  it  wa.'*  who  did  the  crime  (<o  base. 

While  one  to  prison  ^o*:e,  the  other's  free,  with  siuiiiuu  face. 

CUOBUB. 

For  he  moves  in  the  best  of  society, 
The  very  front  rank  of  society; 

SVitli  wealrli  at  coinmuud,  whiii  a  crowd  'ronad  liim  tbroug, 

Ills  life  liiito  him  i."  a  beautiful  song; 

Ills  money  hides  all  impropriety, 

Oh.  what  a  sliam  i!<  society; 

With  his  irlil'er  nnd  K'are, 

lie's  kiiiu  everyw  liere, 

And,  of  course',  he  can  do  nothin;;  wrong. 

A  simple  vilhiise  maiilen  once  pave  her  heart  away; 

She  loved,  but,  a'n!  not  wisely,  and  seon  was  led  astray; 

Slie  seeks  a  kindly  shelter  aniid  the  wiiiter'n  snow; 

Alas!  within  the  city,  there's  none  to  hear  her  woe; 

She  bCL""  of  one  win)  passes,  and  a  rich  man,  proud  is  hc. 

The  cause  of  all  her  sorrow  and  her  want  and  misery. 

He  spurns  her,  nnd  poes  on  his  way,  she  perishes  that  night; 

The  rich  man  to  his  club  departs,  ids  life  all  pay  and  bi\^Ut.—  C/u>i>i 

A  father,  sad  and  weary,  with  children,  wife,  at  home, 

To  seek  for  bre.id  to  feed  them  from  de  >r  to  door  does  roam; 

lie  hears  their  cries  of  aiiKiiish,  and  ste.ils  a  loaf  one  day. 

But  lit  tiie  bar  of  justice,  lie's  i>laced,  without  delay. 

Beside  him  ctaiids  a  prisoiK  r,  who's  drt  -^seii  in  rich  attire. 

The  judye  looks  down  with  smiles  on  o:  c,  the  other  greets  with  ire; 

The  failier  for  his  paiiry  crime  is  swifti'.  led  to  jail. 

The  thief,  who  stole  his  millions,  is  let  i.tit  on  little  bmW.—  C'fioi-ut. 


I  Want  to  Be  a  Man  Like  You. 
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Wurda  and  Music  by  E.  K.  Bennett. 


Two  bright  eyes  and  golden  hair,  a  little  boy  climbed  on  his  chair, 
A  hiviii};  kiss  and  rouuish  t-mile,  asking  of  him  all  the  while, 
I'apa,  will  girls  be  men  like  you,  will  they  be  soldiers  and  dress  in  blue, 
Aud  every  night,  aa  he  sat  iu  his  chair,  this  little  boy  would  say: 

Chorus. 

I  want  to  be  a  man  like  >oii,  this  little  boy  would  say; 

I'm  lired  of  riirls  and  dies.-es  like  tlirls  unil  willi  dolls  to  play; 

I  want  to  be  big  and  tall,  ]iapa,  and  travel  all  over  this  world; 

I'll  love  inanmia  and  you,  I'll  be  honest  and  true,  when  I  am  a  man  like  you. 

Years  i>assed  by,  the  boy  hc  grew  into  manhood's  estate,  I 

Hut  one  dark  hour  he  did  a  deed,  rejiented  when  'twas  too  late; 

III  prison  cell  remorse  did  come  for  ilic  deed  so  rashly  done; 

He  thought  of  the  words  that  he  hadeuug  when  he  was  a  boy  so  young.-  -  Vhonis. 

Then  a  pardon  came  for  him,  and  lie  went  far  away. 

Was  married,  and  wealthy  they  became;  he'd  a  bright  life  and  homo; 

His  children  'round  him  then  would  play,  a  bright-eyed  boy  did  «linjb  his  kiun-, 

Aud  brought  back  the  meni'ry  of  darkest  days,  when  his  sou  toluKTsayn;— 67to. 


OH!   SUSANNAH. 
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1  cum  from  Lonisiana,  wid  de  banjo  on  my  knee; 

I'm  bound  for  Alabama,  my  ow  n  true  lub  to  sec. 

It  thaw  all  night  de  week  I  left,  de  hailstone  dey  war  dry. 

Da  sun  so  hot,  I  froze  alive,  i>usannah,  don't  you  cry. 

CuoilUS. 
Oh!  Susannah,  yon  must  not  cry  for  mo, 
I'm  cum  from  Louisiana,  wid  de  banjo  on  my  knee; 
Oh!  Susannah,  you  must  not  cry  for  me, 
I'm  cum  from  Louisiana  wid  de  banjo  on  my  knee. 

I  stopped  on  board  de  llghtengraph,  an'  stoor  it  by  de  trigger; 

My  fliiger  slip,  it  busiilled,  and  kill  a  t'onsandnigiier; 

And  den  it  was,  my  dearest  lub,  I  fought  d»t  I  should  die, 

1  shut  my  ears  to  keep  my  breff,  Susauuah,  don't  you  cty,—  Chotii(. 

I  had  a  dream;  to-morrow  night,  when  all  do  t'ings  war  still,  | 

I  t'oiight  I  see  .Susannah  coming  by  de  mill; 

She  wore  de  robe  ob  mourning,  and  de  tears  war  in  her  eye. 

Says  I,  "  Here  am  your  true  lub,  Susannah,  don't  you  cry."— C'AwM*. 

I  soon  will  be  in  de  ole  Mobile,  and  dare  I'll  look  around; 

Oh!  should  I  find  Siisaiiiiah,  I  shall  sink  intode  ground; 

But  if  I  do  not  find  her,  dis  chile  will  surely  die. 

And  when  I'm  cold  and  iu  my  grave,  Susannah,  don't  you  cry .—  C/torus. 


^'      rA     m; 
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Parody  on: 

DAISY     BELL. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  Ueiiry  J.  Wehman. 

S*nd  for  Free  Catalofnie  of  Sonjf  Books,  Lett<>r  Writers.  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers. Tri<-k  Hooks,  llecitntlon  Hooks,  I'enny  Rallad.s.  Call  Books,  Joke  Buuks. Sketch  IlookH, 
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Written  and  Sung  by  Gus  Williams. 


Thotc's  many  a  woman  without  a  heart,  crazy,  crnzy. 
When  she  gives  a  fellow  a  glancing  dart. 

Crazy  as  a  cracked  bell; 
Although  he  pretends,  still  be  loves  her  not, 

The  truth  to  her  he  doesn't  tell; 
Ile'H  only  after  the  house  and  lot 

Of  the  beautiful  crazy  beile. 

Chorus. 
Crazy,  crazy,  doesn't  it  seem  to  you; 
She's  half  crazy,  wait  till  the  bills  fall  due; 
They  would  have  a  stylish  marriage. 
When  he  should  be  washing  a  carriage; 
Boon  they're  broke,  things  in  soak. 
Like  an  icicle  in  a  Blew. 

A  woman  gets  slack  on  a  titled  name,  she's  crazy,  crazy; 
lie  hasn't  a  cent,  but  he  goes  all  the  same 

For  the  crazy  society  belle, 
Afier  they're  married  a  day  or  two. 

The  truth  to  her  he  does  tell; 
Her  eyes  are  wide  open,  her  purse  is  too. 

But  he's  harder  to  shake  than  a  bell.  —Chorus. 
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— Shoe  dealer;  "  If  a  woman  should  come  in  nnd  ask  you  to 
show  her  a  good,  common-sense  shoe,  that  would  not  pinch  her 
ftjot,  what  would  you  do?"  Would-be  clerk:  "I'd  brinjj  out  a 
shoe  about  two  sizes  too  small  for  lier."    "  I  guess  you'll  do." 
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-     SWEET    ANTOINETTE. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Spaulding  &  Qray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 


Words  aiid  Music  by  Felix  McGlennoii.    Arranged  by  Monroe  U.  Roseiifeld. 


I  will  tell  you  a  tale  of  a  little  jailer  dog. 

And  he  only  was  so  high: 
As  ugly  a  dog  as  you  ever  did  see,  ! 

And  lie  only  had  one  eye. 
Ilis  legs  were  bandy  and  hie  ears  were  cropped, 

}Ii«  tail  had  a  curl  at  the  end: 
But  I'll  tell  you  straight,  that  little  yaller  dog 

Was  a  true  aud  a  faithful  friend. 

Chorus.  ■  "  -,/'", 

•:  ■.    He  was  only  a  little  yaller,  yaller  dog, 
Tlie  ugliest  in  all  the  laud, 
But  I'd  tfooiicr  have  a  wag  from  that  little  dog's  tail. 
Than  the  grip  of  a  false  friend's  hand. 

To  the  diggings  I  went  with  my  little  yaller  dog, 

For  he  would  not  be  denied; 
By  day  he  would  hang  'round  the  claim  where  I  worked. 

And  at  night  slept  hy  my  side. 
Wheu  luck  was  out,  and  when  the  food  was  scarce 

My  courage  would  nearly  fail. 
But  he'd  comfort  nie  with  his  joyous  little  bark 

And  a  wag  of  his  little  tail.— C'A07u«. 

After  years  of  toil  I  a  mighty  nugget  found. 

And  I  buried  it  wnere  I  slept; 
But  one  stormy  nigh',  as  I  slumbered  so  deep, 

'Neath  my  lent  a  dim  form  crept— 
'Twas  my  false  friend  Jim  and  he  on  murder  was  bent, 

His  hand  held  a  gleaming  knife: 
I  nwoke  with  a  start  to  see  that  yaller  dog        ■ 

Grip  his  throat  and  save  my  life,— C/<on/«. 


{  Shall  We  Ever  Be  Able  to  Fly  ? 

}  Copyright,  18M,  by  Spaulding  &  Giay.     Entered  at  Statioties-s'  Hall,  London. 

'  
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Words  and  Music  by  Edg;ar  Selden. 


Have  you  ever  stopped  to  think  what  this  world  would  be  ' 

if  an  airship  they'd  invent  to  fly  across  the  sea? 
Then  we'd  tear  no  angry  waves,  oh,  what  joy  and  bliss —        , 
Listen  to  me,  please,  for  what  I  waut  to  know  is  this: 

Chorus. 

Shall  we  ever  be  able,  ever  be  able  to  fly  ? 
*  Oh,  my,  what  would  you  give  to  sail  up  to  the  sky  f 

No  one  can  bother  you  there,  joys  will  multiply; 
Shall  we  ever  be  able,  ever  be  able  to  fly? 

Once  a  jay  from  Kokomo,  hair  like  prairie  grass,  '■] 

Caiue  to  town  and  hired  a  room ;  that  ni^ht  blew  out  the  gas. 

Gas  caught  Are,  blew  up  the  house,  jay  was  raising  cain. 

And  as  he  went  througii  the  roof  he  sliouted  this  refrain: — Chorus. 

Once  an  "Uncle  Tom"  troupe  played  in  a  "one  night  stand" — 

"Topsey,"  "Eva,"  two  l)loodhounds,  and  also  a  brass  liaud: 

No  (me  came  to  see  the  show,  "  rube  s  "  would  not  turn  out: 

Landlord  grabbed  their  trunks  for  board,  while  Uncle  Tom  did  ahouU—C/iorus. 

Once  a  snap-shot,  "  Kodak  "flend  thought  be'd  make  a  view 
Of  a  mammoth  Durham  bull,  quite  big  enough  for  two; 
Then  the  button  quick  he  preeseil,  shot  up,  out  of  sight. 

For  that  bull  had  "  done  the  rest,"  and  "  enap-ehots  "  bowled  with  frip,ht.—C  fio. 

When  you're  in  a  barber's  chair  for  a  five-cent  shave,  ,  • 

Razor  goes  against  the  grain  and  makes  you  howl  and  rave; 

Then  the  barber  starts  his  chin,  talks  with  might  and  main; 

When  the  soap  gets  down  your  throat,  you  hear  yourself  exclaim:— 6'At/r(/«. 

If  yon  are  a  married  man,  fond  of  style  and  dash. 

Ten  to  one,  when  wife's  away,  you'll  spend  a  pile  of  cash; 

You'll  canoodle  on  the  sly,  buy  the  girl  a  ring; 

Prestol  Bang!  your  wife  appears,  and  this  is  what  you  sing:— CAo»««. 

When  you  lake  your  Sunday  girl  out  with  yon  to  eat 

At  some  high-priced  restaurant,  and  give  a  real  swell  treat. 

Then  the  waiter  shows  your  bill  and  demands  his  pay; 

Holy  smoke  1  you've  lost  your  purse,  and  this  is  what  you  e&y:— Chorus. 


When  you  come  home  feeling  fine,  full  of  rum  and  stout, 
For  you've  had  a  red-hot  night,  and  loudly  sing  and  shout: 
Then  your  "Birdie"  scoops  you  in,  calls  yon  names  as  well. 
Sends  for  her  mamma  to  coine— and  that's  the  time  you  yell: 


-Choi-US. 
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AVords  and  Mtisic  by  William  Benson  Gray.  •     '      -- 

Within  ray  heart  a  secret  lies,       '      ,   ;  '      \. 

'         !  A  secret  that  I  long  to  tell, 

..-..."  While  fondly  gazing  in  the  eyes  .        •;.,■' 

/  Of  one  whose  charms  around  me  dwell;  :..■.".; 

.;;•■,.  And  though  I've  often  tried  to  ti'll  the  tale,  -^ 

■',       •    ■  The  hour  I've  often  tried  to  set,  •    ;"• 

';  My  heart  and  courage  humbly  fail  ' 

To  say,  I  love  thee,  Antoinette.  ..    V 

Refrain. 
Sweet  Antoinette,  the  brightest  star  within  my  heart,  indeed,  yon  are; 
My  only  thought  since  first  we  met,  I  love  alone  sweet  Antoiuetlc. 

I  love  you,  not  because  you're  fair, 
■;/.■■•■'  Nor  for  your  actions  so  demure; 

)'.  I  love  vou,  not  your  joys  to  share, 

'■  '     But  tor  your  soul  so  good  and  pure.  ■  .» 

In  vain  I've  tried  to  tell  my  love  to  thee. 
And  when  the  sun  of  life  has  set, 
.    •*  My  farewell  words  to  earth  will  be: 

I  love  but  thee,  sweet  Antoinette.— i?«/"ra«n. 


SWEETHEARTS   AT    SCHOOL. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  Graham. 


\        They  went  to  the  school  together  for  years. 

When  they  were  girl  and  l)oy; 
They  told  one  another  their  hopes  and  fears. 

And  shared  all  their  sorrow  and  joy. 
They  vowed  that  for  life  they  would  both  be  true. 

But  when  they  had  older  grown. 
They  parted,  as  sweethearts  will  often  do, 

And  went  on  life's  journey  alone. 

Chorus. 
Sweethearts  at  school  long  years  ago,  they  were  but  children  then. 
And  little  of  love  can  children  know  when  they  are  twelve  and  ten; 
Fancy  will  change,  years  will  go  by,  fate  will  be  sometimes  cruel. 
But  still  they  remember,  with  a  sigh,  wheu  they  were  sweethearts  at  school. 

To  mind  they  recall  one  evening  in  spring, 

•  ■  Down  hy  the  old  church  gate; 

They  parted  through  jealousy's  pangs  and  sting, 

•  •.  The  same  simple  story  of  fate. 

In  silence  they  strolled  to  the  liomeetead  door. 

He  left  her  in  grief  and  strife; 
No  fond  parting  kiss,  as  they  did  before. 

Once  lovers,  now  strangers  for  life. —  Chorus. 


ANNIE    REILLY. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Johnnie  Carroll.    Arranged  t>y  Wm.  Loraine. 


.  No  doubt  you  have  all  heard  of  sweet  Annie  Reilly, 

She  is  the  charmer  that  I  do  adore;  -■ 

All  of  the  neighbors  they  speak  of  her  highly. 
Each  evening  at  eight  we  meet  outside  her  door. 

'  The  weather  perinitiiiig,  I  tjike  her  out  walking. 
We  stroll  on  the  avenue  far  as  the  park. 

And  there  in  the  shadow  of  w  ide  spreadiDg  branches. 
Unconscious  of  others,  we  sit  and  we  spark. 

Chorus. 
Annie  Reilly  is  my  girl;  cheeks  like  roses,  teeth  of  pearl. 

Eyes  that  shine  like  the  stars  above,  sweet  Annie  Reilly  is  my  love. 
Annie  Reilly  she's  my  t;irl;  clieeks  like  roses,  teeih  of  pearl. 

Eyes  that  shine  like  the  stars  above,  sweet  Auuii;  Reilly  is  my  love. 

-  Last  night,  as  we  j)arted,  she  gnve  me  a  promise, 

To  me 'twas  the  happiest  monieiit  in  life; 

-  There,  with  the  iiToon  shining  brightly  iijwn  us. 

Sweet  Annie  said  she  would  be  my  little  wife. 
You  all  are  invited  to  come  to  our  wedding: 

We'll  dance  and  be  merry,  we'll  have  a  good  time. 
And  life  will  be  sunshine,  with  no  care  or  sorrow. 

For  earth's  fairest  treasure  that  day  will  be  mini.— Chorus. 


— "It  never  pays  to  bet  with  a  woman,"  said  the  young  man  / 
with  a  sad  face.  "Why;  isn't  she  good  pay,  as  a  rule?"  "Oli,  ) 
yes.  She  always  insists  on  paying.  And  then  she  goes  away  and  ' 
hates  you  for  life." 
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Words  and  Music  by  Kdgar  Scldeu. 


) 


'Neath  tlic  euiijiy  skii-s  of  tlie  south  of  Franco  rode  a  pay  sir  Uiii!,'ht  aloii);; 
lu  II  meadow  l>y  utond  !i  iiiaiil  so  shy,  whose  HOiil  burst  form  iu  com;; 
It  was  love  at  siu'tit;  thoiii.'ht  the  brave  sir  Uiii^Mit,  like  the  lilv  fair  !.■»  slie; 
And  he  said,  "Pretty  muid,  of  me  be  uot  afraid,  my  ewcct  lleur  Uc  lis." 

!  Rephain. 

Sweet,  eweet,  fleiir  dc  lia,  beautiful  lily  of  France, 
Visioniof  lovcliue!?!',  you  would  a  kini;  entrance; 
Thoui;li  you're  but  lowly  born,  while  1  have  riches  and  power, 
Happy  IM  be  if  forever  with  thee,  my  sweet  lleur  de  lis. 

Ere  the  maid  replied,  tliere  came  to  Inr  ^idt•  a  youii!;  shepherd  lad,  in  baste. 
With  a  loviiii;  jrlance  of  .^ly  cupids  iance,  bis  ami  stole  "ri'und  her  waist, 
Then  the  kuii.'ht  rotie  by,  breathed  a  sad,  soft  siyh,  for  a  valiant  knight  wae  he; 
And  he  said,  '•  very  soon  you'll  have  your  Uoueyuiuou,  my  eweet  tleur  de  iie."— i?^/ 


♦Lis"  pronounced  "Lee." 
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Words  by  Mrs.  M.  A.  Kidder.    Music  by  Geo.  W.  Search. 


From  a  very  gmnll  lie,  sir,  it  prew  deep  and  wide,  sir. 
Till  it  reaclnil  to  the  sky,  sir,  and  friijlueued  ilie  moon; 


For 


she  hid  her  sweet  f.ire,  sir,  iu  a  vri;  of  cloud-luce,  sir, 


A  :  the  dreadful  diss;race,  sir,  that  hupi>eued  at  uuuu. 

CHoRfS. 

First  somebody  told  it.  tlieu  the  room  woiililn't  hold  it. 
So  the  bu?»y  tonuue  rol.i d  if,  tiil  they  j-'Ot  it  outsiile; 

When  the  crowd  came  acrisx  it.  it  never  once  lost  it, 
jBut  tossed  it  aud  tossed  it  till  it  grew  lonij  and  wide. 

This  lie  broiiL'lit  forth  others,  dark  sisters  and  brothers 
Aud  fatiiers  and  mothers,  a  Icrrible  ciew; 

AuJ  while  heudlon','  tliey  hiirru-d.  the  people  they  Hurried 
Aud  troubled  and  Worried,  as  lies  ahvaja  do.— Chorus. 

And  so  evil-bodied  this  monstrous  lie  goaded 
'I'^il  at  l.ist  It  exploded  in  smoke  ami  in  shame, 

While  from  mud  aii<l  from  mire  the  pieces  Hew  hicher 
And  hit  the  ead  liar  aud  killed  his  good  name.— C'Aort/;. 
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Words  by  Fred  M.  Spotswood.    Mu.sic  by  Harry  A.  Soxton. 


Wtisper,  centle  maiden,  tliat  you  love  me  true. 
For  my  heart  has  left  nie,  it  h;is  i;one  to  you; 
As  I  wander  lomly  in  fue  silent  liioht, 
Thiouohls  of  .\ou,  my  darlint;,  flii  me  with  delight; 
Wheu  away  from  yon.  love,  life  i"  hard  to  iiear. 
Then  my  heait  is  hrenkini;  \\i;h  its  load  of  care. 
In  :the  eveninit's  i;loauiint!,  'neath  the  stariit  ekiC8, 
I  am  fondly  dreumiui;,  dur.in<,',  of  your  eyee. 

Refrain. 

Wliisper,  love;  wliisper,  love;  whisper  sweet  and  low; 
Raise  your  eyes,  w  liy  tlione  siolisf  tell  me  ere  I  <;o; 
Hearts  like  >oiir8  and  mine,  love,  should  be  made  as  one. 
For  It  was  so  intended,  darling',  wheu  the  world  he^uu. 

?fow  I  hear  the  mnrimir  of  the  tvcidnpt  breeze. 

Like  a  distant  wailino,  siolunt;  throimli  the  trees. 

Voices  seem  to  w  liisp.-r  words  of  love  to  mc 

rroiii  my  al>^ent  dariuL',  w  lioiu  I  lorn;  to  see; 

Yet  I  fancy,  loved  one,  in  that  message  sweet 

That  your  llioiiiihts  are  spoken  and  our  beans  must  meet; 

Hearts  like  yours  and  mi  no,  love,  shouhl  l)u  iiiude  a"  one, 

Itlwas  BO  intended  when  tne  world  bit;uu,— AV/zai/i. 

Now  the  earth  is  silent,  stars  their  vit'il  keep, 

Roses  kissed  liy  dewdrop".  bow  their  heads  and  weep. 

Now  I  sit  beside  you,  lookinv,'  iu  jour  eyes. 

Eyes  so  full  of  l)eaiitv,  lo\e  and  L'lad  siiriirise: 

I  would  have  you  tell  me  liiat  your  heart  is  mine. 

Not  with  boisi'ioiis  word^,  luve,  but  with  ncnile  siijii, 

Sii;ii  which  none  won d  ^ec.  lovo,  none  beside  we  iwo, 

I  would  have  you  whi^pel•,  "duriiU};,  I'll  be  \XMv."'—l(efrain. 


HONEY,    O! 


T 


Copyright,  1891,  by  T.  B.  Ilarnm  Si  Co.    EuKlish  copyright  secured. 


AU  rights  reserred. 


The  Word*  and  Slusio  of  this  Sonir,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sont  to  any  ad- 
drefM,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  tills  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  one  Dollar, 
by  Hem  y  J.  UVhnian.  130  &  i:t2  I'ark  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  i'liicasro. 
Writ»  to  eittur  oiieof  tlie  al><>\e  adilre.-se.<  for  Fieo  Catidoiriie  of  Sonus,  SonR  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Percy  Gaunt. 


There's  the  coon  from  Alabama,  'way  down  South,  honey,  Ol  honey.  Of 
His  feet  are  very  hn>;e  and  just  the  same  his  mouth,  hodey,  OI  honey,  UI 
He's  just  a  trifle  crazy,  and,  oh!  he  is  so  lazy; 
Uut  lu  motion  he's  a  "daisy,"  honey,  O!  houey,  01 

Cuours.  .    , 

Get  up,  you  lazy  coon,  ^'o  'way  from  mel 
Rise  up,  \ou  l;izy  loon,  I  bate  to  seel 
Uoney,  you  rascal  black,  you  are  so  slow; 
Don't  you  ever  come  back,  houey,  U! 

There's  the  coon  who's  always  looking  for  a  tip,  honey,  Ol  honey,  OI 

He  never  lets  a  good  thinj;  slip-e,  sli|»-e-<lip,  honey,  Ol  houey,  O! 

lie's  yaller  and  he's  sassy,  his  ways  are  very  brassy, 

Aud  he  whistles  '•  liounio  Lassie,"  liuiiey,  O!  honey,  O!—  W/iUtling  Chorus. 

There's  ole  Uncle  Rasmus  walking  with  n  cane,  honey,  O!  honey,  O! 
.And  just  you  watch  liilil  as  he  sliiitnes  down  the  lane,  honey,  O!  honey,  O! 
lie  is  so  fond  of  pickin'  a  turkey  or  a  chicken. 
He  would  take  it  for  a  lickiu',  honey,  OI  honey,  0\— Repeat flrU  Chorus. 


\  . 


THE    GAY    SQUBKETTE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Edgar  Selden. 


Oh,  n  nice  voung  man,  too  stroii-.;  to  work, 

Aud  a  '•  Pa  "  w  ith  lots  of  cash. 
One  day  L'rew  very  rash. 

Broke  out  upon  the  "  mash  "; 
With  a  dimpled  pet  he'll  uot  forget, 

They  beiiMii  a  lively  dash; 
She  was  only  eiyhteen,  not  a  little  bit  green. 

And  admired  his  new  moustache. 

ClIORlS. 

He  fell  in  love  with  a  gay  souhreiie,  oh,  my,  oh, 
She  was  a  blonde,  a  bleached  hriinetle,  oh,  my,  oh; 
Hlie  was  a  wag  au<l  she  llk'd  a  jag; 
She  always  carried  her  powder  lag, 
lustead  of  Miss  Juno  her  name  was  Mag,  the  gay  soubrette.  . 

One  day  in  May,  so  runs  tlie  lay. 

He  siioucsted"  they  should  wed; 
Tlie  maiden  smiled  and  said 

She  liad  an  awful  dread 
Of  the  marriage  state  ainl  stay-out-late 

And  come-rolllug-lioiiie-io-bed; 
She  was  ureatly  amused,  Init  she  must  be  excused. 

Fur  she  hadn't  lust  her  head. 

CUOKUS. 

He  fell  in  love  with  a  gay  soubrette,  oh,  my,  oh, 
.'•he  was  a  "  Lulu,"  don't  forget,  oh,  my,  oh; 
For  she  was  "fly,"  and  she  knew  lur  "  biz." 
lie  blew  his  coin  and  he  l>ouglit  her  "fizz," 
But  all  the  same,  she  would  never  be  his,  the  gay  soubrette. 

Then  he  took  to  drinking  lemonade. 

And  iH-gan  to  go  dowu  hill; 
He  never  had  Ids  fill. 

He  was  a  walking  "  still," 
Fur  another's  sake  he  got  the  "  shake," 

And  her  six  month's  old  board  bill. 
Now  he  goes  around  "  broke  "  iu  au  opera  cloak 

Aud  a  look  that's  meaul  (u  kill. 

Chords. 

lie  fell  ill  love  with  a  gay  soubrette,  oh,  my,  oh; 
Now,-oii  the  sly,  she's  laiigliiii_' >ei,  oh,  my,  oh. 
"By-by,  my  jiet,  are  you  much  In  debt? 
Come,  take  a  kiss,  hut  it's  all  you'll  get," 
Was  wliat  she  said  the  last  time  they  met,  the  gay  soubrette. 

So  now.  dear  Iwys.  take  my  advice,  > 

And  recall  the  "golden  rule," 
The  rule  you  learned  at  school, 

"  Let  others  lilav  the  fool  "; 
Let  them  buy  ciacked  ice,  it's  cheap  and  nice. 

And  It  maKes  a  "  swelled  head  "  cool. 
But  the  fact  will  remain,  the  next  day  they'll  complain 

They're  a  donkey  or  a  mule. 

Chorus. 

He  fell  in  love  with  ft  gay  soubrette.  oh,  my,  oh: 
Now  there's  a  foiir-rooiued  flat  to  let,  oh,  my,  oh; 
Slie  packed  her  tiunk  anil  at  once  set  sail. 
The  youth  is  "  hoarding  "  at  "  Bloomingdale," 
For  that  is  the  place  where  she  sends  his  mail,  the  gay  soobrette 
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THE    LITTLE    MUSICIAN. 
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Words  by  John  Butler.    Music  by  J.  F.  MaUony. 


The  little  musician  played  the  old  eonos  tlmt  we  loved  in  the  days  of  yore. 

And  sweeter  music  was  never  I.eard  in  all  this  world  before; 

Her  tiiiKere  ran  swiftly  o'er  the  keys,  u  fairy's  hands  were  there. 

And  the  harmony  filled  our  hearts  with  love  for  that  child  so  grand  and  fair. 

CUORUS. 

The  little  musician  played  and  sang  with  a  penius  seldom  heard. 
She  had  the  soft  touch  of  au  augel  and  the  sweet  notes  of  a  bird. 

The  little  mnsiciaii's  face  was  bright  and  her  voice  was  sweet  and  clear, 

And  the  sonfjB,  s<>  softly  played  to  us,  were  l>eautlful  to  heaV; 

It  seenied  to  all  that  this  liitle  child  possessed  the  n'cat  master's  art. 

She  played  and  sang  with  native  charm  that  captured  ev'ry  heart.— (7 Aor«»'. 


1  ■. 


Love  Will  Bring  Me  Back  Again. 

■  CopyriKht,MDCCCXCIV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  SkeUy. 

A  sailor  Stood  on  the  silent'shore, 

Hln  lovint;  laecie  by  his  i*ide: 
Ilis  ship  would  sail  witli  the  mornin<;'s  light 

To  lands  across  the  ocean  wide. 
Uis  heart  was  sad  as  he  saw  the  tears  ',    .. 

Fall  from  her  eyes,  her  cheek  to  Stain: 
"Don't  crievc.  sweei heart.  Ill"' we  must  part; 

True  love  will  bring  me  back  again." 

Chorus. 
Love  will  bring  nic  hack  asrain  over  the  ocean  wide. 
Ever  fondly  to  remain  close  by  my  darlln<,''s  side; 
Tlioni;!!  care  may  dim  your  loving  eyes,  lookini:  for  me  in  vain, 
Kemtniber  this,  with  parting  kiss,  love  will  bring  me  back  again. 

lie  sailed  away  at  the  dawn  of  day,  ,     '    ■      , 

His  love  still  loth  from  him  to  part: 
She  watched  the  ship  till'twas  out  of  eight, 

Then  turned  away  with  aching  heart. 
The  sailor  li<>y  to  his  vow  was  true. 

He  sent  this  message  o"cr  the  main: 
"Cheer  up,  my  own,  thouirh  left  alone. 

True  love  will  bring  me  back  again."— CAorw*.  -. 

The  years  went  by,  bar  no  tidings  came 

Of  him  that  lassie  held  so  dear; 
In  silent  prayt'r  she  breathed  his  name. 

While  waiting  there  in  hope  and  fear 
At  last  he  came,  with  glowing  face. 

Upon  his  lips  that  glad  refrain: 
"Oh,  sweeilieait  mine,  my  joy  divine. 

True  love  has  brought  me  back  again."— CAo;««. 


Don't  Leave  the  Old  Home,  Mamie. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  Jos   W.  Steru  it  Co.    Kntcred  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Will  H.  Fox.    Arrangement  by  G.  IL  Rosenbei:g. 

The  scene  an  humble  dwellinir,  with  liearth-fire  burning  briglit; 

A  father  and  a  mother,  t'ray  in  years, 
Are  talUing  to  tlieir  dnUL'liler,  their  pride,  their  hearts' delight, 
"■         With  voices  low  and  eyes  bedimmed  with  tears. 

The  child  has  told  her  parents  that  love  has  won  her  heart, 

That  slic  will  leave  them  both  ere  many  days; 
Ilcr  words  cause  tears  anew  from  two  eouls  so  good  and  true, 

And  this  is  what  her  dear  old  father  says: 

Chorus. 

"Don't  leave  the  old  home,  Mamie;  from  temptation  refrain. 
You  know  it  will  bring  sorrow,  wc  may  never  meet  aiiiiiii^ 


JLOU  KUOW   11   \^  ill   llllll^  coilw\»,    %*  v;  iiKijr   iji:>ei    iiiijei.  .i^itii^ 

Bid  him  come  here  and  marry  yon,  then  with  us  both  remain, 
'Twould  break  your  dear  old  mother's  heart,  were  j  on  to  love 


ill  vain. 


"You  say  he  loves  you,  dani.'hter;  then  let  him  prove  if,  dear; 

If  this  be  true,  he  won't  ask  you  to  roam; 
lie  knows  you  arc  our  jewel,  our  only  guiding  star,    ^  • 

Wliy  sliould  he  dim  the  brightness  of  (ii;r  honn)'"* 
The  mother  pleads,  "My  loved  one,  fal^e  steps  wreck  many  a  home; 


Remain  with  us,  upon  my  knees  I  pray. 
Don't  say  that  we  must  part,  do  not  bieak  y 


But  listen  to  what  father  bus  to  say: 


our  mother's  heart, 
C  horns. 


A    BROTHEI^'S    LOVE; 

-OKi- 

The  Vagrant  Son. 
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Words  by  Harry  C.  Clyde.    Music  by  H.  C.  Vemer. 


A  tramp  once  told  the  tale  to  me  that  I'll  relate  to  you. 

lie  said,  I've  not  been  always  thus,  once  iK'lter  days  I  knew; 

My  liome  was  in  a  mansion,  wliere  all  things  were  of  the  best. 

I  had  a  darling  sister  then,  with  beauty  she  was  blest; 

I  loved  her  but  too  fondly,  for  I  sacrificed  my  home. 

And  heard  my  father'a  curses  as  he  drove  me'  forth  to  roam. 

Chorus. 

A  poor  and  vagrant  eon,  an  omcast,  wand'ring  one 
I  bore  my  father's  cnise  and  roameil  away; 

'Tis  for  a  sister's  sake  the  scoin  of  man  I  take— 
Thai's  why  I  am  witliout  a  home  to-day. 

My  sifter  had  a  suitor,  who  had  naught  but  love  to  give, 
She  cared  for  him  with  pat-siou  that  was  horn  to  ever  live; 
And  tempted  by  the  love,  alas,  tliat  knows  no  wrong  or  right. 
From  father's  safe  she  took  a  sum  to  aid  them  in  tlieir  flight. 
'Twas  I  who  caught  them  in  the  theft  at  silent  niidniglji  time, 
'Twas  1  who  saw  them  both  escape  and  leave  their  mark  of  crime. - 


■Chorut. 


I  heard  my  fatlier's  footstep  coming  from  the  room  above — 

Slie  was  my  sister,  and  no  tongue  could  ever  tell  my  love; 

My  only  thought  was  how  to  save  lier  name  from  such  dis<;race. 

And  though,  from  that  day  unto  tliis,  I've  never  8<-en  her  face, 

I  let  my  father  think  that  I  had  been  the  guilty  tlnef; 

lie  drove  me  forth,  a  vagrant  son,  to  life  uf  shame  and  grief.— CA«riM. 


TWIGQY   VOO. 
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Words  by  liiehard  Norton.    Music  by  Geo.  Le  Bruiin. 


When  you're  giving  folks  advice,  or  you're  telling  stories  nice, 
I  s'fiouldn't  tell  tiie  end  if  I  were  you; 

For  to  cut  it  sliort  is  best,  you  can  let  them  guess  the  rest, 
Tvviggy  voo.  my  boys  I  Twiggy  voo! 

Wliefi  young  Jones,  at  number  four,  rushes  headlong  from  the  door. 

Calls  a  cab,  says,  drive  to  Doctor  Lord-knows-who, 
-Returns  with  doctor,  then  it's  worse;  "  there  are  two,  sir,"  says  the  nurse- 
Twiggy  voo,  my  boysl  Twiggy  voo! 

Chorus.  - 

Twiggy  voo,  my  boysl  Twiggy  voo! 

Well,  of  course,  it  stands  to  reason  that  you  do; 
To  the  force  and  reason  in  it,  you  can  tumble  in  a  minute; 

Twiggy  voo,  my  boys!  Twiggy  voo! 

When  it's  raining  like  a  flood  and  the  streets  are  fiiil  of  mud. 

What  lots  of  pretty  girls  aj)pear  on  view; 
Tho'  llieir  dresses  look  so  neat,  yet  they  like  to  cross  tiie  street. 

Twiggy  voo,  my  boysl  Twiggy  voo! 
As  they  stand  on  corners  mar,  how  the  fellows  watcli  each  dear,   ■ " 

Married  ones  and  single  ones — of  course,  they  do— 
And  ev'ry  male,  for  miles  around,  then  is  staring  at  the  ground. 

Twiggy  voo,  ray  boys!  Twiggy  \ool~C' hor'is. 

Now  the  darling  girls  all  wed,  just  for  love,  we  hear  it  said — 

At  least,  in  all  the  novels  so  they  do; 
But  a  nice  engagement  ring,  set  with  diamonds,  is  the  thing. 

Twiggy  voo,  my  boys!  Twiggy  voo! 
If  an  old  guy  falls  in  love  with  some  little  turtle  dove. 

And  he  says,  "I've  lots  of  gohl,  pray,  wed  me,  do!" 
She'll  say,  "Just  settle  on  me,  dear,  twenty  thousand  cash  a  year." 

Twiggy  voo,  my  bojs!  Twiggy  voo! — Chorus. 

When  a  lady  finds  a  note  in  her  husband's  biis'uess  coat,  - 

A  letter  that  is  signed  by  Maud  or  Loo, 
lie  will  say  'twas  one  he  found  just  outside,  while  Kwkiug  'round — 

Twiggy  voo,  ray  boys!  Twiggy  voo! 
If  that  night  be  journeys  out  and  slie  follows  him  about. 

She  will  find  liim  with  a  girl  in  pink  or  blue; 
Ile'll  say  it  is  liis  niece.  Miss  Brown,  who  came  suddenly  to  town. 

Twiggy  voo,  my  boys!  Twiggy  voo!—  Chorus. 


— As  Advertised.  — Like  the  broken  lily  she  drooped  under  the 
crushing  blow.  "Sir,"  her  father  cried,  fiercely,  "  i.s  it  that  she 
is  poor  iind  you  are  rich?  Do  you  not  feel  tiiut  my  daugliter  has  a 
claim  ou  you  after  you  have  called  to  see  her  every  evening  for 
six  mouths?  "  The  youth  smiled  sjirdonically.  "  No,"  he  answered, 
"Look!"  Rapidly  turning  the  leaves  of  the  Stinday  new.spaper, 
pointed  to  th.c  fateful  words  of  tli';  old  man's  advertisement:  "  No  ' 
trouble  to  .sl.ow  goods," — Truth. 
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THE    STRANGER- 

-  OR  :  - 

It's  a  Baby. 
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Composed  by  Al.  W.  Kilson. 


But  yeslerday,  I  really  thoimlit  of  joy  I  bad  my  fill; 

My  prosj)ect»  briKlit,  .i  tliirliuir  wife— my  own,  my  clicriehcd  Lit; 

For  ill  the  niarriuKe  iott<.-ry  I'd  drawn  u  junfuct  prize— 

A  teiuicr,  loviiij;  womau,  and  el.u"8  pri-tty,  in  iiiy  eyes. 

lint  wliiit  18  better  fur,  licr  hcuit  i:i>  pine  and  tnio  as  i>teel. 

The  kind  of  woman  itiat'8  the  eaiiie  in  bitter  woe  ur  weal; 

But  yceterday  I  owned  lier  luart.  it  all  bclonyed  to  me; 

But  now  I'm  jealoiiu,  for  I  liave  a  rival,  don't  you  see? 

Theve'e  a  strange  voice  iu  the  house,  it's  a  baby,  it's  a  baby; 

I'm  as  quiet  ua  a  mouse,  for  fear  I  will  wake  the  child. 

It's  a  comfort  iiiid  a  joy,  itV  a  baliy,  my  tlrst  baby; 

I'm  sure  you'll  say,  w  beii  you  etc  the  boy,  it's  the  picture  of  its  dad. 

My  Lll'i  a  wife  with  nature's  noblest,  kindest  Rifts  endowed; 
No  wonder,  then,  of  my  dear  wife  I  feel  a  little  proud. 
She  will  not  shirk,  if  troutilo  comes,  or  weep  or  moau  or  i«iKh, 
But  by  her  husband  bravely  stand,  ntid  the  w  hole  world  defy. 
And  tlioiiKh  another  now  lias  c<«n)c  to  steal  into  Ler  heart, 
I  ouKbtu't  to  be  jealous,  for  it's  of  myself  a  i)nrt. 
To  prove  but  one  more  bindiui;  link  l>etweeii  my  Lll  and  I; 
I  can't  say  more,  for,  don't  you  see,  it's  just  beguu  to  cry. 
There's  a  strange  voice  in  the  Louse,  etc. 


AND    THE    VERDICT    WAS. 
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Words  and  Mnsli-  l)y  Charles  Osborne-. 


Life's  short,  very,  very  sborr,  licre  we  iiaven"!  long  to  stay; 
So  I'm  giviiii;  you  a  rlnme,  soniethiin;  in  the  chort,  sweet  way. 
Little  Billy  Bates  fastened  on  bid  "Uatos,  Imi  the  ice  uas  thin; 
Suddenly  a  crack,  woliop  ^m  \i\«  hack,  liitle  Billy  Bates  {>opp'd  in, 
And  tlie  v«rdict  was: 

Refrain. 

I        A  little  boy,  a  pair  of  skates, 
[       Broken  ice,  heaven's  gates. 

Four  parde  played  a  Kanie  of  cards,  Poker  was  its  name,  I  think; 
SomeiliinR  wfcere  they  huniile  chii)s.  likewise  haudle  lots  to  drink. 
One  paid  dre*  a  liaiid,  said  that  ''  I'ui  "  iie'd  ^and;  but  his  little  pile. 
When  the  others  culled,  didn't  he  feel  oulled,  oh,  he  wore  a  sickly  smile. 
And  the  verdict  was: 

Kefrain. 

A  bobtail  flush,  a  sick'niug  thud, 
I        Aces  four,  name  is  mud. 

Maria  made  the  kitchen  fire,  threw  in  lots  of  kindling  wood; 
h^lie  was  such  a  tidy  girl,  very  uoody,  goody,  ^'ood. 
Fire  it  wouldn't  no.  In  up  rather  e\»\\\  kerosime  she  got. 
Poured  it  from  u  can,  like  n  little  man,  thtou^h  the  roof  she  flew,  red  hot, 
Aud  the  veidict  was: 

Refrain. 

A  busted  stove,  a  ^irl  '.veil  done. 
Angels  wint,'s,  built  for  one. 

Bill  Durn  monkeyed  with  a  Run,  licid  it  in  a  giildy  style; 
He  had  read  the  pa|>ers,  too,  so  he  wore  a  peaceful  smile. 
Then  that  Run  he  took  and  beL'an  to  look  down  the  barrel  small; 
Soon  the  trigRcr  flew,  and,  the  next  he  knew,  Billy  Dunn  took  iu  a  ball. 
And  the  verdict  was: 

Refrain. 
A  loaded  pun— cannot  tell  how, 
PusLinK  clouds— Bill  knows  now. 

A  cat  on  a  liigh  fence  sat,  youlded  away  his  little  yowl; 
All  the  boarders  woke  from  sleep,  they  iK-can  to  swear  and  howl; 
One  fliinR  out  a  boot,  couldn't  niaki:  him  scoot:  so  they  struck  u  licbt. 
And  they  cave  that  cat,  who  was  nice  and  fat,  just  a  chunk  of  dynamite, 
Aud  the  verdict  was: 

Refrain. 
A  little  fur,  a  claw  or  two, 
Whiekera,  which  clouds  blow  throuRh. 

•Tim  Sqnafh  came  from  far  Oshkosli,  saw  the  siRlits  in  New  York  town; 
FeeliiiR  tired  when  night  came,  tlioiiRht  that  he  would  ro  lie  down. 
Took  in  a  hotel,  liked  it  very  well,  but  for  him,  alas  I 
£re  lie  went  to.  Iwd,  with  a,  heavy  head,  farmer  Squash  blew  out  the  gas, 
Aud  the  verdict  was: 

Refrain. 
;         A  Riddy  "iay,"  no  cows  to  Rrooin; 
-  Meter  us  above,  Roldeu  flume. 


PHOEBE. 
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Words  by  Tho!.  Lo  Mack.    Music  by  Andrew  Mock. 


Tell  inc  what  yon  does  with  all  your  money,  says  Phoebe; 

Tell  me  how  you  gits  rid  of  all  your  money,  says  Phoebe. 

I  takes  out  the  dice  and  rolls  deiu,  so:  is  dat  you  seven?  Mm,  Mm?  No,  uo; 

Oh,  dut's  de  way  my  money  does  ro,  Phoebe. 

Refrain. 
Oh,  oh,  oh,  please  lemme  know,  I'lioebe,  if  you  love  me,  tell  me  so; 
Oh,  oh,  oh,  please  lemmc  know,  Phoebe,  if  you  love  me,  tell  uiu  ao. 

CnoKtTS. 
Stars  are  sliininR,  the  moon  am  climbiiiR,  meet  me,  Phoelie  Jauc; 
Come,  my  lioiiey,  I'se  Rot  money,  and  we'll  take  de  truiu. 

Wlien  the  wint'ry  winds  beuin  to  blow,  says  Phoel»e. 

Nothiiii,' llieii  iu  siRht  for  to  eat,  but  snow,  says  Phoebe. 

I  Raiheis  the  money  lay  in'  'roiiini,  you  saves  yours  up  and  I  saves  mine  down; 

Oh,  hold  your  job,  we'll  own  this  town,  Phoebe.— /r'e/'rai/t  tfc  L'liurri,. 

My  Love  Is  a  Mermaid  So  Fair. 
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.Words  by  James  Thornton.    Music  by  George  Rosey. 


I 


Rv'rybody's  rend  the  story,  in  the  nursery. 
Of  the  ]>retty  little  mermuids  iu  the  dark-blue  sea; 
How  tliey  dwell  in  caves  of  coral,  far  beneath  the  deep, 
Aud  on  mossy  beds,  at  ui>;lit,  they  lay  them  down  to  sleep. 

ClIOUlH. 

My  love  is  a  roermaid  so  fair, 

\Vith  brown  eyes  and  soft,  wavy  liair; 

Siie  swims  'round  the  buy,  liuht-hearted  and  Ray, 

She  never  grows  w  eary,  but  siiiRS  all  the  day. 

At  niRht,  w  hen  to  Ited  she  does  creep. 

And  ev'rythii;R'8  siill  iu  Ilie  dee|>. 

The  fishes  so  kind 

(jiently  pull  down  the  blind, 
Aud  the  little  mermaid  goes  to  sleep. 

When  you're  sailing  on  the  ocean,  if  the  weather's  fine. 
You  can  see  the  little  niernniids  dancing  on  the  brine, 
Throwing  kisses  to  the  sailors,  as  they're  passing  by; 
For  I've  licard  that  little  mermaids  flirt  like  you  or  l.—  Cfiori't. 


MABEL; 

-OU:- 

Can  a  Body  Tell  a  Body? 
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Worihi  and  Music  by  Harry  Dacre. 


nave  yon  seen  her?  Have  you  seen  her? 

She's  as  fair  as  a  new  ly-blowu  flow'r; 
She  is  my  girl,  such  n  shy  girl. 

Cries  and  laughs  in  one  hour. 
On  insjiection  she's  iM'rfecliou, 

She  IS  free  from  all  blemish  or  scar; 
And  if  you  don't  believe  that  I  love  the  dear  girl. 

You  can  call  'round  and  ask  her  niauimu. 

Chorus. 
But  Mabel,  Mabel,  don't  care  for  me. 
Ail  my  good  points  Mabel's  unable  to  sec; 
When  I  s|)e»k,  elie  niakes  no  reply; 
Can  a  lioUy  te  1  a  bo<ly,  what's  the  reason  why? 

I  adore  her,  bow  l)efore  her, 

I  have  worshipiM-d  her  on  bended  knee; 
Idoliri.ii;,  yet  surprising. 

She's  no  pref'rence  for  mc. 
Though  a  dear  girl,  slie's  a  niicer  girl. 

And  I  feel  that  I'm  treated  too  bail; 
Bui  the  lady  I  8i)cak  of  is  not  two  months  old. 

She  is  my  girl  because  I'm  her  dad. 

Chorus. 

Still  Mabel,  Mabel,  don't  care  for  mc. 

All  my  good  points  Mabel's  unable  to  see; 

When  I  Bjieak,  she  makes  no  reply; 

She's  my  latest  baby  daughter— that's  the  reason  wby. 
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ROAMING    IN    THE    CLOVER. 
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Words  and  tlusic  by  George  Lester. 


Roaminc;  iu  tlie  fields  of  clover,  with  sweet  Jennie  by  my  side, 
(Had  was  I  to  be  her  lover,  beirging  her  to  be  my  bride; 
Daisies  ut  our  feet  were  emilini;,  nuture  wore  its  fairest  drc93. 
Still,  with  all  my  words  heguiliuK,  slie  refused  to  answer  "yea"; 
Still,  with  all  my  words  beguiling,  she  refused  to  answer  "yes." 

Caonua. 
Ronmine  in  the  clover,  all  the  wide  fields  over, 

Jennie's  eyes  were  bright  and  blue  us  the  skies  above; 
Ilaiid  in  hand  together,  in  the  Bmiling  weather, 

Roaming  iu  the  clover  fields  and  breathing  words  of  love. 

Bright  her  tender  eyes  were  shining,  with  the  glow  love  can  but  bring, 
And  her  secret  heart  divining,  to  love's  tlietne  I  could  but  cling: 
And  my  tender  vows  repeating,  nil  my  heart's  fond  love  to  show,  - 
Soon  she  gave  my  kiss  its  greeting,  and  she  did  not  answer  "  no  ";    ' 
Soon  she  gave  wy  kiss  its  greeting,  uud  she  did  not  answer  "  uo."—  Chorus. 


THE  SUNNYSIDE  OF  THOMPSON 
J     STREET  AWAY  DOWN  TOWN. 
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Words  by  Edward  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Brahara. 


/ 


If  you  want  to  find  de  people  of  dc  colored  population. 

Indigo  dc  .Tapaucse,  de  black  and  tie  brown, 
De  greatest  place  in  all  dc  State,  oh  yes,  iu  all  dc  uatiou, 

Am  de  sunnyside  of  Thompsou  Street  away  down  town. 

C'Honi's. 
Now,  wliite  folks,  keep  on  de  shady  side 
When  you're  travelling  around, 
Don't  talk  loud,  but  keep  your  eye  on  de  crowd, 

(Spoken:  Where?) 
On  de  sunnyside  of  Thompsou  Street  away  down  town. 

Oh,  it's  when  yon  see  a  copper  chase  a  coon  'way  tip  an  alley. 
Oh,  de  nigger  seems  to  grow  right  out  of  the  ground; 

Oh,  when  he  comes,  get  on  de  run,  and  don't  you  dillj  dally 
On  de  sunnyside  of  Thompsou  Street  away  down  town. —  Chorus. 

Oh,  it's  dare  you'll  find  a  razor  wid  a  nigger  on  the  handle; 

Day  and  night  he's  full  of  light,  you  can't  him  down. 
A  yellow  wench  sits  on  a  bench  u-making  all  de  scandal, 

Ou  dc  sunnyside  of  Thompson  Street  away  down  town. —  Chortis. 

Oh,  it's  when  you  see  a  nigger  dare  a-laying  in  a  wagou, 
lioums  to  let  he's  got  to  gel,  and  sleep  ou  de  ground: 

De  copper  chase  liim  ofiE  de  street,  he  can't  lay  ou  the  llagging, 
Ou  de  sunnyside  of  Thompson  Street  away  down  lowu.—  Vhoriif 


CALLAHAN^S    G-ANG. 
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Words  by  Edward  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Brahara. 


The  Spujlen  Duyvel  to  the  river  working  all  day  long. 
We  are  handy  with  the  shovel  and  you'll  Lear  them  cliiug, 

Digging  up  the  diamonds  while  we  sing  a  jolly  s<>ng. 
Fur  we're  known  by  ai!  the  boys  as  Cullahau's  Qttug. 

Chouus. 
Hard  coal,  soft  coal,  charcoal  and  coke,  '' 

We  dump  it  in  the  carts  before  they  make  It  smoke; 
Lehigh,  Delaware  and  the  Lackawansr, 
We're  known  by  all  the  boys  as  Callahan's  Gang. 

When  our  labor's  over  then  we  hurry  Itomc  to  tea. 
After  washing  and  a-conibing  out  a  trreat  big  bang. 
,r     The  ladies  do  be  giggling,  oh !  and  this  is  what  they  say: 

"Ye  are  kuown  liy  all  the  girls  as  Callahan's  Gang."— CAorur 

Standing  on  the  comer  by  McSwiggin'a  big  saloon, 

Ou  politics  we  argue  wid  a  great  harangue: 
The  copper  on  the  corner  says,  "  Oh,  give  the  people  rcwm; 

You're  a  noisy  lot  of  boys,  ye  Callahan's  Gaug."— t'Aoru». 


Sergeant  Hickey  of  the  G-.  A.  R 
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Words  by  Edward  IlaiTigan.    Music  l>y  Davo  Braham. 


LITTLE    DAUGHTER    NELL. 
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Words  by  Edward  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 


Oh,  should  yon  ever  wander  down  by  the  riverside,  .  » . . 

You'll  meet  me  and  my  father,  with  Towser  by  my  side; 
Pop  plavs  the  concertina,  in  Coogan's  court  we  dwell. 
Poor  old  blind  Paddy  Dempsey  aud  his  little  daughter  Nell. 

Chords. 

Oh,  singing  on  the  avenue  and  up  the  alleyways,  \     .       ' 

And  all  along  the  riverside,  or  any  place  that  pays; 

Sometimes  in  front  of  mansions  grand,  to  please  the  swells  and  belles. 

Poor  old  blind  Paddy  Dempsey  and  his  little  daughter  Nell. 

I  rise  so  bright  and  early  to  get  onr  breakfast  made, 

Then  Pop  aud  I  and  Towser  go  out  to  work  our  trade; 

The  watchman  on  the  corner  says:  "  Pat,  I  hope  you're  well; 

The  lord  be  good  to  you,  my  friend,  aud  little  daughter  Nell."- 


Chorus. 


c- 


Oh,  I  am  never  tired  while  father  plays  away 

The  sentimental  ballads:  'tis  simple  songs  that  pay. 

Oh,  how  I  long  to  sing  them,  his  sorrow  to  dispel: 

Poor  old  blind  Paddy  Dempsey  and  his  little  daughter  Nell.— CAom/*. 

A  child  of  sad  misfortune,  I  roam  about  the  town   .-. 

To  seek  au  honest  penny  to  keep  the  hunger  down. 

While  singing  for  the  people  I'm  not  ashamed  to  tell 

'Tis  for  my  poor  old  blind  Pop  and  his  little  daughter  Nell,— (7 Aon«. 

Oh,  bow  I  love  the  sunshine  poor  father  never  sees; 

In  public  parks,  while  resting,  we  sit  beneath  the  trees; 

The  sparrows  and  the  blue  birds  they  seem  to  know  us  well. 

They  love  bliud  Paddy  Dempsey  and  his  little  daughter  T^eW.—Cliorvt. 


When  war  obscured  the  nation,  and  onr  soldieis  filled  the  land, 
.John  Hickey  for  the  Union  took  a  musket  iu  his  hand. 
So  faithfully  and  nobly,  boys,  he  followed  stripes  and  stars. 
Courageous  Irish  trooper  in  the  ranks  of  the  G.  A.  li. 

CUORCB. 

Brave  old  soldier,  veterans  all, 

With  banners  gaily  streaming,  bayonctfl  gleaming. 
At  the  bugle's  call.  Sergeant  Hickey  marched  to  war. 

Courageous,  brave  old  Irish  trooper  iu  the  (.J.  A.  R. 

He  held  aloft  the  banner  bold,  the  emblem  of  the  free. 
With  Sherman  from  Ailania,  boys,  he  marched  to  the  sea. 
While  clinging  to  the  starry  fin".  he'd  shout  hip,  hip,  huriahl 
Courageous  Irish  trooper  of  the  G.  A.  R. —  Clwrits. 

lie  loved  the  smell  of  powder,  boys,  for  fighting  was  his  bent; 
There  never  was  a  coward  in  liis  gallant  regiment. 
The  bullets  would  not  kill  liiiii,  boys,  he  never  bore  a  scar. 
Courageous  Irish  trooper  lu  tlie  ranks  of  the  G.  A.  li.— Chorus. 

At  last  he  took  a  fever,  boys,  that  took  away  his  trade; 

He  murmured  when  a-dying,  oli,  I'm  going  on  para<le. 

Oh,  lay  me  low,  my  comrades  dear,  beneath  the  stripes  and  stars; 

Courageous  Irish  troo|>er  in  the  ranks  of  the  G.  A.  R.— Chorus. 
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WHAT     MADE     GRANDMA     DIE  ?  [ 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Wm.  n.  Friday,  Jr. 

.    A  calm,  peaceful  morn  of  a  bright  summer  day, 

A  messenger  carelessly  wending  his  way, 
'   In  front  of  a  cotlaije  he  stops  for  a  spell. 

He  looks  at  the  number,  tlien  pulls  the  door-bell; 
,.     An  old  lady,  feeble,  on  op'iiiiig  the  door 
-    And  reading  the  message,  falls  prone  to  the  floor; 
■;   Her  daughters,  in  anguish,  in  vain  do  they  call. 

Their  mother  lies  silent,  the  message  tells  all. 

Chouus. 
Twas  from  her  only  son  eo  fair,  who  left  home  when  a  boy; 
Slie  thought  him  dead,  but  as  she  read  she  couM  not  bear  the  joy; 
A  father  stern,  a  slave  to  drink,  bad  driven  him  to  sea; 
Aboard  a  ship  reported  lost,  she  thought  her  boy  to  be. 

\  A  beautiful  home  in  a  jilace  far  awaj', 
A  fam'ly  assembled  at  close  of  the  day. 
The  children  their  books  have  laid  by  for  the  night. 
To  gather  and  talk  in  the  fireside  light. 
Oh,  tell  UP,  dear  papa,  about  our  grandma; 
..  .         You've  promised  so  often,  now  do,  please,  papa; 

You've  said  how  God  called  her  to  live  in  the  sky,        ■       '  ' 
:,' ':  But  tell  us.  dear  papa,  what  made  grandma  dicf 

Chokps. 
A  message  from  her  son  so  fair,  who  left  home  when  a  boy; 
She  thou<;ht  him  dead,  but  as  she  read  she  could  not  bear  the  joy; 
A  father  stern,  a  slave  to  drink,  had  driven  him  to  sea; 
Aboard  a  ship  reported  lost,  she  thought  her  boy  to  be. 
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Come  Back,  Sweet  Polly  O' Moore. 

Copyright,  1834,  by  T.  U.  Haring  &  Co.    Rnglish  copyriglit  secuii'cl. 


All  rlffhts  reserved. 


N  The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Ronsr,  armnsred  for  the  piano,  will  he  sont  to  niiv  ml 
dress,  p«>i»t-|»aid.  <>n  ifcipt  of  40  i-fiita;  or  tJiis  and  any  two  t,th.*i*  Soihtk  for  ( htf  I)t>il:ii', 
hv  llfiiiy  .1.  Wrhmaii,  13o  >t  l.^KJ  I'ark  K'lw,  New  York;  or  1','")  W.  MailisoM  Street,  (  rmiic.'. 
Writ^  to  either  one  of  tlie  above  adilre.-ses  for  Free  CatiiloKiio  of  Soiitrs,  S<>iik  Hooks, 

I  Sh«Mit  Uusic,  Uerinaii  Sout;  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  JIusic  by  William  Jerome. 


1  lifid  a  Bweetlicfirt  muiifd  Polly  O'Moore,  Polly  O'Moore; 
Sweet  tales  of  love  in  her  ear  I  (iiii  pour,  Polly  O'Moore. 
One  day  we  qiiurreTd,  mid  nil  throuijli  a  jest, 
I  l(>!>t  my  drtriinir.  Mie  one  I  iove  best. 
Until  si|C  returns'  I'll  never  find  rest, 
Aud  itll  the  day  lon<;  I  will  sing: 

CHOUt^S. 

Come  hack,  sweet  Polly  O'Moore,  let  yoiir  thoiicht?  flow  hnclt  to  me: 
The  sun  will  fliine  briirhti-r  than  ever  before,  for  I'm  n;WHy»  thiiilcin<;  of  tliee. 
Answer  "  venj"  ancl  the  woriis  I  v\ill  blecs.  my  poor  heart  is  aclilni;  wiili  pain; 
Come  back  aijd  forjjet,  my  owu  little  pi-t.  and  we  will  be  sweetlieiiris  again. 

Fondlyil'ni  wnitinir  the  day  (<lic  returns,  Polly  O'Moore; 
No  foiisne  can  tell  bow  my  heart  with  love  biirus,  Polly  O'Moore. 
One  day  there  came  a  ewtet  letter  to  me. 
Some  Kood  ship  carried  it  over  the  sea; 
It  read,  "Willie  dear,  I'm  coming  to  thee." 
And  when  she  arrives  I  will  eitig:— C horut. 


I    NEVER     CAN     FORG-ET     YOU 

WERE    MY    SWEETHEART. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Leona  FontaiiiblekU  Jerome. 


Swceiheai;t8  were  wc,  ever  were  side  by  side; 

I  loni.'e(l  for  the  day  when  you  would  call  me  bride. 

Hnppv  wqre  we,  never  a  tboiiu'lii  or  a  care, 

For  .ife  seemed  to  be  aimoBt  too  liri^ht  aiid  fair. 

Until  one  day  we  quarrelled  and  passed  each  other  by; 

Yet,  I  nev)er  can  forget  tiiat  we  were  sweethearts,  you  and  I. 

Chorus. 

We  were  Bweethearts,  loviut:  and  fond  and  true. 
Once  you  loved  me  and  I  loveil  you; 
Sweetliearts,  sueethearts,  drifted  go  far  apart. 
Yet  I  never  can  forget  you  were  my  sweetheart. 

Sweethearts  were  we,  cloudless  our  sky  above. 

And  all  seemed  to  smile  wi:h  K'aduess  on  our  love; 

Life,  like  a  dream,  seemed  to  be  pas^ini;  by. 

And  )et  seemed  too  real  to  fade  away  and  die. 

"Tis  lontf  since  last  we  parted,  and  tlioui;li  I  often  try. 

Yet,  1  never  can  forget  that  we  were  sweethearts,  you  and  I. — Chorus. 


SHE   WILL    NEVER    KNOW. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Hart. 


Sfandinw  by  the  old  pate,  my  heart  lieating  fast. 

She  had  promised  to  tie  mine,  this  pretty  lirown-eyed  lass. 

As  I  walked  the  garden  path  I  beard  a  voice  close  by; 

Tliinkiiii:  to  surprise  tiei,  (piietly  tiptoed  I. 

As  I  approiicbed  tier,  li-Hril  tier  softly  say, 

"Oh,  do  not  leave  nie,  1  implore  yout"  lie  had  turned  away. 

Soon  III  a  fond  embrace  he  lieid  her,  kissed  her  aptiii  and  again; 

My  eyes  grew  dim,  I  could  not  Bi>eak,  all  efforts  were  in  vaiu. 

CiioRtje. 
She  will  never  know  how  my  heart  is  aching, 
1       She  will  never  know  tlie  hours  of  ceaseless  pain. 
She  will  never  know  tlmt  my  lieart  is  breaking   - 
Would  that  I  could  call  her  sweetheart  once  again. 

When  we  met  I  told  her  all  that  I  had  seen. 

Told  her  she  was  faitiilc-s,  and  falne  to  me  had  been; 

Tears  came  to  lier  loviut'  eyes,  slie  brushed  tiiem  all  away. 

Said.  "You  do  not  love  me.  the  truth  you'll  learn  some  day." 

He  wa-x  her  father,  wlio.  for  maiiv  years. 

Had  gone  the  downward  path  of  life  and  filled  her  Cup  witli  tears. 

I  dared  not  ask  her  to  foruive  the  words  that  broke  her  lieart, 

So  through  this  weary  vale  of  strife  our  patliways  lie  apart.— CAort/s. 


I'SE    G-WINE    BACK 
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Words  and  Music  by  Jennie  K,  Lissenden, 


'Tvvns  down  in  Mississippi,  many  > ears  ago. 

We  used  to  pick  de  Cotton  and  it  grew  as  white  as  snow; 

l>e  darkies  would  be  smuiii'  dc  soiil's  I  used  to  know. 

Ami  we'd  all  feel  so  happy  as  each  day  woiilil  come  and  go. 

Sometimes  deni  coons  "oiild  get  too  swift  and  think  dey  run  away, 

Itiit  by  the  time  dey  had  that  tboiight,  dey'd  find  it  didn't  pay; 

I)e  master  and  de  bloodliounds  dey  were  soon  uiion  his  track, 

.An'  you  ought  to  hear  dat  nigger  squeal  w  hen  luastcr  brought  him  back,  oh! 

liEriiAIN. 

I'se  gwiiie  back.  Use  gw  ino  buck,  back  to  de  dear  old  South; 
Come  along,  my  honey,  I'se  gwine  back,  I'se  gwiue  back; 
.    Come  nlonu,  my  honey,  w  ilh  mo; 
Now  won't  you  tome,  my  Liza? 

You  talk  about  your  dancin';  ought  to  Iwen  down  there. 

To  see  dem  nigu'ers  buck  and  winp,  you'd  thought  dey '8  made  ob  air. 

I  'member  Kastiis  Johnson  was  king  ob  all  de  rest: 

Ob  course,  when  for  de  while  folks,  he  would  always  do  his  best. 

Doll  when  de  day's  work  it  was  done,  we'd  sit  around  de  fire,  j 

An"  eb'ry  one  ob  us  would  wait  fo"  master  to  retire; 

IJeii  some  oii  us  would  clap  dar  hands,  while  odders  dey  would  sing, 

An'  dat  litt.c  Ristus  Joiinson  he  would  cut  der  pigeon  wing,  ohi— lie/rain. 

Den  dar  was  Liza  Perkins,  Jackson  Sipall,  her  bean; 

t)ii  Sunday  dey  would  call  for  ns,  to  meetiii'  we  would  go;  •  ■        i 

Sam  Johnson  leil  tie  »ingin'-l  want  you  all  to  know,  j 

He's  daddy  to  dat  coon  dar  dat  goes  spinnin'  on  his  toe. 

Diir's  uncle  Joe  an'  Rapliael  Snow,  a  singin'  in  dc  choir,  I 

An"  Sue  an'  Maud  an'  ranny  (jreen,  an'  den  my  aunt  So]ihiar; 

Soon  each  coon  got  so  happy  till  <ii'y  just  liegan  to  shout. 

An'  olu  liastus  got  to  luughiu',  so  de  preacher  tired  hiiu  out,  oh'.~ He/rain. 


COGGANS    POKER    PARTY. 

Copyiiglit,  1893,  by  The  Gro  iniblishing  Co, 

The  Words  ond  Music  of  this  Sonpr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-|>nid,  on  receipt  of  411  cents;  or  tliis  niid  any  two  other  Sony's  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehmnn.  l,"*!  .V  1,12  I'nrk  Row,  New  York;  or  IS.'i  W.  Madisoii  Street,  Cliioaffo, 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ali>ve  a(ldre>ses  for  Free  (°atiilo|;iie  of  .Sontts,  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Uermaii  Souk  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Vi^ior  Gay. 

A  poUcr  party  the  Coogans  had. 

But  none  of  them  knew  how  to  play; 
So  some  got  liroke,  while  others  got  mad. 

And  some  got  awfully  gay: 
For  down  the  throat  of  each  thirsty  man 

The  Cooiiiins'  ale  was  t.'oiti!»; 
While  rusliing  the  growler  and  pushing  the  can, 

A  dozen  fine  jags  were  growing, 

A  dozen  fine  jags  were  growing. 

REPltAIN. 

"Boys,  he  wid  inc."  said  Coogan: 
"Now  fill  up  your  niugH  and  drink  hearty." 

We  had  stories  and  sights,  and  illegant  fights, 
At  Coogan "s  poker  party. 

The  first  de.ll  Riley  said  he'd  "stand  Pat"; 

"You're  talking  of  me,"  sniil  P.'it  Fivnn; 
"ir  you  guy  me  iiame  I'll  lay  you  out  flat. 

Sup',  don't  insult  me  agin." 
Sahl  Rihy.  "I'll  'stand  Pat,'  I  will  for  spite, 

A  poker  oame  we're  jilaying." 
Then  Coogan  spoke  up  ill  a  manner  polite, 

"Wid  talk  you're  tny  game  delaying, 

My  poker  game  delaying."— /^«/"/YHn. 

Two  pairs  of  "Ones  "  Tim  Rooney  had. 

Four  "Twos"  lie  saw  in  MiUe's  liand; 
"I'm  not  in  fins,  I'm  frighlen'd,  l>cdadl 

To  stay  I  haven't  tlie  sand: 
For  four  fine  "Twos"  are  twice  as  much 

As  four  small  "  Ones,"  I'm  thinking: 
So  I  will  stay  out  and  tlii.<4  hand  I'll  not  toncli. 

But  Coou'im's  iiiixeil  ale  lie  drinking. 

Yes,  Coogan "h  mixed  ale  be  drinking."— 7?e/roin. 

The  drinks  lliat  Coogan  gave  us  that  night 

Were  "Jerscy-Liglitning"  brand; 
The  mixed  drinkH  cot  us  Micks  mixed  in  a  fight. 

Then  tloogan's  wife  look  a  hand; 
With  kitchen  poker  she  fired  us  all. 

Sure  none  had  nerve  to  be  slaying: 
We  lieard  a  weak  voice  as  we  skipped  through  the  hall. 

It  sounded  like  (.'oogan  sayiii!;. 

Yes,  sure  it  was  Coogan  saying:— i?</"mm. 


— Mistress:  "Babcftii,  when  I  was  driving  in  the  park  the  other 
day,  I  Siiw  a  nurse  Jillow  a  policeman  to  kiss  a  child.  I  hoi>e  you 
uever  allow  such  a  thin<r."  Bahetta:  "  Nou,  madam;  no  polizy- 
mau  vould  think  of  keesing  ze  child  ven  I  vas  zere." 
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Words  and  Music  by  Josepli  Hart. 


I've  a  ual,  and  elic'e  a  wonder,  Cindji.  Lncimia,  tliat's  lior  name; 

And  when  elie  luugliB  it  souiidi!!  like  tliiiudcr,  Ciiidii,  Liiciuda,  Ciuda  Jaue; 

Ev'ry  niijlit  we  stand  on  tlie  corner,  in  inooiili<{ht  or  in  rain; 

ir  niiiniiiiy  knew  it,  Td  be  a  goner,  witii  Ciiidu,  Liicinda,  Ciuda  Jane. 

Ciiouus. 
Oil,  Lncinda,  Cinda  Jane!  oh,  Lncinda,  Cinda,  that's  her  name! 

Oil!  Lncinda,  Cinda,  wiili  ii  kiss  I  win'd  her, 
That  is  how  I  won  Lucindu,  Cinda  Jane. 

She  has  eyes  like  coals  of  fire,  Cindn,  Lncindn,  that's  her  nnnie; 

.She  hiiriiS  my  heart  when  I  sit  by  her,  Cinda.  Lncinda,  Cinda  Jane; 

Some  day  I  'epecls  that  we  will  marry,  and  live  just  down  the  lane; 

As  1  inigiit  lose  her,  I  mustn't  tarry  with  Cinda,  Luclnda,  Ciuda  Jaue. —  Choi'uc 


CLAMBER     CLOSER,     CLARA. 
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Written%y  John  P.  harington.    Composed  by  Geo.  Le  Brunn. 

When  Cousin  Clara  was  n  mito,  no  higher  than  my  knee, 
Siie  always  look  a  strange  deliL'ht  in  clnmb'riii};  up  on  me; 
But  boys  and  girls  have  childish  tiffs  and  lovers  go  on  strike, 
And  oft  I'd  say  wlieu  Clara  was— well— cold  and  distant  like— 

CUORUS. 

Chimborcloscr.  Clara:  clamber  closer,  do; 
Ciiu't  you  clamber  closer  when  I  want  you  to; 
Come,  pnt  your  arms  around  me,  let  US  bill  and  coo; 
Claml)er  closer,  Clara;  can't  you?  clumber  closer,  do. 

When  I  was  quite  a  big  boy  Clara's  dad  showed  me  the  door; 
Tlioiif^lit  L  all,  Init  I'll  see  licr  still,  thouu'h  he  said  cull  no  more. 
I  clambered  in  his  apple  tree  an<l  Clara  clanibeied  too. 
And  oft  I'd  say  to  Clara:  I  say,  if  you  love  me  true— CAorKS. 

But  now  I've  squared  her  dad  again,  and  I  call  very  oft 

■J'o  see  her  in  the  cittini:  room,  and  woo  in  accents  soft. 

She  often  sits  upon  my  knee  to  talk  romantic  stnff, 

Then  I,  for  fun,  say:  Clara,  dear,  that's  noi  quite  close  enongh.— CAorw*. 


A    NICE,    QUIET    WEEK 
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Written  by  J.  P.  Harington.    Composed  by  Geo.  Le  Brunn. 


Wilkins  and  Wilks  and  Binks  and  I,  feeling  our  nerves  were  undone, 
Iloliday-inakim:  thought  wed  go  far  .fioin  the  bretze  of  London. 
"  Better  go  down  to  Kent,"  says  Binks,  beautiful  place,  suit  nicely; 
Couldn't  get  boozeii  down  tliefe,  you  know,  pubs  shut  at  ten  precisely; 
Piflf-piiff,  piff-puff,  off  by  train  we  went, 
Nice,  quiet  week's  rent,  that  »vas  our  intent: 

When  the  town  we  "struck,"  you  know,  we'dadrink  for  lack,  you  know. 
But,  Lor'  bless  you,  when  we'd  been  an  hour  in  Kent— 

(JHORtlS. 

We  were  such  rollickiiiir,  frollicliin};,  devil-may-care  young  bladiee. 
Kissing  the  nice  yotinu  ladies,  friolitening  prim  old  maidies; 
We  threw  the  slop  in  the  pond  and  wu  jumped  on  the  old  meo^S  cadies; 
No  mistake,  there's  nothing  like  a  nice,  quiet  week. 

Ui)  at  the  nearest  inn  we  pnt,  finding  it  nice  and  handy. 
Ordering,  in  the  smoking  room,  lots  of  ciunrs  and  brandy; 
Eac'li  had  a  score  of  driiiks,  or  more,  plenty  of  fun  and  laughter, 
Using  the  empty  bottles  for  breaking  the  windows  after, 
Wilkins  he  got  into  awful  si  rife- 
Hut  for  onr  cheek,  he'd  have  lost  his  life. 

Potman  found  iliat  star,  you  know,  hid  behind  the  bar,  you  know, 
Swearing  love  eternal  to  the  landlord's  wife. —  Chorus. 

When  they  brought  in  their  only  slop,  right  to  a  man  we  whopped  him. 

Collared  him  in  our  clutch,  yon  know,  into  the  horse-pond  dropped  him. 

Then  "  with  a  one,  two,  three"  we  fled,  half  of  the  town  behind  us; 

Silly  attempt,  they  cauuht  us  quick,  put  us  in  jail  to  mind  us. 

Next  day,  oh,  dear!  "cause  we  broke  the  laws. 

How  stern,  how  sharp.  Mister  Justice  was. 

As  you  came  to  seek,  my  friends,  just  a  quiet  week,  my  friends. 

You  shall  have  one  each  upon  the  mill,  because —  .  .  -    '■ 

Chouus.  ■  .  .    -        - 

You've  been  such  rollicking,  frollickinsr,  devil-may-care  young  bladies, 
Kissing  the  nice  young  ladies,  fri>;htenini;  prim  old  mai<lies: 
You  threw  the  slop  in  the  pond  and  you  jumped  on  theold  men's  cadies; 
No  mistake,  there's  nothing  like  a  nice,  quiet  week. 


The  prodigal  son  is  returning,  "lis  the  sad  story  of  old; 
Leaving  his  parenfj*  in  anger,  now  coniinsr  back  to  the  fold; 
Twenty  long  )eai"sliavo  uone  over,  loveless  and  joyless  to  liim. 
Even  tho'  fortune  has  kindly  tilled  up  his  ciij)  to  the  brim; 
Now  he  stands  shrouded  in  night's  frlooniy  pall, 
'Neath  the  deep  shade  of  the  ivory -clad  wall.      ■:■..■-, 

Refrain. 

After  twenty  years,  years  of  toil  and  pain, 
-.,'  Standing  near  Ihe  threshold  of  his  home  again; 

Thro'  the  open  window,  mother's  voice  lie  hears; 
Surely  shell  forgive  her  boy,  after  twenty  years. 

It  sounds  like  Ihe  music  of  .angels,  wedded  to  dreams  of  the  past, 
'Tie  the  sweet  voice  of  his  mother,  longed  for  and  bles^^ed  with  at  last; 
What  are  the  words  she  is  sa)  iiig?  kneeling  and  clasping:  her  liaude; 
Wliat  are  the  words  she  is  saying?  closer,  yet  closer  he  stands. 
Then,  as  he  listens,  his  vision  crows  dim; 
Yes,  he  is  weeping,  she's  praying  for  him.— Refrain. 

He  hears  his  mother  pray,  be  hears  her  softly  say. 

"  Our  Father,  who  ai  t  in  heaven,  protect  my  watid'ring  son; 

And  teach  me,  from  my  heart,  to  say,  'Thy  will  be  done! '  -    -     • 

Forgive  him,  as  I  have  done,  ami,  if"  it  may  bi-. 

Bring  back  my  boy,  my  erring  boy  to  me!  " 

The  wanderer,  the  prodical  now  kneels  beside  her  chair 

And  whispers,  "  Mother,  I  am  here  in  answer  to  your  pra)'erl " 

Refrain.  '     .; 

After  twenty  years,  years  of  toil  and  pain. 
Welcome  to  the  blessing  of  his  tiome  a^'ain: 
Through  a  mist  of  teardrops,  mother's  face  appeatv, 
Surely  she  forgives  her  boy,  after  twenty  years. 


iit 


THEY  NEVER  TELL   ALL   WHAT 
THEY    KNOW. 
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Words  by  Edward  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham, 


Dere's  all  kind  of  people  to  make  up  a  world, 

The  good  ones,  the  bad  ones,  and  others; 
But  I  can  tell  you  wiiere  the  Christian  and  Jew 

Live  happy  like  two  little  broihers. 
Their  money  is  made  by  bargain  and  trade. 

And  the  cliildren  so  plenlifui  tjrow; 
Just  go  look  around  the  East  side  of  town. 

Where  they  never  tell  all  what  they  know. 

CnoRUS. 
It's  Hester  Street,  Es.«(X  Street,  Bowery,  Canai, 

Oh,  dear,  what  a  wonderful  show: 
Just  uo  look  arounil  the  East  side  of  town. 

Where  they  never  tell  all  what  they  know. 


I'll  tell  yon  of  a  morrliant  that's  living  so  grand. 

Yes,  happy  in  comfort  ami  riclies; 
But  please  nndeisland  that  he  sold  second-hand 

Old  dresi'es,  old  coals  and  the  breeches. 
His  shop  it  burned  dow  n,  yes.  cU-un  to  Ihe  ground. 

His  insiiraiice  was  p.-iid  long  ago; 
That  Cat  was  a  scamp  that  jumped  on  the  lamp. 

But  I  never  tell  all  what  1  know. — C'/torc*. 

Now  I  know  of  a  widow— nice  woman,  my  friend — 

Who  used  to  sell  pig's  feet  and  lioney; 
She's  now  veiy  grand,  "cause  she  caught  second-hand 

A  Hebrew  witli  plenty  of  money. 
She  went  for  his  g<ilii,  because  he  was  old,    ■ 

And  his  hair  was  as  white  us  the  snow; 
Oh,  She's  very  gay,  I  don't  give  it  away, 

I  never  tell  all  what  I  know.— C7/o»v<#. 

Dey  say  some  of  onr  people  are  hungry  to-day; 

'I'o  me  that  is  aw  fill  !y  funny: 
Find  Hebrews  a-tramp,  you  can't  with  a  lamp, 

They're  bankers  with  plenty  of  money. 
There's  many  a  case  wlien  some  of  our  race 

Let  dollars  like  %vater  to  flow: 
We're  out  for  the  dust,  and  it's  riches  or  bust. 

But  I  never  tell  all  what  I  know.— CAorw*. 


— Tells  Her  Every  thing. —The  M^nTied  Man:  "I  tell  my  wife 
everything,  sir— every  thing. '"JPfie  Batchelor:  "Ever  tell  her  a 
lie?"  The  Married  Man:  :>Wdn't  I  say  I  tell  her  everything?" 
—Smith,  Gray  &  Co.\hJi^thly. 
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BEAUTIFUL   GIRL    OF  KILDARE. 

The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Son(t.  arrantred  for  the  piano,  will  bo  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Shee'.  Music,  Oermaii  Sung  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Druani  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Beautiful  girl  of  Kildaro,  I'm  (Ircaniinp,  Bweer  one,  of  thee; 

Far  o'er  the  eea  we  niiist  part,  it  iiinkes  mo  eud,  uli,  it  breaks  my  heart. 

But  be  of  (roo<l  cheer.  I  will  see  tliec  a<;>iin, 

Where  iiHUjzht  will  disturb  our  hearts,  cause  us  paio; 

Then  we'll  pe  hiippy  and  free  from  all  care. 

My  beauty,  niy  beautiful  girl  of  Kildare. 

Beautiful  girl  of  Kildare,  oh,  she  is  so  sweet  to  me; 

Her  eyes  arc  deep  blue  and  her  hair  it  is  lovlu<;  and  llowini;  ho  free. 

Oh,  say,  uulst  we  nart  in  this  wide  world  of  puiii? 

Not  long,  for  we'll  soon  see  each  other  again; 

Then  we'll  be  happy  and  free  from  all  care. 

My  beauty,  my  beautiful  girl  of  Kildare. 


SUNSHINE     AND     SHADOW- 
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You'll  Soon  Forget  Kathleen.  . 
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Words  by  Alfred  J.  Morris.    Slusic  by  Geo.  Le  Briinn. 


This  world  is  all  cliccker'd  with  pleasures  and  pain; 

Though  our  hopes  are  in  brightness  arrayed. 
Our  summer  is  spoilt  by  a  downpour  of  rain. 

And  onit  life  has  less  sunshine  than  shade. 
See  the  ymith,  in  the  hapjiy  excitement  of  love. 

As  lie  whispers  the  old,  old  tale; 
And  the  maiil  answers  "  Yes  "  like  the  sigh  of  a  dove. 

Then  she  dreams  of  her  bridal  veil. 

Refraix. 
And  the  first  year  of  marriage  runs  smoothly  an<l  well. 

Till  their  dear  little  biiby  is  born; 
Then  the  money  won't  last,  and  the  wife  has  to  tell 

How  the  wedding  ring  went  to  the  pawn. 
And  to  keep  out  of  debt,  how  the  poor  fellow  trh-s; 

But  the  troubles  increase,  and  the  tears  in  their  eyes. 
Till  the  climax  is  reached  when  their  little  one  dies— 

Wbtt  a  picture  of  sunshine  and  shadow. 

"Stand  backl  "  cry  the  p'lice,  "Clear  the  road,  here  they  come!  " 

Then  the  crowd  cheer  and  shout  till  they're  sore; 
Huw  inspiring  the  music,  the  heat  of  the  drum. 

It's  the  soldiers  en  route  to  the  war. 
How  the  face  of  each  man  beams  with  pleasure  and  pride. 

As  he  thinks  of  promotion  and  fame; 
And  he  yeariia  for  the  time  when  his  pluck  will  be  tried. 

And  his  country  shall  hear  of  his  name. 

Refrain. 

What  a  change  on  the  day  they  return  from  the  fight; 

Thore'a  the  same  eager  crowd  its  before. 
But  the  men  that  are  left— good  God,  what  a  eight  I 

Is  it  this  that's  the  glory  of  war? 
See  the  poor,  dying  wretches,  the  limping,  the  Inme — 

What  a  ghastly  reward  for  their  search  afier  fame; 
When  they  die  in  the  workhouse,  we'll  hear  of  their  names— 

What  a  contrast  of  suushiuc  aud  ahadowl 

The  public  delight  in  a  case  of  divorce. 

What  amusement  it  seems  to  afford; 
The  judgtf  will,  prhaps,  venture  a  joko  rather  coarse. 

When  the  densely  packed  court  will  applaud. 
How  they  laugh  as  the  letters  are  read— who'd  have  thought 

Such  a  story  of  folly  to  tell; 
And  when  it  transpired  how  the  wife  was  first  caught, 

Uow  the  crowd  is  convulsed  uith  a  yell. 

Refrain. 
But  there's  one  piteous  wretch,  with  her  head  bowed  in  shame. 

Who  inwardly  pra>s  she  might  die; 
Perhaps,  after  all,  she's  not  wholly  to  blame. 

She  was  led  and  deceived  by  a  He. 
But  i«ow  it  is  ho{)ele8^  the  verdict  to  gain; 

All  her  life  is  exposed,  ev'ry  blemish  and  stain. 
To  a  world  whose  chief  pleasure  is  some  wretch's  pain — 

That's  a  picture  of  suushine  and  shadow. 

Tis  Christmas;  with  laughter  the  theatre  resounds,  . 

Smiles  light  e'en  the  face  of  the  sage; 
With  jests,  quips  and  smiles,  an<t  a  few  lively  bounds. 

Our  old  friend,  the  clown,  takes  the  stage. 
How  the  children  d'llight  at  his  comical  face, 

And  their  elders  applaud  each  queer  sign; 
Ah,  lighl-hearteii  jester,  thou  king  of  grimace. 

What  life  could  be  happier  thau  tbiuef 

Refrain. 

Now  the  theatre  is  empty,  and  out  in  the  night 

Comes  the  clown  at  a  quick,  hurried  pace; 
Pray— God,  I'm  in  time,  and  the  glare  of  a  light 

Shows  his  pitiful,  hajgard,  while  face. 
Home  at  last;  up  the  stairs,  with  a  slow,  frighten 'd  tread, 

Ue  tremblingly  creeps  to  his  poor  chihl's  sick-bed; 
But,  too  late!  on  his  knees  then  he  sobs  by  the  dead— 

What  a  picture  of  sunshine  aud  shadow! 


Oil,  leave  not  yonr  Kathleen,  there's  no  one  can  cheer  her. 

Alone  in  the  wide  world,  unpitied  she'll  sigh; 
And  scenes  that  were  loveliest,  when  thou  wert  but  near  her. 

Recall  the  sad  visions  of  days  long  gone  by. 
'Tis  vain  that  you  tell  iiie  you'll  never  forget  me. 

To  the  land  of  the  shamrock  you'll  ne'er  return  more; 
Far  away  from  your  sight,  you  will  cease  to  regret  me. 

You'll  soou  forget  Kathleen  aud  £rin-go-bragh. 

Oh,  leave  not  the  land,  the  sweet  land  of  yonr  childhood, 
VVhere  joyously  jiassed  the  first  days  of  our  youth. 

Where  j,<>yously  we  wandered  'mid  valley  aud  wildwood; 
Oh,  these  were  the  bright  days  uf  inuoceut  truth. 

'Tis  vaiu  that  you  tell  me,  etc. 


MY    FRIEND,    THE    MAJOR. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  £.  W.  Rogerg. 

Yon  must  know  my  frien<l,  the  major,  quite  the  rage  in  New  York  town; 
III  the  West  tills  gay  old  stager  has  procured  a  wide  renown, 
liiugest  liar,  can't  stand  fire:  never  known  to  stand  a  driii~k, 
>S|Huiges,  lounges,  mashes,  dashes,  at  the  lailies  tips  a  wink; 
Itoiizes,  snoo/es,  struts  and  cruises  'round  the  club  till  half-past  two. 
Right  turn,  quick  march,  booh-oo-ool 

Chorus.  '    ' 

My  friend,  the  major,  is  the  idol  of  the  fair. 
'I'lic  ladies  chalT,  u  ink  and  smile,  all  admire  bis  military  stylo; 
My  friend,  the  major,  is  a  ladidadldoo. 
The  meu  are  all  afraid  wheu  he  toddles  on  parade  with  liis  boo-oo>oo. 

ICiiow  the  major's  always  stony,  always  up  to  sundry  pranks; 

.Meets  you  and  demands  a  pony,  borrows  it  and  gives  nu  thanks. 

ISilliard  player,  not  one  gayer,  very  thick  at  Baccarat; 

If  lie  meets  yon,  never  treats  you,  gently  bids  you  tnilala. 

If  you  smite  him,  you  can  fiuht  him,  this  is  w  hat  he'll  (juickly  do, 

Iiight  tuMi,  (|uick  march,  boo-oo-oo!— C'AorM». 

What  he's  major  off  I  don't  know  if  his  company  exists; 
Search,  and  then  I'm  sure  you  won't  know,  he's  not  in  the  army  list. 
Sundry  people,  who  can't  keeji  all  news  tliey  hear  from  day  t.i  day, 
Say  this  gortrer  was  a  forger,  served  his  time  up  Sing  Sing  way, 
.And  by  warder  kept  in  onler,  he'd  to  march,  big  stones  to  hew, 
Kiglit  turu,  tpiick  march,  hoo-oo-oo.— t'Ao; «». 


Tom  and  His  Sweetheart  So  True; 
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The  False  Imprisonment. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Thos.  F.  Morrissey. 


Away  to  prison  Tom  was  led,  a  convict  doomed  for  years: 

The  sentence  that  the  judge  had  p.-u<sed  must  cause  a  flood  of  tears. 

Beside  him  stood  his  sweetheart  dear,  with  grief  she  near  went  mad; 

And  when  they  tore  him  from  her  side  the  scene  was  very  sad. 

"  Don't  take  him,  sir,"  she  vainly  cried,  "I  know  my  heart  will  break; 

If  sent  to  prison,  I'll  go  too,  my  life  for  him  I'd  stake." 

"  Your  time  is  short,"  the  jailor  said,  "to  prison  you  must  go." 

She  kissed  him,  then  gave  him  a  ring  and  whispered  to  him  low: 

Chorus. 

"Always  trust  in  me,  dear  Tom,  there's  none  I  love  but  you; 
Bear  your  burden  like  a  man,  I  know  your  heart  is  true. 
The  best  of  friends  at  times  must  part,  so  promise  me,  now  do, 
Y'ou'll  save  the  little  keepsake  that  your  sweetheart  gave  to  you.*' 

Within  the  prison  walls  he  toiled  from  morning  nntll  night, 

lie  longed  to  have  his  freedom,  as  he  labored  main  and  niitiht; 

lie  braved  the  battle  onward,  while  he  ho|)e<l  for  brighter  days; 

His  courage  never  fails  li'iu,  though  the  bitter  part  he  plays. 

There's  one  who  ne'er  forgot  him,  though  the  world  at  him  should  frown; 

She  fought  the  battle  bravely,  although  nearly  broken  down. 

Each  day  she  came  to  cheer  nim,  at  his  cell  she'd  kneel  and  pray. 

And  wheu  she  bade  farewell  to  bim,  Tom  heard  his  sweetheart  eay  •.—  Choriif. 

With  trusting  heart  she  sought  release  for  him  from  day  to  day; 

"  He's  innocent,  I  know,"  she  cried,  "  must  he  in  prison  stay  f 

O  God,  may  justice  soon  he  done,"  she  pled  with  heart-felt  pain; 

"There  never  was  a  man  more  true,  his  conscience  has  no  stain.'' 

His  innocence  at  last  was  prov'n,  which  gave  him  liberty. 

And  joyous  were  the  scenes  that  day  when  Tom  again  was  free; 

She  lovingly  beside  hira  stood  on  this,  their  wedding  day, 

And  as  they  passed  the  prison  gate,  Tom  heard  his  sweetheart  say: — Choriif. 
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RUBY. 
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Words  by  Frauk  I^win.    Music  by  W.  A.  Pratt. 


) 


My  licart  is  lost  to  a  charniin<;  maiil  witli  eyes  of  heavenly  l)lue. 
With  frolden  curls  and  teelli  of  pearl,  of  lovers  Ihe  truest  of  the  true, 
I  asked  her  for  her  heart,  a  siory  of  lier  love  blie  told; 
"Twiia  a  Bweet  and  simple  story  of  a  love  as  puic  as  gold. 

Refbain. 
KuUy,  Ruby,  you  are  my  loved  one.  you  are  an  angol; 
Faulis  you  have  Hone,  eves  an  hrifrht  as  stars  that  shine  above    ' 
llus  my  Ruby,  my  owu  dear  little  love. 

On  ev'ry  evening  I  can  e>pare,  be  it  rain  or  be  if  pliino, 

1  meet  my  dear  little  Ruby,  my  true  and  only  hive  divine; 

Then  we  do  merrily  talk  of  that  happy  day  fo  near. 

When  I  wed  my  little  Ruby,  ull  to  me  that  is  dear. — Ilcfnun.    . 


HOW    D'YE     DO,    CHOLLY,    BOY? 
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Words  and  Jiusic  by  I'ercy  Gaunt. 


In  times  gone  by  the  fasiiion  was  to  grasp  the  hand  quite  firm — 
In  fact,  the  pressure  was  so  stronj;,  it  almost  made  you  squirm; 
ISut  that's  ull  changed,  and  cliaps  now  liold  your  tips  in  inanuer 
With  hands  up  high  and  blase  eye,  its  C'Lolly,  how  d'ye  do? 
llow  d'ye  do,  Cholly,  l>oy,  how  d'ye  do? 
I'm  really  charmed,  delighted  just  a  few; 
Ko  more  that  nasty  crip,  we  (.'ive  the  latest  tij) — 
llow  d'ye  do,  Cholly,  boy,  how  d'ye  do? 

Then  wives  and  maidens  used  to  give  a  gentle,  loving  kits. 

It  wasn't  on  the  level,  still  it  wasn't  much  amiss; 

The  dame  of  fashion  now  decrees  the  kiss  tliey  must  taboo. 

They  irive  a  tip,  a  gentle  nip,  it's  Molly,  bow  d'ye  do? 

How  d'ye  do,  Molly,  dear,  how  d'ye  do? 

I'm  really  charmed,  di-lighted  just  a  few; 

No  more  that  nasty  kiss,  we  do  it  just  like  this: 

llow  d'ye  do,  Molly,  dear,  how  d'ye  do? 
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AFTER    THE    STRIKE. 

Composed  by  George  Hughes. 


SWEET    LITTLEKATE    McCOY. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  Broder  <S  Scliluni.    Eugli»h  copyright  8<><-ured. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post  p;iid.  on  reetipt  of  40  crnts.  or  this  and  any  two  otiier  Songs  for  <)u«  Ikillar, 
l.y  lleniy  J.  Widinian. l»i.t  i:t2  Park  I{'iw,Xew  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Strict,  ("bicaaro. 
\Vrilf  to  eilhiT  one  of  the  above  adilri'.-.ses  lor  Free  ("utjilogue  of  Songs,  Song  Hooks, 
ijheel  Music,  Geiniau  Soiig  lSouk;;>,  Litter  Writers,  Dreain  Books,  Joke  Buotis,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Ernest  Hogan.    Arranged  by  Geo.  W.  Hetzel. 

Most  ev'ry  eve  at  half-past  six  a  prettv  little  m.aid 

Comes  trippin<;  through  this  thoroui^lifare,  as  though  she's  not  afraid; 

lloreyes,  so  full  of  loving  light,  they  till  iny  lieart  with  joy; 

llow  I  would  like  to  be  her  beau,  this  sweet  little  Kate  McCoy. 

Chorus. 

Sweet  little  Kale,  for  you  I'll  wait,  yoii  are  my  hcjirl's  delight; 
I  love  you  so,  I'll  b<- your  beau,  my  churmini;  one  so  bright. 
Your  pouting  lips  I'(f  like  to  kiss,  you  till  my  heart  witli  joy; 
My  idol  divine,  say  you  will  be  mine,  my  6«cet  little  Kate  McCoy. 

Slic  works  ii]»  in  a  niiliincr's,  this  ilainty  little  queen; 

Kiir  trimming  hats  she  c;in't  he  beat,  the  sweetest  ever  seen. 

If  I  Could  only  win  her  heart  and  he  her  «>nly  jov, 

My  soul  would  be  iu  jiaradise  with  sweet  little  Kate  McCoy.— C7/o/«*. 


■  >  » 


My  Sweetheart  Won't  Give  Me  a  Kiss. 
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Tune— "After  the  Ball."  -       '      ^ 


There  was  a  strike  ordered  on  the  first  of  May: 

The  operators  thought  the  men  couldn't  stay  away. 

One  day  n  boss  drove  around  to  see  liis  men. 

And  asked  them  if  they  woi.ldn't  go  and  start  the  works  again; 

The  men  said,  "No,  sir;  we  are  out  ujion  a  strike. 

And  we  don't  intend  to  go  back  until  the  scale  is  signed." 

"  List  to  my  story,"  the  boss  he  did  say; 

"We'll  sign  the  scale,  if  you'll  keep  the  union  away." 

CUOBUS. 

After  the  strike  is  over,  after  all  fighting  is  done. 

After  the  lilacklegs  have  vanished,  after  the  deputies  are  gone- 
Many  a  man  will  be  laughing,  if  yim  could  see  them  ull; 
Many  a  home  will  be  bappy  after  the  strike  is  won. 

Blight  times  are  coming  in  this  country  now 

If  the  miners  of  America  will  stand  strong  and  firm; 

We'll  show  the  public  we're  not  wrong  '     "     ■ 

For  coming  out  for  the  rights  that  was  gained  by  Washiugtoii. 

Now'  the  operators,  ns  we  understand. 

Is  breaking  the  coiistitiition  of  this  free  land; 

They  are  making  the  workingmeii  all  slaves. 

Making  them  work  from  daylight  until  dark. 

Just  for  tlie  bite  they  tat.— 6' Aoruff. 

Now  if  yon  will  listen,  I  will  try  and  state  ,      . 

Of  a  sad  misfortune  that  happened  here  of  late. 

There  were  some  blacklesrs  working  on  Puiuter  yard. 

Which  made  the  striker  feel  very  bad;  ,   , 

'J'liey  held  a  meeting,  tried  to  explain,  ,•  , 

llow  they'd  make  the  blacklegs  quit  work  again; 

Ko  they  got  their  women  to  go  over  there. 

Thinking  that  the  blacklegs  would  run  with  fear.— 6'Ao/-«»-. 

But  when  they  assembled  to  go  on  the  ground, 

One  of  the  deputies  shot  into  the  crowd; 

lie  had  two  revolvers,  emptied  them,  yon  see. 

Then  comes  another  as  fapt  as  he  could  be; 

And  when  he  got  there,  be  found  it  out 

That  one  of  them  had  an  axe,  which  made  the  blacklegs  shout. 

That's  why  he's  lonely,  no  home  at  all; 

She  split  his  head,  boys,  after  his  last  ball.— CAo/-?//t. 


I  am  in  love  with  a  dear  boy,  who's  very  good  to  nie. 
And  tlioui:h  he's  awfully  shy  and  Coy,  he  d(M-8  love  me. 
T^ow  w  hat  makes  me  so  mad  is  this:  be  won't  give  uie  a  kie«, 
i;'ur  he  should  be  so  very  glad  of  a  chance  like  this. 

Refuain. 

For  my  pwoollieart  won't  give  me  a  kiss,    ■     .         ■. 
}       Just  think  of  the  fun  that  1  mics: 

t»onie  day  with  surprise  he  will  open  his  eyes. 
For  I'll  uive  him  something  like  this  (kiss,  kin). 
_  1  think  it's  a  horrible  shame, 

.    '  it  caus<'8  me  terrible  pain; 

.   ■       I've  worked  and  I've  eiolied,  and  I've  tried  and  I've  cried. 
But  1  can't  get  into  the  game  (/;«»■,  kiiv). 

One  day,  when  we  were  left  alone  and  no  one  near  to  see, 

ne  sat  upon  the  steps  of  stone  with  his  arm  'round  me. 

1  thoUL'lit  that  now  1  h;id  a  chance,  my  heart  w  ith  joy  did  dance; 

lie  put  his  lips  quite  close  to  mine,  but  iio  romance.— 7tV/Vat<<. 

Pm  sure  I  cannot  tell  you  w  by  my  sweetheart  is  so  shy. 

He  has  a  chance  to  indulge  in  romance,  but  iic  \v<ni'i  tiy. 

When  1  a  larger  girl  have  grown,  and  we  are  left  alone, 

I'll  bring  this  sweetheart,  mine,  to  time  and  he'Jl  alou^.—Refrrtin. 


Always  Come  Home  with  a  Smile. 
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Wor  Jq  and  Music  by  J.  I>.  Skelly. 


When  yon  .iio  done  with  llie  cares  of  the  day, 

Think  of  the  loved  ones  at  home; 
Chase  from  your  brow  ev'ry  shadow  away. 

Bring  words  of  cheer  when  you  come. 
Fondly  they're  wailing  with  welcome  for  you. 

Waiting  your  cares  to  beguile; 
To  mother  and  little  ones,  tender  and  true. 

Always  come  home  with  a  smile. 

Cuonrs. 

Oh,  come  with  good  cheer  to  the  loved  ones  so  dear. 

Banish  your  cares  for  awhile; 
Thouch  in  your  breyst  you  sitih  with  uurcet. 

Always  come  home  w  ith  a  emilc. 

Wear  on  your  fare  a  bright  look  to  delight 

Those  to  J  oil  dearest  on  earth: 
After  Ihe  long  day,  make  happy  the  night, 

Let  the  home  revel  in  mirth. 
Bring  o'er  the  threshold  no  dark,  angry  frown. 

Your  ha])py  home  to  destroy; 
Your  toil  is  the  cross,  but  your  home  is  the  crown. 

Always  come  home  with  a  smile.— C'Ao/m*. 

Be  you  a  father,  a  brother  or  son,         "       • 

Cheerful  your  manner  should  be; 
'Tis  not  with  anger  life's  pleasures  are  won. 

Friends  all  a  smile  like  to  see. 
Troubles  may  vex  you  and  brins!  you  despair. 

While  you  tread  mile  after  mile. 
But  think  of  your  fireside,  the  loving  hearts  there- 

Always  come  home  with  a  smile- CVtoru*. 
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Outside,  in  Front  of  the  Gate. 
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fVords  and  Music  by  Walter  llawlcy.    Arranged  by  Gua  Gebert. 

It's  the  proper  thing  in  our  days  to  have  a  handsome  beau, 

And  I  am  going  to  have  one  eoine  day  when  I  grow; 

I  won't  let  him  bo8«  me  around  or  even  wear  the  pants, 

And  if  at  mo  he  should  c^-t  cross,  yoii  bet  I'll  make  him  dance. 

Mow  sieter  Hate  slie  has  a  dude  and  he  is  just  the  thiiit:; 

He  calls  on  her  'most  every  night,  you  ou^ht  to  hear  him  6ln<;. 

When  Pa  and  Ma  have  gone  to  bed,  Kate  sees  him  to  the  door. 

And,  {or  a  bluS,  Bbe  says  good-ni(;Lt,  and  we  can  bear  no  more. 

Chori's. 
For  they  stand  oat  in  front  of  the  tcate  the  dude  and  my  dear  sister  Kate; 

Like  ail  lovers  do,  they  stand  there  and  coo,  outside,  in  front  of  the  (jute. 
With  his  arm  geiilly  placed  'round  her  waist,  oh,  that's  where  he  shows  hin  Rood 

For  Katy 's  the  kind  to  make  up  for  lost  time,outside,  in  front  of  tlie  i^ate.  [taste, 

I  do  often  wish  I  had  a  beau,  that  I  could  treat  the  same. 

And  if  I  bad,  you  bet  I'd  love  liiin  with  iiiiKht  and  main; 

I'd  call  him  ducky,  ducky  dear,  and  make  him  love  lue  so; 

If  be  wanted  to  kiss  me,  I'd  say,  Gallagher  let  her  i;o. 
■'   Now  there's  a  nice  youuij  fellow  sweet,  and  lie  just  lakes  my  eye; 

Now,  really,  I  do  wonder  if  he  would  like  to  try. 

I'll  pop  the  question  to  bim  sure  if  I  can  catch  his  eye— 
.    Say,  Mister,  do  you  want  a  wife,  then  bid  for  me  and  bny. 

Chorus. 
Will  yoQ  stand  out  in  front  of  tne  gate?  oh,  come  now  and  don't  hesitate; 

Like  all  lovers  do,  let's  stand  there  and  coo,  outside,  in  front  of  the  gate. 
Ob,  come,  place  yonr  arm  'round  my  waist;  let  folks  think  thutyim'rein  the  race; 

You'll  find  me  the  kind  to  make  ap  for  lost  time,  outside,  in  front  uf  the  gate. 

There  are  lots  of  boys  who  often  wish  they  had  a  dear,  sweet  pt^arl. 

Not  a  guf  hy  coquette,  but  a  gay  and  festive  girl. 

With  little  feet  and  liny  haml  and  tigurc  trim  and  neat. 

One  who  does  not  eat  ice  cream  or  expect  him  to  treat. 

Now  find  the  girl  that's  nice  and  sweet,  who  yi>a  think  you  can  love; 

Slick  to  her,  boys,  an  I  hold  on  fast,  her  home  is  up  above; 

Call  upon  her  'nii>st  every  night,  find  out  if  she  loves  you, 

And  if  you  ever  have  a  fight,  why  this  is  what  to  do— 

Cdorcs. 
Why,  just  stand  out  in  front  of  the  gate,  like  the  dude  and  my  dear  sister  Kate; 

Like  all  lovers  do,  just  stand  there  and  coo,  outside,  in  front  of  the  gate;  , 
Then  place  your  arm  'round  her  wnist,  ami  look  her  riijlit  square  in  the  face; 

You  U  find  her  the  kind  to  make  up  for  lost  time,  outside,  iu  front  of  the  gate. 


DIDN'T    KNOW    'TWAS    LOADED. 
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Words  by  La  Verne  A.  Barber.    Music  by  Bertha  A.  Barber. 


Yon 
X  For 
)  But 


There's  an  item  of  news  that  you  read  every  day, 

An  old  rusty  pistol  in  the  hands  i<f  some  jay. 

Makes  a  bad  comliination  the  papers  tluMi  say; 

Didn't  know  it  was  loaded,  now  lie's  gone  far  away, 

Thus  I  read  in  the  paper,  and  ideas  arose 

Thai  accidents  happen  the  world  never  knows; 

And  thus  was  I  thinking,  and,  therefore,  suppose 

To  cleur  up  sucb  mysteries  is  a  mission  that  goc»— 

I  suppose  the  mission  goes. 

Chorus. 
didn't  know  'twas  loaded  ere  you  procured  scats; 
you'd  surely  stayed  at  home  to-night,  or  preferred  to  walk  tbc  streets, 
I'm  up  here  and  you're  ilown  there,  I'll  sing  of  accidents  BO  rare; 

Of  Course,  you  didn't  know  that  I  was  loaded. 


You  meet  a  fair  maiilcn,  just  turning  sixteen; 

Invited  to  call— do  jou  go?  I  sliouluscream; 

You  sit  ill  the  parlor,  entranced  in  a  dream; 

Can  such  bliss  lie  dissemhieil?  well,  so  it  would  sccm; 

The  girl  has  a  pupa,  you  knew  that  before. 

Coming  late  from  the  clnb-room,  with  head  rather  sore; 

He  enters  the  parlor— great  heavens,  he  swore; 

Through  the  sulphuric  e'her  you  maks  for  tbc  door; 

There's  a  roar— it's  all  o'er.  i 

t'Boni's. 

)  You  didn't  know  'twas  loaded,  but  soon  found  your  mistake; 
•  When  her  Pa  prepared  for  action,  for  the  door  you  made  a  break; 
You  cried:  '•  Love,  this  will  breait  my  heart"— it  wasn't  there  Pa  left  his  mark; 

And  now,  of  course,  you  know  her  Pa  was  loaded. 

You  hire  out  to  work  for  your  new  kitchen  maid, 

Willie  she  draws  the  wages  that  comprises  h<r  trade; 

Y"u  dare  not  remonstrate  because  you're  afraid; 

Yon  dress  in  gingham.  In  silk  she's  arrayed; 

You've  a  friend  in  the  kitchen,  a  friend  yon  ne'er  knew, 
*        And  one  day  Mary  Ann  iijlits  the  cook  stove  for  you; 

With  the  oil  can  in  hand  uml  a  match  burning  blue. 

Great  Scott'  an  explosion,  Mary's  vanished  from  view; 

How  she  flew  when  it  blew. 

Chorus. 
She  didn't  know  'twas  loaded— alas!  how  could  she  know; 
It  never  gave  her  warning — perhaps  'tis  better  so; 
As  tbey  sped  through  air,  'twas  a  pretty  race  twist  can  and  Ann  wbo'd  get  first 

Ab,  Mary  didu't  know  the  can  was  loaded.  [place. 


Old  whiskers  from  Hoopville  took  in  the  World's  Fair, 

Had  the  price  in  his  pocket  and  money  to  spare; 

A  friend  mentioned  faro,  and  took  whiskers  there 

To  get  a  chunk  of  the  earlb  and  a  mortgage  on  ail, 

Now  be  dimly  remembers  of  many  a  bet, 

Of  many  a  dollar  the  other  men  get; 

He  finally  tumbles  and  breaks  in  a  sweat. 

When  he  finds  that  be  still  owns  bis  paatkloonB  yet; 

Alas,  too  bad,  all  be  bad. 

Chorus. 
He  didn't  know  'twas  loaded  when  be  first  ventured  in; 
Now  walking  home  to  Hoopville  is  good  enough  for  him; 
His  money,  coat,  vest,  watch  and  chain  poor  whiskers  ne'er  will  see  again; 

He  didn't  know  the  Faro  Bank  was  loaded. 

A  few  miles  from  Chicago  thieves  held  up  a  train. 

Thinking  great  riches  and  money  t<>  gain. 

Hands  up!  was  the  order:   haiHls  up,  or  be  slain! 

Itesietance  was  useless,  pleadings  were  vain. 

They  should  have  known  heller,  those  robbers  so  bold, 

A  tram  from  Cliica::o  iu  this  manner  to  hold; 

From  the  World's  Fair  these  people  were  coming,  we're  told; 

How  could  a  sane  person  espect  to  find  gold — 

We  are  told  they  bad  uo  gold. 

Cboros. 

The  coaches  all  were  loaded  when  the  robbers  did  begin : 
Why  did  they  never  pause  to  think  where  the  people  all  had  been; 
From  the  porter  they  made  quite  u  haul,  of  money  left  he  had  it  all, 
AltuougU  each  coach  with  passengers  was  loaUetl. 

There's  Cleveland,  our  leader,  by  whom  we're  controlled. 

Called  Congress  together,  special  session  to  hold; 

He  bad  an  idea,  when  the  issue  was  polled. 

To  demonetize  silver  and  utilize  gokl; 

Now  lie  Ixdds  iliut  upinioii,  the  same  as  of  yore. 

But  each  day  the  Senate  makes  Giover  feel  sore, 

And  all  night  with  the  bahy  he  travels  the  floor. 

Now  he  has  that  tired  feeling  you've  beard  of  before; 

Alas,  by  Jovet  it's  hard  on  Grove. 

Chorus. 

He  liidn't  know  'twas  loaded,  I  guess  be  knows  it  now; 
Sliver  had  a  few  friends  left,  who  made  an  awful  row; 
Now  Grover  occupies  a  seal  several  miles  from  Easy  Street- 
He  didu't  know  the  silver  men  were  loaded. 

Now  there's  the  VijUkyrie,  a  vessel  of  note, 
Diicraven  thought  her  the  best  y:ichi  afloat— 
All  England  agreed  'twas  a  wonderful  lM>at, 
And  our  chance  of  winning  indeed  seemed  i emote. 
We  constructed  a  vessel  over  here  on  this  side — 
An  American  vessel,  American's  pride— 
And  w  lien  the  great  day  for  the  contest  arrived, 
The  Vi'jilatU  won  it  ai.d  never  half  tried — 
The  race  was  sailed,  England  wailed. 

Chorus. 

They  didn't  know  'twas  loaded  when  they  sailed  across  the  sea, 
liiit  there's  no  doubt  about  it  now,  as  England  must  agree, 
America  the  cup  retains — they  had  their  trouble  for  their  pains — 
Tbey  didu't  know  the  Vigilant  was  loaded. 

Encore  'Verses. 

We  might  ask,  with  that  glorious  writer  of  fame. 

Who  put  the  inierroiialive,  "  What's  in  a  naiiier  " 

Thus  might  we  question,  "  Why  say  foot-hall  game. 

When  to  smash,  mash  and  mangle  seems  to  be  their  sole  aiiuf  " 

You  will  kindly  indulge  me  if  I  iiieiition  to-night 

Yale's  recent  ambition,  flying  high  like  a  kite; 

Worthy  foeinen  were  they,  and  put  up  a  strong  fight, 

But  the  Princeton  lads'  playing  was  away  out  of  sight- 

Tbc  buy  sin  blue  met  their  Waterloo. 

Chorus. 

They  didn't  know  'twas  loaded— Dinkey  said,  "  We'll  all  stand  pat": 
Bui  when  that  rush-line  broke  on  them,  he  groaned,  "  Where  am  I  at*" 
For  Priiicetou  played  like  demons  ihen-Yale  sighs  to  think  what  might  have 
They  didu't  know  the  Tiger  lads  were  loaded.  [been; 

History  repeats  itself  o'er  and  o'er, 

Events  hap|M:ii  now  much  the  same  as  of  yore; 

If  In  hisiory  pages  }<m  chance  to  explore 

You'll  discovir  ihui  Englaml  was  whipi>ed  once  before. 

In  a  like  manner,  Mitchell,  at  a  more  recent  day. 

Came  o'er  t'>  ihi  battle  in  much  the  hame  way, 

To  whip  out'  whole  nation,  if  we  believe  what  they  say; 

But  he  went  up  against  it,  au<l  his  trip  didn't  pay; 

When  be  got  that  blow  bis  cake  was  dough. 

Chorus. 
He  didn't  know  'twas  loaded,  for  he  travelled  on  his  gall; 
Though  he  claimed  to  have  excursion  rates  on  knowing  how  to  mani; 
Put  up  a  hliiS,  he  was  out  for  blood— he  got  it,  too,  and  bis  name  is  mud- 
He  didn't  know  that  Corbeli's  fist  was  loaded. 


—The  Charm  that  Never  Fails.— "  No,  I'm  not  Roing  to  the 
midwinter  fair.  Too  tedious  a  trip,  you  know."  *'  They've  made 
a  line  exposition  of  it."  "I  know.  But  it's  too  far."  "  Picniy 
(if  Ihiiijrs  to  inform  the  mind  and  elevate  the  taste."     "Of  course. 

My  wife  wouhln't  let  me  go  away "    "  Noble  architecture " 

"  Tiie  jourucy  would  kill  me "     "  And  a  Midway  like  the  one 

at  .lackson  Park "     "Eh?  What?  Perhaps  the  trip  might  do 

me  good,  after  all.  And,  say,  if  you're  going  by  the  ticket-office, 
just  lell  'em  to  reserve  a  berth  on  Monday  night's  train,  will  you?  " 
—Ikchange. 
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Outside,  in  Front  of  the  Gate. 

Copyright,  1894.  by  James  Stillman. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Walter  Hawlcy.    Arrangred  by  Gua  Gebert. 

It't  the  proper  thing  in  our  tlaya  to  have  a  handsome  beau, 

And  I  am  going  to  have  one  eotne  day  when  I  grow; 

I  won't  let  hliu  bo8«  nie  around  or  even  wear  tlie  pante, 

And  if  at  me  he  should  get  cross,  you  bet  I'll  inaiie  hiiu  dance. 

Now  sifter  Kute  she  has  a  dude  uud  he  is  just  the  tbinu; 

He  calls  on  tier  'most  every  night,  you  ought  to  hear  him  6in<T. 

Wlien  Pa  and  Ma  have  gone  to  bed,  Kutu  sees  him  to  the  door, 

Aud,  (or  a  biuS,  ebe  says  good-ni^ht,  uud  we  can  bear  uo  more. 

Chorus. 
For  they  stand  out  in  front  of  tlie  gate  the  dude  and  my  dear  sister  Kate; 
Like  ail  lovers  do,  they  stand  there  and  coo,  outside,  in  front  of  the  gate. 
I  Willi  his  iirm  gently  placed  'round  her  waist, oh,  that's  where  he  shows  his  good 
ForKaty's  the  kind  to  make  up  for  lost  time,outside,  in  front  of  the  gate,  [taste, 

I  do  often  wish  I  had  a  beau,  that  I  could  treiit  the  Slime,  ' ^. 

And  if  I  had,  yon  l>et  I'd  love  liiiii  with  might  and  main; 
I'd  call  him  ducky,  ducky  dear,  aii<l  make  liim  love  me  so; 
If  be  wanted  to  kiss  me,  I'd  say,  Gallaglier  let  her  uo. 
Now  there's  a  nice  young  fellow  sweet,  and  he  just  lakea  my  cyc; 
Now,  really,  I  do  wonder  if  he  would  like  to  try. 
I'll  pop  the  question  lo  him  sure  if  I  can  catch  his  eye- 
Say,  Mister,  do  you  want  a  wife,  theu  bid  for  me  and  bny. 

CHonus. 
Will  yon  stand  out  in  front  of  tne  gate?  oh,  come  now  and  don't  hesitate; 
Like  all  lovers  do,  let's  stand  there  and  coo,  outside,  in  front  of  the  gate. 
)  Oh,  come,  place  your  arm 'round  my  waist;  let  folks  tliink  that  yon'rein  the  race; 
You'll  find  me  the  kind  to  make  up  for  lost  time,  outside,  In  front  of  the  gate. 

There  are  lots  of  boys  who  often  wish  they  had  a  dear,  sweet  pt^arl. 

Not  a  guehy  coquette,  but  a  gay  and  festive  girl. 

With  little  feet  and  liny  han>l  and  figure  trim  and  neat. 

One  who  does  not  eat  ice  cream  or  expect  him  to  treat. 

Now  find  the  girl  tliat's  nice  and  sweet,  who  yi>u  think  you  can  love; 

Stick  to  her,  boys,  an  I  hold  on  faxt,  her  home  is  up  above; 

Call  upon  her  'most  every  night,  find  out  if  she  loves  you, 

And  if  yua  ever  have  a  fight,  why  this  is  what  to  do— 

Chorus. 
Why,  just  stand  out  in  front  of  the  gate,  like  the  dude  and  my  dear  sister  Kate; 
'      LiKe  all  lovers  do,  just  stand  there  and  coo,  outside,  in  front  of  the  gate;  , 
j  Then  pjace  your  arm  'round  her  wmst,  and  look  her  right  square  In  the  face; 
]      You'll  find  her  the  liind  to  make  up  for  lost  time,  outside,  in  front  of  the  gate. 

j  .. 


DIDNT    KNOW    'TWAS    LOADED. 
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Words  by  La  Verne  A.  Barber.    .Mnsdc  by  Bertha  A.  Barber, 


Yon 

;  For 
JBut 


There's  an  item  of  news  that  you  read  every  day. 

An  old  rusty  pistol  in  the  hands  of  i<ome  jay, 

Makes  a  bad  combiDatioii  the  papers  then  say; 

Didn't  know  it  was  loaded,  now  he's  gone  far  awaj, 

Tlius  I  read  in  the  paper,  and  ideas  arose 

Thai  accidents  happen  the  world  never  knows; 

And  thus  was  I  thinking,  and,  therefore,  suppose 

To  clear  up  such  mysteries  is  a  mission  that  gc  jfr— 

I  suppose  the  mission  goes. 

Chorus. 
didn't  know  'twas  loaded  ere  you  procured  seats; 
you'd  surely  stayed  at  home  to-nik;ht.  or  preferred  to  walk  the  streets, 
I'm  lip  here  and  you're  down  there,  I'll  sing  of  accidents  80  rare; 

Of  Course,  you  didn't  know  that  I  was  loaded. 


You  meet  a  fair  maiden,  just  turning  sixteen; 

Invited  to  call— do  you  go':*  I  slioulu  scream; 

You  sit  ill  the  parlor,  entianccd  in  a  dream; 

Can  such  l>lii<(,  lie  disxemble<l?  well,  so  it  would  eccm; 

The  girl  has  a  pupa,  you  knew  that  before. 

Coming  late  from  the  clnb-room,  with  head  rather  sore; 

lie  enters  the  parlor— great  heavens,  he  swore; 

Through  the  8Ui|ihuric  eiher  you  maks  for  the  door; 

There's  a  roar— it's  ul  I  o'er. 

<'HORt'S. 

)  Yon  didn't  know  'twas  loaded,  hut  soon  fonnd  your  mistake: 

\  When  her  Pa  prepared  for  action,  for  the  door  you  made  a  break; 

\  You  cried:  "  Love,  this  will  breuU  my  heart"— It  wacii't  there  Pa  left  bis  mark; 

)  And  now,  of  course,  you  know  her  Pa  was  loaded. 

You  hire  out  to  work  for  your  new  kitchen  muid. 

While  she  draws  the  wages  that  couiprl?<e8  her  trade; 

Yoii  dare  not  remonstrate  becance  you're  afraid; 

You  ilrecs  iii  ginghum,  in  silk  she's  arrayed; 

You've  a  friend  in  tlie  kitchen,  a  frienil  you  ne'er  knew, 

And  one  day  Mary  Ann  liirhts  the  cook  stove  for  you; 

With  the  oil  can  in  Ijand  ami  a  match  burning  blue. 

Great  Scott*  an  explosion,  Mary's  vanished  from  view; 

How  she  flew  when  it  blew. 

Chorus. 

She  didn't  know  'twas  loaded— alas!  how  could  she  know; 
It  never  gave  her  warning — perhaps  'tis  better  so; 
As  they  sped  through  air,  'twas  a  pretty  race  twist  can  and  Ann  who'd  get  first 

Ah,  Mary  didn't  know  the  can  was  loaded.  [place. 


Old  whiskers  from  Iloopville  took  in  the  World's  Fair, 

Had  the  price  in  bis  pocket  aud  money  to  spare; 

A  friend  mentioned  faro,  and  took  whiskers  there 

To  get  a  chunk  of  the  earth  aud  a  mortgage  on  air, 

Now  he  dimly  remembers  of  many  a  bet, 

Of  many  a  dollar  ihe  other  men  get; 

He  finally  tumble:*  and  breaks  in  a  sweat. 

When  he  finds  that  he  still  owns  bis  pantaloons  yet; 

Alas,  too  bad,  ail  he  had. 

Chorus. 

He  didn't  know  'twas  loaded  when  be  first  ventured  In; 
Now  walking  home  to  Uoopville  is  good  enough  for  him; 
His  money,  coat,  vest,  watch  and  chain  poor  whiskers  ne'er  will  see  again; 
He  didn't  know  the  Faro  Bank  was  loaded. 

A  few  miles  from  Chicago  thieves  held  up  a  train, 

Thinking  great  riches  and  money  to  gain. 

Hands  up!  was  the  order;   bauds  up,  or  be  slain! 

Uesistance  was  useless,  pleadings  were  vuin. 

They  should  have  known  better,  those  robl>er8  so  bold, 

A  tram  from  C'hicuL'o  in  this  manner  to  hold; 

From  tlie  Worhl's  Fair  these  people  were  coming,  we're  told; 

How  could  a  sane  person  expect  to  find  gold — 

We  are  told  they  bad  no  gold. 

Cbobhs. 

The  coaches  all  were  loaded  when  the  robbers  did  begin: 
Why  did  iliey  never  pause  to  think  where  the  people  all  had  been; 
From  the  porter  they  made  quite  a  haul,  of  money  left  he  had  it  all, 
AltuougU  each  coach  with  passengers  was  loaded. 

There's  Cleveland,  our  leader,  by  whom  we're  controlled. 

Called  Congress  together,  s|iecial  session  to  hold; 

He  had  an  hlea,  w  lien  the  Idsiic  w  aw  polled. 

To  demonetize  silver  and  utilize  gold; 

Now  he  holds  that  opinion,  the  same  as  of  yore, 

But  each  day  the  Seiiute  makes  Giover  feel  sore, 

And  all  night  with  ibe  baby  he  travels  the  floor. 

Now  be  bus  that  tire<l  feeling  you've  beard  of  before; 

Alas,  by  Jove!  it's  hartl  ou  Grove. 

Chorus. 
He  didn't  know  'twas  loaded,  I  guess  he  knows  it  now; 
.siver  had  a  few  friends  left,  who  made  an  awful  row; 
Now  Grover  occupies  a  seat  several  miles  from  Easy  Street— 
He  diUu't  know  the  silver  men  were  loaded. 

Now  there's  the  Valkyrie,  a  vessel  of  note, 

DuLraven  thought  her  the  beyt  yacht  afloat— 

All  EiiL'laud  agreed  'twas  u  wonderful  boat. 

And  our  chance  of  winning  indeed  (>eenied  icmote. 

We  constructed  a  vessel  over  here  on  this  side — 

An  American  vessel,  American's  pride— 

And  »  hen  the  great  day  for  the  coiiteHt  arrived, 

The  Ylij'danl  won  it  and  never  half  tried— 

The  race  was  sailed,  England  wailed. 

CUORUS. 

They  didn't  know  'twas  loaded  when  they  sailed  across  the  seii. 
But  there's  no  doubt  about  it  now,  as  Euglaml  miixt  agree, 
Aiuetica  ihocup  retains — they  had  their  trouble  for  their  pains — 
They  didu't  know  the  YigUant  was  loaded. 

Encore  'Verses. 

We  might  ask,  with  that  glorious  writer  of  fame. 

Who  put  the  iiiierrotalive,  "  What's  in  a  nanier  " 

Thus  might  we  question,  ''  Why  say  fool-hall  game. 

When  to  Btuash,  mash  and  mangle  seems  to  be  tlieir  sole  aim?*' 

You  will  kindly  indulge  nie  if  1  ineiition  to-night 

Yale's  recent  unibiiion,  flying  high  like  a  kite; 

Worthy  foemen  were  they,  and  put  up  a  siroug  fight. 

But  the  Princeton  ladd'  playing  was  away  out  of  sight- 

The  boys  in  blue  met  their  Waterloo. 

Chorus. 
They  didn't  know  'twas  loaded— Hinkey  said,  "We'll  all  Btai:d  pat": 
But  when  thai  rush-line  broke  on  them,  he  t:roaned,  "  Where  am  1  ai»" 
For  Princeton  played  like  demons  iheu  -Yale  sighs  to  think  what  might  have 
They  didu't  know  the  Tiger  lads  were  loaded.  [been; 

History  repeats  itself  o'er  and  o'er, 

Events  liap}N:ii  now  much  the  same  as  of  yore; 

If  in  history  paueit  you  chance  to  explore 

You'll  discover  that  Knglaml  was  \>riip|M:d  once  before. 

In  a  like  manner,  Mitchell,  at  a  more  recent  day, 

Came  o'er  t'>  do  battle  in  much  the  hame  way. 

To  whip  our  whole  nation,  if  uc  believe  what  they  say; 

But  he  went  up  ugaiiiMt  ll,  anil  his  trip  didn't  pay; 

When  he  got  luat  blow  his  cake  was  dough. 

CUORUS. 

He  didn't  know  'twas  loaded,  for  he  travelled  on  his  gall; 
'I'lioueh  he  claimed  to  have  excursion  rates  on  knowing  how  to  maul; 
Put  uj)  a  bliifl,  he  was  out  for  biooil  — he  got  it,  too,  aud  his  name  is  mud- 
He  didu't  know  that  Curbett's  firt  wus  loaded. 
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—The  Charm  that  Never  Fails.— "No,  I'm  not  going  to  the 
midwinter  fair.  Too  tedious  a  trip,  you  know."  "  Tliey've  made 
a  line  exposition  of  it."  "I  know.  But  it's  too  far."  "Plenty 
of  things  to  inform  the  mind  and  elevate  the  taste."     "Of  coiir.^ie. 

My  wifi;  wouldn't  let  me  go  away "     "  Noble  architecture " 

"  The  journey  would  kill  me "     "  And  a  Midway  like  the  one 

at  .Iiickson  Park "      "Eh?  What?  Perhaps  the  trip  might  do 

me  good,  after  all.  And,  siiy,  if  you're  going  by  the  ticket-of!ice, 
just  tell  'em  to  reserve  a  berth  on  Monday  night's  train,  will  you?  " 
— Exchange. 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.  43. 


Outside,  in  Front  of  the  Gate. 

Copyrlgbt.  1891.  by  James  SUUinan. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonf:,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Son(;s  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  i:iO  <St  KK  I'arlt  Itow,  New  Yorlc;  or  li'i  W.  Madi.ioii  Street,  C'liioasfo. 
Write  to  eitht-r  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalotrue  of  Simtrs,  S.niK  Oooks, 
Sheet  Muaic,  Uermau  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Bouiis,  etc. 

Words  and  Music  by  Walter  Ilawlcy.    Arranged  by  Gus  Gebert. 


It'8  the  proijer  thing  in  our  days  to  tiave  a  handsome  beau, 

And  I  am  going  to  tiave  one  some  day  when  I  grow; 

I  won't  let  him  boss  ine  around  or  even  wear  tlie  panta, 

And  if  at  me  he  should  get  cross,  you  bet  I'll  make  hiiu  dance. 

Now  eii'ter  Kate  she  has  a  dude  tind  he  is  jnst  the  thiiit:; 

He  calls  on  her  'most  every  night,  you  ou^'ht  to  hear  him  sinp;. 

When  Pa  and  Ma  have  gone  to  bed,  Kutu  sees  him  to  the  door. 

And,  for  a  bluff,  she  gays  good-ni)-ht,  uud  we  can  hear  no  more. 

Chorus. 

For  they  stand  out  in  front  of  the  gate  the  dude  and  my  dear  sister  Kate; 
Like  ail  lovers  do,  they  siund  there  and  coo,  outside,  in  front  of  the  gate. 
I  With  his  arm  gently  placed 'round  her  waist,  oh,  that's  where  he  shows  his  good 
For  Katy's  the  kind  to  make  up  for  lost  time,out8ide,  in  front  of  tlie  gale,  [taste, 

I  do  often  wish  I  had  a  bean,  that  I  could  treat  the  same, 

And  if  I  bad,  yon  l>et  I'd  love  liini  witli  nii>;)it  and  main; 

I'd  call  him  ducky,  ducky  dear,  and  make  him  love  lue  so; 

If  be  wanted  to  kiss  me,  I'd  say,  Gallagher  let  her  1:0. 

Now  ther»-"s  a  nice  young  fellow  sweet,  and  lie  just  takes  my  cyc; 

Now,  really,  I  do  wonder  if  he  would  like  to  try. 

I'll  pop  the  question  to  biui  sure  if  I  can  catch  bis  eye — 

Say,  Mister,  do  you  waut  a  wife,  theu  bid  for  me  and  bay. 

Chorus. 
Will  you  stand  out  in  front  of  the  gate?  oh,  corae  now  and  don't  hesitate; 

Like  all  lovers  do,  let's  stand  there  and  coo,  outside,  in  front  of  the  gate. 
Oh,  come,  place  your  arm  "round  my  waist;  let  folks  itiink  that  you're  in  the  race; 

You'll  find  lue  the  kind  to  muke  up  for  lost  time,  outside,  in  front  of  the  gate. 

There  are  lots  of  boys  who  often  wish  they  had  a  dear,  sweet  pearl. 

Not  a  gnshy  coquette,  but  a  t-'ay  and  festive  girl. 

With  little  feet  and  tiny  hand  and  tigure  trim  and  neat. 

One  who  does  not  eat  ice  cream  or  ex|>ect  him  to  treat. 

Now  find  the  girl  that's  nice  and  sweet,  who  ynn  think  you  can  love; 

Stick  to  her.  boy.«,  an  1  hold  on  fast,  her  home  is  up  above; 

Call  upon  her  'ni>ii<t  every  night,  tiiid  out  if  she  love«  yon. 

And  if  you  ever  have  a  fight,  why  this  is  what  to  do— 

Cuonrs. 

'  Why,  just  stand  out  in  front  of  the  gate,  like  the  dude  and  my  dear  sister  Kate; 
^      Like  all  lovers  do,  just  stand  there  and  coo,  outside,  in  front  of  the  gaie:  ^ 
]  Then  place  your  arm  'round  her  waist,  and  look  her  right  square  in  the  fiice; 
j      You'll  find  her  the  kind  to  make  up  for  lost  time,  outside,  iu  front  of  the  gate. 


DIDN'T    KNOW    'TWAS    LOADED. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  L.  A.  Barber. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir,  arrontred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  by  La  Verne  A.  Barber.    .Mu;iiL-  by  Bertha  A.  Barber. 


Yon 
For 
But 


There's  an  item  of  news  that  you  read  every  day. 

All  old  rusty  pistol  in  the  liuiuls  I'f  some  jay. 

Makes  a  bad  combination  the  papers  then  say; 

Didn't  know  it  was  loaded,  now  lie's  gone  far  away. 

Thus  I  read  in  the  paper,  and  ideas  arose 

Thai  accidents  happen  the  world  never  knows; 

And  tiius  was  I  thinking,  and,  therefore,  suppose 

To  clear  up  such  mysteries  is  a  mission  that  goes— 

I  suppose  the  mission  goes. 

Chorus. 
didn't  know  'twas  loaded  ere  you  procured  seats; 
you'd  surely  stayed  at  home  -to-night,  or  preferred  to  walk  the  streets, 
I'm  up  here  and  you're  down  there,  I'll  sing  of  accidents  so  rare; 

Of  Course,  you  didn't  know  that  I  was  loaded. 


You  meet  a  fair  maiden,  just  turning  sixteen; 
Invited  to  call— do  you  go?  I  should  scream; 
You  sit  ill  the  parlor,  eniranced  in  a  dream; 
Can  such  bliss  Ik;  dist-einhled?  well,  so  it  would  BCCm; 
The  girl  has  a  pupa,  you  knew  that  before, 
,         Coming  late  from  the  clab-room,  with  iiead  rather  sore; 
He  enters  the  parlor— great  iieavens.  he  swore; 
'I'hrougb  the  suljihuric  eiher  you  make  for  the  door; 
There's  a  roar— it's  all  oer. 

("HORfS. 

j  You  didn't  know  'twas  loaded,  but  soon  found  your  mistake; 

~,  When  her  Pa  prepared  for  action,  for  the  door  you  made  a  break; 

'.  You  cried:  "Love,  this  will  break  my  heart" — it  wasn't  there  Pa  left  bis  mark; 

)  And  now,  of  course,  you  know  iier  Pa  was  loaded. 

You  hire  out  to  work  for  your  new  kitchen  maid. 
While  she  draws  the  wages  that  couipri«-8  h<r  trade; 
■     Y"u  dare  not  remonstrate  because  you're  afraid; 
You  drees  in  gingbuin,  in  silk  she's  arrayed; 
You've  a  friend  in  the  kitchen,  a  friend  you  ne'er  knew, 
And  one  day  Mary  Ann  liL'hts  the  cook  stove  for  you; 
With  the  oil  can  in  hand  uikI  a  match  burning  blue. 
Great  Scott'  an  explosion,  Mary's  vanished  from  view; 
How  she  flew  when  it  blew. 

Chorus. 

She  didn't  know  'twas  loaded— alaa!  how  could  she  know; 

It  never  gave  her  warning — perhaps  'tis  better  so; 

As  they  sped  through  air,  'twas  a  pretty  race  twixtcan  and  Ann  who'd  pet  first 
Ah,  Mary  didn't  know  the  can  was  loaded.  [place. 


Old  whiskers  from  Doopville  took  in  the  World's  Fair, 

Had  the  price  in  his  pocket  and  money  to  spare; 

A  friend  mentioned  faro,  and  took  whiskers  there     - 

To  get  a  chunk  of  the  earth  and  a  mortgage  ou  air, 

Now  he  dimly  rememliers  of  many  a  i>et. 

Of  many  a  dollar  the  other  men  get; 

He  finally  tumbles  and  breaks  in  a  sweat. 

When  he  finds  that  he  still  owns  his  pantaloons  yet; 

Alas,  too  bad,  ail  be  had. 

Chorus. 

He  didn't  know  'twas  loaded  when  he  first  ventured  in; 
Now  walking  home  to  Uoopviile  is  good  enough  for  him; 
Uis  money,  coat,  vest,  watch  and  chain  poor  whiskers  ne'er  will  see  again; 
lie  didn't  know  the  Faro  Bank  was  loaded. 

A  few  miles  from  Chicago  thieves  held  up  a  train, 

Thinking  great  riches  and  money  to  gain. 

Hands  up!  was  the  order:  hands  up,  or  be  slain  I 

Uesistauce  was  useless,  pleadings  were  vain. 

Tliey  should  have  known  lietter,  those  robliers  so  bold, 

A  train  from  Chicifjo  in  this  manner  to  bold; 

From  the  World's  Fair  these  people  were  coming,  we're  told; 

How  could  a  sane  person  expect  to  find  gold — 

We  ore  told  they  had  uo  goid. 

Chorus. 

The  coaches  all  were  loaded  when  the  robbers  did  begin; 
Why  did  ihey  never  panse  to  think  where  the  people  all  had  been; 
From  the  porter  they  made  quite  a  haul,  of  money  left  he  bad  it  all, 
Altuougb  each  coach  with  passengers  was  loaded. 

There'«  Cleveland,  our  leader,  by  whom  we're  controlled, 

Called  Congress  together,  special  session  to  hold; 

He  had  an  idea,  w hen  the  issue  was  polled. 

To  demonetize  silver  and  utilize  gold; 

Now  he  holds  that  opinion,  the  same  as  of  yore, 

But  each  day  the  Senate  makes  Giovur  feel  sore, 

And  all  night  with  the  baby  he  travels  the  floor. 

Now  he  bus  that  tired  feeling  you've  heard  of  before; 

Alaa,  by  Jovel  it's  huril  ou  Grove. 

Chorus. 

He  didn't  know  *twas  loaded,  I  guess  he  knows  it  now; 
.»^i  ver  had  a  few  friends  left,  who  made  an  awful  row; 
Now  Orovcr  occupies  a  seat  several  miles  from  Kasy  Street^ 
lie  didn't  know  the  silver  men  were  loaded. 

Now  tiiere's  the  P'o/Ay/ie,  a  vessel  of  note, 

I>iiLraveu  thought  her  llie  l>e.-l  yaclil  afloat— 

All  England  agreed  'twas  a  wonderful  boat. 

And  our  chance  of  winning  indeed  seemed  icmote. 

We  constructed  a  vessel  over  here  on  this  side — 

An  American  ves.^el,  American's  pride— 

And  »  hen  the  great  day  for  tlie  contest  arrived, 

The  Vi'jilant  won  it  and  never  half  tried— 

The  race  was  sailed,  Eugiuud  wailed. 

Chorus. 
They  didn't  know  'twas  loaded  when  they  sailed  across  the  sea, 
lint  there's  no  doubt  about  it  now,  as  England  must  agree, 
Aiueiica  I  lie  cup  retains— they  had  their  trouble  for  their  pains— 
They  didu't  know  the  Vigilant  was  loaded. 

Encore  Verses. 
We  might  ask,  with  that  glorious  writer  of  fame. 
Who  put  the  interroyative,  "  What's  in  a  name?  " 
Thus  might  we  question,  "  Why  say  fool-ball  game. 
When  to  smash,  mash  and  mangle  seems  to  be  their  sole  aim?" 
You  will  kindly  indulge  nie  if  I  mention  to-night  ..^ 

Yale's  recent  ambition,  flying  high  like  a  kite; 
Worthy  foemen  were  they,  and  put  up  a  strong  fight. 
But  the  Princeton  lads'  playing  was  away  out  of  sigtit — 
The  boys  in  blue  met  their  Waterloo. 

Chorus. 
They  didn't  know  'twas  loaded— Hinkey  said,  "We'll  all  etacd  pat": 
But  when  that  rush-line  broke  on  them,  he  groaned,  "  Where  am  1  ut?  " 
For  Princeton  played  like  demons  theu -Yale  sighs  to  think  what  might  have 
They  didn't  know  the  Titter  lads  (vere  loaded.  [been; 

History  repeats  itself  o'er  and  o'er. 

Events  happen  now  much  the  same  as  of  yore; 

If  in  hisiory  pages  you  chance  to  explore 

You'll  discovir  that  England  was  wfiipjHKl  once  before. 

In  a  like  manner,  Mitchell,  at  a  more  recent  day, 

Came  o'er  to  do  battle  in  much  the  same  way. 

To  whip  our  whole  iiation,  if  we  lielieve  what  they  Bay; 

But  he  went  up  against  it,  and  liis  trip  didn't  pay; 

When  he  got  that  blow  his  cake  was  dough. 

Chorus. 

He  didn't  know  'twas  loadeil.  for  he  travelled  on  his  gall; 
Though  he  claimed  to  have  excursion  rates  on  knowing  how  to  maul; 
Put  uj)  a  bluff,  he  was  out  for  blood— he  got  it,  too,  and  Lis  name  is  mud- 
He  didn't  know  that  Cort)etl'K  tir-l  was  loaded. 
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—The  Charm  that  Never  Fails,— "No,  I'm  not  Roing  to  the 
midwinter  fair.  Too  tedious  a  trip,  you  know."  *'  They've  made 
a  line  exposition  of  it."  "I  know.  But  it's  too  far."  "Plenty 
of  thing's  to  inform  the  mind  and  elevate  the  taste."     "Of  eour.se. 

My  wife  wouldn't  let  me  go  away :"     "  Noble  architecture " 

"  The  journey  would  kill  me "    "  And  a  Midway  like  the  one 

at  Jackson  Park "     "Eh?  What?  Perhaps  the  trip  might  do 

me  gfM)d,  after  all.  And,  say,  if  you're  going  by  the  ticket-office, 
just  tell  'em  to  reserve  a  berth  ou  Monday  night's  train,  will  you?  " 
—Exchange. 
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Oeiiis  She  W. . re— Reineinl)er  th- Glories  of  Brian,  the  Brave— Shanius  O'Brien, 
Iteciiatiop -.Shamus  O'Brien— She  Is  Far  Fioin  the  Lnnd-Soiifr  of  Inni.-fail - 
SoiTirarth  Ar'on  Star  of  Glenkrary— Shan  Van  V.>>rli— Tim  I'lnitraii's  Wake— 
True  I.,overs'  DisciissMii— Tall  iv  Me  Coat— Terence's  Farewell  to  Kathleen— Val- 
ley L.iy  Sniiliiiif  Before  Me— Weddinjr  of  Ballyp"reen— Where  the  Grass  Grows 
Gi-een  -  Wild  Irish  B  'V— White  Cockade — What  Will  Yon  Do  Love!— >'  eariiifr  of 
the  (ireeii  VVilliaiii  Kellly's  C  .uitship— Willy  lieilly— Wi.istlioir  Thief— Yountr 
I)eiiii"t  and  BridL'et  MoUoy— YouiiK  Hose— You  Would  Noi  LeuveYourNoiaii!— 
You  Keiin-inber  Ellen.  * 
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THE  WITCHES  DREAM  BOOK 

>"» FORTUNE  TELLER 


(Eng^lish  or  German.) 

PRICE    2  5    CENTS. 


Old  Arrah  the  Queen  of  Witches,  was  the  most  noted  Gipsy  of  modem  timet.    Bh« 

fives  you  the  Key  to  Unlock  the  Future,  and  makes  every  person  their  own  Fortun* 
•ller.    With  this  book  you  can  tell  your  own  or  any  j)er¥ou'8  fortune  far  better  tnaa 

I lany  Astrologer,  Clairvoyant,  or  Medium  can.    It  foretells  exactly 

lat  wUl  happen  you.  It  gives  the  HIndOQ  SecretB  Of 
Ove.  bow  to  Manacre,  What  to  Say  and  l)o  to  tram  the  love,  th» 
heart  and  hand  of  the  person  you  de.iire  to  marry.  It  (rives  the 
Art  of  TellinK  Fortunes  by  the  Lines  of  the  Hand.  It  coutams  the 
old  Witches'^  Dictionary  of  Dreams,  so  you  can  Interpret  any 
Dream  as  soon  aa  you  hear  it.  It  gives  you  a  Chami  to  tjotecl 
you  from  Danger.  It  teaches  you  how  to  know  the  Sex  Of  tnU- 
dren  B*fore  Biith;  to  know  how  soon  you  will  Marry,  and  whU 
Fortune  you  will  have;  who  your  Future  Husbotid  or  \Vife  wUJ 
be  the  Lover's  Charm  or  old  Witches' True  Method  of  Telllns 
Fortunes  by  the  Grounds  of  a  Tea  or  Coffee  Cup;  to  know  if  your 
I*)ve  of  a  person  will  be  Mutual;  Fortune  Telling  by  Cards.  M 
tells  your  Lucky  Davs;  What  you  will  I*  Successful  m;  what  your 
Absent  Husband  or^Vife  is  Doin^;  What  your  Future  Destiny  !■; 
Whether  your  Wife,  Husband  or  Intended  Is  True  to  you;  Whe- 
ther vou  wUl  ever  Marry;  Whether  Money  will  be  left  to  you; 
Whet'her  your  Marriage  wiU  be  Happy;  How  to  be  Successfuiln 
TOur  Love  Affairs;  the  Numl>er  of  Wives  or  Husbands  you  wiU  H«^«;J\^?.'^"  J?,'i*jiJ 
K  Wealthy.  It  u-arhes  how  to  make  the  Magic  Dream  Rose  and  theJVN  itches' Dream 
Chain;  How  to  Read  your  Fortune  h^,-  the  Wliite^^of_aii  Etrg; 
Secretly,  so  that  they  n 
Bpeakinjr.    It  teaches 

Wbyl.  •The  Success  of  your  tuvu.c  ...-J  v.w^..v.w„  ^,.—   .,_..-,-  .,      .  „,  p_,i  ,.__ 

^guide  you  to  Pros^ritT  and  Riches,  fhe  old  witch  can  bnnx  ?""  <^''^  °r_,?;'''i,,l°r 
tune  iHjn't  spurn  herTand  you  can  Control  others  and  i  ind  Lost  or  Hidden  Treaaurej. 
Si  hi  Powerfu"  t^  kemember.  thU  wonderful  book  will  be.sert  to  any  address,  port- 
Said,  on  receipt  of  28  Cents.  U.  8.  Postage  Stamps  taken  in  payment  sajne  "  caah. 
KioAl^Five  B'.oklTor  One  RoUar.  Get  four  of  your  '  "rnd^  ^^  «;>;d  »^tb  vou  andge» 
your  own  book  free.    IM   ^fPfBll'^i,  P^*'*^®^    MENTION  WHICH   Yf 


How  to  Write  Love-Letterf 


;  they  may  not  be  discovered;  How  to  Converse  to  any  person  wKhoui 
eaches  you  the  Leaves  of  Destiny,  with  Directions  for  Consultmof  Uie 
-ess  of  your  Future  may  depend  on  your  rcadinp  this  great  book,  for  « 
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PRICE,  Paper  Cover 25c. 

PRICE,  Board  Cover  50c. 
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A  Bunch  of  Shamrock  from  My  Dear  Old  Mother— Andv  McKIroo— An  Irfcih 
Girl's  Opiiiton-A  Smart  Little  Bit  ov  a  Man— Barney  Bi'Mllacan's  Court«lii|i — 
Barney,  Dear  Barney,  I'm  Thinkitig  of  You-  BHiiiey's  Parting  (talliiiamiick 
Biijrade— Bogie  Balfour— Bt>ld  Ja^  k  Donahue-  B'-niiie  Irish  Bo>  -  lioniiie  Sweet 
Bes  ie.  the  Maid  of  Dundee— Bowery  Greiiadiei-s-  Bianniiran's  Band  Kianni- 
gaii's  Pup -Bridget  Donohue— Bugaboo-  Burke.  M;-gee  and  Ihe  Brick  -Casey's 
\»ful  Grulj — c:;elebiated  Si)eech  of  Rola-it  Emmets t'hickaliKldy  chrislmag 
i-,i.e_Clancy's  Trotter— Come  Down,  Mi-s.  Flyiiii— Conneiiiara;  or:  lieave  Your 
Hoots  on  the  Mat— Corl>elt  and  Sullivan  Fight— Dan  Malone>  Is  the  Man -Han 
McCarthy's  Ball— DBiiiiy  M't^ll-Danny  Takes  After  His  Futher-Day  I  Walked 
Airainst  d'Leary— Day  We  I.^'ft  Ireland— Dear  Emerald  Isle- IVai  Old  Paddy's 
I^iid— Don't  You  Cry  So,  Norah.  I^tlinn— Donitlierty's  B'-ai  "inif  House— l>iiiik- 
inn  with  Daniel  Maloiiey— Duffy's  -Grand  Oiieniiig  Night  Eightc-nth  Ro.>«l 
Irish  Rriirade— Fierht  at  Canada  between  Morrissey  and  Heeiian— Flannigan's 
liisli  Canary— Gallant  Sixty  Nii.th— Get  on  to  Reilly— (Jreen  HilU  of  Old  Enn— 
Gilh"Oley,  You're  a  Terror— Give  Paddy  butaChance-  Have  Y<'U  Seen  Me  I'nde 
Jlickey? -Hennessey '8  Baby— He  Stole  My  Sunday  Clothes  Hoolahan  Musketeers 
-How  Erin  Was  Born— I'm  an  Irish  Boy— I  Am  Waitinnat  the  Disir.  Maiy  Ann— 
I  Know  I  Am  Irish  and  Proud  of  It,  Too— I  lyve  Old  In-lainl  Still  Ireland  For- 
ever-Irish Are  'True— Irish  Drago'-n— Irish  Exile's  Love -Iiisliiiiaii  and  the 
Whale — Irishman's  Home— Irishman's  "H<>me  Sweet  H"ine"  Irish  Tbtough 
and  'Thi  ough— 'Twas  Donley  Raised  the  Fight— I'll  Name  the  Bo»  Dennis,  or  No 
Name  at  All— John  L.  Sullivan— Kate  O'Grady- Kate's  Secret  Kathli-en-Keep 
Your  E.veon  Duffy— Kelly's  Masqnerajle  Ball— Keiry  Dance— Kitty.  Uie  Irish 
I  iii,.en— Little  lilot—Maprgie's  Secret— Mahoney's  Fourth  of  July-  Mary  and  J-ihii 
—Mary  .\nn  Mctiuire — Mary  Is  Ma.shed  on  Me- Mavourneen— Md'orioicU's  Irish 
Flat— McGarry's  New  While  Hat-  McGilllgan's  Weddinir  McMiiniis  and  His 
Spike-Tail  Coat — McSulty.  You're  a  Daisy-  Michael  Shea's  Return  to  Tioperai  y— 
Miller's  Dream  of  Home-  Mister  Michael  Murphy— M^'lly  and  1  ami  the  Bativ— 
Molly,  O!— Mr.  Finitran-  Mulcnrthy,  the  Dude— Must  We  U-jive  (hir  Ol.i  Home— 
My  Little  Irish  Queen— Nelly  Diady— Now  Then,  M'lly-N'w  W  hat  Will  Bee. me 
of  Poor  Old  Ireland  O'Brien's  Horse,  Boii>j)arte— O'Crady  at  the  Game— 
O'Keeley'a— Oh!  Had  Wo  Some  Biitrht  I.itilo  Isle  of  Our  Own— «.)ld  Ireland's 
Hearts  and  Hands— Once  More  in  the  Dear  Old  Land— One  of  the  Brave  C<>n- 
naiiirht  Rangers— OuUl  Ireland  So  Qreen-Paddiea  Evermore  (ParodyV— Paddy 
Ixives  a  ShamrocU- Paddy's  Pastoral  Rhai>s.>dy— Pad<lv,  Wall  A"  bile— I'addy 
Was  There  with  the  stick— Pamell  Ab^xi — putri<k  Michael  M.-Nally— latsey 
Uinnnitr«n— I'nil  the  Fluler's  Hull— Portrait  <>f  My  Mother  In  Old  1i-eland  Far 
.\way— Rale  McMiillin  Style- Rose  cf  Killai  ney- Rosie  Malone-  R..%  in'  Ii  i>li  B<iy 
Same  As  Their  G'rls  and  Boys— Scan lan's  Hose  Hong  -Scieiilillc  Man— S<'aich  the 
Paire  of  ilistoM— Sliainrooka  and  Kisses— Shamn-cks  .^n  Patri<'k'8  Day- Siree 
Muiiihy  Broke  His  l'ledire—Skibbeneii—Sluiter.\'s  Mounted  Fnt— stevt?  <)'D<>n- 
iiell's  VVake— Stone  Outside  Dan  Muiphy's  Door— Story  of  theOuld  C"Hntie— 
St'iy  of  the  Shamrock— St'waway  —  Strollinif  with  Noia— Smx»,  Mike  -Take  Me 
Hack  Again,  Mavourneen— Teni|*rance  Br  gade— Thai's  Wliat  Mv  Old  M'ther 
Said  -That's  Why  I'm  an  Irishm»n— Thirteen  Litile  Mun'l">H-Thy  lAnd's  My 
Laud— "Tim  Moi^ee  To  Sustain  the  Family  Heputati'.n- Tnie-Borii  Irishman— 
True  Irish  Heart*— Twelve  Stone  T"o— We  Fou^bt  for  Your  caus.-:  .r;  The 
Home-Rule  Bill— When  Btidget  Goes  Out  on  a  Mash— Wl  en  H  iraii  Paid  His 
Kent- When  the  Corn  Is  Wavinir,  Annie  Dear— When  Will  Yon  M>'<t  Me  A(r»in, 
No'ahf— When  Iielaiid  Has  an  Arniv  ami  a  Navy  ^f  Her  i  '»vn— V  hiskey,  Ycu'ro 
the  Divil— ^\hy  Can't  Paddy  Be  a  Oentleinanl— Widow  McGeo— Widow  Koloii's 
Door. 

This  book,  paper  cover,  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  fcy  mail,  p^st-paid.  on  re- 
ceipt .f  25c.;  "■"  l^ard  cover  at  50c.  Clean  and  unusi^d  l.'nited  S:ateH  one 
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-  With  this  Book  you  have  a  St'.re  Guide  to  T-ticky  Dr  winf  •&£ 
Lucky  Numbers.  It  gives  you  the  True  Interpretation  of  Dreama, 
and  also  the  Numbers  of  the  Lottery  to  which  they  Appl^j 
Good  Combinations  toPlav;  Kipniticalion«of(Xrd«Dr«»medo. 
•ind  their  Numbers,  Combination  Table  for  Saddles,  Ol«  aoft 
Horses;  Table  for  finding  Lucky  Nun.l>ert;  Numbers  of  Dreaan 
of  the  Months;  for  the  Days  of  the  W  eeks;  The  Oraculum,  or  Har, 
poleon  Bonaparte's  Book  of  Fate;  the  Method  of  Worktnar  »• 
Questions;  the  Oraculum  Table— in  fact,  this  book  fives  aUth* 
sure  rigna  You  can  find  out  by  any  of  these  sure  lyatcms  iron 
this  book  whether  you  will  bo  rich  or  poor,  lucky  or  anlaekyi 
whether  you  wiU  get  expected  money,  lovers,  clothes,  or  aay 
other  article  that  you  may  wt  your  mind  upon.  Do  you  dream 
of  love  or  gold,  or  of  friendship,  of  foes,  or  of  life  or  deathl  Tfc.* 
book  will  explain  everything  clearly  to  you.  You  can  toU  yptir 
own  fortune  from  Its  pages  without  consulting  anyUTUur  for- 
tune-teller. This  book  wiiTbe  sect  to  any  addreoa,  poWliaM,  OK 
receipt  of  prlce.^Poetage  stampe  taken  same  aa  oa«b 
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113  Songs.    Price  1 0  Cents. 

Tie  Latest  aiiil  Ecsl  Collcciicii  cf  Fomlar  Sums  Extant. 

CONTENTS  !— A  Little  Tirard  "^n  a  Y<>iiii(»  Mmi  fircw— Answer— Ab  Ony  A><a  Ptcrr 
In  the  c'lMii— liniwii  Kyes  lln^'lliuc  I.lltio  Mi'iiifii— Hiinj:  My  U'>y  H«i-k  An""'  — li'l<if»  on 
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Thousand  to  One— I  Know— 1  WoMt  t'>  Sec  NcllioOm-o  Moiettltii  Graiit'H  KeuueHih  I'm 
Borry,  My  Doy,  Y"U're  Too  Lnte- I'll  G'*  Hack  to  31y  CUd  L-ve  At;"'in-Jnst  Am>ther  Ki  ep 
on  Kissing  Me— Little  Sien  Is  Gone— Littlo  BepKar  Hoy— Little  ilouiielioUl  Klnu-  I.iitle 
Widow  Dunn— Little TUli-'ntliavt — My  I!ov  Hill.  Hecitiition-McFudden's  l'i>-To»ii  flat 
—Mr.  Mulcahey,  Es.itiire— Musienl  Flat— Molly— .My  Lit  tie  ^lUe  I>o..r— Mother's  GooilNik'ht 
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Tills  T^'.'k,  tlif*  seprint!  of  the  poric*,  <<rtn- 
i.iijis  128  Popular  Comic  and 
Sentimental    Irish    Songs    and 

BallncJS  II'  '  f''Miid  in  No.  I  ll,.oU-af<-w 
ot  ih<  iji  «e  V  ill  iiii'M-  hin'.  viz  A  Hanclliil 
of  Liirtl.  An  Ai,'rn  'illnuil  lii^h  (Jirl  An 
Iri.^li  Vair  I'av  IWidu'it  Iioiialim — IJoM 
Jack  l>o:iaho.  "itriuht  Lmcrald  l>leof  the 
Sia-Hri«ht  Littio  Spot  on  the  <»eenn-Col 
Iti  II  littw  II  -Ca  <  y'a  \iliijik«  y  I  )an  (»'Uri<n'j 
lOitlU— Fine  «'|(1  Iri.sh  tiiiitlcinan- Flan- 
IK'an,  the  L"d;'rr-(;ivi- nn  Hoik  st  Irish  Ij»d 
IK  liaiiee— (iiviii  l.iiirnt  -G.irdc-n wheretl.o 
I'rutie-*  Grow -(i^ioil  !'ye,  Mike,  (iood  bye. 
I'ul- Griiu  Ali"M'  til.'  Ited  lleenan  and 
Sayent-  Ih'W  I'a.lily  Stole  t!ie  ItoiK'-l'addy 
CaViy— Iniii.ski.'l' ri  l'n>>.'oon -Iri>h  Spree  ■ 
Insli  Molly,  <>:  IH  tliat  .Mr.  K<  illy>-  I'm 
I'rowd  I'm  an  Iri-hnian  P.orn— Irish  Ix>v.'- 
Ixtters -lri!.h  Si  hoolmnster -Jolly  Iri^h- 
liian- Jn>t  t. .Show  .My  Itesiiccts  to  McGiiini.s 
-  ,l<.hn  MilitH  !!-J.  liniiy  I)..yl„-Iji(ls  Wlii> 
live  in  Irel.ini!- Ijimi  ntatiofi  of  Johnny 
l;i  il— LiKi  s<jf  Ci'ld  Finn  I.'imeiitation  of 
J.'iiiMS  l;'.il-ren<— yi.'KKiiiniiV  linnin  -Man- 
t!<-  sotlnf  ii-Morti<siyuiid  Heenan  Flpht- 
M.in  tliat  Stnxk  (I'llara  Mv  itoiinv  Lalior- 
ii'if  l;.v— Mr.  .M<AiiaMvnnd  His  Onld  Hiith 
H.it  Mv  l-.-dlii  r  Sonid  <  lian-i'nl  Mrs.  Me- 
I.nui.'hlfnV  i'aiiv- Ovi  r  the  Mountain- Old 
I^ntJHT  l!n-(elies-<'l(l  lto»rllolo  -  Pert-'y 
(>".Mo<.ri>— r:it  lioieh  (it  Uie  I'l.iy  -  I'oorlri.-li 
Mifi^-tnl— Pa!'.-i  Not  R)  Ulaik  as  H.-'s  Iki-i 
)';,inti(|-picttv  Mnrv,  the  Dairyninn'a 
I).iii;rlilir-l'ail<lv  Nacec'.H  Dreiiiii -I'.ulily 
Slinv  — l.addv  Miios- I'l  tiieoat  Lam  —  ItiH-ky 
IC'ad  to  liiihlrn  irrinenilur,  l!oy,  Yoii'ro 
Iri-h— Ko.siMif  Tnil:  I— R-mibler  from  Clar" 
-  River  Roe— Sullivan  and  Kilraln  Fij-'ht^Then-  Never  was  a.  Coward  w)Hre  thcr  Sli.nm 
rfH-k  Grows- Tipixniry  Chri^t.iiiiiir  Teddy  M'Clviin-Threo  I>'nve»  of  Khamnn-k 
When  Mi-Giniiis  G.t.H  a  Job -Wh.  re  in   Kilhl.- n  <  -Wri"    ;•   in    I.' f.  rn  of   <;..^i—^^|,y 

Paddy's  Always  Poor— and  54  Other  equally  populnr  Sont»8.    i'"^' k  »iii 

be  sent  t»i any  address,  by  mail,  post  imid,  on  rei  <  ijit  <if  T  WENT  Y-FIVE. CENTS. 
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•n  order*  to  either  our  New  York  orChli-a(;o  House, whlrhrvorI«nparo8ttoyoS. 


130  &  132  Park 
Mew  YORK, 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAILf^^^p. /n 

k  Row,  125  W."M5Jil<>ir5l/eet,^- 
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1 46  Songs.    Price  1 0  Cents. 

Tlie  Latest  auJ  Best  Collecliou  of  Popnlar  Soues  Extant. 

CONTENTS  ! -Abraham's  Daughter (2)-AJ<d>Lot-Alal>ama  Ram-All  on  Aeoount    . 
of  the  Pure     Anieiican  Hoy-.\rkansasTiaveller— A  Woman  in  tlieCaw— Banks  of  Sweet 
liundee-Iiatllet'ry  of  Freedom -Ben  Bolt's  Grave— Beu  Bolt's  Keplv-lk'tweeii  Love  and  ' 
Duty— Bird   of   DIuo— Doardin);   House— Roiiiiy   liuiieh  of   Koses     Itonny  Jean     ilioUen     ■ 
Down -Child's  Wish— Christmas  Tree— Claney's  Tiotter—Coiniii' thro' the  Itye    Croppy 
Boy  -Dearesl,  Then  I'll  l/ove  Thee  More— Dror  Heart.  Leave  Me  Not— lH;ep,  Blue  Sea— 
Don't   Be  Anury  with   Me,  DHrlintr— Down    in   de  Co'n-Kiel'- Dienminur  ot    II. .im-  and 

Mother-Driven  from  Home— Dublin  nay-Dumb  Wife-Wulit  Hours'  Woik.Eiiria  Hour.' 
Pay-Kver  of  Thee— Kverybody's  Friend— Four  Little  Curly  Heude<l  Coons— Gai  Held—      ' 
(ione.  0'>ne,  Gone-Happy  lie  Thy  Dieains-Harp  tliat  Onee  tliio'  Tara'.s   Halls-  Huv« 
You  Seen  Dan  McKennaf— He  Got  Kelly  to  Insult  Me -He's  TalkliiK  throiii;h  His  Hut- 
He  Never  Smiled  AKaiu— Hi  Tiddley-Hl-Ti— HuuKry  Man  from  Cuiinlen     1  Am  Not  Baby 
MeKee- I'm  Not  tild  Enough  to  Know— I  Dreamt  that  I  Dwelt  in  Marble  Halls- I  Put  It 
(III- lush  Are  True-Isle  de  Blaokwell— It's 'Way  Out  of  Kii;ht— 'Tis  bnt  a  Little  Faded 
Flower-  It's  Hard  to  Be  a  Niittter- It's  the  Hat  that  Makes  the  Man- 1  Wont  a  Sil  nation— 
Jennie  and  Joe— Jersey  Sam,  or  Fifly  Yeai-s  Ago- Jimmy   Kiddle— Just  to  S<e  Molhi'i's 
Fai-e  Once  Atrain— Katie  O'Brien-Katty  Avouineen— U.sten  to  the  Moekin«-Bii'l    Little 
Brown  Juj;-  Little  Dnrliiit;,  Now  Good-Ilye— Lialu  Kva  in  Heaven— Little  Fiuit  Stole  on 
the  Corner- Little  "Id  Seven  aWeek- Ix)veWill  Find  Its  Own    Loyal  Boston  .Man     Malwl 
Waltz  -  Maniiiia  Will  Uock  Youto  Sleep— .Mavourneeii— .Michael  Duvitt— Mist^ikes  Are  Apt 
to  llap|>en  in  the  B.st  of  Families— Molly,  O— More  Than  Toiurue  Cau  T.-ll- Mother  !»• 
Mother  Still-. Mother's  Pietiire  on  the  \Vall— Mr.  Straus  on  the  Tiuth.  Ke-italnn-  .Mr. 
Straus's  Adviee  to  Bridegrooms,  Recitation- Mr.  Straus's  R<-hool  Days,  Keeitatioli     .Mulli- 
iran's  ((tf  A({aiii-  My  Brand  New  t'.Shovel— My  Mother's  Kiss  Was  the  Sweetest  of  Tliein 
All    Never  in  a  Case  Li l.e  That— Oh!  What  a  Diireienee  in  the  Moriiiinr— Once  uisin  a 
Tune  There  Lived  a  JUideii- One  Pound  Two— Only  Friends  and  Notliintf  .Mort— po»  iler- 
Monkey  Joe-KuiHe  for  a  Waterbury  Watch- Raif ued  Pat-Keeall  tiiat  Sad  G(M>d  Bye— 
RiiiBf.  M'-rry  Bells- Road  to  Ruin-Snake  in  thoOiass— S|ieak  Kindly  to  Your  .Mother— 
Story  of  the  Bells— Story  of  the  Ould  Countre  — Straus  and    Katiiiiu,  Recitation-  Stieet 
Car-Such  Were  Not  Shakespeare's  Words— Sweet  Annabel-Sweet  Orange  Bl"ssoiiisfV3 
Sweet  Spirit,  Hear   My    Prayer-Swinifini^  in  tlio    I.«iie— Ta-ra-ia   Booin-dei-H-    TediB^ 
Mcliiviin— Teddy  O'Neal-Texas  l{aii»?er— There's  No  D«'eeptioii  There- Ibis  Is  the  To«n^ 
for  Nellie— To  .Mother,  B<>v,  Bo  True— To  the  Love  of  Jly  Youth  111   Be  Tnie-Toueli  lllfl^ 
Harp  tieiilly.  My  Pretty  Louise-Tripnint;  l>o»n  the  Sunny  l.aiie— Turn  Down  ine  Gus^^^ — 
Volunl«-erOijrnnI»t.  Recitation- Wait  for  the  Laaer— Wake.  Nicodemus— We   Divw  His 
Club  Money— We  Never  Speak  Her  N«mo— We  .Sat  by  the  River.  Yuuaiid  1— WhateverCO 
Tell  You,  It  GiH's— What's  the  Matter  wiih  Your  Feetl— Wheel  of  Faie— When  Mr.  Slrai^r— j 
I'layed  Mumbleiitir,  Recitatiou— Where  Is  My  Nancjf— Without  Tbec— You  uud  l-Youfc:; 
Better  Stay  at  Uome-LaU.  ^-' 

Also  pAUotires  on  the  following  «)n(n;— A  Boy's  Best  Friend  Is  His  Mother- .\cross  tha_- 
Brid^re  He  Goes— A  Job  Lot— Comrades— He  Never  Came  Back-  He  Was  a  l"al  of  .Miiie-iJ..l 
His  Funeral'.  To-Morrow-1've  Worked  Kljrht  Hours  This  Day -Dish  Jubilee- .Mary  an* -' 
John- Picture  that  Is  Turned  toward  the  Wall— Playmates— T»  elve  Moutbs  Ago  To-NiKhU>""" 


For  ealc  by  all  Booksellers  ami  Newsdealers  throiiBhout  the  United  Stntcf^— 
nnd  Canada,  or  will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  o 
10  <;ciits  by  the  jiublishtT,    U.  S.  postiiRe  eianips  taken  eame  as  catsh. 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  orCliiea>;o  House,  yhiehever  is  nearest  to  you. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW   YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street* 
CHICAGO. 


AND  MARRIAGE  EXPLAINED.-^' 


PRICE    25    CENTS.  I 

Itexpiains  How  Maidens  may  become  Happy  Wives,  and  Bachelors 

become  Happy  HuobandS,  ih  a  bra  r  spacer  tun,- an  l  l.yea^y  mitlii«l.s  Al.-o 
contaiiiiiikr  Completo  Directions  for  Declaring  Intentions,  Accepting 
Vows,  and  Rutnlning  Affections,  both  Before  and  After  Marriage. 
Inrludmt;  aTrealise  of  the  Etiquette  Of  Marriage:  descriiiint;  thu  Invilalioiis, 
the  I>ri-s,-.es,  the  CiTimony,  and   t.'io   projier   l.<  liavior  of  Ik.iIi  Bride  and  liriilej.  nvmi. 

Whether  In  Public  or  behind  the  Nuptial  Curtain.   Uui.~ot.iispiauiiy 

how  to  bei;in  coiirtiiiir,  tho  «T»y  to  jret  over  l»ii.slifulness;  tho 
■way  to  "tit  up";  tlioway  to  llndtlio  hoftsjiotin  a  swetlliejirt's 
bn  a-st;  tlio  way  to  write  a  love  letUT;  tho  way  toea.sily  win  a 

Sirracoiisent;  iho  way  to  pop  tho  quo,sli.»ii  to  her;  the  w.'iy  "  to 
u  up  thiuKS"  before  and  alter  an  ein;ai;eminl;  the  way  to  re. 
ceiveaiid  tlio  way  to  deeUnu  an  oir<r;  tlio  way  to  "Kive  the  mit- 


ten "Benteely;  tho  way  to  make  yourself  o/ree.iMo  durinir 
cniraRement;  tho  way  hridosiiKiiilsand  (rnMniismi  n  should  up 
ami  iM-rfonu  their  duties;  thu  way  yoUhliould  ait  and  the  tiling. 


you  should  do  at  a  Wedding  and  Weddint?  Reei'ptions;  tho  fur- 
niture, decorations,  and  beba\ior  in  tho  Biidal  CliainlKT;  the 
way  to  niako  %\  ile  and  Hu.sbund  ■■  real  liappy."  This  is  just  the 
IxMik  that  has  loiiK  Ix'en  wunteil.  It  h|H;i'!:!i  in  plain,  honest 
words,  revealini^  knowlidne  that  every  liody  (>U);lit  to  know, 
uiH>n  subjects  of  as  vital  import  to  all  as  the  very  air  we  breathe. 
Neither  those  already  niatTied,  iior  thoso  contemplating  tho 
tyintc  of  tbuennuubi.il  knr>t,  can  afford  tt>  t>e  an< .titer  day  with- 
out a  knowledk'oof  themnuvmystcritai.sthinesthataresotriuh- 
fuily  and   viMclly  explain,  d  in  tins  w^rk.  "It  is  jti^t  the  very 

treatise  to  t>ciirti.e  hands  of  every  Yoijng  Bachelor  or  Maiden,  every  Mar- 
ried Manor  Woman,  every  Widow  or  Widower,  Young  or  Old.   i» 

addition  to  the  alsivo  it  also  contains  the  Lantfuapo  of  Hewers,  )liisb;,ii<rs  Ci>mninnil- 
ments.  Wife's  Commandments,  Versions  of  I.<ive,  Dinin^-'Lililo  and  Wii.dow  Svnalmir, 
Posta({e-StampFlirtation,anda(?reat<lialof  the  "Choi -rst"  love  isetryt  very,  ritliu.  In 
fact,  there  is  not  a  Uuly  or  nentleman  in  the  world— y  'Unir  or  old,  siuirle  or  married  -who 
cannot  ^lean  a  vast  amount  ot  u.s«>ful  information  tout  w  ill  <-nliirhtcn  them  on  all  points 
of  Courtship  and  Marriatte,  as  wi  11  as  their  ancillary  duti<-s,  pleasures  and  obliKation.s. 
This  Is  the  most  complete,  and  by  far  tlio  most  valuable  work  tliat  lias  ever  be«ii  broiiRht 
out  on  this  all  imiiortantsubject.  We  1»'K  of  you,  then'fore,  not  to  <-<mfoiind  it  with  any 
of  the  worthless fciolrs  hen'to^ore  l-'^Meil  lii't  reu'cmlier  Cietitle.  TliK  Mv^tkrv  ok  I  '  \  ■ 
coi  itTstiii'  AND  MARKiAnK  Kxi'i.AiNKn.  Prlce  20  Cents  percopy.  Clean  and  unused 
1.  S.  postaKO  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 


Address  all  orders  to  cither  our  New  York  orChlca(;o  House,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  yoQ. 

r,  ^  -^^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  1= 

'"'*'li)b-«^W  Park  Row,  125  W.  M»di 


son  Street,' 
CHICAOO. 
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152  Songs.    Price  1 0  Cents. 

Tlie  Latest  and  Best  Colleclioa  of  Popular  Soup  Extant. 

CONTENTS:— A(*tor'8  Roardinpr  House— After  the  Fair— A  Kiss  from  Tour  0<vn 
Dem  U  ill-  A  lime  on  the  Miduiirht  Sen— Always  Mind  Your  Sister,  Jpnnie—Ameiiciin  Am 
I— A  Motlier  Never  Can  FoPKet  Her  Boy— And  the  Rand  Played,  Recitation— A  i'leity 
Little  Rii'ilie  in  the  Hand— Ab  of  Old— Awfully  Clever— A  Woman's  SonR- Banjrle- He- 
CBUne  1  l>o— Kiddy  Maloiiey  —  Bri(tht-Eyed  Little  Nell  of  Narra«ransett  Bay— By  the  Sod 
8«?a  Waves— Charnimtt  Ldii— Child's  Vision— Clochette- Daisy  Bell— Dance  Me  on  Your 
Knee— Dar'a  a  New  Coon  Weddifiif — Dear  Irinh  Homestead— Ueiir  Molly  McGee— Death  of 
Oaudi-ntiH,  Recitation- Dolly  Douse- Down   the  Sunlit   Sti-eam- Dresden,   China;  or:  A 

Twih»;ht  Fancy— Kverflowinpr  Urook—Finctte— Fixed— Flowersof  Winter— Funny  without 
ReiMK  Vulttar— (iailierinfir  Shells  from  the  Seashore— Girls  and  the  Roys— Goin'to  the 
Fair— Have  I  Not  Iteen  Kind  to  Thee?— He's  Off  His  Trolley— Her  Wedding— He'll  Soon 
Have  the  Wolf  at  the  door— Ho  »\oro  a  Worried  Li'ok-Home  of  My  Childhood— How 
Can  n  Girl  Say  No?  I'm  SiitiiiK  on  the  Stile,  Mary— I  Love  Music- In  the  Bright  Mooii- 
liK'it— Di  the  (iooil  Old  Days— It  Doesn't  Belunif  to  Me— Ifs  a  Pretty  Ola  Gatf,  but  It  Goes 
— ni  Not  F<irtfet  Yi>u,  Daddy-I'll  Say  Farewell  before  We  Part-  I'll  Wait  for  J«ck-I 
Wisli  1  hadn't  Done  It- I'd  Ijve  life  over  iutlie  same  old  way— Jennie  Reilly— Kitty  O'Shea 
— Litlle  Foot, steps— Little  Johnny  Dugan— Little  JIaid  UilliinK  Her  Cow— Little  Paddy 
Moouey— Little  Shoes  Our  Antfel  Wore — Lorraine— Love  Atnuiig  the  Rosen-Love  Conies 
hut  Once— Man  in  the  Moon  Is  Xx)okiiig— Marguerite:  oi :  Waiting  for  a  Lord— Marriage 
Bells— Memories  of  the  Old  Homestead— Mine  M'>'ler-in-Law,  Recitation— Molly  Aroou- 
My  Dream  of  L'>ve  Is  O'er— Jly  Irish  Colleen— My  Little  Sunbeam -My  Nice  Young  Man— 
My  I'relly  Nell— My  <Juc-eri  — My  Stm  Jack— My  S.veetlicart— My  True  Love  Hath  My  Heurt 
—Nellie  and  May,  Si^t.-i8  Were  They— Niuety-Kiicht,  Recitation-Nodding  Off  to  Slee|>— 
Oh,  I'romist!  Me— Old  Friends  for  the  New— old  l'..et — (me  of  His  Legs  Is  I^inger  than  It 
Ks-ally  Ought  to  Re  -One  Smile  for  Mi',  Sweetheart— Our  Country— Oui-  Ijttle  Nijifwr- 
out  ut  the  Fair— Patsy.  Be  Aisy— Peck's  ISad  Boy— Peculiar— Playing  Tag  with  Baby— 
playmate.^  in  School  Days  Were  We— Polly— Poor  Pat  Must  Emigrate— Pretty  Little 
Maiden's  Sea  Trip— Pretty  Maid  Milking  Her  Cow— Put  My  Litile  Shoes  Away— Put  Your- 
sidf  III  Gilligan's  Plac^-— Kaiiiliow  in  do  Sky— Right  Smart  Sort  of  aGirl— Rock  Me  to 
Sleep.  Motlier— KoinaiK-e  of  a  Had  Y'oung  JIan— Rooster  and  the  Hen— Rose  MeShane— 
linn dy-Dowdy,  Boys- She  Is  My  Picnic  Girl— She  Left  the  Man  who  Loved  Her  for  An- 
oth.-r  Sherman's  Mmch  to  the  Si-a— Simeon  Sly— Since  She  Went  Home— Sisters— Some- 
bod) 's  t;<m)ing  When  the  Deu'drops  Fall  South  Chicago  Fire— Sweet  Sunny  South— 
TlianKful  Kvery  Time  That's  tiie  Cause  of  It— There's  a  Place  in  My  Heart  for  You  Still 
—Things  that  Make  a  Man  Feel  Like  a  Fool— Three  Little  Chups;  or:  A  Great  Old  Time— 
Tipping  Hai.it— Tuiiethat  Stopiwd  the  Ficht— Two  Little  Girls  in  Blue- Two  Little  Heaits 
MndeOui — Two  Little  Lives— Two  Niiughtv  Flies- Vas  Marriage  a  Failure?  Recitation— 
X'oliint.i-r  Oivani.st— Watching  and  Waiting— Waxwork  Show— What  We  Say  and  What 
We  Moan— when  Summer  tomes  Again— When  the  Doctor  Sees  You— When  the  Tide 
Conies  in— W'his|H-r  Softly,  Mother's  Dying— Will  You  Love  Me  When  I'm  Old!— World's 
Fair  I'ire-Youi-s Truly.  .Mr.  Dooley— Yours, etc. 

Also  Parodiils  on  the  following  songs:— After  the  Ball  (3  parodies)— Cat  Came  Back— I 
I»ng  to  Se.-  thi-  t;irl  I  Lfft  Behind— Miner's  Dream  of  Homo— Tby  Land's  My  Land— Two 
Litlle  Girls  iu  Blue  C'  pai-odies)— You  Gave  Me  Your  Love. 


For  sale  by  all  Booksellers  and  Newpdcalera  thronghont  the  United  States 
nml  (Miiada,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  atldress,  by  niaU,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
1 0  Cents  by  the  publisher.    U.  S.  postace  eiamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  Y'ork  or  Chicago  H  ousc,  wh  iche  ver  is  nearest  to  you. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 
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PRIC£    25    C£XTS. 


As1<  mamma 

A  <  'hri.'^tm.-is  story 

Aiild  i:ol>:n  (iiviy 

A  visit  t<i  rMiiii'mr.^ 

Age  of  innn  and  \\.>mnn 

A  h-gend  of  lin'geiiz 

A  c.ita.xtroplie 

Bnrli.aiTV  Frietclile 

Black  horse  ami  hia  rider 

llald-headed  man 

Brier  rose 

Ill.-ieksmith's  story 

Broken  promise 

I'.ivou.ic  of  tho  dead 

I:al>y's  Ulsa 

liclls  of  Shaiidon 

i  lister's  la.-;t  ehargo 

Caocli,  the  piper 

Coals  of  11  ro 

Correct  c;ir(l 

Countersign 

Di  T  dog  und  dcr  lobster 

Drunkard 

Diitchm.nn  ind  tho  raven 

Dandy  Filth 

liowii  in  tho  mino 

iH'r  I*iives.irop|M'r 

iHig  and  tho  tramp 

Der  slipider  und  dor  fly 

Education 


Face  against  the  pnno 
rioo.l  of  death 
F.ii-cR  in  the  flro 
Flying  Jim's  last  Imp 

<  Joiie  with  a  hanilsoincr  m.an 
(in'eii  Mountain  justioe 
Horatius  at  the  bridge 
I  I.ins's  visit  toder"  Garden" 
Inch  Cape  liell 
It's  ever  so  far  a'way 
In  the  Shipka  Pa.>--s 
In  tlie  Dime  Mnsi'um 
I'll  lalte  wh.it  father  takes 
King  Roliert  of  Sicily 
Kit  (Larson's  rido 
Ki'Ptucky  bello 
letter  of  death 
Ixjve  in  the  kitchen 
lyookout  Mountain,  IIWHI— 
Mizpah      fBeiitelshacli.  ISSO 
Mary,  the  maid  of  the  inn 
Mctiinty'shorso 
Modern  Ix-Ile 
Milton's  lost  poem 
Our  folks 

<  )ld  man  goes  to  town 
Our  ships  at  sea 
Only  a  clown 
Old  TolMicco-box 
Our  minister's  sermon 


rapa'flletfeT 
1 'ill's  reason 
Pilot's  story 
Religious  cnrd-player 
Rural  musings 
Railroad  crossing 
Schlosser's  ride 
Spart.iciis  to  the  gladititore 
Smiting  the  rock 
Sprig  of  grcon 
Station-tnaster's  story 
Soldier  tramp 
Sacrilegious  gamesters 
Swore  off 

Story  of  Deacon  Brown 
Straiiss's  b.M'(lry 
Slor.v  of  a  new  hat 
Rix;ak  gently 
Tous.'iaiiit  L'Ouverturo 
Ticket  o'  leave 
Cnknown  speaker 
Volunteer  organist; 
Village  blncksmitli 
Wonil«'rf  111  country 
Woodman,  siiare  that  treo 
Willage  Pliinkuchmidt 
Woman's  i-ig?its 
What  intemperance  cTo<-:» 

PRICE  25CENTS. 


t3r  Any  five  25-Cent  Books  on  this  page  for  ONE  DOLLAR.  j£t 

Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  yoo. 


130  &  132  Park 
NEW  YORK. 


HENRY  J.  WEHUN,  t^-.     . 

k  Row,  125  W.  Nltuiisoa.4i^U  ^ 
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168  Songs.    Price  10  Cents. 

Tbe  Latest  aM  Best  CoUecliop  cf  Pinlar  Songs  Extant. 

CONTENTS  !-  A  ITundrcd  Years  t.i  Come- Almighty  Dollar— Annie  Lee-A  Silent 
Mai.ieii— A  Starry  Night  and  a  Reautirul  Girl— Bad  Coiiii>any— Rilly's  Appeal  to  His  Ra— 
Booze  Is  There  Buy  a  Nice  Little  Home  in  the  Country— t:asey  Social  I'luh- Come  Into 
the  (iarden,  JIaud  -Come  Back  ^>  the  Old  Home— CVniP,  Come  t.o  Me,  Darling— Come  8it 
By  My  Side,  Little  Darling— t'orbeit  and  Sullivan  Fik-hi— Cottage  by  tlie  Sea— <.iii-»e— 
Dad's  Red  Bam -Dancing  in  the  Bat  n— Dancing  on  de  Kitchen  Floor— Danny  M'Call— 
Darling  1  Will  Come  Ag;iin— IVarold  Friendly  Faces— Deserter— Do  As  I  Tell  You— Dont 
Tell  Mother— Drf.im  Voices— Foi-salien,   111-,  iiatioii  — Friemls  of  Other  l)a.\i*     l-^ill  Moon 

Union- GiiRlets— (JilhO'>ley,  You're  a  1  error— (ii ve  John  I*  Credit  tor  Wiiat  He  Has  Done 
—Good  Health,  Old  Boy— Good  Y'ouiig  Man  Who  Died  Grandad's  Tales  of  Glory— Gray 
riaii'H  of  .My  Mother— Heart  Bowed  Down  — Heiirew  Fancy  Ball  He  Is  an  Angel  Now—  He 
Stole  My  Sunday  Clothes  -He's  Got  a  New  Hat  Now— HiiinotiBey'M  Bahy— Home  Again— 
Hold  the  Fort— I  am  Waiting.  Rssie  Dear— If  You'll  Bo  True  to  Me-  1  Live  and  Love  Thee 
—I'll  Whixtle  in  the  Ri'.st— In  Our  Backyard  I,a»l  Night— It  Don't  Belong  to  Me— It's  Only 
Artiflcial  After  All— Jays.  Kiiltesand  Marks— Jim  and  His  I'aitner  Joe— Just  What  1  Ex- 
pefied— Kate  O'Grady  -Keeixy  Cur«^— Ki.ss  Mo  as  I  Fall  Asleejv-  Kiss  Me  Mother,  KlSB 
Your  Darling— Kissing  .ni  tin-  Slv-Ix'tter  in  the  Candle- Let's  He  Gay— Little  Barefoot- 
Little  Black  Girl  on  the  Wall— Little  iiiight  Eyi-s— Little  Buttercup-  Long  Ago-  Lost  and 
FouiiM  -Lucky  Hors<shoe— Mar.v  Aiiu  McGuire—  McGuriy's  New  White  Hat  -Memories  of 
the  Old  Homestead  -Missus  Is  Alnays  Ihe  Ikiss— M.illy  and  1  and  the  Bahy  Mother  and 
Son— My  Chilahood's  Happy  Home  -My  Flag,  My  Flag— My  Guiding  Star  of  Long  Ago— 
My  Mary  Green— My  Sweetheart,  Jane— My  Sweetheart's  the  Man  in  the  Moon— Never  In- 
tniiiuceY'our  Donah  ton  I'al  -No  .Money —the  Ri.-h  Man  and  I'oor  Man-  Not  on  Your  Life, 
Says  Dolaii— O'Brien's  lloi-se,  Bonypsiiie- Oh,  Polly!  Pi-etty  Litlle  Polly— Old  Church 
Bells— Old  Family  Circle— Old  II. .use  at  Home— Ohi  ^fan  Dreams-Old  Man's  Drunk  Agalu 
—Old  oak  tree— Once  only  comes  i  he  hour— On  pi  inciple  —Only  to  see  her  face  again— Otiljr 
a  LiK-k  of  Hair— Owl  and  the  I'lissy  Cat — Owl  Critic,  Recitati.in- Our  Huahiinds— Our 
Wedding  Juhilee—Paddy.  Wait  Awhile— Cimiiiides  (2  (larodii-sh- These  Words  No  Shake- 
speare Wrote  (parody)— Picture  that  We  Wcm't  Turn  to  the  Wall— llctures  I've  Taken 
from  Life— Potatoes  Grow  Snwill  Over  There— Pretty  As  a  Picture— Railroad  Roy's  Ap- 

Eeal  Relations— RcmeMiber  the  Old  Friends  at  H.ime-Riiig  .My  Mother  Wore— Rosej's 
ips— Rosie  Malono- School  hov  Driys-Sciciitilli'Man  -Secret  Sweet  -See  Him  at  Home — 
She— She  D.iiic-eil  -She  .Never  Told  Me  That  -She  Promised  to  Meet  .Me  Here-Shaniua 
O'Brien— Shipmates  an.l  Mes.'tmut*'s— Since  John  Joined  the  Cents'  Bow  ling  Clul.  Since 
Murphy  Broke  His  Pledire— Smile-Something  Occurred—Something  to  Play  with— Sol- 
dier's Wife— Song  Dear  Motlier  Loved  to  Mmr— T.iko  Itack  the  Heart— Take  Your  Feet 
Out  of  the  Sand  and  Stick  Them  in  tho  Mod— Temperance  Brigade— That's  Uie  Girl  Who 
Was  Given  Away  with  Half  a  Pound  of  Tea- The  re's  a  Home  for  the  Wanderer  Still— 
They  Deny  Me  When  Thev're  Men— Thirieen  Little  Murphvs— Thou  Art  Bo  Near  and  Yet 
So  Far— Thou  Can'st  Not  Forget— Three  Christmas  Eves- To-Day  I've  Made  Sweet  Annie 
Ro.iiiey  My  Wife— Trust  the  Hoy  Whose  Jlott.v  Is  "  My  Mother  "—Two  Swi-ethearts-  Way 
to  Live— Welcome  the  Evile  Home— We  Parted  by  the  River  Side— We  Shall  Miss  Them 
Bye  and  Bye— We  Were  UidsToifether- We're  All  Rit'ht  *\  hat  a<\>iitrast— What's  Youp 
Name!  Where  Do  \'ou  Live!- When  I  Was  at*d— WhfuI'm  Madet^ptain— When  Mother 
First  Taught  Me  to  Pray— When  Sunday  Comes  Agsin- When  tlie  Swallaiws  Homeward 
Fly— When  Your  Mother  I.<aves  This  World— Where  Have  the  Girls  All  Gone  Tol— Where 
One  Goes  We  All  Go— Whether  You  Like  It  or  Not— Why  D.kw  Mother  Stay  So  Longf— 
Will  My  Darling  Come  Again!- Witiieied  RoBebud— Woman's  m  llr—Verj  t^uieUy— Voice 
of  Augel  Mother— You  Cau't  Alwoy.s  'iell. 


For  sale  by  all  Booksollcrs  and  Ncwpdealera  tbronchont  the  United  States 
and  Canada,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  by  mail,  pnst-paiJ,  on  receipt  of 
I O  Cents  by  the  publisher.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  came  as  cash. 


Addrcas  nil  orders  to  eitliorour  Ni-w  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  yoo. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Ro'sv^, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street. 
CHICAGO. 


IfHMAN^S 
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PRICE    25    CENTS. 


~  At  last  it  in  within  tho  reach  of  every  one  to  proeore,  at  A 

trifling  cost,  a  complete  handbook  of  Etiquette  and  PoUtaneai 
that  haa  no  jieer  in  this  country  or  Europe.  This  book  ha«  non« 
of  the  ancient  or  "  ba^^k-number "  suggestioni  ontbla  all-iin- 
portaiit  subject  which,  I  regret  to  say,  so  many  other  higb- 
piiced  books  contain.  It  Is  nota  "hashed-up"  or  "fake"  edi- 
tion, but  ^^i-st>-^Ia.v.s,  complete  hand-b<  ok  on  a  subject  that  ooD- 
cems  every  living  persou—asiitijectthat  comes  next  In  rank  tCi 
cleanli;iess— in  fart,  a  prai'tical  instructor  in  the  art  of  etlquettt 
and  jKiliteness  of  the  present  time.  Go'jd  manners  la,  as  aimoal 
everybodv  knows,  a  very  essential  f  net  or  In  helping  any  one  to 
attain  and  command  the  n-^jiect  of  everj-body  with  whom  he 
comes  in  contact— male  or  female,  young  or  old.  This  book  ^tm 
a  thorough  explanation  of  the  a<';K>rtiiient  of  both  males  and 
females.  It  teache.H  a  p<"rson  how  lo  be  courteous  to  all  and  tail 
possess  acertaln  amount  of  dignity  and  self -n-spect.  It  teaehso 
now  to  act  in  any  emergency,  or  ■onter  any  eoi'iety  without  em- 
barra-ssmeat,  and  how  to  avoid  ln<  orrcct  and  vul{^ar  habits  IB 
the  street,  at  home,  or  in  society.  It  teaches  you  how  to  so  liehave  that  your  society 
will  be  courted  and  soupht  after  by  every  one.  By  acting  urx'U  tho  advice  given  In  tha: 
book,  you  can  gain  access  into  any  family  in  America,  and  then  you  want  nothing  bat 
opportunity  to  distinguish  yourself.  In  short,  it  is  the  best-and  most  comprshenslT* 
treatiseon  the  subject  of  Etiquette  and  Politeuess.  Abstract  of  Contents:  Bow  to  anter 
a  room  and  how  to  leave  it— How  to  accost  or  notice  ladies  or  gentlemen  on  the  street  - 
Howtodresa  well,  and  yet  not  garL<:hly— How  to  give  and  receive  Introductions— Wh«l 
kind  of  cards  to  have,  and  how  to  present  or  Bend  them — The  proper  mode  of  glTlaft- 
presents— How  to  shake  hands  and  bid  good-bye— How  to  begin,  conduct,  and  end  a  ooa- 
rersaUon- How  to  accomi>any  acquaintances  on  the  promenade— How  to  seek  a  paitDM' 
tn  the  dance,  and  how  to  decline  an  Invitation- How  to  behave  at  dinners,  either  aa  ImnI 
orgvest— How  to  behave  during  courtship  and  marriago— How  to  "fiiMJ  tM  sffshUJ  ■! 
ohuirch,  at  partlea,  etc.,  etc.    Price  25  CentSi  hy  mail,  post-paid. 


Address  aU  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whieherer  Is  neansft  to  yoo. 


^^j^T^i  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  E 

J  Miff  a<lB2  Park  Row,  125  W.  Mad 

U"BBi:^W  YORK. 


Madison  Street* 
CniCAQO. 
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WEHMAN-S  ALBUM  ^^^^^t^^jj^p^^j, 


PRICi:    25    C£NTS. 


einc  9tU(3tt)ci!if  toiluncr  ^oxtvii^t  fiir  jjcfcnif^c  Jlrcifc, 
^umotifti|d)c  'Kufmlie  uiib  Scbiriitc,  C^ou^letd 


TaS  fbftt  frfdiifnent^u*  ^otl  tiorjiiqUpet^c  beftimmt  fein,  aflcn  feetirn  Ql3  TOfptt>f ijer 
luiienrn,  tucldie  mita'ortriiain  aus  6iin  Wcbiotc  ^<t  bfiter^n  ticbtung  in  WejiU{(t)a»t4. 
treiK-n  fid)  '^ciwU  crrin(jen  TOolIen.  t*#  cntbdlt  dine  rtitbrtaltigif  Sanimluttfl  huniotifli. 
i<f)iT  2.'ortr(in5''iit'«  fP"  frprot'tcrfflirHamfi-it,  jo  ba§  ,^l•ber  i-ttua;  fut  ibn'^taiU'nbi'O 
batin  fiufii'ti  nub.    »^i:c  '-IjiiUi  bcmgt,  wirb  Wandiem  etroas  bctnncn"  mar  bii« 

Wotto  be9  ^erauSflobfrS,  unb  nxr  einon  ilMirt 
Quf  bad  ;\n6alt6Ccrjci(l)ni6  roirff,  loirbbaniit 
iibfrnnftimmcn,  bas  biojes  ,Siol  ftrn^t  ift. 
*J!ebfn  b^tt  bunioruoUcn  Iiditiinflcn  rimS 
(JaiK'ai.lHiirniT,  >2Qpl)it,  5J?iuiritius,Wi!uMi, 
ftali(ct),  OllaRtiri-nittT,  irobiid),  jt.  jc.  — 
Siamcn,  bit"  fciiica  tf ommcntars  bcbiirf-n  — 


finbft  lid)  ciiitr  flnii)o  Sltiiubl  juin  frfun  I'Ju'c 
tm  Trurf  erjcboini-nber  iPortrrint 


ne  boil  in  hiiii. 
ocn  i>ereincfreij>'it  bcftbcfanniin  .SMimoriiton. 
vlUfS  in  *2lUi'tn  gcnommcn,  biibct  bich'S  4>iid) 
eiii  buuioriftifdica  Tcflamaforium,  tai  aU:n 
(vrruntcn  tci  .Viumor-!  unb  bcr  .vcitetfcit  ni;t 
bi'tom  (jJelcijion  eininoblcn  tcabt'n  fflnn,  l^-j 
UmbcrS  ti-t  ben  *Wiitfllicbcrn  con  iicrcinon, 
Ulub-J  JC.  Qncicr(i»l)cn,  ftd)  in  beni'cni  bi-i'cl. 
biit  }:i  jetton:  bt-nn  tuie  matirficr  Vvn  ihnon 
Wivb  tm  yamilion--,  iJccunbcj.  obiT  ©cjiU. 
1dMff5fr<-if<  Qu'flcforbi'rt,  ctuniS  toriufroflcn, 
unb  flcrdth  boloi  in  niditflcrinne^'frlcgeiiluit 
—  ta-i  fine  Wobidit  ift  ju  lung,  bud  anbcre 
pnfit  nid)t  fiir  bon  ^^n-i-tf,  bom  e-i  bii-ncn  foU, 
u.  j.  ro.  ?n  ai-chmr.n'S  'Jllbum  ift  !Hatb  gc 
fdinfft,  bftni  C3  cntbalt  in  bunfer  'Jltroi'djc.Iiin.i 
fomiirfie  a'ortrai-!?,  ifonplcti,  (colcidii-rjo, 
(farn^•nfi^r•/i•prtliigo^c.,uil^ieb?Wl■idnr.a(t•j. 
riditiing  ift  barin  vcrtrcton.  (*-i  ttiicb  nud) 
Tomji-nigcn,  ttjildier  fcinm  bcfUiiratorifdi.n 
Wi'hriiud)  brttjon  nuidit,  boim  Hcun  bolun 
piiniiR  bereitim.  —  Xcr  ^Itifrcanb  ton  ,>^i;it 
unb  Wclb  fiir  bfffoS  itb«T  ein  jCSunbert  b?r  boftni  hiimoriftif*.m  TcfUniiationon  entbul> 
tenbe 'JPiid)  ftcbt  in  fi'iniMn  'Jcrbiiltnife  ju  bcm 'I'rt'is  bi-i'vUien  —  iJ,*  i^cnt<^.  Tor 
iyraU'Sjtol'fr  glaubt  jobodj  in  .Citnrtd)t  inif  bie  bciipicnofe  *i*iUigfeit,  unb  woil  iai  'I>u(^ 
cinem  wabtcn  iBcbiirfniB  tnttpridjt,  auf  bic  rocitcfte  iU<rbtatuna  bejiclbcn  tcdjneniu 
biirfcn.  

3"  tfji'"''''"  bnT(Iinn-?^n*honMfrunb^fif«nn?nge»tfn  inbmiPerfinigtfnBtnntm 
unb  (f onll^ll,  innji*  Qc^icn  C'inicuiurg  U-i  IMia^.a  in  iJJticfmotfcn  bicctt  unb  fiaafo 
*om  .ytrausgeber 

Address  all  orders  to  tither  our  X»w  York  itr  (  lurnffo  honne,  whloliever  Is  nearest  to  you. 

■^m  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  ^ 


130  &*132  Park  Row. 
NEW    YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 


[Hlil] 


CONUNDRUMS  AND  JOKEi 


PRICE    25    CENTS* 


A  book  faU  nnd  runnlnR-oT«r  with 
rtd»*plltttn(r  futi.  It  conuliia  Conun- 
drumi  that  will  net  tho  whole  c  >iitlneul 
naaainK.  ari't  thnn  they'll  have  tnjziw 
'um  up  half  tL*  tlin«  Jukex  and  (Tags 
Iter  End  Men— the  bet"  lot  of  theaa  fun- 
ny nuwer»  and  quft^'lons  a^er  put>- 
Itahed.  .Nejrr'.,  metcnefr -ttie  Minstrel 
utd  Showman  win  ftiid  In  this  book  all 
the  tketcheK  ther  want  to  set  a  house  In 
*  r1p-r'*rinu«  lAiiKhter  U  a.W>  con- 
ialns  all  t>ie  latest  ]ukes  of  Thatcher. 
Prtmroee  &  West,  (;arncri««',  ana 
BAverly's  Minstrels,  also  of  siirh  come- 
dians as  Ham^an  &  Hart,  Blily  Rice, 
Oua  Williams,  r&t  Rix^iuey,  J  K  Em- 
actt,  Sarn  iKvere,  and  many  others 
sqoally  prominent.  In  fact.  It  contains 
U>«  t>Mt  and  most  comprehensive  col- 
.actlon  of  Sketches,  Conundrums  an  t 
Jokes  ever  fa'ii  at  m>  low  a  price.  Sent 
i1  mall,  D<'>"t  pill (1,  to  any  address  an 
.receipt  of  25  Cents.  ^  S.  postaije 
Stamps,  of  any  deuomlnAtlon,  takun 
June  as  casta. 

Bnciii/— Firecoplesfortl.  0«tfour 
»f  your  frlt-nds  to  club  in  with  you  at 
If  cents  each,  making  $1  In  all,  and 
Itereby  get  your  own  book  free.  This 
•ffer  holils  ir'X>d  at  any  time.  Kemem- 
tor  the   uue,    "  Wuimam's    Ui.sstkei. 

SKXTCMIS,  COirCNDRllIB  kXD  JOCU." 
lend  for  a  fre*  catalogue  ot  Bongs, 
tooks,  etc.,  «to. 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chli-ajro  house,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  you 

^  HENRY  J.  WEHII*N,|S^!  ADA 

180  ft  132  Park  Row,  126  W.  Madison^treet. 


NEW   YORK. 


CHICA( 


.  B.  H 


■WEHMAN'S 


PRACTICAL 


T 


Price  V?">  ('"■ii"». 


PRICE   25    CENTS.  i 

This  now  Practlca!  PonUrr  Book  fills  a  long  felt  want  for  a  Complete  and  Standanl 
Guide  for  the  Breeding  and  Management  of  Poultry  for  Domestic  Use  and  the  Mnrkets, 
Clie  building  of  Hi'iinerles,  and  models  theref'>rj  Ineul>ators,  Egif-Hatching,  etc.  We  ar» 
Inforno'd.  from  g.M.d  authorlt.v,  that  many  oId-ra»hioned  fHrniem  are  inclined  to  dis- 
credit the  statement  thai  therB  is  .Money  In  I'oultry— whjl  because  lliej  are  not  i>M<ted 
In  the  now  and  iniprnved  idei"  in  p.>ultrv  maiiageiiKnt.  A  littio  trial  of  the  rule^  laid 
iown  in  this  hook  will  !<..on  di"oel  all  mixgivingi  in  this  direction,  and  tend  to  convince 
the  most  sceptical  Ihiitllicre  is  Money  in  Pouliry-Keeping.  Every  farmer,  every  breeiter, 
every  poultry  donler,eveiy  man  or  woman  having  available  Krouiid,  every  perxoii  having 
one  or  more  fo"  Is,  ought  to  secure  a  copy  of  this  bo„k  ai  onc<>— «»  it  means  Uollais  and 
Cents  iu  their  pockets  if  its  iustiuctlona  are  practic'  d— iierhapsaftluenee  if  "onducteu  as 

a  biislness.    Tne  iiiforiiintion  it  contains 
is  not  founded  on  hearsay,  but  was  ob- 
tained from  the  most  relialile  sources— 
that  is.  it  contains  only  crnrti'iil  Informa- 
tion nl.out  poultry,  etc.,  KUili  as  han  lieen 
trieil  foryeiiiH  and  found  to  !>«»  satisfao- 
tory  nnniH-i.'iliy  and  otherwise.  »*Ve  have 
spared  no  pmiis.  time  or  ex|MMi»H-  in  get- 
ting lilt  this  book,  and  we  feel  conlldeut 
that  it  s  only  a  (iiiestioii  of  time  when  we 
will  rt-ip  the  fiuits  of  our  Inbor  in  the 
shape  of  thousands  of  mail  ordeiv  for  the 
same,  aa  It  "speaks  for  itsalf,"  and  will, 
therer.iie,  lie  lecoiniiiendi'd  by  all  its  pur- 
chasers  aa    a    Complete    and    Standard 
Guide.    It  Is  w<  ith  many  times  its  cost  to 
even  a  perH>n  reading  it  merely  foi  the 
Inst'  iiction  mill  kiiowledire  it  imparts  re- 
garding p  ultiy  with  'Ut  any  Intention  of 
praci Icing  the  same,  not  to  say  the  least 
about  iCH  value  t-*  the  farmer,  breeiler,  or 
p<mltry  dealer.    Any  farmer,  breeder,  or 
poultiy    denier  who   hasn't   a   copy    olfyj 
*Vkh.m<s's   PRAcncAt,  I'oi-Lxnv  Hook  1^ 
not  ahrenst  of  the  times,  and  Is  losing     ^ 
money  every  day  that  lie  is  without  itj^^ 
Many  fariiici-s  look  to  their  agriciiltMniJL*^ 
Journals   for  Inforniotion   in    (his   line, 
which  Is  very  go  .d  so  far  aa  it  goes.  biitCD 
It  diK'«ii't  I  over  the  whole  matter  from<~~> 
beginning  to  end  in  one  i-sue,  while  in-vj 
this  liook  they  can  tlnd  ail  the  reliable  iiiC'''^ 
formalioii  they  dr.sire  in  compact  form. 
and  it  costs  but  a  quaiter.    riie  following    '  » 
are  a  small  -coition  of  the  toi'ics  trenteiCO 
in  this  bwJL    How  to  Si  art  and  Stock  a^,;-- 
Henneryj  Poultrv  nouses.  Cheap  and  Expensive:  Yards  '.>->pBaiid  EncloMiies;  Poultry— r* 
K.epimr  for  IVortt;  Poultry  on  a  Laive  Scale;  Poultry  mii.-ing  as  a  Husiiicss,  IVedinrf^^j; 
and  Laying;  Wint.r  Kw'if  Production;  Thellutchiog  Period;  I'letmrlmf  Nests  for  Sitieisf^ 
Fpriug  Hieeiling  of  poultry;  The  Hens  for  Karnicrs,  How  to  Produce  Ijiviis;  Good  au  l» 
(Tie.ii)  Inculmt ors;  How  to  llnise  Artllli-mllv-Hotched  Chickens;    Cnpoiilziiig:   Pockii  g^^ 
Egk'S  for  Market;  Packing  P>uliry  for  Market;  Fee<llng  Hop|«rs;  Drinkiiu;  Foiiiitaiii.*^^— 
aid  (iiain  Chests;  Eggs  nnd  I"udets;   Pitseivmg  Eu-gsj   Dis<«.-is  of   l'oiilt>-y-.CIiIck«ii— ^^ 
Cholera.  Pip,  (Japes,  H'>up,  Scaly  Lew's,  T.i'-c,  Hg  Failing,  Cioi>-ni>uiid  Kowis,  ef.;  thorC^ 
I'lviiiouth  Kocks;  the  WvHiid   ttes;  the  Riowii  L<>ghoriis;  the  Golden  Spain;IetI  Crested^^ 
Pi>li«h;  the  White  Crested   Bla  k   Polands;  the  Lnnvshans;  the  Silver  Spsnt'led  Ham-^^ 
burirhs;  the  Homlans;  the  BulT  Cochins;  the  White  Cochins;  the  White  Ii.ghorfi»;  tliiC^" 
Golden  I'eiiciled  Hamliiirg'  s;  the  White   Shanghacs,  tho  Ijl   Klcclie   FohI.s;  the  Gmj^^ 
I)oi  kinirs;  the  Brahinu.s    <i  ime  Fowls,     antams,  etc.;  Mnnatfemciit  of  Chickens    Killimrt~n 
Pimltiy;  Piepaiing  Afoiiist  Vermin;  Fencing;  Maiiageim-nt  of  Duck";  liaising  Turkey  s; 
F.itieniiig  Geese,  etc.,  etc.    It  would  take  mniiy  pages  to  explain  fully  tlie  nieiils  .f  this 
book,  as  It  IS  replete  with  everything  worth  knowing  about  the  Breeding  and  Manage- 
ment of  Poultry,  etc.    The  Information  it  contains  U  not  only  reliable,  but  modem  and 
econoniiral.     1^  voii  purchase  this  hook,  you  will  never  leirrer   having  done   for  it   i^^ 
jnoiiey  wisely  tip«'nt.     l>o  not  dela.v  In  sending  for  It;  you  never  have  andneiercan  make 
a  belter  inveVtnienl  for  h  i|Uiiiier.     It  is  profusely  Illustrated,  with  handsome  cover,  and 
Is  a  first-class  hook  in  evi't  \  nspect      It  is  sold  at  a  price  that  places  it  within  reach  u( 
•very body. 'Price  TWCNTV-FIVE  CENTS  P>:r  copy,  by  mull,  post-paiO. 
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AddiessuU  ord<  r.<  to  eithci  our  Niw  Vol  k  or  Cbicnt'O  house,  whichever  la  nearest  to  }..ii. 
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NEW  BOOK  OF 


TRICKS 
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VENTRILOQUISTS'  GUIDE. 

PRICE  25  CEMTS.  ' 

This  Is  the  latest  and  host  hook  publbihed  '■n  TflckS,  V6n" 
triloquism,  8econd«Slght  and  Fireside  Mesmer- 
ism. It  IS  Illustrated  with  over  60 engravings,  the  in..JtructionC 
for  |>4.rforiniug  are  so  plainly  given  that  any  child,  with  a  llttl:, 
pnioticc,  can  do  them,  aa  tney  only  require  simple  appa- 
ratus. We  will  mention  a  few  of  the  tricks  in  this  hook:  How 
to  eat  a  pj-ck  of  sliavings  .ind  change  them  into  a  ribbon  -How  to 
niako  adinie  jMuis  through  a  table— How  to  make  Are  bum  unde( 
water— How  to  put  a  ring  thrt>ugh  your  cheek  '-d  then  bring  If 
on  artick— How  to  make  a  loaf  dance  while  i,  is  baking  in  th# 
oven  — How  to  cutoff  a  chicken's  head  without  killing  it—llow  tc 
make  ice  in  Summer— How  to  change  water  into  wine— A  lam^ 
;'iat  will  burn  for  a  year— How  to  cut  off  your  nose— How  tc 
make  fireproof  paper— How  to  eat  tow  and  Bi't  It  on  Are  in  youi 
loouth— How  to  produce  a  mous«  from  a  pack  of  caixls— How  to 
tell  the  number  any  person  thinka  of— How  to  t«'ll  in  advance* 
canl  8elect<'d  by  any  one  Howr  to  tell  if  a  porwin  is  in  love- 
How  to  remove  a  man's  shirt  without  Inking  oiT  his  coat  or  vest,— 
How  to  hoUl  a  glnss  of  wafer  upMde  ilcwu  without  spilling  it^  How  to  become  a  Yen* 
triloqulst  and  ISO  other  e<{uaily  astonishing  tricks,  etc.  Old  and  young  should  not 
fail  to  get  thi.^  highly  amusing  and  wonderful  book:  It  will  put  you  on  the  road  to  ba 
come  a  Great  Magician,  x"fh  as  llermoua.  Heller  and  others.  IXon't  fail  to  get  U 
only  2S  cents,  ^i  muil,  p<->-r  imnl. 


I 
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Addrt'iaall  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  house,  whichever  ia  nearest  to  jrou. 


o  rr  -5^*JIENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  ^^ 

V  KsrPh.^  Row.  125  W.  Madison  Street, 

U  J  JtStR.YORK.  CHICAGO. 
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148  Songs.    Price  10  Cents. 

THe  Latest  aM  Best  Collectimi  of  Popular  Sonp  Eitant, 


CONTENTS  t-A-coinff  to  de  Promised  Land-A  Little  BUie  Fo^Jre^Me-No^-AU 
Aimm?tIri{.Xe«-All  ?ur  flie  S«Le  or  Jaok-A  M-the.V  WeKome-Ai.d  Yon  All  Get 
r^d  u^on  a  Frid«y-AS^l^  Opinion  -A  Rurt.c  and  Rnrty  Old  "nme    Barre,  of 

Pork-Battle  of  Bunker  Hill-Bofrle  Baff.iii-Buwery- Cunw  of  All  Hi«TroubJe-(  l.a,.e- 
r..iie-Culuml»u8  W»m  an  I.l«hmaii-CominK  fror.i  the  Matliiee-C.mtei- «  Sei^nade- 
O.untrv  Band-Crlno-I-ena-Dear  Old  Home-DoinR  Dr.  Tanner  till  the  Pay  Day  (  on  es 
-Do  They  Mi*.  Me  at  Homef-DriU.  Ye  Tarrieis,  Drill-Drum  Solo-Lniiiscorthj-EriM, 
tlieStarof  the  Sea-GeorRle-Get  up  Early-God  Bless  My  B. .y  at  Se".-!'" 'fi}""' Nme 
-Have  An..ther-He  Is  Irtsh-Heroe*  of  Every-Day  Lifer:Horje-r«i-  Fiend-Husbiii.d  s 
heouiem-Husbands'  Boat-If  I  Hart  a  Dollar  N.ite-l  Have  No  Moilier  Now  (Oii(riiii.l 
VeTsiHi)-!  Have  No  Mother  Now  (New  Vc:Rion)-l  Know  a  Sweet  \  alley -I  Loved  You 
Better  than  You  Knew-l'm  the  Man  tliat  Brought  C-lunihus  Over  Here-In  Dreams  I 
See  Mv  Mother-Deland  at  the  Fair-lriBhiimn  an.t  the  VV hale-Irlshniaiis  Home-It 
Isn't  the  Fault  ..f  theGitls-Il  See.iis  hut  Yesterday-Ii's  «je  SeaPoi.inK  Wot  Does It- 
Ki«<.  and  Lets  Make  Up-KJ«.  Me  Again-Kitty  Nolan-Klein  Threw  21-Ladj- in  the  Sun- 
Utter  in  My  Heart-Little  Willie-l/>ve  Me  Little.  L-ve  Me  L;n(r-M«n  in  the  Moon  Sees 
It  All-Mary  Jane  Ca^-ey  from  the  County  Mayo-McOilliKnu's  \\e<ldiiiK-Mirhael  Hoy- 
Milwaukee  Fiie-MoLher'sTwiliKht  S<.iiK-Mu-lc  at  Home- My  Heait  1«  ha<l  To  l)ay-My 

I/.ve  Will  Be  Home  in  the  Morniiie-Mv  Own  S'';fVf''??''T,""c^7**'a  f  L*i  '\*^"ni!."'wi:; 
Mv  Sisler  Mamie'?  Hat-Nellie  Daily's  6a.l-01.!  Bill.   Do  Be  StiU-Oh!  Flossie-Oh!  Had 

We  s e  Bi  itfht  Little  Isle  of  Our  6wn-Oh!  Look  at  I|eri^.V'!^''''e-Oli-SinK  that  Plain 

tkve  Air  Au'ain-Ola  Folks  at  Home-Old  Gi-ay  Mule-Ol.i  Mill  Wheel-Old,  Ol.l  Friends  in 
t'e  Old.  UUI  H.. me— Only  a  Hero— On  the  Bridge  at  TwiliKht-Our  Hands  Have  JUt.  but 
Not  Our  Hearts-Out  for  a  Racket-PuUdy  L.vesa  Shanir.K-k-Pateiit  Bell  Pumh-l  ha- 
.11  ikf  I'rohooie,  or:  Tlie  Irish  Lochinvar.  Reeitutloii-Pour  Mick-I>ull  the  BeU.  O  Reilly- 
Kexolve  to  Be  Merry  — Reuben  and  Cjiithin  -Kiiii?-a-HoKy;  or:  Rosy  and  J..t^R..w  the 
BoutLiKhtlv-Sailo/g  MeH8a»fe-Search  the  Pajre  of  HiKtoo-Sliainiock  Band-hhe and 
I  ToKether-She's  Firtr.  She's  Youiip-Simnle  Maiden.  Tell  Me  \\  hy-g  eep.  Baby,  SU"ep- 
iilumber.  Mv  Darlinif- Soniethimr  that  Nob^.dy  Knov.s— Soii,<  of  the  Flumber— So  Would 
I -Spanish  Ladv-Stajre  of  Life-Still  the  World  0'*8  on-Sweet  Do v;e-S»^et  Dove 
<An«wer)-Ti.atGirl  In  theSfrpenUne  Dance- There's  a  Place  In  My  Heart  for  You  \el- 
Tliere  Is  No  One  Like  Mother  to  You-There  Is  N..lhinK  So  Lov-ely  As  W  onian-They  Have 
Given  Her  to  Anoiher-True-Uncle  Sam's  C'oncen;  or:  The  Great  Cliicwol|air-Li)  Go 
the  Kireworks-We'd  Any  Ai.iountof  Bites-We're  Homeward  Boun.l-What  It  Is— When 
MoKQuitoes  Cackle— When  the  Cows  Are  Coniint?  Home— When  \\  'U  You  Meet  Me  Again 
Norah!-»^hite  Pil(fim-Why  D-es  Mothe.-  SUy  So  LonR!- *\idow--\V  ill  They  Answerif 
I  Write'— Will  You  Join  in  the  Army  of  the  Sweet  KaIvati..nf-\\  orld's  fair-W  reck  of  the 
Tienion  and  Vandaha— Yes  or  No— You  Can't  Expect  Ihem  Always  to  Agree— You  Can  t 
Stop  Her— You  Know  You  Do. 


I'etrgy  Cline— Poor  Gal  Didn't  Know.  You  Know— ^^  ben  the  Dajs  Grow  Longer— 


Ing    

Wnere  tbo  Ctiicken  Got  the  Axe. 


For  sale  by  all  Bookeellere  and  Newgdeniere  thmnphont  the  tJnited  States 
and  Canada,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
10  Cents  by  the  publieber.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  talicn  same  as  casn. 


Address  oU  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  yoo. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 


WEHMAN'S 

Business  LETTER  Writer 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

This  book  Is  desiifned  to  meet  the  wants  of  all  those  who  are  seekinf;  a  first-class  Busl- 
tiess  lyttei-Writer.  ns  it  contains  a  large  variety  of  carefully-selected  specimen  Busines:? 
Letters;  also  a  large  number  of  Legal  and  Mercantile  Forms  used  in  Business— hui-Ii  as: 

Artii'les  of  Co-Purtiiership,  Notice  of  Dissolution, 
Form  of  an  Assitrnmeiit,  Acknowledjriiient  of 
Deed,  Bill  of  Sal.-.  Power  r^  Attorney,  jiulifnient 
Note,  Form  of  nn  Order,  Partnership  Au'reeinont, 
any  iminy  othrrs  too  iiuiiierous  to  ineiitioii;  alscj 
the  Art  of  StKiet  Wiitiiiir,  Business  Laws  and 
Maxims  for  Business  Men  and  Mercantiie  Abbre- 
viations. In  short,  in  the  pnires  of  this  book  aro 
set  lorth  Business  Forms.  Sly U'S  and  Technicali- 
ties to  aid  the  inexpi'i-ienced  in  tlie  routine  of 
commercial  intercourse,  adopling  the  plainest; 
terms  consistent  with  the  studious  politeness 
which  is  riirorously  demanded  in  commercial  let- 
ters. Every  iK)sition  in  life  demands  litler-wiit- 
inpr.  A  letter  is  the  prent  link  between  parents 
and  children,  between  lovei'S,  between  fiiemis; 
vliile  in  business  relations  it  makes  fortunes  or 
ninrs  them.  Irrespective  of  tlieir  magnitude  and 
imniirtance,  comi'ieicial  tmnsactions  are  gene- 
rally begun,  continued  and  ended  by  cori-es- 
pondence.  Letter-writinpr,  in  general,  £s  not  an 
easy  task  to  the  great  majority,  and  business  let- 
ters ai-e  still  more  difficult,  from  the  fact  that 
greater  interests  nre  involved,  and  results  of  gnin 
or  loss  nre  deiiendent  upon  theii\  Letter-wi  itin(f 
faan  accompllahment  which  every  one  should  strive  to  acquire.  It  is  not  only  useful, 
but  very  desirnble  and  n<'ce88ary  in  familiarizinir  the  mind  with  business  habits  and 
inntfers  connected  therewith.  It  also  stimulates  tlie  mental  capacity  and  develniH'S  the 
inlellfct.  It  would  take  i«nteupon  page  to  explain  fully  the  merits  and  nsefulness  of 
this  book.  In  onlerto  give  everylKxly  an  opiiortiinity  to  obtain  nt  least  one  copy,  wo 
have  made  the  price  very  low,  namely:  TWENTY'FIVE  CENTS  per  copy,  by 
mail,  post-pnid.  SI'Kcial— Five  copies  for  $1.  G<t  four  of  your  fi  ieiids  to  club  in  with 
you  at  25ceiilseacli,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  fret  your  own  book  free  of  Chaige. 
Any  five  Twenty-five  Cent  Books  on  this  page  for  SI* 

AAlreM  an  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  yoo. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 
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130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 
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130  Songs.    Price  10  Cents. 

The  Latest  and  Best  Collection  of  Potnlar  Sbbis  Eitait. 

CONTENTS  :  — Aslt  the  Man  in  the  Mo.-n- A  Ssilor's  n^me.  Sweet  Home— A  Roll- 
ing bt'iie  (ia  hei-s  No  Moss— Always  Toirether— A  Molhei 's  Waloh  ii.v  the  Sea— As  We 
Wander  in  the  Orange  («rove— Aims-House  Fire -A  Message  from  Motliei— At  It  Again— 
Ark«nsa»v—A  Pretty  Gill- Butterfly  ihide— Bard  of  Armagh-Be  M>  Motlier  till  I  Die— 
Birdie,  Darling— Bonnie  Sweet  Bessie,  the  Maid  of  Dundee— Bring  Down  Your  Wants  to 
Your  Means— Bovs  Toif  ether— Blame  It  onto  tlie  Girls— Bab».  Baby- Christopher  Colum- 
bus. Recitation— (;ull  Me  P«'t  Names— Call  Me  Thine  Own- Drop  It— Day  I  Lost  M"  Job- 
Do  All  the  Good  that  You  Can  -Darling  Bessie  of  the  I^ea- Drummer  of  the  Sixty-Ninth 
—Dance.  Judy.  Dance— Every  Dav'll  Be  Sunday  By  and-By— Exile  of  Erin— Eiiu'sGitH-n 
Siore— Excuse  Me.  Excuse  Me- Empty  Is  the  Kitihen.  Biddy's  ({•■ne — Every  Koi>e  Must 
Have  Its  Thorn— Failed  l^oat  of  Blue—  Face  up  ii  the  Floor.  Uecitat ion  —  Girl  that  Got 
Stuck  on  the  Country— Give  Paddy  but  a  Chance—  Georga  Washingdone.  Kecltiition— 
Gal  with  Her  HairCut  Curly- lleitfh.  Ho!  I.ii.go  Sslly -He  Nevrr  Came  Back-I  Giiesa 
Not— I  Never  Tell  Tales  Out  of  Si-h'ol-  I  Don't  Think  He'll  Do  It  at  l'resent-It>  All  0<v 
ing  to  Hnpiien  Next  Year— I-aac  Cohen's  Home— India  Huhlx-r  Man— I  Guess  I'll  Keep  It 
L'lnger,  Don't  Yer  Ktiow_1  Cannot  Call  Her  Mother— 'Tis  H«rd  to  Give  ihe  Hami  Whera 
the  Heart  Can  Never  Be— I  Koew  It-Pm  Si'voiiti-en  To-Day— I  Found  Her  Sleeping-. I 
>\  ant  to  Be  Scmiebody's  Darling— Just  to  t^how  There  Was  No  III-Feeling— Jubilee  Hymn 
—Jack  Was  a  True  Fii'^nd  to  Me— Judgment  Day— Little  Old  l<<>g  Cabin  in  the  Lune— Lul- 
laby, Baby  Dear— Little  Rosebud— Lari-e  Schooners- Lightehii.'s  Straight  Ahead— Life- 
Boat  Crew— Mi<liiight  S<iuad— McCormick's  Irish  Hat— Me  and  Jack— Massa's  Wedding 
Niirht— Maggie's  Secret— Memories  of  the  Past- Mary  Ann  Kelioe— M'  on  Behind  the  Hill 
—Mother,  Do  Not  *\eep  for  Me— Mulliiran's  Mus<4iiera<)e— Mother's  Prayer  tiy  the  Sea— 
Mnu  «itli  an  Elephant  on  His  Hamls— Mury  Barry- Nellie  Clancv— No  W'ork— Onli  One 
—Oblige  a  Lady —Old  Black  Crow— Oh,  Maiia:-OI<l  Barn  Floor -Oh,  Joshua!  Pajia's  Baby 
n  .y— Paddy  Stole  the  R.iiie-Pretty  Little  Rosy  Che<'ks- Picture  that  Is  Turntst  ToKaid 
the  Wall— Pleasures  of  Boardiiiir — Padilys  Land— Hark  Plaoo  Horror--Po..r  UM  Bum— 
Down  Went  McOility  (Paroil.\  )-Litter  that  NevcrCaine  (Parodj )— Wash  Me.  Mother  Dear 
(Parody)— Quiet  Lodgings— Right  Idea— Rose-Bnsh  — Sights  at  the  Dime  Museum  —  Sha 
Trotted  Me  Off  to  Church— Sweethearts  'Wero  We— Six  Ft>et  of  E»rth— Sella  De  Baiian', 
R.'citation— Skipper  and  His  Boy— Still,  Still  in  Debt— SiK-od  on.  My  Baik— She  Never 
Blamed  Him,  Ncver-Siirhis  in  New  York  City— Scpisi-o.  Honest  Man-Sail  to  Ihe  Lights 
on  the  Shore— Turn-Verein  Cadets— Tanj-ant  Side— These  Word"  NoShskes|>eare  Wmie— 
Tr.'iv  Bong— They  Never  Will  Invite  You  Any  More  — To  Be  a  Ixme  Wiiiow  — Up  Wont 
McGinty— Widow  Nolan's  Door— Weavers'  Strike— When  You  and  I  Ware  Young.  Maggie 
— Wlien  the  Women  KolUs  B..ssthe  Wliole  World— When  I  Was  a  Child  of  Three— Wild 
Man  of  Borneo— Wliere  Are  Y'ou  (jojng,  ,Mv  Pretty  Moid!— Your  Necktie's  Up  Behind— 
You  Press  the  Button,  We  Do  the  Rest- Yuii  Can't  Get  a  Drop  on  a  Sunday. 
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For  sale  by  all  Booksellers  and  Newsdealers  thronghont  the  TTnlted  States 
and  Canada,  or  will  be  ecnt  to  any  address,  by  mail,  tioet-paid,  on  receipt  or 
10  Cents  by  the  publisher.    V.  S.  postajje  ptanijis  taken  eame  as  cash. 


Address  aU  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  wh.cherer  is  nearest  to  yoo. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison 
CHICAGO 
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SONG   BOOK 
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OOJtTTAJISrilTO 

309  of  the  Latest 
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Most  Popular  Songs  of  the  Day. 
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t^T"  This  book  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  iu  silver  or  U.  S.  postage  aUmps. 
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Address  all  orders  to  eitherour  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  yoB. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 
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2  Park  Row. 
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125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICACM).. 
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152  Songs.    Price  10  Cents. 

Tie  Latest  aiiJ  Best  Collcciioii  of  Pomiler  Sois  Extant. 

CONTENTS!— A  Drpain  within  a  Drt-ain-  A  L<'ttor  !•>  His  Dod-V  I/>ynl  RniKht— 
Aiv.  a\s  the  Same  Old  Tlniitf  A  Niktht  in  Klon«la  on  tlip  liiuiiis  of  tin-  Tiilinlins«-«>-  An 
liisliniiiu'n  Way— An  <ly«ter"a  l,i>ve-As  thf  I'huioli  Hfll!"  Chinic  Aulil  Ui>i>iu  Ciia.v— 
R-uutiful  Nlc  of  the  Sfii  -Boom  T«-ia  -Breal«  Awiiy,  MfCaireriy-  lirolien  Honu'-Hroktii 
Fioniisf,  Koc-itBtiou— Drotlur  Jiif-Captain  Koheit  Kiild— C'leivland's  Rnliy  (iiil— «\>iiio 
to  My  Hiiirt.  My  Love— Ciniifiniira;  or:  U-avt-  Your  H.iots  on  tlii'  Mat -Ciu'lino  C'liili - 
East  and  West"  Side  of  Town -Flowers  Will  Come  in  May  I'lviniJ  Kilti'lnnaii— Kniiiiy 
Little  bVllow  with  the  Hitrh,  Hiirh  Hut  -Kminy  M«n-Uft\onr  ll:>ir  Cut  t.ul  Next  liooi- 
to  Me— Grace  Oni'Jinir  -ijiuve  of  Honaparto  tJi-liariior  Li»rlit  -  He's  «  (iiod  Old  "  Ha  ■ 
Bern"— Her  Father  Has  Turned  Hie  Dear  Tutiire  Analn— Hotel  Uoyal  Kiie  If  the  l-air 
at  Ohieoao'g  a  Krost-I  Know  I  Am  Irish,  and  I'rond  of  It,  f  no  1  May  Re  Thii",  I  May  *'•" 
That— Increase  of  Orinie— I  Was  rndernenlh -1  Wonder  What  Ilia  Kai'o  liooked  I.iWer - 
Jaek  (iorinan -JoIIt  Doifii— Jovs  of  a  Vi,.dilin>r  Hint;  -Katie  I,ee  and  Willie  Oray-  Keep 
It  L..n»fer— Let  Me  Likea  Soldier  Kail  Liifht-lircen  raiosol-Mmerick  Ik  !len:iliinl— Lit- 
tle OM  (iernian  Home  A'toss  the  Sea  U>ok  *>ut  for  Inf.irnu-i>— Li.ve'*  Captivity  — 
MelKiniirirsOldTin  Uo..f-Mary'»  Cheeks  Are  Rosy  -JlaU'ieaiid  Knte- Miner's  I>ri«iii  of 
Home    MiiiHr-M oilie  -Money'ntheCailsm  of  It  All— .Moony  Man    .Mother.  I'vet  onie  Homo 

t"  l)ie-Mr.  Murphv's  Will,  Uirilalion  -My  Clmni,  Toni     .My  IHar  Old  .Mother's  H - 

My  Viff  She  Viu  Vaitin^  for  Me-Xiine   on  the  Poor  -Never  in  a  Thousand  Yearn- No- 
thiitif  Is  Like  It  L'.'«ed  to  Be-No  Tidinirn  from  Over  the  Sen     u'Crady  at  the  (Janie 
0Ke«-l-vs-01d  Hickory  Cane  -Old  Love     (Hue  Moie  We  Sp.Mk  Dther  Teople'-"  Sohj.- 
Our  Eiiihlem— Philadelphia  Once   Moie-ru'ture,  Keeilati.ii-  I'oli.-.-  Gazette-  I'oor  (o.l 
Didn't  Know,  You  Know— I'<K>r  Old  Tramp- I'luetiee  What  You  I'reaoh— lYodiiral  Son 
fromisv.!  Land— Hroiniw  that  You'll   Never   I' II     I'lill  f  •rthn  Shoro-ltt  nienihcr.  I'.ov  * 
Make  Meii-Reiilien  lilue -Kidinif  in  a  SUIl-Ii    Sam  Johnson's  (\.lored  Cake  WalU-Sc.  I- 
tish  Kmik-raiit's  Farewell -S-e  Ih  it  My  (Jiave'sKept  liieeii    SI, .imroeks  and  Kisses- She's 
My  DarliiiB  -She's  .S^v.iiteen  Ti>I>a>      Shipwreck     Sights  in  a  Dime  Mn.Jeiim— Six  Mauni- 
tlcent  Brk-ks-.>*o  Uo  I-Sin-ak  to  Me.  Speak-  Spiijf  of  Oieeii.  l;ec-ilatic)n~stn«e-Drivt  r  i  ii 

the  KiiiekrrlKH-ker  Line   -Stohn  Ki-se9    Are  the  8"i-etest-St Outside  l>aii  Miirph>'s 

l>iK>r-Strollinit  with  Nora— Swet-t  I,a.-iS  of  Itlchniond  Hill-Sw.-.-t  Marjoram -Sxinirioir 
on  Kiley'a  (iaie— Tapioca-T.ira  ra  li.iom  der-e- There  .Are  Mo:iients  \%  hen  one  Wanf-<  i.. 
Be  Alone-  There's  Bound  t  >  ».-  a  it  nv  There's  None  Will  F..r;;i\e  Like  a  Mothei  -■Ihey 
All  (Jame  Ifcu-k -Think  "f  the  Love.i  ( 'n.s  at  ll..nv  Ti.isnii.i  Timt  Tim  e  Cniu-il  Natior,  < 
— True  t- Jack— Under  the  Hrtwthi>rn  llower-V.terans  Vilikins  and  His  Dinah- Wnii- 
deriiigr  Kefiiift'e  -  Wntchiii»t  at  the  Window  for  Her  U  .y  W.-  All  Wear  Clonks- Weaiinif 
Out  the  (ireeii  — Wedited  Once,  hut  I'arled  Now— Whenever  Tin  re's  a  Woman  in  the  Caso 
-  When  the  Old  Chiirch-Cloek  .Struck  Ton- Where  Arethe  Knetidsof  My  Vimlli!  U  hy 
Should  We  Live  as  Strnnirers'  Willai;e  I'laek.-s'liini.lt.  K.cilntioii  -  \\  olr  at  the  D'Hir— 
Woman's  the  Cause  of  It  .Ml  -  Woo<tiiiaii  S|>nie  that  Tree-  Vellow  Uooo  of  Te.\us— Youni; 
Ellen  l/uaiiie  -Vou  Will  Kind  l.>ut  Kour  Mistuke. 

Al»'>  P.\R<>DiK.<4  on  the  follonintr  son^s:— Ask  a  PoHcoman— romrndPi»— Down  on  tho 
Farm-.Matfifio  Murphv's  Hooie  .Mary  (Sreeii  -Oh!  Vhat  a  Dilfen-iiee  in  the  Mornimr  — 
Hi-tui- that  Is  Turned  t.pward  the  Wall  (Hi -Soinf  of  tio>  Stee|.le -Take  a  Day  Olf,  .Mary 
Ann  Tara  ra  Booin-.lei-e  rii-  Three  Leavesof  Shaniiock— Viliklusaud  UlsUluah— Willi 
All  ilei  Kaults  1  L^ve  Her  Still. 

For  enle  by  all  Book«rl!ers  and  NowgJealers  thrnnphoiU  the  Uiiitt'il  Stntos 
and  ruimda,  or  will  lie  scut  to  aiiv  aildns-s,  hy  mail,  in)ct-i)U.!,  pn  receipt  of 
lO  Cent*  by  the  publiiiher.    U.  S.  postage  Btanips  tukeu  eumu  aa  casb. 


Address  nil  orders  to  «-ither  our  New  York  or(  hlcuiio  lI<.use,v.lii<<heTrr  i.inpnrcsttoyotl. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAK, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW   YORK. 


123  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 
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PRICE    25    CENTS. 


Tills  new  Eudffpt  of  Jokes  lins  been  •' Inunehed  fiito  pii-tenr*>"  witll  a  ficlvrnrpn  of 
Rlb-Tickliug,   Side-Splittiug,   Bulton-Bui>'tinK  .loUes  ad  Wntli'iHiiis-enihrafinif   Iiisli 

DnUx,  Dutch  C l'-!ilities,  Yankee  Y.iri:". 


■..•.■.  C  lit-. 


Corrmul  Hits,  F;o^M  is  of  Wit,  Kxcni 
liatinn  .lok.s,  ^:ll•l■.^len'lI  Jokes,  Jolly 
Jokes,  Ludicrous  lU'llenes,  Sahle  Wiiji- 
ci^ms,  aid  in.inv  other  kinds  that  •.vill 
•'touch  the  funny  hone '•  every  time.  It 
Is  not  sa>in:»  to  >  iiiu^  li  that  this  hook  coi'.- 
taiiis  a  ifood  p-'it  of  ilie  clu.jct.vt  huir.or 
in  tlie  Kmrli-li  Iaiu;u»^e.  intcrlaided  v, ifli 
lii.-'h  and  Ueriimn  tvil  and  humor.  Iti.'ii 
fx;  .-afely  recomminclfd  as  a  "remi  liy 
f  u'  llienv.^t  ohsliniitc  caso  of  lilues." 
We  f.-..|  safe  ill  fayiMir  that  thi~i  iKiok  will 
raid;  witTi  the  h»*st  humorous  InviL-s  i;vi  r 
p;ih.i.-hi  d.  Kvi  ry  p.i;,'e  is  "  hoiljnit  ovi  r 
V.  iili  mirth  and  bilatity"— in  I'ui  t  0(hi> 
uliole  took  IS  "ci'ain;iied,  Jamm<  d, 
licip.d  up  :ii.il  iiintiliiiT  ov<  r  "  with  puin 
and  fn  -h  i:iij;li<h.  Ii  i>li  anil  tierinan  U:i, 
and  Humor.  If  there  «'vir  was  a  hool; 
)iul.li>hi  d  that  vill  plea-e  you,  it  isthii 
one.  as  It  n (fords  fun  for  a  life  lime.  It  uiil 
prov  a  lirii  class  medium  Ihron^^h  whi'li 
fi  eiiiertain  your  friends  villi  inetralle 
plcasiiie.  All  thcirieat  lliitiiori-;ts  of  tho 
<l.«y  wiil  ref'  r  to  it,  l>ec,iii-.<;  tin  y  can  (li.d 
In  "it  Jioii.rial  appro{iiiatC  for  any  ociii. 
;-ion.  N-.w,  li-ader,  it  will  pay  you  to  scml 
for  this  hook,  as  jou  vili  j;ct  ten  line  .^ 
•S>  eciif>' worth  of  fun  out  of  it.  It  con- 
tains 112  paifc--.  with  hiindsoiiie cover,  atid 
is  !\  Jlistciisj  hook  ill  every  lesiMcl. 
I'rii-e  95  Cents  I"*'"*  ''"py.  ''Y  mail, 
post-pai<l.  (»et  lour  of  your  friends  to 
club  in  with  voii  at  t^.l  cents  each,  makin;; 
SI  ill  H'l.  aiiif  Clieiehy  ;r«  t  your  own  Isiok 

free  of  chartre.    Cleaji  and  unused  C.  S.  po8t«K«  bluinps,  of  any  duuuiuiUiUuu,  lukeii 

game  aj  catih  for  all  our  goiMls. 


1     -.■     PUSLISHEOBV     --^ 

!   HENRYJ.WEHMAN.,-v, 


iiddpcss  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  urChiciK'')  House,  whirtiPTrr  is  nrarc.it  to  yen. 

-^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAIL 

130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


"swJPjHjftA'D'^A. 
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1 57  Songs.    Price  1 0  Cents. 

Tie  latest  M  Best  Coileclioii  of  Popular  Sums  Eitant.       | 


CONTENTS:— Aftor\Tirds-Ah,  Jonath.in  A  Liltle  Bird  Whlsp<»red  to  Mo— A  Love 
that  1  L.tTiriit  By  .Viit.-els  Are  Wutchint;  Buhy  Sleep-Annie  Body's  Koouey  A  Pity  tu 
Waste  It  Apples,  Four  a  I'eniiy- A  Son,r  of  Peace  \  Welcome  that  Will  Never  Die— 
Bal.y  .McCoy-  Ilaby's  Soup  Baccarat.  Keoitation- Bad  Hotel-  lk>tween  Me  and  Youainl 
the  (late  I'o^t-  Bo.thlack'a  Christmas  Broadway  Swell  and  the  Bowery  Bum  Cnpiain'd 
l>ai!i:liter  Nell  Ci>mc.  All  Have  n  Drink  with  .Me  Come,  Uitdie,  ('■•me— Couith,  John, 
Couu'h,  and  Make  the  I'jihy  Ijiutrh-Iiaiidy  Fifth,  Ket-itatioll-Dati  .McCarthy's  Ball-Dai- 
liiikt  Minnie  l.ce  Diit'silc  Timea  .NiniJcr  FeelHlilad— KtheliiKla-  KvenliiK  News,  or:  Ua»r- 
trcd  Mat- Kveiy body  Takes  Otf  the  H«t  to  Me- F.xile's  Keturn- Kai pier's  Dauithter- 
Flannman's  Iri-h  Canuiy-  Flyintr  Jim's  Iju^t  Leap,  Krcitation-  Fly-  Fringe  on  His  I'ants 
— Oallant  Knu;hts  of  Old— tiliLss  I'ut  in  -tiojxl  bye,  tioosle— Uood  Rhine  Wine— Half  I'a^t 
Twelve  He  Died  t^i  Save  His  KlaK- lleenan  and  Sayera— He's  a  Han'm  Scarein  Her 
1  a.«y  Chair,  Itecilation-  Her  I'aitiiiK  Words  to  Mc-  Hoiutius  at  the  Bridt;e,  KeciUtion-- 
I'm  Sure  I'd  Have  Something  to  Say— I  Kortfot  It— I  Have  Kecalled  Those  Anpry  Words 

I.MiistlloOut  on  Sunday  -III   Happy  Mi nts-l  Kicked   It  Ip- Irishman's  "  Home, 

S»e.-t  Home  "-Isle  of  Beautv.  Fare  "Thee  Well- It's  All  lii».'ht  N..»  ItTakesa  liiii  to  Do 
It  Kv cry  Time— Jack  of  the  Ninth  Itritrade— Just  to  Show  There's  No  III  Feelinir— Katiu 
and  Timi  K'-ep  Your  Fye  on  Dutfy— Kelly's  Ma-'viucrade  Ball- Kitty,  the  Irish  gueeu— 
Little  Kiiifty  Cradle  by  the  Wall-Liltlo  Kobin,  "Tell  Kitty  I'm  CoiniiiK  Little  W illie— 
I/'\e  Isa  .Mis:  I/ive's  Chantfeless  Chimes— Mc.\nultv 's  Oardeii  Kartv  Majritie  .Mclneriiy 
■Man  at  the  Wheel  Mary  Had  a  Utile  Lajnb— Mary  Jane,  Change  Your  Name  .Mashali 
iiji  to  Date  -Mizpali  Mother  Is  Wsitiii);  tho  Wunderei's  Ki'turn- My  Buby  Li>ve  .My 
l>oiiaM-My  .Mary  Ann  My  0«  n  Native  Ij«nd— My  Sweetheart  of  Loint,  Loin?  Ajto- .My 
vwddini;  l>ay— N.ival  Reserve  Nelson— NiKhtint;nle's  S<inp- Nonsense;  Yes,  by  Jove- 
Nora  McShane  -Now  I  l.,ay  ile  Down  to  Sleep— O'lNinnor. the  Tr»krcdian -Off  lo  t'hiladel- 
phia-Oh!  dat  Walerniclon  Old  Oak  Chept-  Our  Noble  Fire  Bii»taile— I'atsy  Brannican— 
I'cihaiis—ropdoeH  the  Weasel  I'orti ail  of  My  Mother  in  Old  Ireland  Far  Away-  I'los- 
iKTity  -riillinaii  BoxCar— I  ush  DemClonds  Awny— ReinemlMUthe  I'oor  rJ)-Roviir  Irish 
l:o.\     Sacrlh-irious  (iamesteis.  Kci  itatioii     Sailor's  Grave- Saturday  Nipht  at  McSorle> 's 

SeliUn's  New  Cui'koo's  Call -Send  Mv  Hoy  Safe  Home  to  Me  .SheCoiildn't-She's  tho 
Ii   ss,  I'm  the  (illlie— Silver  I'lireiids  Atiifimr  the  Gold — Since  Sullivan's  tione  on  tli*  StaKU 

MiiK.  Ye  .Sweet  Buds— slumls  r  I'eacefiilly-  Speak  a  Kinuly  Word- Story  of  Ihacoii 
I'.rown,  Reciiatioii— Sunday  Xi;:ht.  When  the  Tarhu's  Full  Sunny  Southern  Hoiiie(^)- 
s  lie,  .Mike  Sweet  Charity  Take  liack  My  .>«<irroHful  Heart  Teddy-  Temple  Fire— That 
•.^a^  .Me  -There's  Always  a  Chair  for  .Me -Thy  lAiid's  My  I.nnd -Tip  Your  Hat  to  Nellie— 
■lot'etherTryKt-Vlsioiis  While  1  .Sleep— Wake  up,  .McComiick-AVanled  a  (ioveiiiesa— 
Wi-  .M.t  'Twus  in  a  Crowd— What  Can  Vou  Kxt>ect  lor  Your  Moiie>l— what  D<i  You 
Himkf  What  Shall  I  Ask  f«r  Thee!- When  Her  J'apa  tioes  Down  lo  the  Clul)—Wheii 
ll'^raii  I'aid  His  Rcnt-Wheii  the  Corn  Is  Wavinir,  Annie  iH'ar- When  the  Flowers  Kali 
A,-!ci'p  Whrii  the  Old  church  Hells  Ar*  HiiiKinjf- V>  tieii  llic  I'av  Car  Comes  Aiiain-- 
*\  here's  .Mcilintyl  -  Where  Lindens  Bloom— Where  T.'iere's  a  Will  There's  a  Way— Which 
Will  Vou  Have.  .My  I'retty  Mai.K-Who'U  Uuv  .My  Water  Cretsesf-Wilt  Thou  lit!  (jone, 
Lo\ef- Would  I  Were  with  Tliets— Wrong  MJoD— Yuu  Fancy  Yourselves,  Yo>'  I>t>— Yuu 
bhould  Have  .Seen  Thvni  tla 

Also  I'.vU'imKs  on  the  followind  sonjrs:— A  Life's  Story— .\i>  T  Sat  upon  Mr  Dear  Old 
Mother's  Kucu—Uft  Your  liair  Cut— Ho  I^'ever  Came  Back— Littlo  Aiuuo  liooney— JI.iiy 
uiid  John.  ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

For  ealc  by  all  Dookscllcrfi  aiid  Newsdealers  tlironghont  the  United  Stafod 
.<i:id  ("aiuidn,  or  will  be  neiit  to  any  address!,  hy  mail,  iMifl-paid,  on  receipt  u( 
10  C'CUti*  l>y  the  publ.t<tii.T,    U.  S.  postage  pianips  taken  same  as  casii. 


▲<ldre38  all  onlcrs  to  cither  our  New  York  or  Chl<'.ai.:o  House,  whicheTPr  la  nearest  to  yon. 

^3  HENRY  J.  WEHMAM,  I^E- 

130  &  132  Park  Row,  125  W.  Madison  Street, 

NEW   YORK.  CHICAGO. 

PHILADA.  AGENCY, 

S,  W.  GC?..  flLXL:;:  u  \'!!!E  ST8. 


PRICE  25  CENTS.\ 


Thin  I«  the  first  time  that  a  book  has  been  pnWislietl  thai 
plain lyteachcft  hOW  tO  write  a  letter.  Itsbowiclcarly 
.ill  tho  l)lund"TS  and  mistakes  apt  to  l«)  mail©  by  an  inei. 
isriencod  v.riur,  and  makes  nianifi  "t.  in  the  simplest  way,  the 
pi.iiH  r  methcsl  of  avoiding  and  rectifyinir  such  blunders  and 
Pi  stakes,  whethertliey  occur  In  the  siielliuK,  the  punctuation, 
or  tho  >;rainmar.  This  bo.ilt  explains  all  the  details  of  col*' 
r.<pondcnco,  whether  relatitiff  to  tho  form,  the  penmanship, 
the  directing,  foldlnir,  and  wndintf  of  auote  or  a  Utter.  There 
are  in  this  book  valiiablo  hiiUs  about  LOVBt  Courtship 
nnd  Marriage,  "''"^'inU'n  wliat  style  Uivers  should  indite 
I  I  -111  s.  The  p-  are  driven  all  tho  various  letters  that  arise  In 
I  he  conrso  of  business:  .^.■<kliiK  for  money,  reipicstinir  time,  en- 
i-liwiiij?  r-raittanc*',  asking  as.si.st.ince,  n.xsons  for  refusal,  from 
tenants  to  landlord.s  on  ditrereiit  subjects,  w  ilh  landlords'  re- 
plies. Then-and  this  Is  a  very  Important  feature- 
there  la  shown  the  letral  importance  of  a  letter;  and  explanations 
euiveii  upon  the  exact  nieaiumf  of  expres-sions  used  inwritr 


after  p;>;,'e  to  Ik  Rin  to  enutuer.-vlo  all  tho  diireront  classes  to  whom 

tAttnr  Writer"  would  provo  an  Invaluable  companion.    Tl 
now  ml-  i"oiiv  other  htter  writer  n  .t  to  t«  found  h<re,  wh  lo  the 

.-t.iico  h."r«'  not  to  Ikj  found  in  any  other  hook.  NotwiUmuiimuiK  aoj  iue»c|(oo« 
s  It  is  only  2B  Cent*  a  copy,  and  ts  sent  at  that  price,  post  i.aid,  to  any  part  o* 
•n't.  d  Sutrs'oF Van*  la.  ' Si-Keui^l-Jvo  Books  for  One  IXjIiu.   V.  0.  Pt«U«« 


lmp'>."t;inco  hfre 
P'^int 

lh«  1  -     - 

Stamps  taken  in  payment  sumo  as  cash. 


"ThIsCompleta 

There  is  iMithinK  worth 

ro  are  many  thln<r»  of 

Notwitli»tandin>;  all  these  good 


Address  all  orders  to  Cither  our  New  York  or  Chicago  Housi-.whiphoTor  Is  nearest  to  yoo. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  1^^ 

rk  Row,  125  W.  Madison  Street* 

CHICAGO. 


F^       T^T  ^TZ^f 
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^©^  THIS     J^TTJlS/LlB-ElTt    OOISTT-A^INS     ISS    SOKTO-S.  -^ 
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No.  44 


SONG  BOOK 


i  PRICE,   10   CENTS. 


^     *     *     CONTENTS    OF    THIS    NUMBER:     *     *     * 


PAGE 

A  Lock  of  Hair;  or,  Mothtr'B  Parting  Gift 8 

Ati<l  Her  Golden  Uulr  Was  Ilansirii;  Down  Iler 

Buck 15 

AnfTJing 25 

Anotlier'8  Wife  la  Nellie 4 

Apple  Bloesonis 17 

At  Niiilit  witU  a  Policeman  on  His  Beat 10 

Bel  ey  Bilker 19 

Bic.vcleGirl  (Tin) 10 

Boj-B  tliut  Never  Go  Ilome  (The)  15 

Casey's  Bund ■•-.•    ^ 

C'liiiriiiins;  Jonephine 8 

C.>()ii8  Are  All  A-Dreamiii'(Tlie) 24 

Day  l)y  Day  Yearn  Have  Rolled  On 24 

Dt-ar  Old  Pals  of  Mine 17 

De  Jingle  oh  de  Bell  on  de  Cow 20 

Difference  between  Rich  and  Poor  (The) 20 

Don't  Bnrn  tin?  Cabin  Down— No.  2 16 

Don't  TaUe  Our  Boy  Away 11 

Doolan'B  Coterie 10 

Do  They  Miss  Me  in  the  Old  Home? 17 

Dieani  Song  3 

Eileen  O'Moore 9 

Ellaline 25 

EvaRay  23 

Eventide 13 

Fare  Thee  Well,  My  Little  Sweetheart 23 

Gel  On  Yonr  Sneak  Shoes,  Children 8 

Gill  I  L')vc(nif) 5 

Give  My  L'>ve  t"  Nellie 12 

Gre«-t  the  Old  Man  with  a  Smile 26 

Hats  TI.ey  Wear  When  on  Parade  (The) 3 

Have  You  Heard  the  Latest? 10 

He  Married  the  Dauuhter,  Mother  and  All 23 

How  to  Live  on  $1  00  a  Week 25 

I  Always  Was  Stuck  on  the  Girls 5 

I  Am  iTfiighly  Edncated  Man 17 

Iiii  Gwine  to  Marry  Missa  Truscalina  Brown. . .  18 

I've  Been  Uoodoo'd  — 8 

I  Lost  Uer  at  the  Masquerade 18 


PAOE 

I  Love  My  Love  in  the  Springtime 7 

I  Love  You 7 

It  Will  Be  Mine  By-and-By 6 

I'll  Hoodoo  O'Hara 12 

I'll  Take  You  Home  Again,  Kathleen 26 

Jack  Is  the  Captain  and  I'm  the  Mate 15 

Jane,  My  Bonnie  Jane 13 

Jelly  Bowery  Boy  (The) 3 

Last  Lullaby 14 

Lessons  that  I  Learned  When  But  a  Boy  (The). .    2 

Listen  to  the  Voice  of  Love 26 

Little  Bunch  of  Whiskers  on  His  Chin  (The) 18 

Love's  Dream iJ5 

Love's  Sweet  Memories 9 

Lucinda,  Does  You  Love  Your  Honey  Boy? 20 

Mabel  Gray  22 

Maggie  Mooney 18 

Man  that  Broke  the  Brokers  Down  in  Wall  Street  24 

Man  that  Stole  My  Luncheon  (The) 7 

Mike  Mccarty's  Wake 7 

Molly's  the  Girl  for  Me 13 

Movin' to  de  Sky 16 

Mnlrooney  on  a  Bike 4 

My  Dear  Little  Maid  in  the  Moon 20 

My  Mamma  Told  Me  So ...  10 

My  Pearl's  a  Bowery  Girl 18 

My  Sweetheart  from  Over  the  Sea 5 

Mystery  of  the  Village  (The) 9 

Nellie  Brown 22 

Oh,  He  Was  a  Good  Young  Man 9 

Old  Broken  Gate  (The) 13 

Only  a  Bowery  Boy 13 

Only  to  See  Thee,  My  Darling 11 

On  the  Other  Side 12 

Our  Country— No.  2 9 

Parody  on —  » 

Carrie ...     4 

Daisy  Bell 19  &  21 

December  and  May 14 

Face  upon  tlie  Barroom  Floor 22 


PAOE 
Parody  on- 
Fatal  Wedding  (The) 19,  22  &  23 

Girl  I  Left  Behind  (Tht) 2  &  24 

In  Old  Madrid 22 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long 6 

Mamie,  Come  Kie«  Your  Honey  Boy 21 

Man  that  Broke  the  Bank  at  Monte  Carlo  (The)  19 

Molly  and  I  and  the  Baby 4 

Old  Stage  Door  (Th.) 15 

Oiily  Been  Downed  by  the  Club 6 

Sweet  Marie 2,  19,  24  &  26 

There  Are  Others. .   3 

Throw  Him  Down,  McClockty lo 

Twelve  M<nitli8  Ago  To-night 14 

Two  Little  Girls  in  Bine 2,  3  &  23 

Volunteer  Organist  (The) 21  &  23 

When  Summer  Coin<'8  Again 14  &  21 

Widow's  Plea  for  Her  Sou  (The) 22 

Picture  Eighty-Four 13 

Playing  Tag  Around  the  School 2I 

Pretty  E.ves  of  Bonnie  Blue  14 

Rippling  Echo«'8 jj 

Say  You're  Mine;  or.  Bowery  Bo)  "e  Love  Song  .     6 

She  Loved  Nut  Wisely,  but  Too  Well 5 

Shooting  Crap,  7  or  11 12 

Shooting  the  Chutes g 

Sweetheart,  When  You  Are  Far  Away , 4 

Sweet  Madeline 17 

Sword  My  Brother  Wore  (The) 26 

Take  Back  the  Engagement  Ring 17 

They're  On  to  Me  Everywhere     20 

True  Love  the  Wliole  Yenr  'Round g 

Um-Skit-a-Rnt-Trap-Si-Si-Do ] j 

Uncle,  What  Makes  You  Sad  'I'o-night? 7 

Wait  Till  My  Sliij)  Cornea  Home;  or,  Maggie  with 

Heart  So  'I'rue ]  1 

Walking  on  de  Rainbow  in  de  Sky 24 

When  I  Return  Again 12 

When  You  Know  the  Girl  You  Love  Loves  You.  11 
While  the  Dance  Goes  On 10 


^ 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Song  and  Book  Publisher, 


1  30  &  132  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  St.,  CHICAGO. 


'^1 


t*: 

k' 


H"fc^*^--*fc^-»'r- 


.^.Jrii.-- 


— ^  .  --..'^.L.^Lt,. .'»  »•  'I  '-WaBfKWBWjw*^ 


^ 


ma 


i^S^S 


ysgmm^mrm^^*^ 


I'jia.'^' 


i^nWIi 


ll*«i^ 


:f 


r 


-   u? 


<:•< 


IK 


-,15 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.  44. 


A     LOCK     OF     HAIR; 

-  OK  :  - 

Mother's  Parting  Gift. 

Copyright,  isy3,  by  Itioder  &  Schlam. 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Snng,  armneert  for  the  piano,  will  b<»  wnt  to  any  ad- 
dress*, poet-|i:iKi,  t>il  if*'»-ipt  <<f  40  ofiit;»;  <»r  thi.s  niul  any  two  «»ttifr  Souks  for  One  l>ollAr, 

by  Heniy  J.  Wrhniun,  13o  A  IK  I'ai  k  !{•>«■,  Xiw  York;  or  125  W.  Madlaun  Street,  Chicago, 
write  to  eithiT  rue  of  the  abovo  adilre.-ws  for  Free  Catiiloiriie  of  Sonirs,  Sotiu  BooU, 
Sheet  Muoic,  Uei  iiinii  Suhk  Oookd,  Letter  Writerd,  Druam  ISuokii,  Juke  Books,  etc 


Words  and  Music  liy  Marry  UiHM.'rt  Castle.    Arranged  by  Geo.  W.  HetzeL 


The  mom  wns  fair  ami  friends  did  gatluT,  to  bid  to  me  ft  long  (jood-bye; 
I  ki!i!)i'd  iiiv  ]>i><>r  (lid  nu't'd  moilier,  lUid  u  HtHrting  tear  cumo  in  Tier  eye; 
i^he  L'ttve  to  luc  ii  locli  of  litiir,  nnd  with  tliiit  loct{  I  ne'er  sliail  )iart: 
I  will  always  aud  forever  guard  it,  and  always  wear  it  near  my  heart. 

CHonrs. 
When  I'm  fur  awny  in  distant  lamle,  fur  o'er  the  dark  nnd  deep  Iilue  eea; 
This  lock  of  hair  I'll  always  treasure,  my  mother's  parting  gift  tu  me. 

My  home  was  once  a  happy  place,  till  poverty,  alacl  came  there; 
To  eev  my  poor  old  niothi-r  in  eorrow,  that  lireadful  thouf^ht  I  could  not  bear; 
For  her  1  lift  my  native  village,  perhaps  to  return  there  no  more; 
There  is  uotUiug  like  a  good,  kind  mother,  you'll  miss  her  wheu  she's  faraway. 

—  Chorus. 

Parody  on: 

SWEET    MARIE. 

Written  by  Samuel  SUller. 


( 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 

^  em.  Tri<-k  Books.  Rt-citution  Books.  IVnny  iiallnds.  Call  Books.  Joke  Books.Skeli'li  Books, 

Stiiion  Speeciies,  Irisii  Song  Books,  t'ook  Books.  Books  of  Amusement,  Sieei  Mimic,  etc., 

;  to  Hvui 7  J.  Wctanion,  130  A  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madisou  Street,  Chicaga 

I've  ft  secret  in  my  heart,  sweet  Mnrie, 

It's  too  heavy  for  to  curt  around  with  me. 

So  iheheot  thill!;  I  can  d",  in  t>»  tell  if,  love,  to  you, 

And  I  hope  you'll  think  it's  true,  eweet  Marie. 

Wlu-ti  I  ho^d  your  hand  in  mine,  sweet  Marie, 

A  feeliii';  I  can't  delinc  coniew  to  me. 

My  bed  Una  no  spring,  but  bed-hugs  around  it  cling, 

Aud  every  night  they  sing,  sweet  Marie. 

CnoRus. 

<"oinc  with  me,  sweet  Marie — sweet  Marie,  let  us  flee; 

N"t  because  your  fate  is  fair,  love,  to  see; 

But  the  soles  of  your  feet,  if  they  were  sugared,  they'd  be  sweet, 

But  not  sweet  enough  to  eat,  sweet  Marie. 

In  the  morn  when  I  awnke,  sweet  Marie, 

A  milk  shake  I  always  t«ke-ir  as^rees  with  me. 

Althoiiub  1  cannot  shake  the  shore,  I  can  shake  the  carpet  on  the  floor. 

For  I've  shook  it  oft  before,  sweet  Marie. 

Wlien  the  son  sits  on  vour  knee,  sweet  Marie, 

With  all  he  does  you  must  ntrree,  d'>e  sue; 

For  you  kiiov/  why  he  siis  there,  so  don't  drive  him  to  despair. 

And  the  pleasure  you  will  share,  sweet  Marie.  — 6' Aotm*. 


THE  LESSONS  THAT  I  LEARNED 
WHEN    BUT    A    BOY. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  John  Murray. 

The  Wo>d«  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  i-ent!".  or  this  nnd  any  two  other  Hongs  for  <  ine  Iioiliir, 
by  Henry  J-  Wehinan.  UO.t  i:!2  I'ark  K'W.New  York:  or  I'i.")  W.  Madison  street,  t-'hicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  »ll.l^e^s^•■.  for  Kr<  e  I'uttilogiie  ..f  S-.ngs,  Soner  Hooks, 
Sheet  VuBtc.  Uermau  Song  Books,  Letter  W'ritei a,  Uieam  Books,  Juke  Books,  etc. 

Words  by  John  Murray.    Music  by  Will  D.  Ammernian. 


This  wide  world's  full  of  sadness  and  of  sorrow. 

No  matter  where  we  are  or  where  we  go; 
And  as  we're  trav'ling  through  its  rukfged  pathways. 

We'll  liave  our  share  of  misery  and  woe, 
But  yet  fhere're  some  in  life  that  have  more  sorrow. 

While  others  in  this  life  still  have  more  joy; 
And  oft  the  friends  we've  trusted  w  ill  deceive  ns; 

These  arc  lessons  that  I  learned  when  but  a  boy. 

Chorus. 
Sorrow  and  sadness,  w  here'er  we  go; 
In  this  world  there's  anguish,  mis'ry  and  woe; 
Some  have  more  sorrow,  others  more  joy; 
These  are  the  lessons  that  I  learned  when  but  a  boy. 

One  wintry  day  I  saw  an  aged  woman 

A-troddlng  through  the  blinding  sleet  and  snow. 
Forsaken  by  her  own  ungrateful  cliildren,        -« 

She  liad  no  place  in  this  wide  world  to  go; 
With  grief  lier  poor  old  heart  was  almost  broken, 

And  one  day  in  the  poor-house  stie  fell  dead; 
If  those  cold  lips  had  told  their  sad,  sud  story, 

I  believe  these  are  the  words  they  would  have  said ;— CAor'«. 

In  days  now  past  and  gone  there  lived  a  family. 

As  happy  and  contented  as  could  be, 
Surrouudtd  hy  the  friends  they  loved  so  dearly, 

Tney  naught  but  peace  and  happiness  did  see. 
But  one  sad  day  the  father  fell  to  drinking, 

And  all  bis  friends  were  leaving  him  behind; 
He'd  sought  more  ioy,  instead  lie  found  more  sorrow; 

And  whoe'er  seeks  pleasure  there  will  only  &ad—Cfiorus. 


Parody  on  : 

TWO    LITTLE    GIRLS    IN    BLUE. 

Written  by  Samuel  Miller. 

Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Triek  Books.  R<H-itntlon  BooUa,  IVnny  Ballads.  Call  BooIcb,  Joke  Books.  Sketch  Hooka, 
Stutnp  Speeches,  lush  Song  Books.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuseriicnt,  Slieet  Music,  etc., 
to  HeoiT  J.  Wehinaii.  130  &  VS-i  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  126  W.  Uadlsou  Street,  Chlcaso. 

An  old  man  who  was  angry,  smashed  a  pitcher  filled  with  beer. 

Ills  wife  then  ai^ked  him  the  reason  why  he  liad  acted  so  queer. 

Come,  listen,  Kate,  and  to  you  I'll  relate  a  story  yon  know  to  be  tme:         [two. 

Ue  then  said,  with  tears,  that  growler  for  years  caused  ail  the  trouble  between  us 

Chorus. 

Only  a  growler  of  beer,  Kate,  only  a  growler  of  beer, 

But  every  time  you  drink  it,  you  get  on  your  ear; 

Your  love  for  it  has  wrecked  our  home,  and  almost  broken  my  heart; 

Unless  you  swear  off  and  take  the  pledge,  from  you  I'll  bare  tu  part. 

That  growler  for  many  years,  he  said,  cansed  him  misery  and  strife; 

For  ten  long  years  or  more  it  has  Ijeen  the  hobby  of  his  wife. 

8he  drinks  and  drinks  until  she  gets  full,  at  drinking  she  can  beat  any  man; 

A  dozen  times  or  more  every  day  she  will  chase  the  can. —  Chorus. 


■■«   f.- 


Parody  on : 

THE    OIRL    I    LEFT    BEHIND. 


Written  by  "Bob  White." 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Books,  Ix-tter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books.  Recitation  Books,  IVnny  Ballads,  Call  Books.  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
lituiiip  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books,  (^ook  Books,  Books  of  Ainusenieiit,  S'^eet  Music,  etc., 
to  Uenry  J.  Wetiinan,  130  &  132  Park  Uow,  New  York;  or  12S  W.  MadUou  Street,  Chicago. 


There's  a  store  I  often  visit,  in  Baxter  Street  it  stands, 

That  rusty  place  I'll  ihinlt  of  all  my  life; 
It  is  small  and  dark  and  diiigv  and  is  kept  by  dirty  hands. 

Within  the  door  a  Jewess  shines  in  sikilit. 
It  is  not  the  precious  Jewess  that  the  wealth  of  gold  can  buy. 
But  a  shrewd  female  woman,  with  a  bargain  in  her  eye; 
She's  as  pretty  as  a  picture  and  as  chnrming  as  a  rose, 
Aud  she  wears  eye-glasses  on  her  hump-back  nose. 

Chorus. 
I've  pawned  coats  before,  I've  pawned  coats  behind, 

Till  now  I  think  I'll  pawn  my  mind. 
And  wben  that's  pawned,  my  mind  will  be  gone 

On  the  girl  that  I  left  behind. 

There  beneath  the  dusty  show  case  I  can  see  my  watch  and  chain 

That  I  soaked  to  buy  a  ring  for  my  best  mash. 
But  now  she's  gone  and  sho<>K  me,  and  I'm  left  out  in  the  rain. 

To  get  them  out  I  cannot  raise  the  cash.  r 

On  Sundays  in  the  back  room  of  this  dark  and  dingv  store 
You  can  get  both  l)eer  an<l  wliiskey.  thouub  it's  dead  against  the  law; 
On  the  windows  they  nut  shutters,  but  they're  only  for  a  blind. 
Just  to  keep  the  cope  from  seeing  what's  behind.— 6' A&ru«. 


Parody  on: 


/ 


SWEET    MARIE. 

Written  by  •' Bob  White." 

Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Books,  Ix?tter  Writers.  Pream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Triek  Books,  Keeltatlon  Rooks,  Penny  liallads.  Call  ^ooks.  Joke  B.oks,  Sketch  R'K>kH, 
Stump  Speeclies,  Irish  Song  BiKiks.  Cook  Books.  Books  of  AniUKement,  Sleet  Music,  etc., 
to  Uenry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  132  I'ark  Kow,  New  York;  or  126  VV.  Madisou  Street,  Chicai;o. 


I've  a  bump  upon  my  head,  sweet  Marie, 

From  that  crack  I  near  fell  dead,  love,  yon  see; 

Fourteen  million  stars  I  saw 

When  y<m  soaked  me  in  the  jaw: 

I  can  love  thee  nevermore,  sweet  Marie. 

Wlieii  you've  put  me  in  a  trance,  sweet  Marie; 

Oil  the  door  tliere  hang  my  pants,  you  can  see; 

Through  my  pockets  will  you  roam, 

Searcliing  for  a  big,  cold  bime, 

While  iu  bed  I  snore  alone,  sweet  Marie.        ■ 

Chorus. 

Come  to  me,  ewcet  Marie— Holly  rm,  come  to  me; 

With  your  glass  eye  you  can't  see,  sweet  Marie; 

You  are  a  fly  old  maid ; 

Your  hair  would  fry  egk;s  in  the  shade, 

Aud  your  face  is  ready-made,  sweet  Marie. 

Like  a  red  rose  full  of  grace,  my  nose-Ie, 
"I'is  a  head-light  on  my  face  there,  I  see,      • 
Filled  with  whiskey,  wine  and  beer. 
For  your  owner  shoves  the  queer. 
Bringing  to  his  eye  a  tear,  red  nose-ie; 
On  my  face  thou  art  a  star,  red  rose-ie. 
Brightly  sliining  near  and  far,  sweet  poee-ie; 
In  mv  thoughts  both  night  aud  day, 
Thinking  of  thee,  yes,  alway, 
On  my  face  you're  built  to  stay,  dear  noee-le. 

Chorus. 

My  nose-ie,  bright  pose-ie— Hnlly  gee,  red  rose-ie, 

I  would  shake  yon  if  I  could,  don't  you  see. 

Every  person  passing  by 

Seems  to  stand  and  wonder  why 

That  you  blush  aud  look  ao  shy,  red  nose-ie. 


i^iMii 


^-      V.^.^^3t. 
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THE    JOLLY    BOWERY    BOY. 


By  I/eontine  St&nfleld. 


Send  for  Vne  Oatalofrne  of  Sontr  Books,  Letter  Wi-itere,  Dre»tn  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
•r», Trick  Rooks.  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  ('nil  Books.  Joke  Buol.'s, Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irlnh  Snnir  Books.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement,  Slieet  Music,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wetaman,  130 &  15»  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madiaon  Street,  Cbicago. 

You  will  find  him  at  the  race-track,  lie's  the  firet  one  that  yon  meet; 
Yon  will  see  him  at  the  bail-game,  in  a  cool  aud  shady  seat; 
And  if  tliere  is  a  boat-race,  lie's  sure  to  be  on  deck; 
You  cau't  miss  liim -the  jolly  Bowery  boy. 

CHOBU3. 

Oh,  the  jolly  Bowery  boy, 
\^  He  flIlB  your  heart  with  joy. 

And  you  will  find  that  he  Is  fly. 

And  you  can't  down  him  if  you  try; 

A  politician  he  is  from  birth, 

He  knows  every  sporting  man  on  earth. 

And  he'll  stand  by  a  frieud  to  the  very  end; 

That's  him.— Who?— The  jolly  Bowery  boy. 

If  you  want  to  see  the  tiger,  he  can  take  you  where  he's  found; 
If  Coney  Island  you  prefer,  he  knows  every  inch  of  ground; 
And  if  you  want  a  pointer,  he  is  with  you  ever  time; 
You  can't  miss  him— the  jolly  Bowery  boy,— C7fto;(/«. 

You  should  see  him  at  a  parly,  oh,  he  is  the  ladies'  pet; 

All  the  pretty  girls  adore  him,  he's  right  in  it,  you  cuu  bet;  .  . 

At  every  ball  and  picnic,  no  matter  where  you  go. 

You  can't  miss  him— the  jolly  Bowery  boy.— Ckorus. 


Parody  on  : 

TWO    LITTLE    G-IRLS    IN    BLUE. 


By  Leontine  St&ufleld. 


»»m 


Parody  on: 

THERE    ARE    OTHERS; 

—  OK:  — 

You're  Right  in  Line. 

By  Edwin  Bantoro,  tlie  Talented  Young  Vocalist  and  Mimic. 

Send  for  Free  Catalojrue  of  Soncr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Hooks,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trirk  Books,  ReritHtlon  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Joke  B  loks,  Skttch  Books, 
Stump  Speeclces.  Irish  Son(f  Books.  Cook  Rooks,  Books  of  Aniusomeiit,  St.eef  Music,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehiiian,  130  &  IXi  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  126  \V.  Uadiwm  Street,  Cblcuea 

When  yon  see  a  pretty  girl  that  you  like  to  admire- 
But  there  are  others,  there  arc  others. 
You'll  say,  "By  Jove,  Jacli,  I  thinli  I  can  j;et  next  to  that;" 

But  there  are  others,  there  are  others. 
And  when  you  get  next  to  one  of  them,  she'll  say  it  isn't  enough, 
Then  you  murmur  to  yourself,  and  say  to  her, 
"  Madame,  I  believe  you  are  iiway  off. 
For  there  are  others." 

Chords.  '- 

There  are  others,  my  boys,  yon  litiow, 
Don't  trouble  yourself,  you'll  get  there,  though; 
Don't  be  in  a  hurry,  hut  then  take  your  lime. 
And  don't  forget  yourself  that  you  are  ri^ht  in  line. 

Young  boy  sits  in  the  gallery  to  see  a  good  show- 
He  and  some  others,  and  Some  others. 

While  bald-headed  men  sit  in  the  front  row,  to  see  burlesque  sljow. 
He's  looking  for  others,  looking  for  others. 

He  falls  in  love  with  one  of  them,  thinks  she's  as  pretty  as  a  picture, 

Makes  up  his  mind  lo  meet  her  at  the  stage  door, 

Momeut  be  sees  her  to  himself  did  roar, 
It  was  another. 

Chorus. 
It  was  the  same  one,  my  boy,  yoti  know; 
Don't  trouble  yourself,  you'll  get  there,  though; 
Don't  get  in  a  hurry,  but  then  take  your  lime. 
And  don't  forget  yourself  that  you  are  right  in  line. 

When  a  young  girl  goes  out  with  her  fellow,  she  stays  out  all  night, 

Says  there  are  others,  there  are  others; 
She  comes  in  in  the  morning  after  having  a  good  old  time,  you  know. 

But  there  are  othert>,  there  are  others. 
Her  mother  asics  lier  where  she  has  l>een  staying  out  all  night. 
She  replies,  "At  the  ball,  having  a  good  time;" 
She  says  to  her,  "My  child  you  are  right,  ,-•  ■ 

For  there  are  others. 

Chorus. 

There  are  others,  my  girl,  you  know. 

Don't  trouble  yourself,  you'll  get  there,  though; 

Don't  be  in  a  liurry,  but  then  take  your  time, 

And  don't  forget  yourself  that  you  are  right  in  line." 

Charley  Mitchell  came  over  the  sea  for  the  battle  of  Bull's  Run— 

There'll  be  no  others,  and  no  others; 
He  thought  he'd  find  a  dead  cinch,  but  he  couldn't  knock  Jim  out. 

He  and  no  others,  and  no  others. 
Jim  met  his  English  friend  in  tlie  ring. 
He  ruehed  at  biiii  like  a  tiger,  to  get  through. 
Within  nine  minutes  Charley  thought  he  w  as  joining  the  angels, 

Saying,  "  There  are  no  others." 

Chorus. 
'.  There's  Peter  Jackson,  my  boys,  you  know, 

Don't  trouble  yourself,  you'll  get  there,  though; 
Don't  be  in  a  hurry,  but  then  take  your  lime, 
Aud  don't  forget  that  Jim  is  right  in  line. 


— "  Why  do  you  live?  "  asked  an  undertaker  of  a  sickly  looking 
lad.    "  Because  you  are  dead  on  to  me,"  answered  the  boy. 
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A  barkeeper  stood  in  some  surprise  and  gazed  at  a  vision  fair: 

It  had„diainond  eyes  aud  a  ruby  mouth,  gold  teeth  and  vermilion  hair, 

.•    A  marble  brow  and  an  ivory  cheek,  a  number-sixieen  shoe, 
A  caet-irou  jaw  aud  a  copper-bound  maw  and  a  dreee  of  indelible  blue. 

Chorus. 

And  the  dear  little  girl  was  fnll  boys,  the  dear  little  girl  in  blue; 

She  aud  her  sweetheart  had  a  big  figlit,  aud  be  hit  her  a  clip  or  two; 

Then  site  got  on  her  ear — it's  true,  boys — and  had  him  locked  n)i  in  jail; 

Aud  just  to  be  funny  she  stole  all  his  money,  and  now  she's  rushiug  tiie  pail. 


DREAM    SONG-.  . 

Copyright,  1890,  by  C.  H.  Kimball. 

The  Words  and  Hnsic  of  thfs  Sonir,  arranired  for  the  piano,  wtll  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  by  Samuel  Uintnm  Peck.    Music  by  W.  S.  H.  Jones. 


The  sweetness  of  love  is  dreaming  sweet  dreams  that  will  never  come  true. 
With  the  star  of  hope  blissfully  beaming  in  a  bright  and  imposMble  hue. 
Dreaming  that  vows  fondly  spoken  will  ever  be  true  as  they  seem. 
Dreaming  that  hearts  ne'er  are  broken,  dreaming  that  life  is  a  dream. 

Chorus. 
Oil,  Fate,  awake  me  not,  sweet  dreams  forsake  me  not. 

Shine  on,  fair  star,  in  love's  beautiful  blue. 
Dreaming  you  love  me  yet,  dreaming  youll  ne'er  forget. 
Let  me  not  waken  lo  find  love  untrue. 

The  sorrow  of  life  is  waking  to  a  world  that  is  wither'd  and  old. 
With  the  star  of  hope  qnickly  forsaking  a  sky  that  is  faded  and  cold. 
Wiiking  when  time  hath  bereft  ns  of  all  that  the  future  endears, 
Waking  when  nothing  is  left  us,  nothing  but  sorrows  and  (ears. — Chotiu, 


*  ■  » 


The  Hats  They  Wear  When  on  Parade. 


Copyright,  ISM.  by  U  H.  KlmbalL 
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Sheet  Music,  Qerm&u  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writeis,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Emmet  Duffee. 


Of  uniformed  societies  each  city  has  its  share, 
And  military  companies  you'll  find  them  everywhere. 
All  elegantly  uniformed  with  trappings  rich  and  rare; 
I'll  show  to  you  the  many  diff'rent  styles  of  hat  they  wear. 
The  brethren  of  the  "Triple  Link  "  by  all  are  much  admired, 
When  they  parade  the  streets  in  gorgeous  uniform  attiied. 
With  eniblcnis  of  Odd  Fellowship  triumphantly  displayed; 
And  here's  tlie  style  of  bat  they  wear  when  they  ore  on  parade. 

Chorus. 
And  they're  gazed  on  with  fondest  admiration. 

When  in  uniform  arrayed; 
You  can  always  tell  each  diff'rent  organization 
By  the  hats  they  wear  when  on  parade. 

Our  soldierly  militia  boys  in  uniform  of  bine 

Are  Doted  for  their  graceful  8l>  le  and  martial  bearing,  too; 

To  see  them  on  parade  it  is  a  sight  you  shoii'il  not  miss; 

The  idol  of  each  girlish  heart,  they  wear  a  cap  like  this. 

Then  come  the  noble  vet'rans  of  ihe  old  grand  army  post. 

The  battle  scarred  survivors  of  that  brave  and  gaiiant  host, 

Wlio  in  their  country's  hour  of  need  rushed  bravely  to  her  aid; 

And  here's  the  style  of  liat  they  wear  when  they  are  on  parade.— CAortM. 

The  ' who  tramp  around  the  streets  in  sunshine,  rain  or  hail, 

Engageu  in  the  delivery  of  Uncle  Samuel's  mail, 

U'o  you  may  bring  a  messaire  of  great  joy  or  sad  mishap; 

On  duty,  you  will  find  that  they  ali  wear  this  style  of  cup. 

When  rinu'S  tliat  dread  alarm  of  "  Firel  "  and  flames  litiiit  up  the  sky, 

You'll  find  the  firemen  at  their  posts,  prepared  to  do  or  die. 

Performing  deeds  heroic,  life  and  property  to  save; 

Aud  here's  the  kiud  of  hat  worn  by  our  gallant  firemen  brave.— CAortM. 

The  A.  O.  H.  is  well  known  to  all,  there  is  no  doubt. 

In  elegant  regalias  they're  attired  when  they  turn  out; 

They  cut  a  figure  on  parade,  these  sons  of  Erin's  isle; 

Ou  such  occasions  you  will  note  their  hat  is  of  this  style. 

But  there's  an  organization  that  is  famed  throuL'bout  the  land. 

In  time  of  need  e'er  ready  to  stretch  fortti  a  lielping  hand; 

The  noble  Knights  of  Pythias  you'll  find  them  everywhere. 

And  when  they're  in  parade  this  is  the  style  of  hat  they  wear.— CAor«#. 

The  great  Salvation  Army  every  night  parades  the  streets, 

Tiiey  sing  and  liammer  tainlMiirine,  and  hass  drums  loud  they  beat; 

They  say  they're  trying  to  save  us  from  tiie  devil's  snares  and  trapa. 

They  try  to  scare  old  Nick  away  with  one  of  these  queer  caps. 

But  here's  a  hat  that's  worn  alike  hy  smart  men  and  by  chumps, 

The  men  who  in  life's  battle  always  hold  that  clubs  are  trum|«; 

Now  my  advice  to  all  you  boys,  who  go  on  little  bats 

Is,  keep  far,  far  away  from  men  who  wear  this  kind  of  hat.— C^tM. 


Note— The  hats  required  for  this  song  are  as  follows:  For  1st  verse  Odd 
Fellows'  hat,  for  2d  verse  Soldiers'  cap  and  G.  A.  R  hat,  for  3d  verse  U.  8.  Mail 
cap  and  Firemans'  bat,  for  4th  verse  A.  O.  II.  bat  aud  K.  of  P.  hat,  ^  3th  verse 
Salvation  Army  cap  and  Policemana'  hat 
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Sweetheart,  When  You  Are  Far  Away. 


CopyriKlit,  ISM,  by  Cert.  L.  Taylor. 


'  < 


The  Wordp  and  Music  of  this  Sontr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  lent  to  anj  ad- 
dr  - _....... 
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B7  Dert.  L,  Tajlor. 


The  thrush  has  piped  his  last  clear  note,  to  herald  twilight's  hoar 
And  fiaerniit  lireezes  ceiiciy  float  aroiiiii)  your  silent  bower. 
Now  dropi>  the  dusky  rol>e  of  night,  and,  clnsplni;  It  above, 
One  jeweled  »tnr  shines  clear  ami  hritiht— it  is  the  stnr  of  love. 
Yet  cold  and  cheerless  seems  the  way.  sweetheart,  when  you  are  far  away, 
Sweeiheurt,  when  you  are  far  away. 

It  Is  the  star  of  love,  yet  cold  and  cheeriesB  eeems  the  way, 
Sweetheart,  when  you  are  faraway. 
Yet  cold  and  cheerless  seems  the  way. 
Sweetheart,  when  you  are  fur  away. 

The  fnuDtain.  like  a  fairy  Inte,  in  tinkling  cadence  falls, 
Willie  (hroiiich  the  woods,  with  fitful  hoot,  his  mate  the  owlet  calls. 
The  crescent  moon  beliinil  the  hill  creeps  up  with  silvery  liuht. 
While  'round  your  bower  I  linger  still,  while  evening  grows  to  night. 
Aud  count  each  wear)  hour  a  dny,  sueetlieart,  wbeu  you  are  far  away, 
Sweetheart,  when  you  are  far  away. 

While  evcnlne  grows  to  night,  and  oouat  eacb  weary  hoar  a  day, 
Sweetheart,  when  you  are  fur  away. 
Aud  count  each  weary  liou/  a  day. 
Sweetheart,  when  you  are  far  away. 


ANOTHER'S    WIFE    IS    NELLIE. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  I/ewis  H.  Ross  ft  Co. 
All  riftlits  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  hy  B.  H.  Janssen. 


•' 


The  chnrch  was  filled,  the  organ  pinyed,  all  else  was  hushed  and  still; 

Then  down  the  aisle  came  bnde  mid  trroom,  and  soon  was  heard,  "I  will." 

Near  w  here  I  stood,  out  hy  the  door,  just  then  I  heard  a  moan; 

SiirpriS'-d  I  turiie<i,  for  I  had  thought  I  sto<Ml  there  ail  alone. 

Beiiiti'l  me,  dressed  in  well-worn  clothes,  I  saw  a  man  in  tears; 

As  bride  nnd  groom  came  up  the  aisle  he  quickly  disappears; 

Into  a  recess  ihen  he  hides  until  tiu-y  pas-  again, 

Aud  wbeu  1  stood  close  by  the  wall  I  could  hear  very  plain: 

Chorus. 

"God  bless  yon.  Nellie,  love  of  long  ago; 
May  yon  know  but  Biinshine,  wherever  yon  may  go. 
Joyous  ax  I  hy  wedding  may  thy  whole  life  be. 
Only  grief  and  sorrow  now  remain  for  me." 

I  heard  his  tale,  the  saddest  tale  that  tongue  has  ever  told. 

"I  do  not  blame  her,  she  was  right:  no,  no.  sir.  not  for  gold. 

For  I  had  that,  and  plenty,  too.  and  that  alone  I  hiame; 

It  caused  the  ioi>8  of  ev'rytliing,  my  loved  one,  home  aud  name. 

To-dav.  alHS.  I  know  it  all:  to-day,  alas,  I  see— 

If  I'd  but  taken  her  advice,  what  mit;ht  have  l>een  for  me; 

But  friends  and  wine  and  cards  I  loved,  I  conhl  not  keep  away. 

My  Nell  is  gone,  another's  wife  "—and  then  I  heard  bim  pray:  -CAoruf. 


Parody  on: 

CARRIE. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Bedford  D.  Eaton. 
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"  Come,  boys,  and  listen  what  I  am  goine  to  say, 

Wiiile  I  drink  up  a  beer,  so  iiice  and  O.  K." 

Tlnee  words  he  spoke  to  himself  one  day, 

Aud  with  a  cry  he  buuijht  two  laundry  ticketa  and  said: 

Chords. 

These  are  for  darling  Carrie,  a  hod  of  bricks  she  can  carry; 
Every  morning,  drexscd  so  neiit,  how-legiied  and  big  feet, 
With'  mv  cliippie,  Carrie,  at  a  heer-earden  we  tarry. 
Oh,  what  fun,  with  a  son  of  a  gun  like  Carrie. 

Now  this  sweet  girl  is  the  belle  of  the  town, 

To  the  shore  I  take  her,  and  all  around; 

Bui  she  heard  last  week  that  I  had  Inst  my  job. 

So  now  she  gives  me  the  slmke,  aud  calls  me  a  slob. 

Chorus. 
She  was  my  darling  Carrie,  that  eiehl  days'  face  I'd  marry, 
'     '  But  you  see  I  am  shook,  her  mug  you  will  find  in  a  cook-book, 

Of  my  dnrlint;  Carrie:  at  beer-ttardens  we  tarry. 
Oh,  w  hat  fun!  I'm  a  son  of  a  gun— and  so  is  Carrie. 


m  •  m 


— "I  say."  said  tlie  victim  to  the  awkward  barl)€r,  "you  are 
using  a  different  kind  of  shaving  soap  from  tliat  you  used  last 
week."    *'  Why  do  you  think  so  ?"     "  It  tastes  different." 


Parody  on:  .^     ^ 

MOLLY   AND   I   AND    THE   BABY. 


)-.> 


Written  and  Sung  by  B.  D.  Eaton. 


Bend  for  Free  Catalojme  of  Sonir  Books.  I.etter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
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In  a  neat  little  cottage  down  by  the  aeashore. 

Dwells  two  little  maids  and  a  baby. 
And  anione  ttiose  gay  three  there  is  one  I  adore. 

But  she  hag  almost  drove  me  half  crazy. 
This  ilear  little  maid  is  just  forty-five. 

I  like  her  so  well  for  lier  I  would  die. 
For  she's  the  sweetest  young  chii),  yon  bet,  I  don't  think. 

Of  those  two  little  maids  and  the  baby. 

Chobub. 
Levey,  dovey.  come  to  your  honey,  ! 

Always  pulling  my  leg  for  a  V,  • 

Living  as  happy  as  happy  can  tie,  -  .      j 

Those  two  little  luaids  and  the  baby. 

Kow  they  don't  care  for  wealth  or  palaces  grand, 

Thoee  two  little  maids  and  the  baby,  ' 

But  eating  salt  pretzels  and  rushing  the  can. 

Those  two  little  maids  nnci  the  bahy. 
I  go  'round  to  see  them  Just  eight  times  a  week, 

They  dance  the  can-can  until  I  fall  asleep. 
Then  the  baby  goes  throuL'h  me  like  a  robber,  so  neat. 

Of  those  two  little  maids  and  the  baby. 

Chorus. 

Lovey,  dovey,  come  to  your  hubby. 

Go  chase  the  duck  for  yon  and  me. 
We  are  so  hanpy,  as  happy  ns  can  be 

We  two  little  maids  and  the  baby. 

To  a  beer-garilen  I  took  them  last  Tuesday  night. 

Those  two  llitle  maids  and  the  baby, 
They  drank  lip  a  brewery,  then  started  to  light. 

Those  two  little  maids  and  the  baby. 
Then  up  ciime  the  cop,  and  we  got  a  free  ride 

In  a  nice  little  wagnn— we  sat  side  by  side; 
The  judge  gave  me  ten  days,  nnd  the  rest  he  let  elide. 

Those  two  little  maids  and  the  baby. 

Cborub. 

Chawlie.  Chawlie.  are  yon  so  jolly. 

Are  you  as  liuppy  as  you  used  to  bet 
We  are  as  happy  as  happv  can  be. 

We  two  little  maids  and  the  baby.  ; 
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MULROONEY    ON    A    BIKE. 


CopjrlKht,  1894,  by  C,  H,  KlmbolL 
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Words  and  Music  by  Emmet  Duffy. 

Now  It  was  a  pleasant  cvenine,  sure,  whin  outside  Mike  Malrooney's  dure 

A  dude  had  left  a  bicycle  quite  safe,  he  thonght. 
Now  whin  the  bike  Muirooney  spied,  he  said,  '•  Be  gob  sure  I  can  ride," 

80  Tim  McF'a<lden  held  it  while  on  hoard  he  got. 
McFaddeii  thin  gave  him  a  push,  and  down  thesirnte  the  bike  did  msb. 

Just  like  a  freiuht  train  oil  the  track,  the  hoys  all  said:  1 

lie  ran  into  a  hack  almost,  and  thin  he  struck  au  iron  poet,  | 

Be  flew  up  in  the  air  and  lauded  oil  his  bead,  | 

Chorits. 

Terra,  the  strates  were  all  blockaded  whin  the  news  got  *roand 

That  Muirooney  he  was  ttir\in  to  ride  0  bike. 
(Who's  lhatf>  Mister  Mike  Muirooney,  sure  lie  must  be  looney. 

Who  would  ever  think  he'd  do  the  likeT 
(No  indeed.)    Sure  his  friends  tried  to  piirsuade  him  not  to  rolde. 

But  he  said,  "Just  watch  me.  ami  I'll  show  yez  how;" 
(Wow.  Wow.)    De  said  ihht  it  was  alsy— the  man  was  surely  crazy. 

And  three  doctors  they  are  tending  to  hiiii  now. 

Whin  Mnlrooney  landed  on  his  head,  they  rnshed  to  see  If  he  was  dead— 

The  pavement  was  all  broken  where  his  heail  had  struck: 
He  shIiT,  "  'Twas  but  an  accident,  I  wasn't  wiitching  where  I  wlnt,    •      •  ( 

I'll  thry  It  wanst  aKin,  (K-rhaps  I'll  have  more  luck," 
lie  eot  upon  the  bike  once  more,  and  dou  n  the  strate  he  madly  tore; 

He  ran  into  a  funeral  and  tippttd  the  beiirse. 
Thill  dashed  right  tlirongh  aG<Tmaii  band,  and  wrecked  a  Dneo's  pea-nut  stand, 

"Twas  like  a  railroad  emash-up,  only  ten  toiines  worse,— 6'A«»-i4#. 

All  the  neighbors  veiled  'till  tliey  were  lioarse,  Muirooney  took  a  zig-zag  course 

From  side  to  side,  sciin-d  all  the  horses  off  the  sirate. 
He  fell  ofif  once,  he  fell  off  twice— he  wouldn't  take  a  friend's  advice; 

He  says.  "  I'll  ride  this  darned  machine,  av  I  loee  boih  fate." 
Got  on  again,  had  not  gone  far,  whin  he  struck  an  electric  car;  1 

He  knocked  It  off  the  track,  they  thoni;ht  that  he'd  stop  thin. 
His  head  was  cut  and  siraming  blood,  his  clothes  wor  all  destroyed  with  mnd, 

But  lie  got  on  the  bike  aud  started  off  again.— 6'Aort/<. 

The  salvation  army  came  along,  Muirooney  dashed  rieht  throngh  the  throng; 

He  nearlv  killed  tlie  capiain — bow  the  soldiers  s"  ore — 
He  smashed  the  base  drum  all  to  bits,  thin  Mrs  Clancy's  twins  had  file 

Whin  they  saw  him  aaimpt  to  roide  ihroiiuh  flrady's  store: 
He  dashed  alone  at  frighiful  speed,  their  wariiinL'  shouts  he  did  not  heed. 

A  diicli  was  diig  to  lav  a  sewer,  and  down  wint  Mike, 
They  with  a  derrick  puhed  him  out.  that  he'll  recover  there's  some  doubt. 

But  av  he  does,  he  never  more  will  ride  a  b\ke.—  C'h07iu. 
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.'';      Words  by  Arthur  I.  Lamb.    Music  by  E.  Lux. 

or  all  the  Bweethearts  I  have  liad— and  many  lassies  have  a  lad— 
I  cherish  recollections  kind  mill  bear  them  lovingly  in  tniii(]: 
To  nie  u  canning  little  face  iliut  peeps  Ijetween  a  mist  of  curie 
Will  always  leud  u  passing  grace  to  any  time,  to  any  place. 

Choros. 
Ah,  mcl  I  always  was  stuck  on  the  girls; 
They  pe«'p  between  a  mist  of  curls, 
They  are  our  jesve Is  anil  pearls; 
Ab,  me  I  1  always  was  Stuck  on  the  girle. 

Of  all  the  sweethearts  I  have  had— and  some  were  good,  and  some  were  bad- 
1  never,  never  will  forget  a  litilf  mnid  with  eyes  of  jet; 
We  were  betroth'd  for  seven  yeari<,  but  quickly  past  each  season  whirls, 
A-lack-u-ilay  for  lovers'  fears,  we  parted  iu  a  mist  of  tears. —  Chorus. 

or  all  the  sweethearts  I  have  had— and,  after  all,  love's  hut  a  fad — 
It  strikes  ine  forcibly  nt  times  that  love  ii;  cought  but  empty  rhymes; 
And  wliat  a  flimsy  pnck  of  cards  that  Cupid  on  tlie  altur  nurls. 
Experience  true  love  retards,  'tia  but  a  lay  of  moou-sttuck  barda. — Chorut. 
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Words  and  Music  by  John  T.  Kelly. 

Have  yoti  heard  of  Casey's  Imiid?  the  worst  In  all  the  land, 

They  look  like  freaks  as  tliey  march  out  of  time; 
You  Bliould  S(-e  ttieiii  on  the  street— bow  legs  and  crooked  feet. 

To  hear  tliem  play  I  tell  you  i»  a  crime. 
Old  Ciisey  he's  a  "  biile,"  in  his  regimental  siiir. 

As  proudly  lie  marks  time  with  his  lunu  stick; 
W'lieii  ihey  play  ''Daisy  Bell,''  the  air  with  discord  swells — 

To  tiear  that  baud  you'd  laugh.  .-  ,,. 

Chorub. 
McEntire  he  plays  the  flute,  Doyle's  cornet  goes  root-te-toot, 
Callahan  he  plays  the  drum— all  the  rest  are  very  biim,  in  Casey's  band. 

Now  the  man  that  plays  basoon  looks  like  an  old  baboon. 

When  playing  out  of  time  he  looks  forlorn: 
There's  a  miiu  with  rooms  to  let,  pluys  a  yaller  clarinet — 

The  big  Iroiiiboiie  sounds  like  an  old  fish-horn. 
Good  music  it  has  charms  to  soothe  the  savage  breast, 

That's  why  brass  bands  go  'round  dot's'  necks,  they  say; 
There's  no  dog  iu  the  land  old  Casey's  baud  could  stand — 

Ton'li  laugU  to  hear  them  play.— CAoz-utf. 


THE    GIHL    I    LOVE. 
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Words  by  George  Dailey.    Music  by  Andrew  Hack. 

There  fs  a  girl  that  I  adore,  she  lives  across  the  way; 
Standing  by  her  cottage  gate,  1  see  her  every  day. 
At  night  my  thoughts  oft  wander  to  the  liny  etara  above, 
I  seem  to  see,  iu  every  one,  the  girl  I  love. 

Cbobub. 

The  girl  I  lovef  the  girl  I  love! 

She  Beema  to  l>e  in  every  tiny  star  above. 

Every  flower,  sweet  and  rare,  every  bird  tbat  wings  the  air, 

Remiuds  me  of  the  girl  1  love.       .         . 

Tho'  when  yon  wander  'round  the  earth,  or  sail  the  deep  bine  sea. 
Winsome  maidens  you  may  meet,  but  none  so  fair  as  siie. 
My  heart  is  just  a  )>eaceful  nest,  to  hold  my  gentle  dove. 
And  80oa  I'll  wed,  witti  joy  complete,  the  girl  I  love.—  Cfioru*. 


She  Loved  Not  Wisely,  But  Too  "Well. 
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Words  by  Robert  Mack.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 


In  a  quaint,  old-fashioned  country  town,  there  lived  a  handsome  maiden. 
With  cheeks  of  red.  and  eyes  of  brown,  and  heart  with  joy  o'erladeu. 
Her  life  was  full  of^ sunshine,  ah,  uniil  the  tempter  came! 
She  loved  him  madly,  truly,  now  she's  fled  to  iiide  ber  atuuue. 

Repraw. 
She  loved  not  wisely,  but  too  well! 
The  ant;tiish  of  her  heart  I  cannot  tell. 

That  maid  eo  briiiht  and  wiimini.',  sinned  against,  not  Binning — 
She  loved  not  wisely,  but  too  well! 

But  the  tempter  Btill  remains  to  charm,  is  welcomed— base  deceiver; 
The  story  or  the  lovely  maid  is  laughed  at— none  believe  her. 
Be  sure  his  conscience  sinites  liim,  as  his  thoughts  on  her  do  dwell: 
The  girl  who  loved  him  fondly,  loved  not  wisely  but  too  well.— J?</ireHn. 


Parody   on :  * 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Lon^. 


Wrltteu  and  sung  by  D.  B.  Eaton. 
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Put  your  arms  around  me,  honey,  if  yon  have  got  lots  of  money- 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long; 

But  if  yoa  haven't  got  any  money,  you  will  get  very  little  honey- 
Love  me  little,  love  me  limg. 

To  the  ball  we  will  go,  a  glass  of  beer  and  a  free  show,    '  ■    . 

And  yoti  l)et  we  will  Uiok  so  nice,  ,   -    . 

But  when  the  ball  is  over,  and  you  get  a  little  sober. 

You  will  find  your  honey  is  out  of  sight, 

•'        Chorus.    '■,•■ '^  "'""■-..;:. 

The  bells  are  ringfne,  the  girls  are  singing. 

Yonder  on  the  ftnge, 
Come  along,  my  little  honey,  for  I  had  once  lots  of  money — 
Skip  the  gutter,  tri-la-la-la. 

Oh,  the  girls  are  very  naughty,  very  innocent,  very  haughty — 
Love  me  liltle,  love  me  long; 

But  they  know  when  they  got  a  jay,  to  the  show  he  pays  their  way- 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long. 

And  when  he  sees  the  girls  in  tiuhts,  lie  tiiiuks  they  are  bo  young  and  nice, 

And  for  the  staue  door  he  makes  a  rush. 

But  when  they  all  come  out.  "By  gosh!  "  yoa  will  hear  him  ebont, 
"Love  me  little,  love  me  long." 

Chorus. 
And  home  he  will  go,  and  talk  about  the  show. 

And  Ills  pockets  they  are  full  of  air: 
He  will  swear  he  has  been  robbeii,  and  it  was  a  pnt-up  job— 
<r  Love  me  liltle,  love  me  long. 


My  Sweetheart  From  Over  the  Sea. 
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Words  by  Jere  O'Halloran.    Music  by  QIIl>ert  Ashton. 


When  I  left  dear  old  Ireland — 'twas  long  years  ago^- 
I  loved  u  muiden,  I  lie  fairest  I  know; 
Then,  witli  devotion,  she  loved  me  alone. 
When  I  crossed  the  ocean,  and  left  her  at  home. 
To  write  her  I  promised,  ere  much  time  had  fleil. 
And  send  for  my  loved  one,  for  oft  had  she  said: 
"  I'll  go  at  thy  bidding  to  the  land  of  the  free, 
Aud  be  thine  own  sweetheart  from  over  the  sea." 

Refrain. 

Over  the  sea  we're  sailing,  over  the  sea  of  life. 

Over  the  billows  of  irouhle,  liappines^,  care  and  strife; 

Soon  will  life's  voyage  be  ended,  ended  for  you  and  for  rae. 

Soon  shall  i  meet  yuu,  my  sweetheart,  my  sneetbeart  from  over  the  sea. 

I  sent  for  my  sweetheart,  far  over  the  sea. 
And  back  cuine  the  answer,  "  I'm  Coming  to  Ihee;"    . 
When  1  dreum't  of  my  dear  one,  repose  seem'd  more  sweet. 
And  I  pniyed  for  the  hour  when  again  we  ehotild  meet. 
While  waning  and  watching  for  her  smile  once  BO  true, 
Pate  cruelly  whispered,  "  She'll  ne'er  come  to  >oti, 
For  a  stranger  has  sought  her,  she  thinlu  not  of  iiiee, 
Tho'  siie  was  your  sweetheart,  far  over  the  Kh.'''— Refrain. 

I  tried  to  forget  her,  for  she  proved  untrue. 

And  followed  another,  yet  naught  could  I  do. 

At  last  came  a  inesBiige:  she  Mas  dying  alone; 

Her  betrayer  had  left  her,  without  friends  or  home; 

"  Come  and  forgive,"  were  the  W'Ords  it  contained. 

So  I  went  to  my  loved  one,  and  with  her  remnined 

'Till  in  my  arms  she  shimliered,  and  we  promised  to  be 

True  Bweethearta  in  heaven,  far  over  the  een.—Sefrttin.  , 


— "  No,"  said  Mrs.  De  Porque,  ' '  we  don't  mind  expense  wLen 
it  comes  to  our  library.    Some  of  the  books,  I  am  informed,  are  i 
printed  from  diamond  type."     ,;    .:  ^^   . .  r  ■  •   ,   :  ^  f 
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Parody  on : 

Only  Been  Downed  by  the  Club. 

Written  by  Chu.  S.  Reld,  of  the  W&lhalla  Comedy  Comp»iiy. 

S«nd  for  Frre  Catalopue  of  Soner  Books,  Letter  Write™,  Dream  BooVs,  Fortune  Tell- 
er*, Trick  Hooks,  Recitntion  Hoiil<g,  Penny  ItuUads.  Call  Books,  Joke  BookH,Sk<'teh  BiK>kii, 
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Lavt  night  I  came  in  rather  late, 

Willi  j(it<t  a  big  lump  on  my  bead; 
A  copper  liad  piirnmeled  my  pate 

Aud  laid  me  out  very  near  dead. 
I  munuced  to  get  lionie  at  last; 

My  wifey  met  me  at  the  door. 
And  I  f&nn  out  these  words  rather  fast. 

As  she  dragged  me  arouud  on  the  floor: 

CnoBus. 
"The  club  had  a  swinging  to-night,  loye; 
Of  buBincss  it  bad  a  great  siglit,  love; 
Be  swung  it  with  all  of  tiis  might,  love; 
I've  only  been  downed  by  the  club." 

••  Been  scrapping,  my  hubby,  again  t " 

She  howled  und  slammed  me  about; 
.     '      I  struck  the  hack  wall  and  my  brain 

Seemed  inst  about  to  be  bounced  ont 
She  picked  herself  up  from  the  floor 

Aud  started  towards  me  again; 
Enough  she  had  mauled  me  before. 

So  quickly  I  yelled  to  explain:— CAort<f. 

She  stopped  not  a  moment,  bat  came 

Like  an  avalanche,  sweeping  the  floor; 
She  seized  my  poor,  mii>erable  frame 

And  fired  me  straight  through  the  door. 
I  struck  the  cold  ground  rather  hard, 

To  my  body  a  jolt  it  did  bring; 
And  while  I  lay  in  the  back  yard 

Peebly  I  mauaged  to  Biug:— CAort<«. 
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SAY    YOU'RE    MINE; 

-OR:- 

The  Bowery  Boy's  Love  Song. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  Lincoln  J.  PoUalc. 


All  rights  rewrred. 


Th*  Word*  and  Mn!ile  of  this  Sonpr,  arranired  for  th«  piano,  wttl  b«  sent  to  any  nd- 
dress,  post-paid,  on  reoipt  of  40  cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  SoOKS  for  One  l>olliir, 
by  Henry  J  Wvhman.  IM  A  Vii  I'ark  Row,  Now  York;  or  125  W.  Madinon  Htreet,  l  liicaKO. 
Writ«  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  CataloRue  of  Songrs,  Uung  Buuko, 
Sheet  Uiuic,  Uerm&u  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Liocolo  J.  PoUftk. 


I'm  not  n  deal  at  makin'  love  in  hifalntin'  way. 
But  when  I  env  I'd  like  ter  own  yer,  Sisi'v,  wot  yer  sayf 
We'll  go  ter  Mickey  Clancy,  he's  der  leader  of  der  ward. 
An'  we'll  get  epliced,  me  little  dame,  if>er'll  hut  say  der  word. 
I'll  take  yer  ter  der  picnics,  like  der  cove  wot's  stuck  on  yer; 
I'll  wear  lue  pants  in  creases,  on  me  coat  I'll  put  some  fur. 
I  wants  yer  bad,  an'  no  mistake— my  I  how  yer  eyes  do  shine; 
Ob,  won't  I  suit  me  little  bute,  oh,  suy  dut  ;er'll  be  mine. 

Chorus. 

For  I  likes  yer  style,  yer  trim  an'  slick, 
I  loves  yer  an' I'll  to  yer  stick; 
I  know  I'm  Idunt,  but  yer  a  brick- 
Say,  Sissy,  say  yer  mine. 

We'll  have  two  little  kide,  me  own,  a  little  girl  an'  boy. 

An'  you  shall  tench  deni  manners,  see?  an'  make  deni  flip  an'  fly; 

Der  boy'll  look  like  his  mudder  an'  der  Eirl  she'll  look  like  me, 

An'  ev'ry  nii:ht  dey'll  kneel  an'  pray,  "God  bless  der  family." 

Der  uirl  she'll  look  so  pretty  wid  her  puggy  tuni-np  nose, 

Der  boy  he'll  look  so  funny  in  his  fauder's  cut  off  clothes; 

An'  when  on  Sundays  we  noes  out,  an'  looks  so  very  fine, 

Der  ward's  too  smull,  I'll  be  so  proud— ob,  say  dat  yer'll  be  mine. 

Chorus. 

For  1  likes  yer  style,  yer  trim  an'  slick, 
I  loves  yer  an' I'll  to  yer  stick; 
I  know  I'm  blunt,  but  yer  a  brick- 
Say,  Sissy,  say  yer  mine. 

We're  married  just  a  year  to-day  as  happy  as  can  be. 

But  we  ain't  lettin'  any  guys  make  trouble  for  us,  si  e? 

One  night  I  comes  home  from  me  work  an'  finds  me  ilamc  in  tears. 

An'  when  I  asks  lier  wat's  der  row,  she  says,  "Yer  false,  I  fears." 

She  said  der  neiirhbors  told  her  I  went  out  wid  odder  dames, 

I  took  dem  tn  der  picnics  an'  ter  see  der  baseball  games. 

I  proved  ter  Sissy  dut  whs  false  an'  kissed  her  cryin'  eyes. 

An'  holds  her  to  me  heart  an'  says,  while  she  haif  laughs  an*  cries: 

Cborub. 

"For  I  likes  yer  style,  yer  trim  an' slick, 
1  loves  yer  an' I'll  to  yer  stick; 
So  dry  yer  eyes,  for  yer  a  brick, 
Mj  Sissy,  only  iniue," 


— Servant:  "I  come  to  give  notice  tliut  lam  going  to  quit." 
Mistress:  "  What  is  tliere  about  this  place  that  you  don't  like?"' 
Servant:  "  Your  husband." 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Hart,         .,    ' 

There  is  a  qneer  expression  that  you  oft  hear  people  say: 
It  will  he  mine hy-and-by,  by-and-by; 

They  furnish  up  a  house  and  home,  weekly  instalment*  pay. 
It  w  ill  be  mine  l)y-and-by,  by-and-by. 

Blink  president  he  smiled  and  stroked  his  curly  black  mustache, 

lie  said,  "A  week  from  Thursday  I  think  I  will  'cut  a  dush'; 

I  will  let  tlicm  have  the  hank  and  building,  but  as  fur  the  cash- 
It  will  be  miue  by-aud-by,  by-and-by. 

Chorus. 
"It  will  be  mine  by-and-by,  it  will  be  mine  by-and-by; 

'I'o  some  quiet  siHit  I  will  take  the  whole  lot. 
It  will  he  mine  by-aud-by." 

A  little  boy  said,  ns  he  gazed  up  at  an  apple  green: 

"  It  will  he  mine  by-and-by,  by-and-by; 
I'll  climb  right  up  and  get  it  now,  I'm  sure  I'll  not  be  Been; 

It  will  be  mine  by-aud-hy,  by-aud-by." 
He  got  the  apple,  then  he  quickly  started  down  the  tree, 
A  fanner  stood  ihere,  singing,  "Come,  my  love,  I  wait  for  thee." 
la  his  hand  he  held  a  stick:  the  boy  said,  "  That  is  meant  for  me. 

It  will  be  mine  by-aud-by,  by-aud-by. 

Chorus. 
'*Tt  will  be  mine  by-and-by,  it  will  be  mine  by-and-by; 

That  stick  he  has  got,  if  I  want  It  or  not. 
It  w  ill  be  miue  by-and-by." 

A  preacher  saw  a  echool-boy  with  a  snow-ball,  and  he  said, 

"It  will  be  mine  hy-and-l)y,  by-and-by; 
Cc'll  let  me  have  it,  I  feel  sure,  somewhere  about  the  bead. 

It  will  be  mine  by-and-by,  by-and-by." 
This  preacher  went  to  Africa,  the  cannibals  to  teach; 
They  liked  this  missionary  aud  stuck  to  him  like  a  leech. 
"  Now,  I  choose  him,  for  I  saw  him  first,"  replied  the  eldest  chief, 

"  He  will  be  mine  by-and-by,  by-and-by. 

Chorus. 
"  He  will  be  mine  by-and-by,  he  will  be  mine  by-and-by; 

To-morrow,  at  two,  we'll  have  missionary  slew, 
lie  will  be  mine  by-and-by." 

A  young  man  kissed  his  fiancee  good  night  and  mnrmar'd  low, 

"She  will  bv  mine  hy-and-hy,  by-and-by; 
She'll  make  a  loving  wife,  we  will  be  happy,  that  I  know; 

She  will  be  mine  by-and-by,  by-and-Dy." 
They  married,  and  lier  mother  said  with  them  she'd  make  her  home; 
Site  did,  and  for  a  year  he  dared  not  call  his  soul  his  own, 
And  he  said,  "  If  I  can  only  meet  her  outside  once,  alone, 

She  w  ill  be  mine  by-aud-by,  by-and-by. 

Chorus. 

'*  She  will  be  mine  by-and-by,  she  will  be  mine  by-nnd-by; 
To  St.  Peter  she'll  roam  and  with  him  make  her  home. 
She  will  be  mine  by-aud-by." 

A  dudish  yonng  man  murmured,  as  a  pretty  lady  passed, 

"Siie  will  be  mine  by-und-by,  by-and-by." 
Be  buttoned  up  his  long  frocl<  coat,  put  on  bis  large  eye-glass, 

"She  will  he  mine  by-and-by,  by-and-by." 
"I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  remarked,  "will  vou  to  supper  go?" 
She  was  to  meet  her  hnsbiind,  but  that  dudie  did  not  know; 
Ue  came  up  just  then,  said  to  his  wife.  "  Dear,  home  you  quickly  go, 

lie  will  be  miue  by-aud-by,  by-and-by. 

Chorus. 
•' He  will  be  mine  by-and-by,  he  will  be  mine  by-and-by; 

I  soon  will  have  done  wiih  this  chrysanthemum, 
He  will  be  mine  by-and-by." 

A  silk  umbrella  in  the  hall,  it's  pretty  and  it's  new. 

It  w  ill  be  mine  by-jind-l)y,  by-and-hy;  • 

I've  always  longed  to  have  one,  and  I  think  that  it  will  do, 

It  will  he  mine  by-and-by,  by-«nd-by. 
While  walking  out  witli  William  (♦  my  wife),  at  a  milliner's  I  (she)  gazed 
Almost  an  hour,  at  a  hat.    "Are  you  coming?"  William  said  (homef  I  raved). 
As  away  from  it  he  (I)  dragged  me  (her).    Ah,  I  (skie)  turned  aud  sighed  aud  iwid, 
"It  Will  be  miue  by-aud-by,  by-and-by. 

Chorus. 

"It  will  be  mine  by-and-by,  it  will  be  mine  by-and-by; 

'Twas  stylish  and  nice,  eighteen  dollars  the  price; 
It  will  be  miue  by-aud-by," 


> 


*  When  sung  by  a  male,  tbc  words  in  parenthesis  must  be  used. 


^  •  ^ 


— "What  a  terrific  tliunderstorm  we  liad  the  other  evening!' 
"  I  didn't  linow  anything  about  it  until  it  was  all  over.    My  wife 
was  singing  the  baby  to  sleep."  i    i 

— "  Much  business  tliis  morning?  "  said  the  chemist  to  his  new 
nssi.stant  as  lie  enlered  the  shop,  which  was  also  a  post-office.  "  Ye», 
sir,"  replied  the  youth;  "  I've  had  a  busy  morning  of  it.  There 
hiive  been  .six  women  in  to  look  at  the  directory,  and  I've  obliged 
eight  people  with  postage  stamps,  besides  changing  a  dollar." 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Safford  Waters. 


Mike  McCarty  died  last  week,  of  conree  he  had  a  wake, 

We  all  went  down  to  see  him  oflf  on  the  trip  he  meant  to  take; 

Every  one  of  us— Jerry  Flyiin  aud  Tom  Maginn,  Pete  and  Pat  O'Hare, 

All  of  UB  were  friende  of  Mike'e,  and  so,  of  course,  was  there. 

Chobub. 
Yes.  we  ail  went  down  to  Mike  McCarty's  wake. 
And  we  all  was  iieked  whatever  would  we  take. 

There  was  "  bees'-winKS,'"  "gin-slinue,"  punch  and  whiskey  etraicht. 
Wine  and  brandy,  rum  and  candy— if  you  took  water,  it  cost  you  a  quarter, 
We  all  mixed  drinks  until  we  couldn't  see. 
And  we  all  got  full,  as  full  as  we  could  be, 
Aad  I  wou't  forget  the  time  we  had  that  uight,  yea  bet. 
At  Mike  McCarty'e  wake. 

Dignified  and  punctual,  we  all  arrived  at  eight, 

Mike  WU8  looking  iliegnnt,  as  he  rested  there  in  state. 

And  so  natural,  so  we  bowed  respectfully,  and  drunk  the  corpse's  health. 

For  to  Lave  the  wake,  you  see,  he  kindly  left  Lis  wealili. 

Choedb. 
Tom  Maginn  got  up  to  make  a  speech, 
A  jug  of  gin  was  just  within  his  reach,  > 

lie  faid  he'd  some  good  points  he  wished  to  teach 
About  McCnity,  once  so  hearty,  now  the  quietest  one  In  the  party. 
At  ev'ry  couipiinient,  whnl  do  you  think? 
All  the  boys  stood  up  and  took  another  drink  , 
Aud  I  won't  forget  tne  time  we  had  that  niglit,  you  bet, 
At  Mike  Mccarty's  wake. 

When  the  fun  was  at  its  height,  McCarty  sat  np  straight. 

Sure  it  was  a  fearful  sight,  and  the  effect  was  great; 

lloly  Mosi'Sl  he  nearly  scared  us  all  to  death,  I  leau'd  against  the  wall. 

And  when  again  I  got  my  breath,  Le  wasn't  dead  at  oil. 

Chorus. 

So  we  all  went  np  and  grabbed  him  by  the  hand. 
Just  «s  if  he'd  come  back  from  a  foreign  laud. 
And  McCarty  he  began  to  shout  and  dance, 
And  »tid  by  chance,  he  had  a  trance. 
And  if  we'd  a  hurried  him  we  might  a  buried  him. 

Tlien  we  had  a  real  old  Irish  reel,  and  McCarty  like  himself  began  to  feel, 
Aud  I  wou't  forget  the  whiskey  was  so  wet  that  night, 
At  Mike  McCiirty'B  wake. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Andrew  ilack. 


Larry,  my  darling,  M-onld  I  conhl  epenk  my  love! 

Speak,  for  there's  none  to  hear  us,  none  but  the  stars  above. 

Wert  thou  a  tree,  a  bird  I'd  be,  and  there  I'd  build  my  nest; 

Wi'it  thou  a  rose,  I  would  repose,  lik<^  tie«,  upon  thy  brcatt. 

Wert  thou  the  sea,  the  shore  I'd  1)0,  for  ever  at  thy  side; 

III  such  a  dream,  wert  thou  the  stream,  tiieii  I  would  be  the  tide. 

Ah,  if  in  the  future  we  jMirt,  love,  I'll  be  true; 

None  shall  hold  place  in  my  heart,  love— none  but  yon. 

Thro'  all  the  y«'ars  that  may  roll,  love  I'll  be  true; 

Molly  Mavouincen,  1  love  you!    Larry,  uiy  darling,  I  love  yoal 

If  thou  wert  mine,  and  I  were  thine,  how  )ia]>py  I  would  be; 

Thou  art  mine  own  for  ever,  you're  all  in  life  to  me. 

If  stare  above  could  s|)eak  my  love,  how  brightly  they  would  shine; 

If  eartli  below,  my  love  could  show,  'twould  be  a  heav'u  divine.  y. 

Ah,  if  in  the  future  we  part,  love,  etc.  y^ 


y' 


I  Love  My  Love  in  the  Springtime. 
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Uncle,  What  Makes  You  Sad  To-night? 
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Words  by  V/.  C.  Parker.     Music  by  Hugh  Donnelly. 


"Uncle,"  asked  little  John,  "  What  makes  you  sad  to-nigbtf 
Why  do  you  sit  alone?    Why  do  you  shun  the  light? 
"Listen,"  the  old  man  eaid,  "and  I  will  tell  you  why     ; 
This  night  I  sit  alone,  and  watch  the  hours  pass  by; 
Ten  years  ago,  lad,  in  a  foreign  land, 
I  met  a  maiden,  and  asked  for  her  hand. 
She  was  the  sweetest  girl  that  I  had  ever  seen, 
Aud  I  fell  deep  iu  love  with  pretty  Madeline." 

Cbobub. 

"  Sweet  Madeline,  my  own  little  queen,  I'm  thinking  of  her  to-night; 
I'll  ne'er  forget  the  first  time  we  met,  when  all  earth  seemed  so  bright. 
Ten  years  ago,  this  very  same  night,  she  quietly  passed  away, 
And  now  I  am  longing  for  pretty  Madeline. 

•'  She  promised  to  be  mine  on  Ihc  first  day  of  spring, 

Then,  to  my  joyous  heart,  all  nature  seemed  to  sing. 

Soon  came  that  welcome  day,  we  were  made  man  and  wife, 

And  many  friends  all  wished  a  happy  wedded  life; 

But  on  that  day,  lad,  my  sweet  little  bride 

Fell  'neath  the  train,  lad,  and  that  night  she  died. 

And  lad,  from  year  to  year,  when  it  comes  Hallowe'en,  : 

I  greatly  mouru  the  loss  of  pretty  Madeline."— CAortw. 


— She  :  "  Here  comes  the  bride  and  groom.  Do  you  suppose  it 
was  a  case  of  love  at  first  sight?"  He  :  "  Oh,  yes.  He  caught  a 
glimpse  of  her  father's  check  book." 


— CboUy  :  "  I  wondab  where — ah — Algy  procures  bis  beautiful 
accent,  don't  you  know."  Dolly  :  "  Why.  didn't  the  deah  boy  tell 
you?    He  has  all  his  teeth  direct  from — aw — London." 


Words  by  Sydney  Rosenfeld.    tluslc  by  Ludwig  Englander. 


Those  little  tender  phrases,  that  lovers  know  so  well. 

In  which  to  sing  the  praises  of  that  niysieiious  spell. 

Let  those  who  doubt  deride  them,  iii  their  supreme  conceit. 

But  hearts  that  love  have  tried  them,  and  none  are  half  so  eweet. 

Aud  none  are  half  so  sweet,  and  none  are  half  so  sweet. 

I  love  my  love  in  tlMi  springtime,  and  I  love  my  love  in  the  fall. 

And  in  the  golden  ^uiiimei',  I  love  her  best  of  all. 

Through  all  the  changing  seasons,  I  vow  by  the  stars  above. 

From  summer's  glow,  to  winter's  snow,  I  love  my  love. 

Give  me  no  empty  token,  before  wc  two  must  part. 

Let  those  sweet  words  In;  spoken,  that  lips  learn  from  the  heart; 

I  want  no  words  of  learning,  to  waft  me  to  the  skies. 

But  yearning  heart  to  yearning,  in  eimple  truth  replies, 

In  simple  truth  replies,  in  simple  truth  replies:  / 

I  love  my  love  in  the  springtime,  etc,  /^ 


The  Man  that  Stole  My  Lnncheon. 
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Words  by  Thus.  Le  Mack.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 


Yon  remember  we  unloaded  coal  two  weeks  cmne  Tuesday  next? 

I  do,  upon  the  wharf  down  liere,  the  day  Dan  Gould  ^ot' fined, 
Well,  something  happened  that  day  that  would  make  a'man  feel  vexed. 

And  although  I  never  mentioned  it,  it's  never  left  my  mind. 
Before  1  started  out  to  work,  my  wife  put  up  my  dinner. 

When  I  got  down  to  the  wharf,  I  hid  the  can  l>ehind  the  shed. 
When  a  man  about  your  size  siieakd  'round— he  did,  the  thieving  sinner— 

Took  my  diuuer-can,  my  coat  aud  lunch — yes,  everything— ami  fled. 

Chorus. 
i  think  he  deserves  a  pnnchin'.    Who?    The  man  that  stole  my  luncheon  1 

Was  it  me?    I  never  said  it  was.     Well,  don't  Insinudtc. 
I'm  not  insiuuatin'.    But  you're  very  nggravatin'. 

Lave  it  go.    1  will.    You  will?    'lis  gone.    Bui  what  had  [  to  ate? 

Now,  Drinnan,  you're  a  friend  of  mine,  and  I  know  all  your  ways, 

We've  worked  together  many  times,  a  jobbing  here  and  there, 
I've  done  favors  for  your  family,  too,  these  many  many  days;  ^ 

I'll  get  even,  too,  with  some  one,  if  it  takes  me  twenty  years. 
Yoti're  not  accusing  me,  man,  dear,  of  atciug  np  your  dinner? 

Well,  you  didn't  bring  no  lunch  that  day  (I'll  take  me  oath  to  that). 
No,  but  over  to  the  Ditchman's,  I    had  beer  and  sour  weinner. 

Yes,  but  beer  aud  sour  weiuner— only  Ditchmen  live  ou  that.— C%w«#. 


*  *  * 


— "  You  say  she  is  a  musical  genius  as  far  as  the  piano  is  con- 
cerned?"    "  Yep  ;  knows  when  to  quit  every  time." 


— "  What  makes  you  so  sure  that  Blankly  believes  in  future 
punishment?"  "He's  going  to  marry  the  lady  he  was  divorced 
from  six  months  ago." 


t^im 
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Words  and  Mu-'lc  by  Qiissie  L.  Davis. 


I've  been  hootloo'd,  I've  been  lioodoo'd,  hoodoo'il,  hooiloo'd. 
By  a  iii^'iier  voodoo  I've  been  Imodood,  I've  been  lioodoo'd, 
Uuodou'd  by  a  big  bluck  coon. 

A  coon  for  nie  had  a  crent  infatuation, 

lie  wanted  me  lo  nmrry,  but  lie  liud  no  sitaatloD, 

As  goon  as  I  refused,  wliy  the  coon  he  uot  wild, 

Snyslie,  "  I  am  I'ound  for  to  hoodoo  dm  child." 

Went  aiid  i;ot  u  rabbit  foot  and  burned  it  with  a  frog, 

Down  In  (he  hollow  of  an  old  burnt  lot!, 

Rii.'lu  on  the  road  where  I  hml  to  pass  along. 

EvVr  ("Ince  den  my  head's  been  wronir. 

My  bones  besiin  to  ache,  and  my  teei  h  beRin  to  chatter. 

Went  to  a  doctor  and  he  couldn't  tell  the  matter; 

Says'  be,  "  You're  a  gone  coon,  you're  ^oue  up  the  epoat," 

lie  looked  at  my  head,  ami  my  hair  fell  out; 

Nobody  IcnowH  liow  funny  I  feel, 

Eveu  the  husk  fell  off  my  heel. 

Reprain. 
I've  been  boodoo'd,  I've  been  lioodoo'd,  hoodoo'd,  hoodoo'd, 
By  a  nijjger  voodoo  I've  lieen  boodoo'd,  I've  been  boodoo'd, 
Hoodoo'd  by  a  big  black  coon. 

Tlilf"  sanie  black  coon  bad  an  nwful  disposition. 

He  could  do  more  tiicks  than  Hermann,  the  nnigician; 

My  daddy  lie  went  out  for  to  kill  this  blncU  moke, 

Tiie  Coon  only  laUL'hed.  auit  he  thought  it  a  joke; 

Got  nil  of  tlie  Coons  afraid  to  look  hiin  in  the  eye. 

Got  lots  of  niggers  ihut  lie's  taught  to  fly; 

All  the  p'llice  for  this  coon  they  had  to  search. 

He  roiibeit  a  coon  one  niglit  at  cliiircb. 

He  L'raiibed  up  a  chicuen  and  it  woiililn't  even  hollar, 

Throw  up  bix  tiuffer  and  mi'sr  any  thing  would  foller; 

Ir  is  very  stiunue,  but  it  ain't  no  lie, 

I  lio|>e  in  my  heart  that  this  coon  will  die. 

For  1  can't  sleep,  walk,  talk  nor  eat. 

Guess  1  am  deud— my  lieart  don't  be&t— Refrain. 
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'Words  and  Music  by  Gussie  L.  Davis. 


A  dark  night,  a  nigkier  and  a  chicken, 

Yoii'can  bet  that  they're  mighty  close  friends, 
When  times  are  hard  and  poultry's  high, 

And  a  nmger  can't  meet  his  einls. 
■When  he  feels  like  he's  iieen  hoodoo'd), 

Ai'd  business  with  liim  is  slack. 
Just  give  liim  a  basket  with  a  covered  top, 

Aud  a  chickt'u  he'll  bring  back. 

CHonuB. 

Get  on  your  sneak-shoes,  children. 

Now  listen  to  wliat  I  say. 
Don't  iliegrace  the  Colored  race. 

Do  not  go  astray. 
Get  on  your  sneak-shoes,  children, 

Now's  the  time  to  made  your  mark. 
Don't  come  yellow,  but  come  the  right  color, 

But  for  goodness  sake  don't  couie  dark. 

Just  give  «  cnon  a  white  handle  razor, 

Let  biin  find  a  game  of  craps. 
He'll  make  cooiis  scatter  very  quick. 

It's  the  nature  of  the  Japs, 
Don't  you  pester  with  his  money, 

Any  tinns  he  puts  it  down; 
He  says  that  he'll  chop  enough  meat  off  of  you, 

For  to  feed  all  the  dogs  iu  town. 

Chorus. 

Get  on  your  sneak-shoes,  children, 

Now  li-ten  to  what  I  say. 
Don't  disurace  the  colored  race, 

Do  not  go  astray. 
Get  on  your  sneak-shocs,  children, 

Now's  the  time  to  make  your  mark. 
Don't  come  yellow,  bni  come  tlie  rii»ht  color. 

But  for  goodness  sake  don't  come  dark. 

Finale. 

Be'8  a  bad.  bad  man.  frorn  a  bad,  bad  land, 
Ami  he  don't  care  for  iliegrace: 
■   Says  he  iton't  fear  police,  judge  or  jury — 
He  belongs  to  a  bad,  bad  race. 
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By  Richie  Fuy. 
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The  latest  gae  that's  in  the  town,  and  ibey  think  it's  awful  cute. 

They  eay,  "Oh,  have  you  shot  the  chutes?" 

Well,  if  you  have  not  shot  them  they'll  Bay  that  you're  a  chump. 

Ami  tell  you  to  go  aud  shoot  a  stump. 

Now  if  you  have  seven  cents,  why.  you  are  in  luck; 

Of  course,  with  seven  cents  the  tiger  you  cannot  buck. 

But  you  can  take  the  seven  cents  and  go  and  eboot  tbe  duck. 

And  you  don't  need  to  sbout  the  chuteB. 

The  eoldierfl  came  to  Chicaeo  and  they  had  all  kiudB  of  traps. 

So  they  shot  a  game  of  craps; 

They  were  all  good  crap  shooters,  of  course  not,  I  don't  think. 

And  all  their  teeth  were  plugged  with  zinc. 

Uncle  Sam  he  sent  the  BoUliers  here  with  their  muskets  and  their  boots; 

He  said,  if  you  don't  shoot  the  strikers  you're  a  buiicn  of  big  galoots. 

The  soldiers  wouldn't  sboot  the  strikers. 

So  tliey  put  on  their  ten-dollar  suits  aud  went  out  and  shot  the  chutes. 

A  maiden  fair  with  golden  bair  said,  I'll  go  out  on  a  toot, 

I'll  go  out  and  shoot  the  chutes. 

She  got  on  a  bicycle  and  she  lit  a  cigaroot. 

And  she  started  for  the  chutes. 

She  had  on  ber  bloomers  and  she  acted  rather  flip; 

She  said  to  her  friend  Charlie,  "  Well,  just  watch  me  take  this  dip." 

But  when  she  struck  the  water,  why,  ber  bloomers  gave  a  rip, 

Aud  no  more  she'll  sboot  the  chutes.       .  , 
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Words  by  Harry  W.  Eninivt.    Music  by  Chas.  B.  Ward. 


A  maiden  her  fate  was  bemoanine, 

'Neath  the  shade  of  the  wide-spreading  yews. 
And  half  to  herself  she  was  oivning 

She  knew  not  which  lover  lo  choose. 
"Oh!  t<-il  me,"  she  cried  in  her  anguish,  " 

"  Is  affection  a  smile  or  a  sight 
Can  I  find  love  iliat  never  will  languish}" 

Tbe  leaves  whispered  down  this  reply: 

CaoRus. 

Love  In  the  springtime  is  young. 

Love  in  the  summer  is  hold; 
Love  ill  tbe  HUttimn  w  Ith  mem'ries  Is  bang. 

Love  in  the  winter  is  old; 
But  whet  tier  in  sunshine  or  storm. 

Love  everywhere  may  be  found. 
And  love  has  no  reason,  whatever  the  season. 

But  true  love  s  the  whole  year  round, 

A  little  liird  paused  there  for  shelter, 

A  shower  was  arising  so  bad. 
The  rnindropscanie  down  with  a  pelter, 

And  poor  little  bii-die  looked  sad. 
But  when  ihe  storm  ceased,  once  more  cbeerfnl, 

The  sweet  bird  spread  his  bright  wings  again. 
And  to  that  little  inaideii,  still  tearful. 

He  chirrupped  this  selfsame  refrain:— CAoruf. 


■  I 


^  •  ^ 


i       CHARMINO    JOSEPHINE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Oeoi  ge  J.  Southwick. 
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The  ball-room  seemed  a  dream  to  me,  that  lovely  night  in  May, 
The  music  never  seemed  so  sweei,  the  dancers  half  so  L'ay; 
My  heart  was  full  of  happineBs,  no  care  or  worldly  strife. 
For  she,  my  dear,  had  promised  there,  to  go  with  me  thro'  life. 
I  tbouL'ht  of  nothing  then  but  love,  all  care  and  sorrow  fled, 
And  as  1  sat  there  by  ber  side,  these  were  the  words  I  baid: 

Chords. 

Pretty  little  Phina,  chnrming  Josephine, 

Idol  of  my  life,  and  vision  of  my  dream. 

All  tills  world  without  you  but  a  blank  would  be, 

My  pretty  little  sweetheart,  I  love  none  else  but  tbee. 

At  last  the  imppy  day  arrived,  and  she  became  my  wife, 
'Twas  tlieii  our  loving  life  began,  so  free  from  care  and  strife. 
And  when  I  used  to  come  from  work,  she'd  sit  down  by  my  side, 
And  tell  me  of  the  things  she  did,  with  careless,  girlish  pride. 
Ah.  me,  I  well  remember  all,  and  now  we're  aged  and  eray. 
Think  as  I  eat  there  by  her  side,  aud  once  more  I  will  6»y:—C7iorut. 
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The  Mystery  of  the  Village. 
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From  North  to  South,  and  East  and  West,  our  flag  it  floats  with  pride, 
And  'neath  its  heav'niy  stars  and  stripes  how  many  patriots  diedl 
Land  of  our  noble  WasliinKton,  who  foDght  with  patriots  hrave. 
And  with  the  pray'rs  of  loyal  beartii,  from  foes  our  land  be  saved. 

Chorus. 
Three  clieers,  three  cheers,  and  one  cheer  more, 

Onr  flaa  may  it  ever  wave;  ,"'.'- 

Sail  on,  thou  too,  O  Ship  of  State,  .  '. 

Our  land  of  the  free  and  the  brave.  ■  -  "    •. 

We  sing  of  our  own  Lincoln  tme,  how  {jreat,  how  grand,  how  bravel 
A  nniion's  trilmie  comt-s  to  one  whose  pen  did  free  the  slave; 
How  many  hearts  still  hear  the  wonii'ls  of  battle's  etrife  and  roart 
And  may  our  own  God-favored  laud  at  peace  be  evermore.— CAotm*. 

In  praise  of  martyred  Garfield  sing,  onr  memory  ne'er  will  fail; 
A  man  of  God,  whose  loyal  heart  at  death  it  did  not  quail. 
G  Gnd,  who  doeth  all  thiuKS  well,  bless  our  dear  native  land, 
And  may  all  foes  who  m  it  dwell,  be  swept  away  as  6&nd.— Chorus. 

We  sine  of  noble  General  Grant,  who  fought  and  served  us  well, 
And  other  generals  l<nown  to  fame,  who  iu  our  hearts  will  dwell. 
Brave  soldiers  who  laid  down  tlieir  lives  their  country  for  to  save. 
And  may  their  memory  in  oar  hearts  go  with  us  to  the  grave.— CV^ortM. 

O  may  it  not  be  party  pride,  but  patriot  love  so  true, 

'I'hat  prompts  the  hearts  to  serve  our  land,  and  our  red,  white  and  blue; 

We  know  what  Master  laid  ll<y  keel,  in  what  a  forge  and  beat 

Were  shaped  the  anchors  of  thy  hope,  we  fear  uo  tempest's  beat,— CAort/f. 

The  Declaration  we  do  love,  of  Independence  sweet.  ■  ^ 

Onr  Constitution— may  it  stand  all  storms  that  'gainst  it  beat. 
Brave  men  who  signed  that  noble  piigo,  hrave  men  whose  hearts  were  right. 
And  may  the  Ibo't  of  Plymouth  Rock  ne'er  fail  from  freedom's  iight.—V Aorut. 
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.  :V     By  Walter  Jonee.  '  •:  '    ■    :j 

Love  has  come  to  me  at  last.  Its  seal  is  on  my  heart,  '■  .' 

A  little  Irish  Cupid  cast  at  me  a  piercing  dart; 

In  love  I  thought  I  ne'er  would  fall,  words  can't  tell  what  I  mean; 

I'm  sure  you'd  uiulerslantl  it  all,  if  yon  met  pretty  Eileen, 

I'm  sure  you'd  understand  it  all,  if  you  met  ewcet  Eileen. 

CHontis. 

Eileen,  Eileen  some  day  will  be  my  wife. 

My  dream,  my  queen,  I'll  love  yoa  all  through  life; 

Eileen,  my  queen,  sweet  love  for  evermore. 

You  are  iitat,  very  witty,  sweet,  very  pretty,  Eileen  O'Moore. 

To  love  her  is  an  easy  task,  so  simple,  pure  and  sweet. 

For  she  is  all  that  one  could  ask,  no  other  will  I  seek; 

And  we'll  be  wed  to-morrow  at  nine — liow  long  the  hours  do  seemf 

I  can  hardly  wait  to  call  her  mine,  and  claim  my  pretty  Eileen, 

I  can  liardiy  wait  to  call  her  mine,  and  claim  her  my  Eileen. —  Chorus. 
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When  fragrant  roses  are  in  bloom,  and  their  sweetness  fills  the  Sir, 
And  verdant  fields  yieltl  their  perfume,  I  think  of  her  so  fair, 
Of  golden  moments  liap'ly  B|)ent,  upon  the  meadow's  crest, 
I  plucked  a  rose  for  her  1  loved,  and  pinned  it  on  her  breast. 
And  now  all  those  joyful  days  are  forever  past, 
.      Bat  love's  memories  will  forever  last. 

Refrain. 

And  when  the  roses  are  in  bloom,  and  foliage  on  the  trees. 

There  comes  to  me  'mid  sweet  perfume,  fond  love's  sweet  memories. 

On  Bfnlwart  oak  I  carved  a  heart,  and  together  onr  names  placed, 
I  sought  that  oak  in  afier  years,  but  found  the  heart  effaced; 
Some  time  she'll  tbink  of  that  sweet  rose  I  plucked  for  ber  that  day. 
And  of  the  heart  curved  In  that  onk,  now  lon<r  since  passed  away. 
And  dream  of  those  joyful  days,  now  forever  past. 
For  love's  memories  will  forever  last— if^rai».   ;  .    -...., 


A  qniet  eastern  village,  a  preacher  old  and  gray, 

A  etraiiuer  standing  at  the  door  just  at  the  close  of  dav. 

Who  aske<1  for  information  of  folks  who  once  lived  there. 

The  preacher  told  the  story  sad,  which  filled  him  with  despair: 

He  said,  "  The  old  man  that  yon  seek,  for  five  years  has  been  dead. 

Bis  wife  has  to  the  poor-house  gone,  for  shelter  and  for  bread, 

Tliey  owed  a  mortgage  on  the  farm,  'twns  more  than  th<  y  conid  pay. 

The  farm  was  sold,  that  broke  their  hearts,  the  old  man  died  next  day. 

Chokus, 
•Twas  the  mysf'ry  of  the  village,  and  the  saddest  tale  I  know. 
A  home  was  wrecked,  two  hearts  were  bioken,  'twas  an  awful  blow; 
Although  strangers  now  dwell  in  tlieir  home  since  the  old  man's  laid  away, 
'Tbo  bis  wife  has  to  tlie  |)oor-bouse  gone,  she  has  nut  gone  to  stay. 

The  man  that  closed  the  mortgage  was  robbed  that  very  night. 
The  village  |>eople  trietl  in  vain  to  bring  the  tniili  to  iighu 
As  time  rolled  by  the  people  forgot  the  sad  affair,  .- 

A  package  for  the  poor-house  came,  sent  in  the  preacher's  care. 
A  letter  read,  "  Kind  sir,  give  this  to  mother  dear,  for  me, 
"I'is  from  her  only  boy,  a  suitor  dyitig  o'er  the  sea." 
'Twas  wealth  to  keep  her  all  throngh  life,  and  filled  her  heart  with  Joy, 
She  left  the  poor-iiouee  when  she  read  the  message  from  ber  boy, 

CHonns. 
Twas  the  myst'ry  of  the  village,  and  that  mother'll  never  know 
Her  boy  had  robbed  the  man  that  closed  the  mortgage  long  ago. 
And  perhaps  it  was  an  awful  crime  that  dreadful  step  to  take. 
But  at  judgment  day  be  may  be  forgiv'n,  it  was  for  mother's  sake. 


V 


Oh!  He  Was  a  Good  Young  Man. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Leona  Foutoiuebleau-Jeroroei, 


Spoken- 


I7ow  there  was  a  young  man,  and  be  listened  to  advice 

And  resolved  to  retire  early; 

As  the  clock  strnck  nine,  he  was  there  on  time — 

Oh,  be  was  a  good  young  man! 

On  one  dark  night  the  bonse  was  burned. 

And  now  he's  up  to  heaven  gone; 

Yet  he  might  have  been  alive,— 

-"  Had  he  scrambled  in  at  dawn !" 
Excuse  this  interruption.    Now,  why  didn't  be  come  home  In  the  morning, 
about  4  o'clock,  like  all  the  rest  of  the  boysf    Borne  one  told  him  to  go  to  bed 
early.    Foolish  boy  I 

Cbobds. 

So  yon  sec,  dear  friends,  that  the  moral  is, 
*♦  Advice  yon  must  not  always  take," 
Or  you,  too,  like  this  good  young  man. 
Will  make  a  big  mistake. 
As  you  go  through  life,  jnst  do  as  yon  please. 
Or  the  very,  very  best  that  you  can. 

Or  when  too  late,  you'll  share  the  fate  ^ 

Of  this  goody,  good  young  man. 

Now  there  was  a  yonng  man,  and  he  listened  to  advice. 

And  resolved  tliat  he'd  raise  whiskers. 

So  he'd  shave  and  shave,  and  no  dimes  he'd  save — 

Oh,  be  was  a  good  young  man! 

His  whiskers  grew  to  six  feet  two; 

Wherever  he  would  go,  the  wind 

It  would  blow,  and  it  would  snow. 
Spoken — And  a  cyclone  you'd  find! 

Excuse  this  interruption  nut  this  is  a  true  story  I  Unfortunate  yonng  man. 
the  victim  of  good  advice.  A  huge  wind  caught  him  up  into  the  clouds,  and 
the  last  lime  he  was  heard  of  he  was  hanging  just  over  Kansas  City,  and  all  the 
people  for  miles  around  thought  be  was  a  new  comet.  It's  a  true  story.  Don't 
you  believe  iiT— C'Aon<». 

Now  there  was  a  yonng  man,  and  he  listened  to  advice. 

And  he  resolved  that  lie  would  marry. 

So  a  widow  he  asked  his  wife  to  be— 

Oh,  he  was  a  good  young  man! 

Tliefirst  she  did,  this  witching  "wid," 

She  hud  her  footsie's  life  insured. 

He  got  wed,  and  now  he's  dead— 

Spoken— Of  marriage  he  is  cnre<l. 

He  was  a  friend  of  mine,  and  the  very  last  words  he  uttered  were,  that  he 

never  would  get  married  again.    Well,  he's  gone  now;  there's  uo  nseof  crying 

about  It.    1  feel  just  as  bad  as  yon.— Chwui. 

Now  there  was  a  yonng  man,  and  be  listened  to  advice. 

He'd  his  main-law  treat  kindly. 

And  unto  Ills  home  ask  the  dear  to  come — 
■■    <  .  Oh,  lie  was  a  good  young  man! 

His  hair  turned  gray  riglit  off,  they  say,  " 

And  he's  in  the  asylum  now: 

So  don't  tal;e  too  much  advice,        >  •..  .'. 

Spoken — Is  written  on  his  alabnster  brow.  ; 

Poor  young  man  1    Haven't  you  all  been  there?- C^ortw. 


MAiii 
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At  Night  with  a  Policeman  on  His  Beat. 
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Words  by  Frank  Millard.    Music  by  Warren  Beebe. 


^i: 


One  iiiglit,  while  feelinp;  nithcr  blue, 
Aud  hAviiic  nothing  else  to  do, 
A  policeman  friend  I  chanced  to  meet 
Who  said,  "Come  witli  me  'round  my  beat; 
I'll  sliow  you  ei>;htn  you  never  seen, 
I'll  siiow  you  thini;«  you'd  never  dream, 
'i'liiiii;s  iliut's  never  bioiii;lit  to  liyht. 
That  happen  in  Itie  dark  of  nisjlit." 
"All  rijjlit,  old  clinp,  now  Hint's  a  }»o; 
There'8  loi8  of  Ihincs  I'd  like  to  know, 
For  I  am  not  eo  awful  sniari," 
And  down  the  street  we  euou  did  start. 

Rkfuain. 
While  darkness  covers  nil  the  city,  this  to  me  wao  quite  a  Trent, 
To  view  aud  study  buniau  nature  at  uiKbt  with  a  poiicemau  on  bis  beat. 

'  A  worn-out  woman,  old  and  fjray. 

On  a  corner  ctiinds  in  a  lieii)lc8s  way, 
Svilh  tired  limbs  and  uorii-oiit  feet, 
Afraid  to  cross  the  busy  street, 
.     •  She's  half  afraid  to  even  try. 

Rich  and  stroni:  all  onHS  her  by, 

KeepinK  up  that  endless  pace. 

All  intent  on  their  mad  race; 

At  last  a  ranged  newsboy  gayl 

Said,  "  Lean  on  me,  I'll  lead  the  way," 

And  with  Hironi;  arm  and  manly  stride 

He  lauds  her  safe  on  other  side. 

Refrain. 

While  darkness  covers  all  the  city  a  prayer  for  the  lad  she  soft  repeats. 
While  I  continued  on  my  jouruey  at  ni^lit,  with  a  policeman  on  his  beat. 

A  cry  of  fire  next  ureets  our  ear, 
A  cry  tliai  we  all  dread  to  hear; 
A  hurnihn  building  soon  we  see. 
Fierce  fire  and  smoke  rolls  up  ou  blgh. 
Brave  firemen  up  a  ladder  go 
To  battle  with  a  deiidly  foe; 
A  fierce  report,  an  explosion  loud. 
Wild  flames  of  red  Unlit  up  the  ciowd. 
And  then  above  tlie  noise  and  din 
Some  one  ciies  out,  "  The  roof  fell  Inl " 
Brave  firemen  neiit  there  by  command 
Die  at  their  post  with  lioae  in  baud. 

RErUAIN. 

While  darkness  covers  nil  the  city,  their  souls  the  Maker  soon  will  meet. 
While  I  couiinue  ou  uiy  journey  ut  uigbt  with  u  poiicemau  on  bis  beat. 


Have  You  Heard  the  Latest? 


By  Geo.  E.  Sliertzer. 
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They  say  every  one  has  (i  sweetheart, 

I  believe  that's  the  way  the  old  soiij;  goes; 
That  .•\iinie  Laurie  was  on  the  Bowery 

With  .McGiiiiy's  Itest  suit  of  clotbeic 
That  the  Li > tie  Fisher  Maideo 

Didn't  have  a  cent. 
Went  down  on  'rhompson  street 

To  see  bow  llogan  jiuid  bis  rent. 

Tbey  say  that  Grover  Cleveland 

Has  set  the  workiiiijmeu  free,  * 

That  Geo.  M.  Pullinaii 

Is  sojournini;  in  'I'lie  Liglithoiise  by  the  Sea; 
That  the  packers  at  Omaha 

Are  striKiiiK  for  their  rights: 
That  MaL'cie  Murphy  is  whiHtlinp; 

Where  Is  My  ^V  audering  Boy  Tonigbtf 

They  say  I  hat  Browne  and  Ooxey 

Iliive  joined  hands  with  Debs, 
Tbat  Comjiany  M  at  C'bicaco 

Mcfiised  loeat  with  "scabs"; 
They  suy  that  The  Cows  are  in  the  Com, 

And  also,  that  (Jhauncy  Depew, 
While  ridinij  on  the  Elevated, 

Met  the  Two  Little  Giria  in  Blae. 

They  say  that  the  strikers  at  Chicago 

Only  struck  for  their  proper  pay. 
That  "ft  won't  be  long  until  Pullman 

Will  be  ill  a  grave  Ten  Thousand  Miles  Away; 
That  the  coming  leaders  of  our  country 

W'll  be  Debs,  Coxey  and  Browne, 
And  that  Geo.  M.  Pullman 

Needn't  think  that  he  can  keep  the  worklngman  down. 


WHILE    T^E    DANCE    G-OES    ON. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chos.  K.  Hariia.    Arranged  by  Jos.  Clauder. 


Amid  the  tlare  and  the  splendor,  amid  the  pay  and  the  bright. 
Joyous  and  im-rry  the  dancers,  no  thoughts  of  sorrow  to-night; 
Softly  the  siiains  of  the  music  play  on  all  evening  till  dawn — 
Happy  are  they,  joyous  and  gay,  while  the  dance  go<'s  on. 
Yet  there  is  one  of  the  dancers,  (me  with  a  beautiful  face. 
Laughing  and  chatting  so  gayly,  dancing  with  such  careless  grace — 
There  is  no  firm  hand  to  guide  her,  no  one  to  shield  her  from  bariu; 
She  is  alone,  husband  at  home,  while  the  dance  goes  on. 

CnoRi'3. 

While  the  music  is  playing  in  the  grand  ball-room. 
While  all  liearts  beat  softly  to  the  old  sweet  tunc. 
While  the  hours  are  passing,  fleeting  one  by  one — 
No  thought  of  the  morrow,  while  the  dance  goes  on. 

"  Yon  will  not  go  to  the  ball,  love;  stay  with  our  baby  to-nighf  I " 
Rang  in  the  ears  of  thi*  lady,  whose  sparkling  eyes  shone  so  bright; 
What  cares  she  for  lioiiit!  and  baby  while  she  is  queen  of  the  ball? 
liiisliand  and  home,  haliy  alone,  while  the  dance  goes  on. 
Only  too  soon  is  it  over,  home  she  a]>pronche»  at  last; 
There  at  the  door  meets  her  husband,  whose  sad  tears  fall  thick  and  fast; 
Then  not  a  wonl  Ih  there  sjioken,  gently  he  leads  his  wife  on — 
There  ou  its  bed  baby  lies  dead,  while  the  dance  (foes  ou.— C'Aoruj. 
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MY    MAMMA    TOLD    ME    SO. 
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Words  ond  Music  by  SafTord  Waters. 

I'm  a  little  child,  you  see,  innocent  as  I  can  be. 

Hut  there  are  no  tlies  on  me  —my  mamma  told  me  so; 

Mamma  says  I'm  just  loo  sweet,  from  my  head  down  to  my  feet, 
Sucb  a  child  you  eeldoin  meet— my  uiaiuma  told  me  bo. 

Chorus. 

Mamma  always  gets  things  straight, 
She  is  strictly  up  to  date; 
Ev'rything  is  true  I  state, 
'Cause  maiuiua  told  me  so. 


TiiiP  big  world  is  all  a  blnff,  flll'd  with  misery  and  woe, 
Which,  I  think,  is  rather  ioiiL'li--my  mamma  told  me  so. 

If  we're  good  or  if  we're  had,  diff'rent  places  we  «ill  go. 
Where  ipiilc  Uiff'reut  times  arc  had— my  mamma  told  me  to.—  Chorut. 

Sometimes  I  don't  say  a  word,  but  I  make  an  awful  show; 

Children  should  l>e  seen,  not  beard  —my  mamma  told  me  so.     i 
This  inakea  her  act  like  a  crank,  and  she  fills  my  soul  with  woe; 

You  bet  elje  kuowa  bow  to  spank— and  uo  oue  told  uie  so. —  Chorui, 
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Copyright,  18JM,  by  T.  B.  Harms  <t  Co.    English  eopyrlKlit  secured. 
All  rights  res^-rved. 


The  Words  and  Mnslc  of  this  Sonir,  arranired  for  the  fiiano,  n  ill  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post -pnid.  Oil  r<  ••••i|)t  of  40  cents,  or  tliis  and  any  t»i>  otli,T  Sonits  for  one  Dollar, 
liy  Heniy  J.  Wehninn,  i:vi  A  Iltt  i'ark  |{ow.  New  York;  or  lii  W.  Muilisoii  Stieet,  Cliicago. 
Write  to  eilln-r  one  of  tin-  above  ndilrevsi-s  for  Fiee  Cutiilotriie  of  Sonus,  S..nK  Bovks, 
Sheet  Music,  (iei man  Sour  Books,  Lelter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  ete. 


Words  and  Music  by  John  T.  Kelly. 


.1 


er. 


Mickey  Doolan  and  bis  wife  they  gave  a  social  party; 

Sure,  ev'ry  one  assembled— it  was  his  we<ldiiig  night; 
And  when  the  band  played  "Garry  Owen  "  we  yelled  so  loud  and  Jiearfy, 

But  when  they  played  '■  Die  Wacht  am  Rhein  "  I  thought  we'd  have  a  fight. 
Fiist  we  had  supper,  aud  then  the  siKirt  l>egaii; 
How  we  laiiuhed  at  funny  jokes  an<l  Comic  songs  tbev  sangi 
We  drank  the  liealth  of  ev  ry  one,  then  drank  Iliem  o'er  and  o'l 
And  when  the  ball  it  did  commence  I  thought  they'd  break  the  floor 

Cnonna. 

Singing  and  dancing,  I  never  saw  the  like;  ' 

Ob,  what  funny  sights  to  see! 
When  Ciisey  tned  to  dance  the  "  Midway  Plaisance, 

Up  at  Mickey  Doolau'a  coterie.— />(«««. 

'ConrBC.  I  had  to  be  in  style,  for  fashion  is  my  hobby; 

I  hired  a  dandy  dress  suit  to  wear  upon  that  night: 
The  coat  and  vest  were  elegant,  they  fit  so  nice  and  nobby; 

The  pants  I  hardly  could  get  on,  they  were  bo  awfal  tight. 
So,  to  l)e  graceful,  we  danced  the  Boston  dip; 
All  at  once  I  had  to  stop,  f<>r  something  i:avc  a  rip. 
I  l)acked  up  in  a  corner  ihen  and  sat  there  all  alone; 
In  a  yellow,  long-tailed  duster  coat  I  managed  to  sneak  home. — Chorus. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Frank  Addis  Kent. 


I'll  elng  of  a  great  mnaicinn,  who  pluyg  In  a  bif;  brass  band. 
He  blows  on  a  silver  cornet,  and  trills  with  a  niaxitT  hand; 
Ills  niiiB  on  the  grand  piano  are  ever  a  source  of  bliss, 
And  when  he  rehearses  it  sounds  like  this: 

ClIOKUS. 

-  "Uin-sklt-a-rat-lrap-si-si-do." 

"There  goes  Cusey."  "  After  the  ball  is  over," 
"My  sweetheart's  the  mun  in  the  moon  1" 
"And  for  boniiie  Annie  Laurie  I'd  lay  me  down,' 
"Uni-skit-a-rat-trap-sisi-do." 


and 


lie  plays  all  of  Sousa's  marches,  on  Wagner  he  loves  to  dwell. 
He  studies  the  lat««t  o{M:ras.  and  renders  the  music  well; 
At  times  he  will  start  to  whistle,  and  sing  all  the  tuuea  Le  knowB, 
It's  funny  to  heai  him,  this  way  he  goes:— 6'AorM». 

I  think  he  is  going  crazy,  on  ronsic  and  instruments. 

His  fam'ly  is  getting  worried,  they  say  he  has  lost  all  sense; 

Uc  plays  from  the  morn  'till  ev'ning,  ai>d  sometimes  his  meals  beMl  miss, 

Ue  won't  cease  from  playing,  liia  tune's  like  this:— CAoru*. 


^  s  » 


Wait  'Till  My  Ship  Comes  Home; 

-OK:  — 

Maggie  with  Heart  So  True. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  John  Walsh.    Ari-anged  by  John  Strombertr. 


He  sailed  away  from  New  York  hay,  in  a  ship  both  stannch  and  sound, 

As  apprentice  boy  for  five  long  years  to  the  captain  he  was  bound; 

He  left  his  sweetheart  weeping,  his  blue-eyed,  rosy  maid, 

"  You're  going  away,  my  sailor  lad,"  through  eohs  and  tears,  she  said. 

He  pressed  her  foiufly  to  his  breast,  and  wiped  the  tears  away, 

"  A  love  like  mine  can  never  die,"  he  lovingly  did  say: 

Chorus. 
Wait 'till  my  ship  comes  home  again,  over  the  raging  sea. 
Wait  until  my  time  is  up,  then  a  captain  I  will  be, 
I'll  lead  you  to  the  clinrch,  my  dear,  happy  I'll  be  with  yon. 
We'll  roam  this  world  together,  love,  sweet  Maggie  witli  heart  so  true. 

My  Maggie  is  more  beantiriil  than  any  girl  1  know,' 

Her  hair's  as  black  as  the  raven's  wing,  her  teetli  MS  white  as  snow. 

The  blushes  on  her  dimpled  cheeks  the  rose  would  put  to  shame. 

Her  pouting  lips  like  cherries  red,  that  set  my  heart  aflame; 

Hut  novv  I  am  a  cupluin,  and  I've  bought  the  wedding  ring, 

Next  Sunday  morn  we'll  married  be,  then  the  boys  and  girls  will  sing:— CAottm. 


DON'T    TAKE    OUR    BOY    AWAY. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  John  Walsh.    Arranged  by  John  A.  Stroinberg. 

While  coming  home  from  work  last  night,  the  winter  winds  blew  cold. 
There  sitting  on  a  door-step,  a  sad  sight  1  did  behold: 
An  aged  couple,  worn  and  gray,  siit  there  with  bow'd  down  head. 
Could  I  be  of  assistance,  sir"  I  to  the  old  man  said. 
'  My  boy  there  is  arrested,  and  they're  taking  liim  to  jail; 
He  has  never  done  a  wrong.  Sir,  of  that  I  will  go  bail, 
Oh,  save  him  for  his  motlnr's  sake,  or  it  will  break  her  heart,'* 
And  OS  I  left,  these  were  the  words  the  old  man  did  impart: 

CnoRDB.         -  *       : 

"  Don't  take  onr  boy  away  from  us,  he  act*  a  noble  part. 
He  is  our  main  support  sir,  and  the  pride  of  mother's  heart. 
He's  as  free  from  crime  as  is  the  babe  that  first  saw  light  of  day, 
Friendless  we'll  roam,  without  a  home,  if  you  take  our  boy  away." 

With  tott'rinsr  footsteps,  arm  in  arm.  to  the  conrt-honse  on  they  came, 

To  prove  their  boy  was  guiltless,  and  to  clear  his  honored  name. 

The  trial  had  but  just  commenced  as  they  pnss'd  thro'  the  door. 

When  the  mother  saw  her  darling  son,  she  fell  fainting  to  the  floor. 

The  old  man  said,  "  Have  pity,  judge,  ere  the  sentence  you  have  read; 

Onr  hoy  there,  he  is  innocent,  why  not  take  me  instead?" 

The  judge  was  touched  with  sympathy— his  son  was  led  astray- 

Your  boy  is  free,  so  take  him  home,  and  no  more  you'll  have  to  say:- C%or««. 


Only  to  See  Thee,  My  Darling. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Frank  Addis  Kent. 


'   Sad  and  alone  sits  a  gray-haired  man. 

Holding  a  picture  of  one  sweet  and  fair; 
As  he  gazes  he  thinks  of  his  long-lost  love, 
ThitiKS  of  lier  grace  and  b«-auty  rare. 
■    Ah,  how  he  longs  to  sue  her  now. 
Only  to  tell  her  all  is  forgiven. 
Only  to  take  her  unto  his  li««rt,  ,.      ,.• 

Making  all  earth  a  jierfect  heaven.  .    * 

CnoRns. 
Only  to  see  thee,  my  darling,  only  to  gaze decpin  yonr  eyes. 
Only  to  tell  thee  I  love  thee,  love  thee  for  ever  and  love  tnee  for  aye. 
Only  to  see  thee,  my  darling,  only  to  gaze  deep  in  your  eyes. 
Only  to  tell  thee  I  love  thee,  love  thee  fur  ever  and  aye. 

Now,  as  he  sits  there,  he  lives  again. 

All  thro'  the  sweet  summer  time  long  ago. 
When  tliey  roamed  through  the  meadows  and  woods  so  green. 

All  life  was  music,  sweet  and  low. 
Then  came  a  rival,  handsome,  grand. 
Leading  his  sweetheart  from  him  astray, 
• -■  ■    In  but  a  year  he  had  cast  her  aside, 

^    Leaving  her  friendless,  far  away.— CAortw. 

1    ^  a  ^    I 


RIPPLING   ECHOES. 
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Words  and  Music  by  David  Seymour. 


'  .    On  a  balmy  day  in  June,  'mid  the  rose's  sweet  perfume, 
I  strolled  down  by  a  brooklet  in  a  glade. 
Where  limpid  waters  danced,  they  quite  my  heart  entranced 
Enwrapt  was  I  while  laughing  waters  played. 
-.    Little  streamlet  you  decide,  shall  I  soon  become  a  bride,  ' 
Or  else  remain  a  maiden  free? 
I  Implore  thee,  as  you  flow,  shall  I?  answer,  yes  or  no, 
And  the  laughing  waters  echoed  back,  "Marry I" 

Chobus. 

Plow  onward  to  mother  ocean,  glide  merrily  ontward  to  eea. 

Telling  tales  of  love's  devotion;  laughing  waters,  I  love  but  thee.- Awce. 

Oh,  sweet  wedding  l)ell8  will  chime,  they  love  and  joy  entwine. 

And  happiness  supplants  a  weight  of  woe; 
Little  streamlet  thine  the  praise,  for  these  joyous,  happy  days. 

And  all  the  wealth  of  pleasure  they  bestow. 
Should  a  lover  fond  entreat,  seek  the  rippling  rill's  retreat. 

And  there  amid  its  leafy  bowers  bid  the  waters  advice  thee, 
Trust  the  babbling  brook's  decree. 

And  thy  future  will  be  naught  but  golden  hours.— CAmim. 


^ 


■   ^  a  » 


WHEN    YOU    KNOW    THE    GIRL 
YOU    LOVE     LOVES    YOU. 
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By  W.  B.  Gray  &  G.  L.  Spaulding. 


Yon  will  find  this  world  a  pleasure,  if  the  girl  you  love,  loves  you, 

You  will  find  this  world  a  world  of  joy  and  Dliss, 
Every  evening  when  at  leisure,  if  your  love  for  her  Is  true. 

You  will  meel  her  and  will  greet  her  with  a  kiss. 
As  you  wander  side  by  side,  with  your  happy,  promised  bride. 

With  nothing  but  your  wedding  day  in  view. 
All  is  joy  and  comfort  then,  what  a  blessing  life  is  when 

You  know  the  girl  you  love,  loves  you. 

Refrain. 

Wlien  yon  know  thceirl  yon  love,  loves  jwi. 
If  to  her  you're  faithful,  kind  and  true, 
•    Not  a  single  act  you'll  rue,  y<>n'll  have  peace  and  comfort,  too. 
When  ydu  know  the  girl  you  love,  loves  you. 

All  her  secrets  she  will  tell  yon,  If  the  girl  yon  love,  loves  yon. 

And  her  every  little  triuinpli  yon  will  praise. 
For  her  frankness  will  compel  you,  if  your  love  for  her  is  true, 

To  admire  her  winsome,  charming,  pleasant  ways. 
Then  as  time  rolls  quickly  on,  and  perhaps  a  year  has  gone. 

You've  tried  her  love,  and  found  it  staunch  nnd  true, 
Yon  will  make  of  her  your  wife,  you'll  be  happy  all  through  life, 

You  know  the  girl  you  love,  loves  yon.— Refrain. 


.  '.'".T". 
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SHOOTINO    CRAP!     7    OR    11. 
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Words  by  Walter  Fletcher.    Music  by  Otto  M.  Heinzmon. 


There  U  a  hieh-toncd  barber  shop  down  on  Thompson  street, 
And  tliere  'nn.st  every  eveniuj;  tlie  west-eide  durkies  meet; 

Some  want  ehaveg  and  liair-ciits,  some  want  razor  straps. 
But  the  big};eBt  part  of  all  the  coons  come  down  to  shoot  the  craps. 

Chorus. 
Seven  or  eleven,  yon  must  come. 
Seven  or  eleven,  ain't  von  <lone. 
Seven  or  I'levcn,  hear  dem  snaps. 
Seven  or  eleven,  sliouting  ciupa. 


The  jocks  from  all  the  race-tracks,  colored  poker  play'r 
The  coons  that  wait  on  tal>les  are  the  ^aniost  of  the  slay'rs; 

Nius  from  South  Car'linn,  rcK'lar  moss-back  Jups, 
They  leave  their  little  bundle  in  dat  slipp'ry  game  of  craps— C^oru4. 

There's  Polo  .Tim  and  Lida  Green,  Walk'lonR  Jnnc-bng  Snow, 
And  Biickckin  Sniitli  mid  old  Jceins,  coniK  down  to  see  the  show; 

Ni«8  from  (Jov'ner's  lelaixl,  blue  clothes,  shoulder-slraps. 
Lost  all  theui  clothes  aud  soldier  buttons,  fuoliug  with  them  CTH^a.—  Chonts. 

The  captain  of  the  precinct   has  ns  marked  for  snre. 

But  when  he  starts  to  pull  us,  we'll  barricade  tbe  door; 
Irixh  cop  we'll  do  biin,  he's  an  easy  snap— 

The  only  man  we're  'fraid  of,  is  dat  nigger  shaking  craps.— C'Aorw. 

On  Siindny  nlcht  there's  "  Hot-stnS  "  flying  'ronnd  dat  shop. 

The  coons  have  all  got  razors,  and  laying  for  dat  cop; 
If  Parkliurst  men  got  onto  ns,  they'll  send  us  up,  perhiips. 

We  broke  old  brother  Gardner  iu  a  quiet  game  of  craps. C'homi. 


^  •  » 


ON    THE    OTHER    SIDE. 
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Wort's  by  William  Jerome.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 


I  went  to  see  a  girl  one  night,  and  bad  to  clirab  a  fence. 

On  tlie  other  side. 
And  as  the  fence  was  very  high,  to  climb  I  did  commence. 

On  the  other  side. 
It  took  me  nearly  twenty  minutes  just  to  rench  the  top, 
And  in  my  great  excitement,  why  I  tliink  I  never  stopped. 
And  just  as  lightly  as  a  kitten,  quickly  boys  I  dropp^'U, 

Ou  the  other  side. 

Cnoniis. 
But  her  father  had  a  bulldog  I  never  saw  before. 
Be  introduced  liimeelf  to  nie,  my  clothes  lie  nicely  tore, 
I  told  liini  he  could  Ueep  the  chunge,  to  i;et  away  I  triiu. 
So  I  did,  but  left  uiy  Sunday  trowsers  on  tbe  other  side. 

One  day  I  saw  a  lady,  she  was  walking  down  the  street. 

On  the  other  cide. 
And  dressed  in  latest  fashion  from  her  head  down  to  her  feet. 

On  the  other  side. 
She  was  a  block  ahead  of  me,  and  I  was  not  content. 
And  just  to  see  lier  pretty  face,  upon  that  I  was  bent. 
So  like  a  foolish  little  boy,  I  very  (quickly  went 
On  the  other  side. 

rHoitfs. 
Then  I  followed  close  heliind,  and  I  thoncht  I  was  in  luck, 
By  chance  she  dropped  her  linndUerchief,  I  quickly  picked  it  up. 
But  when  she  turne<l  her  fiio-  around,  with  fright  I  neiirly  died, 
For  I  found  she  waS  the  bearded  lady,  on  the  other  side. 

I  went  to  shave  my  l)rother  Jim,  and  let  the  razor  slip. 

On  the  «)ther  side. 
Before  I  had  a  chance  to  think,  I  cut  off  half  his  lip. 

Oil  tlie  other  side. 
I  went  and  killed  a  chickon,  and  cut  off  a  piece  of  skin, 
]  thought  I  would  exiM!riineiit  np<>n  my  brother  Jim; 
As  he  raised  no  objection,  why  I  stuck  it  onto  him, 

Ou  the  other  side. 

Chorus. 
The  experiment  it  happened  to  be  a  grand  success 
Until  lie  raised  u  nice  mouHtache,  and  then  I  miisl  Confess 
On  one  side  there  was  lots  of  hair,  liut  poor  old  Jinimie  cried. 
For  he  found  some  chickeu  feathers  growing  ou  the  other  side. 


—  "Wfll  you  break  a  wi9lil)one  with  me  to-niglil?"  a-sked  a 
Newark  f;irl,  addres-sing  Ijcr  lover. 

"  With  pleasure,"  he  saitl. 
>     They  broke  the  bone,  and  the  Jersey  maiden  pot  the  wish. 

"  Was  that  the  wishbone  of  a  chicken?"  asked  the  yoiilh. 

"Why,  no,"  answered  the  girl;  "  didn't  you  see?    That  was 
1  the  wishbone  of  a  New  Jersey  mosquito. 


WHEN    I    RETURN    AGAIN. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  James  F.  Slacdonald. 


I  sailed  away  one  summer's  day  across  the  stormy  sea. 
And  left  behind  a  lass  so  kind  who'll  always  think  of  me. 

A  tear,  a  sluli,  a  sad  good-bye;  said  I,  "Chci^r  up,  my  lass; 
li  won't  be  long  that  I  am  gone,  and  time  will  quickly  paea." 

Ciiouus. 

"  Good-b>e.  pootl-bye,  love,  do  not  wijM;  yonr  eye. 
Although  I  know  the  parting  gives  you  pain, 
I  know  >oii'll  tliink  of  me  wlieii  I'm  far  away  at  sea,;   ' 
We'll  be  married,  love  when  I  icturu  again.' ' 

I  crossed  the  main  to  sunny  Spain,  with  lieart  so  light  and  free. 
And  in  the  storm  her  lovely  form,  iu  visions,  came  to  me: 

But  wlien  'twas  calm  tlieie  seemed  a  cimriu,  for  on  the  brightest  day 
Iu  accents  clear,  her  voice  I'd  hear,  aud  this  is  what  slie'd  eay:— Chorus. 

I've  promised  when  we  meet  again,  that  her  I'M  snrely  wed. 

Ami  if  1  may  return  some  <liiy,  no  truer  words  were  said. 
With  heavy  heart,  while  thus  iiiiari.  but  fortune  I  will  bring. 

The  loving  dear,  which  time  draws  near,  no  more  you'll  bear  ut  sing:— CAo. 


.^•~< 


GIVE    MY    LOVE    TO    NELLIE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wni.  Benson  Gray.  i 


Three  y<>ars  ag",  when  Jack  and  Joe  set  sail  across  the  foam. 
They  vowed  a  fortune  eiich  would  earn,  before  returning  home. 

Ill  jnst  a  year  Jack  gained  his  wealth,  and  sailed  for  home  that  day, 
And  as  the  pals  shook  bauds  to  part,  poor  Joe  coald  only  say: 

CiiontTS. 
"  Give  my  love  to  Nellie.  Jack,  kiss  her  once  for  me, 
'I'he  fairest  girl  in  all  this  world  I  kiiow  you'll  say  is  she; 
Treat  her  kindly  Jack,  old  pal.  tell  her  I  am  well." 
Ills  parting  words  were,  "  Don't  forget  to  give  my  love  to  Nell." 

Two  years  had  passed  when  Joe  at  last  gained  wealth  enough  for  life, 
Across  the  foam  lie  sailed  for  home,  to  nnike  sweet  Nell  his  wife; 

But  soon  lie  learned  tliat  .lack  and  Nell  one  year  ago  were  we<l, 
lie  now  regrets,  iu  sobs  and  freis,  that  he  had  ever  said:— 6'Aoruf. 

They  chanced  to  meet  upon  the  street;  said  .Too,  "  You  selfish  elf. 
The  next  girl  that  I  learn,  to  love,  I'll  kiss  her  for  myself; 

But  all  is  fair  in  love,  they  say,  and  as  you've  gone  and  wed, 
I'll  uot  be  angry  with  a  pal,  so  once  again  he  said: — Uhoriit. 


I'LL    HOODOO    O'HARA 
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Words  and  MnsIc  by  Edgar  Selden. 


Have  yon  seen  O'llnra?  just  from  Connamara,  | 

Uoolilian  O'llara  is  his  nuiiic. 
Shiirc  he's  stole  my  Nora,  ocli,  I  did  adore  her; 

Isn't  it  a  flim-flam  gamef 
Off  they  skipiivd  so  iiatcly,  cleaned  mc  out  complately. 

This  tiie  note  she  left  behind: 
"Whist  now.  Put,  be  aisy.  O'llara  Is  mc  daisy, 

I've  quit  yc,  for  nie  love  was  blind." 

Chorus. 
I'll  hoodoo  O'llnrn,  if  I  lay  nie  fists  on  him, 

I'll  give  him  "  Um  ta-ra-ra,"  'till  ihe  bones  stick  through  his  skin, 
lie's  a  bandylegged  snnozer,  he's  a  rowdy  dowdy  boozer, 

But  I'll  hoodoo  you,  OUara,  yis,  be  jabcrs. 


Whin  on  shore  he  lande<l,  met  him  open-handed. 

Showed  him  all  around  the  town,  av  coorse. 
TooU  him  to  the  station,  piissed  examination. 

Got  him  on  the  pulice  foorce; 
Bronuht  him  home  lo  dinner,  the  desateftil  sinner, 

Iniroduced  me  wife  wid  glee, 
T'lin  I  Weill  tor  w  hiskey.  I  came  buck  feeling  friskcy, 

And  found  her  ou  D'Haru's  knee.  —Choritg. 
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PICTURE    EIGHTY-FOUR. 
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THE    OLD    BROKEN    GATE. 
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On  n  pleftsant  day  in  summer  nt  the  central  Btatioii  door 

Stopped  a  carrinire  with  a  couple,  oat  sight-seeing,  nnibing  more: 

And  the  gray-haired  sup'rintendent  kindly  showed  tliem  through  the  place. 

First  of  all  the  great  rogues'  gall'ry,  where  tliey  gazed  on  many  a  face, 

Charnctere  of  all  depci  iptione— some  were  famous  men  of  crime. 

Some  were  dead  nnd  pome  at  freedom,  pome  of  tliem  were  serving  time; 

Some  had  stories  interesting,  as  tiie  man  explained  them  o'er, 

Uiit  tlie  woman  fainted  when  she  gazed  on  picture  eighty-four. 

"I'was  the  picture  of  lier  faMier,  tliere  among  the  men  of  crimes; 

Though  now  a  man  of  honor,  hut  this  tells  of  other  times. 

Now  he  lives  in  style  and  splendor,  worth  a  million  now  or  more. 

Still  his  picture's  in  the  gull'ry,  picture  eighty-four, 

•'  Listen,  I  will  tell  the  story,"  said  the  sup'rinteiideut  then, 
'"riiough  that  jiictiire's  of  your  father,  we  have  pictures  of  worse  men, 
Men  whose  conscience  know  no  limit,  would  do  anything  for  gold, 
Men  with  lives  they  do  not  value,  child,  the  half  has  not  been  told. 
Once  your  father  was  a  forger,  forged  a  check,  which  brought  him  shame; 
Though  this  gall'ry  holds  his  picture,  'tis  known  by  another  name. 
You  were  not  born  when  this  happened,  it  was  many  years  ago, 
And  the  world  is  none  the  wiser,  still  it's  picture  eighty-four." 
'Twaa  the  picture  of  her  father,  etc. 


ONLY    A    BOWERY    BOY. 
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Words  by  Cbas.  B.  Ward.    Music  by  Gussie  L.  Davis. 

,     T  was  horn  down  on  the  Bowery,  right  between  Spring  Street  and  Prince, 

My  old  man  and  my  mother  has  lived  there  everaiuce; 
•      I  has  a  crippled  sister,  I  works  hard  to  support, 
.  But  wlien  we  knocks  off  Saturdays  till  Monday  I  can  sport. 
My  mother  goe's  out  washing,  my  sister  minds  tlie  place,  ^ 

The  old  man  lie  ain't  working,  l)Ut  the  can  he  iikes  to  chase; 
.        ]  makes  my  little  eii;lit  a  weeij,  I'm  saiislled  with  dat. 

On  Saturday  night  1  takes  home  six  and  dumps  it  in  mother's  lap. 

Chorus. 

I'm  only  a  Bowery  boy,  I'm  not  a  bad  fellow  at  all,      '■'' 

I  can  sing,  I  can  dance,  I'm  a  spieler,  I  l^ikc  in  ev'ry  party  and  ball; 

Down  in  ilie  roiirteenth  ward  all  the  pleasures  of  life  I  enjoy. 

And  the  roundenian  he  say  to  the  copper,  "lie's  all  right,  he's  a  Bowery  boy. 

I  lias  a  little  pinkey  that  thinks  the  world  of  me. 

The  other  boys  ain't  in  it,  not  with  my  sweetheart,  sec? 

Some  of  ihem  has  more  plunder  and  tog  up  more  with  clothes. 

But  that  don't  cut  no  ice  with  her,  as  everyl>ody  knows. 

I  takes  her  out  on  Sunday,  an  outing  for  the  day; 

We  goes  up  to  Glen  Island  or  down  to  Rockaway. 

I  has  my  pennies  with  me,  not  much,  but  just  enough; 

I  changes  a  five-spot  into  ones  and  chucks  an  awfulblail.— (7AortM. 
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.     '  ■.    ■  Composed  by  Harry  T.  Dekker.  ..    ~     ' 

The  dear  old  farm  pate  hangs  sagging  down.l] 
.      .     '       Its  rusty  hinges  all  bent  and  brown; 
■',  .'"....         Its  latch  is  gone  and  liere  and  there 
It  shows  rude  traces  of  repair. 
This  old  broken  gate  has  se«-n  each  year 
The  roses  bloom  and  disapfxiar. 
The  bright  green  leaves  of  spring  unfold 
And  turn  to  autumn  gold. 
Tlie  children  have  on  this  old  gate  clung, 
•  "   '■         And  in  and  out  with  rapture  swung. 

When  their  young  heart«  were  good  and  pure, 
Wlien  hope  was  fair  and  faith  was  sure. 
Chorus. 
That  dear  old  broken  gate,  what  a  pleasure  it  has  been 
For  the  babies  and  the  little  ones  who  on  it  used  to  swing: 
Yet  dear  to  me  above  all  things  are  the  thoughts  to  me  it  brings, 
'  That  old  gale  now  sagging  down,  its  liingee  bent  and  brown. 

Beside  that  old  gate  have  lovers  true 
Told  the  old  story, 'tis  always  new; 
Have  made  their  vows,  have  dreamed  of  bliss, 
Ilave  sealed  each  promise  with  a  kiss. 
This  old  broken  gate  has  openeil  wide 
To  welcome  home  a  new-ma<le  bride. 

When  lilacs  bloomed,  and  locusts  fair,  ■:  •  '  , 

Their  sweet  fragrance  fills  the  air:  '       -       -v 

That  gate,  with  IIS  rusty  weight  and  chain, 
■         Has  closed  upon  a  solemn  train. 

That  bore  her  lifeless  form  away  .    ■;. 

Upon  a  dreary  autumn  day.— C'Aoru*.  ■    , 
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AVords  and  Music  by  Cliarles  Graham. 


Our  fam'ly's  acquainted  wiih  one  down>the  street. 
They  came  here  together  from  over  the  8<!a; 
-  '  I'm  sure,  nicer  i>eople  you  never  coulil  meet, 

:    A  But  one  of  them's  all  the  attraction  to  me. 

She's  tlie  youngest  of  three  and  6lie"s  pretfy  as  well. 
The  neighbors  all  worship  my  bonme  sweet  Jane; 
She  won  my  lieart  long  ago— how,  I  can't  tell, 
I've  told  her  love's  story  again  and  agaiu. 

■'.-^■^••>:       Cborub.       '.'''■.:'.":  ':r 
Jane,  my  bonnle  brown^yed  Jane,  yon  are  my  only  girl: 
Between  you  and  Ann  and  big  sister  Fan  my  head's  in  a  terrible  twirl. 
Jane,  Jane,  you  drive  me  insane,  you  know  I  can't  marry  ttiree; 
I'm  sadly  afraid  you'll  die  an  old  maid,  if  you  dou't  elope  witli  roe. 

Uer  sisters  can  only  be  Bisters  to  me,  .  -,. 

I've  chosen  the  one  that  I  love  for  my  wife;  ■  .'. 

When  Jane  and  I  marry  with  me  they'll  agree. 

I'm  sure  in  our  home  there  will  never  be  strife.  ^    '. 

ner  father  and  motiier  think  Jane  far  the  best,  ,   .' 

And  they'd  like  to  keep  lier  till  some  future  day. 
But  Fanuie  and  Annie  can  stay  home  and  rest. 

When  Jane  is  of  age  this  is  what  I  will  any:— Chorus. 


MOLLY'S    THE    GIRL    FOR    ME. 
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I've  wandered  this  world  over  for  ten  long  years  or  more, 
I've  met  both  youth  and  beauty,  and  rich  girls  by  the  score; 
I've  seen  them  at  their  parties  and  fancy  balls  so  fine. 
Bedecked  in  jewels  gaudy  and  drinking  costly  wine; 
But  in  an  humble  cottage,  in  a  quiet  fiart  of  town. 
There  lives  my  sweetheatt  Molly  witlioiit  kindred  or  renown; 
She  knows  what's  pure  and  lioly,  and  toils  from  morn  till  tea; 
You  may  have  your  wealth  and  fashion,  but  she's  the  girl  for  me. 
Molly's  tlie  girl  for  me,  Molly's  the  girl  for  me. 
With  eyes  ever  bright  and  heart  always  light. 
And  true  to  her  I'll  be. 

You  can  see  her  ev'ry  morning,  just  at  break  of  day. 
With  basket  on  her  arm,  then  to  work  she  wends  lier  way; 
Slie's  always  bright  and  cheerful  and  never  once  complaius 
Of  lier  sad  lot  and  hardships,  but  true  to  home  remains. 
And  after  work  is  over  slie  hastens  to  her  home, 
Wliere  she  e'er  finds  a  welcome  from  mother  who's  alone; 
And  there  a  pleasant  evening  awaits  me  after  tea: 
Slie's  but  a  plain  dear  shop  girl,  my  Molly,  tlie  girl  for  me 
She  is  my  joy  and  pride,  she  soon  will  he  my  l>ride; 
Though  without  fine  Inces,  she  has  such  graces, 
Slie's  just  the  girl  for  me. 


EVENTIDE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  T.  D<.'kker. 


Twilight  shadows  fall  and  evening  sliades  draw  on: 

My  thoughts  are  all  of  thee,  l(>ve,  though  tliou  so  far  away. 

Thinking  to-niglit  of  days  that  were  «o  bright. 

Of  happy  moments  spent,  my  love,  wniie  strolling  down  the  lane. 

Together,  hand  io  bund,  we  passed  the  old  mill  pond, 

Aud  our  hearts  were  light  and  gay,  as  the  brightest  summer  day. 

Chorus. 
'Twill  not  be  long  ere  we  shall  meet. 

And  mem'rics  of  tlie  past,  love,  will  keep  thee  ever  before  me; 
I  Thine  eyes  so  briglit  are  with  me  to-night, 

Aud  smiles  so  loving,  sweet  and  true— ob,  love,  I  long  for  you. 

Sweetheart,  ne'er  forget  the  days  when  first  we  met. 

For  sorrows  come  and  trials,  too,  our  hearts  tho',  love,  are  firm,  true; 

Mem'ries  still  remain  to  cheer  us  in  all  pain, 

8o  when  distress  or  fears  annoy,  dear  love,  think  of  the  past. 

Our  joy  was,  oh,  so  great,  as  we  walked  to  the  gate. 

Our  hearts  full  of  delight,  wheu  we  parted  for  the  night— CAonw. 
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By  Al.  Overton. 
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One  evening  this  emninier,  wlillv  feelioK  quite  warm, 

I  thiMiKlit  for  a  pail  I  would  k"< 
80  I  boarded  a  elcaniboat  for  old  Couey  Isle— 

I  tli(>u<;lit  "twiis  the  best  place  to  go. 
But  1  made  the  big^e«t  mistake  of  my  life 

When  I  thougbt  ibat  down  tliere  I'd  have  fun, 
For  llie  B|)ort8  ate  all  gone,  and  it's  dead  to  the  world, 

All  the  soubruttes  a/e  now  ou  the  bum. 

Chorus. 
Coney  Island,  Coney  Island,  no  one  would  ever  kuow  you, 

Yoli  are  bo  chaiitied  in  your  dear  old  ways 
That  you  make  ne  s|K)rt8  feel  blue. 

Once  you  were  jolly  in  spite  of  your  trolley, 
The  frankfurter  man  was  In  view. 
Every  one's  gone  away,  poor  McKane's  np  the  bay. 
And  the  coppers  down  there  are  all  new. 

CUORUS. 

Good-bye,  Coney,  good-bye  Coney,  no  more  I'll  go  to  see  yon, 

It  makes  me  sad  to  see  the  way 
Those  Brooklyu  cops  treat  you. 

There  ouce  was  a  time,  oh  I 
.        .    When  the  buys  could  get  wiue,  obi 

On  Sunday,  now  isiri  that  true? 
Aud  the  girls  didn't  say,  '■  It  is  dead  down  this  way.*' 

Oh,  poor  Coney,  I'm  sorry  for  you. 

Chorus. 

roor  old  Coney,  you  look  lonely. 
All  your  nice  lady  friends  gone — 

If  a  fellow  wants  to  talk  to  a  girl, 
He  must  carry  bis  license  along. 

No  dancing  on  Sunday,  but  wait  lliere  'till  Monday- 
It's  terrible  but  it  is  true. 

The  ocean's  the  only  thing  open  down  there. 
And  I've  no  doubt  they'll  close  that  up,  too. 

Chorus. 

"  Try  your  luck,  gents,  only  five  cents," 

Was  one  of  tue  old-time  cries; 
"Biug  the  cane  and  bittern  again, 
You  can  do  it  if  you  try." 
Oh,  what  a  great  jag,  "  Give  lu  a  twist,  Mag  "— 
When  I  think  of  it  I  nearly  cry. 
Though  the  breezes  still  blow, 
Couey  Island's  dead  slow, 
And  the  bands  play  the  "Sweet  Bye-and-Bye." 


Parody  on: 

Twelve  Months  Ago  To-Night. 

By  Al.  Overton. 
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Twelve  months  ago  this  very  night 

I  fairly  rolled  in  moucy— 
I  had  a  wad  as  big  us  any  king. 

You  can  bet  thai  while  it  lasted 
I  had  all  the  sport  I  wanted. 

And  I  bought  my  girl  a  lovely  diamond  ring. 
But  where  has  it  gone  to. 

That  dough  that  I  once  fondled? 
It  has  dl8ap|>cared  and  left  me  broke  once  more. 
•  If  I  only  had  that  pile  again 

You  can  bet  I'd  own  this  town. 

But  I  blew  it  in,  twelve  months  ago  to-night. 

Chorus.  ^  " 

Where  is  the  dost  that  I  squandered  so  freely? 
Where  are  chippies  who  got  all  my  coin? 
Where  in  the  world  can  a  man  get  done  up  nicer 
-  Than  I  was  when  I  saw  the  sights, 
Twelve  mouths  ago  to-night. 

I  first  went  to  a  conccrt-hall. 

And  there  I  met  a  fairy. 
To  a  nearby  restaurant  we  both  adjourned. 

We  had  the  best  that  gold  could  buy. 
' '       And  spent  a  merry  hour. 

While  filling  up  on  chicken,  wine  and  pie; 
But  now  things  are  different— 

I've  gone  through  all  my  money, 
I'm  glad  to  get  a  (•cliooucr  when  I'm  dry. 

And  when  I'm  feeling  hungry 
On  free  lunch  I  do  (III  up — 

Oh,  it's  Uiffereut  from  twelve  months  ago  to-night. 

Chorus. 
Where  Is  the  wine  and  the  pretty  lotestcr  salad? 

Where  is  the  fairy  who  hel|>«d  me  put  it  down?       ,. 
If  I  only  meet  her  on  the  street, 
..'.'       ,   ••  I'll  punch  her  in  the  kisser,  ' 

• . -J   ;  For  she  pulled  my  leg  way  out  of  Joint 

Twelve  months  ago  to-night 


Parody  on:  I 

WHEN   SUMMER   COMES  AGAIN. 


By  Leontine  StanHeld. 
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Once  there  was  a  young  maiden,  awfully  nice, 
Wanted  some  beer,  but  hadn't  tlie  price. 
A  fresh  young  jay  said  lie  woulil  pay 

For  the  drinks  and  other  things. 
So  the  swet't  young  girl  took  liim  in  a  side  door; 
When  his  money  was  gone,  and  he'd  got  no  more, 
The  girl  she  flii,  the  man  had  u  fit, 

Mow  iu  Bloomiugdale  he  sings: 

Chorus. 
Sweet  heart,  dear  heart,  don't  yon  think  that  you  were  smart? 

You've  got  my  boodle,  love,  also  my  watch  and  cliaiu; 
Dad  I  not  met  you,  dear,  oh,  had  I  not  bought  the  beer, 

I  might  be  living  yet  when  summer  comes  again. 

Now  the  Tariff  Bill  is  a  law,  so  they  say, 
8lill  the  working  man  is  eating  hay. 
The  Sugar  Trust  will  never  hurst, 

While  the  Senate  holds  the  string. 
And  Free  Trade  it  may  be  a  friend  or  a  foe, 
There  are  some  who  say  yes  and  some  who  eay  no; 
Now  how  the — well— can  any  one  tell?  • 

I  can't,  BO  I  Just  sing: 

COOBUS. 
Old  bills,  dne  bills,  giving  nie  such  awfnl  chills. 

You  track  me  everywhere,  in  sunshine  or  in  rain. 
No  use  iu  lying,  I  must  get  up  and  he  flying. 

Or  I  shall  land  iu  jail  e'er  summer  comes  again. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  West. 


Tn  a  little  cottace  lives  a  maiden  fair. 

Pretty  little  Mable,  with  her  dark  brown  hair. 

Every  night  to  see  her  I  am  always  there. 

And  she  seems  to  lift  my  soul  beyond  the  skies. 
We  are  sweethearts,  and  we  will  be  wed  some  day, 
I  never  call  her  Mable  iu  the  words  I  say. 
But  when  I'm  making  love  to  her  it's  in  this  way: 

rretty  eyes,  pretty  eyes. 

RXPRAIN. 

Pretty  eyes  of  bonnie  bine,  listen  to  mv  appealing. 
Pretty  eyes,  my  love  for  you  over  me  dally  is  stealing: 
Night  and  day  they  light  my  way,  those  eyes  of  bonnie  blue. 
Blue  as  the  ocean,  believe  my  devotion,  my  heart  I  give  to  yon 

Don't  yon  fellows  wish  that  you  were  just  like  mo 
When  your  work  is  done,  a  girl  like  that  to  see? 
Oue  you  know  is  faithful  and  will  constant  be. 

With  a  little  curly  head  that  is  very  wise: 
You  must  not  go  courting  a  fine  lady  grand, 
The  girl  ou  which  you  wish  to  place  the  golden  band 
Will  be  all  right  if  neat  and  mcxlest  she  is,  and 

Pretty  eyes,  pretty  e^ea.— Refrain. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Mrs.  Mary  Beubam  Ditbridge. 


The  sun  Is  sinking  In  the  west,  all  the  flowers  have  gone  to  reat. 
And  the  stars  up  In  the  skies  greet  two  little  peeping  eyes,  ■ 

Gazing  up  iuto  my  face,  with  a  winsome  baby  grace; 
£arth  IS  wrapt  iu  slumber  deep,  let  me  sing  the  dear  to  sleep.      | 

COORUB. 

Bye,  bye,  hush-a-bye,  dear;  bye,  bye,  mother  is  near. 

Close  thy  sweet  eyelids,  don't  you  peep- baby  now  must  sleep. 

The  sun  has  set  beyond  the  hill,  all  the  flowers  are  sleeping  still, 
And  the  stars  their  viuils  keep,  earth  is  resting  yet  in  sleep. 
Bark  I  there  comes  a  rustling  sound,  snowy  wings  are  floating  down, 
Touching  softly  baby  eyes,  precious  baby's  gone  to  sleep.     , 

Chorus. 
Bye,  bye,  hnsh-a-bve  dear;  bye,  bye,  baby's  not  here. 
Those  little  eyes  will  ne'er  more  pe«p— baby's  gone  to  sleep, 
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AND    HER    G-OLDEN    HAIR    WAS 
HAlSraiNG   DOWN   HER   BACK. 
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Jack  is  the  Captain  and  I'm  the  Mate. 
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Written  and  composed  by  Felix  McGIennon  and  Monroe  Roseufeld. 


There  was  once  a  simple  inni<k'U  came  to  New  York  on  a  trip. 

And  litT  t;<>hluii  hair  was  hanging  down  her  tmck. 
Her  chciks  were  like  the  ropee;  she'd  a  pout  upon  her  lip. 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  Imck.  ;    ', 

When  she  landed  at  the  Htation  here  Bhe  took  a  little  stroll. 
At  t  Vi-rytliing  elie  wondeied  'till  elie  lost  lier  self-control, 
Suid  die,  '•  New  York  is  quite  a  village,  aint  it?    Bless  my  scull" 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back. 

Chorus.  ,.  " 

Bat,  oh  Jane!    Doesn't  look  the  same. 

When  she  left  the  village  she  wae  shy, 
Bnt  alasl  and  alack!    She's  pone  back 

With  a  naughty  little  twinkle  in  her  eye  I 

She  toddled  down  Broadway,  a  bashful  smile  upon  her  face. 

And  her  goUien  hair  was  hangiiig  down  her  hack. 
A  hit  of  nice  blue  ribbon  kept  her  ringlets  in  their  place, 

For  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  liack. 
Of  couise,  she  knew  her  manner*,  she'd  been  tuii;;ht  to  be  polite. 
So  when  a  gent  said  "  llem,  good  evening!"  she  said  "  Uem,  good  night!" 
Said  i>lie,  "I  uin  a  stranger  here,  I  hope  you'll  treat  me  right!" 

And  her  gulden  buir  was  hanging  down  her  back.— CAon(«. 

She  took  his  arm  in  confidence,  she  liked  his  pleasant  ways. 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back. 
At  nil  the  damsels  parsing  by  she  stared  in  great  amaze. 

Anil  licr  golden  hair  was  liun<:ing  down  her  t)ack. 
Sill-  (old  hiiu  she  was  lhir^ty;  "Oh,  all  right,"  fiaid  he,  "good  biz,'' 
He  took  her  to  Deiinouico's  and  treated  her  to  fizz. 
Said  she,  "I  think  its  nicer  than  a  glass  of  milk,  it  is!" 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back.— CVtor-us. 

They  drank  until  the  artless  man  so  very  weary  grew. 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back. 
She  took  his  chain  and  ticker,  and  his  diamond  breastpin,  too, 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back.  '     ' 

Tiieii  silently  she  left  him  as  he  slumbered  in  a  chair. 
Into  the  street  she  wandered  with  a  very  simple  air — 
She  would  have  carried  off  the  stove  if  there  had  been  one  there! 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back.— C7«o?-««. 

Now,  gentle  folks,  I  warn  you  all  to  shun  the  simple  maid      - 

When  her  golden  hair  is  hanging  down  her  back. 
If  any  such  you  run  across  just  don't  you  be  afraid,      ~   : 

When  her  golden  hair  is  hungiiig  down  her  back. 
Just  Hkip  the  gutter,  crocs  the  street,  or  take  another  lane. 
Or  dodge  the  corner,  take  a  cab,  or  catch  a  railway  train. 
And  as  you're  Hying  up  the  street,  just  sing  her  this  refrain: 

"Oh!  your  gulden  hair  is  hanging  down  your  back!"— 6'Awm*. 


Words  and  Music  by  Safford  Waters. 


My  Jack  comes  home  again  to-day,  over  the  sea. 

And  once  again  my  lad  I'll  greet. 
He'll  take  the  lassie  that  he  loves  on  his  knee. 

And  happiness  will  be  complete. 
It's  one  sweet  year  since  first  he  brought  me' here. 

Our  little  cottage  dear  to  keep. 
And  said,  "  Nancy,  my  own,  we'll  have  one  ship  at  borne. 

And  one  upon  the  rolling  deen." 
So  y'hol  then  y'ho!  o-o,  then. 
At  home  and  on  the  rolling  deep. 

Chords. 
We're  sailing  on  the  sea  of  life,  steering  together. 

Fair  or  foul  the  weather. 
For  our  ship's  steady  and  her  course  is  straight. 
Jack  is  the  captain  and  I'm  the  mate.  ' 

We're  sailing  on  the  sea  of  life,  steering  together. 

Fair  or  foul  the  weather. 
For  our  ship's  steady  and  her  course  is  straight. 
Jack  is  the  captain  and  I'm  the  mate. 

My  Jack  he  says  whene'er  he  sails  bravely  away, 

With  me  he  always  leaves  his  heart. 
While  I  am  thinking  of  my  lad  night  and  day, 

And  so  we  seem  the  less  apart. 
Our  home  is  neat,  it's  tidy,  snug  and  sweet, 

I  know  that  it  just  suits  Jack; 
It's  an  anchorage  warm,  a  port  in  every  storm. 

And  a  heart  in  the  welcome  back. 
So  y'hol  then  y'hot  o-o,  then, 
A  heart  in  the  welcome  back.— CAon(«.  /     '     • 
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THE    OLD    STAQE    DOOR 
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Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  West.    Airanged  by  John  H.  Strombeig. 


Where  are  the  boys  of  the  Old  BrigadeT 

Where  Is  the  rollicking  crew  '    ■•     ' 

That  wouldn't  go  home 'till  mnruiug, 
Just  as  the  day  was  dawning?—  v,  , 

They're  right  through.  "  ■ 

The  new  style,  the  new  style  of  naughty  sporty  boys, 
Arc  thuac  who  never  go  to  bed,  but  you  alw ays  hear  their  noise.  ' 

Chorus. 

You  know  and  I  kn«w  we  never  go  home  'till  morning,  '.■ 

That's  the  way  the  chorus  goes,  and  that's  the  way  we  bawl; 

You  know  and  I  know,  just  as  the  day  is  dawning,  ," 

We  are  the  boys,  the  rollicking  bojs,  who  never  go  home  at  all. 

We  are  the  boys  of  the  New  Brigade,  .r 

We  are  the  jolly  j'ouiig  crew; 
We  never  get  tired  or  weary. 
There's  none  of  your  Lord  Dundreary—  . 
That  is  true.  ■ 

We  all  are  the  best  boys  the  world  has  ever  found; 
We  head  the  line  of  sporty  boys  since  the  time  the  world  was  drown'd.— CAo/'m*. 

>  Why  are  the  hoys  of  the  New  Brigade  .^"     . 

-        i  Wanting  a  dollar  or  two?  •   .    •': 

Blows  it.on  the  whiskey —  :  •;;   ■    :  .     • 

That  is  what  makes  them  frisky— 

So  would  you.  ■      ;^ 

They  all  have  a  thirst  that  makes  them  feel  they  would  choke. 
But  never  will  go  home  although  they  are  always  stony  broke.— C%on«. 


Once  I  went  to  a  theatre. 

For  to  see  a  builesquc  show, 
I  had  just  got  nicely  scaled. 

When  the  curtain  up  did  ko; 
But  the  show  was  very  rotten. 

So  to  pass  the  time  away 
I  observed  the  folks  around  me, 

And  I  heard  a  chap|iie  say, 
"  How  I'd  like  to  know  that  daisy 

With  the  lovely  golden  hair! 
By  Jove,  Jack,  she's  winking  at  me. 

She's  my  meat,  I  do  declare." 
And  at  last,  when  ttie  show  ended, 

To  the  stage  door  he  did  run. 
Waited  there  to  see  his  darling, 

Just  to  have  some  fun. 

Choeds. 

He  hung  around  for  an  hour  or  two. 
He  did  not  know  what  the  devil  to  do; 
'  Wonder  what  keeps  her,  why  don't  she  comer* 
That  was  the  way  the  poor  guy  went  on.j 
At  last  she  came,  but  oli,  what  a  sight! 
She  was  aged  fifty,  and  looked  a  fright. 
Poor  chappie  fainted,  and  fell  on  the  floor —   .. 
He'll  wait  no  more  at  the  old  stage  door. 

Once  a  hayseed  came  to  New  York, 

For  to  see  the  city's  sights. 
Be  fell  in  with  some  bum  actors. 

And  was  with  them  many  nights. 
They  worked  hiin  for  all  his  money, 

For  they  had  him  on  a  string; 
One  said  that,  for  fifty  dollars. 

He'd  sell  him  a  diamond  rii:g. 
Now  this  Reuben  was  a  sucker. 

For  he  planked  the  moliey  down; 
Says  he,  "  Now  I've  got  a  sparklerl 

I'm  the  flyest  mug  in  town." 
In  a  week  he'd  spent  bis  money. 

Then  he  had  a  lucky  thought:  '       . 

Says  he,  "  I  can  raise  some  rhino 

Ou  the  ring  I  bought." 

Chorus. 

Quickly  he  went  to  his  uncle's,  then. 
Gave  him  the  ring  and  then  braced  for  ten, 
The  pawnbroker  looked  at  it  through  his  glass. 
And  soon  discovered  that  it  was  brass. 
Then  he  went  out  and  brought  in  a  cop. 
And  for  the  hayseed  they  made  things  hot. 
You  can  lust  l>et  that  poor  Reuben  felt  sore; 
Now  he  don't  hang  round  the  old  stage  door. 
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MOVIN'    TO    DE    SKY. 

'.  '  Copyrlirht,  ISM.  by  Frank  Hardlnir. 
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Worda  and  Music  by  Geo.  L.  Soutbwick.. 


Hannah,  pet  de  baeket  ready,  got  no  time  to  eigh, 
(juiiik;  to  talte  an  air  eliip,  honey,  move  np  tu  tlie  sky; 

Dou't  forget  lo  e>ee  the  neij^lihore,  wish  them  all  good-liye; 
Dou't  you  Btup  to  talk  o(  fashion,  moving  to  the  aky. 

Cuomis. 

Got  on  the  oir-ebip,  honey,  get  on  tlie  airship,  honey,  pot  to  jjpt,  a  sent; 
Now'e  the  time  to  quit  ycr  foolin',  get  to  mind  your  Sunday-oclioolin'; 
We're  moving  to  the  eky. 
Get  on  the  air-ship,  honey,  get  on  the  air-ship,  honey,  got  to  get  n  sent; 
Now'B  the  time  to  quit  yer  foolin',  got  to  mind  yer  Sunday-schooliu'; 
We're  moving  to  the  sky. 

Silns,  shine  yonr  boots  directly,  \^-aBh  yonr  face  and  haods; 

Goo<lness,  you  are  dirty,  houey,  moving  to  the  sky. 
Be  polite,  you  sKssy  Digger,  else  you  stay  behind; 

Good  St.  Peter  he  am  waiting,  moving  to  the  eky.— Choru$. 

Go  and  tell  old  Uncle  Spencer  dnt  the  time  am  here. 
When  lie's  cot  to  quit  dat  eteuliu',  moving  to  the  sky. 

No  more  borrowin'  watermelon,  no  more  chicken  scraped, 
There's  a  judge  that  won't  excuse  you,  moving  to  the  sky. —  Chorut. 

Got  to  leave  lieliind  dat  bonnet,  Hannah  Jane,  yon  hear, 
Cause  dey  have  no  nse  for  fashion,  moving  to  the  sl^y. 

All  yer  fancy  flxins,  Samuel,  am  no  good  no  mo', 
Dey  wou'i  have  no  dudes  in  heaven,  moving  to  the  sky.— CAoru*. 

No  more  washin'  for  a  llvin\  golly,  aint  I  glad, 
Live  on  eggs  and  cream  in  heaven,  moving  to  the  Bky. 

Wear  a  lot  of  rooster  feathers,  fly  around  so  nice. 
Golly,  I  must  Bhoat  for  glory,  moving  lo  the  aky.— CAoru<. 
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DON'T  BURN  THE  CABIN  DOWN. 

CopyrtBht  18M,  by  Frank  HardioK-    Entered  at  Stationers*  Ball,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Tom  Magulre. 


My  story's  a  strange  one,  a  siory  of  woe. 
It  hapitt-necl  In  Ireland  not  long  ago; 
The  uay  w«s  a  dark  one,  the  snow  it  fell  fast. 
The  breeze  from  the  ocean  blew  a  keen  blast. 
A  fii*lu:rinan's  cabin  stood  on  the  shore, 
Surrounded  by  sheriffs — I  counted  a  score. 
With  a  troop  of  arm'd  lancers,  with  bailiff  and  kit. 
And  Crowley,  the  agent,  with  notice  to  quit. 
A  poor  wretclied  woman  was  stricken  with  fear, 
With  six  little  children,  to  her  each  was  dear; 
Sweet  Molly,  her  eldest,  then  sprang  from  her  side 
And  rushed  up  to  Crowley,  and  pleadingly  cried: 

Cborub. 
*'  Don't  burn  the  cabin  down,  mother  is  willing  to  pay. 
Father  is  out  on  the  ocean,  fishing  for  us  far  away. 
Remember  it  iB  Christmas  Eve,  and  snow  is  falling,  too — 
Don't  burn  the  cabin  down,  and  I  will  pray  for  you." 

But  Crowley,  the  agent,  with  heart  like  a  Btone, 

lie  knew  no  pity  for  sob  or  moan, 
"  Take  it  easy,  n)y  darling,  you  must  pay  or  go. 

If  you  rend  the  scripture  you'll  find  it  so. 

Now  then,  you  fellows,  bring  the  oil-can. 

And  make  yoiirselveB  useful,  d'ye  hear,  to  a  man. 

IlHVe  you  turned  chicken-hearted?  why  stammer  and  stare? 

Let  them  go  the  workhouce,  they'll  be  all  right  there." 
•'  No,  no,"  cried  the  woman,  with  heart-piercing  shriek, 

"  My  husband  may  come  soon;  oli,  grant  us  a  week;" 

And  eolilen-haired  Molly,  wiih  eyes  to  the  sky, 

Btill  knelt  in  the  snow,  and  continued  to  cry;— CAoru«. 

The  notice  was  rend,  and  destrnctlon  began,  , 

When  up  rode  a  stranger,  'twas  a  young  man, 

A  sturdy  young  curate,  in  Becdy  attire. 

With,  " Halt,  1  command  you;  pnt  out  that  fire. 

It's  well  for  the  lambs  that  the  sliepherd  is  near, 

Or  wohes  would  destroy  them,  that  Is  quite  clear. 

I'll  stop  this  eviction,  your  rent  is  all  right. 

For  Barney,  her  linshand,  conies  home  to-nieht. 

1'he  Lord  of  all  landlonls  looks  down  from  Uis  throne. 

Rejoice,  my  iM>or  woman,  your  home  is  your  own, 

And  your  invaders  may  heat  a  retreat. 

And  I  hope  that  pour  Molly  may  never  repeat:— CAoriM. 


-Sbe  trears  it  tipped  to  the  side  of  late, 

Which  gives  her  a  saucy  air  ; 
But  she  still  inquires,  "  Is  my  hat  on  straight?" 
A  straight  tip,  as  it  were. 


Parody  on:  N-^^  I 

THROW  HIM  DOWN,  M'CLOSKEY. 

By  T.  H.  Tooker,  | 
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I'll  sing  ahont  the  troubles  ov  onid  Mr.  Fogarty,  a  neighbor; 

lie  likes  to  take  life  alsy,  and  doesn't  care  to  labor. 

Yes,  its  nearly  ivery  morning,  just  whin  the  clock  strikes  six. 

Ills  family  try  to  wake  him  up  by  pounding  him  wid  slicks. 

'Tis  thin  Fogarty  gets  red-heuded,  and  swears  he'll  not  lave  the  bed: 

He  tries  to  take  another  nap,  and  wrui>e  the  blankets  round  his  head. 

But  lie'll  not  get  a  moment's  rest— he  icnows  It  very  well — 

For  ivery  blessed  tenant  iu  the  flat  at  once  begins  to  yell : 

Chorcb. 
•*  Rise  np,  Mr.  Fogarty,  come  now,  get  out  of  be<l ! 
Rise  up,  Mr.  Fotarty,  and  take  the  blankets  off  yer  hcndl 
It's  toime  ye  had  yer  breakfast— ye've  got  to  work  to-dayl 
KlBC  up,  Mr.  Fogarty,  dou't  slapc  yer  braius  away." 

Mr.  Fogarty'B  wife,  Bridget,  along  wid  her  big  sons,  Mike  and  Pat, 

Got  tired  one  cold  frosty  morning  ov  sliakiuK  Fogarty  like  a  rut; 

The  ould  gosoon  wouldn't  wake  np,  so  they  wet  him  wid  a  hose, 

'Till  his  whiskers  were  full  of  Icicles — fuith,  he  wnz  neiirly  froze. 

At  last  he  opened  both  his  eycB,  and  gave  an  awful  shriek, 

Sez  he:  "  Be  jahers.  it  is  raining,  the  roof  has  sprung  aleakl 

Shure  I'll  hoist  mv  Sr..  Patrick's  day  umbrella,  to  keep  the  water  out;" 

And  he  never  took  a  tumble  'till  he  heard  the  neighbors  shout:— C'Aort/f. 

Mr.  Fogarty.  one  morning  while  in  bed  met  wid  a  sad  disaster,  i 

His  snorlne  shook  the  biillding,  and  great  big  chunks  of  plaster 
Came  tumbling  from  the  ceiling,  and  knocked  bis  two  eves  into  one; 
Fogarty  then  jumped  out  of  bed,  and  crabbed  an  onId  Bhot-giin; 
Sez  he:  "I'll  shoot  that  blackguard,  Flaherty  (tlie  tenant  overhead). 
For  knocking  down  the  ceiling  while  I  lay  in  nic  feather  bed  I" 
Just  then  the  gun  exploded  and  blew  Fogarty  across  the  floor- 
He  thought  be  was  killed  entolrly  till  he  heard  the  tenantB  toixi:— Chorus. 

Mr.  Fogarty  is  all  broke  np,  oh,  the  poor  man'B  nearly  dead,  t 

He  is  a  total  wreck— there's  not  a  tooth  left  in  his  head; 

His  face  is  cracked  in  several  places,  his  nose  is  broke  in  two; 

He  carries  a  beefsteak  on  each  eye,  he's  been  beaten  black  and  bine. 

Still  Fogarty  is  all  to  blnute,  he  must  rise  up  in  the  morn  i 

Or  lose  his  job—  a  carrying  a  hml— as  Biire  as  ye  are  born.  ' 

And  that's  the  reason  ivery  morning  us  neighbors  gather  in  the  hall 

And  whin  Fogarty  won't  lave  his  bed  we  all  begin  to  bawl:— C'Ac/ru«. 

Mr.  Fogarty  has  strnck  a  cinch,  hegorra,  he  carries  no  more  bricks— 

The  divil  a  hair  he  cares  at  all  whin  the  clock  strikes  six. 

He  is  a  great  politician  now  and  lives  a  life  of  ease, 

He  draws  a  salary  ivery  week  as  an  inspector  of  Christmas  trcea. 

In  the  City  Hall  you'll  find  him  scate<l  in  a  big  velvet  chnir 

<)n  a  Saturday  whin  he  gets  his  pay— it's  the  only  tolme.he's  there. 

For  the  holght  of  Fosarty's  amiillion  is  to  lie  in  bed  and  snore; 

Ue  Bez  he's  feeling  like  a  daisy  since  the  neighbors  yell  no  more:— CA(M'u«. 
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THE    BICYOLE    GIRL. 

Copyright  18M,  by  Wra.  Ilogan. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  Bogan, 


Of  all  the  girls  sweet  that  I've  met  on  the  street. 

And  thout'ands  of  them  I  have  seen. 
With  Iteaiity  so  rare  and  bright  golden  hair. 

The  bicycle  girl  is  the  queen. 
Those  dear  little  creatures  with  rosy-hned  features. 

Will  set  a  man's  brain  in  a  whirl. 
If  he  stand  on  the  grass  and  watch  them  fly  past. 

That  lovely,  sweet  bicycle  girl. 

On  the  bonlevard  grand,  with  cycle  in  band. 

They  take  a  short  spin  every  day. 
In  couples  and  groups,  wearing  gay  riding  suits. 

They  pass  everything  on  the  way.  ' 

There  is  no  use  denying  the  (rents  arc  all  sighing 

For  a  chance  in  that  gay  dizzy  whirl, 
By  the  side  of  her  sweet,  who  rides  gracefnl  and  neat. 

That  lovely,  sweet  bicycle  girl. 

In  the  morn,  for  a  lark,  thro'  meadow  and  park. 

On  her  nickelplate  safety  she  rides, 
Sometiuies  with  a  gent,  on  pleasure  she's  bent. 

As  over  the  highway  she  K'ides. 
8o  show  nie  the  man  throughout  the  whole  land 

Who  would  not  enjoy  such  a  whirl. 
From  start  to  the  finish,  IV ith  love  undiminished. 

For  the  lovely,  sweet  bicycle  girl. 

There's  a  sweet  little  lass,  who  rides  In  our  class. 

The  sweetest  dear  girl  in  the  land. 
And  in  marriage,  you  see.  she  has  promised  to  me 

Her  delicate.  Illy-white  hand. 
With  this  beauty  of  ours,  wearing  sweetest  of  flowers. 

Off  to  the  church  we  will  wliirl; 
Down  the  pathway  of  life,  with  her  for  a  wife. 

I'll  ride  with  my  bicycle  girl. 
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Take   Back  the  Engagement  King. 
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By  W.  B.  Gray  and  G.  L.  Spaulding. 
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One  moonlight  nie;ht  one  ycnr  ago  a  liliic-eyed  \&b»  and  lad. 
With  teiir-diinmed  eyes  and  fooisteps  Blow,  their  heart*  were  drear  and  ead; 
As  MirouKh  the  quiet  lane  they  otrolled,  the  maiden  drooped  ber  liead, 
And  gave  the  lad  a  baud  of  gold,  tlien  eoftiy  to  biin  said: 

Refrain. 

Take  back  the  rliie  you  eave  nie,  lake  it  back.  Jack,  I  pray; 
Wearint;  it  would  deprave  me  more  than  I  am  to-day: 
'  To  make  tne  your  wife  would  wrong  you,  prief  to  your  heart  'twould  hriug; 
Pieaav  take  it  back,  I  beg  of  you.  Jack— take  back  the  engagement  ring. 

I  love  yon,  Nell,  and  yon  love  me,  the  fiiilhful  lad  then  enid; 

Forget  the  past  and  my  wife  be;   don't  blight  our  lives  instead; 

I'll  honor  and  forgive  you,  Nell— through  life  to  you  I'll  cling. 

Iler  answer  was  a  sigh,  a  sob— no.  Jack,  lake  back  the  ring. — It^rain. 


S^WEET    MADELINE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Rot>ert  Patterson. 


TwIMglit  has  come,  sweet  Madeline: 

See  o'er  the  lake,  love,  the  moon's  silv'ry  sheen. 

Hark!  some  one's  song,  there  gleams  the  oar. 

They're  gathering  lilies  that  are  growing  near  the  shore. 

Come,  as  we  row,  a  secret  I'll  tell. 

Yet  'tis  no  secret,  you  know  it  well— 

My  heart  will  break,  my  love,  my  queen; 

Will  you  be  mine,  dear,  sweet  Madeline.  .     , 

Oh,  your  bright  smile  haunts  me  all  day; 

Your  imat'e,  love,  from  my  lieart  cannot  stray. 

Where'er  I  go,  whate'er  I  do. 

Fondly  I'm  dreamint',  ever  dreaming,  love,  of  you. 

Hweet  Madeline,  your  fair  hand  in  mine 

Thrills  me  with  rapture,  love  that's  divine; 

Here  and  now,  'mid  this  heauieons  scene. 

Say  you'll  be  mine,  dear,  sweet  Madeline. 


Do  They  Miss  Me  in  the  Old  Home?    ( 
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Written  and  Composed  by  W.  A.  Prate 

rto  they  miss  me  in  the  old  home  by  the  little  silv'ry  stream: 
Where,  among  the  fragrant  blossoms,  I  would  sit  for  hours  and  dream; 
Where  the  birds  would  sin>r  so  sweetly  on  the  llow'ry  lawn  or  tree; 
Where  my  life  waa  pure  and  happy?— do  they  ever  think  of  lue? 

Chokub., 
Do  they  miss  me  In  the  old  home,  the  place  I  long  to  se**  again  f 
Do  they  ever  think  of  me?  Do  they  ever  speak  my  naiiief 
Do  they  miss  me  in  the  old  home?  Do  they  ever  think  of  nief 

Do  they  miss  me  in  the  gloaming,  when  they're  free  from  toll  and  cnreT 
When  they  kneel  around  the  hearthstone,  do  they  breathe  uiy  name  in  pray'rT 
Or  am  I,  altis,  forgotten,  when  their  eyes  fail  to  see 
Cue  who  loves  them  all  so  dearly— do  they  ever  think  of  met—C/iorus. 
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APPLE    BLOSSOMS. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Arthur  West    Arranged  by  John  A.  Strombeis. 


We're  travellers  all  in  this  ocean  of  life. 

Through  calm,  through  storm,  through  gale; 
In  diff'rent  directions  our  goo<l  ships  are  bound, 

But  one  ship  must  always  prevail. 
And  that  ship  is  friendship,  the  best  ship  of  all, 

And  cling  to  it  I  ever  shall; 
Amongst  us  all  here  we  can  easy  recall 

The  grasp  of  a  dear  old  pal. 

Chorus.  *" 

Old  pals,  old  pals,  dear  old  pals  of  mine: 
Old  |ials,  old  iials,  I'll  drink  your  health  in  wine; 
Tho'  the  world  may  dreary  be,  forget  I  never  shall 
The  friendship  that  is  given  by  a  dear  old  pal. 

Bow  pleasant  it  is  when  our  day's  work  ie  done     ' 
To  tell  the  old,  old  tale— 

A  pipe  and  a  glass  to  assist  in  the  fun- 
Then  frieiidship  must,  always  prevail; 

We  tell  the  old  story  of  days  that's  gone  by— 
The  fun  that  we've  had  with  the  gals; 

When  you  see  two  old  fogies  who  laugh  till  they  cry. 
You  know  they  are  jolly  old  pale.— Cfionu. 

Songs  may  be  sung  abont  women  and  wine 

That  fill  your  hearts  with  glee—  » 

Songs  in  that  order  are  lovely  and  fine — 

But  I  think  with  me  you'll  acree. 
It  warms  up  the  heart  and  it  brightens  the  eye. 

As  only  such  strains  ever  shall; 
So  join  in  with  me,  let  your  voices  ring  high 

In  praise  of  your  dear  old  pal.— CAon«. 


O,  sweetheart,  do  yon  remember.  In  the  sunset's  ro«f  glow. 
Under  scented  apple  blossoms,  you  and  I  alone,  yoii  know. 
And  I  told  you  that  I  loved  you,  you  were  all  the  world  to  me; 
Only  you  and  I  together,  and  the  blossoms  on  the  iree; 
Only  you  and  I  together,  and  the  bloseoiiis  on  the  tree. 

Chorus. 
■     Apple  blossoms,  apple  blossoms,  falling  soft  'round  you  and  me. 
But  you're  sweeter,  love,  and  fairer  than  the  blossoms  ou  the  tree. 

If  only  my  heart  could  tell  you  all  the  love  it  holds  for  you, 

You  would  only  live  in  sunshine;  you  would  know  that  I  am  Ime. 

Just  a  little  promise  give  me— oh,  how  happy  I  would  lie 

If  you'd  tell  me  that  you  love  me,  'neath  the  dear  old  apple  tree; 

If  you'd  tell  me  that  you  love  me,  'neath  the  dear  old  apple  tree.  -  Cfiotti 
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Words  by  Harry  C.  Clyde.    Music  by  H.  C.  Vemer. 


I  was  born  about  four  thousand  years  ago. 

And  there's  nothing  ever  happened  I  don't  know: 

I  saw  old  king  Pharaoh's  daughter  finding  Moses  in  the  water. 
And  I'll  whip  the  man  that  says  it  isn't  so. 
I  saw  Noah  wbeu  be  built  the  famous  ark; 
I  sneaked  into  it  one  nit;ht  when  it  was  dark; 

I  saw  Jonah  eat  the  whale,  and  I  pulled  the  lion's  tail, 
And  I  crossed  the  land  of  Canaan  ou  a  lark. 

Refrain. 
I  am  a  highly  educated  man,  to  keep  my  brains  within  my  hat  I  plan; 
I  have  been  on  earth  so  lon<;  that  I  used  to  sing  this  bong. 
While  Abraham  and  Isaac  rushed  the  can. 

I  saw  Satan  when  he  searched  the  garden  o'er, 
I  saw  Eve  and  Adam  driven  from  tlie  door; 

W^hile  the  apple  they  were  eating  'round  the  bushes  I  was  beating, 
I  can  prove  that  I'm  the  man  that  ate  the  core. 
I  was  there  when  Cain  slew  Abel  in  the  glade. 
And  I  know  the  game  was  Poker  that  they  played: 

So  right  there  is  the  rub,  did  he  kill  him  with  a  clnbf 
I  am  sure  it  was  a  diamond  or  a  spade. — Refrain, 

Queen  Elizabeth  was  dead  in  love  with  me. 
We  were  married  in  Milwaukee  secretly; 

But  I  schemed  around  and  shook  her,  and  I  went  with  General  Hooker 
To  fight  mosquitoes  down  in  Tennessee. 
I've  sat  witli  Uinge  and  qneens  on  either  hand,  ; 

And  jacks  and  aces  loo,  you  understand : 

I've  seen  an  auction  "sale  "  on  the  water  in  the  gale. 
And  I've  seen  a  schooner  drunk  upon  dry  \mhX.— lief  rain. 

I  remember  when  this  country  had  n  king, 
I've  seen  Cleopalra  pawn  her  weddine-ring; 

I  saw  Ireland's  colors  flying  when  George  Wasbiiigtou  stopjied  lying 
On  the  day  when  Piitii  first  began  to  sing.  >■ 

I  taught  Solomon  Ids  little  A.  B,  C's. 
I  helped  Brigham  Young  invent  Limbnreer  cheese:  -'  ' 

I  was  sailing  on  the  bay  with  Methuselah  one  day 
And  I  saved  his  flowing  whiskers  from  the  hre^ze.— Refrain. 
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Words  and  Music  by  VV.  J.  Melbourne. 


Tlie  pconc  is  ono  of  child  and  fatlier,  at  the  closing  of  the  day, 

Hf.ited  in  11  rii-iic  iirlmr.     "  My  only  comfort,"  he  would  eay. 

At  bis  f»el  Ids  little  diiiitrhter,  old  enough  to  wonder  why. 

Ii<'L'i;ed  for  liiiii  to  tell  tlie  story  how  it  was  her  niuiniiia  died; 

'  r»a»  many  years  he'd  kept  tlie  secret — shieldiiiK  !ii>iior  uiid  her  name. 

Thf  « iftr  lie  lovi'd  had  broke  her  vowa.  he  never  w islied  to  see  licr  again. 

And  so  he  lold  his  child  the  story — ''  Maniniu  was  the  season's  rage; 

I  trusted  her  one  winter's  eve,  and  lost  her  at  the  masquerade. 

Cdoiids. 
Only  at  the  ninsqnerade,  only  promise  me,  my  love. 
Only  while  niy  life  remains,  my  companion  be; 
Many  have  left  a  happy  home  before  they  were  of  ngc; 
My  little  dear,  dou't  leave  me  here  to  join  the  masquerade. 

Your  nianiina  WQS  the  village  queen,  and  her  beauty  somctbinp  prand; 

The  iiinpter  came,  she  went  away  with  him  to  a  distant  foreign  land. 

No  letter  came — I  waited  home,  my  head  In  grief  it  was  bowed  down. 

Then  my  doom  among  the  mail,  the  fatal  missive  there  I  found; 

I  don't  regret,  my  ilear  little  pet,  ut  what  I  have  told  to  you. 

Perliaps  in  life  you'll  he  a  wife — if  so,  always  try  and  be  true. 

My  entire  fortune  you'll  receive  when  I  am  dead  and  you'rt  of  age. 

But  promise  me  before  I  die  that  you  will  shun  the  masquerade."— CAor«». 


I  THE    LITTLE    BUNCH    OF   'WHIS- 
KERS   ON    HIS    CHIN. 
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Words  by  Wm.  Jerome.    Music  by  Andrew  Maok. 

A  jay  came  to  tlie  city  once  to  see  the  funny  eights. 

With  a  littie  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin; 
lie  d  heard  about  the  cable  cars  and  grand  electric  lights, 

Wiih  iiis  liitie  bunch  of  wlflskers  on  his  chin. 
t^ays  he,  "  III  take  in  ev'rythiiig,  have  all  the  fun  I  can." 
As  he  L'ot  off  the  cars  the  sharpers  after  him  they  ran. 
And  tiuicklv  ilien  in  tow  they  hail  this  little  country  man, 

Witn  his  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  bis  chin. 

C'HORITS. 

Keiibon  Glue  tlionght  he  knew  a  thing  or  two, 

8aid  that  he  would  surely  like  the  place. 
\Vhoal  But  he  went  back  to  the  town  of  Ilackcnsack, 

With  a  very  funny  look  upon  hia  face. 

lie  went  into  a  restaurant  to  get  a  bite  to  eat. 

With  u  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chiu: 
lie  was  as  welcome  in  there  as  he  was  out  in  the  Btrcct, 

Willi  his  little  hinich  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 
lie  ate  a  plate  of  pork  and  beans,  and  when  he  went  to  pay. 
The  man  cnarged  him  five  dollars.    "  That's  too  much,"  old  Rube  did  eay. 
"  I  know  it  is,"  the  man  said,  "  but  1  need  the  cusU  to-day." 

And  he  pulled  the  little  whiskers  on  hie  chin. 

Chokus. 
tlciiben  (iliic  got  the  huckleberry  doo, 

i^uid  he  knew  he  wouldn't  like  the  place. 
Whoa!  And  he  went  buck  to  the  town  of  Dackensack, 

SVitU  a  very  funny  look  upon  his  face. 

Into  a  I'oker  game  he  sat,  to  pase  the  time  away. 

With  a  liltle  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin; 
A  "  jackpot  "  it  wan  oj>ened  and  old  Keubeii  says,  "  I'll  Stay," 

With  his  litt!e  hunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 
And  when  it  came  to  drawing  cards,  old  Ueuben  he  took  one; 
Says  he,  "  I'll  show  Ihefe  city  sharps  a  little  bit  of  fun." 
Old  Ueuben  held  four  aces,  but  the  sharper  held  a  gun 

At  the  little  bunch  of  whiakurs  on  his  chin. 

CuOKfS. 

Reuben  Glue  from  the  table  quickly  flew. 

Said  he  knew  he  wouldn't  like  the  place. 
'Whoa!  And  he  went  back  to  the  town  of  Uackeneack, 

With  a  very  funny  look  upon  his  face. 

He  went  info  a  beer  ealoon  to  try  and  quench  hie  thiret, 

With  a  lilt'e  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin; 
The  gang  inside  got  fighting  al>out  which  one  saw  him  firat. 

With  his  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 
They  nailed  his  shoes  down  to  the  floor,  he  couldn't  get  away, 
For  all  the  drinks  they  had  that  night  old  Reuben  had  to  pay; 
They  pulled  his  leg  so  hard,  he  had  to  buy  a  crutch  next  day. 

Also  had  to  cut  the  whiskers  oil  hia  chin. 

CnoBt's. 
.   Beuhcn  Glue  didn't  do  a  thing  to  yon, 

Said  he  knew  he  wouldn't  like  the  place. 
Whoa)  Then  he  liop|>ed  back  to  the  town  of  Dackeneack, 
But  he  hadn't  any  whiskers  on  hia  face. 


MAGG-IE    MOONEY. 
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Words  and  Mu.sic  by  James  Thornton.  *'  I 


On  a  moonlight  night,  when  the  stars  shone  briglit,  and  cv'rylhing  was  etill, 
Sat  a  little  boy  and  a  maiden  coy  on  a  bench  l>esidc  a  mill.^ 
Now  this  little  queen  she  was  just  sixteen,  and  the  boy's  age  was  the  same; 
You  would  "'  'dom  meet  a  girl  more  sweet,  and  I'll  tell  you  her  name: 

Chorus. 

She  is  pretty  Macgic  Mooney,  she's  the  girl  for  me; 
I  call  on  her  each  evening,  just  to  keep  her  company. 
You  all  may  have  your  sweethearts,  and  girls  of  high  degree. 
But  none  can  equal  my  own  Maggie  Mooney. 

Ev'ry  morning  she  go«;s  to  work  with  me,  I  meet  her  at  her  door; 
Then  she'll  wait  for  me  at  the  mill,  you  see,  when  her  daily  task  ie  o'er. 
Then  it's  home  we'll  trot  to  her  little  cot,  in  a  quiet,  shady  lane; 
I  have  often  eoid,  when  wc  get  wed  she'll  never  work  again.— CAortM. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Jas.  E.  Sullivan.    Arranged  by  Ilenry  S.  Sawyer. 

There's  a  happy  time  a-coinin'  in  de  eweet  by  an'  by. 

Tell  all  de  niguers  not  to  tarry; 
There'll  be  lots  o'  ginger  cuke,  wine  an*  puukin  pie. 

As  much  as  dey  klu  carry. 
For  I'm  gwine  to  marry  Miss  Trnscalina  Brown. 
She's  de  envy  ob  de  ladies;  all  de  colored  gals  in  town 
.    Am  crazy  on  their  faces,  ev'ry  one  am  got  a  frown. 
For  I'm  a-gwiue  to  marry  Mieen  Trnscalina  Brown. 

Rktbain. 

Den  ring  dat  golden  bell,  ring  dnt  golden  bell; 

Tell  de  colored  population,  tell  de  whole  united  natioUi 

For  to  cull  de  liltle  children  from  de  dell. 

King  dat  golden  l)cll,  ring  dat  golden  t>ell; 

O,  hallelujah,  glory  I  put  on  my  crown. 

For  I'm  gwine  to  marry  Missa  Truscalina  Brown. 

There's  a  heap  o'  trouble  waitin'  for  de  big  yallcr  coon 

Dat  dates  on  his  life  to  pull  a  razah; 
Ev'ry  one's  a  gentleman,  dat's  on  de  invitation. 

For  to  bar  out  little  Johnny  Fruzah. 
Den  won't  it  be  a  great  sight  at  de  church  o'  Ziont 
In  my  dandy  suit  oh  weddin'  close  I'll  be  de  social  lion. 
De  coons  wid  envy  tiirnin'  white  an'  all  de  wenches  sighin\ 
For  ev'ry  body  at  de  bride  to  kiee  her  da'll  be  tryiu'.— X^/ratn. 
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Words  by  Wm.  Jerome.    Music  by  Andrew  Made.  , 

Of  course,  ev'ry  bny  has  a  sweetheart. 

And  some  boys  they  have  two  or  three; 
Of  all  the  girls  In  this  great  city 

There  is  only  one  "  in  it "  with  me. 
She  lives  with  her  folks  on  the  Bowery, 

A  few  doors  away  from  Canal, 
And  helps  to  siipitort  her  old  mother, 

DocB  my  little  Bow'ry  gal. 

CaORUB. 

My  pearl  is  a  Bow'ry  girl. 

She's  all  the  world  to  me; 
She's     in  it "  with  any  the  girle  'round  the  town* 

And  a  "  corking  gowl-looker."  sect 
At  Walhulla  Mall,  why,  she  kills  them  all, 

As  walt/.ing  toyether  we  twirl; 
She  sets  them  nil  crazy,  a  "  spieler,"  a  "  datoy,'* 

For  my  peaiTB  a  Bow'ry  girl. 

In  summer  we  go  down  to  "  Coney's," 

Together  wc  stroll  'long  the  beach. 
And  sometimes  we  go  in  the  ocean. 

For  nt  swimming,  you  l)et,  she's  a  "  peacb." 
The  other  bo>s  of  iiie  are  jealous. 

But  with  me,  w!iy,  that  "  cuts  no  Ice." 
I'm  going  to  lend  iR-arl  to  the  altar 

As  soon  as  I  gets  the  price.—  Chorus. 
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BETSY    BAKER. 

The  Words  and  Muric  of  this  Sonp,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, postpuid.  on  ifCfipt  of  40  conts.  or  thU  and  any  two  other  SunRS  for  lUn-  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  >Vrhn>an.I3i)  Jt  i:«  I'ark  K.iw,  New  York;  or  l!i5  W.  Madison  Stl-eet.  C'liicaaru- 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  abovo  addrefses  for  Free  Catulotriie  of  ScnRs.  Song  Uooks, 
Sheet  Uusjc.  Uerm&u  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Di-e&m  Uooks,  Joke  Bookl,  etc 

From  noise  and  bustle  far  away,  hard  work  my  time  employing. 
How  liuppily  I  piiei<eil  eiich  day,  content  nnd  henltli  enjoy iug;      , 
The  birds  did  Sinn,  and  BO  did  I,  as  I  trudfrcd  oVr  each  acre; 
1  never  knew  wliut 'twas  to  siKll  till  [  saw  Betsy  Biiiier; 
I  never  knew  what  "twua  to  BigU  till  I  Baw  Betsy  Baker. 

At  church  1  met  her,  dressed  bo  neat,  one  Sunday  in  hot  weather; 
Wlih  love  1  found  my  heart  did  beat  ns  \vc  buni^  tlic  psalms  touetber; 
So  piously  the  hun-^  her  licad,  the  while  her  voice  diil  shake,  u..I 
1  thouL'lit  if  ever  1  did  wed, 'twould  l)e  with  Betsy  Baker; 
1  Ihouglit  if  ever  I  did  wed,  'twould  be  with  Betsy  Buker. 

From  lier  side  I  could  not  budpe,  and  sure  I  thought  no  harm  on't. 
My  elliow  then  she  nave  a  nud{;e,  and  liade  me  mind  the  sanneiit;  y 

When  church  was  over,  out  she  walked,  but  I  did  overtake  her; 
Determined  I  would  not  be  baulked,  1  epoke  to  Betsy  Bukcr. 

ner  manners  were  penteel  and  cool.    I  found,  on  conversation, 
She'd  just  come  from  a  boardinu-school,  and  finished  her  educatiou; 
But  love  made  me  speak  out  quite  free;  says  I,  "I've  many  an  acre; 
Will  you  Kive  me  your  company?  "  "  I  shan't,"  eays  Betsy  Baker. 


All  my  entreaties  she  did  elipht,  and  I  was  forced  to  leave  her; 
I  got  no  sleep  all  that  their  ni^ht,  for  love  had  brought  a^fever; 
The  doctor  came,  he  smelt  hie  cane,  with  long  face  like  a  qnaker; 
Said  he,  "Young  man,  pray,  Where's  thy  pain?"  Says  I,  "Sir,  I 


Betsy  Baker." 


Because  I  was  not  bad  enough,  he  bolused  and  he  pilled  me; 

And  if  I'd  taken  all  his  stuff,  I  think  he  must  ha'  killed  me; 

I  put  an  end  to  all  the  strife  'twixt  him  and  the  undertaker. 

And  what  d'ye  think  'twae  saved  my  life?  why  thoughts  of  Betsy  Baker. 

I  then  agaiu  to  Betsy  went,  once  more  with  love  attacked  her, 
Bui  meuiiiime  she  cut  acquainted  \vi'  a  ramping  mad  play-actor. 
If  slie  would  have  him,  he  did  say,  a  lady  lie  would  make  tier; 
He  gaminoucd  her  to  ruu  away,  and  I  lost  Betsy  Baker. 

I  fretted  very  much  to  find  my  hopes  of  love  so  undone. 
And  mother  thought  'twould  ease  my  mind  if  I  came  up  to  London. 
But  though  1  strive  another  way,  my  thoughts  will  neer  forsake  her; 
I  dreuu  ull  night  and  think  all  day  of  cruel  Betsy  Baker. 


Parody   on : 

SWEET     MARIE. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Bedford  O.  Eaton. 


Send  for  Free  Cataloprue  of  Sonar  Books.  I^etter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Forttme  Tell- 
era,  Trii-k  Hooks,  Ui-<-ltBtlon  Books,  Penny  Rallads.  Call  Books,  Joke  Books, Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  SonK  Books.  Cook  B'>oks,  Books  of  Amusement,  Sheet  Music,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehmau,  IdO  &  ISIt  Park  Bow,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  CtUcoga 


There  is  love  within  my  lieart,  I  don't  think. 

To  the  girl  that  went  and  shook  me  because  I  drink. 

Everybody  in  the  town 

Calls' me  a  jay  and  circus  clo\vi], 

And  it's  ail  over  this  girl,  Marie  Brown. 

When  your  dad's  foot  meets  my  pants,  sweet  Marie, 

A  feeling  which  seems  to  say,  Come  to  me. 

When  1  took  you  to  the  ball 

Yon  won  drinks  upon  your  gall. 

Which  1  paid  for,  or  else  got  mailed,  sweet  Marie. 

Chorus. 
Y'ou  big  slob,  sweet  Marie;  you  are  a  job,  sweet  Marie; 
Mot  because  your  big  feet  smell,  do  you  sec? 
For  you  would  make  a  sister  true 
To  the  two  little  girls  in  blue, 
And  you  stick  to  me  like  glue,  sweet  Marie. 

Yon  look  just  like  a  baboon,  sweet  Marie; 

Y'oiir  eyes  are  like  two  moons,  so  you  see; 

But  the  truth,  if  I  must  speak, 

You  would  make  a  dime-museum  freak. 

For  the  boys  they  ciiU  you  a  sneak,  sweet  Marie, 

When  I  first  met  your  sweet  mug,  sweet  Marie, 

I  took  it  for  a  whiskey  jug,  coming  to  me. 

That's  the  reason  I'm  stuck  on  you. 

With  false  teeth  tiiti-fruti  you  chew, 

And  you  act  like  an  Irish  Jew,  sweet  Marie. 

Chorus. 
Yon  are  a  daisy,  sweet  Marie;  you  are  half-crazy,  sweel  Marie; 
Not  because  you  pulled  my  leg,  do  you  see; 
For  after  the  right  one  you  had  pulled. 
You  found  the  left  one  was  made  of  wood. 
Which  you  would  have  pulled  if  you  could,  sweet  Marie. 

Y'our  feet  tlicy  look  like  bricks,  sweet  l^^rie; 

Y'our  face  it  makes  me  sick,  O  my,  O  me,  ._    . 

But  you  need  not  yell  and  shout, 

For  yon  smell  like  sour  krout. 

And  I  bet  you  Iiave  got  tlie  gout,  sweet  Marie. 

With  all  your  faults  1  love  you  still,  sweet  Marie; 

Y'our  clothes  don't  fit  you,  they  never  will,  do  you  eeef 

For  you  are  greasy,  fat  and  tall; 

Your  nose  looks  like  a  codfish  ball. 

And  you  are  all  nerve  but  your  gall,  sweet  Marie. 

Chorus. 
Tou  are  a  lulu,  sweet  Marie;  you  are  a  zulu,  sweet  Marie; 
And  you  are  stuck  on  your  shape,  so  you  see, 
But  you  bet  if  I  had  my  way, 

I  wouhl  smother  you  in  a  bunch  of  hay  •  ,;>       ;.   ,„ 

For  taking  the  advantage  of  a  jay,  sweet  Marie. 


Parody  on : 

DAISY^^ELL.       ' 

Written  by  Samuel  Miller. 

Send  for  Free  rntalofrue  of  Rone  Books.  I.ett4>r  Writers,  r»rpnm  Books.  Fortune  Tetl- 
ers.  Trick  Hooks.  Ri'iituf  ion  lUxiUs.  IVnny  liallHils.  Cull  Hooks.  Joke  H..ok(i,Slii>lc-li  Hooks, 
Stump  Speeches.  Iriwh  S"ii(r  Hooks.  l''ook  Hooks.  Hookt^  of  Anitiseinent,  Si-oei  Miisit^   etc 
to  Henry  J.  Wehiuan,  130  &  ISt  I'ark  Ituw,  New  York;  or  Ui  VV.  Madiaou  Strtaet,  Chlcaga 


There  is  a  maid,  who  at  Gloucester  does  dwell, 

She's  a  daisy,  a  daisy; 
And  by  tier  teeth  the  ai;c  you  can  tell 

Of  this  beautiful,  dai:?y  belle. 
A  woman  once  lold  her  that  pullins;  men's  legs. 

Like  a  gold  mine,  it  panned  out  well; 
And  now  she's  as  fresh  as  a  lot  of  barreled  eggs. 

Is  this  little  Gloucester  belle. 

Chorus. 

At  Gloucester,  at  Gloucester,  pulling  legs  is  tier  delight; 

If  she  could  get  enough  to  jmll,  ehe'd  sit  up  all  night; 

She's  not  from  a  dental  college,  yet  in  pulling  legs  she  has  much  knowledge; 

On  you  she'll  l>e  sweet,  just  to  get  you  to  treat  to  a  bottle  of  wine  or  two. 

She  is  just  like  a  pot  of  glue. 

Is  daisy,  this  daisy; 
For  if  yon  have  money  she'll  stick  to  you. 

This  beautiful  daisy  belie.  •*  ___ 

When  your  money  is  gone,  she  wauta  to  go  too, 

So  a  fish  story  to  you  she'll  tell. 
For  she  wants  to  find  s<mie  one  else  to  do, 

Doee  this  little  Gloucester  belle.— t7/o;'u». 


Parody  on: 

THE     MAN     THAT     BROKE     THE 
BANK    AT    MONTE    CARLO. 


Written  and  Sung  by  Bedford  D.  Eaton. 


Rend  for  Free  Catalotrue  of  Sone  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Forttire  Tell- 
er., Trick  Books,  Kecitnt ion  Hool<s,  Penny  nalludn.  Cull  Books,  Joke  B..okH. Sketch  Hcuikm 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Snii(f  Hooks.  Cook  Hi>oks,  Hooks  of  AinuMMient,  Hiieet  Muoic.  etc., 
to  Hem?  J.  Wehman,  130  &  132  Park  Bow,  New  York;  or  ia6  W.  Madieou  Street,  Cli'saga 

I've  jnet  got  here  from  Gloucester,  from  the  muddy  Delaware  shore; 
Whii ,  there  I  met  a  chip,  who  was  a  bow-legged  gip; 
She  pulled  my  leg  eo  hard  that  is  now  core  and  tired^ 
And  with  her  I  tried  my  best  to  make  a  skip. 
And  Garrison  he  forgot  to  give  me  the  tip. 

CnoKus. 
As  we  walked  slowly  along  Water  Street,  the  sights  to  see, 
She  turned  and  says  to  me,  "My  name  is  Sweet  Marie* 
Some  call  me  Marguerite,  little  chip  with  >>ig  feet." 
With  an  axe  I  broke  my  word  with  Julia  Mario. 

And  soon  as  I  got  over  here,  I  walked  until  I  stopjicd; 
I  then  took  the  car  right  up  to  the  bar; 
Tliere  I  met  a  whiskey,  had  a  chat  with  the  free  liincb. 
And  they  played  the  new  Song  called  "Baby  Mine," 
And  they  soaked  me  when  I  cut  a  monkey  shine. 

Chorus. 
As  I  marched  along  the  Marble  Bar,  I  made  a  foolisli  bet: 
I  bet  an  Admiral  cigarette  that  the  beer  wasn't  wet; 
Oh,  I  run  up  against  a  brick,  and  it  almost  ma<le  me  sick,  ^ 

For  I'm  the  jay  that  broke  my  face  at  Monte  Carlo. 


Parody  on ; 

THE    FATAL    WEDDING. 

fc 

Written  and  Sung  by  Bedford  D.  E^aton. 

Rend  for  Free  ratalojrne  of  Soncr  Books.  I/etter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
era.  Trick  Books.  Keeitution  HooKs,  Penny  Knllmis.  Cull  B<Miks.  Joke  Books, Sketch  Hooks, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books,  Cook  Books.  Books  of  Amuwoient.  HI  M-t  Music,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Webnian.  130  &  132  Park  Uow.  New  York^  or  125  W.  Hadisou  SUeet,  Cliicaco. 


The  strect-cnr  l)ells  were  ringing,  on  a  sultry  summer  night, 

The  bar  was  decorated,  all  inside  was  gay  and  liiiglit; 

A  buinmer  and  his  only  chum,  they  saw  the  saloon  aglo.v; 

They  thought  of  all  the  l>eer  they  bad  drank  in  there  a  year  ago. 

We  like  to  have  a  glass  of  beer,  as  they  quietly  took  tin  ir  seat. 

My  iMird  he  is  so  hungry,  he  doesn't  know  where  to  8le«'p.  '      " 

The  waiter  asked  them  their  names,  and  one  re])lied.  with  disgust. 

My  name,  sir,  is  Lord  Coxey,  and  my  pard  ie  Lo:d  Ilelpus. 

Refrain. 
While  the  music  it  was  playing,  while  the  bums  were  sitting  there, 
Drinking  up  the  air  together,  as  the  crowd  looked  on  the  pair, 
Telling  tales  to  one  another,  soothing  there  each  others  heart. 
Just  another  glass  of  beer,  sir,  and  to  our  palace  we  wjU  depart. 

Out  into  the  street  they  got  and  tried  to  walk  Broadway. 
Wearing  out  their  shoes  together,  getting  into  each  others  way. 
When  on  the  corner  they  spied  a  keg,  all  bound  around  with  tin. 
At  the  bottom  I  see  the  good  old  t»eer,  says  Lord  Coxey,  with  a  grin. 
Ue  placed  the  ket;  up  to  his  lips,  which  was  his  daily  toil. 
But  instead  of  finding  the  toiid  old  beer,  got  a  mouthful  of  kerosene  oil. 
He  spit  it  all  over  his  pard's  new  coat.,  and  ^'  After  the  Ball  "  they  sang. 
A  copper,  who  thought  it  was  a  fire,  immediately  the  fire  alarm  rang. 

Refrain. 

While  the  engine's  bells  were  ringinir,  while  tliey  sang  "  After  the  Ball," 

Up  came  this  fine  old  copper  and  said  he  would  arrest  them  on  their  gall. 

,    Telling  tales  of  fond  affections,  in  a  cell  that  was  made  for  two. 

For  they  claim  that  they  are  brothers  of  the  two  little  girls  iu  blue. 
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LUCINDA,    DOES    YOU    LOVE 
YOUR    HONEY   BOY? 

Copyright,  18M,  b>  SpuuldiuK  A  Urajr.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Ball.  London. 
All  rltrbts  ros«rred. 


^^ 


The  Word*  and  Mnslo  of  this  Sonir.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  a«- 
diew  Dost  wild,  on  ut.  ipt  of  4<)  criits.  or  this  «iid  any  two  other  SniiRt  for  due  l><illar„ 
by  H«-iiiy  J.  W.linmn.  i:t»  «  i:e  I'aik  H..w,  Nt-w  York;  or  1185  W.  Miuliwiii  Street.  Cliicam.. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  nh  .ve  aililre>8e»  for  Kree  CalaloRiie  of  SonKt,  8onK  Boato. 
Sheet  Muaic,  Ciei  nuaii  Soiijc  ttookt).  Letter  VVritem,  Dream  Bookii,  Joke  Book*,  etc. 


Words  by  Wra.  Jerome.    Huslc  by  Andrew  Mack. 


In  a  liftlf  riiKtic,  ivyolielttrtd  cot. 
Near  H  viTilant  cluil  «eclu<le<l  coniitry  spot, 
Livfi"  !i  iiiiini  n»  pretty  ««  you've  ever  eeeu, 
A  villiiue  (jiiefii,  scarce  cixtei'U. 
\Vhi-n  tiie  etiiri*  aie  i<ii-nliM^'  furtli  into  the  Di(>ht 
AmiI  the  iniMin  is  xi'mliiit;  out  its  rny8  80  lirixht, 
Ilul'lcii  liy  a  (leep'iiinu  (>lmilc,  Luciiida  thns  I  serenade. 
It  uffuids  my  little  ewcetbeart  kt-en  deligbt. 
Chohhs. 

Oh.  Luciixla,  sweet  Lncindii  Brown, 

Sliy  LiK-intia.  faircKt  little  Kirl  in  town— 

Liicv,  only  cay  you'll  wed  nie,  and  I'll  dance  with  joy; 

Liiciiida,  tfli  nie  truly,  does  you  love  jour  honey  boy? 

Sweet  Liicinda  Is  the  only  eirl  I  Iova, 

Twinkliiii;  eyes,  exculliiif;  orlglitest  stars  above; 

There  ure  n<>iie  that  will  cnmpure  with  her,  she's  fair, 

A  c*""'  •"'  ri'i'e,  trnice  to  Kpare. 

SheV  a  iliizzliiie  ray  of  sunvbine,  ever  bright. 

Not  a  inoineiif  of  my  love  do  I  lose  siKht; 

Friiiii  her  biKliliii!;,  cherry  lip8  I  love  to  sip  the  honey  drips, 

Uf  uiy  life,  Luciuda  is  the  beacon  light.— 6'AorM. 


I^- 


They're  On  to  Me  Everywhere. 

Cupyritfht,  18M,  by  Spuuldine  A  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loadon. 

All  I  igh  18  reserved. 

The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Songr,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  t)e  sent  to  any  ad- 

1  dipiw   LMmt  i..>i<l  oil  reeeipr  of  W  cents,  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Soiitrs  for  One  Pollar. 

}   by  Heiiiy  J   Welimaii.  i:!<i  A  i;t2  I'm  k  H'W.  New  York,  or  VS>  W.  MadlHoii  Street,  (»lca«o. 

]   Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  ail(lre>«e.'<  for  Free  Cutalofrtie  of  8onir8»  Solig  ilwwka. 

Sheet  Music.  Uerman  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Miuic  by  Barney  Fagan. 


aks. 


) 


I'm  out  to-niirht,  cot  on  my  best. 

Pretty  co  ored  girl*  to  charm ; 
-■  Ail  the  roiiiis  ure  liulitiiii;  jealous, 

tjuear  they'll  do  my  body  harm; 
Hunt  ail  their  hoiiiei*  when  they  know  I'm  aroand, 

They  put  "em  under  lock  and  key. 
I  (iniiie  ai.d  look  riiimin',  tlieii  the  wenches  come  a-rannin\ 

If  I  vviu  "eiu,  all  the  C0OII8  blame  mc. 

C'UOIIUB. 

Tlie  fi:\"*  lire  iinfiir'etl  »vhen  I  conie  to  town,  it's  a  holiday  while  I'm  there; 
Tiie  pei"ple  ill  i»airH  on  the  public  ijqiiares  gather,  blockading  the  thoroughfares. 
I  wtt.k  down  tiie  ctreet  with  my  eliouiderit  back,  chest  away  up  in  the  air; 
Fix  my  hut  eo,  then  a  eailiu.;  1  go,  they're  on  to  mc  ev'rywLere. 

Make  no  mixtake  'hoiit  who  I  am. 

Tell  you  I'm  a  liigli-br<d  coon; 
I  was  raided  on  iniUc  and  honey. 

Fell  nie  with  a  silver  epoou. 
■    proud  us  a  peacock  when  I'm  walkin' 'bont  town, 

I  spreait  myself  on  moonlit  nights; 
I'ni  iiL'ht  a.-*  a  feather,  swell  from  hat  to  patent  leather. 

And  the  brii^htest  of  the  dark  bright  ligbts.—  CAof-tM. 


.::■ 
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De  Jingle  ob  de  Bell  on  de  Cow. 

(.'opyrlKht,  ISIM,  by  The  8.  Biainard's  Sons  Co. 

The  Word"  and  MokIc  of  tlil.i  Sonjr,  arrantred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
drew  p<i!)f-|iald.  on  receipt  of  40  ceiitH.  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Soiikb  for  One  iMIar, 
by  ileiiry  J.  Weliiii.in.  I*"  it  l.'«  I'ark  K.iW,  New  York;  or  125  W.  MailiKoii  Street,  Cliicaso. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  a(<iive  adilreMten  for  Free  ratalotrne  of  Sontrx,  8<>n([  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Ueiutau  Suug  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

CVnipoKed  by  Jas.  E.  Sullivan.    ArranRed  by  Henry  a  Sawyer. 

In  the  spriii!;,  when  de  fields  am  covered  wid  green. 

All' de  clover  bloom  Biiiells  in  de  air. 
An'  de  short  wet  t'luss  kinder  tickles  yer  feet. 

An' de  red  hugs  make  a  nigger  swear — 
Dei<e  am  ile  times  de  darky  loves  de  most; 
■   .  When  dey  come  along  home  wid  de  plow. 

In  de  cool  ob  de  day  when  dey  hear  all  aroond 
,         D«  jingle  ob  de  bell  on  de  cow. 

'  ;  Kefrain. 

' I  Dins',  ding!  hear  de  jiiiaie  ob  de  bell 

From  de  meadow  where  de  slick  cattle  browse; 
Dere'e  no  sound  sweeter  to  cheer  a  darky's  heart 
Dan  de  jingle  ob  de  bell  on  de  co\si.— Dance. 

When  de  bluebird  comes  wid  his  beak  full  ob  straw 

T<Mle  bole  where  i4e  woodiM-cker  bored. 
When  de  red-breuBted  robin  linnts  around  fur  de  mad, 
'     ;■  When  de  black  swallow  swiuKs  In  de  gourd,  ^ 

' .  Den  from  de  niendow  'way  down  by  de  creek,  ' 

Or  de  orchard 'neath  de  young  apple  boughs. 
Steals  gently  de  musical  sound  dat  we  love, 
De  jingle  ob  de  bell  on  de  cows.— Ae/rai». 


My  Dear  Little  Maid  in  the  Moon. 

Copyriffht,  18M,  by  The  S.  Bralnard's  Sons  Co. 


•      } 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreiw,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  centM.  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Somkr  for  one  Dollar, 
bv  Henry  J.  Wehnian.  13i' A  isa  I'ark  K"W,  New  York;  or  liS  W.  5Iadii«>ii  Street,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addre^sel•  for  Kree  C^tnloirue  of  Souks,  Song  BooU, 
Sheet  lltuic,  Uerman  Souk  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  siooks.  etc. 

Words  and  Music  by  Anita  Owen. 


.!^ 


Maid  In  the  moon  so  high,  tell  me,  do  you  know 

IIow  much  admiretl  you  are  ev'ry  where  you  go. 

You  have  a  lovely  face,  all  men  say  so — 

W^ill  you  my  sweeiheiirt  lie?  may  I  be  your  beauf 

For  I  love  yon,  sweet  maid  in  the  moon, 

tHy  dear  little  maid  in  the  moon. 

REritAIN. 

Perhaps  some  flue  day  I'll  be  flying  away, 

Willi  fullest  iniciillon  of  going  to  stay; 

As  soon  as  they  get  a  balloon  ' 

To  travel  as  far  as  the  moon, 

I'll  pack  up  my  grip  and  I'll  take  a  short  trip 

To  visit  my  maid  in  the  moon. 

Still  there's  a  man  up  there,  how  I  hate  that  Ibongbt, 
But  if  thou  lovest  me  that  will  count  for  naught; 
If  he  his  face  would  turn  some  other  way. 
Then  I  might  throw  a  kiss  to  my  maid  aud  say: 
Oh,  I  love  you,  sweet  maid  in  the  moon. 
My  dear  little  maid  in  the  moon.— T^e/'rain. 

How  sweet  and  shy  yon  look  In  the  moon's  briglit  light, 
Don't  hide  behind  that  cloud,  don't  stay  out  of  sight; 
But  since  you  hee<l  me  not,  oh,  promise  me, 
I  may  to-morrow  night  feast  my  eyes  on  thee. 
Oh,  Kood  night,  little  maid  in  the  moon. 
My  dear  little  maid  in  the  moou.— lief  rain. 


■\k 


The  Difference  between  Rich  and  Poor. 


CopyrlKbt,  ISM,  by  Frank  IlardlUK. 


All  riKhts  reserved. 


The  Word<i  and  Music  of  this  Sonir,  armnu'ed  for  the  pla.io,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, pos^|lKid.  on  receipt  of  40  centn,  or  tliiii  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  line  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Webman.  l»i  *  132  Park  R-.w,  New  York;  or  12.S  W.  Madison  Street,  L'hlcafo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  B<l<lre>»P!i  for  Free  C'atidoiriie  of  SoUKS,  Huns  Boooi 
Sheet  Music,  German  Soiik  Books.  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Written  aud  Com|>08cd  by  Arthur  West    Arranged  by  Win.  Loraine. 


Many  people  love  the  study  of  their  fellow  folk  mankind. 
From  the  hitfhest  to  the  lowest,  splendid  studies  you  can  find; 
'I'hough  they're  all  in  this  great  city,  ciiv  of  a  million  ivnils. 
They're  as  widely  separated  as  tlie  North  and  Southern  poles. 
Hee  inside  an  uptown  ballroom  -slie  is  dressed  in  raiment  dear. 
Her  afUanced  husband  near  her,  they're  to  married  l>e  this  year; 
"I'is  a  inalcli  that's  maile  for  money,  love  c<in  lly  out  through  the  door. 
See  inside  auotlier  ballroom,  'mougsl  the  lowly  and  Ibe  poor. 

CllOKt'9. 

"Oh,  Liza,  you  know  that  I  love  you; 

I  don't  like  you  dancing  with  that  other  bloke; 
Dear  Liza,  you'll  marry  me,  won't  you f 

I'll  give  up  to  you  niy  whole  boodle,  no  joke. 
NolKHly  loves  you  like  I  do. 

That  is  the  tfiitli  cert'  and  sure. 
Bet  yer  life,  Liza,  it's  true,  old  girl."— 

That's  the  difference  between  rich  and  poor. 

When  the  lights  are  brightly  burning  see  the  brilliant  music  hall. 

With  his  "pals"  you'll  see  the  swell  inside  his  cosy  box  or  stall; 

Lazily  lie'll  "quiz"  the  singers  with  an  eyeglass  in  his  eye. 

Nothing  seems  to  Interest  liitn,  tints  an  hour. or  so  g<M,-8  by.  [me  lord. 

"Waiter,  bring  some  more  champas-'ne  here!"  "Keep  the  change."  "Ah.  thanks, 

"Charley,  that's  a  fine  girl  singing."   "Yes,  but  hang  it,  don't  applaud; 

Bail  form;  don't  you  know,  old  fellow,  Ihey  will  think  you  know  her,  pehawl  " 

That's  the  style  in  swell  society— watch  ibe  style  where  they  are  poor. 

CHonus. 

"Come,  Liza,  they've  got  a  stirpriscr, 

Down  at  the  vari'ty,  a  corking  flue  show,  ^ 

SiliKiiig,  dancing,  magic  and  tuinbline." 

Liza  puts  on  her  best  clothes  and  off  they  go. 
Liza  and  Bob  chase  the  tirowler, 
I  Ten  cents  to  fill  it,  no  more; 

A  sandwich  with  beer  their  bani]net  is. 

That's  the  diil'reuce  between  rich  aud  poor. 

In  the  early  hours  of  morning  see  the  cay  swell  in  club  land. 
"  Here's  a  telegram  for  you,  sir."     ■*  Thank  you,  John.  I  understand. 
What,  my  wife  has  died  one-forty?  Hang  it,  all  a  jK-rfect  bore. 
Spoiled  this  splendid  game  of  Euchre — geiitlettien,  I  play  no  more." 
"What's  the  matter?  Fatii'lv  troubl<>s— that  damnation  kind  of  Ihiiig?" 
"Telegram  says  wifi-  is  dead,  I  must  for  form  sake  say  tine,  ting." 
It  breaks  his  heart  to  leave  the  cards  and  pav  respect  to  his  dead  wife, 
Whilst  in  a  garret  on  the  east  side  slowly  ebbs  poor  Liza's  life. 

Ciioniis. 

The  poor  ♦  coster  now  knows  that  he's  lost  a  good  mate, 

That  he  love<l  witli  his  jmor,  honest  heart; 
He  stands  siL'hing  beside  of  the  dying, 

Oe  knows  ill  his  ronL'li  way  they'll  soon  have  to  i>a^ 
Liza,  old  girl,  rm  here  near  you, 
,    ■  Six  nights  lie's  not  slept,  I'tn  sure:  "'    '.     -    ■ 

Right  ta  the  last  he  stands  at  his  posf, 
•  .•  That's  the  diff'rence  between  rich  and  poor.    ■..':■        "  '. : 


' 


•1    '•■ 


I 


*  Coeter  meaning  hackster  or  peddler. 
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Playing  Tag  Around  the  School. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  White-Smith  Music  Publishing  Co. 


The  Word*  and  Hiisio  of  this  Soncr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress post-pnid.  (Ill  i-eoftpt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiitcs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.130  A  132  I'ark  Row, New  York;  or  125VV.  MadiHon  Street,  Cbtcaso. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addrehses  for  Free  Cataloi;iie  of  Sontrs,  Song  Books, 
Bheet  Huaic,  Qermau  SuiiK  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Boolcs,  Joke  Books,  etc 


Words  and  Music  by  w .  Henry  Whyte. 


Do  you  remcmbiT,  Mapuie  dear,  the  little  old  red  Bchool, 

When  we  were  young  and  full  of  play,  the  teaclier'a  big  high  etoolf 

Well,  darling,  I  was  thinking  of  tlie  dnys  long,  long  ago, 

'JMie  happy  days,  the  little  Bchool,  and  how  your  clieeks  wonld  glow. 

We'd  play  la^,  running  'round  tlie  school,  willi  Alice  and  poor  Jack. 

We're  old  and  tray,  lint  oft,  dear  wife,  I  wisti  thoge  dear  days  back; 

Poor  Jack  and  Nell  have  paei^cd  away,  they're  sleeping  side  by  Bide, 

He  fought  and  fell  for  freedom,  theu  Nellie  drooped  aud  died. 

Refrain. 

Playing  tag  around  the  sclioo),  running  here  and  there, 
tiood-naiui'cd  Bill  could  not  keep  t>till  from  pulling  Nellie's  hair; 
'i'lien  naiiglity  Ned.  ilie  ecliool  iiouse  duiicc,  would  call  the  teacher  namcB— 
Oh,  liow  I  long  to  i>e  a  child  and  play  the  old,  old  games. 

I  ofttimeB  think,  my  Maggie  dear,  the  old  days  were  the  beat. 

For  then  we  knew  uo  caree  or  pains,  our  energies  to  teat;  ,    ,  , 

But  tlion  art  with  nie,  dearest  one,  to  cheer  my  closing  days. 

We'll  try  and  help  each  other  as  we  did  and  will  always. 

When  lioine  at  evening  after  tea,  around  the  kitchen  tire. 

Grandpa  would  tell  ue  stories,  he  never  seemed  to  tire; 

And  though  we're  old  and  gray,  dear  wife,  we'll  ne'er  forget  the  names 

Of  Jack  aud  Nell,  of  Ned  aud  Bill,  and  how  we  played  the  g&meB.—£efrain. 


y 


Parody  on: 

Mamie,   Come  Kiss  Your  Honey  Boy. 


Written  and  Sung  by  Bedford  D.  Eaton. 


THE 


Parody  on : 

VOLUNTEER    ORGANIST. 


Written  and  Suhk  by  Bedford  D.  Katon. 


Send  for  FVee  Catalotrne  of  Songr  Bootrs,  letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortime  TVH- 
ers.  Trick  Books.  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  B  KikH.Sketeli  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Sour  Books.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  AmUR(>>iieiit,  Slieet  Mii*ir   etc 
to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  132  I'ark  Row,  New  Yurk;  or  125  W.  Madiituu  8ti«et,  Oblcafo.' 

A  maiden  in  her  nnderclothes  one  sloppy  morning  said: 
My  father  was  killed  yesterday,  to-day  1  guess  he  is  dead; 
My  mother,  that  was  his  first  wife,  she  will  not  clmnge  her  age. 
Come  back,  she  says,  or  else  you  will  drive  your  wife  upon  the  stage. 
Your  heart  is  full  of  mud,  shesaye;  there  is  skin  «|>on  your  face. 
My  name  is  little  sweet  Marie,  they  say  I  look  like  smear  case; 
And  when  they  were  sleeping  Bound,  with  a  nmii  slie  did  elo|)e; 
She  dreamt  that  she  was  hungry— he  got  up  and  ate  llie  eoap, 

Cbokub. 
They  slept,  they  sloped,  they  soaped,  they  sloped,  nnlll  they  washed  their  feet; 
On  Friday  I'll  not  meet  you,  F.  I.  S.  11.  Meat. 

He  kissed  her  on  tlie  back  of  her  neck,  hie  moutli  wns  full  of  teeth. 
With  au  axe  be  broke  hia  word,  light-blue  Biockiiigs  aud  dirty  feet. 

He  flirted  with  a  chambermaid,  and  ninrriod  her  they  say; 

Eacli  one  was  too  mean  to  name  the  wedding  day,  ' "' 

And  the  very  day  he  married  her  they  were  made  man  and  wife. 

He  took  her  to  a  butcher  slore  and  passed  her  off  for  tripe. 

He  forgot  to  remember  that  he  married  sweet  Marie, 

And  wlien  his  friends  told  him,  his  self  he  went  to  see;  ' 

He  was  too  mean  to  realiae  exactly  what  he  did: 

He  Bweara  it  never  happens,  it  was  only  for  u  kid. 

Chorus. 

The  scene,  yon  bet,  I'll  never  forget  as  long  as  I  can  remember;  :  / 

It  took  place  on  a  July  day,  in  the  hot  mouth  of  December; 

He  drank  8  quarts  of  root  beer;  she  was  a  Daisy  B*^ll, 

Aud  if  anybody  wants  to  see  her,  why,  let  them  go  to  (h )  church. 


I 


fl 


Send  for  Free  Cataloime  of  Sonsr  Books,  I.^tter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Portnpe  Tell- 
ers, Tri<-k  Books,  Rei-itation  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  B.oks,  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  liixh  Soiiff  Books.  Cook  Be voks.  Books  of  Amusement,  Sheet  Music,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehmoii,  130  &  li'i  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Cblcasoi. 


One  fine  night  and  we  all  got  tight.  Mm,  Mm,  O  my,  what  rnmt      ' 

The  boys  felt  gay,  they  all  felt  out  of  aight— come  join  us  in  onr  fun. 

We  drank  plain  liquor  and  the  town  we  painted  red.  Mm,  Mm,  O  my,  what  rum  I 

Bui  the  very  next  morning  we  had  swelled  heads— come  joiu  us  iu  our  fun. 

1  feel  BO  rotten,  I  should  be  in  bed  to-day, 

Fe*d  so  sick  after  I  the  races  play,  to-morrow  is  my  funeral  day, 

I  invite  you  all  to  come. 

Mamie,  come  kiss  your  ducky  boy,  while  de  moon  docs  Bhiue; 

Mamie,  Mf  iiiic,  Mamie,  Mamie,  Mamie,  Mamie, 

Come  kiss  your  Itoby  Roy,  while  de  nioun  does  fihiue. 

Now  that  yon  see  my  funeral  is  done.  Mm,  Mm.  O  my,  how  sad! 

Tliey  say  I  was  a  sou  of  a  guii,  which  almost  drives  me  mad. 

I'm  going  to  see  de  devil  and  shovel  hot  coal.  Mm,  Mm,  O  my,  what  funi 

I'll  drive  an  ice  wagon  and  cool  my  soul,  come  join  me  iu  my  fun. 

I  am  almost  sure  I  am  buried  alive. 

And  into  tlie  ground  I  made  a  dive;  some  one  yelled,  "Pay  me  that  fivel  " 

I  invite  you  ali  to  come. 

Mamie,  come  kisK  me  before  I  go,  while  de  foot-lights  shine; 

Mamie,  Mamie,  Mamie,  Mamie,  Mamie,  Mamie, 

Come  kiss  me,  dou't  be  so  slow,  while  de  moon  does  shine. 


Parody  on: 

DAISY    BELL. 

By  Bob.  White. 


Parody  on; 

WHEN   SUMMER   COMES  AGAIN. 


y 


Written  and  Sung  by  Bedford  D.  Eaton. 


Send  for  Free  Catalofnie  of  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books.  ItecitMtlon  Rooks,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books, Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Sonir  Books.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement,  Sheet  Music,  etc., 
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There  was  once  a  young  chippie  of  tender  feet,        '.V       " 

Little  hlack  eyes  and  wiiite,  pearly  teeth; 

Also  tt  jay,  who  came  here  to  stay,  •      ■' ■: 

Went  to  a  beer  garden  one  day  in  Spring. 
Tliroiigh  tlie  liarroom  he  siriitied  without  any  fear. 
Drinking  tlie  good  whiskey  and  the  good  beer; 
Tlieii,  when  tliis  jay  wanted  to  go  away. 

This  is  tlie  song  she  would  sing:  • 

Choritb. 

Fond  heart,  sugar  tarts,  we  will  stick  together  nntil  we  part; 

As  long  as  you  liave  money,  pet,  by  your  side  I  will  always  remain. 
Don't  lie  so  slliigy,  sir;  one  more  cocktail  and  a  ginger; 

We  will  be  j<dly,  love,  when  morning  comes  again. 

And  when  they  were  full  they  could  hardly  see. 
One  of  his  legs  was  longer  than  it  ought  to  be; 
Also  his  i>ocket8,  that  were  once  full  of  rockets. 

Were  now  full  of  air  and  wind. 
Through  the  streets  they  walked,  chock  full  of  beer. 
She  calling  him  "sugar,"  he  calling  her  "dear," 
When  up  came  a  cop,  at  the  station-house  they  dropped — 

This  is  the  song  she  now  Bings: 

CnoRus. 

Fond  hearts,  cream  tarts,  from  your  side  I  will  soon  part; 

We  stuck  together,  love,  iu  a  cell  that  was  made  for  two. 
Don't  begin  to  pine  and  fret,  on  a  lioard  l)ed  last  night  we  slept. 

For  I  am  one  of  the  sisters  of  the  two  little  girls  iu  blue. 
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to  Henry  J.  Webinau.  130  Jt  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Hadlaou  Street,  Chlcitco. 

There  is  some  flour  upon  the  face  •       , 

Of  Daisy,  Daisy,  "V 

A  face  that  would  break  np  a  six-day  race. 
Is  that  of  our  Daisy  Bell. 
^^  She  iB  acook  in  a  cheap  lioarding  house 

Where  corned  beef  aihl  cabtiage  they  sell,   -■'  ■.  ■       - 

And  every  morning  at  breakfast  time  - 

.        '  You'll  hear  all  the  boarders  yell: 

CnoRUB. 
Daisy,  Daisy,  bring  me  an  oyster  stew, 
I'm  dead  sour  on  the  pickles  servetl  by  yon; 

The  cheese  it  is  able  to  walk,  dear,  the  butter  began  to  talk,  dear; 
You  look  sweet,  Iwiling  the  meat  in  a  put  that  was  built  for  etew. 

The  hlnjjes  on  the  door  are  the  steaks  that  were  made 

By  Daisy,  Daisy; 
The  eggs  that  are  served  are  kept  in  the  shade. 

Or  they'll  hatch,  says  this  Daisy  Bell. 
'  One  evening,  at  supper,  she  fainted  away. 

Hearing  one  of  the  boarders  yell: 
"I've  found  an  oyster  in  this  oyster  stew 

That  was  served  by  our  Daisy  Bell. 

Chorus. 

Daisy,  Daisy,  put  a  crape  'round  the  oyster  stew: 

Don't  serve  it  again  for  30  days,  it's  tlie  least  that  yon  can  do. 

We  loved  liim  as  a  brother— wliere  can  we  find  another? 

But  now  he's  flown  to  an  angel  home,  may  he  swim  iu  a  paradise  stew. 

She  is  croBB-eyed  in  one  of  lier  feet, 

Is  Daisy,  Daisy, 
One  ear  it  is  false,  and  so  are  the  teeth. 

Of  this  freckle-faced  cook  Daisy  Bell; 
She's  a  wart  on  her  ear  and  a  com  on  her  nose. 

And  a  hump  on  her  back  aB  well; 
She  combs  her  hair  on  the  back  of  a  ch.iir, 

Does  this  pigeon-toed  slob  Daisy  Bell.  .    '.         , . 

Cborcs. 

Daisy,  Daisy,  how  you  can  guzzle  beer; 

I  think  that  you  can  talk  in  your  own  ear. 

Your  shape  would  scare  a  scare  crow,  and  on  bald  heads  make  hairgrow; 

When  you  serve  a  meal  'tis  sick  we  feel,  and  we  never  call  twice  for  etew. 


—^"America  Las  no  standing  army,  I  believe,"  said  the  foreigner. 
"  It  is  clear  yoii  haven't  spent  much  time  in  the  street  cars  oif  tliis 
great  country,"  replied  the  native. — Truth. 


— True  Love. — Fond  mamma:  "  So  you  really  love  him,  my 
child?"  Up-to-date  daughter:  "LovehimI  Ah,  mamma,  love  is 
an  empty  word  to  describe  my  feelings  toward  him.  Have  I  not 
seen  his  bank  book?  " 
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Parody  on: 

IN    OLD    MADRID. 

Written  by  I^ontino  StanlloM. 


/ 
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In  Mfxiro,  far  from  Madrid,  where  Spanish  maidens  love  a  co"d  ciRnr, 
A  royal  flutili  a  tal)ie  liid,  two  darkly  bright  eyes  watclied  of  it  from  afar. 
When  on  a  jaclipot,  mid  blue  chips  and  red,  that  royal  liaiid  was  gently  laid; 
Out  ran|;  a  pistol  shot— a  man  lay  dead— and  tliiis  it  was  the  game  was  played. 
It  is  HO  in  Mexico,  high  or  low,  from  shore  to  shore — 
It's  Very  dangerous  to  hold  four  of  a  kind  or  more. 

Try  your  liiclj,  fortune  is  smiling,  time  beguiling,  care  exiling; 

Try  your  luck,  I'm  prophesying,  lu're  a  lone  hand  waits  for  thee. 

Thee  alone  it  waifs,  it  waits  for  thee— good  luck  it  waits  for  thee.     Oh,  yes, 

UouU  luck  it  waits  fui  thee,  etc. 


Parody  on : 

)     The  Face  upon  the  Barroom  Floor. 


Written  Ijy  (Jeo.  E.  Sheitzcr. 
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'Twas  a  lovely  summer  evening  and  the  regular  gang  was  there. 
Which  well  nigh  filled  Ilogan's  place  on  the  corner  of  the  square; 
And  as  the  gags  and  catches  passed  on  that  evening  air. 
And  every  one  seemed  to  be  highly  pleased  for  being  there, 
Jim  Welsh  stole  slowly  in,  and  for  no  one  lie  seemed  to  care. 
I  want  a  drink,  he  yelled;  refu«e  me  if  you  dare; 
This  is  all  I  want,  then  he  drained  Ins  glass  and  made  for  the  door, 
Sliouiing  to  lloguu:  ''Just  mark  that  ou  your  barroom  lloorl  " 

And  as  he  left  the  place,  Hogan  caught  him  with  a  chair, 
Slii<;L;ed  him,  smashed  him,  and  then  threw  him  in  the  air; 
One  or  two  were  ii>  for  helping  Welsh,  but  no  that  wasn't  fair; 
lii>i.':in  got  his  guu  and  made  every  one  staud  back,  every  one  there; 
He  lold  every  one  present  that  he  was  running  that  place. 
And  proceeded  to  show  them  that  he  diil,  by  jumping  on  Welsh's  face; 
With  «  ild  eyes  he  pasted  Welsh— the  sight  they  care  to  aee  no  more; 
Then  he  says,  look  ut  that  face  upon  my  barroom  floor. 

Then  the  gang  picked  Welsh  np  and  carried  him  home  on  a  shutter. 

Hut  they  were  used  to  Buch  sights,  for  he  often  laid  like  that  in  a  gutter, 

Tliey  told  his  wife  he  wasn't  dead,  to  worry  she  hadn't  oughter — 

Just  prepare  him  a  nice  big  Bu|iper,  with  plenty  of  salty  butter. 

And  lie  would  be  all  right  in  the  morning— hut  his  eyes 

Might  be  in  deep  mourning,  liut  it  need  not  be  a  surprise. 

He  admits  he's  learned  a  lesson  and  will  ask  for  tick  no  more, 

iiincc  llogau  made  a  door  mat  with  hla  face  upon  the  floor. 


Parody   on: 

THE    FATAL    WEDDING. 

Written  and  Suiif?  by  I.£ontiDO  Stanlleld. 
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Tlie  dinner  bell  was  ringing,  with  cleur  and  sllv'ry  chime, 

At  last  the  door  was  open,  full  an  hour  after  time; 

All  the  while  the  hungry  boarders  liad  stood  ii)>  in  a  line — 

Kiich  one  with  stoic  countenance,  and  fortitude  divine. 

The  table  cloth  was  snowy  white,  tlie  lights  were  shining  bright, 

A  savory-looking  turkey  was  the  first  thing  met  the  sight; 

The  hoarders  smiled  upon  the  bird— it  was  a  grand  display — 

Bui,  alaat  that  luscious  turkey  was  but  papier-iuuche. 

Chorub. 

While  the  dinner  bell  was  ringing  and  the  boarders  stood  In  line. 
While  the  silverware  shone  linulitly  and  the  table  looked  so  flne. 
Anil  the  tough  old  turkey  gobbler  rose  magniflcint  to  view. 
There  was  a  desperate  struggle  and  a  broken  knife  or  two. 

The  fire  bells  were  ringing,  while  a  young  man  bent  his  knee 
IJefore  a  stately  maideu  of  much  wealth  and  |K.'»Mi;ree; 
lie  wlii><i»'red  of  his  love  for  her  and  sought  to  take  her  hand; 
lie  said  he'd  like  to  marry  her  and  have  a  wedding  grand. 
Her  lovely  head  lay  on  his  brt'ast,  he  felt  success  was  nigh; 
'i'he  man  had  slaked  his  all  upon  that  sweet  young  tirl's  reply; 
He  never  really  knew  bis  fate  — there  came  a  cry  of  fire, 
A  stream  of  water  struck  him  and  quenched  his  mad  desire. 

CnoRUB. 

While  the  fire  bells  were  riiiijijig  and  a  young  man  bent  his  knee, 
Outside  the  shrieking  engines  played  a  Wagner  melody. 
But  before  he  got  his  answer  or  tlieir  lips  in  kisses  met, 
A  hose-pipe  butst  near  hlni — I  tbiuk  hu'a  riiuniug  yet. 


— A  Foregone  Conchision. — "So  Jobson  is  married?"  "Yes, 
and  he  has  married  a  woman  'with  a  quarrel.sonie  disposition." 
"  IIow  do  you  know  that?"  "  IIow  do  I  Iviiow  it?  Why  slic  be- 
longs to  the  church  choir." 


NELLIE    BROWN. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Cbaa.  R.  WUllams. 
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/ 

Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  R.  Williams.  ; 


I  have  a  sweetheart,  the  fairest  in  all  the  town, 

I  love  her  dearly,  my  own  sweet  Nellie  Brown;  ^ 

On  Wednesday  evening  her  face  I  long  to  see;  '      .       ■ 

Then  when  we  meet  we're  as  happy  as  can  be. 

Refraik. 

Beautiful  Nellie  Brown,  the  sweetest  girl  in  town, 

I  am  her  beau,  she  calls  me  "  her  Joe,"  my  own  sweet  Nellie  Brown, 

Beautiful  Nellie  Brown,  the  sweetest  girl  in  town; 

1  am  her  beau,  she  calls  me  "  her  Joe,"  my  own  sweet  Nellie  Brown. 

We  go  out  strolling,  un  and  down  Broadway, 

Anns  linked  together,  happy,  light  and  gay; 

The  other  evening  1  asked  her  mine  to  be. 

And  she  said  *•  Yes  "—what  happiness  there's  for  mc— lie f rain. 

Soon  we'll  be  married,  oh,  how  I'll  love  thee. 

My  little  Nellie,  my  loving  wife  to  be; 

Then  when  we're  Bcttled,  in  comfort,  biisB  and  love. 

We'll  ask  God's  blessing,  that  comes  from  fur  above,— i7<f/'raln. 


r 
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Parody  on: 

The  Widow's  Plea  for  Her  Son. 


Written  l)y  Bob  White. 
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I  Strolled  into  a  barroom,  not  many  miles  from  here,  J 

A  hum  stood  leaning  at  the  bar,  his  face  was  full  of  beer, 
His  nose  was  an  oil  painting  of  a  sunset  bright  and  gay,  | 

While  the  grass  that  grew  upon  his  face  had  fade<l  and  was  gray; 
lie  asked  for  just  two  "  guzers,"  while  the  sweat  fri'ze  on  bis  cheek; 
The  ])ony  he  drank  was  now  a  liorse,  so  tlie  poor  bum  could  not  speak 
Just  then  up  stepped  his  partner,  his  e)cs  were  in  his  head, 
And  turning  tu  the  barwomau,  these  words  to  her  he  eaiU; 

Chorub.     ■    ■  •  j. 

Remember  we  are  comrades,  we're  living  on  our  gall; 
Iteniember  that  his  father  turned  his  picture  toward  the  wall; 
])on't  send  us  from  here  thirstv,  but  treat  us  right,  old  gal> 
Ueniember  I'm  his  partner  and  I'm  pleading  for  my  pal. 

Iler  nibs  addressed  their  knoblets,  these  words  to  them  did  say:       ». 

I'm  sorry  to  see  you  on  those  scales,  they've  given  you  a  weigh; 

I  will  not  blight  your  beauty,  though  bloated  is  your  face. 

Yet  I'm  afraid  your  nose  it  will  set  fire  to  my  place; 

I'll  therefore  have  to  put  you  out,  she  then  turned  on  the  hose. 

But  all  the  water  it  ran  through  the  air-holes  in  their  clothes; 

They  sneaked  into  a  pawnshop  and  there  hung  up  their  gall. 

Now  both  have  joined  a  base-ball  nine,  for  they're  after  the  ball,— CAon/f. 


MABEL    GRAY. 

Copyright.  18M.  by  J.  W.  Wheeler.    EnUred  at  Stationers*  Hall,  London. 
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Words  by  P.  L.  O'Lcary.    Music  by  J.  W.  Wheeler. 


When  first  I  met  sweet  Mabel  fJray,  'twas  in  a  country  town, 
She  was  as  fair  as  a  summer's  day,  a  beauty  of  renown; 
She  sang  in  the  little  village  choir,  with  voice  so  sweet  and  pure; 
Her  eyes  wouhl  set  your  heart  on  fire,  her  manner  quite  demure. 
But  from  the  city  came  a  man,  he  was  iiandsome,  young  and  gay; 
With  flait'ring  tongue  he  then  begun  enticing  her  usvay; 
He  plead  with  her  to  go  with  him  and  be  bis  own  sweet  wife, 
l''or  with  the  wealth  at  bis  command  they'd  lead  a  hu])py  life. 

Chorcs. 

Sweet  Mabel  Gray,  yes  our  little  Mabel  (iray, 
Charming  and  young  and  fair,  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair, 
III  one  thoughtless  moment  she  threw  herself  away. 
Our  innocent,  Bweet  village  pet,  our  darling  Mabel  (iray. 

'Twns  on  n  cold,  dark  winter's  nichf,  the  storm  did  fiercely  blow— 

lieneath  the  glare  of  the  city  light  she  lay  there  in  the  snow; 

A  kind  policeman  took  her  up,  and  saw  by  her  wan  face 

She'd  tasted  well  the  bitter  cup  of  mis'ry  and  disgrace. 

While  in  the  station-house  that  iiii,'ht  she  fancied  she  could  hear 

The  old  cliurch  choir  as  in  the  past,  the  voice  of  mother  dear. 

And  in  delirium  she  raved,  while  her  s|iirit  (Nissed  away. 

With  no  friend  near  to  bless  or  cheer  cur  darling  Mabel  iit&y.—  Chorut. 


—No  Weatlicr  Prophet  Needed  in  This  Case.—"  I  wonder  if  it 
will  be  fair  to-morrow?"  "I  can't  tell;  why  do  you  want  to 
know?"  "Our  Sunday-school  picnic  occurs  to-morrow."  "Oh, 
it  is  sure  to  rain." 
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Fare  Thee  Well,  My  Little  Sweetheart. 

■  Copyright,  MDCCCXCIV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  ■ 


The  Word,  and  Music  of  thin  Snncr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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by  Heni-y  J.  Wehman,  130  i  i:«  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madionn  Street,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab'ive  addresses  for  Fiee  Catnloirue  of  Songrs,  Song  BooU, 
Sheet  Music,  Uermaii  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Lizzie  Soutliwick.    Music  by  Qeo.  J.  Soulhwick. 


Pare  thee  well,  my  little  sweetheart,  I'll  return  attain  to  thee; 
Though  tlie  years  will  draj;  on  slowly,  faithful  unto  thee  I'll  be. 
O'er  the  waters  deep  and  hriny  of  the  ever  regtless  eea 
Duty  tells  rae  I  must  hasten,  fain  I  would  remain  with  thee. 

Chords. 
Good-bye,  little  bine-eyed  darling, 

Tlioughts  of  tliee  will  cheer  ine,  Nell; 
Love  nie  though  I'D!  absent  from  thee, 

God  protect  thee,  fare  thee  well. 

'Tie  a  brother  I  am  seeking,  years  ago  he  went  to  roam. 

In  some  dieumt  land  he's  wand'riug,  and  I  fain  would  bring  bim  bome, 

Home  again  to  aged  mother— of  her  anguish  none  can  tell. 

Though  the  parting  will  be  painful,  I  must  leave  thee,  fare  thee  yre\l.— Chorus. 

Will  you  still  be  faithful,  Nellie,  thongh  long  years  may  pass  ns  by? 

Will  you  watch  and  wait  for  Walter?  for  his  coming  will  you  sigh? 

If  Oil  earth  forever  parted,  we  will  meet  beyond  the  sky; 

Chase  away  your  gloom  and  sadness,  cheer  up,  little  love,  good-bye. — Chorus. 


THE 


Parody  on  t  ^ 

VOLUNTEER    ORG-ANIST. 


Written  by  Will  H.  Barry. 
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The  deacon  at  a  country  church,  one  Sunday  evening,  said. 
Our  parson's  on  a  jug  to-night  and  I  am  here  instead; 
Tlieir  faces  bore  a  pleitsant  grin  as  this  news  they  did  hear. 
And  eagerly  they  watched  to  see  who'd  chip  In  for  the  beer. 
A  sop  then  wriggled  up  the  aisle,  the  fHces  be  did  Hcan, 
To  see  who'd  make  up  the  amount  to  fill  the  donnigan; 
And  lis  they  piiesed  the  can  around,  without  a  single  word, 
The  revelry  that  followed  waa  the  wildest  ever  heard. 

CaoBns. 

The  scene  is  one  I'll  ne'er  forget.  If  I  live  until  I  die. 
And  just  to  see  it  o'er  again,  I'd  give  up  my  black  eye; 
The  congregation  all  were  dazed,  the  deacon  full  and  gay; 
The  sop  that  passed  the  can  around  had  volunteered  to  pay. 

Each  eye  grew  dim  within  that  church,  the  strongest  men  grew  weak. 

The  deacon  lost  his  balance  in  an  effort  for  to  speak; 

They  rolled  about  the  floor  and  fought  and  pulled  each  others  hair; 

The  riot  at  Chicago  with  this  never  could  compare. 

And  when  lit  Inst  the  sheriff  came,  and  tried  to  make  them  quiet. 

It  kind  (>r  livened  up  the  scene,  and  made  tlieiiv  want  more  light; 

Tliey  dragged  htm  up  and  down  the  aisles,  then  stamped  on  his  high  hat; 

The  deacon  rose,  and  eoftly  said,  "  Now,  what  do  you  think  of  that*"— C'A«. 


Y 


Parody   on  : 

TWO    LITTLE    GIRLS    IN    BLUE. 


Written  by  Will  H.  Barry. 


EVA    RAY. 

Copyright,  1870,  by  C.  H.  Ditson  *  Co. 
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Words  by  Arthur  W.  French.    Music  by  Chas.  EL  Pratt. 


When  the  snow-white  flowers  are  growing,  smiling  in  the  sunny  vale. 
And  the  gentle  winds  are  sighing,  as  they  float  o'er  hill  and  dale. 
Where  the  happy  birds  iire  singing,  in  the  sunshine  light  and  gay. 
There  now  Bleeps  our  little  loved  one,  darling  little  Eva  Kay. 

Chorus. 

Down  the  woodland  birds  are  warbling,  warbling  o'er  their  joyous  lay, 
But  we'll  ever  miss  our  loved  one,  darling  little  Eva  l{ay. 

While  she  lived  life  was  all  pleasure,  now  we  miss  her  from  our  home; 
Lost  to  lis,  our  dark-eyed  treasure,  and  in  sadness  now  we  roam; 
But  when  all  our  griefs  are  over,  in  the  realm  of  »>righler  day. 
We  Bhall  meet  our  litile  loved  one,  darling  little  Eva  Hay.— Chorus. 


Parody  on: 

THE    FATAL    WEDDING. 


Written  by  Will  U.  Barry. 
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The  door  bells  they  were  ringing  and  the  scene  it  was  a  sight. 
The  house  was  topsy  turvy,  for  within  there  wiis  a  liglit; 
A  maiden  with  a  club  she  came  and  saw  the  lights  »ere  low; 
She  thought  of  how  some  other  belle  was  trying  too  woo  tier  lK>au; 
I'll  go  inside  and  maul  them,  said  tlie  charmer  tough  and  hold; 
8he  tried  to  enter,  but  in  vain,  and  was  thrown  out  in  the  cold. 
They  said  she  wasn't  in  it  and  outBide  would  have  lo  stand. 
But  she  was  not  to  be  outdone,  this  uiaideu  with  the  t<aud. 

Chokus. 

While  the  door  bells  they  were  ringing,  while  they  tried  to  dodge  a  chair, 
Marching  off  to  jail  together,  as  a  brick  it  cleave<l  the  air; 
'i'eariiig  tails  of  coats,  and  swearing,  wishing  now  that  they  were  dead, 
Just  another  fatal  wooing,  just  another  broken  bead. 

Again  she  tried  to  enter,  and  at  last  gained  the  inide. 

And  heard  her  beau  ask  of  this  belle  if  she'd  become  his  bride; 

It  angered  her,  she  threw  a  chair,  it  lighted  on  liis  liead; 

She  left  the  house  with  rapid  strides,  and  thought  her  beau  was  dead. 

No  more  the  wooers  wooed  that  night,  they  didn't  feel  so  giiy, 

The  outcast  dyed  with  diamond  dyes  liefore  the  break  of  day. 

The  story  has  been  often  told,  by  those  who  saw  the  fight. 

Of  wooed  and  wooer,  of  outcast,  and  the  fatal  wooing  ui'^ht— Chorus. 


<    m  *  m     I ■■■     ( 

f 

HE    MARRIED    THE    DAUGHTER,  ( 


MOTHER     AND    ALL. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCIV,  by  Honry  J.  Wehman. 
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An  old  man  gtized  on  a  face  one  day,  which  tie  hud  on  his  shoulders  for  years, 
Ills  ne|)hew  then  asked  him  the  reason  why  that  couuteniince  caused  bim  tears. 
Li!<ten,  he  suid,  and  I'll  tell  you  a  tale— a  tale  that  is  strange  and  true; 
Your  father  and  I,  on  a  drunk  one  day,  met  two  little  men  iu  blue. 

Chorus. 

Two  little  men  in  blue,  lad,  two  little  men  iu  blue; 
.    They  were  coppers,  we  were  soppers, 

And  they  just  whacked  us  two; 
-      One  little  man  In  blue,  lad,  tried  to  break  my  heart. 

While  on  top  of  my  brother  w'as  sitting  the  other, 

Trying  to.  knock  him  apart.  ..-. , 

Chorus.  ^ 

Two  little  men  in  blue,  lad,  two  little  men  in  blue;      f    ■ ' 

■     '•   .     When  them  we  did  spy,  we  tried  to  pass  by, 

.    ■  ■ '.  .   But  they  just  grabbed  us  two; 

One  little  man  in  blue,  lad,  with  your  father  off  did  go, 

■  An  I  with  the  other  soon  followed  my  brother 

■  To  one  little  man  iu  blue. 

Chorus. 

One  little  man  in  blue,  lad,  one  little  man  in  blue; 
Ten  days  he  did  yell,  put  those  bams  in  a  cell, 
Or  a  cooler  built  for  two; 
...  Now  you've  heard  why  I  cry,  lad,  and  my  story  strange  but  true; 

'  I  got  into  a  fl>;ht  and  was  knocked  out  of  sight 
By  those  two  little  men  in  blue. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


There's  a  yonng  friend  of  mine  who  persistently  saya 

His  wife  is  an  angel  divine; 
But,  oh,  the  mistake  yoa  surely  would  make 

To  take  her  for  one  of  this  kind.  | 

He  longs  to  be  out  with  the  l>oys  every  nigh' 

Yet  seldom  he  gets  out  alone; 
But  when  he  does,  an  old  friend  docs  buzz, 

To  square  it  fur  him  at  bis  home. 

Chorus. 

•    For  he  married  the  daughter,  the  mother  and  all — 
Sister  and  brother  they  don't  work  at  all. 
In  all  kinds  of  weather  he  keeps  them  together — 
He  can't  do  no  l)etter,  for  he  married  them  all. 

I  have  met  him  but  lately,  when  ont  on  the  street, 

With  a  load  he  hardly  could  pull. 
And  said,  with  a  sigh,  'gone  home  bye  and  bye. 

They  can't  hurt  me  much  when  I'm  full. 
Now,  first  it's  the  mother  that  gets  on  to  him, 

Then  daghter,  the  pride  of  his  lieart. 
First  home  he  does  send  some  honest  old  friend 

Before  be  dares  to  make  the  etart.— Chorus. 

Now,  sometimes  he  can  scarcely  just  tell  how  he  feels. 

And  trembles  to  think  what's  in  store; 
No  caresses,  by  far,  hut  says  that  there  are — 

I  know  what  has  hap|iened  liefore.  j 

To  gather  np  courage  and  boldly  go  bome. 

He  gets  it  in  every  saloon. 
Then  tarts  with  %  grin,  they're  waiting  for  bim 

With  sledge-hammers  d«wn  to  a  brooiu.— Chorus. 
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Words  and  MuHic  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


She  tituoi]  alone,  by  lier  gcaehore  lionie,  b,s  she  waved  her  hand  adien; 

HtT  jiailor  l>oy.  Iter  pride  and  joy,  \vu8  eiiiliii);  far  from  view; 

VViih  lieuvy  heart  she  had  watched  depart  her  love  with  cplrits  IlKht; 

Me  8»]li'<l  away  tliiit  sunimer'a  day  'mid  flat;e  and  colors  bright. 

But,  day  by  day,  years  have,  rolled  on— day  by  day  she  sings  this  Bong: 

Chorus. 
I'll  be  trne  thrOOfjh  joy  or  team,  ever  frne  'tr.i.i  hope*  or  fears; 

I'll  1)0  true,  my  love,  to  you,  th(iiij;ii  we  may  not  meet  for  years; 
ril  be  true,  l)e  true,  my  love,  to  you,  to  you; 

I'll  be  true,  my  love,  to  you,  throu^^h  pleasure  or  tears. 

One  wliitfrV  niiiht,  by  the  flreeide  bright,  she  saw  her  lover,  the  pame— 

So  hrave  and  bold— as  days  of  old,  had  come  to  her  a^ain; 

She  crieii,  with  joy,  "Oh,  my  sailor  boy,  what  weary  years  I've  seeu  " — 

And  ere  he  spoke,  she  then  awoke,  aud  found  'twas  but  a  dream. 

But,  day  by  day,  years  bave  rolled  ou— day  by  day  she  eitigs  this  song:— CAori/«. 


The  Coons  Are  All  A-Dreamin'. 

Oopyrtght,  18M,  by  White-Smith  Music  PubllshiiiK  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Percy  Qaunt. 


•  ••* 


The  Man  that  Broke  the  Brokers 
Down  in  Wall  Street. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    English  oopyriKht  secured. 


All  riglits  reserved. 
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Words  by  William  Jerome.     Music  by  D.  Fitzgibbon. 


A  linppy  individual,  without  a  single  care; 

With  tin  independent  air,  causing  ev'ry  one  to  stare; 

The  brokers  aud  ibe  baulters,  tlicy  are  pulling  out  their  hair; 

In  Wall  Street  I  have  rai!>ed  an  awful  ilare 

Aiuoug  the  famous  little  "  Bulls  aud  Bears." 

CUORUB. 

And  when  I  walk  along  Broadway,  I  keep  the  sunny  side; 
With  lots  of  Yankee  pride  and  a  very  EuKllsh  siride; 
The  ladies  hearts'  go  pit-a-pat,  and  i>cople  all  take  off  their  bats 
To  the  niau  wlio  broke  tlic  brokers  dowu  in  Wall  Street. 

And  ever  since  the  day  I  chanced  to  call  the  lucky  turn, 
For  my  company  ladies  yearn — (heir  society  I  spurn; 
'I'liejr  thought  I  was  a  little  lamb,  with  plenty  yet  to  learn, 
Until  the  (lay  I  broke  up  each  concern. 
Aud  now  I've  lots  of  money,  boys,  to  burn.— C/ior««. 


Walking  on  de  Rainbow  in  de  Sky. 

Copyright,  MDCCC'XCIV.  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  by  Chas.  Edwards.     Music  by  Oeo.  C.  Edwards. 


I  went  up  to  heaven,  Peter  wouldn't  let  me  in. 

Walking  on  <le  rainbow  in  de  sky. 
He  said.  "  No,  nigger,  you're  loaded  down  with  Bin," 

Walking  on  de  ralnbo\v  in  de  sky. 
It's  a  crooked  road,  yon  bave  to  stand  in  line, 
No  piiHiiiiig  or  no  shoving,  voti  must  take  your  time; 
When  Peter  shakes  his  head,  'tis  then  de  bells  will  rin{^. 
And  you  hear  de  angels  siiiK: 

Chorus. 

Come  all  you  ciiiUlren,  come  all  yon  children. 

Come  all  you  children,  we  will  reach  there  by  and  by: 
Oh!  come  aionir,  you  children:  come  alone,  all  you  children. 
And  you  had  l>etter  not  slip,  or  you  will  cut  your  upper  lip, 
When  you're  walking  on  de  rainbow  in  de  sky. 

A  big  fat  nit'ger,  and  his  name  was  Samuel  Right, 

Walking  <m  de  rainbow  in  de  sky: 
As  black  as  coal,  and  always  full  of  fight, 

Walking  on  de  ruinliow  in  de  sky. 
Peter  said  to  KlL'ht,  it'ti  chickens  you  did  steal, 
An<l  LTHlibcd  'em  by  de  neck,  so  they  couldn't  sqneal. 
Then  Peter  slammed  the  gate,  and  i»il  de  l)ells  did  ring. 
Then  we  heard  de  angels  t\ug:— Chorus. 

When  it  rainn  np  in  heaven  all  dc  niggera  bave  to  w*rk, 

Walkiiit;  on  de  rainbow  in  de  sky; 
A  hoxe  in  your  liand,  you  wear  a  big  red  shirt, 

WalUing  on  de  rainbow  in  de  sky. 
To  wash  de  clouds,  and  make  the  stars  to  shine. 
From  seven  in  de  mornini;  until  after  nine. 
And  when  de  sun  nm  out.  and  all  de  bells  do  ring. 
Then  you  hear  de  angels  sing:- CAorr/zt. 


There  ain't  a  coon  for  miles  around  who,  when  he  gets  to  bed. 
Won't  dream  of  "  gigs  "  and  "  saddles  "  till  he's  almost  lost  bis  bead. 
The  "  top  row  "  in  the  policy  is  wliat  lie  wants  to  get. 
And  fifty  for  his  nickel  is  the  size  of  his  swell  bet.    Ahl 

Chorus. 

All  the  coons  are  sweetly  dreamin',  dreamin' how  to  play—  1 

"tiit  yernickel,  honey  ";  when  they  strike  it  hear  their  ecreamln*, 
Screaniiu'  tlieir  happy  hours  away. 

rent  "  cig  on  the  third, 
lied  a  "  bird'" 


There's  the  "  money  "  and  the  "  water"  pig,  the  " 
And  "  two,  eleven,  twenty-two"  is  when  you've  kiiieu  n   -  uiru    ; 
And  then  there  is  "  Kentucky  Row  "  antl  the  "row  "  Hiey  all  adore; 
It's  wlieu  they  strike  the  "apple  "—"Four,  eleven,  forty-four*'— ali I— C/ 


ChontB. 


Parody  on : 

THE    GIRL    I    LEFT   BEHIND. 


Written  by  Samuel  Miller. 
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There's  a  little  spot  upon  my  head,  where  the  hair  has  ceased  to  grow, 

A  little  spot  In  wliich  I  take  no  pride; 
And  about  this  little  spot  tliat's  there,  my  friends  don't  seem  to  know. 

For  this  little  spot  from  tliem  I  always  hide. 
I  got  an  artist  to  paint  for  me  a  little  rabbit  there. 
And  he  ()ainted  it  so  natural  you'd  think  it  was  a  hare; 
If  my  friends  don't  tumble  to  it,  this  will  l>c  a  good  blind. 
For  to  bide  the  spot  my  hair  had  left  behind. 

CnoRua. 

A  little  bald  spot  on  iny  head  I  have  got. 

No  hair  there  can  I  find; 
It  is  all  gone,  I  cannot  find  one 

Ou  the  spot  that  It  left  behind. 

How  I  first  got  this  little  spot,  'twas  on  a  Saturday  night— 

All  that  day  on  a  royal  jug  I'd  l)een— 
And  as  soon  as  I  came  home,  my  wife  with  me  began  to  fight. 

And  I  was  getting  tliu  best  of  her,  she  plainly  seen, 
Wlieii  she  jumped  at  me  suddenly,  as  one  with  the  niglitmare, 
Aud  with  both  her  hands  she  grahlied  hold  of  my  hair. 
8he  began  to  pull  it  out,  while  in  rage  her  teetli  she  did  griud; 
Wheu  she  got  done,  there  wasn't  one  hair  left  behind. 

Chorus. 
Hy  little  tootsy  woots  pulled  my  hair  by  the  roota. 

Of  her  it  was  really  unkind. 
When  to  the  theatre  I  go,  I  must  sit  in  the  front  row. 

For  no  bald  spots  ever  sit  behind. 


I 
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Parody    on : 

SWEET     MARIE. 

Written  by  Qeo.  W.  Crowley,  of  the  Robinson  Opera  Company. 
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rve  no  secret  In  my  heart,  sweet  Marie; 
I  Imparted  it  last  uieht,  love,  to  thee. 
Every  daisy  in  the  deli 

Has  heard  that  I  caught , 

When  I  dared  my  secret  tell,  sweet  Marie.  ' 

When  I  held  your  hand  In  mine,  sweet  Marie, 

Your  papa  Stood  behind  you  ami  me; 

I  knew  not  the  storm  above  ^ 

When  I  kissed  my  turtle  dove. 

And  I  told  my  talc  of  love,  sweet  Marie. 

Chorus. 

Come  to  me,  sweet  Marie;  sweet  Marie,  come  to  me; 

Just  because  I  dare  not  go,  love,  near  thee.    As  I  faltered  at  your  feet 

I  was  bustled  down  the  street  by  a  pair  of  papa's  feet,  sweet  Marie. 

In  the  morn  wlien  I  awoke,  sweet  Marie, 
Beemed  that  all  my  bones  were  broke,  love,  for  thee; 
First  he  threw  me  to  tlie  floor. 
Then  he  kicked  mc  out  tlie  door. 
And  then  I  knew  no  more,  sweet  Marie. 
When  tiie  funset  tints  llie  West,  sweet  Marie, 
•  I  can't  lay  down  to  rest,  love,  like  thee. 

For  my  panis  are  awful  sore. 
And  I've  plasters  by  the  score, 
And  I  now  stand  up  to  snore,  sweet  Marie.     ' 

CaoRua. 
Come  to  me,  sweet  Marie;  sweet  Marie,  come  to  me; 
Though  my  face  it  is  a  fearful  eight  to  see,  every  star  that  studs  the  sky 
Seems  to  wink  the  other  eye  aud  bid  me  go  and  die,  sweet  Marie. 
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ANG-LINg. 

Copyriglit,  1893,  by  Bennett  O.  Pettee. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  BenneU  G.  Pettee.    Music  by  Will  Nutting. 


The  pines,  across  a  forest  stream,  wliere  angling  was  my  only  aim, 
Wnboul  11  Ihouulit  of  higher  (;»■■■**,  held  more  for  me  than  my  life's  dream; 
And  wliattliey  held  I'll  lell  you  true,  as  lauding  then  a  spotted  troat. 
My  gaze  weut  up  at  cUildiali  eliuut,  and  euw  four  eyes,  two  brown,  two  blue. 

Choiius. 

Bine  eyes  exclaimed,  "Oh!  ain't  t)iat  fine?"      ;    ;>, 
'      '  But  brown  eyes  hold  my  vision  fast;  .^-      ■      -•,  ,    ■ 

My  "fir8t-sij,'ht  "  love  is  found  ai  last,  ■  , '   .    - 

And  iiotv  to  u'ork  to  make  her  mine. 

I  itlways  thought  my  love  qnite  dead,  /  .  .    .1   ,  -• 

But  now  its  springs,  though  buried  deep,  ;      V.         '    ;' 
Are  ricinK  lip  with  miuhty  leap. 

By  cupid's  uectar  fed. 

And  then  I  angled  wiih  a  will;  my  life  a  bait  to  line  I  threw; 
My  skill  w«8  puid  with  love  mo^it  true— I  caughrher  with  ecstatic  thrill. 
And  soon  two  souls,  with  much  to  suy,  were  sitting  close  beside  that  Stre&m; 
Onr  eyes  with  loving  glances  beau,  and  then  we  set  the  wedding  day. —  Cfiorug. 


LOVE'S     DREAM. 
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Words  by  Bennett  G.  Pettee.    Music  by  Will  Nutting. 


.  I 


.■■I 


It  was  in  the  balmy  evening  when  sweet  roses  filled  the  air, 
And  the  crescent,  silver'd  iwiiight  just  revealed  her  features  fair, 
We  were  silting  hy  the  window,  with  her  hiiiid  within  my  pulni. 
And  the  silence  all  surrounding  leui  the  place  au  added  charm. 

Chobus. 

OhI  how  pleasant  are  those  evenings  thai  we  spend  in  love's  sweet  dream; 
Anil  may  nevt^r  future  'wak'iiiug  make  them  difE'reiit  than  they  seem; 
May  tlitir  mem'ry  le.ave  us  never,  hut  grow  sweeter  with  each  thought. 
And  eUow  others  round  uboiit  us  what  sweet  comforts  love  has  wrought. 

Of  shy  ctrpld'B  fond  embracing  we  would  seem  to  never  tire. 

And  my  heart  wjis  warm  and  quiv'ring,  warmed  by  love's  most  holy  fire. 

So  it  Seemed  iio  task  whatever  to  pour  forth  my  burning  tule. 

And  to  ask  the  one  great  question  each  man  hopes  will  never  fail. —  Chorug, 

Then  her  answer,  as  it  reached  me  from  her  ruby  lips,  was  low. 
What  it  was  you  may  imagine,  hut  it  was  in.t  cruel  "  N<>."  , 

So  we  married,  and  our  evenings  are  iis  pleasant  as  can  be. 
But  the  sweetness  of  those  first  ones  1  expect  we'll  cever  eee. —  Chonu. 


ELLALINE. 
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Words  by  Chas.  F.  Pidgin.    Music  by  Herbert  K.  Betts. 


In  my  heart  there  is  a  joy  too  great  for  telling. 

It  is  a  place  where  love  forever  dwells;  .         '     - 

In  my  iirms  a  maid  In  tears,  with  sobs  up-8welling, 

Confides  her  fears,  and  all  her  troubles  telle.  '      '         .  . 

Keprain. 

She  does  not  live  In  a  hamlet  in  the  vale; 

She  does  not  livi;  in  n  coitage  by  the  eea; 
She  docs  not  live  in  a  castle  on  the  hill; 

Ko,  she  lives  in  my  heart,  which  ber  homo  shall  ever  be. 

Chorus. 

The  fairest  maid  my  eyes  have  seen,  my  Ellaline,  sweet  Ellalinel 
Our  loves  no  doubts  can  come  between,  sweet  Eiluiine,  my  Ellalinel 

In  my  face  she  looks,  her  eyes  through  teardrops  emiling, 

She  speaks:  "  My  heai  t  is  sad,  for  we  must  part." 
Tlien,  afraid,  che  tries  with  all  of  love's  beguiling 

To  soothe  the  pain  her  words  send  through  iiiy  heaiTt.— Refrain  A  Chonu. 

Now  'tis  o'er:  my  heart  throws  off  its  thonghts  so  jealous; 

I  take  her  in  my  arms  and  say,  "  He's  thine." 
She,  my  daughter,  has  a  lover  who  is  zealous; 

Though  she  is  his,  she  says  she  still  is  vcAtxki.— Refrain  <&  Ckortu, 

Oft 'tis  true  a  maiden  seems  to  fear  those  dearest  ...  ... 

When  bound  by  love's  unsonght  but  pleasing  spells;  ■'■.,•••.: 

But  she  finds,  of  al!  on  earth,  her  parents  nearest. 

And  seeks  their  arms  when  latest  love  she  tells.— .Strain  and  Chorus. 


How  to  Live  on  $1.00  a  Week. 
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Words  by  Chas.  F.  Pidgin.    Music  by  J.  W.  Wheeler. 


When  your  landlady  comes  for  the  rent. 

You  must  ar^k,  you  mu>t  at«k  it  tiie  mail  has  got  in; 
You  have  heard  that  a  letter's  been  sent 

By  ail  Unc,  by  an  uncle,  'tis  chock  full  of  tin; 
Then  tne  price  of  her  best  room  you  ask; 

Would  «ne  not,  woiilil  she  not  like  to  go  to  the  play, 
Tho'  it  seemed  an  impossible  task; 

She  will  let,  she  will  let  you  alone  for  a  day. 

Refuain. 
How  to  live  on  a  dollar  a  week 

Is  the  question,  is  the  question  that  agitates  me. 
It  taUes  friends  and  an  ocean  of  cheek 

'I'o  exist,  to  exist  on  a  smad  salary. 
If  vfu've  not  got  tlie  money  to  jiay, 

Why,  of  Course,  why,  of  course,  you  can't  pay,  and  that's  all; 
As  a  man  must  exist  in  some  way. 

He  must  live,  lie  must  live  without  money  at  all. 

Chobus.  ' 

Hundred  cents,  the  expense,  can  yon  live  on  a  dollar  n  weekf 
Tell  your  plan,  like  a  man.  to  tliat  question  an  answer  I  seek. 
Hundred  cents,  the  expense,  can  you  live  on  a  dollar  a  weekf 
Tell  }0ur  plan,  like  a  man,  to  thai  question  an  answer  I  seek. 

When  your  wash  lady  comes  for  her  cash, 

A  new  yarn,  a  new  yarn  you  must  make  np  each  week; 
You  have  learncil  that  your  bank's  gone  to  smash. 

Or  your  purse,  or  your  purse  has  lieeii  grabbed  by  some  sneak. 
Then  you  show  lier  your  big  brilliant  ring. 

And  the  studs,  and  the  studs  tiiat  you  wear,  worth  a  dime,  •    '  ■ 

Tlien  you  add  that  her  stipend  you'll  bi  iiig— 

Let  it  go,  let  it  go,  she  w  ill  say,  till  next  time.— Re/rain  &  Chonu. 

If  you  go  onl  to  lunch  with  a  friend. 

When  you  take,  when  you  tJike  up  the  bill  of  the  fare. 
He  will  think  you  have  money  to  lend. 

If  yon  put,  if  you  put  on  a  distingue  air; 
He  will  think  tliat  the  next  time  you  dine 

'Twill  lie  ynu,  'twill  l>e  you  thai  will  bquare  op  the  bill; 
He  will  order  the  best  of  good  wine,  i 

And  your  drink,  and  3  our  drink  and  your  food  cost  you  uiX.—Ref.  &  Clutnti. 

If  your  clothes  have  got  rubbed  at  the  seams,  .  • 

And  you  know,  and  you  know  it  is  time  for  a  suit; 
There  is  one  of  the  sim|ileet  of  schemes 

For  free  clothes,  for  free  c  othes  and  free  linen  to  boot. 
Tell  your  tailor  you're  in  with  the  l)oya, 

And  your  crowd,  and  your  crowd  has  got  plenty  of  tin; 

As  a  ehow  curd  your  form  he  employs. 

While  you  talk,  w  hiic  you  talk  and  then  run  the  boys  in. — R^rain  &  Chonu. 

Now  yonr  room  and  your  wash  and  your  lunch 

And  your  drinks,  and  your  diinks'and  your  clothes  are  all  free; 
If  you  smoke,  choose  u  brand,  take  a  hunch. 

And  then  talli,  and  then  talk  to  each  smoker  you  see. 
Flee  cigars  and  free  shoes,  and  the  terms 

Are  IIS  ea — ,  are  as  easy  as  easy  can  be. 
Nor  the  fish,  nor  the  brutes,  nor  the  worms. 

Nor  the  birds  get  as  mucli  *F.  O.  D.,  dou't  you  Beet—Re/txAn  A  Cftorm. 

If  you  wish  your  expenses-to  cut. 

You  must  get,  you  must  get  one  of  Atklneon's  lamps; 
Then  of  beef  buy  a  small  Western  butt; 

Let  it  stew,  let  it  stew  till  your  stomach  has  cramps; 
When  you're  hungry  and  ready  to  faint. 

You  will  hear,  you  will  bear  any  food  you  can  get — 
A  shiiihone,  thoiich  'tis  chock  full  of  taint. 

When  it's  stewed,  when  it's  stewed  is  a  tidbit,  you  bet.— Rsfrain  &  Chorus. 

Just  to  live  in  this  world  is  no  fun; 

We've  a  right,  we  ve  a  right  to  some  pleasure  in  life; 
And  good  food  we  consider  as  one; 

For  a  cook,  for  a  cook  have  a  neat  little  wife. 
When  our  food  is  all  cooked  in  a  stew; 

On  the  floor,  on  the  floor  'twill  be  cheap<'r  to  sleep 
Wh<n  our  clothes  are  worn  out.  no  more  new, 

Wliat's  the  need,  what's  the  need  when  no  clothes  are  so  Cheapf— .fi<^.  &  Cho. 

There's  a  class  of  young  men  round  about. 

And  the  girls,  and  the  girls  are  fast  learning  the  tiick; 
What  ihey  need,  'tis  their  parents  must  shout; 

To  a  job,  to  a  job,  no,  they  never  w  ill  r-iick; 
And  Some  men  when  they're  married,  just  think. 

If  they  earn,  if  they  earn  just  enougii  for  car  fare,  ' 

That  their  wives  must  find  victuals  and  drink; 

What's  the  wife's  is  tiie  man's,  and,  ot  course,  she  must  share.— i;<^.  &  Clio. 


*  Free  on  delivery. 


—Too  Extreme.— He  glowered  fiercely.  "What?"  "No,  John," 
she  repeated,  "I  shall  not  get  tip  uiui  build  the  fire   in  tlie  inoin- 
ing  any  more."     For  a  minute  he  ruminated  liilterly.     "  It  strikes  / 
me — "    There  was  a  suggestion  of  the  dulltiess  of  despair  in  Ids  \ 
tones.     " — this  is  carrying  your  blamed  mannishness  too  far." — \ 
Detroit  Tribune.  ( 


' 


' 
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I'll  Take  You  Home  Again,  Kathleen. 
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Works  and  Music  by  Thomaa  I'.  Westcndorf. 


J  ril  take  you  liome  a^iain,  KaDileen,  acroDS  the  ocean  Wild  and  wiilc, 
)  To  where  joiir  heart  has  ever  been  since  first  you  were  my  bonny  bride. 
^  The  roKes  all  have  left  yonr  cbedf,  I've  watched  flieni  fiide  away  and  die; 
/  Your  voice  is  ead  wbcue'cr  you  Bi>eak,  and  tears  bc-diui  your  loving  eyes. 

-'  Chorus. 

j         Oh,  I  will  t:ike  you  buck,  Katlib-en.  to  where  yonr  heart  will  fi-el  no  jwln, 
]  And  w  beu  the  fields  are  fresh  and  gftcn  Til  take  yuu  to  your  liouiu  Hi^uin. 

J  I  know  >ou  love  me,  Kathleen,  dear,  your  heart  wne  ever  fond  and  true, 
I  I  iilwuys  feel  w  hen  you  arc  ui-ur  that  life  liolds  iiotliini;  dear  l>ut  you. 
The  sinilen  that  once  you  pave  to  niu  1  scarcely  ever  see  them  now, 
Thoui,'li  many,  niuuy  titucs  I  see  a  dark'uiug  shadow  on  your  brow. —  diorim. 

To  that  dear  home  beyond  the  sea  my  Katlileen  shall  au'i'in  return. 
And  when  thy  old  friends  welcome  thee,  lliy  lovini;  bean  will  ciawe  to  yearn. 
)  Where  Itiuehs  tlie  little  eilver  stream,  beside  your  mother's  liiinible  cot. 
And  brightest  raye  of  euushiue  gleam,  there  all  your  grief  will  be  forgot.— (7i«. 


Parody  on: 

SWEET    MARIE. 

Written  by  J.  T.  Connors. 
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I'd  ten  dollars  last  uiel't,  sw-eet  Marie, 

So  I  started  with  a  friend  the  eiglits  to  see. 

We  done  all  the  tony  streets. 

Tasted  ail  the  nuukfhty  sweeis. 

Laughed  at  policemen  on  their  boats,  Bwcet  Marie. 

We  were  feeiiuf;  pretty  dry  after  tea, 

Su  we  uot  chock  full  of  rye,  don't  yuu  sec. 

I  lost  my  way,  and  felt  quite  blue. 

But,  uf  course,  that  wouldn't  do, 

And  1  lost  my  money  too.  Sweet  Marie. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  pity  me,  sweet  Marie— sweet  Marie,  pity  me; 
Not  necause  I  stayed  away,  love,  from  thee, 
But  just  tliink  of  my  sail  plight — 
Only  out  cue  single  night, 
And  my  money's  out  of  sight,  sweet  Marie. 

When  I  woke  up  in  the  morn,  sweet  Mnrip, 

All  my  bran'-new  clothes  were  torn,  oh,  dear  me; 

But,  my  darlini;.  that's  not  all— 

I  was  in  llie  City  Hall, 

Locked  iu  a  cell,  and  some  one  had  the  key, 

But  now  I'm  back  again,  love,  witli  thee, 

And  I  ask  yon  to  fortfive,  on  my  knee; 

Listen,  darling,  bear  me  beg, 

'Pun  me  soul,  I'm  on  the  keg. 

And  I'll  keep  it  for  your  sake,  sweet  Marie.— CAoru«. 


^  «  » 
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Words  by  Jere  O'Halloran.    Music  by  Gilbert  Ashton. 

My  brother  was  a  Union  soldier,  and  he  fonght  for  the  red,  white  and  bine; 
The  etai'B  and  striiies  bis  standiird  holy,  to  the  old  starry  fine  he  was  true. 
The  news  reached  us  he  died  while  fighting,  just  as  thousands  of  lads  Imd  before; 
A  comrade  true  sent  ua  tliis  token,  the  sword  that  my  dear  brother  wore. 

Rkfrain. 
Dear  brother  Is  sleeping  bis  long,  last  sleep, 

II is  kind  face  we  shall  sec  nevermore. 
Forever  we'll  treasure  and  sacred  we'll  keep 

The  sword  that  my  dear  brother  wore. 

Chorus. 

Dear  brother  is  sleeping  his  Jong,  Inst  sleep, 

His  kind  face  we  shall  see  nevermore. 
Forever  we'll  treasure  and  Bncrc<l  we'll  keep 

The  sword  that  my  dear  brother  wore; 
We'll  not  part  with  our  lrea(<ure,  but  sacredly  keep 

The  bright-polished  sword  that  my  dear  brother  wore. 

A  private  soldier.  Jack,  was  mustered,  he  was  fearless  and  bold  In  the  fray; 
He  was  enminissioned  as  a  ciiptaln,  and  to  him  was  presented  one  day 
The  token  that  we  love  so  dearly— It  is  worth  more  than  wealth  in  great  store. 
We  keep,  each  year,  in  sweet  remembrance  the  sword  that  my  dear  brother  wore. 

—He/rain  and  Chorut. 

With  flowers  that  he  loved  while  living,  in  a  garland  I  weave  them  each  year; 
I  hang  them  on  his  vacant  arm  chair,  and  I  moisten  each  bml  with  a  tear. 
My  father,  mother,  loved  him  dearly,  and  the  world  is  not  bright  as  of  yore; 
In  this  we  try  to  find  sweet  comfort,  the  sword  that  my  dear  brother  wore. 

—Refrain  and  Chorut, 


Listen  to  the  Voice  of  Love. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Chas.  F.  PidKln. 
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Words  by  Jas.  N.  Breiinan.    Music  by  Fred  Alexander. 


A  little  child  iripiK'd  joyfully  along  the  bench  in  jilny. 
While  her  fond  mother  watched  h»r  from  a  sent  not  far  awny; 
"  My  child  go  not  too  near  the  edge,  for  I  am  filled  with  fear, 
Tlie  cold  and  treach'roiis  ocean  imiy  do  tbee  some  harm,  mv  dear." 
The  child  broke  off  her  play  and  ran  to  seek  her  niolht-r  s  t>id«-. 
And  naively  aHke<i,  "  Why  do  you  cnll  me  from  the  ripiiling  tide?" 
"  It  was  my  hi-nrt  that  ralltd  y<>ii  back,  my  pretty  little  dove. 
And  1  rejoice  to  see  that  you  liark  to  the  voice  of  love." 

CnoRus. 
OhI  listen  to  the  voice  of  lose,  it  is  the  strongest  pica; 
It  brightens  up  the  liuniblest  home,  'twill  biighteii  one  for  tliee; 
For  oft  an  erring  son  bns  paused  In  ways  of  sin,  my  dove. 
And  changed  his  life  by  iist'niug  to  the  gentle  voice  of  love. 

'Twns  at  a  birthday  pnily  met  the  children  bright  and  fiiir. 

And  all  «ere  linppy  in  Iheir  glee  and  all  Were  free  from  care. 

Except  a  liitle  maid  of  nine,  who,  midst  rejoicing  bweet. 

Whs  sadly  thinking  of  her  brother  roaming  in  the  street. 

Had  conipa:iy  had  templed  liim  from  virtue's  path  to  etray; 

His  parent's  words  he  svould  not  heed,  but  hi?  would  have  his  way. 

lie  loved  his  diiriiiig  sii-ter  thoiigli— that  ni^lit  the  little  dove 

Did  seutl  for  him  to  come  to  her— he  heard  the  voice  of  love— C'/umm*. 

Full  well  do  I  rememlH-r,  dear,  once  sitting  by  the  side 

Of  piipn,  when  be  told  me  how  Ins  dailing  sifter  died; 

She  won  him  hack  in  Mirly  youth  npon  her  birthday  night 

From  evil  ways  and  placed  him  in  ilie  road  that  leads  to  right. 

1  (lee  again  those  bitter  tears— and  afterwards  he  said: 

"  Now  she  liaH  gone  from  me,  my  love,  by  you  I  must  lie  led; 

Be  thou  my  cheri»bcd  bride  and  gnide  my  steps  iliro'  life,  my  dove. 

Then,  l)uby  mine,  I  hearkened  to  your  papa's 'voice  of  love."— C'/((/>-u«. 


"■■"SSty 
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Greet  the  Old  Man  with  a  Smile. 

Copyright,  ISM,  by  The  B.  F.  Wood  Music  Co. 


All  rltcbts  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Mufdc  of  this  Sonjr,  arrantred  for  the  piano,  t*  III  be  sent  to  aiiv  ad- 
dress, post-iuiid.  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonifu  fur  due  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehnian.  130  <t  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  VK>W .  Madw-n  Stieet,  Cliicaso. 
write  to  either  one  of  the  above  nddrefses  for  Free  (.'ulnloirue  of  S.>nirs,  Song  Bomiu 
Sheet  Music,  Uei  man  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books.  Juke  Books,  etc 


Ubretto  by  R.  A.  Baruet.    Music  by  G.  W.  Chadwiek. 


O  wives,  if  you'd  keep  your  dear  husbands  at  home. 

Be  neat  if  you  ciin't  put  on  style; 
Put  on  a  clean  collar  and  fix  up  your  liair, 

And  greet  the  old  iiiuu  with  a  snitle. 

Ciioitus. 

Then  greet  the  old  man  with  a  emile. 

Greet  the  old  man  with  a  smile. 
Put  on  a  clean  collar  and  fix  up  your  hair. 

And  greet  the  old  man  wiili  a  suiile. 

Buy  meat  thai  is  tender,  and  cook  it  as  well 

As  you  can  if  you  can't  cook  in  style; 
Keep  everything  neat  us  a  pin  in  Ihe  house, 

And  greet  the  old  man  with  a  smile. 

Chorus. 

Then  greet  the  old  man  with  a  smile, 

Greet  the  old  man  with  a  smile. 
Keep  everything  neat  as  a  pin  in  the  hoase, 

And  greet  the  old  man  with  a  smile. 

And  do  not  forget,  as  heap  nfter  heap 

Of  flap-jncks  \ oil  on  his  plate  pile. 
To  say  you  are  linppy  to  see  him  at  borne. 

And  when  you  are  saying  it  amile.  ' 

Chorus. 
Then  greet  the  old  man  with  a  smile. 

Greet  the  old  man  with  a  emile; 
To  sny  you  are  happy  to  see  him  at  home, 

Aud  greet  tlie  old  mau  with  a  smile. 

Yon  know  there  are  pieces  and  scenes  that  good  men 
From  home,  wife  and  children  beguile; 

Remember  the  bnr- keeper  never  forgets 
To  greet  the  old  man  with  a  emiie. 

Chorus. 

Then  greet  llie  old  man  with  a  smile. 

Greet  the  old  man  with  a  smile; 
Kememl>er  the  bar-keejH;r  never  forgets 

To  greet  the  old  man  with  a  smile — 

Greet  the  old  man  with  a  smile. 


1  v.':,'- 


•;  K-. 


—Easily  Remedied. — Bank  Clerk:  "  This  clieck,  madame,  isn't 
filled  in."  Madarae:  "Isn't  what?"  Bank  Clerk:  "It  luis  your 
husband's  named  signed  to  it,  but  it  does  not  stale  liow  much 
money  you  want."  Madame:  "  Oh,  is  that  all?  Well,  I'll  talte  all 
there  is."— .BlMfem  Home  Journal. 
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A  $2  BOOK  FOR  2B  OENTS I 


700  SECRETS 


How  to  Get  Rich  when  Your  Pockets  Are  Empty. 

Thonmnd*  th*t  Bhould  bare  been  Milllonalm  have 
heard  tli«  Ootiauctor  call  out  "  Eternity,"  tlie  last  Statinn 
on  the  Road  uf  IJfe,  with  not  eiiouirli  money  in  their 
■•o<*Ket8  to  buy  a  26  Cent  Burial  OaskeC.  Why!  BecauM 
they  never  start  i  >i{ht.  You  iniaKlne  that  Fortune  should 
come  to  Tou  instead  uf  your  tryiti(c  to  Ket  to  it.  Tou  Icnow 
people  that  were  poor  a  ehoit  time  asro,  but  now  are 
wealthy.  How  did  they  (ret  aloni^  so  fai>t<  Itleeasy  to  get 
Rich,  and  this  lK>ok   |rrove»  it,  and  trll8  yuu  Mie  Secret, 

Wehman's  Book  of  700  Secrets*  nr  How  to 

Get  iiieli  When  Your  i'.iclcets  Are  Empty,  i»  llie  Douk  that 
points  out  700  Elasy  Paths  to  take,  you  cannot  Ko  astray 
take  which  oneyou  will 
Tliey  all  converge  I"  I 
oneondliliHi— ami  thitt 
ta  '•  Wealth  "  It  Is,  In- 
deed, a  Beacin  Light  to 
Fortune.  Theie  are 
many  roads  to  wt-alth, 
but  not  every  iiersun 
knows  which  ioa<l  to 
talce  to  tret  there  qiiick- 
1t.  Well,  the  ohjt-ot  of 
tDls  book  Is  to  so  plain- 
ly point  the  way  that 
none  may  have  oxciiHe 
for  not  better!  nir  their 
flnanrlal  condition, 
while  those  who  have 
Meured  a  fair  rhare 
may  l>e  enabled  to  i>till 
farther  add  to  their 
■  tore.  Anv  person, 
Toanir  or  old,  male  or 
female,  married  or  sin- 
fle,  with  Just  a  little 

Eluck  into  them,  will 
e  «nahle.l,  with  any  ono  of  the  700  Secrets  In  this  book, 
to  make  a  stait  on  a  sure  road  to  weoltli  and  luxury.  If 
you  desire  to  commence  business,  select  one  of  these 
recipes— one  you  thii.k  would  be  most  .salable  in  your  lo- 
cality—and  manufacture  it  In  small  miantitles.  As  your 
sales  increase.  Invest  more  capital.  Sell  to  families  and 
■tores.  As  soon  as  your  means  will  allow,  aavfrtiye  In 
every  way  possible.  Whatever  you  choose  to  manufac- 
ture, Klvf  it  a  new  name— one  that  vill  at  once  attract  at- 
tention and  that  yon  think  will  help  tbesale.  Important— 
«5c.  Investod  in  thl»  Book  may  turn  all  the  rivuleU  lead- 
ing to  W^alih  towards  you.  U'n  wortli  rememborliiir. 
t5c.  InvHsted  t  >  beirin  with  has  made  millionaires  out  of 
hetrirars.  It's  up  hill  only  part  of  the  way.  C»tch  hold! 
t8c.,  a  wife  says,  will  never  kill  ai.y  one.  and  that  book 
■ha  will  have.  Th-y  own  a  farm  near  ClevelBiid  now. 
toe.  put  in  this  i>.>ok  started  a  »K)y  in  business  that  brinfrs 
him  in  a  profit  of  $20  a  day.     That  boy  will  net  rich.    86c 

ualarjfeamMiiit  ormoney  ipeiit  foi.lishlv,  hut  when  It 

opens  tlie  road  to  affluence  an  I  we  llli,then  it  is  money 
welliiive-tfil.  Tlil-I)ook  will  pot.  tou  on  vour  feet.  thoiiKb 
you  may  have  be«>n  penniless.     Step  on  lioai  d.    Reader 

does  this  apply  to  you  7   weii,  now,  im  it  poi«ihie 

that  at  lant  I  have  f'Und  what  I've  so  lonjf  Souiihl!  It  is 
like  drawing  a  priie  in  a  lottery.  Who  knows  but  what 
this  really  i<i  the  true  sleppinff  stone  toniy  fu'ure  fortunet 
This  is  for  you.  It  will  lead  you  to  sometblnK  tliat  isjiislas 
sure  to  pave  y<iur  way  to  fortune  as  that  voii  now  »'Xl«t. 
A  britrht  future  is  youis  if  you  only  stre t^h  out  vour  hand 
and  fri-asp  the  Golden  Key  that  uidocks  the  Vault  that 
opens  to  vour  a«toni.shed  (raze  the  hidden  trensuin.  This 
b.«)k  contains  atvmt  150pH(te».  Price  25  CentSi  by 
mall.  poBt-pjld  W$2  i«  char((ed  for  books  which  contain 
oot  halt  the  information. 


UTEHMAIPS  COMPLETE 


DANCING 


Master  and  Call  Book. 

FBIOE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid* 

An  the  Flgrnre*  of  the  German  and  Every  New  and 
FlMhlonahle  >Valt2,  Round  or  Square  Ranee  known  in 
£urope  or  America.  The  authoi  has  ina<ie  this  book  so 
■impleand  plain  thnt  any  child  can,  by  readintr  it.  become 
an  expert  in  dunrinr  without  tho  aid  of  a  teacher.  Xo 
Other  book  on  dancing^  will  compare  with  this.  All  tha 
latest  and  fa«liioimble  dances  aio  niinut*-lv  described  by 
Uliulruted  fiKurea  f ixim  life,  explaining  pobitions  in  round 
danci'S,  etc.,  and  this  original 
nietliud  enables  |>er3ons  to  leam 
the  waltz  by  piactioinsf  it  a  very 
ft'w  times,  and  you  will  have  no 
difUciiIty  in  acquirinf?  i%  Hinta 
fortheortranizutionand  inana^e- 
nientof bail8,partles,etr.  Advica 
in  repai-d  to  trieeelectioii  of  iiiugia 
for  tjalls,  private  parties,  etc.  Oa 
Calling,  Nationul  Guard  Qua- 
drUlo,  the  Plain  Quadrille,  tha 
lAncei-s.  tho  Sarato(;a  Lan<wra« 
the  Caledonians,  the  Siirpiise 
Quadrille,  the»IVince  Imperial 
Quadrille,  tho  Waltz  Quadrilla 
^03.  1  and  2,  the  Glide  Lancers^ 
the  Glide  Caledonians,  the  Part- 
hian Varieties,  the  London  Polka 
Quulrille.  Quadrille  Figuree  — 
The  Basket  Figure,  the  Star  Figure,  the  March  Figure,  the 
Jig  Flirure,  the  MInuot  Figure,  the  Cheat  Figure,  the  Nln^ 
Fin  FWure,  Contra  Dances- The  Virginia  Keel,  Pop  Goea 
the  Weasel,  Spanish  Uauce,  the  Sicilian  Circle.  Grand 
■larch.  Quadrille  or  Squai-c  Dances,  Explanation  of  Qiu^ 
drille  Steps  and  Movements,  Illustrations  of  Five  Positions 
In  Dancing.  Points  on  Round  Dances,  the  Polkei,  tha 
Walts,  the  Modem  Plain  Waltz,  Glide  Waltz,  the  Polka 
Masoorka,  the  Knickerbocker,  the  Newport,  the  Tarsou- 
Tienne,  Danish  Dance,  the  Racjuet,  tho  Wave,  the  Boha- 
nlan,  or  Heel  and  Toe  Polka,  the  Galop,  the  Scliottlsche, 
tbe  I>eux  Temps,  the  Sicilienne.    The  German— 55  Fipures, 

eying  the  Names  and  F^ill  Description  of  each,  and  How 
Dance  them  Correctly.  It  is  a  book  of  great  value. 
Price  TWiNTY-FIVE  CENTS  per  copy,  by  mall. 
Boat-paid.  fiPKCiAt/— Five  Books  for  tr.  Get  four  of  your 
iriends  to  club  in  with  you  at  25  ceiite  each,  making  (1  ia 
■0,  sad  Utereby  get  your  own  book  free  of  chaTge.. 


WEHMAirS 

Book  on  the  Art  and  Science  of 


BO  XING 


AND    SEI.F  ■  DEFENCEa 

•^ "     "        :~t      ITXUSTRATED   WITH   OVER 

■  ;    rORTY    ENGRAVINGS. 

KtlCE  SS  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

•This  book  Is  dcElpriifMl  to  meet  the  w.ants  of  all  those  who 
Biay  desii-e  to  learn  ho-v  to  ''take  his  own  part"  when 
assailed— licit  either f.-r  pleasurable pastimeand  a  natural 
deairi' to  develop  the  mu  .clen,or  to  olitalii  power  to  resent 
ia&i-oul  or  iiijury.   A  full  knowledtrv  and  experience  of 

the  rules  laid  down  in 
this  book,  and  a  care- 
ful Etudy  of  the  nlatea 
therct<}  attached,  will 
enaiilo  ono  to  "hold 
hisowii "  wheresoever 
be  may  go  and  with 
■whomsoever  he  may 
come  in  contact.  The 
pictures  show  every 
possible  attitude  for 
Llo  w,  f  eiiit,8top,dodge 
or  "getaway." 

A  >oluiiiinoH8  nu& 
line  of  the  lives  of  a 
lurg6  niiml>er  who 
s=^  have  entered  the  gla- 
jr  i  diatorial  arena  to 
prove  their  prowess, 
and  who  have  left 
their  impress  la  tho 
irorid's  hfstory,  Is  a1r-A>  appended,  as  exainpleb  of  what  haa 
been  and  ma/ yet  t>e  achieved  by  thorough  training  and 
experience.  The  foregoing  embraces  the  life  and  battles 
of  some  of  the  mo!<t  noted  pu^illbiK,  ineluilipg  the  great 
Corbctt  Sullivan  il,;lit.  Italsocontuinsthe  "liimiion  Prlie- 
lling  Kv  lee  "  and  the  "  Kevlsed  Qnt  euBbcn-y  Kiiies."  Pilco 
25  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid.  .Si'hciai^— Five 
copies  tor  gl.  Get  four  of  rour  f  rionds  to  club  in  w  1th  yoa 
mi.  25  cents  eacli,  making  Jl  in  all,  and'tliereby  get  yoUf 
own  book  ixvu  of  cliorgo.    Address  all  ordcin  direct  (o 


Weliman*s  Boob  ol^ 


LOYE  LETTERS 


FBICE  25  CENTS,  try  mail,  post-paid. 

There  !s  no  grMitPT  or  more  profound  reaHty  than  lore. 


There  is  no  nobl 


l^. 


issession  than  the  lo^  e  of  another.. 


There  is  no  hit'hcr  gift  from  one  human  being  to  another 
tlian  love.  The  gift  and  tlie  pos.«ession  are  true  snnctiflera 
of  life,  and  should  bo  w  orn  as  precious  JewcKs  without  af- 
fectation and  without  baslif  ulness.  For  this  i-ca-wn  ihera 
Is  nothing  'o  be  ar.hame.l  of  in  a  love  letter,  provided  It  ba 
sincere.  A  colebr.ited  writer  once  said  that  "to  write  » 
good  love  letter,  you  must,  begin  without  knowing  what 
you  are  going  to  E&y.oQdlUUsli  ^vithout  knowing  wJiat  yotx 

havo  said."  The  remark 
ia  to  f  onie  extent  correct, 
as  the  tnio  seoi-et  of  all 
rjcccssful  letter- writing 
lies  in  the  power  of  ooii» 
veying  the  thoughts,  feel- 
iuix!',  and  desires  of  tha 
vritcr  to  his  or  her  cor- 
rcTiond.'nt.  Such  a  letter 
woald  undoubtedly  rellecll 
the  state  of  tho  writei'a 
heart,  agitated  and  dis- 
ci dcred  by  thetumultuoua 
Ihi  obs  of  passion;  hut,  aa 
the  zeal  of  vouiig  persona 

?'encrally,  in  mattei-s  af- 
ectiagthe  heart.  Is  very 
opt  to  outrun  discretion, 
ejmresRion  yrould  imcocsclously  bo  given  to  absurd  aii<i 
foolish  protestations,  or  t.i extra vagaut and rumantic  aau- 
lationof  the  object  of  attachment.  « 

To  obviate  tliis  tendeiioy,  lovo  and  courtship  letters 
Bbould  bo  an  Index  of  the  writer'.-)  pood  sense  and  juHgw 
xnent  as  veil  ns  Hie  state  of  tho  aflTections,  and  iherefora 
regai-d  should  bo  had  in  the  composition  of  them,  as  well 
as  in  all  other  letters,  to  propriety  of  diction,  ci>i  rectneaa 
of  taste  and  purity  <'f  si  vie,  avoiding  the  bombast  and  af- 
fectation and  morbid  seulimentalisni  which to<> frequently 
characterizes  epistles  on  these  pnbjeets.  And  though  la 
persona  of  refinement  and  education  an  honoiable  attach- 
ment will  s'.iflice  to  prompt  its  candid  exprestiion,  there ara 
many  persons  not  piL-^sesi-ed  of  these  advantages,  to  whora 
correspondence  is  always  attended  with  coii.siderable  diftl- 
culty.  To  nil  surh  the  series  of  Loiters  containeil  in  thia 
l>ook,  In  which  deiiciicy  of  feeling  and  the  warmth  of  ex- 
pression suited  to  the  subject  have  been  carefully  blendeo. 
will  be  found  an  important  aid  in  acquiring  facility  and 
accuracy  in  tbe  art  of  Ix'tter-Writing.  Italsocontainstba 
Art  of  Secret  Writing,  the  Language  of  Love  Poetically 
Portiavet,  and  Sinipliliid  Kulea  of  Grammai-.  Prica 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS,  per  copy.  Spkciai^ 
Five  copies  for  Jl.  Get  f.ur  of  your  friends  to  club  la 
vrith  you  at  25  cents  •  acb,  making  £1  la  all,an<i  tnerety 
get  70ur.0WB  book  freo  of  charge. 

Address  all  orders  dtreot  to 


BUSIN 


LETTER  WRITER 


PBIOE  25  CENTS,  \iy  mail,  post-paid. 


This  book  Is  dosipncd  t>  moot  the  want§  of  all  1 
who  are  seeking  a  Ui-pt'iKics  liuslness  L<ttci  Writer,  aa 
it  contains  a  Urge  variety  of  carefully-selectctl  specimea 
Business  I>et;ers;  alko  a  hirgo  number  t>f  Legal  and  Mer- 
cantile Forms  used  in  IV.istnefis  such  as:  Artleles  of  C»- 
Partnership,  Notice  of  Ui.ssolution,  Form  of  an  Axidgn* 
ineiil,  Acknowledgincut  of  Deed,  Bill  of  ttel<>.  Power  of 

Altorney,  Judgment  i<et% 
J^'oim  of  an  Order,  }:art- 
icrsliip  Acivfinent,  and 
many  • 'them  too  nuuieroas 
to  inention:  also  the  ArtoC 
Koeivt  Wrltini;,  Biudnesi 
Laws  and  Maxims  for  B^ii^ 
ni'Ks  Mcu  and  Mereaiitila 
Abbreviations.  In  i  hort, 
in  the  |<ages  of  tills  bouk 
nv  set  forth  Burineafl 
Forms,  Styles  and  Technl- 
calii  leM  to  aid  the  inexperl- 
enoed  in  the  routine  oC 
commercial  Intercourse, 
ad<>i>ting  the  plaineai 
terms  consii-tcnt  with  tba 
studious  politeness  which 
ia  rigorouKly  demanded  ia 
connnorelal  letters.  Eveiy 
po>ition  ill  lifedeninnds  lec> 
tcr-wrltliip.  A  letter  is  tho 
gr<  at  link  l>etween parents 
and  chtliln'n,  belweea 
lovers,  between  friends;  while  in  busines-s  •^•lations  it 
makes  forlunea  or  mars  them.  lii>'?p«-etive  of  their 
magnitude  and  impoi-tance,  commeieial  tninsactiona 
are  generallv  licgun,  continued  and  ended  by  corroe- 
pondenco.  Lettii-«  riting,  in  general.  Is  not  an  easy  task 
to  the  great  m.-vjority,  and  businca  letters  aix^  rtill  mora 
difficult,  fi-om  tho  fact  that  pn-ater  interetas  npe  in- 
volved, and  results  of  gain  or  loss  nredei>endent  upon 
them.  Letter-writing isan  accomplislimentwhlchevery 
one  ehonid  strive  to  acqulr»(.  It  is  not  only  useful,  b«m 
Tcry  desirable  and  ncce.ssarj' In  fomiliariEing  the  mind 
•with  bnsiness  habits  and  matters  connecti'<l  tlierewlth. 
It  also  stinmlates  tho  mental  cajwicity  and  devtlopes  llie 
Intellect.  It  would  tako  p;icro  ujxjn  p.igu  to  explain  fuUy 
the  merits  and  usefulness  of  thi'5  book.  In  order  to  glre 
everybo<lyBnopix>rtunityto  obtain  at  len-st  ono  copy,  w» 
have  made  the  price  very  low,  nainelr:  25  Cents  l*»- , 
copy,  hy  mail,  i)ost-pald.  BiT-CiAi.,— Fivo  copies  for  $1. 
Get  four  of  yunr  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  ?5ueBtp 
each,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  pet  your  own  book 
free  of  charge.    AddrcesaUordi^sdlroctto 


WEHMAITS   NEW    BOOK  OF 


RIDDLES 


AND    CONUNDRUMS. 

PRICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

Thisboolt  contains  the  "siftings  "  from  the  "^.},r,ie  fleld  " 
of  Riddles  and  Conundrums,  along  with  a  lot  of  recent, 
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Comin'  throuk'lv  Die  rye 

>iust  we  then  inoc;  as  stitmgcit 

Pabics  on  our  blocle  <    "^ 

lironncn  on  the  Moori 

SI;ldinore  fancy  boll 

Hallway  door 

Where  the  priss  frrows  gnea 

Parlinvr  He^sio  of  tho  lea 

Kiss  behind  the  dot>r 

I'll  rcnicmlH-r  you,  love,  In  my  pnjtn 

Mary  of  the  wild  Moor 

Old  \vo<vien  rocker 

Speak,  only  si>eak 

Iiani'in?  around  with  Charlie 

Where  art  thou  now,  uiy  belovedl 

Molli'-,  darlin;; 

You  may  look,  but  you  mustn't  touch 

My  dauyrhtor,  Julia 

Ifaffle  lor  tho  stove 

Ilaliuof  Gil  -ad 

There's  al way i  a  seat  In  the  parlor  for 

Driven  from  liomo  '-ou 

I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

Full  for  tho  shoro 

Nearer,  my  (fod,  to  Thee 

GiKxl  news  fniin  homo 

Fisherman's  daughter 

Sh  llsof  iK-ean 

M.is-.i's  in  tho  cold,  cold  (nvond 

Say  a  kind  word  when  you  can 

C'un-  f  'r  f-,-anilal 

T-.vili-.rlitoteria 

Stransr.T/iy^S 

C';u«t!  sia  tlioafr 

Dear  little  Kha?nroek 

I  canni .t  sin.r  the  old  lotkc* 

Noi-ah  O'Neal 

Wuitinp.  my  darltnfr,  for  thee 

Rose  of  Tialeo 

Jinnie, tho  llower  of  Kildaro 

I'm  lonely  sine;  mv  mother  died 

Drunkanl's  lone  cliilj 

Tentiii(j  on  the  old  camp  gro'ind 

Olore  tliitation 

Whip  tliiiation 

Sl.avc's  dream 

Don't  you  go,  Tommy,  don't  go 

Swoot  Kvaiiori'liiio 

(iood  bye  at  tlio  rloor 

'Tis  hai-d  to  give  tho  hum*  where  the 

Willie,  we  have  mlsfied  you    [heart, etCL 

Erin's  lovelv  homo 

( iver  t  i-.o  liilL  to  the  poor-houae 

Twenty  yearsago 

Paddv's  laiul 

Don't  be  an-rry  with  me,  darling 

Old  viliatfo  school  on  the  gnwa 

Wo<«linan,  spare  that  tree 

aarUira  I'ri.tcliie— RBCOA'noil 

Darlini;  Minniu  Lee 

Hat  llirtafion 

Fan  ilivtation 

Flee  a-s  a  bird  to  yrnr  monntain 

Oo<^>d  bye,  Annie,  darling  (KnovhArden) 

Wliy  did  she  leave  himJ 

A  quiet  tittl'>  home 

'Thou  hxst  learned  to  love  another 

Marj-  of  Artrylo 

NU  IVsp'-rarid'im 

Sweet  lliuliland  Mary 

F.v.ninK  ainu-«-ment  ^laughable) 

Day  I  puiyed  ba.se  hall  [own 

Remember  you  have  children  of  your 

■There's  none  I'*'"  a  mother  if  ever  so 

You  wen-  fai'v,  bu,.  "U  toitglvo      [poor 

Sweet  Map-  le  OordOt. 

Tanyanl  side 

B.11S  of  Shandon 

Old  loi;  cabin  in  the  dell 

WTiisper  softly,  motheWB  dying 

Frill's  (rr»^en  snore 

Will  you  lovs  me  when  I'm  old 

Doant.Uy  and  Cooper 

Oafhcrlncr  shells  by  the  sea  staors 

Ijttlo  It^.-j-bud 

By  the  sad  sea  waves 

Come  into  the  garden,  Maud 

Harp  and  shamroc'*  of  Krin 

Where  there's  a  will  there's  1 

Ood  bless  my  boy  at  aea 

Annie  Laurie 

Mae's  and  the  O's 

ShcmiaTrs  march  to  the  M>a    ^ 

Ivimentation  uf  Janiesi  Ko(lg«n ' 

('om>  birdie,  eomo 

Now  1  lay  mo  down  to  sleep 

Everoffheo 

Norah  MeShane 

Lovo  ainonir  the  rosea 

Shamus  o'lirien— KKCixanoil' 

iHT  iH-itchcrgal 

No  Irish  need  apply 

Old  arm  chair  . 

Tim  Flaherty     •     V 

We  sat  by  tho  river  -OH  and  I 

I  lo\c*  music 

Sweet  'l<nevieTO 

Wlien  the  flowers  fau  asleep  > 

Patrick  sheelian 

Sailor's  gravo 

I'retty  maid  milking  her  oow  ^ 

Kentucky  Rose 

Farmer's  duuijhter 

Oh,  dem  Kolileii  slippers 

In  the  momiiiir  l>y  Uie  bright  light 

Nobo<ly's  darliiii^ 

I'oor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

Somebody's  mother— KecrraTloil 

Itirdie,  darling 

NolKMly's  (larhncT  tut  mintt 

Rock  mo  to  sle«'p,  in  ither 

I'm  my  little  shoes  kway 

Darlimf  Nelly  Gray  [fall 

S</melj<>dy'siromin(;whenth<idewdropa 

I  left  Ireland  and  mother  Ijecause  we 

Little  hrowT  jug  I  were  poor 

Ben  Bolt 

(Jfjod-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye 
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Katty  Avourueen 

Sadie  Ilay 

Bard  of  Armairh 

Hush,  my  darlinsrs,  do  not  weep 

Patrick's  day  pjinulo 

Poor  I'at  Jiiust  emii;rata 

Sp«"ak  to  me,  speak  .; 

Darling,  I  will  come  ngaln 

Pright-i'ved  little  Nell  of  Maira^anset 

Hail,  Columbia  [bav 

Little  f(K)Uteii3 

Tim  Finneifaii's  wake 

MclXmner.i  old  tin  roof 

S<-otch  las.-i(>,  Jean 

Hat  mo  father  wore 

Hanks  of  sw<  et  Dundee 

I've  only  been  down  to  the  chib 

Dance  me  on  your  knee 

Kiss  me  attain 

Emmet's  '  Ixjve  of  the  shamrock  " 

Vacant  chair 

Sweet  sunny  55outh 

Our  (fiMMl  sliip  sails  to-night 

Jei-sey  Sam 

Come  home,  father 

Littio  Ma^T'Tie  May 

Cackle,  cackle,  cackl*  1 

Molly  Rawn  •* 

M:iid  of  Athens 

Sallie  in  our  alley  -     _   ■•      ^ 

I'm  sitiin?  on  tho  stUe.  KaiT 

Poor  old  Ned  '  . 

Dorkins'  nicrht 

Man  in  the  moon  la  looklncr,  lore 

When  the  flowing  tide  coiucs  in 

D<^n't  givo  up  tbu  old  tiiendii  (or  the 

Broken  down  [new 

Marriai^o  Ixlls 

Have  I  not  lioen  Wnd  to  theel 

FTower^  w  ill  come  la  May 

Awfully  clever 

My  little  one's  waiting  for  mt 

I'll  po  lai'\c  to  my  old  love  again 

Butcher  l>oy 

There's  somebody  waiting  forma 

Are  you  theR>,  .>Iorlaiityr 

I'se  pwino  back  to  DLxio 

Bidalia  Jane  Mcirann 

Tslo  do  Blackwell 

Where  are  the  f rlendaot  my  yoatbl 

Sinuin*  on  the  roof 

Five  o«'nt  shavo 

Hen  convention 

Red,  white  and  blue  ■ 

Old  oaken  bucket 

Little  sweetheart,  come  and  Us  me 

My  dream  of  lovo  Is  o'er 

Thev  all  do  it 

Old  "home  ain't  whnt  it  used  to  be 

Wait  till  tho  moooljgbt  falJa  oa  water 

TJnger  not,  rtarihig 

'  i'is  evening  brin^fs  my  heart  to  thee 

American  National  Guard 

Joh  ony 's  so  bashful 

Daisy  Dea.no 

I  wish  mamma  wxs  hers 

Pulling  hard  against  tho  stream 

Dancing  in  tho  sunlight 

V.'hat  LS  iti 

There  never  was  a  rowanl  where  th9 

IX)vo  letters  (shiimroi-k  grown 

Delia  Clacry 

Remember  that  tho  poor  tramp  has  to 

Lamentation  of  Johnny  Reel  [live 

Roll  CM.  silver  moon 

When  McGuiiines.'  ijetsfi  Job 

Givo  an  honest  Irish  l.id  a  chance 

Down  among  tlie  daisies 

Dcwn  bv  the  ( ij  mill  ftrram 

Answer  to  "  The  Gypsy's  warning" 

Battle  cry  of  froedom 

Homo  rule  for  Irelaml 

Ridin,?  on  tho  elevated  railroad 

Vf'hva  McCormick  rules  the  Stat* 

Swe'^t  chiming  bcUd 

Levi  Kassiday 

I  want  to  see  the  cotton  flelda 

Waltz  vdth  mo 

Meet  me  by  moonlli^ht  alone 

iK)  Uiey  mLss  mo  at  homol 

Lether  ami  shavo 

liappy  bo  tuy  drcama 

Take  It  in 

Stokt  3'  verdict  (Jim  Flak  I 

lardy  dah 

lie  Bolden  wcdditijj 

My  motherin-law 

W  hat  should  make  thee aad.mydMillV 

Dear  Italian  girl 

Ranks  of  Brandywlne 

Old,  and  only  in  the  way 

Six  feet  of  earth 

Write  a  letter  to  my  mothar 

Yellow  rose  of  Texas 

When  my  ship  comes  In 

One  pound  two 

We  nave  met,  loved  and  parted 

Bummer's  hotel 

I'm  getting  a  bi^r  boy  now 

I  shall  Dover  bo  happy  agalB 

Soldier'^  farewell 

Old  kitchen  floor 

Sweet  Bello  Mahone 

My  dear  Savannah  hooM 

Billy 'Barlow 

Wild  Irish  boy 

Dwendy-seven  cents 

A  stan7  night  for  a  rambli* 

Ijockca  out  after  nino 

Whip-poor-will's  song 

Day  wuen  you'll  forget  me 

You'll  miss  mo  when  I'm  goo* 

Son  of  a  gtunbolicr  .    , 

Golden  Ftiiir 

Your  httlo  IJza  lores  you 

American  boy 

Y'^ou  get  moro  like  your  dad  eTO^diy 

Barney  McCoy 

Bazors  in  the  air 
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394  Toll  mo  wlicro  my  leva's  prone 

396  Barbara  AJUti 

SiJO  The  'lontrshoremcn'enhke 

397  Bonnie  sweet  DostUo,  tho  maid  of 
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S9»  Ratliin;,'  eons 

399  Carrio  Li'O 

400  t>ne  wide  river  to  cross 

401  MiKjn  Is  out  to^  niKht,  10T»  ■ 

402  Devil's  in  New  Jerwy  j. 

403  Rambler  from  Clare 

404  Prettv  little  bluo-eyedstrangsr 

405  I'adedftowers 

406  Durk-eyed  Faiior 

407  Rose  of  KiJI.arney 

408  Cot  iu  tho  comer 

409  Boys,  keep  away  from  theglrto 

410  Phantom  fo<<L;tep3 

411  Bonny  bunt  h  of  roses 

412  Pat  Koach  at  the  V'lay 

416  I)oraii'snss  t 

U4  Ba'il.sotClaudy  ' 

415  What  are  tho  wild  wareaaayfoc* 

416  Her  trout  name  i3  Ilannar 

417  Sweet  Eve  Una 

418  Behind  tho  scenes 

419  Go^iel  rait  

433  Don't  put  the  poor  worklngmaadom 
421  Cruiskeen  lawn 

431  I  had  but  fifty  cents 

423  I'm  leaviui;  now  the  old  foUu 

424  Iri.h  Molly,  O! 

425  Ring  mv  mother  woio 

426  The  lilai  kLird 

427  Littio  cherry  blossom 

428  Wist,  wist,  wist  ■ 
4  9  A  violet  from  mother's  gtaftt 
4.30  NeUy  Icav 

431  Maggie,  darling,  now  good-bM 
kfi  Rlso  it,  la-  lly  , 

433  Mi-»tiiiT  of  the  waters  { 

434  Wait  for  the  turn  of  thutid* 

435  Old  farm  gate 

436  Oil,  Fred  1  tell  them  to  stop 

437  VcDonald's  return  tuUluuco 

438  Bastle  so  (rn-en 
^  l^cle  Xu:u'a  loBunt 

440  Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  yo'ir  ma 

441  Old  f-oshione;!  honiertead 
44J  Fmmet's  **  Mountain  p(tng** 

443  Old-fashioned  church  on  th«MB 

444  A  handful  of  turf 

445  Beauty  of  Ijmeriefc 

446  Mrs.  Dnuly'8  daughter  1 

447  Mary's  pone  with  a  eoon         1 

448  Twinkle,  twinkle,  htUo star    '         ■• 

449  In  happy  moments 

460  Hi  Jenny,  ho  Jenny  Johnson   •     •   • 

461  All  on  ai'coiint  of  Elizd 

463  Einmef  a  - 1  know  what  lore  |i» 
4.63  Down  l!'  a  coal  mlno 

464  Dniiikard'j  dream 
466  Joe  Btiwers 

466  There's  a  fine  ship  on  the  oeeui 

467  Vut  me  in  my  httle  iK-d 

468  Little  old  hou50  on  tho  Rhine 
4.'i9  Stol<  n  ki.»se3  are  tho  sweetest 

460  The  brave  huzzars 

461  little  old  log  cabin  by  the  stream 
40^  I  "OidAlJe  your  o  .vu  cauoe 

463  Witliln  n  mile  of  l^dinboro' town 

464  Gate's  ajar 

4<J5  Arkansaw  traveler 

466  Grant';"  trip  around  theworlll 

467  Old  leather  breeches 

468  P^cky  road  to  Dublin 
4C9  'l"umpiko  pate 

470  Utile  old  German  home acroaathstif 

471  Beautiful  girl  of  tildaro 

472  Baby's  got  a  tooth 

473  My  poor  heart  is  sad  with  Its  dreamllM 

474  PallLtofstmw  ' 

475  Ijow-back'd  car 

479  Your  lassie  wdl  bo  true 

477  In  de  evening  by  do  moonlight 

478  When  theto  old  clothes  were  new 

479  fp  at  Jones'  wood 

480  Boston  burglar 

481  TheCamplx'lUarocomln' 

««2  You  neverraias  the  water  till  the  weO 

483  Bon  mo  Eloise  truaa  dn? 

484  River  Roe  ' 

486  Murder  in  Cohoes  i . 

486  Poor  UtUo  .Too  I 

487  Along  tho  Kansas  Uno 

488  The  banjo  now  faanfrsFllentonthedOaS 

489  Wait  tilftho  clouds  roll  by 
499  Over  tho  garden  wall 

491  I'mamanyou  don't  mecteYcrydar 
493  Blue  Alsatian  mountains 

493  Charmicf?  young  widow  I  owtla  tt>» 

494  Black-eyed  Susan 

495  Spjinish  cavalier 
498  Grave  of  Bonaparte  , 

497  Old  dog  Tray  |     ' 

498  Juanita 

499  Moonlight  on  the  laka 

600  UabelClore 
EOl  AH  that  glitters  is  notvold 

601  Marseilles  hymn 

605  Ood  save  tho  Oueen 
604  Rolling  home  in  tho  momllM 

606  If  ever  I  cea-se  to  love 
608  Cheer,  boy.s,  cheer 

607  Dbrio'sland 

608  Mother  says  I  mustn't 

609  Fellow  that  looks  likem* 
618  Watch  on  the  Rhine 
611  A  lock  of  mother's  hair 
61a  Bt4 'p  dat  knocking  at  thedOCC 

613  Virginia  rosebud 

614  Red  robin 
61*  Gospel  train 
618  We  wont  go  hometiU  moraine 
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OIN^E    CENT    E^CH. 


617  I>>ttle  Lee 

bii  Vmo'a  at  my  bedroom  window  I 

61S  I  have  no  home 

621  It's  rice  to  t>e  a  fathrr 

621  Won't  you  tell  me  why,  Eobint 

522  Only  to  sc-e  her  face  ds*ia 

623  Kinjrdom  cortUEB 
621  bajr>i>y  <  I'llea 
625  Ted  ly  0-.N\al 

624  Man  tvith  the  sealskin  jMnti 
621  M(  (lic-ino  Jack 

628  A  lent  of  h-y  from  mother's graTO 
639  KQcp  la  tho  m'cldle  of  the  rood 
631  LAonlijan's  bill 

631  Lula  is  irune 

632  An  Irishman's  toast 

633  Villajro  blaoksmittl 
631  Naughty  Claxa 

635  In-ing  nun 

63«  A\  ho-ii  t  .►<«  leaves  besnn  to  turn 

63:  Ijirry  O'Rrien 

538  Mothir  ki!!«ed  m«  in  my  (Jream 

639  I'll  han;j  my  li  irp  on  a  willow  tree 

61»  I(>iEf'  C'aiiiomian 

611  Granuinotiior'stiirthdav 

Ua  Come  ^Yhero  n.y  loveiictf  UreMBiBg 

643  pop poe-i the  tnooscI 

641  Monii  ?  v'8  %ve;Uirig' 

645  Miry  had  a  littl-j  Umb 

646  Wait  for  tho  wagoa 
517  ("ork  IcR 

64»  \,nclB  i>j.m*fi  fcrm 
64»  Myold  wif.-iLoai 
650  I'm  so  lonely 

661  Only  as  f .'.r  03  the  erato 

662  Pc  el;-a-t.on 

653  Moonlitrht  at  Kii!am"y 

654  1  'II  wa;;.  till  tli<-  clou'l/roU  by    ' 

655  We  novi  rpptak  06  wopaaafiy 
66*  Tipprrarj-  chrtt'i.!n:» 

65J  Be  home  early  tt)-nig1;t,  mydeuboj 

6!'JI  OIJ  n'>ti(;  bridtje  by  tiiolaiU 

669  Paddy  Magee  sdn-ain 

NO  X/QiBminj  Ol  lioma  tuiJ  mother 

681  Bhf.11  Ts-e  know  each  other  theivl 

642  Jolly  Irisliman 

663  Folks  that  put  on  Hi's 

664  Kotalic,  the  prairie  flower 
6G5  If  I  had  but  a  thourinnd  a  year 
6C6  Flshrrmm  and  his  child 

DC7  Swate  Castle  Garden 

668  In  theKloaminpf 

6C9  Brini;  mo  back  thooneI!oT« 

670  Spider  and  the  fly 

671  A  warrior  bold 

672  Tnr's  farewell 

573  In  h.r  little  bed  wc  Tald  hcr 

674  Dark  girl  dressed  in  blue 

575  Separatici 

67J  Pitcher  of  beer 

877  NeU  JIcGullifiran's  daughter,  Kary  Ann 

678  Nobtjdy  knows  what  a  racket  was  there 

57»  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  lult 

680  Alice,  where  art  thou  ( 

681  Meet  me,  Josie,  at  tho  cato 

682  Jesaie  at  the  ro  ihvay  b.  j- 

683  Ada,  with  the  pf  iuen  hi^ 
584  fitreet.s  of  New  York 

685  Courtinc:  in  tho  raia 

6S5  I'm  d.vin^  for  Bonie  one  to  loTetna 

887  Is  that  Ulster  Itcilly  f 

688  Let  my  name  ha  kindly  spoken 

689  Par's  one  more  rilil);'r  for  to  croas 

690  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paris 

691  Poor  old  lliko 

593  Good-byo,  my  lover,  good-bya 
503  A  life  on  the  ocean  wave 

594  I  am  dreaming 
695  Gyp<>y  Countess 

C96  She's  03  pood  aa  gold 
697  Watchman,  telJ  us  of  tho  niehtll 
553  Shoo,  lly!  don't  bother  inj  J 

899  Ten  thourand  miles  away         ^•' 

600  Glvo  my  love  to  oil  at  homa  , 

601  Slypel  Snyder's  party 

602  Increase  of  crima  / 
C03  Ship  on  flro 

601  Josepliua  Orange  Blossonii 

COS  OhI  Susannah 

C0«  Old  Bob  Kiaicr 

007  Bonnio  blue  flacr  ' 

COS  NeUKlaiitfherty'sdrai* 

f-09  John  Baricycorn 

610  Rules  for  love-mnHne 

Oil  I.ind  LcaKUo  Band 

€12  Down  by  the  old  abbey  roIflSI 

613  Glorious  6'Jth 

614  Old  willow  cradle 
CIS  Funny  old  pal 

618  noligrious  card  playef 
M7  Paddy's  the  boy 

618  Teddy  McClynn 

619  I^ds  who  live  in  IrelanA 
C20  Worn-out  sailor 

021  Mott  street,  41J 

622  Limerick  is  beautiful  * 

823  Seven  oi:t 

624  Let  mo  kiss  him  for  his  motlMf 
628  lYctty  lips 

626  Sullivan's  boot  in  my  eyo 
0Z7  Villikins  and  his  Dinnh 

628  CaptKin  « itli  his  whisk-ra 

629  A  knot  of  Muo  and  Cray 

630  Foley's  hotel 

631  I'll  meet  her  when  the  gun  go<»9  down 
C33  Nevertakethi  horseshoe  from  thedooT 

633  Wcman,lovt'lj  womaa 

634  Napoleon's  dri'ain 

633  When  the  robins  nestaeaia 
638  Oh!  you  little  dariinci  IIoTe  joa 

637  Just  do  Ira  the  lana 

638  Call  me  back  agaia  ■ 

639  Milwaukee  fire 

640  One  of  tho  flnese 

641  Over  the  mountain 

642  BeUe  of  the  ball 

643  Farmer's  toy 

644  When  Jack  cottip)!  hn»tii««g«tT»/a««im«»> 
C45  Huah-arbyo,  baby  ~  *' 
646  Where  th-'  iw  ri  ■■>'  -^  v  i-  cfn  ^ 


847  BrldgetTJonahua 

648  Down  the  hill 

649  My  NeUie'sblueeyea       '  '■ 

650  Ka(;i;ed  coat 

651  Kitty  lumo  '  .    - 

652  Little  darline,  dream  of  ms    . 

653  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fruit 

654  Minute  gun.  atsoa 

655  Some  day 

656  Sourkrout 

657  Don't  g-ive  the  mtme  &  bad  Ware 

658  Itacketty  Jack  [hallelnjah) 

659  John  Brown  song  (Qloir,  e'ory 

600  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  thebors  are 

601  A  dollar  fifteen  cents  [marchinar 
CC2  Roger  0'3I:iUey 

CC3  Don't  make  a  noise  or  else  you'll  wake 
6C4  Bringr  back  my  bonnie  to  mo  Itliebaby 
CC5  BeUcN-ille  convent  Are  (Illinois) 
CC6  I'll  await  my  love 

667  Hard  times  come  opain  no  mora 

668  Mulcahey's  pone  awny 

669  Nineteen  hundred  and  one 

670  Colleen  Dhas  Slaohree 
071  Only  to  eeo  thee,  dailinjr 

672  Blue  b^Ils  of  Scotland 

673  A  bov's  best  friend  12  his  mother 

C74  That'b  how  j-ou  pet  Bi^rved  when  you'r« 
C7j  Dear  httle  innocent  thinj-»  [old 

676  Mother,  I've  conic  home  to  dio 

677  Just  before  the  battle,  motlltT 

678  Down  in  a  divLng-bs  11 

679  Kissinj?  through  tho  bars 
6.S0  Skipper  and  his  boy 

C&l  Yo'ong  uaa  troia  uio  couiuiy 

esarilbedar 

683  The  raidnhipmlto 

684  Eleventh  Koghnent  (S.  O.  S.  N.  T.) 
CSS  Naiifjlify,  nauphty  men 

est  Naughty,  naughty  pi:  U 

CS7  New  cixjn  in  town  '    '  V 

688  Will  a  moiikc  y  climb  a  tree! 

CS9  Bold  poger  boy 

C90  Hocnan  and  Sayera 

691  Come,  landlord,  fill  tho  flowicgr  bOWl 

t92  Sally,  come  un 

r  J3  Sea  king's  biiiial 

6  J4  One-horso  open  sleigh 

C'^5  l^bv  Bhow 

696  S\vim  out  for  glory 

C97  Jessie  Green 

C?8  l>u(Ty'a grand  openlngnleht 

6ii3  rmadiido 

700  Run  for  the  doctor 

?01  Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs 

703  My  gooa-lookingnian 

Iii3  Howamarried  woinrjicoostoBleeD 

701  I'm  off  for  r-altimore 

705  liiiirht  little  ipot  on  tho  ocean 

706  1  tickled  her  under  tl^e  ch»n 
7fi7  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn 

70K  My  Newmarket  eoat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May 

710  Ten  years  in  Cb.orry  tiill 

711  Maloney'sthe  man 

712  .Ship  that  1  ever  returned 

713  Why  did  tiny  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep! 

714  How  much  does  the  htiby  weifrhl 

715  A  mother's  watch  by  the  sea 

716  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

718  High-water  pants 

719  Every  day  will  be  ftmday  bye-and-bye 

720  1 11  send  you  down  u  letter  from  the  slcj 

721  Paddy  stole  the  1  ^o 
72t  Duffy,  th«  swell 

723  Not  much 

724  Don't  leave  vour  mv,/hcr,  Tom 

725  Pretty  little  dark  blue  eyes 

726  A  rolling'  stone  gathers  no  mow 

727  Dream  faces 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 

729  Good-bye  to  my  Southern  home 

730  c'retty  little  rtwy  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  the  wmdow  to-night,  loive 

732  Hard  up 

733  Forgive  and  forget 

734  Captain  Mishler 

735  Butterfly  dude  ' 

736  Boweiy  on  Saturday  night 

737  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roses  fall 

738  Let  me  li'se  a  soldier  fall 

739  Enniskillen  dragoon 
7*0  Papa's  baby  boy 

741  I  ain't  a.s  young  as  I  used  to  be 

742  The  Dreadnought 

743  Ste-sow 

744  What's  in  a  kisst 

745  Hush,  bttle  baby,  don't  you  cry 
7*6  Darling  Clo' 

747  Mother's  last  request 

748  Texas  ranger 

749  God,  save  Ireland 

760  Tho'  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  yon 
751  Bold  Jai'k  Donahue 
782  Last  farewell 

753  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 

754  Mary  Aim  Kehoo 
756  Only  an  emigrant 

756  My  Donny  boy  is  young,  but  he's  grow- 

757  The  farmer  feeds  us  all  ling 

758  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hit 

759  Better  davs  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  girl's  message 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

763  Bye,  live,  baby,  bye,  bye 

764  Somebody's  tail  and  handsome 

765  Mother  keeps  the  gattj  locked  now 

766  Sweat  Alpine  roses 

767  Morrisjey  and  the  Benlcia  boy 

768  Constant  farmer's  son 

769  Upper  ten  and  lower  flvd 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Key-hole  In  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  square,  boys 

773  Lackawanna  spooners  '  ■ 

774  Cot  where  I  was  boin 


7(5  Burke's  dream 

^7^  Four-leaved  Bhamrocic 

T77  Up  a  tree 

T78  DowTi  where  the  lilly  bells 

T79  Behind  the  parlor  door 

781  Peggy  O'Moore 

T81  Bunnv  hours  of  eliildhood 

781  D'Keilly,  the  tisherin  in 

T83  Old  village  blacksmii  h  shop 

184  False  one,  I  love  thee  stiU 

785  Shannon  side 

nt  Pennsylvania  tramp 

T87  We'll  paint  the  town  red 

T88  Look  always  on  the  bimny 

T89  Green  hnnet 

790  Gentle  Annie 

T91  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 
T9a  riicre's  a  light  in  tho  window 
793  Annie  of  the  vale 

791  Itising  of  the  moon 

795  Who  will  care  for  mother  r.ow 
ns  Vet  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  reit 

797  Sights  for  a  father 

798  Old  gray  mare 

799  How  is  yo'.ir  sister  Slaryl 

SnO  Clara,  Oi&i-aL.  will  you  eomo  oat  tO-nlghl 

801  Oranaina '8  vacant  c^alr 

802  America's  emblem  the  viol^S 

803  Knc<)king  at  the  gate^  of  Jordaa 
e(H  Tr.ke  good  care  of  uiothcr 

805  WhispiT  and  a  kiss 

806  Oid-fashicn  '.J  photrrrapli  otmOOsat 

807  Good-bye,  Jlilic,  gooa-byo,iat 

808  Little  Mag  and  1 

809  Cnuile's  cniptv,  babylseona 

810  Hosy's  Siuiuaj  out 

811  Jiy  swectheait's  family 

812  Little  wife  NelUo 
113  loo  utterly  utter 

f  14  I'm  a  dnndy,  but  Pni  no  dntlo 

815  'I'hey  can't  keep  the  workingman  down 

816  Ai!?cl  mother  waits  for  i;io 
fl7  Good-niplit,  but  not  p<>o<M<TO 
fl8  par's  a  new  moon  ia  do  sky 

819  Just  plain  Jim  [rtrSosten 

fd  Slind  and  be  home  when  tho  ckx-k 
821  Where  the  pretty  b'tlo  Fharmx-k  growt 
fJ2  My  little  four-leaved  ehamrock  frori 

823  White  Wings  [Gleuiiore 

824  Always  take  mother's  ndvico 

825  Trctty  pond  lillics 

826  Dear  Robin,  J'll  botmo 

827  Jlikado  McAllister 

g2S  For  one  ckiy  of  turkey  th»o'a  pLt  days 

821  Poor  old  »!ad  Lofliaab 

831  The  Hadrtingtonshiro 

831  McSorlcy'.s  twins 

83}  i.'rickct  on  tho  hearth 

83J  I  had  815  doUam  in  r.^y  InMdo  pocket 

831  Trablinfe-  back  to  ("leorgia 

835  Noble  knights  of  I;il«ir 

836  Ho  gets  tiiere  ju -t  tho  Gamij 
RW  Johnny,  get  your  f^m 

833  Mi-:sFopirt3''3Cliristma3  caka 

839  MaTgie  Harrow's  welcoma 

in  (.'oiiie,  sit  by  nic,  methor 

841  I'mnotanlec;! 

Mi  I'ut  on  do  golden  shoo 

843  I'll  thinU  of  my  !no!hfTFthon»« 

814  rwo  Utile  raree'lurcliina 

815  t-ilvcr  liolls  cf  memory 

846  Maggie,  dear,  I'm  caMoJaway 

847  Socli  hcr  on  tuo  kisser 
818  Oh!  you  girls 

8*5  Becauso  she  Hint  b'Jiltthat  way 
fjm  I'lanipmn,  tho  lodger 
851  JIarried 

802  Garden  where  tho  pmfies  grow     f(»ot!0 
RM  You'll  bo  kinil  to  my  jnotber  v.hen  I'm 
851  Oh,  manmia!  ch,  n!ar.:nia!  oh,  i.iamina 
85.1  An  agricultural  Irisli  phi  [jv.renta 

854  I'm  a  man  that'i  done  vrrmietrtr.ij 
857  Ting,  ting,  tUat'show  tho  bellBoca 

805  Annie  Lisle 

8.'.'J  1  will  bo  tnie  to  t!ico 

FOfl  Down  by  tho  river  side  I  Ftrayed 

8(51  K'itt-s  Clyde 

P'.a  Under  the  willow  she's  sleeping 

8fi3  Bay  of  Bix-ny,  01 

801  Hazel  dell 

865  It'b  funny  when  yon  feel  th/-.t  way 

806  They'vo  all  got  a  wife  but  1:10 
8C7  What  is  home  wit'iout  a  niotherl 
668  Bowery  Grenadiers 

B6J  Don't  jou  daix-  to  kiss nue^  Joe, 
87(1  Good-bye,  Susan  Jauo 

871  Nellie  was  a  lady 

872  Nettie  Moore 

873  To  the  V^'est 
871  ,ioe  Hardy 

B7S  Think  of  your  head  In  tho  momilV 

876  Wash  mo,  mother,  dcnr 

877  Remember,  boy,  yoii're  Irl"-!! 

878  Where  can  tho  wanderer  befv 

879  Colored  band 

880  It's  n.anphty.bnt  It's  nice 

881  We'd  l>ctter  bido  a  wee  ^ 
BS2  Come  along  my,  darling 

883  01(1  turnkey 

881  Sarah's  younpr  man 

Bfi  She's  tho  image  of  hormother  In  a  100» 

B-*)  B*  lie  Brandon  [different  waya 

Sfl  Dreamy  eyes  that  haunt  mo  etill 

SSS  Hungry  men  from  Harlem 

889  W'hen  .)o>nny  comes  marching  home 

899  I  was  despLsed  because  I  was  pocr 

891  Meet  me,  Kaf.  by  tlie  c-oftage  e-nte 

892  Thou  h.ist  wounded  the  gpirit  that  loved 

893  Clementine  [thee 
891  r.wcet  heather  bell 

B?5  Windy  men  from  Brooklyn 

8%  Swintring  on  the  old  rustic  gate      [pona 

897  You'll  never  miss  your  mother  till  she'a 

898  Itemember  me  to  all  at  home 
SOi  Oh,  what  a  night 

tot  Did  you  notice  it? 

901  Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone 

903  America  t>eats  them  ail 

P^3  Austmlinn  exile 
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901  Just  to  show  my  ra!«pect»  to  KcOinalt 

»US  uaihfrti.g  the  mvrtle  with  SUx^ 

»i>a  Her  <>")i  1m<t.  J«<-k 

907  Clara  Nol»ui'*s  UU 

808  Letters  we  CH'-vod  on  the  tP8«  1 

909  Two  Insh  jx>lice 

ilO  Little  oUl  red  shawl  my  mother 

til  Our  Jfu'k'scciine  home 'o-day 

•12  He's  never  done  onytUng  aiao* 

m  Oh,  Mr.  Flanigan 

•11  Canyon,  then,  love anothMl 

815  Light  hui:se  by  tlie  sea 

911  An  Irish  fair  day 

917  It's  for  money 

P'8  «sl  rpsd  the  twperthiiiuilfc 

919  They  ean'l  do  it,  you  know 

020  Letter  that  n.v<T  came 

9'.'1  A  hnmlful  of  carta 

923  Is  Maud  in! 
9;:!  Southei  n  ;rildior  boy 

924  Green  le.os-v  bnnlis  .>f  the  Lea 
#29  j"iancheM<T  martyrs 
CCS  IV-ar  Iri<;h  Uiy 
927  I  haven't  for  a  lone  time  now 

KJ  Sivc  my  mot  her'a  picture  from  Hi* 

V^l  Jbx-k-a-bye.  baby  [aOi 

f:3l  L:>v  111  \  bead  b*.  uccth  a  maa 

8:ti  CasilebHrbjy 

fta  Fli  1-8  Pm  lie 

9.13  Jt'sdiidishyoti  fciow 

C31  'Hie  lotl  .^r  oanit*  at  last 

C3'i  My  pretty  Janj 

536  Lift,  that  touch  HqnorchallneTer toodW 

537  Wrap  the  ling  around  tue,  boys    [B^tell 
i3»  Dad'K  dinner  t>«il 

939  Till  Fpreo 

PU  Black  i>ick-o-!:inny 

941  V.'iJc.w  Nolan's  goaS 

913  flai.lof  IhoMill 
»I3  rnddy  Dulfv's  cart 

914  Utile  preen  leaf  in  onr  blbto 
9;S  M.iry  k<  Ilv'.<  b.';ra 

9:<  H.  11  lie  li.i<  k  tA  e-and-by* 

P47  r.tmyblatklkssi 

91*  Little  widow Denn 

941  (Jliost  of  Iknlamln  rinn* 

9fi«  Man  that  struck  0'i:;.ra 

951  A  fiov.or  I  f;innd  In  niother^ib!bto 

9ifi  I\ving  cowboy 's  InTiK  i.t 

Vd  Brini'hig pretty  bJ.iBy.impfoitfijw  oa 

9H  tu.r <  f  Ok-  t  v.-  .liiw        jinot bcr> ni»w> 

S.ii  I'.\ii'  iitlle poIJierj'  boy 

VA  Bold  :ieintin>9 

95;  H  own  r>  1  '.s  c  ra  d  le  .«on<c 

firs  Hai:dl:rr<-!iief  iiirtaUon 

9'5  Angel's  vl-.i^ier 

96t  'iVm.  if  yoi!  love  me,  enyea  t 

961  pl'iiig  fKipe-^  ' 

90."  little  old  cal-cvw  behind  (Tie  tmhi 

IKiJ  Miipgie,  thccowMon- in  theeh'ver  I 

Vi  1  lielie\e  it.  for  niv  mother  told  roe ■• 

»(a  M.-inim.-i':  I)h..k  baby  l>.y  ' 

9i;fi  Ungratctul  eon 

9C7  lKiu!il.>-brcat--^t d  mansion  ontbenmiaiw 

9C1  VM:!:<vr>or»!L.  1 

96»  Ti"- 1',;- 1  "r  you  p'tick  them  the  tbldf 

979  Ji  .'.ficr,  U  tlic  battle ovcrl    iLbcy  gr 

971  VMill:v.Tu  .ind  Bvnn 

971  Pnck:ige  of  t ! J  K  tiers 

9;.1  Cabin  withth.-  roicaat  thedoor 

9M  Jlorri. -•••y  niut  IlL'tnnn  I'^jbt 

97li  M-'Min'.onlai  Migp- ^tioiiU 

97(1  ?!(.it!irr's  wedding  ring 

977  Poverty's  team  ebb  oii-lffow 

978  Never  t.-'ko  '  no  "  for  an  auawcr 
9T'j  I?ave  you  soon  y":m-Yui* 
9M  I'll  return  bye  r.nd-bj-o 
981  U'f  I  jiplii-!i.  you  know 
981  I  p.  ( he  V.  indo  v.-  a  hght  I  can  aea 
98.1  Ijdle  All  tid 
981  TlieftrikerandhlsBon 
9H  <M  ra-iiini 

Vi  I  cannot  .'ini  thnt  snnR  f'vnV''* 
9S7  I  ki.=^sod  her  under  the  iiarior  "■•" 
988  Lost  on  the  "  I.-ioy  Wiriu" 
98?  We  draw  the  lino  ut  tluJt 
V.t  Merry  sliant  v  boys 

991  t^iightlji  on  tlic  masTi 

992  l>ownr.mong  thesugnrcana 

993  V.licn  nij- rover «~jmes again 
991  There's  no  one  to  welcome  me 
99.'i  Jrhn:<Iite!ieU 

996  IVnnstMao 

997  My  b'.)nny  lafiorfngboy 
9'.'S  Tlie  dn'.vnirp:  of  the  day 
99S  Wretk  of  tho  "  London" 

100*  The  song  tliat  reached  my 

1001  The  Seoieh  brigade 

1002  1  owe  $10  to  u'Orady 

1003  I'm  the  father  of  a  liUIe  black 

1004  Where  is  Kathleen 

1005  Waiting,  waltlnp,  waftlnx 
loiifi  Malorev,  the  rolling  niiU  man 
10fi7  Dan  O'Brien's  raffle 
ltP08  Just  a  little  sunshine 

1009  A«  1  sat  uj>  >n  mv  de«r  old  mother^ 

1010  Alttterfivm  Iriland  Iko» 
101)  I'm  going  to  have  mr  name  abore  th 
lOiiJ  Judge  DulT.v  t.nj  mo  so  Idoo 
K'13  Man,  poor  man 

1014  When  baby  miile*  in  her  Bleep 

1015  S<^ngs  that  we  c-.ug 

1016  I  JsU'U  to  my  t.ilc  cf  woa 
I^lt  Meet  a  coon  to-night 

1018  f'epjierand  theeeck 

1019  Bnng  back  my  .sailnrtiny 

1020  Where  tlie  s piiiTows  uiU  chll>|lle* 

1021  Old  1k>ss  r..irry  [pantf 

1022  Midnight  t«]uad 
1033  Isiibehe  St.  Cliilr 
1024  Don't  run  dvwii  the  Irish 
li'25  From  the  cradle  t..  t!,egr»T» 
1026  The  little  flshermaiden 
1037  You  knriw 
lO-iS  Up  went  tho  price 
1029  Honor  thy  faUier  and  mothMF 
1(«0  Marguerite 
l<i.'?l  Kid  me  good-bye  and  go 
lO.'K'I'm  so  shv 
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Vas  A  button-hole  boiiQiiet 

tOM  I  fnrKet 

WW  She  mifrht  hkvo  licked  McOutT 

MM  Lore,  U>t  your  hiart  b<'  faithfu 

J037  Hun^<hine  is  ill  i'>ii:<f>  again 

MM  BaHv  that  never  coma 

Mm  I  like  it,  I  do 

UMO  It's  tiiiiiiy  what  latter  wiU  do 

IMl  Inn't  that  on  a»  fill  iiliaine 

lOa  Kiiitr  ddl  Kukii-ii  t>ell 

IMS  U<!l>i8  of  •ud  lioiauJ 

MM  Jt'tiMi  James  l^oy 

MM5  Yoiinir  iiinii  that  used  to  live  over  llie 

M46  We've  botli  Iw*-!)  there  l>eluie  inuiiy  a 

1047  Now  Icoino  totliiiik  of  it  [time 

1048  I  uaW  the  Sl«  '-"  <  '"liiady 

1019  W2U1  all  Ifjr  tan  It.-.  1  luve  ber  still 
••  MM)  Dear  little  hanl.t 
■    Wol'Just  ucrosM  froiii  Jersey 
\  lOlU  .s.iivati<>ii  m-iii.v,  <>li 
•   MW  Fo'ir 'leven  foity-lour 

1061  Family  ovviheud 

1065  I  nontlrr  h<in  U^itg  II  will  lost 

1066  CharlestoM  l.lu. ■» 

1067  Ma:..rUllleullier 
MM  Boodie 

1069  '1  nut's  an  olil  u-.-ir  witli  me 
1080  Valley  lay  finilimf  l.eti>re  mo 
Mtl  Little  lit-d^'e  wh.H.l 
1003  OldfeatiKrlM.I 
HC3  1  never  drink  U'liiiid  the  bar 
MW  Me  Sally's  ro'A  'ttlats 
Mte  I'll  Wear  the  trouM-rs,  oh 
lOM  8rr<ilhiiK  oil  ti.e  :^iuds 
M67  Miill»-rry  spi  int-'s 

1068  Good  b\e,  my  honey,  I'm  urone 

1069  Plum-imilfliiii.' 

lOiO  I  eoiilil  tell  it  it  1  f.lt  in  the  di.rk 
.  W7l  Let  El  ill  reiii'iolier  the  dujsuf  old 
'1072  11.  re  lifs  nn  uctor 
•M23  Misler  l>oole>  '.■<  kree<<< 
iJ074  Ten  thou9«iid  inilr."  away  on  fh«  banks 
q075  Mother's  laM  N  tt'^r  to  me    L"'  "  lonely 
-1076  Fi'i  and  lii.->  litt.e  brown  inure 
yion  W.ilei-cieSKs 
,M78  She  lives  on  Jliirrny  Hill 

{M79  Ell i,>«..t  Kii>-n 

'1080  iliii  rv,  liiile  rliilili'eii,  Sunday  «iom 
aom  Mv  irtlle!<i>ledoor 
}M83  It  >lio\ve|i  d  au'iiiii 

Market  on  Siitntdny  night 
Oilier  Hrranueiiuiita 
n.oil  de  v.....d-iii;e  iio«n 
As  «e  \^u:l<!el■  111  tlie  oi aDge-gTOlr* 
JI087  I>ii;i,  ye  iniriei?,  urill 
I'lt-'try-l'iek 
Only  a  bhie-bell 
AW)  Liitle  b  ' V  bhiv 
»W»l  Where  the  sweet  ningnoUa  grows 
lOOa  ol.l  l.la.-k  <■!■.» 
;093  Hi  it'll,  ho'  hMfc'o  Sally 
JOW  liU!.t  t:ie  bUlfi  I.. 
.UV5  IE<  d  liain'd  ki'V  and  near-by  whit« 
-;0t6  Lei  hei  Hi',  liuiliik'lier  [ttune 

]■''  Mi>s-;i'.->  weiUliiiii  Uljfht 
ji     01.1  Itii-n  tl.M.r 
■tt  Klai  maroli 
I        bi  ve  r.\  's  i<.i  s>ed  a«  ay 
;        I'leie  did  yoUK'^t  tlmtbatl 
•-      |.  M.-triiie 
103  s  anhtii's.i>3^ing  song 
UH  You  ami  I.  loxe 

105  M  >tro,-s  tluif  aie  frail  ltd  upon  the  wall 

106  Kazzle,  dazzle 

107  Whisllini'CoOD 
lOS  He!!..!  KtUly 
109  Kiiiul.^ 

UO  FaieMiil,  Marguerite 
•  111  Syar-  that  olu  miid  cnWn 
jilS  Since  Kate  l»f\nit  how  t<>  play 

lis  1  v.'ent  with  him,  or,  my  pul.  Jack 
^114  Johnstown  tl'K>d 
^416  l'usta^-e-.-tanll.  tllrtntlnn 
.  U«  Those  lovely  I'r.^Uiyii  giila 
.117  feUde,K.lly,  slide 
JU  SuUivun  a:id  Kilruin  flght 
'M  !><>',>  n  w  here  w.'  reamed  togetbflT 
]kSO  lh'\s  n  wfiit  Mccjiiity 
liui  Ja.-ta  iitUe 
■>iiS  Chaiui'ion  of  the  ivorld 
.U3  O.i.d  {iliUdsliuwl 

M  Near  it 

ti  Piiddy  Hhay 

JH  Hiie.itf'HSale 

^JI  Three  leaves  of  shamniolc 

jH  a  mother's  app.  ai  t,>  h.-r  boy 

is  AcroKH  tho  111  nitre  he  kois 
'     JO  Voii  will  never  know  a  mother's  love 

Si  Convict  and  the  hird  ^:>u'itin 

32  Say,  »  out  you  come  out  and  p  u>  I 

33  Chump:  or,  they  uiduieup 

34  Only  a  picture 
X  Same  old  walk 

i  SI  When  ..  e  ran  with  the  old  machlno 
37  lialljhioley 

3>  Hi:  waiter,  a  ilnzcn  more  bottles 
at  A.~k  a  p<,lieenian 
I      «0  Hid  he  if'-t  there 
41  D^iiiKeuwIxiy 

48  W  hy  don't  they  do  so  nowf 

49  'Where  did  jou  get  that  facel 
..4  Liiue  cini'i>  tL'Kmii^s 

'3  Since  Ri,-l"ilv  t.KjknnoatUbo'dhft'VOtiiy 
»  Inlaml  for  tli.'  Irish  jno 

7  Ljitle  Ani.ie  It.^m.y 

>•  HusJi:  don't  Wake  tho  baby 

ViC  Kotiiii  4,  MC'-iid  floor 

•  Einnift's  fill  twfll  to  his  true  love 


1151  Mapee'a  bark-yard 

ll,'i.2  IleuutifullauKUage 

115:t  My  hat 

ll.''>4  No«v  you'ro  talking 

ll.")5  ("asey'a  wifo 

lloij  I  Kay,  Mike 

ll.W  There jr.HsMcManua 

IKW  Metiiiity's  walio 

ll.')9  I  loaned  niy  Sund.-iy  coat  to  Malor.i'y 

IKiO  Down  on  the  fnriii 

1161  Are  you  with  ns,  Casey! 

116:3  He's  on  the  police  fort-o  now 

116-1  tacen 

IIM  Katie  Molloy     : 

11:15  I'm  a  oouslti  to  Parnell 

1160  liet  on  to  that  hoiKiU"!; 
1167  Siii.'e  Ciisey  runs  the  Hut 
llii.S  Hi-ll-!  John  :.ialoniy 
llijj  Dear  old  villaKc-school 
li;o  Sonir  that  breaks  my  lip.irt 
1171  Oh,  what  has  chaiigid  youl 
llT-J  That  i.H  love 
117:1  Little  hunch  of  Ulac* 
1 174  Flay  mates 
1173  Kelly's  new  Fprlng  pants 

1176  oh,  let  it  be  soon 

1177  .S;im  Uass 

ii7.S  Miice  Maprt-'io  loomed  to  sing 

1!7'J  I'll  paralj:6c  the  man  thatiiay.^ 

1I«0  .Adreadiul  oceideiil  l.Me(iiii!y 

1181  Si^'iior  lijii;  Iliiikter.  tho  biultone 

IISJ  Siiudav-sch-'Olnchelar  ,-inj.r.  r 

1183  ir  the  waters  could  Bpealc  as  they  l.,.v/ 

li.^it  .Mountitin  dew 

IK-f}  1  whistle  and  wait  for  Kai  io 

11K6  i)h,  leave  not  your  Katiil.  fii 

lis?  Tlirow  him  down,  Mil.':e.-.Ue/ 

IISH  Uus.  d  t.>  be  proper,  but  It  don't  (TT 

118'J  We'roall  liaii  'oiu  iJO'/ 

IIW  Prink  up,  bi'VS 

iVJl  My  dearoM  Iri^h  home 

U'J'i  Heardfin  bells 

11«3  liarney,  come  liomo 

Hill  Two  new  sport.s  in  town 

liaS  W  here  is  my  w;indeiiii»j  hoy  to-iitt;ht) 

ll'jii  Uttl  •  old  dudileeu 

1197  l.>h,  iiiamma;  hiiyinoth.it 

U'J.S  Dur's  a  UK.k  on  thecmclieu-coop  dooi* 

li;<'j  'II  icy  never  tol.l  a  Ho 

IJiHi  I,earnini;  Mctaddcii  to  v  ultz 

l:!(il  Salocnkeciiers'  CuJuluauduicaU 

I'.'O-*  Irish  Jubilee 

1JIJ3  He  was  a  pal  of  mine 

1,';>4  1'licj  'i  e  att«  r  mo 

l.'ik)  Sweet  Katie  CuunOT 

I'.'iii)  He  ain't  In  it 

1-^:7  Then  you  wink  the  other  eye 

li!ii3  1  «us  on  it 

I'>',i9  w'neu  1  get  to  1>e  a  man  like  ptk 

l.n)  Clancy  wasn  tiliit 

I'Jll  I'a.ldy  Fljun 

1  !1'.'  Comrades 

I'.'i:!  Mc.Manusand  hlAxrilkp-tailcoot 

l-.ill  I  oMie  (!i)%vii,  .Mrs>.  I'lviin 

I'^ilj  DreaniinR  asshcshepa 

r,'16  Blind  playeil  Anulo  Laurie 

1J17  Ma>k9and  fiices 

I'jis  switipiug  in  the  Qrapo-vhio rw;n<j 

rJI9  Little  Mun  is  still  above  the  diHU-. 

yiM  Livers' I  iu;irrel,  or  .Mary  ami  J'li'i 

IJil  Something  weiitwroU4;  wiililhe\i.)i!:9 

l.-.'-i  We  shall  all  be  angels  in  tlio  sweet  l,y. 

1K3  t  'ome  where  the  lUiea  biuuui     [lUiU-bjr 

l'.n!4  Good-niirht,  ladit.a 

l*,'a  Haul  me  bac!t  a>;aia 

r2M  Father  O'Hynn 

l'i27  Klatf  of  tho  free 

l-.'tiS  Th'J  golden  weddlnff 

r:-;J  on  n  ."Sunday  luuruiiis 

lj::0  The  lone  grave 

1'231  -your  necktie's  up  hcnind 

liJ-,'  I.iUle  Kaiinio  Mclntyre 

12:^3  rhirphy  ones  me  reut 

liW  Onlv  a  year 

12::5  1  dou't  know 

ri:;ri  I've  work,  d  eight  hours  this  dny 

l.':;7  .\  little  U.  anl  on  a  yming  man  grew 

i;:i.s  Wniiiw  Nolan's  door 

l'J.:'.i  Aikaiisaw 

IJiU  I'iiture  that  is  tiirne.l  toward  the  wall 

i-'U  He  ii'jvei  came  Imek 

K'li  o'l:    what  a  (litrerence  in  the  inorntiig 

1:^13  I  want  a  situation 

I'Ml  'ould  1  hut  siKit  the  winner 

I.'l.'i  .McNiiitv  .  you're  a  dai.sy 

l::i>i  i:ii^'fed  I'lit 

1-,'t^  <iaiie\'s  ti.itter 

i;iH  The  pimr  old  hum 

IJI'J  s.  iiteneed  to  death 

l-j.'iO  lilaiiie  It  on  to  ihe  girls        fof  families 

I'J-'il  .Misiakr-s  are  apt  to  liapfien  in  tiiu  best 

it-'.'i  Ne\-er  ill  a  .as*'  like  that 

1^53  Story  of  tin'  oul.l  eountre 

l:i">4  Mavoiiru'eii 

l^-n  Mntiv  O 

12.-.C  The  Christmas  tree 

li'iT  My  son,  my  only  .son 

la'jS  .Since  Nelly  went  away 

liVj   In  ml  a  Ikxiiii  der-o 

I'Jiiii  The  pardon  came  too  l.ite 

I'fl'.l  Twelve  nii'iilhs  ago  to-night 

l',"'i'.i  Kiieliiaii's  iM.y 

l-,v,.<  S<iiiir  o!  the  steeple 

li'il  He  never  smiled  iipain 

I'.Ji'i.'i  Tliex-  wi.rils  no  Slink.  sp<'are  wro(t 

12C6  Theie's  no  room  for  ino 

li''7  lietween  love  1111.I  .liity 


IWS  Knme  for  a  Watorhury  watCk 
1X9  Whi.si;  the  Imgie  man 
).!7i)  It's  hiHd  to  Ik'  a  nigger 
)',*ri  Hotel  Itoviil  fire 
1  ira  The  pr.  illi'.-il  son 
VSrA  The  sights  in  a  dime  musenm 
:  ',4  The  11,'Or  g.il  ilidn'l  know,  you  know 
l.TS'Tlie  Itroa.l" ay  swell  and  the  Bowery 
l'."6  Si-eiits  in  New  York  [bum 

)u,7  ThelMid  hotel 

l-'TS  It  lakes  a  irirl  to  do  it  every  time 
1 :79  Y'^oii'd  iH-ttcrstay  at  home,  lad 
)■;'«•  .toys  of  a  w.diling  ring 
1  ;S1  Tli'erc's  alw  iiys  a  ehair  for  me 
i:.s-!  I'r.isv  niiiniii;;un 
1  M  Tliv  land's  my  land 
lasi  Tho  iii»;htiiit.-ale's  song 
1  ;:Ci  The  Si.iwaway 
l-.^"'!  .V  little  biiil  whispered  torn* 
1  .'M7  i'ush  d.'iii  el.iiKis  away 
I'.'ss  I  s'.w  Ksiiii  kissing  Kate 
l-^l  The  wile's ilream 
li'Jii  'III.'  Iiiiikeii  home 

!'.':il  ill-  is  an  aiitsel  now  [old  mother 

I'.'r.'  .\  bunch  <if  shamrocks  from  my  dear 
r.';:3  I  handeil  it  over  to  Kiley 
i-:n  StrolliiiR  with  Noia 
I  .li.'i  Lu>  n  nice  little  home  in  the  country 
I  !"•«  o'iliien's  horse.  It  .nyparte 
I».<7  Sime  Murphy  broke  Ins  pledire 
if:*  My  s^tceth.  nrt's  the  man  in  the  moon 
1  :W  Tile  Keeley  i-iire 
I  <iiO  CiirlH-lt  and  Sullivan  fight 
III  ]>or..4  I  tell  you 
,.::'>■-•  1  h.Te  is  a  tavern  in  the  town 
i:i<l3  Tip  vour  hat  to  Nellie 
l.<04  III  old  Madrid 
1"=0'.  Columbus 

i:<i«  Molly  aid  r  and  the  baby 
i'W  i'a'Jdv,  wait  awhile  fde-ay 

I'K'J  I'm  till-  man  that  wrote  Tnra-ra  boom 
1  i')H  Maiden  and  the  lamb  Mario 

rtlu  Ihe  man  that  broke  the  bv  ik  at  Monte 
1311  He  nev.T  curt  s  to  wander  from  his  own 
13U  Minei'c:  liivamof  Home  tfireaide 

1313  I'olly  O'Neil 

1314  He  was  a  soldier 
1  il.'i  Oh,  ta  1.1-ra 

i:jl6  Tintf-a-ling-tlng-tay 

riir  'Ihe  c'untiy  girl 

L<18  Daddy  wouldn't  buy  me  a  bow-wow 

l.;i'J  Sweet  Nellie  Hawn 

l:<;.i  rh»r<,'  I"  a  stniUKer's  face  in  Heaven  now 

l:t21  I'll  never  go  there  again 

1.:*.^^  ^^  hen  the  .lays  griiw  Linger 

1 1'.'J  Where  the  cliickcu  gut  the  aie 

1  'Jl  After  the  ball 

K'.'j  I  linger 

l.iiC  Kis  my  dear  old  mother,  Jacic 


I  r:i  tiiiil  tlio  world  goes  on 


lover  here 


!:«<  Ini  the  man  that  brought  Columbus 

l.i.'j  I  loved  you  better  thau  you  knew 

i:'i.i'i  V  uu  can't  atop  her 

Id  r.iwery 

t:t31  Afterwords 

lf:ti  Willow 

i:i;!4  Keiilien  and  Cynthia 

1:1.1  Out  f.r  a  racket 

ii^:''>  Ki».  and  let's  make  up 

13.1;  I'oiumhus  nusau  Irishman 

nut  A  prett>  pirl 

1  i'i'j  Live  me  iiitle.  love  me  long 

mn  Two  Utile  gills  in  blue 

l-ll  Daisy  Uell 

l.'l«  Mie  is  r.y  pic  nio  girl 

1:13  lib.  pr.imlse  me 

1314  When  >uiiimer  comes  again 

131".  Aiwuys  mmd  your  i-istor,  Jennie 

lip;  V'.:unteer  oivaiiint  [ouirhttobe 

1  »(  Uiieof  Inn  leifs  is  hmger  than  It  rrally 

li't  In  the  hrlpht  iii<>.i|ili./ht 

13IJ  The  v.idonr's  pleafor  her  son 

Uiii  Ilea.  IS 

i:i.'.|  Kh.'p  the  hoine  toi;ether 

i:'.i'j  T'liii  and  I'll  ko  too 

)3.i:i  1  love  yon  In  spile  of  all 

I. ,'14  Tlie>  all  tske  after  me 

I  '.M  Nfilii  ;iiiii  .May,  sisters  weretbey 

;  :'•';  Little  Johnny  l>i,(;an 

1     7  lio'-riMe 

1  '-<  .Same  sweq^  Ix'll.'t  are  ringing 

1  yj  Hfive  you  .^..-ii  h.-if 

:  ■111  I).. n't  r.ri'et  m-.  .Mary 

1  K'll  Fallen  by  the  "at side 

l::-i3  iMlifi)  w.nth  l!viii((l 

i:;«3  December  and  May 

i:'»-l  They  Hie  the  best  friends  of  all 

l'.ii>  The  ship  I  love 

1  ii'i  N.iii.'v  <j|:iiicy's  beau 

i:i'ii  My  J.ilmnna  Johiisiin 

i::'i8  Yiiiii  iiioiiier  and  I.  Mxinrie 

I'AO  We  never  sjieak  her  iiutiio 

l:.7ii  Ii».i  all  ifoiie  now 

1  !7I  \\  hen  I'cggy  and  I  are  wed 

V,'ii  My  .Mnrio 

i:r;3  Mnmie.  come  kiss  your  honey  boy 

'  i74   I  he  fatal  we.lilin^r 

131.1  The  chi  istenini;  of  Maggie's  baby 

)l<6  Seeiii);  Jennie  home 

i:!77  t'r.ri  i'j 

l:i7H  No.  'Any,  don't  ask  me  to  marry 

I  79  Hiilf  past  iilnu 

1  :ho  The  little  lost  child 

I  s|  The  w.irkintrman's  drenm 

|:.'<'!  The  face  upon  the  latrroum  floor 

h>H3  Conversation  water 

1:1:44  L'lvc  will  bring  me  l>ack  again 


'-I 


ISM  The  gay  sonbrette 

i:«t<5  Will  we  ever  be  able  to  fiyf 

1.1(17  The  little  musician 

i:',88  K  aniiiig  in  the  clover' 

1S.H9  I>.in-(.  leave  the  old  home,  Manila 

13'J0  Trtiggy  Voo 

1391  Ami  tho  verdict  was 

y.vji  I'll  take  you  home  apain,  Kathleen 

i:t93  lireet  tho  old  man  w  ith  a  smile 

I'ttM  The  man  that  broke  the  hrokers  ilown 

i:Ul.'i  The  (iermaii  Fifth  (in  w  all  Rtie.  I 

i:iM  Fare  thee  well,  mv  little  sweetheart 

1397  The  pride  of  the  hall 

1:I98  Walking  on  do  rainbow  in  de  sky 

i:«9  Day  by  day  years  hsve  r.llecl  on 

IKK)  He  married  the  dHUiihter.mntlicrand  all 

14i>l  Won't  you  be  my  sweetneartf 

lio-;  Apple  blossoms 

1403  The  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin 

14e4  My  iiearl's  a  Uowery  girl  .        . 

lin.'i  MBkrk:ie  Mooney  j . 

14uC  While  the  dani'e  croes  on 

14"7  Picture  el({htv-four  fhet  hack 

1408  And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  du..  11 

1409  Take  him  to  y.iur  lirntt  acraln 

1410  I'pon  life's  ocean  ca*t  aw  »y  [\ ,  » 

1411  when  vou  know  the  girl  you  love  loves 

1412  Kind  words  |  ill 

1413  There's  no  piece  like  the  old  home  iifter 

1414  I  don't  wnnt  to  play  in  youryikrd 
141')  Wait.  Mr  rostinaii 

1116  Magic  pictures  in  the  grate 

1117  Swell  up  to  date 

1418  Thliikiiii;  of  one  she  loves 

1419  Only  to  see  my  m.ilber 
II'JO  H"W  doy.iu  like  it! 

1421  I  long  to  see  tde  olil  home  once  apain 

142*2  When  we'ie  inaiiie.i  b>  ntid  hy 

1 1'H  llelieve  1110  if  lilt  those  eiidcarini;  young 

1121  Lok  in  mv  heart  [eliarma 

lfi5  Mv  lieaiitifiil  lii.-h  maid 

1126  Olcolt's  Irish  serenade 

ll'27  Katy  Mahonu 

1428  .N.ilhiiiif'st.ioR'iod  for  the  Irish 

II'2'J  Take  hack  the  eiiKageiiient  ring 

irio  He  Kot  the  rinkey  dink 

1131  Gill  wanted 

11:12  Linger  longer.  Ixio 

1133  His  last  thoiiKhts  weroof  you 

M:<4  The  chiii'cli  a.-ro-s  the  way 

ll.'to  How  nic  thst  all  must  bo 

1138  Those  lust  ha|i|iv  d.ivs 

lt<7  MeGintv  at  the  iiviiiir  pictures 

1 138  Mc.Nitlly '8  old  backj  ard 

li;)»  I'hoebe 

1440  Itroken  hearts 

1441  Whose  Utile  irirl  are  youl 

1142  Theirlrll  love 

1143  Hearts  are  tnimp^ 
Iti4  The  little  t.iy  dniio 

1115  I  went  h  .me  wid  Michael 

1 116  Forget  the  past 

1117  Kusie,  do  you  lull  me! 

1118  He  married  Ri:ev's  bri.lP 
1149  Oh!  how  I  loVe  s»eet  Kuthleen 
lliii)  When  the  mallni'iii  comes 
ItM  CMn't  fii.il  the  Dutch  (Iwail 
IKiJ  Liitle  Johnny  Ji'hosin  Is  my  Riimlny 
I4.'i3  The  ails  that  druve  him  crazy 

■  LSI  Happy  isthe  bride  that  the  sun  shines  on 

14.i5  Fiiendlv  neiirhbursfurtwenty-flvejeaii 

1456  Sweet  Jennie  DrowD 

lt.'>7  Tommy  Atkins  I 

1 1'W  Otie  irirl  in  the  world  for  me  ■' 

ll.'iU  Denied  a  homo 

1160  .After  your  wand'rlng,  come  hume 

1461  Tell  me  that  you  love  m-  i-till 

1162  I'll  never  go  out  w  ith  Hll.v  oiiy  more 

lli'>3  I'm  g>  iiiir  to  tell  on  )  .III.  Knlitt 

1  nil  it's  a  trood  thinir,  push  It  along 

lli).''>  Still  his  whiskeisprew  1 

1466  She  mil  v  have  seen  ln-tt4.*r  days         i 

1167  I'lettv  Jennie  Sliitterv 

llfiS  Wlint's  the  matter  wi'tll  your  feet! 

1169  I'licle  J.hii 

1170  What  C'lUld  the  poor  girl  dot 

1171  My  dud's  111"  eiiKiiieer 

1172  Her  pictine  whs  there  next  to  mine 
1473  This  IS  unexiX'Cte  I 

1174  You  don't  tind  a  girl  like  mv  girl  e\e>v 
1475  Knthleell  [day 

l«i6  My  Coner  li-land  girl  •     1 

1477  Sweet  Filleeii  I        • 

1478  Streets  of  Cniro 

1479  The  Iwiid  played  on 

1180  Just  Hs  it  used  t.i  Ih.  In  dats  gxine  by 

IIRI  Mary  rode  Ihe  hike  and  hull 

14H2  Diiii*t  fioK,  t  the  fileiiiisthat  R'-e  .leaier 

l(.s;l  II  sey  Mairee  (thun  gold 

IIKI  I  never  loved  until  I  met  you 

14H5  With  a  wife  and  a  iie'it  little  home 

1486  What  will  JOU  fay,  sweet  Kitty  Sjlieal 

Il.ti  Diniett  ami  Nickels 

IIM  "      ■        • 

1489  III  the' lUrroom 

1 1«0  Fishlnif— f.ir  whaU 

ll'Jl  Tiieiriil  next  dii  r 

14',»2  The  Uuweiy  Bull 
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We  will  send  10  of  the  above  Songs,  your  selection,  for  10  cents:  30  for  25  cents;  50  for  40  cents  ;  100  for  75 
;nt»«  or  1000  for  $5.  C^'  Remember,  we  will  not  send  less  thun  10  of  these  Son^s  by  mail.  Be  sure  to  order  Sonss 
/  their  numbers  in  rotation.  We  vcill  send  the  sheet  music  of  any  song^  on  this  pagOi  arranged  for  the  pianot  M^orOS 
jkd  music  combined,  for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  3  copies  for  $1.  -.'.:.        1     ■, 
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s  ail  orders  to  either  our  New  York     UFUBV      I      lAIFUIflMBI      ll.-l.l"^l ( I30  It  132  Park  Row.  NEW  YORK. 
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BUDGET  OF  UUIVC.3 


PRICE    25   CENTS. 

ThU  nnw  Badret  of  JokM  has  been  "launched  Into  exlrteno«  *  with  •  rich  earso  of 
Blb-llokUDg,  llde-lpUtttDg,  Bulton-Baratinc  Jokes  and  Witticisms— embraclnir  Irish 

Bulls,  Dutch  Comicalities,  Yankee  Yams, 
Comical  Hits,  Flowers  of  Wit,  Excru- 
tiatiDK  Jokes,  Enit-Men's  Jokes,  Jollr 
Jukes,  Ludicrous  Drolleries,  Sable  Witti- 
cisms, and  many  other  kinds  that  will 
"touch  the  funny  b<>ne  "  every  time.  It 
Is  not  sa.N  in(;  ton  much  that  thixboi'k  cod- 
tuiiis  a  K"<'d  pnrt  of  the  choicest  humor 
in  the  EiieMsh  lanKunKe.  interlaidi^  with 
Irisli  aii<l  Uerman  » it  and  humor.  It  can 
be  safely  recommended  as  a  "remedy 
for  the  most  obstinate  case  of  Bluea" 
We. feel  safe  in  sayinx  that  this  l>o<>k  will 
rank  with  the  best  humorous  booLs  ever 
published.  Every  iiage  is  "  boilinc  over 
with  mirth  and  hilarity  "—In  fact,  the 
whole  book  Is  "crammed,  Jammed, 
heupedupnnd  running  over"  with  pure 
and  fre«h  English,  Iri.-<b  and  German  Wl* 
and  Huinur.  If  there  ever  was  a  book 
published  that  will  please  you,  it  Is  thia 
one,  as  it  affords  fun  tor  a  life  time.  It  «-ill 
prove  u  flrst-class  medium  through  which 
to  entertain  yur  friends  with  ineffable 
pleasure.  AH  the  great  Humorists  of  the 
aay  will  refer  to  it,  because  they  ca)\  find 
in  it  material  appropriate  for  any  coca- 
Blon.  Now,  reader,  it  will  itay  you  to  send 
for  this  book,  as  jou  will  get  ten  timei 
£5  cents'  worth  of  fun  out  of  it.  It  con- 
tains 112  (lapex,  w  ith  handsome  cover,  and 
is  a  flistcliiss  book  in  every  respect 
Price  25  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail, 
post-paid.  Get  four  of  your  friends  to 
club  in  with  you  at  25  cents  each,  making 
**  ftl  In  all,  and  tliereby  get  your  own  book 
free  of  oharce.  Clean  and  anoaed  U.  S.  posuqte  stamps,  of  any  deuoaUnation,  taken 
same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods. 
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This  Book,  the  second  of  the  series,  con- 
tains 128  Popular  Comlo  and 
Sentimental    Irish    Songs    and 

Ballads  not  found  in  No.  1  Book— afcw 
of  them  we  will  name  here,  vii:— A  H.indful 
of  Earth— An  Agricultural  Irish  Girl— An 
Irish  Fair  Day— liridKet  Donahue — Bold 
Jack  Donahoe— Brij;ht  Emerald  Islo  of  tho 
Sea— Bright  Little  Spot  on  the  Ocean— Cil- 
leen  Baw  n— Ca.-<ey's  whiskr  j— Dan  O'Brien's 
Raffle— Fme  Old  Irish  Gentleman— Flan- 
igan,the  Lodger— Give  an  Honest  Irish  lAd 
a  Chance — Green  Linnet^Garden  where  the 
Praties  Grow- Good-bye,  Mike,  Good-bye, 
I'at— Green  Above  the  Red- Heenan  and 
Sayers— How  Faddy  Stole  the  Rope— Paddy 
Carey— Inniskillen  Dragoon— Iri-'h  Spree— 
Iri.sh  Slolly,  0!-Is  that  Mr.  Reillyt-I'm 
lYoud  I'm  an  Irishman  Bom— Irish  Ixive- 
Letters— Irish  Scl-.oolmaster— Jolly  Irish- 
man—Just to  Show  My  Besiw'ct.<!  to  MoGinnis 
—John  Mitchell— J<.hnny  Doyle— lAds  Who 
Live  in  Ireland— I-amentation  of  Johnny 
Reel— L.^kes  of  Cold  Fiim— Lamentation  of 
James  Rodgers- K.icKenna's  Dream— M.on- 
tle  so  Gre<'n— Morris.sey  and  Hecr.an  Fight- 
Man  that  Struck  O'ltara-  My  Bonny  I.abor- 
ing  BoT— Mr.  McAnally  and  His  Ould  High 
Hat— My  Father  Sould  Charcoal— Mrs.  Mc- 
Ijiughlin's  Partv- Over  the  Mountain— Old 
Leather  Breocfios— Old  Bog- Hole— Peggv 
O'Moore— Pat  Roach  at  the  Play— Poor  Irish 
Minstrel— Pat's  Not  so  Black  as  He's  Been 
I'ainted— Pretty  Mary,  the  Dairyman's 
Daughter— Paddy  Magoc's  Dream— Paddy 
Shay- Pad<lv  Miles— Petticoat  Line— Rocky 
Road  to  Dublin— Remember,  Boy,  You're 
Irish— Rose  of  Tralee — Rambler  from  Clare 
^  River  Roe— Sullivan  and  Kilraln  Fight— Tliere  Never  was  a  Coward  where  the  Shani- 
r<K'k  Grows— Tipperary  Chri8t«"ning— Teddv  M'Glynn— Three  Leaves  of  Shamrock— 
When  McGlnnis  (Jets  a  Job— Where  Is  Kathleen  •- Written  In   Letters  of    Gold— Why 

P.-vddy'B  Always  Poor— and  54  Other  equally  popular  Songs.  This  book  wV 
be  sent  to  any  address,  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTb. 
t  lean  and  unused  Postage  Stamps,  of  amy  denonunation,  taken  in  payment  for  goods 
lame  as  cash.    Address  all  orders  to 


IMPORTANT.— Clean  and  nnused  United  States 
Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  ms7i,  in  any  amount 
vr  denomination,  for  all  goods  advertincd  in  this  Catalogue.  On  all 
vrders  from  Canada,  for  Merchandise,  10  cents  extra  for  postage 
must  be  sent.  In  sending  Silver,  you  sliould  ahrays  he  sure  to  wrap 
a  small  piece  of  newspaper  around  it,  to  prevent  it  from  tearing 
through  tTie  Envelope.  Send  Chreenbacks  for  large  anumnts  if  not 
inconvenient  to  you. 
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Most  Popular  Songs  of  the  Day. 


^^  This  book  will  b«  sent  to  any  address,  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
TWXNTT-FIVB  CENTS  in  ftUver  or  U.  S.  poaUge  ■taints. 
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Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or    )    UFMRV     I 
V    Chlcaso  House,  whlcbever  Is  nearest  to  vou.  \    IIIbIIII  I    lli 
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Ads  that  Drove  nim  Crazy  (The)— Comis Kent  40 

After  Tonr  Wand'rlng  Come  nome— SeotlmenUI Graham  40 

Angel  Mother  Walts  for  Me— Sentimental ^  Skelly  40 

Belleville  Convent  Fire  (The>— Pathetic. Straight  40 

Bowery  Ball  (The)— Comic,  Irish Gallon  40 

Can't  Fool  the  Dutch— Comic,  Irish , Miller  40 

Conversation  Water— Convivial  Song  and  Chorns Lester  40 

Dar'B  a  New  Moon  In  de  Sky — Negro Lester  40 

Day  by  Day  Tears  Have  Rolled  on — Sentimental Miller  40 

Denied  a  Home— Descriptive. Miller  40 

Did  Yon  Notice  ItT— Topical  Skelly  40 

Dimes  and  Nickels— Descriptive —  Fremont  40 

Don't  Forget  Me,  Mary— Sentimental Skelly  40 

Don't  Forget  the  Friends  that  Are  Dearer  than  Gold— Sentmental . . .  Miller  40 

Dying  Girl's  Message  (The)— Pathetic Skelly  40 

Face  upon  the  Barroom  Floor  (The)— Descriptive Skelly  40 

Fare  Thee  Well,  My  Little  Sweetheart— Sentimental Sonthwick  40 

Forget  the  Past— Sentimental Appel  40 

Friendly  Neighbors  for  Twenty-five  Years— Up-to-date,  Irish Sptcli  40 

Girl  Next  Door  (The)— Sentimental Friday  40 

Happy  Is  the  Bride  that  the  Sun  Shines  on— Sentimental Edwards  40 

Have  Ydq  Seen  Hert- Waltz  Song EdrtarJs  40 

Hearts  Are  Trumps— Comic Kent  40 

He  Got  the  Rinkey  Dink— Comic Edwards  40 

He's  Off  His  Trolley— Comic Edwards  40 

He  Married  Riley's  Bride— Comic,  Irish Edwards  40 

He  Married  the  Dauijhter,  Mother  and  All— Comic Miller  40 

Her  Picture  Was  There  Next  to  Mine— Sentimental Speck  40 

How  Do  Yon  Like  ItT— Topical Murphy  40 

How  Nice  that  All  Must  Be— Comic Miller  40 

I'm  Going  to  Tell  on  Yon,  Katie— Serio-Comic Edwards  40 

I  Long  to  See  the  Old  Home  Once  Again— Sentimental Parker  40 

I  Never  Loved  until  I  met  You— Sentimental Speck  40 

It's  All  Gone  Now— Comic Keen  40 

I'll  Not  Go  Out  with  Reilly  Any  More— Comic,  Irish Milltr  40 

Jast  As  It  Used  to  Be  In  Days  Gone  By— Sentimental Graham  40 

Kind  Words— Sentimental Mahoncy  40 
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Words  and  Hiuio  by  Walter  P.  Keen. 


Down  \D  a  valley  a  (;ardener  dwells,  renring  the  roses  and  daisies. 
He  has  u  daiigliter,  tiie  fairest  of  lieiles,  sweet  as  tlie  viol>-ts  there. 
>,  I  flrxt  beheld  iier  one  moruin>;  in  May,  waikiut;  'mid  flowery  mazes; 
/     My  admiration  compelled  me  to  say,  "  Of  flowers,  you  are  tlie  most  fair." 

Refrain. 

Clara,  my  Clara,  fairer  than  ruses  and  rarer. 
Always  neat,  (lennire  and  suet- 1,  and  true  as  trtie  can  be; 

Sweet  are  the  flowers,  growiiit;  In  t>euutifiil  howers, 
Ev'ry  posey  is  fair  to  see,  but  Clara  is  fairer  to  me. 

Daily  I  visit  the  garden  since  tlien,  courting  my  beautiful  Clara, 
And  I  am  brimful  of  happinesri  wlien  we  ti'll  of  love  that  is  true. 

When  e'er  each  beauteous  flower  I  see,  gracefully  I  will  compare  ber, 
Her  dreamy  eyes  alie  will  flx  upon  me,  and  answer  the  same  unto  yoa.— CAo. 


When  Daddy  and  Ma  Were  Wed. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Edgar  Selden. 


Love  spied  a  winsome  lass,  romping;  the  fleUls  In  May, 
And  tried  to  win  her  lieart;  her  answer  was  only  "Noy." 
"Love  rules  the  world,"  quoth  he;  she  lauKhingly  shook  her  head — 
"  Oil,  that  was  many  years  ago,  when  daddy  and  ma  were  wed.'' 

Choru.*. 
When  daddy  and  ma  were  wed. 

Love  counted  for  more  than  gold; 
It  wasn't  a  question  of  money  then. 

When  the  old,  sweet  tale  was  told. 
But  times  have  chan»;ed  since  then. 

And  oft'  you'll  hear  it  said. 
The  world  has  urown  gray,  in  its  own  narrow  nay, 

Since  my  daddy  and  ma  were  wed. 

Then,  like  the  butterfly,  gilding  from  flow'rto  flow'r. 

Heedless  of  love's  true  wortli,  she  sought  after  wealth  and  pow'r; 

Soim  then  the  tempter  came,  with  subtle  and  stealthy  tread. 

Just  as  he  did  long  years  ago,  when  daddy  and  ma  were  wed.—  Chorui. 

But  ere  it  wns  too  late,  love  crossed  ber  path  once  more ; 

Gladly  she  gave  her  heart  to  him  whom  she'd  scorned  before. 

Loud  rant;  the  marriage  hells,  as  love  to  the  maiden  said: 

"We  live  agaiu  those  good  old  days,  wheu  daddy  and  ma  were  wed."— CAon«. 


I  Don't  Want  to  Play  in  Your  Yard 
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Words  by  PhiUp  Wingate.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petri*. 


Once  there  lived,  side  by  side,  two  little  maids. 
Used  to  ilress  just  alllte,  hair  down  In  braids. 
Blue  tclng'nm  pinafores,  stocking's  of  red, 
Litile  SMii-lM>niiels  ttail  on  eiicli  pretty  liead. 

'_■  When  school  was  over,  secrets  they'd  tell, 

'~  Whispering  arm  in  arm,  down  by  the  well; 

One  day  a  quarrel  came,  liot  teaas  were  shed— 
"  Tou  can't  play  iu  our  yard,"  but  the  other  said: 

Cqorus. 

"  I  don't  want  to  play  in  your  yard,  I  don't  like  you  any  more, 
Ton'll  be  sorry  when  you  see  me  sliding  down  our  rellar  door, 
Tou  can't  holler  down  our  rain-barrel,  you  can't  ciimb  our  apple  tree, 
I  don't  want  to  play  in  yonr  yard,  if  yon  won't  be  good  to  me." 

Next  day  two  little  maids  each  other  miss. 

Quarrels  are  soon  made  up,  sealed  with  a  kiss, 

Then  hand  in  hand  again,  happy  they  go, 
i  Friends  all  thro'  life  to  be.  they  love  each  other  so. 

Soon  school  days  pass  away,  sorrows  and  bliss, 
'  But  love  remembers  yet,  quarrels  and  kiss, 

Iu  sweet  dreams  of  cliildhnod  we  hear  the  cry: 

"You  can't  play  in  our  yard,"  and  the  old  reply:  — CAor««. 


■MIJ«,» 


WAIT,     MISTER     POSTMAN. 
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Words  by  Stanley  Wood.    Mnsia  by  Henry  Houselej. 

The  postman  was  late,  and  was  running  along. 

To  iraiher  the  letters  in  time. 
When  he  heard  a  sweet  voice,  like  a  meadow-lark's  aong, 

Or  a  mellow-toned  silver  bell's  chime. 

Chorus. 
"Walt.  Mister  Postman,  don't  hurry  so  fast. 
Wait,  Mister  Postman,  I've  caught  you  at  last. 
This  letter  must  go  iu  the  mall  i>efore  seven, 
The  letter  I've  written  to  mama  in  lieuv'n. 
Walt,  Mister  Postman,  don't  hurry  so  fast, 
Walt,  Mister  Postman,  I've  cauicht  yon  at  last. 
This  leiter  must  go  in  the  mail  before  seven. 
The  letter  I've  written  to  mama  in  heav'n." 

The  postman  was  rough,  but  he  paus'd  and  look'd  down. 

And  saw  a  wee  bit  of  a  girl. 
With  trusting  blue  eyes,  and  with  tresses  of  brown, 

Wreath'd  iu  many  a  beautiful  curl. 

CeoRCS. 
"  Walt,  Mister  Postman,  please  bend  down  your  liead. 
Wait,  Mister  Postman,  my  mama  is  dead. 
This  letter  must  go  in  llie  mail  before  seven. 
The  letter  I've  written  to  mama  in  heav'n. 
Wait,  Mister  Postman,  please  bend  down  your  head, 
Wait.  Mister  Postman,  my  mama  Is  dead. 
This  letter  must  go  in  the  mail  before  seven. 
The  letter  I've  written  to  mama  in  heav'n. 

"  Wait,  and  I'll  read  what  I've  written,"  said  she: 

"Dear  mama,  I'm  lonesome  and  sad 
Since  you  went  far  away;  won't  you  please  send  for  mef 

If  you  woald,  I'd  be  ever  so  glad. 

Chorus. 
"  Wait  Mister  Postman,  don't  hurry  away. 
Wait,  Mister  Postman,  and  answer  me,  pray, 
Will  mama  get  this  if  it's  mailed  before  sevenf 
The  leiter  I've  written  to  mama  iu  heav'n. 
Wait,  Mister  Postman,  don't  hurry  away. 
Wait,  Mister  Postman,  and  answer  me,  pray. 
Will  mama  get  this  if  it's  mailed  before  seven. 
The  letter  I^e  written  to  mama  in  heav'n." 


THREE    CHAPTERS. 
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Words  by  Walter  De  Frece.    Music  by  Charles  E.  Pratt  and  Walter  De  Frece. 


Two  dear  old  chnms,  who  had  been  pals  since  they  were  college  boys, 
And  never  parted  all  iheir  lives,  dividing  cares  and  joys. 
Once  suddenly  discovered  that  they'ie  drifting  far  atwrt. 
For  gay  nights  seem  to  vanish,  ami  the  old  larks  never  start.  J 

They  meet,  und  Bill  says,  "  Oarry,  how  is  It  yon  are  so  scarcef  j 

The  people  think  we've  had  a  row,  or  maylie  somelhiiig  wortic."  { 

Then  Harry,  with  a  knowing  wink,  says,  "I'm  all  right,  old  pal."  > 

And  Bill  at  once  surmises  that  the  trouble  is  a  gal. 

Cborub. 

"So  you're  smitten?"  "Just a  little"  "Is  she  pretty?"  "Stand's alone; 
Slie'sthe  dandy  of  the  lot,  I  mean  to  say." 

"  Any  figure?"  "  Like  a  Venus."  "  And  her  shape  is?"  "  Ail  her  own; 
You  couldn't  find  her  equal,  anyway." 

Instead  of  going  lo  his  club,  to  meet  his  old  pal.  Bill, 

Each  night  flnds  Harry  shaveil  and  dress'd  with  care,  (inite  restless  'liil 

The  church  clock  chimes  the  hour,  which  tells  a  visit  lie  must  pay. 

To  aee  the  charmer  who  lias  drawn  him  from  his  club  awuy. 

Observe  him  as  he  nervnnslv  approaches  her  street  door; 

A  bashful  knock,  a  hurried  shalte,  to  fix  himself  l>efore. 

He  hears  a  step  approaching,  and  the  si-rvaiit  girl  appears. 

And  then  this  conversation  tiieru  one  generally  hears: 

Ohorha 
"Evening,  Mary;  I'ma  nnisancel"  "Master's  out."  "Oh,  is  Miss  Kate?" 

"Guess  not  much,  while  you're  alxmt,  sir,  I  should  say." 
"In  the  parlor?"  "No,  she's  dressing."  "  Oh,  tlien,  thanks,  I'd  better  wait." 

You  t>«t  your  boots  that  Harry's  come  to  stay. 

The  years  roll  by,  and  changes  come,  as  changes  always  will. 
And  once  again,  by  chonre,  our  hero  meets  his  old  pal.  Bill, 
But  what  a  cliance,  for  Harry  has  not  found  a  fltting  mate, 
Whilst  Bill  has  lived  contented,  in  a  happy  married  state.  ^ 

"  Comparisons  are  odious,"  but  oh,  it  is  so  strange, 
For  Bill  is  bright  and  lively  still,  in  Harry,  there's  a  change. 
But  o'er  a  glass  they  sit  and  chat,  and  think  of  by-gone  days; 
It's  a  novel  in  a  nutshell,  too,  as  Bill  to  Harry  says: 

Ch<irds. 
"So  you're  married?"  "Yes,  I'm  married."  "  And  you're  happy  T' 

"Well,  so  so."  "And  the  wife's  well?"  "When  I  left  her  yestenlay." 
"Any  children?"  "  Four— and  beauties."  "You  are  lucky;  one  more  drink." 

"  The  wife  objects  to  more  thau  one  a  day." 
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KNiaHTS  OF  THE  MYSTIC  STA 
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Words  by  Edward  Barrigan.    Music  by  Dave  BralMm. 

We  represent  a  migtity  can«e,  dat  is  to  penetrate 

De  jungles  of  dark  Africa,  all  for  to  educiite: 

Tne  savage  of  the  wilderness — dat's  naked  over  dar —         ■      •    ' 

Show  him  de  iucande«ceiit  iiKiit,  ali  of  de  mystic  star. 

Cborub. 

Look  to  de  west  when  in  disiresfl,  then  form  de  letter  T, 

Juetaay  cackoo,  and  loo-loo-loo,  wheueverjou oradry; 

Each  gallant  knight  flush  de  red  light, 

In  time  of  danger  always  hriglit 

De  secret  call  dat  briiiga  as  all  am  S-T-A-R,  star, 

'Way, 'way  over  yonder  where  ihey  muke  the  thunder; 
Shine  on,  oh,  shine  on,  thou  mighty  mystic  star, 

Dere's  Murs  and  Venus  siiining,  clouds  with  silver  lining; 
Shine  on,  oh,  shiue  on,  de  kuigliis  of  de  uiyslic  star. 

The  Zulu  trilies  of  Zanzihar  they  love  to  masticate 
White  misaiouury  preacher  man,  and  serve  him  on  a  plate; 
Tliey  never  eut  de  daikey  meat  we  send  to  Africa, 
The  blackest  kind  of  minister,  all  of  de  mystic  etar.—CA0n{«. 

Old  Darwin  said  de  monkey  was  de  first  to  walk  and  talk. 
Had  etiquette  aud  manners,  too,  and  eat  8<>np  with  a  fork; 
De  rang-a-tang  he  wore  a  ban^  aud  loved  his  pa  and  ma; 
We  ape  him  in  our  membership,  all  of  de  mystic  Star.— C/UTnw. 

Now  go  up  to  de  Central  Park,  look  through  de  telescope, 

And  tliere  behind  de  milky  way,  just  like  a  cantalope, 

In  silver  light  both  d^y  and  night  is  shining  from  afar 

An  emblem  of  our  bfotherhoot*,  thou  beaming  mystic  atu.— Chorus. 


THE    SWELL    UP    TO    DATE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S  Miller. 


Vm  a  swell  yon  see— qnite  naturally,  I  dress  in  stvle  to  perfection. 

Although  not  rude.  I  niav  intrude,  but  ill  a  pleiisnnt  wav. 
My  style,  us  shown,  'lie  all  my  own,  I  eay  with>>ai  dfcepiinn; 

Aud  ladies  fair,  most  ev'ry  wliere,  they  always  smile  and  aay: 

Cbobcs. 

I  am  the  swell  up  to  date,  boys:  doesn't  his  style  plainly  show  Itf 
Te«,  I'm  a  swell,  bona  fide  swell,  the  eay.  daehinu  belle's  they  all  know  it; 
I  dress  in  the  height  of  the  fasliion :  cniipples  all  say  I  w  ill  rue  it. 
But  1  have  the  stuff,  and  can  keep  it  up,  fur  I  got  the  money  to  do  it. 


^  •  »■ 


Nothing's  Too  Good  for  the  Irish. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  J.  Joseph  Ooodwln  and  Monroe  H.  Rosenfeld. 


I'll  tell  yez  a  story  that  was  told  to  me, 

A  good  old  story.  Gramma  Machree, 

When  me  mother  was  dying,  "Oh,  lad,"  eayssbei 

"  Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Irish." 
When  we  come  here,  me  and  brother  Dan, 
■    Says  he,  "  We'll  do  the  best  we  can." 
They  made  him  a  copper,  and  ine,  an  alderman— 

Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Iiisb. 

Chorus. 

Dutchmen  were  made  for  to  carry  coal  and  shovel  snow,  ' 

Italians  for  organs,  and  Englishmen  to  masli; 
Ciiinese  for  washing,  the  Japs  for  a  juggling  sliow, 

Nagurs  to  whitewash,  tiie  Jews  were  made  for  cash; 
Cubans  for  cigarettes,  the  Portugese  to  sail  the  sea, 

Scotchmen  for  bak'ries,  the  French  were  made  for  style, 
RubsIhiis  for  mining,  Americans  for  liberty. 

But  the  men  made  for  bosses  were  the  sons  of  Erin's  Isle. 
Then,  hip,  hip,  hurrah  I  £iiu-go-braghI 

Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Irish. 

Now,  me  brother  Mike,  when  he  came  here  last  fall. 

Be  was  the  laddie  they  eay  knew  It  all. 

Be  soon  became  the  leader  of  Taiumauy  Hall — 

Nothiiiu's  too  good  for  the  Irish. 
But  Mike  feared  work,  so  lie  wouldn't  budge; 
Save  he  to  me,  as  he  gave  me  a  nudge, 
"Just  wait  'till  eU-cimn,  you  will  see  me  judge;'* 

Nothing's  too  good  fur  the  Irish.— C'Ao>'U«. 

Sure  none  of  me  tribe,  boys,  has  ever  worked  hard. 
Me  fatiier-in-law'e  on  the  boulevard. 
Cousin  Tim,  he's  a  foreman  in  the  Old  Pipe  Yard- 
Nothing's  too  good  for  tlie  Irish. 
Old  Uncle  Pat  he's  uoltody's  fool. 
He  gnardt)  ice  in  summer  to  see  it's  kept  cool. 
Me  sister,  Mary  Ellen,  sure  she  teaches  school; 
Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Iripli. — Chorus. 

I've  just  l>een  made  the  father  of  a  twelve-pound  lad. 
He's  whlfkers  already,  now  that's  not  bad, 
He's  sure  to  be  president  some  day,  bedad— 

Notliing's  too  i!00(i  for  the  Irisli. 
He'll  then  sail  off  wid  his  blackthorne  stick. 
And  marrv  the  Queen,  make  the  British  sick, 
And  free  Erin's  Isle  like  a  good  old  Mick; 

Nothing's  tou  good  for  the  Irish.— CAortM. 


At 


the  races  gay.  I'm  there  eacii  day:  I'm  the  centre  of  attraction. 
Vith  turn-out  flue,  I'm  dend  In  line,  the  envy  of  the  Itemiz, 


wiiu  inru-oui  line,  i  in  uenu  in  line,  iiieenvy  oi  me  iifiinx 
I  Dame  the  horse,  upon  the  course,  that  wins  lo  satli-faction. 
And  always  get  the  siraightest  tip,  by  that  It  plainly  ahowa 

CB0RI7B. 

I  am  the  swell  np  to  date,  boys:  doesn't  his  style  plainly  show  itf 

Yes,  I'm  a  swell,  bona  fide  B»ell,  the  uay.  daaiiim;  i>ellee  ihey  all  know  it; 

I  dress  ill  the  height  of  the  fashion:  chappies  all  sav  I  will  rue  it. 

But  I  have  the  stuff,  aud  can  keep  it  up,  for  I  got  the  money  to  do  It. 


*  s  » 


HOW    DO    YOU    LIKE    IT? 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCIV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  .     .' 


The  Words  and  Musie  of  this  Song,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  wentto  any  mSr 
dress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  one  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  ISO  A  132  Park  R.w.New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street.  ClilcagO. 
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Words  by  Charles  Archer.    Music  by  Faddy  Uarpbj- 


— Friend:  "And  do  you  still  hunger  for  fame  and  renown  to 
tlie  exclusion  of  everytiiing  else?"  Poet:  '*  Yes— that  is— well, 
except  a  haui  sandwich  now  aud  then." 


We  live  in  America,  land  of  the  free —        '     ' 

How  do  yon  like  itf 
Our  freedom,  I'll  own,  it  is  wondrous  to  see — 

How  do  you  like  itf 
From  the  earliest  age  has  her  star  given  light. 
But  here  we  don't  understand  freeiloin  aright. 
Just  wait,  she'll  arrive  in  her  grandeur  aud  might- 
How  do  you  like  it? 

Tour  girl  on  the  lonnge  can  sit,  still  as  a  mouse- 
How  do  you  like  itf 
She  can't  tell  wliere  all  tiie  dirt  gets  in  the  house- 
How  do  you  like  itf 
But  mother,  wlio's  reading  the  paper  above. 
Could,  perliaps,  teach  the  language  of  lovey  and  dove. 
From  the  notes  she  burns  up  every  morn  iu  the  siove— 
How  do  you  like  itf 

If  congress  should  tire  of  the  great  tariff  bill. 

How  would  you  like  itf 
For  a  year  or  so  more  they  will  keep  climbing  the  bill — 

How  do  you  like  itf 
The  Imil  tiint  McKinley  made  some  years  ago. 
Old  Cleveland's  had  hard  work  to  roll  on  we  know, 
Willie  the  workman  has  lived  upon  air  in  the  snow- 
How  do  you  like  itf  .    . 

% 
In  England,  the  Queen's  datigbters  aliens  must  wed- 
How  do  you  like  itf 
In  politics  she  keepx  a  cool,  level  head- 
How  do  you  like  itf 
Weil,  in  the  case  of  a  war,  it  is  better,  they  say. 
When  in  family  rclaiions  we're  mixed  up  ihat  way. 
For  the  crowned  heads  can  fight  and  the  people  can  pay- 
How  do  you  like  itf 

I  sometimes  get  puzzled— no  doubt,  so  do  you— 

How  do  you  like  itf 
Wiieiiier  everything  in  the  newspapers  is  true- 
How  do  you  like  itf 
It's  a  p')or  riiie.tiiat  won't  work  both  ways  so,  they  say, 
Bnt  church  preaching  politics  never  will  pay- 
When  tlie  cat  is  away,  why  the  mice  they  will  play- 
How  do  you  like  itf 

So  drink  lots  of  ice-water,  always  keep  cool—     . 
How  do  you  like  itf 

No  matter  who  tries  to  make  of  yon  a  fool- 
How  do  yon  like  itf 

Should  the  gold-hugs  inflate  and  burst  np  some  fine  day, 

And  silver  apiiears  as  a  friend,  by  tlie  way. 

You  will  laugli  at  my  question  if  then  I  should  say. 
How  do  you  like  itf 

My  mother-in-law  went  tn  the  sea-shore—     •     ■ 

How  did  I  like  itf    {Symp.)    Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
I  liad  plenty  of  fun  anil  wisii  I  had  more —  '■ 

How  did  I  like  itf    {Symp.)    Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
Bnt  she  is  iioine  for  tlie  winter  with  diist-pan  and  broom. 
And  tliere's  no  comer  left  for  poor  me  in  ibe  ro<>m. 
With  the  tomcat  I'm  now  making  love  to  the  moon- 
How  do  you  like  itf 
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ON    DE    RAINBOW    ROAD. 

Copyright,  IWl,  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  4  Co. 

The  Word,  and  Mnslo  of  thia  Snnff,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  lent  to  any  nd- 
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by  HoiiiT  J.  Wvhman.  13<>  A  132  Park  R..w.New  York;  or  125  W.  Madltum  BtrMt,  Cl>lc«Ko. 
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Words  by  Edward  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 

0«t  rrndy  for  to  trnve)  de  rninliow  rond, 
Il'a  iiitiile  of  |;i>lden  gravel,  de  lainbow  rond; 
Oh,  kvf))  n-clliiiiiiDu'  hl>;her,  de  rainbow  road, 
Quod  chlldrea  iierer  tue,  uu  de  ruli.bow  road. 

CBonui. 
Oh.  wMTv  pHtrrlmi,  Oabrlel's  nrmy,  when  de  illver  trampet  blowwl, 
Cbudrvn  lu  da  Koldeu  suuset  travel  by  de  rulnbow  totid.—Danet. 

Oh,  eondness,  nin't  It  snnriyf  De  rninbow  road; 

Woi:!  C'itt  yoa  liny  iiioiitfy,  <)«  rainbow  roud; 

D«  ilery  ttet^iia  nm  flv  Ii:k,  de  rainbow  load, 

De  siniiura  uiu  n-kltiljIuK,  ou  d«  miuOow  road. — Oliorvt. 

Oh,  hear  dem  wings  n-flapplnjr,  de  rainbow  road, 

Du  »|>irii8  mil  ii-rappint.',  tie  rainbow  roud; 

No  u;'p:e  jiick  or  oimoiis,  ile  rainbow  road, 

Yuu  neiitr  get  SO  bunious,  ou  de  ruiubuw  road. —  Chonu. 

Old  Peter's  bells  nm  rlnclne,  de  rainbow  road. 

Celestial  clioii' iiin  i>liigin)(,  de  riilcbow  roud; 

De  u  icked  111  (I  flutter,  ile  rainbow  roud, 

D«y  Luve  tu  aliip  de  ^iitiur,  ou  de  ruiubow  road. —  Chorvs. 


When  We're  Married  By-and-By. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCIV,  by  Uenry  J.  WeUman. 

The  Word"  and  M'i»io  of  this  S"n»,  ananL-ed  for  the  plan",  "111  be  cent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Ed<rarda. 


There'i  a  lUtle  maiden  tlml  I  love,  nnd  she's  nil  the  world  to  me, 

Ev'ry  Sunday  eveniii.-,  uc  ner  home,  my  love  I  cull  to  eee, 

A(  we  stroll  iiut  totft'ther,  with  lovt-^s  iiizht  In  our  eye, 

For  she  loves  me,  and  how  Imppy  we  will  he,  when  we're  married,  by-ond-by, 

Wlieu  we're  otarried,  by-aDd>G>,  yes,  luy  Bweetliuurt,  you  and  I. 

CaoBrs. 

When  we're  married,  by-and-by,  ye»,  my  sweetheart,  you  ond  I, 
For  yoa  luvc  tue  and  I  luve  you,  aud  >ve'll  be  haj>py,  b>  -uuU-by. 

The  days  »eem  long  In  cominfi  when  we'll  we<l,  and  the  time  RO«>e  slowly  by. 
When  we'll  wall:  on  roxea  tu  the  cnarch,  and  the  )>ar»(>ii  ine  knot  will  lie. 
And  the  boHs  will  Chime  in  tnne  for  Illy  duxllni;,  you  und  I, 
And  when  li't  done,  t^^  o  lieuris  in  one,  when  we're  married,  br-osd-by. 
WUeu  we're  married,  by-usd-by,  yed,  my  eweetlieurt,  you  uud  1. 

Chobtjs. 

When  we're  married,  by-nnd-hy,  ye»,  my  sweetheart,  you  nnd  I, 
For  yoa  love  me  aud  I  love  you,  aud  we'll  be  bapi:y  l>y-and-by. 


FANNY     O'DONAVAN'S     DANCE. 

CopTright,  UOi.  by  SpauldioK  Jt  Oi  ay.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Uall.  I.oiiduii. 
All  I  Igbts  reserved. 


The  Word«  and  Mnslo  of  this  Sory,  ni;aiiL-o<l  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
d'es><,  P'-w-pMid.  on  it-cript  of  40  Cents,  oi-  this  nnd  any  two  other  Books  for  one  I>oil«r, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  1S<>  A  132  P.ii  k  R  'W.New  York;  or  126  W.  Madison  Sti-eet,  CMcoko. 
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ihser  Moaio,  Qetinau  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  eto. 


Words  and  Music  by  Jos.  Flynn. 

Ton  may  brng  about  London  nnd  gay  Paree, 

And  the  four  hnodred  here  In  town. 
Bat  they're  not  In  the  swim,  take  u  ilp  from  me,. 

When  the  solid  old  fun  in  aiound; 
For  down  in  a  hall,  back  of  old  Baitle  Alley— 

Dou't  miss  It  if  yon  nvt  a  chance — 
There  Is  spelling.',  and  reeuni;,  ami  steps  from  the  ballet, 

At  Fauuy  O'Douuvud'b  dunce. 

Chobcs. 

Waltzlne  aronnd,  while  the  mnsic  Is  playing. 
Dreamily  glldiiK.;,  you  feel  in  a  tr.ince; 

ForgeiiUiiie  sport,  well,  Ir  L-oes  without  saying, 
Yoa'll  flud  it  ttt  Funny  O'Douavau's  dance. 

All  the  girls  club  to^rether  and  hire  the  hall. 
Then  a  illme  you  give  up  to  tio  In, 

And  yon  don't  liave  to  flv  any  frills  at  all- 
Just  pick  onr  your  Kirl  for  n  spin. 

The  cliarity  bull  don't  liegiii  to  come  near  it. 
If  you  want  a  hoi>py  old  time, 

Tlio'  no  mlliiomilie's  danKhiers  are  there,  don't  fear  It, 
TbeglrU  that  do  go  are  sublime. —  Chorut. 


THINKING-  OF   ONE   SHE   LOVES. 

Copyright,  MOCCCXCrv,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.    Entered  at  StatUmere*  HaU,  London. 
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Words  by  Tom  Conley.    Music  by  Fells  MeOlennon. 


In  ft  cosy  llltle  parlor  sits  a  maiden,  yomg  and  fair. 

Ami  her  eves  witli  lovo  are  slilnin^,  brlgiitiy  >;olilcn  is  her  hair, 

Knitiint!  deftly  with  her  nenlie,  as  the  Kloamliig'i  drawing  nigh. 

But  of  whom  Is  she  now  tliinkio);,  iis  slie  l>reai lies  a  leader  Slghf 

8lie  Is  thinking  of  her  laddie;  far  away  from  lier  is  he, 

For  he  Is  a  gallant  Sailor,  and  his  home  Is  on  I  he  sea. 

Day  by  day  the  maMen  watches,  from  her  post  slie'li  sev«r  stir. 

For  she  luiows  the  time  is  couiiug  wheu  he'll  soou  returu  to  lier. 

Ciioniis. 

Thinking  of  one  she  loves,  dearer  to  her  than  life; 
How  lier  henri  yeums:  vhen  he  retnriis,  she'll  be  Ills  own  dear  wife. 
Praying  that  he'll  be  safe,  safe  on  tlie  unyry  foam. 
Praying  each  night  to  Heav'n  above,  to  Kud  him  bock  safely  home. 

Well,  the  story  Is  but  simple,  for,  when  little  children,  they  .   1 

Always  played  and  rotnped  together,  In  the  sweetiy,  new -mown  hay. 

Tears  roilea  on,  they  still  were  fuithrul,  love's  sweet  pusaion  on  them  grew, 

And  when  he  sailed  on  the  ocean,  l>ow  he  vow'd  that  he'<l  lie  irae. 

And  ill*  muiden  still  proved  consutnt,  as  the  weary  years  rolled  by;  1 

THovi  she's  waltini^  for  her  lover,  for  tiie  lime  li>  draw  lug  nigh. 

Ilarkt  the  cloclt  is  softly  ticking,  and  she  never  liesitiiics. 

Bat  she  sits  there  iu  the  parlor,  and  she  waiches,  hopes,  and  waits.— CAtfrtM. 

But  one  day,  in  early  spring-lime,  there's  a  dear,  familior  voice. 
And  a  step  ^he  heurit  approucliing  makes  her  eager  heart  rejoice: 
Then  a  sailor,  brown  and  siinhiirut,  clasps  his  darling  in  hisannt; 
On  her  lips  he  rains  sweet  kisses,  und  he  sooihe.  her  fund  alarms. 
'J'bey  were  married  nt  the  little  vlllatse  church  npon  the  i:r«en, 
It  was  hut  u  simple  wedding,  but  a  hapi>y,  peHCeful  scene. 
Now  the  muiden  Is  contented,  swiftly  by  tlie  time  does  flit. 
But  she  always  will  remember  when  alone  slie  used  to  sit. — CAonuk 
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Magic  Pictures  in  the  Grate. 
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Words  and  Mnsic  by  Leoutiae  Btanfleld. 


I'm  an  old,  gray-haired  man,  I've  seen  fonr  score  years  and  ten. 

And  for  me  tlie  sands  of  life  are  neurly  run. 

But  my  heart  seems  }  oang  and  gay,  08  I  sit  at  close  of  day. 

And  watcli  my  little  graiiilchihl  at  his  pinv: 

And  when  he  s  safe  in  bed,  as  he  always  is  at  eighr. 

Stilt  I  sit  ami  Miy  dream  nnd  smoke  my  pipe. 

And,  in  the  flrellghi'efltfnl  glow,  I  eee  piciarea  come  and  go. 

And  dear,  famiiiur  faces,  lu  the  grate. 

CBORCa. 

Tes,  I'm  old  and  very  feeble,  and  the  honr  is  growing  late, 
Tet,  still  I  feel  that  life  Is  sweet  to  me. 
As  I  sit  at  close  of  day,  in  the  t»  iliitht  shadows  gray, 

Aud  waich  the  magic  piciares  iu  the  grate.  ^    ,. 

I  can  Boe  myself  a  chi:d,  full  of  health  and  spirits  wild. 

In  a  qalet,  peaceful,  old  New  England  home, 

And  my  motlier.  too,  Is  there,  silling  in  Iter  liigh-backed  choir, 

And  teaching  me  my  little  evening  prayer; 

And  then  aguin  I  see.  down  a  lane,  a  rustic  gate. 

And  a  school-hoase,  in  the  disiance,  far  away. 

Tlie  little  chilcl  is  now  a  boy.  full  of  manly  pride  and  joy— 

These  are  pictures  that  I  see  in  the  grate.—  C'Aoru«. 

Looking  still,  I  see  a  change,  ond  the  boy  has  grown  a  man; 

He  has  gone  to  make  his  fortane  In  the  world: 

Working  hard,  with  little  pay,  he  has  met  success  half  way; 

I  see  him  going  home  on  Nuw  Tt'ur's  day; 

The  blue-eyed  girl  he  loves  she  Is  waiting  at  the  gate. 

And  she  say.  tlie  little  "Tes"  he  wants  to  hear. 

And  then,  with  pomp  and  iiinch  display,  comes  a  wedding  party  gay- 

Tbeseare  pictures  thai  I  see  iu  the  grate. —  t'horv$. 

Then  I  see  a  house  in  towBTwith  a  green  and  shady  lawn. 

And  some  merry,  happy  cliildren,  at  their  play. 

And  the  fatlier,  too,  is  there,  with  a  furrowed  face  of  care, 

And  mother,  with  blue  eves  ami  sunny  hair. 

The  man  Is  growlni;  old,  but  he  mnrinnis  not  at  fate. 

Though  tlie  trials  of  life  weiuh  heavy  on  liiin  now. 

He  works  from  morning  iiiiill  nlifht,  for  he  sees  things  coming  rlght- 

These  are  pictures  that  I  see  iu  the  grate.—  (Jlioitti. 

Once  again  I  see  the  man;  lio  Is  feeble,  old  and  gray. 

He  has  given  up  the  busy  cures  of  life. 

And  he  sits  ut  close  of  day.  seeing  pictures  sad  and  gay,  >  • 

Where  ihe  shadows  with  the  glowing  embers  play. 

Tlie  fire  Is  burning  low,  and  the  hour  is  very  late. 

Still  he  sits  and  Idly  dreams  the  dreams  I  see: 

With  fading  eyes,  fast  growing  blind,  yet  at  peace  with  all  mankind, 

I  can  see  this  old  man  dying,  In  the  grate.—  Choni*.  . 
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—Fond  Mother:  "  I'm  shocked.  Tommy.  Where  did  you  bear 
such  a  naughty  word?"  Scion  of  the  house:  "  I  didn't  hear  It, 
mamma;  I  feeled  it." 
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LITTLE    KITTY    LITTLE. 

Copyilghti  UMt  by  Tbe  Kew  Tork  Mude  Co.   EngUdh  copyright  aeoored. 
AU  rivUts  reaerved. 
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Words  by  Wm.  B.  Sloan.   Musio  by  Cborlea  Gi-obam. 


Jart  ont  of  toHTi,  there  llveB  a  maid,  Bhe'e  only  five  feet  Mgh; 
A  Immlrud  ixmiida  is  III)  Him  weiifiig.  she  liiis  11  routrliisli  eye; 
She  does  not  Mitsm  to  c^ire  for  books,  bur  knowing  Jnet  tbe  same. 
She's  leally  older  thun  she  looks,  uud  Little  Is  her  name. 

Chobxts. 
Little  Kitty  Little  is  a  dalotv  belle,  very  swell,  neat  as  well, 
Jiitt  how  old  the  renllv  Is,  she  will  not  tell; 

"  Pretty,  » ttiy,  little  Kitty  Little,  lov«  me  Just  a  little,"  all  th«  boys  will  »ay. 
She  Buys,  *'Nav,  nuy,"  and  I<a8  her  way- 
She's  tlie  cutest  1  have  sceu  itt  luauy  a  day,  pretty,  Tvltty,  little  Kitty  Little. 

Althongh  she  likes  to  flirt  and  dnnce  with  others  oow  and  then. 
There's  only  oue  who  has  a  cliunce  her  111  tie  (>cir  to  (rain. 
But  when  we're  marileil,  so  she  snys,  '•You'll  Imve  me  to  yourself." 
With  all  her  cuiuiiug  whiuis  aud  ways,  1  love  this  llttl«  elf .— cAotm. 


-•-•-•> 
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Down  on  Dlnny  Casey's  old  brown,  wooden  Stoop,    Y 

Tne  boys,  when  on  a  jaic.  at  night  were  sure  to  coop; 

Lvini{  there  tugetiier,  none  of  iiiuin  conid  walk, 

Willie  tlio  "Qiiinea"  siobbed  the  chestuuts  on  the  eidewalks  of  New  Tork. 

Cnonus. 

Tlits  side,  that  tide,  stagcerini;  'ronod  the  town, 

We  won't  RO  boine  'till  mornlnp,  London  bridxe  is  falling  down. 

Out  on  H  hum  logetlier,  nn-  and  Rnroiny  Rorke, 

Slipped  aud  spoiled  our  faces  ou  the  sidewalks  of  New  York. 

That's  wherp  Johnny  Cnsey  won  Oppie  DlldocU'B  cow, 

Willi  Jiikcy  Krouse,  the  hegL'ar,  who's nlwiiys  out  for  dongh; 

Pretty  Kellie  Shannon,  wiih  a  head  as  liglit  us  corlc. 

Tripped  aud  fell  fautasticaily,  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  York.— CAoru«. 

Things  have  ctaansred  Mnce  that  time,  some  are  np  the  epoat, 

Otiiers  th<-y  are  up  in  jail,  with  no  one  to  bail  them  out; 

They  would  part  with  all  they've  got,  and  with  envy  they  would  gawk. 

To  E«e  a  bum,  chock  full  of  rum,  ou  the  eidewalliB  of  New  Yotk.—Ckorut^ 
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Words  and  Music  by  Barney  Fagao. 


Oh.  yon  jolly  little  nig^rer,  yon  iumUo  a  funny  figure,  "'     s 

For  your  wi>ol  kinke  up  just  like  the  hater  "U,"  .1 

Av.d  you  seem  to  be  so  happy,  aiiliough  your  liead  It  nappy. 

But.  then,  never  mind,  'twill  not  lie  always  so; 
Tliey  have  L'Ot  a  new  luventiim,  and  they  say  it's  their  intention 

To  experiuieiit  on  darkies  ev'rywln-re. 
Oh,  your  face  It  may  he  d  irk,  but  yon'll  l>e  happy  as  a  lark, 

Wheu  ihey  sixaiguieu  ail  tiia  colored  people  s  hair. 

When  they  straighten  all  the  Colored  people's  hair. 
When  they  straighien  all  tne  colored  people's  Imir; 
Your  nose,  it  may  be  fluf,  but  you  needn't  cate  for  that, 
Wheu  they  straighten  all  the  colored  people's  hair. 

Now,  the  white  folks  keep  a  ianghin',  and  at  you  they  keep  a  ohafflo'. 

And  the  Irlsli  call  you  ''Nigger,"  so  you  Bay, 
Dot  you  has  one  consolaiioo,  'hing  as  you  h»s  education, 

You're  us  gooi)  as  white  irash  any  lime  a  day. 
Let  nie  tell  joii  liow  it  happen',  Cain  and  Al)ei  gota  scrappln',    •• 

And  a  curse  was  put  on  Cain  and  all  his  race: 
Tlien  hie  hair  be^an  to  Uiiik,  riirlit  away,  just  only  think,     . '  .  '.• 

Then  they  stumped  old  Africa  upon  his  face.— i24/"/aiH. 

Doti't  you  darkies  eet  excited,  ev'ry  wrong  will  soon  be  righted, 

Wheu  you  get  up  in  the  nuditle  of  the  air; 
Tlien  you'll  raise  u  hit;  eeni<ation,  juet  like  any  other  nation. 

And  the  wind  will  blow  ihe  kinke  out  of  your  hair. 
There  must  be  some  transformation,  'fore  there's  any  emigration, 

Aud  the  coons  coniuience  to  cliini)  the  golden  etuir. 
Oh.  you'll  he  a  happy  jap,  when  your  wings  begin  ut  flap, 

Wheu  they  etruighteu  all  the  colored  people's  hair.— /^«/>oln. 

,       -       .        ^^.^ ..-.^ 
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In  a  qnlet  little  hamlet  Just  beyond  the  city's  glare, 

On  a  rnnd  that  wends  lis  ^^ay  among  the  liillB, 
When  n  coild,  I  well  remember,  stood  a  lonely,  wooden  stmcture. 

And  tlie  tiintvworn,  withered  frume  is  standing  still. 
Tho'  tlie  villHire  seems  desertal,  just  a  few  that  pa«s  the  door, 

What  n  liistory  of  bv-gone«  tliey  could  tell. 
When  a  liappy  congregation  knelt  witliin  the  sacred  walls 
.     Of  the  chapel,  with  us  Old  belfry  bell. 

CHoncB. 
Ding,  dong.  It  tolled  ont,  dine  It  tolled  oat. 

Pealing  wiiiie  its  cciioes  grandly  swell. 
Over  niountain, 'cross  the  heather, 
Sunday  morning,  goo<l  folks  gather,  "•.•..,■ 

Summoned  thither  by  the  old  belfry  bell. 

From  He  throne  'twixt  earth  and  heaven,  ev'ry  new-born  Christmas  mom, 

Sent  Its  greetinu'  e'er  tlie  snii  had  kissed  the  dew: 
When  tile  dying  y<iar  was  fated,  oft'  I've  listened  to  its  tolling, 

Ot-ntly  riiiL'ing  out  the  old  and  In  the  new. 
Wlien  the  flre-fleiid  threatene<l  danger,  in  the  stillness  of  the  night. 

Loud  its  warning  notes  re-echoed  tliro'  (he  dell; 
And  the  playful  liitle  children  knew  tiie  hour  for  school  was  near. 

By  the  claiigiu^'  of  the  old  belfry  b^ll. —Chorut. 

There's  a  gloom  o'erliangs  the  village,  there's  a  tear  In  ev'ry  eye. 

Saddened  hearts  are  many  on  that  fateful  day. 
For  the  kind  and  loving  parson,  noble,  trne,  and  tender-heuried. 

At  the  virgin  hour  of  inorning  |>a88ed  away. 
His  a  life  of  pure  devotion,  to  the  wayward,  erring  soul. 

Now,  his  iluties  o'er,  he's  ta'en  his  last  farewell. 
Ol>en  wide  the  golden  portals,  let  his  spirit  enter  in,  ~'  ' 

To  the  tolling  of  the  old  belfry  bell.— C'AoriM.  ■•. V.  . 


■        .r-        Words  by  Geo.  Cohan.    Music  by  Noble  McDouaJd. 

You've  hesrd  abont  tlie  Bowei y  girl,  with  all  her  winning  ways, 

Of  the  girl  who  wins  the  Javs,  for  many  years  lias  l>eeii  tue  craise; 

JiiPt  cast  your  optics  on  iiie,  I'm  a  iiirl  of  great  renown, 

A  girl  who's  always  up  and  never  down,  ,':. 

A  girl  who  wins  the  svvellest  geut  iu  town. 

Chorus. 

For  I'm  a  Broadway  girl;  you'll  ahvays  find  me  happy, 

.\  l!road«ay  girl;  I  alwavi*  have  a  ciiappie: 

Never  get  home  in  the  morntill  nine— "Beer?"    "No,  nothing  but  wine.' 

'■'he  hit  of  the  city,  is  dear,  little  Kitty,  the  Broadway  girl. 

The  fellows,  in  my  ear,  love  tales  they  seem  inclined  to  pour; 
I'm  enuat'ed  to  three  or  four,  expect  a  couple  more. 
By  trade  I  am  an  actress,  fill  the  liald  heads  with  delight, 
Tliey  say  my  CoSIUnie'S  ("imply  out  of  right, 

I'm  iu  the  living  pictures  ev'ry  uigbt. —  Cfutnts. 

At  Newport,  In  the  summer  time,  I  make  the  people  talk. 

And  the  big  chumps  at  me  gawk.  IIS  on  the  shore  1  wallc 

I  never  Stop  until  the  very  hfst  hotel  I  reach; 

The  bell-boys,  wliy,  I  tip  a  dollar  each, 

Aud  thedudletesay  I  amapeach.— t'/ioru«.  .   .' 

At  Gnttenberg,  my  face  is  quite  familiar  to  the  crowd,  ■ 

They  cheer  me  good  and  ioinl,  ns  I  enter  so  prond. 

I  glance  upon  the  liorses,  iiaiiies,  pick  out  the  winner  quick. 

And,  if  1  drop  a  hnndred,  never  kicic, 

And  all  the  sports  play  any  horse  I  pick.— CAortw.  ; 

E'lcii  afternoon,  upon  my  wheel,  a  jolly  ride  I  take. 
While  I  also  take  the  cake,  can't  count  the  hearts  I  break. 
Of  course  1  dre!<B  in  blooiiiers,  renching  dowu  below  the  knee; 
My  record,  for  a  mile,  one-flfty-three, 
Aud  Tyler  takes  his  bonnet  off  to  me.— Cftoru*. 


—A  collector,  on  calling  for  rent  at  a  certain  bouse,  the  people 
belno:  out,  he  left  a  note  under  the  door,  to  let  them  know  he 
called.  In  the  morning  he  received  tlie  following  letter  in  reply: 
"  Dear  Sir:  I  believe  yon  culled  for  your  rent  yesterday.  Very 
sorry  to  have  been  out,  but  if  you'll  call  on  me  to-morrow,  about 
ten  o'clock,  I'll  tell  you  wheu  to  call  again.    Yours  truly. " 


'■rifvC'-'..,*^' 
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Written  and  Compoecd  by  Otto  F.  Haffer. 


When  niovinir  unn  is  shining.  aii<)  all  the  earth  is  smiling, 
When  an  in  biiulit  hiuI  clear:  wliere'er  I  cliuuce  to  roam 

There's  still  a  spot  tliai'e  brighter,  an<l  loving  hearts  are  lighter-. 
I  find  that  eiiut  bo  dear  witU  Marcnerite  at  lioiue. 

Chorus. 

That  sweet  place  to  me  leave  In  tills  world  alone, 
That  spot  to  me  su  dear,  witli  Marguerite  at  home. 

When  darkclnnds  gatlier  o'er  ns,  and  troubles  rise  before  ns. 
And  my  li'-art  is  sad  uiih  fenr,  as  o'er  tlie  world  1  roam, 

Th>re'»  one  briulit  sjiot  that's  cheerful,  for  loving  liearis  wlien  tearfnl- 
I  And  that  spot  so  dear  wiih  Mar;{uerite  at  home.— Cfiorui. 

So  iet  the  world  iirinsr  gladness,  I  cnre  not  if  'tis  sadness 
Or  troiiMe  darlt  and  drt-ar;  when  tiiro'  the  world  I  roam. 

If  that  one  spot  you  leave  me,  of  all  you  may  bereave  roe— 
Tiiat  spot  to  me  bo  dear,  witli  Marguerite  at  home.— Chorus. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Barney  Fagau. 


Why  Is  ev*ry  colored  person  smiling  so  serene? 

Why  is  there  a  twinkle  in  eacii  eyeT    ' 
Watcn  that  cloud  of  diirlcueas  moving  slowly  up  Broadway, 

Anil  then  you'll  quickly  know  the  reason  why. 
To  fife  and  drum,  here  tliuy  come; 

Are  tljey  in  it?    Well,  I  should  repeat, 
Tlie  Bun-Tou  Fusileers  are  out  to  greet  their  precious  dears, 

And  give  their  darkey  male  constituentu  a  (teat. 

Chorus. 
No  use  talkin'— beat  them  walkiii'?  no,  sir,  can't  be  done; 
Watch  their  movements,  late  improvements,  Appoilos  ev'ry  one. 
Trim  and  very  military,  wliite  folks  loudly  ciieer: 
It's  worth  yonr  while  to  win  a  smile  from  a  bon-ton  fusilecr, 

Bm  them  roll  their  white  eyes  np  for  pretty  colored  gals, 

BilHiniim!  over  with  a  sassy  pride; 
Kmue  were  never  known  on  earth  to  liold  their  heads  so  high. 

You  could'nt  heal  them  "nn  how"  if  you  tried. 
The  bai>d  it  played:   all  arrayed, 

March  these  lictiis  of  colored  swelldom'B  peers, 
And  sunt  with  noted  i)earing  fine,  tiieir  heads  erect,  in  perfect  line. 

There's  uoihiug  like  the  Buu-Tuu  FusileerB.— CAortM. 


THE    BRAKEMAN. 

By  T.  B.  Tooker. 
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In  the  pleasant  summer  weather,  standing  on  the  car-tops  high. 
He  views  the  changing  landKape  as  tlie  train  rushes  swiftly  by. 
While  he  notes  ttie  beauteous  pictures,  which  the  lovely  landsciipe  makes. 

Suddenly  across  liisdreuming comes  ibe  quick,  shrill  cry  for  brakesl 

But  when  winter's  icy  fingers  cover  earth  with  snowy  shroud, 
And  the  north  wind,  like  a  madman,  rushes  on  with  shrleklmr,  loud. 
Then  beliold  the  tcaihint  l>r>ikt-in>iii  spring  to  hee<l  the  engine's  call, 
Running  o'er  the  icy  car-tope- death  awaila  him  should  he  fall. 

He  may  have  a  dear,  old  mother,  he  may  be  her  greatest  joy; 
Perhapi*.  at  home,  elie's  praying  for  tiie  safety  of  lier  boy. 
Daily  racing  death  and  ilaiikfer,  toiling  for  her  day  by  dav, 
Always  briiigiug  her  some  present,  every  time  be  draws  his  pay. 

In  a  little  cnttnge.  far  away,  dwells  an  honest  brakeman'B  family— 
Uis  home  it  is  a  parmliee— hear  the  children  shont  with  gleet 
Sadileiily  a  si  ranger  enters  this  lia|>py  home  so  lirlght; 
He  trembles  like  an  aspeu  leaf,  his  face  is  ashy  white. 

The  wife,  as  If  by  instinct  taught,  cries,  "  Is  my  husband  dead?" 
The  stranger  stands  there  speechless,  and  in  silence  bows  bis  head. 
Tiie  mother  cails  her  chUiiren.  and  whilst  the  teardrops  start. 
Kisses  them  and  says  "  Good  hye" — then  dies  of  broken  In-art. 

Ob,  pity  the  little  orphans  left  to  battle  with  life  alone, 
WiilKint  a  moiiier's  care  or  love,  and  no  place  to  cull  a  home. 
Tlien  scan  your  evening  pap<-r  and  note  wiiat  its  columns  say: 
The  story  Is  in  one  brief  line:  "Another  brakemau  killed  to-day." 


WHOSE  SWEET  SMILE  IS  THAT?  ( 
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Words  and  Music  by  Keller  Brothers. 


There  Is  a  girl,  I  know  her  well,  her  form  Is  one  of  grace — 

Dresses  In  the  latest  style. 
If  you  should  meet  her  on  the  street,  and  see  so  sweet  a  face, 

She  would  win  you  w  Itli  a  smiie. 
Every  sunny  day  I  make  a  call; 

In  a  handsome  ciiniagu  we  both  ride,  yes  ride.  i 

TliiB  little  |iet.  I'll  win  her  yet,  and  'ueath  her  parasol  | 

All  my  playful  kieses  liide.  .  '     I 

Chorus. 
My  heart's  so  full  of  cheer:  oh,  my  life  Is  a  happy  dream ; 
And  wtien  I'm  uilti  my  dear,  then  my  joys  sliil  8»eeier  seem. 
We  met  auuin  last  night,  ami  as  on  tlie  |M>rcli  we  sat,  , 

Uy  friends  they  alt  did  ask,  "  Whose  sweet  smile  is  that?**  i 


How  brilliant  and  how  mirthful  Is  the  light  of  her  blue  ey 
Happiness  is  inciiir'd  there. 

She  wears  for  me  tiie  sweetest  smile;  its  beauty  never  dies- 
Nothing  witii  it  can  Compare. 

Soon  tlie  lime  will  come  when  we  are  wed; 
Underneath  tlie  marriage  l)ell  we'll  stand,  yes  Btand; 

A  festive  dance  we'll  give  you,  followed  by  a  gorgeous  spread. 
Souvenirs  and  music  grand.— c'AoriM. 
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Words  and  Music  by  James  Silver.    Arranged  by  Henry  S.  Sawyer. 


I  have  a  sweetheart  who  lives  in  the  country. 

He  raises  potaioes  and  cabiiuge  and  corn; 
He's  not  half  so  green  as  he  looks  from  a  distance. 

He's  a  swell  country  farmer,  as  sure  as  vou're  born. 
He  comes  into  lov\n  ev'ry  Saturday  morning. 

And  brings  in  a  liig  load  of  butter  and  ciieese: 
Then  lie  takes  me  a-rldinL',  'way  out  In  the  country, 

For  a  {"eguiar  iioliday  go-as-}ou-please. 

Refbain. 

Rattlety,  bang,  the  old  cart  goes  over  the  road  so  fine; 

Old  horse  on  a  run— oh,  my.  alu't  it  fun. 

Riding  along  with  this  sweeihean  of  ndne? 

When  we're  out  of  sight,  he  sqiie<'Zes  me  light. 

Maybe  >ou  think  it  ain't  fun?    Ue  may  be  a  gawk. 

But  1  don't  have  to  walk,  when  with  thiB  country  sweetheart  of  mine. 

He's  got  a  nice,  little  home  in  the  country, 

A  cute  lilt<e  farm  about  four  miles  from  town, 
Willi  tnrke>saii<t  ducks,  and  ))igs  In  the  clover. 

And  cute  iiitle  giiineu-plgs  running  aroiimi. 
Be  says  that  he  wants  me  to  marry  next  summer, 

I  know  tiiat  he  loves  me  wiiii  all  of  his  heart: 
Then  I'll  milk  tiie  cows,  and  churn  my  own  iintter. 

And  drive  him  to  town  in  my  own  horse  and  cut.— Jitfi-ain, 


i 
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I  Long  to  See  the  Old  Home  Once  Again 
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Words  by  Edward  Stelnhardt.    Mosio  by  W.  C.  Parker. 


The  sailors  of  onr  squadron,  'neath  Afrlc's  torrid  zone. 
Had  just  received  the  letters  sent  by  friends  In  iHsiant  homes: 
And  as  one  read  Ids  letters,  uiih  many  a  deep-drawn  sigh, 
A  comrade,  slttlnir  near  lilm.  askeil,  "Bad  news,  lad,  ti>at  you 
The  sailor's  lips  then  qniver'd,  and  then  ihe  answer  came: 
"  No,  Jack,  I  do  so  long  to  see  my  old  home  once  again. 

CnonuB. 
"  I  long  to  see  the  old  home  once  again. 

The  old  farm  honge.  the  rnstlc  well, 
To  See  the  daisies  In  the  field. 

To  watch  the  Cows  come  from  the  dell. 
I  long  to  s<-e  my  father's  kindly  face. 
To  feel  atfain  mv  mother's  fond  embrace,' 
See  May,  my  wife,  and  little  sister  Jane-* 
Tea,  I  long  to  see  the  old  home  once  aualn. 

"To-day,  a  year  ago,  lad,  I  loft  my  dear  old  home. 
Far,  far  away.  In  iHstant  lantis  for  three  years  must  we  roam; 
True,  many  sigiits  we'll  see.  lad   and  many  a  curious  place- 
Far  rather  would  I  see.  Instead,  my  dear  old  mother's  face; 
And  tnv  young  wife  has  written  that  I  have  a  son  to  name — 
Oh,  Jack,  I  do  so  long  to  see  my  old  home  once  again."— C^oruf. 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Al.  Dunlaii.  '  ~ 


The  evenine  shades  had  gathered:  two  lovers  hy  the  gate 
Were  viaudini;  in  tlie  8tarlii;lit,  the  hour  was  crovxint;  late; 
'I'lie  time  had  come  for  partlDg,  one  kiss  the  Ind  did  cruve; 
Tlie  maideu  8l>i7  sliuuk  her  head,  and  theu  ihia  auawer  gave: 

■"-.■'■    Chorus.  ■../■-■:■■•■■.:•■; 
"  No,  yon  cannot  kfse  roe,  that  would  not  b«  rieht; 
Miimiiia  wonid  ec«ld,  I'm  ceitaiii— no.  you  can  t  to-nieht." 
But  with  a  einile  eo  rot;uJah,  ne  ehe  ehook  bnck  her  ^(ilden  hair. 
She  Biiid,  "KiB0  me  ouce  for  mamma,  then  1  know  she  will  not  care." 

He  ki^eed  the  fair,  young  maiden,  bade  her  a  fond  eood-iiieht. 

For  both  their  heurts  were  happy,  and  filled  with  love's  delight; 

The  Biars  ehoue  on  and  twinkled,  just  ats  they  hud  before, 

For  oft  they'd  heard  the  story  in  tlie  self-same  way  told  o'er.— CAoru*. 

LoiiK  yenrs  have  come  and  vanished:  a  maid  with  golden  hair 

Is  standing  by  the  L'nte»ay;  she's  >oniig  and  she  is  fair. 

Her  lover  stands  beside  her,  and  beifs  a  parting  kiss: 

She  gives  the  answer  mamma  gave  when  yet  a  winsome  miss. —  Chorus. 
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The  Ch-grch  Across  the  Way. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  Benson  Gray. 


Words  by  F.  Hawley  Fianeks.     Music  by  Arthur  Trevelyan. 


Now,  we've  heard  a  lot  nbotit  the  men  who  cut  a  mighty  dash, 

Accnninlated  cash,  and  uouu  upon  the  masli: 

But  I'll  tell  you  of  a  maiden  wno  <iiil  it  in  a  flash, 

And  slie  did  it,  boys,  by  dancing  in  the  ballet.  ''.'.'■  \ 

Chobub.  -^-t    "^ 

And  her  mother  took  in  washing,  and  her  father  lived  on  lilnff, 
And  her  brother  was  a  tough,  and  her  sister  "up  to  snuff," 
But  still  the  maid  did  only  smile,  she  knew  she'd  make  a  mighty  pile, 
And  she  did  it,  boys,  by  dancing  in  the  ballet. 

1'hcre  came  a  duke  across  the  sea,  who  saw  the  maiden  dance,      ..    ' 
Her  beauty  did  enhance,  she  won  him  with  a  glance: 
He  asked  her  to  become  his  wife,  she  jumped  etraiglit  at  the  chance. 
And  she  did  it,  boys,  by  dancing  in  the  ballet 

Chorus. 

But,  on  seeing  mother  washing,  and  hearing  father  bluff. 
And  meeting  brother  tough,  and  sister  "up  to  snuff," 
He  said  it  was  an  awful  sin,  and  suore  that  he'd  been  taken  io. 
By  the  girl  whom  he  saw  dancing  in  the  ballet. 

Now,  the  maid  and  her  relations,  met  the  noble  duke  next  night. 
They  punched  him  left  and  right,  and  would  have  killed  him  quite. 
Bad  he  not  vowed  to  wed  the  maid,  and  put  the  waiter  right, 
And  she  did  it,  boys,  by  dancing  in  the  ballet. 

Chorus. 
Now  he  helps  mamma  with  washing,  and  langhs  at  papa's  bluff. 
And  drinks  with  brother  tough,  and  sister  "up  to  snuff." 
And  the  maid  is  now  a  liutcln-ss  fair,  respected,  courted  ev'rywhere. 
And  she  gained  it  all  by  dancing  in  the  ballet. 


One  Easter  Sunday  morning,  while  the  sun  was  shining  clear. 

And  good  folks  to  the  old  ciiurcb  came  the  parson's  prayers  to  hear. 

They  little  knew  while  seated  there,  upon  that  blessed  day, 

A  human  life  was  ending  in  n  borne  just  o'er  the  way. 

A  man  in  deepest  |>overty,  without  a  single  friend. 

Would  answer  soon  the  call  of  death,   his  life  was  nearing end, 

With  no  one  there  to  comfort  hini,  no  tender  words  to  say — 

He  beard  the  morning  service  iu  the  church  across  the  way. 

Chorus. 

The  minister  was  preaching  his  good  and  sacred  teaching, 

The  congregation  sat  in  ecstacy; 
The  bells  had  Just  ceased  ringing,  the  choir  was  sweetly  singing 

"Nearer  my  God  to  thee." 

The  preacher's  words  touched  ev'ry  heart  within  those  sacred  walls; 

He  told  how  honor  always  thrives  and  how  deception  falls. 

The  outcast  in  that  hiinihle  home,  whose  life  had  l>een  a  iilank. 

Sighed  softly  at  those  truthful  words  as  nearer  denth  he  sank; 

He  kliew  not.  that  t!ie  preacher  was  his  honored  brother  Ned, 

Whom  he'd  not  seen  for  years,  not  since  to  hide  his  crime  he  fled. 

If  he  could  live  life  o'er  again,  his  thoughts  would  never  stray 

From  each  word  taught  that  morning  iu  the  church  across  the  viny.— Chorus. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Lincoln  J.  Pollak. 


i 


A  soldier  in  o  foreign  camp  a  letter  got  one  day  ' 

From  dear,  old  father,  in  his  native  town  so  far  away. 

The  letter  ran,  "When  you  were  young,  suspicion  racked  my  brain, 

I  drove  your  mother  from  my  side-  she  ne'er  returned  again; 

Bat  now  I've  learned  that  she  was  true"— the  soldier  sighed  with  pain. 

And  prayed  that  Heaven  would  grant  bis  wish,  he'd  see  her  once  again. 

Chorus. 

Only  to  see  my  dear  mother,  only  to  hear  her  sweet  voice,  ^ 

Only  to  tell  her  I  love  her,  and  make  her  sad  heart  rejoice: 
Only  to  ask  her  forgiveness,  to  say  that  I  knew  she  was  true; 
Only  to  see  my  dear  mother,  Idnd  Heaven,  i  pray  unto  you. 

Soon  came  the  call,  "To  arms,  to  arms;"  he  brushed  away  the  tear; 

He  buckled  on  the  tru»ty  sword,  and  went  forth  without  fear; 

He  fought  the  foe  with  might  and  main,  troops  rallied  at  his  cheer. 

But  soon  he  fell,  and  tenderly  they  bore  him  to  the  rear. 

At  last  he  opened  wide  his  eyes,  a  nurse  was  standing  near. 

He  drew  her  to  him,  kissed  her  cheek,  and  marmured  m  her  e&ri— Chorus. 

The  village  church-bells  toll'd  their  lay,  one  cheery  Christmas  day, 
"Peace  be  on  high,  good  will  to  man,''  is  what  the  chimes  did  say. 
Before  the  altar  knelt  in  prayer  a  husband,  wife  and  son. 
Who  thanked  kind  Heaven  they  were  there,  and  for  the  blessing  done. 
The  mother  nursed  her  boy  to  life,  and  on  tliis  Christmas  morn, 
Returned  a  happy,  loving  wife,  iu  answer  to  her  sou.— C^^im. 
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Words  by  Rev.  Robert  Whltake^  Husicby  Andrew  Lagerquist,  of  Morris,  III. 

One  night  a  poor  wretch  in  a  wayside  saloon, 

Who  lingered  half-drunken  about. 
Heard  the  voice  of  tlie  rum-seller's  wife,  as  she  said, 

"G",  put  yonder  drunken  fool  out." 
The  runi-selier  laughed  as  he  shrewdly  replied. 

In  tones  that  would  brook  no  reproof, 
"Let  him  stay  if  be  will,  he  is  doing  no  harm — 

The  fellow  is  shingling  our  roof.'*^ 

Chorus.  • 

Are  yon  shingling  the  rnm-seller's  roof  f 

Are  yon  shiiiKling  the  rnm-seller's  roof  f 

While  your  own  house  decays, 

Are  yon  spending  your  days 

In  shingling  the  rum-seller's  rooft 

The  months  piissed  away,  but  he  came  not  again. 

The  riim-seller  noted  with  pain; 
And  seeking  him  out  with  hospitable  air, 

He  begged  his  "old  friend  "  to  explain. 
"You  want  me  to  visit  again  yonr  saloon, 

An<l  ask  why  I  linger  aloof  ? 
With  thanks  for  yonr  kindness,  allow  me  to  say. 

Because  1  am  shingling  my  roof."— C'Aoru*.  _"'  . 

Ye  men  who  are  shineling  the  rnm-seller's  roof 

By  robbing  yonrcelves  and  your  own. 
Remember  tlie  winter  of  life  draweth  nigh,  ■• 

And  soon  will  the  summer  have  flown; 
'Twill  little  avail  in  the  day  of  God's  wrath 

To  offer  high  heaven  the  proof 
That  your  house  is  now  desolate  only  Iwcause 

You've  shingled  some  mm-seller'e  roof. —  Chorus. 

And  woe  to  the  man  with  the  rnm-seller's  heart, 

Who  covers  himself  at  the  cost 
Of  manhood  and  womanliood,  marred  and  despoiled — 

Whose  gain  is  that  others  are  lost. 
In  the  day  when  his  house  shall  fall  in  on  himself 

The  weight  of  his  sins  shall  have  proof: 
When  the  lost  whom  he  ruined  shall  crush  him  and  cry, 

"We  shingled  the  rum-seller's  roof."— CAor«». 


— Sometimes  llie  belle 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  P.  Jerome. 

T*ft«  «t  a  'po»«nm  dinner,  clven  bv  Wntllda  Skinner, 

'rhar  first  I  ni'-t  Mil's  R^iby  Anua  Brown; 
Slin'e  six  r"Oi  till)  im'l  i>kiiiiiy,  all  tliu  way  from  old  Vlrglnn 

Slut  Iw'oke  llitt  heart*  of  nil  tliu  coons  in  town. 
*T»ai«  climcin'.'  Ill  tlit^  liincters,  iheeiiyest  of  tt  1  duncers, 

1  eqa<'t;Zi'd  iier  tmnd— she  fulnicddeacl  uway. 
Wlieii  Biit^  ciinx:  two  or  tliree,  she  ihrew  u  k;luuc«  at  me; 

"I  lovtt  my  honey  boy,"  I  heurd  her  suy. 

Chobits. 
Oh,  T  done  kissed  my  honey  In  Hie  bric'it  moonlight, 
I  done  kissed  inv  houey  when  tiie^tarsslione  hii^lit; 
I'll  iiev»-r  leave  you  lionuy,  ymir  true  love  I'll  remain — 
I  pat  my  arms  aroiiDd  my  bube  and  kissed  her  ouce  ugain. 

When  dinner  it  was  over,  and  tlie  coons  were  ali  in  clover, 
A  cri.p  name  It  was  started  <>n  tlie  eiiof ; 

The  coons  tiiut  l>ud  the  price  were  specuUitlng  with  the  dice, 
And  the  way  I  loBt  my  tiiuft  it  made  me  lioi. 

*'  Come  s>'Ven,  come  eleven,  coinu  down  from  uii;ger  Leaven, 
My  i>aby  warns  a  new  dress  very  soon." 

Miss  Ruby  she  did  grin;  I  collared  all  tlie  tin- 
Sue  christened  me  her  little  sporty  coon.— Chorus. 


Is  that  Mother  Bending  o'er  Me? 

Copyright,  1894,  by  The  S.  Bralnard's  Sons  Co. 
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We  left  New  York  one  ■nmmer'a  day,  my  old  pal  Jock  and  I, 

For  we  were  on  the  hOL',  you  know,  and  thoncnt  ilm  rood  we'd  try; 

We  Jnst  blew  in  a  milnon,  w  Idch  we  both  hud  tn  our  tninds — 

W'e  loxt  our  nilnds  in  seurcli  of  work,  i>ow  oor  money  we  can't  flud. 

Our  fltft  stop  it  was  liohoken.  a  nice  town,  I  donV  think: 

If  a  fellow  slops  tlier<!  over  night,  next  day  be'll  take  to  diink. 

My  pari  and  I  we  found  a  r>ace  beneath  an  old  wooiiBbi-d; 

6uy*  Juck  to  me,  "Cume,  let's  bunlt  lu  aud  rest  our  weary  bead.'* 

Chorus. 
Only  a  kick  from  a  Dnfch  copper's  boot. 
Only  u  good  sv\|nk:lnt;  puncli  m  the  BllOOt— 
'i  lie  cop  Inid  Ills  L'li  I  iiiaiiliiK  love  m  the  ohed; 

Uu  tlioaiilit  we  iuii;lii  queer  him,  so  lie  left  us  for  dead. 

Now  we  have  wandered  many  miles,  we've  traveled  on  onr  front: 

We've  ha'l  onr  share  of  tronhle,  buys,  while  for  the  ltiiI)  wr'd  hiinu 

At  "sInminiiiK  gat<-s"  yon  liet  we're  gooil,  we're  always  out  for  "graft;' 

When  rarmers  tell  ns  to  saw  wood  we  always  liave  a  laugh. 

'TIs  many  moons  since  we  have  worked,  tiie  word  uives  as  a  Chill— 

If  soiiiuune  offered  us  ii  Job  I  iinow  we'd  both  L-et  ill. 

Wlieii  we  were  hoys  it  was  not  so,  for  we  were  light  and  gay. 

But  cigarettes  aud  lager  beer  have  put  us  here  to-day. 

Chorus. 

Only  two  tramps  that  are  out  for  a  meal. 

Only  two  liums,  hI ways  ready  to  steal; 

Of  all  the  towns  that  wo  have  worketl.  New  York  is  the  best; 

For  "  free  graft "  and  "  Lung-outs,"  why  she  beats  all  tite  rest. 
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Allilerliis  reserved. 
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To  Err  Is  Human,  to  Forgive,  Divine. 

Copyright,  ISM,  by  Frank  Tousey.    English  oopyrlght  secured. 
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Word,  by  Harry  C.  ( 'ly de.    Music  by  H.  C.  Vcrner. 


A  dread  alarm  hns  Bonnileil  the  battle's  harsh  command— 

"To  nrins!' the  niurtinl  loil  of  flfe  and  liiuni, 
For  while  diiyii<;ht  .i  breakine,  a  skiiinisli  is  at  Laud— 

Tne  enemy  upon  tiie  camp  has  come. 
Anild  I  lie  flyiHK  huilets  a  sonlier-hoy  falls  low; 

Whfii  battle's  o'er  tliey  liear  him  to  tlie  rear. 
He  iliinly  sees  his  comrades,  wlio  hover  to  and  fro, 

Aud  feebly  utters,  "Is  that  motliiT  dear?" 

Eefrain.  * 
"Is  that  mother  bendini.'  o'er  m--*  my  cheek  feels  the  kiss  of  her  breath; 
Ob,  say  tnat  she  stands  here  before  me  to  soften  the  paniug  at  death." 

That  brave  lad's  wonnd  Is  mortal,  he'll  never  flyht  again. 

And  ev'ry  moment  lirlncs  hmi  lo  the  latl: 
But  tin;  vi.''ioii  of  Ilia  niotiier  has  en!<ed  tin-  awful  pain 

And  glaOdeiied  eyes  that  show  death's  rolemn  cast. 
Be  liiiiiks  ills  inoiher's  near  hiin— he  fees  her  southing  Lund— 

Hif  III*  move  now  to  Ui-a  licr  tiurs  aw  ay 
*  "  Don't  wcip  for  me,  dear  mother,  I've  di'  d  for  native  land — 

Just  kies  uie  ouce,  a  sweet  good-lijc  for  a.^ti."— Refrain. 


s  m 


His  Last  Thoughts  "Were  of  You. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Joa  W.  Stem  &  Co.    tlngUsh  coyprlt;bt  secured. 
All  rltfhts  reserved. 
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Written  by  Ed  w.  B.  Marlca.    Composed  by  Jos.  W.  Stem. 

In  boyhood  days  I've  road  of  two  brothers,  Jack  and  Ned, 

Both  lovi  d  the  same  S"  tet  mald»-ii  .» ears  aj;o. 
But  so  devoted  tm  y,  Neil  to  Jack  he  sai-l  I'lie  day: 

"Yon  marry  Jane,  wliiie  far  from  lieie  I'll  iro." 
'    Be  ^^eut.  they  m^t  no  more  'till  tne  breakiui;  of  the  war, 

Whi'll  biitli  hi'otht-rs  to  the  front  they  maicni'il  away. 
61'lu  by  sIiIh  they  r<>iii;ht  until  for  his  Country's  flag  Jack  fell — 

In  recuiliug  tuis  sad  sceue  Ned  oft  wouid  say: 

Chorus. 

HIB  last  thouBhti*  were  of  you,  his  wife.  Iiis  own,  sweet  datlini;  Jane, 
And  the  bahy  girl  he  knew  in  life  he'd  never  see  iiuiitn. 
*•  Dear  Ned,"  raid  lie,  •'  when  I'm  at  r  sf,  return  h>>me  I  Implore, 
Protect  ilie  ones  tliut  I  love  best  and  leave  tliem  never  mure." 

They  found  close  to  his  breast  this  note  to  Ned  addressed: 

"If  aiiL'ht  bifalli",  'tis  heavin'H  will  divine 
'  That  you  return  acain,  for  I  know  you  once  loved  Jane 

But  sacrificed  your  happinese  for  mine." 
The  war  came  to  n  cli>i'e.  Nid  returned,  the  story  goes; 

After  many  > ears  Ins  early  love  he  well. 
As  he  sat  at  lioine  witli  Jane,  often-tlnies  he  thoticht  Bcaiu 

Of  the  day  wheu  he  returned  to  her  ami  buid:—f  A('7'»»-. 
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Words  and  Mu>lo  by  Keliz  McOleanon. 


Craving,  craving  for  pity,  a  brother  stands 

Before  the  brother  he  wronL'eil  in  da.\  s  gone  by; 
"  Help  ni<>,  help  me,  forgive  all  the  pamfal  past; 

I'm  starving,  brother,  oh,  help  me  or  1  die." 
One  is  poor  and  low  ly,  one  has  shining  gold. 

The  wealthy  broilier  looks  with  scornful  eyef 
Will  he  heip  the  sunpHaiit.  will  lie  e'er  forgive? 

Ob,  hearken  to  hie  wurds  as  be  repiltte: 

Cbobus.   <<   ~'  f  /:     ' 
"  I  once  was  poor  and  sfnggHng.  you  were  bonored  In  tbe  lasd, 

I  once  was  ncuny  starving,  you  hml  riches  at  command, 
I  went  to  you  so  linmbly  and  1  askeil  a  iieiping  lisml. 

In  my  face  you  cuised  yniir  door,  oh.  iiroiner  mii  e.  .  '| 

Now  I  am  rich  and  .>oii  are  poor,  sliall  I  levengefnl  bef  ' 

No,  for  ihe  suUe  of  old  times,  when  we  piayed  at  mother's  knea. 
You're  still  my  brother— 1  forgive,  share  ui^  iiruspertty. 

To  etr  is  UumuQ,  tu  forgive,  divine."  t 

Broodinc,  hroo<1lng  alone  in  a  darkened  room,  { 

A  poor  old  father  is  mourning  for  his  child;  | 

Sadly,  sadly  he  thinks  of  the  daughter  fair 

Who  by  the  tempter  from  home  has  been  beeniled. 
nil*  eyes  grow  hot  with  tears,  his  heart  grows  hot  with  raga. 

Ho  ihlnksof  hOw'  the  huge  lieirayiT  Came: 
-    A  knock,  the  <loor  is  op<!ned.  his  errtin.'  child  ia  there, 

And  to  the  flour  she  sinks  in  abject  siiame.  j 

Chorus. 

"  Begone  and  qnlt  my  sight,"  he  cries  In  accents  stem  and  grim. 

"You've  streaked  my  hiiir  with  gray  that  day  yon  fled  away  with  him. 

You  broke  your  poor  old  mother's  heart,  her  eyes  lu  death  are  dim; 
Beu'oiie,  you  are  no  lunger  child  of  mine." 

But  his  heart  goes  hack  with  atiLoilsh  to  the  child  fliat  he  loved  liest, 

Tne  diiuuhter  fair  and  stainlexi*,  ere  she  left  thn  parents'  Diet. 

And  for  her  dear,  dead  mother's  fake,  Le  clasps  tier  to  his  breast- 
To  err  is  humuu,  to  forgive,  divine. 

Btltching,  stitchinc,  in  poverty  and  In  pnin, 

A  woman's  loiiiDg  to  earn  her  Children  bread; 
Dally,  hourly,  the  neeille  ne'er  Seems  to  tire — 

Ah,  slaves  must  work,  anil  tieir  cliiMren  must  be  fed. 
Bee  her  drunken  linHbaml  stHvgeilnt!  in  the  room— 

"Curse  you,  give  nie  moiny.  I  inii'-l  drink: 
Come  now,  give  the  money,  money,  quick,  I  Bay  "— 

A  blow,  a  liick,  uiicoiieciouB  see  her  siuk. 

Chorus. 

In  drink-besotted  mndneso,  he  rnlns  on  her  kicks  and  blows 
'Till  she  lies  there  slowly  dying— eo<m  will  end  her  earthly  woes. 
And  she  feebly  murmnr*,  "  Harry,  oh,  it  darker,  darker  grows." 

Tlien  she  habhies  of  the  love  of  "an Id  lani;  syne." 
Crasli!  the  ofilc>-rs  of  Justice  hurst  the  dtMir  into  tne  room; 
Will  she  s|H'ak  the  word  and  send  her  husband  to  a  miird'rer's  doom? 
No.  she  lov<'s  him  still,  and  silent  bears  Leraecretto  the  tomb— 

Tu  err  is  human,  to  forgive,  divine. 
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BEND   DOWN  THY    SOUL,  LOVE. 
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Words  by  Cora  B.  Chase.    Music  by  E.  R.  Hamplirey& 


Hnw  can  I  tell  thee,  dearest,  all  tiiat  tlioa  art  to  mef 
Where  It  tbe  mystic  liiugmifce  can  speak  my  thoughts  of  theer 
Bend  down  ibf  soul  to  luteii,  that  my  sua!  nmy  epeak  to  thine. 
For  only  a  sonl  to  a  sonl  can  teil  or  ii  love  that  Is  deep  as  mine; 
For  ouly  « loul  to  a  Boul  cua  tell  of  a  love  that  is  de«p  us  mlue. 

Like  the  shadow  of  palms  In  the  desert,  after  the  glow  of  the  sun; 
Likt  tbe  tender  has))  of  tlie  midnight,  when  tlie  fret  of  tbe  dny  is  done; 
Like  the  scent  nf  hidden  flov\ei8,  like  a  breeze  blown  over  the  sen. 
Like  all  thiiiKs  pure  und  fresb  and  fair,  O  love,  art  thou  to  me. 
Bend  down  ti>y  sou!  to  listen,  tliat  my  soul  niuy  speak  to  thine. 
For  only  a  seal  to  a  sonl  can  tell  of  a  love  tbut  is  deep  as  mine; 
For  ODl;  a  soul  to  a  soul  cftu  tell  of  a  love  tbat  is  deep  as  mlue. 


.■^'•:---^. /-,:"■./.■       PapPody  ont 

THE    LITTLE    LOST    CHILD. 


IF   YOU'LL_MARRY    ME. 
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.,  •■.    '  ^-j  ■  ■■ .    ■   ;    Words  by  Dave  Seymour.      Uu«to  by  Ed.  W.  Rowlaxkd. 


A  simple  qneetlon  I  wonld  ask,  love,  of  yoa. 

Will  it  lie  a  li'ippy  task,  oh,  tell  me  true  T 

Tiie  love  that  awelis  tviihin  my  heart  1  can^t  mppttm; 

If  I  aak  yoa  murry  me,  oh,  uuswer  yes. 

Chobdi. 

You'll  hnve  the  love  of  a  heart  fotid  and  tme  If  yon'U  marry  me: 
When  stare  oeaoe  to  shiue,  thuii  my  love  "III  decline— I'll  constant  be; 
Witii  you  as  my  wife  down  tlie  pathway  of  life,  Uappy  w«  shall  bt; 
Yon  I  implore,  the  giri  I  adore,  1  love  bat  thee. 

If  yon'U  be  my  little  wife,  I'll  live  for  yon. 

Onr  borne  will  be  a  paradise  of  love  so  tme, 

Yon  the  qneen,  to  reign  supreme,  fond  hearts  w«;  y  < 

Love's  honeymoon  will  never  end  if  yon'U  marry  me.— CKotiml,'     . '     ' 


By  AL  Overton. 
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A  pflssing  policeman  met  a  girl  one  day: 
.;<•..:■■,     She  wnlkea  beside  him   for  slie  wos  no  Jay.  "'■■..'■■ 

Said  he  to  her  quickly,  "Now  you  nil  must  pay,         -"■. 
For  yon  know  ih«  cnptnin  palls  your  leg  to-day." 
"Oh,  1  nnderetaiid,"  sail!  tlie  maiden  with  a  smiley 
"Yoa  will  net  yonr  money  In  a  Utile  while;  '.■'-^v     ,:      ';• 

:   •         Call  at  the  lionse,  pet,  when  the  madame's  home;        ', 
She  will  fix  It  with  you  if  you'll  let  ns  alone." 

Chorus. 
When  he  arrived  at  the  station  the  captain  asked  him  for  the  "donifh," 
And  when  he  told  him  the  story,  said  tbe  captain,  "My  boy,  yon  ore  elovv; 
If  I  had  been  there,  you  bet  your  socks,  I  would  have  got  tbe  coin, 
For  yon  know  we  can't  live  on  onr  salary  alone,  so  work  the  old  Tenderloiu." 

Twelve  months  have  passed,  boys,  things  are  not  the  same. 
The  Tenderloin's  deserted,  we  uH  Know  who's  to  blame. 
No  more  we  see  Marlii,  Jennie,  Maud  or  Pearl, 
They've  all  left  New  York  Cii>,  in  other  towns  they  twirl. 
Remember  good  old  i lines,  l)oys,  and  do  not  give  np  hope; 
;  ■  -■     The  cranks  nave  not  the  town,  bo)  b,  with  them  we  canuut  cope, 
■■•"■:•  ..,     But  In  the  distant  future  we'll  hnve  onr  fun  a^aln, 
'    "        Aud  the  sporty  darlings  iu  New  York  will  reign. 

Chobus. 
Though  onr  big  town  is  mnch  "  better,"  we  cannot  forget  what  we've  lost, 
And  could  we  orlng  back  old  times,  boys,  I  know  we  wonld  not  mind  the  cost 
If  any  one  thinks  I'm  wrong,  boys,  he  must  be  a  regular  Jay, 
For  we  caunot  but  miss  tbe  old  Tenderloin  aud  wisii  it  was  here  to-day. 


Back  to  the  Old  Home  Again. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Felts  McQlennon. 


Parody  ont 

THE  SIDEWALKS  OP  NEW  YORK 


By  Al.  Overton. 
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Standing  on  the  comer,  one  balmy  snmmer's  night. 

Me  and  Jimmy  Riiffertv,  we  iiud  an  awful  fight; 

Rtiff<-rty  was  loaded  wftli  whiskey,  alt  and  beer, 

And  when  I  told  him  he  was  drnuk,  lie  soaked  me  in  tbe  ear. 

'■■•:  ■:■'■  :'.--':.'^  '■■'■■.'   .  ■   "    ■  Cborus.  .-  .iV  ' 

North,  sonth,  east,  west,  I  slammed  him  all  aronnd, 
My  Sunday  girl  she  came  along  while  we  were  on  the  gronnd. 
She  eiiiried  in  to  holler— -you  ought  to've  beard  her  talk. 
While  1  was  murdering  Kufferty  on  liie  sidewalks  of  New  York.  \  . 

Chobus.  ,   ;,■'.- ■■■■■  ;-?• 

Up  the  street,  down  the  street,  we  wrestled  and  we  foogbt, 
1  broke  a  two-dollar  knife  on  him,  which  I  had  lately  bought: 
The  Kirl  jumped  In  to  help  me;  says  she,  "My  name  Is  Bonrke,    ^ 
111  show  you'B  mugs  what  a  tart  can  do  ou  the  sidewalks  of  New  York." 

Chorus. 

Oh,  my  1  in  the  eye  she  Jabbed  him  with  a  sticit,  .' 

Poor  Riiffi-rty,  he  nearly  croaked  when  Mamie  threw  a  brick; 
Just  then  in  jumped  a  copper,  who'd  lately  come  from  Cork,         ■  ■'--',' 
And  be  decorated  as  with  a  club  on  tbe  sidewalks  of  New  York.    '> 


MY    OLD,    OLD    LOVE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Rose  Green  Burton. 


i 


•     There's  a  place  that  will  ne'er  be  forgotten  by  me, 
'Tie  the  cottage  wherein  I  was  bom, 
And  though  years  have  rolled  on,  yet  In  fancy  I  see  ,. 

It  there, 'mid  the  tall  waving  corn. 
*Twns  humble,  'twas  lowly,  but  ah,  it  containod 
.  >.  .■        My  nearest  and  dearest  on  earth, 
:.:.■.:    And  where'er  I  go,  T  nni  Ionising  to  be  ";  ..■•.""    -      . ; .'  • 
Once  more  in  the  home  of  my  birth.  ';   /  .   j,    .. 

Chorus.  ■'-''•■ 

Back  to  the  old  home  again,  down  in  the  old  country  lane. 
Back  to  the  spot  I've  never  forgot,  back  to  the  old  home  again. 

-  The  green  Ivy  clnstered  aronnd  the  old  walls,       y.'-'-- 

The  breath  of  sweet  flow'rs  filled  the  air. 
The  birds  bniit  their  nests  in  the  coeey  thatched  roof, 
Their  sont;s  drove  away  every  care; 
;  ;    I'd  roam  through  the  meadows,  I'd  climb  o'er  the  hill, 
''■  ■      In  childhood's  sweet  Innocent  glee, 
■  My  life  was  all  sunshiiie,  no  sorrow  or  care —         :■- 
Oh,  how  I  am  longing  to  be— C%oft«.  /  .  . 

5".'  I've  seen  many  lands,  but  no  place  seemed  so  fair      ,^  t ',;  ■ 
As  that  dear  little  old-rashioned  cot:  .'■    :. 

-  I've  made  many  friends,  hut  my  dear  parents'  love 

I've  never,  no,  never  foi  got,  :' .     ■" 

'? ■■'  They're  anxiously  waiting  to  welcome  me  home^,;^';  ■  V.;'-  -.^ 
They're  eager  their  fond  love  to  show: 
I'm  tired  of  the  wand'riniis  and  trials  of  life, 
Aud  so  once  again  I  will  go— Choivt. 


I  saw  a  face  in  the  street  last  night 
That  brought  back  the  buried  years:  .   . 

The  face  of  one  that  I  might  have  wed. 
And  it  filled  my  eves  with  tears.  ;- ' 

I  loved  her  well,  and  she  loved  me,  too, 
.   '•  But  a  shadow  fell  o'er  onr  way,  ;  :;, .  ';■ 

And  I  linked  my  fate  with  anotuer's  lova^  •.:.:■ 
And  she  is  my  wife  to-day. 

Retrain.  '" 

Though  I  know  that  my  wife  has  been  faithful  and  true. 

And  lier  smile  fills  tny  soul  with  delight. 
Yet  my  old,  old  love,  and  the  choice  of  my  heart, 

Will  be  first  iu  my  dreams  to-night. 

Long  years  have  passed,  and  but  few  regrets 

Have  lingered  'r<Mind  my  heart. 
For  she  has  been  faithfai  and  good  and  tme, 

Aud  has  acted  a  noble  iMtrt. 
I  dare  not  ihink  I  would  liai>pier  be 

With  the  first  sweet  love  of  my  youth. 
For  my  dear,  good  w  ife  is  a  treasure  to  me. 

And  has  served  me  with  love  aud  tratb.—Bifratn. 

The  face  T  saw  in  the  street  last  night 
' "  In  my  soul  such  thoughts  have  stirred, 

That  1  shrink  before  my  wife's  sweet  face 
And  nm  stung  hyi-ach  tender  word. 
■'•."•     The  children  who  play  around  my  knee. 
And  tidnk  me  so  good  and  wise. 
Little  dream  of  the  ihouehts  that  come  tome 
Of  the  love  that  never  dies.— if^r<iin. 


_••-—  -^-tt^yptAtj^^  JU^^-Mth-fifviM-.j^Xf*?, 


•■*•'  ^^"^W 


*  I 
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)   '  I   Words  by  J.  Cbeever  Goodwin.    Music  by  E.  Jakobowskl. 


Ah,  hut  tlie  time  of  your  deligiit  is  sweet,  is  eweot  eixlern. 

All  too  quickly  it  take*  flJL'lit.  does  swott,  «io<.'!<  ewett  sixteon. 

Day  after  day  witli  joy  is  flil'il,  pure  as  th«'  note  by  throstle  thrilled. 

Countless  the  castles  in  Spain  we  liuild,  at  sweet,  iit  sweet  sixteen. 

Kiind,  l>li8Sfully  blind,  a  s»au  in  evVy  ^oose  we  flnil, 

Briulit,  sunnily  bright,  the  flow'r-strewii  way  that  our  steps  invite. 

Many  a  maid  with  a  laiigliiiig  lip,  liut  an  acliiiii;  heart  I  ween,  I  weeo, 

Wboee  memory  strays  to  the  vanistied  days  of  sweet,  of  sweet  sixteen. 

Ah,  but  the  time  wlien  skies  are  blue,  is  sweet,  Is  sweet  sixteen. 

Hands  are  lielpful  and  lieurts  are  true,  at  sweet,  nt  sweet  sixteen. 

Never  a  care  or  trief  we  know,  all  of  life's  roses  thornless  grow, 

Only  the  balmy  trade  winds  blow,  at  sweet,  at  sweet  sixteen. 

Dumb,  crsciousiy  dumli,  no  whis|>er  tells  <>f  storms  to  come, 

Fiiir,  rosily  fair,  tlie  lireams  we  dream  of  a  future  lirlKl>t. 

Many  h  matron,  witn  furrowed  brow  and  silver  d  locks,  I  ween,  I  ween, 

Looks  back  thro'  the  years,  thro'  a  mist  of  tears,  to  sweet,  to  sweet  sixteen. 


Come  Back  to  Yonr  Mother,  Tom. 
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Woi  ds  aud  Mosic  by  James  Thornton. 


A  father  and  his  only  son  were  quarreling  one  day, 

Tlie  lioy,  like  other  i>oys,  whs  ratiier  wild; 
A  miitlier  stood  l>etweeii  them  for  to  shield  tier  l>oy  from  harm; 

Tlio'  wsyward,  siiil  she  loved  lieronly  child. 
Be  ran  awny  tliat  evening,  and  liis  pxtenis  knew  not  where, 

But  ev'ry  nigl:ttiie  mother  for  iiiiii  prays; 
Slie  kneeU  before  liia  plcmre.  which  is  Iningine  on  the  wall, 

Atid  with  tearful  eyes  upraised,  she  softly  says: 

Ohoiiiis. 

"Come  back  to  your  mother,  Tom,  ev'ry  thing's  forgiven; 
We  don't  know  wlietlier  )ou  are  dead,  or  whether  \o»  ure  living; 
Yotir  father  wants  to  see  you,  Tom.  we  both  are  old  imd  ^ruy, 
So  come  back  to  your  mother,  Tom,  before  we  puss  away." 

'Tis  Chrietman.  and  the  villaee  bells  are  riii);inK  out  their  chime», 

Procluimini!  peace  o'er  land  and  o'er  the  foam; 
An  aeed  couple  listen,  while  their  eyes  fill  up  with  tears, 

Tlieir  thoufcchts  are  for  one  far  away  from  liome. 
When  lo,  a  knocli  comes  to  the  door,  tlie  mother  siie  responds, 

Ami  then  before  her  stands  her  trnant  boy; 
Ills  ciotlies  ure  torn  and  tattered,  liut  still  he's  >ier  only  son, 

Aud  with  arms  around  iiis  neck,  she  weeps  with  joy. 

Chorus. 

"You've  come  back  to  mother,  Tom,  ev'rything's  forgiven; 
We  knew  not  whether  you  were  dead,  or  wheilier  you  were  living; 
Y>>dr  father  wanta  to  see  yon.  Tom,  we  both  are  old  and  gray. 
You've  come  back  to  the  old  foiks,  Tom,  before  we  pass'd  away." 


Parody  on : 

THE    BOWERY 

By  Wallace  and  Qray. 


■'■■1'  t^'>:- 


Ri>nd  for  Free  Cataloinie  of  Sonar  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  TSIl- 
erx.  Triek  Rooks,  Rerltatlon  Flooks,  Fenny  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Joke  B>okii, Sketch  Rooks, 
SiiiiMp  Speeclies,  Irish  Song  Rooks.  Cook  B>>oks.  B'mks  uf  Amusement,  Slieel  Music,  etc., 
to  U.-nry  J.  Wehiuan,  130  A  132  Park  How.  New  York;  or  126  W.  Madlaon  Street,  Cbkiaga 


One  nii;ht  I  thoncht  I'd  go  ont  for  a  time, 
Went  to  the  Bowery  and  got  <in  n  shine; 
Tlien  I  went  staggering  down  the  street. 
Hat  full  of  head  and  shoes  full  of  feet. 
Met  a  young  girl,  all  dressed  In  brown, 
I  winked  at  tier,  and  she  knocked  me  down; 
When  she  got  through,  my  head  wuB  sore— 
I'll  Uw'ver  go  there  any  more. 

Cboritb. 

The  Bowery,  the  Bowery,  'tnonid  drive  me  insane  to  go  there  again; 
The  Bowery,  tiie  Bowery,  I'll  never  go  there  any  more. 

In  a  saloon  I  then  ftid  go, 
Wliere  there  was  a  free-und-ensy  show; 
Mice  little  L'ins,  Some  plump,  some  thin, 
Gently  tickled  ilieni  under  the  cliin. 
Bouncers  they  came,  and  grulibed  me  quick. 
Turned  me  'round  and  gave  me  a  kick. 
Fired  ine  quickly  ont  thioiigli  tlie  door — 
I'll  never  go  lliete  any  more.— C/toi-w». 

Next  I  went  into  a  ten-cent  Miow, 

Wlieje  tlie  ligliis  tliey  were  all  aglow; 

Went  to  see  a  big  fat  lady. 

Dressed  in  lights.  Singing  "Sweet  Marie."  .' 

Site  made  a  kick  at  the  chandlier. 

Kicked  so  lii-jh  that  she  fell  on  her  enr; 

You  sliould  liave  been  there  to  hear  the  roar^ 

I'll  never  go  there  any  more.— C'AM-i/f. 

Thought  I'd  BO  out  for  a  soil  one  day. 
Hired  a  boat  and  went  tuit  on  the  bay; 
When  oui  a  mile,  I  took  off  my  clothe*. 
Made  a  pluiii;e,  and  in  I  goes. 
Swimming  around,  up  came  a  squall, 
'i'ook  my  uoat,  and  my  clothes  ai'd  all. 
Dressed  in  an  ash-bariel  home  1  tore— 
I'll  never  go  there  any  more.— C'Aoru«. 


^^ 


♦  >  ^ 


LIVINg    PICTURES. 
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CLARA    BELLA    BROWN. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    E^gUah  copyright  secured. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soncr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents,  or  tliiM  and  any  two  nther  Sonirs  for  one  l><iilar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  1311  <k  132  I'ark  R"W,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Clilcago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addre.-ses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sontrs,  Song  Boon, 
StMWl  Uuaic,  0«i  nuui  Suug  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Boolu,  Joke  Books,  etc 

Words  and  Mnsic  by  John  W.  Ransone. 


I  cannot  keep  the  secret,  it's  a  pleasure  to  divulge, 
Dar's  gwine  to  lie  a  party.  I  invites  yer  to  indulge: 
Dar's  gwine  to  lie  a  weddin'.  not  so  very  far  from  town. 
And  the  gal  that's  gwine  to  marry,  is  Miss  Clara  Bella  Brown. 

Chorus. 

Here  I  is,  Misa  Clara  Bella,  in  my  bran'-new  gown, 
I'm  de  gayest  color'd  ual  dat  lives  in  ilis  y  here  town. 
Adde  Coons  dey  call  on  me.  from  niiles  and  miles  aronn*; 
Black  and  jailer  love  Miss  Bella,  Clura  Bella  Brown. 

He  tmll'd  on  me  last  evening,  just  to  woo  and  coo  a  bit; 

De  ring  ilat  he  fetch'd  to  me  dnin't  any  digit  fit: 

From  thumb  doixn  to  small  finger  whs  ho  very  fat  and  round, 

Mot  a  ring  was  found  in  Tiffuy's  to  fit  Clara  Bella  Brown.— C'Aoru*. 


— "  Wonderful  mouse  trap  this,  raarfame.  May  I  show  it  to 
you?"  "  Don't  want  tiny  niouse-trups ;  liaven't  a  mouse  in  the 
house."  "We  can  supply  you  with  mice,  madume,  on  most 
reasonable  terms."  v/ 
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Wurds  and  Music  by  James  Thornton. 


On  a  warm  summer's  eve.  I'd  nothing  to  do. 

So  I  thonglit  I  would  stroll  np  Broadway; 
Says  1.  "I  will  go  into  some  music  liull. 

Anil  there  a  quiet  liour  pass  away." 
I  saw  all  the  show,  then  startt-d  to  go. 

When  an  usher  asked  me  for  to  wait. 
I  saiil,  "  I  can't  stay;"  he  answered,  "You  jay. 

The  living  pictures  are  great." 

Chorus. 

Oh  the  pictures  fhitt  I  went  to  see. 

They  have  cost  me  l<»ts  of  misery; 

My  wife  is  mad.  of  course,  she's  getting  a  dlToroe,  ' .. 

Just  because  I  saw  the  living  pictures. 

The  first  one  I  saw  was  a  group  of  voting  girli,       \ 

Tlie  scene  "as  a  liarcni,  they  said; 
I  asked  someone  how  much  the  picture  would  coBt, 

And  the  ladies  around  me  all  turned  red. 
The  next  represented  Adam  and  Eve, 

Tiiey  were  dressed  up  in  fig-leaves,  that's  all, 
I  shouted,  "  Hoora)  1"  but  someone  did  say, 

"  Oh,  throw  him  out  of  tiie  hall." 

Chorus. 
Oh,  the  pictnres  that  I  went  to  see,      ■  • 

They  still  linger  in  my  memory: 
I've  lost  my  uood  wife,  Jane,  I  think  I'll  go  insane, 
Ever  since  1  saw  the  living  pictures. 

When  the  show  it  w  as  o'er,  I  stood  at  the  stage-door, 

A  few  of  the  pictures  to  see: 
I  invited  Just  nine,  witli  nie  out  to  dine, 

Thev  all  said  they  would  go  with  me. 
Tliey  said  I  l<M)k'd  sweet,  and  asked  me  to  treat 

To  a  iioitle  of  frapi>ed  cham|iagne: 

When  1 8|>ent  all  my  cash,  thev  fled  like  a  flasb,    ; 
And  left  me  to  sing  this  refrain: 

Chorus.  '■'"/'-: 

Oh,  the  pictures  that  T  went  to  see! 
Married  men,  now  take  advice  from  me: 
If  you  want  to  liohl  your  wife,  and  lead  a  quiet  life. 
Never  go  to  see  the  living  pictures. 


.»  ■,' 


— Music  is  the  goddess  of  all  the  Arts. 


k&! 


.t-»^t-^15ir.J.fr*.i. 


T 
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Words  by  John  Butler.    Husic  by  J.  F.  Blahony. 

Kind  words  are  spoken  never  In  vain;  '■...-:■ 

No  hearts  are  broken  from  their  refrain; 
:  Music  to  our  ears,  sweetest  and  best,  •,;;■■ 

Through  all  the  long  .years  stored  in  the  breast. 

Repbain. 
Kind  words,  when  spoken,  will  cansens  no  sigh; 
No  homes  liavebern  broken  underneath  the  sky; 
No  homes  have  been  broken  underneath  the  sky.  ^       - 

Kind  words,  oh,  Btrancer!  mcnrry  will  bring 
You  out  of  danger  back  to  love's  spring; 
■'.    .  Dwell  now  and  ever  ill  our  dear  home,  '    '  ■ 

.   ■    Kind  words  will  never  cause  us  to  roam.  —Refrain. 

Kind  words  will  perish,  not  in  the  night, 

Oh,  how  we  cherish  llicm  with  delight; 

Brave,  manly  token,  not  crael  and  cold,  •."'-. 

Live  on  unbroken,  when  we  are  old.— .ff«/'ratn. 


THERE'S    NO    PLACE    LIKE    THE 
OLD    HOME    AFTER    ALL. 

Copyright,  JIDCCCXCIV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Walter  P.  Keen. 


When  I  left  school  long  years  ago,  I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  tookdeligiit  in  any  sport  which  happened  to  be  wild. 

Kind  pareiiis  never  could  control  the  nii>>c)iief  strong  in  me, 

'Till,  heedleus  of  their  good  advice,  I  ran  away  to  sea.  .; 

I  thougiit  of  all  the  iiappinees  that  now  would  surely  come,  • ..  ' 

When  I  should  be  away  from  those  who  ruled  me  "hen  at  home,     '  ..  ". 

But  after  all  the  weary  years  that  since  have  piifsed  away. 

My  thoughts  return  to  those  at  home,  and  tearfully  I  say: 

Cuoaus. 

It  may  not  be  a  mansion,  with  roses 'round  the  door. 
It  may  not  have  a  parlor,  with  carpet  on  the  floor,     ■       ■: 
But  when  you're  far  away,  in  sorrow  you  will  say, 
.  '  "There's  no  place  like  the  old  home  after  all." 

In  many  foreign  lands  I've  been  since  I  began  to  roam, 

Yet  I  have  met  no  frien'is  who  could  compare  with  those  at  home,  •    . 

There  naught  tnit  loving  words  prevail,  in  sickness  or  in  health, 

An<l  anxious  parunis  welcome  you,  in  poverty  or  wealth, 

Then  wayward  sons  and  dnuuliiers  have  a  ihonght  for  parents  dear, 

To-niL'ht  at  home  your  vacant  chairs  will  cause  them  many  a  tear; 

So  nourish  and  protect  Itiem  while  ihiM  earth  tliey  are  upon. 

You  11  uiiss  the  dear  old  folks  at  home  when  they  are  dead  and  gone.— Cfiorus. 

■   ^  s  »   ■ 


Too  Late,  My  Love,  Too  Late. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Jolui  T.  Kelly. 


"  Yes,  I'll  be  fiiithful  to  you,  Jack, 
I'll  watch  and  wait  for  thee. 
And  I'll  he  tiiine  when  you  come  back;" 
Tlien  his  big  ship  went  oat  to  sea. 
He  sailed  o'er  the  ocean,  two  weary  years. 
How  bright  was  the  moruiuL'  he  homeward  steersf 
Once  more  with  friends,  he  eniiies  thro' tears; 
'.;  "But  Where's  my  sweetheart.  May?" 

And  when  tiiey  ^•ll  that  She  is  wtal,,''      '  .> 

Poor  Jacic  could  only  say: 

'-:-■-■::■■■■'.'-   ■"•.■<■■■        CBORns.       ;. Xa  v;^''  -  ,\.;  -  ; 

"Too  late,  my  love,  too  late,  the  happy  dream  is  over; 

Too  lute,  my  love,  too  late,  oh,  I  ne'er  cnn  love  another; 

My  life  was  tliine,  I  tlmught  tliee  mine,  oh,  how  yon  promised  to  wait, 

Auother  caiue,  your  Ueart  to  claim— it's  loo  late,  my  love,  too  late." 

;  ,  ';■■■:■■':      A  few  nnliappy  years  roll'd  by,     -  .cj:      .    , ■  \ :  :    "■   , 
■"'',■'         And  what  a  clmnee  we  find;  ■•:•,.■''■:"' 

Yoiiipg  Mav,  a  widow,  now  <loth  sigh         •......■!..!.: 

;  For  the  true  love  she  left  behind.  ■  ;    -     ■'  . 

She  hears  of  his  illness,  forteto  all  pride, 
..,<:  Relurns  to  the  old  home,  to  his  liedside.  ^.,\         .-v'-' 

"Have  pity.  Jack,"  slie  wildly  cried,  ■'■.■/'•'   '.■•:. ••,r-.''-' 

'•■^••.--  -'"        '* Forgive  me,  love.  I  pray,  ••;.'> .-V'' '■'  J •• 

For  now  we'll  wed,  no  more  to  part:" 
,  Then  poor  Jack,  in  tears,  did  say:— C%<wt*». 


OLD    LOVE-LETTERS. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Iklgar  Selden. 


To-day  an  odd  thing  happen 'd,  that  recalled  the  by-gone  years,  '> 

When  life  seem'd  fruught  »i>h  siinsliine,  when  sweet  smiles  dispelled  all  fears;    \ 
In  a  half  forgotten  casket,  in  a  duety,  cobweb  nook, 
I  found  some  old  love-letters,  that  read  like  a  fairy  IXMk.  '        , 

,.  ■  >.-.    .  Chorus.  . ,  .     '■ 

Old  love-letters,  tied  with  ribbon  blue:    '      -•    >     - 
V  '  :    Letters  from  the  sweetheart  that  I  once  thought  true. 
'-•  ■'    Still  I  fondly  read  them,  tho'  my  heart  may  throb  and  break; 

Old  love-letters,  just  for  old  love's  sake. 

Then  day-^lreams  seemed  more  golden,  for  I  thought  my  love  was  tme; 

1  pictured  home  an  Eden,  where,  contented,  dwell  we  two. 

But  another  stole  the  treasure  of  the  heart,  since  passed  away, 

Aud  thus  our  romance  ended  with  these  letters  found  to-day.— CAoru«. 


OUR    DRIVE.  . 
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Words  and  Music  by  Walter  De  Frece. 


Riding    in    the    Heavenly    Row-Boat. 

.'     ■;.  Copyright,  ISM,  by  Spaulding  &  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationers' Hall,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Barney  Fagan. 


Riding  in  the  heavenly  row-lmat,  lieadiiig  for  the  promised  land. 
Guided  by  the  heavenly  music  jilayed  ny  the  liiir  Bhick  Angel  Band; 
Dip  my  feet  in  Jonlan's  waier,  draw  the  hiii  from  my  bo<ly  out. 
Then  I'll  enter,  pure  aud  spotless,  that  place  uiggere  ail  dream  abont. 

Chorus. 

:  Wait  'till  Zion's  ready,  then  pnll  long  and  steady,  '  ' 

'■\  Hug  the  shore,  look  out,  don't  get  out  where  tlie  cnrrent'e  strong, 

;.  -'.  There  the  danger's  lurking,  keep  tliein  oars  a  working. 

:.'-  Don't  you  bob  yonr  bead  around,  but  speed  tliat  boat  along. 

S!d!ne  in  tlie  heavenly  row-boat,  steering  for  the  golden  shore. 

Get  on  board.  re|>entHiit  sinners,  jiiinp  in  position,  trab  an  oar: 

Wait  'till  you  hear  old  Gabriel's  trumpet  loot,  then  dip,  don't  yon  dip  too  deep, 

As  yon  pass  on  through  Hell  Gate,  don't  wake  satan  ap,  let  him  sleep.—  Chonit. 


Tom's  girl,  Nell,  and  my  girl.  Rose,  tliey  lately  look'd  quite  sad; 

We  arranged  to  drive  them  out. 
So  we  hired  a  double  riK,  tlnit  didn't  look  half  bad. 
With  a  flrst-rate  horse,  for  ttic  inicc,  of  coui-se,  and  horsily  wc  clad. 
Then,  with  hearts  gay,  we  drove  off  to  ilie  equare. 
To  meet  our  darlings  there:  and  wlniX  a  sight  they  were! 
So  up  we  jumped  them.  Rose  with  me  behind, 
Aud  the  nag  Tom  whipp'd,  'till  he  fairly  skipp'd,  and  made  off  like  the  wind. 

Chorus. 
Ob,  I  say,  we  were  a  jolly  lot,  didn't  care  a  jot,  tho'  the  pace  was  hot; 
Laugli'd  and  joked,  all  troubles  we  forgot,  the  day  we  weut  our  drive. 

Such  a  pace  we  went,  we  soon  had  left  the  town  behind— 

How  that  blessed  cart  did  joir. 
We  canoodled,  and  in  my  emlinice  deiir  Rose  reclined, 
'Till  a  sudden  lurch,  sent  me  off  my  perch,  with  poor  Rose  etill  entwined. 
With  a  bump,  then,  we  came  agiiinst  the  ground, 
But,  in  a  single  bound,  my  way  lo  Tom  I  found; 
I  punched  hiB  lica<i,  I  teil  yon,  'twas  no  jest. 
But  we  stopped  the  fray,  to  pull  Rose  away  from  jumping  on  Nell's  chest. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  I  say,  we  were  a  jolly  lot,  didn't  care  a  jot.  tho'  the  pace  was  hot; 
Cursed  and  swore;  aud  black  eyes  we  all  got,  the  day  we  went  our  drive. 

Took  us  quite  an  hour  before  the  girls  we  pacified, 

Then  we  rearranged  our  dress. 
Tom  and  Nell  got  up  behind,  for  I'd  resolved  to  drive; 
Then  we  made  a  start,  like  an  ambulance  cm  i,  with  a  base-ball  team  outside. 
Hiirse-liick  etill! — then  the  girls  commenced  airain. 
J  quickly  dropped  the  lein,  wlien  in  a  ftyie  insane, 
With  no  control,  the  horse  jumped  off  like  mad. 
Sent  the  girls  in  fits,  smashed  the  rig  in  bits— to  walk  home  then  we  bad. 

■-■■::■,-'  Chorus.  '■'  -y  ■"    ■_'."-'''-■"    -'-r 

Oh,  I  say,  we  were  a  lively  lot,  trudg'd  home  lir'd  and  hot,  horse  to  pay  Fvegot, 
And  my  new  clothes,  drinks  would  buy  the  lot — we  didu't enjoy  our  drive. 
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Words  by  Frank  B.  Touncr-    Music  by  A.  O  Duncan.    Arnmged  by  Fred  White. 

Tlie  nijtlit  was  calm,  the  moon's  pule  liglit  on  tlie  rippling  waters  slioiie. 
The  twIiiklliiK  aiars  like  diamonds  l>ilK<<t  set  in  that  mltthiy  throne. 
SliK  stood  atone  on  tliu  ocean's  shore  und  lier  heart  with  hope  did  btirn. 
While  from  her  Sotil  went  out  a  pruy'r  for  her  loved  one's  safe  remrn, 
Willie  from  her  soul  went  out  a  pruy'r  for  her  loved  one's  sare  return, 
For  ber  loved  one's  safe  reinrn. 

I  Rkfraik. 

I       The  mnrniDrlni;  wavei),  ns  thov  rose  and  fell. 
Would  not  iheir  mournful  secret  tell — 
Her  loved  one  she  would  see  no  more,  his  soni  hnd  taken  flieht 
To  Its  home  npK)ii  nnotlier  shore,  tlio  ship  went  down  iliiit  olitht; 
Her  lovi'd  one  she  woind  see  no  more,  his  soul  had  token  filuht 
To  lis  borne  npon  nnoihei-  sliore,  the  ship  went  down  that  nli{ht.  * 

Ab,  me!  she  siclied,  where  can  be  be?  I  am  wenry  waltiog  here; 
I'll  not  believe  bun  false  to  me,  my  darliiif;  boy  so  dear. 
He  said,  my  love,  I  will  b--  true  uhete  I  ro,  wimte'er  betide. 
And  surely  I'll  return  to  you,  never  more  to  leavu  jour  side; 
And  surely  I'll  return  to  yon,  never  more  to  leave  jour  side, 
And  never  more  to  leave  your  side. 

REITtXIK. 

The  mnrmtirlnfl;  wnves,  BO  they  rose  and  fell. 

Would  not  their  niournfal  secret  tell  - 
Her  loved  one  she  wou  d  see  no  more,  his  soul  had  taken  fliebt 
To  Its  home  npon  another  shore,  the  ehip  went  down  that  night; 
Her  loved  one  she  would  ^eo  no  more,  his  soul  had  taken  flight 
To  its  home  upon  another  shore,  the  ship  went  down  thut  night. 


Sre  morn  she  knew  the  sad,  sad  trtith— death  had  claimed  her  darling 

And  left  her  life  scarco  in  Its  youth  wlthont  a  ho|)e  or  Joy. 

She  prayed  to  Him  who  doetb  all  ihings  rl^tht  from  u  heart  filled  to  the 

He  could  not  come  to  me  to-iili;ht,  p!en><e  let  me  go  to  him; 

Be  cool^  not  cume  to  me  to-night,  pleaeu  let  me  go  to  hira. 

Bkfraik. 

The  mnrrouring  waves,  ns  ihey  rose  and  fell, 

Kept  not  their  secret  deep  una  well— 
Her  1o veil  one  she  would  see  no  more,  his  soul  hnd  taken  flight 
To  its  lionie  npon  another  shore,  the  ship  went  down  that  nifzht; 
Her  loved  one  she  uonid  see  no  more,  his  soul  bad  taken  flight 
To  Its  home  npon  another  shore,  the  ship  went  down  that  nigut 


boy 
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There's  a  Spaniard  by  tlie  name  of  Mike  McGee, 

Who  went  out  one  afternoon  npon  ii  spree, 

And  he  lost  both  of  Ills  legs  kicking  bang  holes  out  of  kegs. 

Now  they're  siiorter  than  they  ever  used  to  be. 

Pat  O'Tooie  came  'round  one  day  to  see  McGee, 

And  he  told  him  he  was  sorry  ne  could  he; 

Poor  HcOee  saya  "  I  am  sick,  but,  of  course,  I  cannot  kick. 

And  I  want  to  ask  a  favor,  dout  you  see? 

1  Chorus. 

"Come  to  me,"  said  McOee,  "and  lend  me  three, 
And  you'll  make  me  just  as  happy  as  can  be; 
I  will  pay  you  back  and  treat 
,        When  I  get  upon  my  feet." 

Then  O'Tuoie  got  up  and  skipped  the  tra-la-lee. 

In  my  song  I'll  sing  abont  two  naughty  fleai. 

Who  came  in  from  Jersey  City  with  the  breeze: 

On  a  stoop,  they  sat  one  day  and  a  word  they  didn't  ujr, 

Till  a  dog  came  hy  whose  name  was  9»'eet  Marie. 

Tills  poor  doe  was  out.  of  sight  and  couldn't  see,       > 

He  was  walking,  bnt  he  didn't  liave  a  flea: 

As  be  passed  those  flealeis  hy  tiny  liotb  winked  the  other  eye, 

For  ibey  wouldu't  do  a  thing  wlui  Sweet  Marie. 

CHOBI7S.  ■        t' 

Sweet  Marie  didn't  see  either  one  of  these  two  fleas, 
.    ThouKh  she  lived  In  this  great  land  of  the  free; 

Bnt  one  flea  says  to  the  other, 

"Jnet  gel  on  to  him,  dear  brother," 
Then  ibey  gave  thai  dog  ta-rarra-boom-ta-ree. 


m%m 


— Professor  (describin;^  ancient  Greek  theatre):  "And  it  had  no 
roof."  Junior  (sure  be  Las  caught  the  professor  in  a  mistake): 
"  What  did  they  do  when  it  rained?"  Professor  (taking  off  his 
glasses  and  pausing  a  moment):  "  They  got  wet,  sir." 
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THE    LITTLE    LOST    CHILD. 
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A  passing  policeman  to  a  female  spoke. 

Placed  his  arm  around  lier,  uave  a  geiiile  stroke; 

He  spoke  to  lier  kindly, '■  wiini's  yoiir  name?"  said  he; 

Lif  ling  np  her  vail  ehe  siild,  "  Ton  can  iilainly  see." 

The  face  thot  stared  out  at  him  threw  him  in  a  fit. 

"You're  u  dirty  loafer,  utyoa  I  could  spit: 

At  Inst  I  have  cau>>ht  you,  I  could  break  your  Jawl " 

For  the  little  feature  was  his  mother-in-law. 

Cbobus. 
"Don't  try  to  snenk  away,  darling,  I  will  see  you  go  right  home; 
I  will  keep  my  eye  upon  you,  for  I'll  not  let  vou  alone. 
Toar  wife  bad  a  bahe  In  her  arms  when  I  left  her  alone  this  mom; 
When  she  gets  you  there  and  Is  through  with  your  hair  you'll  wish  yon  had  never 

[l>een  bom." 
A  Tonng  girl  was  walking  one  day  down  the  street, 
Wnere  just  by  chance  a  young  dude  she  did  meet. 
"Where  are  you  ({"inif.  pray,  dear  Miss?"  said  he. 
"I  have  lost  my  mamma;  find  her,  please,  for  me." 
*       He  started  out  to  find  her,  but  he  got  full  of  beer; 
Then  the  little  damsel  she  did  disappear. 
His  watch  and  chain  went  also  with  bis  full  week's  pay; 
Now  while  he  is  sleeping  you  can  hear  him  say: 

Chorus. 
"  Do  not  leave  me,  little  darling,  for  you  have  my  watch  and  chain; 
I  will  keep  rltjht  close  beside  yon  nntil  I  get  it  again. 
I  WHS  a  jay  in  your  hands  when  you  gave  me  the  slip  that  day. 
Filled  me  with  beer,  then  done  me  the  queer  aud  stole  all  my  wealth  away. 


Parody  on: 


'^ 


HE  NEVER  CARES  TO  WANDER 
FROM   HIS  OWN  FIRESIDE. 


By  Thomas  W.  Murray. 


Send  for  Free  Oatalogue  of  Soner  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books.  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  B»oks,3ketoh  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Ii-li<h  S«ii(r  Books.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement,  8l<eet  Music,  eto., 
to  Benry  J.  Wabman,  190  «  XSt  Park  Row,  New  Torkj  or  185  W.  Hadlaon  Street,  Cblcago. 

Different  men  have  different  whiskers  for  to  give  the  wind  a  chance. 
And  my  wife  has  pulled  thetn  orten  when  she  starts  her  song  and  dance. 
She  tells  me  that  she  loves  me  dearly,  when  she  dies  she'll  surely  bum; 
^  Svery  night  she  nulls  my  trousers  and  goes  throngh  them  for  my  coin. 

/  Chorus. 

She  never  cares  to  wander  from  her  own  fireside. 
She  knows  her  book  too  well  to  go  and  ruum; 

But  some  day  I'll  fly  the  coop 

And  I'll  leave  her  In  the  Bonp; 
There'll  be  rooms  to  let  at  home,  sweet  home. 

There's  a  dear  yonng  husband  sitting  by  his  fireside  so  bright. 
And  he  dares  not  leave  the  nmnslon;   if  be  does,  there'll  \yt:  n  fight. 
For  his  wife  she  weighs  tliree  liundred  and  her  hnnds  are  full  of  claws, 
While  poor  Willie  weighs  but  ninety— that's  the  reaeon  why,  because— 

Chorus. 
He  never  cares  to  wander  from  his  own  fireside. 
He  dreams  of  great  big  schooners  filled  with  foam; 

If  he  dares  to  make  u  crack 

She  will  split  him  np  the  back. 
And  she'd  murder  him  at  home,  sweet  home.         / 


^e^ 


Parody  on : 

TWO    LITTLE    QIRLS 


V 


y 


/ 


{ 


By  Thomas  W.  Harray. 


IN    BLUE. 

■.■■-:■  ■'.  ;■.— f- 

Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Bonpr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortnne  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books.  Recltntlon  Books.  PKnny  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Joke  B  •oks.Skoti'h  B'-oka. 
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to  Benry  J  Wehinan,  UO  &  ISi  Park  Row,  New  Turk;  or  U6  W.  Modiaon  Street,  CUcava 


t 


A  tramp  once  gazed  on  a  hot  free  lunch, 

A  thing  he'cf not  seen  for  da>B, 
And  he  thought  what  a  trick  he  could  do  with  It, 

If  the  price  of  a  iKer  he  could  raise: 

For  he  bad  money  long  years  aeo,  thoagb  now  he  hadn't  a  son. 

For  be  bad  turned  to  a  bam,  my  boys,  by  two  little  girls  in  bine. 

CHORtTB. 
Two  little  eirls  in  bine,  lad,  two  little  Kirle  who  knew 
Two  elmple  lillies,  bnt  they  were  no  gillies  and  knew  a  thing  or  two; 
Two  little  bashful  muldens  who  met  this  fly  young  man 

Tbey  kissed  and  they  cooed,  and  they  broke  the  poor  dade,  so  that's  why  he 

[curries  a  can. 

Chorus. 
Two  little  girls  In  bine,  lad,  who  stuck  to  the  jay  like  glne,  . 

He  had  money,  they  all  felt  fnnny,  am)  didn't  know  what  to  do;  t 

Two  little  gIriB  quite  new,  lad,  wlio  didn't  know  a  thing. 
But  one  gave  a  wink  and  said,  let's  get  a  drink,  then  the  renben  started  to  sing. 

Chorus.  .  ;•'"  ! 

Two  little  girls  in  blue,  lad,  two  little  girls  he  blew. 
One  drnnk  a  whiskey,  the  other  sixty.  It  cost  lilra  a  hundred  or  two; 
Two  little  kIHs  who  flew,  lad,  and  left  hlin  alone  In  the  rain: 
Now  he  drives  on  a  cable  and  sleeps  In  a  stable,  Le'U  never  go  there  agala. 


m 
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AFTER    THE    CURTAIN    FALLS. 

■■  Copyright,  18M.  by  A.  O.  Duncan.    English  copyright  secured. 

:•  .r  •    :">  v.-      '.,■'■••■,"■■■••    All  right*  reserrod.     :■■■■,-'.  t.   .;'--'....•  '•    " 


The  Word*  and  Uaeio  of  this  Snnir,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  setit  to  any  ad- 
dreso,  p<>s(rp*id.  on  receipt  of  40  cento;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Sonirg  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  W«?hnian.lS0  4  132Paik  R-w,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Clilcago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab've  addrei-seH  for  Free  Catiiloi;ne  of  S'>ne8,  S<>ng  Books, 
Sheet  UubiO,  Qernuui  Sung  Buoks,  Letter  Writem,  Dream  Bocks,  Joke  Books,  etc 
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Words  by  Frank  Youug.    Musio  by  A.  O.  Dunean.    Arranged  by  Fred  White. 

How  oft  we  wntch  tlie  players  and  tlioy  aeem  so  light  and  gay. 
We  wonder  if  they  really  feel  the  hopjiy  puns  tliey  piny; 
The  dancer,  as  ehe  lightly  tripe  III  tiie  fouilighl's  K'ure, 
Site  ia  10  lu  the  brightest  oue  of  ull  uaeemt>l»d  there. 

■   '■'■■' ^  Z^-:  ■■-''':■'■ -'^^ '■■:''■•:         RerRAiH.   .'■'■■:,'•■'■■';■     :■,  ^l;-' :■■'■■■■  \- 

Bnt  conld  wa  only  linger,  coald  we  only  see. 

The  actor  and  the  dancer,  how  difFerent  they  woald  be; 

Cuonus. 

After  the  cnrtain  falls,  when  the  lights  are  low. 

After  the  play  is  over  ami  merrily  home  we  go — 

Many  a  cry  of  sadness  is  heard  within  those  walls. 

The  scene  is  shifted,  the  veil  ia  lilted,  after  the  curtain  falls. 

The  rich  man  lie  has  got  to  pay  whate'er  his  cares  may  be, 

To  keep  hie  family  pride,  the  debt  he  owes  society; 

His  friends  will  gutlier  'round  him,  and  so  well  be  plays  his  part. 

They  daoce  and  slug  and  drink  his  health  with  euvy  iu  each  heart. 

V  ■■■■■-':•-■•■■;■  ■■■,.;■        Refbain.    ..•'■;!:_'":•'":.  ■.-'\:^;.'-:'-    '  •  ... 
Bat  conld  they  only  linger,  could  they  only  see. 
That  proud  man  and  his  family,  how  different  they  would  he.—  Choru». 

And  so  yon'll  find  in  every  life  a  stage  on  which  we  piny 
Our  brichtest  parts,  and  liide  our  sorrows  from  the  light  of  day; 
We  greet  eacli  other  with  a  smile,  we're  actors  one  and  all. 
And  should  you  try  to  read  onr  hearts  we  let  the  curtain  fall. 

Refrain. 

But  conld  yon  only  linger,  could  you  only  see, 

Onr  bright  and  smillug  faces,  how  different  they  wonld  he.—  Choius. 


THE  BUTTERFLY  AND  THE  ROSE 

Copyright,  ISSi,  by  A.  O.  Duncan.    EIngllah  copyright  secured. 
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Raffle  for  a  Waterbury  Watch. 

Copyright,  MDOCCXCIV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehinan. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arrantred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  oT  40  cents;  or  tliU  and  any  two  other  Songrs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Heniy  J.  Wrhman.iaidt  lS2Park  R'W,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Cliicago. 
Write  to  eitber  one  of  the  ab'<ve  a(1dre^8eM  for  Free  Catnlonne  of  SonKS,  Bong  Books, 
Bhiset  Music.  Oermau  Sung  Books,  letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  MUler. 


I 


We  took  two  tickets,  Dan  and  me.  last  Sunday  afternoon, 

Willie  strolling  down  to  Cucey'e  for  a  walk. 
To  aid  the  Utile  widow  of  the  luie  Miciiael  Mnldoon, 

The  tickets  for  lier  bciK'flt  we  liouKht: 
It  was  to  he  a  ruffle  for  n  Wiiierbnry  wiilch.  '  ■  '   r 

And  carried  l>y  Iter  hneband,  that  was  Mike, 

While  tlie  tlirowini;  was  to  lie  ai  tbe  bnuse  of  Dan  Magee, 
Eight  o'ciocli  the  following  Monday  night. 

Chorcs. 
There  was  throwing  there  by  Brady,  Granlgan  and  Grady, 

Rllev  threw  the  iiiKliest— forty-tliree; 
Then  Casey  eaye,  "  I'll  heat  yon."    "  If  yon  do."  says  hs,  "  I'll  treat  you. 

But  I  hardly  tiiink  yoa're  in  it,  Dao,  with  me." 

Now  Cnsey  thr^w  three  sixes  every  time  he  turned  tbe  box, 

Then  Brady  savs,  "  Bedml,  you'rw  ont  of  sight;" 
Then  Riley  yelled,  "  Be  heiivens.  he  elmll  never  get  the  watch, 

He  has  the  diets  fixed  this  heesed  niglit." 
<Twa8  then  they  sianeil  ihrowiut!  everything  within  their  reach. 

While  Kelly  liollt-red  fiuht,  and  got  it  hard, 
Thoaith  he  wasn't  all  to  blame,  yet  he  got  it  all  the  same. 

Then  threw  him  over  iu  the  Dutchman's  yard. 

Chorus. 
There  was  throwing  there  by  Mooiiey,  Rufferty  and  Rooncy, 

Duflv  threw  McCarty  to  the  floor: 
TIk^ii  Murphy  grai>he<l  McGiii»!an,  just  then  some  one  tookO'Swigan, 

And  out  tiiey  went  together  tlirough  tbe  door. 

The  house  was  In  disorder  from  the  bottom  to  the  top. 

The  Delgliliors  tliouk'ht  the  place  was  burning  down;        -'^^  '->  ' 
They  all  were  turowliii;  soinetliing,  niul  of  course  it  didn't  stop 

'111 I  furniture  lay  broken  on  the  Ki'onnd. 
Then  some  nnu  ilirew  O'Reiignii  to  the  bottom  of  the  Stairs, 

And  Riley  he  wiis  mail,  to  l«ll  the  truth. 
For  he  took  old  McEi  wee,  Dnrliy  Connor  and  Magee, 

And  threw  them  off  the  second-story  roof. 

Chorus.  ,     ,; 

There  was  throwing  there  by  Haean,  Flaherty  and  Fagan, 

Mnrphy  threw  0'R"ardon  down  the  well;  ,;• 

Dolaii  grabbed  the  table,  then  some  one  tlirew  the  cradle,        :;/■■-,; 

Then  the  coppers  threw  the  rest  into  a  cell.  :  .*/.-:i  ..,,: 

FniALB.  ■  ■'  ""■'■    "-■ '  '{^'0 '' ;'  ;/:'■;■■;■;.:':■■ 

■-    ■'.  v    r.      While  the  band  played  "Annie  Laurie,"  v-    "■,■.■•/•-■    ■-■"■■ 

And  "Down  Went  McGinty,"  too;  -'"/.x  ■■■::■'''-;:  :■ 

Then  they  ran  in  "Annie  Rooney,"  ..'  ■■■■  ■  .  '.: ' 

Dressed  in  the  "  Red,  White  and  Blue."  ^  '  -   ' 


Words  by  Frank  Young.    MuElc  by  A.  O.  Utmcaii.    Arrauged  by  Fred  Wbite. 

While  roaming  the  garden  one  morning  iu  May 
'  "  '        ,_  A  butterfly  spied  u  rose, 

!  '  •'       ■'   '       NoddinK  her  head  in  tlie  sun's  bright  ray,  ;, 

The  loveliest  floner  that  crows;  1    ■';■!.'  '" 

He  Bpreiid  out  his  gaudy  wings  and  flew  '•    L  " 

To  her  ae  till!  zephyr  blows,  •   ,■  ■/  '■.'■ 

And  whispered  low  as  lie  kissed  the  dew:     ' 
I  love  jou,  my  pretty  rose. 

Chorus. 

The  butterfly  and  the  rose,  no  happier  pair  than  they: 

All  driy  be  would  sip  from  her  briglit  red  lip  and  merrily  fly  away. 

Never  a  care  had  lie,  never  a  tlioiiglit  liad  she. 

That  in  nature's  fair  bow'r  there's  many  a  fiow'r,  and  a  bntterfly  life  is  free. 

One  moridiig,  awaiting  with  hope  aglow  .    „    ,/.-::. 

-'....          Her  beautiful  butterfly,  :    T'  . 
Sighiii<;  licr  poor  little  liead  fell  low. 

As  fluttering  he  passed  Iter  by,  .    ■  .-■ 

And  straiebt  to  another  flower  be  sailed  '•-> 

And  seitied  ill  sweet  repose.  ; 

'•:-.'                 She  heard  him  suy  as  lier  red  Cheek  paled:  '^^     '   '. 

,:  .                        I  love  you,  my  pretty  rose.—  Cho7-us.  .    ■  ^   . .'' 


*  s  ^ 


THE   MOTTO   ABOVE   THE  DOOR. 

^^,  Copyright,  1894,  by  A.  O.  Duncan.     English  copyright  secured. 

All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranL'ed  for  tho  piano,  w  ill  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  i-eceipl  of  40  centii,  or  tliLi  and  any  two  other  Soubb  fur  oue  LKiiUr, 
by  Heni-y  J.  Wuhman.  13o  &  1S2  Park  R'W,  New  Yorki  or  128  W.  Madison  &ti«et,  Cliicaco. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addre.-ses  for  Free  CaUdogue  of  Sooirs,  S»ng  Books, 
Sheet  Uusic,  Qerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Di-eam  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  by  Frank  Younar.    Music  by  A.  O.  Duncan.    Arranged  by  Fred  White. 

There's  a  spot  within  my  memory  I  will  ever  fondly  love, 

Tiie  little  room  where  first  I  8:iw  the  iitjiit: 
It  was  humble,  Imt  the  richest  of  biee>'int;s  from  above. 

Content  Mild  peace  uere  there  from  morn  till  niglit. 
No  grand,  no  costly  furniture,  iio  lace,  no  velvet  there, 
Bnt  oil,  what  comfort  sitting  in  each  dear  old-rasliioned  chair. 
"  What  is  home  witlioiit  a  iiiotherf "  I've  read  It  o'er  and  o'er. 
The  motto  that  hung  above  the  door. 

Chorus. 

..:-■''■'[  A  dear  little  room,  in  sorrow  and  gloom "  ." 

I  left  it  for  evermore; 
Wliere'er  I  iiiiiy  ronm  I'll  think  of  my  boms 
And  the  motto  above  the  door. 

I  can  see  my  motlier  knltiing  l>y  tlie  cheerful  fireside, 

And  heiir  her  telling  gt<irie8  by  the  score. 
Of  the  days  when  she  w  us  hapjiy  and  niy  father's  loving  bride. 

To  myself  and  brother,  sitting  on  the  floor. 
I  ever  will  reniemher  the  ni^lit  she  piissed  away: 
I  felt  a»  if  lliG  llglit  liiid  gone  forever  from  tbe  day. 
And  tliose  words  tliey  seemed  to  thrill  me  as  they  never  did  before. 
The  motto  that  bung  above  the  door.— (7 /(ortM. 


Parody  on : 

^    MAGGIE    MOONEY.  f 

By  Geo.  J.  Southwlck. 

fiend  for  Free  Catalnjrae  of  Sonor  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Boolrs.  Fortn?'*  1>II- 
en>.  Trick  Books,  Rcclti'tlon  Bool  s.  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Joke  B  ■okB.Sketoli  U-ioks, 
Btump  Rneecies,  Iil-^h  Soitr  Books.  Cook  B' oks.  Books  .if  Aniuj«iiieiit.  fii  e«>t  Mii»io.  etc..  i 
to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  va  Paik  Uow,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madisuu  Street,  Cluoago> 

' ;  On  a  stormy  night,  w  hen  tbe  lamps  sbone  dim, 

•■■•■'■         And  ev'rytliliig  WIIS  still, 
.   •    ,■    .  Sut  a  bnm  S'lnbrette  in  her  dressing  room,  •■ 

'    :  Giizing  on  an  old  Imard  hiil. 

Now  this  little  queen  she  was  billed  sixteen,  '      •  : 

And  her  son's  iiue  was  the  same; 
You  wonld  seldom  meet  a  girl  with  feet  .  "^  ■ 

So  large,  it  was  a  stiume.  ,:,      '     . 

-■■•■_'.'"'^--  "..:  COOBCB.    ■'-'   '■'■'■'  \  '"_.'':■'■  '  -'  ./■ 

She  Is  pretty  nearly"  looney,"  she's  a  sTghl  to  leei 
, .  -         Tlie  eirgs  are  thrown  ench  evening  at  nil  her  company. 

You  nil  may  have  the  nightmare  and  things  wlUcu  make  yon  flee, 
Bnt  none  cau  equal  this  same  Mu^^gie  Moouey. 

e.  ..■•:;  Ev'ry  morning  she  has  to  walk,  yon  see,       -.■'■,!. 

'•>.-.'-.  To  some  otner  "jay "  town,  ^      ' 

:•...;  1    ••■.■,;■         For  the  sheriff  never  once  forgets  -'  .!  ,        .-:.'.'. 

'■:/'.,;■;■■,:•;'■:;.         On  the  box  dfllce  to '•comedown." 
;  .■.-.,  '■■,     .   "■   .-     When  she  wants  a  mcol,  why,  she  works  off  "eompa," 
••■'.•  ■'  She's  a  "dead  cold  beat,"  It's  plain; 

I  have  often  said,  wlieii  she  is  dead 
She'll  never  act  again.  -Charut. 
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CHEER    UP,    SAD     HEART. 

Copjrrlgbt,  UM,  by  A.  O.  Duncan.    EoKllsb  aopyrigbt  Moured. 
All  rlKbcs  resorred. 


The  Word*  and  Mnslc  of  this  Sonir,  airanired  for  the  piano,  will  be  ieiit  to  niiy  a<I- 
drem,  p<>8t-r>atd.  on  rrct-ipt  nt  40  uentHi  or  thix  niid  any  two  uMier  Sonirs  t-<r  (iiif  Doihir, 
by  Heiuy  J.  UVhman.  13"  A  l.'i2  Park  U  'W,  Ni-w  York;  or  Via  W.  Ma(liiM>n  Street,  Clilcatfo. 
WrltM  to  either  one  <>r  th»  ali-ve  nil(lre»8«>M  for  Free  CatiiIo(riie  of  Sonirs,  S-'iiir  Buulca, 
Sheet  UUHic.  Uemiau  Suug  Books.  Letter  VVrltem,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Books,  etc. 


Word*  by  Frank  B.  YouniT-    Music  by  A.  O.  Duncan.    Arnuiffed  by  Fred  Smith. 

One  iilphr,  while  sad  and  junelv,  wIumi  hope  from  me  had  fled, 
My  lieiirt  within  was  ht-avy,  I  wi9he<l  that  I  were  dead; 
And  lid  my  wrary  eyelidn  cio»fd  on  the  liiiK'rtnjj  tear, 
A  voice  no  if  from  heuven  Blealiiig  whispered  In  my  ear, 
A  voice  as  if  from  heaveu  stealing  whispered  In  my  ear: 

C'HoKirs. 
Cheer  up,  sad  heart:  cheer  u)>.  8»d  hetirt,  and  banish  the  falling  tear; 
Tii()ns.'l>  tlie  cliMids  above  uie  dark,  tne  sky  beyond  la  clear. 
There's  health  for  yon,  there's  wealth  for  you, 

Ami  to  nitike  your  blesoiiitrs  three,  one  that's  ((ood  and  one  tbaf*  trae 
Is  coming  vvitu  love  (ur  ibee,  is  cuiiiing  with  love  for  thee. 

And  as  1  sweetly  slumbered  nil  through  the  silent  night, 

1  saw  the  fiiiiire  rtsint;,  the  past  sink  out  of  sicht; 

And  when  at  dayli^hffe  ilawning  the  eod  of  sleep  took  flight, 

1  hearil  that,  voice  still  softly  »itii.'nii;  the  sonu  of  u  futnre  bright, 

1  heard  that  voice  still  softly  Bluging  tlie  song  of  a  future  bright.— C'Aoru«. 


Take  Him  to  Your  Heart  Again. 

Copyright,  ISM,  by  Cbos.  W.  Held.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir,  arninired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  eents^  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sours  fi>r  tine  Dollar, 
bi  Heniy  J.  Wehman.  130  A  132  Park  K'W,  New  York;  or  I'ii  W.  Madison  Street,  Cliicaso. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Monroe  n.  Rusenfeld. 

Take  him  to  yonr  heart  auain,  let  tlie  past  be  now  forgot; 
Years  liuve  brouuht  him  grief  and  pain,  sad  lias  t>een  tlie  wand'rer's  lot. 
Once  yqu  tliouuht  lilni  fond  and  dear,  must  his  pleading  be  in  vain* 
Smile  ouce  more  bis  life  to  cheer,  take  liim  to  your  heart  a^ain. 

CHOR178. 

Ah,  forgive  him,  do  not  leave  him,  tears  bedim  his  manly  eye; 

Let  his  plea  he  not  in  viiln,  take  biin  to  your  heart  again: 

And  although  you  think  him  faithless,  take  him  to  your  heart  agaiu. 

Take  him  to  yonr  heart  acain,  thoiigli  yon  thought  he  was  nntrne; 
Tiioiigli  he  left  your  side  in  pain,  yet  his  love  he  left  with  you. 
Think  of  plighted  vows  you  told— must  those  words  be  all  in  vain? 
For  the  love  you  had  of  old,  take  him  to  your  heart  agaiu.— U horut. 

Take  hhn  to  yonr  heart  again,  happy  days  once  more  recall; 
Hasty  words  brouirht  only  pain,  he  has  sorrowed  for  them  all. 
One  sweet  glance  would  bring  him  joy,  let  his  love  be  not  in  vain; 
Must  one  error  all  destroy?  Take  him  to  your  heart  again.— 6'/toru(. 


Upon  Life's  Ocean  Cast  Away. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCIV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Kong,  arrani.'eil  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poHt-t«iid.  ou  receipt  of  40eent.s,  or  tlii.i  «nd  any  two  ■■ther  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Heniy  J.  Wehman.  130  *  1S2  Park  R"W,  New  York;  or  liS  W.  Macllnon  Street.  (.'liKogo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addrefsen  for  Fi  ee  C'atiilogne  of  Songs,  H<.ng  Itouka, 
Sbe«t  HuBlc,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  VVritei  s.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  and  Music  by  George  J.  Southwlck. 


The  scene  is  in  a  concert  hall,  'midst  revelry  and  snng. 
Where  wine  and  women  help  to  lure  the  dreary  hours  along. 
A  girl,  once  fair,  tits  all  alone;  with  tears  her  eyes  are  wet; 
Her  heart  for  home  and  mother  yearns,  ah  I  these  she  can't  forget. 
She's  but  a  homeless  outcast  now,  none  ever  speak  her  name. 
Turned  from  the  door  witli  father's  curse.  thoui;h  she  was  not  to  blame. 
It  simply  is  the  old,  sad  tale,  her  lover  she  believed. 
And  listened  to  bis  vows  oi  love,  confided— was  deceived. 

Chorus. 
Many  a  soul  we'll  find  to-day. 
Upon  life's  ocean  cast  away, 
■with  ne'er  a  helping  hand  insight, 
■  To  lead  them  buck  where  life  is  oright; 

]  Many  an  aching  heart  bereft. 

With  not  one  ho|>e  of  solace  left, 
j  Pleads  in  despair  for  help  to-day. 

Upon  life's  ocean  cost  away. 

A  sad  old  man  who  sees  the  gir),  comes  over  to  her  side: 

"  My  dear,"  he  says,  "  why  do  yon  cry?  won't  you  in  me  confide? 

I  pity  you  ill  your  distress,  lujlieve  ine,  I'm  sincere. 

For  1  once  had  a  daughter  fair,  who's  gone  astray.  I  fear; 

For  years  I've  searched  for  her  in  vain;  she  sinned,  ah  I  yes,  I  know, 

But  I've  forgiven  ev'rylliine,  I  long  to  tell  her  so!" 

The  girl  now  lifts  her  droopinir  heaii,  the  old  man  gives  a  cry; 

It  is  bis  long  lost  daughter,  Nell,  he'd  wronged  in  days  gone  by.—ChOfU$. 

0'erjoye<i,  he  tells  his  daiiKhter,  then,  that  he  will  pardon  all. 

If  site  will  to  her  home  return,  where  liurm  ciinnot  liefall. 

Hays  he,  "I'm  sorry  for  >oii,  dear,  'tuas  wronn  to  treat  you  so. 

But  we'll  go  back  to  motiier  now,  yonr  story  none  shall  know. 

S'le  answers,  "  Yes,  I  will  return  to  home  and  mother  dear. 

For,  sheltered  hy  a  mother's  love.  I've  iioihini:  more  to  fear." 

And  so  they  dwell  together  ikhv.  Nell  ha*  no  wish  to  roam.  ■•   . 

And  all  is  happiness  to-day,  within  that  dear  old  home.—  t'ftoms. 


NOT     A    WORD. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  TooMf. 


All  rlffhta  reaerrsd.   ' 
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Words  and  Music  by  Qua  Williams. 


I  was  born  ont  in  the  conntry,  on  a  qtiiet  little  farm. 

And  knew  nothing  of  the  ci'y  and  its  ways. 
Until  about  a  veiir  ai!o  an  incident  occurred. 

That  showed  me  that  exiH-rieiice  always  pays. 
I  got  a  "green  goods"  circiiliir  in  wiiicn  the  writer  said 

I  could  be  rich,  if  on  him  I  wotild  call; 
I  did  so,  and  I  bouuht  the  goo<)s,  but  when  my  home  I  reached 

1  found  it  was  green  pui>er  after  all. 

Chorus. 

Now,  there's  not  a  word,  not  a  single  word. 
That  was  strong  enough  to  snit  me,  don't  yon  know; 

But  upon  my  \yonl,  if  there  uas  a  word. 

'Twould  have  been  a  treat  to  've  heard  me  let  her  go. 

In  company  with  ladies  once  I  entered  a  street  car;        ,     . 

It  was  crowded,  and  we  bung  on  by  the  straps: 
A  burly  lookiiio  fellow,  who  was  evidently  drunk. 

Used  lantfuage  vile,  to  say  the  least,  perhaps. 
Of  course,  in  such  a  i>lace  like  that,  and  with  the  ladies,  too, 

I  Could  do  naught  Dnt  look  on  him  u  ith  scorn: 
My  teni|>er  it  was  riitlliMl  »  hen  this  i:reat,  big,  hnrly  brute 

in  going  out  stepped  "  bang  "  upon  my  corn —6'At/rt<». 

I  was  informed  some  time  ago  thatl>ii  a  certain  night 

I  was  to  be  presented  with  a  watch; 
I  wrote  a  sueecii,  a  good  one,  too,  in  which  I  thanked  my  friends. 

And  stimied  it,  so  not  lo  make  n  botch. 
'Twas.  "  Wlien  I  saw  the  face  of  it,  to  me  it  would  recall 

My  friends,  and  that  the  hands  would  then  explain. 
The  hands  gras|>ed  m  gO(Ml  fellowship,"  but  when  the  ni^jht  ariived 

I  thunght  I'd  die,  for  they  gave  me  a  cane.— Chorut. 


JUST    TO    BE    OBLIG-INO. 

Copyright,  ISM,  by  Spaulding,  Komder  A  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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By  Wm.  B.  Olenroy  and  Henry  Ijunb. 


When  but  a  child  my  home  I  left  to  battle  life  alone; 

Before  I  started  father  said  in  soft  and  tienile  tone: 

"  Where'er  on  earth  you  chance  to  roam,  whate'er  be  your  Intent, 

Be  sure  to  bear  in  luiud  one  thing,  it  does  not  cost  a  Cent — 

Refrain. 
"  Just  to  be  obliging,  just  to  be  polite;  ■ 
Always  be  obliging,  you  will  (Ind  this  motto  right. 
.  Where'er  on  earth  you  travel  you'll  find  it  to  yonr  gain; 
If  you  treat  a  man  politely,  be  will  call  ou  you  agaiu." 

While  standing  on  a  corner  once  a  lady  said  to  me: 
"Won't  yon,  please,  hold  my  baby,  sir?  A  favor  it  will  be," 
She  looked  to  be  resiieciabie,  in  inHiiners  and  in  dress. 
And,  taking  up  the  little  one,  I  told  tlie  lady  yes. 

Refrain. 
Just  to  be  obliging,  just  to  he  |ioiite; 
Suddenly  she  turned  around  and  ran  with  all  her  might. 
She  left  the  baby  with  me,  I've  looked  for  her  in  vain; 
'    I  will  not  be  so  obliging  in  a  case  like  that  again. 

I  stageeretl  home  last  Friday  night  ns  drnnk  as  I  could  be, 
I  culled  my  wife  to  help  me  up  the  stairs  to  bed,  you  see. 
"Get  out,  you  briitel  "  she  answered  back,  "  this  spree  you  will  repent; 
I  hope  you'll  fall  and  break  your  neck!"  Then  backward  down  1  went. 

Refrain. 

Just  to  bo  obliging,  just  to  be  p<ilite; 

Always  try  and  please  your  wire,  for  yon  will  find  it's  right. 

I  thought  I  was  a  goner,  while  l)ing  there  in  pain; 

Ton  can  bet  yonr  life  I'll  not  go  home  when  Iget  drunk  again. 

A  jay  got  on  a  horse-car  where  a  sign  hung  o'er  the  door. 
Which  read  the  company  objects  to  spitting  on  the  floor. 
And  looking  down  he  noticed  that  the  floor  was  very  neat. 
And  careful  not  to  break  the  rules,  he  spit  upon  the  seat. 

Refrain. 

Just  to  be  obliging,  just  to  he  polite; 

People  sitting  opposite  began  to  scream  with  fright; 

The  driver  loudly  shouted,  "  Young  man,  are  you  Insanef" 

And  the  big  conductor  punched  him,  so  he'll  not  do  that  again 


I. 


— Mrs.  Plaiodnme,  after  looking;  long  and  thoughtfully  at  a 
plaster-cast  of  Shakespeare,  remnrkcd:  "  Poor  man,  how  pale  he 
was!  He  couldn't  have  \wcu  well  when  lie  was  taken."  "  No." 
replied  Fopg.  "he  wits  dea<l."  "Ah.  that  accounts  for  it,"  saitl 
Mrs.  P.,  drawing  a  sympathetic  breath. 
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Still  I  Keep  You  in  My  Heart. 

Copyright.  18M,  by  Spauldlng  A  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  an<1  Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


Ton  have  broken  tows  that  honml  ns.  yon  have  left  me  lone  and  drear; 
You  have  brou^lit  a  shadow  'roiiiKl  us  timr,  will  never  dixappear, 
Yf  t  tiie  jov  of  days  now  oldt^n  f roni  me  ever  nior<f  sbail  part. 
Thinking  of  our  momenta  golden,  still  I  keep  you  iu  my  fasart 

Chorus. 

Still  I  keep  yon  in  my  heart,  tho'  we  never  more  shall  meet. 
Ev'ry  nl^ht  ami  day  f<>r  you  I  pray,  you  come  in  mem'ry  sweet; 
'I'ho'  we  said  oar  last  farewell,  and  imr  fate  it  was  to  part. 
You  ure  not  near,  but  ever  dear,  still  I  keep  you  in  my  heart. 

For  another's  love  you  left  me,  after  calling  me  your  own,  ■  '■• 

Of  the  sweetest  joy  bereft  me,  that  a  heart  has  ever  known; 

But  I  never  can  forget  yon,  though  we're  dwelling  far  apart. 

And  I  never  more  may  meet  you,  still  I  keep  you  iu  my  heart.— CA(M-u«. 


NELL,     THE    BOWERY    BELLE. 

Copyright,  UM.  by  Spaulding  &  Oray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Percy  Paztou. 


I'm  known  afl  daehine  Nell,  the  Bow'ry  Belle, 
MMsli-makiiig,  always  takiiitr,  tidy  Bow''ry  Belle; 
Certnin  sure  you'll  like  me  when  you  kimw  me  very  well, 
My  lookh  and  winniiiir  manner's  sure  to  tell. 
When  prninenadinir,  the  s^vells  that  by  me  pass. 
Fill  me  with  Hpiisine  when  tiiev  eye  me  thro'  their  glass; 
When  they  ask.  "  Who  is  ttie  beauty  ?"  some  one's  sure  to  tell, 
"  Why,  don't  you  know?  that's  Nell,  the  Bow'ry  Belle." 

Chorus. 
Don't  you  overlook  the  fact,  when  I  go  on  the  street, 
'i'hongli  I'm  not  of  the  npper  crust,  I  give  tlie  hoys  a  treat; 
Tney  lift  tueir  liais,  then  wink  and  smile,  and  pose  for  me  as  well. 
This  quite  amuses  Nell,  tiie  Bow'ry  Belle. 

I'm  not  the  love-sick  maiden — she  won't  do- 
That  m«tnina  idolizes,  likewise  papa  too;  ■  ■'      - 
I  don't  fear  to  ruin  my  complexion's  ruddy  hue, 
If  I  should  stroll  oui  In  the  falling  dew. 
I'm  not  a  Venus  or  Diana,  but  still  I 
Think  I  can  outshine  lioth,  and  wouldn't  have  to  try; 
I  hypnotize  all  my  rivals,  witli  my  magic  spell, 
They  can't  compete  with  Nell,  the  Bow'ry  Belle.— CAonw. 


Parody  on: 

^^i;  V.  •'     SWEET    MARIE. 

By  Wallace  and  Oray. 

Send  for  Free  Oatalngne  of  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Rec-itntion  Bonks,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Joke  Books. Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speedes.  Irinh  S'>iig  Books.  Cook  B<>ok8,  Books  of  Amusement,  Siieet  Music  cto 
to  Henry  J.  Wehnian.  130  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Hadiaou  Street,  ChJoagoI 

I've  a  charming  little  pet.  Sweet  Marie, 
And  one  evening  she  sat  on  my  kuee, 
When  her  dad  came  niHrchiiig  in. 
He  had  whiskers  on  his  cnin. 

And  he  raised  an  awful  dm  over  me:  y: 

When  he  grabljcd  this  ear  of  mine.  Sweet  Marie, 
•. ,.     '.        I  wished  that  I  could  climb  the  chimney. 
For  he  took  me  to  the  door. 

Kicked  as  I  ne'er  felt  before,  ■  V 

And  a  copper  then  did  roar,  "Mike  McPhee, 

■'  Cbobus. 

"  Mike  McPhee,  come  with  me,  come  with  me,  Mike  McPhee, 
Though  your  face  you  try  to  hide,  1  know  thee." 
And  I'm  sorry  for  to  tell,  in  my  rival's  hands  I  fell. 
And  he  placed  me  iu  a  cell  —number  three. 

..,•  ■         Then  he  searched  me  through  and  through.  Sweet  Marie, 
And  he  took  my  mountain  dew  all  from  me. 
Placed  the  bottle  to  his  bead. 
Drank  'till  all  the  gin  had  fled. 
Then  he  turned  to  me  and  said,  "None  for  thee.'* 
Next  he  took  me  into  court.  Sweet  Marie. 
And  the  judge's  words  were  short  unto  me;  ■•  -■'^- 

He  got  up  and  sternly  says,  ."        .  -     .  .- 

"Yon  will  have  to  mend  your  ways,  >.  , 

'    .  -  And  at  present  sixty  days  I'll  give  thee." 

.  Chobus.  >      ■ 

"  Mike  McPhee,  come  with  me,  come  with  me,  Mike  McPhee, 
To  the  cell  which  you  just  left — number  three; 
You've  been  wild,  but  you'll  get  tunie,  and  that  little  maid  I'll  gain. 
Who  answers  to  the  name  Sweet  Marie." 


Parody  on: 

HE    DIDN'T    SPLIT    THE    WOOD. 


By  Wallace  and  Oray. 


y 


/' 


-  Parody  on: 

And  Her  Golden  Hair  Was  Hanging 
Down  Her  Back. 


By  WUl  H.  Barry. 
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There  was  ofcce  a  simple  gilly,  came  to  Gotham  on  a  trip,  .  ' 

And  her  golden  hair  was  in  a  Psyche  knot. 
Her  cheek  It  was  phenomenal,  slie'd  a  bunion  on  her  lip, 

And  her  golden  hair  was  in  a  Psyche  knot. 
Wiieii  she  lunde<l  at  thest«iion  here,  she  took  a  little  ball. 
And  she  kept  the  ball  a  rolling  'till  she  couldn't  stand  at  all. 
Then  slie  stepi>ed  on  a  banana  peel,  and  her  pride  it  got  a  fall, 

AJid  her  golden  hair  was  in  a  Psyche  knot. 

Chorus. 

But,  oh,  Janel  doesn't  feel  the  same —     ■.■.'' 

When  she  left  the  village  she  was  fly. 

But  alas!  and  alackl  she's  gone  back. 

With  a  black  and  blue  abrasion  on  her  eye.    .*.        • 

She  toddled  down  the  Bowery,  a  snnset  glow  upon  her  face, 

And  her  golden  hair  was  in  a  Psyche  knot. 
A  hit  of  pink  court-plaster  held  her  nose  back  in  its  place, 

And  her  golden  hair  was  in  a  Psyche  knot. 
Of  course  she  lost  her  bearings,  she'd  l>een  filling  in  all  night. 
She  monoi>oiized  the  sidewalk,  sttiegering  from  the  left  to  right. 
And  When  a  cop|>er  spoke  to  her.  she  challenged  him  to  fight. 

And  her  gulden  hair  was  iu  a  Psyche  knot,— CVuntM. 


— Many  people  want  to  get  in  iki^  swim  for  divers  reasons. 
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Give  me  your  attention  for  about  a  year  or  two,  ^ 

And  I  will  tell  to  yon  nil  about  a  man  I  knew:         ■         " 
He  went  out  on  the  mash,  and  caught  two  little  girls  in  bine— 
Their  age  was  twent% -two,  if  what  they  sniil  was  true: 
He  took  ibera  to  a  restaurant,  and  bought  an  oyster  stew 
And  a  bottle  of  sherry,  and  after  they  were  through. 
He  handed  them  his  pocket-book,  and  those  two  girls  in  blae. 
Blue  in  all  the  stuff  he  had— iSympAofly. 

Chorus.  , 

When  all  his  money  was  gone,  they  gave  him  the  slip — 
They  left  him  sitting  all  alone,  and  out  they  both  did  skip; 
Well,  be  had  went  out  for  fun,  and  he  got  it — 
Where  the  chicken  got  the  axe — Symphony. 

The  boy  stood  on  hie  father's  neck,  and  stole  his  diamond  pin. 
He  pawned  it  for  some  gin,  got  full  and  got  run  in. 
But  at  the  court,  next  day,  his  father  paid  the  fine  for  him. 
And  the  boy  returned  again,  but  be  didn't  return  the  pin.  ..' 

The  boy  then  said  he'd  join  a  temperance  society. 
His  dad  gave  him  a  dollar,  for  to  pay  the  entrance  fee; 
Wheu  the  boy  came  home  again  he  was  a  sight  to  see —  • '     '     ' ' 

He  walked  about  like  tbia— Symphony. 

Cbobus. 
When  bis  dad  saw  him  like  that,  his  eyes  began  to  blink. 
He  got  a  cop  and  had  him  arrested  in  a  wink. 
And  ever  since  that  day  the  boy  has  never  took  a  drink—        .-.    - 
He'll  be  out  the  fourth  of  May— /Sj/mpAony.  •    # 

A  fakir  struck  a  little  town,  away  out  west  one  night—  i  * 

He  was  out  there  for  his  health,  and  to  try  to  get  some  wealth:  ' 
He  had  the  three  shell  game,  and  thought  the  old  hayseeds  would  bite. 
And  he  whistled  to  himee\t—W/iUtU. 

The  fakir  thought  that  he  would  win  their  stuff,  without  a  doubt; 
Said  he,  "On  the  morrow,  vou  bet,  I'll  clean  them  out;" 
But  sometimes,  when  you  don't  expect  it,  changes  come  abont — 
Now  this  was  one  of  them,  I'll  tell  you  bow  it  was: 

Chobus. 

'     '         Next  morning  the  fakir  strolled  into  the  bar—  "      ',. 

He  really  looked  a  daisy,  as  be  lit  a  mild  cigar; 
That  fakir  rode  into  town  upon  a  palace  car — 
He  rode  out  on  a  rail— iSywipAony.  .      '      '.    '. 

The  other  night  a  friend  asked  me  if  I'd  lend  him  a  hand 
For  to  put  up  a  stove;  of  course,  I  said  I  would; 
It  didn't  take  us  hmg  to  put  the  stove  where  ii  should  Stand, 
And  everythii  g  went  rit'iit,  'till  it  came  to  join  the  pipe. 
1  held  a  leiitrth.  while  he  iried  to  join  an  elbow  onto  it: 
He'd  think  for  sure  he'd  have  it  joined,  wbt  n  away  it  all  would  alip; 
Mv  friend  l>e  got  so  ripping  mad,  he  fell  down  In  a  fll— 
JBut  lie  didn't  fit  ihe  pipe. 
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Parody  on  :  ^^' 

I  Long  to  See  the  Girl  I  Left  Behind. 
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er*, Triok  Books,  Rocltntlon  nooUs,  Pxniiy  BaJlails.  Call  Books,  Joke  B.'oks, Sketch  B-'ok., 
Btamp  Spceclies,  Iilxh  S"ii(r  Books.  Cook  C"Oks,  Books  of  AmUHCment,  Bie«'r  Mii'Ic.  etc., 
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Tlierels  a  little  spot  In  SpottsvIHe,  and  there  are  other  upota, 

Din  niid  griase  vixits  )oa  will  find  upon  your  clothes; 
But  I  am  aliiilc  epotier,  mid  I  l>uve  epotud  u  little  tot, 

And  her  father  lie  mined  upon  mt- ibe  hose.  • 

And  when  I  (Old  her  of  my  love  so  deur, 

Her  brother  eto<Hl  lIsieniiiLvmd  witii  a  club  he  soaked  me  flue; 
At  ha  \«iped  the  floor  ud  with  nie.  In  her  eye  there  stood  a  tear— 

I  thooiiht  of  the  Klrl  I  left  behind. 

Chorcs. 
Myself  and  my  hat,  on  the  sidewalk  we  sat, 
For  she  had  treated  me  with  everything  fine; 
Tliey  suid  it  was  no  rin,  so  a  cop  palled  me  in, 
For  this  girl  I  left  behind. 

Onemornlnfrl  went  to  see  her,  Jnst  twelve  o'clock  at  night— 

Bliehad  whUkers  growluKOn  lier  face; 
I  asked  her  to  loan  me  an  undershirt;  (the  soaked  mo  nith  hei  ii><ht; 

I  foand  she  was  of  a  different  race. 
And  when  I  begged  her^tace,  she  einiled  all  over  her  face, 

And  eaid,  "  Old  boy,  in  tights  you  look  so  fine.'* 
Her  dad  came  np  and  threw  me  Into  a  bucket  of  paste— 

I  thought  of  the  girl  I  left  behind. 

i  CnoRUB. 

I      It  was  really  a  shame,  to  fill  my  pants  with  pain, 
J       And  It  ha8  drove  me  clear  out  of  my  mind; 

But  now  1  see,  she  was  dead  stuck  on  me — 

That  girl  I  left  behind. 


THE    SADDEST    DAY    OF    ALL. 
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By  W.  B.  Gray  and  O.  L.  Spauldlng. 


At  the  close  of  evening's  dawn,  in  the  twilight  on  a  lawn, 

A  maiden  and  a  boy  snt  side  by  eide. 
Siiid  tlie  liappy,  thouKli'less  lad,  "  SUter,  why  are  you  sadf  " 

The  blue-eyed  girl  cnressed  him  and  replied: 
"RemembiT,  little  brother,  earthly  Ciires  will  ever  live. 

The  ilde  of  fate  will  always  rise  and  full. 
And  although  I've  seen  through  life  many  days  o{  dismal  strife, 

To-day  bus  been  the  saddest  day  of  all.'* 

Caonus. 

**  Yes,  sadder  than  the  SAddesr,  lad,  the  saddest  day  of  all, 

Aita  may  It  rest  t>e\ond  my  nieni'ry's  call. 
Of  the  bitter  da\B  I've  known,  since  from  childhood  I  have  giown. 

T<Hlay  has  been  the  saddest  day  of  all. 

"  Jn*t  nit  evening's  dawn  like  this,"  said  the  sad,  nohappy  miss. 

"  One  year  upo  to-night  my  heart  uiis  ii&y, 
■When  my  sweelheiiri  iit  my  side  iieki  d  me  if  I'd  be  bis  bride. 

We  vovved  we'd  make  to-duy  our  wedding  diiy. 
But  Soon  (lie  love  I  tiioutiht  tn  true,  spied  ii  fairer  face. 

And  roamed  beyond  my  beckon  or  my  call. 
And  Instead  of  wedding  ImsIIs,  htiiuhter,  song  and  Joyous  spells, 

To-day  lias  been  the  saddest  day  of  all."— CAoitM. 


V/ 


MY    BEAUTIFUL    IRISH    MAID. 
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yrordsand  Music  by  f^nauncey  Olcott. 


We  Stand  together,  yon  and  I.  where  we  stood  yeors  ago, 
Benentn  the  i<iime  bnie  Irioli  sky,  our  hearts  » iili  J>>y  uulnw, 
You  prnniise<l,  tnen,  you  would  lie  mine,  in  uH  your  charms  arrayed; 
riu  hers  to  claiiu  you  for  my  own,  my  pretty  Irish  muid. 

-:•■■;'''■  ■■'■■^Ny  Chorus. 

i     Oh.  my  love,  how  I've  waited  nnd  loneed  for  yon,  dear: 
V         Time  li«8  not  clian^ed  \on,  your  hennty  will  never  fnde; 
I'm  liere  to  claim,  love,  your  promii^e  of  lout',  long  ago; 
Yoo  are  tu  me,  my  own,  my  beautiful  Irish  muid. 

I  know  the  love  yon  gave  me  then  Is  just  as  fond  and  trne. 
Those  eyes  "f  vourri  speak  lio|>e  again,  sweet  eves  of  Irisli  bine. 
I  know  you'll  keep  your  promise,  love,  iho'  stars  abovi-  may  fade: 
Thro'  Sturm  and  siilne  I've  come  to  you,  my  pnity  lrl?h  maid.— CAorut. 


OLCOTT  S    IRISH    SERENADE. 
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Words  and  Musm  by  Channoey  Otootl 

Katy,  my  darling,  alone  I  am  waiting. 

Waiting  and  watcliiiig  alone  i>y  the  stile, 
Wliy  keep  me  here,  wlTle  my  heart  is  inside,  desrf 

So  open  your  door,  love,  and  give  me  your  smile. 
You  promised  y<>u'd  meet  me  at  eluht,  hv  the  stlie,dMr: 

Where  are  jou  now,  while  your  lover  Is  beref 
Oh,  come  to  me  quickly,  my  beart  It  Is  yearning,- 

Yearning  aud  waiting  for  ) on,  Katy  Jear. 

Ah,  never  fear,  you'll  be  safe  In  my  keeping, 

I  will  guard  o'er  you,  asleep  or  awake, 
Notliing  Can  harm  you  «  hlio  my  love's  iironnd  yon; 

I'd  lay  down  my  life,  Euiy,  for  your  do'ir  fake. 
As  trne  as  the  etnrs  kieplng  waich  thro'  the  long  night. 

Such  will  my  fulthful  watch  Consiimiiy  be: 
To  Cheer  you,  to  guide  you  o'er  life's  stormy  ocean. 

Give  me  but  that  lot,  and  Joy  w  uits  fur  me. 
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Believe  Me,  If  All  Those  Endearing 
Young  Charms. 


Words  and    Husio  by  Thomas  Moors. 
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Bung  by  Chauncey  Olcott  In  "The  Iilsh  Aitlst.'* 

Believe  me.  If  all  those  endearlnt;  young  charms. 

Which  I  (.'aze  on  so  fondly  to-day, 
Were  to  cbaiiL'e  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  In  my  arms^ 

Like  fairy  ulftf.  fncline  aw.iy— 
Thou  wonid'st  still  be  udor'd,  as  tins  moment  thoa  ar^ 

Let  thy  loveliness  fnde  as  it  will: 
And  around  the  dear  ruin  each  wish  of  my  heart 

Would  entwine  lieelf  verdantly  silll. 

It  Is  not  while  beauty  and  youth  are  thine  own. 

And  thy  cheeks  unprofaned  by  a  tear. 
That  the  fervor  and  fiiith  of  n  soul  cuii  be  known. 

To  which  Time  w  ill  but  muke  tbe«  more  dear, 
OhI  the  heart  ihut  l^s  truly  love<l  never  forgeis, 

But  as  truly  loves  on  to  the  close. 
As  the  sun-flower  turns  on  ber  ko<1«  when  he  sets, 

The  same  look  which  she  larned  when  he  rose. 


LOOK    IN    MY    HEART. 
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Words  by  Chauncey  Olcott    MumIc  by  Charles  E  Pratt. 


Why  will  yon  ask  me,  my  darling,  to  tell  yon  If  my  heart  is  trnef  f 

Do  yon  not  know  It,  my  lov'd  onef    Judge  It  by  yonr  love — oh,  do. 
'I'lieu,  If  yi>n  flnd  It  still  wantinL'.  come  to  me,  tbeii,  and  I'll  provo 
I'hat  yoa  have  err'd  In  your  Judumeiii,  my  durllni;. 

Judgment  of  one  who  loves  you,  Jiidumetii  of  one  who  lovea yon,  loves  yoa. 
Look  In  my  heart  with  thine  eyi  h,  diar,  iliere  yoa  will  find  n  enshrined; 
Look  In  my  heart  wiib  thine  eyos.  dear,  for  love  It  is  there,  and  thine. 
Look  in  my  heart  with  thiue  eyee,  dear,  fur  love  It  Is  there,  and  ihlus. 

Whot  Is  my  love,  oh,  my  darling?    How  can  1  find  words  to  tellj  '  t 

Ask  of  the  flow'rs  in  tlie  meadow,  nsk  of  the  flow'rs  In  the  dell. 
Hud  I  but  pow'r.  love,  to  tell  yoa  all  tliat  my  heart  ho  ds  for  yon. 
Then  you'd  believe  me,  my  durlliig,  knowing  Hint  my  love  was  trne. 

What  made  me  love  you.  my  darling?    How  can  I  answer  yon  thlet 
My  heiirt  first  sp>ike,  in  its  tiirohbing  ihr>ibhiiik;  at  ii>al  first  sweet  Iclss 
Which  on  my  lip*  Is  still  buniini.'.  there  It  shuil  ever  remain; 
N:>tliliiK  bnt  deaili  cmi  erase  li,  my  darling. 

In  beuv'ii 'tnlll  he  tiiere  thesame.  in  heiiv'n 'twill  be  there  the  same,  the  same. 
Look  In  my  henrt  with  thine  eyi'S,  deiir.  there  yon  will  find  it  enshrined; 
Look  in  my  henrt  with  thine  eyes,  dear,  for  love  It  is  there,  ninl  iliiiie. 
Look  Id  my  heart  with  thine  ejes,  dear,  for  love  it  Is  there,  and  thine. 


—For  many  years  It  was  the  custom  of  audiences  to  stand  when 
the  "  Hallnliijah  Cliorus,"  from  "The  Messiah,"  was  siinj;. 
Tills  arose  from  a  mere  accidental  expression  of  excitement. 
When  Georpe  II.  was  present  at  the  first  London  performance, 
at  Coveiit  Garden,  he  became  so  excited  iiy  the  "  Hiillelujah 
Chorus,"  that  lie  rose  to  his  feet,  and  thus  inaugurated  a  cuBlom 
which  came  down  almost  to  the  present  day. 
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*~    KATY    MAHONE. 
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The  Words  sad  Husio  of  this  Snnir,  arranired  (or  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  <>r  40  oentn;  ur  thin  and  any  two  nther  8nii(n  (or  One  Dollar, 
by  HsniT  J.  Wehman.  ISo  4  1S2  Park  R->w,  New  YmW ;  or  185  W.  Hadlwiii  6ti  eet.  Cliioaeo. 
wrlta  to  althor  one  nf  the  ab':Te  addrei«e«  (or  Fiee  Cat»Ic>(riie  ■>(  Sontrs,  S^hk  Doulu, 
BtMint  MUSK.  Qeiinan  Buug  Books,  hMltc  Wslte^^  Dream  Books.  Joke  Books,  etc- 

Words  and  Husio  by  C^oonoey  OSeutt.  ~-.     : 


In  that  little  brown  cottoL'e  that  standt  over  there,  . 

Dwells  Miy  sweet  Kiity  Mahone: 
Willi  ber  beuatiful  nature  nnd  eoal  fall  of  loTo, 

Ob,  f  he  has  my  heart  alone. 
ir  ever  you  met  tier,  oh,  then  you'd  DOt  blame  me. 

For  loving  faer  as  (  do. 
For  who.  III  this  world,  bns  ever  been  known 

To  reeist  love  that's  tender  and  true. 

Retbaot.      '■;■:•'■.'-■--';-■>•-■■ 
Oh,  Eaty  Mabone,  I'm  yonr'aaloiM 

Why  keep  me  vvuiiiuK  for  you  t  • 

Oive  niu  your  heart,  us  well  as  your  hand. 

And  I'll  keep  it  safe  for  yoa,  Eaty. 

Now  time  may  change  all  things,  but  never  my  heart; 

It  will  remain  the  same. 
And  be  not  like  the  beuiitifiil  snow  when  it  falle, 

To  go  witli  the  very  first  rain. 
Bat  more  like  the  lieuutiral  ivy  that  creeps, 

As  around  the  old  ruin  it  spring; 
Time  cannot  efface  it  or  lessen  its  love. 

For  the  older,  the  closer  it  clings.— .^^ratn. 


•        Pax*ody  on: 

OH,    MRS.    OTLAHERTY. 

'.w!     '      Written  and  sunt:  by  Bedford  D.  Eaton. 


Parody  on: 

MOLLY   AND   I    AND   THE   BABY. 


By  T.  H.  Tooker. 
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Bend  for  Free  Catalogrne  of  Sone  Boobs,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Boobs.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books.  Recitotlon  Moo K- 8,  Penny  Balladit.  Call  Books.  Joke  B.okf, Sketch  Bi>o.k», 
Btump  Bpeeclies,  Irlnh  Song  Books.  Cook  B'Oks.  Books  of  AmUKeinent,  Si  eet  Mmcic,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  &  IVi  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125.  W.  Madison  Street,  ChicaKO. 

I'm  thinking  how  bashful  I  once  need  to  be, 

When  I  was  a  hluck  pickiuiinny; 
.  '  ,  '  And  bow  de  yiiller  gals  used  to  tease  and  plague  me, 

When  I  was  a  bliictc  plckuiiinny.' 
Dey'd  huf;  nie  and  tickle  me  under  de  chin, 
Dey'd  squeeze  me  and  kiss  nie  au'in  and  ag'in; 
Oh,  how  I  would  cry.  f»r  I  tiiouKbt  it  asin. 

When  i  was  a  black  picliauinny. 

.  ■-..  -;'    '  Chobus.        ''■.:'.':■■':'■  ''•••'■ 

"Billy,  Billy,  don't  act  so  silly," 
Dat'e  whiit  my  mammy  need  Buy  to  me, 
For  I  was  us  iiusbful  as  haelifaicould  be,        -;  ■'■."■"• 

When  1  was  u  black  pickaninny.  •       ,;'•;     •;     ,-'     -i 

As  de  years  dey  rolled  by,  I  often  felt  blue,         -   ^     ■.■    .- 
'  For  I  wasn't  a  hliick  picUanliiny, 

And  de  L'als  wouldn't  kiss  me  as  dey  used  to  do,        .  .'i.. 

Wlien  I  was  a  blucu  pickaninny.  •■ 

Atlftst  I  Courted  a  i:al,  lier  mime  was  Tlllle  White,  ^ 

I  culled 'roi'nd  to  see  her  almost  every  iiieht. 
When  de  oie  man  and  wutch-doi;  were  both  out  of  sight. 

For  she  loved  dls  b  lack  pickaninny. 

y-j,  ■■■;>•■•      Chobus. 

•"Bitty.  Billy,  does  yon  love  yonrTillifc?"  .,    -v      , 

Dat's  what  my  gal  used  to  say  to  me;  "    <:^ 

Den  her  little  hand  I'd  press,  and  answer,  "Yes; 

I  is  yoor  black  pickuulnny."  ..    '■.:,.'' 

De  last  time  I  called  to  see  Miss  Tlllie  White, 

,     :!;■  She  woe  waiting  fi>r  (lis  pickimiiiny: 

Her  ole  daddy  was  wiiiting  de  very  same  nigtit. 

To  shoot  die  bii(  plcktiidiiny. 
When  he  satv  me  he  ciia^ed  me  wid  a  sliot-sron,  -•      ,     .', 

I  sL<>pi>ed  a  load  oh  buclisliot  wlieii  I  etartnl  to  rnn,  ■'■.':■• 

■...:)■    . :  .  It  blew  the  seat,  out  ob  my  pants,  date  ull  it  done,  ^",  ■!'■ ' 

■■^     .  But  wasn't  I  a  scaieil  pickaninny  I 

Sroxzir— As  I  was  running  down  de  roud,  my  sweetheart  opened  de  window 
aad  called  out : 

..  Chobus.  ,    . . 

"Billv,  Billy,  come  back  to  yonrTlllie,  •      '  .' 

I'll  l)e  home  to-morrow  niuht,"  said  elie; 
'  Tbo' all  out  nl>  breath,  and  linlf  scared  to  death, 

lyelled,  "80  will  die  pidsuuinny." 

Now  I  met  my  old  sweetheart  a  short  time  ago, 

Site  didn't  know  dis  big  pickaninny, 
For  'twas  <>ver  six  years  slnco  snc'd  seen  me,  you  know. 

And  slie'd  rorgoiteii  her  iiickuniiiny. 
Den  1  e<dd  to  her,  "  Honey,  if  you'll  go  wid  me 
To  do  parson  and  (jet  married,  how  happy  I'll  be;" 
,.•  "  Fo'  de  Lord'a  sake,  mister  man,  who  are  yon?"  said  she. 

,    :  ,     -  I  said,  "I  am  your  pickaninny." 

"'^■■i.  Chobus.  ^-^  ':::''■■: : 

;..'..    '■■"■■■    "Tllll*.  Tllile,  come  mnrry  yonr  Billy,  '-^l 

■.'...■■  •-'  ,_.:  Den  in  a  little  C"t  we'll  take  our  ease;" 

'■■'.:■'  V '.-,  V         But  slie  said,  "  (Jo  nwuy,  yon  sassv  nigger,  I  say, 
I'm  married  and  got  ten  pickaninnies." 


Send  for  Free  Catalofrue  of  Sontr  Booko,  Letter  Wrlt«r8.  Dream  Booka,  Fortone  loit- 
ers. Trick  Books.  Reciti'tlon  Books,  Pt-nny  Bulind*. Call  Bnoks.  JokeB->oks,Sk«toh  B<>oks, 
Btump-Speeciies,  IrlKh  S"i>ir  Bonks.  Couk  B'-oks.  Bo<>kii  of  Amut«inent,  8i>eet  Miivlo.  et« 
to  Hemr  J.  Wehiuau,  IM  ft  IXi  Park  Bow,  New  York;  or  U6  W.  Madiaou  BbreeC,  Chicago.' 

Just  twenty  years  ac"  UMlay  I  married  iny  first  wife, 
■  And  now  she  swears  she  will  kill  me,  or  else  slie  will  have  my  llf«; 
I'm  tlie  father  of  nineteen  baby  girls,  all  sisters  so  you  see. 
And  tliey  have  aliiioet  drove  me  crazy,  since  I  laugiit  theiu  "Sweet  Marie.' 
They  sing  it  for  breakfast,  in  the  very  latest  style, 
Thay  sing  it  to  each  oiher.>yoa  can  hear  them  for  half  a  mile: 
My  wife  sue  weighed  three  hundred  pounds,  but  her  I  cm  lianlly  see  — 
She  lost  twenty  pounds  of  fltseh  a  day,  singing  "Sweet  Marie." 

Chobus. 
Oh  my,  oh  my,  oh  me.  oh  myl  what  do  yon  think  of  tliatT 
It's  the  worst  song  I  ever  heard  since  "  Where  Did  Yon  Get  That  Hat  1 " 
The  man  that  wrote  it  oimht  to  he  hung,  siioi  and  drowned  they  say; 
If  ever  I  find  him  I'll  curl  bis  hair,  and  smother  him  in  a  bauen  of  bay. 

My  oldest  daughter.  Mary  Jane,  she  tore  the  piano  up,  -   .  ■ 

Trying  to  play  "Sweet  Marie,"  and  cing  like  a  hull  pup.  ■    '.  -  " 

The  cop  he  sleeps  upon  Ids  beat,  lie  ber  voice  does  charm—  '  .  ■> 

One  lime  he  thought  it  was  a  fire,  and  rang  the  fire  alarm. 

She  taught  it  to  her  sisters,  and  they  all  sing  it  now,  .'[:'.■ 

The  Cut  she  Itas  just  learned  It,  on  liie  fence  she  has  a  row;  .  "  '{y 

All  the  Cute  in  the  neighborhood,  at  night,  in  our  back  yard. 

And  when  you  hear  them  sing  this  song,  it  will  surely  make  yoa  tired. 

y  Chobdb. 

''     My  youngest  little  baby  is  just  three  weeks  old  to-day,  •      ";. 

He  is  like  Ills  pupa — he  never  has  anything  to  say,  'v  .1' 

And  when  I  gel  tiironuli  my  work,  he  crawls  upon  my  knee,   ' 
Bat  Jast  night  be  paralyzed  me,  sinj^ing  "Sweet  Mirie."     ..        '  .. 

He  sits  npcn  the  table,  singing  tenor,  I  don't  know,  ,  '  " 

The  cut  and  dog  they  join  in,  singing  a  sweet  solo.  ■''-■.    J   ■•■' 

My  wife  s'.ie  is  in  Morrisiown,  to  un  usylum  she  was  sent. 

And  when  the  landlord  hears  us  singing,  be  forgets  to  collect  his  rent. 

You  can  hear  it  sung  everywlieie,  no  mutter  where  you  go— 

The  car  conductor  8lnt,'8  it  when  he  trumps  upon  your  toe; 

The  organ-grinder  plays  it.,  and  if  you'll  listen  you  will  see 

The  monkey  even  tackles  it,  this  new  song,  "  Sweet  Marie. 

Chords. 

Ob  my,  oh  my,  oh  me,  oh  my!  what  on  earth  will  I  do? 
Sweet  pickles  and  cherry  pie,  "  Do,  Do,  My  Huckleberry,  Do.'* 
I  will  surely  kill  myself,  or  else  commit  suicide; 
On  his  shoes  be  walked  away  from  his  own  fireside. 


'■y 


Parody  on! 


A  WIDOW'S  PLEA  FOR  HER  SON 


Written  and  Sungr  by  Bedford  D.  Eaton. 


Band  for  Free  Catalogrue  of  Sonsr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
•n>.  Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books.  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  B^>oks, Sketch  Books, 
Btunip  Speeclies,  Irish  Sonft  Books.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amuienient,  SneetMuoic,  etc, 
to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  &  IXi  Park  How.  New  York;  or  U6  W.  Madison  Street.  Chicago. 

I  strolled  into  a  restaurant,  one  hnndred  miles  from  here,  .;  .  > .: 

A  man  eat  ai  the  tahle,  hie  breiikfust  it  was  near. 

He  yelled  out  for  a  beefsteak.  Ids  shoes  were  full  of  feet. 

But  as  ihe  day  was  Friday,  tliey  would  not  sell  Idm  meat.    ■ "  -  ' 

He  then  Jumped  up  a  laughing,  as  the  tears  rolle<l  down  his  cheeks,      ' 

An<l  taming  to  the  landlord,  who  was  eutint;  pickled  eels'  feet,  -  .  - 

"Kind  sir,  if  you  will  listen  to  the  btory  that  I  will  tell  lier. 

To  make  things  around  iiere  lively,  tnree  men  wiii  be  bung  in  the  cellar. 

»,  ,  Chorus. 

"Rememl)er  I'm  a  gentleman,  and  I  am  my  mother's  eon, 
.     My  futlier's  name  was  Cunnon,  and  I  am  a  son  of  a  gun." 
Then  inrniiiK  to  the  wuiiress,  says,  "  Kill  me  but  spare  my  life, 
■   /        For  yoa  must  marry  me,  or  else  become  my  wife."  ._  ., 

Yesterday  morning  before  breakfast.,  about  one  o'clock  in  the  afternoon, 
This  same  man  in  this  restaurant,  cheweJ  ihe  silver  off  the  S|)OOn. 
He  veiled  out  10  the  landlord's  wife.  "BrinK  me  an  0}eter  stew. 
And  l)ring  back  to  me  all  those  jewels  that  I  liave  promised  to  yoa." 
She  turned  around  real  slowly,  us  the  Corns  clung  10  her  feet; 
Wiih  an  uxe  elie  Cut  his  friendship,  until  ilic  next  time  we  meet. 
Then  with  a  great  dmmatic  air  she  called  him  a  little  cnr. 
And  said,  "If  you  come  one  step  nearer,  you  will  be  one  step  closer." 

Chorus. 

"Remember,"  be  said,  "  Mary,"  ns  be  played  or  an  eipht  cent  fife, 
"  Rememb<T  that  your  mother,  she  was  your  father's  wife." 
.'       He  hit  lier  a  kick  Willi  a  preizel  as  she  cleaned  out  a  washing  tab; 
The  foal  plot,  I  see  it  not,  it  is  as  clear  as  mud.    .    ■  . 

They  went  out  to  a  hotel,  to  eettheirdlnner  there; 

She  sidd  slie  was  not  iiuncry,  she  ate  np  the  bill  of  fare; 

She  drunk  eiu'ht  quxrts  of  finger  ale,  and  she  was  ofsifled; 

She  ate  the  spoons,  puites  and  forkf,  and  the  silver  off  the  trnives; 

And  w  lien  she  ute  this  hotel  out  die  tbouuht  slie'ii  have  some  fan,  ^ 

She  chewed  up  ull  tne  napkins,  just  for  some  chewinc:  cum. 

We  yelled  out  murder  and  police,  and  after  ns  she  swore: 

She  yelled  so  loud  she  broke  her  jaw,  and  then  fell  through  the  floor. 

Chobus. 

She  ate  a  peanut  sandwich,  she  gave  another  yell; 

"Remember,"  she  said,  '•Willie,  I  am  a  Daisy  Bell, 

Now  do  not  get  offended  if  tutti-frutti  I  chew." 

She  kissed  him  with  a  gumdrop,  "Do,  Do,  My  Huckleberry,  Do." 
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Parody  on: 

DAISY   BELL. 

By  Thomas  W.  Murray. 


8*nd  for  Free  Catalopue  of  Sonir  Bookn,  letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 


I  went,  out  one  nleht  anO  took  mv  girl.  Duioy,  Daisy. 

Slie  waH  tt  German,  her  imme  was  Do\  le,  pleai^  do  not  ring  the  bell. 

We  weut  lo  a  reelaunint  quite  clo^e  hy;  two  dollMrs  wu8  all  I  o\vne<l. 

She  atoeveiythiut;  tUat  waa  oo  tUe  (•iK»»i  fud  th«e«  were  the  words  I  groaueii: 

Coords. 
"Daisy,  Daisy,  what  is  the  mntter  with  yon? 
You're  hxlf  cmzy,  you  know  all  I  have  Is  two." 
The  waiter  came  up  and  iirabbi-d  me. 
And  ril  swear  that  he  suudbu^ged  me 
Wiieu  he  cauiiht  me  neat, 
RiKiit  under  the  seat. 
With  the  end  of  his  twenty-two. 


/ 


/ 


Sing  Again  that  Sweet  Refrain. 

Copjrrl({l>(,  ISM,  by  Si>auIdinK  &  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

All  riirhta  reserved. 

Th*  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, ptist^nald.  on  receipt  i>r  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  r>r  ( >ne  lX>llKr, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  13<i  Si  \Xi  I'ark  K"W,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street.  Chicaso. 
Write  to  either  jne  of  the  ab"ve  a<ldre>seH  for  Free  t'at»lo(tiie  ..f  Sonifs,  S<>ng  Books, 
Sheet  Uusic,  Uermau  Suug  liuoks.  Letter  Writers,  Dieam  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


Words  and  Mui-ic  l>y  Qussie  L.  Davis. 


\ 


The  mnsic  hall  was  crowded  in  ii  city  o'er  the  sea. 

And  brilliiint  litrhis  were  burnint;  ev'ry  where, 
Tne  souKS  and  wiity  saviuus  lined  the  audience  with  glee. 

For  the  minstrels  from  the  sunny  Uoutii  were  there! 
A  minstrel  sani;  a  s<>uk  about  his  old  plantation  home, 

Down  ui>on  the  Swannee  river  far  away: 
Tlien  a  gray-liaired,  aged  darkey  sat  in  sadness  and  in  gloom, 

Ue  rose,  and  this  is  what  they  heard  him  say: 

Kefrain. 
SinR  acain  that  sweet  refrain,  "  Dar'8  where  the  old  folks  stay;" 
Ii  takes  me  back  to  slav'ry  days,  before  I  was  sold  away; 
A  lout;  de  Swannee  rivi-r  banks,  dar's  where  1  used  to  roam; 
Nuwa  I'se  old  and  gray,  and  far  away,  "far  from  the  old  folks  at  home." 

The  minstrel  sang  the  song  again,  and  eyes  grew  dim  with  tears. 

The  aged  darUey  eat  with  hend  bowed  low. 
And  soniethiuL'  in  his  heart  awoke,  that  siumbered  there  for  years, 

"I'was  the  memory  of  a  mother  long  ago. 
The  play  let  out  to  loml  applause,  and  when  the  curtain  fell. 

The  darkey  hlnwly  lotiered  on  his  way, 
Tliinking  of  the  sweet-voiced  singer,  and  the  song  he'd  sung  so  well, 

i'hiuRiug  of  the  song  that  made  Liui  rise  and  ^'i.'^:— Refrain. 


•  >  » 


POLLY    DEAR 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Spauldingr  &  Gray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  London. 
-    All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poet-psid.  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  WVhman.  13«)  &  1S2  I'ark  H"W,  New  York;  or  12.S  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addrei-ses  for  Free  Catnloitne  of  Sonirs.  Soiir  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Lietter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  and  Music  by  Carrie  Collyer. 


The  dearest  girl  I  ever  knew  was  Polly,  Polly  dear. 
So  sweet  she  was,  and  saucy  too,  whenever  I  was  near; 
When  once  she  said  "  I  hate  you.  Jack,"  in  fun,  I  rose  to  go. 
But  quick  ebe  ran  to  call  me  buck,  and  then  I  whispered  low: 

Chorus. 

Polly  dear,  do  come  here,  for  I  love  yon  dearly,  Polly  dear. 
When  you're  near,  I'm  distracted  nearly; 
Polly  dear,  I  am  here,  to  offer  you  my  life. 
And  I  never  will  he  happy  'till  you  are  my  wife. 

I  soon  was  forced  to  go  awny  from  Polly,  Polly  dear. 

And  when  we  parted  her  lips  quiver'd,  on  her  cheeks  a  tear; 

'*  Oh  Jack,"  she  whlsi>ered,  "  ill  be  true,  for  years  and  years  and  years, 

And  I  will  iiope  and  pray  for  you;"  I  kissed  away  her  tears. 

Chorus. 
Polly  dear,  do  come  here,  for  I  love  you  dearly,  Polly  dear, 
When  you're  near  I'm  distracted  nearly; 
Polly  dear,  I  am  here  to  offer  you  my  life. 
And  !  never  will  be  happy  'till  you  are  my  wife. 

Three  years  ha%'e  passed,  I've  just  returned,  and  Polly,  Polly  dear, 
Has  waitetl  forme,  as  she  vowed  in  accents  soft  and  clear. 
I'll  take  my  darling  to  the  churci>,  and  make  her  mine  for  life. 
And  wueu  the  knot's  securely  tied,  I'll  whisper  to  my  wife: 

Chorus. 
Polly  dear,  do  come  here,  oh,  I  love  you  dearly,  Polly  dear. 
When  you're  near  I'm  ili-tracied  neaily: 
piillv  dear,  ii  Seems  queer  to  know  yon  are  my  wife, 
Audi  never  was  so  nappy  in  ail  my  life. 


Parody  on: 

THE     MAN     THAT     BROKE     THE 
BANK    AT    MONTE    CARLO. 

By  Thomas  w.  Murray. 
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I  came  from  Plaster  Paris,  just  a  mile  from  Paris  Green,     ;. 

Where  they  took  me  for  a  jay,  in  a  jail  I  had  to  lay: 

I'm  a  broker,  and  I've  mnile  a  break  at  every  place  I've  been. 

Bat  I  bad  no  axe,  I  couldn't  break  away. 

So  the  keeper  wouldn't  let  me  sa)  good  day. 

Chorus. 

I  made  a  break  one  evening,  and  I  got  a  little  gay. 
But  it  didn't  Ko  my  way. 
So,  of  course,  I  had  to  stay. 
'    I  caught  the  measles  that  same  day, 
1  didn't  break  out  till  the  first  of  May— 
I  couldn't  break  the  bank  at  Monte  Carlo. 

Chorus. 
I  broke  my  great  big  brother  Bill, 
.    I  broke  my  father's  will, 
I  ran  atrainst  a  till  and  broke  a  dollar  bill. 
When  I  was  a  frost  I  broke  the  ice, 
I  broke  a  Chinaman  filled  with  rice — 
I  couldn't  break  the  bunk  at  Monte  Cnrlo. 

Chorus. 

I  broke  up  house,  and  pawned  the  bricks,  ~ , 

I  blew  mv  money  fast,  I  even  blew  the  gas. 

The  wiml  blew  through  the  grass. 

I  stepped  on  a  tack  with  a  lovely  point, 

1  think  I  broke  mv  opium  joint— 

I  couldn't  break  toe  bank  at  Monte  Carlo. 

Chorus. 
At  break  of  day  I  broke  myself. 
And  nearly  broke  in  two,  I  sang  till  I  was  blue, 
"My  nuckieberry.  Do.  " 
I  broke  the  girl  I  left  tiehind, 
I  broke  my  wonl  and  changed  my  mind — 
1  couldn't  break  tne  bank  at  Monte  Carlo. 


], 


\ 
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Words  and  Music  by  Barney  Fosan. 


Who  toted  me"hronnd,  a  little  pickaninny  kid? 

My  black  mammy  diil.  Did  she?  Y'-s,  indeetl  she  did. 
Who  always  used  to  keepthe  *'  la»ses  "  and  the  BUgar  liidt  ■' 

My  black  mammy  did    Di<l  she?  Yes,  indeed.  •    .  • ., 

Who  never  failed  to  find  me  lots  of  work  to  do? 
Bend  me  'cross  her  knee  and  make  me  wait 'till  she  *'got  thro'f " 
With  a  inigbiy  shingie,  beat  a  warm  tattoo? 

My  black  mammy  did.  Did  she?  Yes,  indeed,  singing : 

Chorus. 

Hilo  my  ding,  hilo  my  dong, 
Hilo  my  ding,  hilo  my  (long. 
My  ding  doug,  hilo  my  ding  dong  da! 

Who  used  to  wake  me  from  my  slumber  'fore  de  break  of  day? 

My  black  mammy  did.  Did  she?  Yes,  indeed  she  did. 
Who  used  to  choke  me  off,  and  never  let  me  have  my  way? 

My  black  mammy  did.  Did  she?  Yes,  indeed. 
Who  was  it  followed  me  when  I  went  into  town. 
When  I  was  of  age  and  making  love  to  Susie  Brown? 
Caught  me  kissing  her,  and  miide  me  quickly  kisa  tlie  ground? 

My  black  mammy  did.  Did  she?  Yes,  indeed,  singing:— 6'Aore««, 

Who  nsed  to  make  me  feed  the  pigs,  and  little  chickens,  too? 

My  black  mammy  did.  Did  she?  'Yes,  indeed  she  did. 
Then  turn  the  hose  on  me  for  want  of  something  else  to  do? 

My  black  mammy  did.  Did  she?  Yes.  indeed. 
Who  locked  me  in  the  house,  and  nulled  the  window  down?      ■ 
Made  me  sit  and  cross  my  legs  for  hours  upon  tne  ground. 
Every  blessed  time  a  circus  happ<  ned  into  town? 

My  black  mammy  did.  Did  she?  Yes,  indeed,  singing:— CAortw. 

Who  used  to  fry  the  chicken,  hominy  and  bacon  strips? 

My  black  mammy  did.  Did  she?  Yes,  Indeed  she  did.  > 
And  roast  a  barhacue  to  make  a  niL'ger  smack  his  lips}     .    .,,' 

My  black  mammy  did.  Did  she?  Yes,  inde>d. 
Who  used  to  siiout  in  Zion's  church,  and  loudly  say: 
"Praise  iniio  theLamh,  I'm  gwine  togiory  rightaway;' 
Used  t"  get  relieion  ev'ry  minute  In  the  day? 

My  black  mammy  did.  Did  she?  Yes,  indeed,  singing:— C/toruf, 

Who  used  to  make  me  go  to  bed  without  my  supper  meal? 

My  black  mammy  <lid.  Did  she?  Yes,  indeed  she  did. 
That  was  l)eCHn8e,  like  niggers,  ev'ry  chance  I  got  1  d  steal. 

My  black  mammy  did.  Did  she?  'Yes,  iiide«'d. 
Who  placed  I  lie  tlarnlnL'-neetlle  point  above  the  ground. 
Sight  on  mammy's  coair,  and  lauL'neil  to  see  her  sitting  down, 
Then  who  '•fli'ii  de  coop"  and  never  aft<T'iards  wa^*  foiiml? 

Black  picluininy  did.  Did  lie?  Yes  indeed,  singing:— 6'/u»ru<. 
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Words  by  M.  A.  Crosby.    Music  by  D.  S.  McCosb.       j_ 

T  know  «  j>*'n"e  maiderij  80  modest,  sweet  ami  kind; 
Sne  never  dreams  lier  picture  is  ever  in  my  mind. 
Tiie  niockiiit!  bird  is  ei<igiu<;  bi->ontl  the  rose  liedgeneHr; 
1  would  Ills  uote  could  tell  licr  that  she  has  grown  so  dear. 

Chorus.  ^ 

Oh,  Ma'>el,  lovely  Mabel,  let  Nortli  or  South  winds  blow. 
My  licart  I  lay  before  yon,  'tis  yours  for  weal  or  woe; 
'    For,  Mnliel,  rosebud  Mabel,  tiiougli  years  may  come  and  go. 
My  tongue  can  only  utter,  "  1  love,  1  love  you  so." 

Upon  her  cheek  the  color  fair  fluslios  at  dawn; 
There's  only  laui;hiDi:  funsliiiie  where  she  has  come  and  gone. 
Her  voice  ih  soft  and  tender,  tier  eyes  are  calm  and  bright: 
Ucr  whole  life  pure  uud  open,  a  jewel  full  of  ligiit. — Chwus. 

Wliate'er  I  feel  of  goodness  that  sets  my  heart  astir, 

And  prompts  to  woi  tny  action,  it  comes  fiom  thoughts  of  her. 

Say  not  such  love  must  wither  or  with  the  roues  die; 

Say,  ratiier,  bloom  forever  when  stars  have  fled  Che  sky. —  Chorus. 


^ 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Oreenbank. 


LiUle  Jimmy  was  a  scholar,  and  his  aptitude  wns  sncli 
That  his  parents  and  preceptors  were  ufruld  he'd  know  too  mnch;       '.  . 
iSo  his  grandmanm  t>aid,  "  Uless  him,  I  will  tjike  him  up  to  town. 
And  we'll  go  to  Captain  Boyuton's  and  they'll  waterchute  us  down." 

'  RErKAIN. 

Oh!  Jimmy  on  the  cliute,  l)oys,  won't  we  have  »  day,  •■ 

Going  out  with  tirandma,  granny's  getting  gay  I 
Down  in  half  a  slap-bang,  wet  from  top  to  toe. 
That's  the  way  they  chute 'em  at  the  "  water-ehow." 

Now  when  Jimmy  saw  that  wafer-chute  lie  )anghe<l  until  he  cried. 

Just  to  see  tlie  girls  yell  out  and  ufab  the  fellows  by  tlnir  eide;  -'■ ' 

And  he  said  t<>  i;entle  gnindina,  "This  will  suit  me  to  a  'T,' 

Wiien  I  get  up  there  aud  have  those  girls  a-grabbing  bold  of  vae."'— Strain. 

Then  he  took  Jiie  seat  with  grandma  and  they  started  off  all  right,    ■■  ■'     ' 
But  a  pretty  t'irl  beside  him  screamed,  "  'k''ou  better  liold  on  tii;liil  " 
They  were  fl\ing  down  eo  fast  tiiut  Jiiiiniy's  head  becan  to  swim. 
So  he  clawed  ou  to  the  pretty  girl  and  eiic  clawed  ou  to  hiui.— lUfrvUn. 

But  the  splasli  was  so  terrific  tliat  his  heart  Itesran  to  quake. 

As  his  craniliiia  turned  a  somersiiuit  anil  fell  iiihi  the  hike;         _   t?    •     ••.-;! 

So  he  held  on  to  the  preily  ni'l  "od  hiigfed  her  tighter  still. 

For  he  thought  the  world  was  ended  uud  he  iiadn't  made  his  \y\\\.— Refrain. 

WItli  a  boat-hook  poor  old  erandmuma  was  fished  up,  safe  and  sound; 

But  the  pretty  girl  and  Jimniy  in  a  close  embrace  were  found. 

lu  llieir  terrible  alarm  they  wouldn't  liear  of  letting  go. 

And  they're  huggiug  one  auothei  still,  for  anything  I  )uiOvi,—BefraiH. 


Words  by  Albert  HaU.    Music  by  C.  W.  Murphy. 

■  ■» 

Tim  Burke  was  like  a  beardless  boy,  although  a  man  he'd  grown; 

He  bought  some  hair  restorer  for  a  boh; 
He  rubbed  it  all  around  his  chin,  to  miike  the  whiskers  grow. 

Then  went  to  bed  to  sleep  upon  the  job; 
Bur  when  he  woke  next  nioriiiiig,  what  a  sightl 

Ills  »biskers  iiud  been  growing  all  the  night; 
Tliey'il  gro>\  n  so  much,  that  really,  on  my  life. 

The  huir  had  sullucuted  all  his  children  aud  his  wife. 

Chobus. 
And  still  his  whiskers  grew,  siillhis  whiskers  grew; 

He  cut  them  oS  and  he  Shaved  tliem  off. 

Be  bitthem  <iS  and  he  clieweU  Mieiu  off. 
But  still  his  whiskers  grew,  still  his  whiskers  grew; 
They  covered  hie  face  and  covered  the  place. 
But  still  his  whiskers  grew. 

The  whiskers  filled  the  place  until  he  couldn't  stir  a  peg— 

A  mile  a  minute  was  the  length  they  grew; 
He'd  whinkers  oil  his  finger-nails  and  wliiekers  on  his  leg,      ;• 

And  on  Ills  false  teeth  there  were  whiskers,  too. 
They  grew  down  from  his  hea<l  nuto  his  hoof; 

They  icrew  until  they  lifted  off  ihe  roof: 
Tiiey  grew  so  much,  till  he,  despairinu  quite, 
Weut  out  aud  blew  bis  chill  off  with  a  ton  of  dynamite. 

Chorus. 
But  still  his  whiskers  grew,  still  his  whiskers  grew? 
He  pulled  iheiii  off  and  he  dragged  them  off. 
He  Kicked  them  off  aud  he  blew  them  off. 
But  still  bis  whiskers  grew,  still  his  whiskers  grew; 
They  covered  the  gnmnd  for  miles  aruaud. 
And  still  his  whiskers  grew. 

The  whiskers  grew  until  they  covered  up  the  country  side; 

They  even  spoiled  the  farmers'  crops  of  liay: 
'Twas  nothing  else  but  whiskers,  uml  you  couldn't  walk  or  ride. 

Whilst  folks  were  getting  sirangled  every  day. 
They  urew  until  they  readied  up  in  the  sky — 

There  was  no  room  for  "dicky  birds  "  to  fly; 
To  stop  them,  Burke  went  up  in  a  baloon 

And  tied  them  lu  a  double  knot  around  the  sun  and  moon. 

Chorus. 
But  still  his  whiskers  grew,  still  Ills  whiskers  grew; 
He  tied  them  up  HUiT  he  hung  them  up,  / 

He  niiilc<l  them  up  and  he  ecreweil  them  up. 

But  Still  his  w  hiskers  grew,  still  his  whiskers  grew; 
They  snuffed  out  the  light  of  the  nioou  that  night.  ■ 

And  Still  his  whiskers  grew..    ;■  ,.,  ... 

So  many  folks  were  getting  killed  on  ev'ry  hand  and  side 

That  people  said,  poor  Burke  would  have  to  die; 
They  struggled  through  his  whiskers  and  his  bauds  behind  him  tied. 

Then  to  a  lamp-post  hung  him  up  to  dry. 
When  he  was  dead  each  face  was  full  of  smiles; 

They  dug  a  grave  the  (iejitli  of  foiineen  miles,  ^-.     ;. 

They  chucked  Burke  in  and  filled  the  hole  once  more 

With  lead  aud  etoues  aud  cannon  bulls  and  iron  in  galore. 

Chorus. 
Bntstill  his  whiskers  grew,  still  his  wliiskers  grew: 
They  piisiied  liini  down,  and  they  dragL'Cii  him  down,      ; 
Tliey  chucked  liiiu  down  and  iliey  shoved  him  down, '  •  , 
But  still  his  whiskers >rrew,  still  his  whiskers  grew; 
,1'^.'       In  less  than  a  "  pop  "  were  up  to  the  top, 
'■'■■■•''       Ar>d  still  his  whiskers  grew.  '■'.•.■>•■..■.'■ 


DE    WORLD    AM    A-RUSHIN'. 
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Words  by  M.  A.  Crosby    Music  by  D.  S.  McCoch.    Sung  in  "  South  Before  the  War." 

-    .  De  world  am  a-rnshin',  it  keeps  a-rnshin' on —      t 

;■-  ,  Oh,  bnidiler,  iniiKl  your  soul! 

■    Jes' hear  dut  roariii',  it  kee|)s  a-roarin' on — 
Ob,  brudder,  mind  tournoul! 
,    -   For  de  day  am  a-coinin',  it's  comin' right  along, 
A  day  (lai's  foretold  in  Sermon  an' in  sonc 
A  day  dnt'll  show  you  jes'  whar'  you  belong — 
Oh,  brudder,  mind  jour  soul  I    , 

-   ■  Chorus. 

Oh,  brudder,  mind  your  sonit 
Yes,  brudder.  mind  your  soul  I 
For  de  dav  am  a-comin',  it's  comin' right  along; 
So,  bmdder,  mind  your  eoull 

De  world  am  a-rnshin',  it  keeps  a-rushin' on —    ■ '.  •      .  .  , 

'  Oh,  brudder,  mind  your  soui!  ■    ,    ;    ' 

Jew' hear  dat  huzzin',  it  keeps  a  bnzzin' on— 
Oh,  brudder,  mind  your  soui ! 
:       For  de  time  am  a-coinin',  an'  de  hour  am  at  hand 

When  you'll  wanier  know  jes'  whar'  yo'  feet  shall  stand. 
An' whether  it's  rock-bed,  or  whether  it's  sand — 
Oh,  brudder,  mind  your  soul  I— t'A<»u».      ,  . 

De  world  am  a-mshlii',  it  keeps  a-rushin' on— 

Oh,  brudder,  mind  your  soul!  '  ,'• 

'..••      .-.    Jes' hear  dat  whuzziu',  it  keeps  a-wuzzin' on — .  -' 

,     .. .      .  ^       Oh,  brudder,  miud  your  soul!  •        ~  .-''.'    '■    ;        , 

''  '    For  de  wond  am  a-spinnin',  a-spinnin' 'round  aenrve,        .'■:'■■ 

-"■'     -  So  liold  tightly  on, 'twill  surely  try  your  nerve;  '         '•       ] 

'    An' you'll  find  for  sure  what  inaesa  you  serve —  '    ,.        , 

:■    c     '.      Oh,  brudder,  miud  your  soul!— C7<&rtM. 


■  >..-..-. 


— Stutterly— "  E-e-every-th-thing  s-s-seems  t-tob-beon  tli-tbe  in-  ( 
s-stallmeut  p-jvplan  tb-these  d-d -days. "     Sharp — "  Yes;  even  your 
conversation."  r :,,  .•  ;     .•.-.•- 

— "  How  much  coal  is  there,  Susan?  How  long  will  it  l«st?" 
"  Well,  ma'am,  it  will  last  quite  a  while  if  we  don't  have  any  fires." 
"  Then  there  isn't  much  left?  "  "  There  isn't  any  left,  ma'am." 


\ 


— "  Did  you  see  the  '  puff '  I  gave  youV  "  said  the  editor  to  the 
grocer.  "  Yes  and  I  don't  want  another.  The  man  who  stiys  I've 
got  plenty  of  grit,  tliat  the  milk  I  sell  is  of  the  first  water,  and 
that  my  butter  is  the  strongest  on  the  market  may  mean  well,  but 
he  is  not  the  man  I  want  to  flatter  me  a  second  time." 


Ji^ •  «'.^-rfl»*5».j«-4*-  l^i^Bl^Tlu^JV.M,.''. 
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All  lighM  roaerred. 


>,' 


Tbe  Word*  and  Hniks  of  this  Snntr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
diMa,  poatrpald.  on  receipt  of  10  centM,  or  tliU  and  any  two  »th«i'  Boniri  for  On*  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wrhm«n.l3<>*  132  Park  R"W,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madlwiii  Street,  Clilcasro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab'>re  attdreMeH  for  Free  Cat»lo(rue  of  S<<nK(,  S<>nK  Uuuks, 
Bbeec  Muatc,  Oeimaii  Suug  Buoka,  Letter  Writeia,  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Booka,  etc. 


Worda  and  Mualc  by  Felix  McOIennon. 


THE    WORKHOUSE    DOOR. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Touaey.    English  copyright  aecurad. 
All  rlghte  reaerred. 


The  Worda  and  Musio  of  thia  Sonir,  arranired  for  the  piano,  »i]|  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dteax.  post-paid,  on  receipt  or  40  cent*,  or  tlila  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar, 
1)V  Henry  J.  Wehman.  IS"  A  132  Park  R^w,  New  York;  or  126  W.  Madlaon  Street,  Clileafo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab've  adilreMteM  for  Free  CatoloKue  of  SonRa,  Song  Boon, 
Sheet  Huaic,  Oermaii  Suug  Booka,  Letter  Wrltera,  Diiiam  Booka,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


1 1 


#(• 


'•    • 


M'klly  hM  climiied  her  diida's  knee, 

Molly  has  eoniething  to  say: 

Oiilv  to  whiBper,  •'  I  love  you,  dad. 

Ana  tliink  or  yoa  all  the  day. 

When  ynn  go  ont  In  the  morning,  dAd, 

All,  how  I  long  for  the  niglit: 

Then  von  coma  home  to  yoar  Molly  dear, 

And  t£e  lioose  seems  so  cheerful  and  bright. 

Chobub. 

"I  do  love  you,  I  do  love  you; 

Ton've  hronglit  a  dolly  for  your  little  Molly, 

With  hair  ao  hritfht  and  eyes  so  blue. 

I'll  give  you  a  klas.  a  sweet  little  kiss. 

And  maybe  I'll  give  yon  two. 

Ob,  my  daddy,  my  dear  old  daddy,  I  do  love  you." 

Molly  has  climbed  on  hia  shoulders  broad — 

•'  Let  us  p'ny  horeee,  my  dud." 

See  how  ihey  scamper  around  the  house, 

And  Molly  is,  oh,  so  glud. 

Slyly  she  peeps  In  his  pockets  then, 

Thinking  that  dad  cannoi  see; 

Ab,  the  young  rogue  knows  there's  something  tbers, 

And  Molly  is  languing  with  glee.— CAoru«. 

Molly  is  tired  of  her  romp  at  last, 

Dada  must  take  her  to  bed. 

"  Place  little  dolly  heelde  me  please"— 

Now  Molly  her  prayers  has  said. 

"Glood  uiuht;  God  bless  you,  my  dada,  dear; 

Kiss  me,  and  kiss  dolly,  too. 

I  know  you  love  little  Molly,  dad, 

And  you  know  that  your  Molly  loves  yon.— CA(^ru«. 


No  Little  Stockings  to  Mend. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  The  8.  Bralnard'a  Sona  Oo. 

All  righta  reserved. 

The  Worda  and  Muaio  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
drean,  poat-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  centg;  ur  thia  and  any  two  other  Songa  fur  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehitian,  13o  4  132  Park  R"W,  New  York,  or  125  W.  Madlaou  Street,  Chicaco. 
Wnts  to  elthxr  one  of  the  ab«ve  addre^sod  for  Fiee  Catnloiriie  of  Songa,  Sung  BooiKit 
Sheet  Music,  Qei  man  Soug  Booka,  Letter  WHtei  d.  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Booka.  ata 


Worda  and  iluulo  by  Felix  UcOlennon. 


Worda  and  Muaio  by  Henry  Robeon. 


Come,  baby,  to  mammn.  yon  are  a  discrace. 

The  neighbors  will  think  you  are  wild; 
With  such  (liny  hands,  and  oh,  what  a  facet 

Papa  will  not  know  lils  own  child. 
Now  biiDy's  all  clean  and  snug  in  her  bed. 

Our  Father  will  sweet  dreams  send: 
Just  one  more  look  at  the  pretiy  brown  head. 

And  her  dear  little  stockings  I'll  mead. 

Cbouus. 

Her  dear  little  atocklnge  Til  mend. 

Her  d«ar  little  stockings  Til  mend; 

Jnet  one  more  look  ut  the  prt-tty  brown  head, 

And  her  dear  little  stocking*  I'll  mend. 

Ah.  what  a  great  change  may  come  with  a  day. 

How  chaiieed  are  the  pongs  »•  sing. 
Bow  lonely  the  dnieles.  how  dreary  Is  May, 

When  we  hear  no  child's  voice  ring. 
My  )<«antiriil  babv,  with  pretty  browu  bead. 

To  the  antfi-is  ubovc  must  lend; 
There's  no  litiie  face  to  snuxgle  In  bed, 

And  no  little  stockings  to  meud. 

CaoBus. 

There  are  no  little  stockings  to  mend. 
There  are  no  little  stockings  to  mend: 
There's  no  little  fiice  to  enuggie  iu  bed. 
There  ure  uo  little  stockings  tu  mend. 


Dimly  the  lights  of  tho  city  are  gleaming. 

Drear  is  the  night  and  BO  cold; 
Grimly  the  walla  of  the  workhouse  are  frowning, 

Frowning  on  mis'ry  nntold. 
Close  to  Its  portals  a  croud's  eager  waiting. 

Hungry  and  ahiv'rlng  and  pale; 
Hark  to  the  cry  of  the  homeless  and  starving. 

Hark  to  the  old  soldier's  tale: 

Refraim, 
"'I  was  strong  and  stnrdy  in  the  days  gone  by. 
When  the  call  '  to  arms '  came,  to  the  front  did  fly; 
For  my  country  fonght,  nor  asked  the  reason  why. 

Many  a  brave  heart  nnnk  to  rise  no  more. 
Man  to  man  we  faced  tbem  ua  ihey  atood  at  bay. 
Carried  all  before  us  with  a  loud  '  Hurray  I' 
How  does  (he  reward  us  when  were're  old  and  grsyf 

Sends  us  to  the  workhouse  door.". 

Gaze  on  tlmt  nrchin,  he's  honselesa  and  homeless.  - 

Scarcely  a  rat;  on  his  form, 
Trembling  and  crouching  against  the  grim  doorway. 

Murmurs  "I  uiah  I  were  warm. 
What  is  the  use  of  a  poor  little  kiddy 

Trying  to  enrn  Juet  a  bite? 
Bab,  I'll  turn  thief,  f<  r  I  can't  die  with  banger, 

Here  goes  that  man's  watch,  see,  he's  tight." 

Refrain. 
Stealthily  he's  creeping,  see  bis  outstretched  hand, 
*'  I  shall  have  that  wutcli  now— doesn't  it  look  grand?" 
Earkt  an  angel  voice  is  whiepering  to  him,  "Stand! 

Would  yon  be  a  thief,  whom  all  abliorT" 
'Tis  his  mother's  voice  comes  whisp'ring  from  the  grave. 
**  Never  t)e  a  thief,  Tom,  never  be  a  knave." 
"Forgive  me,  mother,  I  was  tempted;  I'll  l>e  brave, 
Tuo' going  to  the  workhouse  door." 

See  that  old  couple,  so  gray  and  so  feeble. 

Clinging  in  life's  sad  decay, 
Soothiiie  eacli  other  in  sorrow  and  troahles 

'Till  death  shall  call  them  away. 
Once  he  wua  strong,  iih,  but  age  overtook  him; 

He'd  worked  like  a  slnve  night  and  day. 
*'  Why  did  he  not  save?"  with  a  sneer  asks  a  passer. 

"  Whatl  save  on  a  laborer's  pay?" 

RzroAnf. 
Bee,  the  wife  Is  cUnglng  by  her  husband's  side; 
"  Four  brave  sons  we've  reared,  they  were  our  hope  and  pride; 
Oar  Country  wanted  soldiers:  In  her  cause  they  died— 

They  were  gallant  heroea  to  the  core. 
Dreams  of  glory  fired  them  and  they  joined  the  fray. 
Left  us  broken  hearted,  left  us  here  to  pray. 
Tliey  for  their  country  died,  yet  we  most  wend  our  way 

Together  tu  the  workhouse  door." 


-  I 


— According  to  a  summer  novel,  the  hero  "stood  with  the 
moon  shining  on  his  face.  Tlie  white  ghire  made  Lira  look  more 
like  a  creature  of  antique  f^ranite  than  ever — hewn  with  a  lost  art. 
But.  tiie  calm  curves  of  his  mouth  were  pulsing  with  the  red  tor- 
rents of  youth,  and  un<ler  his  lips  the  unmeasiireable  darkness  of 
his  eyes  seemed  crossed  with  flame  which  burns  upon  the  altar  of 
the  gods!"  Our  iiit<'llect  would  not  allow  us  to  read  fiirtiier,  but 
we  will  bet  a  b.irrel  of  sour  apples  agiiinst  a  cent  that  in  another 
minute  c  *wo  he  pulled  up  his  shirt  collar,  took  out  a  package  of 
cigarettes  and  began  to  smoke. 


DAR'S  A  WATERMELON  SPOILIN' 


DOWN    AT    JOHNSON'S. 


I 


Copyright,  ISM,  by  Spauldlng  &  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Rail,  London. 


•  • 


All  rights  reaerved. 


The  Worda  and  Muaio  of  thia  Song,  arraneed  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dresa,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  tO  centa,  or  tliU  and  any  two  other  Snntta  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  1311  &  132  Park  R  w.  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Stieet.  Chlcaca 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab've  addrei-aeH  for  Free  Oatulofrue  of  S<inira,  bong  Booo^ 
BhseC  Mtisio,  Oeitnau  Suug  Booka,  Letter  Wrltei  a.  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Booka,  elO. 


Worda  and  Mu»lo  by  J.  W.  Wheeler. 


Tell  de  darkles  all  to  hnsHe,  for  de  whlstle'a  gwlne  to  blow, 
Bend  de  little  pickaninnies  for  to  wnke  np  Uncle  Joe; 
Tell  de  wenches  dat  de  steamer's  getting  reaily  for  to  go. 
And  a  watermelon's  tpoilin' down  ui  Juuuiou'a. 

Chorus. 
No  more  this  season,  'tia  the  last  of  the  crop, 
Creep  low,  for  if  tlmt  t'un  shoots,  aome  one's  gwlne  to  drop; 
Go  slow,  be  careful  dnrkles,  look  ont.  don't  stop, 
Dar's  a  watermelon  siioiiln'  down  at  Johnson's. 

Get  Mlas  Liza  Anna  Bonnparte  to  fetch  old  Uncle  Joe, 
He's  de  coon  to  make  de  nnislc  with  bis  fiddle  and  Ida  bow; 
He  C'tn  call  off  iilt'ger  flfures  best  of  any  one  I  know. 
While  we  scoop  thui  watermelon  down  at  Johnson's.— Ctoru*. 

We  will  dance  de  donble  shnfile,  while  de  moon  am  shining  bright. 
And  we'll  keep  de  nm^lc  rlngine  'till  de  middle  of  de  night; 
When  de  boat  goes  np  de  river.  Just  befi>re  de  morning  light. 
They'll  be  shy  a  watermelon  down  at  Johnson's.— CA<»-u«. 


I 


!,•  I 


—Honor  and  happiness  go  hand  in  hand  'till  life's  end. 
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SHE'S    MY    DAUGHTER    STILL. 

Copyright,  UH,  by  Henry  Robwn. 

Tb«  Worda  and  Hnsio  of  thts  8<>nir,  arranu-eil  f  or  the  piano,  will  be  Mtit  to  any  ad- 
drM*,  pont-pald,  nil  i-t-o-ipt  or  10  ceiim;  or  tliio  mid  any  two  i.tlmr  Sonirs  for  <  >ne  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  W,-hnian.  IS"  A  132  Park  Rw,  New  York;  or  126  W.  Madlaon  Street.  Cliica«o. 
writ«  to  eirhor  one  of  the  ab-ve  Bll(lre^BeH  for  Free  Catnloirne  of  SonKS,  S-.ng  liuuka, 
I liottio,  0«riiMui  SuiiK  Book*,  Letter  WHtei a,  Ditmin  Books,  Juke  Booka,  etc. 

Worda  and  Music  by  Henry  Bobeon. 

Like  a  fender  broken  flower,  cmsbed  by  tlit-lieela  of  men,       ■-.-■?■ 
8be  He«ks  r<-lruHO  from  sin's  KreHi  pi)\v'r,'iinil  tinile  Ikt  liome  again, 
She  B«t:ka  reieiise  from  siii'a  ^'reiit  p<>\v'r.  mid  flndn  her  Lunie  agulu. 
I  will  lake  tier  to  my  htmn,  imU  oiii  liome  by  ilie  mill, 
Where  she'll  play  ft  daogliter'a  purt,  and  be  my  dungbter  still.  '  'i 

RSFBAIN. 

1  win  iieTCT  torn  annlnst  her.  now  slie  comes  to  in«, 
■    8he  will  xhare  my  home  and  fheitt-r,  where  lier  face  m  sc«, 
In  the  old  home  by  Die  br4>ok-«ide.  In  the  dear  did  mill; 
God  forbid  that  I  desert  her— she's  my  dauKliter  still: 

Lost  forerer.  did  yon  sayf    Ah,  no,  that  cnnnot  be, 

Bhe  la  a  part  of  love's  brlirht  day,  from  heaven  sent  to  me, 

8li«  la  a  part  of  love's  liri|{ht  dny,  from  heaven  eent  to  me. 

Hnnd  In  hand  ne'll  go  tuKeilier,  down  lir<-'s  rugged  liill, 

I  wili  tell  our  Heavenly  Father  she's  my  duughier  tUll.—Jiefrain.  - 


THEY'RE    ALL    IN    THE    PUSH.    J 

Coiqrilght,  ISU,  by  The  National   Miisio  Co.     Eiitei«d  at  StaUoiiera'  BaU.  Loudon. 


All  rightv  reserved. 


'^  .. 


My  Sweetheart  of  Long  Ago.  v : 

Copyright,  1894.  by  Herbert  H.  Taylor.  ;  .  ;-  :-•  ■•  ...i."  .; 

Tlie  Wordu  and  Hnsio  of  this  Snnir,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  centu;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Soiiers  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Heiiiy  J.  Wrhman.lSu  *  132  Park  R'W.New  York;  or  125  W.  Madinoii  Street,  Chicago. 
Write  to  cither  one  of  the  ab've  acidre^sen  for  Free  Cati>lo(rne  of  Siinsrs,  Song  Books, 
SbMt  Music,  Qeimau  Boug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  eto. 


Tlie  Word*  and  Music  of  this  S^nir,  an-anu'ed  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dress, pk«t-|>nid.  uii  ruc-ipt  of  40  ceiita;  or  tlitai  niid  any  two  ..Mmr  Sontrs  f'-r  <  iiih  Dollnr, 
by  Heiiiy  J.  Wrhman,  IS"  A  132  Park  R-w,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madiooi,  8ti«et,  Cliica^o. 
Wi-it>'  to  cith<-r  one  of  the  ab'Ve  aiidre^ses  for  Free  CatMlojrue  of  Sonrs,  S<'iig  DiK^ca, 
Sheet  Uiuiic,  Oerm&ii  Suug  Books,  letter  Wrltei s,  Diuam  Books,  Joke  Books,  Mo. 


■I 


Worda  and  Music  by  Herbert  H.  Taylor. 


It  was  many  years  ago  that  1  loved  a  charming  girl. 

She  hnd  merry  langhlng  eyes  of  bonnie  blue, 
With  u  haiidoome  dimpled  face  imd  the  daintiest  teeth  of  pearl. 

And  a  wealth  of  lovely  hnir  of  g<<1dt-n  hue. 
There  were  uirls  whose  faces  In  my  mind  remain,    .     .^ 

But  my  heiirt  is  true  to  her,  I  know,  .  '        \ 

And  I'd  give  the  world  if  1  could  only  see  ogaln         ■  ; 

My  little  sweetheart  that  I  loved  long  ago. 

Cbobus. 
Brightest  visions  now  recall  the  girl  I  loved  so  well, 

And  the  spot  where  water-lilies  grow: 
Dreams  reveal  ogain  to  nie  the  Utile  mossy  dell 

Where  I  met  my  sweetheart  iu  the  long  ago.  . 

In  the  lull  of  bnsy  strife  I  can  hear  the  glad  refrain 

Of  a  ballad  that  my  darlint;  one  day  sung: 
The  bout  was  drawn  in  elieiter  fr<>m  the  sndden  summer  rain, 

And  lit-r  sweet  voice  thro'  the  fragrant  cedars  rang. 
Merry  days  now  past  are  fraiielit  with  wild  regret, 

For  I  loved  the  little  maid,  I  know;  .  ..    .; 

Other  friends  have  cheered  me,  yet  I  never  can  forget     ;  •■; 

My  little  sweetheart  that  I  loved  long  ogo.—C^Aprti«.     '- 


Only  Another  Broken  Heart. 

Oopyrlgbt,  I8M,  by  Jas.  N.  Brennan. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Tb«  Words  and  Made  of  thia  Sonsr,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-tMild.  on  racelpt  of  40  cents;  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Sones  for  one  Dollar, 
liy  Heiiiy  J.  Wthinan.  13ij  .t  132  Park  R^w,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street.  Clilcaffo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addre^se8  for  Free  Catulogiie  of  SondS,  Bong  Books, 
Sboet  Viuuc.  Qeimaii  Sung  Books,  Ijeiter  Writers,  Dream  Boolu,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


.-)  ■ 


■  I 


Words  and  Music  by  Jaa.  N.  Brennan. 


"Yon  must  give  your  lover  up,"  a  doling  father  said 

To  his  only  daughter.  Nellie,  wh-i  for  her  lover  plead. 

"LUten  well,  my  darling.  I'll  tell  the  reason  wliy—  •    •     .    .     • 

Oil.  cheer  lip,  I  can't  Consent — ah,  tliere  now,  do  not  cry. 

Once  there  was  »  maiden,  likH  yon,  both  pnrenHd  irue. 

Married  'midst  tlie  rosea  while  her  heart  no  sorrow  knew| 

But  one  day  a  sud  blow  fell,  and  with  its  cruel  dnrt, 

Left  a  brokeu  home  and,  oh,  so  sad,  another  broken  heart. 

Chobus. 
" '  Only  another  broken  heart,'  we  heard  her  sadly  say. 
As  firmly  but  gently  loving  friends  led  this  fair  nmid  away.     • 

How  fondly  she  loved  hrm.  tiio'  now  far  apart- 
Wide  oceans  roll  between— another  bright  future  blighted  evermore, 

Anoiber  broken  heart. 

"  At  a  railroad  station,  one  day  stood  a  mnlden  fair, 

Wafcliine  every  new  arrival  with  a  end  and  eager  stare;    ;      .  '• 

Just  then  the  prison  van  drove  quickly  in  the  vurd. 

And  from  It  came  a  young  man  Detween  the  prison  guard. 

Witli  aery  of  aiignisli  slie  riieheil  unto  |i)b  side, 

Th^Mv  her  armsnround  his  neck  and  kissed  his  tenrs  aside. 

S|>ecnliition's  fevt-r  led  him  from  honor  to  depart — 

Left  blm  a  convict  and  she  so  snd- another  broken  hea.rt.—  Choru*. 

"  In  a  qnlet  churchyanl  now  that  little  maiden  sleeps. 

And  the  myrtle  and  the  ivy  vines  o'er  her  grave  they  creep, 

And  slie  was  your  mother,  my  own  darling  wife. 

It  was  I  who  broke  her  heart— one  so  yoniic  in  life, 

I  s*-*  her  snd  face  as  she  kissed  me  o'er  oirain,  t' ;•■*<■■ 

Crvlne,  'Thongh  yon  go  to  prison  my  love  remains  the  afttne;* ' 

Tills  is  why  I  ask  you  from  your  lover  todeparr — 

Vvt  caused  another  hope  to  vanish— another  broken  heart."—  Chonu. 


Words  and  Mnslc  by  Percy  Oaonb 

Whenaman  goescourtlng  he  win  often  find 

There  la  more  than  one  \\iihlii  tlie  fiiniiiy  tis. 
And  when  at  last  he  does  timke  up  his  mind 

That  he'll  have  to  marry  all  ors'i*  uooii-iiy.  * 

Well,  very  soon  he  marries,  lim  her  mommer  she  still  tarriet, 
-    And  yon  wonder  bow  it  came  »lililn  the  rash. 
'  Ton  have  married  little  brotiier,  lime  sister  and  her  mother, 

And  you  meetev'ry  one  In  the  push. 

■-    '\   ^ ■-■'■■'■'-..  CHOBca.  '"■■.■'..''■':■''■. 

■- .  ■    '  They're  all  In  the  pnsh,  baby  boy, 

-;..-?■     '-■•     ■      Tliey  come  with  a  rush,  buhy  boy;         '      «i      : 
':      Ton  have  married  little  brother, 
,  :     -     V  Little  »-lBter  iind  tier  mother. 

And  you  meet  evVy  one  in  the  posh.    .'    'v 

I  met  a  (rtrl  of  character  demure, 

Whose  papa  was  a  pinniiier  millionaire:  .   * 

Ton  can  take  for  grant'd  that  she  wasn't  poor, 

Or  1  wouldn't  try  to  hum  this  little  air. 
*Twn8  by  the  gurden  gate,  sir,  and  the  hour  was  getting  late,  sir. 

When  her  papa  cnine  at  me  w  ith  such  a  rush. 
And  then  tlie  dog.  culled  'I'owrer,  cot  u  part  of  my  light  trousers. 

In  fact  I  met  them  all  in  the  push. 

Cbobus. 

.     They're  all  In  the  push,  bnby  boy. 

They  come  with  a  msli.  biiby  l>oy;         .'.;■-    " '■. 
And  then  the  dog.  called  Towstr, 
•'       Got  a  part  of  my  likiht  trousers — 
And  you  meet  ev'ry  one  In  ihe  push. 


AN    UNMARKED    GRAVE. 

Copyright,  ISM,  by  The  8.  Biuinard's  Sous  Co. 
All  rights  reaerved. 


The  Words  and  Mnslc  of  this  Song,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
|llre«>,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  thia  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  on*  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  13<i  A  132  Park  R  -w.New  York;  or  125  W.  MadiHon  Sti«et.  Clitcaco. 
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Words  by  Arthur  J.  I/imb.    Moaio  by  Geo.  Bchleilfarth. 


Where  the  grasses  long  are  growing  in  a  chnrchyard  far  away. 
Where  the  v\  inter  winds  are  blow  ing  or  the  summer  zephyrs  play, 
Tfat-re's  a  mound  wiililn  tliat  clinrchyard  that  n  sad,  sad  story  keeps, 
Wiiere  a  felon  lies  uiinoilced  in  the  <iee|)est  of  all  sleeps. 
'Tls  a  story  never  old— 'tis  a  story  often  told 
Of  a  man  who  in  mistrust  his  eommde  slew. 
And  the  mother  of  that  < me  conies  when  evening  hat  b«|n>B, 
There  to  mingle  tears  with  softly  falling  dew. 

RETRAnr. 
Speeds  tlie  mother's  pray'r  above,  as  in  agony  of  love       .  .    ' 

She  to  Heaven  pardon  for  h<-r  con  doth  crave: 
To  that  All-forglvink  One  pleads  Hi"  mercv  for  her  aon, 

For  the  boy  who  lii:s  beneath  tins  unmarked  grave. 

Tn  the  little  village,  still  and  quiet,  he  had  spent  his  early  yoath, 
Nnrnired  by  a  lovine  mother,  in  a  home  of  love  and  tmili: 
There  he  met  his  first  companion,  imd  their  frleiidslit|i  lived  serene, 
'Till  a  woman,  fnir  and  plensant.  stepped  two  loving  lu-arts  lietwcen. 
They  >>oth  loved  her.  lint  In  vnin.  and  one  youth,  in  rage  and  pain, 
Slew  Ills  rival  Comrade  in  their  ragiiiir  strlft-. 
Sad  and  lone  he  passed  the  time,  imt  lias  answered  for  his  crime, 
And  upon  the  scaffold  parted  wltii  Ills  life.      ;.  .  . 

BSFRAIK. 

'    But  the  mother's  prny'rs  aiiove,  si>eed  no  more  tn  pleading  love, 
For  lier  son  an  All-wise  Fiitlier  pnrdon  gnve. 
In  the  niansl'in  Of  the  blest  she  Is  with  her  boy  at  reft, 
For  they  found  bur  dead  upon  that  unmarked  grava.        .      ./^ 


— "John,"  said  a  lady  to  berbery  sick  huaband,  "the  doctor  i 
Is  down  atairs  and  wants  to^i^ee  you."    "  Tell  lilm  I'm  out  and 
he'll  have  to  call  again," ji&d  John,  from  sheer  force  of  habit. 


— What  Became  of  Aunty. — A  belated  tourist  was  obliged  to 
flsk  for  a  bed  nt  a  farmliouse,  having  wnndered  far  from  his  hotel. 
On  rising  in  tlie  morning  he  found  liimself  wit  limit  tooth 
powder.  Looking  around  lie  espied,  on  the  manilepiece,  a  small 
box  containinir  powder,  which  he  used.  When  he  paid  for  bis 
bed  he  apologized  to  llie  farmer's  wife  for  having  used  her  tooth 
powder.  "Tooth  powder?"  she  queried,  "We  have  none." 
"Yes,  my  good  woman.  It  was  In  a  small,  round  l)ox  on  the 
mantlepiece."  "  Thtit!"  she  screamed,  *'  that  was  not  tooth  pow- ' 
derl— that  was  aunty!"    Aunty  had  been  cremated.  I 


• 'frlHSIWfe**  i;^-;:  J^,*^,.^^ 
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HE    G-OT    THE    RINKEY    DINK 

CopyilKht.  MDCCUXCIV,  by  Henry  3.  Vv'elniian. 


The  WordK  and  Mnslr  of  this  Snnp,  nrranifed  for  the  piano,  will  be  wnt  to  any  a>1- 
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by  HcMi  y  .1.  VVVhnian.  1*'  if  I'K  I'mk  If'W,  New  York;  or  12ft  W.  Ma(li!<oii  Street,  (.'lilcavo. 
Writ«  to  either  one  of  tlin  ali.ve  ail<!re>se.s  for  Kiee  Catiili'triio  of  S.inB8,  Sciiff  Hooks, 
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Words  by  Chus.  Edwards.    Music  by  Qeo.  C.  Edward*. 


A  maiden  fair  "  itii  iiiillioiin  there,  n  young  num  pav  nnd  bright, 
Tlioimlit  that  he  would  prKimse  to  Iter  one  lovely  BiininierV  iilKlit: 
He  nskeil  lier  liiiiid  in  a  nmnner  (imnil,  elie  wiiil,  "Give  me  time  to  think.''' 
And  wheu  he  callei^ again  on  her  he  got  the  "Itinkey  Dink." 

Chori'8 
Oil.  he  got  the  '"Rlnkey  Dink,"  yte,  qiiicker  tlmn  a  wink; 
lie  \\a»  hiiilitiuk!  caa'lea  in  the  air,  ana  all  day  loni;  in  a  glaes  would  etnre. 
Oil,  lie  got  the  "Rinkey  Dink,"  and  lie  didn't  have  time  to  think; 
It's  a  good  thing,  Paul,  eo  push  it  along,  or  yoa'll  get  the  '*  Riukey  Dink.' 

A  yonng  man  who  was  homewnrd  lionml  one  lovely  day  in  May, 

And  clnmred  to  look,  a  pocket  hook,  how  nicely  it  did  lny, 

So  large  and  fat,  he  looked  ai  that,  to  pick  it  u|>  did  think: 

Oh,  lie  felt  xlad,  he  heaved  a  sigli,  but  got  tlie  "  Riukey  Jiittk."—Chotni». 

For  a  flue  wife  that  was  advertit<cd  an  old  man  called  one  day, 

And  \oiing,  so  fair  with  golden  hair.  Ho  ask  for  Lilly  Fay: 

He  knocked  at  tlie  dour  on  ihe  top  floor,  and  to  liiiiiaelf  did  wink; 

Instead  of  yoiiug  she  was  forty-one— he  got  liiu  "Rinkey  Diu\i."— Chorus. 

I  met  a  man  with  ring  in  hand,  and  to  me  he  did  say: 

"I  found  this  rint',  it's  a  L'rand  thint;:  buy  it,  and  you'll  look  gay." 

I  bouulii  the  ring  like  a  silly  thing,  and  diiln'l  even  think: 

Oh,  what  a  crash,  the  ring  was  hracs— I  got  the  '•  Riukey  Diuk." — Chori/i> 


GIRL    WANTED. 

Copyrlcht,  ItH,  by  Ous  C.  Weinberkr.    Kutered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  roserred. 


The  Word"  and  Mii.'<1c  of  this  Sontr,  arranifed  for  the  plann,  «|11  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dresM,  potii-piitd,  on  receipt  of  40  centfi;  or  thi.s  nnd  any  two  otiiei-  Soiitfs  for  <ine  IKillnr, 
by  Heniy  J.  Wehman.  13i><Jt  i;<2  Park  K"W,New  York;  or  125  W.  Maihooti  Street,  fliicano. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  aitdre>seH  for  Free  Catiiloirue  of  S<iner8,  Holif;  lluoks, 
Slieet  Uuaic,  Oermau  Suug  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Uus  C.  Weinberg. 


Jim  Brown  had  just  been  married,  he  got  a  lovely  spouse— 

8Ue  said  she'd  do  the  cooking  wlicii  they  went  keeping  liouse; 

She  Cooked  a  lovely  dinner,  wiih  vegetables  and  meat; 

He  tried  it,  then  he  told  her  it  wns  tiot  fit  to  eat. 

Oitl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  inzt  day  this  8it.'n  appeared  npon  the  door: 
Girl  wiinied,  i:irl  warned,  nnd  wifey  Is  not  cooking  any  more; 
She  said  it  nnn  like  mother  used  to  make  it — 
He  told  her  if  it  was  she  ouuht  to  shake  it. 
So  at  the  break  of  day  those  that  chanced  to  go  that  way 
Saw  the  sign  'Girl  Wanted." 

The  first  girl  was  a  pretty  girl,  with  handsome  form  and  face; 
Brown  fell  in  love,  and  so,  of  course,  the  girl  secured  the  place; 
Brown's  wife  was  jealous  of  her  charms,  she  ihouL'ht  something  amiss; 
She  waiclied  and  saw  her  liushand  give  that  pretty  girl  a  kiss 

Girl  wanted,  pirl  wanted,  next  day  this  sign  appeared  upon  the  door; 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wauled,  that  pietty  uirl  ain't  working  any  more. 

You  ought  to  see  that  pretty  girl  skedaddle; 

He  lost  his  hair  and  teeth  d'liring  the  battle: 

So  at  the  break  of  day  those  that  chanced  to  go  tbat  way 
Saw  the  sign  "Girl  Wanted." 

The  next  L'irl  wns  a  country  pirl,  her  face  would  give  one  frights; 
Sue  lost  her  breaib  in  tryini;  to  blow  out  electric  lights 
Sue  went  to  build  a  flre,  and  the  wood  was  somewhat  green, 
And  just  to  start  it  goioL',  why,  she  poiirecl  on  kerosene. 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  next  day  this  sign  appeared  upon  the  door; 

Girl  wanted,  uirl  wanted,  that  country  girl  aiu't  working  any  more; 

And  now  she's  liviug  up  a  little  higher — 

No  more  she's  got  to  monkey  with  tiie  fire. 

So  at  the  break  of  day  those  that  chanced  to  go  that  way 
Saw  the  sign  "  Gnl  Wanted." 

The  next  one  wns  a  colored  girl,  she  was  so  awful  fat, 

And  sporied  chicken  feailnrs  upon  a  gaudy  hat— 

That  diiy  sue  climbed  two  flii^hts  of  siiiirs  lo  gel  a  piece  of  rope, 

.But  w  hen  she  reached  the  top,  she  stepped  upon  a  piece  of  soap. 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  next  day  this  sign  appeared  upon  the  door; 

Girl  wanted,  uirl  wanted,  that  colored  girl  aiu  t  working  any  more; 

Her  funeral  occurred  nixt  day  at  seven— 

Anoilier  colored  angel's  up  in  heaven, 

So  at  the  iireak  of  d>iy  those  that  chanced  to  go  tbat  way 
Saw  tiie  sign 'Girl  Wanted." 

Grovcr  Cleveland  was  a  neighbor,  he  thought  he'd  he  in  line- 
One  day  they  saw  him  fuss  around  in  tiickint;  up  a  siun; 
Of  course  ihey  all  felt  curious,  they  wondered  wha'  it  said — 
A  crowd  S"Oii  gathered  'rouiul  it,  and  tliis  is  what  they  read: 

Moy  wanted,  bo/  wanted,  next  day  this  siitn  appeared  upon  the  door; 

Boy  waiit'-d,  boy  wanted,  and  Grover  doesn't  want  girls  any  more. 

A  girl  Could  never  hold  his  proud  position— 

'I'o  have  a  boy  hiis  been  his  great  ambition. 

So  at  tlie  Iireak  of  day  ihose  that  chanced  to  go  that  way  '" 

Saw  the  sisjn  '•  Boy  Wanted." 

The  next  uirl  was  an  actress,  she'd  been  upon  the  stage- 
She  posed  in  livini:  pictures  when  tbey  were  all  the  raue; 
One  day  she  pat  her  costumes  ou  for  Brown's  special  delight, 
Aud  wifey,  who  had  been  down  town,  flew  In  and  saw  the  sight. 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  next  day  this  sii;n  appeared  upon  the  door; 

Girl  wanted,  uirl  wanted,  that  iicties'*  isn't  working  uuy  more. 

She  nearly  broke  tlieir  lionie  and  all  the  fixtures. 
For  wifey  drew  the  line  ai  living  pictures. 
So  at  the  break  of  day  iliose  that  chanced  to  go  tbat  way 
Saw  the  sign  "Girl  Wanted."  ..:■■.      ' 


EULALIE.  ' 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  thts  Snn^r,  arranirod  for  the  piano,  will  bo  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  rereipt  of  40  cents;  ur  this  and  any  two  other  Sotiirs  for  *  me  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  l.lu  A  132  Park  K'>w,  New  York;  or  12.5  W.  Madison  Street,  (iiicofto. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab-'ve  a(td^e^8efl  f<»r  Fiee  Cat*itof;iie  ..f  Soiti^H.  S.»nK  h*»oUs, 
Sbeel  Uuaic,  Ueiinan  Souk  Books,  Lelter  Wrlteis,  Druain  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Laura  E.  Newell.    Music  by  Gale  Osmund  Tussius. 


W'lieii  morn  in  beauty  dawns,  and  fair  the  earth  and  bright, 

'I'lien  thou  art  all  to  me.  Eulalie,  my  true  tieart's  deliKht. 

Oh,  love,  tliou'rt  mine  alune—each  day  an  fairer  grown; 

My  queen,  at  thy  dear  ehrine  I  Itnecl.  for,  love,  tbou'rt  mine,  ever  mine — abl 

Refrain. 
Pure  as  morning,  lionnle  and  bright. 
Winsome  and  merry,  my  true  heart's  delight; 
With  iiiy  lassie  none  can  compare- 
Sweet  Eulalie,  BO  daibty  and  fair. 

Tt  gleams,  a  smiling  sky,  my  love  doth  gaily  sinir. 

Uer  voice  is  clear  and  sweet,  as  birds  upon  the  lightest  wing; 

And  when  the  day  is  dim,  she  vanishes  my  care. 

Her  presence  gilds  each  hour,  she  drives  away  all  gloom  and  despair— ah  I — Hf/. 

Eulalie  mine  alone,  this  earth  a  dream  wonid  be.  I 

Devoid  of  ho|ie  and  jov,  if  it  were  not  my  love  for  thee — 

But  peace  and  joy  abide  with  me  when  thou  art  near; 

Wheu  thou  art  by  luy  side  1  am  content,  dear  heart  so  sincere — ab! — U^ixiin. 


r 


UNDER   THE   APPLE   BLOSSOMS. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  The  S.  Bralnard's  Sons  Oo, 
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Words  and  Music  by  Rose  Green  Burton. 


Strolling  fhroneh  a  fragrant  orchard.  I  wns  heart  nnd  fancy  free. 
When  I  spied  a  winsome  maiden  seated  'neath  ana  pple  tree. 
Cheeks  had  she  like  blooming  roses,  teeth  that  were  so  pearly  whit**. 
Eyes  that  sparkled  like  two  diamonds,  or  the  stars  that  shine  at  night. 

RKPItAIN.  1 

Under  the  apple  blossoms,  under  the  sky  so  bine  ' 

I  met  my  darlinit  who  L'ave  ine  lier  promise  true. 
BrlL'ht  Were  the  stars  atMive  ns,  hrigiiter  the  silver  moon: 
There's  wliere  I  woo'd  and  won  her,  my  dear  little  sweetheart  June. 

Cautiously  I  did  approach  her,  stiook  tlie  tree,  and  o'er  her  fell 

Such  a  shower  of  apple  blossoms,  i>'er  the  girl  I  loved  so  well.  I 

Day  by  day  I  souijhi  and  woo'd  her;  she  grew  dear  to  me  as  life, 

'Til  one  day  she  sweetly  promised  she  would  be  my  bonnie  wife.— 7?«/'/ain. 

Once  auain  the  npple  blossoms  fall  in  showers  o'er  the  ground, 
From  a  hammock  'nfeath  the  branches  peeps  a  face  so  small  and  round; 
And  my  heart  is  filled  with  p  easure  when  I  hear  lier  siiiL'ing  low 
To  our'darling  little  treasure,  as  she  swings  him  to  and  tro.—Jitfiain. 


IN    THE    DAYS    OF    '49. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Peicy  Oaunt. 


A  figure  sat  beside  the  fire,  and  storm-swetit  wns  the  nicht. 

While  merry  children  grouped  around  and  watched  ihe  flick'ring  liglit; 

1'he  flL'iire  was  old  Kran'ma,  and  her  sad  face  told  the  pain 

Of  patient  watching  for  the  one  who  might  reiurii  aL'aiii. 

'J'he  tots  then  coaxed  her  for  the  tale  about  her  dear  old  Jack, 

Who  left  her  years  and  years  ago,  and  would  he  not  come  back? 

For  Jack  had  left  her  as  a  bride,  a  girl  of  form  divine, 

But  that  was  many  years  ago,  in  the  dftys  of  'forty-nine. 

Cboriib. 
In  the  days  of  'forty-nine,  when  gold  was  madly  sought, 
In  the  days  of  'fony-nine  ihe  coiden  fever  caught. 
As  westward  riishea  the  hnmaii  tide  to  strike  a  uiitt'ring  mine- 
How  many  perished  on  the  way  in  the  days  of  'forty-uinel 


*,(,oii    f.'l     llt'l-llltJI^     «,  ■•Cll    A    Bllllb*^    a    I^^OIICII     IIIIU*      .'■      o^C, 

He  hade  a  loving,  fond  adieu  and  passed  the  swinttinc  irale; 
My  lieart  was  heavy,  for  I  knew  liow  liard  would  l>e  liis  fate. 
He  w'ave<l  his  liaiid  and  soon  Iwid  t'one,  that  darling  Jack  of  mine. 
And  that's  the  last  I  saw  him,  in  the  days  of  Voriy-nine."— C/u/ru«. 

But  gran'ma  never  knew  the  fate  that  had  befallen  Jurk: 

He  wrote  her  once  or  twice  that  he  would  soon  be  coming  hack; 

He  struck  a  mine  of  coiden  ore,  and  weallli  came  tliick  and  fast— 

A  letter  told  her  in  few  words,  "  I've  found  success  at  last" 

And  then  he  fell  to  evil  ways,  success  had  turned  his  brain; 

Be  never  cared  lo  see  his  darlinc  Mollie  once  atraiii; 

And  gran'ma  stilt  keeps  watching,  in  tlie  days  of  her  decline, 

Aud  wonders  if  he'M  come,  as  in  the  days  of 'forty-nine. — Choni$. 


•t. 
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WHOSE  LITTLE  GIRL  ARE  YOU? 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Widmer-StiKler  Music  Publishinar  Co. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr.  arranced  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dreoK,  post-paid,  ou  reci-ipt  <if  40  centH;  or  tliia  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar, 
l)y  Henry  J.  Wehman.  13<)  A  132  Park  Ki>w,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Song  Boolu, 
Sheet  Music,  Oermaii  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  by  Thoe.  NalKmytli.    Music  by  Geoi-ge  Rosey. 

Dreaming  of  love  and  of  l)eaui}',  dreaming  of  one  sweet  and  fair; 
Tliinkini;  of  one  and  one  only,  with  tresses  of  goldeu  linir. 
Dear  little,  eweet  little  darling,  with  blue  eyes  bright  as  the  dew; 
Come,  little  cue,  now,  and  tell  me,  whose  little  glil  are  you? 

Chorus. 
Whose  little  girl  are  youf  so  winning,  sweet  and  fair, 
With  laughing  eyes  so  bonny  blue  and  locks  of  golden  hair; 
Dainty  ways,  a  treat  to  see,  with  heart  so  light  and  true. 
Come,  pretty  one,  now,  and  tell  me,  whose  little  girl  are  yon? 

Dreaming  of  eyes  full  of  love-light,  dreaming  of  one  good  as  gold; 
'riiinkliitr  of  her,  my  own  heart's  l(>v<',  mid  ioiiL'ing  my  love  to  unfold. 
Deiir  little,  (iliy  little  sweetheart,  u  itn  heart  so  pure  and  true. 
Come  to  my  breast,  love,  and  \vliii*ptr,  whose  little  giil  are  you? — Chorus, 

Dreaming  of  love  and  of  beauty,  dreaming  of  one,  my  sweet  bride; 

Thinking  of  one  and  one  only,  my  own  whuieVr  may  betide. 

Denr  little,  sweet  little  darling,  so  winning,  loving  and  true. 

Stay  in  my  armi,  now,  and  whisper,  whose  little  girl  are  you ?— C/tortM. 


For  Her  Sake  He  Dare  Not  Return. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  National  Music  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  I^ndon. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Mamma,  Does  You  Love  Yonr  Honey? 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Si>auldiiig  &  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


A!l  rights  i-eserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soi>tr,  ui  ruuued  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post|i<tid.  on  receipt  of  40  cents,  or  this  niid  any  two  ntlier  Soiigg  f<>r  one  Dollar, 
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Words  by  Henry  Wise.    Music  by  Oussie  L.  Davis. 


A  nigger  and  a  yaller  tall  just  done  luid  a  fuss.  \  ■ 

Nigi:er  was  trying  awful  liarcl  to  stiaiiiliten  out  the  muss,  -     ' 

He  erablmd  her  by  the  shouider,  and  he  turned  her  right  aroand. 
And  Bays,  "Now  maniiiin,  is  you  g»  iue  tu  turn  your  papa  down?" 

CH<)RtJS. 

"Mamma,  do<'8  you  love  your  honey?" 
"Yes.  yes,  I  love  ni>  nitruer. 
Go 'hmu' child,  cut  your  little  figure,  " 

Oniue  to  love  you  'till  the  day  1  die." 

He  took  her  to  a  ball  one  night,  she  commenced  to  dance, 

Niksger  was  spnIiinL' for  a  flgnt,  and  soon  he  jjot  the  chance,  ■ ._ 

Tiie  nigger  blew  out  all  the  iii:hts,  and  all  the  coons  turned  pale, 

lu  jusi  four  minutes  not  u  coou  uus  left  to  tell  the  tale. —  ('kofut. 

The  coon  he  asked  the  gall  one  day  if  she  would  he  his  wife. 
She  shook  iier  kinky  head  and  caid,  "Oh,  no,  not  on  your  life." 
The  coon  commenced  to  swell  n|>,  and  8:iid.  "Gall,  if  yon  refuse, 
I'll  take  this  gun  and  fill  the  papers  full  of  nigger  news." — Ifwrus. 

The  i;all  she  tried  to  shake  this  coon,  but  fonnd  it  was  no  use; 

Tired  of  his  ugly  unvs.  and  of  his  bad  abuse. 

One  uit'lit  this  moke  was  sleeping,  so  she  knocked  him  on  the  head. 

Next  morning  all  the  papers  said,  ''  There's  one  more  nigger  dead."— CAoru«. 


Yon  Ain't  Mad,  Bill,  Are  Yon? 

Copyright,  1891,  by  The  S.  Brainaid'a  Sons  Co.      English  copyrlKbt  secured. 

The  Woid«  and  MukIo  of  this  Song,  nrianireil  for  the  piano,  «iU  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dresK,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents,  or  ihU  and  aiiv  two  other  Souks  for  one  Dollsr, 
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Words  by  Ben.  C.  Ma«ou.    Music  by  E.  Gareissen, 


There  used  to  be  a  little  boy  who  had  a  Sweetheart  d>'ar,   •■ 

And  though  be  was  her  pride  and  j<>y  hiw  frown  she  grew  to  fear; 

Now  sometimes  it  bap|>eiicd,  when  at  their  piny,  my  master  would  get  mad, 

And  when  he'd  turn  to  go  away,  she'd  say  with  suiiie  so  sad: 

Refkain. 
"Yon  ain't  road.  Bill,  are  you?  Say  you're  not  mad  with  me; 
Don't  you  kiio'v  I  love  joii?  Look  at  nie,  dear,  and  see — 
You  ain't  mud.  Bill,  are  \oii?  I'll  do  just  what  yon  will." 
And  as  he'd  slowly  turn  to  her  she'd  kiss  thai  selfish  Bill. 

Thev  older  crew  as  years  went  by,  and  lovers  they  became. 
And  Bill,  ilie  rot;ue,  who  W!is  quiie  sly,  kept  up  the  same  old  Grame; 
For  Boinetiines,  of  c.mrse,  they'd  disagree,  aim  Bill  nould  want  his  way; 
He'd  turn  tu  go  aud  she  don't  see,  he  waits  for  her  to  say: 

Refrain. 
"You  ain't  mad.  Bill,  are  yon?  S:iy  you're  not  mad  with  me; 
Don't  you  know  I  love  you?  Look  at  ine,  dear,  and  see — 
You  ain't  mad.  Bill,  are  you?  I'll  do  just  what  you  will." 
And  as  he'd  slowly  turn  to  her  she  d  kiss  that  seififh  Bill. 

Time  paused  on,  for,  von  know,  time  flies,  and  married  they  became; 
But  lime  liiid  o|>ened  Mary's  eyes  aud  rhe  saw  through  Bid's  game. 
Now  »  hen  he  tries  to  look  severe  ami  frown,  and  starts  off  in  a  huff. 
Why,  Mary  simply  turns  him  down  and  calls  his  little  blnff. 

Refrain.  ■;    ;  ; 

"  You  ain't  mad.  Bill,  are  you?  You  can't  impose  on  me;  "'■"„    ."' 

Don't  yi>u  think  I  know  you?  Look  at  me.  Bill,  and  see —  ;.  ^-  ' 

You  ain't  mad.  Bill,  are  you?  You  only  want  your  way."  '^     ' 

Aud  when  he  tamed  her  lips  to  kiss  she  said,  "  Don't  get  so  gay." 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  Uiis  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  &  132  Park  R'lw,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicaco. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Song  Booka, 
Sheet  Music,  Oermaii  Soug  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Book*,  etc. 

Words  by  Theo.  Norman.    Music  by  Felix  McGlennon. 

Two  lovers  were  parting  in  bitterest  eoirow. 
For  wealth  came  between  and  stole  his  promised  bride;  •'  ■ 

And  sadly  they  t  bought,  on  the  forthcoming  morrow, 
That  she  would  forever  be  torn  from  his  side. 

She  wlii8|)ered,  "  My  darling,  I'll  love  you  forever- 
No!  nol  do  not  leave  me;  stay,  love— with  me  stay!  " 

But  honor  forbade  it— he  kissed  her  once  madly. 
"  Farewell,  sweet,"  he  said,  and  then  sailed  far  away.  -  -" 

Chorus.  .' 

And  be  fain  would  return  to  his  old  villaee  home— 

For  the  land  that  he  lovex  be  doih  yearn. 
Thoiiiih  he'd  give  all  the  world  for  a  touch  of  her  hand,  ■, 

For  her  sake  lie  dare  not  return. 

She  sent  him  a  letter  across  the  wild  ocean. 

And  of  her  forced  niarriace  it  plaiiitlvely  told; 
She  wrote  of  her  anguish  and  insults  she  suffered 

Through  wedilin.' a  man  for  Hie  sake  of  his  gold; 
And  for  her  firpt  lover  her  heart  wan  siill  yearning; 

She  hoped  that  in  his  heart  si>e  still  held  first  place; 
That  she  would  assign  all  her  h(>p«-s  of  the  future 

To  gaze  once  again  in  hie  true,  honest  tuoe.—Chortu. 

His  bosom  was  filled  with  the  wildest  emotion, 

Bui  pure  was  Ills  spirit  and  noble  his  heart, 
Alihoiigh  she  had  sent  him  a  siveet,  tempting  messace, 

W^iiich  said,  "Come  and  fetch  nie — tr him  I  must  part." 

"  1  must  go,"  he  cried,  then  the  strong  voice  of  conscience  said, 
•  "  Never  dishonored  must  be  her  uood  name." 

'-'  So  further  from  home  and  his  kindred  he  wandered. 

To  save  a  poor  woman  from  sorrow  aud  shame. — Chorut.  ,■ 


now  NICE  THAT  ALL  MUST  BE 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCIV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


When  the  moon  has  lit  the  gloom  and  stars  beL'in  to  shine. 
Whip-poor-will,  from  o"er  the  hill,  his  evening  song  does  chime. 
Then  you  start,  with  happy  heart,  your  darling  girl  to  see; 
Perhaps  she'll  wait  for  you  at  the  gate— how  nice  that  all  must  be. 

Chorus. 
You  take  her  arm  within  your  own,  down  the  lane  together  roam 
To  love's  retreat,  and  there,  alone,  l>ei>eath  some  favorite  tree, 
You  tell  her  she's  your  tunle-dove,  swear  to  her,  by  all  above. 
That  she's  the  only  girl  you  love— how  nice  that  all  must  be.   . 

'Neath  the  trees  yoa  sit  at  ease,  your  darline  by  yonr  side, 
'Round  her  waist  voiir  arm  is  place<l  and  sil  y  words  aie  tried. 
Ou  your  breast  her  head  doen  rest,  of  cuise'iln-re's  none  like  she. 
You  can't  resist  to  steal  a  kiss— how  idee  ihui  all  must  be. 

Chorus. 
With  happy  heart  your  steps  retrace — as  you  gaze  into  her  face 
A  smile  of  love  you  may  there  trace,  a  smile  that  is  meant  for  Ihee. 
But  still  the  stars  shine  bright  a  hove,  homeward  going  with  your  love. 
The  old  man  8  waiting  with  a  club— how  nice  that  all  must  be. 

While  dad's  asleep,  the  girl  you  meet  some  other  night  as  fair, 

Down  the  lane  you  go  tigain,  and  love  to  her  declare. 

You  caress,  she  answers,  "  Yes,"  to  questions  asked  by  thee; 

At  last  'tis  said  aud  you're  happy  made— how  nice  that  all  most  be. 

Ch<ibu8.  .'        \ 

Then  soon  the  happy  day  does  come,  then,  of  course,  you're  both  made  one. 
And  really  glad  the  thing  is  done,  to  that  you  will  both  agree. 
You  start  to  take  her  to  her  home,  you  know  you  can'!  get  in  your  own. 
And  by  her  dad  the  dour  yon're  shown— how  nice  that  all  must  be. 

Soon  a  home  get  of  your  own,  where  you  and  little  wife         .  v 
Live  quite  gay  as  months  iiass  'way,  enjoy  the  best  of  life. 
Aunis  Mild  cousins  then  come  by  dozens,  stop  for  dinner  and  tea; 
Don't  miud  at  first,  but  when  it  geis  worse— how  nice  that  ail  luost  be. 

-'■■/,.    ;.  '■  Chorus.        V  "'./■,>:- '  ^:-':.-vf-^". ' 

Then  bills  they  come  fn  by  the  score,  doctors,  bakera^  many  mote; 
Instead  of  rich,  you're  gettiiii;  p<ior,  and  ihat  you  didlv  do  see; 
A  iIoZ'  n  ciiiidren,  say,  you've  got,  find  us  you  come  fniiii  your  shop. 
Your  wife  has  skipped,  left  you  the  lot- how  nice  that  all  must  be. 


— It  is  said  that  a  great  and  original  character  has  recently  been 
invented  by  one  of  the  metaphysical  school  of  novelists.  He 
saved  a  drowning  child  without  pausing  to  analyze  his  sentimentB 
before  jumping  in.      .    .•; 


■^^f9»mi:Mi;^^^,i.f^, 
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Words  by  Harry  W.  Emmet.    Mosio  by  Oeo.  M,  Rosenberg. 

I  know  n  pretty  little  girl  whose  mem'ry's  awfnl  bnd; 
She  often  forgets  tlie  tiinpiest  tilings,  whlcli  mak»-s  her  very  sad; 
For  instaiicf,  now,  t>>Hlay  she  trifd  to  tell  young  Dmi  McOe* 
About  a  thing  the  ladies  wear  wblcii  goes  around  tUeir 

Cbobcs. 

What  d'yon  call  UT  What  d'yon  call  It!  Now  yoa  know; 
.    .    What  d'jou  cull  llf  Wlmt  d'yon  call  It?  Oli,  dear,  oli  I 

Bhe'd  blush  and  ilien  sheM  statniner,  cotildu't  rrcoHect  a  thing; 
The  word  elie  tried  to  tbiuk  of  wus *  A  ludy 'i^ing. 

One  day  she  went  to  Coney  Isle,  as  gay  as  gay  couM  be. 

And  like  the  rest  she  tlioiight  she'd  go  out  bathing  in  the  sea. 

The  |>eopie  yelled  when  she  appeared,  wiilch  cansed  her  great  distress; 

Of  course,  quite  abseut-miuded,  she  forgot  her  bathing—- 

Chorus. 

What  d'yon  call  It?  What  d'yoii  call  It?  Now  yon  know; 
What  il'yoa  call  It?  What  d'yoii  call  It?  Oh,  dear,  obi 
It  made  "a  lot  of  difference,  ns  ihey  could  plainly  see; 
The  thing  she  forgot  wan *  Her  buthrooin  key. 

She  often  goes  to  the  thentre.  and  wonders  why  the  men 
Who  come  to  see  the  ballet  girls  so  often  go  again. 
She  asked  the  reason  of  u  chap,  whose  head  wus  bnld  as  eggs; 
He  answered  that  he  simply  uent  to  see  the  ladles' 

Chobus. 

What  d'yon  call  'em?  What  d'yon  call  'em?  Now  yon  know;    ' 
What  d'yon  call 'em?  What  d'yon  call 'em?  Oh,  dear,  ohi 
She  CDiiidu't  think  of  wliat  it  was:  I  saw  this  at  a  glance— 
8h«  simply  meitut  to  say  be  came  to  see  ■     *  The  ladies  dance. 


Snld  she,  "  Ton  know  poor  Billy  Brown,  be  went  to  swim  one  day; 
He  laid  n  stone  down  on  Lis  clotin-s  for  fear  thev'd  blow  away. 
Some  nunghty  boys  removal  the  etone,  the  wina  blew  high  by  chance, 
So  Billy  wus  obliged  to  ran  right  bomu  without  his 

Chords. 
What  d'yon  call  It?  What  d'you  call  It?  Now  yoa  know; 
Wbut  d'yon  call  it?  What  d'yon  call  it?  Oh,  dear,  oh  I 
I  tnuugbt  he  must  have  been  a  sight,  for  Billy's  snort  and  fat. 
Bat  allthe  time  she  tried  to  say——  *  He'd  lost  his  bat. 


'  Spoken. 


I  >  m 


VOWS    AT    THE    ALTAR. 

Oopyrtffht.  1884.  by  The  New  Tork  Music  Co.    English  oopyrlftbt  secured. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Word"  and  Unsic  of  this  Snn«r,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sr.nt  to  any  ad- 
dreas,  poet-ti.ld.  on  receipt  of  40  cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  3on(r»  for  one  Dollsr, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lS"  Jt  132  Paik  R-w,  New  York;  or  126  W.  Madison  Sti-eet,  Clilcago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  aildrehses  for  Free  Catuloirue  of  9oiur8.Bong  Books, 
i  MasMS.  Qeniuui  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Oi-«am  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


Words  and  Muslo  by  Qussie  L.  Davis. 


. 


The  village  church  was  crowded  aa  It  ne'er  had  been  before, 

One  bright  September  mom,  t>\o  jeurs  ago. 
To  See  two  iieans  nulled,  and  vows  never  more  to  part, 

I'lirougit  life  to  stiaie  euch  ui Iter's  loy  and  wo*-. 
Conid  they  have  read  ilie  future  ami  know  what  time  would  bring. 

Its  uricfs  itiiil  Woe,  Its  sorrow  and  its  strife, 
Their  joy  would  have  been  sadness  on  ihat  happy  wedding  morn, 

The  day  tiie  preacher  made  them  man  and  wife. 

Refraim. 

Vows  at  the  altar  are  often  broke>>,  sometimes  for  love  or  gold; 
After  the  solemn  words  are  vpoxen,  after  the  love  grows  Coid; 
If  we  would  only  reflt-ct  a  moment,  when  love,  so  o  d,  Is  new. 
Vows  at  the  altar  would  ue  ever  sacred  and  hearts  be  more  irne. 

Not  long  ago  a  shadow  fell  upon  a  peaceful  home. 

At  last  tlie  golden  dreani  of  love  was  o'er. 
One  day,  down  by  the  cottage,  a  stranger  came  to  roam, 

A  man  that  once  loved  Nell  in  days  of  yore. 
E>  told  lier  of  liie  city,  of  life  so  gay  and  bright, 

Of  ball  room  grand  where  sh>-  couid  reign  supreme. 
With  Jealousy  ibe  husband  parted  with  his  wUe  that  night— 

Their  happluess  is  ended  lllie  a  inAui.—Iiefraln. 

One  day  she  sent  a  letter  to  the  hnsbnnd  far  away. 

And  told  him  how  iie'd  wronged  a  fa<tiiful  lieiirt: 
And  asked  if  he  remembered,  how,  n(>on  that  weddlng'mom, 

How  Ihey  hud  vowed  to  love  and  neVi-r  part. 
She  told  him  of  the  altar,  wnere,  npon  her  bended  knees. 

She  promised  to  love,  lionor  un<l  (ii)ey. 
The  letter  brought  the  truant  one  back  from  o'er  the  sea»— 

They're  happy  In  the  r  little  home  Uxiay.— Strain. 


m  I  m 


— Yoting  wife:  "John,  mother  says  she  wants  to  be  cremated." 
Toung  busbnnd:  "  Tell  her  if  slie  will  put  on  her  things  I'll  take 
her  over  to  Fresh  Pond  this  morning." 


THE    FATAL    MARRIAOE. 

Copyright,  latS,  by  Edward  A.  Saalfeld.    Copyright,  ISM.  by  Idward  A.  Baattsld. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  W.  H  wmdom.    Music  by  Still  R.  Harooort. 


The  wedding  bells  were  ringing  upon  a  winter's  night  ■ 

In  a  far-off  Eastern  city,  when  a  truth  was  brought  to  light. 

It  is  a  sad.  Sad  story,  yes,  one  you'll  not  forget, 

For  it  tells  of  Joy  and  happiness  and  tears  of  sad  regrets. 

The  wealthy  cro»d  was  Seated,  tlie  elder  spoke  his  woids: 

The  or^an  had  been  playing,  the  weddintr  march  was  heara; 

The  bride  and  groom  were  standing  'midst  flowers  rich  and  rare, 

And  naught  but  Joy  and  happiness  was  congregated  there. 

REniAIM. 

The  wedding  bells  were  ringing,  and  the  bride  and  groon:  were  there, 
And  the  ort;an  it  wns  playing  that  old  familiar  air; 
But  so  often,  'midst  such  brightness,  sorrow  for  us  may  l>e  near. 
And  so  many  hearts  are  aching  for  a  love  they  thought  was  dear, 

A  mother  with  sick  babe  in  arms  approached  the  church,  bnt  slow. 

And  asked  if  she  conld  enter,  but  the  answer  It  was  "  No." 

The  gnard  then  told  her  at  the  door,  "  'Tisnot  for  yon  or  me,  ■': 

But  for  the  rich  and  great,"  said  he,  *'  this  wedding  is  to  be.**  -    ■ 

Oh,  ml»ler,  misier,  don't  say  no,  for  baby's  sake,"  she  cried;    . 

But  before  lie  let  lier  in  the  little  one  hud  died; 

And  then  he  let  her  in  the  door;  her  heart  throbbed  with  despair. 

For  little  did  she  think  she'd  flud  her  faithless  husband  there.— .^f/Voin. 

"  Who  knows  why  these  should  not  be  wed?  Now  speak  or  ever  rest." 

The  mother  woke  as  from  a  dream,  with  dead  child  closely  pressed; 

"I  know,"  she  cried,  "my  husband  false,  and  here  is  our  baby  boy." 

And  the  scene  was  changed  to  sorrow  when  before  twas  only  )oy. 

The  faithless  hnsbnnd,  dazed  with  shame,  faced  both  from  rignt  to  left; 

And  as  he  gazed  upon  the  scene,  of  reason  seemed  bereft. 

A  pistol  shot— a  gasp — a  moan— tlie  suicide  lay  dead. 

No  sighs  were  beard,  no  tears  for  him—"  'Tie  well  done,"  tbey  said.— J?«A'ai«». 
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PRIVATE    TOMMY    ATKINS. 

Words  by  Henry  Hamilton.     Mnsio  by  8.  Potter. 
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Oh,  we  take  him  from  the  city  or  the  plow. 

And  we  drill  him  and  we  dress  him  up  so  neat;      . 
We  teach  him  to  uphold  bis  manly  brow. 

And  how  to  walk,  and  where  to  put  his  feet. 
It  doesn't  matter  who  he  wus  l>efore. 

Or  what  Ills  parents  fancied  for  his  name; 
Once  be  s  pocketed  the  siiililug,  and  a  uniform  he's  IllUng, 

We  call  him  Tommy  Atkins  all  the  same.    OhI— 

Chobcb. 
Tommy,  Tommy  Atkins,  vou're  a  "  good  nn,"  heart  and  bandi 
You're  a  credit  to  your  calling,  and  to  all  your  native  land; 
Mav  your  luck  i>e  never  failing,  may  your  love  be  ever  true; 
Ooo  bless  yon,  Tommy  AtkliiS,  here's  your  country's  lore  to  yen. 

In  time  of  peace  he  heirs  the  bngle  call, 

In  i>arricUe,  from  "RevaWj/"  to  ''Lluhta  ont," 
And  if  "Sentry-go"  and  *•  Pipe-clay"  ever  pail. 

There's  aiaajs  plenty  more  of  work  about. 
On  leave,  o'nkhts,  you  meet  him  In  the  street. 

As  liapiiy  lis  a  schoolboy,  and  us  gay; 
Tlien  biick  he  goes  lo  duty,  ail  for  England,  borne  and  bMUty, 

And  the  noble  smu  of  tnlrteen  pence  «  inf.—Ohonu, 

In  wnr-time  then  its  "  Tommy  to  the  front," 

And  we  ship  lilni  off  in  "  troo|>ers"  to  the  a 
We  sit  at  home  while  Tommy  bears  the  bruut, 

A-fluhiliig  for  his  conniry  and  his  queau. 
And  whether  he's  on  India's  coral  stmud 

Or  pouring  out  his  blood  In  the  Soudnn, 
To  keep  our  flag  n-flying,  he's  n-doing  and  a-dylng, 

Every  inch  of  him  a  soldier  and  a  xanu.— Ononis, 

So,  Tommy  dear,  we'll  back  yon  'gainst  the  world 

For  fighting  or  for  funning  or  for  work. 

Wherever  Britain's  banner  is  nnfiirletl 

.,  ■  To  do  your  best  and  never,  nevershirk. 

We  keep  ihe  warmest  corner  in  our  hearts 

,  For  you,  my  lad,  wherever  you  may  lie. 

By  tlie  Union  Jacit  above  yon,  but  we're  prond  of  yoa  and  lore  fOO 
God  keep  you,  Tommy,  still,  by  land  and  s«a.— CAontf. 


— A  fashionable  lady  and  her  daughter  Just  returned  from  a 
foreign  tour  and  a  fiiend  of  tlie  family  called,  and  the  following 
coQversntion  took  place:  "  Were  you  in  Italy?"  "  Oh,  yes,  we 
spent  some  time  in  Itnly,"  "And  how  did  you  like  Rome?" 
"Rome?  Let  me  see  (turning  to  her  daughter),  Emily,  wasn't 
Rome  the  town  where  wc  had  lo  pay  so  much  for  those  gloves  that 
didn't  last  any  time?" 
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BOARDING-SCHOOL    DELIGHT^. 

CopTtlgbt,  ISM,  by  T.  B.  Baxms  A  Co.    English  eopytlcht  secured. 
All  righU  reeerred. 
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Words  by  Qeorge  Cooper.    Maslo  by  Andivw  Mook. 

A  ilmnl*  drl,  I  Biched  for  other  scenes  untried, 

I  left  my  home  wltn  ezpertatlons  grand; 
Tl>e<i  everyihlnir  was  n^w,  the  »kt<'8  above  were  bloe. 

But  life  to  me  ie  htirdly  what  I'd  planned. 
Juct  fancy  goiiiK  up  to  bed  vvliene'er  you  snp, 

Willi  damp  siiueiH  throiish  the  di»mai,  clilliy  nights. 


1 


Then  gettiiiK  np  nt  flw,  with  iiigebra  to  strn 
01i|  doa't  I  love  Uieue  boarding-ectiooi  deligbt*. 

Oh.  why  dfd  I  roam  from  ma  and  pa  alliomef 
Here  cro«s  old  taiora  Inimple  on  our  rights; 

They  frown  at  all  our  play,  we  girls  dnii*t  have  a  lay—   - 
Oh,  duu't  I  luve  these  boardiug-ecbool  dellgUti. 

▲t  breakfast  there's  a  rush  for  scanty  milk  and  mash. 

Or  el«e  we  tackle  biscuits  niadt;  of  lead; 
The  hens  for  us  don't  iny,  the  hiitter  Is  patfe, 

Aud  old  enough  to  vote— a  think;  to  dread. 
The  milk  is  out  of  date,  one  towel  does  for  eicht. 

We're  always  hnntfry,  and  we  look  like  frights; 
French  gramiuar's  liiird,  'tis  said,  much  harder  is  onr  bed — 

Oil,  how  I  love  these  boarding-school  delights.— i(</';ain. 

In  »vlnter,  when  we  freeze,  they  "mark"  ne  If  we  sneeze,  . 

'I'hey  read  onr  letters,  wliicb  is  awful  mean: 
Onr  life  Is  full  of  illn,  iiiou^ii  "popper*'  foots  the  bilia, 

And  dreams  that  our  -iziptence  is  serene. 
A  vrlson  would  be  nice,  much  liner-  at  the  price. 

We  never  get  a  chance  to  see  the  sights; 
Before  I'll  fluisbed  be  I  think  they'll  finish  me — 

Oh,  dou't  1  love  tbeee  boardiug-school  delights.— i?«/rain. 


m  •  m 


DOLLY    MALONE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Richard  R.  Hancli. 


I've  a  sweetheart- that's  a  cht-stiiut— but  I'll  tell  yon 
That  you  never  envv  a  girl  like  mine  liefore —  ■       . 

Tis  her  winsome  smile  hm*  cunsed  the  popularity 
or  McFaddon's  little  candy  store. 

.I've  spent  enough  to  o\\  u  i  liat  place,  on  things  I  did  not  waa^ 

Just  eo  tliat  I  uii;;lit  see  her  lovely  face. 

Cbobus. 
Dolly  Ualone,  my  love,  my  own,  with  a  kind  word  for  eT»ry  »i>«; 
Of  fairest,  most  fair;  of  Jewels,  muet  tare,  is  my  little  Dolly  Malone. 

Old  McFaddon  scowls  and  wrinkles  up  his  forehead 
Every  tmie  1  chfiiice  to  he  about:  '     " 

Then  he  scaien  up  work  for  pn  tty  little  Dolly- 
He  d<»'8  It  Just  to  frt-eze  me  oat; 

But  Dolly's  promised  to  lie  mine — we*ll  start  a  place  nest  dooi^ 

Aud  Mac,  he  luight  Just  as  well  assign.— C/toriM.  i 

■    Many  people  livine  In  palatial  mansions,  ' 

With  all  the  t'ood  thiiiL'S  of  this  world  their  own, 
'   Are  not  lialf  as  happv  as  I  know  iliat  we  shall  l)e 
In  onr  hunihle  Utile  cottaue  home. 
For  I  have  fometliliiu  f^ir  above  tiieir  gold— full  well  I  know 
That  it  could  never  buy  my  Dolly's  love.— CAou*. 


THE     MINER'S     LETTER 
Kiss  the  Little  Ones  for  Me. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Chas.  W.  Boughton.  - 


It's  a   Good  Thing,   Push   It  Along. 
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All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Gusale  L.  Davis. 
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New  by-words  and  expre8^ions  we  hear  'most  cv'ry  day. 

For  by-words  are  like  fai<hioiiii — they  do  not  come  to  stay; 

The  latest  one  I'll  mention,  with  topics  of  the  day, 

Wheu  on  the  street  Just  listen,  and  then  you'll  hear  eome  one  say: 

CUOBUB. 

It's  a  good  thing,  push  it  along,  -   • 

It's  a  good  thing,  push  it  along; 
These  words,  I  declare,  you'll  hear  every  where, 
"It'e  a  good  thing,  push  it  along." 

'Tis  one  year  since  our  marriage,  we  liave  a  bouncing  boy, 

1  bought  a  baby  carriuce  for  this  dear  little  toy;  ■ , 

We  take  him  for  an  airing,  my  wife  and  I  each  day, 

I  have  to  push  the  carriage,  and  the  boys  all  yell  and  say:      / 

Cbordb. 
"It's  a  good  thing,  push  it  along, 
"■    It's  a  i;ood  thing,  push  it  aloni;; 

You  look  awful  sweet,  and  yon  can*t  be  beat—  ': 

It's  a  good  thing,  pusn  it  along." 

The  great  Lexow  committee  broaebt  many  truths  to  light. 
Police  in  New  York  City  have  not  been  acting  right; 
A  dozen  polic  captains  alnady  they've  turned  down — 
'Twonld  be  nice  to  investigate  each  city,  state  aud  town. 

'   ■  "•  ChOBUS.     ■,  '  -■':    ] 

They're  a  good  thing,  push  them  along, 
■  They're  a  good  thing,  send  them  along;  ■  :' 

1  het  with  surprise  they'd  open  your  eyes —      • '.        ..  .".■  • 
.•       -     They're  a  good  thing,  push  them  along. 

The  Wilson  bill  and  tiiriff  the  people  do  not  like. 
And  last  vear  everybody  who  worked  was  on  a  strike; 
But  there's  one  chance  yet  left  us  to  uet  out  of  this  fix, 
JuBt  make  McEiuley  president  in  eighteen  oinety-eiz. 

■  '  ,  •'  ■■  Chorcb.     ■     ■  .,     •,■"■■;'  '.'\. 

■  He'B  a  good  tiling,  push  him  along,  ;'     :. 

:.,•..;    He's  a  good  thing,  push  him  along;  .'     ;  .; 

■  •.•;  If  thlB  is  in  vain,  we'll  all  starve  again— 

'    Be'B  a  good  thing,  push  him  along. 


■  s  » 


— Cousin  Tom:  "So  you  are  not  going  to  marry  him? '  Elea- 
nor: "No."  Cousin  Tom:  "  Wliy  not?  "  Eleanor:  "  Well,  papa 
objectB  to  his  property,  mamma  objects  to  his  family,  and  I  object 
to  Lis  munuers,  and,  besides  that,  he  has  not  asked  me  to." 


Dearest  Annie,  I  am  thinking,  wliHe  the  nipht  winds  whisper  low, 
or  my  little  wife  and  hahit-s,  and  my  heart  is  all  aglow, 
For  I've  struck  it  in  tln^  LTavel.  oikI  our  home  will  soon  l>e  free, 
So  I  write  to  tell  you,  darling,  kiss  tne  little  ones  for  me. 

Refrain. 
KitfB  the  little  ones  for  papa-tell  them  in  their  Joy  and  glee 
How  I  love  the  little  darlings,  kiss  the  little  ouee  for  me. 

Tell  onr  darlings  it  is  twilight,  while  the  shades  of  evening  fall. 

And  I'm  gazing  on  their  shadows,  on  tlieir  baby  face«  small. 

How  I  dwell  upon  each  feature,  full  of  lovt^  and  ecstucy. 

While  I  kIsB  our  babies'  pictuics,  kiss  the  little  oucs  for  mt.— Heroin- 

Tell  the  little  ones  I'm  cominiT,  when  they  go  to  bed  each  night. 

As  they  whisper  "Gi>d  bless  papa,"  ^^itli  their  l)abv  faces  bright— 

I  have  written  to  the  bunker — \ou  have  waited  pmienily — 

While  I  dream  of  home,  my  Auuie,  kiss  the  little  ones  for  me.—Sefrain. 


ISABELLA. 

Copyright.  ISM,  by  White-Smith  Music  Pub.  Co. 
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Words  by  R.  A.  Bomot.    Music  by  Carl  Pflueger. 


I  am  the  queen  who,  in  fourteen  and  ninety-two, 
Can  rule  this  land  and  Ferdinand,  and  may  bo  yon; 
I  dote  on  war,  I  have  a  corps  of  soldiers  hrave. 
The  i>omp  and  show  of  peace  also  I  likewise  crave. 

Chorcb. 

In  confidence  we  would  say. 

For  all  this  we  have  to  pay. 
Isabella,  Isabella,  Is  a  sov'reign  of  notoriety, 
Isabella,  Isabella,  is  tiic  leader  of  gay  society; 
Isabella,  Isahella,  iii>  a  lady  of  great  propriety. 

None  excel  her,  Isabellii— 

I'm  the  daiey  queen  of  Spain.    •     . 

Could  I  have  been  eome  later  qnecn,  oh  my,  what  sport 
In  the  smart  set,  to  be  the  pet  at  gay  Newport, 
To  gain  renown  for  hat  ana  gown,  in  styles  of  these  daya. 
To  always  Btop  at  Buyler's  shop,  from  all  matiueee. 

Chorcb. 

leahella,  Isabella,  Is  a  sov'reign  of  notoriety, 
Isabella,  Isabella,  is  the  lender  of  pay  society; 
Isabella,  Isabella,  is  a  lady  of  great  propriety, 
None  excel  her,  I»al>el la- 
She's  the  dai8>  queen  of  Spain. 


*i^^**-nUJ>:-tJj^:, 
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THE    FORGOTTEN    WORD. 

Ooiqriliht,  IMS,  by  Fnuik  Totuey.    Entered  at  Btatlonen'  Hall,  London,  England. 
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Words  hj  Harry  W,  Emmet.    Music  by  Oeo.  M.  Rosenberg. 

I  know  a  pretty  little  girl  whose  mem'ry's  awful  bnd; 
She  orten  forgets  the  simplest  tliintrs,  which  makfs  her  very  sad; 
Fur  lnstaiict>,  now,  tonluy  she  tried  to  tell  y<iUDK  Dun  McQee 
About  a  tblug  the  ladies  wear  whicti  goes  around  tUelr 

Chobus. 

What  <J»you  call  Itt  What  d'yon  call  It?  Now  you  know; 
What  d'}oa  Cull  itr  Whtit  d'yoncall  it?  Oil,  d«ur,  olil 
She'd  blush  and  ilieii  she'd  stHiniuer,  couldn't  rt-coUcct  a  thing; 
The  word  she  tried  to  tUluk  of  wua *  A.  ludy'a^ing. 

One  day  she  want  to  Coney  Isle,  as  fray  as  gay  could  be. 

And  like  the  rest  she  thought  she'd  uu  out  bathing  In  tlie  sea. 

The  |)«opie  yelled  when  she  appeared,  which  caused  her  great  distress; 

Of  course,  quite  abseut-miudud,  she  forgot  her  bathing— • 

Chorus. 

What  d'yon  call  it?  What  d'you  call  It?  Now  you  know; 

What  d'you  call  It?  What  d'vou  call  It?  Oh,  dear,  oh  I 

It  made  a  lot  of  difference,  ns  they  could  plainly  see; 

The  thing  she  forgot  was *  Her  buthruom  key.  f 

She  often  goes  to  the  theatre,  and  wonders  why  the  men 
Who  come  to  see  the  ballet  girls  BO  often  go  again. 
She  asked  the  reason  of  u  chap,  whose  head  was  bnld  as  eggt; 
He  answered  that  ho  simply  went  to  see  the  ladles' 

Chobus. 

What  d'yon  call  'em?  What  d'yon  call  'em?  Now  yon  know; 
What  d'you  call  'em?  Wimt  d'yon  call  'em?  Oh,  dear,  oiil 
She  couldn't  think  of  what  it  was;  I  saw  this  at  a  gliince— 
She  simply  meiint  to  say  he  came  to  see        *  The  ladies  dance. 

Said  she,  "  Yon  know  poor  Billy  Brown,  be  went  to  swim  one  day; 
He  laid  a  stone  duwu  on  his  clotiirs  for  fear  tliev'd  hlow  away. 
Some  nuntihty  boys  removed  the  stone,  the  wind  blew  high  by  chance, 
So  Billy  wus  obliged  to  run  right  home  without  his     ■ 

Chords. 

What  d'yon  call  It?  What  d'you  call  It?  Now  you  know; 
Whut  d'yon  call  it?  What  d'yon  call  it?  Ob.  dear,  oh  I 
I  tiiougbt  lie  must  have  been  a  sl^ht,  for  Billy's  snort  and  fat. 
But  airtbe  time  she  tried  to  say *  He'd  lost  his  hat. 


'  Spoken. 


VOWS    AT    THE    ALTAR. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  The  New  Tork  Music  Ca    EnglUh  oopyiifrbt  secured. 
AU  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Muslo  by  Oussie  L.  Davis. 


Tlje  ylllage  church  was  crowded  an  It  ne'er  had  beeti  before, 

One  bright  September  morn,  t>\o  jeurs  ago. 
To  Sue  two  Means  united,  and  vows  never  more  to  part, 

Through  life  ti>  siiuie  each  ui Iter's  loy  and  woe. 
C<mld  they  iiuve  read  iiie  future  aii<l  know  what  time  uouUI  bring. 

Its  uricfs  iiiid  Woe,  Its  Bormw  and  Its  strife. 
Their  joy  would  have  been  sitdness  on  that  huppy  wedding  morn, 

The  day  the  preacher  made  tiiem  man  and  w  ife. 

RSFRAnf. 

' '  Vows  at  the  altar  are  often  broken,  sometimes  for  love  or  gold; 
After  the  solemn  words  uie  spoxen,  after  the  love  grows  cmd; 
if  we  would  only  reflect  a  moment,  when  love,  so  o  d,  Is  new. 
Vows  at  the  altar  would  ue  ever  sacred  and  hearts  be  more  true. 

Not  lonK  ago  a  shadow  fell  upon  a  peaceful  home. 

At  last  the  gulden  dreani  or  love  was  o'er. 
One  day,  down  by  the  cottaKe,  a  stranger  came  to  roam, 

A  man  that  once  loved  Nell  In  (lays  uf  yore. 
Hj  told  her  of  the  city,  of  life  so  gay  and  bright. 

Of  ball  room  grand  where  she  couid  relen  suprerae. 
With  jealousy  the  husband  parted  with  his  wire  that  night— 

Their  huppiuess  is  ended  like  a  dre»uu— lie f rain. 

One  day  she  sent  a  letter  to  the  hnsbnnd  far  away, 

And  told  him  how  he'd  wronged  a  fa>thfui  heart: 
And  asked  if  he  remembered,  how.  npon  that  weddlng'mom. 

How  they  had  vowed  to  love  and  never  part. 
She  told  him  of  the  altar,  wnere,  npon  her  bended  knees. 

She  (irondsed  to  love,  honor  and  obey. 
The  letter  brought  the  tmant  one  back  from  o'er  the  i 

They're  happy  In  the  r  little  home  to-day.— i?^rain. 


^  >  » 


— Young  wife:  "John,  mother  snys  she  wants  to  be  cremated." 
Toung  busbnnd:  "  Tell  lier  if  8l:e  will  put  on  her  things  I'll  take 
her  over  to  Fresh  Pond  this  morning." 


THE    FATAL    MARRIAOE. 

Copyright,  latS,  by  Edward  A.  BaaUeld.    Copyright.  ISM.  by  Bdward  A.  BaatteUL 

AU  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  W.  H  Windom.   Husio  by  Still  R.  Harooorl 


The  wedding  bells  were  ringing  upon  a  winter's  night 

In  a  far-off  Eastern  city,  when  a  tnilb  was  brought  to  light. 

It  Is  a  sad,  sad  story,  yes,  one  you'll  not  forget. 

For  It  tells  of  Joy  and  happiness  and  tears  of  sad  regrets. 

The  wealthy  crowd  was  Seated,  the  elder  spoke  his  woids: 

The  organ  had  been  playing,  the  weddlne  march  was  heara; 

The  bride  and  groom  were  standing 'midst  flowers  rich  and  rate^ 

And  naught  but  Joy  and  hoppiuess  was  congregated  there. 

Refbaim. 
The  wedding  bells  were  ringing,  and  the  bride  and  groon;  wer*  there. 
And  the  organ  it  was  playing  that  old  familiar  air; 
But  so  often,  'midst  such  brli;htness,  sorrow  for  ns  may  be  near. 
And  so  many  hearts  are  aching  for  a  love  they  thought  wus  dear. 

A  mother  with  sick  babe  In  arms  approached  the  church,  but  slow, 

And  asked  If  she  could  enter,  but  the  answer  it  was  "  No." 

The  guard  then  told  her  at  the  door,  "  'Tls  not  for  you  or  me. 

But  for  the  rich  and  gnat,"  said  he,  "  this  wedding  Is  to  be." 

Oh,  mister,  mister,  don't  say  no,  for  baby's  sake,"  she  cried; 

But  before  he  let  her  In  the  little  one  had  died; 

And  then  he  let  her  in  the  door;  her  heart  throbbed  with  despair. 

For  little  did  she  think  she'd  find  her  faithless  hnsband  tUtr^.—Bi/^ain. 

"  Who  knows  why  these  should  not  be  wed?  Now  speak  or  ever  rest." 
The  mother  woke  as  from  a  dream,  with  dead  child  closely  pressed; 
"I  know,"  she  cried,  "my  husband  false,  and  here  is  our  baby  boy." 
And  the  scene  was  changed  to  sorrow  when  before  'twas  only  loj. 
The  faithless  husband,  dazed  wiib  shame,  faced  both  from  right  tolaft; 
And  as  he  gazed  upou  the  scene,  of  reason  seemed  bereft.  .  .    . 

A  pistol  shot— a  gasp — a  moan— the  suicide  lay  dead.  '/      f 

No  sighs  were  beard,  no  tears  for  him—"  'Tls  well  done,"  they  taii:-~Jt»ftain. 


•  s  • 


PRIVATE    TOMMY    ATKINS. 

Words  by  Henry  Hamilton.     Masic  by  a  Potter. 
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Oh,  we  take  him  from  the  city  or  the  plow. 

And  we  drill  him  and  we  dress  him  up  so  neat; 
We  teach  him  to  uphold  his  manly  brow. 

And  bow  to  walk,  and  w  here  to  put  his  feet.  ^    " 

It  doesn't  matter  who  he  was  l)efore. 

Or  what  his  parents  fancied  for  his  name; 
Once  he's  pocketed  the  ahlHlug,  and  a  uniform  he's  ftlUng, 

We  call  him  Tommy  Atkins  all  the  sama.    Ohi— 

Chobus. 
Tommy,  Tommy  Atkins,  you're  a  "good  un,"  heart  and  hand; 
You're  a  credit  to  your  calling,  and  to  all  your  native  land; 
Mav  your  luck  i>e  never  falling,  may  your  love  be  ever  tme; 
Gtoa  bless  yon,  Tommy  Atkins,  here's  your  country's  lore  to  you. 

In  time  of  peace  he  henrs  the  bugle  call. 

In  harrlcks,  from  "Reva//i/"  to  "Lluhts  ont,* 
And  If  "8entry-Ko"  and  '•  Plpe-clsy  "  ever  pail« 

There's  alwavs  plenty  more  of  work  about. 
On  leave,  o'nii^hls.  yon  meet  him  In  the  street. 

As  happy  as  a  schoolboy,  and  us  uay; 
Tiien  buck  he  goes  to  duty,  ail  for  England,  home  tod  bMHtji 

And  the  noble  sum  of  thirteen  pence  a  Anf.—Ohorut, 

In  wnr-tlme  then  Its  "  Tommy  to  the  front." 

And  we  ship  lilin  off  In  "troo|)ers"  to  that 
We  elt  at  home  while  Tommy  bears  the  bruut, 

A-fluhting  for  his  country  and  his  queeu. 
And  whether  he's  on  India's  Coral  stmnd 

Or  pouring  nut  hU  blood  In  the  Soudan. 
.    To  keep  our  flag  a-flylng,  he's  a^doing  and  a-dvlng, 

Every  Inch  or  him  a  soldier  and  a  man.—  Ononu, 

So,  Tommy  dear,  we'll  back  you  'gainst  th«  world 

For  flchtlng  or  for  funning  or  for  work^ 
Wherever  Britain's  banner  is  unfurled 

To  do  your  best  and  never,  never  shirk. 
We  keep  the  warmest  corner  in  our  hearts 

For  you,  my  lad,  wherever  yon  may  he. 
By  the  Union  Jack  above  you.  but  we're  proud  of  yoaudloTSfOn— 

Qod  keep  you,  Tommy,  still,  by  land  and  Sea.— CAortM. 


*  s  » 


— A  fashionable  lady  and  her  daughter  Just  returned  from  a 
foreign  tour  and  a  friend  of  tlie  family  called,  and  the  following 
conversation  took  place:  "  Were  you  in  Italy?"  "  Oh,  yes,  we 
spent  some  lime  la  Itnly."  "And  how  did  you  like  Rome?" 
"Rome?  Let  me  see  (turning  to  lier  daughter),  Emily,  wasn't 
Rome  the  town  where  wc  had  to  pay  so  much  for  those  gloves  that 
didn't  last  any  time?" 


I 

I 
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BOARDING-SCHOOL    DELIGHT^ 
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Words  by  Oeorge  Oooper.   Mudo  by  Andi-0w  Mook. 

A  slmplt  crlrl,  I  slched  for  other  ecenes  untried, 

I  left  my  home  witii  expectatioiit  grand; 
Tlieii  «Teryilitni{  wtta  11KW,  tiie  skirs  above  were  bin*, 
'  But  life  to  me  is  hardly  whai  I'd  plaiiiied. 

■•     Ju»t  fancy  goiiiK  lip  to  bed  whene'er  you  enp. 

With  damp  slieeio  throiieh  ihe  dUroai,  chilly  nlghto, 
■    Then  getting  up  at  flvv,  with  algebra  to  etrivo— 
Ob*  dAa't  I  love  theue  buardiiig-scbool  delights. 

-  '■''■■■  Betuhk. 

Oh.  why  did  I  roam  from  mu  and  pa  at  homef  ,      '  '^ 

Here  cro«8  old  taiore  trample  on  oar  rights; 
They  frown  at  all  our  play,  we  girls  don't  have  a  eay — 
'Ou,  dou't  I  iuve  these  boardiug-ecbool  deligUtfl. 

▲t  breakfast  there's  a  mtb  for  scanty  milk  and  masb. 

Or  eUe  we  tackle  biscnlts  madM  of  lead; 
The  hens  for  ns  don't  lay,  the  hutter  Is  pa»«e, 
"         And  old  enough  to  vote— a  thins;  to  dread. 
■    -   The  milk  is  out  of  date,  one  towel  does  for  eicbt. 
We're  always  linn^ry,  and  we  look  like  frights; 
French  grammar's  Inird.  'tis  said,  much  harder  Is  onr  bed— 
Oh,  Uuw  I  love  iheae  boarding-school  delights. — Strain. 

:         Is  winter,  when  we  freeze,  they  "  mark  "  ns  if  we  sneeze, 
Thev  read  onr  leiteis,  which  is  awful  mean: 
Onr  life  is  f nil  of  illK,  I hoilnii  "popper"  foots  the  bills. 
And  dreams  that  our 'iXiHtence  is  serene. 
'  A  prison  wonid  be  nice,  much  liner— at  the  price,  '       -       ~ 

We  never  get  a  chance  to  see  the  sights; 
Before  I'll  fluisbed  be  I  tliink  they'll  finish  me— 
Oh,  don't  1  love  these  boardiug-echoul  delights.— ^^rain. 


DOLLY    MALONE. 

Oopyrisht,  ItOl,  by  Richard  R.  Hanch.    All  riffhts  reaerred. 
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It's  a   Good   Thing,   Push   It  Along. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Gussle  L.  Dovls. 


Words  and  Music  by  Richard  R.  Hanoh. 


I've  a  sweetheart— that's  a  chestnut  -but  I'll  tell  yon 

That  you  never  saw  a  girl  like  mine  l>efore — 
'TIS  her  winsome  smile  liiiN  caused  the  popularity 

or  McFaddon's  little  candy  store. 
I've  spent  enough  lo  o»ii  that  place,  on  things  I  did  not  waa^ 
Just  so  tbat  I  miuht  see  her  luvely  faco. 

Cbobus. 

Dolly  ^lone,  my  love,  my  own,  witli  a  kind  word  for  every  one; 
Of  fairest,  most  fair;  of  Jewels,  uiust  rare,  ia  my  Utile  Dolly  Malone. 

Old  McFaddon  scowls  and  wrinkles  ap  his  forehead 
Every  tune  I  cbniice  to  he  iibout: 

Then  he  scares  up  work  for  pMiy  little  Dolly- 
He  d()<-8  It  just  to  freeze  me  out; 

Bat  Dolly's  promised  to  lie  iiiine— we'll  start  a  place  nest  doot^ 

And  Mac,  he  might  Just  as  well  ussiku.— (7/(oru«. 

Many  people  Uvine  in  palatial  mansions. 
With  all  the  »:ood  thiuL'S  of  ihie  world  their  own, 

Are  not  half  as  hnppv  as  i  know  tliut  we  shall  be 
In  our  humble  little  coitaue  home. 

For  I  have  comethlin:  f'lr  above  their  gold— full  well  I  know 

That  it  could  never  buy  my  Dolly's  love.— CAoju*.  ' 


THE     MINER'S     LETTER* 

■:  -OR:-      ■:.'■■:  ;.-.,/- 

Kiss  the  Little  Ones  for  Me.  \ 

.   ■     »        Copyright,  1894,  by  Chas.  W.  Boxifehton. 
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New  by-words  and  expre8^ions  we  henr  'most  cv'ry  day. 

For  by-words  are  like  fashions — they  do  not  come  to  stay: 

The  latest  one  I'll  mention,  with  topics  of  the  day. 

When  on  the  street  just  listen,  and  then  yon'il  hear  some  one  say: 

CUOBUB. 

It's  a  good  thing,  push  it  along,  ' 
It's  a  good  thing,  push  it  along; 
These  words.  I  declare,  you'll  hear  everywhere, 
,       "  It's  a  good  thing,  push  it  along." 

'Tis  one  year  since  onr  mnrringe,  we  have  a  bouncing  boy,        .  ' 

I  bought  a  baby  carriace  for  this  dear  little  toy: 

We  take  him  for  an  niring,  my  wife  and  I  each  day, 

I  have  to  posh  the  carriage,  and  the  boys  all  yell  and  say: 

Chorus. 

"It's  a  good  thing,  push  it  along. 
It's  a  L'ood  thing,  push  it  alone; 
'Toil  look  awful  sweet,  iind  yon  can't  be  beat- 
It's  a  good  thing,  puBQ  it  along." 

The  neat  Lexow  committee  broaeht  many  truths  to  light. 
Police  in  New  York  City  have  not  hefln  acting  right; 
A  dozen  polic  captains  alnady  they've  turned  down — 
TwoDld  be  nice  to  inveeiigate  each  city,  state  and  town. 

CHOBua. ,-■■::■.? V-' "■  V.  ^■'  ;-:/ 

They're  a  (jood  thlnsr,  push  them  along, 
...      Tliey 're  a  good  thing,  send  tliem  iilong;      .'.  /   •  . 

I  bet  with  surprise  they'd  open  your  eyes — 
They're  a  good  thing,  push  them  along. 

The  Wilson  bill  and  t'lriff  the  people  do  not  like,  ; .-   ' 

And  last  year  everybody  who  worked  was  on  a  strike; 
But  there's  one  chance  yet  left  us  to  net  out  of  this  flic,      -    -  . 
Just  make  McEiuley  president  in  eighteen  ninety-siz. 

Chobdb.  ;H  ■'•■'Vi-  ■ '  :■;  -  \- 

'.     He's  a  zood  thine,  push  him  along,  .   •.  ■    ~" 

,  "•     He's  a  good  thing,  push  him  along;  .    ''    . 

If  this  is  in  vain,  we'll  all  starve  again— 

He's  a  good  thing,  push  him  along. 


*  s  ■ 


— Cousin  Tom:  "So  you  are  not  going  to  marry  him?'  Elea- 
nor: "No."  Cousin  Tom:  '•  Why  not?  "  Eleanoi-:  "  Well,  papa 
objects  to  his  property,  mamma  objects  to  his  family,  and  I  object 
to  his  rounuers,  and,  besides  that,  he  has  not  asked  me  to." 


Words  by  Capt  J.  W.  Crawf  oi-d.   Muslo  by  Claud  Marco. 

Dearest  Annie,  I  am  thinking,  while  the  ni{:ht  winds  whisper  low, 
or  my  little  wife  and  huhtcs,  and  my  heart  is  all  aglow, 
For  I"ve  struck  it  in  the  irravel.  and  our  home  wiil  soon  lie  free. 
So  I  write  to  tell  you,  darling,  Uiss  the  little  ones  for  me. 

Refrain. 
Kiss  the  little  ones  for  papa -tell  them  in  their  joy  and  glee 
How  I  love  the  little  darlings,  kiss  the  little  ones  for  mc. 

Tell  onr  darlings  it  is  twilight,  while  the  shades  of  evening  fall. 

And  I'm  giizing  on  their  shadows,  on  their  baby  face*  small. 

How  I  dwell  upon  each  feiunre,  full  of  loVe  and  ecsincy. 

While  I  kitis  out  babies'  piciaies,  kiss  the  little  ones  for  me.— Heroin- 

Tell  the  little  ones  I'm  coniin<r,  when  they  tto  to  bed  each  nifflit. 

As  they  whisper  "God  bless  papa,"  with  their  hiibv  faces  bright— 

I  have  written  to  the  banker— you  have  waited  pmienily— 

While  I  dream  of  home,  my  Annie,  kiss  the  little  ones  for  cae.— Refrain. 


ISABELLA. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  White-Smith  Music  Pab.  Co. 
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Words  by  R.  A.  Bomet.    Music  by  Carl  Pflueger. 


I  am  the  queen  who,  in  fourteen  iind  ninety-two. 
Can  rule  tide  land  and  Ferdinand,  and  mny  be  you; 
I  dote  on  war,  I  have  a  corps  of  soldiers  hrave. 
The  pomp  and  shew  of  peace  also  I  likewise  crave. 

Chords. 

In  confidence  we  would  say. 

For  all  this  we  have  to  pay. 
Isabella,  Isabella,  is  asov'reign  or  notoriety, 
Isabella,  Isabella,  is  tiie  leader  of  gay  society: 
Isabella,  Isnhella.  is  a  lady  of  great  propriety. 

None  excel  her,  Isiibella— 

I'm  the  daisy  queen  of  Spain. 

Could  I  have  been  some  later  qneen,  oh  my,  what  sport 
In  the  smart  set,  to  be  the  pet  at  gay  Newport, 
To  gain  renown  for  hat  ana  gown,  in  styles  of  these  days. 
To  always  stop  at  Huyler's  shop,  from  all  matiueee. 

Chobcs. 

Isabella,  Isabella,  Is  a  sov'reign  of  notoriety. 

Isabella,  Isabella,  is  the  leader  of  pay  society; 

Isabella,  Ifahella,  is  a  lady  of  great  propriety, 
None  excel  her,  IsalHjIla— 
She's  the  daisy  queen  of  Spain. 


'*:^s*^-  ^  M,  ^;:;-,^^.jy^. 
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Mother  Is  My  Best  Girl  Now. 
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THOUOHTS    OF    HOME.     ^ 
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Words  and  Music  by  John  McCale. 


Nell  and  Tom  were  playmates— from  the  crndle,  we  might  say— 

Ttioiigh  ouc  day  in  bleak  DeCfnil)er  Nell  would  move  away, 

And  us  the  story  drifts  uloii^,  Ned's  fniher  he  gained  wealth. 

And  her  inotlier  to  a  forei<;n  clime  must  ^o  to  save  her  health. 

Poor  Ned  was  good  and  hon»-st,  our  viliuKC  all  had  known, 

Even  angels  would  have  been  ko  proud  to  call  his  deedx  their  own: 

And  when  the  news  first  rciiched  the  lad,  with  grief  he  drooped  bis  head; 

Hie  eyes  were  dim  wiib  bitter  tears  as  tu  himst-lf  tie  euid: 

CuoBCS. 

Good-bye,  Nellie  dear,  'tis  hard  to  part  from  you. 
Although  they'll  take  you  fur  uwuy,  uiy  love  is  fond  and  true; 
Tlicre's  only  one  can  take  your  jilace  in  ail  this  world,  I  vow— 
Since  Nellie's  gone,  niy  uiotuer  is  my  beat  girl  oow. 

Can  you  picture  Ned's  sad  heart  when  just  a  year  hud  passed. 

News  came  from  a  foreign  shore  tlmt  Neil  hud  hreutlieJ  lier  lust? 

'Tis  just  tlie  same  old  story,  when  sueeihearts  are  far  apart. 

As  the  poets  write  their  themes  of  love,  of  sad  und  broken  hearts. 

He  has  but  one  love  living  and  that's  his  mother  dear. 

And  her  gentle  words  console  him  thro'  each  trial,  doubt  and  fear. 

Ue  gazes  out  upon  tlie  sea,  where  Nellie  sailed  away, 

Au«f  to  the  mem'ry  of  her  love  is  often  beard  to  say: 

CaoRne. 
Good-bye,  Nellie,  dear,  'tis  hard  to  part  from  yon; 
Although  they've  talcen  you  away,  my  love  is  fond  and  true; 
Tiiere's  only  one  can  take  your  place  in  all  this  world,  I  vow — 
Since  you  bave  gone,  my  mother  is  luy  best  girl  now. 


I    CAN'T    CHANG-E    IT. 
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Words  and  Music  by  T.  W.  Connor. 


I  know  a  lot  of  lazy  men,  and  meet  tlieni  when  I  may. 
They've  never  got  a  penny— always  "stony  broke,"  they  say; 
With  me  it's  just  the  other  way,  for  I'm  a  man  of  *'  bla," 
I've  always  got  a  ebillisg  in  my  pocket— here  it  18. 

Chorus. 

But  I  can't  change  it,  I  can't  change  it; 

'I'he  reason  wliy  I'll  let  yon  know, 

It's  one  I  made  myself,  and  so 

I  can't  change  it,  no  mutter  how  I  try. 

But  1  hope  to  cbcat  a  blind  man  iu  the  eweet  by  and  by. 

I  never  was  a  proud  yonng  man,  that  any  one  can  see; 

Tlie  fusbiotis  1  don't  care  about,  for  clothes  don't  trouble  mc; 

I'll  never  l>c  a  masher,  for  I'm  satisfied  to  know 

I've  got  a  sbirt  upon  my  back— 1  can  say  that  although— 

CUORIS. 

But  I  can't  change  it,  I  can't  change  it; 

I've  got  but  one  sliirt  to  my  back, 

It  flis  ine  like  a  blooming  sack; 

I  can't  change  it,  no  matter  how  1  try, 

But  I'll  get  a  cliange  of  linen  in  the  sweet  by  and  by. 

I  got  an  invitation  to  a  wedding  down  our  way. 

So  v\ent  into  u  store  to  get  a  new  hat  yectenlay. 

I  soon  k;ot  »  hat  I  wanted  and  tiie  prenii'.es  did  qtiit; 

Now,  since  I've  tried  it  on  my  licud,  I  find  it  doesn't  fit 

Cborus. 

But  I  can't  change  it,  I  can't  chanue  it. 

For  wlieii  the  shopman  turned  his  back, 
.     1  sneaked  the  "caity  "  off  the  ruck. 
"I  can't  chanoe  it  and  never  mean  to  try, 

Or  1  might  be  picking  oakuiii  in  the  sweet  by  und  by. 

I  thought  that  I'd  .ct  married,  like  a  lot  of  foolish  men; 

I  found  the  girl  and  bouuht  the  rin^,  got  married  there  and  then. 

But  when  the  job  was  o\cr  I  was  taken  down  a  peg  - 

Her  hair,  ber  eyes  and  teeth  were  false,  und  she'd  a  wooden  leg. 

Chorus. 

Bnt  I  can't  change  it,  I  can't  change  it; 

It  was  a  great  surprise  to  me— 

I'd  half  a  woman,  half  a  tree. 

I  can't  change  her:  I  wish  she'd  do  a  gay. 

But  I'll  pnt  her  np  for  auction  in  the  sweot  by  and  by. 


— Tbe  football  season  has  opened  and  now  you  will  never  Lear 
a  surgeon  complaining  of  bard  times. — Elmira  Tekgmm. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  R  Weston. 


Far,  far  away,  in  a  land  o'er  the  sea, 
f^iands  an  old  rnstic  cottat'e  that's  dear  nnfo  me — 
Where  the  sweet  fraicrant  vines  twined  over  the  door. 
Was  the  home  of  my  ciiildhood.  In  bright  days  of  yore. 
'Twas  there,  on  tlic  grass,  I  have  plaved,  when  a  boy, 
With  brother  and  sister,  my  heart  filled  with  joy. 
And  we'd  gather  at  night  round  tlie  old  fireplace. 
There  mothsr  would  sing,  with  a  smile  on  her  face: 

Chords. 

"  Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me;" 

There  again  I  long  to  be: 

And  whenever  I  hear  that  sweet,  loving  strain 

My  thoughts  wander  back  to  the  old  home  again. 

I'll  never  forget  the  words,  dear  to  me, 

I  learned  when  a  child  on  my  good  mother's  koee; 

She  said,  "My  dear  boy,  wherever  you  roam. 

You'd  ne'er  find  a  place  like  your  own  liitle  home." 

On  cold  winter  nights,  when  the  fire  it  burned  bright, 

We'd  gather  aronnd— what  a  beautiful  sightt 

Someday  I'll  retnrn  to  the  old  home,  so  neat. 

To  hear  sister  play  on  the  organ  so  sweet:— CAoru'. 


-:«•  r. 
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The  Love  that  I  Lost  When  a  Boy. 
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Words  and  Huaic  by  Raymon  Moore. 


Will  she  ever  rememl)er  the  promise  she  made  me? 

Tliat  evening  in  summer  she  said  she'd  be  iiiiiie, 
Wlien  the  clear,  silver  moon  over  hilltops  came  creeping, 

'Twas  there  my  fair  colleen  slie  said  *'  I'll  be  thine." 
Beneath  the  oak-tree  by  your  own  mother's  cottage— 

Un  the  old  rustic  bench— our  love-tales  we  have  told. 
Oh,  Nellie,  my  darling,  you  said  that  you  loved  me; 

Why  have  we  grown  strangers,  our  friendship  grown  coldt 

Chorus. 

'Tis  bnt  remembrance,  remembrance  so  bitter, 
'Tie  but  the  past  as  it  conies  back  to  me; 
'Tis  <mly  thoughts  which  I  buried  forever, 
Tbe  love  that  I  lost  when  a  boy,  o'er  tbe  sea. 

When  in  the  far  distant  lands  I  have  thought  of  the  day-dnami, 

'i'he  pictures  I  drew  in  thai  iiome  far  a»ay, 
Tbe  one  cherislied  ho|>e  which  in  blossom  was  blighted, 

The  lost  lovetiiat  mem'ry  alone  can  repay. 
And  often  at  niglit,  when  I  fancy  her  near  me, 

I  awake  with  a  cad,  saddened  heart,  for  I  see  '    / 

That  I'm  patted  forever  from  my  darling  Nellie,  / 

The  love  that  I  lost  when  a  boy,  o'er  the  sea.— C/ioruf. 


^' 


LINOER    LONOER,   LOO. 

By  permission  of  E.  Ascherberg  &  Co.,  London,  owners  of  the  copyright. 
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Words  by  Willie  Younse.    Ma«ic  by  Sidney  Jones. 


"  Love  lauehs  at  locksmiths,"  so  they  say,  but  don't  lielieve  it's  true. 

For  I  dou'l  laugh  when  locked  away  from  my  own  darling  Loo; 

You'd  feel  like  ine  if  yon  could  see  the  girl  wlio  owns  my  heart. 

And  understand  mv  misery  whenever  we've  to  part. 

I  seem  as  though  cut  in  two,  my  heart  is  my  own  no  more, 

Aud  so  I  sing  to  little  Loo,  to  keep  her  at  the  door: 

Chorus. 
"Linger  longer,  Lucy,  linger  longer.  Loo; 
How  I  love  to  linger,  Lucy,  linger  longer,  you; 
Listen  while  I  sini; — ah,  promise  you'll  be  true; 
Linger  longer,  longer  linger,  linger  longer,  Loo,'* 

You  sliould  have  seen  my  Loo  and  me,  once  strolling  side  by  side, 

Thu  day  I  asked  ber  if  she'd  be  my  little,  blushing  bride: 

Slie  hung  her  head,  her  face  grewViMi,  lier  eyes  glanced  np  to  mine. 

And  in  a  trembling  voice  she  said,  "  Yes,  darling,  I'll  lie  thine." 

We  then  had  a  loving  kiss— I  murmured,  "  Once  again," 

And  to  prolong  such  perfect  bliss,  I  sang  tbe  old  refrain:— C%oru«. 

And  now  I'm  counting  every  hour  'till  she  becomes  my  wife — 

Umil  this  beauteous,  budding  flower  is  grafted  on  my  life; 

And  when  it's  done,  and  we  are  one,  still  strolling  side  by  side. 

We'll  face  the  world,  und  know  there's  none  will  dare  us  two  divide. 

As  we  wander  liand  in  hand,  as  each  to  each  we  cling. 

All  those  who  look  will  understand  the  reason  why  I  sing:- C^rtM. 
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m'm.  CENT  EACH  ^ 


873  Cabin  with  the  roBes  fit  ilie  door 

974  MornsHC'y  and  Det'Dun  flglit 

975  Mitirimoiiial  enggeetions 

976  Motlier's  weddiuu  ring 

977  P'lverty's  tears  ei>b  uud  flow 

978  Never  take  "  no  "  for  an  answer 

979  Unve  yon  seen  yuni-yumf 
960  I'll  return  bye-aiid-bye 

981  it's  English,  you  know 

982  In  the  window  a  ligbt  I  can  tve 

983  Liitle  Ah  Sid 

984  The  striker  aud  hie  son 
965  Tu-ra-ram 

986  I  cannot  eliig  tliat  song  to-night 
967  I  aiseed  her  under  tne  parUtr 

988  Lost  ou  the  "Lady  Elgin"   [eiaiiB 

989  We  draw  the  line  at  that 

990  Merry  ehauty  boys 

991  Slightly  ou  the  masii 

993  Down  among  the  sugar  cane 
993  Wiitn  my  rover  conies  again 
S94  There's  no  cue  to  welcome  niu 

995  Johu  Mitchell  [liuine 

996  Diarest  Mae 

897  My  (jiinny  laborlne  boy 

998  The  damning  of  the  day 

999  Wreck  of  the  "  London  " 

1000  The  song  ttiat  readied  my  heart 

1001  The  Scoich  britrade 

1002  I  owe  $10  lo  O'Grady 

1003  I'm  the  father  of  a  little  black 

1004  Wliere  ie  Kathleen?  [coon 

1005  Walling,  waiting,  wailini; 

1006  Mulonev,  the  roliing-mill  uiiiii 

1007  Dud  O'Biieu'e  ruffle 

1008  Just  a  little  euuBlnne 

1009  Aa  I  sat  U|>on  my  dear  old  niotli- 

1010  A  letter  from  Ireland    [er's  knee 

1011  I  m  going  to  have  my  naineai'ovc 
101'2  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so  [the  door 

1013  Mun,  poor  man 

1014  When  baby  smiles  in  her  sleep 

1015  Sontis  that  we  sing 

1016  Listen  to  my  tule  of  woe  : 

1017  Meet  a  coon  to-niglit 

1018  Copper  and  the  cook 
1010  Bring  back  my  sailor  boy 

lOdO  Where  the  eparrows  aud  chjppiia 
lOiil  Old  Boss  Barry  [purudu 

10-^2  Midnight  squad 

1023  Isabella  St.  Clair 

1024  Don't  run  down  the  Irish 
lOiS  From  the  cradle  to  the  grave 
10:^  The  little  flehermaiaen 

1027  You  know 

1028  Up  went  the  price 

lO'v'9  Honor  tby  fattier  and  mother 

1030  M'lrguerite 

1031  Bid  me  good-bye  and  go 

1032  I'm  BO  shy 

1033  A  button-hole  bouquet 

1034  I  fort>et 

1035  Sue  nilcht  have  licked  McCurty 

1036  Love,  let  your  heart  he  fuithfui 

1037  Sunshine  will  come  again 

1038  Biiiiy  that  never  came 

1039  I  like  it,  I  do 

1040  It's  funny  what  lager  will  do 

1041  1-n't  that  an  awful  shamef 

1042  Ring  dal  golden  bell 

1043  (ieiiiD  of  old  Ireland 

1044  Jerise  James  [the  wny 

1045  Young  man  thatnsed  toli^eovir 

1046  We've  both  been  there  belctt 

1047  Now  I  c<mie  to  think  of  it  [ai.iny 

1048  I  (paid  the  $10  to  O'Grady  [;i  i  ini.; 

1049  With  all  her  faults  Hove  herBtill 

1050  Dear  little  hands 

1051  J  net  across  from  Jersey 
105J  Stilvution  Army,  oh 
1053  Four  'ieveu  forty-four 


1064  Family  overhead 

1055  I  wonder  how  long  it  will  last 

1053  ("liarlestoii  blues  ,-■. 

1057  Major  Gilfeather 

1058  Boodle 

1059  That's  an  old  gng  with  me 

1060  Vahey  lav  smiling  t>ef ore  me 

1001  Little  hedge  school 

1002  Old  feather  hed 

li)63  I  never  drink  beliind  the  bar 

1064  McNally's  row  of  flats 

1065  I'll  wear  the  trousers,  oh     . 

1066  Strolling  on  the  sands 

1067  Mulherry  springs 

1068  Good-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gr.no 

1069  PlHiii  puddint!  [ilurk 

1070  I  could  tell  it  if  I  felt  it  in  the 

1071  Let  Erin  remember  theday  t>  oi  old 

1072  Here  lies  an  actor  [a  lonely 

1073  Mi^•ter  Dooiey's  peeso    [hankeof 

1074  Ten  thousand  miles  away  on  the 

1075  Mother's  last  letter  to  ine 

1076  Pat  uud  bis  little  brown  marc 

1077  Wuter-cresses 

1078  She  lives  on  Murray  Hill 

1079  Eileen,  sweet  Eileen 

1080  Hiiiry,  little  children,  Sunday 

1061  My  little  si<le  door  [morn 

1062  It  showered  acuin 

1083  Market  on  Saturday  night 

1084  Other  arrangements 
1065  Haul  de  wood-pile  down 

1086  As  we  wander  in  the  orange  grove 

1087  Drill,  ye  larriers,  drill 

1088  Piggy -back 

1089  Only  a  blue-bell 

1090  Little  boy  blue 

1091  Where  the  sweet  magnolia  grow  s 

1092  Old  iilack  crow 

1093  Heigh,  hoi  lingo  Sally 

1094  Hunt  the  buffalo 

1095  Red-haired  girl  and  near-by  wliite 

1096  Let  her  go,  Gnllugher  [horse 

1097  MuBsu's  Wedding  uigbt 

1098  Old  barn  floor 

1099  Bridal  march 

1100  Slavery's  passed  away 

1101  Where  did  you  get  that  hatT 

1102  My  Magiiie 

1103  Scan  Ian 'e  swing  song 

1104  You  audi,  love 

1105  Mottoes  that  are  framed  npon  the 

1106  Razzle,  dazzle  [wall 

1107  Whii«iJirgcoon 

1108  Hello  I  Reilly 

1109  Killaloe 

1110  Farewell,  Margnerlte  , 

1111  Spare  that  old  mud  cabin 

1112  Since  Kate  learnt  bow  to  play 

1113  I  went  with  Idm;  or,  my  pal, 

1114  Johnt'town  flood  [Jack 

1115  Po(>tiige-stamr)  flirtation 

1116  'I'hose  lovely  Brooklyn  girls 

1117  Slide,  Kelly,  slide 

1118  Siillivun  and  Kilrain  fluUt 

1119  Down  where  »e  roamed  together 

1120  Down  weutMcGiuty 

1121  JuBta  little 

1122  Ciiumpion  of  the  world 

1123  Ou Id  plaid  shawl 

1124  Neurit  V 

1125  Puddy  Shay 

1126  Sheriff's  sale 

1127  Three  leaves  of  shamrock 

1128  A  motlier's  appeal  to  her  boy 

1129  Across  tlie  bridge  he  goea 

1130  You  w ill  nev«r  know  u  mother's 

1131  Convict  and  the  bird  [again 
WZ'i  Sav.  Won't  you  come  out  and  play 

1133  Chump!  or,  they  did  me  up 

1134  Only  u  picture 


We  will  send  10  of  the  above  Son^,  your  selection, 
post-paid,  by  mail,  for  10  cents;  30  for  25  cents;  60 
for  40  cents;  100  for  75  cents.  Remember,  we  will  not 
■end  less  than  lO  of  these  Son^  by  mail.  Be  sure  to 
order  songs  by  their  numbers  only.  Clean  and  unused 
U.  S.  Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash.  Our  cata- 
logfue  of  5,000  different  songs  sent  free  on  application. 

We  will  send  the  Sheet  Music  of  any  of  the  above 
■ongs,  arranged  for  the  piano,  -words  and  music  com- 
bined* for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  8  copies  for  $1. 

Jddreas  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  yoo. 

El  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street* 
CHICAGO. 


WEHMAN'S 


ItPiifriiurli 


^^  JSTo.  6,  ^^ 
123  ^uUt.    ^xtxs  10  gettt5. 

^ie  dcfte  Srttumlttug  t)oit  bclicbtctt  ^cutfd^ett  Sicbetit. 

Sn^alt:  ?lbj*icb.  Sits  gioa^  TOorgcnS  friif)  urn  ad)t.  «lt  J^cibclberg,  bu  &ein«. 
9luf  SdjleficnS  SBcrflcn.  9lu§  geucr  warb  bcr  ©eifl  gcid)affcit.  58in6flaucr  SWaflfo^rt. 
ioS  3a^r  ift  gut,  braun'  SBicr  ift  gcrotljen.  "Ltx  bainithc  fiintjiter.  I>er  3^cul)4. 
9linerifancr.  !Ecr  Heine  2ainbour  iSeit.  Ter  firdljiBinflfr  Sanbfturm.  Tcr  toblt 
Solbat.  2;er  SSogclfdngcr  bin  id)  ja.  Ie§  bcutinen  (*l)i'ftanbe§  fflilb.  ^fSSffitrt^tS 
fllagc.  2!cutic^.'2lmerifQnif(t)e§  iiicb.  ^cutj(fy:5  tScmiitt)  im  i!ieb.  He  SJlutnen  unb 
bte  Sterne.  Xie  tiigorre  unb  ber  5Keni(h.  lie  (yahnenroadit.  lie  5Jiar|ciHaife. 
33ie  TOdbchen  in  Ucutjdjlanb.  1.\t  Wenfdjcn  unb  bie  Uljren.  ^ie  Saufmcfif.  ^i« 
aSac^tparabc  ton  »).  3cbli^.  lie  SBclt  ift  jur  gri-ubc  gcmadjt.  lu  bifttticeine 
JBluine.  33uett  au§  „ftiiif  unb  3uftc."  ^urd)  bie  ShJdlbcr,  buit^  bie  9luen.  6iue 
9?itte  an  ben  mebijiiiijiicn  fiongrcfe.  (?iue  3laudi»2t)mpt)onie.  Gin  3Kdbd)en  obet 
ai5eibd)en.  Gin  Stdnbdicn.  G inft  cin  9JJann,  bcr  a.'eit  ftd)  nannte.  Gin  Sfflcin.iloQft. 
(JS  blinfcn  brei  frcunbli(^e  Sterne.  (?§  goi)t  ein  (Sauft)  Iriul. Comment.  Q-i  gibt 
jo  manege  -2plitterrid)ter.  (r§  lamcn  brcl  Sdjnciber  nio^l  an  ben  SJ^ein.  Qi  lebe, 
\-oai  auf  {f  rbcn  ftoljirt  in  griinct  'irad)t.  G3  ruht  bcvjcnft  am  ftiflcn  Crt.  Qi  war 
ein  ftonig  in  Ibule.  tyal)r'  bin.  Jyov&'re ^iicmanb  luciu  ediidjal  ju  ^oren.  ^liidjct 
TOutl),  leichtcr  Sinn.    iVriililing  olme  Cvnbc.    ©fftcrn,  li^riibcr,  tbnnt  i^r'8  glauben. 


3m  giilbcnen  93u^.    3m  J>jcrbfl  ba  inufe  man  trinfcn.    in  aGarid)au  l^wuten  Jqu 


fnctfttc.  Wabame  Sdbitfctanj  ou§  *i>erlcberg.  Wdbdhcn  mit  bcm  totl)cn  5Jlunbd)cn. 
TOdb^ea,  warum  rocincft  bu?  33lcin  ^cr}  ift  om  Wbein.  9)lcin  Stha^erl  t*  biibfd). 
5Jlit  bein  ^fcil,  bcm  Sogcn.    ^UJorgcn  niiiiien  n)ir  tocrrcifcn.    UJad)  tJranfreid)  jojen 


iwci  ©rcnabicr'.  9Jorb  obcr  Siib.  9Jun  Ijolt  mir  cine  ilaiineaSein.  CcftcrreHii^e* 
'jtationallieb.  ^ortcrlieb  au§  ,,'Blartha".  'l'rci|cnb  mit  uieMdjonen  Wcbon.  ^rin| 
Gugcn,  ber  eble  iRilter.  Cuortctt.  9iaftIojei!iebe.  Wciterlieb.  StobinSbair.  Runb. 
gcfang.  '5  TOailiifterl.  i£(bncibfrtDO(ibe.  €d)ifterlicb.  Sc^nfudit  nad)  bcr  ^eimatlj. 
Star=Spanglcb  93anncr=2icb.  St.  ipaulus.  Strcifcrlicb.  eDlocfterlicb.  Xoafte. 
2oQft  auf  ben  SScin.  lurncisStDabrfprud).  Unb  fie  trantcn  immcr  nod)  cinS.  S?olJ6. 
licb— 'Jtr.  1.  SoUsIicb— <)(r.  2.  il'olfslicb— 9ir.  3.  SJolfslicb— '«U.  4.  Som  I)ob'« 
Clt)mp  bcrab.  a'on  mcincn  5J?crgcn.  2i>a§  fang'  \it  armer  3;cutel  an?  SBcg  mit 
ben  ©rittcn  unb  Sorgcn.  9Bcnn  ein  Wdbthcn  mir  gefallt.  SUcnn  einft  bcr  alte 
Rno(l)cnl)aucc.  aOcnn  Wdbiben  uncmbfinblic^  bleibcn.  aOcr  tooUtc  fi(^  mit  (iJriflcn 
plagen.  SBie  bic  Sliimlcin  brauftcn  jittcrn.  SBir  ftnb  nicbt  mct)r  am  critcn  ©laS. 
aSo  man  ftngl,  lafe  bid)  rubig  nicbcr.  Jlfio  mbd)t'  id)  Jcin?  aSo  iDtut^  unb  ftroft. 
USo  \oli)  cin  JJcucr  nod)  gebcibt.    S^m  93oIb. 


•^u  bcjic^en  bur^  aUc  5Bu(J)hdnblcr  unb  ^citungaogcntcn  in  ben  iPcrcinigtcn  Staatrn 
m\i)  G anaba,  fowie  gcgcn  Ginjcnbung  bcS  ffictrogcs  in  58ricfmarfcn  bircft  unb  franfo 
vom  .<gerausgcl)er.  ^^_^^^— ^^^----^^i^ 

•jJlan  obrc jfire ScftcClungcn  je  nod; SBclicbcn  an  unfcr  9Jctt) 7)orfer  obcr  Gbicagoer  Jjjau*. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 


Briefsteller 

QSoUftonbigc  '}(ttlettung 

ftommenben  "^riefe,  ^^uffa^e,  poUumente 

itcbfit  -  .     ■>• 

^oftte§it(aHuuen  iuit>  cittct  reid)cn  Sttt^tua^I  tton 
<Stamm&ud)=^crfcn. 


l^yeis    25    Centi 


•Plan  abrcifiic  2*efieIIungcn  je  nai)  ^elicben  an  unfcr  ^\(Xo  porter  obcr  C? ^icagoct  i^aui. 

^=1  HENRY  J.  WEHiAN,  ^^ 

I30  fr  132  Park  Row,  125  W.  Madison  Str««t, 

NEW  YORK.  OHICAOO. 
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1 63  Songs.    Price  1 0  Cents. 

Tie  Latest  and  Best  CDlleclion  of  Popular  Soup  Eitaiit, 

CQMTENTSl-A  Bunch  ..f  Shamrock  fiom  My  Dear  Old  Mother-Actlonn  Sncnk 
Lpud»rthj.ii  \\ords— Afi«rthoB«ll— A  Leit«r-Ai.dy  MuElioo— Amiulwilo  L>e— A  Pac.i 
or  |-ard8~A  V^loe  on  tlie  Wave-A"altli.(r  »  Voice  from  the  Wa'ei»— BahMinir  Br<M)k- 
B*by  B  Piuyer- llai d  or  Arm«irh-B«i  iiev*«  PartiiiK- Battle  of  Ufe-Buil;e.  Mu 
Hie  Buot-llut  Yeaterdav-Oiiiie  Buck,  I'll  Fmvive  niid  FoiRet— C'oinliiif  tliio' 


iif^  mill 
thti  Dje 


-iwu.iy  w,.ujan  t  Buv  Me  a  Flow-^v  ..w-D»i8y  Bell-Day  Art^t  Day,  or;  Tlio  Ust  V-xaue 
—Day  I«  n;.iie— l>.-ar  EiiienilJ  lale— Doea  Y-ur  Heart  Bbnl,  True  t"  Me»— Dorothy— Dmhi: 
R«iigrr-Dyir,B  Telegrapher. Bevliatlon-Eiifhteciiili  Roynl  M«li  BrlK..de-ElKhty  Vri.iH 
Mif-Ziizx  Jaue  M-Cue-Exlle'e  Lanient-F"ucv  of  a  feuMimer'"  Day-Faie  of  aBlu.k 
Cat,  Recltatioii-Fttijof  theMl.li.lght  Eipret*-r..ur  Llfo-Boat  MeM-0,-rm..ii  MoM.er- 

§i':i!i?jrr^'°*"D'^°  ^,*'''*'r°""'iS  l>».':l''''f-»*  ^•"■e'-  O'lte  toWun.irrrr.m  His  Ow.i 
rlre«de—H«-r  Papa  Was  Thei*— Her  Wpddiiig  ""  _      -     - 


l^e  Dunn-Jojii.  Suillvurj-Kl,..,  aold-K.-«i,,fcr  Papa  t....,'  the'^TJl^TTh.  neiKisa  My  n^  r 
Old  Mother.  Jack -Klur.  My  CoMeen-lMt^iy,  B,o  and  Bye-Li.w  Won't  All.w  Met..  Do 
R7ifrw^'M*^~^"VV*"°i*-,H"V'  KHUe  C,anc< -Liza  Jai.e-Lovo'a  Tru.t-Luhlu's 
Rural  Ooe-Jlaho.iey>Fouiih  of  July-Mari  BeMnd  the  riow_M..ry  June,  or  A  Woe.ul 
Tal« or  UoT^ Michael  Ol.ea'a  rteturu  t  -  Tipper..  17-Mine,  All  Mlnt^-Motk  Not  thi,  Ol.l 
aid  Fwhle-JloinlMK  Lark-Mother's  Wt-.ldfiiif  Kimk-MuIc.-.i  thv.  the  iJuiie-Mv  Lltfl« 
iill''.*^'"^"j"-^",'^Ai»  ^i^'''^."  o>'  You- O  Grady '-looat- Oh!  tara-ra-Ol.l  helm  d'« 
Heart.,  and  Hana»-6lii  Kitchen  <^  .ck-OI  I  llu  Dli  per  on  the  Nail-Old  Wood/n  n"u"h 
n'  ,h.  w'I'ItP"  *  Sirl-'B-O'"-;*  Waa  Eno.iKh  for  Mfv-Oi.  tho  Uvee  by  the  River  Side- 
Oiithe  Way  Home  from  Kiley'B-Ould  Ii^laii'l  80  Oreei.-Oor  Own  For.  v.r-uur  Kutli 
A.in-P»dJy  9  P..5t..ral  Khai.s  _dy-l'eai-i,.Blo»om  Tmie-Pl.il  the  Flulei'..  Ball-Play- 
l^nw-Ro»e '>f  K.illarney-8«llUi»  Away  fnra  Kathleeii-She'«  Preitlesi  W  l.en  She  routs 
SH^i^u''«nJ?.':'M/l'.'-r^r'^''  M^J'anin'y  SanK-SjH-ak  Kl.itly  of  To...-S.ory  „f  i  2 
«_",?i7^.  7u®"°o'',5'^-r?"'f  '•«'." u-S-eetheart,  I  love  Tlue.    Bwtethea.t- That's  Wliut 

My  Old  Mother  Si.ld-Thatja  Why  I'm  an  Iilshnini. -There's  a  Shtp-TheieN  None  Can 

Tired  Lawie,  Go  to  Sleep- lo  Sustain  the  F..niily  Keputailoii- Ti  ue  li  in  Iiishiuan-rii,- 
n^''.i''*i.l'll"^n,"^^^T  Not  the  01. 18  You  Tnke  Us  foi-We  Konpht  for  Your  Cause,  or,  'Tlio 
Hom~kule  Bill— \V lien  ihe  Day«  Gr  w  Lonirer— Whf  re  the  Chicken  Got  the  Az«— Whv 
Cao't  Paddy  Bo  a  G«i.Ueman«-Why  Do  1  Love  Youl-VVlday  llcUu^l.yCpjg!  **^*^*" 

tJ'1'?.  ?v^?ih  "^  n"  *'m  '""""*n|f  Bonsfs^AIwftTS  Toirether-Beiween  Love  and  Duty- 

JJrl  U,^""  •*  .'  '  °i"  *'*  a  Bow-ttrow-i>oThev  MiKx  M«  at  H.iiie-Diea.i.  K.o  s-FI."  Jni 
S^"!?  *^r  '°  "J.?  Sprmif-Oo  den  We. ding-He  Never  Care«  to  \V»nder  from  His  6»  u 


-Moon  (3  i.ar.>dios>-Ch.  Sriitr  Again  tliat  Gentle  stiain-Onlv  Dienmlnir- 

Pi    liiiK  Hitrd  AKainstihe  St.eam-She's  My  Darlliiir-iuke  Buck  the  Heiiil 

o   . .     k!"'^*"^''®'"^'*  ^'"■'''C  '"  »''»  Air-Thv  Land's  lly  Land- Twillifht 

ri^.'^L'*".  ®.,^**J:®'"  ^f*'*''  -^s  "■"  '""••  l<y~"o  Nev.r  8,  e»k  Uer  Name- 


Pecirv  Clin 

Thou  Gaveflt— T 

De«8— VVarrlo 

wlMt  la  Hume  Witbuut  a  Mutiie'rt 


Where  1,  My  Wandering  Buy  Tu'M(;ht< 


ror  lale  by  a)l  Booksellers  and  Newsdealers  throughout  the  United  fltates 
I  A  r-'-."..!!'  ?"■  ?i"'  ^*K,"\"^  '°t"^X  a'lJrcM,  l.y  mail,  poet-paiil,  on  n-ceipt  of 
I O  rents  l.y  the  publisher.    L .  S.  poHtnge  stamps  takin  same  as  cash. 

Addreea  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  ts  nearest  to  you. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


12s  W.  Madison  Street^ 
CHICAGO. 


WEHMANS 
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94  Songs.    Price  1 0  Cents. 

Tie  Latest  aiJ  Best  Colleclion  of  Popular  Soees  Extant. 

CONTENTS  :— Animal'*  F*tr— A  Dollar  and  Sixty  a  Dot— A  Tnnlcee  Man  of  Wai^ 
All  AkT'touitniul  Irish  Girl— A  Boiler  Rink  Romance.  Recitation- A»  I  Read  the  Paper 
Throuixh— Burke's  Dream— Banks  O'Dooii-BedBue.  Reiiiaiion-Bettv  and  t!ie  Bi. by- 
Boy  with  the  Aub'i'D  Hair— Beans— Candidate  for  Aldcriii'.Q — CutM  In  Our  B:»"k  Ynr.l— 
Climbli'Kup  the  Golden  Stairs— Colored  Band- Call  Her  BiacJc  and  Kiss  Her— ''Kae>'a 
Awful  Qfuij — Coal  Oil  Tommy— Don't  Leave  Your  Moti.er.  Tom— Drummer  Boy  -.f  Waier- 
loo— D>'«Km  F^.oe»-D«fry,  the  Swell- Don't  You  Cry  So,  Nurah.  I>iiili..i{— Eiln  QoBiaah 
— Fiftiionable  Fred— Far.  Far  Away— Fl>.e  Old  Irish  Qeotleiiia"—FenialcNniil(rfrlei—Fiee 
and  Ea«y— Good  Shl|.  ('umberlai.d— Go"d  Bve.  'Liea  Jan>— Gliwy  Davy— O.il  with  tli» 
0"inslx>r»ugh  Hwt— lliish.  Lltle  Bal.y.  D-n't  You  Cry— Heie  SlieO-es  and  There  Mm 
fJoei*— Ho<i»e  Carpenter— Homet'H  Nes'.  Recliati..n— I'll  Ask  My  Mother  and  I'll  Let  You 
Kii'W  Next  Sunday  Aitem.K}ii— I.isli  Wife,  Reclt.>tton— I'm  in  Jml,  Mv  L-ve— Jockey  Hat 
and  Feather— Jollv  J..ck,  the  Rover— Keiser.  Der  Yer  Vant  t^.  Buv  a  i>0(,'f— Kitty  of  Colo- 
raine-Kn-ck  at  the  Winil.w  Ti^Niiflit,  Love— Leave  Not  Youi  kKtIileen-Little  Br-rwo 
Church— Lord  liateioMiiandtlie  Fair  Sophia— L«v  My  H'-ad  Benei.tli  a  Ho.-e— LlllleFinud 
Lott  Charley  Rose— Meet  Me,  Dnilimr  Kate,  by  tbo  Cotta«ce  Gaie— Mv  Trundle  Bed— Ma- 
sonic Souk— McS..rlev'8  Twins— My  Wife  Is  So  Awfully  Thin— Moi  her.  Is  the  llsttio  Oveii— 
Not  Mui-n- Nelly  Bly-Old  Boir  Hole— Oh!  NiO'deniue-Old  Familiar  Faces— Oft  In  the 
sully  NIsrht— Old  Turnkey- Old  O.ay  Mai  e— Old  Simon,  the  Hot  c  . ..  Man— Popsy  W,.|«.y 
— Plra«e  Don't  Sell  Father  Any  M.re  Bum- Peck's  Ba<l  Buy,  Pails  J  and  8— Railway 
Guard— Rover's  Grave -Ridlnx  on  the  Elevale.i  Hailioad— ShMntv  Boy's  .Sonif— Mio  W119 
Ha..di>"in«  As  a  Roue— Saiot  Pufiick  Wbm a  Ge.itleman— Sliaiiir..ck  Shore— See-Saw— Star 
of  Olenitwry— SliineOn— That  Younir  Man  Acr.ss  the  Way— Thi.t  Sweet-Soentrd  Hand- 
pome  Younif  JIan— l'|«at  Du.iley  G.ove— Up  m  a  Back  Room— Up  Htiili«  in  My  Bedroom— 
Veulta— WMtchman-\Villi«'»on  the  Diirk  Blue  Sea— Wind  Ble->  Through  Ills  u  lil»Uer»— 
Would  I  Were  a  Buy  Again— Winiy  Man  from  Br,>okl)  11— Written  in  Letters  of  Gold. 


For  siilc  by  all  Booksellers  and  Newsdealers  throughout  the  United  States 
_ai.d  rnioidii,  or  will  be  sent  to  »ny  address,  liy  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
10  Ceuts  by  the  publisher.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  laUeu  same  us  cash. 


Address  all  orders  to  cither  our  New  York  or  Chicago  Houae,  whlcherer  is  nearest  to  yxjo. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row» 
New  YORK. 


135  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAQO. 
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145  Songs.    Price  10  Cents. 

— — —  'is- 

Tlie  Latest  anJ  Best  Collection  of  Pomilaf  Songs  Extant. 

CONTENTS  I— A  Fight  for  Home  and  H-^nor  at  Humertead- An  Atreravating  Ditty 
A  lt<K«ed  J.i  krt,  ReoiUitlon— A  60.^  for  My  Love  i«  8ing— A  8  iig  on  K>«— AtYoor 
Sol  v.ce— Aiix  ItaJiens.- At  tho  Italian  0|.era,  R«x.itatlon  Bella  of  Shandon-  B<.l.  bullern' 
Girl— Break  tlio  News  to  M  -ther  0«ntly— Uye  O,  Bal.y  Buntlnir— Can  Yoii  Foiirl^e  Mel— 
Chnilo*  Patrick  O'B.  ten— CUap  Handle*— C<««tguaixi's  Daughter— Culumbua—Ooroe  and 
Have  a  lld'ly 'round  the  Crner— Oii  bett  Suiuvan  Flgitr-Countiy  Glrl-I»a.ldy— Day  I 
I'laye.l  nai>e-nall— De  Blue-Tall  Fly— De  Skl.ls  Ai«  Out  To-Day— Di.nneliy  and  Cooper— 
Don't  ForgHt  to  Dream  of  Mo— D-.n't  Mind.  My  Darling— D"W*ui  Teni«»6se«— Ere  ihe  Day 
la  Done— liJI  Baby— Erin— Fuiiernl  Divltatlon-  Fniuie  Mrs.  'Awkins -Gladftone  ana 
Home  Uul*— Oiosa  Wljowori  or:  She'n  Going  Out  of  T"wn— Great  RuundUi.- HearMsin 
My  Pra.or— He  Holds  Me  In  His  Hand  — He's  Walilng  Yet— He  Wiis  a  Soldier— How  Is 
M'S  Biadyf— Hush,  My  Dorllnirs.  Do  Not  Weep-I'm  O'dng  Far  Away,  I/.ve— I'm  in  the 
Ciialr— I'm  the  Man  that  Wioto  "Tvra  laBoonwie-ay "— MIe  Dieams-If  Ever  W* 
yn  uld  P.rt— I'd  Bather  N't— In  B  I.ltle  Sea-Side  Cott«»r&-Iuloilc»tlon— Isn't  the  Baby 
•Jutel— It's  tho  LaKt  Time— It  Mlifht  Have  Been— I  Was  T..ld  It  Was  CondDg^JIn.  Crow- 
Just  bocau!!e  Sho  Didn't  Know  the  Wav— Just  to  Be  at  Hoine— Keep  Away— Kiwes  Aiross 
tha  Stioam-I.«».tR  .11  Call— Leave  Me  Not  In  Ant  er,  D«i  llnB— Utile  Blue-Eyed  Tiesisure— 
Little  Maxgie  Magee— Uttle  Maggie  Ma'— Lizzie,  Come  Home  to  Muiliei— L"ve  Cup— 
L'Vo  Is  a  Dream— Love's*  Maxio  Spell— L'Ve  of  I>ive»— Lovers  Apaln— Love  that  Cam* 
To.)  Late— Maiden  an-l  tho  Ijimb— .Maid  of  Aiheno— Mnifuolla  of  Tennesseee— Man  that 
Broke  the  Bank  at  Monto  Carlo-McCarty's  N.w  High  Hat— Mts..  D-  ley's  Dancing 
School- MoiMtGrownWeil-MyB'.y  Once  A«ain-My  Hobby's  a  Dnnk  of  G'^od  Rye— My 
Own  Baby  Boy— Never  Again- No  F'ug  but  Ihe  Old  Flag— Norah  Biady— Not  the  OnlT 
oue— Now  and  'Tiien  or  Then  and  Njjv— Now  He's  Sorry  that  He  Spoke— Old  Actor's 
Story,  Recitation— Old  Battered  Hoint-Old  Dad's  Walking  Cane— Only  to  Se»-Our 
BoaidingHouse— Our  0"<k1  Ship  walls  To-Nlglit— Papa,  Fot  Would  Vou  Take  for  Met— 
riiOMOgn.nli—Ploueer— Playing  Pony  with  Caj.p»^-I'..lly  O'Neil-Pooty  Soon— Pulling 
McAllister's  T..jth-Re^'ollt>ttlon»  of  Home- Hose's  Lullabye-Safe  in  Port  Ag»lD-8oan- 
dal,  Reelta'ion— Shu's  My  Sweelheurt  StUl- SongsMy  SUterTiled  to  Sing  to  MA— Sweetest 
Hor^   of    All— Sweet   M'>.;k'ie  Goid.n— 8>veet  Nellie  Bai.n-Ta-ia-ra-B-'om-.le-ay— Texas 

Cowbov-Tmga-Ung-TiiigTay-Tinni-mln-iil-«ln  kum-kii;  or:  The  Chliiainairs  Far©- 
well— tiny  Hants- TJiat's  >»hy  He  Lov- •  Mo— That  Simple  TJitle  Hong;  on  God  Wont 
L'lve  You— Tliere's  a  Silver  Lining  to  Every  Cloud— Unl-.ed  Btatei.  of  America— Up  aod 
Down- Very  Best  Girl  I  Know— We've  Got  the  lygders  In,  and  Can't  Get  Them  Dot— 
What  f"nn  a  Man  Do  Now!— Wli«n  Your  Name  Is  Put  uoon  de  Golden  Book— Where  Shall 
I  Find  Him'— Why  I  Like  the  Firemen,  It.cltution-WUl  This  Thing  Ever  Endl  No  Neverl 
—  Won't  You  Step  up  to  the  Bart— Wot  Cheer;  or:  Knocked  'Em  iii  the  Old  K'Ut  Road. 

Also  Parodixs  on  the  followlnir  eonars:— Between  Love  and  Dnty-Bowei-y— Coming 
thro'  the  RvA-Down  on  the  Form  (3  parodle-)— He  Was  a  Pal  of  Muio— I'm  GKilna  a  Big 
B.y  Now— rm  the  Man  th»t  Wrote  "Tn-ra-ra-Btiom-de-av  "-Love's  Old,  Sweet  Song— 
Molly  and  I  and  the  Bubv— My  Sweetheart's  the  Man  in  the  Moon— OM  Bl"Ck  Joe— Pardon 
Came  T -o  Lato— Tu-ia-ra-Boom-de^»v— Xh«t  Is  Love- Theeo  Words  No  8hak«si«are 
\v I  ote— They're  After  Mo— Three  Little  Maids  fi-om  School— Where  Is  My  Wandering 
Boy  To-Nlghtl  —aa^^MiaM^^^MMBi^M 

For  sale  by  all  Booksellers  and  Newsdealers  thronghont  the  United  States 
and  Ciinada,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  by  mail,  post-paiJ,  on  receipt  of 
10  Cent*  by  the  publisher.    U.  8.  postage  stamps  lagea  same  as  cash. 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  wblcherer  Is  nearest  to  yoo. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK,    . 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CtllCAQO.        , 
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89  Songs.    Price  1 0  Cents. 

Tie  Latest  anil  Best  Collection  of  Popular  Son£S  Eitant, 

CONTENTSl-A   Fliwer  I   F.und  In    Mother's    Blbl»-Amer<ean   Statue*— Alpine 

M.nlo— A.i.i  Si.  Say  All  of  Us— Uoulanger'K  Snu-ch—BoMi  Tramp,  K'Cltatl"n— Bold  Privateer 
— B.liigiiikf  Preity  BI'Mwom'  (o  Strew  on  Motlier's  Grave— Bye-Low,  Baby  Bunting  (How- 
or.l's  Cradle  Song)— Bilgham  Young— Blsinaiok  Guurd— ChesiDut  Qieen  from  Waylwrk 
—Come  to  My  Arms,  Precious  Darling— Chewing  Gum— Celebrated  Speech  of  Rolieit 
Eminetr— Caroline  of  Edinburgh  Town— Convivial  Man — Come  Along,  Sli.ne.-s— Colleen 
Bawii— D.msel  that  I  Longe.i  for  Never  Came— DylJig  Cowboy's  lament— D^n'i  Go  Out 
To  Night,  Joe — DoUKheity  8  Boarding  House — Dar's  a  Look  on  the  (;iilcken-Coop  Door — 
Di'gs'Meat  Man— Down  in  dot  Re.'laurantr— Down  Among  the  Ooal»— Flying  Your  Kit* 
T.K>  High— First  She  Would,  and  Then  She  Wouldn't— Green  Hills  of  Eiln— Give  Me  a 
House  tliat's  Hituiited— Gal"  on  the  Ave..ue— Grecluii  Siatues — Grandmother's  dock- 
Home  by  tho  Wave— I  Am  Happy  When  You'i-e  Near  Mo— I  Wonder  What  Will  Hap|«D 
Next- I'm  8  .  Si.y— It  Didn't  Sorprise  Me  at  All— I  Have  Soinetrlnsr  Sweet  to  Tell  Y"U— 
I  Cannot  Sing  that  Song  To-Niirht— I'm  Seventy-Two  Tolisv— I'^o  a  Meihodist  Tilll  Dte— 
Ju!<  to  Make  a  Change  III  BuslnefjAll  Around- Just  As  of  Old-Kltlv  Wells— Llgbt-Houae 
Ke  per— Life  of  a  boTdler  In  the  U.  S.  Cavalry— Let  My  le'Pltj  Go— Mal't  of  Sweet  Gorteen 
—My  8"eet  LItUe  Bhissom- MIhs  Maloney's  Giowfor— >leet  Me  To-Night— McCaithy's 
Fancy  Ball— Mamma'..  Black  Buby  Boy— Miner's  Life— My  Dutch  Girl's  Name— Man  with 
the  Terrible  Oawl— Miss  Julia- Mariner's  Gntve— Monitor  and  Meirlmao— Names  We 
Snoiild  Never  ForgeU-Noboily's  Business  but  Your  Own-Oh!  Sha>e  My  Cottage— Old 
oaken  Bucket— Only  Remembered  bv  What  I  Have  Done— Only  a  Ringlet  uf  Hair— Old 
Street  Lamp— Old  King  C.ile— Old  Rod  Barn— Patrick  Riley— P.or  Little  N.'WslHiy- R«ll- 
wav  Guliie— Softly  Now,  Tende.  ly.  Lift  HIra  with  Cai-e— Spanish  Cavalier— .--ee  Where  She 
Goes,  Mv  O.vii  Sophia— Simon,  the  Cellarcr-Sho  Sho<.k  de.  Dail.ir— Sister  Ma. y  Walked 
Llkethi.t  (Pita-Pal)— Thai's  All— Tom,  if  You  U.ve  Me,  Says  So— T"0  Now8p..rU  in  Town 
— Terry  O'Rann— Under  Ihe  Moon -Win  the  ^^»es  Bloo.n  Al-lIiiI— "  hrn  liiiMness  Picks 
Up  in  the  Kail— Wreck  of  the  Southern  Paclflc  Expivss  TiKJn  ..t  Teha'hupl  PwsS  ToU 
Know- Ycai-s  Have  Come  and  Passed  Awny—  Vou  Cn  Do  It  if  YoU  ^Vaul  to. 


For  sale  by  all  Booksellers  and  Newsdealers  thron^'lmut  the  United  States 
and  Canada,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  by  mull,  post-palJ,  on  receipt  of 
lO  Cents  by  the  publisher.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  eume  as  cash. 


Address  an  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chloaeo  House,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  yoo. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street. 
CHICAQO. 
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^  ONE  GENT  EACH  ^ 


849  My  Nellle'B  bine  eyct 
i|  650  R'i?t;e(1  coat 
^651  Kltiy  Klrno 
"652  Lime  diirlinjr,  dreflTiiof  me 
'  653  Jiitce  of  the  forbidden  (rait 

6M  MtiiuieinuiBtBca 
;  655  Some  duy 

606  sonrkr-nt  ' 

■  667  Dont  give  the  some  a  bnd  T>1nce 

653  Rncketcy  Jiick  [liallelnjah 

'  .  659  John  Bro«ii  80T)g(Gloiy,  plory 
'  6(>0  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  tlie boys  nr* 
-  661  A  di)lliir  flftt-en  ceiiia     [inarching 
6C2  Roger  O'Malley      [wake  the  bahy 
663  Don't  mnko  a  noise,  or  else  you'll 
604  Bilng  hack  my  bonnie  to  mo 
665  Ri'lleville  convrnt  fire  (IlUnuia) 
»  606  I'll  await  my  love 
.    667  Tliird  times  come  n(inlii  no  mora 

668  Miilcahi-y'sKoneii-.vny 

669  Nineteen  liamlred  end  on* 

670  Colleen  dhas  Miiciirpe 

671  Only  to  eee  line,  dnriing 

672  BlitebcllBof  gonlund 

673  A  bov's  best  frtciid  is  his  mother 

674  'I'hul  8  how  yon  get  Served  when 

675  Detir little Innociiit  thingB [you're 

676  Mother, I've  come  home  to  die  [old 

677  Juiit  before  the  battle,  motber 

678  Down  in  a  diving-bell 

679  Riesing  tliroiigh  the  bars 

680  sivipperand  his  bo  v 

CSl  Young  man  from  the  coQstry 

682  ni  be  dar 

683  The  midshlpmlte 

681  Eleventh  Regiment (N.Q.S.N.T.) 
635  Nnngliiy,  nanghty  men 

686  Naoghty,  naughty  girls 

687  New  coon  in  town 

6te  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  tree? 

689  Bold  soger  boy 

690  Hi-eiiau  and  Siiyers 

691  Come,  landlord,  fid  tbo  floTrIng 

692  SHliy,  come  np  [iHiwl 

693  Sea  kind's  bnrlal 

.     ,  694  One-horee  open  Bleigb 
696  Baby  show 

696  Swim  out  for  glory 

697  Jessie  Green 

698  Duffy's  graud  opening  night 
.    699  I'm  tt  dadu 

700  Rnn  for  the  doctor 

701  Cilmbinenp  the  golden  stairs 

702  My  good-lookiuu  nmn 

7t)3  How  a  married  woman  goes  to 

704  I'm  off  for  Bultlniore  [«leep 

705  Bright  little  s|)Oi  <<n  the  ocean 

706  I  tickled  her  under  the  chin 

707  L'lkes  of  Cold  Finn 

708  My  Newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flower«  of 

710  Ten  J  ears  In  Cherry  Hill        [Muy 

711  Maloney's  the  mnii 

718  Ship  that  never  returned      [deep? 

713  Why  did  tiiey  dig  ma's  grave  so 

714  How  much  does  the  baby  weigbf 
.    715  A  mother's  watch  by  Hie  sea 

716  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

718  Hlifh-water  pants  [bye 

719  Every  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-nnd- 
7"^  I'll  send  yon  down  a  letter  from 
731  Paddy  stole  the  rupe         (tbeaky 

722  Duff  V,  the  swell 

723  Noimnch 

724  Don't  leave  yonr  mother,  Tom 

725  Pretty  little  dark  bliioeyrs 

728  A  rolling  stone  gaitiersiio  most 

727  Dream  faces 

728  Wind  blew  tbronsh  his  wlilskera 

729  Qood-bye  to  my  Soutueru  bouie 


790  Pptty  little  roiry  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  the  window  to-nigbttkra 

738  Hurd  np 

733  Forgive  and  forget 

734  Cnp.al!!  Mlshler 
7:»  Bntterfly  dude 

736  Bo\\ery  on  Saturday  night 

737  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roses  mil 

738  Let  me  like  a  soldier  Xall 
7d9  Enniskillen  dragoon 

740  Papa's  bnby  l)oy 

741  I  ain't  as  yonng  as  I  oaed  to  be 

742  The  dreadnongut 

743  See-eaw  ■ 

744  What's  In  a  kiss 

745  Hush,  little  baby,  don*tyon  cry 

746  Darling  Clo' 

747  Mother's  la»t  request 

748  Texas  ranger 

749  Goti,  save  Ireland 

750  Tiio'  rich.  I'm  no  better  than  yon 

751  Bold  Jack  DoDobae 

752  Lant  farewell 

753  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  homo 
(54  Mary  Ann  Kehoe 

755  Only  an  emigrant 

756  My  Donny  boy  is  yonne,  bnt  he's 

757  The  farmer  feeds  nc  nil    [growing 

758  Strike  while  the  iron  ia  hot 
750  Better  days  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  girl's  messape 

'62  Some  other  pii  I  shall  wear  the  ring 

763  Bye,  bye,  baby,  b)  e,  bye 

764  Somebody's  tall  aiid  handsome 
705  Mother  keeps  the  gate  lock.ed  now 
786  Sweet  Alpine  roses 

767  Morrissey  and  the  Benlcia  boy 

768  Coiistunt  farmer's  son 
709  Upper  ten  and  lower  five 
770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

171  Kev-hole  in  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  square,  boys 

773  Lackawanna  spooneia 

774  Cot  where  I  was  bi>m  ,    - 

775  Bnrke's  dream 

776  Fonr-leaved  shamrock 

777  Up  a  tree 

778  Down  where  the  Illr  beUs  grow 

779  Behind  the  parlor  duur 

780  Peggy  G'Moore 

781  Snnny  hours  of  childhood 

782  O'Reilly,  the  fisherman 

783  Old  village  blacksmith  shop 

784  False  one,  I  love  the«  suil 

785  Shannon  side 

786  Pennsylvania  tramp 

787  We'll  iMiint  the  tow  n  rrd 

788  Look  always  on  the  sonny  side 

789  Green  linnet 

790  Gentle  Annie 

791  KIsa  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 

792  There's  a  lieht  in  tbu  window 

793  Anide  of  the  vale 

794  Rising  of  the  moon 

796  Who  will  care  for  mother  nowf 

796  Let  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  rest 

797  Sights  for  a  father 
7'J8  Old  gray  mure 

799  How  is  your  sifter  Mary? 

&jO  Clara,  Clara,  will  yoti  come  cntto- 

801  Grandma's  vacant  chuir        [night 

802  America's  emblem  the  violet 
603  Knocking  at  the  gates  of  Jordan 

804  lake  good  care  of  mother 

805  Whisper  and  a  kiss  [mother 

806  Old-fushioneil  photograph  of 

807  Good-bve,  Mike,  good-bye,  Pat 

808  Little  Mag  and  I 

809  Cradle's  empty,  baby's  gone 

810  Rosy '8  Sunday  oat 


We  will  send  10  of  the  above  Songs,  yonr  selection, 
post-paid,  by  mail,  for  10  cents;  80  fbr  25  cents;  60 
for  40  cents;  100  for  75  cents.  Remember,  -we  will  not 
send  less  than  lO  of  these  ^n^  by  mail.  Be  sure  to 
order  song^  by  their  numbers  only.  Clean  and  unused 
U.  S.  Posta^  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash.  Our  cata- 
log^ue  of  6,000  different  song«  sent  free  on  application. 

We  will  send  the  Sheet  Music  of  any  of  the  above 
tonga,  arranged  for  the  piano,  w^ords  and  music  com* 
bined,  for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  8  copies  for  $!• 


A<ldrMi  all  orders  to  either  oar  New  Tork  or  Cliicafo  HooM,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  TOO. 

HENRY  J.  WEHUN, 


130  St  132  Puk  Row, 
NBW  YORK. 


128  W.  Madison  Street, 

aflCAoo. 
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1 28  Songs.   Price  1 0  Cents. 

Tlie  Latest  aM  Best  CoUeclioi  of  Popnlar  Siiii£s  Extant 

COMTCNT8  f-A  Lock  f  Hulr;  or,  M..th««iV  Pnttlnir  Gift— And  Her  Qot-ien  Hair 
W:i,i  llaMiiinf  D^'wii  Her  Back— Ainrlliiif—^iKjiht-r'*  Wife  Is  N«-ill<>— Ai.pie  Blo» •nis— At 
Nittlic  wicli  aPoii'-emaii  on  Hi*  Bent— Betwy  Buker— Bicycle  Girl— B-yg  that  NrT«-r  Go 
Ilonio— Cxfiev'x  nanti— Chai-niincr  J'.eet)hiiie — <VK)iig  Are  All  A  Dreainln'— Day  Uy  Otkf 
TeaisB'-VMRolledc^n— Dear  0'dl'al8-'f  Hi  lie— De  Jingle  <>!>  lie  tiull  on  dfC-'W- Dlffer*ii«* 
between  Ri<h  and  Po..i^-Doii't  Tlu'ii  the  Cabin  Down.  N".  S— l)<>n't  Take  Onr  B-v  Away 
— Di'"lan'«  Coteilo— Do  Thev  Mi^s  Me  In  the  01<1  Honii»  >-I)i«iin  Soiitf—Elieen  0'Mo<>r»— 
Eliahiie— Eva  Ray— Eventide— F^.e  Th'-e  Well.  M  ^  Lit  leSweethrui  t— Ovt  On  Tour  Sneak 
Bhoen.  Chii'li-eii— Gill  I  L'itc— Give  My  L<ive  toNelUo— Oie«t  the  Old  Man  wlih  aSmii*— 
But»Thiy  We:ir  v. lion  on  Pmfirte— HnveTon  RMiid  ilic  L«te-ll— fl-  MarTled  the  Ehingb- 


Ufr.  Moi  her  and  AH— H""  t^i  Live  on  ^1.00  ft  Week— I  Alwav  s  Wns  Siii  k  on  tie  Olrli^-I 
m  a  HIelily  EiliioRteil  Man— I'm  Gwme  to  Mnn-T  Wi!«n  TmS'-a'li.n  Brown — I'va  Bean 
o.kIo  .M— I  L"St  Hernt  tlioM'isqutn.ide— ILove  Mt  L<'veln  lie '<jii in-line— I  Lot"  Ti»a 
It  Will  Be  Mine  By-nnd-nj- I'll  HooilooO'Haiii— I'll  Tukf  V.,u  lionie  AKaln,  EatlilvMi 


,  _-     -     -       .       .  _     very  i 

Lnllahy-LrEnons  ihat  I  Lenrned  when  ButaB  y— Listen  t>  ilie Voice  or  i^'Vi — Uttto 
Bunch  '>f  Whisltei-son  HI-  Ciiin— I,..re'8Dte<t«n— I^>t«'*  Nweet  ileixuiieii-LiielndR,  0  'M 
You  L'lve  Y"Ur  M..ney  Bt>y !— llali.l  Oi-ny- Mnirirle  Moimey— M"n  that  Umke  ihw  Br<ik«r« 
Duwn  in  W«ll  Sti-e<-r— Mum  ihatSf'.leMv  Lunclieon— Mike  Moi'ait\',  "  „i,„_.M,,iiyi,  ^ 
Gill  for  Me— M'niii'  to  de  Slcy— Mulr^jnev  on  a  Ttike-lly  Dear  Lltde  Malil  In  liie  Mo"ii— 
My  MainniaT'>M  Me  S<>— My  res  Trr  B  wbi  v  GM— My  8<e'ilieait  fr  ni  Ovei  the  <<«*— 
Mystery  of  the  Vlliuge— N<'llle  nn.wn— Oh,  lie  VVafla  (JihxI  T.>..ntf  Mun— Old  Broken  Gnte 
—Only  aBo'-ei-T  B-y— "nly  to  See  Thee,  My  Dm  llnjr— On  the  O'her  Sl.te— Our  'Jonntn, 
Ifo.  2— Picture  Eii-'htT-Fmir— PlBvlii(jT«K4t-oiiiid  tlie  School- I'letiv  Eyen.f  Bomiit,  hIo* 
— RiuplinK Echo.s— Sny  Y"U'ieMliift o. , B-i" ery B'>y'« L"»e Soinr— She LoTe<! Not  ^vii«|y 
bilt  Too  Well— Sh  I'tinsr  Ci-iip.  7  or  U— Shi>"tlng  thn  Ciiutea— 8weetheait,  ^^  hen  Tou  Ar* 
Far  Away— SwC'  t  Madeline— Sword  My  Brot'  erW..rp_Xak»  Buck  the  C^k-Virenieiit  Rimr 
—They're  On  to  Mo  E'crvwiieiie— Tiue  I/'VO  th«  Whole  Tear 'B.-uiMi-Uin-Skit  a-l(at- 
Ti«i-"'l  61  !>•— Un.  le.  What  Make*  Von  f>ud  Tn-nluhtt— Wait  Till  Mv  Ship  C..in«i  Hfirw, 
or,  Mairi-'ie  with  Hen.t  So  Tine— Wnlklnir  on  its  Rnlnbow  In  de  Skv— when  I  Keturu 
Agalu— When  Yuu  Know  tlie  Girl  ToU  Love  Loren  You— Wiiilo  the  Dante  Goes  On. 

Als"  Parodies  on  the  f.IInwtne  S''n<ra>- Carrie — Daler  Rell— Dcc<>int>er  and  Mot— Fnee 
Qixuithe  liaiioMm  Fi-  !•— Fiit'l  Wecidlnir— Girl  1  I>i-ft  Beliiiid— In  01<1  Madrid— fy.Tf  Me 

Little,  Love  Me  L-nsr— M-miie,  Come  Kitia  Tour  H..ney  R-y- Man  that  llroke  Iba  Bank  nt 
Mo'te  Carlo— Molly  and  I  and  thaBniiv — Old  6t»ce  Door— On |\  Be«iiDo\Mied  bv  iheClab 
— Sweet  Maili*— There  A' e  Oi  hern— Throw  nim  D<>»n.  MoCioekey— T'  elre  MinUit  Av« 
To-niirht— T>vo  Little  OlrU  in  Blue— Vuloiiteer  OrKaijlat— Wbeii  Summer  CofflM  Ajmla— 
Widow's  Plea  for  Her  Son.    ^^^^^^^____^,^__^ 

For  snle  by  all  Booksellers  and  Newsdealers  thronghont  the  United  States 
and  Cniifidn,  or  will  be  e.-nt  to  nny  addreee,  hy  mull,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of 
10  Cents  i'j  the  publisher.    U.  'S.  poft.ige  tiamps  lakcn  suiue  u  Ciuti. 


Addreeg  all  orders  to  either  oar  New  York  or  Cliloaffo  Hoase,  whichever  ia  nearest  to 
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1 06  Songs.    Price  1 0  Cents. 

Tlie  Latest  anl  Best  Collection  of  Popnlar  Songs  Eitanl 

contents:— America's  Emblem,  the  violet— An  Irish  Fair  Day— Am  I  NotFotidlj 
Tlaue  uvMit— A  Hijvate  SLlll— As  Tlir..Unh  the  Pajk  I  Go— Beautiful  AnKel-Boltbluff 
Ai  un.i- bill  It  Kept  Uuniuni;  up  High- r — Calibre  Firtvfour,  Reoliatlon— c<>ld  Stream 
Guards — Cnidle's  Euipiy,  B,iby'B  Gune — Cana<iiaji  Boai  Sone — C<i«t  of  Other  U»\a— Ohii* 
in  iind  Shut  the  Dour — Cousin  Jedediab— < 'ncket  on  the  Hearth — Ooliiei'8  liydnr  child, 
Becitutioji- Down  wen'  theenpt/iln— Doirtfor.-ettheuli  fulknath 'me— I>"t01<i  Hay  Mol* 
of  Mine— Dying  Girr«  Message— Daiuly  Pat— Diamond  lUnif— Five  Dollar  Note— ©••a  Blew 
You,  Colleen— Good  B>e,  Mi^e,  Go'Kl-B\e,  Pat— Gui  with  theTenlble  Feet- Good-Bye.  Uf 
Honey,  I'm  G-'ne— Gi>"d-N!i.'h!;,  but  N..t  GiH>d-B)e— Orny'H  Elegy,  RendiiiBr—Oi>e  a  Matt 
Credit  for  Wliiitlle  Hn"  l>"iie— Gian.ima'a  Vacant  Chair— He  lell«  Me  He  L  vet  Mo- 
How  la  Y.iur  Sister  Mmyl— llard-B'Ck  Familv— H..me  Atti actlonn.  Recitation— I'm  * 
Dude— I  Stood  on  ihe  UiLnreut  lli>iiiii:lit— I'm  Off  i  or  CharleatoD— I'm  a  Dan.iy,  but  I'm 
NoDude— Iiish  Culleen— I  Ama  lloahei^— Jonna  Bhd— Jim  Flak  Song— Kn"<.klnu  at  th* 
Ontei  of  J-.idan— Little  Wife  Kellio— Uule  Mug  and  1— Lore  Not— Lltue  M-b— Lob* 
Starry  Hou  »— My  Swceihenrt'H  Family- Jlacurecor's  Gatlieilng- My  Pretty  Quadroon— 
Man  the  Life-Boat — Mary  Le  M'>ru — Minstrel's  Divam— MuUing  Ltive  on  a  Benuh  In  tha 
Park — Only  a  VVorkinginan'a  Child— Our  Yankoe  C./lle«e  Boyt — Old-Faahloned  Photo- 
giapl  of  Motlier— Old  fioy-Grouud— Pi  ido  of  MaT'*— Pretty  as  a  D.J-y— R'sy'a  Sundar 
Out— Roy's  Wife  of  AMlv,.l|.>cli— Reuben  and  Racliol— Rhino  Vine  Siiarley— 8b««ny 
Glazlfis*  Ball— Sclinetder'g  Little  B.y,  RecltaU.'D— Sweetlieai  t»  and  Wivet— fiu«an'«  Son- 
day  Out— Such  Funny  Tlilnpa  Are  Done  upon  the  Sly— Skldmote  Quanl— Twelve  Stone 
Two— Too  Utterly  Utter- !••  ihesong  Seekerti— Tbat'a  a  Muturof  Taaie— Take  0"..d  Cam 
of  Mothei^Talii  Al.'.utY'n.r  Moses— Take  If,  Hob— Tnke  Bnck  Th  »e  Geiiio  You  Gave  Me 
—Thou  Hast  W.iunded  the  Suirit  that  LoTcUTliee— Van  Dieman's  Lami— Whiaper  aim  • 
Kisit— Where  the  Water  Lilies  Grow— >Ve  Ai-uOuton  the  Ocean  Sailing— Wbat  Can  tb* 
Matter  Bef— Will  o'-the  Wl^p— \\  histlln?  Coon— Waiting  for  My  Ship  to  Cotne  Thl«  Way— 
Waillin?  fora  Broadway  6t»ge— Wliat  a  Blessing  It  Is  fo  Have  Money— Wnldpering  Bop* 
—Walking  for  Dat  Calce— You  Put  No  Floweison  Mv  I'apn'i  Grave,  Rwltatlon. 

Also  the  following  "Mikado"  Songs;— A  Wnndering  Minstrel  I-Bilgblly  Da'^mOnr 
Wedding  Day — Deny  Down  Derry — Kl'iweii  that  Bli>om  In  the  Spring — For  lie's  OolnC 
to  Mttiry  Yum-Yiim—Hi-ic'Ha  How  de-do— My  object  All  Sublime— our  Gi«at  Mlknd<^- 
Snnnndl-Xliey'd  None  of  Them  lie  Misaed— Tliree  Little  Maida  from  Scbool- Willow, 
Titwlllow.  ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

For  sale  by  all  Booksellers  and  Newsdealers  tlironghoat  the  United  State! 
and  Ciinatla,  or  will  be  petit  to  any  address,  hy  mail,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of 
10  Centa  by  tbe  publisher.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  casb. 


Address  all  orders  to  either  oar  New  Toi^  or  Cbloaffo  Honaa,  whlcbarar  is 

El  HENRY  J. 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NBW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  BUmi 
CtUCAQO. 
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^  ONE  GENT  EACH  ^ 


1898 
Isi99 
1800 
1301 
1S0S2 
1S03 
1S04 
1805 
1806 
1307 

laud 

1909 
1310 
ISll 
1818 
131S 
1314 
18U 
1316 
1317 
liilS 
1319 
1320 
13-.J1 
1322 
1J23 
12^ 

i.Ta 

13^ 
1327 
13^8 
132» 
13a0 
1831 
1332 
133.3 
1334 
1335 
1336 
1337 
1S38 
1339 
1310 
1341 
1342 
1343 
1344 
15W 

i.i4r 

VMi 
1313 
1300 
1351 
1332 
1363 
1334 
13U 
1356 
1367 
1358 
1359 
1300 
1361 
13C2 
1363 
13t)4 

13ti7 
1303 
13C9 
1870 
1371 
1372 
1373 

ir4 

1876 
1376 


Since  Morphv  broke  hi?  pinlm? 

My  eweettiL-art's  the  luau  ni  ilm 

'I'lie  Keeley  cure  [[iioon 

Corbett  and  Sullivan  fight 

D'>  us  I  te<l  yoii 

'rberu  ia  a  tavern  in  the  town 

Tip  yonr  hut  to  Nellie 

In  old  Madrid 

Coiiimlms 

Mollv  and  I  and  the  baby 

Piiddy,  wuit  nulille 

Mulden  and  the  lamb  [booni-de-ay 

I'm  tne  ninn  tliiii  \^  ruie 'I'n-ra-ni 

Miin  that  hroUe  thebaiikatMoiite 

ile  iifVtT  cnrfu  to  wnniier   [Curio 

Miner's  dreum  of  home 

Po.ly  O'Neil 

He  was  a  soldier 

On,  tu-ra-ra 

Tliig-a-liiiK-ilng-tay 

The  Country  girl 

Daddy  wouldn't  buy  me  a  bow- 

8>veet  Nellie  Bnwn  U\ow 

There  la  a  ftrunger'g  face  In  heuv- 

I'll  never  go  there  again  [eu  now 

When  the  «liiy8  g\o\v  lon-ji-r 

Wliere  the  clilciieu  got  the  axe 

After  the  ball 

Ginger 

Kiss  Miy  dear  old  mother,  Jnc's 

Si  111  the  world  Koes  on  [iiii^over 

I'm  the  man  ihar  b.'Oiitiht  Cohiin- 

I  loved  you  bitii-r  than  you  knvw 

You  can't  stop  her 

The  Bowery 

AftfrkvnrUs 

Tne  Widow 

Reiiiieii  and  Cynthia 

Out  for  a  ruckat 

K'ss,  and  let's  make  tip 

Columbus  was  an  Irisuman 

A  pretty  girl 

Love  me  lUtie.  lovp  mo  lonj 

T'.vo  Utile  Bins  lu  biu>? 

DiiUy  Bell 

She  is  my  picnic  girl 

Oh,  proniibe  me 

Wluii  summer  cornea  aeain 

Al«.'iy9  mind  v>"r  siHter,  Jennie 

\''>!uirreer  (.rgjiiiis'. 

One  of  hia  lev;*  is  longer'than  It 

In  tne  hrli'l.t  niociiii.;liC      [ought 

Willow's  piea  for  her  Son     [to  be 

Hearts 

Keep  the  home  tocether 

Tom  and  I'll  go  too 

I  love  y.>a  in  spite  of  all 

They  a.t  rako  afier  mo 

Neliiu  ami  .May.  sisters  were  they 

Little  Johnny  l)Ujjan 

GeOrv;le 

Sirne  sweet  bells  are  ringlDg 
H  ivo  >i>ii  seen  her? 
Don't  foigrtm'-,  Mary 
Fallen  by  the  ua^slde 
Is  life  wortii  llvins,-? 
DvCember  and  May 
Thev  ur<-  tlie  best  friends  of  all 
The  »hlp  I  love 

Niiiicy  Clancy's  hean 

My  Johanna  Johnson 
Your  Mother  and  I,  Masrgle 
We  never  speak  her  uame 
it  «  nil  ifoi.i-  B"  V 

Will  n  Peggy  and  I  ore  wed 

My  Maiio 

Man  lie,  come  kiss  yonr  honey  boy 

Fatal  widdini' 

C  iriotening  «>f  Macgle's  baby 

heeiug  Jeiiiile  home 


I-iTr  Cairie 

l'i."»  No,  'Arrr,  don't  ask  me  to  marry 

137t>  Hulf-pae't  nine 

13'^0  Little  lout  Child 

l:j81   Workiiiginan'e  dream 

13dJ  Face  np<Mi  the  barroom  floor 

13S.'l  Convercatlon  water 

VIS4  Love  will  bring  ma  back  again 

1383  Gay  soiihrette 

13S6  Siiall  weever  beabic  toflyf 

1387  Little  miificlnn 

13SS  Roaming  in  the  clovor 

1359  Don't  leave  the  old  hurae,  Manne 

1390  Twiggy  voo 

1391  And  t lie  verdict  was  [leen 
1393  111  take  you  home  aealn,  Kath- 

1393  Greet  the  old  man  with  a  smile 

1394  Man  that  broke  the  brokers  down 

1395  German  Fifih         [in  Wall  street 

1396  Fare  tnee  well,  my  little  sweet- 

1397  I'ride  of  the  ball  fheait 
13'JS  Walking  ou  de  rainbow  In  ae  sky 

1399  Day  by  day,  yenr»  have  rolled  on 

1400  Ile  mai Tied  the  daughter,  mother 
1-1()'2  Apple  bl08i<oiim  [and  all 

1401  Won't  you  he  Jiiy  sweetheart? 
1403  Little  hunch  of  whiokers  on  hia 
1401  My  penrl'n  a  Bowery  girl       [chin 
141)5  MaL'gie  Mooney 

1106  Willie  the  dance  goes  on 

1407  Picture  84  [ilown  her  back 

1408  And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging 
1109  'I'ake  him  to  yonr  heart  agalu 

1410  Unou  life's  ocean  cast  away 

1411  Wnen  you  know  the  girl  yon  love 

1412  Kind  words  [loves  you 

1413  Tnere's  noplace  liketheold  home 
7415  Walt,  Mr.  Po»tinan  [after  all 

1414  I  don't  watit  to  phiv  In  your  yard 
1410  Mayic  pictures  lu  the  grate 

1417  Swell  iii>  to  date 

1 U8  Tliinkiui;  of  one  she  loves 

1419  Only  to  see  my  mother 

1420  How  do  yoa  llue  it?  [again 

1421  I  long  to  see  the  old  home  once 
Hi-2  When  we're  married  by^iiid-by 
It^  Believe  mo  Ifail  those  emlearlDg 
1424  Look  In  iiiv  he-irt  [yoiing'oiiarm^ 

1405  Mv  beaiitifnl  Iri^'h  maid 

1406  Olcott'.*  Iii«h  serenade 
1427  Katy  Mubone 


We  will  Bend  10  of  the  above  Songs,  your  selection, 
post-paid,  by  mail«  for  10  cents;  30  for  26^ccnts;  50 
for  40  cents;  100  for  73  cents.  Remember,  we  'will  not 
send  less  than  lO  of  these  f^ng^s  by  mail.  Be  sure  to 
order  song^s  by  their  numbers  only.  Clean  and  unused 
U.  S.  Postage  Stamps  taken  same  as  cash.  Our  cata* 
log^e  of  5,000  different  songs  sent  free  on  application. 

We  'will  send  the  Sheet  Music  of  any  of  the  above 
son^s,  arranged  for  the  piano,  'words  and  music  com* 
binod,  for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  3  copies  for  $1. 


Addr«M  all  orders  to  atther  our  New  York  or  Chicago  IIoUBe,  whichever  li  nearest  to  70a. 

-^  HENRY  i.  WEHMAN,  ^^ 

130  &  132  Park  Row,  125  W.  Madison  Street, 

New  YORK.  CHlCAOa 
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110  Songs.    Price  10  Ceriis. 

Tie  Latest  anl  Best  Collection  of  Popnlar  Sonjs  Eitanl 

COHTSNTSt-Artam  and  Ev^Anchored-A  SUfer's  Lnllaby-At  La»it-A  SeenUeas 

Ito«»— All  Aiiiotuc  the  Bailey— Aii|rel«  Took  Manima— Bid  Me  Oo'xl-Bye  ana  Go— BaltJ- 
houley  -  Bu  b> 'X  Koi.tstepn  on  th«>  Sill— Baby  Show- Banks  >nd  Bi-aes  o*  B'nnle  l>oon— 
BUckiMaria— Bachelor'^  Mull- Be  Sine  You're  Rlghl.  Then  Go  Ahead-Boyp  of  the  B<'W- 
•ry  Pit— Brlnit  Ba<'k  My  Sailor  H<n  —  Britfuile  at  ri.nteiiov— Click  "f  the  Lntch— Coon  dat 
Oot  de  Bhak»-l)uii  O  Bi  ieii'>  KatHe— lio  What  deUiKxl  book  Tt-il-  You— Don't  Do  Tlila 
and  Don't  D.  That— Dear  Katlier.  0<>ine  Down  with  the  Btami>»— Dick  Darlln',  the  Coh- 
bler— Qr»iidfath«<r'»  Dai llntc- Qoo<l-NiKlit  RequBot— Olanse-i  Mother  Woie — Oo|<ien  Wed- 
dlHK.  N<>"-  1  nnd  2— QarrTovMiiii— Hall,  jeriinaleiii,  Hull- Hull  Coin uibiu— Hear  Urm  Bella 
— Her  Wwldlng;  NUtht— Hungry  at  Soniebodt 's  Poor— FllKh-Born  Liver  Dajilel—Ha>.tea. 
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•     Words  and  Music  by  Frieda  Cohen. 
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I  am  eo  yery  happy,  I  don't  know  what  to  say: 

I'll  Btnrt  to  eciiool  to-morrow,  and  to  there  every  day; 

I'd  like  to  gee  the  tenclier— I  lienr  Bhe  is  i>o  i;oiid: 

I  hope  ohe  knows  suiiiu  fairy  tales  like  Little  liidiug  Hood. 

Refrain. 

I'll  Blurt  to  gcliool  to-morrow,  to  lenrn  to  reail  and  write; 
■    I  inn  so  very  happy,  1  won't  sleep  much  to-iii>!lit; 
':■    I've  got  my  schooi-hai;  ready,  packed  up  my  hooks  and  elate, 
So  that  1  cau'l  forget  a  thing,  or  go  tu  echuol  too  late. 

I'd  like  to  show  my  dolly  to  all  the  girls  in  school. 

But  cannot  take  her  with  me,  'canse  it's  agaiist  the  rule; 

And  if  my  cat  and  doguie  don't  fight  while  I'm  away, 

Asaoon  as  I  come  buck  from  school,  together  we  will  play.— i7</>'aln. 

As  soon  as  school  Is  over,  I'll  rnn  home  quick  to  play 

With  dolly,  cat  an<l  doL'gie;  to  all  of  them  I'll  say, 

"You  must  lie  good,  my  children,  and  nit  down  on  that  stool. 

And  I  will  teach  you  sometliiug  nice  that  I  have  leuruud  at  school."— i7</'. 


I    RAN    A    RACE. 

OopyriClit,  IMS,  by  Spauldlng  A  Qray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Ueurge  M.  Culiau. 

.  Why  weep  this  way,  Ned  T  to  a  hoy  n  man  said,' 

For  he  saw  the  tears  on  the  lad's  fiice; 
Said  the  boy  to  the  man,  •'  Sir,  a  mutch  I  jnst  ran 

With  Tommy,  and  1  loHt  the  nice." 
The  old  man  replied,  "  Eiion::h  you  have  cried — 

We  iiiiiKt  all  lose  a  lace  in  our  life; 
Let  me  tell  you.  my  lad,  of  a  race  I  ouce  had 

For  a  heart,  for  a  hand,  for  a  wife. 

C'HOIIUS. 

"I  ran  a  race,  lad,  just  the  came  as  yon; 

Came  in  second  pliice,  lad,  broken-hearted,  too; 

Ran  uguinst  my  nrotlier,  he  is  now  your  Pa; 

As  yuii  have  done,  I  lost — he  won- the  race  waa  for  your  Ma. 

**  As  I  did,  my  lad,  and  as  I  told  your  dad. 

Go  tell  I'oiiuny  you're  KJ.'id  that  he  won; 
.  For  defeat  is  no  sin,  and  we  all  cuuuot  win; 

If  so,  why  a  race  none  would  run; 
When  older  5 oil  j;ro\v,  then  belter  you'll  Itnovv 

The  inenuint;  of  i<orrow  and  strife— 
That'B  if  e'er  yon  should  face  love's  defeat  in  a  race 

For  a  heart,  for  a  hand,  for  a  wife."— C'Aoru*. 


YOU    CAN'T    FOOL    THE    DUTCH. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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.   Words  and  Music  by  Harry  8.  HUJer.    - 


Calahan  Is  a  nelchbor  of  mine,  he  lives  next  door  to  me; 

Not  a  cent  he  puys  for  rent,  while  I  pay  iwenty-tliree; 

A  Dutcliinaii,  who  owns  me  house,  of  course,  owns  Calahan'B  as  well; 

How  he  ceis  out  of  paying  tlie  rent  is  more  tiiuii  I  can  tell; 

I've  just  got  iiifonnution  from  me  cousin  Dan  Mat;ee, 

Who  says  that  Calalnni,  Home  day,  the  Diiirlininirs  heir  will  be; 

I  think  he's  hypnotized  him,  if  there's  any  such  a  thiii);. 

When  Calahan  wauta  a  dollar  or  two,  he's  only  got  to  sing: 

Chori'B. 
Ohl  yon  can  fool  the  Scotchman,  ninl  can  fool  the  French, 
And  you  can  all  fool  the  English,  if  you  know  how  to  commence; 
The  Chinee  and  the  Dugo,  well,  they  don't  amount  to  much — 
Ton  might  fool  the  liish,  but  you  can't  fool  the  Dutch. 

Now,  the  poor  Dutchman  some  time  neo  was  taken  sick,  poor  man. 

Thought  he'd  die,  so  by  and  by  he  sent  for  (.'aiahan. 

Saya  he,  "My  old  friend,  I  have  no  heirs;   I'll  deed  all  I  have  to  you." 

"It's  the  wisest  think;,"  says  Calahan,  '°  t  think,  tliitt  you  could  do." 

The  Dutchman  aoon  got  better,  then,  liedad,  he  had  no  home; 

The  pro|>erty  that  once  Mas  liis.  now  Calahan  did  own; 

And  he  pays  rent  (the  same  as  I)  to  Calahan.  you  see; 

And  ii'a  every  tuiU)U>  he  calls  for  it,  and  lliia  tome  does  sing:         ..    . 

Chokijb. 
Oh!  yon  can  fool  the  Scotchman,  and  can  fool  the  French, 
And  yon  can  all  fool  the  Bnulisli,  if  you  know  how  to  commence; 
The  Chinee  and  tliA  Dngo,  well,  they  don't  amount  to  much — 
Tou  can't  fool  the  Irish,  but  you  might  fool  the  Dutch. 


PHOEBE. 
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Words  by  Thos.  lie  Mavk.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 


Tell  me  what  yon  does  with  all  your  money,  says  PhcM-be; 

Tell  me  how  yon  gits  rid  of  all  your  money,  says  Phoebe; 

I  takes  out  the  dice  and  rolls  dem,  so:  is  dat  you  eeveuf  Mm,  Mm?  No,  no; 

Oh,  dat'a  de  way  my  money  docs  go,  Phoebe. 

Rephain. 
Oh,  oh,  oh,  pleaee  lemme  know,  Plioehe,  If  you  love  me,  tell  me  so; 
Ob,  oh,  oh,  please  lemme  know,  Phoebe,  if  you  love  me,  tell  me  ao. 

CHontis. 
Stars  are  shining,  the  moon  am  climbing,  meet  me,  Phoelie  Jane; 
Come,  my  huney,  I'se  got  money,  and  we'll  take  de  traiu. 

When  the  wint'ry  winds  begin  to  lilow,  says  Phoelie,  t 

Nothing  then  in  sight  for  to  eat  liut  snow,  says  Phoebe. 

1  gathers  the  money  layiu'  'round,  you  saves  yours  up  and  I  eaves  mine  down; 
Oh,  hold  your  job,  we'll  own  this  town,  PUocbe.—Hefiain  db  V/iorut. 
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Where  Apple  Blossoms  Blow. 
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'      '       By  wuiiaiii  F.  Peten.  '  ,.    ^ 


When  the  days  of  Spring  are  long,  ami  the  robin  is  in  aoiig. 

And  when  breezes  o'er  the  mcailow  come  and  go. 
Then  I  love  to  sit  and  think  by  the  lauuhiiig  i>trcamlet'8  hriuk, 

lu  the  orchard  where  the  apple  blossoms  blow. 

Refiiain.  I 

For  their  perfume's  Just  as  sweet,  mid  the  flitting  birds  tliat  meet 

'Mong  the  blossoms  flecked  with  crimson  blnsh  and  snow, 
Cause  my  fading  eye  to  llgliMit  eacii  deur  familiar  sight. 

In  the  orchard  where  the  apple  blossoms  blow.  I 

^'herc  to  watch  the  swHlloa<i'  fliglit,  in  the  mellow  Summer  light. 

And  listen  to  tiiu  soothing  wtiteis'  flow. 
As  they  babble  on  their  way,  nil  the  live-long,  happy  day,  | 

In  the  orchard  where  the  apple  blossoms  grow.— y^?/";ai«.  ' 

But  the  days  of  youth  are  flown,  and  I'm  standing  here  alone. 

In  the  t;linling  of  the  fading  sunset's  glow, 
*Mong  the  budding  flowers  of  Spring,  'mong  the  flitting  hiids  tliat  sing 

In  the  orchard  where  the  apple  blossoms  blow. — Ji^rain. 


LOVED    ONES. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Thos.  W.  Ilindley. 


In  a  mansion  bright  with  splendor,  filled  with  all  that  wealth  could  buy. 

Lay  a  ^outh  so  frail  and  slender,  faintly  lireuthing  his  last  sigh: 

O'er  Ins  bed,  the  father  bending,  watched  as  lifeehbed  fast  avvuy; 

Earnest  prayers  to  heaven's  throne  sendinifiStrivliig  ilenth's  cold  grasp  to  stay. 

All  in  vain;  nor  wealth  nor  station  can  restore  the  failing  breath; 

E'en  the  lads  of  every  nation  must  obey  the  cull  of  death. 

Rkfrain.  ! 

Loved  ones,  loved  ones,  how  hurd  'tis  to  part  from  onr  loved  onea; 

Nearest,  dearest,  sliall  we  not  meet  them  luicu  moref 
Never  to  sever  ties  that  must  biiul  ns  forever;  .  . 

Loved  ones,  loved  ones,  those  who  have  gone  before.  -  I 

Home  from  toll,  font-sore  and  weary,  ini  humble  peasant,  worn  with  care. 

Comes  to  And  it  chill  and  dreary,  and  his  dear  child  dying  there. 

"Ah,  'lis  pupa!  "  cries  the  baby;  "  I'm  so  glad  that  he  is  here:  | 

I  can  kiss  him  good-bye,  maybel  "  down  Ids  face  there  steals  a  tear. 

"Cheer  up,  loved  one,  do  not  grieve  you!  "  and  to  smile  the  father  tried. 

"  Kiea  me,  daddy,  I  must  leave  you,  mother's  calling  me,"  he  cried.— Jie/rain. 

Upon  the  field  of  liattle,  blceiling,  gasping,  dying,  ?    - 

See  a  soldier  struck  down,  fuint  and  woiindtKl  Bore; 

*Mid  brazen  trumpets'  blure  and  banners  flying. 
Passing  swiftly  to  the  golden  shore. 

*'Tellmywife,"liemurmured,  softly  sighing,     ■.'.•..'.  . 
"  We  shall  meet  again,  to  part  no  morel " 

Refrain. 
Loved  ones,  loved  ones,  how  hard  'tis  to  imrt  from  our  loved  onea; 
'   Nearest,  dearest,  shall  we  not  meet  them  once  more f 
',    Never  to  sever  ties  that  must  bind  us  forever;  .    ;.  .  ,• 

'     Loved  onea,  loved  ones,  never  to  part  again.  '.i  '.  ••■•'■"" 
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Composed  by  Robert  Alex.  Campbell. 

It  8eem8  but  yesterday  that  I  was  with  the  little  maid. 
And,  as  young  chiMreu  often  do,  we  quarrelled  while  we  played; 
Her  eyt'B  were  flaHhing  angry  fire,  lier  cheeks  were  burning  red; 
She  shook  her  little  fist  at  me,  nnd  this  is  what  she  said: 

RSFRAIN. 

Give  me  back  ray  playthings,  give  me  back  my  toys; 
It's  like  you  to  say  things— I  don't  like  you,  boys; 
Down  there  you  can  lay  them,  they  belong  to  me; 
Give  me  back  iny  pluythiugs,  for  friends  we  cannot  be. 

We  parted  with  advancing  years,  the  little  maid  and  I, 

But  never  did  I  quite  forget  tliose  happy  days  gone  by; 

New  pleiisurt'B  came  with  other  years,  of  wealth  I  gained  a  store. 

But  siill  I  longed  to  see  the  inuid  and  hear  her  cry  once  taoKi—Jiefrain. 

But  on  one  golden  day  in  life  I  gained  a  joy  divine, 
Tliis  little  maid  l>ecaine  my  wife,  und  perfect  love  is  mine; 
And  when  at  times,  beside  the  fire,  our  fancies  wander  free, 
I  feel  that  I  can  never  tire  to  hear  her  sing  to  me:— lie/rain. 
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THE    NEWSBOYS     OF    CHICAGO. 
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Words  by  Reginald  Mowbray.     Music  by  Lutle  St.  Clair. 


The  newsboys  of  Chicago  are  greatest  in  the  world; 
You'll  find  no  bitter  newsboys,  wherever  flag's  unfurled; 
Their  liearts  are  ever  stoutest,  all  trouble  they  defy, 
Aud  Oh,  their  voice  is  loudest,  whene'er  you  hear  them  cry: 

Chorus. 

Here  yon  have  your  morning  papers,  all  about  the  crimes— 
Ttibune,  Inter-Ocean,  Herald,  Mondng  Record,  Times; 
In  the  evening  hear  them  callinu',  none  can  tj.esc  boys  mntcn: 
Five  o'clock  Xews,  Journal,  Post,  Chicago  Mail,  Dispatch, 

As  bright  as  copper  pennies,  as  honest  as  the  day, 
Tlie  newsboys  of  Chicago  adorn  the  city's  way; 
In  sunshine  or  in  shadow,  and  always  free  from  blues. 
They  only  strive  to  give  us  the  very  latest  news.- CAorw*. 

Oh,  people  of  this  city,  remember  now  and  then 
The  newsboys  of  Chicago  shall  be  our  worthy  men. 
For  to  these  ragged  heroes,  no  tusk  to  hard  to  try. 
And  honesty  rings  clieery  in  every  passing  cryi—Ckorut. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Emy  Hultgren. 


As  boy  and  girl  together,  in  childhootVs  golden  hoars. 

Two  happy  liitle  sweethearts,  we  played  amid  the  flowers;  ;  . ! 

You  told  me  tiiat  you  loved  me,  I  gave  you  all  my  lieart. 

But  since  tta«u  long  years  have  sped  and  we  drifted  far  apart. 

Chorus. 
I^t  me  be  your  sweetheart  once  again,  let  me  be  yonr  sweetheart  once  again; 
Leave  me  not  forsaken,  let  old  love  awaken— be  my  little  sweetheart  once  again. 

Asioving  youth  and  maiden,  we  still  walked  hand  in  hand; 
Each  other  loving,  triitftiug,  the  happiest  in  the  laud,  ' 

Until  the  night  we  quarreled— you  nearly  broke  my  heart; 
In  auger,  darling,  you  left  me,  we  drifted  far  apart.— C Aorta. 

Can  you  liave  quite  forgotten  the  love  that  need  to  bef 

When  I  was  all  you  lived  for- yoa,  all  the  world  to  mef 

My  arms  are  open,  durling,  to  take  you  to  my  heart. 

Then  come,  love,  all  is  forgiven— we  never  more  shall  part— CAoriM. 


THE    LAST    FAREWELL. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Bert  Hanoa. 


No  words,  fond  heart,  can  ever  tell  the  pain  that  lies  In  this  farewell; 
No  balm  can  soothe  tliis  sad  adieu,  since  I  liave  learned  to  love  bat  yoa. 
Too  short  the  days,  when  at  thy  feet  I  li8tene<l  to  thy  voice  so  rfweet; 
Too  long  the  days  will  seem  to  me,  when  I  am  fur  away  from  thee. 

Refrain. 
Thus  ends  my  dream  of  blist<,  and  it  were  best  we  part; 
Here,  with  one  farewell  kiss,  cheer  my  breaking  lieart; 
Since  in  your  breast  to-day  love  does  no  longer  dwell. 
Then  it  were  best  to  say  forevermore  farewell. 

What  you  have  learned,  I  ne'er  shall  know,  since  I  have  learned  to  love  yon  so; 
And  In  my  lieart  shall  ever  dwell  the  sadness  of  this  last  faiewell; 
Thy  smile,  that  has  so  often  cheered  my  anxious  lieart  whtu  you  appeared. 
Shall  ever  as  a  luem'ry  ttuy,  to  pain  the  lieart  it  once  made  g&y.—Jitfrain. 

Within  your  heart,  as  in  my  own,  I  thought  that  love  had  reared  her  throne. 

Whereat  I  worshipped  only  you,  and  you  received  my  homage  true; 

But  now,  alas,  the  dream  Is  o'er,  and  we  munt  part  forevermore: 

The  hope  that  once  I  dared  to  tell  lies  buried  in  this  last  farewell.— .Ae/roin. 


r'' 


STIBOO    STIBEE. 
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As  sung  in  "The  Gaiety  QtrL" 


By  W.  B.  Gray  and  G.  L.  Spauldlng. 

Ton  will  And  this  world  a  pleasure  if  the  girl  you  love  loves  yon. 

You  will  find  this  world  a  world  of  joy  and  bliss; 
Every  evening,  when  at  leisure,  if  yonr  love  for  her  is  true. 

You  will  meet  her  and  will  greet  her  with  a  kiss. 
As  vou  wander  side  by  side  with  your  happy,  promised  bride. 

With  nothing  but  your  wedding  day  in  view; 
All  is  joy  aud  comfort  then— what  a  blessing  life  is 

When  you  know  the  girl  you  love  loves  you,    ...,•. 

Refiiain. 

When  you  know  the  girl  you  love  loves  you — 
.-■'.  If  to  her  you're  faithful,  kind  and  true, 

Not  a  single  act  you'll  rue,  you'll  have  peace  and  comfort,  too. 
When  you  know  the  girl  you  love  loves  yon. 

All  her  secrets  she  will  tell  you,  if  the  girl  you  love  loves  you. 

And  her  every  little  triumph  you  will  praise; 
For  lier  frankness  will  compel  you.  If  your  love  for  her  is  truei 

To  admire  her  winsome,  charming,  pleasant  ways. 
Then  as  time  rolls  quickly  en,  and  perbaps  a  year  has  gone,     ' 

You've  tried  her  love,  and  found  it  stuiincli  and  true, 
Ton  will  make  of  her  yonr  wife,  you'll  be  happy  ail  through  life. 

You  know  the  girl  you  love  loves  yon.— Strain. 


-All  Is  Vanity. — Laura:   "SusanVJa^  vain  as  she  can  be. 
Bessie:    "What  makes  you  thin^^"   Laura:  "  The  conceited 
thing  goes  around  saying  that  evej^^Dody  tells  her  she  looks  like  me. " 


He.— Unlucky  the  mom  on  w  hich  I  was  bom, 
The  youngest  of  several  brothers: 
At  college  and  school  considered  a  fool, 
The  prizes  were  given  to  others. 
8be.— But  noH'that  I've  said  I'm  willing  to  wed 
This  very  unlucky  young  fellow. 
Don't  grumble,  my  dear,  or  you'll  find  me,  I  fear, 

As  jealous  as  any  Othello; 
For  I  love  (he  moet  unlucky  of  men, 
But  what  is  a  girl  to  do? 
Together. 
Stiboo,  etibce,  eti-kitty-ky-en,  eti-yie,  kitty-am  etiboo. 

He.— I'm  always  in  debt  at  cards  or  roulette, 
Misfortune  knocks  every  plan  down; 
I  enter  a  horse,  who  loses,  of  course. 
The  "  Grand  Military  "  at  Sandown. 
8he  — My  counsel  is  vain,  it's  perfectly  plaia 

Bad  luck  is  yonr  favorite  iiobby;  ' 

For,  oh,  for  I  lie  time  remember  tliat,rm  ■  ■ 

Exceedingly  fond  of  you,  Bobby;  " 
For  I  love  the  most  unlucky  of  men. 
But  what  is  a  girl  to  do? 

TOGETHEB.    "  -•        ■ 

Stiboo,  stibee,  sti-kitty-ky-cn,  stiyie,  kitty-am  stiboo. 

He. — But  what  will  you  do,  my  darling  so  true. 
When  stormy  the  wind  und  the  weather? 
Oh,  will  yon  agree  to  face  it  with  me, 
Aud  chance  every  fortune  together?  ,  v  -. 

She. — Ah,  surely,  >oa  don't  imagine  I  won't; 
I'm  hurt  at  the  very  siiL'gesiion: 
For,  Bobby,  you  know,  I'm  engaged  to  you,  so 

How  can  you  ask  nie  such  a  question? 
For  you're  not  the  most  unlucky  of  men— ;•':     :■' 
Your  dear  little  Ros<-  is  true. 

Too  ETHER. 

Stiboo,  stibee,  stl-kitty-ky-tn,  sti-yie,  kitty-am  etiboo. 
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Worda  by  Georgre  Dailcy.    Music  by  Androvr  Mack. 

There  Is  a  Rirl  tlint  I  adore,  she  lives  i\cro»8  the  way;  .   > 

Stamiing  by  her  coitas;e  jjaie  I  see  her  every  day. 
At  nii;itt  my  itioiigiitt<  oft  wander  to  ilie  tiny  stare  above, 
1  Heeiu  to  Bee  in  every  one  the  girl  I  love. 

Chorus. 

The  girl  I  love,  the  tirl  I  love,  * 

She  geema  to  bo  in  every  tiny  star  abovc; 

Every  flower,  sweet  and  rare, 

Every  bird  thut  w  ings  ttic  air, 
Reuiiiids  me  of  the  giri  i  love. 

The*  vthen  yon  wander  'round  the  earth,  or  sail  the  deep  blue  sea. 

Winsome  miii'iin:)  yon  may  meet,  hut  none  so  fair  as  slie. 

My  heart  !?<  just  a  peaceful  nent  to  hold  my  geiiile  dove, 

And  Biiou  I'ii  wtd,  witli  joy  conipiete,  the  girl  I  lovt.—  Chorug. 
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Words  and  )Iu9ic  by  Davo  Blarloii. 


In  a  tenement  hnns«',  where  I  reside,  there's  a  family  overhead, 
A  racket  tliut  tliey  muko  encli  ui^Ut  is  enouKh  to  wake  the  dead. 
When  I  tell  them  for  to  SH)U  they  u'ive  iiie  no  reply, 
Aud  the  ueiglibors  on  tho  floor  below  all  begiu  to  cry: 

Chorus. 

"Slop  thut  noise,  there's  people  underneath  ycrl 

Btop  that  noise,  if  I  eo  up  I'll  make  yerl 

With  yer  jigsinj;  and  ycr  reeiiiiu  you're  caving  in  the  ceiling; 

My  flot  youil  800U  be  feeling— will  you  stop  that  Dolse?" 

They  kept  ihe  racket  going  all  this  mominc  until  four; 

'Twas  tiien  1  lout  my  patience  and  siiys  I,  "I'll  stand  no  more." 

When  I  told  them  for  to  stop  they  hit  me  in  the  eye. 

And,  as  they  kicked  uie  down  the  stairs,  the  teuauis  all  did  say: 

The  neigh Hors  alt  got  frishtencd,  and  they  called  in  the  police. 
Who  marched  us  to  the  station  house  for  not  keeping  the  peace. 
Next  morn  before  Ihe  jialge  we  went,  ten  <l<illiir8  had  to  p.iy. 
After  tills  I'll  never  interfere,  and  let  the  tenants  aay:—V/iorut. 


C/u>rut. 


The  Land  Where  the  Old  Folks  Dv/ell. 
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Words  by  R.  Woods  Gyle.    Music  by  Robert  Recker. 

In  ft  distant  land,  'ncath  a  stranger's  roof, 

A  weary  wiinderer  lay. 
His  dim  eyes  foretold  that  the  sands  of  llfo 

Were  ehliim;  fast  av\jiy; 
Still  his  only  thought  Seemed  to  be  of  home 

And  loved  ones  o'er  tiic  seas. 
And  the  only  pray'r  that  e>ciipcd  his  lips 

Was  breathed  in  words  like  these: 

CnoKUs. 

Oh,  for  the  pow'r  for  one  brief  hour  on  mv  far-away  home  to  gazo, 
I'o  once  more  stainl  on  my  native  land,  'mid  tiie  scenes  of  mv  boyhood  days- 
It  would  ease  my  pain  to  visit  again  the  land  w  here  the  old  folks  dwell. 
Their  hands  to  shake,  just  for  old  love  sake,  aud  hid  them  my  last  farewell. 

He  had  left  liis  home  with  his  young  heart  full 

Of  hope'K  hrinht.  sunny  beams, 
,     And  bis  ihoiioliis  went  forth  to  the  reaping  time 

Of  boyhooii'o  golden  dleani.". 
But  tliMi  cruel  fate  whicii  can  blast  all  aims 

llad  ruled  it  oilierwise; 
And  now  to-day,  far  away  from  his  friends. 

He  murmars  as  he  lies:— 6'A(M'N«. 

There  were  tear^dimmed  eyes  in  that  village  home 

Whene'er  the  me8sai;e  came, 
.  That  Contained  the  news  that  their  wand'rlng  boy 

Now  only  lived  in  mime; 
Still  their  grief  was  mixed  with  reflective  joy, 

Which  helped  to  eiise  their  pain,  '  '   •  ', 

Por  his  dying  words  told  of  filial  love, 

Borne  in  this  Biinple  strain:— CAor««. 


SWEET    ELSIE.  , 
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Words  and  Muslo  by  De  Witt  Marie. 


She's  coming,  sweet  El^'it,  she's  coming  to  me. 

To  say  that  she  loves  mc  ami  true  she  will  be; 

My  love  1  havi-  promised  till  death  do  us  part. 

My  Eisie,  my  ilarlino  sweetheart. 

Hiie  knows  1  am  longing  to  sec  her  again. 

And  soon  slie  is  coming  to  me 

'I'o  nive  me  her  ancwer,  and  then  we'll  ne'er  part. 

My  Elsie,  uiy  darling  sweetheart. 

Rekrain. 
She's  coming,  sweet  Elsie,  she's  coming  to  me. 
To  say  that  she  loves  me  and  true  she  will  lye; 
My  love  I  have  promised  till  death  do  us  part. 
And  now  siie  is  ctmiiiig,  my  darling  sweetheart. 
My  Elsie,  ray  darling  sweetheart. 

She's  coming,  sweet  Elsie,  I  gee  her  dear  face. 
The  fairest  and  sweetest,  with  form  full  of  grace; 
I  see  her  sweet  smiles  and  her  tender  blue  eyes. 
And  know  that  Hhe  truly  loves  me. 
Her  heart  is  m  pure  as  the  loveliest  flower 
That  hioiiniM   n  the  sweet  morning  dew; 
I'm  wuiiini>  her  coming,  her  coming  to  me, 
I  know  that  my  sweetheart  is  {lae.—Jiefrain. 

...  'u/' 
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As  Sung  In  "The  Gaiety  GlrL" 

Mesdames,  Messieurs,  je  suis  Pierrot, 
I'm  nothlim  of  the  sort,  you  know; 
But  PiiL'liacci'H  all  llie  rage. 
Ami  Pierrot's  dress  suits  middle  age. 

I  lioiight  it  from  a  swell  costoomier. 
Who  said  hed  really  nothing  roomier, 
Ami  so  I  fiiii»  a  tale  of  woe — 

Et  poiiiqtioi?  Moi.  Je  suis  Pierrot. 

Tliey've  lorn  me  rt«ay  from  my  ual,  jfal,  gal. 

In  her  iiiiiKiin  nnd  L'aiizy  fal  lal,  lal,  lal. 

My  Columhlne  sweet,  uliile  I  dance  in  the  street 

On  the  d.iy  of  the  yay  carnival,  val,  Val, 

On  the  tlay  of  the  gay  cnriiival. 

They've  torn  him  away  from  liis  gal,  gal,  gal. 

In  her  muslin  and  gauzy  fal  lal,  lal,  lal. 

His  ('olnmhiiic  sweet,  while  lie  sinus  in  the  Street 

On  the  day  of  the  gay  carnival,  val,  val. 

The  stories  told  of  poor  Pierrot 

Are  siicli  RS  cause  tlie  tears  to  flow; 

They  paint  IiIh  love  for  Columbine, 

A  graceful  girl  of  twelve  stone  nine; 

1'liey  slio>v  tlie  pains  that  rack  his  craniam. 

When  she  swears  harlequin's  geranium; 

The  lliiiig's  absurd,  he  knows  her  age,        •    ■ 

And  wliat  she  looks  like  oil  ttie  stn^el 

He's  proiiahly  sicU  of  his  gal,  gal,  eal. 

In  that  muslin  anil  gauzy  fal  lal.  lul,  lal. 

My  Columbine  hud,  and  he's  only  too  glad 

Of  a  day  at  the  gay  Carnival,  val,  val. 

Of  a  day  lit  the  uav  cirnivai. 

He's  prohahly  sick  of  his  l'iiI,  gal,  gal. 

In  tli.-it  miislln  and  gauzy  fal  lal,  lal,  lal. 

His  Columitliie  bud,  and  he's  only  too  glad 

Of  a  day  at  the  g»y  carnival,  val,  val. 

Beneath  her  window  sits  Pierrot, 

Locked  out  and  starving  in  the  snow; 

All  nonscnsti.  if  he's  lost  his  keys 

He  has  his  mc:il8  at  A-B-C's. 

His  vows  lire  often  (old  in  ballet,  an' 

At  Oovent  Garden  In  Italian; 

He's  parodied  at  mui<ic  halls, 

Reii:ns  supreme  iit  the  fancy  balls. 

Pierroi  ii  adore  tontes  les  gale,  gnis,  gats, 

Sa  .IcaiineH,  son  Elise,  et  sa  Sal,  Sal,  Sal: 

II  aime  dans  nn  way,  eiilierement  francaise, 
Sur  le  jour  clioise  pour  carnival,  val,  val, 
Snr  le  jour  clioise  pour  carnival. 

Pierroi  11  adore  loutes  les  L'als,  gals,  gals, 
8»  Jeanni'S,  sou  Elise,  et  sa  Sal,  Sal,  Sal; 
II  aime  dans  iin  way,  entlerement  francaise, 
Sur  le  jour  choise  ponr  carnival,  val,  val. 


i 


..      H 


^^^■  ■.•^,^?  X 


'  "^zi 


— If  "consistency  i^»<(]ewel,"  it  must  be  an  opal,  considering 
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Words  by  Cy  AVarman.    Music  by  Joe  Newman.' 

If  you  fjo  out  a-walkiii'  wid  ytr  Liilii  in  de  lane, 

And  you  want  to  keep  yer  Lnlu  baby  dry: 
When  you  see  de  clouds  a-coinhi\  ami  if  it  begins  to  raiu, 

Wliy,  hist  ycr  utubt-rellu  good  and  high. 

Chorus. 

Hist  yer  nmlierella,  hist  yer  ninberolla,  liist  yer  nniberella  Kood  and  high; 
If  you  don't  want  to  be  melted,  bon',  when  it  begins  to  raiu, 
Dou't  forget  to  hiet  yer  umberella. — (Dance.) 

Dis  world's  a  pnw'fal  wicked  place  for  cood  folks  to  be  in. 
And  I  gucsH  dul  we'll  Ik;  waf'iied  auay  bime-by: 

Dar"e  a  hurricane  a-comin',  and  it's  guine  be  rainiu'  sin. 
So  liisl  yer  uinberelia  good  and  Lij;h. —  C horun. 

When  desc  ole  hones  am  wcnry,  and  I  lay  dis  bniden  down 

In  de  sun-kissed  over  yonder,  by  and  by: 
I'm  gwine  to  liave  a  balo,  nnd  put  on  a  golden  crown, 

Aud  liiai  uiy  umberella  in  de  sky.— 67to;«». 
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Words  by  SValter  Flttcher.    Musii;  by  E.  R.  Steiner. 
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She's  a  wee  bit  of  mi  Irish  girl,  siie's  from  tin-  Coiinly  Clare; 
Her  eyes  are  blue  as  violets,  aiid  coal  black  is  her  Imir; 
She's  a  iirimrose  from  Ireland,  my  colleen  dhas  niiichree; 
Descended  from  the  poet  Moore,  the  bard  of  miusirelsy. 

Refiiain. 

And  she's  Irish,  she's  Irish,  my  pretty  Pepiry  Dare:  .    ';'• 

.    She's  Irish,  she's  Irisli,  she's  from  ihc  County  Clare;  '     - 

Mavoiimecii,  Mavonmeen,  with  your  eyes  of  Irisii  bltte;  ^^ 

My  darling,  my  Peggie,  my  love  "for  you  is  true.  .'.;•.' 

Her  motiier  was  a  Flaherty,  her  fatlier  was  »  Drake; 

Her  uraiKlpapa  a  Siiutery,  descendeil  from  O'Blake; 

Her  uncle  wa^  a  Dii>.'aii,  Iter  aunt  a  Miss  Mugee:  "   '    - 

Bix  cousins  of  Maginuis  from  the  to\\u  of  old  I'ralee. —A«/'ratn, 

She's  related  to  the  Kellys,  the  O'Briens  and  Diipr;iys; 

O  Flannigaii,  the  fairy,  likewise  tlie  tirerit  O'Sliea:  -  ;    '" 

The  Hogiiiis  and  the  Grogans,  Liniy  Dullren  ami  Pat  Fee, 

And  ail  the  Irish  families  upon  the  river  Li:u..~  lief  rain.  "      - 

WHEN    THE     MAILMAN     COMES. 
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Words  and  Mubic  by  W.  B.  Davia. 


There's  a  fnlr-haired  maiden  watching  for  the  gray  coat  down  the  street; 
With  Ilie  blindsshe  hides  her  liinshes  on  her  face  so  pure  and  sweet; 
Slie  is  loii}2ino  for  a  message,  and  her  soul  wilh  joy  it  hurua, 
There's  a  letter  from  her  lover  w  hen  the  mailmuu  comes. 

CnoRus. 
She  is  happy  l)eyond  ineasnre,  in  her  lionrs  of  jinre  love's  leisure. 

As  slie  presses  close  tier  treasure,  wtieii  love's  melody  she  thrums; 
Never  mind  the  sad  to-morrow,  she  will  n<'ver  yield  to  sorrow. 

And  IIS  sad  lines  she'll  ne'er  borrow,  when  the  muiimau  comes. 

Tliere's  n  sad-faced  xvoman  waiting  for  a  husband  to  return: 
He  liad  left  her  without  warning,  how  her  heart  for  him  doth  yearn; 
The  mailman's  long  in  coming,  when  she,  with  a  wail,  succumbs; 
Uer  love's  to  die,  the  letter  reads,  when  the  mailmau  cornea. 

Chords. 

Now  she's  inournine  for  her  lover,  who  was  loved  the  wide  worlil  over. 
And  she  pravs  to  God  ab<ive  her.  as  she  tjistes  life's  bitter  cniinhs; 

She  has  l)id  taiewell  to  gladness,  there  is  naught  for  her  hut  sadness; 
She  IS  verging  uu  to  madness,  when  the  muiimau  comes. 

There's  a  gray-baired  mother  waiting  for  a  letter  from  her  hoy; 
From  her  anxious  soul  site's  louuinir  for  a  meH8;ige  full  of  joy: 
Then  there  comes  a  warning  letter,  let  the  sadly  miifSed  drums 
Beat  but  a  balm  to  mother  when  the  mailmau  comes. 

Chords. 

The  l)oy  is  dead,  she's  dying— death  on  hurried  wings  is  flying; 

Hear  that  mother's  aivful  crying,  a  true  man's  heart  benumbs. 
Never  crackled  pafiercrisper;  Imshl  it  is  lier  baby's  whisper, 

Tells  her  in  an  angel's  whisper,  when  the  mailman  comes.  ;  . 


The  Kingdom  Whar^  de  Good  Folks  Go.  ( 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  H.  McelUm. 


Get  down  your  family  bible,  and  give  np  your  wicked  v\ ays. 

And  prepare  yourself  for  glory  bye  and  l))e; 
Sing  glory  halielujali  in  a  mighty  son<;  of  praise. 

And  the  angels  they  will  join  you  in  de  sky. 
Come,  you  sinners,  and  prepare,  th<'re'll  be  trouble  in  de  air. 

So  L'ci  ready,  for  de  trumpet's  t;"ine  to  blow; 
For  the  sinners  that  am  late  bus  to  knock  upon  the  gate 

Of  de  kingdom  whar  de  good  folks  go. 

Chorus. 

When  you  travel  'cross  the  river  Jordan, 
Keep  your  eye  upon  the  golden  sun  and  don't  be  slow. 

Don't  you  worry,  move  on  in  a  hurry. 
And  get  ready  for  the  kingdom  »  har'  de  good  folks  go. 

Don't  li'ger  any  longer  on  de  Crooked  path  of  sin. 

Or  the  dibhel's  bound  to  get  >oii  bye  and  bye; 
Turn  lowarils  the  light  of  t;!ory,  for  1  know  they'll  kt  yr.ii  in. 

And  pur  golden  wings  upon  yon  when  you  die. 
There's  old  Peter  you  must  greet,  you  must  bow  low  *\  hen  you  meet; 

You  must  humble  down  before  him  mit;lity  low: 
Don't  forjret  to  bend  your  knee,  for  he  holds  de  t;oldeu  key 

Of  de  kin^-doni  wliar'  Ue  good  folks  go.—  Chorui. 

The  book  of  Moses  tells  you  if  your  soul  you  want  to  save. 

You  must  travel  witii  the  lialleiiijah  hand: 
If  yon  want  to  co  up  yoniier  when  you  lise  up  from  the  grave,    . 

Do  not  poster  witii  the  cnickens  in  dis  lan<l. 
Climb  up,  sinners,  all  de  way,  while  de  sunshines  make  de  bay. 

While  you  journey  in  dis  wicked  world  of  woe: 
With  the  white  folks  we  will  shine — they  don't  draw  uo  color  line 

lu  de  kingdom  whar'  de  good  folks  ^o.—  CUoru*. 


THE    KICK-UP-A-ROW    BRIGADE. 
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Wolds  by  Harry  Bodcn  and  Gus  Williams.    Music  by  Felix  McGlennon. 

A  \^eek  ago,  this  very  night,  with  half  a  dozen  more  of  good  old  pals. 

Jolly  old  pals: 
We  went  up-town,  the  usual  place,  for  fun  and  jollity, 
'I'he  spot,  you  know,  where  fellows  Ko  When  out  upou  a  spree; 
Johnson,  we  made  leader  of  the  band; 
He  took  IIS  in  hand,  marched  us  off  so  grand; 
Ann  iu  arm,  we  to  each  otiier  cltinlr. 
While  every  comic  soug  he  knew  old  JoLneou  loudly  sung. 

Chorus. 
AH  of  us  did  the  same,  all  of  iis  played  thfi  errnne: 
Every  one  was  a  good  otd  chum,  ruin-ii-iddly-iini-tt-nm; 
None  of  lis  cared  a  hang  liow  much  noise  we  made; 
We  Mere  all  boys,  good  boys,  of  the  "  Kick-up-a-U<nv  Brigade." 

We  tliea  went  up  the  Bowery,  and  soon  were  in  the  midst  of  all  the  fnii. 

Bowery  fun: 
If  was  both  fast  and  furious,  as  you  are  well  aware: 
We  saw  the  elephant,  the  fox,  the  tiger  and  the  bear; 
After  which,  the  theatre  we  trietl; 

Entrance  was  denied,  we  were  put  ontside;  -.       '■     '' 

police  then  came  to  put  matters  right. 
Wheu  JolAisou  lost  his  temper  and  pulled  off  his  coat  to  light.— (7Ao»</s. 

For  half  an  hour  or  more,  we  had  what  any  one  might  call  a  friendly  ^ciap, 

A  Jilayfiil  scrap. 
And  lancnage  eweet  ami  beautiful  ascended  to  the  skies: 
We  d  lirokeii  noses,  dii^o  hats  and  numerous  black  eyes; 
To  the  stiition-houee  we  all  were  borne. 
Raoged,  briiis<-d  and  torn,  and  the  Judge  next  mora 
Scratched  his  head,  on  Johnson  fixed  his  gaze. 
And  euid,  "  Ten  dollars  flue,  or  take  the  usual  thirty  days."-  Chorus. 


—Looking  Forward.— I  wish  I  didn't  hf.ve  such  a  name,"  said 
little  Wilkinson  Peterby  Rooterturn,  discontenledly.  "Why?" 
a.sktd  Tommy  Atkins.     "  Becuise  it'll  be  so  hard  to  say  when  I 

run  f(jr  president.     People  will  start  to  yell  '  Hooray  for '  and 

that's  as  far  as  they'll  get."— Pucfc. 


—Not  That  Kind.— "So  your  husband  is  sick?"  said  the  sym- 
pathetic grocer  to  a  regular  customer.  "Yes,  poor  man," 
answered  the  wife;  "he's  pretty  badly  off."  "  What's  the  matter 
with  him,  hey?  Fever?"  "No,  it  ain't  hay  fever  or  grass  fever; 
it'.s  regular  old  fever'n  ague,"  snapped  flic  woman,  and  the  sym- 
ptithetic  grocer  held  his  peace. — Detroit  Free  Prest. 
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When  Your  Pride  Has  a  Tumble. 
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As  Sung  in  "The  Gaiety  Girl." 

Wben  yonr  pride  has  hnd  a  tumble,  and  you've  set  the  cap  too  hli?b. 
Though  at  fate  you're  iipt  to  grumble,  uever  sit  and  t*ulk  uud  eigh; 
Let  your  little  lieart  beat  faster,  keep  your  temper,  if  you  can; 
Wheu  you  fail  to  get  ilie  master  be  couieuted  with  the  luau.    Ahl— 

Refiiain. 
Thin  is  how,  at  home,  thiuca  m>— tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la. 
And  I  think  good  tn«te  we  ahow— tra  lu  la  la  la  la  la  la  la. 
ThJ8  is  liow,  ut  home,  tilings  go— tra  la  lu  lu  lu  lu  la  la  la. 
As  for  money,  we  don't  care, 
But  too  much  love  one  luus^  not  share. 

In  default  of  silk  or  satin,  yon  muot  don  a  simple  dress: 

WantinR  room  to  swing  a  cut  in,  pray  he  siiiisfled  with  less. 

When  denied  the  gold  o(  Yankee  then  the  humble  copper  take; 

For  u  crust  of  bread  say  thaukee,  when  you  can't  get  currant  cake.  Ah- 


•  Chorut. 


Parody  on: 

THE  SIDEWALKS  OF  NEW  YORK 

Wriiten  by  V.  CahiU,  of  the  Cahill- Wallace  Combination. 

Bend  for  Free  Pataloenie  of  Sonsr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Portnne  Tell- 
ers Triek  Books  Recitation  Rooks,  IVnnv  BallailH.rnll  Books.  Joke  B..oks,Sketoh  Books, 
StuVno  SneetM.eH"  Irish  S'Oie  Books.  Cook  Books'.  BookH  of  Ainusein.-nt.  Sheet  Music  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehiuau.  130  A  1S8  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  lao  W.  Madlsou  Street,  Chicago. 

"  New  York  is  quite  a  village,"  once  said  a  rul)en  cole. 

As  he  walked  around  ii  corner  and  fell  lu  a  coal  hole. 

The  police  quickly  caugiit  him  and  to  the  station  bouse  he  was  borne; 

He  got  eixiy  days  for  cteaiin;;  coal 

On  the  sidewalks  of  New  York. 

Chorus. 

This  side,  that  side,  all  around  the  street. 

The  people  walk  on  wooden  leus.  so  they  won't  wear  out  their  feet: 

It  never  rains,  it's  always  wet,  tlie  stieeis  are  never  dark. 

The  red-headed  girls  give  light  enough  on  the  sidewallis  of  New  York. 

There  waj^  a  crazy  barber,  Pat  Casey  was  his  name. 

He  used  to  shave  tlie  bums  for  notliing,  but  he  got  his  dough  »U  the  eame; 

He  shaved  them  in  the  day  lime,  he  shaved  them  in  the  dark, 

And  sometimes  he'd  go  and  shave  the  grass  off, 

Ou  the  sidewalks  of  New  York.— f;Ao/!«. 

That's  where  Johnny  Shannon  and  little  Ed  McCann 
First  learnt  to  play  a  curd  game  and  rush  the  old  tin  c*n; 
Also  Mary  Nolin,  with  a  face  like  a  champagne  cork. 
First  learnt  to  mush  the  policemen 
On  the  sidewalks  of  New  York.—  C  !ioru». 
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Words  and  Music  by  Mollie  Thompson.        .  , 

The  other  night  In  our  ward  they  gave  a  fancy  ball, 
But,  strange  to  say,  they  all  behaved,  there  was  no  fight  at  all; 
'Twus  given  by  the  tailors,  a  decent  set  of  men. 
And  ev'ry  one  dressed  in  his  best— the  fun  commenced  at  ten. 

CnoRiTS. 

First  they  marched  and  then  they  waltzed,  then  tbey  began  to  sing; 

They  all  had  a  high  old  time,  and  all  their  friends  did  bring. 

Of  course,  I  was  invited,  I  never  saw  the  like,  I 

Aud  the  foreman  of  the  tuiiormeu  is  my  son  Mike.  ' 

Now  Mike  he  has  a  fine  job,  with  nothing  else  to  do 

But  walk  around  and  see  the  work,  and  8i>ort  when  he  gets  through; 

With  fine  clothes  and  a  silk  bat,  he  puts  on  lots  of  style. 

But  wheu  I  saw  him  lead  the  march,  I  couldn't  help  but  KvaWn.—  Chontt. 
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At  a  kind  old  mother's  side  sat  her  eMest  boy,  her  pride. 

Who  would  soon  arrive  at  manhood's  staee  of  life. 
When  the  lad  began  to  tell  of  a  girl  be  loved  so  well. 

And  intended  asking  her  to  be  his  wife. 
On  that  loving  mother's  face  care  at  once  your  eye  could  trace, 

Like  the  change  of  brightest  sunlight  into  gloam; 
"  Have  you  stopped  to  think,"  said  she,  "  what  your  lot  in  life  shonid  be, 

£re  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  home?  " 

Chorus.  , 

When  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  hnppy  homestead  '   ' 

And  to  sail  with  you  o'er  matrimony's  foam. 
You  should  have  employment  then,  earn  yonr  way  and  living. 

When  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  home. 

When  the  kind  old  mother  said,  "Tell  m..-,  lad,  if  you  were  wed, 

How  could  you  support  a  wife  and  dress  tier  wellf" 
Said  the  lad,  "  Wliy,  we  could  live  <m  the  money  you  would  give, 

And  in  one  of  father's  bouses  we  conid  dwell." 
*'  But  the  girl,"  the  mother  cried,  "  bus  a  dignity  and  pride, 

To  depend  on  us,  from  home  would  never  roam; 
Though  we'll  help  you  all  we  can,  we  want  you  to  act  a  man, 

When  you  aak  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  home.— CAoriM. 
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A    DIAMOND    RING. 
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Wifldu  our  fam'ly  bible  there's  a  flower  fondly  pressed, 
A  token  of  a  motlier  deiir,  who's  long  been  laid  to  rest, 
A  treasure  that  we  cherish  more  than  all  the  wealth  of  gold— 
Tlie  withcr'd  leaves  bring  back  to  mind  the  story  mother  told. 
'Twas  once  a  little  red,  red  ros<>,  and  worn  on  mother's  breast; 
Of  all  the  flower!*  in  the  world  iliis  one  she  loved  the  best. 
It  filled  our  heart.s  with  iileasurc  in  the  happy  days  of  yore. 
When  first  we  heard  the  Story  of  the  rose  my  mothgr  wore. 

CUORUS. 

Only  a  rose,  now  fadi'd,  that  once  dear  mother  wore, 
Its  leaves,  the  denrext  token  of  thut  mother  gone  before; 
This  rose,  long  dead  aud  witlii-r'd,  I  love  it  more  and  more, 
Tne  rose  that  in  its  l>eaiity  my  mother  proudly  wore. 

When  gather'd  'round  our  o'd  fireside,  'twas  mother's  pride  (o  tell 

A  tale  of  youth  and  love  and  home  that  she  remembered  well: 

When  she,  in  all  her  girlish  pride,  upon  her  wedding  day 

Met  father  in  the  village  church,  her  ninrringe  vows  to  say. 

Ani'  as  alone,  to  plight  her  faith,  she  stood  without  a  friend. 

The  parson 'it  son  and  dauglit-T  Ciime  nnd  did  their  servlCe  lend; 

A  blushing  rose  that  found  it«  way,  an  uniiivited  <;uest. 

My  father  took  from  off  the  floor  and  pinned  to  mother's  breast.- CAoru«. 

The  rose  was  kept  through  weal  and  woe,  it  stayed  a  lasting  guest. 

And  in  the  time-worn  bible  found  a  holy  place  of  rest: 

It  came,  a  sign  of  love  nnd  joy,  when  hearts  were  joined  In  one. 

It  stayed  throughout  their  wedded  life  until  their  day  was  done. 

And  then,  a  wither'd,  faded  rose,  a  happy  lulc  it  told 

Of  marriages  in  heaven  made  nnd  love  that's  never  old; 

And  now  we  love  it  as  a  friend  of  parents  gon<;  ix-forc. 

This  wither'd  form  and  faded  leavee,  the  rose  my  mother  wore.— CAoru*. 


Words  and  Music  by  James  Alvin  Fairfield. 


Love  Is  sometimes  shallow,  of len  very  deep. 
Filling  hearts  with  gladness,  making  life  complete; 
Some  have  naught  but  sunshine,  life  is  all  a  gain. 
Others  doom'd  to  sadness,  misery  and  pain. 
Once  there  was  a  maiden,  fairest  one  on  earth, 
Life  was  always  happy,  full  of  joy  and  mirth; 
She  was  all  his  treasure  and  his  heart  did  win, 
And  he  sealed  his  future  with  a  diamond  ring. 

Refrain. 
Jnst  a  little  diamond,  just  a  broken  heart. 
Tells  a  life's  true  story,  as  we  drift  apart: 
Once  a  vow  of  marriage,  hnppiness  should  bring, 
'Yet  how  sad  the  story  uf  that  diamond  ring. 

All  went  well  together,  till  one  fatal  day. 

Just  for  Idle  pleasure,  he  went  to  the  play; 

There  he  saw  his  sweetheart  with  another  man; 

Silently  he  watched  tiieni,  pierced  by  jealous  pang. 

Then  he  wrote  a  letter,  all  his  love  was  vain:  ■- 

They  must  end  their  friendship,  ne'er  to  meet  again. 

Ifezt  day  came  a  pnckuge  with  that  precious  thing. 

She  returned  the  sparkling,  little  diamond  ring  — /f</'raiii. 

Years  have  passed  in  sorrow  and  he  ne'er  has  wed. 

Drifting  o'er  this  wide  world,  wishing  he  was  dead; 

No  one  to  Console  him,  stranirers  ev'ry  where, 

Ho|>e,  his  consolation,  ling'ring  in  despair. 

But  that  little  jewel,  thonuh  it  gave  him  pain,        :  ^ 

'Tis  to  him  a  treasure,  'tis  to  him  her  name; 

He  will  ever  prize  it,  love  that  precious  thing. 

For  'two*  love's  sweet  token,  a  little  diamond  ring.— 77^rain. 
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She  May  Have  Seen  Better  Days. 
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]  Words  and  Music  by  James  Thornton. 


While  elrolling  along  with  the  city's  vast  throDg,        ^-    .     ', 

On  a  iiiKht  tliat  was  bitter  (;<>I»J, 
•      I  noticed  11  crowd  wlio  were  lnii<;hing  nload 

At  something  they  cliuiiced "to  behold;  < 

I  Btop|>e(l  for  to  see  what  the  object  could  be,  '  ~'     • 

And  there,  on  a  doorstep,  lay 
A  woman  in  tears,  from  the  crowd's  angry  jeers,  .    . 

And  tUeu  I  heard  somebody  say: 

Chobus. 

She  may  have  seen  better  days,  when  she  was  in  her  prime; 

She  may  hiive  seen  belter  days,  once  upon  a  time; 

Though  by  Ilie  wayside  she  fell,  she  may  yet  mend  her  ways; 

Some  poor,  old  mother  is  waiting  for  her,  who  lias  seen  better  days. 

If  we  could  but  tell  why  the  poor  creature  fell,  \, 

Perhaps  we'd  not  be  so  severe:  . 

If  the  truth  were  but  known  of  this  outcast  alone, 

Mayhiip  we  would  all  shed  a  tear. 
She  was  once  eomcDiie's  joy,  cast  aside  like  a  toy — 

Abandoned,  forsaken,  unknown. 
■       Every  man  standing  by  had  a  tear  in  his  eye. 

For  some  had  a  daughter  at  borne.— 6'Ao;u#. 

The  crowd  went  away,  but  I  longer  did  stay; 

For  from  her  I  was  loath  to  depart; 
I  knew  by  ner  nii<an,  as  she  sat  there  alone, 

That  so'metliiiig  was  breaking  her  lieart; 
She  told  me  her  life,  she  was  once  a  good  wife. 

Respected  and  honored  by  all; 
Her  hufhand  had  fled  ere  they  were  long  wed. 

And  tears  down  her  cheeks  sadly  fall.— Chorus. 


KEEP    A-KNOCKIN'. 
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Words  by  Michael  E.  Rourke.    Music  by  Fi-ank  Pallnia. 


I'sp  gwine  for  to  buy  me  a  golden  car, 
Keep  a-kiiockin',  keep  a-unockiu';  ,. 

To  carry  me  up  to  de  laud  afar,  ■     ' 

Keep  a-knocU in',  keep  a-Unockin'; 

De  ii<)s:*es  shall  be  ob  de  finest  breed, 

Wid  wing^  on  dare  feet,  for  to  gib  dem  speed; 

De  angel  band  I'se  gwine  for  to  lead, 
Keep  a-knockin' at  de  golden  gate. 

Chorus.  ' 

'Way  np  liigh,  in  de  sky:  chil'nn  don't  be  late; 
Be  sure  to  bring  your  money,  or  Pete  will  say,  "My  honey,  keep  a-knockin', 

Keep  a-knocUin',  keep  a-knockin'  at  de  golden  gate." 

"  Who's  darf"  says  Petah.    " 'Tis  I,  your  honey." 
"Well,  you,  keep  kuockin',  knockin',  kuockiu',  keep  a-knockin'." 

:  Jee'  roll  all  dose  great  big  clonds  away. 
Keep  a-knockin',  l»eep  a-knockin'; 
Don'i  want  any  piccaninnies  siHn<tin' in  de  way, 
'.  Keep  ii-kni)CKin',  keep  a-linockin': 

So  irood-bye,  honey,  if  de  track's  well  laid;    , 
III  bet  you  my  head  if  I'ee  not  delayed, 
I'll  husi  all  de  time  dat  was  eber  made,  ■' 

Keep  a-kuockm' at  de  golden  gate.— C^rM#. 

I'se  tired  ob  dis  earth,  so  I  must  away,    ■ 
Keep  a-knockin',  keep  a-knockin';  ,     - 

So  l>y».-l))e,  my  honey,  till  de  Judgment  Day, 
.-  Keep  M-kuockin',  keep  H-kno-ikin';  .,,.\ 

Ole  Petah  am  standin"  at  de  golden  gale 

To  see  me  urribe  in  a  two-minule  gate; 

He  woirt  hab  de  heart  for  to  tell  me  to  wait. 
Keep  a-kuockiu' at  de  golden  gate.— CA<M1«. 


SHE'S    COMING,    AFTER    ALL. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Oraham. 


My  Nellie  dear  is  coining  from  tlie  old  spot  far  away. 

She's  coming  here  to  wed  me,  thongli  they  tried  to  make  her  fltay; 

Before  I  l«ft,  five  years  auo,  she  said,  "I'll  join  you,  Dan; 

I'll  wait  liete  till  you  write  tliat  you're  an  independent  man." 

Refrain. 
Site's  sailing,  she's  sailing  from  over  the  water  to  meet  me; 
Sweet  Nellie  Kelly  is  coming  at  my  call; 
•  ■'  Nellie,  ui>  darling,  I'm  patiently  waiting  to  greet  thee — 

I  always  knew  tliai  she  would  be  true,  and  she's  coming,  after  all. 

I've  robbed  them  of  a  jewel  if  she's  as  she  used  to  be; 

Her  parents  sidil  I  was  no  good— they  never  cared  for  me; 

But  Nellie  said  she'd  stick  to  me,  whatever  might  l>efall; 

They  could  not  keep  her  from  me,  and  she's  coming,  after  All.—Btfraim, 

The  place  is  neat  and  dainty  I  have  famished  for  ray  pearl;       -    /  ■  ;■ 

As  nice  a  little  home  us  ever  held  an  Irish  i;irl: 

I  have  not  told  her  half  the  things  for  hei  I've  put  away; 

She'll  flud  surprises,  all  around,  upon  our  wedding  day.— li^rain. 


Playing  in  the  Old  Log  Barn. 
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Words  by  John  Stevenson.    Music  by  Albert  W.  Brown. 


Of  all  the  happy  times  of  youth  that  I  can  call  to  mind. 

When  sporting  'round  the  dear  old  home  co  long  sii.ce  left  behind. 

There's  one,  so  deeply  printed,  that  no  time  shall  e'er  erase— 

'Twas  playing  in  the  old  log  burn  ui>on  the  rainy  days. 

We,  boys  aiuj  girls  together,  and  the  iieiiihbors'  children,  too; 

Oh.  how  we  lovfd  the  rainy  days,  and  thought  them  all  too  few; 

And  how  we'd  climb  the  ladder  and  ttimhle  in  the  hay. 

When  playiug  in  the  old  log  baru  upon  a  rainy  day. 

And  once  when  I  liad  fallen  thro'  the  hatchway  to  the  floor. 
Who  first  came  down  to  bind  my  wound  but  little  Clara  More; 
Then  love,  my  first  and  only  love,  awoke  there,  as  I  lay. 
From  falling  in  tlie  old  log  barn  upon  that  rainy  day. 
We,  boys  and  girls  together,  and  the  neighbors'  children,  too,  etc. 

Now  gone  the  dear  old  homestead,  and  short  now  is  my  life. 

But  Clara  still  sits  by  my  side,  my  darling,  little  wife; 

And  often  we  renew  our  love  and  while  the  time  away. 

By  talking  of  the  old  log  baru  upon  that  rainy  day. 

We,  boys  and  girls  together,  and  the  neighbors"  children,  too,  etc. 


THE    PIGaiE    WHO    ROAMED. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Roma. 


—"Come  on,  and  let  us  ask  Pa.  We  have  to  face  the  music, 
yon  know."  "  It  isn't  the  music  I  mind  so  much,  Clara,  but  the 
musician."  

—The  proprietor  of  the  only  hotel  in  the  village  was  also  the 
undertaker.  The  guests  were  gathered  around  the  table  one  day, 
and  the  solemn  man  looked  up,  sigheti  heavily,  and  then  let  his 
giize  fall  on  his  plate.  "  I  see,"  he  said  in  measured  tones,  "  that 
there  has  l)een  another  funeral."  Every  one  looked  up  inquiringly. 
"  How  lio  you  know?"  nsked  the  brisk,  little  widow.  "Because," 
and  the  solemn  man  sighed  again,  "  there  are  flowers  on  the  table 
and  ice  on  the  butter." — Hotel  R^pm-ter, 


•o       Seated  by  the  fireside,  as  the  siiadows  fall,  - '.    •: 

.   .  ■  Watching  how  the  light  throws  figures  on  the  wall,  "    • 

Mem'ry,  ever  precious,  turns  to  childhood's  days; 
To  the  hour  of  bed-time,  and  dear,  old  mother's  lays: 

Refrain. 
This  little  pig  went  to  market,  and  this  little  pig  stayed  at  home; 
This  little  piggie  had  nice  roast  beef,  this  little  piggie  had  none; 
But  the  piggies  that  she  told  us  of,  there  was  one  little  piggie  who  roamed; 
'Twas  the  piggie  who  cried, with  tears  iu  bis  eyes,  "  My  way  I  cannot  find  borne.' 

But  our  childhood  passes,  years  so  swiftly  fly. 

Children  grow  to  miinlioo<l,  marry  bye  and  liye;  "     ■ 

Club-nightfr'  celebrating,  out  with  pigs  full  grown; 

When  it's  time  to  leave  them,  their  way  they  cau't  find  homt.—R^. 

All  are  like  the  piggies  of  the  nursery  rhyme, 
JiiBt  a  life  of  roaminL'— some  have  roast  l)e<-f  fine;     ^"      ■"■■■. 
All  must  Come,  at  last,  to  the  gates  with  golden  domea, 
, .  "Hoping  there's  no  piggie  but  finds  liis  pathway  homt.—RffrcAn. 


— Daughter:  "  You  know,  father,  they  are  going  to  have  a  fair 
at  the  church  next  week,  and  I  thought!  would  like  to  get  some- 
thing for  it."  Father  (handing  her  a  check):  "Certainly,  my 
daughter.  In  the  cause  of  charity  I  am  always  liberal.  What 
were  you  going  to  get?"  Daughter:  "  Something  iu  the  way  of  a 
new  gown." 
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TRILBY. 

Written  by  Leontlne  StanfleUL 
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Tune—"  Old  Dau  Tucker." 


A  girl  struck  town  Itie  other  day, 
And  some  folks  thii.k  she's  rather  gay; 
But  you  cau'c  drive  that  t;iil  away. 
For  Trilby 'a  couie  and  Come  to  Slay. 

Chorus. 
Then  out  of  the  wuy,  make  room  for  Trilby; 
Stand  aside,  muke  room  for  Trilby. 
There  uever  was  a  Rirl,  nor  will  be. 
In  auy  wuy  at  all  like  Till  by. 

She  hna  a  fool  that's  worth  a  frame. 

And  ull  )ier  charms  are  sung  in  fame; 

Sweetness  Is  Triiby's  otlit-r  iiunie. 

Why  cunt  all  nice  girls  work  that  game?— C'AortM. 

Oh,  Trilby  is  the  latest  fad. 

And  evvry  one  is  Trilhy-niud; 

They've  put  dear  Trilby  in  a  show. 

And  wliere  siie'll  laud  us  I  dou't  kaov/.—  Cflorus, 


OLD    BEFORE    HIS    TIME. 
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Words  by  Sydney  Rosenfeld.    Husic  by  Ludwig  Euglaender. 

Oh,  many  are  tlie  tliines  thiit  I  could  gatiMT  in  a  rhyme, 

Tliat  tend  to  mitke  poor  riiS'niu;  man  urow  ohi  before  his  time: 

There's  such  a  lot  of  worries,  such  unzlely  and  care, 

Tlicre'e  loss  of  wealth,  there's  lot>«  of  iiemtii  ami  aleo  loss  of  hair; 

There's  loss  of  sleep  and  u|i|>etltp,  and  iilso  liope  or  heurt— 

All  haviDi;  equal  trudency  to  luiiko  your  youtli  <lepart. 

And  that  everlit»tii>K  tiiriff,  out  of  reHSon,' out  of  rhyme, 

That's  enough  to  iniilte  one  old  before  his  lime. 

Yes,  that  is  one  thinj;,  yes,  tiiut  is  one  thins  niukfs  a  man  old  l)efor«  Ids  time; 

Yea,  that  is  one  thing,  jes,  that  is  one  thing  makes  a  man  old  before  bis  time. 

The  modem  school  of  acting's  such  a  tidng  of  pnre  delight; 

Tiie  heroine  lius  consuiniition,  tlie  iiero  meningitis, 

Tiie  viliuin  yellow  jaundice  -oh,  his  eufft-rings  are  fenrfiil. 

The  scene's  laid  in  a  hospital  to  make  it  nice  and  cliefrful. 

And  the  happ'tiiDL'S,  thoiigli  abiiormal.  are  supported  by  siutistics. 

It's  n  school  of  realism  and  endorsed  hy  reulistics. 

And  the  audience  are  wading  thruuL'li  the  mire  und  the  slltuu. 

As  they  feel  tliemselves  ijrow  oM  before  their  time. 
Yes,  that  is  one  tiling,  yes,  that  is  one  thing  makes  a  man  old  hefore  his  time: 
Yes,  Ibat  is  one  thing,  jes,  that  is  one  tbiug  makes  a  nuui  old  before  hia  lime. 


There  Ain't  A-Going  To  Be  Any  Core. 


Copyrlgbt,  1896,  by  Jos.  Thome. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Frank  Addis  Kent. 


Little  Willie  hoy  ha<1  a  big  red  apple, 

Sittine  on  Ins  ratlK-r's  stoop: 
Little  Eddie  l»oy  comes  around  the  corner, 

Playing  with  his  liuH  and  iioop. 
Li'tle  Eildie  hoy  begs  a  Idle  of  the  apple. 

Little  Willie  boy  Biiys  "No": 
Little  Eildie  boy  usks,  ''Can't  I  have  the  core,  then?" 
Little  Willie  boy  liiughs,  "IIo!  ho!  h<>!" 
Kefraim. 
"There  ain't  a-going  to  be  any  core,  tiiere  ain't  a-goIng  to  be  any  core, 
For  I'm  going  to  eat  it  all;  you  can  t-'o  and  throw  your  bail, 

For  I  wfll  not  play  witli  you  any  more. 
There  ain't  a-going  to  be  iiny  core,  there  ain't  a-going  »(>  be  any  core, 
FAr  I'm  goini;  to  eat  it  all;  you  can  go  and  throw  your  i>all. 
Fur  there  ain't  a-going  to  be  any  core." 

Little  Eddie  boy  had  Ids  nice,  new  baseball, 

PlayiiiK  on  the  (Illy  before: 
.     Little  Willie  boy  came  around  to  borrow. 

Little  Eddie  sinnuned  the  door. 
Now  when  litl'e  Eddie  wMiiis  to  bite  the  apple. 

Little  Willie  Ijoy  H»ys  "No": 
Little  Ed'lle  hoy  askH,  "Can't  I  have  the  core.  thfcnV 

Little  Willie  boy  laughs,  "Uo!  hoi  hoi  "—/;./> ai/i. 

Little  Willie  boy  and  his  playmate  Eddie, 

Cliildish  thoutili  it  seems  to  uh. 
Have  tlieir  imitators  in  meu  and  women. 

And  it  is  ridiculous. 
-     How  we  vent  our  spite  nnd  our  mean,  little  grudges, 

Wlicn  a  fuvor'8  Hsked  »iiy,  "No," 
Just  like  little  Willie,  « ill  not  share  our  apple. 

Answer  with  a  mocking,  "Hoi  hoi  liol ''— 7?</ir«U. 


MY    BABY'S    LAST    KISS. 


Written  by  Leontlne  Stanfleld. 
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Two  little  pattering  feet  follow  me  to  the  door;  , 

"  Papa  is  going  away,  baliy  wants  one  kisa  more." 

And  I  fold  my  little  one  to  my  lienrt,  I 

And  we  love  and  we  kiss  before  I  start. 

The  day  is  bright,  niy  iieurt  is  liglit;  at  the  corner  I  turn  to  see 

My  baby-girl  in  her  mother's  arms  kissing  her  bauds  to  me. 

Cuoiiiia. 
My  baby's  last  kiss,  my  hahy's  Inst  kiss. 
Live  IIS  long  IIS  I  may,  tiii  I'm  old,  bent  and  gray;  -' 

There  is  nothing  can  blot  from  my  memory  t 

My  buby's  last  kiss. 

Two  little  pattering  feet  are  now  forever  still. 

And  my  baby's  warm,  red  lips  are  rigid,  duiiip  and  chill; 

In  frenzy  I  clasp  her  forni  to  my  lirciiet 

And  I  try  to  murmur,  "God  Unows  bt-et." 

All  Joy  has  fled,  my  lieurl  seems  ilend,  for  never  auain  will  I  sea 

My  beautiful  babe  in  her  luuthur's  arms,  Uisaing  her  hands  to  me.—  Chorut. 


WHO'S    DAT    HUQGIN'     YOU, 
HANNAH    BROWN?  j 
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Woi-ds  by  Katherlne  Stogg.    Music  by  Emma  R.  Stclncr 


A  little  girl  I  own  down  South,  her  numu  is  irinnuh  Bnnvn; 

8he  Is  the  prettiest  girl  on  erf,  but  t^e  biggest  flirt  in  loan. 

Willi's  dut  hiiugin'^ou,  Uunnnli  Brown,  out  diir  wiir  de  moon  sliines  whitef 

I  crept  up  close  and  my  MZor  flnw— dur  wnf  oi^e  lefs  nigger  dut  night. 

Some  folka  called  it  munier,  licn,  and  some  a  irngfdy. 

But  now,  when  Uauuuh  sits  iu  de  moon,  ahc  only  gels  hngged  by  me. 

Refiiain. 

Who's  ilHt  hiiirgin' you,  tlanuah  Drown, 

Out  in  lie  old  nioon:i);ntt 
Who's  dat  hiiL'^ln'  you,  Uann'ih  Brown, 
An'  holdiu'  you  so  tigiiif— (A'w»l/ij7  noite.) 
Solo. 
Somebody's  geiiln'  kissed;  look  out,  don't  spniin  your  wristl 

Uh,  ull,  nil!  Hunnali  Brown!  Uh,  nlil  liimuah  Bruwul 
Who's  (hit  liUL'L'in'  >ou,  hiioglu'  you,  huL'L'iu'  you. 
Who's  dat  hiiggiu'  you,  Uaunuh  Brouuf 

On  summer  nlL'hts  de  hoys  nnd  L'irls  rides  pnst  on  de  wny  from  town. 
And  dey  sinus  out  loud  us  dcy  cross  (Iu  road,  "  Wliar  are  you.  Ilmin.'ili  Browiif" 
Wlio's  dut  liuguin'  von,  liiinnnli  Brown,  out  d.ir  wnr  de  moon  eiiinus  bright? 
I  sings  out  to  dem  diirk'-y  boys.  "Is  nny  of  joii  lookiii'  tor  fluiii?**  , 

Dey  dou't  say  mnch  ami  dey  riilcs  awiiy  as  ineck  as  meek  Kin  lie;  I 

Au'  now,  when  Huuuah  sits  iu  de  moon,  she  only  gets  hii^oeii  by  mc. Sifiain. 


I  Was  Happy,  but  I  Missed  a  Lot  of  Fun 
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Words  by  J.  U.  Wagner.    Music  by  Qustave  Kerker. 


When  but  a  liny  little  cirl  I  always  wns  most  proper: 

My  dollies  all  wen;  female,  and  liieir  eUiris  were  extra  lone. 

And  when  yon  equeez'd  them  they  would  sqiienk,  sny  niildiv,  "Mnnima'  Papa!  " 

And  make  reimirks  like  that,  that  could  not  be  construed  as  wrong. 

I  never  played  at  "  hide  and  seek."  or  '•  kit'Sing  in  the  ring," 

And  when  little  boys  came  near  me  I  would  run: 
I  only  read  good  hooks  uiid  tracts  aini  only  hymns  would  sing; 

I  was  bappy,  but  I  missed  u  lot  of  fun. 

Refrain. 
And  that's  how  it  hns  ever  heen  my  very  first  endeavor 

To  never  do  things  ihiii  should  no:  he  (lone: 
And  we  know  it  is  recopled,  virtue  nluays  is  rewarded, 

So  I'm  happy,  but— I  miss  a  lot  of  fuol 

When  a  maiden  tall  and  stately,  I  would  walk  nlonir  sed.-itelv. 
And  always  keep  my  eyeg  demurely  turned  towards  the  ground; 
When  lovers  come  pursiiinu,  would  not  listen  to  their  wooii.g. 
Till  one  by  one  these  siohing  swaiiiH  the  tusk  qiiin?  Iiopeless  found,. 
When  other  girls  went  skating  or  wcie  drivioL'  with  the  bt^ys. 

Or  dimcini;  on  the  creen,  when  work  was  done, 
I  only  looked  with  liorror  on  such  ulcked,  worldly  Joys; 
I  was  happy,  but  I  missed  a  lot  of  fun. 

Kefrain. 
So,  cirls.  If  you  would  ever  imike  it  your  supreme  endeavor 

To  only  do  the  things  tlini  should  he  done. 
Stick  to  goodness  and  to  piety  and  slinn  nil  male  society; 
'ifou'll  be  happy,  A'/f— you'll  miss  a  lot  of  fnul 
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Hush-a-Bye,  Little  One,  Sleep. 
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Words  by  Cy  Warmnn.    Music  by  Joe  Newman. 


Nature  is  sinking  to  pcncefnl  repose,  liueli-a-hyc,  little  one,  sleep; 

Sweetly  the  dewdrop's  asleep  on  the  rose,  husli-n-bye,  little  one,  sleep; 
Heaven  aliield  fattier,  wliere'er  lie  may  bo,  whether  on  land  or  tlie  billowy  sea. 

And  bring  him  bacli  to  his  baby  and  nie,  hueh-u-bye,  little  one,  sleep. 

Ligbtly  the  ripples  play  over  tlie  rill,  hnsh-a-bye,  liiHe  one  sleep: 
SioginK  the  roses  lo  sleep  on  the  hill,  lnii"li-a-bye,  little  one,  sleep;  [winds 

Softly  the  katydid  sings  in  tiie  vines,  up  from  the  lowlands  (he  inurmnring 
Steal  tbro'  the  elilluess  to  play  with  the  pines,  hasb-a-bye,  little  one,  sleep. 
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One  Girl  in  the  World  for  Me. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Dave  Marion. 


There's  only  one  girl  in  the  world  that  I  would  call  my  wife, 

And  the  girl  I  sing  of  I  love  dc'irer  than  my  life; 

My  Bweetlieart's  age  is  just  eigh'een— she  greets  inc  with  a  smile. 

And  wbeu  sbe  says  good  evening,  John,  I'm  tbinking  all  the  while  that  there  is 

Chorttb. 

Only  one  girl  in  tlic  world  for  me, 

Only  one  girl  lias  my  gyniputhy; 

She's  not  fo  very  pretty,  or  of  a  high  degreCi 

There's  only  one  girl  ill  the  world  for  me. 

My  sweetheart  is  an  orphan,  and  I'm  a  factory  lad, 

But  if  work  was  steady,  why  it  woii:d  not  be  so  bad; 

We've  been  engaytd  just  one  year,  and  lust  niglit  at  the  gate 

She  said,  as  tears  rose  in  her  eye8>  my  own  true  love,  I'll  wait.    So  there  \6—Cho. 


MOTHER    AND    I. 
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Words  by  Cy  Warman .    Music  by  Joe  Newman, 


I  laugh  when  I  list'  to  the  stories  they  tell 

Of  how  I  was  horn,  one  day; 
And  tied  in  a  towel,  to  kick  and  to  yell. 

Just  to  show  tliein  how  much  I  could  weigh; 
And  when  they  had  flniehed  and  I'd  ceased  to  cry. 

And  was  placidly  chewing  my  thumb, 
We  pressed  the  same  pillow,  mother  and  I, 

And  softly  she  started  to  bum: 

CHonns. 
Rock-a-bye,  baby,  on  tbe  tree-top, 

When  the  wiinis  blow,  the  cradle  will  rock; 
When  the  bough  breaks  the  cradle  will  fall. 

And  down  will  come  baby,  cradle  and  all. 

Sometimee.  when  I  think  of  the  days  that  are  dead 

And  the  joys  of  my  yonthfiil  years — 
Years  that  have  rippled  and  gleamed  and  sped 

With  the  tide  down  the  ocean  of  tears, 
I  remember,  at  eve.  when  the  day  would  die 

And  tlie  twifight's  siindow  had  come, 
How  we  sat  together,  mother  and  I,  '■ 

And  softly  I  started  to  hum: 

,  Chobits.    ■'".-:...'  -■'.■ 

Dear  little  mother,  how  I  love  yon; 
My  little  mother,  so  loving  and[  true. 
.  /     Dear  little  mother,  you're  my  sweetheart; 
And,  little  mother,  from  you  I'll  ne'er  part. 

When  together  we  sat  in  the  shadows  again, 

In  a  fainter  and  feebler  breath. 
Was  wafted  a  song  from  over  the  fen,         » 

Prom  the  valley  and  sliadow  of  death; 
'Twas  echo,  that  came  from  the  sweet  bye  and  bye; 

And  the  voices  were  whispering,  "Cornel  " 
We  caught  np  the  chornf.  mother  and  I, 

And  softly  we  started  to  hum:  > 

Chokus.  ,  :,' 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  nearer  to  Thee; 
E'en  though  a  cross  it  be  that  raiseth  me. 


AN    OLD    BRASS    LOCKET. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Dacre. 


Wand'ring  by  the  margin  of  the  sailors'  graves,  , 

Gazing  on  the  powerful  and  heartless  waves, 

Tliinkin>;  of  the  souls  at  sea,  how  they  all  might  envy  me; 

As  I  pause  and  ponder  o'er  the  storm-toss 'd  ships, 

With  a  prayer  for  mercy  on  my  trembling  lips. 

Suddenly  a  billow  casts  upon  tbe  shore 

An  old  brass  locket,  from  one  who  is  no  more. 

Chorcs. 

An  old  brass  locket,  casf^p  by  the  waves; 
■     All  old  brass  locUet  from  the  sailors'  graves; 
Inside  there's  a  portrait,  stained  by  ocean  foam. 
Of  a  sweetlieart  who  is  waiting  in  a  distaut  home. 

Twined  around  tbe  portrait  is  a  golden  tress. 

Treasured  in  sweet  memory  of  happiness; 

Truth  and  beauty  here  we  trace,  in  tlic  maiden's  fair,  young  face. 

Maybe  she  is  walling  for  him  day  by  day. 

Little  she  may  dream  his  soul  lias  passed  away. 

I  will  keep  tbe  locket,  brazen,  stained  and  old — 

A  priceless  emblem  of  love  nusoiled  by  gold.— C/ioru*. 


»  >  » 


THAT    IS    WHY    I    LOVE    THEE. 
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Words  by  Katherine  Stagg.    Music  by  Emma  R.  Stelner. 


Little  girl,  so  dainty,  w  itii  bright  eyes  gaily  sparkling. 

Flashing  roguish  glances,  beneath  long  lashes  darkling; 

Dearest  little  stranger,  no  wonder  that  we  love  thee, 

So  like  a  little  atigel  that  comes  from  heaven  above. 

When  your  little  hands  touch  mine,  when  your  liead  is  on  my  breast, 

Tiiere's  a  thrill  that's  half  divine,  while  in  these  strong  arms  you  rest. 

Baby,  you  arc  all  iu  all  in  this  world  I  love  alone; 

Baby,  yon  are  all  my  own,  my  own. 

REntAiJi. 
That  tbon  art  the  fairest,  all  know  who  once  behold  thee; 
That  thou  art  the  purest,  may  heaven's  love  enfold  thee; 
That  thou  ait  the  fondest  beneath  the  skies  above  thee. 
The  sweetest,  dearest,  truest,  and  that  is  why  I  love  thee. 

There's  a  maiden  lovely,  with  hair  so  brightly  golden; 
Lips,  like  rose  leaves,  crimson,  and  robes  that  soft  eufolden; 
With  a  glance  so  'witching— then  I  was  enraptured. 
My  heart  this  maiden  captured— a  willing  captive,  I. 
Reason,  I  might  like  to  know  why  you  stole  away  my  heartf 
Why  that  shaft  from  cnpid's  bow  pierced  me  with  a  fatal  dartt 
Sweetheart,  you  are  all  in  all  in  this  world  I  love  alone; 
Sweetheart,  you  are  all  my  own,  my  owu.—Eefrain. 


WON'T    YOU    MARRY    ME? 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Barrett. 


Now,  boys,  I  am  a  love-sick  maid,  as  nice  as  nice  can  be; 

I've  never  bad  attention  paid  by  any  man  to  me;  ' 

I've  always  wished  that  I  could  wed  and  be  a  loving  wife; 

I  tbiuk  I'd  just  as  soon  be  dead  as  single  all  my  life. 

RSFRAIN. 

Oh,  sir,  won't  yon  marry  me?  I'd  make  a  loving  wife;  ■    . 

■     ■■•.  ■     Sweetheart.  I  love  but  thee;  I've  loved  you  all  my  life; 
••       Ob,  sir,  won't  you  marry  me?  call  me  your  little  wife; 

I'll  twine  my  arms  around  you  so,  and  love  you  all  my  life. 

Now,  there's  a  young  man  sitting  there,  he's  nice  as  nice  can  be;  ■ 

I've  followed  liim  'most  everywhere,  to  make  him  marry  me. 

Now,  Charley,  dear,  you  are  so  nice  that  I  could  not  be  blamed 

If  I'd  come  now  and  kiss  you  twice,  but  you  are  so  ashamed.— ^</'rain. 

Now,  Charley,  dear,  just  look  at  me  with  your  bright,  sparkling  eyes; 

Don't  be  ashamed,  for  all  can  see  without  you  I  should  die. 

Oh,  Charley,  dear,  please  do  come  here  and  give  your  r>et  a  kiss. 

And  when  you  are  by  my  side,  dear,  I'll  hug  yon  just  like  \.h\»:—Rtfrain. 

Oh,  Charley,  dear,  the  boys  say  yes,  that  yon  can  plainly  see; 

Just  wait  a  moment  till  I  dress,  then  come  and  marry  me. 

What!  yon  refuse?  I  tell  you  now,  I  think  it  is  a  shame, 

For  I  must  die  without  you— still  I  love  you  just  the  same.— JZe/iroin. 
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Don't  You  Trifle  with  Me,  Honey. 
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Word,  and  Mu.sic  l>y  Pt-rcy  Gaunt. 


If  yer  lookin'  for  a  little  cnllud  lad}'. 

Don't  yer  trifle  wid  nu-,  liom-y,  ilon't  yer  do  it; 
My  coinplexiun'a  almost  jii8t  a  little  slmdy. 

Don't  yer  trifle  witli  me,  honfy,  don't  yer  do  it. 
I'm  goin'  to  de  ball,  keep  a-duiicin'  till  I  fall, 

Au'  my  siinti  I'm  goin'  ter  have  wliere  I  cau  chew  It; 
If  yer'looklii'  for  a  little  ciillnd  lady, 

Dou't  ytr  trifle  wid  me,  iiouey,  don't  yer  do  it. 

Cborub. 
Who  Bald  I  holler'd  at  der  lai?t  cake  walk? 
Wlio  said  I  holler'd,  do  yer  hear  me  talk? 
I'm  a  caliiid  lady,  an'  my  face  is  soiuuwiiat  shady, 
But  yer  mustn't  trifle  wid  me,  honey,  dear. 

When  I  done  cit  on  de  floor  and  am  a-walkin'. 

Don't  yer  irifle  uid  me,  honey,  don't  yer  do  it; 
All  de  yuller  coons  am  jealous  wid  deie  talkin'. 

Don't  yer  Irifle  wid  me,  honey,  don't  yer  do  it. 
I  win  a  Cake  one  nislit,  an'  deiii  nigs  dey  had  a  flebt, 

Den  dey  took  de  cake  an'  smashed  it,  den  dey  threw  it, 
But  dey  (litln't  hit  dts  little  culind  ludy; 

Don't  yer  trifle  wid  me,  lioiiey,  don't  yer  do  it.— Chorus. 

It  yer  lookin'  for  a  pretty  culhid  ludy. 

Don't  yer  trifle  wid  me,  lioney,  don't  yer  do  it; 
When  yer  ring  de  front-door  bell  and  ask  for  Sadie, 

Don't  yer  trifle  wid  me,  lioncy,  don't  yer  do  it. 
If  yon  ever  mention  cake,  tlieu  my  razor  I  will  take. 

An'  I'll  carve  yer  like  ns  if  ii  storm  went  through  It; 
If  yer  lookin'  for  a  pretty  cullud  lady. 

Don't  yer  trifle  wid  me,  honey,  dou't  yer  do  it.— Chorvt. 


BILL    BAILEYS    HENS. 
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Words  by  H.  G.  Wheeler.    Music  by  J.  w.  Wheeler. 


Bill  Bailey  was  a  broker  bold  on  Wall  street  in  New  York, 
Securities  he  liought  und  sold,  and  gilt-edce  railroad  stock; 
No  race  truck,  steam  yacht,  rod  or  gun  for  iiim  hud  any  cbarni, 
Hii  sole  ambition  was  to  run  a  fancy  poultry  farm.    For— 

Ciiones. 
'Twas  such  a  peaceful  life,  free  from  nil  toil  and  strife; 
As  the  roosters  scratched  and  the  cliick<  us  hatched, 
Be  could  rest  ids  legs  wliile  hi^  hens  laid  eggs. 
And  doze  to  their  sweet  "  cutcudardy." 

He  bonght  a  farm  and  bon!;1it.  likewise,  about  a  thousand  hens, 
And  farmers  flocked  to  feast  their  eyes  on  Bailey's  iiigh-toncd  ))en8. 
With  rugs  and  carpets  on  the  floors,  wiili  ioo.«t8  of  polished  brat's, 
Steam-heated  uesis  and  sliding  doors  and  feedpans  of  cut  glass.   For— 

Chokus. 

'Twfts  such  a  peaceful  life,  fiee  from  nil  toil  and  strife; 

As  the  roosters  scratched  and  the  ciiickens  hutched, 

Be  could  rest  his  legs  wljile  his  liens  laid  eggs. 

And  doze  to  their  sweet  "  ciiicadurdy." 

Bill  fed  his  hens  on  cantalope  and  cream  from  one  cow's  milk. 
Each  eeg  was  washed  with  toilet  soap  and  then  wrapp'd  up  in  silk; 
When  orders  from  the  ciiy  liuyers  for  fresh  killed  fowls  were  booked, 
He'd  ask  them  over  special  wires  how  they  would  have  them  cooked* 

Chorcs. 
'Twas  snch  a  peacefnl  life,  free  from  all  toil  and  strife; 
As  the  rooitters  scrutclicd  and  the  chickens  hatched. 
Be  could  rest  his  le^s  while  Ids  hens  laid  egKS, 
And  doze  to  their  sweet  "cutcadardy." 

Two  dollars  each  bis  eggs  did  cost  before  their  shells  grew  cold. 
And  ev'ry  feather  his  roosters  lost  stood  Bill  its  weight  in  gold. 
For  thirteen  months  he  run  tliat  farm,  in  regal,  princely  style. 
And  then  he  found,  to  his  alarm,  those  hens  had  8wami>ed  his  pile. 

Choihib. 
'Twas  such  a  penccfiil  life,  free  from  all  toil  nnd  strife; 
As  the  roosters  scratched  and  the  chickens  hatched. 
He  could  rest  his  legs  while  Ids  liens  laid  eggs, 
And  doze  to  their  sweet  "cutcadarty." 


Oh- 


But— 


About  this  time  a  setting  hen  set  down  a  "  live"  wire. 
Then  squawking;  flew  around  the  pen,  lier  tail  a  blaze  of  flre, 
And  William's  pens  went  up  in  smoke  and  left  him  penniless. 
To-day  he  walks  tlie  town  "dead  broke,"  the  picture  of  distress. 

CiioRtrs. 
Not  snch  a  peaceful  life,  not  so  mnch  peace  as  strife. 
And  I  lie  dollars  went  lo  his  last  red  cent, 
,  And  he'll  jump  on  }ou  like  a  kangaroo 
If  he  hears  you  say  "cutcudardy." 


'Twas— 


De  Fellah  with  a  Cloben  Hoof. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Dacr*. 

De  parson  say  we  mns'  all  keep  clear 
Ob  de  fellah  wid  a  tail  and  a  cloben  hoof; 

Speak  de  troof  and  you  nebber  seed  to  fear 
De  fellah  wid  a  cloben  hoof. 

Lub  yer  neighbor  as  yo'seir, 

Dou't  keep  a-hnntln'  'round  for  welf ; 

If  you  do  you'll  get  into  a  stew, 
l^roo  de  fellah  wid  a  cloben  hoof, 
Sstbl  what's datr  SsshI  what's dair 

Chorus. 

Lock  de  doar  when  you  hear  him  a-comin,  climb  np  froo  de  roof; 

Look  sharp,  hoys,  sabe  yer  bacon,  dou't  be  otiertaken 
By  de  fellah  wid  a  cloben  hoof — bring  dat  key  and  hoof  I 

De  parson  say  he'll  be  here  some  day, 
De  fellah  uid  a  tail  and  a  cloben  lioof ; 

If  you  don't  get  yer  money  out  and  pay  - 

Dere'll  be  kickln'  from  der  clob«u  hoof. 

Don't  put  buttons  in  der  plate 

At  de  collection:  sure  us  fate. 

If  you  do,  you'll  get  into  a  stew, 
Froo  de  fellali  wid  a  cloben  hoof. 
Ssshl  what's  datr  Ssshl  what's  datf- 6' Aorui. 

De  parson  eay  he  hab  seen  him  once, 
De  fellah  wid  a  tail  and  a  cloben  hoof; 

No  one  else  hab  nebl>er  seen  Idtn  nonce, 
De  fellah  wid  a  cloben  hoof. 

I  don't  want  to,  no,  not  me, 

I'd  holler  "murder"  in  key  Q 

If  jes' once  dat  gennleman  I  see 
Wid  his  wagger  an'  iiis  cloben  hoof. 
Ssshl  what's  datr  Ssshl  what's  datr—C'/(o>-t/«.  -     '  .J 
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As  Sung  in  "The  Gaiety  OirL" 


I'm  a  Judge  of  the  modern  society  sort, 

'And  I'm  mnch  overworked  witti  divorces. 
But  I've  always  some  special  attractions  in  court 

That  my  name  into  prominence  forces. 
1  can  sing.  I  can  flirt,  and  "At  homes"  I  frequent, 

Wheie  the  upper  society  crust  is; 
I'm  tlie  liean  of  ihe  bench  and,  by  common  consent, 

I'm  tiie  toil  of  the  high  court  of  justice. 
And  on  Sundays  my  flvtiire  erect 

To  be  seen  in  the  family  pew  Is, 
For  behavior  select  Is  wliat  people  expect 

From  a  judge  of  the  stamp  of  Sir  Lewis; 
Yes.  on  Sundiiys  my  figure  erect 

To  be  seen  in  Hie  family  pew  is. 
For  behavior  select  is  what  people  expect 

From  u  judge  of  the  stamp  of  Sir  Lewis. 

When  I  try  the  sensational  case  of  the  day 

By  tlie  papers  I'm  frequently  gnliled. 
For  I  like  to  "sum  up"  in  a  popular  way, 

Jnst  as  |>uhlic  opinion  decided. 
And  I'm  given  to  innklng  remarks,  when  in  court, 

"That  liave  really  no  meaning  whatever. 
In  the  hope  that  the  papers  will  duly  report 

And  consider  them  witty  and  clever. 
The  applause  of  Ihe  junior  bar 

A  denirnble  object  in  view  is. 
And  H  flattering  "  par  "  in  the  Snn  or  the  Star, 

Wliicli  will  mention  the  name  of  Sir  Lewis. 
The  applause  of  the  junior  bar 

A  desirable  object  in  view  is. 
And  a  flattering  "  par  "  m  the  Snn  or  the  Star, 

Which  will  mention  the  name  of  Sir  Lewis. 


— Jimmy  Dobson:  "  Pa,  what  is  an  amateur  angler?"  Dobson: 
"An  amateur  anpler,  my  son,  is  a  man  who  can't  He  well  enough 
to  make  a  living  out  of  it,  but  just  enough  to  keep  himself 
amused."  >  , 

—Fond  Parent:  "  Engaged?  Pa  like  to  know  how  vou  became 
engaged  to  my  daughter  with^t  ray  knowing  it."  Mr.  Sly  boy: 
"  You  see,  your  daughter  h^«^uch  engaging  nranners." 
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Words  by  Sidney  Rosenftld.    Music  by  Ludwig  Englaender. 

We  are  tramps,  tramp?,  trnmps,  niul  we're  inimpin',  trunipia'  on, 

Up  the  moniitiiin,  down  the  valley,  on  tlie  plain;  - 

Our  boots  are  full  of  holes,  Imt  ttiorii's  srinuer  in  our  souls. 

And  we've  ail  cot  General  Coxi-y  on  the  brain. 
We  Hre  tramps,  trumps,  trumps,  iind  we're  trampin',  trampin'  on, 

'Neath  the  glory  of  the  far  cerulean  sky; 
And  we'll  never,  never  Btop,  but  we'll  tramp  until  we  drop, 

Tlii>'  we're  jiRger'd  If  we  know  the  reiison  why; 
Tramp,  trnnip,  tiJimp,  tramp,  tliat'n  onr  occnpiition;      ■  ' 

Trump,  tramp,  tram|>,  tramp,  iHL'gi'd  popiilutinn; 
One  day's  like  another  dny,  CoxeyV  army  march  away; 

Sing  ta-ru-ra-"  hum  "-de-ay  I  trump,  trump,  trump,  trump,  tbat'a  onr  occupation; 
Trump,  trump,  tramp,  trump,  laeueil  population;  ;  .., 

One  day's  like  another  day,  Coxey '8  army  march  away, 
Sing  ta-ra-ra-"  bum  "-de-ay. 


^  «  » 
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Words  and  Music  by  John  Walsh. 


Two  lovere  sat  pazing  into  each  others  eyes, 

The  moon  peeped  out  slyly  from  the  bluest  of  skies. 

Showed  n  stahvurt  yonn^  hlackKmitli  utul  a  sweet,  blnshini;  maid — 

"  From  cliildliood  we've  conrred,"  to  his  loved  one  he  said; 

"  I  am  now  twenty-one.and  it  niun,  so  ibey  say — 

Will  you  be  my  wife,  Maggie;  don't  say  uay." 

CnoRUB. 

Maggie  Reardon,  yon  are  all  the  world  to  mc; 

Our  vows  of  love  we  whispered  b<'iiouth  the  old  oak  tree; 

We  were  sweethearts,  yes,  in  schooldays:  thoni^  now  we've  older  grown, 

You're  still  as  deur  to  nie,  sweet  Mupgic  Reardon. 

A  year  has  rolled  on  since  the  joy  belle  did  ring. 

Which  proclaimed  that  sweet  AluL'irie  to  church  I  must  bring; 

I  am  happy  while  toiliui;  in  the  old  blacksmith  shop; 

My  wife,  with  our  baby,  at  tilt!  door  oft  does  stop, 

And  wutcli  spurkH  from  the  iiuvil  fly  like  oceun  (<4)ray. 

While  each  tap  of  the  hammer  seciuB  to  say:— C/(or««. 
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Words  and  Huelc  by  Charles  Graham. 


Long  ago  we  met,  denr  henrt,  in  the  shadows  of  the  wild  wood; 

We  were  cliildren,  yet,  di  ar  heart,  love  may  come  to  ns  in  childhood; 

Ere  the  dny  had  passed,  we  were  plighted  friends  together; 

Loyal  to  the  laft,  now  in  fnendehip's  name  wo  sever. 

As  friends  we  met,  as  friends  we  part,  though  we  had  dearer  grown. 

Once  hand  in  bund  and  heart  to  heart,  we  brave  the  world  alone; 

Tho'  memory  lives  to  bring  regret,  and  love  remains  the  same; 

Tho'  I  thruugli  life  can  never  thee  forget,  we  part  in  frtendehlp'*  nam«. 

Once  the  earth  seemed  full  of  gladnces,  life  was  full  of  eong; 

And  only  joy  and  love,  deur  heart,  inspired  me  all  ilay  long; 

But  now  the  world  seems  all  of  sadness,  the  songs  no  longer  sweet; 

And  love  was  but  a  shadow  that  vanished  at  our  feet. 

As  friends  we  met.  as  friends  we  part,  though  we  had  dearer  grown; 

Once  hand  in  band  and  lio:irt  to  heart,  we'll  bfave  the  world  alone; 

Though  mem'ry  lives  to  hring  regret,  and  love  remains  the  same: 

Tho'  1  through  life  may  iiever  thee  foruet,  we'll  part  in  friendship's  name; 

Love's  sweet  day-dream  ends,  etill  may  we  part  aa  we  first  met,  good  friends. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Graham. 
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Words  by  Chas.  F.  Curtis.    Music  by  Chas.  H.  Patterson. 

It  was  at  the  birthday  party  of  litile  Kate  McCarthy, 
The  children  in  the  iieiuliborliood  uesembled  in  her  rooms; 

There  wiis  Mnmie  Moriarty,  her  bean,  they  called  him  shorty; 
They  formed  a  ring  and  began  to  sing  some  very  pretty  tunes. 

Chobus. 

,  London  bridge  is  falling  down,  fnliing  down,  falling  down, 
.  ■•     London  briduc  is  falling  down,  so  fair,  my  lady,  oil! 
'        Little  Muiigie  Murpiiy,  she  sail!:  so  loin)  and  hcurty, 

Down  at  James  McCarihy'8  house,  at  Katy '8  birthday  party. 

They  had  ice  cream  and  liver,  which  fniriy  made  them  shiver, 
Tiiey  stuffed  themselves  with  peanut  shells  and  other  funny  games; 

Then  little  Kute  JlcGinniS,  she  tried  to  play  lawn  tennis. 
She  called  her  sister  Mury  Ann  some  very  naughty  names. 

CnoRCS. 

When  the  farmer  BOWS  his  feed,  thus  he  stands  and  takes  his  ease. 
Stamps  his  font,  clasps  his  haii^,  turns  around  to  view  the  laud. 
Little  Maguie  Murphy,  she  stini;  so  loud  and  hearty, 
Down  at  James  McCarthy's  house,  at  Katy'a  birthday  party. 

Pat  Fagan'B  consin  Mary,  the  darling  little  fairy. 
On  Shechan's  Dutch  accordion  she  played  iis  fine  as  silk; 

And  then  yoiin^  Mickey  Biddle  ])layed  on  the  Chinese  fiddle, 
Until  the  milkman  came  around  to  peddle  out  the  ro^k. 

Chorus. 

Mamie  Mack,  dressed  In  black,  silver  buttons  down  her  back; 
,   .  ,.•  I  love  coffee,  I  love  tea,  I  love  the  Ixiys  and  the  boys  love  me. 
'■  Little  MaL'gie  Murphy,  she  sung  so  loud  and  lienrt>, 

Down  at  James  McCurthy's  house,  at  Kaiy's  birthday  party. 


The  shamrock  is  known  as  the  emblem  of  Ireland, 

In  no  other  foil  is  it  found; 
In  vain  have  they  tried  to  transplant  and  to  raise  it. 

But  it  withers  mid  dies  in  the  ground. 
It  grows  where  'twas  born,  for  a  token  'twas  planted, 

As  a  symbol  of  tliree  native  virtues  to  stand. 
The  leaves  represent— by  the  w  hole  world  'lis  granted— 

The  purity,  honor  and  truth  in  their  land. 

Chorus. 

So  wherever  the  Irish  are  fonnd,  the  world  over. 
They  always  remenil)er  the  home  of  their  youth, 

And  the  iliree  leaves  of  Erin  are  dear  to  euch  rover. 
As  the  emlilem  of  purity,  honor  and  truth. 

The  colleens  are  fair  and  they're  proud  in  their  bearing. 

And  purity  treasure  the  most: 
Her  heroes  and  soldiers  are  fearless  and  daring. 

In  danger  always  at  their  post; 
As  true  to  a  friend  as  they  ure  to  their  duty. 

For  freeiiom  and  rlulit  they  forever-will  stand — 
Their  token  a  shamrock,  the  trefoil  of  beauty. 

For  purity,  honor  and  truth  in  their  iiiiid.—  Chorut. 


^•^ 


Do  Buy  Me  That,   Mamma,  Dear. 
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Words  by  Malcolm  Arnold.    Miisio  by  Orlando  PowelL 


Although  I'm  nearly  seventeen,  they  think  me  quite  a  child— 
Beciinse  I  still  am  fond  of  toys, -my  mamma  gets  so  wild; 
And  'cos  just  now  and  then  I  want  come  new  thing  to  \>e  trying. 
And  ask  Mamma  to  get  it  me,  they  say  I'm  always  crying: 

Cnonua.         ^ 
Dobny  me  that,  Mamma;  I  won't  break  it;  v     ^ 

Really,  I  won't.  Mamma;  let  me  take  it, 
•     -■  '  I  want  it  for  my  own,  to  play  with  all  alone —  ' 

Do  buy  me  that.  Mamma,  dear. 

Now  Misses  Green,  a  lady  friend,  lias  added  to  her  list  ■ 

Of  little  mouths  another  one,  which  all  the  neighbors  kissed; 

They  took  me  in  to  see  It,  and  declared  thnt  it  was  shocking 

For  me  to  say  before  them  all,  while  baby  I  was  rocking:— CAorta. 

I've  heard  they've  got  a  lodger  in  the  house  that's  next  to  ua; 
She  ni.ist  be  very  nice,  because  the  boys  tliere  make  a  fuse: 
I  think  that  we  should  have  one,  too— I'm  tired  of  each  old  thing- 
It  surely  isn't  wrong  to  ask,  although  they  call  me  bold  thing. —  Chorus. 

In  Herald  Sqnare,  the  other  day,  I  took  a  little  walk; 

I  met  a  crirl  with  golden  locks,  and  French,  too,  she  could  talk; 

I  thought  that  she  was  extra  nice— I  wanted  new  toys  badly — 

So  then  I  started  saying,  as  I  capered  'round  her  madly:— Chorus. 


<; 
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HOT    TAMALES. 
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Words  by  Sydney  Rosenfeld.    Music  by  Ludnig  Eiiglaender. 


Solo 
Chorus 
Solo 
Chorus- 
Solo 
Chorus- 
Solo 


Oh,  we  nre  the  boys  with  the  hot  tamaloe, 
Hot  tamaleB,  hot  tamales; 
Feedinu  "chappies"  that  walk  Bromiway, 
Walk  Broadway,  walk  Broadway. 
Oh,  we  are  the  boys  witli  the  hot  tnnialoi", 
-Hot  tiiniale»,  hot  tamales; 
Do  not  ack  ns  what  tliey  contain. 
Bat  eat  and  do  not  complain. 
Ch&rvs— Oh,  do  not  be  eliy  of  ns,  bny  of  ut) 

Hot  tamales,  hot  tamales,  hot  tamale?: 
Hand  ns  a  nickel,  your  gums  we'll  iickle, 
Palates  pickle,  while  yon  wait. 
Solo—Be  not  shy  of  ns,  buy  of  us 

Hot  tamales,  hot  tamales,  hot  tamales: 
Hand  us  a  nickel,  your  gums  we'll  tickle. 
Palates  pickle,  while  you  wait — 
Red  hot,  red  hot,  red  hot,  red  liott 


•  »i 


Sweethearts  of  Old  Were  We. 
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Words  by  George  Cooper,    llusio  by  Frank  R.  QUli«. 

In  the  dear  old  days  of  the  long  ago 

How  hriirht  wim  your  smile  to  me; 
I  wliispered,  "  Dtirliiij;,  I  love  you  eo," 

And  the  world  was  fair  to  see. 
Do  you  still  remember  tlie  rose  I  gave. 

The  parting  kiss  at  the  gnte? 
And  tlie  stars  so  brii^lit  and  the  summer  night. 

While  we  would  linger  late? 

Refrain.  * 

Sweethearts  of  old  were  we,  dear  were  yon  nnto  me; 
All,  can  yon  forget  those  hours  when  we  met?  Sweethearts  of  old  were  we. 

Oft  I  see  yon  now  in  the  rosy  lane, 

And  press  your  sweet  lips  so  red; 
Your  hand  I  liold  in  my  own  again,    . 

But  the  dream  how  soon  it  fled. 
Yet  that  dream  of  bliss  in  my  heart  I  keep, 

The  dearest  life  ever  knew; 
All  this  world  Td  give,  once  again  to  live 

O'er  the  bright  past  with  yoa.-mRe/rain, 


How  Can  Yon  Leave  Me  Now? 
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Words  and  Music  by  Jeffrey  T.  Branen. 

Oh,  how  well  do  I  remember,  when  a  hoy 

I  was  seated  on  my  dear  old  mother's  knee; 
How  my  heart  did  beat  with  fcsiasy  and  joy. 

At  the  stories  that  she  often  told  to  me. 
I  am  thinking  of  another  now,  with  fair  and  manly  brow, 

A  father  and  his  faltering  t'ood-bye; 

When  she  saw  that  he  was  dead  these  are  the  words  she  said: 
"But  yon  cannot,  o!i,  liow  can  yon  leave  me  n»ywf " 

Refrain.  , 

I  nm  thinking  of  anoMier  now,  with  fair  and  manly  brow,  J 

A  father  and  bis  fnliering  good-bye; 

When  she  saw  that  he  was  dead  these  are  the  words  she  said: 
"  But  you  cannot,  oh,  how  can  you  leave  me  now  1 " 

Many  changes  now  have  t.iken  place  since  then. 

For  through  a  world  of  strancers  I  now  roum; 
Oh,  how  oft  I've  cnrsed  the  very  morning  when 

I  turned  my  back  on  mother  and  onr  home. 
It  seems  I  see  her  standing  in  that  quaint  old  cottage  now, 

Tiie  tears  a-down  her  clieeks  so  softly  roll. 

Saying,  "Jack,  my  pride,  my  joy,  your  mother's  only  boy, 
But  you  cannot,  oh,  how  can  you  leave  ine  now  I " 

Refrain. 

It  seems  I  see  lier  standing  in  that  qnaint  old  cottage  now, 
The  tears  a-down  her  clieeks  so  softly  roll. 
Saying,  "Jack,  my  pride,  my  joy,  your  mother's  only  boy. 

But  you  cannot,  oh,  how  can  you  leave  me  iiovvl " 

How  I  long  to  see  that  dear  old  face  once  more. 

The  merry  days  of  cliildhood  once  again. 
And  to  hear  those  simple  stones  o'er  and  o'er, 

As  slie  told  tliem  all  so  kindly  to  me  then. 
But  mother  dear  is  dead  and  gone,  I  ne'er  shall  see  her  more. 

The  hand  of  death  has  touched  her  aged  brow; 

In  my  dreams  I  seem  to  liear  tliese  words  to  me  so  dear: 
"But  you  cannot,  oh,  how  can  yon  leave  me  now  I  " 

Refrain. 
But  mother  dear  is  death  and  gone,  I  ne'er  shall  see  lier  more, 

The  hand  of  death  lias  touched  her  aged  brow; 

In  my  dreams  I  seem  to  hear  these  words  to  me  go  dear: 
"  But  you  cannot,  ob,  tiow  can  you  leave  me  nowl " 


■| 
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VENUS,   MY   SHINING   LOVE. 
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Words  and  Mnsic  by  Oeo.  M.  Cohan. 


Most  ev'ry  one  has  a  sweetheart 

With  beautiful  eyes  that  shine; 
I'm  not  acquainted  «  itii  your  love, 

Bnt  you're  well  acquainted  with  mine. 
-'Excelling  all  other  ladies. 

Fairer  than  any  by  far; 
Yon  must  admit  that  the  brightest  of  all 

Is  Venus,  my  shining  star. 

CnoRCs. 

Venus,  heantifnl  Venus,  how  bright  yon  shine; 
None  shall  e'er  come  between  ns,  sweet  Venus  mine. 
None  as  bright  as  my  darling  so  far  up  above- 
Venus,  my  beautiful  Venue,  my  shining  love. 

Some  say  trne  love  ne'er  rnns  smoothly, 

But  with  them  I  disagree; 
Not  a  cross  word  has  been  nltered 

'Twixt  Venns.  my  loved  one,  and  me. 
Leading  my  star  to  the  altar 
-     .       Was  my  most  beantiful  dream; 

When  I  compare  her  with  Saturn  or  Mars, 

Like  darkness  to  her  they  teem.— Chorus. 


— Mrs.  Portly  Pompous:  "  Oh,  Bridget,  you  have  broken  that 
magnificent  Japanese  vase."  Bridget:  "Shure,  mum;  isn't  it 
lucky  that  there  was  nothing  in  it?  " 


KITTY    CORDELIA    MULDOON.     ( 
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Words  and  Music  by  John  H.  Wagner. 

'Twns  a  swate  little  colle<Mi  from  far  Tipperary, 

Her  name  it  was  Kitly  Cordelia  Miildoon; 
She'd  an  ankle  so  neat  and  a  step  like  a  fairy; 

One  glance  from  her  eye  captivated  me  soon. 
Ere  long  my  affection  she  gained  so  complclely 

That  at  courting  I'd  spend  the  best  part  of  the  day. 
Till  she'd  gaze  in  my  eyes  and  would  smile,  oh,  so  sweetly. 

Then,  roguishly  poutioi.',  st:e°d  tenderly  say: 

Chorus. 

"Arrah.  won't  yon  be  aisy  now.  Mister  O'Rafferty? 

Surely  you  know  your  behavior  is  wrong; 
You're  drivin'  me  criizy  now.  Mister  O'Rafferty, 

Teasin'  me,  sqiietzin"  me  all  the  day  long." 

"Oli,  bnt  Mistress  Mnldoon,  'tis  for  life  I  would  court  ye; 

I've  acres  of  lainl  and  Ave  pii;s  and  a  cow; 
Sure,  will)  wealtli  sncli  as  that  I  can  right  well  snpport  ye; 

So  say,  Kitty,  darling,  ye'll  marry  me  now.'" 
She  liliishcd  rosy  red  IIS  she  cave  me  her  answer. 

Her  little  heart  flutter "d  with  joy  and  with  fear: 
But  when,  just  to  take  one  sweet  kins,  I  began,  sir. 

She  baslifully  murmured  so  soft  in  my  ear; 

Chorus. 

"Arrah,  won't  yon  be  aisy  now.  Mister  O'Rafferty f 

Surely  you  know  your  behavior  is  wrong; 
You're  drivin'  me  crazy  now.  Mister  O'Rafferty,  - 

Teasin'  me,  squeeziu'  me  all  the  day  long." 

But  now  that  we're  married,  faith  ev'rything's  altered; 

I  ne'er  dreamt  a  woman  could  prove  such  a  "sell  "; 
Sure,  the  tongue  that  once  lisp'd  and  so  bashfully  falter'd 

Now  clangs  like  the  clapper  that  hangs  from  a  bell. 
'    I  thought  her  an  angel,  she  turned  out  a  divil; 

She  breaks  all  the  crockery  over  my  head. 
And  no  matter  how  hard  I  may  try  to  be  civil, 

Sure,  often  I  think  I  liad  better  ue  dead. 

CnoRtTs. 

I'd  have  yon  be  aisy  now,  Mister  O'Rafferty; 

Just  as  is  usual,  you're  in  the  wrong; 
Yon'll  drive  your  wife  crazy  now.  Mister  O'Rafferty, 

Thus  aggravatin'  lier  all  the  day  long. 
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BENEATH    THE    SKIES. 
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YOU    HAVE    TO    STAND    IT. 
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As  Sung  in  "  The  Gaiety  GlrL" 


Beneath  the  skiea  of  Summer  sweet,  I  linger  wliere  two  pathways  meet: 
For  doubt  iBtlirobltiD;:  iu  my  brain,  yet  must  I  cbooee  between  the  twain; 
And  one  no  fair,  with  flowers  any,  uiid  luve  and  laughter  liglit  ilie  way; 
But  one  is  darkened  from  the  sun,  and  duty  points  along  that  one. 
Fortune  and  friends,  what  use  are  ye  if  happiness  is  not  fur  me? 
Ah!  who  would  love  when  love  is  lost?  then  give  me  love  at  any  cost. 

O,  maiden  fair,  though  fate  would  part,  in  cruel  fashion,  heart  from  heart, 

Why  should  we  not  its  will  defy,  and  link  our  fortunes,  you  and  I? 

Wlmt  matter,  though  the  world  may  frown,  if  love  holds  out  its  golden  crowuT 

Then  let  us  travel,  hund  in  hand,  the  path  that  leads  to  loverlaud. 

Fortune  and  friends,  wliat  use  are  ye  if  huppiuess  is  not  for  me? 

Ahl  who  would  love  when  love  is  lost?  then  ^'ive  me  love  at  any  cost. 


Those  Love-Lit,  Sparkling  Eyes. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Gray. 


I've  a  sweetheart,  and  I  love  to  sing  her  praise; 

I've  a  sweetheart,  and  on  lier  I  love  to  gaze, 

Not  because  her  face  is  fair,  not  to  banish  worldly  care, 

Not  because  ("he's  sweet,  with  cute  or  winsome  ways, 

I  will  tell  }0ii  why  this  girl  I  idolize. 

Why  lo  me  she's  more  than  aught  iu  paradise. 

Tho'  it's  strange,  indeed,  to  say,  I've  adored  her  since  the  day 

I  first  beheld  her  love-lit,  sjj^rkliug  cyi-s. 

Chorus. 

Since  I  first  beheld  those  love-lit,  sparkling  eyes. 

Wherein  every  sliaile  of  I'weet  expression  lies;  '  '■  : 

Since  I  saw  them  glance  and  dart, 

I've  completely  lost  my  heart 

To  the  girl  who  owns  those  love-lit,  sparkling  eyes.^ ,. 

When  they  twinkle  merrily,  it  makes  me  glad; 

When  liiey  flicker  mournfully,  it  umkes  me  sad. 

ir  iu  time's  uncertain  years  I  should  see  them  shedding  tears, 

Seems  to  me  timt  such  a  eight  would  drive  me  mad. 

Every  night,  witli  eyes  uplifted  toward  tlie  skies; 

Every  morning  wlien  from  slumber  I  arise, 

I  beseech,  in  fervunt  prayer,  that  the  tears  of  grief  or  care 

May  ne'er  bedim  those  love-lit,  sparkling  eyeB.—  Choru*. 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISv  <t  132  Tark  How,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  ("liicaco. 
Writo  to  either  one  of  the  above  addref«e«  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Song  BooU, 
Sheet  Music,  Qermau  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Book*,  etc. 


Written  by  Norton  Atkins.    Composed  by  Felix  McGleunon. 


We  often  hear  it  said  tliat  men  are  brainless,  simple  elves. 
Without  the  slightest  notion  how  to  take  cure  of  themselves; 
You  take  a  girl  out  for  a  walk,  and  though  you  plead  in  vain. 
That  all  you  can  afford  is  beer,  she  eays  she  waut«  champagne— 

Chobus. 

And  yon  have  to  stand  it^  you  have  to  stand  it, 

Just  like  a  simple  little  Ba,  Ba,  Ba; 

You  cut  a  nightly  dash,  but  you've  got  to  find  the  cash — 

Ohl  what  a  lot  of  Johnny  Jugginses  you  are. 

You  bny  them  sealskin  jackets  and  you  bay  them  diamond  rings. 
And  tell  them  that  they  really  are  such  darling  little  things; 
And  when,  at  last,  you've  got  no  gold,  I  wonder  where  you  are — 
The  girl  departs,  and  doesn't  even  stop  to  say  "  ta-ta  " — 

Chobus. 

And  you  have  to  stand  it,  yon  have  to  stand  it. 

Just  like  a  simple  little  Ba,  Ba,  Ba; 

When  you've  blown  in  all  your  cash,  she  will  find  another  masb- 

Oh !  what  a  lot  of  Johnny  Juggiuses  you  are. 

And  when,  at  last,  you're  married,  what  a  sudden  change  you  find; 
There  are  so  many  faults  to  which  you  hitherto  were  blind; 
On  Saturdays,  when  you  come  home,  she  collars  all  your  pelf. 
And  bungs  you  with  the  poker  if  you  want  a  cent  yourself. 

Chobus. 
And  you  have  to  stand  it,  you  have  to  stand  it, 
Just  like  a  simple  little  Ba,  Ba,  Ba; 
While  she  is  drinking  gin,  you  must  nurse  the  little  twin— 
Ohl  what  a  lot  of  Johnny  Juggiuses  you  are. 


*  >  * 


HEARTS    ARE    TRUMPS. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCV,  by  Heiiiy  J.  Wehman. 


I    WENT    HOME    WID    MICHAEL. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Frank  Tousoy.    English  copyright  secured. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Fiunk  Addis  Kent. 


One  day  in  Spring  I  called  upon  my  sweetheart,  young  and  fair; 
I  found  her  in  the  garden  then,  her  father,  too,  was  tlicre; 
ner  Pa  was  spading  up  the  ground,  asked  me  to  take  a  band— 
1  worked  until  I  almost  dropped— my  love  said,  "Ain't  he  grand? " 


Written  and  Composed  by  Felix  McGlcnnon. 


One  morning  I  dropped  across  Michael  McGinty — 

Michael's  a  man  I  am  proud  for  to  know. 
*'  Come,  Tim,"  euys  he,  "  have  a  driuli  just  for  friendship; 

I've  got  the  price  of  a  schooner  or  so." 
Down  to  OFarrell's  we  went  and  got  spacheless — 

'Twas  "  here's  to  ye,  Tim,  and  good  health  to  ye,  MiCkl "    "; 
When  it  came  time  for  the  bars  to  be  closing, 

I  eays,  "  I'll  see  you  safe  home  now,  avickl 

~  Chouus. 

I  went  home  wid  Michael:  he  came  back  wid  me; 

Then  I  tuk  him  home  agiiin,  for  he  could  hardly  see; 

He  came  back  wid  me  once  more.    '•  Tim,  you're  drunk,"  says  be — 

We  were  laving  one  auother  home  till  morning. 

He  pot  to  his  dure,  there  stood  Misses  McGinty. 

"  Michael  astore,"  she  says,  "  wliere  have  you  been?  " 
•'  Over  beyunt  there,"  says  he,  "  at  O'Farrell'B, 

Trying  the  strength  of  some  Irish  poteen." 
••  I've  brought  him  home,"  says  I.  "  Mieees  McGinty."    ; 

"Sure,  it  is  yerself."  says  she.  •*  has  the  kind  heart; 
Come  ill  and  have  a  small  drop  just  for  friendship, 

Wan  drop  before  you  for  home  again  start."— C'Aoru*. 

He  came  home  wid  me  and  my  wife  beean  laughing,       ,   ' 

And  swore  she  never  did  see  two  such  min: 
She  dragged  us  both  in  and  says,  "By  the  hokey. 

You'll  have  to  see  Micky  safe  home  iiL'ain!  " 
I  went  home  wid  him,  he  came  back  wid  me,  too;  -  . 

We  stuck  to  each  other,  shook  hands  o'er  and  o'er; 
To  our  surprise,  when  we  got  nearly  sober, 

'Twos  daylight — the  bars  were  all  open  once  more.— CAortt«. 


A  month  bad  passed,  I  called  again  upon  my  sweetheart  fair; 
I  found  her  in  the  garden  then,  another  man  was  there; 
A  rival  for  my  darling's  hand,  a  man  uf  wealth  was  he. 
For  on  bis  hands  aud  in  bis  ebirt,  the  diamonds  sparkled  free. 

Chobus. 

Diamonds  were  trumps!  Diamonds  were  trumps!  he  was  solid  with  my  love; 
Diamonds  were  trumps!  Diamonds  were  trumps!  Oh,  she  said  he  was  a  dove; 
Her  father  said  he  was  the  stuff;  I  thought  on  me  'twas  pretty  rough. 
For  of  her  love  he  got  enough— diamonds  were  trumps  1  diamonds  were  trumps. 

^  stood  it  for  a  little  while,  and  then  my  blood  was  up; 

I  went  outside  and  got  a  club— said  I,  "  I'll  warm  the  pup! " 

I  clubbed  him  till  he  howled  with  pain— her  father  stopped  the  row. 

Hy  darling  said  she'd  take  me  back— she  said  she  loved  me  now. 

Chobus. 

Clnbi  were  trumps!  Clubs  were  trumps!  I  was  solid  with  my  love; 
Clubs  were  trumps!  Clubs  were  trumps!  Oh,  she  said  I  was  a  dove; 
Her  father  said  I  was  the  stuff;  I  cared  not  if  the  fight  was  rough. 
If  of  her  love  I  got  enough— clubs  were  trumps!  clubs  were  Irumpa! 

It  was  not  long,  I  called  again  upon  my  sweetheart  fair; 

I  found  her  in  the  parlor  then— her  family  were  all  there; 

A  minister  was  there  to  tie  the  knot  that  made  us  one. 

And  "  hearts  were  trumps,"  and  trumps  till  last,  till  tiav'ling  days  are  done. 

Chorus. 
Hearts  are  trumps!  Hearts  are  trumps!  I  am  married  to  my  love; 
Hearts  are  trumps!  Hearts  are  trumps!  Oh,  she  says  I  am  a  dove; 
Her  father  says  I  am  the  stuff— I  fought  for  her,  the  fight  was  rough. 
But  of  her  love  I  get  enough— hearts  are  trumps!  hearts  are  trumps  I 


— It  is  nearly  safe  to  say  that  the  most  disappointed  man  in  the 
wide,  wide  world  is  the  man  who  expects  to  get  a  letter  in  a  parti- 
culiir  mail  from  Iiis  girl  aud  receives  instead  a  bill  from  Lis  tailor. 
— The  Merry  Maker. 
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DON'T    LISTEN. 

Copjricbt,  IWK,  by  J.  Aldiicb  Llbbey.    Entered  ut  Stationers'  lUll.  London. 
All  rigbts  resenred. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Felix  McQIennon. 


Yulicr  gals,  I'm  goin^  In  wHrii  you  'gainst  ii  nigger  dat  I  kuow, 

Dou't  listen,  don't  listeu; 
He  ^^  ill  Hing  outside  your  sliiinty  and  he'll  pick  de  ole  bacjo, 

Don't  listen  if  you're  wise. 
He  will  sit  upon  de  fence  and  ciiy,  "Oh,  lub,  you  aredivlno"; 
He  will  swear  that  hu'll  he  true  to  you  as  ail  the  stars  thai  shiue. 
But  he's  siud  de  same  to  eb'ry  yaller  girl  iu  CoroliDu; 

Dou't  listeu  if  you're  wide. 

CnoRue. 
Don't  listen,  don't  listen,  don't  listen  to  dat  sancy  nigger's  lay; 

If  he  says  it's  nice  to  spoon  by  de  liilily  silver  moon, 
Dou't  listen,  for  it's  all  de  oder  way.— Dance. 

If  dat  nigger  wants  to  visit  yon  when  mammle  aiu't  at  home, 

Don't  listen,  don't  listen; 
If  he  wauls  you  to  go  out  witli  him  and  tliro'  the  fields  to  roam, 

Don't  listen  if  you'ie  wise. 
If  he  comes  a-kiiocking  at  de  <loor  and  says  do  weather's  wet. 
If  he  wants  to  »it  up  to  de  Are  and  cull  you  ••  lioi;ey  pet," 
If  he  tell  you  dat  you  are  de  nicest  jtilier  girl  he's  met, 
Dou't  listen  if  you're  wise. 

CnoRfs. 
Don't  listen,  don't  listen,  don't  listen  to  dat  saucy  nigger's  lay; 

If  he  tells  you  of  de  bliss  of  one  long,  sweet,  ling'ring  kiss, 
Dou't  listen,  for  it's  all  de  oder  way.— I/aiice, 

If  he  follows  you  about  de  fields  and  says,  "My  only  oric," 

Don't  listen,  don't  listen; 
If  he  says,  *'Oh,  hug  me  liunl,  my  honey,"  go  and  get  your  guu 

Don't  listen  if  you're  wise. 
If  he  says  tlial  love  for  yxi  lu  his  poor  heart  hns  taken  root. 
Just  explain  to  iiini  the  size  of  your  exported  daddy's  boot; 
Let  >our  fader's  bulldog  loose  on  him  audsay,  ■■  Younigi^er,  skoot!  " 

Dou't  listen  if  you're  wise. 

C'HOIIITS. 

Dou't  listen,  don't  listen,  don't  listen  to  dat  saucy  nigger's  lay; 

Let  your  daddy  lift  liini  so  In  de  gutter  wid  his  loe; 
Dou't  listeu,  for  it's  all  du  oder  \\ny.~  Dance, 


KEEP    IT    HANDY. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Kail,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  Oeorge  Horncastle.    Music  by  Felix  McOlennon. 

Now  ev'ry  young  lady  who's  got  a  nice  face,  take  my  advice: 

Be  always  good-iem|)ered  and  add  t»  its  eruce,  that's  good  advice; 

I  don't  recoinmcml  voti  to  use  horrid  sttifi'. 

Still  men  never  think  you  are  pretiy  enough; 

So  buy  some  peari  powder  and  also  a  puff,  and  take  my  advice: 

Chorus. 

Keep  it  hnndy,  nice  and  himdy. 
You  know  you  liivc  to  "make  np"  on  the  sly, 

And  powder's  handy,  very  handy. 
It's  teu  to  one  you'll  want  it  bye  and  bye. 

Now  all  yen  yonng  fellows  who  stay  out  at  niirht,  take  my  advice: 

Whatever  you  do,  mind,  you  never  get  tight,  that's  good  advice; 

And  if  you  are  sirictiy  teetotal  itist>'ad. 

But  still  in  the  morning  have  pulns  in  your  head, 

A  bottle  of  braudy  have  placed  near  your  bed,  aud  take  my  advice: 

CUORLS. 

Keep  it  handy,  nice  and  handy. 

You  know  you  liKe  a  drop  upon  tliQ  Bly; 
And  brandy's  liaudy,  very  handy. 

Whene'er  yon  waut  to  wet  the  other  eye. 

Now  all  yon  dear  girls  who  have  got  a  young  man,  take  mv  advice. 
And  keep  him  «s  far  off  as  ever  yoii  can,  that's  good  adviciv 
If  of  other  felli>ws  he  jealous  aj)|>enr8, 
And  you  want  to  seem  quite  upset  by  his  sneers, 

lu  your  haudkerchief  place  a  small  onion,  my  dearS)  and  take  iii}  advice: 

CnoKus. 
Keep  it  liandy,  nice  and  handy. 

You  know  you  like  to  tease  him  on  the  sly; 
An  ouion's  liandy,  very  handy. 
It's  ten  to  one  you'll  want  it  bye  and  bye. 

You  dear  married  ladies  who  'round  me  I  see.  take  my  advic-: 
Always  make  the  old  man  conic  home  to  Ins  tea,  that's  go<  d  advice; 
Then  let  him  to  out.  for  what  else  c:iu  you  do? 
But  whila  you  awaitjiis  return  till  nil's  blue, 
B«  sure  that  you  have  a  big  poker  with  you,  aud  take  my  a<i\ice: 

Chokies. 
Keep  it  handy,  nice  and  handy. 

Ton  know  you  like  to  bang  him  on  the  sly ; 
A  poker's  handy,  very  handy. 
It's  ten  to  oue  you'll  want  it  bye  and  bye. 


MR    CAPTAIN,    STOP    THE    SHIP. 

Copyright,  1S94,  by  Spauldliig  <t  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 
Ail  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  W.  A.  Archbold.    Musie  by  Felix  McGleunon. 

On  a  trip  across  the  ocean  I  to  New  York  came  last  year. 
But  the  ocean's  nasty  motion  set  me  feeling  very  queer; 
When  I  saw  my  elder  sisters  lying  uroaninu'  side  by  side, 
I  clutclied  the  captuiu  by  the  whiskers  and  1,  trcmuiiug,  cried: 

ClIOUI'B. 

"Mister  Captain,  stop  the  ship,  I  want  to  get  out  and  walk: 
1  feel  so  flipperly-flopperiy-flip  that  I'll  never  see  New  York. 
Mister  Captain,  stop  ilie  ship,  I'm  sick  of  the  raging  maiu; 
III  I  hi  I  seud  uie  u  cab  to  take  me  home  ugaiu." 

When  I  said,  "Good  Mister  Captain,  tell  me  wheii's  the  next  car  home,'* 

IIu  laughed  and  shoolt  his  liea<l  and  said,  "  No  cars  upon  the  foam. 

You  will  have  to  go  to  New  York.  tUar.  before  you'ie  home  auaiii; 

You  must  cheer  up,"  he  murmured,  but  I  cried  v\  itu  migiit  aud  muiu :—  Chorus. 

Once  I  said  when  tempest  blew  hard,  "  I'll  die  if  it  keeps  like  this."      I 
"  Not  at  all,"  replied  the  steward;  '°  try  some  good  old  whiskey,  miss.'* 
Nevermore  npou  the  ocean  shall  I  trust  mtsetf  again. 
Or  ever  give  the  oceau's  moiiou  chauce  to  cause  me  paiu.— CAo;  f/jt. 


A   LOST   ONE'S   BROKEN   HEART. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Spauldiug  &  Gray.     Entered  at  SCationeru'  lUll,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J  r.  Skelly. 

The  playmates  of  her  chililhood  no  more  with  welcome  came. 

To  give  her  jnyotis  welcome  on  the  leu; 
The  way  was  dark  and  siU-nr,  aiid  murmurs  «f  l',:.'r  blame 

Seemed  sounding  from  the  leaves  on  ev'ry  tree. 
Oh.  she  was  yoim  <  ai.d  fair  when  she  left  the  old  folks  there. 

Upon  a  willful  mit<'<ion  to  depart; 
Around  the  kitclii'U  way  she  entered  in  dismay, 

A  wanderer  with  weary,  broken  heart. 

RtpnAiN. 
With  broken  heart,  in  pain  sin;  wandered  back  again. 

The  light  of  liiuiie  coii.d  ne'er  from  her  depart; 
She  came  back  to  the  fold  to  happy  pccuea  of  eld, 

A  lost  oue  with  a  weary,  bruUeu  iieurt. 

SLo  met  upon  the  threshold  a  mother  old  and  gr.iy. 

Who  Clusp'd  her,  weepim:,  folid'y  to  her  brea.-t; 
Her  brothers  and  her  sisters  w  ith  siiiiles  came  to  display 

Their  joy  to  see  the  bird  back  In  its  nest. 
The  lost  oue  siiiiit d  once  more  within  the  cott.ige  door. 

And  vowed  iliat  she  would  nevcjmort!  depait: 
She  soon  forgot  her  care,  for  she  was  youug  and  f  lir, 

Aud  Joy  60OU  southed  tlic  lust  one's  brukeu  Uvan.— lief  rain. 


THE    MIDWAY    PALOMA. 
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Words  by  James  Thornton.    Musiu  adapted  from  the  Spanish. 

Oh,  Santiago,  and  de  Lnmbigo, 

And  the  8enoriladat  will  piill-ade  legH); 

Oh.  Mexico  and  the  Mesicaiiuo, 

And  de  Dago  sella  de  ri|ie  lianano: 

I)c  night  Kii  and  du  Dngo  from  Italio, 

Standing  on  the  corner,  sellini;  the  lipt  tamalio; 

Hidalgo  Espiignola  from  San  Slarlio, 

And  "the  man  that  broke  the  bank  at  Monte  Carlo;  " 

And  the  mandolins  will  ring,  and  Signora  wi  I  sing 

"Daddy  won't  buy  me  a  boa-wow-wow-wow, 

B0VV-W'0W-W0W-WOW-VM)W-VV0>V," 

"After  the  ball-o,"  "Collar  and  elbow," 

"  He  never  cures  to  wander-o,"  "  De  cat  came  back-o," 

"The  mau  iu  the  moou-o"  marry  him  soou-o,  alia. 

Oh,  ciirarclto.  and  de  cigaro. 

Wheeling,  West  Virginia,  in  a  whoelbarrlo;  . 

Oh.  Silver  Bill  and  the  Buffalo  Billio. 

I  dou't  know  how  much  I  owf.  Tit  Wllllo. 

A  young  girl  went  to  supper  with  my  brother-o. 

Now  one  of  his  legs  is  lotiL'er  thau  the  other>o; 

Wiieu  she  left  him  he  didn't  have  a  sou-i-o. 

For  she  was  oue  of  the  *'  Two  little  girls  in  blue-i-o." 

Oh,  he  bought  her  a  rin<:,  and  ilie  maiden  \all  sing. 

There's  a  jay  born  each  minute  or  two-i. 

Minute  or  two-i-o. 

Ob,  Carmeiicita,  Regnloiicita, 

And  Paquettu,  I'lU  going  (o  meet  her  just  dowu  the  str•et4^ 

With  her  big  fcet-a,  never  looked  sweeter,  uHa. 


■IP 


L'  ■t;-- 
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Words  and  Music  by  Percy  Qaunt. 


Beauteone  queen  of  the  midnight  star,  still  Bwuying  the  hearte  of  men, 

Happier  I  tliuii  all,  by  far,  if  I  bad  thy  love  Hi^aiii. 

Kiireet  treeses  bedeck  thy  brow,  that  rivals  Juno's  own; 

Empress  great  of  my  love  art  thou,  ah,  could  I  make  it  kiiov\  n, 

I'd  give  the  world  for  one  warm,  sweet  ki8g,  the  lipe,  dewy  laden,  of  thine; 

Thy  passionate  gleam,  forever  a  dream,  a  creature  of  form  divine. 

Ah  I  beauteous  qneeu  of  the  midnight  star,  empress  of  hearts,  recent  of  men. 

Such  an  enchantress,  with  thrilling  pow'r,  cive  me  thy  love  again. 

Beauteous  queen  of  the  lieavens  bright,  deign  but  to  gliincc  down  from  afar; 

There  is  but  one  beauteous  queeu  of  night,  the  qneeu  of  the  iiiidhight  star. 

Beauteous  queen  of  the  midnight  star,  a  gem  so  radiant  fair, 

Out  from  thy  vaulted  throne  afnr  no  rival  can  auglit  compare; 

As  I  lonuingly  gaze  on  tliee,  so  queenly  from  above, 

BeatB  my  heart  with  glad  ecstasy  for  one  sweet  glance  of  love. 

Tiiy  gracious  smile  fore'er  allures,  along  witli  those  passionate  eyes;     *: 

Oh,  say  that  my  life  forever  endures,  no  glimpse  of  thy  paradise. 

Ah  I  beauteous  queen  of  the  midnight  etar,  etc. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Onssle  L.  Davis. 


f    .. 


I  often  used  to  wonder  how  it  is  when  people  die —  ' 

If  there's  really  any  truth  in  what  we  hear; 
If  there's  such  a  place  where  people  have  nice  golden  wings  and  fly. 

And  if  preachers  give  us  all  the  proper  steer. 
My  old  friend  Jones  was  taken  ill  two  weeks  ago  and  died; 

On  Ids  dying  bed  he  made  a  solemn  vow 
That  he'd  return  and  tell  us  all  about  the  other  Bide, 

So  I  guess  he  knows  the  secret  now. 

Refrain. 
I  guess  he  knows  the  secret  now,  I  guess  he  knows  the  secret  now; 
I  would  like  to  know  to-night  if  my  old  friend  Jones  is  right. 
And  If  he  knows  tlie  secret  now. 

An  old  maid  that  had  money  said  she'd  never,  never  wed; 

She  has  changed  her  mind  quite  different  since  then. 
Of  the  naughty,  naughty  boys,  she  said,  she  was  so  much  afraid. 

And  she  could  not  bear  the  awful  naughty  men. 
Siie'B  married  now  and  knows  the  joys  of  ha])py  wedded  bliss; 

When  her  husband's  home,  there's  sure  to  be  a  row; 
It's  pnlling  hair  and  at  each  other  hummer  tongues  and  fists,  .. 
So  I  guess  she  known  the  secret  now. 

Refrain. 
Iguess  she  knows  the  secret  now,  I  guess  she  knows  tlie  secret  now; 
Wedded  liliss  is  all  a  bluff,  don't  take  long  to  get  enough; 
I  guess  she  knows  the  secret  now. 

A  colored  individual,  by  the  name  of  Johnston  Jones, 

Swore  he'd  never  stole  a  cliicken  in  his  life. 
Said  he  had  a  reputation  that  few  colored  people  own, 

And  he  proved  all  bis  assertions  by  liis  wife. 
'     Be  got  a  situation  in  the  country,  on  a  farm, 

And  at  doing  niatiic  tricks,  this  coon  knew  how. 
And  mesmerizing  chickens  seemed  to  be  bis  greatest  charm. 

For  tills  darkey  has  the  secret  now. 

Refrain. 
I  guess  he  knows  the  secret  now,  I  u'Uess  he  knows  the  secret  now;    - 
And  the  chickens  now  roost  high  when  this  coon  is  passing  by; 
I  guess  he  knows  the  secret  now. 

Littie  Willie  used  to  go  to  school,  dime  novels  he  would  read. 

And  lie  bought  a  limiting  knife  and  gun  that  shoots; 
He  bad  read  about  the  Indians  and  of  tiieir  cruel  deeds. 

So  lie  went  out  West  to  kill  the  savage  Utes. 
'Way  out  tlicre,  on  the  Western  plains,  poor  Willie  needs  no  gun,    . 

For  the  Indians  placed  a  wreath  upon  his  brow; 
They  all  went  to  his  funeral,  as  tliey  do  for  ev'ry  one, 

And  poor  Willie's  pants  are  vacant  now. 

Refrain. 
I  guess  he  knows  the  secret  now,  I  guess  he  knows  the  secret  now; 
In  the  liappv  hunting  ground  little  Willie  can  be  found; 
I  guess  he  knows  the  secret  now. 

Poor  Mary  Ann  she  used  to  light  the  fire  with  kerosene. 

But  we  told  her  not  to,  many  times  before; 
So  one  morn  she  overslept  liereelf,  tlie  wood  was  awful  green, 

She  jnst  poured  it  on  and  tightly  closed  tlie  door. 
There  was  a  grand  display,  just  like  the  fourth  day  of  July, 

Whether  she  died  brave  or  not,  no  one  knew  how; 
At  shov'ling  coal  or  pushing  clonds  slie  has  a  chance  to  try. 

For  poor  Mary  knows  the  secret  now. 

Refrain. 
I  guess  site  knows  the  secret  now,  l  guess  she  knows  the  secret  now; 
Even  if  she  got  up  late,  wonid  it  not  been  best  to  waitt 

I  guess  she  knows  the  secret  now,  ■>.  : 
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Written  by  Chas.  Brighton.    Composed  by  Felix  McQlennon. 

When  I  was  but  n  little  girl— a  naughty  one,  they  say— 

My  mother  used  to  tell  me  that  she'd  send  me  right  away,  • 

Yes,  right  away,  and  then  slie'd  have  another  one  instead, 

And  well  I  can  remember  now  tlie  many  times  slie  said:  '      , 

Chorus. 
■      •    "There's  a  good  gill  coming  in  the  morning, 
Very,  very  early  in  the  day: 
And  just  as  the  dayliglit  iaa-dawning 
I'm  going  to  send  the  other  one  away." 

The  other  night  I  saw  my  Pa  with  our  young  chamber  maid; 
He  said  to  her,  '"  Give  me  a  kiss  ";  said  she.  "  I  am  afraid." 
Said  I  to  Ma,  "  Why  did  my  Pa  kiss  Sarah  f"  Pa  said,  'Hushl  " 
There  was  a  row— I  don't  know  why— now  Sarah's  name  is  mush. 

'  Chorus. 

Tliere's  a  new  one  coming  in  the  morning, 
'  .  Very,  very  early  in  tlie  day; 

And  juat  38  the  daylight  is  a-dawning  , 

We're  going  to  send  the  wicked  girl  away.  ' 

My  Pa  is  always  grumbling  when  he  hears  the  Imby  roar, 
I've  often  heard  iiim  say  to  Ma,  "  I  hope  we'll  have  no  more." 
Now  that  seems  very  strange,  liecause  my  aunt  she  said  to  me, 
"  You'll  have  a  little  broilier  or  a  sister  soon,  you'll  see. 

Chorus. 
"  Tliere's  a  new  one  coming  in  the  morning. 
Very,  very  early  in  the  day: 


And  just  as  tlie  daylight  is  a-dawning 
You'll  hear  y  our  daddy  shouting,  'Hip,  hooray  I ' " 


•  •  m 
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As  sung  in  "The  Giuety  GirL" 


let  Person. 

Buck  np,  bnck  up,  old  chappie,  and  don't  meet  your  woes  half  way,  man; 

Leave  lovers'  ills,  lilie  unpaid  bills,  until  you're  on  lialf  pay,  roan. 

But  life  hiiB  rubs,  my  chirpy  sub!*,  that  aren't  at  all  aniusin'; 

And  tho'  a  chap's  a  life  guard,  p'rhaps  he  still  may  be  tlie  "blues"  in. 

A  fig  for  b'ues  of  divers  hues,  don't  get  such  nonsense  wrapt  in; 

By  wiiy  of  cure,  remember  you're  a  guardsman  and  a  cuptaln. 

Who's  got  ill  store  good  times  galore,  a  few  of  whicli  we'll  mention; 

Go  on,  my  boys,  your  list  of  joys  shall  have  my  best  attention. 

Refrain. 
Oh,  we're  hoys  of  the  household  brigade,  brigade. 
As  cheery  and  bright  as  they're  nia<le,  they're  made; 
So  buck  up,  old  Chappie,  ami  let's  all  lie  huppy. 
By  never  a  trouble  disuiayeii,  dit-mayed. 
We're  hoys  of  the  household  brigade,  brigade. 
As  Cheery  and  brinht  as  they're  made,  they're  made; 
So  buck  np,  old  chappie,  and  let's  all  be  happy, 
By  never  a  trouble  disinayed. 
Like  the  boys  of  the  household  brigade. 

2d  Person.         ■ 

There's  town  delights  o'  days  and  nights,  not  quite  for  conntry  cousins. 

With  shows  and  bail!*  and  music  halls  and  pretty  girls  by  dozens; 

A-lounee  yon  go,  or  ride  the  Row.  and  plunging  go  the  pace  in. 

To  make  a  bit  or  take  a  hit  on  all  the  si'ason's  racin'. 

Or  take  vour  way  to  Paris  gay,  to  do— tlio'  prigs  may  snarl,  oh! — 

Your  "  Moulin  Roiiu'e,"'.  then  *•  rouge  et  noir  "  at  merry  Monte  Carlo. 

You  crop  a  flow'r  from  ev'ry  hour,  with  naught  your  fun  to  fetter; 

By  Jove,  you  do!  D'ye  know,  you  two,  I'm  feeling  rather  better.— J?«/roin. 

3d  Person. 

Then  leaving  town  for  dale  and  down,  and  'round  of  rur.nl  bliMes, 

You  shoot  your  neighbor's  "covers  "  and  you  spoon  yonr  neii;libor's  misses; 

There's  bird  and  brute  to  hunt  and  shoot,  tliere's  game  for  horse  and  gun  there; 

So,  in  and  out,  beyond  a  doubt,  you're  bound  to  get  some  fun  tliere. 

A  guardsman's  year  is  one  career  of  sport,  there's  no  denying; 

And  when  he's  broke  beyond  a  joke  from  many  kites  a-flyin'. 

He  seeks  with  aim  to  shoot  big  game,  the  Congo  or  the  Niger,  .      V., 

Or  goes  to  " pot "  in  India  hot  the  captivating  tiger.— .ff«/;oin. 


— A  Helpful  Relative. — Mrs.  Yoiingnian:  "  I  wish  I  knew  some 
way  to  prevent  the  baby  from  sucking  liis  thumb."  Bacliclur 
Uncle:  "Hum!  let  me  see.  There  ought  to  be  some  way.  Why, 
yes;  I've  thought  of  apian  already."  "Oh,  thank  you  ever  so 
much.    What  shall  I  do  ? "    "Muzzle  him."     ^ 
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Words  by  Charles  Edwards.     Music  by  Geo.  C.  Eklwarda. 

RiKlit  across  the  Brooklyn  BildRe,  on  the  east  side  of  the  towu,     • 
Little  Joe,  he  will  meet  his  bean,  and  he  takes  ber  l>y  the  arm, 
Ou  their  way  they  lueet  NcH  and  Mny,  alouj;  with  Jnlic  Worth, 
Aud  every  uigbt  you'll  dud  ttteui  iu  McNally'e  old  back  jartl. 

Chorvs. 

Sweet,  little  Annie  O'Connor,  along  with  Tomniie  McCue, 

Making  love  tot;ether.  as  the  boys  aud  K>rlb  all  do. 

And  beautiful  Nancy  Clancy,  she  is  the  belle  of  the  ward, 

Aud  every  night  you'll  fiud  tbeiu  all  in  McNally'e  old  back  yard. 

Summer's  ni^fht,  wheir  the  moon  shines  bright,  the  man  in  the  moon  sees  all; 

Jobunie  Dean  plays  the  conceriine,  Nellie  Grady  einjjs  a  sonij, 

Mollie  McGiiire,  who  sines  in  the  cliuir,  uloiii;  with  Annie  Uait, 

And  every  night  you'll  flud  tUem  iu  McNally's  old  back  ymiX.—  C/ior'ts. 


■    *  »  »    ' 

Oh!  How  I  Love  Sweet  Kathleen 
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Words  by  Charles  Edwards.    Music  by  Geo.  C.  Edwards. 

Within  oiir  flat  tliere  dwells  a  maid,  she's  all  the  world  to  nit-. 
And  in  my  sleep  I  speak  of  her,  and  her  sweet  face  I  always  ci'e; 
With  a  smile  so  sweet,  she'll  always  crcet,  she's  my  little  Irish  queen; 
When  by  her  side,  I'm  filled  with  pride,  for  I  love  my  sweet  Kiithleeu. 

Cnouus. 
Oh!  how  1  love  sweet  Kathleen,  and  she's  all  the  world  to  me; 

She  is  my  only  ir>iidin<;  star,  and  married  soon  we'll  be; 
Her  eyes  like  diamonds  shine,  and  her  heart  is  love's  retreat; 

I  wish  it  were  time  whcu  I  could  call  her  mine,  for  she  s  aU  the  world  to  lui-. 

Together,  sparking,  every  night  you'll  see  us  at  the  door: 

In  a  little  while  you'll  mies  ber  smile,  for  wc  will  t^taud  there  no  more; 

A  little  cot  will  be  our  lot,  for  she's  my  little  queen; 

There '8  not  a  girl  iu  all  the  world  cau  equal  my  Kathleen.— 6' Aoru«. 


^^ 
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Words  and  Music  by  Frank  Addis  Kent. 


When  de  snn  am  gone  to  rest,  far  behind  the  liilla. 
And  de  darkies  work  am  done  in  de  cotton  fields, 
Uen  he  lubs  to  meet  his  gal  in  du  moonlit-'lit  clear. 
Whisper  to  her  words  ob  lub— don't  she  like  to  hear: 

Chohus. 

Susie,  do  yon  lub  me?  tell  me  wid  dose  eyes; 

You's  de  gal  for  Sambo,  just  dis  niggah's  size; 

Kiss  me  wid  dose  ripe,  red  lips;  hug  me  tiglit,  my  honey; 

We'll  be  married  some  line  day— oh,  golly !  ulu't  lab  funny. 

All  day  in  de  cotton  fields,  *ueatb  the  broiling  sun. 
Sambo  works  and  thinks  ob  lier,  Susie,  precious  one; 
Longs  for  night  to  roll  around,  den  he'll  meet  bis  dear: 
Cooiug  like  two  turtle  doves,  bow  she  likes  to  hear:—  Chorut. 

Ten  long  years  liab  rolled  away  since  dose  moonlight  nights, 
Sam  and  Susie's  on  ile  place,  married,  dead  to  rights; 
Piccaninnies,  ten,  hab  uey — she  is  still  his  dear; 
When  de  long,  hot  day  am  done,  den  she  likes  to  hear:—  C'honit. 


^•m- 


/ 


I'M    SURE. 
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I've  met  some  funny  people— so,  I  guess,  have  all  of  you; 
The  folks  who  tell  you  what  they  woiikl  and  what  they  wouldn't  do- 
For  instance,  iu  our  boarding-school  you'll  find  the  sour-faced  Mlws, 
Who  never  has  been  at>kcd— but  eays  she  wouldn't  take  a  kias— 

Chorus. 
But  I  fancy  that  she  would,  I'm  sure,  I'm  sure— 
That  is,  if  she  only  could,  I'm  sure,  I'm  sure. 
When  you  hear  a  straight-laced  Miss  say  she  wouldn't  take  a  kies- 
Well,  it's  ten  to  one  she  would,  I'm  sure. 

When  ma-in-law  comes  to  the  house,  the  timid  married  man 
Devotes  himself  unto  his  wife  in  every  way  he  can; 
He's  quite  a  model  husband,  while  the  good  old  girl  is  there. 
And  that  be  wouldn't  part. with  her,  he's  quite  prepared  to  swear. 

CUORIJS. 

Oh!  bat  donH  you  think  he  wouhl,  I'm  snre,  I'm  snre— 
That  is,  If  he  only  could,  I'm  sure,  I'm  sure. 
Lose  the  ancient-looking  face,  which  adorns  Lis  humble  place- 
Well,  it's  teu  to  one  he  would,  I'm  sure. 

Then  take  the  happy  father  on  a  cold  December  night, 
He  paces  up  and  down  the  room,  in  garments,  oh,  so  slight; 
If  you  ask  him,  he'll  tell  you  with  a  smile  that  looks  like  pain, 
For  all  the  world  he  wonldu't  be  a  single  man  again— 

Cborks. 

But  I  fancy  that  he  would,  I'm  sure,  I'm  sure— 
That  is,  if  he  only  could,  I'm  sure,  I'm  sure; 
When  he's  shaking  at  the  knees,  aud  feels  half  inclined  to  freeze, 
Be  a  single  mau  he  would,  I'm  sure. 


L 


— It  was  a  careless  but  unw 
I  wrote  to  his  rich  aiint: 
presents."— rA«  Merry  JUfkev 


^..jply  truthful  college  youth,  who 
hardly  exist  when  I  aui  out  of  your 


FOROET     THE     PAST. 
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Kell  and  I  had  quarreled,  ns  young  couples  do; 

]  was  madly  jealous,  and  thought  she  was  uutrue; 

She  received  a  letter  from  an  old  sweetheart. 

And  I  said,  "We'd  better  henceforth  live  apart!  " 

I  was  rashly  violent,  in  my  jealous  pain; 

She  was  proudly  silent,  and  would  not  explain; 

So,  in  bitter  anger,  we  each  went  away. 

Though  our  hearts  were  breaking,  neither  one  would  say: 

Chorus. 

Dear,  I  am  sorry  I  gave  you  pain ; 
Come,  kiss  me,  darling,  and  be  friends  again;        - : 
I  will  love  you  only,  dear,  while  life  shall  last; 
Darling,  forgive  uic,  and  forget  the  past. 

After  years  of  silence,  my  Nell  passed  away- 
Nestling  on  her  bosom,  two  tear-stained  letters  lay; 
Cue,  the  fatal  missive  ihiit  had  wrought  such  woe. 
And  for  me  the  other,  written  long  ago — 
"Husband,  I  will  tell  you,  now  we  are  apart. 
All  about  that  letter  from  an  old  sweetheart- 
It  was  from  a  sister,  who  had  gone  astray. 
But  you  were  eo  bitter,  that  I  would  not  etny.—  C'hoiut. 


THE    LITTLE    TOY    DRUM. 
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"  Now,  Papa,"  said  Benny,  "  please  tell  us  again 

Tiie  tale  of  the  little  toy  drum  Mamma  keeps? " 
"  'Twas  your  uncle's,"  he  said,  "  boy,  who  went  to  the  war — 

In  a  spot  far  away  with  brave  heroes  he  sleeps — 
On  his  birthday  your  dear  mother  gave  it  to  him; 

She  was  proud  of  lier  gay  little  brother,  I  know; 
lie  put  on  a  big  one  when  war  was  declared, 

Aud  told  us,  a  drummer  boy,  with  us  he'd  go."  "  ; 

Chorcb. 

The  little  toy  drum,  with  its  ribbons  and  all, 

lie  treasured  so  much,  years  ago. 
He  gave  to  your  mother,  aud  answered  the  call 

For  soldiers  and  heroes,  you  know; 
She  placed  it  away  on  the  very  same  dav 

That  she  heard  he  would  never  come  back. 
And  the  little  toy  drum  with  her  always  will  stay. 

That  w  as  left  by  your  Uncle  Jack. 

*' The  rnb-a-dub-dub  of  his  drnm  could  be  heard 

Away  in  the  front  and  inspiring  the  men. 
But  one  day  it  was  silent— we  found  him  that  night. 

With  the  drum  by  his  side,  be  would  ne'er  beat  again; 
Your  motlicr  is  sad  when  she  thinks  of  his  fate. 

And,  although  of  the  story  she  seldom  will  sp«ak, 
She  knows  that  a  brave  liitle  hero  was  lie. 

And  tl\^  thought  brlugs  the  blushes  of  pride  to  ber  cheek."— CAortM. 
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Parody  on: 

MAG-giE    MQONEY. 
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A  maiden  fair,  with  chestnut  hair— and  she's  a  cbestcut,  too— 
To  H  rutte  she  saiil,  "I've  got  you  dead,  I  won't  do  a  thing  to  yon." 
Now  this  litile  queen  chewed  Boston  beans,  and  the  rubean  he  chewed  hay; 
And  this  maideu  slick  she  grabbed  hiui  quick  and  to  him  she  did  say: 

Chobcs.  .  - 

**  My  name  is  Maggie  Mooney  and  I'm  too  swift  for  yon;  . 
You  are  a  littfe  looney,  in  my  company  you'll  l)e  new. 
I'm  goinj;  in  a  bullooney  and  try  and  raise  the  mooney,    .' 
And  you'll  go  up  with  your  own  Maggie  Mooney." 

Now  this  little  beaut*  chewed  tutti-fmit  and  combed  her  hair  down  etraigbt; 

Slie  was  a  stile,  for  she  wore  a  smile,  and  by  her  teeth  her  age  was  eight; 
\  The  rube's  eleven,  he's  now  in  heaven,  and  he's  up  with  the  angels  now, 
I  And  maiden's  age  drove  her  on  the  stage,  and  she  bellows  like  a  cov/.—  Chxtrut. 


■    ^  •  » 


For  Trying  to  Be  a  G-ood  Fellow. 
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Some  time  aco  I  knew  a  man  who  would  not  take  advice, 
He'd  turn  his  back  on  one  who  said,  "  Some  day  you  may  think  twice.'* 
The  one  who  used  to  make  him  smile  and  fill  his  heart  with  joy 
Was  he  who'd  slap  him  on  the  back  and  suy,  "  Drink  up,  old  boy." 

CUOBUS. 

You'll  see  the  tears  now  come  to  his  eye  whenever  the  past  he  goes  over; 

Be  treated  his  comrades  like  gi-ntlemen  the  days  that  he  was  in  clover, 

He  equiiiidered  his  cash  and  over  a  glass  good-nuinredly  witn  them  he'd  bellow; 

But  siuce  then  he's  seen  what  a  fuol  he  hue  been  fur  trying  to  be  a  good  fellow. 

He  liad  but  little  time  for  home— in  fact,  he  had  no  home, 

That  is,  tlie  ties  of  loving  ones  he  severed  just  to  roam. 

For  da>s  his  room  he'd  seldom  see,  and  then  come  in  half  tight; 

But  often  since  he's  longed  for  it,  yes,  only  for  one  night.— CAo>'«».    ■ 

He's  broke  in  health,  he's  broke  in  wealth,  and  just  to  let  him  sleep. 
The  barroom  where  he  spent  his  cash  he's  glad  enough  to  sweep. 
Good  fellow  has  been  snubbed  and  shunned,  the  end  is  near  at  uand; 
And  this  same  tale  is  told  in  life  each  day  all  o'er  the  laud.— 6'A&;-u«. 


^  *  » 


Parody  on: 

WHEN    YOU    KNOW    THE    GrtKLl 
YOU    LOVE    LOVES    YOU-  [ 

Composed  by  Dwyer  and  O'Donnell.    Sung  by  Barney  Riley.  ( 
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I  have  found  this  world  a  pleasure  since  a  girl  I  met  one  night, 
A  girl,  I  thought,  would  stick  to  me  like  glue; 

She  loved  me  very  dearly,  and  I  thoacht  it  rather  queer 
That  love  on  short  acquaintance  could  be  true.  '  •     '.■ 

She  called  me  baby  names  and  played  some  fuuny  games;  ;  -  • 

She  said  I'm  cold,  but  nearer  to  me  drew. 

*'0h,  wliat  joy  < "  she  did  exclaim,  when  she  took  my  watch  and  chain- 
It's  hard  to  have  a  girl  do  yon. 

':■■'-  Chobus.        '■'■;■■  -:';     ''.' ■ 

When  yon  know  the  girl  yon  love  done  yon,  •■> 

When  she  pulled  your  leg  she  flew;  '    ^'  '  ■ 

Now  I  haven't  got  a  cent,  through  my  clothes  she  gently  went; 

It's  hard  to  have  a  girl  do  you. 

I've  been  married  just  one  year;  now,  don't  you  think  it's  qaeer, 

We've  ten  of  the  finest  children  ever  seen? 
She  told  me  all  her  secrete,  but  she  done  it  with  a  wink; 

They'll  tell  you  all  they  know,  yes,  I  don't  think. 
My  wife  she  knows  it  all,  with  mottoes  on  the  wall—       .    . 

God  bless  our  home  and  old  arm  chair. 
"i^ow  the  chair  is  broke  in  two  and  my  eyes  are  black  and  blue; 

It's  hard  to  have  your  wife  do  you. 

Chobus.  '  "■  '-■■   ,   ,      .. .  ■ 

When  yon  know  the  wife  you  love  done  yon,    ..■      ■  -     >',    ' 

On  your  head  she  broke  the  chair  in  two; 
A  policeman  comes  in  then,  next  day  your  flue  !■  ten — 

It's  different  when  a  judge  does  you. 


A    BIRD    IN    THE    HAND. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  Tabrar. 


SWEET    BABY   GRACE. 
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You  may  sing  of  your  sweetheart,  your  wife  and  yonr  mother, 

Tliey  all  in  your  heart  have  a  most  sacred  place; 
But  I'll  sing  of  ray  baby,  my  own  liitle  dannhier, 

The  pride  of  my  heart  is  my  sweet  baby  Grace.  ' 

She  is  my  sweetheart,  she  is  my  treasure; 

How  my  heart  leaps  when  I  gaze  on  her  face, 
How  my  heart  aches,  lest  some  evil  befall  her; 

God,  watcli  my  darling,  my  sweet  baby  Grace. 

■■•\-  -  '  "^'^  '■''  '■  'V:  ■■•V"      Chobus.       .  ■'' ■•...^^v^- 
Sweet,  little,  bine  eyes,  come  kiss  yonr  papa; 

What  care  I,  darling,  for  diamond  or  pearlf     ";■" 
This  little  treasure  is  dearer  than  riches. 

Papa's  own,  dear  little,  sweet  little  girl.  ;. 

Yon  abonld  see  how  she  comes  down  the  pathway  to  meet  me, 
With  sweet  arms  ontstretch'd  and  her  face  all  aglow. 

For  papa's  been  gone  from  bis  darling  since  morning. 
And  now  there'll  be  kissing  and  hugging,  I  Imow. 

Dear  little  feet,  how  they  falter  and  stumble. 
The  least  little  pebble  will  cause  her  to  fall; 

Up  again,  darling — try  again  bravelv — 

Papa  will  reach  you  and  soon  heal  it  &\\,—C/wnu, 

And  thus  it  Is  ever  along  life's  rough  pathway; 

There's  something  to  trip  up  the  dear  little  feet. 
There's  snmething  to  hinder  the  plans  started  bravely,    ,. •   •, 

And  casting  you  down  when  success  looks  so  sweet.  ;''      ":-, 
Would  that  yonr  papa  could  always  he  near  yon. 

To  smooth  the  rough  places  that  come  in  your  way;    ■  .  .•■'., 
Father  in  heaven,  look  aown  on  my  baby,  '"'  "■'  -    '  ■ 

And  guard  her  dear  feet  in  her  walk  day  by  day.— CAoru«. 


I  once  heard  my  dear  mother  say  'tw  as  wicked  to  be  poor,- 
And  that  possession  was  at  least  a  good  nine  points  in  law; 
So,  as  the  first  young  man  1  had  endeavored  to  deceive, 
I  exercised  the  practice  which  I'd  l>eeu  taught  to  believe: 

Chobus. 
A  bird  in  the  band's  worth  two  in  the  bnsh  at  any  time, 
A  bird  in  tlie  hand's  worth  two  in  the  bush  at  any  lime; 
He  bought  me  a  diamond  ring — well,  yon  can  uudersiaod. 
He  had  the  bird  in  the  bush  and  I  had  the  ring  on  my  hand. 

When  quite  a  mite  my  dad  taught  fne  to  say  things  off  by  heart. 
Amongst  which  was,  "  When  racing,  see  you  always  get  a  start." 
Right  to  his  ev'ry  letter,  I  have  acted  my  life  through, 
Rcmembring  dad's  advice  when  I  took  sweetheart  number  two: 

CuORtTB. 

A  bird  in  the  hand's  worth  two  in  the  bush  at  any  time, 
A  bird  in  the  hand's  worth  two  in  the  bush  at  any  time; 
He  bouoht  niu  a  sealskin  coat,  the  "  tecs  "  were  on  his  track, 
H«  bad  the  bird  in  the  bush  and  I  had  the  coat  on  my  baclc 

"As  early  birds  catch  early  worms,"  Ma  said  one  afternoon; 
"In  case  you  may  get  caught,  my  darling,  never  rise  too  soon." 
The  following  day  I  'rose  at  ten  and  met  a  little  Joss, 
Then,  hearing  he  was  extra  rich,  I  caught  his  eye,  l)ecauBe— 

CnoBUS. 

A  bird  in  the  hand's  worth  two  in  the  bnsh  at  any  time, 
A  bird  in  the  hand's  worth  two  in  the  bush  at  any  time; 
He  bought  me  a  pony  and  trap,  and  when  we  had  to  part. 
He  iiad  the  bird  in  the  bush  and  I  had  the  pony  and  cart. 


I  gave  tip  courting  for  the  time,  then  made  another  start 
With  Mister  Jones,  who  played  me  for  his  money  or  his  heart 
We  played  at  cards;  the  idea  was  that  there  should  be  no  "sp 
If  he  wou  I  became  his  wife,  thinks  I  besides  he's  "off, 


spoof;" 


Chorus. 

A  bird  in  the  hand's  worth  two  in  the  bnsh  at  any  time, 

A  bird  in  the  liand's  worth  two  in  the  bush  at  any  time; 

I  won  a  terrible  lot— well,  more  than  you'd  believe  — 

He  had  the  Jack  and  the  King  and  I  had  the  Ace  up  my  sleeve. 


— "  Well,  I  think  he's  a  stingy  old  codger."  "  On  the  contrary, 
he's  a  most  self-sacrificing  man — always  ready  to  cut  oft  his  own 
nose  to  spite  his  face."— jb'miVt,  Gray  &  Co.'t  Montfdy. 


'^^*^*'i*-jiii;:ii»%fe§ig^«ia^:v^;:\^: 
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Words  and  Music  by  Win.  Van. 


There's  a  man  that  we  cull  Donoviin,  who  lives  down  on  our  atreet, 

And  Donovau,  he's  h  loafer— ve;",  Doiiovnn  lie's  u  bent; 

He  eeta  up  in  the  morniiii;  mitl  eteala  our  coul  uiui  wood, 

And  some  day  Donovuu  will  gel  liis— l]d  luu^h  now  if  he  ebouid. 

Chori;8. 
For  I  have  no  use  for  Donovan,  and  he  haa  no  use  for  me. 
And  Donovan  is  an  Imlian  when  Ix;  goes  on  a  »(irvu; 
The  gitDk;  are  all  afruiil  of  him — some  day  I'll  get  an  nxe. 
And  when  no  one  is  looking,  I  will  brenU  poor  Doiiovun'a  back. 
Oil!  Donovan,  you  do  not  know  your  fiite. 
If  yon  did,  at  your  funeral  you'd  be  late; 
McCloskey,  he  IS  urieviiij:— your  griive  he  longs  to  see — 
The  day  they  bury  Douovau  will  be  Fourth  of  July  for  me. 

One  ni^ht  I  went  with  Donovan,  to  play  a  came  of  cards. 
Says  I,  "Now  we'll  play  poker  out  in  our  bi>;  Imck  yard; 
But  soon  the  game  did  burst  n|>— as  sure  as  you're  ailve, 
I  had  four  aces  in  my  haud,  but  Douuvun  he  held  Ave. 

Chokds. 
Oh,  I  have  no  use  for  Donovan— he's  a  robber  and  a  beat; 
I'd  uot  look  at  his  funeral  if  it  passed  down  the  street; 
Although  I'm  not  a  fl«hter,  don't  talk  to  waste  mv  breath. 
For  a  birthday  present,  let  inu  read  the  news  of  Douovun'a  death. 
Oh!  Donovan,  you  do  not  know  your  fate. 
If  you  did,  now  the  town  you  would  vacate; 
We'll  nlve  yon  a  nice  service  if  you'll  consint  to  die— 
The  day  they  bury  Donovau,  there'll  be  diamonds  iu  the  sky. 


Parody  on:  '\,y^ 

And  Her  Golden  Hair  Was  Hanging 
Down  Her  Back. 


/' 


Bj  T.  H.  Tooker. 
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One  night  I  met  a  little  girl— oh,  si^e  was  a  pay  soubrette, 

And  iier  golden  hair  was  lianulng  down  her  back; 
The  way  she  pulled  my  lug,  1  knoiv  1  never  sliuU  forget. 

And  her  goideii  hair  was  hanging  down  li<T  buck. 
I  invited  her  to  supper,  and,  of  course,  she  couldn't  decline: 
"Let's  go  to  Delmonico's,"  said  she,  '*  it's  the  ;iroper  place  to  dine." 
She  was  fueling  very,  very  thirsty,  so  I  ireated  her  to  wiue, 

Aud  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back. 

C^HORCS. 

Bat,  oh  my,  this  moiden  she  was  "fly"; 

She  knew  her  liusin'-ss,  you  can  l>et. 
Then  have  a  care.  I  pray,  or  perimps  some  day 

■you'll  get  "  roped  in  "  by  tnis  little  soubrette. 

She  ordered  wine  at  my  expense  until  I  thought  she'd  never  Stop, 

And  her  golden  hair  was  Innigin-;  down  ner  back; 
At  last  I  told  her  ihat  my  head  was  spinning  like  a  top, 

And  her  golden  hair  wus  hanging  down  her  buck. 
"  My  dear,  is  your  trolley  twisted? "  was  tne  answer  she  made  me. 
"  Waiter!  bring  a  soda  cocktail  here,  ond  do  so  immediately. 
For  I  think  iny  friend  is  'loaded,'  he  might  go  off,"  S'ai<i  she, 

Aud  her  golden  hair  was  haiigiug  down  her  buck.— C/iorut. 

She  told  me  on  the  quiet  slie  was  feeling  out  of  sight, 

Aud  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  bacl<. 
She  said:  "  I'll  do  a  sUirt  dunce  before  I  leave  to-night," 

And  her  goldeo  haii'  was  hanging  ilo<«n  her  hack. 
When  she  tried  to  kick  the  ceiiiiii.',  all  the  waiters  had  a  fit; 
Old  gentlemen  stood  on  their  chair^*.  lo  get  a  better  view  of  it; 
Tho'  she  sliowcd  her  8trip«.d  stockings,  it  didn't  l>other  her  a  bit. 

And  hergoldeu  liair  was  hanging  down  licr  back.— C'Aor«», 

Shen  then  asked  me  If  I'd  kindly  escort  her  home  that  night. 

And  her  golden  hair  was  liang'ing  down  her  back. 
I  said:  "Certainly:  to  let  yon  go  alone  wouldn't  lie  quite  right," 

Au'l  her  go  den  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back. 
When  we  reached  her  little  flat,  on  me  she  sweetly  smiled— 
"  Lend  me  $5;  won't  you.  dear?  "  said  she  in  accents  low  and  mild. 
I  liainled  licr  the  dough,  then  she  said,  "Good-night,  my  cidld," 

Aud  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back.— C/joru*. 

Now.  I  quickly  left  lier  flat,  feeling  somewhat  like  a  jay; 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back; 
But  I  peeped  in  through  the  keyhole  before  I  went  away. 

And  saw  no  golden  Tiair  a-hanging  down  her  back. 
I  looked  again,  bui  all  in  vain,  there  was  no  hidr  at  all  . 

Upon  her  Send,  whicii  was  as  emooth  as  any  billiard  ball. 
While  su!<pendcd  from  a  nail,  that  was  driven  in  tho  wall, 

Waa  the  golden  hair  that  had  been  hanging  down  her  back. 

Chorcs.  < 

Bot,  oh  my,  she  opened  the  door  very  sly; 
I'd  like  to  forget  what  happened  if  I  could; 
".■.:"        She  threw  me  over  her  knee,  and  a  spanking  she  gave  me, 
Aud  said:  "  Now,  lliilo  boy,  will  you  be  good?  " 


^  DOROTHY^  DEAN.         (, 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Dacre. 


For  years  I've  l»een  courting  a  laily,  beautiful  Dorothy  Dean; 
But  she  has  turned  out  rather  shady,  altliough  she  was  once  "all  serene. 
Since  Mister  Alberto  McSpringer  broiigiit  out  his  new  fl>liig  machine. 
At  Lover's  Laue  vainly  1  liuger,  awaiting  Miss  Dorothy  Dean. 

CnoBiis. 

Oh,  Dorothy,  Dorothy  Dean! 
,  Oh,  Dorothy,  what  do  you  mean? 

She's  suddenly  flowu  to  regions  unknown, 
Aloug  with  a  luau  ou  his  "flyiug  niachinel  " 

Quite  early  one  bright  Sunday  morning,  tricky  Miss  Dorothy  Dean 
Arose  from  her  bed,  witiiout  warning,  to  sample  that  "  flying  machine." 
With  Mister  McSpringer  lo  spoon,  on,  she  rose  till  no  speck  coa!<l  be  seen; 
They  may  have  reached  Venus  or  Juno,  JlcSpringer  and  Do^iHUrJ^vau,— CAo. 

Hnrrah  for  the  Oirls  in  Bloomers. 
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.  Words  and  Musio  by  Arnold  Somlya      ■"::"'}. 

They  mount  their  wheels  with  readiness  and  uiace;  ihey're  not  a  bit  too  shy; 
You  ought  to  see  them  fly;  they  trot  and  pace,  and  u  hen  they  win  a  race, 
The  hoys  rejoice  to  see  their  choic<!  come  in  flist  place; 

For  their  wheels  are  of  the  very  highest  grade,  (he  flnest  made; 
They  would  not  trade  for  anvihlng  you'd  offer  them.  I'm  sure; 

No,  no!  no,  no!  they  would  not  care  to  trade. 

Refrain. 

For  they  are  the  girls  in  bloonrers,  the  queens  of  th«  road  and  the  wheel;  ') 

OhI  where  is  the  man  who  said  thai  lie  ran  ahead  of  the  girls  in  bloomers.    I 

For  they  are  tite  girls  in  bloomers,  llie  queens  of  the  road  and  the  vOieel; 
Oh!  where  is  the  mau  who  said  that  he  ran  aheuit  uf  the  girls  iu  bloomers. 

Their  dress  has  charms  that  young  and  old  admire— the  mashers  know  it  well. 
Perhaps  you've  heard  theiu  tell.     They  cay,  uith  rapiure,  as  they  pass  the  wirt;,  ' 
The  Utile  flirts,  in  naughty  skirts,  tlu-y  set  our  Inarts  aflic  v 

And  the  dudes,  with  collars  hiu'ti  and  tiirned-np  panis,  tney  watch  their  chance 
To  meet  their  glance;  they  watcli  their  chances  fur  a  smile  aud  glunce, 

A  smile,  a  glance,  but  never  get  a  chance.— /^«//ain. 


MY    IRISH    COLLEEN. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  George  Simpson. 


Of  all  in  creation,  as  firm  a  fouiidailon. 

The  truest  ri'laiioii  is  my  sweet  Colleen; 
Ou  a  farm  in  Kilkenny,  sure  tiiere  is  not  any  ? 

Can  churn  like  my  Annie,  so  sweet  and  so  clean; 
The  lads  'round  that  quarter,  for  miics  they  have  sought  b«r, 

But  still  It's  no  good,  for  slic  loves  me  loo  true,  '. 
And  to  part  us  asunder,  it  would  be  a  wonder — 

In  fact,  a  great  blunder,  so  list,  i  tell  you:  V 

Chorus. 

She's  rosy  and  fair,  bright  golden  hair. 

Features  so  clear  and  sublime; 
Her  style  would  amaze,  she's  lady-like  ways,    > 

Shortly  she  Is  to  be  mine. 
On  our  wedding  day  the  pipers  will  play. 

The  lads  with  shamrocks  will  be  seen; 
There'll  be  whiskey,  bedad,  to  make  your  hearts  glad, 

Aud  drink  the  good  health  of  my  little  Colleeu. 

Ber  style  is  so  graceful,  with  ideas  so  tasteful. 

Far  from  being  wasteful,  of  liiat  she'll  ne'er  dream, 
But  a  good-hearted  creature,  for  that  is  her  feature; 

Yet  naught  you  can  teach  her,  to  college  she's  been; 
The  lads  raise  their  cady  to  this  Charming  lady 

Whenever  they  meet  her— she'll  bow  in  return; 
They  try  to  decoy  her,  and  thus  to  annoy  her. 

Let  me  catch  them  by  her,  this  lesson  they'll  learn:— CAortM. 

Now,  Boon  wc  shall  marry,  no  longer  I'll  tarry,       ,    .  ■ 

For  fear  that  some  Larry  or  Micky  should  come. 
And  start  in  to  teaze  lier,  with  blarney  amaze  her. 

And  if  that  should  please  her,  tlien  I'll  be  undone;     '. 
I  don't  think  that,  really,  of  Annie  O'Reilly; 

I'd  twirl  my  slilllelah,  and  s)K)rt  for  a  flght. 
So  away  with  such  doubting,  all  jealousy  scoiHing, 

As  my  love  will  be  pouting  wheu  I  meet  her  to-night.— CAortM. 
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THE  ACTORS'  BOARDING-HOUSE 
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There  ia  a  ranch  etande  up  the  street,  for  killing  men  It  can't  be  beat;      ;  ^  ■  •" 

Ii'8  run  by  a  fenian  Irishman— lioly  cripep,  how  they  rush  the  can. 

When  you  get  off  the  trolley  car,  to  tliit<  dive  it  is  not  fur. 

But  wlieu  you  get  up  to  the  bur,  you'll  wish  yuu  were  iu  Dave  Martin's  car. 

For  the  crowd  will  stand  around  and  ^rin,  and  londly  call  out  for  iliuir  gin, 
And  if  you've  not  the  stuff  to  pay,  you'd  better  start  right  off  to  pray; 
There  was  a  fight  the  other  day,  because  u  siranger  wouldn't  pay  [sick. 

For  drinks  the  t;ang  had  got  ou  "tick  "— wheu  iliey  got  through  tlie  man  was 

You  should  have  been  there  the  other  night— oh  my,  oti  me,  oli,  what  a  flglit; 
A  man  namrd  Brown  came  in  with  a  jug  and  a  beer-glass  bounded  on  his  mug. 
And,  now,  I  think,  I  said  enough- you  can  easily  see  this  place  i»  tough. 
So  don't  go  there,  take  my  advice,  this  ranch  is  run  by  Hummy  Rice. 


"' '■-;^'V''''  '  Parody   on  }■■'■■—"■ -'•■■^ '•■■■-•  'i; 

When  She's  Just  About  to  Fall 

•  Written  by  Robert  J.  (Walton)  Stelu.        "  ;■       " 
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Have  yon  seen  the  unhaiipy  mother  when  her  son  begins  to  drinkt 
Dave  you  seen  him  take  the  whiskey  and  down  it  wiili  a  wink? 
Always  on  the  gin-mill  floor,  takes  the  wlilckey  litrue  or  small,    ■...■    i 
Aiid  a  copper  goes  to  gral-  him  when  he's  just  about  to  fall.  ..  ' 

In  the  statioii-boiife  you  see  him,  as  in  the  cell  he  lays: 
They  wash  him  with  a  scriibbiug  brush,  as  the  hose  upon  him  play%  : 
And  the  warden,  though  grown  bolder,  siill  is  near  enough  to  call. 
With  his  ready  club  to  soak  hiui,  for  he's  just  about  to  fall. 

Wheu  a  young  man  he  pets  married,  he's  in  glory,  so  'tis  said; 

For  a  week  or  two  he's  ha])py,  then  he  wishes  he  was  dead. 

She  asks  him  why  he  married  her— just  for  a  "  kid,"  tiiat's  all; 

He  wishes  he  were'nt  niHrricii  now,  for  he's  just  about  to  fall. 

Of  course,  he  has  to  mind  the  kid.  Mild  drcsH  it  just,  the  same;  .   ..' 

He  curses  and  he  swears  at  it,  but  for  this  who  is  to  blame? 

♦  She  shows  him  how  to  fold  ii — it's  'bout  time  he  knew  it  all,        : " '  ' 

And  after  he  has  put  it  on,  it'a  just  ubout  to  fall. 


*  When  singing  this  part,  take  handkerchief  from  pocket,  and  fold  it  trian- 
gular across  knee,  etc. 

AFTER    THE    SHOW    IS    OVER 
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Written  and  Composed  by  E.  W.  Rogers. 


On  the  stage  the  show  has  ended,  and  the  mnsic's  notes  have  ceased. 
To  the  street  the  tired  scene-shifters  wander,  glad  to  be  released; 
Now  the  play  and  song  are  over,  and  the  crowd  is  coming  out— 
"  What!  oil.  Bill,  here;  stanil  ii  liquor."    Hello,  Hurry,  hear  them  shout. 
Now  a  parson  creei>s  with  caution  from  the  stalls  and  smiles  ik  snioje. 
Of  the  ballet  thinks,  and  murmurs,  "  Very  chunning,  'pon  my  soul." 
Carriage  here!  allow  me,  lady.    Driver  here!  four  city  sports 
Drive  off  iu  an  old  four-wlieeler  fur  a  round  of  gay  resorts. 

CUOKUS. 

.    ,  ■    After  the  show  is  over,  after  the  curtains  fall, 

■.  \    Dark  is  the  big  theatre,  gloomy  the  music  hall, 

■'  ;  , -  ;  Homeward  in  joy  and  sadness,  artists  and  audience  go; 

( ■   •  /  Life's  a  long  play,  but  we  end  it  some  day,  after  the  show.       "~ 

'TIs  a  portable  theatre,  Dirtington-upon-the-mud,  .... ;. 

And  the  actors  are  performing  dramas  full  of  deeds  of  blood—    '  ' 

Parts!  why.bless  your  souIh.  they  have  none.    One  comes  on  and  says  "ha,  ha," 

Then  the  other  cries,  "Stand,  villain,"  kills  him,  and  says  "Tra-la-la." 

They  will  talk  of  hinds  and  money,  and  a  paper  banquet  spread, 

Knowing  that  the  sharing  will  not  brinir  them  in  a  dime  a  head. 

Snpper-time — to  cook  a  cutset,  Queen  throws  off  her  silken  gown, 

While  the  King  says,  with  derision,  " Now,  methinks,  a  beer  we'll  down."— CAo. 

Crowds  are  in  the  grand  theatre,  ready  at  the  fun  to  yell:  f  . 

Jones,  the  pet  comedian's,  on  now.  but  he  isn't  going  well; 
Hazily  his  part  he  mutters,  hisses  from  the  '  gods  '  resound. 
Till  poor  Junes  breaks  down  completely,  and  the  boss  in  wrath  comes  'ronnd: 
"Jones,  you're  drunk."    '•  No;  don't  say  that,  sir— what's  upset  me,  don't  you 
My  poor  wife  is  nearly  dying;  thoughisof  tier  have  spoilt  my  show."     fknow* — 
Ah!  thank  heaven!  the  last  act's  over — home  he  goes  in  fear  and  dreaa, 
Uonnta  the  stairs,  "Great  God! "  he  murmurs,  "All  too  late,  my  darling's  dead!" 

—Chot'ut. 

By  the  stage-door  stands  an  old  man,  muttering  in  a  maudlin  way. 
Then  the  stage-door  keeper  spies  him—"  Now,  old  rags,  just  clear  away." 
"Rags!  Toa  call  me,"  and  the  old  man  lifts  his  drink-stained,  haggard  face, 
"  Rags  I  ha,  ha,  'tis  true,  but  one  day  I  starred  in  this  very  place — 
What  has  done  it?  drink;  1  curse  it,  yet  I  cannot  do  without— 
Give  me  drink— one  glass  of  whiskey!  "  then  the  leading  maa  comea  oat: 
"8irl  what — Jaines!  great  heavens,  you're  starving; 
Come  with  me."    "1^,  save  your  breath:  just  a  quarter,"  -'•..■ 

And  th«  old  man  creeps  away  to  drink  and  de&tb.—Chonu. 


IN   A   YANKEE    MAN-O'-WAR. 


Written  by  John  Hayes. 
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I  am  a  son  of  dear  Columbia.  I  love  lier  honored  flag; 

Its  blazing  stars  have  penetrated  every  tyrant's  rag; 

'Tis  the  emblem  of  pro8i>erily,  of  liln-rty  and  rtuhts; 

And  justice  will  he  dealt  lo  all  who  claim  the  stars  and  stripea. 

Let  none  insult  Culuiubia's  fair  dauuhters  or  brave  sons, 

Or  the  world  will  hear  the  thunder  of  her  lieavy-shotted  gane; 

To  protect  her  honured  rights  I've  sailed  the  oceane  o'er  and  o'er; 

I'm  an  able-bodied  seaman  in  a  Yankee  man-o'-war. 

I  love  my  good  and  noble  ship,  that  travels  o'er  the  deep; 

I  love  to  see  old  "Glory  "  fly  from  Iter  defiat>t  peak: 

I  love  to  hear  the  bos'ns  pipe,  and  i(  fil'S  my  heart  with  glee 

To  know  my  tiiilaict  shipmates  are  the  b^ave^t  men  iit  sea. 

I've  heard  o:d  England's  sailors  sing  "Brittania  rules  the  wave"; 

I've  heard  uil  naval  powers  boast,  and  of  their  sailors  rave. 

But  Uncle  Sam's  blue-jackets  often  showed  the  world  before 

That  a  cu»  ard's  hammock  never  swung  in  a  Yankee  man-o'-war. 

There  was  once  a  mighty  nation  known  as  "mistress  of  the  seaa," 

Her  "union  jack,"  she  wiehed  alone  to  kiss  the  ocean  breeze, 

But  our  navy  in  i's  infancy  ran  up  the  stars  and  stri|)ee. 

And  taught  this  hau<;hty  (Ksople  to  respect  our  "sailors'  richta." 

Now  the  ships  that  are  manned  by  YanUec  ta^s  to  every  quarter  sail; 

No  shots  are  sent  across  onr  hows,  no  curious  "  boarders  "  do  us  hail. 

Since  Decatur,  Jones  and  Porter,  and  many  thousand  more, 

Have  shown  the  world  what  is  stowed  away  iu  a  Yankee  man-o'-war. 

There's  Inscribed  on  history's  pages  many  a  brave,  heroic  deed. 
That  onr  sailors  in  all  aties,  with  u  fond  delight,  will  read. 
Those  famous  orders  of  brave  Lawrence  our  men  will  ne'er  forget. 
Bis  last  words  to  his  u'allunt  crew  were,  "  Don't  give  up  the  ship." 
Our  naval  hero's  passed  away  have  left  a  glorious  name, 
Emblazon'd  bright  and  lovingly  upon  the  book  of  fame. 
And  we'll  keep  in  mind  tliose  battles  of  our  pairiots  of  yore, 
When  we  clear  our  decks  for  action  in  a  Yankee  man-o'-war. 
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Words  and.Muslc  by  Felix  McQlennon. 


In  an  humble  homestead,  pleading  is  a  mother  to  her  boy-~ 
"  Stay  with  me;  don't  leave  me,  darlint;:  life  wiiliont  yon  hath  no  joy." 
He  is  headstrong,  fain  would  travel,  leaves  his  mother  sad,  forlorn; 
Years  puss  o'er  him,  and  lie's  dreaming  of  the  cot  where  he  was  born; 
For  hume,  home,  sweet  home,  so  fur  across  the  sea. 
Amongst  the  scenes  of  childhood's  da>8.  he  longs  once  more  to  he; 
The  world  to  him  seemed  wondrous  fair,  hiiohi  gold  was  o'er  the  foam; 
'  -   But  gold  won't  soothe  Ills  aching  heart. 
He  yearns  for  home,  sweet  home; 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home; 
He  yeurns  to  rest  his  weary  heart 
'  Once  more  at  home,  sweet  home. 

Blood-red  secme  the  golden  snneet  on  a  foreign  hattle-fleld, 
Mingled  are  the  dead  and  dying,  hearts  that  knew  not  how  to  yield; 
Clustered  'ronnd  are  gallant  soldiern,  where  a  wonnded  coinrude  Ilea, 
Vainly,  vainly  he  is  yearning  for  one  glimpse,  before  he  dies. 
Of  home,  home,  sweet  home.    He  says,  with  feeble  hii-atli, 
I  die  for  my  dear  country's  cause — ay,  faithful  unto  death. 
He  babble;  of  the  <:reen,  ureeu  fields  o'er  which  he  used  to  roam. 
His  dim  eyes  close,  his  heart  is  stilled 
In  death  for  home,  sweet  home; 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home; 
Who  would  not  die  foi- such  a  land. 
My  dear  old  home,  sweet  home. 

In  the  sea  a  good  ship's  lab'ring,  how  the  waves  against  her  daata; 
On  her  deck  a  mother's  darling  stowed  away  in  moment  rash. 
See  the  ship  is  sinking,  sinking,  as  on  bended  knee  he  prays, 
"Save  me  from  the  cruel  waters — let  me,  let  me  once  more  gaze  .  "■ 

On  home,  home,  sweet  home,"  but  still  the  waters  rise;  '-T 

He  looks  across  the  gloomy  waves  with  eager,  straining  eyes: 
A  Bail  in  eight,  help  comes  at  last,  they're  iioiinding  o'er  the  foam; 
They  save  the  little  stowaway. 
And  sail  for  home,  sweet  home; 
.....  Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home;  '         j. 

•  ■  -  He  murmurs  as  he  steps  ashore,  > 

There's  no  place  like  home.  ,'  . 

Standing  in  a  gilded  chamber,  is  a  maiden  young  and  fair. 
From  her  lips  comes  ribald  laughicr— lips  that  once  had  lii^ped  in  prayer; 
Sparkling  wine  is  circling  'round  her,  men  of  fashion  gayly  jest; 
Seel  a  tear!  her  thoiiglita  are  wand'ring  to  the  dear  old  ;)areiii  nest. 
At  home,  home,  sweet  home,  the  home  from  which  she  strayed. 
When  at  a  dear,  old  molher's  knee  she  kiieit  and  humbly  prayed; 
Her  thoughts  go  back  to  childhood's  days,  l>erore  the  tempter  came; 
She  sees  a  motlier  bowed  with  grief 

Beneath  a  daughter's  shame. 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home; 
•■-'•■"    -•       Ah  I  sill  will  ne'er  bring  happineaa. 

There's  no  place  iike  home. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Barney  Fagaii. 


A  yoang  man  intent  on  an  innocent  prank. 

Invitingly  ventured  to  eay, 
*'ir  Vii  a  companion  I'd  look  about  town 

In  a  prudtnt  sort  of  a  way; 
I've  an  evening  to  spare,  no  uppointment  to  keep, 

Aiid  uotliinj:  important  in  view." 
While  thus  runiinHtiii)!  a  clerical  gentleinau 

Said  to  him,  "  How  do  you  do?" 
He  turned  and  beheld,  wiili  a  look  of  BurpriHC, 

A  chuiu  of  his  collece  days— 
Tlie  sun  never  Hlione  that  could  equal  the  euile 

That  lit  np  his  startled  gaze. 
Not  thinking,  he  shouted  "  Let's  go  for  a  lark," 

O'erlookiug  his  friend's  attire. 
His  reverence  said,  with  a  horrified  look, 

"  1  have  really  no  such  desire. 

Refrain. 

"  What  would  the  congreKation  say  T 

Dreadfiillr  they  would  talU. 
They'd  think  I  had  strayed  from  the  virtuous  path, 

And  they'd  never  get  over  the  shock; 
Your  proposal  la  very  ill-timed. 

Excuse  me,  I  bid  you  good-day. 
If  I  entertained  it  a  moment. 

What  would  the  congregation  8ay?'» 

Abashed  at  the  flacrant  mistake  he  bad  maile. 

He  cudgeled  his  brain  for  a  while. 
Resuming  with  perfect  composure,  remarked. 

With  a  broad,  significaiit  smile, 
•'Sir,  tlie  very  fastidious  pick  of  your  con- 

Gregation  would  never  object. 
Nor  could  they  accuse  yon  of  harboring  thoughts 

Thiit  betoken  a  luck  of  respect." 
The  curute,  with  interest,  listened  and  said, 

"  1  prithee  I  do  no  harm  "— 
The  tempter  was  certainly  doing  bis  work; 

They're  gauiitering  arm  in  arm; 
Observing  a  cab,  they  secured  if,  got  in. 

Then  quickly  they  sped  along. 
The  reverend  man,  with  couviction,  remarking, 

"  If  I  should  be  doing  wrong — 

Refraix. 
"What  would  the  congregation  say? 

Dreadfully  they  would  talk; 
To  think  I  would  stray  from  the  virtuous  path, 

Tliey  would  never  get  over  the  shock. 
Your  proposal  is  very  ill-timed. 

Allow  me  to  bid  you  good-day; 
If  I  entertain  it  a  moment. 

What  will  the  congregation  eay? 

They  stopped,  then  alighted,  and  entering, 

Soon  took  ev'rything  in  at  a  glance. 
Where  fashion  and  beiiuty  delightfully  tripped 

To  the  strains  of  esqui»ite  d.ince. 
When  the  parson,  annoyed  at  the  eights  he  beheld, 

Attempted  a  busty  retreat, 
A  charming  youi.g  mi(<»,  intercepting  him,  said, 

Won't  you  dance?"  in  a  tone  soft  and  sweet. 
She  wouldn't  take  *'  No  "  for  an  answer. 

And  now  they're  diuicing,  and  no  mistake; 
Excited,  his  lieart  beats  a  hurried  tat-too, 

His  knees  they  beuin  to  shake. 
He  soon  forgets  everything,  while  the  dear  girl 

At  case  on  his  arm  does  rest; 
At  lust  it  occurs  to  him,  while  he  is  holdint;  her 

Lovingly  to  his  breast— (/?ep«a<  second  re/rain.) 

The  dancing  was  finished,  the  lady  proposed. 

They  both  have  a  glass  of  charapuciie; 
*Twa8  very  embarrussiiig,  all  his  apologies 

They  were  uttered  in  vuin; 
He  reluctantly  slpptd  till  the  telling  effect 

Impossible  'twas  to  conceal — 
So  smitten  was  he  with  her  delicate  charms, 

Every  thouiiht  from  his  mind  seemed  to  steal. 
Slaying  his  silken  cliapeau,  with  a  smile 

Politely  to  him  she  said, 
"I'll  show  you  how  active  a  lady  can  be, 

Just  hold  that  above  your  head"; 
Unwittingly  he  then  positioned  himself, 

Regretting  it  after  that; 
The  athletic  miss,  with  a  langh,  put  her  foot  tbrongh 

The  crown  of  his  reverend  hat. 

RCPBAIN. 

What  will  the  congregation  sayf 

Dreadfully  they  will  talk. 
To  think  I  would  stray  from  the  virtuous  path, 

They  will  never  get  over  the  shock. 
Regaining  his  senses,  out  into  tlie  street 

He  hurriedly  iiiade  liis  way. 
If  ever  they  lenrn  the  particulars. 

What  will  the  congnga<><>u  say? 
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"  Love  may  langh  at  locksmiths,"  so  they  say— it's  but  a  lover's  tale, 
For  1  don't  griu  when  locked  away  in  a  cooler  up  In  jull; 
You'd  feel  like  me  if  you  could  see  how  near  I  got  away. 
And  understand  my  misery  when  I  heard  the  keeper  say: 

CaoRus. 
Linger  longer,  Lnkey,  linger  longer,  do; 
We'd  like  to  liave  you  linger  for  another  year  or  two; 
It  would  be  cruel  to  leave  us,  we're  so  attached  to  you; 
Linger  longer,  longer  linger,  linger  longer,  do. 

You,  jiii't  like  me,  would  shudder,  could  scarcely  stand  at  all, 
When  he  attached  to  my  left  leg  a  chain  attached  to  a  ball; 
I  then  felt  that  their  attachments  for  me  were  good  and  strong. 
And  iu  an  aggravating  way,  the  keeper  eaug  this  Boug:—Cfu)ru$, 
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Of  the  trolley'strike  I  now  will  sing  that's  cauf^ed  bo  mnch  ado. 
And  try  to  snow  the  both  sides  of  the  facts  and  story  true. 
Now  we'll  first  take  the  niouopnlist  with  all  his  rurs  and  cash, 
Who'll  Bland  no  arbitration,  but  declares  the  knights  he'll  smash; 
Then  next  we'll  take  the  poor  man,  working  fourteen  hours,  they  say, 
Who  asks  only  honest  wages,  two  dollars  and  a  quarter  a  day. 
Judge  for  yourself— is  that  too  much  the  rich  man  to  them  pays, 
The  men  who  run  our  trolley  cars  fourteen  hours  a  day  ?  i 

Cborcb. 

They  have  pleasure,  they  have  comfort,  every  luxury  of  this  life, 
A  home  that's  grand,  wealth  at  command,  children  and  a  wife;    -. 
They  never  give  a  thought  at  all  for  the  poor  man  or  his  strife,      I 
But  strive  to  pile  their  riches  up— I  ask  you,  is  that  right? 

They  bav«  used  the  bluff  "protection,"  for  more  soldiers  they  have  called; 

The  want  of  men,  not  protection,  is  the  reason  that  they've  crawled. 

The  police  on  steady  duty  they  buve  kept  them  night  and  day. 

While  the  poor  man  who  is  fighting  right,  for  their  protection  pay. 

Who  causes  fights  and  riots?  No,  it's  not  the  motorman. 

It's  hodlums,  toughs  and  loafers,  I'm  sure  you  understand; 

And  while  I  earn  my  living  from  the  poor  miin  just  as  they, 

I  hope  to-uight  they'll  win  their  fight,  two  dollars  and  a  quarter  a  A^y.—  Chorui. 
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Words  by  Eklward  Harriean.    Music  by  Dave  Diabara. 

-I'll  tell  yon,  when  you're  out  for  pletisare,  don't  forget  to  travel 

Chcrv*.—Vp  in  the  Tenderloin; 
-Oh,  there  you'll  find  the  whiskey  that  will  cut  your  (hroat  like  gravel. 

Chorus. — Up  in  the  Tenderloin. 
-It's  there  you'll  cet  the  proper  tip,  just  how  to  back  your  horses, 

Choriii. — Up  in  the  Tenderioiii. 
-Election  day  the  money's  there,  from  leaders  and  the  bosses, 

Chortu.—Vv  in  the  Tenderloin. 

CUORtTS. 

'Tween  Avennes  Six  and  Seven— Seven— Seven— 

In  Precinct  Nineteen  we  shine; 
Oil,  that's  a  uigger  lieaven— hcaveu— heaveo— 

'Way  up  In  the  Tenderloin. 

-It's  there  you'll  find  the  Guinea  man,  with  kettle  np  an  alley, 

CAOTM*.- Up  In  the  Tenderloin; 
-The  only  place  upon  the  earth  to  get  a  hot  tomally, 

Choru».—V\t  In  the  TeiMlcrloiii. 
-Oh,  there  you'll  find  the  student  boy  a-riinning  loose  from  college, 

6'Aor</».— Up  in  the  Tenderloin. 
-It'a  there  they're  educated  up  to  ev'ry  kind  of  knowledge, 

CAorw*.— Up  In  the  Tenderloin.— 6'A«n/».  i 

-  In  Herald  Square,  when  you  get  there,  just  close  up  to  the  flagging, 

C/iorus.— Up  in  the  Tenderloin. 
-Yon  eat  your  meals,  a-top  of  wheels,  inside  a  banquet  wagon, 

Cfionts.— Up  In  the  Tenderloin. 
-It's  there  you'll  find  a  resting  place  for  hungry,  starving  actvrs, 

ClioruB. — Up  In  the  Tenderloin. 
-The  copper  keeps  a-movlng  on  these  public  benefactors, 

C'AOTM*.— Up  In  the  Tenderloin.— 6' Aor««..         i 


i 


— "  And  do  you  think  you  can  put  tlie  enterprisa  on  its  feet?" 
Well,  at  any  rate,  for  long  enough  to  get  it  on  someone's  back. 
-Smith,  Oray  i&  Co.' »  Monthly,  .    i    ; 
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;•  i.  ■■■';■■•'.•  ^  C^  :mv-;>'.    Parody  on:-'..:  '■^."..■.•\.  - : 

My  Sweetheart's  the  Man  in  the  Moon. 

;   ■   -:.      :v  Written  by  F.  J.  Dobbs.  .      ''..>;'.      ;'• 


) 
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Everybody  has  their  troubles  of  some  kind  or  other. 
Every  dog  lias  bis  day,  so  the  old  song  goes; 
I've  a  mother-iu-law,  you  all  know  her  just  as  well  as  me — 
Every  erening  I  cau  see  her  at  our  bouse  to  tea. 

Chorcs. 
My  mother-in-law,  a  sly  old  coon, 
I  am  going  to  pet  rid  of  her  soon; 
It  would  fill  me  with  bliss  if  her  corpse  I  conld  kiss, 
For  her,  I  know,  I  never  would  miss. 
I'll  EO  to  the  nearest  saloon, 
And  get  full  of  beer,  pretty  soon. 
And  oehiud  a  rag  bag  I  will  sleep  off  my  "jag," 
And  skip  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

I  have  often  wondered  where  she  spends  her  time  all  day— 
Periiaps  ebe  lias  another  son-in-law  many  miles  away: 
Wiiybe  some  poor,  dark-haired  fellow  elie  does  daily  jaw. 
Bat  I  hope  she  does  not  jaw  him  the  way  that  she  jaws  me. 

Chorus. 

Last  night,  while  the  moon  brightly  Bhown, 

She  called  the  police  over  the  'phone — 

Said  I  was  in  bid  and  out  of  my  head. 

And  wanted  me  carted  to  jiiil,  so  she  said. 
«r     Her  funeral  will  take  place  ill  June, 

I  wish  that  the  day  would  come  soon, 

Then  my  dear  little  wife  I  will  kick  out  of  sight. 

And  Bitip  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 


PATSEY    AND  THE    HORSESHOE. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey.    English  copyright  secured. 


All  rights  reserved. 


)        The  Word!)  and  Mnsio  of  this  Sonfr,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  annt  to  any  ad- 
1  dres.s,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
'   by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York:  or  125  W.  Madison  Sti-eet,  Chiei 
1  Write  to  either  one  of  the  abnve  miiiresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Song  Bo^ 
Sheet  Mulic.  German  Souk  Boglis,  Liettsr  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


^Vl•itten  by  Tom  Conley.    Music  by  Felix  Mc61emion. 


Pateey  Flannegan  was  walking  once  along  a  dusty  road 

When  he  saw  a  horseshoe  lying  on  the  ground. 
So  he  picked  it  up— "  Begorra!  I'll  be  lucky  for  my  life," 

Said  he,  and  told  the  neighliors  what  he'd  found; 
He  look  till!  rusty  horseshoe  and  he  nailed  it  to  the  door. 

"  Bedad!  "  says  he,  "  I  am  a  lucky  maul  " 
Then  he  waited  for  the  fortune  that  was  coming  to  his  honse, 

And  this  is  how  poor  Patsy's  luck  begaa: 

Chorus.  '     ■ 

Well,  the  baby's  got  the  measles,  and  his  wife  she's  got  the  colic, 

And  the  roof  came  tumbling  down  upon  the  floor, 
And  he  tumbled  in  the 'sewer,  and  the  landlord  kicked  his  whiskers. 

When  Patsy  nailed  the  horseshoe  to  the  door. 

Then  his  brother  fonnd  a  pocket-book,  with  money  in  galore,         I'  V 

While  poor  Patsy  on  his  uppers  walked  about,  .:['-" 

For  he  lost  his  job  the  very  diiy  that  horseshoe  he  hung  up,         •  .    : 

And  likewise  lost  his  head  beyond  a  doubt;  '•  -'   ■ 

He  heard  an  awful  squalling  and  the  neighbors  flocked  around;  '.    ' 

They  said  his  wife  had  triplets — which  made  teu. 
Then  he  drank  a  pint  of  kerosene  for  whiskey,  by  mistake, 

Though  Patsy  was  the  soberest  of  men. 

Chorus. 

Next  day  he  fell  down  in  a  coal  hole,  and  the  city  for  it  sued. 

But  he  got  six  months  for  stealing  coal,  bcgor; 
Then  his  wife  ran  off  and  left  him  for  a  monkey-grinding  Dago, 

When  Patsjr  nailed  the  liorscshoe  to  the  door. 

He  got  badly  smashed  np  on  a  train,  and  swore  they'd  have  to  pay. 

For  an  accidental  ]>olicy  he  had. 
But  he  found  it  was  no  good,  it  had  rnn  ont  the  day  before. 

Which  set  poor  Patsy  well-nigli  raving  mad; 
His  whiskers  caught  on  ftre,  and  the  lightning  made  him  bald, 

And  some  one  stole  his  breeches  off  the  line — 
As  they  were  his  only  pair,  he  had  to  stay  in  bed  a  week, 

And  on  Dutch  cheese  poor  Paddy  had  to  dine.  \ 

Chorus. 

Now  he  thought  that  hick  at  last  had  changed,  he  got  a  chance  to  work, 

And  at  lifting  bricks  twelve  stories  from  the  floor. 
But  the  rungs  dropped  from  the  ladder  just  before  he  readied  the  top. 

When  Patsey  nailed  the  horseshoe  to  the  door. 

p 

Then  poor  Patsy  swore  lie'd  hang  himself  and  went  and  got  a  rope, 

But  the  first  attempt  it  broke  and  down  he  came, 
And  he  fell  and  tumbled  straight,  hedad,  into  a  "  copper's  "  arms. 

Who  clubbed  him  till  he  didn't  know  his  name. 
They  buried  him,  poor  fellow,  but  the  hearse  broke  down  at  that; 

So  Patsy  they  began  to  talk  about; 
Then  they  went  to  see  that  horseshoe,  and  the  wise  men  of  the  town 

The  cause  of  Paddy's  luck  they  soon  found  out. 

Chorus.  "•; 

'Twos  no  wonder  that  poor  Patsy  was  unlucky  from  that  day,      ...,•• 

They  all  shouted  as  they  Btoo<f  there  on  the  floor. 
When  they  looked  upon  the  horseshoe,  then  they  very  quickly  found 

He  had  nailed  it  upside  down,  l>oys,  to  the  door. 


WE    MET    BY    CHANCE. 

■  Words  by  W,  Bartholomew,    Music  by  F.  Kueckea.       •  il; 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  »A 
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by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  &  i;i2  Park  Row,  New  York:  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  CatJilogue  of  Songs,  Song  Buoks, 
Sheet  Uustc,  Uermau  Suug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  bream  Books.  Juke  Book*,  etc. 


When  evening  brings  the  twilight  hour,  I  pass  a  lonely  spot. 

Where  oft  she  comes  to  cull  the  flower  we  call  "  Forget  me  not." 

She  never  whispers  go,  nor  stay;  she  never  whispers  go,  nor  stay: 

We  meet  by  chance,  the  usual  way;  we  meet  by  chance,  the  usual  way; 

We  meet  by  chance,  we  meet  by  chance,  we  meet  by  chance,  the  luaal  way. 

Once— how,  I  cannot  well  divine,  unless  by  chance  we  kiseed—  •        - 
I  found  her  lips  were  close  to  mine,  so  I  could  not  resist; 
As  neither  whispered  yea  nor  nay,  as  neither  whispered  yea  nor  nay; 
They  met  by  chance,  the  usual  way;  tliey  met  by  ch«nce,  the  usual  way: 
They  met  by  chance,  they  met  by  chance,  they  met  by  chance,  the  usual  way. 

The  roses,  when  the  zephyrs  woo,  impart  what  tliey  receive; 
They  sigh  and  sip  the  balmy  dew,  but  never  whisper  give. 
Our  love  is  mutual,  this  we  know;  our  love  is  mutual,  this  we  know. 
Though  neither  tells  the  other  so,  though  neither  tells  the  other  so; 
Our  love  is  mutual,  this  we  know,  though  neither  tells  the  other  eo. 


Parody  on; 

The  Face  npon  the  Barroom  Floor. 


Composed  by  Jule  C.  Ilenschel. 
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It  was  a  bummy,  hot  winter  evening,  and  a  hoodoo  crowd  was  there. 

That  well  nigh  emptied  pool  room  and  Union  was  on  the  square. 

As  bums  and  old  soaks  worshipped  a  hinge,  because  it  was  something  to  adore, 

A  red  hot  sausage  ran  slowly  in  and  barked  upou  the  floor. 

Where  did  the  money  and  cornet  come  from  that  the  musician  has  blown  in. 
And  as  he  picked  the  can  up,  he  asked  if  it  was  five  or  tin. 
Here,  Preserves,  work  him  if  you  are  strong  enough  to  work; 
1  can't  eat  fowl  except  in  the  line  of  tnrk. 

The  bandage  the  poor  tout  wore  on  his  usual  face. 

And  tore  his  pool  ticket  up  when  situation  got  a  place. 

Come,  boys,  1  know  there's  thirteen  heiirts  in  that  flim-flam  pack. 

So  turn  around,  and  in  that  way  I'll  win  your  money  back. 

Buy  me  some  wine,  I've  only  got  time  to  spend,  you  know; 
Wiien  I  had  credit  with  a  soiia  fountain,  1  used  to  charge  it,  by  Joe. 
Whatl  you  giggle,  a.s  though  this  pocket  never  held  a  sou, 
Thai's  where  youre  stuck,  this  pocket's  made  of  glue. 

There,  thanks,  that  prop  braced  me  nicely,  gosh  dam  you  one  and  all; 
The  next  house  the  carpenter  makes  he's  bound  to  make  a  haul. 
Give  you  a  song?  no,  I  can't  do  that;  my  singing  days  are  past; 
My  voice  ain't  liere,  my  throat's  gone  out,  and  Lent  is  going  fast. 

But  buy  me  onother  bottle  and  III  tell  you  who  I'll  do, 

I'll  do  my  shirt  up  and  I'll  do  it  kidney  stew. 

That  I  wttS  once  a  woman,  not  one  of  you  would  think, 

But  I  was  at  the  Midway  Beauty  show— say  buy  me  another  driuk. 

You've  treated  pretty  often,  and  I  want  to  tell  you  now 

Why  I  became  u  Singer  in  a  Kew  Home  and  Howe.  ' 

I  told  you  that  once  I  was  a  womau  with  bueile,  appetite  and  health, 

Aud4f  it  were  not  for  sickness,  would  now  have  lots  of  health. 

I  was  a  painter— not  one  who  worked  or  would. 
But  could  paint  the  town  and  paint  it  pretty  good. 
I  was  sleeping  one  morning,  but  intended  to  rise. 
For  I  dreamt  1  saw  a  teu-dollar  bill  before  my  very  eyes. 

I  painted  a  checker  board  on  a  man's  breast— it's  called  a  big  skin  f^nie; 

It  brought  me  my  arithiuatic  and  added  to  my  name. 

Then  I  met  a  woman,  there  goes  the  homely  bud, 

With  eyes  that  ossified  my  brain  and  sunk  me  deep  in  the  mnd. 

Come,  boys,  why  do  yon  cry.  is  it  funny  for  the  bum  you  see 

To  ever  club  his  wife  and  expect  her  to  jolly  me; 

But  it  was  so,  and  for  a  few  hundred  years  my  meals  were  fre<!ly  given. 

But  when  her  made-np  lips  touched  mine,  I  was  sorry  I  was  living. 

Boys,  did  you  ever  meet  a  girl  that  a  licking  you  would  give. 

With  a  form  on  her  like  a  barrel  of  beer,  too  beautiful  to  live. 

With  eyes  that  would  beat  an  egg  and  a  wealth  of  false,  blonde  hair,  .     "' 

And  she  took  first  prize  in  the  dog  show  at  the  lute  Chicago  Fair. 

I  was  drawing  a  glass  of  beer  from  a  kee,  one  afternoon  in  May,  \  ■' 

For  a  red-haired  cheese  dealer,  who  lived  across  ihe  "whey,"  ■; 

And  Maudie,  dear,  admired  it,  and  much  to  my  disgust. 
Said  the  rest  of  the  keg  would  go  in  her  breast,  if  the  contents  made  lier  bust. 

It  didn't  take  long  to  drink  it,  and  while  the  beer  had  flown. 
The  girl  had  drank  the  keg  nnd  could  not  stand  alone. 
But  ere  a  year  of  mystery  had  passed  above  my  head. 
The  keg  I  treasured  was  empty  and  the  cemetery  was  dead. 

That's  why  I  took  a  bath,  boys— has  one  been  missing  for  a  while? 
I  thought  yon  would  go  crazy  and  shake  your  hat  for  a  tile. 
Come,  friend,  there's  a  raindrop  in  your  spout; 
Come  here,  and  with  my  pawn-ticket  I'll  try  and  get  it  out. 

Say,  boys,  buy  me  another  bottle  and  I'll  be  glad; 

If  I  had  a  horse  and  wagon,  I'd  draw  the  face  that  drove  me  mad. 

Give  me  the  chalk  with  which  you  wrote  the  opera  score. 

And  I'll  show  you  what  good  board  you'll  get  upon  this  very  floor. 

Another  drink,  and  with  his  fingers  in  hand. 

The  bum  began  to  sketch  his  breath,  that  was  enough  to  kill  a  man. 

And  OS  he  placed  another  bottle  within  his  pocket  fair, 

He  slowly  unbuttoned  bis  suspenders  and  went  right  up  in  the  air. 
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j    HE    MARRIED    RILEY'S    BRIDE. 
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Words  by  Charles  Edwards.    Musi?  by  George  (;.  Edwards. 


Oil!  Riley  was  nn  aldernmn,  and  soon  wns  to  be  wed; 

The  bi>)'8  they  plari'd  n  Joke  on  him,  which  nearly  killed  hina  dead; 

So  in  the  raoriiiiig'paptTS.  Riley  read  (lie  news  next  day. 

His  would-be  bride,  hie  joy  and  pride,  from  him  bud  tun  away. 

Chiibcs. 
Oh,  lie  marripd  Riley's  hride.  and  at  Riley  the  gang  all  cried: 
Sweet  Elite  O'Fiynn,  ro  tall  and  thin,  awny  from  hltn  did  slide; 
And  all  the  liTc-lontr  <liiy.  at  him  the  ruvr  tliev  all  would  say. 
That  Linipey  Duu  OQuoletian  had  mariitU  Riley's  bride. 

Now  Kate  O'Flynn,  who  promised  him,  just  heard  the  news  that  night; 
She  heard  the  trang,  they  londlv  eanjf,  and  mad  enough  to  fluht. 
So  he  ran  to  tell  the  aldernmii  that  there  was  somethini;  wrong. 
And  as  she  ran  along  the  street,  the  kids  did  loudly  caW  •.—  Chorfi$. 

When  Knte  went  in,  her  arms  she  flung  nr<>nnd  poor  Riley's  neck: 
She  guid  the  cries,  they  all  uvre  lies,  their  lone  lives  tried  to  wreck, 
So  there  and  tlieii,  like  noble  Ben,  we'll  linve  n  little  cot; 
Send  fur  the  man,  and  us  we  stuud,  be  married  on  the  spot.— CAortt*. 


BROKEN    HEARTS. 
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THOSE    LOST    HAPPY    DAYS       ^ 
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^: 


Words  by  James  Thornton.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Leo.  Fetst. 

A  rich  farnipr's  son,  having  reached  twenty-one, 

Determined  the  world  he  would  see; 
Said  he,  '•  I've  the  money,  why  not  have  the  funf 

A  man  aln>at  town  I  »ill  he." 
Bnt  the  city's  temptutioiiB  he  conid  not  resist, 

Vice  soon  Ill-Id  iiim  tiglit  in  its  hold. 
Till  disgraced,  far  away,  his  mother  one  day 

Wrote  to  him  in  angi'iieh  untold. 

Chorus. 
"Show  yonr  nffection,  come  home  once  more. 
Let  as  be  happy  as  in  days  of  yore; 
Try  to  Slop  giiiiihlini;,  wild  ways  and  rambling. 
Then  will  f^iurii,  dear,  those  lost  huppy  dayf."' 

Advice  went  nnheeded,  he  failed  to  return 

To  a  mother  heart-broken  and  lone; 
Soon  lower  he  weni  and  to  jirisou  was  sent 

For  follies  and  sins  to  atone. 
Each  day  in  his  cell  there  lii!<  thoughts  they  wonid  tarn 

To  home  and  lo  mother  so  dear. 
How  she'd  urt:tMl  Inin  in  vain  to  sin  not  a^aln. 

With  words  loving,  kind  and  sincere.  — CAoj-u*. 

Life  now  past  icdemption,  it  seemed  like  a  dreaia, 

The  past  and  the  crief  he  had  sown; 
With  sorrow  distracted  he  cried  wlien  lie  learned 

Her  spirit  to  heaven  had  flown. 
She  (lied  witii  u  hieseiiig  and  praying  for  liira. 

That  he  ini,:lit  be  saved  from  all  sin. 
And  picadini;  that  lie,  tliongli  late,  still  shonid  sea 

The  warning  which  eiif'il  sent  to  him.— CAortM.    . 


This  world  is  hut  the  stace  of  life,  the  miuhty  M^ifter  said. 
On  which  most  iiien  and  uoineii  play,  to  earn  tlieir  daily  bread; 
With  lawxers.  doctors,  diplom  its  and  preaciiers  in  the  cast, 
Who  flil  the  parts  made  vacant  by  their  hroihers  who  have  passed. 
The  hypocrite  he  wears  a  mask,  'tis  hut  for  outward  show, 
And  criiiie  goes  by  unpunished,  tor  blind  jusiicc  ofi  is  slow; 
The  miUionaiie  and  workniL'iimii  play  most  iinporiant  parts, 
Tliey  form  tlie  two  great  factors  in  the  pluy  of  "Broken  Hearts," 

CHonns. 
TIm  first  scene  is  a  cottage,  where  the  roof  lets  in  the  rain; 
There's  n  father  almost  famished,  tlu-re's  a  niotlier  ill  with  pain, 
There's  the  money  kini;  « lio  orders  their  eviction,  then  departs. 
That's  the  first  scene  that  I  witnessed  in  the  pluy  of  "Broken  Hearts.*' 

The  next  scene  was  a  mansion  in  a  land  across  the  sea. 

By  acres  wiile  Hurronmied,  and  the  home  of  roynlty; 

Its  owner  i*  of  iiolile  birth  ami  lord  of  his  iloniMins, 

And  houstt'd  of  ilie  ancient  blood  that  flow'il  wiihin  his  veins. 

Now  comes  another  character,  a  girl  quite  voting  in  years. 

Her  fare  it  wears  a  trouMed  look,  lier  cheeks  are  fluiiied  with  lean; 

She  meets  the  yoniig  lord  face  to  face,  he  turns  |mle.  then  he  starts. 

He  met  her  in  the  firet  act  of  tiie  play  culled  "Broken  Hearts." 

CnoRtTS. 

H<'  promised  lie  wonld  marry  her,  she  trustingly  believed. 
Bill  uheii  the  day  appolntetl  Came  clie  found  she'd  l)een  deceived; 
Now  tilt;  Servants  drive  lier  from  the  door,  in  shame  the  girl  departs. 
That's  unotiar  scene  I  witnessed  in  tlie  play  of  "Broken  Hearts." 

Amid  the  sound  of  inarriairc  bells  a  couple  went  their  way, 
A  yonih  and  inaideii,  smiling  swt-et,  for  'tis  their  wediliiig  day. 
They  vow  to  iove  encli  oilier  true  along  I'ft's  roiiuh  career; 
A  hiiliy  blessed  ilieir  union  ere  they  Inid  heeii  wed  a  year. 
But  Sad,  alas!  Oin-  day  to  lier  the  evil  tempter  came: 
He  told  her  lie  could  lead  her  to  the  verv  fates  of  fame. 
She  left  her  hiis'iand  ai>d  her  child  and  tied  to  foreign  parts. 
In  silence  lie  forgives  her,  in  tlie  piny  of  "Broken  Hearts." 

OlIORfS. 

There's  a  hnshnnd  sadly  waitinj;,  for  his  love  will  never  die; 

He  tells  his  little  dangnter.  niotiier's  coming  hye-and-bye. 

He  Itows  Ills  head  to  hide  the  tears  that  to  his  eye-lids  start. 

That's  the  saddest  scene  1  witnecsed  in  the  play  of  "Broken  Hearts." 

Now  comes  the  grand  finale  upon  which  the  curtain  falls. 
The  sC'iie  it  if  a  ha'tle-lh-id,  nptorn  by  cunnon  halls; 
It  is  a  field  of  cirnaye  liire,  « ith  bloody  corpses  strewn; 
The  liiittle  raues  tierce  and  wild,  hiit  'twill  he  <:nded  soon. 
The  enemy  have  fled,  aiid  wounded  soldiers  shout  with  Joy, 
And  there  ainoiiL'  their  number  lav  a  dyintr  drummer  hoy; 
A  Comrade  lifts  liiin  tenderly,  the  lad  these  words  imparts: 
"Tell  mother  I  died  fighting  in  life's  play  of  'Broken  Hearts."* 

Chorus. 
There's  a  poor,  old,  srrav-haired  mother  waiting  for  her  boy  to  come; 
She  is  thii.kiiiL'  of  tlie  niorning  when  she  buckled  on  his  drum. 
The  news  arrives  her  hoy  is  dead— from  this  life  she  departs. 
Tliat'B  the  last  scene  that  1  witnessed  in  the  play  of  "Broken  Heart*." 


McGinty  at  the  Living  Pictures. 
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Words  and  MukIc  by  Joe  Flynn. 


— Amy:  "  Whftt  makes  yoii  so  sure  he  is  good  metal?"   Annie 
(protruding  a  finger):  "I  can  tell  by  Lis  ring." 


Dan  McGinty  went  Into  the  opera  show. 

With  his  old  wife  Mary  Ann, 
And  lie  took  a  front  seat,  near  the  middle  aisle, 

Amoii(!8t  the  bald-liea<ie<I  clan: 
But  he  wasn't  prepared  for  the  sights  he  saw, 
'  And  be  laughed  with  might  and  main. 

When  tlie  living  pictures  came  lo  view, 

W^hy  he  nearly  went  iiisuue. 

Cbobcb. 

When  he  saw  the  Sleeping  Bennty,  why  he  pot  snch  a  shock 

You  could  hear  his  heart  a-lickiiii;  like  an  eight-day  clock, 

Then  he  danced  and  h^ pranced,  aiid  says  he,  "  I've  been  to  France, 

Bnt  that's  the  finest  hight  I  ever  saw;" 
Then  his  eyes  bulged  out,  he  began  for  to  shont; 
The  gallery  hoys  they  liollered,  ''Put  that  Zulu  ont." 
Then  his  w  ife  crabbed  his  feet,  pnil<  d  him  under  the  seat. 

So  he  couldn't  gaze  upon  the  living  pictures.         • 

CnoRDS. 

When  the  girl  who  posed  ns  Vcinis,  with  her  form  so  grand. 
Yon  conid  liear  McGinty  holler  'way  above  the  band. 
Then  says  he,  "Mary  Ann,  you  will  lose  your  old  luaV 

If  you  don't  be  quick  and  take  me  out  entirely;"  "^  , 

When  lie  saw  the  ludy  bathers,  he  jumped  like  a  bare, 
It  took  nine  ushers  for  to  hold  him  in  his  chair; 
Then  he  whicpered,  with  a  urin.  "Mary  Ann,  go  take  a  swim 

With  the  laay  bathers  in  the  living  pictarea. 

Chorus. 

When  he  saw  the  other  pirfnre  we  (honght  snre  he  wonld  d!e. 

It  was  Adam  and  Eve  L-azini;  up  to  the  sky. 

Then  he  hollered,  "Mary,  dear,  oh,  why  diil  yon  bring  me  here, 

I  can  never  love  you  now  the  way  1  used  to;" 
Then  he  looked  at  Mother  Eve,  and  loudly  he  bawled, 
"Be  golly,  you'll  he  chilly  when  the  snow  does  fall;" 
Then  the  ushers  grabbed  liim  nice,  stuck  his  lieud  in  a  pail  of  ice, 

Just  to  keep  him  cool  while  at  the  living  pictures, 

CnoRtJs. 

Then  he  leaped  and  he  creeped,  and  he  took  another  peepi, 
And  the  way  he  carried  on  made  the  nndience  weep. 
Then  l.is  wife  says,  "Dan,  do  come  home  like  a  man. 

If  you  must  have  living  pictures,  I  will  do  them;" 
But  he  didn't  hear  her  s|)eak,  lie  was  off  in  a  trance. 
Standing  on  a  chair,  doing  the  "  Hoocliy  Coochy  "  dance; 
Wlien  the  last  girl  posed,  why  tlicv  had  to  turn  the  hoee 

On  McQinty,  when  he  saw  tlie  living  pictarea. 


—A  Game  Leg.— Tbe  quarter  of  venison. 
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Words  by  Edward  Hari  ifiran.    Music  by  Dave  BrUuuo. 


Oh.  row  pnt  on  yonr  Sunday  clothCB, 

Gft  ready  for  de  juiii lee, 
Dere>  ii  iiiighty  hluh  lime  when  de  clock  Btrlkes  uine, 

Oh,  do  come  iiloni;  witli  me.  "* 

All  MethcKlist  and  BajitiBt,  too,  oh,  niyl 

Will  eiiig  Hixmt  de  old  Red  Sea;  ~~  ...      ■■    ' 

De  new  clitircli  choir  will  ping  a  note  highsr, 

At  Clara  Jenkins' socialistic  tea.  ;:  "* 

Ladies,  try  tliis  citron  culie,  pnes  it  'loiiiid,  for  coodness  sake; 
Woirft  yoa  try  Bome  leiuon  cream?  oli,  yes,  uow  don't  be  mean;  Ob— 

Chorus. 

Now  put  on  yonr  Snnday  clothes,  ■    ' . 

And  get  r«a<iy  for  de  jnbilee;  .  S 

Dere's  a  ni1i;lity  liigh  time  when  de  clock  strikes  nine. 

At  little  Clara  Jculiins' tea. 

Dere's  poor  old  Aunty  Green,  dear  me. 

Hit  nge  it  is  Just  ninet)  -four; 
Slie's  as  lively  as  a  kitten,  lieepe  a  gettin' ap  and  gettsn*, 

You  can't  keep  her  off  tlie  floor. 
Dere's  something  in  de  old  brown  jug,  look  dar, 

Jnet  yonder  on  de  slielf,  yon  see; 
Doiit  let  it  go  to  waste,  but  give  us  all  a  taste. 
At  Ciiini  Jenkins'  socialistic  tea. 
Standing  In  the  well  so  dei-p— yes,  indeed,  a  hundred  feet. 
Will  you  be  my  loving  queen?    Go  away,  I'm  just  sixteen;  oh—Ckwus. 

We'll  go  home  wher  de  snn  does  shine 

In  de  nioinin',  at  ae  peep  of  day; 
Isn't   everybody  sad, 'cause  everybody's  glad? 

GK)od  Lord,  how  we'd  like  to  Slay  I  .; 

Now,  colored  gentlemen  and  ladies  all, 
Take  a  little  Itind  advice  from  me, 
'■^    Won't  mention  any  name,  but  please  to  call  again, 
When  Clara  Jenkins  gives  another  tea. 
Porfeit,  all  de  gemmen  now;  no,  no,  ladies,  you'll  allow, 
Dar's  dat  gal  in  velveteen.    How  do,  sis?   Now  don't  be  mean;  oh— CAoru«. 


VETERAN    GUARD    CADETS. 
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Words  by  likt ward  Harrliraii.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 

Shonf,  yon  diirkies,  shout,  it's  independence  day!  '      .■  .•    ,,. 

Hip  liuriahl  Hip  liumihl  BIiicU  pcopie  am  out  to-day,  ,  '.        "  . 

Colored  children  all;  wc  are  the  ludieu' pels,  .-'    '  "        ,     ' 
Ev'ry  one  full  of  fuu,  in  the  vet'ran  guard  cadets. 

Chorus.  ■^ 

Tlien  merrily,  oh,  singing  this  song,  we  march 'd  away  so  gaily; 

Here  we  cotne,  oil,  ain't  we  some  In  starry  epuletS? 

Colored  children  nil,  wc  mo  ilie  ladies'  pets; 

Kv'ry  one  full  of  fun,  in  the  vet'ran  guiird  cadets. 

Hi,  hi!  oh,  myl  Hear  dein  people  shout,  ah,  ah! 

Now  file  in  style,  Gi-n'rul  Grant  am  over  dar. 

Go  'v>ay,  oh,  say,  ain't  dese  children  ladies'  pets? 

Oh,  yes,  we're  prond,  don't  you  crowd  the  vet'ran  guard  cadets. 

Blow  yonr  bntrle,  blow!  Oh,  hear  dat  martial  strain, 

niphiirr:ih!  Hip  hurrah?  Let  music  and  laughter  ring, 

Sunny  summer  day,  di-se  children  bhick  as  jet 

About  fac^  full  of  grace,  in  the  vet'ran  guard  cadets.  >  ; '  /" 

CnoBCS. 
Then  merrily,  oh,  sineing  this  sone,  we  march 'd  away  so  gaily; 
Here  we  come,  oh,  ain't  we  some  in  starry  epnlets? 
Colored  children  all,  we  are  the  ladies'  pets; 
Ev'ry  <me  full  of  fun,  in  the  vet'ran  giiurd  cadets. 
HI,  hi!  oh,  my  I  Hear  dem  |)eopie  shout,  ah,  abl 
Now  file  in  style,  Gi-n'ral  Grant  am  over  dar. 
Go  'way,  oh,  say,  ain't  dese  children  ladies'  pets? 
Oh,  yes,  we're  proud,  don't  you  crowd  the  vet'ran  guard  cadets. 

Dar's  old  annty  Cliloe,  wid  flowers  in  her  hair; 
Hiphuriahl  Hip  hurrah!  Dar's  happiness  everywhere. 
Tramp,  you  children,  tramp;  old  uncle  Rnfus  bet 
Dat  bis  boy,  fall  of  joy,  iu  the  vet'ran's  guard  cadets. 

■  ,  ■   '  -  'v-'-  ;.■  ■•        Chorus.  ■• ''. 

Then  merrily,  oh,  singing  this  song,  we  march 'd  away  so  gaily; 

Here  we  come,  oh,  ain't  we  some  in  starry  epulets? 

Colored  children  all,  we  are  the  ladles' pels; 
^,  '  Ev'ry  one  full  of  fun,  in  the  vet'ran  guard  cadets. 

.,     :  ,  HI,  hi!  oh,  my!  Ht-ar  dem  i)eople  shout,  ah,  ah!  ,  " 

"    .  Now  file  in  style,  Gen'ral  Grant  am  over  dar.  ;        - 

.'■..,,■'  Go 'way,  oh,  say,  ain't  dese  children  ladies' pets? 

Oh,  yes,  we're  proud,  don't  you  crowd  the  vet'ran  guard  cadets. 


Miranda,  When  We  Are  Made  One. 
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Words  by  Edward  Harrigan.    Uuiic  by  Dare  Braham. 

Major — Miranda,  when  we  are  made  one,  .'..;' 

At  breakfast,  or  dinner,  or  tea,  ■'■'- 

The  happiest  pair 'iieath  the  snn,  ^   ■ 

Oh,  when  MifScs  Gilfeather  you'll  be.  ''■ 

•    Jflrando— In  a  neat  little  cottaite  we'll  dwell  alone. 
Free  from  all  trouble  and  worldly  care; 
I  lonu  for  to  wed  you  and  call  you  my  own. 
And  this  life's  weary  burden  to  share. 

TOGETHXR. 

Oh,  Miranda,  when  we  are  made  one,  at  breakfast,  or  dinner,  or  tea; 

The  happiest  pair  'neath  the  sun,  oh,  w  hen  Misses  Gllfeaiher  you'll  (I'll)  b«. 

Miranda— Oh,  major,  when  we  are  made  one, 

On  ocean,  or  land,  or  the  sea,  .  ;. 

The  happiest  pair 'neath  the  sun. 
Oh,  when  Misses  Gilfeaiher  III  be. 
Jffl^"—On  a  cold  winter's  eve  by  the  fire  so  bright. 
Sealed  alone,  dear,  so  warm  and  snug. 
We'll  watch  the  tom-cat,  love,  asleep  on  tlie  me, 
And  we'll  hear  the  clock  tick  iu  the  night.— .K^^foin. 

ITi^/or— Miranda,  when  we  are  made  one, 

So  lovingly  merry  and  free,  •     . 

The  happiest  pair  iieiitli  the  snn. 
Oh,  when  Misses  Gllfeatiier  you'll  be. 
Miranda— Ixi  the  Indian  summer,  out  on  the  grass, 

Croquet  and  tennis  we'll  play  each  day.  ' .;. 

Eat  dumplings  and  puddings  and  sweet  iipple  sass,    . 
Now  just  merely  to  pass  time  away.— i?<fro<fi. 

-'   Jftmwto— Oh,  major,  when  we  are  made  one. 

So  chariiiiiigiy  we  will  agree,  .  '■ 

The  happiest  pair  'neath  the  sun. 
Oh,  when  Misses  Giifeiitlur  I'll  be. 
Major— B)iom\iX  kind  loriune  favor  us  with  an  heir,        »  .     ' 
A  popeey,  a  wopsey,  oh,  dear,  wlmt  joy  I 
I'll  make  him  a  major  in  style  debonaire, 
Oh,  provided,  uiy  love,  'lis  a  hoy.— li^f rain. 


4-11-44. 
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—Java  is  the  Malay  word  for  "  land  of  nutmegs. 


Words  by  Eldward  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 

What  am  it  keeps  de  darkies  poor?    Four, 'leven,  forty-four; 

Outside  or  inside  of  de  door,  never  az  for  more. 

Money  comes,  de  money  go*  e  four  'leven,  forty-fonr; 

Sun-flower  sweeter  than  pink  yellow  rose,  dar  on  de  golden  shore. 
Ut  Dream.— 

I  had  a  dream  about  a  Queen  that  swallowed  up  a  Jack: 

Oh,  I  played  nine,  took  half  a  <Uine,  de  worst  curd  iu  de  pack;  , 

A  greasy  deck,  an'  oats  a  peck,  de  old  sow  am  a  boar: 

Ob,  bold  your  own,  leave  me  alone,  it's  four,  'leven,  forty -four. 

CHoncs. 

-  ♦  Four,  'leven,  forty-four,  '     '      . 

Four, 'leven,  forty-four: 

Play  close  down,  oil,  he's  come  to  town, 

Dat  old-lime  gig  he's  iiitocking  at  de  door. 

Four, 'leven,  fori  y-foiir, 

•'      •  Four,  'leven,  forty-four, 

,  .  ,'  Play  close  down,  oh,  he's  come  to  town, 

Dat  old-time  gig  he's  knocking  at  de  door. 

Who  was  it  made  de 'rithmatic?  four, 'leven,  forty-four; 

What  is  it  makes  (ie  nifueis  sick  ill  de  grocery  store?  -^  > 

Lucky  coon  and  lucky  gal,  four,  'leven.  forty-tour; 

Big  fat  Emma  and  siiin-waisted  Sal,  dance  on  de  old  pine  floor. 
2d  Dream.— 

I  took  a  nap  in  mammy's  lap,  last  Sunday  afternoon; 

A  big  green  flea,  lie  siiid  to  me,  "Be  ciirefiil,  Mr.  Coon; 

A  rainy  day,  a  load  of  hay,  go  get  yonr  trousers  tore." 

Oh,  hold  your  own,  leave  me  alone,  it's  four,  'leveu,  forty-four.- C%ort«. 

What  is  it  brings  de  darkies  dar?  four,  'leven.  forty-fonr; 
.. .-  Hurry  and  pnt  dem  figures  dar,  holler  hip  hnrmh; 

,    ;' •■      Iliizy  moon  and  dusky  coon,  four, 'leven.  forty-four;     — 

Silver  lyre  and  gold  tablespoon,  how  could  yon  ax  for  more? 
id  Dream — 

I  lay  me  down  just  on  de  gronn',  oh,  I  fell  in  a  doze; 

A  'tater  bug  began  to  liuir,  and  walk  across  my  nose; 

A  Patrick's  hat,  a  Thomas  cat,  a  whistle  and  a  snore: 

Oh.  hold  your  own,  leave  nie  alone,  it's  four,  'leveu,  forty-four.- C^iOftW. 

Whot's  most  ambitions  in  a  nic?  four,  'leven,  forty-four; 

Oh,  how  he  loves  dat  old-time  cip,  sticking  in  his  craw;  ■■'i'-- 

Niimbers  born  and  nnmhers  die,  four,  'leven,  forty-fonr; 

Niggers  straddle  dis  gig  in  de  sky,  old  Peter's  at  de  door. 
ith  Dream.— 

I  had  a  dream  dat  I  was  mean,  and  wouldn't  lend  a  cent; 

A  big  bl.ick  ant,  he  sidd,  "Yon  shan't  go  horrow  what  you  lent;" 

A  weasel's  eye,  a  piece  of  pie,  riglit  in  a  nigger's  jaw; 

Oh,  hold  your  own,  leave  me  alone,  it's  four,  'leven,  forty-four.—  Chorus. 
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Written  and  Comp-'iied  by  Felix  McGlennon. 


Ponr  of  ns  Ptartod  in  life  tocotlier,  four  of  us  met  at  ecliool, 
("lung  lo  eacli  otiier  in  all  eoit«  of  weather,  broke  cv'ry  golden  nile; 
Tommy  and  Jack  nud  Bill  and  I  raieiy  apart  were  Sfon, 
Alvvaya  iu  mischief,  always  iu  t'ruiil>le,  stnl  on  vach  other  we'd  lean. 

Ciionn§. 
Dear  old  boys— boyg  that  1  went  to  school  with, 

Dear  old  ()oy8— Tommy  and  Jack  and  Bill; 
Now  we're  men,  Ptill  we  will  clliiK 'oKeilier, 
We  were  comrades  in  days  gone  by  and  we're  cnmradca  Blill. 

Four  of  ns  started  one  night  on  pliiiidrr,  ("trippinR  the  orchard  hare, 
All,  how  the  jclioolniacter  ("tarted  in  woniler  when  he  found  we  were  there- 
Tommy  and  Jack  and  Bill  and  I,  four  of  us  in  disgrace; 
Each  little  urchin  got  such  a  birching;,  all  un  the  u^ual  place.— CAor(/«. 

Fonr  of  ns  went  from  the  school  tosrethcr— ah,  how  the  years  have  passed, 
ytill  we've  been  trne  in  the  stormiest  weather,  still  will  our  fiiendship  lust; 
Tommy  and  Jack  and  Bill  and  I,  ne'er  shall  our  love  crow  cold, 
Helping  each  other,  loving  each  other,  as  iu  the  bright  days  of  old.— C//orMi>. 
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Take  Her  Little  Hand  in  Yours. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Felix  McGlennon. 

Do  yon  know  the  art  of  Invo?  IIow  to  won,  lull  and  coof 

When  you  meet  a  gentle  dove,  do  yon  know  how  to  win? 
When  the  maiden's  coy  and  sliy.  if  she'll  siirh  when  you're  nigh, 
You  will  gain  her  if  you'll  try  and  like  this  begin: 

Chorcs. 
Take  her  little  hand  in  ynnrs,  sqneezu  her  litt!c  waist. 
Press  her  gently  to  your  heart,  tlieti  her  lipa  yon'il  taste — 
Swear  her  eyes  are  like  iho  ftar«,  loll  her  she's  divine. 
Then  she'll  throw  her  arms  around  you  and  say,  "I  am  thine,  all  thine." 

Can  you  read  a  maiden's  eyes  when  they  tell  of  love's  spell? 

Fain  the  secret  she'd  di?«.:uise,  ah,  but  the  love  liglits  there- 
Slow  the  blushes  come  and  go,  ebl>  and  flow,  don't  thev  show 

'J'hat  the  darling  won't  say  no,  if  you'll  only  datey—Chnriif. 

Wonld  you  enin  a  maiden's  heart?  Whisper,  "Dear,  do  not  fear. 

From  you  I  can  never  part,  faithful  I'll  be  for  life: 
Of  all  maidens  I've  e'er  seen,  yon,  1  ween,  are  the  queen." 

Let  her  head  upon  you  lean,  whiapcr,  "Be  my  wife."— C%or)/i«. 


SHE'S    IRISH    ALL    THE    TIME. 
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Written  by  W.  A.  Archbold.    Compoaed  by  Felix  McGlennon. 
I'm  (foing  to  tell  yon  about  my  colleen, 

And  eiie'H  Irinh.  yes,  olie's  Iriah; 
A  dear  little  girl  from  the  island  of  green, 

And  ahe>  Jrifh,  yes,  she's  Irish. 
Her  eyes  shine  as  brigiit  as  the  atars  in  the  night, 
Her  exquisite  beauty  iias  won  my  lieart  quite; 
And  just  to  be  near  her  is  sweetest  delight, 
For  she's  Irish,  yes,  she's  Irish. 
CHoRrs. 
She's  a  true,  sweet,  trim,  neat,  dear  little  Irish  girl: 
Fair,  rare,  golden  hair,  that  Iimiiks  in  a  cliist'ring  curl; 
Smile  tender,  flcure  slender,  and  thoiigh  she  has  not  a  dime, 
Slie's  the  joy  of  my  life  and  will  soon  be  my  wife,  and  she's  Irish  all  the  time. 

But  my  dear  little  girl  is  so  timid  and  coy, 

And  slie's  Irisii,  yen,  she'a  Irish, 
Although  when  I  praise  her  she  blushes  for  joy, 

Aitl  nhe's  Irish,  yea,  ahir's  Iriah. 
We  wander  together  in  rapture  and  bliss. 
Though  Rosie  i«  sliy,  qnite  a  secret  is  this, 
Someiimea,  if  I'm  good,  I  may  steal  one  sweet  kiss, 

And  she's  Irish,  yes,  she's  Irish.— 6  Aor«#. 

On  her  dear  little  finger  she's  wearing  a  rinjf. 

For  she's  Irish,  yea,  she's  Irish; 
One  morning  the  church  hells  will  merrily  ring, 

For  she's  Irish,  yes,  she's  Iriah. 
What  joy  to  be  msriitd  and  settled  for  life. 
With  dear  little  Rosie  my  own  darling  wife. 
To  shield  her  for  aye  through  the  world's  bitter  strife. 

For  she's  Irish,  yes,  she's  Irish.— CAwk*. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Castling. 

"Grandpa,  you  promised,  if  we  were  pood. 

To  tell  us  the  tale  of  the  Babes  ill  the  Wood; 

There's  Harry  and  Freddie,  Nellie  and  I." 

So  snoke  a  child  to  her  grandfather  nigh, 

Tentlerly  smoothing  the  wee  speaker's  hair. 

He  kissed  all  the  youngsters  w  ho  clung  'round  his  chair. 

"Of  a  hero,  my  darlings,  tlie  slory  shall  be, 

Who  once  saved  your  grandpa  and  fouglit  well  for  me. 

Amidst  the  cannon's  roaring  and  tlic  beat  of  ihe  drum, 

'Midst  the  very  thickest  of  the  fight, 
Ev'ry  lad  amongst  us  loved  the  dear  old  flng 

And  fought  for  God  and  right: 
As  we  cut  our  v*ay  tlirough  the  fray  each  man  vowed 

To  fight  or  fall  for  glory, 
And  wiien  the  day  was  done  we'd  fonght  and  won." 

That  was  the  old  man's  story. 

"We  were  a  hondful  there  on  the  ^onnd, 
Surrounded  by  cannon  and  death  all  around; 
Our  only  retreat  was  a  pass,  ah,  but  there 
A  gun  stood,  to  spike  it  and  save  us  who'd  dare. 
'Tliat  gun  must  be  taken  I '  our  good  colonel  cried. 
Jnst  tlien  near  that  spot,  dears,  our  hero  we  spied^ 
Oar  men  sent  a  cheer  up,  n  wild  shout  of  joy— 
The  gun  had  been  spiked  by  a  brave  drummer  boy. 
That  night  in  the  camp,  dears,  a  dciifening  din 
Rose  from  each  throat  when  our  hero  came  in, 
Woundeil  and  spent  from  the  tiattle's  strife; 
Many  a  day  we  despaired  of  his  life." 
*'  Is  lie  still  living,  tlie  brave  drummer  ladf  ** 
"Yes,  my  dear  angels,  he  is  your  dad; 
Pray  for  him  always,  a  hero  was  be," 
That  was  the  old  man's  story.    - 


TALLY-HO    SONG. 
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Words  by  Edward  Hairitran.    Music  by  Dave  Drahani, 

I 

Oh,  on  a  summer's  evening,  nature  all  adorning, 
Coaching  party,  jolly,  all  eager  for  the  day, 
Tlie  whip  and  driver  ready,  horses  standing  steady; 
Tlie  horn  it  sounds  the  Tally-ho;  all  up,  and  lei's  away. 
Now  such  a  merry  party,  lm>d  of  pleasure  ev'ry  one. 
So  jolly,  gay  and  lieiirty;  oh,  wlicn  we  get  on  the  run. 
It's  up  the  hill  and  down  agiiin,  a-jogging  on  we  go  - 
A  merry  lot  of  people,  don't  you  know. 

Chorus. 

On  we  go— Tally-ho  I    Bugles  blow— Tally-ho! 

Such  a  jolly  piriy,  laughter  hearty,  down  the  road  we  go. 

Let  her  go- Tally-ho'    Bugle  blow— Tally-hol 

From  tlic  city,  oh,  how  pretty  goes  the  Tally-hol 

The  country  farmers  staring,  ev'ry  one  declaring, 

"Never  snw  the  equal;  oh,  pinocr  ain't  it  RoyT" 

Now  through  the  village  bowling,  coaches  onward  rolling. 

The  horn  it  sounda  the  Tally  ho;  we're  up,  and  all  away. 

It's  snch  a  pleasure  riding  down  the  highway  and  the  lane. 

The  driver  safely  guiding;  oh,  we  know  who  holds  the  reins;  » 

Now  through  the  woods  and  by  the  farms  a-jogging  as  we  go — 

A  merry  lot  of  people,  don't  yoa  know.— CAort/». 


Now,  who's  that  In  the  distance?    Does  he  need  assistsncef 

Bless  me,  it  is  Charley;  he's  out  to  take  a  blow. 

He  looks  a  little  foggy,  driving  rather  groggy: 

Oh,  please  don't  sound  the  Tally-ho;  yon'il  wake  him,  don't  yon  know. 

Here  comes  a  wealthy  brewer,  in  his  single-seated  trap, 

He'a  ngliUL'  all  the  ladies,  for  he  has  a  smile  on  tap; 

And  also  Miss  O'Grady.  with  second  cousin,  Joe— 

A  merry  lot  of  people,  don't  yoa  know.— C'Aorus. 


— Gibbs:  "  Were  you  ever  disappointed  in  love?  "    Mrs.  Banker;  ' 
"No;  I  was  married  to  over  a  million  dollars  in  my  flfteentli  ' 

year."      ,  .,    v  ^-..^■^-•-■; —:•,:-,  .■'|-.C 

— Truly  Prudent.— Ethel:   "  I  know  he  is  a  financier,  but  he  is  / 
not  a  speculator."     Maud:    "  How  do  you  know?"    Ethel:    "He  |; 
didn't  buy  our  engagement  ring  until  he  was  quite  sure  that  I 
would  accept  him. 


^■rl 


^^^^^ 
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Words  by  Edward  Uarrigon.    Music  by  Dave  Braham. 


It's  close  to  nil  alley,  iliat  katlo  to  the  rear  ■ 

Of  n  shiiiity,  so  oid  nnd  so  worn; 
Oil,  down  in  tlie  Foiirtli  Ward,  fh;it  I  love  so  dear— 

The  place  xvliere  the  biibiei*  are  l)oin. 
An  ohl-fiisliioned  lamp  BlamlB  cl««e  to  the  door, 

To  light  up  the  8tooJ>,  made  of  "ood; 
There  motliers  and  dadti,  tiwect  laeeies  uud  lads. 

All  meet  iu  the  old  nejghburhoud. 

CaoRua. 

.  And  flioy  call  it  Clierrv  Hill,  my  boye, 
Wliere  the  ulrls  are  beaiiiifiil  and  cood; 
And  I'm  not  tu'>  proud  i<i  mhiL'le  ^^illl  the  crowd, 
Down  town,  iu  the  old  ueit;bboi'huoU. 

There  stands  the  Dutch  groc'ry.  just  over  the  way. 

With  its  uwninL',  to  keep  off  ihu  nin; 
l!'«  t'lere,  on  tlie  coal-box,  the  ueighbore,  each  day, 

'l"all»  poliiict  over  anuin. 
Old  horse-fliot'r.  JllUe,  ri^lit  oQt  of  his  Shop,         ''■'■':■ 

Willi  Inojjin;  lliitt  we  all  iinderHtood, 
Would  tell  ytiii  the  unnn!  of  ttie  Gov'iier  next  full—    \ 

Wise  luaii  of  the  old  ueigliborhood.— CA&7*u<. 

Oh   there  was  a  wedding  next  door  to  a  wake. 

With  Its  carriiigee  fr.mt  of  eacli  door:  '■ 

Tin'  co.icliiiian,  O'Gr.idy.  he  made  ii  mislake. 

That  eet  the  nlil  stieet  in  11  roar:  :. 

Tln'  couple  that  Wed.  they  fodnvved  the  dead; 

The  widow  so  niournfully  g:oO(i: 
Bbe  fhoutcd,  "('oine  bncU,  \oii"re  in  the  wrong  hack, 

Oh,  ehaoie  ou  the  old  ueighburliood.*'— CA&rt<£. 

It's  tliere.  in  the  cunslitne,  on  cnch  summer  day. 

All  the  wee,  liiiie  cliiiiiien.  so  free, 
W"iild  ualhi-r  to  heitr  the.  riht  orL'aii-iiiiin  play, 

Wmle  niolhers  held  Imbi-s  <•«  tiu'ir  knees. 
O'd  miiudnmther,  Do\  le,  wouid  d.-nct-  you  a  reel. 

To  111''  tune  of  '•  She  "onid  if  slie  coiihl:" 
She'd  cover  iiie  walk  wiili  iitr  loe  and  lier  heel — 

The  pet  of  the  old  iieiijhburliuod.— 6'Aci>'»«. 


OUT  ON.  A  COLLEG-E  RAH!  RAH! 
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Words  by  Edward  Uarrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braham.      ,      .. 


Come,  join  us,  we  all  have  to  paint  the  town— 

We  stuiients  so  jolly,  you  know. 
Go  liooiiiig  and  tooting,  to  do  it  up  brown — 

Wide  open,  my  boys,  let  it  ^o. 
At  football,  to-diiy,  we  liave  won  thegam^ 

A  cuckoo,  deal,  <lear,  oli.  mamma; 
We're  easy  and  breezy,  oh,  just  ihuaaiue. 

We're  out  on  a  college  rali  I  rahl 

Chorus.  .       r. 

Oh,  my  love's  a  dove,  a  peach;         -  ...■''■ 
Let  me  wliirl  witli  my  girl— 

All.  slie's  out  of  siglit,  she's  a  beauty  bright. 
She's  a  (lem,  a  dream,  a  )>eail; 

Oh,  she  warbles  like  a  bird- 
Full  of  trills,  how  slie  thiills; 

I  lell  you.  my  dear  hoy.  she's  my  evening  star; 
She's  fond  of  my  college  rah!  rah!  rah!  rahl 

Come  with  ns,  we  all  know  a  thing  or  two— 

We  studcnta  high  rollers,  you  bet. 
At  finuing  and  dancing,  oh,  anything  new, 

We  uiab  it,  my  boys,  don't  forget. 
For  Nici'ry.  io-<tav,  we  ehont  'tin  we're  dry, 

Au'l  wet  it,  my  l>o\6,  at  the  bar: 
Keep  sinushiug  and  crashing,  we  ne'er  say  die. 

We're  out  ou  a  college  rahl  rahl— tAo;««. 

Together  we  students  go  in  a  crowd. 

All  Cliiimniies.  so  merry  niiii  swell: 
We  f.tack  up  a  racket,  of  coni>e  it*  allowed, 

For  vici'ry,' bfiyc,  now  let  us  yell. 
Come,  rally,  niv  lads,  yes,  all  in  a  group. 

To  holler  "Zip,  !>ooni  an'azar." 
We're  iiiners  and  winners,  not  in  the  soup— 

We're  out  ou  a  college  rah!  t&U]— Chorus. 


•  s  > 


MELANCHOLY    MARY. 
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Words  by  Edward  Harrigan.    Music  by  Dave  Braiuun. 

A  country  girl  I  need  to  be — 
Alas,  tliosi;  happy  days  tire  over,    -■   '■■"■■- 
■■  All  111  the  fi'-IJp,  so  L-ay  and  free, 

I've  roaiiud  iiinong  ihe  clover,  •   :■''         .■■..•'.'■:' 

And  do>\n  the  Inne,  In  ilie  wavine  crain,       ^•, '■..'-         , 
Wliere  ctood  the  ti.irn  Jiiid  the  d:iiry,  ■',-—. 

I've  drove  old  Sii> — s-he  always  knew  ,,   :     ■ . 

.  ■  The  farmer's  daiighier,  Mary.  '"..'■' 

CHORfS.  ,  ,-'■',  ' 

I  once  was  fair,  with  golden  hair, 

^    Light-lieurtcd  yoiiiig  Mild  airy, 

But  now  I'm  <ild.  and  love's  grown  cold—     '■ 
Povr,  Meiaiiclioly  Mary.  .   - 

To  country  school  I  used  to  eo —  ';  • 

Alas,  tiioce  hatipy.  hiippy  liours—        :■ 
Jii*'  iitxt  to  me  Iheie  sal  my  Joe, 

Who  hr'Ugiii  tome  BucetUowcrs. 
And  llicre  eat  Lill,  and  her  litlle  brother.  Will, 

Willi  frecii I'd  Lou  and  hltI<•-e^ea  Sairy, 
Sweei  playmates  dear,  1 1. at  loved  to  Clieer  ;  ' 

The  farmer's  daughter,  Mary. —  Cliottu.  '        ..     "    . 

A  sirancer  came,  that  won  my  hand —  ,..'         .         " 

., .  Alas.  Oh  hitter,  hitler  sorrow—  .■ '[■  i . 

He  wedded  me.  yes,  si'Crelly,  ',    _ 

..'  »  And  left  me  on  tin- morrow.  „     .  > 

Mv  faihiT,  dear,  I  told  in  tearji,  ,•  ■ 

The  marriai:e  of  hi.«  little  f.iiry; 
fie  Snid,  "Now  go;"   lie'd  never  know 
•■    ^  Tlie  farmer's  daughter,  Mury.—  C'Ao/t/<. 

:  The  farm  yvas  sold  when  father  died— 

■     ,  Farewell,  farewell,  green  fields  and  flowers— 

■■•.';  'Twas  good-bye,  Joe— oh,  how  I  cried— 

There  was  no  love  like  ours.  '    • 

Atid  since  that  day,  I  have  gone  my  way, 
■-'.'.  A  hardened  road,  so  contrary:  ..•'■.•"' 

My  coiiniry  beau,  he'd  never  know  .\ '■■■;'■.     '■ 

The  f aimer's  daughter,  Mury.— CAo/tM^   ., -^  •'■■:.■■.<■'•■•.• 
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Words  by  Edward  Han  ikcan.    Mnsicby  Dave  Droham. 


Yon  may  talk  about  your  namliy-paniby  summer  girls. 

Oh,  a-lolliiig  on  u  hammock  in  the  sljiidt-. 
But  thecapiivatiiig  charmer  of  the  nohby  nwells. 

Oh.  she's  the  young,  athletic  beauty,  t.'iilor-niuda. 
She  loves  to  walk  an  easy,  breezv,  swinging  style; 

Up  early  in  the  morning— never  late — 
She  greets  you  with  a  cuatming,  winning,  rosy-posy  tmil^— 

I  repitsent  the  giil  that'«  up  to  date. 

Chokitb. 
I  tell  yon  she's  a  picture,  riding  on  a  bike  (Break), 
Delightfully  deliciou*,  what  the  chflppies  like  (Break)', 
-    Oh,  you'll  meet  iter  in  the  ever-clever,  swafjger  set, 
,:   •       A  beauiy  that  ilie  darlings  iinitJiie; 

Shu's  really  feminine,  and  she's  never  mascalino — 
I  represeut  the  girl  that's  up  to  date. 

Oh.  It's  e.id  to  see  a  silly-nilly,  pretty  dear. 

Oil,  a-bending,  liiic  a  willow,  very  fniil. 
While  fhe  rends  a  yellow  novel — oli,  ii's  very  clear 

Thiit's  why  Ilie  poor,  romantic  l)eiiuty's  like  a  rail. 
Sh<!  likes  to  talk  <if  heroes,  and  tiieir  ini(.hiy  deeds; 

Slie  sings  about  the  lover  and  his  mate: 
If  she  would  take  a  bracer,  it's  the  only  thine  she  needs— 

I  represent  the  girl  that's  np  to  date.— 67(c<n«. 

Oh.  I  love  to  meet  the  chappies:  oh,  they're  jolly  boys. 

Fresh  from  collcL'e,  liors''y.  siioiiy — out  for  fun: 
They  can  paddle,  ride  a  saddle— can't  tliey  make  a  noise  1 

Ilii/li  rollers  everywliere,  yon  l)et  they  take  the  bun. 
It's  Bjiii  to  see  a  Inrdy-iiardy,  dr<-aiiiy  dude — 

He's  never  up  to  time,  hut  always'  laie— 
If  you  struck  him  with  a  feather,  oh,  he  think  you  very  rude, 

Aiid  I  represeut  the  girl  that's  up  to  dmc—Cftorut. 


— On  a  plantation  in  Cuba  tlie  rain  was  falling  in  torrents.  A. 
negro  who  was  walking  along  tlie  road  carefully  stowed  his  bat 
under  bisclotbes,  and  continued  bi.s  journey  barebeaded.  "  Why, 
Pompey,"  said  a  white  man,  "your  bead  will  get  quite  'wetl" 
"  Hee,  bee,"  laughed  the  uegno,  "  bead  mussa's;  bat  my  own." 


fes. 


>t  /. 


Parody  on :  ^ 

Say  An  Revoir,  but  Not  Good-bye. 


By  Ward  A  Kenolckson. 


8<>nd  for  Pr«o  Cat»Tosrne  of  Sonpr  BooVb,  Letter  Write™,  Dream  Books.  Fortunn  Tell- 
ers. Trtok  Books.  Rooitatton  RooWa,  Penny  Ball.ids.  Call  Books.  Joke  B.xiks,  Sketch  Hookx, 
Stump  Speeolien,  Irinh  Song  Books.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusemeiit,  Siieet  Mii»lp,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Webuuui.  IJO  &  UZ  Park  lluw,  Kew  York;  or  125  W.  UaUiiuu  Street,  Ctalcagow 

Sny  aa  revoir — I  mean  good-bye;  I  know  you're  mad,  but  so  am  I; 

Tlioiitch  past  in  dead,  your  hair  is  red,  my  money  gone,  that's  what  I  said; 
Don't  looli  at  me,  cau(>e  of  my  woe;  dou't  tell  uo  lies,  the  Iruth  will  do; 

You  are  no  blonde,  you're  a  brunette— I  knew  it  then,  I  kuow  it  yet. 

Chorus. 
Say  an  revoir— oh  me,  oh  my;  ttiough  you  are  mad,  don't  wink  your  eye; 
You  are  no  blonde,  you're  a  brunette— I  knew  it  then,  I  kuow  it  yet. 

The  years  roll  by,  the  same  old  song- a  little  girl,  a  man  so  strong. 

What  ungels  fear,  lovers  will  do;  shall  flirt  fur  years,  then  wed  and  woo, 
Thit>  one  picnic  must  be  our  last,  no  more  we'll  gcrap,  as  In  the  past, 

Tho'  both  our  hearts  may  beat  the  same,  to  think  we  part  to  meet  again.— CAo. 


'( .  . 
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By  Rose  Greene  Burton. 


I've  H  son,  an'  ye  beth  he's  a  dandy,  shure  he  swills  it  around  iv'ry  day; 
While  it'u  nie  wid  me  peanuts  an'  candy  for  all  iliit<  nonsince  I  must  pay; 
SInire  at  nite  lie  goes  to  Hit;  playatt-r,  un'  be  hears  all  the  bother  an'  song; 
All  I  his  music  »ud  sink  a  big  stamer,  or  kill  oil  Cliinese  at  Hong  Kong, 

Refrain. 
He  sings  see-saw  an'  saw-saw  an'  tra  le  to  la. 

The  flowers  tliat  bloom  in  tlie  spring,  do  ye  mlDdf 
Rock-H-bye  biihy.  he's  gone  to  the  war; 

I'm  so  shy,  diirliu',  pull  down  the  blind. 

He  walks  down  the  etrate  drissed  so  nalelv— first  this  eye,  thin  that,  he  will  wink. 
An'  smiles  on  the  iircity  gur  n  swatety— it's  iiiashin'  he  calls  it,  I  think: 
SiiUi'e,  an'  whin  lie  cuius  home  in  tlie  marnin',  lie  opens  the  dure  wid  a  bang. 
If  I  say,  Wlicre  ye  bin,  ye  rap-seal liouiif  bin  out  siugiu'  songs  wid  the  gang.— 

Ite/iain. 
Shiire,  his  clothes  air  as  fine  as  a  fiddle,  on  his  coat  frunt  he  wears  a  bocka; 
He  parts  hi:*  hair  stniiglit  in  the  middle,  an'  "  ithcr  "  an'  '  nither  "  he'll  say; 
He  cuts  up  such  oidoes  an'  capers,  I  niver  know  what  he's  about; 
He  spiuds  on  play-acters  me  money,  an'  they  tell  him  the  latest  that's  oat.—Bff. 


■I 


He  Was  Such  a  Funny  Old  Man. 
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Words  by  Tom  Conley.    Music  by  FelU  McOlennon. 


Last  night,  let  me  state,  I  was  out  very  late. 

And  n*  towards  home  I  did  fly, 
I  met  an  old  man,  who,  forget  I  ne'er  can. 

For  he  laughed  and  at  me  winked  his  eye. 
He  esclaiined.  '•  Oh,  you  dear.  I  very  much  fear 

It's  rather  late  for  \on  to  roam; 
'  Now,  have  uo  alarm,  let  me  take  your  arm, 

Allow  me  to  see  you  safe  home." 

Chorus. 
AikI  lie  waH  snch  a  funny  old  man. 

He  was  such  a  naughty  old  bov; 
He  stood  me  some  "Cham  "  and  called  me  a  lamb. 

And  swore  I  was  hie  only  joy; 
He  gave  me  a  squeeze  at  the  door. 

Forget  liiin,  I'm  ^nre  I  ne'er  can. 
He  said:  "Pretty  Miss,"  and  then  took  a  kiss— 

Oh,  he  was  such  a  funny  old  man. 

He  asked  me  to  meet,  at  the  end  of  the  street, 

Nt-'Zt  night  when  the  clock  it  struck  nine; 
I  met  him,  and  then,  again  and  again. 

He  said:  "  Darling,  will  yon  lie  mincf  " 
I  murmured,  '•  Oh,  yes— me  he  did  caress, 

And  called  me  a  dear  and  a  love. 
He  said:  "  I  love  you,"  and  swore  he'd  he  true 

As  stars  that  shine  brightly  above.— C/icru*. 

I'm  Boiry  to  say  tliat  when  I  named  the  day, 

He  said  he  would  not  marry  me. 
So  I  went  to  law,  and  a  lawyer  I  saw. 

Who  said,  very  quick,  "  we  shall  see! " 
Oil  the  great  trial  day,  the  old  boy  looked  gay, 

And  acted  in  style  rather  rash; 
But  the  Jiidee  he  did  say:  "This  girl  you  mast  pay 

TlM  sum  of  ten  thousand  in  casht  "—Chorus. 


YOU  CAN'T  TELL   EVERYTHING-,  f 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Felix  McOlennon. 

Girls,  I'll  give  yon  advice,  take  my  tip,  I  pray; 

Girls,  I'll  give  you  advice,  remember  what  I  say: 

If  you've  got  a  young  man  who  says:  "  D'ye  love  me,  pray?  " 

Well,  you  can't,  no  you  can't  tell  everytiiiug. 
He  says,  "Tell  me  the  truth,  have  you  loved  before?" 
You  siiy,  "  Certainly  not,  you  I  do  atlore." 
You  don't  tell  the  young  man  that  you've  been  in  love  with  a  score. 

For  you  can't,  uo  you  can't  tell  everything. 

Chorus.  j 

You  can't  tell  all  that  you  see,  all  that  you  do  or  eay; 
You  can't  tell  all  tliat  you  know— in  fact,  it  woiililn't  pay: 
For  if  you  opened  you;  month  too  much,  it's  ten  to  one  you  would  grieve, 
bo  girls,  girls,  dear  little  girls,  keep  a  little  bit  up  your  sleeve. 

When  you  go  for  a  walk  with  a  nice  young  man. 

You  land  home  and  your  Ma  eays,  "Tell  me,  Mary  Ann, 

Did  he  kiss  you,  iny  dear,  or  try  your  waist  to  I'panT" 

Well,  you  can't,  no  you  Ciin'l  tell  everything. 
Ma  says  kissing  is  wrong;  you  say,  "Wrong,  forsooth!  " 
You  say,  "  Motlier,  you  know  you  should  speiik  the  truth- 
Did  you  never,  when  younir,  get  kissed  by  a  liamtsome  youth?  " 

Well,  slie  cau'i,  no  she  can't  tell  everything.— CAori/*. 

Girls,  I'll  give  yon  the  tip— if  you've  got  a  iiiaeh, 

Hiick  to  him  like  a  brick  if  he  hns  lots  of  caxli. 

Ma  says,  "  Have  you  been  ever  tickled  by  his  mustache?  " 

Well,  you  can't,  no  you  cnu't  tell  everything. 
If  you  sit  111  the  room  where  no  one  cnn  see  — 
If  he  acks  for  a  ki^ts,  then  takes  two  or  tlireo — 
If  your  mother  says,  "  Did  you  sit  on  the  young  man's  knee?  " 

Well,  you  can't,  uo  you  can't  tell  everyliiiug. —  C/iO/uf. 

Love,  sweet  love.  Is  so  nice— I  have  fonnd  it  so; 

Love,  sweet  love,  is  the  L'aiiie,  BO  try  your  love  to  show. 

If  your  lover  eays,  "  Let's  be  married,"  don't  siiy  uo, 

'i'iio'  you  cim't,  no  you  can't  tell  everything. 
You  go  to  your  Miinima  and  look  very  siiy; 
Tell  joii're  uoiii'  to  get  wed,  she  beuiiis  to  cry. 
She  says,  "  Murried,  my  dear?  "  asks  you  the  reason  why — 

Well,  you  can't,  no  you  can't  tell  everything.- 67(oi-7<«. 


FOUR     AMERICANS     IN     PAREE. 
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Words  by  Charles  Deaiie.    Huslc  by  W.  Compton. 

A  month  ago  some  pals  of  mine  intending  for  a  spree. 

One  proposed  .lie  finest  place  was  over  in  Parue, 

Wont  l)y  ship  to  Dover,  each  one  was  a  rover. 

Four  gay  Yankee  sjKirts  with  lots  of  cash,  you  see; 

I'll  never  forget  the  fun  ue  had  when  flrnt  «e  landed  there, 

The  ladies,  dark  and  fair,  knew  something,  I  declare; 

We  rambled  through  the  Boulevards,  looklni;  for  something  choice, 

And  very  soon  met  four  young  girls  who  spoke  iu  Freiichie  voice. 

Spoken— But 

Chorus. 

The  only  Frenchie  words  we  knew  were  "Oui,  oui  parley vons." 
We  said,  "  Have  a  drink."    They  answered  "oui  Monsieur." 

Tiiey  were  fascinating,  our  dollars  Boon  were  taking— 
Oh,  what  fun  we  liad  in  gay  Paree.  j 

We  took  them  in  a  cafe  and  then  said.  What  will  yon  drink? 
They  spoke  in  Frcnchy  tones  to  us.     VVe  said.  What  do  you  think? 
Then  I  called  the  waiter,  who  started  to  dictate  her. 
"  Me  no  comprehend,"  the  silly  frog  replied. 

Siii<l  I,  "Get  out,  old  jelly  face,  tlien  lands  him  on  the  nose;  j 

It  fliiished  up  with  blows,  outside  each  one  he  tlirows;  I 

Tlie  ladies  motioned  come  with  us,  each  one  just  like  a  monse; 
Got  iu  a  cat),  then  drove  away  to  such  a  chariiiing  house. —  Chorus. 

They  introduced  us  to  their  Ma",  who  seemed  a  trifle  worse;  '  v  '.A 

Feeling  in  my  pocki  t,  I  found  I'd  lost  my  purse.  ' 

Said  I,  "Look  here,  you've  robbed  us,  very  soon  they  mobbed  aa; 
One  said,  "You,  Uncle  Sam,  tell  us  vnt  you  mean."  • 
"  I'll  soon  show  you  what  I  mean,"  then  lands  her  on  the  Jaw;    .         ] 
She  went  down  on  the  floor,  they  all  started  to  roar,  ' 

Whicli  lirouirht  the  geiiiiarmea  to  the  place— In  broken  Ent'lisli  said, 
"  Now,  you  all  must  come  w  Ith  us  "—away  tlien  we  were  led.—  CAw'u*. 

Next  morning  before  the  FrtMich  beak  we  all  appeareil  in  court; 

He  said,  "You  make  no  fool  of  us,  we'll  stop  your  little  tport." 

There  was  siicli  a  flL-ht,  then  we  let  out,  left  and  right; 

They  brought  tlie  gendarmes  to  try  and  stop  the  row,  .    . 

And  when,  at  last,  we  settled  down,  the  poor  old  magistrate  I 

Began  to  wink  his  eye  at  the  girls  upon  tlie  sir. 


But  they  turned  round  on  him  at  once  and  said,  "You  Billy  Jay," 
But  he  replied,  "  Before  you  leave,  now  what  have  you  to  Bay?  "— C 
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ley l>iy  SmiliiikT  Iti^'oie  Mi-— Widdi-iif  of  Riilypori-cii-  VVheio  the  UressOrona 
Uieen-Wild  Irisii  If  v--White  rcM-kiide— Wd.it  Will  Von  Do  Love!-i'.  eaiinit  i  f 
the  Ureen- Willmm  |i-illy'«  1!  .«it.-iliii>-Willy  Kflllv— Wi  i.stlinir  Thief— Yi.iitiB 
Dei  mot  and  nri.lu-it  .Molloy—Vouiig  Itostj—Yuu  Would  Kot  Leave  Yuur  Nui  aiil— 
You  UeiiK-iiiber  Kllrn. 

ThU  hook  paper  Cover,  will  hi!  gfnt  to  any  nddrcHs,  by  niall,  p"»t  r.Tld.  on  re- 
ceipt ..f  25c.;  '"'  h'-nrit  11  v.-r  .it  SOc.  «  '<  an  ai.d  uM:«.d  I  i.ite.l  .stuto^.  i.io 
ortwo-ci-iit  p)>iuu'0  ^t  •iniu  liil,' II  i>i  payiii  ot  I'l-  all  oui-  i.-oo<|n  sianio  u»  i-asli. 
C'lialotru*-  of  a'l  oiii  (-•oo.l..  m.ii  eel  f ri  e  o:i  iippliratioTi.  Aililri'S^  all  urJera  to 
eilber  uiirNcw  Yurk  vv  Uliieaifo  hoiL-e,  wlii^iievir  l.i  ueurest  to^uu. 


-^  KESSY  J.  mmm,  -^ 

130  &  132  Park  Row,  125  \V.  Madison  Street,   J 

NEW   YORK.  -S^  CmCAdO.  I 


li^l'CI>*l«ll«  1 


'  1  11  "i  \Xm 
(Eiisrlis'^  or  Gfirraa,n.) 


PRICE    2  5    CENTS. 

OM  Arrah.th©  Queen  of  Wltrheo.  wo?  the  »>;..■,(  Tiotod  C.Ipsy  of  irfvlem  tlmM.    81l« 
lTe«  you  the  Key  to  Unlock  tlie  Fi.tnio,  «i^d  ni.il;<!»evi-ry  [ktsoii  their  own  hortun* 
'•U«r.    With  this  book  >ou  run  tell  jouroNwi  or  any  p«.'i>oii'n  fortune  far  »)etter  'naa 
anv  .\t.tioU>if<r,  Cluirioyaiit,  ur  .NUili'iin  ran.     It  foretrl!,^  exactly 

what  will  lrit>;—n  you.    It  k'v.s  the  HIndoo  Secrete  or 

Lovea  h'JW  to  Mpii  iK'-^,  What  to^■ay  iir.'J  Do  to  iCai:i  the  love,  lh» 
he:ut  'nd  hand  of  t.';e  p'r>  >•>  you  d.»;!ro  to  iii.t:  ly.  It  (fivea  th« 
\rt  of  TiUiiiK  lor'.iines  >>y  rhe  Liti'"  of  the  ftard.  It  coniahmth* 
old  Witche.i'  Di.tionary  of  I»ri  aiii;',  so  you  can  luterpret  any 
Drenm  meoon  us  joiihearit.  It  t.'ivr»  Jou  •  (.liarm  to  IVotecl 
villi  from  DaMpcr.  It  teiehcs  you  how  to  know  the  Sei  of  ChU- 
Ilren  Ilifore  D.ith;  toLaowhow^o.in  }-oU  v.ii!  .Marry,  and  whRl 
t'oitune  von  V  ill  have;  who  voiir  Kntiir<>  HtLniiand  or  Wife  wuj 
lie    the   fAiversChfirm  or  old  WiK>hi-s' Tnio   Mrthod  of  Telling 


i-r  xou  viil  ev  r  Marry;  Wh  ther  Miu -y  will  be  left  to  you; 


■BahStaadMKL  Whethi-r '.  our  Mamavf*  will  l>e  U.ipi'.v:  How  to  be  Sucier^Hful  la 
arLovo  Airain>;  theNumU-rof"  Uivewor  Jl'!>it..inii.<  yo".  «iil  Have;  Whether  vou  wUl 
Weal'hv.  It  t^ache^  h -w  to  tiiake  tin'  Miiific  l>rie.n  Ito-eand  llii--  W  itebes  Dream 
aln    II.,"w  to  H-ad  vour  ti.rtnii'i  hv  the  White  of  an  i'lin:  Kowto  Write  U>vel.eltert 


■•crttly,  sothat  Ihi-y  niav  ii;,t  h.-.  di.scov-r.-!;  11  .'v  to(  unv-r-o  to  any  w  re  n  wirhoul 
■poakiuz.  It  f-aches  you  tl...  I...^.i\.a  of  Ivsfiny,  with  Dire-t;  nn  for  (  on^ultin  j  tn» 
llbTl.  •The  Succe!"*of  your  Knluie  may  dijienil  on  your  rep.-l!'<  this  ifrt  at  fxiolt,  rorll 
will  BUlde  you  to  Prosperity  and  Uieiiis.  The  old  w.t'h  can  l.nnj?  you  (iood  or  Kvii  For- 
tune,  lionet  §purn  her,  and  you  can  « 'ontrol  otlieis  bihI  Kind  l,o.s:  or  Hidden  Tieasursj. 
Bh«  1»  Powerful,  f^  lieinnnher,  thin  wondi-rlul  Iniok  will  be  .iiiit  to  any  aMilrena,  port- 
Daid,  on  receipt  of  2B  Cents.  ''•  «■  P".'t.iirf  .S'ainp.i  taken  In  payrncnt  ■nnieaao 
ir»CTAL— Five  Ilioksfrr  <  'i,,  ■ 
•our  own  t«>ok  free.     |M    O .    - 

T-ENCLISH  OR  CERMAlJ. 


TO-  !■  .i.iir     ...n"  o  o,  , .,.U'o'M*;'id  with  voii  andff*! 

0ROF.RING   PLCA8E    MENTION  WHlCH    YOU 


r.it,  fo::r  of  y.  i;r  fi 


Addreaeallorderstocithii  c'lir  N>-vv  York  o»  t.hi'-.!.;o  lI'ji!.e,w):lchcTcr  la  nearest  to  yoti. 

-^  HENRY  J.  mmm,  ^Er 

130  &  132  Park  Row,  125  W.  Madison  Street, 

NEW   YORK.  CHICAQO. 


Irisb  SoD|^  PobH 


iv.rr»».*ri;r*r'ii:-'»;rj;:'-''''«VT>»._ 


^igA.W.;:.-,.i..m.-4^: 


:t..-:t..^f:.<:..-tLO.-.— 


PRICE,  Paper  Cover 

PRICE,  Board  Cover  

«t,\^ijr».i.!i.»..7;..i;.ii!,i^i.i!i'«;.i.yt»g/«" 


...  25c. 
...  50c. 


«^  HENRY  J.  WEKMAN,  -^ 

130  &  132  Park  Row,  125  W.  A\adison  Street, 

NEW   YORK.         '^St^  CHICAGO.  j 


*  *  *  OONTEJITTS:   *  *  * 

A  Bunch  of  Shamrock  from  My  Dear  Old  .Mother— Andy  McElroe— .\n  Irlull 
Glri'8  Opinion- A  Smart  Little  lilt  ov  a  Man— Barney  UralluKan'.s  (;oiirt«lilp— 
liarnev.  Dear  Barney,  I'm  lliliikinir  of  You— Barney'.^  Parliiu;— Ballinnmiick 
Britfai'h  -Botfie  Balfour-  Bold  Jai  k  Donahue— Bonnie  Iiish  llo>— Bonnie  Sweet 
Bi  »  to.  the  Maid  of  Duiidic— Bowery  Giaiiadiei-s -Biaiiiii;_-»irs  Bend-  Bionni- 
trai.'s  Pup— Brlilifct  DoUoliue— Bugoboo— Bui  ke.  Mnfree  and  Ih"  Brick  -Ca*«'y'B 
Awful  Orul>— Celebiated  speech  of  Itolitit  Kiuniet—liiickaliiddy— Christmas 
Tree— (T"iic)'.s  Trotter— Come  Down,  Mir.  Klynn- Coniu  inara;  or:  Leave  Your 
Boots  on  the  Mat— t;orbett  and  Sullivan  ^■|^;ht— Dan  Malonev  Is  the  Man— Dan 
McCarthy's  Ball— Danny  M'Call— Danny  'lakes  After  His  Father-  Day  1  Walked 
Avcalnst  6'Li-ary— Day  \Ve  l*ft  Irelana— Dear  Kiiu'IhIiI  I«le— Deai  Old  Paddy's 
Ij«nd -Don't  You  Cry  So,  N'orali,  Darlintr- Donitherty'H  Boaioinir  Hoiiso— Driiik- 
ini;  with  Daniel  Maloney— DulTy's  Or.ind  OjieniiiK  Niiiht- Eitrhu-cnth  Koyal 
Irish  Briirade- FiKht  at  Canada  between  .Moirissey  and  lieenan- Flnniilfiran's 
Ii  isli  Canary— Qaliant  Sixty  Ninth— Get  on  to  lliMlly- Oreen  Mills  of  OM  Erin— 
Ciihoolev,  You'ie  n  Terror— Give  I'mldv  butaChance— Have  You  Seen  .Me  I'nele 
MickevI— llennejwey'n  Baby— He  Stole  My  Sunday  riot he.«—Hoolahan  Musketeers 
-  How  Erin  Wa«  Born— I'm  an  Irish  Boy— I  Am  VVaitii  i;at  the  Door.  Maiy  Ann— 
I  Know  I  Am  Irish  and  Proud  of  It.  Too— 1  Love  Old  Ireland  Still— Ireland  For- 
cvt-r- lri«li  Are  True— Iii.sh  Druno'n— Irish  Exile's  L<ive— Iii.^hnian  and  the 
Whale— Dirthman's  Home— Iri.-hman's  •'Home  Sweet  II 'mo"- Irish  ThiouBh 
and  Thioui;h— 'Twaa  Do"l.-y  Kai.«ed  the  Fi(rht-I'll  Name  the  Bov  Dt-iinis,  or  No 
Name  at  All— John  L.  Sullivuii— Kate  O'Grudy- Kate's  Secret -Kathleen -Keep 
Your  Eve  on  Duffy— Kelly's  .Mnsiinerade  Hall— Keri-y  Dance- Kitty,  the  lush 
Queen— Little  Pilot— MnKtfie'n  Secret— Mahoney'n  Fourthof  July— Mary  and  John 
— Marv  Ann  McGiiire — Mary  Is  .'Ua.slied  on  Me— Mavourncen— Mci'oriiiick's  Irii-h 
Flat— McGarry'ii  New  While  Hut— McOillit:»n's  Weddiik'— McM'im.s  and  His 
Snlke-TBil  Coat— McNulty,  You're  a  l)ai!.y—51icliacl  Shea's  Keturn  to  Tii'jieraiy— 
Mimr's  Dream  of  Home— Mister  Michael  Murphy— Molly  and  I  and  tin-  Baby- 
Molly.  O!— Mr.  Finit.-aii-  Mulcnrlhy,  the  inide— Slust  We  Leave  Our  Ohi  Homo— 
Mv  Little  Irish  yueeii— Ncllv  lliuiiy— Now  Then,  M'lly— Now  What  Will  Become 
of  Poor  Old  Iielnnd  o'Prien's  Iloi-se,  Bon>paito— O'Grady  at  the  Game— 
o'Kceley's- Oh!  Had  W'o  ."^ome  Bii»rht  I.itile  Isle  of  Our  Own— Old  Ireland's 
Hearts  and  Hands— Once  Mme  lii  the  Dear  Old  Ijimt— One  of  the  Brave  Con- 
naiiirht  ltiUi(fers -On Id  Ireland  So  Green -Paddies  Evermore  (Pnrody)—Paddy 
I.oves  a  Shamrocl.— Paddy's  Pastoral  Khai>»ody— Pndilv,  Wall.  Aivlnle— Paddy 
Was  There  with  the  Stick— Pnrnell  Ahoi,— Patrick  Michael  M.Nnlly  — lat^ey 
Biaiiniiran  -I'liil  the  Pluler's  Ball— Portrait  of  My  Motlier  111  Old  Ireland  Far 
Awav  Kale  McMiillin  Stvie— Rose  of  Klllai  ncy— I(o«le  .M.-ilone-  Bovln"  Ii  i.-h  Boy 
Same  As  TheirUiilsand  Bov9-S<'an'nii'.<  Itose  Roii(t— .Scieniiilc  Man- Scaich  the 
Paire  of  llistorv— Shamrocks  and  Kissi'S— Shamrocks  on  Putri"k'B  I>av— Sirce 
Miiiphv  Broke  His  Pledue— Skibberceii— Slulteiy's  Mounteil  Fut— Steve  O'Don- 
n.-11's  Wake -Stone  Oui.-ide  Dan  Muiphy's  Door— Sioiy  <>*  the  Ould  C'ountic — 
Story  of  the  Shamrock— St  iwaway-strollinir  with  Noia— Sutx",  Mike— Take  Mo 
Hack  Aijain,  Mavouriieeii— Temt.eiance  Bntrailc— That's  W  lint  My  Old  M'thcr 
Said -That's  Why  I'm  nn  Ir^shm  .11— Thlilcen  Little  Murplns- Thy  Ijind's  My 
Land- 'Tiin  Masree- To  8u»tntii  tlio  Family  Beinitatlon- Triie-Born  Irishman- 
True  Dish  Hi-art»— T«clvo  Stone  T«o-We  Fontcht  for  Your  (  ause;  or:  The 
Homc-Kiile  Bill- When  Bildt;>-t  Goes  Out  on  a  Mash— When  II  irnii  Pant  Ills 
lii-nt- When  the  Corn  Is  Wavintr,  Annie  Deai  — When  Will  You  Meet  Mo  Aernlii, 
>;,,,  ah!— Wlien  Ireland  Has  an  Army  and  a  Navy  if  Her  <  >wii — W  lilskry,  You're 
the  Divil— v\by  Can't  Paduy  Be  a  Oeullenuui!— \ViJow  JIcGec — Widow  Nolau's 
D'or. 

This  book,  paper  cover,  Tvill  be  sent  to  any  addre<!fi,  fcy  ninll,  pAst-paid,  on  re- 
ceipt of  28c. •  "'"  beard  cover  at  SOc.  Clean  and  unused  United  Slates  one 
or  two-cent  po>.tairo  stamps  taken  in  payment  for  nil  our  »--o.>ds  same  as  cash. 
Catalogue  of  all  ourt.'Oo<(s  ni.Tifd  free  on  i>;  r'H'^ation.  .\ddre^s  all  orders  to 
eltiier  our  Sew  York  or  Chlcut^o  house,  whichever  is  nearcbt  to  you. 


♦♦»<•♦•♦•••♦•••♦♦•••♦•»••♦>♦••»♦••»♦••» 
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POLIGY  PLAYERS'DREAM  BOO 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 


'  with  this  Book  you  hare  a  Sure  Guide  to  Luekr  Or  i 
Lucky  Numbers.  It  (rives  you  the  True  Interpretation  of  Ureami^ 
and  also  the  Numbers  of  the  Lotterv  to  which  they  ApplJi 
Good  Combinations  to  Play:  Siprnillcatlons  of  Cards  Dreamed  ot 


and  their  Numbers,  Combination  Table  for  Saddles,  Olp  and 
Horses;  Table  for  llndinK  Lucky  Numliers;  Numbers  of  Iveaoia 
of  the  Month.s;  for  the  Days  of  the  Weeks,  The  Oraculum.  or  N*-l 


poleon  Bonaparte's  Book  of  Fate;  the  aeihod  of  WorUnir  the 
Question-s;  the  Oraculum  Table— in  fact,  this  bixik  (rircs  all  Ui« 
sure  siffna  You  can  find  out  by  any  of  these  sure  lybtems  from 
I  this  Ix.vjk  whether  you  will  l>o  rich  or  p<K)r,  lucky  or  unluckyi 
whether  you  will  (ftt  expected  money,  lovers,  clothes,  or  aiiy 
other  article  that  you  may  set  your  mind  upon.  Do  you  dream 
of  love  or  gold,  or  of  friendship,  of  foes,  or  of  life  or  deathi  Thla 
book  will  explain  everythini?  clearly  to  you.  You  can  toll  yoor 
own  fortune  from  Its  paces  without  consultinir  anyUrtoafoH 
tune-teller.  This  book  wiil  be  sent  to  any  addreaa,  potfrpald,  OS 
receipt  of  price,  ^.^octage  stampa  taken  mum  M  Mlb  " 


I 


Addreaa  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chlcaeo  House,  whichever  la  neoresttom. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAQO. 
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,..  .*^  WEHMAN'S  ^* 

COOK  BOOK 


— »gAt>-.-..  ;■•■  .!.A.t>:-.M..i....i.-.„  •-•••ffTj^, 


PRICE,  Paper  Cover... 
"         Board       "        ,. 


...  25c. 
..  SOc. 


''*-.7.-.-.-.-.tvlW'!!..S!..'.J..'t'.V'^.-...'.'.'.i!!l»np»" 


Jl  praGtlcal  and  reliable  Guide  to  every^Iay  Cookery, 
;  by  an  ExpeFieneed  Hoasekeeper. 

Th!g  work  on  Cookerj-  has  nevemT  notewortliy  Teatnres  enf Irelv  distinct  from 
any  hereloforo  publihlicd.  It  Js  nriaiiKed  »o  that  the  Hcjumvv  jfe  can  tell  at  a 
glance  the  Ume  necessary  to  Cook  any  Dish  or  Article  of  Diet.   It 

al3o  gives  some  pmctical  hiiitg  and 


I  Priow  2.5  Ce 


JF 


r«8 


YieHMAW's 


BUtffrestions  for  8eieoliii»;  the  vorlonu 
meats,  vepelableM,  etc.,  as  wel!  as  di- 
rections for  Preserving,  Stor- 
ing and  Keeping  them.  Sie- 
cittl  attcniL.n  is  jiahi  to  tcinomj-.  and 
an  effort  is  made  to  i-einoTe  the  re- 
proach which  justly  cUi.gs  to  Ameri- 
can Coolcery,  of  being  eitiavi.gant 
and  wastf  fm  without,  beln^  palatable 
aiKi  healtiiful.  Full  InHituctions  aie 
given  to  pi cpaxe  all  kiiida  of  Ples. 

Puddings.  Cakes,  Jellies, 
etc.,  as  wclasi'itpriiiiigaua  cook- 
ing all  ki.ids  of  Meats,  Soups, 
Cravles,  Fish,  Vecetables, 
etc.,  In  an  Economical  and 
Appetizing  Manner,  it  auo 
coi.t.Tiiis  coiisidei  able  iiuficellnneous 
Information  ^ertaining^l  the  lioiif>«- 
Loid,Bucha8RcmovlnB  Kitchen 
Odors,  Crease  Spots,  Iron 
Stains,  Ink  Spots  In  Books; 
Cleaning,  Scouring,  Re- 
ceipts for  Washing,  etc.  .and 
a  vai  ii-iy  of  otlui  h  equ.i  i>  u>cful  and 
necessai-y  to  the  Housekeeper  or 
C  )olc.  These  features  make  this 
work  the  best,  most  practical,  and 
Po|iularCook  Book  ever  issued.  This 
book,  paper  cover,  will  be  sent  to  any 
address,  by  mail,  )>o>t-paid,on  receipt 
o'  2Sc.;  or  board  cover  at  BOc. 
Clean  and  r.nu'-"il  United  titatpsoneor  two-crnt  posfatre  st»ni|.s  taVen  In  pay- 
ment for  all  our  pood-.  Fame  an  cash.  Cntalotrue  of  allourgooda  mailed  free  on 
application.  Address  all  orders  to  either  our  Kew  Vurk  or  Ckicaj^o  house, 
whichever  is  cearcst  to  you.  . . 


^^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  -^ 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  5treet» 
CHICAGO. 


I 


^sfiWiiTtERs 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

There  tg  no  greater  or  more  profound  reality  than  lovo.  There  is  no  nobler  possession 
than  the  love  of  another.  Thero  is  no  hi.hcr  gift  from  one  human  being  to  another 
than  love.  The  gift  an-l  tlie  p>«>os;Uoii  are  true  sanctificrs  of  life,  and  should  be  worn  as 
precious  jewels,  withoi;:  arfoeUition  mid  withotit  bashiulness.  For  this  rea.son  (hero  is 
botbiogto  be  ashamed  of  in  a  love  letler,  provided  it  be  Kincere.    A  celebrated  writer 

once  said  tliat  "  to  write  ag<iod  lovo  letter,  you  must  Ixv 
gin  without  knowinjrwhat  you  are  going  to  say,  and 
naish  without  knowing  what  you  have  said."  The  re- 
iiiurk  is  to  some  extent  correct,  ds  the  tnie  secret  of  all 
Bucces.sful  letter-"  I  iting  lies  in  tlie  powerof  conveying 
tho  tlioughls,  feelings,  niid  dciircs  of  the  writer  to  his  or 
her  conwiion  dent.  Such  a  letter  would  undoubtedly  re- 
flect the  £t.nte  of  the  writoi  's  heart,  agitated  and  dis- 
oi-dered  by  t!jo  tumultuons  throbs  of  p.nssion;  but.  as  tho 
real  of  young  persons  generally,  in  mutter  s  affecting  the 
he.iit,  is  vei-y  opt  to  outrun  discretion,  exjiression  would 
unconsciously  be  given  to  abiiurd  arid  foolish  protesta- 
tions, or  to  extravagant  aud  romantic  adulation  of  the 
object  of  attachment. 
To  obviiito  this  tendency,  love  and  courtship  letters 
S!5W*JI8R?  should  be  ail  index  of  tho  writer's  good  sense  and  J<idg< 
',.  !  w  J  inent  ns  well  as  the  state  of  tlie  affeclion.s  and  therefore 
regard  should  be  had  in  the  composition  of  tiiem,  as  w  ell 
aa  in  all  other  Irtt- rs,  to  propriety  of  diction,  correctness  of  UmVe  and  purity  of  style, 
avoiding  the  bonibii-strnd  affectation  and  morbid  seiiliiiientalisin  which  too  f i-equeni  !y 
characterizes  epistles  <in  these  subjects.  And  though  in  persons  of  refinement  and  edu- 
cation an  iionoraliie  ntta<'!iment  will  suffice  to  prompt  its  candid  expres-sion,  there  are 
maav  persons  not  iwsses^Hlof  Iheso  advantages,  to  whom  correspondence  is  always  at- 
tended with  considerable  difficulty.  To  oil  such  the  series  of  Ixjiters  contained  in  this 
book,  in  which  delicacy  of  feeling  and  tho  warmth  of  expr.-ssion  suited  to  the  subject  have 
been  carefully  blended,  will  be  found  au  important  aid  in  acquiring  facility  and  accu- 
racy in  the  art  of  Ix'tter-Writing.  It  also  contains  the  Art  of  Kecret  Writing,  the  Lan- 
guage of  Lovo  Poetically  Poiti  aye.1,  and  Simplified  Rules  of  Grammar.  Piico  25  Ct8« 
per  copy.  SrEtlAi^— Five  conies  for  SI.  Get  f  "ur  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  yotl  at 
16  cents  each,  mJaJuug  $1  in  ull,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  freu  of  chargo. 


AddreH  all  orders  to  either  otir  Kew  York  or  Chicago  house,  whichever  la  neareft  to  yen. 

^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  ^ 


mm 


IPtLTE 


&CALL 

BO  or 


PRICE  25  CEin?Si 


flB  »•  Fhreres  of  thf»  German  and  Every  Npw  »n'l  '"«"°?*}»'«  ^J^  *?22JI 
C^5ril5a^km>wn  in  1-Mn.pe  or  An,rric«.  the  '^''^^'^J^^l'^'^.^^l^^^ttl 
^SpUln  that  any  child  can,  by  readmg  it,  b».cpine  an  expert  .'" .  P*°|5|i'^7t  Vtwt  Mti 
Mvf  a  Tencher.  No  ..tber  KooV  on  Dancing  will  conu*re  with  th«.  All  ti«  LjJ^SS 
Kaehional)le  Dancoii  are  muiiitely  de»-nb«l  °TUivimiumm 
Figures  from  Life,  hiiplamiug  Positions  In  *V«^^  .w^^wS*??; 
and  thLS  original  Mcth.Kl  enaiiles  Peraon*,,'"  '«*»"'' ''^fJl?}!!  S 
t^cUc.ug  ua  verj-  few  times,  and  you  will  »»»T« -f"  iSSSS  5 
acu.iirlngit.  iliaW  f-r  tJ'e  OrgarjiratJon  and  Manajr^JWf  •€ 
liaTl..,  Parties.  Ac.  Advice  in  regard  to  the  f^'^T""^ JSf-JJSSJnu? 
Balis  Private Pnities.  Ac.  On  Cal  ing.  ^«;"""*i^u*^d<to;4^ 
the  I'larn  Quadrille,  the  Lan.ers, the *^^^*^*lJ^^^^SS1. 
douians,  tho  Surprise  (^uaUrJie.  the  ITmc.  Impwrial  Qn*^^ 
ihe  V.alt-,  Quadrilio  Ko.  1  and  2.  tho  Glide  Lag^f^-^Vg^ 
ral.^doiiiansTthe  Paiismn  \arienHs,it.e  Lo"'i'>"  P°'^i,*???^ 

S^t^oh  W^?e.tho  y.g  Ki.-uro.ti.e  »^^'iJ^f^i,^^J^ 
h-igure,  Ih^  Niiie-lln  1- igur«.  C...-araL>«jiofe.-v;;-,'I^e\bgnABjg, 
Pop  C.<^s  the  W«asel,  fipauish  Danno,  the  Sicilian  CSpcI^^lgd 
Mar.  h.  Quadrille  or  Square  I'ar-tes,  Err-lanation  of  Qu^rtB* 
Stepe  WKI  Movements,  jaiui-tralions  of  Fire  t;'>""°°"S£!fp£f: 

.  ^ Polite  on  Hound  L-anccs.  the  Polka,  the  W»Jt«ji^«*«S  tSSS 

CriitL  uude  Wtaix,  tn«  polka  Marouika,  the  ltn.ckerb-x-ker,  the  J'f'JVO^^^.J^ 
aiiSnne,  Darlsh  fiance,  the  Kijcquet  the  Wave.  ^^^^^^'^^^^'^^^'^^^^^''iSSmi 
Ss  Galop,  the  Schottlsclie.  the  Deur  Teinp.s,ttie  ^'cMl.ei.i  e  xne  t^miM-«.isiujj 
^  >     tfie>anie..udI^.l(l>«scri..t,onofeach.andI^.w^^  »■ 


raring  the  >amr»  and  Full  IXwcnntion  or  eacn.ana  '»"" 'V>^  ■^•""r^-^jr* 
QfcooS  of  gre*t  vaiua.    V.  la  be  sent  to  any  ad.  w.-i,  iiustpaiil,  ou  reoupi  ot  pnoa. 


to 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  liouse,  whichever  is 

^m  KENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  ^ 

130  &  1S2  Park  Row,  125  W.  Madison  Street, 

NEW   YORK.  CHICAGO. 


9 


MDRIJMS 


PlilCE    25    CENTS. 


180  *  188  P&rk  Row, 


1S6  W.  MadiM>n  Street, 


Tliis  botik  C'.ntains  tho  "slftlngB'"  ..„„  ^ 
"  whole  tlcld  "  of  lUddl.-s  and  Conundrum*,  akH 
With  a  lot  of  recent,  HrKt^closs  prodncllonaS 
it  can  lie  roiuM  curious,  prizr.ling  and  plaatfiw 
Kiddies  ar.'l  ConundrniMs— to  suit  every  pbaaaoC 


feeling,  sejitinient  or  humor.  A  capital  book  Ut 
end  men  in  miiiptrelenterlainments.as  ilcontataa 
qtiestions and  answers  tliat  will  invai  lably  "  brSuv 
downalious^."  ^V■ith  the  aid  of  this  book,  vodmS 
"lio!d  ymr  own  "  with  those  »nho  aT<-  eonilnually 
•■spriii,;iiig  old  cheptnnii'"  on  to  you— yea.  ma- 
terial with  which  to  "cr'>sli"or  silence  would** 
purl».tel■^>.  Ii  contJiins  Kiddles  and  ConnndroBM 
that  will  Jtoep  the  whole  Continent  guessing  ^•^ 
then  t!io.v'li  hove  to  give 'im  np  half  the  Uma.  la 
fact,  it  contains  I  he  Ix-st  and  largest  collectioa  at 
SUddlea  and  ('.mundnims  ever  sold  at  so  tow  a 
price.  Price  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  P« 
c*py,  by  mail,  |lOK^paI<l.  SrEciALr-Jive  coplealar 
Jl,  Get  four  of  jour  f  ri<-nda  to  club  in  with  yo« 
at  2f  cents  ei<eh,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  |  ' 
your  own  book  free  of  charge.  Clean  and  uiir 
U.  (J.  po.>:t»f  e  &tjtm;»,  of  any  denoniinatlon,  t 
8amea«ca.sh.  In  uending  silver,  be  sure  to  wvw 
a  small  piece  of  ncHniap<;r  around  it,  to  preTenni 
from  tearing  through  the  envelope.  Send  giM^ 
backs  for   large  e.ninunrs  If  not  incoDvanfioC  Is 

you.   Any  five  Twenty-five  Cent  Booke 
on  this  pa^e  j^r  91. 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  orC!iic:igo  house,  whichever  UneaTMt to  fM. 

^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  ^ 

130  &  133  Park  Row, 
NEW    YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 


r"'™""-"^--*^"' '^•^-  'TTf  ■* -■"hy"ri^'ii  n-iT"»m 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 


This  boolr,  tho  first  of  the  scries,  contains  a  laiee  nnmberottlM 
fin  -st  (ii.alomies  in  our  lanpungc  Adnpted  for  Parlor  Entertatn- 
merit-s,  S'K-ial  Cfalherings,  School  Kxhibitions,  etc.  Many  of  tha 
diaxiviK's  ill  this  IxhiU  mv  new  and  xriuinal  and  c.innot  be  fnund  in 
any  other  bool.'.  (Irearcare  has  Im.<-ii  t«k<  n  in  the  prep« ration  of 
this  b<Jok— onr  chief  uim  iH.irig  to  iiiseit  the  "eiftings"  fi-oiii  tha 
'•  \vholefiild"  of  I',  nnl.ir  Iii.il<ii.'ii..s.  siiituMe  for  puljlic  and  privata 
recm.l.  P.ice  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  P<  r  copy,  by  mall, 
post-paid.  Si'Ecij*!.— liei  lour  of  youi  ti  n-nds  t<i  club  in  with  yon  at 
25cent-eaclr.  mahingSl  in  all,  and  theivby  get  your  own  book  frea 
of  tharue.  Clean  and  unused  U.  S.  postage  stamps,  of  any  denoml- 
imtion,  taken  same  nFca.«h.  In  sending  silver,  be  nure  to  wrap  a 
small  piece  of  newspaper  around  it,  to  prevent  it  from  tearins 
thrnugli  the  envelope.    S.  nd  gn.enbncks  lor  large  amounts  If  not 

in.onvt-nientto you.   Any  fivo  Twanty^vo  Cent  Booka 
«on  th  1 8  page  f or  S I . 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  house,  whichever  Is 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


ISO  &  132  Park  Row. 


126  W. 
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PRICE    25    CENTS. 

Cttttf  9ln9\»aU  tttilftgcr  93ortta(tc  fiir  ocfclltde  ftteife« 


Pnco  2^Centa. 


*«l  ftnt  frWfitfite  ?Pu4  foil  borjuflSfteife  tc  ffimmt  ?«in,  altftt  fcfitfit  at!  S!!}f  gmt  ifft 
ittbi«nfn,  weld)emit9)ortragenQu8  Ixm  ©cblcte  b*r  heitetcn  Tidjiung  in  (i!fi<ni(t)afl8. 
rrelftn  fii  SBtifall  errinqen  woUtin.    (rS  fntljiilt  eine  rficlibulfige  SEamtnluiifl  Immortfti. 

1<6«t  S'ortTQgSfturfe  Don  trprobtet  SEBirfiamfeit,  jo  bafe  ;\ebcr  tlJuaS  fur  il)n  'i'ajienbel 
loriB  finbtn  wirb.    „9fler  USiele*  bringt,  Wirb  WaiidKin  efroaS  btingen"  Joor  tat 

iRotto  bc3  .{•K'vaiiggebt'rS,  ui»B  nxr  (inon  SPlitf 
Quf  ba§  ?nGQliSOfr)fi(t)niB  xoivt,  toirbbamii 
iilicreinftimmfti,  bafj  bic)«S  ^,\d  eireidjt  ift. 
9Jfben  ben  IjumonioUi-n  Tia.titng'n  circS 
ttafti-ai,  ©8rncr,  SQpt)it,  5J?Qutitiu'(S,6aubp, 
itaU]i),  ©lafebrcnner,  iroliirf),  ic.  jc.  — 
9!nm<n,  bie  feineS  tSomtm-nturS  bfbiirfitt  — 
ftnbet  ft*  fine  ganje  9ln«nl)I  nim  erftcn  OTale 
jm  Trurf  fTi(f)fiucn>fr  Sortrd.u  Wn  in  bicfl. 
gen  SBetein^fieitiu  befltcfonntcnfiiimoriftcn. 
^Qe8  in  yiUi'in  gcnpmmcn,  biUa  eiefcS  IPuA 
ein  I)uniotiftiid)i'3  Tetlamatorium,  ba3  oUcn 
preunbcn  be?  ^umord  uv.i  bfr  Jfteitcrfeit  rait 
be fti-m  ©ctt)i  f'on  em;ifo!;lin  Wixttn  tann.  S3t« 
JonberS  jd  ben  SCiiitgliibcrn  toon  Serrinni, 
ulub§  It.  angerallKU,  fid)  in  benSSer'^  befjcl. 
ben  ju  fctjrn ;  bf nn  icic  tnan(!)cr  bon  ttntcn 
toirb  im  Tyamiiiiti^,  S«u'ibfS.  obcr  ©ejca. 
frfjnffSfreife  anfgeforbert,  ftrocS  bcrjutrcfifn, 
unb  getdtl)  bnlci  innirtjlgeriiigcSL'etleaculitit 
—  bad  einc  ©cbiil't  ift  ju  long,  boS  anbtve 
pafet  ttidjt  fiir  ben  Swccf,  beni  ei  bienen  fofl, 
u.  f.  w.  3n  5a>fl)mQn'8  9llbum  ift  Slatl;  ge. 
fd:afft,  betin  e8  entljdlt  in  bunter  ?U  we*5tung 
fomiidje  SPortrogf,  GoupIetS,  €o!c.Sdwrje, 
CnnifBaI«.iPortrQge?c.,  unb  Jibe  OJeidjmads- 
rid)funfl  ift  borin  ncrtrcten.  (fi  hjirb  oud) 
iPemjenigcn,  loelcfcer  feiuen  bfflnmatorifdjcn 
©cbrnud)  bntton  madit,  beim  Sjejen  l)oben 
©cnu6  bereiten.  —  Tex  ^ufroniib  bon  Seil 

unb  ©tlb  fiir  bleff 8  Ubft  «in  J^unbfrt  ber  beften  humoriftifjfien  ^eflamntionfn  entlial. 

tmbt  9?ud)  ftc^t  in  fetnem  ffifrbaltnij  ju  bem  ^rei*  befiell-en  —  25  (S.tnt9.    2'et 

StrauSgeber  glaubt  febod)  in  ^infii^t  auf  bie  beifoieOofe  iPiUigfeit,  unb  n>eil  bo8  Vui) 
nfni  warren  IBebiirfnife  tntjptic^t,  ouf  bie  toeitefteSBerbreitung  beijelben  redjneniu 
fciitfen.  

3u  bejiefien  bttrftatle^uftTiRnbleTunbJ^fituncSaafiifen  inbenCereinlgtenSfaatm 
unt>  Sanaba,  foniie  gegen-Oinfenbung  bc3  S3ctragc3  in  93riefmartm  biccft  unb  fronW 
wm  ^rrau8gebei 


Addrfcs  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chlcngo  hoime.  whloherer  la  nearest  to  you. 

3S  HFNRY  .1    WFUMAN  ^ 


130  A  132  Park  Row, 
NEW   YORK. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 

126  W.  Madison  Street. 
CHICAGO. 


D 


N'SM  NSTREL  SKETCHES. 
CONUNDRUMS  ANHJOKEr 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 


A  book  fan  naA  rannlng-over  with 
^e  epllttlny  fun.    It  coiitalue  Conun- 
Iropt*  that  wUl  eet  the  wbol"*  cnntinen* 
•tMwtDtr.  and  then  they'll  have  to^lT* 
'•m  uv  buK  the  nnio.    Jotcex  and  Oaga 
for  Ee'I  Ven— the  bee*  lot  of  thee*  fun- 
By  Lnaiwers  and   querMon*   ever   put>- 
Hahed.      NVgro  alcetonee— the    Minstrel 
aod  ^honnuui  wtU  And  In  this  boot:  all 
the  il[''t;ch^  they  want  tuiet  a  honieln 
*   nproarloua    laughter     It    also  con- 
tains all  the  latest  ]oke«  orThatcb«r, 
f*^*-inr'<'e    ft     West,     Camcnms',    and 
8«'*erly's  Minstrels,  also  of  su'-h  eoms- 
4uuia  as  lUrrgan  A  Hart,  Billy  Uioe,     , 
wna  WUItainit.  Pat   Rouney,  J     K.    Em-  p 
Krtt,  bam    D«-vere,  and    many   oth»T«  ^.^  , 
aqoally  pronit-ipnt.     In  fact   It  contains  ^  \^  K-; 
iu»  beu  aiid  most  comprehensive  col- J,^v  "X^ 
;*otlc>o  of  Steti'hes,  Conundrums  and  \-^;     >^ 
Jjkee  ever  fold  at  so  low  a  price.     8tiit> 
b»   nu>ll, powt-patd,  to  any   a<ldretis  on-J*^ 
/^Hv't  ■■{  20  Cents.    V.  8.  |x«ta«:e  §^ 
rjurtfj*,   nf   say   OdiioiuliiaUun,  taken' 
*^<ne  as  cash. 

SFBCTAir-FlTe  eop!e«for |1.    Get tcir  W^-s. 
'*  yonr  friends  to  club  In  with  you  at  gi^^ 
V   ?ent*  aaih,  luckiaff  $1  lii  all,  and*^"' 
V.ereLy  sftyo'ir  own  book  free.     fhU 
»?er  hollas  (roo.1  at  any  time.     Remen»- 
^r   Cie    title,     "\V'e:i)uji'*    MiKaTKxr. 

M*T<"HI»,     CoKUHI^HL'kS     alUt    JoECS." 

|erd  for  *  {r«a  dOaijuu*  ot   Socgs, 
'^iiks.  etc.,  eCo. 


hAAtts^  all  orders  to  either  onr  New  York  or  Chiraso  house,  whichever  U  nearest  to  70a. 

5     ^^  HEMRY  J.  WEHIWH,  ^ 

180  &  132  Park  Row.  126  W.  Madison  Street. 

.-KEV:  XOBK.  CHICAGO. 


•WEHMANS 

PRACfiCAt 


\\\\\mm 


l»rice  SO  Cent 


i^^^'^.ifSi.a 


PRICE   25   CENTS. 

Thta  new  PractlraJ  Ponltrr  Book  fills  a  lon^  felt  want  for  a  Complete  and  Standai4 
Guide  for  the  Bi-eedlni;  and  Uanak'tinent  <<f  I'oultiy  for  Ufmestic  Uxo  ami  the  Markekk 
the  huil.iliiK  of  HeiiM«Tii'!<.  an. I  m.-dcls  theref.r:  Incul.KtorK,  KirL'-Hatchln(r,  etc  We  ara 
inform,  d.  from  >f...  d  aiiihoritv,  that  many  old-riuliiniied  fxrmerM  are  Inclined  tr  M« 
credit  tlio  stat'^mint  thnt  tlitre  !.■<  Money  In  I'oultiy— wUyl  beoiiuse  they  aits  nut  l>o 
In  tli.new  and  improvcil  idoiHin  poultry  niaiiatrem'iit.  A  little  ti  lal  of  the  ruUn 
down  ill  tliU  book  will  soon  ilisocl  iill  iiii^<(riviiiir.i  in  tlHs  direct  i.-ii,  ami  tend  to  oootIb^ 
the  most  wept  K-altliutMit'i'C  m.V.iiiey  in  {'oulivy- Keeping.  Every  fHimer,  everv  brv*d.v 
erery  poultry  ilenlci,  every  inun  or  woman  haviniravailaMe  ground,  erery  peitmii  ha*lM 
one  or  more  fo»  Is.  out; lit  to  st-cuiH  »  cpy  of  this  hook  at  once — 1««  it  means  Dollar.  •■] 
Cent.  In  their  pockets  it  itain^ltuctiouaarepraitli;'  d  -iterhniisafllnt-noeir-onduotad  M 

a  bm-l-eiiS.  The  informntion  it  Cont 
is  n-'t  founded  on  heai-sHy,  but 
tallied  (loni  the  nio^l  reliahle  sou 
that  is.  itcoiitainsoiily  pin.  th-al  inf'. 
(ion  ahoiit  p"Ultry,  etir.,  such  as  has  I 
trlFd  riryoni-s  and  fouml  to  lie  uti.fk» 
tory  iliiniK'iuPy  anil  otlici  wise.  «W.  Ita«« 
E|)ai'i'd  no  I'liins.  lime  or  ex|iense  in  n* 
tiiiit  ut>  this  h.xik,  and  we  fuel  conftdeal 
thai  it  s  only  n  quextion  of  time  wheu  «• 
will  re.p  tlie  fiultn  of  ..ni  labor  In  Vtm 
■liupe  o(  thoiiManils  of  mail  order,  for  !••• 
eame,  (It  it  "si'e.iks  for  itw  If,"  and  will 
theier.iie,  lie  lecommi'iided  by  all  It.  p«^' 
dingers  as  a  Coiiiplele  and  Standai^ 
Guiilo.  Ic  is  \v  I  th  many  time*  Ite  aoet  (■ 
even  a  pei-ssn  r>-a<llnif  it  inuirly  for  tt. 
ins*,'  iictioM  nnii  kiiuwititlsfe  it  impart.  r» 
icai'iliiiir  p  ultiy  with  'lit  anr  Intendo 
prnctlclmr  the  smnv,  not  to  cay  tb.  I 
about  i's  viilue  ^>  the  farmer,  br»"ed.r,  _ 
poultry  denier.  Any  farmer,  breeder,  .r 
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v''^^-._  •■■ '5  "■,"'•:•,:■"; :.^   Parody  on:  ■■'^'■^.■■:-'i-''/-''-:\^.^^ 

HE   NEVER   CARES  TO  WANDER 
FROM    HIS    OWN    FIRESIDE. 

Send  rni  Free  CaUUxrue  of  Sonir  Book*.  Letter  Writen.  Dre*in  Book*,  Fortune  Tell- 
em.Tiick  HookH,  Ht*ciUll<>ii  B<K>k«.  V>tanj  Balladn.  Call  Books,  JukeBuoki.  Sketch  Books, 
9(iini|>  S|>erche«,  Iiiiti  Smiir  B'X'kH, Cook  Hooka,  Book*  of  AmuveincDt,  Sheet  MukIc.  etc., 
(o  Heiii>  J.  Woliiiiaii,  ISO  dt  138  Park  Row,  New  York;  ur  86  ft  »7  E.  HKdlaon  St.,  UbicaKO. 


Various  men  have  various  natures,  some  tlieir  money  like  to  save, 
Otiii-rs  MO  and  blow  it  uiKlitly.  next  day  hiiHtle  for  a  sliave. 
My  pal  Jiick  one  nit;lil  got  loaded,  cliuck  full  of  good  lager  beer; 
ile  Kui  mixed  up  witb  a  street  car,  and  got  bolb  legs  cat  off  here. 

CaoRVS.         . 

Now  he  never  cares  to  wander  from  his  own  flreride; 

He  never  cares  to  ramble  or  to  roam, 
Willi  Ilia  children  on  his  knee,  he's  as  happy  u  can  be, 

There  is  no  place  like  home,  sweet  home. 

A  friend  of  mine  one  time  eot  married  to  a  k\t\  with  a  wooden  leg; 
lie  loved  this  Kirl  very  dearly,  and  he  thought  that  she  loved  him. 
But  one  day  he  cauKbt  her  mashing,  she  stayed  oat  one  Dight  till  fonr; 
Now  he  takes  her  leg  at  tea-time,  and  locks  it  in  the  bureau  drawer. 

Chorus. 
Now  she  never  cares  to  wander  from  her  own  fireside ; 

She  never  cares  to  ramble  or  to  roam; 
She's  contented  as  can  be,  for  his  nibs  has  got  the  key, 

Aud  there's  no  place  like  home,  sweet  home. 


m%^ 


Parody  on: 

PEGG-Y    CLINE. 

By  Matthews  <k  Bulger. 
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Tliey've  found  aiiotlier  Irish  ^'irl  to  sing  to  death  this  year; 
Oh,  le(  U8  go  into  the  shed  and  shed  a  silent  tear; 
Her  father  was  an  Irishman;  her  mother  Dutch,  they  claim-; 
She's  Irisli  then  by  Dutch  coueent,  but  she  is  not  to  blame. 

Chorus. 

Little  soon  to  be  murdered,  yonne  Pegey  Cline; 

I'd  not  refuse  just  ut  present  to  call  you  mine; 

But  youMt  be  such  a  chestnut  in  six  month's  time 

That  the  people  iu  front  will  wear  ear  muffs  for  Peggy  Cline. 

When  PepRy  Cline  first  landed  here  from  o'er  the  deep  blue  sea, 
She  stood  upon  the  dock,  poor  girl,  and  not  a  cent  had  she, 
And  as  she  Kuzed  a  diver  came  up  from  the  waters  blue. 
And  took  his  mask  off  just  to  get  a  breath  of  air  or  two. 

Chorus. 

■    "  Ain't  he  the  cnte  one,  the  rascal  f  "  cried  Peggy  Cline. 
"Be  did  not  pay  his  way  over,  hot  I  paid  mine; 
Had  I  thought  of  that  trick  like  yourself  in  time, 
I  would  have  walked  over  with  yoa,"  cried  Peggy  Cline. 


»  >  ■ 


Parody  on: 

LITTLE    BUNCH    OF    LILACS. 


By  Matthews  &  Bulger. 


Send  for  Fre«  Catatoirufl  of  Ron(?  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  BooRi,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  B.M.Its,  Rrcltation  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Boolta.  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Stamp  Si>eeche8,  Irlsli  Souk  Books,  Cook  Bo,>ks,  Bociks  uf  Amusement,  Sheet  Music,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehiiian,  130  <£  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  85  &  87  E.  Madison  St  ,  Chicago. 


Doyou  remember,  sweetheart,  when  you  were  sweet  sixteen? 

Well,  If  you  do  your  memory  is  a  wonder. 
You  say  the  years  you've  seen  will  number  just  sixteen; 

Pray  how  long  were  yoa  blind  to  make  this  blunder? 
Tou  were  so  dear  to  me  once,  dear,  yoa  always  kept  me  broke, 

But  yoa  have  lost  a  good  thing  now  forever; 
llyheart  I  cannot  spare,  for  it  fust  makes  two  pair,       / 

We  must  agree  to  sefiarate  together. 

Chorus. 
Little  bunch  of  lilacs  on  my  chin  once  grew. 
Through  them  blew  the  windlets,  but  my  stuff  yon  blew; 
Give  me  back  the  presents  I  promised  you  I'd  buy, 
And  I'll  go  and  look  for  work  if  I  lose  the  other  eye. 

Yon  used  to  sing  me  *'  Comrades  "  at  Maggie  Harphy's  home, 

And  that  is  why  poor  Maeiiie  left  her  mother. 
At  singing  you're  a  bluff,  your  voice  is  good  but  rough. 

You're  not  two-fuced  or  you  would  wear  the  other; 
We  once  sat  side  by  side  and  sighed  and  held  each  other's  hands, 

But  yoOr  hands  were  so  big  yoa  run  my  wages; 
Give  me  my  photocrraph  and  I'll  give  yon  the  langh. 

And  shake  you  like  the  chills  in  lie  worst  stages. 

Chords. 

.    I^ve  a  bnnch  of  coupons  from  all  kinds  of  shows; 
How  much  you  have  cost  me  heaven  only  knows; 
.»  Yoa  have  seen  your  day,  love,  also  several  nights — 
"  Bat,  oh,  what  a  diflerence  in  the  morning! '' 


DENIED     A     HOME. 

Copyright,  MDCXX'XCV,  by  Henry  1.  Wehman. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, po»(-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  Mcentu:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  DolUr, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.  ISO  A  lH  f'ai  k  Row.  SVw  York;  or  (6  A  87  E  Madison  Bt,Chioaffo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Kre«  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Bong  Books, 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


A  poor,  aged  couple  one  day  on  the  street 

Stood  asking  assiHlance  of  each  one  they'd  meet; 

The  snow  ii  was  falling,  they  shivered  with  cold— 

I  thought,  what  a  pity,  so  feeble  and  old; 

I  gave  them  assistance,  they  thanked  with  a  bow; 

I  asked  if  they'd  no  one  to  care  for  them  now— 

Have  you  no  children  to  whom  yon  could  lookf 

They  answered  me  sadly,  their  old  heads  they  shook:— Y( 

Chorus.  ■  •, '  *' 

We  bad  two  chlTdren,  two  bright,  loving  boys; 
They  were  our  Idols,  oar  pride  and  our  ioys; 
The  youngest,  he  left  os,  the  wide  world  to  roam, 
The  other's  a  banker,  denies  as  a  home. 

While  hearing  their  story,  a  Stranger  drew  nigh; 

I  saw,  by  appearance,  he'd  not  pass  them  by; 

He  gazed  but  a  moment,  then  cried  in  surprise: 

"Wliat!  father  and  motherf"  while  tears  filled  bis  eyes; 

He  spoke  of  a  brother  he  left  years  ago— 

*'-Dh,  is  he  so  cruel,  to  treat  you  both  so? 

Now  I  have  plenty,  you'll  not  want  in  vain"; 

And  still  I  can  fancy  I  hear  them  again:— Yes— CAor-t^*. 

A  year  has  rolled  over  since  first  I  did  meet 

The  old  couple  begging  out  in  the  cold  street; 

The  son,  who,  in  luxury,  was  forced  to  the  wall, 

in  wild  speculations  lost  fortune  and  all. 

The  old  folks,  in  pity,  they  took  him  in,  then; 

A  home,  too,  they  gave  hlni,  which  he  denied  them; 

Now  they  are  happy  and  thankful  to-day. 

And  yet  I  can  hear  them  as  on  thai  cold  day:— Yes— C/toru*. 


JOHNSQN^S    BICYCLES. 
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Words  by  Paul  West.     Music  by  Frank  Pallma. 


Oh,  Mister  Johnson  was  a  man  who  lived  next  door  to  me; 

He  liad  a  lovely  family,  as  Imppy  as  could  be: 

Km  Johnson's  home  is  now  a  wreck,  hie  funiily  do  not  speak, 

And  all  these  dreadTiil  things  took  place  within  a  single  week, 

F"r  Johnson  saw  a  bicycle  upon  one  fatal  day; 

Said  he,  "  I  have  a  bright  idea,  I'll  use  It  riglit  away; 

I'll  fit  my  family  out  with  wheels;  we'll  make  a  show  that's  fine;" 

And  so  be  telephoned  down  town  for  Columbia  bikes  for  nine. 

Rkfrain. 
One  for  him,  a  daisy;  and  one  for  Missis  J.; 
One  for  little  Jimmie,  and  tin-  n-st  the  self-same  way; 
Said  he,  "  We'll  show  tlie  neighbors,  when  they  sit  down  to  dine. 
And  see  us  all  go  whirling  by  on  Columbios  built  for  nine, 

*Twaa  at  a  quarter  after  six,  the  family  started  out: 

Thev  cut  a  very  brilliant  dash,  of  that  there's  not  a  doubt: 

With  Johnson  riding  at  tlieir  head,  they  spread  across  the  street, 

An<l  all  ilie  neighbors  eiiTicd  tliem.  they  looked  so  gay  ami  neat, 

But,  sad  to  tell,  upon  the  road  there  was  a  great  big  hump; 

The  Johnson  family  knew  it  not  until  tliere  was  a  hump: 

They  stmck  upon  it  all  at  once— I  wonder  they're  not  dead. 

But,  oh,  you  should  have  seeu  the  bump  u|>on  each  Johnson's  head. 

RsrRAiN. 

One  for  him,  a  daisv;  and  one  for  Misses  J.; 

One  for  little  Jimmie,  and  the  rest  the  self-same  way; 

They  did  surprise  the  neigh hors,  when  tliey  sat  down  to  dine. 

To  see  them  whirling  through  the  air  on  Columbias  built  for  nine. 

But  what  a  change  came  o'er  the  groan,  that  started  gay  and  bright; 
The  Columbia  hikes  came  out  O.  K.,  tne  family  was  a  sight; 
They  picked  up  Johnson  and  the  kids  in  pieces  from  the  wreck. 
With  every  Injury  except  a  dislocated  neck; 
But  none  could  Ihinlc  of  any  name  just  bad  enough  to  call 
Poor  Johnson— so,  for  spite,  they  turned  his  picture  to  tlie  wall; 
They're  all  so  lame  they  cannot  walk,  from  father  down  to  son; 
They  go  about  on  crutches  now,  the  Johnsons  every  one. 

Refrain. 

One  for  him,  a  daisy;  and  one  for  Missis  J.;. 

One  for  little  Jimmie,  and  the  rest  the  self-same  way: 

It  does  surprise  the  neighbors,  when  they  sit  down  to  dine. 

To  see  the  Johnsons  hobbling  ont  on  crutches  bailt  for  nine. 


^•m 


—Old  Doctor:  "  No,  sir.  I  never  have  a  patfent  die  on  my 
hnntls — never!  '  Young  Doctor:  "  How  do  you  manage  it?  "  Old 
Doctor:  "  When  I  find  that  a  man  is  going  to  die  I  get  him  to  cidl 
in  a  specialist,  or  send  him  to  the  seaside."  ( 
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1<  -  ^  PRETTY    ROSIE    KELLY.    ^ 
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Words  and  Munic  by  C.  C.  Miller. 

'   .    There's  a  girl  named  Roaie,  who  is  drlviog  me  wild;  '       • 

Her  father  keeps  a  grocery,  she's  au  only  child;  '.    " 

When  I  call  to  see  her,  ou  a  Sunday  eve, 
Ber  mother  has  to  tell  me  when  it  is  time  to  leave.  •'      >     - 

Chobos.  •    -:     •   , 

Pretty  Rosie  Kelly,  she's  the  jjirl  for  me; 
Like  the  flower  from  which  she's  named,  as  pretty  as  can  be; 
She  has  set  my  heart  on  fire  with  her  winning  smile; 
I  will  have  no  peace  on  earth  till  I  call  her  mine. 

Ah!  she  dearly  loves  me— I  can  plainly  see 
,  '  That  she  is  in  earnest  and  not  fooling  me; 

But  her  Pa  says  she's  too  young  to  think  of  beanx  Jnst  yet; 
She's  eighteen,  and  I  am  waiting  to  claim  my  pet.— Chorut. 


f 
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Parody  on  : 

PICTURE  THAT  IS  TURNED 
TOWARD    THE    WALL. 


By  Matthews  &  Bulger. 
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Far  away  in  Tndiiina,  near  a  pliice  called  Kankakee, 
Lives  an  old  maid  hy  herself  when  she's  alone; 
■'  ':.':    And  althooKh  she  is  quite  ancient,  she's  as  lovely  as  can  be,  . 

■•',        And  through  the  streets  she's  often  seen  to  roam;  "   '    , 

On  her  way  down  to  her  cottage  she  qnite  often  has  to  pass 

Near  a  brick  wall  made  of  stone  and  very  tall; 
Ou  tills  structure  there  were  jMsted  advertisements,  and,  alas. 
She  to  read  them,  turned  Ler  face  toward  tlie  wall. 

Chorus. 
There  were  many  funny  faces  on  this  wall  in  different  places. 
And  this  old  maid  ^nzed  upon  them,  little  dreaming  of  a  fall, 
When  a  gout,  with  Harlem  gestnres,  struck  this  nusnspecting  creatnre. 
And,  with  force,  lie  turned  her  face  toward  the  wall. 

One  cold  day  a  brave  old  soldier,  who  bad  fitten  many  a  fit. 

With  his  yellow  dog  strolled  slowly  thioujih  the  town; 
Like  his  brass  watcli,  this  old  soldier  had  not  for  years  run  a  bit. 

With  a  leg  cnt  off  he  had  his  Dps  and  downs. 
In  a  Hebrew  clothing  store  lie  went  a  pair  of  pants  to  buy. 

For  nnlike  the  dog's  pants,  liis  bagged  at  the  knees.  ;.  C 

"  Cnt  one  leg  off,"  says  he,  "  Levi,  oftlie  trousers  very  high,"  • "  • 

"  For,"  says  he,  "  my  wooden  leg  will  never  freeze." 

Chokus.  r  : 

With  his  scissors  Levi  aanntered  to  a  slielf  lieliind  the  counter; 

With  one  stroke  he  quickly  severed  Ills  leg  from  trousers,  thJat  was  all. 
Says  the  soldier:  "  You're  mistaken,  for  the  wrong  leg  off  you've  taken." 

And  poor  Levi  bung  the  pants  back  on  the  wall. 


I'm  Going  to  Tell  on  Yon,  Katie. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Qeorge  C.  Edwarda 


Sisters  are  nice  to  have  sometimes. 

But  I  think  tiiey're  oft  In  tlie  way; 
For  instance,  when  you  have  a  sweetheart, 

Then  tliree  is  a  crowd,  so  they  say; 
I've  a  sister  quite  young,  but  she  had  such  a  tODgoe, 

And  whene'er  I  took  ber  out. 
If  I  met  a  beau,  stie'd  look  at  me  so. 

And  then  shake  her  finger  and  shout: 
Chorus. 

*'  I'm  going  to  tell  on  you  when  home  I  go; 

You'll  get  a  scolding  then  for  acting  so; 

You've  been  flirting  all  the  day; 

And  when  I  go  home  I'll  tell  on  yon,  Katlel** 

How  I  would  coax  her  with  candy. 

To  juet  make  lier  hush  for  a  while; 
But  nothing  would  keep  lier  tongue  quiet; 

Slie'd  pout,  and  she  never  would  smile; 
Then  wlierever  I  went,  she  to  go  still  was  bent; 

Sure  tc  qnarrel  on  tlie  way; 
No  matter  who  heard,  she'd  have  the  last  word. 

And  this  is  what  siie'd  always  say:— CAorui. 

Now,  I  nm  married  and  settled, 

And  happy  as  hatipy  can  be,  .^^  • 

Still  singing  a  song  to  the  baby,  /•.'.--':  .^^  '.; 

While  granny  Is  making  the  tea; 
We've  a  neat  little  home,  and  it's  all,  all  our  own, 

So  our  hearts  are  light  and  gay; 
And  that  sister  small,  I  never  bear  bawl 

These  words  that  she  oft  used  to  say :— CAoru*. 


LITTLE    JOHNNY    JOHNSON    IS 
MY    SUNDAY    BEAU. 

'       •  Copyright,  MDCCCXCV,  hy  Henry  J.  Wehman.        '  ■  "  '  '■:• 
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Words  and  Music  by  Tommy  Powers. 

I've  eot  a  string  of  fellers,  girls,  they're  kfed  of  stuck  on  me. 

And  try  to  kiss  my  ruby  lips,  as  they  do  Daisy  Dee;  * 

They  "  scrap  "  and  black  eacli  other's  eyes,  John  Johnson  'mongst  the  rest; 

They'd  give  a  cigarette  to  know  which  feller  1  love  l>e8t. 

CiioniTs. 
Little  Jotinny  Johnson  is  my  Sunday  beau; 
He  Ijiiys  "slap-jacks"  and  "bolivars,"  his  love  for  me  to  show; 
Hokey  pokey  ice  cream,  one  plate  and  two  spoons; 
We  "slob"  it  on  our  Sunday  clothes,  like  crazy,  little  loons. 


\^ 


In  onr  parlor  on  Sunday  nigiit,  tlie  girls  climb  In  for  fun. 
And  when  the  bell  rings  diiig-a-ling,  for  our  front  door  they  run. 
With  Johnny  Johnson  they  shake  liands,  and  grab  Mie  candy-box. 
But  when  the  girls  do  open  it,  they  find  a  pair  of  socks. — ChOfu$. 

John  Johnson  is  a  vocalist,  he  sings  np  to  higli  C, 

But  when  he  wants  to  reacli  that  note,  he  has  to  climb  a  tree; 

Jolin  loves  to  sing  "  My  Honey  O,"  it  is  his  fondest  wish. 

But  iu  the  middle  of  the  song,  the  girls  do  holler  "  Fish."— CAo»"M#. 


Parody  on:        - 

ALWAYS   TOGETHER. 


By  Mattliews  &  Bulger. 
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"Jack  and  I  were  playmates,"  we've  heard  sung  many  times,         ^    . 
Also  that  chestnut,  "Comrades,"  and  "  He  was  a  pal  of  mine."    .. 
A  man  may  lose  a  comrade  and  live  tlirougli  hie  sorrow  great,  '   ,,   ' 

But  he  will  die  if  from  his  breath  he  tries  to  separate. 

CHORrs.  -      ': 

Always  together,  ever  together,  bull  dogs  and  fleas  you  will  find; 
Onto  each  other,  fleas  under  cover,  to  leave  him  they  think  is  unkind; 
"  I'd  lay  down  my  life  for  my  pal,''  are  the  words  in  the  song  sung  tu  me. 
But  the  poor  dog  hasn't  time  to  die,  so  busy  be'a  kept  hy  the  flea. 

Always  together,  ever  together,  hair  and  strong  butter  you'll  find; 
It's  an  old  jokelet,  hut  we'll  no  brokelet  on  finding  theni  eight  out  of  nine: 
If  Samson's  hair  gave  him  his  strength,  a  word  to  our  landlords  we'll  spe^ik: 
Your  butter  would  not  be  so  strong  perhaps  if  you'd  have  it  shaved  3  times  a  vt  eek. 

Fancy  Jack  and  I  one  day  out  on  a  base-ball  field. 

Jack  with  flowing  whiskers  to  his  knees,  bis  form  to  shield.  ' 

The  first  thing  I  remember.  Jack  cried:  "  Stop,  the  hall  is  lost." 

Ten  rune  were  scored  when  from  Lis  beard  the  ball  Jack  slowly  tossed. 

_;''■'■;".':'■.: '^  -:■''■;  CHORnS.       ■'"  '''I  i  ■      -   ■.'  ■';    '■    ■'■'■■.'..,} 

Always  together,  ever  together.  Jack  and  his  whiskers  once  grew, 
But  his  young  brotlier,  pride  of  iiis  mother,  had  quite  a  lengthy  beard,  too; 
With  jealousy  once  with  an  axe  he  severed  Jack's  l>eard  from  his  chin;  [iilm. 
Jack  caught  him  asleep,  and  with  brotherly  love  and  a  knife  did  tlie  same  for 


Parody  On: 

AFTER    THE    BALL.  ^ 


By  Matthews  &  Bulger. 
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Over  in  a  theatre  in  Buffalo, 

Buflfulo  Bill  played  hie  Wild  West  Sbow; 

He  set  tlie  stage  with  old  Sitting  Bull;  .  - 

The  actors  were  drinking,  the  house  it  was  fnll; 

The  show  soon  was  started,  when,  by  and  by, 

A  kid  in  the  gallery  started  to  cry; 

While  it  was  bawling.  Bill  cried:  "Tbat'B  all: 

We'll  finish  acting  after  the  bawl." 

Chorus. 
After  the  bawl  was  over,  after  the  kid  was  still, 
Buffalo  Bill  and  his  actors  iilayed  witb  a  Buffalo  will; 
After  the  kid  stopped  bawling,  the  ocheslra,  just  for  a  stall. 
Played  "  Mblly  and  I  and  the  oaby,"  after  the  bawl. 

Once  on  a  table  where  a  feast  was  laid, 
Tiien  on  the  coffee  grounds  a  gtfme  of  hall  was  played; 
A  ball  made  of  cod-fish  was  used  for  the  sphere; 
This  fish-ball  was  pitched  by  a  pitcher  full  of  beer; 
Fly  paper  tried  hard  to  catch  all  the  flies, 
But  flour  and  water,  the  batter,  proved  a  prize; 
It  knocked  the  ball  o'er  table,  chairs  and  all; 
/        The  butter  got  hot  and  ran  after  tlie  ball.  ?  . 

Chords. 
After  the  ball  was  over,  over  the  table  it  flew; 
Into  a  hehreu's  whiskers,  where  it  was  hid  from  view: 
Concealing  the  ball  in  his  whiskers,  the  Hehrew  bid  farewell  to 
The  cheese  then  skipped  to  the  pawn  shop  after  the  ball. 


all; 
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The  Ads  that  Drove  Him  Crazy. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Frank  Adiiis  Kent. 


TELL  ME   YOU  LOVE  ME  STILL,  f 
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While  ttrolllDK  tliro'  a  large  retreat  where  iiieaiie  people  dwell, 
We  puiiBcd  to  wutch  a  lunatic  within  a  padded  cell. 
The  mail  was  ii>peakiug  o'er  aud  o*er  aonie  words  we'd  often  read, 
Aud  us  we  8!.o«d  and  gazed  at  hiui,  uow  this  is  what  be  said: 

CB0KC8. 

"  Mince  pit- B,  raiDCe  pies,  like  mother  used  to  make: 

Morning,  good  iiiortiiii);.  Pears'  soap  it  takes  the  cake; 

OhI  'ijllu,  'rilla,  sus'parillu,  for  that  feeling  tired; 

Sapolio,  It  ecoiirs  clean,  aud  "  Yoiire  for  health,  Lydia  PiDkbam." 

We  asked  a  kee|)er  standing  near,  "  What  drove  this  man  insane?  " 
He  answered  with  a  knowing  smile,  "  He's  got  ads  ou  the  hraiu.'* 
"  lie  iised.to  ride,  while  in  the  town,  ou  "  L  "  and  trolley  cars, 
Aud  reading  all  the  signs  therein,  he's  now  behiud  the  hars."— C7Aoru«. 

We  came  away  and  left  him  there,  still  going  o'er  aud  o'er; 

That  etriug  of  ads  rang  in  our  ears  as  we  passed  out  the  door; 

And  riding  home  upon  the  "  L,"  the  fatal  signs  we  eyed, 

Aud  hummiug  eoou  the  same  old  tune,  just  like  the  poor  man  cried:— CAo. 


SWEET    JENNIE    BROWN. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  % 


The  Words  and  Musio  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poet-|>ald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hnnirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York:  or  85  ft  87  E.  tiadlson  Ht, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cntalotrue  of  Snntrs.  SonK  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Ureani  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 


I've  the  s*reete8t  girl  in  town— sweetest  name,  Jennie  Brown; 

I'm  the  envy  of  the  lads  for  miles  around; 

Tliey  would  glailly  kiss  the  ground  where  she  walks,  Jennie  Brown, 

But  she's  eyes  for  only  me,  this  sweet  Jennie  Broun; 

Twice  a  week  i<i|ie  lets  me  come  to  spend  the  eveniiiKS  at  her  Lome. 

Sunday  evenings,  after  tea,  she  goes  out  to  walk  with  nie, 

'J'heu  we  talk  of  love  so  sweet,  as  we  wander  down  the  street; 

Jealous  eyes  u|)oa  me  etare,  but  I  do  not  care. 

1  Chobus. 

I  know  lliat  ehe  loves  nie,  and  that's  enough  for  me; 
I  love  Jennie,  uud  she  says  that  I  am  lier  sweetheart; 
I  know  that  she  loves  lue,  and  that's  enough  for  me; 
I  am  happy  ill  the  love  of  sweet  Jeniiiu  Brown. 

Smiling  face,  with  ne'er  a  frown,  liaa  my  love,  Jennie  Brown; 
Eves  so  briglit  and  lips  so  red,  aud  dimples  rnuiid: 
Motlier  thiuks  she's  just  too  sweet,  form  so  ncai,  tiny  feet. 
Calls  her  daughter  when  they  meet,  my  sweet  Jennie  Brown: 
Lately,  when  we  lake  a  walk,  of  other  thingx  than  love  to  talk- 
Tables,  carpets,  china-wares,  bed-room,  parlor  suits  uud  cliairs. 
Jeuuie  talks  of  a  home  for  three — mother,  Jetiuie,  und  for  me; 
Says  that  she  my  lot  will  share,  uow  why  should  I  cure f— 6' A&ru«. 


After  Your  Wandering,  Come  Home. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Cbas.  Orahain. 


I 


A  story's  often  told  about  a  maiden,  joiing  and  fair, 

Who  through  her  love  and  pride  had  left  her  home: 
And  for  awhile  her  loving  parents  missed  their  lassie  there, 

Not  Ifuowing  where  their  wandering  pet  would  roam; 
At  lost  she  sent  a  message  from  a  town  pot  far  away, 

And  there  she  got  a  letter  from  her  Dad. 
"You  can't  be  happy  now,"  lie  said;  "you  will  return  some  day. 

And  make  our  hearts  again  feel  light  aud  glad." 

Refrain. 
"  After  your  wandering,  come  home!" 

That's  what  she  read  iu  the  letter; 
"Why  did  you  leave  us  aloiief 
No  one  could  love  you  Ijetter; 
Keep  this  iu  iiiiiid,  little  girl, 
No  matter  wherever  you  roam, 
j         There  are  hearts  fond  and  true,  that  are  waiting  for  yoo — 
After  your  wandering,  coiue  hornet " 

Twas  all  because  her  father  did  not  like  the  boy  she  loved; 

"  Come  home,"  lie  wrote,  "  and  you  can  marry  Jack: 
I  know  he  loves  our  Bessie,  and  a  worthy  lad  he's  proved; 

He's  only  waiting  till  you  come  hack." 
One  morning,  iu  tlie  summer,  she  became  a  happy  bride; 

The  old  man  was  not  sorry,  after  all; 
'Tho'  Bessie  weut  away  awhile,  'twas  all  thro'  love  and  pride, 

Aud  ofteu  they  the  teuder  words  xacaW-.—Rtfiiiin. 


Words  b>  Win.  II.  Wludom.    Music  by  Samuel  U.  Speek. 

Tell  me  you  love  me  yet,  whisper  it  low; 
Tell  it  SKuin,  ao  you  did  long  ago; 
Darling,  tliiiiigh  strangers  have  kept  us  apart. 
Kiss  iiie  und  tell  iiie  you  love  me,  sweetheart; 

OhI  for  a  day  of  the  beautiful  pasti 
Oil  I  foi  one  liour  of  the  glad  long  ago! 

Dearest  lieud  over,  for  time  flieth  fast; 
Tell  uie  you  love  lue  still,  whisper  it  low. 

CUORUS.  . 

Wiiisper  It  low,  whiB|>er  it  low; 
Wlii8|ier  of  love,  as  you  did  long  ago; 
Yes,  whisper  it  low.  whisper  it  Tow; 
Tell  me  you  love  me  still,  whisper  it  low. 

Tell  me  you  love  me  yet,  whisper  it  low; 
Only  myself,  dear,  your  secret  sliull  know;    "i 
Silver  is  streaking  thy  tresses  of  gold; 
Still  am  I  true  to  tlie  pledges  of  old; 

Time  canuot  witlier  the  heart  that  is  true; 
Roll  (>r  its  heaniy  the  sweet  lung  ago; 

Darling  forever,  I'm  dreaming  of  you; 
Tclliiie  )ou  love  me  still,  whisper  it  \o^.—  Chortu. 


FRIENDLY    NEiaHBORS    FOR 
TWENTY-FIVE    YEARS. 
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Words  by  Fred  Dai-cy.    Music  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 


! 


My  uatiie  is  O'Bricu,  I'm  a  greai  politician, 

I  came  from  the  evergreen  sod, 
While  my  friend  Michael  Byaii, 

Wliosc  holiest  position  ill  life  is  to  carry  the  hod. 
We're  ulwnyb  ii-joking,  we  never  are  croaking. 

With  luiigiiier  and  singing  we  drive  away  tears; 
Wi^'re  always  iiund-shakiug,  and  never  leave-taking. 

Friendly  neighbors  for  tweiity-flve  years. 

CuoRUS. 

Our  fumllieH  botli,  for  many  a  day,  have  lived  side  by  side; 
The  >eaiK  liiive  come  and  passed  away,  but  our  frieiideliip  has  never  died; 
We  boili  eel  liL'lit,  but  never  figlii.  So  we've  no  cause  for  fears- 
Michael  It}  an,  I'm  O'Brien,  fiieudly  neighbors  for  tweuty-flve  years. 

W<-  never  go  out  unless  we  go  together; 

We're  botli  like  tlie  Siamese  twins: 
N"  two  better  friends  ever  stepped  iu  shoe  leather — 

'I'lie  style  we  ]M>s»eB8  always  wins. 
Tlie  full  approbation  of  all  our  great  nation 

Is  given  to  us  two  without  doulit  or  sneers. 
When  yon  find  O'Brien,  you'll  Hurely  find  Ryan—      1 

Fiieudly  ueigiibors  for  twenty-flve  years.— 6'Aottft. 


HAPPY    IS    THE    BRIDE    THAT 
THE    SUN    SHINES    ON. 
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Woi  ds  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  Qeorge  C.  Edwards. 


In  the  little  villaoe  church  a  youthful  couple  stood. 

And  the  words  were  spoke  Hint  made  them  man  und  wife; 
Oh.  the  wedding  bells  they  rang,  and  the  birds  of  spring  time  sang, 

Willie  tliey  vowed  to  love  eacli  other  all  their  life: 
As  lliey  from  tlie  altar  came,  and  stood  iieside  the  |>orch. 

All  the  clouds  liad  passed  away,  tlie  sun  shone  hrighl: 
And  the  liiislmiiil  whispered  there,  to  the  wife  BO  sweet  aud  fair, 

Tliese  words  iu  fondest  accent  of  delight: 

CuORUS. 

Ilappy  is  tlie  bride  tliat  the  sun  shines  on; 

All  the  gloomy  clouds  now  are  past  and  gone: 
Ob,  siill  remember,  dear,  when  sorrow  hovers  near, 

Ilappy  is  the  bride  that  tlie  sun  shines  ou. 

Bv  Ihe  fireside  warm  and  bright,  a  couple  old  and  gray, 

WItli  u  Hiiiilufif  sweet  contentment,  linger  still: 
Though  the  irears  have  taken  flight,  yet  they  seem  to  bear  to-nlgbt 

Those  sv^eet  wedding  bells  that  echoed  o'er  the  hill. 
Near  the  end  of  life  are  they,  liut  just  us  dear  to-dny  :''■,■'■ 

Are  the  loves  they  plit'liled  in  tiieir  joiith  so  fair. 
And  ihey  talk  of  olden  limes,  and  the  merry  wedding  chimes. 

While  once  again  the  old  man  wiiis|>era  tliere:  — CAoruc. 
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Words  by  Oeorge  Cooper.    Husic  by  Charles  E.  Pratt. 

Oil,  talk  about  yonr  parlies  grand,  your  ball-room  with  its  BwellB, 
There's  none  of  them  that's  "  in  it  "  with  ns  little  New  York  belles; 
When  down  the  block  we  skip  from  school,  with  lots  of  fun  we  meet; 
Then,  heel  and  loe,  we  daDcing  go  to  the  organs  in  the  street. 

Chorus.  _       ,.    .' 

Waltzec,  maznrkns  and  Polkns,  MHinie  and  Kitty  and  Jake; 
Over  the  sidewalk  we're  "  spieling."    Ours  is  tlie  step  takes  the  cake; 
It's  one,  two  and  Ihree,  baluiice  partners;  look  at  as  couples  so  sweet; 
If  the  "  ditgoes  "  would  play,  we'd  dance  all  the  day  to  the  organs  in  the  street. 

The  coppers  never  say  a  word,  tliey  let  us  have  onr  fun; 

And  when  the  organ  goes  away,  wliy  after  it  we  run; 
'     Our  iiennies  then  we  all  chip  in,  it  makes  the  "Giniiie"  sweet; 
■ .-.  While  side  hy  side  we  do  the  glide  to  the  organs  in  the  street.— CAorw*. 

There's  Mnry  Reilly,  Kitty  Jones,  and  little  Maggie  Fay; 
.  -"  H"w,  if  you  don't  know  how  to  waltz,  they'll  show  yon  right  away; 
'    We  give  a  "soiree  "  day  and  night,  we'd  rather  dance  than  eat; 
With  step  so  gay  we  skip  away  to  the  organs  in  the  street.— (7 Aoj-u*. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Oraliam. 


Tonder  comes  de  green-goods  man,  wid  some  greenbacks  in  his  hau', 
'Spect  he'll  fool  you  if  lie  can,  dun't  yon  believe  it; 

He's  got  a  grip  and  carpet-sack,  takes  your  money,  leaves  bis  pack. 
"  By-by,  honey,  I'll  come  back,"  don't  you  believe  it. 

Chorus. 
Don't  yon  l>elieve  it,  honey;  don't  ynu  believe  it: 

No  use  to  weep  and  sigh  and  mourn,  so  don't  sit  down  and  cry; 
D">n't  you  believe  it,  honey;  don't  you  believe  it; 

The  honest  man  that  makes  a  stan'  will  get  there  by  and  by. 

Ole  hen's  got  to  scratch  around;  can't  pick  fodder  off  de  ground; 

Tell  J  oil  dis  advice  ain't  sound,  don't  you  believe  it; 
When  nigger's  lalkin'  mighty  big,  says  he'll  play  u  winnin'  gig, 

Dress  Dp  in  a  bruu'  new  rig,  don't  you  believe  it.—C'horm. 

When  de  ole  mule  winks  his  ear,  dat's  de  time  for  you  to  clear; 

Say  he  won't  kick  when  you're  near,  don't  you  l)elieve  it; 
An'  wlien  de  chickens  roost  at  night,  nobody  to  watch  in  sight. 

Think  dein  birds  see  mornin'  lights  don't  you  believe  it. —  Chorus. 

Got  to  linstle  night  and  day,  when  de  sunshines  make  yo'  hay; 

Can't  get  'long  no  mlder  way,  don't  you  believe  it; 
Yon  want  to  take  de  Gospel  Ship  dat's  a-gwine  to  leab  de  slip; 

Find  no  dead-heads  ou  dat  trip,  don't  you  believe  it.— Chorus. 
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A    LITTLE    BIT    OF    A    BOY. 
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Words  by  Max  F.  Ihmsen.    Music  by  Oeorge  Boaey. 

Extremely  fascinating  is  this  creature,         -     •  ' 

So  very  stylish,  but  demure  and  shy; 
The  dudelets,  for  her  smiles,  do  all  beseech  her, 

Bnt  she  wouldn't  blink  her  eye; 
Ber  Pa  ai5d  Ma  you'd  call  them  wildly  wealthy; 

To  flirt  she  really  never  would  be  seen; 
A  little  fun,  prorided  it  is  stealthy, 

Is  liked  by  this  little  queen, 

Chobus.  t;  *~ 

She's  a  Fifth  Avenue  belle,  a  lady  withont  flaw; 
From  her  manner,  yon  can  tell  her  Mamma's  word  is  law; 
She  likes  a  quiet  supper— some  "flzz."  because  it's  swell, 
But  nothing  that's  Improper  for  this  Fifth  Avenue  belle. 

She  often  goes  to  see  the  great  performers — 

The  drama  is  a  thing  on  whicn  she'll  dote; 
You'd  think  she  had  &en  reared  among  reformers. 

When  her  child-like  look  you  note; 
Bnt  when  the  play's  appropriately  ended. 

She'll  go  with  Cholly  to  a  pleasant  place. 
Where  oysters  and  cock-tails  are  deftly  tendered, 

They  say  she  can  set  the  pace.— C'Aoju*. 

But  on  a  coaching  trip,  oh,  what  a  hammer;   - 

With  wine  and  lunch,  that  spanking  coach  and  foar; 
I  think  one  bird  like  her  would  make  a  summer 

or  delicious  fnn  galore; 
Do  you  think  she  could  perform  a  gay  fandango,    -'    •■  •: 

Provided  no  observers  were  around f 
Could  yon  hug  her,  and  then  not  arouse  her  angerf 

Well,  of  course,  that  is  to  be  fouud.— C/t(?ru«. 


OH!     SHE    KNOWS    A    BIT. 

Copyright,  ISM,  by  Spauidlng  &  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Musie  of  this  Sunm  ananged  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  aoiim  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman, 130  &  138  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  85  A  87  E  Madison  Ht, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Song  BooU^ 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Uusic  by  Fellz  McGleiinon. 


Words  by  Frank  L.  Stantuu.    Music  by  Homer  N.  Dartlett. 
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There  was  never  a  smiic  in  a  weary  while. 

And  oever  a  i;leani  of  joy, 
Till  his  eyes  of  light  made  the  whole  world  bright— 

A  little  bit  of  a  boy; 
He  came,  one  day,  when  tiie  world  was  May 

And  thrilling  with  life  and  joy; 
And  with  all  the  roses  he  seemed  to  play — 

A  little  bit  of  a  boy,  a  little  bit  of  a  boy.  '^ 

Bnt  he  played  his  part  with  a  human  heart,    . 

And  time  can  never  destroy 
The  mem'ry  sweet  of  the  paltering  feet 

Of  that  little  hit  of  ahoy; 
We  had  wondered  how  he  could  play  all  day 

Willi  never  a  dream  of  rest; 
But  once  lie  crept  in  tlie  dark,  and  slept 

Still  on  his  mother's  breast— a  little  bit  of  a  boy. 

There  was  never  a  smile  in  a  weary  while, 

And  never  a  gleum  of  juy. 
But  the  world  seems  dim  since  we  dreamed  of  him — 

A  little  bit  of  a  l)oy; 
And  he  played  his  part  with  a  human  heart,    . 

And  time  can  never  destroy 
The  mem'ry  sweet  of  the  pattering  feet 

or  that  little  bit  of  a  boy,  that  little  bit  of  a  boy. 


ir  a  young  man  to  his  sweetheart  says,  "  Yon  are  my  darling  bright; 
If  you'd  ramble  down  the  lane  with  me,  'twould  fill  me  with  delight; 
If  the  maiden  says,  "  I'd  ratlier  not— at  least— well,  not  at  night," 

Oh,  she  knows  a  bit— yes,  she  knows  a  bit. 
If  the  couple  seem  to  linger  jnet  outside  the  garden  gate. 
If  the  mother  comes  out  crossly  and  she  says,  "  Excuse  me,  Kate; 
I  don't  think  it  is  judicious  for  a  girl  to  stop  out  late," 

Oh,  she  knows  a  bit— yes,  she  knows  a  bit. 

Chords. 

Ob,  she  knows  a  bit,  just  a  little  bit, 
And  a  hundred  dollars  I  would  lay  to  ten 

That  she  knows  a  bit,  just  a  little  bit- 
Well,  it's  good  to  know  a  little  now  and  then. 

Slionid  a  masher  storm  a  widow's  heart,  with  honied  words  galore. 
And  he  sweetly  paint«  a  picture  of  the  happy  times  in  store. 
Should  the  widow  then  remind  bini  that  she's  buried  three  or  four, 

Oh,  he  thinks  a  bit — yes,  he  thinks  a  bit; 
Well,  if  then  our  gay  young  masher  seems  us  if  inclined  to  flee,     ,  .: 
Will  the  widow  cry,  "Oh,  ducky,  you  must  really  stay  ror  tea;  " 
If  three  hundred  pounds  of  widow  drops  upon  his  trembling  knee, 

Ob,  he  sinks  a  bit,  just  a  little  bit.— Chorus. 

If  a  husband  to  his  wife  says,  "  I've  some  business  with  Jack  White, 

We  have  got  a  lot  to  talk  al>oiit,  I  may  be  Inte  to-night, 

So  you  needn't  sit  up,  darling;  you'll  see,  I'll  come  home  all  right," 

Oh,  he  knows  a  bit— yes,  he  knows  a  bit. 
If  the  wife  says  to  him,  "  Don't  you  know,  you're  looking  rather  queer, 
And  I  do  not  think  you're  well  at  all;  you  work  too  hard,  I  fear; 
So  to  bring  you  safely  home  again,  I'll  go  with  yon,  my  dear," 

Oh,  she  knows  a  bit— yes,  she  knows  a  bit.— Chorus. 

If  a  wifey  to  her  husband  says,  "On  saving  I  am  bent; 

We  have  got  an  empty  room,  my  dear,  'twould  ju%t  suit  some  nice  gsa^ 

And  a  young  man  lodger's  money  would  about  just  pay  the  rent," 

Oh,  she  knows  a  bit— yes,  she  knows  a  bit;  '■- 

If  he  says  ror  young  men  lodgers,  darling,  I  don't  care  a  Jot- 
Let  us  have  a  lady  lodger,  there's  a  buttle  on  the  spot," 
And  then,  knowingly,  she  answers,  "  most  decidealy,  we'll  not," 

Oh,  she  knows  a  Dit,  just  a  thing  or  two.— CAoriM. 


— A  closed  bank  la  Arizona  has  issued  the  following  notice: 
"This  bank  has  not  busted.  It  owes  the  people  $36,000;  the 
people  owe  it  $55,000,  It  is  the  people  who  are  busted.  When 
they  pay,  we'll  pay." 
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THE    MAN    THAT    BROKE    THE 
BANK    AT    MONTE    CARLO. 

Send  for  Free  Cat«I"iri>e  "f  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Bor>ks,  Fortune  Tell- 
erw.  Trick  B'K>kg,  Hecltstioii  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Juke  Books,  Sketch  Bookr, 
Stump  Sjweclies.  ItIkIi  Sonit  Bonks,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement.  .Sheet  Music,  eic, 
to  Ueury  J.  Webmau.  130  <K  132  Park  Uow,  N«w  York;  ortbA  87  K.  Madison  St.,Cliica«o. 


I've  jn«it  <lro|)|)ed  off  a  freight  train  from  tlie  World's  Fair  Bunny  ahore, 
I  to  tlie  World's  Fair  went,  jiiBt  to  epend  a  few  cente; 
A  liuiicoc^  i<iiiilt'd  upon  mc  as  lie  did  upon  all  jays. 

And  thi'D  (  linil  iio  money,  I  had  to  tramp^ 

Yes,  theu  I  liud  no  luoDey,  I  Lad  to  tramp. 

Chorus. 

As  I  walked  along  the  railroad  track  with  an  independent  air, 

You  could  licar  the  )>eople  declare,  "  lie  looks  like  a  millionaire; " 

You  coiiM  hear  them  say,  "  Ue's  counting  the  ties; " 

You  could  see  them  wink  the  other  eye 

At  (i>e  juy  that  got  broke  at  the  World's  Fair. 

I  sleep  in  a  luft  till  after  lunch,  and  then  my  dally  walk 
Buck  to  my  country  town  is  one  grand  triumphal  march; 
Observed  l>y  the  policeman  with  the  keenness  of  a  hawk, 
I  nm  a  sample  from  the  great  World's  Fair— 
Y«e,  he's  a  sample  from  the  great  World's  Fair.— 6' Aoru«. 


Parody  en: 

DAISY    BELL. 
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There  Is  some  flonr  within  my  heart,  Mazie,  Mazie, 
Caused  by  an  effort  on  your  part,  you  dizzy,  crazy  belle. 
Those  biscuits  you  made  were  nice  and  hot,  yet  hard  it  is  to  tell, 
Aud  harder  still  to  digest  the  lot,  oh,  lovely,  crazy  belle. 

Chorus. 
Mazie,  Mazie,  for  goodness  sake  now  do 
Give  up  making  biscuits,  and  you'll  never  rne; 
Don't  think  that  I'm  a  savage,  give  me  corn  beef  and  cablMige, 
It  is  a  tre&t,  'tis  very  sweet,  aud  just  the  thing  for  two. 

We'll  go  as  a  team  when  we  are  wed,  Mazie.  Mazie, 

And  not  eat  those  biscuits,  but  instead,  my  dizzy,  crazy  belle. 

We'll  peddle  them  for  paper  weiglits;  they  will  do  for  that  quite  well; 

Aud  ba  much  lighter  fur  us,  my  dear,  my  lovely,  crazy  belle.— CAo)-u«, 

I  will  stick  to  yon  througb  thick  and  thin,  Mazie,  Mazie; 

When  I  am  out  yon  can  let  me  in,  dear  little  craiy  belle; 

I'll  ring  you  np  when  I  reach  the  door,  aud  if  I  don't  do  well 

Wbeu  I  am  Buaked,  you  can  ring  me  out,  my  darling,  crazy  bcWe.— Chorus. 


Parody   on:  ^-^ 

Daddy  Wouldn't  Buy  Me  a  Bow- Wow. 


By  Matthews  A  Bulger. 


?«end  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Soncr  Books.  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Bo<ik«,  Fortnne  Tell. 
em.  Ti-ick  Books.  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  Book*.  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement.  Sheet  Music,  eic., 
Ui  Henry  J.  Webinan,  130  A  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  86  A  87  E.  Madison  St.. Chicago. 

A  friend  of  mine  named  Tarner  bought  his  wife  a  dog  last  fall. 
And  Mrs.  Turner  turned  poor  Turner's  picture  to  the  wall; 
Because  she  liked  the  dog  so  well  her  children  she'll  neglect; 
lu  fact,  siuce  Taruer  bought  the  dog  his  home  Las  beeu  a  wreck. 

Chorus. 

He's  sorry  that  he  bonght  her  a  bow-wow; 

Every  morning  now  between  tliem  there's  a  row,  row; 

Since  the  dog  came  in  the  flat  Turner's  lost  his  pants  and  hat; 

But  ih<-y  made  a  lovely  breakfast  for  the  bow,  wow,  wow,  wow. 

Turner  swears  he'll  quickly  leave  his  frau,  fran, 

If  immediately  she  doesn't  shake  the  bow-wow; 

Every  evening  after  dark  Turner  sleeps  out  in  the  park, 

Just  to  keep  away  from  bow,  wow,  wow. 

Into  a  butcher's  shop  one  day  this  dog  of  Turner's  strayed; 
The  butcher  grabbed  him  like  a  flash  and  sausage  of  him  made; 
I'his  sausage  Mrs.  Turner  bought,  she  thought  'twas  made  of  bog. 
But  in  this  sausage  she  soon  found  the  collar  of  ber  dog. 

Cbosvs. 

She  swore  that  she'd  avenge  the  death  of  bow-wow, 

And  that  huicher  up  in  jail  is  lying  now,  now; 

But  the  batcher  needs  no  bail,  for  with  bow-wow's  nose  and  tail 

He  made  both  ends  meat  with  bow,  wow,  wow,  wow,  wow,  wow; 

The  butcher  simply  took  an  axe  to  bow-wow. 

And  chopped  him  up  and  mixed  him  with  some  cow,  cow; 

Turner  wliistled  "Old  Dog  Tray  "  and  the  sausage  walked  away; 

Twas  the  last  they  heard  of  bow,  wow,  wow. 


— A  man  who  Las  lived  a  long  and  successful  life,  and  who  has 
been  observant  as  well  as  successful,  has  this  to  say:  "  And  with 
my  long  exfKjrience  as  guide,  I  say  to  you  tliat  the  greatest  liappi- 
ness  which  this  life  affords  is  that  which  is  found  in  giving  happi- 
ness to  others." 
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Parody  on : 

TWO    LITTLE    GIRLS    IN    BLUE. 
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Two  old  tramps  cazed  in  a  restaurant  at  a  table  filled  with  food, 
Uis  pard  tlien  asked  him  the  reason  why  they  coold  not  get  something,  too; 
"Come  in,"  he  said,  "  I  will  tell  them,  pard,  a  story  that  will  look  true," 
But  at  the  door  my  pard  and  I  only  met  two  litUe  cops  in  blue. 

Retrain. 

Two  little  cops  in  bine,  pard,  two  little  cops  in  bine; 

They  were  oflicers,  we  were  brothers,  and  learned  to  hate  the  two; 

And  one  little  cop  in  blue,  pard,  who  changed  my  brother's  heart. 

Became  his  protector;  I  managed  the  other  one,  and  now  we  have  drifted  apart. 

We  were  sent  to  i»ll  by  the  judge,  on  a  charge  I  hat  no  one  knew;  ! 

We  thought  of  lioerty,  escape  we  might,  the  chances  they  were  few; 

My  fancy  proved  a  very  good  plan,  yes,  we  were  to  escape  for  true; 

We  scaled  the  wall,  but  on  the  street  met  those  two  little  cops  in  blue.— J^^/irain. 
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Parody  on: 

THE   PARDON   CAME   TOO    LATE. 
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A  black-haired  dude  from  Erin's  shore  married  wns  to  be. 

Kilt  alas!  the  night  before  the  jay  lie  went  on  a  spree 

"  Deserted  I  "  was  the  cry  of  all,  he  surely  should  be  shot; 

Itut  Mary  wed  the  other  chap,  and  Michael  she  forgot; 

'i'he  lonely  one  was  in  a  cell,  oh,  hard,  indeed,  It  is  to  tell; 

The  judge  let  him  off,  oh,  cruel  fate,  when  Charley  came  be  was  too  late. 

Chobus. 
The  wedding  took  place  in  the  evening,  Mickey  was  spendlnt;  the  day 
'Mid  the  echoes  of  snoring  boozers,  while  Mary  was  passing  away 
Into  the  arms  of  Put  Casey,  the  man  that  he  did  hate; 
A  tear  from  Lis  eye  dropped  into  the  rye— poor  Mickey  came  too  late. 

And  'round  the  bar-room  many  times  the  Story  he  will  tell; 
How  his  motlier  dear  Imd  struck  it  rich,  of  the  luck  that  her  befell;        .    [ . 
Five  thousand  dollars  she  had  won  in  policy  that  day. 
And  lie  had  gnue  to  cash  it  in,  and  dallied  on  the  way. 
And  when  tlie  truih  came  out,  of  course,  Mrs  Casey  wanted  a  divorce- 
Sad,  indeed,  is  Casey's  fate,  he  wishes  Miclc  bad  not  beeu  too  late.— C'Aort<«. 
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Words  and  Music  by  W.  T.  Francis. 


A  sporling  man  borrows  what  money  he  can. 

And  he  bets  every  cent  at  the  races; 
De  has  gotten  Ills  tip  from  a  very  nice  man. 

One  who  knows  every  horse  and  its  paces; 
Be  gets  to  the  "  bookie,"  and  places  his  bet         '•  *      ' 

On  the  favorite,  to  win  over  all. 
But  a  drizzling  rain  has  made  the  track  wet. 

And  his  horse  doesn't  come  iu  at  all— for — 

Chorus. 
Be  forgot  that  there  were  several  others,  many  others— a  bnndred  otbers; 

If  he  only  had  that  money,  he  would  spend  it  on  his  "  bouey," 
Or  split  the  bet  and  spend  It  with  some  others. 

A  youth  plants  himself  in  the  parqnet— front  row. 

And  he  watches  a  soubrette  who  dances; 
She  circles  and  twirls,  and  then  stands  on  one  toe. 

While  at  him,  once  or  twice,  smiles  and  glances; 
Be  thinks  the  look  iin-ans  meet  me  at  the  stage-door. 

Goes  ont  and  buys  flowers  at  once: 
But  the  same  look  she's  given  to  some  twenty  or  more. 

All  unknown  to  tids  vapid  young  dunce- for— 

Chords. 

She  remembers  there  are  several  others,  many  others  -a  fanodred  others; 

For  she  takes  the  arm  of  one,  leaves  him  statidlng  there  aloue; 
At  the  Blagc-door  he  is  left,  but  there  are  others. 

A  sailor  WAS  telling  his  sweetheart  "good-bye," 

And  she  stood  by  bis  side,  sadly  weeping; 
Sayine,  "  Oood-byu,  dear  Jack,"  with  many  a  sigh; 

"  While  you're  gone,  true  my  troth  I'll  be  keeping." 
Ten  years  Jack  was  gone,  but  he  came  liack  at  last. 

And  found  eight  boys  In  Jane's  yard,  at  play. 
•*  Whose  are  those?  "    She  replied,  "  Souvenirs  of  the  past; 

I've  beeu  married  four  limes,  you  big  'jay.'  "— for— 

Chorus.  ' 

Yon  forgot  that  there  were  several  others,  many  others — a  hundred  others; 

I  now  own  this  house  and  laiid— If  you'll  take  my  heart  aud  hand. 
Stay  with  me,  you'll  soon  forget  that  there  were  otbers. 
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r-  Five  O'clock  in  the  Morning.    ^ -^ 

°       .        By  Chaa.  8.  Reld,  of  the  WaUuOU  Comedy  Company. 
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Before  the  break  of  day  does  come,  wliile  I  lie  bo  warm  in  bed, 
I  liear  the  old  man  walkiDg  'round,  and  it  flile  nie  full  of  dread;  •  .'  ■  ■■ 

His  fooisu-pe  coining  towarda  my  room,  is  simply  a  gentle  warning     . 
That  be  will  kick  nle  oat  of  bed  at  five  o'clock  in  tbe  morning.  .   n 

I  have  to  go  and  feed  the  cows,  tlionah  I  Teel  the  froet  and  cold 

Go  tlirougli  me  like  a  whole  iceberg,  from  my  crown  down  to  my  sole. 

But  still  Ihave  to  do  about,  or  else,  without  a  warning, 

Tbe  old  man  be  will  break  my  bead  at  five  o'clock  in  tbe  morning. 

The  chickens  and  tbe  hogs  to  feed,  ob,  he  makesmeetiraroond; 
I  have  to  chop  a  cord  of  wood,  oh,  he  mnkea  me  buckle  down; 
And  icicles  hang  all  about,  the  trees  and  the  fence  adorning;  - 

Ob,  'Ua  BO  nice  to  be  out  of  bed  at  five  o'clock  in  tbe  mormitg. 
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COME    DOWN,    MA    HONEY,    DO. 
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:.:;';..        Words  by  J.  H.  Wagner.    Music  by  Gnstave  Kerker. 

Dar'e  ft  pretty  little  yallLr  gal  dat  I  lub  well. 

And  If  yon  will  kindly  listen,  of  my  luh  I'll  fell; 

She  is  ole  man  Johnson's  dangliter,  she's  de  belle  ob  town, 

And  each  nigiit  I  go  to  court  her  when  de  sun  goes  down; 

And  when  de  moon  an' stars  are  eliinin'  bright,  I  climb  de  ole  man's  garden  wall; 

And  'ueatb  ber  window,  iu  de  middle  ub  de  night,  she  always  bears  me  softly  call: 

Rkfrain. 
''  Oh,  won't  yer  come  down,  ma  honey?  do!  % 

For  I'm  a-waitin' tlown  liere  for  you; 
.:       All  de  little  stars  are  blinking,  .,.''.: 

And  so  merrily  are  wiiikin', 
An' de  ole  moon  is  a-laffln' at  us,  too; 
For  wid  his  face  all  so  bright  an' new,  w 

He  seems  to  say,  love,  to  me  an"  you: 
•      -  Oh,  come  an' spend  the  happy  hours 

'Mid  tlie  sweetly  scented  flowers; 
Won't  yer  come  down,  ma  honeyt  Dol—[Z)an«.] 

My  canoe  is  on  de  ribber.  an' de  ole  banjo 

I  will  play,  ns  both  together  down  de  stream  we  go, 

To  a  shady  little  island, 'tis  a  fairy  land; 

Whar'  we'll  see  de  fairies  dancin'  on  de  moonlit  sand. 

And  dar  we'll  sit  and  sing  de  whole  night  long,  until  de  sleepy  echoes  wake; 

And  lub  shall  be  de  burden  ob  our  song,  until  de  dawn  begins  to  break.— .fic^. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  F.  V.  St.  Clair. 


One  evening,  at  a  village  inn,  a  fire-brigade  man  lirave 

Told  me  a  touching  story  of  a  chum  now  in  his  grave: 

Together  tliey  from  cliildhood's  days  were  friends  both  true  and  tried; 

He  told  how  his  old  comrada  at  a  fire  had  nobly  died; 

•'As  boys  we  fought  each  others  fiiihts,"  in  pride  he  did  exclaim: 

*'  Old  chums  were  we  iu  thought  and  deed,  we  dlilered  but  in  name; 

A  lasting  tie  of  friendship  lield  our  hearts  together  when. 

At  Bcbooi,  we  were  but  boys,"  said  be;  "  tbe  same  when  we  were  men." 

;  Chobus. 

Old  chums,  old  chnms,  chums  for  years  were  we; 
Near  each  other  in  weal  or  woe,  we  would  ever  be; 
Never  a  moment  parted,  ever  side  by  side: 
Oh,  what  a  terrible  blow  to  m«  when  my  old  chum  died. 

One  cold  November  night  a  fire  broke  ont— my  chnm  and  I 
Had  climbed  np  on  a  warelionse  roof,  both  there  to  do  or  die; 
I'd  left  liim  but  a  moment  when  I  heard  a  heavy  crash — 
Into  tbe  fiaines  a  fireman  fell.  Bill  followed  like  a  flash: 
The  other  man  had  broke  his  leg,  the  flames  were  scorching  them— 
Did  Bill  leave  that  man  to  bis  fateT  ob,  no,  he  proved  a  gem: 
Half-blinded,  still  be  raised  tbe  man  and  brouglit  him  from  the  fire- 
Yes,  saved  Ills  life— a  man  like  Bill  tbe  whole  world  could  admire.— CAo. 

At  last  Bill  fell  in  harness— it  was  on  one  Clirislmas  eve; 

The  loss  of  my  old  comrade  caused  my  poor  old  heart  to  grieve; 

We  had  been  summoned  to  a  fire— Bill,  ever  to  the  fore. 

Went  to  a  room  to  save  a  child— he  bursted  down  tbe  door;         / 

He  got  the  child  and  down  the  fire-escape  the  youngster  sent, 

Then  back  to  look  for  others,  my  old  during  comrade  went; 

Just  as  he  got  back  to  tbe  room,  tlie  roof  fell  in  and  be 

Was  killed— on  mercy's  mission  bent,  died  there,  quite  cloee  to  me.—  Cho. 
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■.■■•-•■■'■•.  Words  and  Music  by  Tim  Kenny.  '..;''•  •        ",•■."•: 

Onr  paths  in  life  are  wide  and  far,  like  oceans  in  a  storm;  ' ' 

How  many  people  do  we  meet  are  ragged  and  forlorn : 
We  must  not  get  discouraged  when  we  misfortune  meet; 
Many  a  poor  and  honest  man  has  begged  upon  tbe  street. 

',,-■',  Chords. 

Don't  pnsh  him  down,  but  let  him  raise; 

Perhaps  lie's  seen  some  better  days;  .'. 

So  keep  him  ont  and  make  no  brags. 

For  a  man's  a  man,  though  dressed  in  rags. 

There  is  an  old-time  motto  song,  (o  live  and  let  one  live; 

So  if  yon  meet  them  in  distress,  your  aid  do  freely  give; 

Every  dog  will  have  his  day;  we  little  know  our  last; 

Tbe  sun  might  shine  on  yon  to-day,  to-morrow  It  has  passed.— CA<7rtM. 

Tbe  poor  man  labors  every  day,  some  work  from  morn  till  night. 

And  if  they  ask  for  belter  pay,  they're  told  they  have  no  right; 

For  some  of  them  are  rich  men,  rolling  in  wealth  untold. 

Yet  If  the  workman  did  not  toil,  they  could  not  make  their  gold. — Chonu. 
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Words  and  Music  by  GUsFie  L.  Davis. 


The  aged  pastor  bowed  bis  head  within  the  altar  ri.ils; 
Bis  hands  were  t.emnlons  with  age,  his  sight  and  hearing  fails;     - 
But  now  the  leaders  of  tlie  church,  tiie  influential  clan, 
Had  called  on  him  to  yield  his  place,  to  hold  a  younger  man; 
Iu  tears  lie  spoke  of  raem'ries  sweet,  of  dim  and  distant  days. 
Of  forty  years  of  constant  toil,  of  pain  and  prayer  and  praise; 
Of  children  christened  by  his  baud,  who  stood  l>efore  bim  still. 
While  some  reposed  beneath  tbe  fiowers  npuu  tbe  distant  bill. 

:;';.,.:-'v  .. .   ■  -■":^     ;'■',■'  RXFSAIN.    . 

Sad  was  the  scene,  many  eyes  filled  with  tears: 
Asked  to  resign  where  he'd  preached  forty  years: 
He  gave  them  bis  blessing,  in  tones  soft  and  kind, 
.       And  fond  hearts  were  aching  when  tbe  pastor  resigned. 

Tbe  saddened  people  silent  sat  as  be  resumed  his  chair. 

While  rays  of  sunshine  softly  fell  and  played  upon  his  hair;  .  - 

Tbe  organ  broke  the  silence  then,  with  sweetly  solemn  roll. 

With  "Rock  of  Ages,"  old,  yet  new,  to  every  saddened  soul; 

The  people  rose  to  be  dismissed,  the  pastor  lingered  still. 

And  smiling,  looked  out  at  tbe  graves  upon  tbe  distant  bill; 

But  when  tiiey  sought,  with  gentle  toiicn,  to  wake  the  musing  mind. 

They  found  that  death  had  calied  him  home,  their  pastor  had  resigned. — Refrain. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Minstrel  Billy  McClaln.  ^' 

As  lonely  I  sat  in  a  chnrch-yard  one  day, 

Thinking  of  mother  and  lioine: 
When  she  bade  me  good-bye,  with  a  tear  in  her  eye. 

And  I  left  her  this  wide  world  to  roam; 
Her  last  words  to  me  I  will  never  forget,  . 

Nor  the  lessons  I  learnt  on  her  knee; 
As  guides  for  the  future,  I  cling  to  them  yet. 

And  these  were  ber  last  words  to  me: 

Chorus. 

Don't  forget  mother,  she  won't  forget  yon. 

No  matter  wherever  yon  roam; 
Her  thoughts  are  of  you;  she's  your  friend,  tried  and  tme; 

Don't  forget  mother  and  borne. 

In  still  summer  hours,  I  oft  stroll  to  the  spot 
Where  she's  been  resting  for  years; 

Bat  the  lessons  she  taught  I  have  never  forgot. 
And  in  memory  I  smOe  through  my  tears; 

I  often  sit  musing  when  twilight  comes  on. 
And  hope,  like  a  star  in  the  gloam,  .....■' 

Recalls  tbe  last  words  of  a  mother  who's  gone- 
Ob,  don't  forget  mother  and  home.— CAona. 


t 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  Beebe. 


Sarah  Jane  Dooley,  yon  take  it  quite  coolly 

Whenever  I  asU  you  to  wed; 
I've  courted  you  Iodc  and  I've  courted  yoa  strong, 

And  the  liivil  a  *' vIb  "  have  yoii  8uid; 
Bat  iiiiiid  you,  me  aarlin',  there's  no  use  in  quar'lin', 

Prom  you,  June,  1  never  can  part; 
So'lo"''  'et  U8  tarry;  come  on,  let  us  marry 

Before  yoD  have  Lroken  my  heart. 

i 

Chorus. 

Sarali  Jane,  I'm  insane  with  the  love  I've  hestowed  npon  yon; 
Name  the  day;  dou't  delay,  or  you'll  surely  break  my  heart  iu  two. 

Dinnis  McCarty,  at  Finnegan's  party, 

Was  savin'  that  yoii  was  a  flirt; 
I  hunted  him  down  like  an  Irish  hloodhonn',  ' 

Anil  I  walked  on  his  face  in  the  dirt; 
I  fixed  him  completely,  disflKiired  him  neatly; 

I  jubhcd  all  the  wind  from  his  lungs; 
Now,  darlin',  don't  tarry;  come  on,  let  us  marry. 

And  stop  all  their  "  blatherin'"  tongues.  —  CrtiorM*. 

Sarah  Jane  Dooley.  I'm  stuck  on  you  truly. 

Now  tell  me  you'll  be  n»e  own  wife; 
You'll  drive  nie  clean  "  daSy  "  a-ijiviu'  me  "  taffy;" 

Say  no,  and  I'll  end  me  own  life;  * 

Oh,  darlin',  don't  tease  me,  I'm  tryin'  to  please  ye; 

Don't  say  that  we're  better  apart; 
Consent  to  the  marriage  and  I  11  get  the  carriage, 

Before  you  have  brolceu  my  heart.—  Chontt, 
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Words  and  Uusic  by  J.  Herbert  Loug. 


A  wee  little  boy  and  a  wee  little  girl 

Were  playing  one  day  in  the  park. 
While  near  thein  I  lin<;iTed,  half-hidden  from  view, 

Amused  at  each  childish  remark: 
They  laughed  and  they  chatted  uud  prattled  away. 

In  happy  and  innocent  bliss; 
And  the  boy  put  his  arm  'round  the  wee  little  girl. 

And  gave  her  a  sweet  little  kiss. 

Refrain. 

To  the  wee  little  girl  said  the  wee  little  boy, 

"O,  Dollie,  I'm  not  very  old; 
But  you  know  that  I'm  true,  and  my  heart  is  for  yoo. 

My  love  is  too  great  to  be  tolcj." 
To  the  wee  little  boy  said  the  wee  little  girl, 

"  O  Freddie,  I'd  give  you  my  hand. 
But  you  know  we're  too  young  to  marry  just  yet. 

So  wait  till  you  are  a  big  man," 

A  shadow  of  sorrow  came  o'er  his  young  face, 

A  picture  of  hopeless  despair; 
And  sadly  he  gazed,  with  true  love  in  his  eyes, 

On  the  wee  girl  with  bright  golden  hair: 
**0  Dollie,  my  heart  is  all  broken  in  two; 

Please  tell  me  you  love  me,  I  pray; 
Please  say  you'll  be  mine,  and  a  preacher  I'll  find. 

And  we  will  be  married  to-day,"— ^€/"roi». 

The  wee  little  boy  kissed  the  wee  girl  again. 

And  said,  "  Little  Dollie,  my  own, 
I  know,  little  girl,  we're  too  young  to  be  wed; 

We'll  wait  till  we  older  have  grown." 
When  years  had  passed  by,  and  the  wee  lovers  grew. 

They  still  loved  each  other  the  same; 
The  boy,  now  a  man,  asked  the  girl  for  her  band, 

And  she  his  dear  wife  then  became. 

Refrain. 

To  the  beautiful  girl  said  ihe  handsome  yonng  man, 

"O  Dollie,  my  heart's  full  of  joy; 
I'm  a  man,  it  is  true,  but  my  love  is  for  yoa 

Since  I  was  a  wee  little  boy." 
To  the  handsome  young  man  said  the  beautiful  girl, 

*'0  Freddie,  1  gave  you  my  baud 
When  a  little  girl,  too,  for  some  day  I  knew 

You'd  grow  up  to  l)«  a  big  man." 


*>^ 


—A  police  official  says  that  one  electric  light  Judiciously  placed 
Is  as  good  as  two  policemen. — JV.  Y.  Mercury. 


LITTLE    PAPOOSE. 
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Words  by  Cy  WarmAn.    Music  by  V.  T.  KelL 


Little  papoose.  In  a  wicker  of  reed,  under  the  willow  bough  swings; 
Catching  the  music,  where,  over  the  mead,  rinpling  the  rivulet  siDgs; 

Sings  where  the  fairest  of  flowers  are  found,  ... 

Sings  where  the  summer  is  all  the  year  Vonnd: 
Here,  where  the  beauties  of  nature  abound,  rippling  tbe  rivolet  tln^ 

RlFRAIIf. 

Sleep,  sleep,  sleep,  daylight  is  dying;  sleep,  sleep,  sleep,  mother  is  here; 
Sleep,  sleep,  sleep,  niglit-wiuds  are  eigbing;  hnsli-a-by,  baby,  bush,  my  dear. 

Agate  and  onyx  and  malachite  beads,  plata  that's  rihlxMi'd  and  rolled; 
Moccasins  made  from  the  hark  of  the  reeds,  glittering  garters  of  gold; 

Caichiiig  the  sound  with  bis  delicate  ear, 

CathinK  the  croon  when  his  mother  is  near; 
llearing  the  hoofs  of  the  gal  loping  deer,  bounding  away  o'er  the  world.— T^e/V-ain. 
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Words  and  Music  by  H.  C.  Teroer. 


Of  all  the  eames  of  childhood,  there's  none  so  dear  to  me— 
I'm  sure  you  all  have  played  it,  in  childhood's  days  so  free — 
We  gather  all  onr  playmates,  ns  qniet  as  a  mouse. 
And  then  we  find  some  cosey  place,  and  all  play  house. 

Refrain. 
Come  now,  won't  you  play  honsef  Won't  yon  play  honse  with  met 
I  will  l>e  mamma,  you  shall  be  papa;  won  t  you  play  house  with  m( 
D<i.  please,  come  and  play  house,  we  will  so  happy  be; 
We'll  play  with  my  dolly,  won't  that  be  Jolly?  won't  you  play  house  with  mef 


me? 


There's  "  London  bridure  Is  falling,"  there's  "  Oats  and  barley  grows," 
There's  "Little  Sally  Waters,"  "  "Tis  you  i.or  no  one  knows,'' 
There's  "Pussy  In  the  corner,"  and  "  Fie,  fle,  for  a  shame," 
And  then  we  turn  urouud  and  tell  our  true  love's  attme.— Strain. 

Each  luorning  bright  and  early,  as  off  to  school  we  go,  . 

With  hooks  and  slaies  and  perjcils,  and  dully,  too,  you  know;  i- 

We  siniiiber  through  our  lessons,  but  quickly  we  arouse; 
When  teacher  rings  the  recess  bell,  and  all  play  house.— i7^r<un. 


t 

I. 


*  «  » 


IS    MY    DOLLY    DEAD? 
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Words  and  Music  by  Mrs.  Carrie  Jaoobs-Boud. 


I've  dropped  Dolly,  broke  her  head— some  one  tells  me  Dolly's  dead; 

Tell  me,  Dolly,  is  it  true,  I  can  no  more  play  with  you? 

Refrain. 

Dolly  girl,  whose  eyes  were  blue,  you're  the  one  I  love  most  true; 
You're  the  one  I  had  at  first,  but.  Just  see,  you  look  the  worst: 
Both  eves  goue,  no  more  you'll  see,  yet,  sweet  girl,  do  stay  with  me; 
Little  Doily,  don't  say  no;  stay  with  me,  I  love  yon  so. 

Nothing  left  but  curly  hair;  never  mind,  dear,  I  don't  care; 
I  will  put  a  veil  on  you;  if  you're  covered,  you  will  do. 

Refrain. 

Dolly  girl,  whose  eyes  were  blue,  I'm  yonr  friend,  I  will  be  true; 
Thoiigli  your  face  no  more  I'll  see,  how  I  love  you;  stay  with  me: 
Should  you  lose  your  hair  as  well,  jasi  keep  covered,  don't  yoa  («:ll; 
Little  Doily,  dou't  say  uu;  stay  with  me,  I  love  you  so. 

Some  dolls  live  without  their  eyes— yes,  yon  wonder,  with  surprise. 
But  I  know,  and  so  do  you,  dolls  with  no  heads  live,  'tis  true. 

Refrain. 

Dolly,  girls  for  children  poor  have  been  made  of  cloth,  I'm  sure; 
Tieil-np  pieces,  made  of  rags,  these  called  dolls,  yet  look  like  bags; 
Tet  for  playmates  they  will  do;  lots  of  children  say  so,  too; 
Love  them  truly,  yes,  they  do,  Just  the  same  aa  I  love  you. 


fit' 


—Sympathetic  Citizen:  "Is  he  fatally  wounded,  do  you  thiuk, 
(Officer?  "  Policeman:  "  Two  av  the  wounds  is  fatal,  sor,  but  the 
third  is  not,  an'  if  we  can  lave  him  rest  quiet  for  a  f  while,  I  think 
he  wud  come  around  all  right." 
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Words  and  Mui^ic  by  Chin  les  Sliackford. 


I 


) 


There's  a  pporty  girl  in  Harlem,  ami  Daisy  is  lier  name;  ■;      ' 

She's  learned  to  smoke  and  flirt  and  punch  the  bag;  ^       ' ,  . 

Her  father's  almost  crazy,  lier  mother'B  jjoiie  insane, 

But  of  her  actions  DaiHy  seems  to  bras;; 
Tlie  otiier  day  she  bout;ht  a  wheel,  she  thought  she'd  make  a  hit 

If  dressed  in  bloomers  che  would  ride  Broailway; 
From  early  morn  till  laie  at  night  she  practiced  every  day. 

And  wbeu  ber  "  steady  "  left  that  uigbt,  etie  dreamed  ebe  heard  him  eay: 
Ain't  the  a 

Chorus. 

Daisy,  Daisy,  dressed  in  bloomers,  ridiiiE  on  her  wheel: 
If  Daisy  Bell  could  see  you  now,  how  jealous  she  would  feel; 
.     You're  in  tlie  park,  till  after  dark,  each  evening  when  I  call; 

I  love  the  ground  that  you  ride  over,  Daisy,  bloomers,  wheel  and  alL 

Now  Diiisy  has  a  brother,  and  he  is  very  swell; 

Last  week  he  joined  a  New  York  regiment; 
He  saw  her  in  her  bloomers,  and  watclietl  her  ride  her  wheel. 

And  told  her  that  he  thought  her  brain  was  bent:  r  . 

The  regiment  her  brother  joined  wan  out  on  dress  parade, 

When  Daisy  thougiit  that  she  would  take  a  ride; 
The  baud  was  gaily  playing  as  ebe  rode  through  the  crowd. 

And  lis  phe  paused  the  regiment,  the  soldiers  loudly  cried: 
Ain't  she  a— (;Ao;'««. 

They  were  building  a  new  railroad  not  far  from  Daisy's  bouse; 

The  men  were  working  nigiits  to  pet  it  done; 
Red  lights  «cre  out  for  danger,  but  Daisy  knew  the  boss. 

And  thought  that  she'd  ride  up  there  jiisi  for  fun; 
She  passed  a  copper  on  his  beat,  her  face  was  wreathed  in  smiles; 

He  touched  liis  hat  and  winked  the  other  eye; 
Thedanger  lights  were  hanging  out,  which  Daisy  never  saw; 

The  copper  tried  to  warn  her,  and  be  laughed  to  hear  her  cry: 
Ain't  I  a 

Chorus. 

Daisy,  Daisy,  dressed  in  bloomers,  riding  on  my  wheel; 
'     If  Daisy  Bi-H  could  see  me  now,  how  jealous  she  would  feel; 

The  gang  of  men  were  laying  tracks,  they  yelled,  "  Look  oati  yon'll  falll " 
She  struck  the  switch,  and  in  the  ditch  went  Daisy,  bloomers,  wheel  and  all. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Billy  Johnson. 


■.  -v. 


'    ■ 


■i  ■- 


I 


When  yon  turn  oit  on  a  Sunday  at  the  hour  of  half-past  nine, 
^  If  the  weather  is  not  cloudy  and  the  sun  does  brightly  shine, 
,    You  can  step  out  on  the  avenue,  but  keep  your  eyes  ahead. 

And  you'll  see  a  great  big  darkey,  who  has  just  turned  out  of  bed; 

Be  is  right  dead  up  to  snuff  and  wears  a  monstrous  diamond  pin; 

He  calls  himself  tlie  laities  pet  and  Hiwiijs  drinks  his  gin: 

If  any  one  should  ask  him  for  his  name,  'twould  make  him  sore; 

But  he'd  wink  one  eye  and  whisper,  "  I'm  that  coon  from  Baltimore." 

Chorus. 
For  he's  that  coon  from  Baltimore,  yon  must  have  heard  of  him  before; 

You'll  see  bis  name  in  print  upon  his  door, 
But  he  says  he's  not  to  blume,  beciiuse  his  father  did  the  same, 

And  he's  that  great  big  yaller  coon  from  Baltimore. 

Now,  this  coon  took  in  a  party  that  was  given  in  a  flat;  :;  ■ ;        ■ 

There  were  other  darkies  shining,  but  he  didn't  care  for  that, 
^   And  he  mashed  a  sa'wed-off  wench,  who  wore  a  wig  upon  her  head. 
And,  as  she  was  very,  very  dark,  her  dress  was  made  of  red; 
Everything  WHS  running  very  emooih  'till  one  coon  pulled  a  knife, 
And  said  he  didn't  like  no  man  to  make  love  to  his  wife; 
This  coon  was  spoiling  for  a  fight,  but  always  watched  the  door,        -   ,    . 
Fur  he  didn't  like  the  loolu  of  that  big  couu  from  Baltimore — 

CUORUS. 

For  he's  that  coon  from  Baltimore,  you  must  have  heard  of  him  before; 

The  fellow  whom  the  ladies  all  adore; 
And  if  they  start  a  flglir,  hell  use  his  left  as  well  as  right. 

For  he's  that  greai  big  yaller  coon  from  Baltimore. 

■    Just  at  one  o'clock  the  hostess  asked  the  party  down  to  dine; 
;  All  the  wenches  bristled  to  the  front,  the  gents  fell  dead  In  line. 

Then  this  strange  coon  said  he  wasn't  there  to  kick  np  any  muss, 

But  if  he  "got  left "  on  chicken,  there  would  surely  be  a  fuss; 
..  Then  they  all  began  to  holler,  and  the  neigbljors  made  a  kick; 

The  landlord  came  around  next  day  and  pat  them  on  the  bricks; 

They  went  and  got  a  warrant,  and  it  made  the  darkey  sore; 
;/  He  is  now  in  jail  and  wishing  be  was  buck  in  Baltimore. 

Chorus. 
For  he's  that  coon  from  Baltinmre.  I  know  you've  heard  of  him  before; 

He  says  hie  name  is  John  Elijah  Noah; 
When  his  time  is  done  up  there,  if  he  cm  nnlv  raise  the  fare, 

He'll  catch  the  first  train  that  pulls  out  fur  Baltimore.  .  ;,f. 


SALLY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  H.  Cohan. 


Dar*B  a  colored  lady— goodness,  how  I  love  her — oh,  mv  lovely  S*l; 
Oh,  my  love,  I  cannot  keep  It  under  cover,  my  own  yaller  pal; 
While  the  banjos  am  a-ringing,  and  the  darkies  am  a-singing. 

See  the  pickaninies  winging,  oh,  my  gal; 
How  I  love  yon:  I  could  eat  cber:  be  my  wife,  I  now  beseech  yer; 

We'll  be  buckled  by  the  preacher,  oh,  my  nifty  8al. 

Chords. 

Sally,  dis  coon  am  true,  so  true  to  yon.  my  honey: 
Sally,  I  loves  but  yon,  I  do;  I  feel  eo  funny,  8ally; 

Come,  marry  me,  ^case  I've  got  lots  of  money,  Sal; 
My  ysJIer  gal,  my  Sal;  my  nifty  Sally. 

Oh,  my  honey  girl,  yon  treats  me  mighty  seedy,  oh,  my  lovely  Sal; 
'Case  yon  knows  I  love  you  dearly,  yes,  indeedy,  my  own  yaller  gal; 
Got  a  gnn,  I'll  pull  the  triiiger  if  1  find  some  other  nigger 

With  my  Sally  cuts  a  figure,  oli,  my  gal; 
Honey,  dear,  you  are  the  sweeiest^yes,  indee<i,  yon  are  the  neatest 

Of  the  girls  the  most  *'  peteetesi,"  oh,  my  nifty  Sal.— CAorw«. 


FOR   THE    OLDJLOVE'S   SAKE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  James  T.  Powers. 


Young  John  and  Jane  were  lovers,  and  they  parted  at  the  gate;  ' 

He  turned  away  with  flashing  eyes — it  was  the  lovers'  fate; 
For  two  long  years  he  stayed  away,  her  heart  was  nearly  broke; 
She  couldn't  stand  it  longer,  so  she  wrote  to  him  this  note: 

Chorus. 

For  the  old  love's  sake  retarn  to  me,  for  the  old  love's  sake  come  back; 

A  loving  heart  is  breaking  to  see  her  darling  Jack: 

They  said  that  I  was  false  to  you,  it  fills  my  soul  with  pain; 

When  yon  know  all,  my  darling  one,  you  will  return  again. 

-V  .  .;.:,.■ 

Tlie  day  her  letter  came  to  him,  he  sent  one  just  the  same;  ^  ! 

He  said  to  her,  "  My  darling  one,  I'm  coming  back  again; 
My  little  one,"  his  letter  read,  "  I  believe  that  you  are  true!  " 
Two  loving  hearts  they  read  each  others'  letters  through  and  through. — Chont$. 

Two  loving  hearts  are  wedded  now,  their  names  are  John  and  Jane; 
Though  silver  lining  deck  their  brow,  they're  lovers  just  the  same; 
And  oftentimes  they  speak  about  their  quarrel  at  the  gate; 
And  the  little  note  that  Johuuie  wrote  it  sealed  the  lovers'  t&te.— Chorus. 


»   ^  ■  ^ 


MOLLY,    THAT'S    ALL. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Smith  O'Brien. 


There's  a  sweet  little  girl— yes,  a  rare  little  pearl, 
I'  And  it's  really  my  belief. 

Although  she  has  stolen  my  poor  heart  away, 

I'm  in  love  with  this  pretty  thief ; 
The  boys  in  the  neighborhood  where  I  belong 
Are  anxious  to  know  her  last  name; 
.  ;_,  They  bother  me  daily  to  tell  them,  .    ^ 

Bat  I  keep  them  guessing  just  the  same. 

Chorus. 

Tom  says  It's  Nellie  Reilly,  and  Jim  says  it's  Kate  Magee; 

Ned  says  it's  Mary  Murphy,  and  so  they  keep  bothering  me. 

Till  the  boys  all  gather  around  me— Now  tell  us  he:  name,  says  Paul; 

Bnt  I  wink  my  eye,  as  I  make  this  reply,  "  Why,  it's  Molly;  that's  all." 

She's  the  fairest  of  all,  jnst  plain  Molly,  that's  all; 
;^;  And,  oh,  such  a  lovely  girl; 

Her  pretty  dark  eyes  shine  like  stars  in  the  sky. 

With  hair  of  jet  black  curl; 
When  summer  comes  'round  and  the  birds  sweetly  sing. 

To  the  church  in  the  village  we'll  go, 
For  she's  told  me  just  when  we  will  marry, 

And  then  her  last  name  you  shall  kuov/.—Choriu.     ,.  .' 


Consoling.— Mrs.  Dooley  (on  ber  death-bed):  "Yes,  Dinnis,  it 
do  be  haird  to  doie  an'  lave  the  cLilders."  Dennis  (smiling):  "  01 
know  it  is,  darlin';  but  thing  av  the  fun  yez'll  have  at  the  wake.' 
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Word*  by  Cy  ^Varinan.    Mu.sic  by  N.  T.  KeU. 


There's  a  calm  tlmt  comes  nt  ('Vciuiic,  u  lion  tlie  wcnry  day  is  o'er, 

That'M  IIS  t>oolliiiis;  iit>  tliu  lullaby  tlmt  niotluT  saii^  of  yure, 

And  lliiiil>;ti  the  day  be  dreary,  I  can  just  forget  it  all. 

In  tliu  culm  tbut  comes  at  uvoninu,  ulieu  the  tiviligUt  sliadows  fall. 

Rephain 

Soft  Aviiids,  sighini.',  sing  wiioii  ilu;  (nitniner  is  dying; 

Slurliirlit  ^treuiulni;  over  the  lattice  uiiil  all; 

'i'liroiiub  the  t;l<>aiiiliii.-,  love,  all,  your  lover  Is  coming, 

In  the  cuiiu  tbut  comes  uC  uveuing,  when  ilie  twilight  ebadons  full. 

I  can  see  my  sweetheart's  siunal  waving  from  tlie  window  blinds; 

I  can  feel  her  perfumed  prim-iice  wafted  to  me  on  the  winda; 

When  I  liuub  my  heart  to  bear  her,  I  can  almost  understand 

Her  sweet  welcome  iu  tbe  wimple  of  tbe  wind-wave  from  ber  hand.— /.'</*. 


I    LOVE,    I    LOVE    HER    SO. 
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Words  by  J.  H.  Wagner.    Mu.-ic  by  Gustavo  Kcrker. 


Bear  her  my  niessaire,  gentle  breeze,  aii<l  breathe  it  soft  and  low; 

Miirniiirin^  music,  'mid  the  irees,  oli!  Bay,  "I  love  lierno!  " 

Biids,  a*  ye  spied  on  sw  iftest  wins;,  oh,  say  luy  heart's  ullame; 

'Let  all  Ibe  joyous  soii;;9  ye  sing  eclio  ber  dear  name: 

Take  this  message  now  to  mine  inMi,  say  I  love  but  Iter,  her  alone. 

For  she's  all  my  heart's  ilt-ligiit;  she  is  my  (|uc'eu; 

Darkest  of  days  seem  bright  with  ber,  I  Wfeu; 

Only  one  iboutilit  have  i,  as  ou  Inro'  life  I  go — 

'i'is  that,  w  lib  heart  and  sum,  I  love,  I  love  ber  so. 

Ye  blossoms,  shed  yonr  perfume  rare  where'er  my  darling  goes; 

Slie  w  bo  i.s  like  the  lily  fair  and  sweet  as  a  rose; 

Ob,  dancing  rays  of  noon-day  siin,  oh,  pave  her  path  with  gold; 

Pure  as  the  h.ve,  for  her  alone,  my  heart  doth  hold. 

Take  this  message  now  to  iniue  own,  etc. 


Parody   on ; 

WHEN    YOU    KNOW    THE    CIRL 
YOU    LOVE    LOVES    YOU. 


Written  by  Al.  Overton. 
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You  will  find  you've  got  a  good  thing,  when  tbe  girl  you  love  loves  you; 

There  is  notldng  that  can  beat  it  for  a  ciiiob; 
She  will  give  you  lots  of  pleasure,  and  yu'll  always  have  the  dough; 

So  wlien  she  wants  to  kiss  you,  never  llinch; 
She  may  look  just  like  a  freak,  and  like  a  yap  she'll  speak, 

You  sometimes  tiiink  that  she  will  never  do: 
But,  luy  hoy,  don't  lei.  it  slip,  keep  it  right  within  your  grip, 
*    For  you  know  this  kitcben  queen  loves  you, 

CuoKtis. 
When  yon  know  the  slob  you  love  loves  yon, 

Wlien  you  know  her  lieart  to  you  is  true, 
That's  the  time  to  get  ber  Coin,  lake  her  'round  the  "Tenderloin," 

For  you  know  she'd  hock  her  shirt  fur  you. 

Every  evening  yon  will  meet  her,  and  you'll  take  her  for  a  walk; 

You  mu»t  j<)l.ly  her  along  ami  lie  quite  lly. 
And  if  you  shoiiui  want  to  treat  lier,  you  must  give  a  game  of  talk. 

And  tell  her  that  you're  feeling  very  dry; 
Then  she'll  quickly  nsii  you  in.  for  you  know  she's  got  the  tin; 

You  will  make  the  lager  ilis.-ippear  from  view; 
Then  vou'll  take  in  some  good  show,  there  is  Do  place  yoa  can't  go 

If  this  Irish  chuiuber-muid  loves  you. 

CiiontTS. 
When  yon  know  ber  nobs  is  stuck  on  yon. 

It's  a  case  of  "do,  my  buckielierry,  do."  ' 

If  you  strike  her  for  a  uinie,  you  will  get  it  every  time. 

Just  because  she's  ul  I  broke  up  ou  you. 

If  she's  set  her  lieart  upon  you.  she  will  want  to  be  yonr  wife. 

For  you  know  she's  uot  a  wedding-day  in  view. 
And  if  slie  should  try  to  rush  voii.^eep  your  nerve  and  you're  all  right. 

Even  tliough  for  breach  of  promise  she  may  sne; 
You  tell  her  that  she  must  be  mad  to  think  of  gelling  wed, 

That  you're  out  of  work  and  don't  know  wliat  to  do: 
Then  she  says  she'll  wait  awhile,  and  it  really  makes  you  smile 

Tu  think  the  girl  you  h.ite  loves  you. 

CuoutiB. 
When  you  know  the  girl  you  bnte  loves  yon. 

That  s  the  time  you  think  voii're  up  the  flue; 
Bnt,  my  boy,  just  skip  the  tmvn.  if  you  don't,  she'll  do  yon  brown. 

For  yuu  know  this  Irish  slub'vvante  you. 


JESSIE    OF    SWEET    ABERDEEN,  j 
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She's  coming  from  Scotland,  tbe  land  of  the  thistle,  Jessie  of  sweet  Aberdeen, 
.And  safely,  at  last,  in  my  arms  she  will  nestle,  Jessie  of  sweet  Alierdeen; 
We  rambled  lOL'ether  among  the  iiroad  bigblands, 

Jessie  and  I,  ill  the  days  long  ago; 
We  lioth  were  ea<i-liearted  tlie  day  that  we  parted,     ,,'   . 

But  I  knew  she  loved  me,  she  told  me  so. 

Chorits. 
Jessie  of  sweet  Aberdeen,  a  fairer  lass  never  was  seen: 
No  longer  she'll  lariy,  and  soou  I  shall  marry  Jessie  of  sweet  Aberdeen. 

She  could  not  forget  me,  she  said  in  ber  letter,  Jessie  of  sweet  Aberdeen; 
She'll  come  to  her  Jamie,  for  wdrse  or  for  belter.  Jessie  of  sweet  Aberdeen; 
Sbi^'ll  Im!  a  bright  gem  in  the  home  I've  made  for  her; 

1  long  for  licr  coming,  my  dear  highland  queen; 
Mv  heart  will  be  lighter,  tlie  wor>d  will  lie  brighter. 

With  uty  little  Jessie  of  Aberdeen.— C'/toz-u^. 


SHE    WAS    A    DAISY. 
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Words  by  J.  cheever  Goodwin.    Music  by  William  Furst. 


In  me  yon  sec  a  victim  of  flic  nil-consuming  passion — 

Cupid's  dart  has  pierced  my  heart; 
But  the  maid  I  love  has  treated  me  in  Biicb  a  cruel  fashion. 

That  no  art  can  heal  the  smart: 
I'm  a  butt,  I  know,  at  clniffing;  in  your  sleeves  you're  doubtless  langhing. 

But  I  feel  it  in  my  bone.'* 
T'lat  with  me  you'd  sympathize  if  you'd  ever  laid  eyes 

On  my  Ann  Jane  Jones. 
She  was  a  daisy,  ilaisy.  daisy,  driving  nic  crazy,  crazy,  crazy; 

Ilelen  of  Troy  and  Venus  were  to  ber  cross-eyed  crones: 
She  was  dimpled  and  rosy,  rosy,  rosy,  sweet  as  a  posy,  posy,  posy; 

Uow  I  Quted  upon  ber,  my  Ai.u  June  Junes. 

Tier  eyes  were  blue  ns  snnimer  skies,  her  hair  was  soft  and  flaxen, 

Simply  sweet,  her  Matelierite; 

She  was  built  (m  such  a  dainty  scale,  no  china  doll  nor  waxen 

Could  compete  with  hands  or  feet; 
At  her  shrine  1  worshippetl  madly,  lavished  money  on  her  gladly, 

Both  in  gifts  and  friendly  loans: 
But  to  call  a  spaile  a  sp:ide,  she  a  buQCO  game  played. 

Did  my  Ann  Jane  Jones. 
She  was  a  daisy,  etc.  .;    ..        ."i 

She  vowed  she  loved  but  me  atone;  1  tmstcd  her  completely. 

Like  an  ass,  but  let  that  pass; 
For,  I  take  my  oath,  if  ever  she  liad  smiled  upon  yon  sweetly. 

In  my  class  you'd  Im;,  alas! 
When,  one  night,  she  asked  to  borrow  fifty  "cases  "  till  the  morrow. 

In  most  supplicating  tones, 
Up  I  "antied,"  as  was  right,  but  she  "slid  "  that  same  night. 

Did  my  Ann  Jane  Junes.  ^ 

She  wae  a  daisy,  etc. 
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Parody  on: 


THE    MAN    THAT    BROKE    THE 
BANK    AT    MONTE    CARLO. 

WrltUii  by  Al.  Overton. 
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The  other  day  I  took  a  stroll  along  Fifth  Avenoo; 

I  was  feelini;  kind  o'  bine,  wliicli  to  me  was  something  new; 

I  felt  so  very  sleepy  that  I  di<ln't  know  what  to  do, 

So  I  tbouL'lit  I'd  Itetter  try  and  find  a  bed, 

Any  place  at  all,  to  rest  my  weary  bead. 

Cborub. 
Then  I  qnicklv  spied  an  o|>en  door,  it  was  inst  across  tbe  street, 
So  inside  I  did  creep,  just  to  have  a  little  sleep; 
Oh.  I  got  ui)  stairs  uikI  went  to  bed; 
When  I  woke  up  I  near  fell  dead. 
For  1  found  myself  inside  tlie  Astor  mansion.   ; 

I  Started  for  tbe  doorway,  thinking  I  Could  get  away; 
I  was  in  hard  luck  that  day,  and  It  really  didn't  pay; 
A  footman  grabbed  me  by'ihe  neck  and  gave  me  to  a  cop, 
.   To  the  station-house  he  took  me  in  a  heap. 
And  he  nearly  clubbed  tbe  soles  off  of  my  feet. 

CnoBus.  ■ 

Then  they  flung  me  Into  a  prison  cell,  with  nothing  At  all  tO  Cftt; 
Tlie  bugs  on  me  did  creep,  and  loudly  I  did  weep; 
Oh,  the  Judge  gave  me  a  ^ear  in  jail; 

I  ha(l  no  one  to  go  my  bail,  .>.':.•    .■•■/;'■"■'.'••( 

Because  I  went  to  bed  in  Astor's  mansioa. 
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THE    BANKS    OF    THE    NORE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Frederic  Lyster. 
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By  *Grlanan'B  Drnid  Stone  I  pit  miming  alone,  :~      '"    . 

And  I  dream  of  the  briglit  diiys  of  yore, 
When  with  Bwcet  yoiinir  Knilileen,  tliroiigh  the  meadowB  bo  gnea, 

I  roamed  by  tlie  I>aiik8  of  tite  bt-aiitifnl  Nore. 
The  wide  Bawn.  where  we  playeit,  iind  the  copse,  where  we  Btrayed, 

Where  the  willowB  dint:  close  to  tlie  shore. 
Are  Btfll  'round  me,  hnt  slie,  my  own  tdiisle  mo  chree. 
Is  noi  here  by  the  banl<8  of  the  benutiful  Nore. 
(Lament):  UHaKone.    (CAor«»):  Oiione.    (Solo):  Ullagone.    (C'fufrut):  Olione. 
(Solo):  I  mourn  for  the  bri(;ht  days  of  yore, 
For  nio  Cushla  mo  cliree  no  more  sliall  I  see 
By  the  beautiful  banks  of  the  sweet  river  Nore. 

I  have  wandered  afar,  lured  l)y  Hope'B  guiding  star. 

To  many  a  fuir,  foreign  shore, 
But  no  more  Blmll  I  see  the  Kirl  dearest  to  me, 

By  the  beautiful  hanks  of  the  sweet  river  Nore. 
All  my  hopes  now  are  fled,  my  ambitiuu  is  dead. 

And  no  joy  can  I  eviT  Bee  more; 
For  my  own  ^Cailin  dhas  sleeps  beneath  the  green  grasa, 

I'm  ulone  by  the  banks  of  the  Bweet  liver  Nore. 
Ullagone,  Ohoue,  etc. 

*  Pronounced  "  Qreenawn."    tCnshla.    ^Colleen.        • 
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When  the  Swallows  Come  Again. 
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Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  Oeo.  Haywood. 


When  the  swallows  come  neain,  in  the  spriner,  in  the  spring;  ' 

When  the  robins  in  the  glen  gaily  eini;.  j;!>ily  sing; 

Then  their  carols  rise  so  sweet  to  the  skies,  to  the  skies, 

And  the  lovers  tales  repeat  of  a  love  that  never  dies; 

Life's  surpMssiiig  fair,  joy  is  in  the  air,  polden  run  the  hours  along; 

Sweeter  songs  are  eiiiig,  age  again  is  young,  nothing  in  the  world  is  wrong. 

Refrain. 
When  the  swallows  con>e  agiiin,  In  the  spring.  In  the  spring,    ,  ■ 
Then  we  all  hope  lo  attain  everj  thing,  everything, 
And  the  chestnut  hells  in  vain  are  to  ring,  ting-a-ling,  ',j    - 

When  the  swallows  conic  again,  in  the  spring,  in  the  spring.        '■ 

From  myself  a  friend  one  day  borrowed  cash,  good  hard  cash; 

And  to  lend  it  you  will  say  I  was  rash,  very  rash; 

But  he  was  a  friend  of  mine,  that  I  vow,  truly  vow. 

But  of  him  1  yet  no  sign,  and  he  don't  come  near  me  now; 

Mnylie  he  has  fled,  maybe  he  is  dead — will  I  see  his  face  againf 

Every  blessed  day,  to  myself  I  say,  I  am  going  to  get  that  ten. —i7</Vain. 

There's  a  withered  mnid  I  know,  very  old,  O,  so  old; 

Ne'er  has  had  a  mini  in  tow,  so  I'm  told,  so  I'm  told;  .        . 

Yet  this  maiden  old  and  quaint  is  to  wed,  soon  to  wed 
A  young  man  who  really  ain't  got  a  hair  upon  liis  head; 

Does  he  in  his  arms  hold  her  patched-uji  charms:  does  he  tell  her  of  love*8bliBBf 
Will  Blie,when  they're  wed,Btroke  his  huirlees  head, and  just  let  him  have  one  kiss? 

—Ji^rain. 
There  are  maidens  young  and  neat,  sweet  and  fair,  O  so  fairl 
Who,  when  cycling  on  the  street,  liloomers  wear,  bloomers  wear; 
For  those  girls  hy  fashion  led,  much  we  feel,  much  we  feel. 
When  wu  think  in  each  cirl'B  head  there  Ik  siill  a  bigger  wheel. 
In  the  coming  years  all  those  little  dears,  thanks  to  accident  or  chance. 
Will  wear  our  cravats,  also  our  stiff  liats,  and  instead  of  bloomers — pants. — Jte/. 

There  are  maidens  by  the  sea,  charming  girls,  summer  girls. 

In  the  wild  waves  dancing  free,  ciitiini;  whirls,  giddy  whirls:    ' 

In  their  costnmes  snnill  uiid  ciile  they  l«ok  sweet,  very  sweet. 

And  eiicii  diiinty  biitiiing  Hult  shows  a  figure  trim  and  neat. 

In  the  future  years,  all  these  litile  dears,  we  are  willing  to  believe. 

Will  a  costume  wear  only  to  compare  with  that  worn  by  Mother  Eve. — Strain. 


Every  Boy  Has  Qnarelled  with  His 
:    First  Sweetheart. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  B.  lAwlor  and  James  W.  Blake. 


Every  one  can  picture,  when  he  was  young  and  gay,  ■;'-""" 

A  certain  prettv  little  girl  with  whom  he  used  to  play; 
She  just  thonglit  the  world  of  him;  he  always  took  tier  part; 
But  every  boy  haa  quarreled  with  bis  first  eweetlieart. 

■■■'.■'•■  -'■'■.-:  Chobub.    -.,''   ;  ■  .'■'  ■  ; 

Hy  first  sweetheart,  why  did  we  partf  whoee  fault  was  it,  yonrs  or  mlnef 
Parted,  just  like  many  others,  in  the  golden  summer  time; 
Over  B<ime  game  or  toy,  when  we  were  girl  and  boy, 
We  quarreled  and  we  parted  in  the  sweet  long  ago. 

We  quarreled  and  we  parted,  each  took  different  ways: 
We  sometimes  meet,  since  we've  grown  up,  and  talk  of  other  days; 
Bnt,  looking  backward  on  tlic  scene,  there's  one  thing  we  enjoy, 
The  inem'ry  of  those  hours  when  a  girl  and  boy. — CfU>nit.  ]^ 
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PRETTY    JENNIE     SLATTERY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  B.  Lawlor  and  James  W.  Blake, 


Down  aronnd  the  Battery,  me  and  Jennie  Slattery,  ■ 

There  every  evening  we  go  for  a  walk; 
Gk>ing  together  a  year  or  more,  what  are  they  keeping  comp'ny  forf 

You'd  be  sarprised  to  hear  how  all  the  neigubore  talk. 

Chorus.  -^v 

Pretty  Jennie  Slattery,  pay-day  next  Saturday, 

Sunday  night  a  wedding  down  at  Tracy's: 
Who'd  have  thought  a  year  ago  that  the  boy  who  was  BO  Blow 

Would  marry  the  prettiest  girl  that  works  in  Macy'e. 

Talk  about  your  jealousy — what  won't  the  fellows  say 
When  I  am  married  to  my  pretty  Jen.;  • 

I've  got  nothing  and  neither  lias  she,  so  much  the  better  for  her  and  me. 
For  if  1  strike  it  rich,  we'll  be  twice  as  happy  theu.—  CAorut. 

To  a  flat  up  town  we'll  go,  which  Jennie  will  keep>just  so. 
Then  folks  will  say  that  we're  in  the  swim;  [thin: 

SnnBliine  and  shadow  it  may  creep  in— we'll  stick  together  through  thick  and 
I  know  my  Jennie — yes,  and  she  knows  her  Tim. —  Cfiot-us. 


THE    OLD    BACK    STAIR. 

Oopyricht,  Mt,  by  Widmer-Stigler  Music  Pub.  Co.     Engiisli  copyright  seenrsd. 
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Words  by  J,  Stephenson,    Music  by  Albert  W.  Brown. 


— A  pious  old  lady  recently  sent,  as  a  silver  wedding  present,  a 
pair  of  flat  irons,  a  rolline;  pin,  and  a  motto  worked  on  card-board, 
reading  "  Fight  ou."— Tit-Bits.  ,    ;. ,  . 


Tlie  Husband:  "  You  want  to  know  where  I  was  so  late  last 
night?  1  was  at  the  office  balancing  my  books."  The  Wife:  "  It 
seems  to  me  lliat  you  balance  your  books  very  often.  That  excuse 
is  about  threadbare."  The  Husband:  "  H'ral  If  you  don't  believe 
me,  why  don't  you  consult  a  fortune-teller?"  The  Wife:  "Not 
much.  I  consulted  one  once  and  she  told  me  a  pack  of  lies." 
The  Husband:  "Indeed?  What  did  she  tell  you?"  The  Wife: 
'  Sbe  told  me  I  would  get  a  rich,  handsome,  kind,  attentive  and 
truthful  husband." — Exchange. 


We  children  romped,  the  live-long  day,  about  the  dear  old  farm. 
And  In  and  out,  with  laugh  and  shout,  and  never  thoiiglit  of  harm, 
Till  mother,  tired  out  with  our  noise,  with  angry  voice  and  frown. 
Would  send  us  all  up  stairs  to  bed,  an  hour  before  sun-down: 
Our  comrades  still  played  on  tlie  green,  and  soon  we'd  join  them  there. 
By  sliding  down  the  railing  of  the  old  back  stair. 

Refrain.  ■■■•■'„..■'■/.'.■■■•-- 

How  happy  were  the  times  we  had  in  davB  so  long  ago. 

My  brother  Jim  and  I  and  our  darling  sister  Flo: 

Around  t(»e  dear  old  country  home,  what  memories  cluster  there. 

And  varied  recollections  of  the  old  hack  stair; 

How  happy  were  the  times  we  had,  in  days  so  long  ago, 

My  brother  Jim  and  I  and  our  darling  sifter  Flo: 

Aronnd  the  dear  old  country  home,  wliat  mem'ries  cluster  there. 

And  varied  recollections  of  the  old  back  Btair. 

When  Jim  and  I  had  bigger  grown  and  stayed  ont  late  at  night, 

A-conrtiiig  of  the  pretty  girls  that  were  our  hearts'  delinht.  • . '  '.  -. 

We  never  dreamt  that  mother  knew,  for  not  a  word  she  said;  -.  •  -  •  ' 
And  always,  when  we  Ciime  so  late,  sbe  seemed  nsleep  in  bed,  ■■  ' 

But  one  time,  fancy  our  surprise,  when  mother,  I  declare,  .  - 

Was  standing  on  the  landing  of  the  old  back  ei&iT.—Hefrain.  ...   '' 

What  times  we  meet  together,  with  our  darlinjr  sifter  Flo,       S-i' ,'- 
We  laugh  at  how  she  ran  away  and  nmrried  her  first  l>eau; 
Thongli  Jim  and  I  l>otli  liked  him  well,  the  old  folks  were  unkind. 
And  scolded  her  because  sbe  chose  a  lover  to  ht-r  mind: 
One  night  he  waited  at  the  gate  and  sister  joined  him  there, 
By  sliding  down  the  railing  of  the  old  back  stair.— f^/'roin. 


?■•' 
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DANCINa    ON    THE    GREEN. 
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Words  by  OIlie  Wood.    Music  by  Harry  B.  Marshall. 


Dancing  on  de  green  in  ttie  eunfiliine,  to  wliile  the  honre  away— 
The  merry,  merry  nut;  iit  the  Muy-pole  will  dance  the  whole  lorn;  day— 
Ilurk!  hurk!  iirar  them  jiaily  sinn— Look!  look!  while  they  form  the  ring; 
DaociuK  ou  the  green  in  the  t>un8liine,  to  while  the  hours  away. 

Refrain. 
Dancing  on  the  green  in  the  Bunshine,  all  earth  seems  fair  and  crny, 
And  time  glides  by  ou  golden  wings,  this  merry  day  in  May.  — [Dance.] 

Winding  to  the  top  tlie  lone  May-pole,  with  ribbons  l)rii;lit  in  line— 
Entwined  with  the  rot<e  and  the  ra\rtle,  you  see  the  rdd,  while  ond  blue- 
Lookl  loiikl  further  lip  Ihey  go! — Seet  see!  they  wind  the  highei!>t  row; 
Dancing  ou  tlie  green  lu  tiie  sunshine,  to  wldle  the  lioiirs  away.— lie f rain. 

At  eve,  when  the  Hliades  are  faMng,  topether  then  they  stray — 
Each  lad  witli  the  girl  he  loves  best,  they  slowly  wend  their  way — 
List!  list!  t>oft  the  echoes  fiillt — King!  ring!    I>el Is  from  steeples  tail. 
While  the  shadows  cUaae  tlie  sunshine,  and  slowly  dies  the  day.— lief  rain. 


Cleanin'  Silber  in  de  Kitchen. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Oils  Williams. 


'TIS  A  LITTLE  gOLDEN  LOCKET. 
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Words  by  James  T.  Powers.    Music  by  Gustave  Kerker. 


When  qnite  a  lad  I  loved  n  uirl,  a  creature  fair  to  see; 

Her  fattier  was  a  wealthy  iiiaii,  and  iliis  he  siiiil  to  me: 

"Leave  home,  and  make  your  fortune,  lad.  then  you  can  have  my  Kate!  " 

So  slie  gave  to  me  this  locket,  as  we  parted  at  tlie  gate; 

'  I'is  a  little  golden  locket,  I  keep  it  in  my  hreust, 

]n  inem'ry  of  my  darling,  the  gii i  I  love  best; 

The  face  that's  in  it  guides  in'-,  and  with  it  I'll  never  jinrt; 

I'll  always  keep  this  treasure  from  my  own  sweetheart. 

Five  years  from  her  I  stayed  away,  a  fortune  I  had  made; 
I  started  homeward  quickly,  for  my  little  one  I  prayed; 
Uer  father  met  ine  al  tlie  gate,  with  tearful  eye  he  said, 
"I'm  sorry  for  you,  little  man,  our  darling  Kate  is  dead"; 
*Tis  a  little  golden  locket,  etc. 
» 

With  head  downcast,  I  walked  away,  w  itii  a  lonely,  broken  heart; 
That  irreat,  almighty  dollar  made  a  loving  couple  part; 
Alihougli  my  life  is  hardened  now,  1  always  drop  a  tear 
When  1  «ee  this  little  locket  from  my  darling  Kate  80  dear; 
'Tis  a  little  golden  locket,  etc. 


HE'S    MINE,    ALL    MINE.    • 
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Words  by  J.  Cheever  Goodwiu.    Mu.sic  by  E.  Jakubowtki. 

I'ln  aware  that  lie  cannot  be  called  an  adonis,  if  one's  to  be  truthful. 

For  his  hair  make  me  wish  he  were  bald,  although  his  appearance  is  youthful. 

Were  his  capital  beauty  alone,  I'd  speedily  sent!  him  a-packiiig; 

But  his  manifold  virtues  atone  for  whatever  of  piilcliritiide's  lucking. 

For  he's  juHt  as  good  as  gold,  o)ien-lianded,  not  too  bold. 

And  of  jealousy  he  doesn't  show  a  sign; 
He's  good-tempered  as  can  be,  full  of  fun  and  repartee. 

And  what  gives  him  special  value  is,  he's  mine,  all  mine; 
For  he's  just  as  good  as  jjold,  o|>eii-liaiided,  not  too  bold, 

And  of  jealousy  he  doesn't  show  a  sign; 
He's  good-tempered  as  can  be,  full  of  fiiu  and  repartee. 

And  what  gives  him  B]iecial  value  is,  he's  mine,  all  mine. 


His  deportment,  I'm  forced  to  confess,  does  not  have  the  true  niesterfleld  polish; 
There  are  crudities,  too,  in  his  dress  that  I  gladly  would  see  liWn  abolish; 
He's  disposed  to  rely  on  his  knife,  not  only  to  cut,  but  to  eat  with; 
But  a  man  witli  more  cleverness  rife  I  have  never  yet  hapiiened  to  meet  with: 
Ue  C'ln  bake  and  he  can  boil,  toast  and  stew,  and  roost  and  broil; 

He's  the  nepiiis  iilira  In  the  conkiiii;  line; 
He  no  minor  vices  cloaks,  neither  t-'umbies,  drinks,  nor  smokes; 

And  what  I  like  best  about  ii  is,  he's  mine,  all  mine; 
He  can  bake  and  he  can  boil,  toast  and  stew,  and  roast  and  broti; 

He's  the  ueplus  ultra  in  the  cookiiii!  line; 
He  no  minor  vices  cloaks,  neither  gamiiles,  drinks,  nor  smokes; 
And  wbftt  I  lik«  b«<t  about  it  is,  lie's  iiiiiie,  all  mine. 


— Teacber:  "Johnnie,  did  you  look  in  the  dictionary  for  the 
spelling  of  cyclone?"  Jolmnie:  "Yes'm;  I  read  the  first  ten 
pages,  an'  I  couldn't  find  it  no  place." — Inter-Ocean. 


rieanin' sillier  in  de  kitchen  eb'rjr  Thursday  afternoon; 
Make  it  shine  like  dizsle  dazzle,  like  de  glimmer  oli  de  moon: 
Uiimmiii'  songs  I  larnt  from  maniniy,  when  I  was  a  little  chile; 
Triggers  jiuiu'  in  de  chorus,  as  we're  workiu'  all  de  wliile. 

Chorus. 
Singin'  loud  as  we  are  able,  sinuin'.  shontin'  all  de  time; 
Happy,  happy,  like  de  ant'els,  as  along  de  clouils  dey  climb; 
£b  ry  one  ob  us  is  huininiir,  (hough  we  doesn't  know  de  tniM; 
Cleauiu'  silber  in  de  kitchen  eb'ry  Thursday  afternoon. 

Cleanin' silber  in  de  kitchen,  elhow  grease  it  am  de  bmsh;  I 

Till  de  knives  and  forks  are  sliinln',  and  de  sp^ions  tiegin  to  blnsh; 
All  de  sillier  den  does  twinkle,  lyin'  dar  in  sweet  repose. 
Like  a  yaller  gul  in  summer  wheii  slie  wears  her  Sunday  clothes.— (7 A<)nM. 
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Words  by  John  Ernest  SIcCanii.    Mu>.ic  by  Victor  Herl>ert. 


In  an  alley,  mc  and  Nancy  live  in  houses  side  by  side: 
We  were  boy  and  >:iri  together,  and  she  is  to  be  my  bride; 
I'm  not  Solid  with  the  iieiiflibors,  so  they  wantiis  two  to  part: 
And  they're  tellini;  my  sweet  Nancy  that  I  want  to  break  her  heart; 
Sweet  Nancy,  you're  my  fancy;  do  not  heed  the  neighbors'  talk; 
Sweet  Nancy,  only  fancy,  some  day  we  may  own  New  York; 
Sweet  Nancy,  none  can  fancy  how  I  love  yon  night  and  day; 
Sweet  Nancy,  my  own  fancy;  don't  inind  what  the  ueiKhbors  ray. 

Every  Sunday  me  and  Nancy  go  up  town  to  Central  Park: 
We  pretend  the  park's  the  cniintry,  coniliig  home  when  it  is  dark: 
Then  I  leave  her  on  her  door-step,  my  bund  holding  her  liand  tight: 
If  the  neighbors  slionlil  be  looking,  then  I  softly  say  "  Qood  nightl  " 
Sweet  Nancy,  yon'ie  my  fancy,  etc. 

When  we're  married,  me  nnd  Nancy,  far  np  town  will  go  for  good; 
Say  good-bye  to  alley  neighbors— that  is  fully  understood; 
Every  day  will  then  lie  Sunday,  circled  by  a  plain  gold  ring; 
And  when  we  are  old  and  feeble,  tlieu  this  dear  old  eoug  I'll  alng: 
Sweet  Nttucy,  you're  my  fancy,  etc. 
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Words  and  Musli  hy  Lester  Thomas. 


I  will  tell  yon  of  n  pretty  little  mad'mniselle; 

What  her  other  little  name  is  very  few  can  tell; 

Though  her  ways  are  quite  Fruncaise,  yet  her  face  is  quite  Anglalae; 

She  is  the  creat  attraction  for  the  Champs  Elysec  swell; 

You  may  meet  her  as  the  boulevards  ymi  waik  along; 

You  will  see  she  is  "au  fait  "  with  all  the  French  beanmong; 

You  must  be  on  your  qui  vive,  for  she's  plenty  up  her  sleeve; 

And  when  you're  iutroilnced  to  pn-tty  little  mad'moieelle. 

You  must  raise  your  tall  cbapeaii,  sav,  "I  hope  I'm  notdetropi" 

Little  Mad'moiselle  replies  with  her  Parisian  "No,  not  " 

Chorus. 

And  when  she  says  "Je  siuB  Francaisel  "  just  smile  like  this, 
And  then  this  pretty  little  mad'moiselle  begins  to  parlez  and  the  tale  to  tell; 
And  when  she  says,  '°  Ah,  twit'try,  twigey  voiisl  "  say  "Oui,  ma  belief 
Very  chiccy,  very  tricky,  voiib  tres  thicky,  Uad'nioisellel  '* 

One  day  little  mad'moiselle  and  I  were  walking  out — 

As  we  did  the  boulevards,  a  girl  stepped  up  to  shout, 

"Blow  me,  'Liza,  now  what  cheer?  What  yer  doiii'  over  heref " 

Then  mad'moiselle  said,  "  Yon  mistake:  say,  what  you  talk  aboutf 

Then  the  girl  who  bad  the  east  end  bonnet  shouts  aloud, 

"  What  yer  gettin'  at.  and  what's  it  makes  yer  blooiiiin'  proudf 

She's  no  Frenchy,  'Liza  Jane;  she's  a  dysy  from  the  Lanet  " 

Then  mad'inoisellc  says.  "  Blow  me.  Sal,  you've  given  a  pal  awayl" 

Then  I  iaise<l  my  lull  chapcau,  saiil,  "  I  fear  I  am  detrnpl " 

Little  mad'tnoiselle  replied  with  tier  Parisian  "No,  nor' 

Choihts. 
And  when  she  said  "  Je  siiis  Francaise!  "  I  smiled  like  this. 
And  then  this  pretty  liitle  mail'moiselle  began  to  parlez  and  the  (a1«  to  fell; 
And  when  she  said.  "Ah,  twiggy,  twiugy  voiisl "  1  said,  "Ma  belle, 
Very  chiccy,  very  tricky,  vons  tree  thicky,  mad'moisellel " 


i^^l^^Bi 
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MOTHER    IS    MY    SWEETHEART. 
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Words  and  Music  by  H.  C  Verner. 


Tou  sine  about  your  Bweettaearts,  ahont  their  love  so  true; 
You  eiuK  of  golden  tree^es,  of  eyes  eo  Boft  and  blue; 
I  have  a  darling  sweetheart,  who's  all  the  world  to  me; 
Tliiit  BweeUie&rt  ia  my  mother  dear,  as  true  as  true  can  be. 

-''■■.■,..■"::•;'■,■■'".,';'"•■-•■  REPRAm.,'/' ..■.:;:■■•,■  ^ -,■: 

Mother  !s  my  sweetheart,  mother  is  my  love; 

Always  kind  and  faithful,  gentle  as  a  dove;  ..    '■ 

Mother  is  my  sweetheart,  true  as  true  can  bie; 

The  dearest  of  all  sweethearts,  she's  all  the  world  to  me. 

In  youth  her  hair  was  golden,  but  now  'tis  whit*  as  snow; 
Her  eyes  are  soft  ai>d  tender,  her  voice  is  sweet  and  low; 
Some  day  I'll  sail  the  wide  world  o'er,  from  one  land  lo  iinother, 
Uulil  I  find  a  sweetheart  just  the  image  of  my  mother. — Refrain. 

While  wand'ring  throngh  a  woodland,  a  maid  I  chanced  to  meet,  '  ' 

Her  eyes  are  soft  and  tender,  her  voice  is  low  and  sweet; 

I'll  ne'er  forget  this  woodland,  nor  search  for  any  other. 

Fur  I  have  fuuud  a  maiden  fair,  the  image  of  my  mother.— i7e/°ratn. 


DORA    LEE. 
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YOU,    JUST    YOU. 
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Words  and  Music  by  B.  H.  Jaussen. 


The  world  is  brigtit,  yet  hII  its  brightness  is  nanght  to  mc  nnloss  you're  nigh; 
My  heart  is  light,  yet  all  its  liglitiiess,  when  you  uie  ulisent,  mitkes  it  sigh; 
Each  wish  I  have  it<  full  of  longing,  that  natiglit  will  stitisfy,  subdue; 
If  uight,  or  morning  dawn,  or  gloaming,  iiiy  heart  heats  ever  fur  you.  just  yoa. 

:'':■■■.■  Rbfrain. 

Ko  thought  that's  not  of  thee,  no  face  but  thine  I  eee;  :'\., 

Dreaming  or  waking,  you,  only  you; 
Life  has  no  pleasures,  dear;  no  joy,  lest  thou  art  near—     - 

Only  oue  craving— you,  just  you.  '       j^ 

The  piist  is  filled  with  joy  and  gladness,  a  dream  of  purest  love,  so  dear. 
That  I  hough  to-day  iMroimlit  naught  hut  sadness,  to-morrow's  coming  ne'er  I'd 
For  in  thy  love  I'd  lay  my  keepini:,  neek  solace  in  ihiiie  eyes  bo  true,  [fear 

And  hid  defiance  to  each  danger,  and  live  or  die  for  you,  just  yoM..— Refrain. 


MY    OLD    PIPE. 

Copyrlerbt,  1895,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Honm  f"r  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehm«n,130*  K'S  I'nrk  Row,  New  York;  i.rSS.^  87  K  MailiKon  Nt.Chieagn. 
Write  tn  either  one  of  the  ahive  addresses  for  Free  Onf«l.>4rne  of  Sonirx.  Sons  Book% 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Wi  iters.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  Robert  Elm, 


How  I  love  fo  greet  her,  after  the  day  is  done; 
Never  maiden  sweeter,  smiles  just  like  the  sun; 
She's  my  village  beauty,  pleasant  and  kind  and  bright, 
Vull  of  love  and  duty,  always  my  heart's  delight. 

Chorus, 
Pretty  Dora  Lee,  qneen  of  girls  is  she: 
Bmiles  on  all  who  chance  to  call,  but  still  she's  true  to  me; 
Longer  I'll  not  tarry,  soon  my  pet  I'll  marry: 
What  a  darling  wife  will  be  my  pretty  Dora  Lee. 

Oft  from  school  together,  proudly  I  saw  her  home; 

'Mid  the  summer  weather,  through  ttie  fields  we'd  roam; 

Then  I  learned  to  love  her,  though  but  a  tiny  boy; 

Thought  the  whole  world  of  her,  she  was  my  only  joy.— Chorus. 

Just  beyond  the  city,  lovingly  we  shall  dwell 

In  our  cottage  pretty,  down  the  rosy  dell; 

Bells  will  soon  l>e  ringing,  gaily  to  all  they'll  say: 

Tis  the  morn  that's  bringing  Dora's  glad  wedding  day.— Chorus. 


m%^ 


IF    I    WERE    ONLY    PRETTY. 
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Words  by  Al.  H.  WilS'>n.    Stusic  by  Andrew  Uack. 


I  love  my  old  pipe,  it's  the  joy  of  my  life, 

For  it  drives  away  sorrow  and  care; 
As  my  little  girl  watches  the  blue  smoke  curl  up. 

As  she  sits  by  her  old  father's  chair; 
I'm  happy,  contented— yes,  all  the  day  long. 

As  I  smoke  my  old  pli>e  ami  sing: 
Ko  king  on  his  throne  could  feel  happier  than  I, 

As  I  pufl,  with  my  little  girl  nigh. 

YODLE. 

Ley-e-o-Ie-o-ti-o.  te-o-dle-um-te-o-dle-e-ti-a; 
Le-o-le-o-ti-o,  le-o-dle-um-ti-i-e-a; 
Ley-e-o-le-o-ti-o,  te-o-dle-uni-te-o-dle-e-ti-a; 
I-le-o-le-i-le-i-le-o-le-i-le-i-le-o-le-i-le-a.  ^ 

And  now,  when  the  day  with  its  labor  is  o'er. 

And  I  sit  in  my  old-fashioned  chair; 
Then  my  dear  little  mi><8,  she  just  gives  me  a  kiss. 

And  then  kneels  for  her  evening  prayer; 
And  soon  my  old  '•  kopf  "  will  go  nodding,  just  so; 

And  tiie  sleep  it  will  come  to  my  head; 
When  my  Lizzie  will  shout,  "  Your  pipe  has  gone  out— 

"Sculufeu  aie  wohl  "-now  you  just  go  to  bed.—  Yodle. 


./ 
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Words  by  Harry  C.  Clyde.    Music  by  H.  O.  Verner. 


A  bonnle  damsel  In  her  garden, 'mid  the  flowers  bright. 
Once  saw  u  fairy  rise  before  her  dressed  in  jmrest  white; 
"  Be  not  afraid,  my  little  dear,''  she  heard  the  fairy  say: 
"  I'm  only  sent  to  give  to  yon  your  fondest  wish  to-day." 
The  lassie  cried,  "O,  fairy-kind,  such  beauty  to  me  bring 
Ttiat  all  the  maidens  of  our  set  shall  envy  me,  and  sing:      /^ 

Refrain.  -.  ^  ■  • . 

.  If  I  were  only  pretty,  if  I  were  sweet  like  yon; 

.-'  If  I  could  steal  your  dimples  and  witching  eyes  of  bine; 
if  I  were  only  pretty,  and  men  for  smiles  would  tease, 
I'd  make  them  all  come  pleading  on  their  bended  knees. 

The  fairy  touched  her  with  her  wand,  and  quicker  than  a  wink. 

The  little  maiden  blossomed  out  as  pretty  as  a  pink; 

Then  all  about  the  earth  she  roamed,  and  every  place  she  went, 

At  every  nice  young  man  who  passed,  a  witching  glance  was  sent; 

But  Boon  she  met  a  lad  and  lass,  two  lovers  true  were  they: 

They  seemed  content,  and  stranger  still,  the  lassie  did  not  eay.—Jiifrain. 

Our  pretty  maid  looked  at  the  lad,  in  love  with  him  she  fell. 

But,  try  her  best,  her  winning  smile  could  not  upon  ;.'im  tell; 

This  lass  was  not  a'beauty  rare,  but  he  was  sativfit-d;  ■      ".  ' 

Our  pratiy  maid  grew  wild  with  love,  and  so,  at  last,  si'ie  cried: 

"  I'd  rather  be  myself  again — oh,  lake  these  empty  charms' 

Ttiat  win  a  world,  hut  cannot  woo  one  from  another's  ai'us,"— i2£ A  atft. 


DRIFTING-    ALONG. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Graham. 


Down  the  river,  upon  the  tide,  a  little  boat  drifted  along; 
Two  lovers  sat  in  it,  side  by  side,  singing  a  merry  song; 
There  he  told  her  the  old  sweet  tale. 

Asked  lier  to  be  his  wife; 
Said  he,  "  Love,  together,  whate'er  lie  the  weather, 

We'll  drift  down  the  stream  of  life," 

Refrain. 
Drifting  along,  singing  a  song,  never  a  thought  of  sorrow; 
Happy  are  they,  sunshine  to-iiay,  though  it  may  rain  lo-morrow; 
Drifting  along,  singing  a  somr — "Love.  I  will  love  you  ever; 
Light  of  my  heart,  never  to  part,  gliding  down  life's  river." 

Down  the  river,  upon  the  tide,  they  drifted  the  same  as  of  yore; 
She  was  his  own  little,  honuie  bride,  and  there  was  just  one  more; 
"Just  like  mother!  "  he  smiling  said; 

Happy,  indeed,  were  they; 
Yet  that  is  no  wonder,  for  none  could  be  fonder,     . 

Enjoying  their  holiday.— i?e/>  am. 

Down  the  river,  upon  the  tide,  contented  they  journey'd  thro'  life; 
lie  was  as  gallant  as  in  his  yoiiih,  she  was  the  same  good  wife; 
Ai-'e  crept  on,  and  the  snows  of  lime 

Whitened  the  curls  of  gold; 
With  loving  ones  near  them  to  care  for  and  cheer  them, 

They  sing  as  they  did  of  old.—Ilefiain. 
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U'urds  by  Tlios.  Nalsinytb.    Music  by  Otto  Henry. 


^;y^' 


Parody  on  : 

I  Don't  Want  to  Play  in  Your  Yard. 

Written  by  AL  Overton. 


TliereV  a  sweet  liti  i«  it|i(>i  I  need  to  call  home— > 

What  would  I  not  jfive  to  he  tlieref 
To  look  on  (hone  eceues  eo  dear  to  my  heart, 

Aixi  on  tlieiu  whose  love  I  di<l  share; 
Svveei  iiiemoi  leg  still  will  'rouiul  my  heart  cling, 

When  I  think  of  thnt  sweet  little  home; 
Aii(t  1  love  to  reCitH  the  dear  cues  it  held, 

Who  uru  with  uie  where'er  1  tuay  roam. 

Chorus. 
Dear  little  home  far  over  (be  sea, 

EIow  often  I  tlilnk  of  it  still; 
Wliile  iuio  my  heart  steule  a  feelinK  so  »ott, 

Aud  a  longing  which  nothing  can  All. 

'Twas  a  boniiie,  wee  spot,  that  dear  little  home. 

With  flowers  all  'ruiind,  sweet  mid  fair. 
Watched  over  uud  tended  by  mother  BO  dear. 

Who  loved  it  and  giive  it  her  cure, 
But  now  all  is  chunked,  that  loved  mother's  gone 

To  a  iiooie  with  tier  Father  on  high. 
Where  now  she  is  waiting  lier  dear  ones  to  meet. 

Some  day  in  the  sweet  itye  und  byv.—  C/torut. 

Deep  down  in  my  heart  there  is  always  a  love 

For  all  tliose  »o  near  tiud  so  dear. 
Who,  tho;i|;h  all  scaiter'd  now,  may  soon  again  btt 

Tonei  her  for  many  n  year, 
But,  oh,  give  me  hack  those  bright,  happy  days. 

Ami  that  dear  liitle,  sweet  little  home; 
And  a  long,  long  look  at  dear  faces  and  scenes 

That  are  with  me  wherever  I  roum. —  VAorui. 


Parody  on : 

POOR    LITTLE    MARY. 


Written  hy  Al.  Overton. 
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A  little  peach,  who  works  upon  Broadway, 
-^  Went  out  upon  the  mnsii  one  eiimnier's  day; 

She  had  powilered  up  her  snoot 
Aud  was  chewinic  Tutii  Fruit; 
Oht  she  looked  just  like  a  fairy,  I  don't  think; 
Now  this  Utile  maid  sliediiln't  have  a  cent; 
She  was  looking  for  a  "  guy  "  to  pay  the  rent. 
So  she  winked  her  other  ear 

At  a  cliappie  standing  near,  , 

Saying,  "Papa,  buy  your  baby  cigarettes." 

CuoRt'B.  .  - 

Her  Christian  name  was  Mary, 

But  the  hoys  they  cull  her  May; 
She  has  nothing  to  do,  so  she  does  the  "Johns,** 

Ah  they  wnliz  up  and  down  Broadway; 
Slie's  a  nice  girl,  and  I  love  her  (nit); 

Oh.  her  face  it  gives  me  a  |>aln: 
She'll  he  looking  for  work  in  a  dime  maseum. 

When  tlie  summer  comes  again. 

CHOItUB. 

When  first  I  run  up  against  Mary, 

It  was  down  at  Kocknway  Beach; 
She  was  doing  a  turn  in  a  concert  liall. 

With  a  voice  that  would  make  you  screech; 
Oh.  her  shape  is  soiuetbing  lovely; 

She  looks  like  a  hale  of  hay: 
Slie  will  call  you  dear  if  you  buy  the  beer, 

Then  touch  you  for  all  your  pay. 

Chorus. 

Now  I  won't  talk  about  her  behind  her  back. 

So  I'll  talk  bi'hiiid  the  door; 
Shu  used  to  hang  out  on  the  Bowery, 

But  she'll  never  go  there  any  more. 
For  its  dead  slow  now,  on  account  of  Lexow; 
- —  You  can  bet  that  Steve  Brodie  feels  sore. 

And  those  dear  little  girls,  with  the  golden  corls, 
.    Keep  away  from  tlie  little  side  door. 

Chorus. 
Now,  yon  all  know  hairy  Mary, 
.      ,  So  its  time  we  gave  her  the  shake: 

She's  a  very  nice  girl,  if  you  say  It  quick. 

And  at  scrapping  she  takes  the  cake. 
But,  some  day,  she'll  catch  a  "good  thing," 

And  to  housekeepini;  they  will  go. 
With  a  furnished  I'ooin  and  a  little  oil  stove, 
They'll  be  happy  once  more,  I  know. 
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Once  there  lived  two  young  girls,  both  very  fly;  1 

They  used  to  shopping  go,  bargains  to  buy; 

One  day  they  toddled  oat,  no  Coin  had  they. 

Wandered  iiiio  a  dry-goods  store,  they  were  so  awfal  gay; 

Says  cue  fair  maiden,  "  L<'t's  have  some  fun  "; 

They  were  both  "  loaded,'"  had  a  ureal  "  bun;" 

They  mashed  the  salesmen,  jollied  them  all. 

But  when  the  boas  came  *rouDd,  this  is  wliat  they'd  bawl: 

Chorus. 

**  I  don't  think  I'll  need  a  whole  yard; 

Don't  you  think  a  half  will  do; 
Oh,  I  never  liked  that  shade,  sir; 

Let  me  see  your  latest  blue; 
That  is  just  the  thing  I'm  after — 

Fifty  cents  a  yard  you  say  t 
Oh,  I've  left  my  purse  at  home,  sir; 

I  don't  think  I'll  buy  to-day." 

A  tramp  went  to  sleep  one  night  in  a  lumber  yard. 

The  weather  was  very  bad,  snowing  quite  hard; 
Quickly  he  found  a  place,  soon  was  asleep, 

Dreaming  of  hot  free  luiich  and  "schooners  "  nine  foot  deep; 
Bime-by  the  watchman,  making  liis  loiiuds. 

Found  the  bum  Bnoring  there  on  the  ground; 
Quickly  he  woke  him,  then  told  him  to  go 

Oat  of  the  lumtMsr  yard  into  the  euuw. 

Cborcs. 

•'I  don't  want  to  sleep  in  yonr  yard," 

This  is  what  the  bummer  said; 
••"Tou'd  be  sorry  if  I  landed  ■,  -   ' 

With  a  brick  upon  your  head. 
But  I  wouldn't  soil  my  hands  on 

Such  a  dirty  mug  lis  you;  ^ 

I  don't  want  to  sleep  ill  }  our  yard, 

Any  other  yard  will  do." 


OUR    GIRLS. 
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by  Henry  J  W»hmsn.l3fl<t  132  I'ark  Bow.  Nfw  York;  or  8,")*  87  K  Mndipon  ht,Chtcar'>. 
Write  to  eltlmr  one  of  the  ah.ve  ariilresMps  for  Fr^e  Cm  taloirun  of  Sonri..  Sonsr  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Qermao  Soug  Bouks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Thomas  Lellack. 


During  all  your  travels  'round,  have  you  paid  much  attention 
"To  tlie  difl'reut  type  of  women  folk— for  instance,  iu  New  York, 

The  pretty  little  Broadway  girl,  so  fleet  of  comprehension; 
The  style  that  they  pat  on,  the  movement,  manner  aud  the  walk;  thooe— 

Chorus. 

Oirls,  with  pearls  and  golden  curls,  along  Broadway;  :| 

They  all  seem  So  (lecuiiar  when  they  t>lare  that  way. 
And  say,  with  forced  sarcasm,  "  Who  you  looking  at,  you  Jayt" 
You'll  meet  some  lovely  maidens  here  along  Broadway. 

Should  yon  chance  to  stroll  down  town,  you'll  claim  tha^^it's  a  treat; 

It  really  is  worth  while  to  wait  for  hours  there,  to  see 
And  notice  what  a  diil  rence  in  the  young  girl  that  you'll  meet—  '; 

The  highly  typical  young  ladies  from  tue  Bowery;  those — 

Chorus. 

Girls  that  are  dead  "  in  it "  on  ilie  Bowery; 

Bold  on  there— what's  your  hurry,  Charlie,  wait  for  me; 

I'm  on,  you  want  to  shake  me?  Ah!  but  that  won't  go  with  met 

'Cause  yoa  can't  lose  me,  Charlie,  on  the  Bowery. 

'Coarse  you've  met  the  swell  young  girl  that  thinks  she  is  perfection. 

And  imagines  she  knows  all  regarding  strict  aociety; 
The  girl  ihul  overdoes  all  things,  her  manner  and  affection 

Would  lead  one  to  believe  that  she  was  "  'way,  'way  up  in  QI  "  th 


Chorus. 
Girls  that  "cawn't"  and  "shawn't"  npon  Fifth  Avenne;  ( 

That  really  do  imagine  they're  the  chosen  few; 

That  shake  hands  'way  up  there,  and  say.  "  Chauncey,  how  d'ye  doT" 
Those  over-rated  maidens  from  Fifth  Avenae. 

'Conrse  you've  heard  of  Thompson  Street,  where  wenches  can  be  found ; 

When  Sunday  conies,  dressed  in  their  best,  oh,  my,  but  they  look  gay; 
So  black  that  )ou  can't  find  them  when  the  night  comes  rolling  'round; 

But  dressed  so  loud  that  you  can  bear  them  half  a  mile  away;  those— 

Chorus. 

Wenches  that  go  strolling  'round  on  Thompson  Street; 
So  stout  they  have  to  waddle,  just  to  ease  their  feet; 
If  a  nigger  dare  insult  me,  with  a  stick  his  head  I'll  beat: 
I'm  a  lady,  every  inch  of  me,  on  Thompson  Street. 


— Funny  that  we  don't  find  oaf  liow  good  a  man  is  till  he  dies, 
or  how  bad  he  is  till  he  ruus'for  office. — The  Merry  Maker. 


—Returned  with  Thanks.— Spacer:   "  What  are  your  retHms ' 
from  joke  writing?"  Liner:  "The  jokes,  chiefly." 


^Ifed«« 
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Across  the  Sea,  I  Come  to  Thee. 

Coi>7right,  1S96,  by  The  Temple  Music  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rlgbts  i-ederved. 


The  Wordii  and  MuMc  of  thl«  aunfc,  arrantred  for  the  piano,  vlll  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
di-eu,  po«t-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cento;  or  thU  atxl  any  tnro  other  8on|rs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Heniy  J.  Webnian,  13il  &  132  Piirli  How,  New  Y.-rl{;  or  85  .t^  87  E.  Matlison  St..  ChicttRo. 
Write  to  eiilier  on«  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  (^^atalofrue  of  Soti^rH,  .Soiiff  BooWg, 
Sbeel  Mualc,  Uerniau  SonK  Booing,  Letter  Write<8,  Dream  Book?,  Juke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Arthur  J.  lAnib.    Husio  by  Geo.  Scblciffartb. 

Across  the  eca,  I  come  to  thee,  my  bonny  Lou,  my  sweetheart  true. 
And  iliie  is  all  my  son;;  shall  be,  I'm  suilint;  home  to  you; 
And  ev'ry  time  the  salt  winds  blow,  tliey  uhleper  of  joiirself,  I  know; 
And  every  time  the  suit  waves  leap,  your  name  is  echoed  o'er  the  deep. 

Refrain. 
Across  the  sea,  I  come  to  thee,  my  hoiniy  Lon,  my  sweetheart  true, 
And  tills  is  all  my  song  shall  be,  I'm  eaifniK  home  to  you: 
Across  the  sea,  I  come  to  thee,  tnv  bonny  Lou,  iiiy  sweetheart  true. 
And  this  is  all  my  eong  shall  he,  I'm  sailing  liume  to  you. 

Across  the  sea,  I  come  to  thee,  by  snnsct  brit;ht,  by  soft  moonlight, 

By  night,  by  day,  thy  face  I  see,  a  vision  of  deliglit; 

And  every  time  I  look  above,  I  see  the  heaven  of  our  love. 

And  every  time  I  look  below,  the  waves  with  love's  reflection  glow.— i?«^. 


>   SWEET    NORA    DARE. 

.    .  Copyright,  I89t,  by  The  Temple  Music  Oo.        '.; 


All  lights  i-eserred. 


Ths  Word*  and  Mniilc  of  this  S<>ng.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sentto.any  atf- 
dren.  poKt-paid.  on  rtM.-ciiit.  of  10  cents:  or  this  ami  any  t«o  other  Sonars  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  \Vehn>«n.l."iO  .t  132  I'nrk  Itow.  Nt-w  V'ork;  or85<t  «7  K  Mnrtlwn  st,Chte«*ro. 
Write  t"  eitliwr  one  of  the  al>  .ve  artdrcties  for  Free  Cutaloiriie  of  Soiign.  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Geriuaa  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dreaiii  Books,  Juke  Boulu.  etc 


Words  and  Music  by  P.  F.  Cainpigiio. 


NELLIE; 

-OR:- 

The  Welcome  at  Our  Home. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  Edward  A.  Saulfeld. 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  St>ng,  nnanged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress. pOKt-i'Mirt,  on  recolpt  of  40  cents;  or  this  ami  aM>  two  other  Sonus  for  One  Dollsr, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehmsn,  ISO  A  132  IV.rk  Row,  New  York;  or  85  &  87  K.  Mmlifon  »t.,Cliicittro. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  tlie  above  addresses  for  Free  Ciitalogue  of  f^ontrs.  Sonur  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Oerinan  Song  Books,  I<etter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Tbos.  ScauUii.    Music  by  Theo.  H.  Xorthrup. 


Strolling  homeward,  happy  in  love  und  snnshine:  ''''."' 

Thinking  of  her  wliom  I  love  so  true,  niv  lit-uri's  first  love  divine; 
My  own  trnc  sweetheHft,  Nellie,  my  l)rii:lit-<?ye<i  darling, 
The  fairest  of  all  tiie  fainst,  my  little  briglit-e>ed  queen. 
Nellie,  my  little  darling,  mv  fairy  queen; 
1^  Nellie,  as  cute  and  airy  as  e'er  was  seen; 
To  me  her  eyes  tell  a  story  of  love  iliat  is  all  my  own; 
The  sweetest  of  gifls  will  greet  me,  and  welcome  me  to  our  home. 

Nell,  my  sweetheart,  mine,  and  I'll  ever  love  her; 

Britfht  glossy  curls  and  two  dimpled  clieeke,  and  brown  eyes  that  look  so  sweet; 

So  cute  and  coy  is  Nellie,  my  little  sweetheart; 

She  runs  to  the  gate  to  meet  me,  with  heart  so  gay  and  free. 

Nellie,  my  little  darling,  my  fairy  queen,  etc. 

i        ;■■  •  .    •    ^ 

■■" '  ***  ' ;■  ■..■*■/.  ..■■" 

BOY    WANTED. 

'  ■■  .:,  ■  -•    ■-•»•' 

Copyright,  1895,  by  National  Music  Co.   All  rights  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-|is'd,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  t"o  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
I  by  Henry  J    Wehmnn.lSOA  132  Park  Row,  Nt-w  York:  or  85  A  87  IC.  MfMliKon  st.Chicsgo. 
Write  to  eithor  one  of  the  above  a(ldrcs.<:es  for  Fi-ee  Ciitalokrue  of  Soiics.  Song  Books, 
BlMet  Music,  Qerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


To  a  qnieto'den  Irish  town  in  midsummer  he  cnme. 

So  very  hainlsome,  lull  and  brown,  with  name  and  |.'ood  fame; 

And  there  on  the  snnds  slie  played,  our  sweet  Nora  Dare; 

She  was  a  little  Irish  miiid.  so  wonderful,  so  fair; 

One  lovely  morn  they  cliaiiced  to  meet — she  in  gown  so  sweet; 

As  days  went  gliding  pusi,  be  vowed  his  love  at  lust. 

Refrain. 

So  go" wherever  you  may,  sweet  love  is  sweet  love  alway; 
So  go  wherever  you  may,  sweet  love  is  love  alway. 

In  this  quaint  and  olden  little  town,  her  answer  to  him  is  "Ah,  nol  " 

And  yet,  though  lie  plead  and  frown,  she  says  fureweli  and  go! 

With  s»e<-t  blue  eyes  lookint;  on  the  sea,  and  saddened  tears  bedimmed; 

Altlio'  a  flphermun  was  he,  she  loves  him  with  all  her  soul; 

So  one  bright  day  in  December  be  returns  to  her. 

And  vowed  his  love  and  faithful  heart  would  never  from  her  put,— Sef rain. 


Yon  Can  Keep  Your  Playthings. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  National  Music  Co.    English  copyright  soured. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Words  by  Charles  Bradley.    Music  by  Geo.  May  wood. 


/I 


A  Jnvenlle  American  the  Fourth  would  celebnite: 

He  thought  a  can  of  kerosene  would  make  a  mclcet  great; 

So  ill  the  yard  he  placed  a  can,  and  in  it  dropped  a  liiiht, 

A  load  explosion  shook  the  ground  and  carried  him  from  sight. 

liEFRAIN. 

Boy  wanted!  boy  wanted  I  a  happy  home  has  lost  a  child; 
Boywantetll  boy  wanted!  a  family  with  grief  is  wild; 
Upon  a  very  distant  shore,  lie  with  the  angels  has  to  soar;    .    . 
He  can  return  to  earth  no  more— boy  wanted. 

A  bank  that  liad  grown  tired  of  cashiers  they  could  not  trust. 
Said,  "If  we  keep  on  hirlnt;  men,  most  certainly  we'll  bust; 
Just  for  a  change  we'll  try  a  bov,  who's  young  aiid  green,  instead," 
And  so  next  day  a  paper  had  a  lutle  "  ad."  that  read : 

Refrain. 
"  Boy  wnnted!  boy  wanted!  "  the  liaiik  riyht  qnicklj  got  a  boy; 
Boy  wanted!  boy  wanted!  who  they  as  ciishier  did  employ: 
The  boy  unto  them  proved  hie  salt;  to  steal  their  cash  was  his  great  fault; 
Be  only  left  tliat  bank  the  vault— boy  wanted. 

Upon  the  happy  seaside  shore.  In  golden  snmmer  time. 
You'll  see  tlfe  pretiy  costumed  girls  in  bathing  costumes  prime; 
But  very  often  not  a  man  will  ever  come  that  way. 
So  ail  those  pretty  little  girls  unto  each  other  say: 

Refrain. 
"Boy  wanted!  boy  wanted!  Of  course,  we  sooner  wonid  have  men; 
Boy  wanted!  boy  wanted!  but  boys  will  suit  us  now  and  then — 
A  few  nice  boys  with  whiskers  neat,  and  not  afraid  of  maidens  sweet. 
Who  can  old  gags  of  love  refieat— boy  wanted. 

Our  Senate  is  a  little  slow  in  everything  they  do; 
They  can  say  yes,  or  else  siiy  no,  but  that  is  all  they  do; 
The  years  go  flying  quick  enough,  without  an  action  done, 
But  if  they  follow  this  advice,  a  victory  may  be  won : 

Refrain.  .    -    ' 

Boy  wanted!  boy  wanted!  to  run  aroun<l  and  make  a  bluff; 
Boy  wanted!  boy  wanted!  the  Senate  needs  one  had  enough; 
There's  something  ihey  the  boy  can  teach,  'lis  hard  to  practice  what  yon  preach, 
'TIS  easier  to  make  a  speech— boy  wanted. 


The  Words  and  Mu!:ic  of  this  Song,  arianged  for  tlie  piano,  will  hs  Kent  to  any  ad- 
dre-s?.  pofit  paid,  on  reofipt  of  40  ••eiit«;  or  this  and  any  two  oUi*T  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Uelnnnn.  IW  A  13a  I'urk  Row,  N.w  York;  or  85  A  87  K  MhcIisou  8t  ,  Cliicago. 
V.' rite  lo  ritht-r  one  i>f  tlie  aliove  addiesws  f'^r  Kiee  Catoi'i^-ne  of  Swings,  Sohk  Bo^s, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Wiiteia,  Uieuni  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 

Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lu.mb.    Music  l>y  H.  H.  Thiele. 

"  '  "■•■■  -  "■    "   .'■ 

A  sweet  little  hoy  nnd  a  dear  little  maid 
Were  playing  one  day  in  a  garden's  cool  shade;  :  ,. 

They  rode  in  a  wheel-harrow,  playeii  with  their  toys, 
Atid  lived  in  the  pleasure  of  youtli  and  iis  joys;  •  ■    ' 

But  growing  qiitie  weary,  the  lioy,  half  to  tease, 
J.  Took  little  May's  doll,  \vhicli  he  broke  nt  the  kneeo: 

The  joung  girl,  heart-hroUeii,  with  clieeks  biiriiiiig  red, 
Said,  "Give  me  my  playthings,"  and  then  the  boy  said: 

Chorus. 
■  ■■  ,  *'  You  can  keep  your  playthings,  they're  no  good  to  me; 

■ '■      I  don't  want  your  playMiiiigs,  since  so  mean  you'll  l>e; 
Silly  little  tiirls  like  you,  silly  things  will  do: 
You  can  keep  your  playthings,  and  I  don't  like  you.'' 

The  little  boy'e  mother  came  out  in  the  yard. 
And  saw  the  young  irlrl  there  a-cryini;  so  hard; 
.  .-■  She  took  the  young  girl  and  said.  "There,  do  not  cry, 

To-morrow  another  new  doll  I  will  buy." 
Tlie  little  boy  llieii  took  the  hand  of  the  miss. 
And  sealed  future  friendship  witli  many  a  kiss; 
The  girl  yot  a  new  doll  the  very  next  day,  , 

And  never,  no  never,  the  boy  has  to  B&y:— Chorus. 


SOME     DANCED     THE     LANCERS. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Francis,  Day  A  Hunter.    English  copyright  secured. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  anr  ad- 
dress, post-paid.  Oil  receipt  of  40  CBiit.o;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonpg  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehmsn.  130  A  i:«  fark  Row,  Kew  York;  or  85  *  87  E.  Mn(1iM)n  Ht.Chteago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  ttie  above  addresses  for  Free  Cntaloirue  of  Soiifrs,  Song  Bo^s, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


Written  by  Ijester  Barrett.     Composed  by  Lester  Thonias. 


Every  Christmas  time  we  went  to  Uncle  Ned's,  on  pleasure  lient; 

As  sure  as  e'er  the  time  came  'round,  a  jolly  party  would  lie  found; 

Eating  raUes  and  drinking  wine,  all  the  ladies  looked  divine: 

Ail  ibe  tables  cleared  away,  and  tiieo  the  baud  commeoced  to  play.  ^    ; 

Chorus. 
And  some  danced  tlie  lancers,  and  some  the  gay  quadrille,      '    •'         ^ 
And  others  danced  the  polka,  and  danced  it  with  a  will,  ra  ra  FB  ra  ra  ra; 
Uncle  Ned  was  iiearl-y  dead,  and  Aunty  lost  her  wit:; 
They  got  into  a  corner,  and  they  danced  an  Irisli  jig. 

Uncle  was  a  good  old  sort,  and  very  fond  of  good  old  poi^t; 
'I'here's  aunty,  she  was  just  i  he  s.Tine,  she  always  joineii  in  every  game; 
"Hunt  the  slipper."  "  Blindinan's  Buff,"  Ihey  ne'er  S'-em  to  have  enough; 
Dancing,  singing,  all  the  while,  just  in  tlie  good  old-fashioned  style.— CAo. 

Ev'ry  guest  must  sing  or  play,  or  else  a  fine  they'd  have  to  pay: 

And  Uncle  always  made  ns  roar  «  hen  be  sang  out,  "  One  jiolka  morel  " 

Then  on  Aunty  he  would  call,  sing  us,  "Over  the  garden  wall," 

Or  "My  Jaue.'my  pretty  Jane,"  and  then  the  band  commenced  again. —  Cho. 

Time  for  parting,  half-pnst  four,  but  still  the  guests  ail  wanted  more; 
"Just  one  more  dance,  ami  that's  the  last;  "  and  ilien  the  glasses  'round  were 
Uncie,  smilinsr,  all  serene,  started  off.  "God  Save  the  Queen;"  [passed; 

Then  we  all  went  home  to  bed,  and  dreamed  of  Aunt  and  Uncle  Ned. — (Jhoriu. 


J. 
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Moonlit  Night  on  Southern  Waters. 

CopyriKbt,  1891,  by  Tbe  Teiniile  Muslu  Co.     All  rlKhts  reaervod. 


The  Wnrdu  ami  Muxlc  --f  this  Soiik,  arranited  for  the  piano,  will  be  aeiit  to  any  ad- 
dr«>*,  |Hii<t-i>aiil.  nil  recfipt  of  10  cento:  or  thU  and  aiiy  two  nther  Sonin  for  One  Dollar, 
by  H-nrv  J  \Vehm«ii.  ISO  A  l.«  I'lirk  Row.  Nfw  York:  or  85  ft  117  E.  Mndlnon  Ht.Chlcaffo. 
Write  to  f>itli«r  one  of  the  ah  .ve  addreiweia  for  Free  Cutalotrue  of  Sonirii.  Sons  Book*, 
8be«(  Muaic,  Qernian  Suni;  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Words  by  Florence  N.  Reynoldx.    Muolc  by  D.  H.  MaglO. 


The  moon  shinoa  liriuliily  on  the  river,  the  air  i»  sweet  with  perfume  rare, 
Aiitl  ull  is  |>eiice— the  world  ror);eitiiik!.  there  is  uut  iii  it  Ktief  or  care. 
Above  the  ri|>|iliiiu'  of  tlie  u'iiicr»,  a  bird's  sweet  uotes  my  thouKhta  recall; 
They  travel  tu  niu  fr-jin  the  Uistuiice,  a  inidnitfbt  greetlD^  auto  all. 

[flowers; 
Could  life  know  nnueht  hut  peace  of  nioonlii;lit,  could  it  he  filled  with  frnKrant 
The  ^vtwvfi  of  birdi<  our  only  ^reeiiiit;,  oh,  what  a  world  would  UieD  be  ours. 
Could  life  know  uau^ht  but  peace  of  luooulight,  etc. 

Oh,  inoonlit  iiii;ht  on  Southern  waters;  oh,  chnrmini;  bird  notes,  do  not  ceaee; 
To  me,  u  waiKlerer,  they  carry  a  world  of  comfort  and  of  peace; 
Oh,  mooulii  iiioht  on  Southern  wateri<,  oh,  cliurniinK  bird  notes,  do  not  cease, 
To  me,  a  wauderer,  they  carry  a  world  uf  comfort  and  of  peace. 


Oh !  How  I  Do  Love  Sally  Ann. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Wm.  H.  Heanainaun. 
All  rlKbta  reserved. 


The  Word*  and  Music  •>(  this  8»nir.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  any  ad 
drena,  poHt-fatd,  on  recel|it  of  10  cents:  or  thi»  and  any  two  other  8on|{S  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehmnn,  130  .(  |:«  Vark  Kow,  NVw  York:  or  86  ft  87  K.  Mndlimn  Ht.,Chicairo, 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ithive  uitdresses  for  Free  CutaloKUe  of  Sontrs,  Sonic  BoolU, 
Sheet  Muaic,  Qermon  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  ato. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  H.  Sewell. 


My  sweetheart's  a  dear  little  fairy,  uud  Sally's  her  name,  don't  yon  •««; 
We  holh  live  down  in  ilie  smiie  alley— iihe  says  she  loves  uo  one  but  me; 
Iler  uose  lios  a  Nliglit  eievaiion,  lier  hair  is  the  color  of  tan, 
lier  voice  is  iilte  little  birds  siugiD^,  oli,  how  I  do  love  Sally  Ann. 

Rkfbain. 

Sully,  Sally,  how  I  love  Sally,  belle  of  our  ally; 
Sally,  Sully,  oh,  how  I  do  love  Sully  Ann. 

My  sweetheart  plays  on  the  piuno,  she  sings  all  the  songs  of  the  day; 

The  iieii;libor8  near  by  call  It  squalliiik!,  and  sav  that  they'll  all  move  away; 

She  liiis  lots  of  heaiis  every  evt-nint!,  ami  [  am  her  best  youni;  man; 

With  tliniiiK  she  drives  me  'most  crazy,  but,  uh,  I  do  love  Sally  Ann.— i?</ratn. 

Iler  eyes  are  liUe  little  stars  twinklincr,  she  has  such  a  sweet,  winning  way; 
I  think  she  has  surely  hewitcheil  me,  I'm  iirt;ln);  her  to  name  the  day; 
She  says  she's  loo  young  to  be  marrie<l,  she'll  have  a  good  time  while  she  can. 
While  1  am  uuliupi>y  aud  wretched,  but,  oh,  iiow  I  love  Sally  Ann.— J7^»-ain. 


I'll  Not  Go  Out  with  Riley  Any  More. 
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Wurds  aud  Music  by  Harry  8.  Miller. 


My  old  friend  Johnnie  Riley  says,  "  Come  Mac,  alnng  with  ma; 
I  mean  to  draw  me  pension  and  we'll  have  a  real  old  spree; 
W*;'li  both  go  down  to  Murphy's,  tlieii  we'll  stop  in  on  Magee, 
And  have  a  drink  or  two  ai  Mis8<-s  Grady's." 
Says  I,  "  Now,  John,  come  home:  l^uve  the  drink  and  stuff  alone, 

And  you'll  feel  ihe  l>etter  miui  to-morrow  morn." 
"Devil-a-foot,"  he  suys,  "  I  will,  sure  1  mean  to  liave  me  fill,'* 

So,  like  a  fool,  I  hud  to  go  along. 

(Chorus. 
But  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more; 

Every  bone  wiililn  me  body  since  is  sore; 
Sure  lie  got  me  In  a  fltfht.  and  leave  them  lock  me  np  all  uight, 

No!  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 

Next  morning  Riley  Bald  to  me,  "  Indeed,  I'm  sorry.  Mack." 

Says  I,  "  I  want  no  sympathy  or  anything  like  that; 

Now  if  you  had  stood  by  me  when  you  got  ine  iu  a  scrap, 

I  would'nt  l>t-eu  the  siulit  I  um  this  morning." 

Says  he,  "'I'ut.  tut,  don't  fret,  fure  I've  plenty  money  yet; 

Now  cheer  up,  and  we'll  iro  ont^nd  take  a  drop  " — 
So,  like  a  fool  uiiain,  sure  I  did  tnu  very  same. 

And  went  with  Riiey,  when  I  swore  I'd  not. 

Chorus. 
But  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more; 

Just  for  fun,  he  poked  a  p'liceman  in  the  jaw; 
Then  he  ran  away,  did  he,  and  let  the  copper  collar  me, 

So  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 

Now  Riley,  iiere  a  week  ago,  went  out  one  night  alone, 

Alihough  he  called  around  for  me,  I'm  t;lud  I  wasn't  home; 

Me  wife,  slie  says,  "  It's  likely  thnt  you'll  find  him  at  McQlone'S." 

Suys  he,  '•  I'll  stop  tlierf.  Misses  McAnally." 

lle'd  gone  a  bloclc  or  mort^  when  a  dangling  wire  be  saw. 

And  so  gently  in  the  liret-zes  di<l  it  sway, 
And  he  thought  the  w  ire  was  dead,  but  'twas  fall  of  life  luatead. 
That  happened  just  a  week  ago  to-day. 

Chorus.  ■  " 

But  I'll  not  uo  out  with  Riley  any  more; 
It  was  yestenlay  the  last  of  him  I  saw; 
As  the  funenil  wound  away,  sure  then  I  to  meself  did  ny. 
Now,  I  cun'i  go  uut  with  Riley  any  more. 


WITH    HOME    AND    MOTHER 
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Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  Lutie  St.  Clair. 


I  long  for  the  dear  old  days  of  yore,  for  the  friends  of  long  ago; 
I  long  for  the  home  of  my  boyhood  days,  for  the  joys  I  used  to  know, 
At^  now  with  one  hope  in  my  aching  breast,  for  one  more  thing  I  yearu. 
To  find  in  my  native  village  rest,  to  my  home  I  will  return.  p 

Refrain. 
Once  more  I'll  see  the  dear  old  home:  of  homes  thCTe's  no  snch  other: 
No  more  my  etepe  shall  wayward  roam,  I'm  back  with  home  aud  mottier. 

The  joys  and  the  griefs  of  days  long  gone,  oh,  what  ore  they  to  me  now, 
For  my  heart  is  restless  with  its  woes,  and  care,  care  is  on  my  brow;  i    - 

But  the  dear  old  face  of  my  iixither  will  l>e  smiling  still  as  sweet,  ^ 

Aud  love  shall  reigu  iu  our  hearts  again,  all  is  perfect  aud  complete.— /?</Vain. 

She  folds  me  close  to  her  dearest  heart,  that  dear  heart  of  all  the  tiest; 
Though  life  muy  have  brouk?ht  full  many  a  smart;  in  love,  love  I  now  find  rest; 
The  storms  may  rage,  thoiit;h  friends  i>e  false,  I  have  no  more  to  gain; 

My  mother's  love  will  soothe  ull  woes,  and  will  turu  to  joy  my  pain.— .ff^/rain. 


PAT  WILEY^S  OLD  BACK  STOOP 
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Words  by  William  LewU  Elliott.    Muslo  by  Theo.  H.  Nortbrup. 

Many  happy  evenlncs  I  spent  when  but  a  lad 

With  some  other  fellow's  sister,  quite  safe  away  from  dad; 

We  gathered  in  the  eveniiiL',  a  merrv,  honest  group. 

For  to  learu  tbe  waltz  step  on  Pat  Wiley's  old  back  stoop. 

Chorus. 
First  four,  side  four,  all  waltz  around; 

The  l>oys  and  t;irls  all  dancinu  to  ihe  innsic's  Bwe«'test  sonud; 
Kitty  played  the  organ,  and  Bowman  played  the  flute. 
While  we  danced  the  wattz  step  ou  Pat  Wiley's  old  back  stoop. 

Pretty  Mamie  Reilly,  with  dimpled  rosy  face, 

Bite's  my  girl,  my  steady  sweetheart,  with  her  I  hold  first  place. 

And  Jertmiah  Josliias,  who  used  to  liave  the  croup. 

Used  to  dunce  the  waltz  step  ou  Pat  Wiley's  old  back  stoop. —  Chorus. 

When  the  cocks  were  crowing,  our  homeward  way  we  took, 

Wliile  we  sang  the  dear  old  Ijymn  tunes  we  learned  from  Parson  Cook; 

Those  many  happy  eveniiiKS  I  spent  there  in  the  group. 

When  we  leurueu  tbe  waltz  step  on  Pat  Wiley's  old  back  stoop.— CAortM. 
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ON    BROADWAY. 
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Words  by  Sydney  Roseufeld.    Music  by  Ludwig  E^glaender. 

Throngh  a  city  of  sunshine  a  pathway  is  winding. 

And  llKht  are  the  footsteps  that  follow  along; 
Oh,  what  are  thev  seekint;,  and  what  are  they  finding. 

This  merry,  this  moving,  this  marvellous  tlirongf 
In  a  city  of  snnshiuc,  'tis  a  vale  of  light  laughter; 

No  street  in  the  world  is  so  glowingly  gay: 
*Tis  the  Kladness  of  now,  witli  no  thoiignt  of  hereafter, 

That  fills  us  and  thrills  ns  us  we  walk  on  Broadway, 

That  fills  us  aud  thrills  us  as  we  walk  on  Broadway. 
Repuain. 

It's  always  fair  and  golden  weather,  on  Broadway; 

Our  hearts  are  light  as  lightest  feather,  on  Broadway; 

All  hop«'s  and  drennis  they  croyvd  together,  on  Broadway; 

There  is  uo  room  for  grief  aud  gloom,  on  Broadway. 

There's  a  great  "  Piccadilly  "  that  Londoners  boast  of. 
And  "  Unter  der  Linden,"  the  German's  delight; 

The  *'  Bonlevanls  "  of  Paris,  the  French  make  the  most  of; 
The  '*  Corso  "  of  Rome,  that  can  dazzle  the  sight. 

But  all  the  world's  highways  and  all  the  world's  by-wayg 
Seem  lacking  in  one  tiling,  forever  and  aye; 

'TIS  a  warmth  almost  tender  that  ulows  thro'  the  splendor. 
The  heart  and  the  sunsliine  of  tlear  old  Broadway, 
The  heart  aud  the  sunsliine  of  dear  old  Broadway.— iFeAain. 
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—A  Good  Memory.—"  I  never  forpet  a  joke  tLat  I  once  tear." 
remarked  Droner.  "  No;"  returned  Wiggins,  wearily,  "  aud  you 
don't  give  any  oue  else  u  chance  to! "  i  ^.  . '     ;  •  -^  .  j. '.  "■:   ' 
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SAY,    LOVE,    YES,    LOVE.     / 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  H.  Friday,  Jr. 


A  youth  between  the  dances  tried  bia  fuithfiil  love  to  tell  '.''.'' 

Uulo  "i  Bweet-faced  maiden  wbora  he  thought  lid  love  him  well; 

He  asked  her  then  lo  l>e  his  bride,  but  she  eeeaied  not  to  hear; 

Instead,  she  walked  oft  with  a  frieud,  Jack's  words  still  in  ber  ear:  . .  ^J^-; 

Chorub.  ; 

:  '_         Say,  love,  yes,  love,  that  yon  will  marry  me; 

That  you'll  share  my  earthly  lot,  no  matter  what  it  be; 
Come,  love,  do,  love,  answer  with  one  Bwect  kiss: 
And  we'll  walk  ou  arm-iu-arm,  through  life  in  blies. 

She  really  loved  Jack,  but  to  teaec  him,  feigned  she  did  not  care, 
And  kie  went  off,  not  knowing  that  her  heart  was  waiiinc  there; 
Two  years  went  by,  she  wished  him  back;  slie  often  spoke  his  name. 
And  longed  to  have  him  couie  and  ask  that  question  ewcet  aguiu:— C'Aort<«. 

Jack  thouKht  that  time  and  distance  might  make  him  that  love  forget, 

But  still  he  loved  her  just  the  (<anie,  and  deep  was  his  regret; 

He  crossed  the  sea  iind  nsked  once  more  tliiii  she  would  name  the  day. 

And  she  whose  heart  had  e'er  been  his,  this  time  ne'er  answered  "  Nay!  "—Cfw. 


DA-DA. 
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Words  by  Sydney  Rosenfeld     Music  by  Ludwig  Eiiglaeuder. 


u 


The  play's  the  thing,  the  play's  the  thing;  we'll  fill  it  full  of  novel  schemes; 

or  coming  centuries  we'll  sing,  of  golden  thoughts  and  flowing  <lreams; 

I'll  liave  him  wriie  a  scene  for  me,  wherein  I'll  act  a  mtiiiish  part. 

While  all  beneutli  my  garb  may  see  my  tender  woman's  heart. 

The  play's  the  thing,  the  play's  the  thing;  that's  why  we  siiy,  that's  why  we  siugl 

The  play's  the  thing,  the  play  s  the  thing;  that's  why  we  suy,  that's  why  we  slug! 

And  I  shall  have  him  write  a  part,  to  give  my  voice  its  long-songht  chance; 
To  make  some  impresvario  start,  iind  hail  me  like  a  bird  from  France; 
I'll  tell  my  tale  in  florid  phrase,  and  speuk  entirely  on  the  staff; 
I  How  my  cadeuzns  shall  amaze  those  scoffers  come  to  laugh.  -  t. 

The  play's  the  thing,  the  play's  the  thing,  etc.  ,■■..   ' 

And  I  will  play  a  part  as  well,  that  will  not  need  a  lot  of  speech; 
The  sentiments  that  words  can't  tell,  are  all  witliin  the  <1ancer's  reacb; 
When  racking  thoughts  ilistress  the  mind  and  cues  are  flying  to  und  fro, 
A  consolation  I  shall  find  in  answering  with  my  toe. 
The  play's  tiie  lliiiig,  the  play's  the  thing,  etc. 


McNAMARA.    I 
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Words  by  Sydney  Ruseufeld.    Music  by  Ludwig  EngIae«der,-->   .> 

Who  has  got  persnaxlve  eloquence  that  thrills  you  thro'  and  thro'f  McNamarat 

(^Ao»'«*.)^— McNamara. 
(5Wo.)— As  nn  after-dinner  speaker,  who  can  pnlverize  Depewf  McNamaral 

(6'Aori/».)— McNamaral 
{Solo.)— Vfbo  can  sway  the  people's  feelings  with  unbounded  tact  and  skill? 
Who  can  make  them  do  his  bidding,  with  the  power  of  his  will? 
And  who  was  it  reconciled  Grover  Cleveland  with  Dave  Hill?  McNamaral 
(CAoriw.)— McNamaral 
(5''>to.)— He's  the  great  American-Irish  citizen,  let  us  do  him  proudt 
Yes,  we  love  to  do  him  proud!  he  Is  the  boss  of  every  crowd; 
He's  the  great  American-Irish  citizen,  let  us  do  him  proud; 
And  who  can  find  a  braver  kind  than  McNamara. 

Who's  so  full  of  charity  that  philanthropists  all  are  stunned?  McNamaral 

( CAorii*.)— McNamara! 
(Solo).— Aud  who  lieads  the  vast  donations  to  the  antitozine  fund?  McNamara! 

(CAo»-»/n.)— McNamaral 
(5Wo.)— Who's  the  frieud  of  female  siiffrage  who  will  roll  their  cause  along? 
Who's  the  only  true  reformer  in  the  whole  pretentious  throng? 
And  who  whispers  words  of  council  in  the  ear  of  Major  Strong?  McNamaral 
( 6' Aor'/»  )— McNamaral  »,  , 

He's  the  great  American-Irish  citizen,  etc.  '  ■  «    ' 

Who  consorts  with  all  the  crowned  beads  of  the  nation,  to  a  man?  McNamara! 
(CAo»-M».)— McNamaral  [maral 

(Solo.)— Wito'B  the  only  man  can  stop  the  fight  'twlxt  China  and  Japan?  McNa- 

(CAo»''/#.)— McNamaral 
(5oto  )— In  New  York,  who  is  the  only  one  can  stop  all  crime's  increase? 
Who's  the  only  true  immaculate  cnBto<Iian  of  the  peace 
To  reorganize  the  broken  and  demoralized  police?  McNamaral  ..-.-';. 

(  C  Aon**.)— McNamara  I 
He's  the  great  Aniericau-Irish  citizen,  etc. 
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Words  by  George  Cooper.     Mu»ic  by  W.  H.  Friday,  Jr. 

Oh,  the  birds  of  summer  sing  their  song,  and  sweet  it  is  to  hear;      -   -:-v 
You  could  listen  to  it  all  day  long,  'tis  joy  unto  the  ear; 
But  there's  a  lovelier  song  to  me,  when  toils  of  day  are  o'er;      •       '      . 
A  tiny  voice  of  melody,  that  greets  me  at  the  door, 

Chorcs.  -      ' 

Da-da!  Da-da!  that's  what  baby  says; 
Da-da!  Da-da!  oh,  such  pretty  ways, 
Shakes  his  little  hands  with  glee,  ^ 

■  .    .  .  Gives  me  kisses — one,  two,  three, 

Uuppy  as  a  bird  when  calling  Da-da! 

Tbongh  the  day  may  weary  seem  and  sad,  there's  rest  for  me  at  borne. 
For  the  baby's  smile  it  makes  me  glad,  when  to  my  door  I  roam; 
He  holds  his  dimpled  arme  out  so,  und,  with  a  canning  smile. 
Begins  to  softly  coo  aud  crow,  aud  murmur  all  the  while:— C'Aonw. 

Oh,  I'd  rather  miss  tlie  light  of  day,  the  stars  that  grace  the  sky. 
Than  to  miss  tins  word  I  hear  him  suy,  when  toil  for  me  goes  by; 
Before  his  pretty  eye-lids  close,  at  twilight's  tranquil  fall; 
Wtiile,  liJie  a  flower,  he  seeks  repose,  I  hear  the  baby  call:— CAona. 


JUST    SIXTEEN. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  A.  Scull  &  Co.    All  righto  reeerveiL 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  ceiitK;  or  tliii'  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSO*  i:e  Park  Kow.  New  York;  or  86  A  117  E  M»dlM>n  Ht  .Chleacn. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ahove  addresses  for  Free  Cjitalogue  of  Songs.  Song  BMMi, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouka,  tte. 


Words  by  Samuel  M.  Peck.    Hualc  by  A.  Scull. 

The  starlight,  through  the  lattice  vine,  fell  slanting  on  her  brow. 
The  roses  white,  with  dew  a-shine,  swayed  on  the  wind-rock  bough. 
And  waved  a  perfume  qiiiiint  atJd  fine,  like  incense  'ronnd  her  month. 
Where  dwelt,  'mid  curve  aud  hue  divine,  the  giamoor  of  the  south. 

Refrain 

Just  sixteen  years  of  joys  and  fears,  just  sixteen  years  hath  she; 

Her  eyes  are  blue,  her  heart  is  true,  she's  all  the  world  to  me. 

The  rose  tree  hid  the  stiirs  from  me,  but  I  could  watch  her  eyes;    . 
They  shone  like  stars  upon  the  sea.  soft-niirnir'd  from  the  skies;  : 
Her  little  hands  upon  her  knees,  in  folded  stillness  lay. 
And  the  dusk  gloomed  wiusomely,  like  lily  buds  astray. 

Refrain. 
Just  sixteen  years  of  joys  and  fears,  just  sixteen  years  hath  she; 
Her  faith  is  sure,  her  soul  is  pure,  she's  all  the  world  to  me. 

A  silence  fell,  it  seemed  a  spell  had  fallen  on  my  sweet: 
I  saw  her  quiv'ring  bosom  swell,  I  heard  my  heart  a-lieat; 
I  spoke,  but  what  I  cannot  tell,  I  hardly  know  the  rest. 
But  just  before  her  teardrops  fell,  I  clasped  ber  to  my  breast. 

Refiiain. 

Just  sixteen  years  of  smiles  and  tears,  just  sixteen  years  hath  she; 

The  wedding  chimes  will  ring  betimes,  for  my  bride  she  will  be. 


:         SAM    AND    DER    SHARK.     • 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  H.  Friday,  Jr. 


Dere  was  once  a  lot  ob  colored  folks  gwine  to  de  promised  l4>d; 
Dey  got  on  l)6krd  a  schooner,  wid  a  swell,  brai»s  nigger  band; 
Dey  sailed  upon  de  waters  rough,  exceptin' one  big  coon. 
Who  said,  I'se  gwine  to  swiiiT,  I  Is,  III  git  dar  just  as  soon, 
Den  he  dove  in  and  started  out,  de  day  was  mild  and  fair; 
A  mighty  swimmer,  'deed  he  was,  wid  lots  ob  breff  to  spare; 
He  kept  a-goin'  wid  de  boat,  de  niggers  dey  did  yell; 
'Twas  such  a  sight  to  see  dat  coon  a-keepin'  up  so  well. 

Chorus. 
Whohl  Sam,  bet  yer  can't  a  do  it!  Whoh!  Sam,  bet  yer  can't  a  do  Itt 

Whoh!  Sam,  bet  yer  can't  a  do  it.  now  you'd  better  git  on  board; 
Whoh!  Sam,  bet  yer  can't  a  do  it!  Whoh!  Sam,  liet  yer  can't  a  do  id 
Whohl  Sam,  bet  yer  can't  a  do  it,  all  dem  pickaniuuies  roared. 

Now  Sam  kept  right  'long  beside  dat  hoat,  as  happy  as  could  be; 

He  swam  for  lots  oh  miles,  he  did,  'till  he  got  out  ta  sea; 

Den  looked  around  and  saw  a  shark,  dat  poor  man  he  done  shake; 

And  yelled,  oh,  bred'ren  pull  me  up,  he'll  eat  me  like  a  cake; 

He  spied  ahead  de  promised  land,  what  made  dat  nigger  quail; 

Dar  was  a  lion  on  dat  shore,  a-shakiu' of  his  tail; 

Just  den  dat  lion  made  a  spring,  let  ont  a  fearful  roar;    _  -   '-'  _ 

He  jumped  clear  past  dat  nigger's  head  into  der  shark's  big  Jaw. — Chorus. 

At  last  dey  reached  de  promised  land,  as  in  dey  sail  from  aea; 

Old  Peter  at  de  gate  dey  saw,  wid  heart  so  fall  ob  glee; 

He  greeted  dem  so  kindly  and  he  shook  dem  by  de  hand. 

Just  den  a  mighty  storm  arose,  and  shook  de  solid  land; 

De  tlinnder  roared,  der  linhtning  flashed,  der  coons  were  filled  wid  fright; 

And  Sam,  wid  just  one  mighty  jump,  on  Peter's  back  he  light; 

He  grabbed  him  by  de  ha'r.  he  did,  der  keys  from  him  he  tore; 

Den  went  inside  aud  locked  de  gate,  oh,  how  dem  niggers  swore.— CAort^. 
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Words  and  Huslc  by  Felix  McQleunon. 


What  are  the  fashions  and  follies  of  llfef  only  an  empty  dream; 
Ouly  a  harden  of  trouble  and  titrife,  as  we  drift  ailown  the  stream; 
A  fig  for  your  worldly  pleaeiiree,  how  vt-ry  booh  tliey  cloy; 
But  ttaeie^  'mongst  your  sweet  tiome  treusures,  you  can  flud  purest  Joy. 

Chorus. 
In  a  sniiK  little  home  of  your  own, 
A  snuR  little  home  of  yonr  own; 
'    With  smiling  fuc<-8  'round,  trne  btippiness  is  found, 
In  a  snug  little  home  of  your  owu. 

SecUne  excitement  yon  often  mny  go.  out  with  the  busy  throng; 
And,  lilte  a  butterfly,  flit  to  und  fro,  as  you  sing  a  worldly  song; 
When  pleasure's  liriglit  flame  is  burniui;,  into  the  blaze  you  fly; 
Aud  then  from  temptatiou  turning,  for  purer  life  you  sigh.— 6Vu>r»«. 

When  honest  love  in  yonr  heart  finds  a  place,  brii;ht  as  the  sun's  your  life; 
Plans  for  the  future,  in  fancy,  you  truce,  with  a  sweet  and  pure  young  wife; 
You're  hopefully,  tenderly  gazing  Into  futurity; 
Bright  castles  in  air  yon're  buildiug,  thinking  when  yon  will  be— CA&ru«. 


THE    G-AY    COQUETTE. 
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Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.     Music  by  Oeorge  SchleiSarth. 

I  see  her  yet,  the  fair  coquette, 

Arriiyed  in  gorgeous  fushinn. 
With  dainty  feet  she  trips  the  street. 

Intent  alone  on  niasiiiD'; 
Such  cunning  smiles,  such  artless  wiles. 

And  charms  to  drive  one  frantic; 
She  is,  in  truth,  with  all  her  youth, 
.'  A  creature  most  roinaniic, 

A  creatuie  most  romautic. 

Refrain. 

The  gay  coquette!  the  gny  coquette!  the  girl  that  every  one  has  met. 

The  one  you  never  can  forget,  the  pny  coquette!  the  gay  coquette! 
The  gay  coquette!  the  gay  coquette!  the  girl  that  every  one  has  met. 
The  oue  you  never  can  forget,  the  festive,  guy  Coquette. 

The  eowna  she'll  wear,  make  people  stare, 

A'.do  her  dainty  bonnet; 
It's  worth  her  while  to  live  in  style. 

And  you  may  In-t  upon  it; 
By  day  or  night  she  gives  delight. 

She  sets  the  young  men  crazy. 
And  so  they  each  say  she's  a  "peach  "— 

In  otiier  words,  a  daisy; 

lu  Other  words,  a  daisy.— i?<^/'aln. 


THE    MERRY-GO-ROUND. 
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Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  Harry  F.  Carson, 


I  went  with  my  htiiu  to  n  small  country  fair. 
We  breathed  love's  affections  to  encli  other  there. 
When,  all  of  n  nndden,  he  paid,  "I'll  he  houinj 
If  we  won't  take  a  ride  in  the  merry-go-round." 
The  n)eiry-i;o-ri'Uii(l,  the  merry-go-round. 
Two  seats  in  a  car  we,  with  some  trouble,  found; 
The  man  blew  a  whistle,  the  music  did  sound. 
And  off,  with  a  rash,  went  the  merry -go-rouud. 

The  car  went  around  at  a  rollickinc  speed. 
And  we  both  enjoyed  the  excitement,  indeed; 
And  since  there  were  none  in  the  car  but  we  two. 
We  did  as  most  lovers  are  certain  to  do. 
In  tlie  merry-go-round,  the  merry-go-round. 
The  motion  was  sonietlnni;  to  make  the  heart  bound, 
Sucli  joys  in  my  life  I  had  ne'er  biTore  found. 
So  we  kiesetl  aud  made  up  in  the  merry-go-round. 

When,  all  of  a  sudden,  we  heard  a  great  crash. 
The  wheel  and  the  ciirs  all  fell  down  with  a  smash. 
And  while  we  were  wond'ring  whiit  miscliief  was  there. 
We  both  went  n-flyintr,  with  heels  in  tlie  air. 
From  the  merry-uo-round.  the  merry-go-round; 
We  picked  ourselves  up  niid  we  skipped  off  the  grouud. 
And  now  when  we  look  for  such  joys,  I'll  l>e  bound, 
We  go  somewhere  else  than  ihe  merry-go-round. 


\      ANSWER    WITH    A   KIS& 
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Words  by  Wm.  H.  Gardner.    Music  by  Wra.  H.  FMday.  Jr. 


Tell  me,  little  sweetheart,  why  you  tremble  sof 

Why  yonr  cheeks  are  liluBhint;,  why  your  dear  eyes  glowf 

Do  you  love  me,  darlinuf  all  I  ask  is  this. 

Tell  me,  little  sweetheart,  answer  with  a  kiss. 

RErRAIN. 

Summer  days  are  golden,  skies  are  fair  and  bright: 
Hearts  are  filled  with  sunshine,  thrilled  by  love's  delight; 
Listen,  little  sweetheart,  ail  I  ask  is  this. 
Do  you  love  me,  darlingf  answer  with  a  kisa. 

Tell  nie,  little  sweetheart,  why  yonr  hand  clasps  minet 
Why  our  hearts  are  beatintr,  in  love's  wondrous  time? 
Why  are  robins  singing  songs  of  purest  bliss? 
Have  they  guessed  our  secret?  auswer  with  a  kisa.— i?</iratn. 

Tell  me,  little  sweetheart,  shall  we  ever  part? 

Will  no  shadows  gatlier  in  your  precious  heartT 

Can  yon  trust  me,  darling?  all  I  ask  is  this; 

Say  yoa  love  me,  darliug— answer  w  iih  a  kiss.— .As/roin. 


THE    BOWERY    BALL. 

Copyright.  189&,  by  J.  p.  Qalton.         , 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  P.  Oalton. 


There's  going  to  lie  a  reception  to-night,  down  at  Michael  Casey's  hall; 
'Twill  be  the  event  of  east-side  society,  the  annual  Bowery  ball; 
Oh,  all  the  fellows  and  girls  in  the  gaug  for  certain  will  l>e  there; 
And  all  the  swells  of  Fifth  Aveuae  at  our  costumes  and  style  will  atai*. 

Chords. 
Yes,  we'll  all  be  there  at  the  Bowery  ball. 
No  such  high-toned  affair  e'er  whs  held  in  Casey's  hall; 
The  French  Masquerade,  so  famous  and  guy,  won't  be  in  the  game  at  all 
With  the  sights  that  you'll  see  betweeu  12  and  3  to-night  at  the  Bowery  ball. 

Ton'll  find  the  music  will  \>e  right  in  tune,  the  selections  will  be  fine;        | 
There'll  be  livim;  pictures  upon  the  stage,  to  heuiii  at  half-past  nine:         ' 
Then  May  McNultv  will  rise  from  the  sen,  ns  Venus,  so  sweet  and  fair: 
Her  dress  will  consist  of  a  beautiful  smile,  and  a  silver  comb  in  her  hair.— C7/io. 

At  twelve  comes  supper,  with  plenty  of  beer,  and  then  dancing  till  half-past  4; 
After  which  there'll  be  a  delightful  big  scnip,  when  the  whole  gang  takes  the 
And  Jimmy  Ungan,  the  Bowery  hoy,  will  meet  li(tle  Diin  McCull;  [fioor; 

There'll  be  music  aud  lights  and  plenty  of  flglite  to-night  at  the  Bowery  ball.— 

Chorut. 
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Parody  on  ; 

A    CRUEL    HISS. 


By  Harry  J.  Lyons. 
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We  left  New  York  on  Sunday  morn,  wiih  our  farce  comedy, 

With  not  a  cent  to  call  our  own,  aud  drunk  as  we  could  be; 

Just  then  we  didn't  care  a  blame  as  how  we  would  make  out. 

But  when  we  o|>ened  up  we  knew  that  we'd  go  up  the  spout; 

One  iiiglit  when  we  were  making  up,  and  chasing  out  the  can, 

A  message  wus  delivered  to  our  Dutch  comedian; 

When  some  one  said,  by  way  of  joke,  "  Has  Mug  civen  np  her  jobt" 

He  madu  a  steer  for  a  glass  of  beer,  aud  this  he  told  the  mob: 

Chorus. 

It's  only  a  message  from  my  mother-in-law. 

Only  a  line  from  the  one  I  abhor; 

From  her  who  I  thought  was  now  oat  of  my  sight — 

The  lines  read,  "  Your  mamma  will  meet  yoa  to-night." 

Of  coarse,  we  sympathized  with  Dutch,  and  knew  It  gave  him  pain 

To  know  his  mother-in-law  had  come  to  visit  him  again; 

To  see  his  dear  wife's  mother,  who  hiid  used  hini  for  a  mop,  | 

The  blow  was  hard  enough  to  cause  his  beating  heart  to  stop. 

But  as  she's  followeil  me  up,  "  Ixiys,"  there's  nothing  left  for  me 

But  borrow  all  the  coin  I  can  and  go  off  on  a  spree; 

If,  Ned,  you'll  go  and  get  a  pint,  rli  stand  the  treat,  he  said; 

His  friends  all  knew  that  wheu  he'd  do  a  treat  he'd  lost  his  head.— CAortM. 

The  play  began,  and  Dutch  went  on,  after  finishing  the  beer; 

He  said,  I  think  I'm  good  enough  to  kill  the  Yaps  out  here. 

Rut  those  in  front  they  quick  did  see  he  was  rotten  to  the  core. 

For  wlien  he  should  have  got  a  hiss,  ripe  eggs  came  l)y  the  score; 

The  last  act  on,  we  sjiw  him  jump— it  whs  n  hig  disgrace —  '    .' 

Somehody  threw  a  saiisngc,  which  hud  caught  him  in  ilie  face; 

With  sauetige  fiice  and  egg-stained  clothes,  he  to  the  foot-lights  came, 

I  failed  to-uiglit  to  pleu«e  you  quite,  but  this  alone's  to  blame:— C Aorta, 
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I'M    SAILING    HOME    TO    MARY. 

:■  ■■>•••■'■,■    CopjriKbt,  1889,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Oo.    EiiglUh  copyright  eecared.  '•   ,;-" 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Wordii  an<1  Miixte  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  eent  t«  any  ad- 
dress, poHt-|i>Uc1.  on  receipt  of  40  cent*;  or  tlilB  and  any  two  other  Sontrs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  VVehiilan.130  k  1.12  I'ark  Row.  Ni-w  York;  or  86  *  87  E.  MhiIUoh  St, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab  .ve  addresKeo  for  Free  Cntalotrue  of  Sonirii.  Sons  Books, 
Sheet  Mualc,  Oerman  Soug  Buuks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


WurdsbyJ.F.  Uitvhell.    Manic  by  Frank  Howard. 
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7'he  vessel's  prow  to  the  sen  is  tnrned,  -  •  ■ " 

And  the  luBt  i;o(M}-l)ye  le  auid; 
The  sails  of  white  are  ubiuzc  with  lleht,  "     :. 

Wliicli  the  bum's  last  rays  have  shed, 

Which  the  sun's  iaxt  rays  have  clied. 
And  ilio«e  beliind,  with  their  tears  uvar  blind. 

From  the  sli<»re  lire  treiiihliiiK  led; 
'  .    .-And  those  bt-liind,  with  iheir  tears  near  blind. 

From  ilie  shore  are  ireiuliliut;  led. 
But  hioli  up  ill  the  maiiimaBt  tup,  :r  : 

BurkI  to  the  siiilor's  voice,  '■'.'■ 

Be  siii^s  ilie  part  of  a  poyouB  heart, 

Rejoice!  rejoice!  rejoice!  ' 

Refrain. 
I'm  Bailing  home  to  Mary,  the  lassie  that  I  adore; 
SailiiiK  lioiiie  to  Mary,  and  Blie'll  meet  me  on  tlie  shore; 
If  the  winds  don't  blow  contrary,  I'll  soon  be  home  with  Mary, 
And  when  I  claep  her  in  my  anus,  I'll  never  leave  Ler  more. 

The  "  storm  king  "  rides  on  tiie  winga  of  night. 

And  be  latiuhB,  with  demoit's  glee, 
•    For  spar  and  sail  are  alike  too  frail 

In  the  midst  of  the  racing  sea, 

In  the  midst  of  the  ruling  sea; 
The  danger's  past,  it  is  o'er  at  last. 

And  the  gallan'.  Bliip  calls  free; 
,:     The  dauL'er's  past,  it  is  o'er  at  laBt, 

And  the  gallant  chip  is  free; 
Then  high  up  in  the  mainmast  top. 

Bark!  to  tiie  sailor's  voice. 
Be  sin^s  the  part  of  a  joyous  heart. 

Rejoice!  rejoice!  rejoice!— .ft</irain. 


A    FATAL    REHEARSAL. 

Copyright,  189i,  by  Joseph  D.  Ramoe. 


The  Words  and  Miisle  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad* 
dreM,  poet-iiald,  on  receipt  of  10  centii:  or  tliis  and  any  t»  o  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman,  130  A  132  fork  How,  NVw  York;  or  85  4  87  K.  Mndiw>n  St, Chicago. 
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Words  and  Mueic  by  Joseph  D.  Ramoe. 
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A  father  sat  watching  his  cliiidren  at  play. 

On  the  beach  at  the  close  of  a  hot  Bummer's  day,    '. 

Tag  was  their  game,  a  boy  and  two  girls; 

Hie  fav'rite,  tlir  youngest,  with  long  golden  cnriB, 

As  quietly  reclinint;,  liis  soul  filled  with  joy, 

He  watched  the  girls  chase  the  mischievous  young  boy, 

A  smile  on  his  face,  so  good  and  bo  kind, 

These  thoughts  of  the  future  then  passed  through  his  mind; 

Chobus. 
When  she  becomea  a  lady,  my  sweet  little  girl. 
Will  her  face  be  half  buried  in  soft,  golden  curls; 
Will  her  cheek  have  a  dimple,  her  eye  be  as  bright?  ;  . 

Will  she  then  be  aa  happy  us  she  iB  to-night. 

Long  years  have  passed  by,  the  father  is  gray, 

His  fav'rite  lias  married  and  is  living  away; 

Fled  from  her  home,  an  actor  she  wed; 

The  blow  stiinn'd  the  father,  they  thought  he  was  dead; 

Be  hearB  a  false  story,  the  hiishaud  is  bad; 

Your  child  iB  unhappy,  he'll  Boon  drive  hermad, 

Then  came  tlirouiih  the  mail  a  letter  one  day, 

And  when  he  had  read  it,  he  fainted  away.        ,  . 

Chorus. 
Father  forgive  me,  for  I've  cansed  yon  pain; 
Will  you  taiie  your  daughter  to  yonr  heart  again; 
You  know  not  how  I've  missed  you,  rather  you  were  dead; 
Oh,  please  come  and  see  me,  were  the  words  he  read. 

Next  morning,  quite  early,  he's  off  for  the  train: 

His  dear  child  he  would  fold  to  his  heart  once  again; 

Soon  at  her  home,  lie  starts  up  the  stair. 

His  ear  then  ie  pierced  by  a  cry  of  despair. 

Steps  quickened  by  anger,  be  rencheB  ilie  door. 

From  whence  came  the  cry,  and  breaks  open  the  door; 

Half  crazy  with  rage,  he  kills  with  a  chair 

The  nuu  who  was  dragging  his  child  by  the  hair. 

CB0RUB4    . 

Then  down  npon  the  floor  fell  the  faithful  young  wife. 
Kissing  the  dear,  dead  husband  she  loved  more  than  life. 
"Father,"  she  moaned,  "  I'm  dying:  you've  broken  my  heart; 
Harry  and  I  were  only  rebearsiug  our  part." 


—Neglecting  His  Opportunities.— Day:  "  I  wonder  why  under- 
taker O'Roiirke  failed?  "  Weeks:  "  He  did  not  know  enough  to 
stand  in  with  the  doctors,  and  nobody  died." 


THE    NEWSBOY   OF  THE   TOWN. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  Stephen  J.  Hooney. 


The  Words  and  Husio  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  wlU  be  wntto  any  ad- 
dress, poet-i>aid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  tno  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.130  A  132  Pnik  Row.  New  York:  nr85  AIT?  E.  MadlKtn  Ht.Cbtcafo. 
write  to  either  one  of  tlie  ah  >ve  arldresseii  for  Free  Ciitalogue  of  Soiiira.  Bong  P^Mrb, 
Sheet  Mask),  Gemum  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouki^  «lo. 


Cumpoeed  by  Stephen  J.  Mooney. 


The  lad  who  sells  our  papers,  oh.  what  a  world  is  he;       . -". 
Up  with  tlie  lark  and  hustling,  his  mind  entirely  free;   ;  ■ 
He  uses  "pretty  "  lanenaue — he  tries  to  down  all  care  -•  - 
By  calling  oat  his  "  Extras,"  in  the  glorious  open  air. 

Chords. 

Bere,  there,  yes,  everywhere,  this  newsboy  may  be  fonnd; 

On  street  cars,  ill  theatres,  and  every  place  around;  ■' 

He  is  a  king  ainoiiu  his  claso,  but  does  not  wear  a  crown. 

He  only  sells  our  pai>ers,  this  newsboy  of  the  town. 

*',  - 
He's  very  quick  in  answer,  he  knows  the  latest  slang; 
With  fists  fie  IS  a  dandy,  and  '*  gets  there  "  witli  a  bang; 
It's  "Now  I'm  off.  "  say,  fellars,  I've  got  his  nobs  right  dar; 
He  runs  to  Bell  his  papers  on  a  passing  down-town  car.—  Vkorut. 

At  home  he  is  quite  gentle,  and  is  his  mother's  hoy. 

Maybe  her  sole  protector,  tier  guardian  and  her  joy; 

If  he's  had  luck,  it's  "kisses,"  but  often  there's  a  frown; 

He  has  uo  "ciuch  "  by  any  means,  this  newsboy  of  the  town.— CAonw. 
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Parody  on:  Ss-r: 

THE    VOLUNTEER    ORG-ANIST. 


Written  and  Sung  by  Samuel  UlUer. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Porfnne  Thi- 
ers. Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Bullads.  Call  Books.  Joke  Book*.  Sketch  Books. 
Blump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Bo..k».  C^iok  Books,  Books  of  Amu»emei.t.  Sheet  Music,  etc,  . 
to  Heury  J.  Wehniau,  130  <t  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  85<t  87  E  Madison  Sl.,Cliioaco.   > 

The  mistress  of  a  boa.-ding-house  one  night  to  the  boarders  said, 

To-day,  while  having  a  little  spare  time,  I  made  a  loaf  of  bread; 

A  deathly  look  crept  o'er  the  face  of  every  boarder  there; 

'Twas  the  first  bread  slie  ever  made,  and  of  it  they  had  to  beware: 

When  on  the  table  she  placed  the  loaf  they  gazed  on  it  with  scorn; 

They  knew  if  they  shoulil  eat  that  bread  they'd  be  dead  liefore  next  morn; 

A  deaf  mute  took  and  broke  the  bread  without  a  single  word. 

And,  just  to  test  ita  power,  gave  a  piece  to  the  canary  bird. 

■'■-■■-  •'■- ^'V  ';.■■.  Chorcs.  ■';'.;'■:'■•  '-'■/' 

The  scene  was  one  I'll  ne'er  forget,  as  long  aa  there's  holes  in  a  sieve, 

And  just  to  see  it  o'er  again,  my  mother-in-law  I'd  give; 

'i'lie  boarding  mistress  almost  crazed,  cold  in  deatli  the  canary  lay. 

While  the  boarders  quickly  packed  their  trunks,  uo  longer  there  they'd  stay. 

Not  a  boarder  went  to  bed  that  night,  they  swore  they  couldn't  sleep; 

Tliey  were  afraid  of  this  woman,  wlio  held  life  BO  cheap; 

Every  one  of  tliem  were  married,  hut  all  had  left  their  wives. 

Because  they  insisted  iu  making  bread  that  endangered  their  lives; 

So  as  soon  as  morning  came  around,  each  man  went  oat  to  look 

For  another  boarding-house  that  had  a  professional  cook, 

When  they  found  one  where  the  food  like  lead  on  their  stomacha  wonldn't  lay. 

They  all  returned  and  got  their  trunks,  then  quickly  went  away.— CAt^iM. 
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.  ,    '  Parody  on;  :v'       . 

THAT    IS    LOVE. 

By  Chns.  S.  Reld,  of  the  Walhalla  Comedy  Company. 

Send  for  Fr«e  Catalogne  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortmie  ¥bI1» 
ers,  Trick  Books.  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Rullads,  Call  Books.  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Bo -ks.  Cook  B<M>k8,  Books  of  Amusement.  Sheet  Music,  eta., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehinau,  130  &  132  Park  How,  New  York;  or  8&<9t  87  £.  Madison  St.,Chk!a«raw 

Style,  great  Style  is  the  diidelets  theme; 

Style,  great  style  is  the  diidine's  dream; 

'Tib  l>ut  the  fashion,  the  fashion  of  time  and  day; 

'Tis  but  a  passion,  a  passion  come  to  stay;  ,  ~     •., 

'Tis  not  a  comfort,  a  comfort  that  we  know,  .        - 

That  true  dudines  call  style— ah,  no;  ah,  no. 

Chords. 
See  the  dudelet  walking 'long  the  crowded  street, 
Oglini:  all  the  pretty  Misses  he  does  meet; 
On  his  eye  a  single  eye-glass  small  and  neat, 

On  his  lips  a  broad,  well-ciiliivate<l  smile; 
A  Btanding  collar  that  reaches  to  his  cliiu; 
A  gaudy  tie,  with  great  Rhinestone,  diamond  pin; 
And  pantaloons  that  four  meu  could  get  in — 

That  is  style,  that  is  style. 

-    "      .  Style,  great  style  is  a  torture  great;  .    " 

..  Style,  like  a  monster,  for  victims  waitB; 

'Tis  but  a  masher,  a  masher  tliat  crushes  life; 
'TIS  but  a  crasher,  with  comfort  e'er  making  strife; 
'Tis  not  the  apparel,  the  apparel  of  comfort  and  ease,  :', 

>  ■  .  ■        To  which  true  dudines  so  closely  freeze. 

Chorcb. 
See  the  dudine  riding  iu  the  park  so  gay, 
V  -  '  With  a  smile  bewitching  as  a  morn  in  May; 

Though  her  waist  is  squeezed  to  half  ltd  size,  they  say, 
;  -  A  peck  of  paint  upon  lier  pink  cheeks  piled. 

And  her  shoes  witli  heels  midway  l>eneath  her  feet, 
•  .,  JiiBt  to  make  it  look  so  charming  and  so  neat, 

»  •  •-;. V: .  Inflicting  on  themselves  such  torture  to  look  sweet— 

That  is  Btyle,  that  is  style. 
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THE    aiRL    HE_DIDN'T    GET. 

Oopjrigiltt  MMk  *>J  8p»Vl<Uog  A  Qny-    EntereU  at  StftUonen*  Hall,  Loodun,  EUigland. 

All  riKbu  resei-red. 


The  Word*  and  Huslo  of  this  Hontr,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  Kiit  to  any  ad- 
drens,  post-paid,  mi  receipt  of  40  ceiitM:  or  t)ii!*  ami  any  two  other  8r>iiir8  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  VVehman.  130*  132  Park  How,  New  York;  or  dft  A  H7  E  Mitdldon  Ht,rhlcaKo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab.ive  aildrosses  for  Free  Cutnloirue  of  Hoiiirn,  SonK  BooU, 
Wteet  Muolc,  German  Sodk  Buuks,  Letter  Writers,  Urcam  Books,  Joke  Uouks,  etc 


Words  aud  Miijiic  by  Gussie  L.  Davis. 


Mrs.  Reilly*s  Daughter  Nell. 

Ooi^Trigbt,  itab,  by  8|MU>ldloK  A  Gray.    Entered  at  SUttonen*  HkU.  boBdoa. 
All  riirhu  reserved.  ■I" 


A  time-worn  letter,  written  nonie  forty  years  or  more; 
An  old-time  fuileil  |>li<>t<>  beside  it  on  tlie  floor; 
Au  old  niau  (•its  by  itrouiiiiii^',  in  tiiiilni-sB  and  re^jret, 
01  tokens  of  his  ewevtiieurt,  the  ^irl  be  did  not  get. 

Chokus. 

Once,  all  his  life  was  siinKhinc,  then  he  was  hriKlit  and  gay; 
Bright  was  the  future  l)ffore  him.  iiutii  his  love  ran  away; 
Then  till  Ills  reiisciii  bereft  liiin,  with  her  li<!  hud  to  part; 
And  all  that  luem'ry  left  him  wus  tears  aud  u  brokeu  iieurL 

'Tis  but  a  simple  story,  repeated  o'er  eacli  day; 
His  brother  won  his  sweetheart,  and  then  they  went  away; 
The  old  man's  heart  uas  broken,  but  still  hf  loves  her  yet; 
lie  treuaures  every  token  from  the  girl  be  did  not  get.— C'Aoruf. 


OUR    MUSICAL    HOME. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Spautdrntc  •&  Gray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  ilall,  London. 


All  riKbts  rcxerved. 


Tlie  Word*  and  Mtioie  of  thisSonir.  ariaii(;eil  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress. poHtiiaiil.  on  reo-iiit  of  4U  oeiitii.  ur  Ihis  niiit  iiny  two  other  S<inir«  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  /  Weliinaii.  lib  A  13S  I'm  k  How,  New  York;  or  »5  *  «7  E  MiMliHon  St.,  CliioHKo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  nhove  niUlie»se»  for  Kiee  L"at«l"»:iie  of  Sont;ti,  Soiitc  buuKs, 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Will  J.  Hardinaii. 


Music,  sweet  music's  u  hmKuaue  that  nations  can  all  understand; 

Oh,  how  It  cheers  the  poor  wand'rer  when  far  trom  his  dear  native  land; 

You  :nay  drop  in  any  evenini;,  for  sisters  or  I  seldom  roam, 

Aud  liear  a  eelcciiou  from  our  grand  colieciiou,  in  our  musical  bome. 

Befiiain. 
Jennie  can  play  you  a  solo,  without  any  note  being  false; 
Kutie  can  play  a  mazurka,  and  Nellie  a  classical  waltz; 
Love  Songs  and  songs  tliiii  are  warbled  as  far  as  the  ships  sail  the  foam — 
In  fact,  we  have  everylhing  that  yuu  can  pluy  or  sing  iu  our  musical  home. 

Mother  siis  rocking  and  smiling,  as  happy  as  happy  can  be; 

Father  is  prou'l  of  his  daughters,  at  least,  that's  been  whispered  to  me; 

AH  the  y.ouiig  men  we  have  captured, they  gather,  like  bees  'round  the  comb. 

At  our  new  piano,  aud  sweetly  ihey  sing  O,  in  our  musical  home.— lie fi^ain. 


rSE    A    JOLLY    LITTLE    COON. 


CopyriKht,  18»1,  by  Jas.  Horton. 


The  Words  and  Mnsalc  of  this  Roncr.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  ..e  sentto.any  ad- 
dre«*,  po«t-i>al<1.  on  receipt  of  40  eentK:  or  tiilx  uixl  any  two  other  Sonira  ror  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehmnn.lSO.t  132  »'«rk  How.  New  York;  or  8,S  A  87  E.  Mwrtlfon  Ht.,t'hlpa»o. 
Write  to  eitiier  one  ot  tlie  ahive  arhlrennen  for  Free  (?iitalo»fue  of  Sonir«.  Bonv  BooUi 
Sheet  Music,  German  ijoiiK  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Boulu,  etc 


Words  by  JIainiu  Wulton.    Slusic  by  Jos.  Horton. 

I'se  a  jolly  little  coon  and  mah  name  is  Mag,  Mm,  Mm.  ma  honey; 

I'se  juxt  henh  on  a  vlxit.  but  t-<  comin'  back  to  Stay,  Mm,  Mm,  ma  honey; 

I  has  money  and  I  dresses  up  so  fine. 

From  de  u;lder  nigger  irals  you  bet  I  takes  de  shine; 
Oollyatiou,  boys,  won't  me  hab  u  time,  Mm,  Mm,  well  I  gaees. 

Criout's. 
We  will  sing  and  dance  ami  eat,  roll  de  dice  and  shnfile  onrfect; 
Come,  everybody,  I'll  stand  treat— hut  coru,  hot  corn,  'tuters,  posBom  sweet. 

I'se  goin'  gib  a  party,  invite  a:<  to  come.  Mm,  Mm,  ma  lioney; 
An'  I'll  f;uaraniee  you'll  iiaii  a  heap  of  fun,  iim,  um,  ma  honey; 

We'll  hab  music  and  plenty  of  wine; 

Watermelon,  flap  Jaokson  whiskey,  old  and  fine; 
Oollyutiuu,  boys,  won't  me  hub  a  time,  Mm,  Mm,  well  I  gaess. 

ClIOBlTS. 

Now,  sit  right  down  in  yonr  seat;  we  hub  de  elder  sweet; 
Now,  sit  right  dowu  iu  your  seat;  we  hub  de  cider  eweeC 


—He  Knew  the  Sex.—"  Wiiit  just  half  a  minute,"  said  the  lady 
to  the  elevator  inim,  "and  I'll  ride  down  in  your  car."  "All 
right,  ma'am."  suid  the  sairacioiis  elevator  man,  as  lie  chucked  liis 
lever  over  and  bej^iin  to  sink  below.  "  The  elevator  will  be  run- 
ning three  hours  longer." 

—Won  at  Last.— Titled  Suitor:  "  If  you  marry  me  you  will  be 
a  duchess."  American  IIc'iros.s:  "  I  am  too  good  an  American  to 
lie  won  by  a  title."  T.  S.— "  You  shall  live  at  court  if  you  wish." 
A.  H. — "That  would  l»e  tire.<*oine."  T.  S. — "Or  you  may  ho 
mistress  of  one  of  the  finest  castles  in  England."  A.  H. — "  It  can- 
not he  nearly  so  handsome  nor  so  comfortable  as  my  father's  palace 
on  the  Hudson."  T.  S.— "  We  have  good  servuuta."  A.  H.— "  I 
amyoursl"  - 
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Words  and  Music  by  Herbert  H.  Taylor. 

Tell  me  who  Is  that  yonng  lady  over  yondtr, 

Witli  the  rounded  form  and  eyes  of  Iristi  ))lae; 
Over  her  I  couldn't  help  but  stand  and  ponder 

When  I  saw  her  dance  witli  step  so  light  and  true; 
When  the  old  man  turned  around  to  give  bis  answer. 

Of  lilm  I  asked,  in  hopes  that  he  would  tell. 
When  he  gave  a  knowing  look,  said  the  girl  beside  the  brook 

Was  lira.  Reill^'s  little  daughter  Nell. 

Chords.  [ 

There  was  pretty  Eatle  Ryan,  there  was  cliarmine  Nell  O'Brien; 

Maggie  Murphy,  wliom  the  people  know  so  well; 
There  were  girls  with  pretty  faces,  dressed  iu  fancy  allks  aud  laces. 

But  noue  like  Mrs.  Rciliy's  daughter  Nell. 

At  the  picnic  lunch  my  heart  went  pit-patter. 

As  1  8to<Ml  quite  uear  the  saucy  little  maid. 
For  she  seemed  like  one  who  wouldn't  dure  to  flatter, 

And  for  the  time  my  words  of  love  were  stayed; 
Still  one  tiling  1  knew  amidst  the  lively  chatter, 

No  lady  flue  could  please  me  half  so  well; 
To  myself  I  softly  said,  that  the  girl  I'd  like  to  wed 

la  Mrs.  Keilly's  little  daughter  Nell.— CAoria. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  W.  Wheeler. 


'Twas  past  two  o'clock  in  the  momlnBr. 

And  the  streets  were  deserted  aud  Stilly 
When  Cusey  was  having  a  party 

Right  down  at  the  foot  of  the  hill; 
The  iielghlK>rs  awoke  from  their  slumbers. 

For  the  noise  came  so  fierce  and  so  hard. 
And,  raising  their  windows,  discovered 

It  WM  foot-ball  iu  Casey's  back  yiud. 

Cborub. 

Ton  never  heheld  ench  a  circus. 

The  struggling  was  fearful  and  bard. 
And  Onara  got  hit  with  the  •' pig-skin," 

riayiug  foot-ball  in  Casey's  back  yard. 

TouM  thought  •  email  earthquake  was  raging. 

There  was  not  a  police  to  l>e  found; 
We  thought  tliey  were  killing  poor  Ijogan, 

The  way  he  was  clawing  the  ground; 
Nobody  seemed  iiusious  to  stop  them, 

Or  to  send  their  name  in  on  a  card. 
For  Dempsey  was  having  the  jim-jams 

At  the  game  dowu  Iu  Casey 'a  back  yard. 

Cbobus. 

We  couldn't  get  In  a  word  edge-wii«. 

They  bellowed  so  loud  and  so  hard. 
But  we  saw  no  one  getting  a  "  touch  down,** 

As  we  peeped  iuto  Casey's  back  yard. 

The  game  now  was  more  than  exciUngf, 

And  the  ueighhors  jumped  over  the  fence; 
They  scrambled  around  for  the  "pig-skin," 

Which  made  matters  still  more  iuteuse, 
But,  all  of  a  sudden,  we  noticed 

Casey's  goal  breaking  loose  from  the  poet. 
And  the  way  he  came  over  the  railing. 

Would  have  frightened  the  life  of  a  ghost. 

Cbobus. 
The  way  he  flew  ^round  was  a  caution. 

You'd  sworn  he  was  greaseil  with  cold  lard. 
And  they  thought  that  chain  lightning  had  struck  tbem, 

A«  tau  sklppt^  around  Casey's  bock  yard. 

We  swept  up  the  whiskers  and  noses,         .  '^ 

And  we  laid  them  away  iu  a  box; 
We  found  Dempeey  minus  a  finger, 

And  Hogan.  those  beautiful  locks; 
The  game  had  been  simply  terrific. 

And  the  struggle  was  frightful  and  bard. 
But  the  •' billy  goat"  swallowed  the  "  pig  skin," 

Flaying  foot-bail  in  Casey's  back  yard. 

Cbobus. 

The  crowd  spied  a  "cop"  'round  the  comer, 
Who  slowly  was  heaving  In  sight,  •    , 

But  Casey,  be  filled  him  with  whiskey, 
And  be  slept  there  the  rest  of  the  night 
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Words  and  Music  by  Herbert  H.  Taylor. 


In  a  cottage  by  the  sea  livee  a  girl  tliafH  denr  to  me. 

And  wherever  I  may  he,  I'm  ahvBvs  thinking  of  Nora  MaboDe; 

Sbe  has  Irish  eyes  of  blae,  and  tier  hair  ie  of  gulden  hue. 
And  to  me  her  heart  is  true,  my  little  beauty,  my  Nora  Mahone. 

Chorcs. 

Pretty  Nora  Hahone,  she  is  so  beontifal,  always  80  dDtiful; 

Lives  with  her  parents  aloue— I  am  in  love  with  sweet  Nora  Mahone. 

Thursday  evening,  just  at  eight,  I  met  Nora  at  the  gate; 

In  the  cottage  danced  till  late,  waltzing  with  my  little  Nora  Mahone; 

Nora'a  dainty  little  feet,  keeping  time  with  the  music  sweet. 

And  our  lipe  in  kisses  meet  after  the  piirty  at  Nora  Maboue's.—  Chonu. 


Oil!  How  Wicked  the  Mormons  Are. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Herbert  H.  Taylor. 


-H 


Some  folks  talk  about  the  Mormons,  and  I  think  it  very  sad 
That  they  always  try  to  mnke  'hem  all  appear  so  very  bad; 
Married  men  oft  think  their  wives  are  to  them  an  awful  bore. 
And  one  wife  is  quite  sufficient,  but  in  Utah  they  want  more. 

Chorits. 

Oh,  how  wicked  the  Mormons  are, 

Forty  mammas  10  one  papa. 
But  they  think  its  proper,  so  there  yon  are, 

And  they  have  lots  of  fun,  do  the  Mormons. 

Once  a  girl  in  Salt  Lake  City  sprinkled  with  the  garden  hose, 

Lifted  up  her  skirts  from  danger,  tliat  is  how  tlie  story  goes; 

Neighbors  then  all  gazed  with  rapture  at  the  garden,  I  suppose; 

For  they  liked  to  see  her  sprinkle,  and  they  liked  to  see  the  hoee.— Chorus. 

Tn  these  days  of  rapid  transit^  yon  will  soon  begin  to  feel 

Thai  there  is  no  joy  in  living  if  you  do  not  ride  a  wheel; 

Pretty  Mormon  girls  in  bloomers  often  capture  hearts  by  storm: 

Though  they  wear  them  just  for  comfort,  people  say  it's  proper  form.— C^. 


PLAYING-    HOOKEY. 
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Words  and  Musio  by  George  P.  Murphy. 


About  a  half  a  mile  down  yonder  road  our  little  school-honse  stands;  I'r 

Our  teacher  he's  an  awful  crank,  e«,  whenever  I  get  a  chance,  •"  -■/;. 

I  stay  away  and  go  and  play— of  course,  I  break  a  rule; 

Then  my  tJimmie  writes  and  takes  a  note,  explaining  why  Tconldn'tgo  toschool; 

Sometimes  it  read  that  Ma  is  sick,  sometimes  Ma,  Pa  and  all; 

And  other  times  my  Jimmie  writes  tliat  I  had  an  awful  fall; 

Then  my  teacher  writes  to  Ma  or  Pa.  "  Does  she  think  I'm  a  fool? 

There's  no  one  sick;  it's  her  old  trick;   she's  been  playing  hookey  from  school." 

Chords. 
Through  the  preen  fields  I  run,  oh.  don't  I  have  fun; 
I  pick  wild  flowers  and  l)eiries,  yon  know; 
:   Then  I  run  down  and  look  at  the  bright  sparkling  brook,    :'':,. 

That's  where  1  meet  Jimmie,  my  hean; 
"  Then  hesits  down  to  fish,  sometimes  falls  in  knrsmish. 
Then  I  call  my  Jimmie  a  fool; 
Then  he  says,  Now  I'll  tell  Pa,  and  Mammy  as  well. 
That  to-day  you've  played  hookey  from  school. 

On  poor  old  teacher's  chair  T  placed  a  pin— oh,  my,  how  he  did  Jnmp: 
And  it  hurt  him,  too— it  was  a  sin;  it  must  have  raised  iin  awful  bump; 
Then  my  Jimmie  laughed  so  loud,  I  nndgol  my  beau  and  snid,  "Keep  still:  " 
Our  old  teacher  saw  me  whisper,  then  of  chastisement  I  knew  I'd  get  my  fill; 
The  teacher  said,  "Hold  out  your  hand:  "  I  said,  "Please  spare  me,  do;  " 
Then  Jimmie  threw  a  big  ink-stand,  and  out  of  school  he  flew — 
That  is  to  say,  he  ran  away,  but,  when  caught,  he  got  his  gruel  (big)i 
It  was  my  delight;  it  served  him  right,  fur  telling  I'd  played  hookey  from  school. 

Chorus. 
When  teacher  he  got  through,  my  poor  Jimmie  felt  bine;  ^ 

-  -  •' ■  You  ought  to  have  seen  Jimmie's  face: 

.  I  hardly  did  knovv  what  to  think  of  my  beau; 

His  whipping  it  seemed  a  disgrace: 
■    But  when  lie  got  a  chance,  from  the  liack  of  his  pants 
He  pulled  shingles — then  I  was  the  fool: 
I'd  felt  sorry  for  him;  then  a  note  from  my  Jim  said, 
I'll  tell  you've  played  hookey  from  school. 


Parody  on;  v  V 

AND    HER    G-OLDEN    HAIR    WAS 
HANGINO   DOWN   HER  BACK 
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The  Popular  Man  About  Town. 
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Words  and  Music  by  G.  L.  Spauldiog. 


By  Ward  &  Kenuickson. 


He's  created  to  mnke  every  heart  ache 

And  break  any  one  who  dares  question  his  place, 
And  he  strolls  here  and  there,  with  a  dignified  air 

And  a  satisfied  look  on  his  face: 
Nature's  own  fashion  plate,  modeled  right  np  to  date. 

As  demurely  he  walKB  up  and  down; 
The  pride  of  us  all,  and  tlie  "chappies' "  down-fall, 

IB  the  popalar  man  about  town. 

V  .v:  ,-..:-■-.• .;:'    ,  ■.      Chorcs. 

Every  day,  on  Broadway,  with  a  strut  that  is  stylish  and  grand; 
Debonair  is  his  air,  and  everything  at  bis  command; 
Glances  sly  from  his  eye  make  aflutter  betoken  renown. 
Looking  neat,  smiling  sweet,  that's  the  popular  man  about  town. 

Whether  home  or  abroad,  ladies  land  and  applaud 

All  bis  actions  and  study  his  ways; 
If  he  alters  his  walk,  why  the  men  have  to  stalk 

Just  the  same,  because  be  is  the  craze; 
:         As  the  very  real  thing,  with  the  grace  of  a  king. 

There's  no  rival  disputing  his  crown; 
The  clubs  all  refuse  to  accept  any  dues 

From  this  popular  man  about  town.— CAoru*. 


IJ' 


— Easily  Explained. — Customer:  "  I  must  say  I  don't  like  this 
milk."  Milkman:  "Why,  what's  the  matter  with  it?"  "Just 
look  at  it.  Don't  you  see  that  it  is  blue?"  "Well,  yes;  it  is  a 
little  darker  than  usual."  "  What  is  the  cause  of  it?  "  "  I  think  I 
can  explain  it."  "  I'd  l>e  glad  to  hear  it."  "  You  see,  we  weaned 
the  calf  a  few  days,  and  probably  the  old  cow  feels  a  little  blue 
about  it    That's  the  only  way  I  can  account  for  it." 
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There  was  once  a  happy  tramp,  who  came  from  far  away. 

And  he  never,  never,  never  worisedaday; 
He  had  an  awful  apj>etitc,  be  had  it  every  day. 

And  he  never,  never,  never  worked  a  day; 
When  lie  struck  a  tavern,  he'd  put  on  an  awful  front. 
And,  like  a  hungry  man,  around  the  place  he'd  hunt 
.\     •;.       Till  he'd  find  the  lunch,  and  then  he'd  give  a  grunt, 
'   ."  And  be  never,  never,  never  worked  a  day.  .  ; 

CHOKtJS. 

Ob,  Jim,  he  certainly  was  a  skin; 

I  know  he  was  a  corker  in  his  line; 
With  a  hump  and  a  grunt,  he'd  strike  the  Innch, 
.-'  And  he'd  fool  the  bartender  every  time. 

He  went  running  down  the  street,  for  the  growler  he  did  chase. 

And  he  never,  never,  never  worked  a  day; 
His  whiskers  they  were  growing,  growing  on  his  face. 

And  he  never,  never,  never  worked  a  day; 
Of  course,  tie  knew  his  business,  for  he  had  learned  his  trade; 
8o  when  he  saw  a  farmer,  straightway  for  liim  he  made; 
He  took  him  by  the  arm  and  lliey  took  a  promenade, 
-     .  And  be  never,  never,  never  worked  a  day. — Chorus. 

He  told  the  farmer  stories,  as  he  jollied  him  along. 

And  he  never,  never,  never  worked  a  day; 
Some  of  them  were  weak  and  some  of  them  were  strong,  "   ^• 

And  he  never,  never,  never  worked  a  day: 
He  said  that  he  was  thirsty,  the  farmer  said  he'd  treat; 
They  struck  a  free  and  easy,  and  there  they  took  a  seat;  *    , 

He  ordered  up  the  l)eer8,  wliile  the  tramp  the  lunch  did  eat. 

And  he  never,  never,  never  worked  a  d&y.—  Cfunus. 

They  drank  until  the  farmer  got  very  full  of  booze, 

And  he  never,  never,  never  worked  a  day;  .'■*.■ 

.  /    .-.    .      Silently  lie  touched  him,  for  he  foolishly  did  snooze,  r„    '  ' 

And  he  never,  never,  never  worked  a  day.  !  °     ,.. 

..  ■  r  There  wasn't  a  single  pocket  that  he  didn't  search: 

.    i  ^-;      Into  the  street  lie  wandered,  and  left  him  in  the  lurch;  ,•  .     • 

.....  He  was  in  an  awful  hurry,  bnt  not  to  get  to  church,  . ';"  v' 

And  he  never,  never,  never  worked  a  day.— CAora*.     ■      . 

Now,  gentle  friends,  I  warn  you  all  to  shun  this  tramp  so  shjr. 

For  he  never,  never,  Jiever  worked  a  day; 
If  any  such  you  run  across,  do  liim  you  must  try, 
.'.'  ";  •'  For  ne  never,  never,  never  worked  a  day:  '.       ', 

,■■■,  ■"'      Just  grab  him  by  the  collar  and  treat  liim  rather  rough; 
Soke  him  till  be  hollers  tiiat  he's  got  enough. 
And  when  you  get  through  witli  him,  just  say  for  a  bloil, 
Oh,  you  never,  never,  never  worked  a  d&y.—  Choftu. 
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Words  by  Edw.  B.  Marks.     Music  by  Jo*.  W.  Stern. 


Every  boy  reniembeni  tlie  cames  we  u»ei\  to  piny— 
'Twns  afier  ecliooi  wii8  over,  or  nt  recess  every  nay. 
How  we'd  riiBli  home  to  our  (liiiner,  then  hurry  riKtit  away. 
Afraid  to  miss  the  sturiiog  of  the  guniei!  we  used  to  play. 

Chorus. 
Pase-walk,  red-line,  prin'iier'B-den  and  hall,    ' 
And  every  game  that  y<>a  can  name  or  mem'ry  can  recall, 
Many  pleasant  recollections  will  never  pimx  away; 
I  long  lu  vuin  to  share  again  the  games  we  used  to  play. 

There  was  Simmy  Trafton,  the  plnckiest  of  all. 

And  big  Tom  Case,  our  leader,  over  five  foot  seven  fall; 

Billy  Long  and  old  Jack  Foster  were  hnnled  to  court  one  day; 

They  mained  the  "  cop"  who  tried  to  stop  the  ^ames  we  used  to  play.— CAo. 

Many  lively  battles  we  fought  with  rival  schools. 

And  many  a  "mill  "  was  settled,  according  to  ring  rules; 

There  are  men  of  all  professions,  'way  up  in  life  to-ilay. 

Who'd  gather  there  and  always  share  the  games  we  nsed  to  play. —  Cfutrut, 


Parody  on : 

THE    VOLUNTEER    ORG-ANIST. 


Written  by  J.  J.  Fahy. 
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A  barber  in  a  barber  shop  one  Sunday  morning  said. 

Will  some  one  work  fur  nie  to-day,  I've  got  an  awful  head; 

An  anxious  look  crept  o'er  the  face  of  each  man  in  the  chair. 

As  painfully  they  looked  to  see  who  was  uoin<;  ro  cut  their  hair; 

A  man  then  stnggereil  in  the  door,  whoee  face  was  in  u  knot; 

He  said,  "  I  ani  a  l)arlier,  nit;  I'll  shave  you  on  the  spot," 

But  as  he  touclied  the  first  man's  face,  the  (loor  man  yelled  with  pain. 

Pur  Instead  of  ubiuj;  a  razor,  he  was  shaving  hiui  with  a  plane. 

CHORtTS. 

The  shave  was  one  he'll  never  forget  as  long  as  he  has  a  face; 

He  grabbed  an  axe  from  behind  the  door,  and  the  l>arl>er  he  did  chase; 

He's  over  in  the  iisylinn  now,  of  whiskers  he  ilocs  rave. 

And  the  barber  in  the  barber  shop,  who  volunteered  to  shave. 

T»vo  Irishmen  came  in  the  shop,  with  whiskers  full  of  hair; 

They  suld,  "  We  want  onr  '  gallwnye  '  off."     He  said,  '•  Get  in  the  chair." 

He  stiirted  in  to  shave  them,  while  his  soap-cnp  he  did  fix,  [.Micks;" 

When  some  one  said,  "  Are  yon  mixing  lather?"  "No,"  he  said,  "I'm  lutliering 

Then  both  of  tliein  jumped  from  the  chair  and  gralihed  him  by  the  throat; 

They  made  him  ilrink  the  hay  rum  and  they  made  him  eat  the  soiip; 

Then  out  the  door  and  down  the  sewer  they  tlirew  the  foolish  jay. 

And  everybody  in  the  place  toolc  a  drink,  and  the  parrot  said,  Hooray. 

CBORfS. 

The  scene  was  one  I'll  ne'er  forget  as  long  as  I  remember; 
They  decorated  his  tomb  with  shaving  papcrsevery  SOtliof  May  In  December; 
They  took  the  sign  that  said  "  Whiskers  Dyeil  "  and  hung  it  ou  bis  grave. 
The  barber  in  the  barber  shop,  who  vuluuieered  to  shave. 


Parody  on : 

THE    FATAL    WEDDING-. 


/ 


Written  by  Bedford  D.  Eaton. 
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In  a  dizzy-looking  bar-room,  loaded  full  of  Innch  and  rum. 
The  bar  was  decorated  with  a  lot  of  thirsty  hums. 
Amid  the  roar  and  langliter  was  a  siranger  standing  there; 
Give  me  a  drink,  and  quick,  1  imy— refuse  me  if  you  dure; 
They  turned  the  hose  ail  over  him,  as  he  looker]  up  in  despair, 
But  the  water  all  souked  through  his  whiskers  out  into  the  air; 
Tliey  told  him  that  a  fire  scene  wns  puinted  on  his  nose. 
And  the  water  bad  all  leaked  out  ilie  air  holes  in  his  clothes. 

Choik's. 
While  the  music's  sweetly  playing,  on  the  floor  two  bnms  they  snored, 
Whistling  solos  tliroiiuh  (heir  noseUts.  as  their  organs  inside  roared. 
Dreaming  that  they  hud  been  sober  and  with  booze  would  have  to  part; 
With  u  start,  the  hums  awoke  and  died  of  a  brokeu  heart. 

He  asked  the  waiter  once  again  to  fill  him  out  a  hall. 

And  after  draining  out  the  class,  said,  murk  tiiut  on  tlic  wall; 

Just  give  me  one  more  "  gnzer  "  and  I'll  tell  a  story  rare; 

He  tried  to  wurl>le  "  Sweet  Marie,"  but  liis  breath  froze  in  the  air; 

The  waiter  gralihed  him  by  the  face,  where  his  lace  curtains  grew. 

And  showed  to  him  the  fitces  of  Ids  old  pnrds.  Bill  uinl  Coo; 

The  sweat  then  froze  upon  his  brow,  and  in  his  face  did  sink: 

It  lealced  through  vent  holes  in  his  cheek  and  ho  died  of  hard  driulc. 

Chorus. 
While  the  sleigh-bells  were  rincing,  w  liile  the  bums  were  snoring  there, 
Dutch  handsat  the  door  were  playing  "After  the  Bail  "  an<l  "  Comrades"  airs; 
Awaking  from  their  dream  of  horror,  the  bums  arose  np  from  the  floor, 
And  the  waiter  quickly  sand-bagged  tlieni  at  the  bar-room  door. 


Parody  on:  ''.u^i^'         \. 

I  Don't  Want  to  Play  in  Your  Yard 
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Written  by  J.  J.  Fahy. 
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Once  I  went  to  see  a  girl,  her  father  was  there; 

He  did  not  like  my  face,  so  at  ine  did  swear; 

He  chased  me  through  the  house,  I  made  for  the  fence. 

Was  sio|iped  l>y  tlie  hull  dog,  wliose  teeth  were  immense; 

Oh,  how  he  chewed  me,  the  big  ugly  brute; 

He  got  the  half  of  my  six-dollar  suit; 

One  day  I  got  a  note  from  her  saying  "  please  call  again," 

But  I  went  to  the  telephone  aid  sung  her  this  refrain: 

Chorus. 

T  don't  want  to  play  in  yonr  yard,  I  don't  like  your  father's  pnp; 
Bver  since  the  night  I  met  hlni,  I  liave  to  sit  down  standing  np; 
I  can't  forget  the  spot  lie  cliewe<i  me,  as  'round  the  yard  me  he  did  chSM; 
If  there  wasn't  anybotly  else  here,  1  would  show  to  you  the  place. 

Soon  I  got  another  note— good  news  I  read; 

She  said  come  around  to-night,  the  ball-dog  is  dead; 

So  in  my  Sunday  clothes  I  soon  was  arrayed; 

'I'liat  night  I  made  a  call, 'till  twelve  o'clock  I  stayed, 

Down  in  the  parlor  we  sat  together. 

Just  then  tlie  old  man  oune  in,  when  the  air  was  filled  with  leather; 

Out  through  the  front  door  I  made  my  retreat. 

Now  I  sing  this  song  to  her  when  I  meet  her  ou  tlie  street : 

Chori's. 
I  don't  want  to  play  in  yonr  yard,  I  don't  like  your  father's  lioot. 
For  with  me  it  made  connections  before  I  had  a  chance  to  scoot; 
I  eat  mv  meals  all  off  the  mantel,  mine  is  such  a  sa<l,  sad  case; 
When  I  go  to  bed  at  night  now ,  I  have  to  sleep  upon  my  face. 


PAT    McCUE; 

—  OR :  - 

A  Tinker's  Tribulations  and  Elevation. 


Recitation  by  Lester  &  Barrett. 
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Of  a  jolly,  roving  tinker  I  will  tell  about  to  you,  . 

Who  C'lme  from  'I'ippeiary,  and  whose  name  is  Pat  McCue;  I 

He  brought  along  his  relatives  and  paid  their  passage  o'er — 
I'd  swear  a  "tinker's  damn"  they  niimliered  fully  twenty-four; 
He  brouuht  also  his  instruments  belonging  to  his  trade,  i 

For  he  heard  that  in  America  liig  fortunes  couUl  be  inaile;  ■'  ■  I 

He  thought  the  ship  would  never  land  until  he'd  get  on  shore; 
When  a  mile  from  Castle  Garden,  you  could  hear  the  linker  roar. 

So  when  the  ship  she  landed  at  the  Battery  below, 

Tlie  passensjers  L'ot  ready,  every  one,  on  shore  to  go. 

But  the  "  L'ang  plank  "  it  broke  in  two,  all  bands  sank  in  the  deep. 

Save  Pat  McCiie,  the  tinker,  he  was  left  alone  to  weep; 

But  lie  quickly  checke<i  the  falling  tt^'ars  ninl  said,  "  'I'his  will  not  do; ' 

So  lie  sliook  haiKls  with  the  captain  and  be  bid  ilie  crew  adieu; 

He  took  "a  reef "  into  his  "corduroys  "  and  spneiitly  jumped  ashore; 

When  bis  kit  of  tools  fell  overboard,  ynii  ought  to  hear  hiiii  roar. 

Holy  MoeesI  it  was  awful  when  his  relatives  got  drowned. 

But  now  he  cannot  get  no  work,  unless  liis  tools  arc  found, 

S'>  he  stripiH-d  himself  immediately  and  jumped  off  the  dock. 

So  anxious  for  to  get  his  tools,  he  dived  upon  a  rock; 

Altlioiigii  his  kit  of  tools  he  fonnd,  liis  skull  was  nearly  split. 

And  the  crowd  that  gathered  on  the  dock  thought  Paddy  had  a  fit; 

They  rolled  him  on  a  barrel  for  to  let  the  water  out: 

Fuix!  his  mouth  it  bore  rescinblauce  to  a  great  big  waterspout. 

They  dosed  him  with  some  brandy,  for  to  keep  his  stomach  warm; 
But  they  gave  liiin  such  a  quantity  it  nearly  done  him  harm; 
He  struck  out  like  a  cmzy  man,  in  spasms  he  did  work. 
Sure  he  broke  his  kit  of  tools  npon  the  head  of  Mickey  Burk; 
Some  one  did  call  a  "cop{>er"  and  poor  Paddy  was  pulled  in; 
He  fought  just  like  a  crazy  Sioux,  be  bit  the  copp«:r's  chin; 
He  was  thmwii  into  the  "  hurry  np  "  and  hurried  off  to  jail — 
Ten  days  incarcerated— no  one  went  poor  Paddy's  hail. 

So  when  his  time  was  up,  he  thanked  his  stars  for  being  alive; 
To  avoid  all  further  trouble,  Paddy  said  he  would  contrive. 
So  be  slowly  did  meander,  to  the  Foiirili  Ward  made  his  way; 
Where  he  met  an  old  iicqunintaiice  by  the  name  of  Piiddy  Shay; 
Tliey  strolled  into  Paddy  ('asey's,  where  tln-y  filled  upon  mixed  ale. 
The  quantity  they  drank,  me  l>oys,  'twould  float  a  great  big  whale; 
They  iiilked  of  dear  old  Ireland,  sang  tln^  soiil's  of  'I'honias  Moore — 
Two  Euglishmen  put  in  their  gab,  but  soon  were  on  the  floor. 

Says  Pat  McCne,  I'll  show  yez  tricks  I  lamt  in  Mnllin-a-Hone, 

So  he  struck  out  from  the  shoulder  and  broke  each  one's  jawbone; 

He  swept  up  Casey's  barroom  jnst  as  clean  os  a  new  broom. 

Sure,  be  broke  the  chairs  and  tables  and  he  smashe<i  a  big  spittoon; 

Paddy  Shay  felt  so  elated  at  the  science  of  McCiie, 

That  lilin  and  Casey  laiitrlied  so  Imrtl  they  split  their  sides  in  two; 

For  aldermaiiic  honors  PalMcCae  they'll  nominate. 

And  they'll  l>et  a  thousand  dollars  that  the  tinker  can't  be  bate. 

So  they  pat  the  tinlier  throngh  the  mill  and  made  him  ride  the  gott, 

But  when  election  came  around,  each  one  cave  Put  their  vote; 

By  a  very  large  majority,  be  reaclie<i  llie  City  Hall; 

Sure,  he'll  put  you  on  the  sew'ers  if  upon  hlui  you  will  call; 

Ton  won't  require  a  letter  that's  a  yard  or  two  in  lengtli; 

No  civil-servlce  ruler  to  pass— sure  all  you  want  is  strength; 

If  you  want,  to  he  a  "  copjier,"  why  just  pull  with  Tammany  Hall^ 

Aud  McCue  will  put  you  on  the  force,  for  he  has  got  the  gall. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Graham. 


John,  with  Kate  and  her  Bister  May,  on  a  Sunday  afternoon 

Wanted  a  eail  upon  the  bay,  tliey  came  to  a  boiu-liouse  soon: 

Only  one  boat  could  they  find  afloat,  and  that  one  only  held  two; 

Which  girl  sboold  ride  was  for  hiui  to  decide— he  said. "  Kate,  I  think  ^tis  yon.** 

Chorus. 
Katie,  only  yon!  there's  only  room  for  two; 
And  yon  I  choose,  now  don't  refuse;  you'll  be  sorry  if  yon  do; 
Katie,  only  yon  I  if  yoa  only  knew 
Hy  joy  and  pride  when  by  your  side,  as  life  we  journey  through. 

John,  so  glad  of  the  chance  he  had  to  ask  Kiite  to  l)e  his  wife. 
Said,  with  a  smile,  "  Why  not,  sweetheiirr,  t>ail  uitli  me  like  this  for  iifef 
Ton  by  my  side  on  tlie  flowing  tide,  of  love  and  happiness,  too; 
'  Just  one  tor  me  in  the  world  I  can  see— my  darling,  'tis  only  yoa."— Chorus. 


MERRY    LITTLE    SWEETHEARTS 
AT   A    MOONLIGHT    DANCE. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  Geo.  M.  Kleuk  &  Co. 
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Words  and  Hiisic  by  Tommy  Powers. 


The  pretty  East-side  belles  ride  np  to  Hnrlem  Park 
On  picnic  night,  dressed  out  of  eitht,  to  hiive  a  jolly  lark; 
Their  rou'iiisti  lauKliiiig  eyes  would  pierce  you  like  a  lance;  .     * 

They're  merry  little  sweethearts,  iit  a  moonlight  dance. 

Chorus. 
The  band  does  play,  they  waltz  away,  sweet  Sally  and  her  bean; 
All  hands  around,  poor  Mike  they  pound,  when  he  is  nine-pin  O; 
Girls  soak  'em,  boys  soak  'em,  they  fondly  screnui  for  hot  ice  cream. 
Whene'er  they  get  a  cliance;  tliey're  merry  littlesweethcurts  at  a  moonlight  dance. 

The  picnic  ground  looks  grand,  lit  hy  electric  lii,'lit; 

All  is  gotxl  cheer,  a  flow  of  beer  makes  Eiift  side  boys  feel  bright; 

The  latest  songs  are  simg,  in  hiick-setH  girlies  prance; 

They're  merry  little  sweethearts,  at  a  mouulight  dance. —  Chorus. 

At  dawning  of  the  day  the  band  is  dead  asleep; 
The  picnic  girls,  with  frozen  curls,  to  home,  gweet  home  they  creep; 
The  jimmies  "  blowed  their  stuff  "—every  dime  in  their  pants, 
On  merry  little  sweethearts,  at  a  moonlight  dance.— C^ruf. 


IF    I    WERE    HOME    TO-NIGHT. 
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Words  by  William  H.  Gardner.    Music  by  W.  C.  Plainer. 


Pve  travelled  this  wide  world  over,  and  eartli's  fairest  cities  Pve 
I've  gazed  on  ii«  golden  sunshine,  and  wiitched  its  waters  gleam. 
But  still  in  my  heart  I'nii  longing  of  friends  to  have  one  sight; 
I'd  give  all  tlie  wealth  I  have  gathered  if  I  were  home  to-night. 

Chorus. 
Dear  old  home,  my  childhood's  home,  come  to  me  in  a  vision  bright; 
Dear  old  home,  that  sweet,  sweet  home— I  wish  I  were  home  to-ulght. 

I  wish  I  conld  see  my  mother,  and  feel  her  sweet  kiss  once  again; 

I  wish  I  conld  see  my  sister  tapping  on  the  window  pane;  ;" -  '•-.■' 

I  wish  I  could  speak  to  fiitlier,  nnd  walk  with  footsteps  light, 

I'd  give  all  the  wealth  I  have  gathered  if  1  were  home  to-night.— Chorvi. 

I  wish  I  cnuld  hear  the  robins  thnt  sing  there  so  sweetly  in  spring; 

I  wish  I  could  hear  the  church-liells  that  Sundays  used  to  ring; 

My  thoughts  wander  back  to  childhood,  I  see  its  golden  light. 

And  loved  ones  would  gather  about  me,  if  I  were  home  to-ulgbt~CA«nM. 


DREAMING  OF  DAYS  THAT  ARE 
PAST    AND    GONE. 
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Words  by  Horton  &  Kei-shaw.     Music  by  James  Horton. 


Romping  'neath  a  cottage  window,  was  a  pretty  boy  so  fair;  .      .    '" 

On  his  cheeks  the  bloom  of  roses,  witli  a  wealth  of  golden  hair, 
Mainmn  smiled  upon  her  dariiug,  as  none  but  a  mother  can. 
Thinking  of  the  distant  future  when  her  boy  would  be  a  man. 

Chorttb. 
The  mamma's  little  diirling  son,  bright  angel  boy. 
Just  one  sweet,  little  kiss,  oh,  what  heavenly  bliss,  papa's  little  joy; 
You  tiny,  cupid  lioy,  you  are  admired  by  all;  soothing,  healing  many  a  pain; 
The  suu  seems  to  smile  with  delight,  as  he  jumps  around  with  glee. 

Then  she  breathed  a  tender  blessing  for  her  denr  bright  nngel  Ind. 
Never  dreamiug  for  one  moinent  that  her  heart  would  soon  be  siid. 
But  her  fondest  hopes  were  blighted,  and  tliat  mother  mourned  her  fate. 
For  ti  passing  car  struck  down  iier  child,  and  the  doctor  said  too  late. 

CeoBCS. 
The  doctor  cmne  too  late,  too  late,  to  save  her  darling  lad; 
The  mother,  frantic,  tore  her  hair,  and  friends  iinmnd  were  sad; 
God  spare  my  child,  the  mother  shrieked:  don't  let  hira  pars  the  gate; 
The  poor  boy  eiiiiled,  then  all  was  still,  the  doctor  came  too  lute. 

Chorus  &3d  Verse. 
The  mother  she  could  not  believe  her  darling  boy  was  dead;  '     '■.. 

She  hrought  his  little  playthings  out  and  put  tlie'm  on  his  bed;  -    : 

She  kissed  his  fair  and  pallid  cheeks,  then  wiped  away  a  tear      -    -     .  '.,  '■^■^■: 
That  trickled  down  the  face  of  him  whom  slie  had  loved  so  dear.  . 

The  father,  coming  home  from  work,  looked  for  his  fair-haired  boy; 
He  missed  that  bnniiie,  lauuhing  face,  which  was  his  only  joy: 
It  was  llie  good  old  Christmas  time,  when  every  heart  was  glad. 
And  in  each  pocket  be  had  hid  a  present  for  his  lad. 

CHonns.  '  ;■ " 

The  doctor  came  too  late,  too  late,  those  loving  hands  are  cold,  . .    * 

That  little  tongue  no  more  will  wag,  nor  baUy  tales  unfold;  •■■.;■■•>•'.■*  V 
Those  little  feel  no  more  will  romp  onieide  the  garden  gate;  '■■":■"■.:■■..':■: 
Two  loving  hearts  are  broken  now,  tlie  doctor  came  too  late.  >\'-  •  - .  v 


Come,  sit  by  mo,  dnrling,  mine  so  lone;  ""• 

Gray  is  your  hair,  dear,  once  shining  gold; 

Yes,  you  are  a  grandma,  old  are  we. 
But  lovers  still,  as  in  the  days  old; 

Old  sweethearts  we.  hearti*  young  and  free; 

Age  cannot  steal  love  tliat  we  feel;  blessed  are  we; 

Although  1  am  sixty,  you're  fifty-two, 

I'm  stiii  your  lover,  diirliii<r,  all  life  through. 

Refrain. 

Dreaming  of  days  when  our  lives  were  yonng, 
Dreaming  of  all  tlie  sweet  songs  we've  sung. 
Living  for  aye  in  a  love  life-long, 
Dreamiug  of  days  that  are  past  and  gone. 

Come,  sing  me  the  old  songs,  good  nnd  tme; 

Sweet,  precious  music,  tunes  of  our  youth. 
We'll  live  ill  the  old  days,  love's  slill  young; 

Grandma  and  grandpa  hut  sweethearts  in  ti^th; 
Old  sweethearts  ue,  hearts  young  and  free; 
Age  cannot  steal  love  ihut  we  feel;  blessed  ore  we; 
Thus  sailing  together  down  life's  fair  stream. 
Until  our  boat  shall  touch  where  heaven  shall  beam.- 


^^ 


■RefnOn. 


A  Distressed  Home  Made  Happy. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joe  Welch. 


There  is  a  family  tenement  on  the  east  side  of  this  town ; 
There  lived  a  happy  family  until  poverty  broke  them  down; 
Consisting  of  three  children,  and  a  widow,  who  is  old. 
Who  sold  every  thing  of  value  to  keep  up  the  household; 
Misfortune  sei-ined  to  be  witli  tlieni,  they  tried  every  thing  in  vain; 
Tlie  landlord  demands  his  nioiiili's  rent,  or  says  they  can't  remain; 
But  one  sou  is  there  who'll  support,  who  now  lies  ill  in  l>ed; 
They  beem  to  be  contented,  but  a  dispossesa  they  dread. 

'■■''"  '^  Chorus.  ;'  •  ;1'   ^     _ 

Now  tbey  are  friendless,  and  no  one  they  know: 
Though  when  they  were  wealthy  their  money  did  flow; 
There  is  trouble  liegan  when  their  poor  father  died,  '   ,' 

And  though  they  have  fallen,  they  always  kept  pride. 

Their  dreary  days  were  still  goin'  on,  a  knock  came  at  the  door; 

It  was  a  friend  they  had  not  seen  since  happy  days  of  yore; 

He  come  to  pav  a  visit,  though  once  in  many  years; 

When  he  lieard  of  their  misfortune  it  brought  to  his  eyes  tears; 

He  listened  to  the  story  that  the  poor  old  woman  told, 

'i'hen  placed  some  money  in  her  hand,  which  was  50  pounds  in  gold; 

He  promised  he  would  pay  the  rent  and  to  all  her  delits  would  see; 

The  time  Lad  come  when  fate  would  change  and  happy  make  them  be. 

Chorus.  .  ■■-_  , .  ?  \      -  ;  i 

Now  they're  conteiite<l,  their  trouble  is  o'er;       ■ 

When  sickness  come  o'er  them  iheir  iroobies  they  bore; 
There  is  nothing  to  fear  then  while  denr  frii-nd  lives. 
Who  eaves  tliem  from  poverty  and  a  distressed  home. 


'., 
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Written  and  Composed  \>j  James  Thornton. 


I  am  in  love  wftta  a  nice  little  KJrl.  she'?  only  sweet  sixteen; 

9lie  works  down  town,  just  near  Park  Row  and  Pearl,  she's  my  qnecn; 

She  has  a  bicycle,  I've  ^ot  one,  too;  oli,  tiow  deiiglitfiil  it  feels; 

On  Suuday  luornliiK,  as  daylight  is  dawning,  taking  a  spin  on  oar  wheels. 

CnoRus. 
My  Coney  Island  girl,  she's  jnst  the  sort  that  yon'd  like; 
Slie's  got  no  medals,  but  oh.  don't  she  look  nice  on  a  "  liike;  " 
She  dresses  dainty  and  neat,  on  tier  foreliead  a  Marguerite  cnrl; 
I  take  a  trip  Sunday,  and  sometimes  on  Monday,  with  my  Coney  Island  girl. 

When  we  reach  Coney  tlie  pleasure  becins,  meeting  tlie  girls  and  boys; 
Tiien  take  a  ride  on  the  liiu  carousal,  oli,  what  joys; 

If  we  don't  want  to  ride  liome  on  a  "  bike,"  sometimes  we  take  the  last  train; 
We  sing  every  ditty  that's  sung  in  the  city,  but  always  end  witb  tbis  refrain: 

— Chorus. 

I    »  >  » — ■ 

CINDERELLA    SONQ.     «-^ 
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Oil,  poor  Cinderella  was  a  maid  forlorn, 

Willi  two  proud  si!<tLT8  a9,))eantirul  as  day, 
Wlio  snubbed  her  and  ireated  tier  with  utmost  BCoro, 

III  a  liitfbly  unbecoming  way. 
Go  on,  go  on,  go  on,  go  on,  ko  on,  we  pray; 

III  silks  and  in  satins,  at  tlie  liing's  behest. 
To  ilie  royal  ball  tliey  gaily  drove  away; 

Wliile  poor  Cinderella,  who  in  rags  was  dressed, 
WaH  told  tiiat  site  at  home  must  stay; 

But  soon  her  fairy  godinaniiiia 
Appeared,  and  by  tier  ningic  wand, 

Clad  her  in  garments  riclier  far 
Thau  mortal  e'er  bud  donned. 

Chorus. 

Ob,  weren't  her  sisters  spiteful,  and  wonldnH  it  be  delightful 

If  we  coiiM  have  a  godmaraina  like  poor,  dear  Cinderella; 

Some  kind-liearted  fairy,  when  tliiUKS  went  contrary. 

To  do  tlie  tiling  that  was  rigiitful,  witli  a  magic  wand 

She'd  but  to  wave  to  give  us  all  we  might  crave; 

Oh,  don't  we  wish  that  our  godmamma  was  a  big,  big,  big,  big  fairy. 

Arrayed,  like  a  princess.  In  her  garments  fine, 

Wiih  jewels  liright,  Cinderella  now  a|>i>e»rs; 
Iler  eyes,  with  aslonisliment  and  pleasure,  shine. 

That  a  moment  since  were  dim  w  ith  tears. 
Go  on,  go  on,  go  on,  go  on,  uo  on,  we  pray; 

Uer  godmotlier  next  supplies  tlie  coacli  she  needs 
From  a  pumpkin  huge,  Ciniterella  tiiinks  it  strange; 

A  wave  of  iier  wand,  and  in  a  trice,  its  seeds 
To  a  coachman  and  a  footman  change; 

Tlieii  six  white  mice  within  a  trap. 
To  Cinderella's  great  amaze, 

8>ie  quickly  ciianges,  by  a  tap. 
To  prauciug  dappled  grays. 

CnoRus. 

Oh,  wasn't  she  sagacious;  we  wish,  to  goodness  f^cions. 

That  we  could  have  a  "  tiim-out "  grand  like  poor,  dear  Cinderella; 

When  we  took  an  airing,  setting  people  staring; 

Oh,  that  would  Lie  just  s|ileuilacious;  you  can  ne  qnite  siiro 

We'd  make  our  inarU,  as  we  tooled  through  street  and  park; 

Oh,  don't  we  wish  that  our  godinamiua  was  a  big,  big,  nig,  big  fairy. 

When  once  Cinderella  at  the  ball  appears. 

The  prince  falls  head  over  heals,  with  her,  in  love; 
In  vain  are  her  jealous  sisters' ent'ers  and  jeers, 

For  lie  finds  her  fair  as  stars  above; 
Go  on,  go  on,  go  on,  go  on,  l'o  on,  we  pray; 

To  iier  he  devotes  liiiiiself  the  evening  through; 
Wlieii  she  left  at  twelve,  us  the  fairy  naid  she  ought. 

And  dropped,  in  her  hasty  fligiit,  her  dainty  shoe, 
For  its  owner  far  and  near  lie  soiiglit;        ^ 

To  prove  to  him  the  shoe  was  tbeirSi 
In  vain  the  naughty  sisters  tried; 

*'  'Tib  Cinderella  8,"  he  declare. 
And  she  becomes  his  bride. 

Cborcs. 

Oh,  wasn't  that  romantic?  witii  joy  we'd  all  go  frantic 

If  we  could  only  find  a  pnnce  like  poor,  dear  Cinderella; 

For  our  liaiid  to  sue  us,  and  to  sweetly  woo  us. 

Oh,  tliat  would  be  just  gigantic;  we  would  grow  at  least 

A  foot  witli  pride  if  he  chose  us  for  his  bride; 

Oh,  don't  we  wish  that  our  godmamma  was  a  big,  big,  big,  big  fairy. 


— Sunday  Sounds. —  She:  "  I  wonder  why  people  persist  in 
wearing  squeaking  shoes  on  Suuday?  "  He:  "  That  is  the  day  set 
apart  fur  manifestations  of  tlie  sole." 


DREAM    NOT    AOAIN. 
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Words  by  Palmer  Coz.    Music  by  Malcolm  Douglas. 

'Twas  at  the  qniet  hour,  the  light  fades  in  the  West, 

And  in  the  tender  silence  tlie  soul  is  filled  with  rest. 

Beside  the  casement,  dreaming  of  days  tliat  are  no  mora, 

Tlie  sweet  liopes  dead,  the  joys  long  fled  came  to  me  o'er  and  o'er. 

Rktrain. 
Dream  not  again,  dream  not  again;  oh,  foolish  heart,  alasl  'twere  vnin; 
Though  in  the  dusk,  still  you  dream  on,  ilie  past  is  gone,  forever  gone. 


J 


Oh,  joys  that  long  since  vanished;  oh,  hopes  that  ne'er  could  be; 

Whene'er  the  sliaaows  deepen,  wliy  come  in  dreams  to  me; 

The  past,  with  all  its  promise,  I  may  not  live  again; 

Our  paths,  dear  heart,  lie  far  apart,  and  dreaming  were  in  vain.— /?«/'rain. 

It  may  be  I  shall  meet  yon.  In  God's  good  time  at  last,  [  . 

That  some  day  I  shall  greet  yon,  beloved,  and  iiold  you  fast; 

That  we,  alaat  were  parted  -perhaps  'twere  belter  so; 

But  through  the  years,  with  all  their  tears,  come  dreams  of  long  ago.— i^^^. 

■    ;  .    m%m    .  ■''        '.'1 

WILL    YOU    BE    TRUE    TO    ME? 
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Words  by  Palmer  Cos.    Music  by  Malcolm  Douglas. 

There  was  a  simple  little  rnstic  maid, 

Wiiose  liome  was  from  the  city  far  awny. 
Among  tlie  golden  buttercups  slie  strayed, 

Until  a  stranger  stole  her  lieait  one  day. 
So  sweet  his  voice,  so  tender,  soft  and  low, 

She  did  not  dream  that  tlicy  could  ever  part, 
Until,  at  last,  he  told  her  lie  must  go; 

And  then  the  little  maid  said,  sad  of  heart: 

Refrain. 
"Love,  I  will  wait  for  yon  ever.  I  will  think  fondly  of  yon; 
Time  cannot  cliange  my  affection;  will  you  he  always  as  truet 
Mountains  and  rivers  may  sever,  far  from  my  side  you  may  be, 
I  will  be  true  to  you,  love;  will  you  lie  true  to  mef  " 

He  left  Iier,  with  a  promise  to  return: 

His  face,  so  dear  to  her,  she  longed  to  see; 
Her  tender,  loving  heart  began  to  yearu. 

And  like  a  little  drooping  rose  was  she; 
The  summer  fled,  the  leaves  all  scattered  lay; 

She  saw  tliu  happy  birds  at  last  depart; 
Bat  from  her  side  he  wandered  far  away; 

And  oft  the  little  maid  said,  sad  of  heart:— 7?^ra{n. 


HOPE    EVER    ON,    MY    LOVE. 
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Words  by  Palmer  Cox.    Music  by  Malcolm  Douglas. 

Hope  ever  on,  my  darling;  bright  In  the  heavens  afar. 

Ever  upon  life's  pathway,  hope  shineth  out  like  a  star; 

Sad  though  ilie  way  and  lonely,  etill  it  is  always  aliove. 

Bearing  Its  tender  message,  "  Ilope  ever  on,  my  lovel  " 

Darling,  it  shines  there  forever,  though  clouds  may  hide  It  from  sight; 

Through  all  the  gloom  and  the  darkness,  watch  for  its  radiant  light, 

Till,  through  a  rifi  in  the  clouds  there,  bright  in  tlie  heavens  above, 

Hope's  star  at  last  will  lie  shining,  "  Hope  ever  on,  my  lovel  " 

Hope  ever  on,  my  darling;  bright  In  tiie  heavens  afar; 

Ever  upon  life's  pathway,  hope  sliinetli  out  like  a  star; 

Sad  though  the  way  and  lonely,  still  it  is  always  above. 

Bearing  its  lender  message,  "  Hope  ever  on,  my  lovel  " 

Hope  ever  on,  my  darling;  though  fate  may  part  thee  from  me. 
Over  the  weary  waste,  love,  hoi>e's  star  will  guide  me  to  thee; 
Ever  through  life  'tis  shining,  fairest  of  all  stars  above;  j 

Never  forget  its  ineesage,  "  Hope  ever  on.  my  lovel  " 
Dearest,  when  true  hearts  are  severed,  they  should  be  faithful  alway; 
Hope's  sur  will  bring  them  togetlier,  lighting  their  paths  with  its  ray, 
Radiant,  Bmillng  and  tender,  ever  it  sliiues  there  above;  . 

Filling  tlie  soul  with  its  promise,  "  Hofie  ever  on,  my  lovel  "  ! 

Hope  ever  on,  my  darling;  though  fate  may  part  thee  from,  etc. 


— A  beer  Income  and  a  dianipapne  taste  form  an  ailment  from 
which  a  good  many  people  are  suffering. 
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LITTLE    THING'S. 

Th«  Wordi  and  MurIc  of  this  Soni;,  arruigred  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
drew,  po«t-i>al(l,  nil  receipt  of  40  cental  or  this  and  any  two  uther  Sonm  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  86  <k  87  B.  MadUon  St.Chtcacro. 
Write  to  eit)i»r  one  of  the  above  addresaea  for  Free  Catalocrue  of  Sonira,  Soacr  Boon^ 
Sheet  Hudo,  German  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


i 


Little  drops  of  water,  little  grains  of  saud, 

Make  ihv  uiigbty  oceau  and  the  beauteoas  land,  and  the  be&ateoas  land. 

And  the  little  moments,  bumble  tbongh  they  tei 
Make  the  mighty  ages  of  eternity,  of  eternity. 

So  our  little  errors  lead  the  Bonl  away 
From  the  paths  of  virtue,  oft  iu  sin  to  straj. 

Little  deeds  of  kindness,  little  words  of  love. 
Hake  our  earth  an  Eden  like  the  heaven  above. 

Little  seeds  of  mercy,  sown  by  yoathfal  hands. 
Grow  to  bless  the  nations  far  in  heathen  landa. 


THE    OLD    FAMILIAR    PLACE. 


By  C.  W.  Olover. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonf;,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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We  may  rove  the  wWe  world  o'er,  bat  we  ne'er  shall  find  a  trace 
Of  the  home  we  loved  of  yore,  of  the  old  familiar  place; 
Other  scenes  may  be  as  bright,  bnt  we  miss,  'neath  alien  skies, 
Both  the  welcome  and  the  light  of  the  old,  kind,  loving  eyes; 
Bome  is  home,  of  tliis  bereft,  mem'ry  loves  again  to  trace 
All  the  forms  of  those  we  left  in  the  old  familiar  place.  ; 

We  may  sail  o'er  every  sea,  bnt  we  still  shall  fail  to  find     -  . 
Any  Bpot  8(>  dear  to  be  as  the  one  we  left  behind; 
Words  of  comfort  we  may  hear,  bnt  they  cannot  tonch  the  heart 
Liice  the  tones  to  memory  dear,  of  the  friends  from  whom  we  part; 
Home  is  home,  the  wanaerer  longs  all  the  scenes  of  youth  to  trace. 
And  to  hear  the  old  home  songs  in  the  old  familiar  place. 


TRY,    TRY    AOAIN. 
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Tis  a  lesson  yon  should  heed,  try,  try  atrain; 

If  at  first  you  don't  succeed,  try,  try  again; 

Then  your  courage  shall  appear. 

For  if  yoQ  will  persevere,  .  .      ., 

YoQ  will  conquer,  never  fear,  try,  try  again. 

Once  or  twice  tlioDch  yon  should  fail,  try,  try  agidn; 

If  at  last  you  would  prevail,  try,  try  agaiu; 

If  we  strive  'lie  no  disgrace; 

Though  we  may  not  win  the  race; 

What  should  you  do  iu  that  case?  try,  try  again.   .  - 

If  you  find  your  task  is  hard,  try,  try  again : 

Time  will  bring  you  your  reward,  try,  try  again;  . 

All  that  other  folks  can  do, 

Why,  with  patience,  may  not  yout 

Only  keep  this  rule  in  view,  try,  try  again. 


-.<, 


COULD'ST    THOU    BUT    KNO^W. 
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BABY    BYE,    HERKS   A   FLY. 

By  Theo.  Tllton  and  Geo.  B.  Loomls. 
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Buby  bye,  here's  a  fly,  we  will  watch  him,  yon  and  I; 
Bow  he  crawls  up  the  walls,  yet  he  never  falls; 
I  Itelieve,  with  those  six  legs,  vou  and  I  could  walk  on  eggs; 
There  he  goes,  on  bis  toes,  tickliug  baby's  nose. 

Spots  of  red  dot  his  head;  rainbows  on  his  wings  are  spread; 
That  small  speCk  is  his  neck,  see  him  nod  and  beck; 
I  can  show  yoo,  if  you  choose,  where  to  look  to  find  his  shoes; 
Three  small  pairs,  made  of  hairs,  these  he  always  wears. 

Black  and  brown  is  his  gown,  he  can  wear  it  upside  down; 
It  '8  laced  'round  his  waist,  I  admire  his  taste; 
Pretty  as  his  clothes  are  made,  he  will  spoil  tliem,  I'm  afraid. 
If  to-night  he  gets  sight  of  the  candle-light. 

In  the  sun  webs  are  spun,  what  if  he  gets  into  one? 
When  it  rains  he  complains  on  the  window  panes. 
Tongues  to  talk  have  yon  and  I— God  has  given  the  little  fly 
Mo  such  things,  so  he  sings  with  his  buzzing  wings. 

He  can  eat  bread  and  meat,  see  his  month  between  his  feetl 
On  his  buck  is  a  sack  like  a  i>eddler's  pack; 
Does  the  baby  understand?  then  the  fly  shall  kiss  her  band; 
Put  a  crumb  ou  her  thumb,  maybe  be  will  come. 

'Round  and  'round  on  the  ground,  on  the  ceiling  be  is  found; 
Catch  hlin?  No;  let  him  go:  never  hurt  biin  sol 
Mow  yon  see  his  wings  of  silk  drabbled  iu  the  baby's  milk; 
Fiel  obflel  foolish  fly  t  how  will  you  get  dryf 

All  wet  flies  twist  their  thighs;  so  they  wipe  their  head  and  eyes; 
Cats,  vun  know,  wash  just  so;  then  their  whiskers  grow; 
Files  have  hair  too  small  to  comb;  flies  go  all  bareheaded  home; 
But  the  gnat  wears  a  hat;  do  you  laugh  at  that? 

Flies  can  see  more  than  we,  so  how  bright  their  eyes  most  bel 
Little  fly,  mind  yonr  eye,  spiders  are  near  by; 
For  a  secret  I  can  tell,  spiders  will  not  treat  yon  well; 
Haste  away,  do  not  stay,  little  fly.  good  day  I 


Words  by  J.  Cheever  Goodwin.    Music  by  Woolson  Uorse. 


Abthitr.— Could'st  thou  know,  oh,  sweetheart  mine,  how,  in  sorrow,  I  pine, 
"To  fear  a  prey;  torn  by  a  love  that  I  dare  not  betray; 
Soon,  I  trow,  thou  would'st  appear,  and  my  sad  spirit  cheer; 
For  thou  alone  reiguest  my  queen,  with  my  heart  for  thy  throne; 

NiOBE.— Happiness  divine,  thy  loving  voice  I  hear; 

Ending  every  brooding  doubt,  dispelling  every  fear; 

Oh,  what  joy  is  mine,  Diiss  beyond  compare; 

I  no  more  repine,  all  the  world  is  fair; 

Oh,  what  joy  is  mine,  bliss  beyond  compare; 

I  no  more  repine,  for  all  the  world  is  fair. 

Arthur. —Thy  coming  speed— my  loving  arms 

Shall  be  thy  shield  from  all  life's  harms; 
Let  doubts  and  fears  forgotten  be, 
.    Lost  in  the  knowledge  that  I  love  but  thee, 
'      ■    ■         I  love  but  thee,  I  love  but  thee. 
With  love  as  endless  as  eternity; 
]-  I  love  but  thee,  I  love  but  thee. 
Thee,  and  only  thee, 
-■  ■  With  a  love  that  undying  shall  be; 

I  love  thee,  but  thee,  I  love  only  thee. 

NiOBE.— I  love  but  thee,  I  love  but  thee,  ' 

With  love  as  endless  as  eternity; 
I  love  but  tliee,  I  love  but  thee; 
Love  thee,  and  only  thee, 

With  a  love  that  undying  shall  be;  "    .'       \ 

I  love  thee,  bnt  thee,  I  love  only  thee. 


SOMEBOPyS    WIFE. 

..-•.,  As  recited  by  Thomas  F.  Byron. 
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— "  I  have  a  good  husband,"  said  the  first  lady,  "  I  have  an 
income  of  four  thousand  dollars  and  I  give  him  half.  He  loves 
me  very  much."  "  I  have  a  better  husband  than  that,"  said  the 
second  lady.  "  He  earns  four  thousand  and  gives  me  half.  He 
loves  me  very  much."  "  I  have  still  a  better  husband,"  said  the 
third  lady.  "  He  earns  four  thousand  a  year  and  gives  me  half. 
Tlien  he  is  so  careless  that  I  get  five  hundred  of  the  remainder  out 
of  his  pockets  without  his  being  aware  of  it.  He  loves  me  very 
much."   . 


The  lady  was  young,  charming  and  gay. 
Chilled  with  the  wind  of  a  winter's  day; 
The  pavement  was  covered  with  snow  and  sleet. 
And  I  found  it  a  task  for  to  keep  on  my  feet. 

Just  then,  with  a  short,  stifled  scream  of  alarm. 

This  fair  one  went  down  and  bumped  her  arm; 

I  stopped,  looked  around,  then  her  I  espied; 

Within  three-quarters  of  an  hour,  I  was  close  by  her  side. 

After  struggling  some  time,  I  got  her  on  her  feet; 
She  turned  and  said  thank  you,  in  a  voice,  oh,  so  sweet; 
I  raised  my  bat  gracefully,  and  then  raised  both  feet; 
Like  a  thousand  of  bricks  I  cume  down  in  a  heap. 

In  an  instant  I  sprang  to  my  feet  once  again; 
Although  yon  could  see  that  I  was  in  great  pnin; 
Half  dazed  and  bewildered,  I  stood  for  a  while, 
Scraping  mud  off  my  clothing  and  trying  to  smile. 

Suddenly  I  forgot  all  my  bruises,  so  sore, 
Slowly  I  limped  to  the  lady  once  more: 
Pardon  me,  madame,  hut  yon  seem  quite  alone; 
If  you  have  no  objections,  I'll  escort  you  home. 

Laughing  and  chatting,  onward  we  sped;  , 

Occasionally  rubbing  the  bumps  on  my  bead; 

Then,  to  my  surprise,  she  begun  to  act  qneer; 

She  became  very  nervous,  as  though  something  she  feared. 

I  then  got  a  jar  that  loosened  my  teeth. 
By  the  toe  of  a  boot,  I  was  raised  off  my  feet;        •=--.. 
Beguining  my  senses,  I  ran  for  my  life—  ■    - 

The  secret  is  this:  She  was  somebody's  wife. 


\ 
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Memories  of  Home  and  Mother. 

Copyright,  1895.  by  A.  ScuU  &  Co. 
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Wurda  by  Harry  V.  Vogrt.    Music  by  J.  Wesley  Hughes. 


Oh,  sine  Bcain  that  dear  ol<I  strain  mv  mother  Bang  to  me. 
When  holy  rays  of  other  days  gleHnied  through  our  threshold  tree; 
The  sunset  low,  in  piiiple  ({low  crept  o'er  tlie  eaiuled  floor; 
She  lingered  there,  in  that  old  chair,  beside  the  oalien  door. 

The  low-eaved  roof,  with  mossy  roof,  and  creepers  trailing  o'er; 

Tlie  sti>r>  long,  the  dear  old  soni;,  beside  thnt  oaken  door; 

The  eyes  that  shone,  the  meliiii);  tone  of  that  sweet  voice  now  still. 

With  silvere<l  hair  and  plaintive  prayer,  blest  inem'ries  how  they  thrill; 

Tiieu  siuf;  aenin  that  dear  old  song  my  mother  sang  to  me. 

When  holy  rays  of  byk;ono  days  gleamed  throngb  our  threshold  treel 

Lone  years  have  fled,  the  vines  are  dead,  and  withered  that  old  tree; 

And  never  more  beside  that  door  will  mother  ting  to  me. 

But  golden  gleams  of  liallow'd  themes  will  linger  to  the  last; 

1  cherish  still,  with  sacred  ihiill,  the  ashes  of  the  piist: 

Home,  sweet,  sweet  home,  then  sing  again  that  dear  old  strain  my  mother  sang 

When  holy  rays  of  bygouu  days  gleamed  through  our  threshold  tree.        (to  me. 


*  *  * 
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Parody  on:  \^ 

Her  Eyes  Don't  Shine  Like  Diamonds. 

By  Ward  &  Kennickson. 
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Three  hahl-headed  men  were  drinking  one  day 

Atid  their  love  stories  did  tell— 
Tom  of  Minnie,  who  wus  so  sliiuDy; 

Frank  of  his  Daisy  Bell; 
■  The  last  one  to  epeiik  was  Jack, 

Who  spuku  just  unto  bis  pals— he  did  say: 
I'll  tell  >ou  of  one  who  takes  the  buu, 

Aud  tbia  was  bis  story  that  daj: 

--      ..  Chorus. 

Her  eyes  don't  shine  like  bootblacks  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  York, 
For  they  are  both  in  mourning,  she  whitens  them  with  chalk; 
With  a  base-hall  bat  she  greets  me,  and  always  makes  a  hit. 
For,  lads,  I  love  my  mother-iu-law  just  a  little  bit. 

When  Tom  he  got  loaded  he  wouldn't  go  off, 

Frank,  his  old  pal,  wus  the  same; 
Said  Jack,  with  a  smile,  rest  here  awhile, 
.''  I'll  order  them  uu  iigain; 

'    So  lie  called  his  old  friend,  the  waiter,  and  said: 
Three  beers  this  way  you  may  bring. 
Are  you  married,  Tom  said,  but  Jack  shook  his  head- 
Seven  years,  and  then  be  did  sing:— 67«/rii<. 


Parody  on : 

Say  An  Revoir,  bnt  Not  Good-bye. 


Written  and  Sudk  by  Samuel  Miller. 
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A  maiden  fair,  but  awful  fly. 

With  auburn  hair,  coming  throngl.  the  dye, 

Like  a  bird  of  prey,  docs  lie  in  wait, 

Some  fool  from  his  inoney  to  separate; 

She  spies  a  dude,  for  his  company  pleads— 

Like  a  iaml>  to  the  slaughter,  liim  she  leads; 

'Twere  l>etter  far  had  he  not  met 

This  maid  who  could  make  a  banjo  fret. 

Chorus. 
Not  an  revoir,  but  say  good-bye. 
Fur  his  money  and  jewels  that  tlude  does  sigh; 
Twere  better  far  had  he  not  met 
This  maid  who  loves  for  what  she'll  get. 

This  silly  dnde  had  not  learned  yet. 
That  in  his  head  he'd  a  space  to  let; 
He  tells  the  maid  he  is  well-to-do. 
The  maiden  ihinks,  weil,  I'll  do  yon; 
She  pulls  his  leL',  he  does  not  squeal. 
But  teds  her  she's  his  heau  ideal; 
Oh,  criK  I  fate  that  did'st  decreed 
That  a  dude  no  brains  did  need.  — CAoruf. 


— A  Surprise. — Wife  (in  her  tisiinl  rtrain):  "  Archibaltl,  Lave 
you  taken  a  drink  to-day?"  AroUihald:  "No,  my  dear  —  on 
honor."  Wife:  "  Well,  go  out  ajiiT take  two.  I  liave  a  luiliincr's 
bill  for  your  consideration. 


LOVE'S    ENTREATY. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  The  Temple  Music  Co. 
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Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  Louis  Campbell  Tipton. 


Love,  the  day  is  slowly  dying. 

Fades  the  sunset's  wondrons  gold; 
My  poor  heart  for  thee  is  sighing. 

As  in  happy  days  of  old; 
Come  to  me,  oh,  come  to  me; 

Tho'  far  away,  my  spirit  is  with  thee; 
Come  to  me,  oh,  come  to  me,  tho'  thoa  art  gone, 

Tho'  thou  art  gone,  my  spirit  is  with  thee. 

Love,  the  wondrons  stars  are  shining. 

In  the  heaven's  diadem; 
Wherefore  should  my  soul  be  pining. 

For  our  home,  dear,  is  with  them; 
Come  to  me,  oh,  come  to  me; 

Tho'  thon  art  gone,  my  spirit  is  with  thee; 
Come  to  me,  oh,  come  to  me;  tho'  thoa  art  gone, 

My  spirit  is  with  thee. 


NO!    NOT    I. 
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1  know  a  pretty  maiden,  whose  heart  is  joyous,  light  and  free; 

Ufl  I  hoar  her  singing,  and  her  voice  is  full  of  glee; 

If  you'll  lend  an  ear,  this  is  what  you'll  hear: 

Oh,  I  have  a  sweetheart,  dearly  he  loves  me; 

Tliough  be  has  not  told  me,  I  liuve  eyes  to  see; 

How  1  love  to  tease  blin,  love  to  make  him  sigh; 

I'm  not  had  for  the  aakiug— Not  not  not  I. 

I  love  my  girlhood's  freedom,  no  silken  chains  of  love  for  ntt 

I  have  my  own  arabiiions,  and  I  will  not  hindered  be— 

I  will  inuke  it  plain,  tliat  he  sues  in  vain; 

Yet  I  love  to  sec  him  looking  at  me  so; 

All  his  manly  bcautv  sets  my  heart  aglow; 

'i'o  the  fateful  qiiesiiiin  I  must  make  reply,    ' 

Iwilluotsuiieuder— Nol  nol  uotl. 

And  yet  'twas  not  intended  for  girls  to  go  through  life  alone; 

'i'is  love  that  makes  the  world  go  round,  and  true  it  is,  I  owa; 

I  was  in  the  wrong,  guess  I'll  change  my  song; 

When  he  comes  a-wooing,  noble,  strong  and  true, 

llow  can  I  refuse  him,  how  can  I— would  youf 

When  his  love  is  pltading,  can  I  love  denyf 

I  won't  hurt  his  feelings— Not  not  not  I. 


THY    WILL    BE    DONE. 
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"  Thy  will  be  done,"  words  of  faith  and  prayer; 

Born  in  dark  Octhsemane,  when  Christ  was  kneeling  there. 

Come  to  this  |>oor  heart  of  mine. 

Still  mv  tempest  into  cam; 
Tliongh  I  walk  in  shadowed  ways, 

I  will  sing  my  Saviour's  psalm;  ~      - 

I  may  not  hear,  I  cannot  see. 

Where  Thou,  O  (lod,  wouldst  have  me  go; 
If  in  I  he  diirk  Thou  leiidest  nie. 

To  trust  is  better  tliiin  to  know,  better  than  to  know; 
Thy  will  l>e  done,  thy  will  l>e  dune; 
Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  dune. 

"Thy  will  l>e  done,"  though  mine  nil  be  gone; 


Thout 


I  am  not  alone; 


uub  on  stony  paths  I  stumble. 
Thou  wilt  send  Thine  aiiKel  still. 

When  I  drink  the  cup  of  woe; 
With  Tliy  comfort  Thou  wilt  flii 

All  my  heart  to  overflow. 
And  Thou  wilt  bless  with  licrfert  peace 

The  heart  that  stays  it»-if  on  Thee; 
I'll  live  by  faith,  niid  conquer  death  and  sing; 

Thy  love  that  makes  me  free,  love  that  makes  me  free; 
Thy  will  he  done.  Thy  will  be  done; 
Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done. 


— Rij-ht  in  the  Eye.—  "  Geta  cinder  in  your  eye?  "  "  No,  Tcame 
here  ou  a  sleeping  car  and  one  of  the  pillows  got  in  it.  Can  you 
see  any  trace  of  it?  "  ■^•:.;^;'-".  ,;;';:..- .■^v;^'■   .:V^;;.:  :::•': 
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OINTE    CEIsTT    E^OH. 


1  BabrailM 

I  Btieb*nedil«*tIa»%UByliHyAaa 

5  Anld  iMDgSjite 

4  EUa  Ree 

i  Old  cabin  hom«  .   ->       . 

6  Uttle  oneR  at  horn* 

7  Okl  black  Joe 

5  Home,  Bweet  hom* 
f  Larboard  watoh 

10  Many  can  help  one 

11  KUlarnej 

U  See  that  mj  gnrti't  kapt  CMfla 

13  Grandfather's  clock 

14  Emmet's  "Lullaby" 

Ifi  The  harp  that  once  thro'  Tuk'i  h*llt 

14  My  countrj'.  'tis  of  thee 
17  Sweot  foFKet-mo-not 

Ig  Where  waa  Moses  when  tb«  light  went 

19  Nancy  Lee  [oat  I 

iO  Write  me  a  letter  from  beoM 

21  Reautif  111  isle  of  the  se* 

a  Old  folks  at  home  (Soaom  tfblMr) 

23  Cx>me  back  to  Erin 

U  8we«t  bye-and-bye 

SS  My  pretty  red  i 

W  whoa,  Emma 

t7  Katie's  secret 

n  You'll  remember  nM 

n  Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  tfa«  dMp 

90  Kathleen  Mavonmeen 

81  I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halla 

SS  Wearing  of  the  srreen 

B  When  you  and  iwere  young,  Ifaggto 

M  Cottage  bv  the  sea 

86  We  parted  by  the  rlrer  tido 

36  When  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  bom* 

37  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prsyw 
M  Ijuit  rose  of  Sununer 

SI  Shamua  O'Brien 

40  Exile  of  Erin 

41  Maggie's  lecret 

41  Or  any  other  man— StMy^UPMah 

43  I  cannot  call  her  mother 

44  Would  I  were  with  tber^ 
44  Poor  old  slave 

40  Casey  social  club 

47  Cumberland's  crew 

M  Take  this  letter  to  my  mothir 

4>  A  model  loTe  letter 

fiO  Female  stratagem 

61  How  to  kiasalady 

62  Dublin  bay 

63  The  wife's  commandments 

64  The  husband's  commandmenti 
66  Kules  for  bummers 

66  Ijttle  old  log  cabin  In  the  laiM 

67  Barltara  Frietchie— Recttatiom 

68  Marching  through  Oeorgia 
H  When!  was  a  lad-Pinafore 

M  Widow  in  the  cottage  bj  th*  MB 
II  Dancinf?  In  the  bam 
62  F^lre  in  the  grate 

15  Wandering  refuge* 
M  Blae^yedNelly 

16  Minstrel  boy 

M  Letter  in  the  candle 
■7  8tar«pangled  banner 
M  Dancing  on  the  grewi 
W  Heart  bow'd  down 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  watermiU— Rkob^MV 
n  Faded  coat  of  bliM       . 

n  Hold  the  fort 

74  BUrery  days  . 

78  Der  mule  ditood  on  dethtMaUMAtdMk 

71  Uttie  barefoot 

77  My  old  Kentucky  home,  good-nlcht 

78  Home  again 

71  Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  aomr 

t»  Sword  of  Bunker  HiU 

n  OflBce  rules 

n  Qray  hairs  of  my  mother 

n  Good  Rhine  wine 

84  I'U  be  all  smiles  to-night,  lo«» 

II  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 

H  listen  to  the  mocking-bird 

IT  When  the  com  ia  waving,  Annto 

S8  She  never  blamed  him,  never 

M  Silver  threads  among  the  gold 

10  Uttle  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

fl  Ring  the  bell  softly  there's  crupe  on  the 

«  B^oBt  (laughabre)  ^^^    [door 

n  Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still . 

•4  Sunday  night  when  the  pailor^  toll 

M  Oypsy'v  warning 

H  Anchor's  weighed 

17  Moon  behindlhe  hill 
M  Swinging  in  the  lane 

M  SbetAan^s  ride— HsciTATIoa 

100  We  met,  twas  in  a  crowd 

101  EiUeen  Allan na  y: 
V»  Tls  but  a  little  faded  flower 

108  Touch  the  harp  gently,  my  preMylAOkl 
MM  Qirl  I  left  behind  me 

116  Uttle  Butteacup 

IM  HI*  dalen,  oMalss  and  uinti 

107  Cany  me  bock  to  old  Vlrginny 
IM  Roses  underneath  the  now 
101  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma  __ 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  Sy 
111  Old  man's  drunk  again 

118  Two  Orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  Are) 

114  Amber  Besses  tied  in  Uu* 

U6  Pretty  as  a  pictore 

III  I  am  waiUiw,  Essie,  dear 

117  Three  perished  in  the  snow 
U8  Blight  hints 

118  Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother 

180  Come,  sit  by  my  edde,  Uttle  darling 

181  Klssme,  mother,  kiss  your  daiiinc 
188  Bingen  on  the  Rhine 

US  A  nower  from  my  angel  aotiMC^Sl*** 

Ifil  Old  log  cabin  on  the  aiU 

181  Croppy  boy 

188  Skids  are  oat  t(Mlay 

U7  nie  bridge 

188  Shabby  gented 

U8  (Hi,  dat  watermeloa 


l\ 


ISO  Oomin'  throogh  the  lye 

131  Must  we  then  meet  Mrtrugna/ 

l3S  Babies  on  our  bloclc^         -      •' 

133  Brennen  on  the  Moor> 

134  Skidmore  fancy  ball/ 

135  Hallway  door  ^ 
131  .Where  the  grass  grawB  t 
137 'Darling  Bessie  ofthe  lea 
138  KlsB  bdiind  the  door 
138  I'll  remember  you.  Iotb^  tat  l 

140  Mary  of  the  vrild  Moor  ^ 

141  Old  wooden  rocker 
118  Speak,  only  speak 

143  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

144  Where  art  thou  now,  my  beloradl ' 

145  HolUe,  darling 

Itf  You  may  look,  bat  yoa  mnstnt  toaoh 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 

148  Raffle  for  the  store 

149  Balm  of  GUead 

150  There's  alwavs  a  seat  In  the  pArlor  for 

151  Driven  from  nome  '"OO 
153  I've  no  mother,  now  Fm  weeplnc 

153  Pull  for  the  shore 

154  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Th»» 
ise  Good  news  from  home 

156  Fisherman's  daughter 

157  Shells  of  ocean 

168  Hassa's  in  the  cold,  oold  grooM 

169  Say  a  kind  word  when  yon  oaa  , 
160  Cure  for  scandal  * 
111  "Twilight  coterie 

168  Strangers  yet 

163  Castles  in  the  air 

164  Dear  little  shamrock  „■*■> 

165  I  cannot  sing  the  old  iongf  •    : 

166  Norah  ON»a  '.    , 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thM 

168  Rose  ofTralee 

168  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Klldars       *' 

170  I'm  lonely  since  mv  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lone  child 

178  Tenting  on  the  oU  oamp  groand 

178  Glove  flirtation         . 

174  Whip  flirtation     • 

176  Slave's  dream  .     .   ': 

176  Dont  you  g^>,  Tommy,  d<»t  go    . 

177  Sweet  Evangeline 

178  Good-bye  at  the  door 

179  'TIS  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you  [heart,  ato^ 

181  Erin's  lovely  home 

188  Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-hooM 

183  Twenty  years  ago 

184  Paddy^s  land 

186  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darlinc 

186  Old  village  scnool  on  the  green 

187  Woodman,  spare  that  tree 

188  Barbara  Frietchie-BwaZASoa 

189  Darling  Minnie  Lee 

190  Hat  flirtation 

191  Fan  flirtation 

198  Flee  as  a  bird  to  yoor  moontaln 

193  Good-bye,  Annie, daj-Ilng(BnochArden) 

194  \\'hy  did  she  leave  himi 

195  A  quiet  little  home 

191  Thou  hast  learned  to  lore  another 
197  Bfary  of  Argyle 
1*8  NU  Desperandam 
190  Sweet  Highland  Mary 

800  Evening  amosement  (laaghable) 

801  Day  I  played  base  ball  [own 
809  Remember  you  have  children  o8  your 
803  There's  none  l*"::  a  mother  if  efer  so 
aot  You  were  f a<'.<),  buw  ^'U  foiglTe  [poor 
806  Sweet  Mag'.ie  Gordok^ 

206  Tanyard  side 

107  Bells  of  Shandon 

808  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell 

109  Whisper  softlv,  mother's  dylDff 

no  Iain's  green  shore 

til  Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old 

ni  OoDBiBUyftad  Cooper 

ms  Gathering  shells  by'th*  as*  ■hon'' 

814  LitUe  Rosebud 

816  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

816  Come  into  the  garden,  Mand 

817  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

818  Where  there's  a  vrill  there's  *  waj  I 

819  God  bless  my  boy  at  sea  -' 
t30  Annie  I/iurle 

881  Mac's  and  the  0*8 
828  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea  ~^ 
823  Liunentation  of  James  Rodgen  t 
224  Come,  birdie,  come 

826  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep  t 
836  Ever  of  thee 

827  Norah  McShana 

828  Love  among  the  rosea 

829  Bhamus  O'Brien— RadEAXKNI} 

830  per  Deitcher  gal  — ' 

831  No  Irish  need  »psij 
tS»  Old  arm  chair  i 
«SS  Tim  Flaherty    >    "^ 

834  WesatbytheriTer  '-oaaadl 

835  I  lore  musks 

836  Sweet  Genevlera 

837  When  the  flowera  tau  I 

838  Patrick  Sheehaa 
838  Sailor's  grave 
140  Pretty  maid  miivinjf  her  aofVV 
Ul  Kentucky  Roeei  .  v 
848  Farmer's  daughter       ' 

843  Oh,  dem  golden  slippers 

844  In  the  morning  by  the  bright  Ught 
846  Nobody's  darlfiig 

846  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  stlU 

847  Somebody's  mother^RncaxAlloa 

848  Birdie,  darling 

849  Nobody's  darluig  tat  mlna 
8M  Rock  me  to  sleep,  mother 
861  Put  my  little  shoea  kway 

858  Darling  Nelly  Gray  [fan 

853  Somebody's  coming  when  thfidewdropa 

864  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  beoause  wa 

865  Uttle  brown  Jog  [were  poar 
86«BenBolt 

867  Good-bye,  sweetheart,  good-hya 

868  Erin  i*  mv  homa 


SSO  Katty  Avoumeen 

860  Sadie  Ray 

861  Bard  of  Armagh 
868  Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not 

863  Patrick's  day  parade 

864  Poor  Pat  must  emigrafea 

865  Speak  to  me,  speak 

866  Darling,  I  will  come  again 

967  Bright-eyed  litUa  NeUot  Narraganaet 

868  Hafl,  Columbia  (bav 

869  Uttle  footsteps 

870  Tim  Finnegan's  wake 

871  McDonnel's  old  tin  roof  ) 

272  Scotch  la-ssie,  Jean  '  • 

,873  Hat  me  father  wore  '  ' 

1^4  Banks  of  sweet  Dundee  ~> 

875  Fve  only  been  down  to  the  etab 

876  Danca  me  on  your  knee 
(877  Kiss  me  again 

,878  Emmet's  "  Lovo  of  the  shamro^  " 
879  Vacant  chair 

280  Sweet  sunny  South 

281  Our  good  ship  sails  to-nlghl 

282  Jersey  Sam 

283  Come  home,  father 

284  Little  Ma«?^ie  May 


885  Cackle,  cackle,  cackl*! 
8S«  Molly  Baw-n  -    "* 


Illy 

887  Maid  of  Athena 
288  Sallie  In  our  alleys 
288  I'msittinir  nnthestlla,l(al«^ 

290  Poor  old  Ned  -,  ' 

291  Dorking'  niprht 

299  Man  in  the  moon  Is  looking,  lova 
293  When  the  flowing  tide  comes  in 
894  Don't  give  up  the  aid  friends  tor  the 

295  Broken  down  [naV 

296  Marriage  bells 

287  Have  I  not  been  kind  to  thael 

298  Flowers  will  come  in  May 

299  Awfully  clever 

300  My  little  one's  waiting  for  me 

301  I'll  go  back  to  my  ol<f  love  again 

302  Butcher  boy 

303  There's  somebody  waiting  tor  ma 

304  Are  you  there,  MortarityT 

305  I'se  g-wine  back  to  Dixie , 

306  Bidalia  Jane  McCann 

307  Isle  de  BlackweU 

308  Where  afe-the  friendaof  my  yooQil 

309  Knging  on  tlic  roof 

310  Five  cent  shave 

311  Hen  convention 

312  Red,  white  and  blue 

313  Old  oaken  bucket 

314  Little  sweetheart,  come  and  Ufll  ma 
n&  My  dream  of  love  is  o'er 

3l«  They  aU  do  it 

317  Old  home  ain't  what  It  used  to  be 
at  Wait  till  the  moonlight  taUa  on  water 
819  linger  not,  darling 

880  Tls  evening  brings  my  heart  to  thaa 

881  American  Kational  Onard 

883  Johnny's  so  bashful 

183  Daisy  Deane 

884  I  wish  mamma  was  here 

885  Pulling  hard  against  the  etieam 

886  Dancing  in  the  sanlight 

827  Whatisitt 

828  There  never  was  a  coward  where  thO 
889  Lore  letters  [shamrock  grows 

830  Delia  Clancy 

831  Remember  that  the  poor  tramp  has  to 

888  Lamentation  of  Johnny  Reel  [live 
tSS  RoU  on,  silver  moon 

184  When  McGuinnefs  gets  a  Job 

BSS  Give  an  honest  Irish  lad  a  chaaea 
138  Down  among  the  daisiea 

887  Down  by  the  old  mill  stream 

tS8  Answer  to  "  The  Gypsy's  wamtog" 

839  Battle  err  of  freedom 

•40  Home  rule  tor  Ireland 

141  Riding  on  the  elevated  railroad 

848  mien  McCormick  rules  the  State 

•43  Sweet  chiming  bells 

144  LeviKassiday 

845  I  want  to  see  the  cotton  flelda 

846  Waltz  with  me 

847  Meet  tne  by  moonlight  alooa 

848  Do  they  miss  me  at  homel 

849  lAtber  and  shave 
868  Baspy  be  thy  dreams 
861  SSeltin 

M8  Stokes'  verdict  (Jim  Flak  eoog) 
853  Lardy  dah 

864  De  golden  wedding 

866  My  mother-in-law  , 

856  What  should  make  theeaad,mjdarl]]ur 

857  Dear  Italian  girl 

868  Banks  of  Brandyvrlne 

869  Old,  and  only  in  the  way 
MO  Six  feet  of  earth 

811  Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 
168  Yellow  rose  of  Texas 
818  When  my  ship  comes  In 
884  One  pound  two 

865  We  have  met,  loved  and  partlA 
116  Bummer's  hotel 
•17  Pm  getting  a  big  boy  now 
868  I  shall  never  be  happy  — 
*W  Soldier's  taaewcU 

870  Old  kitchen  Boor  -' 

871  Sweet  Belle  Mahone    ' 
878  My  dear  Savannah  biOiBA 
878  BfllylBarlow 

874  Wild  Irish  boy 

•76  Dwendy-seven  cents 

871  A  stariy  night  for  a  rambla 

877  Lockedoat  after  nine 

878  Whip-poor-will's  song 

879  Day  when  you'll  forget  ma 
881  You'll  miss  ma  when  I'm  goa* 
881  Son  of  a  gambolier 

188  Golden  stair 

883  Your  Uttle  Uza  lores  you 

884  Amerlcanboy  .    . 

885  Yoa  get  more  like  yoor  dad  Cfwy day 
ISIBaineyllcCoy 

(87  BMprsinthealr 


388  Sftllie  ITomar 

•89 'miUa  ReOty 

SM  Sweet  Aleeu 

•91  Old  Sexton 

893  PuU  down  the  h^  M 

•83  Do  they  think  of  n.^  at 

•94  Tell  me  where  my  rva'sgoae 

•95  Barbara  Allan 

896  The  'longshoremen's  strike 

997  Bonnie  sweet  Ueasie,  the  maid  oC 

398  Bathing  song 

899  CarrioLce 

400  Ctaawiderlrerto 

401  Moon  is  out  to-uigbt.  lora 

402  Devil's  ill  New  Jersey 

403  Rambler  from  Clare 

404  Pretty  Uttle  bluo*yod 

405  Faded  flowei-b 
401  Dark-oycd  sailor 

407  Rose  of  Killamcy 

408  Cot  in  the  corner  ^^ 

409  Boys,  keep  away  from  thaglllt 

410  Phantom  footsteps 

411  Bonny  bunch  of  rosea 
418  P^Roach  at  the  play 

413  Doran's  ass 

414  Banks  of  Clandy 

415  What  are  the  wild  waves  aaytagf 
411  Her  front  name  is  Hannar 

417  Sweet  Evelina 

418  Behind  the  scenes 

419  Qoepel  raft 

491  Don\  put  the  poor  worUngmai 
421  Cruiskeen  lawn 
423  I  had  but  fifty  cents 

483  I'm  leaving  now  the  old  folks 

484  Irish  Molly,  O! 

425  Ring  my  mother  wore 

428  Ihetiackbird 

487  Uttle  cherry  bloasom 
128  WM,  wist,  wist 

429  A  Tiolct  from  mothei^grava 

430  NeUy  Ray  . 

431  Manle,  darling,  nowgoodl9* 
438  Riseit,  RieUr  ^ 
438  Meeting  of  the  waters 

4S4  Walt  for  the  turn  of  the  Oda 
486  Old  farm  gate 
431  Oh,  Fred  I  tell  them  to  stop 
M7  KcDonald's  return  to  QleDM 


488  Mantle  so  green 


440  Marv  Ann,  111  tell  yonr  m* 

441  Old-fasliioned  hometttead 
443  Emmet's  "  Mountain  song* 

443  Old-fashioned  church  on  the  I 

444  A  handful  of  tort 
449  Beauty  of  Umerick 

446  Mrs.  Bnuly's  daughter 

447  Mary's  gone  with  a  roon 

448  Twinkle,  twinkle,  btUestaP 

449  In  happy  moments 

450  Hi  Jenny,  ho  J^nny  Johnson 

451  All  on  account  of  EUiza 
453  Emmet's  "  I  know  what  loret 

453  Down  in  a  coal  mine 

454  Dmnkard's  dream 

455  Joe  Bowers 

456  There's  a  flno  ship  <m  the  < 

457  Put  me  in  my  Uttle  bed 

458  little  old  bouse  on  the  Rhine 

459  Stolen  kisses  are  tho  sweetest 

460  The  brave  hnzzars 

461  Uttle  old  log  cabin  by  the  i 
4fi2  PaicUe  your  own  canoa 

463  ft'irtiin  n  mile  of  Edinboro' town 

464  Gate's  ajar 

465  Arkansaw  trareler 

466  Gaant's  trip  around  the  i 

467  Old  leather  breeches 

468  Kocky  road  to  DnbUn 

469  Turnpike  gate 

470  Uttle  old  German  homoL 

471  Beautiful  girl  of  KUdare 
478  Baby's  gota  tooth 

473  My  poor  heart  is  aad  with  lta< 

474  Pallet  of  straw 

475  Low-back'd  car 

476  Your  lassie  will  be  true 

477  In  de  evening  by  de  moonUghl 

478  When  these  old  clothes  war 

479  Up  at  Jones'  wood 

480  Boston  burglar 

481  The  Campbells  are  comln' 
488  You  never  miss  the  water  tfUtha^ 

483  Bonnie  Eloise  UuM  drtf 

484  River  Roe 

486  Murder  in  Cohooa 
481  Poor  UtUe  Joe 

487  Along  the  Kansas  Use 

488  The  banjo  now  hangs  silent  on  the  doa> 

489  Wait  tiUthe  clouds  roU  by 
491  Over  the  garden  waU 

491  I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  ereiy  day 

498  Blue  Alwllwn  mountalna 

493  Charming  young  widow  I  BMttatlta 

494  Black-eyed  Susan  fiifti 
496  Spanish  cavaUer  ^^ 

496  Grave  of  Bonaparta 

497  Old  dog  Tray 
498Jaanita 

499  MoonUght  on  the  laloa 
tOOMabSciare 
eoi  AU  that  gutters  Is  noti 
608  MaraeiUea  hymn 

605  God  save  the  Qneen 
604  Rolling  home  in  the  (_ 

606  If  ever  I  cease  to  lova 

606  Cheer,  boys,  cheer 

607  Dtxle'sland 

608  Mother  says  I  moatnt 
S09  FeUow  that  looks  Ukai 
111  Watch  on  the  Bhina 
tU  A  lock  of  mother's  hair 
618  Stop dat knocking attae^ 

613  Virginia  rosebud 

614  Red  robin 
6U  Goapeltraln 
611  We  yrop.t  go  h<nie  till  I 
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ONE    CENT    E^OH 


_tl7  Lottie  Le« 

M  Wbo's  >t  inr  bedroom  window  t 
tl9  I  hAve  DO  home 
Sn  It's  nice  to  be  a  father 
&»  Won't  7UU  tell  me  why,  RobinI 
69  Onljr  to  see  her  face  ai^^ln 
{83  Kingdom  comins 
SM  Barney  CHea 
S»  Teddy  O'Neal 
HI  Man  with  the  aeolakln  panta 
U3  Medicine  Jack 

m  A  leaf  of  ivy  from  motber'BgTmm 
M  Keep  in  the  middle  of  thoroid 
BM  lAlinlgan'a  ball 
fin  LulalsKone 
6SI  An  Iriwiman'a  toaot 
ea  VlUage  hiyiraii^jth 
SM  NaughtyOara 
fiS6  Drint^nun 

IM  When  the  leavea  begin  to  turn 
tSi  ItiTTj  O'Brien 
fin  Mother  kissed  me  In  my  dream 
fiat  111  banc  mj  harp  on  a  willow  tre« 
AM  Dying  Calif  omian 
fit!  Orandmother's  birthday 
6U  Come  where  my  love  litis  dnamtog 
Hi  Pop  goes  the  weaHel 
m  Monkey's  wedding 
tii  MaiT  had  a  UtUeUuatt 
6M  Wail  for  the  wiMoa  ^     ' 

847  Cork  leg 
Aia  Uncle  Sam'a  farm 
SM  My  old  wife  and  I 

660  I'm  lo  lonely 

661  Only  as  far  as  the  gato 
Ha  Peek-a-boo 

663  Moonlight  at  KUlamey 

164  ru  wait  tiU  the  clouds  roU  by 

S6fi  We  never  BiM-uk  ad  we  pass  by 

B66  Tlpperary  chnsttTiing 

86}  Be  home  early  U>-tii»nt,  my  deat  t)9J 

666  Old  rustic  brid^  by  the  null 

66*  Paddy  Magec's  dream 

100  PrClttiiUg Ot  buUid  ""'*  uiu4her 

861  Shall  we  know  each  other  therat 

60  Jolly  Irishman 

U3  Folks  that  put  on  aiT« 

6M  Rosalie,  the  prairie  tlower 

666  If  I  hod  but  a  thousand  a  year 
646  Fisherman  and  his  child 

667  Bwate  Castle  Qardcn 
S68  In  the  gloaming 

669  Bring  me  back  the  one  I  Iot« 

670  Spider  and  the  fly 

671  A  warrior  bold 

675  Tar's  fareweU 

S7S  In  her  Uttle  bed  we  laid  her 
674  Dark  girl  dressed  in  blue 
S7S  Separation 

676  Pitcher  of  beer 

S77  Neil  McGuUigan'8  danghter,  Uary  *nn 
678  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there 
670  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left 
SIO  Alice,  where  art  thou  I 
661  Meet  me,  Josie,  at  the  gata 
663  Jessie  at  the  railway  t^ 

663  Ada,  with  the  golden  hair 

664  Streets  of  New  York 

665  Courting  in  the  rain 

666  I'm  dying  for  some  one  to  lora  mm 
m  Is  that  Mister  Reilly  I 

668  Let  my  name  be  kindly  (spoken 
860  Oar's  one  mora  ribber  for  to  croa 

600  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paria 

601  Poor  old  Mike 

803  Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bya 

605  A  life  on  the  ocean  wave 

804  I  am  dreaming 
806  Oypey  Coonteaa 

808  She's  as  good  as  gold 

607  Watchman,  teU  us  of  the  nlghtl 
600  Shoo,  flyl  don't  bother  mo         I 
800  Ten  thovaand  miles  away        ^' 
600  Give  my  love  to  ail  at  homa  , 
401  Myget  Snyder's  party 

603  Increase  of  crinu*  / 

608  Ship  on  Are 

404  Joaephua  Orange  Bloaoia  I 

606  OhI  Busannati 
006  Old  Bob  Ridley 

607  Bonnie  blue  flatf 

608  KeU  Flangherty-Bdimk* 
600  John  Barleycorn 

610  Rules  for  lore-making 

611  lAnd  Leagoe  Band 

613  Down  by  the  old  abbey  wlBt    . 
4U  Glorious  69tb  ^^ 

614  Old  willow  cradia 
616  Funny  old  gal 

616  Religious  card  player 

•17  Paddy's  the  boy 

U>  Teddy  HcOIynn 

(U  Lsda  who  live  in  Itelu4 

(30  Wom-«at  sailor 

Oa  Mott  street.  440 

at  Limerick  la  beanUfol 

tn  Seven  ont 

434  LetmekiSBhlmforhlsmoCbOV 

«SB  Pretty  Una 

636  Sullivan's  boot  In  my  ey» 

437  VUIiklns  and  his  Dinah 

438  Captain  vtith  his  whlskcrj 
620  A  knot  of  blue  and  gray 
430  Foley's  hotel 

49  ru  meet  her  when  the  con  goea  down 

433  Never  take  the  horseshoe  from  the  door 
4SS  Woman,  lovely  wumaa 

434  Napoleon's  dream 

438  When  the  robinu  nest  again 

436  Ohl  you  little  darling,  floveyoia 

437  Just  do  tra  the  lana 
(n  Call  me  back  agais 
430  Milwaukee  Are 

440  One  of  the  flnesC 

441  Over  the  moontala 
oa  Belle  of  the  baU 

443  Farmer's  boy 

444  When  Jack  cornea  home  aantofflBfllBO 
448  a>«h-»-bT«>  baby  „ 

^  ivy  growH  Bf>  if t  pen 


647  Bridget  Donahue 

648  Down  the  hUl 

649  My  Nellie's  blueeye*     ' 

650  Ragged  cuoS 
851  Kitty  Kimo 

652  Little  darling,  dream  of  ms 

653  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fruit 
064  Minute  gun  atae* 

665  Some  day 
656  Sour  krout 

467  Dnn't  give  the  name  a  bad  Mace 

658  Hackelty  Jack  ^hallelujah) 

659  John  Brown  song  (Olory,  glory 
eco  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  theboya  are 

061  A  dollar  nrtt't-n  cents  [marching 

6Ga  Roger  O'Malley 

663  I)on't  make  a  noise  or  else  you'll  wtUce 

664  Bring  back  my  bonnie  to  me  rthebaby 

666  Bellevillo  convent  fire  (Illinois) 
668  I'll  await  my  lovo 

667  Hard  times  como  again  no  mora 
6C8  Mulcali<"y'8tfone  away 

469  Nlni'teeu  huuUred  andono 

670  Colleen  Dhas  Machreo 

671  Only  to  *>o  tli<-«,  darling 
478  Bluobtllsof  l*M)tland 

673  A  boy's  l>iHt  friend  is  his  mother 

671  That «  how  you  Ket  sierved  when  you're 

675  l)ear  little  iuiKH'euttliinifs  [old 

676  Mother,  I've  come  home  to  die 

677  Ju.st  before  the  battle,  mother 

678  lK)wn  in  a  diving-bell 

679  Kissini;  thr<>u);h  the  bma 

680  Skipper  and  hw  boy 

O&l  Young  laaa  Irma  Uiu  couAcy 

689  I'll  be  dar 

683  Tlio  ml<!!(hlpmltf>  .  _ 

6«4  Eleventh  Hepimont  (N.  O.  S.  V.  T.) 

6«5  Naughty,  iiaujjhty  men 
689  Naughty,  naughty  girl.i 
687  Now  ooon  in  town 
ts«  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  trecl 

689  Bold  soger  Uiy 

690  Heenan  and  Snyerg 

691  Come,  lauiUord,  liU  the  flowing  bOWl 
199  Sally,  come  up 

CD3  Sea  king's  burial 

894  One-lioro'cpeuelelgll 

695  Babv  bIiow 

696  Swim  out  for  gloty 
C97  Jes-vie  (ireen 

698  liuU'y's  grand  openlnsBlffbt 

699  I'm  a  dude 

700  Kun  for  the  doctor 

701  riimbius  up  the  golden  stairs 

703  My  good  looking  man 

{03  Howamnrrieil  woman  goes  to  sleep 

704  I'm  off  for  naltimoro 

7<'5  Bright  little  i<pot  on  the  ocean 
7U6  1  tickled  her  under  tue  ctim 
707  I^keH  of  Cold  Finn 
70H  My  Newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  ot  May 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  UUl 

711  Mftloney'H  the  man 

712  Ship  that  i  ever  returned 

713  Why  did  tli«-y  dig  ma'»  grave  so  deepi 

714  How  much  do»B  tlio  baby  weight 
716  A  mother's  watch  by  the  sua 

716  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wonder  back  again 

718  High-water  pantx 

719  Every  day  will  Ive  Simday  bye-and-bye 

730  I II  send  you  down  a  letter  from  the  sk] 
721  Paddy  stole  the  i  "Vj 

72«  Duffy,  the  swell 

723  Not  mueh 

724  Don't  leave  your  m«-iher,  Tom 
726  Pretty  little  dark  blue  eyes 

726  A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moaa 

727  Dream  faces 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 

729  Good-bye  to  my  Southern  home 
7S0  Pretty  little  rosy  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  the  window  to-night,  tore 
733  Hard  up     - 

733  Forgive  and  forget 

734  Captain  Mishler 

736  Butterfly  dude 

738  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

737  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roeee  fall 

738  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  Konifkillen  dragoon 

740  I"ai)a's  baby  boy 

ta  I  ain't  aa  young  as  I  used  to  be 
743  The  Dreadnought 

743  See-aaw 

744  What's  In  a  kiasl 

745  Hush,  little  baby,  dontyonory 

746  Darling  Clo' 

747  Mother's  last  request 

748  Texas  ranger 

749  God,  save  Ireland 

760  Tho'  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  you 

761  Bold  Jack  lionahue 

762  last  farewell 

763  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 
754  Mary  Ann  Kehoe 

756  Only  an  emigrant 

7S«  My  bonny  boy  ia  young,  but  he's  grow- 

757  The  farmer  feeds  us  all  ling 

788  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hot 

769  B<>tter  davs  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  girl's  message 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 
783  Bye,  bye.  liaby,  bye.  bye 

764  Somebody's  tall  and  handsome 

765  Mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  now 
764  Sweet  Alpine  roses 

767  Morriaaey  and  the  Benlcl*  boy 
76*  Constant  farmer's  son 

789  Upper  ten  and  lower  Ave 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Key-hole  in  the  door 
778  Act  on  the  square,  boys 

773  Lackawanna  gpooners 

774  Cot  where  I  was  born 


776  Burke'ft  dream 

t74  Foui^leaved  shamrock 

T77  Up  a  tree 

T78  Down  where  the  lllly  bells  grour 

T7«  Behind  the  parlor  door 

TM  leggy  O'Moore 

781  Bunny  hoora  of  childhood 

781  O'Keilly,  the  fisherman 

TKI  Okl  village  blacksmith  shop 

T84  False  one,  I  love  thee  atiU 

785  Shannr>n  Hide 

f84  {"ennsylvania  tramp 

T87  We'll  paint  the  town  red     ^  , 

r88  Look  always  on  the  winny  aide 

T8t  (ircen  Unnet 

T94  Gentle  Annie 

791  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 

T9>  There's  a  light  in  the  window 

T93  Annie  of  the  vale 

794  Hi.sing  of  the  moon 

793  Who  will  care  for  motXier  now ^ 

794  tiPt  the  dead  and  the  beaatUol  raat 
797  Bighta  for  a  father 

T98  Old  gray  mare 

799  How  isymir  slater  Maryt 

aoo  Clara,  CBwa.  will  you  oome  out  fe»fklgh* 
SOI  Orandma'B  Tacant  chair 
803  America's  emblem  the  violet 

803  Knocking  at  the  sates  of  Jordaa 

804  Take  good  care  at  mother 

806  Whisper  and  a  kiss 

800  Old-foshlonMphotograpboCni 

807  Oi>od-bye,  Mike,  good-bye,  Psl 
(08  Littlo  Mag  and  I 
(09  CYadlc's  empty,  bobylsgoiM 

810  Roay'a  Sunday  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  family 
813  Little  wife  Nellie 

113  Too  utterly  utter 

£14  I'madandy,  butPmiKXlTldS 

815  Thoy  can't  Keep  the  worklngman  down 

816  Angrel  mother  waita  for  me 
617  Good-night,  but  not  good-bye 
S18  1  >ar's  a  new  moon  In  de  sky 

819  Just  plain  Jim  [strikeataB 

K9  Mind  and  bo  home  when  the  clock 
821  Where  tho  pretty  Uttle  shamrock  growl 
ii;i  My  little  four-leaved  shamrock  from 

823  wlilto  Wings  [Qlenocn 

824  Always  take  mother^ advloe 
826  I'retty  pond  lllllea 

826  IVarltobin,  I'll  betros 
B27  Mikado  McAllister 

825  For  one  day  of  turkey  tbere^atz  days 
821  I'oor  old  dad  [ofluMll 
83t  Tho  Haddingtonshlrs 

831  McSorlcy's  twins 

8.13  Cricket  on  tho  hearth 

8;il  I  hod  915  dollom  in  ray  loalds  pookst 

834  Trabling  back  to  Georgia 

835  Noblo  knights  of  labor 

8.S6  He  gets  there  Just  tho  same 

837  Johnny,  get  your  gun 

838  Miss  Fo^rty's  Christmas  eak* 
634  Maggioliarrow's  welcome 

844  <  'omo,  sit  by  me,  mother 
841  I'm  not  asleep 

811  l*ut  on  do  golden  shoe 

841  I'll  think  of  my  mother  attkOOM 

B44  Two  littlo  ragged  urchins 

845  Sdver  belL*  of  memory 

844  Maggie,  dear,  I'm  caOed  away 

847  8<x-k  her  on  the  kisser 

848  Ohl  you  girls 

849  Because  she  alntballttbAt^ 


850  Flanlgan,  the  lodger 

851  Harried 


859  Garden  where  the  praties  grow 
853  You'll  be  kind  to  my  mother  when  I'm 
864  Oh,  mammal  oh,  mammal  oh,  mamma 
868  An  agricultaral  uisb  girl  [parents 


854  I'm  a  man  that's  done  wrong  to  my 
ing,  that's  bow  the  bell 

858  Aniiie  Lisle 


857  Ting,  ting,  that'abow  the  bell  goes 


8.'^  I  wiU  bo  true  to  thee 

864  I>own  by  the  river  side  I  strayed 

861  Kitty  Clyde 

663  Under  the  willow  she's  sleeplntr 

863  Bay  of  Biscay,  Ol 

864  HiueldeU 

868  It's  f  nrmy  when  yoa  feel  that  way 
864  They've  all  got  a  wife  but  me 

867  What  Is  home  without  *  mothwf 

868  Bowery  Orenadlers 

W(  DontyoudaretoklaaiiMbJocj 
874  Oood-bye,  Susan  JaiM 
B7]  Nellie  was  a  lady 
871  Nettie  Moore 

873  To  the  West 
871  Joe  Hardy 

874  Tliink  of  yoarheadlnthemosalBC 

876  Wo-sh  me,  mother,  dear 

877  Remember,  boy,  you're  Irish 

878  Where  can  tho  wanderer  bel 

879  Colore<l  liand 

8X4  It's  naughty ,  but  It's  nice 

B)(l  We'd  bf'tter  bldo  a  wee 

889  Come  along  my,  darting 

883  Old  turnkey  - 

8M  Bnroli'a  young  man  .... 

8x1  She's  tho  imago  of  hermotberfnalOOa 

m  Belle  Brandon  [different  ways 

8x7  I)reamy  eyes  that  hannt  me  still 

8XJ  Hungry  man  from  K&rlem 

889  ^V'hen  Johnny  comes  marching  home 

899  I  was  despised  because  I  was  pocr 

891  M(H!t  mo,  Kate,  by  the  cottage  gate 

89-1  Thou  hast  wounded  the  apint  that  iored 

893  Clementine  [thee 

894  Sweet  heather  bell 

895  Windy  man  from  Brooklyn 
694  Swinging  on  the  old  rosuc  g 
897  You'll  never  miss  your  mou 
698  Remember  me  to  all  at  boms 
894  Oh,  what  a  night 
9M  Did  you  notice  Itf 
(01  Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone 
(ua  America  beats  them  all 
903  Australian  ezil* 


(04  Just  to  show  my  reniects  to  KcQI 

(08  bathertng  the  myrtle  Willi  Macf 

(04  Her  own  boy,  Jack 

(07  Clara  Nolan's  baU 

(04  Letters  we  carved  on  the  ta«s 

109  Two  Iilsb  poUoe 

110  Little  old  red  shawl  loy  moOlnr 
(11  Our  Jack's  oome  hoine  'o-dar 
113  Bo's  never  done  aaythlnc  mot 
•13  Oh,  Mr.  Flanlgan 
•14  Oan  you,  then,  love 
•II  Ught-hoqaebjrtbei 
•14  Anirlahfbirday 
•17  It's  for  money  ' 

St  As  I  read  the  paper  tfarooiA 
9  lliey  cant  dolt,  you  know    , 
920  Letter  that  never  came 
•21  A  handful  of  eartn 
•33  Is  Maud  tnf 
•3S  Southern  soldier  l>oy 
•34  Oreen  mossy  banks  of  the  Laa 
cnenerii 


rmarcyrs 

Irtahboy 

hayentfora 
^ve  my  mother's 


.'>'»' 


(taieiiow 
froin 


Xw 


:-a-bye,  baby 
__     mybeadbcneatliaraBe 
Oastlebarboy 

SFlcraBelle 
.  .  It's  dtidish  yoa  know 
The  letter  ouna  at  las* 
My  pretty  Jane 

SLftis  that  touch  Mqaor  Shan 
Wnw  the  flag  around  mo,  boys 
•81  Dad's  dinner  pail 
•31  Theqpree 
•44  Black  pk^-a-nlmiy 
—  WldowNoIan^raJi* 
laid  of  the  MUr 
'sddy  Duffy's  ear< 
•44   Jttle  green  leaf  tn  oar 
•41  (MT  Kelly's  bean 
•44   lell  be  back  by»«nd4y» 
•47    kwmy  black  Beas 
Ml  Uttle  widow  Dnnn 
•41  Ohoat  of  Benjamin  BbUM 
•64  Man  that  struck  O'Hara 
•61  A  flower  I  found  In  motbaditiaito 
•84  Dying  oowbOT's  lament 
•61  Bringing  pretty  blossoms  Co  stiew 

a  Mar  of  the  evening       liaaOkl^m 
Poor  little  soUiei?  bo/  "^ 

•64  BoU  McInOrea 
•67  Howard'a  cradle  aoDS 
•68  Handkerchief  fUrteOoa 
•61  Angel'a  whisper 

Tom.  If  yoa  love  me^  mj  S9 


itrafa 
» clover 
J  It,  for  my  mother  told  me  S9 
t's  black  baby  boy 

•84  Ungrateful  son 

•87  Double-breasted  mansion  on  tbes^nara 

•88  Yankee  Doodle 

•64  The  faster  yon  pluck  them  the  thtfiker 

•74  Mother,  Is  the  battle  overt   [they  | 

'  Sullivan  and  Ryan 
Package  of  okf  letters 
Oabln  with  the  roses  at  tbsdoav 
Merriasey  and  Heenan  flgns 

.  .  Matrimonial  anggeaUona 

•74  Mother'B  wedding  rlnjr 

•77  poverty'a  tears  ebb  and  flow 

•71  Never  take  'no"  for  an  an 

•71  Rave  yoa  aeen  Tam-Toaa 

•01  I'll  retom  by»«nd-bys 

•81  It's  Eng^Iah.  yoa  know 

•81  In  the  window  a  light  I  aaa 

•81  UtUeAhSkl 

•84  Iheatrikerandbissoii 

•81  Ta-i»-mm 

•H  I  cannot  sing  that  song  tiMiigM 

•87  t  kissed  her  nnder  the  psxlorstal 

•M  Lost  on  the"  Lady  Klgin* 

•8(  Wedraw  the  line  atSa* 

•04  Merry  shanty  boys 

•n  BUghtly  on  tne  mat 

••3  Down  among  the  sogar 


S  Flying  trapeae 
Little  old  cSboose  behind  the  I 
Maggie,  the  cows  are  in  the  cl 

a      


•74 
•71 


rosB0 
a0iin 
xneaMtteat* 


1' 


••3  When  my  rover  comes  . 

S  There's  no  one  to  weloome 
John  MiteheU 
peareetMaa 
W  My  bonny  laboring  bojr 
•98  The  dawning  of  tne  diqr 
m%  Wreck  of  the  "  London" 
1004  The  song  that  reached  my] 

1001  The  Scotch  brigade 

1002  1  owe  $10  to  O'Orady 

1003  I'm  the  father  of  aUttle  blaok  < 

1004  Where  ia  Kathleen 

1006  WalUog,  waiting,  waiting 
1000  Maloney,  the  rolUng  mill  i 

1007  Dan  O'Brien's  raflle 
1908  Just  a  little  sunshine 

1009  As  I  sat  upon  my  dear  old  mother^ 

1010  A  letter  from  Ireland  [kaed 

1011  I'm  going  to  have  my  name  above  tha 
1018  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so  [dosi 

1013  Man,  poor  man 

1014  When  baby  smiles  In  her  alasp 
1018  Songs  that  we  «ing 

1016  Listen  to  my  tale  of  woa 

1017  Meet  a  coon  to-nighC 

1018  Copper  and  the  cook 

1019  Bring  back  my  aaUor  boy 

1020  Where  the  sparrowa  and  el 

1021  Old  boas  Barry 
1028  Midnight  aquad 
1023  Isabefle  St.  Clair 
1034  Dont  ran  down  the  Iriah 
1025  From  the  cradle  to  the  | 
1094  The  Uttle  flahermaldan 
Km  Ton  know 
1038  Up  went  the  prioe 
lOeO  Honor  thy  father  and  i 
1490  Marguerite 
1031  Bid  me  good-bye  i 
1033  I'm  BO  any 
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UU  A  bottoo-bol*  bonqnet 

l«M  1  lorvet 

MM  She  micht  lukre  Ucked  KeOMtr 

lOM  Lore,  let  your  haart  be  fatthnl 

W7  Bunahlne  will  eome  affaln 

MM  Baby  that  narar  oama 

10»IUkelt,Ido 

KMO  tt'a  funny  wliat  lager  will  do 

lOU  bnt  that  an  awfuTskame 

IMt  Binar  dat  golden  bell 

lots  tiema  of  old  li-eland 

lOM  J«eae  Jaiiies  lw«y 

lOifi  Young  man  that  used  to  live  over  the 

lOM  We'Te  both  been  tliere  before  nuoiy  a 

1M7  Now  I  come  to  tbtiik  of  It  ltim» 

lOU  iMld  the  tlO  to  O'Urady 

lot*  With  all  her  faulta  1  lore  her  (till 

IQM  Dear  little  hands 

1061  Juit  across  from  Jersey 

lOtt  SalTation  army,  oh 

1065  Four  'leren  forty-four 
iJU  Family  overhead 

1066  I  wonder  how  long  It  will  but 

1066  Cliarleetoii  blues 

1067  Major  QUfeather 
1066  Boodle 

1060  That's  an  old  irag  with  me 

1060  Valley  lay  BmlUiig  before  ma 

1061  Little  hedge  schoul 
ion  Old  feather  bed 

lots  I  never  drink  l>elilnd  the  bar 
Mtt  McNally's  row  of  HaU 
1066  I'll  wear  the  trointem,  oh 

1066  Strollliig  on  the  sands 

1067  Mulberry  springs 

KOI  Oood-bye,  my  honey,  I'm  gone 

1069  Plum-puddiDK 

1070  I  could  tell  it  if  I  felt  in  the  dark 

1071  Let  Ekln  remember  the  daya  of  old 
1071  Here  lies  an  actur 

1078  Mister  Doolev'g  geeee 

1074  Ten  thousand  miles  away  on  ttt*  banks 

1075  Mutlier'8  last  letttr  tu  me    [of  u  lonely 

1076  Pal  and  IiIn  little  brown  mai-o 

1077  Waler-creastfS 

1*76  She  Uvea  on  Hurray  HiU 

M7t  Btieeii,  sweet  Eileen 

1000  Hurry,  little  children,  Sunday  «loni 

1061  My  lltUe  side  duor 

ion  It  showered  atrain 

1063  Market  on  Saturday  night 

1064  Oiher  arraiigements 

1065  Haul  de  wo<>d-i)Ue  down 

1066  As  He  wander  In  the  orange-grove 

1067  Di-iU,  ye  t&i  riers,  drlU 

1068  PiKgy-back 

1089  Only  a  blue-bell 

1090  UtUe  boy  bine 

10*1  Where  the  sweet  magnolia  irrowa 

10*t  Old  blark  now 

10*3  Heigh,  lio!  Ungo  SoUy 

10*4  Hunt  the  buffitlu 

1066  Ited-halred  girl  and  near-by  white 

10*6  Lei  her  gi>,  Gallagher  [hOTM 

1097  MasKa'a  wedding-night 

10*8  Old  bam  duor 

1099  Dridal  march 

1100  Slavery's  pcuwed  away 

1101  Where  did  you  get  tliathatt 
UOt  My  Moggie 

1103  &9anlaii:4.siring  song 

1104  Yon  and  I,  love 

1105  Mottoes  that  ars  framed  upon  the  wall 

1106  Razzle,  dazU*- 

1107  WhlsUlngoooa 
UOt  Hellol  BeiUy 
not  Killaloe 

1110  rarewell,  Kargnerlta 
nil  Spare  that  old  mud  cabin 

1111  Since  Kate  learnt  how  to  plaj 
UiS  I  went  with  him;  or.  my  pal,  Jadt 
lUi  Johnstown  flood 

1116  Postage-stamp  flirtation 

1116  Thoiw  lovely  Brooklyn  giria 

U17  Slide,  Kelly,  slide 

IIU  SnUivan  and  Kilraln  flght 

lilt  Down  where  wo  roamed  togetoor 

1110  Down  went  McGiiity 
im  Juat  a  liUle 

lin  Champion  of  the  world 
un  Oukl  plaid  shawl 
UM  Near  it 
1116  Paddy  Bhar 

1116  Slieilirs  aiae 

1117  Three  leaves  of  shamrock 
lilt  A  mother's  appeal  tu  her  boj 
111*  Across  tlie  bridge  he  goes 

USD  Yuu  will  never  know  a  mother's  love 
IISI  Convict  and  the  bird  lagaln 

1111  Say,  won't  you  come  out  and  playl 
IISS  ChumpI  or,  they  aid  me  up 

UM  Only  a  picture 

llSS  Same  old  walk 

list  Wlien  we  ran  vrith  the  oM  mactilns 

1137  Ballyhooley 

Ills  Hli  waiter,  a  dosen  mors  bottlsa 

list  AA  a  puUceman 

1160  OM  he  get  there 

1141  Dying  cowboy 

U41  Why  don't  they  do  so  nowt 

U69  Wb^re  did  you  get  that  facet 

1144  Litue  empty  stockluKs      ^^ 

U46  Binoe  Reilly  took  an  oath  he'd  bare  ray 

U46  Ireland  for  the  Irish  [life 

1147  Liltle  Annie  Rooncy 

UU  Hush!  don't  wake  the  baby 

1141  Room  4,  second  floor 

1X80  Emmet's  farewell  to  his  true  love 


1161  Magee's  back-yard 

1161  Beautiful  language  '      .'   '   . 

1163  My  hot 

1164  Now  you're  talkloff 

1156  Casey's  wife 

1156  I  say,  Mike 

1167  There  govs  McHanos  ,.' 

1IS8  McGinty'B  walte  .    '„  . 

1160  I  loaned  my  Sunday  coat  (olbloney 

1160  Down  on  the  furru 

1161  Are  you  with  us,  Caseyl 
1101  He's  on  the  poUce  force  now 
U63  Faces 

1164  Katie  UoUoy 

1166  I'm  a  cousin  to  PameU  i;. 

1166  Oet  on  to  that  bouquet 

1167  Since  Casey  runs  the  flat 

1168  Hell..!  John  Malom-y 

1169  Dear  old  village-school 

1170  Sonir  that  brealcs  my  heart 

1171  Oh,  what  has  changed  youl 

1172  That  is  love  ,    '  ~ 

1173  Little  bunch  of  Ulaca 

1174  PUymates 

1176  Kelly's  new  spring  pantl 
lin  OhTlet  it  be  soon 

1177  Sam  Bass  ^ 

1178  Since  Maggie  learned  to  sing 

1179  I'll  paralyze  the  man  tliat  says 

1180  A  dreadful  accident  [McGinty 

1181  Signer  Bing  Binger,  the  baritone 

1182  Sunday-schiiol  scholar  [Binper 

1183  If  the  waters  could  speak  as  they  flow 

1184  tlountoin  dew 

1185  I  whistle  and  wait  for  Katie 
1188  Oh,  leave  not  your  Kathleen 

1187  Throw  him  down,  McCloski^ 

1188  It  used  to  be  proper,  but  it  dont  grp 

1189  We've  all  had  'em  inow 

1190  Drink  up.  boys 

1191  My  dear  old  Irish  home 

1192  Hear  dem  bells 

1193  Barney,  come  home 

1194  Two  new  sports  in  town 

1195  Where  Is  my  wandering  boy  to-nlgbtt 
11*6  Little  old  duddeen 

1197  Oh,  mammal  buy  me  that 

1198  Dar'e  a  lock  on  tne  cliicken<oop  door 

1199  Tliey  never  toM  a  lie 

1200  Learning  McFadden  to  waits 

1201  SaloonkeeiierB' Commaodmeott 

1202  IrUh  Jubilee 

1203  He  was  a  pal  of  mine 

1204  They're  after  me 

1206  Sweet  Katie  Connor  .'. 

1206  He  ain't  in  it  •     '      :. 

1207  Then  you  vrtnk  the  other  eye 

1208  I  was  on  it 

1209  When  I  get  to  be  a  man  like  pa 

1210  Clancy  wasnt  in  it 

1211  Paddy  Flynn 

1212  Comrades 

1213  McHanus  and  his  spike-tail  coat 

1214  Come  down,  Mrs.  Flynn 

1215  Dreaming  as  she  sleeps 

1216  Bond  played  Annie  Laurla 

1217  Masks  and  faces 

1218  Swinging  in  the  Orape-vlne  swing 

1219  little  sign  in  still  above  the  door. 

1220  Lovers'  quarrel,  or  Mai-y  and  John 

1221  Something  went  w  ron^  with  the  works 

1222  We  shall  all  be  angels  m  the  sweet  by- 

1223  Come  where  the  lilies  bloom    land-by 
1234  Good-night,  ladies 

1225  Hani  me  back  again  . 

1116  Father  O'Flynn 
1287  Flag  of  the  free 

1228  The  golden  weddlnjf  '     ■ 

1229  On  a  Sunday  inormnlf 

1230  The  lone  grave  '  , ':  /.. 

1281  Your  necktie's  up  DenUKI       ;  ■  -  . 

1232  little  Fannie  Mclntyre 

1233  Murphy  owns  me  rent 

1234  Only  a  year 
12S&Idont  Imow 

1238  I've  worked  eight  hours  this  day 
1237  A  little  beard  on  a  young  man  grew 
123«  Widow  Nolan's  door 

1239  Arkansaw 

I2<0  Picture  that  is  turned  toward  the  wall 

1241  He  never  came  back 

1242  Oh!  what  a  difference  in  the  morning 

1243  I  want  a  situation 

1244  Could  I  but  spot  the  winner 

ia45  McNulty,  you're  a  daisy  '     ■• 

1246  Ragged  Put 
124T  Clancy's  trotter 

1248  The  poor  old  bum 

1249  Sentenced  to  death 

1250  Blame  it  on  to  i  he  girls  [of  families 
I2.'>I  Miiilaken  are  apt  to  liappen  in  the  best 
I2u2  Never  in  a  case  like  that 

1253  Story  of  the  ould  countre 

1254  Mavourneen 

I'JS.'i  Mollv.  O  •■    ■ 

1258  The  Christmas  tree 

1267  My  son,  my  only  son  •    •     . 

1258  Since  Nelly  went  away 

1259  Ta-ra-ia  boom  der-e 

1260  The  pardon  came  too  late 

1261  Twelve  moulhsago  to-night 

1262  Fireman's  boy 

1263  Song  of  the  steeple 

1264  He  never  smiled  again 

1285  These  words  no  Shakespeare  WTOlB 

1286  There's  no  room  for  me 

1267  Between  love  and  duty 


1868  HsJfle  for  a  Waterbury  watcb 
1269  Whist!  the  boprie  man 
J270  It's  hard  to  be  a  nigger 

1271  Hotel  Royal  flre 

1272  The  proditral  son 

1273  The  sight.s  in  a  dime  mosenm 

1274  The  poor  pal  didn't  know,  you  know 
127.^  The  Broadway  swell  and  the  Boweiy 

1276  Scenes  in  New  York  [DOm 

1277  The  bad  hotel 

1278  It  takes  a  girl  to  do  it  every  time 

1279  You'd  better  stay  at  home,  lad 

1280  Joys  of  a  weddintf  ring 

1281  There's  always  a  chair  for  me 

1282  Patsy  Briinnixan 

1283  Thy  land's  my  land 

1284  The  nightinKale's  song 

1285  The  Stowaway 

1286  A  little  bird  whispered  to  OM 
12S7  Push  dem  clouds  away 

1288  I  saw  K.sau  kis^ing  Kate 

1289  The  wife's  dream 

1290  The  biolien  home 

1291  He  isan  antiel  now  [old  mother 

1292  A  bunch  of  shamrocks  from  my  dear 

1293  I  handed  it  over  to  Riley 

1294  Strolling  with  Not  a 

1295  Buy  a  nice  little  home  in  the  country 

1296  O'Brien's  horse,  Bonypaite 

1297  Since  Murphy  broke  nis  pledge 

1298  Sly  sweetheart's  the  man  in  the  moon 

1299  The  Keeley  cure 

1300  Corbett  and  Sullivan  fight 

1301  Do  as  I  tell  you 

,1302  There  is  a  tavern  in  the  town 

1303  Tip  your  hat  to  Nellie 

1304  In  old  Madrid 
l.m  Columbus 

1306  Holly  and  I  and  the  baby 

1807  Paddy,  wait  awhile  [de-ay 

1309  I'm  the  man  that  wrote  Tttrarra  boom 
1308  Maiden  and  the  lamb  "  H'arlo 

1310  The  man  tliat  broke  the  b»  ,ik  at  Honte 

1311  He  never  cares  to  wander  from  his  own 

1312  Minei  's  Dream  of  Home  iflreslde 

1313  Polly  O'Neil 

1314  He  wa«  a  soldier 

1315  Oil,  ta-ra-ra 

1316  Ting-a-ling-ting-tay 

1317  The  country  girl 

1318  Daddy  wouldn't  buy  me  a  bow-wow 

1319  Sweet  Nellie  Bawn 

1320  There  is  a  stranger's  face  in  Heaven  now 

1321  I'll  never  go  there  again 

1322  w  lien  the  days  grow  longer 

1323  Where  the  chicken  got  t£e  axe 
l:<24  After  the  ball 

1325  Ginger 

1326  Ki^8  my  dear  old  mother.  Jack 

132/  Still  tne  world  Boe^  ou  lover  here 

1.'12«  I'm  the  man  ttwit  brought  Columbus 

1329  I  loved  you  better  than  you  knew 

1330  You  can't  stop  her 

1331  Bowery 

1332  Afterwards 
133:<  Widow 

1334  Reuben  and  Cynthia 

1335  Out  for  a  racket 

1336  Kiss,  and  let's  make  up 

1337  Columbus  was  an  Irishman 
13:«  A  pretty  girl 

1339  Love  me  little,  love  me  long 

1340  Two  little  girls  in  blue 

1341  Daisy  Bell 

1342  She  u  my  pic  nic  girl 

1343  Oh,  promise  me 

1344  When  cummer  comes  again 

1345  Always  mind  your  sister,  Jennie 

1346  Volunteer  Organist  [ouirhttobe 

1347  One  of  his  lejrs  is  longer  than  it  really 

1348  In  the  bright  moonliwht 

1349  The  widow's  plea  for  her  son 

1350  Hearts 

13')1  Keep  the  home  together 
1352  Tom  and  I'll  jro  too 
135:i  I  love  you  in  spite  of  all 

1354  They  all  uke  after  me 

1355  Nellie  and  May,  sisters  were  theT 

1356  Little  Johnny  Dugan 
1367  Ueorgie 

i:f58  Same  sweet  bells  are  ringing 
1359  Have  you  seen  herf 
136<l  Don't  forget  mf.  Mary 

1361  Fallen  by  the  wayside 

1362  Is  life  woith  living! 
136.'!  December  and  May 

1364  They  are  the  best  friends  of  all 

136}  The  ship  I  love 

l.Sfifi  Nancy  Clancy's  beau 

1367  My  Johanna  Johnson 

1368  Your  mother  and  I.  Mnggle 

1369  We  never  speak  her  name 
137(1  It'a  all  crone  now 

1371  w  hen  I'eggy  and  I  are  wed 

1372  My  Marie 

1373  Mamie,  come  kiss  your  honey  boy 

1374  'I'he  fatal  weddint; 

1375  The  christening  of  Maggie's  baby 
I37C  Seeing  Jennie  home 

1377  Carrie 

1378  No,  'Arry,  dont  ask  me  to  marry 

1379  Half-past  nine 

1380  The  little  lost  child 

1381  The  workingman'sdrenm 

1382  The  face  upon  the  barroom  floor 

1383  Conversation  water 

1384  L<i\'fe  will  bring  me  back  again 


1385  The  gay  sonbrette 

1386  wui  we  ever  be  able  to  fly! 

1387  The  little  musician 

1388  K'>aining  in  the  clover' 

1389  Don't  leave  the  old  home,  Mamie 

1390  Twijfjfy  Voo 

1391  And  the  verdict  was 

1392  I'll  Uke  you  home  again,  Kathleen 

1393  Greet  the  old  man  with  a  smile 

1394  The  man  that  broke  the  lirukers  down 

1395  The  German  Fifth  [in  Uall  Street 

1396  Fare  thee  well,  my  little  sweetheart 

1397  The  pride  of  the  ball 

1398  Walking  on  de  rainbow  In  de  sky 

1399  Day  by  day  years  have  rolled  on 

1400  Hemarried  tne  daughter,  mot herand  all 
14KI  Won't  vou  l>c  my  sweethtMutl 

1402  Apple  blossoms 

14U3  The  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  hU  chla 

1404  My  pearl's  a  Bowery  girl 

1405  Maggie  Mnoney 

1406  While  the  dance  goes  on 

1407  Picture  eighly-four  [her  l>ack 

1408  And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  duon 

1409  Take  htm  tu  your  heait  agalu 

1410  Upon  life's  ocean  cast  away  [voO 
IIU  When  you  know  the  girl  yon  love  loves 

1412  Kind  words  [all 

1413  There's  no  place  Uke  the  old  home  after 

1414  I  don't  want  to  play  In  your  yard 

1415  Walt.  Mr.  Postman 

1416  Magic  pictures  in  the  grate 

1417  Swell  up  to  date 

1418  Thinking  of  one  she  lovee  » 
UlA  Only  to  see  my  mother 

14-20  How  do  y..u  like  Itf 

1421  I  long  to  see  the  old  home  once  again 

1422  When  »e'ie  niarrleii  by  and  by 

1 121  Believe  me  if  ull  those  endearing  yoonc 

1424  L>ok  in  my  heart  [cLarms 

1425  My  beautiful  Irish  maid 

1426  Olcoit's  Irish  serenade 
11-27  Katy  Mahone 

14'28  NothiiiK's  t<>o  good  for  the  Iilah 

1429  Take  hack  the  entragement  rlnff 

Uao  He  got  the  riukey  diuk 

1431  Girl  wanted 

14.32  Linger  longer.  Loo 

1433  Hlslast  thoughts  were  of  yon 

14K4  The  church  a<  rnsx  the  way 

1435  How  nice  that  all  must  be 

1436  Tliose  lost  happy  days 

1437  McGlntv  at  the  living  pictores 

1438  McNally'B  old  backyard 

1439  Phoebe 

1440  Broken  hearts  .', .    -' 

1441  Whose  little  girl  are  yoal 

1442  The  girl  I  love  i.  .-•  .' 

1443  Hearts  are  ti-umps  ■'.''■   /  "■ 
14(4  The  little  toy  di-um 

1445  I  went  home  w  id  Michael  .      .' 

1446  Forget  the  pa*t  '        > 

1447  Susie,  do  you  lull  met 

1448  He  mariied  Ki'ey's  bride 

1449  Ohl  how  I  love  sweet  Kathleen 

1450  When  the  iiiaihnHii  comes 

1451  Can't  f  uol  the  Dutch  [bean 

1452  I.iitle  Johnny  JohnS'in  is  my  Sunday 
14.'>3  The  ads  that  drove  hmi  oraxy 

1454  Happy  istliebride  thattlie  snii  shineaon 
14.'>5  Filendly  neiK hborsfor twenty-flveyeait 

1456  Sweet  Jennie  Brown 

1457  Tommy  Atkins 

1458  One  Kirl  in  the  world  for  me 

1459  I  tented  a  home 

1460  After  your  wand'ring,  come  home 

1461  T'-U  me  that  you  love  m*-  still 

1462  I'll  never  go  out  w  ith  Riley  any  more 

1463  I'm  g'iiig  to  tell  on  you.  Knlie 

1464  It's  a  good  thing,  push  it  along 

1465  Still  his  whiskeisgrew 

1466  Sice  may  have  seen  better  days 

1467  Pretty  Jennie  SUltery 

1168  What's  the  matter  with  your  feet! 

1469  Uncle  John 

1470  What  could  the  pnor  girl  dot 

1471  My  dud's  the  engineer 

1472  Her  picture  was  there  next  to  mine 

1473  This  is  unex|iecte<i 

1474  You  don't  And  a  girl  like  my  girl  every 

1475  Knthleen  [day 

1476  M\  Coney  Ixland  girl 

1477  S"eet  Eilleeii 

1478  Streets  of  Cairo 

1479  The  liand  played  on 

1480  Just  as  it  used  to  be  in  days  gone  by 

1481  Mary  rode  the  bike  and  bull 

1482  Don't  forg-t  the  friendsthat  are  dearer 

1483  R  sey  Magee  [than  gold 

1484  I  never  loved  until  I  met  you 

1485  With  a  wife  and  a  next  little  home 

1486  What  will  you  say,  sweet  Kitty  Sheat 

1487  Dimes  and  Nickel* 
148S        '•'•-. 

1489  In  tlieBArroom 
14110  Fishing— for  whatt 

1491  The  girl  next  do,,r 

1492  The  Bowery  Ball 


We  will  send  10  of  the  above  Songs,  your  selection,  for  10  cents  ;  30  for  25  cents;  50  for  40  cents  ;  100  for  76 
cents,  or  1000  for  $5.  |^~  Remember,  we  will  not  send  less  than  10  of  these  Songs  by  mail.  Be  sure  to  order  SonM 
by  their  numbers  in  rotation.  We  irill  send  the  sheet  music  of  any  song  on  this  page,  arranged  for  the  piano,  w^ords 
and  music  combined,  for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  3  copies  for  $1. 


all  orders  to  either  our  New  York 
OWctit  Home,  whiciMwor  it  ~ 


HEIWY  J.  WEHmM.  Publishw.  \ 


130  Ic  132  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
8Bfc  87  K.  MmHmmi  SIto*!* 
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PRICE   2S  CENTS   PER   COPY. 


X>rtoe  att%   <3^xx*m^    *    ■ 


"Within  the  p«ffefl  of  this  book, 
yonner  and  old  may  And  fun,  fi-ollo 
and  Beiitiment  for  every  mind,"  for 
it  contains  a  larare  and  choice  colleo- 
tlon  of  new  ana  original  oraniei  for 
parlor  and  fireside,  for  which  wit, 
action,  memory,  gallantry,  necro- 
niancy,  science  and  the  arts  are 
brougrht  to  play  important  parte,  to- 
trethei'  with  charms  and  incanta- 
tions; alsij  bow  to  present,  and  the 
drama  of  "Punch  and  Jucfy."  The 
followinir  is  a  bri«>f  summary  of 
what  this  book  contains,  namely: 
Games  requiring  memory  and  atten- 
tion, ruses  and  catch  games,  forfeits, 
{ranies  of  action.  Konica  reuuliinsr 
^it  and  Intelligence,  games  fur  All 
Hallowe'en,  and  a  variety  of  miscel- 
laneous eranies  and  trlclca:  literarr 
enigmas— in  fact,  material  enougn 
to  entertain  any  parlor  or  flrenide 

gathering.  It  ought  to  l>e  in  the 
ands  of  every  lover  of  home  amuse- 
ment, as  It  is  sold  at  a  price  that 
places  it  within  reach  of  everybody, 
Piice  28  Cents  percnpy,  by  mail, 
post-paid,  or  5  copies  for  91.  Qet 
four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with 
you  at  25o.  each,  making  (1  00  in  all, 
and  thereby  get  your  own  book  free 
of  charge.  Address  all  orders  to 
eltlier  our  New  York  or  Chicago 
House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher, 

130  ft  132  Park  Row.  NEW  YORK.  85  &  87  E.  Madison  SL,  CHICAGO. 
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VANISHING  BALL 


i, 


n 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

Prom  a  round  vase  you  take  a  poliehed  ball,  which  yon  give  one  of  the  an- 
dieDce  for  esamination,  at  the  eanie  time  exhibiting  the  empty  vase.  You  then 
take  the  ball  in  your  hand,  phice  tlie  cover  on  the  vase,  and  declare  that  yoa 
will  make  the  ball  pass  through  the  table  and  into  the  vase  without  their  per* 
ceiving  it;  with  this,  you  place  your  hand  under  the  table,  bidding  them  look 
sharp,  and  tapping  the  under  Bi(le  of  the  table,  you  exclaim,  "  There  it  goes," 
wittkdiawing  your  hand  inuaeUlately  to  sbow  that  tbe  ball  has  vanislied.   Open 

the  vase,  and  there 
is  the  ball  Inside. 
Replace  the  cover 
on  the  vase,  so 
that  every  one  can 
see  the  oall,  and 
then  offer  to  bet 
any  sum  that  the 
ball  is  not  inside 
the  vase.  Of  course 
your  bet  will  be 
taken,  for  every- 
body has  seen  it 
in  the  vase  a  sec- 
ond before.  Im- 
agine, then,  their 
astonishment     on 

Bceing  you  open  the  vase,  which  will  be  qnlte  empty,  while  the  bull  will  be 
found  wherever  you  designate.  Tliis  astounding  illusion  can  be  performed  in 
various  ways— for  instance,  after  passing  the  ball  through  the  table  into  the 
vase,  yon  may  instantly  pass  it  out  of  the  vase,  down  through  the  table  and  into 
your  hand;  or  you  may  show  the  vase  with  the  ball  inside,  and  say,  "Now 
watch  me!  I  shall  blow  the  ball  Inside  my  pocket."  You  thereupon  blow 
lightly  toward  the  vase,  after  which  you  open  it,  and.^ure  enough,  the  ball  has 
disappeared,  and,  as  you  stated,  is  in  your  pocket.  Or  again,  you  may  change 
the  ball  into  a  gold  dollar,  a  silver  dime,  a  penny,  or  any  small  article  yoa 
choose.  The  ball,  vase  and  cover  may  all  be  given  for  examination,  and  will 
bear  the  closest  scrutiny  without  fear  of  detection.  Price  25  cent*,  by 
mall,  post-paid,  or  five  for  $1. 


MAGIC  NAIL 


PRICE    20    CENTS. 

A  very  good  and  low-priced 
trick.  A  common  iron  nail  is 
shown,  and  without  a  moment's 
hesitation  the  performer  forces 
it  through  his  finger.  The  finger 
is  shown  with  the  nail  protruding 
from  both  sides.  The  illusion  is 
so  perfect  that  the  spectators 
will  be  Batisfied  that  tbe  wound 
is  a  genuine  one,  and  that  the 
nail  really  goes  through  the 
finger.  The  next  instant  the  nail 
la  withdrawn,  given  for  exami- 
nation, and  the  finger  shown. 
Price  20  cent*)  by  mail,  post- 


withont  a  cut,  scar  or  wound  of  any  kind. 
paid,  or  $1.50  per  dozen. 


-^m^  No.  3.  -^^^ 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 


OONTHNTS: 


AAnamm* 
A  OhrlBtmaa  ator7 
Anld  UobinOray 
A  visit  to  Barnaul's 
Age  of  man  and  woman 
A  legend  of  Bregeuz 
A  catastrophe 
Barbara  Frlotchlo 
Black  horse  and  hia  rider 
lUtld  headed  man 

Brier  rose 
Blacksmith's  story 
Broken  pnmii.so 
Bivouac  of  the  dead 
Baby's  kiss 
Bella  of  Shandon 
Custer's  last  charge 
Caoch,  the  piper 
Coals  of  Are 

gorrect  cord 
ounterslgn 
Der  dog  und  der  lobster 
Drunkard 

Dutchman  and  the  raven 
Dandy  Fifth 
Down  In  tho  mine 
Der  EavesilropiMjr 
Dog  and  the  tramp 
per  shpider  und  dor  fly 
Education 


Face  ocralnst  tbe  pane 

KIooil  of  death 

Kacps  in  the  flre 

Hying  Jim's  last  leap 

Gone  wltli  a  handsomer  man 

Green  Mountam  Justice 

Horatlus  at  the  bridge 

Hans'g  visit  to  der  "Garden" 

Inch  Cape  bell 

It's  ever  so  far  away 

In  the  8h'pka  Pass 

In  the  Dlino  Museum 

I'll  (al.e  what  father  takes 

King  Robert  of  Sicily 

Kit  Carson's  ride 

Kt'ntucky  belle 

Ixitter  of  death 

Ix>ve  in  tlie  kitchen 

Lookout  Mountain,  IDAS— 

Mizi>ah      [Beutelsbach,  1880 

Mary,  the  maid  of  the  Inn 

McOlnt^'s  horse 

Modem  belle 

Milton's  last  poem 

Uur  folks 

Old  man  goes  to  tOWB 

Our  ships  at  sea 

Only  a  clown 

Old  Tobacco-box 

Our  minister's  sermon 


rapa's  tetter 

P«t'.<<  rcnson' 
rilofs  story 
ltcli.jiou8  card-plajTO 
liiir^U  mns,ings 
Itailroad  crossing 
Si'hlotser's  ride 
Spnrtacos  to  the  gladlaton 
Smiting  the  rock 
Sprig  of  gi-een 
SUition-mastcr's  story 
Sol. Her  tramp 
Si.ci  ilegious  gamesteis 
Sworo  off  ,■ 

Story  of  Deacon  Brown 
Straiiss's  boedry 
Story  of  anew  Lat 
Spoak  gently 
Tous.salnt  L  Ouvertm» 
Ticket  o'  leave 
Unknown  speaker       i        ■ 
Volunteer  organist     ' 
VUlupe  blayksmith 
WomlerfiiT  country 
Woodman,  siiare  that  tT«« 
Willftge  I'liickochmidC 
Woinnn's  rights 
What  intemperance  does 

PRICE  2BCENT8. 


or  Any  five  25-Cent  Books  on  this  page  for  ONE  DOLLAR. . 


WCHMANS  SELECTION    OF 

POPULAR  RECITATIONS 

•    IMO.      " 


PRICE    25   CENTS. 


Address  of  Spottyona 
A  DeiMlly  Weapon      [qnlst 
A  Night  with  a  Ventillo- 
And  the  Band  Played 
A  Naoghtr  Ottle  Oiri 
A  Rofrged  Jacket     [Coach 
A  Ventriloquist  on  a  Stago- 
Aux  IUllens.-At  the  Ital- 
Baccarat  [ian  Opera 

Black-Eyed  Susan 
Blue  and  tbe  Gray 
Borea 

Bridge-Keeper's  Story 
Brldfre  of  Sighs 
Buttercups  and  Daisies 
Casey's  table  d'Hote 
Charge  of  the  Dutch  Brig- 
Chloago  lade 

Church     Beverles     of    a 
Days  Gone  By    [Schoolgirl 
Death  Bed  of  Benedict  Ar- 
Death  of  Oaudentis     [nold 
Death  of  IJttle  Paul 
Dream  of  Kugene  Aram 
Drirlng  Home  the  Cows 
Dot  Long-Handled  Dipper 
Fireman 
Plahiu' 

Forty  Tears  A|ro 
Granster  and  the  Gambler 
Qambl«r>B  lAit  Deal 


OOITTBilTTS. 

Honsekeener's  Soliloquy 

How      Columbus      Found 

Her  Easy  Chair     [.America 

HowHeSaved  St  Michael's 

He  Gets  Dhere  Shustllder 

H"W  Salvator  Won    [Same 

Hunchback  Singer 

Irish  Schoolmaster 

Josiah  Allen's  Wife  at  A.  T. 

JustUoYourBeet  [Stewart's 

Katrlna's  Visit  to  New  York 

King  Canute 

Kissing  Cup's  Race 

Launcfimg  of  the  Ship 

Left 

Life-Boat 

Light  from  Orer  the  Range 

Little  Barefoot 

Lorraine  [Principle 

Mary's   Lamb   on   a    New 

Hary,  Oueen  of  Soots 

Maud  HuUer 

Mine  Hoder-in-lAW 

Minstrel's  Curse 

Mr.  Murphy's  WiU 

My  Lover 

Ninety-Eight 

No.  6  Collect  Street 

O'Grady's  G^at 

Old  Actor's  Story 

One  Touch  of  Mature 


Owl  Critic 
Pftddy  the  Piper 
I'hadrig  Crohoore,  or  Tbe 
I'olyglut    [Irish  Lochlnvar 
Helief  of  Lucknow 
Uoper 

Sad  Fate  of  a  PoUoemaa 
Srandal 
Shipwrecked 

Simple  Story  of  Q.  Wash- 
Simple  Church  [ton 
Sioux  Chief's  Daughter 
Sister  and  I 

Soliloquy  of  King  Richard 
Son's  wish  [III 

Station  Agent's  Story 
Story  of  Some  Bells 
Story  of  the  Faithful  Soul 
Swell  In  a  Horse-Car 
To  Bary  Jade 
True  Tale  of  William  TeU 
Two  Glasses 
Uncle 
Vagalionds 

Vus  Man  iage  a  Failure     \ 
Warren's  Address 
William  Tell 
Witness 

'^wcob's  Dribulatlons 
Young  Tramp 


Any  five  28-Oent  Books  on  this  Page  for  ONE  DOLLAR.. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


)■•: 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


85  &  87  E.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAQO. 


MICROSCOPIC  PHOTOS 


■■'''7 


PRICE    10   CENTS    EACH. 


I 


With  powerful  Microscopic  Glasses,  in  handsome  iTorjr 
CaseS)  with  ring  for  attaching  to  watch-chain.  Magnifies 
1000  times,  so  that  photographic  plctares  no  larger  than 
the  head  of  a  pin  are  perfectly  distinct.  Different  designs, 
each  as  Actresa«9,  liord's  Prayer,  Ten  Commandments,  etc. 

Sample  by  mail,  post-paid,  10  cental 
3  for  26  cents,  or  IS  for  75  cents. 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or 
Qiicago  House,  whichever  U  nearest  to  yoa. 


[  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  \ 
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a  test  Po  p  u  I  a  r  So  n  g  s 
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Adi  that  Brore  Him  Craaj  Cnie)>-C<ndi. Kent  40 

After  Tour  Wud'rlng  Come  Homo— Sentlmeatal Graham  40 

Angel  Mother  Waite  for  Me— Sentimental » Skelly  40 

Belleville  Convent  Fire  (The)— Pathetie Straight  40 

Bowery  Ball  (The)— Comic,  Irish Galton  40 

CanH  Fool  the  Dntch— Comic,  Irish Miller  40 

Oonveraatlon  Water— Convivial  Song  and  Chonu Lester  40 

Dar'aaNew  Moon  inde  Slty— Negro Lester  40 

Day  by  Day  Tears  Have  Boiled  on— Sentimental Mi  Her  40 

Denied  a  Home— Descriptive Miller  40 

Did  Ton  NoOce  Itf— Topical Skelly  40 

Dimes  and  Nickels— Descriptive Fremont  40 

Don't  Forget  Me,  Mary— Sentimental Skelly  40 

Don't  Forget  the  Friends  that  Are  Dearer  than  Gold— Sentmental . . .  Miller  40 

Dying  Girl's  Message  (The)— PatheUc Skelly  40 

Face  upon  the  Barroom  Floor  (The)— Descriptive Skelly  40 

Fare  Thee  Well,  My  Little  Sweetheart— SentimenUl South  wick  40 

Forget  the  Past— Sentimental Appel  40 

Friendly  Neighbors  for  Twenty-five  Tears— Up-to-date,  liiA Speck  40 

Girl  Next  Door  (The)— SenUmentel Friday  40 

Happy  Is  the  Bride  that  the  San  Shines  on— Sentimental Ski  wards  40 

Have  Ton  Seen  Her?— WaltE  Song Edwards  40 

Hearts  Are  Tramps— Comic Kent  40 

He  Got  the  Rinkey  Dink— Comic Edwards  40 

He's  Off  His  Trolley— Comic Edwards  40 

He  Married  Biley's  Bride-Comic.  Irish Edwards  40 

He  Married  the  Daughter,  Mother  and  All— Comic. Miller  40 

Her  Picture  Was  There  Next  to  Mine— SentimenUl Speck  40 

How  Do  Ton  Like  Itr— Topical Murphy  40 

How  Nice  that  All  Must  Be— Comic Miller  40 

I'm  Gtolng  to  Tell  on  Ton,  Katie— Serio-Comic Edwards  40 

I  Long  to  See  the  Old  Home  Once  Again— Sentimental Parker  40 

I  Never  Loved  nntii  I  met  Ton- Sentimental Speck  40 

It's  All  Gone  Now-Comic Keen  40 

I'll  Not  Go  Out  with  ReUly  Any  Morfr-Comlc,  Irish Miller  40 

Just  As  It  Used  to  Be  in  Days  Gtone  By— SentimenUl Graham  40 

Kind  Wordi— Sentimental Mahoney  40 

LitUe  Johnn)||ohn0on  Is  My  Sunday  Bean— Serio-Gomic Powers  40 

LitUo  Mnsidan  (The)— S^timental,  (Quartette Mahoney  40 

LitUe  Toy  Dram  CThe)— Sentimental Graham  40 


1^:::: 


Love  Will  Bring  Me  Back  Again— Sentimental SkoIIy 

Magic  Pictures  in  the  Grate— Sentimental....... Stanfleld 

Mary  Rode  the  Bike  and  Ball— Comic Harding 

McNally's  Old  Back  Tard— Walts  Song Edwards 

My  Dad's  the  Engineer— Descriptive Graham 

My  Johanna  Johnson— Negro , Selden 

Oh,  How  I  Love  Sweet  Kathleen— Waltz  Song Edwards 

Only  to  See  My  Mother— Descriptive Pollak 

Raffle  for  a  Waterbury  Watch— Comic,  Iriah Miller 

Roaming  in  the  Clover— Walts  Song Lester 

Rusey  Magee— Sentimental Marion  and  Peari 

SeeiDg  Jennie  Home— WalU  Song Edwards 

Sliiuny  on  Your  Own  Side— SentimenUl Graham 

Since  My  Mother's  Dead  and  Gk>ne— SentimenUl SkaUy 

Some  Other  Girl  Shall  Wear  the  Ring— Serio-Comic Skelly 

Susie,  Do  Ton  Lub  Me?— Negro Kent 

Sweet  Dreams  of  Mother  and  Home— Sentimental Skelly 

Sweet  EiUeen— SentimenUl Speck 

Sweet  Jennie  Brown— Waltz  Song Speck 

Swell  up  to  Date  (The)— Song  and  Dance Miller 

Tell  Me  You  Love  Me  Still— Sentimental Speck 

There's  No  Place  Like  the  Old  Home,  After  All— Sentimental Keen 

They  Can't  Keep  the  Workingman  Down— SentimenUl Fletcher 

Thinking  of  One  She  Loves— Sentimental    McGlennon 

This  Is  Unexpected— Comic Miller 

To-Morrow's  Another  Day— Baritone  Solo Smith 

Upon  Life's  Ocean  Cast  Away— Descriptive South  wick 

Walking  on  de  Rainbow  inde  Sky— Negro Edwards 

What's  the  Matter  with  Tour  Feet?— Comic,  Irish Miller 

When  the  Mailman  Comes— SentimenUl Davis 

When  We're  Married  By  and  By— Song  and  Dance Edwards 

With  a  Wife  and  a  Neat  Little  Home— SentimenUl Graham 

Workingman 's  Dream  (The)— Pathetic Skelly 

Ton  Don't  Find  a  Girl  Like  My  Girl  Every  Day— Sentimental  Speck 

Tour  Mother  and  I,  Maggie— Sentimental Keen 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm  J.  McQaw. 


Tin  the  center  of  attraction  wherever  I  may  ko; 

Not  ticcau(<e  I  am  a  dude-  that  you  all  do  know— 

lt°K  all  because  I  wear  a  cerluiii  kind  cif  tie: 

My  fiiendx,  ii'e  all  because  [  wear  a  red  neck-tie. 

I  aiwayx  carry  a  cane,  just  to  (;lve  me  style. 

And  |iart  my  hair  iu  the  middle,  (o  make  the  ladieci  smile; 

I'm  the  envy  of  ttiem  all,  as  I  hold  my  head  up  high. 

As  I  walk  down  the  street  with  my  red  neck-tie. 

(.'Hours. 
I'm  a  sporty  man  with  a  sporty  tie, 
I'm  the  dariini;  of  the  ladles,  I  always  make  them  sigh; 
Wherever  I  may  gi',  I  look  so  very  fly, 
I'm  the  dandy  of  them  all  with  my  red  neck-tie. 

Of  course.  I  always  have  my  coot  hiitton'd  up  so  tiglit; 

You'll  l)e  sure  to  see  me  nnt  'most  every  nlKht, 

Antl  whvii  the  pretty  ifirls  they  do  pass  me  by. 

If  you'll  only  watch  me,  you'll  see  me  wink  my  eye. 

And  when  the  summer  conies,  to  the  seashore  I  k!0; 

'TIs  iliere  I  have  a  jolly  time,  wliere  the  salt  winds  blow; 

I  dance  at  aH  the  parties  ami  bathe  where  waves  roll  high. 

And,  of  course,  I  always  wear  a  red  neck-tie. —  t'horui. 


FORaET    ME    NOT,    LENORE. 
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Composed  by  F.  J.  Tlemey. 


LoDC  ano,  far  away  lived  a  maid, 

I r  the  tales  of  the  past  are  but  trae. 
Where  so  gladly  to  old  ocean  runs 

That  sweet  river,  tlie  Dannlie  so  bine. 
And  one  day  there  came  ridinK  that  wav 

A  l>old,  Kallaut,  steel-armored  youni;  knight. 
And  his  love  to  tlie  muideii  went  swift. 
As  the  arrow  when  sped  ou  its  flight. 
As  arrow  ou  its  flight. 

Reprais. 
Oil.  little  sweet  forget-me-not,  all  like  yon  shonld  be  true  bloe; 
ypeak  tills  ineBsa^e  unto  her:  "1  love  bat  you,  but  you." 

"Come,  now  prove  that  you  love,"  cried  the  maid; 

"  Bring  to  me  yon'  sweet  flowers  so  hlne." 
Aud  the  kniglit  lu  the  waters  pliing'd  deep. 

"  This  I  do  now,  my  loved  one,  for  you," 
As  he  Slink  with  his  nrmour's  Kreat  weight. 

He  tlien  flung  the  blue  flowers  asliore. 
And  exclaimed  with  liis  fast  fleeting  breath: 

"Oh,  forget  me  not,  loved  one,  Lenore; 

Forget  me  not,  Lenore." — Retain. 
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Milking  the  Cows  with  Mary. 
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All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Hnale  nf  this  Sonft.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreni.  |Hwt-i>sl<l,  on  receipt  of  40 cents;  or  tlils  and  any  two  other  Honors  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Heiirv  J  Wehinan.  130  *  I.S?  Park  How,  New  York;  or  US  *  W  E  MadiKon  Ht.,Chlca«o. 
write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  above  aildresxes  for  Free  riitaloiriie  of  Ronirn.  Rons  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Uerroan  Song  Books,  Letter  Wiiters,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 

.         '  .  .      By  Sam  Devere. 


.1 


When  a  lad  on  the  farm,  I  learned  how  to  mow, 
"I'o  plongh  and  to  harrow,  to  reap  an<l  to  sow: 
But  what  pleased  me  most,  was  when  I  would  go 

Milklni!  the  cows  with  Mary. 
A  farmer's  fair  daughter,  and  scarce  seventeen. 
The  fairest  young  creature  that  I'd  ever  seen; 
-  Oil,  time  mud  time  over,  tiow  happy  I've  been. 

Milking  the  cows  with  Mary. 

CHoni'9. 
The  fairest,  the  brightest,  the  >)onniest  lass,  tripping  as  light  as  a  fairy; 
Beside  her  each  morning  I'd  kueel  on  the  grass,  milking  the  cows  with  Mary. 

The  cows  in  the  pasture,  browsing  away, 
Waiclied  for  oar  couiing  to  milk  them  each  day; 
All  huddled  tot;elher,  seeming  to  say, 

Mllkiiit:  the  cows  with  Mary. 
So  merrily  singing,  a  blitlisome  yonng  laas. 
As  rrt'sh  and  as  pure  as  the  dew  on  the  grass; 
And  many  bright  iiours  did  I  pleasantly  pass. 

Milking  the  cows  with  Mary.— t'Aorii*. 

'Twas  early  one  morning,  no  one  was  nigh. 
To  test  her  affection  I  lliouuht  I  would  try; 
Her  sweet  cherry  li|>8  I  kissed  on  tlie  sly, 

Milkint:  the  cows  xvlih  Mary. 
Soon  will  I  rail  her  my  own  little  wife. 
To  keep  and  protect  her  throiit;h  this  world  of  gtrife; 
.  ■  ••'  Then  I'll  be  happy  the  rest  of  my  life. 

Milking  the  cows  Willi  Mary.— C'AortM. 
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Words  by  Richard  Morton  and  C.  M.  Budney.    Music  by  C.  M.  Rodney. 

On  the  day  that  Jones  made  up  his  mind  that  he  wonlil  wed  a  gal. 
We  resolved  we'd  paint  tlie  City  red  in  lionor  of  our  pal. 
Then  we  hired  a  band,  a  couch  and  six,  and  formed  a  lively  gang; 
Whatever  happened,  we  cured  "  niz,"  and  this  is  the  song  we  sang: 

Cnonirs. 
Lk  didily-idily,  nniti-niiiii  ay. 
La  didily  uin,  was  all  tiiat  we  cnnid  say: 
We  were  out  upon  a  spree  and  felt  a  trifle  gay; 
La  didily-idily,  uinli-umii  ay. 

When  we  reached  the  parson's  residence  'twas  twelve  o'clock  at  night. 
And  to  get  Ids  reverence  out  of  bed  we  tried  with  all  our  inigiit; 
Then  we  pulled  the  knob,  but  found  the  bell  was  broke  and  wouldn't  ring. 
But  he  arose  aud  douutd  ins  clothes  sif  soon  as  he  lieard  us  sing: — Choi'ut. 

Wlien  the  preache/  tied  the  mnrriage  knot  each  heart  was  liglit  and  free. 

Until  I  asked  Missus  Jones  to  name  the  flrsi  boy  afler  nie. 

But  the  party  said,  the  child  would  b<-  a  "  hon-doo,"  if  she  did: 

Then  Jones  said,  if  the  first's  a  boy,  I'm  going  to  name  the  kid :— C/iorwf. 


O'REILLY,  O'KELLY,  OTOGARTY. 
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Wurds  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Skellr. 


Three  gentlemen  fine  came  to  town,  the  sielits  all  aroand  them  to  see; 

In  politics  they  had  renown,  their  equals  in  style  could  not  be. 

The  people  all  gazed  In  surprise,  and  one  to  another  would  say: 

"Oh,  look  at  them  with  all  your  eyes,  and  tell,  if  you  please,  who  are  tlieyf  " 

Chorus. 
O'Reilly,  O'Kelly,  O'Fogarty,  the  tliree  famons  men  of  the  day; 
All  np  to  the  bar  with  aincriry,  we'll  make  the  triumvirate  pay. 
Sure,  one  Is  the  Mayor  of  O'Reillyville,  the  others  have  power  and  sway; 
O'Reilly,  O'Kelly,  O'Fogarty,  the  three  greatest  men  of  the  day. 

They  came  In  a  coach  to  each  door,  and  first  with  the  Itoss  opened  wine. 

Then  called  ev'ry  man  on  tiic  floor  lo  step  up  and  liave  sometiiing  fine. 

In  dignity  they  were  hnmeiise,  and  never  a  word  would  they  say. 

No  matter  liow  much  the  expense,  bat  vied  with  each  other  to  yMy.—Choriit. 

At  last  to  the  Bow'ry  they  came,  and  tlien  the  boys  look  them  in  Jnind, 
And  jollied  them  up  to  each  game,  us  only  those  hoys  iinderstund. 
O  Reiliy  was  tied  to  a  chair,  O'Kelly  was  glued  lo  itie  fliM>r: 
O'Kugarty,  full  of  despair,  was  left  in  a  corner  to  anorc.—  C'fioru*. 

Next  morning  before  Jiidee  O'Day  the  sad-looking  trio  were  hronoht: 
He  asked  them  what  they  had  to  say,  and  fined  them  hecaiise  liiey  said  naiiglit. 
Ttieir  wives  liegan  howling  with  grief,  hut  friends  interposed  with  a  plea; 
The  Aldermou  granted  relief,  and  that  was  the  end  of  their  spree.—  Vhoritn. 
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Mammie's  Little  Black-Faced  Child. 
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By  Sam  Dever*. 

Oh.  sway  down  South,  where  de  niggers  pick  de  Cotton, 

Dur's  a  happy  litllc  hiack-fiiceit  boy. 
Oh,  he  sits  all  day  on  Ills  mammy's  knee  a-trolting, 

lie's  Ills  papy's  little  pride  and  joy. 
Wlien  de  work  am  done  and  de  niggers  leave  dc  cotton  field, 

Too'll  see  a  pair  of  darkies  tnat  will  smile. 
When  they  see  over  yonder  in  de  corner  of  de  kitclien— 
(Spoken:   WlioT) 

Why,  mammy's  little  black-faced  child. 

Cnonus. 
And  when  I  say  he  looks  like  his  mammy, 

Dis  little  hncklelierr) -headed  cooii. 
He'll  slut!  ami  dance,  while  his  mammy  keeps  fl-patting. 

And  bis  daddy  he  whistles  this  i\x\i^:—WhMU. 

Oh,  de  coons  all  say  dat  this  little  picaninnle 

Is  de  idol  of  de  old  man's  heart : 
Wid  Ills  coal  black  face  and  his  Utile  eyes  a-shliitng. 

Yon  can  bet  we  will  never  part. 
Oil,  I  works  all  day  lotin'  wood  down  to  de  lever. 

And  I  stacks  it  in  a  irreat  l>ik!  pile: 
But  wlien  I  git  liome,  who  von  s'pose  I'll  see  a-waltingf 
(S|M.k.n:  Who*) 

Why,  mammy's  iltiic  bisck-faced  child.— CA(MV(«. 
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Love  Was  Wedded  in  the  Grave. 

Copyriglit,  1895,  by  Harcoart  A  Rein.         ._.,.■ 
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Words  by  Charlie  Roin.    Husic  by  Still  Harcourt. 


Yon've  oft-tlmoB  lieard  the  story  of  tlione  wedJed  w  itliont  love, 
Tlie  old.  Bad,  wiBtful  story,  ue'er  sanctioned  froni  above; 
A  woman  weak,  not  wicked,  und  u  nian  wlio  loved  loo  well; 
ir  all  hearts  told  their  sccretB,  many  stories  ihey  would  tell; 
'I'lie  fate  of  erring  mortals  this  story  tells  yoa  of, 
A  young  wife  und  a  liusbaiid,  but  a  sweetheart  had  her  love: 
They  were  happy  when  together,  hat  ihe  time  for  them  to  part 
Came  without  a  waruiug,  and  it  left  a  broken  heart. 

Chorus. 
Only  a  marriaco  without  love,  a  mistake  fonnd  out  too  late; 
Could  heaven  nrrange  tlie  wedding  and  allow  such  souls  to  matef 
Only  a  moment's  pleasure,  then  a  life-time  filled  with  woe; 
If  the  heart  but  did  the  courting,  fatal  loves  we  ne'er  would  know. 

The  Bweetheart  said,  "Good-bye,  my  dear,  and  never  prove  nntme 
To  him  you  promiBed  to  o)>ey  till  deatli  should  call  for  you; 
I'll  travel  down  life's  pnth  alone,  the  road  so  dark  and  drear. 
Without  a  gentle  lianil  to  guide  or  lovini;  voice  to  cheer;" 
She  tiled  to  he  contented,  prove  loving,  kind  and  true; 
The  world  scoffed  at  her  efforts,  iind  said,  "God  pily  you  " — 
Her  husl)aud  turned  against  her,  and  her  sweetheart  all  she  gave; 
They  ended  life  together,  love  was  wedded  iu  the  grave.— 6'Aoru«. 
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Words  by  Charlie  Rein,    Husic  by  Still  HarcenrC. 


Two  little  girls  met  in  the  park,  on  a  summer's  day; 
Bach  one  had  a  little  doll,  and  went  their  just  to  play; 
One  was  dressed  in  tattered  clothes,  her  slender  arms  were  brown; 
The  otlier,  dressed  in  satin,  witli  ricli  laces  on  her  gown. 
"See  the  dolly  papa  houglitl  "  the  rich  man's  daughter  said; 
"Don't  you  tliink  she's  pretty,  with  her  lovely,  golden  headf  "  ' 
The  otlier  broiiiiht  her  dolly  out,  with  sorrow,  tlien  did  say: 
"  My  little  doll  is  ragged  since  mamma  went  away  t " 

RErRAIN. 

"Totir  little  doll  hne  golden  curls,  and  dressed  so  very  fine; 
But  I  don't  like  your  dolly  near  iis  well  as  I  do  mine; 
Even  If  your  dolly's  eyes  are  such  a  pretty  blue, 
1  love  my  little  rugged  doll,  and  1  would  not  trade  with  yonl " 

"Hy  little  doll  will  shut  her  eyes,"  the  rich  girl  spoke  in  haste; 
"  And  my  doll  will  say  mamnm  when  I  squeeze  her  tiny  waist; 
All  her  clothes  are  made  of  silk,  her  eyes  tire  pretty  blue; 
Pray,  tell  me,  what  cau  your  poor  little  ragged  dolly  do?  " 
*' My  doll  cannot  shut  her  eyes,"  the  other  one  replied; 
"I  can't  make  her  cry  a  bit,  for  I  have  often  tried; 
But  mamma,  who  is  now  up  there  with  angels  in  the  sk 


Gave  me  this  ragged  doll,  so  I'll  love  her  till  1  diet  "—.fibroin. 
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WHILE    THE    DANCE    GOES    ON. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Chas.  K.  Harris.    AU  rights  reserved. 


I  Loved  You  Better  than  You  Knew. 
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Our  hands  are  clasped,  the  last  forever,  perhaps  we'll  never  meet  again; 
I  loved  you  as  I  could  none  other;  this  fiarting  fills  my  heart  with  |miu; 
You  ask,  and  freely  I  forgive  you,  tlie  happy  past  I  must  forget; 
And  thoQgb  I  wander  ou  iu  sorrow,  I  bope  that  you'll  be  happy  yet 

Chords. 
As  through  tliis  weary  world  I  wander,  my  thoughts  alone  will  be  of  yon; 
In  mem'ry  I  will  see  you  ever— I  loved  you  better  than  you  knew. 

Perhaps,  when  I  have  gone  forever,  you'll  sometimes  sit  and  think  of  me. 
And  wonder  if  I*m  dead  or  living;  perchance  I'll  think  the  same  of  tliee; 
A  lid  when  your  friends  have  all  departed,  the  friends  you  tlio't  were  tried  and  true. 
Remember  one  yon  lef  t  lieart-broken  had  loved  you  better  than  you  knew.— C'/<o. 


DYING-    ROSE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Louise  Tanlson. 


Rose,  thou  art  fndlng,  drooping  and  dying, 
Though  all  the  air  with  thy  fragiance  is  hii;hlng: 
Can 'St  thou  not  live,  sweet  fiowers,  yet  awhile  hmgerf 
That  In  thy  presence  my  heart  may  grow  stronger. 
Last  night  my  love  gave  me  thee,  as  a  token; 
True  was  her  he«rt,  true  the  words  of  love  spoken; 
Thou  bronglit  me  joy,  rose— such  joy  did'et  thou  give, 
I'd  iiHve  thee  ever,  forever  to  live; 
I'd  have  thee  ever,  forever  to  live. 

While  I  behold  thee,  cruel  donitts  are  banished— 

Breathing  thy  perfume,  sad  mem'ries  are  vanished. 

All  of  life's  hliterness  fades  as  a  dream, 

I  forget  sorrow,  but  joys  do  remain. 

All!  thou  art  dyinir,  rose,  still  thou  art  dying; 

E'en  in  thy  death,  rose,  with  fragrance  thou'rt  sighing. 

Still  I'll  not  chide  thee  more,  in  peace  depart; 

Thy  life,  though  brief,  hath  thrice  blessed  my  heart; 

Thy  life,  though  brief,  hath  thrice  blessed  my  heart. 
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By  F.  J.  Tiemey. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  K.  Harris. 


Amid  the  glare  and  the  splendor,  amid  the  gay  and  the  bright, 
Joyoiisan<l  iinTry  the  dancers,  no  thoughts  of  sorrow  to-night; 
Softly  the  strains  of  the  music  play  on  all  evening  till  dawn- 
Happy  are  they,  joyous  and  gay,  while  tlie  liiince  goes  on. 
Yet  there  is  one  of  the  dancers,  one  with  a  beautiful  face, 
Laugliini;  and  chatting  so  irayly,  dancing  with  such  careless  grace- 
There  is  no  firm  hand  to  guide  her,  no  one  to  shield  her  from  harm; 
She  Is  alone,  husband  at  lioiiie,  while  the  dance  goes  on.     ■      . 

Chorus. 
While  the  music  is  playing,  in  the  grand  ball-room, 
Willie  all  hearts  beat  softly  to  the  old  sweet  tune. 
While  the  hours  are  passing,  fleeting  one  by  one — 
No  thought  of  the  morrow,  while  the  dance  goes  on. 

"  Yon  will  not  go  to  the  ball,  love:  st^y  with  onr  baby  to-nightl " 
Riing  in  the  ears  of  this  lady,  whose  sparkling  eyes  shone  so  bright; 
What  cares  she  for  hon- e  and  hnby  while  she  is  queen  of  the  ballt   -. 
Husband  and  home,  bai>y  alone,  while  ttie  dance  goes  on. 
Only  too  soon  is  it  over,  home  she  a|>jiroaclie8  at  last; 
Tliere  at  the  door  meets  her  hust)and,  wlione  snd  tears  fall  thick  and  fast; 
Then  not  a  word  is  there  spoken,  gently  he  leads  his  wife  on — 
There  on  its  bed  baby  lies  dead,  whi'e  the  dance  goes  on.— Chorus. 


In  a  little  cot  lives  Mamie,  pictty,  sweet  and  coy; 

She's  in  love  with  shepherd  Jamie,  tie's  her  sweetheart  boy; 

When  the  sheen  are  under  cover,  lambs  all  in  the  fold, 

Mamie  runs  to  hear  her  lover  tell  the  story  old. 

Down  by  the  stile,  wtiere  the  barley  grows. 

Back  of  the  old  red  ham. 
Often  he  kissed  her,  and  no  one  knows 

But  the  cows,  SO  now  Where's  the  harm.    Obi 

Cbobtts. 

Beautiful  Mamie  Ray,  surely  you'll  not  say  nay: 
Wise  girls  marry,  so  do  not  tnrry,  cupid  must  have  hla  way; 

Closer  tlian  ivy  cling,  happy  as  birds  in  the  spring. 
You'll  then  contented  sing,  l>eautifnl  Mnniie  Ruy. 

When  the  early  summer  morning  gladdened  all  Ihe  land. 
Came  another,  without  warnine,  gold  was  in  his  hand; 
Lord  was  lie  of  field  and  meadow,  smilingly  he  said: 
"Leave  this  hutiil>le  shepherd  fellow,  take  my  gold  instead." 
"No,  sir,"  said  Mamie,  witli  flushing  eye, 

Tliongh  her  poor  heart  was  sad ; 
"  True  love's  a  jewel  gold  cannot  buy. 

So  I'll  stick  to  my  shepherd  lad."    0\\\—Chortts. 

Thro'  the  orchard,  in  the  gloaming,  'neath  the  laden  boughs; 
Arm  in  arm.  so  idly  roaming,  none  to  hear  their  vows; 
Jamie  slyly  stole  a  kiss,  her  heart  was  filled  with  joy; 
She  then  promised  to  be  his,  to  wed  tlie  sliepherd  boy; 
And  the  Gows  all  blinked  their  soft  brown  eyes. 

Daisies  their  heads  did  nod; 
All  seemed  to  know  then  how  very  wise 

Was  sly  cupid  with  bow  and  rod.    Obi  -  '  -  ; 

CHonrs. 
\  Beautiful  Mamie  Ray  promised  she'd  name  the  day: 

She'll  not  tarry,  but  soon  will  marry— cupid  has  had  his  way. 
Closer  than  ivy  cling,  hajipv  as  birds  In  the  spring, 
TouMI  then  contented  sing,  lieaniiful  Mamie  Bay. 
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WorJi  by  W.  T.  Peters.    Mnfic  by  Louise  Tunlsoou 


Qood  niK^f,  happy  stars,  with  yonr  yellow  eyes; 
GocmI  iiiKht,  laily  moon,  in  the  evenini;  skies: 
0<><m)  ni^ht,  diiMky  world  and  the  bouiidli'ss  deep; 
I  am  tir<-d  out,  It  Id  time  to  sleep, 
Time,  lime  to  sleep;  good  ulght,  good  nlKbt. 

Good  night,  weary  boy:  it  has  been  decreed 
Tliat  some  inyet'ries  only  a  ctiild  can  read; 
But  the  sweet  chilil  heart  may  yoa  always  keep. 
Anil  the  stars  will  be  yours  auu  the  boundless  deep, 
The  boandless  deei),  the  boaiidlessdeep; 
Good  night,  good  niglit. 


NEXT    SUMMER 
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Words  by  Laura  l«dyard.    Muaic  by  Louise  Tunlson. 


:*■■ 


It 


Beautiful  things  there  are  coming  this  way, 
Ne.irer  and  nearer,  dear,  ev'ry  day; 
Closer  and  closer,  my  baby,  my  baby. 

Mischievous  showers  and  faint  little  smells 
Of  far  away  flow'rs,  in  fur  away  dells. 
Are  Coming  in  April,  my  baby,  my  baby. 

Sly  little  tiloBSoms  that  clamber  along 
Close  to  ttie  ground,  till  tliev  grow  big  and  a 
Are  Coming  in  Miiy,  little  btiby. 


Roses  and  bees,  and  a  big  yellow  moon. 
Coming  together  in  beaiitifnl  June, 
In  lovely  midsummer,  my  baby,  my  baby. 

Pretty  red  cherries  and  bright  little  flies, 
Twiiiltling  and  turning  the  fields  into  aklet. 
Will  come  in  July,  my  baby. 

Feathery  clouds  and  lone  after  moona, 
Scarce  a  leaf  stirring  and  birdies  soft  croons. 
Are  coming  in  August,  my  baby,  my  baby. 

Glimpsee  of  blue  thro'  the  poppies  and  wheat. 
One  little  birthday  on  faet-flylng  feet. 
Will  come  in  Septeml>er,  my  baby,  my  baby,  my  baby. 


\^€- 


•vi- 


sile May  Have  Seen  Better  Days. 
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Words  and  Mualc  by  James  Thornton. 

While  strolling  along  wltii  the  city's  vast  throng, 

On  a  night  that  was  bitter  cold, 
I  noticed  a  crowd,  who  were  laughing  alond 

At  soniething  they  chanced  to  behold; 
I  stopped  for  to  see  what  the  object  could  be. 

And  there,  on  a  doorstep,  lay 
A  woman  in  tears,  from  the  crowd's  angry  Jeers, 
And  then  I  iieard  aomeboily  say: 
Chords. 
She  may  have  seen  better  days,  wlien  she  was  In  her  prims; 
S)ie  may  have  seen  better  days  once  upon  a  time; 
Tliouuh  by  the  wayside  she  fell,  she  may  yet  mend  her  ways; 
Some  poor,  old  inuiher  is  waiting  for  her,  who  has  seen  belter  dsys. 

If  we  could  but  tell  why  the  poor  creature  fell. 

Perhaps  we'd  not  be  so  severe; 
If  the  truth  were  but  Itiiown  of  this  oatcoat  alone, 

Ma)  Imp  wo  would  all  shed  a  tear. 
She  was  once  Konie  one's  Joy,  cast  aside  like  a  toy — 

Abandoned,  forsaken,  unknown. 
Every  man  standing  by  had  a  tear  in  his  eye. 

For  some  bad  a  daughter  at  home.— (7 Aorta. 

The  crowd  went  away,  but  T  longer  did  Stay, 

For  from  her  I  was  loatli  to  depart; 
I  knew  by  her  moan,  as  i>he  sat  there  alone. 

That  sometliiiiL'  was  breaking  her  heart. 
She  told  me  her  life,  she  was  once  a  good  wifo, 

Res|>ected  and  honored  by  all; 
Her  husliand  had  fle<l  ere  they  were  long 
.  -*     ^  And  tears  down  her  clieeks  sadly  fall.— C' 


SWEETHEARTS    AGAIN. 
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Words  and  Mualo  by  Charles  Oraham. 


They  were  two  little  children  a-playinK, 

They  qu8rrele<l  as  children  will; 
Then  he  begged  her  pardon,  saying: 

•' We  two  will  be  Dlaymates  etlll." 
But  Jast  for  a  while  she  dill  not  smile. 

And  her  frown  only  caused  him  pain: 
He  kisaed  her  at  last  and  the  trouble  WHS  past, 

Tben  said,  "Now  we're  sweethearts  again.** 

CeoRua. 

Sweethearts  again,  sweethearts  again. 
Both  of  them  singing  love's  old  refrain; 
Anger  had  fled,  love  reigned  instvad; 
"Let  us  be  sweethearts  once  more,"  they  said. 

They  were  fond  lovers  when  they  grew  older. 

Till  some  one  between  them  came; 
Their  love  very  aoon  grew  colder, 

And  yet  he  took  all  the  blame. 
He  longed  for  a  while  to  see  her  smile. 

And  his  longing  was  not  in  vnln; 
•**Tw«s  my  fanit,"  eald  he — "No,  'twas  mine.  Jack,"  said  shs. 

And  BO  they  were  sweethearts  again.— 6'Ao;-im. 


»  >  * 


THE    LITTLE    LOST    CHILD. 
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Words  by  Edw.  B.  Marka    Moaio  by  Jos.  W.  Stem. 

A  passing  policeman  fonnd  a  little  child; 
She  walked  l)eside  him,  dried  her  tears  and  smiled. 
Said  he  to  her  kindly,  "  Now  yon  mast  not  cry,. 
■    I  will  find  your  mamma  for  you  bye  and  bye.'* 
At  the  station,  when  he  asked  her  for  her  name 
And  she  answered  Jennie,  it  made  him  exclaim: 
"At  last  of  vour  mother  I  have  now  a  truce — 
Toar  little  leatnrea  bring  back  her  aweet  face." 

Chords. 

"Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  and  I  will  take  yon  right  home. 
Come  and  sit  down  close  beside  me;  no  more  from  me  you  shall  roam; 
For  you  were  a  liabe  in  arms  when  yonr  mother  left  me  one  day, 
Left  me  at  home,  deserted,  alone,  and  took  yoa,  my  child,  away. 

" 'Twas  all  through  a  qnarrel,  madly  Jer.lnns  she, 
Vowed  then  to  leave  ine— womanlike,  you  see. 
Oh,  how  I  loved  her,  grief  near  drove  me  wild." 
"  Papa,  yoa  are  crying,"  llnped  the  little  child. 
Sudoenly  the  door  of  the  station  opened  wide — 
*' Have  yon  seen  my  dariingr  "  an  anxious  mother  cried. 
Husband  and  wife  then  meeting,  face  to  face- 
All  Is  soon  forgiven  in  one  fond  embrace.—  Choru$. 


THE  CHURCH  ACROSS  THE  WAY 
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Words  and  Mtulo  by  Vtm.  Benson  Oray. 


One  Baster  Sunday  morning,  while  the  enn  was  shining  clear. 
And  good  folks  to  the  old  church  came,  the  pan>on'8  prayers  to  bear; 
They  little  knew,  while  seated  there,  upon  that  blessed  day, 
A  human  life  waa  ending  in  a  home  Just  o'er  the  way. 
A  man  in  deepeat  poverty,  without  a  single  friend. 
Would  anawer  soon  the  call  of  death;  his  lift  was  nearing  end,      .' 
With  no  one  there  to  comfort  liim,  no  tender  words  to  say- 
He  heard  the  luoruinK  service  in  the  church  across  the  way. 

Chobub. 

The  minister  was  preaching  Ills  good  and  sacred  teaching, 

Tiie  congregation  sat  in  eceiacy; 
The  bells  had  just  ceased  ringing,  the  Choir  was  sweetly  BlDging 

"  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. " 

The  preacher's  words  tonched  ev'ry  heart  within  those  sacrr-d  walls; 

H*t"'d  how  honor  always  thrives  and  how  deception  falls 

The  outcast  in  that  hamble  home,  whose  life  had  been  a  blank. 

Sighed  softly  at  those  truthful  words  as  nearer  death  he  sank; 

He  knew  not  that  the  preacher  was  hi'-  honored  brother  Ned, 

Whom  he'd  not  seen  for  years,  not  sii'Ce  to  hide  his  crime  he  fled. 

If  he  conld  live  life  o'er  again,  his  thonghts  would  never  stray 

From  each  word  taught  thai  momiic  in  the  church  across  the  way.— Chorus. 
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Words  and  Huidc  by  Charles  Graham. 


"  And  BO  yon  want  to  work,  yonog  maat 

Well,  that  you  can  easily  do; 
Bui  you  must  do  the  best  yon  can —    •- 

I  want  a  lad  like  you; 
I  think  you've  left  good  friends,  my  lad; 

Now  t«ll  me  the  reason  why  T  " 
With  a  cheerful  tmile,  he  panted  awhile, 

And  tbeu  mode  this  reply: 

Chobus. 
"  Tve  a  picture  here,  of  a  girl  bo  dear, 

Through  life  I'll  iie'er  forget; 
For  I  know  that  Bhe  will  be  true  to  me— 

I  bleM  the  hour  we  met. 
I  was  wild,  I  know — she  told  me  so. 

And  advised  me  never  to  roam; 
Thoaeh  I  came  away,  I'll  be  happy  some  day 

With  a  wife  and  a  ueat  little  liome." 

The  years  passed  by,  he  kept  bis  word. 

And  stuck  to  his  post  like  a  man; 
And  fortune  luilles  upon  him  Biuce 

To  work  lie  first  b«-gan.  ' 

One  day  In  spring  be  A'eiit  away, 

Bnt  said,  "  I'll  be  back  again  I " 
As  he  went  along,  he  sang  a  song — 

It  was  the  old  refrain :—  Chorus. 

A  monlh  or  so  had  passed  away,  ' 

He  stood  at  the  old  merchant's  door; 
"Vacation's  o'er;  I'm  back  to-day  ^'    - 

To  take  my  place  once  morel  "  ; 

Then  hroneht  a  lovely  girl  inside,  " 

"  My  wife,  sir,"  said  he—"  niy  Janet 
We've  a  cosv  home  that's  all  our  own," 

And  then  Le  sang  again:— CAoriM. 


Mary  Kode  the  Bike  and  Bull. 
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IN    THE    BARROOM. 
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Words  and  Hosic  by  Joe  J.  Oasey. 


I'm  a  celebrated  workingman,  me  duty  I  never  shirk; 

I  can  do  more  work  than  any  man  from  Pittsburgh  to  New  York; 

It's  a  i>erfect  holy  terror,  boys,  how  I'll  get  through  me  work. 

Providing  I  can  do  it  in  a  barroom. 
I'll  hoist  derricks  with  me  shoulder,  push  freight  cars  with  me  breath. 
That  will  make  the  boss  feel  tickled,  till  he's  on  the  edge  of  death. 
But,  between  us  all,  now  whisper  that  I  only  have  to  sweat, 

When  I'm  doing  manual  labor  In  the  barroom. 

There  are  coppers  wlthont  numbers,  with  their  weli^developed  cbesta. 
Who  make  tne  most  astounding  of  tlie  whole  police  arrests: 
They'll  pound  the  atr  with  vengeance,  tlieu  dilute  their  manly  cbcuts; 

If  yon  II  only  chase  the  liquor  in  a  barroom. 
They  will  catch  thieves  without  numbers,  they'll  be  op  to  pnuff,  you  see; 
They've  caught  a  hundred  mnrderers,  including  you  and  me. 
But  you'll  find  out  wlien  you  know  them  that  they  must  have  twenty-three 

Of  Um  very  largest  schooners  )u  the  barroom. 

Then  are  actors  who  have  ncted  in  a  hundred  different  roles. 
And  some  whose  fame  extend  beyond  those  two  confonnded  poles. 
But  you'll  find  their  acting  qualities  lies  deep  within  their  souls. 

And  they  draw  tlielr  ingplrations  from  a  barroom. 
Their  poses  are  heroic,  and  their  methods  are  sublime: 
They  give  old  Qarrick  cards  and  spades,  their  soul  Is  full  of  rhyme, 
But  wbea  von  come  to  solve  them  you  will  find  that  at  the  time 

They  only  do  their  John  McCuilough's  In  a  barroom. 

Ttatr«*s  the  politician  robust,  with  his  pre-election  ways. 

Who  works  Ills  fine  iiifiiience  on  the  blooming  Fourth  Ward  jaya. 

And  for  fourteen  kegs  uf  lager  then  ills  nobs  Le  boldly  pays, 

And  he  operates  his  canvass  in  the  barroom; 
But  when  the  election's  o'er  and  the  free  beer  is  all  gone. 
He'll  wonder  how  the  deuce  it  was  that  his  opponent  won; 
He'll  find  out  that  I  voted  for  the  otiier  son  of  a  guu. 

And  I  often  Jollied  heelers  In  the  barroom. 


■  >* 


Words  by  Chas.  A  Taylor.     Music  by  John  Harding. 

There  are  things  in  this  world  a  woman  can't  do, 

But  there's  nothing  a  woman  won't  try; 
Bhe  Is  never  content  with  what  man  can  invent. 

And  she'll  beat  him  In  learning  to  fly: 
Now  the  bicycle  croze  lias  set  them  ablaze — 

Sister  Mary's  gone  clear  off  her  base; 
She  said  she  could  turn  it.  was  sure  she  could  learn  It, 

And  entered  full-fledged  iu  the  race. 

Chords. 

Bhe  said  that  she  could  ride  It,  If  she  could  only  stride  It, 

So  she  started  out  with  bloomers  wide  apart. 
Mother  said  to  shake  it,  father  said  you'll  Break  It;     ■         ■■ 

We  all  went  out  to  see  her  get  a  start; 
She  sprang  u{>on  the  saddle,  and  the  wheel  she  tried  to  straddle. 

The  boys  cried  out,  "  How  funny  she  must  feel  "; 
When  she  began  to  spin  it,  the  gang  cried,  "Now  she's  in  It"— 

You  bet  your  life  that  Mary  rode  the  wheel. 

Mary  can  ride  anything  she  can  stride; 

She  looks  very  well  on  a  wheel. 
But  when  the  tiling  wiggles,  it  gives  her  the  giggles. 
And  shakes  her  clear  down  to  the  heel; 
'      But  elie  kept  it  hnmmine,  and  we  saw  her  coming; 
Her  mother  cried,  "  Pump  on  your  right"; 
.   A  little  fly  copper  tried  hard  to  stop  her,  - 

But  Mary  was  soon  out  of  eight.- CAo>-u«. 

There's  a  butcher  next  door,  who  owns  a  big  ball- 
He  saw  Mary  out  on  her  bike; 

Be  bet  Pa  a  ham  she  warn't  worth  a  hang. 
And  Fa  said,  "  Bet  what  you  like, 

Ifv  dauKliier  Mary'll  ride  the  bull  to  the  dairy; 
I'll  back  her  for  marbles  or  wool."  ^   . 

The  bi-t  was  made,  the  plans  were  laid         '  r  ■ 

For  Mary  to  ride  the  Dull. 

CaoBoa. 

She  said  that  she  would  ride  it.  If  she  coald  only  stride  It; 

She  sprang  upon  bis  back  like  Mollie  Brown; 
The  liull  betjan  to  buck  her,  mother  swore  he'd  chuck  her, 

Bat  Mary  rode  him  all  around  the  town; 
The  boys  they  all  went  crazy,  and  said  she  was  a  daisy. 

And  father  tried  to  get  the  butcher  full: 
He  said  he'd  lost  his  money,  but  Mary  was  a  honey-*-:  -'      -°^;''''. 

You  bet  your  life  that  Mary  rode  the  bull.  '    '    ^ 


FISHING- -FOR    ^WHAT? 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joe  J.  Oasey. 


When  two  little  boys  go  out  for  the  day. 

And  down  by  the  brookside  they're  wending  their  way. 

And  each  little  boy  has  a  nice  little  stick 

You  cannot  call  short  or,  by  any  means,  thick, 

And  each  little  boy  has  a  hook  and  a  line. 

Made  out  of  a  pin  and  a  thin  piec«  of  twine; 

An  old  battered  can  and  some  worms  in  a  pot. 

Ton  can  bet  they're  out  flshing— but  flahlng  for  wbatt 

CHomca. 

They  are  flahlng  for  minnows  In  that  little  brook— 
-.   Their  bait  is  a  worm  at  the  end  of  a  hook. 

With  hright.  eager  face,  the  sport  each  one  enjoys — 
Tbey  are  flehing  for  minnows,  those  two  little  boys.    ^ 

When  two  little  girls  go  out  for  a  walk. 

And  these  little  dears  are  commencing  to  talk 

Of  the  men  with  a  sigh,  and  eacli  maiden  doth  try 

To  capture  a  man  with  a  glance  of  her  eye. 

And  when  the  young  men  at  tliose  two  maidens  stare. 

Their  eyelids  they'll  droop  and  then  blush,  I  declare; 

It  is  when  to  this  stage  these  young  maidens  have  got,     -■' 

Ton  can  bet  they're  out  fishing— but  flshing  for  whatf    , 

Chorus. 
Tbey  are  flshing  for  sweethearts  each  dear  little  Miss— 
Their  bait  is  a  sigh,  then  a  wink  or  a  kiss; 
They  drop  in  their  lines  and  then  iiatlently  waif.. 
When  along  comes  some  Willie  who  awaliows  the  bait. 

When  a  man  stays  out  late,  tlH  about  three  or  four, 
And  takes  just  a  glass,  or,  perhaps,  a  few  more. 
And  keeps  his  dear  wife  waiting  up  half  the  night, 
YoQ  all  must  confess  he's  not  doing  what's  right. 
And  when  he  comes  home  qnlie  ex|>«cting  a  row — 
He  don't  deaerre  anything  else,  you'll  allow; 
She  gives  him  a  kiss— not  one.  but  a  lot — 
Yon  can  Just  bet  ahe'a  flehing— but  flahlng  for  wbatt 

Chorttb. 
She  Is  flshing  for  money  to  bay  a  new  drees; 
Her  bait  ia  a  arolle  and  a  tender  caress: 
.    Man  swallows  the  bait  without  giving  a  thought— 
When  w1t«  commence  flahlng  then  huebauds  are  eanf  ht. 
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Tlie  Wi>r<!x  »iiil  Mii.<c  of  tlila  Soiii;,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  .cut  to  nny  nil- 
draw.  iMiHl-t'iiiil,  on  reotiipt  of  40  oenKi;  ur  this  and  any  two  other  Sonic.  f"f  One  DullHr, 
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VTorda  by  J.  Cbeever  Goodwin.    Music  by  Ludwig  EIiiKlaender. 


^Igl 


In  the  c&nie  of  nfflcc-lioliUnt;,  if  you're  K^ins  to  take  a  hand, 
There  are  ceriaiii  fiin<lanifiital  rules  it's  well  to  niiderstaiid; 
If  yon  <lon't.  the  odds  are  lieuvy,  iu  the  cousomiue  you'll  land. 

i)o  yon  follow  me?— I  do. 
Any  anilqaated  iiotloni*  that  "an  office  Is  a  trnst," 
If  yoa  want  to  he  successrul,  from  yuiir  mind  dismiss  yon  must; 
For,  rememher,  you're  not  out  for  approbutiou,  but  for  dust. 

Do  yoQ  follow  me?— I  do. 

Chorus. 

If  on  yonr  downy  conch  yon'd  slumber. 

With  a  Sense  of  duty  fully  done. 
Look  out  for  the  good  of  the  greatest  number, 

Aud  the  greatest  uumber'a  uumbcr  one. 

In  the  matter  of  appointments  you  most  not  be  over  nice; 
Though  a  candidate's  conspicuoiiM  for  ii;norance  and  vice. 
Ton  can  waive  such  minor  matters,  if  he's  only  got  the  price. 

Do  you  follow  me? — I  do. 
In  the  letting  out  <>f  contracts  never  mind  whose  bid  Is  low; 
That's  a  merely  petty  detail  you  at  once  aside  should  throw. 
And  award  them  to  the  one  who'll  give  the  biggest  quid  pro  quo. 

Do  yua  follow  me?— I  do.— C'Aoru*. 

At  economy  and  bonesty  and  each  romantic  stuff, 

Though  It  may  be  in.t  t^  well,  at  times,  to  make  a  feeble  bluff: 

If  you  don't  provide  for  rainy  days  you're  far  from  *'np  to  suufl." 

Do  you  follow  ine?— I  do. 
If  the  pa|>er8  should  discover  little  matters  done  by  stealth. 
And  should  ask  you  awkward  questions  as  to  where  yoa  got  your  wealth, 
Don't  descend  to  explanations,  go  to  Europe  for  your  health. 

Do  you  follow  me?— I  do.— CAmim. 


^  *  » 


Don't  Forget  the  Friends  that  Are 
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Copyright,  UDCCCXCV.  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 

The  Words  and  HuMc  of  this  Rons,  arransed  for  tite  piano,  will  tie  sent  to  anv  ad- 
dresa,  po*t-[>aid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  oiher  Honfcs  (or  One  liollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  «  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  85  A  87  E.  Mailmon  St..  Chicairo. 
Write  to  eirher  one  of  the  atx>ve  addresses  for  Free  CataloKue  of  Sonirs,  Houk  Hooks, 
Siieel  Music,  (ierniau  Souk  Books,  iietter  Writeis,  Ureani  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  3.  Miller. 


or  all  the  friends  we  have  on  earth. 

And  share  with  one  auother. 
There's  none  so  dear  or  half  so  tme 

As  father  and  a  mother. 
Tb<-y  once  were  young,  l>eloved,  like  yva^ 

Tliough  uow  grown  gray  and  oM; 
Remenilter  yet,  and  never  forget. 

The  /rieiMS  that  are  dearer  than  gold. 

Chorus. 

8o  don't  forget  the  friewie  that  are  dearer  than  gold. 
They  show  the  love  now  that  never  grows  cold; 

Of  friends  yon  may  have  many,  but  of  all  there  isn't  any 
Like  the  frieuds  that  are  dearer  than  gold. 

tf«  matter  wl>ere  we  go  or  stray. 

We  And  some  roving  brother 
Who  never  knew  that  good,  kind  lOVe 

Of  father  and  a' mother. 
Their  parents  long,  perhaps,  are  dead, 

WhoHe  love  is  still  nnlold; 
While  ours  are  here,  let's  their  old  hearts  cheer, 

Tlie  friends  that  are  dearer  than  golA.— Chorus. 

Keturn  that  love  bestowed  on  yon. 

Far  dearer  than  all  others; 
Where'er  yon  go,  you'll  find  no  lovo 

Like  father  and  a  mother's; 
For  when  tliey're  dead  and  gone  from  n8 

We'll  see  the  truth's  l>een  told; 
When  left  to  mourn,  we'll  find  oat,  when  gone. 

They  were  friends  dearer  than  gold.— C'Aoruf. 
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Composed  by  F  J.  Tlerney.  i 

There's  snch  a  change  in  all  things  round— the  kettle  has  a  dreary  sound. 
The  willow  droops  quite  to  the  ltouikI,  since  dear  old  mother's  L'one. 

The  children  go  with  rujrged  clothes,  there'n  none  to  mend  their  broken  toes; 
The  day  seems  long,  night  darker  grows,  since  dear  old  mother's  gone. 

Refrain. 
Then  cherish  yonr  mother  while  she  Is  near. 
Do  not  in  anger  cause  her  a  tear. 
For  sadly  you'll  miss  her  when  she  Is  gone; 
Remember  tlien  to  cuiiifurt  her  before  life's  task  is  done.     - 

The  fatlier's  there,  but  dear  ohi  man,  alihongh  he  do<-s  the  best  be  can. 
He  hasn't  such  a  tender  huiMl,  since  dear  old  mother's  gone. 

Oh,  lonely  house,  oli,  empty  chair,  in  fancy  mother's  seiited  ihere; 
It  brings  our  hearts  'moot  to  despair,  to  think  dear  utoiher'e  gone.— 7?e/>'ain. 
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Tell  Me  of  My  Old  Sweetheart. 
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— ^Table  Manners. — Proofs  will  never  be  wanting,  probably,  as 
lonp  lis  written  laniruage  is  used,  of  the  importance  of  attention  to 
llie  rules  of  punctuation  and  c*>nstruction.  A  list  of  military  sen- 
tences recently  made  public  in  Paris  contains  this  penalty,  adjudged 
upon  a  cavalryman:  "  Trooper  B.  is  sentenced  to  four  days  in  the 
guardhouse  for  having  cruelly  struck  his  horse  while  it  was  eating 
hay  with  a  pitchfork."  Perluips  French  horses  may  take  on  from 
their  masters  something  of  the  truditlonal  politeness  of  the  French 
race,  but  it  is  not  really  likely  tlial  this  cavalry  horse  found  a  way 
to  eat  bis  hay  with  a  fork. 


Words  and  Music  by  X  P.  Skelly. 


They  met  acmes  the  sea.  Nod  and  Jack,  who  need  to  be 

Compaiiione  In  a  deur  and  distant  lutxl: 
Old  playmates  day  by  day,  nronnd  the  vilhige  way, 

A ihI  both  were  glad  to  shake  each  other's  hantl. 
Jack  was  a  rover  horn,  who  laughed  all  care  to  scorn. 

While  Ne<l  still  has  a  sweetheart  far  away; 
They  talked  of  by-gone  times,  with  sailors  yarns  and  rhymes, 

And  Ned  with  wistful  voice  would  often  say: 

Refrain. 
"Tell  me  of  my  old  sweetheiirt,  my  joy  of  lonp  ago. 
Does  she  siuh  whik?  we're  a|>art?  She  (oved  nie  then.  I  know; 
Will  she  be  mine  when  I  go  Itack,  to  bkise  each  future  year? 
Oh,  tell  me  of  my  swectlieurt.  Jack,  my  old  i<\vcetheart  so  dear." 

"Your  old  sweetheart?"  said  Jack,  "  why.  she  longs  to  see  you  back; 

She  s  blooming  siill,  like  flow'rs  In  suminer  days. 
At  heart  to  yon  she's  true,  she  sends  licr  love  to  you. 

And  ev'ry  woni  she  8|>eaks  is  in  yonr  praise."  .    ,  - 

"I  know,"  salil  Ned,  •'  1  know;  her  face  with  love  aglow,    . 

Comes  to  me  in  my  travels  near  and  fur; 
Dut  tell  me.  Jack,  oh,  tell  of  her  I  love  so  well. 

Don't  mind  the  weakness  of  a  brother  tar.'*— /7«/'rain. 
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THREE    LINKS    OP    LIFE. 
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Written  and  Composed  l>y  Alice  M.  Keynokla. 


I 


A  schoolboy  sat  with  hend  bowed  down— 

"I've  failed  in  class,"  said  he; 
••Why  can't  1  Iks  like  otlier  boys. 
And  be  as  bright  as  they. 
Who  brighter  grow  each  day; 
I  try  to  learn,  but  'tie  so  hard 

To  keep  it  in  my  head  "— 
His  mother,  dear,  with  fond  caress. 
These  words  to  him  then  said:  l.^ 

CaoHcs.  .     >,'. 

Dont  be  discouraged,  tail,  ><Hir  day  will  come: 
Remember  yonr  chiWliood's  prayer.  Thy  will  be  done; 
I'll  ever  stick  to  you  while  life  does  last; 
Be  true  to  your  manhood,  boy,  where'er  your  lot  is  cast. 

A  young  man  sat  with  liead  bowed  down. 

His  hopes  in  life  liad  fled: 
"Why  must  I  toil  ami  drudge,"  said  lie, 

•'Just  for  my  daily  bread; 

I'd  better  far  be  dead— 
I  long  for  wealth  and  rank  and  fame, 

I  have  hat  naught  instead  " — 
His  dear  old  niotlii-r,  with  a  sigh. 

These  words  to  him  then  Buid:— Chorus. 

An  old  man  sat  with  head  bowed  down, 

'Twas  not  in  grief  nor  shame; 
His  life  well  spent,  his  task  was  o'er. 

He'd  worked  with  might  arnl  main. 

He  gained  both  wealih  and  fame; 
Througii  years  of  toil  and  strife  and  care^ 
.    When  clouds  hunir  dark  o'erheiid, 
Those  loving  «ords  still  spurr'd  him  on. 

The  words  his  niutber  Mid:— CAoru«. 
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By  Charles  A.  Ware. 

A  fond  and  loving  moUier  hriiiKS  her  children  up  with  care, 

A  nolile  boy  and  nweet-faced  ^'Ill  are  they; 
With  tireless  huiidci  elie  lahorB  hard,  that  (hey  may  every  way  - 

IJe  a  comfort  when  lier  head  is  old  and  Kray- 
Ko  tlioiiiiht  IB  ou  her  mind  of  a  riiliire  so  unkind, 

Ae  would  bring  a  sigii  of  sorrow  from  iier  breast; 
So,  with  trustful  love  and  pride,  slie  kneels  at  their  bedside. 

Praying  augels  fair  to  soothe  her  darling's  rest. 

CBonns. 
Angels  ever  bright  and  fair,  receive  a  motlier's  prayer: 
God,  guard  my  children  through  tlie  night  and  coming  day- 
Are  the  loving  words  dear  mother's  heart  will  say. 

If  all  the  worhrs  unkind  to  yon,  and  friendship  be  denied. 

Should  you  l>ccome  forsaken  or  reviled, 
A  mother's  love  will  cling  to  you  and  call  yoa  to  her  side,    . 

For  she  never  will  forget  you  are  her  child. 
Not  your  sister's  love,  or  hrother's,  cim  compare  with  your  dear  mother's, 

Even  father  nmy  refuse  to  hear  your  luiniu; 
But  if  you  are  digtressed.  lay  your  lieiid  on  mother's  breast. 

And  tier  love  and  prayer  for  you  will  b«  the  same.— C'Aorut. 


Down  Among  the  Cypress  Trees. 
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-   Written  by  F.  J.  Tierney.    Composed  by  Felix  McGlennou.    . 

Dere  will  neliber  be  no  singiii'  by  our  little  cabin  door, 
Dere  will  nebber  be  no  play  in*,  nor  no  preacliin'  any  nioah;    . 
All  de  durkiee  hab  croesM  ober  to  dat  land  beyond  de  sea. 
And  I  heah  de  tug-boat  comiu'  dat  dey're  seudiii''  after  uie, 
Dat  dey're  seudiu'  after  me. 

CUORUB. 

Down  among  de  cypress  trees,  sleep  de  deah  old  Mends  o1>  yore; 
Atigels  come  and  take  me,  pieuse,  I  dou't  want  ter  stay  no  inoah. 

Dere  am  roses  still  a-growin'  in  de  Massa's  garden  fair. 
But  (lere's  no  one  lift  ter  pick  'em,  and  dey  all  am  with'rin'  dere;    • 
All  de  fields  am  white  with  cotton,  and  de  sun  am  shinin'  bright, 
But  my  heart  am  sad  an'  lonely  thinkiu'  obde  lubly  time, 
Thinkiu' ob  de  lubly  time.— CAOTM*. 

Fab  away  de  Mississippi  rolls  along  down  to  de  sea. 
An'  it  alwa's  seems  «-strivin'  an'  a-strugnlin'  to  be  free; 
Dat's  de  way  my  soul  am  feeliu'.  like  a  bird  dat's  lost  its  wings, 
Foali  I  want  ter  see  de  deab  ones  playiu'  on  de  goldeu  Btriogs, 
Playln' ou  de  golden  Strings.— C'Aonw. 


What  Will  You  Say,  Sweet  Kitty  Shea? 
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Words  and  Mosic  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 


DIMES    AND    NICKELS. 

f         Copyright,  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Cliarles  Fremont. 


Katie  was  John's  steady  company. 

They  were  happy  as  lovers  could  be. 
Engaged  to  Ih'  married,  the  time  was  qnite  near. 

Their  y<mng  hearts  were  l>e»tiug  with  glee, 
Bnt  oft,  between  kisses,  drar  Ealie  would  say: 
"  We  mnst  look  forward  to  our  wedding  jjay: 
This  world  is  made  up  of  sunshine  and  rain;  " 
And  when  John  would  laugh,  she  woukl  sing  this  refrain: 

Chobus. 

"Dimes  and  nickels,  nickelsand  dinnes: 
If  we  tlionglit  more  of  them,  we'd  hear  of  less  Crimea: 
Now,  John,  when  we're  married,  in  case  of  hard  times. 
Ton  save  the  nickels  and  I'll  save  the  dimes." 

At  last  they  were  married  and  settled, 

In  a  nice  little  place  of  their  own, 
And  a  l)aby  would  call  out  for  Pupa,  so  sweet. 

In  the  evening  when  John  wouW  come  home. 
When  the  Uniou  declared  the  big  stiike  at  the  mill, 
John  went  out.,  with  his  dear  Katie's  will — 
She  says:  "Do  not  fret;  we  laugh  at  hard  times. 
For  yoa've  saved  the  nickels  and  I've  saved  the  dimes."- CAona. 


ROSEY    MAG-EE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Marion  &  PearL 

I  have  a  sweetheart,  tlie  best  in  the  land, 
Althongh  in  style  you  wcmhi  not  call  her  grand — 
But  that  makes  no  diff'reiice,  for  she  loves  me. 
And  I  am  in  love  with  sweet  Rosey  Magee; 
'Most  every  evening,  down  by  her  iloor 
I  meet  her  and  greet  her,  and  kiss  her  once  more. 
After  the  whistle  blows,  I  skip  to  see 
My  only  sweetheart,  my  Rosey  Magee. 

Chobus.  ..         ' 

Rosey  Magee,  you've  captnred  me;    •". 
Say  that  my  wife  soon  you'll  be; 
Tnie  love  for  me  in  your  eyes  I  sec: 
Oh,  you  are  my  own,  sweet  Rosey  Magee. 

Up  In  the  parlor  on  Sunday  we  talk. 

Or  else  we  go  arm  in  arm  for  a  walk; 

The  boys  down  the  avenne  nil  envy  me, 

B<-cause  I  keep  company  with  Rosey  Magee; 

When  we  are  married,  I'll  envy  none; 

With  a  smile  she  will  greet  me  «  hen  my  work  is  done; 

I'll  hokl  the  habv  while  she  makes  the  tea. 

Glad  and  contented  with  Rusey  TA&gee.—Chorui. 

>   m  •  ^  > 


I  Never  Loved  xmtil  I  Met  You. 
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Words  and  Muric  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 


I  now  take  my  pen  in  hand,  sweet  Kitty  Shea, 
To  write  you  a  letter  from  over  the  sea; 
I'm  well  and  Hiope  this  will  find  you  the  same— 
If  my  writing  is  bad,  then  my  pen  is  to  blame. 
I'm  lonely,  siuce  I  left  the  dear  old  green  isle. 
For  somebody's  bright  face  and  somebody's  fllllUe; 
And  that  is  the  reason  I  write  to  you  now, 
To  ask  you  a  quesUou,  if  you  will  allow. 


Cborus. 

What  will  voa  say,  sweet  Kitty  Shea, 
If  I  should  ask  you  to  marry  some  day? 
Will  yen  say  "Yea,  dear,"  or  will  you  say 

Ob,  what  will  yon  say,  sweet  Kitty  Shea? 


'Nay  "— 


If  what  I  am  writing  should  not  reach  yon,  dear,  i 

I  hope  that  you  always  will  think  of  me  here. 
And  tell  your  old  father  and  mother  for  me. 
That  I'll  take  care  of  them  if  my  wife  you'll  be; 
Now  my  ink  is  red  and  so  is  the  red  rose,         .     "' 
And  my  love  is  there  where  the  dear  shamrock  grows; 
Now  sugar  is  sweet  and  the  violets  are  blue. 
And  blue  too  I'll  be  till  I  liear,  dear,  from  you.— CAoriM. 


Here,  at  yonr  feet,  I  pledge  my  devotion;       ; 

I  am  your  slave  and  you  are  my  queen; 
•Tis  new  to  me.  this  sacred  emotion — 

I  am  yours  only,  sweet  Adeline. 
Oft  my  heart  pined  for  some  one  to  cherish. 

Oft  my  soul  sighed  for  solace  serene; 
-     -  Until  I  saw  yon  my  life  was  lonely. 

Until  I  met  yon,  sweet  Adeline; 

Until  I  loved  you,  sweet  Adeline. 

RXFBAIK. 

I  never  loved  until  I  met  yn: 

I  never  thought  a  heart  could  tie  so  true; 

Nothing  can  come  between  my  love  and  my  heart's  qtieeo; 

I  never  loved  until  I  met  you,  Adeline. 

Joy  fills  my  heart,  for  yonr  eyes  are  beamiuK. 

Beaming  with  love  on  me,  oh,  my  queen; 
Do  not  wake  me  if  I  am  but  dreaming,    ■ 

Dreaming  of  bliss  with  my  Adeline: 
Cling  to  me  close,  love,  life  will  be  brighter; 

No  saddened  thought  can  e'er  Intervene; 
;■   Yon  are  my  idol,  my  heart  is  lighter,  ': .  i. 

Now  you  are  mine,  my  sweet  Adeline,  ■.'  ', 

And  I  am  thine,  my  sweet  Adeline.— j7</r(iin. 


'«;■  j-t:  V.,,  V 
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CUTE    LITTLE    TADS    IN    JEANS. 
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Words  by  C.  A.  Beard.    MimIo  by  W.  T.  JelUffa. 


Two  little  tads  with  Biin-browned  facea.  aelow  with  tlie  mirth  of  play, 
Dressed  In  blue  Jeiin*,  like  the  fitd  cniltrnceo,  were  playing  tae  o'er  the  way; 
Proait  were  they  in  garments  like  dadily'B— oalit  one,  "  I'n>  a  big  imtn  nowl 
Oh,  let's  play  that  we  are  sectiua  Paddies,  and  work  like  Mister  McDow," 
8<>  on  went  the  lupersonatlon,  p;nllele6S  of  the  drama  of  life. 
People  tmaaiug,  with  admiration,  greeted  the  mimicers  of  strife. 

Cbobvb. 

Little  boy  bine,  how  do  yon  do?  CDie  little  tads  in  jeans, 
Playini^  lotietlier  in  eoltleii  weather,  dressed  beyond  their  teens: 
Precocious  youths,  In  KarmentB  of  toil,  whilinK  awny  childhood's  dreaing, 
Never  thiukini;  of  strife,  ia  after  life,  as  the  sequel  to  blue  jeaua. 

Two  brawny  men,  with  hardship's  traces.  showinK  reverses  In  life. 
Were  tniling  alike  lu  diff'reut  places,  while  dreams  of  their  yonlb  were  rife; 
Purtiiue  hrouKht  theni  together  one  day,  and  each  heart  piilse<l  with  joy's  |>eans, 
Bnt  joy  fled  at  thought  of  each  one's  array,  for  both  were  garbed  in  blue  jeans; 
Reflections  of  yontii  sprang  ii>  theirrainds,  of  when  they  both  wore  jeans  lu|>lay; 
A  chaui{«  from  pride  tiieir  meetiug  deflnes— thau  when  peopi«)  oaed  lu  say :—  Cfut. 


WHERE'ER    THOU    ART. 
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WAITING-    AT    THE    DOOR-STEP. 
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Words  and  Mualo  by  Charles  Qraham. 


She  waited  at  the  door-step  of  a  mansion  ^rand  and  fair, 

TheDii;ht  was  cold  and  cold  the  world  to  her; 
No  one  Beenied  to  care  for  the  little  woman  there, 

Althini>.'b  they  lieard  her  pleadlni;,  help  me,  sir; 
Another  she  snid,  Tom's  home:  I  know  he  knows  that  I  am  here. 

And  yet  tie  will  not  come  to  help  me  now. 
Why  do  you  turn  me  from  you,  Tom.  to  you  I  ouce  was  dear; 

My  boy  aud  1  mast  live— please  tell  me  bow  f 

Chorus. 

Waiting;  at  the  door-Btep  there,  a  loving  mother  pleaded. 

She  had  a  little  baby  on  her  knee. 
Paaa  on,  waa  all  they  maid,  Tom  with  yon  will  never  wed, 

Aud  hopes  your  face  agaiu  be  will  not  aee. 

Old  roern'riee  came  before  her  as  she  elowly  walked  away, 

A  iKMir,  dishciirtened  woman  with  her  boy; 
She  must  bear  her  shame,  although  abe  was  not  to  blame; 

She  knew  that  she  hud  been  a  rich  man's  toy; 
They  would  not  even  see  her,  thouub  she  came  from  far  away. 

For  wealth  and  fashion  had  no  place  for  her; 
Disgniced  at  borne,  an  outcast  in  a  poor-house  she  must  stay, 

Altbou>;U  she  humbly  said,  pieaae  help  me,  e^.—Chorut. 


ONLY    A    BUNCH    OF   VIOLETS. 
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Words  and  Husio  by  Alice  M.  Reynolda, 


While  rldlni;  In  a  atreot  cur,  one  balmy,  briirht,  spring  day, 

I  chanced  to  note  a  cripple<1  child,  who  sat  juBt  'cross  the  way; 

His  sad,  gaunt  face,  and  clothing  bare,  which  I  at  ouce  coald  see, 

Said  more  tiian  any  language  of  dire  poverty; 

The  clilld's  face,  its  I  read  it,  was  not  like  ottier  boys; 

No  happiness  was  written  there,  no  trace  of  cliililisn  joyt; 

Into  the  car  came  a  lady,  whose  fuce  was  bright  aud  fair; 

A  baucb  of  flowers  adorued  her  breast,  their  fragrance  filled  the  air. 

Chobus. 

'Twas  only  a  bunch  of  violets,  only  a  child's  sad  face. 

That  wakened  a  feeling  in  each  one's  heart  which  time  can  ne'er  efface. 

Only  u  hunch  of  violets,  Ihetr  mission  was  fllled  with  joy; 

They  made  the  world  seem  brighter  to  the  poor  little  crippled  boy. 

All  eyea  were  turned  upon  the  child  ns,  with  npheavlne  breaat. 

He  ee*-uied  to  draw  ihe  fnntrHnce  <>f  the  flowers  from  their  nest; 

The  craving  of  that  chililisii  heart  no  tontiue  hath  power  to  tell; 

He  turned  an*l  said,  "  Please,  iHdy,  may  1  have  just  oue  smellf" 

Then,  with  a  sob,  she  gave  the  flowers  to  the  boy; 

He  pressed  them  to  hia  boBoin,  bis  fnce  lit  up  with  joy. 

The  hearts  of  ail  beat  faster— while  truv'ling  through  life's  way 

They'll  ne'er  forget  the  crippled  child,  nor  the  lesson  tftogbt  that  day.— CAonu. 


— •"  Where  were  you  when  your  rich  uncle  died?"  "  Out  In  the 
cold,,  where  I  still  am.  ' — tiyracme  Post. 


Words  by  J.  Cheerer  QoodwlD.    ilusle  by  Lad  wig  Englaender. 

Whnre'er  tbon  art,  in  my  constant  heart,  mem'rlea  sweet  shall  abide 
Of  the  days  when  love's  rosy  maze  we  pnraoed,  side  by  side; 
III  their  spell  I,  content,  will  dwell,  though  apart  we  may  l>e: 
For  each  thought,  with  affection  fraught,  fondly  turns,  love,  to  thee; 
Time  shall  never  our  hearts  sever;  by  love's  magic  united  forever, 
Warmly  glowing,  fonder  growing,  they  tlie  trammels  of  epace  defy  I 

Doubt  no  more,  love;  fear  tlve  o'er,  love;  '    '•  '     . 

Thee,  and  only  thee,  do  I  adore,  love: 

Ever  dearer,  ever  nearer;  thine,  and  thine  alone,  am  II 

Where'er  thou  art,  in  my  constant  heart  inem'ries  sweet  ahall  abide; 

or  the  daya  wheu  love'a  roey  maze  we  puisued,  side  by  aide; 

In  Iheir  spell  I'm  content  to  dwell,  tiioiigh  apart  we  may  be; 

For  each  thought,  with  affection  fraught,  foudly  turns,  love,  to  tlieel 

llioiigh  the  daya  be  long  and  dreary,  I'll  not  weary 

With  auniiy  hope  to  cheer  me;  I'll  fancy  thou  art  near  me,  - 

In  my  dreama  again  behold  thee.  In  my  arma  fold  thee; 

Hear  thy  voice  to  mine  replying,  whlBi>er  TOWS  of  love  andylng. 

By  thy  amile  my  tears  thon'lt  banish,  fears  shall  vanish. 

While  love's  sweet  story  olden  inrua  gloomy  thoughts  to  golden; 

Oh,  llie  joy.  beyond  all  meaaurel 

Biisafiil  pleaaure.  when  I  hear  In  aofteal  tons, 

"  I  am  thine,  and  thine  alone!  " 

I'be  pnat  and  Its  aorrowa  forgotten  shall  be; 

But  endleaa  to-morrowa  of  rapture  we'll  see. 

Where'er  tliou  art,  in  my  constant  heart  mem'rlea  aweet  ahall  ablds 

Of  the  days  when  love'a  roay  mnze  we  puraucd,  side  by  side; 

In  their  spell  I,  content,  will  dwell,  tho'  apart  we  may  be: 

For  each  thought,  with  affection  fraught,  foudly  turns,  my  love,  to  thee. 


HIS   PARLOR   MAY    NOT   BE 
THE    GRANDEST. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  a  Miller. 


There's  many  a  home  In  which  grandeur  Is  shown 

Where  luxury  and  wealth,  too,  abound: 
Bnl  with  all  of  their  luxury  bow  llitle  is  known 

or  happiness  sehloin  there  found: 
Bnt  for  happiness  take  the  mechanic  to-day, 

Wliose  house  ia  his  palace  and  throne, 
He'B  happier,  by  far,  tlian  the  moat  of  them  ars. 

And  be  lives  in  a  worklngmau's  home. 

Chords. 

Though  Ilia  parlor  may  not  be  the  erandeat, 

It'a  cheerful  and  bright  though  for  all; 
There's  always  a  welcome  awaiting 

For  any  old  friend  wlio  may  call, 
And.  at  night,  when  his  meal  It  ia  over,  .. 

A  romp  with  the  baby  alone. 
While  the  wife  she  Htands  by,  with  a  emile  In  her  eye. 

She's  the  pride  or  a  workiugman's  home. 

HIa  table  ia  plain,  yet  be  doesn't  complain. 

You're  welcome  to  ahare  what  he'e  got; 
And  he  covets  not  luxury,  nor  asks  for  Uie  same. 

Contented  Is  he  with  his  lot; 
And  then  should  a  wand'rer,  of  asalatance  in  need. 

But  call,  or  from  hunger  alone. 
He's  never  abused,  and  he's  never  refnsed. 

At  the  door  of  a  workinguian'a  home.— CAoriM. 

Bis  honae  may  be  amall,  thongh  It's  tidy  for  all. 

Devoid  of  luxury  so  rare: 
And  be  cares  not  for  splendor,  hat  if  yon  ahonld  call. 

Real  happiness  yon  will  find  there. 
There's  no  tapestries  bang  In  bis  parlor  or  ball. 

No  pictures  of  art  are  there  shown; 
Hie  pictures,  so  worn,  are  of  loved  ones  that's  gone 

Bvermore  from  a  worklngmau's  borne.— CAorua. 


—As  It  Is  In  Boston.— Little  Waldo:  "Oh.  mamma,  iust  see 
how  that  dog  pants!"  Mrs.  Backay:  "Waldo.  I  shall  have  to 
correct  you  severely  unless  you  stop  using  the  word  pants.  Say 
trousers."  

—Mrs.  Poore:  "Why,  JahezI  what's  the  matter?"  Farmer 
Poore:  "  Oh  I  nothing  new.  I  got  it  out.  But,  sav,  Marindy,  is 
this  a  free  country  when  a  man  can't  go  barefoot  in  his  own  house 
without  being  bothered  by  the  income  tacks?  " 
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LITTLE    BABY. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Louis  Haaa. 


The  Word,  and  Hnirf«  nt  this  8<>iifr.  arrangred  for  the  piano,  will  be  cent  to  any  ad- 
dreaa,  p<ii^i>alr1,  on  receipt  of  40 cents;  ortliis  ami  any  two  other  t)<>ntr8  for  One  DollKr, 
by  Henry  J  Wfhmpin.lSO  *  !«  Pnrk  Row,  New  York:  or  85  AWE.  MndLon  8t,  Chicago. 
Write  t<>  elMinr  one  of  the  aboTe  addreeeeii  for  Free  Ontalotruo  of  Ronir..  Sontr  Boole., 
Sheet  Hasic,  Qerman  Souk  BouIcs,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Ha^c  by  Harry  8.  Miller. 


■v. 


Wlio  tiimB  fi1iadn>vg  into  eimBliine,  f;ladden8  mamma's  poor  lie^rt  some  time? 

Little  Imliy,  mamma's  l)at>y  darling  boy, 
Wlio  makes  merry  with  hie  laughter,  bringing  joyons  echoes  after? 

Little  baby,  mamma's  baby  pride  and  joy; 
And,  ttt  iiiKlit,  when  tired  and  sleepy,  softly  down  to  rest  will  lay, 
Soon  lie's  dreaming,  dreaming  sweetly  what  be'll  do  to-morrow  day. 

Chobcs. 
Mamma,  she  loves  lier  baby,  bine  eyes  and  golden  liair. 
Dimpled  cheeks  and  so  rosy,  two  little  hands  so  chubby  and  fair; 
Into  all  kinds  of  mischief  where'er  his  will  may  call. 
Still  mamma  loves  herl)aby,  dearest  of  all. 

Who  creeps  down  the  stairs  so  early  with  his  golden  hair  so  cnrlyf 
Little  Imhy,  mamma's  baby  darling  boy,  ■  "^  ■ 

Who  greets  papa  with  sweet  kisses  nnd  dear  mamma  never  misses? 
Liltlu  iiaby,  mamma's  haby  pride  and  joy: 

And  when  playing,  jaMT  in  mischief  maninia's  work  all  scattered  lays. 

Then  stie  scolds,  bat  uever  means  it,  she  is  pleased  and  only  says:— CAar?/«. 


BABY    HAS    GONE    TO    SLEEP. 

Copyrlcht,  1896,  by  SpanldinK  &  G.-ay.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  rights  reaerred. 


I 


The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Sonfr,  arranfred  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents;  ortliis  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Weliman.lSO<t  IS2  Park  Row, New  York;  or  86  E.  Madison  Street,  Cliicato. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addre^se8  for  Free  Cataluf(>ie  of  SonKS,  Soii|;  Duoks, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Muoic  by  Joe  Flyna. 

:  ■;  ''    '■,  A  smiling  yonng  couple  were  wed  one  day,  '  ' ; 

-  ■     And  soon  settled  down  in  the  same  old  way. 

And  when  a  wee  baby,  it  came  so  sweet,  '  .         , 

They  were  made  happy,  tlieir  joy  was  complete; 
How  they  would  laugh  when  he  trieil  to  talk; 
-    Ilow  they  would  boiiet  when  lie  manageil  to  walk;  "  " 

He  was  their  sunshine,  their  liome's  little  king. 
And  night  after  uight  the  prond  motlier  would  sing: 

CBOB08. 

Go  to  sleep,  baby,  darling,  close  your  pretty  lilne  eyes. 

The  angels  will  guard  you,  my  (iwn  little  beauty,  they're  watching  yon  from  the 
Don't  you  cry,  baby  deary,  and  Bliinil)er  will  o'er  you  creep;  [skies; 

Hush-a-bye,  hush-a-bye,  papa,  step  softly,  the  baby  has  gone  to  sleep. 

But  sadness  came  into  that  home  one  day, 
■,  ■.  The  baby  fell  ill  and  would  seldom  play; 

.     ■ ':    lie  no  longer  smiled  at  his  latest  toy; 
;,'•.:'     His  voice  wasn't  heard  in  its  childish  joy; 

How  they  would  kneel  then  and  fervently  pray, . 
,      -•     "  Fattier  in  heaven,  don't  take  liim  away  " —        ■'•  ' 
His  spirit's  departed  beyond  the  sky— 
'  ,^  :         No  more  the  sad  mother  sings  this  lallaby:— CAortu.) 


THE  OIRL  I  PROMISED  TO  WED 

Copyright,  1M6,  by  Spatildlns  A  Qray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


AU  riKhte  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Haste  of  this  Song,  arrangred  (or  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poat-iMild,  on  receipt  of  10  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonfrs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wetaman,  ISO  A  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  85  &  87  E.  Mndiaon  at.,ChlcaBro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalocrue  of  Sonirs.  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Sodk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  BoolEs,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Oussle  L.  Davis. 
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It's  best  to  be  off  with  the  old  love,  tbey  say, 

Before  yon  are  on  with  the  new; 
An  old  man  told  this  to  a  youngster,  one  day. 

The  adage  is  old,  but  true; 
He  told  of  a  girl  that  once  loved  bim  dear,   ' 

But  he  played  her  false,  then  he  said, 
I'll  show  yon  a  photo  ami  lock  of  hair 

Of  the  girl  I  promised  to  wed. 

CHORVS. 

She  had  no  fair  face,  nor  fortune  gnxiii. 

But  then  she  was  true  nnd  tried; 
But  I  longed  for  wealth  nnd  beauty  then,  ' 

And  sought  to  find  both  in  a  bride; 
For  little  I  cared  for  the  value  of  love. 

But  learned  in  the  years  that  have  fled 
That  she  was  the  girl  of  a  thousand  £irla,  ' 

The  girl  I  promised  to  wed. 

Whatever  may  come  or  whatever  may  go, 

The  picture  may  fade  year  by  year,  '■" 

There's  yet  a  soft  spot  In  my  heart,  where  I  Icnow 

Her  face  will  always  lie  clear: 
AlthoQKh  I  was  faitiiless.  the  old  man  said. 

And  married  another  instead.  .-..    .  ,-."■ 

Ko  love  ever  won  tier  or  called  her  wife. 

The  girl  I  promised  to  m«i\..—Ohonu. 


SAD    MOMENTS    AT   HOME. 


Copyright,  1895,  by  Percy  OahlU. 


The  Words  and  Huslo  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  wtH  be  Mat  to  any  ad* 
dress,  po(<^|>ald,  on  receipt  of  10  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  Ofi«  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  W«hman,lSO&  132  Park  Row.  New  York;  or86A*7K.  Madlaon  8t.,Chicaira. 
Vyrlte  to  eltlier  one  of  the  above  atldresaes  for  Free  CataIo«rae  of  Sonirs,  Song  Boofa^ 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Boolia,  Joke  Bouka,  ato. 


Words  and  Music  by  Percy  Oaliin. 


In  an  old  village  farm-house,  on  a  cold  winter's  nigbt,  ^ 
There  sat  by  the  old  prate,  the  fire  burning  bright. 
An  ol'l  gray-haired  couple  iind  a  wayward  young  lad,  < 

The  pride  of  the  dear  ones,  lint  oft-times  made  tliera  sad;  '-■- 

He  was  asking  his  parents  their  consent  to  leave  home,  .  ',^ 

But  his  mother  said,  "No.  Jack,  you  must  never  roam."  -^i 

With  all  tlieir  liard  pleadings,  he  would  liave  his  way;  >  '. 

His  father  turned  to  him  and  tiiese  words  did  say: 

CHonrs. 

'  Rememlier  you  are  parting  from  the  truest  friends  and  home. 
These  eyes  with  tears  will  haunt  yon  wherever  you  may  roam; 
You  tiad  better  stay  on  our  farm,  among  tlie  corn  and  cane; 
Remember  yon  may,  some  day,  want  your  old  farm  days  again. 

In  tills  same  village  farm-house  tliis  old  couple  love  shared; 

Not  a  word  had  tbey  heard  from  this  wayward  young  lad; 

1'he  boy  grew  to  manhood,  and  he  did  long  for  rest,  ■    ~ 

And  said  I'll  go  home  iimoiig  the  friends  true  and  best; 

In  his  clreHniB  he  could  see  his  dear  old  mother  in  tears. 

As  he  entered  the  old  t:ate  ouce  more,  after  years. 

Like  flowers  neglected  they  pined  away  and  died — 

His  home,  alosl  empty,  he  bitterly  cried.— CAon/«. 


I    *  s  *    ■  .«i,. 

-  MARY    AND    MOSES.       ^  ^ 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Frank  Harding.     All  rights  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  te  any  ad- 
drc>ts,  poxt-iiaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
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'-'  Written  and -Composed  by  Alice  M.Keynoldi. 


Fair  Msry  was  n  Quaker,  a  Quaker  maid  was  she; 

Y<iung  Moses  loved  this  Mary,  he  loved  her  verily; 

Six  times  lie  asked  to  marry,  yea  three  times  two  times  three; 

Slie  wouldn't  say  yea,  tiiongh  he  begged  her  each  day,  and  this  is  what  be  did  say: 

Chorus. 

Mary,  Mary,  don't  be  contrary,  wilt  thou  my  dear  wife  be? 
Thou  never  slialt  me,  I'll  ever  be  true  if  thou  wilt  nuury  me. 

Now  Mary  was  Eve's  danghter,  and  full  of  vanity; 

Says  slie,  "  Til  try  and  see  if  he  doth  truly  lovetn  me; 

So  said  she  tiius,  "  Now,  Moses  dear,  if  I  should  marry  thee, 

Wouldst  give  me  my  way,  and  ne'er  say  to  me  nay,  and  this  is  what  he  did  aay: 

Cbobui. 

Mary,  Mary,  I'm  ne'er  contrary,  wilt  tiion  my  dear  wife  be? 
Say  yea,  I  implore;  I'll  ever  adore  if  thou  wilt  marry  me. 

Now,  Moses  dear,  said  Mary,  this  garb  which  tbon  dost  eee 
Doth  not  eiiliance  my  chaniis  at  all,  It  111  becometh  me; 
Wouldst  tlioa  otiject  If  I  did  don  gowns  of  society; 
Oil,  say,  Moses,  may  I  wear  decollette,  and  this  is  what  he  did  say: 

Chobus. 
Mary,  Mary,  don't  be  nnwary,  I  fain  would  see  thee  dressed 
Just  simple  and  neat,  just  plain,  dear,  and  sweet,  'twill  be,  by  far,  the  beet. 

Oh  t  Moses  dear,  said  Mary,  you're  such  an  icicle;  - 

I've  Set  my  heart  on  learning  to  ride  a  liicycle; 

Wouldst  thou  object  if  I  did  wear  the  pants  just  to  the  knee: 

Oh,  what  wouldst  thou  say  now,  do  answer  me,  pray,  and  thia  is  what  he  did  ny: 

CeoBua. 

Mary,  Mary,  listen,  I  prithee,  'tis  but  a  sorry  whim; 

No  man  in  the  place  would  e'er  see  tby  face,  forsooth  they'd  see  thy  limb. 

Now,  Moses  dear,  said  Mary,  a  prude  I  can't  endare; 

I  would  lie  gay  and  airy,  of  tliis  tiiee  can  be  sure: 

What  wouldst  thou  do  if  I  did  pose  as  a  living  picture? 

Oil,  turn  not  away,  but  do  answer  me,  pray,  and  this  is  what  he  did  aay: 

Cbobus. 
Mary,  Mary,  I  will  not  marry,  with  thee  I'd  be  forlorn; 
No  man  in  tlie  place  would  e'er  know  thy  face,  they'd  truly  know  thy  form. 
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—"  There's  lots  of  luck  In  a  rabbit's  hind  foot,"  said  the  man 
who  is  mildly  superstitious.  "  You  should  get  one."  "Ha-ha," 
said  Willie  Wishington,  after  some  thought.  "  Ha-ha.  Thai's  a 
joke.  We  only  get  Welsh  rabbits  at  the  club,  and  they  haven't 
any  hind  feet." — Washington  Star.      •..•::;/<  :•">■'.  -  ; .   ;. 


— ^Van  Braam:  "Young  Mr.  Hiland  is  always  singing  Miss 
Oakland's  praises."  Robertson:  "Perhaps  that  is  why  she  dis- 
likes him  80  intently."  "That's  rather  odd,  Isn't  it?"  "You 
wouldn't  think  so  if  you  were  once  to  hear  him  sing. — PitUburgh 
C  hronicU-  Telegraph. 
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WHOSE  HEART  IS  YOUR  HEART? 


Copyrifflit.  ISM.  by  Louis  Hoaa. 


The  Wnrd.  and  Muale  <>f  thl*  fl-'iii;.  nrranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreos,  |H»it-i<al<l.  '>ii  receipt  uf  lOceiitn:  m-  thiN  aiiit  any  tno  other  M'>ii|ra  r->i  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehmnn.  130  A  i;«  I'ark  Kow.  New  York;  or  8&  A  07  K.  Mmlliion  St.tJhlcaao. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  aildreiwe*  for  Free  Ci>tal<>true  of  Sonir..  Sonic  Books, 
Sbaet  Music,  Uerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


Words  and  Music  by  Oilinureand  Leonard. 


\ 


Two  Khool  children  plnj  ing  oiio  fine  aummer'a  day. 

Not  knowiui;  of  sorrow  or  cure, 
Pri>|>o8ed  in  a  cliildish  uml  odd,  foolisli  way, 

Tliat  eacli  other's  trotibU-s  tliey  would  share. 
Up  S|)oke  the  boy,  liis  tienrt  flllc)!  witli  Joy: 

••Sweet  Nellie,  coinu  t<'ll  me,  I  say — 
I've  a  feeliug  in  here,  BOin'ethinK  quite  queer; 

If  I  ask,  will  you  answer  lue,  I  pray: 

Chobus. 
Whose  heart  is  your  heart r  I  claim  it  to-day; 
I  ask  for  it,  sweetlieurt,  now  do  not  suy  Diiy; 
To  e<'ide  you  from  all  liariii  to  Qod  I  will  pray, 
And  teach  you  to  love  only  me." 

'Tie  five  years  ago  since  I  aiike<l  for  yoar  hand. 

And  a  huppy,  sueet  home  it  broiitjht  nie; 
It  liroiitrht  lis  Hweet  joy  when  our  tlrst  Imhe  was  born, 

NotliinK  brighter  on  earth  could  there  be. 
When  btthy  could  toddle  a  coldness  for  me, 

A  change  that  I  could  ecnrcely  see. 
Her  love  went  away,  iind  I'd  watch  day  by  day 

For  the  old  love  to  come  back  to  me. 

Chords. 
Now  whose  heart  is  your  heart?  I  claim'd  it  one  day; 
I  asked  for  it  tlieu,  und  you  did  not  suy  nay; 
YuQ  gave  it  to  me,  love,  don't  take  It  away, 
1 11  teach  you  to  love  me  aguiu. 

She  left  our  brleht  home  one  day  in  May, 

Though  faithful  to  her  did  I  stand: 
A  friciid  wh(>in  I  tlioui;ht  the  dearest  on  earth. 

One  whom  I  thought  true  and  grand, 
B>ul  taken  my  place  in  her  young  childish  heart. 

Her  false  fancy  led  her  astray. 
And  when  she  returned,  with  her  halie  on  her  breast, 

I  spoke  to  lier  gently,  and  I  said: 

Chorus. 
"My  lieart's  not  your  heart,  yoa  cast  it  away: 
You  broke  nil  the  vows  of  that  once  sacred  duy; 
You're  lieyond  all  redemption,  no  more  can  I  say: 
Whose  heart  is  your  heart?  1  claimed  it  one  day." 


AS    THE    SHIP    SAILED    AWAY 
FROM    OLD,  IRELAND. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Louis  Haas. 
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Words  and  Munlc  by  Sailor  Burton. 


One  day  on  the  docks  I  stood,  watching  the  ehipa; 

But  one  in  pnrttciihir  there, 
I  noticed,  was  just  Koint;  to  leave  the  old  land^ 

Thoutiht  [,  a  few  luoinents  I'd  spare, 
To  hear  the  good-hycs  and  to  watch  lovers  part. 

As  the  siiip  sailed  away  with  the  tide. 
I  wondered  how  many  on  hoard  would  return. 

To  sit  by  their  own  fireside. 
I  saw  a  fond  mother  shake  hands  with  her  boy; 

As  tlie  tears  dimmed  her  eyes  she  looked  pale. 
I'll  picture  to  you  all  the  scenes  tliat  I  saw, 

As  the  vessel  was  just  Koing  to  sail,  and  ahoy.    . 

Chorus. 
Friends  they  were  saying  good-bye,  good-bye. 
Tears  they  stood,  yes,  in  ev'ry  eye; 
Fond  mothers  cried,  true  lovers  sighed. 
As  the  ship  sailed  away  from  old  IrelaDd. 

I  saw  a  young  fellow,  and  an  Irishman  true, 

A  young  girl  stood  close  by  his  side; 
Said  he,  "Norah,  darling,  when  I've  made  a  home. 

Yon  can  cOme  and  be  Dennis'  bride. 
I  like  the  old  land  and  the  loved  ones  at  home. 

But  think  of  the  sorrow  and  strife 
That  runs  througli  our  iele,  and  Norah,  my  own, 

Over  there  you  can  ne'er  be  my  bride: 
But  in  a  new  land  I  will  work  with  a  will. 

Out  westward  your  Dennis  won't  fail." 
But  one  kiss— they  pnrt,  who  knows,  perhaps  for  life. 

As  the  vessel  was  just  going  to  sail,  and  ahoy. — Cfiortu. 

Now  the  next  scene  was  touching— an  old  couple  there 

Were  bidding  a  youngster  farewell; 
He'd  dtme  something  wrong  in  a  mad,  boyish  freak. 

And  he  dreaded  a  cold  pris'n  cell. 
So  the  old  folks  were  sending  him  far  o'er  the  sea. 

But,  just  as  they  said  their  good-l>ye. 
Two  soldiers,  a  sergeant  and  a  private,  were  seen. 

Then  the  tears  dimmed  the  old  couple's  eyes. 
For  the  youngster  was  charged  witli  desertion — poor  lad. 

He  shiver'a  and  turned  deathly  cold. 
For  it  killed  the  old  woman,  she  died  on  the  quay. 

As  the  vessel  was  Just  going  to  sail,  and  ahoy.— (7Aor««. 


Good-By,  Dear  Old  Step-Stone,  Good-By  ( 
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By  Bob  Slavln. 


4  Stand  on  the  door-step  at  evening  time  now, 

i  The  wind  whistles  by  with  a  moan; 

I'he  fields  will  l>e  whit'ning,  but  I  will  be  gone 

To  roam  on  the  wide  world  alone. 
I  stood  on  the  door-step  when  school  time  was  o'er. 

And  long'd  for  the  time  to  go  by; 
But  now  it  has  gone,  and  I  stand  here  to-uight 

To  bid  this  dear  step-stone  good-by. 

Chorus. 
Good-by  to  the  door-step,  good-by  to  my  home, 

God  bless  those  I  leave  with  a  sigh. 
I'll  cherish  dear  mem'ries  when  I'm  far  away; 

Good-by,  dear  old  step-stone,  good-by. 

There>  many  temptations  with  which  I  may  meet. 

Sad,  mournful,  sincere  ev'ry  day; 
Bat  the  folks  at  home  I  never  shall  grec{, 

Their  forms  will  be  so  far  away.  "'" 

I'll  think  of  the  dear  old  step-stone  at  the  door, 

And  oft  drop  a  tear  from  my  eye; 
I'll  stand  in  mv  dreams  as  I  do  here  to-night. 

To  bid  this  dear  step-stone  good-by.— C/(oru«. 


n  »   ■ 


DONT  BE  ANGRY,  SWEETHEART 
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Words  and  Huslo  by  Sig.  8.  Schiff. 


Willie  strolling  out  one  evening,  with  Mamie  by  my  side. 
We  rambled  to  the  seashore,  and  there  to  watch  the  tide; 
While  picking  siiells  und  pebbles  some  angry  words  we  had, 
I  SfKike  of  former  sweethearts,  which  made  her  heart  feel  sad. 
She  turned  away  in  silence,  her  grief  was  very  strong; 
I  wished  I  could  recall  those  words,  I  knew  tiiat  I  was  wrong; 
I  placed  my  arm  aronnd  her  waist,  her  head  on  my  breast  laid: 
A  flood  of  tears  came  to  her  eyes  when  these  words  to  her  I  said: 

Refrain. 

"Don't  be  angry,  sweetheart,  do  not  look  so  bine, 
I  was  only  fooling,  you  know  I'm  always  true. 
Place  your  arms  around  me  and  kiss  me  once  again; 
Don't  be  angry,  sweetheart,  and  do  not  cause  me  pain." 

We  started  home  together,  the  hours  glided  by. 

It  made  me  feel  heart-broken  when  I  heard  Mamie  sigh; 

I  told  her  I  was  hasty,  no  more  I'll  cause  her  pain. 

At  first  I  thought  my  pleadings  they  had  been  all  in  vain. 

My  darling  spoke  up  hriglitly,  she  looked  Into  my  eyes; 

Her  face,  before  in  anger,  was  graced  with  charming  smiles. 

To  me  'twas  like  a  stormy  day,  when  sunshine  follows  ruin: 

I  pressed  Ler  to  my  bosom,  and  then  I  sang  this  refrain:— i^^^rain. 


THE    LITTLE    SCRIBBLED    NOTE. 
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Words  by  Fred  Hale.    Uuslc  by  0«o.  R  Diamond. 

In  n  land  far  o'er  the  foam,  far  ow»y  from  friends  and  home. 

Can  be  seen  a  lad  whose  eyes  are  filled  with  tears, 
As  he  looks  up  at  the  sky  and  l>egs  of  him  on  high 

To  protect  his  mother  In  her  aged  years.  . '" 

He  WHS  sent  for  years  to  dwell  in  a  dreary  prison  cell 

For  a  crime  another  man  had  done; 
So  a  little  scribbled  note  to  his  mother  then  he  wrote. 

And  bids  her  pray  for  him,  her  only  son. 

Cnoniis. 

Twos  only  a  little  scribbled  note,  sent  to  Ids  mother  dear: 
The  lines  were  few  that  he  had  wrote,  yet  bids  her  not  to  fear; 
It  tells  her  he'll  retnrn  some  day;  I'm  your  same  true  son,  he  wrote. 
It  cheers  her  poor  old  aching  heart  to  read  that  scribbled  note. 

In  a  little  cottage  home.  Bitting  silently  alone. 

Can  be  seen  his  aged  mother,  bent  wiili  years. 
And  upon  her  rare-worn  face  iinught  but  sorrow  can  yon  trace. 

As  she  thinks  of  him  amid  her  hopes  and  fears. 
But  she  waited  all  in  vain,  for  her  boy  he  never  came. 

Still  she  has  one  little  s|mrk  of  hope; 
She  Is  often  heard  to  say,  he  will  come  home  some  day. 

As  she  reads  again  that  little  scribbled  note.— CAontf. 
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WHAT    PAT  WOULD    DO    FOR 
DEAR    OLD    IRELAND. 
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Words  by  Albert  HalL    Htisic  by  FtsUz  HcQIennon. 


Love  of  conntry  is  the  pureef.  love  that's  been  created  yet, 

'Tie  a  love  that  never  chungeci,  'tie  a  love  we  ne'er  forget.  ■  • 

Lovers'  vowe  mav  cool  mid  laiiKnieli,  false  tonKiiee  catiee  tme  hearts  to  break. 

But  'tie  not  so  witti  the  true  love,  borne  for  kin  and  country's  sake. 

Wiiere  is  there  a  man  so  Craven  who'd  refuse  to  take  a  stnod 

'Gainst  the  fuemen  c>r  his  i<ireland,  of  his  own,  iriie  native  land?         / 

Pat  le  forced  from  hie  dear  naiion  far  a-fieUI  for  years  to  toil. 

But  would  loee  his  life  defending  one  email  strip  of  Irish  soil. 

Chorcs.  V  -: . 

Think  what  a  mother  won  Id  do  for  her  BOD,       "  ~ 

Or  a  husband  for  the  bride  he's  won ; 

Sure  they'd  lay  down  their  livet«  for  their  own  darling  ones. 
And  that's  what  Pat  would  do  fur  dear  old  Ireland. 

In  some  city  o'er  the  ocean  we  find  Pat  a  wealthy  man; 

Life  wicji  liiiii  lioe  been  successful,  truth  and  lionor  wa»his  plan. 

He  has  grown  rich  and  respected  for  fair  dealiue  in  the  mart; 

But  (here  steal  throiieh  all  his  riclies  thouulits  of  home,  though  far  apart; 

And  to-day,  if  Ireland  needed,  lie  would  be  the  first  tn  go. 

And  to  wield  his  Kood  right  arm  in  her  defence  auainet  the  foe. 

Leaving  Ids  new  home,  his  riches;  gladly  lie  would  leave  his  all. 

If  old  Ireland  were  in  danger  and  upon  lier  sous  should  call.— CAoru*. 

Standing  at  some  l)ar  of  justice,  tn  old  Ireland  we  may  trace, 

'Midst  tlie  herd  of  rojiues  and  fellows,  some  true  patriot's  noble  face, 

Slirlnkiiig  from  those  petty  pilferers,  he  in  silence  stands  alone. 

For  the  cliari;e  'gainst  him  is  treason,  treason  to  tlie  queen  and  throne. 

When  the  judge  declares  biiii  guilty,  see  him  lift  that  noble  head. 

And  they  pause  for  him  to  s|»eak  there,  ere  his  sentence  sltall  lie  said; 

Well  lie  knows  Death,  is  that  sentence,  but  he  looks  up  with  a  smile: 

lu  that  silent  court  he  murmurs:  "  It  was  done  for  Erin's  Isle."— CAoftt*. 
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THEY   WERE    ALL    THERE. 
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Written  by  Albert  Hall.    Composed  by  Felix  McOlennon. 

I  used  to  keap  a  beer  saloon,  to  thirsty  souls  it  was  a  boon. 
And  all  my  pals  would  hriug  their  gals  and  say,  "How  do,  young  fellah. 

One  nlglit  the  lot  got  slightly  beered,  and  from  my  gaze  tbev  aisapi<eared; 
All  over  I  songbt,  tiH  1  bethought  of  looking  down  the  cellar. 

Chorus. 
They  were  all  there,  every  one  was  there. 

Not  a  blessed  soul  away,  looked  as  if  they'd  come  to  stay. 
When  I  saw— it  fairly  made  me  swear- 

Puuriug  down  the  la^jer— they  were  all  there. 

My  maiden  aunt,  Mise  Martha  Splash,  left  me  her  house  and  all  her  cash, 
With  forty  cats  afraid  of  rats:  to  keep  them  she  commanded. 

I  tied  them  up  within  two  "  ticks"  inside  a  sack  filled  up  with  bricks; 
Then,  like  a  shot,  I  dropped  the  lot,  but  when  at  home  I  lauded— 

Chorus. 

They  were  all  there— every  one  was  there. 
Every  Tom  and  Tabby  cat,  looking  healthy,  fine  and  fat. 

When  I  saw— It  fairly  made  me  swear— 
A-wiping  off  their  wliiekers— they  were  all  there. 

A  poor  man's  troubles  never  cease,  especially  trouble  with  police. 

The  other  night  from  sixty  quite  I  had  to  run  so  fleetly; 
I  ran  up  one  street,  down  the  next,  nntil  those  coppers  were  perplexed; 

I  skipped  the  lot  and  home  I  got,  but  I  was  done  completely. 

Chorus. 

They  were  al!  there— every  one  was  there, 

Thin  policemen,  long  and  tall,  fat  policemen,  short  and  small. 
When  I  saw — it  fairly  made  me  swear — 

With  sixty  pairs  of  handcuffs— they  were  all  there. 

I  used  to  court  twelve  maidens  fair,  and  told  each  I  was  frne  to  her. 

One  night  each  pet  I  should  have  met  about  the  hour  of  eeven: 
With  each  I  named  a  different  spot,  then— met  the  sweetest  of  the  lot. 

Thinks  I  with  glee,  to-night  I'm  free,  I've  skipped  the  other  eleven;  but- 

CHORUS.  r:   y 

They  were  all  tliere— every  one  was  there. 

Girls  of  every  shade  and  hue,  whom  I'd  told  I  would  be  tme. 
And  I  saw— thev  meant  to  curl  my  hair— 

With  pota  and  pans  and  pokers  they  were  all  there. 


YOU    MAY    RETURN    TO    ME. 
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Words  and  Uusic  by  Walter  P.  Keen. 


A  mother  wept  the  day  l)efore  her  daughter  was  to  wed; 

She  gazed  aptm  tlie  bridal  robes  and  anxiously  slie  said:  •  .' 

"To-morrow  you'll  lie  gone  from  me,  but  ere  yon  go  away 

I  pray  you  to  remember  well  the  parting  words  1  say:  '  . 

Refrain. 

•'Yon  may  return  to  me:  whate'er  your  lot  may  be. 

Where'er  you  roam,  you'll  know  at  liome  a  welcome  waits  for  thee. 

Love's  vows,  however  free,  are  naught  but  mystery; 

So,  rich  or  poor,  my  girl,  be  sure  you  may  return  to  me. 

"The  vows  ttiat  lovers  make  before  the  wedding  often  change; 
Thiit  happened  in  your  father's  case,  tho'  you  may  think  it  strange; 
He  fled  from  me  wiili  a  fairer  face  soon  after  you  were  Iwjrn. 
And  that  is  why  1  think  it  riglit  my  only  child  to  warn."— iC^roin. 


MY    HEARTS    DESIRE. 
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Words  by  Ella  A.  Woods.    Music  by  Theo.  B.  Norttirap. 


The  May-time  beauty  ngain  is  here, 

And  the  May-time  ulory  shines; 
But  my  heart  is  burie<i,  my  dear,  my  dear, 

III  your  grave  beneath  the  pines. 
The  May-time  music  is  in  the  trees, 

For  tiie  birds  are  here  again. 
And  the  May-time  fragrance  is  in  the  breeze. 

Making  glad  the  hearts  of  men. 

CUORUS. 

All  my  earthly  joy  is  sleeping  in  yonr  lowly  bed. 

And  my  thou»;btB  are  vigil  keeping  where  my  love  lies  dead. 

What  though  the  frost  and  the  winter's  snow. 

If  the  heart  within  be  glad? 
And  wliat  of  May-time  joy  as  glow. 

When  the  soul  of  man  is  sad? 
In  vain  for  me  are  the  May-time  songs. 

And  in  vain  the  May-time  bloom; 
For  your  lowly  grave  my  sad  heart  longs. 

For  its  silence  and  its  gloom.— CAortw. 
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— The  Bostonians  never  speak 
refer  to  it  aa  '*  precious  stones. 


Words  by  John  F.  Palmer.    Music  by  Cbas.  E.  Pratt. 

When  but  a  lad  of  lender  years,  my  dear  old  simple  Dad 

This  maxim  would  impress  upon  my  mind: 
"Remember,  Joe,  where  er  you  go,  you'll  never  know  the  Joy 

You  foiiml  with  loving  kindred  left  behind. 
Siranue  sights  will  greet  your  seeking,  sMaiige  companions  take  your  hand; 

You  may  wander  liirongh  this  world,  my  boy,  alone: 
Bright  birds  of  ev'ry  plumage  will  attract  and  please  yonr  gaze. 

But  you'll  find  the  birds  sing  sweeter,  lad,  at  home. 

CaoRtTS. 

"In  ev'ry  foreign  clime  keep  this  motto  in  your  mind. 

Admire,  if  you  will,  each  silv'ry  tone — 
Do  not  iK'  led  astray  by  the  bird  of  feathers  gay, 
;^  For  you'll  find  the  birds  sing  sweeter,  lad,  at  home.** 

Though  -many  years  have  passed  away,  my  mem'ry  still  retains 

The  tender,  thoughtful  words  my  father  Said.  ,.   -  "  • 

He's  sleepiiiL'  now  behind  tlie  church,  and  mntlier.  too,  is  there; 

The  sweet  liome  hi rils  tiiey  loved,  sing  overhead. 
No  welcome  voice  gives  greeting  to  the  one  who  went  away, 

And  »ho  say,  w  idle  clioking  hack  a  plaintive  moan, 
Tlicre  were  birds  of  ev'ry  color:  but  my  dear  old  Dad  was  right 

When  he  said,  "  The  birds  sing  swxeter,  lad,  at  home."- CA<?r«». 


*  >  • 


oney  as  "rocks."    They 


—Tommy:  "Wlien  I'm  a  man  I'm  going  to  be  a  soldier." 
Mother:  "  What!  and  be  killed  by  tlie  enemy?"  Tommy:  "  Oh, 
well,  then  I  guess  I'll  be  tlie  enemy." 
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DAD    AND    ME. 
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We  ain't  Imiikerin*  after  richer,  we  don't  want  to  Uve  on  cake, 
An<l  with  plain  old  bread  mid  batter  we  the  I>e8t  of  life  can  make; 
Motiier  don't  wear  Bilks  nor  eating,  nnd  no  lady  fine  ia  she. 
But  in  all  the  world  do  one  dearer  ia  to  dad  and  me. 

Chorus. 

'Tiiln't  the  money  makes  yoa  happy— It's  the  love  that's  In  yonr  heart; 
If  the  dear  old  folks  are  left  yon,  from  all  else  then  y<>ii  can  part; 
You  can  sins  of  home  and  motiier  till  you're  tired  aixl  off  the  key. 
But  you  won't  tell  half  the  bleetiiu^s  that  they  bring  to  dad  and  lue. 

On  our  walls  there  ain't  no  pictnres  piiinted  by  an  artiiit  crsnd. 
But  that  don't  stop  us  from  havinK  hnppicft  home  In  all  the  land; 
Sinter  '•  Nell  "  can't  sing  like  Paiti— out  of  tune  her  voice  may  be. 
But  no  voice  will  eonud  more  eweel  than  hers  does  to  dad  and  xoa.—  Cho. 

When  the  day's  work  all  is  over,  home  across  the  fields  we  go, 
Waichine  iu  our  little  cabin  cheery  lights  flit  to  and  fro; 
There  we  know  we  shall  Und  welcon)e,  thoui;h  uo  One  words  spoken  l>e. 
But  it's  hoiue,  and  that  is  heaven,  so  it  seeiue  to  dad  uud  me.—  Choi-u$. 
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Written  by  F.  J.  Tierney.    Composed  by  Fehx  Medlennon. 


The  weddine  hells  ranc;  sweetly  when  Jim  nnd  Nell  were  wed, 
And  for  a  year  fair  fortune  ehed  hlepsings  on  tlieir  head. 
Then  shadows  hid  the  siinshluc,  Jim  stiiined  his  honored  name, 
But  Noil  to  him  was  faithful,  she  loved  him  still  the  same. 

Refrain. 

No  more  he  kissed  his  darlinc,  but  thrust  her  from  the  door. 
And  told  her,  witli  curses,  "  Love's  foolish  play  was  o'er," 
Yet  this  faithful  wife  forgot  her  grief  and  shame. 
Her  broken  heart  forgave  him,  she  loved  him  still  the  same. 

When  Jim  was  sent  to  prison,  tier  tears  poured  down  like  rain; 

She  slaved  and  toiled  unceasing,  and  got  him  out  again; 

lie  gave  his  solemn  promise  to  lead  a  Ir^tter  life. 

But  soon  lie  had  forsakeu  liis  trusting  little  wife.— 77e/rain. 

One  night  in  drunken  quarrel  he  drew  an  ugly  knife; 

Words  soon  were  turned  to  fighting  fpistol  shot],  he  lost  his  useless  life; 

Nell  read  It  in  the  paper,  and  to  the  funeral  came; 

She  coald  Qot  yet  forsake  him,  she  loved  him  etill  the  Kja».—R«frain. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Marcus  Q.  Harrison. 


now  happy  ia  the  father  who  8i>  fondly  rocks  to  sleep 
Ills  only  little  baby,  who  has  hardly  learned  to  creep, 
And  the  loving  mother  sits  there  with  a  glad  and  cheerful  eye; 
How  often  she  will  smile  to  hear  him  sing  a  rock-a-hye; 
He'd  rather  spend  his  evenings  home  than  other  joys  to  seek; 
He'd  rather  play  with  baby  hoy,  and  teach  him  how  to  speal^ 
'I'han  to  stroll  out  in  the  evening,  with  his  older  friends  to  roam. 
For  since  the  little  cue  has  cume,  he  lovea  to  stay  at  home. 

Chords. 

He'd  rather  rock  the  cradle,  he'd  rather  rock  to  sleep 

His  only  little  baby,  who's  hardly  learneil  to  creep. 

Than  to  stroll  out  in  the  evening,  with  older  friends  to  roam, 

For  since  the  little  one  has  come,  he'd  rather  stay  at  home. 

How  overjoyed  at  night  he'll  be,  when  through  with  daily  toll. 
And  swift  the  moments  seem  to  fly,  as  lie  trends  o'er  the  soil, 
For  his  only  thought  while  speeding  on  is  of  that  baby  boy; 
To  say  and  sing  the  songs  he  likes  has  grown  to  be  his  joy; 
No  fear  of  bitter  quarrels  ever  dawns  upon  his  mind; 
This  little  boy,  his  greatest  joy,  has  never  fault  to  find. 
And  oft-times  the  mother  will  recall  their  blissful  wedding  day — 
It  seems  a  solace  to  her  heart  to  hear  her  husband  say :— 6'Aoru«. 
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Words  and  Music  by  David  Marion. 

There's  a  dear  little  creature  lives  next  door  to  me.  I  call  her  Just  plain  Kate, 

And  in  the  evening  'lis  pleasure  to  see  me  strolling  with  just  plain  Kate; 

All  of  the  neighbors,  how  jealous  are  they; 

It's  not  Kiltie  to  them,  but  "  my  dear  Mies  McVey," 

None  other  but  me  has  the  privilege  to  say  just  plain  Kate. 

Chorus. 
Her  father  calls  her  "  Kathaleen  "—the  neighbors  they  all  say, 
"  We  more  than  pleased  to  meet  yon;  liow  are  you  Miss  McVeyf  " 
Her  mother  calls  her  Kitty,  but  mine  is  a  liappiiT  fate. 
For  I'm  the  only  one  she  luves,  and  to  me  she's  jnst  plain  Kate. 

Now  twice  in  the  week  I  call  in  to  see  my  sweetheart  jnst  plain  Kate. 

With  love  in  her  eyes,  there's  a  welcome  for  me  from  my  sweetheart  just  plain 

And  when  I'm  leaving  she'll  say,  "  Dear,  take  care;  [Kate, 

Now  wrap  yourself  warm,  look  out  for  the  night  air;  " 

Then  I  kiss  the  girl  with  wliom  none  can  compare,  just  plain  Kate.— CAo;-u«. 
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Waiting,  Yes  Waiting  for  Me . 
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Words  by  Harry  Perrine  Keller.    Music  by  Clyde  Leuo  Keller. 


We  were  together,  Loo  and  T,  watching  the  grand  billows  roll; 
Eyes  that  were  blue  looked  into  mine  and  reached  my  inward  soul; 
Meiu'ries  of  home,  with  pleasures  sweet,  came  to  us  both  that  night; 
Love,  oh,  BO  tender,  filled  each  heart,  whispering  words  of  delight; 
Long  had  1  loved  her,  held  her  too,  time  aUer  time,  on  my  knee; 
That  uit^lit  she  told  me  she  had  long  been  waiting,  yes  wailing  for  me. 

Cnonrs. 
Now  she  is  waiting,  oh,  why  should  I  stay, 
There'sa  heart  IxMitlng  and  calls  me  to-day; 
Waiting,  yes  waiting  with  unceasing  strife, 
Longing  to  share  all  my  joys  through  life. 

Hear  me  again,  sweetheart,  now  do— I  have  a  home  of  my  own; 

All  througii  the  day,  sweetheart,  I  dwell  on  thoughts  of  you  alooe; 

Conid  I  but  liave  you  with  me  now,  could  I  )>ut  henr  your  lay; 

For  there's  a  pain  of  deep  regret  struggling  within  me  to-. lay; 

Soon  1  must  leave  you  for  my  |>ost,  love  it  will  my  watchword  be; 

'Till  I  return,  your  heart  keep  light,  while  waitiug,  yes  waiting  fur  me.— CAo. 
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Words  by  J.  Cheever  Goodwin.    Music  by  Ludwig  fMglaendar. 


— The  Board  of  Health — Three  meals  a  day .  — Harvard  Lampoon 


I  once  was  as  gay  and  light-hearted  a  fellow 

As  you  in  this  wide  world  could  e'er  hope  to  see; 
But  now  I'm  as  sad  as  a  strain  on  tlie  'cello, 

Played  niollo  maestoso  in  niinorest  key; 
I  moan  and  I  groan,  and  I've  turned  a  prime  p<-»>stmlst. 

Nothing  can  please  me,  but  everything  pains; 
I  mope  and  1  grope,  and  there's  come,  I  confess, 

A  mist  over  the  article  known  as  my  braina. 
And  it's  all  owing  to  Molly, 

The  maid  I  liau  ho|)ed  to  call  wife; 
Her  cruel  l)eliavior,  like  blows  of  a  pavlor. 

Has  ruined,  forever,  my  life. 

As  fair  as  an  angel  by  Raphael  painted, 

I  dranlt  of  love's  nectar  until  my  head  swam. 
But  found,  when  too  late,  that  by  treachery  tainted, 

Her  saccharine  smile  was  a  soiil-sick'nlng  shiim; 
Her  whiles  ami  her  smiles,  made  from  hope's  rosy  piunicle. 

Fair  as  an  E<len,  the  future  appear; 
But,  now,  on  my  brow  are  care's  chariicter  Cynical, 

Life's  a  Sahara,  simoom-swept  and  sere. 
And  it's  all  owing  to  Molly, 

I'm  plunged  in  a  gulf  of  despair; 
With  sorrow  and  trouble,  life's  ralubow-baed  bubbl*    .  . 

Has  burst  into  emptiest  air. 

She  smiled  on  my  suit  from  the  very  beginning,      , 

That  red-letter  day  our  acquaintance  began; 
For  six  weeks  of  happiness  I  had  my  iuniug. 

And  love  In  a  course  of  lubricity  ran:  ~ 

All  care  fled  In  air  and  I  basked  in  beatitude; 

Fool  that  I  was  to  imngine  her  true; 
To-day  I'm  a  prey  to  the  basest  Ingratitude, 

Yearning  for  rest  'neath  the  shade  of  the  yew. 
And  it's  all  owing  to  Molly  '  ■_  . 

My  misery's  cup  overflows;  '  ,   -  .  ■ 

Grown  sadder  and  wiser,  oh,  how  I  despise  her. 

The  source  of  my  manifold  woes. 
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I  Couldn't  Refuse  Them,  My  Darling. 
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Words  and  Mtislc  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


Lai>t  iiiKlit  I  was  ont  with  the  boys,  yon  can  bet. 
And  jolly  good  fellows  each  one  that  I  met; 
Of  coiiriM;,  you  cun  see  thut  I'm  not  sober  yet. 

But  I'll  he  all  right  bye  and  bye. 
This  mom'  1  turn'd  in,  it  was  just  al>oiit  three; 
My  wife  she  says,  "Charlie's  been  driiiltiiig,  I  see." 
Says  1,  "  Well,  my  darling,  you  cannot  blame  me. 

The  boys,  one  and  all,  they  would  cry— 

'■■, '     Chorus.    .. 

'Have  another,  just  another: 

Come,  Charlie,  old  man,  I  know  you  can  et&nd 
Just  unother,  have  another.' 

1  could'nt  refuse  them,  my  darling.**  . 

I  told  her,  of  course,  "  I  was  down  to  the  club,        . . 
And  I  was  elected  the  president  of,  ."  ' 

And  couldn't  get  away  any  sooner,  my  love,        .i       . 

For  we  were  a  jovial  set. 
We  toasted  you,  darling,  we  praised  you,  divine. 
We  dntiik  your  good  fortune  a  dozen  of  times ;j 
But  still,  I'll  admit,  we  were  floating  in  wine,  •    > 

And  still  I  can  bear  them  cry  yet— 

CUORIJS. 

•Ilave  another,  Just  another; 

Come,  Charlie,  old  boy,  I  know  yon'll  enjoy 
Just  another,  have  anotner.' 

I  couldn't  refuse  them,  my  darling. 

"  We  drank  to  our  members,  onr  sweethearts  and  wives, 
We  wished  tliem  good  tiealth  for  the  rest  of  their  lives; 
And  not  one  among  us  could  any  despise, 

All  jolly  gofxl  fellows,  T  vow. 
For  case  after  case,  how  the  Champagne  did  pop. 
And  while  the  wine  sparki'd  we  all  were  on  top. 
And  not  till  the  last  did  a  one  of  us  stop. 

But,  oh,  if  they'd  only  say  now— 

Chorus.  ,   t 

'Have  another,  just  another; 

Come,  Charlie,  come  back,  don't  leave  us  like  that. 
Just  anotlier,  have  another." 

1  could'nt  refuse  them,  my  darling." 


SIXTY   WAS    THE    NUMBER. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  F.  J.  Tiemey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  riKhts  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  S<in(;,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, postr|<ald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonm  for  One  Dullar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehmsn.  ISO  *  i:«  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  85  *  87  E.  Mndlwn  St.,Chica(ro. 
Write  to  eltlinr  one  of  the  ab.ive  addresses  for  Free  Cutalouue  of  Somks.  Snnit  Books, 
SbeeC  Mmslc,  Oerroan  Sous  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Written  by  Albert  Hall     Composed  by  Felix  McQIennon. 
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Words  by  J.  Cheever  Goodwin.    Music  by  Ludwig  Englaender. 


With  burning  vows  you  strive  in  vain  my  heart  to  take  by  storm; 
For  none  may  liope  my  hand  to  gain  wlio  wears  that  uniform. 
Though  love  within  my  lieart  be  rife,  its  pleadings  I'll  withstand, 
For  more  than  lover,  more  than  life,  I  love  my  native  land. 
Take  or  leave  me,  leave  me,  leave  me; 
Though  it  grieve  me,  grieve  ine,  grieve  me. 

Still  my  heart  will  hide  its  scars: 
And  no  man.  sir— man,  sir— man,  sir— ever  can,  sir — can,  sir— can,  air. 

Win  it  till  be  vowa  allegiance  to  the  stripes  and  stars. 

A  hapless  maid,  1  cannot  aid  to  fight  my  conntry's  foes; 

But  in  my  soul,  beyond  control,  a  patriot's  ardor  glows.  - 

The  dream  of  love  my  heart  has  nursed,  should  freedom's  cnnse  demand. 

Shall  banished  be  my  country  first— Ood  save  my  native  land! 

Take  or  leave  me,  leave  nie,  leave  nie: 

Though  it  grieve  me,  grieve  me,  grieve  me,       '''..•   "■  . 

Still  my  heart  will  liide  its  scars; 
And  no  man,  sir— man,  sir— man,  sir— ever  can,  sir— can,  sir— can,  sir. 

Win  it  till  be  vowe  allegiance  to  the  stripes  and  stars. 


JENNY    AND    I. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Felix  McGlennon. 


In  the  golden  days  gone  by  we  were  lovers,  you  and  I, 
And  though  clouds  bediinmed  the  way,  we'd  be  true  we  vowed  for  aye. 
Naught  could  part  ue,  naught  divide,  we  were  trusted,  tme  and  tried; 
For  the  future  how  we  planned,  as  we'd  ramble  band-iu-hand. 

Chorus. 

Jenny  and  I,  Jenny  and  I,  boy  and  girl  together,     " 
Toddling  along  to  the  same  old  school,  heedless  of  tbe  weather: 
Older  we  grew,  still  we  were  true,  true  to  each  other  through  life; 
Jenny  and  I,  Jenny  and  I  soon  will  be  husband  and  wife. 

How  we'd  linger  by  the  stream,  how  we'd  bask  in  love's  young  dream. 
As  we  watched  the  waters  glide,  you'd  cling  closer  to  my  side. 
We  thoucht  not  of  worldly  care,  we'd  no  sorrow — love  was  there. 
Buildiug  castles  bright  as  gold,  as  you  iu  my  arms  I'd  fold.—  Chorus, 

As  we  in  the  past  have  been  in  the  future  we'll  be  seen. 
Ever  faithful,  ever  true,  thoUL'h  the  skies  are  dark  or  blue: 
Sailing  down  life's  peaceful  tide.  In  each  other  we'll  confide. 
Faithful  ever  on  through  life,  faithful  husband,  loving  wife  — CAortM. 


I  met  a  charming  widow  once,  who  went  dead  mashed  on  me. 
For  ere  I  left  the  little  dear  she  asked  me  down  to  tea; 
She  said,  "  I  live  in  Catch 'em  Street,"  and  gave  me  o'er  and  o'er 
Such  very  long  directions,  so  I  should  not  miss  tbe  door. 

Chorus. 
And  sixty  was  the  number,  the  iinml)er  of  the  street. 
Yes,  sixty  was  the  number,  where  lived  the  widow  sweet. 
She  saiB:  "'Come  down  to  tea  with  me  and  tup  upon  the  door." 
Oh,  Sixty  was  ttie  number,  boys,  I  cooldn't  wish  for  more. 

I  went  to  tea  just  once  or  twice,  she  charmed  me  off  my  head. 
And  very  sliortly  after  that  unto  her  I  got  wed. 
We  went  into  the  vestry  then,  the  curate  showed  the  page, 
And  told  my  wife  to  sign  her  name,  also  to  put  her  age. 

Chorus. 
And  sixty  was  the  number,  the  number  8lie  put  down; 

sixty  was  the  uuml>er — I  could  not  help  hut  frown.  ■     ■  '     ■ 

I  fount!  out  she  was  that  at  least,  and  maybe  8ixt>-foar; 
Oh,  sixty  was  the  number— well,  I  couldn't  wish  for  more. 

When  we  got  home  she  said  that  very  little  cash  she  had, 

But  she  hud  pot  a  family  who'd  he  proud  to  call  me  Dad. 

She  said:  "Of  course,  you'll  keep  them,  dear;"  said  I:  "Of  course,  I  will. 

But  picture  niy  amazement  when  I  found  out  with  a  thrill— 

Chorus. 
That  sixty  wa^  the  nnmber  of  children  I'd  to  keep; 
Sixty  was  the  nnmber— it  fairly  made  me  weep. 
For  I'd  to  work  both  nlKlit  and  day  to  find  them  grub,  I'm  sure. 
Oh,  sixty  was  tbe  uiiKiber,  boys— I  coaldu't  wish  for  more.         ... 

Oh,  what  an  awful  time  I  had!  but  now  ogee  more  I'm  free,  '  ■ '   • 

Because  a  jiidire  hiis  sent  my  wife  to  jail  for  hiKa-mee. 
A  very  sniari  detective— oh,  I'll  ne'er  fortret  his  worth- 
Proved  she  had  several  more  than  me  of  husbands  on  tliie  earth. 

Chouits.  .'► 

And  sixty  was  the  number  of  iiushands  she  had  got;  .     - 

Sixty  was  the  number— a  fine  and  healthy  lot. 
Si>  I  was  free  once  more,  you  see;  with  joy  I  gave  a  roar. 
Sixty  was  the  number— well,  she  couldii  t  wish  for  more.  ' 


KITTY. 
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Words  by  Joseph  Flynn.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 

Oh,  Kitty,  I'm  a-waitin'  here,  my  dear. 

And  me  heart  is  sinUin' down  into  ine  shoes; 
For  I'm  nervous  and  I'm  shakin'  now  with  fear. 

For  I  thonglil  you'd  get  me  note  and  would  refuse. 
Bay,  Kilty,  if  I  thought  yer'd  trow  me  down 

For  any  other  feller,  I'd  get  sore. 
.  For  I  loves  yer  bo  mnch,  honest.  Kitty  dear; 

If  I  gets  the  go-by  I'm  no  good  no  more. 

Cborus. 

Oh,  Kitty,  won't  yer  listen  to  me  dIttyT 

Try  and  have  some  pity  on  me.  Kitty  dear; 

If  I  thought  yer'd  shake  me  queerly, 

When  yer  knows  I  loves  yer  dearly. 

On  the  level.  Kit,  'twould  break  me  heart,  for  sure. 

Now,  Kitty,  don't  yer  know  that  I'm  no  dndef    i     ■ 

But  I  always  had  the  price  when  we  went  ont,  i 
And  yer  never  wished  fer  niithin'.  did  yer.  Kit? 

That  I  didn't  flash  my  roll  and  start  to  shoutf 
Ter  promised  that  yer'd  marry  me  in  Jinie, 

But  yer  weakened  when  I  ciiHed  fi>r  you  that  day; 
But  my  heart  is  still  a-singin'  the  same  tune. 

'Cos  I  loves  yer.  Kilty,  in  the  old,  old  way.— CAoru*. 
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STATION    FORTY-THREE. 
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Words  bj  D.  W.  O'Connor.    Music  by  J.  Joseph  Kiernan. 

On  the  mMiiiKlit  nir  there's  pealing  forth  n  wiirnin;;  sound. 

In  the  street  is  nuixe  of  foolBleps  liast'iihig  putit  my  door; 
RumblioK  conies  a  Kiit'rini;  enuiuu  k^irt  with  fire  around, 

Drawn  l>y  plunging  sterils,  it  |>ui<Bes  with  a  roar; 
I  now  reail  the  sigimT strokes,  as  on  my  enr  ihey  fall; 

They,  alael  once  lolled  the  knell  of  hnppineso  for  ine. 
When  the  life  of  my  bruve  love  went  out  i<>  their  dn-ar  call; 

Tie  a  sinuinous  now  aa  iheu  from  Siailou  Forty-thrue. 

Refrain. 

One,  two,  three,  four,  sound  the  mournful  notes; 
One,  two,  three,  now  o'er  the  slumb'ring  city  flouts; 
Firemen,  herots  true,  God  above  »|)eed  ye 
Ou  your  noble  mission,  on  to  Station  Forty-tliree. 

Fancy  now  recalls  that  scene— a  iiiiiht  of  long  ago; 

I,  In  peril,  nt  the  wiinlow — my  despairing  cry; 
StrnKKiinK  with  the  throng,  my  luver'M  in  the  street  below, 

Heeding  not  its  wiiruing  shout,  "  to  enter  is  to  die," 
He  Is  bounding  to  my  side— the  flames  a  victim  crave; 

As  he  wraps  my  foim  he  prays,  "  O  spare  her,  God,  to  me  "; 
We  now  gain  the  sireet,  but  Jack  fnlls  dyinu  to  the  puve, 

Aa  the  signal  strokes  die  out  for  Slatiuu  Forty-tlinu  a- lief  rain. 

Tears  have  flown,  but  still  my  heart  to  my  dear  lad  is  true, 

And  I'm  weary  waiting  for  our  meeting  liy  and  by; 
Tliere  Is  nought  hut  sadness  for  me  as  I  journey  through. 

Through  a  world  where  all  must  Icnow  a  sorrow  ere  they  die. 
When  I  hear  the  flre-bella  toll  and  see  the  diotaiit  glow. 

Then  I  pray  that  loved  ones  from  all  dangers  muy  be  free; 
And  their  solemn  tones  have  always  caiixed  my  tears  to  flow, 

To  me  they  are  ever  ringiug,  "  Station  Forty-three."— A#/»ain. 


I'LL    BRING-    IT    HOME    TO    YOU 
ALL    DE    TIMES. 

Copyright,  lt95,  by  Spaulding  A  Qray.    Entered  at  Btatlonen'  Ball,  London. 
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Written  by  W.  A.  Arohbold.     Composed  by  Felix  McGlennon. 


I  never  shall  forget  the  time  I  first  knew  Nancy  Hall, 

When  in  the  summer  twilight  wo  would  roam, 
And  aa  the  night,  grew  lunger,  then  I  ofi  would  make  a  call. 

To  find  a  hearty  welcome  at  her  home; 
I  often  see  the  picture  as  we'd  gather  'round  the  fire. 

And  hear  her  laugh  of  happiness  and  glee; 
'Tie  true  iter  old  <lud  told  me  once  his  very  heart's  desire 

Was  that  his  little  girl  should  luurry  me.  .  . 

Chorus. 

I  only  knew  I  loved  her,  Nancy  Hall; 
Her  bonny  face  I  ever  can  n-call; 
Through  bright  or  stormy  weather,  wejwore  we'd  cleave  together, 
And  she  was  my  flr.t  sweetheart,  Nancy  Hall. 

How  pleasant  was  my  lot  just  then,  for  truly  it  did  seem 
Tiial  I  had  found  a  gem  without  alloy; 

Hy  sweetheart  fixed  the  wntding  day,  then  all  passed  as  a  dreuiu— 
'Twas  but  a  dream  of  happiuet-.  and  joy. 

One  night  her  poor,  old  father  came  to  me  with  ashen  face- 
lie  waveil  a  ndsxlve  wildly  in  hie  bund: 

"This  letter  Is  for  you,"  he  cried-her  writing  I  did  trace; 
I  broke  the  seal,  although  1  scarce  could  stand. 

CUOKUB. 

I  only  know  I  loved  her,  Nancy  Hall; 
I  read  that  she  was  lost  l>eyond  recall; 
I  felt  my  hand  was  shaking,  and  I  knew  my  heart  was  breaking 
As!  cried:  "Ah  I  she  has  left  us— Nancy  liull. 

I  conld  have  slain  tlie  villain  then  who'd  ruined  both  our  lives — 

Thank  heaven  that  we  never,  never  met; 
For  years  I  tried  to  fancy  her  the  happiest  of  wives; 

She'd  scorn'd  my  love,  hut  I  could  not  forget; 
And  when  the  tioul  of  fame  I'd  reached,  nh,  then  how  my  heart  bled, 

1  hungered  just  to  see  my  love  once  more; 
One  day  I  heard  a  sweet,  sad  voice  beseech  aloud  for  bread; 

1  funud  'twas  she,  and  starving  at  my  door. 

Chorus. 
I  only  know  I  loved  her,  Nancy  Hall ; 
'Twas  lieaveirs  tift  I  never  could  recall: 
"I  cried:  "  You  shall  not  perish,  your  future  I  will  cherish  "; 
And  her  cold  lips  pressed  my  hand,  poor  Nancy  Uall. 


— Let  Hell  be  blotted  out  to-day,  and  there  is  materiiil  enough 
in  nny  saloon-keeper  and  a  barrel  of  whiskey  to  start  auolher  one. 
—  Yale  liecord. 
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Words  and  Mu«lc  by  Ouwle  L.  Davis. 


A  big  black  coon  once  loved  a  pretty  yaller  girl. 
And  he  loved  her  more  than  life; 

There  was  nothing  in  the  worhl  for  this  gal  he  wouldn't  do- 
Why  for  her  the  nigger  even  shook  his  wife. 

The  nigger  made  money,  for  lie  had  a  good  trade. 
And  if  he  only  worked  one  day. 

He  would  hasten  to  her  house  Just  as  soon  as  he  got  paid, 
And  he'd  empty  out  his  pockets  there,  and  say: 

Chorus. 
It's  just  Hike  the  boss  done  give  It  to  me,  baby; 

I  don't  know  if  it's  dollars  or  dimes; 
Just  stick  to  me,  honey,  and  I'll  make  a  lot  of  money, 

And  I'll  bring  it  home  to  you  all  de  limes. 

The  gal  wasn't  slow,  she  nsed  to  jolly  him  along. 

And  it  really  was  too  bad; 
For  she  pulled  tiie  nigger's  leg,  and  she  pulled  it  good  and  strong, 

And  she  pnlled  it  out  of  Joint  for  all  he  had; 
There  wa.  a  black  adonis  thai  the  girl  admired. 

And  he  used  to  blow  his  "dough," 
And  the  coon  that  played  the  chump,  brought  the  gold  and  never  tired. 

For  where  the  money  went  he  didn't  know.— (7 Aorta. 

One  day  the  darkles  met  and  quickly  war  began, 

And  you  couldn't  tell  for  a  while 
Which  coon  was  goin'  to  win,  for  such  carving  was  a  sin, 

For  the  mokes  went  at  It  reg'lar  iilg|{er  style; 
The  ho8|iital  shelters  a  niguer  carved  in  two. 

And  the  morgue  holds  one  in  death; 
The  little  yaller  gal  "flew  the  coop  "  l)ecauBe  she  knew 

That  the  coon  would  separate  her  from  her  breath.— CAorti*. 
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Written  by  Albert  Hall.    Conipooed  by  Felix  McGlennon. 

In  praise  of  old  Ireland  and  what  she  has  been. 

We  have  had  songs  by  many  a  score. 
Of  deeds  that  were  done  in  that  island  so  green. 

By  our  forefathers  in  days  of  y«re; 
Bill  'tis  not  the  Irelan<l  at  present  we  know. 

With  her  glories  all  gone  to  decay; 
And  so  here  to-night  'twill  l>e  my  aim  to  show 

You  some  scenes  from  the  Euierald  Isle  of  to-day. 

On  the  famed  port  of  Duhlin  we  view  our  first  scene. 

When  watching  the  vessels  depart; 
Pat's  leaving  his  niother.  Ids  wife,  or  colleen; 

lie's  leaving  the  home  of  his  heart; 
Starvation  has  forced  him,  tliongh  fond  hearts  may  yearn 

And  pale  lips  implore  him  to  stay; 
With  a  sad  heart  he  leaves  them,  p'rhaps  ne'er  to  return— 

"Tliut's  a  scene  from  the  Emerald  Isle  of  to-day. 

An  old  womnn  sits  by  a  mnd-cahin  door. 

She's  watching  for  her  only  boy; 
She  kisses  liis  portrait,  she  cries  out,  "  Asthorel 

Come  back  to  your  moiher,  my  joy." 
But  the  Ittd  pines  in  exile,  through  one  simple  word 

Gross  injustice  has  ciinsed  him  t<>  say. 
And  the  prayer  of  the  moiher  will  never  he  heard  — 

"Thai's  a  scene  from  the  Emerald  Isle  of  to-day. 

The  hour  is  near  twilight,  the  crow-bar  brigade    ; 
Are  out  on  their  foiiT errand  l)ent: 

They  go  to  evict  poor  old  Barney  McQiiade 
Because  he  has  not  got  the  rent. 

See,  he  kneels  at  their  feet  and  for  mercy  does  cry: 
"Give  me  time!  give  me  tiinel  I  will  pay." 

But  he's  turned  from  his  cabin  to  starve  and  die- 
Thai's  a  scene  from  the  Emerald  Isle  of  lu-day. 

In  a  once  happy  home  on  an  Irish  hillside. 

There's  (lorrow  Instead  of  glad  mirih;  * 
The  light  of  that  home  like  a  felon  has  died. 

All  for  loving  the  land  of  his  birth: 
His  widow  and  children  sit  wrapped  in  di-spair. 

For  their  friends  have  all  vanished  away. 
And  his  crime— if  it  was  one — his  children  must  bear— 

That's  a  scene  from  the  Emerald  Isle  of  to-day. 
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—A  man  is  a  fool  in  some  new  way  every  A^y.—Atchiaon  Olobc. 
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Words  by  Wm.  H.  Gardner.    Music  by  F.  J.  Tierney. 


By  the  river  elands  a  woman,  sbivVing  in  the  cold  night  air, 

And  unto  liervelf  she  niurniars,  "I  can  end  my  eorrciw  there; 

No  one  there  will  mock  and  scorn  me,  (here  my  face  I  need  not  bide;" 

And  the  poor  girl  soou  was  resting  peaceful  on  the  river's  tide. 

Chords. 

Deiid  amoDK  strangers,  her  story  a  secret. 
None  to  forgive  her,  poor  girl,  for  her  fall; 

Not  one  to  whisper  a  sweet  word  of  parting— 
Only  another  heart  broken,  that's  all. 

Floating  in  the  morning  sunshine,  Blie  was  fonnd  by  fishermen, 

And  nuto  their  but  they  broDgiit  her,  with  her  white  face  marked  with  pain. 

Just  a  word  was  said  aiwve  her,  ere  lier  foru)  was  laid  away. 

And  the  poor  girl  was  forgotten  ere  the  clui-iug  of  the  day.— CAoru«. 

He  who  caused  her  all  her  sorrow  never  knew  where  she  was  laid, 

Never  thoiiuht  of  reparation  for  the  wasted  life  he'd  niiide; 

Fume  and  riches  were  his  portion,  fate  her  brightest  smiles  did  lend, 

But  the  hearta  "across  the  river"  trembled,  thiukiug  of  his  eud.—CAm-ut. 
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CATHY   DEAR. 
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Words  and  Mosic  by  H.  de  Martha. 


When  the  sunset  meets  tlie  hill-tops,  Cathy  dear, 
And  the  daisies  wet  with  dewdropis  bright  and  clear. 

Then  I  long,  dear  heart,  for  thee,  uh,  my  queen  of  love  to  see. 
Something  sweet  to  tel!  to  thee,  Cathy  dear. 

Thou  art  fairer  tliun  the  lilies  so  white. 

With  eyes  that  rival  stars,  both  pure  and  bright; 

Yet  your  soul,  so  pure  and  true,  holds  a  charm,  my  love,  so  new. 

For  tlie  cue  who  loves  but  you,  Cathy  dear. 

Chorus. 

Cathy  dear,  don't  yon  hear?  won't  you  listen,  love,  to  me? 

Allthe  birds  are  singing  as  they  flutter  near; 
III  your  face  so  sweet  they  st-e  a  little  h(>i>e  of  love  for  me. 

Faithfully  I'll  wait  for  thee,  Cathy  dear. 

Often,  when  the  moon  is  beaming,  Cathy  dear,  ° 
And  the  birdlings  sweetly  dreamini;  without  fear. 

Seems  to  me  long  years  have  passed  since  I  saw  yoo,  dearest,  last. 
Since  the  blushes  came  so  fast,  Catliy  dear.  .,    .     . 

1  am  wailing,  love,  to  make  thee  my  bride,  '  v' '      ■ 

III  a  cottage  by  the  sea  we  will  abide; 

Then,  a  queen  for  evermore,  let  the  waters  dash  and  roar, 

Let  the  waves  slug  "  I  adore,"  Cathy  dear.— CAortu. 


MY   OLD  VILLAOE    HOME. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Dr.  A.  Merlin. 

I  long  for  the  dear  ones  at  home, 

I  miss  them  as  no  one  can  tell; 
Dear  father  and  mother,  dear  sister  and  brother, 

In  the  old  village  home  I  love  well. 
'Twas  there  that  we  parted,  with  tears  in  our  eyee 

And  a  blessing  of  love  on  ray  ear; 
Oh,  I  long  to  go  back  and  find  them  all  well 

la  tlie  old  vQlage  home  1  love  dear. 

Chorus.  " 

To  see  them  once  more  will  gladden  the  heart, 

I  miss  them  as  no  tongue  can  tell; 
Oh.  I  long  with  A  sigh,  and  with  tears  In  my  eye, 

For  my  old  village  home  in  the  dell. 

I  dream  of  the  dear  ones  at  home, 

When  sleeping,  I'm  back  in  the  dell. 
Thro'  the  old  village  street,  to  the  wild  rustic  seat, 

And  I  drink  from  the  old-faeliioned  well; 
With  shoutings  of  joy  I  am  met  at  the  gate,     ~ 

And  no  more  I've  decided  to  roam. 
I  awake— it's  a  dream,  then  I  mournfully  sigh 

For  a  glimpse  of  nt^  old  village  home. —  Chorus. 


Written  by  W.  A.  Archbold.    Composed  by  Felix  McOleniton. 


In  simple  set  phrases  I'll  sing  in  the  praises 

Of  love,  'tis  a  ne'er  ending  theme;  -: 

The  sweet,  tender  passion  is  ever  in  fashion. 

And  makes  life  one  benutifDl  dream. 
Tlie  big  ship  is  starting,  two  lovers  are  parting, 

'Tis  Jack  and  his  Sully  so  neat; 
Her  dear  golden  tresses  he  gently  carreases, 

She  whispers  in  tones  low  and  sweet: 

Chorus. 
.  .;    I'll  be  constant,  constant  and  true. 

Hoping  and  waiting,  my  dear  love,  for  yon; 

When  you  come  Imck  over  the  ocean  blue 
'  '    Tou'll  find  your  little  eweetbearl  still  is  constant  and  trae. 

Tliongh  oceans  divide  them,  whate'er  may  betide  them. 

They've  sworn  to  be  faithful  and  irue; 
And  Jack  still  is  dreaming  of  light  he  saw  gleaming. 

Of  love  iu  tH  0  bright  eyes  of  blue. 
Her  picture  he's  wearing,  for  her  sake  he's  daring,    . 

And  spurs  on  to  fortune  and  fame; 
In  sweet  accents  ringing,  he  hearn  her  voice  singing. 

When  he  asks,  will  my  love  be  the  some?— CAortM. 

The  ship  is  returning,  his  true  heart  is  yearning 

To  greet  his  own  darling  once  more; 
Her  picture  he  kisses,  he  thinks  of  the  blisees   .   '   - 

And  sweet,  happy  courtship  of  yore. 
The  harbor  is  sighted,  their  hearts  are  united. 

And  swear  to  prove  constant  through  life; 
Then  Jack  wins  his  treasure,  his  cup's  filled  with  pleasure. 

To  hear  from  his  own  darling  v/itv.—  C/iorut. 
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Copyright,  1816,  by  F.  J.  Tierney.    Entered  at  StaUouers'  Hall,  laondoo. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
drera,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiurs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  *  1:«  Tnrk  Row.  New  York:  or  85  *  87  K.  Mmli^on  Kt.Cliioago. 
Write  to  cither  one  of  the  ah  ive  addresses  for  Free  CutaloBrue  of  S-'otrn.  Sontr  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bo<.l(8,  etc 


Words  by  Albert  Halt    Music  by  Felix  McGlennoD. 

Ileft  my  dear  country  to  cross  the  blue  ocean, 

!  left  it  like  many  a  man's  done  l>efore:  * 

I  thought  as  in  liiiBiness  I  might  be  siiccessfnl. 

When  once  I  appeared  on  a  far,  foreign  shore.  ;  j'f 

My  dreams  all  cjme  true,  I  got  on  very  nicely, 

Ilow  (liff'rent  from  wiwt  things  had  l)een  o'er  the  foam; 
One  night  I  received,  whilst  among  my  admirers, 

A  package  from  friends  *vhoiii  1  knew  when  at  home. 

Chorus. 
A  beantifnl  token  they  sent  me  with  a  message  from  over  the  foam: 

"You  have  l>een  successful  quick,  so  we  send  you  half  a  brick. 
To  remind  you  of  your  liome,  sweet  home." 

I  knew  my  relations  and  friends,  when  tliey  heard  of     ." 
My  glorious  success,  would  be  pleased  well,  indeed; 
-  "  ■  I  knew  they  would  hasten  to  send  me  a  letter, 

A  kind,  loving  note,  and  despatch  it  with  speed. 

I  told  ail  my  pals  they'd  p'rhaps  send  me  a  present. 

To  remind  me  of  those  I  hud  left  o'er  the  foam. 

■  ^  One  ev'iiiiig,  whilst  t)rat.'giiig,  f<>r  me  came  a  parcel, 

I  knew  by  the  writing  'twas  from  my  dear  home. 

Chorus. 
A  beautiful  token  they  sent  me  with  a  message  from  over  the  foam, 

"  Yon  seem  fairly  on  the  *  bust,'  so  we  send  a  mouldy  crust. 
To  remind  you  of  your  home,  sweet  home." 

I  always  was  friends  with  the  local  i>ollce  force. 

And  knew  they'd  be  anxious  to  hear  of  my  fate; 
So  to  the  inspector  I  sent  a  long  letter. 

Informing  him  that  I  was  doing  quite  great: 
I  told  all  the  big-wigs  how  much  they  adored  me. 

And  said,  their  affecti<m  for  me  wouldn't  cease. 
One  night  came  a  parcel  with  this  written  on  It: 

"Witli  compliments  from  all  the  city  police." 

Chorus. 
Some  beautiful  handcuffs  they  sent  me,  with  a  message  fmm  over  the  foam: 

"You  have  worn  these  now  and  then,  and  you'll  wear  them  ouce  again. 
If  you  come  buck  to  your  home,  sweet  home." 

I  always  was  thought  a  nice  man  by  the  ladles, 

So  I  prospered  well  in  that  far  foreign  shore; 
You  see,  I  could  flirt  without  fear  of  the  inissne 

Whom  I'd  run  away  from  on  my  native  shore. 
One  night,  when  surrounded  by  four  pretty  miiidens—       ■    ;;  ": 

Each  of  them  I  had  sworn  I  would  cherish  for  life—    i 
For  me  came  a  package:  I  said,  "  From  dear  mother,"    .. 

But  I  knew  jolly  well  it  had  come  from  my  wife. 

Chorus. 
A  beautiful  token  she  sent  me,  with  a  message  from  over  the  foam: 

"To  reward  yon  for  yoqr  sins,  I  have  sent  yon  on  the  twins 
That  you  left  behind  at  home,  sweet  home." 


^ 
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Oh !  Solomon,  You  Are  So  Wise. 
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Words  and  Mualo  by  FeUz  UcOlennoa, 


8o1ofnnn  Sobersides  courted  a  girt, 

Solomon  Sol>ereides  didu't  looK  falter; 
Ere  lie  bad  been  many  weeks  on  a  mash. 

He  led  his  liear  liitle  eirl  to  the  aliar; 
He  iliought  sbe'd  ne'er  liad  a  lover  before. 
But  she'd  been  spooned  on  liy  over  a  score; 
There  they  were  clustered  around  the  ctiurch  door, 
*^  LMigbiug  aud  Joking  and  siDglug. 

Chorus. 
Oh  I  Solomon,  yon  are  so  wise:  oht  Solomon,  you've  won  the  prize. 
Hashed  the  girl,  booght  the  ring;  Solomon,  yon  don't  know  every  tidng. 

Solomon  Sobersides  took  the  girl  home: 

All  her  ol<i  inaKhes  at  once  followetl  after; 
Solomon  asked  liis  dear  wife  to  explain 

What  was  the  meaning  of  their  jeers  and  Iniightert 
What  (lid  they  mean  poking  each  other's  riltsf 

Why  did  they  wliloiier  about  maiden's  ttbsf 
Why  did  ihey  say:  '"TwIk  his  fai-heade<l  nil>»T" 

What  did  tbey  mean  by  tbelr  shouting T— 6' Aorx*. 

Solomon  Sobersides  lived  with  his  wife 

For  a  few  weeks  very  happy  in  clover; 
Neli.'hl)ors  will  talk,  so  he  laughed  at  their  hluts. 

But  ere  the  honeymoon  was  80  long  over, 
Wlfey  let  drop  hints  of  soinethlni;  concealed, 
BoinethInK  that  very  soon  would  be  revealed. 
Showing  that  be  was  not  first  in  the  field. 

For  one  day  she  to  bim  whispered:— 6' Aoru«. 

Soon  was  the  terrible  secret  divulged, 

Solomon  realized  he  was  li  galty; 
When  lie  was  married,  well,  nearly  three  months. 

There  came  to  liim  such  a  nice  little  buliy, 
And  home  from  school  came  a  half  dozen  more 
Rough  boys  and  girls,  who  turned  out  such  a  bore; 
Solomon's  wife  had  been  married  before. 

That's  why  the  neighbors  all  shouted:— CAori«, 


THE    LAND    OF    DREAMS. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Fells  McUlennon. 


A  soldier  brave  bade  his  wife  good-by. 

To  battle  he  had  to  go: 
Bravely  he  fought,  bravely  he  fell, 

Fell  with  his  face  to  tliH  foe; 
Sadly  she  mourns  for  her  darling  one, 

As  the  shadows  around  her  creep. 
Thinking  of  hun  she  will  ne'er  see  again,  ^ 

She's  Blukiug  lu  slumber  deep. 

Bat  light  shines  oat  of  the  darknei<s.  a  loving  face  is  there; 
She  bears  a  voice  that  wliiB|)«re,  banishing  gloomy  care: 
Aud  loving  lips  are  pressed  to  her's,  tlH  enrtli  like  paradise  eeems; 
She  sees  her  husband  once  again,  in  the  laud  of  dreams. 

A  wayward  boy  by  the  camp-fire  sits, 
A  letter  he  reads  from  honu-: 

"Come  back  Astliore,  mother's  no  more; 
Come  back  and  no  longer  roam; 

Ah  I  how  she  drooped  when  you  left  here,  dear- 
Ay,  she  droop'd  till  her  poor  heart  broke,       - 

Watching  and  waiting  for  you  to  return — 
Tour  name  was  the  lust  she  spoke." 

RErRAIN. 

Ha  sinks  in  tears  by  the  camp-fire,  and  breathes  to  heaven  a  prayer; 
He  thinks  of  her  heart-broken,  he  thinks  of  her  ailv'ry  hair; 
He  liears  a  voice,  "  I  forgive  yon,  dear,"  then  earth  like  a  paradise  seems; 
He  sees  bis  mother  once  again,  in  the  land  of  dieams. 

A  mother  sits  by  an  empty  cot. 

And  weeps  in  the  twiliglit  gray; 
Sad  is  lier  heart,  d<in  are  her  eyes. 

Baby  has  passed  away; 
"  Oo<l's  will  be  done  "—ah!  the  solemn  word! 

To  her  i)Oor,  wounded  heart  brings  Joy; 
Dreaming  is  she  of  the  world 'yoiitr the  Stan, 
^  When  siie'll  meet  her  bu  by  boy, 

'  RxnuiH. 

And  two  soft  arras  creep  aroon*!  her,  an  angel  face  Is  there; 
The  liubt  of  heaven  is  shining  on  a  lialo  of  eoiden  hair; 
And  angel  llpa  are  pressed  to  ber's,  till  earth  like  paradise  seems; 
She  sees  her  baby  once  again,  in  the  laud  of  dreams. 
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Words  by  B.  H.  Janssnn.    Muaio  by  Frank  A.  Ryan. 

I'm  fond  of  her,  rery,  she's  pretty  and  merrv— her  daughter  Is  so  too: 
They  love  me,  I  know  it,  for  l>oth  of  tbem  snow  it,  and  I  adore  the  two; 
If  I  kiss  her  mother,  I  must  kiss  the  other,  the  old  love  and  the  new; 
But  Just  iiow  to  act,  why  requires  much  tact,  so  tliis  I  do: 

Chorus. 
•*  I  love  yon.  dearP'— this,  to  lier  mother,  I  say. 
"  I  adore  yon)  "—this  when  her  mother's  away. 
"  I'm  so  lonely  when  )Ou  are  aliHent  from  niel  " 
To  both  I  tell  this,  and  then  botli  I  will  kiss. 
For  my  sweethearts  both  love  lue. 

"N'lw,  John,  doyonknow,denr,thail  very  much  fear,"  her  mother  said  one  day, 
"Tliat  your  love  has  shaken,  and  daughter  lias  tn  ken  tlie  place  where  I  heidswny." 
Her  daughter,  replying,  siiiil,  ''There's  no  denying.  I  only  wish  I  niiuhtl  " 
I  called  them  to  me  and  I  said  quietly,  "  You're  both  all  right!  "—Cfiorut. 

I  kiss  and  caress  them,  I  love  and  I  bless  them,  altbnagh  a  married  man: 
My  wife  knows  this  failing,  yet  she  does  no  railing— I  don't  see  how  slie  can. 
For  she  Is  the  mother,  my  daughter  the  other,  my  love  with  IkiMi  I  share; 
And  tbey  will  say,  "Pop,"  now  please,  dearest,  do  stopl  "  when  I  declare:— CAi>. 


JUST    AS    IT    USED    TO    BE    IN 
DAYS    G-ONE    BY. 

Copyright,  UOOOCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  New  Tork  ft  Chicago. 

*  The  Word*  and  Husie  of  this  Sonm  arranged  tor  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre«a,  post-iiald,  on  receipt  of  40  cent*:  or  till*  an<l  any  two  other  Hnnirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.  130  A  1»  Park  How.  New  York.  or)IS*«7E  Meill-on  Ht, Chicago. 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  above  addresnes  for  Free  Cxtaloirue  of  Rohitk.  flonic  Booka, 
Sheet  Music.  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bo<'ks,  etc. 


,'> 


Words  and  Mustc  by  Charlee  Oraham. 


A  friend  of  mine  took  a  sweet  girl  for  his  wife, 
Tromised  to  cherish  and  love  her  through  life, 
But  soon  he  neglected  his  nice,  uleasant  home — 
Out  late  at  night  with  fast  frienus  be  would  roam; 
At  lust,  when  a  we<',  darling  balie  came  to  bless, 
Pieaib'd  his  wife  throuKb  her  tears  ami  distress. 
He  kisseil  her,  and  voweil  that  n  ciiange  slie  would  see— 
Their  borne  woukl  be  Jnst  as  it  need  lu  be. 

Chorus.  ~ 

Just  as  it  used  to  be  in  days  gone  by. 

Proud  of  liiin  now  is  slie,  slie  won't  tell  why; 
Kiudemt  uf  bueliands  he,  no  happier  wife  than  she. 

Just  as  it  used  to  be  in  days  gone  by. 

That  home  of  theirs  now  is  a  paradise  bright,       _• 
Wife  and  sweet  baby,  his  precious  deliglit; 
He  never  neglects  her  he  iiromised  to  love. 
Her  comfort  now  is  all  pleasures  above, 
A  smile  liglits  tlie  eyes  w  liere  a  tear  was  before; 
Lei  tlie  world  (luzz>e,  it  lenipl»  liini  no  more — 
Contented  and  proinl  witli  his  bal>e  on  bis  knee. 
Their  home  now  is  just  as  it  used  to  be.—  Vhorut. 


^tm  > 


THE    SPORTY    COON. 

Oopyrtgbt,  1896,  by  T.  B.  Harme  A  Co.     English  eopyrlicht  secured. 
All  rights  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Mnslc  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress poflfriiald  on  receipt  of  40  peiitJ<;  or  thi*  ami  any  two  other  Hongs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  We"hm«n.  130  *  132  I'ark  Itow.  N,.w  York,  or  86  A  (17  E  M»<ll»on  St, Chicago. 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  ah  .ve  a<ldrr!wei<  for  Free  Ciitalotriie  of  Soiikk.  SoiiK  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bo,.ks,  etc 

Words  by  Frank  Buckley.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 

I'm  a  sporty  little  coon,  and  I'll  tell  yon  preUy  soon 

How  I  get  on  to  the  money  that  I  blow; 
I've  a  system  that  1  play,  and  when  ihings  they  come  my  way. 

You  can  bef  yer  booiB  that  I  get  all  the  doiieh: 
I'm  dead  on  to  "  three-card  monte,"  I  can  always  call  the  tnm; 

I  know  the  number  on  the  wheel  before  the  twirl. 
But  there's  one  game  tlirows  me  down.  It's  the  talk  of  all  Uie  tows, 

Wby  a  sporty  man  like  me  can't  catch  a  girl. 

Chorus. 
Will  some  one  Introduce  inc  to  a  nice  young  mlsa? 

I  don't  want  to  neither  l>eK  nor  Iwrrow; 
There  ain't  no  limit  to  me,  she  can  have  all  this; 

Nothing  then  but  liappiness-  no  sorrow.  ■_ 

Then  throw  your  arms  sronnd  me,  love,  and  glye  year  boy  a  klfls. 
And  say  you'll  love  me  Jnst  the  same  to-morrow; 
Don't  lose  me,  I'm  a  bird— only  say  the  word. 
And  we'll  go  get  married  early  in  the  momlug. 

Now  I  sometimes  play  at  faro,  and  I  always  break  the  bank; 

When  they  see  me  coming  in  they  lock  the  door; 
I'm  dead  on  to  all  their  snaps,  I'm  a  corker  shooting  "craps    ; 

I've  a  cinch  on  "  foiir-eleven-forty-fonr." 
If  I  go  to  play  the  races,  all  the  "  bookies  "  drop  their  odda; 

I  row  a  Boat  BO  fast  I  make  the  waters  churl; 
I'm  a  wonder  at  base-ball— I  catch  anything  at  all; 

But,  upon  the  level,  I  can't  catch  a  girl.— CAort«. 
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Since  Mamie  Brady  Moved  Up  Town. 

.•'.."     Oopjright,  1895,  by  T.  B.  Harma  A  Co.    E^gllsb  copyright  secured.       ,',''.'-' 


All  rights  reaei'Ted. 


The  Word,  and  Mttdo  of  tbia  Suntr,  M-r&nKed  for  the  pUno.  win  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreM,  pudt-i'aid,  on  receipt  of  40  cent*;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  130  &  132  f'ark  Kow,  New  York,  or  86  &  87  E.  M»i1Ison  »t, Chicago. 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalomie  of  Snnirs,  SonK  Books, 
Bhaet  Huaio,  Qerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  WilUam  Jerome.    Husic  by  Andrew  Mack. 

Listen,  and  I'll  sing  all  about  a  little  lady 

By  ilie  name  of  Mamie  Brady:  she's  a  dream,  and  do  mistake. 
Mamie  is  a  "  corker,"  and  a  tlioroiigbbred  New  Yorker; 

But  she  broke  my  heart,  for  Bite  gave  me  the  shake.         _'  .-: 

Chorus. 
Say,  boys,  Vm  feelln'  very  blue,  my  heart  is  broke  in  two, 
And  I  don't  know  what  to  do; 

For  where  once  I  got  a  smile  now  I  only  get  a  frown. 
Since  Mamie  Brady,  my  steady  lady,  moved  up  town. 

Down  in  the  Fourth  Ward  Mnme  and  I  were  raised  together; 

We  were  birds  of  the  same  feather,  and  a  ring  I  bought  her,  eee. 
Tallt  about  a  "  looker,"  wto^,  I  never  would  have  shook  lier, 

And  I  never  thought  that  Mamie  she'd  shake  Toa.—  Chonu. 

■   ^  >  »   ■ 


A  Mother  Is  the  Trnest  Friend  of  All. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Frauk  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London, 
All  HkIiis  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Hnsle  of  this  Sontr,  arranged  for  t)Wt)tano,  will  t>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
drevs,  poKt-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  SoDfrs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  132  Park  Row.  New.York;  or  85  *  87  E.  Mudiran  8t, Chicago. 
Write  to  eltli»r  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cntaloirue  of  Sonps,  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bovks,  etc. 


Words  by  Eunice  Monroe     Music  by  Robert  Stanton. 


We  meet  with  many  friendohips  as  we  jonmey  o'er  life's  way. 

And  sunny  smiles  around  its  oft  are  cai>t, 
But  oue  is  ever  faiihful,  cliHiigiiii;  ne'er  from  day  today, 

Who  always  stands  beside  lie  till  the  last. 
In  poverty  or  woe,  her  heart  is  ever  true. 

And  though  the  darkest  shadows  o'er  us  fall. 
She'll  be  your  truest  friend,  forever  to  the  eud—    .       ; 

A  mother  is  the  truest  friend  of  all. 

Chorus. 
While  journeying  on  throtmh  life,  in  sorrow  or  In  strife. 

No  matter  what  teinptaiions  may  befall, 
You'll  always  find  a  frieiul  who's  faithful  to  the  end — 

A  mother  is  the  truest  friend  uf  all. 

Yon  have  a  loving  sister,  who  will  think  of  yon  through  life, 

A  brother  who  will  Drver  turn  asiile; 
You'll  know  the  fond  nffectioii  of  a  dear,  devoted  wife, 

Whose  smile  will  cheer  y<>u  on  your  journey  wide; 
perhaps  they  will  be  true  when  trouble  lingers  uear,         '-     - 

Yet  one  is  sure  to  answer  to  your  cull, 
No  mutter  «  here  you  roum,  her  hem  t  is  still  your  home —    ■ 

A  mother  ta  the  truest  friend  of  all.—  Ckorus. 


Climbing  Up  to  Heaven  on  a  Moonbeam 

Copyright,  1895,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 


-    ,    ..       :•  ,  All  rights  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  S<<ng,  ananged  for  the  piano,  ^rlli  be  sent  to  any  ad\ 
dress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Uon^s  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.  130  *  i;«  Park  Row.  New  York:  or  85  &  87  E.  MailiMon  St.Chtcairo. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  the  ahiive  addresses  for  Free  Ciitalogue  of  Songs,  Sonif  Books, 
Sheet  Uuaic,  Uerman  Song  Boolcs,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Boulu,  etc. 


HE    DIDN'T    KNOW    THE    WAY 
:  -       TO    G-O    ABOUT    IT. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Louis  Haaa. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  8<>ng,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  t>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Boum  for  One  Dtillar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  85  *  87  E.  Msdlson  Ht,Chlcasro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  tlie  above  addresses  for  Free  Cat&loirue  of  Snntps.  Sons  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  QermaB  Soug  Boolcs,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Jolce  Bouks,  eto. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


My  Bister  has  a  nice  young  man,  he  calls  'bont  twice  a  week;      ..  ' ' 
Lust  night  lie  came  to  see  her,  and  he  looked  so  gay  and  nent; 
She  showed  him  to  the  parlor  and  she  turned  down  all  the  light. 
And  gave  him  all  the  chance  she  could  to  kiss  ber  all  tie  nilgbt. 

■>.'.■■:■[:  ' ■:"    "  .  ■      Chorus.  ■•<;>:  ■' ?  "■■;■' 

But  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  It; 
If  he  did,  I'm  very  much  inclined  to  doubt  It; 
She  wus  but  a  silly  miss,  and  she  didn't  mind  a  ktsfl. 
Bat  he  didu't  know  the  way  to  go  at>out  it 

A  renl)cn  came  to  town  one  day,  a  reg'lar  country  aport; 
To  do  the  town  in  proper  style  a  hundred  be  had  brougtit. 
He  started  in  to  catch  a  girl,  some  dainty  little  pet. 
Who  borrowed  ev'iy  cent  he  bud— the  towu  he'e  not  done  yet. 

Chorus. 

;        For  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it; 

If  he  did,  I'm  very  much  inclined  to  doubt  it;     ' '■  ' 
Perhaps  he'll  stay  at  home,  leave  such  little  gtrifl  alone. 
For  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it. 

Down  in  the  block,  where  I  reside,  a  gay  and  festive  swell 
Makes  love  to  all  tlie  Biii(;Ie  girls,  and  married  ones  as  well: 
He  called  upon  my  neighbor's  wife,  and  thought  be  could  couvlnoe 
His  love  for  her  was  quite  sincere,  been  sorry  ever  since— 

Chorus. 
That  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  It;         ■   .  '.■'    '    ' 
If  he  did,  I'm  very  much  Inclined  to  doabt  It. 
He  iihould  cull  oil  her  alone,  when  her  husband  isn't  home. 
But  he  didu't  kuow  the  way  to  go  about  it. 

My  friend  and  I  we  called  to  see  our  neighbor's  baby  boy. 
The  idol  of  his  mother  and  hits  father's  pride  and  joy. 
My  friend,  who's  fond  of  children,  dance<l  the  baby  on  his  knee. 
But  when  he  gave  it  back  again  how  plainly  could  be  eee — 

Chorus. 

That  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  It: 

If  he  did,  I'm  *ery  much  inclined  to  doubt  It. 

He  will  U-uve  babies  alone  till  he  uets  one  of  bis  own. 

For  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it 


IF  WE    ONLY    HAD    IT    NOW. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Louis  Haas. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  nf  this  Song,  arranged  for  tlie  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  cei.ts:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  IKdIar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  <*  132  Park  Row,  New  York :  oi-  85  A  87  E.  Madison  8t.,Chtpago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Musiu,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


Words  and  Music  by  James  Thornton. 


IV 


There  was  once  a  little  coon,  just  the  color  of  maroon. 
And  he  climbed  up  to  Heaveu  on  a  moontieam; 

Be  got  up  as  far  as  Mars,  then  got  lost  among  the  stars, 
As  he  climbed  up  to  Heaven  ou  a  moonl)eam. 

He  gralilied  ou  to  u  cloud  that  was  sailing  through  the  air: 

Be  looked  up  at  the  muon,  saying,  "There's  watermelon  there; 

I  ho|>e  the  man  inside  won't  forget  to  keep  my  share. 
While  I  climb  up  to  Heaveu  on  a  moonbeam." 

Chorus. 

,         Come  along,  darkies,  bring  along  your  tamborines. 

Throw  away  your  dice  in  the  golden  stream;  •  ^ 

Dice  won't  look  nice  for  to  carry  into  Puradise, 
Climbiug  up  to  Heaveu  ou  a  moonbeam.        .      \  ■  .  '    '- 

*  ■'■■'■■'... 

When  he  reached  the  "  milky  way,"  to  old  Peter  he  did  say, 
"  I  have  climbed  up  to  Heaven  on  a  moonbeam." 

But  old  Peter  said,  '*  I  fear,  there're  no  nieger  angels  here; 
You  can  climb  liack  agkin  upon  a  moont>eain." 

The  jKJor  liltle  coon  never  thought  of  that  before; 

Be  saw  some  nigger  angels  shooting  "crap"  upon  the  floor. 

Wlieu  Peter  fell  asleep  he  got  in  through  a  side  door; 
So  he  climbed  up  to  Heaven  on  a  muont>eam.— CAorta.    ■ 


— Low  Comedian:  "How  long-^ere  you  on  the  road?"  High 
Comedian:  "  Six  months;  m»«r^onth  going  out  and  five  getting 
bacl£." — Tonkera  StateamirtC 


We  were  wealthy,  that's  once  upon  a  time; 

Money,  we  had  the  siuflf  for  sale: 
Spent  a  fortune  in  every  foreign  clime. 

We  had  su  much  'twas  always  getting  stale. 

Chorus. 

If  we  only  had  it  now,  just  a  little  of  It  now. 

How  the  swellu  with  envy  would  gaze; 
We  drive  a  four-in-iiund,  be  the  gayest  in  the  land. 

And  'mong  the  belles  we'd  l>e  the  swells. 
If  we  only  had  it  now,  just  a  little  of  it  now. 

In  society  be  the  grace. 
We'd  cut  a  figure,  too,  up  on  Easy  Avenue — 

If  we  only  hud  it  now. 

Went  to  London  about  forty  times  a  year. 
Had  a  steamer  of  our  own :  '  . 

We  were  really  just  sixty  curat  clear. 
And  always  had  a  palace  for  a  home.— CAortM. 

Queen  Victoria's  been  sorry  ever  since. 

She  didn't  take  us  for  to  raise; 
We  could  easily  been  made  a  duke  or  prince, 

Because  we  had  so  many  winning  ways.— CAortM. 

Wine  and  brandy,  we  floated  ships  in  that—    ^ 

Nothing  was  good  enough  for  us; 
All  our  trunks  they  were  lined  with  sealskin  sacqnes. 

There's  uo  use  now  of  making  any  fcse. —  Chorut. 

We  were  models  npon  the  fashion  plates, 

Siill  the  ladies  on  us  dote; 
All  our  shoes  were  imported  by  the  crate, 
'  With  insoles  made  of  fifty^dollar  notes.— CAoruf. 

No  use  knocking,  them  good  times  now  are  o'er; 

Diamonds,  we  pave  the  street"*  with  them; 
Browiistone  mansions,  we  gave  them  to  the  poor. 

Because  we  had  too  many  to  contend.- CAortM. 
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DORIS,    THE    VILLAGE    MAIDEN. 

Copyright,  1895,  bj  The  S.  Braiiiaid's  Sous  Co.    English  copyright  Mcured. 


All  rights  I  eiterved. 


The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  8i>iig,  ananged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreas,  post-paid,  <>ii  receipt  of  iO  cent«;  ur  tills  and  any  two  ctlier  HmiirB  r'>r  One  Dullar, 
by  Heiirr  J.  Wobinan.  130<t  133  I'nik  K»w,  New  York:  i>r86A  R7  !<:.  Mnitinon  Rt.Chloafro. 
Write  t'>  eitliMF  one  of  the  above  aildresxes  for  Free  CutaloKue  of  Roniro.  8<>iiir  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Oenoan  Soug  Buuks,  Luttur  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Boulu,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  May  wood. 


Doris  was  a  vilhiKe  muideii,  little  illd  she  know, 
Suva  the  eentviice  1  Imd  tiiugiit  lier,  "  Oli,  I  love  yon  flol " 
Every  lad  for  iiiilea  aiuund  willingly  would  have  becu  bound 
To  the  sweetheart  I  Lad  found,  and  proud  to  be  her  beau. 

Refrain. 

Doris,  Dorief  O  liow  1  love  tlnH;!  see  me  at  thy  foet; 
Doris,  DorUI  could  yoa  liut  lovo  niu,  life  would  be  complete; 
Doris,  Doris!  pturs  linglit  above  thee,  bear  my  pluadliiK,  too; 
Why  then  lurry  T  Come,  let  ua  luarry— dearest  Doris,  dul 

Time  went  on,  and  simple  Doris  learned  a  thing  or  two; 

Day  by  day  I  found  iny  loved  one  harder  still  to  woo: 

Otlier  HUitors  oft  were  feen  by  lier  side,  where  I  had  been* 

Flirtiut;  with  my  little  queen,  1  heard  them  pleadiuK,  lou.—Jiefrain. 

Fortune  smiled  upon  iter  father  in  the  marts  of  trade; 

By  a  luclcy  i<peciiiati(>ii  lie  a  million  made; 

Taking  from  iiis  banlt  account  gold  and  bonds  in  large  amount. 

Bought  for  her  a  foreigu  count,  aud  scorad  me  while  I  prayed.— 77«f>'a<n. 


THE    WEDDING    OF    McG-INNIS 
AND    McQUIRE. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Wiittvn  by  Tuni  Con  ley  and  Felix  McGleunoD. 


*Ti8  a  week  ago  lust  Snndny  that  a  great  higii-toned  affair 

Occurred  in  Coiiniy  Guhviiy,  uiiil,  sure,  every  one  was  there; 

It  was  iioiliiiig  but  II  weililliig  uikI  I  lie  bride  was  Mies  McGuire; 

McOiiiiiis  uiiM  tiie  Inlilf^'rooni,  and  I  lie  liest  man  Mcliityre; 

Tliey  atarted  in  the  iiiorning.  Iioys,  jiiet  as  the  cluck  struck  one; 

Tlie  girls  and  buys  all  in  tlieir  best  uiid  ready  for  the  fuu; 

Tlie  job  will*  over  vi-ry  soon  and  tliey  were  tied  for  life — 

Miss  McGuire  aud  Miiiu  McGinuis  they  were  christened  man  aud  wife. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  the  wodtling  cuke  was  flue,  there  was  whiskey,  ale  and  wine, 
All  the  chicken  |>ica  and  iirntics  they  were  set  out  in  a  liue; 
Miss  McGiiity  nearly  CMoked  with  a  lump  of  bacou  riud. 
At  the  wedding  of  McGinuis  aud  McGulre. 

When  the  breakfast  it  was  over,  for  a  song  McGee  did  shout; 

Uesnng  "Tlie  Death  of  Nelson,"  and  they  quickly  threw  him  ont; 

Sure,  they  wuiiied  boilKnition,  and  they  got  it  in  a  lick. 

Fur  some  one  broke  Muloney's  nose  with  a  very  lovelv  brick; 

Then  McGinnis  g  't  in  trouble,  for  he  kiesed  Maloney  s  wife. 

And  Mary  Ann  McGuire  declared  thai  she  would  have  his  life; 

Then  McGinnis  got  excited  and  he  went  for  Mary  Ann, 

For  he  spoiled  her  face  and  beauty  with  a  good  old  frying  pan. 

Chorus. 

There  was  murder,  there  was  Are,  some  one  called  McGee  a  liar; 
McGinty  had  a  turiied-up  no!<e,  but  some  one  knocked  it  higher, 
And  a  lady  w  iped  the  floor  up  w  ith  poor  Jerry  Mclutyre, 
At  Ihe  wedding  of  McGinuis  and  McGuire. 

Then  a  sailor  from  Eildare  got  up,  and  he  began  to  Jaw: 

"  A  biyger  lot  of  cowards  in  a  room  lie  never  saw  "; 

Then  a  Chinese  waslier-vvoiiiau  seized  the  sailor  by  the  hair; 

And  witiioiit  his  nose  and  wliinkers  he  went  back  to  sweet  Kildare; 

All  the  grub  the  boys  got  throwing  at  each  other  for  a  lark; 

Of  course,  some  one  np^et  the  lump,  whicli  left  them  In  the  dark; 

Everybody  hit  somebody— oil,  you  never  saw  such  fun; 

Aud  ihe  place  wus  full  of  teeth  and  whiskers  when  the  fight  was  done. 

Cborcb. 

Everyl>ody  cried  with  pnin— there  were  forty-seven  slain; 
Sure,  they  pulled  MoGiniys  teeth  out  and  they  put  them  In  again; 
And  McGilligaii,  on  li'okini;,  found  a  hatchet  in  his  brain. 
At  the  weddiuj;  of  McGiuiiis  and  McGuire. 

In  the  midst  of  tlie  confusion  some  one  went  and  got  a  light. 

And,  upon  my  word,  in  ii>i  my  life,  I  ne'er  paw  sncli  a  sight; 

All  the  lioys  were  torn  lo  pieces,  and  ilie  ^iris  were  worse  than  that; 

On  the  fliire  there  was  McGiiinis  flgliting  wildly  with  ti>e  cat; 

The  excitement  soon  was  over,  ami  tliey  soon  made  friends  once  more. 

Except  McGee,  who  found  his  jaw  l>eliiiid  tlie  kitchen  door; 

Tlien  they  went  and  Imii^  ht  some  whiskey,  for  they  all  were  full  of  wealth. 

And  they  all  got  druuk  while  drinking  to  the  bride  aud  bridegroom's  healih. 

"€HOBtT8. 

Then  they  danced  till  break  of  day,  and  the  piper  he  did  play: 
All  the  boys  and  yirls  were  jolly,  every  one  was  bright  aud  gay. 
And  there's  not  a  i<oul  in  Ireland  w bo  will  e'er  forget  the  day 
Of  the  wedding  of  McGinuis  and  McGuire. 


Chimmie  Fadden  of  de  Bow'ry. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Kate  VauderpoeL 


I  R'pose  ynseall  have  heard  of  me,  I  tuk  de  loidy's  tide; 
I  tumped  de  dude  wot  winked  at  lier,  Qutil  he  nearly  died; 
'     Fer  de  way  In  wiiich  I  trim  liim,  I  drew  a  prize,  you  see, 
Fer  now  I  am  de  futmau  in  de  loidy's  family. 

Refrain. 

Chimmte  Fadden,  don't  put  on  style,  dat's  wot  me  Bow'ry  frrna  say; 
I'm  out  for  wet's  in  it,  jes'  up  to  de  limit,  an'  tings  are  now  comin'  nne  way. 
Chimmie  Fadden,  don't  put  on  style,  dat's  wot  me  Bow'ry  frens  wty: 
Ye'regiviu'  me  "Qofl,"  so  jts'ciiaseyerself  off,  fer  tiugsare  now  comin' me  way. 

De  mags  dey  all  keep  i*tringiii'  me  wenign  de  box  I  ride; 
O,  bully  geet  It  is  a  sight  » id  de  coachman  by  me  side: 
De  luidy  said  dere  was  an  air  ilat  went  'long  wid  de  clotlieB« 
But  weu  I  has  de  style  on,  it  turns  me  frens  to  toat.—Jit/'ruin. 

Some  folks  wen  dey  gits  *way  up  high,  dey  goes  an*  lose  der  head. 

But  wen  1  comes  to  lie  dat  gay,  I  iiopeg  ter  drop  down  uead; 

If  I  was  ter  l>e  de  coachman,  de  butler,  or  de  cfief, 

I'll  link  meeelf  right,  people,  see  I  Chimmie  Fadden  dou't  git  lef  t.— i7<^. 


THEIR    HEADS    NESTLE   CLOSER 
TOOETHER. 
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Words  by  Wal  Pink.    Munlo  by  George  Le  Brunn. 


A  garden,  and  in  it  an  old  apple  tree. 
Around  which  two  clillilren— a  lassie  turned  three, 
And  t'other  a  lad  of  p'raps  four  and  a  half- 
Are  clmeing  eacti  other,  whilst  gaily  tliey  laugh; 
The  maiilen  soon  tires  of  the  circular  race. 
For  vainly  siie  follows  tlie  lad  in  the  cbuse; 
His  stronuer  leus  make  it  an  unequal  match. 
And  he  merrily  mocks  all  her  efforts  to  catch. 

Chorus. 

She  cries,  "Tommy,  stppi  "  but  "Tnm  on,  Tate,"  Myshe. 
"  I  s'ant,  "tos  1  taut  run  no  farver,"  says  She; 
Then  frowns,  and  her  temper,  'tis  easy  to  see, 

Bas  nigh  readied  tlie  leiigtii  of  its  tetlier, 
Tlieii  Katie  breaks  down  with  a  plaintive  l)Oo-oob; 
Tom  stops,  and  the  tears  are  in  'rommy's  eye«,  too; 
She  sobs,  "Oo  don't  liiv  m«I  "   He  says,  "  £aa  I  do  I  " 

And  their  heads  nestle  closer  together. 

A  green  lane,  and  In  it  two  fond  lovers  roam, 
And  paint,  in  love's  ardor,  their  bright  future  home; 
Next  Sunday's  their  wedding;  'tis  Tommy  and  Kate, 
But  now,  grown  to  nianliood  and  woman's  estate; 
The  sun  has  gone  down  far  lieyoud  the  liig  hill, 
Beneatli  whicli  tliere  murmurs  tlie  swift  running  rill; 
The  moon  kiosed  the  water  in  manner  eeiiate, 
Aiid,  force  of  example,  Tom  kisses  young  Kate. 

Chords. 
The  man  in  the  moon  at  the  fond  couple  blinks. 
Then,  very  discreetly,  behind  a  hill  sinks. 
Whilst  gaily  a  star  at  their  love-making  winks. 

And  tliiuks,  well.  It's  love-making  weather; 
His  aim 'round  her  waist  tells  the  tale  of  this  bliss;    ; 
Then  you  hear  the  voices  of  both  man  and  miss: 
"  You  muaii'tt  "  "  I  shall  I  "  and  then  something  goes  [kiss] 

Aud  their  heads  nestle  closer  together. 

A  church-yard,  and  in  It  a  tiny  bnl>e'8  grave; 

An  early  wrecked  vessel  on  lire's  cruel  wave; 

Their  twelve-month  old  darling,  their  loved  one,  their  all| 

Now  gone  from  this  earth  at  the  Mighty  One's  call; 

A  life  of  pure  sunshine  and  ioy  liad  been  theirs, 

With  smiling  face  meeting  all  trivial  cares. 

Till  all  liope  wus  shattered,  find  sped  in  a  breath, 

And  life's  euu  o'ershadow'd  by  dread  cloud  of  daalb. 

CaoRna. 

There,  In  that  God's  acre,  they  stand,  he  and  tha;       ^ 
The  sun  veils  its  head,  as  though  in  sympathy. 
And  burled  the  light  of  their  life  seems  to  be 

In  that  grave  'neatli  the  wild-growing  heather; 
Tlie  mother's  tears  fall  o'er  her  babe  now  at  rest. 
The  man  claops  her  tight  to  his  sorrow-lorn  breast: 
••Come,  cheer  up,  my  darling,  'lis  all  for  the  bes»," 

And  their  beads  nestle  closer  together. 


i 


— When  a  man  leans 
to  have  grave  doubta.— , 
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Ull  for  the  love  of  gold. 
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Words  by  Joe  Flynn.    Music  by  Chas.  T.  Goi  don. 

How  nigny  limes  you  oft  will  read  of  men  gone  wrong  for  coI<1, 
And  tliroiiKh  their  love  of  money  tliey  will  wander  from  llie  fold. 
The  Cbsliier  in  tlie  banlc  will  steal,  tlieu  traiiible  evVy  way. 
In  hopee  to  w  in  enough  to  place  tlie  sliortngu  back  some  day. 
Coolly,  calmly  sbufflini;  up  the  cards,  yet  ail  the  wlille 
Playing  earnestly  that  he  will  win  the  gliit'riuK  pile: 
The  card  is  turned,  he's  loct  again,  his  crime  will  now  be  told — 
A  flaah,  a  shot,  his  life  is  o'er,  all  for  the  love  of  gold. 

Chorus. 

All  for  the  love  of  gold,  It's  trne,  the  cup  of  woe's  been  tnsted; 
All  for  the  «elfisli  greed  of  wealtli  there's  ninny  a  life  been  wasted. 
Money's  the  cinisc  of  misery,  of  miiny  ii  crime  untold;  . 

Many  a  trusting  heart's  betrayed,  all  for  the  love  of  gold. 

The  wedding  bells  are  pealing,  as  they've  often  done  before; 

The  bride  is  only.jt«euty  and  the  groom  Is  just  three  score. 

He  leads  ber  proudly  down  the  aisle,  her  face  is  culm  and  cold; 

She  gives  her  youth  and  beauty  to  ttie  old  man  for  his  gold. 

Cool  and  calculaiins  woman,  girl  without  a  heart. 

Caring  not  for  the  lad  so  true,  with  whom  she'll  have  to  part; 

8lic  casts  usiile  the  lionest  love,  ahove  ail  wealtii  untold. 

And  sells  her  soul  to  a  rich  old  fool,  all  for  the  love  of  gold. —  Chonu. 

Down  in  a  egnnllid  hovel  low  there  stands  an  iron  chest, 

The  miser  lins  his  trea»iure  cut  and  bugs  it  to  bis  breast; 

He  counts  it  over  many  times,  tlien  kisses  it  and  smiles, 

H«'(l  give  his  soul  if  that  would  add  one  sliilliiig  to  bis  pile. 

Siiiv'ring.  siiaking,  trembling  wretch,  he  lives  in  alijeci  fear. 

Cold  and  hungry,  stiirviiig  quitf,  and  cash  in  plenty  near; 

He  feaHls  his  eye  upon  his  hoard  and  clinks  his  coin  so  old; 

He  dies  alone  aiuid  bis  wealth,  all  for  the  love  of  gold. Chorut. 


Scenes  from  the  Drama  of  Life. 
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Written  by  Noi ton  Atkins.    Composed  by  Felix  McGlennon. 

Life  in  hut  a  miL'hty  dnima,  wherfin  each  niiist  play  a  part; 
ISonic  «illi  liiippv,  smiliiii;  fcaturt'S,  others  wiih  an  ucliinf;  heart. 
When  uiiilit  fulis  upon  the  city,  see  a  man  with  darken'd  face. 
He's  a  burglar,  uud  hie  object  breaking  iu  this  rich  man's  place. 

Chorus. 
See  with  what  vigor  his  "jimmy  "  he  plies. 
Leaps  through  the  window— "Now  for  it,"  be  cries. 
"  UarkI  what  is  that?  an  alarm,  a  surprise," 

He  mutters  with  terror  now  rife. 
Then  comes  a  flash,  a  re{)ort  of  a  gun, 
A  mun  on  his  knees,  crying,  "  What  have  I  done! 
Oh,  God!  I  have  killed  him,  the  scapegrace,  my  son! " 

Thai's  a  scene  from  the  drama  of  life. 

'TIs  the  gory  field  of  battle,  where  the  conflict  rages  high. 

And  the  two  opposing  armies  now  have  sworn  to  do  oroie; 

See  thi»  brave  young  private  soldier  'inid  the  crash  of  shot  and  shell, 

He  has  proved  himself  a  iiero,  bravely  he  has  fought  and  well. 

Chorus. 

,        Wounded  he  lies  when  the  battle  is  o'er,  , 

Thinking  of  I  hose  on  a  far  distant  shore. 
Thinking  of  those  he  will  see  nevermore, 
Thinking  of  Ills  children  and  wife. 
■  "Merciful  God,  who  is  great  and  all  wise. 

Save  them  from  danger,"  he  tearfully  cries. 
One  innrmur'd  prayer,  and  he  falls  buck  and  dies— 
That's  a  scene  from  the  drama  of  life. 

Hark!  what  menns  that  cry  of  "Stop  thief  I "  down  a  crowded  thoroughfare^ 
Some  youni;  reprobate'n  been  stealing,  after  him  they  madly  tear. 
Hear  the  shout,  at  last  they've  got  him,  some  one  strikes  him  to  the  ground; 
Eacti  one  eager  first  to  caicU  him,  anxiously  they  gather  'round. 

Chorus. 

Only  a  poor  ragged  boy,  nearly  dead. 
See,  the  blood  streams  from  a  wound  in  his  head; 
■  ,       "Sister  was  starvfiig,  I  stole  her  some  bread,"  . 

He  murmurs  witii  agony  rife. 
.  .  "Go  to  her  help,"  he  exclaims,  "don't  mind  me, 

T        Soou  from  this  terrible  strife  I  shall  be." 

Ere  tla  night  comes  his  yoniig  soul  is  set  free— 
11(#'b  a  scene  from  tlie  drama  of  life. 


AT    THE    SETTING    OF   THE    SUN 
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Words  and  Uusic  by  Matthews  and  Bulger. 


You  know  the  story,  it's  oft  been  told,  the  same  old  way;  -.J 

Good  tales  rej»eatea  do  not  grow  old,  so  w  ise  men  say,    ■ 

John  yvas  a  rustic,  in  love  with  May,  the  village  belle: 

Not  wisely,  folks  say,  did  this  rustic  love  May,  but,  alast  too  we 

Chorus. 
Oft  at  sunrise  life  looks  bright,  oft  it  changes  ere  the  night: 
Some  hearts  are  breaking,  yvhile  others  are  light,  at  the  setting  of  the  sun. 

Bright  was  the  morning;  John  greets  with  smile  the  same  old  lane, 
Dreaming  of  May  at  the  same  old  stile,  he  waits  in  vain.  ^ 

"  Farewell,  denr  John,"  so  tlie  letter  read,  "  I've  left  for  town; 
Forgive  me,"  it  said— Joiin  with  grief  bows  his  bead,  as  the  sun  goes  down.— 

^    Charut. 
Seeing  her  folly,  although  a  year  had  since  passed  by,    .  " 

Seeking  forgiveness,  she  waits  in  fear  for  John's  reply, 
"  You  lire  forgiven,  dear  May,"  he  said— no  cross,  no  crown. 
That  eve  be  was  wed  to  another  instead,  as  the  sun  went  down.— CAortM. 


-   / 
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Words  by  L.  Harry  Freeman.    Uusic  by  W.  H.  Krell. 


When  twilight  shadows  linger  around  the  nnrs'ry  door. 
And  baby's  toys  and  playthings  are  strewn  u|ioii  the  fioor. 
Then  mot  tier  tells  her  darling 'lis  time  he  wax  at  rest, 
And  lovingly  he  comes  and  lays  his  head  np<m  her  breast. 
His  weary  little  feet  have  romped  about  the  wliole  day  huig; 
Now,  cosey  in  his  motlier's  arms,  he  begs  her  for  a  song. 
And  like  a  little  bird  he  lies  contented  in  his  nest; 
It  is  the  time  of  all  the  day  that  baby  loves  the  best. 

Refrain. 

For  now  'tis  baby's  bedtime,  so  gather  up  the  toys; 
.    Be  sure  to  kiss  him  gently,  and  don't  you  make  a  noise. 
..    He's  tired  of  all  l.is  playthings  and  wants  to  be  caressed; 
In  mother's  arms  at  twilight  is  the  time  be  loves  tiie  best. 

While  baby  softly  slumbers  until  the  break  of  day. 
He  wanders  off  in  dreamland  to  worlds  so  far  away: 
For  now  he's  grown  to  manliood,  Willi  foiiii  and  loving  arms 
He  shields  his  dear  old  mother,  protecting  lier  from  harm. 
God  blei<s  our  little  darling  boy  and  guard  him  tl.ro'  I  lie  night: 
To-morrow,  when  the  day  has  come,  he'll  play  with  all  bis  might; 
And  when  the  evening  shadows  fall  he'll  gladly  come  to  rest. 
For  then  it  is  the  time  of  duy  that  baby  loves  the  bgst. — Ji^rain. 


>  ■  ,    . 


—First  Humorist:    "Why  so  dejected?"     Second  Humorist: 
"All  the  briglu  ways  of  stealing  jokes  bave  been  exhausted." 


JOHNNY    REILLY'S    GIRL. 
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Words  by  J.  Whitcomb  Rellly.    Uusic  by  Alfred  T.  Briaeboia, 

We're  not  divided  by  oceans,  by  seas  or  by  miles  a  Bcore, 
For  my  own  dear  little  hidy  just  lives  at  the  very  next  door; 
She's  not  a  queen  w<th  golden  hair,  nor  has  she  teeth  of  pearl. 
She's  none  tlie  less  a  beauty,  and  she's  Jolmny  Beilly's  girl. 

Refrain. 
I've  known  her  nearly  all  her  life,  I  know  she'll  make  a  model  wife; 

Ev'ry  one  admires  her,  they  all  think  her  a  |>earl. 
The  pride  of  all  the  neighborhood,  all  know  her  to  be  pure  and  good. 

And  she's  known  to  ev'ry  one  as  Johnny  Reilly's  girl. 

Her  Pa  was  never  a  banker,  a  ime,  honest  workman  Is  he; 
His  greatest  pride  is  his  daughter,  who'll  soon  he  a  wife  to  me. 
Her  fatlier  says  I'm  a  diindy,  it  nia'le  my  heart  fairlv  twirl. 
When  'twas  decided  forever,  she'd  be  Johnny  Reilly's  girl.— 7?^»iain. 

She  was  eighteen  last  December,  and  I  w  ill  be  twenty  in  May; 

We  always  have  been  companions  since  we  were  small  children  at  play. 

I'll  flsht  her  battles.  I  love  her  so,  ray  flag  of  love  I'll  unfurl. 

And  until  death  shall  part  ns,  she'll  be  Johnny  Reilly's  girl.— .ff</"/ai». 


—A  Long-Felt  Want.— Harry:  "  Billy,  did  you  read  about  that 
fellow  who  patented  a  self-openiiijr  umbrella?  "  Billy:  *'  Yes;  but 
I'm  going  to  Injat  him — I'm  getting  up  an  umbrella  that  will  drop 
all  to  pieces  the  minute  it  is  stolen." 


"^SS^BSSSm 


<r-^'^3i*>f. 


•nm'IK  «    11  ^1 , 


.  J6faT  A.^  ar^'uvftui 


20 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.  48. 


DARLINQ    MABEL. 
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Words  and  Music  by  W.  P.  Cbase. 


Tn  A  CO«ey  little  cottntre.  near  my  brother's  farm. 
There  lives  a  little  maiden  fiiir,  poeeesoed  of  every  charm; 
Yon  n.ay  rtnd  and  siiit;  of  lieaiiites  some  may  often  see. 
But  there  novvr  was  the  equal  of  uiy  Mabel  Lee. 

Chorus. 

She  Is  the  eirl  I  love,  darling  little  Mabel; 
Fair  as  the  angels  above,  is  my  darling  Mabel; 
Some  day  we're  going  to  >ved,  as  soon  as  I  am  able 
To  buy  a  home  to  live  in  with  my  darling  Mabel. 

She  plays  upon  the  organ,  sines  just  like  a  bird; 

Those  who  iiear  her  judge  her  voice  the  sweetest  ever  beard; 

Then  she  dunces  like  a  fniry,  dresses  like  a  queen; 

Girle  to  compare  with  Mabel,  none  were  ever  seen.— C/torM». 

She  says  she'll  do  the  mending,  and  the  cooking,  too: 
Live  a  frugal  life,  you  kuow,  until  our  dreams  come  true. 
And  when,  at  IiihI,  we're  wealthy,  I  waut  you  all  to  come 
To  visit  me  and  Mabel  in  our  little  home.— (7 Aoru«. 


MINE    ALONE. 
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Words  and  Sluslc  by  Ouasle  L.  Davla, 


KISSING    ON    THE    SLY. 
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Words  and  ilusic  by  W.  P.  Chase. 


Long  years  ago,  when  T  was  young  and  quite  a  little  hoy, 
I  knew  a  sweet  and  wiiisoine  last*,  who  was  my  constant  joy; 
We  were  lovlui;  friends  and  playmates,  and  I  never  shall  forget — 
ilow  1  would  kiss  lier  on  the  sly;  'tis  fresh  in  mem'ry  yet. 

Cnonns. 

If  you'd  taste  of  heaven,  yet  do  not  care  to  die, 
Just  go  and  find  a  pretty  girl  and  kiss  her  on  the  sly; 
She  may  act  hs  if  she's  angry,  hut  laddies  that's  her  way; 
Oo  ahead  and  try  again,  she  soon  will  say  "  you  may." 

The  years  have  passed,  we're  older  grown,  that  little  lass  and  I; 

But  still  we  love  and  every  night  I  kiss  her  on  the  sly; 

In  a  month  we're  to  he  nnrrled,  and  then  we  will  not  care 

Who  sees  our  bliss— for  then  the  kiss  will  be  upon  the  square.— 6'A<»'u«. 

Encore  Verse. 

Some  men  are  often  much  too  bold,  as  girls  are  sometimes  shy; 
Don't  make  u  gruh  when  going  to  kiss,  as  if  you  would  black  her  eye; 
Tukc  )oiir  time— be  patient— the  kiss  will  keep— take  care; 
Don't  make  a  lunge  or  sudden  leap— remember  that  it'e  lliere,—  Cho>u$. 


^  a  » 


FLOATING-    WITH    THE    TIDE. 
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Words  and  MukIc  by  W.  C.  Robey. 
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In  tills  life  there's  many  changes,  that's  a  truth  we're  ofttlmes  told; 
Where  we  see  the  surface  glitter,  seldom  do  we  find  pure  gold; 
Lir«  is  like  the  mighty  ocean,  where  the  current  speeds  its  way; 
Man  is  like  u  stately  vessel,  sailing  on  from  day  to  day; 
See  the  pale  and  worn-out  vet'ran,  pinched  with  hunger,  old  and  larae; 
Fought  and  bled  for  dear  "  old  glory,"  won  himself  undying  fame; 
When  ho  nskud  them  for  a  pension,  they  remarked,  "  the  world  is  wide; 
Ool  we've  nutUiug  left  to  give  you;  float  on  with  the  tide." 

Chorus. 
Old  and  young,  weak  and  strong,  remember  the  world  Is  wide: 
Man's  but  a  boat  on  the  river  of  life,  floating  along  with  tlie  tide. 

Gaze  upon  the  anxion.  mother,  how  she  looks  with  calm  despair; 
Well  she  knows  her  youngest  darlifig  n<  eds  a  mother's  love  and  care; 
In  tills  vale  of  tears  and  sorrow,  tliorus  amidxt  her  flowers  have  grown; 
Though  the  battle  be  unequal,  she  muot  brave  tlie  flglit  alone; 
She  can  bear  the  heavy  burden,  sorrow  oft  gives  way  to  joy; 
But  tim  fevered  hands  of  nickness  wind  Ihemselves  around  her  boy; 
Death  steps  in  and  claims  litr  darling,  golden  gates  are  open  wide; 
She  would  fain  recall  her  treasure,  floating  with  the  Ude.— CAo»-w». 

See  the  workman  at  his  labor,  watch  the  sturdy  hand  of  toil; 

Lnte  and  early  see  him  toiling,  like  a  slave  on  freedom's  Boll; 

He  liHS  labored  since  his  boylioo<l— summer's  heat  and  winter  scold; 

Thongli  lie  built  his  master's  fortune,  yet  he  spurns  him  now  he's  old; 

"I  have  servtd  you  long  and  fnltliful.  I  liave  worked  thro'  peace  and  strife; 

Age  will  not  prevent  me  working  to  support  my  aged  wife.  ' 

Though  his  brain  is  still  nnclonded,  though  his  skill  has  oft  been  tried. 

Be,  like  other  faithful  workmen,  floats  on  with  tlie  tide.— CAoru#. 


When  the  evening  shades  are  falling,  when  the  sun  Is  sinking  low. 
When  night  birds  are  sweetly  callim;,  oh  I  could  yon  then  only  know 
How  my  heart,  love,  yearns  in  sadness  to  be  with  thee,  thee,  my  own; 
To  burst  forth  in  songs  of  gladness,  and  say,  thou  art  mine  alone! 

Refrain. 
Could  I  but  see  vno  smile,  could  I  but  hear  yonr  voice; 
You  are  my  guiding  star,  you  are  my  queen,  my  choice; 
If  I  could  claim  you  mine,  if  you  were  ail  my  own; 
Teii  me,  oh  I  love  divine,  tliat  you'll  be  mine  alone. 

May  this  message  bind  yon,  darling,  in  a  closer,  sncred  tie, 

Tiien  the  little  stars  above  us  would  seem  laughing  in  the  sky; 

Send  an  answer,  little  sweetheart,  tell  me  yes,  love,  I  implore; 

Seal  my  fate,  love,  with  your  answer,  make  me  happy  evermore.— i;</'iain. 


TRILBY. 

Copjrrigbt,  U85.  by  National  Munio  Co.    Euglish  copyright  secured. 
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Words  by  Artbnr  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  Theo.  H.  Northmi*. 

Trilby,  you're  a  heroine,  quite  unusual  girl.  I  ween; 

Of  all  other  girls  the  queen,  unobtrusive  Trilby; 

That  Is  why  I  come  to  yoii,  all  prepared  to  win  and  wno. 

And  I'll  sing  you  something  new,  my  dear  loved  one,  Trilby. 

Caonos. 

Trilby,  Trilby,  say  you  will  be,  say  yon  will  be-tninc  alone; 
We  will  not  live  in  a  hovel,  hut  in  some  nice  house,  my  own; 
Trilby,  Trilby,  say  yon  w  ill  be,  say  you  will  l>e  mine  alone. 
And  I'll  love  you  only.  Trilby,  if  you're  mine,  dear  Trilby. 

Eyes  that  are  the  clearest  blue,  eyes  that  look  so  soft  at  yoti; 

Eyes  so  tender  and  so  true  has  my  sweetheart,  Triiiiy; 

Therefore  do  I  come,  low  kneeling,  with  a  crushed  and  bursting  heart. 

And  a  love  of  loves  revealing,  slain  by  cupid's  dart.    Oh!— CViortM. 


THE    LOVE    CUP. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Frank  Harding.    All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Will  H.  Fox. 


The  scene  which  I  will  picture  is  sacred  to  my  heart, 

A  homestead  In  which  I  form'ly  lived; 
And  yet  the  fates  had  willed  it  tliat  from  it  I  must  part; 

To  be  there  all  I  now  possess  I'd  give; 
On  Christmas  or  'i'hanksgiving,  on  New  Years,  too,  as  well. 

The  family  'round  the  table  sat  in  iny; 
The  usual  prayer  was  suid,  then  stories  we  would  tell; 

And  father  gave  this  toast  without  alloy: 

Cbobcb. 

Past  'round  the  love  cup,  drink  to  thoee  who're  present; 

God  bless  the  absent,  free  from  care  and  strife; 
Watch  o'er  the  chihiren ;  don't  neglect  your  parents; 

GofI  bless  the  mother,  tlie  helpmate,  tlie  wife. 
Pass  'round  the  love  cup,  drink  to  those  who're  present; 

God  bless  the  absent,  free  from  care  and  strife; 
Watch  o'er  the  children;   don't  neglect  your  parent*; 

God  bless  the  mother,  the  helpmate,  the  wife. 

Within  that  humble  dwelling  T  first  learned  right  from  wrong. 

From  mother,  whose  teachings  were  so  true; 
A  father's  fond  affection,  a  sister's  love  so  strong. 

Was  mine,  and  yet  I  left  them,  which  I  rue  I 
No  deed  or  action  have  I  done  unworthy  of  their  love; 

To-morrow  is  tlieir  wand'ring  boy's  btrtlnlay; 
]Iy  niotlier's  face  I'll  see,  as  gentle  as  atiove. 

And  listen  to  my  dear  old  father  a&y:—C/iortu. 


1 


^>^ 


— Unsympathetic. — "Were  I  the  wind,"  the  poet  sang,  "I'd 
blow  " — He  paused  to  ■wipe  bis  brow,  and  heard  his  heartless  -wife 
remark — "Not  more,  I  hope,  than  you  do  now! "—Madeline  8. 
Bridges.         ,:..y.  "■,.,.  y;  -■.■■■.-:, -.     :..■.■- :^.  .■.■.•.:■■:-;•/ ".^^;-- 
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Words  by  Lawrence  Oxenford.    Music  by  Theo.  H.  Northrup. 


Jnet  one  night,  dear,  >ou  remember  where  leav^  hid  the  trickling  brook? 
Tliere  we  met,  dear,  in  oar  Maying;  liid  from  view  in  oar  cosey  uooli; 
Ther«  we  vowed  tliat  we  were  lovers;  and  uo  tongue  could  our  love  dlsgnise. 
And  the  earth  seemed  as  a  heaven,  as  we  looked  m  the  starry  skies. 

Chorus.  -       ,         , 

Ahl  love,  do  you  remember,  yon  were  my  darling, 
1  was  your  lover,  in  tlie  days  of  Maying  time,  dear, 
And  we  breathed  eternal  vows  of  love; 

Just  one  night,  in  October,  love's  golden  dream  had  come  in  our  Maying; 
And  we  vowed  that  we  wonld  love  euch  oiher. 
Love's  golden  dream  was  fulfilled  iu  our  Maying  time. 

I  remember  of  the  night,  dear,  that  you  gave  me  your  love  for  aye; 
How  we  trod  in  airy  caeiles,  as  we  look^  in  the  moonlit  sky; 
How  we  loved  each  oilier,  darling,  with  a  love,  pure  as  iieaven  above; 
Then  the  weary  iiuurs  of  parting,  'till  we  met  to  renew  oar  love. — Chorus. 


)      SWEET    POTATO,    HOE    CAKE 
AND    POSSUM. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Qilmore  &  Leonard. 


Tub  Johnson  lives  away  down  Sontli,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum; 
Where  the  alligators  liiivffsuch  big  months,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum; 
When  the  moon  am  shiuiuu;  bright,  sweet  potiito,  hoe  cuke  and  po«8um; 
CooDB  are  out  both  day  and  night  for  sweet  potato,  lioe  cake  and  possum. 

Chorus. 

Does  yoa  love  yonr  sweet  potato,  does  yon  love  your  hoe  cake,  too; 

Does  you  love  your  possum,  nigger?  Oh,  my  Lord,  I'd  die  for  yoa.— Dana. 

Dat  little  thing  he  am  so  cnnning,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum ; 
Tou'd  tliiiik  him  dead  when  he'soiily  funning,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  A  possum; 
He  lies  still  upon  the  ground,  eweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum; 
When  you  turn  your  liack  he  can't  be  found,  sweet  i)Otato,  lioe  cake  and  posenm. 

—  Cfiortis. 
Every  coon  was  seated  down,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum; 
When  dat  possum  passed  around,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  andpoissam; 
Niggers  lips  began  to  swell,  eweet  potato,  lioe  cake  and  possuui; 
When  dat  possum  tliey  did  smell,  sweet  potato,  hoecake  and  poesum.— CAort(«. 

J  Pop  Johnson  am  a  mighty  good  cook,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possnm; 

1  H<''8  black  as  the  devil,  )>utlie  knows  bis  book,  sweet  potato,  hoecatceApoasum; 

Hear  dem  coons  yell  witii  delight,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum; 

Dar'a  a  hoe-cake  party  held  to-nigiit,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum. —  Cho. 


FROM    HOVEL    TO    MANSION. 
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Words  and  Music  by  W.  P.  Chase. 


In  a  mis'rabic  hovel  in  lo(Ver  New  York 

Lived  a  poor  little  motherless  boy; 
Bis  fiither  a  drunkard,  bis  clothes  tattered  rags, 

lndee<l  life  lo  him  whs  no  joy; 
But  even  to  those  who're  most  wretched  on  earth, 

A  measure  of  liappiiiess  comes. 
And  this  lad  had  a  taste— it  was  while  he  was  ill 

In  his  miserable  liome  in  the  slnms; 
A  sweet  little  miiid,  who  for  charity's  sake. 

Made  trips  once  a  week  'nionRSt  the  poor,    .;^^'  ...     . 
While  out  on  her  mission  of  love  and  relief,    • 

Chanced  to  find  her  way  up  to  bis  door. 
Chorus. 
"May  I  come  in? "  and  her  voice  was  like  an  angel's: 
Can't  I  do  sometliing  to  relieve  yon  from  yonr  painf 
Poor  little  boy,  I'm  afraid  >ou  have  a  fever; 
I'll  go  bring  my  papa,  we'll  have  you  well  again. 

Long  years  have  flown  by,  that  lad  now  is  a  msa. 

And  the  bead  of  a  firm  of  great  wealth ; 
He  had  worked  iiiglit  and  day— strove  to  merit  the  love 

Of  that  lass  who  had  nursed  him  to  healtli; 
No  task  seemed  too  hard,  nor  no  effort  too  great; 

No  obstacles  seemed  to  appall, 
For  the  love  which  he  cherished  was  ever  in  mind; 

She  was  life  to  liim,  happiness,  all; 
At  last  they  were  married,  his  joy  was  complete     ,.■■.-' 

As  into  bis  mansion  lie  bnre 
That  sweet  gentle  woman  who,  when  a  young  girl, 

Had  called  at  his  tenement  iooT.~ C/iofus. 


BOOMP-A-DIDDY-BOOM-BOOM. 
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Words  and  Music  by  W.  E.  Delaney. 


Ob!  have  yon  heard  the  latest  craze?  boomp-a-diddy-boom-boom-boomb; 
It's  sung  in  all  the  leading  plays,  boomp-a-diddy-lKx>m-boom-boom; 
I  met  a  swell  dressed  all  ensiiite;  lie'd  russet  slippers  on  his  feet; 
I  asked  him  for  the  time  of  day;  he  pulled  liis  watch  out  right  away 
And  stared  at  me  in  a  vacant  way,  and  all  tliat  I  could  bear  him  say,  was: 

Cborub. 
Br-r-r-nm,  br-r-r-nm,  br-r-r-nm-bum, 

Pa-did-dy,  pa-did-dy,  biiig-baiig-boom-a-diddy, 
Br-r-r-um,  br-r-r-um.  br-r-r-um-biira, 

Boomp-a-did-dy,  boomp-a-did-dy,  blng-bang-boom. 

I  met  a  "  copper  "  off  Ids  beat,  boomp-a-did-dy  boomboom-boomb; 

Two  men  were  fighting  up  the  street,  Ijoomp-a-did-dy  l>o<>m-l>oom-boom; 

I  said,  "Will  you  please  stop  that  row?"  they  must  be  tired  of  fighting  now; 

He  ^azed  at  me  in  mild  surprise,  and  a  vacant  lii^ht  slmne  in  his  eyes; 

I  think  that  light  is  shining  yet,  fur  tiie  only  answer  I  could  £^t  vtaei—Choru*. 

A  g«y  yonne  soldier  had  a  "  mash,"  boomp-a-did-dy,  boom-boom-boom: 
He  brushed  ner  cheek  with  his  ninstaclie,  Doomp-a-did-dy,  boom-boom-lK)om; 
He  swore  to  Iter  he  wonld  be  true,  althongli  he  liad  a  wife  or  two; 
She  trusted  liim,  her  heart  was  stout,  lint  you  know  liow  these  things  turn  ont; 
He  sailed  away  this  warrior  bold,  and  the  song  she's  singing  now,  I'm  told,  is: 

—Chorui. 
Pray,  don't  meddle  in  politics,  boomp-a-did-dy,  boom-boom-boom; 
They  are  so  full  of  nasty  tricks,  booiiip-a-did-dy,  booin-l)ooni-boom; 
To  gain  your  vote,  they  promise  well,  and  so  yon  give  it—"  Wiiat  a  selll  " 
1'he  party  goes  in  with  a  shout,  and  the  otlier  party,  it  goes  out, 
And  when  in  power  asked  for  an  office— to  ihousunds  their  reply  is  tUla:— Cho. 


Note.— First  verse  to  lie  sung  as  a  Dude;  second  verse  as  a  Policemau;  tliird 
verse  as  a  Soldier;  fourth  verse  as  a  "  Man  all  broken  up."  , 


THE    BAHBERS'    BARBECUE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joe  Flynn. 


Oht  Sally,  sling  your  garments  on,  git  iu  de  push,  i 
Don't  lose  no  tune,  but  fall  in  line,  for  de  bart>erB' 


Sim  Dimpsey  am  a  barber,  a  eaffron-co'ored  coon. 

He's  gwine  to  run  for  Congiess,  and  de  'lection's  mighty  soon; 

So  de  barl)erB'  aid  society  done  go  make  np  dlieir  minds 

To  have  a  dandy  bark)eciie,  of  de  good  old  ginger  kind; 

Dar'll  be  some  roasted  chickens,  lots  of  bam  ditt's  sweet  and  fine; 

To  keep  your  eye-balls  rolling,  watermelons  off  de  vine; 
'       -    ■        ■  ...  .    jj^^  ^^. 

barbecue. 

Chorus. 

Den  come  and  jine  de  celebration,    .  .» 

Pat  on  your  stylish  mantle,  too; 
De  train  am  waitin'  at  de  station. 

Hear  dem  shoutin',  "  All  aboard,"  for  de  barbers'  barbecue. 

Sim  Dimpeey  does  de  speechin'  and  brings  aloni^  de  band; 

De  members  will  have  razors  lyin'  handy  to  dheir  hands; 

Just  in  case  de  wenches  squalihle,  dey'll  l>e  ready  for  to  flash; 

And  every  time  dey  glisten,  den  some  coon  will  cut  a  gash; 

De  wetgoods  will  be  plenty,  Imt  you  mnst'nt  get  too  full;     *   • 

For  de  old  Kentucky  liquor  don't  agree  w id  nigger  wool; 

Oh,  glory,  Hannah,  shake  your  hoof,  shove  np  de  line  now  do; 

Don't  cliarge  no  pay,  come,  git  away  to  de  barbers'  barbecue.— CAona. 

Den  come  and  jine  de  meetin",  just  place  yonr  arm  in  mine; 
Bring  all  de  pickaninnies,  promise  yon  a  happy  time; 
Oh,  Mnndy,  bring  your  honey  boy,  and  hurry  quickly  do; 
Don't  miss  de  sage  and  onions  at  de  barbers'  t)(iri>ecne; 
Den  git  a  move  on,  chillin,  come  and  shake  your  bones  and  dnst; 
Bring  on  your  appetite  and  eat  and  drink  until  yon  bnet; 
Ob,  Lindy,  smack  your  liver  lips;  don't  wait  to  tie  your  shoe; 
Come  fill  your  face  wid  possum  at  de  barbers'  barbecue.— (7 Aorw. 


^  •  » 


— Well  Punished. — It  is  a  mistake  to  presume  upon  the  misfor- 
tunes of  others,  as  the  following  story  shows.  A  gentleman  who 
had  been  afflicted  with  deafness,  returned  home  from  a  visit  to 
the  city,  and  soon  after  went  to  call  upon  a  lady  of  his  acquaint- 
ance. He  found  her  at  home,  and  with  her  a  cousin  of  hers  who 
was  paying  her  a  visit.  The  hostess  received  him  with  politeness, 
and  introduced  him  to  her  cousin,  but  to  the  introduction  she 
added,  in  a  perfectly  audible  tone,  "  He's  a  good  man  enough,  but 
he's  terribly  stupid  and  as  deaf  as  a  post."  The  gentleman 
colored.  "  I  may  be  stupid,"  lie  said,  "  but  I  am  no  longer  as 
as  deaf  as  a  post,  for  I  have  been  cured  during  my  absence,  and  I 
can  hear  as  well  as  anybody."  It  is  needless  to  say  that  the  call 
was  rather  awkward  after  this  opening. 


^'Wfcwv. 
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Words  and  Muxic  by  Bonnie  Thornton. 


or  all  the  dainty  tnaitlens  that  yoa've  heard  aboat  in  song 
I've  got  the  sweetest  Utile  uirl  in  all  ilie  throng; 
Her  eye  reflects  her  loviiii;  heart,  there's  sunshine  in  her  smile; 
Siuce  I  met  Nellie  I  uiu  huppy  all  the  while. 

CUORUS. 

For  I'm  the  boy  for  Nellie,  and  Nellie  she  snits  me, 
So,  like  an  iingel  in  her  sweet  simplicity. 
Her  smile  is  ever  sunny,  she's  ail  on  earili  I  prize; 
If  there  is  a  Heaven,  I  have  seen  it  ill  her  ejes. 

Her  cheeks  are  like  twin  roses  In  the  splendor  of  their  bloom, 
And  fairt'sr  flovvt^rs  sei-in  to  envy  their  perfume: 
But  when  she  said,  '-Jim,  I  am  yours,"  I  heard  love's  swet-test  tune; 
Then  I  l&iss«d  Nellie  dear  beneath  the  harvest  moorx.— Chorus. 


A  Kiss  Was  the  Cause  of  It  All.. 
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Words  and  Musio  by  Gussie  L.  Davis.' 


They  were  swecf  henrts  when  at  school,  that's  the  way  the  story  goes, 

And  from  rliildhood  lovfd  each  other.  Jack  and  Kate: 
It  would  fill  their  hearts  with  joy,  when  a  little  girl  and  t>oy. 

To  write  each  other  letters  on  a  slate. 
But  years  put  them  apart,  another  won  Kate's  heart, 

And  one  summer's  day  made  her  a  loving  wife. 
They  lived  happy  for  a  while,  life  was  all  a  dream,  a  smile. 

Then  they  quarrelled  and  they  parte>l  for  life. 

Chorus. 

A  kiss  was  the  canse  of  It  nil— a  wife,  broken-hearted,  doth  yearn; 

A  liiile  tot  asking  of  muninia  each  day,  "  Will  ever  my  papa  return? " 

Vain  jealousy  prompted  a  heart,  those  bitter  words  not  to  recall; 

'Tie  jusi  pride  and  anger  that  keeps  them  apart— a  kiss  was  the  cause  of  it  all. 

To  the  cottage  door  one  day  Jack  returned  from  far  away, 

Kate  greets  him  with  a  welcome  and  a  kiss; 
Tiieii  lie  folds  tier  to  bis  breast,  she,  the  uirl  he  once  loved  best. 

But  footsteps  bieak  the  silent  dream  of  bliss. 
Her  liusbiiiid  he  appears,  now  harsh  words  greet  their  ears. 

And  in  anger  he  will  not  let  them  esplain. 
Just  one  error,  one  mistake,  just  throuifh  old  acquaintaoce'e  sake, 

They  have  parted  now  to  ne'er  meet  again. —  Chorus. 


YEARS    AG-Q. 
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Words  by  Ella  Wootls.    Music  by  Theo.  H.  Northrup. 

It  seems  bat  yesterday  we  parted,  thouL'h  'twas  many  years  aso; 
Tenderly  and  broken-hearteil,  wilh  such  frief  as  youth  may  know. 
It  was  more  than  friend  or  brother,  siie  nt<8Ured  me  thro'  her  tears; 
She  could  never  love  another,  thus  she  vowed  at  twenty  years. 
That  was  many  years  ago,  oh,  so  maiiv  years  auo; 
But  to-night  my  heart  is  thrilling  with  the  love  of  years  ago. 

A  woman's  love  endnres  forever,  so  they  say,  but  men  forcet; 

She  could  chanue,  hut  I  could  never,  I  have  kept  my  promise  yet. 

But  this  very  day  I  met  her,  stately,  cold,  with  snowy  hair. 

And  my  heart  could  ne'er  forget  her,  though  she  gave  me  but  a  stare. 

That  was  many  years  ago,  oh,  so  many  years  ago; 

But  to-night  luy  heart  is  thrilling  with  the  love  of  years  ago. 


■    »%> 


I   NEVER    COULD    UNDERSTAND. 
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The  Poor  Little  Country  Maid. 
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By  James  Thornton. 


I  will  sing  yon  a  song,  and  it  won't  he  very  long, 
'Bout  a  maiden  sweet,  and  she  never  would  do  wrong; 
..    Ev'ry  one  said  she  was  pretty,  she  was  Dot  long  in  the  city, 
All  alone,  oh,  what  a  pity— poor  little  maid. 

Chorus. 
She  never  saw  the  sttcets  of  Cairo,  on  the  Midway  she  bad  never  strayed, 
She  never  saw  the  kutcliy,  kutcliy— poor  little  country  maid. 

She  went  oat  one  night,  did  this  innocent  divine, 
■  With  a  nice  young  nitm,  who  invited  lier  to  dine. 
Now  he's  sorry  that  he  met  lier,  and  he  never  will  forget  her; 
In  the  future  ue'll  know  better— poor  little  maid. 

Chorus. 
She  never  saw  the  streets  of  Cairo,  on  the  Midway  she  had  never  strayed. 
She  never  saw  the  kutcliy,  kutcliy— poor  little  country  maid. 

She  was  engaged  as  a  picture  for  to  pose. 

To  appear  eacli  nit;ht  in  abbreviiited  clollies. 

All  the  dudes  were  in  a  flurrv,  for  to  catch  her  they  did  harry; 

One  who  caoglit  her  now  is  sorry— poor  little  maid. 

Cnonus. 

She  was  mnch  fairer  far  than  Trilby— lots  of  more  men  sorry  will  be 
If  they  don't  try  to  keep  away  from  this  poor  little  country  maid. 


Words  and  JIu»lc  by  w.  P.  Chase. 


Tliere  are  many  strange  things  in  the  drama  of  life 

Which  I  never  could  understand, 
Tliere  are  customs  now  ancient  and  customs  still  rife, 

Wlilcli  I  never  could  nudersiaiid; 
For  instance,  you'll  see  a  young  man  on  the  street. 
All  dressed  in  the  latest  style,  looking  so  neat; 
How  he  does  it  on  BJkl'ry  of  seven  a  week^ 

I  never  could  understand. 
I  never  conld  iinderstaml  just  why  some  thincs  are  so; 
Ev'ry  day  of  the  year  I  find  things  more  queer, 

Things  I  never  could  understand. 

Just  why  oar  bald  beads  always  take  the  front  row, 

I  never  could  understand, 
And  why  living  pictures  are  so  much  the  "go," 

I  never  could  understand. 
Just  why,  when  a  baby  wakes  up  In  the  night, 
It  takes  such  a  uhoulish  and  llendish  delight 
In  making  its  papa  say  things  which  aren't  right, 

I  never  could  underslaud. 

How  the  ballet  can  make  oar  old  maids  look  so  yoaoK, 

I  never  conld  understand: 
Wliy  a  few  dozen  more  of  book  agents  aren't  bung, 

I  never  could  understand. 
Just  wliy,  when  a  woman  is  oat  in  the  wet, 
And  raises  her  skirt  just  a  wee  Utile  bit. 
All  men  will  endeavor  a  clear  sight  to  get — 

I  never  could  understand. 

Jast  why  men  from  Kansas  refuse  to  wear  socks,        ' 

I  never  could  understand; 
Why  Hebrews  net  mad  when  you  yell  "Sheenie  Mox," 

I  never  could  understand. 
The  women  are  wielding  a  powerful  pen, 
Declaring  all  work  should  be  open  to  them; 
But  why  they  Insist  that  typewriters  be  men, 

I  never  could  uuderstaud.  .  ^ 

Why  "Hnhble"  won't  eat  when  his  wife  makes  the  bread, 

I  never  could  understand; 
Why  an  Irishman  so  loves  to  bit  at  a  head, 

I  never  could  understand. 
Why  kissing's  considered  eft  awful  a  sin,  .     . 

Wliy  Willie,  when  feeling  her  breath  on  his  Chin, 
Will  get  so  ilustrated  when  papa  steps  in, 

I  never  could  uuderstaud. 

Why  plumbers  are  never  admitted  in  Heaven, 

I  never  could  understand; 
Why  hull  docs  are  always  so  hungry  at 'Icvcu, 

I  never  could  understand. 
One  night  I  had  been  with  my  girl  to  a  dance: 
We  were  parting,  when  suddenly  I  caught  a  glance 
Of  doggie- just  why  he  so  fancied  my  pants, 

I  never  could  understand. 

How  aldermen  always  grow  wealthy  so  quick, 

I  never  could  understmul; 
Why  the  first  cigar  makes  a  yonng  man,  oh,  so  sWk, 

I  never  conld  underSlnnd. 
Why  the  bicycle  riders  assume  such  a  liunip. 
Why  the  muther-in-law  is  considered  a  chump. 
Why  a  man  like  Jim  Weaver  e'er  took  to  the  stump, 

I  never  could  understand. 

Why  the  Mayor  of  this  city  wears  three-dollar  panU, 

I  never  could  underi>tand; 
Why  a  woman  goes  shopping  with  only  ten  ceutti 

I  never  could  understand. 
She'll  enter  the  door  in  a  millionaire  way. 
Price  laces  and  velvets,  and  hours  will  stay. 
Then  tell  them  she'll  come  a^ain  some  other  day^«  -         >. 

She'n  a  thing  I  can  not  understand. 
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SWEET    MAY    MoFARLUM. 


Copyright,  IS«6,  by  H.  V.  Keeiian. 


Tha  Word.  aaJ  Hnilo  of  this  Bonfr,  aiTAntred  for  the  pUno,  win  be  Mnt  to  tmy  md- 
tf ra**,  post-paid,  on  r«c«lpt  of  *0  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  tnr  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  W«hm«n,130A  138  Park  Row,  New  York:  or85A87E.  Madison  St, Cblcafo. 
Write  to  eitliw  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalomie  of  Snnirs,  Sonv  Book*, 
Sbeet  Mualc,  Oennaa  Soog  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  OUmore  &  Leonard. 


There's  a  sweet  girl  I  love.  May  McParlnm,  her  eyes  are  a  heavenly  bine; 
Her  clieekjs  are  like  the  roses,  her  thouKbts  are  pure  and  true; 
Her  ey«s  tbev  glisten  like  diamoiids,  Iter  teeth  are  a  pure,  p«arly  white; 
Each  morniuK  and  evening  I  meet  her,  she's  my  heart's  delight. 

Chords. 
Swaet  May  McFarlnm,  she  lives  In  Harlem; 

I  go  to  see  her;  it's  my  only  Joy; 
Boys  at)d  girls  together  18  otir  choicest  pleasure. 

Together  iu  the  parlor,  siugiug  sweet  "  Rob  Boy." 

Now  Johnny  Jones  sings  tenor,  he  has  a  lovely  voice; 

He  keeps  compauy  with  Lizzie  Farley,  she  is  bis  oul^  choice; 

Their  selections  are  all  classic,  their  voices  sweetly  ring, 

*Tis  a  golden  hour  of  pleasure  just  to  bear  them  sing:—  Chorut. 


SWEET     EILLEEN. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCT,  by  Henry  J-  Wehman. 


The  Words  and  Hnslo  of  this  Sonpr,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre««,  post-paid,  na  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehm-Mi.lSO  &  132  Vark  Kow,  NVw  York;  or  S5&  R7"E.  Msdlson  Rt, Chicago. 
Writ*  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  far  Free  Catalofrue  of  Songs,  Song  B0OK% 
Bkeat  lloaia,  Q«nnan  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 


Let  others  tell  of  sweethearts  true. 

Let  others  sing  of  beauty  rare, 
Let  others  dream  of  eyes  so  blue. 
And  lovely,  curly,  golden  hair; 
My  love  has  not  an  angel  face. 

Her  eyes  do  not  like  starlight  gleam, 
8be  lias  not  fairy  form  or  grace. 
Yet  I  love  her,  my  sweet  Eilleen. 
Chords. 
.   Sweet  Eilleen,  of  you  I  dream; 
Sweet  Eilleen,  I'll  love  you  ever, 
Naught  onr  life  or  love  can  sever^ 
Vy  own  colleen,  my  sweet  Eilleen. 

Her  henrt  is  mine— what  more  care  I; 

She's  just  the  girl  will  e'er  be  true— 
To  grant  a  wish  of  hers  I'd  die; 

I'll  be  her  slave  my  whole  life  through; 
We'll  take  the  rough  road  with  the  smooth. 

And  live  contented  and  serene; 
II  wealth  departs,  I  still  liave  love, 

AacI  that  the  love  of  my  Eilleen.— CAoriM. 


Sing  Me  Those  Pretty  Songs  Again. 

Copyright,  ItM.  by  Will  H.  Kennedy,  Agt.    Entered  at  Stationer*'  Hail,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Publlabed  by  permlseion  ot  the  Kennedy  Publishing  House,  through  Mr.  Wm.  Barry. 

The  Words  and  MurIo  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  bs  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehmnn,  130*  1S2  Park  Row,  New  York:  or  85  A  87  E.  Mndlnon  St.Chlcaaro. 
Write  to  either  on«)  of  ttie  above  addresses  for  Free  Cotalogue  of  Sonirn,  Sone  Books, 
Sheet  Musle,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


DAHLING-S    OF    SOCIETY. 

Send  for  Free  Catalof^e  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Rooka,  Fortune  "TeSU 
era.  Trick  Books,  Recitation  Bookn,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books.  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irioh  Song  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement,  Sheet  Muslo,  elO., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  &  ISS  Paric  Kow,  New  York;  or  86  &  87  £.  Madison  St., Chicago, 

,  We  are  darlings  of  society, 

We  are  fin  de  slecle  In  our  style;  /    ■ 

^  ; . '   We  are  solemn  in  oar  manner,  for  we  follow  ftBtaion'a  banner, 
And  it's  very  ontre  form  for  one  to  smile. 
-    In  our  dressings  we  are  lip  to  date, 
:  S;      Rather  English  in  the  way  we  walk: 

~  At  the  opera  we  will  chatter,  for  the  singing  doesn't  matter 
To  the  swells  who  go  there  just  to  talk. 
We  never  toil  nor  do  we  spin,  for  naught  bat  pleasure  care  a  pin. 

Cbordb. 
We  are  darlings  of  society. 

We  are  fin  de  siecle  in  our  style; 
We  are  solemn  in  our  manner,  for  we  follow  fashion's  banner, 
,   •     And  it's  very  outre  form  to  smile.— Z>anc«. 

We  never  had  to  earn  a  cent. 
For  our  cash  papa  snppiiee,  you  see; 
'      So  as  lung  as  he  will  give  It,  wliy,  our  lazy  lives  we'll  live  it, 
:'  For  it  suits  us  just  as  nice  as  nice  can  tie. 

We  are  as  useful  as  the  liuiterfly. 
We  flutter  with  no  care  or  fuss. 
For  we're  the  glass  of  fushion  and  the  rage  and  the  sensation; 
Yon  will  seek  In  vain  for  flies  on  ub.— Chorut. 


MY     PAULINE 

Copyright,  189S.  by  A.  A.  Hnrgren. 


The  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  oent^:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO*  132  Park  Row,  N»-w  York;  or  85  &  87  K.  Mixllnon  St.,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Sodk  Booka, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Joke  Books,  ate. 


Words  and  Music  by  A.  A.  Hurgren. 


Summer  has  its  roses  red  and  its  violets  blue; 

8t>ringtinie  brings  its  eoiig  birds  sweet,  wakening  echoes  new; 

I  love  those  summer  days  and  skies  serene;  • 

I'm  happy  as  a  king  with  my  Pauline.  -   *   ' 

CnoBtis. 
Oh,  Pauline,  the  best  of  all  the  rest,  tlie  merriest  girl  I  know: 
Her  step  like  a  fairy,  light  and  airy,  heart  pure  as  falling  snow; 
No  riches  would  be  temptation  to  me,  to  tell  such  sweet  love,  I  ween; 
Though  misfortuue  come.  111  love  but  one,  and  that  is  my  own  Pauline. 

When  songsters  chirp  good-night,  and  care  is  gone. 
Love  comes  to  reign  supreme  in  our  dear  home; 
-After  all  our  fireside  briKht  means  more,  I  ween, 
Thau  all  the  summer  flowers,  my  own  Pauline.- C7Aoru«. 

Cold  winter's  icy  blast  will  come  some  day. 

And  in  the  starry  night  l>ear  one  away; 

But  I  shall  ne'er  forget  that  springtime  green. 

When  yoa  were  by  my  side,  my  sweet  Pauline.— C/toru*. 


C_-' 


THE    BAND    PLAYED    ON. 

Oopyriffht,  U96,  bjr  The  New  York  Music  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  Loudon. 

All  rights  reserved. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy. 
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Sing  me  those  pretty  songs  again,  love, 

That  yoa  used  to  sing  ill  happy  days  of  old, 
When  our  fond  love  was  in  its  youth,  dear. 

And  our  silv'ry  locks  were  bright  and  shining  gold; 
In  mem'ry  oft  I  wander  by  the  same  old  stream. 

And  In  wusic  sweet  methinks  1  hear  you  sny: 
Down  by  a  little  rnnning  brook  I  first  saw  Maggie  May, 
My  Utile  Witching  Maggie,  Maggie,  singing  all  the  day; 
And  how  I  love  her  none  can  tell— ray  little  Maggie  May, 
Down  in  the  church-yard  near  the  hill,  love. 

Is  a  little  mound  by  both  of  us  held  dear; 
Oft,  though  the  years  have  passed  and  gone,  love. 

Is  her  mem'ry  kept  by  many,  many  a  tear; 
The  sweet  childish  graces  in  our  hearts  are  gieen. 

And  in  memory  yoa  often  love  to  mourn: 
Gone  to  join  the  angels,  peaceful  evermore, 

Emnty  is  the  cradle,  baby's  gone;  ' 

Baby  left  her  cradle  for  the  golden  shore. 

O'er  the  silv'ry  waters  she  liMS  flown; 
Goin  to  join  the  angels,  pt-aceful  everymore,    \ 

Empty  is  the  cradle,  baby's  goue. 

Don't  yon  remember  long  ago,  love, 

When  our  country's  call  first  took  me  from  yonr  side. 
Off  to  the  wars  you  bade  me  go,  love; 

Though  I  scarce  could  leave  my  young  and  blushing  bride. 
The  bugle  sounded  louder  and  I  could  not  stay. 

As  you  hang  upon  my  breast  I  heard  yoa  sigh: 
I  woaJd  not  leave  thee,  but  I  must;  . 

Oo*d-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye;   :.•:'  '' 

Ooa4-b]ie,  sweetheart,  good-bye;     . ;  •.-.;■.• 

Qort-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye.    ■'■...■:'■.     ■    '"'■. 
I  would  not  leave  thee,  but  I  must;  />  '  ■  , 

GQ«4*bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye.  ^  V'  .?,.- 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  t>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman, ISO  *  132  Park  Row,  NVw  York;  or  85*  87  E.  Mocllfon  St., Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cntaloirue  of  Songs.  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Boulu,  etc. 


Words  by  John  F.  Palmer.    Music  by  Charles  B.  Ward. 

Matt  Casey  formed  a  social  Club  that  beat  the  vorld  for  Style, 

And  hired  for  a  meeting  place  a  ball; 
When  pay-day  came  around  eucli  week,  they'd  greased  the  floor  with  wax. 

And  danced  with  noise  and  viiror  at  the  ball: 
Each  Saturday  you'd  see  them  dreei<ed  up  in  Sunday  clothes. 

Each  lad  would  have  his  sweetheart  by  his  side: 
When  Casey  led  the  first  grand  march  the  rest  would  fall  in  line 

Behind  the  man  who  was  their  joy  and  pride— for 

.  Chorus. 

Casey  would  waltz  with  a  strawberry  blonde. 

And  the  band  played  on; 
He'd  glide  'cross  the  floor  with  the  girl  he  adored. 
And  the  band  played  on: 
i  But  his  brain  was  so  loaded  it  nearly  exploded, 

■\  .  The  poor  girl  would  shiike  with  alarm; 

He'd  ne'er  leave  the  girl  with  the  strawlierry  curia. 
And  the  band  played  on. 

Such  kissing  In  the  corner  and  snch  whisp'ring  in  the  hall. 

And  telling  tales  of  love  behind  the  stairs; 
As  Cacey  was  tbWavorite  and  he  that  ran  the  ball,    !-;    '. 

Of  kissing  and  love-makint:  did  his  share; 
At  twelve  o'clock  exactly  they  all  would  fall  in  line. 

Then  march  down  to  the  dining  hall  and  eat; 
But  Casey  would  not  join  them,  although  every  thing  was  fine. 

But  he'd  stayed  up-stairs  and  exercise  his  feet — tor— Vhorut. 

Now  when  the  dance  was  over  and  the  band  played  "Home,  sweet  home," 

They  played  a  tune  at  Casey's  own  request; 
He'd  thank' them  very  kindly  for  the  favors  they  had  shown;  ,._ 

Then  he'd  waltz  once  witli  the  girl  that  he  loved  best;  --  -i.     ' 

'Most  all  the  friends  are  married  that  Casey  used  to  kuow. 

And  Casey,  too,  has  taken  him  a  wife; 
The  blonde  he  used  to  waltz  and  glide  with  on  the  ball-room  floor. 

Is  happy  Missis  Casey  now  for  life— for—  Chorut. 
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CAN'T    GET    OVER    A    WOMAN. 


Suug  only  bjr  Hn.  Tiios.  J.  Rtoq- 


I- 
it. 


Bend  for  Free  C»«alotrie  of  Sonir  Bookn,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
•ra,  Trick  Books,  Recitation  Bookn,  Pennv  nullfiils,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Scamp  Speeches,  IrlHh  Sour  Bunks,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  AiiniNeinent,  Sheft  Music,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  130  A  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  85 &  87  E.  Madition  St., Chicago. 

Some  men  seem  to  think,  since  creation  begun, 

TImt  a  woman  wns  mude  for  a  tool; 
.    ,     Bat  the  man  wlio  would  cherish  aucli  notions  as  these, 

Is  not  very  far  from  a  fool; 
If  yon  tiiinlt  to  conjure  the  gentler  sex. 

No  matter  Iwj  the>  old  or  young. 
Just  gl^an  information,  and  find  out  the  way 

To  stop  all  the  force  of  her  tongue. 

Chouub. 
For  she  will  call  yon  a  duck  and  a  darling,  and  eive  you  n  gtMitle  sqnccze; 
You  liiiow  the  way  a  woman  can  smile  when  a  niun  she  wants  to  pleuae; 
She  will  smooth  you  gently  down  the  fuce.  lovingly  wink  her  eye; 
Yon  cau't  gel  over  a  woman,  my  boys,  no  matter  bow  bard  you  try. 

Now  the  good  that  a  woman  can  do  for  a  man, 

I  am  sure  you  cannot  calculate; 
8be  will  puzzle  her  bruins  to  invent  a  great  plan        ~~ 

To  keep  you  from  stopping  out  lute; 
She  will  tell  yon  such  nice  little  innocent  tales, 

And  take  care  she  does  not  get  rash: 
Then  if  she  wants  to  coux  you,  she'll  find  out  the  way 

To  relieve  you  of  all  your  spare  cabb.—  CAorM#. 


ONLY    A    LOVING    KISS. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wchman. 

Tha  Words  and  Mnsic  i>f  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to.any  ad- 
dreM,  poot-iiald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  nther  Snnirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  132  Park  Row.  New  York;  or  85  A  87  E.  MRcllson  St., Chicago. 
Write  to  eltlmr  one  of  the  ab>re  addresses  for  Free  Cntalogue  of  Songs,  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Uernion  Song  Buuka,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Geo.  Dittmar.    Music  by  Louis  DIttmar. 

There  i»  something  that  you  want  to  tell  me,  love, 

I  Clin  read  it  in  your  eyes; 
None,  shall  know  our  secret  but  the  stars  above 

ThAt  ure  twinkling  in  the  sky. 
Won't  you  tell  me,  will  you  not  confide  in  meT 

True  fricndti  always  should  agree; 
Dave  I  guesseil  your  little  secret 

That  you  really  care  for  me f 

j  Chorus. 

Only  a  loving  kiss  her  answer  that  she  gave  me. 
Only  a  gentle  sigh,  her  secret  It  did  tell; 

Only  a  tender  look,  oar  hearts  were  then  united. 
Only  a  fond  caress  from  her  I  love  bo  well. 

Yon  have  told  me  In  a  loving  kiss  to-night 

More  than  many  words  express; 
Let  me,  darling,  fold  you  in  my  aims  once  more. 

And  your  loving  form  caress. 
Won't  you  let  me  hear  your  answer  once  again. 

Say  that  nothing  us  will  part? 
Only  let  me  hear  your  gentle  voice  exclaim: 

"I  am  yours,  my  own  sweetheart."— CAorw*. 


THIS    IS    UNEXPECTED. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  MUler. 
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Tlin  other  night,  to  my  delight,  my  friend  says,  won't  yon  come 
Alont;  with  me,  two  girU  to  see,  iind  huve  a  good  niglit's  fun; 
Just  down  tlu:  street,  and  there  we'll  meet  these  darling  girls  so  gay; 
Now  don't  say  no,  but  come  uud  go— so,  of  course,  I  huU  to  say : 

CnoKrs. 
This  is  unexpected.  It's  really  unexpected, 

For  Jack,  my  friend,  was  never  known  to  take  to  girls  before; 
Oayly  1  reflected,  hi«  offer  1  accepted. 
And  Ibis  surprise  to  me,  indeed,  was  really  unexpected. 

Soon  my  friend  introduced  me  then  nnto  each  darling  MIsa, 
And  to  a  chair  I  led  one  where  we'd  talk  in  p>erfect  bliss, 
But  soon  she  said,  I'm  'most  afraid  you  want  to  kiss  me,  sir; 
Oh,  no,  says  I— well  won't  you  try— so,  of  course,  I  said  to  her: 

Chorhs. 
This  is  unexjiected,  it's  really  unexpected; 
For  such  a  uirl  as  she,  indeed,  I  never  met  before; 
Gayly  I  reflected,  her  offer  was  accepted; 
Slie  didn't  seem  to  mind  it  much  when  she  got  what  she  expected. 

The  evening  passed  with  many  a  glass,  and  nnm'rons  other  things; 
The  girls  drank  port,  we'd  lots  of  sport,  the  darling  little  things; 
Then  midst  our  fun,  papa  had  come  lioine  from  his  lodge  quite  gay. 
Then  through  the  door  we  went,  both  sore,  which  made  us  swear  and  say : 

CnontTS. 
This  is  nnexnected,  wholly  unex|)ected, 
Por  Jack  ana  I  we  got  it  where  we  ne'er  got  It  before; 
Sadly  I  reflected,  we  never  once  expected 
Tliat  dad  was  up  and  ont  so  late,  then  come  home  unexpected. 


LITTLE    MARY    ANN. 
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Words  by  Oeo.  F.  Dittmar.    Music  by  Louis  Dittmar. 


In  a  moss-covered  cottage  that  stands  on  the  hill  dwells  my  little  Mary  Ann; 
Last  night  I  proposed,  but  to  me  she  said:  "  Have  patience,  my  dear,  if  you  can.' 
I  wailed  patiently  for  you,  my  heart  belongs  to  thee. 
For  can't  you  see  that  patieuce  and  ine  no  longer  will  agieef  .  -      - 

Cborub. 

My  little  sweetheort,  give  to  me  your  hand; 

You're  always  teasing  as  no  one  ever  can. 
Time  it  is  flying,  fi  r  you  I'm  sighing. 

My  own  sweetheart,  little  Mury  Ann. 

I  know  tbat  your  father  and  mother  will  miss  their  dear  little  Mary  Ann; 
But  when  we  are  wed  and  settled  in  life  we'll  visit,  whenever  we  can, 
Tliat  little  cottage  on  the  hill,  yonr  home  of  childhood  days; 
You  will  agree,  my  darling,  with  me — true  love  finds  many  ways. —  Chorut, 

I  will  make  life  worth  living  if  you  will  consent  to  be  my  darling  wife; 
I'll  strive  very  hard,  that  yon  may  enjoy  tlie  pleasure  and  comfort  in  life; 
And  when  old  age  comes  creeping  on,  together  we  will  stand 
Until  the  day  that  we're  culleu  away,  true  lovers  band-iu-haud.— CAoruf. 


WILL    I    EVER    SEE 
MY    MOTHERS    FACE    AGAIN? 
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Words  by  J.  U.  Ritzheimer.    Music  by  C.  R.  Muller. 


How  often  do  I  sit,  just  before  the  lights  are  lit, 

And  memories  of  home  I  fondly  dream. 
And  I'm  once  again  a  lad,  racing  thro'  the  field  like  mad. 

Or  lying  'neath  the  willow  by  the  stream; 
My  cottage  home  is  still  in  the  shadow  of  the  bill, 

Just  a  step  beyond  the  siile  down  in  the  lane, 
Tben  I  suddenly  awake,  for  I  feel  my  heart  will  break—  ■   '  - 

Ab,  could  I  see  my  mother's  face  again. 

Chorvs.  '  . 

Could  I  but  see  my  mother's  face  again,  » 

I  ne'er  would  cause  her  sorrow,  care  or  pain; 
What  joy  'twould  be  to  me,  her  dear  old  face  to  Bee^ 
Will  I  ever  see  my  mother's  face  again? 

I've  traveled  many  miles,  but  the  thonght  of  ber  dear  smile 

Has  cheered  my  lonely  pilgrimage  for  me; 
Now  my  weary  head  I'd  rest  'gainst  my  mother's  loving  breast. 

Then  once  again  at  perfect  peace  I'd  be. 
But  an  exile  from  my  home  doom'd  tliis  great  wide  world  to  roam; 

My  longing  and  my  prajers  are  all  in  vain. 
For  a  letter  to  me  read,  "  Your  mother  dear  is  dead." 

Will  1  ever  see  my  mother's  face  again f-CAoru*.  - 
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YOU  DON'T  FIND    A    GIRL    LIKE 
MY    GIRL    EVERY    DAY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 


No  singer  sang  of  a  girl  half  so  fair, 

Or  as  sweet  us  my  girl  Leunore; 
No  i>oet  e'er  dreamed  of  a  beauty  so  rare 

As  possessed  by  the  girl  I  adore. 
There  is  no  heart  so  true,  there  are  no  eyes  so  blue. 

There  is  no  girl  with  face  so  divine; 
I  gave  her  a  ring  the  first  moment  I  knew 

That  ber  heart  would  beat  happy  with  mine. 

RETRAtM. 

Por— You  don't  find  a  girl  like  my  girl  every  day,' 

And  it's  no  fault  of  mine,  she  stole  my  heart  away; 
She's  like  the  ditiinond  pure  and  white. 
True  as  tlie  stars  that  shine  so  bright. 
And  yon  don't  flud  a  girl  like  my  girl  every  day. 

'Tis  trne  that  she's  poor,  but  she's  pure  just  the  same- 
Yes,  pure  as  the  gold  from  the  ore; 

She'll  bring  me  no  fortune  when  she  takes  my  name. 
And  our  hearts  beat  es  one  ever  more; 

But  with  Irer  by  my  side,  down  life's  river  we'll  glide — 
What  happiness  for  ns  in  store. 

What  care  we  for  fortnne  with  love  as  onr  guide — 
'Twill  be  heaven  with  my  Leanore.— .St/rain. 
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,  GRACE    O'MOORE  ;, 
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By  Max  S.  Witt.    ArraoKed  by  O.  M.  Rosenberg. 


I  know  a  dear  Httle  maiden,  whose  name  Is  Grace; 
She  lias  a  pretty,  bewitcbiug,  Bweet,  smiling  face; 
When  yon  have  seen  her,  you  all  with  me  will  agree 
Tbat  ne'er  before  have  you  seen  biicIi  a  queen  aa  she; 
She's  pure  as  tbe  lilies,  modest  in  form  and  fiice— 
Who  could  not  love  her,  my  own  little  darlc-eyed  Grace. 

Chobub. 
Grace  O'Hoore  Is  tlie  girl  I  love, 
True  to  me  she  is  as  the  Bturs  above; 
If  you  roam  this  wide  world  o'er,  . 

Not  a  giri  can  equal  taer,  my  Grace  O'Moore. 

Tes,  Bhe  lias  promised  my  own  little  wife  to  be. 

That  makes  me  tiappy,  for  uo  greater  boon  to  me; 

Her  truest  love  I  have  won,  I  can  proudly  say; 

And  to  the  future  I  now  look  without  dismay; 

Though  skies  may  o'ershadow,  boding  ill  winds  and  rain. 

We  will  be  happy,  for  sunshine  mast  come  again.— CAoru«. 


THERE'S  ALWAYS    A  WELCOME 
FROM    GRANDMA. 
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Words  and  Hu«io  by  Herbert  H.  Taylor. 


Oft  when  a  boy,  how  my  heart  leaped  with  Joy 

When  I  went  to  spend  the  summer-time  at  grandma's; 

There  was  a  charm  in  that  home  on  the  farm, 

And  the  kind  and  loving  face  that  met  me  there; 

As  she  sat  in  her  chair,  with  her  face  so  sweet  and  fair. 

And  knitted  tlie  stockings  that  we  children  used  to  wenr, 

Bhe  would  look  at  ine  and  eniile,  and  with  heart  so  free  from  guile. 

Say,  "  You'll  always  find  a  welcome  here  at  grandma's." 

Chorus. 
There's  not  a  single  token  of  cherished  ties  now  broken, 
But  that  erecting  I  remember  in  the  old  home  on  the  farm; 
Though  all  hope  was  bereft  me,  and  trusted  friends  hnd  left  me. 
There  was  stilia  kindly  welcome  there  from  grandma. 

Life  is  a  game,  where  the  strngcle  for  fame 

Often  causes  many  bitter  liisappointments;  '•.';. 

Nolxwly  knows  how  soon  friends  may  be  foes,  ■.  .^     " 

And  discouragements  are  met  on  every  hand; 

TlioUKh  it's  long  years  ago,  I  can  ne'er  forget,  I  know. 

The  kind  words  of  counsel  that  dear  grandma  gave  to  me: 

"  If  you  work  with  might  and  main,  soon  the  sun  will  shine  again, 

And  the  cloads  will  break  away,  I  know,"  said  grandma.— C7Aon<«. 
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Her  Picture  Was  There  Next  to  Mine. 
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GO    TO    SLEEP    LOVE. 

Enng  only  by  Mrs.  Thos.  J.  Ryan. 
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Close  your  eyes,  my  darling,  do  not  weep. 

But  go  to  sleep,  now  go  to  sleep: 
Loving  watch  o\;r  yonr  cradle  I  will  keep, 

8o  KO  to  sleep,  love,  po  to  sleep; 
Your  fatlier's  ship's  now  rocking  on  the  deep. 

So  go  to  sleep,  now  go  to  sleep; 
And  the  little  stars  they  peep,  while  playing  hide  and  seek, 

And  they  twinkle,  twinkle,  twinkle,  while  they  peep.   . 

Chorcs. 
Close  yonr  eyes,  darling,  go  to  sleep,  dear; 
Don't  be  afraid,  your  Lena  was  here; 
Close  yonr  eyes,  darling,  I'll  watch  over  you, 
Yu  la  he,  yu  lah  he,  oh. 

Id  the  morning  when  you  open  wide  your  eyes. 

You  must  KO  to  sleep  iio\v,  go  to  sleep; 
I  have  for  you  one  very  big  surprise. 

So  KO  to  sleep,  love,  go  to  sleep; 
I  know  where  a  stick  of  candy  lies. 

So  CO  to  sleep  now,  go  to  sleep; 
It  is  just  your  size,  and  if  you're  very  wise. 

You'll  go  to  sleep  and  wake  np  with  tbe  flies.— CAortM. 
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MY    DAD'S    THE    ENG-INEER. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Qrabam, 

We  were  none  of  us  thinking  of  danger. 

As  the  train  sped  on  in  the  ni^ht, 
*Till  the  flames  from  a  baniine  forest      ••    - 

Made  the  paBsengers  wild  with  fright. 
Then  a  tiny  maid  near  a  window,  with  a  Bmile,  said, 

"  There's  nothing  to  fear; 
I'm  sure  that  uo  hann  will  befall  you. 

My  Dad's  the  engineer."  ■' 

REFRAm. 

•'Daddy's  on  the  engine,  don't  be  afraid; 
Dxddy  knows  wlint  he  is  doing."  said  the  little  maid; 
"We'll  soon  be  out  of  danger,  don't  you  ever  fear; 
Every  one  is  safe,  because  my  Dad's  the  eogiueer." 

With  the  sparks  falling  closely  about  us. 

Thro'  the  flames  we  sped  on  so  fast. 
And  the  brave  little  maid's  father 

Bi'inight  us  thro'  the  danger  all  safe  at  lost; 
And  the  proud,  sweet  face  of  his  lassie. 

And  the  words  of  the  calm,  little  dear. 
Will  live  in  my  mem'ry  forever, 

" My  Dad's  the  engineer."— i;e/»ai». 
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KATHLEEN. 
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Written,  Composed  and  Sung  by  Helene  Mora. 


Words  and  Uuaic  by  Samuel  B.  Speck. 


Nell  and  I  had  loved  each  other,  just  abont  a  year. 
But  ne'er  a  word  of  love  we  spoke,  through  bashfalness,  I  fear; 
She'd  asked  me  for  my  photoeruph,  and  she  gave  hers  to  me, 
Bat  that  alone  was  not  enough  to  prove  that  sue  loved  me. 
One  ninht  when  I'd  made  up  my  mind  to  tell 
Her  mother  that  I  loved  her  only  daughter  Nell, 
My  bash  fulnc8S4)re vented  me,  and  nothing  could  I  say. 
Until  I  saw  an  open  book  that  on  tbe  table  lay. 
And  I  saw  that 

Chorus.  _* 

Her  picture  was  there  next  to  mine— 

'Twas  the  "  Family  Album,"  she  Bald; 
There  were  nncles.  aunts,  consins,  relations  by  dozeOB, 

Some  of  them  living  and  some  of  them  dead; 
She  blushed  as  I  looked  in  her  eye—  .  >     . 

I  saw  that  the  love  so  divine 
Was  mine  for  the  asking— in  her  smiles  now  I'm  basking. 
For  her  picture  was  there  next  to  mine. 

With  flncli  enconragement  from  Nell,  I  soon  got  very  bold— 
I  broached  a  subject  new  to  her,  and  told  the  story  old,' 
Of  love  for  one  heart  In  the  world,  and  that  belonged  to  Nell; 
She  whispered  "  yes  "  to  what  I  said,  the  rest  I'll  never  tell; 
She  told  me,  while  a  blosh  she  tried  to  hide. 
Her  mother,  jnst  for  fnn,  had  placed  ns  side  by  side; 
To  me  it  seemed  a  gentle  hint  from  her,  to  let  me  see^     ■  ••■. 
That  if  I  loved  her  truly  she'd  be  always  true  to  me,       -  r  ■    <. 
Aod  that  was  why— CAoru* 


I'm  In  love  with  a  charming  yonng  lady, 

JuBt  the  finest  yoiint!  lady  on  earth; 
i^  gem»of  the  very  first  water. 

And  I'm  proud  that  she's  Irish  by  birth; 
I  met  her  l)eneath  the  green  bower; 

I  kissed  her  and  liked  it  so  well; 
'  She  blushed  like  the  fairest  of  flowers 

That  grow  in  a  mosey  green  dell.  '  . 

Chorus. 

Kathleen,  so  fair  and  bright;  star  of  eve  and  darkest  night; 

'Mid  ehudy  lauc  and  meadow  green,  I  long  to  roam  with  sweet  Kathleen. 

Her  parents  they  boast  not  of  riches; 

Tiiey've  a  neat  little  farm  of  their  own; 
Her  father  he  dips  his  own  praties. 

And  they  live  in  the  County  Tyrone;  ■    , 

For  miles  'round  our  Kathleen  is  famous— 
'  ..■        Good  looks  and  good  nature  Serene; 
'■' ■ .  *l'ie  there  she  is  always  acknowledged 

As  the  fairest  youug  colleeu  e'er  seen.- CAoriM. 

We  are  going  to  get  married  next  Sunday, 
And  the  old  folks  will  give  IIS  away; 
"        ..         The  bells  in  the  chnrch  will  be  ringing, 
,;'»•...■..        And  the  boys  .ind  the  girls  will  be  gay; 
.•■.'.;.■  As  sure  ns  the  stars  are  above  ns, 
,.•■.•>'■>;■       My  Kathleen  will  ever  be  true;  ••v -.;;... 

And  as  from  the  church  we  are  coming. 
All  the  boys  and  the  girls  shout  hnrroo.— CAonu. 
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^uidi*  iiiid  Jill.-*!'- I>)  (lerbeit  II.  Tuylur. 

After  liiUiip,'  your  ceat  iii  the  tlivatre. 

To  wiliK'^"  Miiiio  popiilur  piny. 
Did  you  ev.T  ((.iii-c  lo  fOii»iiler, 

The  ii(toi>  «  ho'vu  hft  lie  lo-diiy, 
'Ti-*  iMii  a  liiirf  liiiic  eiiicc  you  kiuw  llii-in, 

TliiJ-c  iiu'ii  wi.o  \\<i<-  once  111!  the  rai;e; 
And  1  fancy  you  poiiietiiiuo  reiiK'iiilxr 
,  The  uieu  tUut  we  niidn  from  the  8l»i;u. 

CnoBUe. 

FiiCes  we  miss  from  the  staae,  tliose  who  were  once  nil  ihc  ras.'^; 
/  We  ctttf  uover  fori,'»"t,  uiid  we  tliiuk  with  regret,  of  the  faces  w  e  iiiiM  from  the  etaKC. 

There  \vai»  one  wiiose  appearance  each  tvcuiiiK 

Was  h.iiletl  with  llie  uihlcfl  deliHlit; 
De  coiilileil  lii^  frieiKls  t>y  the  tiioinjantl. 

They  appiaiiile(.l  liiiii  i.inlit  after  iiisjlit: 
lie  Uus  piicced  from  the  ^celie  of  ilt'e'a  action, 

Thousili  »(iared  to  enjoy  an  old  a«;e; 
And  I'm  fine  you  v>ill  ^'ay  here  this  evening, 

••  Billy  "  t'loreiice  is  missed  from  the  eia^t:.— Chorus. 

There'i"  a  very  old  friend  that  has  left  up. 

Who  took  thi*  whole  couhtry  hy  storm; 
He  ciiini;  to  the  old  gciiool  of  acting. 

So  niaiily  and  stalely  iu  form; 
Ills  pliice  IS  now  lllleil  liy  aiiollier. 

But  you  know  that  we  do  iiol  en);a|!e 
E»'ry  iliiy  a  "  Virginiiis,"  a  "  C'fesur  ''— 

Johu  McCulluuKii  id  luissed  from  the  Btaae.— Chorus. 

There's  an  actress  who's  played  in  your  city, 

And  I'm  >ure  you'll  atree,  all,  lo  tiiis — 
Her  sptcciies  were  peit,  wise,  and  witty. 

In  the  heaiiiifu:  \ilay  called  '■  M'Liss;  " 
Slie  died  far  away  in  oid  Elii;ialid, 

l-'ioin  Iwr  life  this  i-*   inly  a  paiie, 
Bui  II  does  not  taUe  ion>;  to  remind  you 

Annie  I'lxley  is  uiissed  from  the  stuKe.—  Chorus. 

'•  Colonel  Sellers,"  you  all  will  remember, 

111  a  play  of  liizht-Coiiiedy  style,  < 

Bii'  '*e  iiiiin  who  has  made  it  successful. 

Will  nr<  it  us  no  more  wit  li  his  smile; 
lie  has  made  his  last  e.Xit,  forever; 

He'd  tlu^  wisdom,    t was  »aid,  of  u  saue; 
Every  da\  this  reinaik  IS  made  Somewhere, 

"  Jvhu  T.  Uayu">nU  is  misi»ed  from  the  siaKt'."— CAorMC. 

TliertjV  a  little  souhrette  that  is  iiiissiiiu 

From  liie  siaL'e,  where  her  al>.sehce  hut  means 
Thai  sin  's  wailiiio  for  our  i>aits  lo  end  heie. 

And  will  meet  us  hehind  llie  scenes. 
When  tiiC  ^leat  ^;reen  curtain  is  roUinj; 

On  some  actress  wl.o's  now  all  the  rage, 
1  cannot  hat  think  for  a  moment 

I'aiti  Uosu  isiuisaed  from  the  stage.— 67<o>7/«. 

There's  another  who's  played  his  last  part  here. 

Anil  spoUe  his  last  line  in  earth's  scenes, 
But,  save  a  few  dear  ones  who  loved  him, 

Ilikvv  few  know  What  Ins  absence  means. 
UjH'rt  tlie  result  of  liis  labors. 

The  critics  their  warfare  wiil  wage. 
But  go  to  the  actors;  they'll  tell  you 

Baitley  Campbell  is  missed  from  the  Stage.— CAo7*u«. 

Another,  whose  name  is  immortal, 

litis  cone  to  return  nevermore; 
lie  had  p  ayed  many  parts  in  his  lifetime, 

Aiid  was  known  here  fMUii  shore  uniu  shore — 
A  mini  of  rare  genius  and  talent, 

W 
Ami 


ISO  naiiic  is  on  drama's  first  page, 
nation  is  muurniii^  his  absence— 


£(  win  Booth  is  now  missed  from  the  etagc.—  Cfiorus. 

There's  an  actor  whose  face  is  now  missint; 

From  the  stauc  where  he  once  shone  so  bright; 
Ills  SOI. us  were  a  feature  tacli  evening. 

And  they're  sinoinj;  them  somewhere  to-night. 
"  I'.ek-a-boo,"  aid  the  '   Itose  boiig,"  '■MavouinccD," 

Wi  le  once  on  a  time  a. I  the  lage. 
And  tiiey  sill!  (':*iise  all  hearts  to  remember— 

"  Bily  "  bcaulau  is  missed  from  the  atujii:. —  Chorus. 


— Woman's  first  duty  to  man  is  to  l)c  l)t'Jiiitiftil.  If  she  iiisisls 
j  n|V)ti  rioiits  slio  C!ii»  lie;  as  ugly  as  she  ploast-s  to  lie  ami  wear  the 
'/  dizziest  style  of  bloomers. — ^'cw  (Jrlaina  Picnijiuic. 

—An  Object  Of  Interest.— '  Here,"  comphiincd  the  aggrieved 
father,  "  I  have  spent  nearly  sJsl.j.OOO  on  tlmt  girl's  education  and 
now  she  goes  and  niairies  a  $'3. 500  a  year  clerk."  "  Well,"  said 
the  friend  of  the  family,  ''  isn't  iliat  all  of  1")  per  cent,  on  yotir  in- 
vestment?  What  more  tlo  you  watil'i'" — /n<littn<f})olis  Journal. 


OH!    UNCLE    JOHN.  > 

Copyritclit,  1895,  by  Fruiicis,  liuy  <£  Hunter.     Enclish  eopyrii;ht  secured. 


All  rigliUs  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Felix  McGlennon. 


Maiden  Ruth  one  day  came  into  town,  just  to  see  her  uncle  dear; 
Maidi'ii  Until  hati  on  a  girlish  uown,  nml  it  made  her  look  so  queer: 
Maiden  liiitli  had  n<ver  seen  New  York,  not  iiiilil  that  day,  poor  thiuf;. 
As  Iter  uncle  look  her  all  around,  site  begun  to  sing: 

t-'HoUI'S. 

Oh  I  Uncle  John,  Isn't  it  nice  on  Broadway; 

Oh!  Uncle  Johu,  here  I  will  remain; 
Oh!   Uncle  John,  now  that  I've  s<eii  the  Bowery, 

Life  iu  tlie  country's  awful  slow,  and  I'll  never  go  buck  nguiii. 

Uncle  John  escorted  maiden  Ruth  all  around  the  town,  with  care- 
First  he  took  her  ill)  to  Central  Park,  then  llie>  Went  to  Cliatliam  Square: 
Hlraiige  sights  niniilen  liiitli  had  wilm  sseil  from  Harlem  down  to  New  Vorl 
Every  tine  could  tell  what  pleased  her  most  by  iLie  way  she'd  say: 

Ciloufs. 
Oh  1  Uncle  John,  isn't  it  nice  Oh  Broadway; 

Oh!  Uncle  John,  here  I  will  remain; 
Oil!  Uncle  John,  now  that  I've  s»eu  the  Bowery, 
Life  ill  the  country's  aw  fill  slow,  and  I'll  never  go  back  agulii. 

Uncle  somehow  lost  her  in  the  crowd,  up  nnd  down  the  street  he  ran, 
80011  lie  found  her  happy  as  could  be,  chatting  with  a  policeman; 
Uncie  John  then  said  10  niaiileii  Ruth.  "Come  alonir."  but  Ruth  replied, 
"  1  must  kiss  that  handsome  inun  in  blue,"  so  she  did  and  cried: 

Ciiont's. 
Oh!  Uncle  John,  Isn't  it  nice  on  Broadway; 

Oh!  Uncle  John,  here  I  will  remain: 
Ob!  Ui'Cle  John,  now  ihat  I've  seen  the  Bowery, 

Life  iu  the  country's  awful  slow,  and  I'll  never  go  back  again. 


k  bay ; 


What  Could  the  Poor  Girl  Do? 

CopyrlKht,  1891,  by  Howard  <t  Co.     E.'iglish  copyriKht  Micuretl. 


All  rlKlitB  reserved. 
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Wurds  and  Musie  by  R.  Alexandra. 


While  walking  down  a  busy  thorotmhfare. 

You  6«-e  a  pretty  i;lrl,  with  oolileii  hair,  ' 

Tiippiiii;  along,  liiimminu'  a  soiig, 

As  ha]>py  as  the  birds  in  the  air. 
When  suddenly  the  ruin  it  palters  down. 

You'd  think  the  pretty  duriing  she  would  drown; 
Der  dress  holds  high  10  keep  it  dry. 

And  the  men  siare  as  she  loddle's  through  the  town: 

Ciioiti'S. 
But  what  could  the  poor  girl  dot  Boys,  w  hat  could  the  iKM>r  girl  do? 
She'd  a  pretty  little  shoe,  and  she  liUed  to  show  it,  too. 
So  1  Couldn't  blame  the  girl,  could  you? 

A  pretty  girl  in  bathing  went  one  day, 

UresseiVin  a  batliino  ^uit  of  colors  gay. 
When,  like  a  mouse,  fioui  bathinii-hoiise, 

A  thief  her  gniiiienis  stole  and  ran  away; 
She  learned  her  clothes  were  lost,  and  she  must  roam 

The  city  in  a  costume  made  for  foam; 
She  gave  a  siirh,  but  did  not  cry. 

And  then  pluckily  she  started  out  for  home.       ''   '  ' 

i'lioni's. 
But  what  conid  the  poor  girl  do?  Boys,  what  conld  the  i>oor  girl  do? 
Tlirouoh  I  he  streets  she  bad  to  scoot,  dressed  up  in  a  bathing  suit. 
So  1  couldn't  blame  the  girl,  could  you? 

Now  when  a  man  gets  married,  you'll  agree, 

At  family  work  he's  helpless  as  can  lie; 
His  wife  says,  Dan,  'most  every  man 

Assists  bis  wife,  now  wh)  don't  you  help  me? 
The  henpecked  man  consents,  but  with"*  scowl— 

At  night  he  walks  the  floor  to  baby's  howl, 
While  mamiiiH  dear,  without  a  fear. 
Says  I'll  retire,  then  hubby  starts  to  growl. 
Cuoutis. 
But  what  could  the  poor  girl  do?  Boys,  what  conld  the  poor  girl  do? 
While  the  baby  loudly  roars,  ninmnia  goes  to  sleep  and  snores. 
And  I  couldn'X  blame  the  girl,  could  you? 

A  good  ship  o'er  Dip  ocean  swiftly  sped. 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly  overhead. 
The  caiitain  and  a  maiileii  grand 

Stood  on  the  deck,  w  ben  sinldenly  he  said: 
Now  from  your  pretty  liiw  I'll  take  a  sip. 
Or  else  this  boat  has  seen  its  Unal  trip. 
Unless  I  kiss  yon,  pretty  MUs, 
All  lives  aboard  are  lost,  I'll  sink  the  ship. 
«'Mom-s. 
Now  what  could  the  poor  (,irl  do?  Boys,  what  conld  the  poor  girl  do? 
Now  she's  very  mnch  adored,  she  saved  all  the  lives  on  board, 
And  I  couldn't  blame  the  girl,  could  you? 
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ONE    CENT    E^CH. 


1 


1  BabrmltM 

a  Bucnanedncat!(H>^«aiB7lfai7AiiB 

i  Auld  ijLng  Syne  ' 

i  Ella  R»^  i     ■  • 

6  Old  cabin  hoTn«  } 

6  Little  oiira  at  horn*  I 

7  Old  black  Jo©  ' 
I  Home,  sweet  horn*  I 
9  Larboard  watob  I 

10  BJanv  can  help  ono 

11  Killariify 

U  Sv«  ttuxt  my  trrave's  kept  gr*m 

13  Qraiidfatlier's  clock 
li  EmMiet's  "Lullaby" 

15  The  hai-p  that  once  thro*  Tars'*  h*Ui 

14  My  coiinto'.  'tis  of  thee 
17  Sweet  forget-me-not 

11  Where  wau  Moses  when  th«  light  w«nt 
19  Naniy  Lee  [outi 
80  Write  ine  a  letter  from  homo 

(1  Beautiful  isle  of  the  sea 

12  Old  folks  at  home  (SuanMribbaD 
S3  t'oiiie  liack  to  lirin 

14  t>»e«t  bye- and  bye 

K  My  pretty  tmI  rone 

9t  \V^o«,  Emma  | 

17  Katie's  Secret  , 

M  You'll  reimmber  Tn« 

W  Rocked  in  the  ci-adle  of  the  deep 

80  Kathleen  Mnv'^'iin'—n 

SI  I  dreamt  I  d'AvIt  in  marble  halla 

JS  Wearinpc  o'  ti.i-  Rre-n 

33  \Mien  you  an  1  1  were  yonnc,  Ifaggto 

Si  Pottage  bv  li.}  S'^u 

SS  We  parte  J  hr  the  river  aide 

31  When  I  (taw  ':<\veet  Nellie  home 

t7  Sweet  Kpirit.  hear  my  prajar 

SI  Last  rose  of  Summer 

9t  Stiamiis  OBrien 

40  Exile  of  Enu 

U  Maggie's  oecret 

a  Or  any  other  man— Stuio^apMeb 

i3  I  cannot  coU  tn.r  mother 

M  Would  I  wer-»  with  ihef 

lb  Poiir  old  sl.i.v  I 

M  Caaev  wvitl  club  | 

47  Oim>)erl;iP.'l'9Crew 

41  Take  thU  Ir-ttcr  to  mymOtbtt 
4t  A  model  K.ve  lotter 

60  Kemale  rtratnsom 

61  How  to  kisH  a  lady 

62  I>ul>Iin  bav 

63  Tlif  wife's  corrmandmentB 

64  The  hu->ba:id':i("mmHndmeilti 
86  Hule«  for  bii'.iaci" 

It  Little  old  \'-.f  c  .litn  in  the  lane 
57  Barium  FYi>'<>i,ii-    Hkcitatiow 

65  Miirrhuiir  V.'.  r  ugh  i»eorgia 
64  When  I  wa.s  a  lid    Pinafore 

to  Widow  in  tlie  cottage  by  Uien* 

tl  Iiancinjj  in  tiv>  bam 

Ki  Kire  in  the  grate 

CI  Wandering  refugee 

M  Blue-eyed  N^Uy 

li  MiiLstrel  tx>y 

■A  I>elter  iii  the  candle 

<7  star-sjianfro  1  l>anner 
M  I'onomg  on  the  green 
(0  Heart  bow  M  down 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  watermill  -RbcITAIKMI 

II  Faded  coat  of  blue 
n  Hold  Uie  fort 

74  Slavery  davs 

Ti  l>er  mule  shtoodondosbteamooatdeek 

71  Little  barefoot 

77  My  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night 

71  Home  ogam 

7*  Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  ■>  Car 

•0  Sword  of  Bunker  iliU 

SI  Ofllce  rules 

tl  Oray  hairs  of  my  mother 

B  Good  Rhine  wino 

•4  I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night,  lor* 

16  You've  b«-eri  a  friend  to  me 
M  Listen  to  the  mocking  bird 

17  When  the  com  is  «;;ving,  Annie 
0  She  never  blamed  lurn.  never 

V  Silverthreadsftin'ig  the  (fold 
10  LJttle  robin,  tell  Kilty  I'lncomlng 
tl  King  the  bi  U  s«-f  tly  there's  crape  on  the 
92  Boy  lost  (laughable I  [door 

98  Her  bright  smile  hn'ints  me  still 

94  Sundav  night  wheu  the  pwlor'a^uU 

16  Oypgy  ■  warning 

tt  Anchor's  weighed  i 

97  Moon  behind  the  hill  I 

It  Swinging  in  the  lane 

99  SherWan's  ride-HEcrrATIOH 
MO  We  met,  twas  in  a  crowd 
IM  EiUeen  Allanna 

lot  Tta  but  a  little  faded  flower 

lot  Touch  the  harp  gently.my  pretty  liOaiM 

101  Oirl  I  left  behind  me 

Mt  Little  Buttercup 

Wt  IIIadsterB,couaB0«iuiaaBti 

i07  Carry  me  back  to  old  Vlrginny 

lot  Ro<iea  underneath  the  mow 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 

III  When  the  swallows  homeward  fly 

111  Old  man's  drunk  again 

lis  Two  Orrhams  ( liror.klyn  theatre  Are) 
114  Amber  tresses  tied  in  blue 

116  Pretty  as  a  pict.jre 

lis  I  am  waiting,  Essie,  dear 

117  Three  ix-rislied  In  toe  snow 
US  Slight  hints 

119  Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother 

UO  Come,  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling 

in  Kiaa  nie,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 

111  Bingen  on  the  Khlne 

US  A  flower  from  my  angel  laothai '■  graTa 

1S6  Old  log  cabin  on  the  nJil 

lit  Croppy  boy 

Ut  Skids  are  out  to-dajr  1 

117  The  bridge 

Ut  Shabby  genteel  ' 

Ut  Oh,  dat  watermelon 


190  Comln'  through  the  rye 

iJl  Must  we  then  meet  aa  atrangew 

133  Babies  on  our  block  f 

133  Brennen  on  the  Hoof) 
U4  Skidmore  fancy  baU 
I3S  Hallway  door 
Ut  Where  the  graaa  grows  (, 
Lt?  Darling  Bessie  of^he  le* 
138  Kiss  behind  the  door 
U9  I'll  remember  you,  lore.  In  my  ffnjnn 

140  Mary  of  the  wild  Moor 

141  Old  wooden  rocker 
143  Speak,  only  speak 

143  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

144  Where  art  thou  now.  my  beloTedl 

146  MoUie,  darling 

140  You  may  hmk,  but  you  mtistnt  touch 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 

148  Rafne  for  the  stove 

140  Balm  of  Gilead 

liSO  There's  always  a  seat  in  the  parlor  for 
131  Driven  fromhome  '~oa 

l63  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

153  Pull  for  the  shore 

154  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 

155  Good  news  from  home 
168  fisherman's  daughter 
157  Shells  of  ocean 

15S  Mowvi's  in  the  cold,  cold  groond 
159  Say  a  kind  word  when  you  oaa 
150  Cun^  for  scandal 
101  T\vilight  coterie 

103  Strangers  yot 
1A3  Castles  in  the  air 

104  Dear  little  shamrock 

165  I  cannot  sing  the  old  tongs 

lfl«  Norah  O'.Veal 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  the* 

188  Rose  of  Tratee 

189  Jennie,  the  flower  of  IClldare 

170  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lone  child 

171  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

173  Glove  flirtation 

174  Whip  flirtation 

175  Slave's  dream 

178  Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  dont  go 

177  Sweet  EvangeUno 

178  Good  bye  at  the  door 

179  'TLs  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the 

180  Willie,  wo  have  missed  you   [heart,  •tOi 

181  Erin's  lovely  homo 

183  Over  the  hill;  to  the  poor-honaa 

183  Twenty  years  ago 

184  Paddy\  land 

185  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darUng 
184  Old  village  sch<x>l  on  the  green 

187  Woodmiui,  spare  that  tree 

188  Barbara  l-Yietchitv-KTITt'noM 

189  Darling  Minnie  Lee 

190  Hat  flirtation 

191  Fan  flirtation 

193  Flee  as  a  tiled  to  yoar  mountain 

193  Good  bye,  .\nnle,darling(EnochArden) 

194  Why  did  she  leave  hinji 

196  A  quiet  little  homo 

IM  Thou  ha8t  learned  to  lora  tooUier 

197  Mary  of  Argyle 

198  Nil  Deaixrandum 

199  Sweet  Highland  Mary 

200  Evening  amusement  (laughable) 

301  Day  I  played  base  ball  [own 

209  Remember  you  have  children  of  your 
208  There's  none  1*^"  a  mother  if  eter  so 
204  You  were  fa''<j,  bu.,  ^'UforgtT*       [poor 

206  Sweet  Mag-.ie  (JordOt^ 
aO«  Tanyard  sKle 

207  Bells  of  Shandon 

208  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell 

209  Whisper  softly,  mother's  dying 
no  Erin's  green  shore 

ni  Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old 
ns  Donnelly  and  Cooper 

ns  Gathering  sheila  by  the  sea  shOM  * 

n4  Little  Ronebud 

tl5  By  the  sad  sea  ware* 

lit  Come  into  the  garden,  Maud 

117  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

318  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  \ 

219  God  bless  my  t>oy  at  sea 

220  Annie  Laurie 
821  Mac's  and  the  O's 
223  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea    ^ 
223  Lamentation  of  Jamas  Rodg«n  ' 
834  Come,  birdie,  com* 
22S  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 
tat  Ever  of  thee 

227  Noroh  McShane 

228  Love  among  the  rosea 

129  BhamusO'Brien— RadXltlOa' 

130  Der  Deitcher  gal 

131  No  Irish  need  apply 
S38  Old  arm  chair  . 
«S3  Tim  Flaherty     »     * 

134  We  sat  by  the  rlTer  '-oa  aad  I 

236  1  love  muslo 
238  Sweet  (H-nevieve 

237  When  the  flowers  fait  I 

238  Patrick  Sheehan 

239  Sailor's  grave 

240  Pretty  moid  milking  1 

141  Kentucky  Itose 
842  Farmer's  daughter 

143  Oh,  dem  golden  slippers 

244  In  the  morning  by  the  bright  light 

146  Nobody's  darling 

140  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

147  Somebody's  mother— Rbctiaxiov 

148  Birdie,  (hurling 

849  Nobody's  darlmg  tut  mine 

250  Hock  me  to  sleep,  m  Hher 

261  Put  my  little  shoes  kway 

153  DarUng  Nelly  Gray  ftaa 

253  Somebody's  coming  when  th'idewdropa 

254  I  left  Iretaiid  and  ir    ""        ' 


fj 


mother  because  wa 

[were  poor 


255  Uttle  brown  Jug 

25«  Ben  B4>lt 

257  Good  bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye 

288  FVin  !■  mv  h<»"i«»    
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Katty  Aroumeen 

Sadie  VUlt 

Bard  of  Armagh 

Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not 

Patrick's  day  parade 

Poor  Fat  must  emigrat* 

Speak  to  me,  speak 

Darling,  I  will  come  again 

BTight«yed  little  MelTot  : 

Hall,  Oolumbi* 

Uttle  footsteps 

"nm  Flnnegan's  wake 

McDonnel's  old  tin  roof  ' 

Scotch  lassie,  Jean  ' 

Hat  me  father  wore 

Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 

I've  only  been  down  to  tha  ohib 

Dance  me  on  your  luiee 

Kiss  me  again 

Emmet's  "  Lore  of  the  shamrock  ** 

Vacant  chair 

Sweet  sunny  South 

Our  good  ship  sails  to-night 

Jersey  Sam 

Come  home,  father 

UtUe  Maffirle  May 

Caclde,  oackJa,  oaoktol 

MoUt  Bawn  -    "* 

Maid  of  Athens 

Sallle  in  our  alleys-   — '- 

I'm  sluing  on  tha  itlto.  IblV 

Poor  old  Ned  . 

Dorklns'  night 

Man  In  the  moon  is  looking,  lor* 

When  the  flowing  tide  comes  In 

Don't  give  up  tlta  old  friends  for  the 

Broken  down  [naw 

Marriage  bells 

Have  I  not  been  Und  to  theel 

Flowers  will  come  in  May 

Awfully  clever 

My  little  one's  waiting  for  m« 

I'D  go  back  to  my  ola  love  again 

Butcher  boy 

There's  somebody  waiting  for  ma 

Are  you  there,  Morlarityf 

I'se  gwine  back  to  Dizla , 

Bidiuia  Jane  McOann 

Isle  de  Blackweli 

MThere  are  the  f  riendaoC  my  joothl 

Singing  on  the  root 

Five  cent  shave 

Hen  convention 

Red,  white  and  blae 

Old  oaken  bucket 

Little  swe(>theart,  come  and  kta  OM 

My  dream  of  lore  is  o'er 

They  all  do  it 

Old  home  aint  what  it  used  to  be 

Wait  till  tb«  moooUsht  talla  on  wativ 

XaBflVmoCL  uflfuOff 

'Tfiereninff  brings  my  baart  t»  thM 

American  Hatlonal  Guard 

loimny's  so  bashful 

Daisy  Deane 

I  wish  mamma  was  h«rs 

PoIUncr  hanl  acraiiwt  Um  •Crtam 

Dancing  in  the  sunlight 

WhatisitI 

There  nerer  was  a  coward  wh«>f«  th# 

Lore  letters  [shamrock  grow* 

Delia  Clancy 

Remember  tliat  the  poor  tramp  has  to 

lamentation  of  Johnny  Reel  [Ure 

Roll  on,  sihrer  moon 

When  HcGtiinness  gets  a  Job 

OiTe  an  honest  Irish  lad  a  chanee 

Down  among  the  daisiea 


IS7  Down  by  the  old  mill  stream 

Bl  Answer  to  "Hm  Gypsy's  warning" 

in  Battle  ciT  of  freedom 
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Battle  ciTo 

Home  rule  for  Ireland 

Riding  on  the  elevated  railroad 

When  XcOormlck  ralea  the  Stat* 

Sweet  chiming  bells 

LevlKaasiday 

I  want  to  see  the  cotton  fleids 

Walts  with  me 

Meet  me  by  moonlight  aiona 

Do  they  nuss  me  at  nomal 

Uither  and  shave 

bethy  dreams 

:o  it  in 

Stokes'  verdict  (Jtm  fUk  seag) 

Ijtfdydah 

De  golden  wedding 

My  mother-in-law 

What  iboold  make  theeadtBydMUatf 

Dear  Italian  glri 

"■"^  of  Brmndywlna 

Old,  and  only  in  the  way 

Six  feet  of  earth 

Write  a  letter  to  my  i 

Yellow  roee  of  Texas 

When  my  ship  come*  la 

One  pound  two 

We  nave  met,  lored  and  ] 

Bnnuner%  hotel 

Pm  geCUng  a  big  boy  now 

I  shall  aerer  be  nappy  atlW 

Soldier^  farewell 

Old  kitchen  floor 

Sweat  Belle  Xahone 

My  dear  Sarannah  hMB* 

Slly^ariow 

Wild  Irish  boy 

Dwendy-eeren  cents 


A  stai^  night  for  a 

Locked  oat  after  nine 

WhiVKpoar- will's  song 

Day  when  you'll  forget  me 

Toall  miss  me  when  I'm  gt 

Bob  a<  a  gamboUer 

OoUeoitalr 

Tear  Uttle  Um  ioroayon 

AnMzlcanboy 

Yon  get  more  like  yoor  dad 

Barney  McCoy 

BMOi^inthealr 


388  Rjitlie  TTomer 

189  Willie  RelUy 

S90  Sweet  Aleeil 

Ml  Old  Sexton 

Ml  PuUdowntbeb^M 

MS  Do  they  think  of  m^alhoOMf 

194  Tell  me  where  my  I>a's  gone 

896  Barbara  Allan 

Mt  The  'longshoremen's  strike 

W7  Bonnie  sweet  lieasie,  the  maid  of^ 

MS  Bathing  song  [. 

SM  Carrie  Lee 

MO  One  wide  rirer  to  crow 

401  Moon  is  out  to-night,  loT* 

MM  DerU's  in  New  Jersey 

tot  Rambler  from  Clare 

404  Pretty  UtUe  blu^eycd 

406  Faded  flowers 
4M  Dark-eyed  sailor 

407  Rose  ol  Killamcy 

408  Cot  in  the  comer 

408  Boys,  keep  away  from  tlwglilg 

410  Phantom  footsteps 

411  Botmy  bunch  of  rosea 
411  Fat  Roach  at  the  play 

415  Doran'soss 

4U  Banks  of  Ciaudy 

tU  MThat  are  the  wild  waresaajtBCt 

418  Her  front  name  is  Hannar 
417  Sweet  Evelina 

til  Behind  the  scenes 

419  Qospel  raft 

4M  OonT  put  the  poor  worUngmaa 

4*1  Cmiskeenlawn 

4a  I  had  but  fifty  cents 

tS9  I'm  leaTing  now  the  old  foika 

4M  Irish  Molly,  O! 

416  Ring  my  mother  wore 
4M  n«Biackbird 

iC7  Littie  cherry  blossom 

Ut  WM,  wist,  wist 

set  A  Tiolet  from  mother'agraTa 

430  Nelly  Ray 

"-"     t^3»riing. 


tllMacKie^ 
ta  Rlseltinelly 


,  nowgoodrbgs 


491  Meeting  of  the  waters 

tU  wait  for  the  turn  of  thetlda 

t»  Old  farm  gate 

tHOIi.  Wedl  tell  them  to  stop 

437  jIoDonald's  return  to  OlaiWft 

•H  Mantle  so  green 

^1  Q^^0  jgiB^  lamnot 

44«  Mary  Ann.  I'll  ten  yonr 

441  Okl-taahioned  homestea 

441  Emmet's  "  Mountain  song*     _ 

441  Okl-faahioned  church  onthaMB 

444  A  handful  of  turf 

445  Deauti  of  Umerick 
4M  Mrs.  Aady'sdanght^ 

447  Mary's  gone  with  a  coon 

448  Twinkle,  twinkle,  UtUe  ' 
44t  In  ha^iy  moments 
460  Hi  Jenny,  ho  Jenny  Johnsoa 
451  All  on  account  of  Eliza 
46*  Kmmet's  "  I  know  what  lorali* 
4SS  Down  in  a  coal  mine 

464  Dronkard'S  dream 

465  Joe  Bowers 
4M  Tliere's  a  fine  ship  on  the  nnsail 

467  fat  me  in  my  Uttle  bed 
4H  Uttle  old  house  on  the  Rhlna 

460  Stolen  kisses  are  the  sweetest 

4M  TiVB  brave  huziars 

481  Little  old  log  cabin  by  the  straam 

48*  PadfUe  your  own  canoe 

483  Within  n  mile  of  EdIntKiro'  town 

4M(3«te^aJkr 

465  Arkanaaw  traTeler 

4M  Orant's  trip  around  the  wcctt 

487  Old  leather  breeches 

468  Rocky  road  to  Dublin 
489  Turnpike  gate 

470  little  old  uerman  home  across  tiMi 

471  Beaatlful  girl  of  Kiklara 
473  Baby's  gofa  tooth 

473  My  poor  heart  is  sad  with  Its 

474  PaUet  of  straw 

476  Low-back'd  car 

47t  Your  lassie  will  be  tmo 

477  In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 
47t  When  these  old  cluthea  were  new 
479  Up  at  Jones'  wood 

4M  Boston  burglar 

4tl  The  Campt>ella  are  eomin* 

tn  Ton  never  miss  the  water  ttU  the  wall 

in  Bonnie  Eloisa  [nua  ditf 

4M  River  Roe 

4M  Murder  in  Oohoea 

4M  Poor  Uttle  Joe  I 

4>7  Alotur  the  Kansas  Una  ' 

an  TheGanJonowhangasHenteattadaa^ 

4n  Walt  ttUthe  clouds  roU  by 

4M  Over  the  garden  waU 

491  I'm  a  man  you  dont  meet  every  day 

89*  Blue  tliitlsn  mountains  I 

tn  Charming  young  widow!  mat  in  tl» 

494  Blaok^^«(f  Suain 

4M  ftianish  cavalier 

4M  Cfrave  of  Bonaparta 

4»7  01ddogTray^ 

tn  Juantta 

tn  MoonUght  on  the  Ink* 

aoOMaMOare 

(01  All  that  gutters  U  not  goU 

to*  MarseUleahymn 

an  Ood  save  the  Queen 

a04  Rolling  homo  bl  the  L 

toe  If  erar  I  oeaae  to  lore 

IM  Cheer,  boys,  cheer 

W7  Dixie's  land 

tM  Hotlter  says  I  mustn't 

an  FeUow  that  looks  Uke  a* 

Ut  Watch  oo  the  Rhine 

6U  A  lock  of  mother's  hatr 

ail  Stop  dat  knocking  atthadoOD 

til  vEwiniaroaSEttSr  ^^ 

614  Bed  robin 

Bll  Ooipel  train 

ail  Wein«tgohoatatflli 


■'A^ 
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OnSTE    CENT    E^CH. 


nTLotUeLee 

611  Who's  at  mj  bedroem  window  f 

619  I  liATe  no  home 

KM  Iff  nice  to  be  a  father 

fin  Won't  yon  teU  me  whj,  Bofatal 

fia  Only  to  see  her  face  acaia 

fiSS  Kinirdom  comlq* 

6U  Barney  (VHea 

U6  Teddy  O'Neal 

CM  Van  with  the« 

6fl  UedidneJack 

AS  A  leaf  of  try  from  mother'asnna 

fi»  EeeplnthemMdleof  thenSa 

6M  lAiinlgan'B  btll 

fin  lolalsfirone 

fin  An  triahman'a  toart 

6S3  VUlacre  b 

aoghty 


6S4  Maogl 


dam 
nun 


8S6  Drlnflr 

631  When  the  lea'*<M  begin  ta  turn 

6S7  lAiry  O'Brien     ^^ 

631  Mother  kiased  me  In  my  dream 

M  111  hang  my  harp  on  a  willow  Cmo 

6M  Dying  CSkUfomian 

611  Oranomother'B  birthday 

641  Come  where  my  loyelMdrMiBiBg 

6a  Pop  goes  the  weaael 

6U  UooEey'a  wedding 

646  Marr  had  a  UUtoGuob 

6tf  Wait  for  the  wagoa 

8*7  Cork  leg 

6it  Uncle  Sam's  farm 

649  My  old  wife  and  I 

660  I'm  ao  lonely 

66a  Moonlight  at  Klllamey 

664  ni  wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by 
666  We  nerer  speak  sewepaMny 

661  Tlpperaiy  christening 

661  Be  home  early  to-night,  my  <lMCb<ll 

66aoidru8tiobriiagebytbtimDl 

661  Paddy  Magee's  dream 

W  Itreamlsg  Ot  komA  ood  mother 

661  Shall  we  know  e«Msh  other  theivl 
tt>  Jol^  Irishman 

665  Folks  that  put  on  airs 
664  Rosalie,  the  prairie  flower 
M6  If  I  had  but  a  thousand  ayi 
6M  Fisherman  and  his  child 
6«7  Swate  Castle  Garden 

666  In  the  gloaming 

669  Bring  me  backthe  one  I  loT* 

670  Spider  and  the  fly 

671  A  warrior  bold 
671  Tar's  farewell 

srs  In  her  Uttle  bed  we  laid  her 

674  Dark  girl  dressed  in  blu* 

676  Separation 

67(  Pitcher  of  beer 

5JI  NeU  MoOnlUgan's  daughter,  Xaxy  Aaa 

671  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  tlf  « 

679  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left 

610  Alice,  where  art  thou  I 

6a  Meet  me.  Joeie,  at  the  gata 

6n  Jessie  at  the  railway  bar 

6SS  Ada.  with  the  golden  hair 

684  Streets  of  Newport 

615  Courting  in  the  rain 

8M  I'm  dying  for  some  one  to  tore  »i«^ 
687  IsthatMtter  ReUlyl  '°™"— 

sn  Let  my  name  be  kindly  spoken 
689  Oar's  one  more  ribbor  for  to ' 
880  Napoleon's  farewell  Co  Paris 
601  Poor  old  Hike 
608  Oood-bye,  my  lorer,  good-b)« 

683  A  life  on  the  ocean  waTO 

684  I  am  dreaming 
686  Oypey  Coontesa 

606  She's  as  good  as  gold 

607  Watchmazu  tell  us  of  the  nl^ill 

608  Shoo,  flytdont  bother  ma         I 

609  Ten  thoasand  miles  away         .-* 

800  Oire  my  love  to  aU  at  hoias  , 

801  Mygel  Snyder's  party 

608  Increase  of  ciinM  / 

<03  Ship  on  lira 

604  Jose^us  OranoB  Bloaoai 

606  Oht  Susannah 

608  Old  Bob  Bldley  -      .  - 

607  Bonnie  bio*  flag 

«08  Nell  Flangherty'SdrakS 

609  John  Barleyoom 

010  Kales  for  love-maklag 
611  Land  league  Band 
6U  Down  by  the  old  abb«y  ratM) 
61J  Glorious  69th  ^^ 

614  Old  willow  cradto 

616  FimnToldgal 

616  Religious  dird  i>IajeV 

m  Paddy's  the  boy^ 

•18  Teddy  McOIynn 

619  lAda  who  live  In  IMiaA 

890  Worn-out  sailor 

8SI  Mott  street.  440 

6a  Limerick  is  bsantlfal 

6S3  Seren  out 

614  Let  me  kiss  him  for  his  motft^  ■ 

«6  Pretty  Um  : 

616  SulUTan%  boot  In  my  eya 

8«  Villlklnsand  his  Diiiah 

698  Captain  with  his  whlsken     . 

•19  A  knot  of  blue  and  eray 

•30  Foley's  hotel 

•31  I'll  meet  her  when  the  tun  ooeadofwii 

•S3  Never  take  the  horsoshoe  from  thatloov 

833  Woman,  lovely  woman 

•34  Napoleon's  dream 

•36  When  the  robins  ne!<  Mrala 

gOhl  you  little  darling,  lioTayiav 
Just  doirn  the  laaa 
•38  Call  me  back  agsia 
(39  MUwaokee  On^      - 
8M  One  of  the  fines! 
841  Over  the  moantobl 
6a  Belle  Of  the  baU 
•43  farmer's  boy 
•44  Wbeo  Jack  comes  kMn# 
649  Hnsh-»bye.  baby 
848  Where  the  ivy  gro<r«  so  (ri  een 


MT  BridgeC'Dianahiia 

IttDownthehlU 

148  My  Nellie's  btaiaayva 


860  Raggedooa* 
061  Kl^  Kimo 

ttt  Uttw  darling,  dream  of  m« 
•53  Jnloe  o<  the  forbidden  Cmlt 
664  MinntegnnatMft 

666  Borne  dijr 
tat  Sourkrool 

667  DontglvethenameabadUaea 

•68  RaokettyJack  [hallalttlah) 

•SO  John  Brown  song  (Olory,  glory 
660  Tramn,  tramp,  tramp,  theboTsars 

861  A  dollar  fifteen  cents  [marching 
663  Roger  O'MaUey 

663  Dontmakean(dse  or  else  you'll  wake 

664  Bring  back  my  bonnle  to  me  [the  baby 
866  Belleville  convent  fire  auinots) 

666  Fll  await  my  love 

667  Hard  times  oome  again  no  mon 
888  Mulcahey's  gone  awar 

660  Nineteen  hundred  andona 

670  Colleen  Dhas  Machree 

•71  Only  to  see  thee,  darling 

67S  Bine  bells  of  Scotland 

•73  A  boy^  best  friend  is  his  mother 

674  Thatv  how  you  get  served  when  you're 

675  Dear  Uttle  Innocent  things  [oUI 
876  Mother,  Pve  come  home  to  die 

677  Just  before  the  battle,  mother 

678  Down  In  a  diving-bell 

679  glHKlng  through  the  bass 
630  Qcipper  and  his  boy 

681  xooagiBBatiomue  ooaa^y 
•89  mbedar 

683  Ttin  mMahljuwIfta 

684  Eleventh  Regiment  (K.  Oi  &  IC  X) 
886  Naughty,  naughty  men 

686  Naughty,  naughty  girls 

687  New  coon  in  town 

888  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  tresl. 

889  Bold  soger  boy 

690  Heenan  and  Savers 

891  Come.  landlorcf,  fill  the  flowtng  bowl 

191  Bally,  come  up 

C38  Sea  king's  burial 

894  One-horse  open  sleigh 

806  Baby  show 

696  Swim  out  for  ^oty  ,  ■.,. 

C97  Jessie  Green 

808  Duffy's  grand  <9enIngB|g|M 

•99  I'm  a  dude 

TOO  Run  for  the  doctor 

TOl  Climbing  up  tho  golden  stairs 

708  My  goof  looking  man 

V03  How  a  married  woman  goos  to  slssp 

704  I'm  off  for  Baltimore 

706  Bright  little  spot  on  the  ocean 

706  1  tickled  lier  unaer  tne  cmn 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn 

708  My  Newmarket  coat 

700  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  Maj 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  Hill 

Til  Maloney's  the  man 

719  Ship  that  L^ever  returned 

715  VrHy  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deepi 
714  How  much  does  the  baby  weight 

716  A  mother's  watch  by  the  sea 
71*  UBole  BillT'a  drecun 

717  Some  day  rll  wander  b(u:k  again 
nt  High-water  pants 

719  Kvery  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-and-bya 

790  1 11  sand  yon  down  a  letter  from  the  da 

TO  Paddy  stole  the  i  \e 

798  Duffy,  the  swell 

m  Mot  much 

714  Don't  leave  yoor  m>^her,  Tom 

T16  Pretty  Uttle  dark  blue  eyes 

T96  A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss 

787  Dream  faces 

T18  Wind  blew  throogh  his  whiskers 
TI9  Oood-bye  to  my  Southern  home 
TSO  fretty  little  rosy  cheeks 
TSl  Knock  at  «h«  window  to-olgjit,  lav* 
TS(  Hard  up    • 

733  Forgive  and  forget 

734  Captain  Mishler 
736  Butterfly  dude 

736  Bowery  on  Saturday  nl^rtit 

737  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roses  tall 

788  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  Enniskillen  dragoon 

740  Papa's  baby  boy 

741  I  aint  as  young  as  I  used  to  ba 

748  The  Dreadnooght 

743  Sea«aw 

744  What's  In  a  kiss? 

746  Hush,  little  baby,  dont  70a  oty 
7M  Darling  Clo> 

747  MothePs  last  request 
T48  Texas  ranger 

749  God.  save  Ireland 

760  Hio'  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  yoa 

761  Bold  Jack  Donahue 
788  Uist  fareweU 

763  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  horns 

764  Mary  Ann  Kehoe 

766  Only  an  emigrant 

758  My  bonny  boy  is  young,  bat  he's  grow- 

767  The  farmer  feeds  us  all  [ing 

768  Strike  while  the  iron  Is  hot 
786  Better^days  will  oome  again 
760  Baby's  lufiaby 

7(1  Dying  giri's  message 

701  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

7^3  Bye,  bye.  baby,  bye,  bye 

7*4  Somebody's  tall  and  handsome 

7<6  Mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  now 

786  Sweet  Alpine  roses 

767  MorrlBsey  and  the  Benlda  boy 

766  Constant  tanner's  son 

788  Upper  ten  and  lower  flva 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Key -hole  In  the  door 

778  Act  on  tiie  square,  boya     -- ' 

773  Lackawazma  spooners 

774  Cot  where  I  was  bom 


776  Burke's  dream 

f78  ^oor4eaved  shamrock 

777  Up  a  tree 

778  Down  where  the  Ully  beOagrosr 

779  Behind  the  parior  door 
T8I  Peggy  CMoore 

m  Bunny  hours  ctf  childhood 

tn  CReflly,  the  fisherman 

783  Okl  Tillsge  blacksmith  shop 

184  False  one.  I  love  thee  stiU 

785  Shannon  side 

m  pennsylvaala  tramp 

787  Weni  paint  the  town  red 

nt  Look  always  on  the  sunny  rfda 

789  Breen  linnet 

791  Gentle  Annie 

rn  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 

799  There's  a  Ught  in  the  window  .. 
793  Annie  of  the  vale 

194  Rising  of  the  moon 

798  Who  will  care  for  motlier  bow 

798  Let  the  dead  and  the  beantifnlrsst 

197  Bights  for  a  father 

798  Om  grray  mare 

798  How  isyour sister  Maryt 

■08  Clara.  flMVa.  will  you  comro  oat  to-Blgh« 

801  Grandma's  vacant  cnair 

808  America's  emblem  the  violet 

803  Knocking  at  the  cates  of  Jordaa 

BM  T^e  good  care  of  mother 

•06  Whisper  and  a  kiss 

800  Okl-fashionSdpbotognpbofnwdMr 
807  Good-bye,  Hike,  good-bye,  Pat 

•08  Uttle  Hag  and  I 

•08  Cradle's  empty,  babylseoiM 

818  Rosy's  Sunday  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  famQy 

811  Ditle  wife  Nellie 

•IS  Too  ntterly  utter 

814  rmadanoT,  botrmnodods 

816  They  can't  keep  the  worklngman  down 
811  Angel  mother  waits  for  mo 

817  Good-night,  but  not  good-bye 

818  Par's  a  new  moon  in  do  sky 

811  Just  plain  Jim  [striliesteD 

821  Hind  and  be  home  when  the  clock 
821  Where  the  pretty  little  shamrock  prowt 
821  My  little  four-leaved  shamrock  from 

823  White  Wings  [Oleonorc 

824  Always  take  mother's  advice 
828  Pret^pondlillies 

828  Dear  Robin,  I'U  betraa 

827  Mikado  McAllister 

821  Foroneday  of  turkey  tliere\SBtx<:aya 

821  Poor  old  dad  [of  hash 

831  The  Haddingtonshire 

831  McSoriey's  twins 

831  Cricket  on  the  hearth 

831  IhadgUdollarainmyinsldepooksC 

834  Trobling  back  to  Oeonrla 

831  Noble  knights  of  labor 

898  He  gets  there  Just  the  same 

837  Johnny,  get  your  gnn 

838  Hiss  Fomrty's  Christmas  eaka 
831  Maggie  Darrow's  welcome 

844  Come,  Bit  by  me,  mother 

841  fm  not  asleep 

641  rut  on  de  golden  shoe 

841  111  think  Of  my  mother  at  hong 

844  Two  Uttle  ragged  nrchina 

641  Silver  bells  <3  memoir 

84(  Haggle,  dear,  I'm  called  away 

847  Sock  her  on  the  kisser 

848  OhI  you  girls 

841  Bectuiae  she  olnt  built  that  way 
8S4  Flanigan,  tho  lodger 
851  Han^ 

861  Garden  where  the  praties  grrow     [gone 
863  Tou'll  be  kind  to  my  mother  when  I'm 
854  Oh,  """""""  oh,  mammal  oh,  momma 
861  An  agrtcuKnral  Irish  girl  [parents 

851  I'm  a  man  that's  done  wrong  to  my 

867  Ting,  ting,  that's  how  the  bellgoes 
861  Annie  USe 

868  I  will  be  true  to  thee 

868  Down  by  the  river  side  I  strayed 

861  Kitty  Cfyde 

861  Under  the  winow  she's  sleeping 

863  Bay  of  Bisoay.  Ol 

864  Basel  deU 

B6i  It's  funny  when  yoa  feelthatway 
868  ntey*ve  aU  got  a  wife  but  me 

867  What  Is  home  without  a  motbesi 
in  Bowery  Grenadiers 

868  Dont  yoa  dare  to  kiss  msk  Jb*j 
878  Oood-bye,  Sosan  Jane 

B71  Nellie  was  a  lady 

871  Nettie  Hoore 

873  To  the  West 

8^  Joe  Hardy 

878  Think  of  your  bead  In  the  moRdoC 

878  Wash  me,  mother,  dear 

877  Remember,  boy,  you're  Irish 

878  where  can  the  wanderer  bet 

879  Colored  band 

881  It's  naughty,  but  Itlsnlea 
881  We'd  b^ter  bide  a  wee 
881  Cmne  along  my,  darllag 

883  Okltomkey 

884  Barah's  yoong  man 

881  She's  the  image  of  her  motlier  tea  MOB 
881  Belle  Brandon  [different  ways 

887  ^«aniy  eyes  that  hannt  me  still 
881  Hungry  man  from  Harlem 
881  When  Johnny  comes  marching  home 
891  I  was  de^sed  because  I  was  poor 
891  Meet  me.  Kate,  by  the  cottage  gate 
891  Thou  hast  wounded  the  spint  that  lovpd 
891  Clementine  {thee 

894  Sweet  heather  ben 

896  wmdy  man  from  Brooklyn 

891  Swiping  on  the  old  rustic  gate     [gone 

897  Tou'll  never  misB  yoor  moCber  till  she's 

898  Remember  me  to  all  at  home 

899  Oh,  what  a  night 

•01  Did  yoa  notice  It! 

801  Since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone 

808  America  beats  them  aU 

80S  Anstralian  ezila 


tmM 


904  Just  to  show  my  respects  to  HoOlnnIs 

906  (gathering  the  myrtfe  with  Half 
808  Her  own  Doy,  Jack 

907  Clara  Nolan's  baU 

808  Letters  we  carved  on  the  tree 

•09  Two  Irish  poUoe 

•10  Uttle  old  red  shawl  ray  motbsi 

811  Our  Jack's  oome  horoa^oday 

•U  He's  never  done  anyUilagilao* 

•19  Oh.  Mr.  nanigan 

•14  Pan  yon,  then,  love  anothsrt 

•u  Ught-housebytbesea 

ni  An  Irish  fair  day 

817  IfB  for  money 

•It  An  I  read  the  paper  thmndk 

919  They  can't  do  it,  you  know 

920  Letter  that  never  came 

921  A  handful  of  eartn 

922  Is  Uaud  int 

923  Southern  soldier  l>oy 

924  Green  vnossfy  bankR  of  the  Lsa 
«A  Manchester  martyrs 
te»  pair  Irish  boy 
•87  I  haven't  for  a  long  tboe  now 
tU  Save  mv  mother's  picture  trosB  Hm 
tei  Rock-a-bre.  baby 
•31  LAy  my  head  beneath  a  rasa 

SCastlebor  boy 
flora  BcUe 
tSS  It's  dadlsh  yoa  kaov 

W4  The  letter  came  at  lost 

93S  My  pretty  Jane 

S31  Laps  that  touch  HqnorshallnrvertoaAl 

•37  Wrap  the  flag  around  me.  boys    ' 

831  Dad's  diimer  pail 

•38  The  spree 

9U  Black  plck-a^bmy 

041  Widow  Nolan'sgoag 

M  Maid  of  the  HUT 

•41  Sddy  Daflr»  cart 

M4  Uttle  green  leaf  In  our  I 

911  Mary  Kelly's  bean 

Ml  Bell  be  back  bye^nd-byw 

•47  Boimy  black  Bess 

•a  Uttle  widow  Dunn 

•41  Ghost  of  Benjamin  Btmw 

•fit  Man  that  struck  O'Hara 

•51  A  flower  I  foondm  mothers  bibia 

SSI  Pjing  cowbOT's  lament 

961  Bringing  pretty  blossoms  to  stiea  « 

964  Star  of  t  ne  evrulng       Imochar^i 

•U  Poor  little  soldiers*  boy 

•61  goU  Mclntires 

•S7  Howard's  cradle  song 

•61  Handkerchief  fllriatloa 

8G8  Angel's  whisper 

•81  Tom.  If  you  love  me,  say  so 

•61  FTying  trapeze 

M  uttle  old  caboose  behind  the  trata 

•61  Ha^^e,  the  cows  are  in  thr;  clover 

•64  I  beueve  it,  for  my  mother  told  ma  m» 

866  Mamma's  black  baby  boy 

•06  Ungrotoful  son 

967  Double  breasted  mansion  on  theaqnars 

•61  Yankee  Doodle 

•61  The  foster  you  pluck  them  the  I 

•71  Mother,  is  the  battle  overt    (th^  i 

971  BuUivan  and  Ry&n 

971  I^ka^  of  old  letters 
97)  Cabin  with  the  roees  at  the  door 
974  Morrissey  and  Heenan  flgbt 
971  Matrimonial  suggestlona 
974  Mother's  wedding  ring 
977  Povertr's  tears  ebb  and  flow 
971  NcTcrtake  'no''foranao 
•71  Have  yoa  seen  Yum- Yum 
081  I'll  retom  byeand-bys 
981  It's  English,  yoa  know 
•81  In  the  window  a  Ught  lean «■• 
983  tittle  Ah  Sid 
964  Hie  striker  and  his  soa 
981  Ta-ra-mm 

981  I  cannot  sing  that  song  t(Mif8M 
187  I  kissed  her  under  the  parlor  slal 
•61  Loetonthe"LadyElgm>* 
981  Wedraw  the  line  otthaft 
991  Merry  shanty  boya 
•91  subtly  on  the  mash 
•91  Down  among  the  sogar  cans 
993  When  my  rover  comes  again 
•94  There'BnoonetoweloanMinaas 
991  John  Mitchell 
901  Dearest  Mae 
•97  My  bonny  laboring  bo^ 
991  l£e  dawning  of  the  daT 
999  Wreck  of  the  "  London* 
tool  The  song  that  reached  my  I 
1001  The  Scotch  brigade 
1009  1  owe  810  to  O'Orady 

1003  I'm  the  father  of  a  little  blask  < 

1004  Where  is  Kathleen 
1006  Waiting,  waiting,  waiting 

1006  Haloney,  the  rolling  mill  1 

1007  Dan  O'Brien's  raflia 

1008  JuKt  a  little  sunshine 

1009  As  1  sat  upon  my  dear  old  mothar*s 

1010  A  letter  from  Ireland  [ka«g 

1011  I'm  g:olng  to  have  my  name  above  Om 
1018  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so  IdMf 

1013  Man,  poor  man 

1014  When  bahy  smiles  in  her  sleep 
1016  Songs  that  we  sing 

1016  Listen  to  my  tale  cf  woe 

1017  Meet  a  coon  to-nitrht 

1018  Copper  and  the  cook 

1019  Bring  back  my  sailor  boy 

1020  Where  the  sparrows  and  chippies 

1021  Old  boss  Barry  [panM 

1022  Midnight  squad 

1023  IsabeHe  St.  Clair 

1024  Dont  run  down  the  Irish 
1026  From  the  cradle  to  the  ^rare 

1026  Ttio  little  tlshermaldeo 

1027  You  know 

1028  Up  went  the  prioa 

1029  Honor  thy  tatiier  and  1 

1030  MarKuer4ie 
insi  Bid  me  good-by*  and  go 
1038  I'm  SO  shy 
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toss  A  bntton-hole  b«nqnet 

KS4  1  toivet 

1005  She  miirbt  harr  lickpd  McCartr 

1030  Love,  let  your  ht-art  be  faitbral 

1037  Bunshine  will  come  i)«r&iii 

lOas  Baby  thmt  neTer  came 

1089  I  Uke  It,  I  do 

lOtO  It's  runny  what  )ai;cr  will  do 

1<M1  iKp't  that  an  aH  fill  8liaine 

1042  KihK  dat  golden  bf  II 

1013  li<:'ina  ttt  i-td  li  eland 

lOM  J«^K«>  Jaini s  l"»y 

MM5  Vuuni;  man  that  used  lo  live  over  the 

1046  We've  both  been  there  befoie  many  a 

1047  Now  I  come  to  think  of  it  Ltini* 
104«  1  paid  the  810  to  u'Urady 

1049  With  all  her  fault.s  1  luvu  her  utlU 

1060  Dear  little  hunils 

1051  Just  across  from  Jeraejr 

1052  Salvation  orniy,  oh 
10a;l  Four 'leven  foity-four 
1054  Family  overhead 

1065  I  %vonder  how  long  It  wiU  Uut 

1066  Charlextoii  hlUi-D 

1067  Major  Ullfeulher 
1U6S  Boodle 

1069  That'H  an  old  iiiig  with  me 
106U  Valley  lav  «niiliiiK  liefore  ma 

1061  Little  h.'dtre  !K-ho.d 

1062  Old  feather  h.  .1 

1U63  I  never  tiriiik  i>eliin<I  the  bar    . 

1064  McNally '8  row  of  tlal» 

lU6.i  111  wear  the  troux-r^,  oil 

1066  strollmt;  on  the  sauds 

1007  Multxrrv  apiiinr* 

106M  Good  b\t',  iiiv  lioiiey,  I'm  gone 

1069  Pluni-puildinx 

1070  I  oonid  tell  it  if  1  felt  In  the  dark 

1071  Let  Erin  reiiiemher  the  ila j  »  of  old 

1072  H.-r«-  lies  an  actor 

1073  Mister  l)oole>"sKei'!<e 

1074  Ten  thousand  inilesaway on  t^l•^allk• 
Itrto  Mi'tlur'M  last  Irlier  to  ine  [of  u  lonely 
1076  Hat  and  lii.-«  httle  brown  mure 

lOii  Walei  eress.  s 

107H  She  lives  on  Murrny  Hill 

lOT'J  Kih srtitt  Kill  .11 

lOdV  Huirv.  little  elnlilren,  Sunday  «iom 

10X1  Mv  !lttl.•^i•l.•l|.H.r 

1052  It  >!i'>\>i'ri  il  a-'ain 

lOKt  Mark<  »<>ti  Natiirday  iii;;l>t 

lOlU  Other  arrantfeinents 

1U«;>  Haul  Ue  \vo..<l-pile  ilo«  n 

1066  As  "B  «and.r  in  the  oranKe-tfTOve 

10(<7  Drill,  ve  tarriers,  drill 

lOfS  ltK«y-i>ack 

1081)  Unlv  a  bhie-hell 

low  Littl.-  b..y  blue 

1091  \\  lien-  the  s»e>  t  mognoUa  JfTOWB 

low  Old  bla.k  ••i..» 

1053  Heiu'h.ho'  liUL'oSiUly 

WM   Hui.t  tin-  llUiralo 

109.>  Hot  haireil  tfr.  and  near-by  white 

1096  Lei  Im'I  ir--.  l'allat;l>er  LborW 

1097  MaM^aN  »e<tdllJt;  lllt(ht 
lOSit  Old  ham  tl'or 

1099  hiidul  match 

Hot)  SlaviTx  'k  pjiSsed  away 

1101  Wlier.'  (li>l  you  (;et  that  bati 

U02  My  Mat-'Kie 

UOU  Sj'unluii  iisyring  soii^ 

ll<»4  Ymian.l  I.  love 

ll'tfi  M'tfoes  that  nie  f  rului  d  U|>'>ii  tliewall 
1106  RjizzI'^,  dazzlo 

llOT  WbistlinK  coon 
1108  Hello!  Heilly 
I1U9  Killaloe 

luo  Furt-w. II,  Manrnerite 

1111  Sp<tr>'  I  bat  old  tinid  cabin 

1112  Since  K;ite  lenrtit  how  lo  plajr 

1113  I  went  w  itii  hiin,  or,  my  pul,  Jack 

1114  Johnstown  M'nmI 

1115  Postak^e-stamp  lllrtntion 

1116  Tho:M-  lov.-ly  Itrooklyngirla 

1117  Sliil.-,  Kellj  ,  siKle 

1118  Sullivan  and  KilruinflRht 

1119  L)<>»  n  where  we  r<'ained  togetalf 

1120  l><>»n  went  Metiiiity 

1121  Ju>ta  little 

1122  C'liaiMpioii  of  tho  world 

1123  Otild  pUidsbuwl  \ 

1124  »ai  it 

1125  Paddv  Shay 
H2rt  Sliei  Ill's  Ralo 

1127  1  hree  li\ives  of  dhuitlTfwfc 

1128  A  moih»'r'saiin.Hl  t--  h.  r  boy 

1129  Across  the  hriilk,''-  he  irois 

1130  Vi.u  will  never  kiaiw  a  mother's  1  <T« 

1131  Convict  and  the  ••nil  .'  'ain 

1132  Si«y ,  won't  yon  conic  out  and  p  -j  I 

1133  t'imnip!  or,  the)  unimuUf 
&U4  Only  u  picture 

11S5  Same  old  walk 

1136  Wikii  ^^  e  ran  » ilh  the  old  niochlna 

1137  Iii.ilv  hooley 

1138  Hi:  v^ulter,  ad  'zcii  more  bottles 

1139  .A>k  a  |)<.liceinaii 
11«0  Iiid  h<- 1;.  t  tlaiu 

1141  l)j  lUte  cowlmy 

1142  ^\■hy  don't  they  do  so  nowf 

1143  %Vhcro  did  jou  get  that  facet 
im  Lilllc  eiiipl^  9liM:utii|$a 

1145  Since  Riilly  b  s>k  an  oath  he'd  har,-»  my 
IMS  Irelanil  for  th<-  Irish  Llito 

1147  Little  Annie  U.~.ji.y 
UM  Hush'  diai't  wake  tlio  baby 

1149  U<M>in  4.  M id  Moor 

1190  Emmet's  faicwell  to  his  true  love 


1151  'lappp's  backyard 

1152  lleautiful  lai<|{Uago 

1153  My  hat 

1154  N<i\v  you're  talklnif 

11 J5  Casey's  will) 

1156  1  say,  Mike 

1157  There tr<HsMcManu» 

1158  MclJinty's  vvako 

1159  1  IcHined  my  Siiiulay  coattoMdoney 

1160  Down  on  the  farm 

1111  Ar«"  you  with  us,  Cascyf 
■   1102  He's  on  the  police  forco  now 
UKi  Faces 
Hid  KiUio  Molloy 
lli'5  I'm  a  cousin  to  rarnell 
U4i|i  tiet  on  to  that  bouquet 
1107  isiiit'w  Casey  runs  the  tlat 
lll^s   Hell    !  .I.'hu  Maloniy 
lli.'j  l;i«r  old  villace  Si-hool 
11?0  Sonir  that  brealts  my  hor*. 

1171  Oh,  what  hasclianifeJyoiil 

1172  That  is  lov.- 

117;)  Littio  bunch  of  lilacs 

1174  Hlaymntes 

1175  Kelly's  new  spring  panta 
llTS  Oh,  let  it  bo  soon 

1177  Sam  Hass 

117S  Since  Majr;rio  learned  tosinff 

1179  1  11  paiahzc  the  man  that  sayi 

11X0  A  drcailtiil  ucciih  nt  IMcGlnt/ 

lisl  Mt'iior  Uiiig  IJiturer,  tlio  baritone 

11X2  Sullday-^cll.•oll>l.lloll»r  ^iiik'cr 

IIW  I i  the  waters coidd Speak  astuey  ho.v 

)iS4  Mountain  dew 

lisj  1  vvliistle  and  wait  for  Katlo 

llMi  Oh,  leave  not  your  Kathltcu 

11S7  Tliiow  hitn  down,  McClosliey 

niW  It  us.d  to  he  proper,  but  it uon't go 

lisd  We've  all  had  'eiu  .now 

ll'X)  lirii:k  up.  b..v3 

ll'jl  My  dear  old  Irish  liomo 

11»2  Hear  ilem  bells 

1190  liii  ney,  come  home 

1191  Tvvo  iietv  vports  in  town 

1195  Where  is  my  woiideriimboy  to-nlifhll 

ll'Jfl  Little  old  duddei-n 

ll!i7  Ob,  mainma!  buy  me  that 

1198  Uar'i*  a  loci;  on  the  chicken-coop  door 

1199  liiey  never  to|,l  a  lie 

IJIX)  L»-arnini^  JIcFndden  to  waltz 

r."'l  saloouUeepciV  Coiuuiniidim.int» 

1\;<>2  Iri^h  Jubilee 

1-J'i:t  He  was  a  i>;i!  of  niina 

I;;"!  'lliei'i'-afc.  r  mo 

IJto  Sweet  Katie  Cuunor 

IjijtJ  He  ain't  in  it 

lJii7  Then  you  wrink  the  other  ey» 

12'>'i  I  was  on  it 

liiiw  When  1  fret  to  be  a  man  like  pa 

IJIO  Clancy  wasn't  in  It 

1211  I'addy  Flyun 

i:i2  Comrades 

I.'IH  McMatiusand  hls8plkc-tall(!o«t 

rill  '  oiiie  down,  Mrs.  Mvnn 

1','I5  lu-eaminft  nsBhe  sleepn 

p;i6  Hand  played  Annie  Lauris 

1217  Ma---Us  and  faces 

1218  Svvintfin^  in  the  Grape-vine  srvJns 

1219  Little  kign  is  ftill  alxive  the  door. 

1220  Lovers' <iu»rrel,  or  Mary  and  J'  hit 

1  '.'l  Somethintf  went  vv  roujf  wit h  tiio  works 

1222  SVe  shall  all  be  aiitr.-ls  m  the  hweet  by- 

1223  Conic  where  the  liliea  bluum     [aud-by 

1224  (i.oi)  Mi'.rht,  ladies 
12-25  Iliilll  liie  luick  aguin 

1226  Fatln-rO'Flynn 

1227  FlaK  of  the  trie 
l^JH  The  tfolden  wedding 
v.".'9  I  Ml  a  Sunday  tiiuruing 
VVM  The  lone  Rravo 

1231  Your  necktie's  up  hcnuul 

1J:12  Little  Fuiinie  Mclntyro 

12;<:)  Miirpby  onesiiie  roii( 

12:w  (Jiilv  a  year 

12::o  1  dou't  know 

12:ti'.  I've  Worked  eiirht  hmint  thi.<i  day 

12:t7  .\  little  Ijearil  oi.  a  youu^f  man  grew 
I  .Tis  \Vi<|ow  Nolan's  door 

l.'ii'.t  Aikiinsaw 

I2i0  rietiii'e  th.it  is  turned  toward  the  wall 

r;il    llf  nev<  I' came  hack 

r;»2  Oh!   what  a  diirerence  in  the  morning 

l.'k!  I  nant  a  situation 

l-.MI  Coiild  I  hilt  s|Mit  the  winner 

l.'l.'i  Me.Viiitv .  >  ou'ie  a  daisy 

1  .'tt»   Ka^'ired   I'at 

i;vT  '  lalie.V's  Hotter 

r:i<<  Tla   |Hior  old  hum 

1-.'19  s.  III. -need  to  ilr-ith 

l;io  liiaiiie  it  •  II  to  iln  Kirls       [of  families 

r.'d  .Misiakes  an  n|.t  to  lifi|>|>en  in  (lie  h«»t 

12."'2  Never  to  a  >a>i-  like  that. 

l';."i.'t  Story  of  111.   o:ild  eollliiro 

12."d  .Mavoiirii-  <  n 

l^-.S  Mn'lv    <-» 

12.'6  The  chri.<i mas  tree 

12.17  My  s->n.  my  only  son 
I25H  Sliiee  Xellv  Wi-ntaway 

12.V.1  lar.iMi  boom  de  re 

IJ'laTlie  pardon  eanie  too  late 

I2t'd  Twelve  iii'iilhsaKo  lo-ni(;ht 

1262  Firemiin's  Imy 

12»'i:i  S<iiii;  of  the  steeple 

I2<'>4  lit'  never  .sinil<da|,rain 

1265  These  words  no  Shakespeare  wrotb 

12r'«  Tlieiv's  no  room  for  me 

1251   iietweeli  love  and  iliity 


1268 
1269 
1270 
1271 
1-272 
127S 
127 » 
1275 
1276 
1277 
127H 
127J 
1280 
1-281 
1282 
1-28:1 
1-284 
1-28;-. 
l'S6 
l.'S7 
1  !SS 
1289 
i:9e 
IJil 

irjj 

1-291 

1295 

I  •-">-. 

r."j; 

1298 
I  •,".'9 
ItOO 

n  1 
,i.;u2 
i:;iH 

1304 
1  litis 
i3i>6 

i;io7 

i:ii>9 

1808 

l.tio 

1311 
1312 
1313 
1314 
131.. 
1316 
1317 
1318 

1319 
1320 
1321 
13-22 

i;:23 

1  24 
13-25 
1326 
132. 

i;«s 
li-29 

i:iii 

IVII 

i:ii2 
i;!.(i 

IXH 

VXii 
1  ;.!6 

1317 
1318 

lil'l 

1311 
1312 
1343 
1314 
1315 
1:U6 
1317 
l:<48 
1349 
13.50 
1 :(.'.! 
i:i.V2 
lXi\ 

l:!:'4 

l:;.V) 
IX% 
1:1.57 
1  58 
l:>.'.9 
i:mi 

1361 

i;«-.2 
i:«i3 
Iti'd 

I  M\  > 
I    l-.fi 

l:u->7 
l.tis 

l:iiv.i 
13;.. 

1371 

l.;72 
1.373 
1374 
1371 
I-.76 
1377 
13:3 
1.179 
i:i.Sll 
l.'d 
l.v<-! 

uixa 

1381 


Unfflp  for  a  Wntcrbury  watcA 

Wliist!  the  Is^ie  mnn 

It's  hard  to  he  a  iilgKer 

Hotel  Kiiviil  lire 

The  prtKlltfnl  son 

The  sights  ill  a  dime  museum 

The  p.  or  nal  didn't  know,  you  know 

Tin-  lirondvMiy  swell  and  the  Bowery 

Scenes  in  Nevv  York  [bum 

The  Imd  hotel 

It  tukr.s  a  irirl  to  do  it  every  time 

You'd  iK'ttei  stay  at  home,  lad 

Jovs  of  a  w  eihlinir  ninr 

There's  always  a  chair  for  m« 

I'atst  Ib'aiimVun 

Thy  land's  my  land 

The  ninhtlniiale's  song 

The  Stowaway 

A  little  bird  vvlils[>ered  to  m» 

I'lish  dem  clouds  away 

I  ^aw  F.saii  kissiiiK  Kate 

The  wife's  dream 

The  broken  home 

He  is  an  aiit:.'l  now  [old  mother 

A  bunch  of  shnmrocks  from  my  dear 

1  handed  it  over  to  lUley 

.Strollintf  with  Noia 

lUiv  u  nice  little  home  In  the  country 

O'ftiien's  hori-e,  R..iiypaite 

Since  Murphy  broke  Ins  pledire 

Mv  s<. eellKart's  the  man  in  the  moon 

The  Keeley  cure 

Corbetl  and  Sullivan  flght 

Ho  as  I  tell  you 

1  here  IS  a  tavern  in  the  town 

Tip  your  liit  to  NelUe 

In  old  Madrid 

Cohinibua 


Molly  and  I  and  the  baby 


[de-ay 


I'addv,  wait  awhile 

I'ni  the  man  that  wrote  TiKra-ra  booih 

Maiden  and  the  lamb  li'arlo 

The  man  that  broke  the  bk.ik  at  Monte 

He  never  cures  to  wander  from  his  own 

Minei  's  Hn  am  of  Home  [Ureside 

I-..I1V  O'Neil 

He  was  a  soldier 

oil,  tu  rnra 

rinK-a-liiiif-tinir-tay 

The  country  (rlrl 

Daddy  wouldn't  buy  me  a  bow-wow 

Sweet  Nellie  Rawn 

Tli-re  IS  a  struiiKer's  face  In  Heaven  now 

I'll  never  Ko  there  a({ain 

vv  hen  the  days  Krow  longer 

Whei  e  the  chicken  got  the  axe 

After  the  baU 

itlii|;er 

Kii-H  my  dear  old  mother,  JacK 

9IIII  tfte  w  orld  Roor  on  iover  here 

I'm  the  man  that  brought  C'ohimbua 

I  loved  you  better  than  you  knew 

Vou  can't  atop  Iter 

B'.wery 

Afterwards  , 

Wuiow 

UeiiiKin  and  Cynthbt 

Out  for  a  racket 

Ki.-s.  and  let's  make  np 

I  'olunibus  »  as  an  Irishman 

A  prett>  girl 

L'.ve  me  ilttlo.  love  me  Ions 

Two  little  Kirls  in  blue 

Daisy  Bell 

she  is  my  i>ic  nle«  girl 

oh.  pr..mise  mu 

When  >ummei  comes  again 

Alwitys  mind  your  sister,  Jennie 

Volunteer  oi'traiiist  [ouvhttobe 

One  or  his  leirs  Is  Innirer  than  It  really 

In  the  bright  mo..iiliwht 

The  widow'spleafor  her  ■on 

Heaits 

Kfep  the  borne  tofrether 

Toiii  ami  I'll  iro  too 

I  love  you  in  spile  of  all 

Thev  all  Iske  after  me 

Nellie  anil  May,  ststei-a  were  they 

Little  Johnny  Diigaii 

tieorKie 

Same  8»eet  bells  are  ringing 

Have  you  seen  hei  f 

Don't  f..rt:et  iii".  Mary 

Fallen  by  the  v-ayside 

N  life  vvoi  th  living) 

l>e<'einl)er  and  .May 

They  aie  the  best  friends  of  all 

The  ship  I  love 

N  iiicv  Cluncy's  tieaii 

My  J.. haiina  Johnson 

V m..lh.-raiid  I.  M*irirle 

We  never  s|>eak  her  name 

It's  all  irone  now 

vv  hen  I'eiftjy  and  I  are  wed 

My  .Mario 

Minnie,  come  Vim  your  honey  boy 

I  he  fatal  we.tdiiifr 

The  chi  inteiiiiiK  <>f  Matcgie's  baby 

Seeing  Jennie  home 

Cariie 

No.  'Arry,  dnnt  oak  me  to  marry 

Half-past  nine 

I'he  little  l.isl  child 

The  woi  kinsman's  drenm 

The  face  upon  the  barroom  floor 

Conversation  water 

L'.ve  will  briiifr  me  liack  nKnin 


I'SS  The  gay  Donbrette 

i:t86  Will  we  ever  be  able  to  flyl 

1.(87  The  little  musician 

1.388  U  aiiiiiig  ill  the  clover 

1389  Doii'i  leave  the  old  home,  Uamie 

1390  T.<iit»fy  Voo 

1391  And  the  verdict  was 

i:!92  I'll  take  you  home  acrain,  Ratbl>.en 

1393  Ureet  the  old  man  w  iih  u  smile 

13'jt  The  man  that  broke  the  brokers  ilown 

1395  The  German  Fifth  (In  Wall  Stieit 

1396  Fare  thee  well,  my  little  sweetheait 
l:<97  The  ni  ido  of  the  ball 

1398  Walking  on  de  rainbow  in  de  sky 
J:i99  Day  by  day  years  bsve  r.'lle.l  on 
l^iHl  He  married  tlieduuKliier,  molberandall 
■  I'd  Won't  vou  h<-  my  sweetheartl 
14112  Apple  blossoms 

1403  The  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin 

1404  My  pearl's  a  Bowery  girl 
IIO:'.  Mntririe  Mooney 

14116  While  the  dance  iroe(  on 
14»7  I'iciure  eiifbi  v-four  [berback 

1408  And  hertrolden  hair  was  hanging  duv>n 
1109  Take  him  to  your  henit  atraiu 

1410  Cpofi  life's  ocean  cast  away  [v.  a 

1411  \N  hen  you  know  the  girl  you  lore  l.ves 

1412  Kind  words  f..ll 

1413  There's  no  place  like  the  old  home  after 

1414  I  don't  want  to  play  In  your  yard 

1415  Wait,  Mr   Postman 

1416  Maicic  pictures  in  the  grate       '. 

1417  Swell  lip  to  date 

1118  Thinkiiiir  of  one  she  loves 

1419  I  >idv  to  see  my  mother  - 

14-.'0  How  doy.u  like  itt 

1421  I  L.tiK  to  see  the  old  home  oiire  airain 

14-2*2  When  we'ie  niarile.l  by  and  by 

1 1-23  K.'lieve  me  if  idl  those  endearing  young 

1124  L  "Ok  in  mv  heart  [charms 

14-25  My  lieanti^il  Irish  maid 

ll'26  Olcott's  Irish  serenade 

11-27  Katv  Mahone 

11-28  Noininir's  ^K>  good  for  the  Irish 

11-29  Take  >>ack  the  eni;atfenient  ring 

U30  He  Kot  the  riiikey  dink 

1131  Gn  I  wanteil 

1132  LiiiRer  lonifer.  Loo 

I4;«  His  last  thoughts  were  of  you 

U  '4  The  church  a.  r.>fs  tl  e  way 

14.35  II. .w  nice  that  all  must  be 

1136  Th.'Sx  lost  happy  davs 

ir<7  McOintv  at  the  Ilvinir  pictttres 

14.18  McNnlly's  old  backyard 

U.-»  I'hoebe 

1440  llr.iken  hearts 

1141  Whose  little  irlrl  are  youl 

1442  Th^  (rlrl  I  1..VO 

1443  Hearts  are  trumps 
1414  The  little  toy  drum 

1115  I  went  honie  w  Id  Michael        •         , 

1446  Forget  the  past 

1147  Susie,  do  you  lub  met 

I4i8  Ho  married  Ki'oy's  bride 

1149  Gilt  h.'W  I  love  sweet  Kathleen 

14,50  When  the  mailmnn  conies 

1451  Can'i  fool  the  Dutch  [lieau 

14.52  Little  Johnny  Johnson  la  my  Sunday 

I4.'>3  The  ads  that  drnve  him  crazy 

lt.'>4  Happy  Is  the  bride  that  the  sun  slUnes  on 

I4'..5  Fii.-ndly  neiirhbors  for  twenty -tlve  yean 

14.56  Sweet  Jennie  Drown 

14.57  Tommy  Atkina 

11.58  One  Kill  In  the  world  for  me 

11.59  Denied  a  home 

1460  After  your  waiiil'rinfr.  conic  home 

1461  T-'ll  me  that  you  love  in-  (.till 

1462  I'll  never  |i»  out  with  I(il.-y  any  more 
1163  I'm  IT  inir  to  tell  on  you.  Katie 

1 461  It's  u  irood  thiiitf,  push  it  alo>>K 

lli'>5  Still  Ills  whiskeisirrevv 

1 166  Sne  m:«v  have  seen  better  days 

>I67  I'retty  Jenide  Slsitery 

1168  What's  the  matter  with  your  f.etl 

I4I-.9  Vncle  John 

1470  Whot  couM  the  poor  girl  dol 

1471  My  dad's  I  he  engineer 

1172  lie.  picture  wss  there  next  to  mine 

1473  This  is  uiiexiK.i-te'1 

1474  You  don't  find  a  girl  like  my  girl  eve'v 

1475  Kntbleen  (day 

1476  My  (^mev  1-land  girl 

1477  Sweet  Eiileen 

1478  streets  of  Cairo 

1479  The  hand  plaved  on 

1 181)  .liiMt  ns  it  used  to  Is.  in  dav  s  gone  by 
1 481   Mary  rode  the  hik.'  ni«l  hull 
1IS2  D..n't  foig'ttbo  friends  that  a'edea.er 
1 183  It  sey  Ma(r<-e  [than  gold 

1484  I  never  loveii  until  I  met  you 

1485  With  a  wife  and  a  iient  little  home 
I4H6  What  will  you  say.  sweet  Kitty  Slieal 
ll'<7  Diin.'sand  Niirkels 

1488         •-      •         •  :  ^ 

14S»  In  lbt7RArroon« 
M«0  Fisldnif— f.T  what! 
1191   Tlie  jrlil  next  do  T 
1492  The  Iloweiy  BaU 


;.N?t|i.'^-- 
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We  will  send  10  of  the  above  Son^s.  your  selection,  for  10  cents  :  30  for  25  cents  ;  50  for  40  cents  ;  100  for  75 
cents,  or  1000  for  $5.  Z^"'"  Remember,  we  w^ill  not  send  less  than  10  of  these  Sondes  by  mail.  Be  sure  to  order  Son^s 
by  their  numbers  in  rotation.  We  will  send  the  sheet  music  of  any  song^  on  this  page,  arrang^ed  for  the  piano,  words 
and  music  combined,  for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  3  copies  for  $1.         .        -*       ,  .  » 


n. 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York 
or  Chicago  House,  whichever  ia 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN-PuMlsher 


BBSBC 


( ISO  Ci  132  Park  Row.  NEW  YORK. 
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A  $2  BOOK  FOR  25  CENTS  t 

"WEsm-ffAJtT'S  book:  om 


700  SECRETS 


How  to  Get  Rich  when  Your  Pockets  Are  Empty. 

Ttinnnanda  that  should  havfi  been  Millionaires  have 
heard  ti<«  Coiujuctor  call  out  "  Rtciiiity,"  the  loxt  Statii>n 
mi  the  Road  of  Lifp,  with  not  eriouifli  niuney  in  their 
IKiokets  t>  Imy  a  25  Cent  niivial  Cabkef.  Why!  RecaiiM 
they  xeverstJirt  liifht.  You  iniHcine  that  Fortune  s-hould 
eometo  you  inHteadof  your  tryiii(;t<>trettoit.  Youlinuw 
ppnple  that  were  |M>or  a  nhoit  time  n(ro.  but  n'>w  are 
wealthy.  How  did  they  (ret  alont;  no  foKtl  Itlneatiy  to  get 
Rii'h,  and  this  bi>ok  i.roves  it,  and  tells  you  the  Secret. 
Wehman'a  Book  of  700  Secretv,  or  How  to 

(»et  Iticli  When  Y"Ur  Pociift^^  An*  Kinpt* ,  w  Liie  Pook  (hat 
|ioint8  out  700  Fji^v  I'atliM  to  take,  you  cannot  Ko  a8lray 
take  which  oneyou  will 
They  all  convcrjre  in 
oiieconilition-«n<l  that 
Is  "  Wealth  "  It  is.  In- 
deed, a  lieao  >n  LiKht  to 
Fortune.  Tlie<e  are 
many  roads  to  w<'alth, 
but  not  every  iierKoii 
knows  which  roail  to 
takuto  net  there <inirk- 
ly.  Well,  the  oi>j»-ft  of 
this  book  istoso  I'luin- 
ly  point  the  way  that 
none  may  hive  exi"M.''e 
for  not  t>GttMriii(r  thfir 
flnaiK'ial  co  mi  it  ion, 
while  those  who  have 
secured  a  fair  share 
may  Imj  enaliled  to  still 
further  add  to  their 
store.      Any   ptrsun, 

?''>unir  or  old,  male  or 
eniale.  tnnn  led  or  him- 
trie,  with  ]<ist  a  little 
pluck  into  them,  will 
be  enal.le.l,  withuny  ono  of  the  700  Secrets  In  thin  book, 
toraakeastart  on  asuro  road  to  weHlth  mid  Inzurv.  If 
you  dei-ire  to  commence  biisiiieH!<,  select  one  of  tlieim 
reclpB»-oiie  you  think  wouM  be  nic^t  Miluhio  in  vour  lo- 
cality—and  manufacture  it  in  small  (iiiuiititie».  As  your 
sales  increase,  invest  more  caiiilul.  Sell  to  families  and 
stores.  As  soc.n  as  your  nieuns  will  all>w,  aiivrtii-e  in 
every  way  po8sible.  What.-ver  y..ii  choose  to  n  aMif»c- 
ture,  iriv^  it  a  new  name  -one  that  will  at. once  atlractat- 
tfntion  and  that  you  think  will  hel|i  tht-Kiilc.  Imp  itant— 
2.V'.  inveHteit  in  thii  IS<>  ik  nmy  tiiin  all  the  livult-ts  lead-^ 
in(j  to  Wealth  tiwardx  y.  u.  If-  worth  iem>-nit>eiinir. 
2.V.  inv.-sted  to  betrin  with  has  ni:iii^  inillionaiieH  "Ut  of 
h^ifirai-s.  It's  up  iiill  only  par' of  the  way.  t^uich  hohl! 
25c.,  a  wife  gays,  will  never  kill  any  one.  ui.il  thnt  Inwik 
sh-  will  have.  Thi-yo«n  a  farm  resr  flcvcluinl  now. 
26c.  put  in  this  hook  started  a  t>ov  in  liu-i>  ess  tliht  hrinirs 
him  inaprontof  920a<tav.  TliKt  bov  will  »rft  uch  25c. 
is  a  laive  am  >iint  or  money  siient  fo'lishh,  hut  wi.en  it 
opens  the  road  to  nflluence  an  I  we  llh,then  it  in  money 
wellinve-tMiI.  Thi-'hook  will  p  ,t  vou  on  >our  fet-l.  ti  oinrti 
you  may  have  bei'ii  petmiless.     Stetion  boad.    Reader 

does  this  apply  to  you  ?   V'eu,  now,  in  it  p  >-siiiie 

that  at  ltt-'<t  I  have  f  iiiid  what  I've  so  lonff  sotiKhi!  It  is 
likedrawinKai.riEein  a  lottery.  Who  knows  hut  what 
thin  really  Is  the  true  steppinBr  stone  tomv  fu'iire  foi  tune! 
This  isfor  you.  It  will  lead  you  to  someth'int;  that  isjnsi  a'* 
sure  to  pave  your  way  to  fortune  as  that  v<ii  now  exl>^t. 
A  brii;ht  future  is  yours  if  you  only  stmt"h  out  vour  han<i 
,0  and  trrayp  the  Golden  Key  that  unlocks  the  Vniilt  that 
opens  to  >  our  antoiiished  (f«ze  the  hidden  trrnsuM-  This 
book  contninn»tl<iut  l."*  pnnes.  Price  25  CentSa  by 
mail,  post-paid  Wt2  i"  charged  for  buokn  which  eoi.uiln 
not  half  the  iiiformatlotk 


Wl^HMAinS  COmPIiETE 


DANCING 


Master  and  Call  Book. 

PBICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

All  the  FlRTires  of  the  German  and  Txpry  New  and 
Foshionuhle  Waltz,  Kound  ..r  S<|iiai-e  Dance  known  in 
l;urt)ne  or  America.  Tlie  author  lias  made  tins  bi>ok  SO 
simple  and  plain  Hint  any  child  can,  by  reiidinti  it.  bocoma 
ajkexpert  in  dunciiitr  without  the  aid  of  a  tciic-her.  No 
Other  book  on  danciii£r  ^>'ill  compare  with  tlii.>i.  All  tha 
latest  and  fnithiunnbie  dance»  aru  minutely  di'Kcril>ed  by 
lUusl luted  Ut;urc8  fruin  life,  explaining  p<>.sition»  in  rounci 
danci-s,  etc..  and  this  original 
niuthoa  enubles  persons  to  learn 
the  wnltz  by  practicinir  it  a  very 
few  times, and  you  will  have  no 
diUlcnlty  in  ai'quiiintf  it.  Hints 
furtlicorganizutionand  inaiin^e- 
nieut  of  h.i  1  !s,  pn  itics,  eti;.  A  J  vice 
in  rcjrnrd  to  thetelect  ion  of  inusia 
for  balls,  private  panics,  etc.  On 
CaUin^,  Kutioiua  Gunrd  Qua- 
drille, the  Plain  Quadiille,  tha 
L.ancers,  the  !^ala^>ca  Laii-'cra, 
the  Caledonians,  the  Surprise 
Quadrille,  thcelVlnce  Imperiot 
<Jua<irille,  the  Waltz  QuadriUa 
^us.  1  nnd  2,  the  GliJe  Lancers^ 
the  Glide  Caledonians,  the  Pari- 
fii.nn  V/iriolles,  the  I^oudon  PolkA 
t^indiille.  Qundrille  FiKuros  — 
Tlie  Basket  Flg-ur-*,  the  Star  Figure,  the  3Iai  cli  Fi(f  ure.  the 
3ig  ytk'ure,  the  Sliiiuit  Figure,  the  Cheat  Fipure,  the  Niiie- 
I'in  Fiirure.  Contra  Dances— The  Virginia  Keel,  Pop  Goes 
the  Wensel,  Spanish  lianre,  the  Sicill.Tn  Circle.  Grand 
March,  Quadrille  or  Square  Dances,  Kxplaiiatiun  of  Qua- 
drille Steps  and  Movements,  Illustrntionsof  Five  Positions 
in  Daiiciiifr.  Points  on  Kound  Dances,  the  Polka,  the 
Waltz,  the  Modern  Plnln  Waliz,  Glide  Waltz,  the  Polluk 
Mazourka,  the  Knickerliocker,  the  Newport,  the  Varsou- 
vlenne,  Danish  Dunce,  the  llacouct.  the  Wave,  the  Bohe- 
mian, or  Heel  and  Toe  Polka,  the  Galop,  the  Scliottische, 
the  Deux  Temps,  the  Sicilienne.  The  German-05  Figures, 
Kiving  the  Names  and  F\ill  Description  of  each,  and  How 
to  Dance  them  Corrcc'Iy.  It  is  a  book  of  Kreat  value. 
Price  TWeNTY-FIVE  CENTS  p«"r  copy,  by  mall, 
post-paid.  Special— Five  Books  for  81.  (3et  four  of  your 
mends  to  club  in  with  you  at  25  cents  each,  making  $1  In 
•U,  sod  thereby  i^et  your  own  l>ook  free  of  cluuige. 
^^ij^g^gp  ii4  orUera  direct  to 


Book  on  the  Art  and  Science  of 


BOXING 


AND    SELF  -  PErEXCJB, 

ILLUSTRATED  'WITH  OVER 

FORTY    ENGRAVINGS. 


TBICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

This  hook  Is  designed  to  meet  the  wants  of  all  those  who 
Itay  ilesire  to  leaiu  how  to  " take  his  own  part "  w hen 
Usailed— be  it  either  for  pleasurable  pastime  and  a  natural 
desire  to  develop  the  muscles,  or  to  obtain  power  to  resent 
anaHi-out  or  iujuiy.    A  full  knowledire  and  experience  of 

the  lilies  laid  down  in 
this  book,  and  a  care- 
ful study  of  the  iilates 
thereto  attached,  will 
ennhle  ono  to  "hold 
hisown  "  V  hcrcsoever 
he  may  go  and  with 
vhomsocver  ho  may 
come  In  contact.  The 
pictures  show  every 
possible  attitude  for 
blow,  f  elnt,6top,dodgo 
or  "  get  away." 

A  voluminous  out 
line  of  the  lives  of  a 
large  niimher  who 
Imve  entered  the  gla- 
diatorial arena  to 
prove  their  prowess, 
ond  who  have  leIC 
their  improae  in  the 
world's  htstory,  (s  also  appended,  as  exampleN  owhat  has 
been  and  may' yet  be  achieved  by  thorough  trafting  and 
experience.  Tue  foregoing  embraces  the  life  and  battles 
of  some  of  the  most  noted  pugilisi.-i,  ineludlng  the  great 
CorliL'tt-SuUivan  fight.  Italsocontiiinsthe  "Lcmdon  Prize- 
King  Kules"  and  the  "  Revised  Queenslierry  Riilta."  Pilce 
29  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid.  Sri;ciAi>— Five 
copies  for  SI-  Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  yoa 
at  25  cents  each,  making  gl  in  all,  and'thcreby  get  yoUV 
owa  book  fnw  of  chargo.    Address  all  orders  turect  to 


Wehman's  Book  ol[ 


lOYE  LETTERS 


FEICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

There  Is  no  greater  or  more  profound  reality  than  loreb 
There  is  no  nobler  possession  than  the  lovo  of  another. 
There  is  no  hiirher  gift  from  one  human  biintr  to  another 
than  love.  The  gift  and  tlie  pos:jes.sion  are  true  snuctillera 
of  life,  and  should  bo  worn  as  precious  jewels,  without  af» 
fectation  and  without  liashfulness.  For  this  i-eason  ther9 
Is  nothing  "o  be  ashamed  of  in  a  love  letter,  provided  it  ha 
Sincere.  A  celebrated  writer  <mco  said  that  "to  write  % 
frood  love  letter,  you  mtist  begin  without  knowing  whaO 
you  are  going  to  say.ondfinlsU  without  know  jug  wJiat  yoa 

have  said."  The  remaric 
is  to  f  ome  extent  correct, 
03  the  true  secret  of  all 
successful  letter  -  w  i  itlnj 
lies  In  the  power  of  con- 
veying the  thoughts,  feel- 
ings, and  desires  of  tha 
writer  to  his  or  her  cor- 
rcopondont.  Such  a  letter 
would  unJ.inhtedly  rertecO 
tlio  Btato  of  tho  writer's 
honrt,  agitated  and  dis- 
ordered hy  the  tumultuous 
Ihi  obs  of  passion;  but,  as 
the  zeal  of  young  persona 
generollv,  m  mattei-s  af- 
fecting tJie  henrt,  is  very 
ni)t  to  outrun  discretlon- 
eznressinn  would  unconsciously  oe  given  to  aiwurd  ana 
foolish  protestations,  or  to  extiuvagaut  and  romanuo  adu- 
lation of  the  object  of  attachment.  ^  ^.  ",  .^ 

To  obviate  this  tendency,  lovo  and  conrtsnlp  letters 
ehould  be  an  Index  of  the  writer's  good  sense  and  jii<ig- 
mentnswell  aa  the  stato  of  tho  a  Sections,  and  theieforo 
regard  sliould  be  had  in  the  composition  of  them,  as  well 
US  in  all  other  letters,  to  propriety  of  diction,  coirectnesa 
of  taste  nnd  purity  of  style,  avoiding  the  bombast  and  af- 
fectationand  morbid  Eentimentalisniwhlchtoofi-equently 
characterizes  epistles  on  these  subjects.  And  thou;:h  la 
persons  of  reflnemeiit  and  iducatioii  an  honorable  attach- 
ment will  siilUce  to  prompt  its  candid  expression,  there ara 
many  persons  not  possessed  of  the?e  advantages,  to  whonx 
correspondence  is  always  oi  tended  with  considerable  difll- 
culty.  To  all  such  the  series  of  Letters  contained  in  this 
book, in  which  delicacy  of  feeling  and  the  warmth  of  ex- 
pression suited  to  tho  subject  have  been  carefully  blended- 
will  be  found  an  important  aid  in  acquiring  facility  anl 
accuracy  in  the  art  of  Letter-Writing.  Italsocontainstha 
Art  of  Secret  Writing,  the  Language  of  Love  Politically 
Vorttave.!.   and   Simplified    Rules  of   Grammar.      Piico 

TWENTY-FIVE  ^CENTS,  per  copy.  Specim^ 
ftve  copies  for  $1.  GetTmr  of  your  friends  to  club  lO 
with  you  at  25  cents  each,  mnking  $1  ia  aU,<uia  toereoy 
get  your.Owa  book  free  of  charge. 

Address  all  orders  dlreot  to 


BUSINESS 


LETTER  WRITER 


PRICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

This  book  Is  designed  to  meet  tho  wants  of  all  tboao 
who  aro  seeking  a  iir8t<'las3  business  Letter-Writer,  tm 
It  contains  a  largo  variety  of  carefully-selected  speclmett 
Busines!'  Litters;  also  a  large  iiumtier  of  Legal  ond  Mer- 
cantile Forms  used  in  Busines!<— such  as:  Articles  of  Co- 
partnership, Notice  of  Dissolution,  Form  of  an  Aiwign- 
menl.  Acknowledgment  of  Deed,  Bill  of  Sal*',  I'owor  of 

Attorney,  Judgment  Note, 
Form  of  an  Order,  llut- 
ncrship  Agi-ccment,  and 
many  others  toonumerous 
to  mention:  also  the  Artof 
KiH'iet  Writing,  Business 
L;u\  s  and  Maxims  for  Busi- 
lic^-M  Heu  and  Mereantila 
Abbreviations.  In  rhort, 
ill  the  pages  of  this  tKK>k 
en-  set  foith  Business 
I'ornis, Styles  ond  Technl- 
lalii  iiM  to  aid  the  inexperl- 
ni'-od  In  the  routine  of 
i-onuiiercial  intercourse, 
n()o|t:ng  the  plaiiiesC 
Icrins  consistent  with  tho 
Rtudiotis  politeness  which 
is  rigorously  demanded  In 
coinnicrciallotUrn.  EverT 
po>lt  ion  in  life  deinn  nds  let- 
ter-wiiting,  A  letter istho 
frri-at  link  between  paivnta 
and  children,  between 
lovers,  bctw.-cii  friends;  while  in  business  »«lations  it 
liiakes  foriuncs  or  iiini-s  them.  lire.'=peclive  of  their 
magnitude  nnd  impoi-tanco,  commeicial  triinsoctioua 
ore  generally  begun,  continued  and  ended  by  coiTcs- 
roniliiice.  Lcttoi-writinrr,  in  general,  is  not  an  easy  task 
to  the  groat  majority,  and  bubiness  U  ttors  are  rtill  moro 
difficult,  from  tho  fact  that  greater  Inferesls  ore  In- 
■♦olved,  nnd  results  of  g.aia  or  loss  ore  dependent  upon 
them.  Lettcr-v.ritingisan  nocompIIshmentwhl-Oi every- 
one should  strive  to  acquire.  It  is  notonly  ugcful,  bii 
very  drsiniblo  nnd  nece.s«ary  In  familiarizing  trio  mind 
with  business  habits  and  iiiatlii-aconnect<-d  tliercwith- 
It  also  stimulates  t he  Jnenti I  Ciipncity  and  de%-elopestho 
Intel! jcL  It  would  t.alce  paj-e  n  p>  n  page  ti>  explain  fully 
the  merits  n;id  uetfu'.ncss  of  this  boolc.  In  order  to  give 
everybody  n'iop3>ortunity  to  obtain  at  le.Tst  one  co])y,  wo 
have  iiia-io  tho  price  very  low,  nanielv:  25  ContSPcr 
copy,  by  mail,  post-pnlil.  SiKCiAi/— I'ix-o  copies  for  $1. 
Got  luur<  f  your  friends  to  club  in  wilhyou  at  25ccat3 
each,  making  $1  in  all,  aii<l  thereby  get  your  own  book 
free  of  charge.    Address  all  orders  dii-oct  to 


WEHKAN'S   NEW    BOOK   OP 


RIDDLE 


AND    CONUNDRUMS. 

PRICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

This  book  contains  tho  "sifttiitrs  "  from  tho  "whole  field  " 
of  Uiddli'8  and  Coiiuiidrums,  ah.ng  wiih  a  lot  of  recent, 
flrst-clnss  productions.  In  it  can  lie  louml  curious,  piiB- 
Eling  and  pleasing  Itiddies  and   ConundriiniH  —  to   suit 

every  phase  of  feel- 
ing, sentiment  or 
liiiiiior.  A  capital 
book  for  end  men 
In  miiiHtrel  enter- 
tainments, as  itcon- 
tains  quetitions  and 
answers  that  will 
iiivaiiiibly  '•  bring 
down  a  house." 
With  the  aid  of  thia 
book,  you  can  "hold 
your  own "  with 
th<i«e  who  are  con- 
tinually "anringing 

old  chestmiis''^  on 
to  you  —  yes,  ma- 
t(>rial«ith  which  to 
**  cpisli "  or  silence 
Would  be  punsters. 
It  eoutains  Kiddlea 
and  Conundrums 
that  will  keep  Uio 
whole  continent 
guessing  and  then 
tliey  'ILJiave  to  gi vo 
'em  up  hair  tho 
time.  In  fact,  it 
contains  the  best 
andlargest  collection  of  Riddles  and  ronund  ru  rns  ever  Sf  lid 
at  so  low  a  price.  Price  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS 
per  copy,  by  mail,  |>ost-iiai(l.  SfEciAi^-Hve  co|iie»i  lor  $1. 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  clul>  in  with  you  at  25  cent* 
each,  making  Jl  in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  b<yk 
fi-ee  of  charge.  Clean  and  unused  V.  x.  postage  stamps, 
of  any  denomination,  taken  same  as  cash.  In  Ktiuling  sil- 
ver, be  sure  to  wrap  a  small  piec"  of  newspaper  around  iL 
to  prevent  it  from  tearing  through  the  envelope.  Sena 
greenbaclkS  for  large  amounts  if  not  inconvenient  to  you. 

Address  all  orders  direct  to 


SPEGIAL.--Any  five  25-Cenf  Books  on 
this  page  for  $1.00.  Glean  and  unused  one  or 
two-cent  postage  stamps  \aken  same  as  cash. 


n 


I  all  ordsn  to  otther  our 


130&132  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 


.''Wfefc-r.-'" 


.-.;. ..?;.<■*  •*' 


<.m  ■y*\  'Try^^'f .  '  ■  >■ 


iHBia 


Jl^elmuiB*!  2ff«iw, 


■•  -^&-^ 


AND  VENTRILOQUISTS'  GUIDEJ 

I  jPBIOE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid/) 

nii  If  til*  latMt  and  b«Dit  b«st  l>ook  pnbllih«d  or  TrIekSa 
V«ntrlloqulsm.Seoond-8lKht  and  FIreslda 

Mesmerism.  «  to  Uustrated  with  nearlj  lOO  onRraT- 
tagt,  lite  Inatructtona  for  petf  ormlng  are  so  plainly  given 
thM  anr  elilld,  wltb  *  liule  practice,  can  do  them,  as  they 
only  require  si  nn  pie,  appa* 
raTUS*  ^o  ^U  mention  a  tew 
I  of  the  tricks  In  this  book.— How  to 
eat  a  peck  of  shavlnin  and  chanBo 
them  into  a  rlljbon— How  to  mako 
a  dime  pass  through  a  table— How 
to  make  lire  bum  under  water- 
How  to  put  a  rln^r  through  youp 
elieek  and  then  briniir  It  on  a  stick 
—How  to  make  a  loaf  dance  whllo 
It  la  baking  In  the  oven— Uow  to 
cut  off  a  cnlckeu'8  head  without! 
killing  It— How  to  make  Ice  la 
Summer— How  to  change  water 
Into  wine— A  lamp  that  will  bum 
for  a  year— How  to  cut  otf  your 
Doee  —  How  lo  make  flreproot 
paper— How  to  eat  tow  and  set  it  on 
tire  In  your  mouth— How  to  pro- 
drxieamOTIMfromapack  of  cards— How  to  tell  the  number 
•ny  person  thinks  of —How  to  tell  in  advance  a  card  selectea 
by  any  on»-How  to  tell  If  a  person  la  In  love— How  to  r*- 
inove  a  man's  shirt  without  taking  off  his  coat  or  vest- 
How  to  bold  afflasa  ot  water  upside  down  without  spilUns 


lir  copy  (silver  or  postaire  stamps.)  SpjciAi^^Flve  copies 
foTtl  Qet  four  of  your  friends  to  club  lu  with  you  at  2S 
«aota  each,  making  91  in  all,  and  tiiere)>7  get  yoarjOIT' 
{gok tiMoCctuwKe.. Address  «ai9;^en<ur»u( to ..^  ^ 


^ 


AX7NT  SALLY*9 


POLICY 


Players'  Dream  Book. 

PBIOE  36  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

With  this  Book  yon  have  a  Sure  Oolde  to  Lncky  Dreams 
'  liocky  numbers.  It  gives  you  the  True  Interoretatlon 
of  Dreams,  and  also  the  M umbers 
of  the  Lottery  to  which  they  Ap- 
ily;  Qood  Combinations  to  Playj 
lignlflcallons  of  Cards  Dreamed 
of,  and  their  numbers;  Comljlna- 
tion  Table  for  Saddles.  Olgs  awl 
Hurses;  Table  for  dndlng  Lucky 
Numbers;  Numbemof  DreainsoC 
the  Monins;  for  the  Days  of  tha 
Weeks;  the  Oraculum,  or  N'apo- 
le^^in  Bonaparte's  Book  of  Fate; 
the  Method  of  Working  the  Ques- 
tions; the  Oraculum  Table— In 
fact,  this  book  gives  all  the  siu^a 
Blifna.  You  can  find  out  by  any 
of  these  sure  systems  from  tliU 
book  whether  you  wiJl  be  rich  or 
poor,  lucky  or  unlucky;  whether 
you  will  get  expected  money,  lovers,  clothes,  or  any  other 
article  that  you  may  set  your  mind  upon.  Do  you  dream 
Of  love  or  gold,  or  ot  friendship,  of  foes,  or  of  life  or  deatht 
This  l>ook  will  explain  everything  clearly  to  you.  You  can 
tell  Tour  own  fortune  from  its  pasea  without  consulting 
suy  IlTinf(  fortone-teller.    Price  2^1  Centp  per  copy,  by 


^pald.  SpkciaI/—F1v»  books  for  9C  Uet  fu'uro'C 
2oar  friends  to  olub  in  with  you  at  26  centa  each,  niaklnf 
VliB  OUt  MMi  U>0*^'>7  K^' yo"'' (>^'> '»'<>'' '^'^ ''^  *^'>'UVCk 

"^  Addnasallotdexato 

BRUDDER    KINKHEAD'S 


STUMP  SPEECHES 


AND  DROLL  DISCOURSES. 
PRICE    26    CENTS. 

m*  new  book  of  Stump  Speeches  and  Droll  Dtscnnr8e& 
eomplled  by  Oeonre  OK)p«>r,  is  "  crammed,  jammed  and 
kaaped-np "  with  " rlb-ticklliif  aoii  xide-xi'littlnir  "  read- 
ing matter— the  very 
juice  and  cream  of 
'colored  oratory. "The 
bulk  of  its  contents  will 
SMfve  tn  mnke  those 
langh  who  never 
laughed  before,  and 
thore  who  alwavi 
Uugb,  laugh  all  the 
more.  The  following 
•re  a  few  of  the  titles 
of  svlecti'inscnntnliieU 
In  this  book:  Amoving 
sermon  — A  hardshell 
seimmi  —  A  modern 
sermon— A  negro's  ac- 
count of  the  prodigal 
•on— Brother  Gardner 
aiiJ  JU'lge  Cailaver— 
Burlexque  oration  on 
matrimony  —  Cud  Jo 
Hardiiln's  prescription 
—  Election  stump 
speech— How  de  Norf 
Pole  got  lost  —  Mr. 
■phralm  Muggins  on  oily  margarine- Plenty  Small's  pro 
elaiiiaahun— Kev.  Cncle  Jim  and  Bob  IiigersoU— Stump 
•peach- Teco  Brag's  lecture,  and  many  others.  Prioe 
>•  Cents  per  OOP7.  by  mall,  postrpaid. 


WEHMATTS 


WITCHS 


Dream  Book  and  Fortune  Teller!^ 

»■  •  .         ■■  -  < 

PBIOE  25, CENTS,  by  maiV post-paid^ 

Cla  ARRA,  the  Qneen  of  Witches,  as  the  most  noted 
(iypay  of  modem  times;  she  gives  yon  the  key  to  unlock 
the  future,  and  makes  every  per- 
son their  own  Fortune  Teller.  II 
teaches  you  how  to  know  the  Sex 
of  Childi-en  before  liirih;  to  know 
liow  soon  you  will  Mairy,  and  what 
Fortune  you  will  have,  who  your 
Future  Husband  or  Wife  will  bej 
tho  Lover'M Charm,  or  old  Witches' 
True  Method  of  "relllng  Fortunes 
by  tno  Grounds  of  a  Tea  or  Coffee 
Cup;  to  know  If  your  Love  of  a 
pen<on  'Will  be  Mutual;    Fortune 


hM 

i 

A  \a 

raB^^A^!T>' 

3sS%^&? 

ll^^^ir^Srt^ 

■^*y''f^S!lrT'* 

5^1^  ¥1K 

Ifeg^y/  9l''f.i^ 

E^ 

^^r"'^'  tt 

j^ijgiiMB 

'felling  by  Cards, 
beroi  Wives 


IttellntheNum- 

es  or  Husbands  you  will 

have;    how  to  Wi  Ite  Lure-Lettera 


Seci-etly,  so  that  they  mi»y  not  be 
Pi.^oovered.  The  old  Witch  cam 
bring  you  Qood  or  Evil  Fortune. 
Don't  spurn  her  and  you  can  Control  others  and  Find  Lost 
cr  Hidden  Treasures.  She  Ih  Powerful.  Price,  by  mail, 
t)os^puld,  only  TWENTY-FIVK  CfNTS  per  copr 
(silver  or  postage  stamps).  Sptcuir-Five  copies  for  tl. 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  25  oentS 
each,  making  $1  in  all,  and  ttiereliy  get  your  OWtVbOOk 
txwoteiMitfo,   AddiessoUoiUcia  direct  to 


•OOOFER.'S 

YankM,  Hebrsw  &  Italian  Dialaci 


READINGS  .^"RECITATIONS 


PRICE    26    CENTS. 

This  new  book  of  Yankee,  Hebrew  and  Italian  dialect 
readings  and  recitations,  compiled  by  Oeorge  Cooper,  is 
g  'tten  up  to  meet  the  waots  of  the  many  who  are  always 
searcliiiig  for  the  latest  and  mo"t  poi<ular  gems  of  Yan- 
kee, llt>l>rt<w  and  Itallon  dialectic  humor.  Ttie  contents 
of  this  t>o(>k  is  eK|>f dally  aiiapled  for  public  and  private 
reaciiiigs  iJt  reciratlons.  ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
In  ailditl' into thii  many  irr""^"""""""^""^"^^ 
new  and  origlnni  sel-c- 
tlons,  this  book  hns  the 
advantage  of  bringing 
totreiher  Into  one  vol- 
ume all  of  the  best  Yan- 
kee, Helir«w  and  Itallnii 
pieces  of  a  huniomus 
nature  which  have 
hllhertoattalnedawlde 
populaiitv  through  the 
piiiilic  reprcnenta'ioiis 
of  the  moat  renowned 
humorists  of  the  day. 
No  other  book  of  its 
kind  gives  as  much  for 
th»  money.  The  follow- 
ing are  a  few  of  the 
titles  of  selections  con- 
tained in  thin  t>ook: — 
Aunty  doleful's  Tlslt— 
Betsy  and  I  are  out— 
C  'Urtln'  —  <"hrl9toi.hor 
Columbus— Dave  Briggs 
—Farmer  Gray  geisphotographed-Foreign  views  of  tha 
statue— Georga  uaahingdone— Oreen  grow  the  rushes,  O 
—Haniier— Isaac  Rosentlmlon  theCliinesoquestlon-Levl 
—Mine  Jakey— Mine  friend  QoldKteln— A  New  Hampshire 

Frotest— One  boss  shay  -On  Baxter  Street  —  Quit  your 
oolin'— Sullivana  vs.  Sjlvio  Sylvesto — Sliiion  Short's  son 
Samuel  —  Bella  de  banan— Solomon  Isaa'-'s  troubles  — 
When  Sara'well  led  theslnKin'— ^^  Idow  Bedott  to  Eldsr 
Siiiflles— A  Yankee's  honesty,  and  many  othera.  Price 
SB^entS  P«r  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid.  % 


Weliman*a  Selection  of 


AUTOGRAPH  ALBUM  VERSES 


PRICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

A  choice  collection  of  comlo  and  sentimental  rersMb 
tompll.-d  by  Carrie  L.  Wohman,  expressive  of  almost  every 
|>hase  of  human  feeling,  such  as  love,  friendship,  admlra- 

I  tlon,  respect,  gcKxl  wishes, 
etc.,  suitable  for  writing 
in  autograpb-albuma  No 
g-'ntlemnn,  voung,  mid- 
dle-aged or  old,  can  go  at 
all  into  societv  without 
bHvlng  some  fair  lady's 
"Book    of    Autographs" 

B lumped  into  his  hands. 
[e  feels  that  to  refuse 
would  stamp  him  a  "  mean 
smd  selfish  person."  He 
cannot  be  a  gentleman,  in 
the  best  meaning  of  the 
term,  while  po8aessliiir 
such  despicable  traits  of 
charr»et,-r,  therefore  he 
Dinst  comply  with  their 
reauests  In  tnls  direction. 
Left  to  himself,  he  would 
proljably  write  "himself 
down  a  blockhead."  But 
this  book  will  help  him 
out  of  the  dilemma.  Here 
he  will  iind  something  appropriate  to  write  at  onc«>— 
whether  hnmorously  or  sentimentally  Inclined.  Price 
TWBWTY-FIVE  CENTS  per  copy,  by  mall,  post 
briiciAL  -rtve    Books  for  fl.     Get  ' 


paid.  _         _    __    ^_       ._      __ 

friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  86  cents  each,  making  ^1  la 


for  fl.     Get  four  of  yoo* 

, 86  cents  each,  making 

•U,  ana  Uiereby  get  your  own  book  free  ot  chaise. 

Addrca  all  prd^n  direct  to 


Wehman's  Seiectim  of. Popular 


DIALOGUES 


No.  1. 


PBIOE  35  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

This  book,  the  flrst  of  the  aeries,  eontalni  a  large  num- 
ber of  the  finest  dialogues  in  our  language.  Adapted  for 
Parlor  E^teriainmenta,  Social  Oar 
therings.  School  Ezhibltlona,  eta 
Many  of  the  dialogues  in  this  book 
are  new  and  original  and  cannot  be 
found  in  any  other  book.  Great  care 
has  t>een  taken  in  the  preparation  ot 
this  book — our  chief  aun  being  to  in- 
sert the  "  slf  tings  "  from  the ''whole 
Held  "  of  Popular  Dialogue*,  Kittabie 
for  pnblic  and  private  recital.  Price 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  per 

c<  py ,  by  mail,  poet-paid.  SPKClaX, — 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in 
with  you  at  ti  cents  each,  making  tl 
in  all,  and  therebyjget  your  own  book 
free  of  charge.  Clean  and  anused 
C.  S.  |k)8tage  bitunipe,  of  any  denomination,  taken  same  as 
cash.  Inst-ndlng  sllver.be  Mire  to  wrap  a  small  pieoe  ot 
newspaper  around  It,  to  prevent  It  from  tearing  tnrougtl 
the  envelope.  Send  greenttacks  for  large  amounts  It  Mt 
Inconvenient  to  you.    Address  all  orders  direct  to 


OOOPEIE2/S 

DUTCH    DIALECT 


REAOiNGS.-^RECITATIONS 


PRICE    2g    CENTSe 

In  this  new  book  of  Dutob  dlaleet  raadlnn  and 
Uons,  oomplled  by  Oeorge  Cooper,  esin  be  found  an  abas- 
dant  supply  of  interesting  and  mlrtb-proToklng  reading 
matter,  as  it  contains  tha  "  sittings  "  from  the  whole  field 
Ot  Dutch  humor,  and  when    rented  at  social  or  tesUTe 

gatherings,  they  in- 
Tariably  "bring  down 
tlie  house."  A*  fol- 
lowing are  a  few  of  the 
titlea  of  selections  con- 
tained In  thU  book>- 
A  Dutchman's  answer— 
A  tmtchman's  testW 
mony  In  a  steamboat 
case  —  Breltmann  In 
Maryland— Carl  Dunder 
talks  to  the  children— 
Coney  Island  down  der 
bay— Der  shoemaker's 
boy— Der  nlghd  behind 
Ohrlstmas  —  Der  oak 
una  der  vine— Der  pa^ 
ter  of  der  ihinglee— 
Dot  fanny  leetle  baby— 
Dnt  Boboken  bucket- 
Dot  mole— Dot  widow 
und  Shakey— Dot  water 
pipe— Dot  Tife  of  mme 
-Dvtch  Iteud  Mnller- 
Dntohmau'a  clock  — 
Dotchman'a  telephone  —  Dutohman'a  sarenade  —  Dyln' 
▼orda  of  laaao-FriU  und  I-Oerman  harbaiMJo  ray. 
Becky  Mlllerl— Oretohen  und  me  go  oud— Hans  und  rate 
-Hans  Donderbeck'a  weddlng-Leedle  Tawcob  Btiaujs- 
Mlt  Slgel-Mother-ln-law-Puailed  Dutchman-Sohloaaart 
rlde-Bchiielder's  ride-Vas   Bender  Henahpeoked,   and 


many  others. 
peat-paid. 


PrIoe  SB  Cents  vw  copy,  br  mall, 
SnciiO^-Flve  ooploa.  to  one  addreaa.  for  ft. 


OOOPSK,'S 

IRISH    DIALECT 


REAOINGS^^'-RECITATIONS 


PRICE    as    CENT«. 

This  new  book  of  Irish  dialeot  readlnga  and  reoltatlona 
compiled  by  Oeorge  Oooper  Is  meeting  with  commenda- 
tion everywhere,  Decauae  it  aurpaaaea  In  exoeUeiioe  ot 
substance  many  of  its  higher-priced  contemporaries,  no* 
saying  a  word  about  those  selllna  at  the  same  prioe.  In 
fact.  It  contains  tha  flnaat  collaoUon  of  Irish  dialect  read- 
ings and  recltationa 
ever  sold  at  so  low  a 
price,  and  ougbt,ther*- 
fore,  to  be  tn  the  handa 
of  every  lorer  of  Irish 
wit  aet  forth  with  the 
Irresistible  humor  of 
Irish  brogue.  It  bide 
fair  to  become  one  of 
the  moat  popular  booka 
of  ita  kind  ever  pub- 
Hahad.  Seudforaooiij 
at  onoe  and  psotake 
of  this  grand,  rare 
treat  of  Iriah  hnmor. 
The  following  are  a 
few  of  the  titles  of  ae- 
lectlona  contained  In 
this  book:  —  Birth  of 
Saint  Patrick- Bi  I  th  of 
Ireland-Biddy'a  trials 
among  the  Yankees— 
Bxilea  —  Father  Phil's 
Bubaeriptlon  llat  -Iriah 
philosopher  —  Irish 
Locliinvar—IllegaDt  affair  at  Muld<»on'»— Irishman's  p«i^ 

{ilezlty- Irish  astronomy— Irish  Excelsior— Irish  mother's 
aroent— Jlmmle  Butler  and  tha  ewl- Kitty  Malone— Kate 
Haloney— Little  Fat  and  the  Parson- Mrs.  Magooehi'a 
daugbter^Pat  O'Flahi-rty  on  weman's  rights- Paddy *a 
Oourtlnr— Shamus  O'Brien- St.  Patrick's  martyrs— Shll- 
laleh— Wake  of  Tim  O'Hara,  and  many  others.  Price 
20  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  pcsC-pald. 


IV>-- 


'• 


tddress  all  orders  to  either  our 
ll|w  York  or  Chicago  House, 
vklsksraa  Is  neerast  to  TOO. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  \ 


• — -—T^rnr  r. 


1 30  &  1 32  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
85  &  87  E.  Madison  Streets  CHICAI 


^mm 


mmummmmm 


m\)&m  gUill!EKL!-J 


ItMllliMrWftli'Bi' 


V  ■'".*:i> 


^^  THIS    NULdBER    OONT^IlSrS    ISO    SONCa-S.  -^ 


^ 


No.  49 


SONG  BOOK 


PRICE,   10  CENTS. 


*     *     *     CONTENTS    OF    THIS    NUMBER:     *     *     * 


PAGE 

A  Bunch  of  Violet*.... 18 

A  DmiKliter  of  the  Mood 23 

After  Your  W'anil'riiig,  Come  Home 15 

A  Little  Piece  of  Sfriiifj  Around  IIi»  Neck 14 

A  Little,  You  Know,  So,  So 2 

An  Irish  Lad'e  Wooing 12 

A  Puclc  of  Curds '. 15 

Art  of  Making  Love  (The) Zi 

'IJal)l)ctte 15 

Baby  FiuserB 6 

Baby  Now  Das  Left  Her  IIODey 4 

Barbara  Allan 20 

Bttttle-Cry  of  Freedom 25 

Believe  Mc,  if  All   Those  Endearing  Young 
Charms 84 

-Ben  Bolt 13 

Broken  Doll  (The)  19 

Butcher  Boy  (The) 20 

Buy  My  Roses  18 

By -Gone  Days 10 

Bye-Lo,  Baby,  Bye-Lo 9 

ChriBtinas  Tree  (The) 17 

Come,  My  Honey,  I'se  Got  Money 7 

Daipyd'he)  23 

Denied  a  Home 21 

Dennie  Murpliy's  DaiiKliter  Nell ...  17 

D«  'Poeenm  Dad.ly  Stole 26 

Devil's  in  New  Jersey    16 

Don't  Tell  Mother  that  Her  Boy  Went  Wrong  . .     3 

Dooley's  Wedding 11 

Do  One  Another 9 

Drunkard's  Lone  Child 20 

Flower  of  Yarrow  Vale  (The) 9 

Four  Finiiers  and  a  Thumb 26 

Geraldiiie  5 

Girl  Next  Door  (The) 2 

Girl  Who  Left  a  Happy  Home  for  Me  (The) 26 

Glorious  Beer  11 

Go  and  Die 18 

Go  Sleep,  My  Honey 4 

Hail  Columbia 25 

Have  You  Given  Back  Her  Letters,  TomT 4 


PAGE 

Her  Name  Is  O'Borke 14 

His  Only  One 19 

I'm  Proud  I'm  Irish 13 

If  They'd  Only  Write  and  Ask  Me  to  Come  Home    9 

I  Love  My  Girl,  and  She  Loves  Me 10 

I  Love  You  as  I  Never  Loved  Before 4 

I  Want  to  Tell  You  Something 22 

'  n  Want  Yer,  Ma  Honey 12 

-i  Went  to  Paris  with  Papa 12 

I  Will  Come  Back  to  You 4 

Jolly  Little  Polly  at  the  Dauciog-School 8 

Katie  Dean 14 

.>Katy  Mahone 24 

Lai-La-Pa-Loo-Zer 11 

Little  Maggie  Mouchan 19 

Look  in  My  Heart « 24 

-  Louisiana  Lou 4 

-Mack's  Swing  Song 5 

Maggie,  My  Own 6 

.Marching  through  Georgia  25 

Marry  Me,  Marjorie  Moore 6 

Mavourneen 17 

Me  Sweet  T'ing  14 

Midway  in  the  Moon  (The) 6 

Molly  Maloney 26 

-Molly,0  17 

,My  Beautiful  Irish  Maid 20 

My  Comrade  and  Playmate 3 

My  Girl's  a  "  Corker;"  or,  The  Race-Track  Girl.    2 

My  Sweetheart  of  Years  Ago 10 

Naughty  Jersey  Mosquito  (The) 23 

Nellie  Clancy's  Walk S 

Nigger  and  a  Coon..... 8 

Norah 6 

Oh,  Friends 3 

Oh,  Mr.Hitchin 13 

Olcott'B  Irish  Serenade 24 

Old  Home  Ain't  What  It  Used  to  Be  (The) 16 

On  Duty C 

Only  a  Shadow  on  the  Wall 13 

Over  the  Hills  to  the  Poor-Honse 21 

Put  Malone  Forgot  that  He  Was  Dead 15 


I'AGE 

Picture  Eighty-Four 21 

Pretty  Widow  in  Bloomers 22 

Pulling  Hard  Against  the  Stream 30 

Sausage  of  Paradise  Alley  (Tlie) 11 

(^neen  of  the  Earth 3 

Red,  White  and  Blue 25 

Same  Old  Mother  Loves  Me,  in  I  he  Same  Old 

Home  (The) 13 

She's  One  of  the  Bowery  Girls,  I'm  One  of  the 

Boys 12 

Snip  I  Love  (The) 21 

Silent  Message  (The) 10 

Since  Nancy  Goes  to  Dancing-School  ...    7 

Some  One's  Little  Girl 8 

Song  of  a  Heart „ 22 

Star  Song 10 

■  Stur-Spungled  Banner 25 

-Story  of  the  Ould  Countre 17 

Strange,  but  True 2 

Strolling  on  the  Beach 3 

Sun  May  Shine  To-Morrow,  Jack  (The) 22 

Sweetheart  Nell 22 

Sweet  Highland  Mary 10 

Swiugin' in  de  Sky '£i 

Take  Back  the  Engagement  Ring 15 

There's  No  Place  Like  the  Old  Home  After  All .  21 

Thou  Hast  Learned  to  Love  Another 16 

Under  the  Old  Oak  Tree 22 

Wait  Till  I  Marry  McGonigal— i/eci^a^ion 19 

Waltzing  wid  Kittie  Moore 18 

Wanderer's  Talc  (The)    9 

We  May  Both  Be  Happy  Yet 11 

When  Grover  Cleveland  Gets  a  Baby  Boy 7 

When  the  Little  Ones  Are  Coming  Home  from 

School 24 

When  Yon  Ask  a  Girl  to  Leave  a  Uappy  Home. .  19 

Who's  Yotir  Friend ? 26 

With  a  Little  Lump  of  Wadding  lu  Dis  Ears 5 

Wouldn't  You  Like  to  Fondle  Little  Baby T 5 

You  Keep  Your  Promise.Juck,  and  I'll  KecpMiue  14 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Song  and  Book  Publisher, 


130  &  132  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 


85  &  87  E.  Madison  St.,  CHICAGO. 


m 


■M 


'»— ♦IJPTIK 


pv^f 


)nAi^M\iy^iK^^.::i^  -  rs'-^x.. 


•W- 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.  49. 
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THE    GIRL    NEXT    DOOJl. 

Copyrisht,  UDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  by  Wm.  Jerome.    Music  by  John  Queen. 


Oh,  tnik  nbnnt  your  sweethearts  fuir,  and  girls  of  liigh  degree: 
Your  Huvv'ry  pearix,  and  Englisb  girls  from  far  HCrusM  the  sea; 
But  I  cun't  see  where  they  come  iu,  they  never  were  in  line. 
Fur  up-to-date  ideas,  with  this  race-tracli  girl  of  mine. 

CnoRCB. 

^  My  girl's  a  "  corl;erI  "  siie's  a  New  Yorker; 

She  plays  ttie  races,  slie  gets  tlie  "  dougli;  " 
She  loves  me  dearly,  and  so  sincerely. 
Tell  me  how  >ou  found  that  out?  She  told  me  sol 

At  Shoepshead  Bay,  In  summer  time,  fhe's  simply  "  out  of  night! " 
She  hets  lier  "stuff"  like  Plitiihurgh  Phil,  and  always  gets  them  right. 
The  "  tout»,"  they  all  take  oS  their  hatx  and  stand  right  in  a  line. 
And  look  fur  iuformatiou  from  lliis  ruck-track  girl  of  miuv.—  Choriit. 

And  when  the  racing  season's  o'er,  she  gops  across  the  *'  pond  "; 

I've  heard  some  tales  that  dear  old  Wales  of  lier  is  very  fund. 

In  Paris,  on  the  Boulevard,  she  never  fails  to  sliine: 

For  livery  day  is  Sunday  with  this  race-track  girl  uf  mine.— Choru$. 
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STRANGE,    BUT    TRUE. 

Uopy  right,  1(02.  by  Frank  Tuusey.  Entered  at  Stationers'  Uall,  London. 
All  righca  lestrved. 
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Written  by  Tom  Conly.    Composed  by  Felix  McOlennoo. 

As  I  stood  on  my  nose,  with  my  feet  in  the  potter, 

I  wiinefsed  some  wonders  that  never  took  place; 
A  |>'iicemaii  whs  rohliiiit:  a  hoy  of  his  stockings. 

Because  he  wore  frectclex  all  over  his  face. 
A  liidy  was  skating  tlirough  ice  cream  and  butter. 

The  butter  gave  'way  and  the  girl  tiiinble<l  in; 
I  took  «>&  my  coat  and  I  tied  up  my  trousers, 

TheD  went  home  lo  bed  and  out  dowu  ou  a  pin. 

Chorus. 
It  may  seem  so  strange,  but  it's  certainty  trne. 

Each  time  you  say  soraetliiiig  you  8i>eak; 
The  man  that  sut  down  on  the  boiling  hot  glue, 
lie  hasn't  sat  dowu  fur  a  furtnight. 

A  ynnth  with  no  ears  sold  his  whit*kers  for  two  ceuts. 

Then  for  a  |Millceuian  foniebody  did  call; 
They  oeutencvd  his  nibs  to  u  fortnight's  hard  labor, 

Whicii  Khows  that  your  whl»kerH  are  not  yours  at  all. 
As  yon  journey  tlirouijh  life  you  should  always  ^eul  something. 

Set  Are  to  a  house,  or  sneak  somebody's  cat. 
It's  an  ill  wind  that  lilows  your  hat  under  a  stroct  car; 

If  you  cannot  grow  thin,  why,  then  laugh  and  gruw  fat. 

Cborus. 
It  may  seem  so'sfranL'e.  but  it's  certainly  true. 

The  back  of  your  head's  all  behind: 
The  man  that  eat  hob-nails  and  French  Irish  stew, 

We  buried  him  lust  Thursday  luorning. 

A  man  falling,  held  by  the  sUin  of  his  eyebrows. 

Because  he'd  no  teeth  to  hold  on  by  the  sUtn; 
The  liidy  who  fainte<l  cried,  "give  me  nonie  water. 

Some  lH>illng  hot  water  and  |>lenty  of  gin." 
A  trump  who  was  starving  got  hold  of  a  sausage, 

"  May  heaven  reward  thee,"  the  vacahond  crh-d; 
But  that  sausage  that  day  had  l>een  struck  by  forked  lightning; 

lie  took  one  good  bite,  then  he  siraugled  and  died.  .. 

Chorus. 

It  may  seem  so  strange,  but  It's  certainly  true. 
Your  feet  always  walk  on  the  ground; 

Tile  man  who  sold  pork  to  a  black-whiskered  Jew, 
Lie's  piisliing  the  Clouds  along  now. 

How  nice  is  the  snow  when  your  coat's  vncciimted. 

Your  troiifiers  are  hagKy  and  full  of  large  holes. 
You  haven't  a  penny,  so  can't  get  a  'later, 

Tiie  iO|>B  of  your  lumta  conn-  away  from  the  solos, 
lie  bathed  in  the  xeit  an<l  he  |K>ii<oned  the  fishes. 

They  lai<t  hlni  to  rest  In  the  village  bone-yard. 
IIow  pleiisaiil's  the  siuht  of  a  liumpy-bucked  father 

As  be  washes  the  baby  with  soft  auap  and  lard. 

CnoBus. 
It  may  seem  so  strange,  but  It's  certainly  true. 

It's  wet  every  time  that  it  rains. 
Poor  Johnny  McCann  said,  "I'll  die,  love,  for  you," 

With  a  pistol  he  blew  out  the  caudle. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiik,  arraniced  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  and  Music  by  WUI  U.  Friday,  Jr. 


I've  lived  within  my  present  home  a  month,  or  maybe  more; 

Contented  with  my  folks  I  lived  till  then. 
But  since  I'm  there,  I  met  a  Miss,  none  snch  I've  met  before. 

With  charms  just  made  to  captivate  the  men. 
So  graceful  and  so  neat,  so  winsome  and  so  sweet— 

Cbohus. 

She's  the  girl  next  door,  the  girl  next  door- 
Bewitching  and  so  handsome  Is  the  girl  next  door. 

Now  whene'er  I  hear  her  name  my  heart  barsts  in  a  flame — 
I'm  in  love  with  the  girl  next  door. 

So  very  soon  the  wedding  bells  will  rine  in  tones  of  joy. 

Two  loving  hearts  will  tlien  he  very  glad; 
A  hamiy  youth  will  march  beside  a  maiden  sweet  and  coy, 

Ii'i  bridal  robes  of  white  she  will  be  clad. 
We'll  wed  and  live  in  bliss,  myself  and  this  yonug  Hiss.— CAoftw. 
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A    LITTLE,    YOU   KNOW,    SO    SO! 

CopyrlKht,  U96,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London, 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  W.  H.  Archbold.    Music  by  FelU  McOlennon. 


My  sister  Kate  a  beamy  is  in  fluiire,  shape  and  form. 
The  kind  of  girlish  poem  o'er  which  mashers  grow  quite  warm; 
They'll  say  just  as  she  trips  along,  demurely  and  so  shy 
With  just  a  saucy  twinkle  from  the  corner  of  her  eye: 

CaoBus. 
Oh  I  she  looks  a  little,  yon  know,  so  so; 

And  she  shows  a  little  so  so,  also. 
And  tlie  light  within  her  eyes,  which  to  hide  she  never  tries. 

Makes  'em  feel  a  little,  you  kuuw,  so  so. 

My  own  dear  sweetheart  Q<-orgie,  when  he  comes  to  Sunday  tea. 
He  pleases  mother  muchly,  for  so  meek  he  seems  to  be; 
She  thinltB  he's  quite  the  shyest  little  chap  she's  ever  known. 
But,  should  they  chance  to  leave  us  in  the  parlor  all  alone— 

Cbobus. 
Oh  I  he  looks  a  little,  yon  know,  so  so; 

And  he  tries  a  little  so  so,  also; 
lie  will  talk  of  love  ami  bliss,  and  he  wants  to  Steal  a  kiss, 

'Cause  he  feels  a  little,  yon  know,  so  so. 

My  sister  went  to  meet  a  gay,  yonng  masher  at  a  dance. 
And,  oh  I  she  was  a  picture— quite  a  dream  of  sweet  romance — 
In  fact,  slic  looked  a  perfect  belle,  her  rivals  did  confess, 
Allhu'  her  lover  said  thai  Katie's  Usty  evening  dress— 

Cbomcs. 

Well,  it  looked  a  little,  you  know,  so  so; 

And  it  showed  a  little  so  so,  also; 
And  he  cried,  "  You  are  a  swell  and  yon're  sure  to  be  ths  belle, 

Still  I  think  it's  rather,  you  know,  so  so." 

But  now  sweet  Katie's  married,  and,  alasl  I'm  single  stllT, 
To  note  their  sweet  contentment,  well,  it  almost  inaken  me  III, 
And,  bless  you,  they  bad  scarcely  settle<l  down  for.  well,  a  year, 
Wheu  some  one  came  a-whispering  iu  John's  delighted  ear: 

CUORUS. 

Well,  you've  got  a  little,  yon  know,  so  so; 

You  must  have  a  little  su  so,  also; 
It's  a  treasure  all  yoar  own,  quite  the  sweetest  ever  known— 

"Yes,  aud  everythiug  is,  you  know,  so  so. 
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—"  Wlint  was  the  most  confusing  case  you  ever  liad?"  asked 
the  doctor  of  the  lawyer,  "tfaso  o' champagne,"  returneti  the 
iiiwyer.  "  I  hadn't  got  half  Ulrough  it  before  I  was  all  muddled 
ill)." — Harper' a  Bazar.         "-^_ .    - 

A  Complete  Give- Away.— Lawyer:  "You  say.  madame,  that 
you  have  been  a  true  aud  loving  wife?"  Witness:  "  I  have,  sir, 
!i.s  G«m1  is  my  witness."  "And  you  have  spared  no  effort  to  re- 
t.iin  the  love  and  esteem  of  your  husband?"  "  I  have  done  every- 
thing I  could  to  make  him  love  me,  aud  he  knows  it."  "  AbemI 
Mnilame,  who  gets  up  and  mak«'S  the  tire  these  cold  mornings?  " 
"  lie— he— tioes."  "  Ah,  indeed;  then  don't  you  think  your  state- 
ment tliat  you  had  made  every  possible  effort  to  retain  your  hua- 
baiid's  love  and  esteem  was  a  little  premature,  ebl  " 
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DON'T     TELL     MOTHER    THAT 
HER    BOY    WENT    WRONG-. 

Oopyiiifht,  1893,  by  Widnier-Stigler  Mumic  I*ub.  Co.      EiiKlish  copyriKht  lecured. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Harvey. 


There's  a  cozy  liitle  cotlape,  iiesiled  dowii  among  the  billi,:- 

In  a  village  timt  is  vtTy  far  from  here; 
Whfre  llie  Kiiii  is  ever  Hhiiiinp,  and  the  Bong-bird  ever  trills,  ■;■ 

And  it  Bheiters  my  old  motlier,  fond  and  dear. 
Still  I  sot!  licT  III  tlie  tioor-way,  ae  elie  stood  liiat  one  sad  day, 

WIkmi  I  left  my  boylioo'd's  home,  my  wiiiKS  to  try. 
Tliotiijh  her  eyes  were  dimin'd  with  weeping,  as  che  sent  me  on  my  way. 

With  a  smile  upon  her  lips,  she  said,  "Quod-bye." 

Chords. 
"Good-bye,  cood-bye," 

Still  III  nicm'ry  those  sad  words  arc  borne  along; 
I  IK)  louder  have  a  home,  for  iin  outcast  now  I  roam — 

Dou't  tell  my  mother  that  her  boy  went  wrong. 

In  tiie  early  days  I  struguled,  tliat  a  fortune  I  migiit  make. 

For  I  lio|)ed  my  darling  motlier  tbiis  to  please, 
Bill  the  so-called  friends  around  me  said,  "  Why  all  this  troable  take? 

We  will  tench  you  to  make  money  with  more  ease." 
Then  soon  I  leuriied  to  cumhie  and  to  play  the  races,  too; 

And  one  false  step  to  unotlier  swiftly  led. 
I  iioulected  my  poor  mother,  and  the  friends  I  thought  so  true 

One  by  one  dropped  from  me  when  my  cash  had  fled. —  Cho7'us. 

Tlicn  I  sontrbt  to  drown  my  sorrows  in  the  ciip  that's  said  to  cheer, 

But  I've  fallen  lower  slill,  as  yon  inny  see; 
And  the  only  ho|ie  that's  left  me  is,  that  she  I  bold  most  dear 

Shall  not  know  what  wretched  fate  has  come  to  me. 
I  shall  seek  that  lowly  cottage,  there  to  find  one  loyal  heart        -. 

To  ureet  me  with  a  welcome  full  of  joy; 
Ami  tlieii  from  her  shle,  while  living,  I  shall  never,  never  part. 

If  my  mother  will  forgive  her  erriuj;  boy.— Chorug. 


OH,    FRIENDS! 

CopyriKht.  1893,  by  Frank  Totisey.    Entereil  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London,  England. 


All  riKltta  rei^erved. 


The  Word*  and  Mnslcof  this  Sonp,  arranged  for  the  piano,  wll!  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreKS,  |lOH^|lald,  on  receipt  of  lOceiitH^  or  tliin  and  any  two  other  Moii(r8  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  WehmHn,  130  A  132  Park  Itow,  N.  w  York;  or  85  *  «7  K.  Mndinon  St., Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  CiitaloKue  of  Sonm,  SonK  BooKSt 
Sheet  Uusic,  German  Soug  Boulu,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


By  Felix  McQIennon. 


When  the  exile  returns  to  the  land  of  his  birth,  ■^.■ 

After  waiid"riiii{  the  wide  world  o'er. 
How  he  yearns  for  a  Kliinpse  of  the  faces  he  loves. 

As  he  reaches  the  old  home  once  more. 
Warm  hands  clasp  his  own,  and  warm  hearts  seem  to  thrill, 

Smiling  lips  words  of  welcome  repeat: 
So  he  thrills  with  emotion,  with  love  and  with  pride. 

And  savs  to  the  friends  he  may  meet: 

Chorus. 
Oh,  friends,  dear  old  friends,  bless  you  where'er  yon  may  be; 
Oh,  friends,  dear  old  friends,  you  liave  been  kind  to  me. 

I  lind  once  lots  of  dollars,  but  now  I  liave  none. 

For  my  dear  friends  have  left  me  forlorn; 
They  have  borrowed  my  shirt,  they  have  borrowed  my  socks, 

Dow  I  Misli  tiiey  wnald  borrow  my  corn. 
My  friends  said  they'd  stick  to  me  through  thick  and  thiu,  ,  '. 

And  noihiiig  their  friendship  would  check, 
But  the  only  dear  friend  wtio  has  stuck  to  the  end 

Is  a  boil  Oh  the  back  of  my  neck. — C'fiotiit. 

I'd  a  friend  who  shared  with  me  each  thing  he  possessed; 

He'd  a  black  eye  and  gave  me  one,  too; 
He  cauKbt  scarlet  fever  and  gave  me  my  share; 

He  said  'twas  his  duty  to  do. 
I'd  one  more  dear  friend,  who  ran  off  with  my  wife— 

My  wife  took  my  cash  and  my  curls; 
Oh,  bless  them— they  were  good,  so  thonglitful,  bo  kind; 

They  left  me  sixteen  boys  and  ^iirle.—  Vh07■u$. 

There's  one  friend  seems  to  cling  to  me,  never  to  part, 

'Tis  my  sweet-tempered  mother-iit-law; 
She  clings  to  my  whiskers,  she  dines  to  my  cash. 

And  comforts  me  with  her  sweet  jaw. 
Another  dear  friend  hoe  clung  to  me  of  late,  ';    :■ 

A  present  he  was  from  my  aunis — 
That  bull-dog  sticks  to  me— 'twas  only  last  night   ■  V  •  ./ 

lie  stuck  to  the  roof  of  my  pants.— CA</ritf. 


^•m 


) 


— Miinager  (to  Imx-keeper):  "  Well,  tif^  call  this  piece  a  frost 
— but  I  call  it  a  thaw."  Box-keeper:yr  A  tbaw,  sir?  "  Manager: 
"  Yes,  see  bow  the  aiidieuce  have^^xflted  away." — Pun. 

— "  Tliat  race-liorse  of  yours  seems  well  broke,"  said  tlift  man 
who  stands  around  and  l<x>ks  on.  "  Yes,"  replied  the  melancholy 
owner  of  the  animal,  "  but  he  isn't  as  well  broke  as  I  am." — 
Washington  Star. 
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Words  and  Music  by  W.  H.  KrelL 


While  strolling  on  the  beach  one  day,  1  met  a  charming  girl, 

A  side-long  glance  my  heart  entranced  and  set  my  brain  a-whirl; 

I  never  knew  two  eyes  of  blue  e'er  my  heart  could  reach. 

Till  cupid's  dart  had  pierced  my  heart,  while  sirolliug  on  tke  beach. 

Refrain.  "   ;     • 

;  ''    As  we  stroll  npon  the  beach,  after  the  snn  Is  down,  "'  ' 
■      I  hear  remarks  from  ev'ry  side,  "  There's  the  sweetest  girl  in  town." 
'    I  love  her  and  she  loves  me,  happiness  came  to  each. 
When  upon  that  summer's  day  we  met  down  on  the  beach. 

While  dancing  at  the  ball  one  evening  to  tlie  ninsic  sweet. 

The  charming  idol  of  my  heart  again  I  chanced  to  meet;  ,  ■'. 

We  strolled  into  a  cozy  nook  that  no  one  else  conld  reach. 

And  then  I  told  her  how  I  lost  my  heart  npon  the  beach.— i^e/ratn. 

Now  every  evenitig  when  the  moon  Is  jihiidng  on  the  sand. 

If  e'er  you  chance  to  pass  that  way,  you'll  see  us  hand  in  hand; 

For  just  a  year  has  flown  away,  a  happy  year  for  each. 

And  now  as  man  and  wife  we  eiroU  upon  the  same  old  beach.— 7i'«/>-atn. 


MY   COMRADE   AND    PLAYMATE. 
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Words  and  Mnsic  by  Clias.  F.  Vana. 


It  pierced  my  heart  to  see  my  comrade  fall: 

We  were  boys  together  in  the  days  gone  by;  V..." 

And  now,  far  from  home  or  loved  one's  fond  caress. 

He  was  breathing  out  his  life  without  a  mnrmtir  or  a  sigh;  .',.■. 
But  as  I  uently  Called  ids  name  and  over  him  did  bend,  ^  ' 

lie  smiled  and  gazed  into  my  eyes  and  grasped  mc  by  the  hand; 
Aiid  he  faintly  whi8i)er'd,  *'  Tell  my  friends,  should  you  live  Die  battle  through, 

I  died  for  home  and  for  my  friends,  and  for  my  native  laud."  .       •- 

Reprain. 
I  ne'er  shall  forget  him,  my  comrade  and  playmate: 

We  marched  many  miles  in  tlie  ranks  side  by  side; 
I  shared  all  his  pleasures,  and  he  shaird  my  sorrows. 

Yet  he  was  a  friend  both  irue  and  tried. 

At  first  it  seemed  as  thoutrh  it  could  not  be  ;  '' 

My  friend  who  played  with  me  npon  the  green  .' 

Was  dead,  and  aiasl  I  now  was  left  alone. 

And  I  hope  and  pray  a  sadder  slitht  will  ne'er  acain  be  seen, 
But  as  I  Closed  his  eyes  and  placed  his  arms  across  his  breast, 

I  took  awav  from  'round  his  neck  a  little  golden  hand; 
It  was  given  by  his  loving  wife,  left  sobbing  all  alone.  / 

While  he  fought  for  home  and  for  his  friends,  and  for  his  native  l&Jid.— Jief.    I 


.QUEEN    OF    THE    EARTH. 
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By  Ciro  PinsiitL 


An  angel  in  all  but  name  is  she,  " 

O'er  life  her  vigil  keeping; 
Whose  wings  are  spread  o'er  each  cradle  bcd«  . 

Where  the  hopes  of  earth  lie  sleepinu. 
The  heroes  that  vanquish  amid  tlie  strife. 
And  write  their  names  on  the  scroll  of  life. 
Have  fought  for  the  fadeless  laurels  of  fame,  .' 
To  lay  their  crowns  on  her  sacred  name. 
To  lay  their  crowns  on  her  sacred  name. 
Wide  as  the  world  is  her  kingdom  of  power. 
Love  is  her  sceptre,  her  crown  and  her  <iower;' 
In  every  heart  she  has  fashion'd  her  throne; 
As  queen  of  the  earth  slie  reigneth  alone, 
As  queen  of  the  earth  she  reigneth  alone. 

An  angel  in  all  but  power  is  she, 

'Mid  scenes  of  shade  and  sorrow: 
She  weaven  thro'  each  night  a  ladder  of  light  ' 

That  leaiis  to  a  hriijht  to-morrow. 
Slie  launches  each  life  on  the  sea  of  time. 
And  guides  each  helm  to  the  far-oUt  clime; 
Her  pinions  of  love  are  spread  in  each  sail. 
Till  she  casts  the  anchor  within  the  vale. 
Till  she  casts  tiie  anchor  within  the  vale. 
Wide  as  the  world  is  her  kiiiL'dom  of  power: 
Love  is  her  sceptre,  her  crown  and  her  dower; 
In  every  heart  she  has  fashion'd  her  throne; 
As  queen  of  tlie  earth  she  reignetli  alone. 
As  queen  of  the  earth  she  reigneth  alone. 
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Words  l>y  Edward  D.  Barker.    Music  by  Kate  VanderpoeL 


Do  wMp-'willV  Pinsin'  to  de  moon,  go  sleep,  my  honey; 

lie  Hint;  »  )><>w'fiii  mo'nfiil  tiiue,  go  sleep,  my  honey. 
De  <lay-l)ir(l'0  Blet'iiin'  in  its  nes'— it  know  It  time  fo'  to  take  ares*, 

An'  It  cwiiiC  to  do  its  lebel  hcs',  go  sleep,  my  houey. 

Refrain. 
So  sufely  sleep,  my  l)oney,  do;  <Icni  twinklin'  stars  dun  watch  o'er  yon; 
Au'  (le  big  white  moou  lubs  dis  little  black  coou,  go  sleep,  uiy  houey. 


f- 


y 


}  Dc  ole  iianjo  am  pnt  away— go  sleep,  my  honey; 
1  Its  pickiu's  fmo  till  aniidder  day,  go  sleep,  my 
■^      Nii,'lit-iime  hub  olio'ly  come  to  pii«iB,  de  cricket's 


,  my  honey. 

<lit;ni-i  luiu  nun  i«n<i  ly  utrnic  l(i  pilPB,  tiu  v;rit;Kt't's  Cllirpill*  in  de  grflSS, 

An'  de  ole  mule's  gone  to  sleep  alias',  go  sleep,  luy  honey.— i;«//a»». 

1  lienh  de  night-win'  in  de  co'n,  go  sleep,  my  honey; 

Dere's  a  glios'  ontside  as  slio's  you's  bo'n,  go  sleep,  my  lioney; 
But  he  ditssent  come  where  we  kcepa  light,  an'decandle'sbii'niir  alldc  night, 

So  sink  to  res'— des'  feel  all  right,  go  sleep,  my  houey.— Jitfraiu. 
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Words  and  Music  by  "  Roma." 


I 


We  eay  good-bye,  and  yet  with  clapping  liands 

And  breaking  liuarts,  with  sad  and  tear-staiued  face. 

Holding  each  ottier  as  with  iron  bands. 
Forged  into  one  nnending,  strong  embrace. 

Vie  stand  together  heart  to  heart,  and  know 
Tills  sorrow  that  lias  fallen  'cross  our  lives 

Cannot  destroy  our  love  of  years  ago — 

Cannot  destroy  our  love  of  years  ago. 

COORUS. 

I  will  come  back  to  yon,  and  I  will  lave  yon  so; 
I  will  come  liack  to  yon,  and  I  will  love  you  so; 
I  will  come  back  to  you,  and  I  will  love  you  so; 
Love  as  I  loved  you,  now,  and  iu  the  long  ago,  tbc  long  ago. 

Love,  it  may  be  that  day  when  friends  forsake, 
Leave  you  alone  your  burdened  crocs  to  bear. 

And  when  your  life  seems  criisli'd  beyond  recall. 
When  faith  has  gone,  and  hope  itself  Is  dumb, 

That  I  shall  come,  love,  as  I  used  to  come. 
Just  gently  calling  to  your  smothered  cry, 

And  luke  your  heart  to  rest  on  mine  at  last — 

And  take  your  heart  to  rest  on  mine  at  last.—  Chotiu. 


I     LOVE     YOU    AS     I     NEVER 
LOVED    BEFORE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Edgar  Selden. 


In  a  crowded  tenement,  where  she  helps  to  pay  tlie  rent. 

Dwells  a  little  girl  that's  all  the  world  to  me; 

She's  a  8lio]>-girl  trim  and  neat,  and  she  is  so  pure  and  sweet, 

I'd  spend  my  wages  on 'her,  to  a  cent. 

And  so,  last  Sunday  night,  while  the  lamp  was  burning  bright. 

In  her  mother's  cozy  parlor  sat  we  two; 
I  took  both  her  hands  In  mine,  for  she  s«!emed  to  me  divine; 

And  said,  "Please  listen  while  I  tell  my  love  for  you." 

CnoRiTS. 
I  love  yon  as  I  never  loved  before; 

You're  the  only  girl  on  earth  that  I  adore: 
Do  not  bid  me  go  away,  let  us  name  the  wedding  day; 

I  love  you  as  I  never  loved  before. 

Then,  as  anyone  may  guess,  she  blushed  somewhat,  more  or  lees, 

For  our  hearts  beat  fut>ter  than  the  ticking  clock: 

Would  she  answer  "yes"  or  "no?"  would  she  bid  me  stay  or  gof 

I  could  not  bear  to  lose  her,  I  confess; 

So,  as  I  went  to  start,  she  brought  joy  Into  my  lieart; 

For  slie  laid  her  pretty  head  niwii  my  sleeve. 
And  with  such  a  teasing  sinile,  said,  "  Perhaps,  but  wait  awhile; 

Repeat  to  me  again  those  words  lief  ore  you  leave." — Cfiorut. 


Baby  Now  Has  Left  Her  Honey. 
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Words  and  Mnslc  by  Oeo.  Evana 


Susan  Brown  Is  a  colored  gal,  the  sweetest  I  ever  see; 

Iler  honey  boy  he  loved  her  so,  en'  she  said  dat  she  loved  me; 

Iler  cheeks  were  of  an  eh'ny  line,  her  teeth  shone  out  like  pearl; 

But  one  day  eb«  got  acquainted  wid  a  moneyed  coon,  an'  now  I'se  lost  my  girl. 

Refrain. 

Baby  now  has  left  her  honey,  honey,  an'  from  me  she's  gone  away, 
Wid  a  coon  wid  lots  o'  money,  money,  dat  is  why  I'm  sad  to-day:  [away. 

My  sweet  thliiL',  baby,  now  has  left  her  honey,  honey,  an'  from  me  she's  gone 
Wid  a  coou  wid  lots  o'  money,  money,  dat  is  why  I'm  sad  to-day. 

I'll  tell  yon  how  dis  moneyed  coon  come  to  steal  my  gal  away; 
I  took  her  to  a  fancy  ball  a  week  come  yesterday— 
Dat  coon  jes'  said,  "  I  want  yon,  bul>el  "  an'  looked  her  sqnar'  In  de  eye, 
An'  when  he  hypnotized  my  baby  into  leavin'  me,  I  thought  dat  I  would  die  — 

Jiefiain. 
I    *  a  ■    I  '■/- 
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Words  and  Music  by  Jessie  Olllvler. 


Have  yon  given  back  her  letterst  have  you  taken  back  the  ringf 

Will  you  soon  forget  the  many  songs  you  loved  to  hear  her  eingf 

Have  you  cursed  the  day  you  met  her  first,  and  thanked  God  you  were  free, 

And  said,  as  you  thought  iu  your  inmost  heart,  "  tihe  ne'er  was  dear  to  mcf " 

RxntAiN. 

Have  yon  given  back  her  letters?    Have  yon  taken  back  the  ringf 
Will  you  soon  forget  the  many  songs  that  you  loved  to  hear  her  sing? 

O  Tom,  you  say  'tis  over,  and  have  taken  back  the  ring; 

Do  yon  think  love's  mighty  spirit  then  isench  a  trifling  thingf 

O  no!  if  yon  have  truly  loved,  you  will  love  on,  I  know, 

Till  the  cliurch-yard  myrtle  bloome  above,  and  you  lie  cold  htlovr.— Jiefiain. 

Yon,  too,  will  wake  at  midnight  and  stretch  yonr  arms  to  enfold 

A  vague  and  shad'wy  image  fair,  with  tresses  yellow  as  gold. 

Experience  is  bitter,  Tom;  you'll  learn,  at  a  heavy  cost. 

The  secret  of  love's  persistency  when  you  have  loved  and  lost.— 77«/rain. 


LOUISIANA   LOU. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Leslie  Stuart. 


I  Inb  a  gal,  s'pose  she  Inbs  me  too. 
Anyhow  she  say  she  do,  she  say  she  do; 
We  calls  her  Lou  since  dat  gal  was  born, 
Down  Louisiana, 'mong  de  sugar  and  de  com. 
Lou,  how  I  lub  you  true; 
Lou, 'deed  I  do,  I  do; 
And  eb'ry  night  when  de  moon  am  shine, 
I  slug  dis  little  gal  dis  little  song  of  mine: 

Chorus. 

Lon,  Lon,  1  Inb  you;  I  lub  yon,  dat's  tme; 
Don't  cry,  don't  sigh,  you'll  see  me  In  de  momin'; 
Dream,  dream,  dream  ob  me,  and  I'll  dream  ob  yon. 
My  Louisiana,  Louisiana,  Louislaua  Lou. 

When  Lon  was  bom  I  was  Jess  so  high, 

I  was  but  a  baby  boy,  a  baby  boy; 

Mam  says,  "  My  Lor',  aren't  dem  child'en  spoons?" 

Down  Louisiana,  'mong  de  cotton  and  de  coons. 

Lou,  how  I  III!)  you  true; 

Lon,  'deed  I  do,  I  do; 

In  days  done  gone  to  her  cot  I'd  creep. 

And  sing  dis  little  song  to  put  dat  chile  asleep:— CAortff. 

Lou's  growed  np  now,  soon  she'll  marry  me. 

Anyhow  I  want  her  t)e,  I  want  her  be. 

For  all  de  nips  Inb  dat  gal  ob  mine, 

Down  Louisiana,  'mong  de  possum  and  de  pine. 

Lou,  how  I  lub  you  true; 

Lou,  'deed  I  do,  I  do; 

So  when  we're  wed  and  we're  spliced  in  one, 

I'll  sing  dis  little  song  to  bring  back  days  done  gone:— CAorui. 
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Writteu  and  Composed  by  Felix  H.  HcQlenuon  and  Monroe  H.  Rosenfeld. 

Now  Jacob  Jay  came  up  to  town  to  see  what  be  could  see, 
With  a  little  lamp  of  wadding  In  bis  ears;  ;  .'     . 

He  lieiird  that  city  folks,  sometimes,  would  use  a  great  big  D—  .. 

So  lie  wore  a  lump  of  wadding  in  his  ears.  ' 

He  met  a  man  who  said  "  Hi,  Jukel  your  fuce  I'm  glad  to  see— 

We  used  to  go  lo  school  together— you  remember  mef 

And  just  for  old  ucquaintuuce  sake,  old  boy,  lend  me  a  '  V  "; 
But  he  kept  the  lump  of  wadding  in  bis  ears. 

Cbobub. 
But  oh,  JacobI  Oh,  Jacob!  isn't  half  so  green  as  be  api>eare, 

For  wlieu  his  friend,  in  merrv  chaff, 

Suid:  "  Here's  a  ten,  I'll  lend  you  half  I " 
He  quickly  pulled  the  wadding  from  his  ears.  r 

Then  quite  by  chance  be  tumbled  in  a  Bow'ry  music  ball. 

With  a  little  lump  of  wadding  in  his  ears; 
Suid  lie:  "  I  know  it's  wicked,  yet  from  grace  I'll  never  fall 

If  I  keep  the  lump  of  wadding  In  my  ears." 
He  saw  some  lovely  fairies,  but  they  gave  him  no  delight, 
8uid  lie:  "  It's  been  decided  that  to  promenade  ain't  rightl  " 
So  when  one  said:  "  Fine  evening,  sirl  "  he  said:  (Hem)  "  Not  to  nigbtl " 

For  I've  got  a  lump  of  wadding  in  bis  ears. 

Cbordb. 
But  oh,  Jacob!  Oh,  Jacob!  isn't  half  so  green  as  be  apiiears, 

For  when  he  heard  a  comic  song 

Tliut  had  a  voice,  well — rather  elrong,  '"' 

He  yanked  the  lump  of  wadding  from  uis  ears. 

He  went  into  a  beer  saloon  to  have  a  quiet  drink, 

Witli  his  little  lump  of  wadding  in  liisears; 
And  when  a  "  boozer  "  standing  by  gave  him  a  knowing  wink. 

He  pointed  to  the  wadding  in  his  ears. 
A  lot  uf  Jersey  bunco  meu  were  there,  he  knew  tbem  well. 
They  all  were  from  his  native  village,  Mud-Towu-in-tlie-Dell. 
They  suid:  "  Come,  Jacob,  set  'em  up!  "  uiid  tlien  they  touched  the  bell. 

But  he  wouldn't  shift  the  wadding  from  bis  ears. 

Chorus.  ■■    .  •  • 

But  oh,  JacobI  Oh,  Jacob!  isn't  half  so  green  as  be  appears, 

For  when  they  said:  "Come,  Mr.  Jay, 

Drink  up,  old  man,  and  we  will  pay  1" 
He  quickly  yanked  the  wadding  from  bis  ears. 

Now,  Jacob  Jay,  the  country  lad,  went  strolling  down  the  street, 

Witli  his  little  lump  of  wadding  in  his  ears; 
Anil  soon  a  hlg  Salvatiou  Army  baud  he  chanced  to  meet,       .".; 

With  his  little  lump  of  wadding  in  his  ears. 
He  followed  to  their  temple,  where  they  groaned  and  cried,  Alas! 
And  then  a  big  collection  box  around  the  hall  did  pass; 
Tliey  told  him  that  be  would  be  suved  if  lie  gave  up  his  brass. 

But  be  pushed  tbe  lump  of  wadding  iu  bis  eats. 

■  ■■•^■^  Chorus. 
But  oh,  JacobI  Ob,  Jacob!  isn't  half  so  green  as  be  appears, 

Fur  when  a  sweet  and  tender  miss 

Said:  "Ducky,  dear,  give  me  u  kiss?" 
He  quickly  yanked  tiie  wadding  from  bis  ears. 

He  went  into  a  ball  room  in  bis  go-to-meelin'  suit, 

And  tlie  little  lump  of  wadding  in  his  ears; 
It  made  him  nearly  wild  to  hear  the  baud  so  loudly  toot. 

But  he  kept  tbe  lump  of  wadding  in  bis  ears.  - . 

An  ancient  lady  captured  him— her  face  would  stop  a  train; 
She  leaned  upon  his  shoulder  and  said  iu  language  plain: 
"  You're  just  my  size,  oh,  ducky,  dear;  we'll  never  part  again! " 

But  he  kept  his  lump  of  wadding  in  his  ears. 

Chorus. 
But  oh,  Jacob!  Oh,  Jacob!  isu't  half  so  green  as  he  appears, 

For  when  her  daughter,  young  and  sweet. 

Said:  "Take  me.  Jake:  I've  Trilby  feet!  " 
He  quickly  yanked  the  waddiL'g  from  his  ears. 

Now  Jacob  Jay  is  married  and  he  leads  a  quiet  life, 

For  he  keeps  the  lump  of  wadding  in  his  ears: 
His  wife  she  has  a  temper  and  a  toiit.'ue  just  like  a  knife, 

So  he  keeps  the  lump  of  wadding  in  his  ears. 
His  neigh hors  'round  have  lots  of  kids,  poor  Jacob  be  bad  none. 
Said  he,  "  I'd  like  a  bouncing  boy,  I  tliink  'twould  be  such  fun, 
But  when  the  nurse  remarked  one  day,  "Here's  three  instead  of  one! " 

He  stuffed  the  lump  of  wadding  iu  his  ears. 

Chorus. 

But  oh,  Jacob!  Ob,  Jacob!  isn't  half  so  green  aa  be  appears. 
For  when  the  girl  exclaimed  in  roars: 
"I  don't  think,  Mr.  Jay,  they're  yours!"  ■    ''■' 

He  quickly  yanked  tbe  wadding  from  bia  ears.  "  .< 


— In  Boston,  of  course.— Hicks:  "But,  really,  what  kind  of  a 
looking  girl  is  this  Miss  Beekon?"  Wicks:  "  Well,  I  can  hardly 
say;  you  see,  she  didn't  have  her  glasses  on  the  day  I  saw  her." — 
Boston  Transcript. 
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Words  by  Tbos.  Le  Hack.    Music  by  Andrew.     ■.•;■•;■■■•:?;:■ 

Come  sit  in  the  swing,  little  darling,  and  yon  will  be  filled  with  delight; 
For  up  iu  the  air,  like  a  starling,  you  soou  will  be  winging  your  flight; 
Just  imagine  that  you're  a  fine  lady,  aud  you  be  my  little  sweetheart; 
We'll  seal  our  fond  vows  with  a  kiss,  love,  every  time  that  I  give  you  a  start 

Chorus. 
Heigh-ho,  up  high  and  down  low,  just  like  a  bird  on  the  wing; 
Heigh-ho,  a-sailiug  you  go;  hold  tight,  my  love,  to  the  swing; 
If  you're  swinging  as  high  as  the  meadow  lurks  fly,  v   . 

Don't  fear,  have  faith  iu  me; 
Every  time  that  you  start,  something  down  in  my  heart  whispers, 
" Love,  you'll  come  back  to  me! " 

Now,  don't  think  I'm  tiring,  my  darling,  I'd  keep  swinging  and  swinging  all  day; 
For  I  know  it's  a  pleasure  to  you,  dear,  while  it's  driving  my  own  cure  away. 
I  know  that  you'd  sit  there  forever  could  you  read  the  depths  of  my  heart, 
And  know  that  it's  comforting  me,  dear,  every  time  that  I  give  you  a  start.— CAo. 


GERALDINE.       ^ 
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Words  by  Robt.  E.  Bich.    Music  by  Alfred  N.  La  Brie. 


What  makes  this  laud  so  fair,  Geraldine;  ' 

Perfumes  the  summer  air,  Geraldiue; 

What  tints  the  clouds  on  high. 

Glows  in  the  azure  sky, 

Lulls  when  the  breezes  die,  Geraldine? 

Come  now  aud  stroll  with  me,  Geraldiue, 

Down  by  the  moonlit  sea,  Geraldiue; 

Walk  by  the  quiet  shore,  •>: 

Cull  summer's  dainty  lore,  .-  .■ 

Dream  while  I  ply  the  oar,  Geraldine. 

Come  while  the  moon's  abroad,  Geraldine;      : 
Come  while  thy  charms  I  laud,  Geraldiue; 
Come,  O  sweetheart  of  mine, 
Out  where  the  fire  flies  shine, 
.  V     :  So  like  thine  eyes  divine,  Geraldine; 

Thine  eyes  my  compass  are,  Geraldine; 

Thine  eyes  my  giiiiiing  star,  Geraldiue; 

Tliey  point  to  eveuiide. 

To  Ijoiue  and  thy  loved  side. 

Where  I  for  aye  may  bide,  Geraldine.       ..■*"< 

■■■'-.■"■  I    ^  .  »   ■ 

Wouldn't  You  Like  to  Fondle 
Little  Baby? 

Copyright,  1895,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    English  copyiigbt  secured. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonfc.  arranged  for  tbe  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  8oii|rg  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  &  132  Park  Row.  New  York,  or  85  *  87  K.  M8di»on  Ht, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab>,ve  addresses  fi^r  Free  Cutaloirii,-  of  Soinrs.  Sonif  Book., 
3heet  Music,  Qerman  Soug  Bouks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Boulis,  etc 


Words  by  Charles  H.  Hoyt.    Music  by  Percy  Gaunt. 


In  me  you  sec  a  very  little  lady — 

A  baby  yet,  I've  heard  my  nianima  say; 
Too  young  to  interest. — w  hoever  is  our  guest, 

They  pet  me,  but  they  wish  I'd  go  away; 
The  men  who  call  are  not  a  bit  attentive; 

Wiien  mamma's  iu  the  room  I'm  never  seen; 
I  wonder  if  they'd  find  it  an  incentive 

If  I,  instead  of  nine,  were  seventeen. 

Cnouus. 
Wouldn't  they  like  to  fondle  little  habyf 

Oil,  wouldn't  they  like  to  hold  me  on  their  knees? 
Don't  you  think  I'd  let  them  do  it? 

Maybe,  if  mamma  wasu't  tliere  to  make  a  breeze. 

My  Uncle  Freddy  bonglit  a  box  of  roses 

To  send  bis  sweetheart,  pretty  Kitty  Lee;  .'  " . 

In  the  box  he  put  a  note,  and  this  is  what  be  wrote. 

"My  dearest,  when  you  wear  them  think  of  me!  "    •" 
He  left  the  box  alone  for  hair  a  minute. 

The  roses  I  was  mean  enough  to  sneak. 
And  a  pair  of  papa's  trousers  I  put  in  it—  ■ '■■' 

Now  Uncle  Fred  and  Kitty  never  speak. 

Chorus. 
Wouldn't  he  like  to  fondle  little  baby? 

Oh,  wouldn't  he  like  to  have  me  on  his  knee? 
Don't  yon  think  I'd  let  him  do  it? 

Maybe,  if  mamma  wasu't  sitting  there  to  see. 


:1 


W^ 


t 


f 


ft 


i6 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS-No.  49. 


NORAH. 


CopyrlBltt,  1895,  by  Howard  &  Co.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  London. 


All  rlKbta  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Mimlo  <>f  this  Sonir.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  seiittn.any  ad- 
dr»«*,  pos^|.nll1.  nn  r«H.-«>ipt  of  iOcenm:  i>r  tliiH  nnil  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  H.-nry  J  W^hm«n.i:W.t  !;«  ("nrlc  U'^v.-.  N.-w  York;  or  85  A  87  E.  Mii(ll»on  St.Chloajr". 
Write  to  althar  one  >>f  tli«  aliiTe  ailrtrff!"""  fi>i-  Frt-e  riitnloifiin  of  Ronirn.  floni;  Booka, 
Sheet  Miulu,  Ueniiun  Suni{  Books,  Letter  Writers,  l>reant  Bouko,  Joke  Bo»k«,  etc. 


) 


U'orili  by  Albert  nail.    Moslc  by  Eugene  O'Rourka. 


Tlierc's  only  one  irirl  I  woiilij  have  for  my  wiff,  and  that'B  Norah,  Norah; 

With  licr  \'i\  run  iloubic  harness  for  life,  with  my  Utile  Nurah  dear; 
Every  morn,  at  the  break  of  the  day. 
As  ■roiinil  about  VVicklow  I  drive  on  my  way. 
She'll  rlile  on  my  cart,  but  uo  fare  will  alic  pay, 
My  Norali,  Norali. 

Cnonns. 

Norali  is  yonns:  and  fair,  Norah  has  Rolden  hair; 
She  ridt's  upon  my  mail-cart  every  nioming; 
Mlie  eits  liy  my  side  each  day,  eniicinK  my  heart  away, 
Aa  I  drive  the  cart  that  Norali  rides  un. 

Some  day  I  will  make  a  most  desperate  try  to  win  Norah,  Norah; 

She  is  the  apple,  the  choice  of  my  eye,  is  my  little  Norah  dear; 
I'll  drive,  as  straiKlit  ae  a  shot  from  a  irun. 
To  the  clereyuian  8  house  when  my  prize  1  have  won, 
And  know!  will  never  rei>ent  what  I've  doue 
When  I  wed  Norah.— (7 AwM*. 


.       BABY    FING-ERS. 
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Words  by  John  C.  Fowler.    Munlc  by  L'horl-s  E.  Pnitt. 


A  litlle  tot  of  lens  than  two,  is  my  sweet  baby  boy: 
With  iroideii  curls  aii<l  eyes  of  bine,  he  is  my  dariinc  joy. 
lliti  tricks  are  e'er  a  plensiire  rare,  the  mem  ry  cfien  linirem, 
Of  niisciiief  he,  in  cliildi!>h  Klee,  plajs  with  ihose  baby  flii};eri. 

C'BORUB. 

Little  liaby  fingers,  littlt:  liaby  hands, 

Twisiiiii;  everythiuu  awry  they  fliid; 
Pretty  little  fin^ere,  soft  and  snowy  hands. 

Witti  the  greatest  niisciiief  e'er  entwined. 

Sometimes,  when  papa  is  not  near,  he'll  play  some  baby  prank; 

With  t<alt  he'll  till  ihe  coflce-niill,  and  try  to  turn  the  rraiik. 

He'll  mix  Ihe  pepper  with  our  tea,  for  days  the  fl.ivor  linoers; 

We're  made  quite  ill,  but  cherish  still  those  little  hairy  flnoers.— 6'/(0»-i/ii. 

To  take  him  from  his  little  bc<J,  I  go.  each  opening  day; 

De'll  cover  up  his  little  liead  and  start  bis  roguish  play; 

Ile'll  hide  his  stockings  and  his  shoes,  and  ir  we're  loath  to  lincer. 

To  cry  he'll  try,  and  iu  each  eye  will  thrust  a  baliy  Quger.— C'/tu;  tit. 


ON    DUTY. 
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Words  and  Music  i>y  Bob  Emmet. 


) 


Some  people  think  a  policeman's  life  quite  easy  on  his  beat. 
They  little  know  the  terrors  that  tliey  meet  upon  the  street; 
A  ciy  for  help,  p'raps  murder,  is  a  tiling  we  ofitimes  hear. 
Whilst  ye  arc  safely  iu  your  lionics  with  those  yun  love  ujoet  dear. 

CnoRus. 

Dere  on  my  beat  in  the  darkness  of  night, 
•    Giiardiiig  your  homes  without  fear  'till  daylight, 
,    Braving  all  danirers,  in  defence  I  will  flght, 

Aud  still  do  my  duty  like  a  p'licenian. 

I  ofttimes  miss  a  ballet  as  I'm  going  on  my  ronnd, 
And  very  oft  a  pal  of  mine's  laid  out  upon  the  ground. 
What  noise  is  that— 'tis  a  burglar;  I'll  stop  the  thieving  cnr— 
Now,  who  goes  thereT  no  answer — you  are  my  prisoner.— 6' Aoruf. 

'Tis  midnight  now,  no  telling  what  the  danger  I  mk'ht  face. 
For  I've  been  uarneil  all  day  to  keep  strict  watch  »\tou  this  place; 
Now  all  is  silent  on  my  iK-at.  there's  treachery,  I  fear- 
Take  Cure'  *ahl  yes,  my  time  bus  come— a  bullet  struck  me  here. 

CnoniTs. 
Here  on  my  beat  in  the  darkness  of  night, 
s    -.  Like  a  dog  left  to  die.  with  no  help  in  sit;ht. 

I'm  wanted.  I  know,  give  me  strength  and  I'll  flght. 
And  still  do  my  duty  liico  a  p'licemau. 


^■^^ 


MAGGIE,    MY    OWXTT 

Copyright,  1895,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Womsand  Mnslo  of  this  Songr.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  seiittn  anr  ad- 
di'«>s.  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  <0  cantM;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonars  for  One  iWdlar, 
hy  Henry  J.  Wt.hm«n.  I30.V  i:«  Vnrk  How.  NVw  York;  or  M  *  ST  E.  .M»(li«on  M.CIhtcajro. 
Wiita  to  aitliHr  on*  <if  the  above  addresKaa  for  Fr>-«  Cntnlotrut*  of  Rohitn.  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Ureain  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Alice.    Uualc  by  Andrew  Slack. 


Maggie,  my  own;  Maggie,  my  dear, 
Happy  am  I  when  you  are  nigh, 
I  love  you  more  and  more. 

Dry  that  bright  tear,  be  of  goo<l  cheer: 
Wherever  I  wander,  tlioui;h  years  may  roll  CO, 

You've  a  place  in  my  heart,  Ma|;gie  dear. 

CnOBL'8. 

Maggie,  my  own ;  Maggie,  my  dear, 

Happy  am  I  wheu  you  are  nigh,  I  love  yon  more  and  more; 
Oil'  light  of  my  life,  be  my  little  wife. 

My  own  sweet  Maggie  Asthorc. 

Maggie,  my  own;  Maggie,  my  dear,  ,     ;   ; 

•  By  night  and  day  for  you  I'll  pray; 
Think  of  me,  love,  alone. 

Though  far  away,  still  I'll  l>e  near; 
The  light  of  your  eyes  mv  bright  licacon  will  be, 

Aud  guide  me  to  you,  Maggie  licat.— Chorus. 


THE    "MIDWAY   IN   THE    MOON. 
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LWords  and  Music  by  Oussle  L.  Davis. 


Colored  folks,  have  yon  heard  the  news  that's  l>oeii  e_citing  every  coon. 
There  s  Koing  to  he  a  jubilee,  and  its  going  to  irather  'round  the  moon; 
There's  Venus,  there's  Saturn,  there's  Jupiter  and  Mars, 
There's  a  comet  and  an  eclipse  of  the  sun,  the  moon  and  stars; 
Tliere's  a  new  sensation  now,  one  t'lai's  deliul'ting  every  c<M>n, 
Fur  brotlier  Jasper,  lie  declares  there's  a  midway  iu  the  moon. 

Cnonns. 
The  midway  in  the  moon,  the  midway  In  the  moon, 
With  the  boola.  boola,  boola.  hoola,  liooia. 
Every  coon  will  have  a  chance  to  <to  the  hoochy,  coochy  dance, 
Wheu  we  get  up  to  the  midway  in  tlie  uioon. 

White  folks  all  must  hear  in  mind  that,  when  the  coons  begin  to  daiicc, 

Tlwre'll  be  no  choice  or  color  line,  for  tliat  day  the  nigs  will  liavc  a  chance; 

Let's  whisjMT,  let's  whisper,  now  coons  don'l  you  he  shy; 

l)on"t  you  liiirry,  don't  you  worry,  for  it's  coming  bye  and  bye; 

There's  a  new  sensation  now,  one  that's  delighting  every  coon. 

For  brotlier  Jasi>er,  he  declares  lliere's  a  midway  iu  the  moou. —  Chorut. 


MARRY   ME,   MARJORIE   MOORE. 
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Words  by  Herbert  Darnley.    .Music  by  George  Everard. 

Freddie  .Tones  was  a  telephone  clerk, 

Ile'd  never  shirk  his  •iffice  work, 

But  wlieii  in  the  office  alone, 

nis  telephone  lie'd  work  on  his  own. 

At  a  Spanish  girl's  home  'hey  a  telephone  had. 

And  through  it  Fred  used  to  make  love,  just  like  mad. 

To  a  gentle-voiced  maiden,  who  always  seemed  glad 

Wheu  these  words  to  her  softly  he'd  say: 

CiioniTs. 
Harry  me,  Marjorle;  Marjorie,  marry  me; 

Marry  me,  I  implore; 
You  are  my  true  love.  I  love  none  bnt  yon,  love. 

So  marry  me,  Marjorie  Moore. 

Freddie  lost  his  position,  one  day. 

So  |)eople  say,  for  sinuing  his  lay. 

For  his  iiinster  lieard  all  tlmt  he  said. 

And  to  poor  Fred.  "  He  oflf  w  Ith  thee  "  said. 

But  Fred  only  idled  a  foitniglit  or  two. 

And  then  got  a  place  that  is  eqiiale<l  by  few, 

As  a  private  typewriter,  with  Tittle  to  do. 

Aud  where  most  of  his  messages  read:— 6'/(0>im. 


m»  m 


— "  So  poor  Smith  committed  awfcide? "  "  Yes."    "  What  was 
the  matlpr?  "  "  His  brain  was  oir^re  and  he  blew  it  out." 


i 


t 
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Come,  My  Honey,  I'se  Got  Money. 
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Words  and  Haslo  by  Dave  Reed.  Jr. 

ErMtns  Jones  has  Kot  a  gal  named  Maudy,' 
De  colored  folks  all  say  ebe  is  a  dandy: 
8lie  dressea  miKbty  sporty,  her  mammy's  very  hanghty, 
D<!  colored  sports  tliink  she's  as  sweet  as  candy; 
When  'RANtns  hasn't  got  a  heap  of  money,  ■/:{--  -^ 

:    She  says  to  him  "  go  chase  yourself,  my  lioncyl" 
Then  'Rastiis  has  tu  scramble  to  get  some  coon  to  gamble, 
And  if  he  wins  he'll  say : 

Chobub. 

Come,  my  honey,  I'se  got  money:  tell  me  that  yon'll  be  mine; 
You're  my  Illy,  don't  M  silly,  and  we'll  be  right  in  tine. 

Said  he,  "  Now,  Mandy,  gal,  yon  need  not  worry. 
And  get  yo' blessed  heart  all  in  a  flurry : 
I'se  gwine  to  plav  some  poker  wir  a  policy-shop  broker. 
And,  sure  enough,  I'll  break  him  in  a  hurry; 
Next  morning  he  came  home  dresst-d  like  a  dandy, 
,,    And  showed  u  roll  of  money  to  bis  Mandy; 

Then  'Rastus  was  right  in  it,  she  grabbed  him  in  a  minute. 
When  to  bis  love  he  said:— CAoru*. 


WHEN    GROVER    CLEVELAND 
GETS   A    BABY    BOY. 
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Since  Nancy  Goes  to  Dancing-School. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Uussle  L.  Davis. 


:  ■  • 
i  ■ 


All  the  troubles  of  my  life 
I'm  a-having  will)  my  wife, 

And  they  call  her  big  black  Nance; 
Since  she  goes  to  dancing-school, 
It  has  turned  her  quite  a  fool; 

Now  to  talk  to  hsr  I  seldom  get  a  chance. 
Now  she's  out  all  night  till  brond  daylight. 

She  shows  up  home  about  four: 
And  now  hej-e's  what  looks  so  rude,  ■;,  • 

There's  a  big  black  nicger  dude,  '  , 

That  always  sees  her  home  to  the  door. 
I  would  not  make  no  objection. 
But.  a  coon  of  his  complexion 
Has  her  under  IiIh  proi.eciion. 
And  I  can't  make  no  correction. 

For  she  goes  by  bis  direction;  '  \       .' 

He's  a  coon  of  no  connection, 
She  belongs  to  his  collection, 
I've  l)eeu  losing  her  aStction, 
Since  I  wentouton  8U8|»ection; 

I've  got  not  nothing  but  iieglection,  .  r^ 

Since  I  first  made  this  detection; 
I'll  go  to  that  nigger  sect lr>n. 
And  I'll  raise  an  insarrection; 

I  will  make  the  niggers  think  that  it's  the  day  of  resurrection. 
Since  Nancy  goes  to  dancing-school. 

Chorits. 
My  Nancy  is  a  fancy  dancer; 

She's  made  herself  a  "  rep"  as  a  swell  coon  prancer; 
She  makes  more  noise  around  the  bouse  than  a  mule, 
Ever  since  Nancy  goes  to  danciug-schoo^ 

Now  ^te  dances  when  she  talks. 
And  Me  dances  when  she  walks. 

Ana  she  dances  on  the  street; 
Now,  no  matter  where  she'll  dance. 
They  all  know  that  it  is  Nance,  .     .' 

Fur  her  shoes  are  full  of  feet;  '.  ' 

Now  all  her  talk  is  dancing-school. 

And  the  coons  she  meets  ttiere  at  night;    '.. 
Nancy  either  mast  reform. 
Or  I'm  goin' to  do  some  harm. 

And  that  nigger,  I'll  put  out  bis  light. 
Now,  this  desp'rate  step  I've  taken 
Since  1  found  that  I'm  forsaken; 
I  have  lust  commenced  to  waken 
That,  ll^s  me  that  will  be  shaken; 
Just  to  catch  this  coon  I'm  acbiu*. 
And  I'm  goin'  to  ook  his  bacon —  ■  ■'. 

Yes,  I  know  I'm  not  mistaken,  ,,    > 

And  I  won't  stand  no  such  fakin'; 
1  have  got  the  nigger  gaited, 
Day  and  night  for  them  I've  waited;  ; 

We  should  nave  been  separated. 
For  our  lives  are  so  ill-fated; 
We  are  very  badly  mated— 

I  will  let  her  know  that  with  her  I'm  not  so  infatuated. 
If  she  don't  stay  home  from  dancing-school.— 6' Aor»«. 


Words  and  Music  by  Cant.  Jack  Crawford. 


Some  fanny  things  will  happen,  lust  as  sure  as  yon  are  bom, 
When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  oaby  boy;  r 

The  sun  will  in  the  evening  rise,  and  set  in  early  morn. 
When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 

The  rivers  all  will  flow  up  stream,  and  fish  will  fly  In  air; 

The  women  will  not  turn  to  see  what  other  women  wear. 

And  New  York's  stock  exchange  will  daily  opened  be  with  prayer, 
When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 

A  railway  nndemeatb  the  great  Atlantic  will  be  run. 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy; 
And  coal  will  weigh  exactly  twenty  hundred  to  the  ton. 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 
Girls  will  not  judge  their  lovers  by  the  salaries  they  get; 
To  tailors,  for  their  clothes,  the  dudes  will  cease  to  run  iu  debt. 
And  leading  politicians  on  election  will  not  bet. 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy.  ;' 

Queen  Lil  will  wear  a  crown  again 'way  oat  in  Honaloo, 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  ooy;  - 

While  Rooifevelt  and  D.  B.  Hill  will  pull  together,  too,       ."  .-  ; 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 
Chinese,  instead  of  chop-sticks,  then  will  use  a  knife  and  fork. 
And  Croker  build  a  castle  in  his  native  county  Cork, 
And  Tammany  again  will  run  the  City  of  New  York,        .. 
When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  Iwy. 

Fitzsimmnns  will  be  champion  of  the  world,  I  do  not  think,    -    . 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  Uoy; 
And  breakers  of  the  Sunday  Law  will  Rooeevelt  hoodwink. 

When  Grover  Cleveland  nets  a  haby  boy. 
Defender  will  be  beaten  by  the  scow  across  the  way;       ,..  .    . 
The  cup  will  go  to  Eugland,  and  will  there  forever  8tay7 
And  British  sporting  iludes  will  give  the  Yankee  boys  fair  play. 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 

Tom  Ochiltree  will  teach  a  Bible  class  in  Snnday-school, 

When  Grover  Cleveland  eet*  a  baby  boy. 
New  York  and  London  buncos  will  observe  the  golden  rule. 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  lx)y. 
Tammany  and  Parkhiirst  will  with  General  Booth  parade; 
The  colonels  of  Kentucky  will  drink  only  lemonade, 
While  Wilson  and  McKinley  will  double  ap  in  trade. 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 

At  your  signal  the  conductors  will  the  street-cars  promptly  stop, 

VVhcn  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 
And  reject«<<.  politicians  from  their  parties  will  not  flop. 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  bahy  boy. 
The  irum|iet  notes  of  Gabriel  will  o'er  the  earlh  resound; 
The  present  legislation  on  the  silver  will  l>e  sound. 
Ami  free  traders  within  the  gates  of  heaven  may  be  found. 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 

St.  Peter  will  get  lonely  and  call  Satan  up  to  chat,       ' 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 
Ben  il.-irrison  will  then  discard  liis  (grandpa's  famons  hat, 

Wiien  Grover  Cleveland  ueis  a  baby  hoy. 
The  dudes  will  tire  of  vaudeville  and  living  picture  art: 
Tom  Platt  will  find  the  Wliite-Houce  chair  and  never  from  it  part. 
While  Anson  and  his  base-ball  team  will  win  right  from  the  start. 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 

A  woman  will  not  vote,  for  her  rights  she  will  not  strike, 

Wlien  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy; 
And  bloomers  she'll  discard  for  skirts  when  riding  on  a  bike. 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  l)aby  boy. 
She'll  leave  her  hat  at  home  when  to  the  theatre  she'll  go. 
Beneath  her  monstrous  sleeves  a  pair  of  angels  wings  she'll  grow. 
And  if  a  titled  foreigner  should  pop,  she'll  answer  *'no," 

When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 

The  Indians  will  be  governed  by  men  of  nerve  and  sense, 
When  Grover  Cleveland  gels  a  batiy  boy;  > . 

And  hypocrites  will  cease  to  be  a  government  expense. 
When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 

George  Gould  and  Henry  Gould  will  do  a  double  song  and  dance. 

And  girls  at  their  reflections  in  shop  windows  will  not  glance. 

And  ladies  on  the  avenue  will  promenade  iu  pants, 
When  Grover  Cleveland  gets  a  baby  boy. 


— Why  do  they  not  charge  poll 
it's  impossible  to  get  a  nickel  o  ' 


len  on  the  street-cars?  Because 
a  copper. 


— A  little  girl  wrotejthe  following  composition:  "  Boys  are  men 
that  have  not  got  as  lig  as  tlieir  ptipas,  and  girls  are  young  women 
tliat  will  be  young"  ladies  by-aud-by.  Man  was  made  iKjfore 
woman.  When  God  looked  at  Adam  He  said  to  Himself,  "  Well, 
I  fjiiess  I  can  do  better  if  I  try  again."  and  then  he  made  Eve. 
God  liked  Eve  so  much  belter  than  Adam  that  there  have  l>een 
more  women  than  men  ever  since.  Boys  are  a  trouble.  They  are 
wearing  on  everything  but  soap.  If  1  had  my  way,  half  the  boys 
ill  the  world  would  be  little  girls,  and  the  rest  would  be  dolls. 
My  papa  is  so  nice  that  I  guess  he  must  have  been  a  little  girl 
when  he  was  a  little  boy. 


^^'i^W-^ 


fi 


8 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.  49. 


SOME    ONE  S    LITTLE    G-IRL. 
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Worils  by  GeorKe  Cooper.    Music  by  Charles  E.  Pratt 

Witliiii  n  police  station  a  little  maiden  stood; 
She  aaiil,  "  I  foniid  tliia  baby,  policeiiiuii,  kind  and  ROOd; 
Two  boyu  it  was  who  left  it^  and  then  they  ran  away; 
I'ui  sure  its  Ma  will  waut  it,  aud  will  miss  it  so  to-day. 

CnoBUS. 

"  Please  to  find  its  mamma— see,  'tis  drcfsed  bo  flue; 
Rin^s  upon  Iih  fluKt-rs,  and  curls  that  golden  shine; 
Oil,  do  excuse  my  crying,  I'm  all  in  a  whirl; 
'         I  liuow  it  wants  its  maninm,  for  it's  someoue'e  little  girl." 

"  It  only  can  say  Mamma,  and  '  Yes'  and  *No,'  that's  alii 

Oh,  ceo!  it  looks  eo  weary— it  is  so  weak  and  small; 

The  boys  ran  off  so  quickly,  and  I  ran  after,  too; 

The  peoj)lc  thought  iLat  they  were  playing  '  lag,'  as  boye  will  do."— CAo. 

"  Ilow  cim  we  find  it's  mamma? "  the  sergeant,  emiling,  eald, 

As  tenderly  he  palled  the  darling's  golden  head; 

The  little  maiden  wisely  said,  with  u  voice  so  mild, 

"  Uo  ask  iu  school  if  boys  there  found  tonlay  a  poor  lost  child."— Chorui. 


NELLIE    CLANCY'S    WALK 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Louis  H.  Ross  ft  Oo. 
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Words  and  Music  hy  Harry  Dacre. 


X 


Last  winter  I  went  in  for  diincing, 

Just  for  pIcuKiiie  in  my  leisure. 
To  me 'tis  an  art  most  entrancing, 

Aitliongli  ii  hits  broken  my  heart; 
I'm  mildly  in  love  wiih  my  teacher— 

A  fiiir  one,  such  a  rare  one, 
The  duiniiesr,  lovable  creature. 

As  beautiful  as  she  is  smart; 
Polly's  her  name,  she  gives  lessons  each  idght; 

Her  feet  are  so  light,  she's  right  out  of  sight. 

Refrain. 

She  will  be  the  death  of  me,  jolly  little  Polly  at  the  dancing-school. 
Prancing  'round  with  one,  two,  three,  j«illy  little  Polly  at  the  dnnciug-BChool. 
I  feel  queer  when  I  nm  near  jolly  little  Polly  at  the  duuciiig-scbuol. 
Eveu  iu  the  winter  time  I  can't  keep  cool. 

She's  taught  nie  the  foreigner's  polka, 

A  la  Rusviuu,  a  In  Prussian, 
The  waltz  from  the  op»:ra  "  Falka"; 

She  dances  each  evening  with  me; 
She  gives  me  sweet  lessous  iu  private— 

The  latest  and  the  greatest, 
A  new  dance  she'llalways  contrive  It, 

And  teach  it  me  like  A  B  C; 
Then  wheu  I  tell  her  I'll  ever  be  true. 

She  anewers  pooh  poob,  and  bids  me  adieu.— li^f rain. 

I've  lately  discovered  a  rival- 
He's  a  terror,  make  no  error; 

I  Shan't  have  much  chance  of  survival 
If  once  I  get  into  his  claws; 

He's  known  as  a  famous  prize-fighter. 
Both  lucky  and  plucky, 

A  long-reaching  hard  left  and  righter— 
He's  broken  uo  end  of  men's  jaws; 

Polly  now  siiB  ou  the  big  fellow's  knee, 
-  And,  as  for  poor  me,  I'm  L  E  F  'i.— Refrain. 


— "  My  darling,"  he  munnureti  softly,  as  be  gently  put  Lis  arm 
around  her  waist,  "  let  me  supply  you  witli  a  coat  of  arms," 


— "Georgle,  Georgie,  mind— your  bat  will  be  blown  ofT  if  you 
lean  so  far  out  of  tlie  carriage!"  Paterfamilias  (quickly  snatcliing 
the  liat  from  tlie  licad  of  tlie  refractory  youngster,  and  biding  it 
bebind  liis  back)  said:  "  Tliere,  now,  the  liat  has  gcme!  "  Georgie 
set  up  a  bowl.  After  awbile  liis  father  remarks:  "Come,  lie 
quiet;  if  I  wiiistle  your  bat  will  come  back  again."  Whistles  and 
replaces  bat  on  boy's  bead.  "Tliere,  its  back  again,  you  see!" 
Wliile  the  parents  are  engaged  in  conversation  Georgie  throws  bis 
bat'out  of  the  window  and  cries:  "  Pa,  whistle  again!" 
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Words  by  J.  D.  Hanlon.    Husio  by  Charles  Oordon  WhUoomb. 


There  Is  a  charming  lady,  who  is  known  'most  everywhere, 

Tou  can  tell  her  by  her  many  winning  ways; 
Her  name  is  Nelly  Clancy,  she  has  a  charming  air. 

And  the  uelght>ors  stand  by  anything  she  says; 
As  a  leader  of  the  fashions,  and  all  the  latest  fads. 

She's  envied  by  the  ladies  in  the  park; 
While  standiug  on  the  corner,  you  will  see  her  passiDg  there, 

Aud  then  you  hear  the  people  all  remark: 

CnoBus. 

There  goes  Nelly  Clancy,  and  she's  leading  the  style  again; 

She's  the  envy  of  the  ladies,  and  the  idol  of  the  men; 

Just  look  at  the  step  she's  taking,  uo  wonder  the  neighbors  talk; 

The  latest  fad  of  the  lower  five  is  Nelly  Clancy's  walk. 

Theri  goes  Nelly  Clancy,  and  she's  leading  the  style  again; 

She's  the  envy  of  the  ladies,  and  the  idle  of  the  men; 

Just  look  at  tho  step  she's  taking,  no  wonder  the  iieii;hl>ors  talk; 

The  latest  fad  of  the  lower  five  is  Nelly  Claucy's  walk. 

She  startles  all  the  ladies  when  apon  the  avenue; 

She  causes  lots  of  comment  now  and  theu; 
Her  style  Is  fresh  from  Paris,  it's  always  something  new; 

Her  manner  is  a  pleasure  to  the  uieu. 
You  should  see  her  latest  walk,  you  could  tell  ber  everywhere; 

To  gaze  upon  its  neatness  is  u  treat. 
Not  a  figure  in  the  town  with  Nelly's  can  compare. 

As  you  see  ber  graceful  walk  upou  the  street.— C^tM. 


NIGGER    AND    A    COON. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Louis  n.  Ross  &  Oa. 
All  rights  reserved.  '   - 
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Words  by  E.  F.  Deertng.    Music  by  H.  W.  Pattee. 


I  saw  a  coon  de  o<1der  uigbt  up  in  an  apple  tree. 

Yerdhir  'Deed  I  did. 
And  I  WHS  mighty  lucky,  'case  I  bad  my  gun  with  me.  - 

Yerdid?   'D.edldid. 
For  the  Lord  He  made  the  coon  jei«s  to  jilease  de  nigger; 
I  up  with  my  gun,  and  pulled  upon  the  trigger. 
It  kicked  so  mighiy  hard  dat  I  bad  to  stop  to  figger 

Before  I  got  dat  coou. 

CnoRus. 

Yes.  lie  did.    ♦  'Deed  I  did.    Yes  he  did.    »  Deed  I  did. 

Dar  in  the  light  of  de  moon. 
When  I  pulled  the  trii:ger  1  bad  to  stop  to  figger 

Before  I  got  dat  coon. 
Oh.  we  will  have  a  jolly  time,  we're  gw  ine  to  dance  and  slug. 
By  de  light  of  de  moou  we'll  eat  dat  coon,  aud  cut  a  pigeon  wing. 

I  readied  up  in  de  apple  tree,  an'  I  grabbed  bim  by  the  tail. 

Yerdid?  'Deed  I  did. 
Dt^n  I  swung  this  little  animal  upon  a  hickory  rail.  ' 

Yerdid?  'Deed  I  did. 
I  run  mighty  hard  forde  okl  cabin  door, 
I  sneaked  in  de  kitchen,  and  laid  bim  oo  tlie  floor; 
HiKiiiah  she  was  hiippler  den  she  eber  was  before, 

Ik'Cuuse  ebe  ^w  dat  coou. 

CUORUB. 

Yes,  she  did.    * 'Deed  the  did.    Yes,  she  did.    * 'Deed  the  did. 

Dur  ill  the  light  of  de  moon. 
She  was  so  sur|)rise<l  dat  she  stuck  out  her  eyes 

When  she  saw  dat  coon. 
Oh,  we  will  have  a  jolly  time,  we're  gwine  to  dance  and  sing. 
By  de  light  of  de  moou  we'll  eat  dat  coon,  and  cut  a  pigeon  wing. 

I  invited  lots  of  colored  folks  ter  come  and  dine  with  me. 

Yerdid?  'Deed  I  did. 
'Case  I  wanted  all  the  neighlwrs  fer  to  liab  a  jubilee. 

Yerdid.     'Deed  I  did. 
When  we  sat  'round  (he  table  the  moon  was  shining  bright; 
The  parson  asked  a  blesaing  on  eb'ry  coon  dat  night; 
De  one  dat's  ou  the  table,  we  put  him  out  of  sight, 

Aud  dat  was  the  last  ob  de  Coou.  ^      ' 

Chorus. 

Yes,  we  did.    •  'Deed  we  did.    Yes,  we  did.    »  'Deed  we  did. 

Dar  in  the  liirht  of  de  moon. 
Go<m1  feeling  did  prevail,  and  de  deacon  eat  de  tail,      ' 

Aud  dill  was  dc  last  of  du  coon. 
Oh,  we  will  have  a  jolly  time,  we're  gwine  to  <lance  and  sing. 
Uy  de  light  of  de  moon  we'll  eat  dat  coon,  aud  cut  a  pigeon  wiug. 


♦  S|>okt'U. 


"  Who  i.s  the  man  you  bowed  to?"    '*  My  preserver, 
your  life?"  "  No,  he  makes  my  jams." 
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Words  by  J.  D.  Ilanloii.    Xusiu  by  Charles  O.  Whitcouibi 


Now  always  do  to  othrra  ae  you'd  linve  lliem  do  to  you,  y 

le  a  inaxiin  wliicli  1  followed  when  n  boy; 
My  parciiis  aiwiivH  ttiiiKht.  me  just  the  proper  thiug  to  do. 

And  tliey  told  iiie  that  IM  live  n  life  of  joy. 
When  I  tried  10  eHrii  a  living  in  this  wicked  world  of  men. 

Oh,  my  pareiilf)'  careful  teucliioi;  went  astray: 
I  diecovered,  to  my  sorrow— yeti,  ves,  time  tiiid  timeagalDj 

That  the  golden  rule  was  luniea  iiuoiber  way, 

Refraik 
Be  snre  and  do  each  other,  is  the  mnxim  of  to^ay: 
Just  keep  your  eye  on  ntimWer  one,  no  matter  what  they  Bay. 
Il  may  not  be  the  pro|>er  tiling  for  iinyone  to  do. 
But  always  do  the  other  man,  or  he'll  do  yoa. 

I  tried  to  nsc  my  neighbor  in  the  only  way  I  slionld. 

But  quickly  foiiiid  that  method  out  of  dale. 
I  saw  I  was  mistaken,  he  would  <lo  nie  if  be  coold,  :'-'v 

lu  a  manner  I  nn»  sorry  to  relate. 
It  was  then  I  <leci<le(l  I  wonl<l  have  to  change  my  plan,     - , 

And  I  had  to  lake  advantage  just  the  same. 
I  posed  among  the  people  as  a  would-be  honest  man: 

Now,  of  course,  you  know  (he  reason  I  exclaim:— iSe/Voin. 


IF    THEY'D    ONLY    WRITE    AND 
ASK    ME    TO    COME    HOME. 
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Words  and  Uusic  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


In  a  lonely  little  garret  dwelt  a  once  sweet  village  belle, 

The  only  place  that  she  dare  call  a  home: 
She  had  mmried  'giiinst  (he  wishes  of  the  dear  ones  who  loved  her  so  well, 

And  now 'midst  Btraniiers  she  was  left  alone. 
A  youth  from  city  gimid  h;id  won  her  heart  and  hand—.   '  '• 

ile'ii  picture*!  to  her  all  so  bright  and  cay: 
It  was  then  the  father  told,  "  All  that  glitters,  my  child,  is  not  gold.'* 

It  soon  came  true,  and  she  had  cause  to  say: 

...   '■'■-   ■  ■■:'''::-\    ■;■:■  i 
ClIOBUS.  •  *■  • 

"If  they'd  only  write  and  ask  me  to  come  home, 
I'd  feel  as  tlioDgli  forfiveness  they  had  sliown. 

And  my  heart  would  cease  Its  pain,  I'd  be  hnppy  once  again — 
If  they'd  only  write  and  ask  me  to  come  home." 

In  an  bnmhie  tittle  cottage  sils  a  father  bowed  In  grief, 

A  mother,  too,  is  weeping  liy  his  side; 
They  have  just  receivfd  11  K-lter,  and  it  told  them,  in  words  crnel  and  brief, 

That  her  they  loved  with  broken  heart  had  died. 
Oh,  had  tliey  only  known  that  she  was  left  alone. 

How  gladly  woulii  they've  called  her  back  again. 
'Tis  the  story  we  all  tell,  "She  had  love<l  not  wisely,  bnt  too  well,"    " 

And  nut  the  only  one  we  hear  exclaim:— CAo;-u«, 


^:        BYE-LO,    BABY,    BYE-LO. 

■"  ,      .   '  ,.    •    ,  Copyright,  1889,  by  Louis  H.  Rose  &  Co.  -,  /  , 
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Words  by  Geo.  Purdy.    Music  by  Fannie  lUcew 

.,  Hush  thee,  my  baby,  tlie  shadows  are  falling 

■  OVr  forest  and  lea,  to  bring  rest  to  thee;  *  . 

.  Now  claae  thy  dear,  sweet  eyes,  love,  so  soft  and  bo  blae^  ■* 

:.  Like  pfetty  violets,  all  wet  with  dew.  -' ' 

.■';        Bye-lo,  baby,  bye-lo,  darling,  go  to  Bleep; 

Bye-lo,  bahy;  hye-lo,  baby,  go  to  Bleep.  j.- 

•     .       .  -  Chorus.  ■■'.  :•  .    .  . 

Bye-lo,  baby;  iiye-lo,  bye-lo,  bahy,  bye;  '  '     ,' 

"■.->.  Byu-lo,  baby;  bye-lo,  bye-lo,  baby,  bye. 


8ong  liirds,  so  joyous,  have  all  cone  to  rest. 
And  sunset  is  fadiiiu  in  the  golden  West; 


miU    PllllCtTi.    le    IBUIIIU    lO     IIIC    I^OIUCU     TT  CDl  , 

■.^.  80  close  thy  dear,  sweet  eyes.  love,  and  dream  of  angels  bright. 
Who  guard  thee,  precious  hahy,  'till  morning's  rosy  light. — Be/ 


■Befrain  db  Cf<o. 


Bbimlter.  precious  darling,  and  peact'ful  be  thy  8leem< ,  ' ,. '  -,,r"  ■'■ 
For  nioiher  is  near  thee,  faithful  watch  to  keep;   ..   ...  ',;::■,      %  .:'  .;<'; 
And  night-hirds  are  cnlling  and  fiytni!  so  low,         ■  '^   v  V    .•',■•••-.-,■'• 
'TIS  time  little  baby  sliouid  off  to  dreamland  go. 

Refkain. 
Bye-lo,  baby,  bye-lo,  moiher  watch  will  keep: 
Little  stars  are  shining,  and  baby's  fast  asleep.— CAon/«. 


Ton  ask  me,  sir,  why  I'm  n  tramp,  and  forced  to  Iteg  and  steal — 
I'll  tell  you  if  you'll  wait  a  bit,  and  listen  to  my  tale: 
'Twas  l>at  a  few  short  years  ago  a  hii|>py  home  I  liad; 
And  wife  and  child,  so  denr  to  me,  euch  night  would  welcome  Dad; 
I  lost  my  job  and  sickness  came,  lioth  ends  I  strived  to  meet. 
Until  one  cold  aitd  bi(ter.day  they  turned  us  in  the  street. 
And  that's  the  reason  I'm  a  tramp  and  beg  from  town  to  town: 
The  friends' I  had  are  friends  no  more.,  since  I  am  broken  down. 

Chobob. 
When  a  man  has  wealth  and  fame,  and  lives  on  easy  street. 
Friends  will  honor  your  goo<i  name,  and  smile  wlienever  yon  meet. 
Bat  when  you're  going  down  the  hill,  they'll  puss  you  with  a  frown. 
The  friends  you  had  are  friends  no  more,  because  you're  broken  down. 

One  day  while  I  was  seeking  work  In  vnin  from  door  to  door, 
A  scoundrel  took  my  wife  away,  I've  never  seen  her  more;       r    ---. 
lt  was  a  man  wlio  tried  to  win  Iter  love  in  days  gone  iiy: 
And  wlien  misfortune  frowned  on  me,  she  to  liis  arms  did  fly; 
But  if  I  ever  find  Uiis  man,  and  meet  liim  face  to  face. 
A  reckoning  I  will  liave  \\\\A\  him,  and  bring  liim  to  disgrace: 
And  that's  the  reason  I'm  a  tramp,  and  l>eg  from  town  to  town: 
The  friend  I  trusted  stole  my  wife,  and  now  I'm  broken  down. — Cherm$. 

What's  that  I  see,  yon  turn  away,  a  tear  is  in  yonr  eve — 

Tes,  what  I've  said  is  but  the  triith,  I've  never  told  a  lie. 

WhatI   you  will  take  mc  to  your  liome,  a  tramp  from  out  the  street,    > 

Once  more  to  lie  a  man  again,  at  last  a  friend  I  meet. 

Ami  food  and  clothing  I  shall  have,  oh,  sir,  you  are  too  kind. 

I  promise  from  this  day  in  me  a  better  man  you'll  find.  '• 

Thank  God,  no  more  I'll  have  to  roam,  or  beg  from  town  to  town: 

I've  found  a  (rieud  who  lends  a  hand  to  a  man  that's  broken  down.—  CfUmu. 


The  Flower  of  Yarrow  Vale, 

.  ■   ....         Copyright,  1887,  by  Louis  H.  Roas  *  Co.     .  .,  .  . 
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Words  by  Oeo.  Russell  Jackson.     Music  by  J.  L.  Qilbert. 


V 


The  bright  sun  had  risen  and  t>ltie  was  the  sky. 

The  lark  from  the  heather  had  mounted  on  liigli, 

A  speck  in  the  heavens  lie  joyously  sang. 

Ana  the  heather-clad  glens  with  his  melody  rang. 

But  a  melody  riclier,  l>y  far,  tlian  his  song 

On  the  breeze  of  the  morning  was  wafted  along;    .  -■■■',■» 

It  came  to  mine  ear  on  the  sweet-scented  gale. 

My  Mary  was  siiitring  in  bright  Yarrow  Vale.  ,   ' 

Oil,  sweet  as  tite  hreaili  of  the  morning  was  she,    '^ 

And  dearer  than  life  or  than  riches  to  me. 

Ami  hriglit  was  her  eye  when  1  told  her  love's  tale. 

The  flower  of  fair  Yarrow,  of  sweet  Yarrow  Vale. 

And  twelve  months  had  passed  since  my  Mary  and  me 

Had  parted  one  morning  on  fair  Yarrow  lea; 

I  gave  her  a  ring  for  her  finuer  that  day. 

And  she  vowed  to  lie  constant  wliiie  I  was  away. 

And  then  she  untied,  with  her  fingers  so  fair. 

The  blue  silken  ribiton  she  wore  In  her  hair. 

And  gave  it  to  me,  while  her  cheeks  they  irrew-pale. 

And  we  kissed  and  we  parted  011  fair  Yarrow  Vale, 

Oh.  sweet  as  tlie  breath  of  ihe  morninir  wns  she. 

And  dearer  than  life  or  than  riches  to  me. 

And  bright  was  her  eye  when  I  told  her  love's  tnle. 

The  fluwer  of  fair  Yarrow,  of  sweet  Yarrow  Vale. 

Oh,  glad  was  my  heart  when  I  heard  the  Bweet  Boog 

The  fresh  morning  breezes  were  l)earing  along; 

She  sang  "  He  is  coming,"  yes,  coiiiii!g  to-day, 

The  laddie  I  love,  who  has  long  l>een  away; 

Then  she  spied  me,  an<l  8«vift  10  my  bosom  she  flew. 

My  lassie  so  gentle,  my  lassie  so  true. 

And  again  to  my  lassie  I  whispered  love's  tale. 

The  Bvyeet  flower  of  Yarrow,  of  fair  Yarrow  Vale.  .  ""  ' 

Oh,  sweet  as  the  breath  of  the  morning  was  she, 

And  dearer  than  lite  or  tlian  riches  to  me. 

And  bright  was  her  eye  when  I  told  her  love's  tale. 

The  flower  of  fair  Yarrow,  of  sweet  Yarrow  Vale. 


— Bishop  White  of  Petinsylvanin  was  sitting  one  da}-  at  dinner 
with  that  bold  financier  of  the  Revolulioniiry  times,  Robert  Mor- 
ris, when  the  latter  said:  "  Bishop,  I  liave  made  my  will  and  de- 
vised to  j'ou  all  my  impudence."  "  In  tiittt  case,"  replied  the 
Bishop.  "  you  liave  certsiinly  left  me  tlie  ^renter  part  of  your 
estate."  "Yes,  Bishop,"  inierposed  Mrs.  While,  "and  it  i&j;)lain 
that  you  have  entereil  immediately  upon  your  inheritance." 
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I  Love  My  Girl,  and  She  Loves  Me. 

Copyiiglit,  HDOCCXCV.  by  Henry  J.  Wehmui. 
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Words  and  Mosic  by  Oilmore  A  Leonard. 


My  sweetheart  is  a  dark-eyed  K>rl.  elie  lives  right  close  to  me, 
And  ev'ry  mornini;  in  tbe  year  her  enilliMg  face  I  see; 
Tliu  neiKlihore  all  love  lit-r,  too,  she  has  such  a  winiiInK  way. 
And  wiicu  I  come  Uoiue  from  my  work,  I'm  ofteu  beam  to  say: 

CaoBus. 

"I  love  my  Rirl,  and  she  loves  me; 

We're  just  as  happy  toqether  as  we  can  be; 

We  have  a  cozy,  little  home:  we're  married  now,  yon  see; 

For  1  love  uiy  little  wife,  boys,  and  she  loves  mo." 

Yes,  we've  been  married  qiiiic  a  wliile,  and  very  pleased  to  say 
That  we  are  quite  contented  now,  and  never  rued  the  day; 
We've  never  had  a  quarrel  yet,  we  haven't  got  any  time, 
And  when  the  rainy  day  comes  'round  you'll  find  us  not  behind. - 


Cho 


STAR    SONG. 
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Words  by  Guy  Wetmore  Carryl.    Music  by  T.  Pearsall  Thome. 


In  Ihe  twiliKlit's  tender  cloom  windx  stir  the  trees. 

And  the  rose's  faint  p^Tfiinie  drifts  on  llie  breeze; 
Stars,  like  fairy  iit;lits,  ul>ove  smiie  to  see  tlic  earth  asleep, 

Wliile  the  nit'lit  air  breath>;s  of  love,  soft  as  moans  the  heart-sick  dove, 
SiiihiiiK  where  the  shadows  lint^er  de<'p. 

Divine  llelit,  oli,  shine,  lii;lit,  witli  radiance  immortal; 

Oil,  starlight;  oh,  far  licht  ul  heaven's  wide  portal, 

UiifailinK,  unpaling.  link  thy  pure  heart  to  mine; 

Steadfast  through  all  eternity  stiine,  white  stars,  shine. 

Chokus. 
'     Oh,  sweet  love,  complete  love,  my  heart  leaps  to  meet  thee; 
.  -    •■  .'      And  while  your  light  in  the  heavens  I  sec. 

Sweet  love,  complete  love,  my  heart  leaps  to  meet  thee; 
The  night  air  breathes  of  love  to  me. 

From  the  woodland's  stilly  ways  faint  whispers  start, 

Murm'ring  songo  of  other  days  soft  to  my  heart. 
TJeath  the  sweep  of  silent  skien,  wlience  comes  sunlight,  whence  comes  rain. 

Bringing  laut;liter,  hnncin^'  pain,  with  a  thrill  of  strange  surprise. 
To  my  heart  comes  love's  faint  |>ang  again; 

Oil,  sweet  love,  complete  love,  my  heart  leaps  to  meet  thee; 

I  know,  love,  thy  glow,  love,  in  rapture  I  greet  thee; 

Swrs  fail,  love;  turn  pale,  love;  yet  Shalt  tliou  jive  divine. 

Steadfast  through  all  eternity  shine,  pure  love,  ehiue.—CAorut. 


THE    SILENT    MESSAGE. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Harcourt  A  Rein. 
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Words  by  Charlie  Rein.    Music  by  Still  Uarcouit. 
A  mother  sat  with  her  child  alone,       -    . 

Recalling  the  days  that  had  fled. 

When  hiisiiand  and  father  was  home  by  their  aide, 

Tho'  living,  liut  to  lliem  as  dead. 
"Tell  me,  dear  mummn,  why  he  went  away," 

Asked  tiie  chilil  as  she  sat  on  her  knee; 
The  mother,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  then  replied: 

"Was  accused  of  a  crime,  had  to  flee; 
Tell  her  I'm  innocent,  those  were  his  words 

Before  that  last  pariiiig,  so  hard; 
And  he  placed  in  your  arms  a  doll,  as  yoa  slept; 

It  had  Santa  C'laus'  name  on  the  card." 

Refrain. 

'     Darling,  sleep;  "  it  had  Santa  Clans'  name  on  the  card» 
It  had  Santa  Claue'  name  on  the  card; 
'Twas  the  last  that  was  done  for  you,  mv  dear  OUfr— 
It  had  Santa  Ciaus'  name  on  the  card. 

A  father.  In  a  distant  land. 

Away  from  his  once  happy  home; 
Now  trying  to  prove  lie  was  innocent. 

So  he  could  return  and  atone. 
"  I  know  they  won't  think  that  I'm  gnilty  of  crime," 

Said  the  fatlnr  and  husband  outcant. 
When  a  letter,  nii looked  tor.  was  handed  to  him. 

Which  proved  he  was  guiltless  at  last. 
He  hastened  back  home  to  Ills  fond,  loving  wife,     ■ 

"  Oh,  where  is  our  baby,"  he  cried.  "  ,  • 

"The  bahy  is  dead,  she  sleeiis  in  the  grave. 

With  the  doll  and  the  card  by  her  side."— /?«/"»a</i. 


BY-GONE     DAYS. 

Oopyriffht,  18M,  by  Louis  H.  Ross  ft  Oo, 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  H.  W.  Pattee.     Music  by  Payson  W.  Duncan. 


Sitting  alone.  In  the  twiliuht  dim,  thinking  of  by-gone  days: 
Thinlting  of  things  that  miglit  have  beet),  as  into  the  paxt  I  gaze; 
Thinking  of  friends  who  are  past  and  gone,  in  visions  tlieir  forms  I  see; 
As  I  sit  to-niglit  alone,  these  inem'ries  come  to  me; 
I  sec  once  more  my  mother's  face,  that  face  »o  pure  and  calm; 
She  prayed  to  Qod  above  each  night,  to  keep  her  tK>y  from  harm; 
Tlie  mem'rics  of  those  days  gone  by  time  never  can  efface. 
As  uue  by  uue  their  forms  appear  in  some  familiar  place. 

■■■:  Refrain.      ,■'■■'■',■';■•'-;-■/ ^' ■  ■' 

Sitting  alone  in  the  twilight  dim,  thinking  of  by-gone  days; 
Tliinking  of  things  that  miglit  have  been  in  tliosc  dear  old  hy-gonc  days. 

Thinking  to-night  of  my  own  sweetheart,  once  more  her  fare  I  see; 

Thinking  of  how  we  were  forced  to  part,  when  fortune  frowned  on  me; 

Thinking  of  brothers  and  sisters  gone,  gathered  in  one  by  one, 

As  I  sit  to-night  alone,  thinking  of  dear  old  liome; 

Again  the  village  green  I  see;  1  hear  the  church-bells  chime; 

As  yonlliful  days  come  buck  to  me,  those  boyish  davs  of  mine. 

And  often  tlirougli  life's  busy  whirl  my  ihoiightt  will  iiackward  gase; 

1  seem  to  live  them  throngh  again,  those  dear  old  by-gune  daya.—JUfiahi 


•  >  » 


.    My  Sweetheart  of  Years  Ago. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Isaac  Doles.  .    ,     -"^ 
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Words  by  Alonzo  R  Clark.    Composed  by  Isaac  Doles. 


I  once  had  a  sweetheart,  as  sweet  as  could  be. 

In  my  childhood's  liapp}*scliooi-days. 
So  loving  and  true  I  believed  she  loved  me. 

But 'twas  only  a  fancy,  I  guess; 
We  played  truant  together  quite  often  for  fun. 

Knowingly  breaking  the  rule. 
Not  caring  for  school-hooks  or  lessons  begun. 

Only  just  to  be  out  of  the  school. 

CHonus.  .  ,  ■/'  ;■  ■'  ■ 

I  once  had  a  sweetheart,  many  years  ago. 

The  dearest,  loving  playmate  that  one  could  ever  know. 

But  she  married  anotlier,  I  never  learned  his  name. 

And  all  1  have  to  say  is  this,  I'll  love  her  forever  the  same. 

This  worried  the  teacher,  a  spiteful  old  dame. 

Who  vowed  that  our  pareutH  should  know; 
She  troubled  herself  to  go  aiul  explain, 

III  words  tliat  were  cruel  and  low. 
My  sweet lieart  was  taken  away  from  the  school. 

And  sent  to  a  city  to  learn 
Good  manners  and  dress,  a  fine  laily  to  be, 

While  I  was  kept  home  at  the  farm. 

Chorus. 
Dear  old-fashioned  roses,  violets  and  all  that's  sweet, 
Conid  not  compare  with  her,  eo  graceful  and  so  neat; 
Oh  I  how  sad  was  the  parting  with  my  sweetheart  that  day — 

A  kiss,  a  tear,  the  world  ia  drear,  uuw  thai  eiie  is  far,  far  away. 

ner  music,  her  friends,  and  her  fair  loving  face. 

Soon  won  for  her  laurels  nutold. 
For  who  could  help  loving  her  womanly  grace. 

My  Bweetlieart,  my  darling  of  old; 
From  the  iinnil>er  of  suitors  her  hand  to  obtain. 

She  made  a  good  choice,  I  am  told, 
,     .       Forgetting  her  lover,  her  playmate  for  fame —  .  '   ,.;. 

Oh  I  my  sweetheart,  my  sweetheart  of  old. 

Cuonus. 

I  once  had  a  sweetheart,  many  years  ago. 

The  dearest,  loving  playmate  that  one  could  ever  know. 

But  she  married  anotlier,  I  never  learned  his  name. 

And  all  I  have  to  say  is  this,  I'll  love  her  forever  the  same. 


j    '^ 


.'•««,■     *■;■.,■ 


— Tliere  is  a  father,  with  twice  six  sons;  these  sotis  hnve  thirty 
daughters  apiece,  partly-colored,  having  one  cheek  binck  and  the 
otlier  white,  wlio  uever  see  each  other's  face,   nor  live  alx)ve  ( 
twenty-four  hours.     A  year.  ^ 

— A  young  lady  was  at  a  party  during  which  quarrels  between 
husband  and  wife  were discusse<k  "  1  think,"  said  »n  tinninrritd, 
older  son,  "  that  the  proper  thing  is  for  the  husband  to  liavo  it 
out  at  once,  and  thus  avoid  quarrels  for  tlic  future.  I  would  light 
a  cigar  in  the  carriage  after  the  wedding  breakfast,  and  settle  liie 
smoking  question  forever."  "  I  would  knock  the  cigar  out  of 
your  mouth,"  interrupted  the  belle.  "  Do  you  know  I  don't  think 
you  would  be  there  ?  "  be  remarked. 


■^/■^N/'— \.r~>^- 


->•-%/— s^—v/" 


^^^■v75^-^?^^J?^' 


'^T. 
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Words  by  Steve  Leggett.    Music  by  Will  Qoodwln. 


Nnw  I  won't  sing  of  sherbet  aud  water,   -■.   .  ']'      .^     .j^' 

9'"' •'''*'''^' "'"'  hetT  will  not  rhyme;  "'   ■'     '^  "  ' 

The  workinginun  can't  nffiifd  ciianipagne. 

It's  a  bit  more  than  five  cents  a  time;  .*:•»..•''. 

So  I'll  sing  you  a  80DU  of  a  gargle,  '.'.-■'''.../■'■'..: 

A  Kargle  that  1  love  so  <tear:  ...       '       ' 

I  ailiitle  to  (hat  grand  institution, 

Tliat  beautiful  tonic  called  beer,  beer,  beerl 

0HORC8. 

Beer,  boer,  glorious  lieerl  Fiil  yonrselvee  right  np  to  here  I 
Drink  n  good  deal  of  it,  make  a  good  meal  of  it, 

Slick  til  your  old-fitBhioiied  lieer; 
D'>ii't  lie  afraid  of  it,  diiiik  till  you're  made  of  it— 

Now,  all  togi-tlier,  acheer! 
Up  with  the  Biile  of  it,  down  wltli  a  pail  of  it, 

Oloriuus,  glorious  beerl  ■',  ' 

It's  tite  daddy  of  i^liiliricatore,  '  . 

'I'ht;  best  thing  there  is  for  yourneck;      ,.■.■.    ■..■■■*•:. 
Ciiii  be  Uffd  M8  a  gargle  <ir  lotion 

By  iiersoiis  of  every  sect.  '      -l^r  '■.'■;     - 

Now  we  know  who  the  goddess  of  wine  wai, '^^■..■'     v    :    ' 

But  was  tliure  a  goddess  of  l)eerr 
If  So,  let  us  drink  to  lier  liealtii,  lioys, 

Aud  wish  that  we'd  just  gut  her  here,  here,  here!— C/<orH«. 

So  up,  lip  with  brandies  and  sodas,  ' ' 

But  down,  down,  and  down  with  the  beer; 
It's  L'ootl  for  you  when  you  are  hungry;  ■  ..         ,' '■' 

You  can  eat  it  without  any  fear;  -    '^^  •  .     '••    • 

,    •    So  sip  up  the  beer  while  y<iu're  able,  *' 

Of  four-half  let's  all  have  our  fill; 
And  1  know  you'll  all  Join  me  in  wishini; 

Gupd  luck  to  my  dear  Uncle  Bill,  Bill,  Bill  I- (7 Aoru#. 


LAL-LA-PA-LOO-ZER.    " 
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Words  and  Music  by  W.  Knrdoch  Liiid. 


There  was  a  young  fellow  called  Shal-a-man-e-zer, 
II«  hdilfd  from  Weehawken,  the  home  of  the  gheezer; 
lie  coiiiicd  a  maiden,  whose  name  was  Theresa, 
-  And  asked  her  to  wrd  him,  this  lal-la-pa-lee-zer. 
The  iiiiiidfii  she  blushed  and  she  winked  her  left  eye,  sir. 
When  Slial-ii-nian-e-zer  told  how  he  would  uiize  her; 
She  mnrinured,  '*  Tliiiii  take  yon,  I  cannot  do  wiser;  " 
So  she  promised  to  lie  his  own  lal-la-pa-li-zer.  ..■r 

Then  Slialainanezer  he  reached  np  and  kissed  her; 
Be  hiid  to  lie  careful,  or  lie  would  have  mi8i<ed  tier. 
"  I  love  you,"  cried  he,  "  'most  as  well  as  uiy  sister. 
Ton  <leiir  little  innocent  litlliipulister." 
But  Siinlainaiiezer  lie  turned  out  a  boozer. 
More  bc-er  he  could  hold  thiiii  a  schooner  or  cruiser. 
"Pieasi!  slop  it,"  his  girl  said— lie  did  but  refuse  her. 
So  she  gave  this  poor  fellow  the  lallapaloozer. 

Tlien  Shalamiinezer  concluded  he'd  fool  her, 

The  liiird  heart  within  him  grew  crueler  and  croeler;         < 

He  said,  "  I  care  nothing  for  king,  judge,  or  ruler;    , . , 

I'll  wait  my  chance  to  commit  lallupalooier."  ;'    ^ 

One  day  the  fair  maiden  strolled  on  the  plozzer. 

No  wiiniaii  on  eaiih  was  so  heaiilifnl  as  her; 

But  Slialainanezer  he  ripped  out  a  razzer. 

And  he  slashed  her  all  up  with  bis  lallaplazazzer. 

The  maiden  she  shrieked  and  got  hot  in  the  collar; 

Alllio'  she  was  dead,  she  continned  to  holler: 

She  lore  off  the  bungs,  which  had  cost  lier  a  dollar,   '-'  ■ 

Ami  called  the  base  villian  n  loozapaloller. 

Then  Slialamaiiezer's  hair  turned  white  as  shylock'e; 

He  raved  and  he  tore  out  his  WilMam  E.  Nye  locks; 

Tlieii  jumped  from  the  tops  of  some  Hi  Henry  high  rocks. 

And  the  wind  blew  a  dirge  thro'  his  lallapalilocks. 
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Words  by  Thos.  Le  Hack.     Husic  by  Andrew  Haok. 


Tim  Dooly  he  got  married  Tuesday  night,  ^■^■/--       ."• 

And  to  wish  him  ioy  they  came  from  far  and  near. 
Singing  songs  and  feeling  frisky,  telling  stories,  drinking  whiskey. 

If  you'll  listeu  now,  I'll  tell  you  who  wc^  tUere: 

■    '■■'''■''■■■::   •■:v/J"'-- ;:■■■-■  Crorus.         L-i^  '  ,-''      ■  .^■ 

Jerry  Clancy  looked  quite  fancy  with  Miss  Nolan's  danghler  Nancy; 

As  they  entered,  sure,  yon'd  lliiiik  they  ovvjied  the  floor; 
Holly  Noolan  sat  ttiere  fooling,  telling  jokes  and  ridiculing 
'        Everybody  as  tliey  entered  throuuli  the  door. 

Tommy  Ryan  eat  there,  trying  to  keep  Molly  Shay  from  crying, 
V      As  he  kissed  her  and  he  called  her  "Angel  fair;  " 
'  .  But  the  ones  that  took  the  prize  and  dazzled  everybody's  eyes 
Were  Maggie  Farrell  and  your  humble  servant  here. 

They  sang  and  danced  and  drank  till  broad  daylight.. 
And  they  wished  tlieni  lots  of  luck,  the  groom  and  bride;  '         '-* 

You  could  see  a  funny  feeling  towards  the  morning  o'er  them  stealing, 
As  tbey  toddled  home  together  side  by  Bide.—  CAotiis. 


WE  MAY  BOTH  BE  HAPPY  YET. 


Copyright,  1895,  by  Joe.  Morris. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  8.  Miller. 


The  sails  arc  set,  the  ship  walls  at  the  quay,  .      . 

Soon  my  love  I'll  be  upon  the  sea,  -  . 

And  when  I'm  gone  across  the  ocean  deep,  '"■■  ..  ■  -  ■    \^ 

Will  you,  darling,  ever  then  your  promise  keep;     ■•.••■.  ■*' 

For  1  will  return  to  you,  my  love,  again  ,.•:-■  .■.-<( 

When  the  flowers  aud  springtime  have  come;        '■■' ~ 

Then  cheer  up,  my  sweetheart;  do  not  weep  and  sigli,  -    '  :  '- 

We  may  l>oth  be  happy  when  the  epringtinie  draws  nigh. 

CHoncs.  ,,      ■     -  r 

Yes,  we  may  both  be  happy  yet,  darling  yon  and  I:  ■ 

We  may  both  be  hajipy  when  the  spring  draws  niirh; 
One  more  kiss  and  then  adieu— darling,  proiuise  you'll  be  trae. 

And  we  may  both  be  iiappy  when  the  spiiiig  draws  nigh. 

To-morrow  day  I'll  sail  the  ocean  blue. 

Though,  my  love,  'tis  hard  to  part  witli  you;  .-  ;  /^'      '   ; 

And  when  I'm  gone  iicross  the  deep  lilue  sea,         -^  '-A     '       -''"■■ 

Will  you  always  think  of  Jack  when  on  llie  sea;  ;-..'■,*    ^  '•    '.»• 

For  many  a  dark  and  storiiiy  night  may  blow  -■"     ;, 

Ere  our  ship  is  homeward  bound,  you  know; 

So  cheer  np.  my  sweetheart;  do  not  weep  and  sigh,  | 

We  may  bulb  be  happy  when  the  springtime  draws  nigh.— ^AortM. 


^  s  ^ 


X 


Tlie  Sausage  of  Paradise  Alley. 

Written  and  Sang  by  tius  WUIiams. 


-^An  excliange  says:  "  Call  a  girl  a  cliick,  ami  she  smiles;  call 
a  womtin  a  hen,  and  she  howls.  Call  a  young  woman  a  witch, 
and  slie  is  pletised;  call  un  old  woman  a  witch,  aud  she  is  iudig- 
natit.  Call  a  girl  a  kitten,  and  she  rather  likes  it;  call  a  woman  a 
cat,  and  she'll  iiate  you.  Queer  sex."  If  you  call  a  man  a  gay 
dog,  it  will  flatter  him.  Call  him  a  pup,  a  hound,  or  a  cur,  and 
he  will  proceed  to  demolish  you.  He  don't  mind  being  called  a 
bull  or  a  be.-ir,  and  yet  he  will  object  to  being  mentioned  as  a  calf 
or  a  cub.    Kinder  queer,  too. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sonpr  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  HooIcb,  Fortune  Tell- 
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,  ;   ■  There's  a  little  snide  street,  that  you  cannot  call  sweet,  '     • 

Where  the  Board  of  Ilealth  often  will  rally; 
!,  .  It's  aliout  a  yiird  wide,  and  the  law  is  defied—      ;.     '• . 

The  police  call  it  Parudisc  Alley.  ■- 

There's  a  girl  living  there,  with  croseeyes  and  redhair, 

And  her  front  name,  ihey  tell  me,  is  Sally; 
Every  day  on  tlie  street  she  Sells  Frankforleis  sweet, 
'.  That's  the  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley.  "   ... 

'^  ■  Chorus.  ■.    ■..■,,;..  "       •    ■• 

■    .    .      ■    "■■      Every  Sunday,  even  in  rain  or  snow,  ..•.-.--  . 

With  her  Frankfort  pudding, 'long  the  street  she'll  go; 
•    -  All  the  l>oys  then  say,  in  a  whisper  low, 

There  goes  the  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley. 

When  O'Brien's  little  boy  used  that  girl  to  annof, 
.  They  all  thont;lit  that  she  would  not  go  iienr  him. 

But  she  caught  liiin  one  day,  broke  his  jaw  right  awsy. 

Just  to  show  them  that  she  didn't  fear  liim.  --  : 

When  the  young  mail  got  well,  to  a  friend  he  did  tell 
H<iw  a  red-headed  girl  they  called  Sally 
J    '  Had  hit  him  with  a  bone  that  was  harder  than  stone— 

'     .^^  'Twas  a  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley.— CAwws. 

How  her  Imir  it  eot  red,  by  the  neighbors  'tis  said, 
.■■'.:  That,  at  one  time,  'twas  black  and  unsightly, 

•    ■  -^        And  young  Tommy  Killeen  8<iid  that  once  It  was  green. 
And  then  changed  to  that  color  so  brightly; 
So  we  guess,  by  the  by,  thiit  she  uses  hair  dye. 

In  a  luanner,  like  Mrs.  McNally, 
And  I  now  do  proclaim  that  the  color's  the  same 
As  the  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley. — Choru*. 


••-•■■  ^^.».-i. 
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By  Andrew  Mack. 


7""  Oh!  would  yon  know  li<>w  Irish  lads  make  iove 

At  home  ill  Erin't)  it<le  lu-xond  the  eeaf 
Tfiiiierly  they  woo,  1  will  prove  to  you. 

If  your  heart  will  only  tx-iit.  for  nie; 
Your  eyes  are  IU(£  the  stiirs  Hint  shine  ahove; 

Your  voice  recuTli«  the  dove  that  softly  coos; 
!!■  Mveii  I've  HtrtiiiK'il  when  your  love  I've  Kained —  ■ 

That  is  how  u|tr  Irish  Imldiu  woos. 

REFnAIN. 

I)enr  l:iss.  ill  my  Irieli  heart  such  love  Into  life  doth  start, 

Thiit  your  very  name  vets  my  heui  t  aflanie— may  we  never,  never  part. 

Cnonne. 

See  tlie  moon,  wiili  his  sliining  ray— "IIow  they  lovet  *'  he  seems  to  any; 

An<l  the  stars,  with  tlieir  tHinkling  eyes. 

Are  rrpeailiit;  his  words  throiiL'h  the  boundless  skies; 
Gentle  nieht,  with  her  languid  air,  hids  the  waking  day  beware, 

Lest  the  sun.  with  its  morning  L'lenm, 

Hhoiiltl  sever  tlie  tliread  of  our  blissful  dream. 

Oh!  liave  you  seen  tlie  ivy  and  tlie  oak? 

Ilow  fondly  lo  the  oak  the  ivy  clings; 
I  the  oak  will  he,  if  you'll  Clint!  lo  me, 

Tlien  we'll  know  wlitit  joy  uttachment  brings; 
Your  love  to  me  is  like  a  tender  clonk, 
•  *v'  'I'hiit  shelters  from  ilie  storins  that  rage  above; 

Willi  yon  by  my  side, 'iieiitli  your  love  IM  hide — 

Tiiat  is  liow  an  Irish  lad  makes  \ove.—JieOai>i,<i-  Chorut. 
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Words  and  Mu.ilc  hy  Leslie  Stuart. 


They  say  I  am  n  giddy  maid, 
~  Not  hair  enoukili  in  manners  staid;  ^ 

1  really  try  to  be  diiicreet; 
I've  just  come  hack  from  school  in  France, 
The  mntron  led  me  such  a  dance, 
Aiiliout;h  my  education  WHS  complete;     . 
So  papa  came  for  me. 
To  take  me  homi-,  yon  See. 
He  was  so  proud  of  me,  yon  know. 
He  said,  "  To  Paris  we  will  go. 
And  there  we'll  Slay  for  a  week. 
So  that  yonr  French  you  may  speak; 
And  when  you  go  home  to  mamma. 
You'll  tell  lier  what  you've  seen. 

OnoRus. 
I  went  to  Parii"  « ith  papa,  to  see  what  kind  the  Frenchmen  are. 
Such  funny  wa.\8  they've  got — Ainericans  have  not; 
Y'oii  really  should  to  Paris  vio;  yon  learn  so  very  miicli,  yon  know; 
I  saw  a  lot  in  Paris  that  they  ite^cr  taught  in  scliool. 

And  whcn.we  came  back  to  mnnima. 

She  gave  a  hall,  with  great  eclat 

She  said,  "  My  dear.  I'll  bring  yon  out; 

Now  show  them  what  you've  learned  in  France, 
.*■  How  well  you  sing,  how  well  yon  dance; 

And,  niliiil  you,  show  what  uiauuers  yoa've  been  taught. 

So  wlien  the  dance  began, 
^  I  to  my  partner  ran, 

I  kicked  my  toes  up  in  the  air, 

I'd  seen  tliem  do  it  over  there; 
<.■  My  cigarette  1  drew, 

French  ladies  do  lliat,  too. 

And  our  young  curate  blusheil  so 

When  I  Sat  upon  his  knee.—  Chorut. 


1    WANT    YER,    MA    HONEY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Fay  Templeton. 


When  de  banjo's  a-etrnmmin*  and  de  darkies  a-hnmmin'. 

Den  1  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  do; 
I'm  a-thinkin'  oh  yer  dully,  drei-sed  so  sweet  and  also  gaily. 

And  my  heart  is  forever  true  to  you; 
I'm  a-thlnkin'  ob  yer  sadly,  'cos'  I  love  yer  mighty  madi}', 

And  I  don't  know  wliat  to  do; 
So  come  back  to  please  me,  don't  try  for  to  tease  me, 

'Cos'  I  w  ant  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  do. 

Refrain. 

I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  want  yer  mighty  badly; 

I'm  B-longin'  for  yer  daily,  'cos'  I  love  yer  mighty  madly; 

So  come  back  to  please  me,  don't  try  for  to  tease  me, 

"Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  want  yer,  want  yer,  want  yer; 

'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  do. 

Wlien  de  stars  am  n-gleamin'  and  de  birds  am  a-dreamin'. 

Den  I  want  yer.  ma  honey,  yes,  I  do;^.- 
For  I  love  yer  ev'ry  minute,  and  nobody  else  is  in  it. 

And  my  lieart  is  forever  tme  to  yon; 
Den  don't  linger  longer,  'cos'  my  love  is  growin'  stronger, 

And  I  donU  know  what  to  do; 
So  come  back,  my  lady,  my  love  and  my  baby, 

'Cos'  I  want  yer,  mii  honey,  yes,  I  do. 

Refr\in. 

1  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  want  yer  ev'ry  minute; 

I'm  a-thinkin'  oh  yer  daily,  and  nobody  else  is  in  it; 

So  come  back,  my  lady,  my  love  and  my  baby, 

'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes  I  want  yer,  want  yer,  want  yer; 

'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes  I  do. 


:'  :■:  ■ 


'■•    1.- 


,,-.V-.'- 


She's  One  of  the  Bowery  Girls,  I'm 
One  of  the  Boys. 
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— An  old  gentleman  in  Virginia  lx)iiglit  himself  a  residence  ncnr 
the  burying-ground,  "so  as  to  have  quiet  neighbors,  who'd  mind 
tlieir  own  business." 

— "  Mr.  Hack,"  said  the  managing  editor,  "  Mr,  Wirework,  the 
opi>o8ilion  candidate,  is  going  to  l>e  at  the  conference  to-morrow ; 
write  a  sharp  editorial  and  give  him  tits  for  trying  to  curry  favor 
with  the  cliurches."  "  But  Wirework  lias  written  a  Jetler,  saying 
he  can  t  be  there,"  replied  Mr.  Hack.  "  So?  '  said  the  managing 
edllf)r.  "  Well,  then,  write  a  slashing  article  on  his  daring  lo 
ignore  the  best  people  in  tlie  village.  Give  it  to  him  good  and 
strong." 


Words  by  John  Ernest  MoQann.    Music  by  Wm.  Jerome. 

After  supper,  ev'ry  night,  wlien  the  sun  is  out  of  sight,  "■ 

A  most  iiiteresliiii;  couple  you  iiiay.see 
Strolling  from  Canal  to  Bond,  looking  very  sweet  and  fond. 

And  that  couple  is  my  Sunday  girl  and  me, 
>    Oh,  her  face  Is  fit  to  kill,  she's  the  pride  of  Cherry  Hill, 

There  is  nothing  wiili  her  sweetness  to  compare; 
And  there's  no  girl  lives  up-towii  that  on  my  girl  can  look  down. 

When  she  walks  along  with  me,  as  light  as  air. 

Chorus. 

She's  one  of  the  Bow'ry  girls,  none  like  her  on  a  siring  of  pearls; 

She's  up  to  snuff,  she  hates  a  bliifi,  she's  none  of  your  dolls  or  toys; 
She's  no  little  Red  Riding  Hood;  she's  not  too  new,  and  she's  not  too  gootl; 

She's  one  of  the  Bow'ry  girls,  and  I'm  one  of  the  boys. 

She's  the  primrose  of  the  block,  she's  the  flower  of  the  flock. 

She  can  dance  and  she  can  sing  the  latest  songs. 
At  swell  picnics,  np  the  Sound,  we  are  always  to  be  found : 

And  each  prize  for  dancing  to  us  hotii  lieiiini.'S; 
And  she's  always  dressed  so  neat,  from  her  liltlu  bead  to  feet. 

And  the  rosea  bloom  all  winter  in  her  face; 
She's  a  jewel,  she's  a  dream,  why  site's  strawberries  and  cream; 

And  she's  pulled  my  heart  completely  out  of  place. —  Chorut. 

As  I  said,  her  face  is  sweet,  and  her  heart  Is  hard  to  beat; 

But  tliere's  only  room  enough  in  it  for  one. 
All  the  tmys  on  Cherry  Hill  tried  that  little  heart  to  fill. 

But  the  room  is  crowdeit  now,  the  key  Is  gone. 
I  need  all  the  room  that's  there,  where  the  key  Is  I  don't  care; 

And  I  rather  think  she  thinks  the  same  as  me; 
But  she  never  says  a  word,  she  pretends  she  hasn't  heard. 

When  I  ask  her  if  she  wants  to  find  the  key.— Chortu. 


■-.■'■■J-.. 


— If  a  man  empties  his  purse  into  his  head  no  man  can  take  it 
away  from  him.  An  investment  in  knowletige  always  pays  tiie 
best  interest. — Frnitklin.  -.:  . .  .-  .'. 

—  Conflict  between  science  and  the  wash-basin, — "Johnnie, 
here  3'ou  are  at  the  breakfast  table  and  your  face  is  unwashed," 
.said  liis  mother,  ■with  a  sliarp  look.  "  I  know  it,  ma.  I  saw  tiie 
aninialciilse  in  pa's  microscoite  last  night,  and  I  ain't  going  to  have 
tiiose  things  crawling  all  over  my  face  with  their  funny  little  legs." 
"  Husband,  that  boy  is  too  full  of  app'ieii  science  to  live  with." 
They  were  unusually  proud  of  him,  dirty  face  and  all,  that  morning. 


"l^' 


M^i$m 


■"^r^'^-'-ns:'^ 
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By  PhilipJ.  MeahL 


Words  by  William  Jerome.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 

The  dearent  opot  on  earth  to  me  ia  my  old  conntry  home, 
And  tliongh  it's  but  an  humble  one,  I  have  no  care  to  roam; 
A  mother's  loviuK  words  are  dearer  than  all  earthly  fame; 
Though  life  Laa  luany  changes,  my  old  home  remains  the  same. 

Chobus. 
,T list  the  eante  old  fireside,  just  the  same  old  place: 
Just  the  siiine  old  mother,  with  her  same  sweet  face. 

Friends  may  ull  desert  nie,  hearts  may  turn  to  stone. 

But  the  same  old  mother  loves  me,  in  the  same  old  home. 

The  same  sweet-scented  flowers  are  still  irrowing  'round  the  door, 
And  as  each  day  it  |>asseB  by,  I  love  the  old  home  more. 
The  same  old  robin  red-breast  in  the  tree  still  sweetly  sings. 
And  I  fancy  Tui  a  baby,  tied  to  mother's  aprou  strings.— C^>'»«. 


*  >  » 


I'M    PROUD    I'M    IRISH. 
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Words  by  lAwrence  She<-lian.    Music  by  Andrew  Mock.     '-. 

Oftentimes  we  hear  men  sini;  of  dear  old  Paddy's  land,  ;  ;  ; 

lint  where  is  there  a  country  with  a  hi(<tory  so  grand?  "; 

It  urieves  me  sorely  when  1  see  a  frown  upon  the  face 

Of  some  men  when  they  say  tliat  Ireland  is  their  native  place. 

I  think  of  Ireland's  martyrs,  and  I  see  with  my  mind's  eye 

Bow  bravely  they  stotMl  up,  and  for  their  country's  sake,  to  die: 

Without  one  selfish  tli(>iii.'ht.  tliey  served  her  with  their  heart  and  hand. 

'Tis  then  I'm  proud  to  say  that  1  was  born  in  Ireland. 

Chobu?. 

Yes,  I'm  proud  I'm  Irish,  and  that's  the  way  to  feel; 

For  Irislinien  have  always  been  just  as  true  as  steel. 

At  the  seat  of  war,  ut  the  court  of  law,  their  equals  can't  be  fuuud; 

It's  a  feather  in  my  cap  that  I  was  born  on  Irish  ground.         ^'     ' 

Irishmen  have  made  their  murk  in  almost  every  clime. 
And  then  the  glory  which  they've  won  will  live  for  all  the  time; 
Although  we  are  not  wealthy,  why  you  will  agree,  I'm  sure, 
Thnl  wliile  a  man  is  honest  it  is  no  shame  that  he's  poor; 
8o  let  lis  stand  together  now  like  brothers,  hand  in  hand. 
And  sing  the  praises  of  our  own,  our  dear  old  native  land. 
Tlie  time  is  not  far  distant  when  we'll  see  our  country  free. 
So  let's  be  proud  of  Ireland,  that  Em'rald  in  the  eesi.— Chorus. 


^  s  » 


OH!    MR    HITCHIN. 
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Written  by  W.  A.  Archbold  and  Monroe  H.  Roaenfeld.      Composed  by  Felix  McQIennou. 

Now  Mr.  ITitchin,  gentleman,  loved  bnxoin  widow  Brown, 

And  Mrs.  Brown  a  daughier  iiad,  a  girl  of  great  renown;  ■  _      ■ 

When  Mr.  Uiichin  called  one  day  and  found  the  widow  ont,      .      ^  ;      .  ^  . 

He  seemed  so  disappointed  that  the  girl  cried  with  a  pout:  '■•.,''*    ' 

■'^■.'V;--  -'..'::.■'->'"'"■■  ■'.        Chorus.      '■■'•■   •_•■■■•■{'':;'• 
'       "Oil!  Mr.  HHchinl  Oh!  Mr.  HiKliln! 
■'    Won't  yoii  stay  awhile  within  our  cozy,  little  kitchen; 
Mother  dear  is  out,  sir:  so  is  brother  Jack, 
-  ^     But  I  can  entertain  you  till  mamma  comes  back." 

Now  Mr.  niif  bin  thought  the  girl  the  fairest  he  had  seen, 
And  said.  "My  dear,  liow  old  are  you?"  She  answered,  " seventeen." 
(  And  us  she,  with  her  own  fair  bunds,  made  liim  a  cup  of  tea, 
)  lie  tried  to  steal  u  kiss,  and  ilien  tlic  maiden  cried  with  glee:— CAort/f.    . 

<  As  Mr.  niicliin  drank  the  tea,  he  bold  and  bolder  grew; 

)  He  sgiie.ze<l  the  maiden's  hand  and  said:  "Oh,  ducky,  I  love  youl" 
)  And  iheii  he  nut  his  arm  around — well,  where  it  shouldn't  be, 

<  While  Katie  cried:  "  Oh,  Mister  Hitchin,  stop!  you're  tickling  me!"— CAo. 

]  Just  then  old  Misses  Brown  appeared,  and,  mad  with  jeaUmsy, 
(  Cried,  "  Oh,  you  wretch  t  that's  more  than  ever  voii  would  do  for  me!  "    [die!  " 
)  She  grahlMHl  his  wtiiskers,  punched  his  ribs,  and  screamed.  "Here's  wliere  you 
j  And  as  he  jumped  the  window,  he  could  liear  sweet  Katie  ciy:~C/iorue. 


An  old  man  once  sat  musing  in  his  big  arm-chmir  one  iilght. 

Which  stood  there  in  a  corner  of  the  wide,  old-fashioned  hall; 
The  fire  low  was  burning,  and  the  wnniiig,  flick'ring  light, 

Oust  strange  and  flitting  shadows  on  the  wall. 
Uis  thoughts  were  of  his  cliildliood—tliose  sweet  days  so  long  ago — 

A  ment'ry  of  his  mother  then  came  stealing  over  all.  ~ 

Be  thought  he  saw  lier  dear  face,  and  could  almost  hear  her  aigh. 
But 'twas  nothing  bat  the  shadows  on  the  wall,      .-w.-. 

Refrain.  .      •       -  ^ 

Only  a  shadow  of  days  loim  gone  by,  •  -    "  "      "   '.■' 

Conjured  by  thoughts  of  the  past;         '-''■;  ■  - , 

Many  the  faces  and  fancies  that  lie 

In  the  flickering  fire-liglit  cast. 
HoiHJS  that  were  faded  brightly  color  again. 

In  the  pictures  that  there  softly  fall; 
And  I  he  past  becomes  pit-sent,  though  Still  it  is  vain 
As  the  shadows  that  dance  on  the  wall.  : 

He  thought  he  saw  the  fair  face  of  his  bride  that  was  to  be. 

Her  lutnds  outstretched  in  welcome  seemed  to  touch  those  of  bis  own; 
He  strove  to  draw  her  nearer,  hut  his  dim  old  eyes  could  see 

"I'was  but  another  shadow  that  had  flown — 
Then  came  another  picture,  of  a  happy  wife  and  child; 

It  seeine.l  so  very  real,  and  the  sweetest  of  them  all;  ■  i-;: 

Their  eyes  In  his  were  gazing  with  a  smile  so  sweet  and  mild,    '   ;  ~  '" 

But  'twas  uotliing  but  the  shadows  on  the  wall.— .fl#/'ra»». 

Then  came  another  shadow — on  the  wall  there  seemed  to  grow 

The  bent  and  stooping  likeness  of  a  man  grown  old  from  care; 
Uls  trembling  hands  were  clasped,  on  his  breast  his  head  bowed  low; 

'Twas  the  image  of  the  watcher  in  the  chair. 
He  still  sat  there,  and  silent,  when  the  misty  morning  gray 

Began  to  come  n-steadug  through  the  window  In  the  hall. 
The  grate  held  naught  but  ashes— his  poor  soul  hud  passed  away 

With  the  shadoMB  that  were  dancing  on  the  wnU.—JiefiaiH. 

__^^ > 


BEN    BOLT. 
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Don't  yon  remember  sweft  Alice,  Ben  Bolt? 

Sweet  Alice^  with  hair  so  brown. 
Who  blushed  with  delight  if  you  gave  her  a  smile. 

And  Irenibleil  with  fear  at  your  frown? 
In  tlie  old  chiircli-vard,  in  the  valley,  Ben  Bolt, 

In  a  corner  obscure  and  Inne, 
They  have  fitted  a  slab  of  granite  SO  gray. 

And  Alice  lies  under  the  stone.  I 

Under  the  hickory  tree,  Ben  Bolt, 

That  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  ' 

Together  we've  liiin  in  tlie  noonday  shade. 

And  listened  to  Appleton's  mill. 
The  mill-wlieel  has  fallen  to  pieces,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  rafters  have  tumbled  in. 
And  a  quiet  that  crawls  'round  the  wall  as  you  gaze. 

Takes  the  place  of  the  olden  din. 

Do  you  mind  the  cahin  of  logs,  Ben  Bolt; 

Tiint  stood  in  tiie  pathless  wooil* 
And  the  button-ball  tree,  with  its  motley  l>ong^s. 

That  nigli  by  the  door-sle|)  stooil? 
The  caliin  to  ruin  has  gone,  Ben  Bolt. 

Y«  would  look  for  the  tree  in  vain;  .- 

And  where  once  the  lords  of  tlie  forest  stood. 

Grows  grass  and  the  golden  grain. 

And  don't  yon  rememiier  the  school,  Ben  Bolt, 

And  the  master  so  cruel  and  grim? 
And  the  shady  nook  in  tlie  rmiiiing  brook. 

Where  the  children  went  to  swim? 
Grass  crows  on  the  iiinsier's  grave,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  spring  of  the  brook  is  dry, 
And  of  uti  the  boys  w  ho  were  schoolmates  then. 

There  are  only  you  und  1. 

There's  tt  change  in  the  things  I  love,  Ben  Bolt;    - 

They  have  changed  from  the  old  to  the  new; 
But  I  feel  in  the  core  of  my  s|iirij  the  truth. 

There  never  was  a  chance  in  you. 
Twelve  montliH  twenty  liave  passed,  Ben  Bolt, 

Since  first  we  were  friends,  yet  [  hail . 
Thy  presence  a  blessing,  thy  friendship  a  truth, 

Ben  Bolt  of  the  salt  scu  gule.  .'■. 


—Little  Allie-4iad  just  completed  the  course  of  lessons  iit  Suu- 
day-scbool  about  Joseph  aud  bis  bretbreu,  and  ber  mother  re- 
viewed the  subject  with  her  to  titid  out  what  she  bad  teamed. 
Allie  answered  till  the  questions  correctly  until  she  came  to  where 
Pharaoh  had  made  the  brethren  "  rulers  over  many  cattle,"  and 
there  she  hesitated.  "  What  did  Pharaoh  do  for  the  bretiiren  of  [ 
.Joseph?"  her  mother  asked.  Allie  ibought  for  a  moment,  and 
then,  with  a  sudden  dim  recollection,  exclaimed,  "Ob,  yes,  he 
made  ihen^  Mwboys." 
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HER    NAME    IS    O'RORKE. 

CopyriKbt,  1895,  by  Win.  J.  McGaw. 

The  Wor(l«an<1  Mnnlc  "t  thia  S.>iik.  arran(red  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, |i<>i-t|.i«iil.  "ii  reCBipt  of  40  ceiitK;  i>i-  lliis  and  any  two  other  S^ntrs  f"r  One  DolUr, 
by  H<'nr\  J  WVlinvin.  VM  *  l:H  Hmk  K<iw,  N.w  York;  or  85  A  87  K.  SlBilinon  Ht.,Chlr«(ro. 
Write  t>  eitl>.-r  fMie  "f  tlio  ahive  aililrenwH  for  Free  Ci>taloiruc  of  Sonirn.  Sohk  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Geriuau  SonK  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  JIuslo  by  Wm.  J.  McQaw. 


Piinliiu-  Leroy,  sho  sioes  by  flint  name,  - 

8li«- fhiL's  ill  the  Opera  for  iiiont'y  aii<l  fame; 

8lie  uiiilvin  tliri>ii(;li  the  dance  fo  ^nicefiil  and  neat, 

JiiHt  likf  a  fairy  i»he  looks  so  sweet: 

She  prelemls  Blie  i(«  French  from  "  Gay  Paree," 

But  II  ilon't  un.  it  don't  $!0  with  me, 

F"r  I  know  better  her  name  isO'liorke, 

She  comes  from  the  Fourih  Ward  of  the  town  of  New  York. 

Ciioitirs. 
Oh,  come  'round  some  eveninK,  yon'll  see  her  there, 
In  the  Oiieni,  'mid  the  splendor  and  glare; 
She  r>  chariiiin;;  and  neat,  site's  stalely  and  tall — 
In  fact,  she's  the  fairest  of  them  all. 

The  s|)ort8  admire  her  because  she's  so  sweet; 

You'll  see  them  every  niijhl,  in  the  front  seats; 

They  appliuid  her  each  time  that  she  sinus  a  song, 

And  throw  nice  houqiiets  at  her  all  niKht  long; 

She  pretend*  she  is  sinijle,  a  maiden  free, 

Bill  It  ilon't  go,  it  don't  go  with  me, 

F'T  I  know  better,  she's  been  married  six  years. 

And  has  twelve  small  children,  twelve  sweet,  little  iieue.— Chorus. 


You  Keep  Your  Promise,  Jack,  and 
I'll  Keep  Mine. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Jos.  Morris.     All  rlKhts  reserved. 

The  Word,  anil  Music  of  tliiM  S<>ii|;.  unanged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
di'v's,  |Hi!<t-i>alil,  "11  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  thi.i  ami  any  two  i>ther  S'uiirs  for  One  l>i>ll»r, 
bv  H^iirv  .1  WeliinHn.l.li)*  l:«  I'nrk  Kow,  New  York;  or  85*  87  V.  MHillson  St.Chloasr". 
Write  t'>  eithf-r  one  of  the  nh  >ve  aildreRsen  for  Free  (^iitahnriie  of  Roiiirn.  Snne  Books, 
8ite«t  Muitie,  Uerinan  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Ureani  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Robert  Cohn. 


She  sailed  awnv  on  a  summer  day,  the  wind  i)lcw  fresh  nnd  fair; 
ll<'r  i-yes  were  blue,  so  sweet  utid  true,  and  (golden  was  her  hair; 
I  waiciied  till-  )*lii|i  rece>liii<{,  until  tar  out  at  fea, 
Tiicn  faiiitl)  I  could  hear  tiiu  worilK  come  ringing  back  to  me: 

Choihis. 
I  will  return,  love:  think  of  me  as  thine; 
<"  You  keep  your  proinise,  Jiirk,  and  I'll  keep  mine. 

1  will  relurii,  love;  tliiiik  of  ine  as  thine. 
Yon  keep  your  promise,  Jack,  and  I'll  keep  mine. 

Will  she  return  acniii  io  me?  Will  she  her  promise  kcepf 

"I'.Mis  iianl  Io  !<ee  her  sail  away,  across  the  luiiiy  deep; 

We  paried  here  upoh  the  shore,  my  heart  was  filled  w  ith  pain: 

'rhoiit;h  now  I'm  sad,  I  will  be  glad  when  sho  returns  u^ain. —  (' fiorns. 

Lo)<g  years  have  passed  and  I've  liecn  sad,  the  ship  )iad  made  her  run; 

Willie  standing;  on  the  shore  one  day,  I  beuril  a  ei^nul  gnu; 

It  was  tlie  Ship,  the  same  old  ship  that  bore  my  love  away, 

And  as  she  drew  iu  ueur  the  sliore,  these  words  I  heard  her  Bay  :~C' /torus. 


ME    SWEET    T'ING. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Widraer-Stigler  Music  PuK  Co.     Eiigllah  copj  right  secured. 
..       . ,  All  right,  reserved. 


The  Word,  and  Hasic  of  this  Snnpr.  nrranpred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreiiS,  po^-^l•ai(^,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  ami  any  two  ..ther  .s»n^8  for  One  Dulliir, 
by  Henry  J  Wehinftii,  l:iO  A  I:t2  Park  How,  New  York;  or  85  A  87  K  MimIIhoii  Ht.,C'hicu(rn. 
Write  t'>  either  one  of  the  ah  >ve  addrcsRcs  for  Free  Cu tali >(;ue  of  Soni^R.  Soiiir  Booke. 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Uream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Hurry  von  Tilzor. 


Yon  talk  about  yonr  sweet  t'ings,  but  I  t'ink  you'se  got  'em,  nit; 

I'se  got  di-  only  fairy  dat  anyone's  kin  git; 

She  lives  down  by  de  river,  she's  a  lala  charmer,  Bcet 

8lie's  no  ten  I'ousen'  dollar  beaut',  but  she's  dead  blo>yed  on  me; 

Ili-r  father  is  a  toui;h  "  mug,"  ret'lar  terrior  to  de  end; 

And  I  stands  "  ace  high  "  wid  'im,  so  you  kin  bet  he  is  me  friend; 

I  calls  to  see  her  job  lots  once  a  week,  on  Sunday  eve: 

And  w  heu  de  separatiuu  comes,  it's,  "  What's  de  use  to  leave?" 

Chorus.  , 

For  she's  mc  sweet  t'ing:  yes,  she's  me  lulu; 
She's  de  only  c'rl,  see?  dat  ^^alks  de  eireet  wid  me. 
She  t'inks  dat  I'm  all  riglit,  tells  de  gang  I'm  out  <if  sight, 
And  I'll  marry  her  just  as  800U  as  I  gets  de  "  plunks." 

I  took  her  to  a  party,  and  she  knocked  de  gang  all  cold; 

And  Jimmie  Diiuaii  says  to  me,  '■  She's  wort'  her  weight  In  gold!  " 

Den  sonic  fly  "  mug"  gets  jealous,  and  he  tramp'd  iip<iii  lier  feet; 

And  when  she  told  me  of  it,  why  I  tuinp't  him  in  de  tuet; 

And  when  de  party  ended  and  uc  gang  liiid  gone  away. 

Art  we  >ver<:  walking  home  Hlone.  unio  lier  I  did  nay: 

"  Now,  Nellie,  will  you  be  nie  wife  if  I  will  do  me  part?" 

"  Why,  >««,"  she  answered,  "Jimmy,  from  de  bottom  of  ine  heart,"— CAw««. 


— Fate  is  the  friend  of  the  p<K)r,  the  guide  of  the  wise,  the  tyrant 
of  the  foolish  and  the  enemy  of  the  bad. 


KATIE    DEAN. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Frank  Harding    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  platto,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreos,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  anil  any  two  other  H»iigs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,130  A  132  I'ark  llow.  New  York;  orKStn  K  !>lnillM>fi  Ht,(nilcatro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ahove  a<1drcsses  for  Free  Cntaloirue  of  Soiiirn.  gone  Books, 
Street  Music.  German  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Ureaiii  Books,  Joke  Books,  eto. 


Words  and  Music  by  Lu  Senareoa 


A  sweet  little  maiden  is  my  Katie  Dean, 

She  dresses  so  stylish  and  neat; 
The  fairest  young  creature  tliat  ever  was  seen 

Among  all  the  girls  in  our  street. 
The  neighbors  all  smile  on  us  as  we  pass  by,     . 

It  is  easy  to  see  vvliat  they  mean:  ,  '   ■ 

Our  wetldiiig  day's  set  and  the  ring  I  will  buy, 

And  then  marry  my  Katie  Deau. 

Caomis. 

Katie  Dean,  yon  are  my  fairy  queen; 
I  love  you,  as  you  have  plainly  seen; 
We'll  he  wed,  darling,  someday,  I  weon: 
Katy,  so  pretty,  so  sweet,  so  witty,  Katie  Dean. 

The  churcb-l)ells  will  ring  a  glad  welcome  to  me, 

I'll  march  down  the  aisle  with  my  bride; 
Kind  friends  will  assemble,  the  wedding  to  see, 

Of  sweet  Katie  Dean  at  my  side; 
The  parson  will  weil  us,  the  organ  will  play. 

Surely  every  one's  joy  will  be  keen. 
And  off  on  a  lour  I  will  then  go  away. 

With  my  little  wife,  Katie  Deau.— C'Aorw*. 

The  mom  of  our  wedding  came  gloomy  and  gray. 

My  bride  had  been  quite  ill  again: 
Our  preacher  and  friends  to  the  cliurch  went  that  day; 

We  waited  for  Katie  ir,  vain; 
At  last,  in  despair,  to  the  home  I  then  fled,       J  .     ! 

And  I  found  a  liioet  terrible  scene; 
My  darling,  iu  wedding  dre)<s,  lay  there,  quite  dead. 

Forever  I've  lost  Kane  Dean.— CAo/m*. 


A    LITTLE    PIECE    OF    STRING 

AROUND    HIS    NECK.  'J 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Spaulding  &  Oray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London.  i 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  bo  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, |ioi4t-|>ald,  on  receipt  of  40  ceiit.*^;  <>r  thi.i  ami  any  tw  •!  other  H<»n(;s  r<.f  One  Dollar. 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.130  J^  132  I'ark  Row,  Ntw  York,  or  8.5*  87  K  Miiiliiwn  Ht.Chlcaffo. 
Write  t"  either  one  «>f  the  ah-.ve  arlrtrcsses  for  Free  Ciitalmrue  of  Soneit.  Bond  Books, 
3beec  Music,  Oenoaa  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  hy  I'liilander  Johnson. 


T  niel  a  pretty  i»irl  one  day,  she  hnd  a  jioodh^  pup. 
And  when  the  dog  would  stop  to  phi),  she'd  tjiiickly  yank  him  U{ 
lie  dared  not  talk  to  other  dogs,  nor  answer  lo  Iheir  beck, 
Because  the  maiden  hud  tt  piece  of  string  around  his  neck. 

Caoill'S.  '.' '-\''-'-:''-- 

A  little  piece  of  slrinir,  a  very  tiny  tiling. 

But  strong  enoimli  to  keep  the  doi;  in  check: 
The  iKKxile  pup  wan  Kain<-,  but  she  had  him  jiihI  the  same. 
With  a  little  piece  of  string  around  his  neck. 

Bill  Brisby  is  a  friend  of  mine,  who  wooed  and  won  a  girl ; 
The  story  of  his  married  life  would  cause  your  brain  to  whirl; 
He  menils  her  bloomers  while  she  votes,  of  trouble  he's  a  |>eck; 
lie's  got  a  wife  who  keeps  a  piece  of  string  around  Lis  neck. 

CUORUS.  '     • 

A  little  piece  of  slrimr,  a  very  tiny  Milucr, 
And  of  his  married  life  she's  made  a  wreck; 

And  as  tliro*  lire  they  j'>t.'.  why  she  has  hliii  like  a  dog. 
With  a  little  piece  of  string  around  his  neck. 

My  Uncle  Josh  came  into  town,  he  saw  the  cable  slot; 
His  whiskers  got  entangled  and  away  he  tjiiickly  shot; 
At  the  Hatiery  we  found  my  Uncle  Josh  a  total  wreck. 
With  'buut  two  hundred  yards  of  cable  ro|ie  around  Ids  neck. 

C'Honus. 

A  little  piece  «f  strlnc.  It  seems  a  tiny  thing 

To  leave  my  Unc  e  Josli  a  total  wreck; 
He  dill  a  two-step  there,  w  ith  both  fi-et  up  iu  the  air. 

And  a  little  piece  uf  cable 'round  his  neck. 

A  friend  of  mine  once  stole  a  horse,  'twas  in  a  pl»»ce  out  West; 
The  horse  just  shook  its  owner,  for  he  liked  my  friend  tiie  best. 
But  my  friend  had  lots  of  trouble  when  the  owner  came  on  deck. 
And  found  he'd  tied  a  piece  of  string  around  tlie  horse's  neck. 

ClIolll'S. 

A  little  piece  of  string,  it  seems  a  liny  thing 

To  get  a  man  in  such  an  aw  fiil  wreck; 
When  my  friend  1  last  did  see,  he  was  hanging  to  a  tree,    .:' 

With  a  little  piece  of  striug  around  ills  neck. 


^  ..V- 


— He  is  a  wise  man  who,  instead  of  driving  liis  neighl>or'8  hens 
out  of  the  yard-door  witii  a  fusillade  of  old  boots,  shoes,  profanity, 
etc.,  fixes  up  a  snug  place  for  them  to  lay  in. 
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A   PACK   OF   CARDS. 

Oopyrlght,  1892,  by  Frank  Hardiiig.    AU  rlghta  reserved.       -   "...!:'• 

TMe  Wordu  and  Hudo  of  this  Soncr,  arranged  for  the  piano.  wiU  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre«a,  pu8t-|iald,  nti  receipt  of  10  cents;  or  this  ami  any  two  uther  Snnm  tor  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  ISO  A  132  J'ark  Row,  New  York;  or  85  A  87  E.  Mnciloon  8t.,Chlca*ro. 
write  to  eitlit^r  one  of  the  ah.ive  aridresiscs  for  Fr<"e  Catalosriie  of  Smisri",  Sona;  Book*. 
Sbeet  Uttslc,  Qerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Ureatn  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Written,  Composed  and  Snngr  by  Henry  BelUy. 

One  iilfiilit  as  I  sat  by  my  flreeide,  80  weary,  ;  V    •...         ,  ;   ■ 

And  ilreuniiiii;  of  frieiide  who  were  far,  far  away. 
Though  memory  broiigiit  nie  some  tlioiiulits  end  and  dreary, 

Y<-t  others  came,  loo,  that  were  cheerful  and  gay, 
When,  all  of  a  snddeii,  I  found  my  eye  restiut;  '    , 

On  someihiiij;  that  hroni^ht  many  scenes  to  my  mind;  ,  '  ;  -    ■ 

'Tv«')is  nil  old  pack  of  cards,  and  some  lalee  iutereetiug  '   -     '-■i     , 

I  thoiiulit  iliat  I  inii;ht  in  their  history  find.  .-,.-*;, 

The  first  scene  thai  I  saw  that  nJKlit  I  thought  was  quite  a  pleasant  eight, 

A  grand  ohi  room  ablaze  with  light— I  whispered,  "  Kind  regards," 
Whilst  ^ouimI  the  board  sat  young  and  old,  tliey  played  for  love  and  uot  for  gold, 

Whilst  joy  and  sorrow  all  untold  was  in  that  paclv  of  cards. 

The  next  scene  I  saw  filled  my.lieart  with  great  pity;  •-  ■     •    -    ■ 

It  Has  a  )Oung  man,  and  his  parents  I  knew; 
'T>vaH  I lii'ir  only  son,  whom  they'd  sent  to  tlie  city  ■.    I      ^  • 

To  study  and  grow  up  a  gentlemau  true.  .     '■   .'  ■.  .. 

(lis  weekly  allowance  they  thought  would  suffice  liini 

To  live  on  the  l>est  and  for  study  to  pay:  ■  —  .,;" 

I'lit-y  knew  not  that  evil  companions  enticed  bim 

Away  from  his  studies  at  poker  to  play.  - 

I  s'lw  hiiu  as  he  left  his  seat,  be  never  thought  his  pals  would  clioat; 

Each  time  he  pla)('d  he  met  defeat,  and  still  he  called  them  purls; 
Bui  there  \till  Come  a  reck'ning  day,  and  lie  will  through  tlilM  foolish  play 

bring  «orrow  iu  the  old  folks'  way,  all  thruugli  iLut  pack  of  cuids. 

The  last  scfiie  of  all  I  beheld  with  macti  sorrow. 

For  there  was  the  scene  of  the  gambler's  lilack  fate; 
No  tliouglit  liad  they  got  of  the  Haking  to-morrow,  ' 

Thousih  then  they'd  repent  but  to  find  it  too  late. 
The  bright  gold  was  stacked  by  the  side  of  each  player,  ,.'      ' 

The  miMT's  black  creed  was  in  every  noun's  lieiirt,  ''■■'[ 

As  quickly  the  bets  passed  twixt  backer  and  layer. 

Ami  ruin  was  king  in  the  devil's  slave  mart. 
*'  I'll  slake  a  liiiiiilred  on  this  game."     "  I'll  go  you,  sir."    *'  I'll  do  the  same." 

Who  cares  for  mis<-ry  and  sliamc,  as  eacii  liix  irensiire  guards. 
"  You  liel  I  saw  you  turn  that  ace  "— -u  smashing  blow  right  iu  the  faco — 

A  pistol  shot,  and  deatli's  disgrace  was  in  that  pacli  of  cards. 


) 


Pat  Malone  Foygot  that  He  Was  Dead. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  B.  W.  Felrie.     All  rlKhts  reserved. 

Tho  Word*  and  Music  nf  this  Sonir.  arranfrcd  for  the  piano,  wilt  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
di>-«8.  |><•h^|>■tlll.  on  receipt  of  40  cenl.i:  or  this  anil  any  two  i>ther  8'>ii(rg  for  One  Dullor, 
by  Hriirv  J  Wphm«n,  I.SO  A  !.•«  fark  Row,  NfW  York:  or  85  A  87  K.  MndiHon  Ht.Chioas-o. 
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Words  by  Harry  O.  Clyde.    Mclmly  by  Jas  J.  Sweeney. 


Times  were  hard  in  Irish  town,  ev'rything  was  going  down, 

Au'l  Fat  Malone  was  pushed  for  ready  ca>-h: 
lie  for  life  insurance  spent  all  bis  nioni-y  to  a  cent, 

So  all  of  bis  affairs  had  gone  to  smash. 
But  bis  wife  spolce  up  and  said:  "Now,  dear  Pat,  if  you  were  dead. 

That  lv^enty  thousand  dollars  WO  could  take." 
And  so  Pal  lay  down  itii<i  tried  to  make  out  lliai  he  had  died. 

Until  lie  smelt  the  whiskey  at  the  wake. 
Then  Pat  Malone  forjjot  tlial  be  wns  deiid;  "  J 

He  raised  hiinself  and  eliouied  from  the  bed: 
"If  this  wake  goes  on  a  minute,  the  corpse  he  niii!<t  bcJD  it; 

You'll  have  lo  get  nic  drunk  to  keep  me  dead." 
Then  Put  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead;  :,     .    , 

He  raised  himself  and  slioute<l  from  the  bed: 
*'  if  this  uake  goes  on  a  minute,  the  corpse  he  must  be  iu  it; 

You'll  have  to  get  me  drunk  to  keep  me  dead." 

Then  lliey  gave  the  corpse  a  sup,  afterwards  they  filled  him  np, 

And  laid  him  out  auain  upon  ine  l>ed; 
'i'hen  before  the  morning  gray  ev'rylKuly  felt  80  gay,      ■     • ' 

They  all  forgot  he  only  played  off  dead.  ••        . 

So  they  took  liiin  from  the  bunk,  still  alive,  but  awful  drunk. 

Ami  put  him  ill  the  Coffin,  with  a  pray'r; 
Bill  the  driver  of  the  cart  said:  "  Bedad,  I'll  never  start 

Uniil  I  see  tliat  some  one  pays  the  fare." 
Tlien  Pal  Malone  forL'Ot  that  he  was  dead; 

He  sal  up  in  the  cofiin,  while  be  Bald: 
"  if  y<Mi  dare  to  doubt  my  credit,  you'll  be  sorry  that  yoa  said  it; 

Drive  on,  or  else  the  corpse  will  break  your  head." 
Then  Pat  Malone  fort'ot  that  he  was  dead; 

U>-  sat  up  in  the  coffin,  while  he  said: 
"  If  yon  dare  to  doubt  my  credit,  you'll  be  sorry  that  yoa  eaid  it; 

Drive  on,  or  else  the  corpse  will  break  your  head." 

So  the  fiin'ral  started  out  on  the  cemetery  route. 

And  the  neighbors  tried  the  widow  to  console; 
Till  they  stopjied  I>e8idi:  the  base  of  Maloue's  last  resting  place, 

And  gently  lowered  Patrick  III  the  hole. 
ThLMi  Malone  liegaii  lo  see,  just  as  p^aiii  wj  one,  two,  three, 

That  he'd  forgot  to  reckon  on  Ilie  end; 
So,  as  cioils  lieuaii  lo  drop,  he  broke  off  the  coffin  top, 

^^nd  to  the  eaiib  be  quickly  did  ascend.  ~^ 

Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  thai  he  was  dead,  "^^ 

And  from  the  cenietery/qnickly  fled: 
He  came  nearly  going  under;  it's  a  lucky  thing,  by  tbonder, 

Tnai  Pat  Malone  forgot  thai  he  was  dead.  , 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead,         .•":'.,'■.■•!  T '  '.'■  ';• 

And  fi'oni  the  cemetery  quickly  fled;  /  ■" 

He  Came  nearly  going  under,  it's  a  lucky  thing,  by  thunder. 

That  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 
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Take  Back  the  Engagement  Ring. 
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By  W.  B.  Gray  and  O.  L.  Spauldlug. 


One  moonlight  night  one  year  ago  a  blue-eyed  lass  and  lad. 
With  tear-dimmed  eyes  and  footsteps  slow,  their  liearts  were  drear  and  sad; 
As  through  the  quiet  lane  they  strolled,  the  maiden  drooped  her  head, 
And  gave  the  lad  a  baud  of  gold,  then  softly  to  him  said: 

Refrain. 
Take  back  the  ring  yon  gave  me,  take  it  back.  Jack,  I  pray ; 
Wearing  it  would  deprave  me  more  than  I  am  to-<tay; 
To  make  me  your  wife  would  wrong  yon,  grief  to  your  heart  'twould  bring; 
Please  take  it  back,  I  beg  of  yoa,  Jack— take  hack  the  engagement  ring. 

I  love  yoa,  Nell,  and  yon  love  me,  the  faithful  lad  then  said: 
Foruet  the  past  and  my  wife  lie;  don't  blight  our  lives  instead;    ' 
I'll  honor  aud  forgive  you,  Nell— through  life  to  you  I'll  cling. 
Her  auBwer  was  a  sigh,  a  sob— no.  Jack,  take  back  the  liug.— Jit f rain. 


After  Yonr  Wandering,  Come  Home. 
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_'■'-    Words  and  Uusic  by  Charles  Orabani. 


A  story's  often  told  about  a  maiden,  young  and  fair. 

Who  through  her  love  and  pride  had  lefi  her  home;  -    - 

And  for  awhile  her  loving  parents  missed  their  lassie  theic. 

Not  knowing  where  their  wand'ring  pet  would  roam; 
At  last  she  sent  a  message  from  a  town  not  far  away, 

And  there  she  got  a  letter  from  her  Dad. 
"You  can't  be  liajipy  now,"  he  said;  "you  will  return  some  doy, 

Aud  make  our  hearts  again  feel  light  aud  glad." 

BEPnaiN. 
"  After  your  wand'rIiiL',  come  homel " 

That's  what  she  reail  in  tlie  letter;  '       .•- ■ 

"Why  did  you  leave  us  alone?  - 

No  one  Could  love  you  l>etter; 
:      .       Keep  this  in  mind,  little  girl, 

No  mailer  wherever  you  roam. 
There  are  beans  fond  and  true,  that  are  waiting  for  you — 
Afler  your  wand'ring,  come  hornet  " 

h 

Twas  all  because  her  father  did  not  like  the  boy  she  loved; 

"Come  home,"  he  wrote,  "  and  you  can  marry  Jack; 
I  know  he  loves  our  Bessie,  and  a  worthy  lad  he's  proved; 

He's  only  waiting  (ill  you  come  back." 
One  morning,  in  the  summer,  she  became  a  happy  bride; 

The  old  man  was  nol  sorry,  aficr  all; 
'Tho'  Bessie  went  a\Aay  awhile,  'twas  all  thro'  love  and  pride, 

Aud  often  they  tlie  tender  words  recall:— i^e/Vom. 


s  *    I 


BABBETTE. 
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Words  by  J.  Cheever  Gtoodwin.    Music  by  E.  Jakobowski. 

Bftbbette  was  young,  Buhbetie  was  fair,  Babhette  had  eyes  of  blue; 

Willi  hair  like  silk  and  teeth  like  miiU  anil  clieeks  of  rosy  hue; 

Her  nose  ti|>-tilled  just  a  bit,  too  much  for  a  captious  churl; 

But,  all  in  all,  she  was  what  you'd  call  a  dev'lisli  pretty  girl; 

But  she  wasn't  without  a  flaw:  for  nobody  ever  saw. 

Or  ever  will,  a  thornless  rose,  or  eke  a  stoiieless  peach; 

And  so  it  must  be  confepsid  tbiU,  alilioii>:li  by  l>eauty  blessed,       '         "V"' 

It  suffered  alloying  iiy  a  most  snnoying  iiii)iediiiieiit  in  her  speech.       '  • 

She'd  t-t-t-t-t-t-lry  b.r  b-b-b-h-lK-sf. 

But  it  p-p-p-p-piit  one's  patience  to  a  t-t-terrible  test. 

For,  to  answer  the  simplest  question  asketi,  b-b-b-bothered  her  bo; 

It  seemed  a  year  Iwfore  yon',!  hear  a  welcome  "  Yes  "  or  "  No." 

p.p.p.|,.p.p.p.|)Oor  B-b-b-h-Bal(bette, 

Her  c-c-c-c-c-c-case  was  8a<l,  was  sad,  was  sad; 

Her  in-t-t-t-l-t-t-tent  was  g-g-g-g-'.rood,  '  ,. 

But  her  ex-e-cu-tioii,  iier  ex-e-cu-iiou  was  b-b-b-b-b-b-bad. 

Kaonl  was  also  in  his  youth.  Rionl  wss  li'.ewise  fair: 

And,  ii  came  to  pass,  for  liim  no  lass  Could  u  ith  Bahltette  compare; 

So  one  fine  day,  he  boldly  ownc<l  the  pasHion  that  she  inspired. 

But,  ha|)less  lot,  her  reply  was  not  what  |><>or  Itiotil  desired. 

When  lie  swore,  by  the  skies  above,  thai  she  wjis  liis  only  love; 

And  vowed  she  had  it  in  her  |H)wei'  to  make  or  m.ir  hi"  bliss; 

And  iH'gged,  as  a  lover  will,  slie'd  him.  she'd  bim  with  rapiiirefill. 

By  kindling  permitting,  what  was  surely  fitting,  one  sacciiarine,  stolen  klM; 

Her  answer  was,  "Yon  ui-m-m,  M-ni-in-m-m-m;  " 

And,  altho'  she  used  her  best  endeavor,  yet  the  sequence  v/onid  not  Come; 

And  poor  Raoul  almost  distracted  was:  for  how  coald  anyone  e»y 

If  her  m-m-ni-ni-mnnimini;  ineant,  "You  mosln't"  or  "Yon  may." 

Pp-p-p-p-p-p-poor  B-b-b-b-Babbette,  etc. 
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T)i«  WorilH  and  Mimic  -.f  tliin  Shik.  nrranifed  for  the  piano,  will  be  aeiit  to  any  ad- 
<|rf«ii.  |Hi«^i<«iil.  on  m-ript  of  40  f<*iitii;  or  Miiit  anil  any  t»ii  «tlier  8<i|im  r»r  One  Diillur, 
by  Henrv  J  WVhnvin.  i:m  .V  l:«  f.-iik  Kow.  Nfw  York:  or  8A  «  87  K.  Mudiimn  Ct.Chlra^n. 
Write  t"  rttli.>r  one  of  tlie  nli  .ve  aililrefwes  for  Free  Ciitalojrn*'  of  Rniiirn.  8onu  Hooka, 
Sheet  Hustc.  Uerraao  Souk  Dooks,  Lcttvi'  Wi  Iters,  Dream  Boufca,  Joke  Book*.  at«. 


Oil!  the  iild  home  iiin't  what  it  n8«Ml  to  be; 

Tlie  Imiijo  mill  tiie  fliUlle  lia«  K<'"t^i 
Ami  no  mure  ynii  heiir  the  diirkivs  diiiKJug 

Aiiioiii;  tlie  i>ii;;iir  cane  uiid  corn. 
Greui  rli:in>;et<  liao  come  to  the  |M)or  colored  man. 

But  this  chuiii;e  mnkeii  liini  buiI  tind  forlurii. 
For  iiu  more  we  hear  the  darkiei*  siugiut; 

Aiuuiit;  tUe  eu^iir  cane  auU  coru. 

CH0111!8. 

No,  the  old  home  ain't  what  it  ni«eil  to  he; 

Tlie  cliaiiue  iiiukes  nie  gad  and  forlorn. 
For  no  more  we  hear  the  darkit-H  Biu|;iui{ 

Aiiioug  the  sugar  cuue  and  coru. 

In  the  fields  I've  worked  when  I  thought  'Iwae  hard. 

But  iiit;ht  hroii^lit  its  plcii8ure  aud  re«t, 
III  the  olil  hoiiee  down  liy  the  river  tiide, 

Tlie  place  of  all  the  world  the  iH'iit. 
Oh!  %%here  are  tlie  chililieii  that  once  used  to  play 

In  the  lane  by  the  old  cabin  door? 
They  are  scattered  now,  and  o'er  I  lie  world  they  roam. 

The  old  uiau  ne'er  will  see  tbeiu  more. —  t'/ioiut. 

Now  the  old  man  liiid  rather  lived  and  died 

In  the  home  where  tii8 children  were  iMitn, 
But  w  hen  fieedom  cnnie  to  the  colored  luau, 

Ue  left  Ilia  cottoii-tleld  and  corn. 
This  old  mail  has  lived  out  his  three  score  aud  ten, 

And  he'll  eoou  have  to  lie  down  and  die, 
Yet  he  hopes  to  uet  into  a  belit-r  land, 

So  uow,  old  cabin  home,  t:oud-byc. —  Chorut. 
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DEVIL'S    IN    NEW    JERSEY. 


'Written  and  Sang  by  K  J.  Downey. 


Thou  Hast  Learned  to  Love  Another. 
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Last  Sunday  morn  I  roue  up, 

And  I  feeliiii.'  kind  of  merry, 
Sayci  I  I'll  have  a  ^.'ood  time. 

So  I  crossed  the  Jersey  ferry; 
But  never  will  I  do  the  same — 

The  coimeqiieiice  was  friuliteiilDg; 
But  wliat  ciiu  you  ex|K'Ct  of  one 

Filled  lip  with  Jersey  lt|;btvuing. 

Choiiub. 

Oht  yon  talk  of  this,  yon  talk  of  that. 

You  talk  of  places  nosey. 
But  by  the— no,  I  will  not  swear— 

The  devil's  in  New  Jersey. 

I  ran  Ihronch  miid  np  to  my  eyee— 

I  never  yet  was  lazy; 
A  lii|!  policeman  scooped  me  in, 

And  swore  that  I  was  crazy. 
I  was  slirroiiiiiled  in  the  cell 

By  niosqiiltos  a-flyiiiK: 
When  morniiiK  came,  from  lo^s  of  blood, 

I  tbou(;ht  I  wiui  a-ilyiim.—  C Avrus. 

When  morning  came,  l>efore  the  judge, 

lie  looked  on  nie  with  piiy; 
Says  he,  yoiin);  man,  the  sentence  is, 

t)iie  Imur  to  leave  the  city. 
I  <li>l  not  wait  to  hear  the  rest — 

You  hei  I  wasn't  noisy: 
\Vbei»I  arrived  in  York  I  cried. 

May  the  devil  shout  New  Jersey.— C'Aoru*. 

When  I  cot  home,  my  wife  along 

With  a  Kre.'it  big  club  was  waiting; 
She  said  to  lay  a  hand  on  me 

Her  lender  heart  was  breaking. 
We  had  it  up  and  down  the  llour, 

At  last  I  cried  for  mercy; 
She  yelled,  >ou  fool,  go  anywhen^. 

But  keep  away  from  Jersey.— 6' A<M'm«. 


•  ■  » 


— A  colored  pliilo.soplicr  ia  reported  to  have  said:  "Life,  my 
breddren.  nni  ino.stly  inadu  up  of  pruyia'  for  ruiu  and  then  wliibiQ' 
it  would  clar  off."  

— A  laborer  in  Dundee  dreamed  that  be  saw  coming  toward  liitn 
four  ruts.  The  tirst  one  was  very  fat,  aud  was  followed  by  two 
lean  rals,  the  rear  rat  beini;  blind.  The  dreamer  was  greatly  p«r- 
plexeil  as  to  what  evil  might  follow.  He  api>ealed  to  his  wife 
concerning  tliis,  but  she  cotild  not  help  him.  His  Bon,  a  sharp 
lad,  who  heard  his  father  tell  the  story,  volunteered  to  l»e  the  in- 
terpreter. "The  fat  rat,"  ho  .said,  "is  Hie  man  who  keeps  the 
public  house  that  you  go  to  so  often,  and  the  two  lean  ones  are 
me  aud  my  mother,  and  the  blind  one  is  yourself,  father." 


Thon  host  learned  to  love  another. 

Thou  hast  broken  every  vow; 
We  have  parted  from  each  other, 

And  my  heart  is  lonely  now. 
I  have  laught  my  looks  to  shun  thee. 

When  coldly  we  have  met; 
Fur  another's  smile  hath  «von  thee, 

And  thy  voice  I  must  forget. 
Oht  is  it  well  to  sever 

This  heart  from  I lihii- forevert 
Can  I  forkiet  ibec?  never  I 

Farewull,  farewell,  forever. 

We  have  met  in  scenes  of  pleasure,    '    - 

We  have  met  in  halis  of  pride: 
I  have  seen  tliy  iiew-r<>unil  iieiisure,   - 

And  I've  gazed  upon  thy  bride. 
Thy  looks  were  ciern  and  altered. 

Thy  wdnis  ran  cold  and  high: 
Dow  my  traitor  courage  faltered 

When  I  dared  to  meet  Ihine  eye. 
Would  I  ne'er  had  met  thee; 

Fain,  fuin,  would  I  forifet  thee, 
'Twere  folly  to  reiiret  thee— 

Farewell,  farewell,  forever! 

We  have  met,  and  we  have  parted. 

Yet  I  ullereil  scarce  n  weird; 
Like  a  guilty  llnng  I  started 

When  thv  well-known  voice  I  heard. 
I  have  markt'd  the  liiiiid  lustre 

Of  thy  downcast  hiippy  eje; 
I  liave  seen  thee  gaze  iipou  her, 

Foruetliiig  1  was  nigh. 
Oh)  w<iman'B  love  may  grieve  her. 

And  woman's  pride  will  Kuve  her; 
Life  is  fled  when  love  deceives  her — 

Fiaewell,  farewell,  fureverl 


SWEET    HIGHLAND    MARY. 
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Write  to  rlther  one  of  the  above  a'ldrei»e«  for  Free  Ciitnloiriie  of  Soiktm,  8<>nt{  Books, 
SiMet  Alttslc  aerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  DreAii  Books,  Joku  Bwuks,  etc 

Ye  banks  and  braes  and  Streams  aronnd 

The  caaile  of  Montgomery, 
Green  lie  your  woods,  and  fair  your  flowers. 

Your  waters  never  <lriinilie; 
Where  Slimmer  flrst  iinfaiilds  her  robe. 

And  there  the  latigest  larry. 
For  there  I  took  my  last  farewell 

Of  uiy  sweet  Ilighlaud  Mary. 

H"w  sweetly  bloomed  the  gny  greeu  blrk, 

Uow  rich  the  hawthorn  blossom. 
As  underneatli  its  fracrant  shade 

I  clasped  her  to  my  bosom  I 
The  golden  hours,  on  aiikiels' wings. 

Flew  o'er  nie  and  niy  (learie. 
For  dear  to  me  as  light  anil  life 

Was  my  sweet  Ilighlaud  Mary. 

Wi' mony  a  vow  and  locked  embrace 

Our  patting  was  fu*  lender. 
Ant]  pledging  aft  to  meet  again. 

We  tore  ourselves  asunder. 
But,  olil  fell  itcath's  iiiillmely  frost. 

That  nipt  my  flowers  sae  early! 
Bow  creen's  ttie  siid.  and  caiild's  the  clay 

That  wraps  thee,  Ilighlaud  Mary.  . ..  . 

Oh!  pale,  pale  now  those  ruby  lips 

I  oft  liave  kissed  sae  fondly. 
And  closed  for  aye  the  sparkling  glaucc 

That  dwelt  on  uie  sae  kindly. 
And  mouldering  now  in  silent  duet 

That  bean  tlial  loved  me  dearly; 
But  still  within  my  bosom's  coru 

Siiall  live  my  liighland  Mary. 

All  in  the  silent  hour  of  night. 

Thro' the  green  church-yard  I'll  wander;  '  •'■_ 

Right  hearty  well  I  know  the  S(>ot 

Where  Mary  she  lies  under; 
I'll  weep  o'er  it  with  silent  grief, 

I'll  sit  and  ne'er  l)e  wearv. 

For  pleasure  there  is  none  for  me 

Without  sweet  nigliliitid  Mary. 


All  'round  sweet  Highland  Mary's  grave 

I'll  plant  the  fairest  lily. 
The  primrose  sneet,  and  violet  bine, 

Likewise  the  daffodilly: 
But  since  the  world  is  grown  BO  wild, 

III  tlie  wililcriieM  Ml  tarrry: 
Come,  welcome  death,  thou  friend  of  mine, 

I'll  Bleep  with  illglHaud  Mary. 

/m  s  m     

— When  is  a  pie  like  a  pp«?  When  it  is  Browning. 
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MAVOURNEEN. 

Oopyricht.  1891,  by  T.  B.  Uarina  &  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 


All  rights  i-efwrred. 
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Words  by  Bartley  Cunipbell.    Music  by  Win.  J.  Scaulau. 


Oh,  sweet  are  the  flowers  that  bloom  in  dear  Kerry, 

And  pure  are  the  waters  that  kiss  litr  dear  8liore; 
But  sweeter  and  purer,  oh,  yes,  and  more  merry. 

Is  the  Kirl  of  my  heart,  my  own  Deelisli  Avthore. 
Mavourneen,  my  darling;,  are  you  tliiukin^;  about  me, 

As  I  ronin  this  world  tiver,  a  stranger  to  all? 
Whatever  befall  me,  oh,  Deelii<h,  don't  doubt  me,    '  . 

Aud  some  day,  Mavourueeii,  I'll  couie  at  thy  call. 

CUOUDS. 
Mavonraeen,  my  darling,  are  you  thinking  about  me. 

Ab  I  roam  this  world  over,  a  stranger  to  all* 
Whatever  befall  me,  ob,  Deelish,  dou't  doubt  me, 

Aud  acme  day,  Muvuurueen,  I'll  come  at  thy  call. 

The  days  are  so  long,  and  the  nights  have  no  ending. 

Since  I  left  thee  and  Erin,  the  land  of  my  birtb. 
Where  the  tieas  and  the  skies  they  farever  are  blending. 

And  embracing  the  dearest  green  spot  on  earth. 
If  I  were  to  die  iu  I  he  midst  of  the  ocean. 

And  my  body,  Mavourneeu.  cast  into  the  sea. 
Where'er  you  miyht  be,  sure  I  have  a  notion 

'Twould  float  back,  my  darling,  to  Erin  aud  thee.—  Vhorut. 


-    *  *  * 


MOLLY,   O. 

Copyright,  IWl,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  Songx  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlan. 


She's  plain  Molly,  O,  simple  and  sweet; 
My  heart  is  gone,  I  lay  me  at  her  feet; 
So  lii;lit  her  tread,  so  fomj  her  gaze. 
Who  would  not  love  my  Molly  dear? 
Clou<ls  are  but  sunshine,  skies  ever  clear, 
Happy  am  I,  bids,  uhen  Molly  is  near; 
Heart's  fondest  echo,  love's  sweet  refrain. 
Still  call  me  back  to  my  Molly  again. 

Chorus. 

She's  plain  Molly,  O,  simple  and  sweet; 
She's  plain  Molly,  O,  her  heart  is  love's  retreat; 
She's  plain  Molly.  O,  lovely,  divine: 
Oh,  would  that  1  could  calf  Molly  mine. 

Brave  soldiers  may  war,  heroes  may  die. 

With  Molly  dear  the  world  I  would  defy; 

Tender  her  heart,  loving  and  true. 

Flowers  of  the  valley  call  lier  queen.      . 

So  like  the  lily,  so  like  the  rose,  .    ■         -^       ■ 

Her  Ituigli's  like  the  sunshine  to  nature's  repose; 

Her  e>?Wire  jewels,  more  rich  and  briirht 

Than  those  in  Leaven  that  sparkle  at  nigbl.— CAoru«. 


THE    CHRISTMAS    TREE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.     English  eopyright  secured. 
All  rights  reserved.       •  .■•=".■■:',•- 


Dennie  Murphy's  Daughter  NelL 

Copyright,  UDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnmn.    Entei-ed  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sung,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  t>e  svnt  tu  any  ad- 
dress. po«t-|>aid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  tno  otiier  Monirg  f.ir  On«  Dollar 
by  Henry  J.  Weliman,  130  A  132  Park  Kon-.  New  York;  or  86  A  87  E.  Mndlsoii  St.Chtcago! 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Bongs.  Song  Buoka. 
Sheet  Music,  German  Soug  Bouks,  letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Books,  etc. 

Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  E.  Baer. 


Just  down  the  street  a  block  or  two 

Lives  Murphy's  daughter  Nell; 
Her  hair  is  fair,  her  eyes  are  blue,  .■ 

Indeed,  she's  quite  a  belle; 
■■ .  She  smiles  on  me  wliene'er  we  meet,     -       ' 

She  has  my  heart  and  hand  complete, 
Alid  when  work  is  done  I  start  aud  ruu 

My  Nell  to  meet. 

Chorus.  ;. 

Dennie  Murphy's  daughter  Nell 

Wails  for  me  after  tea; 
She  knows  well,  she  dare  not  tell 

That  she's  engaged  to  me. 
But  one  of  these  (lays,  when  I  get  a  raiee. 

The  boy  that  she  loves  so  ^ell 

Will  marry  Deuuie  Murphy's  daughter  Nell. 

The  old  man  enye  liis  dangliter  Nell 

Can  never  marry  me; 
Says,  she  must  wed  a  howling  swell. 

That's  rich  and  up  in  "G." 
But  on  his  Nell  I've  got  first  call. 

She  says  it's  ino  or  none  at  all, 
Aud  last  night  she  said  we  will  be  wed 

Some  tliue  this  fall.—  C'horui. 


'7  J 


STORY  OF  THE  OULD  COUNTReI 
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Wurds  and  Music  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlan. 


Christmas  time  is  coming,  the  little  ones  are  glad, 
Santa  Clans  will  soon  be  here  to  cheer  each  girl  and  lad; 
Sec  their  laughing  faces,  watcli  each  merry  eye; 
Would  that  I  were  like  them,  happy  girl  and  boy. 
Through  the  door  comes  grandma,  bending  low  with  age. 
Every  line  iip<ni  her  face  sficaks  to  us  of  a  page. 
Tells  a  life-long  story  of  battle,  care  aud  strife; 
See  tiic  husband,  father,  mother,  wife. 
Chorus. 
Ring  the  bells,  ring  the  bells,  ring  the  bells  merrily, 

Christmas  is  coming,  happy  are  we; 
Bring  in  tlie  old  folks,  as  well  as  the'yonng  ones. 
To  gather  aud  sing  'round  the  Christmas  tree. 

Hear  the  voice  of  hunger  that's  stifled  in  a  moan.  -.- 

Hear  the  cry  of  poverty,  and  still  they  cry  alone; 
Thnmiih  the  streets  they  wander,  only  ask  for  bread. 
Would  tliey  ne'er  were  living,  better  were  they  dead, 
"^oii  with  wealth  of  pleasure,  all  the  power  of  gain. 
Think  of  these  poor  creatures,  of  their  buffering  and  ^aln; 
BriuL'  to  them  the.sunbeams,  the  kindness  of  your  heart. 
Through  each  beam  some  ray  of  joy  impart.  — <7 /«;;■««. 


I'll  tell  yon  a  true  story  of  a  gossoon  boulil  and  free. 
Who  left  his  home  iu  Agliada  and  sailed  across  the  sea; 
But  he  took  a  heavy  heart  «ith  him,  and  many  tears  he  shed. 
As  past  Kinsule  the  distance  hid  the  ould  hisioric  iiill. 
For  his  love  she  was  behind  liim.  and  his  fortune  silll  to  make. 
And  Killarney's  hills  were  dear  to  iiiin  for  ould  time's  sake. 
And  every  day  and  every  hour  there  rolled  a  broader  sea 
Between  the  ship  that  bore  him  and  the  ould  countre. 
And  every  day  aud  every  hour  there  rolled  a  hroader  sea 
Between  the  ship  tliat  bore  hiui  and  the  ould  couutre. 

And  when  lie  reached  tlie  far-off  land  he  worked  with  might  aud  maiu; 
He'd  sworn  to  win  a'^>rtnne  ere  he  should  return  again ; 
Tlie  toil  was  hard,  the  days  wore  long,  but,  ah,  the  hardest  part- 
No  line  or  messa|g;e  ever  came  to  cheer  his  aching  heart. 
Fate  smiled  on  liim,  the  L'«<ld  rolle<l  iu,  aud  every  one  was  kind; 
But  he  never  for  a  day  fomot  the  love  lie  left  liehind. 
And  night  was  welcome,  bringing  dreums  in  which  he  seemed  to  be 
With  the  girl  he'd  left  behind  him  in  tlie  ould  countre. 
And  night  was  welcome,  brimjiiig  dreams  in  which  he  seemed  to  be 
With  the  girl  he'd  left  behind  liim  in  the  ould  couutre. 

And  then  the  cruel  war  broke  out.  the  Irish  boy  took  hold: 

He  drew  his  sword  for  liberty  where  once  he  worked  for  gold; 

And  fortune  did  not  lave  him.  for  hifl  name  was  oil  mens  lii»s-       «    " 

He  had  a  soldier's  fame,  his  heart  sailed  homeward  with  the  sliips. 

He  shared  in  many  battles  and  won  uiany  meeds  of  praise; 

But,  all,  he  sickened  in  despair,  to  count  the  loiii:.  loni;  days. 

And  when  the  war  was  over,  oh,  how  blithe  and  gay  was  he,       . 

To  seek  the  girl  he  worshipped  in  the  oiiUl  countre. 

And  u  hen  tlie  xvar  was  over,  oh,  how  blithe  and  gay  was  he. 

To  seek  the  girl  he  woreliipped  iu  the  ould  countre.  '  ;  „ 

He  found  her,  and  her  cheeks  were  pale  and  tears  were  in  her  eyes; 
He  found  her,  but  her  voice  of  love  was  strangled  in  her  siirhs; 
He  found  her  thus,  and  all  his  wealth.  Ins  glory  and  reuowu 
Were  turned  before  him  into  weights  that  dratt^ed  his  spirits  down. 
And  then  and  there  he  swore  an  oath,  whatever  might  betide. 
That  life,  fame,  riches,  all,  he'd  slake  to  win  her  for  his  bride 
She  knew  him  not,  yet  love  like  liers,  he  felt,  could  uever  be 
All  quenched  iu  feu  years'  absence  from  tlie  ould  countre 
She  knew  him  not,  yet  love  like  hers,  he  felt,  could  never  be 
All  quenched  in  ten  years'  absence  from  the  ould  couutre. 


*  1  * 


—One  afternoon  -a  stranger,  observiop  a  stream  of  |)eople 
entering  a  church,  approached  a  man  of  gloomy  aspect,  who  was 
standing  near  the  entrance,  and  aisked:  "Is  this  a  funeral?" 
"Funeral!  no,"  was  tiie  sepulchral  answer,  "it's  a  wedding." 
"Excuse  me,"  added  tlie  stranger,  "but  I  thought  from  your 
serious  look  that  you  might  Ik-  a  hired  mourner."  "  No,"  returned 
the  man,  with  a  weary,  far-off  look  in  his  eyes,  "  I'm  a  son-in-law 
of  the  bride's  mother." 
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)  WALTZING  WID  KITTIE  MOORE 
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By  Edith  Kiiigxley. 


G-O    AND    DIE 
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Down  at  de  east  Bide  Turn  Hnll, 
Dai's  where  I  met  Kiltie  Moore; 
'      ■  Waltz?  Why,  BhitM  put  yon  to  sleep,  Cu'il, 

Wheu  she  k<!I8  out  on  ile  floor. 
Sav,  Oil  de  squiire,  »lic's  a  daisy, 
...  Beuiiz  she  citii  connt  by  the  score. 

And  inuy  be  tie  jriiys  don't  u'et  cruzy,  . 

When  I  cuts  'em  wid  Kitiie  Moore. 

•  Ciioitns. 

As  wo  waltz  ont  on  de  floor,  dey  adore  Kittie  Moore, 
Dai's  when  de  boyn  dey  look  sore,  sweli'd  at  me,  don't  yon  see? 

For  dey  adore  Kittie  Moore,  dulM  no  guy,  so  do  I; 
And  when  slie'il  my  owu  sweetheart  be,  why,  say,  fclloAvs,  dv  treats  ou  me. 

Down  at  de  east  side  Tnrii  Hall, 

Once,  when  I  took  Kittie  Moore, 
.      Some  swell  iiiiik  tried  to  get  ^ay,  Cull, 

For  Kit  bouiic'd  'em  all  l>y  tie  score; 
Dai's  when  I  got  gay  myself,  see? 

And  «id  'em  I  wip'il  up  de  floor. 
On  de  dead,  say  I.  give  'em  a  daisy, 

'Cause  I'se  scrappiu'  for  Kittie  iloore.^Chorut. 
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BUY    MY    ROSES. 
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Words  and  Mumc  Uy  Edith  KiD^-sk-y. 


Buy 
Huy 
Bnv 


Roses  for  sale  here,  roses  for  sale, 

FreHJi  from  the  garden  at  (inwniiig; 
Roses  for  sale  here,  rones  for  sate. 

Pretty  ftcsli  roses  tliis  nioMiini!. 
Buy  iiiy  while  roxes  fo  sweet  uiid  fair, 

Tlieir  beiiuty  will  drive  uwiiy  piiiii  at:d  care; 
Duv  iiiy  red  rose.'  so  rich  ami  rare, 

Just  a  rose  for  your  sweetheart's  hair. 

CUoRfS. 

my  roses,  pretty  roses,  they  are  only  n  trifle  this  inornini;: 

nil  rooe^,  pretty  roses,  jiict  pliickeil  from  the  garden  at  ilawnliie. 

a  roec,  sir,  sweetest  roses,   imiy  their  beauty  your  pathway  keep  shining; 

)se8,  roses,  ruses  here  for  thee. 

Ro'es  for  sale  here,  ros.-'B  for  sale. 

Rose  for  your  <lei<k,  sir,  this  morning; 
R'>fes  for  sale  here,  roses  for  sale,.  * 

Pretty  fresh  roi»en  this  nioriiini;. 
■    Uere's  a  pink  rose,  still  tlie  dew-drops  c^ne, 

Just  tell  her  tliis  rose  with  your  love  yon  bring; 
Biiuht  yellow  ro.tes  she'll  love  them,  loo; 

Yellow'8  jealous,  they  say,  ar'ut  you f—  6'Ao;m». 


A    BUNCH    OF  VIOLETS. 

Copyright.  1895.  by  Kunkel  Bros. 
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By  Edith  Kiiigsley. 


I've  brought  you  a  bunch  of  blue  violets. 

All  sparkling  fresh  with  dew; 
It's  only  a  liiinch  of  sweet  violets, 
;      ..,  With  my  love  I  bring  to  you. 

It's  nestiiiu;  along  in  my  path  at  mom. 

While  I'm  tliinking,  love,  of  you; 
It  is  only  a  bunch  of  blue  violets, 
':-  The  sweetest  flow 'r  that  grows. 

I  :      '  CUOKUS. 

Only  a  bniich  of  sweet  violets,  dear,  little,  modest  vfolets: 

Violets,  love,  like  your  eyes  so  blue,  violets  sweet  for  you. 
Only  a  bunch  of  sweet  violets,  dear,  little,  modest  violets: 
Take  them  from  me  with  my  love  so  true,  sweetest  violets  for  you. 

.    When  with  the  spring  time  all  the  violets 
Uave  faded,  lovfe.  away. 
Then  <iiily  the  violets  in  thine  eyes 
Are  the  flow'rs  that  ne'er  decay. 
An<l  as  in  our  love  all  the  worhl  seems  bright, 
V      ■  Not  a  thought  of  care  we'll  liorrow; 

With  a  klris  I  will  ulve  yon  my  violets. 

The  sweetest  flow'r  that  grows.— 6' A</r««. 


By  W.  U.  McDonough. 


There  are  troubles  that  come  to  all  (icople  the  same. 

There's  only  one  way  out  of  that; 
There  are  sorrows  and  trials  that  weary  the  frame, 

There's  only  one  way  out  of  that; 
There  are  tiuies  when  one  wants  to  be  strictly  alone, 
When  from  care  and  from  anguish  he  ever  may  roam. 
When  he  longs  for  a  glimpse  of  his  heaveuly  home.  '-. , 

There's  only  one  way  out  of  that— 

Chorus.        -'     "    T 
Go  and  die,  go  and  die: 

When  they've  planted  yOH  tberei 

You  are  free  from  all  care. 
Qo  and  <lie,  go  and  die; 

That's  the  culy  cue  way  out  of  that. 

When  your  wife's  mother  comes  to  stay  with  you  a  while. 

There's  only  one  way  out  of  that; 
And  she  tries  to  run  things  in  her  own  little  style. 

There's  only  one  way  out  of  that; 
Wlieu  she  makes  you  stand  'round,  wi|ies  her  feet  on  your  hair, 
Uatlies  >our  face  In  the  door-mat,  combs  your  teeih  with  a  cliuir. 
Sells  your  clolhes  to  the  rag  man,  theu  gets  mad  if  you  swear; 

There's  only  one  way  out  of  that— 

CHORtja. 
Qo  and  die,  go  and  die; 

Wheu  you're  weariiii;  yonr  wings 

You  won't  notice  these  things. 
Go  and  die,  go  and  die; 

That's  the  only  one  way  out  of  that. 

When  the  cold  weather  comes  and  you  lay  in  your  coal,      . 

There's  only  one  way  out  of  that; 
Ami  the  gas  man  and  pliimher  tliey  harrow  your  soul, 

Tliere's  only  one  way  out  of  that; 
You  long  for  a  place  where  they  don't  shovel  snow. 
To  awnore  tropic  climate  you'd  much  rather  go. 
Where  you  won't  need  a  flowing  while  robe,  don't  ye  kuow; 

There's  only  one  way  out  of  that— 

Chorus. 

Go  and  die,  go  and  die; 

Where  yonr  spirit  then  roves 

You  won't  need  hard-coal  stoves. 
Go  and  die,  go  and  die; 

Tiiafs  the  only  one  way  out  of  that. 

When  the  girl  with  the  hit;  hat  ohscures  your  whole  view, 

There's  only  one  way  out  of  thai: 
An<l  the  ata<,'e  and  the  people  are  out  of  sight,  too, 

There's  only  one  way  out  of  that: 
Yon  can't  Ull  her  "Take  it  off,"  'twould  get  up  a  spat; 

You  caijiiot  sav .  you're  too  nice  to  do  that: 

Don't  sii  down  on  the  girl,  just  sit  down  ou  the  bat; 

That's  the  only  one  way  out  uf  that. 

Chorus. 

Go  and  die,  go  and  die; 
'  Amid  heavenly  bliss 

'i'here  is  uothiiig  like  this.  ^     .       ■     •  '   ' 

Go  and  die,  go  and  die: 

That's  the  only  one  way  out  of  that. 

When  the  limes  are  so  hard  yon  can't  borrow  a  cent. 

There's  only  one  way  out  of  that; 
And  yon  have  to  keep  husiliiig  to  pay  your  room-rent, 

There's  only  me  wiiy  out  of  that. 
It's  no  use  to  Hit  down  Willi  a  siirh  or  a  sob. 
If  a  train  you  can't  wrei'k  or  a  hunk  you  can't  rob. 
There  is  always  one  chance— make  your  wife  get  a  job; 

That's  tlie  only  one  way  out  of  that. 

CnoRUB. 
Go  and  die,  CO  and  die; 

When  you're  under  the  sod 

You're  from  under  the  rod.  .     "        . 

Go  and  die,  go  and  die; 

That's  the  only  one  ivuy  ont  of  that. 


r- 


.  ti 


—An  IrishmiiJi,  who  was  sleeph*^  all  n\iiht  with  a  negro,  had 
liis  f:ice  blnrkt'ncd  by  a  pnicticjjKT  joker.  Sttirting  off  in  a  hurry 
in  the  morninir.  lie  ciinglit  .sitjjHt  of  liimself  in  a  mirror;  puzzled, 
he  stopped  and  pized,  antl/fluully  exclaimed:  "  Begorra,  they've 
woke  the  wrong  man!"    y 

— Ei^ht  members  of  the  Stone  family,  in  Tennessee,  on  their 
way  to  ciiiirch  in  an  o.x  wagon,  were  run  away  with  by  a  yoke 
of  oxen,  and  all  tumbled  into  a  creek  without  injury.  This 
little  .spread  gave  a  local  paper  a  chance  U>  say  that  w.is  »«ne  of 
the  occasions  where  uo  Sluuc  was  left  unturned  in  the  eifort  to 
hear  the  GoSpel. 
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LITTLE    MAQG-IE    MONEHAN. 


Cop; right,  1893,  by  James  Hoiton. 
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Words  and  Mimic  by  Walter  Hawley. 


I  know  a  Maugie  Monehan,  she  is  u  fwiry  queen, 
Jiigt  like  a  honey  hlonBom  sweet,  prettiest  dancer  seen. 
When  she  is  ivaitzint;  at  a  ball,  |>olka  and  square  dance,  too,  .-" -r ^  ' 

No  one  can  t-qiinl  Maggie  dear,  sweet  little  eiuerald  bue. 
Waltzing,  dauciug— 

Chorus.  !  v 

Preity  Mttugie  Monehan,  she  is  the  belle  of  the  ball; 

Piftty  Maggie  Monehan,  sweetest  girl  of  all. 

When  she  st<'pB  out  un  the  floor,  graceful,  trim  and  grand,   ' .  T 

She  IS  a  dancer,  none  can  surpass  her,  Maggie  Monehan. 

JiiBl  ns  the  evening  twilight  fallA  her  best  young  man  will  call,        ' 
And  in  herfilk  of  snowy  wliiU;  betakes  berto  the  ball; 
And  as  tbev  eiit«r  ihrougli  the  door,  every  one  will  proclaim: 
She  ir>  I  be  flnect  dancer  liere,  Monehan  is  her  name. 
Waltzing,  dancing— 6' A<J/«*. 

First  she  will  dance  with  Charles  ft  while,  he  takes  her  to  the  ball; 
'i'lieii  slie  will  leave  bim  with  a  smile  and  dances  with  them  all; 
But  when  the  itaiice  is  nearlj  o'er,  oh.  how  she  hates  to  bear 
Unwelcome  (>oiinds  of  "  Home,  sweet  Home,"  and  know  the  end  is  near. 
Waltzing,  dancing— 6'Aoru«. 


THE    BROKEN    DOLL. 

;■: ,..;       Copyright,  18M,  by  Douglas  &  Rawson. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Guy  C.  Itawson. 


While  ont  npon  a  morning  stroll,  on  a  fair  midfummer  day, 

I  noticed  jiixt  MCio8!«  thu  Btteet  Some  children  there  at  play; 

A  little  miss,  with  big  blue  eyes  and  curly  locks  so  fair. 

Was  crying  though  her  heart  would  break,  while  the  others  they  did  stare. 

Her  (lolly  lay  upon  tlw  groDiid,  broken,  that  was  why; 

I  noticed  In  a  moment  what  made  the  baby  cry. 

I  gently  raised  the  golden  head,  sayx,  '*  Little  miss,  I  prav. 

Do  tell  me  what  does  grieve  you  sof"  when  to  me  she  did  say:    ;. 

Cbobus. 
'Mamma  says  she  hasn't  time:  my  papa's  busy,  too; 


jnaiiiuin  oayo  Due  iianii  t  i-iiiic    uij   \ia\ia  o  i/ucjr,  i^«/v, 

Sisteri"  they  won't  mend  my  doll;  I  think  they're  mean,  don't  you? 
I  iim  such  a  little  f'''   ■■"•"  ""■i'>-.-  n  .„-..«»  i.i<T  ,>,,i,.. 
Mister,  won't  you 


I  iim  such  a  little  girl,  now  you're  a  great  big  man; 
II  please,  sir,  mend  ii  if  yuu  can?  " 


I  eat  th(!  baby  on  my  knee  and  brushed  away  her  tears, 

I  thought  how  many  trials  she  would  have  in  after  years; 

I  remember,  when  a  liitle  cliiM,  how  often  broken  toys 

Would  roar  my  childish  bappinesH,  my  merriment  uuil  joy8. 

I  fixed  the  little  pbiything  the  best  that  I  knew  bow; 

It  was  a  very  clniiiBy  puce  of  workmnnship,  I  vow.         :.     : 

The  baby's  dolly  mended,  a  kiss  now  for  my  pay: 

No  more  you'll  cry,  my  little  miss,  when  I  return  this  way.- 


Clcorus. 


WHEN    YOU    ASK    A    G-IRL    TO 
LEAVE   A   HAPPY   HOME. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Spaulding  &  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hair,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  byTTm.  B.  Gray. 

At  a  kind  old  mother's  side  eat  her  eldest  boy,  her  pride. 

Who  would  soon  arrive  at  manhood  8  stage  of  life, 
Wlu-n  the  lad  began  to  tell  of  a  girl  be  loved  so  well. 

And  intended  asking  her  to  be  his  wife. 
On  that  loving  mother's  face  care  at  once  your  eye  could  trace. 

Like  the  cliange  of  briglitest  sunlight  into  gloam. 
*'  Have  you  stopped  to  think,"  said  she,  "  what  yoor  lot  in  life  ehonld  be 

Ere  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  home? "  .  .  ^ 

Cbobus.  '",—      , ;  ^Z:''-'  \  .' -" ' :- ' 

When  yoii  ask  a  giH  to  leave  a  happy  homestead,  ,• .     ' 

And  to  sail  with  yon  o'er  matrimony's  foam. 
You  should  have  employment  tiieu,  earn  jour  way  and  living, 

When  xpu  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  home. 

When  the  kind  old  mother  said,  "Tell  me,  lad.  If  yon  were  wed. 

How  could  you  support  a  wife  and  dress  her  well?  " 
Said  the  lad,  "  Why.  we  could  live  on  the  money  you  would  give. 

And  in  one  of  father's  houses  we  could  dwell."  j. 

"But  the  g  rl,"  tlie  iiiotlier  cried,  "  has  a  dignity  and  pride,   ' 

To  depend  on  us,  from  home  would  never  roam; 
Th<nigli  we'll  help  you  all  we  can,  we  want  you  to  act  a  man, 

When  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  home."— 6'Aor««. 


HIS    ONLY    ONE. 

Copyright,  U95,  by  M.  Barry  Michaels.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  \inn\'HL 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  M.  Harry  Michaels. 


In  an  old  rustic  cot  by  the  millside  dwelt  a  feeble  old  man  and  IiIb  child, 
A  l>eantifiil  lass,  witli  obt  such  grace,  but  tears  now  dimiiie<l  tier  bright  eyea. 
"Tell  nie,  oh,  tell  me,  my  loved  one,  what  has  liap|K-ned  tliisdayf 
You  have  not  looked  so  pale  and  sad  since  mother  passed  away." 

CliOBUB. 

She  was  his  only  one,  pr1<Ie  of  the  old  man's  heart; 

From  the  cradle  he'd  nn.sed  and  watched  her,  as  the  years  drew  Blowly  apart. 

With  a  heart  full  of  hope  and  joy,  proudly  he  labored  on; 

He  was  fond  of  his  darling  Lucy,  for  she  was  his  only  one. 

Next  evening  the  miller,  returning,  found  the  cotlage-dAor  closed; 

Not  even  the  ligiit  was  a-burning,  and  al!  seeni'd  dull  and  cold. 

On  the  old  kitchen  table  was  a  sod  litth'  not«  that  told  all: 

"Father,  I've  eiim'd,  I  can't  bear  the  shame;  forgive  me,  I  come  no  more." 

Cbqrus. 
She  was  hie  only  one,  pride  of  the  old  man's  heart;      •    '-■   ■        .  '■■   ' 
What  was  life  worth  now  to  him,  now  that  they  were  apartt 
Witli  a  dull  heart  and  weary  tread,  sadly  be  lalmred  on; 
All  seemed  dark  within  hie  eoul,  ehe  wa«  hie  only  one.  ■:    - 

Well,  a  few  lonely  weeks  passed  away,  the  old  man  came  suddenly  ill; 
No  one  there  to  watch  o'er  him,  not  a  sound  save  the  gushing  rill. 
'*  Lucy,  oh,  Lucy,  where  are  yon?  "  But  there  came  no  reply; 
Then  all  is  still  within  tliat  cot,  that  cot  by  the  millside. 

Chorus.  .•.•',.    -•  .• 

She  was  his  only  one,  pride  of  the  old  man's  heart: 

From  the  crudie  he'd  nursed  and  watched  her,  as  the  years  drew  slowly  apart. 
'Tis  a  story  that's  often  told,  still  it  goes  on  and  on; 
She  was  tlie  apple  of  his  eye,  she  was  bis  only  one. 


■  ■  ^ 


Wait  Till  I  Marry  McGonigaL 

(COMIC  IRISH  RECITATION.) 
By  Harry  S.  MUler. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Rooks,  Fortune  Tell- 


As  ^iled  by  Geo.  W.  Monroe  in  "Aunt  Bridget's  Baby.' 

:  .^  Of  all  the  weak  widows,  says  Mrs.  Mai:ee, 
,    There's  none  in  the  world  the  equal  of  me; 
Shurc  I  haven't  the  strength  to  harm  u  flea— 
But  wait  till  I  marry  McGonigal. 

.    I  seldom  go  out, 'tis  the  truth  that  I  own, 
'    But  mind  me  hnsiiiesf  and  stop  at  home, 
And  leave  me  neigh lx)rs  quite  alone — 
But  wait  till  I  marry  McGonigal. 

.   -  Nor  do  I  stop  in  me  bed  all  day,  .' 

-;■   And  have  me  friends  all  for  to  say 
■    I  sleep  me  senses  half  away— 

But  wait  till  1  marry  McGonigal. 

8hnre  I  always  keep  a  civil  tongue, 
.'  ■  No  roalter  of  whom  I  mix  among, 
"    And  never  blackguard  old  or  young— 
But  wait  till  1  marry  McGonigal. 

Kor  do  I  go  to  bed  at  night 
•>    And  kick  the  covere  off  for  spite, 
:      When  all  witliout  is  freezing  tight— 
But  wait  till  I  marry  McGonigal. 

•  Ineveriiave  me  friends,  yon  bet,   "  ■ 
To  come  at  times  and  'round  me  set. 

Or  chose  the  growler  for  them  yet—  "^ 

But  wait  till  I  marry  McGonigal. 

•  I've  never  yet  devised  a  plan 

.'.  To  injure  mortal  with  me  baud,  ■;- 

.      Or  take  a  club  to  beat  a  man — 

But  wait  till  I  marry  McGonigal.         •     .  . 

I  hate  to  see  a  man  unwise. 
With  battered  face  and  blackened  eyes, 
-  ..;.  It's  the  only  thing  I  do  decpise — 
-.'V       But  wait  till  I  marry  McGonigal. 

•'  .  I  never  jump  or  kick  and  shout,      .*\  '     .  .  •,••• 
'  Or  tear  the  boose  all  inside  out,  ;  '^^ ' 

r.    Nor  throw  the  cnpjj^nd  plates  alK)ut— •':' 
But  wait  till  I  marry  McGonigal, 

■-    I've  never  talked  so  much  before, 
-   Altliongh  I'm  weak,  me  throat  is  sore; 
'•.■•"  I  could  tell  ye  yet  a  good  bit  more— 
But  wait  till  I  marry  McGonigal. 


.  wivv  rftv  »..-A<MK." 
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MY    BEAUTIFUL    IRISH    MAID. 

CopyrlKlit.  I8M.  by  T.  B.  HarniH  A  Co.    'Eugli^ti  copyright  seoured. 
All  rit(l>t8  rt- sei-ved. 


Tta«  Word*  *n(t  Mualc  ot  thl«  Soiir,  arranfted  for  the  piano,  viil  be  sent  to  any  adk- 

drei«  po«t-i>ai(l   on  receipt  of  40  i-tiiit»;  or  this  aiut  aiiy  two  other  Sniifrs  for  One  I>ullar, 

J  by  Henry  J    We'hnian,  130  A  l;«a  f'arit  Mow.  Nmw  Yorlc:  <ir  86  A  87  K.  Mmll-on  St.Chtcairo. 

1  Write  t<>  eltlier  one  <>f  tlie  ab.iTe  addresnex  for  Fn-o  OutAloKUx  of  Somr*.  Sonit  Boole, 

^  Sheet  Uvuic,  Uerman  Soui;  Boulcs,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouka,  etc. 

l  Words  and  Music  by  Chauncey  Olcott. 

iWe  etaud  together,  yoii  and  I,  where  we  efoo<l  years  ago. 
Deneatli  the  same  blue  Irish  i<ky,  our  hearts  witli  joy  bkIow; 
You  promieed,  theu,  you  would  he  mine,  in  all  your  charms  arrayed; 
I'm  liere  to  claim  you  for  my  owu,  my  pretty  Irieli  maid, 
y  <';iioni!9. 

\  Ob,  my  love,  how  I've  waited  and  lonsied  for  you.  dear: 

J  Time  has  not  chantted  you.  your  beauty  will  never  fnde. 

)  I'm  liere  to  claim,  love,  your  promise  of  loiin.  long  ago; 

^    ■  You  ar«  to  me,  my  owu,  my  beautiful  Irish  maid. 

\  I  know  the  love  yon  gave  me  then  is  just  as  fond  and  tri», 

/  Those  eves  of  yours  speak  hope  av'aiii,  sweet  eyes  of  Irish  blue. 

)  I  know  you'll  keep  vour  promise,  love,  tlio'  stars  above  juuy  fade: 

•\  Thro'  storm  aud  shine  I've  come  to  you,  my  pretty  Irish  maid.  — C7(or««. 


DRUNKARD^S    LONE    CHILD. 

The  Word,  and  Mn.1c  of  this  8<>n(f,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreM.  |Hmt-|>ai>1.  »n  receipt  of  40  ceiitx;  or  this  ami  any  two  •■tin'r  rt-ntr"  '"r  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehnian.  130  A  132  Fark  Kow,  New  York:  <«•  Sh  A  87  K.  M/<dii<r>n  Ht.,('bt<-a(ro. 
Write  to  e»tli^r  one  of  tlie  ah.ve  aildresxe.  for  Free  "iital.>ifiip  of  .Hoiivk.  Sonir  Uuuki, 
Bbeet  JIuMv,  Ueriuan  Souk  Souks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Jtouks,  Juke  Souks,  etc. 

,_  .      ..  ,       > 

.    Oat  in  the  gloomy  night  sndly  I  roam. 
'  '    I've  no  mother  now,  no  friends,  no  liomc; 

Nobody  cares  for  me,  no  one  would  cry,  ■    ^ 

Even  if  poor  little  Bessie  slioiild  (tie.  \ 

Barefoot  and  tired.  I've  wandered  all  day,  \  , 

Asking  for  work;  but  I'm  too  small,  they  say. 
'        On  the  damp  ground  I  must  now  lay  n)y  headv  '  , 

Father's  a  drunkard,  and  mother  is  dead.  t , 

Choritb.  '" :'   . 

'  Mother,  oh  1  wliy  did  you  leave  me  alone, 

Willi  no  one  to  love  me,  no  frieinis  and  no  l»ome? 

Dark  is  the  night,  and  the  storm  rages  wilul —  '^ 

God  pity  Bessie,  the  drunkard's  tunc  child! 

»  *■  i 

We  were  so  happy,  till  fatlier  drank  rum,  ? 

".  ^    Tht-n  all  our  sorrows  and  troubles  betuu;  5 

MotluT  grew  paler  and  wept  every  day;  \ 

Baby  and  I  were  too  hiiiiEry  to  play. 
Slowlv  they  faded,  and  one  summer's  night 
I  Found  thtir  sweet  faces  all  silent  and  white. 

And,  with  big  tears  Slowly  dropping,  I  said: 
Father's  a  drunkard,  and  mother  is  dead.— CV(or««. 

Oh,  if  some  temperance  men  only  could  find 
'  Poor  wretched  father,  aiid  sptak  very  kind; 

I  If  they  could  Stop  him  from  drinking,  why,  thui 

I  would  feel  very  happy  again. 
'        .  Is  it  too  late?  Men  of  temperance,  please  try, 

I  '    For  little  Bessie  will  soon  starve  and  die. 

All  the  day  long  I've  been  begging  for  bread — 

Fatlier's  a  drunkard,  and  mother  is  deud.—  Chonif. 


BARB  ARA    ALLAN. 

The  Word,  and  Miialc  of  tills  Sonu.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
drera,  pout-paid,  on  receipt  of  40ceiit«;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Ho|,,rg  for  One  l>oll.r 
by  Henry  J.  W«h>j>an.l30&  132  Park  Kow.  New  York;  or  85  A  87  K.  M«dliM>n  Kt.CIilca^o' 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  above  aildrenwn  for  Free  ('i>talo<rue  of  Sonir..  8on»  Book. 
8he«t  Murtc,  Qernian  Soiiu  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Book.,  etc. 
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It  was  in  and  about  Martinmas  time. 

When  the  green  leaves  were  u-fallin*. 
That  Sir  John  Oniliam,  in  the  west  couutrie. 

Fell  iu  love  wi' Barbara  Allan. 

He  sent  Ills  man  dovan  tlirongh  the  town. 
To  the  place  where  site  was  dwailin'; 

Ob.  haste  and  come  to  my  master  dear. 
Gin  ye  be  Baibura  Allan. 

Oh,  hooly,  hooly,  rase  she  up. 
To  the  place  where  she  was  lyin',      ■ 

And  when  she  drew  the  curtain  by. 
Young  man,  I  think  ye're  dyiu'. 

It's  oh,  I'm  sick,  I'm  very\  very  sick. 

And  it's  a' for  Barbara  Allan. 
Oh.  the  better  for  ine  ye'se  never  be. 

Though  your  heart's  blude  were  a'spillin'. 

Oh,  dinna  ye  mind,  young  man.  site  said. 
When  ye  was  in  the  tavern  a-drinkiii', 

That  ve  made  the  healths  jjae  'round  and  'round, 
Aud  slichlit  Barbara  Allan? 

He  turned  his  face  nnto  the  wa',  ' 

And  death  was  with  him  dealiu*; 
Adieu,  adieu,  my  dear  friends  a', 
'  Aud  be  kind  to  Barbara  Allan, 

And  slowly,  slowly  rase  she  up. 

And  slowly,  slowly  left  him. 
And  sighin',  said  she  could  not  stay. 

Since  death  of  life  had  reft  him. 

She  hadna  gane  a  mile  hut  Iwa, 

When  slie  heard  the  dt-id-bell  ringin'. 

And  every  jow  that  th<!  deid-liell  gied 
It  cried.  Woo  to  Barbara  Allan. 

Oh,  mother,  motlier,  mak'  my  Ijed, 
And  make  it  saft  and  narrow:  j. 

Since  my  love  died  for  me  to-day, 
I'll  die  fur  him  to-morrow. 


/ 


/ 


i 
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THE    BUTCHER    BOY. 

Sf'nd  for  Free  Pataloir'ie  of  Soner  Books.  I.etter  Writers.  I>ream  Books,  KorMiiip  T.il- 
ers,  Trick  Books,  Recitation  Rooks,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  B<M)ks,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Stomp  Speeches,  Irish  Sonic  Iloi'ks,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Aiuusement,  .Sheet  Music,  etc., 
(o  Beury  J.  Wehnian,  130  A  132  Park  Itow,  New  York;  or  86  A  87  £.  Madlsou  St.,Cbica«(>. 

In  Jersey  City,  where  I  did  dwell, 

A  butcher  boy  I  loved  so  well;  ' 

He  Courted  ine  my  heart  away,  .. 

And  now  with  me  he  will  not  stay. 

There  is  an  inn  in  the  same  town. 

Where  my.love  goes  and  sits  him  down; 

He  takes  a  strange  giri  on  liig  knee  '  t 

And  tells  to  her  what  he  don't  tell  me. 

Its  a  grief  for  me;  I'll  tell  yon  why: 

Because  she  lias  more  gold  than  I: 

But  her  gold  will  melt,  and  her  silver  fly; 

In  time  of  need  she'll  be  poor  OS  I. 

I  go  up-stalrs  to  make  my  b<-d. 

But  nothing  to  my  mother  said: 

My  mother  comes  up-stairs  to  me. 

Saying,  "  What's  the  matter,  my  daughter  dear?" 

"Oh,  mother,  mother!  yon  do  not  know 

What  grief  and  pain  and  sorrow,  woe— 

(lO  uer  a  chair  to  sic  me  down,  ^ 

And  a  |>en  aud  ink  to  write  it  down." 

Oil  every  line  she  droiJjK'd  a  tear. 

While  calling  home  her  Willie  dear; 

And  when  h(>r  father  he  came  home. 

He  said,  "  Where  is  my  daiigliter  gone?  " 

He  went  iip-stairs,  the  door  he  broke — 

He  fiiiiix)  her  bunging  upon  a  ro|M>. 

He  took  his  knife  and  he  cut  her  down. 

And  in  her  l>rfa.-<t  I  hose  lines  were  found: 

"  Oh,  w  lial  a  silly  maid  mi  I, 

To  hang  myself  for  a  butcher  boyt 

Go  dig  my  trave.  both  long  and  deep; 

Place  a  inurble-stone  at  my  liead  aud  feet. 

And  on  my  l>rcHst  a  riirlle  dove. 

To  show  the  world  I  died  for  love." 


Pulling  Hard  Against  the  Stream. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiiir.  arraiiKed  for  the  pImiio.  will  l.e  s^nt  to  Hiiy  nd- 
dress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  i-eiit«;  or  this  and  uiiv  two  otiier  Sonirs  for  One  I)olli«r 
by  lleiiry  J.  Wehnian,  l.iO  A  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  («  A  87  E.  Mndlmtu  St.,  ClilcaK". 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  aliore  addresses  for  Kiee  CatMlotrne  of  HouKs,  Sonir  Buoka 
Sheet  Music,  Uerniau  Song  Books,  Letter  Wi  iters.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Buoks,  etc. 

In  this  world  I've  gained  my  knowledge, 
And  for  it  have  lind  to  pay: 
.Though  I  never  went  to  collei;e, 
^  Yet  I've  heard  that  jioets  say,  *' 

Life  is  like  u  mighty  river, 
*  Rolling  on  from  day  to  day; 

Men  are  vessels  launch'd  npon  it. 
Sometimes  wreck'd  and  cast  away. 


Chobui. 

Do  your  liest  for  one  another. 

Making  life  a  pleasant  dnam; 
Help  a  worn  and  weary  brother.  / 

Pulling  hard  iigaiust  the  stream.  ...' 

Uaiiy  a  bright,  good-hearted  fellow, 

Many  a  noble-minded  man 
Finds  himself  in  water  shallow,  ■       '. 

Then  assist  him  if  you  can.  *  ' 

Some  succeed  at  ev'ry  turning. 

Fortune  favors  every  scheme: 
Others,  too,  ilioui;li  more  deserving. 

Have  to  pull  against  the  stream.    So  then—  Chorui. 

If  the  wind  is  in  your  favor. 

And  you've  weather'd  ev'ry  squall. 
Think  of  tliose  who,  luckless,  labor. 

Never  get  fair  winds  at  all: 
Working  hard,  contended,  willini;, 

Strnggliiig  through  life's  ocean  wide. 
Not  a  friend  and  not  a  sliilling. 

Pulling  hard  against  the  tide.— CAoru«. 

Don't  give  way  to  foolish  sorrow. 

Let  this  keep  you  in  good  cheer:  ,     ■'  ! 

Brighter  days  may  come  to-morrow. 

If  yo«i  try  and  persevere; 
Darkest  nights  Will  have  a  morning. 

Though  the  sky  be  overcast: 
Longest  lanes  must  have  a  turning, 

Aud  the  tide  will  turn  at  last.    So  then— 6'Aoru«. 


— "  Pat,  my  boy,  we  must  all  of  us  die  once."    TLe  sick  luun 
turned  over  in  a  disgusted  frame^of  mind,  aud  replied:    "Tbat's 

i'ust  what  bothers  me.     If  we  iJ<)uld  only  die  lialf  a  dozen  limes 
wouldn't  worry  about  tliis.y 


IJ   '<l'_L-'»' 
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DENIED A^   HOME. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 

A  portfT'iiced  couple  one  day  on  the  street  .    . 

'■-Stood  licking  nssimiince  of  each  one  they'd  meet; 
•    The  snow  it  wus  falling,  they  shivered  with  cold—  :      . 

'  I  tlioiiKht,  what  n  pity,  so  feeble  and  old; 

1  trave  them  assiginiice,  they  thiiiiked  with  a  bow; 
;     I  asked  if  they'd  no  one  to  care  for  them  now —  .;   . 

Have  you  no  children  to  vvltom  you  could  lookf 

They  answered  me  sadly,  their  old  heads  tliey  shook:— Tee — 

Chorus. 
We  had  two  children,  two  l)ri»;ht,  loving  l>oy8; 
They  were  our  idols,  our  pride  and  our  joys; 
The  youngest,  he  left  ns,  tlie  wide  world  to  roam, 
The  otiier'B  a  banker,  denies  us  a  home. 

While  henrine  their  story,  a  stranger  drew  nigh; 

I  saw,  by  np|>eHraiiCe,  he'd  not  pus:*  them  by; 

Be  gazeil  bin  a  moment,  then  cried  in  surprise: 

*'Wliat!  fattier  and  mother?  "  while  tears  filled  his  eyes; 

He  spolce  of  u  brotlier  he  left  years  ago — 
;    "Oil,  is  he  so  cruel,  to  treat  J ou  iiotli  so?  ■' 

Now  I  have  plenty ;  you'll  not  want  iu  vain; " 
..  And  still  I  cau  fancy!  hear  them  again:— Yes — Qtorut. 

A  year  has  rolle«l  over  since  first  I  did  meet 
!    The  old  couple  begging  out  ill  the  cold  street; 

The  son,  wlio,  in  luxury,  was  torced  to  the  wall. 

In  wild  speculatiims  lost  fortune  and  all. 
.    The  old  folks,  in  pity,  they  took  him  in,  (hen; 

A  home,  too,  they  gave  him,  wliicli  lie  denied  them; 

Now  they  are  happy  and  thankful  to-day, 
.:  And  yet  I  can  hear  them  as  on  that  cold  day:— Ye«— C/toruf. 


PICTURE    KIGHTY-FOUR. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  Tf^e  Kew  York  Music  O*  . 

All  rlRhts  reserved.  ••         -v     - 
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Over  the  Hills  to  the  Poor-Honse. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonic,  arranged  for  the  piano,  wtll  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Ureafii  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


What?  no!  can  it  be  itiey've  driven 

Their  father,  so  helpless  anil  old 
(Oh,  God!  may  their  crime  he  forgiven),  ■ 

To  perish  «nt  here  in  the  cold. 
Oil,  heaven  I  I  am  saddened  and  weary; 

Sue  the  tears  iiow  they  course  down  my  cbeeks; 
Oh,  this  world  is  lonely  ii»«<J  dreary. 

And  my  heart  for  relief  vainly  seeks. 

Chorus. 
For  I'm  old,  and  I'm  helpless  and  feeble,' 
And  the  days  of  my  youtli  have  gone  by, 
;    When  over  the  hills  to  the  (loor-hotise 

I  wandered  alone  there  lo  die.  \^ 

Ah,  me!  on  that  old  door-step  yonder 

I've  sat  with  my  bal)es  on  my  knee; 
No  father  was  happier  or  fonder 

Than  I  with  my  little  ones  tiiree. 
The  boys,  both  so  rosy  and  chubby,  , 

And  Lillie  with  prattle  so  sweet; 
God  knows  how  their  father  iins  loved  them, 

But  they've  driven  him  out  tn  the  street.— CAd>'««. 

It's  long  years  since  my  Mary  w  as  taken,        . 

My  faithful  and  affectioiifttit  wife; 
Since  then  I'm  forlorn  and  forsaken. 

And  tlie  light  has  died  out  of  my  life. 
The  boys  grew  up  lo  manhood,  I  gave  them 

A  deed  for  the  fiirm,  aye.  and  more — 
I  gave  tliem  the  house  they  were  born  in. 

And  now  I  am  turned  out  from  its  door.— C^oti/f. 

Oil,  children!  loved  children,  yet  hear  me —  •       . 

I  have  journeyed  along  on  life's  stage, 
With  tlie  hope  that  you  all  wonid  be  with  me 

To  comfort  and  cheer  my  old  age; 
My  life-blood  I'd  gladly  have  given 

To  shield  and  proiett  you— but,  hark! 
Though  my  heart  breaks,  I'll  say  it,  you've  driven 

Me  out  here  to  die  in  the  dark.— C/tort/;. 

But,  perhaps,  they'll  live  happier  without  me; 

Farewell,  dear  old  home,  ali,  farewell! 
Each  pathway  and  tree  here  about  me  .     - 

Some  memory  precious  can  tell. 
Well,  the  flowers  will  bloom  as  bright  as  ever. 

And  the  birds  will  sing  as  sweet  as  morn. 
When  over  the  hills  to  the  poor-house 

Next  Spring  the  old  man  shall  be  bomt.—  Chonii. 


••.*;_...,•. 
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— SHpLt  Omission. — A  wotnan  wlio  carried  around  milk  said  a 
naive  thing  tlie  other  day.  One  of  tlie  customers  to  whom  she 
brought  milk  looked  into  the  can  and  remarked,  with  surprise, 

Why,  there  is  actually  nothing  there  but  water!  "  The  woman, 
having  satisfied  herself  of  the  truth  of  th^statement,  said:  "  Well, 
if  I  didn't  forget  to  put  in  the  milk! " 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir,  arransre*  tor  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  "JT  *<•- 
drMW,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  aJid  any  two  other  Sonfrs  for  One  Dollar, 
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Words  by  Chas.  B.  Ward.    Mi  Mic  by  Gussie  L.  Davis. 


On  a  pleasant  day  in  snmmer  at  the  centr7il  station  door 

Slopped  a  carriiige  with  a  couple,  out  sig  ht-eeeiiig,  nothing  more; 

And  tlie  gray-hatred  supVintendent  kindty  showed  them  tliroiigb  the  place. 

First  of  all  the  great  rogues'  gnU'ry,  wliere  they  gazed  on  many  a  face. 

Characters  of  all  descriptions — some  were  /anious  men  of  crime. 

Some  were  dead  and  some  at  freedom.  son»e  of  them  were  serving  time; 

Some  had  stories  interesting,  as  the  niit.u  exlilnined  them  o'er. 

But  the  woman  fainted  when  she  gnzed  on  picture  eighty-four. 

•Twas  the  picture  of  her  father,  tliere  among  the  men  of  crimes; 

Though  now  a  man  of  honor,  but  this  tells  of  older  times. 

Now  lie  lively  in  style  and  splendor,  worth  a  mfJIion  now  or  more. 

Still  bis  picture's  in  the  gall'ry,  picture  eiglity-four. 

"Listen,  I  will  tell  the  story,"  said  the  snp'rintendent  then. 
"  Though  that  picture's  of  your  father,  >ve  have  pictures  of  worse  men/ 
Men  whose  conscience  know  no  limit,  would  do  anything  for  gold; 
Men  with  lives  they  do  not  value,  child,  the  half  iias  not  been  told. 
Once  your  father  was  a  forger,  forged  a  check,  wiiicli  broitght  him  shame:.' 
Though  this  gail'ry  holds  his  picture,  'tis  known  by  another  name. 
You  were  not  born  when  this  happened,  it  was  many  years  ago. 
And  the  world  is  none  the  wiser,  still  it's  picture  eighty-four." 
'TwaBthe  picture  of  her  father,  etc.  ,  r  ..  ,-       ,. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Walter  P.  Keen. 


When  I  left  school  long  years  ago,  I  was  a  wayward  child,       — '. 
I  took  delight  in  any  sport  which  happened  to  he  wild;  .   ^: 

Kind  parents  never  couhl  conirol  the  misciiief  strong  in  me, 
'Till,  lieedless  of  their  good  advice,  I  ran  away  to  s<-a. 
I  thought  of  all  the  happiness  that  now  woulcl  surely  come. 
When  I  should  be  away  from  those  who  ruled  me  wlien  at  home. 
But  after  all  the  weary  years  that  since  have  passed  away. 
My  thoughts  return  to  thoeu  at  home,  and  tearfully  1  say;    . 

Chobits.  "  '   '  '  ■ 

It  may  not  be  a  mansion,  with  roses  'round  the  door; 
'i  ; '.         It  may  not  have  a  parlor,  wilh.carpet  on  the  floor,  ^ 

'■i  _  But  when  yuu're  far  awaj',  in  sorrow  you  will  say,  - 

: ,.      .■  "There's  no  place  like  the  old  home  afi^r  all." 

In  many  foreign  lands  I've  been  since  I  ^egan  to  roam. 

Yet  I  liave  met  no  friends  «  ho  coul<i  compare  with  those  at  home; 

There  nauL'ht  hut  loving  words  prevail,  in  sickness  or  in  health. 

And  anxious  parents  welcome  you,  in  poverty  or  wealtli; 

Tlien  wayward  sons  and  daughters  have  a  thought  for  parents  dear. 

To-night  at  home  your  vacant  cliairs  will  cause  them  many  a  tear; 

So  nourish  and  protect  them  while  this  earth  they  are  upon. 

You'll  miss  the  dear  old  folks  at  home  when  they  are  dead  and  gone.— CAo. 


THE    SHIP    I    LOVE. 


.■^.A' 


•■^'■2^n*.- 
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...-•,•.     .    '  '   ;'     ;..         Composed  by  Felix  McGlennon. 

A  gallant  ship  was  lab'ring,  lab'ring  in  the  sea. 

The  captain  stood  amongst  his  crew— "Gather  'ronnd,"  said  he.     ♦ 

"The  ship  is  doomed  and  sinking,  there  on  the  lee  is  land: 

Then  launch  the  boats  and  pull  away,  hut  here  at  my  post  I'll  stand. 

Good-bye,  my  lads,  good-hye;  good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye. 

Chorus.  '.. 

"  I'll  stick  to  the  ship,  lads;  you  save  your  lives; 
-  :  I've  no  one  to  love  me;  you've  children  and  wives; 

You  take  to  the  boats,  lads,  praying  to  heaven  above. 
While  I'll  go  down  in  the  angry  deep  with  the  ship  I  love." 

The  crew  stood  hesitating,  their  hearts  were  staunch  and  true— 
With  tear-dimmed  eyes,  spoke  up  the  mate:  '"Sir,  we  will  die  with  you." 
The  captain  crietl,  "What,  mutiny  1  I  am  the  ciiptain  here: 
k       So  launch  the  boats  and  pull  away,  and  think  of  your  cliildren  dear. 
Good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye;  good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye.— CAor»/«. 

The  fierce  winds  howl  'round  the  sinking  wreck. 

And  the  captain  stands  on  the  wave-washed  deck;    .   .        )., 

The  good  ship  strugcles  like  a  thing  of  life,  • .':    •  •.  -  -    -. ' :  - 

And  the  timbers  groan  in  the  awful  strife.  ;;    •       .      '■.■■■  -• 

Slowly,  slowly  sinking  is  she,  ;'-/.  V  '';  v,      ./  /',    .-. 

But  the  captain  brave — ah,  where  is  hef  '■'    '.'"" 

Down  he  goes  to  a  sailor's  grave. 

As  his  last  words  are  wafted  across  the  wave: 

"Good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye;  good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye."— CAor«#. 
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By  Loulae  Tuuison. 


Dear  heart,  I  love  yon;  dear  heiirt,  I  love  yon; 

AH  the  (lay  I  wonder  if  »kiei*  nre  rich  with  lilne; 

O'er  yon,  dciir  hcurt,  o'er  yon;  o'er  yim,  dear  heart,  o'er  yon; 

Or  b«iidlDf;  black  with  teiii|><:8t  and  with  tliiuider,  dear  heart,  dear  heart,  o'er  yoa. 

Dear  heart,  I  love  yon:  dear  heart,  I  love  yon; 

When  pule  Btara  are  gieaiuint;.  Bad  tenm  to  me  and  few, 

Sail  (•'■re  to  me  and  few,  Bail  ituis  lo  nie  mid  few; 

I  wonder  if  God's  lovelier  lighte  are  Htreuming,  dear  heart,  dcarh«art,  o'er  yon. 

Dear  heart,  if  life  had  only  one  bright  blossom. 

One  rose,  but  ontr  ro(<e  to  inert  the  dew, 

I'd  kiM  it,  cliinbini;  (o  yonr  rentlet-s  hoBom, 

And  wear  ita  ihorua  for  you,  and  wear  its  thorns  for  yon. 


UNDER    THE    OLD    OAK    TREE. 
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WortUand  Music  l>y  Guy  C.  Rawson. 


Under  a  wlde-iiprt'iiilliii:,  olil  oak  tree 

Sat  a  yoiiiiK  iiiniiier  out;  day 
Swiiigint;  a  crnlil.  \\  lili  a  sweet  baby  face 

Tlint  rivaled  the  flouerc  of  May; 
Willie  B<if,t  and  low  from  titiiuatli  the  bit;  l''^> 

To  thoBe  who  clianci*<l  lo  iiano  by. 
The  notes  of  a  i>"iii;  die  saiiL-  i«  her  bal>e 

As  she  soothed  liini  with  iliia  lullaby: 

C'HORtlS. 

Swinginc  l>aby  nptxi  iii^ii,  a-ole,  a-o-)e; 
Oh,  mamiiiii'K  bahy,  do  nut  cry,  a-o-ie,  a-o-!e; 
Oh,  soon  will  pmiu  come  wiili'joy,  a-o-le,  a-o-le; 
Oh,  to  kiss  his  dear,  sweet  baby  buy,  a-o-lu,  a-o-le. 

Site  eani!  him  Ihe  sent:  till  h\#  eyea  closed  in  sleep. 

With  no  thoiitfiit  of  laiirrow  or  rare; 
How  often  she  ^azed  on  the  dear  baby  face 

As  while  as  the  lilies  bo  Fair; 
She  thought  of  the  days  when  her  own  mother  dear. 

How  shortly  time  Beeineil  to  l)e. 
When  she  saiif;  her  lo  sleep  with  a  sweet  little  lay 

Under  the  same  old  oak  tKe.—  Cfiorii$. 


PRETTY  WIDOW   IN  BLOOMERS. 

9~- -  - 
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Words  by  C.  M.  Woodbrldge.    Music  by  J.  A.  Fairfield. 

There  lived  in  town  a  widower,  as  rich  as  he  conid  be. 

He  drove  the  flncBt  span  of  bays  that  ever  you  did  nee; 

The  duke's  and  baron's  daughters  came  in  Bitigle  flie  one  day. 

Sued  for  this  rich  roan's  heart  tu  win— he  this  to  them  did  say: 

CiioRtrs. 
Clickety,  clickety,  click,  click,  wheels  were  never  passed; 
Clickety,  clickety,  click,  click,  make  the  L'ii  In  go  fast; 
If  I  wed  a  pretty  girl,  she  must  take  the  chance 
Of  letting  me  decide  which  one  shall  wear  the  pants. 

And  tlien  he  placed  a  eilt-edge<)  sign  over  his  bus'noes  room: 

He  wanted  a  wife  with  eyes  of  blue,  she  cannot  come  too  voon; 

A  widow  came,  as  widows  do,  dressed  in  her  bloomer  town. 

He  looked  her  over  just  three  times,  then  pulled  his  gilt  eigu  do\¥n,—Ch0. 

She  says.  "  Dear  sir,  I  would  wed  thee;  Molasses  is  my  name; 

A  little  slow  for  winter's  use,  I  get  there  just  the  same; 

They  called  me  lioney  when  a  child  among  ihe  upiier  crust; 

If  we  should  granulate  in  one,  well  join  the  •  Suj;ar  Trust.'  "—Chorus. 

The  widow  has  a  husband  now,  the  widow  has  a  farm; 

The  widow  has  the  span  of  bays,  too  late  the  "still  alarm;" 

For  while  upon  their  wedding  tour  to  Ihe  Niaiiara  Falls, 

He  found  she  left  six  children  home  in  blue  jean  ovurulla.— C'Ao}t<«. 

She  put  him  in  a  chair,  the  baby's  on  his  thumb; 
He  will  want  a  silver  wheel— oh  1  when  will  mamma  comcT 
Rattles  her  chain  of  gold  to  him,  does  the  mother-in-law: 
Here  she  comes  with  bloomers  on,  baby  thinks  it  is  Pa.— 6'Aon/ 

Man  III  honevmoon  painted  the  town,  painted  the  coart-house  square. 

Painted  the  Jury  lieuches  down,  uainted  he,  everywhere. 

But  when  he  saw  bis  bicycle  briae  covered  with  tints  of  bine, 

Man  in  the  moon  gave  up  hia  brush,  that  Job  he  could  not  io.—  Chortu. 


I  Want  to  Tell  You  Something, 
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Words  and  Music  by  R  K.  Walah.  ^ 

A  girl  and  boy,  at  play  together,  built  a  mansion  in  the  sand; 
One  played  lady,  and  the  other  master  was  of  nil  the  land. 
Soon  disputes— the  rulers  Minder— she  in  tears  and  he  distre«sed; 
Then  he  tries  to  mend  the  blunder,  says,  tu  rouse  her  interest: 

CnoiiiTs. 

"Say?  I  want  to  tell  ynn  something,  maybe  yon  wonld  like  to  hear; 
Let  me  whlsp«T  just  this  one  tiling— Don't  stand  off  s<i  far,  come  iiearl  " 
Then  he  tells  his  story  shyly,  gives  to  her  a  soft  caress; 
And  she  smiles  in  answer  slyly,  while  she  murmurs  a  sweet  "Yes." 

As  years  pass  by.  a  maiden  cracefnl  grows,  to  Uuik  with  love-lit  eyes 
For  the  time  when  visions  lilis»ful  tt\o  heiiris  will  realize. 
He  a  stalwart  youth,  enibiirraHBed,  strives  to  speak  (he  fateful  wonl: 
Hesitates,  with  doubting  haraeeed,  this  is  what  ttie  inaideu  heard:— C/<o. 


The  Sun  May  Shine  To-Morrow,  Jack. 
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Words  aud  Husiu  by  Arthur  El  Mills. 


Insiile  a  cozv  fnrm-honsc.  whore  the  Are  was  burning  bright, 

A  farmer  with  his  chihlien  played  with  Innocent  deligbr, 

The  rain  <uiK<ide  \\a»  failint;  fust,  llie  ihiiiider  loud  did  roar, 

Wiieii  suddenly  they  lieiird  a  gentle  ra|>pini;  at  the  iloor; 

A  traveller  «eak  and  weary  asked  to  shelter  for  the  night. 

'I'ne  fanner  bade  him  welcome  to  bis  home  so  warm  and  bright. 

What,  Juckl  my  dear  old  scb<M)lmate,  who  was  once  su  free  and  gayf 

lie  saw  a  tear  fall  from  his  eye,  so  cheerfully  did  say; 

..    ,  Chorus. 

I'he  snn  may  shine  lo-innrrow.  Jack,  the  clonds  may  roll  away; 

The  sun  may  shine  to-morrow.  Jack,  and  all  look  bright  and  guy; 

liring  III)  a  chair  to  the  table.  I  have  enough  and  to  spare: 

Keiiiember  while  I  have  a  crust,  my  lad,  you're  welcome  to  have  a  share.| 

Poor  Jack  he  raised  his  droopinir  head,  a  sad  tale  he  did  tell: 
You  knew  my  sweetheart  wlieii  at  school,  the  girl  I  loved  so  well; 
Our  wedding  Ih-IIs  were  ringing,  anil  the  world  to  me  seemed  guy; 
'I'hey  toid  me  iliiit  my  love  bad  died  upon  our  wedding  day; 
I've  wundi  red  this  world  over  with  a  sad  and  broken  heurt; 
I  lost  my  life's  swevt  sniishine  when  from  her  I  had  to  part. 
H'lie  children  fathered  'round  poor  Jack,  and  wipe<l  his  tears  away; 
The  farmer  took  him  by  the  bund  and  once  agaiii  did  Bay:— Chorus. 


SWEETHEART    NELL. 
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Words  by  \Vm.  Ward.    Munic  by  E.  A.  Meyers. 


I  possess  a  little  sweetheart  by  the  cborniinc  name  of  Nell; 

111  a  neat  little  cottage  with  her  mother  she  does  dwelt; 

She  works  at  Macy's,  and  I  work  just  l>clow;  ■ 

So  to  and  from  our  work  together  we  both  go; 

Each  arternoou  at  six  I  meet  Nell  at  the  store. 

And  we  both  stroll  home  logeiher  till  we  reach  her  own  door, 

Then  she  asks  of  me  to  enter,  while  she  leans  upon  the  gate. 

I  answer,  "  No,  excuse  me,  I  will  cull  in  at  eight."    Shu  is  my— 

Cbobus. 

Sweetheart  Nell,  sweetheart  Nell; 

Of  all  the  eirls  at  Macy's,  she's  the  belle: 

I'm  shortly  going  to  wed  her,  this  secret  I  will  tell: 

She  is  the  dearest  ifirl  in  this  world.  Is  my  sweetheart  NelL 

And  at  nlt;ht.  In  the  parlor,  as  we  sit  there  all  alone. 
And  I  s|*eak  of  our  future,  when  we'll  have  onr  own  home. 
Now,  dear  Nell,  promise  that  thro' this  world  of  strife. 
You  will  be  happy  and  contenteti  all  thro'  life; 
In  one  month  we're  to  wed  in  the  dear  old  church  below — 
'J'lie  same  old  church  where  mottier  was  married  years  ago, 
^ind  tliat  day  I  now  do  long  for,  and  the  church  IhIIs  they  will  tell 
^'he  whole  world  I  have  married  my  own  sweetheart  Nell.    She  is  my— CAo. 
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leglect  it  Lad  ))een  left  for  some 
Lad  fallen  and  killed  some  one  it 
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Words  by  Arthur  J.  Latnb.    Music  by  Hans  Uno. 


My  raven  hair  ami  fliisliing  eyee  ehotild  till  the  tale  to  yon,  j         : 

Altliougli  It  cau8<-e  you  enrprioe,  the  ftniennMit  8till  IB  true: 

Upon  one  Kloridua  (•iininier  iii^lit,  in  i?"<'et  delicious  June, 

My  birtit  took  place  iu  bursts  of  liglit,  a  daughter  of  the  moon.       ' 

Chohus.  '  - 

.    I'm  a  dan>!hter  of  tlie  moon,  fair  «ii<i  radiant  as  the  mom, 
■   'Mid  the  BongBlcrs'  Buellintr  Inue  I  wac  born; 
I  look  on  other  inaule  with  BCorii,  tho'  they  be  born  In  Jane, 
For  i  am  fairer  than  the  dawn,  a  daughter  of  the  moon. 

Seek  not  to  win  my  trae>tiiig  heart,  I  am  not  of  thiB  earth; 

Althougli  your  mind  should  Buffer  Bmurt,  love  niiiy  not  know  a  hirth, 

For  all  niyldiiyB.  sweet  plaintive  lays.  I  Bliall  to  lovere  croon; 

But  all  in  vain  tliey  slug  tlie  pruiau  of  a  daughter  of  tlie  moon.— Choi-vt. 


THE    DAISY. 

Copyright,  1894.  by  Douglas  &  Ran-Bon. 
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Words  and  Music  liy  A.  Douglas. 


My  BOng  'tis  of  a  simple  little  w  liite  and  yellow  flower. 

It  has  a  place  in  many  loyal  hearts; 
Its  lieauty  ii"  siirpHBBcd  hy  many  ollifrs  of  llie  i)ower, 

Thoiiuh  an  embleiu  of  true  friciidBiiip  it  iniparie; 
We  see  iIiIb  little  cmbleni  worn  hy  those  we  love  so  dear—       :  ■ 

A  thrill  it  bringB  within  each  manly  breast; 
'TiB  born  with  elaiely  elegance  npoii  each  brother's  bier, 

Wlieu  witii  sad  and  tearful  eyes  he's  laid  to  rest. 

, :;     '         Choihib. 

The  daisy's  the  flower,  growing  in  shady  bower; 

May  tlie  tender  love  we  bear  you  now  ever  be  your  fate; 
Softly  kissed  by  the  inomini:  dew, 
■    Many's  the  heart  tliat  clingB  lo  you —  "'•• 

The  daisy,  daisy,  the  emblem  of 'forty-eight.  :' 

Each  petal  that  you  wear  npon  yonr  little  yellow  crest 

Is  » tiite  lis  snow  and  pare  as  lieaven  above; 
And  as  we  watch  them  fade  and  die  from  off  your  little  breast, 

A  tale  does  eiich  one  tell  of  manly  love. 
There  is  no  other  flower  like  yoiirBelf  that's  half  so  dear. 

To  those  who  ever  wear  your  colors  bright. 
You  shall  ever  be  the  queen  of  all  the  flowers  of  the  year. 

To  those  who  love  the  yellow  and  the  white. — C'fioi'us. 


SWINQIN^    IN    DE    SKY. 

" '  Copyright,  1895,  by  Kunkel  Bros. 


The  Naughty  Jersey  Mosquito. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Jas.  Horton. 
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By  Edith  KiiMrstey. 


Dis  nigger  ain't  nobody's  fool,  oh,  my  law; 
Go  on  a-hitchin'  up  dat  mule,  oh.  my  law; 
'Cause  we's  a-gwine  'way  upcm  high,  oh,  my  law; 
We'e  gwine  a-swiugin' in  de  sky,  oh,  my  law. 

Chorus. 

Then  run,  yon  little  niggers,  run, 
We's  gwine  to  have  a  lot  of  fun, 

Swingiu' in  de  sky; 
Den  climb,  you  little  niggers,  climb; 
We's  gwine  to  hal>  a  jolly  time, 

Swiiigin' ill  de  Rky; 
Oil  1  dar'll  be  danciu',  singin',  banjos  ringin*, 

Up  dar  in  do  sky. 
Ton'll  hab  to  roll  ont  seven — 
Please  come  'leveu, 

Swingiu' iu  de  sky.  -  ■      " 

Now  go  to  sleep,  don't  hab  to  wake,  oh,  my  law; 

Eat  all  de  frostln'  off  de  cake,  oh,  my  law; 

Put  on  your  Sunday  bib  and  tuck,  oh,  my  law;'  " 

If  you  don't,  you'll  lose  your  luck,  oh,  my  law.— C^fiw. 

Dar's  gwine  to  be  a  lazy  coon,  oh,  my  law; 
A-shootin' craps  upon  de  moon,  oh,  my  law;    . 
Take  all  de  kink  out  ob  your  hair,  oh,  my  law; 
Because  you  needn't  pay  no  fare,  oh,  my  law.— Chorut. 


—Some  one  bas  truly  said  that  the  milkman's  favorite  tune 
should  be,  "  Shall  we  gather  at  the  river." 


oil,  the  nanghty  mosquito;  oh,  the  cruel  mosqiiilo; 
I  tell  you  a  tale  about  this  sweet  nightiugale,  :, 

Oh,  that  naughty  inosqlTtlo; 
He'H  kiss  pretty  lasses,  jay  mules  and  jackasset,-    v-,  : 

Oh,  the  naughty  mosquito; 
If  he  gels  on  your  back,  you'll  think  yon  sat  on  a  tack,      ^ 
Buying,  "Ah,  there,  my  hize,"  as  liis  tweezers  he  plies; 
Then  he'll  fly  to  a  tree,  and  say  you  can't  catch  me; 
But  he  will  come  back  soon,  and  sing  the  tauie  old  tone. 

Oh,  the  naughty  mosquito;  

Oh,  the  nanghty  mosquito.  '.-'-. 

Chords. 

He  sings  yon  to  sleep,  wliile  he's  sharp'ning  bit  beak,     . 

Oh,  that  naughty  mosquito; 
The  humps  he  raises,  I  tell  you  are  daisies, 

Oh,  that  nanghty  mosquito; 
Oh,  he's  a  big  sucker  and  he's  chock  full  of  pepper, 

OU,  that  uaiigiity  mosquito.  .    ' 

Oil,  the  naughty  mosquito;  oh,  thecroet  mosqnito;      '  . 
;    lie  always  cuts  a  dash,  wherever  he  does  Ko, 

Oh,  the  naughty  mosquito;  '  _    ' 

He'll  stick  in  your  hair  if  you're  bald  there. 

Oil,  the  iiHtighty  moBquito: 
At  night  lie  swlnj^s  a  lamp,  lie  loves  to  blee<l  a  tramp; 
Now,  when  the  light  is  red,  go  hide  under  the  bed: 
If  y.tn  should  roll  home  tiglit,  your  nose  he'll  surely  bite; 
Upon  your  face  he'll  spring,  aiidiiicely  to  you  sin^. 

Oh,  the  naughty  mosquito; 

Oil,  the  nanghty  mosquito.— CA<»'ff«. 

Oh,  the  Jersey  mosqnito:  oh,  tbe  naughty  mosquito: 
He'll  buzz  around  s\.'eethearts  that  go  out  in  tlie  parks. 

Oh,  thatiiaiiolitv  iiiosqiilto; 
Can't  say  they  get  fi.ll,  but.  mamma,  how  they  pull. 

Oh,  ihiit  ntiuulily  iniisqiiito; 
Two  girls  quite  merrily  went  bulbing  in  the  sea; 
:    He  waited  for  a  chanco  to  pierce  them  like  a  lance; 

He  smote  tliem  on  ihe  lum-,  and  they  ran  for  tlieir  clotlies, 
•   For  mercy  they  did  beg  when  he  caught  tlieiii  iu  the  leg. 

Oil,  that  naughty  inosqiiito; 

Oil,  that  naughty  mosquito. — Chorus. 

Oil,  Ihe  Jersey  mosqnito;  oh,  the  naughty  mosqnito: 
When  your  girl's  head  s  on  your  breast  he'll  say  take  a  re«t. 

Oh,  that  noisy  mosquito:' 
,  He'll  sing.  Girls  in  blue,  with  accompaniment,  too,  ,  ■ 

Oh,  that  6e«'-8aw  inosqiiito; 
Then  he'll  waltz  down  the  centre  and  dance  the  Du  Ventre; 
Wlien  he  Sees  a  high-kicker,  he  just  lets  her  flicker: 
Tlien  a  Dutcli  song  and  dance  he  will  do  without  pants; 
He's  a  blood-tliirsty  nipper,  just  like  Jack  the  Ripper, 

Oh,  that  naughty  mosquito; 

Oh,  that  naughty  mosquiio.—  CAoruf.    '■  ■   . 

Oh,  the  Jersey  Mosqnito;  oh,  that  free-trade  mosquito; 
;.  He  got  on  to  Grover  and  chewed  him  all  over, 

Oh,  that  crazy  mosquito; 
And  he  raised  a  big  lump,  then  flew  to  a  stump,  '.■', 

Oh,  tlie  tricky  mosquito; 
Then  Cleveland  he  swore  atid  did  vainly  implore. 
But  his  blood-sucking  nibbles  kept  right  on  with  his  jigs, 
And  said  no  surrender,  for  I'm  on  a  bender, 
I'll  get  even  iH'fore  many  years  more. 

Oh,  tite  wily  mosquito; 

Ok,  the  wily  mosquito.— CAoru*.       -^jd*^..- 

Oh,  the  nanghty  mosquito:  oh,  the  Jersey  mosquito; 
He'll  look  in  your  eye,  then  he'll  say  what  a  guy. 

Oh,  that  naughty  mosquito; 
^r  he  meets  a  sweet  dude,  he  will  not  think  it  rude. 

Oh,  tliat  naughty  mosquito; 
For  he'll  build  a  nice  bed,  on  that  very  soft  head. 
Then  he'll  whisper,  fine  hair,  and  his  diideship  will  stare     ' 
Through  the  glass  iu  his  eye,  saying,  au  ihear,  dear  fly, 
Won't  you  please  go  awny:  do  not  bile  me  to-day. 

Oh,  you  naughty  mosqnito;  ';    .. 

Oh,  you  naughty  mosquito.- C%0?*««.  - 

Oh,  the  Jersey  moequito;  ob,  the  naughty  mosquito;    ., 
His  teeth  they  are  sharp,  and  he  toots  on  his  hnrp. 

Oh,  the  naughty  mosquito: 
He  plays  'round  the  bed.  for  he's  going  to  be  fed,  .    . 

Oh,  tlie  wily  mosquito;  ' 

"  Then  he  gets  down  to  hiz,  and  you  holler  for  Liz; 
As  the  deeper  he  bores,  the  louder  Liz  snores; 
Then  you  plead,  oh,  dear  sir,  bite  a  piece  out  of  her,     .-:,,•■■ 
:  And  just  leave  me  alone,  for  I'm  all  skin  and  bone. 

Oh,  yon  nanghty  mosquito;  :'.  •  ,  • ,; 

Ob,  you  naughty  mosquito.— CAon».  ^       -       :    --* 
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■yv*i$i9^m:*-  ^jt^ 


— A  man,  upon  the  verge  of  bankruptcy,  having  purchased  an 
elegant  coat,  upon  credit,  and  being  told  by  one  of  his  acquain- 
tances that  the  coat  was  too  short  replied,  with  a  sigh — "  It  will 
be  long  enough  before  1  get  another." 
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When  the  Little  Ones  Are  Coming 
Home  from  School. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


Words  and  SIunlc  l.y  Cliaunccy  Olcott. 


Katie,  my  darlin;;,  iilonc  I  am  waiting, 

WaitiOK  and  wiilcliini:  nloiie  liy  the  iitilo. 
Why  ke«|>  ni»*  li«-rr,  wliile  my  lu-art  le  inside,  doat? 

So  <>p«-n  your  dixir,  love,  inid  pne  ni"  jmir  niuile. 
Yon  promised  you'd  iiicft  me  at  ciulit  l>y  the  etiie,  dear; 

Wlieri-  are  yon  now,  wliiU-  yonr  lover  in  lieret 
Oil.  come  to  me  qiiicl<ly.  tny  heart  it  is  >euriiiiiK, 

Yearuinc  and  walling  fur  yon,  Kuty,  dear. 

All,  never  fenr.  yoo'll  be  pnfe  in  my  iicepinp, 

I  will  piiard  o'er  yon,  itBleep  or  awnke, 
Notliint!  can  harm  ynii  while  my  love'8  tiroiind  you; 

I'd  lay  down  my  life.  Kiity,  for  your  dear  eal»e. 
As  frne  as  the  stnrs  keepiun  watch  thro'  the  long  iiiglit, 

SiX'li  will  my  failhfiil  waicli  constiintly  he; 
To  clieer  yon,  to  giiiile  yon  o'er  life's  stormy  ocean. 

Give  me  but  that  lot,  aud  joy  wuita  for  me. 


Believe  Me,  if  All  Those  Endearing 
Yonng  Charms. 

Written  ond  Composed  by  'nion)as  Moore.  *"  ~ 
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Sung  by  Chauncey  Olcott  in  "  The  Irish  Artist" 


Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearini;  young  cliarins. 

Which  I  gaze  on  so  fondly  ti>-dav. 
Were  to  chanue  by  tcvmorrow,  unil  fleet  in  my  arme. 

Like  fairy  fifts.  fHilliit:  away  — 
'J'lioii  would'st  still  i>c  adored,  as  this  moment  thou  art. 

Let  thy  ioveliiiei*s  fade  as  it  will: 
And  aroiind  the  dear  Mill)  each  wish  uf  my  Lturt 

Woiilil  entwine  itself  verdalilly  etlll. 

It  is  not  wliile  beauty  and  yoiitli  are  thine  own. 

And  thy  cheeks  iinprofaiied  by  a  tear. 
'J'hat  tlie  fervor  ami  failli  of  a  eoul  can  be  known. 

To  whicli  Time  will  Ihii  make  ihee  more  dea[. 
(III!  the  heart  that  ban  truly  loved  never  forKi'tS, 

liiii  IIS  truly  loves  on  to  I  lie  close. 
As  liie  Kiiiillower  turns  on  lier  L'od,  wlien  be  sets, 

Tiie  same  look  which  she  turned  when  be  rose. 


LOOK    IN    MY    HEART. 

Cnpyrlght,  ISM,  by  T.  B.  Hartns  ft  ro.    English  copyright  secured. 
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Words  by  Chauncey  Olcott.     Music  by  Chai 


i||sE. 


Pratt. 


Why  will  you  nsk  me,  my  darlinc,  to  icJl  you  if  my  heart  \t  true?  ^^ 

Do  yon  not  know  it,  my  loved  one?  Jiiilj;e  it  by  your  love— oh,  do. 
Then,  if  you  flii<l  it  fitill  wiintiiiK.  come  lo  me,  then,  and  I'll  prove 
That  you  have  err'd  in  your  judtment,  my  darling, 

,  Judgment  of  one  wlio  loves  you.  jiiduiiieiit  of  one  who  lovpg  yon.  loves  yon. 

'  Look  in  my  heart  with  tiiine  eyes,  dear,  there  you  w  ill  find  it  eMbrined; 
Look  in  my  heart  with  thine  eyes,  <leur.  for  love  It  is  tliere,  and  tliiiie: 
Look  in  my  heart  witli  thine  eyes,  dear,  for  love  it  is  tliere,  and  tliiiie. 

Wliat  is  my  love,  oh,  my  darling?  How  can  I  And  words  to  fell? 
Ask  of  the  flowers  in  tlie  meadow,  ask  of  the  flowers  in  tlic  dell. 
Had  I  lint  power,  love,  to  tell  you  nil  that  my  heart  holds  for  you, 
'I'lieii  yoii'a  believe  me,  my  dardiiK.  knowino  that  my  love  was  true. 

What  made  me  love  you.  my  dnrlini;?  How  can  I  answer  you  this? 
My  lieart  first  spoke,  in  its  Ihroobini;.  throbliiii};  at  that  flrst  sweet  kiss. 
Which  <ni  my  lipi*  is  siill  liurnini;.  there  it  shall  ever  leiuaiu; 
Nolliihg  but  deaili  cun  erase  it,  my  darliiii;: 

In  heav'ii  'twill  be  there  llie  same,  in  lieav'n  'twill  be  there  the  same,  the  same. 
Look  in  my  heart  wiili  tliine  eyes,  tli-iir,  there  you  will  And  it  enshrined; 
Look  iu  my  heart,  with  thine  eyes,  dear,  for  love  it  is  there,  and  tliine; 
Look  ill  my  heart,  with  thine  eyes,  dt-ur,  for  love  it  ie  tliere,  aud  tliine. 


— "  Hans,"  said  one  Gerinnn  to  ntiotlier  in  the  streets  of  Frank- 
fort, "  wliut  are  you  crvinp  (ihoiit?  "  "I  am  crying  because  the 
great  Rothscliilil  is  dead,"  wti-s  tlie  reply.  "  And  why  should  you 
cry  about  that?"  wa.<«  the  furtht-r  qtirry;  "  lie  was  no  relation  of 
yours,  was  he?"  "  No."  was  tlie  answer,  half  smothered  in  sobs, 
"  no  relation  at  all,  and  that's  lust  what  I'm  crying  for?" 
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Words  by  Howard  Graham.    Music  by  Charles  Qraham. 


In  tlie  afternoon,  when  lesson  lime  is  o'er. 

Anil  the  little  ones  troop  from  I  be  BCbool-room  door. 
How  one's  mem'ry  will  go  back,  o'er  life's  rough  and  stormy  track. 

For  some  one  we  biv'tt  that  we  shall  see  no  more. 
Suiiie  child  sweetheart  it  may  be,  liglit  of  heart  and  fancy  free. 

In  the  days  of  copy-books,  of  slates  and  rule: 
And  |ierbaps  she's  passed  away,  Imt  you'll  iliiiik  of  her  each  day, 

When  the  little  oiies  are  cuming  liome  from  school. 

Rkprain. 

When  the  little  ones  are  coming  home  from  school; 

With  sparkling  eyes  uml  hearts  with  joy  so  full,  " 

Cliildhootl's  days  come  back  to  mind,  with  the  loved  ones  left  behind. 

When  the  little  ones  are  coming  home  from  school. 

You  may  recollect  the  boy  Ihey  called  a  fool,  , 

Who  was  kept  In  by  the  teacher  after  school, 
(idling  rich  in  after  years,  battling  worldly  strife  and  fears,         ~ . . 

While  he  always  lived  up  lo  tlie  golden  rule. 
There's  the  boy  tliat  knew  it  all,  whose  pride  went  l>efore  his  fall, 

And  the  boy  whose  cry  was  all  cry  and  no  wool: 
Some  are  here,  some  passed  away,  but  you'll  think  of  them  each  day, 

When  the  liUle  ones  are  coming  home  from  school.— 7^4/>utM. 


KATY    MAHONE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  chnuncey  Olcott.    ~, 

In  that  little  brown  cottage  that  stands  over  there, 

Dwells  my  sweet  Katy  Mahoiie: 
Wuli  her  l>eantiful  nature  and  soul  full  of  love. 

Oh.  slie  has  my  heart  alone. 
If  ever  yon  met  her,  oti,  tiien  you'd  not  blame  ms 

For  loving  her  as  1  do, 
For  who,  iu  this  world,  has  ever  l)een  known 

To  resist  love  that's  tender  aud  true. 

Refrain. 

Ob,  Eaiy  Malinne,  I'm  yours  alone. 

Why  keep  me  waiting  for  yon? 
Give  me  your  heart,  as  well  as  your  baud, 

Aud  I'll  keep  it  safe  for  you,  Katy. 

Now  time  may  change  all  things,  hut  never  my  heart; 

It  will  remain  the  same. 
Anil  be  not  like  the  beautiful  snow  when  it  falls. 

To  go  with  the  very  first  rain; 
Diit  more  like  the  lieauiifiil  ivy  that  creeps, 

As  around  the  old  ruin  it  springs; 
Time  cannot  efface  it  or  lessen  its  love,  ;... 

For  the  older,  tiie  closer  it  clings.— y^epaJx. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Andrew  Mack.  '     '. 


Come,  my  little  one,  I  will  sliow  to  yon 

The  art  of  making  love; 
'TIs  simple,  'tis  sweet,  yonr  little  heart  will  beat; 

'Tis  like  an  inspiration  from  above; 
It  comes  with  tlie  sunrise,  tt  stays  till  late  at  iiiglit; 
Waking,  sleeping,  you  will  find  it  there; 
Tlioiigli  yon're  too  yonng  lo  know,  you  must  do  it  so. 
If  you  want  to  properly  make  love. 

CnontTS. 
Oracefnily,  tenderly,  you  take  your  sweetheart's  hand; 
You  press  it  to  your  lips— oh,  Slie  will  iinilerslaiiil: 
For  love  will  find  a  way  to  make  the  passion  grand 
In  tlie  art  of  making  \ove.--{_Dancf.] 

Love's  the  thine  that  makes  two  souls  as  one;    '  -^ 

They're  wedded  ne'er  to  part; 
All  seem  to  say,  as  they  go  on  tlieir  way, 

"  How  happy  now  tliat  he  has  won  her  hearti " 
Obi  I  will  be  true,  love,  if  you'll  be  true  to  me;      ~"^    : 
Joy  for  thee,  my  darling,  to  the  eml: 

A  love  with  no  alloy,  bnppiness  and  joy,     •'  ;.  .-"  .    '■ . 

Prosperity  will  surely  attend.— CAo>-u*. 
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Yee,  we'll  rally  'round  the  flair,  boys,  we'll  rally  once  agaio, 

ShoiitiiiK  ilie  l)aUle<ry  of  freedom;  1 

We'll  rally  from  the  hillside,  we'll  rally  from  the  plain. 
Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  freedom. 

Chorus. 
The  Uoion  forever,  hurrah,  boye,  hurrah! 
Down  with  the  traitor,  up  with  the  etarl 
While  we  rally  'round  the  fla^^  ooys,  rally  ouce  again,  ■ 
Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  freedom. 

We  are  ^prinpiiiR  to  the  call  of  our  brothers  gone  before, 

Shoiitinu  the  baitle-cry  of  freedom; 
And  we'll  fill  the  vacant  ranks  with  a  million  freemen  more, 

SlioutiuK  the  battle-cry  of  freedom.— CAora*. 

We  will  welcome  to  our  numbers  the  loyal,  true  and  brave, 

Shdiitiinr  the  battle-cry  of  freedom; 
And  alihoiii;h  lie  may  he  poor,  he  shall  never  be  a  slave^ 

Shouiiuii  the  battle-cry  of  freedom.— CAoru«.  ''■■' 

So  we're  epriiiciue  to  the  call  from  the  East  and  from  the  West, 

Shouting  tin;  battle-cry  of  freedom; 
And  we'll  hurl  the  rebel  crew  from  the  land  we  loved  the  best, 

Slioutiug  the  battle-cry  of  freedom.— C'AorM«.  / 

•    ^  %  m     I 

MARCHING  THROUGH  GEORGIA 
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Bring  the  goo<l  old  bngle,  l>oy8,  we'll  sing  another  gong — 
Sinu  it  with  a  spirit  that  will  utart  the  world  along— 
Sinn  It  as  we  used  to  sing  it.  fifty  thousand  strong, 
Wliile  we  were  marchiujj  through  Georgia. 

Chorus. 

nurrahl  hurrah!  we  bring  the  jubilee! 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  the  flag  thiit  makes  yon  freel 

So  we  sang  the  chorus  from  Atlanta  to  the  sea, 

While  we  were  marching  through  Georgia. 

How  the  darkies  shouted  when  they  heard  the  joyful  soaud; 
How  the  turkeys  gobbled  which  our  commissary  found; 
Dow  the  sweet-potatoes  even  started  from  the  ground. 
While  we  were  marching  through  Georgia.— (7 Ao>«». 

Yes,  and  there  were  Union  men  who  wept  with  joyful  fears. 
When  they  saw  the  honored  flag  they  had  not  seen  for  years; 
llfirdly  could  they  he  r«-8traine<l  from  breaking  forth  in  cheers, 
While  we  were  marching  through  Georgia.— t7jo;««. 

Sherman's  dashing  Yankee  boys  Avill  never  reach  the  coastl 
So  the  saucy  rebels  said— and  'twas  a  handsome  boast — 
liad  (hey  not  forgot,  alasl  to  reckon  with  the  host. 
While  we  were  marching  through  Georgia.— tViOri/j. 

So  we  made  a  thoroughfare  for  freedom  and  her  train. 
Sixty  niili-B  In  latitude,  three  hundred  to  the  main; 
Treason  fled  before  us,  for  resistance  was  in  vain. 
While  we  were  marching  tlirough  Georgia.— CAoitM. 


STAR-SPANGLED    BANNER.^ 
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Oil,  say  can  you  sec,  by  the  dawn's  early  light. 
What  so  proudly  we  hailed  at  the  twiliglit's  laft  irleanilngt 

Whose  broad  6tri|>eB  and  bright  stars,  tlirough  ihe  i>orili>iis  fight. 
O'er  the  ramparts  we  watched  were  so  gallantly  fireaming. 

And  the  rocket's  red  glare,  the  bombs  Inirsling  in  air. 

Gave  proof  through  the  night  that  our  fl:ig  was  still  there. 
Oh,  say,  does  that  star-spangled  banner  yet  wave 
O'er  the  laud  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave? 

On  the  shore,  dimly  seen  through  the  mists  of  the  deep. 
Where  the  foe's  haughty  host  in  dread  silence  reposes. 

What  is  that,  which  the  breeze,  o'er  the  towerliiK  steep. 
As  it  fitfully  blows,  half  conceals,  half  disclosi-s? 

Now  it  catches  ihe  gleam  of  the  morning's  first  beam;       ■ 

In  full  glory  reflected,  now  shines  in  the  stream. 
'Tis  the  star-spangled  baunerl— oh,  long  nmy  it  wave 
O'er  the  laud  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 

And  where  is  that  band  who  so  vannfincly  swore, 
'Mid  the  havoc  of  war  and  the  battle's  confusion, 

A  home  and  a  country  they'd  leave  us  no  more? 
Their  blood  has  washed  out  their  foul  footsteps,  {lollutionl 

No  refuge  could  save  the  liireljng  and  slave 

From  the  terror  of  flight,  or  the  gloom  of  the  grave. 
And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  doth  wave 
O'er  the  laud  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 

Oh,  thus  be  it  ever,  when  freemen  shall  stand 
Between  their  loved  home  and  war's  desolation; 

Blest  with  Victory  and  peace,  may  the  heaven-rescued  land 
Praise  the  power  that  hath  made  and  preserved  us  a  uiiiiou. 

Tlicu  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  if  is  just, 

And  this  be  our  motlo:  "  In  God  is  our  trust!  " 
And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  shall  wave 
O'er  the  laud  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 
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RED,   WHITE    AND    BLUE. 
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O  Columbia,  the  gem  of  the  ocean. 

The  Imnie  of  the  brave  and  the  free, 
The  shrine  of  each  patriot's  devotion,  . 

A  world  offers  homage  to  thee. 
Thy  niaiidaies  makes  heroes  assemble. 

When  lil)erty's  form  stands  ill  view; 
Thy  bauinrs  make  tyrants  tremble. 

When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

Chorus. 
. .    When  borne  by  tlie  Red,  White  and  Blue, 
When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue; 

'I'liy  banners  miike  tyrants  tremble,  ; 

When  borue  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue.    -' 

When  war  waged  its  wide  desolation  * 

And  threatened  our  land  to  deform,  , 

The  aik  then  of  freedom's  foundation,  ..''  ■  ^ 

Columbia,  rode  safe  through  the  storm. 
With  her  garland  of  victory  o'er  her. 

When  so  proudly  she  bore  her  bold  crew, 
With  her  flag  proudly  floating  before  her. 

The  bo;i8t  of  the  Red,  White  and  Blue.— CAortM, 

The  wine  cup,  the  wine  cup  bring  hither. 

And  fill  you  it  up  to  the  brim; 
May  the  wreath  they  have  won  never  wither. 

Nor  the  star  of  their  glory  grow  dimi 
May  the  service  united  ne'er  sever,         -   .    -    '         .      ; 

And  hold  to  their  colors  so  true! 
The  Army  and  the  Navy  for  ever! 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue!— CAoru*. 


HAIL    COLUMBIA. 
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Hail  Columbial  liappy  land! 
Hail,  ye  heroes!  heaven-born  band! 
Who  fought  and  bleil  in  freedom's  cause. 
Who  fouglit  and  bled  in  freedom's  cause. 
And  when  the  storm  of  war  was  gone. 
Enjoyed  the  jteace  your  valor  won. 
Lei  independence  lie  our  boost, 
^       ■         Ever  mindful  what  it  cost; 

Ever  grateful  for  the  prize,  _  • 

Let  its  altar  reach  the  skies.  .      ' 

Chorus. 
Firm  united  let  ns  be,  rallying  'round  our  Liberty; 
As  a  baud  of  brothers  joined,  peace  and  safety  we  shall  find. 

Immortal  patriots,  rise  once  more. 
Defend  your  rights,  defend  your  shore; 
Let  no  rude  foe,  with  impious  hand. 
Let  no  rude  foe,  with  impious  hand. 
Invade  the  shrine  where  sacred  lies. 
Of  toil  and  bl0(Mi,  the  well-earned  prize. 
While  offering  peace,  sincere  and  just. 
In  heaven  we  place  a  manly  trust. 
That  truth  and  justice  will  prevail, 
i"  "  Aud  every  scheme  of  bondage  taU.—  Chorut. 

Sound,  sound  the  trumpet  of  fame! 

Let  Washiiiglon's  great  name 

Ring  through  the  world  with  loud  applause. 

King  throuuh  the  world  with  loud  applause; 

Let  every  clime  to  freedom  dear 

Listen  with  a  joyful  ear. 

With  equal  skill  and  God-like  power. 

He  govern 'd  in  the  fearful  hour 

Of  horrid  war;  or  guides,  with  case. 

The  happier  times  of  honest  i)eace.—C/iO»i«. 

Behold  the  chief  who  now  commands 
Again  to  serve  liis  conniry,  stands — 
The  rock  on  which  the  storm  will  iHjat, 
The  rock  on  which  the  storm  will  beat; 
But,  armed  in  virtue  firm  and  true. 
His  hopes  are  fixed  on  heaven  and  yon. 
When  hope  was  sinking  in  dismay 
And  gloom  obscured  Columbia's  day, 
His  steady  mind,  from  changes  free. 
Eesolved  on  death  or  liberty.— C7/tww«. 


-  r-' 
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— An  ignorant  candidate  for  medical  honors,  Laving  been 
thrown  ahnosl  into  a  fever  from  his  incapability  of  answering  the 
questions,  was  asked  by  one  of  the  censors  how  he  would  sweat  a 
patient  for  the  rheumatism?  "I  would  send  him  here  to  be 
examined,"  he  replied. 
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Wrlttsn  and  CompoMd  l>y  Eldred  Pnwel. 
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A  Kmall  machine,  but  i;raiid.  is  a  human  being's  band. 

With  iLx  roiir  simple  fliiet^rs  and  a  thitnil); 
YiM  ileuds  of  Hterliiii;  wortli  tire  ]>erformed  upon  this  earth 

Uy  four  iiltlc  finucrd  iiiiil  a  tliiimb. 
Th'-n 's  I  he  l)tti>y.  |iretty  dot.  wants  a  ecaldlng  hot  tea-pot 

In  its  four  tiny  fliiKersniid  its  thum)>; 
Lrtif  r  on,  its  lu-art  to  ciieer,  it  may  want  a  pot  of  bccr 

In  its  four  (;ro\vu-iip  fingers  and  its  thumb. 

CiioRiri. 

Four  fliict'rs  and  a  thumb,  thoy  can  nialie  the  lonR  Rrccn  come: 

There  is  nothing  in  the  world  so  bandy  as  four  little  fingers  and  a  thumb. 

Master  Tommy,  if  yon  please,  goes  to  rob  the  apple  trees, 

With  his  four  naiiKlity  fluirt^rs  and  a  thumb; 
Wiien  he  sees  old  farmer  Uiclc  come  towards  him  with  a  sticli 

In  Ills  four  niHSslve  flncers  and  a  tlinmb. 
Away,  then.  Tommy  goes,  and  up  to  his  little  nose 

Go  Ilia  four  little  fliii;erB  and  a  thumb; 
But,  alas!  if  he  gets  copped,  tiiere's  a  hand  npon  bira  dropped 

Like  ten  ihousaud  fingers  and  a  tUnmb.—  C/un^ut. 

A  maiden,  so  dedatc,  stands  and  holds  the  garden  gate 

With  her  four  dainty  flncers  and  a  thumb; 
While  the  other  pretty  hand  is  embraced,  youMl  nnderstand, 

By  four  manly  fingers  and  a  thumb. 
"  Oil,  name  the  day,"  says  he,  "  when  yonr  heart  you'll  give  to  me. 

And  your  four  darliiii;  fiitKers  and  a  thumb." 
She  iijimt-s  it,  pretty  one,  and  a  few  years  later  on 

There's  a  house  full  of  fingers  and  of  thumbs.— CAorT<». 

Some— shall  I  call  them  fools— would  turn  music-halls  to  schools 

If  tlicy  had 'em 'neath  their  flnnt-rs  and  their  thumb; 
People  want  to  he  ainnsed,  not  ax  little  children  used, 

Hy*Mrs.  (irundy's  fineers  and  her  thumb. 
So  while  the  chance  Is  ripe,  come  with  cicarette  and  pipe 

In  your  four  working  flneers  and  your  thumb; 
And  if  you  like  a  man,  why,  make  all  the  noise  yon  can 

Willi  your  fonr  bearty  fingers  and  your  thumb.—  C'fiorut. 


WHO'S    YOUR    FRIEND? 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Von  Tllzer. 
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No  doubt  you've  heard  some  people  use,  while  walkine  down  the  street. 
An  expression  quite  familiar,  cast  at  every  one  they  meet; 
They  say  it  merely  just  for  sport,  at  men  and  women,  ev'ry  sort. 

If  yori  Khoiild  liBteii  while  you're  passing  by. 
While  standing  on  the  corners,  or  while  walking  down  the  street. 
At  pretty  srirls,  at  giddy  girls,  and  girls  with  "  Trilby  "  feet. 
A*  they  have  nothing  else  to  do,  why  this  remark  they'll  eay  to  yon, 

All  expression  used  just  merely  for  a  guy : 

CnoBUB. 
-    ,  ,         "Who's  yonr  friend?  Who's  yonr  friend?" 

They'll  say  it  juct  as  you  are  passing  by. 
.'  "  Who's  your  Triendf  Who's  your  friend? " 

They'll  say  it  just  to  try  and  catch  yonr  eye. 
I  think  you  surely  ought  to  Inlrotliice  me; 
Don't  yon  think  that  for  a  moment  you  can  lose  me; 
Yes,  to  win  her  1  would  fight, 
'-.  For  I  think  she's  out  of  eight; 

Tell  me.  Jack,  who's  your  friend? 

You've  boon  to  balls  and  parties,  snrely,  every  one  of  yon; 
For  some  would  rather  dance  than  cat — alas!  we  know  it's  true. 
You'll  lake  a  girl  to  some  swell  dance,  at  other  fellows  she  will  glance; 

Yen,  ill  her  f  hy  and  mo<lest  little  way. 
Of  Course,  the  lioys  would  like  to  meet  your  pretty  little  bean. 
You'll  hear  them  nay,  while  passing  by,  "  A  pretty  girl,  by  Joel  " 
A  friend  is  with  t)ie  boys,  by  chance,  while  posing  by  at  him  }'on  glance, 

He'll  call  yoa  buck  and  to  you  he  will  say: 

>  CnoRUB. 

"Who's  yonr  friend?  Who's  your  friend?" 

Now,  sure,  old  boy,  you'll  let  me  have  a  dance. 
"Who's  your  frienii?  Who's  yonr  friend?" 

I  leil  you.  Jack,  she's  put  me  in  a  trance; 
I  think  you  surely  ought  to  Introduce  me; 
Don't  yon  think  that  for  a  momeut  yon  can  lose  me; 
Yes,  to  will  her  I  would  fight. 
For  I  think  she's  out  of  sight:  ■    ■■   ' 

Tell  me,  Jack,  who's  your  friend? 


DE    'POSSUM    DADDY    STOLE. 
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—Light  employment— Building  castles  in  the  air. 


!        .  Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Harvey. 

Cnlind  babies,  what  yon  like  to  eat? 
Little  chllliin,  I'se  got  sumfln' sweet; 
Hi-yi-yaht  Coons  and  nitigahs,  get  ui>on  yob  feet. 

Come  and  do  as  yon  was  tole. 
Look  dart  I'se  got  possum,  yum,  ynm,  ynm,  yoa  bet  lt*i  nice; 
Quit  dat  shoutin'  now,  be  just  as  still  as  mice; 
All  good  chillun  dey  is  gwme  to  have  a  slice 

Ob  de  'possum  daddy  stole;  look  darl 

Chorus. 
Pickaninnies  pickin'  on  de  banjo,  huckleberries  all  as  black  as  coal; 
Chickabiddies  chasin'  roun'  de  cabin,  come  an'  eat  de  'possum  daddy  stole; 
Come,  just  come;  oh,  come,  come  an'  eat  de  'possum  daddy  stole. 

Call  yob  mammy,  'kase  we  want  her  beaht 

Uncle  Sammy,  Fetch  along  de  beer;  .;: 

Ui-yi-yuh!  Aunt  Sabina  sitiin' in  de  cbeer; 

Brung  lie  watermillion  cole; 
Look  dar!  carve  de 'possum—wo  am  gwlne  to  have  a  treat; 
Slice  de  'million,  it  am  juicy,  cool  an'  sweet; 
Quit  dat  yellln',  or  de  neighbors  come  an' eat 

All  de 'possum  daddy  stole;  lookdarl— CA<»n/». 


THE  OIRL  WHO  LEFT  A  HAPPY 
HOME    FOR    ME. 
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Words  and  Muslo  by  Guasle  L.  Davis. 


Two  lancbing  eyes  will  greet  me  when  the  toils  of  day  arc  done. 

Of  the  girl  who  left  a  happy  liome  for  me; 
With  a  klxs  I  know  she'll  greet  me  at  the  setting  of  the  sun, 

The  girl  who  left  a  happy  home  for  me; 
Beside  the  gate  she's  waiting,  and  su|>per's  waiting,  too; 

Her  little  hands  alone  prepared  the  tea: 
Life  to  me's  a  dream  of  pleasure,  for  her  love  was  tried  and  true. 

The  girl  who  left  a  happy  home  for  me. 

Chorus. 
No  king  upon  his  throne,  no  love  the  world  has  known, 

No  happiness  on  eartli  could  ever  lie 
A"  sacred  and  divine  as  that  little  love  of  mine. 

The  girl  who  left  u  happy  home  for  me. 

She  left  her  wealthy  parents  and  gave  me  her  heart  and  hand. 

The  girl  who  hft  a  happy  home  for  me; 
Changed  a  mansion  for  a  cottaue,  naught  but  love  there  to  command. 

The  i!irl  who  left  a  ha|ipy  home  for  me; 
The  rich  folks  that  once  'mew  her  now  coldly  pass  her  liy — 

Her  name  they  dropiied  from  their  society: 
We  are  happy  in  a  cottage,  just  tliis  little  wife  and  1, 

She's  the  girl  who  left  a  happy  home  for  me.— 6^ Ao>*tw. 


MOLLY     M  ALONE  Y. 
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Words  and  Mukic  by  Harry  Dacre. 

Ah!  now,  ebfon  off  yer  foolin',  beantifiil  Molly  Maloney; 

I  don't  like  ridicuiiii'  even  from  Molly  Maloney; 

Ail  r|o|it,  sure  you  may  laugh  at  me;  I  don't  care  how  yon  chaft  at  me; 

You  shall  answer  me  "  Yes"  or  "No  "  l>efore  I'll  allow  you  to  go. 

Chorus. 
Molly  dear,  don't  yon  hear  what  all  the  neighbors  are  saying; 

They  say  you  are  too  gay,  you  will  lie  no  man's  wife; 
Molly  dear,  |ell  me  here  if  with  my  heart  you  are  playing. 

So  that  I  may  say  "  Glood-bye  "  to  the  dream  of  my  life. 

K\\\  now,  give  over  sighin',  beanilfnl  Molly  Maloney; 

You  know  I  am  jiint  dyiii',  d\  in'  for  Alolly  Maloney; 

Most  uirls  make  a  big  rnsh  for  me,  you'll  have  no  need  to  blush  for  me. 

If  I  nmrry  old  Sal  Mugeo  'twill  just  bring  a  fortune  to  me.  — C'Aorws. 

Patrick,  listen  to  me,  sir,  answered  Miss  Mollv  Maloney: 
Tell  old  Sally  Magee,  eir,  this  from  the  uirl  called  Maloney; 
I  mean  shortly  to  marry  you.  to  church  I  mean  to  rarry  yon; 
None  but  Molly  shall  be  your  bride;  thank  you,  sweet,  sweetheart,  I  cried. 

Cnonns. 
Molly  dear,  we  can  hear  what  all  the  neighbors  are  saying;  ' 

They  say  you  are  too  gay.  yon  will  he  no  man's  wife; 
Molly  dear,  all  Is  clear,  with  my  fond  heart  yon're  not  playing, 
So  that  I  can  live  and  die  in  the  dream  of  my  life. 
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Kiich  an  lYinoAtton  «Aa  mj  alary  Ann 

Aiild  Lone  Syne 

Ella  Rh« 

Old  ciibin  home 

Little  ones  at  bom* 

OM  bliick  Joe 

Hi)nie.  Fw«et  home 

Ijirloiard  watch 

Many  can  help  one 

KilUrncy 

,S)'i)  that  my  trrave's  kept  gieeu 

(Jraiidfutlier  s  clock 

Km  1  net's  "Lullaby" 

Thi>  harp  that  once  thro'  Tara'i  haJla 

My  country,  'tis  of  thee 

Sweet  forget-nio-not 

Whire  waa  Moses  when  the  light  went 

Nancy  Lee  [outi 

Write  lue  a  letter  from  home 

lU-autiful  isle  of  the  sea 

OM  folks  at  honi»  (3uanee  rlbber) 

Come  bivck  to  Krin 

Kwci  t  bye  and-bye  ■    i 

My  pretty  red  ro»e 

\NTioa,  Emma 

Katie's  s«-cret  ' 

You'll  remember  me 

h(K'ked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep 

Kfithleen  Mavoumecn 

I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halli 

Weariiif*  of  the  preen 

When  you  and  I  were  younjf,  Maf^gle 

Cottjipe  by  the  sea 

We  parted  by  the  river  Fide 

Wilt  n  1  saw  sweet  Nellie  home 

SwM't  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

lAst  rose  of  Summer 

Sliamus  O'P.rien 

Exile  of  Erin 

Mapjrie's  secret 

Or  any  other  man— Stnropipeeob 

1  cannot  call  her  mother 

Would  I  were  with  ther 

I'oor  old  slave 

<;a«<v  social  club 

Cuin^M-rland's  crew 

Tukc  this  letter  to  my  mother 

A  model  love  letter 

Kemale  fitratapein 

How  to  kiss  a  lady 

Dublin  bay 

The  wife's  commcndmentii         •  - 

The  liusban<rs  coinmandraenti 

Itule.-i  for  buniini'r-N 

I  jttle  old  Utff  cabin  in  the  lane 

R-vrliara  Krietchie  -KkcitatioiI 

Miircbiryr  throwch  (Ji'onria 

When  I  was  a  lad  -Pinafore 

Wido'Ar  in  the  cottage  by  tbaaa* 

Dancinpr  in  the  bam 

Fire  in  the  prate 

Wandering  refugee 

Bluecyod  Nelly 

Minstn'l  t>oy 

I/etUT  in  the  candle 

Star-^ivinKlcd  banner 

Ixincifip  on  the  preen 

Hexiit  iKjw'd  down 

Take  back  the  heart 

The  waU'rmill  -KecITAIICMI 

Fade<l  coat  of  blue 

Hold  the  fort 

Slavery  days 

Der  mule  shtoodondesbteamooatdeck 

Little  barefoot 

Ht  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night 

Home  again 

Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  to  tar 

Swortl  of  Bunker  lUU 

Onii-e  nilc'9 

Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 

(Joo'l  Hume  wine 

I'll  be  oil  smiles  to-nleht,  love 

■you've  been  a  friend  to  mo 

IJj^en  to  the  mocking-bird 

When  the  com  is  waving,  Annie 

She  never  blamed  him,  never 

Sliver  threads  among  the  gold 

Utile  robin,  tcU  Kitty  I'm  coming 

King  Uie  hell  softly  there's  crajw on  the 

Boy  lost  (lo'ighablc)  [door 

Her  brii;ht  smile  haunts  me  still 

Sundav  nipht  when  the  parlor'a  full 

Uyjioy  »  warning 

Anchor's  weighed 

Moon  behind  tho  hill 

Swinging  in  the  lane  '     . 

Sheridan's  ride-  RectTATIOB 

We  met, 'twas  In  a  crowd 

Eillecn  AUanna 

TiJ  but  a  little  faded  flower 

Touch  the  hart>  gently,  my  pretty  Lcnilst 

(iirl  I  left  iK'hind  mo 

Little  Buttercup 

Uia  alsters,  couaioa  and  aonti 

Carry  mo  Kick  to  ofd  Vlrglnny 

Roses  underneath  tho  snow 

Kitty  Wells 

Billy's  appeal  to  hia  ma 

■Wlien  the  swallows  homeward  fly 

Old  man's  drunk  again 

Two  Orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  Are) 

Amber  tresses  tied  in  olue 

Pretty  as  a  pict.fro 

I  am  waiting,  Essie,  dear 

Three  perished  in  the  snow 

Slieht  hints 

Take  mo  hack  to  home  and  mother 

Come,  sit  by  my  siilc,  little  darling 

Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 

Binpcn  on  the  lUiiuo 

A  flower  from  my  angel  mottter^c™^ 

Old  log  cabin  on  the  oiU 

Croppy  boy 

Skids  are  out  to-day 

Tho  bridge  ..  . 

Shabby  genteel         - 

Oh,  dat  watermelon  ' 


•^130  Comln'  through  the  rye 

lol  Must  we  then  meet  as  sttangen  *.      ' 

**32  Babies  on  our  bloclcll'    — '         '  ,• 

"tsa  Bronnen  on  the  Moor>  -       - 

"■^84  Skidmore  fancy  ball. 

ISj  Hallway  door  '   .  , 

138  .Where  the  grass  grows  gmn  > 

137  Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 

138  Kiss  behind  the  door 

—139  I'll  remember  you,  love.  In  my  pr^ren 
'  '4*0  Mai7  of  the  wild  Moor 
141  Old  wooden  rocker 
112  Speak,  only  speaJc 
U3  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 
114  Where  art  thou  now,  my  belovedl 

•—#45  MoUie,  darling 

IM  You  may  look,  but  you  mustn't  touch 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 

148  Raffle  for  the  stove 

149  Balm  of  Gilead 

l.''iO  There's  always  a  seat  In  the  parlor  for 
151  Driven  f  rom  nomo  '~ou 

l.')2  I've  no  motlier,  now  Pm  weeplnff 
tS3  Pull  for  the  shore 
-~-4bi  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 
155  Good  news  from  homo 

158  Fisherman's  daughter 
"  ^67  Shells  of  ocean 

— 158  Massa's  in  tho  cold,  cold  groand 

159  Say  a  kind  word  when  you  can 

160  Cure  for  scajidal  ' 

161  Tinlight  coterie 

162  Strangers  yet  r  ■     ■. 

163  Ca.><tlos  in  the  air 

164  riear  little  shamrock 
-•■165  I  cannot  Fing  the  old  songs 

168  Norah  O'Neal 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

158  Rose  of  •fralee 

KS9  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Rlldare 

170  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lono  child 

172  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

173  Glove  flirtation 
17*  Whip  flirtation 

175  Slave's  dream 

176  Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  dontgo 

177  Sweet  Evangeline 
—178  Good-byo  at  tho  door 

179  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you   [beart.etOi 

181  Erin's  lovely  home 

— -*R2  Over  tho  hills  to  tho  poor-hoose 

183  TAventy  years  ago 
- — 184  Paddy^s  land 

185  Don't  be  angiy  -with  me,  darling 

186  Old  village  school  on  tlic  green 

187  Woodm.an,  spare  that  tree 

188  Barbara  hYietchie— SKXTAZIoa 

189  Darling  Minnie  Lee 

190  Hat  flirtation 

191  Fan  flirt-xtion 

•  -442  Fleo  tts  a  bird  to  yonr  mountain 

193  Good-bye,  Annie,  darling  (ElaochArden) 

194  Why  did  she  leave  hinit 

195  A  quiet  little  home 

19C  Ttiou  hast  learned  to  lore  another 
"  ■  W7  Mary  of  Argy le 

198  Nil  l)<'sperandum  -  '•,.'■ 

199  Sweet  Highland  Mary 

200  Evening  amusenent  (laughable) 

201  Day  1  played  ba.se  ball  (own 

202  Jii'memU;r  you  have  children  of  your 
2WJ  There's  none  I**":  a  mother  if  over  so 
204  You  were  fa'',?,  bn»  ^'U foigive  Lpoor 
«)5  Sweet  Mag'.ie  Qordok 

208  Tanyard  side  :    ~ 

207  Bells  of  Shandon 

208  Old  log  cAbin  in  the  dell 

■  -ew  Wliisper  softly,  mother's  dying 

210  Erin's  green  snore 

211  Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old 
US  DomieUy  and  Cooper 

ei3  Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  shore  ' 
214  Little  Rosebud 
115  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

216  Como  into  tho  ganten,  Maud 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

218  Wliere  there's  a  will  thcre'6  a  way 

219  God  bless  my  boy  at  sea 

220  Annio  Laurio 

221  Mac's  and  tho  O's 

222  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea    ■ 

223  Lamentiition  of  James  Rodgen  ' 
834  Come,  binlio,  come 

225  Now  I  lay  mo  down  to  Bleep   '■■- 

226  Ever  of  thee 

227  Norah McShane 
-~*J8  Lovo  among  the  roses 

229  Shamus  O'Brien— RacHAIlOB' 
rtO  Der  Deitchtr  gal 
£U  No  Irish  need  apply 

232  Old  arm  chair 

233  'Hin  Flaherty     »       ■ 

-t34  Wo  sat  by  the  river  -oa  and  I 
*35  I  lovo  mu.sio 
238  Sweet  Genevieve 

237  When  the  flowers  fan  aaleeo  > 

238  Patrick  Sheehan 

239  Sailor's  grave 

— 240  Pretty  maid  milldn^  her  oovv 
.    241  Kentucky  Itose  * 

'~*42  K:irmer's  daughter  '.,    . 

I      *13  Oh.  dem  golden  slippers 
■■»*44  In  the  morning  by  the  bright  11(^1 

245  Nobody's  darling 

246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

247  SomelXHly's  mothei^-RlciTAIIOV 
fi4S  Birdie,  darling 
249  Nobody's  darling  tut  mln8 
too  Itock  me  to  sleep,  m  ither 
2.11  Put  my  little  shoes  kway  '  ■^■•- 
*>2  Darling  Nelly  Gray  fWl 

S3  Somebody's  coming  when  thodewdrops 
'M  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we 
«^55  Little  brown  jug  [were  Door 

-J85«  Ben  Bolt  *^ 

-857  Good-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye 
258  Krin  la  mv  liotno 


259  Katty  Avoumeeu 
860  Sadie  Kav  * 

261  Bard  of  Armagh 

262  Hush,  my  darUncrs,  do  not  ■weep 

263  Patrick's  day  parade 
864  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 

- 165  Speak  to  me,  speak 

266  Darling,  I  will  eomn  again 

267  Bright-eyed  littlo  NeU  of  Namganset 
-  «68  Hail,  Columbia  lba» 

269  Little  footsteps 
WO  Tim  Finnegan's  wake 
271  McDonnel's  old  tin  roof 
V!2  Scotch  la.'ssie,  Jean  ' 

<K3  Hat  me  father  wore 
874  liinks  of  swei't  Dundee 

275  I've  only  been  down  to  tho  club 

276  Dance  ine  on  your  knee 
'277  KisB  me  ag.ain 

278  Emmet's  'Love  of  the  shamrock  " 

279  Vacant  chair 

280  Sweet  sunny  South 
881  Our  good  skip  saiia  to-night 
282  Jersey  Sam 

'    <B3  Come  home,  father 
—■•84  Little  Maggio  May 

2.S5  Oickle.  caclde,  cackle  i 

286  Molly  Bawn  ' 

-    <W7  M.aid  of  Athens 

2.'«  SalUe  in  our  alley  -     — ' 

289  I'm  sitting  on  the  stile,  KarT 

290  Poor  old  Ned  - 
891  Dorkius'  night 
292  Man  in  tho  moon  is  looking,  love 
893  ^\^;en  the  flowing  tide  couies  in 
294  Don't  give  up  tho  old  friends  for  tho 
g95  Broken  down  [new 

■     W6  Marriage  b<  Us 

297  Have  I  not  been  kind  to  theel 

298  Flowers  will  como  in  May 

299  Awfully  clever 

300  My  little  one's  w.altlng  for  mo 

301  I'll  go  back  to  my  old  love  a^^ain 
W!  Butcher  boy 

303  There's  somebody  waiting  for  me 
•04  Are  you  there,  Moriorityl 

~  '305  I'se  gArino  back  to  Dixie 

306  Bidalia  Jane  McCann 

307  No  do  Black  well 

308  ^Vhe^e  are  tho  f  riendsof  my  yoatht 

309  Sinfjingon  thcroof 

310  Five  cent  .shavo 

311  Hen  convention 

"~   3l2  Red,  white  and  blue 
-.  S13  Old  oaken  bucket 

314  Little  ssvoetheart,  como  and  klsi  CM 

S15  My  dream  of  love  id  o'er 

316  They  all  do  it 

317  Old  home  ain't  whnt  ft  tised  to  be 
SU  Wait  till  tho  moonlight  talis  on  water 
SU  linger  cot,  darUng 

380  'Tis  evening  brings  my  heart  to  thee 
821  American  National  Guard 
323  Johnny's  so  bashful 
S23  Daisy  Deano 
824  1  wish  mamma  wa.>»  hen 
S85  Pulling  hard  against  tno  Atretun 
828  l>ancing  in  the  F'jnlight 
S27  What  i.^  it! 

888  The  ro  never  iva<)  o  eow.iTd  whore  thrt 
329  lyovo  letters  [shamrock  grown 

— «30  Delia  Clancy 

831  Remember  that  tho  floor  tramp  hnq  to 

832  Lamentation  of  .Tohnuy  Reel  [live 
•^-JTS  Roll  on,  silver  mooa 

884  When  McGuinness  cretin  jrb 
— <35  Give  on  honeit  Irish  lad  a  chacce 

838  Down  among  flic  dairies 

S37  Down  by  the  old  mill  stroam 

888  Answer  to  "  Tho  Gypsy's  ^.-amlng" 
— <39  Battle  cry  of  freedom 

840  Homo  rule  for  Ireland 
"Ml  Riding  on  tho  elevated  nUlroad 

342  When  McComuck  rules  the  Stat* 
"•43  Sweet  chiming  belU 

•44  LeviKassiday 

845  I  want  to  see  tho  cotton  fields 

846  Waltz  ■with  me 

847  Meet  me  by  moonlight  alone 
•48  Do  they  miss  mo  at  homel 
849  Lather  and  shavo 
S.M  Happy  be  thy  dreams 
851  Take  it  in 
ara  stokes'  verdict  <Jlm  Flsksong) 

— J53  Lardy  dah 

__S54  De  golden  wedding 

856  My  mother-in-law 

858  What  should  make  thee  sadfinydarUllg 
— M7  Dear  Italian  girl 

858  Banks  of  Brandywlne 

859  Old,  and  only  in  the  way 
»60  Six  fet't  of  earth 

891  Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 
868  Yellow  rose  of  Tex,ia 
86S  WTien  my  ship  comes  la 

864  One  pound  two 

865  V/e  have  met,  loved  and  paitaA 
868  Bummer's  hotel 

867  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now 

868  I  BhiOl  never  be  happy  agaia 
— .J69  Soldier's  farewell 

870  Old  kitchen  floor 
—JSTl  Sweet  Belle  Mahono 
^8  Ht  dear  Savannah  homa 

873  Mlly*Barlow 

874  -WUd  Irish  boy 

875  Dwendy-eevcn  cents 
S7I  A  rtanr  night  for  a  raobto 
877  Locked  out  after  nine 

—878  'Whip-poor-will's  song 
S79  Day  when  you'll  forget  me 
880  You'll  miss  me  when  I'mgooa 
S81  Son  of  a  gambolicr 
8£2  Golden  stair 
SS3  Your  little  Liza  loves  you 

884  American  boy 

885  You  get  more  like  yoor  dad  ««Bi7day 
■886  Barney  McCoy 
487  Razors  in  the  air 


SR8  Snllie  TTortier 

889  Willie  Reilly  ■:-. 

880  Sweet  Aleeu 

891  Old  Sexton 

892  l>uUdo\\T,theb^M 
—W3  Do  they  think  of  n^dathORMf 

594  Tell  me  wh'!V riy  !>»•« gone 

595  Barbara  Allan 
896  The 'longsh.ireraen's  strike 
397  Bonnie  swr<  t  lieasio,  the  maid  eC 
SSiS  Bathing  song  lE~ 
899  C*rr.o  Lee 

— 400  One  wide  river  to  crom 
401  Moon  is  out  to-night,  love 
102  IX'vii's  in  New  Jersey 
403  llarabler  from  t:iare 
4M  Pretty  Utile  bluc-c^cdetntogar 

405  Faded  flov  crs 

406  iJark-t  yed  sailor 

407  Rose  ot  KiUamey 

408  Cot  in  tho  corner 
--09  Boys,  keep  away  from  thegblS 

410  Phantom  f «.« .tsteps 

41V  Bonnv  bun;  h  of  r.">s<:s      -•,.''• 

418  Pat  Itoach  at  the  play 

41S  Doran'sa's 

414  Banks  of  Clatidy 
— M5  What  ore  the  wild  waves  aayllKf 
■'■Mt  Her  front  name  is  Ilannar 

417  Bweet&.-ilina 

418  Behind  the  scenes 
418  Goepel  raft 

480  Donx  put  the  poor  woikingniaa^ 

481  Cruiskeen  lawn 
I  had  but  fifty  cents 

483  I'm  leaving  now  the  old  folki 

484  Irish  Molly,  O! 
425  Ring  my  mother  wor« 
486  IlieBkickbird 
427  Little  cherry  bloesom 
•88  Wist,  wist,  «-ii>t 

—^n  A  violet  from  mother^  grav* 
4.'W  NeUy  Bay 

431  Maggie,  darling,  now  good4lM 
438  Vise  it,  Rlell/ 
483  Meeting  of  the  waters 
4S4  Wait  for  the  turn  of  thetld* 
435  Old  farm  gate 
•96  Oh,  F-red  !  teU  them  to  stop 
437  |(cI>onaJd's  rL-tum  to  UleilM 
488  Mantle  so  green 

dM  Undfi  XUSi'6  1  impnt 

— «0  Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  yonr  m* 
■""^U  01d-i'a.shif)ned  homestoad 
"••■•43  Emmet's  "  Mountain  pong" 
'  443  01dfa.shione>l  church  on  the  US 
— 444  ▲  handful  of  turf 
.—•45  Beauty  of  Limerick 
-  •48  Mrs.  Brady's  d.aughfr 
"•47  Mary's  gone  with  a  c.-v>ll 
448  Twinkle,  twinkle,  littlo  star 
■   •49  In  happy  moments 
"  •BO  Hi  Jenny,  ho  Jenn  v  Johnson 
451  All  on  account  of  £;iiza 

453  Jinmet's  "I  know  what  lore  !■• 
-•M  Down  in  a  coal  mine 

454  Drunkard's  dream 
■"-•ftS  Joe  Bowers 

4ie  There's  a  flne  ship  nn  the  oeeaB 

457  Put  me  in  my  little  Ix-d 

tfH  Little  old  house  on  the  Rhine 

459  Stolen  kissrs  ore  thu  swe»^tc3t 

460  Tho  brave  huzzars 

461  Little  old  log  cabin  by  the  stream 
46^  Pa^le  your  own  cauoe 

■463  Witl'iri  n  mile  of  Ixliutwro' town 
4M  Oate'a  ajar 

465  Arkansaw  traveler 

466  Grant's  trip  around  theworifl 

467  Old  leather  breeches 

468  Rocky  road  to  Dublin 
409  Tumpiko  gato 

■•TO  Little  old  German  homeaicroaitlwaif 
471  Beautiful  girl  of  Kildare  " 

•72  Baby's  got  a  tooth 
473  My  poor  heart  13  sad  with  its  draamlMI 
.-474  Pallet  of  straw  ' 

•75  Low-back'd  car 

476  Your  lassie  will  be  tme 

477  In  de  evening  by  do  moonlight 

478  ^^'hen  these  old  clothes  were  new 

479  Up  at  Jones'  wood 
.,.-480  Boston  burghu- 

—^81  The  Campbells  are  comln' 

483  Tou  never  miss  the  water  till  the  well 

483  Bonnie  Eloise  tnuia  ditf 

484  River  Roe  ^ 
186  Murder  in  Cohoea 

186  Poor  littlo  Joe 

187  Along  the  KansBsUne 

488  The  banjo  now  hangsdlentontlwdOaV 

489  Wait  tUl  tho  clouds  roll  by 
•■■•98  Over  the  garden  wall 

"■  <91  I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day 
'^98  Blue  Alwitian  mountains 

493  Charming  young  widow  I  met  la  tb* 

m  Black-eyed  Susan 
-  -•9S  BnaalBh  cavalier 

49t  Grave  of  Bonaport* 
~^W7  Old  dog  Tray 

196  JuaaiS 

199  Moonlight  on  (he  lak* 

600  MabelClaie 

eoi  All  that  gutters  la  notgoU 
-■•W  Marseilles  hymn 

603  God  save  the  Queen 

604  Rolling  homo  m  the  moail^B 
606  If  ever  I  ceaae  to  love  " 
608  Cheer,  boys,  cheer 

— «OT  Dixie's  land 

608  Mother  says  I  mostnt 

609  Fellow  that  looks  Uke  ma 
6I«  Watch  on  tho  Rhtne 
611  A  lock  of  mother's  hair 

^.  613  St  p  dat  knocking  at  thadOCB  }^' 

ms  Virginia  rosebud 

M4  RedT  robin 

618  Ooepel  train 
'-til  We  wopt  go  hometai  mnrntmg 
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Written  and  Compoaed  by  Eldred  PowaL 

A  i>mall  machine,  but  craiid.  is  a  human  being's  band. 

With  iiM  four  sinipiv  fliieore  uiid  a  tliiinil); 
Yfi  ik'eds  of  Hierliiii;  wortli  are  iierformed  upon  tlUs  earth 

Uy  four  liltlu  finiiere  and  a  tliiimh. 
Tli<rr'8  the  lmi>y,  pretty  dot,  uantH  a  scalding  hot  tea-pot 

In  i(8  four  tiny  finders  nod  its  tliumli; 
LhUt  <iii,  its  iK-nrt  to  cheer,  it  may  want  a  pot  of  bccr 

lu  its  four  ^ruvvu-up  flutters  and  lis  thumb. 

Chorus. 
Four  (liietTs  and  a  thumb,  tlioy  can  malte  the  long  (jrcon  come: 
Tlicre  is  nuiliing  in  the  world  so  haudy  as  four  little  Augers  and  a  tbumb. 

Master  Tommy,  if  yon  please,  rocs  to  rob  the  apple  trees. 

With  ins  four  naughty  finuors  and  a  tliumb; 
Wlii-n  lie  decs  old  fanner  Dicli  come  towards  him  with  a  Stick 

In  Ills  four  matiHive  flnut-rs  and  a  tlininb, 
Awny,  then.  Tommy  goes,  and  up  to  tiis  little  nose 

Go  ilia  four  little  finders  and  a  tliumh; 
But,  alas!  if  he  gets  copped,  there's  a  band  upon  htm  dropped 

Like  ten  ibousaud  fln^ers  and  a  itinmb.—  C/iorug. 

A  mniilen,  so  dedate,  stands  and  holds  the  garden  gate 

With  her  four  dainty  lingers  and  a  thumb; 
While  the  otlur  pretty  baud  is  embracetl,  you'll  nnderstand, 

Ry  four  manly  fingers  and  a  thumb. 
"  Oh,  name  the  day,"  says  he,  "  wlu-n  yonr  heart  you'll  give  to  me. 

And  your  four  darlini;  fliicers  and  a  thumb." 
Slit'  iiiinii-s  it,  pretty  one,  and  a  few  years  later  on 

There's  a  liuuse  full  of  fingers  and  of  thumbs.— CAorrif. 

Some— shall  I  call  them  fools— would  tnrn  music-halls  to  bcIiooIb 

If  llu-y  liad  'eii»  'neath  their  flnu'ers  and  their  thumb; 
People  want  to  he  atiiuced,  not  aw  little  children  used, 

Ity  .Mri>.  (irundy's  fimrers  and  tier  thumb. 
So  while  the  cliancr  is  rit>e,  come  with  ciaarette  and  pipe 

III  your  four  working  flniiers  and  your  thumb: 
And  if  you  lil<e  a  man,  why,  make  all  tlie  noiae  yon  can 

With  your  four  bearty  fingers  and  your  thumb.—  Vfiorut. 


WHO'S    YOUR    FRIEND? 
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Words  and  Mualc  by  Harry  Von  Tllzer. 


No  doubt  you've  heard  some  people  nse,  while  walking  down  the  street. 
An  es|>rei«i«i<'n  quite  familiar,  cast  at  every  one  they  meet; 
Ttiey  say  it  merely  just  for  sport,  at  men  and  woiucn,  ev'ry  sort. 

If  yoii  shoiilil  listen  while  you're  passing  by.  > 

Wiiile  Htanillng  on  tiie  corners,  or  while  walking  down  the  street. 
At  pretty  u'irls,  at  giddy  girls,  and  girls  with  "  Trilby  "  feet. 
A*  they  have  nothing  else  to  do,  why  this  remark  they'll  say  to  yon, 

Au  expression  used  just  merely  for  a  guy: 

CnoRCS. 

"  Who's  yonr  frlepd?  Who's  yonr  friend  t" 

They'll  say  It  just  as  you  are  passing  by. 
"  Who's  your  friend f  Who's  your  friend?" 
-  Tliey'll  say  it  just  to  try  niid  catch  your  eye. 

I  think  you  surely  ought  to  introduce  me; 
Don't  yon  think  that  for  a  moment  you  can  lose  me; 
Yes,  to  win  lier  I  would  figlit. 
For  I  think  slie's  out  of  Higlit; 
Tell  me.  Jack,  who's  your  frieiidf 

You've  been  to  balls  and  parties,  surely,  every  one  of  yon; 
For  some  wonid  rather  dance  than  eat— alas!  we  know  it's  fme. 
You'll  take  a  girl  to  some  swell  dance,  at  other  fellows  she  will  glance; 

Yen,  ill  her  f  liy  and  modest  little  way. 
Of  course!,  the  boys  would  like  to  meet  your  pretty  little  bean. 
You'll  liear  them  say,  while  passing  by,  "  A  pretty  girl,  by  Joel  " 
A  friend  is  with  tlie  lioys,  hy  chance,  while  paaeing  by  at  liiiu  you  glance, 

Ile'll  coll  yon  back  and  to  you  be  will  say: 

Chords. 

"Who's  yonr  friendf  Who's  yonr  frlendf  " 
Now,  sure,  old  boy,  you'll  let  me  have  a  danoe. 

"  W^ho'9  your  friend?  Who's  your  friend?  " 
I  leil  y<iii.  Jack,  she's  put  me  in  a  trance; 

\  think  you  surely  ought  to  introduce  me; 

T><>n't  you  think  that  for  a  moment  yon  can  lose  me; 

Yes,  to  win  her  I  would  flglit. 

For  I  think  she's  out  of  sight; 
Tell  me.  Jack,  wiio's  your  friend? 


— Light  employment— Building  castles  in  the  air. 


DE    ^POSSUM    DADDY    STOLE. 
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by  Henry  J.  Wi.hm«ii.  l.W  .*•  1S2  F'ark  How.  Nhw  York;  or  85  *  R7  E.  Madison  St, Chicago. 
Write  to  eitlinr  one  of  the  ahive  addresses  for  Free  Ciitaloifue  of  Sonars,  8onK  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Buuks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Jok«  Bouki^  MO. 


Words  and  Mualc  by  Charles  Holrvey. 

Cullnd  babies,  what  you  like  to  eat? 

Little  chillun,  I'se  got  siimfln'  sweet;  ' 

Hi-yi-yah  I  Coons  and  niggtths,  get  upon  yoh  feet. 

Come  and  do  as  yon  was  tole. 
Look  darl  I'se  got  possum,  yum,  yum,  ynm,  yon  bet  it's  nice; 
Quit  dat  sboutin'  now,  be  just  as  still  as  mice; 
All  good  cliilliin  dey  is  gwine  to  have  a  slice 

Ob  de 'possum  daddy  stole;  look  darl 

CHonus. 
Pickaninnies  pickin'  on  de  banjo,  huckleberries  all  as  black  as  coal: 
Chickabiddies  chasin'  roun'  de  cabin,  come  an'  eat  de  'possum  daddy  stole; 
Cume,  just  come;  ob,  come,  come  an'  eat  de  'possum  daddy  stole. 

Call  yob  mammv, 'kase  we  want  her  beabt 
Uncle  Sammy,  Fetch  along  de  beer; 
Hi-yi-yah!  Aunt  Sahina  sittin' in  de  cheer; 

Biuiig  de  watermil  lion  cole; 
Look  dart  carve  de 'possum— wo  am  gwine  to  have  a  treat; 
Slice  de  'million,  it  am  juicy,  C<iol  an'  sweet: 
Quit  dat  yellin',  or  de  neighbors  come  an' eat 

All  de 'possum  daddy  stole;  lookdarl— CAot*u«. 


»  >  ■ 


THE  OIRL  WHO  LEFT  A  HAPPY 
HOME    FOR    ME. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Gussio  L.  Davia. 


Two  laughing  eyes  will  greet  me  when  the  toils  of  day  are  done. 

Of  the  girl  who  left  a  happy  liome  for  me; 
With  a  kiss  1  know  she'll  greet  me  at  the  setting  of  the  8UD, 

Tlie  girl  who  left  a  happy  home  for  me; 
Deslde  iliu  gate  she's  waiting,  and  supper's  wailing,  too; 

Her  little  liands  alone  prepared  the  tea: 
Life  to  me'H  a  dream  of  pleasure,  for  her  love  was  tried  and  true, 
The  gill  who  left  a  happy  home  for  me. 

Chorus. 
No  king  upon  his  throne,  no  love  the  world  has  known, 

No  happiness  on  earth  could  ever  ItC 
As  sacred  and  divine  as  that  little  love  of  mine. 
The  girl  who  left  a  happy  home  for  nie. 

She  left  her  wealthy  parents  and  gave  mc  her  heart  and  hand, 

Tlie  girl  who  hft  a  happy  home  for  me; 
C'lianged  a  mansion  for  a  cottaue,  nanght  but  love  there  to  command. 

The  girl  who  left  a  liappy  liome  for  me; 
The  rich  folks  that  once  knew  her  now  coldly  pass  her  by — 

Iler  name  they  dro|>i>cd  from  their  society; 
We  are  liappv  in  a  cottfige,  just  tliis  little  wife  and  \, 

Site's  the  girl  who  left  a  happy  home  for  mc—ChJarus. 


MOLLY     MALONEY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Dacre. 

Ah!  now,  sbfon  off  yer  foolln',  beautiful  Molly  Maloney; 

I  don't  like  rhliculln'  even  from  Molly  Maloney; 

All  riu'lif,  sure  you  may  laiigli  at  me:  I  don't  care  how  yon  clisff  at  me; 

You  shall  answer  me  "  Yes  "  or  "No  "  before  I'll  allow  you  to  go. 

ClIORtTS. 

Holly  dear,  don't  yon  hear  what  all  the  neighbors  are  saying; 

They  say  you  are  too  gay,  yon  will  lie  no  man's  wife; 
Molly  dear,  |ell  me  here  if  with  my  lieart  you  are  playing. 

So  that  I  may  say  "  Good-bye  "  to  the  dream  of  my  life. 

Ah!  now,  give  over  sighin',  beautiful  Molly  Maloney; 

You  know  I  am  jui«t  dyiii',  dvin'  for  Molly  Maloney; 

Most  girls  malje  a  big  rush  for  me,  you'll  have  no  need  to  blnsh  for  me, 

If  I  marry  old  Sal  Mageo  'twill  just  bring  a  fortune  to  me.  — 6'Aoruf. 

Patrick,  listen  to  me,  sir,  answered  Miss  M"ll\  Maloney; 
Tell  old  Sally  Magee,  cir,  this  from  the  girl  called  M«lofiey; 
I  mean  shorflv  to  marry  you,  to  church  I  mean  to  carry  you; 
None  but  Molly  shall  be  your  bride;  thank  you,  sweet,  sweetheart,  I  cried. 

CnoRUS. 
Molly  dear,  we  can  hear  whit  all  the  neighbors  are  saying; 

They  say  you  are  too  gay,  yon  will  he  no  man's  wife; 
Molly  dear,  all  Is  clear,  with  my  fond  heart  ycm'rc  not  playing, 
So  that  I  can  live  and  die  in  the  dream  of  my  life. 
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OINTE    CENT    EA^CH. 


•^  Bahymlnft 

-~«  Riu'h  an  rdnf  aHop  «u  my  iSary  Ann 

>4  Auld  LanffSyne 

«  Klla  li>-« 

6  Ol'l  citbin  home 

6  I.'  ;le  impo  at  horn* 
■w«  Oi.ihUck  J(>o 
■•♦  Home,  imrBet  horn* 
— ♦  lyirlxxard  watoh  .. 

■--M  Many  can  help  on© 

11  KilUirncy 

12  Si-e  that  my  srrave's  kept  ffrMB 
•"  Orandfuther  scloclc 

Kmmot's  "  Lullaby  " 
^J6  Tlu^  harp  that  once  thro'  Tara'a  halla 

My  (.'oiintry,  'tis  of  thee 

Sweet  for(ret-nio-not 

Whrrt'  was  Hoses  when  the  light  wont 
Jt  Nan^y  Leo  [outi 

DO  Write  ine  a  letter  from  homo 
81  Beniitiful  isle  of  the  sea 
W  Old  folks  at  honii>  (3uane«  ribber) 
ffl  ('oine  back  to  Krin 

Kw^Ht  bye-andbye 


My  pretty  red  roae 


>a,  Emma 
27  KBtie's  wcret 

You'll  remember  m* 

Hocked  in  tha  cradle  of  Ui«  deep 

Kathleen  Mavourneen 

1  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls 

WearliiK  of  the  Krfcn 

When  you  and  I  \%'ere  yoang,  MasglB 

CotUipe  by  the  sea 
•46  We  part«'<f  by  the  river  Fide 
"  Wlun  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  home 

Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

iJLst  rose  of  Summer 

Ktianius  O'Hrien 

thrileof  Erin 
U  Majrjfie's  secret 

42  Or  any  other  man— Stum'pipeeA 

43  1  cannot  call  her  mother 

44  Would  I  were  with  the* 
rof)r  old  slave 

46  Claw- V  social  club 

47  (;um>R'rlJind'»  crew 
Take  this  letter  to  my  mother 

48  A  mo<lel  love  letter 
fiO  KemoJe  stratapcm 
61  How  to  kiss  a  lady 

Dublin  baj- 
53  The  wife's  commandments 
64  The  husband's  commandmenti 
S5  Hule.<  for  buminci-s 

Ijttle  old  loircabin  in  the  lane 
67  li-irhai-a  Frietobie     Kkcitatioii 

M.ircliiryr  through  (it'orsria 

When  I  was  a  lad  —Pinafore 

Wido'^  in  the  cotta(;e  by  theae* 
Til  liancinp;  In  tho  bam 
%i  Vvre  in  the  (rrate  ' 

t3  Wandcrmg  refugee 

64  Blue  eyed  Nelly 
Minstii'l  boy 
lietu-r  in  tho  candle 

67  8tar-<!i>an(rlc<l  banner  ■ . 

65  Dunrinp  on  the  (rreoo  ,    . 
W  Heart  iKjw'd  down 

70  Take  back  the  heart 

71  The  wntiTinill     KiCCrrATKUl 
V  Faded  coat  of  blue 

Hold  the  fort 
♦4  Slavery  days 

75  DermuIcslitoodondeshteamDoatdeck 

76  Little  barefoot 
Mr  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night 

__  Home  a(;ain 

TV  Thou  art  so  npAr  and  yet  M  far 

•0  Sword  of  Bunker  lUU 

81  Ofllce  rules 

82  Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 

85  CJood  Jlnine  wine 
44  I'll  be  all  smiles  to-nl(^ht,  lor* 

86  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 
4B  IJjsten  to  the  mockinp  bird 

87  When  tlie  c  irn  is  wa vinf*,  Annie 

83  She  never  blamed  him,  never 
Sliver  thnad.-i  amoriR  the  gold 

.>4»  Little  robin,  toll  Kiuy  I'm  coming 
81  Rir«  the  bell  softly  there's  crape  on  the 
91  Boy  lost  (loughable)  [door 

tS  Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still 
94  Sundav  niftht  when  the  parlor's  full 

"*B  Uyi*>y  s  waminK 

H6  Anchor's  wciffhed 

97  Mo^^n  behind  tho  htn       • 
•M  SwtnfnnK  in  tho  lane 

98  Sheridan's  ride-RECTTATIOIl 

100  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd 

101  Eillwcn  Allanna 
rifOi  Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower 

103  Touch  the  hari>(rently,  my  prettylAolst 
>«M  Girl  I  left  In-hlnd  mo 
■106  Little  Buttercup 

~  Bis  listen,  oouaiasaiulaantB 
•  Mrj  Carry  mo  hack  to  old  Virginny 

108  Roses  andemeatb  tho  snow 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 
til  When  the  swallows  homeward  fly 
lit  Old  mnn's  drunk  acain 
IIJ  Two  Orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  Are) 

Amber  tresses  tied  In  Dlue 
J15  Pretty  as  a  pict\<ro 
^XJIA  I  am  waiting,  Essie,  dear 

117  Three  perished  in  the  snow 

118  Slight  hints 

119  Take  mo  back  to  home  and  mother 
190  Come,  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling 
121  Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 
121  Bingen  on  the  iihiue 
423  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother'SGiaTa 
1S4  Old  log  cabin  on  the  UiU 
U6  Croppy  boy 
U6  Skids  are  out  to-dajr 
127  The  bridge  - 
U8  Shabby  genteel 

Oh,  dat  watermelon 


■^130  Comin'  through  the  rye 

IJI  Must  we  then  meet  aa  sCrangen  * 

••4S2  Babies  on  our  blockf  * 

**te3  Tircnnen  on  the  Moon 

"T54  Skidmore  fancy  boll ,' 

133  Hallway  door  , 

136  .Where  the  grass  grows  greea  i 
1^  Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 
138  Kiss  beJiind  tho  door 

— r»  I'll  remember  you,  lov«.  In  my  pnyan 

•-♦40  Mary  of  the  wild  Moor 

141  Old  wooden  rocker  ■■•"  ■.  ."    .: 

142  Speak,  only  speak  '     ' 

143  liancing  around  vrtth Charlie 

114  Where  art  thou  now,  my  belovedl 
—+45  MoUie,  d;irling 

146  You  may  look,  bnt  yon  mostnttooch 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 

148  Raffle  for  tho  stove 

149  Balm  of  GUead 

150  There's  always  a  seat  In  the  parlor  for 

151  Driven  from  nomo  '-ou 
1,'J2  I've  no  mother,  now  Pm  weeping 

■  "153  Pull  for  the  shoro 
■—464  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 

I  TO  Good  news  from  homo 

156  Fisherman's  daughter 
-157  Shells  of  ocean 
--468  Massa's  in  the  cold,  cold  gronnd 

159  Say  a  kind  word  when  you  own 

ICO  Cure  for  scandal  * 

101  TSviliorht coterie        ,  • -■ 
'     102  Strangers  yet 

103  Castles  in  the  air 

1G4  Dear  little  shamrock 
"105  I  cannot  sing  the  old  song* 

106  Norah  O'Neal 

>67  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee 

108  Rose  of  Traleo 

169  Jennie,  the  flower  of  KUdars 

170  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 
17.  Drunkard's  lono  child 

172  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  groond 

173  Glove  flirtation 

174  AMiip  flirtation 
176  Slave's  dream 

176  Don't  you  go,  Tommy,  dontgo 

177  Sweet  Evangeline 

— tT8  Good  bye  at  tho  door 
179  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  band  where  the 
ISO  Willie,  we  have  missed  you   [heart,  ato. 
181  Erin's  lovely  home 

— «S2  Over  tho  hill£  to  tho  poor-house 
183  Twenty  years  ago 

.-184  Pad<ly^3  land 
1X5  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling 
1R6  Old  villa^te  school  on  tlio  green 

187  Woo<lman,  spare  that  tree 

188  Barbara  Krietchie— RBOTtTIOM 
IS9  D^rlitiff  Minnio  Leo 

190  Hat  flirtation 

191  Fan  flirtation 
•  -M2  F^leo  as  a  bird  to  yonr  mountain 

193  Good-bye,  Annie, darling(£nochAFden) 

194  Why  did  she  leave  himl 

195  A  quiet  little  homo 

196  Tliou  ha.st  learned  to  lore  another 

■  -497  Mary  of  Argyle 

198  Nil  Desperandiim 

199  Sweet  llighland  Mary 

200  Evening  amus<'ment  Claughablo) 
2<)I  Day  1  played  base  ball  [own 
2li2  Rememl)er  you  have  children  of  your 
21(3  There's  none  J'""  a  mother  If  over  so 
S<>4  You  were  fa'-..-,  bu»  ''U  forgive       [poor 
•«i5  Sweet  Mag-  le  QordOk 
3)6  Tanyanl  sido 
'J07  Belb  of  Shandon 
208  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell 

•  -909  ^v^nsper  softly,  mother's  dying 

210  Erin's  green  shore 

211  Will  vou  love  me  when  Pm  old 
tU  DouatUjr  and  Cooper 

ns  Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  shora  ' 
214  Little  Rosebud 
115  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

216  Come  into  tho  ganien.  Bland 

217  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

218  Wliero  there's  a  will  there's* 

219  OtK*  bless  my  boy  at  sea 

220  Annio  Laurio 

221  Mac's  and  tho  O's 

222  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea   ' 

223  Lamentation  of  James  Kodgen  ' 
824  Come,  birdio,  come 

225  Now  1  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

226  Ever  of  thee 

227  Norah  McShane  ,- 
■"^m  Lovo  among  the  roses  .-, 

E29  Shamus  O'Brien— RacHAnoB'    , 

230  Der  Deitchcr  gal  ■    •■  .  - 

231  No  Irish  need  apply 
"232  Old  arm  choir 

233  Tim  Flaherty     » 
-834  We  sat  by  tho  rlyer  ~oo  and  I     ■ 
835  I  lovo  musio  • 

236  Sweet  Genevieve 

237  When  the  flowers  fan  aalent  > 

238  Patrick  Sheehan 

239  Sailor's  grave 

'~~tiO  Pretty  moid  milking  her  oav  I 
841  Kentucky  Rose 
"'~*42  Farmer's  daughter 
*43  Oh,  dem  golden  slippers 
Mi  In  the  morning  by  the  bright  light 

245  Nobody's  darhng 

246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 
847  Somebody's  mother— RxcrrAXIoa 
«48  Birdie,  darling 
249  Nobody's  darUng  hut  mine 
*50  Hock  me  to  sleep,  m  >ther 
251  Put  my  little  shoes  kway 
4">2  Darling  Nelly  Gray  [fan 

__Ji53  Somebody 's  coming  when  thodewdropa 
1  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we 
«_J!55  Little  brown  jug  [were  poor 

-»456  Ben  Bolt 
£57  Good-bye,  sweetheart,  8^x>d-by« 

2ft8  FVIn  i*  rnv  hama 


859  Katty  Avoumeen 

260  Sadie  Kay  * 

261  Bard  of  Armagh 

862  Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  w«ep 

863  Patrick's  day  parado 
854  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 

►  -■865  Speak  to  me,  speak 

266  Darling,  I  will  eome  again 

267  Bright-eyed  little  Nell  of  Narraganset 
■•  -■•68  Hail,  Columbia  [bar 

269  Little  footsteps 
• '  (WO  Tim  Flnnegan's  ■wake 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  root 
"-    tli  Scotch  la=!;ie,  Jean 
-  'fK'i  Hat  me  father  wore 

274  Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 

275  I've  only  been  down  to  tho  chlb 
876  Dance  me  on  your  knee 
^277  Kiss  me  again 

278  Emmet's  'Love  of  the  shamrock  " 

279  Vacant  chair 

280  Sweet  sunny  South 
8S1  Our  good  ship  sails  to-night 
282  Jersey  Sam 

"   8C3  Come  home,  father 
IJttle  MagRio  May 
2S5  Cackle,  cackle,  cackto  j 
286  Molly  Bawn  ^ 

*7  Haid  of  Athens 
888  Sallie  in  our  alley--    — ' 
289  I'm  sitting  on  the  stile,  HarT 
280  Poor  old  Ned  - 
891  Dorkina' night 
292  Mnn  in  tho  moon  Is  looking,  lore 
993  When  the  flowing  tide  comes  in 

294  Don't  give  up  the  old  friends  for  tho 

295  Broken  do\vn  [notr 
Marringo  bells 

297  Have  I  not  been  kind  to  theel 

298  Flowers  will  como  in  May 

299  Awfully  clever 

300  My  little  one's  waiting  for  me 

301  I'll  go  back  to  my  old  love  again 
JOi  Butcher  boy 

303  Tliere's  somebody  waiting  for  me 
>'  W4  Are  you  there,  Moriarityl 
'305  I'se  gvvino  baek  to  Dixie 
806  Bidalia  Jane  McCana 

307  Isle  do  Blackwell 

308  Where  are  tho  friendsotmy  yoQtlll 
SOU  Sinrjing  on  the  roof 

310  Five  cent  shavo 

311  Hen  convention 

312  Red,  white  and  blno 
Sl3  Old  oaken  bucket 
314  Little  s^veethoart,«wno  and  kta  me 

S15  My  dream  of  love  is  o'er 

316  Tlievalldo  it 

317  Old  nomeain'twhnt  Icnsod  tobe 

318  Wait  till  the  moonlight  talis  on  water 
81Q  Unfrer  not,  darilng 
S80  'TiseTening  brings  my  haart  to  thoe 
821  American  Kational  Guard 
328  lohnny's  BO  bashfol 
383  Daisy  Deane 

824  I  wl&  mamma  wa<i  hero 

825  Pulling  hard  against  tnostFeam 

826  l)ancin(r  in  the  ErjtiUght 

527  WhatL^itl 

528  Th( TO  never  •was  o  cow.ard  whore  tho 
829  I/)vo  letters  [sluimrock  grown 

"•^SO  Delia  Clancy 

831  Remember  that  tho  jx^r  tramp  h.ii  to 

858  Lamentation  of  .Tohnuy  Reel  [Uvo 
•13  Roll  on,  silver  moon 

884  When  McGuinness  getao  jrT) 
•"435  Give  on  honest  Irish  lad  a  chacce 

836  Down  among  the  daiKies 

837  Down  by  tho  old  mill  stream 
BS8  Answer  to  "  Tho  Gypsr'a  \.-amln<j" 
•39  Battle  cry  of  freedom 
8*0  Homo  rule  for  Ireland 

Riding  on  the  elevated  railroad 

S4S  When  HcCormick  rules  the  Btat* 

Sweet  chiming  bclLj 
144  Levi  Eassiday 
845  I  want  to  sec  tho  cotton  flelda 
S4S  Waltz  with  me 
S47  Ueet  me  by  moonlight  alooa 
•48  Do  they  miss  mo  at  homel 
M9  Lather  and  shavo 

859  Happy  be  thy  dreams 
861  fSe  It  in 
9J8  Btokcs'  verdict  (Jim  Elakacms) 

•■I  868  Lardy  dah 

"■  De  golden  wedding 
My  mother-in-law 

8S4  'Tnntii!hniildmiiknfhnfin»diinT*"'*^ir 

•'.7  Dear  Italian  girl 
*  Banks  of  Brandywlae 
Old,  and  only  in  tho  ■way 

t60  8U  feet  of  earth 

181  Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 

861  Yellow  rose  of  Tex^a 

868  When  my  ship  comes  In 

•64  One  pound  two 

•65  We  hare  met,  loved  and  paitad 

866  Bummer's  hotel 

•67  Pm  getting  a  big  bor  now 

868  I  shall  never  bo  happy  agaUl 
->sJ6»  Soldier's  farewell 

870  Old  kitchen  floor  ' 

-~..S71  Sweet  Belle  Kahono 


IM 


.^8  My  dear  Savannah  ham* 
ns  BfllyT    " 


TBarlow 

874  WUd  Irish  boy 

875  Dwendy-seven  cents 
878  A  BtariT  night  for  a  rambte 
877  Locked  oat  after  nine 

— *78  Whip-poor-wiirsBonqr 

—  879  Day  wnen  you'll  forget  ma 

-—•89  You'll  miss  me  when  I'mga 

881  Son  of  a  gambolicr 

888  Golden  stair 

883  Yoiir  little  Uza  loveayoa 

184  American  boy 

885  You  get  more  like  yoor  dad  erai^das 
.   -»8«  Barney  McCoy 
-187  Razors  in  the  air 


igont 


388  a-illie  TTomer     •   ■'    .    '      .:- 

889  Willie  Rellly 

890  Sweet  Aleeu 

891  Old  Sexton 

892  I>uU  down  the  fc^M 
■"•WS  Do  they  think  of  n.dathom*f 

894  Tell  me  ■»  b'^Tv  my  l>a'seoae 
S95  Barbara  AlUin 

896  The 'longsh.'>remon'8  strike 

897  Bonnie  sweet  Beasio,  the  maid  o( 

898  Bathing  song  [DOdM 

899  Carr.aLee 
-400  One  wide  river  to  cro« 

401  Moon  is  out  to-night,  Jov# 

402  Devil's  in  New  Jjrscy 
408  Rambler  from  Clare 

404  Pretty  httlebluu-tycdstrangar 

405  Faded  flov  ers 

406  Dark -eyed  Kiilor 

407  Rose  ot  KiUaj-ney 

408  Cot  in  the  corner  _._-_ 
'■409  Boys,  keep  away  from  ChectEli 

410  Phantom  fi.x>tsteps 

411  Bonny  bun-  h  of  r.->s£  a 
419  Pat  Roach  at  the  play 
418  Doran's  ass 
414  Baid!.s  of  Claudy 

"4iS  What  an!  the  wild  ■waves aaylacf 
-4M  Her  front  name  ia  llannar 

417  Sweet  E\-cUna 

418  Behind  tho  scenes 
U9  Gospel  raft 

488  Don\  put  the  poor  woridngmaa  ( 
421  Cniiskeen  lawn 

I  had  but  fifty  cents 
423  I'm  leaving  now  tbe  old  Colks 
484  Irish  MoUy.O! 
425  Ring  my  mother  woro 

436  The  Blackbird 
427  Little  cherry  bloflsoia 

— «8  Wist,  wiat,  wist 

— 4C9  A  violet  from  mother^  geaf* 

430  NeUy  Rav 

431  Maggie,  darling,  now  goodtot 
438  Rise  It,  Riell7 
488  Meeting  of  the  watets 
484  Wait  for  the  turn  of  thetld* 
486  Old  farm  gate 
496  Oh,  Fred  !  tell  them  to  stop 

437  McDonald's  return  U»  QletlM 

438  Mantle  so  green 

4M  UlUSlfi  XUXn^S  l.-^nK^nt 

•—940  Mary  Aim,  I'll  tell  jonrtaM 
"  "911  Old-faahioned  homestead 
♦13  Emmet's  "  Mountain  song* 
443  Old-fa.ihioned  church onth«bfli 
-444  A  handful  of  turf 
-445  Beauty  vt  I.imeririr 
-  -446  Mrs.  I'.rady'gd.-iught/T 
"9*7  Mary's  gone  with  a  coon 

448  Twinkle,  twinkle,  littloptar 

449  In  happy  moments 
•  990  HI  Jenny,  ho  Jennv  Johnson 

451  All  on  account  of  EUza 

452  Emmet's  "  I  know  what  krvaia" 
-  463  Down  in  a  coal  mine 

454  Drunkard's  dream 

—465  Joe  Bowers 

— 4*6  There's  a  fine  ship  on  the  nnnan 
457  Put  me  In  my  littV  t»vl 
4.U  Little  old  house  on  the  lUiina 

459  Stolen  kisses  are  tho  sweetest 

460  The  brave  huzzars 

461  Little  old  log  cabin  by  the  streaat 
4C'j  P:vi(Ue  your  own  canoe 
463  Witliin  n  mile  of  Ediuboro'  town 
461  Gate's  afar 

465  Arkansaw  traveler 

466  Grant's  trip  around  the  world 

467  Old  leather  breeches 

468  Rocky  road  to  Dublin 

469  Turnpike  gato 
'4T0  Little  old  German  home  acroa 

471  Beautiful  girl  of  KUdars 

472  Baby's  got  a  tooth 

473  My  poor  heart  is  sad  With  Its  dreami^ 
—474  Pallet  of  straw  ~ 
—475  Low-back'd  car 

476  Your  laasio  will  bo  true 

477  In  de  evening  by  dc>  moonlight 

478  ^\'hcn  these  old  clothes  were  i 

479  Up  at  Jcnes'  wood 
.^480  Boston  burglar 
—-^1  The  Camplx-'lls  are  comin' 

483  You  never  miss  the  water  till  th«  5  

483  Bonnie  Eloise  [nuia  df0 

484  River  Roe  i.        -^ 
486  Murder  in  Cohoos 

486  Poor UtUe Joe  i-.     '■ 

487  Along  the  Kansas  Un« 

488  The  banjo  now  hangsidlentoBtlwdogv 
488  Wait  tiir  the  clouds  roll  by^^^^^ 

—499  Over  the  garden  wall 
■  491  I'm  a  man  you  don't  me«t  every  day 

-492  Blue  Alsatian  mountains 

493  Charming  young  widow  I  met  In  t^* 

4^4  Black-eyed  Snaaa 
--496  Spanish  cavalier 

499  Grave  of  Bonapezt* 
--•T  OlddogTrajr^ 

49«Juaalt* 

499  Moonlight  on  the  lak* 

SOOMabelClai* 

eoi  All  tiiat  glitters  is  not  eoM 
■~«S8  Maiaeilies  hymn 

603  God  save  the  Queen 

C04  Rolling  tome  In  tbe  momlaB 

606  If  ever  I  oease  to  lova 

606  Cheer,  boys,  choer 
—0H  Dixie's  land 

M8  Mother  says  I  mustn't 

S09  Fellow  that  looks  like  m* 

619  Watch  on  tho  Rhtne 

611  A  lock  of  mother's  hair 
,,618  Stop  dat  knocking  at  tbadoOD 

BJ3  Virginia  roacbud 

614  Red  robm 

6U  Gospel  train 
«-«i|  We  Foptgo  homatm  manO^ 
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ONE    CENT    E^CH: 


9a  Lnttl«>Lc>«> 

tlS  \v  tio'a  at  mj  bedroom  window! 
61(  I  have  no  lK>ni« 
62t  lf3  nice  to  bo  a  father 
^    £21  Won't  you  t«ll  mo  why,  Roblal 

^22  Only  tu  seo  her  face  ai^da 
*   •C23  Kingdom  roming 
"'i  Barney  O'Hea 
>  Teddy  O'Neal 
Man  with  the  ««»ni«irtTi  panfii   ' 
Medicine  Jack 
ja  A  leaf  of  Iry  from  mother'aimtV* 
^"^  Kuep  lu  the  middle  of  the  road 

laiinigan'a  ball 
631  lAila  is  Kone 
i*n  An  trisnman's  toaat 
fiSI  VilLwe  bloclcsoiiUx 
6S4  Naughty  Clara 

636  Djrlng  nun 
6M  When  the  loaTes  begin  to  tun 

637  Ijury  O'Brien 
6n  Mother  kissed  me  In  my  dream 
83>  ru  hang  niy  harp  oa  »  willow  t(M 
64«  Dying  Califomian 
641  Qrandmother's  birthday 

1  Come  where  my  loveliua  dreMDlDg 
i  Popgoetithe  wooael 
6M  Monkey's  wedding 
Mary  hod  a  UCUe  lamtt 
Wail  for  the  wogga 
M7  Cork  leg 
tM  Uncle  Sam's  farm 
-T***  My  old  wife  aad  I  - 

660  I'm  so  lonely 


Only  as  far  as  the  gat* 
#«M  Peek-arboo 

461  Moonlight  at  KUlamey 

666  ini  wait  tiU  the  clouda  roU  bv 

We  never  speak  as  we  padtt  bj 

TIpperary  corlateniug 

Be  homo  early  to-nignt,  my  dou  boj 

Old  rustic  bridge  by  tho  mil} 
666  Paddy  Magee'K  dream 
*"  bTGAffliflg  uX  tiu"">  uid  T"nthiif 

Sn  Shall  we  know  each  other  ttteral 

tM  JoUr  Irishman 

663  Folks  that  put  on  aira 

6M  Rnoalie,  the  prairie  dower 

60  If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year 

Ml  Fisherman  and  his  child 

M7  Swate  Costlo  Garden 

In  the  gloaming 

Bring  mo  back  the  one  I  tor* 
4n>  Spider  and  the  fly 
■•n  A  warrior  bold 
•71  Tar's  farewell 
673  In  her  little  bed  we  laid  her 
871  Dark  girl  dressed  in  blue 
676  gsparation 


tcher  of  beer 
Nell  UcOulligan's  daughter,  Mary  Ann 
Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there 

67t  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left 

•0  Alice,  where  art  thou  I 

661  Meet  me,  Josle,  at  the  gato 

J0i  Jessie  at  the  railway  bar 

m3  Ada,  «ith  the  gi'ldenholr 

616  Btreets  of  New  York 

685  Courting  in  the  rain 

666  I'm  dying  for  some  one  to  loTe  m* 

V7  Is  that  Mister  Kcilly  I 

SM  Let  my  name  bo  kmdly  spoken 

tM  Oar's  one  more  ribber  for  to  croa 

660  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paria 

801  Poor  old  Mike 
^55  Q<x>d-bye,  my  lorer,  good-bys 

MS  A  life  on  the  ocean  wave 

6M  I  am  dreaming 

666  Gypsy  Counttsa 

6M  She's  as  good  as  gold 

607  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  nichtl 

6M  Shoo,  fly t  don't  bother  ma         I 

4M  Ten  thouoand  miles  away  ■* 

WO  Give  my  love  tu  all  at  homa  . 

601  Mygel  Snyder's  party 

on  Increase  of  crime  / 

MS  Ship  on  fire 

606  Josephua  Orange  Bloaaoat 

MB  Ohi  Susannah 

006  Old  Bob  Ridley 
807  Bonnie  blue  flatr 

6m  Nell  Flaugherty'a  drak* 
600  John  Baripycom 
810  Rules  for  lovx- making 
OU  Land  League  Bond 

«I>own  by  Die  old  abbey  ntBt) 
Glorious  «9tb 
•16  Old  willow  cradia 

816  Funny  old  gal 

618  Religious  card  plajev 

817  Paddy's  the  boy 
•U  Teddy  HcGlynn 

•U  L«ds  who  live  In  Ix«Uii4 
MO  Worn-out  sailor 
4n  Mon  street,  M9 
Ml  Limerick  Is  beautiful 
Ml  Seven  out 

M6  Let  me  klas  him  for  his  motfie* 
OB  Pretty  Upe 
OM  SulUran's  boot  In  my  ey« 

007  Villiklns  and  bis  Oiiiah 
4M  Ctotain  with  his  whLJccra 
^M  A  knot  of  blue  and  gray 

S  Foley's  hotel 
.      I'll  meet  her  when  the  sun  goes  down 
4H  Never  take  the  horseahott  from  the  door 
OB  Woman,  lovt-l}  womiui 
016  Napoleon's  Jream 
MO  When  the  roblu^  nest  again 
Mo  Oht  you  little  dariing,  1  lovayoa 
M7  Just  do  im  the  lane 
MO  Call  me  back  agala 
MO  Milwaukee  Ore 
460  One  of  tho  flnesC 
Ml  Over  the  mountain 
"~  Belle  of  the  ball 


060  Fkrmer's  boy 
MO  When  Jack  cc 


M7  Bridget  Donohua  '    . 

6i8  Down  the  hill 

•ta  My  Nellie's  bloeeyaf 

660  Ragged  co«t 

651  Kitty  Klmo 

652  I  jttle  darling,  dream  of  ma 

653  Juice  of  the  forbidden  fruiO 
OM  Minute  gun  at  n* 

656  Some  day 
658  Sour  krouO 

657  Don't  give  the  nano  a  bad  blace 

658  Racketty  Jack  haUeloJab) 
•    859  John  Brown  song  (Glory,  glory 

,  tea  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  theboys ar« 

661  A  dollar  tlfteen  cent*  [marchlnf 
682  R*)ger  O'Malley 

663  Ivin'tmakoanolee  or  else  you'll  wake 

664  Rring  back  my  bonnio  to  m»    i  the  baby 

665  IVUevillo  couveat  tlru  (.lUinub)) 
"•tM  I'll  awiut  my  lovo 

667  Hard  tiini-i*  come  again  no  mors 

-  868  Muk-ahcy'sgono  away 

669  Nineteen  hundred  andona 

670  CoUeen  Dhaa  Machn-o 
•71  Only  to  »eo  theo,  darling 

-  -873  liluo  bella  of  tk-otland 


«1S  Hruh-a-bye,  baby 


cornea  home  a^al&QkSlSC) 


're  the  ivy  tf  n*wM  h^*  tr '  een 


677  Just  biTori)  tho  battle,  mother 

678  DowTQ  in  a  dlving-l)ell 

679  Kissing  through  tho  ban 

680  Skipper  and  hid  boy 

681  Young  iHAa  truu  too  country 
889  I'Ubedar 

--083  Tho  mldshlpmlte 

684  FJeveiith  Kt<giraent(N.  O.  S.  N.  T) 
686  Naughty,  nmighty  men 
686  Nauglity,  naughty  girls 
087  New  ooon  in  town 
688  Will  a  monkey  climb  a  tree! 
CSS  Bold  wigir  boy 
880  Heenan  and  .Savers 
691  Come,  laiidlord,  llll  the  flowlOff  bOWl 
19)  Sally,  conu-  up 
C33  Sea  king's  burial 
'"^U  Ont^horso  open  sleigh 
696  Baby  show 
698  Swim  outforgloiy 
C97  Jessie  (Jreen 
698  liuiTy'y grand  openlngnlght 
099  I'm  a  rtudo 
700  Run  for  the  doctor 
fOl  Climbing  up  tho  golden  stairs 
709  My  gotxl  looking  man 

703  How  a  married  woman  goea  to  sleep 

704  I'm  oir  for  HnltirnorM 

7fi5  lirinht  liltle  siK)t  on  the  ocean 

706  1  tickled  her  under  the  cnm 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn 

708  My  Newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  ot  Hay 

710  Ten  years  In  Cherry  Hill 
~~711  Maloney'8  tho  man 

■nt  Ship  that  I  ever  returned 
713  Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deepi 
"    114  How  much  doeH  the  baby  weight 

718  A  mother's  watch  Ijy  the  sea 
•'716  Uncle  Blllv'!»  dream 

.  T17  Some  day  I'll  wonder  back  again 
fl8  High-water  pants 

719  Every  day  will  be  Simday  bye-and-bye 
700  I II  send  you  down  a  letter  from  the  sk] 

— TM  Pa<ldy  stole  the  i  "Vj 

•  m  DulTy,  th«  swell 
^W3  Not  much 

'^724  Don't  leave  your  mv-iher,  Tom 
— -»»  I'rettv  little  dark  blue  eyes 
"^^ae  A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  mosi 
•■^27  Dream  face* 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 
799  Good  bye  to  my  Southern  home 
--f30  t'retty  little  rosy  cheeks 
731  Knock  at  the  window  to-night,  lova 
738  Hard  up    • 
•"733  Forgive  and  forget 

734  Captain  Mishler 
-  t38  Butterfly  dude 

736  Bowery  on  Saturday  nlghO 

737  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roaes  foil 

738  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  KnnlHkillen  dragoon 
f40  Papa's  baby  boy 

741  I  ain't  as  voung  aa  I  UMd  to  b« 

749  The  Dreadnought 

743  See-saw 

T44  What's  in  a  klssl 

-»46  Hush,  little  baby,  don't  yoQ  cry 

746  Darling  Clo' 

747  Mother's  last  requesO 

748  Texas  mngor 

749  God,  savo  Ireland 

750  Tho'  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  yoa 

761  Bold  Jark  Donahue 

762  Last  farewell 

763  Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 
754  Mary  Ann  Kehoo 

756  Only  an  emigrant 

766  My  bt.nny  l)oy  ia  young,  but  he's  grow- 

757  The  farmer  feeds  us  all  [ing 

758  Strike  while  the  Iron  is  hot 

759  Better  days  wUl  come  agam 

760  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  girl's  messagw 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 
-TBS  Bye,  bye,  l<aby,  bje.  bye 

764  Somebody's  tall  and  handsome 
786  Mt)ther  keeps  the  gate  lucked  ouw 
986  Sweet  Alpine  roHes 

767  Mornswy  and  the  Benlcla  boy 

768  Constant  farmer's  si'H 

769  Upper  ten  and  lower  live 
779  Karl's  new  lullaby 

771  Key-hole  in  the  door 
779  Act  on  the  square,  boya 
T73  Lackawanna  spooners 
774  Cut  whero  I  was  born 


HI 


776  liurke's  dream 
t76  (''ourleaved  shamrock 

777  Up  a  tree 

T78  Down  where  the  lllly  belu 
179  Behind  the  parlor  door 
":««  I'eggy  O'Moore 

81  Bunny  hours  of  childhood 
TXJ  O'ltfilly,  tho  fisherman 
JKI  Dili  vilLige  blacksmith  shop 
181  KfUso  one,  I  love  thee  still 

785  Shann<»n  ^<i^le 
T86  I'ennsvlvanla  tramp 
T«7  We'll  paint  the  town  red 

786  Look  always  on  the  sunny  M 
T89  llre«>n  Unnet 

--098  lientle  Annie 
T91  Kiw*  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 
,^I'J9  Ihere's  a  light  In  the  window 
7U3  Annie  of  tlio  valo 
794  Hisiiig  of  the  tntxjn 
T95  Who  will  care  for  mother  now 
nt  lA't  the  dead  and  tho  beautiful. 
T97  Hiifhta  for  a  father 

198  ( >ld  gray  mare 

199  How  in  your  clster  Maryl 

800  Clara,  WiVa.  will  yuu  conMOOltOlllchl 

801  Orandnifts  vacant  onoir 

.    803  America's  emblem  the  violet 
803  Knocking  nt  the  gates  of  Jordaa 
806  Take  go<:id  care  of  iiiother 

806  Wliifper  and  a  kisx 

006  Old-foshioiuVl  photograph  of  moCbOV 

807  Ctood-bye,  Jliko,  good-bye,  Pat 

808  LitUo  Hag  and  1 

-  009  Cradlo's  empty,  baby'lBgona 

810  Rnay '8  Sunday  out 

811  My  sweetheart's  family 
814  litUo  wife  Nellio 

613  Too  utterly  utU-r 
814  I'm  a  dondv,  but  I'm  nodnda 
KIS  They  can't  keep  tho  workiugman  dowa 
816  Angel  mother  waits  for  mo 
— 817  Good-night,  but  not  good-bya 

818  I>ar'H  a  new  moon  in  dusky 

819  Ju.st plain  Jim  [stilkeatae 
821  Mind  and  be  home  when  tho  ck>ck 

821  When:  tho  pn-tty  llttio  shamrock  growl 

rja  Mv  little  four-leaved  shamrock  from 

«a  VN'hito  Wings  [Olenaoit 

824  Always  tiike  mother^ adrloa 

«a  I'rettv  pond  lillies 

828  I>ear  Kobin,  I'll  botruo 

827  Mikado  McAlli.-<ter 

823  For  one  day  of  turkey  there'a  atz  days 

K«  Poor  old  tiad  lothaab 

834  The  Haddingtonshlro 

8.11  McSorley's  twins 
— *3J  (  ricket  on  the  hearth 
~-%V  I  had  ei.5dolIarfi  in  my  lOfllda pookaO 

fM  Tr.ibling  back  to  Oeorgia 

83i  Noble  knitthts  of  lubor 
—036  He  gets  there  Ju.Ht  tho  soma 
^437  Johnny,  get  your  gun 

i3»  MisH  Fogarty'd  C'hristmaa  caka 

gSi  Mac:Kiol)arrow'3  weleoma 

844  •  'ome,  nit  by  me,  mutUer 
—#41  I'm  not  asleep 

hii  l^it  on  de  goldon  shoe 

84]  I'll  think  of  my  mother  at  boiaa 

044  Two  little  ragged  urchlna 

84i  Silver  Ix^lla  of  inemorv 
...<046  Maggie,  dear,  I'm  colled  away 
,^1  Hcv'k  her  on  the  kisser 
^«4H  ohI  you  girls 

8(9  Ik-cause  iuieaint  built  that  way 

8.14  Flanigan.  the  lodger 

Kl  Married 

t.^i  (ianlen  wh(»r»>  tho  pratlex  grow     fgone 

85J  You'll  b«  kind  to  my  mother  when  I'm 
8.'>t  Oh,  mammal  oh,  mammal  oh,  mamma 
-466  An  agricultural  Iri.'ih  girl  Iparenta 

*54  I'm  a  man  that's  done  wrong  t<>  iMy 
V^^  Ting,  ting,  tluit'show  the  bell  goea 
8.M  Annio  Llslo 

•—Vii  I  w  111  be  true  to  thee 

8(iO  Down  by  tho  river  side  I  atrayed 

861  Kitty  Clvde 

ffii  Under  the  willow  abe'a  sleeping 

— «63  Itey  of  Biscay,  CM 
864  Hazel  deU 

861)  It's  funny  when  yon  feel  that  way 
868  They've  all  got  a  wife  but  me 
867  What  is  home  without*  motbart 

068  Bowery  Grenadiers 

069  iKtn't  you  dare  to  klaame^  JooJ 
876  G<K>d-bye,  Su.<<an  JaoQ 
071  Nellio  was  a  lady 
079  Nettie  Moore 
873  To  the  West 
871  Joe  Hardy 

876  Tliink  of  yonrhflod  In  the  motlllllB 
878  Wa-sh  me,  mother,  de.nr 

877  RemrmlxT,  txiy,  you'm  Irish 

878  Wlier.t  can  tho  wanderer  bel 

879  Colf>red  Ijand 
888  It'M  nil ughty,  but  it's  nice 
881  We'd  better  bido  a  weo 

(\iiTio  along  my,  darling 
Old  tumkejf 
884  Sarah's  young  man 
8Ki  Slir'H  the  imago  of  her  mother  In  a  MOO 
.»4MI  Ihile  Brandon  [different  waya 

.,487  Dreamy  eyes  that  haant  me  still 
■  08<  Hunt^rr  man  from  Harlem 
•.-089  When  Johnny  comes  nian-hing  home 

898  I  was  (leiipised  Ix^-auso  I  wx-^  j><x,r 
■.—091  Meet  me,  Kate,  by  tho  cottage  pnto 

899  Tliou  hast  wounded  the  spirit  that  loved 

893  Clementine  Itbee 

894  Sweet  heather  bell 
89.5  Windy  man  from  Brooklyn 
894  Swlniricg  on  the  old  rustic  gate     [gona 

—  897  You'll  never  miss  your  mother  tlUfihe'a 

898  Hememlxir  mo  to  all  at  home 

899  Oh,  what  a  night 
9U9  Did  you  notice  it? 
tvi  Since  my  mother's  deiul  and  gone 
Uri  Anierii-a  Utats  them  all 
*13  Australian  exile 


904  Just  to  dhow  my  renwyts  to  McOinny 
^»J6  IMtherliig  the  myrtle  with  Uary 
->-  008  Her  own  boy.  Jack 
_007  Clar»  MolanS  baU 
—000  Lettera  we  carved  on  the  traa 

009  Two  Irish  poUoe 

010  LttUe  old  red  shawl  my  mother  wofia 
Oil  Our  Jack 'a  come  home'o-day 

-  "til  He's  never  done  anything  ainoa 

013  Oh,  Mr.  Flanigan 

014  Can  yon,  then,  love  anotherl 
(16  Ugh^house  by  the  aea 

^18  An  Irish  fair  day 
17  it's  for  money 

918  As  I  read  the  paper  thrmiab 

919  They  can't  do  it,  you  know 
■"^20  Letter  that  never  came 

-*.'!  A  hanilf  ul  of  eartn 

922  Is  Maud  Inf 

923  Southern  .soldier  liny 

924  Green  nioRsy  banks  of  the  Lea 
get  Manchester  martyrs 

teo  pMr  Irish  boy 

S87  I  haven't  for  a  long  time  now 
''    flCI  Bave  mv  mother's  picture  from  the 
•     lei  Rock-a-bye,  baby 

091  Lay  my  bead  beneath  a  msa 

031  Castlebar  boy 

931  Flora  Belle 

931  It's  dudiah  yoa  kiioir 

034  The  letter  came  at  loaO 

W  My  pretty  Jane 

931  Lfpe  that  toochUqaorahall  never  tonchj 

037  W'rap  the  flag  around  me.  boya   [mlnal 
Pad's  dinner  poll 

930  The«t>ree 

•44  Black  pick-o-nlnnw 

3  Widow  Nolan's  goat 
Maid  of  the  HUT 
l^dy  Duffy's  care 
ttle  green  leaf  In  onr  bibto 
Kelly's  beau 

Jell  bo  bock  bye-and-bya 

047  Bonny  bUck  Besa 
"I  Uttle  widow  Dunn 
if  Ghost  of  Benjamin  Bfnna 
Han  that  struck  O'llara 
961  A  flower  I  fonnd  In  mother^  Mbia 
(60  Pylng  cowboy's  lament 
061  Bringing  prettj  blossoms  to  strrw  on 
Etar  of  tne  evening      Imother**  gnkva 
Poor  little  soldiers'  boy 
BoklMcIntlres 
167  Howard's  cradkt  sons 
068  Handkerchief  tllrtatloa 

060  Angel's  whbper 
ON  Tom.  If  you  love  me,  say  eo 

"Ml  nylng  trapeze 
M  Uttlo  old  catioooe  behind  the  train 

061  Maggie,  the  cows  are  In  the  clover 
I  believe  it,  for  my  mother  told  me  mt 

(86  Mamma's  black  baby  boy 

OM  UngruU'ful  son 

087  Doubk^breaKted  mansion  on  theaqnora 

MO  Yanket>  Doodle 

061  The  footer  you  pluck  them  the  thicker 

071  Mother,  Is  the  battle  OTerl   Ithey  grow 

071  Sullivan  and  Ryan 

071  I'ackageof  old  letters 

971  Cabin  with  the  roses  at  the  door 


-ta 


-« 


974  Morrissey  and  Heenan  flghC 
071 


978 


atrimonial  suggestions 
iother's  wedding  ring 
.  'overty's  teara  ebb  and  flow 
971  Never  take  '  no  "  for  an  answer 
971  Have  you  seen  Vum-Yuna 
081  I'll  return  bytvond-bya 
Ml  It's  English,  you  know 
981  in  the  window  a  light  I  can  aaa' 
081  Little  Ah  Sid 
984  ThoKtrikerandhlaaoit 
9HJ  Tu  ra-rum 
— 084  I  cannot  sing  that  song  to-nlghO 
987  I  klasod  her  under  the  parlor  atata 
9H  tost  on  the  "  Lady  Elgin" 
981  We  draw  the  line  at  thaC 

098  Merry  shanty  btiya 
091  Slightly  on  tlie  mash 

099  Down  among  the  migar  cana 

993  When  my  rover  comes  again 

994  Tliere's  no  one  to  welcome  me  1 
991  John  Mitchell 
(M  Dearest  Hoe 

997  My  bonny  laboring  boy 
09S  The  dawning  of  the  day 

998  WriK-k  of  the  "  London  " 
—4008  Tlie  eong  that  reached  my  I 

4001  The  St-ot.  h  brigade 

4002  I  owe  tlO  to  OGrady 
—4008  I'm  the  father  of  a  Uttle  black  < 

10O4  Where  is  Kathleen 
— HXiS  Waitintr,  waiting,  waiting 
H)U6  Moloney,  the  rolling  "liH  man 

—  1007  Dan  O'lirien's  raffle 
1U08  Just  a  httle  sun.shine 

1009  As  I  sat  u)x>n  my  dear  old  mother's 

1010  A  letter  from  Ireland  [knea 
toil  I'm  going  to  have  my  name  above  tha 

1012  Judge  Duffy  told  me  so  [iooi 

1013  Man.  poor  man 
"iOI4  When  baby  (<mile8  In  her  sleep 

1015  Songs  that  we  eing 

—  K)16  Liaen  to  my  tale  of  woa 
-4017  Meet  a  coon  tonight 

1018  (dpiKTsnd  the  cook 

1019  Hnng  back  my  sailor  boy 

— 1020  Where  the  sparrows  and  chippies  , 

—Km  Old  boss  Barry  [panM 

—4022  Midnight  squad 

—  1023  Isabelle  St.  Clatr 

1024  Don't  run  down  the  Irish 
Wi&  From  the  cradle  to  the  graTa 
J02A  The  little  flshermaiden 
1027  You  know 

1025  Up  went  the  price  ..  ,  • 
10e9  Honor  thy  father  and  motlMff          .    . 

_1030  Marguerite 

4031  Bid  me  good-bye  and  go 

1032  I'm  BO  shy ^^ 
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--t033  A  bnfton-hole  bouqnet 

— 1034  1  fortret 

'— KI36  She  mifiht  have  licked  MeOMtT 

1036  Love,  let  your  heart  be  faithflll 
.^  1087  Bunsnine  will  come  again 

1031  Baby  that  never  came 

103«  I  like  it,  I  do 

1040  It's  fiiiiiiy  what  laf «r  TviU  do 

1041  Iiuit  that  an  awful  shame 
,'      104^  Kiiiif  dat  Kulden  bell 

1043  (jenis  of  uJd  Ireland 

1044  Jewse  James  IwwT 
—'1045  Young  man  that  used  to  live  over  the 
'•^fM  We've  both  been  there  berui«  many  a 

1047  Sow  I  come  to  think  of  it  LUm* 

■■■  UH»  Inald  the  $10  to  o'Grady 
-—TMi  With  all  her  faults  1  luve  keraliU 

loao  Dear  Utile  hands 

1051  Just  ocross  from  Jei-sey 
—  'toa^  Salvation  army,  oh 

1053  Four  'leven  forty-four 

1054  Family  overhead 

1055  I  wondiT  how  long  It  will  last 
-^  1056  Charleston  bluett 

_    1057  MajtirUillealher 

— 40oS  Boodle 

1059  That's  an  old  pnpr  with  nie 
10«W  Valley  lay  smilinic  liefore  me 
1061  Little  hedne  school 

— *««2  Old  featlier  Ixd 

—  1063  I  never  drink  Itehind  the  bar 
—^064  McNally's  row  ol  Hats 

-4065  I'll  wear  the  troiiscrx,  oh 
— 1066  StroUinK  on  the  sands 
».  1067  Mulberry  spriii^s 
_-  1068  Good  bye,  my  hi>ney,  I'm  gfone 

1069  Plum-i)Uddinif 

1070  I  could  tell  it  if  I  felt  in  the  dnrk 

1071  Let  Erin  rememl)er  the  days  of  old 
'    ^072  Here  lies  un  act<jr 

1073  MLsterlJooley's^reese 

1074  Ten  tliousanu  miles  awayonttM  banks 

1075  Mother's  last  lett«T  to  me    [ofaloitely 

1076  Fnl  and  his  little  brown  raaie 

1077  Water-cress*  8 

1078  She  lives  on  Murray  Hill 
1071)  Eileen,  sweet  Eileen 

^-1080  Hurry,  little  children,  Sunday  *orn 

1081  My  little  side  door 
'^*— 1082  It  showered  ajfuiii 
-»«^083  Market  on  Saturday  night    . 

1084  Other  arruiijfements 
mm  1085  Huul  de  wood-pile  down 
— *>i6  As  we  waader  in  the  orange-firrore 
-^1087  Drill,  ye  tarriors,  drill 
1088  FiKtfJ'-back 
108U  Only  a  bhie-boU 
•-TWIO  IJitle  boy  blue 
.^-lOSll  Where  the  sweet  magnolia  grows 
-"WW  OKI  black  ciow 
-- 1W3  Heii;li,  hoi  lingo  Sally 
10V4  Hunt  the  bulTiilo 

1045  Ked  haired  trirl  and  near-by  white 

■— '1006  Let  her  go,  tiallaglier  IhonO 

.v-^007  Masso's  wedding-night 
_  10S8  Old  bnm  fl.)or 

—  1099  llridal  niarcli 
--1100  Slavery's  passed  away 

.-'1 101  Where  dill  you  get  that  bati 

^-■1102  My  MiiKK'o 

— -1103  Si;aiilai'.!*.*Fin8f  wng 

— 1104  You  and  I,  love 

—  1105  Mottoes  that  are  framed  upon  the  wall 
— 1108  Razzle,  dazzlcr 
— - 1107  WTilBtllng  coon 

—  1108  Hello!  Keilly 
— aiOfl  Killuloe 

—  1110  Farewell,  Moi'gUwBg 
-^111  Spore  that  old  mud  cabin 
"■^flU  Since  Kate  loamt  how  to  play 
"^■mS  I  went  with  him;  or,  my  pal.  Jack 

1114  Johnstown  flood 

1115  rostaKe-stamp  flirtation 

1116  Those  lovely  llrooklyu  girls 

"""Hi?  Slide,  Kelly,  elide 

1118  Sullivan  and  Kilrain  fight 
"   1119  Down  where  w»i  roamed  together 

—  ri20  Dow  n  went  McGinty 
—1121  Ju.sta  little 

1122  Champion  of  the  world 

1123  Oiild  plaid  sbawl 
—1124  Near  it 

— 1128  Paddy  Shay 

1126  SlieiiflTs  sale 

—  4127  Three  leaves  of  shamrock 

—  1128  A  mother's apptal  to  her  boy 
_-^  1129  Across  the  liridjto  he  goes 

1130  You  will  never  know  a  mother's  lore 

1131  Convict  and  the  bird  [attain 

1132  Say,  won't  you  come  out  and  playt 
"^    1133  Chump!  or,  they  didmeup 

:_  A134  Only  a  picture 

1135  Same  old  walk 

USA  When  we  ran  with  the  old  machlna 

1137  nnllyhooley 
I      1138  Hi:  waiter,  a  dozen  more  bottle* 
•->4139  Ask  a  pijliceman 

1140  Did  he  git  there 

1141  Dying  cowboy 

1142  W  hy  don't  they  do  so  nowt 
U13  Where  did  you  get  that  facet 

tBi>4)44  Litlie  empty  sloeklUKH     ..m 
0-114B  Since  Reilly  took  an  oath  he'd  hare  my 
.     1146  Ireland  for  the  Irioh  lUfO 

^^147  Little  Annie  Kooney 

—  f "«  Hush',  don't  wake  the  baby 
1149  Itoom  4,  second  floor 

'    IISO  Emniet'8  farewell  to  bis  true  love'  ' 


^^151  Magpo's  back-yard 
'~1152  beautiful  language 
—1153  My  hat  .      "  .•• 

1154  Now  you're  talking 
■"T155  Casey's  wife 

1156  I  say,  Mike 
~^157  There  goes  McManufl 

1168  McGinty's  wake 

1159  I  loaned  my  Sunday  coat  to  Maloney 
■    1160  Down  on  the  funn 

1161  Are  you  with  us,  Casey! 
**4162  He's  on  the  poUce  force  now 

1163  Faces 
«-««4  KaUe  Molloy 

1165  I'm  a  cousin  to  Pameu 

1166  Get  on  to  that  l.ouquet 

1167  Sini-e  Casey  runs  the  Hat 

1168  Hello!  John  Maloney 
—^69  Dear  old  village-school 

1170  Sonir  that  breaks  my  heart 
~-I171  Oh,  what  has  changed  youl 
■T172  That  is  love 
—T173  Little  bunch  of  liloca 
~T174  Playmates 

1176  Kelly's  new  spring  pants 
~-»176  Oh,  let  it  be  soon 

1177  Sam  Bass 

^1178  Si  nee  Magpie  learned  to  sing 
— 1179  I'll  paralj  ze  the  man  that  says 

1180  A  dieadful  accident  [McGinty 

— nsi  Signor  Biiig  Biiiper,  the  baritone 

1182  Suiidfty-sch.>ol  scholar  [singer 

— T183  If  the  wut<!rs  could  speak  aa  they  llow 
— n84  Slountoin  dew 
—♦185  I  whistle  and  wait  for  Katie 

1186  Oh,  leave  not  yotir  Kathleen 
-^h87  Throw  him  down,  McCloskcy 
-  -1188  It  used  to  be  proper,  but  it  don't  go 
-«-lls9  We've  all  had  'em  inow 

.-nW  Drink  up,  boys 
■^n»l  My  dear  old  Irish  hom« 
— »19'2  Hear  dem  bella 

— tlSS  Barney,  come  home  ■   .  ■  .   . 

—1194  Two  new  sports  in  town 

1195  Where  is  my  wandering  boy  to-nlghtt 

1196  Uttle  old  duddeen 

1197  Oh,  mamma!  buy  me  that 

1198  Dar's  a  lock  on  the  ciucken-coop  door 
— n99  Ttiey  never  told  a  lie 

—4200  Learning  McFadden  to  waltz 
1201  Saloonkeepers'  Conimandinenti 

»4e02  Irish  jubilee 

.4e03  He  was  a  pal  of  mino 

•~J«04  They're  after  me 

Ta05  Sweet  Katie  Connor 

"jtM  He  ain't  in  it 

TW7  Then  you  wink  the  other  eya 

-HJ08  I  was  on  it 
— TW9  %Vhen  I  get  to  be  a  man  like  pa 
1210  Clancy  wasnt  In  It 

•ii«ll  Paddy  Flynn 

—1212  Comrades 
1213  McManusand  his  spike-tail  coat 

"■^eU  Come  down,  Mrs.  Flynn 

— «15  Dreaming  as  she  sleeps 

1216  Bund  played  Annie  Latirle 

1217  Masks  and  faces 

— T!18  Swinging  in  the  Grape-vine  BwJng 
-1219  Little  sign  is  still  above  the  door. 
—1120  Lovers'  quarrel,  or  Mary  and  John 

1221  Something  went  wrong  with  the  works 
— T122  We  shall  all  be  angels  m  tho  sweet  by- 
—4123  Come  where  the  lilies  bloom  [and-by 
,At2i  Oood-niglit,  ladies 

1226  Haul  me  back  again 

1226  Father  O' Flynn 

lan  Flag  of  the  free 
-•4228  The  golden  wedding 

1229  On  a  Sunday  morning 

1230  The  lone  grave 

12S1  YotiT  necktie's  up  Detiuul 
-^•32  Uttle  Fannie  Mclntyra 

1233  Murphy  owes  me  rent 

1234  Only  a  year 
— 1236  1  don't  know 

•■^236  I've  worked  eight  hours  this  day 

12;<7  A  little  beard  on  a  young  man  grew 
•4138  Widow  Nolan's  door 

1239  Arkansaw 
"^SiO  Picture  that  is  turned  toward  the  wall 
«4141  He  never  came  buck 

1812  Oh)   what  a  difTereuce  in  the  morning 

1>13  I  want  a  situation 
'  'W44  Could  I  but  spot  the  winner 

1245  McNultv ,  you're  a  daisy 

1246  Hugged  Put 

1247  Clancy's  trotter 

1248  The  poor  old  bum 

1249  Sentenced  to  death 

ijZSO  Blame  it  on  to  the  girls       [of  families 
■"T251  Mistakes  are  apt  to  happen  in  the  best 
•-*252  Never  in  a  case  like  that 
—T253  Story  of  the  ould  coimtre 
~^254  Mavourneen  '■.      '; 

-^ISW  MoIIr.  O 
•^256  The  Christmas  tpeo 

1257  My  son,  my  only  son 

1258  Since  Nelly  went  away  .  \' 
— -1259  Ta-ra-ra  boom-der-e  % 
•TMO  The  pardon  came  too  late 

"1261  Twelve  months  ago  to-night 

1262  Fireman's  boy 

1263  Song  of  the  steeple 

1264  He  never  smiled  Bgain 
.--1166  These  words  no  Shakespeare  i 

1^4266  There's  no  room  for  me 
.^267  Between  love  and  duty . 


— USB  Ruffle  for  a  Waterbury  watCB 
TX9  Whist:  the  bogie  man 
— ♦UTO  It's  hard  to  l)e  a  nigger 

1271  Hotel  Koyal  fire 
->4tr72  The  prodiirul  son 

1273  The  sight-s  in  a  dime  museum 

1274  The  p-orgal  didn't  know,  you  know 
^■*275  The  Broadway  swell  and  the  Bowfety 
mmiZ;6  Scenes  in  New  York  [bum 

1277  The  had  hotel 

1278  It  takes  a  girl  to  do  it  every  time 
'■  1279  You'd  better  stay  at  home,  lad 

1280  Joys  of  a  wed<ling  ring 

1281  There's  always  a  chaii-  for  me 
— i282  Patsy  Bninnigan 

_X«3  Thy  land's  my  land 
-^1284  The  nightingale's  song 

1285  The  Stowaway 
~^286  A  little  bird  whispered  to  me 

J'287  Push  dem  clouds  away 

1288  I  saw  Esau  kissing  Kate 

1289  The  wife's  dream 
1190  The  bi-oken  home 

1291  He  is  an  angel  now  [old  mother 

1292  A  bunch  of  shamrocks  from  my  dear 
— 1«93  I  handed  it  over  to  Riley 

1291  Strolling  with  Nova 

4295  Buv  a  nice  little  home  in  the  country 

1296  O'Brien's  horse,  Bonyparte 

1*97  Since  Murphy  broke  his  pledge 
,,,0298  My  sw  eetheart's  the  man  in  the  moon 
^1299  The  Keeley  cure 

1300  Corbett  and  Sullivan  fight 

1301  Do  as  I  tell  you 
,1302  There  is  a  tavern  in  the  town 

1303  Tip  your  hat  to  Nellie 
-^304  In  old  Madrid 

1305  Colnmbus  ,    . 

—♦806  Molly  and  I  and  the  baby 

1307  Paddy,  wait  awhile  [de-ay 

'"'KiOO  I'm  the  man  that  wrote  Tapa-ra  boom 
-44108  Maiden  and  the  Iamb  [<'arlo 

-^10  The  man  that  broke  the  l>wik  at  Monte 
— <81 1  He  never  cares  to  wander  from  his  o»  n 

1312  Miner's  Dream  of  Home  [fireside 

131S  Polly  O'Neil 

1314  He  was  a  soldier 

1315  Oh,  ta-ra-i-a 
•*1816  Ting-a-ling-tlng-tay 
.-4517  The  countiy  girl 

-4318  Daddy  wouldxi't  buy  me  a  bow-wow 
—1319  Sweet  Nellie  Bawn 

1320  There  is  a  stranger's  face  In  Heaven  now 

1321  I'll  never  go  there  again 
1822  When  the  days  grow  longer 

"■1823  Where  the  chicken  got  the  axe 
-*)24  After  the  boU 
-4e25  Ginger 

1325  Ki^s  my  dear  old  mother,  JacK 

13^/  Still  the  world  goes  on  lover  here 

1.328  I'm  the  man  that  brought  Columbus 
—1829  I  loved  you  better  than  you  knew 

1330  Vou  can't  Stop  her 
— WBl  Bowery 
—0332  Afterwards 
„4331  Widow 
—4834  Reiit»en  and  Cynthia 

1335  Out  for  a  racket 
"-^836  Kis*,  and  let's  make  up 

1337  Columbus  was  an  Irishman 
—4838  A  pretty  girl 
—4339  Love  nie  little,  love  me  long 
— ♦MO  Two  little  girls  in  blue 

1911  Daisy  Bell 

1342  She  IS  my  pic  nie  girl 

*343  Oh.  promise  me 
—4844  When  summer  comes  again 

1345  Always  mind  your  sister,  Jennie 
•4346  \olunteer  Organist  [ouirhttobo 

—4^7  One  of  his  legs  is  longer  than  it  really 

1348  In  the  bright  moonliirht 
—♦849  The  widow's  plea  for  her  son 
—4350  Hearts 

1351  Keep  the  home  together 

1352  Tom  and  I'll  go  too 
135:1  I  love  you  in  spite  of  all 

— M54  They  all  uke  after  me 
•""♦355  Nellieand  May,  sisters  were  they 
-^356  Little  Johnny  bugan 
■~1357  Oeorgie 

l:t58  Same  sweet  bells  are  ringing 

1359  Have  you  seen  liei  • 

1360  Don't  forget  me,  Mary 

1361  Fallen  by  the  naysida 

1362  Is  life  woith  hviiig! 
1U63  December  and  May 
1364  They  ai-e  the  best  friends  of  all 
136j  The  ship  I  love 
l.'«)6  Nancy  Clancy's  beau 

1367  My  Johanna  Johnson 

1368  Your  mother  and  I,  Maggie 

1369  We  never  speak  her  name 

1370  It's  all  gone  now 

1371  When  Peggy  and  I  are  wed 

1372  My  Marie 
•873  Mamie,  come  kiss  your  honey  boy 

»4874  The  fatal  wedding 

1375  The  christening  of  Maggie's  baby 

1376  Seeing  Jennie  home 
•^377  Carrie 

1378  No.  'Arry,  don't  ask  me  to  marry 

9  Half-past  nine 
980  The  little  lost  child 

1381  The  workingman's  dream 

1382  The  face  ujion  the  barroom  floor 

1383  Conversation  water 

1384  Love  will  bring  me  back  again 


1S85  The  gay  MMibMtta 

1386  Will  we  ever  be  able  to  flyt 

1387  The  little  musician 

1388  H'amlng  in  the  clover' 
1S89  Don't  leave  the  old  home,  Mamto 

— «90  Twiggy  Voo 

1391  And  the  verdict  was 
— <392  I'll  take  you  home  again,  Kathleen 

1393  Greet  the  old  man  w  itii  a  smile 

1394  The  man  that  broke  the  brokers  down 

1395  The  German  Fifth  (In  Wall  Street 
1.396  Far«  thee  well,  mv  little  sweetheart 
1S97  The  pride  of  the  bull 
i:t98  Walking  on  de  rainbow  in  de  sky 

1399  Day  by  day  years  hsve  n-Ilert  on 

1400  He  married  the  daughl er,  molherand all 
II  Won't  you  be  my  sweetheart  I 

1402  Apple  blossoms 

1403  The  little  bunch  of  whiskers  oo  his  chla 
^^404  My  pearl's  a  Bowery  girl 
^1405  Maggie  Mooney 

14(16  While  the  dance  goes  on 

1407  Picture  eighty-four  [herliack 

1408  And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down 

1409  Take  him  to  your  heart  again 

1410  Upon  life's  ocean  cast  away  lj<M 
mi  W  hen  you  know  the  girl  you  love  luT«fl 

1412  Kind  words  [all 

1413  There's  no  place  like  the  old  home  after 
♦414  I  don't  want  to  play  In  your  yard 

1415  Walt,  Mr   Postman 

1416  Magic  pictures  in  the  grate 

1417  Swell  up  to  date 

1418  Thinking  of  one  she  loves 

1419  Only  to  see  my  mother 

1420  How  do  you  like  it) 

1421  I  long  to  see  the  old  home  once  again 

1422  When  we're  man  te<i  by  and  by 
4123  Believe  me  if  nil  those  endearing  yoi 

1424  Look  in  mv  heart  [cuaj 

1425  My  beautiful  Irish  maid 

1426  Oleoit's  Irish  serenade 

1427  Katy  Mahoiie 

1428  Not  fling's  too  good  for  the  Irish 
^n29  Take  back  the  engagement  ring 

1430  He  Kot  the  riukey  dink 
1131  Girl  wanted 

1432  Linger  longer.  Loo 

1433  His  last  thouKhtii  were  of  yon 

1434  The  church  aeross  the  way 

1435  How  nice  that  all  must  be 

1436  Those  lost  happy  davs 
u:i7  McGlntv  at  the  living  pictures 
1438  McNally's  old  backyard 

44.39  Phoebe 
I4404li'oken  hearts 
1441  ^'hoee  little  girl  are  yout 
^442  The  girl  I  love 
1443  Hearts  are  trumps 

1414  The  little  toy  drum 

1445  I  went  home  «id  Michael; 

1446  Forget  the  past 

1447  Susie,  do  you  luh  mef 
1418  He  married  Ki:ey's  bride 
1149  Oh!  how  I  love  sweet  Kathleen 

1450  When  the  mailnmii  comes 

1451  Can't  fool  the  Dutch  [bea« 
14.52  Little  Johnny  Ji'hnson  is  my  Sunday 
H.'iS  The  ads  that  drove  lilm  crazy 
1454  Hat>py  is  the  bride  that  the  sun  shines  on 
14.55  Fiiendly  neighbors  for  twenty -five  yeaif 
14.'i6  Sweet  Jennie  Brown 

•44.'i7  Tommy  Atklna 
1458  One  girl  in  the  world  for  me 
14.59  Denied  a  home 

1460  After  your  wand'ring,  come  home 

1461  Tell  me  that  you  love  me  still 

1462  I'll  never  go  out  w  ith  Riley  any  more 

1463  I'm  going  to  tell  on  you.  Knlie 

1464  It's  a  good  thing,  push  it  along 
"1465  Still  his  whiskeisgrew 

1466  She  may  have  seen  better  days 
T467  Pretty  Jennie  Slattery 

1468  What's  the  matter  with  your  feeH 

1469  Uncle  John 

1470  What  coulil  the  poor  girl  do! 

1471  My  dud's  the  engineer 

1472  Her  picture  was  there  next  to  mine 

1473  This  is  unexpected 

1474  You  don't  And  a  girl  like  my  girl  every 

1475  Kathleen  [day 

1476  My  Coney  Island  girl 

1477  Sweet  Eilleeii 
,J478  Streets  of  Cairo 

4479  The  band  played  on 

1480  Just  as  it  used  to  be  in  days  gone  by 

1481  Mary  rode  the  hike  and  bull 

1482  Don't  forgrt  the  friends  that  are  dearer 

1483  H'>sey  Magee  [than  gold 

1484  I  never  loved  until  I  met  you 

1485  With  a  wife  and  a  neat  little  home 

1486  What  will  you  say,  sweet  Kitty  Shea! 

1487  Dimes  and  Nickels 

1488  "~     ■       • 

1489  In  the  Barroom 

1490  Fishing— for  what! 

1491  The  girl  next  de.ir 

1492  The  Bowery  Ball 


■;i*-'i 


IV^ 


■■^i 


We  will  send  10  of  the  above  Songs,  your  selection,  for  10  cents  :  30  for  25  cents;  50  for  40  cents  ;  100  for  76^ 
cents,  or  1000  for  $5.  ^^  Remember,  we  will  not  send  less  than  10  of  these  Songs  by  mail.  Be  sure  to  order  Sonn  i 
by  their  numbers  in  rotation.  We  w^ill  send  the  sheet  music  of  any  song  on  this  page,  arranged  for  the  piano,  woroaj 
and  music  combined,  for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  3  copies  for  $1.  ■/?    -k/VC    '  V  -C>' 
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Irish  Songster 


•St'    «    CONTAINING    *    * 


200  Songs.     200  5ongs. 


CONTENTS  I— A  ITnTidfnl  of  Earth  from  Mother's  Grave—An  Irish 
Pair  Day— An  IrinhmaTrii  ToaBt— A  Letter  from  Ireland— A  Plain  Little 
Irlih  QIri— A  Sweet  Irlch  Girl  l8  the  Dariini;- Avenging  and  Bright— 
BalUnamnck  Brigade — Banks  of  Clandy — Bard  of  Armagh— Barney, 
Come  Home — Barney  O'Hea— Barney,  the  Lad  from  Kildare — Beantiful 
Qirl  of  Kildare— Beautiful  Shamrock  of  Old  Ireland- Bella  of  Shandon 
—Bernard  RelUy— Birth  of  St.  Patrick— Bluckhird— Bonny  Irish  Boy- 
Boys  of  Kilkenny— Brennen  on  the  Moor— Brideet  Donahue— Bryan 
O'Lynn— Bunch  of  Shamrocks— Burial  of  Sir  Jolin  Moore— Burke's 
Dream— Castlubar  Boy— Celebrated  Speech  of  Robert  Emmet— Colleen 
Bawn — Colleen  Dhas  Machree — Come  Buck  to  Erin — Come  Back  to 
Yonr  Irish  Home— Cow  that  Ate  the  Piper— Crooskeen  Lawn — Croppy 
Boy — Cughlamacliree— Dainty  Gladys — Dandy  Pat— Dan  Maloney  Istha 
Man— Dear  Ilarp  of  My  Country— Dear  Irish  Boy— Dear  Little  Colleen — 
Dear  Old  Ireland— Death  of  Sarsfleld— Donnelly  and  Cooper— Dough- 
erty's Boarding  House— Drinking  with  Dauiel  Maloney— Dublin  Bay — 
Emmet's  Farewell  to  Ills  True  Love— Erin,  Mavonmcen— Erin's  Green 
Shora— Erin's  Lovely  Home- Exile  of  Erin— Exile's  Lament — Eily  Ma- 
voiirneen— Faeter  You  Pluck  Them  the  Thicker  They  Grow— Father 
O'Flynn— Father  Tom  O'Neil— Fenian's  Escape— Fine  Old  Irish  Gentle- 
man—Garden  Where  the  Praties  Grow— Garryowen— Give  an  Honest 
Irish  Lad  a  Chance— G'>d,  Save  Ireland— Good-bye,  Biddy  Dear— Good- 
bye, Mike,  Good-liye,  Pat— Grave  of  Wolfe  Tone— Green  Above  the  Red 
—Green  Linnet — Green  Little  Shamrock  of  Ireland — Hiindy  Andy— Harp 
thatOncothro'Tara'sUalls— Hat  Me  Father  Wore— How  Oft  Has  the 
Banshee  Cried?— I'm  a  Man  Yon  Don't  Meet  Every  Day— I  Left  Ireland 
and  Motlier  becau-e  We  Were  Poor— I  Owe  $10  to  O'Grady— Ireland- 
Ireland  Will  Yet  Be  Free— Irish  Brigade— Irish  Colleen— Irish  Girl- 
Irishman's  Home  —  Irishman's  Shanty— Irishmen  of  To-Day— Irish 
Molly  O — Irish  Potheen— Irish  Stranger— Irish  Volunteers-Ivy  Green — 
I'll  Take  You  Home  Again,  Kathleen- Jennie,  the  Flower  of  Kildare— 
John  Mitchell — Johnny  DouKherty,  the  Tailor — Kate  Kearney — Kate 
O'Brien— Kathleen,  Mavonrueen  —  Katty,  Avonmeen— Katy  Ryan- 
Kerry  Dance— Killarney— Kitty  of  Coleraine— Lament  of  the  Irish  Emi- 
grant—Lannlgan's  Ball— Last  Rose  of  Summer— Let  Erin  Remember  the 
Days  of  Old— Limerick  Is  Beautiful— Limerick  Races— Little  Four-Leaf 
Shamrock  from  Glennore— Love's  Young  Dream— Low-Backed  Car — 
Maid  of  Erin— Manchester  Martyrs— Man  that  Struck  O'llara  — Man 
Who  Taught  Her  to  Dance— Mary  of  Tipperary— Maureen  Mavourneen— 
Meeting  of  the  Waters— Michael  Dwycr— Minstrel  Boy— Mrs.  Iliggins' 
Parlor  Floor— Molly  Bawn— Molly  Flynn— Mother,  He  b  Going  Away— 
My  Dear  Old  Irish  Home- My  Emmet's  No  More— My  Heart's  in  Old 
Ireland— My  Pretty  Irish  Queen— Nell  Flangherty'sDrake— Nelly  Brady 
—No  Irish  Need  Apply— No  Irish  Wanted  Here— Norah  Aroon— Norah, 
Asthore — Norah  O'Neal  —  Norah,  the  Pride  of  Kildare — Now  Then, 
Molly— Och.  Paddy,  Is  It  Yoursclff- O'Donnell,  the  Avenger— Oh, 
Biame  Not  the  Banl— Oh,  Breathe  Not  His  Name- Oh,  Leave  Not  Your 
Kathleen — Oh,  Molly  GrOftin- Old  Ireland  Forever— Once  More  In  the 
Dear  Old  Land— Origin  of  the  Harp— Paddy  Is  the  Boy— Paddy  Loves  a 
Shamrock— Paddy's  Land— Paddy  Whack— Pat  and  the  Priest— Pat 
Malloy— Pat  of  Mulliugar- Pat  O'Hnra— Patrick  Sheehan— Pat  Roach 
at  the  Play- Pat's  Not  So  Black  As  He's  Been  Painted— Poor  ItUh  Mins- 
trel—Pretty  Maid  Milking  Her  Cow— Pride  of  Mayo— Ragged  Pat— Re- 
member Boy,  You're  Irish — Return  of  Pat  Malloy— Rich  and  Rare  Were 
the  Gems— Rising  of  the  Moon— Rohert  Emmet— Rocky  Road  to  Dublin 
— Rory  O'More— Rose  of  Killarney— Rose  of  Tralee — Shamus  O'Brien — 
ShamuB  O'Brien,  Recitation — Shan  Van  Vogh— She  Is  Far  from  the 
Land— 8i)rlg  of  Shillelah— Star  of  Glengary— Sublime  Was  the  Warning 
—Sweet  Dreams  of  Erin— Tail  iv  Me  Coat  —  Tan-yard  Side— Teddy 
O'Neal— Terrance  McMullin— There  Never  Was  a  Coward  Wliere  the 
Shamrock  Grows — Those  Single  Daysof  Old— Though  the  Last  Glimpse 
of  Erin  with  Sorrow  I  See— Three  Leaves  of  Shamrock— Tim  Finigau'« 
Wake— Tipperary  Christening— True  Irloh  Hearts— Twig  of  Shillelah 
—Valley  Lay  Smiling  Before  Me— Wearing  of  the  Green— Wedding  of 
Ballyporeen— When  Ireland  Has  an  Army  and  a  Navy  of  Her  Own — 
Whert  la  Kathleen T— Whisky,  You're  the  Divil— Whistling  Thief— Why 
Paddy's  Always  Poor— Widow  McGee— Widow's  Only  Son— Wild  Irish 
Boj— Toa'U  Biemember  Me— You'll  Soon  Forget  Kathleea^Yoosg  Booe. 


This  book  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  10  Oents  in  silver  or  postage  stamps.  Address  all  orders  to  eitber 
oar  New  York  or  Chicago  house,  whichever  is  nearest  to  yoo. 


*i' BARTENDERS  GUIDE 


PRICE   25   CENTS. 


AMW,  (fbaaB,  and  thorooirhly  reliable  work  on  the 
aorrect  method  of  mixluK  laucy  drinks  as  they  are 
served  to-day  at  the  principal  l>ar-roomi  ihroughoul 
the  United  States  and  Canada.  It  telU,  In  short,  how 
to  make  all  kinds  of  plain  and  mixed  drinks— in  fact, 
all  the  iwpiilar  bevemftea  of  the  day— and  Is  deslKned 
tor  hotels,  steamer*,  restaurants,  club  houses,  saloons, 
and  wherever  a  rellablo  Ku'tie  uf  thin  kind  la  required. 
It  also  embraces  the  most  lini<rovt)d  rt^tpes  (or  the 
preparation  of  Wines,  Cordials,  Brandies.  Bitten,  Table 
Beers,  Mineral  Waters.  Syrups,  Aerated  Summer  Beve- 
ra«es,  Artlfloial  Champatrne,  Cider,  etc.,  etc. 

With  this  book  any  bartender  can  become  an  expert 
In  a  very  short  time,  and  every  man  cau  be  his  own 
bartender. 

Price  28o.  P«r  eopy,  or  thl*  book  and  any 
four  other  25c.  books  on  this  page  for 

One  Dollara    This  offer  holds  irood  for  all  time,  and 
any  pereon  can  avail  themselves  of  it. 

Clean  and  unused  U.  8.  postage  stamps,  of  any  de- 
nomination, taken  same  ascanh.  Insendingrsilver.yuu 
should  always  be  aura  to  wrap  a  small  piece  of  news- 
paper around  It,  to  prevent  it  from  tearlnffthrouirh  the 
•nvalope.  Send  greenbacks  for  large  amounts  If  not 
tnoouvanient  to  juu. 
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Address  all  orders  to  either  oar  New  Yorlc  or  Chicago  Bouse,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  ] 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


Madison  Streeta 
CHICAGO. 


..     :    READY-MADE 

AUTOGRAPH  ALBUM  VERSES 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 


Aebflleaeona^onof  eomla  and  sentimental  verses, 
compiled  by  Carrie  L.  Wehman,  Pipresstre  of  almost 
•very  phase  of  human  feellntr.  such  as  love,  friendship, 
admiration,  respect,  good  wishes,  etc..  etc.,  suitable  for 
writing  in  autograph-albums.  No  gentleman,  young, 
mlddle.aged  or  old. ''an  go  at  all  Into  eoi  iety-»tltin,ut 
having  somefalrlady's  "  Book  of  Autoirraphs ''plumped 
Into  his  hands.  He  foels  tliat  to  refuse  wouM  suimp 
him  a  "mean  and  sel&sh  person."  He  cannot  be  a  gen 
tieman,  In  the  best  meaning  of  the  term,  while  possess- 
ing such  despicable  traits  of  character,  therefore  he 
must  complr  with  their  leqiiests  In  this  direction.  Left 
to  himself,  he  would  probably  write  "himself  down  a 
blockhead."  But  this  book  will  help  blm  out  ofBthe 
dilemma.  Here  he  will  find  soin»thlng  appropriate  to 
write  at  once— whether  humorously  or  sentimentally  In- 
clined. Price  25c.  per  copy,  or  thIs  book  and 
any  four  other  250.  books  on  this  paae 

for  One  Dollar.V-Clean  and  unused  U.  S.  postage 
stamps  of  any  denomination,  taken  same  as  cash.cin 
seudlnir  silver,  you  should  always  be  sure  to  wrap  a 
■mail  piece  of  newspaper  around  it,  to  prevent  it  from 
tearing  through  the  envelope.  Send  greenlMcks  for 
large  amounts  if  not  inconvenient  to  you. 


Aiflrsss  aU  ordsrs  to  altheroor  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearsst  to  yaft 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


HENflY  J.  WEHMAN, 


Madison  Stfeel^ 
CHICAGO. 


>  WEHMAN'S  BOOKONTHE  '     - 

ART^?SCIENCE°^BOXING 


PRICE    25    CEyTS. 

nis  book  Is  designed  to  meet  the  wants  of  all  thosa  who  mar  desire  to  leant  feoa 
to  "taka  his  owa  part"  vben  assailed- be  It  either  for  pleasurable  pastime  and  • 

natural  desire  to  develop  the  munclea  or  to  obtalt 
power  to  resent  an  affront  or  injury.  A  full  know 
ledge  and  experience  of  the  rules  laid  down  tr 
this  book,  and  a  careful  study  of  the  plateH  theretc 
attached,  will  enable  one  to  "  hold  his  own  "  wbera 
Boever  he  may  go  and  with  whomsoever  he  may 
come  In  contact  The  pictures  show  every  poeslbu 
attitude  for  blow,  feint,  stop,  dodge  or  "  get  away." 

A  voluminous  out-line  of  the  lives  of  a  large  num- 
ber who  have  entered  the  gladiatorial  arena  to  prove 
their  prowess,  and  who  have  left  their  impress  in  tha 
world's  bl.«tory,  Is  also  appended,  as  examples  of  what 
has  been  and  may  yet  be  achieved  by  thorough 
training  and  experience.  The  foregoing  embraces 
the  life  and  battles  of  some  of  the  most  noted  pugl- 
lists,  including  the  great  Corbett-Sullivan  fight.  'VlS 
also  contains  the  '^London  Prize-Rlng  Rules "  and 
the  " Revised Queensberry  Rules."  Price  SB  OcntS 
per  copy,  by  mall,  poet-paid.  8necxii,--Hve  ooplea 
for  tl.  Qet  f otir  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  yoa 
at  tt  cents  each,  making  tl  In  all,  and  thereby  get 
Clean  and  unused  U.  8.  posuca  atampa.  of  any  danoml' 


yonr  owB  book  free  of  charge, 
nation,  takra  same  aa  cash. 
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HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 
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Latest  Popular  Songs 


GAJ^RA^TOHD     FOR,     FLAJSTO) 


^aixxd      3ME-u.sl<3 


ri^lH 


Ads  tbat  Droye  Him  Crazy  (The)— Comle Kent  40 

After  Tonr  Wand'ring  Come  Home— Sentimental Graham  40 

Angel  Mother  WaiU  for  Me— Sentimental Skeily  40 

Belleville  Convent  Fire  (The)— Pathetic StruiKht  40 

Bowery  Ball  (The)— Comic,  Irish Gulton  40 

Can't  Fool  the  Dutch-Comic,  Irish Miller  40 

Conversation  Water— Convivial  Song  and  Chorae Lester  40 

Dar*8  a  New  Moon  in  de  Sky— Negro Lester  40 

Day  by  Day  Tears  Have  Rolled  on— Sentimental Mi  I  ler  40 

Denied  a  Home— Descriptive Miller  40 

Did  You  Notice  It?— Topical. Skeily  40 

Dimes  and  Nickels— Descriptive.... ...  Fremont  40 

Don't  Forget  Me,  Mary— Sentimental Skeily  40 

Don't  Forget  the  Friends  that  Are  Dearer  than  Gold— Sent nientul . . .  Miller  40 

Dying  Girl's  Message  (The>-Pathetlc Skeily  40 

Face  upon  the  Barroom  Floor  (The)— Descriptive Skull y  40 

Fare  Thee  Well,  My  Little  Sweetheart— Sentimental S<iuth wick  40 

Forget  the  Past— Sentimental Ai»pel  40 

Friendly  Neighbors  for  Twenty-five  Years— Up-to-date,  Irish Spick  40 

Girl  Next  Door  (The)— Sentimental Friday  40 

Happy  Is  the  Bride  that  the  Sun  Shines  on— Sentimental Edward*  40 

Have  Yon  Seen  HerT— Wait*  Song Edwards  40 

HearU  Are  Trumps— Comic Ke"t  40 

He  Got  the  Riukey  Dink— Comic Edwards  40 

He's  Oft  His  Trolley— Comic Edwards  40 

He  Married  Riley's  Bride— Comic,  Irish Edward.^  40 

He  Married  the  Daughter,  Mother  and  All— Comic Miller  40 

Her  Picture  Was  There  Next  to  Mine— Sentimental Sinck  40 

How  Do  You  Like  Itt— Topical Miirphy  40 

How  Nice  that  All  Must  Be— Comic Millir  40 

I'm  Going  to  Tell  on  Yon,  Katie— Serlo-Comic Edwards  40 

I  Long  to  See  the  Old  Home  Once  Again— Sentimental Parker  40 

I  Never  Loved  until  I  met  Yon— SenUmental Speck  40 

It's  All  Gone  Now— Comic Keen  40 

I'll  Not  (3o  Out  with  Rellly  Any  More— Comic,  Irish Miller  40 

Just  As  It  Used  to  Be  In  Days  Gone  By— Sentimental Graham  40 

Kind  Words— SenUmental.... Mahoney  40 

Little  Johnny  Johnson  Is  My  Sunday  Beau— Serio-Comlc Powers  40 

Little  Musician  (The)— SentimenUl,  Quartette Mahoney  40 

LltUe  Toy  Drum  (The)— Sentimental Graham  40 


Love  Will  Bring  Me  Back  Again— Sentimental  Skeily  49 

Maeic  Pictures  in  the  Grate— Sentimental Stanfleld  40 

Mury  Rode  the  Bike  and  Ball— Cumic Harding  40 

McNally's  Old  Back  Yard— Waltz  Song Edwards  40 

My  Dad's  the  Engineer— Descriptive Graham  40 

My  Johanna  Johnson— Negro Selden  40 

Ob,  How  I  Love  Sweet  Kathleen— Waltz  Song Edwards  40 

Only  to  See  My  Mother— Descriptive PoUak  40 

Rafllefora  Wuterbury  Watch— Comic,  Irish Miller  40 

RoaniinR  in  the  Clover— Waltz  Song Lester  40 

R>8ey  MiiKee— Sentimental Marion  and  Pearl  40 

Heeint;  Jennie  Dome — Waltz  Song Edwards  40 

Si>inny  on  Your  Own  Side— Sentimental Graham  40 

Since  My  Mother's  Dead  and  Gone— Sentimental SkeUy  40 

Some  Other  Girl  Shall  Wear  the  Ring— Serio-Comlc Skeily  40 

Susie,  Do  You  Lul>  Me?— Negro Kent  40 

Sweet  Dreams  of  Mother  and  Home— Sentimental Skeily  40 

Sweet  Ellleeu— Sentimental Speck  40 

Sweet  Jennie  Brown— Waltz  Song Speck  40 

Swell  up  to  Date  (The)— Soug  and  Dance Miller  40 

Tell  Me  Yon  Love  Me  Still— Sentimental Speck  40 

There's  No  Place  Like  the  Old  Home,  After  All— Sentimental Keen  40 

They  Can't  Keep  the  Workingman  Down— Sentimental Fletcher  40 

Thinking  of  One  Slie  Loves— Sentimental    McGleunon  40 

This  Is  Unt'xpectcd-Comlc    Miller  40 

To-Morrow's  Another  Day— Baritone  Solo. Smith  40 

U|>on  Life's  Ocean  Cast  Away— Descriptive Sonthwick  40 

WulkiiiK  on  de  Rainbow  in  de  Sky— Negro Edwards  40 

Wiiat's  the  Matter  with  Your  Feei?-Comlc,  Irish Miller  40 

When  the  Mailman  Comes— Sentimental Davis  40 

When  We're  Married  By  and  By— Song  and  Dance Edwards  40 

With  a  Wife  and  a  Neat  Little  Home— Sentimental Graham  40 

Workingmau's  Dream  (Tue)— Pathetic Skeily  40 

You  Don't  Find  a  Girl  Like  My  Girl  Every  Day— SentimenUl  Speck  40 

Yuur  Mother  and  I,  Maggie— Sentimental Keen  40 


IN-STR-XJlylHllTTAIj. 

Cairo  March Speck  40 

Iluppy  Life  March Smith  40 

[lurry  Home  March Sdwards  40 


\ 


i      Any  of  Ihe  above  Songs,  Words  and  Music  complete,  will  be  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents  per  copy,  or  any  FIVE  Copies, 
your  selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR.    J?H-  Remember,  this  does  not  apply  to  any  Songs  not  appearing  on  above  list  -^ 
Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 
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130  A  132  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK.         85  A,  87  £.  Madison  Street,  CHICAGO. 
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A  Gallant  Kiiiiiht 19 

A  Home  for  Two 28 

An  Old-Faflhioned  Valentiue 7 

Arrnh.QoOn ..25 

Asleep  at  the  Sviitch—liecitcUitm 10 

A  Stranger's  Story 4 

-Biby,  Baby 7 

Baby  In  the  Sleeper  (The}— JiecUation 14 

Buby  Waiifa  the  Moon , 2 

Before  My  Time 18 

Bc-lle  of  the  Bonlevard  (The) 22 

-Better  than  Gold 25 

Blackballed  in  the  Liine-Ktln  CInb  17 

Brolten  Links  3 

Charley's  Aunt .  11 

Cliarming  Little  Nance 19 

Choir  Sinper  (The);  or.  Gone,  but  Not  Aftray  . .    6 
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Come  Down,  Ma  Honey,  Do 12 

Curfew  Most  Not  RlnK  To.mg\ii—IiecUtUi&n  ...    8 

Dandy  Fifth  (The)— 7?ed^a«on 10 

Deacon  Went  Astray  (The) 26 

Delia  Moore 20 

De  Po»eiiim-a-la 21 

Do,  My  Dinah,  Do  17 

Dora  Dean.  17 

Down  at  de  Silver  Wedding SO 

Eliza,  tlie  Mt'8meriz<T 11 

Face  npon  the  Floor  (The)— Recitation 18 

Faithlees  Wife 22 

Famous  Black  Brigade  (The) 6 

ForKive  Me,  I'll  Come  Home 8 

Had  I  Taken  Mother's  Warning 20 

Hello.McGeel 2 

Henry  Did 20 

He'll  Never  See  His  Mother  Any  More 11 

Home,  Sweet  Home,  and  Mother's  Anns 17 


PAQB 

I'm  So  Different  from  the  Rest 2 

I  Dreamed  of  Ton  Last  Night 11 

I  Loved  a  Bonnie  Lassie  Long  Ago    3 

I  Love  You  Yet 25 

I  Must  Be  Tliere  on  New  Year's  Day— /iecUation  14 

'Twas  a  Sad  Trip  Coming  Back  23 

.  -i  Want  Yer,  Ma  Honey 6 

I'd  Lil<e  to  Be  Like  Grandma 3 

Jolianr.ah.  Is  Your  Heart  Still  Trnet  20 

Just  Outside  a  Milliouaiie's  Door  9 

KatieKelly .    5 

Kel ley's  Dream— 7^<d<a^k>n    4 

Kissing  Cap's  Haco—Btcitation —  12 

Lei  Me  Take  My  Place  at  Home  Again 25 

Liberty  Enlightens  the  Vfi)t\d~-Jteci(ation 14 

Life-Boat  (The)— 7?eci<a«on 16 

Li  udy.  Does  Yon  Love  Me  f 23 

Xioaii>iana  Lou 6 

Mamie,  Me  Pet 18 

MaOnliestOne 6 

Mister  Captain,  Stop  the  Ship 6 

Mother  O'Grady  of  Mai  berry  Bend 23 

My  Girl  Jean 19 

My  Little  Polly's  a  "Peach  " 24 

Nellie  Reilly  Makes  a  Hit  wid  Me 7 

Nora » . .  22 

Oh,  My!  Jonah 21 

Only  a  Little  Rose 17 

Plain  Little  EveryDay  Girl 24 

Parody  on — 

Bnck  Among  the  Old  Folka  Once  Again 15 

Band  Played  On  (The) 13 

Down  in  Poverty  Row 15 

Do«  n  on  the  Farm 8 

Fatal  Wedding  (The)    9 

I  Don't  Want  to  Play  in  Yonr  Yard 8 

Johnny,  My  Old  Friend  Jolin  9 
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Parody  on — 

Jact  Tell  Tliem  that  Yoa  Saw  Me 13 

My  PenrI  Is  a  Bowery  Girl 2 

Oh,  Uncle  John  .  J J3 

One  Girl  in  the  W^rld  for  Me 13 

Sidewalks  of  New! York  (The) 7*13 

Strt-ete  of  Cairo  (T^Mie) 15 

Volunteer  Organi8l(rii«) ,     7 

When  Summer  Cciues  At'aln 9 

Ringtail  Colored  Bapd  (The) gs 

Say  Yon  Love  Me  .^ 3 

Siie  Forgets  and  She  Forgives 19 

Slie's  Not  Like  Otliii- Girls ig 

She  Is  tlie  Pri.ie  of  My  Life  17 

^he  May  Have  SeenjBetter  D«\  s 5 

She  Was  Not  to  Blaiie 03 

Since  My  Brotlier  Got  a  Job  in  Union  Ji^quNrc. . .  ii 

Singing  Songs  of  Kalbarlne 3 

Somebody's  Sister  J .- 15 

Some  Things  Are  Better  Left  Ui'HMiil ^4 

SUJion-Masier's  St<jry  (The)-  fiecilati'm h 

Sweetheart,  Come  Home  to  Me jg 

Sweethearts  Again.  J (; 

There  Are  Other  Sweet  Hearts 22 

There  Are  Others,  Willie j»i 

There  Was  No  Briddgroom  Theie 23 

True  to  the  Ship V. 5 

Twice  Wedded  by  One  Ring la 

'^   iorLovef 19 

Dream  Is  O'er 28 

20 


Wliat  Won't  We  Do 
When  Love's  Sweet 
Whisper,  True  Hearl 

Who  is  My  Sweetfae  irtf js 

Yes,  Dear iS 

Yevette I ." .  a 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.  50. 


BABY    WANTS    THE    MOON. 

CopyrlKbti  1895,  by  H.  W.  Petrie.    EUitered  at  Stationera'  Hall,  Liondon,  England. 

All  rlKhta  reserved.    •■ 


The  Word*  and  Munlc  of  this  Sonfr,  arranged  for  the  pfano,  yiWX  be  tent  to  any  ad- 
(lie's,  poRC-|»i<1,  on  rectiipc  of  40ceiitii:  or  tlilH  ami  any  two  ^ther  Soiifra  r<>r  One  Dollar, 
by  Henrv  J  Wehman.  130  A  132  Park  How,  Nrw  York;  or  HScVI  K.  M.dlnon  St., Chicago. 
Wfrite  to  eitln<r  one  of  tlie  ab.ive  aildrewies  for  Free  Ciitalosrue  of  Snnir..  Bonn  Books, 
Sheet  Uualc,  Oerman  Sung  Books,  Letter  Wi  Iters,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


'.       Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.     Music  by  H.  W.  Petri* 

Baby's  liitle  head's  on  ninmma's  breast, 
Huliy  soMieliow  will  not  go  to  rent, 
Biibye  lookiiii!  out  upon  the  sky, 
Wlii-re  the  ifoliJen  moon  is  sbiiiiue  tiigh; 
S«-o  lier  stretcli  her  chubby  lillle  amis, 
Slid)  Ik  tliini;  for  ht-r  bus  many  charms; 
So  with  espectutioii  in  her  eyes, 
Fur  the  luoun  uuto  luamuia  she  cries. 

Refrain. 

I  Croon!  Croon!  Buby  wants  the  moon!  Baby  will  not  get  It  very  soon. 

I  Croou!  Croon  I  Uaby  wants  ttie  moon!   It's  very  sad  that  baby  wants  the  moon! 

'  Croou!  Croon!  Baby  wants  the  moon!  Baby  will  not  get  it  very  soon. 

'  Croou  I  Croon!  Baby  wants  the  wood!  It's  very  sad  that  baby  wauts  the  moon! 

Bn)>y  is  as  restless  ns  can  be, 

Maiiiina  cannot  hel|>  it  tho',  yon  see;  ' 

8iill  she  stretches  arms  unto  the  sky. 

Where  the  moon  is  winking  on  the  sly. 

Now  the  baby's  head  in  sleep  is  bowed. 

For  the  moon  is  hid  behind  a  cloud. 

Yet  I  think  that  in  the  baby's  dreams  ' 

Still  the  moou  in  all  Its  glory  beams.— i7«//ai».  . 


J 


Parody   on: 

DOWN    ON    THE    FARM. 

By  Cbas.  S.  Reld,  of  the  Walballa  Comedy  Company. 

Spud  for  Free  ratal«iriie  of  Sonir  Books,  I-.-tter  Writers,  Dream  Rooks,  Fortune  Tell- 
en<,  Ti  ifk  B<M>k>i.  Ketniatioii  Book".  Penny  Ittkllatl8,  Call  B<M>kR.  Joke  Books.  Sketcti  BookH, 
Sluin|>  iiiieevlics,  Irisli  Sohk  B'>  ^i".  Cook  Bookx,  Books  of  AmUHement,  Sheet  !I1uh1c,  elO., 
to  Ueury  J.  Weliinau.  130  •!:  I3t:  !'<«rk  Kuw,  New  York;  or  W&  «7  L.  Madisou  St., Chicago. 


When  a  boy  I  used  to  dwell 

On  It  fiirni  where  I  caught  h^— ; 
For  the  old  man  iist-d  to  raise  me  every  day 

WJtIi  a  itreat  big  Inck'ry  sprout; 

lie  did  make  ine  do  iibout. 
And  evi-ry  tune  lie  wlilp|>ed  nie  used  to  say: 

"Spare  tlit^  rod  and  xpoil  the  child. 

For,  my  boy,  you're  growing  wild, 
So  I'm  compelled  to  make  it  very  \wm.'* 

So  1  caught  it  every  day. 

In  a  mii8t  iiiipleaHant  way. 
For  lie  gave  me  "  bail  Colambia  "  on  the  farm. 

Oh.  tliK  hoe  I  conld  not  stand, 

It  riii8e<]  blisters  in  my  hand, 
Anil  my  xlioes  uml  s<>cki<,  they  got  plnmb  full  of  dirt; 

And  the  seed-ticks  nlid  the  fleas. 

And  the  sinitli-siZ'd  honey  bees 
Hiiiie  It  nuriii,  MO  very  warm  within  my  shirt; 

And  tiie  i:oat:<  did  bleat  aronnd. 

And  I  he  sliders  did  paw  the  ground 
In  a  maniu^r  ih»r  did  make  me  much  alarm; 

Aid  when  I  paBi>ed  too  near, 
'I'liat  dod-blasieil,  old,  red  steer. 
Be  did  butt  uic  all  about,  down  ou  the  farm. 

Oh,  my  toea  were  always  sore, 

Anil  tiiev  cost  me  lots  of  K'>re, 
And  a  fit  of  s>v)'arliig  would  upon  me  steal; 

For  olil  pocks  K,i\\i:  me  the  "  blues," 

And  (iTiirHTiisty,  brotian  shoes 
Always  r.iis'  il  siiOi  great  big  blister*  on  my  heel. 

Still  the  orctiHftls  that  were  by. 

Where  the  fruit  hiini;  ^reen  and  high, 
The>  tliil,  for  me,  possess  a  kind  of  charm; 

But  wliHt<:'er  I  chanced  to  take, 

AlwaM*  iiiaile  my  (•tiuiiach  ache— 
Oh,  they  iiiudu  me  hop  and  howl,  down  on  the  farm. 

When  it  came  to  shucking  com, 

Made  me  w  ish  I  wasn't  born. 
For  the  shucks  they  cut  such  gashes  in  my  band; 

Ami  my  home-made  clothes  ne'er  fit. 

And  my  pants  weie  always  split. 
And  the  seat  would  hold  a  peck  or  more  of  sand. 

Down  on  the  farm,  whene'er  I  die, 

I  would  let  my  body  lie. 
The  iii!>ect8  Could  not  do  ine  any  harm; 

But  I'd  ne'er  u  nickel  ^ive 

To  i,'i>  back  there  while  I  live. 
To  tlie  terrors  of  hard  work  down  on  the  farm. 


—A  pnfcnt  ineilicine  advertisement  read8  thus:  "  Wlien  aletlmr- 
I  ^ic  feeHnir  i)erva(U's  votir  system,  wlien  3-011  have  a  (lisincliniitidii 
{  lo  move  aliotit,  wlicn  yoti  litive  an  alihorrence  to  exercise,  yotir 
I  liver  i.s  inactive."  This  will  be  glad  tidings  to  many  people  wlio 
J  liave  itlwiiys  tlioiiirlit  tliey  were  liizy  when  tliey  felt  that  way. 
j  Now  they  will  know  that  it  whs  only  their  liver  that  was  inactive. 


Parody  on:        ;  .    \^ 

My  Pearl  Is  a  Bowery  GirL 


By  Ward  A  Kennlcksoo. 


Send  for  Free  Oatalnfrne  of  Sonpr  Books,  I^-tter  Writers,  Dream  Bonks,  Fortnne  Tell- 
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to  Ueury  J.  Wetiiuau,  130  &  132  Park  itow.  New  Vorki  or  86&  87  £.  Madison  St.,Chlcaao. 


or  course,  every  boy  hns  a  she-male,  and  some  ttoys  have  got  thiity-three; 
or  all  the  girls  in  the  water,  there's  only  one  in  It  with  me. 
She  has  never  went  out  wiili  Oscar,  or  sailed  on  the  Erie  Canal, 
But  She  often  goes  down  to  Qlouccster,  does  my  little  female  t;irl. 

Chorus, 

My  pearl  is  a  female  girl;    nlthouuh  she's  not  a  he. 

She's  harder  than  any  that's  made  of  clay. and  no  living  picture— seel 

At  Gloucester  Beach  she  is  a  peach,  us  waltzing  together  we  twirl— 

A  schottisciie,  a  polka,  she  is  a  great  Joker,  for  my  |>earl  is  a  femalt  girl. 

Afthongh  she  has  never  read  *'  Trilby,"  she  knows  a  thing  or  two; 
Her  teeth  were  cut  with  a  kiiiTe,  for  ihe  rau  she  can  certainly  chew; 
When  she  wants  to  shake  a  fellow,  she  buys  a  couule  of  dice— 
Uou't  think  it  is  fuuny,  for  I  have  becu  ehakeu  twice. —  Chorus. 


I'm  So  Different  from  the  Rest. 

Copyrigbt,  1895,  by  fl.  W.  Petrie.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Ilall,  Loudon,  EnKland. 
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Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petri*. 

Let  people  talk  of  the  ))eaniies  of  to-dny, 

'i'hey  have  to  walk  when  they  see  me  come  their  way; 

Witty,  gritty,  pretty  slick,  I  discount  them  all  so  quick; 

In  my  way  I'm  so  gay  ami  blasee,  and  I  will  try  and  tell  you  why — 

Just  why  1  am  so  different  from  the  rest: 

I  do  not  care  a  rap  for  any  living;  chap. 

There  Is  no  fellow  that  I  love  the  iK'St; 

I  do  not  wink  and  make  them  think  I'm  flirting  witli  n  zest: 

My  quiet  ways  can  catch  more  jays,  I'm  ilifferent  from  the  rest. 

Just  why  I  am  so  different  from  the  rest,  I  do  not  care  a  rap  for  any  livingchap, 

There  is  no  fellow  that  I  love  the  l>est; 

My  quiei  ways  can  catch  more  jays,  I'm  different  from  the  rest! 

I've  seen  the  girls  in  the  lands  across  the  sea, 

The  lords  and  earls  of  a  hiuh  and  low  degree: 

Left  them  all  to  seek  my  hand,  offered  me  their  wealth  and  land, 

Bnt  my  gall  made  them  all  take  a  fall; 

1  did  not  mash  or  take  their  cash, 

Becanse  I  am  so  different  from  the  rest,  etc. 


m  t  m 


HELLO,    McQEE ! 

Coityrlffbt,  1893,  by  H.  W  Petrie.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London, 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  Qeorge  J.  Wliitaker.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 

I  received  an  Invitation  to  attend  a  tsrand  soiree, 
'TwMS  t'lveii  for  the  benefit  of  Timothy  McGec; 
He's  going  to  old  Ireland  to  try  and  help  the  poor. 
And  for  that  reason  I  "chip'd  in  "  his  success  to  insnre; 
Now  when  I  did  arrive  there  'twas  a  little  after  nine, 
McQee  was  sporting  prouilly  in  his  brand  new  suit  so  fine; 
His  coat  was  made  or  broadcloth  and  fitte<l  lo  a  '"  T,' 
But  his  pauts,  oh  me,  oh  my,  they  were  a  sight  to  see. 

Chorus. 
"Hello,  McOee!  "  the  itnne  they  hollered  loud, 
"Hello,  McOee!  step  out  rominsl  the  crowd; 
Never  ndnd  your  tight-fit  pants. 
Come  and  do  a  song  and  dance." 
And  llien  they  yelhd  once  more,  •' Hello.  McOee! 
Hello,  McGeel"  The  ganir  tliey  hollered  loud, 
"Hello,  McGee!  step  out  forninst  the  crowd; 
Never  mlnil  your  light-fit  pants, 
Co'ne  and  do  a  soni;  and  dance." 
And  then  they  yelled  once  more,  '*  Hello,  McGcel " 

Now  McOee  saM  he  wns  feeling  jolly  when  the  dance  begin. 

He  said  that  he  liked  walizlni.',  so  at  once  he  started  in. 

He  selected  Mistress  Murphy  as  a  jiartncr  for  the  t'lide. 

And  as  they  waltzed  upon  the  floor  there  were  whisperings  on  the  Side. 

They  said  he  was  a  daisy,  nn<l  Ids  waltzing  it  was  fine. 

And  Kelly  hollered  out.  "McGee,  your  pants  are  right  In  line." 

McGee  then  got  excited,  ami  let  his  partner  fall. 

And  the  gang  they  burst  out  laaghing,  and  at  him  began  to  bawl:— (7flOri/«. 


—Modesty  is  tbe  brightest  jewel  in  the  crown  of  womanhood. 


A-  •■ 


40.  -A"'*.  ■«  "go '  ■;g|i«tii»^ 


,1    i.S  jSilffi 


I  Loved  a  Bonnie  Lassie  Long  Ago. 


Oopyiiffht,  1895,  by  Jamea  SUllmML 
■;•        AU  righta  reserved.  ■■  •  ■ 
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Words  by  Richard  B.  Mllloy.    Music  by  Arthur  F.  NicboliOD. 


I  loved  a  bonnie  lassie  Ioiik  ago. 

And  I  loved  her  as  I  nt-ver  loved  before: 
Ob,  I  met  her  on  a  moonliglit  gammer's  nieht, 

And  I  told  her  that  Td  love  her  evermore. 
She  became  my  little  wife,  and  I  loved  her  with  my  life. 

For  we  thought  that  nothing  e'er  cooid  part  ns  two; 
Ob,  I  loved  a  bonnie  lassie  loug  ago, 

And  my  love  was  true. 

Rbfraim. 

Darling  Jane,  pretty  Jane, 
I  know  I'll  never  see  your  face  again; 
Oil,  I  loved  a  bonnie  lassie  long  ago. 
And  my  love  was  true. 

In  the  little  country  churchyard  on  the  hill. 

While  the  sun  is  slowly  eettioi;  in  the  West, 
All  my  happy  dreams  of  love  come  baclc  to  me 

Since  I  left  my  little  darlint;  there  to  rest. 
In  the  mountain  or  the  dell  my  thoughts  do  oftCD  dwell; 

But,  alasl  my  huppy  dream  of  love  is  o'er. 
For  I  loved  a  bonnie  lassie  loiii;  ago. 

And  my  love  was  tiae.— Be/rain. 


BROKEN_LINKS. 

Copyrtuht,  1895.  by  Au'lerson  Bros. 
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Words  by  L.  Mnioiien.    MukIc  by  Theo.  H.  Norihrup. 

The  last  link  is  broken  tliat  bound  me  to  thee. 

And  the  words  thou  linf>t  (ipokco  have  lendi-red  me  free; 

Tliut  hriirlit  gl'iiicf,  misl'-iidini;,  on  otheis  may  shi:ie, 

Tiiose  eves  i«iiilU-d  unlii'etling  when  tears  burst  from  mine. 

If  love  uasdfeiiifd  bold'u-xn,  that  error  is  o'er, 

I've  witnesSi-d  thv  co>diie-s  and  pt'iz<-  thee  no  more; 

I  liiive  not  Itived  liuhtly.  I'll  ihink  of  thee  yet, 

I'll  pray  for  Ibee  nightly  till  life  e  euu  has  set.      ,    : 

Refrain.  ■ 

Links  that  are  broken  between  ne  in  life, 
Actini;  ax  et,r«iiL'er«>  tniongli  this  dreary  strife; 
I  have  not  loved  ligntly,  I'li  think  of  thee  yet, 
I'll  pray  for  lliee  nightly  till  life's  suu  has  set. 

The  heart  thou  bast  broken  once  doti-d  on  thee. 

Anil  tne  wor'lK  I  inive  Hpikeic  provi-  sorrow  10  me; 

Oil.  hmUl  tlioii  tiicii  tri-a:*uiet|  my  llioughis.  spoken  free, 

Thoii  coiirclKi.  nut  have  iiiea-iired  thine  own  love  to  me. 

But  oh!  tiioii  liar-t  Horroweil  tne  heart  that  naa  thine, 

I  cive  unto  thee  the  pure  love  I  thmitiht  mine; 

1  have  not  loved  liutitly.  I'll  think  of  thee  yet, 

I'll  pray  for  thee  nightly  till  life's  sun  lias  set.— i?^rain. 


^  *  » 


I'D  LIKE  TO  BE  LIKE  GRANDMA 

Copyright,  1805,  by  H.  W.  Petrie.    Entered  at  SUtioners'  Hall,  London. 
All  rlirhis  reserved. 
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Words  by  Arthur  Trevelyaii.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 


My  grandmamma  quite  often  says  she'd  like  to  be  like  me,  ""^ 

Anil  have  once  more  her  (>chool-glrl  days,  for  then  she'd  happy  be;     . 

But  I'd  mnch  rather  crochet  wool,  like  her  I'd  like  to  be. 

For  she  don't  have  to  go  to  school  and  learn  her  three  times  three. 

If  I'd  no  teeth  they  could  not  ache,  my  hair  would  not  be  curled; 

I'd  have  urecn  i>|)ectacles  to  make  tliinire  clearer  in  this  world. 

Mow  L'randma's  left  me  by  myself,  so  this  is  what  I'll  do: 

I'll  take  her  things  from  off  the  shelf  aud  make  myself  old,  too. 

Chorcs. 
I'd  like  to  be  like  grandma,  with  beantifni.  shining  white  hair,    > 
I'd  like  to  he  like  erandma  and  sit  in  an  old  rockiut;  chair: 
I'd  like  to  be  like  grandma,  with  some  one  to  sing  me  to  sleep; 
I'd  like  to  t>e  like  grandma,  and  then  I  ahoald  never  weep. 

Now  first  ril  fix  her  mnslin  cap  npon  my  little  head. 

With  care,  for  if  I've  one  mishap  I'll  be  sent  straight  to  bed; 

Here  goes  her  "pinny  "  'round  my  waist,  her  specs  now  on  my  nose; 

I  fancy  I  am  too  tight-laced  to  fit  dear  granny's  clothes. 

Now  Where's  her  crutch?  (I  scarce  can  see.)  It's  here,  and  so's  the  anuff; 

Next  birthday  I'll  l>e  seventy-three  (That  snuff's  peculiar  snuff); 

It  feels  so  nice  to  be  so  old  and  take  things  at  one's  case, 

I'd  always  l>e  as  good  as  gold  and  do  jnst  what  I  please.— CAorut. 


.3 


SAY   YOU    LOVE    ME. 


Oapjrisbt,  UM.  by  B.  w.  Petrie.  i  Entered  at  Stationcn'  HaJl.  Loodoo. 
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Words  and  Mui^c  by  Nat.  D.  Mann. 

Once  a  lad  and  lassie  sat  beneath  a  tree. 
All  within  a  garden  fair, 
■'  And  the  little  lad  w4b  bashfal  as  coold  be; 

'      ■  So  the  lassie,  in  despair,  "    i    *    • . 

Read  to  him  a  poem'sweet. 
There  was  love  in  fcv'ry  word;  ' 

-  He,  reclining  at  her  feet, 

;  Juet  this  simple  stbry  beard:  _ 

Rbihain. 
"Bay  yon  love  me,  darling,  do;  jnsl  ai  much  u  I  love  yon; 

Darling,  give  to  me  your  heart,  tiien  |'ll  know  yoo  love  me  and  we'll  never  part. 
Sav  you  love  me,  darling,  do;  jnst  as  fiuch  as  I  love  yon; 

Darling,  give  to  me  your  heart,  then  itll  know  you  love  me  and  we'll  never  part." 

.      .        Never  was  a  poem  read  so  tenderly, 
"'  'Twas  a  loving  heart's  appeal; 

As  the  bashfuliaddip  listened  patiently,      - 

She  to  him  did  iovjs  reveal. 
All  his  bnshfulness  had  flown  ■  -  : 

Ere  the  closing  wogrds  she  read;  '     '    - 

With  a  ki»s  he  said,  f' My  own 
Sweetheart,  listen^"  then  he  said:— .S^-ain. 


y 
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Pare 


on! 


I  Don't  Want  to  Play  in  Yonr  Yard. 


By  Ward  A  Kenntckson. 
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Twice  there  Stood,  side  l^y  side,  two  little  cops,  ■} 

Used  to  dress  jui>t  alike,  iwliitikers  in  crops, 
Blue-looking  overcoats,  tiofes  of  nd. 
Little  tar  pots  on  each  )>aiiii)kin  heail. 
When  work  was  over  tli<|v'(l  stand  at  a  bar, 
•:  Drinking  Cold  lager  l)eerifrom  a  iiirt'e  jar; 

One  day  a  quarrel  came,  ffnmi  a  sick  l)ed  — 
"You  Can't  sleep  on  my  Sniai,"  but  llie  other  said: 


"  1  don't  want  to  sleep  on  your  Ij 
You'll  be  sorry  when  you  see  mt 
Tou  can't  chew  my  Honest  Loiif 


CUORtTS. 


!at,  I  don't  like  to  hear  you  snore; 

fleepiiiL'  on  a  ceiliir  door; 

Cut,  yon  can't  iiorrow  money,  seef 


I  don't  want  to  sleep  on  your  be^lt,  if  you  won't  be  good  to  me." 

Next  day  two  little  cops  each  other  thump 

Over  a  Lame  of  Eiictire,  eluhs  thev  were  trumps; 

Tiien  sipping  tolmcco  jiiice  over  the  floor; 

The  game  is  resiinie<l.  ihe  same  as  l)efore. 

But  the  coppers  were  bail,  neither  Could  pass. 

Till  one  toOK  it  up,  gave  llie  other  some  sass: 

III  sweet  dreams  <if  coiipers  we  bear  the  old  cry: 

"You  can't  sleep  on  my  |>eat,"  aud  the  old  reply:— CAort/*. 


SINQING  SONG-S  OF  KATHARINE 
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Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lam|>.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 

Down  beside  the  railroad  traqk  a  simple  cottage  stands. 

And  such  a  nice  old  Oermali  sits  outside; 
Be  has  a  face  as  bright  as  dai,  and  honest,  willing  bands. 

And  all  day  loni:  he's  there")  w  hate'er  betide. 
Trains  are  always  ntshing  past  like  birds  upon  the  wing, 

To  watch  them  is  his  duly  ev'ry  day: 
But  about  Ills  Katharine  the  i^ld  man  likes  to  sing, 

His  sweetheart  in  the  old  hbme  far  away; 
So  throughout  the  whole  day  ilong  you'll  hear  his  happy  song. 

That  hugs  with  music  ever  jglnd  aud  gay. 

Chords. 
Singing  songs  abont  his  darling  Katharine, 
She  is  bis  heart's  queen,  darling  Katharine: 
•  All  day  long  his  Voice  with  music  doth  rejoiCfli    •  , 

Singing  songs  of  Katharine.— <Sj/mpAony.       .    . 

Long  ago  in  Germany  he  met  a  little  lass. 

As  fair  as  roses  in  the  month  of  June, 
Nor  was  there  another  maid  this  beauty  conld  snrpam; 

80  the  Qerniiin  learned  to  Icve  her  soon. 
"Katharine,  l>e  true  to  nic,"  I  e  said  before  be  sailed, 

'•  I  go  to  make  my  fortnne  'cross  the  sea." 
But  ere  he  was  gone  a  mouth   its  Kathflrine'e  love  failed. 

For  constant  to  him  she  was  not  to  be; 
Soon  she  wed  another  man— spcli  beauties  always  can — 

But  alill  the  German  sings  'ishe'e  true  to  me."— CAoru*. 
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Worda  and  Muolc  by  Oussle  L.  Davla. 


Tlie  lights  wrre  brinhtly  bnriiing  ou  a  cold  and  winter's  iiiKbt 

In  a  ttt%'i-ri)  at  tliv  comer,  'ttvas  a  Bceiic  of  epleiidor  ttriglit; 

Its  walls  and  dfcoriiiiniis  lilce  a  Dulace  L'ruiid  in  style. 

Tbcre  rlcl)  men  'round  tiie  flresiae  stit,  told  stories  for  the  while; 

A  stranger,  wlio  )iud  enrered  there,  stood  list'iiing  to  Iheir  talk: 

Tlio(is;li  yoimc  he  looked,  iiis  liair  was  white,  hut  steady  was  his  walk. 

"  Exnise  me,  gentlemen, "  iie  said,  "  a  story  I'll  relate; 

It's  old  but  new,  'lis  strauge  bnt  true,  worlied  by  the  baud  of  fate. 

RErRAIN. 

*'  I'll  teil  a  story  "—this  the  8trant;er  said— 

*'  I'll  tell  of  tliose  that  loved  me  once,  now  numbered  witli  tlie  dead. 

Tours  is  Joy  and  pleasure,  and  a  |ieiiceriil  life; 

My  poor  heart  is  breaking  for  my  l>abes  and  wife. 

"  'Twas  in  the  late  reliellion  that  I  went  to  flebt  my  share; 
My  wife  and  little  children  I  left  in  an  old  friend's  care. 
Tiiroiii;ii  falsehood  and  dt-ceit,  I  found,  lie  made  her  think  me  dead; 
Then  married  and  mistreated  her,  lie  broke  her  heart  and  fled. 
When  1  returned,  1  found  her  grave,  the  babies,  too,  were  there; 
And  then,  upon  my  bended  knees,  to  lieaven  sent  a  |>ray'r. 
I  mnst  aveiit:e  their  wrongs,"  be  said:  then  went  out  lu  the  night. 
Be  left  tears  in  tbe  eyes  of  those  that  jost  before  were  bright,  — y/</'/(iin. 
.    ■  »  »     

KELLEY^S    DREAM.  ^ 

By  J.  W.  Kelley. 
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About  a  week  iigo  I  was  invited  by  an  old-time  friend  of  mine 

To  collie  up  to  his  residence  and  test  liis  beer  and  wine. 

We  eat  a  lobster  salad  and  a  lot  of  other  truck. 

And  drank  eacli  other's  health  until  the  hour  of  three  had  struck; 

Well,  we  drank  until  we  didn't  know  which  was  wine  or  beer. 

Till  our  heads  feit  rather  heavy  and  our  brains  not  very  clear. 

Well,  I  got  borne,  I  didn't  know  how;  my  prayers  I  think  I  said; 

Bnt.  anyhow,  I  was  paralyzed  wlien  I  got  into  l>ed. 

Well,  I  died  and  went  to  heaven,  I  saw  tliat  repentance  was  now  for  nie  too  late, 

When  suddenly  I  was  nsliered  before  the  golden  gate. 

••Well,  what  will  you  liave?"  said  Peter;  "don't  you  know  yon  can't  get  inf 

For  you  must  surely  suffer  the  greedy  glutton's  sin." 

Then  I  turned  nside  and  said  no  more,  and  liung  my  head  in  sluime, 

And  Peter's  clerk  stood  close  by  and  wrote  "lost"  against  my  name. 

Next  came  an  Italian,  one  whom  I  knew  well; 

So  I  siopi>ed  and  listened  patiently  to  the  story  he  might  tell. 

"Ooodn  Father  Petro,  I  comma  to  you  at  last; 

My  pcHiiutta  days  are  overa  anda  my  banana  nights  are  passed; 

I  treatu  my  neiglibora  liice  myself,  no  t>egga,  no  roblia,  no  steal; 

And  nevera  on  the  siilewalka  I  tlirowa  the  t)annua  peel." 

"You  get  out!  "  said  Peter,  "your  gains  were  ill-begotien; 

Tour  pennat-shells  were  empty,  and  your  bananas  oftimes  rotten." 

The  Italian  turned  away,  and  a  tear  was  iu  Ids  eye; 

He  came  anil  stood  liehind  me  and  lieaved  a  heavy  sigh. 

Next  came  an  aged  Ilehrew  with  a  saicliel  in  bis  hand,  „ 

And  before  the  gate  and  olil  St.  Pwter  tbe  "sheeny"  took  his  stand: 

"Ah,  Fatlier  Peter,  I  vill  tell  you  vat  hi  vill  4o; 

HI  bar  got  jewelry  fit  for  angels  lii  vill  anctlon  hoil  for  you. 

Hi  could  sell  ilem  on  tbe  instalment  plan,  but  that  wonlil  lie  a  sin; 

So  bi  vill  give  dem  to  you  at  half  price,  if  you  vill  only  let  me  in. 

On  eartii  hi  kept  a  clothing  store,  my  goots  were  neat  and  sirong. 

And  to  show  you  hi  had  an  overcoat  hi  forgot  to  fetch  along." 

"Then  yon  did  well,"  said  Peter,  "  for  very  well  yon  know 

There'll  l>e  little  u^e  for  overcoats  where  yoa  will  have  to  go." 

So  tbe  Hebrew  turned  aside,  and  as  lie  was  a  friend  of  mine. 

Just  like  me  and  the  "dauo,"  he  eashaad  into  line. 

Next  came  an  old  maid,  one  bound  to  have  her  say. 

And  she  began  addressing  Peler  in  this  peculiar  way: 

"Oh,  goodnes.«,  gracious  me,  here  I  am,  after  gostiiping  many  a  year; 

So  open  tlie  gate  and  let  me  in,  I  will  be  catciiing  cold  out  here. 

Qive  me  a  first-clnss  pair  of  wings,  a  silver  sliield,  and  then 

I  won't  be  afraid  of  tlie  naughty,  nauglily  men.'' 

"No,"  Peler  answered  blandly,  "no  angels  have  gray  hair; 

And  you  have  no  sons  or  daughters,  so  you  wonid  be  a  stranger  there." 

Tbe  poor  old  maiden  wilted,  she  must  evermore  repine. 

And,  just  like  me  and  nil  the  rest,  slie  waddled  iuto  line. 

Next  came  a  Oerinan,  now  paralyzed  with  fear, 

Wlio  on  eiirth  ofiimes  paralyzed  Ids  customers  with  beer, 

"Veil,  Fadder  Beler,  I  come  to  you  free  from  sin, 

Und  I  vill  only  ask  you  ein  favor.    Das  is:  if  yon  vill  let  me  in; 

Mein  vife  slie  rniined  away  from  me;  to  hide  mein  shame  I  cried, 

So  I  went  down  by  the  river  und  commuted  suicide." 

'Then  you  begone,"  said  Peter,  "and  suffer  thy  disgrace; 

Ton  came  before  I  sent  for  you,  I  cannot  make  a  place." 

Tlie  Oerman  turned  away  and  said:  "Oh,  Gout  on,  ineinl  " 

And,  just  like  me  and  all  the  rest,  took  his  place  iu  line. 

Next  came  poor  Paddy,  a  son  of  Erin's  Isle, 

And  greeted  old  Si.  Peter  with  a  very  gracious  smile. 

"  Ha.  bat  Is  it  yeseif.  St.  Peter,  looking  so  nice  and  swate; 

So  get  yer  Clark  to  let  me  in  and  show  me  to  me  sate." 

"  Uoldt"  cried  Peter,  "  your  case,  like  all  the  rest,  must  first  be  tried; 

Ton  will  have  to  show  a  passport  before  you  get  inside." 

"  But  liurry  up,"  said  Paddy,  "or  for  supper  I'll  l>e  late." 

And  purposely  he  took  his  old  sioiicli-bat  and  tlirew  it  inside  the  gate. 

"Go,  get  tliy  hat,"  giild  Peter,  "lliou  sacriiegions  lout." 

So  Paddy  went  in  and  slammed  tlie  gale,  and  locked  St.  Peter  out; 

Tlien,  tliroogli  the  keyliole,  loud  he  cried:  "  I'm  master  now,  ye  see; 

But  Ml  give  up  lieiiven,  gate  and  crown,  if  ye'll  set  ould  Ireland  free." 

I  thi.-u  awoke  and  found  my  head  l>etweeii  tlie  bed  and  wall; 

The  sheets  got  tangled  around  my  feet— 'twas  that  lobster  did  it  all. 


Christmas  Day  in  the  Workhouse. 


By  Oeorite  R.  Sims 
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It  is  Christmas  day  in  the  workhouse,  and  the  cold,  bare  walls  are  bright 
Willi  garlands  of  green  and  holly,  and  tlie  place  is  a  nleasani  siulit: 
Fur  with  clean-washed  bands  and  faces,  in  a  long  and  liungry  line, 
Tlie  paupers  Bit  at  tbe  tables,  for  this  is  the  hour  tbey  dine. 

And  the  guardians  and  their  ladies,  although  tiie  wind  is  east, 

Iliive  come  in  tlieir  furs  and  wrapiiers  to  watcli  their  charges  feast; 

'I'o  smile  and  be  condescending,  put  pudding  on  paiijier  plates. 

To  be  hosts  at  the  workhouse  uanqiiet  they've  paid  for— willi  tlie  rates. 

Oil,  tlic  paupers  are  meek  and  lowly  with  their  "Tiiank'ee  kindly,  niiini's;" 
So  long  as  l\\s:y  fill  their  stomaclis,  what  matters  it  whence  it  coiuesf 
But  one  of  the  old  men  miiticrs,  and  pushes  his  plate  aside: 
"Great  God  I"  he  cries;  "  but  it  ciiokes  me  I  For  tiiis  is  tlie  day  the  died." 

The  guardians  gazed  in  horror,  the  master's  face  went  wliite. 
"  Did  a  pauper  refuse  their  pudding?  "    "  Could  their  ears  believe  ariglitt " 
Tlien  the  ladies  clutched  their  liusbands,  tiiinking  the  man  would  die, 
Struck  by  a  bolt,  or  sometbing,  by  tiie  outraged  One  on  high. 

But  the  pauper  sat  for  a  moment,  then  rose  'mid  a  silence  grim. 
For  tiie  others  bad  ceased  to  chatter,  and  tremhied  In  every  limb: 
He  looked  at  the  guardinns'  ladies,  then,  eyeing  their  lords,  he  said: 
"I  eat^not  the  food  of  villains,  wliose  hands  are  foul  and  red; 

"  Whose  victims  cry  for  vengeance  from  their  dank,  unhallowed  graves" 
"  He's  drunk  I  "  said  the  workhouse  master,  "or  else  lie's  mad  and  raves." 
"Not  drunk  or  mad,"  cried  tlie  pauper,  "bnt  only  a  liunled  beast. 
Who,  torn  by  tlie  bounds  and  mangled,  declines  the  vulture's  feast. 

"  I  care  not  a  curse  for  tbe  guardians,  and  I  won't  be  dragged  away. 
Just  let  me  have  tiie  fit  out,  it's  only  on  Clirietmas  day 
'i'liat  the  black  past  comes  to  goad  me  and  prey  on  my  burning  brain; 
I'll  tell  you  the  rest  in  a  whisper— I  swear  I  won't  shout  again. 

"Keep  yonr  hands  off  me,  curse  yon t    Hear  me  riglit  out  to  the  end. 
You  come  here  to  see  liow  paupers  the  season  of  Cliristinas  spend; 
Yon  come  here  to  watch  lis  feeding,  as  tliey  wiitcb  tlie  captured  beast; 
Hear  why  a  penniless  pauper  spits  on  your  paltry  feast. 

"Do  yon  think  I  will  take  your  lioiinty,  and  let  you  smile  and  think 
You're  doing  a  noble  action  wiili  tlie  parish's  meat  and  driukT 
Where  is  my  wife,  you  traitors— tiie  poor  old  wife  yon  slew? 
Yes,  by  tiie  God  above  us,  my  Nance  was  killed  by  you  I 

"Last  winter  my  wife  lay  dying,  starved  in  a  filthy  den; 

I  bad  never  been  to  tlic  parish — I  came  to  the  parish  then. 

I  swallowed  my  pride  in  coming,  for,  ere  tiie  ruin  came, 

I  held  up  my  head  as  a  trader,  and  I  bore  a  spotless  name.      -'^* 

"  I  came  to  the  parish,  craving  bread  for  a  starving  wife- 
Bread  for  the  woman  who'd  loved  me  through  fifty  years  of  life; 
And  wliat  do  you  think  they  toUi  me,  mocking  my  awful  grief? 
Tiiat '  the  house '  was  open  to  us,  but  they  wouldn't  give  '  out  relief.* 

*•  I  sinnk  to  the  filthy  alley- 'twas  a  cold,  raw  ChriBlroas  eve- 
Ami  tbe  liakers'  sliops  were  o|M-n,  tempting  a  man  to  tliieve; 
But  I  clenched  my  fists  together,  holding  my  bead  awry; 
So  I  came  to  lier  empty-handed,  and  mournfully  told  her  why. 

"Then  I  told  her  '  tlie  house '  was  opt^n;  she  had  heard  of  the  ways  of  that. 
For  her  bloodless  Cheeks  went  crimson,  and  up  in  her  rags  slie  siit, 
Crying,  '  Bide  the  Ciiristinas  liere,  John,  we've  never  had  one  apart; 
I  think  I  can  bear  tbe  hunger,  tbe  other  would  break  my  lieart.' 

"All  through  that  eve  I  watched  her,  holding  her  hand  in  mine. 
Praying  the  Lord  and  weeping,  till  my  lips  were  salt  as  brine.  .      ~ 

I  asked  her  once  if  siie  hungered,  and  as  she  answered  '  No,' 
Tbe  moon  shone  in  at  tbe  window,  set  iu  a  wreath  of  snow. 

"  Then  the  room  was  bathed  in  glory,  and  I  saw  in  rav  darling's  eyes 
Tiie  far-away  look  of  wonder  that  comes  wlien  the  spirit  flics; 
And  tier  lips  were  parclied  and  parted,  and  her  reason  came  and  went. 
Fur  she  raved  of  our  home  iu  Devon  where  our  iiappiest  years  were  spent. 

"And  the  accents,  long  forgotten,  came  back  to  tbe  tongue  once  more, 
For  she  talked  like  the  country  lassie  I  woo'd  by  the  Devon  shore. 
Tlien  she  rose  to  her  feet  and  trembled,  and  fell  on  the  rags  and  momied. 
And,  '  Give  mc  a  crust— I'm  famislied— for  tiie  love  of  God  I '  slie  groaned. 

"I  rushed  from  tbe  room  like  a  madman,  and  flew  to  tlie  workhouse  gale, 
Crying,  '  Food  for  a  dying  woman! '    And  the  answer  came,  '  Too  late.' 
Tiiey  drove  me  away  with  curses:  tlien  I  fouglit.  witli  a  dog  in  the  street. 
And  tore  from  the  mongrel's  clutches  a  crust  lie  was  trying  to  eat. 

"  Back,  through  the  flitliy  by-lanes;  back,  through  the  trampled  slush; 
Up  to  tlie  cruzy  garret,  wrapp<'d  in  an  awful  hush. 
My  heart  sank  down  at  the  thresiiold,  and  I  paused  with  a  sudden  thrill, 
Fur  tiiere,  in  the  silv'ry  moonlight,  my  Nance  lay  cold  and  still. 

"  Up  to  the  blackened  ceiling  tlie  sunken  eyes  were  cast; 

I  knew  Oil  tliose  lips,  all  bloodless,  my  name  had  been  tiie  last. 

She'd  called  for  her  absent  liushand— oh,  God  I  liad  I  hut  known  I— 

Had  called  in  vniu  and,  in  anguish,  had  died  iu  that  den — alone.  , 

"  Yes,  there,  In  a  land  of  plenty,  lay  a  loving  woman  dead, 
Cruelly  sl.arved  and  murdered  for  a  loaf  of  the  parisii  bread. 
At  yonder  gate,  last  Christmas,  I  craved  for  a  human  life: 
You,  wiio  would  feast  ns  paupers,  what  of  my  murdered  wifef 

"  Tliere,  get  ye  gone  to  your  dinners:  don't  mind  me  in  the  least; 

Tliink  of  tbe  liappy  paupers  eating  your  Cliristmas  feast: 

And  wlicn  you  recount  their  blessings,  iu  your  smug  parochial  way,  '    '^' 

Say  wliat  you  did  for  me,  too,  only  last  Christmas  day." 
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Words  and  Mtuic  by  Annie  Whitney  and  Herbert  Dillea. 


Out  from  the  )iarbnr  the  good  ebip  sailed. 

Bound  for  a  foreign  sliore; 
All  heart«  were  joyous,  no  one  ever  dreamed 

The  land  they  would  bee  no  more. 
Laughter  and  songs  on  their  lips  tbut  night. 

And  merry  tlie  partings  said 
As  they  went  to  their  slumber  witli  dreams  of  bomei 

While  tlie  ship  ou  her  voyage  8|ied. 
The  Captain  gazed  o'er  his  ship  with  pride, 

His  lieart  with  liope  was  light, 
Kot  dreaming  that  he  with  hundreds  of  soals 

Would  go  to  their  doom  that  uight. 

Cborub. 
Deep  is  his  grave  in  the  sea, 

Pillowed  his  head  on  the  waves, 
The  ocean  he  loved  for  his  last  long  sleep. 

His  hier  in  the  calm  sea  caves. 
Nations  their  heads  will  bow. 

In  reverence  8i>eak  his  name; 
He  stood  at  his  post  as  the  good  ship  aank. 

And  bravely  met  death  as  it  came. 

Dark  was  the  night  and  tbe  morning  drear — 

What  sees  the  look-oit  th^re? 
A  boat!  too  late  I  now  it  crashes  tbrongh 

The  ride  of  the  ship  so  fair;  .  ■.  ■\. 

Life-boais  are  useless,  no  help  to  save    .  ■         ' 

The  lives  of  the  loved  ones  there; 
The  Captain  now  thinks  of  his  home  and  wife,       !' 

While  liis  voice  rings  out  loud  and  clear. 
Now  see  the  boat  rise  liigh  iu  air — 

Shesinksl  the  people  cryl 
The  Captain  ne'er  moves  from  his  post  on  the  bridge. 

Resolved  lilie  a  man  to  die. — Vhorui. 


THE    CHOIR    SING-ER; 
Gone,  but  Not  Astray. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Guesie  L.  Davis. 


A  mansion  grand  in  splendor,  a  maiden  young  and  fair, 

A  happy  home  and  all  heart  could  desire. 
With  fond  and  loving  parents,  she  liud  no  thoneht  of  care,       < 

And  she  used  to  sing  down  in  the  village  choir. 
A  viilaiie  lad,  her  sweetheart  and  schoolmate  long  ago, 

One  day  told  his  love,  they  promised  to  be  wetl, 
But  her  father  he  objected  and  lie  sternly  told  them  so. 

Bat  one  morn  awoke  and  found  that  tbey  bad  fled. 

Refrain. 

'    Never  again  to  sing  Willi  the  village  choir, 

Siie  run  away  was  all  that  the  world  could  say,         '  ' 
Never  again  to  mingle  witli  those  that  loved  her; 
Though  she  has  gone,  she  has  not  gone  astray. 

Safe  in  a  far  off  city  the  truant  ones  were  wed, 

A  message  to  the  old  folks  came  one  day, 
Ber  father's  heart  was  hardened  as  he  the  message  read, 

TlioiiL'li  it  told  him  that  she  had  nor  gone  astray. 
A  mother  and  a  widow  ere  two  short  years  rolled  by, 

Uer  husband  dead,  she  longed  for  home  once  more. 
And  with  her  baby  wandered  hack,  but  heard  this  sad  reply, 

I  disown  you,  never  enter  at  my  door. — Refrain. 

The  little  village  ciinrcli  Ix-lls  chimed  sad  that  Sunday  mom. 

The  mother  with  her  baby  wamlered  there; 
She  took  her  phice  aiiioiig  them  as  in  the  days  agone,  '  ' 

There  on  bended  knees  to  lieaven  sent  a  prayer. 
The  prayer  at  last  was  ended,  she  sadly  fang  a  byran, 

While  all  sat  too  amazed  to  breathe  a  word; 
It  was  grander  than  a  sermon,  for  with  tears  all  eyes  grew  dim, 

'Twas  that  melody,  the  sweetest  ever  heard. 

Refrain.                           * 
Abide  with  me,  fast  fails  the  even  tide:      '    .= 

Tbe  darkness  deepens.  Lord  witli  me  abide;         '  '   . 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see. 

At  this  laet  strain  the  outcast  singer  died. 


THE    FAMOUS    SLACK    BRIGADE 
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.;.■.''        Words  by  H.  O.  Wheelef.    Mnalo  by  J.  W.  Wheeler.     '■  .■' f 

No  doubt  yon  all  have  heard  about  t)ie  fancy  Black  Brigade,     _^  - ' 

All  iiative-ixirn  Americans  of  very  choicest  grade; 

We  laugh  at  wars  and  riots,  for  no  dtinger  bars  our  way; 

We're  the  leading  features,  always,  ^n  a  colored  lioliday. 

On  we  march  together,  side  by  side;  right  ohiiqne,  as  on  we  glide; 

Till  ten  thousand  coons  go  wild  witik  pride,  as  they  waicb  the  Black  Brigade. 

""■''-  CnbRne. 

•  As  we  march  down  Avenne  "A,;'  to  the  colored  picnic  groand. 
On  a  balmy  Saturday,  with  the  wenches  surging ^round. 
All  of  Blackville  will  be  there,  tb  see  their  pets  parade. 
A  mighty  cheer  from  tbem  you'lf  bear  for  the  famous  Black  Brigade. 

Our  orders  are  to  clinch  onr  teeth  and  follow  close  tbe  band 

Until  the  last  has  safely  passed  a  watermelon  stand; 

Our  Colonel  owns  a  barber  shop,  he|B  solid  with  the  press; 

And  when  we  parade,  tbe  papers  hate  a  column,  more  or  less;       '     -■  - 

We're  tbe  pets  of  black  society,  proad  of  notoriety. 

But  not  noted  for  sobriety,  is  the  daady  Black  Brigade.—  Cfiorui. 


"••^ 


KATIE  I  KELLY.  |  -^ 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Tj  J.  Shearer  and  Nellie  Diamond. 

On  Ireland's  green  shore,  ne>ir  the  County  Mayo,  .. 

There  dwells  a  young  girl  that  I'm  longing  to  see;  ' 

Her  sweet  name  is  Kittle,  set  charming  and  pretty. 

She's  as  pure  as  the  stars  and  she  dearly  loves  me. 
The  cot  where  she  lives  is  all  covered  with  ivy,      ..     ■  . 

On  a  beautiful  cliff  overlooking  the  sea; 
The  last  words  I  said  were,  f'  Now  when  will  you  marryT** 

And  this  is  tbe  answer  thajt  she  gave  to  me: 

CHORDS. 

You  love  me  now,  but  when  we  both  grow  older, 

Promise  that  you'll  cherish  me  as  In  days  of  yore; 

And  when  my  hair  has  all  turned  gray,  I  bop«  you'll  not  regret  the  day 

You  asked  young  Katie  Kelly  for  to  marry. 

In  my  dreams  I  have  seen  nw  own  Irish  queen, 

And  her  bonnie  blue  eyes  nil  my  heart  with  delight; 
Her  pretty  red  lips  and  her  Qheeks  like  the  roses,  ■': 

And  her  eyes,  bright  as  stars,  are  my  guide  ail  thro'  life. 
My  Kittle  is  praying  and  watching  and  wailing  j 

For  her  boy  to  return  befcjre  niuny  a  day; 
So  I'll  no  longer  tarry,  my  ilarling  I'll  marry,  '     ~ 

And  sweet  Kittle  will  uev^  have  canse  for  to  Buyz—Chonu. 


vdr  have  c 

4«^  ■ 


MA    ONL^EST    ONE.        ^    ' 

— t 
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Words  and  Music  by  Fay  Templeton. 


^•* 


— "  Well,  Bridget,  If  I  engage  you  I  shall  want  you  to  stay  at 
home  whenever  I  wish  to  go  out."  "  Well,  ma'am,  I  have  no 
objection,"  said  Bridget,  "  provldin'  you  do  the  same  when  I  wish 
to  go  out." 


While  walkin'  down  de  street  de  udder  day 

I  happened  fer  to  raise  nia  eyes  atid  look  wid  all  my  might  and  main. 

For  standin'.on  de  corner  was  a  yiller  gal. 

She  said  Chlorinda  Johnson  was  ner  name. 

Why  ma  heart  had  flown,  I  lost  my  head  completely. 

Fur  ma  own  trne  love  had  stolen  all  de  sense  I  ehber  bad  away. 

I  took  her  hand,  she  blushed  and  ^miled  so  sweetly; 

Oh,  I  kissed  her  and  I  den  did  foiilly  say :— Oh— 

Closes. 

Honey,  ma  little  gall  "' 

Won't  you  come  ana  let  me  whisper    ■■- 
In  your  ear  how  mu^li  I  lub  yon? 
Fore  de  Lord,  you  id  ma  sweet — 
Yon'se  ma  onliest  OMe  iu  all  dis  world  to  me; 
You  has  ma  soul,  ma  life,  ma  all, 
Just  as  true  as  stars  dat  shine — 
Oh,  tell  me  dat  yon  iub  me, 
■'"        And  say  dat  yoa'U  b|e  mine. 

Chlorinda,  she's  de  gai  Tse  gwinelto  marry. 

You  bet  we'll  have  a  happy  time,  for  love  iias  made  our  two  hearts  one. 

You  ask  her  who  compares  to  heriown  lubly  boy. 

She'll  roll  her  eyes  and  sweetly  answer  "  None!  " 

You'se  can  talk  about  yo'  hoe-cake  and  persimmons, 

Tliey're  not  in  it  wid  de  gal  I  Iub.  because  I  know  she's  just  divine. 

I'll  Iub  her  till  I  die,  maneart  will  creep  and  grow. 

Just  as  sweetly  as  de  sweet  potatp  vine.— Ohl—C Aon/*. 
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.  Mister  Captain,  Stop  the  Ship. 
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Words  by  W.  A.  Arcbbold.    Music  by  Felix  MoOlennon. 


On  a  trip  acroee  the  ocean  I  to  New  York  came  last  year, 
But  the  ocean's  iiiieity  motion  set  me  feeling  very  queer; 
When  I  e>aw  my  elder  eieters  lyiiiK  eroaning  side  l>y  side, 
1  clutched  the  captain  by  the  whiskers  and  I,  trembling,  cried: 

•  Chorus. 

"  Mister  Captain,  ptop  the  ship,  I  want  to  get  ont  and  walk; 
1  feel  so  flip|)ert>-flopperty-flii»  that  I'll  never  see  New  York. 
Mister  Ciiptitin,  Dtop  the  (iiiip,  I'm  sick  of  the  raging  main; 
Hi!  hi!  send  uiw  q  cub  to  take  me  home  again." 

When  I  said,  "Good  Mister  Captain,  tell  me  when's  the  next  cnr  home," 

lie  liiiif;iied  and  shook  liis  head  and  said,  "No  cars  upon  the  foam. 

Y»n  will  liave  to  go  to  New  Ymk,  dear,  l)efore  you're  home  again; 

Yoii  must  Cheer  up,"  be  murmured,  but  I  cried  with  uiighl  and  main: — Cfiorim. 

Once  I  sniil  when  tenip€»t  l>lew  hard,  "I'll  die  if  It  keeps  like  this." 
"Not  at  all,"  replied  the  steward;  "  try  some  good  old  whiskey.  Miss." 
Nevermore  upon  the  octtan  shall  I  trust  myself  again. 
Or  ever  K've  the  oceau'simotiuu  chance  to  cause  me  pulu. —  Choru$. 


SWEETHEARTS    AGAIN. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Qr&ham. 


They  were  two  little  children  a-playing, 

Tiiey  qn:irr<-led  us  children  will; 
Then  he  heL't't-d  her  pardon,  saying: 

"  We  tK\o  will  he  piuymates  still." 
But  jn^r  for  u  while  she  did  not  smile, 

Anil  her  frowti  only  caused  him  puin; 
lie  kisxt'd  her  at  lust  and  the  trouble  was  past. 

Then  suid,  "Now  we're  sweethearts  again." 

Chorl'8. 
Sweethearts  a(;aiii,  sweethearts  again, 
*         Botli  of  theiii  Singing  love's  old  refrato; 
Anirer  liad  fled,  love  reigned  instead; 
"  Let  us  he  sweethearts  once  more,"  tbey  8*1(1 

They  were  fond  lovers  when  they  grew  older. 

Till  some  one  between  them  came; 
Their  love  very  Boon  grew  colder, 

And  yet  he  to«k  all  the  blame, 
lie  longed  for  a  while  to  see  her  smile. 

And  his  longing  was  not  in  vain; 
"  'Twas  my  fault."  said  he.— "No,  'twaa  mine.  Jack,"  said  she, 

And  so  they  were  sweethearts  again.— CAoru«. 


She  May  Have  Seen  Better  Days. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  T.  B.  HarCasA  Co.     English  copyright  secured.     All  rights  reserved 

Th*  Word*  and  Music  nf  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  Im  sent  to  any  ad  ' 
dre«..  post-i>aid.  on  receipt  of  iO  cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hnngs  fnr  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  tK  Park  Knw.  New  York;  or  »5  A  87  E  M.rllnon  St. Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cstalnirun  of  Rnnir..  Sons  Book., 
ShMt  Music,  Oerman  Soiig  Bouks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Wofds  and  Music  by  James  Thornton. 

While  strolllne  along  with  the  city's  vast  throng;. 

On  a  night  that  was  bitter  cold, 
■■.  I  noticed  a  qrowd,  who  were  laughing  aload 

At  sonifiliing  they  chanced  to  behold: 
I  stopped  for  to  see  what  the  object  could  be. 

And  there,  on  a  doorstep,  lay 
A  woman  in  tears,  from  the  crowd's  angry  jeers, 

And  then  I  heard  somebody  say: 

Chorus. 
She  may  have  seen  better  days,  when  she  was  in  her  prime; 
Shu  miiy  have  seen  1)etter  days  once  upon  a  time; 
Though  by  the  wayside  she  fell,  she  may  yet  mend  her  ways; 
Some  poor,  old  motlier  is  wailing  for  lier,  who  has  seen  better  days. 

If  we  could  bnt  tell  why  the  poor  creature  fell. 

Perhaps  we'd  not  be  so  severe; 
If  the  truth  were  but  known  of  this  outcast  alone. 

Mayhap  we  would  all  shed  a  tear. 
She  was  oiicii'  some  one's  joy,  cast  aside  like  a  toy— 

Abnndoned,  forsaken,  unknown. 
Every  man  standing  by  had  a  tear  In  his  eye. 

For  some  had  a  daughter  at  home.— CAona. 

The  crowd  went  away,  hut  I  longer  did  stay. 
For  from  her  I  was  loath  to  depart; 
:  I  knew  by  her  moan,  as  she  sat  tnere  nlone. 

That  something  was  breaking  her  heart. 
She  told  me  her  life,  she  was  once  a  good  wife. 
Respected  and  honored  by  all; 
■    .       Her  husband  had  fled  ere  they  were  long  wed. 

And  tears  down  her  cheeks  sadly  fall.— CA<>rti». 


I    WANT    YER,    MA    HONEY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Fay  Teropleton. 


When  de  banjo's  a-strunimin'  and  de  darkies  a-hnmmln'. 

Den  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yee,  I  do;  • 

I'm  a-thinkin'  ol>  yer  dully,  dressed  so  sweet  and  also  gaily. 

And  my  heart  is  forever  true  to  you; 
I'm  a-thiukin'  ob  yer  sadly,  'cos'  I  love  yer  mighty  madly. 

And  I  don't  know  what  to  do; 
So  come  back  to  please  me,  don't  try  for  to  tease  mc, 

'Cob'  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  do. 

RXFRAIN. 

I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  1  want  yer  mighty  badly; 

I'm  a-longlu'  for  yer  daily,  'cos'  I  love  yer  mighty  madly; 

So  come  back  to  please  me,  don't  try  for  to  tease  me, 

'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  want  yer,  want  yer,  want  yer; 

'Cofl'  I  want  yer,  ma  Louey,  yes,  I  do. 

When  de  stars  am  a-gleamin'  and  de  birds  am  a-dreamin', 

Den  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  do: 
For  I  love  yer  ev'ry  minute,  and  nobody  else  it  in  it. 

And  my  heart  is  forever  true  to  yon: 
Den  don't  linger  longer,  'cos'  my  love  is  growiu'  stronger, 

And  I  don't  know  what  to  do; 
8o  come  back,  my  lady,  my  love  and  my  baby,      -     '         - 

'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  do. 

Rkfrain. 
I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  want  yer  ev'ry  minnte; 
I'm  a-thinkin'  ob  yer  daily,  and  nobody  else  is  iu  it; 
So  come  back,  my  lady,  my  love  and  my  baby, 
'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes  I  want  y«r,  want  yer,  want  yer; 
'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes  I  do. 


LOUISIANA    LOU. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Leslie  Stuart. 


I  Inb  a  gal,  s'pose  she  lulls  me  too. 
Anyhow  she  say  she  do,  she  say  she  do; 
We  calls  her  Lou  since  ilat  gal  was  bom, 
Down  Louisiana,  'niong  de  sugar  and  de  com. 
Lou,  bow  I  liib  you  true; 
Lou,  'deed  I  do,  I  do; 
And  eb'ry  night  when  de  moon  am  shine, 
I  sing  dis  little  gal  dis  little  song  of  mine: 

Cbobus. 

Lon,  Lon,  I  Inb  yon;  I  lub  yon,  dat'e  tme; 
Don't  cry,  don't  sigh,  you'll  see  me  In  de  mornin*; 
Dream  dream,  dream  oh  me,  and  I'll  dream  ob  yoa. 
My  Louisiana,  Louisiana,  Louisiana  Lon. 

When  Lon  was  horn  I  was  jess  so  high, 

I  was  but  a  baby  boy,  a  baby  boy; 

Mam  says,  "  My  Lor',  aren't  dem  child'en  spoonsf  " 

Down  Louisiana,  'mong  de  cotton  and  de  coona. 

Lon,  how  I  lob  yon  true; 

Lou,  'deed  I  do,  I  do; 

In  days  done  cone  to  her  cot  I'd  creep. 

And  sing  dis  little  song  to  put  dat  chile  asleep:— (7Aoru«. 

Lou's  growcd  up  now,  soon  she'll  marry  me, 

Anyliow  I  want  her  be,  I  want  her  t)e. 

For  all  de  nigs  lub  dat  gal  ob  mine, 

Down  Louisiana,  'niong  de  'possum  and  de  pine. 

Lon,  how  I  lull  you  true; 

Lon,  'deed  I  do,  I  do; 

So  when  we're  wed  and  we're  spliced  In  one, 

I'll  eing  dis  little  song  to  bring  back  days  done  goat:—Choru$. 


I-  ■. 


< 


^%m 


'^>M 


—Two  old  ladles  were  sitting  before  the  fire  engaged  in  silent 
thoiiglit.  Finally  one  of  them  arose,  went  to  the  window,  and 
scanning  the  appearance  of  nature  outside,  said,  "  Betsy,  I  believe 
it's  goinp  to  rain."  "No  such  thing,"  returned  tlie  other;  "the 
sun's  shining  and  there's  not  a  cloud  to  be  seen."  "  Can't  help 
that,"  resumed  her  companion;  "  tlie  tin  rooster  on  'Squire  Gil- 
bert's bam  is  p'intin'  straight  toward  the  East,  and  that's  a  sure 
sign  of  a  storm."  Betsy  turned  as  she  said  this,  and  looking  her 
square  in  the  face  with  a  conservative  expression,  exolauned, 
"  Lor'  sakes,  Jane,  how  can  you  be  so  superstitious." 
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Nellie  Reilly  Makes  a  Hit  Wid  Me. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Riobard  It  Hanch. 


Dere'g  just  one  girl  in  all  de  pusii  ez  makes  a  hit  wld  me,      ,' 

Dat'B  Jimmy  Reilly's  Bister  Nell,  wot  I  calls  on  ter  Bee; 

De  guys  is  all  dead  sore,  dey're  all  down  in  de  incut', 

Coz  while  duy've  lost  dere  uerve,  yer  see,  I  goes  and  cops  her  ont. 

Chorus.   ,  ^  ; 

"  Nellie  Reilly  makes  a  hit  wid  me, 
She's  a  dead  swell  damsel,  just  watch  me;  (Spoken:  see?) 
I'm  L'oiiig  to  shake  the  erane,  and  plant  wot  coin  I  can, 
So's  1  kiu  buckle  up  with  Nellie  Keilly. 

Dey  pez  ez  Wenns  was  a  peach,  perhaps  dat  may  all  he, 

1  never  kiiowd  de  p«l  myself;  but  den,  'tween  you  and  me, 

'L'ingeide  of  little  Nell  she'd  be  a  dizzy  frost, 

Coz  when  it  comes  to  peaches,  why,  my  Nellie  she's  de  boss.— CAonw. 
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AN  OLD-FASHIONED  VALENTINE 
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Words  and  JIusic  by  Gussie  L.  Davis. 

One  day  I  took  a  ramble  throngh  the  old  dnsty  attic 

And  rumniaued  ail  old-fashioiied  cedar  chest, 
A  hit  of  old  blue  ribbon  hound  around  a  dusty  package 

Of  old  letiers  from  a  girl  I  once  loved  l)e8t.  "^^ 

In  my  heart  awoke  swet^t  memories,  that  long  ago  have  Slept, 

Of  a  pair  of  eyes  of  blue  of  love  divine; 
But  the  words  that  most  impressed  me,  while  in  silence  there  I  wept. 

Were  the  words  found  iu  an  old-time  valentine: 

Chorus. 

"  Roses  red,  violets  blue,  :'-"', 

Love  is  sweet,  and  80  are  yon." 
Sent  long  aeo  l>v  a  sweethe«rt  of  mine, 
Only  an  old-faeiiioutd  valentine. 

The  one  that  sent  it  long  ago  now  sleeps  'neatb  the  daisies. 

Beneath  the  silent  wefpiiig  willow's  wave; 
I  of  len  go  in  euiniiier  there  and  plant  rose  buds  and  violets. 

While  the  liirds  sing  sweetest  songs  above  her  grave. 
And  such  heart-felt  love  as  she  expressed  with  tiiose  few  simple  words, 

Sweetest  mein'ries  'roniid  my  heart  it  doth  entwine; 
Noihing  left  now  to  impress  me,  only  memory  and  birds,     " 

And  the  verse  foand  iu  an  old-time  valentine. — Chofn*. 
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THE  SIDEWALKS  OF  NEW  YORK 
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Boston  may  be  all  right,  San  Francisco  the  same, 
Cliiciiuo  with  its  Midway  for  first  place  may  lay  claim; 
But  you  can  t>et  your  money,  and  win  every  time  in  a  walk, 
That  you  can  see  more  real  sights  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  York. 

Continuous  Choruses. 

Central  Park,  after  dark,  yon  meet  a  bashful  girl; 
Her  maitleii  name  is  Sweet  Marie,  and  she's  a  Bowery  pearl. 
Shti'il  lell  you  she's  an  actress,  but  you  mustn't  believe  her  talk. 
For  she's  only  a  liviug  picture  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  York. 

Up  town,  down  town,  you'll  hear  the  same  old  cry;  ,:  '■■__' 

Will  voii  come  into  my  parlorf  says  tlie  spider  to  ihe  fly. 

Two  hidiex  meet  a  fanner,  wHio's  made  up  like  a  gawk; 

Tiiey  l>otii  yell  out,  "I  saw  iiim  first,"  ou  the  sidewatkjs  of  New  York. 

Souhrettes,  papa's  pets,  ladies  who  know  their  book; 

Some  of  tnein  liave  furnished  flats,  but  they  don't  know  how  to  cook; 

Always  looking  for  auifels,  ready  to  jolly  a  gawk. 

You'll  find  eating  hot  toinales  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  York. 

East  side.  West  side,  you'll  find  it  is  the  same; 

Every  one  is  on  the  make,  and,  of  course,  they're  not  to  blame, 

A  Indy  meets  a  sailor,  and  into  McGnirk's  they  stalk. 

And  in  the  morning  he's  dead  broke  ou  the  sidewalks  of  New  York. 

Wardmen,  policemen,  Captains,  too,  as  well, 
•Were  made  to  pay  the  fiddler,  while  Lexow  danced  like        ; 
Since  the  investigaiion  we  hear  no  hush-money  talk. 
And  they  should  try  it  over  in  Brooklyn,  just  the  same  as  in  New  York. 


,w.   .  BABY,   IBABY. 
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By  Gostavel Keiker. 


Lovers  are  silly  yonng  tinnge,  yon  know. 

And  I  am  as  silly  as  anjj'; 
I've  worn  two  engagement  rings,  yon  know. 

But  two,  you'll  agree,  ire  not  many. 
My  heart  was  once  put  in  a  whirl,  you  know, 

I  think,  by  a  fellow  na^iied  Willie; 
He  called  me  his  dear  bany  girl,  you  know. 

And  I  liked  it,  altiioiigii  it  was  silly. 
For  there's  somethinu  iiifthe  term  of  baby,  baby. 

That  is  the  name  I  lov^;  . 

It's  sweet  as  the  i)erf um^  of  roses. 

It's  soft  as  the  coo  of  4  dove.  ^ 

My  sweetheart  may  call  ^ne  hie  darling. 

Hie  queen,  or  Ills  8n(;u#  plum,  maybe: 
But  'tween  you  and  me,  I'd  rattier  that  he 

Should  call  me  his  deaf  little  baby. 

Sitting  alone  In  the  dark!  yon  know. 

That  is,  with  one  othet  beside  you. 

He'll  call  yoa  his  robin  of  lurk,  you  know. 

And  no  oue  ie  there  to  ^eiide  you. 
He  whimpers  all  iiaiiiee  tljat  are  sweet,  you  know. 

No  mutter  how  sugary  phey  he: 
But  there's  one  ihut  I  iii^ke  him  repeat,  yon  know, 

And  that  is  the  little  witrd  liahy. 
For  there's  something  iiutlie  term  of  baby,  baby, 

Tliat  is  the  name  I  lovf ; 
It's  sweet  as  tlie  perfume  of  roses, 

It's  soft  as  the  coo  of  A  dove. 
My  sweetlieart  may  call  pie  his  darling. 

His  quetu,  or  his  8ui:a^pluni,ni>iylie: 
But  'tween  you  and  me,  t'li  ratln  r  tliat  he 

Should  call  me  his  deat  little  hahy. 

,--.  .  ..u 
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—When  is  a  baby  not  a  baby?  When  it's  a  little  cross." 


A  honncer  in  a  concert  1 

One  Saturday  evenii 
"Our  piano  player  is  drijnk  to-night, 

Will  some  one  play  instead?"' 
A  pair  of  whiskers  filled'lhe  face 

Of  every  hoboe  there,  I 
As  with  a  tide  on  they  all  watched  .   • 

To  see  who'd  fill  the  chair. 
Just  then  the  door  flew  dpen 

And  a  bundle  of  rai;s  fjell  in. 
And  after  seorchiiig  it  axHiile, 

A  mail  they  found  witbiu.  .   _    • 

He  says,  "  I  am  a  wonder. 

What  I  say  is  solid  faas;  .        . 

But  the  only  way  I  play  this  thing 

Is  when  I  use  au  aze.'j 

Chohus.        ♦ 

The  scene  was  one  I'll  ne'er  forget. 

As  long  as  I  can  eat; 
Tliey  grabbed  him  by  the  trousers 

And  they  fired  liim  iu  the  street;  ' 

They  hit  him  where  bis  facelwas  loose 

As  on  hie  neck  he  lay, 
This  |>oor  old  beat  from  Bleecker  street,  . ' 

Who  volunteered  to  play.  I 

In  the  back  room  of  a  b4er  saloon. 

On  last  St.  Patrick's  diy. 
Five  Irislimen  were  drinklni!  beer. 

Anil  spending  their  week's  pay;  ■" 

An  Englisliman  came  in  |tlie  room. 

With  a  fiddle  in  his  hapd: 
They  all  yelled  out,  "Stdike  np  a  tune 

For  dear  old  Ireland ! 'T 
They  asked  him  to  piay  V  Money  Musk," 

Or  one  of  Tom  Moore's  best. 
"Three  Leaves  of  Shamrock,"  some  one  cried; 

"Please  play  that  by  rf quest." 
They  finally  asked  him  '\\  he'd  play       "' 

The  "  Wearing  of  the  €reen." 
But  yon  ought  to  see  that  moh  jump  up. 

When  he  played  "God  Save  the  Queen." 

Chobus. 
The  scene  was  one  I'll  ne'er  forget,      . 

Wlien  that  tune  lie  tried  to  start;    .  ■  >  '.■■ 

They  broke  the  fiddle  on  hisjhead  ,.    ' 

And  near  fore  iiim  apart;    i  ' 

They  pushed  his  face  all  outiof  shape 

On  Ihe  St.  Patrick's  day,    j 
And  he  might  jnst  as  well  sctaped  "Croppy,  Lie  Down," 

When  he  volunteered  to  pl$y. 
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THE    STATION-MASTER'S    STORY. 
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Yee,  it's  a  quiet  station,  but  It  salts  me  well  enoiiKh; 

I  want  a  hit  of  tlie  sranotli  now,  for  I've  had  my  share  o*  roa((h. 

Tliit)  bt-rtb  tliut  the  co-npuny  gave  me,  tliey  (rave  as  the  work  was  light; 

I  \va«  never  fit  for  the  di^imls  ufler  one  awful  niKht. 

Id  been  in  the  box  from  a  yoiinker,  and  I'd  never  felt  the  strain 

Of  the  lives  at  my  rit;ht  liund's  mercy  in  every  passing  train. 

One  day  there  wus  sonnetliinK  tiappened,  and  it  made  my  nerves  go  queer, 

And  ifs  all  throat;b  tliit  as  you  nud  me  the  station-master  here. 

I  was  on  at  the  box  dorvn  yonder— that's  where  we  turn  the  malls 

And  Bpectali>  and  fast  oxpresges  on  to  the  centre  rails; 

The  side's  for  the  other  traffic— the  lufTKaue  and  local  slows. 

It  was  rare,  hard  woric  at  Christmas,  when  double  the  traffic  grows. 

I've  been  in  the  box  down  yonder  iil(;h  sixteen  hoars  a  day. 

Till  my  eyes  grew  dim  and  heavy,  and  my  thoughts  went  all  astray; 

But  I've  worked  the  points  half-sleeping— and  once  I  slept  outright. 

Till  the  roar  of  the  Limited  woke  me,  and  I  nearly  died  with  fright. 

Then  I  thonght  of  the  lives  in  peril,  and  what  might  have  been  their  fate 
Uad  I  sprung  to  the  poinm  that  evening  a  tenth  of  a  tick  too  late; 
And  a  cold  and  ghastly  shiver  rnn  icily  through  my  frame 
As  I  fancied  the  public  clamor,  the  trial,  and  hitter  shame. 
I  could  see  the  bloody  wreckage — I  could  see  the  mangled  slain — 
And  tlie  picture  was  seared  forever,  bloo<l-red,  on  my  heated  brain. 
That  moment  my  nerve  was  shattered,  for  I  couldn't  shut  out  the  thought 
Of  the  lives  I  held  in  my  keeping,  and  the  rain  that  might  be  wrought. 

Tliat  night  in  our  little  cottage,  as  I  kissed  onr  sleeping  child. 
My  wife  looked  up  from  her  sewing,  and  told  me,  as  she  smiled. 
That  Johnny  had  made  his  mind  up  he'd  l>e  a  pointsman,  too. 
He  says  when  he's  big,  like  daddy,  he'll  work  in  the  box  with  yon.'* 
I  frowned,  for  my  heart  was  heavy,  and  my  wife  she  saw  the  look; 
Lord  bless  youl  my  little  Alice  could  read  me  like  a  book. 
I'd  to  tell  Iter  of  what  hud  happened,  and  I  said  that  I  must  leave, 
For  a  pointsman's  armj  ain't  trusty  when  terror  lurlu  in  his  alteve. 

But  she  cheered  me  np.in  a  minnte,  and  that  night,  ere  we  went  to  sleep, 

8lie  made  me  give  her  ii  promise,  whicli  I  swore  that  I'd  always  keep — 

I  was  always  to  do  my  duty.     "Do  that,  and  tnen,  come  what  will, 

You'll  have  no  worry,'*  said  Alice,  "  if  things  go  well  or  HI. 

There's  something  that  always  tells  us  the  thing  that  we  ought  to  do" — 

My  wife  was  a  bit  relit{ioris.  and  in  with  the  chapel  crew. 

Bat  I  knew  she  was  talking  reason,  and  I  said  to  myself,  says  I, 

"  1  won't  give  in  like  a|  coward,  it's  a  scare  that'll  soon  go  by." 

Now,  Die  very  next  da^  the  roissns  had  to  go  to  the  market  town. 
She'd  ttie  Christmas  tilings  to  see  to,  and  she  wanted  to  buy  a  gown. 
She'd  be  gone  for  a  spell,  for  the  party  didn't  come  bacli  till  elyht, 
And  I  knew,  on  a  Christmas  Eve,  too,  the  trains  would  be  exira  late. 
So  she  Sftiled  to  leave  lue  Johnny,  and  then  she  could  turn  the  key— 
For  she'd  have  some  parcels  to  carry,  and  the  boy  would  be  snfe  with  me. 
-  He  was  five,  was  our  ItittlH  Johnny,  and  aniet  and  nice  and  good- 
He  wafl  mad  to  go  wilti  daddy,  and  I'd  often  promised  be  should. 

It  was  noon  when  the  feilssus  started — her  train  went  by  mv  box: 

She  could  see,  as  she  pussed  my  window,  her  darling's  curly  locks. 

I  lifted  him  up  to  manimy,  and  he  kissed  his  little  hand. 

Then  sat,  like  a  mouse;  in  tlie  corner,  and  thought  it  was  fairyland. 

But  somehow  I  fell  a-thiuking  of  a  scene  that  would  nut  fade, 

or  how  I  had  slept  on  duty,  until  I  grew  afraid; 

For  the  thought  would  weigh  upon  me,  one  dav  I  might  come  to  lie 

In  a  felon's  cell  for  the  slaughter  of  those  I  had  doomed  to  die. 

The  fit  that  had  come  upon  me,  like  a  hideous  nightmare  seemed. 
Till  I  rubl)ed  my  eyes  and  started  like  a  sleeper  who  has  dreamed. 
For  a  time  the  box  had  vanished— I'd  worked  like  a  mere  machine — 
My  mind  had  been  on  tlie  wander,  and  I'd  neither  heard  nor  seen. 
Witli  a  start  I  thought  of  Johnny,  and  I  tnrned  the  boy  to  seek. 
Then  1  uttered  a  groan  of  anguish,  for  my  lips  refused  to  speak: 
There  had  flashed  such  a  scene  of  horror  swift  on  my  startled  sight 
That  curdled  my  blood  in  terror  and  sent  my  red  lipt  white.  ^ 

It  was  all  in  one  awful  moment— I  saw  that  the  boy  was  lost; 

He  had  gone  for  a  toy,  I  fancied,  some  child  from  a  train  had  tossed; 

The  local  was  easing  slowl]^to  stop  at  the  station  liere. 

And  the  limited  mall  Was  coming,  and  I  had  the  line  to  clear. 

I  could  hear  the  roar  of  the  engine,  I  could  almost  feel  its  breath. 

And  riuht  on  the  centre  metals  stood  ray  boy  In  the  jaws  of  death; 

On  came  the  fierce  fiend,  tearing  straight  for  the  centre  line. 

And  the  hand  that  mutt  wreck  or  save  it,  O  merciful  God,  was  minel 

'Twas  a  hundred  lives  or  Johnny's,  O  Heaven!  what  could  I  dof 
Up  to  Ood's  ear  that  moment  a  wild,  fierce  question  flew — 
''What  shall  I  do,  O  QeavciiT"  and  sudden  and  loud  and  clear 
On  the  wind  came  the  words,  "  Your  duty,"  liorne  to  my  listening  ear. 
'1  hen  1  set  my  teeth,  and  my  breathing  was  fierce  and  short  and  quick. 
"  My  boyi  "  I  cried,  but  he  heard  not;  and  then  I  went  blind  aoci  sick; 
1'he  hot  black  smoke  of  the  engine  came  with  a  rush  before, 
I  turned  the  mall  to  theceutre,  and  by  it  flew  with  a  roar. 

Then  I  sank  on  my  knees  in  horror,  and  hid  my  ashen  face — 

1  lind  given  my  child  to  Heaven:  his  life  was  a  hundred's  grace. 

Uad  I  held  my  hand  a  moment.  I  hud  liurled  the  flying  mail 

I'o  shutter  the  creeping  local  tliat  stood  on  the  other  rail  I 

Where  is  my  hoy,  my  darling?  O  God  I  let  me  hide  my  eyes. 

How  can  I  look— his  father — on  ibat  which  there  mangled  lies? 

That  voicel— O  mercifal  HeuvenI— 'tis  the  child's,  and  he  calls  my  name! 

I  bear,  but  I  cannot  see  him,  for  my  eyes  are  filled  with  flame. 

I  knew  no  more  that  night,  sir,  for  I  fell  as  I  beard  the  hoy; 
The  |>luce  reeled  'round,  and  I  fainted— swooned  with  the  sudden  joy. 
But  I  heard  on  the  Ohdstiiias  morning,  when  I  woke  In  my  own  warm  bed, 
Witli  Alice's  arms  around  me,  and  a  sirange  wild  dream  in  my  bead. 
That  she'd  come  by  the  early  local,  lieing  anxious  aliout  the  lad. 
And  liad  seeu  him  therie  on  the  metals,  and  the  sight  nigh  drove  her  mad- 
She  had  seen  him  just  as  the  engine  oi  the  Limited  closed  luy  view. 
And  she  leapt  on  tlie  Hue  and  saved  him  just  as  the  mall  dashed  through. 


She  was  hack  in  the  train  in  a  second,  and  both  were  safe  and  sound: 
The  moment  they  sto|iped  at  the  station  she  ran  here,  and  I  was  found 
With  my  eyes  like  a  madman's  glaring,  and  my  face  a  ghasily  white; 
I  heard  the  boy,  and  I  fainted,  and  I  hadn't  my  wits  that  nigtit. 
Who  told  me  to  do  my  duty?  What  voice  was  that  on  the  wind? 
Wad  it  fancy  that  brought  it  to  me?  or  were  there  Qod's  lips  behind? 
If  I  hadn't  a'  done  my  duty— had  I  ventured  todisoliey— 
If  y  bonny  boy  and  his  mother  might  have  died  by  my  hand  that  day. 


FORGIVE  ME,  I'LL  COME  HOME. 


Copyiifflit,  ItM,  b7  }.  C.  Oroene  A  Co. 
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By  yfm,  Z.  NajikevUle. 

A  dear,  old  gray-haired  conple  sat  weeping  all  alone. 

For  their  loving  daughter  who'd  long  since  left  their  home; 

All  night  they  sat  and  waited  until  the  break  of  day. 

For  her  return  they  waited  the  night  slie  went  away: 

She  kissed  them  both  l)efore  she  went,  and  said,  "  I'll  not  be  late; 

I'm  going  down  to  Jennie's  house;  don't  you  sit  np  and  wait; 

It's  nearly  three  years  now  since  then,  heartbroken  and  alone. 

She  writes  a  pleading  letter  back:  "Forgive  me,  I'll  Cimu  home." 

Chorus. 

She  was  once  a  loving  maid,  as  happy  as  could  be. 
But  temptation  came  and  won  that  heart  so  pure  and  free; 
She's  almost  broken-hearted  now,  she's  friendless  and  alone; 
She  writes  a  pleading  letter  back:  "  Forgive  me,  I'll  come  home." 

But  soon  there  came  an  answer,  and  thus  the  letter  read: 

'•  Your  brother  died  one  day  last  week,  aud  mother's  sick,"  it  said; 

"  Your  playthings,  books  and  bible  are  in  the  same  old  place," 

And  not  a  word  was  spoken  of  her  folly  or  disgrace; 

It  also  said,  "Come  back  at  once,  for  mother  may  not  live,     ~ 

And  father's  heart  has  softened  now,  he's  willing  to  forgive; 

We  long  to  have  you  with  ns,  aud  for  you  our  hearts  doth  yearn. 

And  mother  prays  to  heaven  each  night  to  hasteu  your  return.—  Chorui. 


•  •  » 


Curfew  Must  Not  Ring  To-Night. 


Recited  by  James  Harklas. 
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England's  snn  was  elowlv  setting  o'er  the  hills  so  far  away. 

Filling  all  the  laud  with  beauty  at  the  close  of  one  sad  day: 

And  the  last  rays  kissed  the  forehead  of  a  man  aud  maiden  fair. 

He  with  step  so  slow  and  weakened,  she  with  sunny,  floating  hair: 

He  with  sad  bowed  head,  and  thoughtful,  she  with  lips  so  cold  and  white. 

Struggling  to  keep  buck  the  murmur,  "Curfew  must  not  ring  to-night." 

"Sexton,"  Bessie  a  white  lips  faltered,  pointing  to  the  prison  old. 

With  its  walls  so  dark  and  gloomy- walls  so  dark  and  dump  and  cold — 

"I've  a  lover  In  that  iirison,  doomed  this  very  night  to  die 

At  the  ringing  of  the  Curfew,  and  no  earthly  help  is  nigh. 

Cromwell  will  not  come  till  sunset,"  and  her  face  grew  strar.gely  while. 

As  she  s|>oke  in  huskv  whispers,  "Curfew  must  not  ring  to-night." 

"Bessie,"  calmly  spoke  the  sexton — every  word  pierced  her  young  heart 

Like  a  thousand  gleaming  arrows,  like  a  deadly-poisone<l  dart— 

"  Long,  long  years  I've  rung  the  Curfew  from  that  gloomy  shadowed  tower; 

Every  evening,  just  at  sunset,  it  lia«  told  the  twilight  hour; 

I  have  done  my  duty  ever,  tried  to  do  it  Just  and  right. 

Now  I'm  old  I  will  not  miss  it;  girl,  the  Curfew  rings  to-night!  " 

Wild  her  eyes  and  pale  lier  features,  stern  and  white  her  thoughtful  brow. 

And  within  her  heart's  deep  centre,  Bessie  made  a  solemn  vow; 

Slie  had  listened  wiiile  the  judges  read,  without  a  tear  or  sigh, 

"At  the  ringing  of  the  Curfew— Basil  Underwood  must  die." 

And  her  breath  came  fast  and  faster,  and  her  eyes  grew  large  and  bright — 

One  low  murmur,  scarcely  spoken — "  Curfew  must  not  ring  to-night  I  " 

Slie,  with  light  step,  bounded  forward,  sprang  withiu  the  old  cliurch  door. 

Left  the  old  man  coming  slowly  pattis  he'd  trod  so  oft  before; 

Not  one  moment  paused  the  maiden,  but  with  cheek  and  brow  aglow. 

Staggered  up  the  gloomy  tower,  where  the  bell  swung  to  and  fro; 

'I'hen  she  climbed  the  slimy  ladder,  dark,  without  one  ray  of  light, 

U|>ward  still,  her  pale  lips  saying:  "Curfew  shall  not  ring  to-night.'* 

Slie  has  reached  tne  topmost  ladder,  o'er  her  hangs  the  great  dark  bell. 

And  the  awful  gloom  beneath  her,  like  the  pathway  down  to  hell: 

See,  the  ponderous  tongue  is  swinging,  'tis  the  hour  of  Curfew  now. 

And  the  sight  has  chilled  her  bosom,  stopped  her  breath  and  paled  her  brow 

Shall  she  let  It  ring?  No,  ncverl  her  eyes  flash  with  sudden  light. 

As  she  springs  and  grasps  it  firmly-"  Curfew  shall  not  ring  to-uightl" 

Out  she  swung,  far  out,  the  city  seemed  a  tiny  speck  below: 

"There,  'twixt  heaven  and  earth  suspended,  as  the  bell  s^viing  to  and  fro; 

And  the  half-deaf  sexton  ringing  (years  he  had  not  heard  the  bell). 

And  he  thought  the  twilight  Curfew  rang  young  Basil's  funeral  knell; 

Still  the  maiden  clinging  firmly,  cheek  and  brow  so  pale  and  white. 

Still  her  frightened  heart's  wild  beating— "Curfew  shall  not  ring  to-night." 

It  was  o'er— the  bell  ceased  swaying,  aud  the  maiden  stepped  once  more 

Firmly  on  the  damp  old  ladder,  where  for  hundred  years  before 

Human  foot  had  not  been  planted;  and  what  she  this  night  had  done 

Sliould  be  told  in  long  vears  after— as  the  rays  of  setting  sun 

Light  the  sky  with  mellow  lieauty,  aged  sires  with  heads  of  white 

Tell  their  Children  why  the  Curfew  did  not  ring  that  one  sad  night. 

O'er  the  distant  hills  came  Cromwell;  Bessie  saw  him,  and  her  brow, 

Lately  white  with  sickening  terror,  glows  witli  sudden  beauty  now; 

At  his  foot  she  told  her  story,  showed  her  bauds  all  bruised  and  torn;    *: 

And  her  sweet,  young  face  so  haggard,  with  a  look  so  sad  and  worn, 

Touched  b)B  heart  with  sudden  pity- lit  bis  eyes  with  misty  light; 

"  Qo,  your  lover  iivesi  "  cried  Cromwell;  "  Curfew  shall  not  ring  to-night." 
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THE    FATAXJW'EDDINO-. 

Written  by  the  "  Suug  FkCtory,"  George  F.  McCann. 
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The  wediliiig  bells  were  riii^iriL',  and  the  crowd  liegan  to  roar, 

And  as  Hie  couple  rose  they  ean^.  "  We've  both  beeu  there  before." 

An  old  niiiid,  87.  whs  to  marry  u  yonng  man; 
'      He  heiird  Hint  she  had  money,  and  to  nail  it  was  liis  plan. 

He  bliiff<-il  luT  he  wna  weiillhy,  slie  believed  'most  everything, 
'-    He  borrowed  all  her  reiuly  casli,  and  watcli  and  diamond  rinK;  i' 

He  iiiiide  a  (Insli  out  through  the  door,  and  quickly  flew  the  coop;     ... 

The  old  daiue  faiuled  wbeu  she  foiiud  be'd  left  ber  iu  the  soap. 

Chorub.  ■  '^"V    -.    -.;■■ 

While  (be  weddlns  t^Iit  were  rinei»g  I  tboiiKtit  that  sheM  snrely  die; 
Slie  was  left  withoat  n  nicltel  by  this  yoimi;  man  shrewd  aixi  fly. 
When  he  sm-iiked  with  all  her  boodle,  it  tickled  liim  so  he  danced  with  glee. 
For  if  he  married  that  living  picture,  what  a  poor  old  champ  he'd  be. 

The  mnseiim  had  opened  and  the  crowd  came  throngh  the  door; 
Tlie  wild  man  Inid  a  liig  liead,  he'd  been  drunk  the  night  before; 
The  Zulu  kini:  felt  nervous,  as  across  the  floor  lie'd  glide; 
Tliat  (lay  tlie  girl  with  liig  feet  was  uoiti);  to  l>e  his  bride. 
Be  thoiit;lit  of  winter  eveniniiH.  and  his  face  crew  carinine  red. 
When  siie'd  plant  her  feet  on  his  buck  when  ihey  were  botli  in  bed; 
He  irii-d  lo  call  the  trick  off,  but  he  found  it  was  too  late. 
Fur  big  feet  had  arrived  that  day  upon  an  eaat-boaud  freight 

Chobus. 

While  the  wedding  bells  were  rinKini;  the  Znin  tried  to  Hy  the  coop; 
I'he  skeleton  rattled  Ills  bones,  and  the  turtle  l)oy  fell  in  tlie  soup; 
Tlie  iiinii  who  fasted  forty  days  everytliiiig  ill  sight  did  eat: 
'Twas  just  auother  faked-up  wedding,  jast  an  extra  pair  of  feet. 


^  •  ^ 
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I  wns  reading  The  Evening  World  to-night,  '/  ■_■ 

Johnny,  my  old  fiieiid  John; 
And  the  shock  I liat  I  got  was  a  stunner  quite, 

Jolinny,  my  old  friend  Joiin. 
Tliey  say  you  are  going  to  leave  your  team, 

Goiiii;  to  leave  It  for  good: 
But  I'm  sure  no  good  would  come  of  it. 

If  auuther  iu  your  place  stood. 

Chorus.  ' 

Johnny,  my  old  friend  John;  Johnny,  my  old  friend  John; 
There's  Lever  a  man  in  your  place  can  stand,  Johnny,  my  old  friend  John. 

I  was  ihinking  to-day  of  the  l>aseball  game, 
■    :■ '  Johnny,  my  old  friend  Jolinj 

Tou  stood  your  ground  and  gained  your  fame, ' 

Johnny,  my  old  friend  John;  :.    '    ._ 

I'm  thiokiiii:  of  high  bulls,  John, 

Jack  Doyle  and  his  suiicy  face; 
But  there  never  was  on  the  team,  John,  '•     ' 

One  that  coaid  take  your  place,— CA^nw. 

Yon  remember  the  Pittsburgh  game,  John, 

Tlie  (lay  that  you  took  second  place; 
Toil  showed  I  hem  how  to  play  ball,  John,       - 

Tliat  was  a  jolly  good  race. 
About  ten  tlioiiBuiid  the  grand  stand  held. 

All  kiuds  nf  cranks,  thin  and  stoat; 
I  Stood  up  most  of  the  time,  John, 

To  hear  the  Umpire  shout:— CAoriM. 

Ton  remember  the  suit  yon  always  wore. 
The  colors  were  black  and  white;  ' 

Wlicii  other  cluhs  visiietl  yon,  John,  ;' 

Tours  knocked  them  clean  out  of  sight. 

To  see  you  take  your  posiiion,  John, 
To  See  you  U|>on  Btcond  base. 

Oh,  sticlc  to  comrades,  my  good  friend, 
,  And  laud  them  in  first  place.— CAOTM. 

How  can  yon  talk  of  leaving  ns,  John, 
»  Leaving  us  out  ill  the  cold; 

I'm  sure  wiieti  you  see  the  boys  plav. 

You'll  want  (o  be  joining  the  fold. 
8o  reconsider  your  vow,  John, 

A  vow  lo  leave  your  place; 
When  the  "  Qiants '*  meet  again,  John, 

Let's  see  yon  on  second  base.— C'Aori<#. 


—Mrs.  WreaUhard  (the  landlady):  "How  is  It  that  you  are 
taking  your  medicine  after  dinner?  I  thought  the  doctor  told  you 
to  take  it  before  nietils."  Mr.  Oldboarder:  "  He  said  it  didn't  make 
any  difference  as  lung  as  I  took  it  on  au  empty  stomach." 


Softly  the  music  was  jila)  jng 

One  night  in  a  mansion  ^rund. 
Just  outside  two  rugged  urchins, 

List'iiing,  stood  liand  lii  liand; 
Tlie  briglit  lights,  the  mti^ic  ami  dancing, 

The  clinking  of  gliisses.ithe  glee. 
Made  the  little  ones  giiTSe  jn  iimazement. 

One  said,  *:  I  wish  'twaayoii  and  me." 
"Someday  \  will  be  a  fine  lady," 

Said  the  oldest  one  tlieii  of  the  two. 
And  then  I  will  have  a  grtind  party, 
-  And  tlieflrst  one  to  conie  bIihII  be  yon; 
We'll  liave  lots  of  fine  goU-ns  and  diamonds. 

Oh!  tlien  we'll  l)e  hungry  no  more — 
Tiiis  was  the  dream  of  I hti  urchins 

Just  outside  a  millionaire's  door. 

ChobusJ 
While  the  music  played  {soft,  dreamy  tnnes 
Amidst  flowers  ami  sweetest  perfumes. 
Dancers  were  gliding  ar  iiind  the  grand  room. 
Or  singing  oM  love  sonas  o'er, 
Willie  the  usiiers  all  riislied  to  and  fro 

With  ices  and  wines  for  the  guests  on  ilie  floor, 
Two  llille  lives  were  el)bing  away 

Just  outside  a  miliioiikire's  door. 

t  -  .. 

Late  were  the  liours  therej  they  lingered. 

For  no  home  liad  they  t|o  go: 
Soon  were  tlie  niglit  windp  a-blowing. 

Then  it  liegan  to  snow ■.■. 
Tlien  quietly  up  in  tlie  dobr-way  .  '' 

Tiiey  iie8ile<l  themselves  down  to  rest;     ■ 
Soon  were  those  innncent|>  sleeping, 

One  head  on  tlie  otlier'4  breast. 
What's  this!  a  ring  at  the  dtHir-bell- 

'Twas  an  oflicer  miide  this  nlaim; 
With  a  sad  heart  lie  brin^^B  in  his  burden, 

Tiie  two  little  ones  on  Ills  arm. 
And  often  around  cheerful  firesides 

The  story's  been  told  o>Br  ami  o'er. 
How  two  homeless  orphahs  once  (leriehed 

JuBt  outside  a  millionaire's  door.- C'/torttf. 


■    m  •  ^\' 
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WHEN  SUMMER   COMES  AGAIN. 

■     ■  T 
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A  farmer  came  in  for  to  see  the  town. 

From  Fnmpkinville  Centre  he  just  came  down; 

Met  a  young  girl,  a  local  pearl,  > 

And  immediately  irude  a  mash. 
Slie  allowed  him  where  lie  could  buy  beer  and  wine; 
The  rube  was  dead  easy  and  blew  in  his  coiu, 
Jollied  the  gawk  witli  her  smooth  talk. 

And  cried,  as  she  slipped  with  hif  cash:    . 

Caosua. 

"Good-bye,  Uncle  Si,  you've  beeki  a  pretty  good-natnred  gny; 

I've  got  your  money,  diamond  ring  and  watcii  and  chain; 
I'll  pawn  them  gladly,  for  I  need  tlie  mont-y  badly; 

Bat  I'll  send  you  the  ticket,  love,  when  summer  comes  again." 

Two  gentlemen  tramps  found  a  dollar  bill. 

And  quickly  their  stomachs  began  to  fill  •. 

With  wliiskey  and  gin,  or  any  old  thing 
That  would  cause  tliem  to  get  ossified. 
One  got  so  drniik,  he  was  deaf  tind  dumb; 
A  policeman  came  up  and  arrested  one  bam,  '     ' 

His  pal  got  away,  it  was  risky  to  stay;  ■        " 

As  be  ran,  in  a  load  voice  he  cried: 

Chobus.  •    - 

"Farewell,  Daisy  Bell,  give  my  regards  to  the  hotel; 

If  you  get  ninety  days,  old  man.  of  course,  you  can't  complain; 
If  you  can't  get  ont  on  bail,  sfiend  the  winter  up  in  j:iil. 
And  we'll  be  together,  love,  when  summer  comes  agaiu."  . 

When  the  circns  had  closed  and  the  season  was  throngh. 
The  girl  with  two  heads  she  was  feeling  bine,  .  ,,  :• 

For  soon  they  must  part  and  for  their  homes  start;    .;,'  '■•/-.; 

Tlie  thought  brought  a  tear  to  eacli  eye.  • '     ''.        "  <"    ' 

They  had  lived  just  as  one,  and  tlie  jay's  paid  stuff      /  • 
To  glance  at  this  freak,  thongh  it  wus  a  big  lilufl; 
As  they  unstrapped  the  fiike  I  thought  their  hearts  wonid  break. 
As  together  they  both  did  cry: 

Cbobus. 
'•Fond  heart,  sweetheart,  our  contract  is  finished  and  we  part; 

We've  been  tied  to  each  otiier  in  sunshine  and  in  rain. 
Though  we  now  are  parting,  and  to  different  places  starting, 
,  V.  .1  We'll  be  together,  love,  wiien  summer  comes  again." 


^■JA^i-^xL-o^^i  JH  4«j  ;< ; 
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ASLEEP    AT    THE    SWITCH. 
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The  flrKt  lliine  that  I  remember 
.  .  Whs  Carln  tiigtiiiik;  awuy, 

'Willi  tlieleleeveti  of  my  emit  fast  iu  his  teeth, 

Piilliii^us  niiicli  us  to  eay: 
'  "  Coiiif,  niuKter,  iiwake,  and  tend  to  the  switch. 

Lives  iijiw  dept-iid  upou  you: 
Ttiiiili  i>r  the  souls  ill  the  comioi;  train 

Aud  tiie  irruves  you're  seiidiDi;  them  to; 
Tliiiik  of  the  mother  aud  imhe  at  her  breast. 

Think  '>r  the  fuilier  uiid  bod; 
I    ■  Tiiiiik  of  fiie  lover  aiiit  loved  one,  too,    ■ 

Think  of  them  doomed  every  one 
To  full,  ii»  It  Were,  by  your  very  huud, 

Inio  yon  fulhomless  diich, 
Miiriterei   by  one  who  should  guard  tliem  from  harm, 

Wlio  ni)tv  lies  asleep  at  the  s^titcli." 

I  eprane  ip  nmn7.ed,  scarce  knew  where  I  stood, 
__  Sl«*ep  liml  o'eimaaiered  me  so; 

I  Coiilu  h  'ar  the  wind  hollowly  bowliug 

AikI  ih;  deep  river  ddshiiif;  below, 
I  coulil  li:-ar  the  forest  h-nves  rustlini; 

As  the  trees  by  the  tempest  were  funned. 
But  whiit  WMS  tiiat  noise  in  tne  disluucef 

Tliai—    could  not  uuileretaud. 
I  hoard  II  nt  first  iii'listinctly, 

LiKe  tlie  roilim;  of  some  muffled  dram; 
Then  lien  rer  and  nearer  it  came  ti>  me. 

And  III  ide  my  very  ears  bum. 
What  is  (his  liKlit  that  surrounds  me 

And  setems  to  i>et  fire  to  my  brain f 
What  wljistle's  that  yelling  no  shrilly? 

Oh,  Gwt  1  kuow  now— it's  the  train. 

We  ofteq  stand  facing  some  danger. 

And  sifeni  to  take  root  to  the  place; 
So  I  Stood  wiih  tills  demon  before  me. 

Its  lii-ollied  breath  scorchlut;  my  face; 
Its  lieaill|ght  nnide  day  of  the  (lurliuesa 

And  elured  like  the  eyes  of  some  witch. 
Tlie  truii^  was  almost  upon  mc. 

Beforei I  rememlicred  the  switch; 
I  sprangjro  it,  seiziut;  it  %vildly, 

Tlie  I  rain  dash  iuk;  fast  down  the  track; 
The  switch  n-fusted  my  efforts. 

Some  <ievil  stt-iued  hohtint!  it  liack. 
On,  on,  dame  tlie  flery-eyed  monster 

And  siut  by  ray  face  like  a  flash; 
I  swoontjd  to  the  earth  the  next  moment, 

Aud  kjiew  nothing  after  the  crash. 

How  long  I  lay  there  unconscious 

Were  impossible  for  me  to  tell; 
My  stupor  was  almost  a  lieaveu, 

My  us^kiug  almost  a  liell — 
For  I  thiiii  lieurd  the  piteous  moanint; 

Ami  striokink!  of  liiisbamis  and  wives. 
And  I  tlioiiuht  of  the  day  we  all  shrink  from. 

When  {I  must  account  for  their  lives. 
Molhersjrusiied  like  muniacx. 

Their  eyes  Blaring  madly  aud  wild; 
Fatiiers,!  losing  tliuir  coiiratie, 

G'lve  iay  to  their  grief  like  8  child; 
Children  oeiirching  for  parents,  I  noticed. 

As  l)y  «ie  they  8p«?iJ, 
And  lip^  that  could  form  naught  but  "  Mamma," 

Were  fialliug  for  one  perlinps  dead. 
j 

My  minil  was  made  up  in  a  second, 

Tlie  river  should  hide  me  away. 
When,  ijiidefthe  still  burning  rafters, 

I  euddfuly  noticed  there  lay 
A  liule  Hhite  hand;  she,  who  owned  it, 

Wiis  doiihtless  an  object  of  love. 
To  one 'vhom  her  loss  would  drive  frantic, 

Tho"  tilie  irnarded  him  now  from  above. 
I  tenderly  lifted  the  rafters 

And  Quietly  laid  them  one  side; 
How  little  she  thoui;ht  of  her  journey. 

When: Blie  left  for  this  last  fatal  ride. 
I  lifted  the  last  lug  from  off  her. 

And  wliile  searching  for  some  spark  of  life, 
Tnnifd  lier  little  face  up  in  the  starlight, 
And  r0cognized— Maggie,  my  wife. 

Oh,  Lord!  Thy  scourge  is  a  bard  one. 

At  a  blow  Thou  bast  shattered  my  pride; 
My  life  will  be  one  endless  night-time, 

With  Maggie  away  from  my  side. 
How  often  we've  sat  down 

And  pictured  the  scenes  in  our  long,  happy  life; 
How  I'd  Htrive  through  all  of  my  life-time 
^  To  biilild  up  a  home  for  my  wife. 

How  people  would  envy  us  always 

In  our  cosey  and  neat  little  nest, 
Wlien  I'  would  do  all  the  labor. 

And  MaL'L'ie  should  all  the  day  rest; 
How  oiie  of  God's  blessintts  might  cheer  ns, 

Wiien  some  day  I  p'rhape  should  be  rich; 
But  all  of  my  dreams  have  t)een  shattered, 

WhilS  I  lay  there  asleep  at  the  switch.  '     • 


I  fancied  I  stood  on  my  trial, 

The  jury  and  jiidue  I  coiiid  see. 
And  every  eye  in  the  court  room 

Was  steadfastly  flsed  npon  me; 
And  fingers  were  pointed  in  scorn. 

Till  I  felt  my  face  blushing  red, 
Aud  the  next  tiling  I  beard  were  the  words: 

"Hung  by  the  neck  until  dead." 
Then  I  felt  myself  pulled  once  a^'nln. 

And  my  hand  caught  tight  hold  of  a  dress. 
And  I  heard,  "  Wiiat's  the  mutter,  dear  Jim? 

You've  had  a  bnd  iiiiiliimure,  I  guess." 
And  lliere  siood  Matrgie,  my  wife. 

With  never  a  scar  from  the  diich — 
I'd  l>een  taking  a  nap  in  my  lu-d 

And  had  not  been  asleep  at  the  switch. 


*  >  » 


THE    DANDY  FIFTH, 
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— Evils  of  the  Borrowing  Habit.— Sullen,  dark-sltinned  and 
vicious,  lie  was  stood  up  before  the  Magistrate.  "  Wbat  were  you 
arrested  for?  "  bis  honor  aslied.  "Borrowin' money,"  came  the 
laconic  response.  "  What?  Why,  they  don't  arrest  people  for 
borrowing  money,"  urged  the  Magistrate,  with  natural  surprise. 
"  Well,"  and  the  black  crook  grinned,  "  y'see,  sar,  I  had  t'  knock 
de  man  down  three  or  fo'  times  befuli  he'd  leud  it  to  me.  Dat's 
how  it  was."      .      :.'-■■  '■.■.•■  •  ^i:■^^•'4>■v•'-■:;■■.v.:T-■.^ 


'Twas  the  time  of  the  workingmen's  great  strike,  when  all  the  land  stood  still 
At  the  sudden  roar  from  the  hungry  niouihs  that  lal>or  could  not  fill; 
When  the  thunder  of  the  railroad  ceused,  and  startled  towns  could  spy 
A  hundred  blazing  factories  painting  each  miduight  sky. 

Throngh  Philadelphia's  snreing  streets  marched  the  brown  ranks  of  toil. 
The  grimy  legions  of  the  shops,  the  tillers  of  the  soil. 
Wliite-faced  militla-nien  looked  on,  while  women  shrank  witli  dread; 
*Twas  muscle  against  money  theu— 'twas  riches  against  bread. 

Once,  as  the  mighty  mob  tramped  on,  a  carriage  stopped  the  way. 
Upon  the  silken  seat  of  which  a  }»iing  patrician  lay; 
And  as.  with  haughty  glance,  he  swept  alout;  the  jeering  crowd, 
A  white-haired  blacksmith  iu  the  ranks  took  off  his  cap  aud  bowed. 

That  night  the  Labor  League  was  met,  and  soon  tlie  chairman  said: 
"There  hides  a  Judus  in  our  midst,  one  man  who  bows  his  head, 
Who  l)ends  tlie  coward's  servile  knee  when  capital  rolls  liy." 

"Down  with  him t   Kill  the  traitor  curl  "  rang  out  the  savage  cry. 

Up  rose  the  blacksmith,  then,  and  held  erect  his  head  of  gray: 
"  1  am  no  traitor,  tlioiigli  1  ))owed  to  a  rich  man's  son  to-day; 
And  though  you  kill  me  as  I  stand— as  like  you  mean  to  do— 
I  waut  to  tell  you  a  story  short,  aud  1  ask  you'll  hear  me  through. 

"I  was  one  of  those  who  cnli><led  first,  the  old  flag  to  defend. 

With  Pope  aud  Halleck,  with  '  Mac  '  and  Grant,  I  followed  to  the  end; 

And  'twas  Bomewliere  down  on  tlie  linpiduu.  when  the  Union  cause  looked  drear. 

That  a  regiment  of  rich  young  bloods  came  down  to  us  from  hire. 

"Their  nnlformB  were  by  tailors  cut:  they  brought  liampers  of  good  wine; 
And  every  squad  bad  a  servaut,  too,  to  keep  their  iioots  in  shine: 
Tliey'd  naught  to  say  to  us  dusty  'vets.'  and,  through  tlie  whole  brigade. 
We  called  them  the  kid-gloved  Dandy  Fifth,  when  we  passed  them  on  parade. 

"Well,  they  were  sent  to  hold  a  fort  tiie  Rebs  tried  hard  to  fake; 

'Twas  the  key  of  all  our  line,  \>liicli  nuUL'lit,  while  it  htld  out.  could  break. 

But  a  fearful  flght  we  lost  lust  then— the  reserve  came  up  too  lute; 

Aud  ou  that  fort,  aud  the  iJundy  Fifth,  hung  the  whole  division's  fate. 

"Three  times  we  tried  to  take  them  aid.  and  each  time  back  we  fell. 
Though  once  we  Could  bear  the  fort's  far  uiiiis  boom  like  a  funeral  knell. 
Till  at  length  Joe  Hooker's  corps  came  up,  and  ihen  siraltilit  tlnouktli  »e  broke; 
Uow  we  cheered  as  we  Baw  tliose  dandy  cuals  still  buck  of  the  diifiiug  smokel 

"With  the  bands  all  front  and  onr  colors  spread  we  swarmed  up  the  parapet. 
But  the  sluht  that  silenced  our  welcome  shout  I  shall  never  in  life  forget. 
Four  days  before  liad  their  water  gone — they  hud  dreaded  that  ilie  most — 
The  next  their  last  scant  ration  went,  and  each  man  looked  a  ghost. 

"As  he  stood,  gaunt-eyed,  behind  his  giin,  like  a  crippled  stag  at  bay. 
And  watciied  starvation— though  not  defeat— draw  nearer  every  day. 
Of  all  the  Fifth  not  fourscore  men  Could  in  their  places  stand. 
Aud  their  white  lips  told  a  fearful  tale,  as  we  grasped  each  bloodless  baud. 

"The  rest  In  the  stnpor  of  famine  lay,  save  here  and  (here  a  few 

In  death  sat  rigid  atrainst  the  guns,  grim  sentinels  in  Itlue; 

And  their  Colonel,  he  could  not  speak  or  stir,  but  we  saw  his  proud  eye  thrill, 

As  he  simply  glanced  to  the  shot-scarred  stuff  where  the  old  Aug  floated  still. 

"  Now,  I  hate  the  tyrants  who  grind  ns  down,  while  the  wolf  snarls  at  our  door. 
And  the  men  who've  risen  from  us— to  laugh  at  the  misery  of  the  poor; 
But  I  tell  you,  mutes,  while  this  weak  old  hand  1  have  left  the  strength  to  lift. 
It  will  touch  my  cap  to  the  proudest  swell  who  fought  in  the  Dandy  Fifth." 
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I  Dreamed  of  Yoii  Last  Night. 
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Words  Mid  Music  by  George  HasselL 

I  dreamed  of  you  last  niglit,  dear, 
And  the  dream  was  wondrouB  Bweet;       -       .r 
.  ;,         I  dreamt  that  yon  and  I,  love, 
.        .:        ,  After  years  of  pain,  did  meet; 

Again  your  eyes  80  softly 
••       .  liooUed  tender,  as  of  yore;  -      .-' 

Y'  And  the  bitter-sweet  of  a  by-gone  past  ■• 

Was  forgotten,  'twas  no  more. 

Chorus. 
I  dreamed  of  yon  last  night,  dear,  and  the  drenm  was  wondrons  sweet; 
I  dreamt  that  after  years  of  pain  once  more  oar  hearts  did  meet. 

I  dreamed  of  yon  last  night,  dear. 

And  tiie  dream  was  one  of  bliss;  ..' 

■  I  dreamt  your  arms  were 'round  me,  .    "    s-    v   ; 

On  my  lips  you  pressed  a  kiss; 
Ahl  why  must  dreams  be  fleeting, 

Oil,  why  cannot  dreams  last? 
For  they  still  the  paiu  of  a  weary  heart,     :  .  ■. 

And  a  bitter,  hopeless  past.— CAoru*.    :        ;  ■- 


He'll  Never  See  His  Mother  Any  More. 
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Words  by  Bennett  Scott.    Huslc  by  A.  J.  Mills. 

I've  had  a  row  with  the  man  next  door,  a  champion  at  fighting; 
He  swears  be  always  kills  his  man,  toy  fair  means  or  by  biting. 
He  got  me  in  a  corner,  and  said,  "  Now  prepare  for  deatli  t  " 
I  did  not  use  my  fists  at  all,  bat  floored  him  with  my  breath.  _ 

Chords. 

He'll  never  see  his  mother  any  more, 

He's  gone  to  the  golden  shore; 

The  sweet  perfume  sealed  his  doom;  r 

He'll  never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  never 

See  his  mother  any  more. 

Now  once  1  knew  a  donkey,  who  for  many  years  had  grafted. 
Until  he  got  too  old  for  work,  then  from  the  shafts  was  drafted! 
They  took  him  to  the  spiced  beef  works  and  rang  the  warehouse  bell. 
Poor  Neddy  gave  a  loud  Hee-Haw,  for  he  kuew  very  well— 

Cborus. 

He'd  never  see  hiB  mother  any  more. 

He's  gone  to  the  golden  shore; 

His  pain  was  brief,  he's  now  corned  beef; 

He'll  never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  never 

See  his  mother  any  more. 

T.iC  laziest  of  lazy  men  was  my  poor  barmy  brother; 
He  was  what  you'd  call  a  cannibal,  he  liVid  upon  hU  mother— 
We  even  had  to  lace  his  boots,  the  sligliiest  thing  he'd  sliirk; 
But  one  dork  night  be  had  a  dream,  he  dreamt  be  was  at  work. 

CaoRUB. 

He'll  never  see  his  mother  any  more,  S''''-. '■'■'' 

He's  gone  to  the  golden  shore; 

It  turned  his  brain,  he  died  insane; 

He'll  never,  never,  never,  never,  oever,  Qeyer,  never,  oeyer  . 

See  his  mother  any  more.    . 

A  qnack  Invented  certain  pills  to  heat  all  other  makers; 
The  rapid  sale  of  this  "safe  cure  "  made  work  for  undertakers; 
One  night  the  quack  walked  in  his  sleep  and  went  towards  a  shelf. 
Got  one  of  bis  own  patent  pills  and  swallowed  it  himself. 

Chorus. 

He'll  never  see  his  mother  any  more, 

He's  gone  to  the  golden  shore; 

Exit  quack,  wife  in  black— 

He'll  never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  never  ' 

See  his  mother  any  more. 

When  I  sit  down  to  eat  a  meal  I  never  leave  a  shaving: 
I've  had  no  grab  for  near  a  week,  I'm  ravenous  and  raving; 
My  neighbor  has  a  nice  young  fowl,  whose  hones  I  long  to  pick; 
And  so  to-night  when  all  is  dark  I'll  interview  that  chick. 

Chorus. 
He'll  never  see  his  mother  any  more. 
He'll  go  to  the  golden  shore; 
It's  all  U.  R  when  lie  dines  with  me — 

He'll  never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  sever,  never      / 
See  his  mother  any  more. 


*  >  » 


— When  are  roads  like  corpses?  When  they  are  men-ded. 
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■-•^^Vi'':;;:. -■  By  Joseph  Tabrar.  .-.  v..  ,■;-,■-, -■..:..■•         :'  :  :.': 

Grief  and  sorrow  have  now  bereft  me,  I  intend  to  become  a  wife. 

My  dear  brother  has  died  and  left  me  two  and  a  half  a  week  tor  life.  ~ 

All  I  have  is  a  nephew  living— of  our  stock  he's  the  youngest  plant. 

That's  why  fellows  are  freely  giving  all  their  love  to  Charley's  aunt.  .   ' 

Chorus.  ^'; 

I'm  Charley's  anntie,  Charley's  annt; 

They're  all  in  love  with  Charley's  aunt; 

They  ask  me  to  wed,  but  I  tell  them  I  can't, 

'Cause  they're  after  the  fortune  of  Charley's  aunt.  ' 

Once  a  fellow  said,  •*  I  say.  Missis,  your's  is  a  face  I  love  to  seel " 
And  when  I  threw  him  three  sweet  kisses  lie  threw  four  bad  eggs  at  me. 
As  of  riiiking  I  am  a  lover,  of  that  iiit;ht  I  spent  quite  a  lialf; 
When  I  fell  on  my  dress  improver  all  the  boys  began  to  laugh. 

Chorus. 

At  Charley's  anntie,  Charley's  annt,  /  ' 

They  all  bad  a  giggle  at  Charley's  annt; 

Get  well  foranioiith,  I  believe  that  I  shan't, 

For  there's  something  the  matter  with  Charley's  aunt. 

Mr.  Jones— there  is  love  between  ne— he's  fair  gone  on  my  form  and  grace. 
Vowing  how  much  I'd  look  like  Veiias  if  I  bad  another  face; 

Lust  week,  dressed  in  my  Dolly  Yardeii,  I  went  'round  to  my  eweeCbeart  John; 
He  took  me  out  into  his  garden,  then  he  set  his  bail-dog  on —    , 

CnOBUS.  ;  ' 

-   '  \       To  Charley's  anntie.  Cliarley's  annt;  •■'. 

It  bad  such  a  nibble  at  Charley's  aunt. 
I  try  to  sit  down,  bnt  I  find  tlial  I  can't —  '' 

TliftI  dog's  got  a  mouthful  of  Charley's  aont.      .      , 


m  %  m 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Dacre. 

Out  of  cariosity  I  went  into  a  show 

To  see  Madame  Eliza:  - 

She  was  called  a  hypnotist— a  mesmerist,  you  know— 

A  perfect  paralyzer. 
She  placed  me  in  a  chair,  and  then  made  actionseoch  as  this: 
I  fell  asleep,  and  dreamt  a  dream  of  hHi>pine8S  and  bliss,  -   , 

When  suddenly  it  ended,  and  I  woke  up  with  a  kiss, 

A  kiss  from  Mies  Eliza. 

CHORtJS. 

Oh,  Madame  Eliza,  she's  a  mesmerlzer; 

Hypnotizes  with  a  glance;  sends  you  in  a  kind  of  trance. 

Oil,  Madame  Eliza,  I  was  victimized; 

I  never  would  have  married  her  if  I  hadn't  been  mesmerized. 

1  was  fascinated,  for  I  couldn't  keep  away; 

I  had  to  find  Eliza. 
She  could  safely  mesmerize  me  thirteen  times  a  day, 

Which  didn't  much  surprise  tier; 
I  soon  began  to  hate  her.  yet  I  followed  her  around; 
One  days  he  put  me  in  a  sleep,  a  sleep  so  very  sound 
Tiiat  when  I  gained  my  consciousness,  to  my  distress  I  foand 

I'd  gone  and  married  'Liza.— (7Aoru«. 

To  get  a  divorce  I  tried,  T  bore  a  kind  of  grudge 

Atiuiust  Madnine  Eliza; 
But  when  Ids  lordship  took  my  part,  she  mesmerized  the  judge— 

She  was  a  paralyzerl 
Then  all  the  lawyers  dropped  asleep  beneath  her  dreadful  spell; 
The  court  police  resisted,  but,  at  last,  Ibey  also  fell; 
Then  all  the  people  in  the  court  were  mesmerized  as  well. 

By  my  old  girl  Eliza.— C'A(W"«. 

Mesmerizing  postmen  is  the  latest  of  her  jokes; 

Siie  is  a  ewindleizer. 
She  collars  all  tlie  post'l  orders  meant  for  other  folk*—  • 

A  perfect  fraud  is  'Liza. 
She  hypnotizes  all  tlie  men  who  call  for  debts  of  trade: 
She  asks  them  for  receipted  bills,  and  strait^iitway  tliey've  obeyed; 
Slie  spoils  tlieir  bumps  of  memory — they  think  their  bills  are  paid 

By  my  old  girl  EHza.— Chorus, 


S 


— A  clergyman  was  reproving  a  married  couple  for  their  fre- 
quent dissensions,  which  were  very  unbecominjr  both  in  the  eye 
of  God  and  man,  seeing,  as  he  observed,  that  tliey  were  both  one. 
"  Both  onel  "  cried  the  husband.  "  Was  your  reverence  to  come 
by  our  door  sometimes,  you  would  swear  we  were  twenty." 
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You've  never  Been  KiBciiiK  Clip,  liftve  you? 

SiroU 'round  to  the  puililock,  my  lord; 
JuBt  ciiBt  your  eye  over  tlie  mure,  Bir — 

You'll  Buy  tliat,  upon  yi>iir  word. 
You  ne'er  eaw  a  grander  Bliuped 'iiu 

In  ull  tile  whole  course  of  your  life. 
Huve  yi>u  heard  the  BiriiiiL'e  Ktory  about  her, 

HowBhe  won  Lord  Uillhoxtou  his  wIfeT 
JVo/  Vfell,  If  you've  t.'"t  u  few  iiilnutes, 

I'll  tell  >ou  why  KiBsiiiK  Ctip,  here. 
Hub  liVfd  iii  this  luzy  Kruudeur 

Sine*  the  first  lime  they  let  her  nppear 
On  a  nice-course — to  run  for  u  wife,  Bir, 

Tlie  lovelieBt  girl  in  tlie  luiid. 
By  gad!  'twiiB  u  lienrt-tiirlllliig  moment 
,  For  (hem  aB  Btood  on  I  lie  Btitnil, 

And  knew  the  high  Btukea  thut  were  pending 

On  KisBiiig  Cup's  uinuiiig  the  race- 
She  run  fi>r  a  woiniin'B  heiirt.  rir, 

To  save  an  old  name  from  disgrace. 

Here  she  ie,  Bir;— now  look  her  well  oyer— 

Ther«!  iBii't  a  fault  to  he  found; 
See  het  eoiiiK — inaKixflceiit  iiciioiil 

YouVe  riclit,  sir:  tlie  mure  iB  nB  sound 
As  Bh«  was  on  the  day  I  rode  her, 

JiiBt  teu  years  ago  Inst  June; 
I'll  never  forget  how  tliey  cheered  ns. 

The  mare  and  her  jock,  liob  Doon. 

He  wai  nhvays  n  recklees  youncBtcr, 

My  muster,  Hilll>osloii,  you  know; 
And  when  ihe  old  Marquis  died,  sir, 

He  seemed — soiuehotv  or  other — to  go 
Rl>:ht  fuir  clean  away  to  the  had,  ttit; 

And^  heing  a  fresh  'iin,  you  see. 
The  "  bookies"  just  fleeced  him  u  good  'un. 

I  kiifw,  sir,  guile  well  how  'twould  be: 
I  BHw  he  won  la  go  down  a  mucker- 
Be  rMined,  sir,  sine  as  fate. 
In  his  carelesK,  boylgli  folly 

I  Buvk'  ihui  tlie  fine  old  estate 
Would  be  giinihleil  uway,  the  title 

Be  Bhiiit'd,  perchance,  u  iih  shame. 
I  S'lid  jo  myself:  "Bob  Dooii,  hoy, 

You 'must  save  your  old  iiiustcr's  name." 
He  lovW  u  quiet  bit  o'  rnciiig— 

I'd  lieen  liis  iieud  jock  for  years. 
I  remetiiher  the  iiiuht  he  died,  sir; 

His  liri>;lit  eyes  filling  with  (ears. 
Be  (old  me  to  mind  (he  youngster. 

To  see  that  he  didn't  begin 
To  uamide— and  alwiiVB  remembered      , 

The  muhoxtoiis  rodu  lo  will. 
He  told  me  above  all  to  see,  sir, 

Thai  no  scandal  e'er  touched  (he  stud. 
To  l>e  sure  that  our  stables  harbored 

Noiiu'ht  but  the  piin-st  blood. 
He  took  my  roiigii  hand  us  lie  flnlslied, 

lu  (he  same  old  well-kuowii  grip, 
Ab  hundreds  of  times  I'd  seen  him 

A-gruspiug  the  ribbons  aud  whip. 

He  didn't  la»t  very  much  longer— 

I  stood  by  (he  bed  us  lie  died. 
And  watched  my  old  master's  spirit 

Start  ou  its  lust  long  ride. 

One  night— I  remember  it  well,  sir. 

It  iiiuBi  have  been  just  niuli  four  years 
After  the  old  Marquis  left  us — 

Very  heavy  at  heart  with  fears, 
I  was  silting  in  one  of  the  stables. 

Not  dreaming  us  no  one  was  near, 
A-thiiikiiig  of  how  things  were  looking 

A  mighty  8ii;ht  too  deuced  queer. 
I  liad  turned  'round  my  lieud  for  a  moment 

To  see  as  the  nags  were  all  right. 
When  I  Baw  the  young  master  a-standing 

Behind  me.     I  started— the  sight 
Of  his  face,  pale  and  haggard. 

Sent  a  rush  of  cold  blood  to  my  heart, 
I  knew,  sir.  that  something  had  happened. 

"Doon,  Doon,  my  boy  I  why  do  you  s'artf 
Don't  you  know  nief"  he  saici,  "Have  1  altereUf 

Have  I  changed  so  since  yesterday? 
No  wonder,  good  God  1  I  am  rulnedl 

I've  gambled  the  old  home  away. 
But  the  worst— the  poor  girl,  Lady  Constance— 

You  know  how  she  loves  me,  old  friend- 
What  will  she  think  of  me  now.  Bob? 

For  jiity's  sake,  Heaven  defend 
And  keep  her,"  he  ciied,  *'  true  ub  everl 

But  no,  no:  I  never  can  wed 
You  now.    God  bless  you,  my  darling! 

Forcet  me  as  if  I  were  deud." 
He  wept  like  a  child  in  his  sorrow. 

"Be  a  maul  be  a  man,  sir!  "  said  I: 
'Trust  to  me,  I  can  yet  |>ull  you  liirongh;  sir. 


There's  a  mare  in  y<uir  stud  tlmi  can  fly; 
I've  kept  her — I  knew  you  were  playing 

Too  fast,  far  too  reckless,  a  game; 
But  there's  Kis'iiig  Cup  ready  to  rnu  for 

Aud  save  a  Uilihoxtou's  iiaiue." 


When  I  saw  that  the  lad  was  collected 

I  asked  him  to  turn  and  look 
At  (lie  very  first  bet  he  had  entered 

On  tlie  very  first  page  of  his  book. 
Be  looked  at  me — eyes  full  of  wonder — 

"That's  three  years  ago;  what  d'ye  meauT" 
"My  lord,  you'll  forgive  me,"  I  answered; 

"  Forgive  me,  I  know  you  have  beeu 
Too  liot,  aye,  too  lieedless  liy  far,  sir, 

In  your  youthful  and  reckless  career;  % 

Toii've  forgotten- just  read  for  a  momeut 

The  words  that  you  see  written  here. 
The  foal,  Kisxiug  Cup,  here,  is  ready 

And  fit,  sir,  to  run  for  a  life; 
In  the  big  race  next  week  she  will  save  you, 

Will  will  you  a  fortune— and  wife."        . 
Tlie  boy  couldn't  speak  for  a  moment 

His  pallid  lips  moved  in  a  groan; 
Tlien  he  rallied,  and  grasping  my  hand,  sir, 

Held  it  juet  like  a  vise  with  his  own. 

The  day  of  the  race  was  a  grand  one, 

But  few  knew  the  issue  at  stake; 
We'd  tried  hard  to  keep  it  a  secret 

Fur  the  splendid  old  Marquis's  sake. 
As  we  cantered  away  past  the  stand,  sir. 

To  give  tlie  "  big  swells  "  all  a  view. 
Hardly  one  of  'em  dreamt  what  'twould  mean,  sir. 

If  the  Hillhoxton  "  Chocolate  and  Bine  " 
Were  lieaten— none  knew  that  the  girl  there, 

With  her  beautiful  face,  worn  and  tliiu. 
Was  murmuring  a  low  prayer  to  Heaven 

That  her  young  lover's  colors  might  wiu. 

'*  All  ready  I  "—a  beautiful  start,  sir; 

The  line  was  as  straight  us  C4>uld  l>e; 
*'  They're  off  I  "  the  elioiit  rang  for  a  moment 

Around  us,  and  then  seemed  to  me 
Ab  dying  away  in  the  distance, 

Wiiile  we  scudded  along  (he  course    .  •    - 

At  a  pace  that  was  far  too  killing 

To  last:  So  I  kept  my  liorse 
Well  hack  ill  the  rear  to  "  the  Corner." 

Then  I  let  the  reins  loose  on  her  mane. 
She  )>asscd  tlirouuh  them  all  hut  just  one,  sir. 

Lord  Raldliigton's  colt,  tjiigar  Cane. 
Then  I  saw  there  would  be  a  struggle; 

I  liad  finown  it  for  months  long  buck, 
That  all  ub  I  need  he  afraid  of 

WuB  the  old  buron's  fast-flying  "crack." 

'Twas  a  terrible  moment  for  me,  sir— 

'J'lie  colt  WUB  tiiree  good  lengths  ahead. 
I  wliispered  a  word  to  the  mare,  sir: 

'Twas  enough — she  knew  uhiit  I  said. 
Sweeping  on  down  the  hill  like  a  rocket, 

She  go(  to  the  girths  of  ihe  colt; 
My  heart  gave  a  great  ihrob  of  pleasure, 

I  made  sure  that  he'd  "shot  liiB  l>olt." 
But  no!  his  jock  hiisiied  him  up,  sir; 

His  whip  swishes  fell  like  rain; 
Aud  the  cry  ran  like  fire  up  the  course,  sir: 

"  It's  tlionsunds  on  Sugar  Cane." 
The  stand  was  reached,  8uL:ar  Cane  leading; 

'I'wo  secofiils,  anil  all  would  be  o'er. 
"Lord  liattlington  winsi  "  No,  not  yet,  tlioiigh 

We're  neck,  sir,  to  neck — two  strides  more. 
I  saw  in  the  great  sea  of  fiiCeB 

A  girl's -pale,  while  as  tlie  dead; 
I  cried:  "  For  her  sake.  Kissing  Cup,  nowl " 

'Twas  over— we'd  won  by  a  head. 


-•-•^ 


COME    DOWN,    MA    HONEY,    DO. 
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Words  by  J.  H.  Wagner    Music  by  Oustave  Kerker. 

T)ar'e  a  pretty  little  ynller  gal  dat  I  liib  well, 

And  if  you  will  kindly  listen,  of  my  lub  I'll  tell: 

She  is  ole  man  Johnson's  iluiighier,  she's  de  belle  ob  town, 

And  eacli  night  I  go  to  court  her  wlieii  de  sun  goes  down; 

And  when  de  moon  an'  stars  areshiiiiii'  bright,  I  climb  de  ole  man 'b  garden  wall; 

Aud  'uealli  her  wiudow,  in  de  middle  ob  de  night,  she  always  hears  me  lof  tly  call : 

Rkfrain. 

Oh,  won't  yer  come  down,  ma  lioney?  dol 

For  I'm  a-waidn'  down  here  for  you; 

All  de  little  stars  are  blinking. 

And  so  meriily  are  winkin'. 

An' de  ole  moon  is  a-laffln' at  us,  too; 

For  wid  Ills  face  ail  so  hriglii  an' new. 

He  seems  to  say,  love,  to  me  an' you: 

Oh,  come  an'  spend  the  liappy  hoiira 

'Mid  tlie  sweetly-sceiiled  flowers; 

Won't  yer  come  down,  ma  honey?  dol— [Z>anM.]     ', 

My  canoe  is  on  de  ribher,  an' de  ole  banjo  * 

I  will  nlav,  as  both  together  down  de  stream  tre  go 

I'o  a  shady  little  island, 'lie  a  fairy  land;  "      '       ; 

Wliar'  we'll  see  de  fairies  dancin'  on  de  moonlit  sand. 

And  dur  we'll  sit  and  sing  de  whole  night  long,  until  de  sleepy  echoes  wake; 

And  lub  shall  t>e  de  burden  ob  our  song,  until  de  dawn  liegins  to  break.— J?<A 
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Down  111  front  of  Capey'e  good  old  liquor  Btore, 

On  a  Bummer'e  evening  they'd  gather  by  the  score; 

Bums  tliey  were  together,  8<iiiie  would  eiiig  and  talk. 

While  the  giu  ran  down  their  throate,  boys,  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  York. 

Chobus. 
Bast  side,  West  side,  all  amund  tlie  town, 
All  their  noses  are  red  now  from  pulling  the  whiskey  down; 
Hunting  the  free  Inncii  together  for  baked  beans  and  pork. 
Every  day  tliey're  loaded  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  York. 

There's  where  Johnny  Dugan  and  little  Jimmy  Dunn,  , 

With  Jersey  Jake,  the  faker,  wlio  was  always  on  the  bum; 

Poor  one-lei!ged  Cuiinoii,  whose  leg  was  made  of  cork. 

Used  to  do  a  clog  step  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  York.— CAom*.       •, 

Things  hare  changed  since  those  times,  but  nil  could  tell  a  tale; 

Some  are  carrying  the  huifn«r,  and  some  are  up  in  jail; 

Tliey  would  part  with  nothing,  could  they  but  once  more  talk, 

Aud  with  the  gang  ou  the  corner  hun^  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  York. —  ChofUt. 


-       — :    ::     /     . 
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Just  Tell  Them  that  You  Saw  Me. 

Written  by  Frank  J.  Murray. 

Send  for  Free  Catal"(rne  of  Sonjr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Rooks,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers. Tiick  Books.  Recitation  BookB.  Penny  Bulli.ds.  Call  Books,  J(ikeBook!<.  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches.  IrUli  Song  B<)>ks.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  AinUHement.  Sheet  Music,  etc., 
to  Ueury  J.  Wehman,  130  &.  132  Park  Kow,  Kew  York;  or  85  &  87  E  Madison  St.,  Chicago. 


While  Standing  on  my  feet  one  night,  a  change  from  on  my  bead- 

'Twas  after  I  had  chewed  a  chicken  pie — 
I  saw  a  cop  who  saw  me,  he  was  looking  hungry,  too, 

And  wished  that  he  was  lialf  as  full  its  I. 
"Is  that  you,  Patf"  said  I  to  him;  says  lie,  "Begob,  it  is; 

I've  got  to  pull  some  one  or  lose  ine  job: 
I  guess  I'll  run  you  in,  me  hoy,  b»;fore  I  will  forget." 
Says  I,  "All  right,  but  when  you  see  the  mob— 
Chorus. 
"Just  say  that  I  was  with  yoti,  or  that  I  saw  yoa  last; 

Just  telephone  I'm  working,  'nit,'  you  know; 
Just  spring  it,  I've  been  hypnotized  and  got  it  iu  the  hip, 
Just  tell  them  any  old  thing,  it  will  go." 

While  riding  down  the  bay  one  night  within  a  caiile  car. 

After  the  conductor  pinched  my  fare, 
I  saw  a  girl  who  worked  for  me  when  I  ran  a  *'  Cliing"  laundry. 

And  writing  checks  in  Cliince  language  there. 
"  I'm  ulad  to  see  you.  Jack,  again, "  tliat's  what  site  said  to  me; 

I  said,  "  I'm  sorry  that  we  met  at  all : 
I  owe  your  mother  twenty,  Kate,  and  sister  'boat  the  same. 

But  I'll  be  'round  to  see  tiiem  wiieii  I  call. 

Chorus. 
•'  So  tell  tliem  that  you  saw  me  and  I  was  fast  asleep. 

Just  tell  tliem  I  was  trying  to  touch  you; 
Then  whisper  to  your  sister  if  elie'd  let  me  have  a  ten, 

I  coald  love  her  better  than  I  used  to  do.'* 


•  •  » 


^/ 
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One  Girl  in  the  World  for  Me. 


Written  by  Sam  Rice. 
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An  old  sweetheart  of  mine  said, 

"Did  you  hear  liie  news?  Just  lately  I've  been  wed." 

Of  course,  this  made  me  angry,  I  began  to  kick  and  pout. 

"Never  mind,  ray  dear,"  she  says,  "  you  can  coiue  around  whea  John  is  out." 

Chorus. 
So  tliere  is  only  one  girl  I  go  to  see, 
I  call  on  her  each  evening  to  keep  her  company; 
Her  hushand  is  a  club  man  and  uon't  get  home  until  three. 
So  it  wouldn't  be  right  to  leave  her  alone,  wltli  me  yon  will  agree. 
Talk  al>out  your  Spanish  liiiles,  Frencii  girls  or  colleens, 
I  wouldn't  swop  the  girl  I  uot  for  a  plate  of  pork  and  beans: 
If  hubby  knew  I  went  there,  with  a  giin  he'd  be  on  my  track; 
So  when  he  comes  in  the  front  door,  I  go  out  the  back. 

Of  all  the  boys  in  the  world  there  is  not  one  for  me. 
This  was  the  mournful  cry  tiiat  lately  came  from  Grover  C; 
For  ten  long  years  I  nave  tried  to  win  position  and  fame. 
Bat  every  time  I  try  to  get  a  boy  my  luck  is  always  the  same. 

Chorus. 
So  there  is  nothing  but  cirls  in  this  world  for  me, 
I  hate  to  take  a  chance  on  what  the  fourth  mi<>ht  be; 
Of  course.  I  Icve  these  little  girls,  they  fill  my  heart  with  joy. 
Bat  I  would  give  my  chances  in  '96  if  I  only  had  a  boy. 

Of  all  the  yachts  in  this  world  there  is  only  one  for  me. 

This  is  the  cry  of  good  patriots,  you  see; 

Duiiraven  came  over  here  with  Valkyrie, 

But  lie  had  better  go  home  and  sink  old  No.  8.    , 

Choiiub.  .': 

Only  one  yacht  in  this  world  for  me,  ;,:   ^J      ' 

Only  one  yacht  that  can  sail  our  eea;  '    "'  .i-    ..;-!•  •. 

Valkyrie  is  not  In  it.  with  me  you  will  all  agree,  •■■:'■.■.'.•;'. 

For  there  IB  only  one  Defender  in  this  world  for  me. 


Parody  on:  >^ 

OH,   UNCLE    JOHN/ 


Written  by  Sam  Rice. 
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A  hayseed  Josh  one  day  came  to  town  for  to  see  an  uncle  here; 

He  took  the  Bowery  in,  after  dark,  and  he  got  full  of  i)e«'r. 

He  met  a  maid  that  looked  neat  and  sprace;  to  this  maiden  he  did  cling; 

He  drank  knock-oat  drops,  lost  watch  and  chain;  next  morn  he  did  eing: 

Chorus. 

Oh,  Uncle  John,  wlilch  is  the  way  to  go  hornet 

Oh.  Uncle  John,  where'll  I  find  my  train?   , 
Oh,  Uncle  Jolin,  I  got  done  on  the  Bowery; 
■.;       -■  Buck  in  the  country  I'll  hoe  more  corn, 

And  I'll  never  come  here  again. 

Mike  McGuirk  from  Ireland  c&me  one  day  just  to  see  his  Uncle  Pat; 
Uncle  Pat  he  was  an  Alderman,  lived  in  a  leii-stoiy  flat. 
McGuirk  into  tlie  elevator  went,  of  them  he  had  never  heard  tell; 
When  up  went  the  lift,  he  took  a  fit,  how  pour  Mike  did  yell: 

Chorus. 

Oh,  Uncle  Pat,  the  honse  is  sliding  downwards; 

Oh,  Uncle  Put,  still  it  won't  remain; 
Oh,  Uncle  Pat,  if  I  net  out  of  this  thing. 
You  can  live  in  heaven  if  yon  like. 

Bat  I'll  never  come  here  again. 

Jake  Bovinsky  one  day  came  to  town  just  to  see  his  Uncle  Ike; 
Ike  took  Jakey  down  to  Coney  Isle:  a  bath,  he  thoiicht,  Jak ;  would  like. 
Jake,  says  Uncle,  how  much  cost  a  suit?  A  quarter  for  each  one  you  get; 
it's  raiuiug  now,  we'll  stand  upon  the  beach,  there  we  will  t;«i  wet,  take  a  Imth, 

[you  bet. 
Chorus. 

.V  Oh,  Uncle  Ike.  the  rain's  as  good  as  the  water; 

Oh.  Uncle  Ike,  here  we  will  remain;  ..*   '. 

Oil,  Uncle  Ike,  we  each  liave  saved  a  quarter; 
I'll  buy  stock  for  my  dry  Koods  store,  .,       ,     .' 

And  next  year  I'll  Come  buck  again.  .' 


.* 
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THE    BAND    PLAYED    ON. 


Written  by  Sam  Rioe. 
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There  is  a  prison  down  on  Ludlow  street, 
W'here  you  shave  and  change  your  clothes  three  times  a  week. 
And  pretty  siens  are  hanging  'round  ihe  whitewashed  walls. 
Instructing  you  just  how  to  get  away. 
And  the  band  is  playing  while  xon're  breaking  out; 
Just  turn  the  Iciiob  and  say  good-bye,  the  siienff  never  looks, 
The  poor  old  chap  is  blind  without  a  doubt— 
And  the  baud  played  on. 

Chobitb. 
The  Post-Office  thieves  got  away  aa  they  pleased. 

And  Ihe  hand  played  on; 
They  had  money  to  lend,  they  had  money  to  spend, 

^iid  the  band  playe<l  on. 
It's  the  same  old  fable,  the  lioree  in  the  stable, 

How  they  lock  the  Imrn  when  he'd  gone. 
So  now  yoa  see,  those  three  men  are  free. 

And  the  band  played  on. 

The  police  do  not  club  yon  as  of  old, 
A  set  of  shining  teeth  lias  stopped  all  that. 
Now  on  Sunday  morn  we  don't  know  where  we're  at;  - 
The  same  eoni;  was  sung  many  years  ago. 
Now  Hill  is  writing  letters  by  the  ton. 
And  Roosevelt  in  his  saintly  glee  is  laughing  up  his  sleeve. 
And  the  hand  played  on. 

Chorus. 
Ton  can't  get  a  drink  with  the  old-fashioned  wink. 

And  the  band  playe<l  on; 
The  police  are  too  fly,  and  we  have  to  go  dry, 

And  the  band  playcid  on. 
Of  course,  it's  no  need  for  the  old  Union  League 

To  expose  tlie  thing  that  is  wrong: 
Each  time  Roosevelt  drinks  lemonade  fall  of  winks. 

And  the  band  played  ou. 


— A  Favored  Infant.— Tliree  little  maidens  'were  discoursing 
about  the  baby  brotliera  who  had  taken  tip  their  residence  in  the 
three  families  during  the  past  year.  "  My  little  brother  Ned's  got 
a  lovelj'  silver  mug  that  gnindma  sent  him,"  said  ibe  first  little 
girl;  "  it's  just  a  l^auty;  and  he  bad  w.  ."?ilver  knife  and  fork  from 
grandpa,  too."  "My  little  brotlier  Waiter's  got  a  bee-yutiful 
carved  rattle  that  Uncle  Henry  sent  him  from  China,"  said  the 
second  little  girl;  "  mother's  put  it  away  in  a  drawer  to  keep  till 
he's  grown  up."  "My  little  brother  Freddie's  not  half  so  big  as 
your  brothers,"  said  the  third  child,  with  an  air  of  one  endeavoring 
to  conceal  a  feeling  of  triumph,  "but  the  doctor  says  he's  had 
more  spasms  than  any  other  baby  in  this  whole  neighborhood— so 
there  1 " 
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Liberty  Enlightens  the  World. 


By  Fre<l  Emerson  Brook*. 
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On  the  fleck  of  a  stenmer  that  came  np  the  bay 
Some  garrulous  foreigners  gnthereil  one  Jay 
To  veut  their  opliitmii'  on  matters  and  things 

On  tills  side  the  Atlantic, 

In  liini:'uaKc  pedantic; 
'Twas  mncli  the  same  gathering  as  any  ship  brtngt. 

*'  Ah,  Toole!"  said  the  Prenchman,  with  pride  his  Up  cnrled; 
"See  ze  LIberte  Statue  enlighten  ze  worlii. 
Zee  grandest  coSoskhI  znl  evnir  was  known  I 

Tims  Bartholin  lie  speak: 

'  Vive  la  Prance- Ainirlqne!  • 
Bartholdi  make  ze  statae  and  God  make  ze  stonel  ** 

Said  the  Scotchman:  "  Na  need  o*  yes  spakin'  sa  frae. 
The  thing's  na  so  sma*,  sir,  that  we  canna'  see. 
Dae  ye  think  that  withoot  ye  the  folk  coaldua'  tellf 

Sin'  'tis  Liberty's  Statye, 

I  kenna*  why  that  ye 
DIdna'  keep  It  at  hame  to  enliKbten  yerselM  " 

The  Englishman  eazed  throngh  his  watch-crystal  eye; 
'•'Pon  'onor.  by  Jove,  It  Is  too  beastly  'leh! 
A  mouBlwosity,  weally  too  lawge  to  l>e  seen  I 

In  pwoporilou,  I  say. 

It's  too  lawKc  faw  the  Bay, 
80  mnch  lawger  tliau  one  w've  ut  'ouie  of  the  Qneen." 

An  Italian  next  Joined  the  coHoqnlal  scrimmage; 
"I  dress-a  n»v  monkey  Just  like-a  de  Image, 
Icall-a 'Bartholdi '—Prenchman  got-a  spunky— 

Call-a  me  '  Macaroni,' 

Lose-a  me  picndy  moany. 
He  break -a  my  organ  and  keel-a  my  monkey!'* 

"Mlne-a  hroder,  a  feesherman,  henr-a  what  he  My; 
No  more-a  he  cnich-a  de  feesh  In  de  Bay; 
He  drop-a  de  seli>e— he  no  get-a  de  weeeh— 

Wiieii  lie  miike-a  de  grab-a, 

Only  catcli-a  de  crab-a. 
De  big-a  Preucli  Imtige  scare  away  all  de  feesht  '* 

•'  By  the  Home  Rule!  "  said  Pat,  "  and  Is  that  Liberteef 

She's  the  biggest  oiild  woman  that  Iver  I  sec! 

Pby  don't  she  sit  down  r  'Tis  11  shame  Sim's  to  stand; 

But  the  truth  is,  O'lm  towld. 

That  the  sthone  Is  too  cowldt 
Would  ye  moind  the  sblllelagii  she  how  Ids  in  her  hand  I  ** 

Said  thelflpornlshman:  "That's  noa  'shillelagh,'  ye  scampi 

Looaks  to  Oi  likf  Diogenes  'ere  wi'  'is  laamp, 

Searcbln'  'uard  fur  a  'iinest  maaul  "  "  Faith,  that  is  true," 

Miittf  red  Pat,  "  phut  ye  say, 

Fur  he's  lookin'  m"l  way. 
And  by  the  same  favor  don't  recognize  youl " 

"Slinst  valt  unt  I  dolt  von,"  said  IJans,  "  vat's  der  matter; 
It  viis  von  nf  dem  niermaifs  coomed  owd  fun  der  vater; 
Uulshe  Lad  nodilings  on:  nnt  tt-r  vintry  vlud  plows; 

Unt  fur  shame  mid  fur  pidy 

S'le  vent  to  der  cidy 
Und  bnyed  her  a  suit  fun  der  ready-made  clothes." 

"Oh  I"  cried  Sambo,  amazed:  "  Dat's  de  cuHiid  man's  Lor'l 
He's  come  baclt  to  de  earf ;  somefin'  He's  lookin'  for; 
Alius  kuowed  by  de  halo  surroiindin'  he's  brow; 

Jess  you  loiiteen  diitcrownl 

Jess  you  looken  dat  gown! 
Lor'  'a'  massy,  I  kcows  I's  a  gone  uiga*  now! " 

Said  the  Yankee:  "I've  heerd  ye  discussin'  her  flgger; 
And  I  reckin  yeou  strangers  hain't  seen  nnthin'  bigger; 
Well,  I  hain't  inucli  on  boastin',  but  I'll  go  my  pile, 

When  yeou  furreners  cum 

Yfoii'll  find  her  to  hum! 
Dew  I  mean  what  I  say?  Wall,  somewhat,  I  slioald  Bmilel" 

"  Me  no  sabee  von  foleners;  too  muchee  talked 
Tou  no  likee  Idol,  you  heap  takee  walkee. 
Him  alle  same  Chinaman  veliy  lilg  Joebee. 

Him  Uncle  Sam  gallee: 

Catch  iini  lain,  no  umbialleet 
Heap  Telly  big  shirtee— me  no  iikee  washeel  ** 


—First  New  Woman:  V  Awfully  bold,  isn't  he?'*  Second  New 
Woman:  "Yes;  a  regular  toingirl. 


— The  overworked  bank  cashier  who  was  in  need  of  a  vacation 
had  written  to  the  agent  of  a  steamship  line  to  this  effect:  "  I  am 
tliinking  of  taking  a  trip  to  Central  or  Southern  America.  Please 
acquaint  me  with  particulars  relative  to  rates  of  fare,  etc.,  to  and 
from  the  various  ports  usufilly  visited  by  tourists  at  this  season  of 
the  year."  The  answer  came  by  telegraph:  "(Private  and  confl- 
dential).  One  of  nur  steamships  will  leave  for  Honduras  next 
Wednesday.    Shortest  and  quickest  way  out  of  the  country." 


THE    BABY    IN    THE    SLEEPER. 


By  Charles  R.  Berry. 
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'Twas  midnight  In  the  sleeper, 

And  all  had  gone  to  rest; 
For  four  long  days  they'd  travelled 

Far  from  the  goldeu  West. 

Wenry,  tired  and  wanting  sleep. 

They  just  liegun  to  d<>se. 
When  long  and  Inud,  with  piercing  strength, 

A  bab>  '8  cry  arose. 

'Tvvns  just  a  three  months'  baby, 

With  lungs  enough  for  ten. 
And  one  hy  one  that  youngster's  cry 

Awoke  those  sleeping  men. 

Then  some  began  to  curse  and  swear, 

And  from  the  curtain  peep. 
With  "Dfirn  the  cliildl  Confound  that  brat! 

We've  paid  to  get  some  sleep." 

Trying  to  hush  the  little  one, 

Ilis  face  with  sorrow  stamped. 
Still  up  und  down  the  sleeping  cat 

The  youthful  father  tramped. 

Then  a  crusty  Western  magnate. 

With  anger  in  his  eye, 
Bui'.xt  forlli  III  fiirloiis  temper 

At  tlie  baby's  piercing  cryt 

*' Take  the  brat  to  mother. 

She  is  the  proper  nurse; 
I  guess  she's  in  another  car, 

Asleep  without  this  curse.** 

"Where  is  its  mothcrr  Wake  her!" 

But  tiie  father  sadly  said: 
"My  wife  is  in  her  coffin 

In  tiie  baggage  car  ahead,** 

Then  a  hush  fell  on  the  passengers, 

'I'he  angry  man  grew  mild; 
"Go  sit  witli  lier,  my  friend; 

Give  me  your  little  child." 


I  Must  Be  There  on  New  Year's  Day. 


By  Con  T.  Murphy. 
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Trudging  along  at  early  dawn  on  a  cnid  December  morn — 

That  on  whicli  the  old  year  tiles  and  before  the  new  is  born— 

Came  a  gentle  youth,  with  hair  of  gold,  shivering  from  the  bitter  cold. 

With  shoeless  feet  and  box  on  liack,  tlie  switcbtnaii  heard  hliu  say— 

"  1  will  not  give  up,  for  there  is  tlic  truck,  and  I  said  I'd  come  on  New  Tear's  day." 

"  All  aboard  I "  The  train  moves  off  with  its  load  of  haman  freight, 

And  a  moment  more  and  tlie  little  lad  with  box  would  be  too  late: 

But  on  the  platform,  with  firm  hold,  stands  the  ebivering  lad  witb  hair  of  gold, 

"  Come,  come,  my  lad,  I  want  my  fare." 

"  I  t!ot  no  money,  sir,  to  pay.  and  I  cannot  walk  no  more,  and  T  mast  be  there. 

For  I  said  I'd  come  on  New  Year's  day." 

"Ton  must  be  there!  What's  that  to  mef  I  have  beard  such  tales  l)efore; 

I  want  my  fare.     It's  very  cold— come  in  and  shut  the  door; 

Where  do  you  wish  to  go,  my  ludf  Yon  got  no  money?  well,  that's  too  badi " 

"  1  want  to  go  to  Dover's  Creek,  hut  that's  so  very  far  away, 

I  couldn't  walk  It  in  a  week,  aud  I  must  be  there  on  New  Year's  day." 

"  Sit  down,  my  lad— come  closer  still :  I  am  sure  yon  must  be  cold. 
Blacking  boots,  is  that  your  trade?  Tou  can't  be  ten  years  oldl 
Your  name,  what  might  it  be?  to  DoverT  Wliom  do  you  go  to  seef* 
"  The  bootblacks  call  me  little  Dave:  I  will  be  ten  years  old  In  May. 
I  go  to  see  my  mother's  grave,  aud  I  must  be  there  on  New  Year's  day." 

"Tour  mother  dead;  yonr  father,  Davy,  where  Is  hef  " 

"Don't  ask  me,  please.    Father's  dead,  but  not  like  mother,  dead  to  me; 

Seven  yenrs  a<.'o,  so  mother  said,  he  done  some  deed  for  which  he  fled; 

No  mother  lies  beside  the  old  church  where  we  used  to  play, 

Aud  before  slie  died  I  promised  I  would  always  come  on  New  Tear's  daj." 

"  Brave  little  lad,  yon  shall  not  break  yonr  promise  with  the  dead; 
Go,  visit  her,  and  may  God  pour  choice  blessings  on  your  head. 
And  always  hold  her  memory  dear:  though  far  away,  she  is  ever  near 
To  watch  and  guard  you  on  your  way; 
Remember  her  holy  love,  and  keep  yonr  word  on  New  Tear's  day.** 

"  Dover  Creek!  "  the  brakeman  shonts.  In  voice  both  loud  and  dear: 
Box  on  back,  off  on  tlie  track  jumps  the  boy  w  ilh  the  golden  hair. 
And  there  lie  stands  with  the  hitter  past,  just  as  the  old  year  breathes  lis  last. 
And  a  moment  more  and  he  is  at  the  gale  of  the  church-yard  old  and  gray. 
"Oh,  mother  dear,  I  am  not  too  late;  I  said  I'd  come  on  New  Tear'a  day." 

Long  years  have  passed  since  that  cold  mom  when  the  lad  with  hair  of  gold 
Came  plodding  along  with  box  on  back,  and  shivering  from  the  cold: 
Aiidmiiny  anew  grave  has  been  made  in  the  church-yard  where  his  mother's  laid. 
01(1  age  has  lient  Ills  form  a-low— he  will  be  eithty-flve  In  May; 
And  at  his  mother's  grave.in  rain  or  snow, he  asks  her  blessing  on  New  Tear'a  day. 
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WHO    IS    MY    SWEETHEART? 


Copyiigbt,  18«5,  by  L.  H.  Ascberfeld. 
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Words  and  Music  by  L.  H.  Ascberfeld. 


Wbo  is  my  eweetheartf  I'm  tempted  to  tell, 

For  elie  ia  a  little  like  yoa; 
Bcr  form  and  her  featuree  are  of  the  same  style. 

As  perfect  as  ever  I  knew. 
Eer  smile  is  so  sweet  and  taer  ways  are  so  bright, 

There  is  sunshine  wherever  she  i»oes; 
For  siie  is  the  ilearest,  the  sweetest  of  girls,  '  • ' 

And  daily  my  love  for  her  grows. 

Who  is  my  sweetheart?  I'm  dying  to  tell; 

I'll  siiy  she  is  very  like  you; 
Eer  hair's  the  snme  shade  as  yonr  own,  while  her  eyes, 

Like  yours,  shine  so  clear  and  so  true. 
Eer  hand's  the  same  shape  as  the  one  I  now  hold, 

While  her  voice  and  your  own  are  the  same; 
And  now  I  just  wonder  if  you  cannot  i;uess 

And  tell  me  my  sweetheart's  true  name. 

Who  is  my  sweetheart?  I'm  Eoing  to  tell: 

It's  you,  yes.  it's  you,  it  is  you  I 
For  wliy  should  I  fear  when  your  eyes  say  full  well. 

It's  true,  yes,  it's  true,  it  is  true. 
I  Bee  in  your  face  that  your  heart  is  my  own. 

And  I  will  no  longer  repine. 
For  you  are  my  sweetheart,  the  dearest  of  all; 

Now  come,  and  forever  be  mine. 
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Parody  on:  *-■•' 

THE    STREETS    OF    CAIRO. 

Written  by  C.  P.  Euglehardt. 
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Oil,  I  will  toll  yon  a  yarn  about  a  mwid  on  a  farm; 
I'll  he  L'osh  (Tol  dnrn  she  wouldn't  do  any  iiurm. 
Every  ont!  «!»i(i  she  was  pieity,  she  would  Hint!  any  ditty 
That  is  sung  in  the  city,  the  |M)or  little  country  girl. 

Oiiomts. 

She  never  saw  the  streets  of  New  York, 
On  the  Bowi-ry  she  had  never  heeii; 
She  never  saw  the  liot-tomnle  man,  .  .' 

This  poor  little  country  girl.  ^ 

Oh,  she  came  to  New  York  to  see  the  great  Trilby, 

And  sht!  WHS  in  glee; 

So  slie  strolled  around  to  take  in  the  town. 

And  she  met  old  luaa  Brown,  this  poor  little  country  girl.—  C'horiie. 

Oh,  he  took  her  to  the  play— wasn't  he  a  jay? 

Ti-n  dollnrs  had  to  pay  to  see  Trilby; 

Afterward  tliey  had  dinner,  l>ehind  the  hill  of  fare  he  did  win  her; 

'Xheu  8h«  slipped  the  poor  old  sinner— the  poor  little  country  girl, 

Chobcb. 

■' '      She  was  the  daughter  of  a  smithy. 
Old  Brown  is  sorry  that  he  met  her; 

lie  never  will  f"r»;et  her,  ,  , 

The  poor  little  country  girl. 


SOMEBODY'S    SISTER. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  L.  H.  Ascberfeld. 
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Words  and  Music  by  L.  H.  Ascberfeld. 


Somebody's  sister  is  a  cute  little  thing, 

Slie  weighs  just  ninety-nine: 
And  she  looks  so  sweet  in  her  dress  so  neat. 

That  I  lone  to  call  her  mine. 
She  has  clear  blue  eyes,  she  has  nut-brown  hair. 

And  a  face  so  pure  and  sweet, 
That  I'll  try  my  best.  an<l  I  will  not  rest 

Till  I've  won  her  love  complete. 

Cbobdb. 

If  yon  love  me,  give  me  but  a  sign, 

Let  me  feel,  love,  that  you  will  be  mine;      ' 

Give  your  heart  to  me  tiiis  nit'hf. 

While  the  stars  are  shilling  bright; 

Tell  me,  sweetheart,  tell  me  that  yon  love  me. 

Somebody's  sister  has  a  darling  dimpled  chin. 

That  seems  to  smile  on  me; 
When  she  looks  my  way  it  appears  to  say, 

"Here's  a  heart  that  you  may  win." 
And  her  hiisy  little  liaiids  speak  to  me  as  well. 

As  I  notice  their  nimble  play: 
For  it's  plain  to  me,  I  should  happy  be 

Would  they  help  me  thro'  life's  way.— CAoru<. 

Somebody's  sister  knows  I  love  her  well. 

For  I've  told  her  o'er  and  o'er; 
And  my  lieiirt  is  glad,  for  her  lips  have  said 

That  she  loves  me  even  more. 
And  the  story  sweet  she  will  oft  repeat. 

With  a  love  tiiut  is  lasting  and  true; 
For  tier  eyes  shone  briglit  as  she  said  last  night, 

"Do  I  love  you?  Yes,  I  do.'"— Chorus. 


^  .  »   ■ 
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Parody  on: 

Back  Among  the  Old  Folks  Once  Again 

Written  by  the  <*  Song  Factory,"  Oeorge  F.  McCann. 
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Parody  on: 

DOWN    IN    POVERTY   ROW. 

Written  by  Frank  J.  Murray. 
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Outside  of  a  dusty  tenement, 

With  every  flat  to  let,  \  .    . 

In  one  there  lives  an  Irish  girl     ■ 

Who  can't  speak  Gerinnii  yet; 
She  blows  up  tires  for  bicycles, 

And  she's  all  right  on  the  blow. 
With  a  wheel  in  lier  liead,  and  often  it's  said, 

She's  a  good  thing  in  Poverty  Row. 

Chobus. 
Down  In  Poverty  Row,  don't  ask  me  where, 
You  ciin  live  without  a  cent  if  you  only  breathe  the  air; 
Each  girl  has  her  l)oy,  and  so  so,  don't  you  know; 
There's  none  of  them  right,  you  can  tuke  what  yon  like, 
Down  iu  Poverty  Row. 

In  winter  time  the  enow  will  fall 

At  night  as  well  as  day,  .-"^ 

And  then  they  all  eat  snow-balls,  -...'■.■- 

.■'         It's  cheaper  than  eating  hay;  :!  ■ '  .. 

■■'      They  all  dance 'round  upon  the  ice,    -•■■••'■ 
And  any  old  thing  will  go, 
Then  they  sing  far  and  near,  "My  Dad's  the  Engineer," 
All  'round  iu  Poverty  Row.— CAor««. 


Beneath  a  dizzy  shanty,  where  a  gang  of  trumps  did  eat, 

I'here  lived  a  tough  old  female  who  hud  wrinkles  on  her  teeth; 

Her  parente  got  arrested  for  refusing  to  drink  rum, 

And  she  left  home  one  evening,  just  liecause  it  wouldn't  come. 

She  came  to  New  York  Ciiy  and  became  u  gay  soiibretie; 

Tiie  Bowery  was  her  hiding  place,  it's  there  she  threw  her  net; 

Bat  after  years  of  drinking  her  face  began  a-shrinking. 

And  when  she  chased  back  to  the  farm  these  words  came  from  this  pet: 

Chobus. 
I'm  living  on  the  old  folks  once  again, 
■    Sleeping  in  a  bedroom  eight  hy  ten; 
No  more  I'll  roam  the  Bowery 

With  big  fat  Annie  Laurie,  ^ 

For  I  am  back  among  the  old  folks  once  again.  ■  r 

My  brother  Bill  grew  nervous  and  thoutht  he'd  go  ont  West, 

And  dig  for  gold  and  silver— it's  a  cinch  to  guess  ilie  n-st. 

He  disappeared  one  evening  and  was  gone  about  a  year. 

And  when  his  clothes  were  all  worn  out  for  his  lionie  |ioor  Bill  did  steer. 

His  jacket  was  ripped  np  the  hack  and  his  hut  owed  three  months'  rent, 

Uis  shoes  were  tied  on  with  ropes,  and  his  face  was  badly  l>ent; 

He  sent  word  to  his  mother,  "Send  a  suit  to  me  with  brother; 

I'm  on  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  witliout  a  single  cent."  ] 

Chorus. 
;.         For  I'm  back  among  the  old  folks  once  again, 
'      Back  among  the  old  folks  once  again; 
>-  No  more  I'll  be  a  bummer, 

I've  come  home  to  loaf  all  summer,  \ 

And  I'll  never  leave  tliree  square  meals  again.  * 

A  friend  of  mine  got  married  to  a  girl  of  twenty-two; 

She  was  working  in  a  laundry  when  his  nobs  says,  "  I  choose  yoa." 

He  was  a  gent  of  leisure,  and  for  labor  was  too  strong, 

But  jollied  her  wilh  sini^ing  "  Love  me  little,  love  me  long." 

At  Inst  she  took  a  tumble  and  she  svvore  she'd  work  no  more; 

His  j'igs  had  fifteen  spasms,  and  his  contract  then  he  tore; 

He  siiys,  "  Pacl{  up  your  hundlets,  your  bandbox  and  your  trnnklets." 

And  us  he  kissed  her  with  an  axe,  this  girl  was  beard  to  roar: 

Chokcs. 
"Back  to  the  old  laundry  once  again, 
:   Back  to  wiishing  collars  once  again; 
No  more  I'll  be  a  gilly. 
You  cannot  lose  me,  Willie, 
V'-     For  I'll  go  back  to  chasing  flannel  once  again. 


—And  sun  Tbey  Will  Marry.— Estella:  "A  lover  is  miicb  more 
devoted  than  a  husband."  Muiilla:  "Yes,  indeed;  and,  besides, 
one  can  bave  a  whole  lot  of  lovers  at  once." 
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THE    LIFE-BOAT. 


Br  Oeoi'Ke  R.  Sima. 
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Been  ont  in  the  life-boat  often r    Ay,  ny,  sir,  oft  enonKli. 

When  It'ti  rou^hfr  than  this?    Lor'  bless  yon!  ibis  ain't  what  «>«  call  rongh. 

It's  wiien  tilt-re's  it-(;iile  n-lilnwiu',  antl  tlie  wavis  rnn  in  and  lireulc 

On  tlie  sliore  witli  a  roar  lilve  llie  tlinnder,  and  the  white  cliffs  seem  to  shake; 

Wiien  the  8<-a  is  u  bell  of  wiitt-rn,  and  the  bruvest  holds  liis  lireatli. 

As  lie  liears  liie  cry  for  the  life-boat— tlie  suiiinions  may  be  to  death — 

TImt's  when  we  call  It  roiii;li,  sir:  but.  If  we  can  |!ct  her  afloat, 

There's  always  eiiouKli  bruve  fellows  ready  to  man  the  boat. 

Yon've  heard  of  the  Jioyal  Helen,  the  siiip  as  was  wrecked  last  yeorf 

Yon  be  the  rock  she  Bti  nek  on — the  boat  as  went  out  be  here. 

The  niiflit  as  she  struck  was  reckoneil  tlie  worot  us  ever  we  liad. 

And  this  is  a  coast  In  winter  where  the  weather  he  aufiil  bad. 

The  Iteach  la-re  was  strewed  with  wreckage,  an<l  to  tell  you  the  truth,  sir,  theu 

Was  the  only  lime  as  ever  we'd  u  botiit-r  to  K*^t  the  men. 

The  sinu'le  chaps  was  willin',  and  six  on  'em  voliinleered; 

But  most  on  us  here  is  married,  and  the  wives  that  iiiclit  was  skeered. 

Our  women  ain't  chicken-hearted  when  it  comes  to  Bavin'  lives. 

Bill  death  tiiat  iiii:ht  looked  ceriain — and  our  wives  be  only  wives; 

'I'lieir  lot  ain't  hricht  at  the  best,  sir:  but  hi-re,  wlieii  the  man  lies  dead, 

'Tuln't  only  u  hushand  iniiisin',  it's  the  cliildren's  daily  bread. 

So  our  woiiit-n  l)e<:aii  to  whimper  and  bei;  o'  the  chaps  to  stay — 

I  only  heard  on  it  after,  for  that  niuht  I  was  kept  auay; 

I  was  np  at  my  cottaue  yomli-r,  where  the  wife  lay  near  her  end; 

She'd  been  ailiu'  all  the  winter,  uud  uothiu'  'd  make  her  meud. 

The  doctor  liad  tlven  lier  np,  sir,  and  1  knelt  by  lior  side  and  prayed. 
With  my  eyes  as  red  as  ii  haby's,  that  death's  hand  niiulit  yet  he  stayed. 
I  heard  the  uild  winds  howlin',  and  I  looked  on  the  wasted  form. 
And  thonglit  of  tlie  awful  sliipwreck  ns  had  come  in  the  ru^ln'  storm. 
The  wreck  of  my  Utile  lioniesload  — the  wn-ck  of  my  dt-ar  old  wife. 
Who'd  sailed  uitli  ni«  forty  >ears,  sir.  o'er  the  troublous  waves  of  life; 
Ajid  I  looked  at  the  e\es  so  sunken,  ns  had  been  my  harbor  litihts. 
To  tell  of  the  sweet  home  ht-uveu  in  the  wildest,  darkest  nights. 

She  knew  she  was  sinkin'  quickly— she  knew  as  her  end  was  nifih. 

But  i>be  never  spoke  o'  the  ironhirs  as  I  kiutw  on  her  heart  must  lie; 

For  we'd  had  one  great  bii;  sorrow  with  Jack,  our  only  son. 

He'd  got  into  trouble  in  London,  hs  lots  o'  tlio  lads  ha'  done; 

Tlien  he'd  Ixilted,  Ins  masiers  told  ns— he  was  alius  wliat  folks  call  wild. 

From  the  day  us  l  told  his  niotlii-r,  Inr  dear  face  n«-vi-r  smiled. 

We  heard  no  more  nhoiit  him,  we  n»-v<r  koew  where  he  went; 

And  his  mother  pined  und  sickened  for  the  message  be  uevor  sent. 

I  had  my  work  to  think  of;  but  she  had  her  crief  to  nurse; 

So  it  eut  away  at  her  lieiiristrinL'S,  and  her  health  grew  worse  and  worse. 

And  the  niglit  us  ti>e  Rnyal  Helen  went  dow  n  on  yomler  sands, 

I  sat  and  watched  lierd>iii',  holilin'  her  wasted  hands. 

She  moved  in  her  do^u  u  little,  tlion  her  eyes  were  opened  wide. 

And  she  seemi-il  to  be  steUin'  soniethin',  as  she  lool^t-d  from  side  to  side; 

Then  half  to  hersi-lf  die  whiHpfied,  "  Whrre's  Jack,  to  suy  good-bye? 

It's  bard  not  to  see  my  darliu',  uud  kies  him  afore  1  die." 

I  was  stoopin'  to  kiss  and  soothe  lipr,  while  the  tears  ran  down  my  cheek, 
And  my  lips  wtreshapt-d  to  whisper  the  words  I  couldn't  speak. 
When  the  door  of  the  room  hurst  opt-ii,  and  my  mutes  were  there  outside. 
With  tlie  news  that  the  boat  was  laiinchin'.  "  You're  wanted  t"  their  leader  cried, 
"  You've  never  refused  to  go,  John :  you'll  put  these  cowards  right; 
There's  a  dozen  of  lives  niuy  he,  John,  ns  lie  in  our  hands  to-niglit." 
'Twos  old  Ben  Brown,  the  captain:  lie'd  laiiuhcd  at  tiie  women's  doubt; 
We'd  always  been  first  ou  the  beach,  sir,  wheu  the  bout  was  goia'  out. 

I  didn't  move,  but  I  pointed  to  the  white  face  on  the  bed— 

"  I  cuii't  go,  mat-',"  i  nun  mured;  "  in  an  hour  she  may  be  dead. 

I  cannot  uo  niid  leave  her  to  die  in  the  niglit  ulone." 

As  1  vpoke  Ben  ruisid  his  luntern,  and  the  light  on  my  wife  was  thrown, 

And  I  saw  her  e>es  fixed  sirungeiy  willi  a  pleading  look  on  me. 

While  a  treinhiin'  fln«er  pointed  through  the  door  to  tlie  ragin'  sea. 

Then  slie  beckoned  me  near  and  whicptred:  "Go,  ami  God's  will  lie  donel 

For  every  lad  ou  that  ship,  Juhu,  is  some  poor  mother's  sou." 

Her  head  was  full  of  the  hoy,  sir— she  was  thinkine,  mnyhe,  some  day 
For  lack  of  u  liaiid  to  help  him  his  life  niiL'lit  be  cast  away. 
"Go,  John,  and  tlie  Lord  walch  o'er  you,  and  spare  me  to  see  the  light. 
And  hrinir  yon  safe,"  (-he  w  hicpered,  "out.  of  the  sioriii  to-niuht." 
Tiieii  I  turned  and  kissed  her  softly,  and  tried  to  hide  my  tears, 
And  my  males  oiitsiite,  w  hen  they  saw  me,  set  up  three  hearty  cheers: 
But  I  rubbed  mv  eyes  wi'  my  knuckles  an<l  tiirm-d  to  old  Eten  and  said; 
"I'll  see  her  ai^ain,  maybe,  lad,  wheu  the  sea  gives  up  its  dead." 

We  lannched  the  boat  in  the  tempest,  though  death  was  the  goal  In  view. 

And  never  a  one  hut  doiihleil  if  the  craft  could  live  it  throiich. 

But  our  lioat  she  stood  it  bravely,  and  weary  and  wet  and  weak 

We  ilrew  in  hail  of  the  vesifel  we  had  dared  so  nnich  to  seek. 

Bill  just  as  we  came  upon  her  she  gave  a  fearful  roll. 

And  went  down  ill  the  seetliin' wniripool  Willi  every  livin' sonll 

We  rowed  for  the  spot  and  shonted,  for  all  around  was  dark— 

But  only  the  w  lid  wind  uuswered  the  cries  from  our  pluugiu'  bark. 

I  was  strninln'  my  eyes  and  wntchin',  w  hen  I  thought  I  heard  a  cry. 

And  I  saw  past  our  bows  a  somethin'  on  the  crest  of  a  wave  dashed  by. 

I  stretched  out  my  hand  to  seize  it.     I  drau'ged  It  aboard,  and  then 

I  stiinibleii,  and  struck  my  forrud,  and  fell  like  n  Ion  on  Ben. 

I  remember  a  hum  of  voices,  and  then  I  knowed  no  more. 

Till  I  came  to  mv  senses  here,  sir— here,  in  my  home  ashore. 

Mv  forrud  was  lightly  handuL'ed,  anil  I  lay  on  my  little  bed— 

I'd  slipiied,  ua  they  told  me  urter,  and  a  rulluck  bad  struck  my  head. 

Then  my  mates  came  in  and  whispered:  they'd  heard  I  was  comiu'  'round. 

At  first  (  could  scarcely  In-ar  'em,  it  seemed  like  a  biizzin'  sound: 

But  as  soon  as  my  head  cot  clearer  and  accustomed  to  bear  'em  speak, 

I  knew  us  I'd  lain  like  that,  sir,  for  many  a  long,  long  week. 

I  guessed  what  the  lads  was  liidin'  for  their  poor  old  i<hipmate's  sake; 

I  Could  see  by  their  puzzle<t  fnc-s  they'd  tot  some  news  to  break. 

So  I  lifts  my  head  from  tlie  pillow  and  I  says  to  old  Ben:  •'Lookheret 

I'm  able  to  bear  It  now,  lad— tell  me,  and  never  fear." 


Not  one  on  'em  eyer  answered,  but  presently  Ben  goes  out. 
And  the  others  slinks  away  like,  and  I  sajx:  "  What's  this  abontf 
Why  can't  they  tell  me  plainly  as  the  |)Oor  old  wife  Is  dead?  " 
Then  I  fell  again  on  the  pillows,  and  I  liid  my  achin'  head. 
I  lay  like  that  for  a  minute,  till  I  heard  a  voice  cry  "  Johnl  " 
And  I  thought  it  must  be  a  vision,  as  my  weak  eyes  gazed  upon — 
For  there  by  the  bedside,  stanilin'  up  and  well,  was  iny  wife. 
And  who  do  yea  tbiuk  was  with  iierr  Why,  Jack,  as  large  as  life. 

It  was  him  as  I'd  saved  from  drownin'  the  ni^ht  asHhe  life-boat  went 
To  tlie  wreck  of  the  Tioyal  Helen;  'twas  that  ax  the  vision  meant. 
They'd  hroiieht  us  asliore  together,  he'd  knelt  by  his  mother's  l>ed, 
And  the  sudden  joy  had  raised  her  like  u  miracle  from  tlie  dead; 
And  mother  and  son  together  liad  nursed  me  back  to  life, 
And  my  old  eyes  woke  from  darkness  to  look  on  my  son  and  wife. 
Jack?   He's  our  right  hand  now,  sir;  'twas  providence  pulled  him  through- 
He's  alius  the  first  aboard  her  when  the  life-boat  wants  a  crew. 


THE    PACE    UPON    THE    PLOOR. 

By  D'Arcy. 
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'Twas  a  balmy  snmmer  evening  and  a  goodly  crowd  was  there, 
Which  well-nigh  filled  Joe's  barroom,  on  the  corner  of  the  square; 
And  as  sonus  und  wiity  stories  came  through  the  open  door, 
A  vagabond  crept  slowly  in  uud  posed  upon  the  floor. 

*'  Where  did  it  come  from?"  some  one  said.    "The  wind  has  blown  it  in." 
"What  does  it  want?"  unotliLr  cried.     "Some  wiiinkey,  rum,  or  gin.'" 
"Here,  'I'oby,  seek  him,  if  your  stomach's  equal  to  the  work — 
I  wouldn't  touch  him  with  a  fork,  he's  as  filthy  us  a  Turk.'* 

This  badinage  the  poor  wretch  took  with  stoical  cood  grace- 
In  fact,  he  smiled  us  tlio'  he  thonulit  he'd  si  ruck  the  proper  place. 
"Come,  boys,  I  know  there's  kindly  hearts  u'liong  so  cood  a  crowd; 
To  lie  in  such  good  company  would  make  a  deacon  proud. 

"Give  me  a  drink— that's  what  I  want— I'm  ont  of  funds,  you  know. 
Wlieii  I  had  cash  to  treat  the  gang,  this  hand  was  never  slow. 
Wliat?  You  lauifii  us  if  you  thouirht  thlH  pocket  never  held  a  son; 
1  once  was  fixed  as  well,  my  boys,  as  uny  one  of  you. 

"There,  thanks;  that  braced  me  nicely;  God  Idess  you  one  and  all; 

Next  time  1  pass  this  eoo<l  saloon,  I'll  make  another  call. 

Give  you  a  son^?  No,  I  can't  do  that,  my  sinuinK  days  are  past; 

>Iy  voice  is  cracked,  my  tliroui's  woru  out,  and  my  lungs  are  going  fast. 

"Say I  give  me  another  wliiskey,  and  I  tell  you  what  I'll  do — 

I'll  tell  yon  a  funny  storv,  and  a  fact,  I  promise,  too. 

Tliat  I  was  ever  a  decent  man,  not  one  of  you  would  think; 

But  I  was,  some  four  or  five  years  back.    Say,  give  us  unolhcr  drink. 

"  Fill  her  up,  Joe;  I  want  to  put  some  life  Info  my  frame;  ,  . 

Such  little  drinks  to  a  hum  like  me  are  miserable  tame. 
Five  fingers— there,  that's  the  scheme— and  corkini;  whiskey,  too; 
Well,  here's  luck,  l>oys,  and  landlord,  my  best  regards  to  you. 

"Yon've  treated  me  pretty  kindly,  and  I'd  like  to  tell  you  how 
I  came  to  he  the  dirty  sot  you  see  Itefore  you  now. 
As  I  told  you,  once  I  was  n  man  with  niiiscle,  frame  and  health, 
Aud,  but  for  a  blunder,  ought  to  have  made  considerable  wealth. 

"  I  was  a  painter— not  one  that  danbed  on  bricks  and  wood, 
But  an  artist,  and,  for  my  age, ^as  rated  pretty  good; 
I  worked  hard  at  my  canvax,  and  was  bidding  fair  to  rise. 
For  gradually  1  saw  the  star  of  fame  before  my  eyes. 

"  I  made  a  picture,  perhaps  yon've  seen,  'tis  called  the  'Chase  of  Fame; ' 
It  brought  me  fifteen  hundred  pounds,  and  added  to  my  name. 
And  then  I  met  a  woman— now  comes  the  funny  part — 
With  eyes  that  {letrifled  my  bruiu  and  sunk  into  my  heart. 

"  Why  don't  yon  laueh?  'Tis  funny  that  the  vaeabond  yon  see 
Could  ever  love  a  woman  and  expect  her  love  for  nie. 
But  'twas  so,  and  for  a  month  or  two  her  smiles  were  freely  given, 
Aud  wlien  Iter  loving  lips  touched  mine,  ii  carried  me  to  lieaveu. 

"Boys,  did  you  ever  see  a  cirl  for  whom  yonr  soul  you'd  give,     ' 
With  a  form  like  the  Mho  'Veniis,  too  beautiful  to  live: 
With  eyes  that  would  beat  the  Koh-i-noor,  and  a  wealth  of  chestuut  hair? 
If  80,  'iwaa  she,  for  there  never  was  another  lialf  eo  fair. 

"I  was  working  on  a  portrait,  one  afternoon  In  May, 

Of  a  fair-haired  boy,  a  friend  of  mine,  who  lived  across  the  way; 

And  Madeline  admired  it,  and,  much  to  my  surprise. 

Said  tbal  she  d  like  to  know  the  mau  that  bad  such  dreamy  eyes. 

"It  didn't  take  long  to  know  him,  and  l>efore  the  month  had  flown. 
My  friend  had  stole  my  darling  and  I  was  left  alone; 
And  ere  u  year  of  misery  had  passed  above  my  head. 
The  jewel  I  hud  treasured  so  had  tarnished  aud  was  dead. 

"That's  why  I  took  to  drink,  boys.    Why,  I  never  saw  you  smile; 
T  thouuht  you'd  be  amused  und  laughiiit;  all  the  while. 
Why,  what's  the  matter,  friend?  There's  a  tear-drop  in  your  eye; 
Come,  laugh  like  me,  'tis  ouly  babes  and  women  that  should  cry. 

"Say,  hoys,  if  yon  give  me  just  another  whiskey,  I'll  be  glad, 
And  I'll  draw,  nclit  liere,  a  picture  of  the  face  that  drove  me  mad. 
Give  me  that  piece  of  chalk  with  whicli  you  mark  the  base-hall  score— 
You  shall  see  the  lovely  Madeline  npou  the  barroom  floor." 

Another  drink,  and  with  chalk  in  hand,  the  vagabond  began 
To  sketch  a  faC!  that  well  mlt:lit  buy  the  soul  of  any  man. 
Then,  as  he  placed  another  lock  npon  the  shapely  bend. 
With  fearful  shriek  he  leaped  and  fell  across  the  picmre,  dead. 
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DO,    MY    DINAH,    DO. 

Oopyriglit,  MDCCCXCVI,  by  Henry  J.  Weiinuui. 

All  rigbta  reserved.  ^--:  :■ 
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Words  and  Hnslc  by  George  A.  CrsKif. 


Down  in  de  wavin'  Biicnr  cane,  dar*8  whar  de  pickaninnies  ploy. 
And  de  mocltin'bird  am  Bingin'  sweetly  to  my  lovely  Dinah  ail  de  day. 
When  all  de  cotton  pickin'sdone,  dat's  when  I  make  de  banjo  ring; 
Dar  benealli  my  Dinah's  cabin  window,  dis  am  de  song  I  slug: 

Chorus. 
Do,  my  Dinah,  do;  tell  me,  is  It  true  dat  no  oddnr  coon  will  ever  marry  yonf 
My  rival,  dandy  Lew,  says  his  diamonds  shine  for  yon; 

Don't  yoii  shake  me  for  liis  money,  come  now,  be  my  honey,  do,  my  Dinah,  do. 

[Dance] 
Lew  Join. son  cats  an  awful  shine,  he  is  de  coon  dat  won  de  cake: 
S'pose  I  catch  him  winkiir  ai  my  Dinah,  den  I'll  fight  a  duel  for  her  sake; 
1  has  a  razor,  long  and  keen;  I  am  de  debbel  wlien  I'm  riled; 
.  If  dat  nigger  fools  arouu'  my  Dinah  look  out  for  dis  yere  child.— CAwut. 


HOME,    SWEET    HOME,    AND 
MOTHER'S    ARMS. 
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Words  by  Thos.  V.  Dale.    Music  by  Wm.  H.  Friday.  Jr. 


Gszlnp  in  the  fire-light  msy,  loving  faces  I  can  see; 

Lovina  liearts  so  true  and  tender,  thougli  so  far  away  from  me; 

Sister's  voice  is  gently  chiding,  ns  my  mother's  eyes  grow  dim. 

And  niethiuks  the  fond  lips  murmur.  "  I  was  thinking,  dear,  of  him! " 

Refrain. 
Home,  sweet  liome,  beyond  the  billows;  home,  sweet  home,  and  mother'sarms, 
Loiiuing  to  enfold  the  wand'rer,  from  this  world's  alluring  charms; 
From  earth's  vain  and  iille  fancies:  from  its  drear  and  dark  ainrms— 
There  is  but  one  eartlily  solace:  Home,  sweet  home,  and  mother's  arms. 

I  can  see  the  low,  thatched  cottage,  with  the  roses  'ronnd  the  door; 
And  llie  dear,  old-fashioned  garden,  fragrant,  as  in  days  of  yore; 
Near  the  roses  that  I  planted,  mother's  dreaming  in  her  cliair. 
And  my  arms,  wiiicb  would  enfold  iier,  find,  ulasl  she  is  not  ibeie.—Eef. 

,  Fire-light  forms  another  picture,  and  ilie  wanderer  is  home;  ' 

Loving  liearls  are  glad  and  joyful,  nevermore  is  he  to  roam; 
'Tis  a  dream,  but  iiad  the  nakini;,  yet  the  hope  is  born  anew, 
Tliat  pet  chance  a  glad  renuion  in  the  future  may  come  true.— .ff^ratn. 

— ^  a  *    ■ 

BLACKBALLED    IN    THE    LIME- 
KILN    CLUB. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Gussle  L  Davia. 


Dar's  a  colored  individnnl  by  the  name  of  Moses  Jackson, 

Who  nsed  to  liave  a  splendid  reputation- 
He  iMjionged  to  all  socii^ties.  Odd  Fellows  and  the  Masons, 

To  the  Lime-Kiln  Cliil)  he  sent  Ills  application; 
Wlien  tliKy  read  his  liiile  note,  and  the  darkies  took  a  vote, 

Tliey  concluded  Brother  Jackson  they  would  snub; 
One  nigi:er  raleed  the  dicltens.  said  ihut  Jacluon  bad  Stole  chickens- 
He  was  blackballed  iu  de  Lime-Kiln  Club, 

Refrain. 

Blackballed  in  de  Lime-Kiln  Club,  .■■■'■ 

Blackballed  in  de  Lime-Kiln  Club— 

Wheii  Jacl<8on  heard  the  news,  there  was  a  nigger  with  the  blues, 
For  lie  was  blackballed  iu  de  Lime-Kllu  Club. 

When  de  Lime-Kiln's  gave  a  picnic,  Moses  Jackson  be  attended;  , 

To  get  revenge  on  them  was  liis  intention: 
He  bouglit  himself  a  lilack  jack,  some  tlynamite  and  pistols, 

And  razors  'most  too  numerous  to  mention; 
Moses  Jackson  he  looked  fierce,  ami  the  coons  themselves  made  scarce; 

These  woods  I'm  gwine  to  fill  with  smoke,  snys  lie; 
If  yon  coons  don't  all  take  water,  there  will  be  a  nigger  slaughter. 

So  each  nigger  there  tlien  climbed  a  tree.— 7?^ratn. 

I7ow  the  coons  all  heard  that  Jackson  was  a  bad  man  to  get  started. 

That  he  had  killed  a  coon  iu  Alabama;         '" 
Jackson  said,  I'm  on  the  warpath  and  I'm  looking  for  the  nigger, 

Who  at  de  Lime-Kiln  Clnl>  liad  out  his  hammer: 
All  the  coons  stayed  up  tlie  trees,  not  a  nii;ger  dared  to  breathe;     '-'  ' 

Moses  Jackson  gave  the  coons  an  awful  nib; 
Tliere  was  weeping,  there  was  groaning,  and  a  lot  of  coons  a-moaning, 

Now  there's  crape  out  at  the  Lime-Kiln  Club.— 7^«/'>-ain. 


ONLY    A    LITTLE    ROSE. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  Chas.  F.  Escher.  Jr. 


n«  Words  and  Hnsle  of  this  Song,  arrangxl  for  the^iano,  will  b«  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poat-|iald,  nil  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Snnin  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehmnn.  130  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York:  or  85  &  87  E.  tklnrili-on  Ht, Chicago. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  tlie  abive  addresses  for  Frt^  Cntalonrue  of  Sotitr*.  Song  Books^ 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Buuku,  Letter  Wi  itei-s.  Dream  Books.  Joke  Bouka,  ata 


By  Charlos  Davis  Brovrn. 


This  flower  yon  cave  to  me  that  happy  day. 
Do  you  remember,  love,  what  you  did  say? 
Words  tliat  I  hope  were  true,  ne'er  tell  me  nay; 
None  could  I  love  but  you— that  you  did  say: 

Chorus. 
Only  a  little  rose,  love,  only  a  little  flower. 
Fading  away  and  gently  dying  hour  by  hour: 
Close  to  your  heart  then  wear  it,  placed  there  by  m»— 
Keep  it  until  it  fades  away. 

Ton  gave  tlie  rose  to  me,  white  as  a  dove, 
Your  eyes  looked  into  mine,  ple<lgiiii!  your  love. 
Here  are  the  faded  leaves,  I  liave  them  still, 
They  never  part  from  me,  and  never  wil\.— Chorus. 


DORA    DEAN.     - 

Copyright,  1895-6.  by  Broder  &  Schlam.     English  copyright  secnrwL 
All  rights  reserved.  ,-    :f:  •■:■■';.!. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  win  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress. post-|>aid,  nil  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  ISO  *  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  Or  85  *  87  E.  Madison  8t,  Ohicafo. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  tlie  ab^tve  addresse.s  for  Free  Ci'talocrue  of  Soiifrs.  Song  BooU^ 
Sheet  Music, German  Soug  Books,  Letter  Witters,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  eta 


Words  and  Music  by  Bert  A.  Williams. 


'Way  down  in  Lou'siana,  dat's  wiiere  ole  Sister  Hannah 

Bakes  the  cracklin'  l)read  upon  tlie  coals: 
With  her  daiigliter  Dora  Dean,  who  is  my  dearest  queen. 

Oh!  I  tell  you,  boys,  she  is  a  lump  of  gold. 
Site  goes  to  clinrch  on  Sunday,  you'll  find  her  home  on  Monday, 

Helping  all  the  folks  the  house  to  clean; 
Tlieir  home  it  looks  so  neut,  you'll  find  it  hard  to  beat. 

The  way  its  kept  by  Dora  Dean. 

Chorus. 
Oh  I  have  yon  ever  seen  my  Dora  Dean, 
She's  the  hottest  thiiiL'  you  ever  seen; 
I'm  g»ine  to  make  il.i»  gal  my  Dora  queen — 
Next  Sunday  morn'  I'm  gwine  to  marry  sweet  Dora  Dean. 

While  down  with  Sister  Holley,  we  all  did  feel  so  jolly, 

Each  one  tried  to  cut  n  pigeon  wing: 
When  11  |i  jump'd  Dora  Dean,  who  said,  "  I  am  the  queen; 

I  can  beat  you  in  a  dunce  for  anything." 
That  just  suited  ole  Aunt  Dinah,  who  sung  a  tune  iu  minor, 

Thinking  that  she  could  the  mur'ic  make: 
So  we  started  in  to  test,  to  see  « lio  wne  the  liest, 

And  Dora  walked  off  with  liie  cake. —  Chorug. 


>i  1 
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She  Is  the  Pride  of  My  Life. 

Copyright,  1895,  liy  H.  F.  L.  Eckermaiin. 


The  Words  and  Music  <>f  tlils  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, pOBt-i>aid,  nil  receipt  of  40  ceiit«;  or  tliiit  ainl  any  two  ..tlier  S'>iigs  ("r  One  DolUr, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  A  132  I'ark  How.  New  York;  or  85  4  87  E.  Mndiroii  Nt, Chicago. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  ttie  ali-ive  addresseK  for  Free  Ci<taloirue  of  Songs,  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Wi  iters,  Dieatn  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  H.  F.  L.  Eckerinann. 


Yonder  lives  a  maiden  fair, 

With  eves  of  tender  blue. 
With  sleiiiicr  form  and  golden  hair, 

A  heart  so  pure  and  true: 
Riiiiy  lips  and  teeth  of  (learl, 

Slie  is  the  pride  of  my  life. 
How  I  love  thai,  pretty  girl. 

Who  soon  is  to  be  my  dear  wife. 

Chorus. 
She  is  the  pride  of  my  life. 

My  love  for  lier  never  grows  cold; 
Some  day  she  will  be  my  own  wife,    ' 

Tlie  one  I  so  adore.  •      ■ 

Happy  then  we  two  will  wander 

Thnmgli  life  and  never  to  part. 
For  she  is  the  dearest  of  all, 

And  the  nearest  to  my  heart. 

Life  will  be  worth  living  then, 

Down  upon  the  farm,  ;.  '-' 

Where  we  will  siiare  each  other's  joy» 

And  sorrows  arm  in  arm; 
The  little  birds  will  warble  their  songs, 

And  praise  tlie  one  on  higli, 
While  f  in  fond  remembrance  sing 

That  dear,  old  sweet  song  of  miue.—  Chonu. 

Fragrant  roses,  violets  bine. 

Could  only  he  compared  ---■  .  . '. 

With  onr  lender  love  co  true. 

All  bliss  and  all  sorrows  shared. 
Then  all  the  years  will  pass  one  by  one. 

And  parted  we'll  \te  nevermore 
Till  we  go  to  our  fiitnie  home, 

That  bright  and  sunny  shore. —  Chorui. 
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SHE'S   NOT  LIKE   OTHER  GIRLS. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Orodcr  &  Sclilani.    English  copyright  »ccured. 

Tlio  Word*  and  Miiolc  nf  this  Si>ncr.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
drcus,  |KM<t-i'«t<1.  oil  rtrceipt  of  40  cpiitM:  or  tliiii  and  any  two  other  Hoiiirs  for  One  Dollnr, 
by  Henry  J  Wfhmnn.  loO.t  l;H  I'inU  How.  Nt-w  VovU;  or  85  A  87  E.  Mndlnon  St.Chlcatro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  nhive  a<ldre<ixea  for  Free  (^italotrne  of  Somkk.  Soiiir  Bovka, 
Sheet  Mualc,  Qeriuan  Soug  Bouk3,  Letter  Writers,  Ureani  Books,  Juke  6o<'ks,  etc. 


YES,    DEAR. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  L.  H.  Ascberfeld. 


•r-v-. 


Words  and  lliisic  by  Gllinore  &  Leonard. 

I'll  tell  yon  of  my  Bweothcarf,  the  one  that  T  adore; 
Slif'B  not  like  others  you  inny  meet,  I  love  her  nil  the  more. 
She  dresses  plain,  she's  inodest,  her  hair  don't  lian;;  in  curls; 
You'll  Bay  so  wlieu  you  meet  ber,  she's  uot  like  other  girls. 

CUORUS. 

Slie  don't  wear  costly  jewels,  nor  dresjcs  that  lire  load; 

She  does  rior  flirt  like  gome  ^irls.  to  nttiact  a  crowd; 

But  ev"ry  day  slie's  jnst  thi!  same,  she's  my  sweet  precious  pearl; 

Wliut  nukes  ine  love  her  all  (he  more,  she's  uot  like  other  girls. 

We  meet  'most  ev'ry  evening,  her  daily  toil  is  o'er; 

We  walk  and  talk  together,  until  we  reach  her  door,     i 

She  loves  her  mother  dearly,  none  hetier  in  this  world: 

Mure  precious  than  lu  find  one  who's  uot  like  other  girls.— CAort<«. 


MAMIE,    ME    PET. 

Copyright,  189i>,  by  T.  B.  Harm"  ft  Co.    English  copyriKht  seciired. 
All  riglits  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soncr,  arranged  for  tlie  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
dreas.  pul•^|>ai(1,  on  receipt  of  40  eeiits:  or  this  ami  any  two  ,.ther  Son^s  f.,i  One  DoIIat, 
by  Henrv  J  Wehman.  130  *  132  Hnik  llow.  N.w  York;  or  M  .V  K7  K.  Mmlixon  Mt.Chloasr". 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ah  ive  addresses  for  Free  Cafaloirne  of  Soiiirs,  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Uuslu,  Uerman  8oug  Books,  Letter  Wiiiers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Jlusic  by  Joseph  Hart. 

Oh,  Mamie's  dc  pride  of  me  life.  ; 

And  some  day  I'll  call  her  my  wife; 
She  8  a  sister  to  Pearl,  the  Bowery  Rirl.         ' 
And  ain't  she  a  "  beaut"  on  a  hike,  seel         I 
Her  voice  it  ain't  sv.eet,  l)iit  it's  liiiid. 
Wherever  she  sine*  there's  a  crowd; 
Oil,  Khe  sets  them  loony,  sinsiS  sweet  "MhcrIp  Mooney," 
-    .  And  just  push,  but  don't  shove  the  clouds.    Yes— 

Coonus. 

Mamie's  ft  beauty,  yon  bet;  she  works  in  a  fact'ry  and  makes  ciparcttes; 
A  resi'lar  New  Yorker,  and  she  is  a  corker, 

The  flnict  tiiat  ever  you  met,  you  bit. 
Mamie's  a  iHaiity,  you  hei,  stiu  works  in  a  fact'ry  and  makes  Cigarettes; 
A  reg'liir  New  Yorker,  and  she  is  a  coiker, 

The  finest  that  ever  you  met,  you  bet. 

She'd  flL'lit  at  the  drop  of  a  hat, 
'  And  miike  a  t;ood  tihowiiiL'  at  that; 

She  lives  witli  her  Mil.  her  sister  and  P«, 

And  always  klio^^8  where  she  Is  at,  seel 

Iler  head  it  ain't  swelled  not  a  hit. 

Here's  the  riiii:.  iiiid  won't  it  make  a  hit! 

It  8  t'ood  and  It's  weiglily,  it  est  me  three-eiishty. 

When  she  sees  it  slie'il  have  a  fit.    YvB—C'/ioru*. 


Sweetheart,  Come^Home  to  Me. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  A.  Scull  &  Co,    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Ix>iidou,  England. 

The  Words  and  Miinlc  of  this  S'Iir,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Write  to  either  one  of  the  nh  >ve  atldrcsses  for  Free  ("iitnloiriie  of  SontrH,  Sons  Books, 
Sheet  Uoaic,  German  Song  BuoUs,  Letter  Wi  iters.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  JIusic  by  WIU  F.  McNulty, 


I  watclied  the  last  sad  hour  of  day 

As  it  slowly  passed  away. 
The  zephj  r  l>reeze  of  a  new-horn  eve 

Bid  L'ood-bye  to  the  close  of  day; 
Thronch  the  lattice  a-peepiiig 

Ht'iiv'us  hrieht  twinklinirsiari 
Oiiy  bells  raiiu  their  sweetest 

Fur  oue  aw  ay  eo  far. 

Chorus. 
Why  don't  yon  come?  For  ttiee,  love,  I  am  waitiiiR;  • 

Sonc  I>ird8  will  sinir,  a  welcome  sweet  for  thee; 
Wliy  don't  you  come?  My  heart  is  hreakins;— 

Sweetheart,  my  sweetheart,  why  don't  you  come  to  meT 

I  watched  the  moriiine  star  to  rest 

As  it  gently  passed  away. 
The  silvery  spray  of  a  new-horn,  day 

Spreading  its  mantle  o'er  hill  and  dale; 
Sweet  pretty  flowers  awuk'nine. 

Covered  with  heav'Jisdew; 
The  long  night  have  they  w&tched  in  vain. 

As  I  have,  my  sweetheart,  for  you.  — Choitts. 

I  watched  the  noon-day  shadow  play 

Aloni!  the  mountain  side. 
The  L'littering  stream  as  It  glides  along, 

Singing  its  soni;  to  the  endless  tide. 
Alone  I  am  wailing  thy  coming, 

Tlirlce  welcome  yon  would  be; 
My  heart,  love,  is  hreaklDir, 

Sweetheart,  come  home  to  m9.—  Choru$. 


Tlie  Words  and  Hiislo  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  tbe  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
diesM,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
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Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  above  aildre!<ses  for  Free  Catnlotrne  of  Songs,  Song  Hooks. 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  L.  H.  Ascberfeld. 


I  once  had  a  sweetheart  whose  name  was  Marie, 

The  sweetest  young  maiden  in  town; 
My  love  for  Marie  was  as  deep  as  the  sea. 

This  queen  of  my  heart,  my  own. 
How  well  I  remember  that  bright  summer  day. 

When  under  the  old  itpple  tree 
I  asked  her  the  question,  and  heard  my  love  say 

These  words  full  of  meaning  to  me: 

Chords. 
"Yes,  dear,  yes,  dear;  thee  I  love  deeply  and  true; 
Thee,  love,  trust  I  this  life  to  i)ilot  me  through. 
Trnst  me,  Robin,  believing  whatever  betide. 
No  Storm,  no  cloud  could  keep  me  away  frum  thy  Bide." 

A  year  of  contentment,  a  home  full  of  liglit, 

A  life  full  of  love  and  of  joy; 
A  cheery  good  morning,  a  kiss  mom  aud  night. 

And  Robin,  our  haliy,  onr  boy. 
What  more  coulil  I  long  for  to  make  Joy  complete? 

No  mortal  was  ever  more  bleat. 
Miirie  was  oft  singing  iu  tones  pure  and  sweet. 

While  Robiu,  our  boy.  She  caressed.— 6' Ao/«<. 

One  eve  T  came  home,  found  no  wife  at  the  door. 

No  one  in  the  house,  'twas  all  still; 
I  looked  through  the  garden  and  down  by  the  spring. 

And  called  her  in  tones  loud  and  shrill. 
My  heart  was  fast  filling  with  dread  aud  despair, 

When  buck  of  the  old  apple  tree 
I  heard  Marie  singing,  with  l>abe  in  her  arms, 

And  roguishly  hiding  from  mt.—  CfuMui.  " '"" 


^  >  » 


BEFORE    MY   TIME. 

Copyriglit,  1893,  by  Chaa.  W.  Held.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Uall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  T.  W.  Connor. 

I  hear  people  say,  that  we  girls  of  to-day  , 

Are  awfully  forward  and  fast. 
That  our  doings  these  times  would  have  connted  as  crimes. 

In  the  goody  old  days  of  the  piist; 
Such  innocent  things,  as  gold  Kickets  and  rings. 

Each  t<hy  little  maiden  would  shnii; 
They  never  made  bets,  nor  yet  smoked  cigarettes, 

Aud  of  sweethearts  they  wanted  but  oue. 

Refrain. 

That  was  before  my  time,  yon  know,  a  long,  long  time  ago; 
For  girls  to  wear  dresses  their  figures  to  sliow 

Was  rickon'd  an  awful  crime. 
Tliey  wi-nt  to  tea  meetings  along  with  their  Mas, 
And  flll'd  up  their  time  dHrning  socks  for  their  Pas: 

Well,  it  may  have  iMen  eo,  but  it  happen'd,  yoa  know,  before  my  time. 

Those  model  young  men  who  conld  get  home  by  ten. 

And  gloried  in  ruffles  and  frills; 
Always  iiiiide  it  a  rule  to  attend  Sunday  school. 

And  to  settle  their  landlady's  hills. 
Married  men  never  swore,  ami  their  mothers-in-law 

They  were  always  delighted  to  see, 
Wliile  girls  without  arts  were  the  joy  of  their  hearts, 

Aud  tliey  drank  nothing  stronger  than  tea. 

Refrain. 

That  was  before  my  lime,  you  know,  a  long,  long  time  ago; 
When  fellows  would  faint  at  a  boxing  show. 

And  blush  at  a  pantomime. 
As  soher  us  judges  each  night  they  retired, 
Tlie  loan  of  a  "V"  they  never  required; 

Well,  it  may  have  been  so,  but  it  happen'd,  yon  know,  1>efore  my  time. 

lo  look  out  for  sport  in  an  ancient  law  conrt 

Would  mean  disHpuointment  and  pain. 
For  u  promise  to  weu  could  be  broken, 'tis  said. 

And  the  injured  one  never  complain. 
A  jilted  sweetheart  never  made  lovers  part. 

To  take  on  another  rich  mush; 
They  knew  not  the  way  to  make  love  letters  pay. 

They  would  rather  take  poison  than  cash. 

Refrain. 

That  was  before  my  time,  yon  know,  a  long,  long  time  ago; 
For  hreaches  of  promise  were  not  in  the  show. 

When  Adam  whs  in  his  prime. 
The  girls  always  stuck  to  the  same  old  mnsh.                   ^  ■■'■':  ^; 
Thought  more  of  the  man  than  they  did  of  his  cash;  ■'.-•'•.••-  .^•. 

Well,  it  may  have  been  so,  but  it  happen'd,  yoa  Irnow,  before  my  time. 
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What  Won't  We_Do  for  Love? 

Copyrifflit,  I8t5,  by  SpauldinK  &  Gray.     Entered  at  Stalioners'  Hall.  Loudon,  England. 
-  ■        :;  All  rlgrhta  reserved.  ;:  '•>■;;..; 
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Words  and  MuMo  by  Geo.  M.  Coban. 


Ev'ry  one  is  in  love,  it  ieemi,  ev'ry  one  has  a  bean ; 

Over  ev'rything  love  it  beams,  no  matter  where  you  go. 

Some  mitke  love  to  a  sweetheart  eay,  eome  lo  the  stare  above;  - 

But  here  aud  there,  aud  everywhere,  it's  love,  love,  love. 

■':"':■/"■■-'■  ■■',-■  Chobus.        ■    'f:^., :-/.-::. 

The  tarfle  dove  will  coo  for  love,  the  pnroy  cat  mew,  mew  for  tove; 

The  geutle  fawn  will  love  from  morn  till  stars  shine  from  above; 
The  little  dog  will  bark  for  love,  the  country  boy  will  spark  for  love; 
It's  really  so— I'd  like  to  know  what  won't  we  do  for  lovef 

Love's  first  age  is  the  Rlrl  and  boy,  soon  to  manhood  he  grows;  '    ' 

She,  the  maiden,  is  still  his  joy,  his  love  is  true,  she  knows. 
Fifty  years  sin^e  their  weildini;  day's  passed,  aud  their  thinking  of 
Their  childhood,  when,  rince  then  they've  beeu  lu  love,  love,  love.— CAoru*. 


TWICE  WEDDED  BY  ONE  RING. 
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^  •  »    ■ 


CHARMING-    LITTLE    NANCE. 
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Words  by  P.  F.  Hughes.    Music  by  Alex  J.  Patton. 


How  sweetly  Johnny  tells  love  tales  in  Central  Park, 

When  ennsiiine  briuht  has  fled  from  sight,  with  Nancy  in  the  dark; 

Her  pretty,  laughing  eyes  at  liim  will  shyly  clance. 

His  merry  little  sweetheart,  charming  little  Nauce. 

Chorus. 

So  sweet  and  gay  time  flits  away,  with  Johnny  who's  her  beau; 
He's  bound,  her  love  is  crowned,  though  Cupid  was  so  slow. 
She'll  sweetly  dream  some  lofty  theme,  while  future  joys  enhance; 
A  happy  little  sweetheart,  charming  little  Nance. 

Their  clothes  are  new  and  grand,  (liey''re  almost  "ont  of  sight;" 
She  loves  to  hear  hie  voice  so  clear,  make  love  to  her  ut  niKht; 
He  speaks  with  honeyed  lonuiie,  till  she  feels  in  a  trance; 
She's  a  happy  little  sweetheart,  charming  little  Naace.—  Chorut. 

So  sweet,  deinnre  and  gay,  so  softly  does  she  speak. 
And  bless  the  sunny  day  that  her  true  love  she  did  seek. 
Some  fellows  they  are  tough,  ut  them  she  looks  ar^kaiice; 
She's  a  happy  little  sweetheart,  charming  little  N&uce.— Chorus. 

•  ^  •  m   > 


She  Forgets  and  She  Forgives. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Monroe  H.  Roeenfeld. 


In  an  hnmhle  cottage  dwelling  lies  a  woman,  pale  and  fair: 
She  has  loved  with  pure  devotion  one  who  had  no  love  to  share. 
Burkl  let's  listen  what  she's  saying:  "  Oh,  I  loved  him  fond  and  true, 
And  alas!  I  thought  him  faithful,  bat  another  he  did  woo." 
Will  she  cnrse  him  now  she's  dying,  with  a  short  time  but  to  live? 
Mot  she  lifts  her  hands  above  her,  sot  to  curse,  but  to  forgive. 

Chobcs.  ■ 

She  forgets  and  she  forgives  him,  ev'ry  sorrow  she  ontltves;  _ 
Noble  woman,  pare  and  geutle,  she  forgets  and  she  forgives. 

Visions  come  and  fade  before  me;  see  yon  man  in  tattered  clothes: 
He's  lieen  seekin:;  work  since  daybreak,  how  he  lives,  oh,  heaven  knows. 
Years  ago  'mid  wealth  aud  plenty,  he  was  trusted  nnd  revered, 
Till  one  day  the  tempter  lured  him;  then  he  fle<l  and  dis!ipi>eared. 
In  a  moment  rasli  he  yielded,  sinned  and  signed  another's  name; 
To  the  law  hia  iathei  left  hiin,  but  his  mother  bore  his  shame. 

•  :---,v,^'i'.;i,.:-.  Chorus.  u:''-^    ■', 

She  forgets  and  she  forgives  him,  ev'ry  sorrow  she  outlives; 
Noble  mother,  sweet  and  tender,  she  forgets  and  she  forgives.  - 

In  a  qniet  homestead  sitting  is  a  woman  with  her  child'. 

Harkl  it  is  her  husband's  footsteps;  welcome  greets  him  iinhegniled. 

But  with  drink,  alast  he's  reeling,  from  his  lii)S  the  curses  flow. 

Seel  he  strikes  her;  "  God,  have  mercy  1 "  She  lies  crippled  'iieath  the  blow. 

'Twas  a  jealous  passion  thrilled  him,  and  he  flees  without  regret; 

He,  the  brute,  aud  she,  the  angel,  and  her  tears  are  falling  yet. 

Chorus. 

She  forgets  and  she  forgives  him,  ev'ry  sorrow  she  outlives; 
Faithful  wife,  so  sweet  and  gentle,  she  forgets  and  she  forgives. 


•  Words  by  P.  F.  Hughes.    Music  by  Alex  J.  Patton. 

A  cottage  in  New  England  held  a  bridegroom  bright  and  gay,  •■■  • 

Till  shadows  dark  obscured  its  light,  some  thirty  years  to-day. 

"  Where  is  my  wife?"  this  young  man  cried,  but  no  one  there  conld  tell; 

In  s;td  and  bitter  jealousy  she  fled  beneath  its  spell. 

The  young  man  closed  the  doors  upon  the  home  that  was  his  pride. 

In  search  of  his  deluded  wife  he  traveled  far  and  wide: 

His  wand'ring  footsteps  led  him  to  the  rich  and  rising  West, 

And  though  content  aud  prosperous,  one  sigh  wrings  from  his  breast: 

Chorus.  .     j 

I  long  to  see  the  dear  old  home,  my  wife  to  me  most  fair; 
Although  in  pleasant  fiehis  I  roam,  my  heart  is  always  there. 
No  lone:er  here  can  I  remain,  I  hear  sweet  voices  singing; 
My  darling  comes  to  uie  again,  twice  wedded  by  one  ring. 

An  east-bonnd  train  was  bringing  him  to  friends  now  old  and  gray. 

And  at  the  station,  on  its  way,  a  centle  voice  did  suy: 

"  I  dropited  my  ring;  please  hand  it,  sir,  'tis  all  I  ever  wore." 

He  stooped  and  saw  his  name  within— kind  heaven  heard  his  prayer. 

"Mywifel"    "Oh,  Charlie,  can  it  be  at  close  of  all  these  years— " 

They  spoke  new  joys  in  broken  words,  while  all  aronnd  shed  tears. 

The  little  cottage  shines  once  more,  in  joyous  notes  they  sicg; 

Our  love  is  stronger  than  I>efore,  twice  wedded  by  one  ring.— CAoruf. 

■   ^  e  »   ■  ,.-..• 


MY    GIRL    JEAN,  v  V  br 
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By  Oeorgie  Lainson. 


We  were  boy  and  girl  together  in  that  land  beyond  the  eea. 

Where  the  sweot  aud  hlootning  heather  wafts  its  fragrance  o'er  the  lea; 

Where  the  skies  are  jnst  the  bluest,  tiiat  ever  yet  was  seen, 

Aud  of  all  the  hearts  the  truest  was  my  girl  Jean.  | 

Chorus. 
For  she's  my  own  Jean,  my  girl  Jean,  my  Jean  with  the  tme,  loving  boirt; 
And  well  do  I  know,  that  wherever  I  go,  no  power  can  drift  ns  apart.  ~ 
She  is  the  fairest  and  rarest  of  all  the  sweet  lasxies  e'er  seen; 
Through  all  the  world  'round  the  equal's  not  found  to  my  girl  Jean.      !• 

We  played  at  getting  married  in  that  fond  and  distant  land. 
And  we  talked  of  years  that  tarried,  while  we  lingered  hand  in  hand; 
We  should  always  love  each  other,  though  the  years  rolled  in  between. 
For  I  ne'er  cuuld  find  another,  like  my  girl  Jeun.— C korat. 

That  wits  many  years  ago,  in  that  land  so  far  away,  \ 

Where  the  heatlier  breezes  blow,  as  they  did  on  that  bright  day;  | 
And  the  playtime's  ours  no  longer,  for  the  years  have  rolled  l)etweeD, 
But  my  love  is  even  stronger  fur  my  wife  JttLU.—Chorut. 


^e  <» 


A  GALL A^T^  Anight. 


c/ 
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Words  and  Music  by  W.  T.  Francis. 


What  a  splendid  sight  when  theeun  shines  bright. 

Out  on  the  king's  highway, 
To  see  my  brave  knight  in  his  manly  might. 

Rein  steed  on  the  king's  highway. 

Rein  steed  on  the  king's  highway  I  ^-    . 

A  battle  is  won,  great  deeds  have  been  done, 

Aud  my  knight  and  his  steed  need  rest; 
So  homeward  he  turns  while  the  great  sun  burns, 

Dimly  far  out  in  the  West, 

Dimly  far  ont  in  the  West.  -  ■ 

Merrily,  cheerily,  madly  on,  his  horse's  hoofs  are  snnnding; 
His  heart  is  light  and  swift  liis  fliglil,  for  he  is  homeward  bounding. 
His  eyes  flash  fire,  for  like  his  sire,  a  brave  and  true  knight  is  he; 
A  fair  young  face,  a  mien  of  grace,  I  love  him  and  he  loves  me. 

What  a  splendid  sight  when  the  stars  shine  bright, 

Outaide  the  kind's  highway, 
To  see  my  brave  knight,  he's  only  a  mite. 
His  nnrs'ry'fl  the  king's  highway,  ■•;■,"■ 

His  iiurs'ry's  the  kinu's  highway! 
:'_:   Dismount  from  his  steed,  which  ne'er  needs  a  feed, 
.:  \  "  ■      A  liobhy  horse,  all  dapple  gray, 

. "  •  And,  safe  in  my  arms  from  war's  wild  alarms. 
Rests  till  the  dawning  of  day, 
Rests  till  the  dawning  of  day. 
Merrily,  cheerily,  madly  on,  etc. 


^■^ijm€*3:r. 


WHISPER,    TRUE     HEART. 
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Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  lima  M.  Pratt. 


WhJuper.  trne  heart,  whisper;  in  thine  eye»  I  see 
Love  reflectetl,  sweet  and  lonler,  uliisper  'tis  for  me. 
Let  RiK  rent)  tlilne  answer,  whatsoe'er  u  be, 
TboiiKli  I  know  'lis  now  nnd  ever.  "Thee  and  only  thee." 

When  I  feign  to  doubt  thee,  'tis  lo  hear  thee  uimwer  me; 

Whisper,  true  heort,  whleper,  "Thee  and  only  thee." 

Thee,  love,  thee  and  only  thee,  ouijr  thee. 

What  were  love's  dear  nieasage  If  but  once  'twere  toldf 
Tell  It  o'er  and  o'er,  my  true  heart,  ne'er  can  it  grow  old. 
Fondly  then  I'll  answer,  as  thon  dost  to  me: 
"Thee  1  love,  s))all  love  fi>rever— thee  and  only  ihee." 

When  I  fetifn  to  doulit  thee,  'tis  to  hear  thee  answer  roe; 

Wliisper,  true  heart,  whisper,  "Tliee  and  only  thee." 

Thee,  love,  tbee  and  only  thee,  only  thee. 


Had  I  Taken  Mother's  Warning. 

Copyright.  IStS,  by  T.  B.  Harmn  A  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 


Ail  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Haslc  of  this  Sonir.  srranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  tn  any  ad- 
dre>s.  f>o^>t■\'m^l^.  on  receipt  o(  iOcent*.  or  this  ami  any  two  other  .Son^a  ror  One  Dollor, 
by  Heiirr  J.  Wehm«n.lSO*  1:«  ^'•rlc  How.  New  York:  or  MA  W  K.  M.Klt-oii  St..('hlc«(ro. 
Write  to  elttior  one  of  the  ab^ve  a'ldrnmes  for  Free  (\italo(rue  of  Sonirn.  Sonic  Books, 
Sheet  Moato,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  F.  C.  Andrews. 


There  stood  before  the  Judge  a  yonih  nccnsed  of  crime; 

Be  tlioiiifht  of  dear  ones  wailing  fur  away; 
His  niother's  image  came  before  hiin  ali  the  time. 

He  seeme'l  to  hear  the  words  slie  us<-d  to  say: 
"My  hoy,  l>e  uood  and  true,  with  lioneety  >our  guide; 

Oil,  'lis  the  best  Hdvice  my  lieart  ciin  give; 
And  when  temptation's  neur,  and  you  are  from  my  sido. 

Remember  mother's  warning  while  you  live." 

RsmAiN. 
•*  Had  I  beeded  mother's  wrarniii«!  "  falls  the  cry,  alas!  too  late; 
"AD  she  said  was  for  my  welfare,  may  she  never  know  my  fatel 
Wonld  my  life  {  could  live  over,  all  her  wishes  I'd  obey; 
Had  I  heeded  mother's  warniiig,  happy  would  I  be  to-day.* 

Afar  from  liome  and  friends,  in  misery  and  pain, 

A  fnir  young  tiirl  was  weepinu  bitter  tears; 
Bt>e  thought  of  li>vinK  ones  siie  ne'er  would  see  again. 

And  oft  a  mother's  warninjj  words  she  hearn: 
"My  danubter,  Itave  me  not,  your  mother's  love  is  t>e»t. 

And  you  can  irust  Iter  love  until  the  last." 
Witliin  that  mother's  arms,  oh,  how  she  longs  to  rest. 

While  mournfully  she's  thiuiiiug  uf  the  past.— A</rain. 


DOWN  AT  DE  SILVER  WEDDING- 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  8.  Miller. 


Oh!  darkies,  say,  just  come  dis  way,  and  listen  to  de  news: 

To-morrow  ni^nt  l)e  grnod  delight  'way  down  at  Simon  Trne'e, 

For  a»  aroiiDd  and  throtigh  de  town  de  news  It  am  a-spreading. 

And  ev'ry  one  will  surely  come  down  to  de  silvi-r  wedding. 

Then  come,  come,  o)>l  darkies,  oh,  don't  you  hear  mesiiout: 

Bring  along  de  yaller  gals,  and  dress  yourself  all  out; 

There  will  T>e  old-time  lunen  and  lois  of  coons,  a-funcy  steps  a-treading; 

We'll  dauce  and  sing  and  do  de  wing,  down  at  de  silver  wedding. 

RsrnAiN. 

While  de  stars  are  blinking,  while  de  moon  shines  fair  and  bright. 
Taller  gats  a-wlulcing,  on  dat  silver  wedding  uight.— Si/K  SAo«  Danc$. 

Old  Anntie  Oloe  and  Uncle  Snow  from  Carolina  Stnte, 

And  deacon  Brown  will  lie  In  town,  and  all  walk  for  de  ctlce; 

Liiclnda  Pine  and  old  Aont  Dine  de  ctowd  dar  will  t>e  heiiding'. 

We'll  dance  all  night,  till  morning  light,  down  at  de  silver  wedding. 

Then  come,  come,  oh!  darkles,  I  ain't  got  long  lo  stay; 

Don't  forget  to  bring  along  de  yaller  gals  so  Kay. 

There  wUl  be  oJfnime  tanee  and  l<it«  of  coons,  a-fancy  etepe  a-treading; 

We'll  dance  and  sing  aud  do  de  wing,  down  at  de  silver  wedding. 

RErnaiN. 
When  you  hear  dem  singing,  when  dey  dance  In  fond  delight. 
Aud  de  banjo's  ringing,  on  dat  silver  wedding  uigUl— Soft  Shoe  Dance. 


— The  New  Girl. — "Johanna,  don't  forci*  to  dust  the  bric-a- 
brac."    "  No,  ma'am;  "where  do  you  keep^iie  dust?  " 


DELIA    MOORE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Gussle  L.  Davis, 


I'm  In  love  with  a  swc«'t  llitTfe  fairy. 

She's  an  angel,  this  dear  little  lass: 
Her  faiher's  a  preacher,  she's  n  eunday-flchool  teacher, 

I  wish  I  could  be  in  her  class. 
To  the  home  of  the  neighbors  she's  welcome. 

She's  a  maiden  yon  all  must  adore: 
Aud  the  people  itli  say,  when  she  pusses  each  day, 

"There  goes  sweet  Delia  Moore." 

REfRAIN. 

Delia,  Delia,  some  one  might  steal  yon:  why  don't  yon  marry  met 
No  father,  mother,  sister  or  brother  will  he,  love,  so  true  to  thee. 
Oh,  I'll  bo  the  envy  of  nil  the  boys,  you'll  never  reL'ret  It,  I'm  sure; 
How  the  church  hells  »ill  rini;,  and  the  birds  sweetly  sing, 
if  you'll  be  mine,  Delia  Moore. 

Wednesday  evening's  her  time  for  receiving, 

"i'is  ihen  all  her  ndorers  nre  there; 
Her  manner  entrancing  would  net  you  a-dancing, 

She's  free  from  all  sorrow  and  care. 
But  she  won't  talk  of  love  nor  of  marriage, 

I  have  tried  it  so  often  before. 
And  I  gen'rady  stay  till  ihe  boys  eo  away. 

To  whisper  this  at  tne  door:— i^^frain. 


•  s  » 


HENRY    DID. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  HaitL 

Henry  Johnson  Jones  was  a  very  peculiar  hoy. 

The  neighbors  all  said  he  raised  old  Ned,  and  everybody  wonld  annoy. 

He  ran  away  from  school,  went  to  the  circus,  like  a  fool; 

When  tbey  yelled,  "Any  fellow  will  get  a  silver  dollar  if  he  will  ride  this  male—' 

Chorus. 
Henry  did,  Henrv  did;  what  a  foolish  boy  was  hel 

He  got  nn  Ids  bark,  the  man  bit  him  a  wback. 
The  people  were  a  sight  to  see. 

Henry  did,  Henry  did,  he  held  on  for  a  minute  or  two, 
Then  Ihe  mule  gave  a  l{ick,  poor  Henry  lost  his  grip; 

Now  1  leave  the  rest  to  you. 

One  day  two  little  hoys  on  the  hank  of  a  river  played: 

On  the  sandy  beach  there,  fat>t  iisieep,  a  great  big  iilligator  lay. 

One  boy  to  Ihe  other  said,  "  Willi  him  we'll  have  some  fun; 

Yott  give  him  a  thump,  aud  when  you  see  bim  jump,  now  don't  forget  to  run.' 

Chorcs.  **' 

Henry  did,  Henry  did,  what  a  foolish  boy  was  be! 

With  a  piece  of  straw  tickled  Ihe  alligator's  jaw; 
Said  the  other  Itoy,  "Give  him  one  for  me." 

Henry  did,  Henry  did,  the  l>oy  now  tells  the  tale— 
'Gator  opened  Ids  month  wide — like  Jonah  aud  the  whale — 

Took  Henry  right  inside. 

He  went  down  to  a  ball,  that  was  held  in  Thompson's  hall; 
He  danced  all  niglit,  then  got  into  a  flghi  with  a  fellow  who  was  very  tall. 
The  fellotv  got  goo<l  and  mad,  nn  his  ehou'der  placed  a  little  chip — 
"  Kuocic  it  off,  if  you  darcl "  said  auottier  fellow  there,  "  You'll  whip  him,  talte 

[my  tip." 
CaoRirs. 

Henry  did.  Henry  did,  what  a  foolish  boy  was  hel 
There  was  a  fight  in  a  minute,  but  Henry  wasn't  in  it, 

A  million  starn  saw  he. 

Henry  dl<l,  Henry  did;  ho  yelled,  *'  It  was  only  a  blufll '» 

They  blacked  hotti  his  eyes  before  tbey  heard  him  cry, 
"  Hold  on,  I've  had  ciiougli!  " 

In  an  orchard,  rich  and  rare,  stood  a  tree  well  filled  with  pears; 

Outside  the  wall,  wishing  one  would  full,  Henry  and  a  hoy  stood  there. 

Maid  Ihe  boy,  "Now  I  will  watch,  you  cllinh  over  and  get  a  few; 

You  gel  up  the  tree,  throw  thcni  down  to  me,  if  the  man  comea  I'll  tell  yon." 

CHoRtrs. 
Henry  did,  Henry  did,  whnt  a  foolish  hoy  was  bet 

He  threw  down  a  few,  the  other  lioy  flew, 
Saying,  "  Run,  the  man  is  after  met  " 

Henry  llld,  Henry  did,  now  his  pnin  It  will  not  cease; 
The  man  dhl  him  up  brown,  poor  Henry  can't  sit  down. 

Bats  his  meals  fruin  the  muntleplece. 


l» 


I  >  » 


— Perhaps  It  Was.—"  Order  in  the  court! "  shouted  the  judge. 
"Tliis  is  the  worst  disgrace  this  court  has  suffered  sinee  I  was 
elected  to  the  judgeship." 
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DE    POSSUM-A-LA. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Hairy  Ward. 


The  very  latest  tiling  we  now  wi))  dmice  arid  ainer. 
If  a  coon  is  lazy,  he'll  t!o  criizy,  boili  hie  feet  he'll  fling; 
It  Btaried  'Huy  down  aontii,  but  now  it  readies  fur. 
And  all  de  uii^B  are  dauciu^  it,  'lis  called  de  Poseuiu-a-la. 

Chorus.  .•>. 

First  thinR  yon  do  is  a  Rracefnl  pose. 
Then  riiiee  your  right  foot  liigli  us  your  nose,       ■    .. 
Cut  a  chicken's  lieiid  off,  dru  yon  pass, 
Bow  to  yourself  in  de  lonliiii'  glass; 
Three  siejw  backwnrd,  salute  your  Ma,        >  .      .. 
Over  to  de  left,  tiien  cuicii  u  'leciric  car;     , 
All  yon  niggers,  cut  deni  figgers,  '. 

Dur's  de  Possuui-a-la, 

De  high-toned  coons  all  know,  de  elegant  Btyle  they  sliow. 
All  de  swell  coon  waiters,  hot  potaii>es,  to  de  gals  bow  low; 
Just  leave  dut  razor  home,  anil  throw  dein  cniiidice  far, 
De  cooiijiue  am  not  iu  it,  wlieu  yoa  dance  de  Pussuoi-u-la. 

Cborub. 

Slide  to  de  right,  put  your  hand  on  your  head, 
Malie  a  tlioiisund-diillur  lick,  do  de  pigeoa  tread, 
Trot  on  your  toes,  now  hush  your  talk, 
Ain't  datoooii  got  u  noh'e  walk?  .  ' 

Spin  on  your  iieels,  do  de  bombashay. 
Glide  to  de  front,  i!o  up  dht  way, 
Don't  uet  sickly,  end  ii  quickly,  '^ 

Dur's  de  Pu68um-u-la.  ..;     !" 


^  s  » 


OH,   MY!    JONAH. 
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By  Frank  Addis  Kent 


Come  all,  ye  little  darkies,  and  lords  and  queens  and  marqnls, 

And  listen  to  ii  story  I  »ill  tell: 
The  nian's  name  it  wan  Jonuli.  the  wlmle  said,  "You're  a  goner," 

And  Bwuliowed  him  up  iu  nis  great,  big  bel. 

Chorus. 
"Oh, my!  Jonah,  you're  a  goner  I" 

Tiinl's  wliut  the  old  wlmle  suiil; 
Bui  Joiiiih  wasn't  cranky:  says  lie,  "  I  am  a  Yankee, 

Yuu  bet  I'll  make  him  wisii  that  he  was  dead." 

Now  when  the  whale  saw  Jonah  and  said,  "  You  are  a  goner," 

He  grablied  liiin  liy  his  little  kitikv  Inad; 
Says  lie,  "  You  wicked  sinner,  I'll  liave  yon  for  my  dinner. 

You're  just  aB  black  and  eweet  as  ginger  bread."— (7 /*<;;•(/». 

Now  soon  tliere  was  some  trouble,  the  wlmle  bent  nearly  double. 
Cried,  "My,  oh,  niyl  this  given  me  awful  pain" 

Says  lie,  "I  gncs*  tliis  iiij:j:ei  bus  jiiown  a  trifle  bigger," 
And  so  he  tried  to  get  iiim  out  uguiu.— C/mw-m*-. 

Then  soon  the  whale  grew  giddy:  savs  he,  " My  cbick-a-biddy, 

You've  got  to  get  out  liere,  or  else  I'll  die." 
But  the  more  tlie  wliaie  inei>*ted.  liie  more  old  Jonah  twisted. 

Until  the  mermaids  all  began  lo  cry.  — V hot  us. 

"Oh,  my  t  but  this  is  awful,  I've  got  a  groat  big  jaw-ful," 

Tlie  wliale  cried  out  iu  anuuish,  liorrified. 
"My  oil  and  whalebone  plenty  Id  give  to  you,  McGinty, 

If  you  will  help  uie  gel  that  coon  outside."—  Chorui. 

Then  soon  the  whale  lay  bleedin',  as  if  he  had  been  feedin* 

On  tucks  and  pins  and  nee^iles  all  his  life; 
Buys  he,  "  Yon  wicked  niirter,  you  iiiiiet  liave  pulled  a  trigger, 

Or  cut  uiy  iusides  with  a  curving  knife."— CAon/». 

At  last  the  whale  grew  hazy  and  screamed,  "You  set  me  crazy; 

Say,  nigger,  what  yon  hidln'  in  your  handf "' 
Then  with  a  shriek  and  wail  he,  the  monster  shook  his  tall-ee, 

And  tossed  old  Jonah  up  upon  the  \&u(l.—  Chonti. 

Then  says  the  whale  to  Jonah,  "/nearly  was  a  coner;  :  - 

Wliut  made  you  hurt  me  so,  yon  black  galootf " 
Says  Jonuh,  "Mr.  Wlmle,  you,  yon  didn't  think  I'd  nail  yon; 

You  see  I  Lad  a  razor  in  my  boot."— C Aon/*. 


»  s  ■ 


—All  Fired.— Bloobumper:  "Miss  Tenspot  fired  young  Dfni- 
Hng's  heart,  did  sbe?"  Spatts:  "  Yes;  btit  ber  father  did  much 
better.    He  fired  the  rest  of  Dimling's  anatomy," 


SINCE  MY  BROTHER  GOT  A  JOB 
:  :   IN   UNION   SQUARE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm,  B.  Onij.      ':,■.'•-■■■-,:' 

Vve  an  older  brother  Jack,  and  unless  he  gets  the  sack 

From  the  place  he's  working  at  in  Union  Square. 
He  wili  drive  our  fam'ly  mad,  for  my  mother  and  my  dad 

Now  to  speak  above  a  whisper  do  not  dare. 
Ever  since  lie  went  to  work,  and  became  a  shipping  clerk. 

It's  astonishiiig  to  see  him,  I  declare; 
I'm  as  quiet  as  a  mouse,  and  dread  to  go  inside  the  honte. 

Since  my  brother  got  a  job  iu  Union  Square. 

Chorus. 

For  all  nieht  long  he  roams  aronnd  the  town,     ••  • 

And  comes  lionie  when  lie  likes; 
He's  so  proU'l  that  ev'ry  night  at  supper       .  .  • - 
:y    ;         For  some  pie  and  pudding  he  strikes. 

Now  to  hear  liini  talk,  yon  would  tliinlt  New  York 

Wasn't  big  enongii  lo  live  in,  I  declare; 
And  our  iiome,  that  once  was  bright,  '•■    -'-^tc  • 

Seems  as  dark  as  darkest  night,  ■"    "-. 

Since  my  brother  got  a  }ol>  in  Union  Square.  -... 

I  could  scarce  control  myself,  when  the  brazen  forward  elf, 

Slapped  my  little  sister  Magoie  in  the  face: 
Ton  can  l>el,  if  I  was  strong,  that  he  wouldn't  boss  us  long. 

For  I'd  qnicklv  make  iiim  understand  his  place. 
Just  as  soon  as  I  get  throuuli  with  my  scliool  and  studies,  too, 

I  am  going  to  try  and  get  a  jol)  somewhere; 
And  away  1  mean  to  roam,  for  I  cannot  live  at  home. 

Since  my  brother  got  a  job  in  Union  Square.-  Chorxu. 


'I 
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THERE  ARE    OTHERS,   WILLIE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  E.  Caaey. 


A  fnther  was  giving  his  only  son  some  very  good  advice; 

lie  longed  to  give  the  lad  a  chance,  but  lie  didn't  have  the  price. 

"I  can't  afford  to  send  yon  lo  Yale."  tlie  old  man  began, 

"But  nevertlieless,  dear  Willie,  I'll  do  tiie  liest  I  cau. 

Rememlier  wtmt  I  say.  you'll  find  that  ii  will  pay. 

Don't  think  yuu  know  it  all,  for  there  are  others. 

"There  are  oiiiers,  Willie,  there«re  others;  ^  ■ 

There  are  others,  Willie,  lots  of  others. 
If  you  think  yon  own  tlie  town  tliey'll  surely  call  yon  down. 

For  there's  others,  Willie,  there  are  others.   , 

•"Twas  at  a  picnic,  Willie,  I  met  with  two  charming  girls; 

*TwaB  liard  to  tell  wiiich  I  liked  l>eBt,  ihey  botli  had  such  pretty  corls, 

But  I  WHS  gone  on  Kale  it  seemed,  we  wandered  side  by  side. 

And  jiiBi  for  sport  I  a^ked  iier  to  l>e  my  little  bride. 

She  prompily  answered  no,  and  uben  slie  turned  to  go, 

I  took  sweet  Mamie's  hand  and  said,  there's  others. 

There  are  otiiers,  Willie,  there  are  others; 

Tliere  are  Cillers,  Willie,  lots  of  otiiere. 
Now  Katie  she  was  sweet,  almost  g(>o<l  enough  to  eat. 

But  there's  others,  Willie,  tiiere  are  others. 

There  is  a  dnde,  who  thinks  he^B  all  alone  npon  this  earth  bo  grand. 
And  when  it  comes  lo  eelf-conceit,  I'm  sure  he  tieata  the  bana; 
His  trolly  badly  needs  npaiMiig,  sure,  Guseie  is  a  clerk, 
lie  carries  a  club,  he's  a  duh.  selling  ribbon  is  his  work; 
Be's  an  iiidiii II  for  style,  he  makes  the  girls  all  sniile, 
1  thiuk  lie's  still  living,  but  tliere  are  oiliers.  ■;; 

I'here  are  otiiers,  Willie,  ttiere  are  others; 

Tliere  arc  others,  Willie,  lots  of  others. 
Now  when  lie  goes  to  sleep  no  one  will  ever  weep,  '■     ' 

For  there's  others,  Willie,  there  are  otherB. 

"A  fakir  was  doing  his  best  to  sell  his  bunco  soap. 

Be  praised  it  in  ten  luiignages,  and  said  iliai  it  would  float; 

Tliey  nil  crowded  around  in  wonder,  the  fakir  looked  sad,    .    . 

When  up  came  Mister  Rutien  witli  a  pretty  little  jatr. 

The  i;aiig  commenc'd  to  lauL'li,  they  gave  the  rube  the  gaf^    •       •: 

The  fakir  wlnk'd  his  eye  and  said,  'Der'e  nnders.' 

There  are  others,  Willie,  tliere  are  others; 
V  There  are  others,  Willie,  lots  oF  otiiers;        •.  ■      '    ' 

Now  the  first  man  was  a  jay,  but  It's  safe  to  eay. 

There  are  others,  Willie,  there  are  others." 


1 


—In  Plain  English.— Mrs.  Peck:  "  What  do  you  sit  there  read- 
ing for,  when  I  am  trying  to  tliinit  of  a  word?  Should  I  say  "dis- 
illusioned "  or  "  disillusionized  ?  "  Mr.  N.  Peck:  •'  I  dunno.  Just 
say  '  married,'  and  let  it  go  at  that." 
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Words  and  Music  by  L.  J.  Doyle. 


I  have  a  Utile  sweetlieart,  her  Dnine  is  Nora  McCrea; 

She  works  down  in  the  fuct'ry  and  is  always  cheerful  aod  gay. 

Each  nij^ht  I  no  to  see  her;  I  tell  yoii  It  is  fine. 

For  as  we  sit  together,  I  hold  her  haud  in  uiine. 

Chorus. 
Nora,  I  adore  her,  the  sweetest  gfrl  In  the  town; 
So  wineatae  uud  jiretty,  dressed  in  h«'r  Sunday  fiown. 
And  us  we  eo  walltint!.  tlie  boya  nit  stare  and  euy: 
"Tbere  goes  Danny  Burke  and  dear  little  Nora  McCrea." 

Now  I've  courted  little  Nora  for  just  two  year*  this  May: 
At  first  I  tliought  1  was  cut  out  by  haudKome  Johnnie  McKay; 
But  now  I  know  I've  won  her,  slie's  promised  to  be  luy  bride, 
And  we're  to  be  always  together,  ever  side  by  side. —  Vhorug. 


A    HOME    FOR    TWO. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Le«ter  Bodloe  and  E.  H.  Packard. 


Tliere's  a  rongli  old  cabin  on  a  nioniitain  range  ont  West. 
Where  the  luiuers  get  their  mail  from  those  they  each  love  best; 
M'lny's  the  heart  made  happy  there  by  letters  to  those  men. 
Welcome  lines  from  mothi-r  or  a  loving  sweetheart's  pen. 
Among  those  niugeil  mountaineers  Is  one  of  youthful  face. 
Who  is  a  frequent  culler  at  that  plum  old  postal  pluce; 
For  he  left  a  girl  behind,  she  promistil  to  be  true. 
And  wait  until  he  made  a  stake  to  build  a  home  for  two. 

Eefkain. 
^  Not  a  brown-stone  maneion,  not  a  marble  boll, 
;..  !  Just  a  moilest  cottage,  the  happiest  home  of  all; 
,  -i.     Brightest  hope  of  sweetlieurls,  whose  love  is  really  true, 
Waiting  for  that  Joyful  day  to  build  a  home  for  two. 

With  success  before  him  and  swift  Cupid  for  a  guide. 

Filled  with  bo|>e,  that  lover  worlcs  upon  the  nioiiutuiii  side; 

Fortune  greets  him  with  a  smile,  bis  mine  Is  sure  to  pay. 

While  his  girl  is  wuitiug  for  u  happy  wedding  day. 

Many  a  heart  is  at  her  feet,  rich  suitors  woo  iu  vain. 

But  she  knows  her  working  lad  is  coming  >)ack  ai;ain; 

Soon  they  will  be  married,  fur  the  time  is  nearly  due; 

They  both  will  be  couteutud  iu  a  cozy  home  fur  two.— Jlef rain. 


■    ^  s  » 


I    1; 


The  Belle  of  the  Bonlevard. 
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The  talk  of  New  York,  all  around  the  town. 

Is  the  pretty  little  maldeo  of  the  Boulevard; 
'   Now,  she  is  a  Eirl  of  great  renown. 

The  swells  with  liii  have  tried  to  win  her  heart  so  hard; 
All  the  boys  declare  she  is  a  bird. 

In  society  she  Is  a  card; 
Their  love  they  cannot  bide  It.  and  they  really  have  decided 

She's  the  belle  of  the  Boulevard. 

Caonus. 
Up  to  date,  the  fashion  plate,  congratnlate  sweet  little  Kate, 
This  pretty  maiden,  with  the  twentieth  cenlnry  ways; 

She  can  phuxe  all   the  pop'lar  Bow'ry  pearls,  \ 

And  beautiful  uirls  wiili  curly  curls; 
She's  a  hit  iu  society,  won  notoriety,  belle  of  the  Boulevard. 

To  Guttenbnrg  she  goes  and  blows  her  cash. 

Does  the  pretty  liitle  mulden  of  the  Boulevard; 
And  she  always  has  a  roll  to  flush, 

A  bi|;  sensation,  rtputution,  never  marred. 
Cash  to  Cremate,  and  she  Inirns  it  fast:  J 

While  she's  got  the  stuff  cbe'll  ne'er  retard;  ' 

She  spends  it  and  she  lends  It,  into  circulation  sends  it. 

She's  the  belle  of  the  Boulevard.— 6' /io>««. 

Abroad  she  captured  London  town  with  ease,  '  . 

Did  the  pretty  little  maiden  of  the  Boulevard; 
When  the  chappies  fell  upon  their  Idiees, 

Tills  little  peach  woald  call  them  each  a  dead  Blow  card. 

Paris  also  for  her  was  a  cinch. 

They  declared  to  |>nrt  will)  her  was  bard:  | 

She  says  that  Europe^s  all  a  bluff,  and  that  New  York  is  good  enough 

For  the  belle  of  the  Boulevard.— 6'Ao>-h«. 
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Words  and  Music  by  William  Jerome. 


A  lad  sat  on  his  mother's  knee,  his  eyes  with  tears  were  dim; 
He  lold  about  a  quarrel  which  his  sweetheart  bad  with  him. 
Bis  mother  listened  for  a  while,  then  kissed  his  tears  away; 
She  smoothed  her  durling's  tresses,  and  onto  him  did  say: 

Refrain. 

"  There  are  other  sweethearts,  other  eyes  of  blue;  <       ..  ' 

There  are  other  golden  curls  waiting,  lad,  for  yon. 
Mother's  love  is  faltlifiil,  that  can  ne'er  be  bought; 
There's  just  as  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever,  lad,  were  caught." 

When  older  grown,  he  often  thought  of  mother's  words  so  true, 
For  one  he  loved  had  left  his  side,  as  sweethearts  often  do; 
But,  fond  and  faithful  to  the  last,  his  mother  passed  away. 
And  often  on  life's  journey  lie  seems  to  hear  her  My.—Jiifrain. 


When  Love's  Sweet  Dream  Is  O'er. 

Copyright,  1S96,  by  Spauldiug  A  Gray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Hnnlc  of  this  Sonir,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, pout-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.UOA  132  Park  Kow.  New  York;  or  85  A  87  E.  Mnrtliion  St.Chlcafro. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cntalotrue  of  Sonirs.  Soni;  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Gray. 


In  ev'ry  life,  through  ev'ry  heart  a  dream  of  love  will  pass. 

For  ev'ry  lass  must  love  a  lad,  and  ev'ry  bid  a  lass; 

When  love  is  king  love's  song  we  sing,  for  one  we  most  adore; 

But  what  a  change  comes  over  us  when  love's  sweet  dream  is  o'er! 

When  love's  sweet  dream  is  o'er,  when  love  Is  king  no  more. 

All  aching  heart,  the  tears  will  start,  and  dim  those  eyes  once  bright; 

And  all  for  love  are  traces  of,  a  weary,  restless  night; 

The  bobolink's  sweet  song,  it  fails  to  cheer  you  as  of  yore. 

Oh,  what  a  burden  life  becomes,  when  love's  sweet  dream  is  o'erl 

Beside  a  window  Bits  a  maid  with  rose-red  blushing  cheeks. 

Her  life  is  one  sweet  dream  of  love,  so  ev'ry  action  speaks: 

Ere  long  we  miss  tliat  rose-red  blush,  those  cheeks  so  proudly  wore — 

A  weury,  broken  heart  soon  tells  that  love's  sweet  dream  Is  o'er; 

Tliat  love's  sweet  dream  is  o'er,  that  love  is  kini;  no  more. 

Where  once  the  smile  of  ecstasy  illumed  a  girlish  face. 

Where  once  sweet  songs  of  love  were  beard,  now  sighs  hold  forth  in  place: 

Two  sparkling  eyes  that  beamed  with  joy  are  beaming  now  no  more, 

Her  golden  hours  of  life  have  flown,  for  love's  sweet  dream  is  o'er. 


FAITHLESS   WIFE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Will  F.  McNulty. 


Beneath  a  tree  In  the  old  church  yard 

I  saw  a  man  kneel  in  prayer; 
I  paused  to  see  if  bis  face  I  knew. 

And  wondered  what  brought  him  there. 
Bis  eyes  were  bleared  and  tearful. 

He  rose  to  turn  away; 
Again  he  kneeled  o'er  a  new-made  grave. 

And  thus  I  heard  liim  pray: 
*'Oiir  Father  wlio  art  in  Heav'n  above, 

Hul lowed  be  tliy  name. 
Thy  kingdom  come,  tliy  will  be  done." 

He  'rose  and  went  away. 
*Twaa  then  his  face  I  saw. 

And  his  story  well  I  knew. 
Of  a  man  whose  heart  was  broken 

By  a  wife  who  was  untrue: 
She  robl>ed  him  of  bis  love  and  home. 

Cursed  and  wrecked  his  life. 
He  returns  to-day  to  kneel  and  pray 

O'er  the  grave  of  a  faithless  wife. 

"  I'm  only  a  poor  old  tramp,"  he  sigiied. 

As  he  wiped  away  a  tear; 
"  I've  come  to  pray  o  er  a  lonely  grave. 

My  sweetheart  sleejieth  here. 
Yes.  once  she  was  my  sweetheart. 

But  Hint  was  long  nno. 
Before  love's  vows  were  broken,  sir. 

Anil  I  a  tramp  was  known." 
Our  Father  who  art  in  Ileav'u  above,  etc. 


— A  Wise  CLild. — Mamina:  "  Gracious!  How  dirty  your  bands 
are.  You  never  saw  my  liniids  that  dirty."  Elsie  (aged  9):  "  No, 
mamma;  but  I  'spect  grun'ma  did." 
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SHE  WAS   NOT   TO    BLAME. 
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Words  by  Beaate  MltobeU.    Music  by  Lottie  GUson. . 


Tn  Hie  inmmer'8  twilielit  stood  a  f«ir  yonng  gir), 

Waiting  for  her  lover,  ail  her  niiud  u-wliirl;  ■.'■■»  * 

Suilden'd  tlioiighte  o'ercanie  lier,  tears  her  eyelid8  wet, 
Back  to  bim  ehe'd  give  the  riu^,  though  her  weddiug  day'd  been  Bet. 
She'd  received  a  letter  which  luude  all  her  love  grow  cold- 
er another's  shame  and  misery  the  crampled  missive  told. 
She'd  tell  him  to  repair  the  wrong;  she  could  uot  feel  the  same; 
Forever  they  most  eay  good-bye,  yet  ahe  was  not  to  blame. 

REFium. 
She  gave  him  back  the  ring  she  loved  eo  dear. 
And  his  picture  which  t>be  always  to  her  heart  kept  very  near; 
All  was  o'er  between  them,  she'd  ne'er  bear  his  name: 
Their  paths  in  life  must  lie  apart,  but  she  was  uot  to  blame. 

With  this  secret  known,  I  could  not  be  your  wife; 

Nelly's  claim  comes  first,  be  true  to  her  for  life;  . 

Years  ago  you  loved  licr,  as  you  now  love  me— 

Hill  go  Imck  and  wed  her  now,  from  my  heart  I  set  you  free. 

In  this  letter  I  have  read  your  perfidy,  disurace; 

When  1  knew  you'd  own  another's  lieart  my  love  flew  all  apace. 

Ilere,  take  the  ring  to  one  wliose  life  'twill  always  ehield  from  shame — 

She  never  would  recall  the  words,  for  she^vas  not  to  blame.— .ffefroin. 


♦  >  » 


LINDY,    DOES  YOU    LOVE    ME? 
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Words  by  Dan  W.  Quinn.    Music  by  J.  A.-SUberberg. 

Oh,  Licdy,  dls  is  what  I  want  to  know: 
Does  you  still  love  me? 
.        For  if  you  do,  we'll  go  and  see  de  show. 

Yes,  gid,  hustle  on. 
,  A  ■     There's  gwiiie  to  be  a  lively  time  to-night, 
Um,  uni,  believe  me; 
We'll  show  dem  other  colored  people  there 
That  you  and  me  are  out  ob  sight,  oh t 

Chorus. 

Lindy,  now  does  yon  love  me?  Lindy,  jess  come  and  hug  me; 

Don't  you  see  I'm  wild  with  joy. 
Lord  knows  I  love  yon  dearly,  goodness,  don't  yon  see  it  Clearly, 

I'se  your  honey  boy. 


Oh,  Lindy,  don't  yoa  monkey  wid  a  coon. 

If  you  does  love  mc; 
For  sure's  you  born,  dar's  blood  on  de  moon, 

Yes,  gal,  liiistle  on. 
Oh,  get  right  in  and  cut  de  pigeon  wing, 

Um,  iim,  yoa  hear  me; 
Den  we'll  all  join  hands  and  every  one  wil'.  sing. 

What  a  glorious  time  we'll  have,  oh\— Chorus. 


•  a  » 


There  Was  No  Bridegroom  There. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  O.  L.  Spauldlng. 


The  wedding  feast  was  ready,  all  the  friends  assembled  there, 

And  ev'ry  one  was  eager  to  congratulate  the  pair; 

The  fragrance  of  the  flowers  filled  the  room  in  ev'ry  nook, 

Wiiile  close  at  hand  the  preacher  stood,  awaiting  with  his  book.  .  '       .  '    . 

Up  stairs  the  bride  was  ready,  looking  like  a  queen  of  night. 

With  orange  bluseoms  in  her  huir,  and  jewels  t'hiniug  bright; 

She  sat  lieslde  a  window,  a  picture  nf  despair. 

That  plaiuly  told  the  waiting  friends  tiiere  was  no  bridegroom  there. 

Reprain. 
There  was  no  bridegroom  there,  there  was  no  bridegroom  there;   - 
Love's  cruel  dart  had  pierced  licr  lieart  with  sorrow,  pain  and  care. 
Her  dream  of  wedded  joy  was  now  a  grief  to  bear, 
, .  Compelled  by  fate  to  hope  and  wait,  for  there  was  no  bridegroom  there. 

The  moon's  bright  rays  were  beaming  through  the  window  soft  and  clear, 

Where  weary  hearts  were  waiting  for  a  bridegroom  to  appear; 

With  tender  words  they  sweetly  soothed  her  pain  and  wonnded  pride. 

And  told  her  be  would  surely  cnme  and  claim  her  for  his  bride. 

"Perhaps  he  has  deserted,"  some  one  wlile|)ered  to  her  low. 

"Oh  no,"  she  answered  softly,  "  for  we  love  each  other  so."  '-;  -  :::■.■•■  ;■ 

They  waited  all  the  night  long,  her  joy  or  pain  to  share. 

But  when  the  morning  sun  arose,  there  was  no  bridegroom  there.— Se/rain. 


Mother  0*G-rady  of  Mulberry  Bend. 
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Words  and  Music  by  William  Jerome. 


In  a  part  of  the  city  that's  not  very  pretty, 

A  pliice  they  call  Mull>erry  Bend, 
Lives  mother  O'Grady,  an  old  Iri^h  lady,  ',    * 

Well  known  there  as  ev'ry  one's  friend.  -'     ' 

Always  doing  kind  favors  amonu  iicr  jioor  neighbors. 

Her  sweet  face  can  daily  be  found; 
Sad  liearis  are  made  ligiiter,  and  homes  are  made  brighter. 

When  mother  O'Grady  comes 'round.  ^  ;1.    ■ 

Refrain.                  '    '    '  .  '■'.'>-■ 

She's  ev'ry  one's  friend  ill  Mulberry  Bend,  !' 

On  her  sympathy  all  can  depend;  ,_•'■  - 

If  nil  angel's  on  earth,  of  sweetness  and  worth,  -'i 

It's  mother  O'Grady  of  Mulberry  Bend. 

To  the  sick  and  the  needy  her  visits  are  speedy. 

They  lift  up  their  eyes  when  sheV  near; 
They  know,  in  their  sadness,  she  brings  tlietn  such  gladness. 

And  something  to  comfort  and  cheer. 
All  the  bailies  go  to  her,  'tis  long  since  they  knew  her. 

Her  heart  with  good-nature  o'erflows.  .     ,•...■    ■•;. 

In  her  laugh  so  ringing  the  birds  yon  liear  singing,    ....   .       ' 

There's  brightuees  wherever  she  goes.— i/^>  atn. 

All  the  children  flock  'round  her.  so  glad  when  they've  fonnd  her. 

The  orphans  to  her  home  she  takes; 
Slie  hushes  their  cryiiiL'  and  comforts  their  sighing. 

For  them  how  her  dear  old  heart  aches. 
When  the  neiglibors  'round  meet  her,  witli  blessiiigs  they  greet  her. 

She's  loved  by  the  big  and  the  small; 
The  girls  they  adore  iier,  the  boys  would  fit:ht  for  her, 

A  helping  hand  she  has  for  all.— //«/■» ain.  ., .         . -,        ♦ 


'Twas  a  Sad  Trip  Coming  Back 
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Words  and  Musiu  hy  Gu'cie  L.  Davis. 


Jim  Wilson  was  the  cashier  in  a  s.ivings  blink  uptown,  i 

Where  he  used  to  iiaiidle  oilier  jieopie's  wealth;  I 

One  day  he'd  taken  all  the  cash  that  he  saw  loose  around,  j 

And  to  Europe  took  a  tri|>  just  for  his  liealth.  i 
The  peojile  wouldn't  stanti  it,  so  detectives  tiiere  were  sent,          •        ' 

And  then  very  soon  I  hey  were  upon  his  ItacU;  ,  j 

Tliey  collared  liim  and  all  the  money  that  he  had  not  spent,  I 

And  to  him  it  was  a  sad  trip  coming  back.  -  | 

Refrain. 

'Twas  a  sad  trip  coming  back,  'twns  a  sad  trip  coming  back; 
Just  for  sucli  a  little  thing  he  got  five  years  in  Sing  Sing; 

'Twas  a  sad  trip  coming  back.  ■   ■--. 

.  [\ 
A  maid  once  to  the  seaside  went,  to  spend  the  summer  there,  .  ^  j 

Where  she  pictured  she  would  be  the  reigniiit:  lielle;  , '      .  , 

She  thought  she'd  catch  a  nobleman,  or  else  a  millionaire,  /•>  ( 

Or  'most  anything,  so  long  as  it  was  swell.  ",       •■   :.    i 

The  season  now  is  ended,  and  tlie  maiden  lias  rclnrncd,         -    .'-    '"      i; 

And  no  liusband  now  she's  left  upon  the  rack; 
For  hoard  she  lilowed  tlie  money  that  she  worked  so  hard  and  earned. 

And  to  her  it  was  a  Bud  trip  coming  back. 

-  ■.:"'-['    -.':'  Refrain.    '■■  .■.-r<'---^-'..  ■:'  .•    .-''-   '   ' 

'Twas  a  sad  trip  coming  back,  'iwas  a  sad  trip  coining  back; 
Now  she's  gone  back  to  her  trade,  making  hash,  a  kitchen  maid; 
'Twas  a  sad  trip  coming  back. 

'■    ■■■  ■'■  •  -■    '  '■'  ■■■   ■  ■   •  '-...•(' 

My  mother-in-law  was  taken  111  three  weeks  ago,  and  died;  .    '  j 

I  invile<l  all  the  neighbors  to  the  wake;  •  '.    '  ; 

I  bought  some  lovely  flowers  and  a  pillow,  " Rest  in  Peace  " —  ■].- 

'Twas  the  finest  work  tlie  florist  here  could  make.  •"-■..    j 

We  took  her  to  tlie  graveyard  and  the  fun'ral  rites  were  read,  "' 

And  we  then  prepared  to  plant  her  in  the  groui:d:  -\. ;  i 

Tlien  next  we  heard  her  kicking,  and  up  flew  tlie  coffin  Hd—  ■     "  "j 

She'd  been  only  in  a  trance,  as  we  soon  found.           . :  _^.,      ■.,  ;.;..'4- 

Refrain. 

'Twas  a  sad  trip  coming  linck,  'twas  a  sad  trip  coming  back; 
All  the  mourners  laughed  with  glee,  but  tiiere  was  no  laugh  in  me; 
'Twas  a  sad  trip  coming  back. 


— "Do  you  believe  in  second  sight?"  inquired  Teepee  Tom. 
"  Not  fur  this  part  of  tlie  country."  replied  Derringer  Dan.  "  Ye 
wanter  shoot  the  fust  time  ye  squints  over  the  barrel,  or  yer  li'ble 
notter  git  a  chance  ter  squeeze  the  trigger  at  all." 


i*^ 
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Worda  and  MuMc  by  William  Jerome. 


My  Bteady  girl  is  not  tlie  kiiul  tlic y  citi!;  nlioiit  nowadays, 
Willi  eyes  tif  blue  and  t;<>l<leii  liair  iliiic  poets  love  to  praiM; 
S)ie''s  not  HS  pretty  as  a  picture  lianciii^  on  the  wttlt, 
For  if  sLe  was,  I'd  reully  have  no  love  for  lier  ut  all. 

Refrain. 

My  girl  is  a  plain  K'rl,  my  girl  isn't  rroixl, 

Slie's  just  wiiat  you'd  call  a  fair  lookini;  c\t\,  a  ph)  that  woald  past  In  a  crowd; 

Site's  not  an  lintel  from  heaven,  slie'il  not  cet  your  lirain  iu  a  whirl; 

Site's  a  good,  bright,  all  right,  plain  little  ev'ry-duy  girl. 

Site's  just  the  kind  of  girl  to  nialse  yon  hnppy  all  the  white; 

She  never  makes  you  jealous,  for  on  oihers  site  won't  smile; 

A  little  dear.  Kood,  lioiiie-t!irl  of  tlie  sort  yoti  read  about. 

And  that's  the  reason,  all  the  time,  Lt-r  praises  I  mast  sliout.— ^^/rain. 

She's  pure  cold,  eliililcen  cnrnt,  and  that's  good  enough  for  me; 
She  never  puts  on  any  airs  like  other  girls  >oii  see; 
Her  heiirt  she  gnve  iiie  loui;  ago,  and  1  Inivc  btiiiuht  tite  ring, 
Aiid  wlieu  1  place  it  ou  her  finger  you  will  lieur  me  Bxug-.—Ji^rain. 


<  e  »    I 


Some  Things  Are  Better  Left  Unsaid. 
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Worda  by  Chos.  H.  Hoyt.    Mtmlc  by  Richard  StahL 


I  know  a  little  song  about  the  topics  of  the  day;  f 

Do  you  want  to  liear  the  rect,  or  shall  I  t<l(>p* 
Of  people  and  of  late  events  I  ve  lots  of  tliiiii;e  to  say; 

Do  you  want  to  liear  the  rest,  or  shall  I  stop? 
I  may  he  someivhat  personal,  I  may  be  somewhat  sharp. 
On  topics  we've  (Ii8eiii>sed  liefore  I  may  he  prone  to  liarp; 
1  may,  at  times,  lie  ci  liiciil — in  fncr,  inciineil  to  carp— 
Do  you  want  to  liear  the  rest,  or  shall  I  stopt 

CaoRiTs. 
Some  things  are  lutier  left  unsaid. 
Carefully  consliier  before  yi>ii  go  ahead; 
Sometinies  a  simp'u  him  in  Ijext, 
Take  the  liiut  and  lit  iuiugination  do  the  rest. 

The  "fin-de-siecle"  maiden  la  a  subject  much  discussed; 

Do  you  want  to  iiear  the  rest,  or  siiail  1  stop? 
I  hate  to  talk  about  her,  but  in  eoii^s  like  tliU  I  must; 

Do  yon  want  to  hear  the  reft,  or  shiill  I  st<>|i? 
On  liicycle  .\ou  see  lier  nint  you  kntiw  her  at  a  glance. 
Already  she's  ili!<citi'dt'(l  skirls  anil  wears  »liiit  che  calls  pantS; 
How  will  she  ilret>s  iii  xt  year,  if  r<lie  continues  to  advance? 

Do  you  want  tu  lieur  the  rest,  or  shall  1  eiopi—C/tcn'us. 

I  called,  tliis  afternoon,  upon  some  friends  wlio  own  a  dog; 

Do  you  waul  to  hear  the  rest,  or  shall  I  slop? 
He  knows  me  well  in  daylight,  liut  lie  diilu  t  in  tlie  fog; 

Do  you  want  to  liear  tiie  rest,  or  shail  1  ciop? 
He  took  nie  l>y  the  troiiKers  and  tiiere  was  the  deuce  to  pay; 
I  thought  he  was  in  earliest,  Init  they  tnld  nic  it  was  play! 
At  any  rate,  I  noilced  my  suspi-nders  giving  way— 

Do  you  want  to  hear  the  rest,  or  shall  1  stop?— 6'Aoruf. 

There  was  once  a  liitle  maiden,  came  to  New  York  on  a  trip; 

Do  you  want  to  know  the  rest,  or  shall  I  stop? 
Her  cheeks  tvere  like  the  roses,  sliu'il  a  pout  upon  ber  lip; 

Do  yon  want  to  l«iiow  tlie  rest,  or  sliall  I  slop? 
Her  uolilen  hnir  liiing  down  her  buck  the  night  nlie  struck  Broadway, 
Since  then  she's  heeii  lo  Hurlem,  likewise  to  Avenue  A; 
She's  all  around  the  town  to-night.,  I  fear  site's  Coiue  to  Stay, 

And  her  guldeu  huir  is  lianging  down  lier  back, 

Chobi-s. 
Some  Boiigs  are  better  left  niisiiiie. 
Some  Hoiiuit  are  liefter  w  hen  they're  young; 
Sometimes  a  little  liint  is  Ix-st, 
Take  the  hint  aud  let  iiuaginution  do  the  rest.  " 

I  played  a  cftme  of  poker  witli  a  man  from  Illinoia; 

Do  you  want  to  know  the  rest,  or  shall  I  stop? 
He  didn't  know  the  game,  so  w  ith  his  Hhekels  I  did  toy; 

Do  you  want  to  know  liie  rest,  or  shall  I  stop? 
At  last  there  came  a  big  jack-pot,  which  ended  up  the  fan; 
He  opened  it,  I  drew  four  cards,  and  who  do  >oii  think  won? 
As  I  dealt  I  drew  four  aces,  but.,  oh  Lord,  he  drew  a  gun  I 

Do  you  want  to  know  the  rest,  or  sliall  I  stop?— l»f  U/tOrut. 

Two  very  well-known  pugilists  remarked  the  other  night — 

Do  you  want  to  know  tli«  rest,  or  shall  I  stop? 
That  under  certain  circumstances  they  would  lie  glad  to  flght; 

Do  you  want  to  know  the  rest,  or  shall  I  stop? 
Two  active  young  reporters  ciime  around  to  get  tiie  news; 
They  aoked  the  flghliiii:  nien  to  talk,  and  neither  did  refuse; 
It  took  just  seven  pages  to  produce  their  Inierview. 

Do  yuu  want  to  know  the  rest,  or  shall  I  stop?— 1«^  Chonu.       < 


My  Little  Polly^s  a  "Peach." 
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Worda  and  Music  by  Qeo.  H.  Cohan. 


My  heart's  pierced  by  love's  dart,  for  I  have  a  sweetheart. 

And  one  to  be  proud  of,  I'm  sure; 
Tiiere's  no  girl  that's  sweeter,  I  wish  yon  could  meet  her. 

For  all  kiniis  of  lilues  she's  a  cure. 
I  love  her  so  dearly,  I'm  crazy,  or  nearly; 

Her  smiles  they  are  worih  fortunes  each. 
And  wlien  we  go  straying,  I  hear  the  boys  saying 

That  my  little  Pully'8  a  "peach." 

Chorus. 
She's  the  girl  I  dream  about,  I  think  the  world  of  Polly; 
Site's  the  girl  I  never  doubt,  slie's  not  a  case  of  "jolly." 
If  you  saw  her,  in  your  heart  a  tender  spot  slie'd  reach; 
Sweet  as  the  rest  of  them,  good  as  the  best  of  them,  Polly's  a  "peach.' 

'    There's  something  about  her,  I  can't  do  without  her, 

Of  no  one  hut  Polly  I  talk; 
I  call  on  Iter  Sunday,  and  sometimes  on  Monday, 

And  then  we  go  out  for  a  walk.  " 

I  know  that  her  Ma  will  agree,  ir  tier  Pa  will. 

And  I  think  that  lie'll  be  enticed. 
To  let  little  Polly  just  jump  on  a  trolley  with  me, 

To  go  down  and  get  spliced."— 6' /i(»-t/«. 


YEVETTE. 
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Worda  and  Hualc  by  John  L.  Golden. 


I  want  to  tell  of  a  sweet  mamselle,  a  gay  coquette; 
She's  on  the  stage,  site's  all  the  raue,  her  name's  Yevette; 

She  comes  from  far  across  the  sea. 

She's  French,  as  French  as  French  ran  l>e. 

And  that  is  just  what  tr<iul>le8  me  Yevette. 
A  stack  of  gold,  so  I  am  told,  is  paid  Yevette, 
For  which  she  chants  what's  called  in  France  a  "chansonette.'* 

Folks  nudge  and  wink  and  say,  "  How  nicel " 

Yet  I  must  sit  as  cold  ns  ice; 

I  can't  "  comprenavoo  "  your  Spice,  Yevette. 
Oh,  Yevetlel   oh,  Yevette! 
You  are  the  Spiciest  iiiiportntion 
Sent  from  gay  "  Paree"  as  yet;  '      .. 

Ton  swing  your  arms  like  titat,  my  lieart  L'Oes  pit-a-pat, 
Aud  oh,  how  I  wouder  what  ou  earth  you're  driviug  atl  .     '       -  > 

Chorcs.  .       * 

Oh,  Yevette!  oh,  Yevette! 

I  understand  no  word  of  what  yon  Bay; 
And  so,  you  little  pet,  Yevette, 
I'll  die  with  one  legret,  Yevette,  , 

I  cauuot  "Parley-voo  Fransay." 

I  went  to  hear  her,  and  I  sat  In  tlie  parket;  , 

When  she  appeared  I  yelled  out  loud,  "Bravo,  Yevettel*'  / 

Anil  then  I  gave  a  knowing  nudge 

At  a  fat  Frenchiitan,  wlio  diiin't  budte: 

I'd  have  lilm  know  that  I  Coiild  judge  Yevette. 
She  sang  a  funny  thing  about  a  "  P<im-de-tenr," 
And  then  she  looked  so  iiaufliiy  that.  I  do  declare, 

I  laughed  out  loud  in  knowing  glee. 

And  yelled  until  I  couldn't  see. 

When  the  fat  Fiencltman  gritbl)ed  linid  of  me— right  there. 
Oh,  Yevettet  oh,  Yevettel 
Now  how  the  deuce  was  I  to  know 
'i'liat  "pom-de-tear"  meant  p<itatoe? 
He  swung  his  arms  like  that,  my  heart  went,  pit-a-pat; 
The  next  1  remember  was,  that  in  the  mud  I  aiit.—Choru*. 

'Twas  after  nine  I  went  to  dine  at  a  buffet: 

I  asked  the  waitress,  "What's  your  name?"  Said  she,  "Yevette." 

I  started  1  I  was  scarce  to  hiame. 

For  there  was  that  confoumled  name. 

Though,  to  l>e  sure,  'twas  not  the  same  Yevette. 
An  ideal  I  have  got  a  chance  I'll  use.  you  betl  ' 

I'll  spring  a  few  French  plirascs  on  this  young  Qriaette. 

I  said,  "MongBhare-Doiina-Miidoo  puiu?" 

She  uave  a  look  of  deep  disdain, 

Aud  something  struck  my  head  like  rain— 'twas  wet. 
Ob,  Yevette!  oh,  Yeveitel 
She  held  a  plate  of  soup,  yon  see. 
She  dropp4-d  the  whole  durii  thing  on  me; 
Slie  swung  Iter  arms  like  that,  my  heart  went  pit-a-pat, 
Wheu  she  said,  "Come  oft  yer  percii,  you  don't  know  where  you're  at." — Cho. 


— Mistress:  "  Bridget,  dUi^'ou  give  llie  goldfisli  fresli  water  tliis 
morninc:?  "  Bridget:  '>Pliwal'8  tli'  use,  mum?  TLey  didn't  drinit 
phwut  bi  gev  ibim  yi^rday."  -  .  -■ 


•*•■■  .*' '. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


.! 


,.■ 


Down  in  Johnson's  cellar  meets  de  ringtail  colored  band; 
D«y  turn  out  just  once  a  weelc,  make  all  de  uoiee  dey  can. 
Dey  all  luarcli  on  so  stiff  and  guy. 
Don't  say  a  word;  get  out  ob  de  way, 

Fo' (ley  own  de  town  uiauy  miles  around,    -•  "  .. 

When  de  baud  lurue  out. 

Chorus. 

Den  oh,  my  honey,  kiss  me  nice,  kiss  ipe  twice; 
Uin-nni,  honey,  come  again  juet  de  same. 
Den  you  see  de  niggers  get  in  line  and  shape  der  figures, 
When  de  ringtail  colored  baud  begins  to  play. 

Taller  gals  all  'long  dc  line  are  dressed  up  for  to  kill; 
When  dcv  hear  dat  music  cliiuie  dey  really  can't  keep  still, 
While  eb'ry  coon,  whose  cane  can  twirl. 
Den  innrclies  front  with  his  honey  giil; 
All  de  kids  in  de  street  dey  get  lost  fo' a  week,  .^  .. 

Wliende  baud  turns  out.— 6' Aoruf.  t' 


-.■ 


I    LOVE    YOU    YET. 
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.'•     ••     r  Words  and  Music  by  Monroe  H.  Roeenfeld.         ■■        ;,  '■ 


You  said  yon  loved  me  better  than  I  knew, 

Bntahl  you  know  you  spoke  untrue; 
Yonr  lieart  was  faithless  and  your  love  was  false. 

And  yet  I  loved,  I  loved  but  you. 
You  claimed  me  as  your  liappy  bride. 
You  pressed  ine  to  your  loving  side; 
You  took  my  hand  wllhiu  your  own. 
And  vowed  you  loved  but  me  alone.      . 
But  ah!  you  little  dreani'd  I  knew 
That  you  were  faithless  and  untrue. 

Chorus. 
And  now  I  wander  sad  and  lone,  the  past  a  drear  and  vain  regret. 
And  tho'  your  many  vows  were  broken,  I  cannot  help,  I  love  yon  yet. 

"I  loved  you  better  than  yon  knew,  maclirce" — 
Those  were  the  words  you  spoke  to  me. 

And  tlio' I  thought  you  loved  me  as  you  said, 
I  knew  tliat  this  could  never  be.  ;• 

■ .—         For  woman's  heart  is  not  a  toy,  .'.■..    . 

-  One  deed  her  love  will  oft  destroy; 

I  saw  you  kiss  another's  lips, 

LiUe  bee,  which  Stolen  honey  sips.  ;    ;     ' 

And  ahl  yon  little  dream'd  1  knew  -         -       -. 

That  yon  were  faithless  and  untrue.— CAotm*. 
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ARRAH,    GO    ON. 
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Words  and  Music  by  FeUz  McOIennou. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  V.  Long. 


i!  -■ 


In  a  cozy  little  cottage  sat  a  couple  old  aud  gray, 

A  Are  in  tlie  hearth  was  burning  bright, 
Thffc  a  letter  they  were  reading  from  their  son  who  went  astray; 

He  left  tlicm  on  one  cold  aud  wint'ry  niglit: 
Dis  companions,  whom  were  evil,  liad  him  forge  his  father's  uame; 

The  parent,  in  his  anger,  wished  him  dead: 
But  the  son  had  since  repented,  aud  this  letter  home  bad  come, 
Aud  to  his  wife  these  words  the  old  man  read : 

Chorus.  -     ' 

Let  me  take  my  place  at  liome  again, 
■       Buck  iiniong  the  dearest  friends  of  all. 

Back  to  mother's  dear  caress,  and  your  old  age  I  will  bless. 
Then  let  uie  take  my  place  at  home  again. 

Kow  the  old  man  wonid  not  listen  to  tlie  pleadings  of  his  boy. 

The  dear  old  mother's  health  soon  gave  away. 
For  her  heart  was  sadly  pining  for  her  son,  her  only  Joy, 

Who  left  them  in  both  sorrow  and  dismay; 
One  night  as  they  were  silling  by  their  cozy  fireside. 

The  (loii  was  bronglit  in  pale  and  ill  from  need. 
Then  the  father  he  forgave  htm,  and  with  joy  the  mother  cried, 

Aud  now  my  lad  no  louger  has  to  plead: 

Chorus. 
•  •  ■  Let  me  take  my  place  at  home  again, 
'..       Back  among  the  dearest  friends  of  all, 

>:-V.    Back  to  mother's  dear  caress,  and  your  old  age  I  will  blest, 
Then  let  me  take  my  place  at  home  again. 


I'm  a  dacent  young  colleen  just  over  from  Ireland, 

And  all  of  the  hoys  seem  to  run  after  me: 
Sure,  they  think  'kuse  I'm  Irish  there's  green  in  my  optic,    ■ 

But,  faiih,  tliere's  no  green  in  my  eye,  you  can  see. 
I  know  which  from  whether,  and  this  from  the  other; 

I  know  their  decaviu',  deliidherin'  way — 
And  so,  when  they  come  wid  their  coaziu'  and  maehin', 

I  only  wink  at  them  and  to  them  I  say: 

Chorus.  .    , 

"Arrah,  goont  you're  simply  tuziu'l 
'Pon  my  word,  you're  something  awful! 

Lave  iiie  alouel  you're  mighty  pluzin';  Arrahl  go  'way,  go  on; 
Go  wid  ye,  go  'way;  go  wid  ye,  go  'way,  go  out  " 

There's  wan  of  them  carries  up  bricks  to  the  mortar. 

He  tells  me  he  has  a  fine  ginilenian's  siiop: 
For  all  he's  got  to  do  is  to  climb  np  the  ladder. 

And  the  work  is  all  done  by  the  man  at  the  top. 
He  says  it's  himself  cud  keep  nie  like  a  lady; 

He's  "  wan-wan  "  a  week,  aud  he's  overtime,  too; 
He  swears  I  can  have  his  "  wan-wan  "  if  I'll  marry. 

But  1  only  laugh  aud  then  say,  "  Wir-rae-truel  "—Chorus. 

Another  wan  is  a  big  lump  nf  a  p'licemnn. 

He's  not  long  from  Ireland,  liis  name  is  Mick  Lynn;  ;. 

And  he  swears  if  lie  sees  any  others  come  niashin', 

Bedad  and  begorrat  he'll  run  them  all  in. 
He's  give  me  a  watch— I  can  guess  where  he  got  It, 

For  he's  on  night  duty;  he  sees  me  l)y  <lay. 
He  swars  to  be  true,  a  big  oath  on  his  truncheon,   .  - 

But  I  only  Ink  at  his  feet  and  I  say:— C'Aoru*. 


':i 


^  t  m 


BETTER    THAN    GOLD. 
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;....'•  .  vx.   Words  and  Mu8lc  by  Charles  K.  Harris.      V.-'     •■:;   ■...<■ 

In  a  Pullman  palace  smoker  sat  a  number  of  bright  men, 

You  could  tell  that  they  were  drummers,  nothing  seemed  to  trouble  them. 

When  up  spoke  a  liandsoine  fellow,  "  Come,  let's  have  a  story,  boyu, 

Something  that  will  help  to  pass  the  time  away." 

"  I  will  tell  yon  how  we'll  manage,"  said  a  briglit  knight  of  the  grip, 

"Let  us  have  three  wishes,  something  good  and  true; 
We  will  give  friend  Bob  the  first  chance,  he's  the  oldest  gathered  here  "— 
Then  they  listened  to  a  wish  that's  always  new: 

Chorus. 
.  "^       .*' Juet  to  be  a  child  again  at  mother's  knee,        .      • 

Just  to  hear  her  sing  the  name  old  melody,  . 

Just  to  hear  her  speak  ill  loving  sympathy, 

Just  to  kiss  her  lips  again,  ;" 

Just  to  have  hir  fondle  me  with  tender  care. 

Just  to  feel  her  dear,  soft  fingers  through  my  hair. 

There  is  no  wisli  in  tills  world  that  can  compare. 

Just  to  be  a  child  at  mother's  knee." 

There  they  sat,  those  jolly  drummers,  not  a  sound  that  moment  heard. 

While  their  tears  were  slowly  falling,  there  was  no  man  spoke  a  word. 

For  the  ineniories  of  their  childhood  days  had  loiiched  their  dear  kind  hearts. 

When,  as  children,  they  had  played  at  mother's  knee. 

Then  at  last  the  spell  was  broken  by  another  traveling  man,  ^ 

"Your  attention  for  a  moment  1  do  crave;  --   •        '.'  . 

I  will  tell  you  of  one  precious  thing,  so  dear  to  one  and  all, 

'Tis  a  wish  we  long  for  to  the  very  grave; 

-  Chorus. 

.■      Just  enoughxif  gold  to  keep  me  all  my  days, 
• .    ,   ..  r  /  Just  enough  with  which  some  starving  soul  to  eave, 
■      :J     ■   •::  Juet  enough  1  wieh  to  help  me  on  my  way, 
•: ,  .  '  Juet  enough  to  happy  be, 

Juet  enough  to  know  I'll  ne'er  be  poor  again. 
Just  euongli  to  drive  away  all  sorrow's  pain. 
You  may  wish  for  many  things,  but  all  in  vain. 
Give  to  me  what  precious  gold  can  buy." 

The  conductor,  passing  through  the  train,  stopped  in  the  smoking-car; 

He  had  grown  quite  interested  in  the  stories  told  so  far — 

*■  Please  txcnse  my  iuterruption,  hut  I  listened  with  delight 

To  your  wishes,  both  of  them  so  good  and  true; 

Yet  there  is  a  wish  that's  dearer,  belter  far  than  glittering  gold. 

Though  a  simple  one  perhaps  you  all  will  say,  .'    ^ 

'Tis  a  longing  that  is  in  my  heart  each  moment  of  my  life, 

'Tis  a  gleam  of  sunshine  strewn  across  my  way : 

Chorus.  , ..'  '• 

'  Just  to  open  wide  my  little  cottage  door,         .;  '  '  ■' 

Just  to  see  my  baby  rolling  on  the  floor,  ■/". 

-     ;.    '•  Just  to  feel  that  I  have  something  to  adore,     '■       "'     ''' 

■■'■;,  Just  to  l>e  at  home  again, 

'.  ■<     .-'  Just  to  hear  a  sweet  voice  calling  papa  dear, 

;  •"    -  Just  to  know  my  darling  wife  is  standing  near; 

,'v.   •,.'■:■  You  may  have  your  gold  your  lonely  heart  to  cheer. 

But  I'll  take  my  baby,  wife  and  home." 
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Words  by  Harry  S.  Marion.    Music  by  J,  P.  Mulleu. 


Two  little  ewecthearts,  roniins;  from  ecliool  oue  day— 
'^  Shyly  lie  told  lier.  Ill  a  lK)yi!<li  way: 
>  "When  I  am  oliler,  I'll  ni?k  you  lo  marry  mc; 

I'll  watch  o'er  aud  guide  yuu  wherever  you  t;o.  and  no  harm  ehall  come  to  thee 

CnoRra. 

"You  are  my  sweetheart,  I  will  love  you  ever; 

Wliatever  trouljles  you  niay  have,  we  will  sharo  tocetliPf. 

SVheii  I'lu  a  mail  I  will  marry  you,  then  we'll  never  jmrt; 

There's  uotbing  too  good  in  ihia  world  for  you,  my  owu  sneethcart.'" 

]  Years  Imvp  rolled  onward,  journcyiiiR  on  through  life; 
i  These  liiile  sweethearts  now  are  man  and  wife. 

Two  liltle  ciiildreii,  nilinini;  aroiinil  at  piny, 
1  Ofteu  remind  him  of  school-buy  duye,  wheu  to  bis  sweetheart  he'd  say:— C/u>. 


YOU    ARE    THE    GIRL    I    LOVE. 
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WunU  l>y  Margaret  Oonzulez.    Music  by  Max  S,  Witt. 


I  have  a  secret  to  tell  you,  listtn  do; 

I  love  a  clitirmiiiL'  maiden  eood  and  true: 

She  is  as  fair  as  the  suiiliuht,  as  Hue  as  the  stars  above; 

To  her  I've  ^iveii  my  heart,  for  she's  the  girl  1  love. 

Refhain. 
Dearest  one,  to  you  I  K've  my  heart; 
Be  my  own,  never  anaiii  to  purl; 
True  I'll  he  as  the  Hturs  above; 
Promise  you'll  be  mine,  for  you  are  the  girl  I  love. 

Soon  I  w  ill  mniry  this  maid  with  eyes  so  blue, 

For  she  has  promised  me  her  love  so  true; 

I  know  she  will  not  deceive  me,  she's  true  as  the  stars  above; 

I  loD^  ^i^pcull  her  my  owu,  for  she'd  the  girl  I  lo\e.—  lit/raiit. 

1    m  •  m    I 


Johannah,  Is  Your  Heart  Still  True? 
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Words  and  Music  by  Geo,  Evans. 


There's  a  girl  who  lives  in  Blackville,  aud  her  name  is  Ilaunah, 

My  Johaima.  an'  she's  my  girl: 
An'  she  is  the  very  iniaKc  of  her  dear  old  mamma, 

Is  Johannah,  my  pretty  pearl. 
Her  au'c  it  is  just  seventeen,  and  she 48  all  my  own. 
An'  ev'ry  eveiiiiii;  1  go  down  to  my  Johannah 's  home; 
Au'  whisper  liiile  tales  of  love,  when  we  are  all  aloue. 

To  my  Juhauuah,  Johanuah  Jones. 

RErRAIN. 

O.  Johannah,  is  ytmr  heart  still  Iriief 
Docs  you  love  me  us  you  used  to  do? 
Don't  give  me  the  shake, 
'Cause  you  know  my  heart  wonid  break, 
For  I  loves  my  own  Johannah  Jones. 

She's  done  gone  to  learn  to  ride  a  bicycle,  has  Hannah, 

My  Johannah.  my  only  pride; 
All'  she  has  been  acting  in  a  scandalacions  manner 

Since  she  learned  the  wheel  to  ride. 
There's  gwine  to  be  some  trouble  'round  about  here  very  soon 
If  my  Johannah  does'nt  dress  in  a  way  to  iilease  dis  cocui; 
When  she  puts  on  lier  bloomers  she  looks  like  a  black  balloon, 

Does  my  Johanna,  Juliuuua  Juu^a.—Jte/'rain. 

I  asked  her  if  she'd  wed  me  when  the  bloom  is  on  the  clover. 

My  Jiiliaiinah.  Johannah  Jones; 
She  saiil.  "  I  calculate  as  liow  I'll  have  to  think  it  over,"    . 

My  Johannah,  Johannah  Jones. 
There's  another  Colored  boy  in  town  who  wants  her  awful  bad. 
All'  "  hen  he  goes  to  visit  her  sheeeems  so  awful  ^lad; 
But  if  she  runs  away  with  him,  'twould  make  me  feel  so  sad. 

At  my  Johauuah,  Johauuah  Joues.—Iiefrain. 


THE    DEACON    WENT    ASTRAY. 
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A    HOME    FOR    TWO 
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Words  and  Music  by  Lester  Bodiue  and  E.  H.  Packard. 


There's  a  rough  old  cabin  on  a  mountain  ranee  out  West, 
Wliere  the  miners  net  their  mail  from  those  they  each  lo\'C  best; 
Miiny's  the  lieiiit  niaih;  hai)py  there  by  letters  to  those  iiieu — 
Welcome  lines  from  motiier  or  a  lovini;  sweetheart's  pen; 
Among  those  riieaed  moiiniaineers  is  one  of  youthful  face. 
Who  is  a  freqneiit  caller  at  that  plain  old  postal  place; 
For  he  left  a  "irl  behind,  she  pioniised  to  be  true, 
Aud  wait  until  he  made  u  stake  to  build  a  home  for  two. 

Kefkain. 

Not  a  brown-stone  mansion,  not  a  marble  hall, 
Just  a  mi>d<,-st  collate,  the  happiest  home  of  all: 
Hiiohiest  hop.'  of  s«eelhearis,  whose'love  is  really  true, 
\V ailing  fur  that  joyful  day  to  build  a  home  for  two. 

With  success  before  him  and  swift  CJiipid  for  a  Rulde, 
Filled  with  hope,  that  lover  works  u|>i>ii  the  moiintain  side; 
Fortune  greets  him  w  itii  a  smile,  liis  mine  is  sure  to  pay, 
While  his  ujrl  is  waiiiiiu  for  a  happy  weildini;  day. 

\f.t,iir    u    l>..iiit    i..   I,  t    li.ir    fi'ttt      »■/,!,    Miiifiira    ,«■ 


s  W  bile  his  uirl  is  waiiiiiu  tor  a  happy  weildini;  day. 

/  Miinv  a  heait  is  at  \tvr  feet,  rich  siiilors  woo  in  vein, 

j  But  she  knows  her  \\(>rl,liit;  hul  is  coining;  back  a^nin; 

(  Soon  they  will  he  marl  led,  for  tiie  time  is  nearly  due; 

)  They  both  will  be  couteuted  iu  a  cozy  lioiiic  for  two. — . 


Refrain. 


— Tommy  wns  n.  litth?  rogtie,  whom  liis  mollior  lind  Imrtl  work 
to  mnnaue.  Tlieir  house  iti  tlie  cnuniiy  wjis  niised  a  few  ft'ctfrom 
the  ground,  and  Tommy,  to  escape  a  weli-descived  w  liippiiii;,  ran 
from  his  mother  and  crept  under  tlie  liouse.  Pnscntly  tlie  father 
came  home,  and  hearing  wlierc  the  boy  had  t.-ikcn  refuge,  crept 
under  to  bring  him  out.  As  ho  approached  on  bis  hands  and  kuees, 
Tommy  asked,  "  Is  she  after  you  too'/" 


Once  a  rich  old  deacon,  who  was  good  as  he  could  be, 

Had  both  Ills  sanctiinonius  feet  cut  off  below  the  knee; 

Doctors  worked  nj)Oii  liiiii  and  their  treatment  conqiier'd  p;iln. 

They  then  called  science  to  their  aid  to  make  him  walk  auain; 

And  so  a  passiiik!  tiamp  was  hailed,  the  story  qiilikly  told: 

lie  gave  the  doctors  both  his  feet  for  Stacks  of  yellow  K<>h';  •  •  ' 

They  sawed  them  from  the  vaiiraiit's  legs,  he  stood  it  nobly,  too, 

Aud  iheu  u|m>u  the  deacon's  flesh  the  stranger's  feet  soon  ^rew. 

Refhain. 

The  deacon  went  astray,  for  his  new  feet  ran  away, 

And  took  him  where  the  old  tramp  used  lo  L'o; 
lie  sighed  for  amputation  when  he  lost  his  rcpiitalion. 

For  they  linuered  in  such  places,  "  Don't  you  know;  " 
Force  of  habit  was  ihe  guide,  and  his  friemls  were  horrified; 

It  drove  insane  his  wife  and  sitter  Emma; 
lie  endeavored  to  explain,  but  his  talk  was  all  in  vain, 

Atjd  such  was  the  deacon's  dilemma. 

When  he  went  to  church  afrain,  those  feet  balked  at  the  door. 

And  so  lie  had  to  reach  his  |mmv  by  crawlinK  on  the  floor; 

All  was  well  until  he  rose  in  service  to  his  feet, 

Riilht  there  they  acted  mean  again  and  rushed  him  down  the  street. 

They  took  him  lo  the  Bowery  and  slopped  at  every  bar; 

They  liiiL'ered  at  a  dou  fluht  and  roosted  iu  a  car; 

They  waltzed  him  thro'  (he  dance  halls  and  down  the  free-lunch  trail, 

And  louK  before  the  week  had  passed,  they  lauded  him  In  jail.— /^^';ain. 

When  that  eood  muii  sauntered  forth  to  take  another  stroll, 

That  pair  of  p<'sky  pilots  was  again  beyond  control: 

Rest  was  out  of  question,  for  they  walked  him  in  his  sleep. 

And  often  thro'  some  alley  would  those  dusty  pedals  creep. 

They  look  him  to  a  lonely  spot  down  by  the  river  Bi<!e; 

"  I'll  drown  m\self  and  end  it  all,"  the  deacon  loudly  cried; 

The  feet  refused  to  take  the  plunge,  for  fear  they  would  gel  wet. 

They  started  down  a  railroad  track  and  the  deacon's  w  alkiug  ytt— Refrain. 


1     »  s  »    I 

— An  old  man  would  not  believe  he  could  lienr  his  wife  talk  a 
disttince  of  five  miles  by  telephone.  Hisljctter  half  was  in  a  coun- 
try store  several  miles  away,  where  tlieie  was  a  telephone,  and  the 
skeptic  was  also  in  a  place  where  there  was  a  similar  instrument, 
and  on  being  told  liow  to  openiie  it,  he  walked  boldly  up  and 
shouted:  "Hello,  Sarah!"  At  that  instant  lightning  struck  the 
telephone  wire  and  knocked  the  man  down,  antl  as  lie  scrambled 
to  Lis  feet,  Le  excitedly  cried:  "That's  Sarah,  every  timel" 


:    /,  .>■. 
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700  SECRETS 


■*^w  to  Get  Ricti  when  Your  Pockets  Are  Empty. 

.■  thoniands  that  should  have  been  Millionaire  hara 
keard  tlie  Conductor  call  out  "  E^riilty,"  the  last  Station 
on  the  Road  of  Life,  with  not  enoutcli  money  in  their 
iKMSkets  t<i  buy  a  25  Cent  Burial  Casket.  Why!  BecauB* 
they  never  stiirt  i  iKht.  You  Imagine  that  Fortune  ahould 
oome  to  you  inxteod  of  your  trying:  to  get  to  it.  You  know 
people  that  were  |M>or  a  fhoit  time  niro,  bat  now  are 
wealthy.  Hi)w  did  they  net  uloii^f  so  fRi>t?  It  is  easy  to  get 
Rich,  ami  this  bixjk  proves  it.  uiui  tells  you  the  Secret. 
Wehman'8  Book  of  700  SecretSi  ■"■  How  to 
Gwt  Rich  Wiien  Your  Pockct.s  Are  unply,  is  ilie  Book  that 
points  out  700  Ea'<v  Hatlis  to  take,  you  cannnt  tro  astray 
take  wliich  one  yuu  » ill  ,-n 

They   all   convert?"   In  "'  '■ 

oneonndltinu— aii't  that 
li  ••  Wealth  "  It  18,  In- 
deed, a  BeaO'>n  LiKht  to 
Fortune.  Theie  ore 
many  roads  to  wt-alth, 
but  ni)t  every  pei-Kon 
knows  wliich  mail  to 
take  to  (ret  there  qulek- 
Iv.  Well,  the  object  of 
tola  book  is  to  So  iilaiti- 
ly  point  the  way  that 
none  may  hvve  exciiRe 
for  not  t>etterinfr  tli-ir 
flnam-ial  coiidltloii, 
while  those  who  have 
secured  a  fair  Hhare 
may  be  enabled  to  ptill 
further  add  to  their 
•  tore.  Any  pt'ison, 
younir  or  old,  male  or 
female,  married  or  sin- 
gle, with  just  a  little 
Eluck  Inio  them,  will 
s  enableii,  witii  any  ono  of  the  700  Secrets  «n  this  book, 
tomakeastart  ona  Biir<>  lond  to  wfHilli  siid  luxury.  If 
yon  desire  to  commeiico  l)iisiiie.''M,  select  one  of  these 
reolpe8-<iii«  you  thii.k  «-..'iI.l  be  most  8iilal>le  In  your  lo- 
cality-and  manufactuie  it  in  email  qiiHiitities.  As  your 
sales inoi ease,  iiivHKt  in. no  capital  Sell  to  ramilies  and 
stores.  As  soon  as  your  nicitiis  will  allow,  auvertlM  lu 
every  way  possible.  Whatever  you  choose  to  manufac- 
ture, (rive  it  a  new  nnmH-one  ihat  will  atonce  attract  1 1- 
tentlonandthat  yon  think  will  hel|i  tbceale.  Imp..rtaiit-- 
85c.  Invested  in  thi«  Book  i.my  turn  all  the  rivulets  lead- 
ing to  Wcahh  t  .wardu  v..ii.  It'.-  worth  lenieinberlng. 
eSc.  inv<-8te<l  t'l  beirin  wtth  |,as  niinle  millionaires  out  of 
heuirars.  It's  up  hill  only  part  of  the  way.  Cnich  holdl 
25c.,  a  wife  says,  will  iievor  kill  any  one.  and  that  book 
Bh«  will  liave  Th-yown  a  faim  near  Cleveland  now. 
»c.  put  In  thl^t  book  start  <1  a  hoy  in  liu-inei:s  that  brings 
him  in  a  profit  of  920a  ilnv.  Thiit  >>ov  will  get  lich.  26c 
isa  largeam-nnt  Ml  moin-v  B|>ent  fi-olishlv,  Imt  when  It 
opennther'.ad  loafHiioiii'o  an  I  we  llh.then  it  is  nioiier 
weilinve'txil.  Tlii-'liook  "III  pot  youon  vourfeet.  timuirh 
you  may  have  tieen  p<tiin:h"w.     Step  on  Itoai  d.    Reader 

does  this  apply  to  you  7   weii,  now,  ■«  it  p  Hsihie 

that  at  liiKt  I  httve  f  iiikI  v.rii.t  I've  so  lonir  8'U(rhH  It  is 
like  drawing  a  prize  ill  n  l.iitcry.  Who  linows  liut  what 
this  really  is  tlie  true  stppring  Rtone  foinv  future  fn  tune! 
This isfor you.  It  will  leai!  \ 'lU  to sonietliiiitr  that  iejiist as 
sure  to  pave  your  way  to  fortune  as  that  vcn  now  exift. 
A  bright  future  is  youts  if  yon  only  stret«>i  out  Tour  hand 
and  gi-asp  the  Golden  Key  that  unlocks  the  Vault  that 
opens  to  your  a>t»nli<hed  puze  the  hidden  tresmp  f>.  This 
b.K)kcontHins»i>out  i.WrH»,-es.  Price  25  Cents,  hy 
mall,  post-paid  W$2  I"  charged  for  books  which  contain 
not  half  the  iuformatlon. 


UTESraiAir'S  COMPIiBTB 


DANCING 


Master  and  Call  Book. 

FBIOE  25  CENTS,  liy  mail,  post-paid. 

An  the  Figures  of  the  German  and  Erery  New  ami 
Fhshlonable  Waltz,  Round  or  Square  Pance  known  in 
Xurope  or  America.  The  author  nas  made  thts  book  so 
Blinpleand  plain  that  any  child  can,  by  reading  it,  become 
an  expert  in  duneing  without  the  aid  of  a  teacher.  Xo 
other  book  on  dancing  will  compare  with  this.  All  the 
]at«it  and  foshionnljle  d'uice.'i  aro  minutely  described  by 
Illustrated  l].gurci)  fruiu  Ir.'c,  explaining  positions  in  rouna 
dances,  etc..  and  this  original 
inethoa  eiKibles  persons  to  learn 
the  waltz  by  practicing  it  a  very  ■ 
few  tinie3,anJ  you  will  have  na 
u.niciilty  in  acquiring  H.  Hints 
furtheorganizutionand  niana^S* 
nientof ball8,partie8,eta  Advice 
In  regard  to  theselection  of  inusla 
for  balls,  private  paities,  etc.  On 
Calling,  liationol  Guard  Qua>- 
drillc,  the  Plain  Quadrille,  the 
Laucei-s,  the  Saratoga  lAiicei'S^ 
the  Caledonians,  the  Surprise 
Ouadrille,  Ihe.Prince  Imperial 
QiadnUo,  the  Waltz  Quadrille 
^os.  I  and  2,  the  Glide  Uuicera; 
the  Glido  Caledonians,  the  Parl- 
hi:in  Viirieties,  the  Loudon  Pollca 
Vu  idrille.  Quadrille  Figures  — 
The  Basket  Figure,  the  Btar  Figure,  the  JIarcli  Figure,  the 
Jig  Fiirure,  the  Minuet  F.giire,  the  Cheat  Figure,  Uie  Mne> 
I'm  Figure.  Contia  iJancos— The  Virginia  Keel,  Pop  Goes 
the  Weasel,  Spanish  l)ance,  the  Sicilian  CMrote.  Grand 
Narch,  Quadrille  or  &.'^uaic  Dances,  Explanation  of  Qiui> 
drille  Steps  and  Movement'!,  Illustnitiona  of  Five  Positions 
in  Dancing.  Points  on  Hound  Dances,  the  Polka,  the 
Waltz,  the  Modern  Plain  Waltz,  Glide  Waltz,  thePoUUk 
Mazourka,  the  Knickerbocker,  the  Newport,  the  Varsou- 
Tionne,  Daniiih  iMnee,  the  lUicjuet.  the  Wave,  the  Bohe- 
mian, or  Heel  and  T^*  Polka,  the  Galop,  the  Schottische, 
the  I>eux  Teinjrfi,  the  Sicilienne.  The  German— 65  Figures, 
Klving  the  Names  and  t\i]l  Description  of  each,  and  How 
to  Dance  them  Correctly.  It  is  a  book  of  great  value. 
Price  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  per  copy,  by  mall, 
post-paid.  BrEciAi^-Five  Books  for  $1.  Get  four  of  your 
mends  to  elub  in  with  you  at  25  cents  each,  making  fl  la 
ell,  eod.ttiereb.v  get  your  own  book  free  of  chaise 

AAddnauiU  orden.  direct  to 


WKHMATTS 

Book  on  the  Art  and  Science  of 


BOXING 


AND    SELF - DEFENCEe 

{  "i.^-.  :'     '■  ■;  ILL0STRATED  WITH  OVER 

FORTY    ENGRAVINGS. 


TBJCE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

ms  book  is  dedgned  to  meet  the  wants  of  all  those  who 
Stay  desire  to  learu  how  to  "  take  his  own  part "  w  hen 
aasaiied— l>e  iteitherforpleasurable  pastime  and  a  natural 
desire  to  develop  the  muscles,  or  to  obtain  power  to  resent 
•uoSiout  or  injury.    A  full  knowledge  and  experience  of 

the  rules  laid  down  ia 
this  book,  and  a  care- 
ful study  of  the  iilatea 
thereto  attached,  will 
enable  one  to  "hold 
hlsow'n  "  »  heresoever 
he  may  go  and  with 
whomsoever  he  may 
come  in  contact.  The 
pictures  show  every 
possible  attitude  for 
blow,  feint, stop.dodge 
or  "  get  away.'' 

A  voluminous  ou& 
line  of  the  lives  of  a 
large  numl>er  who 
have  entered  the  gla- 
I  diatoriul  arena  to 
prove  their  prowest 
and  who  have  lefc 
their  impress  in  the 
world's  hrntory,  ts  also  appended,  as  examplex  of  what  has 
txieii  and  may  yet  be  achieved  by  thorough  training  and 
experience.  The  foregoine  embraces  the  life  and  battles 
of  some  of  the  most  noted  pu^ilisLH,  ineludiner  the  great 
Corbett  Sullivan  flifht.  Iialso  contains  the  "Loudon  Trlze- 
HingUuU's"  and  the  "Revised  Queensherry  Kales."  Price 
25  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid.  SphciaI/— Five 
copieti  for  $1.  Get  four  of  yourfrienasto  club  in  with  yon 
at  26  cents  each,  making  f  1  in  all,  and'tliereby  get  yoUV 
owa  book  free  of  charge.    Address  all  orJeiti  dUrect  (o 


Wehman^s  Book  o^ 


lOYElETTERS 


FBICE  25  OENTS,  by  xnaQ,  post-paid. 

ThprelsnoerPftt^formoreproioan'!  jwalltythan  love. 
There  Is  no  nobler  possession  than  the  loyc  of  another. 
There  is  no  hicher  gift  from  one  human  being  to  another 
tlian  love.  The  gift  and  tlie  po8.><essloii  are  true  snnctiflera 
of  life,  and  should  be  w orn  as  precious  jewels,  without  af- 
fectation and  without  boshf  ulness.  For  this  nea."on  there 
ts  iiothmg  'o  be  ashamed  of  lu  a  love  letter,  provided  it  be 
elncere.  A  celebrated  writer  onco  said  that  "to  write  « 
(food  love  letter,  you  mu?t  begin  without  knowing  whall 
you  are  iroing  to  say.ondfinltili  without  know  ing  wliat  yon 
«  <>>—.>>  ^^^^  eaid."    The  remart 

ia  to  f  ome  extent  correct^ 
as  the  true  secret  of  all 
Buccesaful  letter- writing 
lies  In  the  power  of  con« 
veying  the  thoughts,  feel- 
ings, and  desires  of  t!i» 
writer  to  his  or  her  cor- 
respondent. Sucli  a  letter 
would  undoubtedly  rellecS 
tho  state  of  the  writer's 
hc.nrt,  agitated  and  dis- 
ci dcredt>y  the  tumultuous 
til  robs  of  pas-sion;  but,  as 
the  zeal  of  joung  persona 
cenerally,  in  matters  af- 
fecting tne  heart,  la  very 
apt  to  outrun  discretion- 
expression  would  unconsciously  be  given  to  abBurd  ami 
foolish  protestations,  or  to  e  xtravagaut  and  romantic  adu- 
latlon  of  tho  object  of  attachment.  _^  ,.,  **,  .» 

To  obviate  this  tendency,  love  and  courtship  letters 
should  be  an  index  of  the  writer's  good  sense  and  jurtg. 
mentns  well  as  tlie  state  of  the  afTections,  and  therefore 
regard  should  be  had  in  the  composition  of  them,  as  weu 
as  in  all  other  letters,  to  propriety  of  diction,  coirectneM 
of  taste  and  purity  of  style,  avoiding  the  bombast  and  ac- 
fectationand  morbid  sentimentalLsin  which  too  frequently 
characterizes  epistles  on  these  subjects.  And  though  ill 
persons  of  refinement  and  education  an  honorable  attach- 
ment will  Buftice  to  prompt  its  candid  expression, there  are 
many  persons  not  possessed  of  these  advantages,  to  whon» 
correspondence  is  always  attended  with  considerable  ditll- 
culty.  To  Jill  such  the  series  of  Letters  contained  In  this 
book.  In  which  delicacy  of  feeling  and  the  warmth  of  ex- 
pression suited  to  the  subject  have  been  carefully  blended. 
Will  be  found  an  important  aid  In  acquiring  facility  and 
accuracy  in  the  art  of  Letter-Writing.  Italsocontainathe 
Art  of  Stjcret  WritiiiK,  the  Laneuago  of  Love  Poetically 
Portraye'l,  and  Simplified  Hules  ot  Grammar.  Price 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  per  copy-  Speciai.-« 
Fife  TOplea  for  Vl  G?t^?^  of  your  friends  to  club  .la 
frith  you  at  25  cenu  each,  making  91  la  AU,aoa  (Beray 
(etyour4>WU  book  free  of  charge. 

Address  aU  ordeia  dlTMtto 


BUSIN 


LETTER  WRITER 


PBIOE  25  OENTS,  by  maQ,  post-paid. 

This  book  Is  designed  to  meet  the  wants  of  all  tboas 
who  are  seeking  a  flrst-class  Business  Letter-Writer,  as 
It  contains  a  largo  variety  of  carefully-selected  spccimea 
Business  Letters;  also  a  lurpo  numlier  of  Legal  and  Mer- 
cantile Forms  used  in  Business  -such  aa:  Articles  of  Co- 
rartuership,  Notice  of  Dissolution,  Form  of  an  Astiign- 
ment.  Acknowledgment  of  Deed,  Bill  of  Sale,  rower  of 

Attorney,  Judgment  Note, 
Form  of  an  Order,  I'arC- 
iiersliip  Airreement,  and 
many  others  too  numeroua 
to  luentlou;  also  the  Artof 
Secret  Writing,  Business 
JLaw  s  and  Maxims  for  Busl- 
nes.s  Men  and  Mercantile 
Abbreviations.  In  i-hort^ 
in  the  paires  of  this  book 
ere  set  forth  Business 
Forms,  Styles  and  Technl- 
caliliestoaidthe  inexperl- 
cnctHl  in  the  routme  of 
commercial  intercourse, 
ado|.ling  the  plain  est 
ttrins  consistent  with  th* 
studious  politeness  whloh 
is  rigorously  demanded  la 
commercial  U'ttern.  Every 
posit  ion  in  life  <lemands  leC- 
ter-wriling.  Aletteristha 
^eat  link  lietween parents 
and  children,  between 
lovers,  between  friends;  while  in  business  relations  It 
makes  foriuues  or  mars  them.  lii-esi>ectivo  of  their 
magnitude  and  linpoi-tance,  commercial  transactiona 
are  generally  liegun,  continued  and  ended  by  corres- 
pondence. Letter-w  ntinp,  in  general,  is  not  an  easy  task 
to  the  great  niajoritv,  and  business  letters  aix'  rtill  moro 
difficult,  from  the  fa.'t  that  greater  Interests  are  In- 
volved, and  results  of  gain  or  loss  are  dejiendent  upoa 
them.  Letter-writing isan  accomplishnieiit  w hich every 
one  should  strive  to  acquire.  It  is  not  only  useful,  but 
very  desirable  and  necessary  In  familiarizing  the  mind 
With  biiBinc.ss  habits  and  matters  connected  therewith. 
It  also  stimulates  the  mental  capacity  and  developes  tho 
Intellect.  It  would  take  pacre  upon  page  to  explain  fully 
the  merits  and  usefulness  of  this  book,  lu  order  to  give 
everjhodyanopportunityto  obtain  at  least  ono  copy,  we 
have  ma<lo  the  price  very  low,  nainciv:  25  Cents  l*r 
copy,  by  mail,  post-paid.  SfeciaJ/— Fivo  copies  for  tl. 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  25cen(a 
each,  making  $1  in  all,  and  ther<>by  get  yoor  own  book 
(re*  of  charge.   Address  all  orders  direct  to 


WEHMAN*S  NEW   BOOK  OF 


RIDDLE 


AND    CONUNDRUMS. 

PRICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

This  book  contains  the  "siftings"  from  the  "whole  field  " 
of  lliddles  and  Conundruina,  aU.ng  with  a  lot  of  recent, 
flrst-class  productions.  In  it  con  •>«  found  curious,  pii»- 
Bling  and  pleasing  Kiddles  and  Conundrums  —  to  suit 

every  phase  of  feel- 
ing, sentiment  or 
humor.  A  capital 
book  for  end  men 
in  minstrel  enter- 
tainments, as  itcon- 
tains  questions  and 
answers  tliat  will 
Invai  iably  "  bring 
down  a  house/* 
With  the  aid  of  this 
book,  you  can  "hold 
your  own "  with 
those  who  are  con- 
tinually "  springinfF 
old  chestnuta''  on 
to  you  —  yes,  ma- 
terial with  which  to 
*•  criish  "  or  silence 
would  be  punsterSL 
It  contains  liiddles 
and  Conundrums 
that  will  keep  the 
whole  continent 
guessing  and  then 
they'll  have  to  give 
'em  up  half  the 
time.  In  fact,  it 
contains  the  best 
and  largest  collection  of  Riddles  and  Conundrums  ever  sold 
at  so  low  a  price.  Price  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS 
per  copy,  by  mall,  post-imid.  SpkciaI/— Five  copif-s  for  91. 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  clul>  in  with  j  o.»  at  25  cents 
eacii,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  bo<>lc 
free  of  charge.  Clean  and  unused  U.  n.  postage  stamps, 
of  any  denomination,  taken  same  as  casli.  In  sending  ail- 
ver,  lie  sure  to  wrap  a  small  piece  of  new  spaper  around  i^ 
to  prevent  it  from  t^-aring  through  the  envelope.  Sena 
greenbacks  for  large  amounts  if  not  Inconvenient  to  you. 

Address  all  orders  direct  to 


SPECIAL— -Any  five  25-Genf  Books  on 
this  page  for  $1.00.  Clean  and  unused  one  or 
two-cent  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 
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JdrsH  an  ordon  to  dther  onr 
*— 'iMfcisr  r-'r-n  Yrr-jt 


M  30  &  1 32  Park  Row.  NEW  YORK, 


WEHMAN'S  POPULAR  25-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 


NEW    BOOK   OF 


•  ;i 


GAMES 


PRICE  26  CENTS. 

■*  within  the  pnpeBOf  this  book.  yoan|r  and  old  may  And 
tun,  frolic  and  Huiitiiufiit  tor  every  iiiiinl."  fur  it  contains 

a  lniRe  and  chi'ice  ci'I- 
let'tl'n  of  new  and  oit- 
pmal  (ramesfor  porlop 
and  flresule,  for  wliicli 
wit.  action,  ineniory, 
(ra  llantry,  necromancy, 
wirnco  and  the  oris  are 
broni^tit  to  r>lay  im- 
pnrtant  narti-,  ti'(rt'th»-r 
with  charinsand  incon- 
tallong;  alxo  how  to 
present,  and  the  drama 
of  "Punch  and  Judy." 
The  followlntf  IH  a  brief 
ftummary  of  wliat  this 
bonk  contains,  namely: 
Games  re<niirin(r  nieni- 
ory  and  atU'nliun.  ruses 
anil  catch  Kames,  for- 
feits, jfames  of  action, 
irames  requiring  wit 
and  intrllitience.  ^ames 
for  All  Hallowe'en,  and 
a  variety  of  niisvel- 
laneoiif)  frames  and 
tricks:  literary  enitrnios 
—in  fact,  nmterial  enonfrh  to  entertain  any  parlor  or  lli  e- 
ficle  (taineriiiK.  It  "Mirht  to  be  In  tlie  hands  of  every 
Jover  of  homo  aniii»  inent.  as  if  is  sold  at  a  price  that 
places  it  within  rench  of  everybody.  Price  28  ContS 
('jr  copy,  by  mail,  pout-paid,  or  &  cupiea  Cur  $1. 


WEHMAN'S 

PRAOTICAL 


POUt-TRY 


PRICE   26  CENTS. 

This  new  Practical  Poultry  Book  flllu  a  loner-felt  want 
tnra  coiiipiete  ami  staiKtard  ifuide  for  tlie  bieuaitifr  and 
manatrt  iifiit  of  potilcrv  for  domestic  use  anJ  the  iiiurki-ts, 
tl.-!  bulldlnc  of  h>'iineriej,  and  nioiUls  tliorutor;  incubn- 
tom.  Bttic  hati'hinif  etc.  "e  are  inforni>'d,  from  Rood 
•nrh'>ritv.  that  many  old-foahloned  farmers  are  Inclined 
to  diocredit  the  sUtdni^'iit  that  there  is  Money  In  Poultry— 
wrhyl  becaus*'  tliey  are  ni<t  posted  in  the  new  und  Improved 
iileuB  In  poultry  manaKeinent.  A  little  trial  of  the  rules 
laid  down  In  this  book  will  soon  dispel  all  inLs«rlvin(n<  In 
this  diiectl'iii.  and  tend  to  convince  the  most  sceptical 
thattliere  Is  money  in  poultry  keepintt.  Every  farmer, 
every  breeder,  "ver)'  poultry  dealer,  every  nnin  or  womaa 
havliift  available  irroiiiid,  ev«ry  person  havinct  one  or 
more  fuwiii,  ou^fat  to  necuro  a  copy  I'f  this  book  at  once— 

as  It  means  dollars  and 
cent8  111  their  pockits 
If  Uii  Inntrut'tlona  are 
puicticednerhaps  af- 
fluonce  If  conducted  as 
a  business.  Any 
farnixr,  or  breeder, 
or  i>oultry  dealer  who 
hasn't  a  copy  o( 
Wkhman's  Pkacticai. 
PoiLTRy  Book  Is  not 
abre-iKt  of  the  times, 
and  la  losinir  money 
every  day  that  be  Is 
without  It. '  1  he  follow- 
in;;  aie  a  small  portion 
of  the  topics  trerited  la 
this  book:  —  How  to 
eliirt  and  stock  n  hen- 
nery, poultry  huu.-<es, 
cheap  and  expeiiKive; 
yiiids,  coops  und  ea- 
olohurcs;  poultry  keep- 
it  tr  for  protlt,  poultry 
on  a  larite  scale,  Poul- 
try ralsinK  as  a  bust- 
fee'llilir  and   la.Tlnit;    Winfer-etrtf  production;   the 


I 


batchi'iKpenod,  piepnilntc  iie.«tK  for  sitters;  Sprioi;  breed- 
ing of  poultry;  th«  hfiw  for  fumieis.  how  to  produce 
laver:'.  trood  and  cheap  incubators;  how  to  raise  aitifl- 
«lally  Oatohed  chickens;  caponizin^;  pa'-klii|r  e^tfa  for 
market;  packiiitr  poultry  for  market;  feedinif  h"pi)€is; 
driiikinir  foui'tains  and  icraln  chests;  <ettn»  and  pullets; 
preservim/ e>:Ks;  "•'■eaies  of  poultry  :—Chi<.ken  cholera, 
)ip,  iia)..  s,  roup,  waly  l.<irs.  lice,  Ckra  eatintt,  crop  b<  und 
.'owls,  .-tc.;  the  pl<  mouth  rockB;  the  wyamlotte;".  the 
brown  lei;h"rns;  the  (toldi-ti  spamrled  ciested  p^ilish;  the 
white  crested  bUcIc  polaiid.-;  the  Unxshans;  the  silver 
epan|{le<i  hambiUKhs;  the  houitaiis;  the  butt  cochins; 
the  white  cochins;  the  white  leitborns;  the  Kolden  pen- 
ciled hainbur,<ha:  the  white  shanKlincs;  the  la  fleche 
fowl*,  tiie  K'ay  dorkliii;.'!;  thebiahmos;  (tame  fowls;  ban- 
tams, etc.;  management  of  cliicl<ens;  ralslnu  turkeys; 
fatteiiintr  ifeese.  etc.  This  book  is  replete  with  every- 
thiiitc  worth  knowing  about  tlie  hi-eedintr  and  inanaKe- 
Dient  of  poultry,  etc.  Do  nut  delay  in  sending  for  it,  you 
ne^er  havo  nml  nev^^r  can  make  a  better  investment  for 
•  qu&rter.   Price  25  Cents  per  copy,  by  mall,  poet-paid. 


SELECTION   OF 


POPULAR  RECITATIDNS 


PBICe    as    CENTS. 

Thin  bo/ik,  the  second  of  the  series,  contains  the  follow. 
InK  selection  of  popular  recitations,  njunely:-  A  Toa«  the 
biidu'e  lie  poea  -  Archie  Ueun  —  An  Irishman's  letter— 
Aihi'i.-<t  and  acorn— A  last  look— Bet*y  and  I  are  out — 
Ueisy  dnxtroVK  the  jiaper— Betsy  und  I  hafe  bust  iitv— 
llaiity  Tini'Bialteman  at  church— Boss  tiamp— Ikid-buK 
-  Bao  wliUkey— Bernardo  del  Curpio- Bootblack— Iliiriul 
ut  Sir  John  Moore— Bill  Manun'a  ride— (Christmas  Day  iii 

the  work-house— ('a.Jey 
at  the  bat— <  'alibi  e  tltty- 
four  —  Collier's  dyinu 
child  —  Coney  Island 
down  der  bay  —  Con- 
vict's ilream—Charconl 
man- Dou't  be  titzliii; 
nie— Dylfnr  Rladiator— 
Drunkard's  dreuni  — 
Dot  valer-mlll  —  Der 
drummer— Dy  In*  vords 
of  Isaac— Dot  lambs  vot 
Mary  haf  jtot—  DrafteJ 

-  Diver  —  Dude  —  Dee 
plumber— Der  oak  iinil 
der  vine  —  Face  upon 
the  floor— Foiecloj^iira 
of  the  niortsrafre— Fire- 
man's T.eddtntr  —  Uo 
vay,  Becky  Miller  — 
How  we  tried  to  whip 
the  teacher— Ilerlovera 

-  How  Micky  Rot  kilt  in 
the  war— How  "Kuby  " 
played  —  Increa«e  of 
crime— Irish  wife— In  a 

cellar  In  Soho— Kitchen  clock— Ki>«  In  school  Keller's 
dream-Kt.ssing  in  the  street— Liberty  enli(;htens  the 
vorld— Ijkrr.i 's  oit  the  force— Ma'a  baby  —  MuK'uhev'a 
sooner  doif— Montgomery  Guards  of  Boshton-Maclaiii'.'a 
child— Man  who  rod«  to  t'oncmaUKh-  Mwrillo's  trance — 
Money  mu.sk— Mona's  waters— Mclionittlo's  Ramo  do?— 
Monks'  niairnitlcat~New  church-oriran— Only  a  pin— Un 
the  Rappahaiiiioek— Orphan  boy— Put's  m'.Ktako— and  21 
other  popular  selections.  Price  25  Cents  t>er  copy,  by 
mail,  poBt-poid',  or  b  copies,  to  oue  adiii  e^s,  for  $1. 


"WEHIiiff.AJT'S 


J  HI 


Hi 


SONG  BOOK-No.  2 

PRICE  26  CENTS. 

This  book,  the  second  of  the  :;erleii,  contains  188  popular 
conilc  and  sentimental  Iiisli  sontraaiid  ballads  not  r>und 
In  No.  1  Book— a  few  of  which  we  will  naniu  here,  vla.:- 
A  liBiidful  of  enrfh—.4n  agricultural  Iricli  Rlrl— An  Irit:h 
fttirduy-Biiditet  Donahue  Bold  Jack  Donahne-  BriKlit 
Emerald  IhIu  of  the  sca— Bright  little  spot  on  the  ocean- 
Colleen  Bawn— Casey's  whiskry— Dan  O'Brien's  ruIRe — 
Fine  old  1'  ish  ireiitleman— Flanittan.  the  hwlirer- Give  all 
honest  Irish  lad  a  chance— Oi eeu  linnet— (lordcn  wheio 

the  rraties  ((row  — 
Oo<kI  bye,  Mike,  (Jooj. 
bye,  Pat— Oreeii  alx>ve 
the  red— lleeiian  and 
Buyers  —  How  Paddy 
etolo  the  roiK»— Pn'hi'y 
Carey  —  Innlskillcii 
diacoon  —  Irish  spree 
—  Iii.sh  Molly,  O-  Is 
that  Mr.  Hcilly!-  I'm 
proud  I'manlrivlinian 
born  -Irish  lovo  letters 
— Iri.ili  schoohiia.-ter— 
Jolly  Irixhman  —  Just 
to  show  my  respeetR  to 
McGinn  is  —  John 
Mit<'lie!l  —  Johnny 
Doyle— Lads  who  live 
In  Ireland—  Lamenta- 
tion of  Johnny  Iteel — 
Lukes  of  Cold  Finn— 
Ijiinentation  of  James 
KixlKers — Ma<-Kennu's 
dream  —  Mantle  so 
(rreeii— Mori  isaey  and 

that  sti-uck  O'llara  —  Jly  honny  ialmrlnt;  boy  —  Mr 
McAiinlly  and  hisiuld  hlKh  hat— My  father  soufd  chur- 
coiii— Mrs.  McLuuKlihn's  tMUty— Over  the  inonntuin— Old 
leal  111  r  lireeches -Old  boK  bole— Pcifuy  O'.Moore  — Pat 
UoHcli  at  the  play— Poor  Iri^h  miii»trel- Pat's  not  .so 
blucl!  as  he's  l>eeii  iiainted— I'retty  Mary,  the  dairyman's 
duiiKliter— Padily  Ma^ee's  dream— Paddy  Shay—  Paddy 
Miles— Petticoat  lane-Kocky  road  to  Dublin-  Kemeinlier, 
iMiy,  you're  Irish -Koee  of  Iralee—KambUr  from  Clare— 
lUver  Koe— Sullivun  and  Kilialn  fitrbt-Thero  never  was 
a  coward  where  the  Hhanirock  Krows— Tipperury  Chris- 
t»'niin{— Teddy  McOlyiin  —  Three  leaves  of  shamrock— 
When  IS  Kathleenf- Why  Paddy's  alwa>n  poor  and  /)« 
other  equally  popular  soiiirs.  Price  25  Cents  per 
c>.-uy,by  mail,  poM-paid;  or 6 copies,  to uue address. (or  |L 


"VV-EmytA.N-'S 


COOKBOOK 


A  Practical  and  Reliable  Guide  to  Every-Day 
Cookery,  by  an  Experienced  Housekeeper. 

PRICE  26  CENTS,       1 

This  ^ork  on  Cookery  has  several  notsworthy  features 
entirely  distinct  from  any  heretofore  published.  It  is  or- 
ranired  so  that  the  housewife  can  tell  at  a  triancetbe 
time  necessary  to  cook  any  dish  or  article  of  diet.  It  also 
ptves  some  prartical  hints  and  suggestions  for  selecting 
tlie  various  meats,  vegetablea,  etc..  as  well  03  directions 
(or  pieeerving,  Bturiui;  aud  keepincf  them.    Special  atteii- 

tlon  ispaid  ;o  ei'onomy, 
'  and  an  effort  is  mado 
to  I  eraove  the  reproach 
whlc.'i  jiictly  clings  to 
Ainerlcun  cookery,  of 
beliifr  exti'avb(;ant  and 
wasteful  wIMicut  lieli  ir 

IialataMe  end  healthful 
'ull  iiistrui-tions  ore 
(riven  to  prcii»rt>  ail 
kinds  of  Pies.  PuudliiiO) 
Cakes.  Jellies,  ete.,  a.'< 
well  as  prenniintr  and 
co<ikinK  all  kiiols  of 
Meats,  8ou|M<,  Gruvie*", 
Fisli,  VeuetaliSoS,  esc. 
Ill  an  economical  ni<<l 
aprietlzintr  niumier.  It 
alst)  cniitiiins  coni«l<lei- 
able  nilKCullaneous  in- 
formation pertoinitiir 
to  tlie  hou^lscM,  sne.'i 
as  liemovlnir  Kitchen 
OdoiB,  Grease  Bpois, 
Iron  Stains,  Ir.k  Spois 
In  Books;  Clcanln,.'. 
Scourlnpr.  Receipts  for  WasMntr.  etc.,  and  a  variety  of 
others  equally  useful  and  necessary  to  the  housekeeper 
or  Cook.  Tliese  features  make  this  work  the  boot,  most 
prnctical.  ond  popular  cook  book  ever  issued.  Thi.i  iKxk 
\yUI  lie  sent  by  mail,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  2  9  Cents 
In  Filveror  jHtsiaK'n  stainps.  Spkci.ai..— I'lvecoiiies.  to  ond 
address,  f ..r  81.  Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  In  »l(h 
you  at  '^5  cents  evh,  mnkim;  $1  iu  all,  aud  tliereby  Kc!i 
yuur  o»n  bouk  free  of  charge. 


"W-EHlntAJST'S 

BUDGET  OF 


moM  "EL^m 


PRICE  25  CENTS.        I 

This  new  Biidiret  of  Jokes  has  been  "lannched  Into 
existence  "  with  a  rich  car»fo  of  BIIk Tickling,  Side-Split- 
tinsr.  nuttoiiRiirsti!!);  Jokes  and  WittlciKms— emliraciiirf 
Irish  Biill.«i,  Dut.:h  Comicalities  Yankee  Yarns.  Comical 
Hits,  Flowers  of  Wit.  Fjc-riitiatlnK  Jokes,  End  Men's 
Jokes.  Jolly  Jokea.  Ludicrous  Drolleries.  i<ablo  Witticii-inM, 
uud  many  other  kinds  that  will  "touch  the  funny  bone  " 

every  time.  It  Is  not 
saylni;  too  much  that 
this  bmik  contains  a 
HikmI  part  of  the  choic- 
est humor  ill  the  Eni;- 
llsh  laiiKiu^e,  int<T- 
larded  with  Irish  and 
German  wit  and  hu- 
mor. It  can  bo  safely 
recimimended  as  a 
"  remedy  for  the  mo«t 
obstinate  case  of 
Bluea"  Wo  feel  safe 
In  saylnfr  that  i.'iis 
book  Will  rank  with  the 
best  humorous  iKKikj 
ever  published.  Eviiy 
patre  is  "boilintr  over 
with  mirth  and  hi- 
larity"—In  fact,  the 
whole  book  is 
"crammed,  juinmed, 
heaped  upuDU  ruimii'ir 
over"  with  pure  und 
fresh  EnKlisn,  Irii^h 
•  lid  German  wit  and 
Humor.  If  there  ever 
was  a  hook  published  that  will  please  you,  it  is  thta  o-  e, 
as  it  alTords  fiMi  for  a  life  time.  It  will  prove  a  first  cl»s» 
medium  throuKb  which  to  entertain  your  friends  with 
Ineffable  pleasure.  All  the  (freat  Hninorislsof  the  dey 
will  refer  to  it.  liccause  they  can  And  In  it  material  ap- 
propriate for  any  occ.igion.  Now.  reader,  it  will  pay  yu 
to  send  for  tliis  bmik,  as  you  will  (;et  ten  times  25  cents' 
worth  of  fun  out  of  it.  U  contains  112  pa^es,  with  hand. 
S'lme  cover,  and  is  a  flrsi-class  book  In  every  re'i>ect. 
Price  25  Cents  per  cony,  by  mall,  |>ost-D(iid.  Get  four 
of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at.25  cents  each,  niak- 
inir  $1.00  111  all,  aud  thereby  get  your  own  book  freeuC 
charKe. 
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Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  Honse,  whichever  is  nearest  to  yon. 
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A  Case  of  Pedigree— /?«ci<a<ion 8 

A  Dear,  Kind  Doctor 3 

A  Girl  Y«ii  Dou't  Meet  Every  Day 5 

A  Little  UoiiieleMWuDilerer.. 11 

All  ill  a  Row ..20 

And  Then  lie  VVoUe  Up 17 

A  Scrap  of  Paper 19 

A  Yankee  Lud'e  Luve 7 
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Benediction  {Tin:)— ItecUatiun 18 
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Cacliuca 7 
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I  Don't  Think 11 

I've  Been  Hood oo'd 24 

I  Lahs  Yon,  My  Honey 17 

It's  a  Joke,  When  You  Thii.k  of  It 6 

I  Told  Them  that  1  Saw  You 3 

III  Not  Go  Out  with  Riley  Any  Mor« 22 

Jess  in  Her  Calico  Dress 15 

Jones's  Girl 11 

Just  a  Little  More  Than  That 18 

Ji!8t  a  Simple  Story 2 

Katy  Did— i^ect^o^ton 16 

haona—ReeitaCion 12 

Little  Jim— liecitation 10 

Love  Me,  Honey,  Do 4 

Love's  Battle 13 

Maguie  Maguire 3 

^aggie,  My  Own 23 

Mary  Rode  the  Bike  and  Ball 22 

Mavourneen 23 . 

Men  Who  Come  Over  from  Ireland  (The) 7 
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Mr.  Johnson 5 

Molly,  O 23 
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Ntver  Again * 
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Old  Church  Choir  (The) 18 

One  Sweet  Word 3 
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Our  Camp's  Eero— liecitation 20 

P.arl  Bryan  »  Fiite 2 

Pretty  Grace  O'Malley 9 

Ride  of  Jennie  McNeal  {Tin)— liecitalit/n 10 
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She'd  Die  if  She  Knew 17 

Sister 'Ria 6 
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Something  She  Said  to  John '^'2 

Sweet  Antoinette .-.,   .  i!4 

Sweetheart  Lou 21 

Treadwater  Jim—  liecitation 14 

Trials  of  a  T\f  in— liecitation 12 

Twinkle,  Twinkle 2 

Two  Little  Waifs— .ffec«a<ion 8 

•Venus,  My  Shilling  Love 24 

Walk,  McCarthy,  Walk 3 

WhttCky,  Whacky.  Whack 9 

Whoop-de-Dooden-Do 5 

Who  Will  Marry  Me? t4 

Words  Cannot  Tell  My  Love  for  Thee 2 

You're  Welcome  Whenever  Yon  Call 21 

You've  Been  a  Good  Old  Wagon,  hut  you've 
Done  Broke  Down S 
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PEARL    BRYANTS    FATE. 
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VTords  and  Music  by  Charles  A  Kennedy. 


Tlie  mnrder  of  the  Hil')) lands,  which  now  go  wiJely  known, 

Bae  darkened  donrs  with  untold  uriet  that  once  weru  happy  homes; 

Oh,  but  cniilil  poor  Peiirl  liMve  known  the  futevhe  waB  tu  meet, 

And  anileil  aloof  the  ileath-triip  of  treiictierous  deceit. 

Could  tve  hut  know  the  future  as  well  as  now  tlie  |>a»t, 

And  wariietl  her  of  the  fatal  step  which  haniited  death  at  lost, 

Broken-hearteil  mothers,  no  words  litem  con  Id  console. 

Their  ears  are  turoed  from  loving  voices  to  the  death-bell's  toll. 

RXFBAIN. 

Fathers,  brothers,  sisters  dear.  naiii;ht  in  this  world  yonr  hearts  can  cheer, 
Pearl's  wrongs  witli  her  liTe  atoned,  now  let  the  guilty  demons  answer. 

The  stony-hearted  vllliiln,  his  name  we  wish  to  know. 

Who  thoa(rht  could  blind  a  world  of  wit  and  struck  the  fatal  blow, 

The  hungry  callows  waiting  his  sullen  face  to  greet. 

And  longs  to  see  the  leng^^y  chain  of  evidence  complete, 

Ko  punishment  inflicted  would  right  the  wrong  that's  done. 

Nor  equal  half  her  siif'riugs  the  |)oi>r,  unprotected  one. 

Broken-hearted  mothers,  no  words  tliein  could  console. 

Their  ears  are  taru'd  from  loving  voices  to  the  deuth-bell'a  toW.— Strain. 
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!  -  Words  by  George  Cooper.    Music  by  William  Jerome. 


JUST     A     SIMPLE     STORY. 

Copyrisht,  UM,  by  T.  B.  Ilarnis  &  Co.    English  copyrlKbt  secured. 
•  All  rights  I  eserved. 


i  In  a  distant  inininc  town,  Joe  and  Will  were  boys  together, 

I     And  when  older  grown,  they  worked  down  in  the  mine: 

;  They  were  friends  so  staunch  and  true,  both  in  fair  and  stormy  weather. 

Till  a  quarrel  came  witli  scurce  a  word  or  sign. 
Each  his  manly  heart  had  civen  to  the  same  sweet  village  girl; 

And  one  twilight  Joe  was  walking  by  her  side. 
With  no  thought  that  Will  w«f«  near  them,  vows  of  love  were  whisper'd  o'er. 
And  she  promised  to  become  Joe's  loving  bride. 

Refrain. 

Just  a  simple  story  of  a  heart  so  true, 
f-  Just  a  simple  story,  neither  old  nor  new; 

When  tlieir  toil  is  over,  in  the  twilight's  glow. 
The  miners  tell  this  eiuiple  story  of  Will  and  Joe. 

Joe  was  happy  with  his  wife,  pretty  darlines  came  to  bless  them. 

While  the  love  of  Will  was  burled  in  his  heart; 
When  Joe's  little  ones  he  saw,  he  would  fondle  and  caress  them, 

Tlio',  as  friends,  the  twain  liad  diifted  far  apart. 
Once,  while  Joe  and  Will  were  toiling,  came  the  cry, 

"  The  mine's  on  fire!  "  Only  one  more  to  the  surface  they  could  fake; 
Joe  and  Will  stood  there  togeilier.  Will  slioolt  buiKls  and  calmly  said, 

*'  Save  yourself,  Joe,  for  your  wife  and  babies'  sake  I  "— 7/^ratn. 


Words  Cannot  Tell  My  Love  for  Thee. 

Copyrlcbt.  iStS,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 
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NELLIE    KEPT    ON    SMILINO. 
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Words  by  Hugh  Murtou.    Uusic  by  Qustave  Kerker. 


TWINKLE,    TWINKLE. 

Copyright.  1890.  by  T.  B.  Harms  ^fc  Co.     English  copyright  secured. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  Hugh  Morton.     Music  by  Gustave  Kerker. 


I'm  Flo  of  the  halls,  and  the  chappies  in  the  stalls 

Say  my  face  and  my  shape  is  "  in  it"  with  tlie  beet  of  them; 
And  down  at  my  iient  and  expressive  little  feet 

You'll  find  all  the  dukes  and  the  princes  and  the  rest  of  them. 
Id  my  heliotrope  titlhts.  when  they  turn  on  tlie  lights, 

I'm  a  vision  to  delitrht  the  common  |)eople  and  nobility. 
I  use  as  my  toys  all  the  nohhy  little  boys, 

And  the  older  ducks  I  work  with  supernatural  facility; 

The  older  ducks  I  work  with  supernatural  facility. 

Cborcs. 
Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  Flo,  how  I  wonder  what  yon  show 

Up  al)Ove  our  heads  so  high;  twinkle,  twinkle,  Flo  so  fly. 
Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  Flo,  how  I  wonder  wliat  yon  show 

Up  above  our  heads  so  high ;  twinkle,  twinkle,  twinkle,  little  Flo  BO  fly. 

Oh.  after  the  show  to  a  restaurant  I  go. 

To  punish  off  a  birdie  and  a  bottle  of  champaggany;  • 

And  though  it  be  wrong,  I  take  a  dude  along: 

I  let  him  pay  the  bill  and  then  I  send  liim  Lome  in  agony  * 

In  ail  equipnge  gay,  I  go  drivini;  ev'ry  day. 

With  a  tiger  riding  after  me  in  red  and  green  livery. 
I  pass  in  a  row  all  the  cha|)pies  I  hat  I  know. 

And  1  like  to  smile  upon  "em.  for  it  makes  'em  feel  so  shivery; 

I  like  to  smile  upon  'em,  for  it  makes  'em  feel  so  shivery.— CAortM. 


*Way  down  where  I  live,  on  McGonigle's  block. 

There's  always  the  divil  to  pay: 
The  boys  and  the  girls  they  have  all  gone  insane. 

And  they're  cussin'  an<i  fiehiin'  all  day. 
And  the  cause  for  their  rippin'  and  sweariu' 

Is  a  girl  only  sixteen  years  old; 
Der  name  is  Nellie  O'Malley, 

And  her  hair  is  as  sliiiiitig  as  gold. 
Oh,  Nellie  keeps  on  smiling 

Jnst  as  she  smiled  before: 
With  the  same  little  smile  that  charmed  yos 

When  she  was  three  or  four. 
A  smile  like  the  fliclcer  of  sunshine 

On  a  rese  that  the  breezes  stir, 
•  And  all  the  poor  tioys  on  McQonigle's  block 

Are  breaking  their  hearts  for  her. 

There's  always  a  fight  on  McGonigle's  block. 

And  Nellie's  the  cause  of  it  all; 
She  smiles  to  the  right  and  she  smiles  to  the  left. 

She  smiles  on  the  short  and  the  tall. 
The  barl>er  he  slugged  the  policeman 

For  wiiikiu' at  Nellie  one  <lay; 
Tlie  cop  clnbt>ed  the  head  off  the  harl)er,         v  -  - 

And  the  ambulance  took  him  away; 
And  Nellie  kept  on  smiling 

Just  as  she  smiled  liefore; 
Just  as  she  smiled  when  the  postman      .     ' 

Was  licked  in  Rnfferty's  store. 
If  Nellie  should  speak  to  the  plumber. 

You'd  never  know  what  might  occur. 
For  all  the  poor  boys  on  McGonigle's  block 

Are  breaking  their  hearts  for  her. 

In  every  saloon  on  McGonigle's  block. 

Sweet  Nellie's  the  toast  that  they  give; 
Bot  if  any  man  says  he's  solid  with  her. 

He  isn't  permitted  to  live. 
Young  Dliikelspeil  fights  with  Maguire, 

In  the  sawduHt  around  they  roll; 
O'Brien  swipes  Burke  with  a  bottle. 

Then  they  call  the  Police  Patrol; 
And  Nellie  keeps  on  smiling  ,.    '•.•_ 

Just  as  She  did  l)efore,  ''. . 

She  can  hear  the  gong  on  the  wagon 

Go  hanging  by  ner  door: 
It  tells  her  that,  down  on  the  comer, 

Her  name  has  created  a  stir: 
And  all  the  poor  boys  on  McGonigle's  block 

Are  breaking  their  hearts  for  her. 

The  butcher  boy,  down  on  McGonigle's  block,     . 

He  tried  a  most  desperate  eame: 
He  told  the  policeman  that  Nellie  agreed 

To  share  his  week's  wages  and  name. 
The  butcher  boy  now  Is  no  longer 

The  butcher  lioy  on  that  block: 
Perhaps  he  was  struck  by  a  trolley. 

Or  |)erhaps  he  fell  off  the  dock;  , 

And  Nellie  kce|Ni  cm  smiling 

Jnst  as  she  smiled  Itefore; 
The  boys  all  come  out  of  the  beer  shop 

When  she  trips  by  the  door. 
There's  the  wonderful  L'limpse  of  an  ankl6,  "'       ' 

As  she  elves  her  skirr^a  slur; 
And  all  the  |)oor  boys  on  McGonigle's  block 

Are  breaking  their  hearts  for  her. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  M'Migs  for  One  Dtillar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehin«n,  ISO  A  i;«  Park  How,  New  York;  or  88  *  87  K.  Mi«illi.on  .St, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  kIi  .re  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  8<>nir".  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Moalo,  Uerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Richard  StabL      ' 

Words  cannot  tell  how  I  love  thee;  let  me  not  try  to  speak; 
Read  in  my  eyes  the  answer  that  thy  heart  seems  to  seek. 
Why  most  we  wait  till  morrow?  Call  me  thine  own  to-day; 
Silence  the  pain  and  sorrow,  love  me,  tbo'  come  what  may. 

CBOR0t. 

Words  are  too  vagne,  too  empty,  to  speak  of  my  devotion; 

Read  in  my  heart  the  answer, 'tis  written  there,  you'll  see. 
Thou  art  mine  own  forever,  I  will  forsake  thee  never: 

Ask,  and  my  heart  will  answer:  "  Words  cannot  tell  my  love  for  thee." 

No  one  could  love  thee,  my  darling,  more  than  I  do,  'tis  trne; 

Nature  around  us  re-echoes  that  I  love  only  vou: 

And  when  some  day  in  silence  ihou'rt  brooding  all  alone. 

Think  of  the  one  who  loves  thee,  and  calls  thue  e'er  his  own.— Chorut. 
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DOWN    IN   HOG-AN^S   ALLEY. 

CopyriKht,  MDOCCXCVI,  by  Henry  J.  Wehtnan. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  8.  Miller. 


or  nil  i)ie  8we<>t  cirle  in  old  New  York,  there's  only  one  for  me, 
WliO'e  eiliicuiiun'e  not  the  best,  iiur  ruie«-d  ill  luxury; 
Slie  lielpd  10  support  h  niotlier  who  \e  feeble,  old  ttnd  gray; 
My  lit.ari's  delight  is  Suuday  night  when  1  may  call  and  say:       ' 

Chorus. 

.  ■,;.  Slie's  tny  darling,  all  the  children  know, 
.-     ■       And  I'm  happy  to  Bay  the  same  is  »o. 
None  ril  marry,  none  bnt  Utile  Sally, 
The  idol  of  the  boys  and  girls  down  in  Hogan's  alley. 

She  said  she  wonid  i;ladly  marry  me,  but  mother's  old,  yon  know. 
And  n»-etl«  eoniK  one  to  care  for  her— don't  aak  nie.  Jack,  to  go. 
For  thri'e-i<coie  years  have  paeced  her  by,  and  comfort  her  I  shoald, 
Uo  1  will  state,  I'll  gladly  wait  when  I  can  say  for  good:— CAortM. 


ONE    SWEET    WORD. 
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Words  by  Geo.  M.  Cohan.    Hueic  by  Charles  Hirst. 


I've  waited  long  ere  asking  a  queeiion,  dear,  divine. 

My  love  I  have  been  masking,  but  now  "  will  you  be  mine?" 

Since  flrst  I  met  yon,  darling,  you've  made  life's  dullness  sbine, 

So  answer  or  my  heart  will  break,  I  fear; 

'Tie  the  love  I  bear  for  yoti,  the  love  so  good  and  true, 

That  bids  me  speak  and  make  my  story  Clear; 
My  every  thought's  of  thee,  my  life's  companion  be, 

Just  answer  me  with  one  sweet  word,  my  de^r. 

Chorus. 

One  sweet  word,  love.  Is  all  I  want  to  hear  yon  say, 
:,    Long  I've  tvuited,  darling,  answer  me  I  pray; 

Don't  lie  angry,  my  loved  one,  this  true  heart  is  stirred. 
Just  let  me  hear  you  say  yes,  my  dear— only  one  sweet  word. 

No  love  was  e'er  so  true,  dear — you  are  my  one  delight; 
I  think  of  none  but  you,  dear,  from  early  morn  till  night: 
On  my  life's  darkness,  darling,  yon've  thrown  a  shining  light. 
And  siili  that  one  sweet  yes  I  liave  not  heard, 
And  at  night  my  many  dreams  are  of  but  you,  it  seems; 

You  are  the  one  girl  that  I  have  preferred; 
1  love  but  you  aloue,  just  say  you'll  lie  my  own. 

And  answer  me  witli  one  sweet,  little  word. — Chorus. 


A    DEAR,    KIND    DOCTOR. 
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By  Joseph  Tabrar. 
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Have  yon  ever  had  a  nagging  at  your  heart? 

If  you  haven't,  well  I  hope  yoa  never  will; 
I  believe  that  I've  been  stung  by  cupid's  dart, 

Tlio'  for  months  I  have  l)een  under  Doctor  Phil. 
Now  the  first  time  that  he  asked  to  see  my  throat, 

He  took  a  little  bottle  from  a  shelf; 
On  telling  liim  my  age  he  said,  "  How  yonngi " 

Then  1  gently  murmured  to  myself— Oh  I 

Chorus. 
He's  a  dear,  kind  doctor,  as  clever  as  clever  can  be;    ;. 
He's  a  dear,  kind  doctor,  and  awfully  fond  of  me. 
He  can  tell  its  Trilby  when  I  pall  at  the  surgery  bell. 
But  the  moment  he  feels  my  pulse  I  say,  "  I  feel  quite  well." 

First  he  said,  "  Undo  the  buttons  of  yonr  coat- 
Now,  dear  madam,  won't  you  kindly  take  a  chair." 

And  then,  on  gazing  down  my  little  throat,  .  •" 

He  said,  "  there's  nothing  mnch  the  matter  there." 

Then  he  placed  a  little  trumpet  to  his  ear. 
And  put  the  other  end  iipou  my  chest; 

I  murmured  to  myself,  "  Oh,  what  a  dearl  " 
Then  inwardly,  and  solemnly,  confessed— Oh  I— CAoftM. 

Yesterday,  while  looking  gently  In  my  eyes. 

He  said,  "Excuse  me,  dear,  but  gaze  above." 
And  then,  between  two  gentle  little  sighs, 

"  My  darling,"  he  exclaimed,  "  why  you're  in  love." 
As  1  had  a  faint  idea  that  he  was  right. 

So  didn't  wish  to  cause  him  any  strife; 
Instead  of  there  resisting  with  my  might, 

I  consented  right  away  to  l>e  his  wife— Oh  I — Ckorui. 


I  Told  Them  that  I  Saw  You. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Oeurge  M.  Cohan. 


You  all  have  heard  the  story  of  the  girl  who  ran  away, 
And  how  she  met  her  schoolmate  'midst  the  city's  tlirong  one  day. 
"Just  tell  the  folks  you  saw  me,"  that  was  all  the  maiden  said. 
One  day  she  get  a  letter  from  tier  schoolmate,  and  it  read: 

Cbords.  '>  ! 

I  told  them  that  I  saw  yon,  they  want  you  to  come  home;         ■'n'/'^' 
Their  hearts  are  aching  for  you,  while  far  away  yon  roam;  ' ' 

The  old  folks  still  adore  you,  tliey  soon  from  iis  must  part^ 
So  come  home,  Madge,  before  you  break  your  dear  old  mother's  heart. 

Then  came  the  thoughts  of  cliildhood  to  this  girl  once  bright  and  gay; 
Slie  seemed  to  see  her  mother  in  their  cottage  far  away. 
She  thought  of  happy  sclioolmates,  and  the  life  she  should  have  led. 
And  while  she  pondered  there  a  tear  fell  ou  the  note,  which  read  i—Cho. 


^  •  ^ 


MAG-OIE    MAOUIRE. 

Copyright,  1«6,  by  Howard  <t  Co.    Entered  at  StaUoneiv'  Hall.  London. 


AU  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Mnslc  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  wjU  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poat-|iaid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.lSO*  132  Park  Row.  Nfw  York:  or  85  A  87  E  Mndlnon  »t, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Ciitaloiriip  of  Sotiifn.  Souk  Books, 
Sbeet  Mosio.  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writei^,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Boukt.  etc. 


By  Harry  Castling  and  Wm.  B.  Gray. 


Of  pretty  girls  the  singers  sing,  and  poeis  of  them  write,  '    '  i :; 

But  Jimmy  Johnson  lias  a  girl,  who's  simply  "out  of  sight," 
Indoors  or  out.  he  raves  about  their  happy  wedding  day, 
And  seated  by  her  side  eacli  night,  he'll  take  her  hand  and  say:    ■ 

Chorus. 

Ohi  Maggie  Magnire,  believe  me,  my  girl.  I  adore  yon; 
My  heart's  all  afire,  and  I'll  do  anything  for  you;  v.  •• 

Name  tlie  day,  don't  turn  me  away,  I'm  lonely  when  yon  roam;' 
Say  you'll  be  true,  and  I'll  marry  yuu  as  soon  as  I  buy  the  home. 

They  often  have  a  quarrel,  just  like  others,  her  and  Jim,  : ;..., 

And  then  for  days  she'll  pass  him  hy,  won't  even  nod  to  him: 
Somehow  tliey  always  "  make  up,"  though,  when  Jimmy  to  her  brings 
A  Utile  present,  which  he  gives,  as  pleadingly  he  sings:— CAwn*. 


WALK,  McCarthy,  walk 
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Words  and  Music  by  B.  H.  Janssen. 


One  August  day  a  farmer,  driving  down  a  country  road. 

He  met  McCarthy,  J,  and  Mac  to  liim  did  say:  . 

"If  you  don't  mind,  I'd  like  to  walk  behind  your  truck  awhile." 

"  All  right,  climb  up  the  back."     "  No,  let  me  walk,"  says  Mack. 

The  farmer  said,  "  Not  come  up  here,  tliere's  room  enough  for  two." 

McCarthy  only  shook  his  head,  "  I'll  walk,  if  that  suits  you." 

The  farmer  laughed  and  heard  him,  as  he  slowly  drove  ahead; 

For  Mac  kept  talking  tA  himself,  and  this  is  wtiat  he  said:  ;  >  -  . - 

Chobcb. 
Walk,  walk,  walk,  McCarthy,  walk  and  wear  a  smile; 
You  had  a  great  old  chance  to  ride,  but,  like  a  fool,  threw  it  aside. 
So  walk,  walk,  walk,  McCarthy,  swallow  all  the  dust; 
Yoa  burned  your  money,  'tie  all  gone,  so  walk  because  yoa  most. 

He  never  stopped  a  minute  tn  his  quaint  soliloquy, 

"III  l)eat  them  even  yet  if  once  a  chance  I  get.  ■■>>■/.:■       ,.■.-- 

I  made  me  money  like  a  man  and  spent  it  like  the  same. 

The  whole  town  did  I  know,  they'd  Ik)w  wherever  I'd  go."  ,;>  • 

"You  were  a  good  tiling.  Mac,  old  boy,  and  pushed  along  for  fair; 

They  never  told  you,  did  they,  Mac,  that  aces  heal  a  pairf 

Yoa  paid  for  suppers  and  champagne,  to  friends  who  called  yon  Mac; 

You  loaned  your  rings  to  ladles,  and  they  never  brought  them  back.— CA«. 

It  took  you  twenty  years,  or  so,  to  make  your  little  pile. 

And  working  every  day,  putting  ev'ry  cent  away;  ■ 

It  took  you  twenty  moutlis,  or  so,  to  blow  in  all  yon  had;        ^         ...."- 

And  all  that's  left,  yon  wear,  and  hope  that  that  won't  tear;  a       ; 

Your  drees  suit  is  at  Rnl>enstein'8  when  it's  not  at  a  hall: 

Two  Dutchmen,  Groll  and  PfeiflEer,  now  own  James  McCarthy's  hall; 

Your  sweetheart,  Mamie  Caesidy,  has  married  Pat  McCauu; 

McFadden  sold  yoar  trotter  to  a  Low^MT^h  grocery  man.- CAMtw. 


— **  A  man  may  be  droYsno  dbrink,"  said  Officer  McQobb,  "  but 
to  git  'im  away  fromJLi^nd  l^e  Las  to  be  pulled." 
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OH!    MR    AUSTIN. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Qray. 


A  man  named  Amos  Austin  tnoU  a  trip  to  Bostnii 

Prom  Ilia  quiet  little  home  in  Siicciirapim,  Maine. 
Where  he  was  a  preuclier,  and  vvlili  him  took  a  teacher 

From  a  cliiae  in  Siiiiilay  school,  whofie  Christian  name  woe  Jane; 
When  they  K<>t  to  Boston,  dear,  kind  Mr.  AiiBlin 

Left  her  up  at  Young's  Hotel,  hut  soon  from  tliera  she  fled; 
And  KOudness  Kmcloiia,  whul  n  Bliock,  when  that  same  iii|;ht  at  twelve  o'clock. 

He  fuuud  ber  out  ou  Treiuout  Street,  and  tliie  is  what  sbe  said: 

CUORUS. 
OhI  Mr.  Austin, 
Since  I've  been  in  Boston 
£verytliiiii{'8  heen  hiippiness, 

Without  a  care  or  puin: 
My  brain's  lieen  in  a  constant  whirl, 
And  I'll  )>e  a  much  wiser  girl 

Wlien  I  gu  buck  to  Saccarappa,  Maine. 

r 

Next  day  a  hotel  >>oarder  told  Jane  he  adored  ber. 

Took  bar  out  with  bim  tliat  niglii  fo  set'  tlie  ''Blacit  Crook"  show, 
And  when  the  lady  praneers.  called  llie  Midway  dancers. 

Moved  abont  so  very  queer,  Jane  inurniiirecl,  •'  Oh,  dear,  obt  " 
But  when  the  show  was  over,  Jane  was  in  binb  clover, 

Vouinf;  she  had  never  dreani'd  of  seeiiik;  such  a  play: 
RiL'bt  back  to  Youiik's  Ibey  went  to  dine,  wliere  verv  freely  Jane  drank  wine, 

Tbe  parson  walke'd  in  on  the  scene,  but  Jane  coald  only  say: — Cfioi'ut. 

The  day  that  Mr.  Austin  took  Jane  ont  of  Boston 

Sacb  a  crowd  you  never  saw,  as  cathcred  at  the  train, 
To  see  this  little  maiden,  so  sad  and  sorrow-laden.      _ 

Soon  to  leave  tbe  city  for  her  quiet  home  in  Maine. 
Before  the  tram  departed,  almost  broken-benrted. 

Nervously  ciie  eased  ahout  and  nnidly  tossed  ber  head; 
And  then  she  hollered  loud  and  plain,  "  I'd  rather  not  ^o  back  to  Maine." 

The  parsou  answered,  "  But  yon  must,"  then  sobbingly  ebe  said:— C'Aoruf. 


EVERY     NIG-HT     I     SEE     THAT 
NIGGER    STANDING    'ROUND. 
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By  Joaeph  Hart  A  W.  II.  Matchette. 


The  woretest  nigger  tliat  I  know  steals  and  gets  into  a  row, 

Just  Iwcause  lie's  nuiliin'  else  to  do; 
Be  went  down  to  a  colored  church,  l^iiocked  the  deacon  off  bis  perch. 

Just  because  he'd  iinthin  eiee  to  do. 
Went  to  a  colored  bull,  one  night,  drew  bis  razor,  started  a  fight. 

Just  because  lie'd  nuiliin'  else  to  do: 
In  a  policy  shop  did  loudly  shout.  "  I'se  gwine  to  clean  dis  ere  place  onti " 

Just  becanse  he'd  nutbin'  else  to  do. 

'  Chorus. 

Kv'ry  night  I  see  that  nigger  staiidin'  'round,  bangin*  Vonnd; 
Ev'ry  iiiL'bt  I  see  that  nigL'er  watkin'  'round,  talkin'  'round: 
Ev'ry  night  I  see  that  niggt  r  standin'  'round,  bangiii'  'round. 
Just  because  he'd  nothiii'  else  to  do. 

One  moonliglit  niglil  he  left  his  stoop  to  go  and  visit  a  chicken  coop, 

Just  liecatise  he's  nutbin'  else  to  do: 
Not  a  sound  there  could  he  heard,  he  said,  "  I'se  gwine  to  get  tliat  bird," 

Just  l>ecanse  he'd  niithin'  else  to  do. 
Ttie  man  that  owned  that  coop  badfa  gun— Lordy,  how  that  nig  did  run, 

Just  because  lie'd  nulliin'  else  to  do; 
You  sec  that  bird  was  that  man's  pet.    I  's|iecs  that  nigger's  rnnnin'  yet, 

Just  iK-cause  be'd  nutbin'  else  to  do.—  C'/unitg. 

Got  shaking  craps  with  a  lot  of  coons  up  in  Reuben  Snowball's  rooms, 

Just  lieCituse  lie's  nutliin'  else  to  do; 
Those  niL'gers  wished  be  was  in  heaven,  for  ev'ry  shake  he  shook  eleven, 

Just  because  he'd  nothin'  else  t<i  do: 
Won  all  they  bi«d.  hut  had  to  cheat— nifgers  chased  him  down  tbe  street. 

Just  Ix'Ciiiise  he  d  iintbiii'  else  to  do; 
Tliro' tin  alley,  myl  lint  it  wns  funny.     lie  said,  "I'll  give  you  a  mn  for  yer 

Jitsi  because  lie'd  nutbin'  else  to  i\o.— V horut.  [money  1 ' 


—A  bishop  •wns  traveling  alonir  and  encountered  an  old  Irishman 
lurniiiij  a  windla.'is  which  liaiiled  up  ore  out  of  a  shaft.  It  was  liis 
work  to  tills  ali  day  long.  His  iial  was  off  and  tlie  sun  was  pour- 
ing diiwn  on  his  unprotected  head. 

"  Don't  yi>u  know  tlie  sun  will  injure  your  brain  if  you  expose 
it  in  lliat  manner?"  .«;ai(l  tlie  good  iiihii. 

'I'lie  Irishman  wiped  the  sweat  off  his  foreliead  and  looked  at 
the  clergyman.  "  Do  ye  think  I'd  Ik?  doin'  this  all  day  If  I  Lad 
any  brains?"  he  said,  and  gave  the  handle  uiiotlier  turn. 


NEVER    AGAIN.      - 
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Worda  and  Music  by  Charlea  Oraham. 


The  maeic  of  a  voice  I  loved, 

Tlie  last  sw  eet  song  1  lieard  her  sing,    .: 
A  face  remeiiit>ered  in  my  dreams, 

A  tiny  liand,  a  simple  ring: 
A  witching  smile,  a  loving  eye, 

A  tender  heart,  a  woman  fair,  -■  ,■• 

Tlie  one,  the  only  one  of  all. 

The  gem  that  could  with  all  compare. 

Rkfraht. 

Never  again  shall  I  bear  her  voice, 

Never  again  tbe  song. 
The  face  1  remember  so  well  in  my  dreams 

Will  baiint  me  my  whole  life  long; 
Tbe  tokens  of  love  and  the  tender  heart 

Were  only  given  in  vaiA; 
The  one  that  I  loved  tbe  liest  of  all, 

Will  never  be  mine  again,  never  again. 

When  dnylisrbt  westward  flies, 
Often  with  longing  eyes. 
Tnrned  to  the  starry  skies. 

My  soul  bus  longed  to  greet  thee; 
Thou  in  the  glory  there. 
Witness  my  heart's  despair, 
Tlio' I  may  never  dare 

In  heaven  again  to  meet  thee.— Rt/rain. 


LOVE    ME,    HONEY,    DO. 
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Worda  and  Mualc  by  Richard  StahL 


When  de  shades  of  iiigbt  nm  falliu' 
An*  de  wliip-o-wills  am  callin'. 

Love  me.  iiia  lioney.  dot 
When  de  darkies  am  a-siiigin' 
An'  dcm  tiolden  liells  am  ringin', 

Love  me,  ma  honey,  dol 
When  yer  for  de  cake  am  walkin' 
An'  dem  niggali  girls  are  talkin'. 
An'  a-tryin'  for  to  make  a  masli  on  yoo; 
Don't  forget  your  little  'ninny, 
Bveii  tho'  elie's  rather  skinny. 

Love  me,  ma  lioney,  dol 

Cbobds. 

Bless  dem  lips,  like  clierries. 
Sweet  as  huckleberries; 

Come!  y<iur  own  bahy  longs  f or  yoo. 
Why  much  longer  tarry  f 
Ton's  de  one  I'd  marry — 

Love  me,  ma  honey,  dol  \      ' 

Bless  dem  lips,  like  cherries, 
8»eet  as  buckkeherriesl 

Gomel  your  own  iiaby  longs  for  yoa. 
Why  much  longer  tarry? 
Ton's  tie  one  I'd  marry— 

Love  nie,  ma  honey,  dol 

When  de  moon  thro'  clouds  am  peepin* 
Ad*  de  birds  am  all  a-sleepin'. 

Love  me.  ma  honey,  do! 
Wlien  de  litile  stars  am  hiinkin* 
Den  of  yons  am  fondly  thinkiii', 

Love  me.  ma  honey,  dol 
Wlieii  a  tame  of  craps  yoii's  playin', 
Bb'ry  time  for  you  I's  ptayin'. 
An'  I  know  you  likes  yer  little  black-eyed  Sue. 
Ifou's  her  lieaii.  her  sweetest  lioney, 
Bven  tho'  yoii's  got  no  money, 
^  Love  me,  ma  honey,  doT— C'^OTm*. 


— A  capital  Story  is  current  in  London  about  two  Waterford  mer- 
chants and  hatters  who  once  ohtiiined  nn  audience  with  the  present 
Pope's  predecessors.  They  were  old-fashioned  men  and  good, 
pious  Catholics,  and  when,  after  much  formality,  they  were 
ushered  into  the  room  where  Pius  IX  ,  in  all  his  Papal  splendor, 
was  waiting  lo  receive  them.  Ixitli  were  so  overcome  wiili  emotion 
that  they  could  do  nothing  but  stare  in  blank  ainazcuient.  tremb- 
ling all  over.  At  last  one  of  them  foiinti  liis  tongue.  'I'lirowing 
himself  on  Ids  knees  he  shouted  out  loud  cnougii  to  be  heard  in 
every  corner  of  the  vast  chamber:  "O  Holy  Father,  we're  from 
Waterford  I  " 
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Words  by  Hagh  Morton.     Uosic  by  Oustave  Kerker. 


There  once  was  a  maid  named  Pegglo  Brown,  wboop-de-doo-den-dol 
And  she  was  the  fairest  maid  in  town,  wboop-de-doo-den-doi 

Her  eyes  were  blue,  her  cbeelss  were  fair, 

She'd  a  lovely  crop  of  golden  hair. 
And  slie  wore  her  dress  cut  down  to  there,  whoop-dc-doo-den-do! 
Wlioop-de-doo-den,  wlioop-de-doo-den!  Pet!gy  linew  a  thing  or  two. 
When  people  sighed,  she  sitiiplv  cried,  whoop-de-doo-den-do. 
Whoop-de-doo-den,  whoop-de-doo-denl  Peggy  knew  a  thing  or  two; 
When  people  sighed,  she  simply  cried,  whoop-de-doo-deu-do. 

Now  Peggy  went,  of  course,  on  tlie  stage,  wlioop-de<Ioo-den-dot 
And  soon  sweet  Peggy  became  (he  rage,  whoop-de-doo^eu-dol 

Site  conldnH  sing,  she  couldn't  dance, 

But  none  of  Iter  rivals  lind  a  cliaiice 
When  slie  acted  a  boy,  in  little  knee  pants,  whoop-de-doo-den-dol 
Wlioop-de-doo-den,  whoop-de-doo-deu  I  Peggy's  tights  were  palest  blue; 
nigii  art  she  missed,  but  you  couldn't  resist  lier  wlioop-de-doo-deu-dol 
Whoop-de-doo-den,  wlioop-de-doo-denl  Peggy's  tights  were  palest  blue; 
High  art  she  missed,  but  you  couldn't  resist  her  whoop-de-doo-deu-do  I 


You've  Been  a  Good  Old  Wagon,  but 
You've  Done  Broke  Down. 
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By  Harney  A  Blller. 

I  was  standing  in  a  crap  game,  doing  no  harm,  baby. 
When  a  coi>per  grabb'd  me  by  my  arm,  honey, 
'I'ook  me  down  to  the  JHil-lionse  door. 
Place  I  never  had  been  before— I  was  ran  in.    . 

Cborcb.  ■; 

No  more  will  I  bny  my  sweet  thing  pork  chops. 
And  liear  her  lily  lips  go  flip-flop; 
'i'lie  reason  I'm  in  truble  about  my  sweet  thing 
Is  because  this  song  to  nit  she  did  sing. 
Good-bye,  my  liouey,  if  you  cull  it  gone,  darling; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  if  you  call  it  gone,  darling; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  if  you  call  it  gone, 
You've  been  a  good  wagon,  but  you  done  broke  down,  bye-bye.— [Z)<m<;e.] 

Tlie  judge  asked  me  what  bad  I  done,  baby: 

Said  standing  in  a  crap  uaine,  getting  my  gun,  hot  stuff. 

The  judge  and  jury  sitid  to  me, 

"  Yon  have  killed  tliree  niggers  in  the  first  degree— no  bail.— CAo.  «ft  Dance, 


The  Dance  We  Sat  Out  on  the  Stair. 
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Words  by  Etbel  Haude  Colson.    Hoslo  by  Harry  Oastleton  Wade. 

Back  in  my  easy  chair  I  lean. 

My  feet  on  ilie  fender  bright,  ...      ..  . 

And  dreamily  gaze  at  the  fire  between  -.  ,    '  ■, 

Tiie  clouds  of  clear  smoke  BO  wiiite, 
Wliicli  circle  and  fioat  to  a  mazy  frame,  ' 

For  the  face  of  the  girl  so  fair. 
Who  thrill'd  to  my  whispers— aht  what  wu  her  name? 

That  dance  we  sat  out  on  the  stair. 

Refbain. 
For  the  strains  of  the  waltz  throb'd  and  faltered, 

And  she  swav'd  to  love's  old  cherished  tune; 
Atil  could  but  love's  passion  be  filtered 

From  tlie  dusk  to  the  glory  of  noon. 
With  a  splendor,  the  dull  years  have  banished 
Tlie  youth's  spriiiglime  of  glory  so  rare; 
.   *Twas  joy  of  the  love-time  now  vanished, 
Tliat  dance  we  sat  out  on  the  stair. 

In  at  the  window  cold  and  clear. 

The  moon  slione  as  bright  as  day,  ■.'.■■''■•  ~'    '• 

And  many  asecret  it  told,  I  fear,  ■    ■ 

As  its  beems  on  lier  fair  face  lay: 
The  wide  hall  was  fllle<l  with  mystic  light,  '  \^  •: 

The  flowers  perfumed  the  air;  ^^  : 

I  wonder  if  site  cnn  lemt-ralyer  thst  night,  .'■  " .  I.' 

Tliat  dance  we  sat  out  on  the  stair.— 7?(^fain.       '      '  : 


A  Girl  You  Don't  Meet  Every  Day. 
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Words  by  Harry  Boden.    Music  by  Tom  Richards. 

It's  a  way  of  the  men  that  whenever  they  meet    .  - 

To  invite  one  another  to  snp, 
Yon'll  hear  them  esclaim  as  they're  shaking  their  hands, 

"Come  along  now  and  just  liquor  up." 
I  don't  wish  to  seem  ont  of  place  in  the  least. 

But  act  in  a  right,  proper  way,  " 

And  aa  I  feel  sure  that  we're  all  of  UB  friends. 

You'll  pardon  me  now  if  I  say: 

CHOB0B. 

c;        One  little  drain  in  friendship,  ..  • . 

One  of  the  sparkling  wine, 
'     One  to  bring  to  memory 

The  days  of  auld  lang  syne:  .. 

We'll  do  the  same  as  the  rest  do. 
While  we've  the  money  to  pay. 
So  have  one  with  me,  I'm  the  sort,  don't  yon  eee. 
Of  girl  you  don't  meet  ev'ry  day. 

I  like  to  see  each  face  with  smiles  beaming  bright, 

And  laugliter  right  merrily  ring; 
The  present  should  be  happy  made  bv  ns  all. 

What  odds  what  the  future  may  bring. 
And  when  we  are  meeting  with  friends,  that's  the  time 

To  drive  thonghts  of  sorrow  away. 
So  while  I've  the  chance  this  assertion  to  prove. 

Allow  me  just  once  more  to  say :— Chorus.  ... 

I'm  always  the  same,  be  the  time  when  it  may. 

Contented,  light-hearted  and  free. 
Making  new  friends,  but  never  forgetting  the  old. 

In  matters  wherever  I  may  l>e, 
So  once  more  I'll  bid  you  your  glassfis  recharge. 

For  time,  as  you  know,  'e  on  the  wing, 
And  just  to  prove  tliat  you  agree  with  my  words. 

As  a  favor  to  me,  kindly  sing: — Chorut, 


♦  s  » 


^' 


MR.    JOHNSON. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Ben  R.  Harney. 


T'other  eb'ning  when  eb'ryting  was  still,  oh,  babe. 

De  moon  was  climbin'  down  behind  de  hill,  oh,  babe; 

T'ought  eb'r)  body  was  a  sound  asleep. 

But  a  old  man  a  Johnson  was  a  on  iiis  beat,  oh,  babe. 

I  went  down  into  a  nigger  crap  game. 

Where  de  coons  were  a-gambiing  wid  a  might  and  main; 

T'ought  I'd  a  be  a  eport  and  be  dead  game; 

I  gambled  my  money  and  I  wasn't  to  bianie; 

One  nigger's  point  was  a  little,  a  Joe, 

Bettiii'  six  bits  t'a  quurter  he  could  make  de  four; 

He  made  dat  |>oiui,  but  lie  made  no  more. 

Just  den  Johnson  jump'd  through  de  door.  - 

Chords. 
"■';      Oh,  Mr.  Johnson,  turn  me  loose. 
Got  no  money  but  a  (rood  excuse; 
*■  ..         Oh,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  l)e  good. 
■       '    Oh!  Mr.  Johnson,  turn  me  loose; 
Don'i  tnke  me  to  de  calalKXJse; 
Ob,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  be  good. 

Late  de  other  eb'ning  when  the  sun  was  down,  oh,  babe; 

I  went  down  on  old  mtin  Jolinsou'e  chicken  farm,  oh,  babe. 

Climbed  in  de  chicken  loft  on  my  knees. 

Was  a  half  way  a  through  wlien  de  chicken  sneexed,  oh,  babe. 

I'll  tell  yon,  if  you  will  only  keep  still, 

'Bout  a  mile  and  a  half  from  Louisville; 

I  am  so  nerbous  dat  I  can't  keep  still. 

When  I  think  about  it  I  Can  feel  a  big  chill.  ^ 

A  big  black  coon  was  a-lookin'  fer  chickens. 

When  a  great  big  hull-dog  got  to  raisin'  the  dickens; 

De  coon  got  higher,  de  chicken  got  uigher, 

Just  den  Johnson  opened  up  fire. 

CuoRns.  ^ 
I  got  no  chance  for  to  be  tnmed  loose,  :'  ,  ' 
,  Got  no  chance  for  a  food  excose;        '  •.  ' 
Oh,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  be  good;  ;■'   ^ 

."■    /      And  now  he's  playin' sel>eB  eleben, 
',     'Way  up  yonder  in  de  nigirer  heab'n; 
...'•"      Oh,  Mr.  Johnson  made  him  good.  _,\- 


^  s  » 


—Mrs.  Topflat:  "  Bridget,  where.<H(l  you  get  that  dreadful  eve?  ** 
Bridget:  "Me  brotlier  gaveit^o  me,  mum;  and  wliat'Il  the 
neighbors  say?  Me  with  un^^fe  like  that  and  no  husband. 


mf^ 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Warner. 


A  Dions  Kirl  named 'Ria  Brown, 

Who  joined  the  Koody  baud, 
And  used  to  eo  convertiiii; 

All  (lie  "goodicB  "  in  the  land, 
The  lirtle  lanili  salvation  bad. 

Which  waelieU  lier  einvaway. 
But  pioiia  8i8ter  Ria 

Quickljr  chan);ed  her  mind  one  day. 

Chorus. 
Sisfer  'Ria.  sister  'Ria, 
or  the  Army  soon  bef;an  to  tire; 
8lie  ciiiiclted  iier  tamiionrine. 
And  now  site's  to  l)e  seen 
Daucing  in  the  ballet  of  the  Op'ra. 

When  Gen'ral  Booth  first  beard  it  said 

That  Sister  'Ria  Brown 
Hud  sliook  tlie  Army  for  the  stace, 

Tlie  news  near  luioclced  him  dowD; 
In  livine  pictures  siie  appeared. 

And  danced  the  serpentine. 
Likewise  the  nanehty  Midway,  too, 

Without  her  tambourine.— 6' W*u«. 

Then  all  the  sisters  in  the  ranks 

They  flew  around  the  town. 
They  sold  tlie  IVar  Cry, 

Teliini;  naughty  tilings  of  'Ria  Brown, 
But  'Ria  told  them  that  she  couldu't 

Live  ou  prayers  and  wind. 
So  just  to  t!et.  her  appetite. 

She  packed  her  box  aud  skinned.—  Chorut. 


DAN    PAID    FOR    THE    OYSTERS. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Frank  O.  Bryan. 


Three  Irishmen  on  a  spree  once  went. 

And  they  got  fall  of  wliiskey— 
Their  names  were  Michael,  Patrick  and  Dan, 

And  the  wind  it  blew  quite  briskly; 
They  got  into  an  argument. 

One  word  brought  on  another, 
Another  brought  on  a  t!lae8  of  beer. 

And  a  bet  of  an  oyster  supper. 

The  l>et  was.  when  each  one  went  home. 

And  he  didn't  do  the  first  thing 
That  liis  wife  ordered  him  to  do. 

Why  he  was  to  pay  for  ev'rything; 
Each  one  was  to  go  lionie  with  tlie  other, 

To  prove  just  what  he  did,  sir; 
And  if  he  didn't  do  as  hie  wife  said, 

Wliy  he  was  to  pay  for  the  oysters. 

Mike  was  the  first  one  to  go  home. 

And  lie  conldn't  find  the  keyhole; 
He  unlocked  the  door  with  the  sole  of  Ids  boot. 

And  broke  all  the  glass  in  the  window. 
Bis  wife  she  liollered  down  the  stairs, 

"  Wliy  don't  you  break  the  furniture,  sir;" 
He  did,  by  gosh  I  'twas  all  he  bad. 

And  Mike  didn't  pay  for  the  oysters. 

Now  Patrick  was  tlie  next  to  go  home; 

From  the  window,  his  wife  she  pushed  her  neck, 
Aad  hollered,  "Patrick,  is  that  you?" 

Says  Patrick,  "Yes.  who  did  you  expect; 
lie  skated  in,  ran  against  the  piano: 

His  wife  cried,  "  Wliy  don't  you  break  It,  sirt" 
He  did.  and  it  cost  hlin  three  hundred  dollara. 

And  Pat  didn't  pay  for  the  oysters. 

Dan  was  the  last  one  to  go  home. 

And  tliev  left  him  in  the  doorway; 
He  took  off  Ills  shoes  aud  began  to  climb 

Softly  lip  the  stairway; 
He  very  nearly  had  reached  the  top. 

When  he  slipped,  fell  down  the  stairs,  sir. 
His  wife  cried,  "  That's  right,  break  your  neck," 

And  Dan  paid  for  the  oysters. 

'  ^  e  »  ■ —   ■ 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Gray. 


Come,  boys,  and  gather,  gather  with  the  throng; 
Come,  boys,  and  join  us,  sing  a  mighty  song; 
Sing,  boys,  togetlier,  let  your  praises  be 
For  Uucle  Sam,  for  freedom,  aud  the  flag  of  liberty. 

Chorus. 

Sing,  boys,  sing,  and  let  the  bells  of  freedom  ring; 

Sing,  and  fill  each  Yankee  heart  with  glee; 
Let  Old  Glory's  emblem  fly,  sing  Old  Glory's  praise  on  high. 

As  we  rally  'round  the  flag  of  liberty. 


t- 


Stand,  boys,  beside  ns,  stand  for  freedom's  canse; 
Wliate'er  betides  as,  think  not  of  a  pause; 
Stand,  boys,  for  Union,  right  and  victory. 
And  wave  above  a  nation's  love,  the  flag  of  liberty.- 

■    ^  s  »    i 


■Chorut. 


It's  a  Joke,  When  You  Think  of  It. 


Mr' 


Copyrigbt,  ISM,  by  Ilsen  &  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  %Vill  Evans, 


A  Dublin  doctor  sent  in  a  bill  to  a  lady  which  ran  thus: 
curing  your  husband  till  he  died.'' 


To 


Onite  often  one  will  hear  a  thing 
That  afterward  will  prove  to  be  a  joke. 

When  yon  think  of  it. 
Although  the  rent  these  days  is  cheap, 
*Tls  cheaper  still  to  move,  aud  that's  a  joke, 

Wlien  you  think  of  it. 
A  witty  man  these  days,  yon  know. 

They  say  Is  full  of  fun. 
The  little  rills  come  down  the  hills 

Quite  often  on  a  run. 
But  tell  me  how  they  came  to  place 
Within  your  ear  a  drum,  for  that's  a  joke. 

When  you  think  of  it. 

A  man  that's  rather  loose  up  here 

One  day  cat  off  his  nose,  and  that's  a  Joke, 

Wlien  yon  think  of  it. 
To  make  the  thing  complete. 
He  then  cat  off  one  of  his  toes,  and  that's  A  Joke, 

When  you  think  of  it. 
When  he  discovered  what  he'd  done. 

Into  a  raue  he  flew; 
His  toe  be  put  upon  bis  fuce,  -  -    . 

His  nose  on  his  foot  grew. 
So  now  to  blow  his  nose 
He  lias  to  first  uke  off  his  shoe,  and  that's  a  Jok«, 

When  you  think  of  it. 

A  "  cholly  "  with  a  rented  snlt 

Went  to  a  dance  one  night,  aud  it's  a  joke, 

When  yon  think  of  it. 
The  coat  and  vest  fit  snug. 
But  my  I  the  pants  were  'way  to  tight,  and  that's  a  Joke, 

When  you  think  of  it. 
The  hostess  to  him  said,  "  Why,  Harry, 

Take  this  chair,  I  pray  "  ; 
Be  knew  that  If  he  took  a  seat 

His  trousers  would  give  'way; 
Said  lie,  "  No,  many  thanks. 
For  I've  been  sitting  down  all  day,"  and  that's  a  joke. 

When  yoQ  think  of  it. 

A  qalet  little  poker  game 

One  night  was  l>eing  played,  and  it's  a  joke. 

When  yon  think  of  it. 
The  anxious  look  npon  the  face 
Of  one  his  thoughts  betrayed,  and  that's  a  Joke, 

When  yon  think  of  it. 
The  ten.  Jack,  queen  and  king  he  held, 

And  with  them  would  not  part; 
The  pile  of  chips  he'd  takeaway    . 

Would  almost  fill  a  cart. 
And,  dreamingly,  he  sang,      ^ 
"Oh,  give  nie  just  one  little  heart,"  and  that's  a  Joke, 

When  yon  think  of  it. 

Lot  him  who  hath  a  gronchy  nature 
To  this  tale  take  heed,  for  it's  a  Joke, 

Wlien  you  think  of  it. 
A  very  close,  old  genius 
Once  in  chnrch  displayed  his  greed,  and  that's  a  Joke, 

When  yon  think  of  it. 
To  fool  them  he  would  put  a  new. 

Bright  conper  in  the  plate,  ^    -        . 

But  droppea  a  two  and  a  half  gold  piece 

In  the  biisket  by  mistake;  '  "' 

Bis  many  friends  were  anon  invited 
To  be  at  tlie  wake,  and  ttiat's  a  Joke,  ' 

When  yon  think  of  it. 
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Wordaby  A.  G.  Burgo>ne.    Itualc  by  Louis  Frederick. 

Twizt  Yankee  laddie  and  Scottish  lasale, 

Words  of  anger  passed  one  day,  .  ~, 

And  he  was  sighiiiK,  she  was  saucy,  ■,  i    -■• 

Proud  and  jealous  Bvreeihearta  were  tbey.  .:         ' -'-i: 

Lover's  qiiarrels  are  quick  In  the  starting,  ':■:  "•  '  ■ 

Quick  in  tlie  goinK,  like  BunihowerB  in  May, 
And  BO  ibey  smiled  and  kissed  at  the  parting; 

Uappily  homeward  they  wended  their  way,  Bioging— 

Chords.  v_  ■  ' 

Scottish  songs,  like  "  Annie  Lonrie," 

"Roliin,  tell  ine  whv," 
And  "Bonnie  Jean,"  "Blue  bells  of  Scotland,"  - 

"  C!omin' thro' the  rye." 

Next  day  the  bngle  note  resoanding  >» 

Called  to  war  that  Yankee  lad. 
And  he,  in  trappings  Kay,  was  saucy;  .'■         ■.    •" 

Slie,  poor  luse,  was  »ilent  and  Bad. 
Time  rolled  on,  and  there  came  not  a  message. 

Never  a  line  to  say,  "  Love,  I  am  true," 
Was  he  dead  or  had  he  forgotten 

Sweet  summer  evenings  when  bis  sweetheart  be*d  woo,  siogiog— CAo. 

But  Yankee  ladies  are  not  fickle, 

Yankee  vows  are  ne'er  in  vain. 
And  so  the  wand'rer,  true  forever,  *  »  • 

One  fine  day  came  home  ai!ain. 
Charch  iielle  k;aily  rang  out  for  the  wedding. 

Soon  at  the  altar  they  stootl  side  by  side,  .;' 

And  Scottish  maidens  Btill  tell  tlie  story. 

And  long  for  a  Yankee  that's  hunting  a  bride.— CAoTiM. 
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Worda  by  Hugh  Morton.    Music  by  Qustave  Kerker. 


Let  ns  weep  for  the  poor  Senorita 
Teresita  Quita  Pepita, 
As  a  dancer  tliere^  no  one  conid  beat  her; 
She  conld  dance  all  around  Carmencitai 
She  might  still  be  a  joy  to  the  nation. 
But  she  pot  too  much  faith  in  vibratioOt 
And  got  tangled  np  in  a  gyratioo. 

And  she  don't  dance  now. 
None  was  sweeter  than  Pepita;    ;     \  _■', 
Carmenciia  couldn't  beat  her; 

Something  rusted 

That  she  trusted. 

And  she  busted,  •;■",?  '  c ' 

With  a  hang,  bang,  bang. 

Oh,  thia  boantifiil  dancer  elastic 

One  fine  night  grew  a  bit  too  gymnastic. 

And  the  recinn  the  doctors  call  gastric. 

She  revolved  in  a  manner  fantastic. 

Oh,  'twas  up  in  a  town  called  Toledo 

That  she  put  too  much  steam  on  her  speed,  0« 

And  went  off  like  a  L'iant  torpedo, 

And  she  don't  dance  now. 
None  was  sweeter  than  Pepita,  etc 

Beanty  crepuscalar, 

LimlM  long  and  muHcnlar, 
Supple  and  sweet  and  firm  and  fine; 

Arms  that  were  willowy. 

Charms  that  were  billowy, 
OlanceB  as  warm  and  Btrong  as  wine. 

Writers  will  prate  of  her, 

Tell  of  the  fate  of  her— 
Martyr  to  her  exquisite  art.  ■.-■"., 

She  worked  the  trickery  : 

Of  fair  terpsichore  ■■..,;• 

Till  she  just  busted  and  fell  apart. 
None  was  sweeter  than  Pepita,  etc.    .     ' 

Here  Bbe  went  shimmering. 

There  she  went  glimmering. 
Like  a  irreat  golden  hniterfly;  •,...'• 

Flights  pyrotechnical, 

Flashes  electrical, 
Fleet  as  a  bird  against  the  sity;    '  '    ;    ; 

Twisted  and  tangled  up,  ,  .... 

Kv'ry  nerve  yangled  up. 
Wriggling  enough  to  break  her  heart,         .  ';:  ■ 

This  little  Premiere  ■  '■-■ 

Whirled  to  a  merry  air 
Tilt  she  just  busted  and  fell  apart. 
None  was  sweeter  than  Pepita,  etc. 
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Words  by  Hugh  Morton.    Music  by  Qustave  Kerker. 

I  know  a  little  girl  who  is  very,  very  shy-       ^.  •  •  .  ;  ; , 

Be  careful  of  the  girl  that's  Bhy;  v,     " 

She  goes  about  so  modestly  with  dowBcast  eyes —     ■:' 
'       Be  careful  of  the  downcast  eye. 

She  wears,  upon  her  forehead,  a  tiny  baby  carl—  ,  ..V. 

Be  careful  of  the  tiny  baby  curl: 

And  everybody  says  she  18  a  harmless  little  girl- 
Be  carefal  of  the  harmless  little  girl.  .  ^ 

Rktrain. 
There  are  all  sorts  of  girls,  there  is  ev'ry  kind  of  girl; 

Some  of  them  are  foolisti,  and  some  are  very  wise. 
Ton  can  trust  them  all,  no  doubt,  but  you  might  as  well  look  cot 

For  the  harmleas  little  girlie  with  the  downcast  eyts. 

I  met  a  little  lady  at  a  snnny  seashore  place- 
Be  careful  of  the  seashore  place; 

You'd  say  she  was  a  portrait  of  innocence  and  grace — 
Be  carefal  of  the  innocence  and  grace: 

On  Monday  she  was  blushing  like  a  piece  of  peachy  frnit— 
Be  carefal  of  the  little  peachy  fruit; 

On  Thursday  she  had  nailed  me  in  a  breach-of-promise  suit — 
Be  carefal  of  the  "  breach-of-promise  "  suit.— .£«/°raiit. 

I  met  a  lovely  lady  in  a  lonely  widow's  weeds — 
Be  careful  of  the  widow's  weeds; 

She  looked  a  modest  angel,  in  a  crown  of  jet  and  beads — 
Be  careful  of  the  jet  and  l)eads. 

We  sat  about  together  and  sipped  the  hobbling  wine — 
Be  careful  of  the  bubbling  wine. 

'Twas  six  wlien  first  I  met  her,  she  proposed  to  roe  at  nine- 
Be  careful  or  you'll  be  number  nine. 

Refrain. 
There  are  all  sorts  of  girls,  there  is  every  kind  of  girl;        -.  '■'    .  . 

Some  of  them  are  foolish,  imd  some  are  very  wise. 
Ton  can  triiBt  them  all,  no  doabt,  but  you  might  as  well  look  oat 

For  Ibe  weeping  little  widow  with  the  downcast  eyes. 
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Words  and  Hnsic  by  J.  J.  O'Qrady. 


If  yon'll  listen  awhile,  I  will  try  to  explain 

Of  the  men  who  come  over  from  Ireland; 
They  are  not  often  wealthy,  the  truth  I'll  maintain. 

When  the  men  first  come  over  from  Ireland;  • 

They  come  to  this  country  with  only  their  fare. 
But  soon  of  American's  wealth  they've  a  share: 
Then  they  work  like  a  horse  'till  they're  in  with  the  Mayor, 

The  men  who  come  over  from  Ireland. 

On  one  St.  Patrick's  day,  they  all  marched  down  the  street, 

ThB  men  who  came  over  from  Ireland; 
When  they  spied  an  Italian  with  orcan  so  sweet. 

These  men  who  came  over  from  Ireland; 
As  they  passed  the  lt.alian  so  bright  and  so  gav, 
'Twas  "  God  Save  the  (^iieen  "  his  old  organ  did  play; 
The  poor  dago  was  buried  the  very  next  day 

By  the  men  who  came  over  from  Ireland. 

Now  a  German  and  Irishman  they  had  a  fight    ■ 

On  a  ship  that  was  coming  from  Ireland, 
And  the  Dutchman  succeeded  in  Innding  his  "right" 

On  the  man  who  was  coming  from  Ireland. 
I'll  get  square  with  that  Dutch  man,  bhjs  Pat.  sure  as  sin, 
Two  weeks  in  this  country  the  Dutcliman  had  been. 
When  for  selling  beer  Sunday,  sure  he  was  "pulled  in  " 

By  the  man  who  came  over  from  Ireland. 

Once  a  parrot  sat  tip  in  a  tree,  and  was  seen  '   -. 

By  a  man  who  came  over  from  Ireland; 
I  will  just  get  that  bird  with  those  feathers  so  green,        ; 

Said  the  man  who  came  over  from  Ireland; 
As  he  climbetl  up  the  tree,  then  a  queer  noise  be  heard:  - 
The  parrot  said,  "  How  dy'  do.  Pat,  what's  the  wordT"    -  :.•.. 
Excuse  me,  my  friend,  I  thought  you  were  a  bird,  . '' 

Said  the  man  who  came  over  from  Ireland.  '■,"•■ 

Now,  some  years  ago,  Englishmen  on  the  outs  fell    J    -^  V" 

With  the  men  who  live  over  in  Ireland. 
So  Johnny  Bull  don't  get  along  very  well  „  • 

With  the  men  who  live  over  in  Ireland: 
And  Uncle  Sam,  he  had  some  trouble  Inst  fall, 
About  Venezuala  he  might  have  a  squall — 
If  he  needs  any  soldier*,  whv  just  let  him  call 

On  the  men  who  come  over  from  Ireland. 
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How  Ace  Won  the  Steeplechase. 
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I  had  ridden  over  hurdles  up  tlie  cuiiiitry  once  or  twice, 

By  the  side  of  Snowy  River,  witli  a  hurse  they  culled  the  Ace, 
Aiiil  we  brought  him  Juvvn  to  Sydney,  and  our  riilcr,  Jimmy  Klce, 
Got  a  fall  and  broke  his  slionlder,  so  tlicy  nabbed  me  in  a  trice— 
Me  that  never  wore  the  colors,  for  the  Open  Steeplecbuaet 

"  Make  the  running."  said  the  trainer,  *'  it's  your  only  chance  whatever. 

Make  it  hot  from  start  to  fluiali,  for  the  old  bluck  horse  can  stay; 
And  Jiiot  tliink  of  how  they'll  take  it  when  they  hear  on  Snowy  River 
Tliui  tlie  country  boy  was  plucky,  and  tlie  country  hoiciu  was  clever: 

You  must  ride  for  old  Monaro  and  the  mountain  boys  to-day." 

"  Are  you  ready? "  said  the  starter,  as  we  held  the  hprses  back, 

All  a-blnzinK  with  impatience,  with  ezcitumeut  all  aglow; 
And  l>er(>re  us  like  a  rlbl>on  stretclied  the  steeplecliasirjg  track, 
And  tiie  sun  rays  glinted  brightly  oo  tlie  cliestnul  and  tlie  black. 
As  the  starters  words  came  slowly:  "  Are — you— ready — Qot  " 

Well  I  scarcely  knew  we'd  started,  I  was  (tupid  like  with  wonder, 

Till  tlie  field  Closed  up  l)e8ide  me  and  a  jump  ap|ieared  aliead, 
And  we  charged  it  all  together  and  it  fuirly  whistled  under, 
For  we  flew  it  like  a  hurdle,  not  a  balk  and  not  a  blunder. 
And  then  some  were  pulled  behind  mc  and  the  rest  shout  out  and  led. 

S^  we  ran  for  lialf  the  distance,  and  I'm  making  no  pretences 

When  I  tell  you  I  was  feeling  very  nervous  like  anti  queer, 
For  those  jockeys  rode  llUedemons,  you  would  think  thev'd  lost  theirseuses 
If  you  saw  them  rush  their  horses  at  those  rasping  flve-foot  fences; 
And  in  place  of  making  rnuniug  I  was  falling  (o  the  rear. 

Till  a  chap  came  racing  past  me  on  a  horse  they  called  the  Quiver, 
And,  said  he,  ''My  country  joker,  are  you  going  to  give  it  betti 
Are  you  frightened  of  the  fences,  does  their  stoutness  make  you  shiverf 
Have  they  took  to  breeding  cowards  by  the  side  of  Snowy  Riverf 
Are  there  riders  on  Mouarof  "  but  i  never  heard  the  rest. 

For  I  drove  the  Ace  and  sent  him  just  as  fast  as  he  could  pace  it 
At  the  l)ig  black  line  of  timber  stretching  fair  across  the  track. 
And  he  shot  i>esi<ie  the  Quiver.     "Now,"  says  I,  "my  Ijov,  we'll  race  it. 
You  can  come  with  Snowy  River  if  you're  only  game  to  face  it; 
Let  us  mend  the  pace  a  liitie  and  we'll  sec  who  cries  u  crack." 

Then  we  raced  away  together,  and  we  left  the  others  standing. 

And  the  people  howled  and  shouted  as  we  settled  down  to  ride; 
For  I  clung  bi'side  tlie  Quiver:  at  his  taking-off  and  landing 
1  could  watch  his  scarlet  nostrils  and  his  mighty  ribs  expanding. 
And  the  Ace  stretched  out  iu  earnest,  and  we  held  hiui  stride  for  stride. 

But  the  pace  was  so  terrific  that  they  soon  ran  out  their  tetlier. 

They  were  rolling  in  their  gallop,  they  were  fairly  blown  and  beat. 
But  they  both  were  game  as  pebbles,  neither  one  would  show  the  feather. 
And  we  rushed  them  at  their  fences  and  they  cleared  them  both  together: 
Nearly  every  time  they  clouted,  but  they  somehow  kept  their  feet. 

Tlien  the  last  jump  rose  before  ns,  and  they  faced  it  game  as  ever. 

We  were  both  at  spur  and  whip-cord,  fetching  blood  at  every  bound. 
And  above  the  people's  cheering  and  the  cries  of  "  Ace!  "  and  "Quiverl  " 
1  could  hear  the  trainer  shouting,  "One  more  run  for  Snowy  River!  " 
Tlien  we  struck  the  jump  together  and  came  smashing  to  the  grouud. 

Well,  the  Quiver  ran  to  blazes,  but  the  Ace  stood  still  and  waited, 

8iood  and  waited  like  a  statue  while  I  scrnmhled  on  his  back; 
There  was  no  one  next  or  near  me,  for  the  fieid  were  fairly  slated, 
And  I  Cantered  home  a  winner  with  my  ehouhler  dislocated, 
While  the  man  that  rode  the  Quiver  followed  limping  down  the  track. 

And  he  shook  my  hand  and  told  me  that  in  all  his  days  lie  never 

Met  a  man  who  rode  more  gamely  and  our  lant  set-to  was  prime. 
And  ue  wireil  them  at  Monaro  how  we  chanced  to  tvat  the  Quiver, 
And  they  sent  us  back  an  answer,  "Good  old  sort  from  Snowy  River, 
Send  ua  word  each  race  you  start  in,  and  we'll  back  you  every  timel  " 
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Have  yon  heard  of  Mistress  Whitby?  'mong  the  ladles  of  the  land 
Who  have  t>eauty,  youth  and  fortune  she  was  born  to  take  her  stand. 
She  is  comely,  she  is  graceful,  she  is  debonair  and  tall; 
And  her  great-grandfather's  portrait  hangs  in  Independence  Hall. 

Mistress  Whitby  lives  secluded.    Yon  would  scarcely  think  that  she. 

With  her  pimple,  country  manners,  had  a  noble  pedigree. 

Slie  is  never  seen  in  public,  at  recei)tion  or  at  hall; 

Yet  her  ijreat-grandfather's  portrait  hangs  iu  Independence  Hall. 

Your  great-grandfather,  reader,  with  the  bravest,  maybe,  fought 
In  the  war  for  independence,  and,  uidiicky  dog,  was  shot; 
He  fought,  while  Mistress  Whitby's  only  talked,  yet,  after  all, 
Her  gteat-graudfattier's  portrait  hangs  iu  Independence  Hall. 


— A  young  actress  had  made  a  signal  failure  in  the  first  two 
acts  of  a  comedy.  After  the  third,  in  which  she  did  not  appear, 
one  of  her  fellow  actors  came  up  to  her  with  much  ardor; 
"Charming,  adorable  I  Your  third  act  quite  redeems  the  otlier 
two! " 


TWO    LITTLE    WAIFS. 


-  '..■ 


Composed  by  Hovey  Cook. 


S«nd  for  Fr««  Cataliffne  of  Sone  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell, 
ers,  Trlok  Books.  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Juke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irlsli  Song  Books.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Aniummeot,  Sheet  Music,  eio., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehnuui,  130  ft  ISt  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  86ft  S7  E.  Hadiaon  SC.Ctilcacro. 


A  little  boy  and  little  girl. 

One  winter  night  quite  late,        ,        .• 
Walked  along  a  dreary  street 

And  through  a  churcii-yard  gate; 
Along  the  path,  n|)  to  the  door. 

Then  sat  upon  a  step. 
And,  to  keep  warm,  toe  children 

Close  to  each  other  crept. 

Eiglit  years  old  was  the  little  girl— 

Six  was  he  at  her  side; 
Brother  and  little  sister. 

Each  was  the  other's  pride.       ' 
Driven  liy  drunken  parents 

Into  the  cheerless  street. 
So,  to  gain  a  shelter. 

To  the  doorway  did  retreat. 

How  cold  I  am,  said  her  brother, 

As  his  arm  'round  her  waist  entwined. 
And  slie  wrap)>ed  her  shawl  about  him — 

Tried  to  shield  Idin  from  the  wind. 
Are  you  warmer  now,  she  asked  him. 

As  she  kissed  his  fevered  brow, 
And  he  answered,  yes,  a  little. 

Just  a  little  warmer  now. 

And  she  hugged  him  to  her  closer, 

And  she  kissed  liis  pallid  face, 
And  the  wind  moaned  wild  and  eerie 

Aiiout  their  resting  place. 
She  knew  enough,  this  outcast, 

For  she  soon  i)egan  to  cry. 
For  she  knew  that  he  was  sinking, 

And,  alas,  he  soon  must  die. 

Where  is  heaven,  asked  her  brother — 

Is  it  up  there  in  the  skyf 
Yes,  the  little  sister  answered, 

And  we'll  go  there  by  and  hy. 
And  then  brother  we'll  he  huppy. 

And  with  her  little  hand 
The  little  creature  pointed  '  .: 

Toward  the  prouiscil  laud. 

Bot  how  do  we  get  np  tlieref 

Asked  the  dying  lad. 
God  takes  ua,  said  his  sister, 

But  not  if  we  are  bad. 
Then  he  won't  take  pa  or  mother. 

Will  he,  sister  Nell r 
And  the  little  sister  answered, 

Brother,  I  can't  tell. 

But  he'll  take  yon.  said  the  little  boy. 

For  you've  bieen  always  good. 
And  tlie  little  sister  ani>weied. 

Oh,  how  I  wish  he  would: 
And  take  you,  too,  dear  brother, 

Then  together  we  would  Im;; 
For  I  want  yon,  little  brother. 

To  be  all  the  time  with  me. 

Then  she  told  a  childish  »>tory 

or  the  angels  iu  the  sky ; 
Told  him  how  they  loved  good  children, 

Who  would  join  them  when  they  die. 
And  she  told  a  tale  of  wonders. 

Of  wonders  up  aliove. 
Of  a  saviour  and  of  angels. 

And  their  never-ending  love. 

Sis,  I  see,  said  Willie, 

See  the  angels,  sister,  dear. 
And  Jesus  is  among  them. 

And,  sis.  he's  coming  here. 
He  is  coming  nearer,  sister. 

And  lie  calls  to  me  and  yon; 
I  am  going,  sis,  to  meet  him; 

Please  come  with  ine,  sister,  do. 

And  she  said,  I  see  him,  brother — 

Oh,  how  sweet  each  angel  sings. 
And,  oh,  see,  dear  brother, 

Bverv  one  has  snow  wliite  wings; 
And,  oh.  see  they're  coming  nearer. 

Why,  dear  brother  they  are  here. 
We  must  go  and  join  them,  brother, 

Them  and  Jeans  dear. 

And  tlie  snow  fell  till  the  morning. 

And  tlie  dawn  broke  clear  and  cold. 
And  that  day  about  the  city, 

A  sad,  sad  tale  was  told. 
Of  how  two  little  urchins 

Were  found  before  a  sacred  |ilace— 
Dead  wiihiu  Its  doorway. 

Locked  in  a  fond  embrace.  ; ,  ' 


.■'   \'- 


m 


— A  man  who  bought  a  box  of  cigars,  when  aslced  what  they 
were,  replied:  "  Tickets  for  a  course  of  lectures  from  my  wife." 


j<^'r  'TUsSFV»-;irVi-»*»W--j^->>«fr»<%-«-^^  ■>• 


^W^i4i^«Mi^ 


■•^ 
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HAPPY    SAM 


{■■' 


OopTrUrht.  1898,  by  Jos.  Thome.    AH  lighta  reserved. 


The  Worda  and  Mniio  nt  thia  Soni;,  arranged  for  the  pUino,  will  be  wntto  any  ad- 
dreai.  poat-iMUd,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Snnira  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.ISO  A  13S  Park  Row,  New  York:  nr  85  A  87  iS.  Madimn  Ht.CblcaCO. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addreaaea  for  Free  Cntaloflrue  of  Bontra,  Sonir  Boou, 
Sbeet  Moalc,  Qerman  Bong  Buoka,  Letter  Writers,  Ureani  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Worda  and  Mtuic  by  Will  BIytha. 


0  I'm  happy  Satn,  the  boothlack,  I  liave  happened  here  by  chance; 
ir  yon'll  give  me  yoor  attcntiou,  I  will  do  a  eone  and  dance. 

1  ain't  DO  dude  nor  dandy,  bat  a  sport,  yon  bet  1  am, 

And  tbe  boys  and  girls  wot  Icnow  me  well,  all  call  me  Happy  Sam.    OLI 

Chouus.  ,  - 

Shine,  shinp,  shine,  I  will  do  'em  for  a  nickel; 
>;.  Shine,  shine,  shine,  or  yer  russets  foradime.  ;■   -: 

z".  ■         Shine,  sbiue,  ebine,  and  yer  corns  I'll  only  tickle;     •:■    ■ 

Satin  gloss  or  patent  leather  every  lime.  •  >■'•      '-_ 

O  I  never  bet  on  horses,  never  to  the  races  go; 

Never  speculate  in  Wall  Street, 'cos  I  hasn't  got  the  dongh; 

Bnt  when  I  wants  ter  gamble,  it  is  jiiel.  my  pride  and  joy 

For  ter  play  the  craps  wit  bootblack  chaps,  for  I'm  a  sporty  boy. 


Oh\-Ch(mn. 


^tm 


MY    DEAR   OLD    PARD. 


CopyriKht,  1896,  by  J.  Qemert. 


The  Worda  and  Ifaale  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sentto.any  ad- 
dreaa,  poat-|>aid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  ur  this  ami  any  two  other  8nn(n  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehraan,lSO*  1S2  Hark  Row,  New  York;  or  85*  87  E  Mndlson  St, Chicago. 
Write  to  eltlier  one  nf  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cntalofcue  of  Songs,  8onK  BooUt 
Sheet  Mualo,  Qerman  Song  Bouka,  Letter  W.-itera,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Book*,  etc. 


Words  by  Geo.  O.  Jenka.     Music  by  Louis  Frederick. 


There's  a  corkin*  good  old  lady  lives  op  on  the  bill. 

She's  a  dandy  and  straight  as  a  die. 
My  fortune  1  mean  to  leave  her  in  my  will. 

For  we  are  partners,  my  mother  and  I. 
While  I'm  selling  papers,  fhe's  thinkin' of  me; 

She's  afraid  I  am  iiavin'  It  rough,  very  rough. 
But  I'm  on  ter  the  tricks  nf  the  trade,  don't  yer  see. 

An' I  JuBt  give  ber  this  kind  a  bluff : 

''•■'■■':■  ■/■^^i'.^^-CHOBUB.        •  "-"■''' 

:.    -    Trnst  me,  mother,  don't  yoti  bother, 
Fate  shall  not  hit  you  too  bard; 
I  ain't  got  no  sister,  I  ain't  got  no  brother, 
My  mother  is  my  dear  old  pard. 

It's  a  pretty  hard  game,  an'  I  got  no  cinch,  no  cincb, 

Since  dad  give  me  mother  the  shitke. 
When  with  papers  I'm  stuck,  we  both  then  has  ter  pinch; 

But  bad  luck's  what  we-has  all  ter  take. 
I  doubt  sometimes  if  it  does  pay  ter  l>e  straight. 

But  that  feelin'  soon  passes  away,  passes  away. 
With  a  kiss  from  her  lips  as  I  pars  through  tbe  gate, 

Au'  I  don't  do  a  thing  then  ijut  say :—  Chorus. 


DEAREST    LILY. 

Copyrlcht.  1896,  by  K.  U.  Widmer.     Engllab  copyright  aecured. 

'.....'/  V:    .;.;..  All Hghte reserved.  \ 


1%e  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dresa,  pont-iiald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Snugs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Hfiiry  J  Wehman.ISO  <t  132  I'ark  Row,  New  York;  or  85*  87  K  M/iiliiinn  St, Chicago. 
Write  to  eillier  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cnlalokrue  of  Songs.  SonK  Books, 

Sbeet  Music,  uernian  Song  Bouka,  Letter  Wiiters,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouka,  etc. 


By  J.  J.  Dunn,  Jr. 


Upon  tbe  bosom  of  a  lake  ■:■■..-.;■. 

Some  pure  white  lilies  bloom,,/      ... 
They  shed  a  world  of  radiance    .  -    -,       '■"  "  •  , 

Amid  the  twilight  gloom. 
And  one  sweet  hlocsom  seemed  to  smile. 

With  face  upinrned  to  mine; 
.  ^  I  stooped  and  kissed  its  petals,      ; 

Breathing  its  perfume  divine.        •  : 

Cbobus. 
Dearest  Lily,  purest  Lily,  with  your  face  so  fair. 
And  your  heart  of  womlrous  riches,  love,  I've  gathered  there. 
Ah,  my  Lily,  swcetcat  Lily,  dearest  of  all  to  rte, 
I'll  love  you  now  forevermore,  through  all  eternity. 

Within  a  crowded  city 

I  beheld  a  tender  face,  .,.:,...       > 

And  watched  with  eyes  enraptured      ■     ' 

A  maiden  full  of  grace. 
And  as  her  loving  face  met  mine, 

My  heart  her  own  did  greet. 
And  all  I  am,  my  life,  my  soul,  '    • 

I  gladly  laid  at  her  teei.—Chorut. 

The  years  went  by,  my  Lily  fair,     ^         '.; 

That  bloomed  alone  for  me,  ~   ■,';.:■.■:. 

Had  faded,  drooped  and  perished        ■■■..';■ 

Upon  life's  changeful  sea,  '•;'.'■ 

:'  .      . ,    But  still  her  pure,  sweet  fragrance       -  .     ,. 

'Round  my  lonely  life's  entwined,   :'  .O'"  ■ 
The  mera'ry  of  my  Lily  fair  :■':  /    ,  i 

Is  In  ray  heart  enshrined.— CAorMJii'   ■-■■■■' 


PRETTY     ORACE     OM  ALLEY. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Mnsio  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-i-aid,  oil  receipt  of  40  cents:  ur  this  and  any  two  other  itonga  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  ISO  A  1S2  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  85  A  S7  U.  Madison  Ht, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cntaloirue  of  Boiiva,  Bono;  Books, 
Sbeet  Uualc,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writeiv,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouka,  etc. 


Worda  and  Music  by  Alex  J.  Fatten. 


There's  an  ivy-covered  cottJige,  ■.•,■.• 

Where  the  nivrtle  twines  around, 
Aiiil  within  it  dwells  a  maiden  fair,      -  °   ~  .'■.'■. 

Tlie  sweetest  ever  found. 
And  tiie  pretty  soiig-l)ird8  greet  her        ;'.'..' 

With  melodies  of  Spring;  .    . 

As  I  stand  awhile  and  listen,  .    , 

To  me  they  seem  tu  i>iiig:    . 

Chorus. 
Pretty  Grace OMnl ley. 

With  eyes  of  tender  blue. 
On  mountain  tojis  or  valley. 

There's  none  so  tried  or  true.  ;  ■■ 

Pretty  Grace  O'Malley  .'■  '.  ■    '  J    ' 

Some  day  is  sure  to  »ved  ' 

And  change  her  name  of  sweet  Grsce  O'Malley 

To  one  that  is  miue  iuBU:ntl.—[Iiepeat  Chorut.] 

In  our  happy  childhood  hours,  ,   : -V  .  ■  ' 

How  we  often  loved  to  tell  .  v._    ;. 

Tales  of  love  amid  the  flowers,         .        ■    ' 

Till  we  knew  the  story  well;  '  -' 

Tliere  1  taught  the  simple  lesson. 

Always  longing  for  tlie  time 
When  I  put  my  arms  around  ber. 

And  I  could  call  her  mine.— CAorM. 

There's  a  chapel  on  the  hillside. 

And  uiiliin  its  walls  some  dny 
I  will  claim  sweet  Grace  fur  miue  aluue       '     .       '  ' 

Some  time  In  sunny  May,  > 

While  the  wedding  bells  are  ringing,    .;  •    -    ■    • 

Tbe  song  birds  softly  sing 
Tliat  the  pretty  golden  circlet 

Is  sweet  Grace's  wedding  tiuf'.—  C fiotvs. 


m  •  ^ 


WHACKY,    WHACKY,    WHACK. 


Written  and  Arranged  by  George  Ware. 


The  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  tbe  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dresa,  post-|iaid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  <t  132  Pork  Row,  New  York:  or  85  A  87  E.  Madison  ht, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs.  Sonjr  Books^ 
Slteet  Music,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

I'm  a  little  school  girl, 
,/^  And  I  love  to  play 

With  the  boyp  at  marblce-r  '.  :..' 

I  could  play  all  day; 
■--"..    I've  got  a  little  brotlier,     '  •.     . 

We  all  call  bim  Jack, 
■...    And  if  late  to  school,  we  iret 
,   .  Whacky,  whacky,  whack.  ' 

Chorus.  ' 

Too-ral,  loo-ral,  li-do:  too-ral,  loo-rnl.  lay! 
They  wliack  yon  half  a  minute,  yon  feel  it  half  a  day: 
I  hate  the  iiorrid  board  scliool,  so  docs  my  broiiier  Jack: 
I  tell  you  titraight,  we  get  too  much  whacky,  whacky,  whack. 

,  •     .■   ■■ '  \  t,    '-     Little  brother  Jackey  ."-'., 

.-.: ;     ':  Ilookey  played  one  day, 

.   "         And  ills  kind  "sclioolmaster  ,.  • 

To  bim  tbns  did  say:  ••. 

"'_  ■  You  must  have  a  wliacking  ■>    •     ,  . 

On  your  little  i)ack. 
For  little  JacUey  cot  It. 
V  ;  Whacky,  whacky,  whack.— Cfe»'»'«. 

And  the  Scliool  Board  gove'uess,  ".   ,.  • 

■  She  can  use  the  cane;  »    ' 

She  won't  take  tbe  trouble     ■'.'[_  .  . 

,        '  :  To  save  any  pitin: 

.■    First  tbe  cane  she'll  flonrieh, 
Then  she  has  a  knack 
•  ■'   .'■'..    -'.        To  select  a  nice  place  -,  ,' 

'        '         ■       On  your  little  back— CAOTM*. 

.    ,        And  my  little  sister,  -     ,  •    ' 

-  ,!         .■     ,.     •..  J       Slie's  as  goo<l  08  gold,  -:"■■.  " -• 

'.  '  Get«  her  whacky,  whacky. 

.■,...        Though  hut  ten  years  old;  |"  •".    •    ..  ■ 

■  ■     ■  It's  vnltrar  and  not  funny  .        C.    '•■ 

."•    .  ■         To  select  your  back —        '  '  '    ^      . 

.:':;.    ^  The  nasty  way  she  does  it,  %•;•      .:   •    '     - 

Whacky,  whacky,  whack.  — CAx>rw».    ■ 


-«-»'»- 


— In  Ireland,  recently,  a  quarrel  had  taken  place  at  a  fair,  and  a 
culprit  was  being  sentenced  for  manslaughter.  Tbe  doctor,  how- 
ever, had  given  evidence  to  show  that  the  victim's  skull  was  ab- 
normally thin.  The  prisoner,  on  being  asked  if  he  had  anything 
to  say  for  himself,  replied:  "  No,  yer  Honor;  but  I  would  ask  was 
that  a  skull  for  a  man  to  go  to  a  fair  with  ?  "  \ 


*NRJ? 


'Yiii-V-'-'- 
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THE   RIDE   OF   JENNIE    McNEAL. 


B7  WUI  CarleloD. 


fl«nd  for  Free  CaUl'>(;ue  of  Songr  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Fortune  T«ll> 
era,  Tiiok  Books,  Recitation  ItuokH,  Peiiuy  BulUax,  (.'all  RookB,  Juku  Books,  Sketch  Buokn, 
Stump  Speeches,  IrlKli  Song  Itooki,  Cook  Bookfi.  Books  of  Aniuseiiieiit,  8be«t  Music,  eic, 
to  Uemy  J.  Wetaiiian,  IM  A  13S  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  S6dt  S7  E.  Madison  8t.,Cblcaato. 


i      . 


i^J 


y. 


Paul  Revere  was  a  rider  bold- 
Well  has  Ills  valorous  deed  heeu  told;    . 
SliiTidiin's  ride  was  a  glorious  oue — 
Ofteu  it  lias  been  dwelt  upon. 
Bui  wliy  should  men  do  all  the  deeds 
Oo  wlilcb  tlie  love  of  a  patriot  feedsf 
Hearken  to  me,  while  I  reveal 
Tlie  dashing  ride  of  Jennie  McNeal: 

On  a  spot  as  pretty  as  migbt  be  fonnd 

In  the  dangerous  ieiiK>li  of  the  Neutral  Ground, 

In  a  coita){e,  cosv,  and  all  their  own, 

She  and  iier  niottier  lived  alone. 

Safe  were  the  two,  with  their  frugal  store, 

Prom  all  of  the  many  who  passvcT  their  door; 

For  Jennie's  mother  was  stranse  to  fears, 

And  Jennie  was  large  for  fifteen  years; 

And  while  the  friends  who  knew  bur  well 

The  sweetness  of  her  lieart  could  tell, 

A  gun  that  hnng  on  the  kitchen  wall  ■> 

Looked  solemnly  quick  to  heed  her  call; 

And  Ihcy  who  were  evil-minded  knew 

Her  nerve  was  strong,  and  lier  aim  was  true. 

So  all  kind  words  and  acts  did  deal 

To  generous,  black-eyed  Jennie  McNeal. 

One  night,  when  the  sun  bad  crept  to  bed, 
And  rain-clouds  lingered  overhead, 
Clotte  after  a  knock  at  the  outer  door. 
There  entered  a  dozen  dragoons  or  more. 
Tiieir  red  coats,  stained  by  the  muddy  road. 
That  they  were  Briiiah  soldiers  showed; 
The  captain  his  hostess  bent  to  greet, 
Saying:  "Madam,  please  give  us  a  bit  to  eat; 
We  wiil  pay  you  well,  and,  if  may  be, 
This  bright-eyed  girl  for  pouring  our  tea; 
'I'lien  we  must  dash  ten  miles  ahead, 
To  catch  a  rebel  colonel  abed. 
He  visited  home,  as  doth  appear; 
We  will  make  his  pleasure  cost  him  dear." 
And  they  fell  on  tlie  hnstv  supper  with  zeal, 
C'lose-watcbed  the  wbile  by  Jennie  McNeal. 

For  the  gray-haired  colonel  tliey  hovered  near 
Had  been  her  true  friend,  kind  and  dear; 
And  oft,  in  her  younger  days,  bad  he 
Right  proudly  pierched  her  upon  his  knee, 
And  told  her  stories,  many  a  one, 
C'oucerniug  the  French  war,  lately  done. 
She  had  hupted  by  his  fatherly  side. 
He  liad  shown  her  how  to  fence  and  ride; 
And  once  liad  said:  "  The  time  may  be. 
Your  skill  and  courage  may  stand  by  me." 
So  sorrow  for  hint  she  could  bnt  feel. 
Brave,  grateful-hearted  Jennie  McNeal.    , 

With  never  a  thought  or  a  moment  more, 
Bare-headed  she  slipped  from  the  cottagu  door, 
Ran  out  where  tlie  horses  were  left  to  feed, 
Unliitcbed  and  inoniited  the  captain's  steed. 
And  down  the  hilly  and  rock-strewn  way 
She  urged  the  fiery  horse  of  gray. 
Around  her  slender  and  cloakless  form 
Pattered  and  moaned  the  ceaseless  storm; 
Secure  and  tight,  a  glovelesa  hand 
Qraspa  the  reins  with  stern  command; 
And  fall  and  black  her  long  hair  streamed. 
Whenever  the  ragged  lightning  gleamed. 
And  on  she  rushed  for  tlie  colonel's  weal, 
Brave,  lioness-hearted  Jennie  McNeal. 

Bark)  from  the  hills,  a  moment  mute. 
Came  a  clutter  of  hoofs  in  hot  pursuit; 
And  a  cry  from  the  foremost  trooper  said: 
"Halt!  or  vour  blood  be  on  your  bead!  " 
She  heeded  it  not,  and  not  in  vain. 
She  lashed  the  horse  with  the  bridle-rein, 
So  Into  the  night  the  gray  horse  strode; 
Bis  shoes  hewed  fire  from  the  rocky  road; 
And  the  high-born  courage  that  never  dies 
Flashed  from  his  rider's  coal-black  eyes. 
The  pebbles  flew  from  the  fearful  race. 
The  rain-drops  grasped  at  her  glowing  face. 
"On,  on,  brave  beast!  "  with  loud  appeal. 
Cried  eager,  resolute  Jennie  McNeal. 

"Halt! "  once  more  came  the  voice  of  dread; 

"Bait!  or  your  blood  be  on  your  head!" 

Then,  no  one  answ  eriug  to  the  calls, 

Sped  after  her  a  volley  of  balls. 

They  passed  her  in  her  rapid  flight. 

They  screamed  to  her  left,  they  screamed  to  her  right; 

But,  rushing  still  o'er  the  sllmiery  track. 

Sue  sent  no  token  of  answer  oack, 

Kzcept  a  silvery  laughter-peal. 

Brave,  merry-hearted  Jennie  McNeal. 

So  On  she  mshed,  at  her  own  good  will. 
Through  wood  and  val  ley,  o'er  plain  and  bill ; 
The  gray  horse  did  bis  duty  well. 
Till  all  at  once  he  stumbled  and  fell, 
Bimself  escaping  tlie  nets  of  barm. 
But  flinging  the  girl  with  a  broken  arm.      :  •' 
Still,  undismayed  by  the  numbing  pain,    -    ; 
She  clung  to  the  horse's  bridle-rein,  ' .  >.' 


And  gently  bidding  him  to  stand, 
Petted  him  with  4ier  able  hand; 
Then  sprung  again  to  the  saddle  bow 
And  sliuuted:  "  Oue  more  trial  now!  " 
As  if  ashamed  of  the  heedless  fall, 
He  gathered  bis  strength  once  more  for  all. 
And  galloping  down  a  hill-side  steep. 
Gained  on  the  troo|>ers  at  every  leap; 
No  more  the  high-bred  steed  did  reel, 
But  ran  his  best  for  Jennie  McNeal. 

They  were  a  furlong  behind,  or  more, 
When  the  girl  burst  through  the  colonel's  door. 
Her  poor  arm  helpless,  hanging  nith  pain. 
And  she  all  drabbled  and  drenched  with  rain, 
But  her  cheeks  as  red  as  firebrands  are. 
And  her  eyes  as  bright  as  a  hluziug  star, 
And  shouted:  "Quick!  be  quick,  I  say: 
They  come!  they  comel  Away!  awayl" 
Then  sunk  on  tlie  rude  white  fioor  of  deal. 
Poor,  brave,  exhausted  Jennie  McNeal. 

The  startled  colonel  sprung,  and  pressed 
The  wife  and  cliiidien  to  his  breast. 
And  turned  away  from  his  fireside  bright. 
And  glided  Into  the  storiny  niglit; 
Then  soon  and  safely  made  hhi  way 
To  where  the  patriot  army  lay; 
But  first  he  bent  in  the  dim  firelight. 
And  kissed  the  forehead  broad  and  white. 
And  blessed  the  girl  who  had  ridden  so  well, 
To  keep  him  out  of  a  prison  cell. 
Tlie  girl  roused  up  at  the  martial  din, 
Just  as  the  troopers  came  rushing  in, 

And  laughed,  e'en  in  the  midst  of  a  moan, 
Saying,  "Good  sirs,  your  bird  has  fiown. 
'Tis  I  who  have  scared  liim  from  his  nest; 
So  deal  with  me  now  as  you  think  best." 
But  the  grand  young  captain  bowed,  and  said: 
"  Never  yon  hold  a  moment's  dread. 
Of  womankind  I  must  crown  you  queen; 
So  brave  a  girl  I  have  never  seen. 
Wear  this  gold  ring  as  your  valor's  due. 
And  when  peace  comes  I  will  come  for  yon." 
But  Jennie's  face  an  arch  smile  wore. 
As  slie  said:  "  There's  a  lad  in  Putnam's  corpe, 
Who  told  me  the  same,  long  time  ago; 
You  two  would  never  agree,  I  know. 
I  promised  my  love  to  be  true  as  steel," 
Said  good,  sure-hearted  Jennie  McNeal. 


LITTLE    JIM. 
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The  collage  was  a  thatched  one,  the  outside  old  and  mean. 
Yet  everything  within  that  cot  was  wondrous  neat  and  clean. 

The  night  was  dark  and  stormy,  the  wind  was  howling  wild, 
A  patient  mother  watched  beside  the  death-bed  of  her  child  — 

A  little  worn-out  creature,  his  once  bright  eyes  grown  dim. 
It  was  a  collier's  wife  and  child;  they  called  Lim  "Little  Jim." 

And  oh,  to  see  the  briny  tears  fast  hurrying  down  her  check, 
As  she  offered  up  a  prayer  in  thought— she  was  afraid  to  8i>eak— 

Lest  she  might  waken  one  she  loved  far  better  than  her  life; 
For  she  had  all  a  mother's  heart,  had  that  poor  collier's  wife. 

With  hands  uplifted— see,  she  kneels  beside  the  sufferer's  bed, 
Aud  prays  that  Ue  will  spare  her  boy,  and  take  herself  instead. 

She  gets  her  answer  from  the  child,  soft  fall  these  words  from  him: 
"Mother,  the  angels  do  so  smile,  and  beckon  Little  Jim. 

I  have  n»  pain,  dear  mother,  cow,  bnt,  oh,  I  am  so  dry. 

Just  moisten  poor  Jim's  lips  again,  and,  mother,  don't  you  cry." 

With  gentle,  trembling  hands,  she  held  a  tea-cup  to  his  lipa; 
Ue  smiled  to  thank  her  as  lie  took  three  little  tiny  sii>8. 

"  Tell  father  when  he  comes  from  work,  I  said  gond-ulght  to  him; 
Aud,  mother,  now  I'll  go  to  sleep."    Alasl  poor  Little  Jim. 

She  saw  that  he  was  dying,  that  the  child  she  loved  so  dear 
Had  uttered  the  last  words  that  she  might  ever  hoi>e  to  hear ! 

The  cottage  door  is  opened:  the  collier's  step  Is  beard; 
The  father  and  the  mother  meet,  yet  neither  speak  a  word.  . 

He  felt  that  all  was  over,  he  knew  his  child  was  dead: 

Ue  took  the  candle  in  his  hand,  and  walked  towards  the  bed. 

nis  quivering  line  gave  token  of  the  grief  he'd  fain  conceal. 
And,  see,  his  wife  has  joined  him;  the  stricken  couple  kneel. 

With  hearts  bowed  down  with  sadness,  they  humbly  ask  of  Him 
In  heaven  once  more  to  meet  again  their  own  poor  "Little  Jim." 


— What  is  it  that  goes  when  a  wagon  goes,  stops  when  a  wagon 
stops,  is  of  no  use  to  the  wagon,  and  yet  the  wagon  cannot  go 
wiUiout  it?  A  noiae. 
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Words  by  A.  J.  Montague.     Music  by  L.  U.  Ascherfeld. 

I'm  derp  in  love  with  Jones's  girl,  eo  wiiieome,  neat  and  small, 

The'  niainma  tells  me  I  shoula  wed  soiue  lady  stout  and  tail; 

Bat,  ab,  they  overawe  me  so,  that  really  I  slioiih)  drop 

If  they  but  cast  their  gaze  on  me  when  I  took  heart  to  pop;  .    •. 

But  Jones's  girl  is  such  a  mite,  and  smiles  on  uie  so  sweet, 

Aud  greets  me  with  such  pleasant  words  whene'er  we  chance  to  meet; 

Her  presence  does  not  frighten  me,  or  set  my  head  a-whirl, 

Altho' my  heart  beats  pit-a-pat  when  I  see  Jones's  girl. 

Chorus. 
She's  jnst  the  size  that  suits  me  best. 

Her  eyes  look  into  mine; 
Her  sweet,  red  lips  just  reach  my  own, 

Which  you'll  admit  is  flue;  ••"  .      ^ 

She  blushes  when  I  take  her  liand, 

And  tell  her  she's  my  pearl, 
8o  I'll  let  my  mnmniu'e  pels  ulone, 

Aiid  spoon  with  Jones's  girl.  :     " 

She  can't  weigh  over  ninety  pounds,  but,  alil  each  ponnd  to  me 

Is  dearer  than  earth's  proudest  queen  that  rules  beyond  the  sea; 

I  would  not  give  one  ^acious  smile  that  beams  from  iter  fond  eyes 

For  all  the  tall  and  stately  girls  that  mamma  seems  to  prize. 

She  does  not  have  to  stoop  for  me  whene'er  it  is  my  bliss 

To  meet  her  'ueatb  the  maple  trees  and  snatch  a  lover's  kiss;  - 

And  when  I  pop  and  ask  her  to  forever  be  my  peurl, 

I  know  I  Bboll  Dot  feel  afraid  of  old  man  Jones's  gltl.—  Cfu»vs, 
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A  Little  Homeless  Wanderer. 
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By  C.  L.  Charlebois. 


'        ^    .       The  sun  had  set  behind  the  hills 

Across  the  dreary  moor. 
When,  wet  and  cold,  a  little  girl 

Came  knocking  at  my  door;  ',     ■ 

All  day  she  roamed  tlie  city  streets, 

No  place  to  lay  her  head;  ,. 

No  gentle  voice  had  greeted  her     ' 

And  hope  had  all  but.  fled,  ;■  •"    - 

A  little  homeless  wanderer,  ,. '-■ 

OhI  Ood  what  can  she  do; 
I  look  her  tiny  hand  and  asked    ■.--•     ,'-V  -,     V 

For  her  story  sad  but  true.  '    ■    •• 

Rkphain. 
Please,  sir,  be  kind  to  me  she  said  with  deep-drawo  sigh, 
For  papa's  dead  and  mamma,  too,  and  tears  came  in  lier  eyes; 
I  long  to  t>e  there  with  them  in  their  home  np  in  the  sky; 
A  little  bomeless  wanderer,  no  one  for  me  could  cry. 

I  culled  her  sweet  and  pretty  names    , 

And  gently  sinootlied  her  hair; 
I  kissed  tho  little  dimpled  cheek. 

Which  was  so  young  and  fair; 
With  sweet,  but  trembling,  voice  she  spoke, 
:'  -  A  tear  was  in  her  eye ; 

My  papa's  gone  with  mamma  dear 

Away  up  in  the  sky : 
Each  night  she  said,  I  pray  that  God    - 

May  keep  me  pure  and  true, 
And  then  1  aeki-d  her  once  again 

For  her  story  sad  but  true.— y^^rain. 

Sbaeaid  a  simple  prayer  that  night 

While  nestling  by  my  side. 
And  ere  I  laid  her  down  to  sleep. 

Her  little  teardrops  dried; 
No  more  with  fainting  heart  she  braves 

Life's  battle  all  alone, 
.  ■  '         No  more  to  walk  the  dreary  streets 

When  winter  winds  will  moun, 
And  when  we  often  gently  usk 
:,         This  little  heart  so  true. 

To  tell  us  in  her  own  sweet  way 

Her  story  Bad  but  true.— if</"»a»n. 
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By  Henry  Widmer. 

Is  it  the  zephyr  whose  musical  voice  ,., 

Toys  Willi  my  tresses  and  bids  me  rejoicet  '    ■' ; 

No,  no,  no!  Ah,  not  sol  Ah,  not  sol  ;  .   ' 

"I'is  but  a  word  from  the  youth  of  my  choice, 
'Tis  hut  the  name  iliat  he  whispers  to  me 
Under  the  shrde  of  tlie  plum-blossom  tree. 

That  is  the  zephyr  that  makes  me  rejoice,  tliat  makes  me  rejoice. 

Chorus.  .... 

TU  a  glance  from  the  eye 
"'.,'.  Of  the  youth  of  my  heart, 
Who  is  child  of  the  gods. 
Who  is  king  of  my  world; 
■.;",         .     On  whose  bosom  I  rest, 
-;-  lu  whose  arms  I  lie  ci^rled; 

;     It  is  bliss  when  we  meet. 

It  is  death  when  we  |>art,  when  we  part. 

Is  it  the  swallow,  the  sweep  of  whose  wing 

Troubles  the  tremulous  face  of  the  rpriugf  '  . 

No.  no,  iiol  Ah,  not  so!  Ab,  not  sol 

What  dimples  the  depths  of  tlie  stream  where  I  eingf        .*' 
'Tis  but  the  leaves  of  the  lotus  that  fall,  '■ 

Lightly  to  float  on  the  ripples  and  call. 

Cull  on  the  name  of  my  lover  and  king,  my  lover  and  king.— CAorui. 


I    DON'T    THINK 
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Words  by  Hnl  Homiston.    Music  by  W.  T.  Francis. 


Some  day  we'll  all  be  good,  .       - 

I  don't  think; 
Folks  will  be  understood. 
Just  the  way  they  really  shoald; 
All  will  lie  paradise. 
Naught  on  earth  but  what  is  nice, 
Tlien  there  will  be  no  vice, 

I  don't  think: 
Every  saloon  will  "  close  up  "  as  \>eT  law. 
Drunks  on  the  streets  we  won't  see  any  more; 
Just  wait  and  see  the  fun 
When  this  grand  new  life's  begun; 
We're  almoet  on  its  brink, 
Hel  he!  hel  he!  he!  he!  I  don't  think. 

One  day  a  preacher  grand, 

I  don't  think; 
Thought  he  would  make  a  stand 
And  be  famous  o'er  the  land; 
He'd  show  the  people  how 
Folks  should  live,  and  even  now 
We're  good,  you'll  all  allow, 

I  don't  think. 
All  the  police  ure  quaking  in  their  shoes. 
Crooks  of  all  sorts  are  bilious  with  liic  blues; 
No  extra  cash  is  made, 
'Cause  policemen  are  afraid. 
And  from  duty  never  shrink, 
Hal  hal  ha)  hal  hal  hal  I  don't  think. 

Great  good  reformers  do, 

I  don't  think; 
And  they  are  almost  throngU 
Purl  Tying  theatres  too;  /    • 

Burlesque,  on  week-day  nights,  '      ' 

Will  come  under  women's  rights,  ■'    '   '• 

Girls  won't  appear  in  tights, 

I  don't  think. 
And,  at  the  op'ra  grand,  they'll  all  wear  crape; 
No  girl  will  dare  show  any  of  her  Bhti{>e; 
Then  we  to  church  will  flock. 
All  sedate  in  modest  frock. 
And  never  take  a  drink. 
Ho!  ho!  ho!  hot  hoi  hoi  I  don't  think.    : 


—Mike  O'Rafferty,  pulling  his  wife  out  of  the  well:  "  Begorra! 
a  woman's  at  tlie  bottom  av  ivery thing." 


' — Mrs.  Murphy:  Luk  ot  th'  little  angel  troin'  t'  git  tli'  can  av  to- 
matoes, Patl  He  s  tbot  iatelligint  he  knows  dere's  suthin'  good  in- 
soide  av  it. 

— Mr.  Murphy  (suspiciously  observant):  Tbot's  an  impty  can, 
Mary  Ann;  perhops  tb'  little  divil  's  only  marked  uftber  Casey's 
goat. 


—Mr.  Manhattan  Beach:  "It  is  a  very  singular  fact  that  coman 
who  works  in  copper  has  ever  bad  the  cholera.  I  believe  I'D  get 
some  preparation  of  copper  from  a  drug  store  and  take  it  every 
day  if  the  cholera  comes  here." 

JElafferty:  "And  phat  the  devil  do  ye  make  by  that?  Do  you 
want  to  make  a  copper  lightning  rod  of  yourself  and  be  struck 
dead  by  lightning  every  time  there  is  a  thunderbolt  in  the  neigh- 
borhood?" 
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TRIALS    OF   A   TWIN. 
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III  form  and  featnre,  face  and  limb, 

I  Kfew  so  like  my  brother. 
That  folks  got  taking  me  for  bim, 

And  eacli  for  one  anotliir. 
It  puzzled  all  onr  kitli  and  kin, 

It  reached  a  fearful  pitch; 
For  one  of  as  waa  l>orn  a  twin, 

And  not  a  soul  knew  which. 

One  day,  to  make  the  matter  worse. 

Before  onr  names  were  fixed, 
As  we  were  hvlni;  washed  by  uuree, 

Wc  got  coinplutely  mixed; 
And  thus,  you  see,  hy  fate's  decree, 

Or  rather  niirse's  whim. 
My  brother  John  got  christened  roe, 

And  1  got  christened  him. 

The  fatal  likenecs  ever  dof^ged 

My  fuutstepe  when  at  school. 
And  1  waa  always  getting  flogged 

When  John  turned  out  a  fool. 
I  put  this  question,  fraitlesely, 

To  every  one  I  knew, 
"  What  would  you  do,  if  you  were  me, 

To  prove  that  yon  were  you." 

Our  close  resemblance  turned  the  tide 

Of  my  domestic  life, 
For  somehow,  my  intended  bride 

Became  my  brother's  wife. 
In  fact,  year  after  year  the  same 

Ab<<urd  mistakes  went  on. 
And  when  Idled,  the  neielibors  came 

And  buried  brother  John. 


The  Night  before  Christmas. 

By  C.  C.  Moore. 


Send  for  Free  Catalneueor  Song  Books.  lietter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers. Tiick  Books.  Kecltattoii  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Bucks,  Juke  Books,  SkeU-h  Books. 
Slump  Speerhes,  Irish  Bontr  Bonki,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement,  Sheet  Music,  etc., 
to  ilenry  J.  Wehmau,  130  A  132  Park  How.  New  York;  org6(Jt87  K  HadtSOD  St.,Chlcaco. 


'Twas  the  night  before  Christmaa,  when  all  tbroDgh  the  bouse 
Not  n  creature  was  stirring,  not  even  a  mouse; 
The  stockings  were  liiing  by  the  chimney  with  care, 
In  ho|>«6  that  St.  Nicholas  soon  would  lie  there; 
The  children  were  nestled  all  snug  in  ilieir  I>cd8, 
While  visions  of  sugar  plums  danced  in  their  heads; 
And  mamma  in  her  kerchief,  and  I  in  my  cap, 
llad  just  settled  our  brains  for  a  long  wiiiter^s  nap- 
When  out  on  the  lawn  there  arose  such  n  clatter, 
I  sprang  from  my  bed  to  see  what  was  the  matter. 
Away  to  the  window  I  flew  like  a  flash, 
'I'ore  <>|M'n  the  shutters  and  threw  up  the  sash. 
The  moon  on  the  breast  of  the  new-fallen  snow 
Gave  u  lustre  of  midday  to  objects  below: 
When,  what  to  my  wandering  eyes  should  appear. 
But  a  miniature  sleigh  and  eight  tiny  reindeer. 
With  a  little  old  driver,  so  lively  and  quick, 
I  knew  it  in  a  moment  it  must  l)e  St.  Nick. 
More  rapid  than  eagles  his  coursers  tliey  came. 
And  he  wliistied  and  shouted  and  called  them  by  name: 
"Now,  Dashcrl  now,  Dancerl  now,  Prnncer  and  Vixent 
On,  Comet  I  on,  Cupid  1  on,  Dondur  and  Blitzenl 
To  tlie  lop  of  the  porch,  to  the  top  of  the  walll 
Now  dash  away,  ansh  away,  dusli  away  all!  " 
As  dry  leaves  that  before  the  wild  hurricane  fly. 
When  they  meet  with  an  obstacle,  mount  to  the  sky, 
So  up  to  the  house-top  the  coursers  fliey  flew. 
With  tlie  sleigli  full  of  toys— and  St.  Nicholas  too. 
And  tlien  in  a  twinkling  I  beard  on  Hie  roof 
The  prancing  and  pawing  of  each  Utile  hoof. 
As  I  drew  in  my  head  and  was  turning  around, 
Down  the  chimney  St.  Nicholas  came  with  a  bound. 
lie  wiis  dressed  all  in  fur  from  liis  head  to  his  foot. 
And  his  clothes  were  all  tarnislied  with  ashes  and  soot; 
A  bundle  of  toys  he  had  fliiug  on  his  back,  _ 

And  be  looked  like  a  peddler  just  ojieniiig  his  pack.  '~ 

His  eyes,  how  they  twinkled!  his  dimples,  how  merryl 
His  cheeks  were  like  roses,  his  nose  like  a  cherry; 
Uis  droll  little  mouth  was  drawn  up  like  a  bow. 
And  the  l)eard  on  his  chin  was  as  white  as  the  snow. 
The  stump  of  a  pipe  he  held  tight  in  his  teeth, 
And  tlie  smoke  it  encircled  his  head  like  a  wreath. 
He  liad  a  broad  face  and  a  little  round  belly 
That  shook,  when  he  laughed,  like  a  bowl  full  of  Jelly, 
lie  was  chubby  and  plump— a  riglit  jolly  old  elf; 
And  I  laughed,  when  I  saw  him.  In  spite  of  myself. 
A  wink  of  his  eye  and  a  twist  of  bis  bend 
Soon  gave  me  to  know  I  had  nothing  to  dread. 
He  spoke  not  a  word  but  went  straiglit  to  his  work. 
And  filled  all  the  stockings;  then  turned  with  a  jerk. 
And  laying  bis  finger  aside  of  his  nose. 
And  giving  a  nod,  up  the  chimney  be  rose. 
He  sprang  to  bis  sleigh,  to  his  team  gave  a  whistle. 
And  away  they  all  flew  like  the  down  of  a  llilstle; 
But  I  heard  bim  exclaim,  ere  be  drove  on^  of  sight, 
"  Happy  CbrlBtmas  to  all,  and  to  all  a  atfod  uightl  *' 


— When  does  a  cbair  dislike  y^?  Wlien  it  can't  bear  you 


LEONA. 

Written  by  James  O.  Clarke. 


Send  for  Free  Cat*ln|r>e  t>t  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Ti'lok  Books.  Kecltatlon  Books,  Penny  Bullads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Slump  Speeohps.  Irish  .Somk  l<'>"ks.  C<Mik  lloukx.  Books  >'f  Amusement,  Sheet  Music,  ete., 
to  Ueury  J,  Wehman,  130  &  13lf  Park  Itow,  New  York;  or  8&&  87  E.  Madison  St.,Chicaco. 


Leoua,  Ibe  hour  draws  nigh. 

The  hour  we've  awaited  so  long. 
For  the  angel  to  open  a  door  ihrougb  the  sky, 
That  my  spirit  may  break  from  its  prison,  and  (ry 

Its  voice  in  an  infliilte  song. 

Just  now,  as  the  slumbers  of  night 

Came  o'er  me  with  peace-giving  lireath. 
The  curtaiu  half  litiea,  revealed  to  my  slfht 
Those  windows  which  look  on  the  kingdom  of  llgbt 

That  borders  the  river  of  death. 

And  a  vision  fell,  solemn  and  sweet, 

Brineiiig  gleams  of  a  moruiiig-llt  laud; 
I  saw  the  white  shore  which  the  pale  waters  beat. 
And  I  heard  the  low  lull  as  they  broke  at  tiieir  feet 

Who  walked  on  the  beautifal  strand. 

And  I  wondered  why  spirits  should  cling 

To  their  clay  with  a  striigKle  ami  eigh. 
When  life's  purple  autuiiiu  is  belter  than  spring. 
And  tlie  soul  tlies  away  like  a  epairow,  to  sing 

In  a  climate  where  leaves  never  die. 

Lcona,  come  close  to  my  bed. 

And  lay  your  dear  band  on  my  brow; 
Tlie  same  touch  tliat  thrilled  me  in  days  that  are  fled. 

And  raised  the  lost  roses  of  youth  from  the  dead. 
Can  brighten  the  brief  luomeuts  uow. 

We  have  loved  from  the  cold  world  apart. 
And  your  trust  was  too  generous  and  Iriie 

For  their  hate  to  o'ertbrow;  when  the  slanderer's  dart 

Was  rankling  deep  in  my  desolate  heart, 
I  wua  dearer  than  ever  to  you. 

I  thank  the  great  Father  for  this, 

That  our  love  is  not  lavished  in  vain; 
Eacii  germ  In  the  future  will  blossom  to  bliss. 
And  the  forme  that  we  love,  aud  tlie  lips  that  we  klee, 

Never  ebriuk  at  the  shadow  of  pain. 

By  the  light  of  this  faith  am  I  taught 

That  ii)y  labor  is  only  begnu; 
In  the  strength  of  this  hope  have  I  strnggled  and  fought 
With  the  legions  of  wrong,  till  my  armor  baa  caught 

The  gleam  of  eternity's  sau. 

Leona,  look  forth,  and  behold 

From  headland,  from  hillside,  and  deep. 
The  day-king  surrenders  bis  banners  of  gold. 
The  twilight  advances  througli  woodland  and  wold, 

Aud  the  dews  are  beginning  to  weep. 

The  moon's  sliver  hair  lies  nncnrled, 

Down  tlie  broad-breasted  mountains  away; 
Ere  sunset's  red  glories  again  shall  l>c  furled 
Uii  the  walls  of  the  west,  o'er  the  plains  of  ihe  world, 
I  shall  rise  in  a  limitless  day. 

Oh  t  come  not  in  tears  to  my  tomb. 

Nor  plant  with  frail  flowers  the  sod; 
There  is  rest  among  roses  too  sweet  for  Its  gloom. 
And  life  where  the  lilies  eternally  bloom 

In  the  baliu-breatbiiig  gardens  of  Qod. 

Yet  deeply  those  memories  bum 

Which  bind  me  to  yon  and  to  earth. 
And  I  sometimes  have  thought  that  my  being  would  yearo 
In  the  bowers  of  its  beautiful  home  to  return, 

Aud  visit  the  home  of  its  birth. 

'Twonid  even  be  pleasant  to  stay, 

Aud  walk  by  your  side  to  tlio  last; 
But  the  land  breeze  of  heaven  is  beginning  to  play- 
Life's  shadows  are  meeting  eternity's  day. 

And  its  tumult  Is  bushed  in  the  paat. 

Leona,  good-liye;  should  the  grief 

That  is  gathering  now  ever  Be 
Too  dark  for  your  faith,  you  will  long  for  relief, 
And  remember,  the  journey,  though  lonesome,  is  brief,    . 

Over  lowland  and  river  to  me. 


— A  certain  Circuit  Judge  was  always  sure  of  meetiug  some 
cutting  or  sneering  remark  from  a  self-conceited  lawyer  wben  be 
came  to  a  certain  town  in  bis  rounds.  Tbis  was  repeated  one  dav 
at  dinner,  wlien  a  gentleman  present  said:  "  Jud^e.  wby  don  t 
you  squelcli  tbat  fellow?"  Tbe  Judge,  dropping  bis  knife  and 
fork  aud  placing  bis  cbin  upon  bis  bands  and  bis  eltjows  on  tbe 
table,  remarked:  "  Up  in  our  town  a  widow  woman  bas  a  yellow 
dog  tbat,  whenever  tbe  moon  shines,  goes  out  upon  the  stoop  and 
bnrks  and  barks  away  at  it  all  nigbt."  Stopping  short,  be  quietly 
resumed  eating.  After  waiting  some  time  it  was  asked:  "  Well, 
Judge,  what  of  tbe  dog  and  tbe  moon?"  "Ob,  tbe  moon  kept 
right  on,"  be  said. 
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COME    OFF    O'    THE    MOON. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Al.  B.  Scbulz. 
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'Way  np  In  the  moon  ie  my  dear  one, 

I  know  he'B  in  love  with  me; 
I  know  that  his  heart  I  have  captnred; 

He  always  ie  einiling  at  me;  ■'^■■ 

Each  night  abont  eight  1  Bit  by  tbe  gate 

And  watch  for  my  eweet  one  above; 
And  when  he  appears,  I  greet  him  with  cheers, 

And  slug  to  my  own  darling  love. 

Chobub.  ■•^"'    ■.  •-  ■-;.-' 

■  Come  off  o'  the  moon.  Just  to  please  me; 
Come  off  o'  the  moon;  don't  y^u  tease  me; 
8top  winking  at  me,  'cau»e  mamma  might  see, 
Ana  catch  you  al  flirting  with  me,  love; 
Come  off  o'  llie  nioSn  just  a  minute. 

And  tell  n)e  ibut  no  one  is  in  it  with  you 
'    Except  me,  how  happy  I'd  be; 

■  Come  off  u' the  mooD,  now  do. 

His  ways  they  are  really  bewitching,  ' 

His  eyes  tliey  are  ever  so  bright;  ' 

Whenever  my  mamma  is  looking, 

A  cloud  hides  him  quickly  from  sight; 
It  fills  me  with  blifts  wlieu  Le  llirows  a  kiss, 

And  bids  me  good-nieht  from  above; 
To-morrow  at  eight  I'll  i>e  at  the  gate, 

And  Biug  to  my  own  darling  Iomh:— Chorus. 


LOVE'S    BATTLE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Al.  B.  Bchulz. 
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The  ship  ploughed  through  tlie  calm,  blue  sea. 

The  sailors  sat  and  joked. 
But  Where's  onr  brave  and  jolly  mate? 

Asked  one,  and  up  all  looked. 
Oh,  there  he  Bits;  come  on  now,  Jack,     . 

Your  jokeB  are  always  right. 
But,  liid,  you're  always  filled  with  joy. 

What  makt'B  you  ead  to-iiiglit? 
Brace  up,  old  boy,  Btiake  off  your  tlioaghts, 

And  tell  aa  of  your  fate. 
Wben  Jack's  eyes  filled  with  burning  tears. 

And  tl)U  he  did  relate: 

Cborus.       ■■■■■y.r ':-■■■  ■'',.■''. 
Tliere's  none  to  come  und  meet  me 

On  the  shore,  that  once  whb  dear; 
There's  none  to  come  and  greet  me, 

And  shed  a  gladdened  tear; 
My  only  treasure's  taken, 

'T  has  been  my  only  pride. 
The  seal  of  love  is  broken. 

My  only  hope  destroyed. 

How  well  I  do  remember  yet 

Those  happy  childhood  days  -' 

That  Kate  and  I  together  spent, 

III  sweet  and  playful  ways. 
I  learned  lo  love  her  when  a  child, 

'T  seems  not  so  long  ago, 
I  thought,  together  we  would  brave 

The  sea  «t  life,  but  no— 
Oh,  lads,  I've  struggled  hard  through  life. 

Like  many  of  your  l9t; 
But  of  all  battles  this  one  is 

The  liardest  I  biive  fought.— Chottu.     ' 

When  we  left  on  onr  last  long  trip,    . 

I  kissed  my  Kate  'mid  tears; 
We  promised  to  be  true. 

Although  we  may  not  meet  for  years; 
Oh,  boys,  it  gives  me  pain  to  think 

Tliat  slie  and  I  must  part. 
A  girl  Is  week— through  words  so  sweet 

Another's  won  her  heart. 
So  when  this  life  comes  to  an  end. 

And  death  for  me  has  c<>rae, 
I'll  hail  8  last  farewell  to  Kale, 

Love's  battle  will  be  won.— Chona. 


" 


— A  gentleman  was  calletJ  on  by  a  colored  man  for  a  certificate 
of  character,  upon  which  he  might  secure  a  situation.  The  testi- 
monial proved  to  be  more  complimentary  than  Scipio  himself  had 
expected,  and  on  recovering  his  astonishment,  exclaimed;  "  Say, 
Mister,  won't  you  give  me  something  to  do  jourself  on  that 
recommendatioD. " 
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Words  and  Music  by  John  Tiemey. 


.  Hike  Clancy  lost  tbe  job  he  had    .- 
Two  weeks  ago  to-night,  ;"■ 

■     Soon  after  that  he  asked  me    .. 
If  I'd  anything  in  sight;  ; 

■  I  got  him  on  a  street  car,  •'     '_ 

As  conductor  thro'  the  day: 
!     He  bought  a  brand  new  uniform 
And  started  right  away; 

-  They  made  him  wat£h  the  crossings. 

And  tbe  names  of  sireets  call  out, 
,  And  information  gather  .     ,-■ 

From  the  si^ns  along  the  route,         ' 
While  passing  by  a  corner 

He  a  billiard  parlor  spied: 
Be  palled  the  bell,  the  gripmao  stopped 

And  Clancy  loudly  cned:  ....  ^ 

Chobus. 
Billiards  and  Pool  street, 

Clancy  hollered  out. 
The  people  never  heard  that  street  before. 

Along  the  route; 
He  saw  a  lamp-post  painted  red. 

And  as  the  car  drew  nigher. 
He  got  excited,  pnlled  the  l>ell. 

And  loudly  yelled  out  "  Pirel  " 

-    When  Clancy  got  back  from  the  trip,     .  V 

The  foreman  he  got  rash ; 
He  collared  Clancy  by  the  neck 

And  took  away  the  cash; 
/  He  fired  Mike  out  thro' the  door,    :. 

'Twas  much  to  hie  disgrace. 
But  very  soon  we  heunl  that  he 

Had  got  another  place,  '  - 

'  'Twas  in  a  retail  dry-goods  store,       '.  . 
;       Where  he  was  "  ladies  man,"  .   > 

,'    And  ran  the  hose  department 

On  the  £iuo|)ean  plan; 
A  lady  called,  she  priced  Bome  stockings. 

While  the  boss  stood  nigh, 
'    Tben  Clancy's  bosom  swelled  with  pride. 

He  wanted  to  act  fly : 

Chobub.       ....^.:  -, 
Silk  ones,  ten  dollars. 

Colors  bright  and  gay; 
**Oh,  dear,"  she  said,  *'  bat  they  come  high; 

I'll  not  take  them  to-day; " 
The  woman  sized  up  Clancy,  and  said  she, 

"I  like  your  gall," 
•'You  can't  blame  me,"  says  Clancy, 

"For  yon  see  you're  awful  tall." 

Now  bad  Inck  seems  to  follow  Mike, 

No  matter  where  he  goes. 
He's  always  making  funny  breaks. 

As  ev'rybody  knows; 
>'    He's  made  mistakes  so  often 

That  the  bOBsefl  all  got  tired. 
And  from  each  job  that  he  has  had  •' , 

Poor  Itfike,  of  course,  was  fired. 
Bis  dry-goods  man  let  up  on  him. 

But  only  for  a  while;     . 

-  He  told  poor  Mike  to  watcli  liimself 

And  gave  him  one  more  trial; 
Tlie  boBses'  wife  came  in  one  day 
To  get  some  nnderwear, 
;   And  Clancy  bad  to  wait  on  her. 
No  other  clerk  was  there. 

Chobus.  - 

"  Walk  t_.8  way,  lady." 

She  said,  "  I  can't. 
Show  me  yonr  summer  underclothes, 

A  favor  to  me  grant,"  ; .  :> 

Then  Clancy  started  to  disrobe 

In  front  of  all  the  store. 
Bis  trial  comes  off  next  Friday, 

Be  ain't  working  any  more.  r      ." 


— A  good  old  preacher  of  the  Methodist  persuasion  officiated 
one  day  at  a  funeral  in  Massachusetts,  and  at  the  close  Itad  a 
word  of  inquiry  and  advice,  as  is  the  local  custom,  with  many  of 
the  audience.  Among  others  he  approaclied  a  lady,  a  stranger  to 
him,  who  was  visiting  in  the  neighborhood,  and,  after  shaking 
hands,  asked  her  if  she  was  ob  the  way  to  heaven.  "  Yes,"  she 
promptly  answered,  "and  if  you  couie  that  way  I  should  be 
pleased  to  have  you  call."  The  good,  old  man,  horrified  at  such 
seeming  levity,  turned  away  without  reply,  when  a  friend,  sitting 

near,  remonstrated  with  Mrs, ,  who,  still  more  horrified  at  her 

mistake,  said  she  understood  him  lo  ask  if  she  was  on  her  way  to 
Hudson,  where  she  lived. 
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Ye  Oenll  of  the  nation, 

Who  look  with  veueration, 
And  Ireland's  draolation  oiisayelngly  deplore; 

Ye  »oii8  of  General  Jackson, 

Who  thrample  on  the  8nzon, 
Attend  to  the  ilirausaction  upon  Sbannon  stiore. 

When  William,  Diike  of  Schnmbng, 

A  tyrunt  and  a  hiinibuf;, 
With  cannon  and  with  tliunder  on  our  city  bore. 

Our  fortitude  and  vulliiiiice 

Intitiiriicted  his  l>attulion8 
To  rispict  tlie  galliunt  Irl»triipon  Shannon  shore. 

Since  tliat  capitulation 

No  city  in  this  nation 
So  grand  a  repiitatioii  could  boast  before, 

Ae  Liniericic  piodigions, 

Tlint  stands  with  quays  and  bridees, 
And  sliipe  up  to  the  wiudics  of  tlic  Shannon  shore. 

A  cliii'f  of  ancient  line, 

'Tis  Wllliuin  Sniitli  O'Urine 
Reprisiiiis  this  darling  Limericic,  this  ten  years  or  more? 

O  the  Snxons  can't  endure 

To  see  liiin  on  the  flure, 
And  thriuible  at  the  Cicero  from  Shannon  shorel 

Tliis  vnlliant  son  of  Mors 

Had  l)een  lo  vis  t  Par's. 
That  land  of  Revolution,  that  grows  tlie  tricolor; 

And  to  welcome  liis  return 

From  tiili!rlmagt'8  furreii. 
We  invitcu  hint  to  tay  on  tlie  Shannon  shore. 

Then  wo  sumrooncd  to  onr  board 

Young  Meuglier  of  the  sivord; 
*Ti8  he  will  slieaihe  that  l)attle-aze  in  Saxon  gore; 

And  Milchil  of  Belfast 

We  hude  to  our  re|)aet, 
To  dthriuli  a  dish  of  coffee  on  the  Shannon  shore. 

Convaiiiently  to  hould 

Il'liese  patriots  so  boiild. 
We  tooli  the  opportunity  of  Tim  Doolan's  Store; 

And  with  ornamiutM  and  banners 

(X»  liecomes  gintale  good  nianiieriO 
We  made  the  loveliest  tay-ruom  upon  Slianuon  shore. 

'Twould  biniflt  yoar  sowls 

To  .ec  the  butlhered  rowls. 
The  riicar-tontzs  and  eaugwidkies  and  craim  gulyore. 

And  tlie  inuflliis  and  the  crumi>et8. 

And  the  hand  of  harps  and  tliruuipctH, 
To  celebrate  ilie  sworry  upon  Shauuou  shore. 

Sare  the  Iinperor  of  Boliav 

Would  be  proud  to  dtluink  the  tay 
That  Mleihre»e  Biddy  Rooney  for  O'Briue  did  pour; 

And,  since  tlic  days  of  Strou^ljow, 

There  never  was  such  Congo — 
Mitchel  dthrnnlc  six  quarte  of  it-  by  Shannon  shore. 

But  Clarndoii  and  C>>rry 

Cuiiiiellan  lielield  tiii«  sworry 
With  rauc  and  iniiilaiion  in  their  black  hearts'  core; 

And  I  hey  hired  a  gani;  of  riiQius 

To  interrupt  the  uuiflins, 
And  the  fragrance  of  the  Congo  on  the  Shannon  shore. 

When  full  of  tay  and  cake 

O'Briue  l)egan  to  spake; 
But  juice  a  one  coird  hear  him,  for  a  eudden  roar 

or  u  ragamutUu  rout 

Began  to  yell  and  rliout. 
And  frighten  the  propriety  of  Shannon  shore. 

As  Smith  O'Briue  harangued. 

They  batthered  and  tiiey  banged; 
Tim  Doolan's  doors  and  wiudies  uowu  they  tore; 

Tney  smashed  the  lovely  windies 

(lluug  with  luusliu  from  the  Indies), 
Purshuing  of  their  shindies  upon  Shannon  shore. 

With  throwlnt;  of  brickbats. 

Drowned  puppies  and  dead  rats,    ' 
Theee  rtiflan  democrats  themselves  did  lower; 

Tin  keltlee,  rotleu  eggs. 

Cabbage  stulliK.  and  wooden  Iocs, 
They  flung  among  the  patriots  of  Shannon  shore. 

O  the  girls  began  to  scrame, 

And  upeiet  the  nilik  and  crame; 
And  the  honorable  eintlumln,  they  cursed  and  snore; 

And  Mitchii  of  Belfast, 

'Twas  he  that  looked  a<;hast, 
When  they  roasted  him  in  efUgy  by  Shannon  shore. 

O  the  lovely  tay  was  spilt  ► 

On  that  day  of  Ireland's  guilt; 
Says  Jack  Miicldi,  "  I  am  kiui  Boys,  wherc'e  the  back  door} 

'Tis  a  national  disgrace: 

Let  me  go  and  veil  me  face  "; 
And  he  boulted  with  quick  pace  from  the  Shannon  shore. 


"Cut  down  the  bloody  horde  I"       ;•  ;!  ■';1.  •  ! 

Says  Meagher  of  the  sword:  ■> 

"This  conduct  would  di.grace  any  blackamore"; 

But  tlie  best  nse  Touiiny  made 

Of  his  famous  battle-blade 
Was  to  cQl  his  own  stick  from  the  Sbannon  shore. 

Immortal  Smith  O'Brine 

Was  raging  like  a  line; 
'Twould  have  done  your  sowl  good  to  have  beard  him  roar; 

In  his  glory  he  arose. 

And  he  rushed  upon  his  foes; 
Bat  they  hit  him  on  the  nose  by  the  Sbannon  shore. 

Then  the  Fntt  and  Dthragoons 

In  squadtlirons  and  platoons. 
With  their  mueic  playing  chunes,  down  npon  us  bore; 

And  thev  bate  the  rattatoo. 

But  the  Peelers  came  In  view,  •  . 

And  ended  the  shaloo  on  the  Shannon  shore. 


TREADWATER   JIM. 


By  S.  W.  Small  (oM  81). 
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Who's  dat?  W'y  dat's  Treadwater  Jim— 

De  wust  litile  nigger  in  town — 
What  de  fokes  all  »ez  dey'll  hang  him, 

'Knse  w'y,  iiit  don't  seem  he  kin  drownt 
ne  keejw  his»elf  dere  in  de  watah 

'Bout  haf  ob  his  time  in  de  year^ 
An'  ef  he's  got  enny  home  'round  hyar 

Hits  out  on  de  eend  ob  dat  pierl 

Well,  de  name  what  he's  got— it  was  gin  him 

By  fokes  what  was  kno'  in  de  facks. 
Per  dey  sed  dat  sum  title  was  due  liim 

'Knse  he'd  done  wun  de  nobles'  of  ackflt 
Ob  koarse  I  kin  tell  ycr  de  story, 

'Kase  I  WHS  rite  dar  on  de  spot, 
An'  ef  Jim  ie  entitul'd  ter  glory 

He  fa'riy  earut  all  dat  he's  goti 

Ter  see,  hit  wnz  ont  on  de  wahf,  dar, 

Wun  sunshiney  mawnin'  in  Hay, 
Dat  er  little  chile  up  fnm  de  Nawf,  sar, 

Wiiz  tooken  out  dar  fer  ter  play; 
An' Jim  wuz  out  dar  wid  his  ttsh-line. 

An'  de  nuss  warn't  a-walchin'  de  chilfl^ 
So  hit  walked  off  rite  inter  de  brine 

At  dat  comer  dar  by  de  big  pilel 

Well,  den  dar  wnz  skreemln' nn' cryin' 

Fuin  all  de  folks  'round  on  de  pier. 
But  Jim  seed  liit  warn't  no  nse  tryin' 

Ter  reskew  de  chile  fum  up  heah— 
So  he  tuck  er  long  dive  fur  de  watah 

An'  struck  wliar  de  chile  bed  gone  down. 
An'  liit  tuck  him  so  long  fer  ter  fine  hit 

De  iieeple  tho't  bofe  'em  would  drown. 

But  purty  soon  ont  in  de  stream  dar 

Er  kinky  black  hed  cum  in  site. 
An'  belt  close  ter  his  bres'  wif  bofe  ban's,  sab, 

Wiiz  de  baby  all  iiinpy  an'  white!  . , 

Deu  de  mouts  ob  de  peeple  wuz  opin'd 

In  er  long  an'  cnkuridgin'  slioutt 
"Cum  on  wid  de  hole,  men  I  "  Jim  holler'd— > 

"I'll  tread  watah  ontell  yer  git  outi  " 

Den  dey  bent  ter  der  ores  like  Marsters 

An'  flew  ter  wbar  Jim,  wid  de  chile, 
Wuz  duin'  Ills  bes'  ter  keep  flotin'. 

But  weak'niu'  hiz  lick  all  de  while  I 
Dey  brought  de  two  heah  ter  de  laiidin* 

An'  de  muddcr  wuz  crozv  wid  joy. 
While  de  father  jiss  retcli'd  fer  dat  darkey 

An'  hugged  him  ez  do'  his  own  boyt 

So,  ycr  see,  dat's  de  reezin  dev  gib  him 

De  name  dat  ver  heer'd  me  jeee  call— 
An' nobody  bodders  along  wid  Jim, 

An'  he  does  ez  he  pleezee  wid  all  I 
Ob  koaree,  what  be  done  wnz  rile  brave,  sah. 

All'  luebbe  wuz  wurthy  er  crown — 
But  Jim  I— Well,  Jim's  jess  de  blamedes' 

No  'codut  little  nigger  in  town  I 


«  ^s» 


— Wliy  is  a  muff  like  a  bashful  young  man?  Because  it  holds  a  | 
ludy's  band  without  squeezing  it. 

— Artemus  Ward  was  traveling  on  a  slow-going  Southern  road 
soon  after  the  war.  When  the  conductor  was  punching  his  ticket 
Artemus  remarked:  "Does  this  railroad  conipuiiy  allow  pas- 
sengers to  give  it  advice,  if  they  do  so  in  a  respectful  manner?  " 
The  conductor  replied  in  gruff  tones  that  he  guessed  so.  "  Well," 
Artemus  went  on,  "  it  occurred  to  me  it  would  be  well  to  detach 
the  cowcatcher  from  the  front  of  the  engine  and  hitch  it  to  the 
rear  of  the  train.  For  you  see  we  are  not  liable  to  overtake  a 
cow,  hut  what's  to  prevent  a  cow  strolling  into  this  car  and  biting 
a  passenger." 
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Words  and  M uslo  by  John  Walsh. 


Now,  friends,  pay  attention  and  a  Story  I'll  tell 

Of  Widow  McCarthy,  of  her  I  knew  well; 

Slie  loveil  Mike,  her  busbaiid,  as  all  women  do; 

When  he  died,  ehe'd  hie  flgnre  neatly  carved  ont  of  wood; 

When  ten  o'clock  came,  her  time  to  retire, 

Slie'd  take  him  from  the  corner  and  sit  by  the  Are: 

Yon  were  a  good  man  ill  life,  were  the  words  she  oft  said, 

As  she  IttBsed  wooden  Mike  and  went  into  ber  bed. 

Chords.  ..  ■■ 

Oh.  poor  Bridget;  oh,  poor  girl; 
How  she  must  suffer,  no  tonpnc  can  telJ, 
As  she  lay  there  a-drea-ning  of  her  big  lump  of  wood,     . ' 
And  how  she  must  feel  in  tiie  morning.       . 

Now  (>ix  months  had  passed  and  the  widow  grew  tired; 

At  the  house  where  slie  worked,  faith,  a  young  man  was  hired; 

Thoiieh  young,  she  thought  now  I'd  win  him  If  I  could,  , 

For  a  rt'al  man  is  surely  much  l)etter  than  wood. 

I  have  money  galore,  to  the  young  man  she  said. 

And  it  all  will  oe  yonrs  if  with  me  you  will  wed;     •; ; 

You're  too  old,  my  dear  widow,  your  face  is  a  sight: 

Don't  miud,  love,  for  we'll  only  go  out  at  night.—  Ufiorus. 

To  the  Mayor  they  went,  sure,  the  very  next  day, 

When  bis  Honor  said,  who'll  give  the  sweet  bride  away; 

Well,  I  could  said  Clancy,  hnt  that  I'll  not  do,  -  ■;-    '-: 

For  if  I  told  the  truth,  it  would  implicate  you; 

'I'liey  were  married,  went  home,  tiie  rooms  were  quite  cold  he  said; 

Take  wooden  Mickel  from  nnder  the  bed; 

Sure  I've  got  you  now,  you're  ray  heart's  desire; 

Get  an  axe  and  ctiop  up  Mike  and  weMl  make  a  good  &te.—C/u>rut. 


^  •  *   ' 


JESS    IN    HER    CALICO    DRESS. 
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Words  by  E.  J.  Burdlck.     Music  by  John  Harding. 


There's  a  nice  little  lass. 
Who  I  oft  used  to  pass. 

And  she  lives  in  a  three-story  fiat;  v  - 
She  has  eyes  of  deep  blue, 
That  aresmilinfifat  you  ^ 

When  she  glances  from  under  her  hat; 
She  is  young  and  she's  smart, 
With  a  true  Irish  heart— 

'Most  any  young  man  she'd  impress; 
So  neat  and  petite, 
And  a  pleasure  to  meet. 

Is  Jess  in  her  calico  dresa. 

Cbobub. 
Those  same  bine  eyes  langh  at  me  ev'ry  morning. 
While  I  was  wisliiiig  they  my  home  were  adorning; 
Something  tells  me  that  she  will  answer  yes 
And  I'll  marry  Jess  in  her  calico  dresa. 

There's  a  nice  little  home 
That  she  tends  all  alone. 

Where  her  friends  are  all  welcome  to  call, 
For,  although  she  can't  play 
The  piano,  they  say 

She  is  most  entertaining  to  all; 
I  would  like  to  be  there. 
Her  sweet  glances  to  share, 

My  love  for  her  just  to  confess; 
My  friends  may  me  chide, 
I  must  win  for  my  bride 

Sweet  Jeaa  lu  her  calico  dress.— (7Aott<«. 


COURTING    IN   CENTRAL    PARK. 
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-:-•;■.-;*   ':■"■■•..  c     Composed  by  Ida  Monroe.  .;v 

Ev'ry  pleasant  evening,  shortly  after  dark,  '  .  , 

Boys  and  girls  are  strolling  off  to  Central  Park;     '  - 

Charming  nooks  and  by-ways,  arbors  fall  of  greeti. 
Lots  of  fine  attractions  ev'rywbere  are  seen. 

Chobds.  .V 

If  you'd  spark  after  dark. 
As  lovers  love  to  do,  •  -  .' 

;   ."       Just  stroll  thro' Central  Park 
-.  With  your  sweetheart  true; 

Many's  the  stolen  kiss. 

While  ont  upon  a  lark; 
Such  pleasure  and  bliss  witli  sweet  liltle  Miss, 
While  courting  in  Central  Park. 

Birds  gay,  music  trilling,  flitting  here  and  there; 
Flower-liedB  a-bloBsom  perfume  sweet  the  air;  .' 

Nature's  so  delightful,  lovers  love  to  roam; 
Central  Park  to  court  in,  there  tbey  feel  at  home.—  Chorus. 

Then  when  you  get  married,  settled  down  for  life, 

Buy  a  baby  carriage,  present  for  your  wife. 

Send  tlieiii  out  for  airing,  often  there  to  walk. 

Twill  bring  happy  menTriefl  of  courting  in  the  Park.— CAorttf. 


*  s  • 
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Words  by  Hugh  Morton.    Mnslc  by  Qustave  Kerker. 

Boys.- Little  girls,  little  girls. 

Wouldn't  you  like  to  play  golf  f  . 
GiBLS.— Yes,  we'd  like  to  play  at  golf,        ' 
But  we  don't  know  how  to  play. 
*  '        BoTB.— Mercy  mel  mercy  me  I 

First,  you  cut  yonr  skirts  off. 
Girls.— We've  cut  our  skirts  off. 

We  did  that  the  other  day. 
BoYB.— Then,  you  take  a  little  stick  '.     ! 

And  a  little  wooden  ball. 
GiRLS.—Htre's  the  little  wooden  ball. 

And  here's  the  nece(<Bary  Stick. 
BoTS.-Well,  then,  there's  nothing  lacking. 
Only  this:  *  that's  all. 
Now  walk  a  hundred  miles  or  so,  and  then  you've  done  the  trick. 
Walk,  walk,  walk,  no  matter  what  the  kind  of  weather; 
Walk,  walk,  walk,  little  boys  and  girls  logethtr. 
A  little  flaslc  of  brandy  and  a  little  wooden  ball,     4-' 
A  liltle  girl  to  kiss,  and  not  another  thing  at  all. 
A  pretty  little  Miss,  that  you  will  casually  kiss, 
And  not  another  thing  at  all,  at  all. 


«Kis6. 


Every  Night  in  Central  Park. 
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The  Words  and  Moale  of  this  Bonn  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreos,  poet-|>atd,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Honirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSOft  13t  Park  Row,  New  York:  or  85  A  87  K  Mndimn  Rt, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  aboTe  addressee  for  Free  CntaloKue  of  Boiifrs.  Book  Boon, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


— A  sleeper  is  one  who  sleeps.  A  sleeper  is  also  a  car  in  wbicli 
tbe  sleeper  sleeps.  A  sleeper  is,  additionally,  the  tie  wbich  holds 
the  rails  on  which  the  second  sleeper  runs  while  carrying  the  first 
sleeper.  Therefore,  while  the  first  sleeper  sleeps  in  the  second 
sleeper,  this  second  sleeper  carries  the  first  sleeper  over  the  third 
sleeper  which  supports  the  second  sleeper  until  the  sleeper  which 
carries  the  sleeper  jumps  the  sleeper  and  wakes  the  sleeper  in  tbe 
sleeper  by  bumping  the  sleeper  under  the  sleeper,  and  then  there 
is  no  sleeper  in  the  sleeper  over  tbe  sleeper,  unless  bis  name  hap- 
pens to  be  Sleeper,  and  even  then,  if  the  switchman  is  also  a 
sleeper,  tbe  first  sleeper  becomes  as  dead  gia  tbe  third  sleeper. 


Words  and  Music  by  Qeo.  M.  Cohan. 


There's  hardly  a  boy  in  the  citv 

Who  doesn't  love  some  maiaen  fair;  , 

Yon  won't  find  a  girl  yonng  and  pretty,  / 

Who  haen't  a  **  steady  "  somewhere; 
.  ,  ■ '    In  summer  they  meet  on  the  corner,  -, 

•    ;  Each  evening  a  bit  after  dark; 

With  hearts  so  gay,  they  turn  away 
And  stroll  to  Central  Park. 

Chobdb. 

A  Bummer's  uigbt,  when  stars  are  bright,  and  twinkle  up  above. 
Life's  sublime,  nnd  that's  the  time  to  tell  your  tales  of  love; 
All  the  boys  and  all  tbe  girls  are  out  upon  a  lark. 
And  sweethearts  plan  their  future  ev'ry  night  In  Central  Park. 

With  joy,  loverfl  nearly  go  frantic, 

Witii  happiness  reigning  supreme,  '■      ■  •  , 

Tonng  sweethearts,  both  gay  and  romantic    ;     ,  .; 

The  sight  is  as  bright  as  a  dream, 
Tbere'B  nothing  but  pleasure  existing, 

They  laugh  and  they  chaff  and  they  apark; 
Tbe  winter^B  drear,  but  aammer's  dear, 

And  BO  is  Central  Park.— CAoni*. 


■Hf--« J^=^ 
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KATY    DID. 


Send  for  Free  Catalnfroe  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Re«it«tioi>  Bouks,  Penny  Rulladsi.  Call  Books.  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  S()eerhes,  Irt»h  Son»r  Ro'>k»,  Cook  Bookd,  Books  of  Aniinoment,  Sht-et  MuhIc,  otc, 
to  Heiiiy  J.  Wetiin&u.  130  A  13«  I'aik  Kow,  Now  Vdik;   or  86  A  87  K  Madison  St., Chicago, 


Eaty  was  a  raw  recruit  from  Ireland'e  verdaut  shore, 
Greener  than  the  gra^s  that  (n«w  beside  Iter  cabin  door. 
Katy  eniiiahed  her  weight  in  cliina;  broke  the  banic,  in  glass; 
Nearly  etrnt  ns  all  to  lieavcn  by  blowing  out  tlie  gas, 
boiled  the  railishes  for  dinner— eoinething  quite  nniqiie; 
Scoured  the  silver  s|>oonB  with  l>ricl<  duHt;  luade  the  Itettles  leak, 
Kuty  did,  Katy  did  it,  Katy  did. 

Katy  bad  a  host  of  cousins;  half  a  score  at  least. 
Dropping  in  uitli  keen  perception  of  a  coining  feast. 
Loud  I  heir  clicerful,  yontlifiil  voices  floated  up  tlie  stiiiis, 
Ju»c  at  linii's  wtien  callers'  presence  chained  us  to  our  chiiirs. 
Aud  sucii  c<)ol(ingl  Orenclied  potatoes;  biecuir«  not  lil<c  flake, 
And  a  cliarred  and  snioking  ruin  was  our  beat  beefsteak. 
Katy  did;  Katy  did  i(,  Katy  did.  ,    , 

Bat  a  willing  mind  ha<t  Kuty,  so  we  tried  onr  I>e8t, 
Tnnght  her  step  by  step  in  all  thincs— never  taking  rest. 

Muuy  a  time  we  li>OKe<l,  iiiileed,  to  lay  the  burden  down. 
But  kept  on  -for  cooks  are  preciouB  in  a  factory  town; 
Till  ill  time,  our  task  rewaitied,  Katy  learned  to  bake. 
Boil  and  fry,  make  soups  and  puddings— even  fuucy  cake. 
Katy  did:  Katy  did  it,  Katy  did. 

Courage,  tlieu  my  weary  sisters,  with  tlie  raw  recruit, 
All  you  need  is  loving  putlence,  it  will  l>ear  its  fruit. 
We  have  found  it  so  with  Katy,  thoagh  'twas  hard  at  first; 
Site  became  the  best  of  servants,  wliu  had  been  the  worst. 
And  at  last,  when  she  had  learned  to  cook  and  serve  willi  grace, 
Katy  left  us  without  warning  for  another  place. 
Katy  did,  Katy  did  it- oh  I  she  did. 


On  the  Mall  in  Central  Park. 

OopyrlgbC,  BIDCCCXCVI.  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


nie  Words  and  BIu.lo  i>f  tbis  Honm  urranired  for  tlie  piano,  «lll  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dresa,  post-paid,  on  receipt  at  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  t»<>  other  H<i|i|rg  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  132  Park  Kow.  New  York;  or  86  &  87  E  Mndlxon  8t.,ChlcaKo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  abore  addresses  for  Free  Cetaloirue  of  S'Mifrs.  Snnx  Books, 
Sheet  Music.  German  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Words  by  M.  Maurice      Uusic  by  Ed.  Treunuuin. 


Ev'ry  pleasant  afternoon,  on  the  day  of  rest, 

Uusbands,  wives  and  sweethearts,  dressed  up  in  their  beflt. 

All  go  out  a-strolliiig  for  a  quiet  lark. 

And  listen  to  the  music  on  the  inali  in  Central  Park. 

Cbobcs. 

Old  and  young,  rich  and  poor,  hearts  that  swell  with  pride, 

Wliilc  the  hand  is  playing,  strolling  side  by  side; 

When  the  sun  has  gone  to  rest  and  it's  just  growing  dark. 

Then  cupid  shoots  bis  arrow  on  the  mall  iu  Central  Park. 

See  the  loving  couples  sit  Y.eatb  some  shady  tree. 

Talking  o'er  the  future,  happy  as  can  be; 

The  grand  tones  of  the  music  awak'niug  love's  first  spark, 

Tbey  plight  their  troth  forever  ou  the  mall  iu  Central  Park.— CAo. 


i 
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Just  a  Little  More  Than  That. 

CopyriKht,  UDCCCXCVI,  by  Uenry  J.  Wehmau. 


The  Words  and  MinUcof  this  S.mir.  urranKed  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
di'e*s,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  i>ther  Smiirs  tor  One  Hollar, 
by  Hi-iipy  J  Wehman.1.10  .«  I;B  I'mk  K.iw.  N,-w  York:  or  85  *  87  K.  Msdinon  .St  .('hlcasro. 
Write  to  eitlit.r  one  of  the  ahive  addresses  for  Free  Cut«lo,f  ue  of  Honirs.  Soni;  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Horry  a.  Miller. 


t^ 


No  doubt  you've  had  a  sweetheart,  boys,  now  some  time  in  your  life, 
()ne  thai  you  loved  'dearly,  and  {K-rbaps  is  now  your  wife; 
Uf  course  you  called  on  i^undays,  when  the  parlor  liglits  were  low. 
And  as  they  weren't  low  enough,  yoa  turned  ttieiu  down,  you  know— 

Chorcs. 

.Just  a  little  more  than  tlint,  just  a  little  more  than  tliat. 
Just  fuoiigh,  as  love  is  blind,  while  the  girl  she  didn't  mind 
When  you  took  her  ou  your  lap,  told  her  lots  of  stuff  at  that— 
Vou  know  the  way  they  do  when  left  together. 

A  young  girl  in  society,  wlien  'round  her  happy  home. 
Wears  a  siyiisli  collarette,  her  shapely  neck  not  shown. 
But  meet  lier  at  reciipiioiiB,  or  an  up-to-date  pink  tea. 
It's  then  you  meet  ber  ut  her  iH-st,  and,  naturally,  yoa  see — 

Chorus. 
Just  a  little  more  than  that,  just  a  little  more  than  that, 
.lust  eiKiugli,  you  really  know— wliat  they  call  a  proiiershow— 
Oh,  but  when  she  turns  tier  back,  it's  a  little  more  than  that— 
You  know  the  way  they  do  in  society. 

A  uirl  when  out  a-shopping  in  the  early  days  of  spring, 

When  aligliting  from  a  car  her  skirts  like  this  will  swing; 

A  pretty  foot  and  hose  are  seen,  just  all  she  means  to  show, 

Uut  see  her  where  the  water's  salt,  and  then,  of  course,  you  know. 

CUORUS. 

.lust  a  little  more  than  tliat,  just  a  little  more  tlian  tliat. 
Just  enough,  that  she's  uware,  that  will  niuke  the  chappies  stare. 
As  she  poses  on  the  lieach.  ahvnys  out  ttie  water's  reach — 
You  know  the  way  they  do  at  Coney  Island. 

A  chappie  with  ten  dollars  met  a  pretty  girl  one  night, 
'Course  they  both  had  supper,  ami  they  drunk  in  fond  delight; 
lie  settled  with  the  waiter,  liul  the  cliungc  he  saw  it  not; 
It  took  him  weeks  to  save  that  ten,  some  say  the  maiden  got— 

Chorus. 

Just  a  little  more  than  that,  just  a  little  more  than  that,     ^ 
Jiisi  enough  to  keep  Ins  room  for  at  least  anottier  moon— 
What  he  didn't  spend  tliat  niglit,  why  the  girl  got  that  all  right— 
Y'uu  know  the  way  tbey  do  it  on  the  Bow'ry. 


"  My  ca.sc  is  jtist  this,"  said  n  citizen  to  a  lawyer:  "Tlie  plain- 
tiff wiil  swear  Unit  I  liit  him.  I  will  swear  that  I  did  not.  Now, 
wiiat  can  you  lawyers  make  out  of  tliat  if  we  go  to  liiul?"  "A 
hundred  dollars,  easy,"  was  the  reply. 


— How  are  you,  Smith?"  said  Jones.  Smith  pretends  not  to 
know  him,  and  replies,  hesitatingly,  "  Sir,  you  have  the  advantage 
of  me."  "  Yes,"  retorts  Jones,  "I  suppose  everybody  has  that's 
got  common  sense."    Smith  looks  unhappy. 


DIMES    AND    DOLLARS. 

By  Henry  BUIls. 

Rend  for  Kree  Catalof^ueof  Sana  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Bonks,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Tiirk  Books.  Recitation  BookH,  renny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Slump  Speeches,  IriKh  S<in(f  Bo"ks,  Cooli  Books,  Books  of  Amusement,  Sheet  Music,  etc., 
to  Uem-y  J.  Webniaii,  130  &  132  fuik  Kow,  New  Yoi  k;  or  86<t  87  K.  Madlaon  SL.Uiicaso. 


"  Dimes  and  dnilarsi  dollurs  and  diroesl" 
Thus  an  old  miser  rang  the  chillies. 
As  ho  sat  by  the  Side  of  an  open  l>ox. 
With  ironed  angles  and  massive  locks: 
And  he  heuiied  the  glittering  coin  ou  high. 
And  ci led  ill  delirious  ecstasy— 
"  Dimes  and  dollarst  dollars  and  dimesi 
Ye  are  the  ladders  by  which  man  climbs 
Over  his  fellows.    Musical  chiitiesl    - 
Dimes  and  dollars!  dollars  and  dimesi  ** 

A  sound  on  the  gong,  and  the  miser  rose. 

And  his  laden  coffer  did  quickly  close. 

And  locked  s<-cnre.     "  These  are  the  times 

For  a  man  l<>  look  after  his  dollars  and  diine>. 

A  letter!  Hal  from  my  prodigal  son. 

The  old  til le- poverty.     Pshaw,  In-gonel . 

Why  did  he  many  when  1  forbadef 

As  he  has  sown,  so  he  most  reap; 

But  I  my  dollars  secure  will  keep. 

A  sickly  wife  and  starving  times? 

ile  should  have  wed  with  dollars  and  dimes." 

Thickly  ttie  hour  of  midnight  fell ; 
Doors  and  windows  were  liolled  well. 
"  Hal  "  cried  the  miser,  "  not  so  had— 
A  thoiisund  dollars  to-day  I've  made. 
Money  iniikes  money;  these  are  the  times 
To  double  and  treble  the  dollars  ami  dimes. 
Now  to  Bleep,  and  to-morrow  to  plan- 
Rest  is  sweet  to  a  wearie<l  man." 
And  11%  fell  asleep  with  the  midnight  chimes — 
Dieamiug  of  glittering  dollurs  and  dimes. 

The  sun  rose  liigh,  and  its  beaming  ray 

Into  the  miser's  room  found  way; 

It  moved  from  the  foot  till  it  lit  the  head 

Of  the  miser's  low  uncurtaineii  tM:d: 

And  it  seemed  to  say  to  him,  "Sluggard,  awake; 

Thou  hast  a  thousand  dollars  to  make! 

Up,  man,  up!  "  How  still  was  the  place. 

As  the  bright  ray  fell  on  the  miser's  facet 

Hal  the  old  miser  at  last  is  dead. 

Dreaming  of  gold,  his  spirit  fled. 

And  he  left  liehind  but  an  eartlily  clod  '      . 

Akin  to  the  dross  tliat  he  made  bis  god.    . 

What  now  avails  the  cliinking  chimes 
Of  dimes  and  dollars!  dollars  and  dimesf 
Men  of  the  times!  men  of  the  times! 
Content  may  not  rest  with  dollars  and  dimes. 
Use  them  well,  and  their  use  sublimes 
The  mineral  dross  of  the  tJoHurs  and  dimes. 
Use  them  ill,  and  a  thousand  crimes 
Spring  from  a  coffer  of  dollars  and  dimes. 
Men  of  the  tlinesi  men  of  the  times! 
Let  charity  dwell  with  your  dollars  and  dimes. 


— A  little  boy,  whose  parents  are  always  moving  from  one  house 
to  another,  was  asked  by  the  Sttntiay -school  teacher,  "  Why  did 
the  Israelites  move  out  of  Egypt?"  "  Because  they  couldn't  pay 
their  rent,"  was  the  reply.     

—Freddy's  device.— First  swell:  "  By  Jove,  Fred,  that  is  quite 
the  highestcollar  I've  struck  yet."  Second  Swell:  "  Thinkso,  old 
man?  Well,  I  don't  mind  telling  you;  it's  a  little  idea  of  my  own. 
It's  one  of  tiie  guvnor's *cuffs." 
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I    LUBS    YOU,    MY    HONEY. 


Copyright,  18M,  by  Frank  Harding. 


All  rietiU  reaerred. 


;■  ■" 


The  Word*  and  Music  nt  this  SMnpr.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  Bent  to  any  ad- 
drew,  poiit-iiald,  on  receipt  of  40  cent*;  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Rnn(r8  f"r  One  Dollar, 
by  Henrr  J  Wehmiin.  130  A  l;«  Verk  How,  NVw  York :  or  85  &  87  E.  Madioon  Kt,  Chicago. 
Write  to  eithar  one  of  the  above  a<<dre8iie8  for  Free  Catalo«rtie  of  Soniri,  Souir  Boou, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Hal  Homiston.    Music  by  William  Loraine. 


:1 


■■< 


Sal  WH8  mall  liouey  when  we  was  little  nigs: 
We  UBed  to  chase  all  de  chickens  au'  de  pigs; 
When  we  got  binger,  I  says,  "Sally,  I  iiiuB  you." 
Now  \\e''a  married  au'  eot  a  baliby,  too; 
We  iieblier  'toiiglit  ob  ue  happioeBS  in  store; 
I  bad  iiiiib  Sal  air  I  didn't  car'  fo'  mo'. 
But  ill  de  eb'uiii  when  dat  etna'  boy  I  duu  see, 
I  know  'xactly,  he's  our  babby. 

CHOBUB.  ;     .     . 

T  labs  yon,  honey,  I  do,  I  do; 
Nvl)ber  fought  I  could  lab  no  one  bat  yon; 
Wid  joy  Tse  nearly  wild,  'kase  Vee  got  to  lub  dat  cbild, 
He's  our  babby  pickaninny,  ..^..r 

Jes'  how  it  liappened,  I  am  blind,  deaf  and  dumb; 
Blest  ir  I  know  whar  dat  little  coon  come  from; 
I'd  l>e'ii  a-\vorkln'  'way  down  iu  de  cotton  flel*. 
Came  to  dinner  an'  heard  dat  babby  sqiieel; 
Old  Aunt  Mulinda,  she  said  it  wus  a  boy. 
And  dill  it  watt  a  big  choc'late  drop  o*  joy; 
She  broiiKlit  de  chile  out  so  dat  I  could  plainly  see 
It  looked  like  me,  'twas  our  babby. —  Chorut. 

I  labs  mall  honey  from  her  head  to  her  toes, 
Jes'  all  I  t'ink  ob  her  why  nobody  knows. 
She's  be'ii  mah  belter  hal.',  las'  June  'twas  jes'  a  year; 
Now  dis  babby's  dun  come  to  interfere. 
But  he's  Hinong  us  un'  crept  into  mah  lieart; 
Don't  know  what  I'd  do  if  we  should  have  to  part; 
If  our  good  Lord  dun  takes  him,  dis  nig  he'll  die,  too. 
Climb  to  bcaben  wid  oar  babby.— CAotm*. 


HAVE,  YOU    A    WHEEL? 

Copyright,  1895,  by  O.  A.  Hoffman.       ..  .■  .~.  1' 


The  Words  and  Miixie  <if  this  Sonir,  arran(;ed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
drew,  poiit-i>aid.  mm  recflpl  of  40  oentJi:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sniiprs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinun,  ISO  A  135!  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  85  £  87  E.  Modlson  Ht.CblcaKO, 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ah.ive  addresoes  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sonfrs,  Sonic  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Oemwm  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  O.  A.  Hoffman. 


Sweet  Kitty  Dean  adores  her  wheel, 

Daily  she  biking  goes; 
In  bloomers  gay,  she  spins  away. 

The  pride  and  delight  of  d('f>pairing  beaoz; 
Vain  is  the  passion,  they  all  declare. 

For  Kitty  fails  to  feel 
Couipiissiou  for  tlie  pangs  they  bear. 

Unless  they  "ride  the  wheel." 
So  slie's  ever  greeting 
Love's  sighs  with  laughing  eyes; 
Her  lover's  joys  nto  fleeting 

Unless  he  "  rides  the  wheel." 

A  Chobus, 

So  the  poor  lover  who's  wheelleee, 
Blank  and  despairing  may  stray. 

For  the  twinkling  bloomers  vanisb 
As  Kilty  blithely  spins  away. 

Never  a  lover  shall  claim  her. 
The  heari  of  sweet  Kitty  to  steal. 

While  lie  muel  say  "No" 

Wiieii  she  Seeks  to  Icnow, 

.  "  Have  you  a  wheel?  "  ^      ' 

Sweethearts  a-plenty  come  to  woo, 

But  they  are  laughed  to  scorn;         ■     •    '■- 
Little  she  cares  how  the  world  fares;         ■      .; 

8he  smiles  at  the  tattle  of  envy  born. 
Naught  in  her  bosom  of  pain  or  care 

Does  Kitty  need  conceal. 
For  wlio  need  cure  what  they've  to  bear 

If  one  can  "  ride  the  wheel." 
So  slie's  aye  denying  ' 

Love's  vows  with  placid  brows; 
Her  lover's  left  a-sigliing 

Unless  he  "rides  the  wheel."— C/ior«<. 


—A  gentlemaD,  who  bad  no  umbrella  and  who  had  just  come 
into  town  on  a  local  train,  perceived  before  him  as  he  stepped  into 
the  street  a  |>erson  whom  be  took  to  be  an  acquaintance  and  who 
bad  a  fine  new  umbrella  hoisted  over  his  head.  Running  up  t<> 
him,  therefore,  he  clapped  him  on  the  shoulder,  saying,  as  he  did 
so,  by  way  of  a  joke:  "I'll  take  that  umbrella,  if  you  please." 
The  individual  thus  addressed  looked  around  and  disclosed  a  per- 
fect stranger,  but  before  the  other  could  apologize  he  said,  hur- 
riedly: "Oh,  it's  yours,  is  it?  Well,  I  didn't  know  that.  Here, 
you  can  have  it,"  and  broke  away,  leaving  the  utensil  in  the  hands 
of  the  first  party  to  the  conversation. 


SHE'D    DIE    IF    SHE    KNEW. 

"J; ' ;,.       OopyrlKbt,  18M,  by  Frank  Harding.    All  rigrhts  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Huslo  of  this  Song,  arranged  tor  the  piano,  will  be  cent  to  any  ad- 
dress, po(i&|>Bid,  Oil  receipt  of  40  ceiitsi  or  this  and  any  two  other  8nn|rs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  H<*nry  J.  Weliman.ISO  &  132  Park  Row.  New  York:  or  85  A  87  K.  Madliion  8t,Ch1ca«ro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ah  .ve  addressen  for  Free  Cntalopup  of  Sonim.  Sone  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerniao  Sou?  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  John  F.  Palmer. 


In  a  (irison  stands  the  chaplain  close  beside  a  convict's  door. 

Breathing  forth  his  words  of  comfort  to  a  wretch  upon  tlie  floor. 

Who,  with  tear-stain'd  face  turned  upward,  listens  till  the  good  man's  through. 

Then  sinks  downward,  as  lie  mutters,  "  It  would  kill  her  if  she  knew. 

No,  good  sir,"  he  tells  the  chaplain,  "  There  is  no  one  I  would  see; 

While  the  world  will  call  me  guilty,  let  her  think  that  I  am  free, 

'.■-.'—■■•'.'  V--  '■•';■  Refrain.  .'' "^ /'■■--'■  .'.:    ,:':-.•'■■■ 

"It's  only  my  gray-haired  motht-r,  who  had  no  one  bnt  mo 
To  cheer  her  last  few  hours  in  this  world  of  misery; 
No  heart  in  this  world  is  bo  faithful, 

No  one  80  loving  and  true  :^ 

As  my  dearest,  my  liest  of  all  mothers; 
Don't  tell  ber,  slie'd  die  if  She  knew."  ,r:  ;■ 

"  I  have  stolen — yes,  I  own  it!  "  then  he  mnrmnred,  with  a  sinh, 

"  She  was  starving,  and  I  love  her— you'd  have  done  the  same  u  I; 

For,  when  young,  she  toiled  and  struggled,  all  to  keep  her  only  son; 

Were  she  hungry— for  a  mother— just  the  same  you  would  have  done. 

Take  my  clothes,  I'm  wearing  these  now;  I  won't  need  them  wlien  I'm  throiiKh: 

Take  them,  sell  them,  raise  some  money,  bay  her  food— I'll  trust  to  you."— V?^. 


AND    THEN    HE    WOKE    UP. 

Oopyrigbt,  IttW,  by  Spaulding  &  Gray       Entered  at  StaUoners'  Hall,  Londoa 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Husio  uf  this  Souk,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  (0  cents:  or  this  and  any  t<vo  other  Snntrs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henrv  J.  Wehm&n,  130  <t  138  Park  Row.  NfwYork:  or  85  A  87  E.  Madioon  St  .('htcairo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab.iTe  aridreanes  for  Free  (Mtaloirue  of  Koiktb.  Sons:  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Philander  Johnson. 


ft 


*  Baby  cry, 


In  the  garden  of  Eden,  'midst  doners  and  trees,       '   ' 
Lay  Adam  iu  slumber  deep,  

For  he  was  a  buclielor,  all  ut  his  ease,  ■'■   .  • 

In  quiet  and  bliss  complete. 

But  lie  thought  it  a  lonely  and  sorrowful  state, 

And  he  cheerfully  traded  a  rib  for  n  mate. 

And  he  dreamt  of  fair  Eve.  and  she  pleased  him  firet  rate. 
And  then  Ue  i>erceived  hie  mistake. 

Beautiful  dreams,  that  come  and  go— 

"  Oil,  I'm  the  new  womuii,"  eaid  Eve,  "  you  know," 

You  will  now  climb  a  tree 

And  pick  apples  for  me,  ■^ 

And  then  he  woke  up. 

I  once  played  the  races,  a  system  I  bad, 

I  worked  on  it  niglit  and  day. 
The  liook-inakers  loved  me,  tlioagb  I  became  sad; 

"  He's  an  angel  *'  I  heard  one  say. 
Only  once  in  my  life  did  my  luck  smoothly  run; 
I  picked  out  a  winner,  two  hundred  Xo  one:  -^ 

He  came  under  the  wire  like  a  shot  from  a  gun,        -    ^ 

And  then  I  perceived  my  mistake. 

Chords. 

Bcantifnl  dreams  that  come  and  go- 
In  my  biith-tub  I  ordered  champagne  to  flowi 

I  burned  money  for  fun 

And  >M>ught  bonds  by  the  ton. 
And  then  I  woke  np. 

In  a  leisurely  way  I  went  walking  one  night, 

Where  bicycles  wildly  dash: 
One  slartfd  for  me  and  I  dodged  left  and  right. 

But  it  landed  me  with  a  crash,  '    ~ 

For  a  figlit  with  tlie  villain  I  started  in  quick, 
While  remarks  of  an  indieo  nature  fell  thick; 
I  thought  'twas  a  man,  and  I  renlly  felt  sick, 

For  then  I  perceived  my  mistake.         - 

Chords. 
Beautiful  dreams  that  come  and  go — 
A  voice  said,  "  I  hope  that  the  rip  won't  ahow; 

Give  a  poor  cirl  a  chance 

If  she  does  ride  in  trousers. 
And  then  I  woke  up. 

-■-■,"    V  -  ■  ■■-* 

A  man  may  be  bappy  provided  he  haa      ..;:'.■ 

A  wife  who  is  fond  and  true; 
E^h  iiii;lit  he  goes  liome  to  his  dear  little  lass. 

To  giize  in  her  eyes  so  blue; 
They  bill  and  they  coo,  jnet  us  voiinn  people  do, 
And  the  things  that  they  say  don't  concern  me  or  yon; 
His  varry  is  small,  l>ut  it's  pli-nly  for  two. 

And  then  they  perceive  ibt:ir  mistake. 

Chorus.  ■        " 

.;     Beanilfnl  dreams  that  come  and  go, 

Tliere  is  no  one  to  blame  when  it  bappeno  so, 

Bnt  the  trouble  begins  •■-' 

When  tlie  doctor  says  twine  * 
And  then  they  wake  np. 
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THE    BENEDICTION. 


By  Franooli  Coppee. 


8#nd  for  Free  Oatalofr'i*' " f  Srinsr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Pream  Books,  Fortune  Tell. 
er».  Trick  Bool<ii.  ReclCation  Kooks,  I'miny  Hulliid.s,  Cull  Rooks,  Joke  BookH,  Sketch  Book*, 
Stump  S|?«eche8,  IriKli  SonK  Rooks.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Aniu»emeiit,  Sheet  Music,  ero., 
to  Heury  J.  W«liiii«ii,  130  A  13«  Pailc  Kow,  New  Yoik;  or  W&  87  £.  Madison  SC Chlcaco, 

It  was  in  eiRhteen  hiindreil— yes — and  nine, 

That  we  took  SarnKOssa.    What  a  day 

or  untold  liorrorst  I  wan  serKeaiit  then. 

The  city  carried,  we  laid  siege  to  houses, 

All  shut  np  close,  and  with  a  treacherous  look, 

Raiiiini;  down  shots  upon  us  from  the  windows. 

"  'Tis  tlie  priest's  doini;!  "  was  the  word  passed  'roand; 

So  that,  altlioiich  since  daylircak  under  arms — 

Onr  eyt-s  with  powder  smariinp;.  and  our  mouths 

Bitter  with  kissiiic  cartridi;e-eii<is—plfll  paffi 

Rattled  t)ie  nitisketry  witli  ready  aim. 

If  sliovel,  liat  and  long  black  coiit  were  seen 

FlyiiiR  ill  tlie  Oistance.     Up  a  narrow  street 

My  company  worked  on.    I  kept  an  eye 

On  every  honge-top,  rlgiit  and  left,  and  saw 

From  many  a  roof  flames  suddenly  burst  forth. 

Coloring  the  sky  as  from  tlie  chimney-tops 

Amoni;  the  fmucs.     Low  our  felious  stooped, 

Euicriiit:  t!ie  low-nitclied  dens.     When  tht-y  came  out, 

With  bayonets  drlppini;  red,  their  bloody  niigL'is 

Signed  crosses  on  the  wall;  for  we  were  lx>oiid, 

In  such  a  dangerous  defile,  not  to  leave 

Foes  lurking  in  our  rear.    There  was  no  drum-beat. 

No  ordered  inarch.    Our  ofBcers  looked  grave; 

The  runic  and  file  uneasy,  jogging  elbows 

As  do  recruits  wbeu  fliuchiut;. 

All  at  once, 
Ronnding  a  corner,  we  are  hailed  in  French 
With  cries  for  help.    At  double-quick  we  join 
Our  hard-pressed  comrades.    They  were  grenadiers, 
A  gallant  coinpuny,  but  beaten  back 
Inglorious  from  the  raised  and  flag-paved  square. 
Fronting  a  convent.     Twenty  stalwart  monks 
Defended  it— black  demons  with  shaved  crowns, 
The  cross  in  while  embroidered  on  their  frocks. 
Barefoot,  their  sleeves  tucked  up,  their  only  weapons 
EnorinoiiB  criiciflzes,  so  well  brandished 
Our  men  went  down  before  them.    By  platoons 
Firing  we  swept  the  place— in  fact,  we  sianghtered 
This  terrible  group  of  heroes,  no  more  eoul 
Beiug  in  ns  than  iu  executioners. 

The  fonl  d"ed  done— deliberately  done— 
And  the  thick  sm«ke  rolling  away,  we  noted 
Under  the  huddlt-d  masses  of  the  dead. 
Rivulets  of  blood  run  trickling  down  the  steps; 
While  III  the  background  solemnly  the  church 
Loomed  up,  its  doors  wide  open.     We  went  in. 
It  was  a  desert.    Lighted  tapers  starred 
The  inner  glooio  with  points  of  gold.    The  incense 
Gave  oat  its  perfume.     At  Ihe  upper  end, 
Turned  to  the  altar,  as  though  unconcerned 
In  the  fierce  battle  that  had  raged,  a  priest. 
White-haired  and  tall  of  stature,  to  a  close 
Was  bringing  tranquilly  the  mass.    So  stamped 
Upon  my  memory  IS  that  thrilling  scene. 
That,  as  I  speak,  it  comes  before  me  now— 
The  convent  built  in  old  time  by  the  Moore; 
The  huge  brown  corpses  of  the  monks;  the  sun 


!► 


!  !i 


Making  the  red  blood  on  the  pavement  steam 
And  there,  framed  in  by  the  low  porch,  the  priest; 
And  there  the  altar  brilliant  as  a  shrine; 
And  here  ourselves,  all  halting,  hesitating, 
Almost  afraid. 

I,  certcs,  in  those  days 
Was  a  confirmed  blasphemer.     Tis  on  record 
That  once,  by  way  of  sacrilegious  joke, 
A  chapel  being  sacked,  I  lit  my  pipe 
At  a  wax  candle  burning  on  the  altar. 
This  time,  however,  I  was  awed— so  blanched 
Was  that  old  man  t 

"Shoot  him!  "  our  captain  cried. 
Not  a  soul  budged.     The  priest  beyond  all  doubt 
Heard;  but,  as  though  he  heard  not,  turning  'round, 
He  faced  us  with  the  eleval«d  Host, 
Having  that  period  of  tlie  service  reached 
When  on  the  faithful  benediction  falls. 
His  lifted  arms  seemed  as  the  spread  of  wings; 
And  as  he  raised  the  pvx,  and  in  the  air 
With  it  (iescril)ed  the  Cross,  each  man  of  us 
Fell  back,  aware  the  piiest  no  more  was  trembling 
Than  if  before  him  the  devout  were  ranged. 
But  when,  intoned  with  clear  and  mellow  voice,- 
The  words  came  to  ns— 

Vot  btnedicat 
Deu$  Omnipotent/ 

The  captain's  order     ' 
Rang  out  again  and  sharply,  "  Shoot  him  down, 
Or  I  shall  swearl  "  Then  one  of  ours,  a  dastard. 
Leveled  his  gun  and  fired.    Upstanding  still, 
The  priest  changed  color,  though  with  steadfast  look 
Set  upwanis,  and  indomitably  stern. 
Patei- tt  Filiiii ! 

Came  the  words.     What  frenzy. 
What  maddening  thirst  for  blood,  sent  from  our  ranks 
Another  shot,  I  know  nut;  bat  'twas  dune. 

The  monk,  with  one  hand  on  the  altar's  ledge, 
Held  himself  up;  and  strenuous  to  complete 
His  benediction,  in  the  other  raised 
The  consecrated  Host.    For  the  third  lime 
Tracing  iu  air  the  symbol  of  forgiveness, 


With  eyes  closed,  and  In  tones  exceeding  low,    , 
Bat  in  the  general  hush  distinctly  heard, 
Et  Sanctut  SpirUu$! 

He  said;  and,  ending 
His  BcrTicc,  fell  down  dead. 

The  golden  pyx 
Rolled  bounding  on  the  floor.    Then,  as  we  stood, 
Even  the  old  troopers,  with  our  muskets  grounded, 
And  choking  horror  in  onr  hearts,  at  sight 
Of  such  a  shameless  mnrder  and  at  sight 
Of  such  a  martyr,  with  a  chuckling  laugh. 
Amen! 

Drawled  out  a  dmramer  boy. 


■!• 
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THE    OLD    CHURCH    CHOIR 


Copyrlcht,  189S,  by  Thns.  H.  Hurray. 


Ths  Words  and  Mnslo  of  this  Sonir.  arrantred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 

drew,  poat-i>ald,  on  receipt  or  40ceMti<;  or  thl.i  and  aiiy  two  ether  Honim  for  One  Hollar, 
by  Hsnry  J.  Wehman,  130*  isa  Park  Kow,  N«w  York,  or  ((.s  <V  87  E.  Mnilldon  Mt.,(;hica«o. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addrpsoes  for  FreaCotHlntriie  of  Sonarn,  Bone  Books, 
Sbeet  liualo,  U«rman  Souir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Rooks,  Joke  Boukis,  etc 


Words  and  Uoslo  by  Thoa.  II.  Murray. 


>'■. 


At  an  old-fashioned  chnrch  on  the  hillside, 

In  a  country  town  not.  far  away: 
It  was  there  I  met  Jennie,  my  sweetheart— 

The  organ  she  sweetly  did  play; 
I've  pictured  as  we  sang  together, 

How  fondly  I  did  her  admire;  '  "  - 

And  my  heart  seemed  to  say  she'll  be  mine  some  day. 

As  we  sang  in  the  old  church  choir. 

Chorits. 
As  we  sang  in  the  old  chnrch  choir. 
At  the  church  with  the  old  oak  spire. 
There  were  hearts  young  and  gay. 
And  folks  old  and  gray, 

That  sang  In  the  old  chnrch  choir; 
There  were  hearts  young  and  gay, 
And  folks  old  and  gray. 

That  sang  in  the  old  chnrch  choir. 

It  is  long  years  ago,  dear  old  sweetheart, 

Since  we  two  fond  lovers  became; 
You  remember  how  sad  was  the  parting, 

Your  mother  alone  was  to  blame; 
She  wislied  von  to  marry  another— 

Not  love,  It  was  wealth  she'd  aspire: 
I  forgive  the  past  now,  you've  kept  our  pledge  now. 

Since  we  sang  in  the  old  church  choir.— 6'Aor'f«. 

I'll  be  back  soon  again,  dear  old  sweelheart, 

And  to  call  you  forever  my  queen. 
At  the  old-fashioned  church  on  the  hillside. 

As  bridegroom  and  bride  we'll  be  seen; 
There's  nothing  that  can  come  between  us. 

Of  wealth  I've  enough  to  retire; 
So  together  through  life,  with  sweetheart  as  wife. 

We  can  slug  In  the  old  church  choir.— C^ortM. 


She  Wears  the  Bloomers  Now. 

Copyright,  1899,  by  Thos.  H.  Murray. 


The  Wordaand  Muslo  of  this  Sonir,  arrangred  for  the  piano,  will  be  fent  to  any  ad 
dresa,  pout-raid,  nn  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Sonm  r.>r  One  Dollar 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,130*  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  nr  85  A  87  E.  Mndiwn  Nt.,Chicajto,' 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  atxire  addresses  for  Free  CntaliHrue  of  Sonfrn,  Soiik  Books! 
Sheet  Muslo.  Qarman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Muslo  by  Thomas  H.  Murray. 


'Most  every  girl  in  this  wide  world  on  fasliion  plate  will  gaze. 
The  latest  style  it  makes  her  smile,  gives  her  the  bloomer  craze; 
With  coat  and  hat  and  silk  cravat  you'll  see  her  ev'ry  day; 
The  r.ew  woman  and  all  her  ban  is  with  us  for  to  stay; 
Her  ilress  is  very  masculine,  she  smokes  the  cigarette. 
And  at  a  race  'tis  siraiglit  or  place  her  money  she  will  bef. 
Bat  after  she  will  married  be,  poor  hubby  then  must  bow 
To  Ills  new  boss  that  calls  him  boss  and  wear  the  bloomers  now. 

Chorus. 
She  wears  Ihe  bloomers  now,  and  wears  them  night  and  day; 
Oh,  man,  poor  man,  do  what  you  can,  I  fear  you've  had  jour  say. 
With  maiaeii  or  with  wife,  should  you  dare  to  raise  a  row, 
Yun'd  get  the  boost,  she  rules  the  roost,  and  wears  the  bloomers  now. 

In  summer  lime,  when  all  is  fine,  at  every  tnrn  yon'II  meet 

The  bloomer  girl  with  trolley  curl,  she  thinks  her  style  complete; 

Her  action's  rude  with  everv  dnde— in  facl^  slic  really  flirts. 

And  thinks  it's  right  both  day  and  night  to  wear  divided  skirts; 

It's  more  than  happy  she  would  feel  to  be  upon  the  force; 

In  nioun'.ed  squaJ  with  Nell  and  Maud  and  sit  astride  a  liorse. 

Has  often  wrote  could  I  but  vote,  then  mini  would  push  or  plow, 

To  hold  his  own  abroad  or  home,  she  wears  the  bloomers  uovi .—  C horui. 

Some  time  ago,  as  yon  mnst  know,  'most  girls  they  knew  their  place. 

And  now  they  don't  or  else  they  won't,  but  will  set  out  a  pace 

To  go  and  work  as  mason's  clerk,  drive  nails,  give  you  a  shave, 

Conduct  a  car,  attend  the  bar,  for  all  such  jobs  she'd  crave; 

In  bloomers  quite  conspicuous,  still  she  can  do  no  barm; 

Upon  a  wheel  contented  feel  in  town  or  on  a  farm; 

Out  all  the  night  till  broad  daylight  for  women's  rights,  she'd  vow. 

This  is  the  shout,  we'll  knock  man  out  and  wear  the  bloomers  now.— C/I0. 


—He  tbat  is  a  wise  man  by  day  la  no  fool  by  night. 
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A    SCRAP  £>¥    PAPER 

CJopjHght,  ISdC,  by  CrtoBey  &  Nugent  •■.■••■ 


Th«  Word!  and  fituslc  of  tliis  Bongf  nrranged  rnr  the  piano,  yiilX  be  Rent  to  any  ad- 
drCN,  poRt-pald,  on  receipt  of  40  ceiitB:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Snnfra  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J,  Wehman,130  A  132  J'ark  Row,  New  York;  or  85  A  87  E.  Modinon  St.Chlcaffo. 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  tlie  ab.ive  a<ldre«Fe(i  for  FYee  Cntaloirue  of  8on(r»,  SonK  Booo, 
Sheet  Hoalo,  Qermac  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Book*,  etc. 


Words  by  Wm.  Nugent.    Mode  by  C.  E.  Crlsaey. 


A  maiden  in  the  gnninier  time      ,  i 

Was  |>neeing  pleasant  lioiirs. 
While  list'niiig  to  the  song  bird's  notes 

And  gatii'ring  fraRrant  flowers: 
A  scrap  of  paper,  borne  by  the  wind, 

This  maid's  attention  caught, 
And  idly  did  she  stoop  to  read  . 

The  bitter  news  it  l>ronght. 

Refrain.  ;.. 

It  was  only  a  scrap  of  paper. 

Blown  by  tlie  l)reeze8  one  day. 
As  it  wafted  o'er  field  and  tueadov7 

In  Its  restless  play; 
Only  a  soiled  fraKtiient, 

A  newspaper's  crumpled  part, 
Tet  tliis  iinioceiit  scrap  of  paper 

Had  brulceii  a  trusting  heart. 

It  told  her  tliat  the  one  she  loved 

Across  tlie  ocean  wide 
Had  broken  vows  and  promises—        < 

Be  had  cast  lier  aside; 
It  was  a  marriage  notice 

And  another  was  his  wife. 
And  llie  news  of  lliis  faithless  lover 

Had  bliglited  her  young  life.— J?^rain. 


NELLIE    MACEY. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hal),  London. 
■  All  rights  reiierved. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Louis  Brittany. 


Every  evening,  after  snpper, 
Wlicn  my  daily  toil  is  o'er. 

To  a  little  liumble  cottage  by  the  sea 
I  go  to  see  my  girl, 
Whom  the  boye  call  dancing  Nell; 

She's  the  sweetest  girl  in  all  tlie  world  to  me; 
Hir  name  is  Nellie  Macey,  .^ 

And  slie  nearly  drives  me  crazy;  ■- 

At  dancing  she's  a  daisy,  •■ 

Yon  should  see  her  do  the  glide. 
I  love  her,  oh,  so  dearly. 
Devoutly  and  sincerely. 

Some  day  she's  promised  she  will  be  my  bride. 

Refrain. 

Oh.  Nellie  Macey,  ;*      , 

She  drives  me  crazy; 
All  the  boys  and  all  the  girls 
Say  that  she's  a  daisy; 
At  ev'ry  ball  she  leads  them  all; 
-  In  the  march  she's  number  one, 
'    :       And  I'm  by  her  side, 

And  she'll  soon  be  my  bride. 
As  the  dance  goes  on.—lRepeat.l 

We  have  hnilt  a  little  cottage. 
For  the  wedding  day  is  near, 

Witli  a  Utile  garden  filled  with  pretty  flowers; 
Tlie  lads  and  lassies  all. 
Say  they're  going  to  make  a  call, 

To  help  us  while  away  the  golden  hours;' 
The  ciinrch-bells  will  he  ringing, 
Tlie  lads  and  lassies  sinking. 
Such  presents  will  be  bringing; 

I  will  give  yon  all  a  chance 
To  see  us  get  united,  :  .    .' 

So  now  you're  all  invited 

To  attend  tlie  ceremony  and  the  AAnte.— Refrain. 


— "Wbat!"  exclaimed  the  justice  to  a  colored  culprit,  "Lave 
you  the  audacity  to  say  j'oii  do  not  recognize  lliis  pocket-book  ?  " 
"Yes,  sail."  "  But  it  was  found  in  your  possession."  "  In  my 
what-did-yer-say,  jcdge?"  "In  your  possession.  This  pocliet- 
book  was  found  in  your  pocket,  sir."  "  Jedge,  you  has  done  tole 
two  stories  about  dat  ar.  Fust  yer  said  hit  was  foun'  in  my  perses- 
)  sion,  and  den  yer  'lowed  hit  was  foun'  in  my  pocket.  Bofe  dem 
yarns  can't  be  true.  Ef  de  jedges  on  de  bench  can't  tell  de  troof, 
bit's  no  wonder  dat  a  poor  miserable  niggah  like  me  got  le»i 
astray."  The  justice  drew  a  long  breath,  and  once  more  produc- 
ing the  pocket-book  said:  "  You  denied  just  now  that  you  had 
ever  seen  this  pocket-book.  I  now  ask  you  again,  did  you  ever 
see  this  pocket-book  before?  "  "Why,  of  course.  Hit  am  de  same 
one  you  showed  me  a  minute  ago.  .  Yer  must  be  losin'  yer  mind, 
jedge."    Remanded  to  jail  without  bail. 


The  Diflference  Between  East  and  West. 

Copyright,  UW,  by  Spauldlng  &  Gray.    Entered  at  Stationers' Hall,  London. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Gray  and  Arthur  Weet 


Many  people  love  the  stndy 

Of  our  fellow  folk,  mankind; 
In  tlie  east  and  west  of  New  York     '■' 

Diff'rent  studies  you  will  find; 
Though  they're  all  in  one  great  city, 

Ton  will  notice,  as  you  stroll, 
They're  as  widely  separated 

As  the  North  and  Southern  Pole.  .      .■'■ 

Gaze  within  a  weet  side  ball  room. 

See  the  belle,  a  Miss  Devere; 
Her  affianced  husband  near  her,  '     '    ' 

They're  to  married  be  this  year; 
Tis  a  matcli  that's  made  for  money — 

Love,  there's  not  tlie  very  least, 
But  inside  another  dance  hall,  .-.  •        '  ' 

Over  town  in  New  York,  east—        ' 

Chords.  * 

A  fellow  says,  "  'Liza,  yon  know  how  I  prize  yon. 

So  don't  dance  again  with  tliat  lad; 
Don't  worry  your  Larry,  some  day  we  will  marry;    _ 

Take  care,  'Liza,  don't  make  roe  mad. 
For  nobody  loves  you  as  I  do,  yon  know," 

An  honest  heart  l>eatfl  in  hie  breast;  .  >> . 

He  loves  her  because  she's  the  choice  of  his  heart. 

That's  the  diff'reuce  between  east  and  west. 

While  the  lights  are  brightly  burning, 

In  a  west  side  music  hall,  .: 

With  his  pal,  see  Jones,  the  banker,  .,     . 

Lounging  in  his  cozy  stall; 
All  the  time  the  wine  is  flowing, 

See  the  eye-glass  on  his  eye, 
Watching  every  lady  singer, 

Thns  an  hour  or  so  goes  by. 
"Waiter,  bring  ns  some  more  Pom'ry," 

On  the  Btaue  then  enters  Maud. 
That's  a  fine  girl  singing,  Charlie. 

"Yes,"  says  Jones,  but  don't  applaud; 
Every  one  will  think  yon  know  her — 

Very  bad  form,  here,  at  least," 
That's  the  style  on  New  York's  west  side, 
-      Now  let's  go  to  New  York's  east— 

Chorus. 

•'Applaud  there,  Eliza,  it  may  advertise  her," 

Says  Larry  to  'Liza,  his  love; 
A  young  girl  is  singing,  delight  she  is  bringing 

From  boxes  to  gall'ry  above. 
Perhaps  she  supports  an  old  mother  at  home, 

To  please  with  a  song  does  her  best; 
They  cheer  and  applaud  'till  her  face  wears  a  smile. 

That's  the  difterence  between  east  and  west. 

In  the  early  hours  of  morning. 
See  the  rich  man,  cards  in  hand.  ' 

"  "Telegram  for  Smith,"  says  some  one. 
"Bring  it  here,  I  understand. 

Boys,  my  wife  died  just  at  midnight- 
Hang  it  all,  a  perfect  bore." 

Spoiled  his  splendid  game  of  poker. 
"  Guess  I'll  not  play  any  more; 

Perfect  iiuisaiice,  fam'ly  troubles." 
On  his  face  a  sneering  smile. 

•'  Well,  she's  dead,  and  just  for  form's  sake, 
Must  say  '  so  long '  for  a  while." 

Curses  as  he  leaves  the  club  house 
To  respect  his  poor  dead  wife; 

At  the  same  time,  in  a  hovel. 
Slow  away  ebbs 'Liza's  life.  ' 

Chorus. 

Poor  Larry  is  crying,  for  'Liza  is  dying, 

He  know  they  will  soon  have  to  part; 
Sb°e  tries  to  caress  him,  and  prays  God  to  bless  him. 

And  prosper  his  rough,  honest  heart; 
How  dearly  he  loves  her,  no  tongue  can  express, 

For  six  nights  he's  not  been  to  rest. 
And  there,  by  her  side,  to  tlie  last  he  has  stood, 

That's  the  difference  between  east  and  west. 


). 


— In  the  grammar  department  of  one  of  our  public  schools,  the 
teacher,  after  talking  with  her  class  on  the  subject  of  mythology, 
rrad  to  lliem  as  follows:  "  Vulcan,  smith,  arciiitect,  and  cliariot- 
biiildcr  for  the  gods  of  Mount  Olympus,  built  their  hoti8<'S,  con- 
structed their  furniture,"  etc.  The  following  day  the  subject  of  . 
I  lie  preceding  day  was  given  as  a  language  lesson,  and  as  no  men- 
tion was  made  of  Vulcan,  the  teacher  asked  the  class  who  built 
Mie  houses  for  the  gods  on  Mount  Olympus?  For  a  while  the 
cliildren  seemed  lost  in  profound  thought,  when  suddenly  a  gleam 
of  intelligence  illuminated  the  face  of  one  little  girl,  and  she  re- 
plied, "  I  can't  think  of  bis  first  name,  but  his  last  name  is  Smith." 
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The  Slave  of  Yesterday  and  the  Slave 

of  To-Day. 

Copyright,  1896,  bjr  Joil  Thome. 


OUR    CAM«^'S    HERO. 
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Written  and  Coni|>utM>tl  l>y  Geo  A.  Barton. 


The  fllaveB  are  set  fjee,  ami  bonduiie  exists  no  more, 
Freedom  is  the  welcome  cry  tliut  rinf;s  from  eliore  (o  »hore; 
No  more  the  cruel  bloodhounils  will  cliase  the  coutmbraad, 
jiqiial  rights  to  ev'ry  one— a  man  is  but  tt  miMi,  ^ 

And  lieroes  still  are  living  that  entered  in  the  fray 
For  equal  riglits  and  freedom  and  manly  won  the  day: 
Now  slave  and  master  are  as  one,  liltevvise  Die  Blue  and  Gray; 
The  black  was  the  slave  of  yesterday,  the  workiu^man  to-day. 

Chorus. 
Gold  is  the  maxter  tliat  rules  o'er  land  and  sea; 
'    :  Bad  pay  is  overcicr,  il;;it  iimUcn  diro  poverty. 

The  poor  man  \>  lio  laliori*  ten  hours  eacli  day 
Is  not  the  slave  of  yesterday,  but  the  slave  of  to^ay. 

Come,  noble  heroes,  auain,  iro  fluht  the  fleht — 

Not  white  aicaiiisl  hliirk,  nor  l>lue  againot  ti^ny,  but  millions  against  the  mite. 

Against  those  ilmt  liavu  niillioiis  and  rule  from  shore  to  shore. 

Against  the  proud  cap'taiist  tliat  down  tlie  working  poor. 

The  hard'nd  ricli  emplover.  witli  millions  at  command, 

Is  now  the  cruel  muster  of  the  workiiiunian; 

The  slave  block  and  tlie  wliipping  post  have  all  passed  away; 

The  black  was  the  slave  of  yesterday,  the  workiugnian  to-day.— CAOHM. 


ALL    IN    A    ROW. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Charles  Deane  A  Fred  Leigb. 


NfTieteen  of  us  the  other  night  went  out  upon  tlic  s|»rcc, 

And  Nve  were  lively,  vciy  lively; 
We'd  lately  backeil  some  winners,  and  wiili  tons  of  L.  S.  D., 

We  were  lively,  very  lively; 
We  got  up  to  the  nearest  bar,  from  which  wc  couldn't  stir— 

The  snieli  of  wliiskey  seemed  to  have  a  charm: 
In  half  an  hour  don't  tliink  that  we  were  boozed  because  we  were, 

And  we  started  strolling  liomewarde  arm  in  arm. 

Chorus. 

All  in  Brow,  all  in  a  row, 
..    .'.   '      We  went  toddling  down  the  street 
A  little  bit  rocky  ahoiii  the  feet; 
The  girls  we  met  said,  mind  liow  yon  RO— 
Nineteen  Jolly  good  boys  all  in  a  row. 

When  we  counted  up  our  cnfh  and  found  that  we  were  broke. 

That  was  lively,  very  lively; 
I  proposed  to  pawn  my  walcli,  they  quickly  saw  the  joke, 

Which  was  lively,  very  lively. 
Nineteen  waicli  and  cliaiiis,  that  day,  we  all  popped  up  the  epoat; 

On  llie  spree  again  we  all  were  lieiit; 
We  blocked  up  all  the  roadway,  not  a  blessed  soul  could  move. 

And  straight  towards  a  music  hall  we  went.— 6'Ao> ««. 

When  we  reached  the  music  hall,  they  wouldn't  let  us  In, 

Tliat  was  lively,  very  lively; 
But  I  said  Where's  tiic  manager— ob,  when  I  spotted  bira 

It  was  lively,  very  lively. 
Said  he,  you're  boozed,  yoii  can't  come  in.     Wc  shouted,  yes,  we  shall. 

We  shoved  him  down  and  got  in  but,  oh.  Lor', 
lie  whistled  wiien  the  coppers  Came,  and  nineteen  jolly  boys 

Once  again  came  struggling  through  the  door.  — C hot' u$. 

I  only  know  next  morn  that  nineteen  l>oys  licgan  to  shout 

For  a  liv'ner,  a  little  liv'ner. 
At  ten  o'clock  the  warders  said,  just  mind  what  you're  about. 

Which  was  lively,  very  lively. 
The  blessed  lies  tiie  cop|)«r8  told  tlie  judge,  well,  strike  a  light. 

But  the  magistrate,  who  was  a  decent  sort. 
Fined  us  just  a  ten  apiece— of  course,  we  quickly  paid, 

And  llieu  We  started  strolling  from  the  Court.—  C horut. 


— A  certain  itidividiial  bein^  somewhat  short  and  somewhat  dry, 
walked  into  a  store  and  piirchji.setl  Miiee  hi.tcults.  Before  payinjj, 
seeing  that  the  worthy  sliopkeepfr  liad  cider,  he  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  he  was  more  dry  than  hiinjjry,  and  asked  permission 
to  swap  the  biscuits  for  the  cider.  FiiiishiiiK  the  cider  with  an 
appreciatory  .smack  of  the  lips,  he  tlirned  on  his  heel  to  go  out, 
when  the  shopkeeper  said:  "Come,  pay  me  for  the  cider." 
"Didn't  I  swap  the  biscuits  for  the  cider?"  said  the  other. 
"  Well,  then  pay  me  for  the  bisiiits,"  said  the  puzzletl  trader. 
"  Haven't  you  got  them  on  the  shelf  ?  What  are  you  hindering  me 
for?  My  lime's  valuable."    And  off  he  went. 


Composed  by  Hovey  Cook. 
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Yer  may  talk  about  yer  heroes. 

An' tell  of  tlie  things  they've  done; 
But,  fur  a  hero,  we'd  the  l>eauly, 

Oompalr  with  her!  who?  none. 
She  war  jest  the  pride  of  our  camp^ 

Bill  Uiggius'  daughter,  site. 
As  good 'er  gal  as  ever  war —  ■* 

As  good  as  they'll  ever  be. 

Not  to  tall  an' not  to  thin. 

But  jest  the  proper  kind; 
Full  or  life  as  er  kiiten- 

Iler  like  war  hard  ter  find. 
She'd  no  mother,  fur  her  mother  died 

Long  fur  slie  St  I  uck  this  place. 
Bill,  he  jest  did  love  his  daugliter. 

Said  she  bad  her  mother's  face. 

She  war  jest  as  brave  as  er  lidh— 

Braver  than  some  men  I  know ; 
Jest  why  an'  how  an'  so,  sir, 

I'm  jest  a-goin' to  show- : 
It  war  back  in  'sixty-four  or  Ave, 

Jest  in  tlie  spring  of  year. 
When  one  mornin'  a  nor'wesler'  etorm 

Like  Satan  did  appear. 

Well,  yer  lest  bear  rae  tell  It, 

It  rained  near  ail  tliur  day. 
But  test  toward  the  eveniu'. 

It  kinder  Cleared  away; 
Yer've  seen  tbur  falls  below,  sir. 

Well,  yer  should  have  seen 'cm  tlien, 
Fur  a  sight  er  like 'eiii 

Yer'ed  never  see  agiu. 

Why,  they  roared  and  boiled  an'  sizzled, 

I  ne'er  saw  tnur  like  afore, 
Thur  waters  jest  mad  like. 

Tore  and  U;al  thiir  sliore. 
An' as  they  bit  the  shore,  sir, 

An'  I  lien  rolletl  back  agin, 
They  seemed  to,  in  iheir  roarings,  lay. 

I'd  like  to  take  yer  in. 

A  little  kid  of  tlirce  or  four  , 

War  playin'  tliere  about, 
.  When  all  a  sudden  i  lieard 

One  of  the  hoys  shout. 
The  kid  liad  fallen  in,  sir. 

Inter  that  place  of  death; 
Bis  screams— well,  I'm  a  strong  one, 

But  it  took  away  my  breath. 

Before  any  one  could  stop  her, 

lu  went  Nell  Iliggins,  cloihes  an' oil; 
Thur  child  in  tliat  mad  liell  hole 

Jesr  then  went  over  thur  fall; 
But,  Nell,  she  never  turned  l>ack,  .i  v 

But  over  ihur  fall  to.  .''••■. 

Thur  people  war  jest  mad  like. 

They  didn't  know  what  ter  do. 

Upslie  cnmc  an' she  had  thur  kid,  .   . 

An"  cried,  "Boys,  tlirow  a  rope." 
Jack  Alyer  did— she  missed  it,        '.       ' 

An' then  we  gave  up  hope; 
Fur  if  she  war  made  of  iron. 

She  couldn't  fikiht  that  tide. 
An'  no  one  could  ever  reach  her. 

No  matter  bow  hard  yer  tried. 

Slie  cried  out,  boys,  I'm  goin'. 

An' then  she  sank  from  view; 
Thur  kid  he  war  clasped  in  her  arms. 

An' so 'course  he  sank,  too. 
An'  our  little  Nell,  God  bless  her. 

We  never  saw  her  more, 
Until  thur,  child,  an' she  next  day 

War  washed  upon  tbur  shore. 

She  war  a  hero,  yes  she  war, 

An'  all  thur  boys  jest  did  love  her. 
But  Nell's  gone,  yes,  gone  fur  keeps, 

Over  on  yonder  hill  she  slee|is. 
Alone,  but  peaceful,  yer  can  jest  bet  so, 

For  good  war  all  poor  Nell  did  know. 
And  if  there's  a  heaven,  as  I  think  there  are, 

(Jod  let  her  make  lier  home  up  there.  .  '    - 


— "  The  baby  has  got  a  new  tooth,  but  the  old  lady  is  laid  up 
with  a  cold  in  his  bead,"  remarked  a  gentleman  to  a  defeated  can- 
didate. "What  do  I  care?"  wag  the  reply.  "Well,"  said  the 
gentleman,  "  lieforethe  election  you  used  to  take  me  aside  and  ask 
me  how  my  family  was  coming  on.  and  I've  been  hunting  you  all 
over  town  to  tell  you,  and  that's  the  way  you  talk  to  me.  But  it ; 
don't  make  any  difference.    I  voted  for  the  other  candidate,  any-  \ 
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By  Charles  Graham. 


Some  Bay  a  gir)  that's  prettjp likes  to  flirt  the  days  away; 
But  mine  is  all  that's  sweet  and  neat,  she's  uot  a  bit  too  gay; 
hlie's  idolized  by  ev'ry  one  the  otlier  side  of  town. 
1  waited  years  for  Annie,  and  at  last  she's  all  my  own. 

Rbtraim. 
Tcs,  she's  my  bonnie  little  Aun'e,  after  all  she'll  be  my  wife; 
She  knows  I  love  her  all  the  while,  for  her  I'd  give  my  life. 
After  all  the  days  of  waithiK  there's  no  happier  man  than  nie; 
LhsI  night  she  whispered  "  Yes,"  and  promised  mine  alone  sfaeMI  be. 

Of  coiirpe,  she's  nUvays  fall  of  fan,  she's  very  teasing,  too; 
Hhe  kept  the  bovs  all  ciiesgiug,  Fure  the  truth  they  never  knew; 
But  now  she's  changed  entirely;  she  has  grown  demure  and  shy. 
She  gave  her  loving  heart  to  me,  and  tfaat°e  the  reason  why.— ^^frain. 


SWEETHEART    LOU. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Waverly  Music  Co. 


THE  "MIDWAY  IN  THE    MOON." 
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Words  and  Music  by  Richard  R.  (lanch. 


A  pretty  little  charmer  with  bine  eyes, 

Tliut's  Louise,  my  sweetheart  Lou; 
A  girl  who  makes  you  think  that  she's  an  angel  in  dlBgaiae, 

Is  winsome  Lou,  the  one  that  I  adore; 
Her  smile  is  like  a  burst  of  saulight 

From  gloomy  skies  above; 
In  ail  this  world  there's  not  one  girl 
.   Can  compare  with  Loo,  the  one  I  love. 

Chorus. 
Sweetheart  Lou,  I  love  you; 

Days  come,  days  go,  still  ray  love  remains  the  same; 
Tlie  sun  shines  brighter,  my  heart  seems  lighter 

Ever  since  you  came. 

Some  day  we'll  have  a  cozy  little  home, 

Just  us  two,  my  sweetheart  Loa; 
You'll  l>e  the  queen,  my  darling,  and  I'll  worship  at  your  throne. 

Love  will  reurn  supreme  foreverinore; 
Your  heart  will  never  know  a  sorrow 

Willie  I  am  by  your  side; 
I'll  always  love  you,  darling  mine. 

No  matter  whate'er  may  betide.— C7Aoru«.  '"■':. 


»  »  m- 


gLORIOUS    BEER 
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Words  by  Steve  Leggett.    Music  by  Will  Goodwin. 

Now  I  won't  sing  of  sherbet  and  water. 

For  sherbet  with  beer  will  not  rhyme;    '       .    : 
The  workiugman  can't  afford  champagne,  -. 

It's  a  bit  more  than  five  cents  a  time; 
So  I'll  sing  yon  a  song  of  a  gargle,  .... 

A  gargle  that  I  love  so  dear;  ;■  -^ - 

I  allude  to  that  grand  institution. 

That  beantifni  tonic  called  beer,  beer,  beert 

Cborcs. 
Beer,  beer,  glorioas  beer!  Fill  yourselves  right  up  to  herel 

Drink  a  good  deal  of  it,  make  a  good  meal  of  it. 
Slick  to  your  old-fasliioned  iKjer; 

Don't  l>e  afraid  of  it,  drink  till  you're  made  of  it^    '   v 
Now,  all  together,  a  cheerl 

Up  with  the  sale  of  it,  down  witk  a  pail  of  it. 
Glorious,  glorious  beerl     ., 

it's  the  daddy  of  all  lubrlcalors. 

The  I)e8t  thing  there  is  for  your  neck;  '  •   :  : 

Can  l>e  used  as  a  gargle  or  lotion 

By  persons  of  every  sect.  .  ' ': 

Now  we  know  who  the  goddess  of  wiue  was,    \         ■.'-"■ 

Uut  was  there  a  goddess  of  l>eerf 
If  so,  let  us  drink  to  her  health,  boys. 

And  wish  that  we'd  just  got  her  here,  here,  beret— CAorus. 

So  np,  up  with  brandies  and  sodas, 

But  down,  down,  and  down  with  the  beer; 
It's  good  for  you  when  you  are  hungry;  ,J.' 

You  can  eat  it  without  any  fear; 
So  sip  up  the  l)eer  while  you're  able,  > 

Of  four-half  let's  all  have  our  fill;  ^  v.  - •..  .   ' 

And  I  know  you'll  all  join  me  In  wishine  ' 

Good  luclt  to  my  dear  Uncle  Bill,  Bill,  B1I1I— CAoru*. 


Colored  folks,  hnve  you  tieard  the  news  that's  been  exciting  every  coon. 
There's  going  to  l>e  a  jubilee,  and  it's  going  to  gather  'round  the  moon; 
There's  Venus,  there's  Saturn,  there's  Jupiter  and  Mars, 
There's  a  comet  and  an  eclipse  of  the  sun,  the  moon  and  stars; 
There's  a  new  sensation  now,  one  that's  delighting  every  coon. 
For  brother  Jasper,  he  declares  there's  a  midway  in  the  moon. 

^  ;-•  Cborus.  ,;- 

The  midway  in  the  moon,  the  midwav  in  the  moon. 

With  the  boola,  boola,  boola,  hoola,  hoola. 

Every  coon  will  have  a  chance  to  do  the  hoocby,  coocbjr  dance, 

Wheu  we  get  np  to  the  midway  in  the  moon. 

White  folks  all  must  bear  in  mind  that,  when  the  coons  begin  to  dance. 

There'll  be  uo  choice  or  color  line,  for  that  dny  the  ni^s  will  have  a  chance; 

Let's  whisper,  let's  whisper,  now,  coons,  don't  you  be  shy: 

Don't  you  hurry,  don't  you  worry,  for  it's  coming  bye  and  bye; 

There's  a  new  sensation  now,  one  that's  delighting  every  coon. 

For  brother  Jasper,  he  declares  there's  a  midway  in  the  moou.—Cfioru$. 


You're  Welcome  Whenever  You  Call. 
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■  '     ■  ^rdfl  and  Music  by  Tboe.  H.  Hurray.  .         .^ 

An  old  friend  of  mine  by  the  name  of  O'Brien 

Has  a  house  full  of  l>vuut if u I  girls; 
There's  Sudie  and  Mate,  sweet  Irena  and  Kate, 

Dear  Mollie,  all  frizzes  and  curls; 
I  called  with  a  friend,  just  a  few  hours  to  spend. 

So  we  waltzed  in  the  |>arlor  and  liall; 
When  going  away,  why  the  girls  all  did  say, 
>       You're  welcome  whenever  you  call. 

Chorus. 
I  know  whene'er  I  go  to  visit  the  Missis  O'Brien, 
Each  one  just  full  of  fun,  give  me  a  jolly,  good  time; 

If  you  should  call  there  too,  see  tliut  O'Brien  gets  a  Iwll, 
And  the  old  man  will  say  when  you're  going  away. 

You're  welcome  whenever  you  call. 

On  last  Sunday  night  'twas  with  joy  and  delight 

That  a  lot  of  hoys  met  there  by  chance: 
:     It  tickled  O'Brien,  he  had  looked  for  some  time 

To  have  a  nice  sociable  dance; 
We  stoo<l  at  the  door  III  the  murning  at  four. 

Then  O'Brien  he  invited  us  all 
To  come  soon  again,  so  yon  see  it's  quite  plain. 

You're  welcome  whenever  you  call.  — CAor«». 


Dennie  Murphy's  Daughter  Nell. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  E.  Baer. 


Jnst  down  the  street  a  block  or  two 

Lives  Murphy's  daughter  Nell: 
Her  hair  is  fair,  lier  eyes  are  blue,     •.'        ' 

Indeed,  she's  quite  a  belle; 
She  smiles  on  me  whene'er  we  meet, 

She  has  my  heart  and  hand  complete. 
And  when  work  is  done  I  start  and  run 

My  Nell  to  meet. 

Chorus. 

Dennie  Murphy's  daughter  Nell 

Waits  for  me  after  tea: 
She  knows  well,  she  dare  not  tell 

That  she's  engaged  to  me. 
But  one  of  these  days, 
When  i  get  a  raise,  *   ' ' 

The  boy  that  she  loves  so  well 
Will  marry  Deuuie  Murphy's  daughter  Nell. 

The  old  man  snys  his  daughter  Nell 

Can  never  marry  me; 
Says,  she  must  wed  a  howling  swell. 

That's  rich  and  up  in  "G."  "'  ■ 

But  on  his  Nell  I've  got  first  call. 

She  says  it's  me  or  none  at  all. 
And  last  night  she  said  we  will  l>e  wed 

Some  time  this  fall.— CAoru*. 


-^^"SJCjiim^s 
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I'll  Not  Go  Out  with  Riley  Any  More. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  9.  Bliller. 


t: 


My  old  friend  Johnnie  Riley  enya,  "  Come,  Mac,  along  with  me; 
1  mean  to  draw  lue  peDoioii  and  we'll  have  a  real  old  Bpree; 
W«M  l)otU  go  down  to  Murpiiy's,  tlien  we'll  etop  in  on  Magee, 
And  have  a  drink  or  two  at  Mioses  Grady's." 
Snys  I,  "Now,  John,  come  Lome;  leave  the  drinlc  and  etnff  alone, 

And  you'll  feel  the  better  man  to-morrow  luorn." 
"  Devil-a-foot,"  he  8ay«,  "  I  will,  eare  I  mean  to  have  me  fill," 

Sii,  like  a  fool,  I  had  to  go  along. 

Chorus. 
But  ril  not  go  out  with  Siley  any  more; 

Every  bone  within  nie  body  since  is  sore; 
Sure  he  got  me  in  a  fight,  and  leave  them  lock  me  np  all  night, 

Not  I'll  not  go  out  with  Kiley  any  more. 

Next  morning  Riley  said  to  me,  "  Indeed,  I'm  sorry.  Mack." 
Unye  I,  "  1  want  no  svnipalhy  or  anything  like  that; 
Now  if  you  had  stood  by  nie  when  yon  got  me  lu  a  scrap, 
1  wouldn't  been  the  xight  I  am  this  morning." 
SayN  he,  "Tut,  tut,  duu't  fret,  sure  I've  plenty  money  yet; 

Now  cheer  up,  and  we'll  go  ont  and  take  a  drop" — 
So,  like  a  fool  again,  sure  I  did  the  very  same, 

And  went  with  Kiley,  when  1  swore  I'd  not. 

Chorcs. 
Bat  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more; 

Just  for  fuo,  he  poked  a  p'l iceman  in  the  jaw: 
Then  he  ran  away,  did  he,  and  let  the  copper  collar  me, 

So  111  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  mure. 

Now  Riley,  here  a  week  ago,  went  oat  one  night  alone. 

Although  he  called  aroand  for  me,  I'm  glad  I  wasn't  liome; 

Me  wife,  she  eays,  "  it's  likely  that  you'll  And  him  at  McQlvne's." 

Says  he,  "  I'll  stop  there.  Misses  McAnally." 

He'd  gone  a  block  or  more,  when  a  dangling  wire  he  saw. 

And  so  gently  in  the  breezes  did  it  sway,        ^ 
Anil  he  tiiouglit  the  wire  was  dead,  but  'twas  fiill  of  life  instead. 

That  happened  just  a  week  ago  to-day. 

Chorus. 
But  I'll  not  go  ont  with  Riley  any  more; 

It  was  yesterday  the  last  of  tiiin  I  saw; 
As  the  fniieial  wound  away,  sure  then  I  to  meself  did  say. 

Now  I  can't  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 

■   ^  s  »    ' 


Mary  Kode  the  Bike  and  Bull. 
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Words  by  Cliaa.  A.  Taylor.     Uiuic  by  John  Harding. 
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There  are  tilings  in  this  world  a  woman  can't  do, 
But  there's  nothing  u  woman  won't  try; 

She  is  never  cnntt-nt  with  what  man  can  invent. 
And  she'll  beat  him  in  learuini>  to  fly; 

Now  the  bicycle  cnizc  has  set  them  ablaze- 
Sister  Mary's  gone  clear  off  her  base;  ^ 

She  said  she  couhl  turn  ir,  was  snre  she  could  ieam  It, 
And  entered  full-fledged  in  the  race. 

Chorus. 
She  said  that  she  could  ride  it,  if  she  could  only  stride  it, 

So  she  started  out  with  bloomem  wide  apart. 
Mother  said  to  ehake  it,  father  said  yoa'll  break  it; 

We  all  went  out  lo  see  her  get  a  start: 
She  sprang  upon  the  saddle,  and  the  wheel  she  tried  to  straddle, 

The  boye  cried  out,  "  Uovv  funny  she  must  feel  "; 
Wiien  she  began  to  spin  it,  the  gaiii;  cried,  "  Now  she's  lu  it  "— 

You  bet  your  life  that  Mary  rude  the  wtieel. 

Mary  can  ride  anything  she  can  stride; 

She  looks  very  well  on  a  wlieel. 
But  when  the  thing  wiggles,  it  gives  her  the  giggles, 

And  shakes  her  clear  down  to  the  heel; 
But  she  kept  it  huiuming,  and  we  saw  her  coming; 

Her  mother  cried,  *•  Pump  on  yonr  right  "; 
A  little  fly  copper  tried  haid  to  mop  her, 

But  Mary  was  soon  out  of  sight.— CAoru5. 

There's  a  butcher  next  door,  who  owns  a  big  bull- 
He  saw  Mary  ont  on  her  bike: 

He  bet  Pa  a  ham  she  warn't  worth  a  hang, 
And  Ptt  said,  "Bet  what  you  like. 

My  daughter  Mary'll  ride  the  hull  to  the  dairy; 
I'll  back  her  for  marbles  or  wool." 

The  bet  was  made,  the  plans  were  laid 
For  Mary  lo  ride  the  bull. 

Chorus. 
She  said  that  she  would  ride  It,  If  she  conid  only  stride  It; 

She  sprang  upon  his  back  like  Mollie  Brown; 
The  hull  began  to  buck  her,  motiier  swore  he'd  chuck  her. 

But  Mary  rode  him  all  around  the  town; 
The  boys  they  all  went  crazy,  and  said  she  was  a  daisy, 

And  father  tried  to  get  the  butcher  full; 
He  said  he'd  lost  his  money,  but  Mary  was  a  honey — 

You  bet  your  life  that  Mury  lode  the  bull. 


MY    BEAUTIFUL    IRISH    MAID. 
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Words  an  J  Uniio  by  Chauucey  Olcott. 


We  stand  together,  you  and  I,  where  we  stood  years  ago. 
Beneath  the  same  blue  Irish  sky,  our  hearts  witli  joy  aglow. 
Yon  promised,  then,  you  would  be  mine,  in  all  your  charms  arrayed. 
I'm  here  to  claim  you  for  my  own,  my  pretty  Irish  maid. 

Chorus. 

Ob.  my  love,  how  I've  waited  and  longed  for  yon,  dear; 

Time  has  not  changed  you,  yuiir  beauty  will  never  faiJe; 
I'm  here  to  claim,  love,  your  promise  of  long,  long  ago; 

You  are  to  me,  my  own,  my  beautiful  Irisli  maid. 

I  know  the  love  you  gave  me  then  is  just  as  fond  and  true, 
Tlioee  eyes  nf  yours  speak  hope  again,  sweet  eyes  of  Irisli  blue. 
I  know  you'll  keep  your  promise,  love,  tbo'  stars  above  may  fade: 
Thro'  Sturm  and  shine  I've  come  to  you,  my  pretty  Irish  luaid.— C'/toru*. 


THE    GERMAN    FIFTH. 

Copyrigllt.  Wt,  by  Louis  O.  Ooullaud. 
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Written  and  Suog  by  Ous  Williams. 


Of  you'll  look  at  ns  yonr  oud,  you  vill  see  some  soldiers  gay, 
Ve  belong  to  de  German  Fifth,  dat  bromeuadee  upon  Broadway. 
Ve  marct)  awhile  in  single  file,  dLU  ve  change  to  two-by-two; 
You  bet  ve  make  de  beoble  smile  ven  ve  march  dot  sidy  drough. 

Chorus. 

Double  rank— vatch  de  flank— don't  dat  vos  a  splendid  drillf 
Mark  dot  tiiue— ain't  dot  finer  veti  ve  march  ve  dyn't  stand  sdill. 
Hout>-a-laI  shout  hurrah!  dot's  de  vay  dot's  sure  to  kill: 
Right  face  about,  go  inside  oud— hurrah  for  de  German  Fifth  I 

Ven  ve  vas  in  dot  armv  ve  va§  fed  on  barrel  staves: 

Und  ven  ve  don't  vas  fight,  ve  had  to  vork  at  digging  graves; 

Und  ve  got  so  sick  niid  thin,  dot  you  could  easily  see  us  drough: 

Und  eomedimes  dey  kept  us  inarching  dill  your  feet  vas  black  und  blue.— CAo. 

But  now  ve  are  home-guard  brivates,  ve  got  blenty  grub  to  eatl 
Dutchmen  all  are  jealous  of  us,  ven  ve  march  along  de  silreed. 
Arms  quick  present  und  elbows  bent,  eyes  to  right  nnd  lieads  up  straight. 
Mit  left  und  right  und  moud  shut  tight— a  mile  a  day  dot  vas  our  gait.—  C/tO. 


SOMETHING  SHE  SAID  TO  JOHN 

Copyright.  18M,  by  Spauldiug  &  Qray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hull,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Hnsic  of  this  Bong,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreas,  post-paid,  nn  receipt  of  40  cent*;  or  this  and  any  two  other  8nugs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinnn.  130  A  132  Park  Row,  New  York ;  or  8.')  *  87  E.  Mndiooii  .St.,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addrefm-A  for  Free  Ciitalogue  of  SongR,  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Graliam. 

Eliza  and  John  were  sweethearts, 

He  told  her  to  name  the  diiy 
When  they  should  be  wed;  but  all  she  suid  was, 

"John,  that's  for  you  to  auy." 
Together,  one  night,  'nent^tlic  starry  light. 

While  the  man  in  tlie  moon  looked  on. 
They  seemed  to  be  awfully  hiippy 

Over  something  she  said  to  John. 

Chorus. 
Something  she  suid  to  John, 

Something  she  said  to  John: 
He  kissed  her  there,  for  he  did  not  care 

ir  the  man  in  the  moon  looked  on; 
A  secret  it  seemed  to  he, 

A  secret  between  the  three; 

Said  John  to  Eliza,  no  one  will  be  wiser 
Thro'  what  you  have  said  to  me. 

Eliza  and  John  were  married,  .« 

No  prettier  pair  conId  he. 
The  man  in  the  moon  had  seen  them  spoon, 

A  very  wise  man  is  he; 
She'd  something  to  say,  she  told  John  one  day, 

Tho'  she  blushed  like  the  rosy  dawn. 
They  seemed  to  be  awfully  happy 

Over  something  she  said  to  John.—  Chorut.    . 


— "  I  don't  like  that  cat;  it's  got  splinters  in  its  feet  I "  was  the 
excuse  of  a  four-year-old  for  throwing  the  kitten  awuy. 


4 


i 


i 


■  '^^^'^SkrJfi.-'''  ''^•VV!-y-r*'W*»M%»  -•>"'•! -*-«-**i>  •'-.r^ttr.a^ 


i^*.'  K  •*  ■Km-^i-.mm,^ 


v^JjffT*^ 


"■iW:3y!-*^«^ 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS-No.  51. 


23 


MY    DAD'S    THE    ENGINEER. 

Copyricbt,  UDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Worda  and  Music  by  Charles  Graham. 


We  were  none  of  ns  tiiiuking  of  danger, 

Aa  the  train  upcd  on  in  the  uiglit, 
'Till  llie  flames  from  a  buruiug  forest 

Made  Ibe  passengers  wild  with  frigUt, 
Then  a  tiny  maid  near  a  window,  witti  a  emile,  Baid, 

"There's  nolliiug  to  fear;  , 

I'm  sure  tliat  uo  harm  will  befall  yoOf 

My  Dad's  the  engineer." 

,     Eeprain. 
"  Daddv'e  on  tlie  engine,  don't  be  afraid; 
Daddy  knows  what  be  is  doiug,"  said  the  little  maid; 
"  We'll  soon  be  out  of  danger,  don't  yon  ever  fear; 
Every  one  is  safe,  because  my  Dad's  Uie  eugliiMt.** 

With  tbe  sparks  falling  closely  aboDtns,     :  ,  ^ 

Thro'  the  flames  we  sped  ou  so  fast,  ,         '•' 

And  the  brave  little  maid's  father 

Brought  us  thro'  the  danger  all  safe  at  laet; 
And  the  pruud,  sweet  face  of  bis  lassie. 

And  the  words  of  the  calm,  little  dear, 
Will  live  iu  my  mem'ry  forever, 

"  My  Dad'B  tbe  engineer."— J?«froin. 


MAGQIE,    MY   OWN. 
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Words  by  Alioe.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 


G-IVE    MY     LOVE    TO     NELLIE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  Benson  Gray. 


) 


Three  years  ago,  when  Jack  and  Joe  set  sail  across  the  foam. 
They  viiwed  a  fortune  each  would  caru,  l)efore  returning  home. 

In  just  a  year  Jack  gained  his  wealth,  and  sailed  for  home  that  day, 
And  aa  the  pals  shook  bands  to  part,  poor  Joe  could  only  say: 

Chorus. 

"  Give  my  love  to  Nellie,  Jack,  kiss  lier  once  for  me. 

The  fairest  girl  in  all  this  world  I  kn^w  you'll  say  is  she; 

Treat  her  kindly.  Jack,  old  pal;  tell  lier  I  am  well." 

Uis  parting  words  were,  "  Don't  forget  to  give  my  love  to  Nell."  ^ 

Two  years  bad  passed  when  Joe  at  last  gained  wealth  enougli  for  life. 
Across  the  foam  lie  f>ailed  for  home,  to  make  sweet  Nell  his  wife; 

But  soon  he  Itarued  that  Jack  and  Nell  one  year  ago  were  wed: 
lie  now  regrets,  in  sobs  and  frets,  that  lie  had  ever  said:— CA«ru«. 

They  cbanced  to  meet  npon  tbe  street :  said  Joe,  "  Yon  selflsb  elf, 
The  next  girl  that  I  learn  to  love,  I'll  kiss  her  for  myself: 

But  all  is  fair  iu  love,  they  say,  and  as  you've  gone  and  wed, 
I'll  not  be  angry  with  a  pal,  BO  once  again  be  Baid:— CAoruf. 


Maggie,  my  own :  Maggie,  my  dear,      -  "        '  ;; 
.  ••      Happy  am  I  when  you  are  nigh,  ' 

"     I  love  you  more  and  more.  ;.  .    ■  '  ', 

Dry  that  bright  tear,  be  of  good  cheer: 
Wherever  I  wander,  though  years  may  roll  on, 
You've  a  place  in  my  heart,  Maggie  dear. 

'       ■  Cbobub. 

Maggie,  my  own;  Maggie,  my  dear, 

Happv  am  I  when  you  are  nigh,  I  love  you  more  aud  more; 
Oh  I  fight  of  my  life,  be  my  little  wife. 

My  own  sweet  Maggie  ABthore. 

Maggie,  my  own;  Maggie,  my  dear, 
■'     By  night  and  day  for  you  I'll  pray;         .     "  , 
■     '      Think  of  me,  love,  alone. 

Though  far  away,  still  I'll  be  near; 
The  light  of  yonr  eyes  my  bright  beacon  will  be. 
And  gtiide  me  to  you,  Maggie  dear.— CAoru«. 


MAVOURNEEN. 
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Words  by  Bartley  Campbell.    Music  by  Wm.  J.  Scaulao. 
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THE  CHURCH  ACROSS  THE  WAY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  William  Benson  Gray. 

One  Easter  Sunday  morning,  while  the  sun  was  shining  clear. 
And  good  folks  to  tlie  old  church  came,  the  |)ar8nirB  prayers  to  bear; 
They  little  knew,  while  seated  there,  npon  that  blessed  day, 
A  human  life  was  ending  in  a  home  just  o'er  the  way.         . 
A  man  in  dee|>est  poverty,  witliont  a  single  friend,  ^ 

Would  answer  soon  the  call  of  death;  bis  life  was  Bearing  end. 
With  uo  one  there  to  comfort  bim,  no  tender  words  to  say- 
He  beard  tbe  morning  service  in  tbe  church  across  the  way. 

Cbobdb. 

The  minister  was  preaching  bis  good  and  sacred  teaching, 

Tbe  congregation  sat  in  ecstacy; 
The  liells  had  just  ceased  ringing,  tbe  choir  was  sweetly  singing 

"Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee," 

The  preacher'8  words  tonched  evYy  heart  within  those  sacred  walls; 

He  told  how  honor  iilways  thrives  and  how  deception  falls.  '. 

The  outcast  in  that  humble  home,  whose  life  liaa  been  a  blank. 

Sighed  softly  at  those  trnthfal  words  as  nearer  deatMie  sank;  ,    •   • 

He  knew  not  tliat  tbe  preacher  was  his  honored  brother  Ned, 

Whom  he'd  not  seen  for  years,  not  since  to  hide  his  crime  he  fled. 

If  he  could  live  life  o'er  again,  bis  thoughts  would  never  stray 

From  each  word  taught  that  morning  in  tbe  church  acroBB  tbe  way.— CAonw. 


.Oh,  sweet  are  the  flowers  that  bloom  in  dear  Kerry, 

And  pare  are  the  waters  that  kiss  her  dear  shore; 
But  sweeter  and  purer,  oh,  yes.  and  more  merry. 

Is  tbe  girl  of  my  heart,  my  own  Deelieh  Astliore. 
Mavourueen,  my  darling,  are  you  thinking  about  me. 

As  I  roam  this  world  over,  a  stranger  to  all  f 
Whatever  befall  me,  oh,  Deelieh,  don't  doubt  me. 

And  some  day,  Muvoumeeu,  I'll  come  at  thy  call. 

Chobub. 
Mavoumeen,  my  darling,  are  yon  thinking  about  me. 

As  I  roam  this  world  over,  a  stranger  to  all? 
Whatever  befull  nie,  oh,  Deelisli,  don't  donl)t  me,  ^ 

And  some  day,  Muvourneen,  I'll  come  at  thy  call. 

The  days  are  so  long,  and  the  nights  have  no  ending. 

Since  I  left  thee  and  Eiin,  the  land  of  my  birth, 
Where  the  eeas  and  the  ekies  they  forever  are  blending. 

And  embracing  tlic  dearest  green  spot  on  earth. 
If  I  were  to  die  in  the  mid^t  of  the  ocean. 

And  my  body,  Mavourneeii,  cast  into  the  Bea, 
Where'er  you  luiglit  be,  sure  I  have  a  notion 

'Twould  float  back,  my  darling,  to  Erin  and  thee.— Chorus. 


MOLLY,    O. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlan. 


She'fl  plain  Molly,  O,  simple  and  sweet; 
My  heart  is  gone,  I  lay  me  at  her  feet; 
So  light  her  tread,  so  fond  her  puze. 
Who  would  not  love  my  Molly  dear? 
Clouds  are  but  sunshine,  skies  ever  clear, 
Happy  am  I,  lads,  when  Molly  is  near: 
Heart's  fondest  echo,  love's  eweel  refrain. 

Still  call  me  back  to  my  Molly  again. 

CnoRus. 

She's  plain  Molly,  O,  simple  and  Bwcet; 
She's  plain  Molly,  Q,  her  heart  is  love's  retreat; 
She's  plain  Molly,  O,  lovely,  divine: 
Ob,  would  that  I  could  call  Molly  mine. 

Brave  soldiers  may  war,  beroe«  may  die. 

With  Molly  dear  the  world  I  would  defy; 

Tender  her  heart,  loving  and  true. 

Flowers  of  the  valley  call  her  queen. 

So  like  the  lily,  bo  like  tbe  rose. 

Her  laugh's  like  the  sunshine  to  nature's  repoBe; 

Her  eyes  are  jewels,  more  rich  and  britrbt 

Than  those  in  heaven  that  sparkle  at  night.— Chorut. 
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WHO    WILL    MARRY    ME? 
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Words  and  Music  by  Clias.  Robiiisou. 


Hy  nanie^e  Daniel  Mooney,  don't  tliink  that  I  am  looney. 

For  the  way  1  talks.  I  know,  is  fooney: 
Tlie  reason  wliy  Tin  Klad,  I've  a  lettrr  from  me  dad, 

Wlio  diL-d  mid  left  me  all  his  money. 
And  when  his  will  was  read  out,  it  told  nie  whnt  to  do; 
ir  1  would  liave  his  money,  I  would  liuve  tn  marry,  too; 
Ho  I  nin  looking  for  a  lady  who'll  coiioeut  to  murry  me. 
And  we'll  Bail  for  Irelaiia  in  the  moruing. 

Chorus. 

Who  Is  the  lady  now,  where  is  I  he  baby  now, 
Wlio  is  tlie  lady  that's  ^"'ug  to  marry  mef 
Come,  come,  answer  quick,  I  will  marry  ou  the  lick, 
Aud  sail  for  Dublin  in  the  morning. 

See  a  lady  sitting  there,  who  I  think  ia  yoang  and  fair. 

If  she'll  only  wed  me  I'll  be  happy; 
I'll  buy  her  diamond  tiutii>,  lots  of  silks  and  other  things, 

Kememl>er  me  heart  got-s  wiil  me  money; 
And  when  we're  wed  a  yeiir  or  bo,  a  cradle  we  will  buy. 
To  rock  the  tootsy-wootsy  in— that  is,  when  he  does  cry. 
And  if  he  grows  to  be  a  man,  just  like  his  papa. 
We'll  have  wine  aud  whiskey  In  the  morning.— CAo;t». 

Mow  don't  be  ashamed  of  me,  Vm  not  handsome,  you  can  see, 

But  a  truer  hiisliand,  I'll  swear,  you'll  ne'er  get; 
I'll  do  llie  best  I  can,  aUvays  l>e  a  sober  man. 

When  we  get  our  money  well  buy  a  house  and  land; 
We'll  furnish  up  the  parlor  in  the  latest,  grnndest  style. 
And  then  return  to  Ireland  and  stay  there  for  a  while. 
But  v\  hen  we  do  return  again,  I'll  have  you  all  to  know, 
We'll  have  wine  and  sponge  cake  in  the  morning.— C'/iort/c. 


I'VE    BEEN    HOODOO'D. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Ousaie  L.  DavU 


I've  been  hoodoo'd,  I've  been  boodoo'd,  hoodoo'd,  hoodoo'd. 
By  a  nigger  voodoo  I've  Ixtvn  hoodoo'd,  I've  been  hoodoo'd, 
Hoodoo'd  by  a  big  black  coon. 

A  coon  for  me  had  a  great  infatuation, 

lie  wanted  me  to  marry,  but  lie  had  no  situation; 

As  soon  as  I  refused,  why  the  coon  he  cot  wild. 

Says  he,  "  1  uui  bound  for  to  hoodoo  dls  cliiid." 

Went  and  got  a  rabbit  foot  and  burned  it  with  a  frog, 

Down  In  the  hollow  of  an  old  burnt  log. 

Right  on  the  road  wliere  I  had  to  pass  along. 

£v'er  since  dcii  my  bead's  t>een  wrong. 

My  bones  begin  to  ache,  and  my  teeth  begin  to  chatter. 

Went  to  a  doctor  and  he  couldn't  fell  the  matter; 

Snys  he,  '•  You're  a  gone  coon,  you're  gone  up  the  epont." 

He  looked  at  my  head,  and  my  hair  fell  out; 

Nobody  knows  how  funny  I  feel, 

£ven  I  he  busk  fell  off  my  beel. 

Retraim. 

I've  l»een  hoodoo'd,  I've  been  hoodoo'd,  hoodoo'd,  hoodoo'd. 
By  a  nigger  voodoo  I've  l>eeii  hoodoo'd,  I've  l>eeu  hoodoo'd, 
Hoodoo'd  by  a  big  black  coon. 

This  same  black  coon  had  an  awful  disposition, 

lie  cuuld  do  more  tricks  than  Ileniiann,  the  magician; 

My  daddy  he  went  out  for  to  kill  this  black  moUe, 

The  coon  only  laughed,  and  he  thought  it  a  joke; 

Got  all  of  the  coons  afraid  to  look  him  in  the  eye. 

Got  lots  of  niggers  that  lie's  taiiulit  to  fly; 

All  tlie  police  for  this  coon  they  had  to  search; 

lie  robbed  a  coon  one  night  at  church; 

He  grubbed  np  u  chicken  and  it  wouldn't  even  holler. 

Throw  up  his  guSer  and  'most  anything  would  foller; 

It  is  very  strange,  hut  it  ain't  no  lie, 

I  hope  in  my  heart  that  this  coon  will  die. 

For  1  can't  sleep,  walk,  talk,  nor  eat. 

Guess  I  am  dead—  my  heart  don't  beat.— .S^ain. 


—Wife,  just  returned  from  n  shopping  tour:  "  Come  and  see 
what  I  liave  g<»t  for  you,  Eugene."  Eugene:  "Ah,  just  like  you, 
darling,  always  thinking^  of  nie!"  He  advances  as  his  wife  re- 
moves the  wmppiiig  and  exposes  some  fine  drawings  from  a 
neighboring  marlile  yard.  Husband  starts  back  and  exchuni.^i, 
excitedly:  "  Gracious,  Laura,  what  did  you  bring  these  things 
here  for?  "  Thoughtful  wife:  "  Well,  Eugene,  I  heard  you  com- 
plain of  feeling  uuwell  this  morning  nod  1  thought  you  would  like 
to  look  at  some  tomb-stone  patterns." 


Chimmie  Fadden  of  de  Bo"w'ry. 
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Words  and  Hualc  by  Kate  VanderpoeL  • 

I  s'poee  vnse  all  have  heard  of  me,  I  tuk  de  loidy's  side: 
I  tumped  de  dude  wot  winked  at  her,  until  he  nearly  died; 
F<-r  <lu  way  In  whicli  I  trim  lilm,  I  drew  a  prize,  yon  see, 
Fer  now  I  am  de  futmau  in  de  loidy's  family. 

(.'himmie  Fadden,  don't  put  on  style,  dat's  wot  mo  Bow'ry  frens  say; 
I'm  out  for  wot's  in  it,  jes*  up  to  de  limit,  an'  tings  are  now  comin'  me 
('himinic  Fadden,  don't  put  on  style,  dat's  wot  me  Bow'ry  frens  say: 
Ye're  gi  viu'  me  'Goff,"  so  jes'  chase  yerself  off?  fer  tings  are  now  comin' 

De  mngs  dey  all  keep  strlngin'  me  wen  on  the  box  I  ride; 
O,  hully  gee!  it  is  a  sight  wid  de  coachman  by  me  side; 
De  loidy  said  dere  was  an  air  dat  went  'long  wid  de  clothes. 
But  wen  I  baa  de  style  on,  it  turns  me  frens  to  toeB.—Jte/rain. 

Some  folks  wen  dey  gits  'way  up  high,  dey  goes  an'  lose  der  head. 

But  wen  I  comes  to  be  dat  gay,  I  hopes  to  drop  down  dead; 

If  I  was  ter  he  de  coachman,  de  butler,  or  de  chef, 

I'll  tiuk  meseif  right,  people,  seel  Chimmie  Fadden  don't  git  left.- 


way. 
me  way. 
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SWEET    ANTOINETTE. 
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Words  and  Mualc  by  William  Benaoii  Oray. 


■|i. 


Within  my  heart  a  secret  lies, 

A  secret  that  I  loni;  to  tell. 
While  fondly  cazlne  in  the  eyes 

Of  one  whose  cliarma  around  me  dwell; 
And  though  I've  often  tried  to  tell  the  tale, 

Ttie  hour  I've  often  tried  to  set.  ,- 

My  heart  and  conrage  humbly  fail 

To  say,  I  love  thee,  Antoinette. 

Refraik. 
Sweet  Antoinette,  the  brightest  star  within  my  heart,  indeed,  yon  are; 
My  only  thought  since  first  we  met,  1  love  alone  sweet  Antoinette.    . 

I  love  yon,  not  because  you're  fair. 

Nor  for  your  actions  so  demure; 
I  love  you,  not  your  joys  to  share. 

But  for  your  soul  BO  i;uud  and  pnre. 
In  vain  I've  tried  to  tell  my  love  to  thee. 

And  when  the  sun  of  life  has  set. 
My  farewell  words  to  earth  will  be: 

I  love  but  thee,  sweet  Antoinette.— i7<frain. 


VENUS,    MY    SHINING-    LOVE. 
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Words  and  Huaic  by  Geo.  H.  Cohan. 


'Most  cv'ry  one  has  a  sweetheart 

Witii  beautiful  eyes  that  shine; 
I'm  not  arquainted  with  your  love. 

But  you're  well  acquainted  with  mine. 
Excelling  all  other  ladies. 

Fairer  than  any  by  far: 
You  muft  admit  that  the  brightest  of  all 

Is  Venus,  my  shining  star. 

Cbobvb.         ■  ■."■'•: 
Venns,  beanflful  Venns.  how  bright  yon  shine; 
None  shall  e'er  come  between  ns,  sweet  Venus  minCr 
None  as  hrlcht  as  my  darling  so  far  np  above — 
Venus,  my  beautiful  Venus,  my  shining  love. 

Some  sayirne  love  ne'er  runs  smoothly. 

But  with  them  I  dtSHKCce; 
Not  a  cross  word  has  l)een  nttered 

'Twixt  Venus,  my  loved  one,  and  me. 
Leading  my  star  to  the  altar 

Was  niy  meet  beautiful  dream; 
When  I  compare  lier  with  Saturn  or  Mars, 

Like  darkness  to  her  they  seem. —  C'hortu, 
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SHINNY  ON  YOUR  OWN  SIDE, 


Vords  aad  Vulo  by  CHA&  "•^^^jUJ' 


Tbf»  wf»y*W  ftfl    rm—     barb,  tbo^ 


E-^g: 


■^ir^ 


^=i=4: 


s^^n^ 


<  »  « 


'gj-**^     6-J 


^~i^- 


rzrrtrt 


— jt — ^r- 


^e^ 


"Dao't  |«l  BB^  bat  Sbta  ey  oo  yoar      ova        Mda.  Joba.  "  Jwha^  ** 


=feEi=  3M*  3^^  E=?=^  ^^ 


t-^-*-'    P--'    UU  EJJ 


Ms* 


"SHINNY  ON  YOUR  OWN  SIDE"  is  Charles  Graham's  latest  and  best 
composition.  Dont  fai)  to  get  a  complete  copy  of  this  song.  Ask  your  Music 
Dealer  for  a  complete  copy  of  cither  one  or  all  of  the  tongs  advertised  on  this  page. 
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COMPLETE 


LETTER  WRITER 


:    .   PRICE  26  CENTS. 

TM«  Is  the  first  Htne  that  a  book  hasbAeii  pnbltohed  that 
plainly  teaches  hOW  tO  WrItO  a  letter.  It  Bhows 
Clearly  all  the  blunders  und  niiHtakes  apt  t<>  ne  made  bf 
an  tnfZ|>eiieneed  writer,  and  makes  manifeot,  in  the 
■Inipiei't  way.  the  proper  method  uf  aToldinirand  rectifjr- 
ln(;  Kuch  blunders  and  mistake*,  whether  they  o<-ciir  In 
thea.'elUne.  the  i>un''tiiation,ui  the  (riammar.  Tblabook 
ezplalnsAlT  the  details  of  coirespundence,  whether  rclat- 
InK  to  the  furm,the  peninanKhip,  the  diieotinfr,  fnUlinfr, 
aiMl  seuUiug  of  a  uot«  or  a  letter.     There  are  in  this  book 

valuable     liiiits     about 

LovOf  Courtship 
and    MarrlaKOf 

ehuwlDK  in  what  style 
luvei^  should  indite 
epistles.     There  are 

J  riven  all  the  various 
ettei^  that  arise  in  the 
course  of  business:  Ask- 
iiiK  for  money ,  request- 
iiifr  time,  enclosinK  re- 
mittance, askine  assist- 
ance, reasons  for  re- 
fusal, from  teiianta  to 
landlords  on  different 
siilijects.  with  laiid- 
loida'  replies.  Tlien— 
and  this  Is  a  very 
Important  fea- 
tu  re  —  there  is  sliown 
the  legal  impoi-taneebf 
a  letter;  and  explana- 
tions are  given  upon 
the  exact  meaninsr  of 
expressions  used  in 
wrttlngr  tliat  may  be  bronpht  Into  curt  in  lititrations.  It 
also  c  .nuins  the  art  of  abbreviating  wrltlngt 

so  that  any  one  cai>,wiLl»  practice,  w  rile  with  the  rapidity 
of  the  •■h'-rlhaiid  writer.  In  fact,  the  foll<iwin»r  peiw>n8 
all  require  this  liook:  Youner  ladies  and  ypiuiff  centle- 
men.  wiven  and  liusbands,  widows  and  bachelors,  farmers 
and  traders,  the  sick  and  the  well,  soldiers  ami  sailors, 
mothers  and  fatho'S,  daiiirliters  and  sons,  (rivers  .\nd  re- 
ceivers of  iireseiits,  the  eitncnted  and  the  illiternte.  But 
It  would  take  patce  after  pa^e  to  lieKin  to  enumerate  all 
the  different  classes  to  whom**  This  Complete 
Letter  Writer"  would  prove  an  invaluable  com- 
uanioti.  There  Is  nothing  worth  knowingr  in  any  other 
letter  wHter  not  to  l»e  found  I'ere,  while  there  are  many 
thlntrs  of  importance  here  not  to  be  fouiiii  in  any  other 
boolc.  Notwithi-Unding  all  these  good  points,  it  is  only 
2S  Cents  a  copv.  and  is  sentat  that  price,  popt-paid, 
t<<  any  pai  t  of  the  United  States  or  CaiiAda.  BPItri*lr~ 
fire  books  fur  One  Poliftr. 


-vTBun^LAJtra 


lf=ll  S  IHI 


SONG  B0OK»-No.  I 

^       PRICE  2g  CENTS« 

This  book,  the  first  of  the  series,  contains  the  followUia 
collection  of  popular  Irish  souks,  namely:— An  Irishman's 
toast- Angel's  wlilsi)er— Banks  of  dandy  —  Blackbird— 
Bard  of  Armagh  — Heautiful  ixle  of  the  sea— Bonny  hunch 
of  roses— Barney  McCoy— Banks  of  Brandywine— Bryan 
O'Lynn— Bells  of  Sliaudon— Blarney— Beautiful  shaniroclc 
of  old  Ireland— Biildy  McCarthy— Believe  me.  If  all  those 
•ndeartng  yuungciiarius — Bingen  onthe  lihine— Brennen 

on  the  moor  —  Bona- 
parte on  Saint  Helena 
—Boys  of  Kilkenny- 
Banks  or  sweet  Dundee 
— Cushlamacree  —  Cap- 
tain Dwyer  —  Croppy 
boy  —  Come  back  to 
Erin— Cow  that  ate  the 
piper- Dear  Irlsti  boy 

—  Dermoit  Asthore  — 
Dublin  Bay  —  Doran's 
ass- Death  of  Sarsfleld 

—  Dear  harp  of  my 
country  —  Dear  little 
colleen  —  Digging  for 
gould  —  Dear  little 
shamrock-Dublin  Car- 
man —  Donnelly  and 
Cooper  —  Erin  is  my 
home  —  Exile's  lament 
—Erin's  green  shore- 
No  Irish  need  apply— 
Exile  of  El  In— Erin  go 
bragh  —  Erin's  lovely 
home  —  Erin,  mavour- 
neen  —  Father  Tom 

O'Nell- Fenians*  Escape— Four-leaved  shamrock— Green 
mossy  l>a.nks  of  the  I>ee — Oroen  flelils  of  America— God 
save  Ireland— Great  men  that  Ireland  has  seen— Girl  I  left 
behind  me— God  bless  you,  colleen  —  Harp  that  once 
through  Tara's  halls— Home  rule  for  Ireland— Hat  me 
father  wore  —  Irish  stranger— Irishman's  «hanty— Irish 
Oolleen— I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  were  poor 
—Ireland  will  yet  be  free— Irish  girl— Jennie,  ,he  lower 
of  Kiidare— Kathleen  Mavourneen  —  Killamey  -  Kate 
Kearney- Katty  Avoumeen-Kate  O'Brien— Kitty  Tyrrell 
—Land  league  band— Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old 
— Ijunent  of  the  Irish  emigrant— Legacy  —  Limerick  Is 
beautiful— and  Mother  favorite  Irish  songs.  Price  250i 
per  copy,  by  mall,  poet-paid^  or  6  ooplea,  to  one  address. 
tor$lM. 
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WIZARDS  MANUAL 


PRICE  26  CENTS. 

.*  • ..-  -I.  * 

"  tlie  Greatest  book  ever  Issued  of  Its  kind;  a  complete 
compendium  of  the  ae-i-ets  of  the  magician,  mind  reader 
and  ventriloquist.  Fully  explained  and  illustrated.  It 
explains:- How  to  produce  cabbages  from  a  hut— How  to 
make  rings  appear  and  uisaiipeai— How  to  change  pa|>er 
and  bran  to  milk  and  sugar— How  to  produce  Are  from 
your  moutn— How  to  make  a  person  float  in  air— How  to 
do  all  kinds  of  card  tricks— How  to  do  all  the  latest  coin 
tricks— How  to  cut  a  lady  in  halven— How  to  produce 

bowls  of  fl-h  from 
handkerchiefs  —  How 
to  grow  flowers  in 
empty  vases  instantly 
—How  to  do  tricks  with 
dominoes  and  dice  — 
How  to  do  wonderful 
tricks  with  bandUer- 
chiefs— How  to  do  Kel- 
lar's  ring  trick— How 
to  make  large  objects 
vanish  — How  to  pro- 
cure  eggs  from  a  boy's 
mouUi— Howto  restore 
a  smashed  watch  — 
How  to  do  the  great 
box  trick— How  to  do 
all  "spirit"  tnysleiies 
—How  to  make  gbosta 
apjiear  —  How  to  per- 
form the  Daveiipoit  !!• 
luBions— How  to  make 
a  cane  seem  alive  — 
How  to  make  a  coin 
answer  qiieKtions-How 
to  CO  vanishing  lady 
trick- How  to  do  hnndreds  of  other  marvellous  feats  of 
legerdemain.  This  marvellous  book,  written  by  a  noted 
expert,  not  only  tells  just  how  to  perform  the  most  won- 
derful feats  in  the  category  of  magic,  but  how  to  read 
thoughts.  It  is  a  fact  that  you  can  read  a  person's 
thoughts,  so  that  you  can  reveal  numHers  or  names 
thoutrht  of, find  hidden  articles,  etc.  You  can  doit. 
Every  secret  is  iinfoliied  so  cleai  ly  that  even  children  can 
learn.  This  celebrated  book  tells  how  to  become  a  ven- 
triloquist, making  voices  apparently  emanate  from  boxes, 
empty  rooms,  chimneys,  tiunks,  loads  of  lmy,etc..aiidin- 
Btructs  you  just  how  to  "tlnow  your  voice"  so  as  to  make 
woo<len  imaires  appear  to  talk  and  sing.  You  can  give  a 
lonir  performance  in  MHgic.  Mind  Readinjr  and  Ventrilo- 

?[Hi8m  after  you  liave«tuiiied  tliisbookafewhouis.  lion't 
ail  to  get  it;  rememlier  that  it  is  the  best  and  cheapest 
volume  on  these  subjects  ever  issued.  It  explains  many 
illusions  never  before  revealed  in  print,  gnaided  secrets 
of  the  Science  of  Legerdemain  and  Psychology.  Prloe 
25  Cents  I>er  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid. 
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oracle: 


FOR  WOMEN 


BY   THE    WITCHES. 


This  Book  gives  1520  infallible  answers  to  all  questions 
that  may  Interest  women  in  every  position  in  life. 

PRICE  26  CENTS. 

FaoH  THE  wrrciraa  r^Young  woman, yoncountyonr M 
years  and  hope!  Miss  or  Mrs.,  you  consider  your  22  years 

and   siRh!    Miss  of years,   the  very  thought  of  "old 

maid  "  makes  you  shudder!   Mrs you  are  a  widow, 

and  should  not  wish  for  aiiy  consolation!  All  of  you  are 
daughters  of  Eve,  the  inquisitive,  and  have  many  wishes 
to  gratify,  many  desires  to  satisfy.  The  dark  future  dis- 
quiets, the  present  troubles  the  mind.  You  are  more  or 
lees  t>eautiful,  more  or  less  happy,  at  least  make  claim  to 

happiness.  Above  all. 
you  seek  knowledge  as 
to  your  prospects  in  life 
whether  good  or  ill  for- 
tune awaits  you;  whe- 
tlier  you  will  ever  or 
(dways  be  loved:  who 
flind  whatyourbusband 
will  be;  whether  you 
will  enjoy  blissful  hap- 
piness; whether  —  in 
fact,  a  multitude  of 
things  Uiat  cause  the 
h' ait»oriinieiit  Well, 
we  Witches  know  all  of 
you,  and  your  troubles 
and  anxieties:  and  as 
we  read  your  heart,  we 
will  unveil  the  mys- 
teries of  the  future. 
Being  cousins- german 
to  Beelzebub,  we  can 
Insiruci  jou  concern- 
ing matters  which  inte- 
J  rest  you  most.  Let  us 
peep  into  them,  and 
pray,  be  not  afraid  of  us,  for  we  have  been  f  resli  and  rosy 
even  like  unto  you.  Take  us  into  the  retlracy  of  your  bed- 
chamber, and  there,  upon  your  pillow,  we  will  reveal  to 
you  all  that  roil  may  seek  to  know,  for  we  possess  the 
power  of  the  Pythian  oracle,  and  will  tell  good  fortune  to 
the  fair,  and  her  portion  to  the  unfair.  This  book  will  l>e 
sent  by  mall,  poe^paid.  on  receipt  of  25C.  '"  silver  or 
postage  stamps,  ts^  SPECIAL— Five  copies  fur  $1.  Get 
four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  25  cents  each, 
making  tl  in  all.  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  tree  of 
charge.  Clean  and  unused  United  States  one  or  two-cent 
puatage  stamp,  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  gooda  ~ 


SELECTION  OP 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PRICE    26    CENTS. 

Thh  book,  the  first  of  the  series,  contains  tlie  following 
selection  of  popular  recitations,  namely :— Asleep  at  the 
switch— Arab's  farewell  to  his  steed— Annie  and  Willte's 
prayer— A  yaller  dorg's  love  for  a  nigirer— Aiiiony  and 
Cleoiiatra- A  roller-rink  romance- Battle  of  Fontenoy— 
Beauliful  snow— Bingen  on  tlie  Khiiie-  Bridge— Barbara 
Frietohie— Base-ball— Curfew  must  not  rlnit  to-niglit — 
Charge  of  the  light  btlgade— Der  patter  of  the  shingle.— 

Dying  Callfornlan — 
D>>t  stuppom  pony — 
Dorkins'  night  —  Der 
baby  —  Dot  baby  off 
mine— Dying  soldier — 
Daschen,  on  the  Kliine 

—  Excelsior  —  Fast 
freight— Guilty  or  not 
guilty— Gambler's  wife 

—  Gladiator—  How  the 
gates  came  ajar — 
Hornet's  nest  —  Home 
att  ractions— I  mii<  be 
thei«  on  New  Year's 
day— Irir>h  philosopher 

—  Jim  Bliidso  —  I^ast 
liymn— Le^dle  Yawcob 
S*' muss  —  Life  is  but  a 
game  of  cards  —  Level 
and  the  square  —  Litis 
that  touch  liquor  shall 
never  touch  mine  — 
Little  Mrg  and  I  — 
Motley  less  man  -  Mule 
Stood  on  the  steaiiiiioat 
deck  -  Maniac  —  Moth- 
er's fool— Maud  Hnller  In  Dntch- Miss  Haloney  on  the 
Chinese  question— Xo  sect  in  heaven— Nobo<ly's  mule — 
Nobody's cliild— Old  man  In  the  model  church— O'Reilly's 
billy  goat^Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-house- Old  sayingi' 
—Old  oaken  bucket- 'Ostler  Ji>e— Only  a  girl  Polish  boy 
— Please  don't  sell  my  father  rum-  Itaven  Richmond  on 
the  James— Rory  of  the  hill  Romance  of  a  l>amm<K:k — 
Bheridan's  ride— Shamus  O'Brien— and  25  other  popular 
selectiona  Price  2S  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  pott- 
paid;  or  5  copiee,  to  one  address,  for  9L 


NEW  EDITION  OF  HOYLE'S 


CARD  GAMES 


A  Book  replete  with  the  laws  that  gevem 
Card  Gaines  of  all  kinds. 

CONTAINTNa     ALL    THE     STANDARD     RULES     FOR 

BHUFFUNQ,  CUTTIXO,  DEALING  AND  PLAYINQ 

OF  CARDS    IN    AMKRICA.    (lUustratedO 

PRICE  25  CENTS. 

The  fascination  that  attaches  to  card  p'aylng,  both  for 
amusement  and  gain,  is  only  cii  cumKcrilied  l.y  tlie  boun- 
daries of  civilization. and  the  nunil>er  and  stylesof  game* 
are  as  multiple  as  the  leaves  in  Vallambiosa.  It  han  heen 
our  effort  to  bring  together  within  this  book  all  the  gajnei 
known  to  modern  playeis.  and  also  nianv  which  havenoi, 
in  general,  become  popular,  as  .>  et,  on  this  side  "  tlie  hig 
pond."   The  foUowiug  are  a  few  of  the  games  ti-eated  in 

this  bo.. k:— All  FoU'S- 
All  Fives  —  Anciloa 
Pitch  —  Baccarat  — 
Bczique  —  Boston  — 
Biair  —  Cassino  — <>iH- 
fornia  Jack— Catch  the 
Ten  —  CoraniercliU 
litch  —  Coon  Can  — 
I  Cribiiage  —  Domino 
Whist—  Drow  Poker— 
Ecai  te— Euchre—  Faro 

—  Five  or  Nine— Forty- 
Five— French  Boston — 
French  Eochre  — 
Fren^-h  Whl-t  —  Qia- 
bouche— Hearts— Jack 
Pots  —  Lansquenet  — 
Loo— Mist  itrris  —  Napo- 
leon—Newmarket— Old 
Sledtre- Pedro  Sanche 

—  Pinocle  —  Piquet- 
Pitch— I'oker —^ioM 

—  Railroad  Eiiclir*  — 
naniscb  —  Rougn  «t 
Nolr—  Roil  nee  —  Rubi- 
con Bezique  —  Scotch 
W  hipt  —  Seven  Up  — 
8ixt}  -Six— Skat  —  Slolv 

berhannes— Solo— Solo  Whist— Spoil  Fi  ve— Stops— Straight 
Poker— Stud  Poker— Thirteen  and  the  Odd  —  Trente  at 
Quarante—Vlngt-Un— Whiskey  Poker— Whist— American 
Whist  Laws,  etc.  This  book  contains  the  rules  estatilished 
and  revised  by  Hoyle.  downthrouirli  Cavendish.  Camerou 
and  others,  governing  the  many  games,  by  aid  of  whicll 
each  and  everyone  at  all  conversant  with  card  nisylnir 
may  leom  how  best  to  "stake  the  hazai  d  of  a  die."  aiid 
win  or  lose  as  science  and  skill  shall  present  opporttmity. 
This  hook  will  be  «ent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  it 
25c*  In  silver  or  postage  stamps. 
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Address  all  orders  to  either  oar  New  Tork  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN 
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AND  VENTRILOQUISTS'  GUIDE. 

PHICE  95  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-x>aI<Lr> 

3T»!i  fs  the  latest  and  N>»tbe«t  Look  pnbllshed  on  TrlekSa 
Ventriloquism,  Second-Sight  and  FIresid* 

Masmerlsm.  It  U  ilustrated  with  nearly  100  •ngrmr- 
{nKS.  The  i  nutructl.  >nii  for  pert onning  are  8o  plainly  glreil 
CiiAt  any  cliUd,  wltli  a  little  practi'^e,  can  do  them,  aa  they 
only  require  simple  appa* 
rptUSa  ^B  ^i'l  mention  a  few 
of  iLe  Clicks  In  thiaboolc— Howto 
eat  a  p^i'k  uf  8ha>-inirfi  and  chanBra 
thfrn  Into  a  rliibon— Mow  to  maka 
a  dune  paftathroughatablo— How 
ti  make  fire  bum  under  water— 
Itovv  to  put  a  riT\^  thronnh  your 
cliook  and  thon  brins  it  on  astlcic 
—How  t'1  make  a  loax  danc«  whila 
It  U  liaUintr  in  the  oven— IIow  to 
cut  off  a  cnirken'a  head  wlthouO 
ktllintf  it— Huw  to  make  ice  la 
Summer— How  to  chanjre  water 
Into  wine— A  lamp  that  will  bum 
for  a  year— How  to  cut  oif  your 
iiof»e  —  How  to  make  flreproot 
afwr— Ho  w  to  eat  tow  and  set  it  ott 
rn  In  your  mouth— IIow  to  pro 
duc«a  moTlse  from  a  pack  of  cards— Ho  w  to  tell  the  number 
any  person  til  inks  of— How  to  tell  in  advanoea  card  selectea 
bv  any  one— How  to  tell  if  a  person  ia  in  love— How  to  r^ 
niove  a  mnn'u  («hlit  without  taking  off  his  coat  or  Teat- 
Bow  to  hold  afrlaaaof  wat«!r  upside  dowu  without  spiUlnS 
It— How  to  bc<-.me  a  VentrtloqulSt.  and  |  BO  other 
•qually  a».ionls!ilii(r  tricks,  etc.  Oldandyoung abuuld  not 
fail  ( o  ttet  thishiif  hly  amujintr  and  wonderful  book.  Pilo^ 
by  maTi!  post-paid/oniyTTWlNTY-l'IVE  CKNTi 
rer  copy  fsilver  or  postage  vtainpa.)  Sprciai^-FIvo  coplea 
for  tl  Gut  four  of  your  friends  to  club  lit  with  you  at  SS 
eanta  each,  maklntr  91  In  all,  and  there!<v  ffet  yourowa 
j^gkb^eotGiuttKe-  ▲ddiess  oil  unleia  <urev(  (o -^        i 

AUNT  SALLY*a 


POX^ICY 


Players*  Dream  Boole 

PBIC£  26  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

With  thla  Book  yon  have  a  Sure  Onlde  to  Lticlcy  Dreams 
tnd  Lucky  Mumbet-a.  It  kIvos  yon  the  True  Iiilernretatloa 
of  Kreams,  and  also  the  Numbers 
of  tho  Lottery  to  which  they  Ap- 
ply; (fOod  Combinations  to  Playj 
Bignlflcallons  of  Cards  Dreamed 
of,  and  their  numbers;  Combinar 
tlon  Table  for  Saddles,  Qln  and 
Horses;  Table  for  flndtng  Lacky 
Numbein:  Numbers  of  DreamaciC 
the  Months;  for  the  Days  of  tba 
AVeeks;  the  Orsu;ulum,  or  Napo> 
leon  Bonaparte's  Book  of  Iwe; 
Iho  Method  of  Worklngthe  Qua*- 
tlons;  the  Uraculum  Table — la 
fact,  this  book  Kives  all  the  sore 
SJi^nfl.  You  can  flud  out  by  any 
of  thes«  sure  systems  fi-oi>>  tLU 

book  whether  you  w  ill  be  rich  or 

poor,  lucky  or  unlucky;  whether 
you  win  got  expected  money,  lovoi-a,  clotbea,  or  any  oUier 
article  that  you  mav  set  your  mind  upon.  Do  you  dream 
of  love  or  gold,  or  of  friendship.of  foes,  orof  llieordaathi 
This  l>ook  V.  HI  explain  everjthlng  clearly  to  you.  You  caa 
tell  your  own  fortune  from  Ita  pages  without  consulting 
any  living  furtune-teiler.  Price  20  OontS  per  copy,  by 
nail,  pont-paid.    SfEciAl.- Fire  books  for  SC    Qet  four  oC 

iour  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  26  cenM  each,  mailing 
llsallaandlbervby  getyour  own  bookfre«uttilutfgak  ^ 
AddTMt  all  ordeia  to 


BRUDDER    KINKHEAD'S 


STUMP  SPEECHES 


AND  DROLL  DISCOURSES. 
PRICE    26    CENTS. 

This  new  book  of  Sttimp  Hpeochrs  and  Droll  Dtseonrw*. 
eompUed  by  Oeotve  Tooprr.  is  '  crammed,  jammed  and 
b«aped-up"  with  "lib-tickUng  anil  side-splitting"  read- 
ing matter— the  very 
juice  and  cream  of 
'colorert  oratory ."  The 
bulk  of  lt« contents  will 
seive  to  make  those 
laugh  who  never 
laughed  before,  and 
thoi«  who  alwaTS 
Is  ugh,  laugh  all  tne 
more.  The  following 
are  a  few  of  the  tit  lee 
of  srle<-tions  contained 
In  this  book:  Amnvlntr 
sermon  — A  hard-shell 
seimuii  —  A  modern 
sermon— A  negro's  ac- 
count of  the  prodigal 
son— Brother  Gardner 
anj  Juilge  Cadaver— 
Burleeque  oration  on 
matrimony  —  Cud  jo 
Bardsin's  prescription 
—  Election  stump 
speech— How  de  Norf 
Hole  got  lost  —  Mr. 
Kphralm  Muggins  on  oUymargarlDe- Plenty  Small's  pro- 
elaiiiaahun  -Kev.  Uncle  Jim  and  Bob  IngeraoU— f^tump 
■peach— Teco  Brag's  lecture,  and  many  others.  PrIoS 
28  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid. 
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WITCHS 


Dream  BooR  and  Fortune  Teller. 

FBICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post<paid. 

OIo  AKRA,  the  Queen  of  WItohea,  as  the  roost  noted 
(iJVyot  modem  tinckea:  she  gives  youths  key  to  unlock 
I  the  future,  and  makes  every  per- 
son their  own  Fortune  Toller.  It 
teaches  you  ho-.v  to  know  the  Sex 
of  Children  before  lililh;  to  know 
how  soon  you  will  Marry,  and  what 
Fortune  yo'l  will  have,  who  your 
Future  Husband  or  Wife  will  be: 
the  l^ovcr'sCharm,  or  old  \\  Itohea* 
True  Method  of  Telling  Fortunes 
by  tne  Grounds  of  a  Tea  or  Coffee 
Cup;  to  know  if  TOur  Love  of  a 
perM>n  'Will  be  Mutual;  Fortune 
Tclliiig  bv  Cards.  It  telN  the  Num- 
ber oMVives  or  Husbands  you  wiU 
have,  how  to  Wiite  Love-I.ettera 
Seoietly,  so  that  ther  m»y  not  ba 
Discovered.  Tho  old  Witch  can 
bring  you  Goo<l  or  Evil  Forttine. 
Don't  spurn  her  and  you  can  Control  others  and  Find  Lost 
©r  Hldilen  Treasurea  She  i.i  Powerful.  Pt  ice,  by  mail, 
postpaid,  only  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  per  cop» 
(silver  or  postage  Ktanipe).  BrkXlAL-Flvo  .copies  for  tu 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  cl;ib  in  wiih  you  ut  25  cents 
each,  making  (1  in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  owt^booH 
OM0tcban(«k    Addreaa  ail  urUon  direct  to 


OOOFER'S 

Yanket,  Htbrew  &  Italian  Dialect 


READ  NGS.-PRECITATIONS 


PRICE    26    CENTS. 

This  new  book  of  Yankee,  Hebrew  and  Italian  dialect 
readings  and  recltati'ns.  compiled  by  George  Cooper ,  Is 
g  >tten  up  to  meet  the  wai  in  of  the  many  nho  are  alwa)S 
searching  for  the  latest  an  i  mixt  popular  gems  of  Yan- 
kee, Heiirew  anil  Italian  dialectic  humor  The  contents 
orthlHt>o<>k  is  especially  adapted  for  public  and  piivate 
reaiiings  *  reci(atl.<oa 
In  addition  to  the  many  ^ 
new  and  original  .el-HS 
tions,  this  book  has  the 
advantage  of  bringing 
together  Into  one  vol- 
ume all  of  the  best  Yan- 
kee, Hehrew  anu  Italian 
pieces  of  a  humorous 
nature  which  have 
hllhertoattained  a  wide 
popularity  through  the 
public  representations 
of  the  moat  renowned 
humorists  of  the  day. 
No  other  book  of  its 
kin'i  gives  as  much  for 
the  money.  The  follow- 
ing are  a  few  of  the 
titles  of  selections  con- 
tained in  this  book:— 
Aunty  doleful's  visit— 
Betsy  and  I  are  oot — 
Courtin'  -  '"hilitopher 
Columbus— Dave  Briggs 
— Farmer  Gray  gets  photographed— Foreign  views  of  the 
Statue— Georga  »\aiihiiigdone— Green  grow  the  rushes,  O 
— Banner— Isaac  Rosenthnlon  the  Chinese  iiiiextlon— Levi 
— Mine  Jakey-Miiie  friend  QolrtHtein— A  New  Hnnipshlre 
proteat-  One  hose  shay  On  Baxter  Street  -  Quit  your 
foollii'—SulUvana  vs.  Rylvio  Svlvesto— Simon  Short's  son 
Samuel  —  Sella  de  banan  Solomon  Isaa'-'s  troubles  — 
When  Sam'well  led  the  slnttin'— u  Idow  Redott  to  Elder 
Biilffles—A  Yankee's  honesty,  and  many  others.  Prios 
8t'<2ents  per  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid.  f^ 


Welunan's  Selection  of 


AUTOGRAPH  ALBUM  VERSES 


PBICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

A  choice  collection  of  comic  and  sentimental  verses 
eomplled  by  Carrie  L.  Wehman,  expressive  of  almost  every 
^haae  of  human  feeling,  such  as  love,  friendship,  admira- 

I  tion,  respect,  g<HHi  wishes, 
etc.,  suitalile  for  writing 
in  autograph  albuma  No 
gentleman,  young,  mid- 
dle-aged or  Old,  can  go  at 
all  into  society  without 
having  some  fair  lady's 
"Book    of    Autographs" 

g lumped  into  his  handa 
[e  feels  that  to  refuse 
would  stamp  him  a  "  mean 
and  selfish  person."  He 
cannot  bo  a  gentleman,  in 
the  l>est  meaning  of  the 
term,  while  possessing 
such  despicable  traits  of 
chamcter,  therefore  he 
must  coiiipiv  with  their 
reouesta  in  this  directloa. 
Left  to  himself,  he  would 
probably  write  "himself 
down  a  blockhead."  But 
this  book  will  help  him 
outof  thcdilemma.  Here 
he  will  And  something  appropriate  to  write  at  once — 
whether  humorously  or  sentimentally  inclined.  I'rioe 
TWENTV-FiyK  CENTS  per  copy,  l,y  mall,  post- 
Mid.  8rBciAL-rive  Books  for  $1.  Get  four  of  yoor 
friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  86  cents  each,  making  (1  tB 
aU,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  tree  of  cbaige. 

Addiesi  all  ordfn  direct  (0 


ffehmqn's  Selection  of  Popular 


DIALOGUES 


No.  1. 


PBICE  35  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

This  book,  the  flmt  of  the  series,  contains  a  large  num- 
ber of  the  tlnest  dlaloirues  in  ■  ur  languiige.  Adapted  for 
Parlor  Eiit<  riKiunieiits,  S-K-inl  Qa- 
therinpt.  School  Exhlbllion.s,  etc. 
Many  of  the  dlalogneN  in  this  l)Ook 
are  new  aiol  f*riuinal  and  cannot  be 
found  in  any  other  iKjok.  Great  care 
has  been  t.tien  in  the  pretw  ration  of 
this  lM>ok — ou'  chief  aim  l>elng  Ui  in- 
sert the  "siftlngs  "  from  the  '^ whole 
fit  Id  "  of  p.  puhir  Dhilogiies,  suitable 
for  piililio  Mill  piivMie  rooit.il  I'lica 
TWENTY-FIVE    CENTS  per 

C'p),  l>.v  mail.  |>o»l-i)aid  Sl'FclAly — 
Get  four  of  >oui  fiieiids  toolub  in 
with  you  at  i&  ccutx  eacli.  making  $1 
In  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book 
free  of  oliarKe.  Clean  and  nnoiwd 
17.  S.  ;y>stag(>-«i«iiips,  of  any  donumination,  taken  same  aa 
caj>h.  Ill  8.iiiling  silver,  bo  ^^lre  to  wrap  a  sniall  piece  of 
newspaper  around  It,  to  prevent  It  fioiii  tearing  inrougb 
the  enveUipe.  S.  nd  gr.inh.ick.-i  f.ir  large^w  mounts  if  noC 
luconveaient  to  j  ou.    AJdiii'*  ail  onUT»  ilirect  to 


OOOF»EIR,'S 

DUTCH    DIALECT 


READINGSi^^rRECITATIONS 


PRICE    26    CENTS. 
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In  this  new  book  of  Dutch  dialect  readings  and  reelts- 
tions,  compiled  by  Geoige  Cooper,  can  be  found  an  aboo- 
dant  supply  of  inieresiing  and  mii  th-pi  ovoking  readins 
matter,  aa  it  contains  the  "  si  I  tings  "  from  the  whole  flela 
of  Dutch  humor,  and  when     recited  at  social  or  festive 

gathenngs.  they  in- 
VBiiably  "biiiig  down 
the  house."  'The  fol- 
lowing are  a  few  of  the 
title,  of  selections  con- 
tained ill  this  book: — 
A  Dutchman's  aiiswer— 
A  liutchman's  testi- 
mony In  a  steamboat 
case  —  Bieitniaiin  In 
Mar:  land-Cai  I  Duiider 
talLs  to  Ihechildreo— 
Coney  Island  (lu«n  der 
bay—  Der  shoeinakei  'a 
hoy— Der  nighd  behind 
GhrLstnias  —  Der  oak 
uiio  dor  vine— Der  pafr 
ter  of  der  shlngle^- 
I)oi  funny  leetle  baby— 
I)<'t  lloboken  bucket— 
I)ot  mule- Dot  widow 
und  Shakey- Dot  water 
pU-e— I'ot  vlfe  of  mine 
—  Dutch  Mauil  Muller— 
Dutchman's  clock  — 
Dutchman's  telephone  —  Dutchman's  serenade  —  Dyin^ 
Tords  of  Isaac-Frits  und  I-Ger?nan  ba.ber-Qo  Tar, 
Becky  5llllerI-Gretchpn  und  me  co  oud-Hans  und  trWM 

—  Hans  Donderbe.k'8  wedding-L-edle  Yawcob  Stiau 
Mlt81gel-M"tlierin  law  -  VuzzW<i  Kutchniaii-Scblo— 
rlde-Sihneider's  iMe-Vs-    IWoder   Heughpecked, 

many  others.     Pricf  25  Cents  i*' SQ'l;.  H?.,T,*' 
pcet-pald.     SPBCIAI,  -tive  copies,  to  one  addi-eas,  for  fl. 


OOOF»E3R,'S 

IRISH    DIALECT 


READINGSa-^RECITATIONS 


PRICE    26    CENTS. 

This  new  book  of  Irish  dialect  readings  and  recitations^ 
compiled  by  George  Cooper,  is  meeting  oith  conmienda- 
tion  everywhere,  t>ecause  it  surpasses  in  excellence  of 
substance  many  of  it"  higherpi  iced  contemporaries,  not 
saying  a  word  about  tliose  selling  at  the  same  price.  In 
taot,  it  contains  tli.  finest  collection  of  Irish  oUlect  read- 
ings and  rechationa 
ever  sold  at  so  low  a 
price, and  ouirht,there- 
fore,  to  be  in  the  hands 
of  every  lover  of  Irish 
wit  set  foith  with  the 
irresistible  homor  uf 
Iiish  brogue.  It  bids 
fair  to  t)ecome('neof 
the  most  po)iiilar  hooka 
of  Its  kind  ever  pub- 
lished. Send  foraooiiy 
at  once  and  partake 
of  this  grand,  rare 
treat  of  lush  humor. 
The  following  are  a 
few  of  the  titles  of  se- 
lections contained  In 
this  book:-  Birth  of 
Saint  Patrick-Blith  of 
Ireland-Blddj  's  trials 
among  the  Yankees — 
Exiles—  Father  Phil's 
subscription  list  -Irish 
philosopher  —  Irish 
Lochinvar— Illegant  affair  at  Muldoon'e— Irishman's  per- 
plexity—Irish  astronomy— Irish  Excelsior  -Irish  mothei's 
lament— Jimmie  Hutler  and  the  owl-Kitty  Malone— Knte 
Haloney— Little  Pat  and  the  Parson— Mrs.  Msgooalii's 
daughter— Pat  O'Klaherly  on  woman's  rights- I'artdy'e 
Oourting- Shamiis  O'Brien-St.  Patrick's  martyrs— Shll- 
laleh— Wake  of  Tlni  O'ilara,  and  many  others.  Prioe 
20  Cants  P«r  copy,  by  mall,  post-paid. 


Addrem  all  orders  to  either  oar 
■ew  York  or  Uhleago  House, 
TlesiMttoyem. 


HENRY  jl.  WEHMAN,  PiiUiiliw-,  jlslili^'""'"  "^^ ''°'"' 
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THIS    NUIMBER    OONT-A^INS    ISS    SONO-S.  -«^ 


No.  52 


Is 


SONG  BOOK 


i  PRICE,   10   CENTS. 


*     *     *     CONTENTS    OF    THIS    NUMBER:     *     *     ^ 


...  '■    '•':;-  '■  PAGE 

A  Convict's  Hope 11 

A'PriscoGlrl 6 

A  Girl  Who  Loves  Mother  and  Home 10 

Always  a  Thought  for  Mother 19 

America,  Mjr  Cuuti try,  I  Adore 14 

-Bahy,  Baby 25 

Baby  Irene 5 

Baby  Wants  the  Moon 18 

Baity,  Yoa're  a  Good  Thing 8 

Be  My  Heart's  Queen 10 

Betterttaan  Gold 25 

Booze,  Olorioos  Booze 17 

Boye' Brigade  (The) 10 

By-Lo,  Baby,  By-Lo 10 

Chili  Widow  (The) 12 

ClaraBell    4 

Come  to  the  Arms  of  Toor  Baby 19 

Cripple  Creek  Bnndits  (Tlie) 26 

Cnpid  at  the  Door 21 

Dances  Down  at  Dan's  (The) 23 

Dancing  the  Two-Step  with  Lain 14 

Dat  CrosB-Eyed  Hoo-Doo  Coon 12 

Day  the  Farmer  Came  to  See  the  Town  (The). . .  15 

Deur  Dorothy 23 

Dehntaute  (Tbe) 17 

•DeFinesd  Bolice  In  de  Vorld 7 

.De  Good  Olt  Dimes 

Ding,  Dong,  Ding  Rang  the  School-House  Bell  .  26 

Dolly;  a  Song  of  the  Trolley 22 

Don't  Dell  Dera  dot  Yon  Saw  Me 8 

Dot's  Agaiiisd  de  Rales 8 

Do  We  Want  Him?  Well,  I  Shonid  Say  So! 13 

Everything  Comes  to  Him  Who  Waits 21 

,.«f  or  Ladies  Only  22 

Gathering  Pond  Lilies  with  Rosabel ,    8 

Geo.  Evans' St.  Louis  Cyclone 6 

Girl  I'm  Ctoing  to  Marry  (The) 11 

Girl  I  Loved  at  School  (The) 13 

Glri  IMeton  Broadway  (The) 18 

Goin'  to  Lose  Ter  Baby  in  de  Moriiln' 3 

Good-Night,  Dear  Love,  Good-Nlglit 12 

He  Fought  and  Died  for  Me 18 

Hello,  McGee 26 


-\.-:  .  -'^i  ., :'    PAGE 

De  Once  Was  a  Millionaire 5 

He  Only  Did  It  Ouce 13 

Here's  to  the  Health  of  Mother 9 

Her  Memory  Brings  Me  No  Regret 4 
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THE    TRAMKS    DREAM. 

Copyriftht,  1896,  by  H.  W.  Petiie.    Entared  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  liKlitR  reserved. 


Th*  Word*  and  Mnnlc  «f  this  S'>nir,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  b«  tmnt  to  atiT  ad- 
drain.  po«t-i>al<1,  on  receipt  of  tOceiit«:  or  this  anil  any  two  ..thrr  S»ii|rii  rr>r  One  I)<>ll*r. 
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Words  by  Arthur  Treyelyan.    Music  by  H.  W.  Pelrle. 


SItiifflliig  Mont;.  nJiiinned  by  the  Hirong,  lliere  frndce*  a  wretclied  old  tramp; 
Hungry  Aixi  worn,  cioilics  lo  slireda  torn,  anil  0IIII  willi  the  iiioniinK  dew  dump: 
Now  ill  ilie  sqiiiire  lie  wntclieo  there  (lie  children  whu  piny  with  their  toys: 
Suou  his  eyes  close,  sleep  druwus  his  woes,  he  dreaitis  of  the  piust  and  its  Joys. 

Chorus. 
He  was  dreamliic  of  Hie  fricnda  of  his  cliililhood, 
Of  ilie  j{l"d  dayK  he  rounitd  thro'  the  wildwood. 
Of  his  lioyhood  s>vef  MieHrt,  und  their  little  di>t;-cart. 

And  the  wild  flowers  Mint  itrew  by  the  stream, 
Of  the  crime  tliat  had  made  him  A  drunkard. 
Of  the  two  iietjii-cted  u'riives  in  the  church-yard. 
Of  his  niotlier's  last  kiss,  unit  tlie  jo\s  he  did  miss. 

Were  all  pictured  iu  the  poor  old  trump's  dream. 

Stnrtled  he  wnkes,  truth  on  him  hronks— ainsi  it  is  only  a  dream. 

Pleasures  ne'er  Inst,  pnst  remains  past,  and  dreams  nre  the  sole  joys  snprcme. 

So  he'll  live  on  till  life  is  Kone— 'tis  too  late  lo  mend  his  had  ways. 

Siill  ihruDgh  regret  he'll  ue'er  forget  the  dream  of  his  once  happy  days. —  Cho. 


I'M    MAMMA'S    LITTLE    G-IRL. 

CopyrlKht,  ISM,  by  H.  W.  Petiie.    r.ntere<l  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  ritrhta  reiierved. 


The  WordB  and  Music  of  this  S-nsr.  arranjred  for  the  piano,  nrlll  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dresB,  p<iel-i>alit.  on  reooipr  uf  *o  cviiIk:  or  this  ami  any  tu  o  other  H'>ii(rs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehnimi.  i:«)  .V  l:«  Cnrk  Row,  NVw  York;  orICi*  H7  E.  Moilinon  St.Chlcajr". 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  ah'.ve  adilressps  for  Fri>e  Cntaloiriie  of  Snnirs.  Sonir  Books, 
Bhaet  Music,  Qemian  Soug  Bixiks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Arthur  J.  Ij»nil>     Music  by  H  W.  Petrle. 


A  man  who  had  an  nccidenl,  while  trnv'line  on  a  train. 

Received  a  shock  that  stunned  his  nerves  and  rendered  him  insane. 

Ho  in  a  country  lios]>ital  for  many  years  he  lay 

Until  they  thought  that  he  was  well,  and  lie  was  sent  away. 

His  wife  and  cliild  wlio  thought  him  dead,  lived  in  a  little  town. 

And  throui;n  the  streets,  one  summer's  ilay,  the  man  came  wand'rlni;  down. 

And  by  a  house  he  saw  at  play  a  very  preiiy  child, 

Aad  when  he  said  "  whose  i;>i^'  are  you?  ''  she  answered  as  slie  smiled: 

CUORCS. 

"  I'm  mamma's  little  cirl,  papa  called  me  Baby  Pearl; 
Everyliody  that  I  see  fulls  rl^lit  in  love  with  me. 
I'm  mamina's  little  L'irl,  p:ipa  called  me  Babv  Pearl, 
Fur  yoa  see  they  all  love  me,  I'm  niumina's  little  K>rll  '* 

"You're  Baby  Pearlf  "  he  asked  of  her,  when  suddenly  she  said, 

"O  there's  my  pussy  run  away,"  and  after  it  she  sped. 

And  rnnnlnt!  out  into  the  road,  the  sweet  cliild  did  not  heed 

The  threat  flrc  engine  that  canie  on,  with  swift  and  sudileii  speed. 

The  'iian  saw  all— a  sudden  run,  his  life,  his  all  lie  braved  — 

From  underneath  the  Imrses'  heels  the  liitle  one  lie  saved. 

When.  llk;lit'ning  like,  lie  knew  the  truth,  she  was  his  own  sweet  Child. 

Ue  said,  "  I  liuow  whose  girl  you  are,"  and  she  said  as  she  emi\ed:—<,'horus. 


) 


There's  a  Girl  in  the  World  for  Us  All. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  Gatrel  Brothers.    All  ritrhts  reserved. 


Th«  Words  and  Mnsle  nf  this  Sc^nir,  arranfred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, po«t-|iald.  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soii|;s  for  One  Dollar, 
b»  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSOA  l;«  Hark  Row.  New  York;  or  85  A  H7  E.  Mmlliion  Ht,(;hloa«fo. 
Writ«  to  eltliur  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free 'IntaloBue  of  Sonus.  Ronir  Books, 
Sbaet  Music,  Uerman  SooK  .''ouks.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  W  C.  Davies. 


Two  friends  quarrelled  one  dav 

About  a  yoiinc  girl  rolled  Mary: 
Tom  loved  her  dearly  and  Jack  did  the  same, 

lint  he  was  a  little  contrary; 
Mary  told  Tom  that  she  loved  him  the  best. 

Ami  promised  that,  she'd  be  Ids  wife: 
When  Jack  lieard  of  this  in  a  pulsion  he  flew. 

Said:  "Our  frifiidchii), 'i'oiii,  ceases  for  life!  " 

Refrain. 
"Dnn't  l)e  nrery  with  me.  Jack, 

Because  I  have  won  Mary  ; 
Come,  let  us  he  frieiiils  atiain: 

Don't  he  so  roiitrarv; 
You  tried  to  win  her  I   knoir; 

She  loveii  me  best,  after  ah: 
Shake  hiinils  and  be  friends,  and  rememlier,"  said  Tom, 

"  There's  a  girl  in  the  world  for  lis  all." 

Said  Jack:  "  I'll  co  nwny 

Since  you've  won  tiie  heart  of  Mary." 
"  Don't  BO  away.  Jack,  for  I'm  still  your  friend; 

Why  are  yoii  so  awful  contrary: 
Soon  little  Mary  and  I  will  be  wed  » 

III  the  church  that  stands  over  ihe  way: 
Now  promise  me.  Jack,  that  my  friend  still  you'll  1h>." 

Tom  iheu  held  out  his  baud  and  did  »uy :— fief  rain. 


SWEET    LITTLE    ROSEY  -  POSEY. 

CopyrlKht.  UM,  by  Frank  Deane  A  Co.    Entered  at  Stationer*'  Ball:  London. 


All  riichts  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir,  nrransed  for  the  piano,  will  lie  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, iHMt-pald,  nil  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  8oii|rB  tor  One  Dollsr, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  IS2  Park  Row,  New  York;  nr  8S  A  S7  K.  Modliion  Ht.,Chlca»'n. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cotalotroe  of  Sonar*.  Hnnir  Books, 
Slieet  Music,  German  Bong  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Dacre. 


Benntlfnl  Rose,  when  the  wind  blows,  every  one  knows  yon  are  blooming. 
Life  is  complete,  blissfully  sweet,  sweeter  for  roses'  perfiimliii;. 
Rose  owns  a  part,  part  of  my  lieart:  Rosey's  trot  me  on  a  string: 
Dearest  of  dears;  yet  she  appears  quite  deaf  and  dumt>  when  I  sing: 

C'uoRCS. 
Sweet  little  Rosey-posey,  all  in  your  Sanday  clo'escy;    ., 

OoiKlness  only  knowsey  I  love  voii! 
Every  breeze  that  blowsey,  whispers  of  Rosey-posey; 

Love  in  a  cottage  is  cosy,  a  cotiaxe  that's  built  for  two. 

Beautifal  Rose,  when  tlie  wind  blows,  bright  co'den  tresses  are  streamiDg; 
When  I  reacti  home  after  oor  roam,  all  the  niicht  long  I  am  dreamint;. 
One  face  I  see  smiling;  on  ine,  cansinf;  my  poor  heart  to  leap, 
'i'lien  the  next  day  motlier  will  say,"  Why  do  you  sing  in  your  sleepf '*— CAo. 

Boantlfal  Rose,  when  the  wind  blows,  blows  me  the  luck  of  socoring 
Your  little  baud,  you  can  command  love  that  is  stroiiK  and  enduring. 
My  iieart  and  soul  you  can  control  until  the  end  of  my  life. 
Don't  be  absard;  whisper  one  word,  say  yoa  will  be  my  sweet  wife. —  Cho. 


Will  You  Love  Me,  Sweetheart, 
When  I'm  Old? 

CopyrlKht,  1896,  by  H.  W.  Peti  le.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hal),  London, 

"Hie  Words  and  Miidle  of  this  Sonir.  orranircd  for  the  piano,  will  l>«  sent  to  any  ad- 
ire's,  poH^palll,  on  receipt  of  40  reiitK;  or  this  and  any  tw  o  ..ther  Sontts  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSO  A  !.'«  I'srk  Row.  New  York;  or  116  A  87  E  Mi«rtl<M>n  Ht.Chtcaffo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab<ive  addresses  for  Free  Cutaloirue  of  Sonirs.  Bong;  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Oerman  Song  Books.  Latter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  BouIls,  etc. 


Words  by  A.  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 


Sweetheart  with  the  glorions  eyes,  where  yonng  love  a-dreaming  lies; 
Sweetheart  with  the  iiUishini;  Cheeks,  where  young  love  Its  secret  speaks; 
Sweetheart  with  the  trustint;  looks,  telling  more  than  any  booksl 
Answer  now,  and  answer  true,  'tis  all  I  ask  of  you. 

Chords. 
Will  yon  love  me,  sweetheart,  when  I'm  oldf 

Will  that  love  of  yours  l>e  ever  coldf 
If  I  were  to  leave  you.  would  it  truly  grieve  yonf 

Will  you  love  me,  sweetheart,  love  me,  when  I'm  oldf 

Love  is  hopeful  In  its  May,  when  'tis  snnny  ev'ry  day. 
When  the  song  of  binls  repeat  simple  stories  ever  sweet. 
Bat  when  antomn  hritn.'s  its  t;looni,  and  fair  flowers  cease  lo  idoom. 
Answer  now,  I  will  not  blame,  will  you  love  uie  Just  the  saioef 

Ohoriis. 
Will  yon  love  me.  sweetheart,  when  I'm  old? 

Will  that  love  of  yours  he  t'ver  colli T 
If  I  were  to  leave  yon,  would  it  truly  grieve  youT 
Will  yon  love  me,  sweetheart,  love  me.  wiien  I'm  old? 
( liepecU  lOft  line  tivict  if  not  too  high,  othmwite  thit  »ong  can  end  here ) 


SHINNY     ON    YOUR    OWN    SIDE. 

06pyright.  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J,  Wehman. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sontn  arranfred  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40  eeiits:  or  thin  and  any  two  other  S'Miirs  for  One  DoIIkt, 
l»y  Henry  J  Wehman,  130  .t  l:«  Park  Row.  New  York;  .-r  K,  A  87  E.  Mndl»on  Ht.Chlcairo. 
Write  to  eltlinr  one  of  the  nhive  addresses  for  Free  <;iitaloirue  of  Sonirs.  Sonic  Books, 
Shset  Music,  Qarmaa  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books.  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Graham. 


Tliere's  a  phrase  oft  used  by  school-hoys,  in  their  games  of  noise  and  strife. 

That  we  often  hear  again  when  years  have  passeil: 
You  must  shinny  on  your  own  side,  as  yi.u  travel  on  thro'  life. 

And  do  your  best  to  reach  tlie  goal  at  last; 
So  when  Ned  and  I  were  scliool-i>oys,  ev'ry  game  we  entered  in 

We  did  our  best,  with  liopes  of  vict'ry  gone: 
And  lie'd  say,  if  lie  defeated  me,  you  did  your  best  to  win, 

But  the  next  time  "  shinny  on  your  own  side,  John." 

Chorus. 

Shinny  on  yonr  own  side  rH  thro' life. 

Just  the  same  as  in  the  days  of  scboal-hoy  strife; 

Tliese  words  oft  come  back,  tlio' years  have  tone, 

"  Don't  get  mad,  but  shinny  on  your  own  side,  Juho."       .'    ' 

I  remember  we  were  iKjth  In  love  with  little  Nellie  Gray, 

And  for  quite  awhile  knew  not  which  she  preferred. 
Till  one  day,  with  lilnehini;  face,  he  told  me  lie  had  won  the  day. 

And  then  the  same  old  cry  again  I  heard: 
Now  I  won  my  vici'rv  fairly,  she  is  mine  beyond  dispute; 

'Pliere  are  other  girls,  tho' Nelly  Gray  is  L'one: 
And  It  may  be  that,  before  long,  you  will  find  one  that  will  salt,       ' 

So  be  miat  and  "abluny  on  your  own  side,  John.." 

Chords.  .:// 

Shinny  on  yonr  own  side  all  thro'  life,  ■  ,     • 

Just  the  same  as  In  the  days  of  school-boy  strife; 
These  words  oft  come  back,  tho'  years  have  gone,  ;.»';■  ] 

"Don't  get  mad,  but  shinny  on  your  own  side,  John.'-         '    •    '  .f' 
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)THE    MERMAID    AND    THE    MAN. 


Oop7ritrht,  18M,  by  Mayhew  &  Palmer.     Enter®  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 


Th«  Words  and  Hnrfe  of  thit  Sang,  arranged  for  the  iriano,  win  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreiiS  l>o«t-t>ald.  on  receiptor  40cent«:  or  this  and  any  two  other  »4onps  for  One  DulUr, 
by  Henry  J.  VVehman,  130 *  1S2  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  85  A  X7  E.  Mndivon  fit, Chicago. 
Write  tn  either  one  of  the  ab.>Te  addresses  for  Free  Cntalnirue  of  Bnntr.,  Sonar  Books, 
Sheet  Hoslo,  Qerman  SoDg  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Written  by  MJiyhew  &  Palmer.    Arranged  by  Julius  F.  Peterson. 


A  mermjrid  Bat.  on  the  wave-waelied  Bliore, 

And  loiitred  for  a  lover  bold.  , 

And  oiKlied  to  lieroeir  the  while  Bhe  thought. 

Must  trne  love  forever  grow  cold. 
A  failor  lad  Btrolliiig  along  the  81111(1, 

Dm-B  |)Hii8e  at  the  woiidrnne  Bight,  -' v..   .; 

And  Btiaight  to  his  heart  there  speeds  a  dart,  . 

Sent  by  love,  'tis  a  Borry  plight— for— 

Chords. 

Ciipid  BtandB  watching  the  trnnble  he's  caused 

For  the  mertTiHid  and  the  man; 
Be  cliiickles  with  clee  at  tlie  t<igbt  strange  to  see — 

A  meriiiHid  in  love  willi  a  man. 
The  lad's  face  turns  pale,  the  maid  wags  ber  tail 

And  sadly  looks  down  at  the  sand; 
Ax  sweetliearts  they  tarry,  they  never  can  marry, 

Tbc  mermaid  and  the  man. 

She  was  so  fair,  with  her  wave-kiss'd  bair,     ' 

Thiit  he  Itnelt  down  by  her  side; 
Yon  can't  marry  me.  nor  I  marry  thee— 

"IMh  a  cruel  triclf  of  fate,  tliey  both  cried. 
"I  Jove  thee  far  better  than  life,"  said  he;      > 

"And  I,"  said  the  mni<;,  "lovetliee." 
In  sorrow  he  hears  the  wild  waves  call 

Bis  sweetheart  back  into  the  sea— and— CAon<«. 

'Neath  the  waters  deep,  where  the  Bea  kings  sleep, 

The  maid  weeps  in  vain  for  ttie  lad. 
While  ciipid  langbed  long  at  the  i>oor  lad's  song. 

And  watches  liio  face  iirow  sad; 
And  year  after  year,  so 'tis  said,  I  hear,     -  . 

At  ebb  and  flow  of  the  tide. 
The  boatman,  in  fear,  will  venture  near 

To  the  place  where  true  love  lived  and  died— and— C/«>r"«. 


*  »  * 


Pictures  from  Life's  Other  Side. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCVI,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


1  Tbe  Words  and  Hualo  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  E.  Boer. 


In  the  world's  miiriity  gaU'ry  of  pictures 

Hang  the  )'CeneB  tliat  are  painted  from  life; 
The  picture  of  love  and  «)f  paHBion, 

'I'lie  picture  of  peace  and  of  clrife;       ■  ,',.  • ' 
The  picture  of  youth  an;l  of  beniity. 

Old  nee  and  the  blushing  young  hride. 
All  hang  on  the  wall,  but  the  Baddest  of  all. 

Are  the  pictures  from  life's  other  side. 

Chorus. 
'Tis  a  picture  from  life's  other  side. 

Some  one  who  fell  by  the  way, 
A  life  has  gone  out  wM  the  tide 

Thai  mny  have  been  Imppy  one  day. 
Some  poor  old  mother  at  home, 

Watchini;  and  nailing  alone. 
Longing  to  liear  from  the  lov'd  ones  so  dear, 

'Tis  a  picture  from  life's  other  side. 

The  first  scene  is  that  of  a  gambler, 

Wlio  has  lost  all  his  money  at  play. 
Draws  bis  dead  moilier'a  rine  from  his  finger. 

She  wore  on  her  wedding  day; 
Bis  last  earthly  treasure  he  stakes  it. 

Bows  his  bead,  thai  his  shame  he  may  hide. 
Wlieii  tliey  lifted  his  head  they  found  he  was  dead, 

'Tis  a  picture  from  life's  other  side. — Chorut. 

The  next  tells  a  tale  of  two  brothers, 

Wliose  paths  in  life  diff'rent  ways  led; 
Tlie  one  was  in  luxury  livinn,  ■ 

The  other  one  begued  for  his  bread;  ■.'." 

One  dark  night  they  met  on  the  higliwajr. 

"  Your  money  or  lifel  "  the  thief  crieil. 
And  he  took  with  his  knife  bis  own  brother's  life, 

'Tis  a  picture  from  life's  other  Bide.—Choi-u$. 

The  last  Is  a  scene  by  the  river. 

Of  a  bi-art-broken  mother  and  babe,  '  '■    " 

'Neath  tiie  harbor-lights'  glare  stands  and  shivers. 

An  outcast  whom  no  one  will  save; 
And  )et  she  was  once  a  true  woman, 

Slie  was  somebody's  darling  and  pride.  :.'■. "' 

God  lieip  her.  she  leaps,  there  is  no  one  to  weep, 

'Tis  a  picture  from  life's  other  Bide.— C horns. 


Goin*  to  Lose  Yer  Baby  in  de  Mornin'. 

'..•:   .      -    Copyright,  MDCCCXCNl,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


Done  gone  an'  told  my  feller,  I'ee  sorry,  'deed  I  am;  • 
I>e  EX)t  anoder  honey  boy— a  regular  t>porly  man; 
Of  course,  he  ain't  no  liigger,  but  diit  don't  cnt  no  figure; 
He  is  black,  aLd  dat  am  what  a  nigger  ought  to  be. 

Chori's. 
So  what  yer  goin'  to  do  wlien  yer  lose  yer  little  lioney,  oh? 
What  yer  goin'  ter  do  when  she  stops  yer  s()endifig  money? 
'Deed  I'se  tot  to  quit  yer.  let  unodt-r  nigger  net  yer. 
An'  yer  goin'  to  lose  yer  baby  in  de  inornin'. 

Hy  new  man  am  a  corker,  de  hottest  thing  aronnd; 
He  wears  de  swellest  diamonds  too  of  any  coon  in  town; 
A  reg'lar  cake-walk  winner,  an'  lives  on  chicken  dinner: 
Love  yer  wan,  and  den  lie  said,  you  will  t>e  in  it  too. — Cfiottii. 

I  hate  to  tole  my  feller  I  has  to  turn  him  down, 
I'se  f;ot  to  be  a  Trilby  for  my  new  man  Biilie  Brown. 


An'  change  my  name  to  Sadie,  wear  diamonds  like  a  lady, 
Den  I'll  do  de  Boulevard  when  Sunday  comes  around. —  C'< 


C'hotvB. 


♦  s  » 


HOT    TAMALE    ALLEY. 

Ooftyrlffht,  1S96,  by  Spaulding  &  6ray^   Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
-,    ;V  All  rights  reserved.  ''.?■:!       '^"v 
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Words  by  Hay  Irwin.    Music  by  Geo.  H.  Cohan- 


Down  in  Hot  Tamale  Alley  lives  a  yalUr  gal  named  Sully,    , 

She's  the  warmest  niemlter  in  Hie  colored  iit^igliborliood: 
Sally  is  the  pink  of  neatness,  she's  a  little  lump  of  sueeiness. 

I'm  her  man,  tlie  wliole  coon  clan  would  carve  me  if  they  could; 
Talk  about  your  jealous  nitruere.  how  they'd  like  to  pull  the  triggers 

Of  the  guns  they  carry,  and  a  target  make  of  ine, 
JuBt  because  I've  won  this  bnby,  and  eome  dny  I'll  wed  her,  maybe; 

When  we  go  out  for  a  stroll,  we  are  a  sight  to  see. 

Chorus. 
There's  no  nieger  cutting  any  fiuure 

When  I  go  out  for  a  promenade  with  Sallyl 
There's  a  lot  of  wenches  dark.r.  hut  .you  bet  there's  not  a  marker 

To  my  baby  down  in  Hot  Tamale  Alley. 

Every  cake  walk,  why  we  win  it,  no  one's  in  it.  for  a  minute. 

When  I  link  tier  arm  and  walk  with  Hot  Tamale  Sal, 
To  dis  Coon  slie  is  a  iileBsine,  and  she  doesn't  keep  me  gnessiiig; 

For  I  know  thnt  I'm  her  beau,  and  she's  my  only  gal; 
She's  tbe  prize,  and  I  have  won  it,  ev'ry  nigger  trps  hie  bonnet 

When  we  pass,  or  else  I  flourish  up  my  razor  blade: 
Now  by  dark-town  we're  re8|>ected.  swellest  couple  we're  elected; 

Babies  mighty  hot  'twould  take  to  put  us  in  the  shade.— CAoru«. 


ONLY    AN    ACTOR'S    CHILD. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCVI.  by  Heni^  J.  Wehman. 
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Wordsand  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 

"Ton  ask  me  for  a  story,  lK)ys,"  thiiB  spoke  our  leader  Joe, 

As  we  Bat  'round  ttie  hotel  fire  one  night  after  the  show: 

"  All  right,"  said  he,  "I'll  tell  you  then,"  liis  face  with  pleasure  glowed, 

*'  An  incident  that  happened  witli  my  first  sliow  on  the  road: 

One  night  while  playing  Boston,  the  snow  lay  cold  and  deep, 

I  hurried  on  lowanls  the  show  to  ):et  in  from  the  street. 

While  just  inside  the  stage-door,  where  the  light  most  dimly  shed, 

A  bundle  lay  with  note  attached,  I  picked  it  up  and  read: 

CeoRCB. 

"Only  an  actor's  child,  just  a  little  eirl. 

Please  try  to  love  her.  whose  Christian  name  is  Pearl; 

Don't  treat  her  harshly,  kindness  instead,  ■■,.- 

Only  an  actor's  child,  whose  parents  now  are  dead. 

"  I  carried  back  the  little  thing  and  told  them  what  I'd  found. 

Wliile  ev'ry  member  of  the  show  bud  quickly  gathered  'round; 

Our  wardrobe  lady  kissed  it  and  said  in  a  tender  tone, 

'  I'll  take  it.  Joe.  if  you  don't  mind,  and  raise  it  as  my  own  '; 

As  years  rolled  on  the  baby  grew  most  beautiful  and  fair; 

No  artist  ever  painted,  boys,  a  picture  half  so  rare: 

The  wardrobe  lady  since  is  dead,  lint  of  the  babe  I'll  say.  ■'  ,  ■  , 

She  is  tbe  leading  lady  now  with  this  same  show  to-day. 

■/   \/--':^'-[:  J-  Chorus.  •^■•r.-. ,  - '  •"    .:■'. 

.    -         •*  Only  an  actor's  child,  now  a  winsome  girl; 

Britlit  as  tlie  Bunshine  is,  so  each  L'oldeii  curl.         ':..'.. 

Followe<l  In  footsteps  of  a  father's  Call, 

Only  an  actor's  child— so  boys,  you  know  it  all." 


.y»-^,.^s,^-^  '■j:^-;.-^:*^,^ 
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SALLY,    PONT    DALLY. 

Copyright,  MDCCCXCVI,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmau. 
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Words  and  Muaic  by  Charles  Qraham. 


A  darling  little  Irisli  lass  tliro'  lilarney  won  my  heart; 
She  it  n  brJu'lit-vyed  culleeii,  and  from  her  I  could  not  part; 
I  followeil  her  ucrosa  the  eiea— her  folks  had  noue  hefore — 
Aud  her  father  eaid  to  Sally  wheu  I  lauded  ou  this  shore: 

RSFHAIN. 

Sally,  don't  dally,  81  ick  to  O'Malley; 

Give  your  cuueent  if  to-niuht  lie  eboald  call, 
ne  loves  > on  dearly,  treut  him  aliicerely 

Marry  O'Malley,  or  uo  mau  at  all. 

Said  I,  njy  colleen,  plieht  your  word  and  wait  a  year  for  me; 
And  theu  I'll  have  as  ueat  a  place  us  ever  you  did  see; 
She  suid,  I  will;   Pat,  don't  yon  fear.     The  time  at  lost  has  flown, 
Aod  to-uigUt  eUe'll  get  the  deeds  aiid  right  to  a  cottage  all  ber  owu.- 


W. 


WHAT    MIG-HT    HAVE    BEEN. 

CopyrlKht,  1896,  by  E.  T.  Paull.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 


CLARA    BELL. 
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Words  by  Artbor  Travelyan.    Uusk;  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 


Down  at  the  beach  last  week,  sittiii);  within  a  nook. 

There  was  a  maid  BO  meek,  feign iut;  to  reud  a  hook;  ■  • 

Just  OS  I  passed  the  place  my  eyes  met  hers  so  brlglit. 

Tenderly  gazing,  such  bright  bupes  raising,  we  botb  bad  loved  at  sight. 

Chords. 

Clara  Bell,  Clara  Bell,  is  the  name  of  the  girl  that  I  love; 
Clara  Bell,  Clara  Bell,  is  as  fair  as  an  nngel  above; 
Clara  Bell,  Clara  Bell,  from  me  slyly  bas  stolen  my  heart; 
Clara  Bell,  Clara  Bell,  from  my  darficg  I  never  will  part. 

In  the  glad  month  of  Jnne,  when  all  with  mirth  Is  fanned. 

We'll  take  our  honeymoon,  happiest  in  the  land; 

Nothing  can  blight  our  love,  care  is  a  thing  unknown. 

So  on  forever,  never  to  sever,  Clara,  my  love,  my  oviu.—  Vhorui. 


All  riKbts  leaerTed. 
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Her  Memory  Brings  Me  No  Regret. 
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Words  and  Muaic  by  Castell  Brydges. 


They  stood  at  the  altar  pide  by  Bide 

In  the  snuHhine  of  youth  sublime, 
No  thought  of  clouds  or  storm  and  strife 

Id  the  sweet,  golden  snniiner  time; 
But,  alas  I  if  the  future  they  could  have  seen. 

Their  joy  would  have  fled  like  a  dream; 
Dark  days  hov'ring  o'er  tlieni 

And  the  story  what  might  have  been. 

Chobcs. 

Simfhlne,  sorrow  and  tears  come  to  every  one. 

Be  they  peasant,  be  they  lilnj;,  they  cannot  dark  days  shun; 

Only  men  aud  women  are  we,  feeling  sorrow  keen; 

We  oft  look  buck  with  sad  regret  and  think  what  mlgbt  have  been. 

I  .... 

One  day  In  their  lives  a  qnarrel  came, 

A  simple  and  foolieli  thing; 
It  blufted  their  love  forevermore 

Like  tlie  viper's  pols'noiis  Sling; 
And  now  In  the  night,  when  the  moon  ebines  bright, 

A  woman  so  fair  is  eeeu, 
Murm'riiig  ill  ber  agony, 

llow  happy  we  might  have  been.— CAor?«. 


Maybe  Mary  Didn't  See  New  York. 

Copyright.  MDCCCXCVI,  by  Ueury  J.  Wehman.  . 
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Words  by  Howard  Oraham.    Mudc  by  Cbas.  Qraham. 

Love's  early  dream  lias  passed  away,  forever  gone,  too  sweet  to  stay; 
The  inem'ry  of  a  bygone  day  Is  all  that's  left  lo  comfort  me. 
One  face  I  see  liefore  me  yet,  with  sparkling  eyes  and  cnrls  of  Jet, 
My  Bweetheart'a  face,  as  first  we  met— her  mem'ry  brings  me  uo  regret. 

Refrain. 

Her  mem'ry  brings  me  no  regret,  '  .' 

Although  our  sun  of  love  has  set; 
She  loved  me  once,  I  can't  forget;  .       •' 

'    Iler  mem'ry  brings  me  uo  regret. 

As  years  go  by,  the  tboaght  that  she  has  loved  me  once  will  be  to  me 
A  consolalloii  sweet,  tlio'  we  could  never  wed,  tbro'  Fate's  decree. 
Sometimes  I  wish  we'd  never  met,  and  still  I  know  I  love  her  yet; 
Tho'  parted  now,  1  can't  forget— ber  uieiu'ry  brings  me  uo  regret.— JT^/raiH. 


^  tm 


THE    STRANGER'S    STORY. 
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Words  and  Muaio  by  E.  T.  Paull. 


Words  and  Muaic  by  Harry  S.  HiUer. 

Miry  wft8  a  pretty,  rural  maiden, 
Whose  little  heart  wiiU  love  was  never  laden, 
Ijutil  one  summer's  day,  came  a  city  chap,  bo  gay— 
The  sequel  is  a  little  furnished  flat; 

Theu  lie  told  her  of  the  dangers  of  the  city. 
Of  its  wicked  ways  aud  doings  tlint  were  wrong,  . 

Which  riiitied  ber  ciirioeity  and  pity. 
So  one  morning  when  to  business  be  bad  gone— 

CUORL'S. 

Blaybe  Mary  didn't  Bi'c  New  York,  yon  know; 
She  never  miseed  a  good  tiling  In  her  walk,  that's  so; 
Prom  the  east  side  to  the  west, 
'   Aud  the  Bow'ry  at  lis  best. 

Maybe  Mary  didn't  see  New  York— 
Oh,  mayl)e  Mary  didn't  see  New  York,  you  know; 
For  a  Country  girl  she  rather  liked  the  iport,  just  so; 
Long  before  the  snn  went  down. 
She  knew  more  than  half  the  town— 

Maybe  Mary  didn't  see  New  York. 

Mary  was  a  creature  qnite  amazing. 

Who  longed  to  see  the  city  lighls  a-blazing. 

One  evening  after  nine  slie  took  In  the  Tenderloin, 

While  hnbby  at  the  club  was  far  from  home; 

Theu  her  ii'nocence,  and  ways  that  seemed  so  chary,   ' 
Canght  all  the  swells  that  came  within  her  way; 

At  four  A.  M.  when  strolling  home  with  Mary, 
Ton  coald  Lear  them  siuging  coming  down  Broadway:— r/i&r'<«. 


One  bright  antnmn  evening,  'round  au  old  Inn  door, 

A  merry  group  had  gathered,  recalling  days  of  yore, 

When  Id  tlie  dusky  twilight,  there  iippeared  a  man, 

Whose  step  was  slow  and  feeble,  whose  face  was  sud  and  calm: 

W'ill  you  join  onr  groii|>— friend,  has  thy  life  been  welU 

Have  yiiu  not  a  stury  that  you  to  us  can  tellf 

Yes,  I  have  a  story,  one's  that's  sadly  true. 

And  if  yoo  will  listen,  I'll  tell  it  now  to  yon: 

CaoRUB. 

Why  do  oar  loved  ones  leave  nsf 

Why  are  our  tears  in  vain T 
Why  Is  the  suulight  darkened 

And  veiled  by  the  iniets  of  paint 
Many  a  heart  Is  wecpinir. 

E'en  though  the  brow  be  clear, 
'Neatii  the  gladness  sorrow, 

Behind  the  smile  a  tear. 

In  a  peaceful  valley,  'iieatli  the  mountain  shade. 

Many  years  have  Vuuialied  since  I  woo'd  a  maid; 

Iler  cheeks  were  like  the  roses,  hair  like  shining  gold: 

Ber  answer  came  with  blushes  when  I  my  love  had  told.  (  ' 

I  will  love  you  always,  with  a  heart  that's  true. 

Thus  replied  my  darling,  as  close  to  me  slie  drew. 

But  before  the  roses  from  her  checks  bad  flown, 

Slie  'ueatb  the  sod  was  sleeping,  and  I  waa  left  uloae.—  Chorut. 

Little  ones  were  playing 'ronnd  onr  cottage  door, 

Now  their  childlsn  voices  are  hushed  forevermore; 

All  was  Joy  and  gladness  in  onr  happy  home,  .■; 

But,  ttlasi  they're  gone  now,  and  I  am  left  to  roam,    .'"  ' 

She  grew  sud  and  lonely,  for  lier  darlings  three,  '  ' 

Who  had  gone  before  her,  leaving  none  hut  me;  '  .•■.  ':  •■•!■.; '. 

Now  yon  have  my  story.     Sad  allhouKh  it  be, 

Tet  I  know  they're  watching  and  waiting  there  for  me.—Cfiarui. 
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ONLY    A    ROSEBUD     THAT    SHE  ^ 
,   ,,      WORE    IN    HER    HAIR.  [ 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Anita  Owan.    All  right*  reserred. 


SWEET    BUNCH    OF    DAISIES. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Anita  Owen.    All  rights  reeerved. 
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•■■'■•,  .:  •-  V  Words  and  Music  by  Anita  Owen.        ':"  '•.''' 


Sweet  Rolden  daisies,  oh,  how  dear  to  me, 

Ever  I  hear  them,  wiiisp'ring,  love,  of  thee, 

Mnniiiiring  softly,  in  a  silent  tlieme, 

or  love's  bright  morning,  now  one  sad,  sweet  dream. 

Refbain. 

Sweet  bniich  of  daisies,  bronght  from  the  dell. 
Kiss  nie  once,  darling,  daisies  won't  tell. 
Give  me  your  promise,  O  sweetheart  do; 
Darling,  1  love  you,  will  you  be  truef 

Sweet,  withered  daisies,  treasured  more  than  gold, 
Brint!  back  to  niem'ry  those  sweet  days  of  old. 
When  we  together  strolled  through  forests  green, 
GatUeriDg  duisies  growing  by  the  stream.— ^«/ratn. 
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HE  ONCE  WAS  A  MILLIONAIRE. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  tiODdon. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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By  Charles  Qraham. 


Will  yon  help  a  poor  man  on,  sir— buy  a  pencil,  please,  from  me; 

I  once  had  wealth,  was  happy,  sir,  and  not  the  wreck  yon  see; 

So  said  a  weary  pedler,  as  1  passed  him  by  one  night, 

A  picture  of  despair  and  want  beneath  the  gleaming  light; 

Ills  voice  was  quite  familiar,  and  his  face  I  thouelit  I  knew. 

And  so  I  slopped  a  lillle  while,  exchanged  a  word  or  two; 

I  found  he  was  an  old-lirae  friend,  a  rich  man  years  ago; 

"  Why,  what's  gone  wrong,  old  man,"  I  said,  "  why  have  you  gone  sof " 

Refrain. 

Uc  once  was  a  millionaire,  he  once  had  a  charming  wife. 

And  u  sweet  Utile  maid,  who,  the  neighbors  said,  was  the  ennshineof  his  life; 

He's  honieiess  and  friendless  uow,  for  uothiug  he  seems  to  care, 

Uegi;iug  his  way  on  the  streets  each  day,  though  he  once  was  a  millionaire. 

With  startled  look,  at  last  he  said,  "  What,  Tom!  you've  changed  a  lot; 

You're  looking  well  and  prosp'rons,  while  these  rags  are  all  I've  got; 

1  n«-v<'r  look  for  sympathy,  the  fault  is  all  my  own, 

But  I  have  lost  all  iiature,  Tom,  since  my  lass  Nelly's  gone; 

My  wife,  she  left  ine  long  ago,  a  heavy  blow  for  me; 

I  prayed  I  might  forget  her,  and  no  more  her  face  should  see; 

I  only  wish  to  be  alone,  for  life  I  do  not  cure. 

That's  why  I  am  a  beggar,  who  was  once  a  millionaire."— .S«/rain. 
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BABY    IRENE. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Ho.  Pomaranc.    AH  rights  reserved. 
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■    .      .-    r.         '      Words  and  Music  by  Ho.  Pomaranc.  •  - 


In  a  neat  little  cottage,  surrounded  by  trees. 

Sits  a  mother  with  a  heart  light  and  free. 
While  she  thinks  of  the  evil  that  might  befall;  ;  - 

The  child  site  there  on  her  knee,  -■'' 

Just  then  the  door  opened,  the  husband  comes  home, 

A  toy  for  the  baby  lie  always  does  brintr; 
When  supper  is  over,  he  picks  up  the  child. 

For  it  pleases  him  when  he  cau  sing: 

Refrain. 
You  arc  my  Irene,  ever  so  charming; 

You  are  my  darling,  few  like  yon  are  ever  seen; 
I  love  yon  dearly,  always  l>e  near  me. 

There  is  no  sweeter  child  than  my  baby  Irene. 

Now  the  years  have  gone  by,  and  the  child  it  has  grown 

To  womanhood,  gentle  and  true. 
Yet  she  thinks  of  the  time  that  is  now  drawing  near. 

When  she'd  be  a  loving  wife,  too; 
The  clock  on  the  mantle  strikes  the  hour  of  eight. 

And  then  tliere's  a  click  at  the  old  garden  gate; 
She  knowi*  it's  her  lover,  and  says  you  are  late, 

Wlieu  softly  he  starts  in  to  sing:  ,:■- 

Rkfbain.  ;/■-.,    ;, 

You  are  my  Irene,  ever  so  charming;  -'"•'    '•       '; 

You  are  my  darling,  few  like  yon  are  ever  seen; 
I  love  you  dearly,  always  be  near  me, 

Tbere  is  no  sweeter  one  than  my  own  sweet  Irene. 


The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.     Music  by  Anita  Owen. 


Only  a  rosebud,  cherished  with  regret. 

Given  to  me  by  one  I  can't  forget; 

I  begged  it  of  her,  for  I  loved  her  so,  '  *.       /  -  . 

When  we  were  happy  In  the  long  ago. 

Refraik. 

Only  a  rosebud  that  she  wore  in  her  hair; 
Only  a  rosebud,  nothing  more;  ^      . 

Poor  faded  flower  that  she  left  in  my  care,  * 
Only  a  rose  worn  in  her  hair. 

Here  in  the  garden,  by  the  little  gate,  .  -     • 

Oft  for  my  coming  did  she  watch  and  wait. 
While  stars  shone  tranquil  in  tlie  heavens  blue. 
We  told  our  vows  and  promised  to  he  Imc.—Jiefrain. 

Often  I  fancy,  at  the  close  of  day. 

That  she  is  waiting  at  the  garden  way: 

Still  in  my  niem'ry  her  swuet  face  I  see. 

Smiling,  as  when  she  gave  this  ruse  to  me.—Jlefrain. 


1  ONLY  KNOW  I   LOVE  HER  SO. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Spauldhig  A  Gray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  Hasssll. 


■    :    There's  a  girl  I  love  far  more  than  tongue  can  tell; 

Her  heart  is  mine  and  mine  alone. 
And  to  me  no  sweeter  girl  on  earth  doth  dwell. 

For  she's  the  sun  I  lull  r  of  my  home; 
I  care  not  if  no  one  beside 

Her  beauty  e'er  can  know, 
For  I  know  her  smiles  are  just  for  me  alone, 

I  know  I  love  her  SO.  , 

Refrain. 

I  only  know  I  love  her  so,  no  purer  bliss  care  I  to  know; 
Whate'er  betide,  uo  thought  hieside,  1  ouiy  know  I  love  her  so. 

At  the  close  of  day  she  meets  me  at  the  door; 
,    '       Her  smiling  face  with  love  aglow. 

And  her  firms  entwine  as  tho' to  loose  no  more; 

No  purer  love  coul<l  moitnl  kuow; 
Hy  faithful  wife  is  nil  in  all. 

Life's  stream  does  (•niooihly  flow,  '.■:■'.-. 

Just  a  smile,  a  kiss,  a  whisper- 

What  befalls,  be  sure  I  love  her  Bo.—Jf^rain. 


:         A   TRISCO    G-IRL. 
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Written  and  Composed  hy  Jas.  H.  Uai-sholl  and  Walter  Wulff. 


A  San  Francicco  girl  am  I,  and  only  plain  nt  that; 
I've  been  to  Monie  Carlo,  and  have  played  at  liHccarat 
In  Paris,  London  and  Berlin  and  far  away  Moscow — 
1  must  admit  they're  very  flue,  but  give  me  dear  'Frisco. 

Chorus. 
Where  flowers  are  blooming  the  year  'round  and  sunshine's  bright; 
Where  girls  are  beauties  to  guze  on  in  broad  dnylitsht. 
For  at  night-time  or  daytime,  or  winter  or  summer, 

Yon'll  see  pretty  girls  on  the  street. 
For 'Frisco,  yon  are  quite  a  wonder, 
And  can'i  be  l>eat.        •  ;    -    _ 

Now  Eastern  folks  will  tell  ns  that  we  are  away  out  West,  -  ,  '^< 

And  say  that  we're  behind  the  times  in  every  thing  that's  best;      '-  ■'' 
That  might  be  true  in  some  respects,  not  everything,  I  swear— 
Por  singers,  actors,  fighters  too,  they  come  from  yon  know  where.— # 

We  take  delight  In  out-door  sports— swimming,  rowing,  and  the  like; 
Lawn  tennis,  Goff,  and  other  games,  likewise  tlie  dear  old  bike. 
We  visit  the  race-track  at  times,  if  only  for  a  lark — 
Returning  home,  we  take  the  reins,  drive  through  our  famous  park.— 
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)      I    KNOW    SOME    ONE    WHO'S 
THINKINO    OF    ME. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Dave  JIarlon. 


l^-% 


Slmp'e,  nweet  and  pn-ttv  is  tli«  uiri  timt  I  adure: 

Atwence  iniikes  the  hcnrt  more  font),  I  love  tier  more  aad  more; 

We  write  each  otiier  ktlt-ra  nliuost  ev'ry  diiy; 

"i'wiw  buril  to  part  from  lier  denr  ht-urt,  to  cheer  me  now  I  Bay: 

CuoKus. 
"I  know  fioine  one  »  ho'a  iliiiikiiisr  of  me,      ' 
I  know  gome  one  who'll  Goiieiant  be, 
'  Whether  I  am  roamlnu' on  lanii  or  aea, 

I  kuow  some  outi  wlio's  ihinkiiig  of  lue." 

We  hotlt  live  In  a  villnce,  and  the  fiictorie"  all  closed  down, 
Willi,  not  enoiiuli  to  wed  her,  then.  I  oturted  f>>r  tliia  town. 
I've  lieen  out  here  alniosi  a  year,  ami  never  jont  a  dny; 
Tu-ui>;Ut  I  journey  boiue  aguin,  and  aiug  to  her  tUia  lay:— (7 Aorwi. 


SHE    CAN^T    BE    BEAT. 
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Wrltieu  and  Composed  by  Jas.  H.  Marshall  and  Walter  Wolff. 


Bova.  concrntiilHie  me.  my  ht'art  to-niu'lit  is  lis;ht. 

For  Nell,  iiiv  uirl.  Jiiiii  promlxed  me  ohe  wonlil  become  my  wife. 

Ailmirers  »Ue  bao  |iienty,  to  win  ner  1  feel  proml. 

To  kiiow  that  Tm  tUe  lucky  one  from  out  of  all  that  crowd. 

Chorus. 

When  we  stroll  npon  the  street. 

All  eyes  ure  gazinj;  on  Nellie,  my  darling,  BO  nice  and  sweet. 

Bhe's  my  loved  one.  ami  dre^seil  so  neat: 

Ber  e>e8  are  so  lender,  tier  wuiet  is  eo  slender,  she  cau't  l>e  beat. 

Twelve  motitbs  we  are  married,  our  love  is  sweet  to  see. 

Ami  Nellie's  lime  is  occiipie<i  witb  baby  on  her  knee. 

She  talks  aboiil  It  daily,  she  cures  for  it  at  iiiKht: 

My  home  is  quite  a  paradise,  witb  baby,  self  and  wife. —  Chorus. 

Is  married  life  a  failure?  I've  heard  It  oft  discussed. 

And  when  I  bear  (he  subject  liroacbed.  it  fills  me  with  disgust. 

I  know  wlien  I  am  hai>p\,  to  see  my  wife's  a  treat: 

At  baking  cakes  and  biscuits,  too,  I  kuow  She  cau't  be  beat.— 6'Ao;'u«. 


Geo.  Evans'  St.  Louis  Cyclone. 
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Words  by  Ren.  Shields     Music  by  Qoo.  Evans, 


In  the  city  of  St.  Louis  on  a  bimv  afternoon. 

Just  l>«rore  tile  evening  sliailes  beuan  t<i  fall, 
The  streets  were  filled  wiib  people,  who  were  coming  borne  from  toil, 

No  daiiL-er  Beemeil  lo  threaten  them  at  all. 
Each  one  was  smiling  gay  as  rbey  xlrolled  along  the  way; 

The  world  lo  them  had  never  looked  so  hriubt, 

Wben  a  cyclone,  with  a  roar,  down  ibe  streets  aiid  bywaj'S  tore, 
Leaving  sorrow  and  destriiciion  there  that  nigbt. 

CUOKUS 
Many  hearts  are  acliintr,  iniuiy  noioes  forsaken, 

M'lny  loved  oiieK  gone  foieverinore: 
Wives  and  mother!*  weeping,  at  the  harvest  death  is  reaping, 

As  it  travels  on  its  way  from  door  lo  dour. 

In  a  cheery  little  Cottage  on  the  nntsklrtg  of  the  town. 

There  a  dear,  old  t;ruy-baiied  mother  sat  alone: 
She  bad  the  supi>er  ready  and  was  wmtlnt;  Tor  ber  boy. 

She  knew  tliat  be  would  soon  be  comink.'  home. 
The  weary  tioiirs  rolled  by,  but.  alas!   be  never  Came, 

Her  lonely  watcb  she  kept  till  morning  liolit: 
She  II  never  see  bim  auain.  for  the  hoy  pbe  watched  in  vain. 

Like  other  motbers  on  that  fatal  night.— 6'Aoru«, 

When  the  wires  flashed  tlie  tidintce  of  the  city's  awfal  plight. 

Every  lionest  heart  was  touched  with  sympathy: 
We'll  all  join  in  IlKe  brothers  and  we'll  let  St    LoulS  know 

That  we'll  lend  a  belpint;  band  from  sea  to  sea. 
We'll  help  with  al  our  iiiiolit  to  iiiiike  her  burden  light. 

And  she'll  flnil  that  we  are  with  ber  lo  tne  end; 
When' her  trials  are  all  o'er  and  she's  on  her  feet  once  more. 

She  will  find  oat  that  *2i«sw  York  wu  luir  UieixiL—Ghonu. 


♦Any  city. 


What  Will  Your  Answer  Be? 
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Written  by  Steve  Leggett    Composed  by  Albert  Perry. 


Two  fond  yonng  lovers  are  partintr,  be  has  to  cross  O'er  the  sea; 
Maybe  they're  parting  forever,  quite  broken-hearted  IB  shel 
He  has  resolved  to  seek  fortune  in  a  far,  far  distant  bind: 
Listen  to  what  he  is  saying,  as  they  are  clasped  baud  in  band: 

Chobcs. 
What  will  your  anBwer  be  when  I  come  back  again?  .,  , 

Will  It  lie  "yes"  or  "noT"  Will  It  mean  joy  or  pain  T 
Tlio'  I  must  leave  yoa  now,  tho'  I  must  cross  the  sea. 
Farewell,  my  sweet — wbeu  next  we  meet,  what  will  your  answer  bet 

Will  yon  be  corstant,  my  darling  when  I  am  far.  far  awsy? 
Think  of  me  sometimes,  my  sweetheart,  when  at  your  bedside  yon  prayl 
Tbotigb  I  must  leave  yon,  my  love<l  one.  to  battle  the  world's  weary  strife: 
Wbeu  I  come  back,  love,  to  claim  you,  and  ask  you  to  l>e  my  wife— C'Aon/f. 

Good-bye  again  then,  my  angel:  God  keep  yon  constant  snd  true, 
Tho'  many  miles  are  between  us,  you'll  know  I'm  thinking  of  yon. 
Farewell,  my  darling,  God  liless  yout  Say  you'll  lie  coiiHtaiit  to  me: 
When  I  ask,  love,  on  returning,  what  will  your  answer  tyel—Chorui. 


THE    STAR,    AND    THE    LOVERS. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Sluotgomery  Irving. 


As  the  first  Btar  of  evening  appeared  in  the  sky,  ;  ,''i,' 

Two  figures  gazed  far  up  above: 
They  were  sweetbearis,  who  thought  none  so  iisppy  as  they. 

For  their  whisp'rinus  were  sweei  tales  of  love: 
•*  If  when  we're  united,  will  you  ever  prove  true?" 

lie  said,  "Love,  from  you  I'll  ne'er  purl." 
Ber  eyes  showed  the  answer  her  lips  could  not  Bpeak, 

As  he  sang  to  bis  little  sweetheart: 

CaoRtts. 

Faithful,  love,  as  yonder  star  I'll  always  be  to  thee. 

Tell  me  that  you  are  the  same  and  constant  will  I  be: 

I  have  no  wealth  to  offer,  but  a  heart  that's  fond  and  tme: 

Then  brighter  shone  the  little  star,  and  twinkled  fond  adieu. 

Ere  a  month  passed  away,  two  hearts  were  made  one. 

Their  happiness  they  ibouifht  complete. 
For  in  joy  and  contentment  the  weeko  glided  on, 

As  they  prayed  for  their  Maker  to  keep. 
"  Fifty  years  gone,  my  darling,  those  blue  eyea  the  same, 

And  always  a  smile,  love,  for  me: 
As  the  I>luehe8  of  piiritv  peep<-d  on  each  cheek, 

ne  whispered  that  old  melody:— CAoriM. 


m%^ 


I  Love  Nobody,  Nobody  Loves  Me. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Sim  Williams. 


Once  I  loved  a  yaller  gal,  her  name  was  Martha  Jane, 

Now  I  love  nobody,  nobody  loves  me. 
The  way  thai  gal  mistreated  me,  it  really  was  a  shame, 

Now  I  love  nobody,  noho<iy  loves  me. 
I  l>ought  ber  ice  cream  soda,  I  tboUL'bt  I  had  her  sure; 

I  called  on  ber  one  eveiiim;,  said  I  loved  her  more  and  more, 
Tii*'n  she  said,  "  You  foolish  nitiger,"  and  Bhe  kicked  me  out  the  door, 

Xiow  1  love  Qoi>ody,  nobody  loves  me. 

Chorus.   - 
In  those  days  I  was  hiehly  connected,  — 

By  the  colored  (>opulation,  near  and  far,  I  was  respected: 
When  that  iiigeer  wencli  said  to  me:  "Coou,  you  are  rejected," 
Now  1  love  nobody,  nobody  loves  me. 

She  was  not  eo  pretty,  on  ber  face  there  was  a  mole. 

Now  I  love  nobody,  nobody  loves  me. 
They  say  she  loves  another  coon,  whose  face  Is  black  as  coal. 

Now  I  love  nolMxiy,  nobody  loves  me.  ..^ 

Thev  say  be  weighs  two  hnndreit  pounds  and  that  lie  is  a  Bight; 

His  face  it  is  so  very  black,  you  can't  see  him  at  night. 
So  I'm  gwliie  to  L'et  a  razor,  and  I'll  liunt  him  with  a  light,   - 

Now  I  love  nobody,  nobody  loves  me.— CVioria. 
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SAUSAQE  OF   PARADISE   ALLEY. 

Parody  on—"  The  Suosbine  of  Paradise  Alley." 
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Written  and  Sung  by  Ous  Wllliama. 


There's  a  little  enide  street,  tbat  yon  cannot  call  sweet, 

Wbere  the  Bourd  of  II«iilih  often  will  rally; 
It's  about  a  yard  wide,  and  the  law  is  defied— 

The  police  Cull  it  Ponulise  Alley. 
There's  a  f;irl  livint;  there,  with  cross  eyes  and  red  hair, 

And  her  front  name,  they  (ell  nie,  is  Sally; 
Every  day  on  the  street  she  sells  Frankforters  sweet, 

That's  the  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley. 

Chorus.  ■  -'■."■ 

Every  Sunday,  even  in  rain  or  snow. 
With  her  Frankfort  puddiuR,  'Iouk  the  street  she'll  go; 
All  the  boys  then  say,  in  a  whiB|)«r  low, 
There  goes  the  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley*    . 

When  O'Brien's  little  boy  used  that  pirl  to  annoy. 

They  all  thought  that  she  would  not  go  near  him. 
But  (>he  caught  him  one  day,  broke  liis  jaw  right  away. 

Just  to  show  them  that  slie  didn't  feur  liim. 
When  the  young  man  got  well,  to  a  friend  Le  did  tell 

Dow  a  red-headed  girl  they  called  Sally 
Had  hit  him  with  a  bone  that  was  harder  than  stone — 

'Twaa  a  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley.— 6' Aoru*-.       ;  ^ 

How  her  hair  it  got  red,  by  the  neighbors  'tis  said 

Tbat,  at  one  time,  'twas  black  and  Dnsightly, 
And  young  Tommy  Killeeii  said  that  once  it  was  green. 

And  then  chauged  to  that  color  so  brightly; 
So  we  guess,  by  the  by,  tliat  she  uses  hair  dye 

In  a  manner  like  Mrs.  McNally, 
And  I  now  do  jiroclaliii  that  tl  e  color's  the  same 

As  the  sausage  of  Paradise  AHey.—/j'/iorut. 


You  Can't  Dink  of  Every  ding. 

Written  and  Suntc  by  Ous  Williams. 
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Id'H  funny  how  de  ladies  all  forged  dcre  proper  age, 

Bud  dey  can't  dink  of  everyding. 
]f  you  say  dey're  over  dwendy,  dey  vill  fly  into  a  rage — 

Bud  you  can't  swallow  everyding. 
My  sisuer  Kade  vos  dwendy  years,  yoost  dwendy  years  ago; 
I  know  dot  she  is  fordy,  bud  she's  dwendy  to  her  beau, 
lie  asked  vot  her  age  vos,  und  I  said  I  didn't  know. 

y«ll,  you  can't  dink  of  everyding,  can  youf 

Chorus. 
Id's  so  easy  to  forged  a  leetle  ding  like  dot; 
If  lie  dougiit  I'd  dell  her  age,  he  mued  have  been  a  flad; 
He  dinks  she's  only  dwemly,  bud  I  know  she's  not; 
I'd  Lave  told  liim  she  vos  fordy,  bud  I  quide  forgod. 

Ven  my  vlfe  nnd  I  vere  married,  I  forgod  to  buy  de  ring- 
Bud  yon  can't  dink  of  everyding. 

De  minisder  he  laughed,  und  den  be  tied  de  knot  vid  sdring— 
Ve  vere  "  sbliced,"  dot  vos  everyding. 

Und  veil  at  night  ve  reached  our  home,  I  got  an  awful  fright; 

De  house  vos  dark,  und  I  soon  found,  ven  I  had  sdruck  a  light, 

I'd  forgod  to  buy  de  furnidiire,  id  vos  an  oversight, 
Bud  yon  cau't  diuk  of  everyding,  can  youf 

"'.":■:':■:■'     V':,  Cbohub.  ..•■'." 

Id's  soeasy  to  forged  a  leetle  ding  like  dot, 

Dere  vos  noting  in  de  house,  ezcebd  an  olt  Dom  cat; 

My  vlfe  said  I'd  deceived  her,  bud  I  knew  I'd  not; 

I'd  Lave  Lad  de  Louse  all  furnished,  bud  I  quide  forgod. 

I  tole  my  vlfe  I'd  dake  her  to  de  seashore  for  a  vcek— 

But  you  can't  dink  of  everyding. 
She  soon  uot  tired  of  hromises,  und  gave  me  lots  Of  "cheek  "— 

She  called  nie  yoost  everyding. 
At  land  vone  rainy  ilay,  ve  iih,  und  sdarted  for  de  train; 
De  edatiou  id  vos  growded,  und  id  quide  nhset  my  brain; 
I  juiulied  aboard  de  cars,  und  lefd  luy  vife  oud  in  de  rain— 

Well,  you  cau't  dink  of  everyding,  can  youf 

Chorus. 
Id's  so  easy  to  forged  a  leetle  ding  like  dot; 
I  tried  to  sdop  de  train,  nnd  nearly  losd  my  hat;     '      ' 
She  said  I  did  Id  burposely,  bud  I  did  not; 
I'd  Lave  vaited  for  my  vife,  bud  den  I  quide  forgod. 

Vone  day  I  vent  ond  fishing.  Id  vos— oh,  veil  never  mind — 

For  you  can't  dink  of  everyding. 
I  had  a  jug  of  vinkey,  vich,  of  course,  I  lefd  l>ehind—  • 

For  you  can't  dink  of  everyding. 
I  had  de  hoad  all  ready,  und  a  Innch  dot  vos  quide  liot, 
Vid  sinkers,  bait  und  fishing  lines,  ve  rowed  oud  to  de  spod— 
I  only  needed  vone  dintr,  'dwns  de  fish-hooks  I  forgod, 

Bud  you  can't  diuk  of  everyding,  can  yonf 

Chorus. 

Id's  so  easy  to  forged  a  leetle  dine  like  dot;     ■<■ 

Yon  can't  remember  every  leetle  ding  like  dot;  [  ' ■ 

Mv  memory  is  bad,  douuh  you  may  dink  Id's  not — 

I'd  have  brought  along  de  fish-hooks,  bud  I  quide  forgod. 


JAKE,    THE    COWARD. 

Written  and  Suug  by  Ous  Williams. 
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Jake  vos  a  coward,  born  so,  I  subbose;  -"^ .  ; 

A  gread  big  fellar,  vid  a  tiirned-ub  nose,  .4 

Afraid  of  flies,  und  if  he  saw  a  snake, 
Vould  stand  nnd  ehiver  und  shake  und  shake; 
Ven  tnnder  rolled  he'd  go  und  liidu  his  head, 
Und  gry  for  liours,  at  leasd  so  I've  heard  said, 
De  slightesd  noise  vould  gwickly  make  Liui  bawl, 
Jake  vos  a  coward,  a  coward  dot's  all. 

Bud  dere  are  dimes  ven  danger  Id  is  near, 

Ven  cowards  rise  like  heroes  forged  all  fear,  .'-: 

Und  ven  de  yellow  fever  came  to  town. 

Dot  dread  disease  dot  sdrikes  ids  vicdims  down, 

Miidders  fied  from  children,  husbands  from  vives, 

Forgedding  flesh  und  plood,  all  fled  for  dere  lives; 

Did  Jake  dei>erd  his  family,  vife  und  kid 

Uud  leave  dem  dere  to  die?  Ton  bed  Le  did. 


De  Finesd  Bolice  in  de  Vorld. 

Written  and  Snng  by  Ous  Williams. 
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Ve're  de  "  finesd  bolice  in  de  vorld,"  .-!! 

Our  dress  und  our  manners  all  show  id,        .>''/ 
Yet  venever  ve  habben  to  drink,  ■.■;.: 

De  public  all  seem  for  to  know  id; 
Ve're  tall  und  sioud,  ve  valk  al»oud  .  • ' 

In  a  sdyle  dot  makes  all  de  gals  look  ond; 
Ve're  brave  nnd  sdrong,  oh,  dere  is  no  doubt, 

Ve're  "de  finesd  bolice  in  de  vorld." 

Chordb. 

Ve're  de  finesd,  ve're  de  bravesd, 
Ve're  de  grandesd  bolice  in  de  vorld; 

Ve're  de  grandesd,  ve're  de  bravesd, 
Ve're  "  de  finesd  bolice  in  de  vorld." 

Ve're  "  de  finesd  l>nlice  in  de  vorld," 

Und  de  nurse-girls,  dey  oinibly  adore  us, 

Ven  at  iilgfit  dime  ve  carry  3ur  glubs, 
Ve  arresd  every  vone  deu  before  us; 

Ve  never  run  from  any  vone. 
Unless  ve  forged  for  to  carry  onr  gun, 

Und  ve're  never  ecared  ven  ve're  flfdy  to  vone, 

Ve're  "de  fluesd  bolice  in  de  vorld."— t7t(WM«. 

V«''re  "de  finesd  bolice  in  de  vorld," 

Und  onr  picdures  are  pnd  in  de  pa{>crB; 
Veil  ve  meet  a  man  loaded  for  fight. 

Very  soon  he  is  cured  of  his  cal)er8; 
Our  clothes  are  blue,  sotnedimes  ve're  too, 

Excepd  ven  de  ladies  vill  pans  in  review. 
Den  agross  Broadvay  ve  vill  belli  dem  too. 

We're  "de  fiuesd  bolice  in  de  vorld." — Clioriu. 


VONE    OF    DE    FINESD. 

■    \    *    Written  and  Suug  by  Ous  Williams. 
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Oh,  yes,  I  am  vone  of  de  finesd, 

De  fiiiesil  bolice  ever  known,  -.■'.■ 

Vid  uniform  brillianily  shining,  .■.  ''■'''„  '  i  ". 

I'm  proud  as  a  king  on  a  throne; 
De  ladies  all  call  me  dere  darling. 

As  I  see  deni  safe  'uroes  Broadvay, 
Vile  Bdrolling  my  bead,  droiigU  de  gay  busy  Bdrect, 

De  beople  admiringly  say : 

Cborub. 
He's  vone  of  de  finesd,  vone  of  de  finesd. 

Guarding  our  safedy  und  peace; 
Brave  und  courat^eous,  never  oudrageouB, 

Vone  of  de  fiuesd  bolice. 

De  files  never  bite  me  in  summer, 

Because  dey  are  l<»o  much  afraid: 
I  use  my  night  sdick  like  a  drummer  ^      ' 

Dot  leads  a  big  torch  lit;lit  barade; 
My  family  is  very  domestlic, 

I'm  sure  dot  dey  never  go  ond; 
Veil  I  come  home  to  ead,  afder  roaming  my  bead, 

My  vife  she  is  sure  for  to  shoiid:— CVtoruf. 

Ven  called  on  I'm  alvays  found  ready, 

I'm  ill  for  brotection  iind  peace. 
Dough  Boiiie,  I'll  adiiiid,  are  not  sdeady, 

But  I'm  not  dot  kind  of  bolice; 
I  flird  vid  de  Eals  veil  on  duty.  " .   T':  ■\..,,r 

Gallivanting  vid  dem  I  don't  Bhnn:  '   •:  J-  " 

80  gendle  I  am,  as  a  dear  liddle  lamb,  :'■,'.  .'  , 

Und  dis  is  de  title  I've  \ou:—Chorut. 


r^lT»     ■■»VW   - 
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Gathering  Pond  Lilies  with  Rosabel. 

Coprright,  UM,  by  H.  W.  Petri*;,  All  righto  reaerred. 
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Words  by  Isaac  O.  Reynolds,    iloslo  by  H.  W.  Petrio. 


v-^} 


Nnw  every  lover  thinks  his  sweetheart  hns  some  excellinf;  prtice. 
And  almost  ev'ry  pair  of  lovers  have  a  fav'rite  trystlnK  place. 
And  so  for  me  there's  none  as  pretty,  like  Rosalie!  so  true. 
And  the  place  that  we  loved  best  of  all  waa  where  poud  lilies  grew. 

)  Chorus. 

1  RiiMi'rlne  pond  llUee  with  Bosnbel,  driftinf;  aloni;  with  the  stream; 
F  'IkI  lovini;  words  to  lier  I  tell,  life  Is  a  sweet,  happy  dream; 
Moonlight  falls  softly  upon  ns  there,  the  man  in  the  moon  only  knows 
or  the  kisses  1  share  with  my  darling  au  fair— gaih'riDK  pond  lilies  with  Ro!>e. 

Among  the  lilies  first  I  met  her,  none  were  so  fair  as  she, 

And  there  was  where  I  gained  lier  promise  that  alie  wonid  marry  me. 

And  now  she  says  we'll  wed  next  summer,  wlieu  lilies  are  in  blow, 

Aud  we'll  live  beaide  the  ruuuiug  brook,  and  each  evening  1  will  go— C ho. 


»»m 


DE    OOOD    OLT    DIMES.      ^ 


/ 
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Wrilten  and  Suns  by  Qua  WiUlama. 


t: 


S<«nd  for  Free  CatalnRne  of  Sonsr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortnne  Tell- 
f  rs.  Trick  Books.  Recitation  B<M>kf<,  Penny  Rallnds,  Call  Books,  Joke  Bookn,  8kotch  liuoka, 
Blunip  Speeches,  IriHli  Song  Bookx.  Cook  I^>okg,  Books  of  AmUHement.  bheet  MukIc,  etc., 
to  Heiiiy  J.  Webniau.  130  A  132  Park  How.  New  York;  org6&87  £.  Madison  St.. Chicago. 

Land  night  I  had  a  funny  dream,  my  douKlita  vere  In  a  train, 

111  vicli  id  seems  de  ^ood  nit  dimes  liad  all  come  hack  again, 

Und  viil  a  grnwd  of  school-boys  den  I  doneht  I  dook  my  sdnnd, 

Vidoiid  a  vesd,  hut  jacked  on,  nnd  scliool-books  In  my  band; 

I  doiicht  dot  id  yos  Ghrlstmas  eve,  nnd  as  ve  valked  along, 

Ve  slionded  oiid  de  midniiilit  honr,  vid  many  a  boylioo<l  sone. 

Vid  •'  Kiddy  Clyde  "  nnd  old  "  Ben  Bold  "  nnd  charming  "  Nelly  BIy," 

Ve  sang  as  only  boys  could  sing,  iu  good  old  dimes  gone  b^. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  de  boys  vere  habhy  tn  de  good  olt  dimes. 

No  Biicli  vord  like  "  cliiibhy  "  in  de  gooil  olt  dimes. 
Nil  iliiuking,  swearing,  swaggering,  cursing,  fighting,  Btaggerlng— 

U«)y8  were  boys,  iiud  knew  id,  iu  de  good  olt  Uttues. 

Id  ecrms  to  me  like  yesderday,  dot  T  can  now  recall. 

Yen  I  YOS  drei«sed  vid  extra  care,  nnd  tal»en  to  a  ball; 

'I'o  me  id  seemed  like  fairy  land,  to  see  de  young  gals  dere; 

No  jiaind  ur  po\vd<-r  <>n  dcre  face,  nnd  each  wore  aere  own  hair; 

VurKdvieiina  vos  de  dance,  I  ndiil  de  raiisic  hear; 

Quadrilles  were  culled  Codiilions,  nnd  more  fun  dan  sdyle  vere  dere; 

Boys  <Iid  nod  valk  ui>  to  ile  liar,  or  try  to  acd  like  men, 

Uiid  cigareddcs  vure  quide  uuknowu,  uud  gals  vere  modesd  den. 

Chorus. 
Oil.  de  gnls  vere  splendid  in  de  good  olt  dimes, 

Didiii  dress  like  men  did  in  de  good  olt  dimes; 
D<-ii  (ley  l>liiehcd  nnd  liiuig  dere  head  if  a  naughty  vord  vos  said— 

MuUderii  raised  dere  children  in  de  good  olt  dimes. 


■•-♦-•- 


Don't  Dell  Dem  Dot  You  Saw  Me. 

Parody  on—"  Joat  Tell  Them  that  Ton  Saw  Me." 


Send  for  Free  rotal^tmeof  S.inir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Bonks,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Hooks,  h'ecilation  Hookx,  Penny  IkiHaJM.  Cull  Books,  Joke  Boukn,  Sketch  Bookn, 
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to  Ueury  J.  Wehmtui,  ISO  &  132  I'ai  k  Itow,  New  Vm  k;  or  8&ft  87  K  Madison  8t.,Ciilca«o. 


Written  and  Suhk  >>y  Ous  Williams. 


Vile  on  my  liead  de  oder  day,  'houd  half-past  five  o'glock, 

Ven  men  from  linsint-!<9  hurries  rite  avuy, 
I  saw  a  nian  all  proUen  up,  hut  whom  I  recognized 

As  Schneider,  whom  I'd  seen  bud  yesderdny; 
"  Is  dot  you,  Fritz?"  I  said  to  him,  he  gwickly  turned  avay; 

"Don't  turn  iivay,  Fritz,  I'll  nod  pull  yon  in; 
Your  nose  is  nmke,  vonc  ear  is  gone,  has  liteniiig  sdruck  yonr  glothcs? ' 

lie  cougheu,  und  slowly  answered  vid  a  gnu: 

Chorus. 

"  Don't  dell  dem  dot  yon  saw  me,  dc  boys  'dwonld  inderesd; 

Don't  dell  dem  1  vos  all  proke  up,  you  know; 
I  vent  to  Conies  Island,  und  I  thought  1  owned  de  boad, 

But  1  can't  fight  as  1  could  long  ago." 

I  (look  him  home,  he  promised  me  dot  ho  vould  drink  no  more; 

I  ihougdt  dot  lie  und  liquor  den  vere  quits; 
De  next  day  in  a  hosiiidai  1  habhencd  for  to  lie, 

Und  sdredched  oud  on  a  dahie,  dere  lay  Fritz; 
De  doctors  liad  dere  saws  oud,  nnd  I  asked  de  reason  vy, 

Und  Fritz  den  dold  me,  vid  his  same  old  coni;h: 
"  I  dried  to  sdop  a  gable  car,  id  fracdured  Ixitli  my  lege, 

Uud  now  de  doctor's  going  to  saw  dem  off. 

Chobus. 
Jusd  dell  dem  ven  dey  saw  me  to  give  roe  gloroform,  ** 

Just  dell  dem  for  to  do  id  nice  nnd  quick; 
Ven  I  ged  veil,  I'll  never  fight,  beganse  my  leg*  arc  gone. 

No  madder  vot  dey  say,  I  vill  not  kick." 


JOHNNIE. 


Oopyilght,  1N6,  by  H.  W.  Petria.     All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Mualo  by  0«o.  Brans. 


Standing  at  a  Cottage  window,  in  a  village  by  the  aet. 
Is  a  fuir-haircd  little  maiden,  wond'ring  where  her  love  can  be; 
lie  had  promised  that  he'd  meet  her  at  the  closing  of  the  day, 
Aud  while  waiting  for  his  coming,  oft  we  heard  (he  maiden  aay: 

Chobub. 

Johnnie,  Johnnie,  Johnnie,  come  back  to  me; 

Johnnie,  Johnnie,  how  my  heart  yearus  for  thee.         . 

Julinnie,  Johnnie,  liappy  again  I'll  be 

When  you  returu  to  your  sweetheart  from  over  the  deep  blue  sea. 

Years  have  passed  since  last  they  parted  In  that  village  by  the  sea. 
Now  the  lass  is  broken-hearted,  wond'ring  where  her  love  cau  be; 
She  still  watches  for  her  laddie,  bnt  he'll  ne'er  return  again; 
Ev'ry  day  you'll  bear  the  maiden  siuging  o'er  this  sad  refrain:  — C /to. 


m%m 


DOT'S   AGAINSD    DE    RULES. 


Written  and  Bung  by  Oos  Williams. 
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Addention  sdrict  I  alvays  pay  to  vot  de  law  demands,       ,'       ,     - 

I  never  giv  myself  avay  by  holding  ond  my  hands. 

I  nivnys  mind  my  own  affairs,  liolicemen  are  no  fools, 

Und  if  you  say,  "  Come,  dakc  a  smile,"  veil,  dot's  agaiusdde  rules. 

You  niusdn'i  trink  lieer  by  de  case,  for  dot's  againsd  de  rules; 

A  vidow  you  inusd  nod  embrace,  for  dot's  agalnsd  de  rulce. 
Ydu  niusdii't  flinL  yon  mnsdn'l  swear; 
Of  gross-eyi'd  gnC  you  iiiusd  lievare; 

Ou  cars  you  niusdn't  pay  yonr  fare,  for  dot's  agalnsd  de  roles. 

Von  day  ven  I  vos  feeling  dry,  nnd  In  civllllan  glolhee, 
A  beer  saloon  jiisd  iiassing  liy,  to  dake  a  trink  I  choose; 
I  dold  de  hoss,  Jiisu  chalk  dot  down,  hud  vid  a  smile  dot  cools, 
Sail  he,  "  You  dake  me  for  a  foolT"  no,  dot's  agalnsd  de  rules. 
Yon  lunsdn'd  trink  vidond  you  ead,  for  dot's  agalnsd  de  rules;     ' 
Bar-keepers  you  mnsd  never  drent,  for  dot's  againsd  de  rules. 
Nine  rooms  in  hodels  you  mnsd  scan; 
A  (lurk  vone  too,  for  a  plind  man; 
Ad  home  you  muedu'i  rush  de  can,  for  dot's  agalnsd  de  roles. 

Ve  are  de  finesd  bolice,  dot  to  all  is  evidend. 
But  vill  lie  finer  ven  ve  have  aiioder  President^ 
De  vone  ve've  got's  an  aiidocrad,  nnd  dinks  bolicemen  fools, 
I'd  like  to  glub  him  vonce  for  luck,  bud  dot's  agali'Sd  de  rules. 
I'd  like  to  dell  him  to  ged  ond,  bud  dot's  agaiii»<l  de  rules, 
'i'o  go  und  be  a  cow-poy  scoiid,  bud  dot's  aguinsd  de  rules; 
I'd  like  to  say  he's  overhrlgiit, 
U>  d  lecdiires  for  so  much  a  nidc. 
Dot  burking  dogs  dey  never  bide,  bnd  dot's  agalnsd  de  roles. 


BABY,    YOU'RE    A   GOOD   THING. 
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Words  by  Dare  Marion.    Music  by  Max  Hoffmann. 

I'm  the  most  unlucky  coon,  I  think,  that  ever  did  draw  breath, 

Biiliy,  jou're  m  good  thing. 
I  mMrried  a  coffee-colored  nigger  wench  that's  got  me  scared  to  death, 

Bahy,  you're  a  good  thing. 
Soinetimes  when  I  am  playing  craps,  the  money  all  I  wio. 
And  just  ns  soon  as  I  get  home,  the  trouble  does  liegin; 
She  lakes  it  all  away  from  me,  and  starts  in  for  to  sing: 

Baby,  you're  a  good  thing. 

Chorus. 

Baby,  now  didn't  yon  say  my  board  you'd  pay  If  here  I'd  slay. 
But  you're  a  good  thing,  so  I  wou't  go  away. 

One  night  I  looked  for  tronble,  bnt  the  coons  let  me  alone, 

Baliy,  you're  a  good  thing. 
So  I  sharpened  np  my  razor  and  I  Started  out  for  borne, 

Baby,  you're  a  good  thing; 
Bnt  wlien  I  looked  at  'Liza  there  was  tronble  In  her  eye. 
She  said;  "  Honey,  get  yonr  razor  out,  a  nigger's  gwine  to  die," 
Then  I  jumped  out  the  window,  and  I  heard  my  'Liza  cry: 

Baby,  you're  a  good  thing.— 6' Aoru«. 

The  policemen  heard  the  racket  and  tbey  started  np  the  stairs,  , 

Buby,  you're  a  good  thing. 
But 'Liza  cut  them  deep,  and  now  they're  laid  np  for  repairs, 

Buby,  you're  a  good  tiling; 
But  just  three  weeks  ago  to-day  the  tronble  did  begin; 
She  IS  safe  behind  the  bars  now,  where  she  can't  get  nigger  gin, 
And  I'll  liet  an  even  dollar  that  you'll  never  hear  her  sing: 

Baby,  you're  a  good  thing.— C Aorta,  '■•iV- 
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Here's  to  the  Health  of  Mother. 

Oopyrlght.  18M,  by  Dave  Marlon  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London,  England. 

All  light*  reserred. 
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Words  by  Fred  C.  Vorhauer.     Words  by  Aug.  H.  Meyer, 


A  crowd  of  hoys  ont  on  a  Bi)ree  were  having  a  high  old  time, 
Siuf^iiiK  8oiit!8  of  those  they  loved,  toastiiit!  (heir  heultii  with  wine; 
At  iiist  tlie  youngfst  in  the  crowd  Bind,  "  Boys,  let's  tive  a  cheer, 
And  wiBli  louK  life  and  bappiuesa  to  the  one  who  iR  my  dear." 

Refbain. 
Here's  fo  tire  l»ealth  of  motlier,  elie's  old  and  her  hair  is  Bray, 
But  that  I  love  her  best  of  all  I'm  notaehamed  to  say: 
You  may  sing  of  girls  witli  beauty,  and  oiherB  with  coantleBB  wealth, 
BiM  Bhe'B  the  truest  uf  them  all,  so  here's  to  my  mother's  heulth. 

A  smile  at  first,  and  then  a  Clieer,  were  greetings  he  received. 

He  said  id  tliem:  "  Now  listen,  hoys,  don't  ever  l>e  deceived 

Wlieii  fickle  Kitle  with  flclile  hearts  give  baclt  to  you  tlie  ring: 

You'll  turn  to  her  who's  always  true,  and  once  more  they  heard  Lim  sing: — Ite/- 

There's  many  a  l>oy  and  many  a  man  with  amhitions  that  are  great, 

Who  ofi  forget  their  dearest  love  until  it  is  too  late. 

At  last  they  hear  that  she  is  sick,  tieiirt-broUeii  with  poor  heulth, 

And  if  tuie  toast  were  but  a  cure,  they'd  give  up  all  their  wealth.— .^«/°/ain. 


THE    MONTE    CARLO    GIRLS. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Vorhauer  Bros.  &  Co.    All  rights  reserved. 


Just  a  Plain  American  Girl. 
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Words  by  Fred  C.  Vorhauer.    Music  by  Will  A.  Torhaner. 

Ton  eee  before  yon  now  two  girls  of  great  renown, 

Tlie  leaders  of  society,  tlie  wonders  of  tlie  town. 

We're  up  to  ev'ry  kind  of  eiiorl— poker  experts,  savs  report: 

We  call  the  prince  plain  "  Ed,"  for  short,  and  you  can  bet  that  goes; 

And  we  are  mascots  both— the  girls  who  took  the  prize: 

The  mashers  wink  their  eyes,  we're  causing  great  surprise — 

Yes,  we  are  single  both,  it's  easy  to  surmise. 

Don't  blame  us,  we're  famous,  the  Monte  Carlo  girls. 

Chords. 

Dashing  stunners,  winning  every  bet,  their  traps  for  us  theewells  have  set. 
But  our  young  hearts  are  free  as  yet— when  we  ap|>ear,  they  cheer; 
All  bold  us  dear,  we're  wiuuers,  mild  siuuers— the  Monte  Carlo  girls. 

Yon  never  saw  onr  eqnal,  or  those  who  conid  compare; 

The'  iniiiiitions  of  iia  someiiiiies  our  glories  share, 

But  we  are  Just  ihe  real  hot  stuff,  girls  who  never  take  a  blufF; 

We  pltiy  iiiiiil  they  shout  "enough  "—that's  wheu  the  bank  is  broke; 

At  fan)  or  roulette  we  never  lose  a  bet, 

The  warmest  ever  met,  wc  muku  the  bankers  sweat: 

We're  known  throughout  the  world  all  comers  to  offset; 

The  fearless,  the  peerless,  the  Monte  Carlo  girls.— C'Aort/*. 


»  »  » 


PROMISES    FORGOTTEN. 
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Words  by  Fred  C.  Vorhauer.     Music  by  Will  A.  Vorhauer. 

A  handsome  boy,  a  sweet  yonng  girl,  the  tempter  plays  his  part; 
He  wiim  the  trusting  mi.iden's  love,  ai.'d  with  it  licr  young  heart. 
But  siiddciilv  his  love  grows  Cold,  she  pines,  tlieii  fades  away; 
It's  Just  another  ruined  life,  this  happens  every  day. 

Refrain. 
Promises  forgotten,  the  same  old  story  o'er; 
Her  soul  is  cast  In  deep  despiiir,  in  life  there's  joy  no  more( 
He  promised  to  be  ever  true,  lie  said  tliey'd  never  part. 
But  promises  forgotten  cause  another  brukeu  heart. 

An  outcast  on  the  streets  at  night,  who's  scorned  by  one  and  all, 

And  caei  aside  by  friends  iit  lioine,  who's  gone  beyond  recall. 

If  asked  the  reason  of  her  plight,  will  brush  away  a  tear; 

And  then,  in  tones  of  deep  regret,  this  siury  you  will  hviif.—Jiefrain. 

A  Justice  conrt,  the  same  old  scene,  a  hoeband  and  bis  wife, 
Wiio  come  to  lirenk  the  bond  that  binds  her  heart  and  his  for  life; 
She  tells  a  tale  of  cruel  neulecl,  of  hours  lived  in  puin; 
Broken  are  the  marriage  vows,  again  this  sad  refrain:— ife/'rai/t. 


— A  boy's  besd  friend  is  bis  mvidder,  bud  he  don't  dink  so  ven 
he  comes  home  on  a  hot  summer  afdernoon  vitli  his  hair  all  vet 
uud  Lis  shird  on  wrong  side  oiid  mid  she  c.itches  him. 


Words  and  Music  by  Dave  Marion. 


When  they  talk  of  foreign  beauty  that's  on  the  other  side. 

We  have  no  fear  for  our  girls  liere,  all  fill  onr  hearts  with  pride. 

'I'here's  no  long  title  to  tlieir  name,  as  you  can  plainly  see. 

But  (he  American  girl,  with  a  twist  and  twirl,  is  Kood  enoagta  for  m«. 

Chorus. 
■  Just  a  plain  Americnn  girl  is  good  enongh  for  me: 
I  don't  like  tlie  foreiL'ti  styles  ihey  have  across  tlis  sea; 
I  want  no  Eniilish  title,  so  contented  I  will  he. 
For  just  a  plain  American  girl  is  good  enongb  for  m«. 

Now  Jnst  watch  them  when  out  strolling,  they're  stately  and  so  grand; 

Tiiere  is  a  style  about  them  all  that  makes  yoo  understand. 

If  tliey're  sincere,  they're  all  that's  dear— they're  happy,  gny  and  free. 

So  the  American  girl,  with  a  twist  and  twirl,  is  good  enough  for  me.—  Cho. 


The  Real  Sort,  the  Right  Sort. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Dave  Marion. 


We  belong  to  a  gang,  an<l  you  can  bet  your  life, 

We're  the  real  sort,  the  right  sort: 
TiM-re  ain't  one  in  tlie  crowd  who  can  boast  of  a  wife^ 

We're  Ihe  real  sort,  the  right  sort. 
We  can  stand  for  a  joke,  tliat's  between  you  and  me; 
We  never  get  home  till  tlie  hour  of  three: 
There  ain't  one  in  the  crowd  who  has  got  a  latch-key—' 

We're  the  real  sort,  the  right  sort. 

Chorcs. 

The  real  sort,  the  right  sort,  we're  ont  upon  a  tear; 
The  real  sort,  the  riglil  sort,  for  eziiense  we  don't  cure. 
So  come  have  a  drink  with  me,  my  lioys,  ii'seasy  fur  to  see 
The  real  sort,  the  right  sort  are  out  opou  aepree. 

We're  a  jolly  good  crowd,  and  you  want  to  belong 

To  the  real  sort,  the  rit'ht  sort; 
We're  fond  of  a  dance,  and  fond  sf  a  song. 

We're  the  real  sort,  tlie  right  sort. 
We've  a  Style  of  our  own  I iiut  is  hard  to  beat— 
■  We're  kiiown  in  each  cafe  that's  liere  on  tlie  street. 
And  we  always  make  love  to  each  girl  tliat  we  meet— 

We're  the  real  sort,  the  right  »on.—C/ioru$. 


THIS    IS    A    CHORUS    SONG. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Harry  Dacre. 


1  went  to  a  smoking  Concert,  something  like  a  week  or  two  ago, 

'I'lifie  I  heard  a  silver  tenor  singer;  but,  oh  I  he  wiis  too  xluw; 

N'Xt  we  hud  plHtioforte  solos,  whicli  made  us  ail  feel  had: 

Then  a  croupy  drone  from  a  broken  baritone,  which  drove  us  raving  mad; 

At  lacl  I  rose  and  saiil,  '"Now,  then,  my  boys. 

We'll  change  tills  scene  and  make  u  little  noise;  ••        " 

I'll  sing  one  song,  and  when  the  clioiOB  comes. 

You'll  uil  Join  in  to  prove  that  you're  my  chums: — For 

Chobcs. 
.  ,.     This  Is  a  Choms  song,  sing  it  along  with  me: 

Don't  be  shy  ai  it,  Just  you  try  at  it,  easy  as  can  be; 
Lift  up  the  roof,  my  b<iys:  let  it  go  loud  aii<l  strong; 
Louder  yet— duu't  forget  this  is  a  chorus  song. 

Everybody  cauelit  my  choms,  everybody  voted  it  was  good:  ,    • 

Even  when  the  concerting  was  over,  we  Woke  the  neighborhood; 

I'fopie  rose  m  sorrow  and  in  aiiter  from  out  their  cosy  beds: 

Fiiiioiis  females  quickly  emptied  sundry  paile  of  soap  suds  on  our  headi; 

I'oliCfiiian  came  and  said  Mils  was  a  sin; 

Just  dry  up  now,  or  else  I'll  run  you  in: 

We  all  closed 'round  and  got  him  in  II  ring. 

Then,  with  a  will,  we  all  began  to  sing:— Now— CAon«.  »;     . 

Siindiiy  is  a  dry  occasion.  Mixsns  said  Jnst  come  take  me  to  chnrch, 

8o  at  liift  1  listened  to  jierfUai-lon,  Ihe  parson's  liiiiiic  was  Bircli: 

Talk  about  a  dry  and  diisiy  sermon.  Iie'd  make  a  dust  ninn  weep: 

M'^siis  tiioiiwht  ii  fine,  anil  ii  iiiiis't  have  l>.-eii  divine,  it  drove  me  fast  asleep; 

1  slept  riifht  lliroui;h.  some  say  1  <lid  a  snore— 

Tiie  parson  said  •'Hymn  nnniher  thiriy-four; 

Tlie  or^'an  played,  I  ilionghi  I'd  got  a  call;  •..,•-. 

The  wife  had  flis  wlieii  1  CoiiimenC'-d  to  bawl:— For — ChOr»t. 
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BE    MY    HEART'S    QUEEN. 
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Vorda  by  Fred  C.  Vorliauer.    Mtivio  by  Will  A.  Vorbauer. 


Ill  nlmo.at  evi'ry  conntry  town,  where  KirlliofHl's  myotic  spell 
IIoMh  power  over  yniint;  iiieii'tt  hi'tirr^,  you'll  fliiil  voiiie  ^irl  the  belle; 
Slic'rt  Hivviiys  prclticr  tliiin  the  rent,  imd  each  and  every  Juy 
f«oiiie  fellow  witb  his  heart  ulluiiie  will  visit  her  and  euy: 

Cnourc. 
"  My  own  diirliiig.  I  love  yon  nlone; 
Will  voii  l»f  liiv  i|iiet'ii?  Ift  my  lieiirt  be  your  tbrotie; 
111  il  villi  fliiill  iilwavM  ri-ii:ii  HiipriiiK', 
Anil  i  will  iilwiiyti  luve  you  if  yiiu'ii  lie  my  heart's  my  heart's  queen." 

E'irli  iliiy  tliie  is  repeated  by  yoiinj;  men  o'er  (ind  o'er; 
'I'licy  iH-viT  sefin  in  weiiry,  »lie  has  lliein  by  the  score; 
Smile  ffllow  liiekiiT  timii  the  n-st  will  surely  win  Bonie  dny, 
Wlicu  be  tiliali  uak  her  to  be  his,  and  sweetly  to  her  »iiy:—Vhorn$. 


BY-LO,    BABY,    BY-LO. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Ja^  Johnson. 


'Tis  but  a  Utile  baby,  the  pride  of  mother's  heart, 
'I'll  iir!>ilf  nil  her  liosoiii.  In  watch  it  wake  unil  start: 
Anil  whfii  Hie  liiiliy's  tired  out,  or  sboiilil  il  start  and  Cry, 
\uu  place  it  in  im  cradle,  and  Hiiii;  this  lullaby: 

Cnonrs. 
Ry-lo,  baby,  by-lo,  po  to  cieep,  my  dcnr; 
t'lose  your  eyes,  my  darliii<:,  niaiiinia's  always  near; 
Hy-li),  baby,  by-lo.  slumber  without  fear. 
With  sweet  dreams  of  childhood,  by-lo,  baby  dear.* 

To  bne  and  fondle  baby,  what  hllRS  a  mother's  joy. 

To  fniiille  ami  play  i:n<'-i:i>n,  for  In-  it  flirl  or  buy; 

Anil  when  ilie  baby's  sulky,  with  coaxini;  you  do  tr)', 

'J'beii  pre^•s  it  to  ymir  bosom,  and  sin^  this  lullaby :— C/fOrrf*. 

Ton  watcli  the  little  baby— a  prize,  n  mother's  cnre— 
You  wntcli  it.  and  you  woinler  If  others  will  com|iare; 
"Von  kiss  the  linliy  sweetly,  and  when  no  one  is  niub. 
You  look  into  its  cradle,  und  siii^  this  lullaby:— t'/(or;/«. 


♦  Uaby  cry.    Back  of  stage,  or  in  orchestra. 


LOVELY   ISABELLA,  WON'T  YOU 
TELL    A    FELLOW? 
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Words  and  Mnsie  by  Walter  Dauphin. 


There's  a  lovely  little  girl. 

\Vlii>  is  livitit;  lip  ihe  street. 

And  her  name  is  Isabella, 

Itui  she's  yniiiL'  to  marry  soon. 

And  before  there's  many  moons, 

Hlie  will  clian<;i'  it  fnr  another; 

}<he  has  prilly  little  curls, 

Atiil  In-r  teetli  are  while  as  i)oar!8. 

Toiii,  tliey  say,  is  IJella's  fellow. 

And,  of  rimrse,  he's  not  to  bltinie 

Waiitini;  her  to  change  her  name;  > 

As  he  sillies  this  strain  so  mellow: 

Ciionrs. 
I.ovpIt  Isnliellft.  tell  n  fellow:   Isabel,  won't  yon  tell  a  fellow? 
4iiiiv  say  >oii  will  Im*  mine,  my  pleudiiiL's  lu.i  in  vain,  lovely  Isabella; 

iHiibellii.  won't  you  tell  a  felliiw;    Nabel,  won't  you  tell  n  fellow? 

(July  say  you  will  be  mine,  my  pleailiUL'S  not  iti  Vain,  lovely  I«al)ella. 

She  bus  civeii  her  consent, 
K'lr  her  heart  lie  i|ul('klr  won, 
I>i<l  this  liiiiiili'oiiit',  iliisiiini;  fellow, 
.Inst  lifc;iilse  the  vrse  hesun}{ 
Had  a  very  rafrliy  twaiii;, 
:        Ami  il'f  words  were  soft  and  mellow, 
All  his  letter"  ri'Hil  tins  way: 
*•  llellii,  wnn'l  you  iiHiiie  the  day?" 
For  III- ili<l  iini'like  to  icll  her 
.    Tliiit  he  wished  ji  would  be  snnn. 
But  slie'w  iiaiiii'd  a  day  in  June, 
Has  our  loveiy  IsalH-lin.  -  C liornf. 


ROSIE    DEANE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Lee  Joiinsnn. 


Rosie,  my  love,  sweethenrt,  come  sit  by  my  side. 

While  my  love  lo  you  I  confide; 

My  own  darlinir,  of  yoti  I  think  all  the  time,  love. 

Hoping  that  you  soon  will  be  mine,  my  little  Kosie  Deniie. 

Tlirout;h  day  and  nioht  your  imatie  bright.  Itefore  me  e'er  is  seen; 

You  are  the  idol  of  uiy  heart,  my  little  Kosie  Deaue. 

Chorus. 

Rosie  Deane,  you  are  my  queen,  the  Bwellest  jrirl  I've  seen: 
You  look  so  neat  and  smile  so  sweet,  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair; 
Rosie  Deane,  when  you  pass  by  the  boys  all  look  and  siuh: 
They  all  tip  their  bats  and  wink  their  eyes  at  little  Kosie  Deane. 

Jack,  my  own  love,  darlini;,  I'll  he  your  true  love. 

True  HS  brii;lit  stars  that  shine  above; 

Hoping,  wHtchiiii!,  wailini;  that  day  to  draw  near,  love. 

When  you  will  call  me  your  own  dear,  your  little  Itosie  Di-ane; 

I'll  lie  your  wife,  your  joy  in  life,  iiofsrief  slmll  ronie  bet « ecu; 

Yes,  I  will  be  your  own,  dear  Jack,  your  little  Rosie  Deuiie.— 6'/(o>//«. 


THE    BOYS^    BRIGADE. 

Copyright,  189(S,  by  llsen  &  Co.    AH  ri|;hts  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr,  aminKed  fop  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, |>ost-paid,  nn  receipt  of  40  rents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hoiitts  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130 .«  132  Park  Row,  New  York,  or  R.*)  A  87  K.  Miiitiiton  St  ,<'hli'aro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab.ive  aildresws  for  Free  Ciita|oi;ue  of  Sontrs.  S'  ^  Books, 
SUe«t  Music,  Ueriuan  Sonic  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dreaiu  Books,  Juke  Buol"' ' 

Words  and  Miikic  by  I'uuline  R.  Story. 

Listen  to  the  "Bova'  Briirade  "  a-coniin'  down  the  street; 

They're  all  a  lot  of  rosy  lads,  a-lookiii'  trim  and  neai ; 

Some  of  them  are  their  mother's  joy,  and  some  their  father's  pride. 

And  see  bow  manly  tliey  all  look  a-marcbin'  side  by  side. 

The  beating  nf  the  hi;;  bass  drum  is  first  of  them  you  hear. 

And  bow  delicbtful  it  does  sound  as  iVey  are  draw  iiit;  near; 

They're  patriotic  liitle  lads,  blg-bearted,  stroiik!  and  true, 

Aud  if  you'd  ask  them  who  they  were,  why,  they  would  say  to  you: 

Cnonus. 

We  are  memherB  of  the  *'  Bovs'  BriL'ade," 
And  (Mir  cninrades  we  will  always  aid. 
And  <if  L'utis  and  wars  we're  not  afraid. 
We're  members  of  the  "  Boys' Brigade." 

If  we  have  a  war,  the  hoys  will  net  their  pari,  I  know. 
And  off  toward  the  battle-field  the  sohiier  boys  will  i;o; 
'i'liey'll  bravely  fli;ht  for  honor,  and  for  their  country  too. 
And  win  for  them  bright  laurels  if  to  their  tlai:  they're  true. 
Their  fathers  were  all  heroes,  and  the  boys  have  ln-ard  iliem  tell 
How  they  foni;ht  for  "Old  America,"  the  laml  they  love  so  well; 
They  now  look  down  upon  their  sons  witb  pride  and  joy  to-dav: 
Their  heuris  all  beat  with  happiness  as  they  hear  them  say :—  Vliovim. 


A  Girl  Who  Loves  Mother  and  Home. 
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by  Henry  J.  Wehman, !.•«)*  i:«  I'ark  Uow.  New  York;  or  RS*  X7  F..  MadiMili  Sf.,Chlra(fo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  aiiove  ar1dret(A«*H  fnr  Free  Ctitnlo^ne  fif  Sonif h.  floiiif  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Uenuan  8odk  Bouks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Buoks,  etc. 


Woi^s  and  Hiisie  by  James  J.  Sweeney. 


I  know  a  fair  maiden,  she's  just  seventeen, 

Hhe  lives  but  a  blix'k  hen;  below; 
Her  friends,  boys  and  piils.  have  christened  her  queen. 

And  the  t'Otsl  girl  of  ItHlTerty's  Row; 
There  is  no  <iilier-  just  her  and  her  mother  - 

Cniilented  they  live  all  alone; 
She  works  bard  all  day.  keeps  the  house  on  her  pay, 

Does  the  girl  who  luves  mother  and  liuiiie. 

CnoniTs. 
8bc  is  Miss  Myrtle  Clancy,  a  sweet  pirl  and  good. 
Loved  by  the  girls  and  boys  in  the  neiohborliood: 
It's  a  pleasure  to  see  her  when  with  her  niolher  alone; 

This  world  would  be  brighter 

If  we  had  more  like  her. 
The  girl  that  loves  mother  and  home. 

When  it  comes  Sunday  morning,  and  the  clock  it  strikes  eight, 

Mhe  starts  off  for  church  trim  and  neat; 
No  boy  on  the  corner  for  this  girl  does  wait. 

But  they  all  tip  their  hats  should  they  meet. 
Now  a  secret  I'll  tell,  so  lie  sure  t'Uard  it  well: 

All  engagemeiil  ring  soon  will  be  shown: 
It's  easy  to  guess,  you  can  tell  who  said  yes. 

It's  the  girl  who  loves  mother  and  home.— 6'Aor«». 


— A  mnn  vill  bromise  vomen  tintl  babies  unyding,  )'oosl  to  kceb 
(lein  quiet. 
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1  1 


The  Girl  I'm  Going  to  Marry. 

Copyriglit,  1896,  by  H.  W.  Petrie.    Knt^red  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London,  Entr. 
All  riKlits  reserved. 


The  Word*  aii<l  Music  of  thin  Soiipr.  nrranped  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 

drem,  po«t-i>alil,  on  recript  or  10  con(j<;  or  tliiH  ami  any  tn  o  other  Sonirs  tor  One  I>,>ll»r, 

1  by  Henry  J.  VVehmnn,  VM  A  l:«  Park  Kow,  Ni-w  York:  or  85  A  87  K.  Miiilinon  8t..«"liii-BC». 

'    Write  to  either  one  of  the  ah.ive  aildrcsM-a  for  Free  CntaloifUe  of  SontrR.  Sonu  liiHika, 

J  Bheet  Music,  Qerman  8ont;  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  liooks.  Joke  BookH,  etc. 


Words  by  Arthur  Trevi-ljaii.    Music  by  Theo.  Wenzlik. 


In  all  your  travels  'rountJ  the  world  luive  yon  met  Hetty  Dcen, 
The  iiealeBf,  fwcetest,  dearest  jjirl  tliiif  ever  lia»  been  Been; 
She  lives  lierc  in  the  city,  not  eo  very  far  away. 
And  iu  lier  uiotlier'e  happy  home  she's  hiisy  all  the  day.      _;_;;: 

liEPRAIN.  ;'■;         " 

She's  the  E'rl  I'ni  point;  to  marry  soon,  -  -  ! 

Life  with  her  with  sweetness  will  l>e  strewn: 
Now  often  we  po  stroilini:  Ijeneaili  the  silver  moon,  ,        * 

For  she's  the  cirl  I'm  going  to  marry  soon. 

My  lieart  it  ROCS  a-fliitlerinc  whenever  her  I  see, 

For  she's  as  perfect  as  the  sea  in  its  trnnqriility. 

Liist  week  I  shyly  asked  her  if  my  little  «lfe  ciie'd  \te: 

And  when  she  answered  "yes,"  my  heart  was  filled  witli  ccelacy.— /?^A 


MOTHER    WAS    A    LADY. 

Parody -Written  liy  Charles  H.  Shutter. 


Send  for  Free  Pataloirtie  of  .Sontr  Books,  tetter  Wrifei-s,  Preatn  Rooks,  Korlniie  Tell. 
er»,  Trick  Books,  Kecitation  Books,  J'enny  Bullails,  Call  Books.  Joke  Rooks,  Sketch  ltlM•l.^, 
Stump  Speeelies,  Irish  Son^;  Hooks,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Anuisenient.  Sheet  Music,  eic., 
to  Ueury  J.  Webniau,  \Mt  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  85  Jl  tS7  E.  MaUisoQ  St.,iMiicaKu. 


Two  hninniers  snt  at  breakfapl  in  a  bum  hotel  of  fame — 

While  eatiiiK  they  were  Riiessiii!;  who  eliie  had  eat  the  siinie;  v: 

Just  then  they  caught  the  waiter,  the  only  one  tliey  saw. 

And  asked  lilni  who  the  suckers  were  that  eat  this  hush  lieforc. 

At  Itrst  he  did  not  notice  them,  lint  then  he  thought  lie  would: 

Mv  mother,  sir,  had  eaten  that  or  eaien  all  she  ccnild; 

Then  facing  the  two  hoboes,  with  hair  'most  tnriiiin;  red:  ■ 

If  yon  doii'l  like  it,  leave  it,  see,  and  then  he  loudly  said: 

Chorus.  -  ; 

My  mother  was  n  lady,  allhouuh  no  fanit  of  here. 
Simply  a  niisforlnnc  that  in  families  oft  occurs; 
She  never  took  in  washint;  till  she  married  Mickey  IlngheB; 
You  wouldn't  dure  to  "call  me,"  see,  if  I  was  full  of  booze. 

It's  frne  one  meal  Is  often  ns  much  as  yon  can  eat. 

Thus  spoke  up  Weary  Willie  as  he  stood  upon  his  feet; 

I've  eat  here  often.  Dusty ;  no  doubt  you  did  tlie  same; 

If  we've  been  rude,  excuse  — see— but  tell  us  what's  yer  name;       !      '        ■  ■ 

The  waiter  suid  Jolinsky.    Why,  I  knows  yer  brother  Ike; 

Why,  we've  hoboed  for  many  miles,  and  I  never  saw  liis  like; 

Now  he'd  he  glad  to  see  yer  — that's  if  he  wasn't  deud — 

lie  washed  his  face  anil  drowned,  see,  but  I  likes  yer  since  yer  said:—  Chorus. 


A    CONVICT'S    HOPE. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  The  Zeno  Mauvais  Music  Co.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranped  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cento:  or  Uiis  and  any  two  other  Sfiitrs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinsn,130*  \M  fnrk  Kow.  New  York.  f>r  8,S  *  87  IC  Msitison  Ht.,Chicajro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  tlie  abive  n<)dres.«es  for  Free  Ciitnlotfue  of  Soiitrs.  Sons  Books, 
Sheet  UlUiC,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Urcani  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


\ 

ONLY    ONE    BOY;   WHOSE    GIRL  i 
I'D    LIKE    TO    BE.  .,  | 

Cop]  riKht,  1895,  by  H.  W.  Petrie.    Entered  at  Sutionen:'  Hall,  I.,ondon.  ( 


All  rlKhta  reserved. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  S.mK,  nrranited  for  the  piano,  w  ill  be  sent  to  any  ad 
dress,  |H>Ht-|iaid,  on  receipt  of  40cent«:  or  this  and  any  two  ■■tlier  .h<>ii|;s  for  (me  Dollar, 
bv  lleiirv  J  Wehmnn.ndit'  i;«  I'.irk  Kow,  New  York;  or8.S*  87  K.  Mndison  m.Chlcarn. 
WiUe  to  eitliwr  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cufaloirue  of  Sonirs.  Sonif  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  German  SoiiR  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Written  and  Composed  by  May  Bremer  and  Theo.  H.  Noithrup. 


Tliere's  only  one  boy  in  the  world  whose  cirl  I'd  like  to  lie; 
rd  live  a  very  loiiely  life  if  he  goes  hack  on  ine: 
Hut  be  is  kind  and  t;ood  and  true,  and  very  faithful  too; 
Of  my  heart  he  is  the  Joy  and  life,  and  to  liini  I'll  be  true. 

Cnoitrs. 
There's  only  one  boy  whose  cirl  I'd  like  to  be, 
For  he's  the  only  boy  in  all  tins  world  to  nic: 
At  dances  and  at  parlies  you're  sure  to  nUvaj  s  see 
There's  only  one  boy  wliose  K'tl  I'd  like  to  lie. 

His  eyes  are  of  the  darkest  brown,  that  beam  with  love  so  true; 
And  when  he  looks  and  smile*;  at  me,  yon  wish  thnl  li  was  you. 
lie  likes  to  tease  me  now  and  ilien,  liiit  yet  he  is  to  me 
'I'he  only  boy  iu  this  great  world  whose  girl  I'd  like  to  be.—  Choru*. 


Parson  Johnson's  Chicken  Brigade. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  The  Zcno  Mauvais  Music  Co.      Entered  at  .'^tatiuneiti'  Hall,  lomdon. 

All  riglLts  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  Sopk.  arranped  for  the  piano,  will  t>e  sent  Xn  any  mA- 
iiess.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 cents;  or  this  ami  any  two  other  No|i|rs  f.-i  <nie  l><'>llar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehmsn.  130  ,*  |;«  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  8;">  *  87  V.  Mi.ilii.oii  st  .('liicapo. 
Wiite  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Ciilaloiriie  of  Soiiirs.  Smiif  BocHCa 
SlieuC  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Wrltera,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bo<,ks,  etc. 

AVords  and  Music  by  I>-e  Johnson. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Jus.  H.  Marshall  and  Walter  Wolff. 

Tliinking  of  home  and  of  freedom. 

Restless  and  sleepless  to-night; 
The  past  seems  to  iiic  now  but  dreamland 

Since  I've  been  sentenced  for  life. 
Yes,  I'm  a  forger,  1  sitrned  those  names, 

To  all  of  tlioee  crimes  I  confessed, 
lint  I  love  my  wife,  my  children  and  home, 
Altliouuh  iu  this  gurb  I  am  dressed. 
Ciioittis. 
When  will  this  heart  rest- ohi  when  will  it  be— 
Longing  for  freedom,  longing  for  thee— 
Wife,  home  and  children  did  tliey  separate; 
Give  me  my  freedom,  or  my  heart  will  break. 

I  dream't  I  saw  wife  sad  and  lonely. 

A|iproaching  the  stern  gov'nor'B  door. 
Pleading  for  one  siie  loves  dearly, 
A  pardon  for  him  she  implores. 
-     She  said,  "  lie's  a  soldier,  you  fought  side  by  side. 
Were  wounded  upon  the  same  field; 
You'll  know  him  well  when  his  name  I  do  tell. 
For  clemency  now  do  I  kneel." — Choi  tit. 
\ 
Ilis  wife  brings  him  news  of  glad  tidings — 

'Tis  true,  not  a  dream  as  of  yore —    ■ 
A  pardon  awaits  him  this  morning 
For  brave  acts  he  did  in  the  war. 
Oh  I  wliat  emotion,  expressions  of  joy, 

Were  heard  when  his  pardoTi  was  read: 
riis  freedom  ha<l  come,  but— Thy  \\iil  be  done — 
To  his  Maker  liis  poor  soul  had  fled. 
Chorus. 
Now  does  the  heart  rest,  his  8j>irit  has  fled: 
At  his  wife's  feet,  tliere,  the  convict  lies  dead. 
lie  gazed  for  tlie  last  time  on  those  he  did  love; 
We  trust  iu  God's  mercy,  they'll  all  meet  above. 


Oil,  de  moon  am  shiniii'  bright. 

An'  de  coons  am  out  to-night. 

An'  we'll  rob  de  deacon's  hen-roost  fo"  de  dawn; 

If  we  coons  don't  work  too  slow. 

An' de  roosters  do  not  crow. 

We'll  hall  a  chicken  pot-pie  in  de  morn. '      \       ■■   .■ 
Parson  Johnson  am  our  leader. 

He's  de  boss  old  chicken  stealer. 

An'  be  tote's  his  razor  an'  he  car's  a  gun; 

Dar's  gwine  to  be  some  fun 

If  de  chickens  dey  do  run 

From  de  Parson's  Chicken  Brigade.    Now! 
CHORirs. 
Fall  in,  yon  black  eooiie,  jine  ile  Parson's  Brieiido: 
We'll  rob  all  de  hen  roosts  wid  dis  dark-town  liritrHile. 
So,  coons,  draw  yo'  razors  now  an'  don't  work  to<>  sl<»w. 
An'  bag  dem  big  roosters,  fo'  dey  am  sho'  to  crow. 

Now  yon  black  coons  all  fall  in. 
An' we'll  hah  some  nigger  gin. 
Den  I'll  call  de  roll  ol>  dis  dark-town  patrol. 
Now  ma  'siriictions  to  ma  leaders. 
All'  dis  band  oh  chicken  stealers, 
Dut  ba<!S  de  noblest  bird  dat  squat«  de  roost, 
'       You  mus' sneak  dem  roosters  quietly. 
Or  dem  birds  will  crow  pr<  cisely 
When  you  niggers  boos'  yo'  brudders  to  de  roost; 
Swar  to  me  dat  you  will  land, 
Wid  yo'  trusty  blade  in  hand. 
On  de  niggers  not  in  die  band.    Now!— CZ/O?'?//. 

Oh  I  de  church  bells  dey  do  ring. 

An'  de  black  coons  all  flock  in. 

And  de  lamb  of  God  will  preach  dis  Sunday  morn, 

lie  will  preach  on  chicken  stealin'. 

Now,  you  wicked  coons,  be  kneelin' 

When  de  pa'soii  climbs  de  )>ulpit  ob  de  Lord; 

Now,  you  niggers,  I'm  a-squealin*, 

Fo'  I'se  'cused  ob  chicken  stealin': 

Now.  den,  draw  yo'  razors,  dar's  gwine  to  be  a  Cglit, 

Fo' I'se  gwine  to  take  a  hand; 

Wid  dis  razor  I  will  land 

On  de  niggers  ob  dis  coou  church.— CAo/'m*. 

Ebery  coon  did  draw  his  steel. 

An'  de  parson  he  did  peal. 

An'  de  deacons  an'  de  wenches  dey  did  squeal. 

Dar  waz  blood  ui>on  de  moon. 

An'  ded  wenches  and  ded  coons. 

But  de  Parson  he  waz  leader  ob  de  race. 

He  had  drawn  de  winnin'  liand, 

Wid  his  razor  he  did  land; 

Culliid  cliiiliin,  how  he  made  dem  black  coons  sqnark; 

He's  a  tough  ole  sparrow  hawk, 

An'  de  boss  cock  ob  de  walk. 

An' de  Parson  ob  die  coou  church.— CAorw. 

Now  de  church  am  draped  ill  moriiiii' 

On  dis  solom  sahbaf  moriiin", 

An'  de  parson,  he  am  full  ob  nigger  gin. 

He  am  on  anndder  lark,  -   . 

An'  hub  lost  his  golden  harp. 

And  de  niggers  say  he  am  no  lamb  of  God. 

All  de  deacons  dey  am  sighin'. 

An'  lie  wenches  am  a-cryin' 

Fo'  dere  Inblied  ones  dat  was  slaughtered  In  de  fight; 

Now  tlie  funeral  starts  at  three; 

What  a  dark  sight  it  will  lie 

Fo' de  Lord  an' debbil  to  see.— CAffr»»*. 
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LONG,    LONG-    AGO. 

Copyright,  1895.  by  H.  W.  P«trie.      All  rl({ht«  rcMrred. 


"thf  Wnrdxand  Mimic  <>f  this  9'>nK.  orranRed  for  the  piano,  will  b«  dent  to  any  ad- 
drf"S.  |»>i<(|.niil.  on  i-ecfi|>r  of  4Uct>titH;  or  tliix  ami  any  two  ..tlier  M'>mr»  f"r  One  Dollar, 
by  H^iirv  .1  vv,.|,i„Hii.l:iO.^  l:«  »'mk  Row,  NVw  York:  nr».">*  K7  K  MhcIImim  :<t.,<'liica(r(i. 
Write  t-  fitl.,-r  one  of  tlie  nh  .ve  «ililr«'ss»-s  for  Krt-e  ('MfaloiriiH  of  SoutiH.  Soiik  Buoki, 
Sha«t  Muiuu,  U«riuau  Huun  liuuks,  Lette r  W'l  Hera,  Ureaiii  BuukH,  Juke  Bu.,k(,  ntc. 


Words  by  Artliur  Trevelyan.    Music  by  II.  W.  Petrle. 


Oil,  «1o  voii  reiiD-niher  Iht?  drty  ue  Jlri"!  iiict.  no  lone,  long  nRof 
No  iroiilfifd  or  Imie  Ciiu  e'er  make  nic  f^jr^fi  tlmt  Iouk,  Jouj;  ago. 
'I'liat  \<iii  L'livi-  IMC  your  love  yniir  deep  blue  eyco  tolU, 

Wlilitil  1  «  liiciH-lid  iiiiiit;  fi'tt  mill  low; 
We  \>K\ei|  lo  III!  trtiu  till  the  Biiu  Blioulil  grow  cold,    - 

So  luuj;,  luug  tigo. 

Refkain. 

Lone,  lone  ago;  Ions:,  loni;  ago. 
bweetlii-ttits  ui-re  we,  Ueur,  luii^,  long  ago. 

But  timf  Htill  wnrke  clmnL'P9  nm)  pliiys  Itp  old  pnmo,  m  lone,  long  ago; 
And.  ili'Uii-xt  hfiirt.  you  even  iii>t  uru  llir  ptiiin-  iit<  loii^,  long  ago. 
\our  Imir  i«  now  di.viT.  your  fiiCf  \\riiikled  o'er, 

Y'liir  fyit>  Imve  fore'er  loBt  Ilifir  glow; 
But  your  iiciirt  liiiH  not  ch:inirt'<l,  uud  I  luve  you  fur  more 

TLiiu  long,  long  Vl'^o.— lUfntin. 


) 


Good-Night,  Dear  Love,  Good-Night. 

Cupyriglit,  IS'JO,  by  The  Zeno  Muuvais  Music  Co.     All  liglita  reierved. 


The  Word*  am!  Mii«lc  ••f  fhl«  S-nir.  nrranirecl  for  the  piano,  will  be  s^nt  to  anr  ad- 
dr^«s.  iioKt-iniM.  "ii  r«-t-i-i|ii  c.r  40 1'eiitK;  or  tins  nn>l  aii>  two  ..tlier  SontrH  for  One  Dollar, 

'  by  II>-rirv  .1  UVhrimn.  l:fl)  .t  l:l-i  Cin  1;  U.nv.  N.  w  York,  or  Kt  *  H7  IC  Mi>illi<nii  St  .Clitcairo. 
Wriie  t"  firii-r  one  of  the  .nti  .ve  nitilress»-B  for  Free  CnfBl'iru*' of  Roiieit,  Sons  Booka, 

\  Sb««t  Uiuic,  Uarnian  8out;  ISuxks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  liookn.  Juke  Bouka,  ato. 


Wurdd  by  }lrd.  F.  A   Dtitler.      Music  by  J.  Blumeutbal. 


Gooii-i)ii;lit.  love;  sood-ninlit,  love; 

>l:iy  lumvcn'M  In it;lilt'i*i  stiirs  unicli  over  tliee, 

G>>"d  aiiL'eltt  tipK'ad  I  heir  \Miit;!<  mid  Cover  thee; 

Aiiit  lliro'  IIk-  iii|;lit,  e»  dark  iind  ctill, 

S|>irlt!>  of  lii;lit,  cliuriii  iliec  from  ill! 

N»  Ileal t  111  iiiiv'riij>>  'round  tliv  d\vcl;ln!»  pl«w, 

Wv  li.iirt  im  iiov'rint;  ■round  tliy  d««-lliii<;  plitce;    , 

G"Od-niL'lit.  dfur  love,  good-niglil,  duur  love; 

G'lil  I)  ejis  iher  «ilh  ids  trrnCf. 

(><>od-i>i!:hi.  dtvir  :«>vf.  tiiod-iiiiiht,  denr  love; 

t<\vcet  lovi-,  ^ooilnlulitt  God  Inez's  tlit-e  uiili  his  grace. 

Guud-uigUt,  dear  luve,  guuU-uight,  guod-uigUt. 

Good-niLdif,  love;  irood-niL'lit.  love: 

ISoft  liiilahlt'"  the  niulii-»iiiil  r-int;  to  tliee,  ^ 

Anil  nil  hi:*  «inK«,  Bv\eet  <>dor»  brlii^  to  thee; 

And  ill  tliv  drt-niiiiii!;,  iiiiiy  all  thinux  tttnr, 

Willi  ueiiiie  si'Ciiiiii!;,  foiiii!  siiiiliiii:  neiii : 

Wy  kinr»  lire  lio«i-cl,  my  huiidH  art?  cla»|it'd  in  prayer, 

M)  Kin'fti  iiic  l)o\vi-d,  my  liaiidK  are  clavipt  d  in  prayer; 

Go<i<l-nJt;iii,  d.ar  love;  L'ood-ui;;ht,  dear  love; 

God  Ufi-p  thee  ill  hi*  cure. 

(rood-mu'lit,  ilcar  love.  >;ond-iiii»lir,  dear  love; 

Siveet  love,  t.'i>od-nii:htt  God  hii-ett  thee  with  hia  grace; 

Guod-iitght,  dear  love,  •{uud-iiitfht,  guod-iiighl. 


,  I 
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Word!)  by  J.  M.  RauFeLscu.     MUaic  by  James  Whitehouae, 


UeFhain, 
Show  me  the  path  to  Par.ndisi!.  are  my  aad  and  weeping  eyea 

Guide  me  Uindlv  b ' '  •■■  ■•■•■•■• '  ^  ->  •- 

SI 


- -.-....,  . —  „ ^.  |....^ 

,. tlie  hand  to  napplneiitt  and  liulit; 

iiiw  me  my  iiiaiiima°8  face  ai;alii,  ilii  not  let.  me  seek  in  vain, 
Take  me  fiom  the  ahaduwB  here  to  skiea  forever  bright. 


I've  wandiTed  from  our  linmble  homo,  my  heart  la  filled  with  feara. 
For  111!  one  fceis  mv  sileiii  u'rief  or  htays  my  falliiii;  tears; 

'I'liey  tell  nil'  ihttt  iii\   maiiiniH'K  drncl,  and  ill  In  r  f^raVe  ao  cold, 

.And  jrft  me  lure  forniken  and  in  iiiiHtry  iinlold; 

Bui  iiotiiima  naid  in  I'aiMilim-  l.i^r  little  cliild  dhe'd  nee; 

lliax  tnuid  a  L'T'iVe  H.i  dark  and  email  hold  all  lier  love  for  raeT 

till!  M-x:oii  criH-r -(icxiDii.  you  gee  my  tearful  eyen; 

Oh!  Biiow  nil-  now  where  I  tan  iind  the  path  to  Paradiee. —7?^rain. 

Oh.  aexion,  if  my  mnmmn  linew  how  lonely  I  am  here, 

Wiiiiid  liol  her  fond  Inari  heat  for  me,  would  not  her  conl  be  near? 

When  in  tlio«e  Iih|>|iv  iIjuh  ijoiie  l>y.  \\  hj.e  f lltilii;  by  lur  aide, 

I  often  lietelird  'o  ner  uorilM  with  «oinliT  and  delight. 

8lie  told  me  of  tlmt  i'liriidife  \\  li«rre  ail  i«  love  and  peace. 

Where  we;iry  ne.irlx  tiiid  reft  and  cheer,  wlii-re  all  our  norrowa  Ceaae; 

Oh!  (•exioii    M  hen  mv  eom.  ho  lone.  i;oe^  upward  lo  the  rklea. 

'Tie  then  I'll  find  the  pain  so  dear  thai  leudf  to  Paradise.  — //«//ain. 
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Worda  aiid  Music  by  Lee  Johneon. 


Dnr'a  a  )ioo-doo  black  coon  In  town  de  bhIs  call  'Raatna  Jonea, 
Ail'  will  ina  trusty  blade  in  hand,  I'll  carb  dat  iii^'uerV  lionts. 
lie's  done  gone  an'  won  my  Inb,  ma  baby,  ma  black  dove; 
Dat  buck-luutli  rum,  dat  eou  of  bam,  dat  cross-eyed  lioo-doo  coon. 

CBonns. 

Dat  hoodoo,  dat  hoo-doo,  dat  cross-eyed  Idack  coon, 

Wid  face  jea'  like  a  big  iiublioon,  an'  eyea  roiin'  like  de  moon. 

When  i  find  dat  nigger,  ma  jonnb,  ma  hoo-doo,* 
I'll  carb  Liin  deep  when  we  uigs  meet  dat  cross-eyed  lioo-doo  coon. 

I  went  to  de  Lime  Kiln  CInh,  de  moon  was  aldnln'  hrigiit. 

Come  oehen,  come  lehen,  de  coons  did  cry,  dis  am  ma  lucky  night; 

1  rolled  out  dem  spoiled  bones  au'  lookeil  around  de  room: 

Wid  rage  I  cried,  dat  moke  I  spied,  dat  croas-eyed  hoodoo  coon.— CAorw*. 

1  flew  at  dat  wall-eyed  nii;  wid  razor  In  my  claw; 

I  cut  an'  slualied  dat  knock-knee  coon,  yo'  liet  I  got  hia  jnw. 

lie  jumped  froo'  de  sky li^ht  roof,  be  fell  three  aloriea  dow  n ; 

Ma  luck  au'  liib  comes  back  to  me,  dat  Loo-4uo  left  de  lowu.— C/(Oi"«. 

♦  Spoken  ad  lib.—"  What  yon  gwine  do  wid  dat  wall-eyed,  ilbber-llp|)ed, 
niimiier  thirteen,  rublier-neck  Jonah? 

Note.— The  following  can  )>e  Introduced,  ad  lib..  In  the  speaking  part  of 
cli'Tiis,  l)ack  of  stau'e,  or  in  gallery: 

Qiieation. — "  How  do  you  know  dat  coon's  a  hoo-doof  " 

Answer —"  Ilow  do  I  icnow?  I  knowal  Ma  buttoiis  fall  off,  anapenders  liiiaf, 
lights  go  out,  and  <Ie  liones  iiebl)er  come  sebeii  or  elelien  when  aat  wall-ex ed. 
knock-kneed,  pidgeon-toed,  handy-legued,  siiaggle-tootbed.  libher-lipped,  niiiii- 
her  thirteen,  red-headed  nigger  wid  de  bad  eye  and  yellow  dog  topea  'ruun'. 
Oh  course,  lie's  a  lioo-doo." 

Queatiuii.— "  What  you  gwlne  do  wid  dat  Jonalif  " 
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Words  l>7  W.  T.  Lyt^>n.    Music  by  Oeo.  Le  Brunn. 


It  happened  on  a  winter's  niglit,  a  inaeher  fair,  nnmeil  Willie, 
A  charming  little  widow  met,  who  said  sLiu  cuuie  from  Clnii, 
And  as  he  strolled  with  careless  stride. 
This  willow  fair  strolled  to  his  aide; 
III  plaintive  tones  she  told  tier  needs. 
And  every  word  poor  Willie  heeds; 
She  heaved  a  sigh, '•  Oh,  dear,  lieii;ho," 
Theu  wiped  tier  eye  and  ahivered  "so." 

Chorus. 

She  was  the  CliiH  widow,  Hie  widow  who  couldn't  get  warm. 

Seeking  shelter  from  the  terrible  storm; 

He  was  ready  and  willing  a  kindnesx  to  perforin 

For  that  poor  Chill  widow,  the  widow  who  couldn't  get  warm. 

She  told  him  snch  a  dreadfnl  lale  about  her  liuaiiand  dyincr. 
Her  grief  soon  made  poor  Willie  pale  and  started  biiu  a-crying. 
In  doing  L'Oiid,  lie  felt  a  charm. 
So  offered  tier  his  strong  right  arm, 
'I'lieii  for  a  supper  said  we'll  go. 
You're  cold  and  hungry  too,  I  know. 
Willi  exesao  blue,  and  golden  hair. 
Poor  Willie  knew  not  where  he  were. 

CHORltS. 

She  wag  the  Chill  widow,  tlie  widow  who  couldn't  get  warm. 

Seeking  shelter  from  the  terrible  storm; 

He  was  ready  and  willing  a  klndnesT*  tu  ix-rform. 

So  Willie  bought  ber  brandy  uuiil  ehe  was  gotal  and  warm. 

Returning  home,  poor  Willie  found  a  welcome  far  from  chilly; 

His  wife  bad  followed  him  around  and  saw  his  aciioue  nilly; 

Oh,  wasn't  there  a  siorm- great  scotll 

She  uave  poor  Willie  cldlliea  hot. 

And  now  he  suffers  grief  and  pain. 

Her  tongue  won't  let  him  rest  auain;  ■< 

He  cannot  sleep,  but  slu'ba  "  AiusI 

Wheu  widows  weep  keep  off  the  grass." 

Chorus. 
She  was  the  Chill  widow,  the  widow  who  couldn't  get  warm, 
Seeking  shelter  from  the  terrible  storm; 
He  was  ready  and  wllliiig  a  kindness  to  |M-rform, 
But  if  sbe'a  wiiere  be  wislies  her,  she  ought  to  be  nice  and  warm. 


— A  Gorman,  on  bidding  good-1'ye  to  a  friend,  said, 
see  you  again,  hello." 


Of  I  don't 


^y-tt-r^^ 


■^■'■. 


iii 


?>?K-t- 
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Words  and  Music  by  George  M.  Cohan. 


Like  oMier  Rirls,  of  course  I  Imve  a  bcnn; 

My  Cliarley  lliitiks  tlie  world  of  iiie,  1  know, 
But  I  am  weary,  and  very  "  leary," 

Thiit  Cliarley  is  a  little  bit  too  slow:     ^ '■ 
For  once  we  toolt  a  walk,  the  nifjlit  waa  frrand. 

And  Oil  the  way  our  fiitiire  lives  we  itlitniied. 
As  we  were  A'alkint;,  and  we  were  talkiiii;. 

He  very  accidently  squeezed  uiy  band. 

Chords. 

But  he  didnH  do  it  quite  enoiieh  to  suit  me; 

I  must  coufess  tliat  Oiarley  is  a  dunce. 
Did  1  like  itf  I  slioiild  smile; 
I'd  Imve  stood  it  quite  a  while. 

But  the  silly  fool,  be  ouly  did  it  once. 

One  nicht,  upon  the  porcti  we  sat  nlone, 

Uis  love  for  me  was  very  quickly  shown: 
He  called  me  "  lovey  "  and  '•  turtle  dovey," 

Ami  anked  me  if  I'd  ever  l)e  liis  own; 
He  iniirniiired,  ''  Little  darliiii;,  answer  this: 

'Now  do  you  really  love  n)e,  little  inics?"' 
I  lliouglit  I'd  "jolly,"  and  so  said,  "t'liolly. 

My  heart  ia  yours,"  and  then  be  sto.e  a  kiss. 

Cborub. 

Bat  he  didn't  do  it  quite  enough  to  suit  me; 

I  must  confess  that  Charley  is  a  dunce. 
Did  I  like  itf  you  can  l>etl 
I'd  have  been  there  kissini;  yet. 

But  the  silly  fool,  be  ouly  did  it  ouce. 

One  day  we  took  a  trip  to  Coney  Isle, 

We  strolled  aloni;  tiie  beach  am<ini>8t  the  style; 
Tlie  sights  were  charmini;.  the  heat  alarmini;. 

He  said,  "Let's  ko  m  hathine  for  a  while." 
In  dashing  suits  then  soon  we  did  appear; 

I  cannot  swim  I  whispered  in  his  ear; 
Tlien  Charley  told  me,  as  he  took  hold  me, 

"  I'll  float  you,  darling,  do  not  have  a  fear.** 

Chorus. 

But  he  didn't  do  it  quite  enough  to  snit  me; 

I  must  confess  that  Charley  is  a  dunce. 
As  we  strolled  back  to  tlie  shore, 
I  said,  "  Charley,  float  me  more," 

But  the  stingy  thing  would  only  float  me  once. 

Male  Version. 
When  I  was  young,  of  course,  I  had  a  benn, 

I  thought  the  world  and  all  of  her,  you  know. 
But  slie  was  weary  and  very  leary 

That  I  was  just  a  little  l>it  too  slow: 
For  ouce  we  took  a  walk;  the  night  was  grand. 

And  on  the  way  our  future  lives  we  planned; 
As  we  were  walking.  fin(i  we  were  talking, 

I  very  accidently  squeezed  her  baud. 

CHORna.- 
But  I  didn't  do  it  quite  enough  to  snit  ber; 

I  must  confess  I  really  was  a  dunce. 
Did  she  like  ilf  I  should  sniile! 
She'd  have  stood  it  quite  a  while. 

But,  like  a  fool,  I  ouly  did  it  once.  " 

One  night  npon  the  porch  we  sat  alone. 

My  love  for  h«r  was  very  quickly  shone. 
I  called  her  "  lovey  "  and  "  turtle  <lovey," 

And  I  asked  her  if  she'd  ever  be  my  own. 
I  nnirmured,  "Little  darling,  answer  this: 

*  Now  do  yon  really  love  me,  little  Miss? '  " 
She  thought  she'd  jolly,  so  answered,  "Charley, 

My  bean  is  yours,"  and  tbeu  I  stole  a  kiss. 

Chorus. 

But  I  dIdnH  do  it  quite  enongh  to  suit  ber; 

I  must  confess  I  really  was  a  dunce. 
Did  she  like  it?  You  can  bet! 
She'd  have  been  there  kissing  yet. 

But  like  a  fool,  I  ouly  did  it  once. 

One  day  we  took  a  trip  to  Coney  Tele. 

We  stroller)  alontr  the  l>each  amonest  the  style. 
The  sights  were  cimrining,  the  heat  alarming, 

And  so  I  said.  "  Let's  bathing  go  awhile." 
In  dashing  suits  tlnn  soon  we  did  ap|>enr. 

"  I  cannot  swim,"  she  whispered  in  my  ear. 
And  then  I  told  ber,  as  I  took  hold  her, 

"  I'll  float  you,  darling,  do  not  bave  a  fear." 

Chorus. 
But  I  didn't  do  It  quite  enongh  to  snit  her; 

I  must  confess  I  really  was  a  dunce. 
As  we  strolled  back  to  the  shore. 
She  said,  "Charley,  float  me  more." 

She  was  mad  because  I'd  only  float  her  once. 


We  thought  we'd  take  a  stroll  and  have  a  talk. 

And  that's  the  time  I  acted  like  a  gawk; 
When  very  gently,  bnt  ac<idently. 

She  strained  her  ankle  s<>  she  couldn't  wallc; 
She  limped  around  an<l  hollered  like  a  kid. 

But  of  tlie  pain  she  didn't  seem  to  rid. 
She  couldn't  stand  it,  so  she  was  randid. 

And  said,  "  Please  rub  uiy  ankle,"  and  I  did. 

CnoRiTS. 

Bnt  I  didn't  do  It  quite  enough  to  snit  ber; 

I  must  confess  1  really  wns  a  ilouce.  ' 
Ifow  slie  tlioiii.'lit  I  hail  some  gall, 
Bot  I  rnhbed  it,  that  was  all. 

And  just  like  a  fool,  I  ouly  rubbed  it  once. 
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Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 

How  well  do  I  remember  the  little  country  lane. 
The  pretty  little  school-house,  w  li«'ie  once  I  loved  in  vain. 
And  when  I  should  have  listened  to  what  the  teachers  say, 
I  passed  the  time  a-looUing  at  little  Mary  Gray: 
Though  school  was  just  heginning.  or  ilrauing  to  a  close, 
I  never  knew  my  lesson— just  wiiy,  you  may  snpiiosel 
The  only  thing  I  thought  of  throiighont  the  live-long  day 
Was  bow  to  tell  my  love  to  liiile  Mary  tiray. 

Chorus. 

O  little  Mary  Gray,  yon  stole  my  heart  nway, 

Down  in  the  country  school -yanl,  where  we  in  yontli  did  play; 

Oft  in  the  woodland  cool,  p«'rclie'l  by  a  shmiy  po<»|. 

Vows  by  the  score  I  plighted  with  the  girl  that  1  loved  at  school. 

And  when  the  class  was  ended,  we  tripped  out  in  a  bund. 

Anil  yoii  would  come  right  to  uie,  and  I  would  take  your  hand; 

W^e'd  gather  wildwooil  flowers,  and  tumble  in  ihe  hay. 

And  I'd  kiss  you  ev'ry  niiiiiite  my  little  Mary  Gray, 

And  now  that  we  are  married,  wiih  cliildien  of  mii  own. 

We  ihiiik  about  those  school-days,  that  long  hl'o  wen-  known. 

And  never  iii  my  life-iiiiie,  though  ail  niy  ti<i|H's  decay. 

Will  I  forget  those  ecbooUlays  with  little  Mary  Gi-dy. —  Cfwtiu. 


DO 


WE     WANT 
SHOULD 


HIM?    W^ELL, 
SAY    SO! 
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Words  and  Music  by 


jy^J- 


Meabl. 


Of  the  coming  great  election  there's  a  thought  in  every  mind. 

Do  we  want  him?  Well,  I  should  say  so! 
"I'is  but  a  simple  qiiesiloii,  and  the  uns»er  you  will  find. 

Do  we  want  him?  Well,  I  should  say  so! 
Now  there  is  but  one  candidate  who's  fit  to  make  the  race; 
Tliere  may  be  others  runnini;,  bnt  they  can't  k<  ep  up  the  pace. 
For  Bill  McKiiiley's  sure  to  w  in  and  iM'at  them  ail  for  place. 

Do  «ve  want  bim?  Well,  I  should  say  sol 

Quartet  Refrain. 

Bill,  Bill,  Bill.  McKinley  RilM 
The  jioiM'  niiin's  >ii>tes  will  turn  to  votes 

For  Bill  McKinley  Billl 
A  dollar  wortli  a  linndred  cents  "~-.- 

■  "  III  buying  bread  or  payinc  rents. 

And  every  niaii  of  common  sense 

Will  vote  for  dear  old  Bill. 

We  have  had  reform— a  sorry  kiiid— 'twas  quite  a  painful  task; 

Do  yye  need  it?  Well,  I  should  say  not! 
Give  IIS  protection  that  piotecis!   w  itb  Bill— that's  all  we  ask; 

Will  «e  get  it?  Well,  I  should  say  so! 
And  Bill  has  had  ex|>erience  in  governing,  they  say; 
Old  England  may  object  to  him,  but  she  has  ha<l  her  day; 
But  that  is  wbv  we  yyant  him  — when  we  t'et  Mm  he  will  stay. 

Do  we  want  bim?  Well,  I  should  say  eo\—Q>iarUt  liejrain. 

When  the  wheels  of  industry  are  cloci-'ed,  the  jieople  feel  so  sad. 

Do  we  want  him?   Well.  I  slnnild  say  go! 
Tlie  country  iieeils  prosperity,  and  needs  it  mighty  bad. 

Do  we  want  II?  Well,  I  elioiiiil  say  so! 
They  tinkend  wilh  the  tariff,  yet  it  doesn't  seem  to  work:  ■ 
The  gliogts  of  hrokcii  promises  tiirongh  the  capilol  now  iiirk; 
We're  in  ihe  same  coiiiUlioii  as  Armenia  with  the  Turk. 

Do  we  want  him?  Well,  I  should  say  6o\— Quartet  Itefiain. 

Let's  pnt  onr  shoulder  to  the  wheel,  and  set  it  going  'round. 

Will  we  do  it?  Well.  I  should  say  so! 
Let's  vote  for  men  of  principle  who  stand  on  solid  ground. 

Do  we  need  them?  Well.  I  should  say  so! 
Bill  always  keeps  bis  promises.     Defeat  he  never  met. 
He's  alwiiys  with  his  party,  and  he  never  failed  it  yet; 
And  Bill's  a  true  American  on  all  things,  yon  can  l>et. 

Do  we  want  bim?  Well,  I  should  say  tn\— Quartet  Hefrain. 
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I'm  Mad  with  Mary  Morrison. 

CopyiiKhC.  1896,  by  II.  W.  Petrie.     All  riKl>U  reserved. 


Th«>  W(>ri1*an<l  MiirIo  <>f  tlii*  Roncr.  orraiiKeit  for  the  piano,  will  be  aoiit  tn  any  ad 
drew  iHwt'i.aiil.  nii  recripr.  nf  40<-eiiti<:  or  Cln.t  mimI  any  tv"  other  H'>ii|;s  f"i  <>iii>  l>ol|ar, 
by  ll.'iiiv  J  UVhinan.  i:«) .»  l.»  »'«ik  Kow.  New  Yoik,  <)r86<t  87  K.  MHiliiMm  st..,('hlcair<>. 
Writf  t"  filli^r  one  nf  the  Hhive  aililresxest  for  Free  (^titnliikriie  iif  Hoiiirx.  S<<ni;  liookl, 
Sheet  Uuaic,  Ueriuan  Suiik  Buuka,  I^ettor  Writers,  Dreitiii  lloukit.  Juke  IkH>ka,  etc. 


Words  by  Jusepli  Ilillyer.     Mu>iu  by  H.  W.  Prtrle. 


Out  nil  tlio  r>i<)<>\vftlk,  hII  the  liifii;  <l:iy.  Kiiilivr  the  clillilreu  a(  play, 

Km  III!  iuiii>>ii(-lmI  oml-  liiile  one  i|iiitrtly  waniicra  aluiie, 

nine  even  o'lTllowiiiir.  fL'iir-t<taiin'<l  lier  clit'cks, 

Linle  iieiirf  l)ri"Jkilii;.  cotiifoit  !<lie  »eeki«, 

80  M)  tier  luothir  coiiivs  ehv  (uriurii,  tu  lull  her  Borrows  with  bitter  ecorn. 

Repuain. 

I'm  mail  with  Mnry  Morricon,  hIicV  jimt  Ihe  mpftiicKt  tliinR; 
8lie  tiilil  a  ferret  ilmt  »e  hail  t>i  Unit  hold  Joxie  Knit:: 
I'll  never  i>|M-:ik  to  Iht  imiiiii     1  woii'l  pliiy,  I  (lon't  Ciirel 
I'lU  luuU  with  Mury  Muirieoii— riii  iiiatl  with  hvr,  to  tlicfL't 

)  QiiiirreN  can  never  lawr  Imt  a  iliiy,  ami  cliihlixli  tears  pai>9  away; 

\  1,1(1  lir  lieart-l)iirniiit;t>,  HecretD  hclrayuil,  cuiuf,  but  fiuou  vauieli  uuii  faJu; 

i  Anil  when  loiii'tlier,  in  after  veari*. 

They  Hiiiilf  at  iroiililes  anti  chililidh  tears. 

And  fur  the  lucui'ry  of  cbililbuud'H  duy(>,  in  |iluy  they  quarrel,  and  Killy  i>Hyf>:  - 
'  Jie/raiu. 

•    m  »  m     

I'D  LIKE  TO  BE  LIKE  GRANDMA 

Copyi  iKht,  1896,  by  H.  W.  Petrie.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Uall,  Loudon,  EUitr. 
All  ri({htn  reserved. 


Thp  Worrts  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr.  arrantred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
d I'eas.  iHiHt-i'did.  on  reeeipt  of  40  eeiitH,  or  this  hiuI  any  two  other  SonifM  for  One  liollar, 
by  llenrv  J  WeliniKii.  i:ii)  .C  1;«  I'urk  liow.  New  York,  or  SA  A  87  K.  MhiUxoii  «t.,('hiea»ro. 
<Viite  to  ».iiii,.f  one  of  the  above  aiUlres-ses  for  Free  Ciitaloifue  of  Soiitrs,  8<>nir  Bookr, 
Sheet  Music,  iJermtui  Soiit;  Uouks,  Letter  Wi  iters.  Urcaiu  Books,  Joke  Douks.  etc. 
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Words  by  ArthurTievelyan.    Music  by II.  W.  Petrie. 

IWv  '.'raiiilmnniina  qnlti?  often  eays  fhe'd  liUe  to  he  like  me, 

Anil  hivf  mice  niiiie  her  school-i;irl  ilajs,  for  then  slieM  happy  l>c. 

Hut  I'll  niiicli  rallicr  erochi't  wool,  iiku  her  I'll  like  tn  Ih-, 

For  ^■he  iloii't  have  to  1:0  to  scIkmiI  and  learn  her  three  llinea  thri-v; 

If  I'll  no  leeih,  they  I'OiHil  not  ache,  my  hair  would  not  be  curled; 

I'll  have  L'rei'ii  i>pi  ciaCl'-s  to  make  liiink.'»  Clearer  in  tlilt>  world; 

>!i>w  oraiidma's  left  nie  i>v  myself,  so  Ihix  is  what  I'll  do: 

I'll  lake  her  thiti^!)  froiu  uO.  the  t>helf,  and  make  uiyself  old,  too. 

CllOUI'9. 

I'll  like  to  be  like  urnndnin,  with  heaiilifnl  sliinini!  white  hair; 
rd  like  to  lie  like  tirai.diiiu  and  sit  in  an  old  ro<'kini;-chair: 
I'd  like  to  be  like  (grandma,  with  some  one  to  tnno  lau  to  sleep; 
I'd  like  to  bv  like  Krundiuu,  and  thvu  i  should  uevvr  weep. 

Now  first  I'll  fix  her  muslin  ra|>  n|inn  my  little  hend 

With  i-ure.  fur  If  I've  oiu-  mish.ip,  I'll  be  sent  stialuht  to  lied; 

Ill-re  i:oe«  her  '  pliiiiv  '  'roiMid  iiiy  waist,  her  sprrs  innv  on  my  nose; 

I  fancy  I  am  loo  tiohl-laceil  to  lit  dear  granny's  elolhes. 

Now  allele's  her  criitrh*  (I  scarce  can  see)     ll's  lieie.  mid  so's  the  snutf. 

*■  NeX'  hirtliilay  I'll  bi-  H<veiily-tliree  "  (lliiit  snuff's  (rt'Ciiliar  snuff); 

It  feels  so  nice  to  he  so  old,  and  lake  lliint;s  at  one's  ease; 

I'd  ainays  b«  as  t;ood  as  K^'d,  and  do  just  wbat  I  please.— t7(0»'>i«. 


(:■• 
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Dancing  the  Two-Step  with  Lnln. 

t'upjilKbt.  1895,  by  II.  W.  IVtile.     Cntereil  at  Stationers'  Hull,  London. 
All  riithls  reserved. 


"Hie  Words  and  Music  of  this  %>ng,  arranued  for  th«  piano,  will  be  senttt  any  od- 

dreas,  |>ost-e«iil.  on  reeeipt  of  40e*>iits^  or  this  ami  any  t"o  ..ther  M"iii.'s  f"i One  l><>ll«r, 
by  Henry  .1  Wehnmii.  Iltn  .t  I.Vj  I'nrk  Kow.  New  York,  or  8r>  tt  HT  K  MxiliM.n  xt  .Chirairo. 
Wiite  to  eit)i.*r  one  of  the  iiti.ive  aildresm'H  for  Free  <*»tnloirue  of  Soiitft..  Soiiir  Hooks, 
SbeeC  Music,  Ueriuait  Soii((  Kooks,  I/elter  Wi  iters,  Ureain  liooks,  Joke  Uouka,  etc. 


U'ordfi  and  Music  by  Thomas  t'owera. 


,  I 
I. 
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When  our  »ork  is  over,  then  we  arc  In  clover, 

Daiicint;  Ihe  luo-step  with  Lulu: 
For  ue  cliinli  a  ladder,  on  Ihe  roof  \ve  gather, 

l)ancin<_' Hie  two-step  with  I.illil. 
D.'iinly  little  Lena  plays  the  cnncertiua, 

DaiicliiL'  llie  t«o-stfp  with  Lulu. 
Then  we  00  a-spieliii'.  Sets  our  hiads  a-recliii', 

Daiicin<{  the  i\yu-step  with  Lulu. 

Cliout'8. 

Oil,  uirls,  ain't  it  lots  of  fun?   Oh,  boys,  siiyar  on  your  bun. 

On  the  (oof  ut  niidni>;lit,  in  the  silver  iiioouliKbt,  diiucin»;  the  two-step  with  Lulu, 

PhilojH-na  Kitty  sinus  a  lovely  ditty, 

Diiiiriiio  ilie  two-step  wilh  Lulu. 
I5>M«  do  liolliT  "t'lietse  ill  Ket  some  ice  and  freeze  III  " 

Daiicitii:  Ilie  Iwo-slep  Willi  Luiu. 
Drop  her  down  the  chimney,  w  itii  her  masb,  McUinley, 

Daiicmi;  ilie  two-step  wiili  Lulu. 
Tinu-a-llni;  a  tint;,  tint;,  push  alonu  a  "  iinod  tbilic," 

Dauciiii;  the  two-step  Willi  Lulu. —C7ioi-M», 

Pretty  little  sliop-cirla,  hair  done  np  in  epit-curla, 

Duncini;  the  t»o-siep  wilh  Lulu. 
They  chip  in  a  nickel,  get  u  beer  and  pickle, 

Daiicini;  the  two-slep  with  Luhl. 
If  a  j;irl  does  i)<)wder,  she  does  lose  her  chowder, 

Daiicini;  the  tw'o-siep  with  Lulu. 
>  CiirU  tnat  wear  a  hloiuiier  never  (jet  a  schooner, 

Daiiciiii;  the  two-step  with  Lulu.— C'/it/r'/*. 


YOU,    ONLY    YOU. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  II.  W.  IVtrie.      All  rlifhts  reserved. 

Tlis  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soiie.  arraiiKed  for  the  plann,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre's.  iMwt-eaiil.  on  reeeipt  of  4U  <*ents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonifti  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehnisii,  i:in  ,V  }.U  I'urk  liow.  New  York:  or  8.'i  A  K7  K  Mnillaoii  St.Chlrarn. 
Wiite  tn  eittier  one  of  the  uhove  aililresNes  for  Free  <'titiilt»iriie  of  Soiitfii.  Honir  Books, 
Sheet  UuMc,  tieruuui  8out(  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Lireain  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  and  Miisie  by  Walter  I>.  Keen. 


Of  whom  do  I  <Ircam  in  the  day  and  the  niehtf 

Of  you,  only  yoiit 
Tlie  prettiest  picture  that  comes  to  my  sii;lit 

Is  y«Ml,  only  you. 
Who  tniitrht  me  that  love  is  far  dearer  than  life? 
Who  fills  me  with  joy  in  the  niidsi  of  all  strife? 
And  who  is  the  Kill  that  1  wish  for  my  wifeT 

'Tie  you,  only  you. 

IfKFItAIN. 

You,  only  yon,  ever  so  true. 

Which  one  do  1  love?  You,  only  you. 

The  roses  arc  proud  to  lie  plucked  by  the  band 

Of  you,  only  you. 
Tbe  stars  shine  their  briKbtest  on  your  native  laud 

For  you,  only  you. 
The  breezes  at  evenini;  with  rnch  other  vie 
To  kiss  yuu,  then  vanish  away  uilh  a  sioh. 
Who  shows  me  an  aiiuel  whenever  she's  iii^lif 

'Tie  you,  only  you.— Kef  ruin. 
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NAUOHTY  BOY,  NAUGHTY  BOY, 
RUN    AWAY. 

Copyright,  1895.  by  II.  W.  Helrie.     All  righU  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Ronir,  arranired  for  tho  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, tHM<^|•ald,  on  reeeliit  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hontrs  f»r  One  ttollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.  i:<n  .t  l:«  I'lirk  How.  New  Y'ork.  orlWA  87  K  MHiliMin  Ht.Chlcaifo. 
Witt,'  to  either  one  of  the  ah  ive  aililresses  for  Free  ;;iitHlotfiie  of  Sontrs.  .Sonir  Books, 
Stieet  UuWG,  (iermon  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Ureani  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  by  Walter  P.  Keen     Music  by  II.  W.  Peti  ie. 

Merrily  tbcy  were  pinyine,  a  litlle  j:iil  and  boy. 

And  while  at  play  that  lovely  day,  their  hearts  wore  filled  with  joy, 

lliitil  the  boy.  excited,  had  roiiuhly  seized  her  hand, 

'ihe  luaideu,  feeling  slighted,  quickly  ^uve  hlui  this  command: 

Refhain. 
Naiii:hty  lioy,  naiiiihty  Iwiy,  rnn  away,  you  are  too  rouub  when  you  sfarl  to  play. 
Leave  me  now,  do,  I'm  mad  at  you,  uauslily  boy,  naughty  boy,  ruu  away. 

Many  a  year  has  vanlahwl,  brlncini;  its  joy  and  strife. 

The  same  little  \:'\t\,  with  it-lden  curl.  Is  now  Ihe  same  boy'e  wife. 

And  her  sometiines  he  teases  ahoiil  the  days  (joiie  by, 

Itul  when  her  baud  he  s<|ucezes,  once  at;aiii  to  lilin  she'll  cry:  — Jieftaiii. 

When  he  comes  Iioiiig  at  eveniiiL',  nolliint;  he  feels  but  joy. 

For  he  can  see  upon  her  knee  another  nau<:hly  hoy; 

And  when  the  bahe  refuses  at  iiiohl  lo«|uiet  keep. 

This  is  the  eoDK  she  um-s,  just  tu  sini;  the  child  to  DWep.—Hefraln. 
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America,  My  Conntry,  I  Adore. 

CopyrlKht,  1896,  hy  Moc  J.  Mendel.     All  riulits  reserved. 

The  Word*  anil  Music  of  this  Sonm  arruntreil  for  the  piano,  will  !><>  sent  tn  any  ad- 
dreiv.  |M>st-i'Hl<l,  oil  reeeipr  of  4U  eents.  or  this  loiit  any  tMo  other  Moii|,'h  for  One  liollnr, 
bv  Henry  J  Wehinmi.  i:i»  .*  I:f2  I'lirk  Kow.  New  York,  or  8.'.  *  87  K  MmiIi.oii  Nt  .('hicairo. 
Writ*  to  eitlier  one  of  the  aliive  nililr«'iwes  for  Free  <'iita|oifiie  of  .Soni?N.  Honv  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Uerniau  Koiik  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Urcani  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 
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Words  by  Moe  J.  Mendel.    Mu!<ie  by  Henry  W.  Palmer. 

America,  America,  my  country,  I  adore; 

Forever  I  shall  love  it,  from  shore  to  shore. 

The  peer  of  all  Ihe  lands,  where  I  cast  my  lot, 

AinerH'a.  niv  country,  my  favorite  spot. 

"I'ls  the  land  of  my  birlh,  and  delight  to  say 

I  stand  ever  ready  to  ilefeiul  it  to-day. 

Our  coiinlry  is  ik  ulorioiis  land  of  love  and  liberty. 

And  may  oiir  iH'uple  ever  dwfll  in  pros|«-rity. 

May  pros|H'rity  e'er  shine  on  us  as  it  never  has  before, 

Uu  America,  my  country,  my  country,  1  adore. 

CnoRUS. 

America,  America,  my  country,  1  odorc, 

Forever  I  shall  lovu  it,  from  shore  to  shore. 

May  our  llaij  of  freedom  ever  tloat  in  the  breeze; 

Mr.y  our  staunch,  bit;  war-ships  he  victorious  on  the  seas; 

May  our  Ixiys  be  uallant,  uullant  and  ever  true. 

And  bravely  sluiid  forever  by  llie  Keil,  While  and  Blue; 

Uiirrah,  hurrah,  hiirrab.  for  Ihe  lied.  White  and  Blue, 

And  bravely  etuud  forever  by  the  Red,  While  aud  Blue,  Uurrabl 

America.  America,  my  country,  I  ndore: 

Forever  I  shall  love  it,  from  shore  to  shore. 

May  our  mothers  ne'er  endure  des|)uir  or  |>aln 

To  see  a  loving  husband  or  a  son  to  to  war  afrain. 

Our  country  is  a  land  of  peace,  and  with  a  future  briclit; 

And  is  our  cause  a  just  one,  we  must  uphold  our  riehls; 

We'll  never  be  too  hasty,  and  with  justice  on  our  side, 

80  if  there  !>«  a  conflict,  to  vict'ry  we  are  sure  to  ride. 

To  the  memory  of  Ueorge  Washliiifton  and  all  his  soldiers  brave. 

May  Qod  forever  blese  tbem,  for  our  country  they  did  save.- C'Aori<«. 
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LOVE    LINGERS    YET. 

Copjrrlght.  MM,  by  H.  W.  Petrle,  New  York.    All  rig;lite  reserved. 


flie  Word*  and  MuMc  of  this  Snni;,  erranifed  for  the  piano,  will  be  Bent  to  any  ad- 
dreMS,  |»ot4t-|>air1.  mi  recei|>t  of  40  ceiitH:  <ir  thiH  atul  any  twi>  other  Moni^g  fur  <~>ite  DoUnr, 
by  Henry  J.  Weliinnn.  130  A  l:«  Park  Row.  New  York:  or  86  A  117  K.  Mnilii-on  St.t'hioairii. 
Write  to  either  one  f>f  the  ab>ive  aiidreaties  for  Free  Cutalotrue  of  Boiiitk.  Sonic  Books, 
Sheet  Musiu,  Qerman  Soogr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Words  by  Arthur  Trevelyan.    Music  by  B.  W.  Tetrie. 

One  yunr  lian  paeieed  eiiice  luet  \vc  met, 
'J'hii"  time  fli;et»  faet,  love  liiii;er»  yet; 
1  loved  you  well,  yoii  knew,  forsooth. 
Did  lipa  not  tell  mine  eyes  epnke  tcutb,    ' 
And  now  I  eecm  as  iu  eoine  idIkC, 
M'liich  no  Bniibeaiii  hum  ever  kissed. 
Still  ho|ie8  remain,  despite  regret; 
All  fears  arc  vain,  love  iiu^ere  yeU    . 

Refrain. 

Love  lingers  yet,  tho'  years  roll  by; 
Love  lingers  yet,  it  cannot  die. 
Love  lingers  yet,  tho' all  else  fade; 
Love  lingers  yet  iu  sorrows  shade. 

BcCHiiee  I  loved  was  I  to  blamet 

Were  you  reproved?  Yon  did  the  same. 

Our  qiiiirrel,  dear,  let  us  forget; 

'Tis  one  long  year  since  last  we  met; 

or  all  the  wrong  I'll  hear  the  weight, 

Ling'ring  too  long  inight  prove  too  late. 

Let  sorrow  end,  the  pnin  forget; 

iSome  message  send,  love  lingers  ytt.— lief  rain. 


THE    DAY    THE    FARMER    CAME 
TO    SEE    THE    TOWN. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  H.  W.  Puirle,  New  York.    All  rights  reserved. 


']  The  Words  and  Miislc  of  this  Soni;,  ununKed  for  the  piano,  will  t>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
'  dre«s,  i>ont-|iaid,  on  receipt  of  lOcentx;  or  thiM  and  any  two  other  8ontrs  ri>r  One  l>olUr, 
I  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  A  i:<2  Hark  How.  New  York;  orH-S  A  87  E.  Mndi»on  St.,<"liii'»pii. 
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Words  and  Munic  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


Two  little  hoys  were  playing  togckher, 
,   ■    ■-  Playini!  "old  cat"  in  the  fleUi: 

narry  was  gentle,  Dick  was  a  bully,  *  "    ■ 

Always  unwilling  to  yield.  •   ■        ■•  "■. 

Always  unfair,  if  Iliirry  was  winning,  '; 

Uiiw  he  could  liliister  and  shout. 
When  Harry  would  say:  "  it's  my  turu  to  play;  * 

;     ^_  Over  ttie  fence  is  out !  " 

CHonos. 

Over  the  fence  is  out!  Now  it  is  my  turn  to  play: 

Whatever  we  do,  Dick,  you  know  it  is  true,  yon  want  everything  your  own  way; 

You  won't  give  a  fellow  a  show,  but  uow  it  is  my  turn  to  shout; 

You  cau't  always  win,  so  .kindly  give  iu — over  the  fence  is  out  I 

Years  passed  away,  the  t>oy8  grew  to  mauhood. 

They  becaine»rivals  In  trade, 
Dick  ever  trying  Hurry  to  ruin,  '.   . -:  ■■- 

While  his  own  pi'olit  he  niiute: 
But  a  day  came  when  wild  speculation 

Left  him  in  trouble  and  doiiht. 
Then  Harry  could  say:  "Your  bills  you  can't  pay — 

Over  the  fence  is  outi  "— t7«w»/«. 

Soon  they  found  out  they  loved  the  same  maiden; 

Dick  tried  to  win  her  in  vain; 
While  he  grew  jealous.  Hurry  was  favored, 

And  all  her  smiles  he  would  guin. 
Tender  and  true,  she  vowed  that  she  loved  liim, 

Happy  the  end  cume  nlioui, 
And  when  they  were  wed,  to  Dirk  Hurry  said,  ■ 

" Over  the  fence  is  outi  "— C/io;«». 


Words  and  Music  by^V alter  P.  Keen. 


He  landed  at  the  ferry,  and  he  looked  a  silly  gawk, 

The  day  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  town: 
A  cabby  tried  to  catch  biin,  but  he  said  he'd  rather  walk. 

The  day  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  town. 
The  kids  began  to  guy  him,  for  be  was  so  tall  and  thin. 
And  as  lie  looked  so  innocent,  the  "cop|>er8  "  bad  to  grin; 
And  a  lovely  Nanny  Goat  was  ciillivuted  <m  bis  Cbiu, 

The  day  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  town. 

Refrain. 
In  his  jaw  he  had  a  wisp  of  straw. 

All  the  day  he  wandered  up  and  down. 
*' Oh,  by  gosh!  "  was  all  that  he  could  say. 

The  day  tbe  farmer  came  to  sec  the  town. 

He  got  to  Seventh  Avenue,  and  into  an  hotel,  .; 

The  day  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  town: 
The  clerk  sup|>lied  him  with  a  room,  and  soaked  him  very  well. 

The  day  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  town. 
He  "  would  not  dare  to  try  the  elevator,"  so  he  said. 
But  walked  up  seven  stories  to  his  lodgings  overheiid; 
And  they  inuue  him  take  a  lantern  when  he  wislied  to  go  to  bed, 

The  day  tlie  farmer  cume  to  see  the  Uiwu.— Jiefraiii. 

lie  took  a  walk  on  Broadway,  and  he  thought  it  great,  of  coarse. 

The  day  the  farmer  cume  to  see  the  town. 
He  wondered  how  the  culile  curs  could  go  without  a  horse. 

The  day  the  furiner  cume  to  see  the  town. 
He  went  to  look,  and  when  he  saw  the  middle  rail  ajar. 
Lie  thouifht  he'<l  giieeseii  the  secret  and  lie  Bhonted  luit  "  hurralil " 
So  he  drop|H;d  a  nickel  in  the  slot  and  got  a  cable  car, 

The  day  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  town. — Jiefrain. 

He  went  to  mail  a  letter  to  the  folks  upon  the  farm, 

The  day  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  town. 
Insteiid  of  in  the  "  letter  box  "  he  used  a  "  fire  alarm," 

The  duy  the  farmer  ciiiiie  to  see  the  town. 
He  read  the  sign  to  break  the  glass  and  then  he  smashed  it  in. 
In  less  thnn  tiiirt.y  seconds  he  was  treated  to  a  swim. 
For  the  Fire  Brioiidi  cume  rushing  up  und  turned  the  hose  on  him. 

The  day  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  lowu.—Ei/rain. 

He  went  into  a  beer  saloon  to  get  some  ginger  ale. 

The  day  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  town; 
A  ragged  urchin  cume  to  him  and  told  a  sorry  tale,    - 

The  duy  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  town. 
With  tearful  eyes  lie  listeneil  to  the  piteous  refrnln. 
Then  gave  the  boy  some  money  and  he  took  a  drink  again. 
But  very  soon  lie  found  the  boy  had  stole  his  wntch  und  chain. 

The  day  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  town.— 7^f/y  aire. 

It  didn't  hnrt  him  very  much,  for  he  was  rather  tough. 

The  day  the  farmer  cume  to  see  the  town. 
So  wandered  down  the  Bowery,  for  be  liudu't  seen  enough. 

The  day  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  town; 
And  there  lie  met  a  lovely  girl,  whose  cheeks  were  like  the  rose; 
She  took  him  to  a  concert  hall,  and  what  do  you  suppose: 
When  be  got  out  of  there  he  only  had  a  suit  of  clothes. 

The  day  the  farmer  came  to  see  the  town. — Heroin. 
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Words  and  Music  by  E.  P.  Jaeckel. 


Get  you  ready,  Tim,  and  with  nie  cross  the  ocean, 

For  you  can't  tuke  any  coniforl  in  this  land; 
Yi'U  ure  ever  lieariiig  of  some  new  invi'iilion 

That  an  boiiest  iiiiin  cnii  never  underst.-tnd. 
Now,  Tim  McGurr,  and  uiii't  yon  heunl  the  lutest, 

'Tis  ull  about  that  new  x  ruy  mneliine: 
They  are  tuking  It  uroiind  thriiiiohoiit  the  country. 

And  the  like  of  it  ciure  never  lius  l>ccn  seen. 

Ciioiiirs. 

The  new  x  ray  or  catliml  light,  we  hear  it  night  and  day. 
From  old  uiid  young  we  hear  it  snug  -have  you  heiird  of  the  new  x  rayf 
The  iliiriiig  Swede  will  take  it  along  to  the  North  Pole  in  his  bulloon. 
To  lake  some  views  as  he's  sailing  by  liis  highness,  the  man  in  tlic  nioou. 

They  can  put  it  up  in  front  of  your  owji  house,  Tim, 

That  wonderful  new  photograph  machine. 
With  the  cniliiins  drawn,  und  each  and  every  door  closed. 

Your  jiictiire  they  can  tuke  from  within. 
■     •   •    You  see  a  man's  not  safe  in  his  <iwn  liouse  now. 

And  the  thought  tliut  is  so  troiihlesonie  to  me,  ' 

"lis  myself  that  some  day  they'll  he  plndographing 

And  he  (ilacing  mc  in  Eden  Mnsee.— C'A(«;'»»'. 

And  as  you  are  walking  through  Ihese  very  streets,  Tim, 

Sure  the  thought  it  isn't  pleasant  now  to  think 
■   That  they  know  just  what  you're  eating  fur  your  dinner. 

And  is  it  mocu  pure  or  teu  dust  that  you  drink, 
And  you  cannot  walk  lame  to  get  a  (tension, 

Pretending  that  you're  miiiUM  a  bone. 
For  they'll  turn  on  the  x  ruy,  und  they  will  find  it, 

And  your  fate  then  you  will  evermore  bemoan.— C'/u>;'u«. 


— "  Vliy  do  you  keeb  der  putcher  knive  py  der  side  off  der  vuter 
cooler?"  asked  a  Diitcliman,  who  wjis  tnukiug  his  first  visit  to 
Ciiiciiinati.  of  the  hotel  clerk. 

'•  Do  cuUt  der  valer  iudo  shlices, "  replied  the  clerk. 


— "  Did  you  hear  off  dot  horriplc  dorlure  Mrs.  Gabble  vos  put! 

do  yesdertay?" 
"Vot  vosdot?'• 
•*  She  hadt  a  toodth  fildt." 
"  Oh,  dot  don'd  hurdt  her  much." 
"  Didn'd  hurdt  her  ad  all;  budt  she  vos  gombellcd  do  shlob 

dalking  for  dwo  hours."  .   .^■•.     >  ./■  ..■  >  •  :     ■      - 


>.u-  :-St'  w-'.i*7»:>  ,'^"? 


ff'^v^^l'si^;:-  •  ■ 
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Words  b;  Jsaao  O-  Reynolda.    Mualo  by  H.  W.  Potrl*. 

To  an  opinm  joint  n  poor  tranip  went,  it  little  pill  lie  bonu'lit; 
He  (iinolied  the  pipe  in  jjreat  ilclijiiit.  and  all  \n»  woes  forgot: 
A  fair  younK  lirnle  whb  i)y  Inn  ei.le.  in  ii  mansion  of  tlii-ir  own; 
He  WM  fr««  from  care,  a  millionaire,  witli  all  the  Joy»  of  home. 

Chobub. 

Then  the  pipe  went  ont— how  funny  it  did  seem; 

Tiie  pi|>e  went  out,  and  it  was  Init  a  dreuni. 

Thro"  the  City  he  inuBt  roam,  for  the  poor  trump  had  no  home — 

It's  all  over  now,  the  pipe  went  out. 

Once  a  maid  so  coy  loved  her  dear  boy,  "not  wisely,  but  too  well!  '* 
And  she  would  sliure  his  joys  and  care,  nml  all  her  secrets  tell; 
Ht-r  hank  account,  a  lart;e  amount,  she  let  him  take  iiway. 
For  he  said  he'd  bnu|{  a  diamond  ring,  and  they  would  wed  some  day. 

Chorus. 
Then  the  pipe  went  ont— how  fniiny  it  did  seem; 
The  pipe  went  out,  and  it  whs  hut  a  dream. 

For  his  love  was  liiit  a  "  bluff,"  imd  he  worked  her  for  her  "stuff  "— 
It's  all  over  now,  tlie  pipe  went  out. 

To  the  city  went  old  fnrnier  Bent,  his  load  of  hay  to  sell; 
When  on  the  strerl,  he  chai>ced  to  nii-ft  a  man  who  knew  him  well; 
Tlie  yount;  man  told  a  tale  of  told,  how  j-reat  wealth  they  could  win. 
"  We'll,  that  looks  quite  fair,  1  do  declare,"  said  the  farmer  with  a  grin. 

Chorl'B. 
Tlien  the  pipe  went  out— how  funny  it  did  seem; 
The  pipe  went  out.  and  it  was  hut  a  dream. 
For  the  farmer  borrowed  ten,  and  he  left  the  banco  then- 
It's  all  over  uuw,  the  pipe  went  out. 

Once  a  poor  old  maid  was  mnch  afrai<l  she'd  never  he  a  wife, 

Slie  often  said  that  she  Wdiild  wed  if  it  should  co-t  her  life. 

Then  she  fancied  that  lieside  her  sat  tlie  man  che'd  waited  for: 

And  the  old  maid  smiled  and  kissed  her  child,  that  playeil  upon  tlie  floor. 

Chobcs. 
Then  the  pipe  went  out— how  funny  it  did  seem; 
The  pipe  went  out.  and  it  was  hut  a  <lri'ani; 
For  siie  waked  up  wiMi  a  start,  and  she  died  of  broken  heart- 
It's  all  over  now,  the  pipe  went  out. 

To  the  races  I  went  on  pleasure  bent,  and  got  a  friendly  tip 

To  place  my  "doiieh,"  and  I  ilid  so— on  a  liu'c  chot  they  called  "Grip." 

1  l)et  every  sou;  I'd  win  I  knew— tho  rnco  was  '•flsi<l,"  you  (•••e; 

I  would  win  the  stake,  the  "dough  "  I'd  take,  Uve  huudred  clear  I'd  be. 

Chorls. 
Then  the  pipe  went  out— how  funny  it  diil  seem; 
The  pipe  went  out,  and  it  was  but  a  dream; 

Be  was  coming  in  ahead,  when  he  stopped  and  fell  Stone  dead—    - 
It's  all  over  now,  the  pipe  went  out. 

Once  a  pngilist  thonshi  that  with  his  fist  'most  any  man  he'd  maul; 
He  said  that  he  would  cliampion  be,  the  boss  sliiLTer  of  them  all; 
Be  was  sure  to  win,  and  take  their  tin,  and  an  actor  he  would  be; 
He'd  KO  on  the  statue,  be  all  the  rai;e,  and  crowds  would  come  to  see. 

Choris. 
Then  the  pipe  went  ont— how  funny  if  did  seem; 
The  pipe  went  out,  and  it  was  all  a  dream, 
For  he  stoo<l  up  one  short  round,  then  slept  upon  the  croand— 
It's  all  over  now,  the  pii>e  went  out. 

ADUITIONAI.  VERSES.— BY   ARTHUR  J.    LAMB. 

A  yonnij  man  took  his  cirl  one  day  a-hathini;  in  the  sea: 
He  oft  had  Ihontht  what  joys  he'd  know  when  they  should  married  be, 
Bui  when  she  left  her  lialhini;  van,  slie  ni«d>-  the  young  miin  K"!**^'  - 
He  felt  quite  like  a  different  man  when  he  beheld  her  shape. 

Chorus. 

Then  the  pipe  went  out— lie  saw  her  lichfly  clad; 
The  pipe  went  nut,  it  nearly  drove  hliii  ma<I: 
For  he  saw  his  future  bride  was  a  woman  ossifled  — 
It's  all  over  now,  the  pipe  went  out. 

A  eirl,  whose  love  had  been  away  for  many  weary  years. 
Would  think  that  he  was  true  to  her  when  she  was  lost  in  tears; 
One  day  she  looke<l  into  a  jail,  the  prison  si(;lits  to  see, 
When  suddenly  au  old  voice  said,  "  Do  you  rememner  me?" 

Chorus. 

Then  the  pipe  went  out  when  she  beheld  her  ,Tohn; 

The  I>'pe  w.nt  out  — he  had  stranee  colors  on; 

In  a  suit  of  w  hite  and  erny,  he  was  pouudiiiK  stones  all  day — 

It's  all  over  now,  the  pipe  went  out.   . 

Upon  the  street  a  yonnc  man  met  a  lady  with  a  veil: 

Uis  raised  his  hat  and  said  to  her,  "  Let's  split  a  pint  of  ale!  " 

'I'he  hour  was  late,  and  So  they  passed  into  a  cafe  near: 

IJuto  the  boy  she  held  real  fust  and  said,  "  Come,  kiss  me,  dear." 

Choritb. 

And  the  pipe  went  out  when  she  removed  her  veil; 
The  pipe  went  out.  and  the  youni;  miin  turned  pnle; 
For  it  set  his  head  awhirl,  he  bad  mashed  a  colored  nM— 
It's  all  over  now,  the  pipe  went  out. 


A  man  had  found  that  wedded  life  was  quite  a  joy  ami  boon. 
Was  told  one  day  his  pretty  wife  would  ne  a  mother  soon. 
While  waitini;  for  the  happy  news  to  bring  his  home-life  joy; 
Ue  said  that  he  would  have  the  blues  uuless  it  proved  a  buy. 

CUORCS. 

Then  the  pipe  went  out.  and  naughty  tilings  he  said; 

The  pipe  went  out,  he  wished  he  was  not  wed; 

There  were  triplets,  don't  you  see,  and  of  girls  be  had  just  t\iree— 

It's  all  over  now,  the  pipe  went  out. 

If  England  thinks  to  own  the  sea,  she  cannot  have  the  earth. 
She's  alwavs  shown  she  wished  to  he  a  tyrsnf  from  her  birth; 
Venezuela  wants  Its  rights  for  Uncle  Slim  to  fix, 
iS>>  England  should  recall  the  fights  of  1776. 

Chorus. 

When  the  pijie  went  out,  she  had  enough,  we  know; 

The  iiipe  went  out,  her  binfflng  did  not  go. 

For  old  England  Uncle  Sam  <toes  not  need  to  give  a— (drum  heal)— 

It's  all  over  now,  the  pipe  weut  out. 

A  girl  who  dwelt  upon  a  farm  was  lonesome  as  could  be; 
She  said,  "  I'll  try  my  In-st  to  cliMrm  the  next  mnn  that  I  sec." 
One  day  when  past  her  Country  home  a  dashing  c>cii8t  sped. 
Forgetting  all,  without  reserve,  right  after  him  she  fled. 

Cuoiius. 

Then  the  pipe  went  out:  it  set  her  head  awhirl; 

The  pipe  went  out,  'twas  but  another  tirl; 

When  she  saw  her  looked-for  chance,  was  a  woman  dressed  in  panta — 

It's  all  over  now,  the  pi|ie  went  out. 

A  minister  from  off  the  stage  a  pretty  girl  once  took; 

In  village  work  she  did  engage,  and  her  bad  ways  forsook; 

But  one  day  when  he  took  her  to  a  country  dunce  out  there. 

'I'he  parson  scarce  knew  what  to  do  when  the  braes  bund  played  an  air. 

CHOutrs. 

Then  the  pipe  went  ont— the  girl  could  not  resist: 

Then  tiie  \U\w  went  out.  she  did  the  Turkish  twist: 

And  he's  never  trieil  to  rule  her  since  she  did  the  hula  hula — 

It's  all  over  DOW,  the  pipe  went  out. 
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Words  by  Winnie  Black.    Mu«ic  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 


I  called  one  nitht  on  Liz/.ie  Jane,  and  got  there  rather  lale; 

I  thouLht  I'd  just  surprise  her  and  go  in  the  uarilen  gate; 

The  night  was  dark  as  Eg)pt,  and  the  air  was  like  a  fog; 

I  could  not  reach  the  window,  so  I  i limped  ii]>on  a  log. 

But  a  ripping  sound  convinced  me  I  had  jumped  u|>on  the  dog. 

Chords. 

And  now  I'm  very  sorry  that  I  did. 

And  now  I'm  very  sorry  that  I  did: 

A  ripping  sound  convinced  me  I  had  jumped  upon  tlie  dog. 

And  now  I'm  sorry,  very  sorry  that  I  did. 

Not  long  Ago  I  bought  a  mule  that  had  a  gentle  face; 

He  followed  IIS  around  the  >ard,  the  pet  of  all  the  place: 

The  iieluhhors  didn't  like  his  voico  and  said  "go  twist  his  tail; 

'Twill  surely  stop  Ids  braying,  the  cure  will  never  fail." 

I  wenl  and  twisted  uuce  or  twice,  and  then  I  took  a  sail. 

Chorus. 

And  now  I'm  very  sorry  tliat  I  <iid. 

And  now  I'm  very  sorry  that  I  did; 

I  went  and  twisted  once  or  twice,  and  then  I  took  a  aail, 

And  now  I'm  sorry,  very  sorry  that  I  did. 

I  fri<"d  to  be  a  doctor  once,  and  set  a  broken  arm, 
1  pulled  the  elbow  out  of  joint,  and  did  a  lot  of  harm; 
I  put  a  muHtard  plai-ter  on  the  patient's  tender  breast; 
I  gave  him  lots  of  tonic,  so  he  wouldn't  lose  his  rest. 
But  wheu  I  gave  the  bill  to  him  I  got  a  broken  chest. 

Chorus. 

And  iiaw  I'm  very  sorry  that  I  did, 

Aiid  now  I'm  very  sorry  that  I  did; 

For  when  I  gave  the  bill  to  him  I  got  a  broken  chest. 

And  now  I'm  sorry,  very  sorry  that  I  did. 

A  fiiend  of  mine  once  built  some  wings,  all  fixed  so  he  conld  fly. 
I  had  a  little  trip  to  make;  "  they're  just  the  stuff,"  said  1; 
lie  tied  the  wings  upon  my  hack.  I  got  upon  the  shed: 
"  Don't  worry,  dear,  I'll  soon  return,"  that  to  my  wife  I  said.    • 
I  went  ut>on  my  muscle,  but  I  came  back  on  my  head. 

CnoRus. 

And  now  I'm  very  sorry  that  I  did. 

And  now  I'm  very  sorry  that  I  did: 

I  went  upon  my  muscle,  but  I  came  hack  on  my  head; 

And  now  I'm  sorry,  very  sorry  that  I  did. 


—Clock  Manufacturer—"  Haf  you  hadt  any  oxberience?' 
Applicant — "  I  Laf  peeu  doing  dime  der  lasd  seex  years." 


«■■ 
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THE    DEBUTANTE. 

Copyright,  IBM,  bj  Spaulding  &  Oray.      Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Itondon. 
All  riitlits  reserved. 


Tha  Wards  and  Hnide  of  this  Soiifn  orranKed  for  the  piano.  tvIII  l>«  sont  tn  but  ad- 

/   dre««.  po«t-i>al(1.  ^ii  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  timl  any  tw.,  otlier  s-'inrs  f-n  One  H'tllnr, 

1  by  Heiirv  J    Wehman.lM  A  i:«  Park  How.  N.w  York:  or  8.i*  H7  K   >lM<tii«oii  st  .(^liic-air... 

(   Write  to  eltli«r  one  of  tlie  above  artdresses  for  Fit-e  riitnloirne  of  SontrR.  Souk  Books, 

Sbeat  Huslo,  Qerman  Souk  BouIcs,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Geo.  M.  t'olioii.     Mn>le  l)y  Ja«.  Whitney. 


A  Bweet  Utile  maiiJ.  wlio  Hns  Rfiiiiil  to  vviiiU  lier  eye, 

Willi  l>eailCiful  wnya.  und  IniioCfiil  anze,  xlie  wuh  i<(>  shy; 

Oil,  she  WHB  a  treat,  *>o  sweet  uikI  iieni.  cocii-ty  did  irraiit 

A  cliaiice  to  Die  laxs  to  enter  llieir  cliiKH  iih  ii  dfl)iit)iiile. 

This  eweet  little  uirl  noon  |iiit  in  it  wiilrl  a  tii<iiit>and  hearts: 

Tliey  all  tried  to  win  lier  love,  wliicii  wax  In  a  tiioiii<aiiit  parts. 

For  every  sport  he  tliou<:lit  lieM  caniiht  a  cliance  ijis  love  lo  plant. 

But  while  tUey  would  chaS,  sUe'd  ^ive  tiieiu  ilie  laii^li,  wuuld  the  debataiite. 

CnoRi's. 
In  brightest  of  society,  every  eye  \\h»  on  ilng  niaidon. 
The  girl  who  had  ciiubed  tu  tlie  liei^htli  of  nutoricty  as  tlie  liappy  deliutaute. 

Theatres  and  halls,  to  suppers  and  balls,  ench  ni^ht  she'd  go. 
So  cay  and  so  brielit,  slie'd  every  ninlit  a  difTereiit  tu-aii; 
Siie'il  ninsli  if  he'd  casli  — if  not  so  riisli,  slifM  say  '•  lo  iici  I  can't." 
If  you'd  money  to  spurt,  why  Itien  you  could  flirt  with  the  debutante: 
For  nothiiii;  but  wine  slie'd  drinii  wlien  nilie'd  dine,  the  bills  they  niireed; 
8lie'd  wine  never  slialce,  a  banlt  it  would  lirenU  to  queiicu  her  tliirst. 
Tills  maiden  with  golden  hair,  go  fair,  the  nioncvM  "poriii  tthe'd  plant, 
Aud  some  of  them  yet  are  sorry  tbey  met  with  the  debutante.— (7 /<0f'</«. 


*  s  ^ 


MOLLIE    AND    I. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  The  Hall  Mu8ic  Co.    Ei.tered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  riKbts  reserved. 


S  The  Words  and  Mnnlc  of  this  Sontr.  arranped  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  «d- 
,  dre»8.  l^ol«^l•ald,  on  receipt  of  40oenti>;  ortliix  nml  aiiv  t\vi>  ..tlier  s^Mitrg  f>rOiie  l>olli,r. 
~)  by  Henry  /  Wehinon.lSO  A  IK  I'nrk  How.  NVw  York:  or  R.i  A:  X7  K.  MmliBOti  sf  .cliicap". 
/  Write  to  eitlier  one  of  the  abive  aiidresses  for  Free  ("ninloirue  of  Soni.'".  S..ntr  Books, 
Sheet  MiuiG,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Joke  Books,  etc 


Words  and  Music  by  HiTbert  II.  Taylor. 


In  a  quaint  country  villaue,  not  far  from  the  shore, 
Stands  a  neat  litili'  cottage  I  love  ami  adoie. 
And  each  ilay  that  I  piis^  it  I  love  it  the  more. 

For  III  that  little  coilagi'  lives  Mollie. 
Now  Mollie's  a  girl  'lis  a  pleafiin-  to  meet, 
She'H  a  kind  word  for  nil  and  a  smile  always  sweet, 
Aud  she  loves  all  the  boy  ami  tUi-  girls  on  tlie  street, 

Aud  tile  boys  aud  the  giriM  all  lovu  Muliie. 

Ciionirs. 

Mollie  O'Moorc  is  the  girl  I  prefer: 

Mollie  loves  me,  ami  I  know  I  love  her: 

In  aiiotlier  small  cott.-ige  we'll  dwell  l>y  and  by. 

Always  merry  and  liappy,  Mollie  and  I. 

In  that  cot  by  the  seaside,  with  Insurips  few. 

Where  the  trees  are  in  Imd  and  tin:  i<iiinnier  skies  blue. 

And  the  flowers  of  sweet  fragrance  liei>]iriiikled  with  dew. 

Draw  their  sweetnecs  from  my  sweeter  Mollie. 
In  perfect  contentinenf.  this  sweet  little  lugs 
Will  sit  at  tlie  door,  and  whenever  you  pa(<s 
Ton  will  t]nd  tliere  is  always  11  pipe  ainl  a  glass, 

Aud|a  welcome  for  you  there  from  Mollie.— 6' /<o;'r/«. 


THERE'S    NO    LOVE    LIKE    THE 
LOVE    OF    A    MOTHER. 

Copyright,  1896.  by  A.  Scull  &  Co.    All  rights  reser\-ed. 


The  Words  and  MubIc  of  this  .S.init,  nrruniced  for  the  piano,  will  lie  sent  to  anv  ad 
dre>s,  pos^|laid,  on  receipt  of  4UceiitK:  or  this  and  any  t»o  nther  Sxn^rs  toi  One  |)<>llnr. 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSOA  l.'K  I'nrk  Row.  N.-w  York:  or  SS  *  (17  K.  Mmlif-on  .st  .('liicHr... 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  the  ah.ive  nddrenses  for  Frt*e  Cutaloirne  of  fS'onr».  Sonif  Book", 
Sheet  Miuic,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books.  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Sluxic  by  Andy  Lewis. 


There's  no  love  like  the  love  of  a  mother. 

No  matter  where  you  in  this  world  may  roam; 
There's  no  love  like  the  love  of  a  motlier. 

In  foreign  lands  or  else  at  home: 
Wiien  a  balie  in  your  cradle  how  she  nursed  you; 

Yon  were  her  delight  when  a  boy; 
Anil  now  that  you've  grown  into  manhood. 

You  still  are  her  pride  und  her  joy. 

ChoHCS. 

There's  no  love  like  the  love  of  n  mother. 
No  love  that  is  with  you  all  tiiroiigh: 

There's  no  love  like  the  love  of  a  mother —  ■ 
A  mother's  love  is  constant  and  true. 

There's  my  mother,  who's  noiv  with  the  angels. 

Her  memory  I  lovingly  recall; 
In  cliildhood  she  watched  o"«r  mv  footsteps. 

Lest  I  shon'd  by  tlie  waysid.'  fall. 
When  sickness  prevailed  she  watched  o'er  yon. 

To  nurse  you  to  health  was  her  aim. 
Tet  still  that  she's  gone  from  you  forever. 

You  are  often  conipelled  to  e^c\uUn :  —  C korut. 


OH,    GEE!    I    WISH    I    WAS    BIG. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  H.  W.  Petrie     All  righu  reserved. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  <'f  this  Sontr.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreos,  poHt-i'aid,  on  reeeipt  of  40  eentK:  or  thia  anil  any  t"o  .-ther  S.>ntrs  r.'r  One  iWilliir, 
by  Heiirv  J.  Wehinmi.l.'JO  .t  1S2  fiirk  How,  N,.w  York:  or  86  A  S7  K  Mi,<li-on  St.Chleair". 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  the  «h  ive  a(1dres^<es  for  Free  C»talojf ne  of  Ronir>>.  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bo»ka,  etc 


Words  and  Music  by  Little  Bloesora. 


My  ma  won't  let  me  make  mad  pies,  'cause  I  would  pet  all  dirt, 
And  she  won't  let  me  climb  our  fence,  she's  'fraid  that  I'll  get  hurt, 
And  when  I  pinch  my  iirotlier's  ami  till  I  leave  a  big  iilack  s|K>t, 
My  ma  get8  mad  uud  slaps  my  bund,  and  'buses  ine  a  lot. 

Refrain. 
Oh,  gee!  I  wish  I  was  big  and  could  light  just  like  the  men, 
'I'lieii  my  mamma  would  be  'fraid  of  iiie,  and  would  n<>i  dare  whip  me  again. 
Oil,  gee!  I  wish  I  was  big.  with  my  brotlier  I'd  get  square; 
'Cause  when  lie  tried  to  slup  lue,  I'd  pull  his  curly  liair. 

Sometimes  I  get  so  lonesome  like,  and  want  to  have  some  fun. 

Throw  water  on  our  pufsy  cat — oh,  golly,  don't i<lie  run;  ^ 

And  then  i  think  of  other  tricks  tiittt  are  naughty  I  can  do, 

Aud  elide  down  our  old  cellar  door— I  think  it's  fun,  don't  yoal—Jiefraln. 


OLD    JIM'S    CHRISTMAS    HYMN. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Spaulditig  &.  Gray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  riprhts  reserved. 


T)ie  Words  and  Music  of  this  S»ng,  arranged  for  th«  piano,  will  bs  sent  to  Miy  ad- 

die«s.  poHtriiaid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  tliis  and  any  tw o  ..ther  Sonps  f^r  One  I)ollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSO*  132  Park  Row.  NVw  York:  orWiAR?  E  Mi«dl»on  8t. Chicago. 
Wiite  to  either  one  of  the  abive  addresnea  for  Free  Cntalocue  of  Soiifrs.  Sontr  BooU^ 
Sheet  Music,  German  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Oray. 


Old  Jim  was  a  character,  well  known  aliout  tlie  town. 

From  siucing  in  the  village  cbiiicli  lie'd  gained  ii  great  renown;      '  ^ 

To  hear  liim  sing  each  Sunday  morn,  to  church  the  good  folks  came. 

Hut  soon  lie  drifted  downward  to  a  drunkHrd's  lite  of  slinme, 

'I'lioiigli  years  had  passed  since  poor  old  Jim  from  cliiircii  liad  Strayed  away, 

lie  told  tlie  parson  lie  would  sing  tliat  roniiiig  Chriflnias  Day; 

When  Christmas  came  witliin  that  clmrch  tlieresal  in  every  seat 

A  saddened  lieart  when  Jim  arose  and  saug  so  t<ofl  uud  sweet: 

Cnonus. 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me,  each  eve  with  tears  was  dim; 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me,  that  was  old  Jim's  Cliristmas  bymn, 

Christmas  days  will  come  and  go,  and  so  will  Christmas  hymns. 

But  never  will  there  be  a  song  to  equal  that  of  Jim's; 

'I'lie  song  of  "  Rock  of  Ages  "  all  thro'  life  had  been  liis  choice. 

For  when  a  child  'twas  laugiit  liim  liy  Ids  dear  old  inother'x  voice, 

Wiibiii  tliose  same  old  sacred  walls,  in  Christian  soiifs  of  praise; 

Uis  voice  liaii  oft  been  heard  before,  since  early  ciiildliood  days. 

But  sweeter  far  tlian  ever  if  was  now  to  tliat  great  throng, 

Wliich  gathered  there  on  Cbristinas  muni,  to  liear  Jim  slug  Ids  song:— CAo. 


BOOZE,    GLORIOUS    BOOZE. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Frank  Deane  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London, 


All  rights  reserved. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;,  arran(;ed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
drera.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  ..ther  S'miitb  for  One  iWdlur, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  *  i:H  Park  Row,  New  York :  or  Kt  *  87  K.  Mi«<li»on  nt. Chicago. 
Wilte  to  either  one  of  tlie  above  addrea.se.R  for  Free  Ciitnlouiie  of  Ronirs.  Sons  Booka, 
Sheet  Music.  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Bovka,  Mc 


Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Deane. 


We've  had  lots  of  songs  about  etiting— 

Beefsteak  and  pork  chojis  liow  tbey  praise; 
A  change  witli  success  now  is  meeting, 

For  surely  we're  changing  our  wavs; 
I'll  sing  about  sometiiing  substantial 

'I'hat  canoes  deliglit  fortli  to  ooze; 
Tiie  secret  of  Uncle  Sams  glory 

Is  found  iu  cue  word  and  that's  booze,  booze,  bonze,  booze. 

CHORttS. 

Booze,  booze,  glorious  booze,  get  as  much  down  as  yon  can; 

Booze  of  liie  best  is  good  for  the  cliest.  good  for  the  woman  or  man;  / 

P'licemenall  cry  for  it,  soldiers  will  die  for  it. booze  that  will  make  a  man  snooze.  I 
Wiiat  makes  yon  stronger,  and  makes  you  live  longer,  why  booze,  liooze,  booze 


Now  after  yon've  had  too  much  eating. 

You're  awfully  full,  so  to  sfieak; 
A  terrible  pain  is  your  greeting.  *' 

And  goon  you  become  very  weak;        .    . 
It's  twenty  to  one  tliat  good  brandy 

Is  tietter.  by  far,  than  a  steak; 
Thoiigli  grub  may  l)e  ever  so  lovely. 

But  when  you  feel  badly  just  take  booze,  booze,  booze.— CAonu. 

A  baby  first  takes  to  the  bottle. 

At  milk  lie's  a  boozer,  you  iiet: 
And  when  lie  grows  up  into  manhood, 

A  mach  stronger  tiooze  lie  will  get;  .      •  '    ; 

It's  good  if  you  take  us  directed,  .' 

Be  sure  it's  the  right  kind  you  choose. 
So  wiieii  you  are  eating  free  lunch,  boys,  '       ■  '^    ' 

Remember  to  mix  it  wiih  booze,  booze,  hooze,  boOM. — Chorvt. 
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I'm  the  Slickest  Coon  in  Town. 

CopyriiTlit,  1S96,  by  A.  S<-ult  Jt  Co.     All  riKlits  reserved. 

The  Word*  and  MukIc  iif  tlit»  S..inf,  arran(;t'd  for  tlie  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
drei«,  |Hiiit-i>aiil.  nn  rect-nit  >•(  lOceiitM;  or  tliix  »ii.l  any  two  .itli<>r  S'>ntra  for  One  iHdlar, 
by  H«'iirv  J  XVVlininii.i:«l.»  i;«  I'lirk  ll..w.  N.-w  Vork:  ..r  (W*  H7  K.  MNillmin  Ht.i^hkraco. 
Writ*  to  eiHi.T  on.-  ..f  tli«>  ah  .vc  aildrt'swM  for  KifC  ("iitalmriit*  of  Souirn,  Sonit  BooU, 
Sheet  Uuaiv,  Genuou  Sun^c  Uooks,  Lettci'  Writers,  Ureani  Buuks,  Juke  bwuka,  etc 

Worda  and  Jluoie  by  Andy  Lewis. 

I  W«'tit  ilinvii  to  Mi-nipliii*  lit  tlie  race  truck, 

'I'lifil  fiir  8IIIIK' iiiDiii-y  Id  iiiiikf : 
My  l>al>y  iifi'ilfil  lu'w  hIiuch  aiut  drfSH, 

So  |»i|iii  liail  lit  niiiki'  a  MlnUt^: 
Fool  iiik;ocrt<  lK't;iili  jiift  fliooMni!  lie  CI'Mpei, 

'riiiiiii:lit  ijii-v  wotilil  L't't  Miy  coin; 
I  thr»'w  ill  a  Cft  of  loaitfd  (tiCf. 
•  Anil  iiuw  I've  Kot  nii'iify  tu  bum. 

CUOKIIP. 

Oil,  my  Lula,  cninc  kioi)  ynnr  liniu^y:  you'll  have  gliot*M  Hiid  ilrcfm  of  lirowD. 
Oil,  my  Lulu,  come  kIsK  yuiir  liuUy,  I'm  lln;  elickL-::>t  nit;t;cr  lu  tliu  lu»ii. 

Wfiit  <l"\vii  to  i:.'iiiit>Ie  lit  faro  bank, 

Jii!"!  for  to  mill  to  my  |iili% 
And  wlifii  lilt!  nlii-jiTM  wiw  mo. 

You  lift  they  all  lilil  ilifii  coiiiiiifnrc  In  fimilc; 
I  CKiipfrM  ilio  iiCf,  tlicii  playi-il  deuce  tu  wiu; 

Cuiiiu  near  a-caliiiii;  tlie  turn: 
The  L'umblerH  they  hud  to  Mliiit  il|'  the  hoime, 

Aud  now  I've  t;wt  uioney  to  burn.— C'Aw«». 


BABY     WANTS     THE     MOON. 

CopjiiKht,  i»Jf>,  by  H.  W.  I'etrie.     Entered  at  StaUoners'  Hall.  London. 


All  riidits  reserTcd. 

The  Word*  and  Mii«le  nt  this  Sonir.  arranKcd  for  the  piano,  will  t>e  sent  to  any  ad 

gre.e,  |>lll•^|'ald.  on  rt-oeipt  of  40  i-eiitx;  or  tlii.i  hihI  any  two  otiii-r  yonits  for  One  hollnr, 
r  Henry  J  Weliinitii,  Kill  .t  1;«  I'm  k  How.  Nvw  York,  or  («  A  KT  K  Mnilixon  Ht.,('hii-«iri>. 
Write  to  eitltt-r  one  of  the  ah.»ve  aildre.-ises  f.ir  Kr**e  ('iitalt»irue  of  Songw.  So''>/  Hotik*. 
ibeet  Musiu,  Ueriuan  Souk  Uouk^,  Letter  Writuis,  Dream  Ikioks,  Juke  Boof"''^ 

Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb     Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 


liuliy'g  little  heud'H  on  ninmmuV  hrcaet, 
IJiiliy.  poiin-how,  will  not  uo  to  rei"t; 
KahyV  lookiiii;  out  upun  the  mky, 
\Vliere  the  •.'o.den  moon  is  phiiiin>>  lili;h; 
See  her  !<ir<loh  her  cliiihhy  little  arniH, 
SSilch  a  tliiiii;  for  her  liai'  iiiuiiy  cliarum; 
So.  witliespeciation  III  here>e(«. 
Fur  tliu  mouu  unto  niamiua  dhu  cries: 

jl  Klpkain. 

SJCroonl  Croon!  Baby  wants  the  moon;  Baby  will  not  uet  it  very  iioon. 
'Crooiil  t'roon!  Italiy  wuiit^  the  moon!   ItV  very  Had  that  baby  wants  the  moon. 
i  Croon!  Croon!  Bahy  wantu  thr  moon!  Baby  will  not  i;<-t  it  very  (mkhi. 
^  Croon  I  C'ruuii!  Baby  wants  the  mouii!  It's  very  Hud  that  bul)y  uitula  Ihu  moon. 

j  Baby  i<«  im  rcr'lleHi*  aa  r.iii  lie, 

^  ^laiiiiiiu  caiiiiiit  ht'lp  it  tlioimb,  you  gee; 

Siill  Hhe  elretclief  uriiii*  unto  the  hky. 

Where  the  moon  is  winking  on  the  dly; 

Now  the  baby's  head  in  sleep  is  howed, 

For  the  moon  i-4  bid  beliliiil  a  cloiiil, 

Yel  I  lliink  tliat  in  the  baby's  dreams 

bull  the  uiuou  iu  all  it«  ^h'ry  beams. —/if^//Yif;t. 


THE    WAY    THE    WIND     BLOWS. 

Copyritcht.  IX%.  by  A.  Scull  &  Co.    Kiiteied  at  titstiupeni'  Hail,  London. 

All  rit.'litri  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Miinic  of  this  Sontr.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad* 
dreas.  |i<>st-i>aiil.  on  receipt  of  40  eeiit»;  or  tliiH  and  any  two  other  .Monns  f«r  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehinan.  l.W  \  IK  I'aiU  l(o»,  NVw  York.  urUtA  K7  K.  Mniliaon  8t.,Cliicaaro. 
Write  to  eitlifr  one  of  the  ahive  addreMws  for  Free  ^Jatnloifin- of  Soukk.  Sonic  Books, 
Staeet  Musie,  Uerniau  Suiii;  PuuU.».  letter  Writers,  Dream  Iksiks,  Joke  Hooks,  etc. 

Words  by  W  ni.  H.  (jardiier.    Musie  by  Wm.  H.  Kiiday,  Jr. 

We  are  all  of  us  heaih-d    '  the  wuy  the  wind  blows," 
We're  sintile  or  wediled.  "the  way  tin;  wind  blows.'* 

We  re  lip  or  we'ie  down,  we  smile  or  we  frown. 
And  tiie  cut  of  our  clothes  tells  "  the  wuy  the  wiud  blows." 

Ciioiiiis. 

But  tlio  way  the  wind  lilows,  that's  what  nobody  known. 
For  'round  it  will  veer  wlien  you  think  you're  in  clover; 

And  when  you  tiet  in  to  the  midst  of  the  swim. 
Look  out  that  you  don't  some  tind  day  get  thrown  over. 

The  policemen  keep  poBted  "the  way  the  wind  blows:  " 
'I'liey  always  have  coasled  ''the  way  the  wind  blows;" 

They  sneak  up  a  street  and  sleep  ou  their  heat: 

They're  uwalte  or  they  dozc  v\ith  '*  the  way  the  wind  blows."— 6'Ao. 


Pretty  irirls  come  near  Unowinir  "  the  way  the  wind  blows;  " 
'I'liey're  piysini;  or  sewini;  "  the  way  the  wind  blo»e;  " 

1'hey  faint  or  they  scream,  and  hint  for  iCe  cream. 

For  they  all  work  their  beaux  iu  "the  way  the  wind  blows."- 


Vhoriii. 


We  are  serf  or  patrician,  "  the  way  the  wind  blows," 
We  shift  our  position  "the  way  the  wind  blows." 

One  day  we  are  broke,  and  call  it  a  joke. 
But  we  all  wear  our  clothes  in  "  the  way  the  wind  blows. "- 


■Chorui. 


She  Might  Flirt  with  Others. 

Copyritcht,  1895,  by  U.  W.  Petrie.    Entered  at  Stotlouers*  Hall,  London,  Eiik. 


All  riffhts  reserved. 


Tlie  Word*  and  Music  nf  this  Sonir.  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  iMt  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre.«,  |lol•^|inld,  on  receipt  of  40eeiits;  or  tliiM  ninl  any  tnn  other  .Sonars  for  One  liollsr, 
by  Henry  J  W..hm«n.  i:)n.t  i;«  f»ik  H->w.  N.'w  York,  or  ILS  ,t  H7  K  Mmliiinn  Mt..<'hir»»o. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ah.ive  addrexxes  for  Free  CalHloiriie  of  Soiiirs.  Soinr  Books, 
Sheet  Hosic,  Ueriuan  Souk  Books,  Letter  Wi  iters,  Dreani  Books,  Juke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Dave  Marion. 


A  crowd  of  boys  that  stand  around  near  Hester  and  Canal, 

And  Bill  Mauee  was  the  only  one  that  had  a  Sunday  t;al. 

The  other  boys  were  jealous,  and  they'd  tell  lilm  that  she'd  flirt, 

Tlieu  Bill  Md^ec  would  sin;;  out  when  his  fvelin^s  they  would  hurt: 

Refrain. 
She  mlRbt  flirt  with  others,  still  she  loves  hut  me; 
The  merry  twinkle  in  lier  eye  has  caused  iiiiieh  jealousy; 
If  she  says  a  tbiiii;  she  means  it,  so  contented  I  will  be; 
She  might  flirt  with  others,  still  she  loves  but  me. 

One  day  lie  called  upon  her  and  he  asked  her  if  'twas  true: 

Her  answer  came  bark,  "  Darlinu  Will,  I  love  none  else  but  yon." 

The  next  nlclit  on  the  corner,  when  tliey  told  him  the  same  thini:. 

lie  kuevv  tUitt  they  were  jealous,  and  Lc  uuce  u);uiu  did  nui^:— lit) rain. 


HE  FOUOHT  AND  DIED  FOR   ME 

Copyright,  1896.  by  H.  W.  Petrie.     All  riKhtu  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Hiislo  nf  this  Sonir,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  lie  sent  to  any  ad- 
dren,  post-paid,  on  reeeipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  anil  any  two  i.ther  Sontrs  ft>r  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehinan.  ISO.t  132  Hark  Kow.  NVw  York:  or  K>  A  N7  K  Mxlii-on  Ht  .Chicairo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Kree  ('ataloitue  of  Soniri..  s.iiii(  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Wallace  poynes.    Music  by  H.  W.  I'eirie. 


Ill  a  peaceful,  country  cliiirch-yurd,  where  the  children  come  to  play. 
By  a  crave,  where  slept  a  comrade,  stood  a  soldier,  old  and  jray: 
'I'lieii  there  came  a  little  maiden—"  Did  you  know  him,  sir?  "  aeked  she. 
But  the  soldier  only  answered:  "  lie  fought  aud  died  for  uie." 

KepuAiN. 

Thoui;li  comrades  fell  around  us,  tliou(;li  every  ho|ic  had  cone, 
We  two  would  not  surrender,  and  so  the  fluht  went  on. 
And  wbeu  1  fell  beside  liiin,  "  Uave  courage.  Jack."  cried  he; 
Aud  there,  aloue,  he  faced  the  foe— he  fought  aud  died  for  me. 

From  tt  quiet  little  villaee,  we  together  went  one  day. 

Went  to  fluht  for  home  and  country,  side  iiy  side  we  marched  awny. 

"  We  will  always  stick  totjether,  you  and  f.  dear  Jack."  said  be, 

"Aud  I'm  proud  that  be  was  faithful— he  fought  and  died  fur  me."— /?</'. 

Tho'  the  war  has  lom;  l)een  over,  the'  my  hair  has  turned  to  uray, 
I  shall  ne'er  fori;et  the  comrade,  who  so  liravely  died  thai  day;  " 
When  he'd  gone,  the  little  muideu,  thouu'h  her  eyes  were  diiii,  could  see. 
Carved  upou  the  little  gruve-stoue,  "Lie  fou;;lit  and  died  fur  me."— y/e/°. 


*  ■  » 


THE  GIRL  I  MET  ON  BROADWAY 

Copyright,  1896,  by  A  Scull  &  Co.     Entered  at  Stationers*  Hall,  Lvuduu. 


All  ri(rht«  icserved. 


The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  8oiiir,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
dre*s.  (lost- paid,  »ti  receipt  of  40  cents,  or  thix  and  any  tmi  other  .Si.nirs  for  one  DolUr, 
by  Henry  J  Wehmaii,  litO.t  l;t2  Fark  How.  New  York,  or  (l.S,t  s7  IC  Mioliw.n  st.Chirairo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ati.ive  addn-sws  for  Kr.-e  I'litHhiirin- of  SonitK.  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Uuslo.  Uerman  Souk  Books,  I.«tler  Wi  iters,  Dreani  B<H>ks,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  IL  W.  Ilughos. 

It  was  just  tlie  Other  day,  as  I  strolled  along  Broadway, 

A  pretty  little  maid  (  chanced  to  see; 
She  turned  and  looked  so  shy,  then  she  "winked  the  other cyc," 

And  her  cunning  air  almost  enchanted  me. 
Her  name  is  not  "  Marie,"  thoiiu'li  she's  sweet  as  she  cau  be. 

And  her  "golden  iuiir  is  hanging  down  "  you  know; 
She  may  have  passed  her  teens,  Ibo'  quite  youthful  still  she  secnia, 

For  tier  little  eyes  with  love  light  are  aglow. 

CHoniis. 

I  met  her  on  Broadway  the  other  ilay; 

She  stole  my  heart  away,  yes  for  aye; 

You  may  sing  of  love's  deep  passiuu, 

Or  the  maids  of  modern  fashion. 

But  K've  to  me  the  girl  1  met  on  Broadway, 

There  arc  girls  of  every  kind,  even  one  "  I  left  behind," 

But  not  the  one  I  met  the  other  day: 
She's  not  kind  you'd  court  on  the  "  sidewalks  of  New  York," 

For  the  best  of  them  prefer  some  other  way. 
Each  evening  now  I  wait  for  my  darling  at  the  gate. 

There  to  kiss  her  tears  and  sorrows  all  away. 
"  When  summer  comes  atiain,"  her  and  I  will  wander  then 

Ou  the  "  Bunks  O  Bonnie,"  where  the  zephyrs  play.—  Cfiorug. 

When  the  roses  bloom  again,  come  the  sunshine  or  the  rain, 

I'll  take  her  to  my  bosom  ne'er  to  part. 
The  wedding  liells  will  ring,  and  the  birdies  sweeter  sing. 

When  I  press  the  darlini;  creature  to  my  heart: 
We'll  sing  "  love's  sweetest  song,"  while  the  years  are  rolling  on, 

And  tho'  grief  may  sometimes  mnr  our  happv  lot. 
We'll  each  love  still  the  same,  weavini;  out  life's  eolilen  chain, 

With  just  a  little  "kiss  and  theu  make  up."— Chorut. 
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Sweet  Birds,  Sing  Your  Best  To-Day. 

Copyright,  1890.  l)>  H.  W.  I'etiie.     All  HkIiU reserved. 


Th«  Wnrdu  and  Miidic  of  UiIr  S.>iii;.  arranged  fi'r  the  piano,  will  he  iieiit  to  aiir  ad- 
drex,  |lu«^|>■l<l.  oil  receipt  of  4Ui-fiit>i:  or  this  aiiil  aiiv  ln'>  ntlier  Mon^g  for  One  DuIIdi', 
by  Hriirv  J  NVVhliiaii,l3U  Jt  1:«  i'ltiU  How,  N.-w  Yorlcj  or  (C.  *  87  K.  Mailii-on  f<t.,ChicaP". 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ah>ve  aildreiwes  for  Frt-e  (Tiitaloiriip  of  Soiiith.  Soni;  Bookc, 
She«t  Music,  Qenuan  Soug  Book*,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Ituoks,  Juke  Books,  etc. 

■      ^:        .  Word*  by  A.  J.  Lamb.     Music  by  U.  W.  IVtrie.  .-• 


Pretty  l»ir<lH  of  June,  sini;  your  givi-etoet  tune. 

Some  oiie'8  romiii|r  lierc  to  iiiwt  lUf,  wiiint  oiio  witli  her  eniiles  will  greet  me, 

Ui-re  beside  Ibe  biuuk,  iu  tbitt  ehudy  iiouk,  fur  a  pretty  girl  1  louk. 

Kepkain. 

Sweet  birds,  sinir  your  bent  to-diiy, 
'':  Sweet  birds  tlint  Hwell  ill  iiiu8lc  fur  above  bcr; 

Sweet  word"  I  to  lii-r  will  »uy. 
For  I  long  to  lull  tier  tbut  1  love  ln:T.—[Re]>€al  Itefntin.] 

Pretty  birds  of  June,  sini;  your  sweetest  tune. 

Here  she  comes  willi  step  tlio  liulilest,  smilliit;  witb  a  smile  the  liriolitest. 

Like  au  augel  fair,  iu  ber  beauty  rare,  is  the  girl  fur  whom  I  ciirc.—Jiej'iuiu. 


Come  to  the  Arms  of  Your  Baby. 

CopyriKhti  1891,  by  H.  W.  Petrie.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London,  EiikIuikI. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  S<>iik,  ariuiiKed  for  the  piano,  will  l>o  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre*s,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  <-eiitN;  or  thin  and  any  t»o  ether  Sonars  for  One  liollnr. 
by  ITfiiry  .1.  Wfhtiiitn.imA  i:«  I'luk  Kow.  New  York;  or  8,=i  •*  87  K  MmliMin  St  ,( ii  (.•«».'.'. 
Wiitp  to  ritlirr  one  of  the  ah.ive  addresses  for  Free  ('iital'iu'ii<»<>f  Sonir".  S'-nc  |l<K>kH, 
Sb«et  Music,  Uernian  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 

■      '  Tliere  sitsa  fut  man,  a  jollj- old  b()y. 

lie's  here  for  Die  good  of  .lis  heal  III : 
Sweel.  prelly  cirls  are  bis  lileaciiie  and  joy, 

I'll  bet  lie's  uot  plenty  of  wealth: 
Don't  be  feel  lonesome  alone  by  himself, 

Witb  no  preity  girl  by  bis  side; 
He  IS  uot  yet  laid  on  the  sbelf, 

I'd  like  to  be  his  bride. 
Fat  man,  fat  man,  come  to  me,  come  to  me! 
r:\         Fat  man,  fat  man,  I  love  tliee!  I  love  tbeu! 
('ome  to  the  arms  of  your  niHsli: 
Give  me  your  love  and  your  each,  please  dol 
You're  not  too  old  yet  lo  liave  a  SMcct  miss. 
You  liavu  not  forgot  how  to  ki^s; 
Witb  your  big  arms 'round  my  small  waiet, 
I'd  like  to  be  embraced— ah  I 

C1IORU3. 

*Come  to  the  arms  of  your  liaby.  boney; 

Please  do,  sweet  one,  I'm  tlftir  gone  on  you: 
Your  cioilies  are  lined  wiili  nirc  money,  boney; 

You  bet,  I'l!  stick  tighter  than  gliiel 

Tbere  sits  a  young  dude,  the  jiicliire  of  grace, 

Ue  kiions  pretty  trirls  by  I  he  urore; 
He's  always  ciipluied  to  see  a  fair  face, 

I  know  he'd  like  one  swcellieart  nxire: 
>         Be  iiiii!'t  have  left  all  bis  girls  home  lo-nigbt. 

Now  why  sliould  be  so  loiieHoine  be? 
I'll  make  a  bliitl,  maybe  I'm  right,  '       ' 

He  has  come  here  for  me. 
Nice  dude,  nice  dude,  come  to  me!  come  to  mel 
.  .  Nice  dude,  nice  iliide,  I  love  thee!  I  love  tbeel 

Come,  be  my  pride  and  my  joy, 
I  will  not  burl  yoti.  dear  boy,  no,  no! 
You  are  so  yoiinir  that  my  heart  you'd  surprise, 
I  think  you  would  Ih^  just  my  size. 
One  kiss  from  you  I'd  ne'er  forget. 
You'll  be  my  only  pet— ahl— 6'AoJ'««. 

There  sits  anolber  with  whiskers  so  nice, 

'INiey  blow  awful  lorn:  in  the  breeze;  » 

He  would  get  shaved  if  I'd  give  hiiu  the  price, 

I'd  just  like  to  Hit  on  his  knees. 
Would  he,  I  wonder,  be  angry  or  vexed 

If  I  should  get  down  fiom  the  stager 
To  that  nice  heard  I  would  get  next — 

Only  sixteeii's  rny  age. 
Whiskers,  whiskers,  come  to  me!  come  to  met 
Whiskers,  whiskers,  1  lovi!  theel  I  love  tbeel 
Give  me  a  lock  of  your  hair, 
I  love  your  whiskers,  I  swear!  (I  do  ) 
.  Down  the  street  witb  you  I  would  like  to  go, 

Wlieii  breezes  all  gaily  do  lilow. 
And  when  to  kies  you  would  begin, 
'Twould  tickle  me  ou  Ibe  chin.— CAort/i». 

There's  one  more  fellow,  I'll  call  biin  *'  Four  Eyes," 
•■      .  W'hcii  I  look  lit  bim  lie  will  wink. 

Glasses  just  make  bim  look  awfully  wise. 

Now  he's  a  good  boy,  I  don't  think. 
Does  he  wear  glasses  because  he's  half  gone, 

Or  just  because  be  would  see  me? 
I'd  like  to  try  his  glasses  on, 

And  sit  upon  his  knee. 
Goggles,  goggles,  come  to  me!  come  to  me! 
Goijgles,  goggles,  I  love  thee!  I  love  theel 
i'ome  to  the  arms  of  your  pet, 
I'm  in  a  terrible  sweat,  oh,  dear! 
..     -  I'd  like  to  go  out  with  you  after  dark. 

And  take  a  nice  stroll  through  the  park; 
And  I  think  we  a  liit  would  make 

If  someone  our  tin-types  would  take! — Cfiornn. 

*Siiig  the  chorus  pleadingly,  and  niiicli  slower  than  the  verses. 


Always  a  Thought  for  Mother. 

CopyriBht,  ISiB,  by  U.  W.  Petrie.     All  rights  reserved.  -._ 

The  Words  and  Music  nf  this  S.intn  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  aetit  to  any  ad 
dii->«,  post-pniil,  on  reeeipt  of  iU  cents:  or  this  anil  any  two  other  rt'Oitrs  for  One  iiollnr, 
liy  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  130  *  !:«  Park  How.  Ni-w  York:  or  8.")  .t  87  K.  Ms<liiK)n  St,("'htea»i'. 
Wiite  to  either  one  of  the  ab.ive  aildresses  for  Free  t'lital.iirue  of  Soiiirs.  Sonir  Buuks, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dreaiu  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


tl 


Words  by  Har.y  C.  Clyde.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petiie. 


A  convict  ill  a  prison  cell,  whose  lieart  is  steeled  by  crime. 
In  plotting  for  an  evil  act,  when  served  will  lie  his  time; 
lie  pictures  iu  his  mind  the  deeit,  and  plans  in  wickedness 
For  iniirder,  too,  he  would  commit,  to  aid  liim  to  success, 
Kut  piidtleiily  a  tender  face  appears  before  bis  eyes; 
lie's  dreaming  of  his  mother  dear,  as  on  the  straw  he  lies; 
All  evil  plans  lire  quickly  gone,  a  tear  is  seen  to  start: 
A  thought  of  mother  is  enough  to  melt  that  hardened  bearU 

Chorus. 
Always  a  thought  for  mother,  always  for  ber  a  tear, 
Tho'  all  the  world  forsake  you,  true  is  your  mother  dear; 
Life  may  to  you  seem  empty,  hatred  be  in  your  heart. 
Still  there's  a  thought  for  mother,  love  for  ber  won't  depart. 

A  sailor,  far  away  from  home,  njMin  the  ocean's  foam, 

lliis  sworn  that  never  more  will  he  return  to  bis  old  borne. 

And  when  the  port  they  touch  at  last,  he  from  the  ship  will  fly. 

Anil  far  from  scenes  of  home  and  youth,  a  stranger  be  will  die;    '    . 

He  was  forgotten  by  false  friends,  neglected  hy  his  own, 

Forgolteii,  yes,  by  all  save  one,  and  loved  by  one  alone.  .  • 

He  thinks  of  ber  most  tenderly,  a  change  comes  o'er  bim  then, 

Ue  can't  forsake  his  mother  dear,  be  will  return  to  iivt.—  Choitts. 

A  gambler  on  a  city  street,  at  night,  alone  does  stand; 

All  ho()e  has  fled,  he  hesitates,  a  pistol  in  his  hand; 

His  money  has  lieen  lost  at  play,  and  now  in  blank  despair. 

Another  moment  and  a  shot  will  ring  out  on  the  air. 

Ills  iboiiglits  fly  liack  to  happier  days,  wlien  he.  a  careless  youth. 

Had  beard  his  mother's  earnest  plea  to  live  for  right  and  truth. 

His  band  is  raised  to  send  a  ball  crashing  through  his  bead— 

"  Gud  bless  my  mother  "  were  the  words,  the  last  words  that  lie  said.-  Cfu>. 


m%  m 


They  Won't  Have  Any  Babies  Like  Me. 

Copyright,  1896  by  H.  W.  Petrie.    Entered  at  Stutioneis'  Hall,  London. 
All  riKhts  reserved.  .      ,     -   . 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sone.  orrani^ed  for  the  piano,  win  tie  sent  to  any  ad- 
drew,  post-paid,  on  receiiit  of  40  eeiitK.  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soii^s  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.lSO  A  132  Park  Row,  New  York:  or  8,S  *  87  K  Mnili«on  St.,("hic«|ro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  (^ntalotrne  of  S<>iiirs.  Son«  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Bouks,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 

Words  by  Harry  W.  Emmet    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 

I've  got  a  big  sister,  her  name  is  Susannah,      -  . 

She  bosses  me  all  'round  the  house; 
She  won't  let  me  sing  out,  or  thump  the  planer, 

I  have  to  keep  still  as  a  mouse; 
My  sisler  is  koiiil'  to  marry  next  Sunday 

The  funniest  '•  jay  "  there  cfuild  be. 
And  be  had  the  nerve  to  inforni  me  last  night 

"They  won't  Lave  any  babies  like  me." 

Refrain. 
They  won't  have  any  bailies  like  me; 

Mayhe  they'll  wish  they  bad  one  some  day; 
They  won't  have  any  babies  lilte  me— 

I'm  a  naughty,  bad  Tom-lioy  they  siiy. 
They  won't  have  any  babies  like  me; 

Perhaps  a  hard  jol)  it  would  lie 
To  And  one  so  good,  no,  I  don't  think  they  could. 

They  won't  have  any  babies  like  me. 

They  won't  let  me  into  the  parlor  to  play. 

For  I  mitiht  disturb  Susiiiinah's  lieau; 
I  can't  skip  my  ro(>e  on  the  sikewalk  all  day,| 

For  to  school  I  have  always  to  go. 
Not  a  cent  do  I  get  to  buy  peanuts  or  candy. 

And  chewing  i!iim  I  never  see. 
I  must  n<it  play  tat;  with  tlie  boys  on  the  street — 

Don't  you  pity  a  baby  like  un:t~  lief  lain. 

If  I  was  as  big  as  Susannah,  my  sister. 

All  girls  could  do  just  as  they  please; 
They  could  play  tag  witb  lioys  just  whenever  they  wished  ter. 

And  other  folks  worry  and  tease; 
Tliey  could  always  liave  plenty  of  candy  and  ice  cream, 

And  holler  and  kick  up  a  row; 
■-    Then  a  little  tfiri's  life  would  be  always  so  nice. 

But  here's  all  that  they  say  to  me  now:— /^e/'/atn.     . 


s 


—A  laly's  peddigoat  ougbd  do  pe  a  leetle  apove  dwo  feedt. 

— Dere's  a  man  who  lives  in  Hol)oken  dot  has  such  a  small 
moutli  dot  veu  be  dakes  a  pill  Le  has  lo  use  a  shoe  horn. 


—Fritz  Bimble  is  so  honesd  dot  if  be  vos  a  base-ball  blayer  be 
voiildii't  sdcal  a  base. 

Veu  I  die  I  vant  to  be  alive  for  avhile  to  bear  vot  my  friends 
say  aboud  me. 


:va;wj«*j;* 


■  .-*!  a.-.r-K.je-j^^^'WT'g.'u'i'yi.Li^^^  Ti»r  ■jjir#'  ^Jt:  "\.»  rufi  "t.  t*  it  \.^  ?■.'  ■-'  "it'.  ■  :  .rvn^:^'V  "j.  ■■< .twfi  \.'.'\\r' 
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MAMMA'S  LITTLE  SWEETHEART 

'        .^  Copyiltfbt,  MDCCCXCVI,  l.y  HenryJ.  Wehinan. 

The  Word*  and  Hasic  of  this  Soiipr,  •minted  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dreM,  podtiiald,  mi  receipt,  of  40  pHiitM;  or  thin  ami  any  two  .ither  S»ii(rR  for  One  Dollar, 

,  by  Heiirv  J    \Vi.hmi«n.  130  *  l:«  I'aiU  Uow,  Xt-wYorlt:  or  85  A  Hi  K.  Mndloon  Ht.Chlcairn. 

;  Write  to  eltliMF  ono  of  tlie  ab  ptb  aildrossrs  for  Free '^(■taloiruo  of  Sonin.  Sonu  Booka, 
Bltael  Uuato,  German  Souk  Pooks,  Leltvr  Writers,  Dream  Uooks,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 

Worda  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Sillier. 


Minimn'ii  litt'o  "nveeilieart,  liii!<y  nil  the  day, 
Ciiufiiiii;  uo  tli-ii  (>iitii>i'niii«i  tlmr  Mirou^li  the  lattice  stray, 
Ni-vrr  H.-eiim  of  tiiiiis.'  'till  evciiiiii;  elimioiva  brinj: 
Ueuile  aleep  uud  uinmma  sweet  lier  cveuing  eoug  to  aiug: 

CB0Rt?8. 

Sweetheart,  •weetheart.  mummii's  little  sweetheart, 

Cloae  yoiir  weiiry  eyes  hO  l)rii;lit, 

Dreitiii  your  Imhy  ilrfiiiiis  all  iii<:lit. 
Sweet lifiiif.  ewi-ei In-art,  iiiHniiiiii'd  iiriile  and  Joy: 
AiiueJH  dear  will  hover  uear  inaiuma's  little  sweetlieart. 

Mainnia'a  iittle  awcptlieart.  when  the  day  is  done, 

Waicliiinj  lit  the  window  for  some  ini*'  dear  to  mine — 

RiiMipiiii;  'rniiiid  with  papa  'till  eandiuaii  conit-s  aloni;, 

Dreaiuy  eyes  aud  sweet  bye-byes,  tlieu  muuiuia's  eveuiiig  song:— CAo. 


WHISPER  YOUR  SECRET  TO  ME 

Copyri«rht,  18M,  by  H  W.  Petria.    All  rights  reserved. 

Ths  Words  and  MujIc  of  this  S..n(r.  arranRcd  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 

dre«».  pos^|lai>l.  on  reoeipt  of  40  cents:  iir  tins  anil  any  t»o  other  S'<|||;3  for  One  Uullar, 

by  Henry  J    Wehmon.  i:lO  *  1^2  Viuk  It.>«.  NVw  York,  or  Kt  *  «7  E  .Martioon  St., Chicago. 

.  Write  to  eitlier  one  of  tlie  ab  .ve  aildresses  for   Free  t'litaioiriie  of  Soiii?*.  Song  BooBS, 

3i>sel  Music,  Geriuan  Sun^  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Bouks,  eto. 


Words  by  Philip  WinKnte.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrto.  * 

Lone  depiiricd  are  those  foUien  yt'dfs, 
H'tpl'V  ciiildlioo.l,  UilttJ  with  hopcM  and  fears, 
Sciii'Di-diiyK,  school-days,  K<»i«*  "iih  the  rest. 
When  I  loved  Nellie,  <leare!<t  mid  best. 
CJist.es  we  built  then,  biii;hte!<t  e'er  seen; 
In  every  palace  she  wan  tlie  queen. 
Me  i<|ie  proinlceil.  I  pr>inii«eil  Nell, 
Aiwaj  s  our  secretH  truiy  to  tell. 

Repiiain. 

Whisper  voiir  Horret  to  me— Can  I  l'UC»9  what  it  will  ho, 
JiiHf  ax  of  itlil  1  iifed  to  do,  when  we  were  both  at  srlioolf 
Wlilsper  your  secret  to  nie,  none  can  so  sweet  ever  be; 
SecKls  at  school  wLeu  we  were  true,  secrets  with  you  ut  school. 

L'inc  vears  aftT,  far  nwny  I  roam, 

'riiinkini:  ever  of  my  rliildliood  home; 

Waliiiu;,  dreaminir.  one  face  I  see. 

Sweetheart  of  childhood,  dearest  to  me. 

Then  home  retiiriiinn,  dear  faithful  Nell 

Bet's  for  my  secrets,  gays  I  must  tell. 

Here's  my  secret:  I  love  but  you. 

Smiling,  she  answered,  "  Tliufs  my  secret,  too."— Rrf rain. 

I     ■  a  »    i 

He  Was  an  Old  Friend  of  the  Family. 

Copyright,  MDCCfXCVI,  l.y  Henry  J.  Welinian. 

Ttia  Wnrdii  anrl  Music  .f  thl«  S.-hk.  nrranpcii  for  the  piann.  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
drex,  iKint-iiaiit.  on  receipt  of  40  eciit.";  or  ttii.H  nml  any  t>v,>  i.ther  M'Miitr  f-M  One  Ihillnr, 
by  Henr»  J  UVhman.  i:io  .»  1:1-'  I'ark  Itow.  Ni-w  York:  or  Ki  *  87  K  Mmllxon  st.,chioa(ro. 
Write  t>  eiflier  oi,e  ..f  the  hIi  ive  a'l'lre^'^ex  for  Free  Ciifalotrne  of  Soiurn,  Soiiir  Books, 
Shaat  Maalo,  Qerman  Sonir  Bo<ik»,  I.eller  Wi  iit>r<<,  Iireain  Books,  Joke  Books,  ate 


Words  by  Charles  A.  Taylor.    Music  by  John  Harding. 

Yon  ask  me  why  I'm  frienilless,  one  day  a  poor  tramp  said; 

I  don't  believe  in  filendi>liip.  in  me  all  love  is  dea<l 

"I'wiis  a  man  I  called  mv  best  friend  that  broiiuht  me  this  disgrace; 

I'll  tell  you  why  a  drunken  sot  I  tramp  from  place  to  place; 

1  liad  a  wifaas  pure  n*  i;old  and  a  litlle  baby  boy  — 

AlasI  for  faith  in  frienitnhip.  it  robbed  me  of  my  joy: 

1  loved  him  with  a  iiroi tier's  love,  but  he  stole  mv  wife  away. 

That  is  why  you  find  me,  sir,  a  friendless  tramp  to-day. 

Chorub. 

lie  was  an  old  friend  of  the  family,  !'<!  known  him  for  many  a  year: 
We  had  been  schoolboys  tooeiher.  Ins  frieiidchip  I  cheiished  most  dear: 

t  knew  that  hi<<  life  had  heeii  lont'ly,  no  mv  home  be  wan  wt'lcome  to  share, 
Uiil,  alas,  he  has  robbed  It  of  eunshine  and  filled  my  poor  heart  with  desimir. 

I  was  cood  to  my  dear  Nellie,  she  made  a  lovinc  wife; 

God  sent  our  darlini:  bahy  to  rlieer  us  on  lhroii;:li  life. 

Our  hoiiie.  thouiih  noihinu  L'tMiid,  had  plenty  there  to  share 

With  tlie  friend  I'd  known  in  boyhood,  he  was  always  welcome  there; 

He  bit  the  hand  that  irave  biin  fooil,  and  l>etrayed  a  sacred  trust. 

Then  stole  the  flower  I  worshipped  and  trailed  it  in  the  dust. 

My  baliy  buy  tliev  h-ft  behind,  und  'twas  al  that  saved  the  life 

Of  the  man  who  called  me  Ineiid,  yet  stole  away  luy  wife.— C'/tor'/#. 

I  can't  forget  my  sorrow,  or  how  my  heart  did  yearn. 

As  I  tried  to  tell  the  bahy  when  bis  mother  would  return. 

For  he  grew  so  sick  ami  restless,  and  sometime"  in  lils  sleep. 

When  he'd  sigh  and  call  for  maniina,  1  would  torn  away  and  ween; 

The  autumn  passed  and  winter  came,  yet  it  brought  no  truant  wife; 

As  I  wafche<l  my  failing  baby,  all  hope  fled  from  my  life: 

It's  buried  'neaih  tliat  llttie  nioiiiid,  where  the  babe  was  laid  to  rest, 

Aud  that  Is  why  there's  not  a  spark  of  friendship  in  my  breast.— C'Aoruf. 


I've  Just  Been  Abroad,  You  Know. 

Copyright,  1S95,  by  C.  Dean.    AH  rights  reserved.         ^.'' 


The  Worda  and  Music  of  this  Sonir,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dresa,  pos^|>ald,  on  receipt  of  40  ceiitii:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henr»  J  Wehman.130  *  i;e  Park  Row.  New  York:  or«)*  87  K  Mi<ili»on  Rt, Chicago, 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ah 'Ve  aililreswes  for  Free  riifnloifiie  of  SongK.  Song  Books, 
Shael  Btuaic,  Oerman  Soug  Books,  letter  Wi  iters.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Boulu,  etc 


Worda  and  Music  by  Dean  Carol. 


Last  week  I  went  a-ralling 

Upon  Miss  Julia  Snow, 
For  she  had  been  abroad  many  months. 

And  I  was  once  her  heau: 
But  she  treated  me  so  coolly 

That  I  asked  her  why  'twas  so. 
When  she  looked  me  In  the  face  and  said, 

"I've  just  been  abroad,  you  know." 

Refrain. 
Oh,  it  makes  me  weary  grow  to  hear  thnt  everlasliug  tale, 
"I've  just  been  abroad,  you  know."— [Z>«nc«.] 

She  told  of  the  lords  and  ladies. 

Of  the  dukes  with  all  till  ir  siylea, 
'    Till  my  head  was  ail  in  a  w  liirl-a-gi|{ 

To  hear  of  their  many  wileH; 
But  I  could  not  give  up  Julia, 

Although  she  tried  me  so: 
Yet  ev'ry  once  in  a  while  she'd  say, 

"I've  just  been  abroad,  you  know."— i^g/rain. 

Before  T  left  that  evening 

We  qiiaireled  many  limes 
About  those  English  lords  and  dnkes. 

Who  have  everything  hut  diiiieB; 
But  when  I  tried  to  kiss  her. 

She  told  me  I  must  go. 
Then  looked  me  square  in  the  face  and  said, 

"  I've  Just  been  abroad,  you  \x\iovi ."—  lufrain. 

When  I  proposed  th' next  evening, 

I  found  I  had  no  show. 
For  Julia  told  me  riL'ht  to  my  face 

She  would  marry  Count  C'ost-yoii-low. 
He  coald  give  her  only  a  title. 

But  tier  Pa  had  gold,  and  so 
She  tried  to  follow  the  wav  of  all 

Rich  American  girls,  you  know.— 77«>//'atn. 


LITTLE    TIM. 

Copyright,  UM,  by  B.  W.  petrie.    Eutered  at  SUtiuners'  llall.  London,  Eng. 
All  rights  reserved. 

The  Worda  and  Miisie  nf  this  Song,  arranged  for  tho  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
dress,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  centi";  or  this  ami  any  two  other  S'>ngs  for  One  Dollor, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.lM.t  1.13  Park  How.  N.«  York:  or  «.>  *  87  K  MHilii-on  Ht. Chicago, 
write  to  eith,*r  ono  of  the  ah.,v(»  addresses  for  Free  <'iitalt>ifue  of  Sonirp.  So2j;tf  Booka, 
Bbeet  Muslo,  Oermaa  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  BouK"'  '^■ 

Words  by  Harry  C.  (*lyde.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrto. 

I  shall  lead  you,  in  my  fancy. 
Not  where  rank  and  nches  awe, 

But  to  a  home  where  want  holds  fearful  sway, 
T<i  an  humble  little  cottage,  -   . 

Where  upon  a  bed  of  straw. 

The  little  hero's  sickly  mother  lay. 
He  had  kissed  her  dear  white  forehead. 
He  bad  softly  said  "uood-bye," 

Anil  bravely  started  out  the  "  News  "  to  Mil; 
Just  a  lad  of  scarce  eleven. 
With  a  manly,  honest  eye. 

But  his  young  heart  a  world  of  care  could  tell, 

ClIORI'S. 

Poor  little  Tim,  dark  days  for  him,  no  happy  times  like  other  boys  see: 

Poor  little  Tim,  hope  looked  so  dim,  but  goideu  suiuiuer'adawu  was  soon  to  be. 

Then  In  mingling  with  the  people 

On  the  busy,  crowded  street,  . 

He  saw  a  package  to  the  sidewalk  drop: 
By  the  owner 'twas  unnoticed, 
And  lay  there  at  his  feet. 

Bright  greeiiliacks  showing  thro'  the  broken  fop; 
Then  there  rose  before  Tliii's  vision 
A  poor  mother's  slarvini.'  face, 

A  atriiggle 'twixt  the  right  and  wrong  began; 
Bat  next  moment  be  was  8|>eediiig 
At  an  honest,  eairer  pace. 

And  handed  back  those  greenbacks  to  the  man.— CA0rr(«. 

When  the  banker  took  his  bundle. 
He  at  Tim  looked  with  surprise. 

And  said.  "  My  boy,  pray  tell  to  me  your  name; 
I've  a  sister  roaming  somewhere. 
Who  once  had  your  very  eyes, 

For  years  to  And  her.  lad,  has  been  my  aim." 
Then  he  followed  poor  Tim  homeward. 
And  there  dawned  a  happy  day.  . 

He  found  the  sister  he  had  mourned  so  long; 
And  tho*  once  in  time  of  anger 
He  had  driven  her  away. 

Bright  years  fur  both  have  since  wiped  out  tbe  wrong.— CAo. 
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— Yen  de  Dom  cat  has  gone  oud  dc  kiddens  got  some  ftin. 
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MY    OLD    QAL. 

CopyrlKht,  MUCCCXCVI.  by  Heury  J.  Welinum. 


The  Wnrdi  and  Mimic  <if  tlila  S.>iik.  orraiif^ed  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dn-m,  |H>Mt-i>ald.  mi  receipt  of  40  reiitK;  <>r  thin  amt  any  two  ..ther  8<>iitr8  for  One  Iv.llnr, 
by  Heiirv  J  Wi-hmiiii.lSO*  i:e  I'nik  K»w,  NVw  York;  or  115  &  87  E.  MHcliM>ii  Kt.,Cliif«pi>. 
\Vrit«  t'>  eitlinr  one  of  tlie  abtve  aildresRfR  for  Ff'<>e  Cntaloirue  of  Soiiir..  Smiir  Book*, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Soitg  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  .Music  by  Charles  Orahain. 


I  well  rememlier  wlieii  adiilil  when  I  wouM  visit  grandpa, 
Tho'  lie  wtiB  seventy  yenrs  of  iiK>'<  ''<^  B'i"  made  love  to  grandma; 
Tim"  ciiildnn  of  n  lareer  urowtli,  I've  often  seen  ihera  playing, 
And  more  than  once  I've  heard  the  old  man  to  Lie  old  wife  eiiying: 

ChoBUB. 

My  old  gal,  we're  forty  years  logctlier; 
,  ~         It  don'i  Meem  lonu  Willi  yon,  my  dear  old  gal. 
Forty  more,  in  any  kind  of  weatliur. 
Would  never  be  too  much  for  me,  with  my  old  gal. 

The  dear,  old  lady  T  have  often  seen  a  tear-drop  shedding 
Wlieii  die  Miys,  "  Jolin,  I  hope  we'll  live  to  KCe  our  toldeii  wedding." 
I  hope  that  they  will  nee  the  day  for  which  they  both  are  praying: 
She's  with  lie  yet,  dear  granny,  and  the  old  man  etill  is  saying:—  V/iorui. 


SAY    YOU    LOVE    ME. 

CopyrlKht,  18«5,  by  H.  V/.  Petiie.     Entered  at  Stationers*  Hall,  London,  Enir. 


All  right.^  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Miisle  of  this  SonK.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  any  ad- 
drv's,  poHt-i>ald.  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  tliis  a'ul  any  tn  <>  .ither  8on|rs  tor  One  lK>llar, 
by  Hfiirv  J  WehmMii.lSO*  i:«  ("ink  Uow.  N..»- York:  or  85  A  87  K.  Mndi.on  St.Chlcaeo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  tlie  ah  .ve  aildres»e«  for  Free  Cntaloif ue  of  Sonim.  Son tr  Boon, 
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Words  and  Muaic  by  Kat.  D.  Hann. 


Once  a  Ind  and  lassie  snt  heneuth  a  tree,  all  within  a  gardt-n  fair. 
And  the  little  lad  was  biixlifiil  lis  could  be,  r<o  the  lui-Hii-  in  despair 
Rend  to  him  a  poem  sweet— there  wac  love  in  every  word; 
Ue  reciiuioii  at  her  feet,  just  this  simple  stor;  beard: 

Refrain.  '  - 

"  Say  yon  love  me,  darling,  do?  just  us  much  as  I  love  yon! 
Ditriiiig.  isive  to  me  your  lieart,  tiien  I'll  know  yon  love  me  iind  we'll  never  part. 
Siiv  you'll  love  ine,  dHrling,  do!  just  a«  much  as  I  love  you  I 
Darling,  give  to  me  your  heart,  ttieu  I'll  liiiow  you  fove  me  and  we'll  never  part. 

Never  was  a  poem  read  ko  tenderly,  'twas  a  lovlnn  heart's  appeal: 

As  the  Imslifiil  laddie  listeiieil  pmicntly,  she  to  him  did  love  reveal; 

All  Ills  bMshfiiluesH  liiid  flown,  ere  the  closing  words  she  read: 

With  a  Itiss  he  said,  "  My  own  sweetheart,  listen;"   then  be  said:— 77^>'ain 


CUPID    AT    THE    DOOR 
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Words  by  Philip  Winttate.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petri*. 


We  were  silting  iilone.  just  my  lover  and  I, 

By  the  glow  of  the  soft  fiit-liubt. 
While  the  flickeiiiii;  shadows  were  touching  bis  face. 

And  Ills  dark  eyes  ucre  shining  so  bright. 
lie  was  telliiit;  the  bcaiilifiil  story  of  love, 

Tliat'soft  been  repealed  l)efore. 
'Till  I  heard  in  the  hiience  the  throb  of  my  heart. 

Like  the  sound  of  a  knock  at  the  door. 

Refrain. 

It's  only  little  ciipid  tupping  at  the  door, 

Little  ciipid  tapping  at  the  dour. 

He  is  very,  very  sly. 

Yon  cim't  dixige  him  if  yon  try. 

Lilt  e  cnpid  lappint:  at  tlie  door. 
It's  only  linle  cupid  tiippiiit!  nt  the  door, 
Luilc  cii|iid  iiippiug  at  the  door.  — .    . 

Ue  is  very,  very  sly. 
You  can't  dodL'e  him  if  you  try, 

Wlien  ii'e  little  cujud  tupping  at  tbe  door. 

"Oil!  please  let  me  come  in,"  little  cnpid  cried  oat, 

*'  I  have  v^  aited  so  loiio  ut  your  door. 
The  diirkiiess  iiflrights  me,  my  ariows  are  wet,  ■ 

Alus!   1  can  in'u  tlieiii  no  more." 
S"  I  opened  tbe  door,  and  that  sly  little  elf 

8nl  a  luoineiit  or  two  at  my  knee, 
When  snap  weiil  his  bow-string,  my  heart  gave  a  throb, 
And  his  arrow  of  love  had  pierced  me.—Jie/iain. 

Then  the  vole  of  my  lover  fell  soft  on  my  ear. 

And  I  striiiL'htway  was  under  a  sjiell, 
Aiicl  I  know  ihiii  my  eyes  all  their  secrets  revealed 

Thiit  I  never  inleiided  to  tell; 
But  he  promised  me  truly,  and  faithful  he'll  be, 

"i'ill  the  sun  mid  llie  stars  are  no  more: 
And  my  heart  siiiifs  the  beautiful  story  of  love 

Since  I  let  ciipid  in  at  tbe  door.— /fe/rai». 


Everything  Comes  to  Him  Who  W^its. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Riccard  Donovan. 


The  good  tilings  of  this  world  will  come,  let  ev'ry  one  have  patience; 

For  instance,  look  ut  brother  Bill,  who  looks  Tor  work  nl:  duy. 
While  looking  for  a  job  one  day  a  chimney  fell  upon  him. 

And  as  tbey  dug  bim  from  the  rums,  somebody  heard  him  Buy: 

C'HORUB. 

"Ev'rytbing  comes  to  him  who  waits."  is  a  saying  old  and  true: 

If  I  ivasn't  here  when  the  chimney  fell.  It  might  have  drop|)ed  on  yoo; 

I  Uiok  broke  up,  and  I  feel  it  loo,  I'm  in  the  sorest  slniits. 

But  now  1  am  sure  that  everything  coiues  to  liiiu  who  waits. 

While  looking  at  a  fight  one  day  between  two  big  'longshoreiueii, 
Dear  brother  Billy  interfered,  to  n'uUe  them  friends  aouin. 

But  suddenly  they  turned  on  Bill,  nlid  gnve  him  a  t:<'0<l  pounding. 
And  when  tbey  bad  him  uear.y  dead.  Bill  sung  Ibis  sad  refrain: 

Refrain. 
"  Everything  comes  to  him  wlio  waits."  is  a  saying  old  and  true: 
When  I  interfered,  for  to  muke  them  friends,  tbey  kicked  nie  biack  and  blue. 
Hince  Bill  got  whipped  l)y  those  two  bis:  men,  all  bii!  men  Billy  liates. 
And  now  he  is  sure  that  everytliing  conies  to  him  v\  ho  wuiis. 

Dear  Billy  bad  a  girl  named  Nell,  she  was  a  reg'hir  corker; 

Ue  loved  her  to  his  heurl'S  contenl  whene'er  be  t'ot  a  show; 
One  night  she  told  him  to  look  out,  for  ber  '*olit  man  "  v^us  coining. 

And  suddenly  tbe  "old  man  "  cume  and  helped  deur  Willie  go. 

CUOKIIS. 

"  Everything  comes  to  bim  who  waits,"  is  a  saying  old  and  true; 
Our  Willie  has  given  up  seeins;  Nell  <iti  aecoiint  of  pupii's  siioe; 
He  wuiiled  Nell  for  t<i  be  his  wife,  hiii  wuiled    till  'iwns  lute. 
And  now  be  is  sure  that  everything  comes  to  biui  who  waits. 

One  day  dear  Willie  grabbed  a  watch  and  quickly  got  to  riini.ing; 

Tlie  niuii  who  lost  tbe  wutch  did  yell,  "My  time  it  flies  away; 
A  fat  policeman  on  the  corner  saw  dear  Wnlie  coniino. 

And  as  be  lauded  in  bis  arms  somebody  heard  bim  sny: 

Chorus. 

"  Everytliing  comes  to  him  who  waits,"  is  a  saving  old  and  true; 
If  1  wnsn't  hear  for  to  catch  this  man,  what  woiilil  the  people  dof 
Oh,  now  I'll  he  made  a  captain,  sure  I'm  great  nmong  my  mutes. 
And  now  I  am  sure  that  everything  cuines  to  hiiii  w  ho  wuiis. 


THAT'S    WHAT,    BY    G-OSH! 
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Words  by  Phil  Gibbons.     Music  by  W.  C.  Parker. 


You  may  take  me  for  a  hayseed,  a  reii ben,  or  a  jay— 

That's  what,  by  gosli! 
But  you  bet  I  uiii't  no  monkey-juck  you  meet  with  every  day — 

'i'hat'B  what,  by  goeb! 
For  I've  taken  all  the  prizes  down  at  the  county  fair. 
And  can  wrestle  anylKxIy  from  a  huhy  to  a  heur: 
I'm  a  Hick'ry  Jackson  Deiuucrat,  that  was  never  known  to  scare — 

That's  what,  by  gosht 

When  I  get  full  on  cider,  I  go  spiling  for  a  fight — 

That's  what,  by  gosh ! 
1  run  ray  bouse  to  suit  myself,  my  wife  keejis  out  of  sight— 

That's  what,  by  gosh! 
For  the  furm  liands  they  cun'f  hold  me  when  1  co  on  a  spree; 
I'm  a  reiiiilar  ring-tail  snorter  and  I'm  up  to  sniifF,  you  see; 
And  I  do  not  care  for  anyone  that  doesn't  care  for  me— 

Thai's  what,  by  gosh ! 

Now,  I've  never  been  to  England,  and  I've  never  been  (o  Prance— 

'I'hnl's  what,  by  gosht 
But  sometimes  I  go  to  town  ball,  to  bear  them  sing  and  dance— 

That's  what,  by  gosh! 

Now  there's  Parson  Jones  and  Deacon  Brown  and  I  went  to  tbe  play, 
We  sat  rit!ht<lowii  together,  just  behind  the  orchestra: 
We  were  flirting  wiili  the  ballet  girls,  but  our  wiver-  g.ive  us  away— 
That's  wiiat,  by  gosii! 

Election  times  are  coming,  and  may  the  best  man  w  in— 

Thill's  what,  hy  Kosh! 
If  you  want  to  uet  an  offlce  now  you've  got  to  spend  your  tin— 

That's  what,  hy  gosh! 
For  I  once  run  for  .Squire,  and  before  I  got  seated 
I  hoiight  a  Geriniin  brewery,  uud  the  neighliors  nil  I  treiited: 
Next  day  I  read  the  pu|iei's  through,  and  saw  1  w  hb  d.  fe:iled  — 

That's  what,  by  gosii ! 

Tbe  oilier  nielit  I  heard  a  song  that  made  me  awfii!  tited— 

That's  what,  hy  gosh! 
They  say  the  man  that  "rote  it  ut  the  time  was  quite  inspired— 

That's  what,  by  gosh! 
At  every  turn  I  t.ike  I  hear  the  chestnut  melody. 
It  haunts  me  day  and  niuht  wiiss'ii  any  t'oH-dnrned  flea: 
If  I  caught  the  cuss  that  wrote  it  1  would  hang  him  to  a  tree— 

'i'iiat's  what,  by  gosh! 
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Wordi  by  A.  J.  Unib.     Mitxlc  by  II.  W.  Petrie. 


■    /. 


Oiicp  from  liM  lionie  wt'iir  n  i«oliliiT  nntu  the  war, 

I.t'iiviiit;  l)fliiiiil  him  tlic  HWefthciirt  lie  itlil  iidoip. 

Fur  III  n  i<lr>iii>!f,  tllKtnnt  rniiiitry  Die  youth  tliil  fluhr. 

While  8II1I  lii!>  f)\v<'('tliciirt  tlioiiolil  of  tiliii  by  day  uiiil  night, 

AihI  iik  the  inoiilliH  went  l>y  olowly  iin  iicwh  i*he  heufti. 

There  vva«  no  letter  to  fhi-er  tier,  he  (>fiit  no  wonl. 

Mlie  niiid,  ••  for  Ix'lter  or  worxe.  I'll  join  the  IroopH  iiu  a  nurse," 

Anil  when  lier  ptircnte  euiil,  "  lie  niik;lit  be  dead,"  eUe  hruvely  i<ttiil: 

liEPHAIN. 

In  life  or  death  I'll  love  him,  I'll  t'lnd  my  awpothenrt  nciilii, 
Mv  place  i*h(>iild  he  heaide  lil'ii,  to  t-ave  hid  HiitJi-riiii:  and  |iaili; 
'riioMoii  he  he  Willi  the  livini;,  ttioiii;!)  he  l)e  with  the  Kiain, 
111  life  or  death  I'll  love  him,  I'll  lind  my  Bweedieurt  UKaiu. 

Mfiny  ))rHve  fellows  lay  dvincr.  true  henrtM  and  brave. 

Liven  for  their  dear,  chcrislied  country  they  iicdily  (»avc. 

There  III  doarh'ii  shndow  a  uallaiit  \oiiih  dyini;  lay, 

ThinUiiii;  e'en  now  of  his  sweetheart  tio  fur  away. 

Now  o'er  the  hattle-fleld  Hpeediiii;  a  form  he  eee», 

"I'lK  her,  he  joyfully  wlii»|>eis.  my  fair  Lonixe. 

Soon  III  the  aiiiis  lie  loves  hi'st,  to  her  true  heart  lie  is  pressed. 

And  while  each  nioiiieut  its  sad  warniiig  lirin(;x,  tilie  sweetly  eincs: 


Hif. 


SHE    HAS    NO    PAPA    NOW. 
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Words  by  Harry  C.  OI>de.     MiiKie  by  H.  W.  IVtrie. 

A  maiden  sat  n|>nn  her  suitor's  knee: 

They  loved  each  other  most  devotedly; 

Iler  pupa  did  not  ilUe  it,  not  a  hit, 

AVlien  i<lie  upon  her  suitor's  knee  did  sit; 

On  him  her  papa  swore  to  use  his  tiff. 

The  liiver  wns  H  noted  pugilist. 

Her  |>Mpii  did  not  know  it  was  the  case 

\Vlien  he  came  down  (u  kirk  tiim  from  the  place. 

CnoBtis. 

She  lias  no  papa  now,         ^ 
She  has  no  papa  now. 
There's  an  Item  in  the  Xetpn, 
And  a  maldeii  with  the  bluee. 
Fur  she  has  no  papa  now. 

A  lady  had  n  Utile  poodle  cur, 
AH  over  he  did  follow  after  her. 
Like  Mary's  lamb,  he  stuck  to  her  like  Rlnc; 
lie  knew  his  hiisiness,  just  a  line  or  two. 
She  took  him  t<i  a  biitclier  shop  one  day; 
•'  tiive  me  a  pound  of  saiisaue,"  she  did  say, 
The  little  po(Hlle  waiider'd  in  behind. 
\Vhere  at  a  bi^  roachliiu  the  man  did  grind. 

Cborits. 
She  has  no  pooille  now. 
She  has  no  j>oo<lle  now. 
Yes,  she  j;ot  the  weinerwiirst. 
Hut  the  hiitcher  made  it  llrst. 
And  she  has  no  ixiodle  now. 

A  niaiilen  had  a  very  rich  old  dad. 

And  when  he  died  he  left  her  all  he  had; 

The  suitors  came  a-ronrliiii;  hy  the  score, 

She'd  never  been  so  {xipiilar  before, 

Itiil  one  youiit!  man  who  did  her  pathway  haunt, 

fried  out,  '-  It's  you  aiul  not  the  cold  I  want." 

She  fell  into  his  arms  with  tears  of  joy. 

And  next  week  married  this  unseltish  boy. 

ClIORfB. 
She  has  no  money  now, 
She  has  no  money  now. 
All  her  weepini;  won't  avail. 
And  she  can't  l'o  on  his  trail, 
For  she  has  no  money  now. 

A  cirrns  went  Into  a  connlry  town, 

The  po"tern  Caught  the  eye  of  farmer  Itrown; 
Siild  he,  "B'Kosht  I'll  t;o  and  lake  the  folks 
To  see  the  show  and  hear  the  funny  jokes." 
They  flrst  went  to  see  the  bij;  menaj'-rie; 

The  elephant  they  stopped  a  while  to  see,  : 
The  farmer's  beard  was  full  of  hay  niid  eeed. 
The  elephuHt  decided  on  11  feed. 

Chorits. 

rie  ha«  no  whiskers  now. 

He  has  no  wh  inkers  now. 

When  the  elephiiiit  reached  oot, 

For  "police!"  they  heard  him  slioat, 

And  he  has  no  whiskers  now. 


Dolly ;  a  Song  of  the  Trolley. 
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(.'ompoM'il  by  M,  K.  Uoiirke. 

Dolly  was  nlwavfi  liKiuirini:  what  keeps  the  trolley  nwny: 
Walking  down  town  is  so  tirini;,  to  and  from  work  ev'ry  day; 
Till  one  niorniiii;  overhead  Dolly  saw  ihe  wires  were  spread, 
Then  the  neichbore,  so  'tis  said,  saiii;  ihia  little  lay: 

CuoBiis. 
Dolly,  Dolly,  once  melancholy,  now  hricht  and  gay; 
Dolly,  ])ollv,  rides  on  a  trolley  the  liveloni;  day; 
Dolly,  Dolly,  8<mie  try  to  jolly  you— no  one  cim. 
'i'is  heaven  fur  Dolly  to  ride  ou  the  trolley  beside  the  motortnoD. 

Dolly,  'twas  whispered,  was  fickle,  by  all  the  boys  on  her  street; 
Dolly,  they  siinl,  for  her  nickel  rides  near  the  motoriiiaii's  seat; 
Soon  the  story  stron<_'er  jrrew,  faster  then  the  rumors  Hew; 
She  would  be  his  wife  so  true,  make  his  life  complete.— 6' /tort/f. 

Ere  his  defeat  he  conceded  Dolly  had  Ilnished  her  plan; 
Needless  lo  say.  She  siicceedeil,  just  as  a  yoiini;  woman  can. 
They've  been  wed  a  year  to-day,  home  to  them  is  brit'ht  and  cny, 
Huuii  there'll  be,  the  iiei>;hbors  say,  one  mure  nioturuiaD. —  C'/(Oi'u«. 


THE    OWKS    SERENADE. 

CopyrlKht,  1891,  by  il.  W.  IVtric.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London,  England. 

All  ritrhts  rt'served. 


Tlis  Words  and  Music  of  tlils  Sonur  arrniiKed  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad 
dre"S,  |iost-i<«i<l,  on  reeriitt  or  40eeiif^.  or  tills  iiinl  any  t%«  o  otiier  Mon(.n«  for  One  l»i*Usr, 
by  Meiirv  .1  Wehiiisii,i:iii.V  l:l-i  I'mk  Hon-.  Ni-n-  York:  or  K>  A  ST  K.  Mnilisnn  st.,('hli-aro. 
Write  to  eifiier  one  of  the  abive  nildr«>»«es  for  Free  Cntaloiriie  of  Sonirs.  Sonir  Books, 
Slioet  Slusle,  Uerninn  Hook  Books,  Inciter  Writeis,  Hreatii  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Arthur  J.  Ijiiiib.     Music  by  IL  W.  I'elrie. 

Once  on  a  siimiupr's  niuht.  when  the  wide  worlil  lay  at  ease. 
When  iiKionbeams  hp>n  Uled  hriuht  thro'  the  forest  trees. 
Lovers  piissinn  down  the  lane,  hreathiiii;  vows  of  true  love. 
Heard  at  times  a  qiiiiint  refrain  in  Ihe  leaves  above; 
There,  with  a  solemn  scowl,  sal  an  ow  I  serene  and  staid. 
Who  to  another  owl  san^  his  serenade. 

ItKFRAIN. 
Hoola,  lioola,  I100I.1.  hoolco,  I  can  see  yonr  hie  eyes  bllnkinc:: 
lloola,  hoolii,  hoiila,  hooleo,  you  are  my  sweeihearl,  I'm  ihiiikiiig; 
Iloola.  hoola,  hoola,  hooleo,  if  you  love  me,  keep  on  winking; 
Live  wilh  me  in  this  tree,  hoolu,  houlu,  hoolco. 

Soft  thro'  the  summer's  richt  came  the  other's  anewcr  meek; 
I  love  your  feailiers  white  and  your  pretty  beak. 
VVhen  you  flap  each  little  wing,  when  your  briuht  eyes  roll  so. 
As  upon  Ihe  branch  you  swiiii;,  ymi  look  sweet,  I  trow; 
Vow  by  the  moon  above,  and  Ihe  foresfs  deepest  shade,    ■•    ■ 
That  you  mean  truest  love  by  your  serenade.— //^/'/'atn. 


FOR    LADIES    ONLY. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  II.  W.  Tecrle,  Sew  York.    All  rlRhte  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Miisic  of  this  Bonir.  arran(ted  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
dress.  |H)nt-|-aid,  on  receiptor  40ceiitf«:  or  tliiN  tiinl  nn>  C  v\<i  ofber  Hontrs  fo,- One  l>t>ll«r, 
by  Ileiirv  J.  Wehninn,  |:10  ,V  \.n  i'liik  Kow.  New  Vol  I; .  or  K.S  <«  S7  K  Mnili>on  St  ,<'hiCK|ro. 
Write  to  cither  one  of  the  aliive  addresses  for  Kr«'e  Ciilaloirue  of  Sonirs.  Soint  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Uerman  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Arthur  Trevelyan.    Music  by  H.  W.  Potrlo. 


Of  cniirso.  you've  seen  the  dear,  sweet  thin::  that's  called  the  human  man, 
of  whom  Ihe  naiiuhty  soiibreltes  sini;  and  cuddle  if  they  can; 
<)o  Kast  or  West,  but  don't  for);et,  you'll  find  him  just  Ihe  same; 
He'll  pop  up  cv'rywhere,  and  yet  the  dear  boys  nut  to  blame— 

Ciiomrs. 
lie  wns  made  for  the  ladies  only,  la<lies  only,  ladles  only. 
Men  often  would  like  to  do  things  that  are  meant  for  ladies  only; 
Some  things  are  for  ladies  only,  ladies  only,  Indies  only. 
Men  often  would  like  to  do  thln^a  that  are  ineuiit  for  the  little  dears. 

We've  henrd  a  lot  about  the  hats  onr  iip-to-dnte  cirls  wear. 
They  look  jiist  like  C'liiciioo  flats,  built  'way  up  in  the  air. 
Am)  Iho'  itiey  think  the  play  is  "  rais,"  you'll  And  them  In  each  row; 
They  only  go  to  show  their  hats,  so  poor  men  get  no  show. 
6' /<or»«.— They  are  made  for  the  ladies  only,  etc. 

One  niirht  while  pnssinc  by  a  liftll,  outside  which  stood  a  crowd. 
And  thinking  It  niirht  be  u  ball,  to  which  all  were  allow<-d, 
I  quickly  walked  up  to  the  door  and  said.  "  May  I  come  liif  " 
'I'liey  told  me  'twas  a  lecture  for  prcveiilini;  grievuiis  sin. 
Vhoriii.— And  it  was  for  the  ladies  only,  etc. 

Now  all  the  girls  have  tried  to  npc  the  men's  clothes  made  so  tieal. 

So  dudes  all  try  to  make  llieir  shape  look  like  tint  women,  sweet. 
They  wear  corsets  just  like  Ihe  girls,  while  girls  wear  ties  and  shirts; 
Mt-n  comb  their  hair  in  pretty  curls,  but  have  not  yet  donned  skirts. 
C7(0i-H*.— They  are  made  for  the  ladles  only,  etc. 
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DEAR    DOROTHY. 

Copjrigbt,  UM,  by  H.  W.  Petrie.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Ilall,  I/Nidon,  B^. 
All  riKhCs  reflerved. 


The  Wordii  and  Munlc  of  this  Sonjr.  airani^ed  for  the  piano,  will  be  gent  to  any  ad 
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Write  to  either  one  of  the  ah.)ve  aildrexseH  for  Kree  (^iitaioirue  of  Soiii-'h.  S^^-  ilookii. 
Sheet  Muslu,  Uerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Bo^iK" 


Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.    Mukic  by  H.  W.  I'etrle. 

All!  sweet  niito  me  is  lier  iianie— Dorothy; 

'I'll  me  It  ie  ever  the  same  — Dorothy. 

I  hitir  ii  in  the  tliniehes'  soiij;,  in  miirni"rliig  broolcs  it  rtiiiB  along. 

The  iiuiue  tbat  is  the  world  lo  me— Dorothy,  my  love. 

<'HORlTS. 

I  am  thine.  Dorotliy:  thou  art  mine,  Dorotlty; 

]  oiire  i:iit,  love,  when  thou  art  near, 

'J'liy  |»re(<ence  doth  my  pteKetice  cheer; 

And  timt  is  why  I  cull  thee  dear  Dorotliy,  dear  Dorotliy. 

There's  ever  a  light,  wliere  thou  art,  Dorothy; 

The  one  miidinir  star  of  my  heart,  Diiroliiy; 

'I'hy  wixhes  sliall  my  wiolit'S  he;  where'er  thou  art  tliere  will  I  l»e, 

For  thou  url  luore  than  life  lo  me,  Dorothy,  my  love.— Churns. 


Just  Tell  Them  that  Yon  Saw  Me. 

Parody-Written  by  Wm.  n.  HavUL 

Send  for  Free  Oataloirtie  of  Sonp  Books,  I>-tter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell, 
em.  Tiii-k  Books.  Kecilation  Bookn,  IVniiy  niilliiUH.  <'HllBookB.  Jukr  Books.  Sketi-h  Konks. 
S(lliii|>8;ieeclies,  IhrIi  Sontf  Hm-ks.  Cook  Books,  BiM)kB  of  Amnt^niei.t.  .'^ll.■e^  Miisio,  eic, 
to  Mem  y  J.  Wehiiian.  130  &.  132  Park  How,  New  Yorkj  or  85&  87  K.  Madison  S(.,<'liicaKo, 


A  tramp  one  day  stopp«>d  l»y  the  way  ito  get  a  bite  to  eat. 

The  farmer's  wife  was  sitlliiiK  by  the  door. 
He  said;  "  Dear  madunie,  will  you  pleate  give  me  a  meal  of  fooil, 

I've  walked  and  walked  until  my  feet  are  sore." 
She  said,  "My  man  has  gone  to  town,  and  I  uin  left  aloue. 

But  I  will  give  you  all  you  want  to  eat 
If  you  saw  some  wood  for  me  that  lays  outside  tlie  door. 

Then  yoa  may  Slop  and  rest  your  weary  feet. 

Chorus. 
I'll  tell  him  Hint  I  saw  you,  uiid  that  ynii  sawed  tlie  wood; 
I'll  tell  him  that  I  raw  yon  saw  the  wood; 
I  know  that  he  will  tliatik  you,  for  he  is  kind  and  good. 
When  I  tell  him  tliat  I  saw  you  saw  the  wood. 

Wlien  he  had  finished  up  his  meal,  he  started  for  tlie  door, 

It  made  liini  feel  so  new,  (<o  fresh  anil  good; 
The  farmer's  wife  she  followed  him,  and  tried  hard  to  implore 

This  weary  tramp  to  go  and  saw  the  woml. 
She  says,  "  \Vhul  will  my  hiishand  say  when  he  returns  from  town, 

I  fed  you  If  you'd  go  and  saw  some  wood." 
Ill-  said,  "  Dear  madaiiie,  tell  him  I  did  the  best  I  could,  - 
1  went  out  lo  the  shed  aud  saw  the  wood. 

Chorits. 
Jnst  tell  him  that  yon  saw  me,  and  that  I  saw  the  wood; 
Just  tell  him  that  you  saw  me  see  the  wood; 
Just  tell  him  tliat  your  beefsteak  and  pie  was  very  good; 
Just  tell  biiu  that  you  saw  nie  see  the  wood. 


WINNIE,   WINNIE,   WHAT   HAVE 
YOU    AOIN    ME? 

Oopyriffht,  1896,  l.y  H.  W.  IVtrie.      All  riirhts  reserved. 
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by  Heiirv  J.  Wrhmnn,  UtO  A  IS2  I'nrk  Uow.  New  York;  or  8ft  A  87  E.  tMHitimm  8t,,<'hiciMr". 
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Words  and  Mu"ic  by  Geonrc  Kt-ans. 


There  is  a  girl  np  in  Ilarlem.  I  wisli  she  would  get  stiirk  on  me. 

Her  name  it  is  Winnie  MacDerinott,  lier  dail  is  a  drayman,  ynii  see; 

She  ain't  what  you'd  call  »  dead  swell  gal,  some  jealmis  kids  say  she's  a  sight; 

If  you  come  to  llie  ball  at  Uiberuia  Hull,  you'll  see  her  on  Saturday  night. 

Refrain. 
Winnie,  Winnie,  what  have  yon  got  agin  me? 
Don't  1  treat  you  finer  than  all  other  hoys  aroiindt 
Winnie,  Winnie,  don't  make  me  feel  like  a  "Ninnie," 
Marry  me,  Win,  aud  I'll  save  all  my  "  tin,"  and  a  cottage  we'll  buy  up  town. 

There  is  a  lad  named  O'Reilly,  at  Winnie  he's  Im-cii  innUing  eyes, 
llill  lie  is  a  regular  "  knocker,"  a  boy  what  de  push  all  despise; 
lie  lakes  her  lo  picnics  at  Coney's  Isle,  anil  lie's  trying  lo  win  her  from  me, 
liui  you  liel  your  sweet  life  I'll  queer  dul  boy's  game  and  marry  my  Winnie  you 
Winnie,  Winnie,  what  have  you  got  agin  nie,  etc.  [seef 


THE    DANCES   DOWN   AT   DAN'S. 

ZZ..   Copyrittht,  1«93,  hy  H.  W.  Petrie.    All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  Snncr,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hxnirs  for  One  lK>llsr, 
by  Henry  J.  Wrhman,130  A  \S3  Park  Kow.  New  York;  or  85  A  87  K.  Msdison  Ht.,rhica(ri>. 
Write  to  pitlier  one  of  the  abiive  addresses  for  Jree  Cntaloeue  of  Soiiirs,  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Uerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Sookis,  etc. 


By  H.  W.  Petrie. 


Danny  keeps  a  dance  hall  at  the  other  ei>d  of  town. 
And  Sunday  nights  the  boys  and  girls  just  turn  things  upside  down. 
Willi  the  entrance  in  tlie  alley,  a  few  doors  off  the  street. 
The  gayest  crowd  there  congregates  that  ever  you  did  meet. 
You  need  not  bring  your  lady,  yon  will  always  find  one  there; 
You  need  not  wear  a  collar,  you  need  not  part  your  hair. 

Chorus. 
And  it's  tlin  first  four  fo'ard!  Ladies  ciiangel 
There's  noise  enough  for  flfly  German  bands,  tra  lal 
In  a  holy  half  a  minute,  a  policeman  is  not  ill  it  .; 

If  he  looks  around  for  trouble  down  at  Dan's. 

Siinilay  night  Pat  (!asey  had  no  other  place  to  go. 

And  he  invited  Doolan's  girl  to  have  a  whirl  or  so. 

Tlien  for  Danny's  place  they  started  to  have  a  time,  yon  bet! 

They  reached  It  in  good  lime  and  danced  the  first  ones  in  the  set. 

'I'lieii  Doolan's  form  was  seen  to  come  inside  Danny's  door. 

He  saw  his  girl  with  Casey,  and  that  provoked  a  war. —  Chor»$. 

Doolan  Struck  at  Casey,  and  he  liit  Tim  Monahan, 

Another  minute  and  the  boys  were  fit;hti>ig  to  ii  man. 

Then  the  orchestra  played  "Comrades."  the  place  began  to  hum; 

And  Doolan  struck  Pat  Casey's  head  into  tlie  big  bass  drum. 

Poor  Danny  yelled  "Keep  quiet,  or  they  will  stop  the  hall  "— 

They  had  to  call  the  soldiers  to  clear  out  Danny's  hall—  Chorn$. 

Sorry  pictures  were  they  as  they  came  in  court  next  day. 

The  judge  said,  "  Thirty  days  apiece,"  and  all  were  led  away. 

Then  Pat  ('asey  swore  with  Dooliin  lliaf  even  he  would  gel. 

Said  Doolan:  "  We  will  meet  at  Dan's,  and  then  I'll  make  you  sweat." 

The  thirty  days  were  over,  they  met  at  Dun's  once  more. 

But  all  forgot  the  row  at  once,  when  Dan  cried  "  Forward  four."— r//o. 


What's  the  Use  of  Being  Mad. 

Cot>yrigbt,  IS96,  by  John  V.  I'ulnier.    AU  rights  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  S.iok.  nrranfred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poHt-|*Mi<1,  on  ret-eipt  of  40  cenfj*;  or  thij*  and  any  two  other  SonjrH  for  <ine  l>ollnr, 
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Write  to  either  one  of  ttie  at».»ve  nildri'SJ^fs  for  F'ree  ('iitalotrtie  of  Soniri*,  Sonif  IVxtkB, 
Sheet  Music,  tjerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 

Words  by  W.  T..  Colib.    tlusic  by  Alex.  Patton. 

Around  a  narrow  doorway  of  .-i  <-ri)wdfd  tenement 

A  group  of  merry  chihlreii  were  at  play. 
When  in  their  midst  a  maiden  raine. 

And  to  a  lad  she  s|>oke  in  childish  tones,  tlie  others  heard  her  say: 
"  Why  ilon't  you  keep  away  from  lieie  when  I  am  mail  with  joiil'" 

Her  pretty  cheeks  with  anger's  glow  were  n-il. 
"You  must  not  come  aroiiml  my  door  unless  1  tell  you  to." 

Witli  smiling  face,  the  lad  then  to  her  said: 

Cnoims. 
Wlint's  the  use  of  being  mad,  you  know  I  am  your  frienti; 
Take  the  hand  I  offer  and  let  our  quarrel  end; 
Y'on  never  will  be  ha]ipy,  I  know,  until  yon  do. 
So  be  uiy  sweetheart  once  again,  for  I  love  you. 

Next  day  the  lad  passei]  by  the  house,  ii  girl  walked  by  his  side. 

His  little  sweetheart  saw  them  up  the  street; 
She  turned  and  ran  into  the  house 

Anil  sat  right  down  and  cried  until  she  beard  a  voice  in  accents  sweet. 
"  You  must  not  act  like  this  with  me.  it's  only  sister  Sue; 

Now,  please  do  wash  thos<!  silly  tears  away; 
I  love  you  as  I  always  did,  I  care  for  none  but  yon," 

She  blushed,  aud  then  it  wus  her  turn  to  say:— 6V/on/«. 
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MOTHER    WAS    A    LADY. 

■'    '^  Parody— Written  by  James  J.  DeVere. 


Send  for  Free  Catal'^giie  of  Sonp  Rooks,  I.etter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
era,  Trick  Hooks,  llecit-slion  Books,  Penny  Hallnils,  Cull  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  K<M>ki<. 
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Two  bummers  sat  at  supper  \ 

In  a  IJowery  hotel  one  day.  f 

While  drinking  they  wer<!  talking,  > 

In  a  funny  sort  of  way,  I 

But  when  a  cross-eyed  waitress  ( 

Brought  them  some  half-cooked  food,  ( 

They  eiKike  to  her  in  Ilelirew,  I 

In  a  raanner  not  So  smiioth;  ( 

•  i  At  first  she  did  not  say  a  word,  ( 

lint  slapped  the  hash  riohl  down,         > 
But  one  remark  was  jiassed 

'J'hat  broiiglit  the  dewilrops  to  the  ground. 
And  facing  them  two  diistys, 
;■,  With  her  cheeks  all  painted  red, 

She  looked  a  living  picture. 

As,  i>ealiDg  a  pair,  she  said: 

Ciionns. 
Your  mother  may  lie  a  lady,  at  that  I  cannot  kick. 
And  you  may  have  a  father  who  carries  a  hoil  of  brick; 
I  came  from  a  far  off  city  to  get  this  joli  so  ilear, 
Aud  you  would  not  speak  Hebrew  lo  me  if  the  boss  was  only  !iere. 

It's  true  one  touch  of  powder 

Shines  every  woman's  skin, 
Anil  every  bite  the  hoboes  ate 

Toiiciied  the  spot  witliin. 
They  sat  there  drunk  and  silent. 

Until  one  cried,  "Oh,  Mag, 
I  feel  so  very  hungry 

I  could  ent  your  powder  rng." 
,        She  said,  "My  hiiiiis.  I  know  you  think 

I  am  a  little  jieach." 
At  that  remark  they  nearly  rlioked, 

And  nearly  lost  their  six-ech. 
And  tlieu  two  co|>|iers  they  strolUil  in 

And  the  bums  were  luisiled  out, 
And  as  they  went  to  the  station-house, 

'J'hey  thought  Ihey  lieard  the  waitress  shout:— CAon/*. 
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I    WILL    LOVE    YOU    AND    YOU 
WILL    LOVE    ME. 

CopyiiKbt,  1806,  by  H.  W.  Petrie.     Riilered  at  StaUuiiers'  Hall,  London. 
All  ritflitu  rest-rved. 
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Words  by  Wm.  H.  Oantner.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 

Two  little  cliiltken  wen?  piiiyiiig  toijetlier, 

Under  the  treco  by  the  liroiih; 
One  wa.«  Ilic  ftilher,  the  other  the  incilluT, 

LiUe  t'tOvMi-llp  folks  tried  to  look. 
"  I'll  eiirii  the  money,"  the  laddie  aiild  proudly, 

EIii|>|>y  and  rich  we  tvill  lie. 
"I'll  mind  the  lioiii<e,"  PMid  ihepweot  lass, 

I  will  luve  you  tiiid  yon  will  love  lue. 

TilSFRAIN. 

1  will  love  yon  and  yon  >\ill  love  ;ne. 

With  roi«ei<  orir  putli  ehull  be  etrewu; 
I  will  love  yon.  yon  will  love  nie. 

Our  lives  t>hall  be  one  lioneynioon. 
I  will  love  Mill  und  you  »ill  lovenie. 

E'en  when  we  have  ltovmi  old  and  gray; 
We'll  linppy  be  forever  anil  nye, 

I  will  love  you  uiiil  yuu  will  love  me. 

Like  crown  np  jieople,  lliev  built  fairy  castles, 

'ralliinu  so  tfrave  on  life's  tliemeK; 
Dear  little  lassie  and  laddie  tot'ether, 

Dieainiiit;  the  brii;liteet  of  dreamx. 
"I'll  not  be  cross,  dear,"  the  little  maid  whispered. 

Frowns  on  my  face  yoti'll  ne'er  cee, 
And  hand  in  hand,  kissint;,  they  said, 

1  will  love  jou,  and  you  will  love  uie.  —  Iie/raln. 


JONAH    AND    THE    WHALE. 

CopyrtKht,  1891,  by  H.  W.  Petrie.    £ncere<l  at  Stationers'  Uall,  London,  Zug. 
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Words  by  Winitate  Blark.     Music  by  H.  W.  Patrl*. 

About  the  year  of  one,  B.  C, 

A  <!allant  ship  put  out  to  sea 

'I'o  catch  a  whale  and  salt  his  tail, 

To  salt  the  end  of  his  tail, 

But  just  about  a  mile  from  land 

'I'he  ship  bei{nn  to  dance, 
And  every  son  of  a  saiiormaa 

Put  on  his  working  pants, 
His  punts,  his  pants.  Ins  working  pants, 
And  down  into  the  hold  they  went 
And  over  the  patiips  their  backs  they  bent. 
'I'liey  thoiiKbt  they'd  drown,  but  they  couldn't  alt  down. 
The  floor  was  to  wet  to  sit  down. 

Then  np  spoke  Patrick  O'Flarrity— 
"A  Jonah  IS  on  this  ship."  Says  be. 
And  out  ihev  ran,  from  Mike  to  Uati, 
To  And  the  Jonah  man. 
And  there  in  tiie  middle  of  the  deck, 

His  nibsey,  Jonah,  sut, 
A-lit!l>t<ns.'  a  paper  clKarette 

In  his  little  derby  hat. 
"His  hat,"  says  Pat,  "  we're  on  to  that." 
They  nave  a  biff,  they  tave  a  yell. 
And  overboard  poor  Jonah  fell. 
Says  Pal  to  Jim,  "•  It's  better  for  lilm. 
It's  certainly  better  fur  hiui." 

Jn^f  then  a  monster  whale  came  by. 
And  Jonah's  troQseis  caiiifbt  Ins  eye: 
"  As  I'm  a  yaf,  there's  a  lunch  afloat," 
And  he  scooped  Jonah  into  his  throat, 
But  pretty  soon  the  whale  was  sick; 

Says  he,  ''that  lunch  was  poor. 
It  eeeins  to  me  by  the  way  I  feel, 

I've  swallowed  a  Jonah  for  sure; 
It's  Jo.  it's  Jo,  it's  Jonah  sure!  " 
On  Mike  McQinty  lie  made  ii  call. 
And  coiiched  up  Jonah,  pants  and  all. 
The  very  spot  we  have  never  forgot; 
'Twtts  McGiuty's  corner  lot. 

"Getont  of  this,"  McGintv  said, 

"Yon  can't  stay  here  unless  you're  dead; 

You'll  Ii0<m1i>i>  me  and  my  fauiilee. 

My  wife  and  my  fnniilee  " 

So  then  McGiiiiy  called  hia  wife 

A  mermaid  fat  and  pale. 
And  she  gave  uoor  Jonah  a  fatal  stab 

Willi  the  ena  of  her  }at;L'ed  tail, 
Her  jag,  her  jag,  her  Jaui.'ed  tail! 
Tlien  Jonah  died  npon  the  spot 
And  bouk;ht  McOlniy's  corner  lot. 
And  now,  you  see,  there's  a  firm  of  three: 
KcQInty  and  Company. 


WE'RE    PAPA'S    BOY    AND    G-IRL 

OopyrlRht,  1RV5,  by  H  W.  Petrie.    All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Edirar  Deering. 

I  am  my  paim's  Illttc  boy,  I  am  his  treasure  and  his  joy; 

I  am  niy  papa's  li|tie  boy,  'mo<l  all  his  leisure  I  employ. 

Danciiiu  ami  priiiiciiii;  on  dear  papa's  knee,  so  slyly  glancing  that  I  tnaT  see 

If  little  sister  sliiiiild  see  briilher  dear,  tears  will  be  shed,  I  Very  luacb  fear. 

For  tho'  I'm  jiapa's  liitle  boy,  when  sister's  near  I'm  very  coy; 

She  is  eo  juuluue  w  lieu  I'lu  ucur,  tho'  she's  luy  little  sister  dear. 

CllORfS. 

Papa's  loves  me  and  (hipa  loves  yon, 

Papa  loves  bolli  of  lis  foinl  and  true; 

Papa  loves  nie  and  papa  loves  you,  dear,  '      . 

We're  paptt's  boy  and  girl. 

I  am  my  papa's  little  elrl,  I  am  his  treasure  and  his  pearl; 

I  iini  my  pupa's  little  sweet,  'nmst  all  the  time  I'm  at  his  feet. 

Only  when  iliillle  wishes  to  sleep,  then  I  leave  papa,  tho'  I  still  keep 

One  eye  on  dolly,  the  other  ini  Fred,  till  I  have  put  my  dolly  to  bed. 

For  I  am  papa's  little  girl,  I  am  his  treasure  and  his  |>eHrl: 

Freddy's  eu  jealous  wlien  I'm  near,  tho'  he's  my  little  brother  dear.—  ChOJfit. 


YOU    CAN    IMAGINE    THE    REST. 

Copyright.  1895.  by  H.  W.  Peliie.     All  rlKhU  reserved. 


Words  by  Arthur  Trevelyan.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie, 


One  day  while  passing  by  our  library 

I  nolieed  some  one  on  my  papa's  knee; 

I  found  It  was  the  pretty  par. or  maid. 

And  when  he  said  "  kiss  me."  why  she  obeyed. 

Now'  papa  hasn't  biiiighi  me  one  new  bat. 

Said  I,  "  You  net,  I'll  just  i;et  square  for  that," 

I  quickly  ran  to  see  my  dear  inainma. 

And  whispered,  "  Mamtiia,  go  and  look  at  pa." 

CiioRirs. 
Yon  can  imai.'iiie  the  rest,  dear  boy; 
You  can  imagine  the  rest; 
Pa  niaile  some  excuse. 
But  it  was  i.f  no  use — 
Oh,  you  cm  imugine  the  rest. 

An  old  maid  lank  and  lean,  a^ed  forty-siz. 
Yet  youiiL'  to  know  some  naiiL'lity  tricks. 
A  burglar  to  her  room  one  nitihl  did  creep. 
And  stoie  some  Ihliigs.  he  Ihoiight  she  was  asleep, 
But  when  to  have  the  room  the  burglar  tried, 
Mhe  drew  a  gun  and  then  to  him  she  cried: 
"You  are  the  first  «  liii's  ever  come  to  me. 
You'll  wed  mc,  Sir,  or  I  will  shoot  iOU,  see?" 

CnoRfs. 
You  can  imagine  the  r>>si,  dear  boy; 
You  can  imagine  the  test; 
If  he  tried  to  scoot. 
He  was  sure  that  she'd  shoot. 
Oh,  you  cau  imagine  the  rest. 

To  a  fancy  ball  I  went  the  other  night. 

For  dancing  is  to  me  a  kireat  delight. 

And  lots  of  handsome  men  did  I  meet  there, 

And  some  were  tall,  some  slmrt,  some  dark,  some  fair, 

But  the  one  that  I  danced  with  the  most  of  all 

Was  wearing  punts  abom  one  size  to  small. 

Upon  the  floor  by  iiccidcnt  he  slipped, 

ills  legs  looked  prettier,  by  far,  wlien  stripped. 

CnoRiis. 
Yon  can  imagine  the  rest,  dear  boy; 
You  cau  imagine  the  rest; 
Yet  five  or  SIX  pins 
Hid  a  iiumher  of  sine: 
Oh,  you  cau  imagine  the  rest. 

To  n  pretty  seaside  town  Inst  June  I  went. 
And  many  were  the  pleasant  iioiirs  I  spent. 
On  the  sands  I'd  often  sit  and  read  a  hook. 
And  also  watch  the  bathers  from  my  nook.    ' 
One  day  a  handsome  muii  was  in  the  sea, 
1  noticed  he  was  beckoning  to  me. 
It  seems  tie'd  bathed  without  a  suit  that  day. 
But  1  was  uut  inclined  to  move  away. 

CUORUS. 

YoQ  can  imagine  the  rest,  dear  boy; 

You  can  imagine  the  rest; 

He  must  run  right  past  me, 

Or  else  stop  In  the  sea. 

Oh,  you  cau  Imagine  the  rest. 


». 
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■    ■*      '.,!■'■'    Words  and  Musks  by  William  Jerome.  ' '  v 

My  steady  girl  !■  not  the  kind  they  sing  abont  nowadays, 
With  eyes  of  blue  and  golden  bair  that  poets  love  to  praise;    .. 
She's  not  aa  pretty  as  a  pictnre  hanging  on  the  wall. 
For  If  she  was,  I'd  really  have  no  love  ror  her  at  all. 

Refrain. 

My  girl  Is  a  plain  girl,  my  girl  isn't  proud, 

She's  jiist  what  you'd  call  a  fair  lookini;  girl,  a  girl  that  would  pass  in  a  crowd; 

She's  noi  an  angel  from  heaven,  she'd  not  set  your  brain  iu  a  whirl; 

She's  a  good,  bright,  all  right,  plaiu  little  every-day  girl. 

She's  Jnst  the  liind  of  girl  to  make  yoti  liappy  all  tlie  while; 

She  never  makes  yoa  jealous,  for  on  others  she  won't  smile; 

A  little  dear,  good,  home-girl  of  the  sort  yon  read  about. 

And  that's  the  reason,  all  the  time,  her  praises  I  must  shout.— iZ«/>'atn. 

She's  pure  gold,  ei<»liteen  carat,  and  that's  good  enongh  for  me; 

She  never  puts  on  any  airs  like  other  girls  you  see; 

Her  heart  she  gave  me  long  iigo,  and  1  have  bought  the  ring, 

Aud  when  1  place  it  on  ber  finger  yoa  Mill  hear  me  aing :—i^«/ram. 


I  Never  Loved  until  I  Met  You. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Sauiuel  H.  Speck. 


Here,  at  your  feet,  I  pledge  my  devotion ; 

I  am  your  slave  and  you  are  my  queen; 
Tis  new  to  me,  this  sacred  emotion — 

I  am  yours  only,  sweet  Adeliue. 
Oft  my  heart  pined  for  some  one  to  ctierish, 

Oft  my  sodI  sighed  for  solace  serene; 
Until  I  saw  you  my  life  was  lonely. 

Until  I  met  yon,  sweet  Adeline; 
■'••    Until  I  loved  you,  swest  Adeline.  ' 

Refrain. 
I  never  loved  until  I  met  you;  I  never  tiiought  a  heart  could  be  BO  tme; 
Nothing  can  come  between  my  love  and  my  heart's  queen;  I  never  loved  until  I 

[met  you,  AUeiiue. 
Joy  fills  my  heart,  for  your  eyes  are  beaming. 

Beaming  with  love  oBf  me,  oh,  my  queen; 
Do  not  wuke  me  if  I  am  but  drenining,  > 

Dreaming  of  bliss  with  my  Adeline; 
Cling  to  me  close,  love,  life  will  be  brighter; 

Nu  caddeued  thoDght  can  e'er  intervene; 
You  are  my  idol,  my  heart  is  lighter. 
Now  yoa  are  mine,  my  sweet  Adeline, 
And  1  am  thine,  my  sweet  Adeline.— /?«/';ain. 


LOUISIANA    LOU. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Leslie  Siuart 

I  Inb  a  gal.  s'pose  she  lul>8  me  too. 

Anyhow  she  euy  she  do,  she  say  site  do;  -.  -  ' 

We  calls  her  Lou  Since  dat  gal  wus  horn, 

Down  Louisiana, 'luoiig  de  sugar  aud  de  com, 

LoM,  how  I  lub  you  true;  ,   ;  .  ,     , 

Lou. 'deed  1  do,  I  tto; 

And  el>'ry  iiiuht  when  de  moon  am  shine, 

1  sing  dis  little  gal  die  little  song  of  mine: 

Chords. 
Lon.  Lou,  I  Inb  yon;  I  liih  yon,  dat's  true: 
Don'i  cry,  don't  Klgh,  you'll  see  me  ill  de  momin'; 
:        ;        Dream,  dream,  dream  oh  me,  and  I'll  dream  ob  you, 
My  Louisiana,  Louisiana,  Louisiana  Lou. 

Wlien  Lon  was  bom  I  was  jess  so  high, 

I  WHS  l>nt  a  liahy  boy,  a  baby  boy: 

Mam  says.  "  My  Lor' aren't  dem  child'en  spoonsf  " 

Down.  Louisiana, 'mong  de  cotton  aud  de  coons.   .- 

Lou,  liow  I  Inb  you  tme; 

Lou,  'deed  I  do,  I  do; 

In  days  done  gone  to  her  cot  I'd  creep. 

And  sing  dis  little  song  to  put  dat  cliile  asleep:— C/(OrM«. 

Lon'8  growed  np  now,  soon  she'll  marry  me, 

Anyhow  I  want  her  be,  I  want  her  lie. 

For  all  de  nigs  lub  dat  gal  ob  mine,  "  ,• 

:-,;■'■■.        Down  Louisiana, 'inong  de 'jK)ssum  and  de  pine. 
■''■.■         Lon,  iiow  I  Inb  yon  true; 
.!  ■'.;•■         Lou,  'deed  I  do,  I  do; 

So  when  we're  wed  and  we're  spliced  in  one, 

I'll  sing  dis  little  song  to  bring  back  days  done  gone.—  Cfiotiit. 


BABY,    BABY. 
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■Vy-^-',-        ..-.v.: -r  :/.  ;:-?-.i'     By  Gustave  Kerker;  ■,.■■■  ■  ■''-':,:[':    ■"    '^: 

Lovers  are  silly  young  things,  yon  know. 

And  I  am  as  silly  as  any;  '^  ^  •.'-.     ,.^.' 

I've  worn  two  engagement  rings,  yon  know.  -     ,    - 

But  two,  you'll  agree,  are  not  many.  .■    •' 

,        My  heart  was  once  put  in  a  whirl,  you  know,  .;  v 

I  think,  by  a  fellow  named  Willie; 
A     '■•-:.:    ,     ne  culled  me  Ills  dear  baby  girl,  you  know,  ■-    '.; 

.'  And  I  liked  it,  although  it  was  silly.  ".  •   ., 

--•'.:,.;     For  there's  something  in  the  term  of  baby,  baby, 
.     ■     '     ;;  That  is  tlie  name  I  love; 

It's  sweet  as  the  perfume  of  roses, 
?     '\    ■/.■••■■■         It's  soft  as  the  coo  of  a  dove.  ■  ^     '  ..  ' 

My  sweetheart  may  call  me  his  darling,       '     ■      ■    '     ~  . 

His  queen,  or  his  sugar  plum,  maybe:       '> 
But 'tween  you  and  ine,  I'd  rather  that  be     •.      '..'_•• 
SlioDld  call  lue  his  dear  little  baby.  •  " 

Sitting  alone  in  the  dark,  yon  know- 
That  is,  witli  one  other  beside  you; 
He'll  call  you  Ills  roblh  or  lark,  yoa  linow, 
,'         And  no  one  is  there  to  deride  you. 

He  whispers  all  names  that  are  sweet,  you  know, 

No  matter  how  sngury  they  be; 
But  lliere's  one  that  I  make  him  repeat,  you  know. 
And  that  is  the  little  word  baby. 
..--     <  pqj  tiiere's  something  in  tlie  term  of  baby,  baby,         ,   ""^ 

That  is  tiie  name  I  love; 
It's  sweet  as  the  perfume  of  roses,  ,. 

,'         It's  soft  as  the  coo  of  a  dove.  •        ■•,.■. 

My  sweetheart  may  call  me  his  darling, 
■  _' ■  His  queen,  or  his  sugar  plum,  maylie;  -t 

But 'tween  yon  anil  me,  I'd  rather  tiiat  he 
'       ,  Should  call  me  Ills  dear  little  baby.  .; 


-\ 


-'■^'1 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Charles  K.  Harris. 

In  a  Pullman  palace  smoker  sat  a  nnmlier  of  bright  men. 

Yon  could  tell  that  they  were  drummers,  nothing  seemed  to  trouble  tbem, 

Wlien  up  spoke  a  handsome  fellow,  "  Come,  let's  have  a  story,  Ijoys, 

Something  that  will  help  to  pass  the  time  away." 

"  I  will  tell  you  how  we'll  manage,"  said  a  bright  kniglit  of  the  grip, 

"Let  lis  have  three  wishes,  something  good  and  true; 
We  will  give  friend  Bob  the  first  chance,  lie's  the  oldest  gathered  here  " — 

Then  they  listened  to  a  wish  that's  always  knew: 

Chorus. 
*' Just  to  be  a  child  atiain  lit  mother's  knee, 
Jiiet  to  liear  her  eing  the  same  old  melody,  :  ;  - 

.  .^  .  Just  10  hear  her  sjM'ak  In  loving  sympathy, 

.  Just  to  kiss  her  lips  again. 

Just  to  have  her  fondle  me  with  tender  care, 
'J:       Just  to  feel  lier  dear,  soft  fingers  through  my  hair, 
'  -       There  is  no  wisii  in  this  world  that  can  cumpaie, 
'     '■  Just  to  he  a  child  at  mother's  knee." 

There  they  sat,  those  jolly  drummers,  not  a  sonnd  that  moment  heard, 

While  their  tears  were  slowly  fHlling,  there  was  no  man  spoke  a  word. 

For  the  memories  of  their  childhood  days  had  touched  their  dear,  kind  hearts. 

When,  as  children,  they  had  played  at  mother's  knee. 

Then  at  last  tlie  S|)el I  was  broken  by  another  traveling  man,  - 

"  Your  attention  for  a  moment  I  do  crave;  '  '  '  ' 

I  will  tell  yon  of  one  precious  thing,  BO  dear  to  one  aud  ail, 

'Tis  a  wish  we  long  for  to  the  very  grave: 

Chorus. 

Just  enough  of  gold  to  keep  me  all  my  dayg,  .,•.,. 

.  ■  ~"        "     Just  enough  with  which  some  starving  soul  to  sa^e,    •' 
Just  enoiigli  I  wish  to  help  me  on  my  way. 
Just  enongh  to  Ijappy  be, 

Just  enougli  to  know  I'll  ne'er  be  poor  again,     :    .y, 
,'.;..■    Jnst  enough  to  drive  away  all  sorrow's  pain,  •    ., 

-./:'^     You  may  wish  for  many  thines.  hut  all  in  vain,  -■'-•■; 

Give  to  me  what  precious  gold  can  buy." 

The  conductor,  passing  through  tlie  train,  stopped  in  tlie  smoking-car; 

He  had  grown  quite  interested  in  the  stories  told  so  far— 

" Please  excuse  my  interruption,  lint  I  listened  with  delight     ;.    '    - 

To  your  wishes,  both  of  tlieni  so  good  and  true; 

Yet  there  in  a  wish  that's  dearer,  better  far  than  glittering  gold,  •• 

Though  a  simple  one  perhaps  yon  all  will  say, 

'Tis  a  longing  that  is  In  my  heart  each  moment  of  my  life,         ■ .    ^   ^  ,- 

'Tie  a  gleam  of  sunshine  strewn  across  my  way:  v.  ^  . 

,:.."■■:■  Chorus.  '■.■■'-'-■'■..."': 

.•■V  ':'■,.:  ~-     Jnst  to  open  wide  my  little  cottage  door. 
Just  to  see  my  baby  rolling  on  the  floor, 
,,     '/■'"'■i-    Just  to  feel  that  I  have  something  to  adore,  '"■"■  ""' 

■■■'v.  ;•'-■■■.::  ■    .Tnst  to  be  at  home  again,  -■■""'■.• 

---.   >    Vi^    Just  to  hear  a  sweet  voice  calling  papa  dear, 
J.  ■  ■  :■.'  v.'.i    Just  to  know  my  darling  wife  is  standing  netr: 
■•■.":. '^  :...;■■ :    Yon  may  iiave  yonr  gold  your  lonely  heart  to  cheer. 
But  I'll  take  my  baby,  wife  and  home." 


^ffCial^fl^..*? 
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Words  by  Adam  Craig.    Music  by  John  Qulnn. 


"OrHndma,  tell  me  of  my  iiDimiiin,"  ea\d  a  lad  witli  eyes  of  bine; 
"  Did  flif  ki«8  me,  cnll  ine  *  Darling  '—did  nhe  graiidniH,  jii><t  like  yoaf  ** 
Maniniii  died  when  you  wer>-  born,  dear.  iiH|m  he  was  drovMied  ul  eea; 
Yuu  were  juet  a  wue,  wee  bttby  when  she  left  you,  dear,  to  uie. 

RSFRAIN. 

I'll  take  care  of  yon  crnndma,  voii  are  my  sweetheart  true; 
I'll  he  t;ood  to  you,  grundmti,  do  all  I  can  for  you; 
We'll  gu  walking  together,  rfst  'ueutli  the  old  oak  tree: 
I'll  take  cure  uf  you,  graudma,  you're  all  iu  the  world  to  me. 

"  When  I'm  ble  I'll  t>e  n  rich  man,  huild  a  mansion  (rrcnd  and  new; 
Yon  gliall  ride  In  a  fine  carriage,  mid  have  servants  wait  on  yon." 
You  are  urandnia'tt  liliie-eycd  hahy,  oli,  I  lie  liappy  tiiiies  we've  had. 
But  I'm  gruwiiig  old  uud  feeble,  aoou  I'll  leave  you,  little  \mX.—  Jie/t ain. 

"Grandma,  when  yon're  lired  and  weary,  I  will  lielp  yon  all  I  can; 
All  wee  hoys  are  good  for  sometliing— grandma,  soon  I'll  lie  a  man." 
All  my  friends  have  u'nne  In-fore  ine,  you're  my  honnle  hlue-eyed  hoy, 
Kiss  me,  darling— up  iu  heaven  maiuuia  bears  lier  little  boyi—Jiefrain. 
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Words  by  Hugh  Morton.    Music  by  Oustave  Kerker. 


Mike 

CUoRl'S. 

Mike 
Chorus. 


Mike 

C'HOKfS. 

Mike 

CH<inir!<. 

Mike 


— Tn  us  you  see  a  diBrepuiahle  gang. 

-Yes.  ue  are  a  very  tinigli  gang,  tough  gang: 

—  We'll  liet  ti-u  (iolinrs  every  one  of  us  will  hang. 
—We'll  l>et  ten  diillara  ev'ry  one  of  us  will  Lung, 

Rvery  one  of  us  will  hang. 

—  We  deal  in  crime  by  the  liour,  day,  or  week. 

—  Hv  the  hour,  by  the  day  or  week. 

—  We're  gold-brick  baiKlits.  and  we  come  from  Cripple  Creek. 
—From  the  Cripple  end  of  Cripple  Creek. 

—  Wliow!  We're  an  airy,  fairy,  cheery  lot  of  murderers. 
And  a  nickel  is  our  vuliie  on  a  life. 

Cborcs.— Any  sangiiinurv  job  should  he  referred  to  us; 
We  can  jugL'le  a  revolver  or  a^kinfe; 
We  are  skilled  in  every  kiint  of  criminality. 
And  we've  got  a  lot  of  golden  hricki*  to  sell; 
We  Shoot  or  slab  a  man  wii hunt  formality, 
And  the  moltu  lliat  we  use  i», 

•'What  the T  What  the 1" 

■    And  (lie  motto  that  we  use  is, 

"What  the ?  Wliaf  the T" 

We're  au f  What  the ?  "—[Dane*.] 


^  »  * 
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Words  by  Geo.  J.  Whitaker.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 

I  received  an  Invitation  to  attend  a  grand  soiree, 
'Twas  given  for  the  lieneflf  of  Timothy  McGee. 
He's  tfoing  to  old  Ireland  to  try  and  help  tliu  poor. 
And  for  that  reason  I  "  chipped  in,"  his  success  to  insure; 
Mow  when  I  ilnl  arrive  there  'twas  a  little  after  nine: 
McOee  was  sporting  iiroiidly  iu  his  hrHinl  new  suit  so  fine, 
Uis  coat  was  made  of  broadcloth  and  flili-d  to  a  "  T," 
But  his  pants,  vU  me,  oU  uiy,  they  were  u  eight  to  see. 

Chorus. 
"  Hello,  McGeel  "  the  gang  they  hollered  loud; 
"  Hello,  McGeet  step  out  fornlnst  the  crowd; 
Never  mind  yonr  tight-fit  pants,  come  and  do  n  song  and  dance," 
And  then  they  yelled  once  more,  "  Ueilo,  McOeel 
Hello,  McGeel"  the  gang  they  hollered  loud; 
"  Hello,  McGeet  step  out  forninst  the  crowd: 
Never  mind  your  tight-fit  pants,  come  and  do  a  song  and  dance," 
And  then  tliey  yelled  once  mure,  "Uellu,  McGeel " 

Now  McGee  said  he  was  feeling  Jolly  when  tlie  dance  beglD; 

He  said  that  he  liked  waltzing,  so  at  once  he  started  In. 

He  selected  Mistress  Murphy  as  a  partner  fur  the  glide. 

And  as  they  waltzed  u|m)u  the  flour,  there  were  whisiieriogs  on  the  side. 

They  said  he  was  a  daisy,  ami  liis  waltzing  It  was  fine. 

And  Kelly  liollered  out,  "  McGee,  your  pants  are  ri^ht  in  line," 

McGee  tiien  got  excited,  nud  let  his  partner  fall. 

Aud  ttje  gang  tliey  burst  out  laughing,  and  at  him  began  to  bawl;— C/m. 


DING-,    DONG-,    DING    RANG    THE 
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.     Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 
In  tlie  days  gone  liy,  wlien  our  hearts  were  young, 

Happy  you  and  I,  moved  fair  scenes  amoni;: 

Outh'riiig  flowers  fair,  roaming  by  the  stream, 
You,  dear  heurt,  were  there,  life  was  but  a  dream. 
There  were  nooks  we  used  to  hide  Iu, 
There  was  our  old  cart  to  ride  In, 

,  And  the  treal  carved  your  name  on,  life  was  happy  tbeo. 
A  III  the  days  gone  by,  ne'er  to  come  aguiu, 
Uuppy  yoa  and  1,  aigli  fur  theiu  iu  vuiu. 

CUORL'S. 

Ding,  dong,  ding,  rung  the  scbool-huuse  bell, 
,    Ah!  my  heart  always  loved  It  well: 
OliI  tliose  happy  days  of  childhood, 
Passed  amidst  the  fields  and  wiidwuod. 
You  may  have  won  much  fume  in  life, 
You  may  liave  happy  home  and  wife, 
8iill  your  heart  will  ever  lead  yuu 
To  the  days  gone  liy. 
Always  a  thought  for  mother. 

Always  for  her  a  tear, 
Tho'  all  the  world  fursake  you. 

True  is  yoor  mother  dear. 
Life  may  to  you  seem  empty. 

Hatred  lie  In  your  heart. 
Still  there's  a  tlioiiglit  fur  mother. 

Love  for  her  wuu'i  depart. 

In  the  days  gone  by,  in  the  wooded  dell, 

'I'here  did  lovers  sigli,  when  we  loved  so  well. 

When  we  went  to  church,  on  a  siiininer  day, 

lireathing  love's  sweet  vows  all  the  quiet  way. 

There  were  bowers  we  used  to  play  in. 

Woodlands  green  we  roamed  e<>  gay  in. 

Where  I  made  you  flower  garlands,  life  was  happy  then. 

All  I  the  days  gone  by,  ne'er  to  come  agaiu, 

Uuppy  >ou  aud  I,  sigh  for  them  in  vuiu.— c'Aorui. 


MOLLY. 
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Words  by  Hugh  Morton.    Music  by  Gustavo  Kerker. 

My  Molly  has  a  naughty  smile,  ' 

My  Mully  is  not  free  from  guile; 

She  keeps  me  on  a  string,  , 

And  is  always  on  the  wing. 

Dancing  'round  with  other  fellows  all  the  while. 

Oh,  Molly,  with  the  eyes  of  blue. 

Now  won't  you  be  a  goo4l  girir  dol 

Tell  the  boys  to  go  away. 

Send  them  off  and  make  them  stay, 

And,  Mully,  I'll  be  true,  •  . 

I  swear  I  will,  to  you. 

Oh,  Molly,  Molly,  you  dainty  little  dolly. 

Don't  you  ever  stoop  to  fully. 

For  to  me  yuu  are  divine. 
Molly,  Molly,  don't  you  ever  let  them  Jolly  yon: 

Uy  Molly,  don't  you  ever  slip  yuur  trolley,  Molly  mine. 

Chorus. 

Molly,  Molly,  yoa  dainty  little  dolly; 
Don't  you  ever  stoop  to  folly. 

For  to  me  yon  are  divine. 
Molly,  Molly,  don't  you  ever  let  them  jolly  you; 

My  Mully,  don't  yuu  ever  slip  your  truliey,  Mully  mine. 

I  liaven't  got  a  Joy  in  life 

Since  Molly  will  not  he  my  wife; 

I  cannot  sleep  at  niglit. 

And  I  feel  like  getting  tight: 

Oh,  her  cruelty  it  cuts  me  like  a  knife. 

Dear  Molly,  wont  yuu  love  meT  dul 

I'll  stick  to  you  niy  whole  life  through. 

Won't  you  not  be  quite  so  gay? 

Send  those  other  "chaps"  away, 

And,  Molly,  I'll  be  true,  * 

I  swear  I  will,  to  yon. 

Oh,  Molly,  Molly,  yon  dainty  little  dolly. 

Don't  yoa  ever  stoop  to  folly. 

For  to  me  you  are  divine. 
Molly.  Molly,  don't  you  ever  let  them  Jolly  yon: 

My  Molly,  doa't  you  ever  slip  your  trolley,  Molly  mine.-  Cho. 
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Words  Bftd  Music  by  J.  P.  SK6LLY. 
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Complete  Copies  of  these  Songs  can  be  had  from  all  MUSIC  D 
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THIS  IS  THE  CHORUS.     TRY  IT  ON  YOUR  PIANO. 
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The  F^  »•■«  ttf  «te  W«w  Y#»k  dQr  Park  0>««rtfcY 

tou  Doa't  Had  a  Girl  late  My  Girl  Erery  Dajp 

BjAAJtm.  B.  aracK. 

Aa  Playod  by  the  Popular  OomotUt,  Fred.  Oonard.    
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Complete  Copies  of  these  Songs  can  be  tied  from  ail  MUSIC  DEALERS. 
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Wi^nilii's  Vim 


TPACAS 


AND  VENTRILOQUISTS'  GUIDE; 

■   TSJOE  35  CENTS,  by  mail,  post*XMdd.*1 

nit  If  th«  latest  and  bf«t  best  l>ook  inibllihed  en  Trfebfk 


Ventriloquism.  Second-SlBht  and  nraaiuw 
Mesmerism,  it  ta  ilnstrated  with  nearlj  100  enirrar- 
txig*.  liie  l&structions for  p«rf omiliiK  are  so  plainly  glrea 
that  *a7  "''"fix  witli  a  Uttle  practice,  can  do  tbeni,  aa  they 
onlT  require  simple,  appa* 
ratus.  ^Ve  will  riieulion  a  reir 
of  the  ti-icks  In  thin  book.— How  to 
eat  a  peck  of  nhavlnfrsandchanra 
them  Into  a  ril.bon— How  to  maka 
a  dime  paiWthrough  a  table— Ho  v 
to  make  fire  b'jrn  under  water- 
How  to  put  a  rinpr  through  your 
clicck  and  then  brinff  itouaaticit 
—How  to  make  a  loaX  dance  while 
It  Is  t>akliiK  In  the  oven— How  to 
cut  oil  a  cnlcken's  head  without 
killing  It— How  to  make  Ice  la 
Bummer— How  to  chanpre  water 
into  wine— A  lamp  that  will  bum 
for  a  year— How  to  cut  otf  your 
noxe  —  How  to  make  flreprooC 
paper— How  to  eat  tow  and  set  it  on 
fire  In  your  mouth— How  to  pro- 
dneeamonsefromapack  of  card*— How  to  tell  the  number 
any  person  Uilnks  of— How  to  tellin  advance  a  card  selected 
by  any  one— How  to  tell  if  a  person  is  in  love— How  to  r^ 
move  a  man's  nhirt  without  taking  off  his  coat  or  vest— 
How  to  hold  a  glaas  of  water  upside  down  without  spiUinjf 
l»-How  to  become  a  Ventriloquist,  and   ISO  other 

SmUy  astonishinif  tricks,  etc.  OM  and  young  should  no« 
1  to  iretthishiKlilyamuslnifand  wonderful  book.  Pilo^ 
by  maS.  post-paid,  only TTWENTV-FIVECKHTS 
nr  copy  (sUver  or  portai?*  stamps.)  8p«ciai»— Five  copies 
tor  il.  Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  18 
oanta  <i«ch,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  get  yoUTOtfa 

~      itneetetiarse.  ▲dOressaaor^exsUir^to'i^  'j 


AUNT  SALLY*a 


POLICY 


Players*  Dream  BooICs 

TBIOE  35  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

^nth  this  Book  yon  have  a  Sure  Ontde  to  Lnctcy  Dreams 
Wd  iMCky  Numbers.  It  gives  you  tho True  Internretatlon 
of  Dream!<,  and  also  the  Numbers 
of  the  Lottery  to  which  they  Ap- 
ply; Good  Combinations  to  Playj 
Signifloalions  of  Cards  Dreamed 
of,  and  their  numbers;  ComLilna> 
tlon  Table  for  Saddles,  QIgs  and 
Horces;  Table  for  finding  Lucky 
Numbers:  Numbers  of  Dreams  oC 
the  MoDihs;  for  the  Days  of  tha 
Weeks;  the  Oraculum,  or  Napo 
leun  Bonaparte's  Book  of  FaCai 
the  Method  of  Workingthe  Que^ 
tlons;  Ihe  Oraculum  Table — In 
(act,  this  book  gives  all  the  surs 
algns.  You  can  And  out  by  any 
of  these  sure  sj^tems  from  this 
book  whether  you  will  be  rich  or 

poor,  lucky  or  unlucky;  whether 

yoo  will  get  expected  money,  lovers,  clothes,  or  any  other 
article  ttuit  you  may  set  your  mind  upon.  Do  you  dream 
of  lore  or  gold,  or  of  friendship,  of  foes,  or  of  life  or  deatbl 
Tbl»  look  will  explain  everything  clearly  to  you.    Yon  rr  ^ 

lit  ConBUltlL_ 
per  copy,  bj 


teU  your  own  fortune  from  its  pages  without  consulctns 
any  Uvliig  fortune-teller.  Price  25  Cents  per  copy,  by 
■Mul.poaV'paid.    Speciai^— Five  books  for  fC    Get  four  oC 


vpar 
fitB 


trtonda  to  club  in  with  you  at  26  cents  each,  making 
Is  aU,  sad  tbereby  get  your  own  book  Cnie  of  ctMlntk 
Addnm  all  order*  to 


BRUDDER    KINKHEAD'S 


STUMP  SPEECHES 


AND  DROLL  DISC0URSE3. 
PRICE    26    CENTS. 

Ittls  new  bAok  of  Sfump  Speeches  and  Droll  DIscnnraeiL 
Qorapiled  by  Qeorire  (""oper,  la  *  crammed.  Jammed  and 
liaapedHip  "  with  "  rlb-ticktlng  ana  Ride-splitting"  read- 
ing matter— the  very 
Juice  and  cream  of 
•■colored  oratory."  The 
bulk  of  ItK  contents  will 
serve  t<>  mnke  those 
laugh  whn  nevrr 
laughed  before,  and 
thoBe  who  alwav^ 
l"ugh,  laugh  nil  the 
more.  The  following 
are  a  few  of  the  title* 
of  selections  Contained 
In  this  book:  Amoving 
sermon  — A  hard-sheu 
sei  mou  —  A  moderft 
sermon— A  negro's  ac- 
count of  the  prodigal 
son— Brother  Gardner 
an. I  Juilge  Cadaver-^ 
Burleaque  oration  on 
matriniony  —  Cud  jo 
BardHln'R  prescription 
—  Election  stump 
speech- How  de  Norf 
Pole  got  lost  —  Mr. 
bhralm  MoHrins  on  oUymargarine— Plenty  Small's  pro 
alantaahnn -Rev.  Uncle  Jln>  and  Bob  Ingersoli— Fitump 
■psseh- Teoo  Brag's  lecture,  and  many  others.  PrloS 
SS  OentS  per  copy,  by  mall,  poet-paid. 
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WITCHS 


Dream  Book  and  Fortune  Teller! 

FBIOE  35.0ENTS,  by  inaiVP0«t<9aii!^ 

Ola  AKRA,  ths  Qneen  of  WltchM^  aa  ths  moat  aotsd 
Gypay  of  modem  tlmea;  she  givea  yon  the  key  to  onlook 
1  the  future,  and  makea  every  per- 
son their  own  Fortune  Teller.  It 
teaches  yon  how  to  know  the  Sex 
of  Children  before  Birth;  to  know 
how  soon  y ou  w  ill  Marry,  and  what 
Fortuneyou  will  have,  who  your 
Future  Husband  or  Wife  will  bet 
the  Lover'sCharm,  or  old  Witchea* 
Ti-UA  Method  of  'Telling  Fortunes 
by  tne  Grounds  of  a  Tea  or  Coffea 
Cup;  to  know  if  yoor  Love  of  a 
person  Xrill  be  Mutual;  Fortuns 
Tellmg  by  Carda  It  tell»  the  Num- 
ber of  Wives  or  Husbands  you  will 
have;  how  to  Wiite  Lov»-Letters 
Secretly,  so  that  ther  may  not  bs 
Discovered.  The  old  Witch  caa 
bring  you  Gootl  or  Evil  Fortuns. 
Don't  spurn  her  and  you  can  Control  others  and  Find  Loat 
cr  Hidden  Trea-'urea  She  la  Powerful.  Price,  by  mail, 
I>o«^paia.  only  TWKNTY-PIVBCpNTSper  oopv 

<ailver  or  postage  stamps).     SpeciaI/— Five  copies  for  tl. 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  In  with  you  at  26  < — *~ 
sach,  making  %l  In  all,  and  thereby  get  your  ow^.1 
DssoCdisiKe.   AddicMsUorden  direct  to 


ooofe:k,'S 
Yankee,  Hebrew  &  Italian  Dialect 


RFADINGS^-^RECITATIONS 


PRICE    26    CENT>. 

Thto  new  book  of  Yankee,  Hebrew  and  Italian  dialael 
readings  and  recitations,  comiiiled  by  Gtoorge  Cooper,  is 
g.-tten  up  to  meet  the  waitn  of  the  many  who  are  sJways 
searching  for  the  latest  aciil  mo«t  popular  gemsof  Yan- 
kee, Helirew  and  Italian  dialectic  humor  The  contents 
of  this  book  Is  enpeclaily  adapted  for  public  and  prlvaita 
reaiilngs  4  recicatl.ina.  ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
In  addition  to  the  many  ^^"•^"^^^"■"^■■■^O' 
new  and  original  sel^-o- 
tions.  this  book  has  the 
advantage  of  bringing 
together  Into  one  voP 
nme  all  of  the  t>e«t  Yan- 
kee,  Hehrew  ami  Italian 
pieces  of  a  hnnioroua 
nature  which  have 
hitherto  attained  awlds 
popularitT  through  the 
public  representations 
of  the  most  renowned 
humorists  of  the  day. 
No  other  book  of  its 
klU'i  gives  a*  much  for 
the  money.  Tlie  follow- 
ing are  a  few  of  the 
titles  of  selections  con- 
taine<l  in  this  l>ook^— 
Aunty  doleful's  visit— 
Betsy  and  I  are  out— 
Courtin'  —  ('hrlstnt'her 
Columbus— Dave  Briggs 

—Farmer  Gray  gets  photographed— Foreign  Tlews  of  the 
statue— Georga  in  asblngdone— Qreen  grow  the  rushes,  O 
—Haniier— Isaac  Ronenthalon  the  Chinese  question-Lsvl 
—Mine  Jakey— Mine  friend  Ooldnteln— A  New  Hampshire 

Firoteet— One  boss  shay— On  Baxter  Street  —  Quit  your 
oulln'— Sulllvana  vs.  Sylvlo  Svlvevto— Simon  Short's  son 
Samuel  — Sella  de  t>aoan— Solomon  Isaa"'s  troubles  — 
when  Sam'well  led  the  stnifin'— \Nidow  Bedott  to  Elder 
Siilffles— A  Yankee's  honesty,  and  many  otheiiL  Prioe 
SS'^entS  per  copy,  by  mJdl,  poet-paid.  |k 


Welunan's  Seleetion  of 


AUTOGRAPH  ALBUM  VERSED 


PRICE  25  OENTS,  by  mail,  poat-paid. 

A  choice  collection  of  comic  and  sentimental  rnrssa. 
•ompllxd  by  Came  L.  Wehman,  expressive  of  almost  every 
^hase  of  human  feeling,  such  aa  love,  friendship,  admira^ 

I  tlon,  respect,  good  wishes, 
etc.,  suitable  for  writing 
In  autogrmph-albumsL  No 
gentleman,  young,  mid- 
dle-aged or  old,  can  go  at 
all  into  society  without 
hsving  some  fair  lady's 
"Book    of    Autographs'* 

Slumpeil  Into  bis  hands. 
[e  feels  that  to  rtrfuae 
would  stamp  him  a  "  mean 
and  seinsh  person."  He 
cannot  be  a  gentleman,  in 
the  hest  meaning  of  the 
term,  while  posseasliig 
such  despicable  traits  of 
chamcter,  therefore  he 
must  comply  with  their 
requests  in  tnis  direction. 
Left  to  himself,  he  wotild 

Srobably  write  "himself 
.  own  a  blockhead."  But 
thU  book  wUl  help  him 
'  out  of  the  dilemma.  Here 
ne  will  And  something  appnnniate  to  write  at  once— 
whether  humorously  or  sentunentally  Inclined.  Prlca 
TWKNTV-FIVK  CKNTS  per  dopy,  by  mall,  post- 
paid. SraciAL-Flve  Books  for  fl.  det  four  of  yoor 
Crienda  to  club  in  with  you  at  tb  cents  each,  making  «  |g 
sU,  and  tltareby  get  your  own  book  free  of  ebais*. 

AddxMi  aU  «(d«is  dlisel  Is 


Hehman's  Selection  of. Popular 


DIALOGUES 


No.  1. 


frfe^ife^S^^ 


PHIOE  36  CENTS,  by  mall,  post-paid. 

m*  book,  the  flmt  of  the  series,  contains  a  large  nnm 
b(V  of  the  flnest  dialoirues  in  -ur  language.  Adapted  foi 
Parlor  Eutertaininrnts,  Social  Qa, 
therings,  School  Exhibitions,  etc 
Many  of  the  dialogues  in  this  book 
are  new  and  orixinal  and  cannot  be 
found  In  any  other  book.  Great  i^re 
hfls  been  tiiken  in  the  preparation  of 
this  book— our  chief  aim  being  to  la- 
sei-t  the  "  siftlngs  "  from  the  "  whole 
field  "  of  Popular  Diiilogues,  suitable 
for  public  and  pilvHte  recitiil.  Pi  ice 
TWENTY-FIVE   CENTS  P«r 

Copy,  by  mail,  post-paid  SiKdAiy— 
Gel  lour  of  your  frieudH  to  '-iub  in 
with  you  at  26  eeiit<>  each,  making  91 
in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book 
free  of  iharKO.  Clean  and  unused 
17.  S.  |y)Stage  stamps,  of  any  denomination,  taken  same  ms 
cash.  Ill  sending  Kilver,  bo  pure  to  wrap  a  small  niece  uf 
newspaper  aruuiid  It,  to  prevent  It  from  tearing  inroiigli 
(lie  envelope.  St-nd  gret-nbiicks  for  large  amounts  if  not 
l&conTement  to  you.    Address  all  orders  direct  to 


OOOPSIE?/S 

DUTCH    DIALECT 


READINGSa^^RECIWIONS 


FRIOE    2S    CENTS. 

In  this  new  book  of  Dutch  dialect  readings  and  rectts> 
tions,  oompiled  by  George  Cooper,  can  be  found  an  abun- 
dant supply  of  interesting  and  mlith-i>iovoklng  reading 
matter,  as  it  contains  the  "  si  Mings"  from  the  »  hole  fleid 
of  Dutch  humor,  and  when    recited  at  social  or  fpstiva 

gstheilngs,  they  lit- 
variably  "  bi  iiig  down 
the  house."  The  fol- 
low ing  are  a  few  of  the 
titles  of  selections  con- 
tained ill  this  book: — 
A  Dutchman'^  at  ewer— 
A  liutrhman's  test! 
mony  In  a  steamboat 
case  —  BieitmsiiD  In 
Mar>  land-Cai  I  Dunder 
talkn  to  Ihe  children- 
Coney  Island  ilo«n  der 
bay — Der  sbceinalcei's 
boy— Der  nighii  l>eliind 
Ghristma*  —  Der  oak 
uiiu  der  Tine— Der  ps^ 
ter  of  der  sliingle.— 
Dot  funny  leetle  baby- 
Dot  Hoboken  bucket- 
Dot  mule— Dot  widow 
nnd  Shakey-  Dt>t  watet 
pipe- l»ot  vlfe  of  niins 
—  Dutch  Hau<l  Muller- 
Dutohman's    clock- 


Dutchman's  telephone  —  Dutchman's  serenade  —  Dyln' 
▼ords  of  Isaac- Flits  unil  I— German  baibei-Go  va», 
Becky  Mlllerl— Gretchen  und  me  go  oud— Hans  ui.u  Frits 
—Hans  Donderbeck's  weddlng-L-edle  Yawoob  St.anss- 
MitSigel— Mother-In  law-Pu«rled  Dutchman- Schlosser'l 
ride— Schnelder'B   rhle-Va..    Bender    Henshpecked.    and 

many  others.  Price  2B  Cents  P*'  c"py.  »»/,»•»» 
p^st-pald.    Spsciai.— rive  copies,  to  one  address,  tor  91. 

OOOFER/'S 

IRISH    DIALECT 


READINGS  ^-^RECITATIONS 


PRiOE    26    CENTS. 

Ilitansw  book  of  Irlnh  dialect  readings  and  recltatlona 
eoroplled  by  George  Cooper,  is  meeting  »lih  coMnnenda- 
tlon  everywhere,  because  It  •urpaxnes  In  excellonce  of 
•ubstanoa  many  of  it"  higherpiii'ed  contemporaries,  not 
saying  a  word  about  those  selling  at  the  same  price.  In 
taol.  It  contains  the  fluest  collection  of  Irish  iiialect  read- 
ings and  recliaiions 
ever  sold  at  so  low  a 
price,  and  o<iKht,there- 
tore,  to  t>e  in  the  handt 
of  every  lover  of  Irish 
wit  set  foith  with  the 
Irresistible  humor  of 
Irish  brogue.  It  bids 
fair  to  become  one  of 
the  most  popular  books 
of  Its  kind  ever  put>- 
lished.  Send  foraoopy 
at  once  and  partake 
of  this  grand,  rare 
treat  of  Irish  humor. 
The  following  are  a 
few  of  the  titles  of  se- 
leclious  conleined  In 
this  book:  — Birth  of 
Saint  Patiick-KI'th  of 
Ireland-Biddy's  trials 
among  the  Yankees- 
Exiles  —  Father  Phil's 
subscription  list  -Irish 
philosopher  —  Irish 
Locliinvar-Illeorant  affair  at  Muldoon'i~Irishman's  p<-r- 
plazity— Irish  astronomy— Irish  Excelsior— Irish  mother's 
lament— JImmie  Butler  and  the  owi-Kltty  Malone-  Kote 
Maloney— Little  I'at  and  the  Parscm— Mrs.  M>i|rouirtn's 
daughter- Pat  O'Klaherty  on  woman's  rights— la'idy's 
Oourtiiig— Shamus  O'Brien— St.  Patrick's  martyrs— Slitt 
laleh— Wake  of  Tim  O'Hara,  and  many  others.  PrlO# 
88  Cents  P«r  oopy,  by  mall,  post-paid. 
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AAdrsM  all  orders  to  eitber  oar 
Mw  York  or  OUeaco  Hooss, 
vataksvsK  li  Basis*  to  yos. 


HEHJKf  J..WEHIIAII,  Publisher,  |\3o*,32Par.Row,NEw york 
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COMPLETE 


LETTER  WRITER 


PRICK  26  CENTS.       j 

Tut  la  tbe  flrat  time  that  a  book  bu  been  pabStlted  tltat 
puiniy  toachM  how  to  writ©  a  letter,    it  ehoj* 

elcarly  all  the  blunders  and  mistakes  aiit  t<>  ne  made  by 
an  inezp<*rlenced  writer,  and  makes  inanlfeKt.  tii  the 
Itmplert  way.  the  proper  method  of  avoiding  and  rectify- 
loff  mioh  blunders  and  mistake',  whether  they  occur  in 
tbe  ■iielllns,  the  |iuii«tiiation,  or  the  crrammar.  This  book 
•xplalna  aU  the  details  of  correspunoeiice,  whether  relaO- 
Ingr  to  the  form,  tbe  pennianxhip,  the  diiecMnir,  folding, 
And  aendlng  of  a  uote  or  a  letter.     There  are  in  this  hook 

valuable  hints  about 
Love,  Courtship 
and  MarrlaBOi 
ehowlng  in  what  8t>le 
lovers  should  indite 
eplstle&    There  are 

{riven  all  the  various 
etters  that  arise  in  the 
course  of  bUHiness:  Ask- 
iiiK  for  money,  request- 
iiiK  time,  enclosiiiR  re- 
mittance, aiiktne  aKSi't- 
•iice,  reasons  f"r  r©- 
fuxal,  from  tenants  to 
landlords  on  different 
suhlects,  with  land- 
lords' replies.  Then— 
and  this  Is  a  very 
Important  fea- 
ture —  there  is  shown 
the  leical  inipiitanceof 
a  letter;  and  explana- 
tions are  (riven  upon 
the  exact  meanliiR  of 
expressions  used  In 
wrttlnsr  that  may  be  brontrht  into  cciurt  in  litiRBtlons.  It 
also  o.intains  tbe  art  Of  abbreviating  writing, 
•o  that  any  one  can, with  practice,  write  with  the  inpiUity 
of  the  nhiirlhaiid  writer.  In  fact,  the  followiiitt  persons 
all  require  this  book:  Youne  ladies  and  young  (tei. tie- 
men,  wives  and  husbands,  widows  and  bachelors,  'arniera 
and  traders,  the  sick  and  the  well,  soldiers  anii  ,<ailors, 
ni'^thers  and  fatheis,  dauirhters  and  sons,  (rivers  and  r^ 
eelvers  of  presents,  the  educated  and  the  lUlternte.  But 
It  nould  take  patre  after  pa(re  to  bettln  to  enumerate  ail 
the  different  classes  to  whom*' This  Complete 
Letter  Writer**  would  pmve  an  invaluable  com- 
pauion.  Tliere  is  nothintr  worth  knowing  in  any  other 
letter  writer  not  to  be  found  here,  while  there  are  many 
thintrs  of  importance  here  not  to  be  found  in  any  other 
book.  Notwlthftandlng  all  these  Kood  points,  it  is  only 
9B  Cents  a  copy,  and  is  sentat  that  price,  post-paia« 
to  any  part  of  the  United  States  or  Canada.  BrKCUIr^ 
IlT*  booka  fur  One  Dollar. 


'VJlSSl^l^LAN'Q 


ini  s  Fi 


SONG  book-No.  I 

PRICE  2B  CENTS. 

m*  book,  tbe  first  of  the  aeries,  contains  the  folIowllMt 
eolleoUon  of  popular  Irish  soncn,  namely:— An  Irishman^ 
toaat-  Anerel'a  whisper— Banks  of  Claudy  —  Blackbird- 
Bard  of  Armafth— Beautiful  Isle  of  tbe  sea— Bnnny  bunch 
of  rosea— Bamer  McCoy— Banks  of  Biandywlne— Bryan 
©•IJun-BellsofShandon— Blarney— Beautiful  shamrock 
Of  old  Ireland— Biddy  McC^arthy— Believe  me.  If  all  those 
sndtaring  yotrngobarms— Bingen  on  the  Rhine- Brennea 

on  the  moor  —  B'>na- 
parteon  Saint  Helena 
—Boys  of  Kilkenny— 
Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 
— Cushlamacree  —  Cap- 
tain Dwyer  —  Croppy 
boy  —  Come  back  to 
Erin- Cow  that  ate  the 
piper— Dear  Irish  boy 

—  Dermoit  Arthore  — 
Dublin  Bay  —  Doran's 
ass-Death  of  Sarsfleld 

—  Dear  harp  of  my 
country  —  Dear  little 
colleen  —  Dlirginfr  for 
Koold  —  Dear  little 
shamrock— Dublin  Car- 
man —  Donnelly  and 
Cooper  —  Erin  Is  my 
home  —  Exile's  lament 
—Erin's  green  shore- 
No  Irish  need  apply— 
Elxlle  of  Erin- Erin  go 
bragh  —  Erin's  lovely 
home  —  Erin,  mavour- 
neen  —  Father  Tom 

01*ell— Fenians'  Escape— Ponr-leaved  shamrock— Green 
mnesT  banks  of  the  Lee — Green  flehls  of  America— God 
save  Ireland— Great  men  thatlreland  has  seen— Girl  I  left 
behind  me— God  bless  you,  colleen  —  Harp  that  once 
through  Tara's  halls— Home  rule  for  Ireland— Hat  me 
father  wore  —  Irish  stranger— Irishman's  chanty- Irish 
Colleen— I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  were  poor 
—Ireland  will  yet  be  free— Irish  girl— Jennie,  ,he  lower 
of  Kildare— Kathleen  Kavourneen  —  Killamey  -  iCata 
Kearney- Katty  AToumeen— Kate  O'Brien- Kitty  Tyrrell 
— lAod  leagtie  band— Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old 
—Lament  of  the  Irish  emigrant— Legacy  —  Limerick  la 
beaatlfnl— and  M  other  favorite  Irish  songs.  Prioe2Bo« 
per  eopy,  by  mall,  post-paid}  or  6  ooptea,  to  one  address, 
fortLOO. 


WIZARDS  MANUAL 


PRICE  2S  CENTS. 

The  greatest  book  ever  Issued  of  its  kind;  a  eompleto 
compendium  of  the  se-rets  of  the  magician,  mind  reader 
and  ventriloquist.  Fully  explained  and  illustrated.  It 
explains:— How  to  produce  cabbages  from  a  hat— How  to 
make  rings  appear  and  uisappear— How  to  change  pa(>er 
and  bran  to  milk  and  sugar— How  to  produce  Are  from 
your  moutn — How  to  make  aperson  float  In  air— How  to 
do  all  kindsof  card  tricks— How  to  do  all  the  latest  coin 
tricks— How  to  cut  a  lady  in  halveK— How  to  produce 

bowls  of  fl  h  from 
baiidkerchiefs  —  How 
to  grow  flowers  In 
empty  vases  instantly 
—How  to  do  tricks  with 
dominoes  and  dice  — 
How  to  do  wonderful 
tricks  with  handker- 
chiefg- How  to  do  Kel- 
lar's  ring  trick  —How 
to  make  large  objects 
vanish- H.iw  to  pro. 
cure  egirs  from  a  hoy's 
mouth— How  to  restore 
a  smashed  watch  — 
How  to  do  the  great 
box  trick— How  to  do 
all  "spirit"  mysteries 
—How  to  make  ghosts 
appear  —  How  to  per- 
form the  Davenpoit  Il- 
lusions—How  to  make 
a  cane  seem  alive  — 
How  to  make  a  coin 
answer  qneHtions-How 
to  00  vanishing  lady 
trick— How  to  do  hnndreds  of  other  marvellous  feats  of 
leKerdeinaiii.  This  marvellous  book,  written  by  a  noted 
expert,  not  only  tells  just  how  to  perform  the  most  won- 
derful feats  in  the  category  of  magic,  but  how  to  read 
thoughts.  It  is  a  fact  that  you  can  rend  a  person's 
thoughts,  so  that  you  can  reveal  numbers  or  names 
th 'Uiiht  of.  And  hidden  articles,  etc.  You  can  doit. 
Every  secr^-t  is  unfoloed  so  cleailv  that  even  children  can 
learn.  This  celebrated  book  tells  how  to  t)econie  a  ven- 
triloquist, making  voices  apparently  emanate  from  boxes, 
empty  rooms,  chimneys,  tmnks,  loads  »f  liuy, etc., and  In- 
structs you  just  how  to  "throw  your  voice"  so  as  to  make 
wooden  images  appear  to  calk  and  sing.  You  can  give  a 
lontr  performance  in  Hnglc,  Mind  Readlnir  and  Ventrilo- 
itilsra  after  you  have^tudied  this bookafew hours.  Dont 
ail  to  get  it;  remember  that  it  is  the  t>est  and  cheapest 
volume  on  these  subjects  ever  issued.  It  explains  many 
Illusions  never  t)efore  revealed  In  print,  guarded  secrets 
of  the  Science  of  Legerdemain  and  Psychology.  Pzto* 
25  Cents  P«r  copy,  by  mail,  puet-pald.  ' 


•WTDKOiffAN'S 


I 


FOR  WOIWEN 

.V    •■  ■      '-      BY  THE   WITCHES.  ''■     .      ' 

This  Book  gives  1B20  infallible  answers  to  all  question* 
that  may  interest  women  in  every  position  in  life. 

PRICE  26  CENTS. 

FBMt  THS  Witches  :— Young  woman, yoaeonntyonr IS 
years  and  hope!  Hiss  or  Mrs.,  you  consider  yonr  2S  years 

and  High:    Miss  of years,  the  very  thought  of  "old 

maid  "  makes  yon  shudder!    Mrs you  are  a  widow, 

and  should  not  wish  for  any  consolation!  Ail  of  you  are 
daughkers  of  Eve,  the  inquisitive,  and  have  many  wishes 
to  gratify,  many  desires  to  satisfy.  The  dark  future  dis- 
quiets, the  present  troubles  the  mind.  You  are  more  or 
less  beautiful,  more  or  lees  happy,  at  least  make  claim  to 

happiness.  Above  all. 
you  seek  knowledge  aa 
to  your  prospects  in  life 
whether  good  or  111  for- 
tune awaits  you;  whe- 
ther you  will  ever  or 
always  be  loved;  who 
and  wbatyourhusband 
will  be;  whether  you 
will  enjoy  blissful  hap- 

Fiiness;  whether  —  in 
act,  a  multitude  of 
things  that  cause  the 
h' ait  "orriment  Well, 
we  WItchee  know  all  of 
yon,  ana  your  troubles 
and  anxieties:  and  as 
we  read  your  neart,  we 
will  unveil  the  mys- 
teries of  the  future. 
Being  consins-german 
to  Beelzebub,  we  can 
Instruct  you  concern- 
Inn  matters  which  inte- 
rest you  most.  Let  us 
peep  Into  them,  and 
pray,  be  not  afraid  of  us,  for  we  have  been  fresh  and  rosy 
even  like  unto  you.  Take  us  into  the  retiracy  of  your  bed- 
chamt>er,  and  there,  upon  your  pillow,  we  will  reveal  to 
you  all  that  you  may  seek  to  know,  for  we  possess  the 
power  of  the  Pythian  oracle,  and  will  tell  good  fortune  to 
the  fair,  and  her  portion  to  the  unfair.  This  book  will  be 
sent  by  mall,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  25Ca  '"  silver  or 
postage  stamps,  li"  SPECIAL— Five  copies  fur  $1.  Get 
four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  25  cents  each, 
making  $1  in  all.  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  free  of 
charge.  Clean  and  nnnsed  United  States  one  or  two-o«it 
postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  goods,  ^ 


SELECTION  OP 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PRICE    2B    OENTSe 

This  book,  the  flmt  of  the  series,  oontalns  tbe  foOowlDC 
selection  of  popular  recitations,  namely:— Asieap  at  tbe 
switch— Arab's  farewell  to  his  steed— Annie  ana  WIIBrt 
prayer- A  yaller  dorg's  love  for  a  nigger— Antony  and 
Cleoi>atra— A  roller-rink  romance— Battle  of  Fontenoy— 
Beanltful  snow— Bingen  on  tbe  Khine- Bridge— Barbant 
Frietchle—Base-baJI— Curfew  must  not  ring  to-night— 
Charge  of  the  light  brigade— Der  patter  of  the  shlninee— 

Dying  CalUondan-- 
Dot  stuppom  pour  — 
Dorklus'  night  —  Dsr 
baby  —  Dot  baby  off 
mine— Dying  w>ldlar— 
Daschen,  on  tbe  Rhlas 

—  Exoelslnr  —  Fast 
freight— GulK7  or  no! 
guilty— Gambler^  wife 

—  Gladiator— How  Um 
gates  came  ajar — 
Hornet's  nest  —  Home 
attractions— I  matt  be 
tbere  on  New  YearV 
day— Irish  philosopher 

—  Jim  Bliidso  -  last 
hymn— Leedia  Tawoob 
8'^auas-Ltfe  Is  but  a 
game  of  catd*  —  Level 
and  the  square  —  Llpa 
that  touch  liquor  shall 
never  touch  mine  — 
Littl*  Meg  and  I  — 
Moneyless  man  — Mule 
stiKMl  on  the  steamboat 
deck  -  Maniac-  Moth- 
er's fool— Maud  Mnlter  in  Dutch— Hiss  Maloney  on  the 
Chlnrse  quextion— No  sect  In  lieoven— Nobody's  male— 
Nobody's  child— Old  man  in  the  model  church— O'Reilly's 
billy  goat — Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-house — Old  saylngr 
—Old  oaken  bucket— 'Ostler  Joe— Only  a  girl- Polish  boy 
— Please  don't  sell  my  father  rum— Raven— Richmond  on 
the  James— Rory  of  the  hill— Romance  of  a  hammook— 
Sheridan's  ride— Shamus  O'Brien— and  tt>  other  popolar 
eelectioua  Price  2S  Certts  per  copy,  by  oaail.  pct^ 
paid;  or  6  copies,  to  uoe  address,  for  $L 


NEW  EDITION  OF  HOYLE'S 


CARD  GAMES 


A  Book  replete  with  tlie  law*  that  govara 
Card  Qames  of  all  kliuU. 

CONTAimKa    ALL    THE    STANDARD    RULES    FOB 

BHUFFUNO,  CUTTING,  DEALING  AND  PLAYIKO 

OF  CARDS  IN  AMERICA.    Ollnstrated.) 

PRICE  2g  CENTS. 

The  fascination  that  attaches  to  card  piaylner,  both  for 

amusement  and  gain,  is  only  circunincribed  by  the  botin- 
darlesof  civiliEallon.and  the  nuinl>er  and  stvlesof  ganies 
are  as  multiple  as  ihe  leaves  in  VallambrosaT  It  has  been 
our  effort  to  bringtogether  within  this  book  all  the  games 
known  to  inoderii  playe.  s.  and  also  many  which  have  not. 
In  general,  become  popular,  aa  yet,  on  this  side  "  the  big 
pond."    The  following  are  a  few  of  the  games  treated  in 

tiiUhook:— AU  Four*- 

All  Fives  —  Aooiloa 
Pitch  —  Baooarat — 

Bezique  —  Boston  — 
Brag  —  Cassino  —Cali- 
fornia Jack— Catch  the 
Ten  —  Commercial 
I  itch  —  Ooon  Osii  — 
Cilbhage  —  Domino 
Whist- Draw  Poker— 
Ecai  te— Euchre— Faro 

—  Five  or  Nine— Forty- 
Five— French  Boston— 
French  E><chre  — 
Fren'-h  Whi-t  —  Ora- 
bouche— HeartJi— Jack 
Pots  —  Lansquenet  — 
Loo— Mlstigris  —  Na  po- 
leon—Nev  market— Old 
Sledge-Pedro  Saacbs 

—  Pinocle  —  Piqaet— 
PItch-Poker  — Quinas 

—  Railroad  Euchre  — 
Ranisch  —  Roug«  at 
Noil--  Konnce  —  Rnbt- 
con  Beztqne  —  Sooicli 
V  hist  —  Seven  Up  — 
Blxty -Six— Skat  —  Slob- 

berhannes— Solo— Solo  Whist— Spoil  Fl»e— Stops— Wralgiif 
Poker— Stud  Poker— Thirteen  and  the  Odd  —  Trente  et 
Ouarante—VingtrUn— Whiskey  Poker— Whist— Aroerlcaa 
Whist  Laws,  etc.  This  book  contains  the  rules  establtataed 
and  revised  by  Hoyle,  down  through  Oarendish.  Oameron 
and  others,  governing  the  many  games,  by  aid  of  whleh 
each  and  every  one  at  all  conversant  wltA  card  playlM 
may  learn  how  best  to  "stake  the  bacard  of  a  die,"  and 
will  or  lose  as  science  and  skill  shall  present  opportiuilCy» 
This  book  will  be  s«nt  by  mall,  posC-paid,  on  leiwiia  •■ 
SSOa  bi  silver  or  postage  stampa 
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Address  all  orders  to  either  cor  Hew  Toik  or  Chicago  House,  whkshever  Is  nearest  to  yoo. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  PuMisiier,  \ 
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SONG  BOOK-No.  3 

PRICE  26  CENTS. 

Thin  bnok.  the  third  of  the  aeriefl,  contalntthe  followlDe 
eollectlon  of  popuUr  Irish  ■ones,  namely — Ab  I  (at  upon 
my  dMur  ukl  raoLher'a  knee— Ailven  Mavouriitren— Annie 
I^joney^  slater— Annie  Rooney's  Joe— Annie  Kovney's 
bean— AreiifrlnK  end  biiKlit— Are  you  with  uk.  CaMyt— A 
•weet  Irlah  iclrl  la  the  darling— Parney,  conix  home— Bold 
Melmyree— Belle  Brandun—hui  Ice's  di  eaiii  — Fallyhool<-y— 
Birth  of  8(.  Patrick-  BlddT  O'  I'oole's  weddliiR  day  -Biddy, 
the twUei girl— By  th*t lake  wbuee  gloomy  shore-Beau- 
tiful Erin  —  Crulfkeea 
lawn  —  Colleen  dhas 
Macliree  —  Caiitlebar 
boy-Cleopatra  McNally 

—  Come,  rent  In  this 
boaom  —  CliarminK 
youiiK  widow  —  Cor- 
poral Coaey  —  County 
jail— Clancy  wasn't  la 
It— Come  back  to  me— 
Colleen  dhas  Cruthin 
Amoe  —  Down  went 
McOlnty  —  Den  Die 
Orady 's  hack-  Drill,  ye 
Carriers,  drlll-Darllner 
old    stick- Dandy    Pat 

—  Duir«-yB  —  Einmet'a 
farewell  to  his  true 
love  —  Eileen,  8w*«t 
Eileen— Eilnl  ihe  tear 
and  ibe  smile  In  thine 
eyee— Fairy  boy- Fast- 
er you  pluck  them  the 
thicker  th»y  (crow  — 
Father  O'Klynn-Orove* 

Wolfe  T>ne— Harp  without  the  crown— Heilol  John  Ha- 
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Vmd  toy  amuframeiit  with  Oliver  UltRon  Company,  BoiitoD,  who  will  aend  worda  and 

music,  post-paid,  ou  rucelpt  uf  lOceuta. 


Words  by  Walter  Pleugb.    Music  by  Floyd  McKliistry  Scbooiimaker. 

Out  in  the  moonlit  i;arden,  fur  from  the  ball-room  bright. 
Far  from  the  muHic  playing,  they  stroll  in  the  summer  ul^ht. 
To-morrow  he  must  leave  her;  she  vows  she  will  he  true, 
Aud  rroiu  her  breast  she  gives  to  him  a  bauch  of  flowers  blue. 

Chorus. 
'    Only  a  hnuch  of  violets,  of  violets  so  bine. 

Fresh,  fragrant  and  dainty,  with  diamonds  of  dew; 

Only  a  hunch  of  violets  he  places  next  his  heart, 

Aud  swears  beside,  whate'er  betide,  he  ue'er  with  tbem  will  part. 

Upon  the  field  of  battle  a  soldier  has  been  slain; 

A  bunch  of  withered  flowers  upon  bis  breast  hath  lain. 

He  elves  them  to  a  comrade,  his  life-hjood  ebbint;  fast. 

And  whispers,  "  Take  them  back  aud  say  I  wore  tbem  to  the  last." 

Chorus. 
Only  a  hunch  of  violets,  of  violets,  so  blue, 
Fresh,  fragrant  and  dainty,  with  diamonds  of  dew; 
Only  a  bunch  of  violets,  their  beauty  now  liaK  fled. 
While  far  away,  at  close  of  day,  a  valiant  youth  lies  dead. 

They  brought  her  the  faded  violets  upon  her  wcddinc  day; 
An  old  man's  gold  bad  won  her  from  the  lover  fiir  itwuy. 
Bat  thro'  a  mist  of  teardrops  she  sees  the  soldier  tall, 
Who  laid  her  violets  next  his  heart  one  evening  at  the  ball. 

Chorus. 
Only  a  bunch  of  violets,  of  violets  so  blue. 
Fresh,  frai^rant  and  dainty,  with  diamonds  of  dew; 
Only  some  withered  violets,  only  a  mourner's  tears. 
With  meiu'ries  sad,  of  a  soldier  lad,  thro'  long  and  weary  years. 
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WHY    DID    HE    DO    THAT? 

Copyright.  1896,  by  U.  W.  fetrle.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Uall,  IjoiiUuu,  Kuk. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Suii|r<  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  bf  wiit  t<>  any  ad- 
S  dren,  po«t-i>aid,  ou  receipt  of  40  cents;  ur  this  and  any  two  other  BnuKS  r'>i  One  Dollar, 
I  by  Htiiry  J.  Wehman.  ISO  A  1:12  Hark  Kow,  New  York;  or  115  *  87  K  Mndinon  St, Chicago. 
1  Wiitp  to  oitlier  one  of  tho  above  ail<lrffiw!i  for  Kr^e  <'ntaloifiie  of  Sonva.  Sonir  Uu«k*, 
'  Sheet  Moalc,  Uerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Ureaui  Books.  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  U.  W.  f  etrto. 


Altho' a  timid  little  maid. 

Of  young  men  I  am  not  afraid. 

Bat  I  ani  scared  to  tt-ll  tlie  truth 

Of  one  sweet  dapper,  little  youth. 

He's  Courted  me  for  many  a  day. 

My  heart  be  almost  stole  away, 

Until  one  night  it  came  to  this. 

He  stole  from  me  a  little  kiss,    [liepeal  last  2  llne$.] 

Chords. 

Mow  why  did  he  do  thatf  Oh  I  wasn't  it  a  shamey 
'Twos  done  so  suddenly,  1  could  not  be  to  blame; 
I  know  that  love's  a  game  we  all  are  playing  at. 
But  still  1  wonder,  just  the  same,  why  did  be  do  that? 

He's  often  told  rae  that  my  eyes 

Are  full  of  linht  that  never  dies; 

He  says  they're  bright  an  stars  above, 

And  only  shine  with  purest  love; 

He  says  so  sweet  a  girl  as  I 

Should  not  let  chunces  quite  go  by, 

Aud,  oh,  so  strange  that  it  should  lie. 

He  stole  another  kiss  from  me.    [li^atlattilinei.]-Cho. 

One  night  beneath  the  golden  moon 

Be  sang  love's  old  delicious  tune; 

He  said  to  me  that  lovers'  siehs 

Proclaim  a  love  that  never  dies; 

He  asked  me  if  his  heart  I'd  wed. 

And  tlio' I  don't  know  what  I  said. 

Before  I  really  knew  a  thing, 

He  on  my  finger  placed  a  ring.    [  liejHat  lufi  2  lines.]  — C ho. 

ADDITIONAL  VER8E.S   BY    ARTHUR  TitEVELVAN. 

A  man  oft  went  to  sec  a  girl. 

He  Culled  her  bis  sweet  precious  pearl. 

She  did  not  tell  lilm  she  was  wed, 

Hlie'd  let  hini  find  tbat  out  she  said. 

One  night  while  tliey  were  tete-a-tete. 

Her  huHliand,  who  ofl  stayed  out  late. 

Came  home  too  soon  ur.d  saw  their  fun. 

And  without  speakiuK,  fired  a  guu.     {Itepeat  last  a  lints] 

Chorus. 
Now  why  did  he  do  that?  Oh !  wasn't  It  a  shamef 
'Twas  done  so  euddeuly,  he  surely  was  to  blame,  etc. 

I  to  a  well-known  artist  went. 

On  posing  for  him  I  was  iMjnt; 

He  said  he'd  paint  my  portrait  well,  ' 

For  1  was  (nheni)  I  mUKt  not  tell. 

"  How  many  sitting's  must  there  bet** 

I  asked  him;  he  said  "only  three." 

AlasI  I  had  sat  twenty-one 

Before  the  portrait  he  bad  done.    [Repeat  lant  i  lines.] 

Chorus. 
Now  why  did  he  do  that?  Olil  wasn't  it  a  shamef 
'Twas  done  so  artfully,  he  surely  was  to  blame,  etc. 


THY    HEART    BELONGS   TO    ME. 
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Words  by  A.  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  H.  W,  Petrie. 


In  the  meadows  I  will  meet  thee,  'mid  the  daisies  and  the  buttercups, 

With  a  garland  I  will  greet  thee,  thou  shalt  wear  it  for  my  sake; 

While  the  summer  winds  are  sighing,  we  will  wander  by  the  silver  stream, 

And  my  lieart  to  thine  replying,  shall  of  love's  sweet  promise  dream. 

Joys,  glud  and  golden,  ev'ry  hour  is  bringing, 

Sweetest  of  all  songs  I  would  now  be  singing. 

To  ho|>e  divlnest  my  poor  heart  is  cliiigint;. 

Be  mine  own,  mine  alone,  until  life  liath  flown; 

Be  luiue  own,  mine  alone,  until  life  hath  flown.— All  I 

When  the  evening!  sliades  are  on  as,  wlien  the  twilight  falls  o'er  liill  and  dale. 

When  the  darkness  is  upon  us,  and  sweet  slugs  the  nightingale. 

When  the  starligtit  sheds  its  glories,  till  the  morn  is  yet  more  fair  to  see. 

And  my  lips  shall  tell  love's  stories,  till  thy  heart  belongs  to  me. 

Sweetheart,  sweetheart,  thy  heart  belongs  to  me; 

Sweetheart,  sweetheart,  thy  heart  belongs  to  me,  to  me,  to  me. 


What  Would  Ducky  Do  if  Lovey  Died? 
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Words  by  Edw.  F.  Bender.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie, 


Pown  a  lane  one  moonlight  eveuiiig,  fancy  free  I  chanced  to  roam, 

Happened  to  go  by  a  cottage,  where  two  lovers  sat  alone. 

As  1  passed  a  thought  had  struck  me,  in  the  shadows  I  will  lie, 

Jui<t  to  watch  their  silly  doings,  when  they  thought  no  one  was  uigb. 

There  1  lay,  and  soon  I  saw  biin  from  her  lips  taKe  one  sweet  kiss. 

Then  she  threw  her  blue  eyes  upward,  aud  she  spoke  some  words  like  this: 

Refrain. 

"  Tell  me,  what  would  ducky  do  if  lovey  would  go  diedf  '* 
And  ducky,  like  a  great  big  fool,  to  lovey  then  replied: 
"  If  lovey  should  go  died,  aud  leave  |>oor  ducky  here  to  rue. 
Then  ducky,  like  poor  lovey  dove,  would  want  to  go  died,  too.** 

Still  I  lingered  in  the  shadows,  laughing  till  my  tides  did  ache. 

So  absurd  the  sceiiu  whs,  surely,  that  I  thought  my  heart  would  break. 

Presently  they  rose  and  started  toward  a  stream  that  ran  close  by. 

In  a  boat  they  soon  were  sailing,  'iieath  the  starry  moonlight  sky. 

Then  like  turtle  doves  they  started  cooing,  wooing,  hngglug  more,  ( 

Luve  was  lord  of  all  that  inomeut,  when  she  spoke  the  same  words  o'er.— ./?«/.  S 


COME,    PLAY    WITH    ME. 
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Words  by  U.  P.  Hawtrey.    Music  by  Alfred  Plumpton. 

I  have  not  been  here  very  long,  as  yet  I'm  quite  a  stranger,  -     -    ■ 

And  so  to  try  an  Enclish  song  may  seem,  perhaps,  a  danger. 

One  thing  I  ask,  a  favor  slight,  I  hope  you'll  not  refuse  me; 

That  if  I  don't  pronounce  it  right,  you  kindly  will  eiciise  me, 

I'm  fund  of  games  and  romps,  you  see,  1  wish  you'd  come  and  play  with  me. 

Chorus. 

For  I  have  such  a  way  with  me,  a  way  with  me,  a  way  with  me; 

I  have  such  a  nice  little  way  with  nie— do  not  think  it  wronu. 
I  should  like  you  to  play  with  me,  to  piny  with  me,  to  play  with  me; 

I  wish  you'd  come  and  play  with  me,  play  with  me  all  the  day  long. 

I  have  II  friend,  a  nice  young  mon,  who  likes  to  linger  near  me; 
And  when  I  told  him  of  my  plan,  lie  said  he'd  come  mikI  hear  me. 
He  told  me  I  need  fear  no  fright,  that  tliere  would  l)e  no  danger; 
lie  said  the  song  would  be  all  riglit,  alihonch  I  was  a  stranger: 
But  now  my  friend  1  cannot  see,  he  won't  come  out  and  play  with  me. 

Chorus. 

Tho'  1  have  such  a  way  with  me,  a  way  with  roe,  a  way  with  me; 

I  have  such  a  nice  little  way  with  me— do  not  think  it  wrong. 
He  won't  come  out  and  play  with  me,  and  play  with  me,  and  ulay  with  me; 

He  wou'l  come  out  and  play  with  me,  play  with  me  all  the  day  long. 

He  promised  he'd  be  in  his  place,  he  promised,  too,  to  cheer  me: 

lie  siild  that  I  should  see  his  face,  una  know  that  he  was  near  me. 

But  courage!  though  he  is  not  here,  there  is  not  any  danger. 

You  are  my  friends,  I  need  not  fear,  although  I  am  a  stranger. 

Ah  I  there  be  is,  my  friend  I  see— will  you  come  out  aud  play  with  me. 

Chorus. 
For  I  have  such  a  way  with  me,  a  way  with  me,  a  way  with  me; 

I  have  such  a  nice  little  way  with  me— do  not  think  it  wrong. 
Will  yon  come  out  and  play  with  me,  and  play  with  me,  and  play  witli  me; 

Will  you  coms  out  and  play  with  me,  play  with  me  all  the  day  long. 
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Memories  of  Home  and  Mother. 
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Words  by  Harry  V.  Vo^rt.    Itusic  by  J.  Wesley  Hughea. 


Oil,  Bitifif  again  that  <lear  old  etrain  my  mother  eaiig  to  me,  ;_ 

NVlieii  holy  raye  of  other  days  gleamed  thtongh  oiir  threshold  tree, 
The  Miiiii<et  low.  Id  purple  Klow,  crept  o'er  the  giiiided  floor, 
She  liiiger'd  there  iu  that  old  chair,  beeldu  the  oaken  door^ 

*i  The  low-eaved  roof  with  moesy  wolf,  and  creeper*  trailing  o'er, 
■  The  etory  long,  tlie  dear  old  song,  heside  tlint  onl<en  door. 
The  eyes  that  ahone,  the  nieltlnt!  tone  of  that  eweet  voice,  now  etill. 
With  silver'd  hair,  and  plaintive  prayer,  blessed  memories  Low  tbey  trill, 
'I'hen  sing  again  tliat  dear  old  song  my  mother  sang  lo  me, 
Wheu  holy  rays  of  by-gone  days  gleamed  tliiuugh  our  tlireshoid  tree. 


Long  years  have  fled,  the  vines  are  dead,  and  witiiered  tliat  old  tree. 

And  nevermore  beside  tliat  door  will  mother  sing  to  me, 

lint  golden  gleams  of  hallow'd  themeH  will  linger  to  tlie  last,         -  -  ■  ■ 

. I  cherish  still,  with  sacred  thrill,  the  ashes  of  the  past. 

Home,  sweet,  sweet  home;  tlien  sing  again  that  dear  old  strain  my  mother  sang 

Wheu  holy  rays  ot  by-gone  days  gleam'il  tliroiigh  our  threebold  tree.      [to  me. 


^  «  » 


Waiting  for  His  Footstep  at  the  Door. 

C«iorriKbt.  1$«0,  by  H.  W.  Petrie.    All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  Walla<^e  Poynes.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 


A  light  is  dimly  burning  in  a  quiet  little  home; 

A  motlier  sits  lieside  the  fire  and  sews; 
Her  heart  is  sad  and  lonely,  for  her  boy's  npon  tbe  sea, 

And  he  may  ne'er  return  to  her,  who  knowsf 
Slie  loved  him  us  a  motlier  always  loves  lier  darling  boy, 

And  since  tbe  day  be  left  bis  native  shore; 
Within  a  little  cottage  she  has  lived  a  life  alone 

Wttitiug  for  bia  footstep  at  the  door. 

CUOBUS. 

Waiting  for  his  footstep  at  tlie  door. 
Dreaming  of  the  days  that  are  no  more; 
Long  years  have  passed  a»ny. 
And  her  hair  has  turned  to  gray. 
Waiting  for  his  footstep  at  the  door. 

He  left  her  many  years  ago,  no  news  has  ever  come; 

No  tidings  from  the  one  so  fur  away. 
And  as  she  lingers  there  alone  hemide  ibe  fire  to-night, 

8he  wonders  if  they'll  meet  again  some  day. 
Perlia|>8  llie  sliip  and  all  were  lost  niiou  tbe  stormy  sea, 

Perhaps  he  sleeps  upon  some  foreign  eliore. 
And  silently  she  prays  for  him,  as  there  she  sit£  and  eews, 

Waiting  for  his  foot-step  at  the  door.— C'/tort<«. 


Hush  Thee  Now  to  Sleep,  My  Baby. 

CopyrlKbt,  1895,  by  H.  W.  Petiie.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon. 
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Words  and  Melody  by  E^lgar  Deei  ing. 


I  was  once  a  little  liahy,  on  my  inolber's  arm,        .'     - 

On  her  lioHom  I  was  free  from  harm;  .■  ' 

Willi  u  rattle  and  a  bottle,  and  a  ring  to  chew,  .   ; 

I  was  ever  ready  with  «  con,  coo,  coo. 

And  at  niulit  when  papa  took  me  on  bis  knee  to  ride,  -  .,! 

Papa's  priile  oflf  would  slide. 

Crawling  over  to  the  run  to  pull  tlie  tabby's  tail. 

Just  as  mamma  followed  on  my  trail  and  sang:  .        '^.  .  ' 

Chorus. 
Bush!  Iiiisht  hush  thee  now  to  sleep,  my  baby; 
Iliisht  bnshi  Do  not  cry,  for  1  am  near  thee; 
Sluniher  sweetly  while  i  eing  to  thee,  my  dear; 
•     Slumber  safely  now,  while  mother's  near. 
Bush!  Iiushi  go  to  Bleep,  my  little  baby, 
Biisli!  hiislit  liushi  busht  huslil  busbt 

Years  have  jiassed  since  I  was  but  a  child  od  motber'0  arm; 

Years  have  given  added  grace  and  charm; 

1  have  met  the  one  I  love,  and  we  are  married  now, 

liappy  was  the  day  we  took  tbe  marriage  vow; 

And  as  baby  coos  and  crows  and  smiles  beside  my  chair, 

Briglit  and  fair,  free  from  care, 

I  would  fai4i  recall  the  days  when  I  pulled  tabby's  tall, 

Just  as  mamma  followed  on  my  trail  and  sang:— CAoru*.  ~ 


THE    BELL    OF    LIFE. 
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Words  by  Philip  WIngate.    Music  by  K.  W.  Petrie. 


TELL  HER  THAT  WE  LOVE  HER 
JUST    THE    SAME. 
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Words  by  A.  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 

While  passing  down  a  village  street  one  Sanday  afternoon, 

I  met  the  mother  of  a  girl  I  knew: 
I  said  to  her,  "  In  town  last  week  I  saw  yonr  daughter  Nell; 

She's  looking  well,  and  sends  her  love  to  you." 
"I  have  not  heard  from  Nell,"  she  said,  "no  letter  has  she  sent; 

We  often  wonder  why  she  stays  away; 
Can  strangers  treat  her  belter  than  the  ones  who  love  ber  best? 

We're  waiting  for  her  coming  night  and  day." 

RBFnAIN. 

"  Tell  her  that  we  love  her  just  the  same, 
.  Tell  her  we  forgive,  and  do  not  blame; 
There  is  nothing  to  explain,  tell  her  to  come  home  again,  . 
Tell  her  that  we  love  her  just  tbe  same." 

"  We  have  her  little  g!r1,  yon  know,  she's  all  the  world  like  Nell; 

She  grows  more  like  her  mother  ev'ry  day: 
She  almost  breaks  ray  heart  at  times,  when  she  conies  up  to  me. 

And  asks  me  why  does  mamma  Stay  away. 
Tell  Nell  that  I  am  growing  ol<l,  and  have  not  long  to  live. 

Before  I  die  I  want  to  see  lier  face: 
I  long  10 clasp  her  to  roy  heart  and  say.  'Nell,  I  fort'ive,' 

And  see  her  in  the  old  home  take  her  place,"— /<•«/"/ ain. 


""I^F^W*! 


Digh  iu  the  steeple  the  old  bell  swings,  .  , 

Ding,  dong,  ding,  dong; 
Year  after  year  to  the  world  it  sings 

A  sad,  sweet  song,  a  sad,  s^j^eet  song, 
'Round  it  the  swallows,  on  fleet  wing,  fly. 
Laughter  comes  ill  fi'om  the  sunny  sky. 
All  I  hat  the  night  conies  hy  and  by, 
Tlie  uiglit  comes  by  and  by. 
The  night  comes  by  and  by.      ,)■, 

Chorus. 
Listen  to  the  bell,  ding,  dong,  ding,  dong; 
Life  is  but  a  song,  ding,  dong,  ding,  dong; 
Sometimes  it's  rhyme,  eonielinies  it's  prose. 
Let  US  take  it  as  it  goes. 
Let  us  lake  it  us  it  goes. 
Listen  to  tlie  bell,  ding,  dong,  ding,  dong; 
Life  is  lint  a  song,  ding,  dong,  ding,  dong; 
Sometimes  rhyme,  sonielimes  prose. 
Let  IIS  take  it  as  it  goes,  ding,  dong,  ding,  dong; 
Life  is  but  a  Bong,  ding,  dong,  ding,  dong, 
And  it  is  not  long,  and  not  very  long. 

Now  there's  a  wedding  np  the  cha|>el  aisles, 

Ding,  dong,  ding,  dong, 
Happy  the  bride  oiLWIiom  tbe  bright  eon  emilea— 

Yes,  all  life  long;  yes.  all  life  long; 
Ring,  then,  a  quick  and  merry  peal, 
June  is  the  time  love's  vows  to  seal. 
Soon  will  December  o'er  them  steal, 
December  o'er  them  steal, 
December  o'er  them  steal.— C//or«». 
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*\  ''  '■ 

4- 
.^       ---If' 

r' ' 


— Drei. — "It  tiin't  any  trouble  to  get  along  in  Etirope,  whetber  \ 
you  know  tbe  language  or  not,"  said  the  man  who  Lad  been  on  a  \ 
"personally  conducted."     "Take  Germany,  for  instance.     One  t. 
<l!iy  I  wanted  a  drink,  and  I  went  into  one  of  Ibe  gardens  and  said 
to  tlie  waiter:  '  Look  here,  old  man,  I'm  dry;  do  you  understand  y 
Dry  I '  And  the  next  minute  lie  came  back  with  three  beers." 


—  At  Piiiladelpbia  a  short  time  ago  two  or  three  gentlemen  were 
invited  to  lunch  by  the  leader  of  a  German  orchestra,  who  wn.s 
very  anxious  that  everybody  should  enjoy  themselves,  and  the 
best  llie  house  afforded. 

After  a  good,  iialatable  provision  of  Frankfurters  and  sauer- 
kraut, coffee,  brown  bread  and  cheese,  tbe  host  asked  each  one 
wliat  they  would  have  to  drink. 

One  s;iid  beer,  another  lager,  and  the  third,  who  was  a  teetotaler, 
with  mucii  deliberation  said,  "  I  never  drink  beer." 

"Very  veil, '  said  the  German,  "perhaps  you  prefer  whiskey; 
I  will  call  for  some  cognac,  you  will  find  it  very  good  stuff." 
And  he  winked  the  other  eye.  .  ,,  ...  .. 
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!  'Cause  You're  Sweeter  than  the  Rest. 


Copyright,  MDCCCXCVI,  l>y  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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dreae,  poet-i>aid.  on  recelpAof  iOcenta;  orthia  and  any  two  ctlicr  S'Mim  f"r  One  Dollar, 
by  H^nrr  J  Wehman.  130*  133  Park  Row,  New  York;  ..r8i*M  K  Mmllnon  Ht,Chl««r". 
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Words  and  Mualc  by  Cbarlea  Sbackford. 


Two  little  tots  were  g&zinsi  into  a  ciindy  store, 
Tliey  had  no  shofs  or  HtocklDut  on,  jiisi  Kixchiim  rrncka,  no  more; 
He  iaid,  "  I  cliooBC  tlie  ciDdymnii,  yoii  know  I  auw  it  flrdt." 
She  said,  "That's  what  I  wanted,"  tlieu  in  teara  she  burst: 

CacRus. 

"  Yon  know  yon  are  my  swci-ihfnrt,  so  you  may  have  flrst  cliolce," 

Site  wiped  litfr  tearit  nvvny  and  xaid,  "  I'm  sorry  I  was  croee; 

I  don't  want  any  cundyinan,  for  I  like  jioii  tlie  l>e!<r. 

Yon  know  you  are  my  sweetheart,  'cauw:  your  sweeter  than  the  rest. 

They  saw  their  playmates  slttine  on  Mullen's  old  pnsh-cart, 

A  Qerinao  band  beftun  to  play,  just  over  in  the  park; 

The  boys  and  K'rls  then  made  a  ring,  each  held  liiii  sweetheart's  liand. 

And  all  Joined  iu  the  chorus  with  the  German  bauil:—C'horut. 


Fm  So  Diflferent  from  the  Rest. 
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Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lamb.     Muaio  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 

Let  people  talk  of  the  l>eamies  of  to-ilay, 

Tliey  have  to  walk  when  they  see  me  come  their  way; 

Willy,  Krittv,  pretty  silck,  I  dixcount  tlieni  all  so  quick; 

In  my  way  I'm  so  t;av  and  bluse;  and  I  will  try  and  tell  yon  wliy— 

Just  wliy  I  am  so  itiffert'iit  from  tlie  rest. 

I  do  not  cure  a  rap  for  any  living  cliap, 

There  is  n>)  fellow  tliat  I  love  till- bfsi; 

I  do  not  wink  and  make  tiiem  tliiiik  I  'ra  flirting  with  a  zest. 

My  quiet  ways  can  caicli  more  Jays,  I'm  different  from  the  resti 

Just  why  I  am  so  different  from  tlie  rest, 

I  do  not  Cure  a  rap  for  any  liviiif;  clitip. 

There  is  no  fellow  tiiat  I  love  llie  Itest, 

My  quiet  ways  Can  catch  more  juys,  I'm  different  from  the  rest. 

I've  se£n  tlie  eirls  in  the  lands  across  the  sea. 

The  lords  and  earls,  of  a  liixh  and  low  degree. 

Left  tliem  nil  to  seek  my  linnil,  offered  me  tlieir  wealth  and  land. 

But  my  Kail  maiie  iheiii  alt  ttiku  a  fall; 

I  did  not  mash  or  take  their  cnah, 

B«-caiiRe  I  luii  so  differfiit  from  the  rest, 

I  do  not  care  a  rap  for  any  liviug  chup,  etc. 


Dancing  with  the  Girl  You  Love. 


]    Copyright,  18M,  by  Spauldlog  <&  Qray.    Entere<l  at  Statlonei-a'  Hall,  Lomlon.  F.nirland. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Shackford. 


Yon  may  sin;;  of  all  the  pleasures  that  yon  have  on  Sunday  night. 

When  you  ko  to  see  the  ^irl  .V<>u  Inve; 
Wlien  slie  sits  a  little  closer,  afier  you've  tnrued  down  the  light. 

And  yon  tell  lier  she's  the  iclrl  yon  love, 
Then  you  think  yon  are  In  Paradise,  you  feel  so  very  queer, 

And  yon  vow  you'll  be  as  true  as  stars  ahove. 
But  that  feeling  isn't  in  it  witii  tlie  pieitsures,  for  a  minute. 

You  have  dancing  with  the  girl  you  love. 

CBonns. 

When  yon're  dancing  with  the  girl  yon  love, 
;  When  you're  dancing  with  tlie  tiirl  you  love, 
'    When  yon  hold  tier  in  your  arms,  then  you  realize  the  charms 

Of  dancing  with  the  girl  you  low.— [Dance.] 

In  the  winter  or  the  summer,  in  the  spring-time  or  the  fall. 

When  you  go  to  see  tfie  girl  you  love; 
If  you  loot!  for  real  enjoyment,  take  her  to  a  fancy  ball. 

And  her  eyes  wiil  shine  like  stars  ahove, 
Oeiitly  place  your  arms  around  her,  wlien  the  baud  begins  lo  play, 

Murmnr  softly,  "  You're  the  only  girl  I  love," 
And  you  find  there  is  no  pleasure  to  compare  witli,  when  at  leirure, 

That  of  dancing  with  tlie  girl  you  love.— C/u>rf(«. 


— A  Gennan  traveler  \n  Africa  cliaractcrizes  a  people  lie  ctime 
across  as  "intensely  black,  doliclioceplialic  and  plutyrliine.  prou- 
natlious,  dicbotamatic  and  dolichodactylic."  This  reads  like  some 
kind  of  diackyluin  plaster. 


TWO    LOVING    BROTHERS. 

Copyright,  1106,  by  H.  W.  Petrie.    Entered  at  StaUouers'  Hall,  Loadon,  Bnclaad. 

All  rights  reaerred. 


The  Words  and  Uasle  of  this  8<>iir,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre^e,  post-raid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Honirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman,  130  &  13S  Park  How.  New  York:  or  86  *  87  E  Msillson  Rt,Chlcaro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  a'Idresaes  for  Frre  Cntaloviiri  of  Sonim.  Bona  Books, 
Sheet  Music.  Qerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Melody  by  WiUlam  Johnson. 


In  a  distant  land,  far,  far  away,  lived  a  father  with  two  boys, 

'TwHS  the  old  man's  urealest  pride  to  watch  their  sorrows  and  their  joys. 

Two  slrniiuers  came  to  them  one  day  from  across  the  ocean  blue, 

A  mother  with  Iter  pretty  child,  whose  heart  was  pure  and  true; 

Tliey  tarried  hut  a  week  or  two,  iheii  sailed  anay  Tor  home. 

When  the  young  son  to  his  father  said  "  the  world  o'er  he  must  roam;" 

'I'he  old  mull  lieuued  hini  not  to  leave,  but  liis  pleailiiii;s  were  In  vaiu. 

When  two  years  passed  his  brother  left  to  bring  him  home  again. 

CHORirs. 
Two  loving  brothers  in  siinsliine. 

Two  loving  brothers  in  raiij^ 
They  grew  up  in  chiidliood  wgetber, 

And  never  caused  each  other  pain. 
Two  loving  brothers  toi;etlier,  • '  ■ 

And  oft  tlieir  old  father  would  say, 
"They'd  give  up  tlie  world,  and  stand  Side  by  tide," 

For  two  loving  brothers  were  they. 

Soon  that  brother  found  the  other  with  the  girl  he'd  gone  to  seek, 

And  he  learne<l  tliat  old,  old  story,  where  man  is  strong  and  woman's  weak; 

She  Iteuged  hiiu  to  redeem  the  wrong,  and  to  make  her  his  true  wife. 

When  he  refused,  lii  her  despair  she  songlit  to  take  his  life; 

In  his  remorse,  while  dying,  to  his  brother  then  he  said, 

"  If  you'd  repaid  the  wrong  I've  done  that  little  girl  you'd  wed." 

Tho'  ihinkliig  of  another  love  he  had  left  so  far  away, 

Ue  took  his  brother's  baud  aud  hers,  and  then  to  him  did  ttij:—Chonii. 


Give  Him  the  Moon  to  Play  with. 
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Worda  and  Music  by  Harry  Dacra, 


Nobody's  baby  can  equal  ours;       : 

Oh,  he's  a  lieaiitv; 
Laughing  and  crying  like  April  shovvera; 

lie  IS  the  pet  of  us  all: 
Mothiiig'S  too  good  for  our  only  boy. 
Don't  let  him  cry  for  the  latest  toy, 
Give  him  whatever  you  ihluk  he'll  enjoy. 
Tears  spoil  his  beauty. 

Chords. 
Give  him  the  moon  to  play  with, 

Give  him  (he  stars  as  well; 
Give  him  the  earth  I  What  he  Is  wortb 

None  but  his  mammy  can  tell; 
Give  him  the  moon  to  i>lay  with, 

Oe  is  the  household  king; 
Send  up  a  kite  on  a  hrikiht  starry  night, 
Aud  pull  down  the  uioou  with  a  string. 

Up  to  the  present  he  cannot  walk; 

Still  he's  n  beauty; 
"  Dada  "  and  '  Mamma  "  is  all  his  talic, 

Hnw  the  wonls  thrill  thro'  our  hearts; 
No  other  baby  can  speak  so  plain; 
He  is  a  child  with  a  wondrous  hraiii, 
Now,  whal'e  the  matterf  he's  crying  again — 

Tliat  spoils  his  beamy.— Chorus. 

Some  day  lie'll  rise  to  the  height  of  fame; 

Oil!  he's  a  beauty; 
Glory  he'll  shed  on  the  family  name,     -  . 

Ev'ry  one  prophesies  that: 
See  liow  he  sirugu'es  ami  flghts  and  cries 
Wlien  the  soap  ueltt  in  the  darling's  eyes; 
lie  is  a  liero  In  infant  disicoise. 

So  'tis  our  lialj/.-Chorut. 


— A  perplexed  German,  who  liad  made  a  garment  for  a  yotitli, 
and  found  liim.self  iinalile  to  di-spose  of  the  surplus  fullness  which 
appe:if«'d  wiit'ii  iryiiig  it  on  the  youni?  candidate,  declared  voci- 
ferously that  "  du  coat  is  goot.  It  is  no  fault  of  de  coat.  De  poy 
is  too  slim." 

— Tlierc  is  a  story  told  of  a  wealthy  German  and  a  livery-stable 
keeper  wlio  was  lotli  to  let  his  liest  gig  to  a  stranger.  The  Ger- 
man wiis  determined  to  have  liis  ride,  and  agreed  to  buy  the  horse 
and  trap,  aud  wiien  lie  returned  tiie  stable-keeper  might  refund 
the  money.  This  was  done,  and  tlie  liorse  and  trap  returned,  aud 
iiioney  lefundwl,  wlien  the  German  started  to  go.  "  Hold  on," 
said  the  man  of  horses.  "  yo"  have  not  paid  your  horse  hire." 
"  Wliy.  my  dear  sir,"  said  the  German,  coolly,  "  I  have  been  driv- 
ing my  own  liorse  this  morning." 
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LOVE,    I    ADORE    YOU. 
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.;.   Words  by  George  Cooper.    Mualc  by  HMry  Oaboma.    .... 

Tbe  daylieht  is  fading  in  glory,  my  heart  fondly  vranders  to  yon. 
I  long  tlien  to  whisper  Diat  story,  so  sweet  and  so  tender  and  trae; 
I  know  I  am  telling  it  always,  yet  nestle  once  more  at  my  side; 
I'll  whisper  it  over  and  over,  while  beautiful  ey««  glow  with  pride. 

RXFBAIH. 

Love,  I  adore  yon,  this  is  my  song; 

All  my  life  long,  sunlight  and  shadow,  yon  have  my  beartftlone; 
Love,  t  adore  you,  faithful  to  me  say  you  will  be; 

Love,  I  adore  yoa,  ever,  dear  heart,  my  own. 

That  story  so  oft  I'm  repeating,  and  no  little  word  do  I  miss: 
Those  eyes  will  respond  to  love's  greetine,  and  lips  fondly  meet  in  a  kiss. 
Oh  I  tell  me  the  words  that  I  whisper  willnever  bu  altered  in  vnin, 
Altbo'  I  have  told  you  so  often,  come,  list  to  the  story  again.— ^</°rain. 


WHEN     I     DO     THE     HOOCHY- 
COOCHY    IN    DE    SKY. 
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;     '  Words  and  Uosic  by  Qussie  L.  Davla. 

Vain't  KOt  no  money  and  I  don't  need  none, 

'Cos  I  don't  expect  to  stay  here  very  long; 
An'  old  colored  preacher  by  de  name  of  Parson  Brown, 

He  used  to  sing  to  me  dis  good  ole  song: 
Says  he,  "  I  know  yoa  coons  will  stare  when  I  fly  up  thro'  the  air, 

When  I  bid  all  of  yon  black  chromos  cood  bye; 
I  will  raise  a  big  sensation  witli  tlie  wliite  population. 

When  I  do  the  hoochy  coochy  in  de  sky. 

Chorus. 
When  yon  feel  that  fanny  feeling,  as  it  over  yon  is  stealing. 

Ton  will  flop  your  suow-wliltt;  wings  and  try  to  fly: 
I  know  the  angels  they  will  giegle  when  I  do  that  awfal  wiggle. 

When  I  do  the  hoochy  coochy  in  de  sky." 

They'll  tarn  the  X  rays  on  me  when  the  music  plays, 

8o  dat  ev'ry  one  can  see  into  the  dance: 
I'm  enini;  to  do  de  lionchy  coochy  seven  thonsand  diff'rent  ways. 

An'  I'll  knock  the  Midway  |)eople  in  a  trance. 
Oh,  I  have  KOt  a  big  IihIIooii,  w  ith  a  seat  for  ev'ry  COon, 

8o  now  ev'ry  nii;  mnst  either  ko  or  die; 
Don't  yon  listen  to  strange  raniors,  l)at  go  bay  a  pair  of  "bloomers," 

For  to  do  the  hoochy  coochy  in  de  sky.— CAon«.  . 

*«*    ■ / 

IP    I    WERE    REALLY    A    KING. 
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Words  by  Harry  B.  Smith.    Music  by  Lndwig  Englander. 


The  monarchy  I  rnle  is  small,  I'm  king  of  shreds  and  patches: 
I've  crown  and  sceptre,  rolye  and  ail,  hut  none  of  them  are  matches. 
My  crown  is  made  of  paste-boiird  light,  my  royal  rolK-'s  in  tatters; 
And  when  a  "  gendarme  "  lieaves  In  sight,  my  noble  army  scatters. 
Bat  if  I  were  really  a  king— 

Choetjb. 
: .    Yes,  if  yon  were  really  a  king. 

Some  laws  I  would  make  that  would  capture  tbe  cake, 

My  eulijects  my  praises  should  sing;     .. 

I'd  abolish  all  Uxes,  first  thing; 

All  trusts  I'lJ  compel  to  take  wing. 

And  no  silver  question  should  cause  brain  conjeetion, 

If  I  were  really  a  king. 

If  I  were  king,  no  titled  snobs  shonid  come  across  the  waters 

To  find  themselves  such  easy  jol>8  as  marrying  rich  men's  daughters. 

All  l>arbers  sliould  he  deaf  and  dumb,  all  tramps  slionld  keep  their  distance. 

Cheap  cigarettes  and  chewing  gum  shonid  drop  oat  of  existence. 

Ob,  if  I  were  really  a  king— 

CHOBtJB.     *.    . 

Tee,  If  yon  were  really  a  king, 
;.  The  girl,  on  her  wheel,  should  more  comfortable  feel, 

I'd  declare  knickerbockers  the  thing. 
The  poet  who  warbles  of  spring. 
:    .•■    From  a  precipice  high  I  would  fling,  ;  V.      ' 

And  the  matinee  hat  should  be  perfectly  flat. 
If  I  were  really  a  king. 


MY    SWEETHEART    TRUE. 
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Words  by  OlUe  Wood.     Music  by  Harry  B.  Marshall. 


Hy  sweetheart's  hair  is  all  golden. 

Her  eyes  are  as  deep  as  the  sea. 
Like  a  picture  of  times  quaint  and  olden. 

Ah,  dear  Is  my  sweetheart  to  me.  9 

Her  teeth  are  the  nearls  of  tbe  ocean. 

Her  mouth  like  Vie  roses  so  red. 
And  then  beside  this  I've  a  notion 

That  wisdom  dwells  in  that  fair  bead. 

CeoBtTS.  _ .  • 

Hair  of  gold,  and  eyes  so  bine. 

Heart  so  loyal  and  so  true. 
She's  the  sweetest  and  the  dearest. 

She  of  all  the  fair  is  fairest,  my  sweetheart  tnn. 

yor  she  looks  earnest  and  sober, 
'   Then  looks  at  me  sweetly  and  smiles. 
'Then  s<»ftly  says.  "  How  I  do  love  yon," 

And  the  heart  in  my  bosom  beKUilee. 
Her  arms  are  as  fair  as  the  suow-drlft,  -  -;.  . 

And  when  'round  my  brown  neck  they  twine, 
I  think  of  the  olden-time  legend— 

Of  tbe  strong,  sturdy  oak  and  tbe  vine.—  Chonu. 

Sitting  by  her  side  in  the  twilight 

Is  the  happiest  time  of  my  life. 
For  my  sweetheart  is  loyal  and  loving. 

And  my  sweetheart  is  simply  my  wife. 
My  wife  who  is  dearer  and  fairer 

Than  ever  a  eweetlieart  <^oul<l  be. 
For  her  heart  is  as  pure  as  the  snow-drift. 

And  holds  only  true  love  for  me.— C'Aort<«. 


HUGH    McCUE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Oeorge  M.  Cohan. 


Hnc;h  McCne.  a  noted  Irish  pnglllBt: 

Hueli  McCne,  a  fighter  tlirongh  and  thronch; 
If  McCue  should  ever  hit  you  with  his  fist. 

He  would  make  yon  black  and  bine. 
Hni:h  McCue,  a  party  gave  a  week  ago. 

And  it's  true  he  had  a  lively  crowd; 
Tinimy  Mnrpliy,  when  lie  drank  a  drink  or  SO, 

He  was  drunk  and  yelled  aloud: 

Chobus. 
Hugh  McCne,  yon  mick,  yon. 
Too  can  bet  your  bottom  dollar  I  can  licit  yoo; 
Oh,  you  mick,  I'm  going  to  kick  yon. 
With  a  knife  I'm  going  to  stick  yon, 
I  can  lick  you,  Hugh  McCue,  yon  mick,  yon, 

Hugh  McCne,  to  little  Timmy  Murphy  said,  * 

"  That  will  do,  now,  Timmy,  don't  get  new." 
"Now,  McCne,"  said  little  Tinimy,  "on  the  dead, 

I  must  liave  a  figlit  with  yon;  < 

Then  McChe  uot  mud  and  threw  him  oat  the  door, 

Timmy  landed  on  the  trolley  track. 
When  McCue  said,  "  do  yon  want  to  fight  me  moret" 

Murptjy  only  answered  hack:— CAoru«. 

"  Oh.  yon  mick,  if  yoa  can  fight,  come  ont,"  said  Tim, 

"  I  can  lick  yourself  and  all  your  gang." 
He  went  quick,  and  when  McCue  was  thro'  with  him. 

For  an  ambulance  they  rang. 
In  the  bottom  of  the  wagon  Timmy  lay. 

Moaning,  groaning,  rolling  side  from  side. 
As  they  started  in  to  slowly  drive  away. 

From  the  ambulance  lie  cried:— C'Aot-Uf.      '- 

Timmy  Murphy  ev'ry  kind  of  doctors  tried. 

But  they  conldn't  cnre  him,  it  was  found, 
Throngh  the  flKht  he  Imtl  witli  BukIi  McCue  he  died. 

Now  he's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground. 
Hugh  McCue,  to  see  the  gr^ve  he  went  alone. 

Very  blue  he  felt  that  day  indeed, 
Till  he  looked  at  what  it  said  upon  the  stone. 

This  is  what  McCue  did  read:— CAorus. 
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Employer—"  Vot's  dot?  Didn't  I  raise  your  salary  a  vfle  ago  ? ' 
OflSce  Boy — "  It  vas  more  as  six  months  ago." 
Employer — "Veil,  you  t'ink  I  must  gif  you  more  vages  efery 
time  I  make  an  assignment?" 
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{THE    BAGGAGE    COACH    AHEAD. 

S  Parody— Written  by  John  C.  Conover. 
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.Oil  a  clear  and  stormy  xlRlit,  a  iniin  just  starting  out, 

Two  tramps  who  Imd  been  vvittcliinu  ilieir  cliniice. 
One  said,  "  ril  take  the  rear  cur,  yon  the  oue  alieaU, 

Tlie  conductor,  tell  a  soni;  and  duiicf- 
Ton  tell  hitu  that  your  brother  died  in  UUicaco  town, 

Tliut  yon  a  iele(>rani  hud  (;ot: 
Tell  hlin  you've  no  money,  you'll  pay  iiini  coiiiint;  back, 

It's  a  Jeyi^ame,  Weary,  but  it's  hot. 
And  when  Ife  wants  your  ticket,  eprluy;  your  tale  of  woe, 

Tell  him  you  haven't  ^ot  a  sou. 
And  your  hrnther  he  has  left  yuii  coin,  you  tbink. 

It's  the  only  real  iliiiiK  for  to  do. 
And  when  he  comes  tu  me,  never  have  a  fear, 

I'll  teil  liim  a  story  tliut  will  do. 
That  I'm  ibe  only  friend  that  you've  really  got, 

t'UORUS. 

I'm  coing  to  the  fuii'ral  u  iili  you. 

So  the  train  rolled  on  with  the  l)Mi;i;age  coach  ahead. 

And  Weary  was  ilie  lia)>pie(<f  niitn  alive  or  deail: 

He  got  into  the  chaiu|iai;iie  cat<t'!<,  wliicii  niuilv  liini  yell  and  shout. 

And  they  bad  to  get  u  etretcber  wbeu  tbey  took  poor  Weary  out. 

A  newly-wedded  couple  on  their  wedding  tour. 

Both  were  cooing  like  the  turtle  dove; 
He  calleil  her  pretty  names,  yet  lie  may  do  wors^. 

And  eacli  were  happy  in  their  love. 
The  train  went  rolliue  on,  tliey  cared  not  where  it  rolled, 

Or  of  the  i>as8eni:erH'  laui^lm  and  yells; 
They  knew  that  tbey  were  married,  tiny  let  itKOAt  that, 

Ev'ry  one  sai<l  tliey  were  doint;  weil. 
The  bride,  she  then  went  forward  for  a  drink,  they  say, 

Wbo  met  the  brakeiuan,  who  knew  Irt  too. 
He  took  her  and  he  kissed  bur  in  the  forward  coach, 

Like  any  other  brakeman  vrnultl  do; 
The  groom  bewail  a-yelliui;,  "Ob,  whiro  is  my  wife?" 

Then  some  one  said,  "  Cull,  you're  off  your  bend. 
She's  Bkip{)ed  out  with  the  brakcuiaii,  and  by  tliis  time 

C'aoiius. 
She's  all  rigbt  in  the  coach  abi-ad." 
8o  the  train  roiled  on  witli  the  baKuagc  coach  abend. 
The  brakeman  was  the  bappitfl  man  ulive  or  ilead; 
Tbey  got  into  the  clmmpagne  ruses,  w  hicb  maile  them  yell  and  Bboiit, 
And  tbey  bad  to  get  a  stretcher  tu  take  the  couple  out. 


Mary  Black  from  Hackensack. 
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A  pious  girl  named  Mary  Black,    ' 
Who  used  to  live  in  IlaCUensack, 
She  heard  her  great  bi>;  coui<iu  Jack 

Of  city  frolics  talk; 
He  told  about  the  Bowery, 
And  all  the  sights  that  were  to  see. 
Poor  Mary  poiidercd.  then  said  she, 

"  I'm  going  to  see  New  York." 

CHonns. 

Hary  Black,  from  Harkeneacic, 

She'd  never  been  out  of  the  town; 
She  wanted  to  see  the  Bowery, 

The  placid  of  great  renown; 
She  tliought  of  the  trip  and  slie  grabbed  her  grip. 

And  it  didn't  take  long  to  pack, 
Things  weren't  so  slack  when  Mary  Black 

Got  back  to  Duckeiisack. 

She  bade  good-bye  to  all  the  .jays. 
It  took  her  jil't  about  two  days 
To  learn  a  lot  of  city  wa>s, 

For  New  York  she'd  been  throngh; 
She  wore  no  feathers  In  her  hat. 
She  caught  a  l>euii,  now  tbink  of  that;  ^ 

She  had  a  lovely  little  flat. 

And  bought  an  oil  stove  too.-  Chorus, 

For  sev'ral  weeks  she  stayed  away. 
But  finally  returned  one  day, 
She  rode  a  bike,  in  bloomers  gay, 

Which  caused  llie  town  much  mirth; 
The  village  preachtir  cried,  •'Oh,  my! 
A  girl  in  pants  before  my  eye," 
Said  Mary,  "  you're  a  nice  old  guy  - 

Go|onI  get  off  (he  earthi  "—Cfiorut. 

Now  at  the  Hackensack  town  hall 
That  night  the  towii  band  gave  a  ball; 
Sweet  Mary  simply  captured  all. 

And  gave  the  rube's  u  treat; 
She  still  bud  on  the  bloomer  pante; 
8ho  threw  the  jays  all  in  a  trance; 
She  showed  them  all  the  latest  dance. 

But  didn't  move  her  teei.—  Chorui. 


SWEET    ROSIE    O'GRADY.i^ 


Parody— Written  by  Cbarles  H.  Shutter. 
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I  hardly  can  forget  the  night  she  took  in  Casey's  shine: 
As  we  lined  up  around  the  keg,  Rosie  never  missed  a  time. 
As  fust  iiH  she  would  empty  one,  for  another  she  would  ring, 
And  Kusie  soon  got  full  of  it,  which  made  the  gang  all  slug: 

CBonus. 
Swest  Rosie  O'Grady,  by  name  only  goes; 
She's  n  little  shady,  that  every  "  tad  "  knowa. 
Hooii  she  will  be  married,  not  on  your  life  to  me, 
I  cut  uo  figure  with  Rosie,  and  Rosie  cut«  no  ice  with  me. 

Jntt  down  around  McCormack's,  in  the  block  where  I  do  hide. 
There  dwells  the  queerest  little  freak  that  I  have  ever  eyed, 
Her  name  ain't  Katie  O'Oroosmeyer,  it  is  Rosie  plain  and  true. 
But  if  Rose  bad  any  other  name,  she'd  emell  the  same  to  you. 

Chorus. 

Sweet  Rosie  O'Grady,  by  name  only  goes; 

She's  a  little  shady,  that  every  "  tad  "  knows. 

Soon  she  will  be  married,  not  on  your  life  to  me, 

I  cut  uo  figure  with  Rosie,  and  Rosie  cuts  uo  ice  with  me. 


They  All  Love  Maggie  Grady. 

Parody— Written  by  John  C.  Conover. 


Bend  for  Free  Catalnaueof  Rone  Books,  letter  Writers.  Dream  Books.  Korlnne  Tell- 
ers,  TrIi'K  B'Hiks.  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Joke  Books,  Hketrh  Books, 
Slump  Speeches,  Irlsli  K<>niC  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Annisement.  Sheet  Miisir.  etc., 
to  Hem  t  J.  Wehnian.  130  A  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  ib&  87  E.Uadlaon  St., Chicago. 


s 


Just  down  by  Fulton  Ferry,  a  little  maiden  very. 

You'll  see  her  every  morning,  noon  and  night: 
She's  very  fond  of  masliing,  even  when  she  carries  hash  in— 

In  a  haabery  she's  a  waitress  out  of  sight; 
She's  happy  all  the  day,  knows  how  to  use  a  Jay, 

Knows  bow  to  give  the  very  happy  band; 
The  hoys  all  call  her  Sadie,  but  tier  name  is  Maggie  Grady, 

And  she's  not  the  only  pebble  in  the  eand. 

Chorus. 

For  they  all  love  Maggie  Grady,  she's  a  little  Irish  lady; 

She's  lots  of  wit  and  full  of  it,  tlioiigh  only  has  oue  eye; 
The  gang  can't  get  next  to  her,  on  any  pretext  woo  her, 

She's  gay  and  flip,  so  give  your  tips  when  Maggie  passes  by. 

When  she  gets  oil  on  Sunday,  if  she  isn't  full  on  Monday, 

You'll  see  her  rolling  in  'bout  ten  o'clock, 
Ami  soon  you'll  bear  ber  yelling,  hush  and  everything  they're  selling. 

For  Maggie  really  knows  just  what's  in  stock. 
If  to  make  a  date  with  ber,  and  slioulii  it  e'er  occur. 

Don't  think  she  is  the  real  thing,  hully  geel 
With  stories  she  cau  on  you,  aii<l  maybe  she  has  doue  you. 

And  she's  not  the  only  peach  upon  ttie  tree. 

Chorus. 

For  they  all  love  Maggie  Grady,  she's  a  little  Irish  lady; 

She's  lots  of  wit  and  full  of  It,  though  only  bus  oiie  eye; 
The  gang  can't  get  next  to  her,  on  any  pretest  woo  her. 

She  8  gay  and  flip,  so  give  your  tips  when  Maggie  passes  by. 


THOSE  WEDDING  BELLS  SHALL 
NOT    RING    OUT. 


rarody-Writteii  by  Chas.  H.  Shutter. 
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A  crowd  wlio  stood  one  summer's  night  outside  a  cliiirch,  'lis  true. 

Awaiting  all  to  bear  the  bells  toll  their  happiness  fur  two. 

While  mingled  with  the  people  there,  two  kids  named  Tom  and  Mick, 

Mick  said,  "  I  guess  (they'll  hear  de  bells,  Tommy— dhey'll  liear  deiii  nit." 

The  man  inside  what  ties  the  knots  says,  "  'Fore  I  tie  ynu  tight, 

I've  only  got  one  cigarette,  nnd  I  want  to  smoke  to-night." 

.Tu!<t  then  a  man  came  running  in,  who  had  a  hum  cigar, 

lie  grabbed  the  silly  bride  and  said,  "  This  lias  gone  too  far— 

CaoBCB. 

Those  wedding  bells  shall  not  ring  out— it's  two  to  one  they  won't." 
Thus  suid  the  man  with  bum  cigar:  "I'll  see,  loo,  that  they  don't." 
The  sexton  said,  "Ob,  what  a  joke,  some  one's  goue  and  cut  the  rope. 
Then  Mickey  said,  "  I  am  de  bloke— how  cau  dc  bells  ring  out." 

The  sexton  was  knocked  silly  and  the  bride  and  groom  were  dumb. 

As  they  had  come  from  Hoboken  to  botii  be  made  in  one; 

'I'he  bride  who  then  was  laughing  said.  "  Won't  some  oiie  yank  tlie  bellf 

A  voice  then  from  the  background  said,  "  Yank  it— what  t'-ell." 

*'  Of  course,  the  liells  cannot  be  rung,"  said  tlie  sexton  full  of  dope,    . 

"  And  there  isn't  coin  amontf4he  gang  to  buy  another  rope." 

"Stand  back,"  said  one,  "  I've  got  a  bell,  a  cow-bell  good  and  clear; 

Duu'l  disappoint  the  wedded  pair,  wlio's  gone  to  hay  the  beer!  " 

Cbordb. 

The  wedding  bells  shall  not  ring  out,  but  this  is  good  enough; 
'   •    It's  only  but  a  cow-bell,  yet  It  may  sound  kind  of  rough; 

They're  happy  now  a  bell  did  hear,  and  every  oue  without  a  fear 

Jumped  iu  and  flulihed  up  the  beer— those  wedding  bells  shall  not  ringont. 
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.  ■•       "•         By  Count  de  aioria.  Opus 89.  .       :: 

Can  you  forget,  althongh  tbe  years  arc  passing  one  l>y  onef 
Can  yoD  forget  tlie  hopes  and  fears  of  days  now  past  and  gone? 
If  from  your  heart  old  mem'ries  fly  it  Is  not  so  with  me, 
For  iu  my  breut  cao  never  die  tbe  love  that  used  to  be, 

■    Chorus.    ■■''.■-', 
Can  yon  forget f  Can  yon  forget? 

Not  living  Blill  is  all  the  halcyon  past,      • 
And  love  will  yet  His  taslt  fulfil, 

And  join  our  Leans,  dear  Juclf,  at  last.  '     ■      .    ■ 

(^an  yon  forget  the  scenes  of  old  so  sweet  and  dear  to  l>oth. 

When  first  oar  tale  of  love  was  told  and  lips  first  plight«d  trotli? 

It  cannot  be  that  words  we  said  ere  clouds  arose  >>etweeD, 

go  BOon  have  from  your  mem'ry  fled,  as  the'  they'd  never  been.— CAo. 


^s  ^ 
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Words  by  Honroe  Sonneeebein.    Hueic  by  Anita  Owen. 

(n  a  little  valley  there's  a  tionsc  tliat  stands  alone: 
There  dwells  witliin  a  muiden  that  I  long  to  call  my  own; 
Slie  wears  no  silli  or  satin,  and  no  rings  are  on  her  hand, 
Yet  I  love  my  little  sweetheart,  Nellie  Bland. 

RErRAIN. 

Siie'e  tlie  dearest  of  tliem  all,  none  with  her  compare. 
With  her  eyes  of  deepest  l>luc,  and  tier  golden  liair; 
She'll  be  all  tlie  world  to  me  when  I  win  her  liiind: 
She's  tbe  idol  of  my  heart,  my  sweetheart,  Nellie  Bland. 

On  a  summer's  evening,  as  we  wandered  side  by  side, 
I  told  her  that  I  loved  her,  asked  her  then  to  be  my  bride: 
No  answer  did  she  give  me,  and  her  eyes  were  on  the  sand, 
Still  I  feel  she  loves  me,  darling  Nellie  Bland.— Jief rain. 

When  at  last  I  win  her,  and  when  she's  my  darling  wife, 

I'll  love  her  as  I  love  her  now  until  the  end  of  life, 

And  when  tliat  Change  Is  over,  and  before  my  God  I  stand, 

I  will  ask  an  only  blessing— Nellie  B\&uil.— lief  tain. 


»  •  • 
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Words  by  Hay  M.  Terwillegar.     Music  by  Anita  Owen. 


As  twilight  in  l)CHiity  was  fading, 

And  stars  twinkled  brightly  above, 
I  met  a  beautiful  maiden, 

Who  taught  me  the  secret  of  love; 
My  heart  longs  again  for  her  presence. 

As  I  gaze,  with  a  yearning  untold. 
On  this  memento  of  past  joy  and  sorrow* 

This  plain  little  baud  of  gold.    'Tie — 

'-■■-  Rkfrain. 

Only  a  little  band  of  gold, 

A  maiden  fair  to  see, 
Wore  this  little  band  on  her  small  white  basd, 

As  she  pledged  her  troth  to  me. 
Tis  only  a  little  l>and  of  gold, 

A  maiden  fair  to  see. 
Wore  this  little  band  on  her  small  wbitc  hand. 

As  she  pledged  her  troth  to  me. 

I  placed  it  once  more  on  her  finger. 

When  nature  was  bright  and  fair,      ": 
While  the  birds  gaily  trilled  in  the  tree-tope, 

And  wedding- bells  peulcd  on  the  air, 
She  silently  kissed  tlie  dear  trinket, 

And  her  eyes  their  sweet  story  then  told, 
As  oar  lives  were  united  forever 

By  this  little  band  of  gold.    'Tie— RefreUn. 

One  day  in  false  anger  I  left  her, 

And  sailed  far  away  o'er  the  feam,       '  ~   ' 
Bat  love  soon  conquered  pride's  anger—    .■ 

I  turned  to  my  dear  little  home. 
But  in  the  old  church-yard  my  darling 

Was  sleeping  so  silent  and  cold. 
And  all  I  retain  of  our  love  dream,  '  :. 

Is  this  little  band  of  gold.    'Tib— lie fr^n.     ''■'.■ 


Send  Back  the  Picture  and  the  Ring. 
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A  little  home  in  Harlem,  where  the  Boiibrettes  often  stop, 
'     ■  There's  a  kicking  couple  lives  beneath  its  roof: 

They  have  a  little  oil  stove,  borrowed  from  the  flat  on  top. 

Which  they  use  for  cigarettes  and  Bonp. 
A  shadow  dark  and  strangely  passed  their  window  one  day — 

What's  that  the  jealous  couple  asked  of  each. 
It's  Murphy  with  his  growler,  and  when  it  comes  back  tbit  way 

I'll  cut  it,  and  here  Murphy  then  did  screech: 

Chords. 
Send  back  tbe  pitcher  and  the  growler  string— ob,  how  Hnrpby  be  did  roar; 
I  have  me  friends  and  company  up  here,  and  soon  we'll  t>e  wanting  more. 

Soon  hours  rolled  on,  'twas  morning,  and  Murphy,  fall  of  booze, 

Came  tumbling  down  and  fell  into  the  dooi ; 
The  beer  was  on  the  table,  which  Murphy's  money  bongbt. 

Then  the  kicking  couple  touched  him  for  some  more. 
They  saw  that  he  was  dopey,  and  Murphy  he  liad  dough— 

They  didn't  do  a  thing  but  get  it  all; 
Then  the  coppers  brought  their  wagon,  and  as  they  drove  back  alow, 

You  could  hear  the  neighbors  'round  tbe  block  all  call: 

Cborus. 

Send  back  tbe  coppers  and  the  patrol  wagon— please  don't  escape  the  2d  floor; 
Let  none  remain  with  their  jags  on,  then  we'll  ask  for  nothing  more. 


:         AIN'T    IT    NICE. 

Copyright,  I8t6,  by  Frank  B.  Dokcsmitb.     All  rights  reaerred. 

The  Words  and  Music  uf  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  8ongs  tor  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  132  Park  Row.  New  York;  or  85  A  87  E  Madison  St. Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs.  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Miuic,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


By  Frank  H.  Dukesmlth. 


When  a  fellow  baa  the  girl  he  loves  out  strolling  in  tbe  park, 

Ain't  it  nice,  ain't  it  nice? 
They  linger  through  the  twilight  until  every  thing  is  dark. 

Ain't  it  nice,  very  nice? 
Tliey  will  cuddle  down  upon  a  bench,  just  like  a  pair  of  doves. 
With  glances  sly  and  coy,  tell  each  other  of  their  loves; 
Their  arms  fit 'round  eiicli  others  neck,  just  like  8  pair  of  gloves. 

Then  it's  nice,  awful  nice. 

Bicycling  is  the  fashion,  it's  a  pleasure  'most  divine. 

Ain't  it  nice?  ain't  it  nice? 
It  mnftea  your  cheeks  so  rosy  and  your  eyes  to  brightly  shine. 

Oil,  so  nice,  very  nice. 
You'll  often  see  a  couple  gliding  swiftly  o'er  the  gronnd. 
The  girl  in  knickerbockera,  showing  limits  so  nice  and  round: 
The  wheels  are  next  seen  near  a  bush,  from  whence  you  hear  the  sound— kiss. 

Now  ain't  it  nice,  very  nice? 

Some  strange  things  often  happen,  when  you'd  hardly  think  they  would, 

But  they're  nice,  very  nice; 
You'd  let  tliem  happen  just  the  same,  nor  stop  them  if  yon  could, 

For  they're  nice,  jolly  nice. 
Sometimes  a  fellow  maUes  a  mash  while  strolling  on  the  street; 
He  thinks  she's  quite  perfection,  she's  so  charming  and  so  sweet. 
But  how  his  ideas  differ  when  her  hasband  they  do  meet. 

Then  it's  nice,  very  nice. 

Sometimes  one's  own  reflections  are  not  pictured  in  their  eyes, 

And  tliiit  is  nice,  very  nice; 
For  if  our  thoughts  were  spoken,  they  would  create  some  snrpriae. 

Not  so  nice,  very  nice. 
A  lover  and  his  sweelheart  stood  a-gazing  into  space; 

She  asked  him  what  his  tliougbis  were— lie  said,  "same  as  yours  are,  Grace." 
She  said,  "  Now  you  just  try  it  and  I'll  surely  break  your  face." 

Now  that  was  nice,  very  nice. 

Now  when  a  pair  is  married,  and  they're  on  their  honeymoon, 

Ain't  it  nice?  ain't  it  nice? 
They  haven't  anything  to  do  but  kiss  and  kiss  and  spoon. 

Ain't  it  nice?  ain't  it  nice? 
But  pretty  soon  fliose  happy  days  must  pass  and  fade  away. 
The  fellow  finds  iiis  cash  is  low,  lie  can  no  longer  pay, 
They  quick  return  to  mother-in-law,  who  kindly  lets  tbem  Stay, 

Now  ain't  she  nice,  very  nice. 

About  one  year  elapses,  when  they  have  a  little  boy,  \! 

And  ain't  he  nice,  very  nice:  ■■ 

They  love  the  little  thing  to  death,  becanse  he  Is  their  joy, 

Ain't4ie  nice?  ain't  he  nice? 
But  pleasofes  don't  run  always  smooth,  'tis  true,  alast  alackl 
When  baby  cries,  Pa  walks  him  until  he  near  breaks  his  back. 
And  just  to  make  it  lively,  papa  steps  upon  a  tack. 

Then  it's  nice,  awfal  nice. 
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^  —A  little  boy  in  a  Milford  school  received  his  first  day's  instruc-  [ 
tion  last  week.  Before  night  he  had  learned  to  recognize  and  ' 
spell  one  word.  "Now,"  said  the  teacher,  "you  can  tell  your  ( 
grandmother  to-night  how  to  spell  "ox."  "My  grandmother  f 
knows  how  to  spell  it,"  indignantly  replied  the  loyal  little  fellow 
"  She's  teached  school." 
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Word*  and  Huslc  by  Geo  Fuller  Qolden. 
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I  tlionelit  I  wnnid  write  u  ureut  bullodt 

For  tlieine  I  Delected  the  stars, 
So  I  inizetl  iii>  a  mnianiic  BHiad, 

Of  Jupiter,  VeuuK  and  Mars; 
I  flilcd  it  fllii  of  fXprecsioii, 
:  And  the  poetry  1  did  indite, 

'T»'aa  a  credit  to  any  profession. 

So  I  said  '- 1  tliiiik  its  ail  riulit," 
But  a  creat  Comedian  read  it.  o'er, 
.   ^  And  said,'' My  ft i<"Dd,  1  guess. 

You've  never  written  a  son>;  l»efore. 

This  tiling  won't  lie  ii  HiicCt'SS. 
Tliey  won't  stand  for  tliis  ><orl  of  staff  at  all. 

So  oat  of  tlie  window  uitli  it. 
And  hark  to  my  mind,  wliile  I  tell  yoD  the  kiDd 

Of  a  song  to  write  for  a  hit." 

Cuonns. 

"  Rootle,  tootle,  rootle,  tootle,"  tliose  are  the  songs  that  go, 
"Unitl,  nniti,  iimti  aye!"  the  hit  of  every  show: 
"TootHie,  wootsie,"  "  Uiiichie,  cootchie." senseless,  don't  you  know. 
Written,  wrotleii,  rotten  written,  down  lu  rotleu  row. 

I  didn't  helieve  what  he  told  rae, 

Sold  I,  lie  is  jealoiiH  of  nie. 
But  afraid  to  come  out  wlili  it  boldly,       • 

I  pub.islied  it  on  the  Q.  T.; 
I  then  gave  it  to  a  great  singer, 

A  lady  with  excellent  voice. 
And  I  told  of  tlie  fame  it  would  bring  her, 

How  her  inidietices  would  rejoice: 
The  niglit  she  i<iuig  it,  I  sii(  lu  front. 

She  came  npoii  the  stage. 
All  dressed  in  white,  to  sink!  my  song. 

Said  I,  "She'll  be  a  rage," 
But  tiie  uiidieiice  yelled,  *'  Gret  off  the  boards, 
;  We've  stood  for  you  too  long. 

Send  on  the  girl  who  does  the  splits. 

Aud  sings  liiat  funny  song:— C'/<orM«. 


)  •      Heigho!  for  the  Feminine  Sex 
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Words  by  Hugh  Morton.    Music  >>y  Qustave  Kerker. 


You  never  can  tell  what  a  woman  will  do, 

Deitfliol  for  the  feialnine  sex; 
A  w  Oman's  a  mystery,  all  thro'  and  thro', 

lleiL'iiot  for  tlie  remtiiine  sex. 
Heiuhol  for  the  feminine  sex. 

Wtien  she  says  that  siie  will,  you  can  wager  she  won't; 
It's  a  way  iliat  she  lias  to  ]>erplex: 

Siie'll  s^veur  that  Hke  Uives  you,  bnt  means  thatahe  won't, 
Ileiuiio!  for  the  feminine  sex, 

Heigho!  for  the  feminine  sex. 
It's  ciicketty  clitcki'tly,  click>-iiy  c'nrk. 

She  gHllo|H<  away  on  tier  own  wedding  day, 
No  matter  what  old  Mrs.  Grundy  may  say. 

No  matter  wliose  life  she  wrecks 
It's  useless  to  question  the  right  iind  the  wrong, 
Slie'ii  break  your  poor  heart  while  she  sini;s  a  gay  song. 
With  a  ciicketty  ciack,  siie  goes  dashing  uioug, 

Heighol  for  the  feinliiine  sex. 

Ueigliol  for  the  feminine  st'X. 

Heigho,  heigho,  heigho,  heigho. 

We  ciime  here  to  welcome  a  bcaiitifnl  bride, 

Heigliol  for  the  feminine  sex. 
And  round  that  slie'd  gone  for  a  casual  rldc, 

IleiL'liot  for  the  feminine  sex. 
Delgho!  for  the  feminine  sex. 

It  wasn't,  perhaps,  the  conventional  thing, 
N'>r  what  a  poor  liriiiegroom  expects; 

She  miglit  have  remeinhered  tlie  prince  and  his  ring^ 
Delgho!  for  the  feminine  sex. 

Heiglio!  for  the  feminine  sex. 
It's  clicUetiy  cliicketty,  <  licketty  clack. 

She  L'allops  away  on  her  own  wedding  day. 
She  diiln'i  rare  what  iMrs.  Grundy  would  say, 

A  »omuii  so  gfldom  reflects.  '  ' 

It's  useless  to  quesiioii  the  riglit  and  the  wrong, 
She'l  hreaU  your  poor  heart  while  she  sIhl's  a  gay  song. 
With  a  ciicketty  ciuck,  she  goes  dasbing  along, 

Heitibo!  for  the  feminine  si-x. 

Helghot  for  tbe  feniiniue  sex. 
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—Why  is  the  letter  B  like  a  hot  fire  ?  Because  it  makes  oil  boil 


WHEN     MISS    MARIA    JOHNSON 
MARRIES    ME. 
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Words  and  Mnaie  by  Williams  and  Walker. 


■  There's  a  gal  'way  down  In  Richmond  hy  the  name  of  Ria  Johnson, 
She's  a  hot  staff  cnlleil  lady,  and  she  ranks  among  the  tones; 
There's  been  sev'ral  callad  gemmen  who's  iM-eii  suing  for  her  baud. 
For  she's  such  a  liilily  creature  that  they  cannot  her  withstand. 
But  now  down  In  Coon  Hollow  there  Is  moaning,  dou't  you  see. 
For  I  pro|K>sed  to  MlM  Maria  and  she's  accepted  me. 

Chobdb. 
Hiss  Maria  Johnson's  gwine  to  ronrry  me. 
Twelfth  of  next  Novemlier,  the  wedding  uwine  to  be; 
Coons  have  been  liiTit«Mi  'way  from  Georgia,  just  to  see 
Miss  Maria  Johnson  when  she  marries  nie. 
The  time  ain't  long,  the  time  ain't  long 

When  this  great  event  is  gwine  to  happen,  don't  yoo  see; 
Tbe  time  ain't  long,  the  time  ain't  long 

'Till  Miss  Maria  marries  me. 

It  will  be  the  swellest  wedding  ever  held  In  Dixie  land, 
As  all  the  colored  population  will  he  present  to  a  man; 
Slie  is  gwine  to  have  twelve  bridesmaids  just  to  strew  the  flowers  'round. 

We  will  hire  forty  carriages,  the  swellest  to  be  fo 1, 

To  )>e  there  at  the  church  when  I  drive  up  witii  my  Inlde. 

For  iiezt  day  all  de  papers  gwine  to  tell  It  far  and  wide.-  C'liotn$. 


^•m 


SLEW-FOOT    SAL. 

Cepyriffht,  ISM,  by  Spauldlng  ft  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  London. 

All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Mualc  by  Bogett  and  O'Brien. 


Oh.  I'll  lei!  yon  of  a  lady,  ber  name  is  Slew-Foot  Ssl, 

A  yaller  gal  Is  she. 
She's  out  alone  each  evening,  she  never  needs  a  pal. 

She's  heavy  and  she  weighs  flve-thirty-tiiree. 
Swifter  tlian  a  Cyclone,  tougher  than  an  iixe. 
For  ber  meals  she  always  eais  some  nails  and  carpet  tAcks. 
Whenever  she's  around,  tronhie  can  be  fouud. 
Be  careful,  never  tackle  Slew-Foul  Sal. 

Cbobijs. 
Sky-high  all  tbe  chickens  fly. 

Razors  and  guns  arc  hid  away; 
The  dogs  are  running  yet,  the  river's  running  wet. 

The  Bbenfl  leaves  the  city,  wben  Bbe  comes  home  to  stay. 

Now  the  colored  quilting  party,  they  gave  a  masquerade 

Three  weeks  "go  to-night. 
The  tonies  were  invited,  and  special  plans  were  laid 

To  keep  the  coons  away  that  were  not  right. 
Sal,  she  got  no  invite,  hair  and  clothes  she  tore. 
Then  she  wrote  lier  own  invite  and  pnesed  in  thro'  the  door; 
While  dancing  in  a  reel,  a  coon  step|ie<l  on  ber  beel, 
Her  mask  fell  off,  and  then  she  started  in. 

Chords. 
Nineteen  coons  were  never  seen. 

Fifteen  use  rrmches  anil  a  cane: 
Some  lost  their  eyes  from  fright,  some  lost  their  appetite, 

The  rest  committed  suicide,  when  Sal  yelled  ooi  tier  name. 

Oh.  the  neighbors  all  decided,  police  and  firemen,  too, 

They'd  run  Sal  out  of  town. 
Three  thousand  got  together  and  told  what  they  would  dM>, 

They  said  they'd  sorely  do  the  job  up  "  brown." 
Soon  they  got  II  hiilloon.  put  her  in  alone. 
She  fell  out  when  one  mile  up,  hut  never  hurt  a  bone, 
Electric  chairs  were  tried,  their  currents  she  defied. 
No  lightning  ever  struck  could  do  ber  barm. 

Chorcb. 

Sal  tied,  "  rongb  on  rats  "  was  tried; 

Trolleys  that  strike  her  overturn: 
They  threw  her  In  a  mire,  they  set  her  clothes  on  fire, 

Bat  Sal  will  be  an  angel,  for  she's  too  tougb  to  barn. 
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she's  a  sinner." 
on  Sunday?" 


^  "  ■^ery  Rood;  and  why  does  she  come  to  church 
'Cause  she  has  a  new  bonnet  almost  every  week." 
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THE    FATAL    BALL. 

Written  by  Richard  Henry  Buck. 


Bend  for  Fre«  Catalifrneof  Sontr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TelU 
era,  Trick  BouUfi,  Recitation  BuokR,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Juke  Books,  Sketch  Bookii, 
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to  Uenry  J,  WeliuiaD,  130  &  Vili  Park  1U)W,  New  York)  or  85&  87  E.  Madison  St.,Cliicago. 


'Twas  in  a  Wegfern  mining  camp,  down  by  tlie  Rio  Grande,  ;■..':. 

When  )>icl{  and  epude  were  laid  away  and  daaliiiess  ruled  tlic  laud,-  .  ' 

And  (gathered  'round  a  blazing  fire  before  a  canvas  tent, 

Red-Hliirted  miners  parsed  tlie  time  with  souk  and  nieriiment. 

Good-natured  oatlis  flew  tiiiclc  and  fast,  and  as  tlie  flask  went  'round. 

The  liquor  trickled  downward  witb  a  mighty  pleasing  sound. 

But  suddenly  eacli  voice  was  bushed,  the  curling  flames  leaped  higher. 

And  lo,  a  careworn  stranger  stood  within  the  line  of  fire, 

Witb  eager  eyes  he  scanned  the  group,  as  if  twizt  liope  and  fear, 

Tlieii  turned  to  go,  as  bitterly  he  hissed,  "He  is  not  here." 

"Bat  bold  I  "  a  bearded  miner  cried,  "who  are  you  seekiTig,  pard? 

And  why  is  it  you're  looking  on  myself  and  cliiims  so  liardf  " 

The  stranger  paused,  as  if  iu  doubt,  then  passionute  and  wild. 

He  Cried:  "  I'm  looking  for  the  man  who  robbed  me  of  my  child." 

Again  the  bearded  miner  spoke:  "  Prove  what  you  say  is  true, 

An'  if  that  man's  iu  this  yar  camp  we'll  give  hint  up  to  you." 

"You  will?"  the  stranger  eagerly  turned  to  the  list'ning  men. 

"  We  will;  we  will,"  the  miners  cried.    "We  will,"  tliey  cried  again. 

Assured  ttms  of  tlieir  friendliness,  the  man,  witli  painful  stoop, 

Swung  slowly  'round  liis  form,  and  stood  the  centre  of  the  group. 

'Twas  the  same  old  story  over  that  his  wan  lips  told  again,  >        - 

Of  tlie  trusting  ways  of  women  and  the  wicked  wiles  of  men: 

"  I  had  a  little  daughter,  pards  "—his  voice  grew  soft  and  low, 

And  from  his  deeply-sunken  eyes  the  tears  began  10  flow. 

"  i  loved  her — oh,  I  loved  her  as  only  fathers  can. 

And  my  heart  was  bound  up  in  her,  since  her  little  life  began.- 

I  watched  her  grow  to  womanhood,  a  perfect  little  gem, 

Unfolding  into  beauty  like  a  rose  upon  its  stem; 

And  everything  went  well  with  us  until  one  cursed  day  '-;, - 

A  Serpent  came  into  our  home  and  stole  its  peace  away. 

I  was  out  that  day  prospecting  when  I  saw  an  Injun  band. 

With  a  city  dandy  captive,  bound  and  helpless,  foot  and  band; 

They  tied  hHn  to  tlie  stake,  and  piled  l.'ie  faggots  'round  his  feet. 

Applied  the  torch,  and  soon  his  skin  was  blistering  with  the  beat. 

I  thought  it  time  to  act,  pards,  so  I  raised  my  trusty  gun. 

And  poured  shot  at  the  Injuns  'till  I  had  them  on  the  run; 

I  kicked  aoide  the  burning  brands  and  set  the  prisoner  free; 

I  bandaged  up  his  awful  wounds,  and  took  him  home  wiih  me. 

And  Nellie  took  and  nursed  him,  and  brought  him  l>ack  to  life, 

Just  like  a  loving  sister  would,  a  sweetheart  or  a  wife;  ^     . 

And  1  saw  she  kinder  took  to  him,  and  seemed  unsatisfied 

Uiik'ss  she  walked  around  with  him,  and  lingered  by  his  side,    ...     ..   .  .. 

But  things  must  have  an  ending,  so  one  day  he  came  to  say        '  .-    '  ' 
That  be  was  strong  enough  to  work  and  needs  must  go  away; 
And  1  noticed  Nellie's  lashes  were  a  glist'niug  like  with  tears,  -'■■:■ 

And  it  seemed  as  though  a  sort  of  sob  came  softly  to  my  ears. 
He  left  the  cabin  shortly,  so  I  stroked  her  curly  hair. 
And  asked  her  what  the  trouble  was  her  father  couldn't  share. 
She  didn't  w^nt  to  tell  me,  but  between  her  sobs  I  heard 
That  the  man  I  saved  had  wronged  her,  and  refused  to  keep  his  word. 
Had  with  passion,  wild  with  anguish,  I'd  have  have  killed  him  then  and 
But  I  kinder  choked  it  down,  and  held  my  grip  upon  a  chair.  [there, 

So  1  called  hiia  back  and  told  him  he'd  make  my  gal  his  wife, 
And  give  her  back  her  honor,  or  by  heaven,  I'd  have  his  life! 
When  he  said,  with  mocking  coolness,  '  I've  a  wife  in  yonder  town,' 
Mad  with  rage,  I  raised  the  heavy  chair  and  struck  the  rascal  down; 
He  drew  his  gun,  took  rapid  aim  and  fired  it  all  unseen. 
Straight  sped  the  bullet  to  my  heart,  but  Nellie  sprang  between, 
Deep  in  her  breast  the  fatal  ball,  with  aim  unerring,  sped, 
A  spurt  of  blood,  a  piercing  scream,  and  she,  my  child,  was  dead. 
I  wept  above  her  cold,  still  form— oh  I  how  I  wept  that  day. 
But  though  my  tears  were  pitiful,  they  fell  on  senseless  clay. 
Then— then,  the  spirit  of  revenge  into  my  bosom  crept. 
And  like  a  demon  wild  for  blood,  up  from  my  child  I  leapt. 
And  found,  too  late,  the  miscreant,  with  fear  and  terror  blind. 
Had  vanished  from  the  cabin,  but  bad  left  bis  gnn  behind. 
I  kissed  my  Nellie's  face,  and  swore  above  her  cold,  still  form. 
That  I'd  search  for  him  and  find  him  through  saushine  and  through  storm, 
And  I  made  a  vow  to  kill  him,  though  for  mercy  he  should  call. 
And  the  guu  that  killed  my  Nellie  shonld  speed  the  fatal  ball. 
You've  heard  my  story  through,  pards,  what  is  your  verdict  now; 
Would  you  search  for  him  and  kill  him,  or  go  home  and  break  yonrvowf" 
"Kill  him!  kill  him!"  ciied  the  miners.     "Kill  him  like  a  cringing  cur; 
Seek  him  here,  and  if  you  find  him,  kill  him  as  be  murdered  her!  " 
Down  the  line  of  waiting  miners,  eagerly  the  old  man  passed. 
Peering  in  the  bearded  faces,  vainly  till  be  reached  the  last. 
Then  a  yell  of  rage  escaped  hiui,  and  his  face  grew  stern  and  white. 
As  he  dragged  a  cringing  miner  out  into  the  range  of  light. 
Crying  fiercely:  "  Now  I've  found  you;  here  I  mean  to  keep  my  vow; 
On  your  knees  and  pray  for  mercy,  for  your  soul's  iu  danger  now." 
Bre  his  band  could  press  the  trigger,   "Crack!"  there  came  a  pistol's  sound, 
And  the  old  man,  siiot  and  dying,  sank  upon  the  firelit  ground. 
Then  the  miscreant  who  fired  it,  turned  away  and  would  have  fled, 
But  tlie  miners  caught  and  held  him,  like  a  lamb  to  slaughter  led. 
Painfully  the  dying  wanderer,  creeping  slowly  to  his  knees. 
Raised  his  gun  and  slowly  aimed  it,  crying  softly,  "Nellie  seesl  " 
"  Crackl  "  and  wildly  the  assassin,  clutching  at  his  bleeding  chest. 
Reels  and  falls  across  the  camp-fire  with  the  bullet  in  bis  breast. 
Slowly  spoke  the  dying  wanderer:   "Nellie,  Nellie  saw  him  fall, 
And  it  was  the  gun  that  killed  her  that  sent  forth  the  fatal  ball."      ... 
Tender  arms  were  there  to  hold  him— lower,  lower  sank  his  head- 
Just  a  single  cry  for  Nellie,  and  the  poor  old  man  was  dead. 


^  «  » 


— A  Mempbis  darkey  who  stole  a  mule  tried  to  engage  a  lawyer 
who  once  saved  him  from  prison.  Tlie  lawyer  said  he  could  not 
help  him  until  he  paid  his  fee  in  the  former  case.  "  Why,  boss," 
exclaimed  the  disconsolate  darkey,  "  I  stole  dat  mule  'specially  to 
sell  him  and  pay  you."  At  last  accounts  he  was  still  without  a 
legal  adviser. 


COME    BACK,    O'RILEY. 
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Words  by  S.  H.  Brenner.     Music  by  Kiclmrd  Stahl. 


Our  club  has  lost  a  member,  he'd  not  l>een  with  ns  long; 
Bui  while  he  was  among  us,  he  "  touched  "  us  good  and  strong. 
When  shades  of  night  are  falling,  his  victims  all  are  found 
Upon  the  club  piazza,  passing  sympathy  around. 
There's  Timothy  Gilhooly,  Dan  Murphy  and  McPhee, 
O'Dooley,  and  yours  truly,  and  that  little  dude,  McQee. 
With  smoking  and  with  drinking,  the  hours  so  slowly  wane. 
Of  O'Kitey  we  are  thiukiug,  as  we  sing  itiis  ead  refraiu: 

'  '  Cborus. 

Come  back,  O'Riley,  wherever  did  yon  got 
We  tlioiigbt  of  you  so  highly,  why  did  you  leave  ns  so? 
Come  back,  O'Riley,  and  pay  us  what  you  owel 
Come  back,  O'Kiley  1  *  Come  back. 

Four  Irishmen  were  passing  where  a  bullock  was  confined. 
They  stopped  to  look  him  over,  he  didn't  seem  to  mind; 
O'Riley's  red  bandanna  was  fiourislied  'round  his  nose; 
The  animal  espied  it,  and  wraihfully  be  rose. 
"Stand  firm,  b'ys,"  said  O'Riley,  "it don't  look  well  to  run; 
You  grab  his  tail,  McGuffey,  I'll  show  yez  all  some  fun." 
McGjifEey  followed  orders— his  bosom  friend  he  mourns; 
The  others  held  the  bullock's  lege,  O'Riley  grabb'd  its  horns: 

Chords. 

Come  back,  O'Riley,  wherever  did  yon  gof 

We  thought  of  you  so  higlily,  why  did  you  leave  us  so?    ' 

Come  back,  O'Riley,  we'll  wait  for  you  below. 

Come  back,  O'Rileyl  *Come  backl    . 

O'Riley's  younger  brother,  with  several  of  his  friends. 

On  Sundays  seeks  Manhattan,  where  time  and  casii  he  spends. 

A  week  ago  last  Sunday,  it  somehow  came  about. 

He  reached  the  steamer  landing  just  as  the  boat  pulled  out.. 

His  friends  stood  on  the  steamer,  and  shouted  jests  unkind. 

"Begorra,"  said  O'Riley,  "I'll  not  be  left  Inihind.  " 

Then  rolling  up  his  trousers,  he  made  a  flying  leap. 

O'Riley's  feet  were  heavy,  aud  the  river  it  was  deep: 

Cbobds. 
Come  back,  O'Riley,  wherever  did  yon  gof 
We  thought  of  you  so  highly,  why  did  you  leave  us  so? 
Come  back,  O'Riley,  you  must  feel  damp  below. 
Come  back,  O'Riley  I  *Come  back. 

We  had  an  Irish  servant,  with  bright  vermilUon  hair, 
Who  made  so  many  blunders  siie  drove  us  to  despair. 
She  loved  a  fat  policeman,  likewise  the  butcht^r'e  t>oy: 
Aud  with  our  pautry's  couteutB  she  filled  tlieir  hearts  with  joy. 
One  day  she  built  a  fire — the  kindling  wood  was  green; 
To  make  it  light  more  quickly,  she  fetched  some  kerosene: 
She  stooi>ed  low  to  apply  it — her  hair  was  far  from  black; 
Oh,  nevermore  she'll  try  it,  Mies  Riley  ne'er  came  back. 

Chorus. 
Come  back.  Miss  Riley,  wherever  did  you  go? 
We  thought  of  you  so  highly,  why  did  you  leave  as  act 
Come  back,  Miss  Riley,  we'll  wait  for  you  below! 
Come  back,  Mies  Riley t  *Come  back! 

A  pretty  girl  in  bloomers.  Miss  Riley  was  her  name; 
When  scorching  on  her  cycle,  made  other  maids  seem  tame. 
No  grade  too  sharp  for  coasting,  no  bill  too  steep  to  climh; 
Miss  Riley,  iu  iier  bloomers,  was  wheeling  all  the  time. 
One  day  she  struck  a  hillock,  some  twenty  miles  from  town; 
And,  in  her  ilashing  manner,  she  soon  was  speeding  down; 
Ride  in  the  lady's  pathway  ('twas  such  a  runny  snap;, 
A  porcupine  capricious  had  stretched  to  take  a  nap. 

Chorus. 

Come  back.  Miss  Riley,  wherever  did  yon  gor 
We  tliought  of  you  so  highly,  why  did  yon  leave  ns  so? 
Come  back.  Miss  Riley,  your  fate  we  yearn  to  know! 
Come  back.  Miss  Riley!  ♦Come  back! 


*  All  shout  together. 


m%m 


—Kosciusko  Murphy,  who  is  remarkable  for  his  large,  generous 
ears,  has  had  a  falling-out  with  Miss  Esmeralda  Lougcoffin,  to- 
wards whom  he  had  been  suspected  of  entertaining  matrimonial 
intentions.  Somebody  asked  him  the  other  day  why  he  and  Mis.s 
Longcoffln  were  not  out  buggy-riding  as  much  as  usual,  to  whicli 
Kosciusko  replied  that  he  did  not  propose  to  pay  buggy  hire  for 
any  woman  who  called  him  a  donkey,  "  I  can't  believe  that  Miss 
Longcoffln  would  call  &xiy  gentleman  a  donkey  ?  "  was  the  reply. 
"  Well,  she  didn't  come  right  out  and  say  I  was  a  donkey,  but  she 
might  just  as  well  have  said  so.  She  hinted  that  much."  "  Wlmt 
did  she  say  ?  "  "  We  were  out  riding,  and  it  looked  very  much  like 
rain,  and  I  said  it  was  going  to  rain  on  us,  as  I  felt  a  rain-drop  on 
my  ear,  and  what  do  you  suppose  she  said  ?  "  "I  have  no  idea." 
"  Well,  she  said.  '  that  rain  you  felt  on  your  ear  may  be  two  or 
three  miles  off.'" 
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Worda  and  Music  by  Gea.  91  Cohan. 


A  Rroiip  of  hovfl  were  cluiffiiic,  on  a  plenaaiit  BUii>ni«T'ii  diiy, 

Tliey  were  teljint;  tales  and  liiuulii»K<  ■■>  ■(  pleasant  sort  of  way, 

A.  they  eiooU  tlieru,  imi<i<ed  tlicni  \\alkln<;  went  llie  inlKlitv  city's  throng. 

While  the  boys  were  ^aWy  taikiiii;  of  tnu  uirls  wlio  went  alonu, 

80  went  on  ilielr  conveixiition,  when  a  niuid  paeseil,  poorly  cliid. 

And  the  sikrns  of  diaeipatioii  rested  in  her  features  sad, 

And  as  by  Mhe  went,  one  of  the  buys  inanltH  he  tried  to  hurl, 

Wbeu  another  lad  spoke  aj*,  and  said,  "  Kciueiuber  she 'a  a  Kirl." 

CUORUS. 

Became  she's  not  a  beauty,  she  don't  deKerve  a  frowu. 
To  protect  her  t.  your  duly,  und  not  to  mil  her  (Ion  n : 
She  may  not  be  so  pretty,  or  whiit  you  call  u  "  jiearl," 
Nu  matter  what  her  fuuits  may  be,  renieuiber  bhe's  a  girl. 

The  way  their  pal  had  spoken,  all  the  boys  they  seemed  surprised. 

But  the  silence  was  not  hroken,  for  the  litd  wlioin  he  advised 

Kept  hie  eyes  upon  timt  inuiden  'till  .lie  vuinxiied  from  their  siuht, 

'I'hen  with  heart  so  sorrow  Imlen.  he  said:  "  Ned,  I  think  you're  right," 

And  liefore  ttie  uronp  departed,  they  all  shook  the  hand  of  Ned, 

And  as  to  their  homes  they  Siarted.  thought  of  what  the  lad  hiid  said. 

It  is  true  tliey  all  had  sisters,  and  tiieir  bniins  were  iti  a  wliirl, 

For  tbejT  ku«W  their  pal  had  rightly  suid,  "  Remviuber  she's  a  Kirl."— CAortM. 


f:  .; 


MY    BOY,    YOURE    IN    SOCIETY. 
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Words  by  Harry  B.  Smith.    Music  by  Ludwis  Enelaeiider. 

My  boy,  you're  in  society,  a  world  to  yon  imknowu. 

Where  every  rich  niiin  cuts  liio  poorer  brother. 

Where  none  itsl{  what  a  fellow  Is.  lint,  "  iiow  much  does  he  ownT  " 
Where  people  bure  themselves  and  bore  luch  other. 

So  bid  farewell  to  common  sense  and  ch'thes  that  neatly  fit; 
'  Bullish  misflt  to^s  you'll  wenr  wiili  great  propriety; 

Tou  must  wear  a  lonely  eye-gliii>i<,  tho'  you  cannot  see  with  It, 
Wheu  you  toddle  'round  in  upper  ten  society. 

I'll  try  to  recollect  it,  dear  papa! 

That's  right,  all  common  sensu  be  sure  to  slinn; 

Be  vapid,  and  as  rapid  and  as  frappeil  ao  you  can; 
'       Be  slliy,  damp  and  Chilly,  be  »■•  Kiily  as  yon  can. 

Exclusive  anu  abusive,  hut  effusive  to  the  rich. 

Remember  it's  sassieiy,  sassiety,  my  sou. 

When  yon  enter  a  saloon,  and  foul  men  offer  yon  a  seat. 

Don't  take  it  with  your  teetli— tlmi's  tie>-  ma'ivaiii/ 
Never  punch  a  duchess  In  the  rihs.  or  joke  about  her  feet; 

When  tliikes  sit  down,  ilon't  Jerk  their  chair«  away; 
Never  ask  a  little  marchioness  to  play  at  kissing  gaiues. 

Unless  she's  in  a  State  of  inebriety  : 
And  never  call  a  dowauer  a  "peach,"  and  such  like  names, 

For  it  iati^t  pf/m-d*-tei re  In  good  society. 
I'll  try  to  recollect  it,  dear  papat 
In  etiquette,  I  yield  the  palm  to  none! 
Be  vapid,  and  as  rapid  and  as  Trapped  as  you  can, 
Be  silly,  damp  and  cliiily,  be  iis  f^iny  as  \oii  can. 
Exclusive  and  ahiiHive,  but  effusive  to  the  rich. 
Remember  it's  sassiety,  sasaieiy,  my  sou. 

When  at  dinner,  if  tlie  butter's  stroni;,  turn  pleasantly  away; 

Not  swearini;,  but  renjarkiuj;  "  when  "  or  "gracious!  " 
And  if  you  find  uu  o>ster  that  is  worn  out  and  blu.«e. 

Drop  it  duwu  your  neighbor's  ijecU,  unosteutalioiis. 
Just  as  soon  ai«  yoa  begtu  to  ))uff.  stop  eating,  quick  as  thought. 

For  pnfQng  is  a  sicnai  of  satiety. 
Always  keep  your  walctcoat  buttoned  till  the  first  entree  is  brought, 

That's  considered  "  fatiKUe  "in  good  society. 
I'll  try  to  recollect  it,  dear  papal 
My  cigarette  [  pride  myselr  uiiou. 
Be  vapid,  and  as  rapid  and  as  frapped  as  you  can. 
Be  silly,  damp  and  chilly,  be  as  t-iiiy  as  }on  can, 
Exclusive  and  abusive,  but  effusive  to  the  rich. 
Remember  it's  sassiety,  euseiety,  uiy  auu. 

Don't  ever  shake  hands  hcnrtily,  for  that's  a  deadly  siu, 

'Twill  make  the  moat  aristocratic  flee;  you 
Always  shake  hands  as  a  turtle  flaps  his  clammy  starboard  flu. 

*•  Howr  do.  Old  Chappie,  deuced  glad  to  see  you  I" 


FORGOTTEN. 


Copyright,  18M,  by  The  ZsDO  Mauvais  Musk;  Co.     Entered  M  StaUou.rs'  Hall,  LonduB. 


All  rights  reaerred. 


.( 


The  Words  and  Husle  of  this  Sontt,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  wnt  to  any  ad- 
dresa,  |>a«t-|>ald,  nn  receipt  of  tO  cents:  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Sonfra  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  WHhmnn.ISO  A  IM  Park  How,  New  York,  or  85  *  S7  E.  Mmllnon  nt,Chlca(ro. 
Write  to  eltlinr  one  <if  the  above  addreiwen  for  Free  Oralou ue  of  Sonim.  Sonar  Books, 
Shset  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  F.  E.  Belden.    Music  by  D.  S.  Hakes. 


Like  the  roees,  torn  anil  faded. 

Like  the  blossoms,  ciusheil  and  dead; 
Like  the  day  by  iii^iit  o'ershaded. 

Like  a  dream  forever  fled, 
Are  the  dearest  friends  we  cherish, 

Wlieii  In  silent  sleep  they  lie; 
For  the  sweetest  buds  that  perish 

Are  forgotten  wheu  they  die. 

Cborcs. 
Beauty  fades,  and  roses  perish,  and  the  brown  leaves  scattered  lit; 
Aud  the  fondest  hopes  we  cherish  are  forgolteu  wheu  ihey  die. 

Sadly,  sweetly,  faintly  calling 

For  the  mate  that  ne'er  returns, 
Walts  the  bird  when  night  is  falling; 

And  his  lonely,  sad  heart  yearns 
For  the  darling  that  has  vanished. 

For  the  sweet  one  that  has  flown; 
But  how  soon  life  ■  grief  Is  banished, 

Aud  no  more  he  sings  alone.— C'AtWtM. 

Oil!  how  snoD,  our  forms  forgetting, 

Will  our  dear  ones  cease  to  weep, 
Cease  to  mourn,  and  cease  regretting 

When  iHMieath  the  bods  we  sleep; 
When  the  flowers  bloom  above  us 

That  were  watered  by  the  tears. 
And  the  frleiids  who  dearly  love  us 

Shall  forget  us  with  the  years.—  C/torui. 


EDITH    O^HARA. 

Copyright,  im.  by  The  Zeno  HauraU  Muslo  Co.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rtehta  reMrved. 


The  Worda  and  Muslo  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  any  ad- 

drs«a,  poat-|ialit,  on  receipt  of  <0  oeniH:  or  tliU  and  any  two  other  H'-nirs  for  One  DoIIkt, 
by  ll«nr)r  J.  Wrbninn,  ISO  A  IS»  I'urk  Kow,  NVw  York.  i,r  K  A  m  E.  MndUoii  Ht.Chtcaro. 

Writs  to  sither  on.  nf  the  abive  addresses  for  Free  Ciitaloirup  of  Smiirs.  Sontr  Books, 
Staeec  Muslo,  Qerman  Sodb  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Joke  fiouks.  ate. 


1  noUgll   kiiu,  m  •, /met  lilies  uv'iir, 

I'll  try  to  recollect  It,  dear  papa! 

Keep  on,  my  boy,  the  way  you  have  bep^un. 

Be  vapid,  and  as  rapid  and  as  frapped  as  you  ran. 

Be  silly,  damp  and  chilly,  be  as  L'tlly  us  you  cau. 

Exclusive  ami  abu!<ive,  but  effusive  to  tlie  rich, 

Reiueiiit)«r  it's  sassiety,  soesiety,  my  son. 


Wrliten  and  Composed  by  Jaa.  H.  Maivhall  aud  Walter  Wolff. 

• 

Oh!  it  used  to  be  down  on  the  Bowery, 

Wliere  the  hoys  and  the  girls  went  to  walk. 
That  I  first  met  Miss  Editli  O'Uara, 

She  was  known  as  the  iielle  of  New  York; 
Her  father  is  Street  Siip'rintendeut, 

And  has  all  the  Stylloh  ways; 
De  will  kick  if  she  walks  on  the  Bowery, 

But  will  smile  when  she  walks  on  Broadway. 

CeoRtTs. 
Broadway,  Broadway,  Broadway,  Broadway, 

Eillih  and  I  would  stroll; 
We  loiikieil  to  be  around  Canal, 

ButEdlih'H  old  man  would  scold. 
Broadway,  Broadway,  Broatlway,  Broadway, 

A  pretty  good  place,  1  swear- 
Give  to  me  the  Bowery, 

With  Edith  O'Hara  there. 

Oh!  of  Course,  when  we  meet  it  la  slyly. 

For  O'Uara  is  from  the  Kreen  Isle; 
Sure  if  anything  happened  to  Edith, 

I  think  the  old  iiiaii  would  go  wild; 
But  Eiilth  O'Uara.  I  love  her, 

And  never  her  feelingx  hurl. 
Anil  some  <lay  she'll  have  lots  of  the  iKiodle, 

Left  by  papa,  the  solid  old  Turk.— CAortM. 

We  had  made  np  our  minds  to  get  married, 

80  I  Called  on  the  old  gent  tnls  eve. 
Anil  I  asked  for  the  hnud  of  his  daughter. 

For  him  we  don't  want  to  deceive; 
Ue  list  to  our  pleailinKS  su  nicely, 

'I'heii,  tuiniui;  to  me,  did  say— 
"Toil  Can  marry  my  dear  daugliter  Edith, 

But  you  always  must  walk  on  Broadway."— CAort/s. 

•  s  • 


—A  testy  old  man  went  into  tlic  cellar  with  a  bandsomc  mug. 
to  draw  some  l)eer.  He  stumbled  and  fell  heavily  over  a  box. 
His  wife  called  out:  "My  dear,  h»ve  you  broken  the  nuij;?" 
Smartini;  with  pain,  he  replied:  "No,  but  I  will,"  and  imme- 
diately dashed  it  against  the  wall. 

—  A  gentleman  dining  at  a  hotel  where  servants  were  few  and 
fur  between,  despatched  a  lad  among  them  for  a  cut  of  beef. 
After  n  lung  time  the  lad  returned,  and,  placing  it  before  the  hun- 
gry gentleiniiD,  was  asked,  "Are  you  the  lad  who  took  my  plate 
for  tliis  beef?"  "Yes,  sir."  "Bless  me,"  resumed  the  hungry 
wit,  "how  you  have  grown!  " 
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Words  and  Music  by  Ambrose  H.  Thompaon. 

A  fair-haired  lad  was  leaving  linme  to  wundt-r  in  tlie  West; 

De'd  heard  of  wouderful  fortunes  that  were  found  In  tim  moantaln'a  breaet; 

A  L'rayliaired  mollier  lie  wus  leiivint;  in  u  cottuKe  home: 

A  fond  and  loving  evveetlieart  t>ai<l,  '*  Plctist*,  won't  you  stay  at  bomet" 

On  her  knees,  olie  )>et;i!ed  of  liim,  i>ut  pleailiu^  wus  in  vain, 

Tlie  lad  liad  made  up  his  mind  to  liavu  liig  own  sweet  way. 

"  Why  Ciin't  I,  juet  ilie  eanie  as  other?,  make  u  fortune  itreat; 

Tb«u  retora  to  mother  aud  injr  duriiug  aweeiLeart  Katel " 

■■.■■■■     BEntAIN.  ■/  -.;'-"'  '"      ' 

Don't  leave  yonr  liome.  Jack,  don't  (JO  away. 
Stay  at  home  with  mother;   do,  lad,  I  pray; 
Toa  linow  I've  not  long  to  lire,  why  will  you  roamf 
Stay  here  with  me,  boy,  please  stay  at  home. 

Amonest  the  moautains  stood  a  cal>Jn  that  was  built  of  logs, 

Wiihin  there  sat  a  miner,  and  beside  him  sat  his  dog^; 

Then  he  heKau  to  maruiur,  "  Why  should  I  my  fate  bemoanf 

I've  hunted  tlirongli  theeu  mnautains,  and  I've  upturned  ev'ry  stone. 

it  ears  have  iiaseedslnce  I  left  home,  no  word  I've  heard  from  Kate; 

I'll  iry  again  to-morrow,  see  what  shall  be  my  fate." 

Next  morning  he  was  worklnt;  witii  his  pick  and  with  his  spade; 

Then,  bending  low,  what  met  his  gazef  'tie  gold,  "  my  fortune's  made."— i2<^. 

A  gray-haired  man  came  wand'ring  back  to  his  once  happy  home;       . 

He  giiied  into  the  window,  all  within  was  dark  and  gloom; 

Ilia  chin  fell  down  upon  liia  breast,  and  tears  came  to  Ids  eyes; 

He  remembered  how  mother  plead  to  not  break  his  home  ties. 

Years  had  pa»eed,  his  mother  died,  caiiseci  by  a  l>rokeii  heart; 

Ills  eweetbeart  wed,  'twus  paid  he  died  "  killed  by  lif;htnlug's  dart." 

What  is  my  fortune  to  me  now  tliat  all  I  love  are  dead; 

Then  to  him  came  back  the  words  his  dear  old  mother  said:— i^tf/roifl. 
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By  0«).  S.  Beale,  Jr.  " 

If  all  our  wants  coald  be  fulfilled  we'd  not  be  satisfied, 
For  we  are  always  craving  for  llie  things  we  are  denied. 
If  we  Could  have  the  earth  and  ail  the  goods  It  could  bestow, 
We'd  soon  grow  tired  of  it  all  and  think  life  rather  slow. 
For  you  kuow 

Cbords. 

We  are  always  wanting  something  more, 

We  don't  want  the  same  thing  o'er  and  o'er, 

Always  guessing  wliat  fate  has  for  us  In  store. 

We  are  always  wanting  something  more,  more,  more,  more. 

One  sweetheart's  not  enough  for  na,  and  when  we  take  a  wife^ 
We  soon  grow  discontented  with  the  modes  of  married  life. 
And  when  the  little  children  come  to  bless  our  wedded  lives 
Bach  time  we  want  a  buby  boy  a  little  girl  arrives. 
For  you  know— (7Aor«». 

If  yon  should  meet  a  charming  little  maiden  on  the  street. 
And  yon  have  Just  a  dollar  in  your  pocket — be  discreet — 
And  should  she  say,  "  If  you  insist,  I'll  take  a  diink  with  yea," 
Look  out  and  see  tliut  there  is  not  a  wine  list  there  in  view. 
For  you  know— CAofiM. 

When  travelling  in  a  railway  train  beside  a  pretty  gfrl, 
A  man  will  often  pray  that  tliroueh  a  tunnel  they  may  whirl. 
For  he  can  read  her  tliuuuhts  by  Low  she  winks  tlie  other  eya 
And  Says  that  convert>ation  always  mak«s  her  lips  so  dry. 
For  you  know— C'Ao»'((#. 

'Tis  quite  a  common  happenintr,  when  walking  down  the  strwt, 
To  see  a  lady  s  lifted  skirt  reveal  an  ankle  neat, 
And  tliouuh.  at  times,  tho  men  regard  the  action  as  a  bluff. 
They  say  the  puddles  in  the  street  are  not  quite  deep  enoogh. 
For  you  know.— C'Awta. 

Now,  boys,  if  you  have  brought  yonr  best  girl  here  to  see  the  show, 
Be  eure  (bat  some  side  street  you  take  us  homeward  bound  yon  go; 
Keep  far  away  from  all  cafes  and  ice  cream  parlors,  too, 
For  when  you're  married,  this  dear  girt  will  throw  it  up  at  yon. 
For  yoa  know— CAo>'««. 


*%m 


— A  negro  driver  of  a  coach  in  Texas,  stopping  to  get  some 
water  for  the  young  ladies  in  the  carriage,  being  asiied  what  lie 
stopped  for,  replied:  "  I  am  watering  my  flowers."  A  more  deli- 
cate compliment  could  uut  have  been  paid. 

— A  loquacious  lady  commenced  to  tell  her  complaint  to  Dr. 
Abernetby.     The  doctor  said:  "  How  long  will  it  take  to  tell  the 
,  story  ?"  "  Twenty  minutes,"  said  she.     He  said:  "  Go  on,  I  will 
]  be  back  from  the  next  street  by  the  time  you  have  done," 
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'  .   .    Words  by  Fred  C.  Vorhauer.     Music  by  Will  A.  Vurbauar. 

•  V-a-a— e-a-r.    Vassar— Vasear.    Rah— Rah— Rah. 

Introduction's  not  required,  you  have  heard  of  ine  before, 
The  |>et  of  aristocracy,  a  girl  wIkiiii  all  udiire. 
Appieciuting  iiouors,  well  earned,  all  must  confess, 
1  hold  them  too — you  bet  I  do— you  Can't  help  answerlnR  yea. 
Don't  think  that  I'm  coiiceiied,  it'o  just  my  Unshing  way 
That  stiina  the  tweiitlelh  century  sports  and  caiisve  them  to  say: 
"  Who  la  that  maid,  witli  medals  <>n,  tvho  looks  like  dutcbess  grand," 
It's  Violet,  now  don't  forget,  and  tbonsauds  seek  my  baud. 

Ohouits. 
For  I  am  Violet,  the  Vassar  CoIIpbc  pel, 
I  am  the  favorite  of  ev'iy  West  Point  cadet, 
I  am  tlie  nation's  pride,  I  siai.d  witlioiii  a  peer: 
When  I  pa^a  by,  the  bovs  salute  and  loudly  cheer; 
There  goes  Violet,  the  Vasear  C<)lleKe  pet, 
8lie  Is  the  ruler  of  the  swellest  SdCiul  aet, 
Fairest  of  the  fair,  tliere's  none  with  lier  compare, 
O  Violet,  our  Violet,  the  Vassar  College  pet. 

I've  learned  each  study  perfect,  just  what  to  do  and  say. 

The  art  of  captivating  I  have  sindied  every  day; 

Infatnallun  ev'ry  one— they  do  just  as  I  will; 

1  alwava  win  in  ev'rytiiing,  my  place  with  pride  I  fill. 

As  a  singer  I  surprise  the  critics  riglit  and  left; 

In  running  o'er  tiie  scales  like  this,  I  never  take  a  breath. 

There's  none  who  can  outshine  me,  no  matter  Where  I  go, 

They  love-making,  I  hearts  breaking,  juat  by  say  tio.—  V horut. 

*We  would  snggest  giving  the  "yell  "  behind  the  scenes  with  as  much  as- 
sistance as  poeaible,  to  bring  the  performer  on. 


HE    STOLE    MY    G-IRL    WITH 
THAT    TURA-LU. 

Copyright,  ItM.  by  The  Zano  Uanvais  Uuslo  Co.    EuMrad  at  SUtlonsn'  Hall,  London. 

All  rigliM  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Soni;.  arrangred  for  the  piano,  will  tie  sent  to  any  ad- 
drass,  post-t>ald,  on  receipt  of  10  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  *  13S  Park  Row.  New  York;  or85*S7E  Mndison  st.Ohtoaffo. 
write  to  either  one  of  the  ab.ive  addrcfwes  for  Free  Cotalotrue  of  Soiiira.  Sonir  Books, 
Sbaat  Ktisle,  Qarman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Jas.  B.  Maraliall  ft  Walter  WoUL 

I'se  a-Iookin' for  Jeff  Jones, 

The  coon  who  plays  that  darned  old  sazaplione 

Haa  stole  my  girl  away,  and  with  hlin  she  am  fiown. 

I'll  not  say  one  word  till  I  do  come  across  him, 

And  tlien  you'll  see  a  coon  a-moviu'. 

With  his  sazaphoue. 

Chords. 
Blow,  blow  on  the  clarinet;  blow,  blow  on  the  horn; 
Blow,  blow  on  the  suzaphone;  my  heart  and  girl  am  gone. 
With  that  tu-ru-lu|^vlth  that  tti-ru-Uiiu, 

And  he  stole  my  girl  Hith  that  tii-ra-lo, 
With  that  tu-ra-lu,  with  that  tu-ra-lnm. 

And  he  stole  my  girl  with  that  tu-ra-la. 

I'll  not  rest  at  all 

Till  I  can  play  the  umpnrdellurre, 

Jnat  us  good  as  lie  can,  and  cutch  another  wench. 

I'll  practice  ail  day,  all  niglit,  and  on  a  Sunday, 

Just  for  to  show  that  fine-haired  nigger 

I've  got  a  little  Sense.— C'Acru*.  J 

I  play  now  myself; 

Toil  onglit  to  see  those  cocne  a-winging. 

When  I  play  npon  the  unipur  at  Ephriain's  summer  dance. 

I  Catch  ttlRlie  girls,  but  all  the  couna  am  Jeuloua, 

Because  1  play  upon  tlie  unipur. 

And  put  them  in  a  trance.— C'AofUf. 

I've  got  Jiow  a  ciri 

Who  loves  to  liear  the  nmpardellarre, 

Played  by  me  at  night  time,  in  daylight  or  at  morn. 

Lucinda  I'll  wed,  she  said>-if  we  should  have  ten  pleeaniuies. 

They  alionid  learn  the  ninpar 

Aa  soon  as  they  were  born. —  Ch&ru$. 


—A  young  man,  suffering  from  hereditary  gout,  said  he  didn't 
mind  the  pain  of  it  so  much  as  the  thought  of  some  old  ancestor,  { 
who  had  ill!  the  fun  of  acquiring  this  precious  heirloom,  while  he  ( 
hud  to  suffer  without  the  previous  pleasure. 

— Two  brothers,  A  and  B,  walking  on  Broadway,  met  three 
charming  little  fair-haired,  prattling  cliildren:  "I  must  si)eak  to 
those  children,"  said  A,  "  they  are  my  nephews  and  nieoes."  "Ah  I" 
said  B.  "  as  I  have  no  nepliews  and  nieces,  I  shall  walk  on. "  How 
was  this?  They  were  B's  children,  ( 
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MY    PRETTY    NELLIE    MAY. 

CopyrlKbt,  18M.  by  A.  M  Hall.    AU  rigbta  reaenred. 

The  Word*  uid  Muale  of  thia  flotifr.  arranKed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre*.,  poet-i>ald,  on  receipt  uf  40  cent.;  ur  this  and  any  two  uther  H->n|{e  '<>r  One  Dollar, 
by  Heiirj  J.  Webman,  130  A  IM  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  85  ft  87  E.  Madlmm  St., Chicago. 
Write  tn  eltlior  one  of  the  ab'ive  aridremeii  for  FrM<<  Catalogue  of  8onira,  Sonx  Booki, 
Sheet  Mualo,  Qeruuui  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writera,  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Words  by  B.  F.  Harnett.     Music  by  Emily  Smith. 


At  tbe  corner  of  the  street  dwells  tlie  etrl  that  I  adore. 
So  bewitching,  fair  and  eweet,  elie'll  he  iiiiue  forevermore, 
I  love  her  and  ehe  luvea  me,  I  see  her  every  day, 
Aud  very  boou  luy  wife  she'll  be,  my  pretty  Nellie  May. 

Reprain. 
I  love  her  and  slie  loves  me, 
Soon  we  will  marry,  my  pretty  wife  the'll  be, 
Then  we'll  live  touelher,  uevt-rmore  to  purl. 
Then  pretty  Nellie  always  will  be  my  sweetheart. 

The  wedding  day's  not  far  away,  the  boys  and  girls  will  all  he  there, 
Happy  I'll  be  Ihat  welcome  day,  when  Nellie  is  my  bride  so  fair; 
None  could  make  a  better  wife,  none  more  true  aud  kind; 
Hbe'll  help  m«  Ibro'  this  world  of  strife,  no  belter  wife  could  I  find.— Ac/°. 


IF    YOU    WILL. 

CopyrlKbt,  1896.  by  A.  M.  Halt    AU  rlsbts  reserved. 

The  Word*  and  Hualc  of  this  Sohk.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  t>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreaa,  poaC-pald.  on  receipt  of  40  cent«:  or  thIa  and  any  two  other  HnnKa  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehinan.  130  *  132  Park  Row.  New  York:  or  S5  A  87  K  Madlaon  Ht.,('hloaffo. 
Write  t<i  eltlier  one  of  the  ab.ive  addresses  for  Free  Catalouue  of  8onir*.  Sonir  BooKSi 
BtM«(  Musl«,  tiermaa  Song  BouUs,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Boulu,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Sigfrid  Stenbaminar. 


Ab  my  tboDiihta  wander  hack  to  those  days  of  lou)(  ago. 

When  niidel  llowers  and  vines  we  used  to  play; 
I  remeinlMir  ao  well  how  u  maiden  1  did  know. 

Who  with  looks  of  cliilJIeh  love  to  me  would  aay: 
When  you  grow  lu  be  a  man,  we  will  marry  you  aud  I, 

And  live  in  yonder  cotlaiie  on  the  bill. 
And  theu  with  a  look  so  affectionate  and  shy 

iSlie  would  add,  wltb  a  amile,  if  you  will. 

Refrain. 
If  yon  will,  if  you  will  I 

With  the  sweetest  little  smile  She  would- add, 
When  you  j;row  to  be  a  man. 
Yes,  marry  me  you  cuii,     ' 
And  live  in  yonder  cottage  on  tbe  bill. 
If  you  will,  if  you  will! 

With  the  sweetest  little  smile  Bbe  would  add, 
When  you  grow  to  be  a  man. 
Yes,  marry  me  you  can. 
And  live  in  yonder  cottage  on  the  bill. 

Bat  no  longer  we  played  'midst  the  flowers  and  the  vine. 

And  the  girl  is  u  mem'ry  hut  to  me. 
But  I  never  forgot  iio^ahe  said  siie  would  be  mine. 

And  her  sunny  little  face  I  seem  to  see. 
As  ehe  aaid  when  you  are  big,  we  will  marry  you  and  1, 

And  live  in  yonder  cottage  on  tbe  bill. 
And  then  with  u  look  so  affectionate  and  shy, 

Uhe  would  add,  with  a  smile,  if  you  will.— V7«/;-ai/i. 


I'm  Lonely  Since  My  Baby's  Gone. 

CopyrlKhC.  1898,  by  H.  W.  Petrle.     All  rl^ta  reaerved. 

'  The  Word,  and  Huslo  of  tbis  Sonfr,  arranKed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
are*.,  pfwlrfald,  on  receipt  or  40  cente;  or  thla  and  any  two  other  H'<nirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Webman.  130  ft  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  85  ft  87  E.  Mndinon  Ht., Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sonirs.  Sohk  Books, 
BMM  Music,  Q«nuaa  Song  I^ouks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  and  Music  by  Barry  Emuierson. 


When  I  liear  de  darkiea  singin*. 
An' de  churcli-bells  am  u-ringiu'. 

Den  I  don't  know  what  to  do. 
For  1  feel  so  mighty  funny 
Since  I  lost  my  hahy  honey. 

And  I  don't  mind  telling  you. 
For  she's  gone  from  Alabama, 
Left  tier  poor  ole  darkey  mummy. 

And  she's  broke  my  heart  in  two. 
Ob,  come  back  to  me,  my  lady. 
Mow  tbe  groves  am  cool  an'  ahudy, 

*Canse  I'm  chokin'  back  the  tears  for  yoa. 

RKFRAIir. 

I*m  lonely  since  my  baby's  gone. 

My  tears  are  falling  night  and  morn; 

Come  back  to  me,  my  lady. 

The  groves  are  cool  and  shady, 

'Cauee  I'm  lonely  since  my  baby's  gone. 

When  I  see  de  star  a-winkin'. 
An'  it  aetM  one  off  a-thinkin'. 

Den  I  don't  know  what  to  do. 
For  I  bet  you  all  my  money 
That  my  little  baby  honey 

Is  now  mighty  lonely,  too;     . 
Au'  site  thinks  of  Alabama 
And  her  poor  ole  darkey  mammy, 
Au'  she  sometimes  thinks  of  me; 
All'  I'm  longin'  for  ray  lady. 
Now  the  groves  am  cool  an'  ehady— 

Oh,  come  back  my  lady  girl  to  me.—B^rain. 


Why  Should  You  Wait  till  To-Morrow. 

Copyright,  1SS6,  by  A.  H.  HaU    AU  rigbU  reaerved. 

Tha  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  tbe  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
draaa,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  ottier  Sonus  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  i;«  I'lxik  Row,  New  York;  or  K)  A  87  E.  MndlKon  Nt,t'hlca(ro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  CnlaloKiie  of  Hontrs.  SonK  Books, 
Sheet  Muslo,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dreain  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Graham. 


"  Why  were  yon  late  to-night,"  she  said,  "  yon  never  used  to  let  me  wait?  " 
Forgive  me,  love,  lie  said  to  her  as  he  approached  the  cottage  gate; 
He  saw  the  teardrops  in  lier  eye.  as  tliey  etrolled  down  the  same  old  way. 
Said  she,  "  When  shall  wu  married  be?  "  "To-night,"  be  eaid,  "  I  cannot  say. 

Refbain. 

Why  Bbonld  yon  wait  till  to-morrow,  give  me  yonr  answer  to-night- 
Have  I  loved  you  to  my  sorrow,  once  all  the  future  looked  bright; 
Why  should  we  wait  till  to-morrow;   tell  me  the  truth,  dear  heart. 
If  you  no  longer  love  me,  said  she,  'tis  best  for  us  to  part. 

"You  cannot  tell  me  now,"  she  auid,  as  slowly  home  they  took  their  way. 
"  Farewell,'"  be  wbis|>ered  at  the  gate.     Uood-bye  was  all  she  had  to  say. 
She  heard  the  marriage  liells  one  morn.     He  said  "  'twas  father'H  iaat  advice." 
Another  girl  with  wealth  bad  won,  the  first  became  love's  sacrifice.— 7/^rai/i. 


TLL    TELL    MY    MA    ON    YOU. 

Copyright,  1S9S,  by  Anita  Owen.    AU  rights  reaerved. 


The  Wnrdsand  Music  nf  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  t>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
di  ea.,  poat-t>aid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman,  130  ft  |:«  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  8.5  ft  87  K.  Madison  HL,('hlra(ro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ah.ive  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Snugs,  Song  Books, 
StMet  Muaic.  German  Soug  Books,  Lett«r  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  May  M.  TerwiUegar.    Music  by  Anita  Owen. 


A  little  girl  was  playins;  house,  n  roguish  lad  of  ten. 
As  she  would  sweep  the  crumbs  awuy,  lie'd  toss  them  back  again. 
lie  snatched  the  dimiiled  blue-eyed  doll,  and  boxed  it's  preity  ears. 
Poor  mamma  soothed  her  waxen  child,  aud  sobbed  amid  her  tears: 

.  Refrain. 
f'll  tell  my  ma  on  you  (mean  thing)  if  yon  don't  let  me  be, 
You're  always  banging  'round  when  I  am  playing  tea; 
You  often  take  my  part,  and  bring  me  sweetmeats  too. 
But  if  you  can't  behave  yourself,  I'll  tell  my  ma  on  you. 

And  Bometimes  on  their  way  to  school,  the  naughty  lad  would  meet 
One  whom  in  sport  he  seemed  to  think  just  ev'ry  bit  as  sweet. 
Soon  yearning  for  bis  little  love,  to  make  up  he  would  try. 
But  with  disdainful,  cherry  lips,  the  ^aloua  lass  would  cry:— Jief tain. 

But  cbildlBh  feuds  are  quite  forgot  when  they  have  older  grown. 

And  oft  he'll  vow  that  on  this  earth,  be  loves  but  her  alone; 

At  lust,  in  answer  to  liia  |>lea,  she  named  the  happy  day. 

Theu  raised  her  merry,  laughing  eyes,  and  mockingly  did  t^y.-Jtefmiii. 


Mamie  Casey  from  Cush-a-la-row. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  A.  M.  Hall.    All  rights  reaerved. 


The  Word,  and  Music  nf  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dresa,  po«l-|iaid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  HniiKS  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Webinan,l30ft  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  urS5ft  87  E.  Madison  Ht.,('hloagn. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Snnga,  Song  Book., 
Sheet  Music,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Allen  J  Queria. 


Sweet  little  Mamie  Casey 

Lives  down  in  Cusb-a-la-row, 
Sbe'B  the  belle  of  the  neighborhood 

And  ev'rywhere  she  goes; 
She,  of  course,  is  my  sweetheart. 

And  ev'ry  one  does  know 
She's  the  pride  of  my  heart,  and  I  ne'er  could  part 

From  the  euushiue  of  C'ueh-a-la-row. 

Refrain. 
Mamie  CaBey  from  Cush-a-la-row, 

She  is  tbe  sunshine  wherever  she  goes; 
When  you  pass  the  way  the  hoys  they  all  say, 

Ah,  there's  Mamie  Casey  from  Cusli-a-la-row. 

Every  morn  at  seven 

I  meet  her  at  her  door. 
Side  by  side,  just  like  my  bride. 

To  work  we'd  stroll  along; 
When  my  toil  is  over. 

And  the  wliistle  blows, 
I  meet  my  Mame  at  Maiden  Lane, 

Aud  theu  for  home  we  go.—Jtefrain. 

When  I  wed  my  Mamie 

I'll  bet  you  all  will  know. 
We'll  send  invitations 

To  ev'ry  one  we  know; 
I  am  quite  Bure  that  she  loves  me. 

So  she'll  not  decline, 
And  when  she  is  mine,  a  flat  I'll  find 

Down  Id  Cusb-a-la-row.— /f«/';atn. 


When  is  a  baby  like,a  canaibal?  When  it  eats  its  pap. 
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OUR  HEARTS  THEY  ARE  LIGHT. 

Copyrigbt,  ISM,  by  T.  B.  Harms  <fc  Oo.    EngliBb  copyright  tecored. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Word!  and  Ha«lc  of  tbia  Sodk,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
drem,  po«t-i>al(t,  on  receipt  of  40  oente:  nr  this  and  any  two  uther  Sonifs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.130  A  132  Park  Kow.  New  York;  or  86  *  87  K.  Madl»on  8t, Chicago. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sontrs.  Sons  Booka, 
Sheet  Music,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Booka,  etc. 


Words  by  J.  Cheever  Goodwin.    Music  by  Woolson  Morse.  1 

Onr  hearts  they  are  llcht,  and  our  faces  are  bright. 
And  we're  all  in  onr  Sunday  bei«t  t>edight, 
With  spirits  elate,  and  eagerness  great. 
This  joyful  occasion  to  Celebrate. 
Clirist'nines  don't  come  every  day, 

More's  the  pity,  more's  the  pityl 
And  what  does  the  apothegm  say. 

Wise  anil  witty,  wise  and  witty: 
"Youth  is  tlie  time  to  laiigli  and  play,  ^ 

Gather  ye  rosebuds  while  ye  may. 
For  youth  will  fly  and  roses  die. 
So  while  the  sun  shines,  make  yoar  bay." 
Literal  BUD,  metaphorical  hay. 
"  While  the  suu  shines,  multe  your  hay." 


SHE    WAS    HIS    DAUaHTER. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  A.  M.  Hall.    All  rights  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
drena,  post-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Snnirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  <%  132  Park  Knw,  New  York:  or  85  A  87  E.  Madison  Rt, Chicago. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  the  above  addretwes  for  FYee  Cotalogue  of  Songs,  Song  Books, 
Bheet  Music,  Qermaa  Song  Books,  Letter  Write-^,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  B.  F.  Bamett.    Mvsic  by  Emily  Smith. 


The  court-room  it  was  crowded,  the  pris'ners  stood  in  line,    ' 

Amidst  them  was  a  woman  young  and  fair: 
Her  face,  which  told  of  hap|)y  days,  of  luxury  and  wealth,    . 

Caused  every  one  to  look  at  lier  and  stare; 
They  called  tier  to  the  wretclied  l>ar,  while  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks, 

In  disgrace  she  drop(>ed  tier  curly  liead, 
As  the  stern  old  judge  gazed  on  her  face,  bis  own  turned  very  pale, 

She  was  his  child,  who  ouce  from  home  had  fled. 

Refrain.  y 

She  was  his  daughter,  whom  he  loved  so  well; 
She  was  his  darling,  tlie  pretty  village  belle; 
Tbo'  she  may  have  fallen,  nor  yet  to  home  returns, 
She  was  his  daugliter,  for  whom  his  heart  still  yearns. 

For  a  moment  all  was  quiet,  the  judge  then  rose  and  said, 

"  1  cannot  sentence  any  one  to-day," 
Just  then  a  youth,  with  tear-4immed  eyes,  approached  the  judge  and  said. 

She  is  my  wife,  please  let  lier  go,  I  pruy. 
"I'm  glad  of  tliat,^'  the  judge  replied,  and  then  he  bade  her  go. 

Then  quickly,  arm  in  arm,  tliey  walked  away. 
If  her  dear  old  mother  only  knew,  her  poor  old  heart  would  break, 

She'll  never  know  what  happened  here  tu-day.— £«/^rain. 
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Christmas  Bells  Are  Ringing. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Will  Qodwin. 


AN    OLD    RHYME. 
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By  W.  Legraiid  Howland,  Op.  19. 

One  T  love,  two  I  love,  tliree  I  love,  I  say; 

Four  I  love  with  all  my  heart,  and  flvQ  I  cast  away. 

Shall  I  marryf  No,  rif  tarry  till  there  comes  a  day, 

A  day  so  bright  when  love  with  wealth  by  chance  shall  come  my  way. 

Ah  I  aht  ah  I  abt  Shall  I  marry?  No  I'll  tarry.    Aht  aht  ah!  abt 


JUST     ANOTHER     G-IRL     WHO 
LEFT    A    HAPPY    HOME. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  H.  W.  Fetrie.     All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  anv  ad 
dresa,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40 cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  *  132  Park  Row,  New  York:  or8B*87  E  Madison  St  .Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  fur  Free  Cntalogue  of  Son,rs,  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bookis,  eta 


Words  by  Isaac  O.  Reynolds.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrle.  - 

In  a  cogey  little  cottage  dwelt  a  maiden  young  and  fair. 

The  idol  of  a  home,  her  parents'  pride. 
So  contented  and  so  happy,  for  the  old  folks  she  did  care 

Until  a  sweetheart  lured  her  from  their  side. 
*Twa8  the  old  tale  oft  re|>cated,  of  a  loving,  trusting  maid. 

Of  broken-hearted  parents  left  alone. 
Of  a  love  that  was  discarded,  and  a  sad  appeal  for  aid. 

Another  girl  who  left  a  happy  home. 

Refrain. 

Just  another  girl  who  left  a  happy  home. 

Just  another  girl  must  siruugle  all  alone. 
Just  another  broken  vow,  just  another  liomelees  now. 

Just  another  girl  who  left  a  happy  home. 

There's  a  maiden  sad  and  lonely,  who  has  wandered  l>ack  again 

To  see  the  old  folks  in  the  dear  old  home. 
She  line  stopped  heside  the  window  witli  lier  face  pressed  to  (lie  pain. 

And  from  her  lips  there  falls  a  hitter  moan. 
There  she  sees  Iter  dear  old  mother,  with  her  hair  now  turned  to  gray. 

Her  fatiier's  liead  in  shame  is  bending  low. 
In  a  voice  so  sad  she  murmurs,  "O,  if  I  could  only  stay. 

But  I  must  leave,  su  they  will  never  kaow, —He/rain. 


Michael  O'Flannigan  Dropped  from 

the  Sky. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Sigfrid  Btenhammar. 


All  hail  to  old  Father  Christmas  again, 

He  only  comes  once  a  year. 
With  a  song  or  a  tale,  or  a  cup  of  good  ale. 

It's  tlie  same  for  the  poor  as  the  peer; 
Good  fortune  attend  each  merry  man's  friend. 

Though  beauty  and  youth  may  decay, 
Forgetting  old  wrongs,  with  carols  and  songs. 

Will  drive  the  old  year  away. 

Chorus. 

Christmas  bells  are  ringing,  inviting  souls  to  pray. 
Fathers,  mothers,  sisters  and  brothers  are  happy  on  Christmas  day. 
Forgetting  old  wroncs,  with  carols  and  songs,  tlie  old  and  the  young  are^ay; 
We  welcome  the  New  Year  ouce  again,  and  drive  the  old  year  away. 

The  miiitletoe  sweet  is  the  emblem  of  love. 

No  matter  where'er  we  roam. 
Be  it  mother  or  miss,  beneath  it  a  kiss, 

Ami  it  hangs  (here  in  every  liome,  '   s  , 

In  palace  or  cot,  the  place  matters  not, 

Wherever  our  flag  is  unfurled, 
Fortet  and  fornivel  wherever  we  may  live,  '^ 

,      J  It's  Christmas  all  over  the  world.— CAorui.      '.     -  -  ; 

Then  think  of  the  ahsent  ones,  far,  far  away,    '.] 

Divided  l>y  deep,  rolling  seas. 
And  to-day  may  they  all  l)e  blessed  from  above,       ■      V       ,   : 
•      .     .  And  the  little  ones  spared  on  our  kaees;  ':       : 

Away  liiiriiB  the  log,  around  goes  the  grog,  •  '. 

The  old  and  the  young  ones  all  Bin:;,  .     .  '    • 

And  peace  and  good-will,  on  earth  it  is  still,      ••••;;,''  .^  . .:    ' 
.'.:■:.       As  joyously  all  the  bills  ring:— 67u>ft4«.    .•'-.•        j^-    *•.■. 
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Michael  O'Flannigan  dreamt  that  lie  found 

A  schooner  of  lager  as  hie  as  the  moon, 
De  started  at  once  on  a  walk  all  around. 

To  see  if  he  couldn't  get  into  it  soon. 
But  wiien  he  attempted  lo  climb  up  its  side. 

The  glass  proved  too  smooth  for  O'Flannigan 's  feet. 
And  lie  rested  a  wlii^e,  in  despair,  to  abide 

A  chance  to  get  at  it,  and  ground  his  teeth.    And— 

Chorus. 
Michael  O'Flannican  dropped  from  the  sky. 

Plumb  down  in  the  schooner  of  beer: 
Then  the  shock  woke  him  up,  and  he  shouted. 

Why,  it's  a  pity  I  woke  when  so  near. 

Scratching  Ills  head  and  thinking  it  hard. 

He  finally  hit  on  an  excellent  plan; 
Once  up  there  he  thouglit,  I  will  liave  my  reward; 

It  can  l)e  accomplished,  aiffl  I  am  the  man; 
He  started  to  hire  a  i;ri'at  big  Imlloon, 

And  got  all  prepared  for  a  trip  in  ttie  sky; 
If  I  hustle,  he  chuckled,  I'll  get  tiiere  by  noon. 

And  tackle  the  lager  beer,  too,  bye  and  bye.    Aai—C/unti$. 

Michael  stepped  in  the  balloon  and  let  loose; 

He  sliot  up  the  clouds  as  quick  as  a  flash. 
But  just  when  approachini;  the  precious  booze, 

Tlie  wliole  hiarsted  airslii])  collapsed  with  a  crash, 
And  down  went  Mike  with  the  bursting  l)alloon. 

Exclaiming,  in  haste,  as  he  fell  through  the  air. 
There  is  one  consolation,  I'll  tackle  it  soon. 

And  goon  a  jolly  and  glorious  tear.    And— CAoriM. 


I''  -*-^ 
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— "  I  occasionally  drop  into  poetry,"  as  the  inau  said  wlieo  he 

fell  into  the  editorial  waste  basket.         ,. ,   vi  ,    .  -.   ...  i 
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I  Want  to  Play  Ball  with  Yon,  Papa. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Q  E.  Deale.  Jr. 


In  a  preily  little  cottnge,  on  a  very  quiet  itreet, 

'I'liere  livei*  a  happy  coii|:l().  with  a  liubv  >>«y  Bii  sweet: 

Ev'ry  eveiiiiii;,  jiiHt  iit  hiiihIowu.  yon  will  hear  two  tiny  feet 

'I'odd'lini;  ilo^vii  I  lie  iii<ttnviiik,  with  a  kit*  to  pupa  greet; 

Papa  picKa  him  tip,  there  coidbs  niiimiiia,  too. 

"  Nuw,"  the  little  oue  lie  crtiB,  "1  wuui  tu  pluy  ball  with  70a." 

CHonrs. 
I  want  to  play  hall  with  yon,  papii;  I  want  to  play  hall  with  yon: 
Come  niitl  pliiy  will)  yotir  littU;  liov,  he's  heen  wiiiiiiit;  all  diiy  for  yon. 
I  am  awfully  Klad  to  »ee  yon,  pupa,  for  I  love  yon  fond  and  true; 
Yon  take  the  imt  and  I'll  lake  the  ball  and  throw  it  ri^ht  at  you. 

In  the  morn  when  he  awnkoe  the  first  thine  yon'll  hear  him  any, 
"  Where  is  pupil,  where  has  he  Kon>'— oh.  hits  lie  (fone  away?  " 
"Yes,  my  diirllii!;.  he  hue  i:<>ne  out  now  to  enrn  our  diiily  lircad," 
Says  (he  lovme  mother,  its  she  smootus  his  golden  liead. 
Where  is  my  l)aBe-baii,  and  wheiu  is  my  hnt? 
Pupa  said  he'd  play  with  me,  so  please  remember  that— CAottM. 


FILL    THE    VACANT    CHAIR 
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On  a  street  In  this  great  city,  at  the  close  of  one  hright  day, 

Hours  of  business  being  over,  folks  were  on  their  homewatd  way; 

I  strolled  along  at  leisure  on  that  busy  thoroughfare. 

When  I  saw  on  yonder  corner  11  rrowd  assembled  there; 

I  striiyed  amonu  that  busy  throng,  a  snd  scene  met  my  gaze, 

An  old  iniin  pale  and  liaKgavd,  a  girl  witli  teRrfiil  face, 

It  was  I  lie  old.  old  Story,  a  daughter  gone  astray. 

The  father,  sadly  pleading,  these  words  to  her  did  say: 

Cnoiirs. 
Come  home  and  be  onr  annshiiie.  the  past  we  will  forget. 

Don't  bilL'ht  our  lives  wnh  sorrow  and  with  care; 
Your  mother's  heiirt  is  ncliint;  just  to  see  \m\  once  again; 

Come  Lome  with  me  and  flii  llie  vacant  chair. 

The  pleadings  of  the  father  brought  buck  to  her  once  more 

PoiKlihoiigiits  of  home  and  mother,  the  liuppy  diiVB  of  yor<>: 

Sue  threw  her  arms  around  him  and  kissed  nis  careworn  face. 

The  past  was  all  forgoiien  in  mat  one  foud  embrace.  , 

I'll  try  and  .ive  life  o'er  again,  with  sohbing  voice  she  said, 

I've  caused  you  care  and  sorrow,  but  we'll  be  happy  yet. 

Then  with  tneir  faces  all  iiglow,  for  home  they  did  depart. 

The  crowd  dlsi>ers«d  with  tearful  eyes,  that  scene  had  tuuclisd  MCh  \\9kri.—  0ht>- 
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Pardon.  O  I  pray,  iiiy  ninnnor  shv, 

Mv  fawn-like  eyes,  my  down-cast  head; 
To  this  ureiit  world  amused  am  1, 

For  in  a  convent  I  was  hretl. 
There,  rapt  in  jiiety  and  love, 

AH  love  niid  joy  I  learned  tn  shOD; 
I  never,  never  suw  a  man  before. 

And  now  1  am  10  marry  oue. 

CnontTs. 

She  never  saw  a  m^  before. 

Atid  she  IS  now  to  nnirry  one! 

And  so,  mill  so,  yon  know,  you  know. 

That's  all  right,  dovey  dear,  we  know: 

It's  no  wonder  thiit  I  bliisli,  blush.  bInBbI  , 

It's  no  wonder  that  I'm  very,  very  coyi 

Such  a  host  nf  new  emotions  rush 
To  my  heart  In-fore  this  new  found  joy. 
I  am  told  that  I  must  kiss,  kiss,  kiss! 

Which  thrills  me  with  delightful  explanation. 
These  matters  of  the  heart,  of  lessons  formed  no  part 

At  the  convent  where  I  liad  my  education. 

Pardon.  O  T  prny.  If  I  don't  knnw 

The  Bvef'ige  L'irls  coqnettiBh  air*; 
I  never  It-iirned  such  ihiiiL'S.  although 

I  know  such  lots  of  iivnins  and  prayen. 
I'm  really  to  be  married  then. 

I'm  sure  III  prove  a  little  dunce. 
Good  LTiicious!  what  hii  iiwfiil  lot  of  men. 

To  show  a  poor  girl  all  at  once.— C//oi'"«. 


Words  by  J.  Cbeever  Qoodwtn.    Uuatc  by  Woulson  Morse. 


Oh.  Jean  and  Jacques  were  twine — 

It  is  thus  the  tale  lieglns - 

Who  both  were  soldiers  brave  and  bold, 

And  served  their  conntry,  not  for  gold; 

For,  for  all  Qolconda's  wealth  untold 

They  did  not  care  two  pins. 

Ta-ra-ra,  ta-ra-rat  thry  did  not  care  two  pina; 

But  they  longed  for  fume  and  glory— 

At  least  so  goes  the  story; 

For,  'iwlzt  you  and  nie. 

They  were  young,  you  see. 

And  romantic  as  youths  are  prone  to  be; 

80  they  yearned  for  the  field  of  battle. 

Where  the  spiteful  rifles  rattle; 

For  to  wade  through  uore. 

Where  the  cannon's  roar 

Was  their  hearts'  desire,  so  these  Idiots  Bworel 

But  they  longed  for  fame  and  glory— 

At  least  so  goes  the  story — 

For,  'twixt  you  and  me. 

They  were  young,  you  see. 

And  romantic,  as  youths  are  prone  to  be; 

80  they  yearned  for  the  field  of  battle. 

Where  the  spiteful  rifles  rattle; 

For,  to  wade  through  gore. 

Where  the  cannon's  roar 

Was  their  hearts'  desire,  so  these  Idiots  swore. 

At  laat,  on  one  fine  day— 

80  tbe  tale  goes  on  to  say— 

Their  Colonel  said,  "  By  all  that's  blue, 

Yuii  boast  so  much  of  whut  you'll  do. 

That  1  think  I'll  give  a  chance  to  yoa 

Your  courage  to  display. 

Ta-ra-ra,  ta-ra-ral  your  courage  to  display. 

To  the  one  who  proves  more  daring, 

I'll  give  this  cross  I'm  wearing; 

You  may  lake  a  week. 

During  which  to  seek 

An  occasiiiii  to  do  some  deed  nniqne 

That  will  show  you.  to  fear,  are  strangers. 

And  prepared  to  face  all  dangers, 

III  a  week  return, 

80  that  I  may  learn 

What  you  each  have  done  your  reward  toeaml" 

"To  the  one  who  proves  more  daring, 

I'll  give  this  cross  I'm  wearing; 

You  may  take  a  weeU, 

During  which  to  seek 

An  occasion  to  do  some  deed  nnique 

That  villi  snow  you,  to  fear,  are  strangero. 

And  prepared  to  face  all  dangers. 

In  a  week  return, 

80  that  1  may  learn 

What  yuu  each  have  done  tbe  reward  tn  sam." 

Jean's  ardor  naught  could  qnell— 

80  tbs  tale  goes  on  to  tell— 

Be,  when  the  week  allowed  was  o'er. 

Had  slaughtered  of  the  foe  a  score. 

And  captured  nearly  twenty  more — 

The  Colonel  said,  " 'Tis  well!" 

To-ra-ra.  ta-ra-ra  I  the  Colonel  said,  "  "TIs  well!  " 

But  to  Jean,  although  applauded. 

The  cross  was  not  awnrded. 

But  to  Jacques  instead. 

Who,  with  drooping  head 

And  a  stammering  voice,  to  the  Colonel  said, 

*'  I  Can  iioast  of  no  wholesale  slaughter. 

But  I've  wed  your  red-haired  daughter. 

By  the  risk  I've  run. 

Hat  the  cross  been  won?" 

Said  the  Colonel,  "  Sure!  in  a  walk,  my  aonl  '* 

But  to  Jean,  alUiongh  applauded. 

The  cross  was  not  awarded. 

But  to  Jacques  instead. 

Who,  witli  drooping  head 

And  a  staiiimering  voice,  to  the  Colonel  said, 

"  I  can  boast  of  no  wholesale  slaughter, 

But  I've  wed  your  red-haired  daughter. 

By  the  risk  I've  run. 

Has  the  cross  l>een  wonf  " 

8aid  tbe  Colonel,  "  Sure  I  in  a  walk,  my  son!  " 


—There  is  a  story  of  Solomon  not  contained  in  the  "  Book  of 
Kings."  Two  of  his  cotirt  damsels  had  a  row  as  to  precedence. 
Solomon  looked  kindly  and  said,  "  Let  tlie  oldest  go  first,"  and 
the  damsels  embraced  and  went  in  together  with  entwined  aims. 


—When  you  have  just  fifteen  minutes  in  which  to  eat  your 
breakfast  and  catch  the  train,  liow  it  does  soften  the  tender  lieart 
of  man  toward  tlie  gentler  sex  to  see  the  waiter  girl,  who  went  off 
to  get  his  order,  lean  up  against  the  sideboHrd,  go  to  sleep,  and 
dreaij  of  home  and  heaven  and  peace  until  the  whistle  blows. 
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WHEN    I    JOINED    THE    ARMY. 

OopjTicbt,  ISM.  by  T.  B.  H&rmt  *  Co.    Engllah  eopyricht  aMured. 


All  righu  referred. 


The  Word*  and  Matio  of  thi*  Bong,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  eent  to  any  ad- 
dreae,  poat-|>ald,  on  reoelpt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  aiiy  two  f>ther  Snnira  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Witbmftn.lSO  A  ISS  Park  Row,  New  York:  or8&  ft  87  K.  MndUon  8t. , Ch Icajro. 
Write  to  eltliar  one  of  tbe  abave  addreeoea  for  FreeCotaloiru«  of  flonirH,  Sons  Booki, 
Sheet  Moalc,  Oennao  Song  Pooks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


WorJs  by  J.  Cbeever  Ooodwin.    Muiic  by  Woolson  Mone. 


Ob,  when  I  Joined  tlie  nrmy,  a  soldier  for  to  be, 
I  never,  for  a  moment,  thooKlit  that  I  tlii»  dny  ahonld  see. 
Tbe  nergeaiit  who  enlisted  nie  was  careful  to  conceal. 
That  Instead  of  carving  foemen,  potatoes  1  must  peel. 

Chorus. 

potatoes  I  mnst  peel,  potatoes  T  mnet  peel: 

The  sergeant  who  enlisted  me  was  carefnl  to  conceal. 

That  instead  of  carving;  foemen,  potatoes  I  must  peel. 

With  dreams  of  fame,  of  glory,  the  serj^eanl  filled  my  head; 
And,  like  an  nddle-pated  ass,  I  swallowed  all  he  said: 
But  all  my  blooinini;  dreams  of  fame  bnvo  vanished  into  air. 
For  instead  of  plucking  laurels,  potatoes  I  must  part.  — Cho>-ui. 


BUY    A    BALLOON.     . 

Copyright.  18M,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 


J 


All  rights  reserved. 

J         The  Words  and  Hiisle  of  tbll  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  anv  ad 

S    dre«s,  pol<^lr«ld.  on  receipt  of  40  cent*;  or  this  and  any  tivn  lither  H'>nirs  for  One  DoUsr, 

by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  &  132  Park  Kow,  .\>w  York;  or  85  ft  K7  K.  MndiKon  st.,Chicog<«. 

Write  to  eltlivr  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cntaloeue  of  SonirK.  Sons  Books, 

Sheet  Uuf  io,  German  Song  Bouks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bo«ks,  etc. 


Words  by  J,  Cheever  Goodwin.    Husic  by  Woolson  Morse. 


Oh,  liere  yon  are,  here  yon  nrel  walk  np  gentleman  and  ladies: 
Throw  a  drowning  man  n  spirr,  somethint;  simply  uwfiil,  trade  is; 
Ere  my  powers  their  limit  reach,  and  to  suicide  I'm  driven, 
Buy  bulioons  at  two  sons  each;  at  tliat  price  uway  they're  given, 
Given,  given,  g'ven,  given. 

CaoBUS. 

Buy  a  balloon,  bny  a  balloon. 

To  carry  yonrinessages  np  to  the  moon. 

Tlie  man  in  the  moon  will  receive  tiiem,  "Collect," 

And  forward  them  anywhere  yon  direct. 

So  buy  a  l>al loon,  buy  a  balloon: 

Yon  may  l)e  too  laie,  and  you  can't  be  too  soon;    - 

So  grant  to  me  this  microscopical  boon. 

And  buy  of  me,  quick,  a  balloon. 

Be  pacified,  and  lay  aside  ideas  of  seIf-<leBtrnction: 
We  can't  withstand  yonr  manner  blaud  and  accents  of  seduction. 
Two  paltry  sous  we  won't  refuse  if  they'll  your  life  lie  saving; 
So  don't  delay,  but  quick  iiurvey  balloons  for  wtiick  we're  craving- 
Yea,  craving,  craving,  craving,  craving.— C/iOM<«. 


This  Up-to-Date  Girl  of  Mine. 

Copyright,  ISte.  by  O.  R.  E.  Kennedy. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Moslc  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  anv  ad 
dre«8,  poRt-i>atd,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Honing  ror  One  Dollar 
by  Henry  J  Wtihni»n.l30  *  1S2  Park  Row,  New  York:  or  86  ft  87  E.  Mndinon  St., Chicago." 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  Sonvn.  Sonir  Books 
Sheet  Uuslc,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks.  etc. 


By  Richard  R.  Hanch. 


Yon  talk  abont  yonr  maidens  with  liearts  of  gold, 

Yonr  bleached  blondes  itnil  tlntihing  bnineties. 
But  I've  got  a  sweetheart  thai  knocks 'em  all  cold, 

An  np-to.^ate  girl,  you  may  l>et. 
She  wears  flashy  bloomers  and  carries  a  cane; 

She's  a  girl  yon  don't  meet  every  day:  ■    •     '    ;  .•■        :■-■'-■ 

She  has  plenty  of  dough,  and  wherever  we  go,  '  , 

She  will  say:  "Now,  dear  boy,  let  me  pay,"       ' 

Cbobcs. 
She  l)ets  on  the  horses  at  all  the  race  courses,  her  eqnat  yon  never  could  find; 
Eacli  day  all  the  papers  give  space  to  her  cupers; 
She  glories  in  poker,  at  hilliards  she's  a  corner. 
This  Up-to-date  girl  of  mine. 

When  Inck  goes  against  yon,  and  yon  go  broke. 

Your  Bweetlieart  will  give  you  tlie  mitt. 
And  tarn  her  att«ullon  to  some  other  bloke; 

Your  pleadings  won't  lielp  you  a  bit. 
Now  sometimes  I  fly  just  a  little  too  high; 

1  go  broke,  and  my  girl  she  will  say: 
"  Here's  a  tlionsand,  old  man.  pay  it  back  when  yon  can. 

We  mnst  take  in  tbe  races  to-day."— 6' Ao>t<«. 

Now  sometimes  we  go  bathing  down  at  tbe  beach,    . 

You  ]uBt  ought  to  see  the  guys  stare: 
For  wlien  she  tries  swimming,  my  girl  is  a  peach, 

1'he  flsbes  witli  her  can't  compare. 
We  lake  in  the  op'rii,  and  after  the  show        •.         %  , 

We  go  out  to  a  cafe  and  dine: 
O,  life  is  all  pleasure  witli  tliis  little  treasnre, 

And  tliere'a  no  other  girl  quite  like  vaiae.—  CfiOtiit. 


cv/.  '»'^vi»,. 


STORIES  WE  READ  EVERY  DAY 

Copyright,  IMS,  by  Mitchell  Publishing  Hooss.    English  copyright  seonrad. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Unsle  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  aid- 
dress,  poet-i>aid,  on  reoelpt  of  10  cenu:  or  this  and  any  two  other  8nngs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Webraan.  ISO  ft  ISZ  Park  How,  New  York :  orSSftSTK.  Madlmn  Rt,Chleaaro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  Son^s,  Song  P'WM^ 
Sheet  Uusio,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Will  E.  Nankevllle. 


In  tills  world  of  care  and  sorrow,  oft-times  siglits  will  come  \d  view. 

Poverty,  distress  and  eickness,  dissipation,  death  comes  too: 

Tilings  iliat  seem  to  ns  so  common,  scenes  that  ofi-tinies  make  one  start. 

Now  and  then  we  read  tlie  story  of  nnotlier  broken  heart: 

See  that  widowed  mother  toiling  all  day  for  her  cliiUlreii's  bread. 

Fondly  cherishing  the  roem'ry  of  her  dear,  deparied  dead. 

Sickness  comes  and  then  privations,  then  the  landlord  cnmes  for  rent, 

Wbeu  slie  tells  liim,  I've  uo  money,  out  Into  the  street  she's  sent. 

Cbobus. 
Life's  story  told  o'er  again. 

With  all  its  sorrow  and  pain; 
Eeep  that  motto  in  view. 

Do  to  others  as  you  wonld  wish  tbem  to  do  jon  the  same; 
Oft  a  kind  word  now  and  then 

Will  help  some  poor  soni  on  their  way. 
Beggars,  hungry  and  poor,  some  will  turn  from  their  door, 

Are  stories  we  read  every  day. 

There,  before  a  judge  and  jury,  sits  a  pris'ner,  yonng  In  years. 
Charged  with  tlieft  by  his  employer,  pleading  innocence  in  tears. 
Htirkl  the  judge  has  called  the  pris'ner,  comu  before  me  now,  he  said, 
Where's  your  parents,  asked  hie  honor.    'I'here  sits  mother,  father's  dead; 
'i'lieii  the  judge  removed  iiis  glasses,  as  that  moilier  rose  and  said: 
"  Please,  your  lienor,  sliow  him  mercy.    Won't  yon  sentence  me  Instead?" 
Your  iionor,  said  the  prosecutor,  the  lightest  punishment's  two  years. 
Stop,  sir;  I'll  discharge  tiie  pris'ner,  tlien  the  conrt^room  rang  with  cheers. 

—VkamiM. 
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The  Kiss  You  Steal  in  the  Dark. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  T.  B.  Harms  ft  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 
'    .  :'  '  All  rights  reserved.  :^ 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  t«  anv  ad 
dreos,  |>o)•^t'ald,  on  receipt  at  40  cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  ror  One  Dollar, 
by  Heiirv  J.  Wehman.  130  ft  132  I'nrk  Row.  New  York:  or  86  ft  87  K  Madiaon  8t, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cutalojrue  of  Rong-s.  Souk  Books, 
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Words  by  J.  Cheever  Goodwin.    Music  by  Woolson  Morse. 


Kisses  vary  greatly. 

Some  you  give  sedately. 
No  more  wainith  ahont  them  than  there  Is  in  ice; 

Sisters  kiss  their  brothers, 

Daiigtiters  kiss  their  mothers, 
Bht  there's  in  such  kisses  not  a  single  bit  of  spioe. 

Kissing  clieeUs  and  kissing  liands, 

Etiquette,  at  times,  demands; 

Kisf-ing  sticky  babies,  too,  , 

All  loo  oft  devolves  on  you. 
Kisses  like  these  possess  no  savor. 

Never  a  one  of  iliem  hits  the  mark; 
Give  me  a  iiiss  Willi  a  roliiisi  flavor, 

'I'lie  sort  of  a  kiss  tliat  yon  steal  in  tbe  dark. 
Oh,  kisses  like  these  |M>ssess  no  savor. 

Never  a  one  of  them  hits  the  mark; 
Give  me  a  kiss  with  a  robnst  flavor, 

Tlie  sort  of  a  kiss  that  you  steal  in  the  dark. 

Watch  two  women  meeting. 

See  their  lioney'd  greeting. 
Pecking,  like  two  parrots,  at  each  other's  li^; 

And  again,  when  parting, 

At  each  other  darting. 
Kissing,  tho'  with  hate  they  tingle  to  their  finger  tips. 

Then  those  kisses  on  the  stage 

Generally  narrow  ganu'e; 

BUiws  would  more  congenial  be 

Botli  to  kisser  and  kisi*ec. 
Kissing  of  that  kind,  I  pooh-pooh  It! 

From  if,  of  pleasure,  derive  no  spark; 
Give  me  a  kiss  with  a  hack-lK>ne  to  It,  .  . 

The  sort  of  a  kiss  that  yon  eteal  in  the  dark. 
Oh,  kissing  of  that  kind,  I  pooh-pooli  it!        , 

From  it,  of  pleasure,  derive  no  spark; 
Give  me  a  kiss  with  a  back-bone  to  it. 

The  sort  of  a  kiss  tliat  yon  steal  in  the  dark. 

Married  oscnlatlon. 

Done  with  ostentation. 
In  nine  cases  out  of  ten's  perfonctory; 

Li|i8  yon  sample  daily. 

Grow  extremely  stalely: 
Who  can  blame  one  if  one  hankers  for  variety! 

Then  the  mother  of  your  wife. 

If  you'd  lead  a  quiet  life. 

Kisses  must  be  given  her. 

Though  yon'd  nieiiicine  jirefer,  .  _; 

I'm,  of  decorum,  no  infringer; 

Ready,  ill  morals,  to  toe  ttia  mark: 
Give  ine  a  kiss  that  has  lots  of  ginger, 

1'he  sort  of  a  kiss  that  ^ou  steal  in  the  dark. 
Oh.  I'm,  of  decorum,  no  infringer: 

Ready,  in  morals,  to  toe  the  mark: 
Give  me  a  kiss  that  lias  lots  of  ginger. 

The  sort  of  a  kiss  that  yon  steal  in  the  dark. 
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SWEET    MOLLIE    MORIN. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  E-  Clark  Reed.    EiiKlisb  copyriKht  locured.     All  liKhts  re*erved. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  E.  Clark  Reed. 

Como.  Mollic  (lour,  and  lieten  wliilc  around  the  eliadows  full, 
The  Hiory  of  my  life  that's  past  tn  you  I  would  recall, 
lliii  firct  your  |ironii»e  nive  ine,  for  my  eecrel  yoti  can  Kue^s; 
Your  Ill-art  forever  I  would  keep,  now  sweetly  wbieper  yea. 

REFnAIN. 

Sweet  Mollio  Morin,  true  heart,  I  know. 
Your  fiice  is  like  a  plea^nnt  dream  of  lonCTi  long  a£0; 
Since  first  1  met  you,  life  to  me  eecius  new, 
Lii>tvii,  wliile  I  wblspcr,  I  love  yoo. 

h"i\ii  year?  ngn.  In  this  same  town,  a  little  maiden  sweet. 

With  face  go  like  yoiir  own,  had  won  my  hoyjeli  heart  complete, 

Yet  Htill  another  claimed  her  love  and  wedded  her  one  night. 

Ahl  Muliie,  Hwtu  your  luotber  whom  I  loved  iu  da^sso  bri|;lit.— i?<^. 


i,- 


THAT'LL    BE   ALL    RIGHT,   BABY. 

Copy rlsht,  189C,  by  Spauldlnflr  &  Gray.    Entered  at  Statiouera'  Hall,  London. 

All  rlghta  reserved. 
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Words  and  Musk;  by  WIU  M.  Cook. 


■•:?"..■■•: 


Late  last  nicht,  about  eleven  o'clock. 

Went  to  see  my  Lula  ual,  the  door  was  locked, 

I  peeped  In  the  wimlow,  a-meauini;  no  harm, 

Ami  yonder  eat  my  Lula  In  another  nixKer's  arm; 

My  mind  was  atiiiated  and  my  heart  was  sore, 

(tot  iiiyeeir  to^etlier  iind  I  biivted  in  the  door, 

My  Lula  gal's  u  black  gal,  hut  I  cave  ber  sucb  a  fright, 

I  hope  I'll  never  leave  here  if  she  didn't  turn  white. 

Chobub. 

That'll  be  all  a-rijjht,  baby  I  That'll  be  all  a-rlght,  bahyl 
That'll  be  all  a-riglit,  baby,  but  you've  done  lue  a  wrong. 

Such  queer  foolin',  now  I  never  conid  stand. 

Didn't  want  my  Lula  loviiiR  no  nigger  man, 

I  then  Krabl)«d  that  woman,  just  to  scare  her  a  hit; 

The  way  that  wencti  did  holler,  well  you'd  tbouKlit  she  bad  a  fit; 

Ut>  jumped  the  other  iiigger  and  I  (!rahl>ed  at  his  arm; 

W  hen  he  drew  his  steel  i  knew  he  meant  to  do  me  harm; 

I  felt  myself  a-going  and  I  didn't  know  no  more. 

'Till  I  found  myself  a-bloediug  just  outside  my  Lula'e  door.—  C/io. 
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ONLY  A  LITTLE  YALLER  COON. 

CopyrlKbt,  1896,  by  B^  Clark  Keed.    English  copyright  secured. 
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Words  and  Music  by  (Mias.  Sbackfurd. 


^^V 


Dab's  a  mighty  heap  oli  tiirble 

Bri'win"  down  In  Tennessee, 
Ami  it's  all  about  a  little  yallcr  coon. 

Now  dis  little  pickaninny 

Was  as  black  as  he  could  be 
On  de  moriiiii'  he  was  bom,  de  fust  ob  Jane. 

Now  de  cause  ob  (lis  conimotiou 

Was  de  fact  dat  olter  night, 
E.xactly  on  dc  fullness  ob  de  moon, 

Dat  dis  little  pickaninny 

Changed  his  skin  from  black  to  white. 
In  de  morn  dey  found  a  little  yaller  coon. 

Chorus. 

Sleeping  by  tlie  fire,  in  his  mammy's  arms, 

Willie  she  sings  to  him  this  tune: 
Doney,  don't  yer  cry,  wipe  yer  shiny  eye, 

You'ee  gwine  to  be  a  little  yaller  coon. 
Nebher  mind  yir  color  if  yer  heart  ain't  black. 

Better  days  am  cotnin'  soon; 
Wipe  yer  shiny  eye,  you'll  always  live  and  die 

Uuly  just  a  little  yaller  coon. 

Eb'ry  darkey  ill  do  county 

J.'aine  to  see  <le  wond'roiis  sight 
W'litii  dey  heard  about  dis  little  yaller  cooo; 

And  dey  rolit'd  dere  eyes  to  lieaben, 

And  declared  he  would  be  white, 
'Cause  his  skin  changed  at  de  fullness  ob  de  moon. 

But  at  last  his  mammy  stated 

That  she  had  a  pow'fiil  fright. 
On  de  evenin'  dat  dis  little  coon  was  born. 

For  an  old  white  rooster  warned  her, 

Ity  his  crowin'  in  de  night, 
Dat  her  honey  boy  would  be  a  yaller  coon.— Chorvt. 


I  WILL  BE  YOUR  SWEETHEART 
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Wurds  and  MumIc  by  Qeorge  M.  Cuban, 

Little  Ned'8  eyes  with  tears  were  dim,  he  wore  a  look  forlorn. 

The  children  they  wouldn't  play  with  him,  iM-cause  his  clothes  were  torn. 

Their  game  they  continued,  as  tears  he  shed,  and  watched  with  eager  eye; 

A  Bweet  little  maiden  then  to  biiu  said,  "  rii  play  with  you,  don't  cry." 

Chorus. 

I  will  be  yonr  Bweetlieart,  will)  yon  I  will  stay; 
Do  not  cry,  you  and  1,  togelher  we  will  play. 
From  you  I  will  not  part,  let  the  others  go; 
I  will  be  your  sweetheart  if  you'll  be  my  l>caa. 

Since  that  time  years  have  passed  away,  Ned  to  a  man  has  grown. 

He's  thinking  of  one  girl  day  by  day,  the  girl  bc'll  call  his  own. 

For  soon  a  companion  he'll  have  for  life,  as  on  the  years  have  sped: 

lie's  tbuuKJit  uf  that  maiden  thro'  joy  and  Btrife,  the  little  one  who  said:—  Cho. 


WHEN    THE    LIGHT    IS    TURNED 
AWAY    DOWN    LOW. 
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Words  and  Music  by  O.  L.  Spaulding. 

Have  you  ever  eat  and  pondered  In  the  evening  all  alone. 

When  the  light  is  turned  away  down  low. 
And  in  the  dnsky  silence  dreamed  of  friends  you  long  have  known, 

When  the  light  is  turned  away  down  low; 
How  your  thoughts  will  stray  and  wander,  in  a  reminiscent  flight. 
Till  from  out  the  flitting  sliadows  comes  a  vision  fair  and  briglit. 
Then  yoa  settle  hack  contented,  and  dream  on  iu  pure  delight. 

When  the  ligbt  is  turned  away  down  low. 

CUORDB. 

Gazing  through  a  veil  of  years  at  her  you  most  adore. 
Thinking  of  the  happy  past,  the  golden  days  of  yore. 
Days  that  you  would  fain  recall  from  out  tlie  long  ago, 
Dreaming  when  the  light  is  turned  away  down  low. 

For  yon  Beem  to  Bee  before  you  once  again  a  girlish  face, 

And  the  light  is  turned  away  down  low; 
You  are  seated  close  beside  tier  iu  the  <ild  familiar  place, 

While  the  light  is  turned  away  down  low: 
You  have  plighted  troth  together,  and  the  moment  reigns  supreme. 
When  a  tiny  voice  awakes  you  from  your  retrospective  tlienie. 
Then  you  kiss  your  bal>e,  whose  mother  whs  the  vision  in  your  dream, 

And  the  ligbt  is  turtied  away  down  low.— C7iomm. 


I'M     SAVING-     UP    TO     BUY    A 
HOME    FOR    MOTHER. 
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Words  and  Music  by  George  M.  Cohan. 


Tiny  little  Tommy  had  a  penny. 

And  wasn't  going  to  spend  it  anywhere; 
De  showed  the  cent  he  liad  to  little  Benny, 

Who  said  to  liiiii,  "  It's  only  fair  to  share." 
As  soon  as  Toniniy  tolil  him  that  lie  wouldn't. 

Why  right  away  tlie  lad  hegaii  to  cry, 
*    I'd  really  like  to  spend  it,  but  I  shouldn't, 

Aud  if  you  want  to  know  I'll  tell  you  why: 

Cboritb. 

I  know  some  day  I'm  going  to  l>e  a  great  big  man. 

And  then  I'll  make  my  mother  happy  if  I  cun; 
And  I  will  tell  you  how,  I've  got  a  dollar  now. 

And  it  won't  be  long  Itefore  I  have  another; 
I'm  going  to  save  up  every  penny  that  I  get. 
And  father  says  that  I  will  he  a  rich  man  >et; 
I'd  like  to  share  with  you,  aud  I'd  like  to  eix-nd  it,  tOO| 

But  I'm  saviug  up  to  buy  u  home  for  mother. 

Tiny  little  Tom  has  grown  to  manhood, 

Tiie  lad  who  thought  him  stingy  now  forgives, 
De'B  made  his  mother  happy,  as  a  niaii  slioiild. 

In  a  mansion  that  he  owns,  is  where  she  lives. 
And  though  a  man,  bis  old  companion  Benny, 

He  says  that  he  will  ne'er  forget  the  day 
De  wanted  Tom  to  go  and  spend  tlie  penny, 

Aud  tells  of  how  the  little  lad  would  Bhy:— C hortii. 
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The  Only  Girl  that  I  Could  Love. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Richard  IC  Hanch. 


Though  Farted,  Still  We  Love. 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Harry  C.  Talbert. 


In  three  cosey  little  rooms,  in  a  Iciieinent  dowu  town, 

There  dwells  the  only  nJrl  tliat  I  iidoro; 
She  Hiipports  her  hkcU  mother  and  a  little  crippled  mother 

By  workiiijj  in  a  ureal  bid  dry-gooils  store; 
She'M  prclty  as  a  picture,  with  a  wealth  of  golden  hair; 

In  all  iIiIk  world  there's  not  a  girl  with  her  beauty  can  compare, 
And  she  Is  jurit  iim  good  and  true  us  an  an(;el  from  above, 

But,  Ijeut  uf  all,  she  is  the  only  Kirl  that  1  could  love, 

CUORtTS.  - 

She  is  the  only  (lirl  tlint  I  could  ever  love,  , 

Pure  as  tlie  falliuf;  snow,  Keiitle  as  a  dove;  •■    '  •     \ 

8lie  loves  but  me,  1  know;  slie's  often  told  me  so; 
With  her  as  my  own,  this  world  I'd  Bcoru,  she's  the  girl  I  love. 

It  was  just  two  years  nco  she  was  in  society, 

Unu  iltiy  her  futher  fulled,  and  so<in  he  died. 
Then  liecaiise  site  would  not  marry  un  old  man  for  bis  gold, 

Her  friends  of  those  ilays  coldly  pass  iier  l)y; 
She  promised  me  last  Siinday  that  fhe  would  he  my  bride; 

This  world  will  be  a  paradise,  with  my  Irene  l)y  my  side, 
We'll  have  a  little  coitaue,  and  I  vow  by  stars  above, 

Tlittt  1  will  always  faithful  be  to  her,  the  girt  I  love.— Ckorut. 


IS    THAT    LOVE? 
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Words  by  Max  Steinlu.      Mu.-iic  by  Lee  Johnson. 
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On  II  stormy  Clirii-tmHs  eve, 

Wiinil'rin^  tiirou^li  the  streets  alone; 
Scorned  by  all  who  pass  her  by, 

Stray'd  iin  outcast  without  lioiue. 
She  falls  fuintini;  in  a  dtxuway; 

See  lier  sirenu'lh  is  ebbini;  fast. 
When  the  door  u  youn^  muu  opens. 

He's  about  to  pass. 
With  her  pleudim;  voice  she  slops  him, 

lie  turns  'round,  and  with  u  start. 
Sees  her  face,  he  cries  my  sister, 

And  be  takes  her  to  his  heart. 

Cbobds. 
Is  that  love?  Is  that  love? 
is  that  wliat  we  call  love? 
Is  It  not  a  tender  feeling, 
In  a  noble  heart  revealing 
All  that's  good,  true  uiid  kind? 
Such  a  love's  haul  to  llnd, 
Where  the  heart  is  true  and  faithful- 
Is  that  lovef  Is  that  iovef 

They  found  him  by  the  roadside  dead. 

Poor  and  ru<:ged  trump  unkuovvu, 
Old  and  friendless,  left  alone. 

And  a  strau<;er,  fur  from  borae. 
Closely  to  his  heart  pressed  fondly. 

Was  a  baby's  little  shoe. 
In  his  hautl  he  held  a  tetter 

And  its  story  true. 
In  the  note  these  few  lines  written: 

"Please  don't  take  my  baby's  shoe; 
Wife  and  baby  gone  liefore  nie. 

And  I  wish  to  join  them,  too.— Chorus. 

Pleading  in  the  witness  stand, 

BegBini;  mercy  for  his  son, 
Cries  a  father  to  the  judue: 

"  Don't  punish  him  for  what  he's  done, 
lie's  the  only  child  1  have,  sir. 

Mother  died  long  yearn  ago; 
It's  the  first  time  he's  offended, 

Please,  sir,  let  him  go." 
In  the  court-room  all  is  silent. 

As  the  judge  forgives  the  boy; 
nappy  father  Kneels  before  him. 

Blessing  him  in  all  bis  }oy.—Choru$. 

See  there  goes  a  working  girl. 

See  her  weary,  care-worn  face,  •  > 
Trudging  to  her  humble  home. 

Although  poor,  'lis  no  disgrace. 
She  toils  on  through  all  the  hardships, 

Which  she's  fitted  to  endure. 
Well  she  knows  the  bitter  feelings, 

Which  oppress  the  poor. 
She  cares  not  for  self,  hut  others. 

For  a  mother  old  and  gray. 
For  her  little  sister  Nellie, 

She  is  tolling  day  by  day.— Chorus. 


There's  lands  and  seas  between  ue, 

My  loved  one,  you  and  I; 
I'll  ne'er  forget  when  last  we  met. 

Though  years  have  passed  us  by; 
The  parting  was  a  sad  one — 

Alas!  it  had  to  lie, 
.t    .      That  good-bye  from  you,  fair  one, 

Dnuiits  me  far  across  the  sea. 
I  rememl)er  how  our  precious  vow 

We  pledged  to  Him  above. 
And  whispered  words  80  soft  and  low; 
-    ;■       ,         Though  parted,  still  we  love. 

Cbobus. 
Thongh  parted  from  my  fair  one,  still  I  love  her. 

As  sacred  as  the  slnrs  that  shine  above; 

My  heart  for  her  alone,  she  told  me  she  woald  have  no  otberi 

And  although  we're  parted,  still  we  love. 

How  glad  I'd  lie  to  meet  lier, 

'Twould  be  a  joyful  day; 
I  have  not  seen  my  bright-eyed  queen, 
■  .  ■  I've  been  so  long  away. 

If  she'd  come  home  to-morrow, 

I'd  welcome  iier  return, 
I'd  bring  back  joy  for  sorrow, 

Then  my  heart  would  cease  to  bnrn; 
All  my  love  for  you  I've  kept  true  blue. 

Through  foreign,  distant  shore, 
Come  take  the  heart  I've  kept  so  true, 

I'll  love  you  till  life's  o'er.— Chonu. 


I    »  •  ^ 


MARY    LOVES    HER    HARRY. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Jas.  H.  Marsliall  and  Walter  Wolff. 


Now  Mary  Ann's  the  only  girl  that  I  can  love; 

She  is,  upon  my  word,  don't  say  it  is  absurd; 

We're  seen  at  times  together  like  two  cooing  doves. 

She's  gone  away,  but  not  to  stay,  for  me  she  loves. 

Her  father  is  a  niillioiiaire, 

He's  got  the  cash  to  cut  a  dash,  and  take  her  ev'rywbere. 

I  love  her  dearly,  but  feel  so  queerly— 

I'll  never  fiud  another  girl  like  Mary. 

Chouub. 
Mary,  Miiry,  come  back  to  your  Harry; 
Mary,  Mary,  you  I  want  to  marry; 
Come  hack  soon,  dear,  longer  do  not  tarry; 
Mary  Ann,  I  long  to  see  your  face  again. 

She's  been  away  three  months  to-day— I  feel  so  blue; 

Whatever  would  I  do  if  she  should  prove  untrue; 

They're  sailing  now  for  Europe,  on  the  ocean's  foam. 

Oil!  Mary  dear,  my  heart  you'll  cheer  when  yoa  come  home. 

The  old  man  says  she's  young  to  wed, 

The  letter  read  I  got  from  them  only  this  very  moru; 

Said  Mary  dear,  don't  have  a  fear, 

I'll  never  marry  any  one  but  Harry. —  Chot^$. 

They're  safely  now  in  Europe,  and  in  London  dwell. 

Oh,  myt  what  lots  of  swells— dukes,  marquises  and  earls: 

They're  more  than  gone  on  Mury  Ann,  her  teeth  like  pearla. 

She  keeps  them  all  H-gueseing,  yet  her  heart  it  yearns 

For  home,  and  me  she  longs  to  see; 

She  says  she  will  come  home  again  and  surely  marry  me; 

For  titles  great  will  not  love  make— 

She'll  give  her  heart  and  hand  to  her  dear  Harry.— C/m>;*m<. 


*  s  » 


— There  was  once  a  blue  snake,  and  there  was  once  a  black 
snake.  The  blue  snake  came  up  the  garden  walk,  and  the  black 
snake  came  down  the  garden  walk,  and  the  blue  snake  met  tiie 
black  snake,  and  the  black  snake  met  the  blue  snake,  and  they 
both  met  eacii  other.  The  blue  snake  eyed  the  black  snake,  and 
tiie  black  snake  eyed  the  blue  snake.  And  the  blue  snake  dis- 
agreed with  the  black  snake,  and  the  black  snake  disagreed  with 
the  blue  snake,  and  Ihey  Iwith  di.«;agieed  with  each  other.  The 
blue  snake  attacked  the  black  snake,  and  the  black  snake  attacked 
the  blue  snake,  and  both  attacked  each  other.  Now  the  blue  snake 
fought,  after  the  manner  of  snakes,  and  began  to  swallow  the 
black  snake,  lieginning  at  the  tail,  and  the  black  snake  fought, 
after  the  manner  of  snakes,  and  began  to  swallow  the  blue  snake, 
beginning  with  the  tail,  and  they  both  swallowed  each  other  com- 
pletely, leaving  no  snakes  at  all. 
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GIRLIE    G-IRL. 
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Words  by  Hii(jh  Morton.     Murto  by  OuataTe  Kerksr. 

Halms.— I  came  to  t^wn  in  a  little  uiniiliam  eown, 
OTMER.1.  — Ami  wiien't  dhe  a  sweet  little  girlie  (jirl. 

"ALLiB  —I  Ma«  BO  Hliy  I  would  luirdiy  wink  an  eye. 
Otheks  -  Ni>w  wasn't  slie  a  prim  little  ({Irlie  girl. 
."»ALME  —But  KOdii  I  took  oil  a  difl'rent  aort  of  look. 
Otiiehh.— Oil!  wasn't  siie  a  qiiicU  little  girlie  eirl. 
XALLiE  —I  i>onglit  u«w  clotiiea,  and  a  lot  of  eiiken  bOM. 
Others  —Now  wasn't  she  a  bold  little  eirlle  Kirl. 
sallie.— Oiil  that'a  the  way  with  little  country  girls. 
When  tliey  come  to  tlie  great  lilt;  city: 
Tiieir  modeety  is  strong,  but  it  doesn't  take  'em  ]ong 
I'o  si  Mi;  anotber  song— now.  Isn't  it  a  pity. 
OTHEBa.— Oil!  that's  the  way  with  little  country  girls, 
When  they  come  to  the  great  big  city; 
Tlieir  modesty  is  strong,  hut  it  doesn't  take  'em  long 
To  ein|{  another  bouk- what  a  pity,  pity,  pity  1 


fALLIB 

Otmeks. 

sai.lie 
Others 

sallie. 
Otheiis. 

SaLL(E 

Others. 
Sallie. 


Otbkbs.— I 


—One  week  ago  you'd  have  called  me  very  slow — 
— OhI  wasn't  slie  a  sweet  little  giriie  girll 
—  I  thought  It  late  if  I  went  to  bed  at  eight. 
—Now  wasn't  slie  a  dear  little  girlie  girll 
—But  now  I'm  guv,  I  go  riiilii  i>nr  to  the  play. 
— Oht  isn't  she  a  ha<l  little  girlie  girll 
—I  even  think  I  could  take  a  fizEy  drink. 
—Now  wasn't  slie  a  liold  little  girlie  girl. 
— Olil  that's  the  way  with  little  country  girls, 

When  they  come  to  tlie  great  big  city: 

They  wear  a  lilnshing  face,  butlhey  soon  get  in  the  race, 

And  go  the  killing  jmce- now  Isn't  it  a  pity. 

OhI  tliat'e  the  way  with  little  country  girls, 

Wlien  tiiey  come  to  the  great  big  city; 

Tiiey  wear  a  blualiing  face,  but  tbev  soon  get  In  the  race, 

Aud  go  the  killing  pace— what  a  pity,  pity,  pity. 


^  s< 


LOVELY    LADY. 

Ccpyrlght.  UM,  by  T.  B.  Harm*  &  Co.    EngUali  copyright  aaourMl. 
All  rights  renerred. 


The  n'nrdi  and  Mnale  of  this  Bonft,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  tA  any  ad 
(•rf>ii  i»».i-i>aid,  on  receipt  of  40  oenta:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hon(r«  for  One  Dollnr. 
by  ll.-nrv  J  Wehmon.lM  A  133  t'Kik  How.  Nt.w  York  ,  or  85  *  «7  K  Mi«dl«OH  St..rhice«»o, 
Wrifp  f.  either  one  of  the  above  addreswn  for  Free  Oitaloirue  of  Rooira,  Sonir  Book*. 
Sneei  Music,  Qertnan  Souk  Buuka,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Harry  B.  Smith.    Music  by  Ludwlg  Eoglaander. 


Lovely  lady,  charming  gneat. 

Fairer  never  maid  coald  be: 
And  I've  Just  one  sliglit  request, 

"  Prithee,  do  not  marry  niel  " 
Few  might  see  you  and  depiart 

From  your  beanty  fancy  free; 
Bat.  I  heg  yon,  break  my  heart. 

And  refuse  to  marry  me. 

PiEBETT«.— 'Tis,  Indeed,  a  strange  request. 

lloNORE  — Tes,  It  Bonnds  that  way,  no  doabt. 
PiEBETTE— But,  'tis  prettily  expressed. 
HoNORE.— Oh,  I  know  what  I'm  about. 
PiEBETTB— Siioiild  I  to  my  father  go, 

Saying  yon  wonid  fain  be  free. 
He'd  demand  at  once  to  know 

Why  1  aliould  not  marry  thee. 
Tell  me,  then,  some  reason,  pray. 

Wherefore  I  should  fet  thee  free; 
For.  indeed,  the  truth  to  eay, 
1  prefer  to  marry  thee. 
IToKOBE. — T  have  reasons  of  the  best,  dear? 
PiERETTB— Surely  I  am  not  to  blame. 

HoyoBE.— Qimlities  tliat  you  detest,  dear. 
PiERETTB.— wont  you  cataloene  tlie  samef 
lIoNORE.— I'm  a  regular  Lotlinrio, 

I'd  surely  make  you  Jealous. 
PiERETTB —PerhaiiB  I  Could  reform  joa, 
I  would  try! 
DoNORE.— In  gamhiliig,  with  the  dice  or  cards, 
I'm  always  very  Eealons, 
PiERETTB  —P'Thaps  yon  may  learn  better  by  and  byt 
UoNOBE.— I'd  snub  my  wife's  relatlouaall, 
E!<pecialiy  her  mother. 
PiBRBTTB  — I  littvent  any  mother, 
8o  I've  got  you  there! 
HoNORB.— And  liigtifBt  reason  of  the  lot. 
Yon  see  I  love  another. 
PiERETTB.- And  wlio  tliiit  other  ia, 

I  think  that  I  am  quite  awara, 
I'd  snrely  win  your  heart 
If  we  were  married. 
I'd  sing  to  yon, 
I'd  sing  the  live-long  day, 
Boch  songs  as  this: 
noBOBB  — What  songt 
PiBBBTTB.  — Let  heavens  be  blaer 

Than  e'er  they  were  before. 
And  let  the  birds  aing  more  aweetly  far 

Than  in  the  da) s  of  yore. 
For  I  have  found  him, 
I've  found  him,  my  love- 
Ob,  at  last,  he  la  mine,  be  ia  mine. 


I  Can't  Give  tip  My  Rough  and 
Rowd'ish  "Ways. 
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Words  and  MukIc  by  Oeorge  Oraliam. 


My  name  is  'Rastns  Johnson,  I'm  ki">"  n  for  miles  around 

As  the  verv  toiioliest  iilL'i;er  tliai  in  in  this  town; 

I  raise  nil  kind  of  troiililc  at  n  picnic  or  a  hall. 

I  make  all  de  coone  stand  nark,  for  I  can  skeer  dem  all, 

When  I  gets  arrested,  one  pollceiiutn  ciin'l  lake  me. 

To  get  me  to  the  staiiDH-housf,  It  takes  some  two  or  three. 

And  when  (ley  puts  me  in  der  jail,  why  I  don't  feel  so  sore. 

For  Jail  ia  Jnet  like  borne  to  me,  for  I  ve  been  dere  before. 

CHoRnfl. 
I  can't  give  np  my  rougli  nnrt  rowd'ish  ways; 

I  eiip|>ose  I'll  he  der  same  ull  of  my  clays: 

And  whi  rever  I  does  go,  de  people  dey  all  know 

I  can't  give  up  my  rotiKb  anu  rowd'ish  waya. 

I  went  to  a  camp  mrefinc.  If  was  the  other  night. 
Ami  I  only  went  dere  just  to  raise  n  fluht, 
De  preacher  he  uaa  preaching  as  hard  as  he  conid  preach. 
When  I  took  out  mv  razor,  and  cut  ev'ry  conn  in  reacli: 
De  lirothera  and  de  sisters,  dey  all  hollered  long  and  loud. 
When  I  sailed  liglit  in  again  and  cleaned  out  de  whole  crowd: 
I>e  preacher  says,  "'  Now,  Johnson,  why  dii^on  behave  ilat  way," 

words  to  liim 


1  only  looked  npat  liiin,  ami  dcsu 


Im  did  BtLy:—t'horn$. 


*  s  * 


GIRLS. 


Copyright,  1890,  by  O.  a  E.  Kennedy.    All  rights  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  wiU  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, pont-i'aid,  on  recei|>t  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Honors  for  One  I>ullar, 
by  Henrv  J  Wehmsn.  ISO*  i;«  fork  Kow.  Nfw  York;  or  85  A  87  K  Mndlson  f>t.,Chlc»(ro. 
Write  to  eithxr  one  of  the  nhove  addresses  for  Free  Ciifaloiriie  of  Sonirs.  Ronr  Ronkai 
Sheet  Music.  Uerinan  Song  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


By  Il&rry  B.  Marshall. 


The  popular  theme  in  the  songs  of  to-day 

Is  the  girlB.  dear  girls, 
And  the  writers  have  told  US  In  'most  ev'ry  way 

Of  these  priceless  pearls. 
Some  tell  ns  they're  beiiutifal.  charming  and  good. 
And  others  they're  naiiL'hty,  wilful  and  rude. 
Just  a  word  on  this  suhject,  I  l)«K  to  intrude. 

Oh,  girls,  lovely  girls. 

CHoniTS. 
Girls,  girls,  lovely  girls,  why  do  yon  treat  ns  so: 
Ton  say  that  yon  love  uB,  hut  'most  always  bluff  us, 
Aud  in  traiilc  tones  bid  us  go,  Bliake  us  for  some  other  beaux. 

The  girls  of  to-day,  they  are  wonders  Indeed, 

These  girls,  dear  girls: 
And  what  an  unmerciful  chase  tliey  ns  lead, 

You  girls,  wicked  girls. 
Tliey  tell  US  we're  awfully  nice  and  all  that. 

Then  give  ns  the  shake  at  the  very  first  spat. 
And  tell  us  that  they  have  all  turned  ua  down  flat, 

Ob,  girls,  wicked  girls. —  C'AOTM*. 

When  we  take  yon  out  on  a  nice  quiet  lark. 

Oh.  you  girls,  dear  girls. 
Or  tak?  you  out  riding,  with  ns,  in  the  park. 

Oh,  girls,  lovely  girls. 
You  wear  a  man's  hat,  collar,  necktie  and  shirt. 
And  when  on  a  wheel  you  wear  bloomers  and  flirt.    • 
I  suppose  in  a  year,  that  you  won't  wear  a  akirt, 

Yuu  girls,  up-to-date  girls.— CAorus. 

And  when  to  a  supper  we  ask  yon  to  go. 

Oh,  yon  L'irls.  dear  girls, 
Quite  sweetly  you  smile,  and  yon  never  say  no. 

Oh,  girls,  foxy  girls. 
You  smoke  cigarettes,  and  yon  drink  beer  and  wine. 
While  cock-tails  and  mixed  drinks  are  right  in  your  line. 
And  end  up  hy  calling  us  your  "Baby  mine." 

Ob,  girls,  lovely  glrla.—  C/to»*»i«. 

And  when  a  poor  man  falls  In  love,  overhead. 

With  a  girl,  dear  girl. 
And  at  iiiL'iit  walks  the  streets,  when  he  should  be  in  bed. 

For  a  girl,  pretty  girl. 
Then  when  he  proposes,  she  murmnrs,  oh,  dear. 
It's  awfnilv  snilneii.  you  make  me  feel  queer, 
AlthouL'h  for  this  question  she's  waited  all  year, 

Ob,  girls,  lovely  girls.— C/<0rM«. 


1: 
t 


—"And  you  sny  yon  still  suffer  from  indi>e8tinn?"  "Con- 
stantly," "Then  you  have  not  followed  my  direction?"  "Oh. 
yes,  doctor;  just  as  you  directed.  I  only  smoke  after  meals." 
"  That  is  to  say?  "  "  Tliat  is  to  say,  from  noon  till  seven  in  the 
evening,  and  from  eight  in  the  evening  till  midnight." 


Ittis^ 


■■■MMM 


^■■iiita 


■haWivdiMriMtiriMa^MMllU 
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WHEN  THE  COWS  COME  HOME. 
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Words  by  Edward  L.  Viokers.    Husio  by  D.  S.  Hakes. 


When  the  mellow  light  of  evenini;  falls,  •   , 

TiiM  birds  in  the  hush  are  etill:  ■    -  .. 

-      Tlie  nlKlit  bird  pipes  hie  loved  one's  call. 
From  their  home  hy  tbe  sIiikIiib  rill. 
Where  dyint;  rays  of  daylieht  falT, 
On  the  side  of  the  old  oajcen  mill: 
.  Where  crickets  chirp  in  the  clover  tall. 
As  the  cows  come  over  the  bitl. 

Chorus. 

Their  tinkling  hells  are  sweet  to  hear,  hnt  sweeter  the  words  of  a  song; 
That  the  singer  slowly  is  hrlnginK  near,  as  the  cows  are  coming  along. 

As  the  maiden  sat  'oeath  waring  trees. 

No  stare  In  the  pale  bine  sky; 
She  lingers  in  the  evening  breeze,    ' 

No  liope  in  her  heart's  deep  sigh: 
Tiie  low,  sweet  song  of  wliisp'ring  leaves 

Brint!  tlioDKhte  of  the  days  lonK  passed  by; 
Wiieii  zephyrs  rustle  the  golden  sheaves, 

As  liie  cows  are  passing  them  l)y. —  Chorut. 

The  tangled  vines  with  perfame  rare. 

With  thorns  in  her  path  entwine; 
She  dreams  a  fatnre  free  from  care, 

And  loves  will)  a  faitli  divine: 
The  tiioiight  of  home  to  her  is  dear 

As  the  words  from  «n  old  cherished  song. 
Which  tells  of  life  tliat  is  drawing  near, 

As  the  cows  are  passing  along. 

Chorus. 

She  sings  of  one  whose  faith  Is  fast,  wherever  his  footsteps  may  roam. 
Her  cheeks  grow  red  when  they  meet  at  lust,  as  the  cows  are  uearing  their  borne. 


BON    JOUR. 
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Words  by  Harry  B.  Smith.    Music  by  Ludwig  Englaender. 

Bfn  jour,  bon Jour,  met  eafnarade$! 

Get  out,  get  out  and  hold  hiin,  yon  fooll 

Rejoiced  to  meet  yon  all,  I'm  sure. 

Confound  that  pesky,  wretched  mnle. 

Tho'  I've  been  roaming  in  many  a  Clime, 

And  been  away  for  a  dence  of  a  time, 

Tis  joy  to  see  you,  my  friends,  once  again, 

Tis  loy  to  ix  home  once  more. 

I'm  deeply  moved,  I  say  I'm  moved,  extremely  moved. 

My  forte  is  versatility,  in  Thespian  facility; 

My  smiling  aSiibillty  to  me  wins  ev'ry  heart; 
I've  talents  a  variety,  of  startling  contrariety: 

I've  sampled  ev'ry  kind  of  trade  and  nearly  every  art: 
The  bus'iiess  of  a  wizard  I  well  know  from  '*  A  to  Izzard  "; 

O  I  ridicule  all  rivals,  I  can  give  them  "  cards  and  spades." 
I  once  was  a  tragedian,  a  melancholy,  seedy  nn— 

Id  fact,  in  me  you  clearly  see  a  jack  of  all  trades. 

RjIFRAIN. 

Behold  in  me  the  whole  epitome  of  versatile  felicity; 

My  talent  is  DO  ordinary  kind: 
I  am  a  piiragont  I  am  the  only  onel 
I  am  a  universal  genius  of  gifts  in  mnltiplicitj,  .. 
My  equal  upon  earth  yon  will  not  find; 
•    For  I  am  Terescliap|>e  the  magical, 
';    The  comical,  the  tragical  I 
Take  off  your  hats  to  me. 

At  prestidigitation  I'm  the  wonder  of  the  nation. 

Anything  yon  like  to  eometliing  else  with  readiness  I  tnra; 
My  singing  voice  vociferone,  wine  posies  odoriferous 

From  ladies  who  adore  me  and  for  my  affections  yearn; 
I  am  a  "  record  breaker  "  as  a  necromaiicing  fakir. 

No  large  sleeves  and  no  monstaciie  I  wear.  I  do  not  need  their  aids. 
In  ballet  dance  fantastical,  my  let's  are  most  elaetical— 

iu  fact,  iu  me  yuu  clearly  see  a  jack  of  all  trades.— /^^/raia.     . 


— Tliey  were  riding  in  the  horse  cnr  past  the  poet's  door  when 
one  of  the  ImJies  remarked,  "That's  longfellow's  home."  "Is 
it?  "  responded  the  other  carelessly.  "  Yes,"  said  the  first.  "  and 
don't  you  admire  '  Excelsior?'"  "  No,  I  don't,"  replied  lady  No. 
2,  with  energy.  "I  hate  it.  There's  nothing  like  curled  hair, 
after  all,  though  husks  ain't  so  bad;  but  I  wouldn't  have  excelsior 
again  in  the  house." 


THERE    WAS    A    PAIR    OF    JJS. 
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Written  and  Composed  by  John  T.  Splckett. 


.     :      To  travel  alone  is  a  dence  of  a  bore. 

Yon  can't  have  much  pleasure,  yon  see; 
I  always  prefer  to  go  out  with  a  pal. 
Who  will  share  Joys  and  Borrows  with  me. 
"    ;■  •       That's  why  Tom  Hint  I  as  a  pair  always  go; 
Last  week  we  went  out  to  the  Park, 
We  made  an  impression  on  two  lovely  girls. 
And  took  them  around  until  dark. 

SroKXN.— Tes,  and  then  we  asked  to  see  them  home,  and  we  did  so.  They 
asked  us  into  tlie  parlor,  and  we  went.  I  liad  my  arm  around  my  girl's  waist 
and  Tom  was  just  kissing  his,  when  ths  door  opened  and  two  men  came  in— 
their  husbands— and — 

Chorus. 

There  was  a  pair  of  ns. 

Head  over  lieelB  down  the  Stairs; 
There  was  a  pair  of  ns. 
The  husbands  were  like  two  big  hears. 
I  stood  on  my  head  Ht  the  foot  of  the  flight, 
Tom'e  nose  for  a  week  never  seemed  to  come  right; 
There  was  a  pair  of  ns. 
And  together  we  went  through  it  all. 

'    .     We  went  to  a  concert  saloon  one  fine  night. 

To  take  in  the  town  on  tlie  grand: 
I  had  a  load  of  new  peaclies  on  board, 

And  Tom  not  a  drop  more  could  stand. 
We  called  for  two  drinks  as  bold  as  yon  please, 

"8hum  whiskey  "  was  nil  Tom  could  say: 
But  w lien  we  decided  who'd  settle  the  round. 

We  found  we'd  no  money  to  pay. 

SroKKN.— We  tried  to  argue  tiie  matter  with  ths  bartender,  hut  he  woaldn't 
have  it;  he  wanted  money,  and  as  we  bad  none,  he  sailed  into  us. 

Cbobus. 
There  was  a  pair  of  ns 

Mixed  up  with  eawdost  and  beer; 
Tliere  was  a  pair  of  ns. 
■      -,  Somebody  chewed  Tommy's  ear;  -   . 

'      ,-'  My  derby  was  smashed  ns  fliit  as  a  plate; 

■    A  pair  of  lilack  eyes  was  poor  Tommy's  fate; 
There  was  a  pair  of  DS, 
But  together  we  went  through  it  all. 

We  went  to  a  young  lady's  party  one  night. 

The  weather  was  warm  as  conid  be: 
They  asked  ns  to  sing,  and  we  l>oth  started  in,    . 

But  no  sign  of  drink  could  we  see. 
Tom  sang  and  recited  and  I  followed  salt. 

When  some  one  the  snggestlon  made, 
-    That  every  yoniiK  lady  sliou Id  pick  out  a  genf. 

To  take  sponge  cake  and  lemonade. 

8POKXK.— Now  jDst  imagine,  lemonade,  for  two  old  sports  like  nsl  Weil,  we 
might  have  stood  that,  but  the  ladies  that  chose  ns  were  about  forty,  and  had 
wrinkles  like  accordeon  pleats. 

Chorus. 
There  was  a  pair  of  ns. 
How  I  regretted  we  came; 
.    Ttiere  was  a  pair  of  ns, 
'■  Tommy,  I'm  sure,  felt  the  same. 

They  played  kissing  ring,  just  to  caich  on  a  man, 
Tom  whispered,  I  wish  that  we  could  rush  the  can; 
There  was  a  pair  of  us. 
But  we  had  to  go  through  with  it  all. 

Now  we  took  a  notion  to  go  on  the  stage, 

Possessed  ilie  idea  we  could  act; 
-.."         And  tliat  we  would  make  a  sensation,  of  course, 

We  knew  WHS  a  plain,  settled  fact. 
We  started  a  troupe  and  the  season  began,  '  ' 

In  Ricliard  tlie  III.  we  did  star;  ., 

And  tlien  tlie  sensation  we  made,  you  could  see. 

Exceeded  our  wishes  by  far. 

Sfoken.— If  Tom  and  I  had  wanted  to  go  into  the  grocery  business,  the  stock  l 
of  tomatoes,  potatoes,  cabbage  and  eggs  we  received  from  the  audience,  would  ) 
have  started  us.  l 

Chorus.  ( 

There  was  a  pair  of  ns,  ( 

Backward  we  spelled  the  word  STAR;  > 

There  was  a  pair  of  us,  1 

The  walk  to  the  city  was  far;  ( 

Some  of  the  eggs  that  they  threw  were  not  well,  .  / 

Tommy  to  this  day  remembers  the  smell;  *  ( 

There  was  a  pair  of  us,  .,  ...  ( 

But  togetiier  we  went  through  it  all.  ) 


—A  youth  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown  sends  Dumas  the 
manuscript  of  a  new  play,  asking  the  great  dramatist  to  become 
his  collaborator.  Dumas  is  for  a  moment  petrified,  then  seizes  bis 
jien  and  replies:  "  How  dare  you,  sir,  propose  to  yoke  together  a 
horse  and  nnass?"  The  author  by  return  of  post:  "m)wdare 
you,  sir,  call  me  a  horse?"  Dumas,  by  next  mail:  "  Send  me  your 
play,  my  young  friend."  ~        .  ,•  I 


■  /-.■ 


l. 

I 
1 


-t. 


'^■'^ 


t 


"w*  !!-'*!' 


I 


1^^~T--7F,-'*f:iiil.yy\' 


i^o. 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.  53. 


) 

)    IN     FAR     OFF     SUNNY     SPAIN. 

Copyright,  1896,  b;  Spauliiing  &  Gray.      Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  London. 

All  riirhM  reiiervetl. 


\ 


The  Word*  and  MukIc  nt  this  Soni;.  nrranicrd  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreaa,  p<Mt-|>aii1,  on  receipt  nt  40oenti<;  or  thin  and  any  two  other  Sonira  for  Oiio  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.130*  l;«  Park  Uow.  Ni-w  York;  orWitHT  K  Modlnon  Ht, Chicago, 
writ*  to  eltlior  oii«  of  tlio  Kl>'>ve  aildrpxwn  for  Free  Catalniriio  of  Ronirii.  Sontt  Books, 
8h«eC  Mualc,  Oerraan  Song  Rooks,  Letter  Writern,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Boukig,  etc. 
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III  Spain,  in  fiir-off,  »uiiny  Spain, 

Wlit-re  oft  the  lemler.  sweet  refraia 

or  niKiiiloliiiiji  and  »nft  unitarn 

Is  hiMiril  iMMii-afli  the  twinkling  etars, 

A  lover  woot'd  a  little  maid 

At  eve,  lieiieiitli  the  citron 'h  shade. 

Ami  whis|>ered  vows  so  sweet  and  low. 

That  thrilled  her  heart  lon>;  years  ago t 

"  Swfetheart,  I  love  but  thee. 

Yes.  thee  alone  I  love; 
And  I  will  ever  be 

As  true  ns  stars  abovot 
So  bright  wiih  hope  they  8hine 

'ro-iiii;lil  oil  von  hikI  inel 
Oh!  HHv  ihut  yni'li  Ih-  mine; 

Sweetheart,  I  love  but  tlieel" 

In  Spain,  in  far-off,  snnny  Spain, 
A  weary  woman  waits  in  vain 
For  one  wlio  loved  her,  and  who  died 
In  alien  lands,  fur  from  her  side; 
She  hears  the  happy  lover's  sigh, 
At  iiight,  beneath  the  jewelled  skies. 
But  only  soft  winds  whiB|H>r  low 
The  fond,  sweet  vows  of  long  agol 
"Sweetheart.  I  love  but  thee, 

Yes,  thee  alone  I  love; 
And  1  will  ever  he 

As  true  as  stars  above! 
So  bright  with  hope  they  shine 

To-iiik!ht  ou  you  and  met 
Oh,  say  that  you'll  be  mine; 

Sweetheart,  I  love  but  thee! 
I  love,  I  love  but  thee. 

Yes,  tbee,  my  love,  and  only  theel " 


I  THE  POOR  GIRL   DIDN'T  KNOW 
•  THE    DIFFERENCE. 


Copyright,  ISM,  by  Spaulding  &  Oray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  London,  England. 

All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  nf  this  Snnc;,  arranfced  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
dress,  posl-liald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  tins  ami  any  two  other  Houkr  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.  ISO  .t  1.32  Park  How,  New  York;  or  85  A  87  K.  Msillnon  »t. Chicago. 
write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalotrne  of  Sontrs,  Song  Books, 
Bhaet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bovks,  etc. 


Words  and  Musio  by  George  U.  Cohan. 


A  simple,  gawkish  maiden,  in  a  little  country  town. 

She  thought  she'd  like  ihe  oily  and  its  ways. 
So  on  one  summer's  inuniing,  dressed  in  her  swellvst  gown, 

She  left  her  home,  departed  from  the  jays. 
She  landed  in  the  city,  and  walked  along  the  street; 

'Twas  rather  late— iu  fact,  'twas  after  nine; 
She  met  a  geut,  who  told  iier  he  thought  Iter  very  Bweet. 
And  then,  of  course,  invited  her  to  diue. 

Cbori;s. 

And  the  poor  girl  didn't  know  the  difference. 

She'd  innocence  imprinted  on  her  brow. 
No.  she  didn't  think  'twas  wrong,  so,  of  course,  she  went  along, 

She  knows  the  diff'reuce  now. 

A  girl  named  Mary  Casey,  who'd  been  married  bat  a  year. 

Became  the  mother  of  a  bouncing  Imy; 
She  loved  the  little  darling,  it  really  was  a  dear. 

And  soon  became  its  parents'  pride  and  joy: 
One  day  she  went  nut  calling,  and  took  the  child  to  see 

A  friend,  who  had  a  little  baliy  girl; 
Slie  got  the  two  kids  twisted,  and  when  she  went  to  leave. 

She  took  the  wrong  one,  she  was  in  u  whirl. 

Chorus. 

For  the  poor  girl  didn't  know  the  difference, 

The  babies  looked  alike,  I  will  allow, 
But  with  grief  she  near  went  wild,  when  she  went  to  bathe  tlie  child, 

She  knows  the  difference  now. 

Now  during  last  vacation,  why  then  pretty  Mamie  Brown, 

She  thought  she'd  like  to  spend  the  euinlner  mouths 
Away  off  iu  the  country,  in  some  nice  quiet  town; 

She  packed  her  trunk  and  started  off  at  once; 
She  thought  she'd  go  out  milking,  the  sport  would  be  so  new, 

Wlien  she  had  only  been  there  'bout  a  day. 
And  when  she  saw  the  brindles,  she  said,  that's  what  I'll  do, 

Then  got  a  pail  and  started  right  away. 

Chorus. 
But  the  poor  girl  didn't  know  the  difference. 

She  started  then  and  there  to  milk  the  cow. 
But  she  made  a  sad  mistake,  for  the  cow's  name  It  was  Jake, 

She  knows  the  diff'reuce  now. 


TO    ME   YOU^RE  A  BABY,   DEAR. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Edward  S.  Abelea. 


A  mother,  whose  eyes  beamed  brightly  with  love, 

Sat  rocking  her  balie  to  sleep; 
Qer  song  was  addressed  to  him  above, 

Der  prayer  was  fervent,  deep. 
The  gentle  breath  from  baby's  wee  month 

('nine  soft  as  a  zephyr's  sigh: 
And  'twas  sweet  as  the  peifume  of  flower-laden  Sooth, 

As  she  sang  this  lullaby: 

Rbfrain. 

Sleep  gently,  sweetheart,  my  love,  my  lifel 

Peaceful  thy  dreams  ever  be; 
Mother  will  carefully  guard  yon  from  strife. 

Her  life  is  devoted  to  thee. 
Soon  you'll  grow  up,  and  when  a  big  chap, 

You'll  find  your  mother  still  near; 
But  no  matter  bow  big,  nor  whatever  may  faap% 

To  me  you're  a  baby  dear. 

The  baby  awakes  as  bright  as  the  day, 

A-crooning  with  glad  content, 
His  tiny  pink  hands  are  bent  In  play 

Witli  a  doggy  which  Pa  lias  sent 
The  mother's  face,  iu  radiant  glow. 

Stands  watching  intently  by; 
And  wlieii  baby  is  tired  and  to  sleep  he  mast  go, 

Then  she  sings  this  lullaby:— .ff«rraiN. 

The  child  in  the  crib  lies  gasping  for  bre«lb. 

The  doctor  is  standing  there, 
A  tliief  in  tlie  niglit,  most  croei  death, 

Uas  taken  this  life  so  fair. 
The  niotlier  crazed  by  sorrow  and  pain, 

Does  not  know  the  end  is  nigh; 
She  is  rocking  the  cradle  again  and  again. 

While  she  sings  this  lullaby.— i7«/'r(iin. 


WITHERED  SHAMROCK  LEAVES 
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Words  and  Music  by  John  Wilaon. 


Around  this  simple,  withered  leaf, 

What  tender  mem'ries  cling. 
Of  tliose  who  shared  each  joy  and  grief     ' 

In  lifetime's  happy  spring. 
When  by  the  silver  streamlet's  side    '  ' 

We  fairy  spells  did  weave, 
Down  in  the  valley  at  even  tide,  , 

Where  grew  those  withered  shamrock  leaveB. 

Cborcs. 
They  bring  again  those  happy  days,  with  loved  ones  kind  and  true, 
In  the  old  home  I  called  my  own,  where  those  withered  shamrocks  grew. 

We  plucked  the  dainty  emblem  sweet 

Bv  the  valleys  silver  stream. 
Ana  where  the  thrushes' song  did  greet 

Our  raptured  ears  at  e'en. 
And  Oil  iheir  leaves  sweet  lips  were  pressed. 

All  wet  with  dewy  tears. 
And  next  my  heart  they  are  laid  at  rest. 

Those  dear,  withered  shamrock  leaves,— CAorvf. 

The  place  I  loved  so  fond  and  dear 

Is  deserted  and  alone;  .  ' 

In  valley  now  yon  only  hear 

The  fierce  wind's  sullen  moan; 
No  more  the  thrnshes' joynns  song 

Thrills  on  tlie  evening  breeze. 
Desolate  by  oppression's  wrong. 

Where  grew  those  withered  shamrock  leATes.— CAortu. 

Though  severed  b^  the  mighty  deep 

Of  broad  Atlantic's  foam. 
Those  treasured  leaves  I'll  fondly  keep 

In  mem'ry  of  my  home. 
And  oft'times  in  foreign  lands,    \ 

As  I  gather  harvest  sheaves. 
Through  mein'ries  dream  comes  those  dear  hands, 

That  plucked  those  withered  shamrock  ieayes.— CAoruf. 


— "  A  very  fine  sermon,  Mr.  Jones,"  said  Deacon  Brown  to  tbe 
parson  at  the  close  of  service  yesterday,  "several  laps  ahead  of 
anything  you  ever  gave  us  before."  "  Yes,"  replied  Parson  Jones, 
blushing  slightly,  "  I  think  myself  that  I  made  a  pretty  good 
score."  Tims  doth  the  virus  of  the  walking  match  permeate  and 
pervert  all  classses  of  society. 
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Happy  is  tlie  Bridd, 


Tliat  tlie  Zm  Sbia^z  0&. 


virti  kj  oatfToooAoc 


Ctaonu. 


Koaie  by  GEO.  C.~  Z9VAUt.\ 
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IM    tto"  t M»g 

aftot  to  vaaM  fer 
Ktot*  M  tod*  M* 
Bwkl.Ij    'tov    ,Mi. 


to    ^ap  ^  «•       ■<  H     vUl  aool 

tw' '*  mr    '  fmt4~  ■%  wwr*   mf  toMi 

•<■    wi     ^  -  In,'  boi    aU  fcrm 

*.     ,|«a^.<lk|  Mil    IkH  to 
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I  LOVE  MY  CIRL,  AND  SHE  LOVES  HE. 

Choma. 


Va*  ad  Itab  tj  VUSBI  «  tJnUIBi!t 
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HSHING,  POn  WHAT? 


TtoT"!*  tab  ■■(  for  ■!•  MX  M  itol  III  U*  trMk—  Ttoir 
J%mj'n  flab  ■  iBf  lor  mat- ba«na,  aacb  Icar  Ul  -  l>t  Mhb —  Ttoir 
•to'*       kb  ■  1B<    fer    atM    ay        to       bu/      o    mo  diwa ,  Bar 
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W«k  brl(bl,aa     for    koa.   Cto  a|i>«l 
Ttdy    dfup     10    U>air    lloaa  aod 
Mab    aval   loo*  cto    toil  nib   on 
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«scb      eee        as      joje  -         t^y  ar*       ftkb      isg     for     mi«  do*«.  tboa>         rev      In    U«      bwy* 
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•W«!l*^«w  *»ntm^  ,  •...«. 
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Word*  and  Muaie~by  SAMUEL  H.  SPECK. 
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SWEET  EILLEEN. 


ChoruR. 


Wordi  and  Miulc  by  SAMTTTL  H.  STECK. 
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MjovD  ODI         l«*,^ ny  iwm  Ell   -  lim. 
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^rtos  unt  s-.MAiuit. 
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C&oma. 
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WITH  A  WIFE,  AND  A  NEAT  LITTLE  HOME. 

Chorus.       ^"^'  "^  **"'"  ''»  ^"*5  Graham. 
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rH  SOINC  TO  TELL  ON  YOU,  ITATIB. 


Word*  ud  Hiuic  hj  0X0.  C.  ESVASSSl 
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J«l  •  at  U*  ■or*  ttaa 
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HOVE  WILL  BRINC  ME  BACK  ACAIN!  I 

T-.^*  r,t.  Chorus.  Word*  and  Musk  by  J.  P.  SKELLV. 
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erORGt    LESTTM 


WId  ailM;         ais      koia-ey     all       4s     Uiid.nm    (sine    to        flow!        Da 


ft^r        urn     t*^m^r    up       tor,    "»   *>*     rich  .lah*   aval* « ka     •    low !  Da 
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C«r)rri<at  *f  Haarj  J  Wrluaaa. 
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SINCE  BY  BOTHER'S  BEAD  AND  fiONE!" 


Words  ard  Music  by  J.  P.  SKELLY. 
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IW"  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  of  this  Song  will  be 
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^~  A  Complete  Copy  of  thie  Song  will  be  eent  to 
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^-  A  Complete  Copy  of  thie  Song  will  be  sent  to 
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COmPLETE 


LETTER  WRITER 


PRICE  2B  CENTS. 

'  This  la  tb«flntMni«  that  a  book  hM  been  pnbltshedtlMil 
plainly  toachN  how  to  write  a  letter.  "  show* 
•learly  all  the  blunder*  and  nilHtokeii  npt  t<>  he  made  by 
an  iDezperlenoed  writer,  and  makes  inanire8t,  in  the 
■impleft  way,  the  prnp«r  method  vt  avi>iillMtrand  rectify- 
inir  mob  blondeni  and  nilntake«,  w)ieth«T  they  <x-ctir  In 
Uie  ■iielllnK,ttae  |iUMr>tiiatl(>n.  or  the  ki  amniar.  Thin  book 
•xplalna  all  the  dftalls  of  correfi|><>ndenoe,  whether  rdaC- 
biK  to  the  form,  the  penniannhip,  the  diiertlni;,  fnldlnir, 
MM  eenrting  of  a  uote  or  a  letter.     There  are  In  thin  book 

vaUiHble     hti>ta    about 

Love*  Courtship 
and    Marrlaset 

ehowinK  m  what  ityla 
lovora  should  Indite 
epistles.     There  are 

{CiVen  all  the  varloue 
elters  that  arise  in  the 
course  of  buiilness:  Ask- 
liitr  for  money,  request- 
titfC  time,  eiiclosinK  re- 
mitlance,  oflkinK  a.i»ist- 
ance,  rensoiis  for  ro- 
fuMl,  from  tenants  to 
lundlnrds  un  different 
»ni>Ject«.  with  land' 
lords'  rpplles.      Then — 

and  this  Is  a  very 
Important  fea- 
ture —  tlit're  issbown 
tlic  Uv'il  Inip.'itnnoeof 
a  letter;  and  explana- 
tions ai-e  Klven  upon 
the  exact  meanliiK  ol 
expressions  used  In 
wrttlnit  that  may  be  broufrbt  Into  Court  in  litifratlnns.  It 
also  cjntuins  the  art  of  abbreviating  wrltlngt 

•o  that  any  one  can. Willi  inactiot-,  wiile  with  the  rapidity 
of  the  »h>rlliand  writer.  In  fuct,  the  followinK  pernoni 
all  require  this  l>nok:  Younir  ladies  and  youni;  (ireKCle- 
men.  wivei  and  l(U8t>and8,  wldowH  and  baohelorf,  fatmera 
and  traders,  the  sick  and  the  well,  soldiers  ann  sailors, 
mothers  and  faCheis,  daughters  and  sons,  (rirers  and  re- 
eelTem  of  presents,  ihe  educated  and  the  illiternte.  But 
It  would  take  pa;?e  after  patre  to  becin  to  enunieiate  all 
the  different  claves  to  whom  "ThIS  Complete 
Letter  Writer"  would  prove  an  Invahmble  ciira- 
paulon.  Tliere  18  nothlni;  worth  knowinir  in  any  other 
letter  writer  not  to  !>..  found  liere,  while  there  are  many 
tblDK*  of  Importance  here  not  to  Imi  found  In  any  other 
boolt.  NotwIthrttindinK  all  these  «ood  points.  It  Is  only 
88  Cents  a  fopy ■  and  is  sentat  that  price,  poct-pRld, 
to  any  part  of  the  Tnlted  8Ute«  or  Canada.  BrBCUIr* 
ftve  book*  fur  One  Dollar. 


'WHDEIliAjAJtT'S 


IFII  S  HI 


SONG  BOOK-No.  I 

PRICE  25  CENTS. 

Thta  book,  the  first  of  the  series,  contains  the  following 
eollectlon  of  poi>ular  Irish  souks,  namely:— An  Irish man% 
toaat— Anfrel's  whisper— Banks  of  C'laudy  —  Blackbird  — 
Bard  of  Arnia«h— Beautiful  l«le  of  the  sea- Bonny  hunch 
of  roses-  Biirney  McCoy— Isanka  of  Brandy  wine- Brysn 
O'Lynn— Bells  of  Shaniion  —  Blarnej-  Beautiful  shamrock 
Of  old  Ireland-Biddy  McCarthy— Believe  me,  if  all  those 
•ndaaHnu  youuKcbarms— Bintcenonthe  Ithine— Brennen 

on  the  moor  —  Bona- 
parte on  Haliit  Helena 

—  Soya  of  Kilkenny- 
Banks  of  sweet  liundee 
— (^ishlamacree  —  Cap- 
tain Dwyer  —  Croppy 
boy  —  Come  ticu;k  to 
Erin— Cow  that  ate  the 
piper— Dear  Irish  boy 

—  Demiott  Asthore  — 
Dulilln  Bay  —  Uoran's 
ass— Death  of  Sarst)eld 

—  Dear  harp  of  my 
country  —  Dear  little 
colleen  —  DIstrlnK  for 
Kould  -  Dear  little 
•hamrook-Dublln  Clar- 
man  —  Donnelly  and 
Cooper  —  Erin  Is  my 
borne—  Exile's  lament 
-Erin's  ifreen  shore — 
No  Irish  need  apply  — 
Exile  of  El  In— firin  (?o 
braKb  —  Erin's  lovely 
home  —  Eiin,  mavour- 
neen  —  Father  Tom 

O'Well— Fenians'  Escape— Four-leaved  fhamrock— Green 
moasv  hanks  of  the  L«»e— Uroen  fteliis  of  America— God 
save  Ireland- (treat  men  that  Ireland  haaseen-GIrl  I  left 
behind  me— God  ijless  you,  c<-lleen  —  Harp  tbat  once 
tbrouirb  Tara's  halls— Ifoine  rule  fop  Ireland— Mat  me 
father  wore  —  Irish  strantter- Iiijihinan's  ^thanty- IrUta 
Colleen— I  left  Irel^d  ami  motiier  t>e<;au»*!  we  «?ere  p->or 
—Ireland  will  yet  l"  free -Irish  (firl- Jennie,  .he  'lower 
at  Klldare— Kathleen  Mavoiirneen  —  Klllamey  -  iCate 
Kearney- Katty  Avourneen  -Kate  O'Brien -Kitty  Tyrrell 
— Land  leatce  t>and— Let  Eiin  reinenit>er  the  days  of  old 
—Lament  of  the  Irisli  eiMl»?rant— Legacy  —  t.linerl'  k  Is 
beantlful— and  Mother  favorite  Irish  soiitrs.  iTIce  2BCa 
per  copy,  by  mall,  puat-pAtdi  orOooplea,  tooneaddrcM, 
tor  fl-OO. 


WIZARDS  MANUAL 


PRICE   as  CENTS. 

The  Kreateet  book  erer  lamed  of  Ita  kind;  «  oomplet* 
compendium  of  tbe  secrets  of  the  magician,  mind  reader 
and  ventriloquist  Fully  explained  and  Illustrated.  U 
explains.'—  How  to  produoe  cabbaKes  from  a  hat— How  to 
make  rliiRs  appear  and  ulsappear— How  to  chanire  paper 
and  bran  to  nulk  and  8U»ar— How  to  produoe  fire  from 
your  mouth— How  to  make  a  person  float  in  air— How  to 
do  all  kliidsof  card  tricks-How  to  do  all  the  latest  coin 
trick*— How  to  out  a  lady  In  halves— How  to  produoe 

bowls  of  flrb  from 
baiidkerohlefs  —  How 
to  grow  flowers  In 
empty  vases  Instantly 
—  How  to  do  tricks  with 
dominoes  and  dice  — 
How  to  do  wonderful 
tricks  with  handkeiv> 
chiefs— How  to  do  Kel- 
lar's  rin(f  trick— How 
to  make  larKS  objects 
vanish  — How  to  pro- 
cure einrs  from  a  hoy's 
mouth— How  to  restore 
a  smashed  watch  — 
How  to  do  the  threat 
box  trick- How  to  do 
all  "spirit"  mysteries 
—How  to  make  Khoala 
appear  —  How  to  per- 
form the  Davenpott  il- 
lusions—Huw  to  make 
a  cane  seem  alive  — 
How  to  make  a  coin 
answer  qiiestlons-How 
to  do  vanishing  lady 
trick— How  to  do  hundreds  of  other  marvellous  feats  of 
leKerdenialn.  TIds  niar\'ellous  book,  written  by  a  noted 
expert,  not  only  telle  lust  how  to  perform  the  moat  won> 
derful  feat,  in  the  category  of  magio,  but  bow  to  read 
tbouKhts.  It  Is  a  fact  that  you  can  read  a  person's 
thoUKhis,  so  that  you  can  reveal  numbers  or  nainee 
th  >Ui<ht  of,  And  hidden  articles,  etc.  You  on  do  it. 
Every  secret  Is  unfolded  so  oleai  b  that  even  children  can 
learn.  Tliiscelei>rated  i>ook  tells  how  to  become  a  ven- 
triloquist, mnkint;  Voices  appnreiitly  emanate  fromlKixes, 
empty  rooms,  chimneys,  ti  unks,  I'lads  of  hay.etc,  and  In- 
structs you  Just  how  to  "throw  your  voice"  so  as  to  make 
woo<len  Imatres  appear  to  talk  and  sliifr.  You  can  frlve  • 
loiiif  performance  In  Mnirlc,  Mind  Keadlntr  and  Ventrilo- 
quism after  you  havestudleil  tills  Ixxik  a  few  hours.  Don't 
fail  to  irei  it;  remeinher  that  it  Is  the  best  and  cheapest 
volume  on  these  snl>Je<'tseve(-  Issued.  It  explains  many 
llluBloDS  never  before  revealed  Id  print,  (fuardiMl  secrets 
of  the  Hcience  of  Lrijerdemain  and  I^chology.  Piloe 
85  Cents  P«r  oopy,  by  nuOl,  poet-ptOdL 
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FOR  WOMEN 

BY   THE   WITCHES. 

TMb  Book  glvet  1520  infallible  answer*  to  all  qaettloM 
that  may  interest  women  in  every  position  in  lifih 

PRICE  26  OENTSe 

Fsov  THK  wrrrms  :— Youim  woman, yon ooantyorir  IS 
yearn  and  hopel  MU»  or  Mrs  ,  you  consiaer  your  O  yeftr* 

and   sitrh!    Miss  of years,   the  very  tbooirht  of  "old 

maid"  makes  yon  shudder!    Mrs you  are  a  widow, 

and  should  not  wish  for  any  consolation!  All  of  you  are 
daiiRhters  of  Eve,  the  inquisitive,  and  have  many  wishes 
to  eratlfy,  many  desires  to  satisfy.  The  dark  futuro  dl»- 
quiets,  the  present  trouliles  the  mind.  You  are  more  or 
lees  beautiful,  more  or  lees  happy,  at  least  make  claim  to 

happiness.  AlKive  all. 
you  seek  knowledgre  as 
{>•  your  prospects  in  life 
whether  frood  or  ill  for- 
tune awaits  you;  whe- 
ther you  will  ever  or 
always  be  loved:  who 
and  what  your  husband 
will  be;  whether  you 
will  enjoy  blissful  hap- 
piness; whether  —  in 
fact,  a  multitude  of 
thiii(n  that  cause  the 
h'-ait  worriment  Well, 
we  Witches  know  all  of 
you,  and  your  trouble, 
and  anxieties:  and  as 
we  read  your  heart,  we 
will  unveil  the  mys- 
teries of  the  future. 
Beini;  cousins- Kernian 
to  Bieelzeimb,  we  can 
Instruct  you  concern- 
InK  matters  which  inte- 
rest you  most.  Let  us 
peeu  Into  them,  and 
pray,  be  not  afraid  of  us,  for  we  have  been  fresh  and  rosy 
even  like  unto  you.  Take  us  into  the  retiracy  of  your  bed- 
chamber, and  there,  upon  your  pillow,  we  will  reveal  to 
you  all  that  vou  may  s^^ek  to  know,  for  we  possess  the 
I>ower  of  the  Pythian  oraclo.  and  wlH  tell  srood  fortune  to 
the  fair,  and  her  portion  to  the  unfair.  This  Ixxik  will  be 
sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  290«  in  silver  or 
lioata«re  stamps,  t^  SPECIAL-  Mve  copiee  for  $1.  Get 
lour  of  your  friends  to  club  la  with  you  at  S6  cents  each, 
niaktnK  $1  In  all,  and  theroby  get  your  own  book  free  of 
obarite.  Clean  and  unused  United  State*  one  or  two-oent 
puMage  stamp,  taken  same  as  oash  for  all  our  goodsi  ^ 
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SELECTION  OP 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PRICE    2S    OEMTSe     * 

nis  book,  the  first  of  the  series,  contains  the  following 
selection  of  popular  recitations,  namely:— Asleep  at  the 
switeb— Arab's  farewell  to  bis  steed— Annie  and  Willie's 
prayer— A  yaller  dorjt's  love  for  a  iilgKer— Antony  and 
Cleopatra— A  rdler-rink  romance -Battle  of  Fontenoy— 
Beautiful  snow— Blnicen  on  the  Ithine— Bridse— Barbara 
FHetchle  Base  ball— Curfew  must  not  riiiK  to-nlicbt— 
Otuuf  at  tbs  Ugbt  brigade— Der  patter  of  the  shlncrles' 

Dylntr  raJirornlan -- 
Dot  stupporn  pony  — 
Dorklns'  nixht  —  Der 
baby  —  Dot  baby  oft 
mine— DylnR  soldier— 
Dascben,  on  tbe  Kliine 

—  Excelsior   —    Fast, 
frel(fht— Guilty  or  not 
guilty— Ganihfer's  wife 

—  Gladiator-  How  tbe 

fates  canio  ajar  — 
lornet's  nest  —  Home 
attractions— I  must  he 
there  on  Now  Year's 
day— Irish  philooopber 

—  Jim  Bhidso  —  Iju4, 
hymn— Le^le  Yawcob 
8*'aus8  —  Life  is  hut  a 
Kanie  of  caids  —  I.evel 
and  the  square  —  IJti^ 
tliat  touch  liquor  shall 
never  touch  inlno  — 
Little  Ue(r  and  I  — 
Moneyless  man  —  Hule 
stood  on  the  steamboat 
deck  —  Maniac  —  Moth- 
er^ fool— Maud  Muller  In  Dntch— .Miss  Maloney  on  the 
Chinese  question  — No  sect  In  lieaven  Noljoily's  mule — 
Nobody's  ch  I  Id —<lld  man  in  the  model  rh>irch-0'Rellly'e 
billy  goat— Over  the  hills  to  the  poorhouse— Old  saylngr 
—Old  oaken  bucket— 'Ostler  Joe-Only  a  (firl-Pollsh  boy 
—Please  don't  sell  my  father  rum-  Ita ven  — Richmond  on 
the  James— Kory  of  the  bill -Romance  of  a  hammock — 
Sheridan's  ride-Sbamus  O'Brien -and  S6  other  popular 
seleotlona  Price  20  Cents  P«r  copy,  by  mall,  post- 
paid; or  6  copies,  to  uae  kddraas,  for  fL 


NEW  EDITION  OF  HOYLE'S 


CARD  GAMES 


A  Book  replete  with  the  lawi  that  govsm 
Card  Oames  of  all  kinds. 

OOWTAWWa    ALL    THE    STANDARD    RTTLES     FOR 

•HUFFUKQ.  CirmNO,  DEAUNO  AND  PLATINa 

OF  CARDS  m  AMERICA.    ClUustrated^ 

PRICE   28  CENTS. 

The  fascination  that  attaches  to  card  playtncr.  both  for 
amusement  and  gain,  Is  only  clrourascribed  by  the  boun- 
daries of  civilization,  and  the  number  and  styles  of  games 
are  as  multiple  aa  the  leaves  in  Vallambrusa.  It  has  been 
our  effort  to  bring  toKcther  within  this  book  all  the  games 
known  to  modern  playec  s.  and  also  many  which  have  uoi. 
In  general,  become  popular,  as  yet  on  this  side  "  the  big 
pond."   The  following  ate  a  few  of  the  games  treated  in 

tills  book:— All  KouiB- 
All  Fives  —  Auctloo 
Pitch  —  Baccarat  — 
Bezlque  —  Boston  — 
Brag  —  Casslno  — ('all- 
fornia  Jack— Catch  the 
Ten  —  Commercial 
Pitch  —  Coon  Can  — 
Crihhage  —  Domino 
Whist — Drnw  Poker — 
Ecarte— Euchre—  Faro 

—  Five  or  Nliie-Forty- 
Flve— Fiencli  Boston— 
French  Euchre  — 
French  Whbt  —  Orar 
boucbe— Hearts- Jack 
Pots  —  I.nnsquenet  — 
Loo— Mlstlirns  —  Napo- 
leon-Newmarket—Old 
Sledge- Pedro  SanchS 

—  Pinocle  —  Piquet— 
Pitch— I'oker—tJuliiis 

—  Railroad  Eiiclire  — 
Kainsch  —  Rouge  at 
Nolr—  Rounce  —  Rubi- 
con Beziqiie  —  Scotch 
Whist  —  Seven   Up  — 

Hixty-Slx-Skat-STob. 

Solo  Whist— Spoil  Ki  ve— Stops— Straight 
Poker— Stud  Poker— Thirteen  and  the  Odd  —  Trente  et 
Ouarant«—Vlo(rt-l'n— Whiskey  Poker— Whist- American 
Whist  Laws,  etc.  This  book  contains  tbe  rules  established 
and  revised  by  Hnyle,  down  through  Cavendish,  Cameron 
and  others,  governing  the  many  games,  by  aid  of  whleb 
each  and  every  one  at  all  conversant  with  card  playlnc 
may  learn  how  beat  to  "stake  the  hazard  of  a  die."  and 
win  or  lose  aa  st:lenue  and  skill  shall  preoent  opportunity. 
This  book  wUI  be  sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  rsostpt  ft 
MOs  to  silver  or  postsge  stamps.  i 
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MY    GIRL    IS    A    WINNER 

Copyright,  189<,  by  Natt«a  &  Co.     AU  liKhta  retwrred.       * 


Tha  Word!  and  Music  of  tliia  Suiik,  uriaiiKed  for  the  pinno,  will  b«  sent  to  any  ad 
drana.  poat-i>«ld,  on  receipt  uf  10  ceiita:  or  tliia  anil  any  two  other  i)<>n|ia  f'>r  One  Duller, 
by  Henry  J  Webman.lSO  A  i:«  Park  Row.  New  \ork;  or  «>*  (17  K.  Madiaon  »t  ,riilc«jr<'. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  a>>ove  addreoHen  for  Free  (^italoirue  of  Ronsra.  Sonic  Booka, 
Sheet  Mnalc,  Oerman  Souff  Books,  Letter  Writera,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Bouks,  etc. 


Word*  and  Music  by  £.  Nattes. 


There's  a  charminfr,  neat  eoiiltrtttf,  >vlio  will  act  me  crnzy  yet; 
All  licr  nctioua  are  to  cute,  she'a  u  duiay,  elie's  ii  '*  licnnt." 
When  ehe  cornea  upon  the  etuKe,  thie  auubrette  la  all  tiio  rage; 
What  alie  saya  ia  all  the  go;  ahe'a  a  winner  at  the  Bhow. 

CHonuB. 

My  gill  ia  n  winner  at  tliu  inu»lc  liaila, 

Meui  dancer  and  einKer,  and  slic*  gets  the  calla. 

I  talie  her  to  dinner  when  the  curtain  falla; 

My  ^irl  ia  a  winner  at  tlic  music  hulia. 

Slie  niakea  sncli  a  charmine  face  wlien  alie  sliows  a  bit  of  lace; 

All  tlie  halii  heude  liave  u  fit  while  jii8t  watching  for  tliis  l)lt. 

Site  Ke'a  lots  of  nice  honqnets  for  lier  lovely  winning  wuya; 

Thie  aoubrette  yoii  ought  to  know,  ahe'a  u  winner  at  the  6\\tivi .—  C horii$. 


A  HOT  TIME  IN  THE  OLD  TOWN 

Copyrisht,  18W,  by  Willis  Woodward  &  Co.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  8onir,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  t>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreas,  poet-i>aid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  thi.i  an<l  any  t>vo  other  Si>nirs  for  One  IXtllar, 
bjr  Henry  J.  Wehm«n.l30*  1S2  Park  How.  N.w  York;  or  85*  «7  K.  Mndliiou  8t,Chlcaaro. 
Writ*  to  either  one  of  the  ahoTe  artdresses  for  Free  Cutalotfue  of  Sonera,  Sons  BOOKS, 
Stiaat  Unslc,  Qerman  Soug  Bouks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks.  atC. 


She  Never  Saw  Her  Father's  Face  Again 

Copyright,  MDCCX'Xi;  VI,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  '.;■'■- 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir,  arianKed  for  the  ptuno,  <m11  l>e  aent  to  tiny  ad- 
dress, p<>pt-|iaiJ,  <in  receipt  of  30c»  '■■  i-Hver  or  United  States'  portaiie  sluii'ija.  hy 
Henry  J.  Wehninn,  IW  *  132  Puik  Uo».  Niw  York;  or  85  A  1(7  K  }li>itiiM>n  Street,  ('liU'i>iro. 
SVrlte  to  either  one  of  tli»  uliove  adttiesttes  for  Kiee  Lut^ilonue  of  Sou^k,  ,s>.iik  Itouks, 
Sheet  Music,  Uerinau  Surg  Kouks,  Letter  Wi iters,  Dieuiii  Books,  Juke  Uuuks,  etc. 
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By  Theo.  A.  Metz. 


Pome  alouR,  get  yon  ready,  wear  yotir  bran,  liran  new  cown. 
For  dere's  g\vlne  to  he  a  tneeliiif;  In  that  pood,  good  o!d  tov\  ii. 
Where  you  linowded  ev'ryhody  and  dey  ull  knowded  you; 
And  you've  got  a  lahhit'a  foot  to  keep  awity  de  hoodoo. 
When  yon  hear  thtit  the  preaching  does  begin. 
Bend  down  low  for  to  drive  awiiy  yoiir  Bin, 
And  when  you  f,e^'>  religion  you  want  to  eliont  and  alng, 
TbereMI  be  a  hot  time  in  the  old  town  to-night,  my  baby. 

Cborus. 
When  yon  hear  <!em  a  belle  go  ding,  llnK,  ling. 
All  Join   round  and  sweeliy  you  niiiet  Binu; 
And  when  the  verse  am  ihroucli  in  the  choriia  all  Join  in. 
There'll  be  a  liot  time  in  the  old  town  to-night. 

There'll  'le  eirls  for  ev'ryhody  In  tlint  t'ood,  good  old  town. 

For  dere'a  Mii>8  Consola  Davis  un'  dere'a  Miso  Qondolia  Brown, 

And  dere'a  Alias  Johannu  Beasly,  alie  am  all  dressed  in  red, 

I  just  liiicged  her  and  I  kieiged  her,  and  to  nic  then  elie  eaid: 

Pieuee,  oh,  )>leuee,  oh.  do  not  let  me  fail. 

You're  all  niine,  and  I  love  you  best  of  all: 

And  you  must  be  my  man  or  I'll  liave  no  man  at  all. 

There'll  be  a  liot  time  in  the  old  town  to-ni^lit,  my  l>aby. —  Chorut. 


Don't  Tell  Her  that  Yon  Saw  Me. 

Copyright,  \%Vi,  bv  National  Music  Co.     Al!  rights  reserved 

Tha  Word*  and  .Miixic  .  f  this  Song,  airanged  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dre>«,  pos^|ial(1.  on  receipt  of  tO  cents;  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
l>y  Hfory  J  Wehman. 130ft  132  fark  How.  New  York;  or  U  ft  87  E.  MocllKon  St.fhlcago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab.>Te  addresapx  for  Free  Ciitalntrne  of  Bnntrs,  Simir  Boeikt, 
Bheat  Masie,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Bouks,  Joke  Bouks,  sto. 


Words  and  Mii!<lc  hy  Raphael  Fassett 

In  a  distant  little  village  there  dwelle  n  clmrniing  girl« 

To  me  ehe  is  the  sweetest  in  the  world. 

It  in  bnt  a  year  or  more  since  I  left  that  village  shore. 

To  seek  my  fortune  In  an  unknown  land. 

Adventures  wild  und  l>old,  were  stories  that  I  told 

To  tills  little  maiden  by  the  sea; 

And  w  hen  liy  chance  one  day  some  men  led  me  astray. 

This  is  the  story  that  I  would  have  told: 

CUORUS. 

Don't  tell  lier  that  yon  saw  me,  down  nt  the  city's  keep. 
Don't  tell  her  that  'twas  drink  tliat  made  me  ko. 

Don't  mention  it  to  father,  or  to  my  mother  dear. 
Fur  if  yon  don't  1  know  she'll  never  know. 

Away  from  home  and  friends,  and  in  a  Btrangr,  strange  land. 

The  temiiler  that  has  ruined  many  a  man, 

Secured  me  in  a  grasp,  from  which  I  found  it  hard  to  break. 

And  run  away  to  home  anil  friends  once  more. 

Loim  years  of  weary  waiting,  unil  the  prayers  of  those  I  loved. 

Have  made  the  man  within  me  rise  above. 

And  now,  ere  long,  the  swt'etheart  I  left  on  distant  shores. 

Will  welcome  me  forever,  evermore. 


CHontJs. 


Don 


on'l  tell  her  that  yon  saw  me  down  at  the  city's  keep, 
Don't  tell  her  that  'twas  drink  that  made  me  go. 
Don't  mention  It  to  father,  or  to  my  mother  dear, 
For  If  you  don't  I  know  she'll  never  know. 


•  e  » 


Written  and  Composed  l>y  Charles  Graham. 

"  Nol  "  said  a  steam,  old  father,  "  I  forbid  yon  both  to  go. 

For  summer  dances  often  lead  to  wroiiL': 
Tou  are  my  only  children,  and  'tis  best  for  yon  to  know 

Tlie  downwunl  path  you  shitil  not  piisa  along." 
The  sisters  sitilly  turned  uway,  one  to  the  dunce  would  go; 

lier  father  this  offence  could  not  forgive. 
"Go,  leave  tliis  lioiise,"  lie  told  his  uirl,  "to  nic  this  is  a  blow. 

And  ne'er  return  us  long  as  I  mny  live!  " 

Cnoni's. 
She  never  saw  her  father'a  fiice  iigain, 

Allhongh  she  ulwnys  wrote  to  dear  old  mother; 
This  was  the  Imrdeii  of  her  heart  S  refrain: 

"  1  pray  we  all  sliall  meet  some  day  or  other." 

One  day  they  missed  her  letter,  and  no  more  w  ns  ever  sent, 

No  tidings  came  to  lell  them  of  her  fate; 
Her  father  now  is  howeil  with  crit-f,  hU  anger  does  re]>ent: 

He'd  call  her  back,  but  now  it  is  too  late," 
The  poor  frail  form  by  Btraii(;ers  has  been  laid  aw.'iy  to  rest. 

Her  spirit  may  at  home  be  liov'rim;  near. 
They  know  not  where  to  find  her,  and,  {K'rhnps,  'tlM  for  the  best- 

Her  last  words  were  a  prayer  for  father  d\:m.—  Clunut. 


—" Do  you  think  yon  11  l)e  able  to  pull  through?"  aozionsly 
Inquired  the  needle  of  the  thread.  "  Eye  guess  so,"  was  the  curt 
response. 


DON'T  LET  HER  GO  AWAY   JOHN 

CopyHgbt,  MDCCCXCVl.  by  Henry  J.  Wehmnu. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dress, fiuet  |>ald,  on  receipt  uf  30Ca  '■■  xHver  or  Unlteil  Slnies'  postage  stomps,  by 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  i:«0  .t  i:4»  I'm  u  Kow,  N<-w  York .  or  86  ft  X7  ii:  .MixlUon  Nt,C'hii-aB<.. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  aliove  aililresm-K  for  Free  Ciitalogne  of  Hoiikh.  Souk  Uooks, 
Bbeet  Uuaio,  Qeriiiau  Song  Uuuks,  Letter  \Vi iieiH,  Dream  lluuks.  Juke  Buuks,  etc. 


Words  by  Howard  Graham.    Mu>ic  by  Chaiies  Graham. 


A  wilful  maiden  lived  within  a  happy  little  home, 

A  loving  mother  tried  her  very  best 
To  bring  her  back  within  the  fuld.  but  late  she  nsed  to  roam — 

Thro'  anxious  fears  her  parents  liud  no  rest. 
One  night  when  she  came  home,  her  father  said.  "Now,  girl,  begouel" 

The  mother  said,  "Let's  liear  wliat  she  won  id  say; 
She  will  be  better,  John,  I'm  sure,  if  you  forijivc  In  r  now; 

She's  better  home,  don't  let  Ikt  };<)  away." 

REPn,\tN. 
"Don't  let  her  co  away,  .Tolin,  ilon'i  h  r  her  co  nwny: 
Home  is  the  place  to  keep  her,  no  mailer  ulial  lliey  say: 
She  Is  our  only  daughter,  )oii  miu'lit  reuiet  this  day   - 
Let  her  stay  home,  why  sbuuid  ehu  rouni,  don  i  lei  her  go  away." 

The  years  went  by,  and  em|ity  fame  and  riches  she  had  won; 

The  old  man  now  is  sorry  tliat  she  went. 
A  life  of  worldly  splendor,  full  of  folly,  slic  Ih-kiih, 

And  many  times  be  for  bis  child  has  seiii. 
So  as  the  years  roll  on,  she  further  drifts  front  home  and  frieiidB. 

"She  was  not  ull  to  hiame,"  you'll  hear  tlieni  eiiy. 
The  mother,  wlien  she  speaks  about  lier,  oft  iiih-uih  tlie  words: 

"I  begged  you,  Jolin,  don't  let  her  go  uway.'  —  Ae//al«.  > 
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I    DON'T    LOVE    NOBODY. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Howley,  Haviland  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stutluners'  lloll,  London. 

The  Words  and  Huslo  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad 
dress,  post-i>alil,  on  receipt  of  40  rents;  or  thiN  ninl  aii>  t"  o  other  Hongs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman,  i:«)  .t  l."K  Talk  How.  N>'«-  VoiU.  or  8.')  .V  »7  V.  .MnitlKon  Nt.  Chicago. 
Writs  to  eltlier  one  of  tlie  ah  ive  a<ldresKi>a  for  Free  (\itnlo|{iie  of  Soiiirs.  8<>ng  liooka, 
Sbaat  Uoalo,  Oerman  Song  Buuks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  liouka,  Juka  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Musio  by  Lew  Sully. 

Born  down  In  Kentucky,  lived  tliere  all  my  life, 
I've  been  Very  Inckv,  never  had  a  wife; 
Miulity  near  it  Sunday,  asked  u  coon  to  wi  d. 
Met  that  lady  Monday,  and  this  is  what  she  said: 

(-'1I011I7S. 

I  don't  love  a  nobody,  nobody  loves  me. 
You're  after  my  money,  tlon'i  caie  for  me; 
I'm  gwine  to  live  single,  always  a  be  free, 
I  don't  love  a  nobody,  nobody  loves  me. 

Went  out  promenading  down  on  Tbompeoii  Street, 

Met  a  colored  lady,  smiled  on  her  so  sweet: 

Said,  ah  there,  my  honey,  tboiiglit  I  had  her  dead. 

When  I  tried  to  kiss  lier,  why,  th.s  is  what  she  8aid:-CA«>t». 

Met  Miss  Martha  Johnson  at  a  coI«»red  bnll. 

Tried  her  best  to  shako  me,  wouldn't  work  nt  all, 

Told  her  that  I  loved  her,  mnrrv  quick  as  wink: 

She  euid,  "  Look  here,  niggah,  I'm  i;w  ine  to  talk  distinct:  "— CAorw». 

Went  out  Tuesday  evenlne,  'long  with  Carter  Bryce, 
Broke  that  Kansas  nluL-er  "  sliontifi'  "  poker  dice. 
Made  love  to  his  laily,  kissed  her  ricbt  away. 
Pulled  a  razor  on  me,  and  then  I  hi^ard  her  say:— 6''Aor»«. 

It's  the  last  of  Lent. 


■   ■> 
\ 

1 
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THE  UPPER,  BROADWAY  GIRLS 

:    ,   .    ..  Copy  light,  MDCCCXCVI.  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


Til*  Word,  and  Uusic  of  tbi.  Song,  arraiifted  for  tlie  piano,  will  b«  pent  to  any  ad- 
dr«M,  poM-yniil.  on  receipt  of  2SO«  '■'  oilver  or  Unite<l  Slates'  |i'>*taKe  stanips,  by 
Henry  J.  Wehinan.lSO  A  \ia  Fark  Kuw,  New  York;  or  86  A  87  K.  MndUun  »L,(:iiioa4r<>. 
Write  tu  either  one  of  tlia  abuTe  addreesea  for  Free  CataloKue  of  S<>nK«,  So»n  Bookr, 
9b*e(  Muaio,  Qerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  l>reain  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

..•,..   ■".:;:.;•■■■..-■-■■.,         Words  and  Music  by  Harry  8.  Miller.      . -V    -•" 


Sacli  nation  lm«  Its  pretty  girls,  whose  praises  have  been  aaDC 
But  let  lue  siiiK  iUa  praisei  of  the  ones  we  are  ainoiiK.  ;   ^    ; 

With  dreamy  eyei  of  uzare  blue  and  roRuieh  eyes  of  brown, 
That  citptiviilfs  tlie  chiippiea  Id  tlie  iipiMjr  part  of  towu;  ■ 

Just  walk  lip  Broadway  a  euinmer's  iifteiuooii. 
And  see  tlie  buds  of  toeauty,  lilte  a  garden  full  of  bloom, 
'I'here  leeiiis  a  cliariii  atiout  them,  of  which  we  can't  deny. 
The  iweeicat  of  peta  that  e'er  you  met,  with  a  uaughty  winking  eye. 

CHonna. 
And  they  are  the  upper  Broadway  eirls,  wltb  tlieir  Jaunty  air  and  carta, 
Tou  couldn't  help  but  like  'em  witn  tlieir  daahiuK  style,  10  atrlkiug; 
Always  lip  to  date,  yon  see, 'way  aliead  of  the  cayety, 
The  gayest  of  all,  and  got  the  Call,  the  upper  Broadway  glrlt.  ' 

No  doubt  you've  been  to  London,  and,  perliaps  to  j;ay  Paree, 
>  No  doubt  you  met  their  beaiitieB,  but  no  fairer  could  you  tee,       ■   . 
^  When  strolling  upper  Broadwiiy  in  your  leisure  time,  just  so, 
I  And  meet  the  sweetest  dtirlinus  tliat  you'd  ever  want  to  know. 
\  Now  you  may  all  sini;  iiboiit  your  summer  girls,  '■     . 

■^  And  talk  al>oiit  your  Margiierites,  yoar  Jennies  and  yonr  Pearll, 
;  The  gayest  of  the  Kuyest,  the  ones  we  love  the  best, 
\  'Mid  plenty  of  daah,witti  style  and  cash,  while  they  always  look  tbeir  beet. — CAo. 


It's  Forty  Miles  from  Schenectady 
., -..    to  Troy.   .^  •  v,:,:;^,;^:^;^;  .ir/::. 

Cupyrli^ht,  UM,  by  T.  B.  HaniiB  &  Co.     Eni^Uah  copyright  secured. 


All  rlKbt*  reeerved. 


M 


The  Word,  and  Ifurie  of  Uil.  Sontn  arrantred  for  the  piano,  wtll  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dieKS,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  to  ceiilx:  ur  thin  ami  any  two  other  S'liir*  '"r  One  I><>llar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSO  A  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  85  A  h7  K  MixliMin  st.C'lileaffo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab.iTe  addresnm  for  Free  Cutalns-ue  of  Soiikh.  Souk  Boocs, 
Sheet  Muiic.  Qerman  Sons  Books,  Letter  Wrltei-e,  Uream  Book*,  Joke  Booka,  etc. 


Won't  You  Be  My  Little  Girl? 

Copyright.  IMW,  by  The.  Homer  Tourjee  Pub.  Co.      '     ' 

,  The  Words  and  Hasio  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  wtll  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
I  dr«««,  t>o.t-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  tO  cents:  or  this  a, id  any  two  other  Sniim  trir  One  Dollar, 
<  t>y  Henry  J  Wehman.lSO  A  IM  Hark  Kow.  New  \  ork.  or  85  *  87  E  Mndimn  8t., Chicago, 
1  Write  to  either  one  of  the  aboTe  addresses  for  Free  Cntaloirue  of  Bonirs,  Sonit  Bookai 
Sheet  Maslo.  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etb 

Words  by  Isaac  0.  Reynolds.    Miuic  by  Homer  Tourjee. 


A  poor  little  raRged  clilid,  tears  were  In  each  pretty  eye,  , 

Stood  midst  the  city's  throng,  pleiidiiig  with  all  who  pugsed  by, 

Crowds  gathered  by  her  oide,  waiting  her  story  to  bear,  . 

Every  one  pitied  Ler,  'nioet  ev'ry  one  shed  a  tear; 

I  have  no  place  to  go,  were  the  sad  words  that  ehe  said; 

Nobotly  cares  for  me  now  that  my  mother  Is  dead; 

Then  some  kind-hearted  man  led  the  poor  orphan  away, 

Ilolding  ber  to  bis  heart,  then  the  sweet  child  heard  him  say: 

Chords. 
Won't  yon  l>e  my  little  girl,  I  liad  a  child  once  like  yon; 
She  bad  those  same  pretty  curls,  iind  those  same  bright  eyes  of  bine, 
So  I  will  love  yon  the  same,  and  you'll  be  my  own  little  pearl: 
My  little  child  she's  in  heaven  with  your  ma, so  won't  >ou  be  "my  little  girl." 

At  home  sat  bis  darling  wife,  bair  now  gray,  tho'  yonng  in  years. 

She  held  n  phoiograph,  covere<l  with  mother's  sad  tears, 

"i'was  of  her  own  dear  child,  whom  she  will  see  here  no  more; 

She  treasures  all  the  toys  her  baby  left  on  the  floor. 

Husband,  returning  home,  met  his  dear  wife  at  the  door. 

"  Uere  is  a  child,"  he  said;  "  you'll  not  l)e  sod  any  more." 

With  fond  caresses  then,  and  with  a  mother's  kind  way. 

She  changed  the  ragged  dress,  while  to  the  child  sbe  did  ny.—  ChOmi. 


^•m^ 


If  I  Only  Conld  Blot  Out  the  Past. 

Copyrittbt,  IMS,  by  Hamiliou  S.  Qordnn.    EiigliiJi  copyright  secured. 

The  complete  copy  of  this  song  (words  and  music  combined)  can  be  obtained  from  the 
publtalier,  Hamilton  8.  Oordon,  ISt  Fifth  avenue.  New  York,  fur  eo  cents. 

Words  and  Music  by  Qusale  L.  Davis. 


In  a  city  far  away  came  a  messenger  one  day  :    '.• 

With  n  leiter  for  a  girl,  and  thus  it  read: 
"  Your  old  mother  died  to-day,  and  liefore  slie  passed  away 

Often  asked  for  yon  when  all  stood  by  her  bed. 
Now,  Nell,  please  write  and  say  that  you'll  start  for  home  to-day, 

For  poor  father  has  forgiven  you  at  last. 
And  lie  lonM  to  see  you,  too,  for  he  always  speaks  of  yon," 

But  |>oor  Mell  wrote,  while  the  tears  were  falling  fast: 

Chorus. 
It  I  only  could  blot  out  the  past, 

If  I  only  could  all  forget. 
And  the  sweetheart  of  old  had  his  love  never  told. 

If  he  and  I  never  had  met, 
I'd  he  home  with  the  old  folks  fo-<Jay, 

But  for  me  now  the  die  is  cast: 
My  beart  oft  doth  yearn,  and  I'd  like  to  return. 

If  1  only  could  blot  out  tlie  past. 

In  her  home  one  year  ago  not  a  sorrow  did  she  know,  , 

In  the  quiet  little  town  she  was  the  belle; 
But  a  lad  there  won  lier  beart,  now  they've  drifted  far  apart. 

For  poor  Nell  loved  him  not  wisely  but  too  well; 
But  pride  keeps  her  away  from  that  dear  old  home  to-day. 

For  her  name  the  village  folks  linked  with  disgrace. 
And  they  tried  to  wreck  her  life,  for  poor  Nell  was  not  Ills  wif«. 

And  she  thought  of  all,  while  tears  rolled  down  her  tAce.—  Chonit. 


— What  are  the  most  difficult  ships  to  conquer?  Hard-ships. 


:.    Wordi.by  Hugh  Morton.    Music  by  GuhUre  Kerker. 

"I'm  going  on  the  stage,"  said  tiie  pale-faceil  youth,  '  '    . 

"  I'm  going  on  the  statue,  and  I'll  be  anoilier  Booth."    ' 

"Before  you  go,"  said  the  second  old  man, 

"You  want  to  get  the  thickest  pair  of  t>«ois  that  you  can. 

For  it's  forty  miles  from  Schenectady  to  Troy, 

Yon  waul  to  keep  'lab'  on  that,  my  hoy: 

And  when  yon  reacli  Troy  it's  a  darned  long  walk 

To  the  gay  Rialto  iu  New  York." 

Chorus. 
"It's  forty  miles  from  Schenectady  to  Troy,  ' 
Ton  want  to  keep  tal)  on  that,  niy  boy; 
And  when  voii  reach  Troy,  it's  a  darned  long  walk 
To  the  gay  Rialto  of  New  York." 

The  art  of  the  stage  is  a  very  binh  art. 

Said  the  youth  as  he  placed  hie  band  upon  bis  beart;    ' 

Tiie  old  man  said,  with  tears  in  his  eyes, 

"You'll  find  it  isn't  hJL'her  tlinii  the  railroad  ties! 

For  ii>  forty  miles  from  Sclieneciady  to  Troy, 

Yon  want  to  keep  '  tab  '  on  that,  my  boy, 

And  wlieii  you  reach  Troy  it'(>  a  darneil  long  walk 

To  the  gay  Rialto  in  New  York."— CAWMS. 

"  The  actor  man  is  a  being  most  rare,"  '  . 

Tlie  pale-faced  youth  then  proceeded  to  declare.    ■    ' 
The  old  man  said,  "  Undoubtedly  he's  sweet. 
But  he  oiitiht  to  l>e  born  with  an  extra  pair  of  feet, 
For  it's  forty  miles  from  Schenectady  to  Troy, 
You  want  to  keep  'tab  '  on  that,  my  boy; 
And  when  you  reach  Troy  it's  a  darned  long  walk 
To  the  gay  Rialto  iu  New  York."— t7Aor«t». 


Sister  Mary  Jane's  Top  Note. 

■..■,'  Words  by  F.  Bowyer.    Music  by  Ivan  Gary II. 

The  sheet  mnsie  of  this  song  (words  and  music  complete)  is  published  by  Booeey  ft  Co., 
Music  fublUherii,  9  East  17th  Street,  New  York.     ITice  W  eeuU. 


Some  people  have  the  money,  and  Others  have  the  brains, 

But  lots  would  like  to  have  a  voice  like  Sister  Mury  Jane's; 

Your  Pntii  and  Albaiii  in  the  rear  must  take  a  sent. 

For  peneiraiing  quality  you'll  find  it  liard  to  beat: 

(some  eay  it's  a  soprano,  but  we're  not  quite  sure  of  that, 

Slie's  one  top  note,  a  beauty,  like  the  sinieking  of  a  cat; 

It's  known  to  all  tlie  neighbors  wlio  ret^ide  around  our  way. 

And  when  they  think  Jane's  going  to  sing,  they  to  each  other  say: 

RsntAiN. 
:    Sit  back!  hold  light!  Mary's  going  to  singl 
She's  (joiiii?  to  try  again  to  crack  her  ihroati 
It  stops  tiie  birds  n-eiuging,  and  it  seu  the  bells  a-ringing. 
Sister  Mary  Jane's  top  uoiel 

She  joined  a  class  for  singing,  i>nt  she  never  said  a  word 

About  her  only  top  note,  such  a  tiling  (hey  never  heard; 

She  let  it  go  one  evening   and  the  organist,  poor  man. 

Went  flying  through  the  window,  and  away  like  mad  be  ran. 

It  twisted  ail  the  organ-pipes,  and  the  boy  who  blew  the  wind 

Got  jnnimed  into  the  bellows  iiole,  and  left  his  boots  behind. 

But  Maty  sat  so  saintly,  for  the  poor  eirl  didn't  know. 

She  cleared  ber  throat  to  sing  again,  hot  ev'ry  one  said  "  Wo  I  "—J!ef. 

She  sang  at  the  Aquarium,  and  all  the  people  fled, 

The  manager  went  'round  and  found  that  all  the  fli>h  were  dead: 

The  band,  nor  the  condncior,  never  since  a  word  have  spoke. 

They're  all  quite  deaf,  and  out  of  work,  with  their  tympanums  broke. 

It  don't  hurt  Sister  Mary,  for  she  likes  it,  it  appears, 

But  when  we  think  she's  L'oiiiK  to  cliirp,  we  all  stop  up  our  ears; 

If  a  train  is  slow  in  starting,  she  will  give  a  little  cough. 

Bang!  goes  Mary's  top  note,  and  tbey  all  say,  "Now  we're  ottV—Pefrain. 

They  8topj)ed  poor  Mary  singing,  when  the  nei(;h)K>rs  all  conld  hear. 

So  ehe  took  the  train  to  Southend,  jnet  to  practice  on  the  pier; 

She  cleared  her  throat— then  let  it  ko  with  wonderful  effect. 

The  machines  all  drop]icd  to  pieces  and  the  pleasure-boats  got  wrecked. 

It  tore  the  sails  to  tibbint,  ann  the  sea-culls  couldn't  qnack, 

The  tide  went  out,  and  people  say  it's  never  coming  back. 

When  Mary  goes  to  Soiitliend  now,  the  folks  keep  off  the  pier. 

The  niggers  only  eing'one  song,  and  this  is  what  you  heat:— Ilef rain. 

Copyright,  ISM,  by  Chappell  &  Co.     All  rights  reserved. 

■''■    ^'        ■    <  s »  »  -■'      ■ 


— An  agent,  soliciting  subscribers  for  a  book,  showed  the  pros- 
pectus to  a  man,  who,  after  reading— "one  dollar  in  boards,  and 
one  dollar  and  twenty-flve  cents  in  sheep  "—declined  8ul»scrii)ing. 
as  Le  might  not  have  boards  or  sheep  on  hand  wlien  called  u|xiit 
for  payment. 
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LULLABY. 

Copjrlglit,  ISO*.  l»y  A  S.  Rliorer.     All  riKhto  reserved. 

The  Word,  and  Mimic  <>f  thld  S»ii(r,  arranged  fnr  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  anj  ad- 
dreaa,  po.t-i>aul,  on  rei-fipt  ot  40  i-Hiitx:  or  tliis  ami  any  two  other  MMUffg  r»r  (}„e  Dollar, 
bv  Hfiiry  J  Wehmnn.lSO.t  133  I'lirk  How,  New  York,  or  85  A  N7  K  Miiillvon  St  .fllloaffo. 
Write  t'l  elfht*r  otm  <»f  tho  ah  .ve  aildresat's  for  F^r»*e  <^ltnl.»l»nf  t)f  Sdiiiri*.  Soiii;  Books, 
!>lM«t  Uiulo,  Uernian  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  lk>ukj|,  ola 


Words  and  Music  by  A.  S.  Rhorvr. 


Bnby,  come  and  ki-(<  your  inotlier,  lay  your  hoad  iipoii  my  breast, 
I'lodie  your  li-nrfnl  eyi's  in  8iitiiil>t;r,  fi>ri;ft  your  Cjiick,  In;  at  rfi-t. 
Miiy  tliu  lovini:  liitnd  of  UiikIik-os.  tlironuli  tins  world  of  liopuH  and  feare, 
Sniooili  |j<u  \\riiililc8  from  your  forelieud,  luake  you  bu|>py,  dry  your  tears. 
Sleep  oil,  iialiy,  gieep. 

Poe!  hi-  slocpf,  my  litt'e  treaonre,  nestled  close  niito  my  heart, 
WIiiIk  I  III  drt'ani  of  iiu-  |>  fiisnie  tliiit  the  iiuiik'nini:  will  Impart, 
Drfaniiui;  of  llio9<-  (•weet  lips  palled  III  a  ripplllli;  laliuli  of  joy, 
Uf  those  ilinip'cd  aims  curcMsin^,  and  of  kit^siiiK  mnuim.i's  boy. 
Sleep  Oil,  l)aliy  sleep. 


BLOSSOMS     UNFADING. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  J.  Edmund  E^te:<.     Entered  at  Stationerx'  Hall,  London. 


All  ritt'ita  reii«rve<l. 


The  Word*  anil  MiikIc  uf  this  S..M|t,  arrnnk;ed  for  the  piano,  will  he 
lr«f"8,  poiiC-i>aitt.  'Ill  rtfcvipc  of  ^Oi^ciitH;  «ii-  tiiLs  niiil  aii>  tl^•l  other  Suntrfl 
hr  H.i.rT  J    Wehnmn.isn*  l:«  ftirk  Kmv.  New  York:  .ir8.'i*  87  E.  Mndi- 

,a>..i...     .    .      -:.,        _     -.     -  «     .1    ..     _  ..      ..I., «....     C (,..... I    ..... •    o 


_ ., _. , , he  sent  to  »ii»  ad- 

drv"8,  pont-iiaitt.  nil  recvipc  nf  40<*eiitH;  «ii-  tiiLs  niitl  aii>  tiMi  other  Snntrfl  f<M-  Oiie  liollHr, 
b.r  HeiirT  J  Wehninn.isn*  l:«  t'tirk  Kmv.  New  York:  or  8.1  *  87  E.  Mndi-on  St  ,chlea(rii. 
WrltJ"  ti  oitlier  oiio  of  the  nh.ive  aildresses  for  Free  Ciitnl.iirue  of  Soiiirn,  Sonit  Books, 
Sheet  Mu.lv,  UerniuD  Sontr  BonkR,  Letter  Writers,  Uieaiii  Kuokit,  Joke  Boi'k»,  etc. 


Words  by  J.  Edmund  Elites.    Muslo  by  Jennie  L.  Estes. 


WiOiiii  the  vined  arbor  we  lingered  tliat  iiiulit, 
8lie  )>icked  ine  a  liio-axnm  by  fairy  niooiiliuhl: 
I  thanki'd  her,  then  added,  '"'I'JH  lovely,  dear  maid; 
But  I  louj;  for  a  hlosooni  that  time  cannot  fade." 

CUOIHTS. 

BloSKoms  uiifndinK, 

Our  life  pervading, 
WeaviiiK  in  sweetness  its  chaplet  of  bonrs; 

Cares  that  eiicnnilier. 

Forever  «:iinil>er, 
Where  love'e  fraKtaiit  liloi^eoms  bloom  into  flowers. 

I  asked  lier  ere  parfini;  to  be  my  fair  tirlde: 

8iie  pHUned  but  a  moment,  tlieii  sweetly  re)ilici1, 

■■'I'll  he  voiir  wife,  dear  one,  I  am  not  afraid. 

But  I,  too,  crave  a  blossoiu  that  tune  cannot  fade."— C /tor"*. 

Old  ace  now  creeps  o'er  iis;  thoiich  lon<;  yearn  liave  passed, 

'I'lie  cceiit  of  love"s  lilosKiiiii  remains  till  the  last; 

We  Cherish  that  arbor,  aitlioiiijh  rudely  made. 

Where  we  found  the  lone  biosauni  iliat  time  did  not  fade.—  Chorni. 


FAT    BOY. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  T.  D.  Harms  &  Cu.    Entdlsb  copyriKht  secured. 
All  riKht"  reserved. 


The  Word"  and  Mnnlc  "f  this  S.mir.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
dtr«s.  i>iirt|.aiil.  oil  receipt  of  40  ceiitii:  or  tliix  ami  any  two  otiier  Monirs  tor  One  hollar, 
by  Henrv  J  Wehniiin,  VM)  A  WK  I'm  k  Itnw.  New  Yorl; .  or  8.5  A  87  K.  MiuiiMin  St.Clilcajro. 
Wiite  to  either  one  of  tlie  ali  .ve  «ildreR-<es  for  Free  ("iitulotrne  of  Soiikh.  9onK  Books, 
Sheet  Uuste,  Uerniun  Sunt;  Books,  L«ttei  Wilieis,  Uieaiii  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Words  by  HiikIi  Morton.     Music  by  Qustave  Kerker. 


A  boy  that  was  much  too  fat  was  trav'linu  willi  a  show. 

He  wore  blue  sailii  Itreeches,  and  a  sash  in-il  in  n  how. 

A  red  and  purple  liaiiiier,  ihat  adorni'd  the  cirrus  i>roiinds. 

Informed  Iheaiixioili  pillillC  tliat  he  welt;>ieil  six  liiindred  pounds. 

Now  on  the  |ihitforin  willi  the  hoy,  ii  gwect  Circiissiall  i;irl 

Revealed  a  lot  of  surplus  hair  that  couldn't  learn  to  curl. 

The  hoy  breathed  hiiriiiiig  love  to  her,  and  usUed  her  if  she'd  wed; 

But  she  only  laughed  a  horrid  lau);h,  and  tide  is  what  she  said: 

C'Honus. 
Fat  hoy,  fat  1>oy,  you're  talkintj  throueh  yonr  hat,  hoy! 
Your  physical  archltecliire  is  a  l;ind  that  couldn't  please. 
Fat  boy,  fat  boy.  you  don't  know  where  you're  at,  hoyi 
For  1  have  maeheil  the  niau  upon  the  \i\\i\\  tra|M>ze. 

The  hoy  he  hided  his  time,  as  a  bider  he  was  great; 

He  laid  for  that  small  uvmnast,  with  a  fat  and  fervent  hate. 

One  ninht  a  few  weeks  later,  when  he  cot  him  riirhtly  placed, 

lie  sat  upon  his  rival  and  he  inaxhed  him  to  a  panic. 

Tlieii  stiiiiifhtway  ran  the  happy  hoy  to  that  C'lrcasf  ian  (;irl. 

And  oil  his  knees  lie  awked,  once  more,  if  she  would  lie  his  pearl! 

lie  hetri^ed  her  to  lie  married,  now  lliu  oliicrchap  was  dead. 

But  Blie  only  laui;bed  a  horrid  laui;h,  and  this  is  what  site  said: 

CnoRfs. 

Fat  iMiy,  fat  boy,  you're  talkinc  throiich  yonr  hat,  boy! 
'I'be  man  on  the  hiijli  trap,  ze,  I  shook  a  month  or  more  a({0. 
Fat  hoy.  fat  boy,  you  don't,  know  where  you're  at,  hoy! 
I've  mashed  the  boss,  and  now  i  own  the  whole  darned  show. 


LOVE    ME,    LOVE    ME! 

CopjrlKht,  18<M,  by  T.  B.  Harm.  A  Co.      EiiKllsh  copyrlKkt  secured. 
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Words  by  Hugh  Uorton.     Miioic  by  Qustave  Kerker. 


I  kneel  to  thee  In  ferveni  prayer, 

My  iiiiKcry  and  my  despair 

\*  more  than  I  can  hear, 

Oh,  lovely  lady,  my  pulses  beat. 

While  cold  thou  art. 

Here,  at  thy  fi-et,  ere  I  depart, 

I  lay  my  breakini;  heart. 

Oh,  lovely  lady,  woman  divine. 

Love  me,  love  me!  my  love  Is  thinel 

Love  me,  love  met 

Lay  thou  thy  heart  acainst  my  heart. 

My  ho|>e.  my  very  life  thou  art! 

Woman  divine,  love  me,  love  me! 

My  love  is  thinel   love  me,  love  nie! 

Lay  thou  thy  heart  aualnst  my  heart. 

My  life  liioii  art!  love  niel 

This  tender  little  soiif;  I'll  keep  within  my  lieart, 

And  with  it  plead  for  love  willi  all  a  lover's  art: 

I'll  sint;  and  siuK  a(;aiii  tlils  pnpKioiiuie  refrain: 

Woman  illvliie,  love  me,  love  niel 

My  love  is  thine!   love  me.  love  me! 

Lay  thou  thy  heart  au'amst  my  heart; 

My  liope,  my  very  life  thou  aril 

Woman  divine,  love  ine,  love  met 

My  love  is  tliinel  love  me,  love  mel 

Lay  thou  thy  heart  at;ainel  my  heart;      * 

My  life,  thou  arti 

Love  met  love  me!  love  mel  woman  divine! 


^  .  » 


INHERITED    FROM    MY    AUNT. 
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Words  by  Hugh  Morton.     Music  by  nurtave  Kerker. 


I  try  to  do  ev'ryihiiig  right. 

But  I  can't,  for  my  Hunt 

Was  a  most  irresponsiihle  lady. 

Whose  iialiits  nnhnp|>ily  I  have  inherited. 

Oh,  iiiine'H  an  unfortunate  piiKlit, 

"I'isn't  fair,  I  declare; 

I  nieaii  to  he  aw  fully  proper  and  nice. 

And  llie  failure  1  make  is  unnierite<l. 

My  aunt  was  a  rollicking,  frollcing,  gallopini;. 

Gay  and  elusive  younu  reveler. 

And  all  of  the  niischievous  sprites  in  the  world 

Qot  togetlicr  and  tiled  to  heiievil  her! 

8he  cut  the  most  startling  capers! 

8lie  even  L'ot  into  the  papers. 

And  now  to  he  modest  I  can't, 

1  inherit  the  faults  of  my  auDtl 

RErilAIN. 

With  a  fizzy  whizz  whizz  went  aantie. 

And  fizzy  whizz  whizz  \io  I; 
I  never  can  stop  uoing  tizzy  whizz  whizs. 

No  matter  how  hard  1  try; 
I'd  like  to  be  prim  and  pro|ier. 

But  the  deuce  of  it  is  I  can't. 
For  I  am  a  victim  of  fizzy  whizz  wliizz. 

Inherited  from  my  aunt. 

1  wish  all  the  people  could  say 

She's  R  saint,  but  she  ain't; 

It's  an  awfully  difficult  thing  to  )>e  good,         .   - 

When  your  aunt  was  a  lady  ecsiatical. 

All  vanity  I'd  jiiit  away 

If  I  could,  yes  I  would; 

But  I'm  liouiid  to  Confess  that  I'm  le<l  into  acts 

Tliat  you'd  have  to  describe  as  eralical. 

I'm  full  of  the  very  old  nick,  and  I'm  fond 

Of  the  noisiest  kind  of  liilarity. 

I  very  much  fear  that  late  siip{M-rs  with  me 

Have  enjoyed  an  undue  |K)pulnrity; 

You  even  may  creilit  the  minors 

Tliat  Huy  I  am  riding  in  bloomers. 

But  to  blame  me,  now  really  you  can't. 

I  inherit  these  things  from  my  »m\\..— Refrain. 

I     m  •  m 


—What  is  it  tliat  a  young  lady  looks  for,  but  doesn't  wish  t(» 
find?  A  hole  in  her  stocking. 


— A  liille  fellow  five  or  six  years  old,  who  liad  been  wearing 
flannel  jackets  imich  too  small  for  him,  was  one  day,  after  having 
lieen  washed,  put  into  a  tarment  as  much  too  large  as  the  other 
iiad  been  too  small.  Our  six-year-old  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
shook  himself,  walked  al>out,  and  finally  buret  out,  "  Ma,  I  do 
ftel  awful  lonesome  in  this  jacket?  " 
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Words  and  U utile  by  Sigfrid  Stenhauiinar. 


It  WB8  a  moonliglit  iiiulit  in  Centrnl  Park, 

With  lovers  iironieimdinK  1»  the  dark, 

And  mortals  liere  and  f litre 

Were  cniiglit  quite  uniiware 

In  ciipid'B  irrilalini;  little  snnre. 

Quite  near  the  city's  i)iK  mennuerie, 

A  Couple  »«t,  wrapped  in  a  reverie, 

Tliey  liad  their  honest  share  • 

Of  cnpid's  little  snnre. 

And  did  thoee  little  silly  things  you  see. 

RirRAIN. 

But  the  moon  lild  her  hlnsh  heliind  a  cloud. 
For  the  sound  that  she  heard  was  very  loud; 

She  couldn't  stand  the  sit;ht, 

And  didn't  tliink  it  riglit. 
So  she  hid  ber  blushing  face  behind  a  cloud. 

•*  Oh,  dear,  do  yon  love  me  as  I  do  yon  ? 

Were  mingled  with  the  Bounds  from  tlie  Zoo," 

The  moon  she  didn't  mit>8. 

The  answer  'twas  n  kiss, 

Slie  felt  ashamed  and  knew  not  what  to  do,    .• 

Quite  clearly  you  could  hear  the  lion's  roar. 

While  from  the  lover's  seat  caiiie  just  one  more, 

Just  one  before  we  po. 

To  let  your  darling  know 

That  you  belong  lu  htm  for  evermore.— i7«/'ratn. 


Words  and  Music  by  Thos,  F.  MoiTissey. 


KATIE. 


The  Wedding  Day  that  Never  Came. 
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In  a  pretty  little  linmlet  lived 

A  maiden  tried  and  true. 
She  loved  a  eolilier  hrave  and  liold. 

And  he  loved  her  she  knew. 
For  years  they  courted,  till  at  last 

Both  name<l  the  wed<lingday. 
Then  thotiutit  how  iiaut;ht  but  happiness 

Could  cross  their  life's  pathway, 
But,  sad  to  say,  one  day 

Bold  duty  called  him  from  her  side. 
To  fluht  for  his  dear  country's  sake. 

On  the  hattle-fleld  he  died. 
And  when  tlie  sad  news  reached  ber. 

Of  him  she  loved  so  well. 
She  raved  and  tore  her  hair  with  grief. 

Her  pain  uo  tongue  can  tell. 

CUOKUS. 

Her  poor  heart's  iiearlv  broken. 
As  she  kisses  some  love  token; 
Can  this  all  be  a  dreiim  to  me. 
At  times  she  will  ezdnini; 
At  the  gate  no  more  she'll  meet  him. 
Nor  with  a  fond  kiss  t;r<'et  liim. 
And  cnn't  foruet  tier  wedding  day 
That  never,  never  cnine. 

The  poor  soul  sits  eiicli  dny  and  moans 

As  if  In-r  heart  would  hrenk: 
She  pictures  him  before  her  face, 

In  slninl>er  or  nwnke; 
Id  the  old  church-ynrd  she's  often  seen. 

At  his  grave,  to  kneel  and  pray. 
And  strews  fresh  fli>wers  o'er  his  mound 

Before  she  goes  away; 
He  fought  the  battle  bravely. 

And  had  died  a  hero  bold. 
But  left  an  aching  heart  behind. 

'Tie  a  slory  often  told, 
No  more  she'll  kiss  and  foodie  him. 

To  a  brighter  land  lie's  flown. 
And  left  a  sweei  heart,  true  as  steel. 

To  bear  the  grief  alone.— CAorw. 


— The  witness  before  the  court  was  Mr.  "Wood.  "  What  is  your 
name?"  asked  the  clerk.  "  Ottiwell  Wood,"  answered  tlie  wit- 
ness. "How  do  you  spell  your  name?"  then  asked  the  some- 
what puzzled  judge.  Mr.  Wood  replied:  "O  double  T,  I  (ioiiide 
U,  E  double  L,  double  U,  double  O,  D."  The  astonished  judire 
thought  it  the  most  extraordinary  name  he  bad  met  with,  :md, 
after  two  or  three  attempts  to  record  it,  gave  it  up,  amid  roars  of 
laughter. 
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Words  and  Music  by  John  Walsh. 

There's  a  girl  that  reci<ien  in  the  iiex-t,.house  to  onrs, 

She's  pretty,  elie'«^  stylish  and  nent. 
The  boys  in  the  ucigtiborliood  all  send  Ikt  flowers. 

For  lieaiity  she  cannot  lie  beat. 
For  them  i<lie  don't  care  slie  told  me  last  niglit, 

She  dearly  loved  one,  don't  yon  see? 
And  then  1  was  filled  with  the  greatest  delight, 
..    The  one  tliat  she  loves  sure  is  me. 

Cbobus. 
Katie,  Katie,  lovely,  divine,  ;     - 

I'll  be  so  happy  when  1  can  call  you  mine. 
You  liave  said  you  loved  me,  from  me  you'd  never  part; 
Why  longer  tarry,  let's  hasten  to  marry,  my  own  sweetbcsrt. 

And  when  we  are  married,  we're  going  away, 

'J'o  visit  our  birth-pliice  and  more. 
I've  plenty  of  money  our  pasmige  to  pay, 

For  I  long  for  a  siiriit  of  thiit  shore; 
And  when  we  are  there,  we'll  roam  hand  in  hand 

A  four-leafed  sliaiiirock  to  find: 
No  happier  con|>l<^  in  that  dear  old  land. 

Will  leave  care  aud  trouble  behind.—  C  homn. 


•    *e  » — • 

BEFORE    SHE    FELL. 
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^Vords  and  Music  by  Bert  C.  Norman. 

Ill  a  crowded  thoroiiglifjire,  on  one  cold  winter's  night, 

.A  woman  stood  forsaken  and  fxrlorii: 
Stiindino  in  lier  tatters  there,  she  was  an  awful  sight. 

For  one  who  one;  a  good  liome  did  adorn. 
The  crowd  wus  jeering  at  her,  in  such  a  cruel  way. 

No  friendly  hand  was  raised  to  stem  ihe  tide; 
When  to  the  crowd  a  lady  came,  with  face  so  pure  and  Sweet, 

Aud  said,  aa  she  stood  by  tiie  woman  e  side: 

Chorus. 
Please  do  not  tniiiit  or  abuse  her. 

Don't  annoy  her  any  more: 
She  was  not  always  so  rallied,  ^  ' 

:  -  She  was  not  always  so  ptKir;  • 

Once  slie  was  full  of  life's  sunshine. 

Once  she  was  liappv  and  well: 
I'm  phiidiiig  for  her  because  she  was  my  chnm 
Before  she  fell. 

Then  she  placed  her  arm  aronnd  the  shiv'ring  creature's  form. 

And  sought  with  kindly  words  her  bean  to  cheer: 
:      Knowing  well  that  she  was  once  a  uood  and  liappy  wife. 

With  pleasant  home  and  little  children  desr. 
Oii»*  iiiuht  a  tempter  saw  her,  ainl  marke>l  her  for  his  own. 

No  fiiend  was  near  the  danu-er  to  foretell: 
It  IS  the  same  old  slory  tliat  for  ages  has  been  told, 

A  Story  that  is  always  told  too  \\ti\.—  C'horuii. 


m  t  m 


Knew  His  Business. — "Jones,"  said  the  banker,  as  lie  called 
the  cashier  into  his  private  office  and  motioned  hitn  to  be  seated, 
"you  have  been  wilh  tis  now  for  about  ten  yearp,  havonl  you?" 
"  Y — yes,  sir,  I — I  think  it  will  be  ten  years  next  iiioiitli,  sir!" 
"Exactly,  Jones — fen  yeiirs  next  iiiontli.  For  ten  lonp  years  you 
have  been  a  failliftil,  honest  employee  of  this  house."  "  'I' — thanks, 
sir.  I — I  have  tried  to  be  faithful,  sir."  "  You  have,  Jones,  and 
you  have  certainly  succeeded.  I  can't 'look  back  in  till  that  time 
and  remeiiiber  wlien  I  ever  had  occasion  to  reprimand  you  for 
ne.i^lecting  your  work."  "Thank  you,  sir."  "1  liave  watched 
over  your  intetesis,  Jones,  as  1  would  my  own  sons' — advanced 
you  step  by  step,  and  to-day  you  hold  one  of  the  best  positions  in 
New  York."  "You  liave  been  very  kind,  sir."  "  No  employee 
in  this  hank,  Jones,  is  more  liked  or  mote  tmsted  by  us  Ihan  you 
are,  and  the  day  isn't  far  off  when  I  propo.se  to  j;ive  ycni  still  an- 
other—but We'll  talk  of  that  later  on.  By  the  way,  Jones,  when 
I  was  transactinsi  some  important  business  with  that  veiled  lady  in 
here  the  other  morning  and  my  wife  .stood  outside  the  door  a.'ikfng 
for  me,  what  was  it  you  said  thai  made  her  leave  so  suddenly?" 
"  Why,  sir,  I  told  her  you  were  holding  ti  most  important  meet- 
ing •with  seven  other  bankets,  wliich  would  last  three  or  four 
hours,  and  if  you  were  disturlied  even  for  tt  second  it  might  mean 
the  loss  of  thousands  of  dollars  to  you."  "  Just  .so.  Jones!  I  see  I 
liiive  not  overestimated  your  abilitj-  as  a  casliier!  Rememlier,  my 
dear  boy,  that  honesty  is  always  the  best  policy,  faithfulness  brings 
its  own  reward,  and  you  may  some  day  stand  in  my  shoes  in  this 
bank.  Tliat's  all,  Jones— that's  all  to-dtiy,  my  boy,  except  that 
you  shall  have  three  extra  days  on  your  vacation  this  year!" 
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It's  My  Sister  You  Want,  Not  Me. 
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Worda  and  Music  by  Alb.  H.  Fits. 


I've  KOt  more  trouble  tliun  any  one  man 

Tliar  lives  in  this  lown.  I  know. 
And  all  on  account  of  a  sweet  Utile  girl 

I  iiu-i  but  a  ■liort  time  ai;o. 
Now  slie  liiis  a  twin  »i8ter  wliom  I  never  knew. 

Anil  I'm  niizud  'tween  (lie  two,  don't  you  seef 
To  tell  one  rroiii  the  oiher,  and  this  one  from  t'other, 

Is  tlie  tiling  that  now  puzzles  me. 

Chorus. 
They're  so  like  each  other,  they  say  that  their  brother 

Can't  tell  them  npiirt,  cave  his  life, 
All')  even  their  mother  don't  know  one  from  tlie  other, 

The  father  is  just  like  the  wife; 
Now  the  one  they  call  "Pollie"  is  jnot  like  my  Mollie, 

And  when  this  one  I  meet,  don't  you  see, 
She  Diiiiles  and  says  "  leully  a  iiiii<take,  I  Ciiuk,  merely, 

Dut's  my  elster  you  want,  not  nie." 

Kow  I  thlnl^rm  in  love,  but  which  one  I'm  not  sure; 

To  tell  vou  the  truth  I  don't  know; 
When  I  think  I'm  all  riglit  I  find  out  I'm  quite  wrong, 

It  Keenm  that  U  is  alwitys  so. 
When  I  find  them  toKttliei,  I  have  to  keep  still. 

And  when  nlone  I'm  uleo  at  sen; 
If  I  speiik  to  thin  Polly,  she  say»:  "  Oli,  it's  Molly, 

My  eifter,  you  wiiut,  not  me."— 6V(0<  (/». 

'Tvvad  only  laat  idcht  that  I  called  at  the  house. 

An  eveiilne  to  spend  with  my  dear: 
And  ui>  (he  time  paS!<e<l.  I  nerved  up  to  that  point, 

To  tell  you  Ihe  triilli  I  felt  quei-r, 
I  culled  her  my  ducky,  then  down  on  my  kuees 

I  swore  that  she  niuat  marry  me; 
When  t>he  t>mlied  and  said:  "liHrry.  I'm  too  young  to  marry, 

It's  my  sister  yoa  want,  not  me."— C/iOitu- 
Laft  week  I  went  out  to  a  nice  little  "  hop," 

Mv  Mollie  wus  there  with  the  rest, 
So  lifter  a  dance  we  sat  down  for  a  chat. 

Of  coiirsi',  I  went  in  for  my  heet. 
Then,  in  many  sweet  woidi>,  I  unhurdened  my  heart. 

And  nskeit  if  my  wife  »he  wmi.d  l>e? 
When  she  smiled  and  (>uid,  '*Ni>.  i>ir,  now  this  will  not  go,  sir, 

It's  my  sister  you  want,  not  niu." — Choriit. 

How  ti's  not  often  a  man  tells  a  joke  on  himself, 

But  on  me  here's  a  i;ood  one,  I  know; 
I  met  one  of  these  twins,  and  the  ri^ht  one,  I  thought, 

80  ilown  the  street  we  elarled  to  l'o. 
I  politely  atldrevsed  her,  when  siie  stopped  and  said,  "sir," 

Then  1  tried  to  exp  ain.  do  you  seel 
When  she  growled  und  f>aid,  "  Mister,  I  guess  it's  my  sister, 

It's  my  sister  you  want,  not  me."— C^««. 

I  went  out  for  a  stroll,  and  met  one  of  these  girls. 

Who  siieeested  that  we  take  a  walk, 
And  while  in  the  parK,  we  t>at  down  for  a  chat. 

It  seemed  she  did  waul  to  talk. 
Now,  Uarry,  my  darlinu,  to  nie  wonld  you  give 

A  "  twenty,"  my  ilear-do  you  See? 
I  thoticht  it  was  Moilie,  init  she  sayii  it  was  Pollie, 

'I'was  that  sister  that  looks  like  me.—  V'iorm. 

We  were  not  married  long,  when  this  other  sweet  twin. 

Was  invited  to  visit  our  home; 
All  went  very  well,  till  one  day  I  found  out 

'I'iiat  my  troubles  did  not  come  alone. 
Now  really  I  thought  'twas  my  wife  all  the  time. 

But  on  this  |ioii>t  we  did  not  aisree; 
She  Khowed  her  temper  and  muscie,  said,  "  get  oat  and  hustle. 

It's  my  cister  joii  want,  notjue." — C'/tortu. 

Now  lake  my  advice,  don't  get  mixed  ap  with  twins, 

'I'd  nty  Horrow  I  lunde  the  imsiake. 
It  Cost  me  i.'o<Hi  money  to  find  this  nil  out. 

But  I  found  it  all  out  too  lute. 
She  took  the  ailviintauu  <>f  me  all  the  lime. 

And  when  precents  I'd  tive  her,  you  see, 
0>')  how  IhouL'htfiil  to  make  It,  nay  thank  yon  and  take  it. 

Bat  it's  my  sister  you  want,  not  vnv.— V  fihrtn. 

NoTK  —The  following  words  to  l>e  sjioken: 

.See.. nd  Verse:  "Oh,  it's  Mollie."  * 


Tiiird  Verse:  "  Harry,  I'm  too  youiii:  to  marry." 
FiMirth  Verse:  '•  No.  sir,  now  thie  will  not  i»o,  sir." 
Fifth  Verse:  "Sirl"  (5th  line.)    "Mister,  1  |;iiess  it's 
Sixth  Verse:  "Do  you  see?" 


my  sistwr.* 
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I  CALL  THAT  LOVE— DON'T  YOU? 


OopyrUtbt,  18»7.  by  Alb.  H.  FItm. 
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Words  and  Muslo  by  Alb.  H.  Fits. 


Twas  at  the  dob  the  other  night  a  jolly  crowd  was  there, 

To  tell  a  stor),  sing  a  song,  each  one  to  do  his  share. 

At  last  thi^y  talked  of  woman  true — did  she  wed  for  love  or  gold; 

Could  some  one  tell  why  woman's  love  was  not  like  that  of  old. 

One  man  declared  that  money  hoaght  the  love  of  woman  fair, 

Another  vowed  that  marriage  wus  a  fallare  and  a  snare. 

When  I  replieil,  '*  You're  wrong,  my  friends,  I  know  of  woman  true, 

WLo  marry  poor,  but  good,  Louest  men— now  I  call  ibat  love— don't  you?" 

Chords. 
I  know  that  girl  loved  me,  and  I  know  shs  was  trne; 
When  poor,  by  me  she  stood— now,  boys,  what  would  you  do? 
I'll  tell  you  how  I  know  that  little  one  was  true. 
When,  without  a  cent,  she  stuck  to  me,  now  I  call  that  love— don't  you? 

Ton  ask  ms,  boys,  to  sing  a  song,  or  tell  a  story  new, 

And  won<ler  why  I've  not  loiiied  in,  now  listen,  I'll  tell  you 

A  story  true  I've  never  told  that  almost  breaks  my  heart, 

Of  one  I  loved  who  passed  away,  'twos  decreed  tiiat  we  must  part. 

She  was  fair  as  fair  could  be,  an<l  promised  that  she  would  l>e  mine, 

The  day  was  set,  mivforiune  came,  there  always  comes  a  time, 

Now,  did  she  leave  me— not   She  said.  "Jack,  I'll  stick  to  you," 

And  soahe  did  (ill  tlie  end,  my  hoys;  now  I  cull  that  love— don't  yon?— C/to. 
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How  I'd  Like  to  Find  Dat  Man. 
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*  Spoken. 


Words  and  Muslo  by  Alb.  H.  Fits. 

I's  looking  for  a  nigger  dat  dey  says  left  de  town, 
Went  in  de  nluht,  I  know. 

Told  me  dat  he  lulled  me,  deu  lie  threw  me  down —  - 
How  I  hate  dat  iiiuuer  so. 

1  hasn't  got  a  dollar  in  dis  wide,  wide  world. 
Out  I'll  hunt  till  I  get  dat  man. 

And  when  I  me<'t  him,  den  de  trouble  will  begin- 
Yes,  when  I  find  dat  man: 

Cborcs. 

How  I'd  like  to  find  dut  man  of  mine, 

'Deed,  I'd  like  to  meet  dat  coon 
Wlio  called  me  his  honey,  den  took  all  ma  money. 

And  said  he  wonld  be  riglit  buck  soon, 
Dey  say  dat  he's  gone  wid  a  little  yaller  gal, 

For  me  to  try  to  ketch  liim  If  I  can; 
If  I  meet  dat  coon  dere'll  be  trouble  mighty  soon, 

Ob,  bow  I'd  like  to  find  dat  man. 

I'd  thirteen  dollars  In  de  liottom  of  ma  trunk. 

When  last  dut  nigger  I  see; 
When  I  went  to  pay  ma  rent,  why  I  didn't  have  a  cent. 

*01i,  be  didn't  do  a  tlilnt;  to  me.* 
Dat  big,  bluck  barber  had  taken  every  bit, 

Left  me  to  do  de  iiest  I  can. 
Now  I'll  i>et  you  a  dollar  dat  I  will  make  him  boiler 

Yes  when  I  find  dat  man.-  t'honu. 

Dat  nigger  stole  de  money  dat  I  worked  so  hard  to  get. 

Didn't  leave  enonuli  to  hiiy  a  meal. 
Took  my  cliain  and  locket,  every  nickel  In  ma  pocket. 

*l  nelier  thonehl  dat  mini  wonld  steal.* 
His  name  is  Billy  Weaver,  and  lie  Is  u  guv  deceiver. 

But  I'll  show  liim  ilat  he  can't  fool  whime, 
I'll  fill  him  full  of  lead,  yes,  I'll  *  break  his  bead* 

When  dat  man  I  see.— CAot'us. 


r 
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—Wliy  is  a  policeman  like  a  rainbow?  Because  lie  rarely  ap- 
pears until  the  storm  is  over. 

— Being  asked  what  made  liim  so  dirty,  an  unwashed  street 
Arab's  reply  was:  "  I  was  made,  as  they  tdl  me,  of  dust,  and  I 
suppose  it  works  out."  -. 


—A  school-boy  spelled  "  sob,"  and  "when  asked  to  define  it,  r 
blundere<l  out:  "  It  means  wlien  a  feller  don't  want  to  cry,  nnil  it  / 
bursts  out  itself."  Another  defined  a  comma  as  a  period  with  a  > 
tail.  

—An  old  man  with  a  head  as  destitute  of  hair  as  a  watermelon 
entered  a  drtip  store  and  told  the  clerk  he  wanted  a  bottle  of  hair 
restorer.  "What  kind  of  hair  restorer  do  you  prefer?"  "I 
reckon  I'll  have  to  take  a  bottle  of  red  hair  restorer.  That  was 
the  color  of  my  hair  when  I  was  a  boy." 


—Youth  (with  sad,  love-struck  airj:  "Oh!  wilt  thou  be  mine, 
my  own  dear  birdie?  I  love  you  deeply,  fondly,  passionately, 
wildly!  I  cannot  live  without  you.  Say,  oh!  say  thou  will  Iks 
mine!"  Maiden  (with  down-cast  eyes):  '*  Adolphus,  is  there  any- 
thing the  matter  with  my  dress?  I  saw  the  Smith  girls  look  at  me 
curiously.     Is  my  hair  all  right?  "   :     /,   :  ... 
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r     :    JUST    THE    SAME. 
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Words  \>J  W.  Murdoch  Llnd.     Music  by  Homer  Tourjee.  .    • ;    -.     . 

Tli«  night  w(ig  (lark  and  eioiin>.  the  mow  fill  cv'rywLcre,    .    '.: 

The  ductor  in  liix  piirinr  hiii  witli  lii«  iliiui;liter  fair; 

Wlieii  euddeiily  lliere  entered  a  niMU  with  voice  BO  mild,  /., 

"  U  doctor,  come,"  in  urief  lie  cried."  and  fuve  our  darling  childl 

My  wife  is  weak  and  sickly,  no  work  liavo  I  to  do; 

We've  f»i>ent  my  HCunty  »aviut;B,  lliere'e  no  more  left  for  you, 

But  don't  rcfur'e  to  lieip  iie— O  doctor,  do  not  waiti 

I  beg  you  quickly  come  with  lue,  or  elae  we'll  be  too  latel 

Chorus.  ..     •;     -   - 

Save  onr  little  pirl.  Bir,  Blie "8  our  only  clilld; 
Just  the  thoiiolit  of  loeiiig  Nellie  nearly  drives  me  wild! 
So  young  and  BO  tender,  eo  loving  as  well; 
She  ia  our  Juy  and  our  Buushliie,  Buvc  our  little  Nell. 

The  doctor's  hand  lay  i>oftly  upon  his  danuhler'e  curia, 

"I'll  do  my  hot,"  he  miiniiured,  "tor  your  sake  and  the  girrt." 

Then  Bwifily  in  hie  carriaoe  tliroutrh  airceta  and  lanes  they  paased, 

"  Plenae  hafieii,  doctor,"  hengeii  the  niim.  "  hefore  she  hreuiliefl  her  laatl  " 

At  length  Itesidc  the  (iiifl  rer  the  kind  physician  stood; 

lie  uave  the  father  money  for  medicine  ami  food. 

The  trembling  imreiita  watched  him  witli  dim  and  tearful  eye. 

Until  he  amiied  and  said  "  ehc'e  safe,  for  heaven  has  beard  yonr  cry!  "—Cho. 


BETTER    THAN    GOLD. 


Parody— By  Max  Uoseufuld. 
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Words  by  Chas.  E.  Baer.     Music  by  Florence  Baer. 


A  youth  and  n  maiden  with  wild  flowers  laden,  ' 

Tiiey'd  Kathered  tiiat  nflernoon. 
Were  home  slowly  strolling,  the  chnrcli-bell  was  tollins,     - 

Tlieir  journey  would  end  too  soon. 
Be  said,  "Now,  don't  tease  me,  say  somethlDg  to  please  nie. 

For  Boinetiines  I  think  you  grow  cold. 
Uy  heart's  in  a  flurry,  now  don't  make  uie  worry, 

JuBt  treat  me  the  eame  as  of  old."  ^ 

Chorus. 

"  Say  lliat  yon  love  me,  tell  me  true. 

Just  us  you  need  to,  1  still  love  you; 

Dou'l  let  U8  quarrel,  I'm  to  blame, 

Only  to  liear  you  say  you  will  love  me  alway  Jtiit  the  same." 

Her  little  lieart  flattered,  the  words  tliat  be  uttered 

Were  just  what  she  loved  to  liear. 
The  teardrops  had  Btarted,  and,  liulf  broken-heaitcd, 

She  whispered  low  in  his  ear, 
"Jack,  dear,  never  leave  me,  they  said  you'd  deceive  me, 

They  said  yoa  would  leave  me  some  day; 
I  thouglit  since  we're  older  your  love  had  grown  colder. 

But  I  know  you're  true  wbeu  you  Bay:— C'Ao'Uf. 


-•-•- 


TRULY,    TRULY ! 

Copyright,  18W,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    F.nglMi  copyright  secured. 
•   -  All  rights  reserved.  ,.        '.  ,■        '• 


In  a  corner  hairel-house  bar-room  sal  u  i, umber  of  gay  nun; 

You  conld  tell  that  they  were  lounh  jays,  money  never  troubled  them, 

When  up  spoke  'u  good  thint;  blokey,'  "Come,  let's  liave  a  whiskey,  boys. 

Something  that  will  help. to  drive  a  man  away." 

"  I  will  tell  you  how  we'll  work  it,"  said  a  weary  Willie  guy. 

Let  us  liave  Iliree  uishes.  something  uood  and  strong; 
We'll  let  Boblty  be  tiie  flist  one,  he's  the  best  bum  we've  got  here, 

Then  they  listened  to  u  wish  that's  never  wrong: 

CuouiTS. 
"Just  to  liave  the  price  of  another  beer, 
Just  to  Jiave  the  jug  a  fellow  can  get  here. 
Just  to  be  thrown  out  quickly  through  the  rear, 

Just  to  see  the  judge  again.  -\ 

■      Just  to  have  the  l)ie(<sed  same  old  sixty  days. 

Just  to  gel  the  chance  to  work  gome  Oilier  jays,  ^ 

Just  to  strike  the  luck  the  dandy  dust  to  raise,    .     . 
Just  to  be  u  drunk  a^ain." 

There  they  sat,  those  weary  n  lilies,  not  a  blokey  drank  a  beer,     .;,;', 

While  tlie  same  was  foaming  lively  in  the  glasses  Standing  near. 

For  llie  memories  of  ihiit  one  puce,  made  ihera  think  of  otiicr  days,    ■; '    ' 

When  us  buncoes  they  had  worked  ttie  j)oor  old  jays. 

Then  a  jackpot  it  was  opened  liy  another  weary  guy;  -;.;■-  '  ' 

Your  money  in  a  iniiiiite  I  wi.l  take,  ..:'.- 

Four  aces  is  a  good  thing,  so  dear  lo  one  anil  all,    .. 

And  now,  my  boys,  ril  give  you  all  tlie  shake. 

Cbokus. 

Just  enough  of  coin  to  tnke  me  to  Clark  Street, 
Just  enough  to  give  all  the  boys  a  treat, 
Jiift  enough  to  iiiuke  me  shaky  ou  my  feet. 

Just  to  drive  a  cop  away; 
Just  enough  to  know  I'll  ne'er  be  dry  again, 
Just  enough  to  keep  one  out  of  tlie  pen. 
You  may  wish  for  many  drinks,  but  all  in  vain, 

Give  to  me  what  precious  dongb  can  buy. 

The  bartender,  passinc  tiirough  tlie  place,  stopped  In  the  bar-room  tbere; 
lie  had  a  good-sized  skate  on,  and  tiie  others  had  their  share. 
Just  you  pony  up  the  price,  my  lad*,  befoie  yon  leave  the  joint. 

Or  yonr  mothers  will  not  recogiiizn  you,  boys, 
sun  there's  a  tiling  that  I  want  yi't  better  than  the  doiigli  or  jag, 
'I'hough,  |>erliapB,  I  may  be  kiileii  for  sayint;  so. 
It's  that  tlie  man  who  comes  in  liere  will  kindly  buy  the  driulu,  l' 

And  not  eat  up  the  luncli  before  lie  goes. 

CUOBUB.  ■■' 

Just  to  keep  a  padlock  fastened  on  the  lunch,  -'/ 

Just  to  see  no  more  a  liizy  fellow  munch,  \' ,, '  '     '  •  ■  ' 

Just  to  keep  them  all  from  pelting  in  a  buncb,  ,\          .■'■.'.•■ 

Just  give  another  man  a  chance.  .?.■.■,■■ 

.    ;..      Just  to  get  a  poison  warranted  tramps  to  kill,  '.-     . 

■'       Just  to  see  one  of  them  that  bus  had  his  fill,  '  '  .< 
■i      He's  the  fellow  that  completely  fills  my  bill. 

Then  I  can  lead  a  lia]ipy  life.  ■_■ 


Ctirran  was  once  arguinp  in  Chancer}'  before  Lord  Clare,  who 
was  seated  ou  tlie  bench  oaiessing  a  Newfoundland  dog,  and  ap- 
parently ignoring  Ciirran's  pre-^ience.  At  last  Curraa  stopped 
speaking.  Tlie  Jiidoe  said:  "Goon,  ^Ir.  Currnn."  Curran  re- 
plied: "  I  lieg  a  thousand  paidous,  I  really  thouglit  your  lordsLip 
was  employed  in  consultation," .  ,  .;  ..,    ;.  ;    ;  .   .  .  i;  •  .v    .. 


Words  by  Hugh  Morton.     Music  by  Oustave  Kerker. 


Truly, 
If  you 

'I'ruly, 
I'll  cry 


They  say  that  my  Nellie's  a  cay,  young  deceiver. 

And  I  am  l)ut  one  of  her  beaux; 
And  ev'ry  one  tells  me  I'm  wrong  to  believe  her. 

Her  perfidy  all  the  world  knows, 
But  Nellie  can  twirl  me  aronnd  her  small  finger. 

So  great  is  her  womanly  art;  7      . 

While  tears  of  disircss  in  her  lovely  eyes  linger, 

She  whispers  these  words  to  my  heart: 

Chorcb. 
truly,  I  love  youl  Why  do  yon  treat  me  so  coolyf 
are  not  kinder  I  know  what  I'll  do.  I  just  will  nf)t  speak  to  yon,  truly. 
iruljr.  i  love  you!  Now  don't  Bay  that  I  am  niirnly  t 
and  I'll  die  if  you  think  I  uiii  not  true,  ticly.  truly. 

They  tell  me  that  Nellie's  a  girl  without  feeling, 

And  likes  to  make  fools  of  the  men; 
They  say  that  my  rivals  her  false  heart  are  stealing. 

And  I  am  hut  one  out  of  ten. 
But  when,  in  my  anger,  1  set  out  to  scold  her. 

She  raises  ihe  bluest  of  eyes. 
And  laying  her  dear  little  head  on  my  slioiilder, 

She  whispers  to  me  while  she  cries:— CAoruf. 


LITTLE    DICKIE    DOUBLEDAY. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  T.  B  Harms  &  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 
'  ■  All  rights  reserved.    •  •     .^   ^ 
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Words  by  Hugh  Morton.     Music  by  Oustave  Kerker. 

There's  a  little  man  we  know,  who  wears  a  lovely  little  whisker. 

Poor  Dickie  Doubleday,  poor  little  man  I 
And  when  he's  'round  the  town,  yon  bet  that  very  few  are  brisker, 

Poor  Dickie  Doubleday,  poor  little  man! 
But  lately  all  the  chorus  girls  linve  very  sorely  missed  hiiii. 

Poor  Dickie  Doubleday,  poor  little  man  I 
He's  tryiiiK  to  have  a  walking  stick  extracted  from  his  system. 

Poor  Dickie  Di'ubleday,  poor  little  man! 
Little  Dickie  Doubleday  went  to  ecc  a  naughty  play, 

Witli  undivided  interest  he  followed  it; 
The  girls  reduced  liis  lieart  to  pulp,  and  when  they  danced  he  gave  a  gwlp. 

Forgot  about  his  walking  stick,  and  swallowed  it. 

Little  Dickie  loved  his  stick,  and  to  bis  chest  be  fondly  pressed  it. 

Poor  Dickie  Doubleday,  poor  little  man! 
He  nilibled  it  BO  often  that  be  tlionght  lie  conld  digest  It, 

Poor  Dickie  Doubleday,  poor  little  man! 
But  now  he  liaB  decided  that  a  cane  not  pood  to  eat  Is,  .  .    ; 

Poor  Dickie  Doubleday,  poor  little  man! 
It's  two  to  one  that  Dickie  dies  of  swift  appendicitis,      >*• 

Poor  Dickie  Don'ileday,  poor  little  man!  -    _. 

Little  Dickie  Doubleday  isn't  feeliiiL'  %'ery  gay. 

His  stick  has  gone,  and  medicine  has  followed  It. 
Our  friend  no  more  we  liope  to  see,  the  doctors  seem  to  All  agree, 
;    A  cane  is  apt  to  kill  you  wiien  yon  swallow  It.  ■      ■  .i .       ;  .. ,;. 
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THERE'LL   COME   A   TIME. 

■::■    , , .  •  •  Parody— Written  and  Sung  by  Billy  Johnson. 

JVnd  for  Tne  Catal  >«>!<■  nf  Sonir  Books,  I^-tter  Wrlfem,  Preum  HookB,  Forfimf  T«ll- 
•rs.  Trick  Books.  Kecitniioii  RoukH,  I'eiiiiv  HitllailH,  Call  Book h.  Joke  Bookx,  Sketch  Rnokh, 
Stump  Speeoliefi.  Iri«li  S«iik  lto--kii,  C<><>lc  Book*.  Books  of  AintiwmeKl.  Sheet  HiirU*.  e<e,, 
to  Heuiy  J.  Wefainau.  130  &  132  Parte  Kow.  New  Voik;  or  86 &  87  E.  Madisun  St.,Cliicaero. 


Why  are  yon  cikI,  Grover.  onr  ilitrllnu? 

Why  me  tliDgb  teiii'8  riillint;  to-duyf 
Wliy  ilo  you  lnol<  lit.  tliviii  l>i>ol(»  vo  8tranK«lyf 

lluve  they  done  xvr<>ii)»,  tell  n»  we  pray? 
No,  no.  my  Ixiys,  ihcin  booktt  they  learned  me, 

All  thai  I  know  fnun  day  today. 
All  tliai  I  frur  Home  diiy  I'll  leave  them, 

Just  as  I  did  light  years  ago. 

Chorus. 
But  there'll  come  a  time  some  day  wiieii  Chicago  will  ciiange  lie  waye, 
'I'hey'll  have  uood  men  to  Riiide  It  from  day  to  day; 
Reiiiemher  nil  I  siiiil,  workinumen  then  will  get  itliead; 
Always  remeuil>er  Bryitu's  »iory— Le  suys,  there'll  come  a  time. 

Lpt  ns  know  nil,  Grover,  onr  darlingf 

Tell  im.  we  piny,  of  work  to-day T 
Where  liiiH  it  uone,  why  did  it  leave  nsf 

Why  IS  itx  imme  never  mentioned  heref 
I  never  worked  fince  you've  heen  In, 

Nor  hax  a  friend  that  lives  Close  to  me; 
I'll  give  my  life  only  lo  see  It, 

Tell  US,  dear  Grover,  will  there  come  a  time. 

Chohi's. 

)      Tpb,  there'll  come  a  time  some  day,  woiklncmen  will  have  their  own  way, 
S      They'll  have  good  men  lo  L'lilde  them  from  d.iy  to  day, 
i      Rememher  all  1  said,  uorklognien  will  get  ahead; 
'      Always  remember  Bryan's  story,  for  there'll  come  a  time. 


MY   MOTHER   WAS   A   LADY. 

Parody— Written  and  Suiiit  by  Billy  Johnson. 


S«>nd  for  Free  Tatal'^trne  of  Sonir  Books,  L<-tter  v-'riters.  Dresm  Rooks,  Fortnne  Tell- 

em.  THck  B<v>k^.  Kecitattoii  B'Hikx.  Penny  B.illails.  Ciill  Booi^».  Joke  Book*.  Sketch  Book», 

^  Slump  Speeches,  Iri»h  S<>n(r  Ho"k».  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Aimi-'<'nie'  t.  Sheet  Music,  e  c., 

lo  Henry  J.  Webinau,  130  Jk  132  Purk  Kow,  New  York;  or  86<fe  87  E  Madison  St..ClitcnKo. 


Two  nctiM 8  sat  at  dinner  ill  a  hum  hotel. 

One  day  while  enliiig  some  rye  bread, 

Wnen  a  C"Ckroach  came  their  way; 

At  flist  they  did  Dot  liolice  it. 

Or  nnike  the  leus'  reply, 

Uniil  he  tried  to  walk  away 

With  a  large-sized  jiicce  of  pie. 

Tlien  iiiriiini;  to  my  piiriner. 

Whose  cheeks  were  turning  red, 

I  was  jtisi  uoing  to  kill  it. 

When  It  looked  up  and  said: 

Chokus. 
My  mother  wng  a  lady,  and  I'm  a  lady  too, 
I'm  working  in  this  n  slHiirnnt.  and  this  is  what  I  have  to  do, 
I  came  to  this  restaurant  just  three  dayx  auo. 
Mister,  please  don't  kill  luc,  and  I  won't  take  anything,  yoti  know. 

It's  true  that  in  these  restauracts 

No  man  he  can  eat. 

For  every  lime  he  take  a  bite, 

'I'hey  walk  riiilit  on  yoiir  meat. 

I  hit  It  nUCc,  it  cried  ngiiili; 

I  know  your  old  pal  JiiCk 

He  used  tu  eat  here.  I'ut  he  never  will  come  back; 

He'd  l>e  so  glad  to  see  you. 

And  if  his  wife  was  only  <lead. 

We'd  all  uo  lo  the  funeral. 

Then  the  Cockroach's  blstt-r  vaid: 

Chorus.  _■  ■  . 
My  sister  is  a  lady,  and  I'm  a  lady  too; 

Were  working  in  this  rcstaiirani  it's  the  only  kind  of  work  we  can  do. 
We  came  to  itis  resluuraut,  jiisC  three  date  ago. 
Mister,  please  don't  lUil  me,  and  1  wunt  take  aiiytliiiig,  you  know. 


GIVE    TO    ME    THE    G-IRL    WHO 
LOVES    HER    MOTHER. 
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Words  by  Ren.  Sblelda    Music  by  Oe}.  Rraua.     . 


A  j"'lly  lot  of  fellows  sat  within  a  cozy  room. 

Telling  of  the  girls  whom  they  hived  bent; 
Each  one  had  his  favorite,  and  evVy  4ine,  of  course. 

Vowed  that  this  was  hetler  than  the  rest; 
Ev'ry  one  had  spoken,  save  u  manly-looking  lad. 

About  the  uli Is  whom  ihey  would  like  to  wed; 
Anil  afiei  all  the  rest  were  thro',  he  roge  nii  from  his  chair. 

And  to  ihu  other  boys  these  words  he  said: 

("IIOUITS 

You  can  have  the  girl  who's  fond  of  dnnclng. 

You  can  have  ihe  girl  who's  fond  of  el^le, 
You  can  have  the  girl  who's  fond  of  dressing. 

Or  the  girl  who's  fond  of  flirting  all  the  while; 
B»i  the  L'irl  that  I  would  choose  for  my  girl. 

And  her  I  wouldn't  iiive  for  any  oiher. 
If  I  were  lookinu  for  a  w  ife  to  share  my  lot  thro'  life, 

Just  give  to  me  the  girl  who  loves  her  mother. 

Now,  boys,  the  reason  I  will  tell  why  such  a  girl  I'd  choose. 

And  why  her  pniises  1  do  loudly  sing; 
A  girl  who  loves  her  mother  Is  a  girl  whom  yon  may  trust, 

A  i-'irl  ihiit's  Will  thy  of  a  wedding  ring; 
And  tiiroiii;li  life  she's  faithful,  you  will  find  she'll  never  change, 

iler  love  it  will  grow  sweeter  day  by  day; 
And  when  to  manhood  you  have  L'rown,  you'll  find  my  words  are  true; 

Ilemembcr,  boys,  'twas  1  that  you  beard  Buy:—V/iutut. 


ASK   HER  TO   FORGIVE   ME. 
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— A  countryman  sowing  hi.';  ground,  two  smart  fdlows  riding 
that  way,  called  to  him  wiiii  an  iiisoltiit  uir,  "  Weil,  Imncst 
fellow,"  said  oiieof  tliein,  "  'tis  your  liiisiiiess  to  sow,  Imt  we  icnp 
the  fruits  of  your  labor."  To"  wliich  the  countryiiiun  loplied, 
"  'Tis  very  likely  you  may,  truly;  for  1  am  sowing  hemp.' 

—They  were  talking  about  the  weight  of  different  iiulivi(lii;ils 
in  a  certain  family,  and  th<^  daughter's  young  man,  wiio  wus  jno- 
sent,  spoke  up  before  lie  thoiiglit,  and  said:  "I  tell  you  tliat 
Jennie  ain't  so  very  light  eiliier,  although  she  looks  so."  And 
then  he  looked  suddenly  con.scioiis  and  blushed,  and  Jennie  be- 
came absorlied  in  studying  a  chromo  on  the  wall. 

—A  country  physician  of  limited  sense  and  "  limiteder"  edu- 
cation, wiis  called  to  see  Mr.  It's  little  boy,  who  wns  quite  ill. 
He  gave  some  medicine  and  left,  promi.sing  tocall  on  the  follow- 
ing iiioruiiig.  When  he  arrrivni  Mt.  R  met  him  at  the  gale  and 
informed  him  that  the  child  wus  convalescent.  "  ConvaJescent?  " 
said  the  doctor,  "  convulescenl?  Tlien  if  he  is  that  bad  off  you'll 
have  to  call  in  some  i)ther  physician;  I  never  treated  a  cuse'of  it 
in  my  life! "  and  with  that  he  mo'anted  his  horse  and  departe«l. 


f^ 
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Words  an<l  Mu?h;  by  Fred  Cohn. 


A  man  was  sitiloi;  in  the  park, 

Watciiiiig  the  children  jilay. 
Among  them  there  was  a  little  girl, 

Light-hearteil,  blithe  and  guy; 
He  called  the  maid  up  to  his  side, 

"Pray  tell  to  me  your  iwiliiet" 
The  child  replied  two  little  words. 
He  hiini;  hix  head  in  e>>aine; 

"  I  knew  your  imitlier  well,  my  child, 

I  loved  her  more  than  life, 
I.led  her  to  the  aliar,  *      ,    • 

8lie  became  my  darling  wife. 
But  Iroiililes  came  between  us. 

Jealously  drove  us  apart; 
I  know  it  caused  her  hliter  pain. 

And  nearly  broke  my  lieart." 

Chorus. 
*•  Tell  her  that  I  love  her  still,  no  matter  where  I  roam; 
1'ell  her  sitire  she's  tioiie  from  mu  I've  found  no  peace  nor  home; 
Ask  her  to  come  back  to  me  and  hrluhten  up  my  life; 
A»k  her  to  forgive  me  and  become  again  my  wife." 

The  child  looked  In  the  stranger's  face. 

The  leurs  stood  in  her  eyes, 
"  And  so  yon  are  my  pupa. 

For  whom  iinimma  »lwa\s  cries; 
Come  quick  with  me.  I  take  you  where 

She  winks  so  hard  all  day." 
A  sigh  es(ip>d  the  stranger. 

As  the  child  le<l  on  the  way; 
She  slop|i«d  liefori!  a  little  cot, 

*' Now  you  niiist  wail  out  here 
Until  I  five  your  iness'ige 

To  the  one  "e  both  love  dear." 
He  lhoiii:hl  he  heard  a  lond,  '-Thank  GodI 

Thy  children  now  are  blessed;" 
The  door  gave  way.  as  in  a  dream, 

UiS  Wife  lay  ou  Ills  breast.  — (//«»•«<. 


— "  Pa,  what  does  it  mean  to  be  tried  by  a  jury  of  one's  peers?  " 
It  means,  my  son.  that  a  man  is  to  be  tried  by  a  jury  composed 
'f  men  who  are  his  equals — on  an  equality  with  him,  so  they  wHI 
liave  no  prejudice  against  him."  "Then,  Pa,  I  suppose  you'd 
ii;ive  to  be  tried  by  a  jury  of  baldheaded  men!" 


—City  lielle  (meeting  country  aunt):  "Oh,  I'm  so  glad  to  see 
von!  Come  anti  see  us  next  week,  do,  I'm  going  to  have  a  german 
l)!i  Thursday."  Aunt  (with  severity):  "Not  I,  child.  I  don't 
wunt  to  see  any  one  of  the  fumily  that's  going  to  make  a  fool  of 
licr.self  by  marrying  a  foreigner." 


<»       -"•» 
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GRETCHEN,    MY    LOVE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  E<lRar  Deering. 


TwiliKht  now  fftllB  o'er  llic  momitaiui*.  homeward  we're  bonnd  o'er  the  lea, 
Stretcliini;  away  there  before  ue,  liee  Greicheii's  home  liy  the  aeu. 
Nearer  and  neurer  apprcmcliint;,  anou  we  will  be  with  our  love, 
8oou  w«  will  feel  the  heart  bcutiiig,  see  the  aweet  face  of  my  dova. 

Refrain.  ... ,,  ....  -' •  -  '    . 

Come  forth,  my  Bweet  one,  come  quickly  to  me,  '•     '■ 

Dearest  and  trnesr,  I'm  faitlifiil  to  thee, 

MuonliKlit  i«  fitllint;,  Orerclieii  is  culiiiit!,  I  am  comlntr,  coming  to  thee, 
Sweet  music  swelling,  luve'a  tale  is  telling,  when  my  Oretcheu  comes  to  me. 

List'  while  T  tell  of  my  loved  one,  sing  of  my  sweet  little  mate, 

Never  another  sucli  laiKel  llve<l  but  wTiliin  Ijeaven's  K"t<^- 

Truest  blue  eyes  elilning  brightly,  tell  love's  own  tule  as  they  beam 

Fortli  from  beneatli  golden  ringlets,  circling  her  face  like  adreaui.— 77e/';ain. 

Such  is  my  sweet  little  Oretchcn,  truest  of  lovers  Is  she, 

Soon  we'll  be  one,  huppy  union,  i)lei>t  will  onr  lionie  ever  be. 

'I'lien  wlien  my  Gretclieu  is  calling.  c>illin<:  me  over  tlie  lea, 

Quick  will  my  footsteps,  appioucliing,  hasten,  dear  loved  one,  to  thee.—Jief. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Roland  Burke  Hennessy. 


I'm  tlie  mate  of  the  u'ood  sliip  Rolling  Tom, 

And  a  rioht  good  ship  is  ehe.  *    .   ' 

On  her  deck  liave  I  sailed  the  ocean  from 

The  Horn  to  the  Norihern  Sea; 
And  the  vtauncli  old  cruft  has  carried  me  tbro' 

The  vviiuliest  sort  of  gale. 
Her  men  are  the  l>ravest,  merriest  crew 

Tiiat  ever  fari'd  a  sail. 
A  sailor's  lovejs  his  only  wealth,  .".       . 

He's  content  with  nolhini;  more; 
Then  come,  my  lads,  let  OS  diink  the  health 

Of  the  girl  who  waits  ashore. 

Chorus. 
I  left  her  standing  on  the  quay,  lier  eyes  were  filled  witli  tears, 
Their  tender  love-light  I  could  see.  their  eailiiess  and  their  fenra, 
I  said,  '•  Sweetheart,  soon  I'll  return,  and  then  we'll  part  no  morel  " 
Throngli  lonely  days  for  her  I  yeurn,  the  girl  who  waita  askore. 

Yon  remember,  lads,  that  awful  night  "        - 

When  the  seas  ran  mountains  high; 
Old  JV/m  was  tose'd  l)y  the  Storm  King's  might,        ' 

And  we  all  prepared  to  die.  / 

As  the  ship  flew  on,  we  knew  not  where,  ,       ^ 

In  the  gloom  I  saw  a  llgiit; 
And  the  face  I  loved,  wieatli'd  In  golden  hair, 

Seem'd  10  make  our  pathway  briglit; 
And  we  made  our  port  at  the  next  san-rise. 

As  we'd  done  so  oft  iK-fore, 
But  that  light,  my  hoys,  was  the  watching  eyes 

Of  the  girl  who  waits  ashore.— (7 Awn*. 

O'er  t!ie  seas  I've  sall'd  for  many  a  day, 

I'm  not  of  the  crying  sort: 
But  my  eyes  were  dim  iis  I  sailed  away 

From  the  ones  I  left  In  iK>rt;  ; 

For  a  sailor's  life  is  a  storm  of  sighe,  •  •  V    .;   ' 

To  he  merry  lie  must  feisin. 
He  langlis  and  lie  j'Sts,  while  he  vainly  trtM 

To  hide  all  ills  piMir  heart's  pain; 
But  come,  my  lads,  I iirow  away  nil  care. 

For  we're  hoQiid  for  lionie  once  more,  '" 

AikI  I  soon  shall  see  the  face  so  fair 

Of  the  girl  who  walie  ashore.— CAorH#.    ■ 


— "  Hannah,"  said  the  landladj'  of  a  boarding-house  to  her  new 
maid,  "  wlien  tlieie  is  any  bad  news,  piirticularly  private  afflic- 
tions, always  let  tbe  boarders  Itnow  it  before  dinner.  It  may  seem 
strange  to  you,  Hannah,  but  such  little  things  make  a  great  differ- 
ence in  the  eating  in  the  course  of  a  year." 


—"Please,  sir,  give  me  a  few  pennies,  I'm  almost  dead  with 
Iiunger,"  said  ii  poor  little  ratjged  boy  (whose  very  appearance  was 
the  personification  of  starvation  and  misery)  to  a  gentleman  as  he 
passed  him.  "  Can't  stop  a  moment,"  replied  the  man;  "  am  in  a 
great  hurry.  I  have  to  make  a  speech  for  the  relief  of  the  desti- 
tute of  the  city." 


OPENING  THE  CHESTNUT  BURR 
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Words  and  Music  by  E.  Clark  Reed. 


Ofttimee  In  life  there's  many  thinL'S  we  can't  quite  understand. 
While  to  our  minds  tliey  seem  to  lioid  t>omr  hidden  meaning  crand, 
And  so  we  ponder  o'er  uiid  o'er  auuin,  'till  to  me  'twill  oft  occur. 
As  we  try  in  vain  to  make  them  plain,  'tie  like  op'uiug  the  chestnut  burr. 

CHOuue. 

For  they  take  me  hack  to  childliood,  and  the  many  hours  we  spent, 
In  the  pleasant  autumn  time,  when  we  a-nuttint;  went. 
All  day  the  toll  seemed  pleasure,  but  at  night  we  weary  were. 
With  feet  all  worn  and  fingers  torn,  from  op'uiug  the  chestnut  burr. 

And  so  It  seems  the  wisest  way  will  be  for  every  one 

To  let  these  troubling  prolileme  rest,  each  d'ly  will  bring  its  own, 

For  tasks  more  pleasant  surely  we  may  flfld.  so  these  niyst'ries  we'll  defer. 

And  rest  in  mlud  till  the  frosts  of  time  shall  oi>eu  the  chestunt  burr.— C'Ao. 


A    DREAM    OF    GOLDEN    DAYS. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  SkcUr 


He  came  upon  them  in  the  night.  In  sorrow  and  distrees. 
Within  his  heart  the  puin  and  bliglit  of  dark  unhapplcess, 
Fondly  the  mother  iieart  was  turned  to  him  wl:c'd  left  her  lone, 
▲ad  tbo'  in  silent  grief  she  mourned,  her  love  to  him  hud  flown. 

_.  Chorus.  , 

"Only  a  sleep,  a  little  sleeti,"  he  said; 
"  Only  to  lay  me  down  and  rest  my  weary  head; 
Don't  ask  for  song  or  smile  to  invite  your  praise, 
Just  let  me  sleep  and  dream  a  dream  of  goldeu  days." 

The  motlier's  eyes  were  wet  with  tears,  tho'  In  her  heart  was  Joy; 

Siie  saw  bt-fore  her,  after  years,  her  own,  lier  absent  hoy. 

Sadly  she  heard  his  voice  that  nigiita  prayer  for  slielter  raise. 

It  brought  her  back  to  moments  bright,  to  joys  of  goldeu  days. — Cho. 

They  gave  him  welcome  to  his  home,  the  home  where  he  was  Ijorn; 
He  vowed  that  ne'er  again  he'd  roam,  to  wander  back  forlorn; 
Calmly  he  slept  on  pillows  while,  by  mother  iiand  caressed: 
She  heard  him  murmur  thro'  thu  uight  hie  plea  for  sleep  and  rest:— CAo. 


SOMEBODY    HAS    MY    HEART. 
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Words  and  Mu'lc  by  O  L.  Spaulding. 


She  was  a  dear  little  maid,  witliont  a  care  in  life: 

He  loved  lier  madly,  and  dreamed  some  day  siie'd  be  his  wife; 

So  one  lovely  niglit,  'neutli  the  moonlight,  he  iisked  for  ht-r  heart,  but  she  sighed. 

And  hlaiiied  like  a  rosebud  iu  summer  time,  ag  tenderly  she  replied: 

Chords. 

Somebody  has  my  heart, 

Somebody  I  love  dearly, 
Woiiii(ie<l  hy  cnpid's  dart. 

Somebody's  liealed  it  nearly,  -         . 

Somebody  came  to  woo. 

Somebody's  words  were  sweet. 
So  what  could  u  girl,  Willi  her  head  In  «  Whirl,  do, 

But  lay  her  poor  heart  at  liis  feet. 

"  Don't  tell  me  yon  love  another,"  cried  the  youthful  swain; 

"  Don't  say  that  somebody  loves  you,  iliat  I  love  in  vain." 

"That  somebody  loves  me,"  elie  answered,  "it's  needk-ss  for  me  to  deny, 

Butsomebody's  nol>ody,  dear,  but  you, "she  breathed  like  a  summer  sigh.— CAo. 


— Wliy  are  photographers  the  most  uncivil  of  all  trades-people? 
Because  when  we  make  application  for  a  copy  of  our  portrait,  they 
always  reply  with  a  ^if^-aitce. 

— A  man  seeing  several  very  lean  horses  standing  tied  In  front 
of  a  livery  stalde,  asked  the  proprietor  if  he  made  horses.  "  No," 
said  the  proprietor,  "why  do  you  ask?"  "Only,"  replied  he, 
"  because  I  observe  you  have  several  frames  set  up." 
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Wurdsand  Music  by  tony  Stanford. 

Down  In  Hofcnn'e  Alley  lives  ii  kid  of  yreiit  renown, 
Aiitl  'nioHt  ev'ry  one  sun?  known  hini  well — in  fuel,  lie  owni  tlie  town. 
The  neighbors  they're  all  |ii(»iil  of  lilni,  hie  |>nrrot  iind  hie  Roat, 
And  tliey  would  not  tbiiik  uf  eceiiiK  liiiii  witliuut  lile  yellow  Coat. 

C'Honu*. 

He  is  not  very  pretty,  l>nt  lie  is  very  « ilty; 

Ilia  mime  i«  Mickey  Dimiin  iiixl  ihe  hoyx  nronnd  liim  rally; 

On  Sunday  he  looks  always  bist.  in  lux  Li  liiine  Chnni;  yellow  drew; 

Be  is  the  only  yellow  kid,  nud  lie  lives  in  Hi>gun's  Alley. 

His  8 wpei heart's  name  Is  Xiza,  bnt  he  culls  her  Liz,  for  short. 

And  since  she  knows  the  yellow  kid  slit-  is  the  proper  sort, 

For  every  one  likes  Mickey,  iind  no  matter  wliat  he  does, 

They  all  say  that's  right,  he's  out  Qf  sight,  for  he  wears  yellow  clothes.— CAo. 


I's  a  Little  Curly-Headed  Coon. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Alb.  H.  Fits. 


I's  de  happiest  little  niu^er  in  tie  town. 

And  I's  living  just  to  (iiiss  dc  time  away, 
I's  a  little  dash  of  cuinehint'.  'dt-ed  I  is. 

But  a  wicked  little  coon  do  (leiiple  say, 
Ma  olil  inniiimy  tells  nie  tial  i  isn't  t:ood, 

And  I'll  iieVfr  get  to  lU-iiveii  very  soon, 
But  it  don't  cut  any  fli:t!)-r  will  dis  sassy  little  Digger, 

For  I's  a  little  ciMly-iiciided  coon. 

CnoRi's. 

I's  a  little  cnriy-headed  roon,  I's  n  littl.;  curly-lieaded  coon, 
Born  down  In  old  Viruinni,  and  I'o  mammy's  pickaninny, 

I's  K  little  curly-headed  coon,  I's  a  little  curly-headed  coon, 
Born  l>y  de  liuht  of  de  moon,  'way  down  in  old  Vlrt.'iniil, 

And  Is  inainniy'B  pickaninny,  I's  a  little  curly-headed  coon.— [Z>anr«] 

When  de  days  am  awful  liot  and  time  is  slow. 

And  1  wants  to  kc<-p  a-liidin'  from  de  sun, 
I  K'x^s  over  in  de  alley  u  id  de  other  llitle  nigs. 

II  It  dere  we  siiiK  nnd  dance  and  iial)  some  fun, 
It  Is  seheii  come  ek-lien,  t'row  dem  dice, 

I's  Kwine  to  have  >uur  money  nili;lity  soon, 
Get  down  dere,  man,  and  patter,  ami  I'll  do  de  "  Cincinn«t«r," 

I's  u  little  curly-heuded  coon.— C/(orr(*. 


MAY    IRWIN^S    "LULU"    SONG. 
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Written  by  Slgmund  B.  Alexander.     Composed  by  Summit  L.  Hecht. 


I'se  singin'  w'ile  de  yaller  ninon  am  sliinin'  liriu-ht  as  day, 
De  moonlicht  jes'  delight  diK  coon  an'  turn  his  lieart  yo'  way; 
]  reckon  yo'  know  why  it's  nKlif.  jfs'  frills  me  tro'  and  trn", 
W'ile  I've  a-sinuin'  lu-re  in  <lu  niulit,  it's  yaller  jes'  like  yo', 
Oil,  ma  Lulu,  Lniul  jei<'  hark  ter  me,  ma  honey  maid, 
For  yo'  ma  heart  am  warm,  I'se  i;vvine  ter,  wid  de  moonliftlil's  aid, 
Jes'  take  yo'  heart  liy  storm:  I'll  call  upon  yo'  soon,  doun'  fear. 
An'  ax  yo'  nnt  wid  me,  an'  iIIh  yer  question  yo'  will  hear: 
"Will  >o'  he  Micsis  meT"  *Wiil  yer.  Iioneyf* 

Oh,  nia  Lulu,  yo's  ma  honey  hird. 

Come,  ma  honey,  won't  yo'  eiiy  de  wordf 

Oh,  ma  LuUi,  vo'  know  w'at  I  mifSfs: 
'  I's  Jes'  pinin'  fer  yo'  sweet,  sivei;!  kiss'm,  m; 

If,  ma  ligney,  In  ma  lieart  yo'd  rec, 

D«'n  I's  sure  yo'd  uhiMper  "yes  "  ter  me. 

I'll  he  huppy  if  nm  own  yo'JI  he. 

'Deed  1  \mii,  mu  L'l  u,  Lou,  mu  Liiiii. 

Yo'  Swedes'  Kn\  in  nil  ile  »oi)',  ilc  on'y  enl   for  me: 
Yo'  cauuht  me  wid  y<  r  kinky  cuns:  I  iililiir  ran  fit  fre*; 
Yo'  sports  such  awful  loig  <,'  style:   In  ynli-r  yo'  looks  uraii'. 
Oh,  how  on  you  I'd  luh  tir  smile  f'lim  off  a  four-ln-han'! 
Oil,  ma  Lulu.  Lulu'  nt  ilancin'  yo'  itin  lient  'iin  all, 
OhI  how  yo'  fiet  jcn'  fly!  im'  tho'  yo's  helle  oh  all  de  hall, 
.  You  nehiier  pass  me  hy.  iiii'  if  yo'  Imii'  I  wins  f'liiii  you, 
Dem  jealous  iiit»«  donn'  r(.ar.  I'll  s.-iy,  an'  squelch  ileni  all,  fo'  sho'. 
"She  8  mine,  yo'  coons:  d'ye  hear? ''  'Hear  lue,  niggersT* 

Oh,  ma  Lulu,  we  will  nelil)>r  ronm, 

Oh,  ma  lioney,  frniii  our  ciihin  home. 

Oil,  mil  Lulu,  dere  iiin  no  pjacc  snut;i;pr; 

Oh,  ma  Lulu,  liow  I  loiio!<  tt-r  huu'iii,  m, 

If,  ma  honey,  ill  ma  heart  yo'd  see,  etc. 

•  Spoken. 
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Words  by  Rodger  Harding.    Music  by  Ned  Cole. 


I  rememlier,  when  a  boy. 

It  would  fill  my  heart  with  joy  * 

TorioK  that  old  door-hell,  then  run  Itehlnd  tlie  big  oak  tree; 

'Twniild  lie  my  heart's  deliglil, 

To  ile  there  out  of  slt:ht. 
And  hear  them  womler  who  the  acamp  might  be. 

My  mother  dear  to  me. 

As  though  to-day,  I  see,    . 
Looking  for  the  culprit  nil  in  vain. 

And  wlieii  she'd  close  the  door, 

I  would  creep  up  as  lH.-fore, 
And  I'd  ring  that  old  front-door  bell  once  again. 

CaonvB. 
Do  we  keep  Ihe  mem 'ry  of  our  life's  sprine-tlrae 

Fresli  and  green,  or  do  we  let  them  fad>-f 
In  the  busy  hustle  of  the  world's  mad  rush. 

Are  those  childish  thonghts  forever  lalilf 
Just  because  we  know  (he  world  a  little  more. 

Just  because  we've  learned  life's  lesson  well; 
Have  we  e'er  regret,  do  we  not  remember  yet, 

How  in  chlldiih  glee  we  rang  that  old  door-bell  I 

I  recall  to  mind  the  day 

That  my  father  went  awajr. 
For  poverty,  the  |>oor  man's  foe,  was  knocking  at  the  door; 

It  broke  poor  mother's  heart 

From  father  thus  to  part. 
Am  he  left  her  tliere  to  seek  a  foreign  shore. 

One  day  a  message  came. 

Addressed  to  mother's  name. 
At  the  read,  her  face  turned  pale  with  pain, 

My  father  was  no  more. 

He  had  reached  tlie  golden  shore. 
And  I  never  rang  that  old  door-bell  again.— CAort/f. 


ASLEEP    AT    THE    SWITCH. 
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Words  and  Hosle  by  Chos.  Shackford. 


The  mldnlKlit  express  will  lie  Inte  here  to-night, 

So  side-track  the  West-bound  frelehl: 
Those  were  tlie  orders  that  Tom  had  received, 

As  he  passed  through  tlie  rontid-hoiise  gate: 
Tom  was  the  switchman,  with  heart  troe  as  steel. 

And  doty  was  first  in  his  breast. 
But  the  thought  of  his  lioy,  who  was  dying  at  home, 

Crazed  Tom,  and  he  fell  at  his  post. 
Tlie  shrill  whistle  blew  on  the  freit'lit  for  the  West, 

The  ramble  waa  heard  of  the  midnight  express. 

RgniAiN. 

Asleep  at  the  awltch,  and  no  warning  light, 
I'n  signal  those  trains  that  rnslied  throngli  the  night. 
When  down  to  the  switch  ran  Tom's  daughter  Nell, 
The  crisis  had  passed,  his  boy  would  cet  well; 
She  cauglit  up  the  light,  and  waved  it  on  high. 
And  side-tracked  the  Westbound  freight. 
And  the  midnight  express  all  in  safety  flew  by, 
While  Tom  was  asleep  at  the  switch. 

The  frelglit  alowly  hacked  on  the  main  track  again, 

Tlie  men  called  to  Tom  good-night. 
Only  tlie  sob  of  a  girl  made  reply. 

And  they  saw  by  the  engine  s  light, 
Tom  lying  flat  at  his  post  where  lie  fell. 

And  ttiere,  with  her  head  on  his  breast. 
Was  his  brave  ilaughter  Neil,  who  had  saved  all  their  Uvea, 

And  tliose  on  the  midnight  express. 
Each  man  on  the  freight  for  the  West  bared  Ids  head. 

For  Tom'a  heart  had  stopped,  at  his  post  he  lay  dead. 

RsntAtN. 

Asleep  at  the  switch,  the  president  read, 

And  my  wife  and  cliild  were  on  board  he  said, 

But  as  he  read  on,  his  stern  face  relaxed, 

This  road  shall  reward  sncli  heroic  acts: 

He  sat  at  his  desk  and  filled  out  a  check. 

And  sent  it  witli  all  dispatch, 

'Twas  for  Tom's  dauuhier  Nell,  for  her  brave  deed  that  night, 

While  he  slept  his  last  sleep  at  the  switch. 


— "  Go  into  tlie  room  and  bring  tlint  cake  ofif  tbe  tnble,"  snJd  a 
mother  to  ber  son.     "It's  too  dark:  I'm  afraid  to  go  into  llie 
roon^."     "06  right  into  that  room  tliis  instant  or  I'll  go  in  and 
bring  out  tbe  strap."    "  If— yoti  bring — out  ilie — strap,"  replieil  ( 
the  boy,  sobbing,  "  bring  the — rake  along — too."  ( 


•      ^       •^•:* 
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BON    JOUR,    MONSIEUR 
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Words  by  Ilngb  Morton.     Music  by  Oustare  Kerkar. 

At  zc  crcnt  French  Ball,  Mumeelie  la  foldol,  .      ., 

Uiie  jolie,  petite  demoiselle, 
She  (Iniice,  VIZ  eitin,  ill  ze  iiiiiiclity  cnn-can, 

And  ze  people  cry,  "  Oh,  coninie  fi  l)ellel" 
Wiz  ze  sliy  ttniull  wink,  an' zc  uiirtuire  ao  pink, 

An' ze  ozzer  einu's  ziit  yon  see: 
8lie  matte  zein  all  Ktnre,  in  zat  Madison  Square, 

At  ze  Cercle  de  L'narmoiiie. 
All  I  Bon  jour  suit  she  M()iii<i<  urt  Tra  la,  In,  la,  In,  la,  la,  la! 
Come,  dance  wiz  me,  MongienrI  Tra  la,  la.  la.  In,  In,  In,  lal 
ToDr  wife  she  ninst  not  know,  I  keek  off  ze  'i^L  cluipean 
Wiz  ze  wee  little  point  of  my  lue,  papa!  Tra  la,  la,  In,  la,  la,  lo,  lal 

At  ze  great  French  Ball,  Mamoelle  la  foldol. 

She  was  "  tri's  fnti;;ue,"  ehe  sniJ; 
She  sat  on  ze  floor  when  ze  clock  has  Blrike  fonr, 

And  zen,  iifterwiird,  stand  on  her  head. 
In  her  rol)e,  cut  short,  zey  have  take  her  to  court. 

But  she  soon  walk  away  all  ritiht: 
She  jus' dive  a  ze  undue  to  ze  haughty  old  judge,  -' 

He  has  been  to  ze  hall  las' niL'ht, 
All!  Bon  jour  f>ait  she  Monsieiirt  Tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  In,  lal 
You  danced  wiz  me,  Mon)<ieur!  Tra  la,  la.  In,  la,  la,  la.  In! 
Tour  wife  she  must  not  know  that  I  keek  off  ze  'iuli  ciiapenn,     . 
80  I  Bink  you  will  quick  let  me  go,  nVst  ce  pa«r  'J'ra  la,  In,  la.  In,  In,  In,  In! 


;:  SWEETEST     SUSAN. 
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Words  by  F.  M.  Stuart.    Music  by  Margaret  Adele  Moore. 

My  weddinc  day  ie  vcy.  very  soon,  •-         •  '■ 

Come,  all  you  darkies,  if  you  want  to  see  this  coou. 

For  I'se  gwine  to  he  tied  to  my  Susan,  Susan  May, 

And  to-morrow  is  the  blessed  day.  '.'.     ' 

'J'here  was  ne'er  a  gill  so  Sweet, 

From  her  top-knot  down  to  her  feet. 

Ami  you  may  just  bet  your  life. 

She's  gwine  for  to  lie  my  wife, 

I'm  the  envy  of  tht^  coons  for  mHes  and  miles  nronnd. 

For  I'te  cniight  ilie  qnet-iily  ."Susan,  and  we're  fjvvliit!  to  live  in  town, 

And  she  says  she'll  love  me  (ill  I  Iny  me  down  and  dies, 

Aud  1  know  that  my  baby  never  lies. 

Cborub. 

StiBan,  Snenn,  sweetest  Susan,  the  only  one  for  me, 
Swellept-lookiiig  colored  l'hI  ever  you  did  sec. 
Darling  Susan,  queenly  Sui<nn,  she's  gwine  my  \^ife  to  he, 
And  I'll  be  irue  to  my  own  gal  if  she  is  true  to  mc. —[Dance] 

The  first  coon,  what  a  racket  tries  to  raise. 

Will  catch  a  hentin',  whal'li  make  liiiii  change  Lis  ways, 

I'se  determined  to  have  it  a  peaceable  affair, 

Withniir  any  razors  in  the  air, 

For,  my  darling,  says  to  me, 

"  My.  honey,  yes  it  must  be, 

A  wedding  society 

Will  all  be  glad  lose*," 

And  >ou  know  what  my  honey  sets  her  mind  to  hnve  or  do, 

Will  have  lo  be,  or  you  will  have  to  learn  a  thing  or  two, 

80  you  have  fair  warning,  nnd  if  you  do  not  hee<l. 

You  will  sure  leave  the  wedding,  yes,  indeed,— c/(0/!(f. 

I'm  gwine  to  wear  some  very  hot  clothes,  '  ■  . 

Rigg'd  ont  in  style,  from  my  head  down  to  my  toes. 

All',  of  conise,  my  imney,  she  will  look  just  right. 

For  that  gal  is  aiwa\s  out  of  sight 

When  we  walk  down  the  aisle,  •  \ 

'J'his  coon  will  wear  a  smile. 

And  I'll  feel  so  very  proud 

That  I'll  never  see  that  crowd,  -    . 

And  when  old  Parson  Brown  ties  that  blessed  knot. 

Then  I'll  know  my  Susan  has  agreed  to  share  my  lot. 

I'm  just  'frald  this  nigger  he  won't  know  how  to  act. 

But  I'll  give  my  baby  a  big  smack.— CAo;'rf«. 


TWO    LITTLE    EYES    OF    BLUE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Ernest  Hogan. 


In  a  cottage  so  neat,  where  the  roses  abound. 

Dwells  a  couple  whose  hearts  beat  as  one; 
No  happier  fam'ly  on  earth  can  l>e  found. 

Born  to  them  is  a  dear  little  son; 
The  husband  comes  home  from  his  work  in  the  nigbt. 

He  kisses  his  dear  wife  so  true. 
And  then  he  sings  gladly  tliis  ditty  so  bright 

To  baliy  with  dear  eyes  of  blue: 

Chobiis. 
Two  little  eyes  of  bine,  peek-a-boo,  1  sec  yon; 
Two  Utile  eyes  of  blue,  I  love  you,  yes  1  do; 
'J'wo  little  eyes  of  blue,  none  on  earth  are  bo  true. 
My  own  bnby  boy,  you're  my  pride  nnd  my  joy,  my  two  little  eyes  of  blue. 

All  sorrows  nnd  cares  will  soon  vanish  away. 

In  the  midst  of  their  baliy's  sweet  smiles; 
And  his  childish  prnttle  tliroughoiit  the  long  day,   ; 

Their  labor  and  toil  soon  ))eguiles. 
See  papa  and  baby  roll  over  the  floor, 

Like  playmates  In  their  childish  glee. 
As  inanima  plays  peek-a-boo  Iwliiiid  t lie  door. 

Pa  dances  the  boy  on  his  knee:— C/'<M«*'. 


I'm  a  Rootin'-Shootin'-Snootin' 
Nigger  Beau. 
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Words  by  H.  U.  Evans.    Music  by  H.  U  Henrtz. 


^  •»■ 


—Why  are  gloves  unsalable  articles?  Because  tbey  are  made  to 
^  be  kept  on  banU.       v^***^ 


) 


—Practical  young  belle  to  utterly  utter  young  man:  "Alger- 
non!" "  Wbat  is  it,  my  pensive  lily?"  "  You  ouglit  to  study  up 
the  tbeory  of  en.silage,  Algernon."  "  And  wbat  is  ensilage,  my 
languid  one?  "  "  Ob,  it  sbows  bow  to  keep  green  tilings  green  tiil 
tlie  winter's  gone,  Algernon,  and  don't  you  wieb  to  live  till  spring, 
Algy?" 


I'se  in  town,  my  honey,  wid  my  pockets  full  of  money. 

And  I'm  gwine  to  hah  a  dandy,  high  ole  time, 
Wid  de  baiter  cakes  a-fr)  io",  and  de  uii;ger  wenches  sighiu'. 

And  de  church-bells  all  a-iiiigin'  out  a  chime. 

CUORUS. 

0  my!  I'm  a  dandy  darky  dnde. 

And  de  lmiIs  dey  cnn"t  resist  me,  don'l  you  know. 

1  can  dance  and  I  can  sing.  I  can  cut  a  jiigeon  wing; 
I'm  a  rootin'-ehootin'-siiootiu'  nigger  beau. 

I'se  in  town,  my  honey,  and  I  fee)  so  very  funny. 

All  de  city  niggers  stand  in  awe  oii  me; 
I've  a  iiistol  in  my  pocket,  in  a  jiffy  I  will  cock  it, 

I'm  a  sassy  coon,  you  better  leave  me  be. 

Chouits. 

O  my!  I'm  a  dandy  diirky  dude. 

And  I  break  <ie  h<arlj«  by  dozens,  don't  you  l;now. 
On  de  banjo  I  can  pick,  for  I  nni  so  iiwfiil  siick; 

I'm  a  rootin'-shooliii'-snoolin'  nigger  beau. 

I'se  in  town,  my  honey,  and  I'm  gwine  to  sjn-nd  my  money. 
Just  to  show  de  coons  I'ce  not  ns  green  ut  gMisf. 

If  dey 're  huiitiu'  "round  for  trouble,  I  can  miike  "em  all  set  double. 
For  i'se  got  a  pair  of  knuckles  made  of  braes. 

CnoRus. 

0  my  !  I'se  a  dnndy  dntky  dude. 

Ami  de  gale  dey  cnii't  resist  me,  don't  you  know. 

1  am  uient  on  shootin'  crap,  and  for  me  it  is  a  snap; 
I'se  a  rootin'-shootiir-snootiu'  nigger  beau. 

I'se  in  town,  my  honey,  and  I  feel  so  awful  funny. 

For  I'se  got  a  lot  of  nigger  t'in  inside; 
Every  darky  wnnta  to  l)et  nic  that  a  copper  BOOn  will  get  me. 

And  upon  the  Hurry  Wagon  1  will  ride. 

CHORirs. 
Omy!  I'm  a  dandy  nioL'er  sport. 

And  I  don't  care  if  I'm  pinched  i)efore  it's  noon. 
I'se  got  money  here  to  burn,  and  I  do  not  give  a  diirn; 

I'se  a  rooliu'-shoolin'-snootin' crazy  coon. 


—A  countryman  examining  a  cane-seat  cbair,  .said:  "  I  wonder 
wLal  cliap  took  tbe  trouble  to  find  all  tbem  boles  and  put  that  r 
straw  around  tbem."  "r 

—  Cur ran  was  one  day  engaged  in  a  case  in  wbicb  he  had  for  a  > 
collengtie  a  leuinikably  tall  and  sleinbr  trentlcmnn,  wlio  bad  oripi-  / 
iially  inleiided  to  lake  onbrs.  'Die  Jiid<:c  observintr  that  the  case  ) 
under  di.scu.tsion  involved  a  question  of  «((;k'siastical  law,  CunauJ, 
inlerpnscd  wiili,  "  I  can  refer  your  iordsbip  to  a  bigb  autliority^ 
beliind  me,  who  was  once  intended  for  tbe  cburcb,  tbougb  in  my 
opinion  be  is  fitter  for  tbe  steeple." 
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Words  Bud  Mii^ic  by  Sattoid  Waters. 


6;- 


f^' 


'A' 


Tlie  ftars  tire  eliii>iii(;  ci-ur  aixl  brie'it, 

As  »ii  ilif  eve  wln-u  lust  we  puriud; 
1  vMHiiler  me  you  i.'uy  to-iiiijht, 

F'>r  I  uiii  sail  niiil  liniely-lietirted, 
Ai:ii  if  yon  sti  I  reciill  ttie  <liiy. 

The  liiippy  li.iy  our  vows  were  plinlited; 
Ami  liow  you  w  liiKjered,  •'Come  what  may. 

Our  Leans,  our  livee  eiiull  be  uuUeUI  " 

Refuain. 

Come hnck,  Bwieihijn t,  come  back  fo  me. 

Come  back  ujiuiii  and  leave  me  never; 
Come  hack  to  one  who  dreaing  of  thee. 

And  who  wi.l  dream  of  tliee  forever. 
Foru'ive  that  I  have  Caused  you  pain. 

Who  never  ytt  hnve  ceased,  love,  to  rcjirat  tb<»«. 
1  iiniy  not  see  thy  face  attain, 

But  still  1  uever  can  forget  thee. 

Sometimes  I  think  yon  never  knew 

The  reason  \\  hy  I  said  ••  Qoo*i-ltye,  dear;  " 
But  oh,  sweetheart,  'twas  all  for  yon, 

For  yon  uud  for  the  iiy  and  by,  dear; 
B^it  now  the  cUiiids  luive  cleured  away, 

And  shines  aizaiii  the  liuhl  of  Ileaveii; 
For  us  there  diiwns  another  day, 

Wlieu  uii,  HI  lust,  Biiuli  be  forKlvcii.— //^/ai/i. 


Some  Day  I'll  Be  a  Millionaire. 
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Written  and  Coni|>oseil  by  Dob  Eiiiiuet. 


Two  little  l>oy8  Ihev  k-  pi  a  news-stand. 

On  the  streets  In  New  York  town, 
Sold  tlieir  papers  to  tiie  poor 

And  men  of  treat  lei.ortii; 
One's  name  w:is  Ned,  the  other  was  Jack, 

Companions  horn  and  bred; 
Jack's  fondest  hopes  were  to  be  rich. 

And  lo  his  friend  be  said; 

Chorus. 

Some  day  I'll  he  a  mililonaire  and  live  In  luznry, 

And  have  niy  di  ur  old  mother  in  the  bei^t  society. 

And  wiien  1  do  become  a  mm.  if  what  1  say  proves  true, 

I'.l  always  he  your  Cnuiii,  Ned,  and  the  same  old  Jack  to  yoo. 

Years  lia<>  passed  by,  they  both  grew  to  tu«D, 

The  wor.il  it  useil  Jack  rlMlii: 
Luck  ceemed  to  foiiow  biia  everywhere. 

Ills  future  it  whs  hriirht 
At  last  he  ua.ned  both  fortune  and  fame, 

Winch  Ins  mother  shared  each  day; 
And  oriiliiiei  he  would  lliink  of  Ni  (1 

And  Ibu  words  be  used  to  say:—  C'/iOru$. 

In  a  conrt-room,  on  trial  for  his  ills. 

Was  a  piis'ner  on  thc  stand:  .^ 

Are  you  i;iii.Iy?— yi-8  or  no — 

Speak  out!    was  tiie  coiiiinaiid. 
A  ►'rani.'e  voice  was  heard — Not  gutltyl 

I've  proof,  if  u  fortune  It  cost-',  I'll  clear 
My  old  )iul  Neil  of  newsboy  days, 

I'm  uo>v  a  ujillionuire.— 6'/io/«#. 


— An  old  lady  who  had  in>  iclisli  for  iiiodern  church  music  wns 
expressing  her  dislike  of  the  siiioing  of  uu  auliiem  in  a  certain 

church  not  very  fur   from ,  when  a  neiglibor  suid,  "  Wiiy, 

that  is  a  very  old  anthttn.  David  sang  it  to  Saul."  To  this  the 
old  lady  replied,  "  Wecl.  weci  I  iioo  for  the  first  time  understan' 
why  Saul  llii'ew  bis  juvtliu  at  David  wheu  the  lad  sang  for  liim." 


— In  Scotland  the  topic  of  a  sermon  or  discourse  of  any  kind  is 
called  by  old-fashioned  folks  "  its  prouiid,"  or,  as  they  would  say, 
"  ita  gruud."  An  old  wnman,  biislliiig  into  the  kirk  rather  lale, 
found  the  preacher  liad  coinnieiiccd,  and,  opening  the  Bible, 
nudged  Jier  iie.xt  neighbor  witli  the  inquiry,  "  What's  his grund?  " 
"Oil,"  rei)lied  the  oilier,  who  happeiicd  to  be  a  brother  minister, 
and  therefore  a  jMivilegcd  critic,  ''  he's  lost  bis  grund  long  since, 
and  he's  just  swiinniiug." 


Let  Me  Take  My  Place  at  Home  Again. 

Copyright,  MUCCCXCVI,  by  Ueury  J.  Wehmaii. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  V.  Long. 


In  a  cozy  little  cottage  But  a  couple  old  and  gray, 

A  Are  III  the  hearth  was  biirnint!  bright. 
There  a  letter  they  were  reudioK  from  their  sou  who  went  astray; 

Ue  left  tliem  on  one  cold  and  w  int'ry  nit;lit; 
Ills  companions,  whom  were  evil,  had  him  forge  his  father's  uame; 

Tlie  parent,  in  his  ani;er,  wished  him  dead; 
Bui  the  son  hud  since  repented,  and  this  letter  home  bad  COiua, 

And  to  bis  wife  these  words  the  old  luau  read: 

Chorus. 
Let  me  take  my  place  at  home  again. 
Back  aiiioiii;  the  dearest  fi  lends  of  all, 

Back  to  mother's  dear  caress,  and  your  old  age  I  will  bl«M, 
Theu  let  me  take  my  place  at  home  ugalu. 

Now  the  old  man  would  not  listen  to  the  pleadings  of  bis  boy, 

The  dear  old  mother's  beaitli  soon  t-nw.  away, 
For  her  heart  was  sadly  pining;  for  her  son,  her  only  joy. 

Who  left  them  in  both  smrow  ami  dismay; 
One  iilu'bt  HS  they  were  sitting  by  their  cozy  fireside. 

The  Son  was  broiiuht  in  pule  and  ill  from  need, 
Then  the  fatlier  he  fort;avu  him.  and  with  Joy  the  mother  criml, 

Aud  iiow  my  lad  uo  longer  has  to  plead:— c'A(/;'««. 


DON'T    DRIVE    YOUR    CHILD 
FROM    YOUR    DOOR. 

Copyright,  18»7,  by  T.  6  Hanns  A  Co.    EnglUli  oopyrlgbt  seoured. 


All  rlghb)  leserved. 


Words  and  Music  by  Roger  Harding. 


'■ 
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'Tis  but  the  same  old  story,  of  a  maid  who  went  astray; 

back  to  Ihe  dear  old  home  she  wandered  one  fair  Hiiminer  day; 

tier  father  met  her  at  the  i;ale,  in  aUL-er  bade  her  leave: 

"  Your  mother's  dead,  o'er  her  wayward  child  she  never  ceased  to  Krieve; 

From  the  shame  and  pain  you  cost  us  botli,  siie  slowly  pined  and  died, 

'I'liau  to  see  you  thus,  I'd  rather  )OU  were  sleepinu'  by  her  side." 

Ills  ak;ed  mother,  standing  near,  came  to  the  poor  girl's  aid, 

Aud  to  tU«  augry  father,  through  her  binding  tears,  lh«u  said: 

Chorus. 
"  Don't  drive  your  cbild  from  the  door, 

Pity  herfiitllts,  i  impUne! 
Strive  to  piotecl  her,  by  kindness  correct  her,  .  -w* 

And  Hhe  may  ^iu  ucvernioie. 
Do  not  my  pleading  ignore. 

Give  lier  a  chance,  just  one  more; 
S|>euk  to  her  gently,  as  in  da>s  of  yore; 

Oh,  duu't  drive  your  Child  from  your  doorl  ** 

nii  aced  mother's  pjondlngs.  for  her  grnndcliild,  were  not  vain; 

The  father  took  Ida  duiii^hter  to  his  heart  and  home  again; 

By  loviiit!  care  and  kientie  deeds  she  soon  the  past  effaced. 

And  nevermore  caused  a  piiiit;  of  grief  to  those  she  had  ilisgraced. 

Scarce  a  \ear  liad  pnssed,  lier  father,  tbroiigli  reverses,  lost  his  wealth; 

He  was  taken  ill,  her  tender  care  soon  niirtied  liim  back  to  liealth. 

One  day  be  culled  her  to  his  slile,  his  hand  in  Iter's,  he  said: 

"  God  bless  uiy  dear  old  mother  for  those  pleading  words  she  said :— (7//<mt(«. 


— Why  are  good  intentions  like  fainting  ladies?  Because  all  they 
want  is  cari)  iiig  out. 

--Cliarlcy  wanted  to  give  Clara  a  Clirliiuias  present,  but 
couldn't  make  up  fiis  mind  wiiat  it  should  be;  so  the  next  time  ho 
called  he  frankly  told  her  the  difficulty  under  which  he  was  labor- 
ing. "  Want  to  make  me  a  present,  Charley!"  Clara  exclaimed 
in  well-disguised  astonishment.  "  Why,  Charley,  you  forget  your- 
self. "    Cliarley  took  the  Lint  ond  offered  himself  on  tlie  spot. 


— A  consumptive-looking  man,  lame  and  feeble,  and  carrying  a} 
pint  bottle  full  of  sometliing.  halted  a  pedestrian  in  the  street  tlie  i 
other  day,  and  said:  "  I  found  this  bottle  in  the  corner  there,  and  ( 
I  wish  you  would  tell  me  what's  in  it."    The  otlier  took  it,  re- ( 
inove<i  the  cork,  and  snuffed  in  a  full  breath.     The  next  instant  Le  ( 
.staggered  against  the  wall,  clawing  the  air  and  choking  and  gasp-  ( 
iiig,  and  it  was  a  full  minute  before  be  blurted  out:  "  Why,  you 
iiliot,  that's  bartsliorn!"  "Well,  I  am  perfectly  willing  to  take 
yi'iir  word  for  it  without  extra  instilt.s,"  observed  the  invalid,  in  an 
injured  voice.     He  took  his  bottle  and  walked  off  like  a  man  who 
bad  been  abused  withotlt  the  least  excuse. 
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A    LESSON    IN    KISSINa. 

CopTiisbt,  ISM,  by  Olirer  Ditsoti  Company.    English  copyright  owned  by  author. 

Uied  by  arranKemeiit  with  Olivpr  Ditson  Company,  Bo«ton,  who  will  send  maaic,  post 

paid,  on  receipt  or  60  cents. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Ilda  Onne. 


Spokbw.— Some  pirls  pay  tliey  don't  like  kiesing— well,  I  wouldn't  tell  a  story 
aliciiit  a  little  tliiug  like  iliat.  I  once  benrd  a  ulrl  say  if  elie  had  a  sweetlu-iirt 
and  lie  kirsed  her— Blie'd  want  to  die.  Now  if  I  Lad  a  eweeiLeart  and  be  didn't 
kiss  nie,  that's  when  I'd  want  to  die. 

Do  Ton  like  a  kiP8?  wliy.  of  course,  so  do  I, 
Ana  I've  littii  sncli  n  lot  in  the  sweet  uonc  by, 
I  can  tell  yoii  and  show  you  the  very  bcft  one 
To  give  to  your  Bweetbeurl,  and  ob!  it's  such  fun  I 

Chorus. 

Oh,  kissing  is  a  dainty  art. 
It's  ihro'  the  lips  you  reiicli  the  heart. 
Gently  place  your  armx  around  your  cirl  so,  so, 
Softly  lay  your  lip8  to  lii-re  and  uliisper  low, 
"My  darling  love,  liohi  s'ill,  I  pniy; 
It  can't  he  wrong,  for  ii's  done  every  day." 
'    •  With  a  little  laugh  and  sigh  she  will 

Tbrow  bet  arms  around  yoa  and  bold  eii\].—  [Dancf.] 

So  klos  if  yon  like,  but  don't  make  a  noise, 

It  robs  a  sweet  kiss  of  oiie-biilf  cT  itH  joys; 

Don't  pucker  your  lips,  hut  just  softly  close, 

Eucli  inru  to  the  right,  for  you  each  buve  a  Doae.—  Choru$. 

Now  slowly  and  softly  let  trembling  lips  meet. 

Till  you  feel  a  struiige  tbrilllng  clear  <towii  to  your  feet; 

Don't  move  till  you  feel  plt-a-pat  go  lier  heart; 

You'll  all  kiiow  liow  to  fluisb,  uow  I've  told  you  bow  to  ttnn.—  Cfiornt. 


THE    MUSIC-HALL    GIRL. 

Copyright,  I8IW,  by  Oliver  Ditson  Company.     EiigUgb  copyright  owned  by  Author. 


Used  by  arrangement  witli  Oliver  Diloon  Conipnny,  Boston,  who  will  send  music,  post- 

puld,  on  receii't  of  fiU  cents. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Ilda  Orrae. 


Tlie  MiiPic-Hall  Girl  is  the  rage. 
The  pet  of  the  youib  and  old  age, 
Witii  plenty  of  chic. 
And  one  dear  little  kick. 
She  ma'aes  a  success  on  ibe  stage. 
She  shows  you  tier  lace  and  her  )imb, 
And  a  foot  Hint  is  dainty  and  trim; 
She  smiles  and  she  winks, 
And,  of  course,  eaclijnun  thinlis 
She  smiles  and  siie  winks  at  liim. 

Cbokus. 

The  Music-Hall  Girl  is  the  rage, 

The  pet  of  both  youth  and  old  age. 

With  plenty  of  chic 

And  one  dear  little  kick. 

She  makes  a  success  on  the  stage.— [Z>ffnc».1 

Tlie  bnhl)y  sits  in  the  front  row,  .      <  ;     . 

But  wifle  is  not  there— oh,  no! 

She  thinks  lier  dear  liub 

Quite  safe  at  the  club. 

For  there  pretty  girls  never  go; 

But  where  is  tbe  harm,  after  all. 

In  the  darlings  of  the  niuiiic  ball 

If  they  t;ive  you  spice 

With  your  chanipiigiie  on  ice. 

They  want  but  a  curtain  call. 

CeoBUS.  '      ■ 

The  liubhy  sits  ill  the  front  row, 
But  wifie  ii<  not  iliere— ob,  uol 
She  thinks  her  dear  liub 
Quite  safe  ut  the  club; 
Abl  there's  wbere  tbey  all  say  tliey  go.— [Dance] 

Tbe  miscblevoiis  Music-Hiill  Girl,  '      .  , 

Slie  will  set  all  your  brains  in  a  whirl.   • 

When  sbe  sings  naughty  songs. 

Which  to  Paree  l)eloiig8.  ,        ,    , . 

When  her  laces  tliey  twinkle  and  twirl. 

In  Ids  mind  then  each  man  forms  a  place,   ' 

For  a  supper,  champaune  and  "can-cau."    .' 

She  will  llirow  you  a  kiss 

While  you  watch  her  in  bliss. 

But  sbe'll  go  home  with  some  other  man. 

C0ORC8. 

The  miscbievons  Husic-Hall  Girl, 

She  will  set  all  your  brains  in  a  whirl; 

When  she  sings  naughty  songs, 

Which  to  Puree  belongs. 

When  ber  laces  they  twinkle  and  twirl.— [Z)anC0.] 


LITTLE    AGGIE    "W^ALKER. 

Copyright,  18J7,  by  The  Eureka  Music  Co.     A'l  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  Slinnie  Iris.    Mufic  l)y  Samuel  U.  Speck. 


There's  lots  of  girls  you  meet  each  day,  on  wliom  yon  love  to  gsze; 
I  think  I've  met  tlieiu  all,  mv  hoys,  with  all  their  cbtirming  wajs; 
But  there  Is  one  who's  caught  me,  with  a  vvinnin<:  voice  so  sweet. 
Que  tliat  holds  you  with  ber  talk,  and  one  that's  baid  to  beaU 

Chorus.  '  . 

Ob!  little  Aggie  Walker,  plie  is  the  sweetest  talker, 

Just  tbe  kind  I  know  you'd  like  to  greet: 
I'm  the  lad  to  court  ber,  she  is  an  only  dauuhter. 

When  she  talks  it  really  seems  a  dream  luoet  sweet. 

You'll  find  she  is  the  leader,  boys,  at  piirty  or  a  Iwill, 

And  when  you're  in  her  company,  jou  hnte  to  leave  at  all. 

1'tie  girls  and  boys  all  love  hcr^many  pleasant  hour  is  gone 

While  you  listeu  to  her  talk,  that's  like  some  old,  sweet  Bong.~ C horut. 


JUST   BECAUSE   THEY    PUT   HIM 
INTO    TROUSERS/ 

Copyright,  I8S)6,  by  Francis,  Day  &.  Hunter.    English  copyriglit  secured. 
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Words  and  Mu^ic  by  Lau  ivuce  Barclay. 


You  know  my  broihrr  Gu8«ie, 
-■    "■  'I'hat  little  chap  t>o  high — 

You  know,  the  oii«t  thai  wore  white  frocks 

And  pretty  p!i;e  blue  tie— 
The  one  tiiat  I  uiie<l  to  lake  to  school — 

He's  uot  eo  stuck  ii|)  now; 
Well,  if  he  nuein  me  in  the  Street, 

He'll  ruiee  bis  bat  and  bow — 

Chorus. 

Jnst  because  Ma's  put  him  into  trouiiers. 

He  tells  me  now  to  go  and  play  at  houses. 

My  Ma  is  all  to  blame,  for  she  uoiild  not  buy  me  a  pair,  yoa 

Will  anybody  buy  a  pair  of  trousers  uuw  for  nief 

I  have  to  wear  ffncks,  daily. 

And  keep 'em  nice  and  wliite — 
He  plays  at  jumping  over  buck 

Just  to  ills  lieUlt'S  (ll'liL'ilt.  •         . 

He  can't  do  wrong— 1  c;in't  do  right, 

I  daren't  upset  a  ciiri. 
'Cause  lie's  a  man,  'caiice  be  wears  paiitA, 

And  I  am  Still  a  girl.— CAci/»/«. 

He  thinks  himself  so  ck  ver, 

A  soldier  he  mii^t  be: 
He  tliought  he'd  lie  a  drummer  boj 

Or  bugler,  don't  \ou  see. 
He  said,  "I'll  be  a  Hiuhhiiider 

And  do  the  '  Highland  fling,'" 
But  when  be  got  the  kills  on,  well — 

*TwaB  quite  anutlier  tiling.    . 

CUORITS. 

Just  becanee  they  took  awny  his  trousers. 

He  feels  tlie  wind  a-blowing  'round  ihe  tiousee; 

And  now  he  makes  an  awful  fns!<  heciiii^e  he  daren't  Climb  CD  a  'biu — 

Will  anybody  buy  a  pair  of  trousers  now  for  Gue? 

Gns,  I  must  tell  you,  lately 

Has  had  to  stop  in  lied;  *  ,     ■ 

He  tried  to  caicii  some  liddlora, 

But  fell  in  the  pond  instead.  -' 

He  didn't  mind  tne  bath  a  liit; 

He  soon  crawled  to  the  side, 
Tiie  only  thing  tliat  biirt  him,  and 

The  reason  why  be  cried,  was: 

'         '  Chorus. 

Just  because  he'd  been  and  spoilt  his  trousers. 
His  extra  special  pair  of  "  'Round  my  bonces:  " 

Tlie  way  lie  walked,  he'd  make  you  die,  I  laughed  ontll  I  had  to  cry- 
Will  some  one  lend  poor  Giis  a  pair  of  trousers  that  are  dry} 


— While  passing  a  Louse  in  Virginia,  two  strangers  observed  a 
very  peculiar  cliimney,  unfinished,  and  it  attracted  tlieir  attention; 
tbey  asked  a  flaxen-liaireil  urchin  standing  near  the  iiouse  if  it 
"drawed  well,"  wiieieupon  the  aforesaid  urchin  replied:  "  Yes, 
it  draws  the  attention  of  all  fools  that  puss  this  road." 


— A  Western  girl  likes 
hands  so  beautifully. 


to  make  bread  because  it  cleans  her 


—The  Hub  up  to  Date.— "The  Boston  girls  don't  slang,  do 
they?"  "Yes.  indeed,  but  they  have  a  style  of  their  own.  Instead 
of  saying  'Oh,  you  ain't  so  warm,'  lliey  sny  '  Well,  your  tem- 
perature is  not  so  excessively  high,'  and  for  '  You're  not  tlie  only 
pebble  on  the  bench  '  I  hey  say  '  There  are  other  beans  in  the  pan 
in  addition  to  yourself.' "  ... ,  ^ 


"^'(^BRirflViS-'. 


■t^nii 


*■'.:_*  \u. 


'Mm 


V-'-'^--^^ 

-£•»--- 


■^^ 


4iis 


^v:v  ^  ^v 
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All  rights  rrserved. 


The  Words  and  Hiiatc  of  thl*  S.>n(r,  arran.qred  for  the  piano,  «vill  be  Miitto  any  ad- 
dreps,  tH><*t-l'*>>l'  ""  iti'^ipf  of  litcfiitif;  or  tlii»  ami  any  two  ntlier  S.-iitrs  f'>r  One  Dullar, 
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Words  and  Music  by  Clinrles  Shackford. 


'TwnB  a  cala  dny  in  Hitck-ion  n.  nnd  ov'ry  nalliis  nljj 
WliO  lux)  lic:|).  il  lo  siveli  Iliilt  C<iliirc<t  |io[)l|latii>li 

WiiM  euro  li-d  118  iirtivc  lii'-nilxr,  liy  tlieir  Ic'ider  proud  itiid  big 
Of  l!ie  Tlioiii|i>iiiii  Strii't  (':i(iet!*.  tn  L'liur<l  the  iiiilioii; 

Every  coon  wiib  fiM  of  •;iiii;it  when  Ii  ev  nmile  llieir  first  parade, 
Ahil  thuCn|i(uiii  ihuhdtrcd  oiil  liiti  firdt  coiiiuiaiKJ: 

Sporek— Ri»;bt  face,  forward  niarcli  I 

('nont;8. 

Did  you  ever  Sfe  a  iiiu'iier  who  was  feelin'  any  l)li!Ker 
lliaii  tlie  ItuUer  of  tlie  Thonip!-.'!!  Street  t'mleln; 

n<"  can  chaiii/e  a  «llver  dollar,  but  ho  CMiinot  chail>;e  his  Color, 
This  leader  of  llie  Tituiupaoli  Street  Cuilets. 

Ev'ry  heart  was  wihlly  heaMni;  to  tlie  miific  of  the  baud, 
Every  wencb'8  eye  was  fuj'ti'ned  on  iliat  leader; 

Ev"ry  cooii  in  line  <;ot  jculoiix,  'caii^e  he  wan  not  in  command, 
And  ihey  nil  producid  a  razor  or  a  ck-aver. 

Now  ihe  Captain  caw  his  diiiii»'r,  hut  he  never  turned  a  hair, 
Uiily  thundered  out  hl«  lerrihlu  c>>iiiniaiid. 

Spoken —Brijjade,  halt!  Ground  anns.—  rAo/u*. 


) 


»  «  » 


) 


WHO?    MISS    NELLY    McINTYRE. 


Co|.yright,  18M,  Ijj  Alb.  II.  Fitz. 
All  rikhta  ivsel'ved. 


Den  Yer  Don^  Get  Stuck— See?  ( 

CopyrlKht,  I8M,  by  Alb.  H.  Fitz.    Entered  at  Statiouers'  Hull,  London,  EiiKlaud.  ' 

All  riKhtii  reaerved.  ) 

The  WordR  and  MurIc  <>f  this  S'imk.  arranirrd  for  the  piano,  will  be  Dent  to  any  ad- 

drpKS,  |ioiit-|iai(l,  on  receipt  of  lOreiitB^  or  this  ami  any  twK  ..tlier  «<Mi(fS  for  One  Dullar,  ) 

by  Henry  J.  VVehni«ii,l30  A  >:«  I'luk  Uow,  New  York;  or  8.')*  8;  K   MikHkou  Mt.,(,'hipari>.  ' 

Write  t'>  either  one  i>f  the  ah  )ve  addrosw-n  for  Free  CnfahiL'Ue  of  Sontm.  Sonir  Booka,  ) 

Sheet  Music,  aerman  Souk  Booka,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Uooka,  Joke  Suoks,  etc.  ( 


Words  and  MiirIc  by  Alb.  H.  Fttz. 


Two  little  "New  York  "  news-boyH,  one  six,  Ihe  other  eight, 

Stood  Oil  a  Broadway  corner,  into  ilie  iiit:lii  eo  late, 

Jiiiinile,  the  yoimtier  brother,  dirty,  tattered  and  torn, 

8at  on  the  curb-otone,  cryloL',  dowii-caet  and  forlorn, 

'•  Wliare  de  matter,  now.  Chiiniiiier  Why.  don't  yer  no  borne  to  l)edf  " 

"  I'e  afraid  to  i»o  home,  Pa'll  lick  me  if  I  doesn't  sell  out,"  be  said. 

"Oh,  no  be  won't,"  ^aid  the  brother.     ••Listen  now.  Kid,  to  nie, 

To-morrer  yer  sella  Journals,  and  yer  don't  git  stuck  deu— see?" 

ClIORITSI. 

"Never  mind  now,  Cldmniie;  dire.  Kid,  don't  yer  cry; 

I'h  gold  enoui;h  for  l)ot!i,  mo  we'll  l'o  home  by  and  by; 

Now,  here's  a  sandwich  for  jer,  coine  aloni;  wid  nie, 

'i'o-uiorrer  yer  sella  JonrnaU,  and  yer  dou'i  git  stuck  den— see?" 

Next  mornint!,  up  briKbt  and  early,  Jimmic  was  there  on  his  stand, 
Shoiiiint!  much  louder  than  ever,  noihini;  butjunrnal-  on  hand. 
By  seven  he'd  sold  all  hu'.  twenty,  things  were  couiini;  liii"  way; 
Ilv  ten  he'd  sold  every  paper:   "  Tliat'll  do,"  saiil  he,  "  for  to-day." 
IhiL  while  he  counted  his  pennies,  a  poor  little  fellow  stood  by, 
K>'L;rettiiit!  Iiis  loss  of  the  niorniiic,  and  almost  ready  to  ciy. 
••  Voii  say  you's  got  stuck,  eh,"  nays  Jliiiniie:    "  lisien  now.  Kid,  to  n>c, 
To-morrer  yet  sells  Journais,  and  yer  don't  git  stuck  deu— seef " 

t'HOIll'S. 

"Never  mind,"  says  Jimmic;   "dere.  Kid,  don't  yer  cry, 

I's  made  hie  'douirb'  to-day,  so  I'll  help  yer  out  if  yer  shy; 

Come  over  to  de  wa^nn,  you  can  eat  on  me. 

But  to-morrer  yer  sella  Journals,  and  yer  don't  git  stuck  deu— sec? ' 


The  Wordu  and  Music  ''f  flils  S  .nc  nrrantred  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
drf«s,  poht-i'ftid.  on  receipt  of  40  fpiitn.  or  tliis  and  any  two  i.ther  Smiitii  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Hfiiry  J  W^hninn.  i:iO  .^  l:t->  I'nrU  Uow,  N't-\v  Yi>i  k,  or  8.S  .t  87  K  Miidlxon  Sf.t'hira^o, 
Wiite  f.i  either  one  «>f  tlio  «h  »ve  addres»;e.^  for  Ki«-e  Ciitnlou'ne  (»f  Stwiirii.  ft<niif  Books, 
3be«t  Music,  Ueruian  Soug  Books,  Letter  Wi  iters,  Ureain  Bookx,  Joke  Bovks,  etc. 

Words  and  Music  by  Alb.  H.  Fitz. 


There's  a  little  lady,  bovs.  that  lives  Just  down  the  way. 
Who's  loved  by  all  t'le  iii-ii;iiborhoi)d— a  "pearl   '  the  hoys  all  say; 
Iler  fam'ly'fi  not  a  wealthy  one,  vet  none  of  them  stand  liiirher. 
For  she's  the  pride  of  the  whole  East  side,*  Miss  Nelly  Mcliilyre. 

Ciionus. 
Just  around  the  corner,  hovs,  in  that  tenement  row, 
A  little  (lush  of  sunshine,  w  lioni  they  all  do  love  so. 
She's  a  lirle  lady,  and  one  tiiey  all  a<luiire, 
She's  made  a  "  hit  "  w  itb  me,  now,  boys,*  Miss  Nelly  Mclutyre. 

Om  Christmas  eve,  w  itb  basket  filled,  she  starts  out  from  her  homo. 
And  calls  onev'ry  fain'ly  near,  w  here  want  and  care  are  known. 
To  hriiiK  Joy  to  the  little  ones  is  jii-t  her  h<  art's  desire. 
Now  how  can  you  but  love  her  too,*  Miss  Nelly  Mclutyre.— CAoru*. 

List  Saturday  niijht  I  went  over  to  the  "  fair "  at  R.  lily's  hall. 

By  vote  they  were  to  tell  that  nioht  the  most  popular  girl  of  all; 

At  elev'n  o'clock  they  counted  up,  hut  Mimher  nine  was  hiuher; 

Who  do  jou  think  uow  took  that  prize ♦♦  Miss  Nelly  Mclutyre.— CAo*»/». 


)      »  To  he  epokeu:  Who. 


BACK    TO    HIS    FIRST    LOVE. 


Copyilifht,  1897,  by  Alb.  H.  Fita. 


All  ritrlit-i  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Mu.Me  of  this  .S  .nn  nnnnKed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre»8,  poBt-|iaid,  on  receipt  of  40  centH,  or  thiH  mid  any  two  ..tlier  S"ii(fs  l'>r  f)ne  Hollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,130*  1*J  Park  lir.w,  N'.-w  York;  or  «.i  *  87  K  Mniliaon  St.,('hir«(ro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ah  .ve  addresspB  for  Free  CHtahnrne  of  .Soiicrn.  Soni;  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  (ierman  Souk  Books,  Letter  Wiiiers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  by  Alb.  H.  Fitz.     Music  by  Jesse  Campbell, 

If  is  but  a  simple  story,  and  one  often  told  b«'forp, 

Of  a  little  lad  and  lassie,  who  were  swet-thearts  as  of  yore. 

Who  for  years  had  loved  encb  other,  w  hen  a  chan).'e  look  place  one  day. 

Jack  broke  his  vows  wiili  Mary,  with  another  lan  away. 

It  was  the  same  old  Story,  and  bis  love  soon  turned  to  liatc, 

Ills  heart  tamed  back  to  Mary,  hut  i.ow.  alas!  too  late, 

One  iiis^hl,  as  he  sat  tliinUiiio  (,f  his  future,  on«e«o  bright, 

A  sudden  resuiulion  caiue  to  start  for  home  that  night. 

CHORfS. 

Back  to  his  first  love,  ne'er  more  to  part, 

B'iCit  to  his  true  love,  tlic  ciri  of  his  bear). 

Buck  to  his  swi  etheart,  with  her  childish  ways. 

Buck  to  bis  fiist  and  liis  only  love,  to  the  love  of  Ids  boyhood  days. 

On  that  very  nliflit  he  started,  with  Ids  heart  so  full  of  pain, 

Ue  would  ask  her  to  foruive  idm  and  to  t'ike  him  back  ai;ain. 

As  be  passed  up  throiiL'h  the  vilia<;e.  all  his  friends  now  seemed  so  cold. 

No  welcome  hand  to  treet  him,  'twas  not  like  days  of  old, 

But  soon  he  met  a  si ranijer— could  lie  tell  hiiii  of  his  May; 

Not  many  weeks  aco  he  said,  the  poor  t»irl  passed  away. 

Next  mornini;  wlieii  they  found  him.  in  a  imte  he  left,  which  read, 

I've  Kone  to  jom  my  sweetheart,  ^ood-hye  was  all  it  said.— t'//o»M«. 


THAT'S  WHAT    I    WANT    SANTIE 
TO    BRING-. 

CopyrlKht,  ISM,  by  Alb.  H.  Fitz.     Entered  at  Stationer's  Hall,  London. 


All  rittlits  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonet,  arrantred  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, port-paid,  nn  receipt  of  40  oentH;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman,  I'M  A  l;«  Turk  How,  New  York,  or  8S  A  87  K  .MH<li»on  Ht  ,Clilca(ro, 
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Words  and  Muvic  by  Alb  II.  Fitz. 


I've  got  a  secret  Ihat  niaiuina  told  me, 

Lislen.  I'll  tell  It  to  you. 
Bow  to  tiet  plenty  on  u<'Xt  Christmas  day. 

Just  tell  '•  Santie  Clans"  what  to  do, 
Write  him  a  letter  and  put  it  all  In, 

Just  mail  it  to  him  then  by  seven. 
Say,  dear  Mister  "Santie,"  oh,  how  I  love  you. 

And  send  it  to  Lim  care  of  heavcu. 

Cuoiius. 
A  little  *  bow-wow,'  and  a  '  moolie  cow,' 

A  '  bossy,' a  '  Cliil-chu  '  and  car, 
A  red  hnlloon  that  plays  a  tune, 

A  '  dolly  '  that  says  'mamma,' 
A  sled  painted  blue,  and  a  '  niucer'  doll,  too. 

Some  candy,  a  '  pussy,"  and  ring. 
Now.  send  them  all.  tlo,  and  then  I  will  love  yon. 

That's  what  I  want  'Santie'  lo  bring. 

I  said.  Dear  ".Santie,"  n)i.  please,  don't  forget 

That  I  have  been  a  good  tirl. 
Told  him  I'd  like  a  ne\«  doHy  this  year. 

And  a  ring  with  a  dear  litHe  pearl; 
Hy  little  brother  be  wants  a  new  drum, 

And  I  want  a  piii;  doj;  for  Paul; 
Oh,  dear  me,  there  are  eo  miitiy  iiice  things, 

1  can  hardly  remember  them  all. —  Cfiorut. 

I  hiini;  up  my  storking  there  all  by  itself, 

<'los«  to  the  chimiiev  and  door. 
Left  a  note  saylni;  if  I  here  wasn't  room. 

To  itiit  all  the  rest  on  the  floor; 
I  got  Into  bed.  thought  I'll  fool  him  now  eure. 

And  dear  Mister  "  Santie  "  I'd  see. 
But  I  went  fast  to  sleep,  and  then  when  I  woke  np, 

Fouuil  'Uantic  '  had  come  and  fooled  mv.— Chorus, 


^  s  » 


— Ctirran's  ruling  pnssion  wn.«i  his  joke.  In  Ms  last  illness  liis 
phj-sician  oh.serving  in  the  nioriiiiis^  tliiit  lie  seemed  to  coiit;li  with 
more  difficulty,  he  answered,  "  That  is  rather  surprising,  as  I  have 
been  practising  all  night."     • 

— That  is  probably  the  oldest  piece  of  furniture  in  England,'' 
said  a  collector  of  antique  curiosities  to  a  friend,  pointing  to  a 
veiierahle-Iooklnc:  table  as  he  spoke.  "How  old  is  itV  asked 
tlie  friend.  "  Netiriy  four  hundred  years."  "Pshaw!  that  is 
notliiiig.  I  have  an  Araltio  fubleover  two  thousand  years."  "  In- 
deed!" "Yes,  the  niulliplication  table!" 


I 
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TIME    WILL    TELL. 

Copyright,  18V7,  bj  H.  W.  Pecrle.    Entered  at  Statlonen'  Hall,  London. 


All  riKhta  reserved. 


The  Worda  and  Muslo  of  thia  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  wUI  be  eent  to  any  ad- 
dren,  pout-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  S^nfrs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSOA  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  86  ft  87  E.  MKdIiwin  8t,Ch»ca(fo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresnee  for  Free  Catalogrue  of  Bnnir*.  S^SX  Book*. 
Sbeet  Huslo,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Booki,  Joke  Boul"  '^ 


LIFE  IS  PASSING-  LIKE  A  DREAM 

:   '-    -    Copyright,  1896,  by  Natiunal  Mu»ic  Co.    Euglish  copyright  secured.      -.' 


All  rights  reserved. 


Words  by  Harry  8.  HUler.    Mualo  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 


LonR  years  ago  two  lovers  quarreled, 

Sbe  deemed  as  true  Blories  she  beard. 
How  liis  heart  pained  to  see  liis  darling 

Turn  from  him  cold,  hardly  a  word. 
Teiire  filled  Ills  eyes,  lie  »poke  with  sadDCM, 

No  oilier  heart  loves  you  so  well. 
Why  b'lieve  as  trne  stories  they've  told  >oa, 

I  cuu  forgive  you,  love— time  will  tell." 

Retbaih. 

Time  it  will  tell  alone,  when  I'm  no  longer  known. 
Some  other  sweetheart  will  tell  yon  be  loves  yon  well. 

Yet  mill  your  pleasures  gay,  you'll  think  of  me  some  day, 
Thiuk  uf  the  heart  you  have  broken— time  will  tell. 

Tears  had  rolled  on,  still  come  no  tidings. 

One  heart  was  sud,  one  heart  did  yearn. 
Friends  that  were  hers,  soon  they  deserted. 

Then  did  she  pray  that  be'd  return. 
One  night,  alone,  while  sadly  thiuktiig  .   -.  ■ 

Over  the  tales  which  Cnst  their  spell. 
*Twas  then  she  cried,  "My  heart  is  breakini;"— 

Too  true  his  words  did  seem— "Time  will  tell." — Chortu. 


NELLIE; 

-ORl- 

The  Welcome  at  Our  Home. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  E<lward  A.  Saalfald. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Word,  and  Husio  of  this  R<>ne\  arranged  for  the  piano,  wilt  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
drera,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  ceiita;  or  this  and  any  tw<i  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinnn.  130  *  132  Park  How,  New  York;  or  85  &  87  K.  Madivon  8t,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ah  ire  addresKes  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Bonfr*,  Bonir  Books, 
Sheet  Hosic,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  WriterB,  Dream  Boolts,  Jok«  Bouks,  etc 


Words  by  Tboa.  Scaalan.    Music  by  Tbeo.  H.  Northrup. 

Strolling  homeward,  happy  in  love  and  sunshine; 

'riiinlcint!  of  her  whom  I  love  so  true,  my  heart's  first  love  divine. 

My  o«n  Hue  sweetheart,  Nellie,  my  brl)»hl-eyed  darling. 

The  fuireet  of  all  the  fairest,  my  little  bright-eyed  qiieeu. 

Cborcb. 

Nellie,  my  little  darling,  my  fairy  qneen; 

Nellie,  as  culu  and  uiry  as  e'er  WHS  seen; 

To  me  her  eyes  tell  a  story  of  love  that  is  all  my  own, 

Tlie  sweetest  of  girls  will  greet  me,  and  welcome  me  to  our  home. 

N«;ll,  my  sweetheart,  mine,  and  I'll  ever  love  her: 

Kriulit  glossy  curls  nnd  two  dimpled  cheeks,  and  brown  eyes  that  look  soaweet, 

8ii  cute  and  coy  is  Nellie,  my  little  sweetheart. 

She  ruuB  to  the  gate  to  meet  me,  with  heart  so  gay  and  ttee.— Heroin. 


YER     NEBER     SAW     A     NIGGER 
IN    DE    SURF. 

Copyright,  18«e,  by  W.  C.  Dunn.    All  righU  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  thia  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
drew,  pout-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSOft  1»2  I'ark  Row,  New  York;  or  86  A  87  K.  Madison  Bt.Chicafro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs.  Song  BOOU 
Sheet  lluaio,  German  Bong  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  ate. 


Words  and  Musio  by  W.  L.  Carley. 

Jest  nse  yer  head  a  minlt.  an'  let  yer  brains  get  in  it. 
It  doefu't  muke  no  diff'reucu  jest  how  long  yer  on  de  turf; 

I'll  tell  yer  somet'ing  funny,  now  listen  tome,  bouey, 
Dat  yer  neber  saw  a  nigger  in  de  surf. 

Chorus. 
It  seems  so  strange,  I  don't  know  why— dey  mustn't  like  It  w«ll; 
Dey  don't  go  in,  I  swar  dey  don't,  but  why  I'll  neber  tell. 
Yer  see  de  Dugo,  Chiunman,  all  nations  of  de  earf, 
But  yer  neber  see  a  nigger  in  de  surf. 

Dey  trubel  down  to  Coney,  an'  dress  bo  awfnl  tonr, 
I've  seen  de  wenches  shoot  de  chnle  an'  yell  acd  scream  wif  nlrf ; 

Dey  stay  until  it's  daylight,  an'  dode  shows  up  all  right. 
But  yer  neber  saw  a  nigger  in  de  surf.— CAona. 

I've  often  heard  dem  tell  it,  no  matter  what  befell  it, 
Dat  a  dead  mule  was  neber  seen  since  day  of  Adam's  btrf ; 

But  dar's  one  t'ing,  1  declare,  if  yer  old  as  Union  Square, 
Dat  yer  ueber  saw  a  uigger  in  de  surf.— 6'A(»-t<«. 


—What  is  the  key  note  to  good  breeding?  B  natural. 
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Words  by  Eben  E.  Uexf.  rd.    Music  by  A.  Ferner. 


Ab  life's  Slimmer  days  go  by  us. 

Many  happy  days  lue'ours; 
Hearts  with  love  uiid  hope  are  hrimmiiic, 

And  the  way  is  hrighl  with  flowere. 
But  our  dreiims  may  prove  tlreams  only, 

Hopes  niuy  full  nnd  heiirtx  grow  sad. 
But  a  faitli  in  God's  xweet  »iiut*liine. 
Buck  uf  clouds,  may  make  us  glad. 
Cbouub. 
Drifting  down  time's  rapid  river. 
Leaved  ut>oii  a  restlecs  stream: 
Darling,  claep  my  true  liand  close. 
Life  is  passing  like  a  dream. 

While  life's  summer  days  go  by  ns. 

Dark  with  cioiidf,  or  biiglit  with  sun. 
You  and  I  each  have  a  mission. 

Lei  us  see  it  bravely  done. 
There  are  loving  wonts  to  utter. 

There  are  burdens  we  may  bear. 
For  tlie  weak  and  for  the  weary — 

Work  is  wailing  everywhere.— C'Aortw. 

Ab  the  days  go  drifting  by  us, 

8iug  a  little  lio|>efiil  song. 
It  may  make  some  eye  crow  brighter. 

It  may  make  some  neuk  lieurt  strong; 
Sing  of  all  Kind  things  that  wait  us 

In  a  time  tliat  is  to  Ik*: 
If  we  but  fulfil  the  mission 

God  has  given  you  and  vae.—  CfiOfut. 


MOLLY    IS    OUT    OP    SIGHT. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  W.  C.  Dunn.    All  riKlits  reserved. 
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Words  by  W.  C.  Dunn.    Music  by  G.  Reichmann. 


My  sweeihearfe  iiaiiie  is  Molly, 
Site's  sweet  Bixleen  and  jolly; 
She's  a  gem  of  a  cirl. 
Each  tooth  is  a  jn-arl, 

And  hhe'f  my  iiahy  dolly. 
She's  a  leasing,  Utile  sprite, 
•  With  smile  like  Hiinsliiue  bright. 

She's  f^loleri  my  lieart. 
Prom  her  I'll  ne'er  part. 

Oh,  Molly  is  out  of  eight. 

Chorus. 
My  Molly  Is  oufof  sight— the  sweetest  girl  I  know; 
III  love  with  her  I'm  quite,  and  elie  culls  me  her  heaii. 
My  Molly's  a  prize  that  I  idolize:  she's  a  liriuht  little  mile, 
Your  heart  she'd  delight,  oh,  Molly  is  out  uf  sight. 

I  want  to  marry,  Molly, 
She  says  that's  only  folly; 
That  she's  loo  young, 
ller  life's  just  l>ei:iiii. 

And  all  that  Horl  of  jolly. 
But  some  day,  just  for  spite, 
She'll  marry  me  all  right; 
I'm  wiUing  to  wait 
For  a  prize  bo  great. 

For  Molly  is  out  of  eight.— CAortM. 

When  I  leave  my  sweetheart  nightly, 
I  kiss  lier  cheek  politely; 
Then  cross  tlie  street, 
And  my  eyes  seek 

Her  room,  where  light  sliinefl  brightly. 
Soon  I  see  my  fairy  sprite 
Preparini!  f<>r  the  night. 
But,  oil,  all  to  soon, 
■■  The  room's  cast  in  gloom. 

And  Molly  is  out  of  sight.— CAortM. 

One  day  came  Diidey  Cholly, 
To  call  upon  my  Molly; 
He  brought  houqiiets. 
Their  size  would  amaze. 

And  gave  her  quite  a  jolly,  ■* 

She  left  me  in  sad  plight. 
Eloped  with  him  one  night. 
Could  I  meet  tliHl  dude, 
I'd  treat  him  rude. 

But  Cholly  is  out  of  sight. 

Chorus. 
So  Molly  is  out  of  sight!  she's  left  me  In  the  lurch: 
Willi  a  dude  she's  taken  fliL'ht.  and  for  that  dude  I'll  search. 
He's  captured  the  prize  that  I  idolize;  if  'twas  right  to  flglit, 
Tliat  dude  I'd  smite,  if  he  wasn't  out  of  sight. 
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DON'T    FORG-ET   YOUR  PROMISE 
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Word*  by  W.  H.  Tyoii.     Music  by  Harry  Oeborn». 

"Priimise  to  nu-ct  mo,"  liu  fondly  enid, 

"  For  I'Vf  t^Mint'lliini;  t'>  "  liis|>iT,  drnil  " 
TI'O  iiiuiUeii.  011  int'IUly,  liiiMK  hi-r  head. 

While  l>liit<hiiiu  iiiK  uii-^euK"  to  lit-nr. 
"  Wherever  >  on  pieime,"  ri>sy  lips  replied, 

••  Whatever  tlu^  time  of  the  dn>  I" 
He  tiiniiMl,  wlrii  ii  i<iK'>,  and  he  hude  ber  good-bye, 

But  did  not  forgei  lu  8iiy  : 

Repraix. 

Don't  forcft  your  i  roniipe.  keep  it  fnlihfiilly, 
ril  he  vMiiliiii.',  lonely,  your  hrinlit  eyes  to  see; 
By  tiie  il|i|>iiMi:  uuieis,  wlien  the  sun  has  set, 
Dou't  foigct  your  luomiee,  don't  furgvtl 

\riint  the  sweet  story  he  told  her  there, 

Wiieu  secnt  beUNCcM  tlie  two! 
He  i;uvc  lier  tiie  love  of  liis  ht-urt  to  slinre, 

Slie  KHVe  liiiii  lier  promise  *•<>  (rue. 
The  yenis  lln-y  hnve  roin.-,  mid  tlie  jenrs  hare  ti0tl9. 

Bat  joy  VI  iiiL'S  encli  lioiir  fiiiict-  thev  >ved. 
All!  well  you  niiiy  ijiieij!)  (luy  hnve  reaeoii  to  bless 

That  day  wlien  he  fondiy  suid: — Choru». 


SHE    WORE    A    LITTLE    SAFETY- 
PIN  JBEHIND. 
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Words  by  V>'.  T.  Ly  ttoii.    Musi-  by  Deohaiii  Uarrlaon, 


There's  a  dainty  little  diinso!,  mid  sIteV  slnp-bang  up  to  date, 

For  elie  weaii*  a  liil  e  8iif<-ty-|iiii  lii'liiinl. 
Witli  "Mist,  so  cliiK  and  hlei.der,  und  her  fi-jure— well  It's  grsar. 

Anil  slie  wefiiH  a  liitle  salety-jiln  liiliind. 
This  artful  Utile  pii'S  uuoah  liotv  to  caiili  n  Johnny's  eye, 

And  uii  arm  Hioiind  her  unisr  she  doeMi  I  mind; 
But  she  fairly  p"ps  vviin  liiiiL'hier  wlien  bis  fingers  flud  the  point 

Of  that  uriful  little  sufety-piu  behind. 

Chorus. 
So  don't  you  grin  at  the  ciifeiy-pln 

Tiiut  ni  n.'iiin  Ills  the  \-.  Mjsis  of  yreat  and  small. 
After  uiiat  xon'vc  learnt  from  iiie,  I  aiu  eur«  you  will  agree 

It's  a  very  handy  fasliiuu  utter  all. 

A  lohnny  took  a  darling  to  ilir  Covent  Giirden  Ball, 

Ad<1  she  wore  n  liitle  s.ifitv -pill  heliiiid. 
The  Joliimy.  lie  was  "liori  ami  fat,  tne  lady  slim  aud  tall, 

And  fhe  wore  ii  iiiric  safe(\-|>iii  liei:ind. 
An  eveiiiok;  suii  he  iiorrou  id,  )»i\  could  twic  It  nt  a  Riance 

That  lliose  panlletM  for  ihi;t  youHi  weie  not  d'shjned; 
And  they  »veiit  ac-rosn— wni,  nevi  r  uiinil— ihiy  soon  resamedthe  daoce. 

For  be  wore  lier  liltiu  8ufet>-|iia  benind.— 6' A(;ru«. 

Bill  took  Id^  cal,  Maria,  down  to  Southend  for  the  day, 

And  she  woie  u  :ilile  gaTtty-plii  hehliid; 
Enjovii't:  haiiny  liri-i  z<^  .inM  iio-  s|>:a:<liiiif;  of  the  spray. 

And  she  vvnie  a  lit'li-  sufetv-pin  Ixliind. 
Muria  pooii  fi  It  iM'Ckish,  ho  i-lie  said,  "  Ui,  blow  me.  Bill, 

I  for  a  pot  of  winKIrs  ferl  iiic  intd; 
But  we've  noiiiin;;  liere  to  pick  'em  out"    "Oh,  that's  all  riKht,"  cried  Bi.l, 

"  Why  you've  got  a  blooiuiug  eufety-piu  beliind." — Cfiorut. 

A  lady,  with  a  poodle,  went  out  shoppine,  poor  young  thing. 

And  she  wore  a  liitle  snfety-pin  III  hind. 
The  poodle  liad  no  iniizzle.  so  ri.e  led  it  by  a  StrlDKi         t 

Winch  Slie  rii«ieiie<l  to  tlie  safetv  -pin  beliind. 
Of  course,  the  lull  ly  p'liceiiiaii  in  I115  diitv  could  not  fall, 

8he,  by  the  maoistiate  ntxt  moni,  wag  fined. 
Well,  soon  'tivill  be  all  ciiitiaL'e  for  a  do^  'o  was;  his  tail. 

For  they'll  fix  il|tvitb  u  sufely-piu  behind.— 6'/((»m«. 

I've  Jnst  relnrned  from  Africa,  Its  rather  warm  out  there, 

Ai'd  they  never  wear  11  Saf<  ly-p:ii  behind; 
I  really  must  confess  to  you  ineir  fashions  made  me  etnre. 

For  they  didn't  wear  aearety-pin  bthinil. 
Q'hose  daiiiHels  of  tin-  'l'ro|.ic>«  w*  re,  liy  iiutuie,  dressed  in  black. 

And  for  ariificiul  clolhiiiL'  diAincli<>ril; 
Well,  as  I  wiinled  Hervanis,  1  have  broiiglit  a  couple  bark, 

But  they'll  liuve  to  wear  a  safety-piii  beliind.— 67(0)'u<. 

A  pretty  maid  once  took  n  stroll  alone  the  sad  seashore, 

And  she  wore  a  litt:e  safi-ly-pin  behind; 
She  loved  to  be  ulone  and  liear  the  lipiiking  billows  roar, 

And  aliu  wore  a  little  saf>'t> -pin  Whind. 
When  from  a  rock  out  yondi-r  came  a  most  terrific  bowl. 

She  inrned  llnil  »ay,  the  Cail8>-  IIhTi  <>f  10  find. 
Some  chup  bad  lost— wel.  eveiy  lliini;  i'ZCe|>t  biS  bnthlng-towel, 

And  be  wauled  just  a  e»fety-]iiii  lieiund.- 6V(o;''/<. 


Back  to  the  Only  Girl  I  Love. 
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Worda  and  Mualo  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


Sad  was  the  hour  that  we  parted,  well  I  remember  the  day 

We  quarreled,  and  then,  broken-hcnrted,  we  each  then  went  onr  way. 

But  still  she  mni«t  think  of  me  sometimes.  She  does  not  forget  me,  I  |iray: 

Out  paths  though  apart,  yet  I  feel  in  my  heart  she  will  take  me  back  some  day. 

Caonits. 
Back  to  the  only  e'rl  1  love,  hack  to  the  one  I  think  most  of: 
Hnppy  I'd  he  If  I  only  could  see  my  deiir  little,  sweet  llitie  loved  one. 
Even  the  stars  all  seem  to  Bay,  there'll  Come  a  time  not  far  away. 
So  be  of  light  heart,  tlio'  now  fur  apart,  she'll  taUe  you  back  some  day. 

Too  soon  our  dream  it  was  broken— oh,  bow  my  heart  It  did  pain. 
And  each  tender,  sweet  little  token  she  sent  me  back  aeain;  [their  way, 

While  weeks  they  have  gone  since  we  parted,  and  monllis.  too,  have  passed  on 
No  doabt  she  regrets,  aiid  the  past,  too,  forgets,  aud  will  take  me  buck  some  dny. 

—Chorui. 
1    ■  a  »    . 

There's  Always  a  Welcome  at  Home. 
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Words  and  Muaic  by  Dave  Marlon. 

A  |»lrl,  wliose  age  was  just  nineteen,  left  on  tlie  world  alone, 

Wilh«  little  bain-  cln8)>4-d  10  lier  breast,  thouuhl  of  days  now  past  and  gone; 

Her  first  few  mom  lis  were  happy  and  iheii  his  love  erew  cold.     . 

He  said,  "1  care  for  jou  no  morel"  the  siorv  ofttimes  told. 

To  her  parents  she  had  written,  and  soon  came  a  reply. 

As  she  Kiizt-d  into  baby's  face,  a  tear  beillmined  ber  eye; 

How  well  she  knew  the  writing  from  mother  far  away, 

With  trembling  baud  slie  breaks  tlie  real,  this  is  what  It  did  say: 

Refrain. 

There's  alwnvs  a  wclcomo  nf  home. 

In  the  same  place  we  stiil  live  nione, 

What's  been  done  has  passed,  so  no  questions  we'll  ask; 

You  know  we  think  of  you  where'er  you  may  roam; 
Tour  liitle  room  looks  Jiift  the  same. 
If  you  love  lis  you'll  come  back  iiL'nin, 
We'll  be  happy  once  more,  as  in  days  of  yore, 

There's  always  u  welcome  at  buiue. 

How  she  had  loved  nnd  trusted  liim— her  trust  be  did  betray, 

Aud  ciiielly  he  left  tier  then,  ns  near  dcaiirs  door  she  lav; 

The  parents  read  the  letter,  and  with  grU-f  near  went  wild. 

The  answer  was  sent  hack  that  nljlit  to  the  jioor,  de"erted  child; 

Very  early  the  next  morning  she  took  a  wesi.boiind  train. 

And  To»ed  that  nevermore  she'd  leiive  the  dear  old  home  agaiu; 

The  little  babe  was  lailKhiliK,  the  niotliei's  heart  »as  gay. 

Fur  dose  to  It  tbe  letter  lay,  whose  contents  read  this  way:— CAort/t. 


WAITING-    FOR    DADDY. 
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By  Louis  H.  Crozaon. 


On  a  stone  by  the  wayside  a  little  tot  Mt 

A  cute  little  Kolden-liuired  lud. 
One  hand  full  of  daisies,  n  tiny  foot  wet,  .,    ' 

Patiently  wuiiint!  for  Dud. 
His  fat  her  bud  told  liiiii  a  short  time  before, 

i)it  here  and  wait  for  me.  Jack, 
Willie  i  step  III  Just  for  u  while  at  tbe  store, 

Then  I'll  carry  you  bouie  ou  my  back. 

Chorus. 
Waiting  for  Daddy,  this  little  laddie,  Just  at  the  close  of  day. 

There,  on  Ihat  stone,  seated  nIone,  uheie  lie'd  lieen  told  to  stay, 

Daylioht  was  wuiiint!,  still  iinconiplainini.',  he  was  too  tired  lo  play; 
Duikuess  cume  creeping  aud  fuuud  luUdie  sleeping  there  by  tliu  old  highway. 

In  a  tavern,  resonndini;  with  laucbler  and  Jest, 

Midft  a  l>oiHieious,  liuif-driinki'ii  thioiL', 
The  father  ne'er  thinks,  as  he  drinks  with  tbe  rest, 

or  Ills  lilile  one  nailing  so  loni:. 
A  team  iiinilili's  by,  just  u  laint  little  cry, 

Tne  driver  asleep,  never  hears, 
Willi  the  dawn's  early  IlL'ht  comes  a  pitiful  sight, 

That  a  fond  iiiollier  sees  through  ber  tears. 

Ciioitds. 

Wuitlnc  for  Daddy,  this  little  laddie,  Jnst  at  the  break  of  day, 
There  by  the  stone,  still  and  alone,  wliere  he'ii  been  told  lo  stay;  at  pi 

Near  his  Utile  hands  lylliL'.  the  daisies  fast  dyin^,  wlilcii  he  liad  plucked  will 
A  fund  iiioiber  weeping,  in  death  found  him  bieepin>;,  there  liy  the  old  lii;{hw 
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MY    MARY'S    A    FAIRY. 
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Dreaming  Forever  of  Mother  and  Home 

CopyrlKht,  18«7,  by  H.  W.  Pt-irie.    All  rights  reserved. 


The  Word*  and  Mutrio  of  this  S->n(r.  arrangred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre«8,  poBt-palil,  on  receipt  of  40  cent*;  .n-  thin  ainl  anv  t>v,>  -.ther  Sxnm  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSO  A  132  »'iirk  How.  NVw  York:  i>r85*  W  K  Mnilii>on  St.Chlcafo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab.ive  a<1dres.ses  for  Free  C><taI<Hrne  of  Bonva.  Bonff  Books, 
Sheet  Hiuio,  German  Soug  Books,  I^etter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  liy  John  Butler. 
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My  Mary  lives  in  a  little  C"t,  at  foot  of  a  wooded  hill, 

Wliere  flowere'  lireatli  perfiimet)  llie  iiir  and  feutlieied  eongsters  trill. 

She  waile  encli  ere  down  l>y  the  tiate,  after  my  furiii  work's  done; 

I  count  the  lioiirs  ^iid  \oug,  all  day,  for  setlini;  of  the  sun; 

And  then  we  stroll  I  lire'  vtiiided  delis,  my  arm  aronnd  sweat  Mary, 

I'm  happy  only  when  with  her,  my  charming  little  fairy. 

Chorus. 

My  Mary's  a  fairy,  llpht-liearted  and  airy. 

Her  eyes  sparkle  hriuhtly,  her  langli  rintie  with  giM; 

Slie's  spicy  ami  witty,  bewltchlnnly  pretty. 

And  dresses  iis  neatly  as  you'd  wish  lo  see; 

That  iflie  lovig  me  truly  I  know,  yes,  surely: 

And  Bume  day,  quite  soou,  we  married  shall  b«. 

On  Sunday*  we  a-ramblinir  go  through  leafy  paths  and  Innes; 
I  pick  wild  flowers  anil  form  of  them  eweet-pcented  floral  chains; 
And  these  I  hind  about  my  love,  a  willing  captive  she, 
Whose  merry  Iniigli  procliiims  die  has  no  wish  to  be  set  free: 
And  then  I  Uiss  her  ilpa  so  sweet,  lier  blushes  coining  brightly. 
Of  course,  she  can't  resist,  l>ecause  iter  hands  are  bound  so  tightly. - 


■Cho. 


Last  year  I  bought,  a  little  farm,  and  now  It's  all  my  own; 

I  till  the  ground  from  morn  till  night,  not  for  myself  ulone; 

For  soon  I'll  bring  my  Mary  tliere,  to  share  its  fruits  with  me; 

As  ninn  and  wife  we'll  lead  a  life,  from  cure  and  sorrow  free; 

And  if  we're  blessed  with  children  dear,  I  know  they'll  be  like  Mary: 

Light-hearted,  laughing,  romping  sprites,  each  one  a  little  fairy.— (7/(0M<«. 


DE     HOTTEST     COON     IN    TOWN. 

Copyright,  18S6,  by  Frank  Tousey.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Halh,  London. 
All  rights  reserved.  -  ;. 


Could  I  biitsee'mv  kin.i  nioiheracain, 

Heiir  her  sweet  voice  cliarm  nwny  all  my  pain; 

Could  I  hut  feel  her  soft  cin-ek  atininst  mine. 

Watching  the  loveliu'lit  in  tier  bright  eyes  ■lime. 

Walking  beside  lier  a  ciiid  long  ai;o. 

In  her  dear  arms  ev'ry  joy  1  would  know, 

Teiirs  have  now  gone  since  I  smw  her  kind  face. 

Yet  I  still  dream  of  my  mother's  embrace. 

Refhain. 
Dreaming  of  a  face  to  me  ulwaya  fair. 
Of  my  kiU'l  mother  witli  her  silv'ry  hair. 
Long  years  to  wander,  in  striint'e  lands  to  roam. 
Dreaming  forever  vt  inuiher  and  liouie. 

Conid  I  asrain  clasp  my  kind  mother's  hand. 

Never  to  wunder  in  n  forei'-'U  land, 

Mem'ry  will  always  go  hack,  tlio'  I  roam 

Far  from  my  mother  and  my  cliiidimod's  home. 

Buck  thro'  loni!  years  lo  kind  mother  again, 

Back  thro'*  the  degert  and  over  the  main. 

Soft  arms  around  me  and  joy  as  of  yore. 

Back  with  kind  mother  on  niy  native  shore.— £</'/aiit. 


^  •  ^ 


HE   TOOK   IT  IN  A  QUITE  GOOD- 
NATURED^  WAY.  ;- 

Copyright,  1897,  by  T.  B  Harms  4  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 
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Words  by  M.  H.  R.    Music  by  Irving  Jones. 


or  dandy  coons  I  am  de  swell, 

I'm  not  unknown  to  fame; 
Arouu' dis  town  dey  know  me  well. 

And  craps  dat  is  my  game; 
A  sporty  coon,  I've  got  de  sand. 

And  likewise  got  de  tin; 
I  buck  de  liger  and  de  wheel, 

And  always  sure  to  win. 

Chorus. 

For  I'm  de  holiest  coon  you'll  flini  in  die  yere  town, 

De  darkies  flock  to  me  for  miles  and  miles  aroun'; 
I  shake  de  dice  and  rolls  'em  out,  come  sebeu,  'lebben,  de  darkies  shout, 

For  I'm  de  hottest  coon  iu  town. 

'Twas  at  a  cake-walk  that  I  met 

A  dandy  colored  gal; 
She  was  my  little  baby  pet. 

They  called  her  Cliarcoal  Sal, 
Like  glue  she  loved  me,  and  she  swore 

She  d  marry  me  gome  day;  .  .  J 

But  Lemueljolinson  he  Cttiue 'long 
Aud  stole  dat  cal  away. 

CHoniis.  ■'•  .       . 

Now  I'm  de  hottest  coon  you'll  find  in  dis  yere  town, 
I'm  looking  for  <iat  nig  for  miles  aud  miles  aroun'; 
If  I  sIiodM  find  his  restin'  place,  I'll  carve  my  name  opon  hit  face. 
For  I'm  the  liotiest  coou  lu  town. 

One  night  I  went  to  raake  a  call 

On  Louisiana  Lou:  ■■•■    ,   ,    ■ 

I  hung  my  liat  agin'  de  wall. 

To  eat  some 'poesnm  stew; 
Her  little  briidder  grinned  at  me,  '/        ■ 

Ami  fo'  I  was  aware. 
Be  laid  a  razor  right  side  up  - 

Upou  dis  nigger's  chair. 

Chorus.  ~ '" 

And  I'se  de  hottest  coon  you'll  find  in  dis  yere  town; 

I'm  looking  for  dat  nig  for  miles  and  miles  aroun': 
If  I  can  catch  dat  nigger,  see,  I'll  cut  him  Just  where  he  cut  me, 

For  I'm  de  hottest  coou  in  town. 

I  went  down  to  n  fancy  ball,    '  ■   .  .-    ■ 

In  swallow  tails  so  fine; 
Among  de  ciillud  inissons  all,  ■ 

No  coon  like  me  (lid  piiine;  •      ., 

Somi-  nigger  wid  intentions  dat  ,  !  "■ 

I  can't  say  I  admire,  :  ..  .-       '     ■    ' 

Jusi  put  a  match  to  my  coat-tails. 

And  soou  I  was  on  fire.  ..       ■»■;■•• 

Chorus. 
And  I'se  de  hottest  coon  yon'll  find  in  dis  yere  town, 

I'm  looking  for  dat  moke  for  miles  ami  miles  aroun'. 
And  when  he's  found,  I'll  iiroinise  you  dat  nig  will  turn  red,  white  and  bine, 

For  I'm  de  iiotlest  coou  in  town. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  by  Edgar  Smith.    BIusic  by  Frank  David. 


I  like  the  man  whose  ntmosiilieie  is  always  caiin  and  )>leacant, 
Upon  whose  face  the  liaiiirlily  sneer  if  ne'er  known  to  be  present; 
Who  does  lint  think  the  earth  his  own  by  iialeiit  right  ezciU(<iTe, 
And  when  you  linger  near  his  throne  does  not  l)ecouie  abusive. 
But  he  takes  It  in  a  quite  t;oo<l-iiatiired  way. 

And  never  lias  a  miiighty  word  to  say: 
And  when  he  findx  tliut  you  are  upon  the  foot-Stool,  too. 

Just  takes  it  in  a  quite  goud-naiured  way. 

I  knew  a  man  that  had  a  couch,  a  hnrmleee  irritation:    - 
A  cold  that  could  be  driven  off  by  eimpic  application:    "mm 
But  every  time  he  met  a  friend,  a  new  cure  wae  snL'gested, 
And  ill  each  cure  they'll  recommend,  he  rushed  off  aud  luveated; 
And  he  look  it  in  a  quite  good-naiured  way; 

He  took  a  batch  of  new  cures  ev'ry  day. 
When  Ills  funeral  supplied  his  friends  with  a  free  ride, 

'I'hey  took  it  iu  a  quite  good-natured  way. 

While  riding  on  a  trolly  car,  and  holding  fast  to  leather, 

A  stranger  made  the  reuular  remark  ahoui  the  weather; 

.Tiiet  then  n  enddeii  jolt  occuircil,  my  friend  perclieii  on  my  bunions; 

He  was  a  jolly  fat,  old  bird,  and  he  was  stuffed  with  ouioug, 

Bnt  I  took  it  in  a  quite  gooil-nutured  way. 

And  the  stranger  had  a  pleacant  word  to  aay, 
But  the  mix-up  we  were  in  lir<niL.'lit  liiiii  next  my  diamond  pin, 

We  took  it  IU  a  quite  good-uatnred  way. 

The  Cleveland  relirn,  at  Washincton,  will  presently  lie  over; 

Ere  many  days  their  course  have  run,  we'd  hid  farewell  to  Groyer. 

We  wish  liim  well,  and  hope  ilmt  care  will  iit-ver  make  liim  thinner; 

He  leaves  the  Presidential  chair  ilie  first  and  only  winner. 

Still  we  take  it  in  a  quite  cood-natiired  way. 

But  there's  wild,  hi larioiie  joy  in  Cltcsapi-ake  Boy, 
Each  ducklet  flaps  Ills  wings  and  jniiiltintly  sings. 

We  tulie  it  iu  a  quite  good-naiiited  way. 


•    m  »  m   > 

— A  preacher,  raising  liis  eyes  fiora  bis  desk  in  the  midst  of  bis 
sermon,  was  paralyzed  witli  amazement  to  see  liis  rude  boy  in  tbe 
gallery  pelting  tlie  hearers  in  llie  pews  lielow  with  horse  chestnuts. 
But  while  the  good  man  was  preparing  a  frown  of  reproof,  the 
young  hopeful  cried  out:  "  You  tend  to  your  preaching,  daddy; 
I'll  keep 'em  awake." 

— Dr.  Tyng  met  an  emigrnnt  family  going  West.  On  one  of 
the  wagons  there  hung  a  jug  with  the  bottom  knocked  out. 
"  Wliat  is  that?"  asked  the  Doctor.  "  Wliy,  tliat  is  my  Taylor 
jug,"  said  the  man.  "  And  wiiat  is  a  Taylor  jug?  "asked  tbe 
doctor  again.  "  I  had  a  son  in  General  Taylor's  army  in  Mexico," 
said  the  man,  "and  the  General  always  told  him  to  carry  bis 
whiskey  jug  with  a  liole  in  the  I)ottom,  and  that's  it.  It  is  the 
best  invention  I  ever  met  with  for  hard  drinkers." 
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KINKY -HEADED    LOU. 
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WITH    A    LAUGH    LIKE    THIS. 

■     Copyritcht,  1S07,  by  Henry  HuJaou.    All  rieht*  reserved. 


Words  by  Jno  E.  Fay.    tlUHic  by  Jos.  B.  Oliver. 


Liift  SHtiirday  niulit,  at  n  swell  calfe  wiilk, 

I  met  iiiv  fiiti',  fo'  shore, 
III  the  fhn\n-  of  ik  kinl;y-li<'ii<lud  yuller  gal 

A-wiilizini;  "roiinil  Ihe  rt"or; 
1  xviio  M  now  conn  in  the  town, 

Aiitl  cmiiilu't  be  prt-mt'iiieil  to  Miss  Lon, 
So  I  lioidiy  wHlii!<  ii|>  to  tlitit  haliy  niul  saya, 

"  I  choose  you,  my  I'oney,  yes,  I  do." 

Refrain. 

O  my,  T  loves  fliat  pr«-tty  little  colored  K'rl, 

My  love  yrows  every  hour. 
When  1  sees  lier  iheyxett  ii|)  In  her  yaller  gntin, 

Just  like  a  great  Iiil'  uniillower; 
And  when  we  wiiiUs  the  floor  at  balls  or  paiiies, 

\Ve"<»  the  envy  of  them  ulf. 
For  I'm  the  tiwellest  coon  in  nil  the  tOWD, 

Aud  Lulu's  the  belle  of  the  ball. 

A  hig-footed  iiigijpr  n-stnndiii|;  by, 

WhoM  l>ron<:lit  iier  to  the  bull: 
lie  soon  Iiitd  :i  iriiiiy  new  razor  in  his  hand, 

A-ihirHtiiii!  for  my  gull; 
I  (Hits  her  hand  on  my  left  arm. 

While  my  rliiht  iirm  it  swings  frep, 
And  w  hen  he  i<ecs  a  big  tiJx-Kliooter  in  my  erip. 

He  ihoiit^lit  that  lie  surely  didu't  know  uiu.— Reft ain. 

Yon  ran  liet  that  I  ^tiived  there  thro'  that  night, 

A-<liiiiciiig  with  my  Lon: 
And  gave  those  biirr-heuded  coons  to  understand 

I'd  Bee  them  when  I'lie  ihroiigh; 
I've  been  n  iloilging  tv«r  eiii<"e 

Big  coons  «ith  razors,  iiMxioiis  for  my  gore. 
But  Ml!*!'  Loll  uiid  I  am  sure  to  intirry  nglit  i<oon. 

And  we'll  never  see  that  town  uo  luore.— /.'^/"/ai/i. 


I      The  Clothes  Don^^ake  the  Man. 

Copyritcht,  t69A,  by  William  <'  Dunn.    All  rlKht*  reserved. 


Tlie  Wordu  and  MukIc  "f  llil*  S'liit.  nrraiii^ed  for  tlie  piano,  will  be  iwnt  to  any  ad- 
di'^«a.  p(>i*t-i>»id.  on  receipt  i>r  40  <>etiti«:  or  tlilH  ainl  any  t»o  '.thfr  N'O,^;,  ro*  Oof.  I>,'*llar, 
by  Ilciirv  J  Wi'hman,130  .t  l:Ci  fink  How,  New  York;  or  (tt  .tfTf;  K  MmliKon  St  .('lileatrn. 
Wiite  fo  eirii,»r  one  of  th,*  nn  ivt*  a'lflro«««**<  for  Frt-e  ('iiraloiriiH  of  .Sfoic".  Soni;  Books, 
Blieet  Uiule,  Qerman  Souk  Bookn,  Letter  Wiltprs,  l>reani  Book:*.  Joke  llo..k«,  etc. 


Words  by  Calvin  Rankin.    Miiolc  by  Richard  G.  Manu. 


If  fortune  iipoii  you  lieHtown 

Her  tiinJU's  811  siiiiiiy  lirl|;lit, 
-      Do  n,>t  forgot  a  coinradoV  woes, 

Who  hunks  not  in  her  light. 
Don't  slinn  him  if  he's  poorly  cind. 

While  joil're  drenMeil  8pick  and  ppan; 
Recall  to  niind  tin  »e  wordn,  my  hid, 

'I'be  ciolhei)  don'l  mnUe  the  man, 
Reini-niber  that  ihe  flckie  duiue's 

Din(ilea(>tire  yoii  nmy  feel, 
AikI  yon  with  him  may  places  change 

At  turn  of  fortune's  wheel. 

f'liont'B. 

If  you're  upon  the  annny  aide  of  Enoy  Street,  my  hoy, 

Dmi't  let  a  false  niid  ftioltnli  piide  your  niniilitiei>s  alloy. 

Don't  mint)  a  romrade  on  the  htreet  In  ciiiae  liin  ciotbea  iirc  worn. 

A  heart  astiiie  an  ateel  may  heat  beneath  his  raiment  lorn. 

Just  treet  him  witli  n  clueriiig  woril.  iiHHJst  him  all  you  ciin. 

For  )oii,  of  couree,  have  ofien  heatd,  the  clothes  duh't  make  the  man. 

If  he  is  in  diafross,  extend 

A  wiilliig,  lii'l|iing  hiiiid. 
And  let  him  See  you're  still  his  friend, 

Aiid  that  by  lilin  you'  I  stand. 
Encourage  hiiii  by  won!  and  deed. 

With  hearty  hiiiidslia!<e,  tuo, 
AUiviaie  hia  prexeiil  iited. 

Do  all  a  friend  hIioiiU]  do. 
For  \ou  Home  day  niav  wimt  his  aid, 

You  Cin't  (ill  thiiio-  difcerii. 

Dame  for' tine  ix  n  tick  e  ja'le. 

And  oft  the  tubiea  liirii.— 6'Aor?«<. 

Do  ns  yon  would  have  others  do 

Were  ^ou  in  jiee<l  of  aid. 
And  v'lii  will  cast  a  briuhti-r  hue 

Wheie  thero  >viia  niiui.'lit  hut  shade. 
If  yon  II  liiricleas  romraile  tiieet. 

Assist  him  all  you  can: 
Yonr  heart  with  wariixr  ihrob  will  lieat. 

You'll  feel  a  better  num. 
For  charity's  its  own  reward, 

Like  bread  on  waters  cast. 
Aiid  what  >ou  give  will  lie  restored 

Ten-fold  to  you  at  \a»t.— chorus. 


— What  word  contains  the  five  vowels  in  order?  "  Facetiou.s." 
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Write  to  eitlinr  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalotrue  of  Sonera,  Sone  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Souk  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dreiun  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Wlnuie  Black.    Music  by  Henry  Hu«laun. 


I  know  a  little  maiden  with  a  langh  like  this. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  like  this: 
I  thought  it  would  lie  funny  to  surprise  ber  with  a  kiss. 

Ha,  ha,  hu,  ha,  iia,  a  kiss; 
I  stole  upon  her  gently,  when  she  lliouKht  no  one  was  near, 
And  wliispered,  oh,  so  liKhtiy,  "  here's  a  kiss  for  luck,  my  dear," 
Her  answer  wasn't  gentle,  'twas  a  smack  upon  my  ear, 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  on  my  ear. 

This  maiden  had  a  father  with  a  big,  lend  laugh, 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  lia,  ha,  loud  laugh, 
It  made  me  think  of  donkies  or  a  great  big  brindled  calf, 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  a  calf; 
I  asked  him  for  his  daughter  on  a  very  cliilly  day: 
Said  I,  "  Old  man,  speak  quickly,  for  I  haven't  long  to  slay," 
I  felt  his  answer  keenly  as  I  sudly  limped  away. 

Ha,  ha,  ba,  ba,  limped  away. 


SHE'S    THE     ONLY     PEBBLE     ON 
THE    BEACH. 

Copyright,  1(97,  by  Henry  Hudson.    All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Musle  of  this  Bang,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  !>•  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreas,  poat-i>aid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Snnirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.130*  I3S  Park  Row.  Nrw  York;  or  SS  A  *7  E.  Madlaon  Ht,Chlca«ro. 
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Words  by  Wallace  Poynea.    Music  by  Henry  Hudson. 


Perhaps  you  have  a  sweetheart,  slie's  to  yon  n  queen, 

Perhaps  she's  golden  hair  and  eyes  of  blue. 
You  think  she  is  a  daisy,  the  fairest  ever  seen, 

She  may  he  the  oiny  girl  for  you. 
But  there's  a  little  maiden,  not  so  far  away. 

She's  a  little  wonder,  she's  a  i>each. 
She's  the  pride  of  all  the  village,  and  tiie  lads  that  know  her  say: 

She's  the  only  pebble  on  the  lieacb. 

RxrnAiN. 
She's  the  only  girl  In  all  the  world,  lads, 

She's  a  daisy,  she's  a  peach. 
She's  the  fairest  ever  seen,  she's  a  wonder,  slie's  a  qiieeo. 

She's  the  only  pebble  on  the  beach. 

Her  dresses  are  Ihe  latest,  and  are  always  neat. 

And  ill  that  little  village  by  the  sea. 
She  dwells  within  a  cottage,  on  a  quiel  street. 

She's  ns  hap|iy  as  a  maid  can  l>c. 

But,  Itest  of  all.  she's  promised  that  slie  will  be  mine; 

I  have  wooed  and  won  this  little  peach: 
Yes,  there  may  lie  many  others,  lint  they  don't  with  her  compare, 

She's  the  only  pebble  on  the  l)each.—/7«/ rain. 


When  I  Have  a  Home  of  My  Own. 

Copyrifrbt,  1897,  by  Lane.  Cole  A  Co.     All  rights  reserved. 


4' 


The  Words  and  Mnstc  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  tie  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre«s,  poht-naid.  on  receipt  of  40  eeiita;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Hoii|;a  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.1.10*  i:«  I'ark  Row,  New  York,  or  U  A  X7  E.  Madison  8t.,(.'hioago. 
Wiite  to  either  one  of  the  above  addreaaes  for  Free CataloKUe  of  Bonira,  Song  Books, 
^lieec  Music,  Qerman  Song  T>ooks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Wm.  H.  Gardner.    Music  by  Lawrence  B.  O'Connor. 


He  was  only  a  poor,  simple  blacksmith. 

But  "  a  man,"  if  there  ever  was  one. 
And  he  cheerily  worke<l  at  bis  anvil. 

From  the  dawn  till  the  set  of  the  snn. 
He  liked  to  weave  plans  for  Ihe  future. 

When  his  savings  had  much  larger  grown, 
And  he  sang,  "  Oh,  I'm  sure  I'll  be  happy 

When  I  bare  a  home  of  my  own. 

Rktrain. 

When  I  have  a  home  of  my  own, 

'Twill  be  fall  of  sunshine  for  me. 
With  a  aweet  little  w  ife,  the  pride  of  my  life. 

To  sit  by  my  side  after  ten. 
Though  sometimes  there'll  come  stormy  weather, 
Tet  we  shall  he  happy  togetlier. 
For  love  will  be  there  to  lighten  each  caie. 

When  I  have  a  home  of  my  own. 

He  falthfnlly  worked  till  the  spring-time. 

And  then  he  dressed  up  In  iiis  Ijest, 
And  unto  a  certain  sweet  lassie. 

Ills  longings  and  hopes  lie  confessed. 
She  siild,  "  I  have  oft  beard  yon  singing 

When  von  thought  yon  were  there  all  alone. 
And  I'll  do  my  part  to  make  sunshine 

When  we  have  a  home  of  our  own."— 7?«/'>aln. 


— Wlint  shape  is  n  kiss?  Ellipticnl.     (A-lip-tickle.) 


■■ 
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THE    BEAUTY    SPOT. 

Copyri([lit.  1897,  by  SpauldiiiK  &  Gray.    Entered  at  Statioiiei-s'  Ilall,  London. 
':    ■  All  ii(;l>t>i  lefiei'ved.  ■'   - 


Tlie  Wordu  and  Mimic  of  fhl<<  Sxtit;,  orraiiKed  for  the  r'ano,  will  be  nent  to  any  ad- 
drera,  pui<t-i<ai<1,  on  receipt  of  40  cetilx:  or  tliiH  uiul  any  ttvn  .itlier  Mon^a  for  One  Dollur, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinnn,  130  *  1S2  I'nrk  How,  New  York;  or  85  <t  K?  K.  Miiiti>'On  St.,(niica«r<>. 
Write  t«  either  one  of  tlie  ahive  addresses  for  Free  Ciitnloiriie  of  Soiiptk,  Suhk  Boolca, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerniun  Suug  Uuuks,  Letter  Writers,  Urcani  Bouka,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


WorJs  by  Jock  Preuden^itet.    Music  hy  CiiarleR  Delatuire. 


.      I've  a  little  epot  riirlit  here. 

Hidden  just  behind  my  e^r. 
Which  huir  coiiceulinf;,  half  reveu:in<;,  my  little  curl  defends; 

This  HjKit  is  my  cliief  cure, 

Kb  l>euiily  is  so  rare. 
On  its  protectiun  from  iuspectiOD  my  very  life  depeude. 

CUORUS. 

No,  no,  no-o,  not  8o  near  I 

No,  no,  no,  no,  no,  n<>,  no,  uo,  you've  uo  bueiuees  berci 

No,  no,  no,  no,  not  to-day, 

No,  uo,  no,  uo,  uo,  you  miiet  go  avvuyl 

ir  n  hold  had  man  should  place 

A  kiSH  ii|)on  my  face, 
I'd  merely  say,  "  Sir,  you're  too  pay,  sir,  and  let  it  pass  witli  that; 

But  if  hy  cliunce,  or  not, 

lie  kissed  my  l)euuty  spot, 
Willie  liugering  uear  me,  he  would  hear  me  tell  hiui  cold  and  flal: 

CaoRiia.  ;     -        ^ 

No,  no,  no-o,  how  do  you  dure! 
No,  no,  no,  iio,  uo,  no,  uo,  no,  nu,  'tis  most  unfair; 
No,  no,  no,  you  iiiuet  Ko  away; 
No,  uo,  no,  iio,  go  at  ouce,  I  pruyl 

I  seem  to  see  liim  here,  ; 

'I'lit;  one  1  love  most  <!ear, 
He*»  very  near  me,  oh,  dear,  dear  nie,  uliat  am  I  to  dof 

Oh,  he's  founil  my  iHJui'ty  nj)ot! 

What  siiall  1  do,  oil  whni* 
I  can't  forget  him— oh,  shall  I  let  him?  Tell  me  quick,  would  you? 

Chorus. 
No,  no,  no-o,  no,  not  so  nenri 
No,  no,  no,  no,  no,  no.  no,  uo,  110,  uo,  please,  dear; 
No,  no,  no,  no,  no,  1  pray; 
No,  no,  uo,  no,  uo,  uo,  uo,  not  to-day  I 


111  the  Baggage  Coacli  Ahead. 

Paroiiy— Written  by  Robert  p.  Burns. 


Send  for  Kree  Cii»al"»riie  of  S..nt.'  Hooks,  I,i'tler  Writers.  Dieam  Books,  Fortune  Tell, 
ers.  Triek  K<Hiks.  Recitation  Books,  I'eiiny  lt;illaitK,  ('nil  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Rookr, 
Stump  Speeelien,  Irii-li  Sonir  Ilo.'ks,  Omk  Books,  Books  of  Anin^enieiit.  Sheet  Music,  eic., 
to  Heurj  J.  Wehiiiau,  13U  d£  132  Park  Row,  New  Yoik;  oi  85i  87  E.  Madison  St.,Cliicagro. 


-■( 


■         On  a  dark  inoouli|>ht  iii^ht,  UH  a  train  battled  on. 
All  the  imssengere  liud  ctuie  10  liuiiU, 
£zc<-|it  one  young  man  wilh  11  jap  on  his  hands, 
.         Who  sat  there  with  u  liovved-duwii  (Irut.k. 
■•   This  innocent  one  commenced  laugliii:L' ju»t  then; 
He  luilglied  till  all  tlioiiuht  he  would  split. 
-  A  gentle  oue  said,  "  Wont  yoa,  please,  stop  your  noise, 
But  the  man  with  the  jag  yelled  out  "  Nit." 
Throw  him  out,  said  a  deaf  mule,  lie's  laughing  too  loud, 

I  want  sleep,  so  give  me  a  rest. 
But  never  u  word  said  the  man  w  itii  a  jag, 

And  why  he  lautlhed  so  no  one  had  guessed. 
Why  are  you  laughing?  Please  tell  me,  1  pray; 
.    ,    ^.        'I'liis  an  old  maid  then  softly  said. 

Mother-in-law's  dead,  was  the  man's  glail  reply, 
And  she  lies  in  tlie  couch  ahead. 

Refrain.  . 

As  n  indii  rolled  ou,  with  a  husband  saiicfied, 
Tliinlving  of  such  Iial>l»iiie88— niolher-in-lHiv  just  died. 
She'll  cut  no  ice  where  she  is  now,  all  on  the  train  then  said. 
Furoiiiers  ouly  wished  that  theirs  were  iu  the  baggage  couch  ahead. 

•  Two  iioor  strollinc  actors,  who  were  strolling  the  ties 

Till  a  freight  train  cume  strolling  aloiiir. 
Which  they  Ixith  got  on,  and  just  thinking  of  pie, 
When  lliey  caught  a  smell  that  was  stronu; 
.  One  to  the  other  said:  'Oh,  what  can  it  be? " 
Get  off!  is  the  liest  advice. 
The  other  then  said,  "  Its  a  corpse  on  this  freight, 
Who  iiiis  just  merely  run  short  of  ice." 

•  TItinking  of  his  red  liair.  be  took  off  his  bat,  , 
'  '^',          And  tlie  red  liair  then  flagtred  tlie  tram, 

And  »itb  the  train  crew  tln-y  start  searcliing  each  car. 

Looking  for  the  supposed  corpse  in  vain. 
And  iu  a  liox  car  that  was  up  uear  the  lead, 

A  lioboe  lay  full  of  booze;  '      ^•^ 

:  Be  hud  caused  the  smell  that  was  most  horrible 

Just  by  taking  off  both  of  bis  shoes. 

Refrain. 

While  the  freight  stood  still,  all  train  crew  held  their  nose. 

And  on  the  hohoe's  feet  the  engineer  turned  the  hose. 

For  water  brings  pictures  of  good  health,  and  that  ic  oftliines  said. 

but  oue  uieuiioiied  soap,  aud  ibe  hoboe  drop|ied  dead  iu  the  box  cur  ahead. 


*  »  » 


— Wlien  are  two  apples  alike?  When  pared. 


NIT!    NIT!    NIT! 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Spauldiug  &.  Gray.    Entered  at  SuUouera'  Hall. Loudon. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Lew  Docksiader  and  Geo.  U.  Cuban. 


This  world  is  full  of  funny  thiiigi>,  and  funny  people  too; 
A  funny  sayini;  always  clings  to  funny  tliinus  we  do; 
Expressions  ev'ry  one  have  heard,  an<l  some  have  made  a  hit, 
Uui.  the  latest  saying's  just  a  word— It's  uiti  uiti  uil! 

Now  Grover's  got  three  lovely  girls— of  course,  they  are  his  joy, 
Itiit  wlial  he  wants  is  hard  to  get,  a  bonncing  baby  Ixiy, 
And  if  the  next  should  lie  a  cirl,  poor  "Grove"  will  have  a  lit, 
Us  enough  to  tempt  the  man  to  call  it  uiti  uiti  DitI 

Tills  country's  in  an  awful  6tate,  and,  really,  it  seems  stranfre; 
'I'nev  told  lis  we'd  have  lots  of  tin  with  the  presidential  change; 
>IiKiiiley  said,  "  Indeed  you  will,  if  In  the  chair  1  sit, 
liiii  spell  tiu  hackwiirds  and  yuu'il  find  it's  nit!  nit!  uiti 

I  went  to  see  my  girl  one  night,  she  met  me  at  the  door. 
.siie  told  me  that  her  "mH"  was  in,  that  made  me  a"ful  sore. 
Said  she,  "  Mamma's  croclieiing,  come  and  see  her  for  a  bit; 
ijlie  knows  1  iove  to  Bee  her  mother  (k)nit!  (k)nit!  (k)iiitl 

Unless  you've  seen  these  living  pictures,  yon  would  scarce  lielieva 
'I'liey  wore  the  kind  of  clothes  they  di<l  wlieii  Adam  first  met  Eve; 
Old  Adam  wore  a  bright  smile,  and  it  was  a  lovely  fit. 
But  the  costume  mother  Eve  had  on  was  (k)nitl  (k)nitl  (k)uitl 


The  Angel  of  Mulberry  Bend. 

CupyrigLt,  189S,  by  Spauldini;  &  Uiay.    Enlercdat  Stationera'  Hall, London. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  Wm.  H.  Ganliier.     Mu.^ic  by  G  M.  Blaodford. 

We  don't  put  on  style  iu  our  alley. 

And  the  boys  are  not  extra  polite. 
There's  plenty  of  how  ling  an<i  fiuliling. 

On  our  street  of  a  Hatuiday  uight; 
But  there's  one  little  girl  that  we're  proud  of. 

And  none  of  us  her  would  offend. 
She's  so  Kood  that  they  call  her  "an  anj^el," 

The  augel  of  Mulberry  Bend. 

Chorus. 

She  is  the  Angel  of  Mulb<  riy  Bend,  boys, 

She's  the  pride  of  ilie  whole  lilooiiiing  place; 
There  isn't  no  bluff,  boys,  about  her. 

You  can  tell  hy  liersweet  little  face 
She's  as  good  as  a  sqnad  of  police,  boys; 

If  her  help  to  a  good  cause  she'll  lend. 
She's  as  pure  as  a  ihive,  and  I  know  Ihey  love 

The  angel  of  Mulberry  Bend. 

Our  alley  is  dingy  and  dirty. 

But  she  always  looks  neat  and  clean; 
She  seems  like  a  pretty  wild  flower 

That  you  find  in  the  Spring  on  the  green; 
She  invites  us  sometimes  of  an  evening 

An  hoar  at  her  house  lo  spend, 
And  you  bet  that  we  all  "toe  the  scratch,"  boys, 

Witli  the  angel  of  Mulberry  Bend.— 6'Ao»-««. 

We  bear  that  next  Monday's  her  birthday. 

And  the  iKiys  want  to  do  the  right  thing. 
So  they  voted  some  suitable  preseul 

Oil  that  day  to  her  they'd  like  to  bring; 
We  have  talked  it  all  over  together. 

And  whut  do  you  think  we  will  send? 
A  corkim;  big  bouquet  ot  roses. 

To  the  angel  of  Mullierry  Bend.— f  Ao>t«. 

.    i»%^   . ■ 


-  Noah  Webster  was  a  celebrated  atUhor.  He  was  a  quick  and 
ready  \vritei',  jiiul  in  one  of  liis  inspired  moments  be  dasLed  off  a  J 
dictiontiry.  He  took  it  to  several  publislieis,  but  tbey  sbied  at  it, 
saying  Ibe  style  was  dull,  liirgid,  dr}^  bard  and  uninteresting, 
aud  besides,  that  he  used  too  many  bij?  words.  But  at  last  Notm 
succeeded,  and  the  inimortiil  work  is  iu  daily  use,  propping  up 
babies  ;it  the  dinner  table.     

— An  English  turfman  visiting  Mount  Vernon  engaged  in  con- 
versation with  a  native,  and  after  a  few  preliminary  remarks  ob- 
served: "  I  dare  say  Mr.  Washington  didn't  care  much  for  'orses. 
You  cawn't  tell  me,  I  suppose,  if  lie  was  bever  a  'orse  breaker?  " 
Tlie  Virginian  eyed  him  a  few  seconds  doubtfully  and  then 
answered:  "  I  ain't  much  ou  history,  but  to  the  best  of  mj  recol- 
lecliou  the  General  was  a  lion  tiiiuer." 


'^1. 
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^     KINKY -HEADED    LOU. 

Cupyrittltt,  1897,  by  J.  B.  Oliver.    All  litchts  rewrvej. 

The  Word,  and  Miiolo  nf  t4i*  S.>iicr.  arranfred  for  the  piano,  will  be  spiitto  any  ad- 
dre»«,  i>oiit-|i«iil.  mi  rcoeipf  oT  l()<-ent«;  i>i- this  anil  any  tw.i  .itlier  S" 


Mitrti  r<>r  One  l>oll«r, 
Mnilixm  St  .('litcHiro. 
lit*  to  eiflmr  one  nf  the  nhive  nildrp».>«"s  fur   Fife ''nfnlouMin  of  Somub,  Si'iiif  Rinik*, 
Sheet  Muilc.  Qerniao  Song  Buuks,  Lettci-  Wi  iters.  Dream  Bookti,  Juke  Iiu><k«,  etc. 


by  Hfiiry  J    Wfhninn.  i:iO  ■«  l;«  I'lirU  How.  NVw  York;  or  85  *  K"  K 
Wri 


Words  by  Jno  E  Fay.    Music  by  Jas.  B.  Oliver. 


L:i!<t  Sittnniny  niuht,  at  a  swell  culfe  wiilU, 

I  met  my  faf«',  fo"  eliore. 
Ill  I  lie  tihiipc  of  Ik  kinUy-lii'ii'led  yuller  gal 

A-wiiliziiii;  'roiiiul  the  floor; 
I  wud  M  iifw  coon  ill  the  town. 

Anil  ciiiilitu'i  1)6  pri-8<-iiie<l  to  Misi  Lot], 
So  I  boldly  \Mtlk»  up  to  tliiit  bahy  umi  says, 

"  i  choose  you,  uiy  honey,  yes,  I  do." 

Refraih. 
O  my,  T  loves  tbnt  pn-tty  little  colored'RJrl, 

My  love  iirows  every  hour. 
When  I  sees  litT  ilresMei!  up  In  lier  yaller  satin, 

Just  like  a  great  liiir  fimtlower; 
And  when  we  wiiiUs  the  floor  at  balls  or  piiilles, 

We's  the  envy  of  tlieni  all. 
For  I'm  (he  tiwellest  coon  in  all  the  town, 

Aud  Lulu's  the  belie  of  the  ball. 

A  bic-footed  iiigiTPr  n-»tftndiiig  by, 

WhoM  l)ron;;ht  iier  to  the  ball; 
He  soon  liad  :i  iruKiy  new  razor  in  Ills  baod, 

A-thirtitiiiK  for  my  i;all; 
I  puts  her  liund  on  my  left  arm, 

While  my  rii;ht  iirm  It  swinus  free, 
AniJ  when  he  sees  a  bii;  elx-i»liooter  In  my  E'ip. 

He  thoii^lit  that  he  surely  didn't  know  inu.—  Iiefrain. 

Yon  can  In't  that  I  staved  there  tliro'  tlial  niKht, 

A-ilaiiCint,'  with  my  Loii; 
And  Kave  those  hiiri-heudrd  coons  to  understand 

I'll  et-e  them  when  I'ne  through; 
I've  been  a-doilk;ini;  rvir  since 

BIl'  coons  will!  razor!!,  anxious  for  my  core, 
But  Mi;^^  Lmi  and  I  am  nine  to  marry  riyht  (loon. 

And  we'll  never  see  that  town  no  more.— A'^/'/ain. 


The  Clothes  Don't  Make  the  Man. 
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Words  by  Calvin  lUnkin.    Music  by  Richard  U.  Mauu. 


If  fortune  upon  yoii  heftowR 

Ilei  limileii  (>o  fitinny  bright. 
Do  n<:t  forget  a  comrade's  noes. 

Who  biiKks  not  in  her  light. 
Don't  slum  him  if  he's  poorly  cind. 

While  jou're  drecupii  spick  and  fpan; 
ReCiill  to  iiiiiid  III)  xe  u'oi'iIk,  niy  lad, 

The  clothes  (ion'l  niiilce  the  man. 
j_  Refiiemlier  that  the  flck'c  dame's 

DiHpieiisiire  von  nmy  feel. 
Anil  yoti  with  him  may  places  Change 

At  turn  of  fortune's  wheel. 

C'liont'B. 
If  you're  upon  the  oiiniiy  side  of  Eiisy  Street,  my  boy, 
Doii't  let  a  false  and  ftioiixh  juide  yoiir  niaiiliiiei<B  alloVi 
Don't  Hiiuh  a  comrinle  on  the  htreet  Im  ciiiine  bin  rlotheB  lire  worn. 
A  liemt  as  tiiie  as  steel  nniv  heat  beneiilh  hi«  raiment  toin. 
Just  t'reet  him  with  a  dueling  woril,  iit-siet  him  all  yon  cnn. 
Fur  )uii,  of  course,  have  often  heard,  the  clothes  don't  make  the  man. 

If  he  is  in  distress,  extend 

A  willing,  tnlpiiig  liiiiid. 
And  let  him  See  you're  still  his  friend, 

And  that  l>y  liim  yoii'il  stiiml. 
Enroniage  Inm  by  wonl  and  deed. 

With  lieartv  liiindshake,  too, 
AHiviale  his  prej'eni  need. 

Do  all  a  friend  shonUl  do. 
For  you  some  day  nniv  wniit  his  aid, 

Yoii  C'in't  all  tliini;-  discern. 
Dame  for' line  n  M  ficlt'e  ja'le. 

And  oft  the  tulnes  intii. —  Chomti, 

Do  ns  yon  would  have  others  do 

Were  \oii  in  neeil  of  aid, 
Ami  v"u  will  cast  a  brighter  line 

Where  there  >v!ib  nniiL'lit  but  shade. 
If  yon  a  luckless  romriule  meet; 

.Assist  him  all  you  cnii; 
Yoiir  heurt  with  warni'  r  Ibroh  will  beat. 

You'll  feel  a  better  man. 
For  charity's  its  own  reward, 

Like  bread  on  uafers  cast. 
Add  what  you  give  will  be  restored 
^^   Ten-fold  to  you  at  last.— <,'Ao»««. 


WITH    A    LAUGH    LIKE    THIS. 
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Word*  by  Wlniiie  Black.    Muaic  by  Henry  Hudson. 


I  know  a  little  maiden  uitli  a  laagh  like  this. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  like  this; 
I  tlioiight  it  would  be  funny  to  surprise  ber  with  a  kiss. 

Ha,  ha,  lia,  lia,  ha,  a  kiss; 
I  stole  upon  her  gently,  when  she  thought  no  one  was  near, 
And  whispered,  oh,  so  lichtiy,  "  here's  a  kiss  for  luck,  my  dear," 
Her  answer  wasn't  gentle,  'twas  a  smack  upon  my  ear. 

Ha,  lia,  ha,  ba,  ou  my  ear. 

Tills  maiden  had  a  father  with  a  big,  lend  lansta, 

Ha,  lia,  ha,  ha,  ha,  loud  langb. 
It  made  me  think  of  donkles  or  a  great  big  brindled  calf. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ba,  a  calf; 
I  asked  him  for  his  daughter  on  a  very  cliilly  day: 
Said  I,  "  Old  man,  speak  quickly,  for  I  haven't  long  to  Stay." 
I  felt  his  answer  keenly  as  I  sadly  limped  away, 

Ua,  ha,  ba,  ba,  limped  away. 


k 


SHE'S    THE     ONLY     PEBBLE     ON 
THE    BEACH. 
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The  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  «0  cents:  urthl.  and  any  two  other  Sonfr*  for  One  Dollar 
by  Henry  J.  Wehraan.  130  A  IW  Park  Kow,  New  York:  or  tbAKl  K.  Mndlson  St., Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cataloitue  of  Snnes,  Song  Book*, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Book.,  Joke  Bouk.,  etc. 


Words  by  Wallace  Poynee.    Music  by  Henry  HudMn. 


Perhaps  you  liave  a  sweetheart,  she's  to  you  a  queen, 

Perhaps  she's  golden  hair  and  eyes  of  blue. 
Ton  think  she  is  a  daisy,  the  fairest  ever  seen, 

She  may  Ite  the  omy  girl  for  yon. 
But  tliere's  a  little  maiden,  not  so  far  away, 

She's  a  little  wonder,  she's  a  |ieach. 
She's  the  priile  of  all  the  village,  and  the  lads  that  know  her  say: 
She's  the  only  pebble  ou  the  lieach. 
ItKrnAiN. 
She's  the  only  girl  in  nil  tiie  world,  lads. 

She's  a  daisy,  she's  a  peach. 
She's  the  fiiirest  ever  seen,  she's  a  wonder,  she's  a  queen. 
She's  the  only  pebble  ou  the  beach. 

Her  dresses  arc  the  latest,  and  ore  always  neat. 

And  in  that  little  village  by  the  sea. 
She  dwells  within  a  cottage,  on  a  quiet  street. 

She's  ns  happy  ns  a  niuid  can  be. 
But,  beet  of  all,  she's  promised  that  she  will  be  mine; 

I  have  wooed  and  won  this  little  |»eacli: 
Yes,  there  may  be  many  others,  hut  tliev  don't  with  her  compare, 

Site's  the  only  pebble  on  the  beach.— .ffe/;ain. 


-^^- 


-Wbnt  'word  contains  the  five  vowels  in  order?  "  Facetious." 


When  I  Have  a  Home  of  My  Own. 
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Word*  by  Wm.  H.  Gardner.    Music  by  Lawrence  B.  O'Connor. 


He  was  only  a  poor,  simple  blacksmith. 

But  "  a  man,"  if  there  ever  was  one. 
And  he  cheerily  worked  at  his  anvil. 

From  the  dawn  till  the  set  of  the  snn. 
He  liked  to  weave  plans  for  the  future. 

When  Ills  savings  had  much  larger  grown,  ■.    -  ■ 
And  he  sang,  "  Oh,  I'm  sure  I'll  be  happy 

When  I  have  a  home  of  my  own. 

Refrain. 

When  I  have  a  home  of  my  own, 

'Twill  Ik!  full  of  sunshine  for  me. 
With  a  sweet  little  w  ife,  the  pride  of  my  life. 

To  sit  by  my  side  aft<'r  tes. 
Though  sometimes  there'll  come  stormy  weather. 
Yet  weslinll  be  happy  together. 
For  love  w  ill  be  there  to  lighten  each  care, 

Wlien  I  have  a  home  of  my  own. 

He  faithfnlly  worked  till  the  spring-time. 

And  then  lie  dressed  np  In  his  best. 
And  unto  a  certain  sweet  lassie, 

Ilis  longlnirs  and  hopes  he  confessed. 
She  said,  "  I  have  oft  heard  yon  singing 

When  you  thought  yon  were  there  all  alone. 
And  I'll  do  my  part  to  make  sunshine 

When  we  have  a  home  of  onr  oww^'—Iiefiain. 


m 


— Wlint  slinpe  is  a  kiss?  Elliptical.     (A-lip-tickle.) 


•     "•       •^•v 
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THE    BEAUTY    SPOT. 
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WorJa  by  Jock  Preuderi^ast.    Music  by  cliarleH  Deluiorra. 


I've  a  little  spot  riL'lit  lietf. 

Hidden  just  behind  my  cur. 
Which  huir  c'liiceuliiiK,  hulf  revea:iii<{,  my  little  curl  defends; 

This  epot  ie  my  chief  cure, 

Its  l)ettiily  is  so  rare, 
On  its  prutection  from  iuspectiou  my  very  life  depends. 

Cuouus. 
N",  no,  iio-o,  not  bo  near! 

No,  no,  no,  no,  ijo,  no,  no,  uo,  you've  uo  busiuess  here; 
No,  no,  no,  no,  not  to-diiy. 
No,  uo,  no,  uo,  LO,  you  must  go  away! 

If  a  hold  bad  man  slionld  place 

A  kisrt  upon  my  face, 
I'd  merely  Bay.  "  Sir,  you're  too  iruy,  sir,  and  let  it  pass  with  that; 

But  if  liy  cliunce,  or  not. 

He  kissed  my  l)eauty  spot, 
Wliile  lingering  ueor  me,  he  would  hear  me  tell  him  cold  and  flat: 

Chorus. 

No,  no,  iio-o,  bow  do  you  dure! 

No,  no,  no,  uo,  uo,  no,  uo,  uo,  no,  'tis  most  unfair; 

No,  no,  no,  you  niiiHt  j;o  away; 

No,  uo,  uo,  uo,  go  ut  ouce,  I  pray! 

I  seem  to  sec  liim  here, 

'i'li«!  one  1  love  most  dear. 
He's  Very  m-ur  me,  oh,  dear,  dear  nie,  what  am  I  to  do? 

Oh,  he's  found  my  Injuiity  i«pot! 

What  shuli  1  do,  oh  whi.'« 
I  can't  forget  him— oh,  shall  I  let  him?  Tell  me  quick,  would  you* 

■;.:',■■'■•■-    ,       Caoncs. 
No,  no,  no-o,  no,  not  so  near! 
No,  no,  no,  no,  no,  no.  no,  uo,  no,  uo,  please,  dear; 
No,  no,  uo,  no,  no.  1  pray; 
No,  no,  uo,  no,  uo,  uo,  uo,  uot  to-day  I 


In  the  Baggage  Coacli  Ahead. 

Parody— Written  by  Roliert  p.  Burns. 


On  a  dark  inoonliuht  niiilil.  uh  a  train  battled  on. 

All  liie  pui>Benger8  hud  k"Ih:  Io  liuni:, 
£zc<'pt  one  young  inau  with  a  jag  on  his  hands, 
'       '  Who  sat  there  with  a  iiowed-down  (Iruiik.  /   • 

This  innocent  one  commenced  luugliini!  jiii<t  then; 

He  laughed  till  all  thoimht  he  would  split. 
A  gentle  oue  said,  "  Won't  you,  please,  t-iop  your  noise, 

But  the  man  with  the  jag  yelled  out  "Nit." 
Tlirow  liini  out,  said  a  deaf  mute,  lie's  laughing  too  loud, 

I  want  Bleep,  so  give  me  a  rest. 
But  never  a  word  tiitid  the  man  with  a  jag. 

And  why  he  luuglied  so  no  one  hud  guessed. 
Why  are  you  laughing?  Please  tell  me,  I  pray; 

Tills  an  old  maid  then  softly  said. 
Mother-in-law's  dead,  wut<  the  man's  glad  reply, 

And  she  lies  iu  the  coach  ahead. 

Refbain. 

As  a  train  rolled  oil,  with  a  hiifbund  saiiffied. 

Thinking  of  such  hu)>f»ines8— nioiher-in-luw  just  died. 

She  II  cut  nn  ice  where  she  is  now,  all  on  the  train  then  snid. 

For  oiiiers  ouly  wished  that  theirs  were  iu  the  b:igguge  couch  ahead. 

Two  iioor  strolling  actors,  who  were  strolling  the  ties 

Till  a  freiglit  train  cume  strolling  alonu',  ,   -    ' 

Whicli  they  iKith  got  on,  and  just  thinking  of  pie. 

When  they  caught  a  smell  that  was  stroni;; 
■     One  to  the  other  said:  '•  Oli,  what  can  it  be?  " 

Get  off!  is  the  liest  advice. 
The  other  then  suid,  "  Us  a  corpse  on  this  freight, 
•'       -        Who  has  just  merely  run  short  of  ice." 

Tliinking  of  his  red  liair,  he  took  off  his  hat. 

And  the  red  hair  then  fiagoed  the  train, 
And  uith  the  train  crew  lliey  start  searching  each  car, 

Looking  for  the  supposed  corpse  in  vain. 
And  iu  a  liox  car  that  was  up  near  the  lead, 

A  lioboe  lay  full  of  booze; 
■       He  had  caused  the  smell  that  was  most  horrible  -'  ■  ' 

Just  by  taking  off  both  of  his  shiies. 

Refrain. 

While  the  freiuht  stood  still,  all  train  crew  lield  their  nose. 

And  on  the  hohoe's  feet  the  engineer  turned  the  liose, 

For  water  bringx  pictures  of  good  health,  and  that  if  oftlimes  said. 

But  oue  meuliuiied  soap,  and  the  hoboe  diop|>ed  dead  iu  the  box  car  aiiead. 


^  *  » 


—When  are  two  apples  alike?  When  pared. 


NIT!    NIT!    NIT! 
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Words  and  Music  by  Lew  Dockstader  and  Geo.  M.  Cuban. 


This  world  is  full  of  funny  things,  and  funny  pen)ile  too; 
A  funny  sayiiii;  always  cliugs  to  funny  tliini^s  we  do; 
Expressions  ev'ry  one  have  heard,  and  some  liave  made  u  hit, 
Bui  the  latest  saying's  just  a  word— it's  nit!  uit!  uit! 

Now  Grover's  got  three  lovely  girls— of  course,  they  areliis  joy, 
lint  wlnit  he  wants  is  hard  to  get,  a  l>onncliig  baby  hoy, 
And  if  the  next  should  he  a  girl,  )>oor  "Grove"  will  Imveaflt, 
It's  euough  to  tempt  the  man  to  call  it  iiiti  uit!  DitI 

'I'liis  country's  in  an  awful  state,  nnd.  really,  it  seems  stranfre; 
'i'liev  told  us  we'd  have  lots  of  tin  »il'i  the  presidential  change; 
M'-Kmley  said,  "  Indeed  you  will,  if  in  the  chair  1  cil. 
Bill  spell  tiu  backwards  and  you'll  find  it's  nit!  nit!  uit!    ' 

I  went  to  see  my  girl  one  night,  she  met  me  at  the  door. 
She  told  me  that  her  "nm"  was  in,  that  made  me  a"ful  sore. 
Said  she,  "  Mamma's  croclieiing,  come  and  see  her  for  a  bit; 
She  knows  1  iove  to  Bee  her  mother  (k)nit!  (k)nit!  (k)uitl 

Unless  you've  Been  these  living  pictures,  yon  would  scarce  believe 
They  wore  the  kind  of  clothes  they  did  when  Adnm  first  met  Eve; 
Old  Adam  wore  a  bright  smile,  and  it  wus  a  lovely  fit. 
But  the  costume  mother  Eve  had  on  was  (k)iiitl  (k)nit!  (k)uil! 


The  Angel  of  Mulberry  Bend. 
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Words  by  Wm.  H.Gardiier.     Slusic  by  G  M.  Blandford. 

We  don't  put  on  style  iu  our  alley. 

And  the  boys  are  not  extra  poliie. 
There's  pkiniy  of  howling  and  fi::liting. 

On  our  (-treet  of  a  Saturday  night; 
But  there's  one  little  girl  that  we're  proud  of, 

And  none  of  us  tier  woiiid  offend, 
Slie's  so  good  that  they  call  tier  "au  ani;el," 

The  augel  of  Mulberry  Beud. 

Chords.   '  ' 
'    She  is  the  Angel  of  Mnll»  rry  Bend,  lioys. 

Site's  the  pride  of  ilie  whole  hlooiuing  place; 
There  isn't  no  bluff,  boys,  about  lier. 
You  can  tell  by  iiei'sweet  little  face 
.    She's  as  t!ood  as  a  squad  of  police,  boys; 
If  her  help  to  a  good  cause  she'll  lend. 
She's  as  pure  as  a  d<ive,  and  I  know  Ihey  loTO 
The  angei  of  Mulberry  Bend. 

Our  alley  is  dingy  nnd  dirty. 

But  sne  ui» aye  looke  neat  and  clean; 
She  seems  liUe  a  pretty  wild  flower 

That  you  find  in  the  Spring  on  tlie  green; 
She  invites  us  sometimes  of  an  evening 

An  hour  at  her  bouse  to  npend. 
And  you  bet  that  we  all  "toe  the  scratch,"  >>oy8. 

With  the  angel  of  Mulberry  Beud.— C'Aofo*. 

We  iiear  tliat  next  Monday's  her  Itirthday, 

And  the  boys  waut  to  do  the  right  thing,         :  ~ 
So  they  voted  some  suitable  preseut 

On  that  day  to  her  they'd  like  to  bring; 
We  liave  talked  it  all  over  totellier,  '    . 

And  what  <lo  you  think  we  will  send?  - 

A  corkino  big  boiiqnet  ot  roses. 

To  the  angel  of  Mull>erry  Btuil.— C fiornt. 


-  Noah  Webster  was  a  celebrated  author.  He  was  a  quick  and 
ready  writer,  iiiid  in  one  of  his  inspired  moments  he  dashed  off  a 
dictionarj-.  He  look  it  to  sevenil  publishers,  but  they  shied  at  it, 
saying  the  style  was  dull,  turgid,  dry,  liard  and  uninteresting, 
and  besides,  that  he  used  too  many  bij^  words.  But  at  last  Noidi 
succeeded,  tiud  the  immortid  work  is  iu  daily  use,  pr<»pping  up 
babies  at  the  dinuer  table.     

— An  English  turfman  visiting  Mount  Vernon  engaged  in  con- 
versation witli  a  native,  and  after  a  few  preh"minary  remarks  ob- 
served: "  I  dare  say  Mr.  Washington  didn't  Ciire  much  for  'orses. 
You  cawn't  tell  me,  I  suppose,  if  lie  was  hever  a  'orse  breaker?" 
'riie  Virginian  eyed  him  a  few  seconds  doubtfully  and  then 
answered:  "  I  ain't  much  ou  history,  but  to  the  best  of  my  recol- 1 
lectiou  the  General  was  a  lion  tamer." 
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Sing  Again  that  Sweet  Refrain. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  SpauMlug  A  Gray.    Entered  at  Stationer*'  Mall.  London. 

The  Word*  and  Hiisle  »f  this  S»n(t.  arrangred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
(]re«B,  poKt-raid,  <<ii  receipt  of  40  oeiitx:  or  thin  ami  any  two  other  S'Mius  for  One  |)i>II*r, 
by  Heiirr  J.  Wehman,130  A  13S  I'ark  Kow,  Now  York:  or  KA  A  (7  IS.  Mwdiimn  Ht.,(Milcaffn. 
Write  to  eltlmr  one  of  the  ah.ve  oridresses  for  Free  Cdtalotrne  of  Sonua,  Sonir  Book*. 
Sbaet  Mualo,  German  Soug  Bouks,  Letter  Wrlierr,  Dream  Booke,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Gussle  L.  Davia. 


The  miicic  >i«ll  was  crowded  in  n  citv  o'er  the  sea, 

And  brlllinot  llijlils  were  ninnliig  ev'rvwhere, 
The  80ii(;e  and  wlity  payings  filled  ih«<  inidieiicu  with  glee. 

For  the  Milneitrela  from  the  ^unn^  Soiiili  were  tlieret 
A  minstrel  faiii;  ii  xoiii;  ahont  Iiim  old  piiiiitatiuu  boiiie, 

Dovvii  upon  the  Swannee  Rivt-r  fur  awiiy: 
Then  a  urav-fiaireit,  aged  ilnrlfey  »at  in  fiailncps  aod  in  gloom, 

He  rose,  and  tiiie  Is  \Ybut  tiiey  lieuid  hiui  stty : 

Refrain. 

Sine  acain  that  sweet  refrain,  "Dnr'e  wliere  the  old  follts  Stay;" 

It  takes  me  hack  to  sliiv'ry  days,  before  I  was  sold  away: 

Along  de  Swannee  river  hanltti,  ilar's  wiiere  I  used  to  roam; 

News  I'se  old  and  gruy,  und  fur  away,  "fur  froai  the  old  folks  at  home." 

The  minstrel  snne  the  sonc  acain,  and  eyes  grew  dim  with  tears. 

The  aged  darkey  Sat  witli  liead  liowed  low. 
And  soinethint;  in  liis  heart  awoke,  that  sluml)ered  there  for  years, 

'Twae  the  memory  of  a  nintlier  long  at'O. 
Tiie  play  let  out  t<>  load  applause,  and  when  the  curtain  fell, 

The  durliey  slowly  (ottered  on  Ills  way, 
Tlilnking  of  tlie  sweet-voiced  sinuer,  and  the  song  he'd  sting  so  well, 

Tliiukiug  of  the  80Ug  that  made  him  rise  and  B&y.—Jie/'tatn. 


We  Both  Have  the  Same  Dear  Mother. 

Copyright.  MDCCCXCVI.  by  Heniy  J.  Webnian,  New  York  A  Chicago. 

The  Word*  and  Mnnlc  of  thin  Sonir,  arraniced  for  the  piano,  will  !>•  neiit  to  an?  ••!■ 
dreaa,  punt- raid,  on  reeelt>c  of  30c«  '■■  'liver  or  Unlteil  Btnle*'  p"*ta|ie  ntNinpa,  l>y 
Henry  J.  Welimiin.130  A  132  I'lUK  Itow.  New  York;  or  85  A  HT  K.  ttnillron  .SC.,('lilraKo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  aildreRHeH  for  Free  Ciitaloirne  of  Ronim,  flonK  Uuok>, 
Biiaet  Mualc,  German  Bung  Buuki,  Letter  Writer*.  Dream  Bouki,  Juke  BOuks,  etc. 


Words  by  A.  Warreo.    Music  by  Emily  Smith. 


Two  l>rothers  met  by  chance  npon  tlie  street  one  Snndny  morn, 
0<  e  was  dressril  in  isrumlest  etyle.  the  otiier  wan  ragged  and  torn— 
"  Is  tliat  yon.  Jack?"  the  poor  man  said,  hut  he  received  u  frown. 
"  I  know  yon  iioi,"  the  ricn  man  said,  "  so  please  pass  up  or  dowu." 
Tlie  poor  man  stood  amazed,  and  at  bis  brother  gazed, 

Thmkini;  whetiier  he  won  id  go  or  stay. 
He  beaved  n  lieuvy  sigh,  with  tear-drops  in  bia  eyes, 

Tbeu  luruicg  to  his  brollier,  be  did  say:    . 

Chorus. 
"  We  both  have  the  same  dear  mother,  we  lived  in  the  same  old  home. 
Though  our  eiern.  old  fall'er  once  lm<l  Citst  you  oil  to  roam. 
We  all  have  our  faults  in  llfe-tiuip,  with  sorrows  and  troubles  to  smother: 
My  brother  you'll  be,  through  eternity,  we  both  have  the  tuuie  dear  motiier." 

The  brothers  stood  some  momenta  there,  and  then  the  rich  one  said: 
"  I  know  you'll  forgive  me,  for  yon  are  my  brother  Ned, 
But  come  now,  Ned,  and  tell  nu-  true,  how  is  onr  motlierdear. 
And  stem,  olil  fiitlier  whom  I  iiad  not  seen  for  many  yeanf  " 
Poor  Ned  then  heaves  a  figh,  with  sad  fears  in  hie  eyes. 

And  \>ith  uii  achii:g  heart,  he  starts  to  say: 
"Our  poor  old  father  and  dear  mother  are  both  dead," 

Two  brothers  were  united  there  that  day. —  Chorus. 


Good  Morning,  Mister  Policeman. 

Copyright,  HDCCCXCVII,  by  Henry  J.  w-ehmao,  New  York  A  Chicago. 


The  Wnrda  and  Mnole  of  thin  5)<inir.  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  he  aent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post  I'aUt,  on  receipt  of  30o>  '■'  silver  or  United  SfateK'  p<>et«fie  F>Lanii)i<.  by 
Heniy  J.  Welunan,  130  «  l:«  I'mk  l!ow.  New  York;  oi  US  *  87  E.  Mailinon  St.,  ChicuRO. 
Write  to  eirlier  one  of  (h**  hIiovh  adili^HMea  for  Free  <'atalo|fue  of  Sonira.  Soni;  Books, 
Bhset  Music,  Qerniau  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  tlusic  by  Chaa.  Graham. 


He  was  a  big  policeman,  a  little  mnid  was  she. 

Going  to  scliool  each  nior g,  jiiet  as  happy  as  could  he. 

His  post  was  at  the  school-hous'',  so  tliey  were  sure  to  meet. 

And  the  little  (•cholar's  greetings  soon  became  to  him  a  treat; 

He  wailed  for  her  coming,  so  full  of  chiiilisli  grace. 

He  knew  a  pleasant  smile  for  liiin  beanied  on  her  sweet,  young  face; 

He  felt  Ills  heart  grow  warmer,  i\lieii  he  saw  her  far  away. 

Knowing  well  she'd  run  to  greet  lilm,  knowing  well  these  words  she'd  say: 

CllORttS. 

Good  morning.  Mister  Policeman,  I'm  not  afraid  of  yon. 

Because  you  wear  bras:*  buttoi>sand  a  unirorm  of  blue; 

My  teacher  snys  ehi;  likes  you,  Itecatise  you  are  so  kind. 

If  children  just  behave  themselves,  a  good  friend  In  yon  they'll  find. 

One  day  the  maid  was"  missing— "  Her  birthday,  p'raps,"  said  be; 

"If  that's  wliy  ehe  stays  away,  I  hope  she'll  liuppy  l>e." 

Yet  three  days  more  jiasseil  slowly,  she  came  not  thro'  tlie  gates. 

And  the  l)lg  policeman  tiien  inquired  of  her  atnongst  her  mates. 

**  We  (lid  not  like  to  tell  you,"  one  brown-eyed  lassie  saiil, 

*'  Bat  perhaps  you'd  itetter  know  the  trntli,  sir,  lilt  e  May  is  dead," 

He  lurn'd  aside  to  hide  a  tear,  sad  was  liis  heart  that  day. 

When  he  knew  no  more  she'd  greet  him,  and  no  more  he'd  hear  her  soy: 

—  Chonu. 


LOVKS    TRIUMPH. 

Copyright,  1M7,  l>y  the  Orphean  Music  Publishing  Co. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Mnsle  of  this  Sonpr.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreas,  po<<^nald.  on  receipt  of  40  oeniK;  or  this  ami  any  t»  o  ..ther  S••n^'»  for  One  Dollar, 
by  rCenrv  J  Wcliman.lSO  *  !.■«  I'lirU  How,  N..w  York:  or  8ft  *  87  K  .M>ull»on  st.rhlfttjro. 
Wiite  to  eirimr  one  of  the  above  addre.^Res  for  Fi'ee  Cutaloiriie  of  flonj^n.  floin»  Books, 
Sheet  Huslu.  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Dr.  Luis  A.  Baralt.    Mutiic  by  Julius  E.  Andiuo. 


Couldst  thou  but  think  how  much  I  love,  conldet  thou  but  feel  how  I  love  thee, 

How  to  forget  thee  once  I  strove,  thou  wouldst  not  be  so  cruel  to  me. 

I  love  thee  so  that  I  would  give  all  earthly  treasures  fortliy  heart: 

If  it  were  mine,  I  would  forgive  all  thou  hast  done  to  make  us  part; 

And  I  loved  on— In  vain  I  tried  to  cliase  this  passion  from  ray  soul. 

In  vain  all  things  have  with  it  vied:  notliing  could  heal,  iiothlng  console. 

Tills  heart  bo  true,  this  love  go  deep,  by  luitli  and  hope  divinely  blest, 

WIU  thou  with  beartieea  ciuelty,  steep  in  glooui  too  dark  to  be  expressed? 

Chorits. 

Oh!  my  darling,  you  have  raised  me, 

Willi  one  look,  from  my  state  of  deep  gloom; 
Oh  I  my  lieaniy,  you  have  braced  me, 

With  one  smile,  that  my  soul  does  consume; 
Now  forever  happy  lovers. 

We  shall  go  heart  In  lieart.  hand  in  hand. 
Bright  shall  be  what  heaven  covers. 

And  a  heaven  shall  be  wliere  we  stand. 


SWEETHEARTS    IN    THE    PARK. 

Copyright,  tt9S,  by  National  Murlc  Co.    CopyrlKht  secured  In  EoKland 
All  ritf  hts  reserved. 


Tii»  WnrAf  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  t>e  sent  to  any  ad 
dr.— 8.  ntwt-fMid.  on  receipt  of  40 cents;  or  this  and  any  two  ,.ther  Son^g  f.,r  One  Dollar, 
by  llrnrv  J  W,-liiiii<ii,  130  .t  13S  I'nrk  Kow.  N.-w  York:  or  S.*)  A  87  IC  M»ill-on  St  .('hli-u|i». 
Wiiie  to  eltliri  one  of  the  above  aitdresj-e*  for  Free  ("i,laloifue  of  Sontrx.  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Uusic,  Geruiuo  Song  Bouks,  Letter  Writeis,  Dream  Book*.  Juke  Buoki>,  etc. 


Words  by  Arthur  Lamb.    Music  by  Hans  8.  Line. 


On  manr  a  plesennt  Afternoon  the  youni;  folks  have  the  streets. 
And  seek  the  cool  and  sliadv  |>ari<,    where  evirybody  meets. 
There's  many  n  pair  of  lovers  iheie,  «  hich  cimsen  no  remark. 
For  ev'rybody  likes  to  see  the  snceilieuits  in  the  park. 

CiiORi:8. 
Some  will  enter  on  their  wheels,  some  prefer  to  walk. 
While  'neath  the  trees  the  nice  frej«li  lueeze  will  cool  them  as  they  talk. 
They  don't  care  then  for  citv  siiihts,  thi-y  lineer  till  it's  dark. 
You'll  always  see  them  summer  uiglitf,  the  Sweetbeuits  lu  ILe  park. 

There  is  no  pleasure  in  the  town  th.-it  ran  compare  with  Ihis. 

The  promenades  beneath  the  Ipes  there's  none  of  theiit  will  miss. 

It's  lietter  fur  than  going  on  n  noisy  city  lark. 

There's  nicer  times  in  quiet  for  the  sueetiicurts  in  the  park. —  CA(»t<«. 

They  come  together,  far  and  near,  from  almost  everywhere. 

The  thousanils  who  are  strangers  all,  but  yet  one  pleasure  share. 

And  If  you  could  but  speak  to  all  they'd  make  tlie  same  remark: 

"  Tlwn  uolhlug  like  the  summer  time  fur  swecthcaris  la  the  park."— CAoru*. 


MA    ONLIEST    ONE. 

Copjrtglil,  18W,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.      English  copyright  saoursd. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
d reus,  post- paid,  on  receipt  of  40 cents:  or  tins  and  anv  t"o  other  Hon^g  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henrr  J  Wehman.  I30A  132  Park  Kow.  N.-w  Y..ik.  or8.i*  87  K  Mi«rtii.on  St.Chlcairo. 
Write  to  eltliur  one  of  the  above  addresnen  for  Fi>*e  I'lilaloirue  of  Sonirn.  Sons  Books, 
Slteet  Music,  German  Bong  Books,  Lelier  WriieiK,  Dreum  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Mudc  by  Fay  Templeton. 

While  walkln'  down  de  street  de  udder  day 

I  happened  fer  to  raise  ma  eyes  and  ook  wid  all  my  might  and  mam 
For  standiii'  on  de  corner  was  a  yuller  k:al. 

She  said  Chlorindu  Johnson  was  her  name. 
Why  ma  heart  hud  flown,  I  lost  my  liead  completely. 

For  ma  own  true  love  had  stolen  all  <le  sense  I  el>l)er  had  away. 
I  look  her  band,  she  blushed  and  smiled  so  sweetly  ; 

Oh,  I  klMed  her  and  I  den  did  fomlly  suy :— Oh — 

Cboritb. 
Honey,  ma  little  gal. 
Won't  yon  come  and  let  me  whisper 
In  your  ear  liow  much  I  liib  yourt 
Fore  de  Lord,  you  is  ma  sweet— 
You'ae  nia  onliest  one  in  all  ilix  world  to  me; 
Yoii  has  ma  soul,  mil  life,  mn  all. 

Just  as  true  us  sliir'<  dat  sbine —  -    "^ 

Oh,  tell  me  dut  you  liib  inc. 

And  say  dat  you'll  be  mine. 

Chlorinda,  she's  de  gal  I'se  gwine  to  marry. 

You  bet  we'll  have  a  happy  time,  for  love  has  made  onr  two  hearts  one. 
Yon  ask  her  who  compares  to  her  own  luliiy  boy. 

She'll  roll  her  eyes  and  sweetly  answer  "  None!  " 
Yon'se  can  talk  about  yo'  hoe-cake  nnd  persminions, 

They're  not  in  it  wit  de  gal  I  lub,  because  I  know  she's  jusi  diviue. 
I'll  lub  her  till  I  die,  ma  heart  will  creep  and  ltow, 

Juat  as  sweetly  as  de  sweet  potato  vine.— Oh  I— CAonif. 
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A    LETTER    FOR    MY    BOY. 

Cop>riKUt,  1897,  by  T.  B.  Banns  <k  Co.     EiigUab  copyright  aecured. 
All  liRliis  reserved. 


Ilie  Word*  and  Muflc  »f  this  Skuk,  nnaiiKed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
drvva,  |)UH^|'ald,  im  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  ami  any  t»  <>  other  Sniips  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henrv  J  \V,'linii.n.  ISO  *  1S2  Cmk  Row,  N.iv  York;  or  85  A  87  E.  Msdlcon  St  .Chicago. 
Write  to  eltlirr  one  ..f  the  h1>  .%-e  aildreesen  for  Free  Cutaloirue  of  Bonim.  Song  BooU, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  DreMb  Boulu^  Jolie  Boulu,  «tO. 


) 


Written  and  composed  bv  Maxwell  Silver  and  Sydney  Bernstein. 

A  mother,  once  fair,  uow  bowed  with  cure, 

A  pDui-iiflBce  window  drew  near; 
A  Ifller  she  had  to  send  tliu  lud 

To  lier  8o  loved  and  deiir, 
Then  to  llie  clerk  eliu  pleaded,  '"'  ■ 

tier  eyei<  all  hrlniinini!  with  teari. 
And  beuged  he'd  addrees  the  letter  for  lier, 

Aud  these  are  the  words  that  be  bears: 

Ciioiius. 

"This  letter's  for  one  I  am  longing  to  se«, 

One  who  is  dearer  tlmn  ail; 
I  know  I  hat  his  heart  i8  true  To  me,  •    . 

No  mailer  wliute'er  inny  liefail; 
Tho'  from  his  home  years  ngo  he  fl«d, 

He  still  is  my  liope,  my  joy; 
So  please  aiidieea  for  me,     she  Buid, 

*■  A  letter  for  my  hoy." 

The  poor  woman  tried  iier  tears  to  hida. 

Her  ulauce  to  lilni  pleadlugly  raised; 
Tiie  cirrii  asUed  ilie  iirime,  die  toUl  the  same, 

"Tniiiili  God!"  he  cried,  amazed, 
"You've  founii  your  BOM,  dear  mother; 

I've  Boii^lit  yoii  many  a  day  I' 
Then,  clasped  lo  her  heart,  he  hIeeseS  the  words 

He  heard  tliuse  dear  treaibliu);  lips  say  ;—C'Ao/'Uf. 


MOLLY    McEKTEE. 

Ck>pyrlght,  1896,  by  Lane  &  Cole. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Tlie  Words  and  Masic  nt  this  Sontr.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
(  dre»8,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 

by  Henry  J.  Wehman.130  A  132  I'aik  Uow,  New  York;  orSSA  87  K.  Mndieon  St.,Chicasro. 
.,   Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cotalogue  of  Songs,  Song  Books, 

Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Soug  Buulis,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Edwin  W.  Cole. 


All  tlie  lK)y8  were  dead  in  love  « iili  Molly  McEntee, 

At  the  corner  where  She  lives  a  crow ii  you'll  always  see,    .' 

W't  en  siie'a  walUiuu  down  the  Btreet, 

Alw'iiys  ii(>hl)y,  always  neat, 
With  a  smile  demure  and  sweet  Molly  McEntee. 
With  a  pleasani  nod  for  all  as  slie  trips  aiou^,  yet 
Billy  Bright,  at  her  bacii  gate,  would  •omeiimes  liog  this  song: 

Chorus. 
Molly,  my  heart  is  on  fire  for  love  of  yon, 
Tell  me,  de:ir  Molly,  to  wiu  \0U  what  must  I  dof 
For  you  know  I  hat  I  love  you  and  love  you  true,  .^'v 

Coiue  to  my  heart,  Moiiy  darling,  for  I  love  you. 

TiioDgh  she  had  a  score  of  beaux,  'twas  always  Billy  Bright,  ; 
By  lier  side  woind  proudly  walk  when  goiug  houieat  uight, 

Billy  looked  so  bii:  and  brave, 

Proud  to  he  her  willitii;  slave; 
His  10  Buanl,  from  trouble  save,  Molly  McEntee. 
She  wouid  Hot  admit  her  love,  thouuh  he  asked  each  day, 
Yet  it  made  her  heart  beat  fuijier,  wheu  she'd  hear  him  say: 

Cbobus. 

Molly,  my  heart  is  on  fire  for  lovo  of  you, 
Tell  me,  dear  Molly,  to  win  you  what  must  I  do, 
For  you  know  ihal  I  love  you  and  love  you  true. 
Come  to  my  heart,  Molly  dariiug,  for  1  luve  you. 

Then  one  idL'hf  tlie  cry  of  "  Fire"  echo'd  on  the  olr, 
Billy  proved  hiinseif  a  hero,  hope  oime  from  despair, 

'I'hrough  liie  awful  fire  and  heat  '   ' 

He  s;ived  her  cripple  brother  Pete, 
Then  fell  senseless  at  tier  feet.  Molly  McEntee. 
After  many  wenry  weeks,  weeks  of  hope  and  fear. 
On  her  kueesjieside  ins  cot,  siiu  whispered  lu  his  ear: 

Cbobus. 

Billy,  dear  Billy,  I  know  that  you  love  me  true, 
SpeiiK  lo  me,  Billy,  my  darling,  for  I  want  you. 
Now  I  know  that  you're  noble,  you're  pood  and  true, 
Live  just  for  my  sake,  dear  Billy,  for  I  love  you. 


•    m  »  m 


--"  I  Dccasionally  drop  into  poeti'}-,"  as  tbe  man  said  wben  he 
f«-ll  into  the  editorial  waste  biisket. 


DADDY'S  GONE   TO   NEW  YORK; 

-ORl- 

Daddy's  Gone  to  London. 

Oopyrlgbt,  1896,  by  Frauds,  Day  3:  Hunter.    English  Cupyrigbt  sseursd. 

All  rights  reserved.  '"'•-'' 
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Words  by  Tom  Browne.    Music  by  Felix  McQlennon. 

On  the  road  to  New  York  tramp'd  a  i>oor,  hard-working  man; 

Long  he  foni;lit  misfortnne,  as  but  uood  men  only  run: 

His  darling  wife  and  little  ones  he'd  left,  in  prief,  beliind. 

But  thro'  his  weary  trudt:lng  they  were  ever  In  Ids  mind. 

Wlien  they  miss'd  tlieir  Dada  ami  they  saw  their  Mamma's  tears,  .. 

"iMaroma.  what  you  crying  for?"  would  ask  the  little  dears;  ' 

".Why  is  Daddy  not  at  home— ah!  lias  he  gene  away?" 

Trying,  through  her  teat«,  to  cheer  her  darlings,  she  would  say: 

CH0BT7S. 

Daddy's  gone  to  New  York,  where  the  streets  are  paved  with  gold; 
Daddy's  gone  to  New  York,  where  the  poor  are  never  cold; 
There's  dolls  and  toys  for  tiie  girls  and  Ifoys,  and  us  for  baliy  Jack, 
Be  shall  liave  a  hobby  horse  when  Dud  comes  buck. 

Hungry,  worn,  and  footsore,  came  the  Dad  (o  New  York  town; 

No  one  would  employ  him,  lie  was  veak  and  broken  down; 

For  tliousands  there  were  starving,  seekino  work  the  same  aabe; 

And  but  for  those  be  left  behind,  he'd  end  his  misery. 

Those  ut  home  were  starving  too.  the  cupboard  iirew  more  bare. 

Vainly  cried  the  children  for  a  crust,  but  nolle  was  there. 

Little  tilings  went,  one  l>y  one,  a  scant  meal  to  provide. 

Bull,  although  beurt-broken,  to  her  bal)es  tiie  mother  cried;— CAorus. 


Every  heart  is  not  of  stone,  the  poor  assist  the  poor; 

Faintini;  fell  the  man,  one  niolit.  oui-eide  a  cxtace  door; 

But  quickly  was  he  curried  In,  lliey  (tness'd  his  siory  sad. 

And  brouulit  him  lo,  and  made  him  share,  not  much,  but  all  they  had. 

Many  can  help  one,  and  soon  the  humble  hat  went  'round. 

Nobler  hearts  than  New  York's  poor,  don't  dwell  on  Yankee  ground. 

Be  got  work,  and  now  his  home's  us  brighi  as  day  Is  long: 

Happy  mother,  happy  children,  uow  Join  in  tlie  sung:— C'Aorws. 


:^;:  RIVALS. 
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Words  by  Charles  B.  Bro»n.    Music  by  Edward  A.  Brown. 


} 


-  A  bear,  wisliinir  to  rob  a  bee-hive,  laid  Iiimself  down  in  front 
of  it  unci  overtiiined  it  with  his  paw.  "  Now,"  said  be,  "I  will 
-  lie  pertfeclly  still  and  let  the  bees  sting  me  until  they  are  ex- 
^  liaiisied  and  powerless  ;  tlieir  honey  may  then  be  obtained  with- 
(J  out  opposition."  And  it  was  so  obtained,  but  by  a  fresh  bear, 
)  tlie  other  beidg  dead. 


We  swells  and  belles  were  there,  the  mirrow'd  ballroom  glow'd; 
The  choice  of  wealth  ami  beuiiiy  duiic'd  as  the  music  flow'd; 
One  L'irl  outshone  tne  rest,  as  diamonds  unto  glass. 
And  Ed  and  I  were  rivals  for  this  fair,  blooming  lass; 
With  her  I  danc'd  a  wult^^  her  hinc  e^es  met  my  gase. 
As  In  a  dream  we  floated  'round  ibe  niatilc  maze. 
As  Ed  and  I  did  strive  our  wit  and  grace  display, 
As  rivals  for  her  favors  before  tiie  break  of  day. 

CHonus. 

For  Ed  and  I  were  rivals  all  ihro'  that  giddy  whirl, 
A  fair  one  like  a  fairy  the  s^ieetest  latighinu  girl. 
Just  drew  us  like  a  nia>.'iiet  thro'  that  Inspirliik!  dance, 
And  bound  us  by  a  sped  of  love,  flushing  from  her  giauoc. 

I  gaxed  into  tier  eyes,  bright  eyes  of  palest  blue;  - 

And  as  the  dance  proceeded  1  uck'd  her  lo  be  true; 

She  press'd  my  hand  in  hers,  as  token  fif  her  love, 

Her  heart  bout  fast  and  flutter  d  just  like  a  captor'd  dove; 

My  rival's  tuce  did  flush,  he  saw  her  timid  look. 

And  my  triumphant  hearing  no  insult  wonlil  i  brock. 

He  left  the  dunce  iu  Imgie,  departed  ere  'twas  morn. 

As  in  that  crowded  ballroom  my  heart's  first  love  was  boTB.—Charut. 

Next  ev'nine  at  our  clnb  I  met  my  old  friend  Ed; 

Now  friends  no  more  but  rivals,  I  hale  you,  sir,  he  laid; 

Cast  his  giove  In  my  face,  his  features  firmly  set. 

Sir,  a  duel  we  must  have — arninge  it  now  we've  met; 

With  rajse  I  swore  I'd  flyht,  and  so,  with  bitter  hate, 

I  told  him  that  the  mornini;  would  see  his  Idiler  fate;  w 

He  latmh'd  to  scorn  my  boast,  keen  rivals  now  at  heart, 

Uuto  the  death  at  sunrise  with  love  or  life  lo  part.— C/tOf'KS. 

Rivals  for  fair  blue  eyes,  npon  the  field  we  stood. 

Our  seconds  had  arrang'd  it,  and  honor  cali'd  for  blood. 

A  surgeon,  our  valets,  and  our  coaches  did  wait. 

The  ipsiie  of  the  duel  our  honor  or  our  fiiie. 

With  firm  and  eieady  eyes,  we  faced  each  other  then, 

1'houuht  of  onr  homes  in  boyhood,  those  Imppy  days  again, 

I'oo  lute  to  reconcile,  the  siunul  and  we  fired. 

Her  love  can  ne'er  replace  him,  my  love  with  him  expir'd.— CAorvf. 


—After  the  clergyman  had  united  a  pair,  not  long  ago,  an 
awful  silence  ensued,  which  was  broken  by  an  impatient  youth, 
who  exclaimed  :  "  Don't  be  so  unspeakably  happy  1" 
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LEONIE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  K.  HarrU 


*'  Do  n«t  turn  away,  my  (Inrlliii;,  licien  for  one  moment,  pruy, 
And  I'll  teil  you  how  I  love  yon.  for  I'm  Kiire  yoiril  not  iiiy  nay. 
Don't  he  cruel  to  me,  p\veeiln-art,  <li>  not  cust  my  love  away, 
Ueart  to  liuart  and  Upa  toijetlier,  let  us  joiu  tu-diiy." 

Chorus. 

"Leonie,  Leonie,  you  are  llie  queen  of  my  heart; 
I  love,  I  adore  you,  from  yoii  f  cmi  never  purr. 
What  is  life  without  m>u.  wlnit  is  this  world  to  met 
Leuule,  Leonie,  my  Idul  aiiil  queen  of  my  heart.'* 

"  Why  that  sicli  ^vhen  I  draw  nich.  love;  why  those  tears  npon  your  clicekf 
Have  I  heeii  iiiikind,  ray  dnrliiii;?  Tell  me,  sweetheart,  why  you  weep. 
There  ia  somethiiif;  in  your  eyen.  love,  tells  me  that  my  love  jrives  puin; 
Answer,  darling,  answer  truly,  are  my  dreams  in  vain? "— TA"/  "* 

Then  she  murmHred  to  her  lover,  "Yon  must  not  spenk,  love,  to  me, 
I  nm  promived  to  another,  and  to  him  most  faitlifiil  he. 
I  have  loneeil,  with  heari-relt  yeiinilnu',  for  this  nluht  wlih  all  Itn  pain, 
loved 


Yet  1  never  dreamed  yoti 


me,  now  'tis  nil  in  vain."— C'Ao»'(*. 


WHEN    I    MET    YOU. 
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Id  thope  loner  .venrs,  sweet  t'ii  1,  before  I  knew  you, 

The  dreiims  I  dreumeil  like  mutlni  m  f>eeined. 
I  dreamt  thiii  fat",  fiiir  miiid,  would  lend  me  to  yon; 

I  dreamt  Hint  fortune  on  me  beiinieil; 
I  drenmt  of  wenlth  untold.  I  ecofCed  ut  sadness, 

I  felt  dlviie,  tlie  world  wa><  miiic, 
I  dreamt  thnt  life  would  piove  ii  perfumed  madness 

Of  rosee.  love,  and  euru'inK  wine. 
And  then,  and  then  my  drenms  came  true, 

When  my  unworthy  eyes  saw  you; 
My  wildest,  dearest,  sweetest  dreams  Came  true 

When  1  met  you,  when  I  met  youl 

No  youth  e'er  dreamed  before  snch  dreamn  ns  mine  were. 

My  castles  fiiir,  rented  IiikIi  in  nir; 
My  hopes  of  trlnmphi<i  unlned,  almost  divine  were; 

I  looked  for  foriiine  everywhere: 
I  thonKht  my  pnlh  would  lend  thro'  fields  of  flowers, 

That  ev'ry  prize  would  greet  my  ey«s, 
Willie  love  and  mirth  should  fl:l  my  wakinc;  hours. 

And  make  my  world  a  pniadise, 
And  then,  and  then  my  dreuuis  cume  true,  etc. 


Won't  Somebody  Give  Me  a  Kiss? 

Copyright,  18»5,  by  H.  W.  Tetrle.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hull,  London. 
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Words  by  O.  Amando.     Music  by  Emily  SmiUt. 


I  am  such  nn  innncent  Miss. 

Too  iiinoceiif  I've  heard  it  said; 
I'm  just  sixteen  and  have  i.cver  been  kisecd. 

But  that  ain't  because  I'm  afruid — 
I'd  tnke  one  if  I  uot  tlie  chance. 

The  trick,  you  bet,  I  ne'er  would  miss. 
Won't  somebody  Uiss  me,  and  kiss  me  right  DOW, 

Just  give  me  but  one  wee  tweet  kiss. 

Reitiain. 
Won't  somebody  udve  me  a  kissf 

Just  one,  only  one  wee  sweet  kiss. 
I  hear  it's  so  nice,  just  try  if  once,  twice. 

Won't  soinebody  uive  me  n  kiss? 
Won't  somebody  >.'ive  me  n  liiss. 

Just  one,  only  one  wee  sweet  kiss: 
I  henr  It's  so  nire.  just  try  It  once,  twice. 

Won't  somebody  ^ive  me  a  kissf 

They  say  there  is  love  in  a  kiss. 

Oh,  don't  I  wish  I  had  some  loTo: 
Tliey  sny  the  feelint;  is  one  of  such  bliss. 

It  beais  ail  on  tartli  or  above: 
Ma  says  I'm  loo  young  to  have  beans, 

She  never  lets  me  out  at  night: 
She  thinks  I'm  a  kid  yet,  an<l  too  young  to  know. 

But  all  the  boys  think  I'm  just  «li;lii  —  Vfiorut. 


BILLY    DALY'S    GIRL. 

CopyrlKht.  ISOS,  by  Harry  Freeman. 
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Soi^, 


Near  the  old  wanl  grammar  school,  lives  a  lirlght-eyed  lass; 

Should  you  chance  to  t'o  Hint  way,  maybe  you'll  see  lier  puss. 

Jiifl  a  clance  from  Kutie's  eyes  would  set  y<iiir  lieuit  nwiiirl; 

The  buys  love  her  so,  yet  nil  of  them  know  that  she's  Billy  Daly's  girl. 

Refrain. 

After  school  is  over,  after  work  is  done. 
Just  outside  the  school-yard  tiale,  tliey'd  gather  one  liy  one; 
All  the  hoys  have  sweeiiiearts,  each  a  precious  |>earl. 
But  none  of  them  compare  with  Billy  Daly's  siri. 

Ev'ry  morning,  rnin  or  shine,  just  at  half-past  eight. 

Down  by  Uncle  Riley's  ston-,  Jiiliy  would  wnlf  for  Kate. 

'I'lien  she  ureeis  him'  with  a  smile,  and  off  lo  school  they  go; 

It's  plain  to  be  seen,  she's  as  proud  as  a  queen,  for  she's  Billy's  girl,  yo 


-^►-ei 


u  know.  \ 
CfiOiut.  i, 


SHE    ONLY    BOWS    TO    ME. 

CopyrlKht,  1896,  by  Charles  K'lwards.    All  ricbts  reserved. 
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Words  by  (has.  Edwards.     Music  by  Oeu.  C  Edirarda, 


There's  a  girl  thnt  I  meet  ev'ry  morning, 

As  I  go  to  my  daily  loll. 
She  works  for  n  living  as  F  do. 

She's  a  trensure,  this  denr  little  girl. 
She  comes  of  a  very  good  fniiiily, 

Oer  mother's  the  widow  McGee: 
Tlie  boys>lip  their  Imis  w  lien  slie  passes  them  by. 

But  she  only  bows  lo  me. 

Chorus. 
She  only  Imws  to  me, 
She's  a  picture,  boys,  to  see; 
No  iMtter  girl  than  slie 

In  nil  tills  world  could  be. 
With  a  lienrt  that's  true  nnd  kind, 
And  that's  very  hard  to  find. 
For  slic's  Just  the  girl  thnt  I'm  sure  yon  would  like. 

And  she  only  bows  to  me. 

There's  Tommy,  Hint  owns  Ihe^liig  groc'ry. 

And  Jimmie,  the  fluts  riuht  nexi  door. 
And  Gi'orgle,  wiio  works  down  in  Wail  Street, 

And  Chnrlie  that's  in  the  driiu'  store, 
Tb<:y  wiitcli  ev'ry  evening  to  see  her, 

Bnt  she  nlways  gives  tiiciii  the  "go-ljye." 
Slie  loves  only  me,  and  my  wife  soon  will  he, 

So  she  only  bows  to  me.—  C'/torut. 


I    LOVE    HER    JUST    THE    SAME 

Copyright,  1896,  l>^  Clias.  K.  Harris.      All  riglits  reHeri-ed. 
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Words  and  Musie  by  Chas.  K   Harris. 

Within  an  hnnible  rottace  sits  a  broken-hearted  man, 

Ills  little  L'Irl  is  soiibiiiu  on  his  knee, 
A  letter  on  ilie  tnble  tells  the  same,  old,  piniiitive  tale. 

She's  left  her  home  wilh  nil  its  poveilv. 
lie  liolds  Ilia  ilMriiiig  in  his  arms,  looks  ni  her  tenrfiil  face: 

■   Per  Imps,  my  child,  yoiii  molher's  not  to  binme: 
The  path  lo  sin  she's  taken,  iier  loved  ones  nre  forsaken: 

"Don't  cry,  my  denr,  1  love  her  just  the  same." 


Ciioui's. 
"  I  love  her,  yes,  I  love  her  juet  the  snme, 

Althollttb  she's  fled  and  lins  disgrnced  my  name, 
Thongli  she's  Kone  witli  anotiier,  she's  slili  my  liaby'i 

And  1  love  lier,  yes,  I  love  her,  Just  the  same." 


'"A., 


's  mother, 


The  music's  softly  plnying  in  a  bnll-room,  ohl  so  grand. 

The  liohts  are  fl.ishini;  on  the  dancers  fair; 
There's  no  thong  hi  of  Hie  'morrow  In  Hint  gay  and  giddy  crowd, 

Wliose  lienrlless  Inucbier  rings  upon  the  air. 
Yet,  there  is  one  nmid  the  Ihroni:,  who  once  wns  pure  and  true, 

liilt  now  whose  pallid  fiire  s|H'ui{s  of  her  shnme: 
She's  thinkini.'  of  her  loved  ones,  of  baby,  home  nnd  husband; 

Will  he  forgive  and  love  tier  Just  the  same.— 6'/<o;'i«s. 

The  father  nnd  ids  little  i;irl  cnme  4o  that  city  grand, 

'i'hey  senrchetl  for  mnnv  diiys.  but  nil  in  vain; 
They're  looking  for  n  loved  one,  whom  they  never  can  forget. 

To  bring  lier  hack  to  home  nnd  friends  again. 
1'iiey  lienr  a  srreniii,  w  liai  can  it  mean,  the  cliild  cries  out,  "mamma; ' 

His  wife  is  kneeling  at  his  feet  in  shame; 
She  cries.  "Oh.  John,  forgive  me;  I  know  that  I've  been  guilty; 

For  Imby's  sake,  please  luke  me  home  again." — Cho>ti$. 
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OLD    JIM'S    CHRISTMAS    HYMN. 

CoprriKitt,  ISWI,  by  SpauldiDK  &  Qray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Word»«nd  Music  by  Wra.  B.  Gray. 

Old  Jim  wiig  a  character,  well  known  nl)OMt  tlie  town, 

From  liNigiiig  in  the  villtieeclinrcli  lie'd  cainc-il  a  crcat  renown; 

To  hear  liim  eing  each  Sunday  morn,  to  churcli  the  t>oo(l  folka  came. 

But  lioon  lie  driried  downward  to  u  driinkard'a  life  of  t<lianie, 

'l'hout;li  yeare  had  passed  since  poor  old  Jim  from  chnich  had  strayed  away. 

He  lold  the  parson  he  would  siiii;  that  coming  Chrisiinae  Day; 

When  Christmas  came  wllliln  that  church  there  snl  In  every  eoat        ... 

A  eaddeiicd  beurt  wlien  Jim  arose  aud  sang  so  soft  and  sweet: 

Cborus. 

Rock  of  Aces,  cleft  for  me,  each  eye  with  tenr?  wne  dim; 
Ruck  of  Ages,  cleft  for  ine,  that  was  old  JIm'e  Chrietiuas  bymn. 

Christmas  days  will  come  and  an,  and  so  will  Christmas  hymns. 

Rut  never  will  there  be  a  song  to  cquiri  that  of  Jim's; 

'I'he  fong  of  "  Rock  of  Aties"  all  thro'  life  had  l>een  his  choice. 

Fur  when  a  child  'twas  taught  him  by  his  dear  old  moiher'8  voice,  ^ 

Within  those  same  old  sacre<l  walls,  in  Christian  son^s  of  praise. 

His  voice  had  oft  been  htiird  before,  since  early  childhood  days, 

But  sweeter  far  than  ever  it  was  now  to  that  urent  throni;, 

When  gathered  there  ou  Christinas  morn,  to  hear  Jim  siug  his  S0Dg:~ Cfio. 


^  s  » 


THE    BLACK    FOUR    HUNDRED. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Spauldlng  A  Gray.     Entered  at  Statiouers'  Hall,  Loudon. 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Irving  Jones. 

There's  a  club  called  Black  Fonr  Hnndred,  It's  compoiied  of  dead  swell  coons, 

It's  hotter  than  tlie  Skidmore  Guards,  or  the  Order  of  Full  Moons; 

You'll  see  the  latest  styles  and  fashions  when  tliese  cooiis  parade, 

'I'liey  lay  all  other  coon  clubs  in  the  shade; 

You  must  wear  pearln  and  diamonds  if  you  woirt  to  be  In  line. 

You've  got  to  be  a  hot  coon,  and  your  clotliinu  iiniHt  be  flue. 

Ami  when  those  coons  turn  out  on  Eniaiiripution  Day, 

Ou  the  curoers  yoa  will  hear  the  wenches  say: 

CHonna.  ' 

See  the  Black  Four  Hundred  a-cominc  down  the  street; 
Now,  don't  tiio»e  cooiis  look  hot  ns  alonsr  the  sirect  ihey  trot? 
If  you  listen,  you'll  hear  ilie  kinkey-headed  wenches  say: 
The  Black  Four  Hundred  arc  on  parade  to-day. 

If  you  want  to  be  a  member,  you  ronet  bean  aristocrat, 

You  must  wear  patent-lenther  ehoes,  iind  u  great  big  beaver  lint; 

For  drilliiiu  and  cake-walklug,  why,  our  equals  can't  be  found. 

The  white  folks  say  we're  the  hottest  cooiiH  in  town; 

We're  going  to  give  a  pic-nic  and  we're  bound  to  have  a  crowd, 

Uecuiise  both  guns  and  razors  on  the  grounds  will  l>e  allowed; 

We're  going  to  give  a  grand  parade,  quite  early  In  the  day, 

Upou  Fifth  Avenue  you'll  hear  them  Bay:— C/iot  us. 


-•-•- 


Since  Mary  Harris  Went  to  Paris. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  Spauldlng  A  Oray.     Entered  at  Stalioners'  Hall.  Loudon.  England. 
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Words  and  Mnsic  by  Wm.  B.  Gray. 

A  girl  named  Mary  Harris,  said  she'd  like  to  visit  Paris, 

And  her  father,  who's  a  millionaire,  said,  "Daughter,  we  shall  go." 
Both  bright  and  hnppy-hearted  they  were  when  the  ship  departed 

For  the  land  of  sun  nnd  flowers,  which  Napoleon  worshiped  so; 
They  hnd'nt  l)een  in  Paris  but  a  week,  when  Mister  Harris 

Said  he  thought  It  beet  for  Mnry  if  no  longer  there  they'd  stay; 
Directly  home  he  brought  her,  Mnry  siild  he  hadn't  oiight^er, 

But  the  people  in  the  village  with  a  knowing  twinkle  say: 

CHonuB* 
Since  Mnry  Hnrris  went  to  Pnris,  oh,  dear  me| 
Ii  8(em»  so  (•irnii<;e  Ihnt  such  a  chance  in  her  conld  bet 
Before  she  left  she'd  never  heard  the  saying,  ginssof  beer; 
But  usk  her  now  to  have  one,  aud  she'll  answer  we  mussieurt 

A  cirl  named  Knte  McCiirly,  with  her  sister  gnve  n  pnrty, 

Tliey  invited  Mary  Harris,  who  had  just  returned  from  Frnnce. 
They'd  lots  of  fun  and  Binding,  and  a  shout  of  Joy  went  riimiNg 

Tliro' the  house  when  Mnry  Hnrris  said,  "Suppose  we  liuve  a  dance." 
The  girls  begnn  debuting  and,  without  a  moment  waiting, 

Mary  started  in  to  show  them  how  to  dnnce  the  French  Quadrille; 
Tlicn  kicking  high  nnd  prancinc  'round  the  room,  she  weiii  n-dniiciiig, 

Aud  though  all  this  happened  weeks  ago,  the  folks  are  snying  still:— CAo. 


What  the  Old  Folks  Used  to  Say. 

Copyright,  1896,  bjr  E.  F.  Nnitent  and  J.  B.  Rradley. 
All  ritrhts  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  John  Gowman. 


'Twns  the  dear  old  church  thnl'8  now  t)nriied  to  the  irrouiid, 

Wtiere,  on  ev'ry  Suiidny  morning,  tlie  old  folks  could  be  found. 

As  they  snt  llieie  and  sung  their  sweet  sonos  of  pruisc 

In  those  good  old  times  iii  tliosc  dear  old  da]  8. 

How  often  have  I  snt  outside  u.'ii  henrd  the  orirnn  play 

The  old  familiar  hymn  that  made  me  lliink  to-<lay. 

The  hunds  tliat  played  the  organ,  the  iinstor,  old  nnd  gray, 

Aud  many  faces  from  the  choir,  liave  long  since  passed  away. 

Cnonns. 
The  old  folks  nsed  to  say  to  me,  "  My  boy,  when  you're  a  man. 
Don't  forget  the  old  church,  be  tlieie  when  yon  can; 
The  comforts  there  you'll  find  nie  renl,  the  joys  found  there  will  last. 
You'll  think  of  wbut  (heold  folks  said  when  from  this  world  tliey've  pasted. 

There's  the  old  chnrcli-bell,  that  for  years  hung  in  the  tower. 

Both  night  nnd  day  recording  the  swiftly  fleetint;  hour; 

As  its  sound  kis8<-d  tlie  breeze  of  the  midsummer  night, 

'I'he  l»lnck  bat  flew  'round  the  old  tower  in  delight, 

Oh.  if  its  tongue  conld  only  s)>eak,  wlint  stories  it  Conld  tell 

Of  the  rich  nnd  of  the  poor,  and  the  middle  class  ns  well, 

For  each  heart  hns  Its  sorrow,  in  each  life  raiii  must  fall, 

Till  the  old  churcli  bell,  with  ita  fuu'ral  knell,  shall  gather  in  tUem  all.— C/'O. 

For  long  years  I  have  wandered  afar  o'er  land  and  sea. 

But  still  the  thought  of  home,  sweet  home  was  ever  dear  to  me. 

When  I  spent  all  my  boyhood's  briglit  happy  dajs 

With  the  dear  old  follis  and  their  quaint  old  ways, 

And  when  the  boys  all  gathered  nt  the  twilight  in  the  glen. 

And  talked  of  what  they  all  %ould  do  when  they  grew  to  be  men; 

The  picture  was  so  pretty,  we  wished  I  he  time  to  come. 

But  from  that  dreum  we  soon  awoke  when  life's  real  work  heg^a.—  Ckonu. 


MR.    JOHNSON. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Frank  Harding.    All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Ben  R.  Harney.      '    . 

T'other  eb'iilng  when  eb'rytiiig  was  still,  oh,  babe, 

De  moon  was  climbin'  down  behind  de  hill,  oli,  babe; 

T'oughteb'ryhody  was  a  sound  asleep, 

But  a  old  man  a  Johnson  wns  n  on  liis  beat,  oh, babe. 

I  went  down  inio  a  nigger  crnp  gnme, 

Wiiere  de  coons  were  u  gnmhiing  wid  n  might  and  main; 

T'ought  I'd  a  be  ai>port  nnd  lie  dend  game; 

I  gambled  my  money  and  I  wasn't  to  blnine;       ?",   ' 

One  nigtrer's  iioint  wns  a  little,  a  Joe, 

Bettiu'  six  bus  t'a  qiinrter  he  could  inuke  de  four; 

Be  made  that  point,  hut  lie  made  no  more. 

Just  den  Johnson  junip'U  through  de  door. 

CnoRUS. 

Oh,  Mr.  Johnson,  turn  me  loose. 
Got  no  money  but  a  good  excuse; 
,  ■  Oh,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  be  good. 

Oh,  Mr.  Johncon,  turn  me  loose; 
Don't  take  me  to  lie  calaboose; 
Oil,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  be  good. 

Late  de  other  eb'ning  when  the  sun  xvas  down,  oh,  babe; 

I  went  down  on  old  man  Johnson's  rliicken  farm,  oh,  babe; 

Climbed  in  the  chicken  loft  on  my  knees, 

Wns  a  half  way  a  through  when  tlie  chicken  snecaad,  oh,  babe. 

I'll  tell  you,  if  you  will  only  keep  still, 

'Bout  a  mile  and  a  half  from  Louisville; 

I  amso  nerbousdat  I  can't  keep  slill. 

When  I  think  about  it  I  cnn  feel  a  big  chill, 

A  big  black  coon  was  n-lookin'  fer  chickens. 

When  a  great  big  bui-dog  got  t<i  raisin'  the  dickens; 

De  coon  got  liiyher,  <le  chicken  got  uiglier, 

Jast  den  Joliuson  opened  up  fire. 

Chords.  "  - 

I  cot  no  chance  for  to  be  Inmed  loose. 
Got  110  chance  for  a  good  excuse. 
,        .-  Oh,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  be  good; 

And  now  he's  playin' sel»rn  elebeii, 
'Way  up  yonder  in  the  nigger  lieiib'n;     - 
Oh,  Mr.  Johnson  made  him  good. 


— A  lady  mnking  lier  way  tliroiioti  »  crowd  nccideiiliiUy  pushed  { 
a  small  liootlilack  intotiie  gultor.  Slie  inslanlly  stopj^ed  nnd  said:  } 
"  My  boy,  excuse  me;  I  did  not  mean  to  push  you."  The  little  [ 
fellow  stared  at  her  a  moment,  and  tiieii.  turning  to  his  companion,  > 
said:  "Say,  Mickey,  I'd  be  pushed  off'n  the  walk  every  day  to  s 
have  a  real  lady  talk  to  me  that  way."    ..'.;•?:•'.   •;.  i 
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CLANCY^S    MISTAKES. 
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Words  aud  Music  by  John  Tierney. 


Mike  Clancy  lost  ilie  joh  lie  bud 

Two  weeks  iigo  to-iULlir, 
Soon  nfler  that  lit!  u^ked  me 

ir  I'll  iinvtiiitiK  In  siL;ht; 
I  got  him  on  ii  sirfct  car. 

As  Conductor  ihro'  tlie  day: 
He  bought  a  liriiDil  new  iihifurm 

AdiI  etaituil  riulitawiiy: 
Tliey  made  turn  wulch  the  crot^sliigi. 

And  the  mimes  of  streets  cull  out. 
And  niforniiiiloii  ^ntlier 

For  the  eiigns  uloui;  tlic  rout«. 
While  })ti8»in^  by  a  comer 

He  a  billiard  parlor  8|>ie(I: 
Ue  pnil  the  hell,  the  gripiiiita  stopped, 

AudClaucy  loiully  crieil: 

ClIOIlUS. 

Billiard  and  Pool  Strtef, 

Ciiihcy  lioliered  out. 
The  people  never  lieurd  that  street  before, 

A  iong  the  route; 
Be  ftiw  a  lamp-post  painted  red, 

Anil  as  the  cur  drew  iiit'lier, 
D«  cot  excit<d,  pulled  the  liell, 

Aud  loudly  yelled  out  "  Fire!  " 

When  Clancy  got  back  fiom  the  trip, 

The  roreinaii  he  (:"t  ruvli; 
Be  Collared  Ciaiic>  by  the  neck 

And  look  uwuy  the  cusli; 
Be  flred  Mike  out  thro'  the  door, 

'Twas  miicli  to  his  diSLTuce, 
But  very  soon  we  henrU  that  b* 

Hud  KOt  another  p  ace, 
'T"M«  111  II  retail  dry -goods  store. 

Where  he  wus  a  "  ladies  muu," 
Aud  run  the  hose  de|iiiriiueiit 

On  the  Eiin)|ieuii  piuii: 
A  liidy  ciii'ed,  she  )>i  iced  some  atockihga, 

Willie  tlie  b08S  siood  uIkIi, 
Tiieu  Clancy'ti  hoeom  swelled  with  pride. 

He  wanted  to  aci  lly: 

Cuoaus. 

Bilk  ones,  ten  do'i'ar;!, 

Colors  liriglit  uiu)  gay; 
"Oh,  dear."  she  euiil,  "  bur  they  come  high; 

I'll  not  tike  them  to-day;"  .' 

Tlie  woman  vlzed  up  Claucy,  and  said  she, 

"  I  like  your  irsll.'' 
**  Y»ii  can't  blame  me,"  soys  Clai.cy, 

"  For  you  see  you're  awful  tall." 

Now  bad  luck  seems  to  follow  Mike, 

No  matier  where  lie  goes, 
Be's  ul»a\8  niakiut;  funny  breuke. 

As  cv'ryliody  knows:  ^ 

Be's  made  mistakes  so  often 

That  the  bo8t><'8  all  got  tired. 
And  from  eacli  job  that  lie  hus  had 

Poor  Mike,  of  course,  wui«  fired; 
His  liry -goods  man  let  upon  bliii, 

But  only  for  u  while; 
He  told  poor  Miue  to  watch  himeelf 

And  ^uve  hiin  one  more  trial ; 
Tlie  liofses'  wife  came  in  oueday 

To  get  some  under^^eur, 
And  C  aiiCy  iiud  to  wait  on  her. 

No  other  clerk  wus  tliere. 

Chorci. 

"  Walk  thia  way,  lady.'" 

She  said,  "  I  can't. 
Show  me  joor  summer  ODderclotbes, 

A  fuvor  to  me  grant." 
Then  Clancy  (•laricd  to  disrobe 

In  fioht  of  all  the  store. 
Dis  trial  coiiiea  oS  next  Friday, 

Be  am  t  workiut;  any  more. 


THE   ACTOR'S  DYING-   CHILD. 
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— Some  men  always  look  on   tlie  brijrht  side.— Said  the  g«'u- 
tleman   who   was  run   over   by   tbe    "  iilacl(   Maiiu:"     "Well, 
^  there's  one  cousolaiion!    Tlie  fact  that  1  was  run  over  hy  ilie 
<  thing  shows  that  I  wasn't  inside  iti" 


—A  young  medical  student  nt  Bowdoin  College  once  asked  the 
later  Professor  Parker  Cleveiiiud  if  there  were  not  some  luoie 
recent  works  on  antitoiiiy  tlmu  those  in  the  college  library. 
•*  Young  man,"  said  the  professor,  measuring  the  entire  mental 
calibre  of  the  yoiillifiil  scholar  nt  one  glance,  "tliere  have  becu 
very  few  new  bones  added  tu  tLie  humuu  body  during  the  last  ten 
years." 


Words  by  Alan  Warren.    HuMc  by  Emily  SmiUi. 

In  a  Krand  theatre,  where  all  was  gay  and  briglit,  .  ' 

A  brilliant  star  appeared  there,  each  and  ev'ry  nlKht, 

T«  play  the  liKlit  uml  uay,  which  pleaded  the  folks  so  well. 

But  evSy  call  stulibed  deep  his  heart,  his  sorrows  none  coald  tell. 

Tbe  actor's  brain  was  in  a  whirl,  aud  seemed  to  drive  him  wild, 

For  hIsthoiiKhta  they  were  of  home,  wheie  lay  bis  dying  child, 

Ob  I  that  she  shonid  not  die  wheu  I  am  far  awuy. 

But  I  cannot  forget  the  words  my  little  one  did  eay: 

Refrain. 

Papa  dear,  'tis  seven  o'clock,  I  counted  ev'ry  chime; 

'TIs  very  late,  why  don't  you  go,  you  won't  be  there  In  time; 

Tou  must  go  out  and  make  Iheiii  laniih,  please  go  now,  papa  dear. 

The  jieople  all  would  luisfl  yoa  ao,  aud  tkie  play  would  teem  so  drear. 

The  plav  Is  o'er.  In  coatnme  he  rnshes  to  tbe  street. 

And  quickly  driven  to  his  home,  his  wife's  sad  fuce  to  meet,  -:■-■.  • 

The  parents  heaved  a  sigh,  for  neither  moved  or  spoke, 

Aud  when  the  time-piece  chimed  again,  the  little  one  awoke. 

The  child  arose  ami  looked  around,  a  heav'niy  face  had  she. 

And  something  seem'd  to  whisper  that  siie  neared  eternity; 

They  saw  their  child  was  dyint;,  and  l)endliig  low  to  hear. 

These  words  in  their  foud  mem'ry  will  remain  forever  iew.—Jiefrain. 


The  Fitzsimmons  and  Corbett  Fight. 


Tune— "There'll  Come  a  Time." 
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By  Daniel  E.  Krueger. 


Some  years  ago  Jim  and  Fitzsimmons, 

All  tliat  they  did  was  talk  nboiil  fl^ht; 
Until  one  day  they  got  together, 

'Twas  then  that  Fiiz  sent  Jim  down  the  pike; 
Tee,  yes,  my  man,  'twas  out  at  Carson, 

St.  Patrick's  Day,  the  sports  were  In  line; 
I  drop'd  my  dout;b,  but  soon  I'll  regain  it. 

Wheu  Sharkey  meets  FItz,  boys,  there'll  come  a  timt. 

Chorus. 

There'll  come  a  time  some  day,  when  Sharkey  holds  full  eway, 
He  is  the  only  real  thing,  boys,  keep  that  In  mind; 

Fi'z  is  the  champion  now— won't  be  lonit,  I'll  allow, 
dharkey'a  the  uezt  oue  to  laud,  boys,  there'll  oume  a  timet 

Corbett,  no  doubt,  was  broken-hearted. 

He  tiiought  the  game  was  really  dead  sure; 
Uutll  he  got  that  awful  left  soaker, 

'Twas  more  than  Jim  could  ever  endure; 
Give  credit  boya  to  Jim  for  his  flghiing. 

But  don't  forget  John  "  L"  In  his  prime; 
Among  the  beet  you'll  not  find  his  equal. 

But  Sharkey  Is  next,  boye,  there'll  come  a  time.—  C/toru$. 


■^e^ 


Have  Yon  Come  to  Take  Me  Home? 
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HVords  by  T.  C.  Harbaugh.    Music  by  Richard  O.  Mann. 

I  did  not  know  her  face  at  first,  when  'neath  the  lights  we  met. 

For  she  had  chuiiL'ed  so  very  much,  yon  know ; 
Perhaps  I  should  have  known  ut  once  the  sparkling  eyes  of  Jet, 

I  Saw  tliem  ofieiitlmea  long  years  ago. 
She  laid  lier  hand  upon  my  eieeve,  and  falfrintily  she  said, 

"I'm  tired  of  waud'ring  'neiitli  the  slurry  dome: 
I've  wished  a  tliousaiid  limes  the  duisles  l>loonied  above  my  head, 

OU,  tell  me,  have  you  come  to  take  me  bomef " 

OHORrs. 
**'Tla  for  yon  I've  long  t)een  waUIng, 

I,  a  waif  upon  life's  foam. 
And  I  know  to-night  yon'll  tell  me. 

That yrii've  come  to  take  nie  home. 
For  my  loved  ones  I  am  pining, 

Oh,  no  more  I  care  to  rouni, 
Aud  I  pray,  dear  friend  of  Childhood, 

That  you've  come  to  take  me  home." 

She  told  me  how  In  dreams,  she  saw  the  home  she  cherished  eUll, 

Where  billows  in  their  revel  lash  the  shore; 
Bow  deep  into  her  (;trlisli  hi-ait,  an  aching  void  fo  fill. 

Came  voices,  ayi',  and  faces  loved  of  yore. 
And  then  she'd  touch  my  sleeve  again,  and,  in  a  voice  like  prayV  : 

She'd  cry,  "No  longer  from  the  hearth  I'd  roam: 
I'm  dying  for  a  mother's  kiss,  1  need  a  mother's  care,  .,- 

Oh,  tell  me,  have  you  Come  to  take  me  lioinef" — Cfiorut. 


—^"M 
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DOHA    DEAN. 
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Words  aud  Music  l>y  Btrt  A.  Williani!!. 


'Way  down  in  Lou'eimiu.  dat's  where  ol*-  Sister  Huiiiiab 

B<ike8  llie  cmKlin' l>rea<l  upon  the  coals; 
Willi  litT  iliiuuhtt-r  Doru  D«-uii,  who  ie  my  dearest  queen. 

Oh!  I  tell  voii,  boys,  Blie  is  a  liiiii|>  of  gold. 
She  uoes  to  cliiircli  <>u  Sunday,  you'll  fiml  lier  hoiue  on  Monday, 

Helping  all  the  folks  the  lioiise  to  clean: 
Thi-ir  lioiiie  it  looks  so  neat,  you'll  Audit  hard  to  beat,     ;. 

Tli«  way  it's  liept  by  Doiu  Deau. 

Chorub. 
Oh!  have  you  ever  seen  my  Doia  Dean, 
She's  the  hottest  thIiiK  you  ever  seen:  , 

I'm  Kwliie  to  make  tills  n«l  my  Dora  queen — 
;     Kezi  Siiiiduy  morn' I'm  gwiiie  tu  murry  sweet  Dora  Dean. 

While  down  with  Sister  Holley,  we  all  did  feel  eo  jolly, 

Eiich  one  tried  to  cut  ii  pineon  wIhk: 
When  up  juiup'ij  Dora  Dean,  who  said,  "  I  am  the  queen; 

I  can  heat  you  in  a  dance  fi«r  anything." 
That  just  suited  ole  Aiiiil.  Diiiali,  who  sane  a  tune  iu  minor, 

'l'liiiiUiii>.'  that  she  could  the  niDSic  make; 
So  we  started  in  to  tei«t,  to  see  w  lio  was  the  best, 

Aud  Dora  walked  off  with  tlie  cake.— 6V*<»M«. 


HOT    TAMALE    ALLEY. 
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Words  by  May  lr»iii.    Music  by  Geo.  M.  Cohan. 


Down  in  Hot  Tainale  Alley  lives  a  yalier  gal  named  Sally, 

She's  tile  warmest  member  in  the  colored  neigliliorliood; 
Sally  is  the  pink  of  iieutiiess.  slie'8  a  liitle  liiiiip  of  sweetnees, 

I'm  her  man,  the  whole  coon  clan  would  carve  me  if  they  cnnld: 
Talk  about  your  jealous  iiiirirers,  how  they'd  'ike  to  pull  tiie  tri»;gerB 

or  the  tiuiiB  they  Carry,  and  n  target  make  of  me, 
Ju!<t  because  I've  woii  this  baliy,  un<l  some  day  I'll  wed  tier,  maybe; 

When  we  go  out  for  a  stroll,  we  are  a  sight  tu  see. 

Cnoniis. 
There's  no  nicL'er  cutting  any  figure 

Wlien  I  L'o  out  tor  a  pionieiiaile  with  Sally! 
There's  a  lot  of  wenches  d:ii  Uir,  hut  yon  bet  tbere^s  not  a  marker 

Tu  my  hahy  down  in  Uut  Tumule  Alley. 

Every  cake  walk,  whv  we  win  It.  no  oiie''s  in  It,  for  a  niiiinte, 

Wlieii  I  link  Ikt  anil  and  walk  witli  Hot  Tamale  Sal, 
To  dis  coon  she  is  a  biessini;,  and  she  doesn't  keep  me  guessing; 

For  I  know  that  I'm  her  lieiiu,  and  site's  my  only  gal; 
She's  tin;  priz**,  and  I  have  won  it,  ev'ry  nigger  lips  iiis  bonnet 

When  we  pass,  or  else  I  flourish  up  m\  razor  blade:  ' 

Now  by  dark-town  we're  respected,  swellest  couple  we're  elected: 

Babies  luigiity  hot  'twould  take  to  put  us  lu  the  sliude.—  C AortM. 


Will  Yon  Love  Me,  Sweetheart, 
-      When  Fm  Old?       ^ 
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Words  by  A.  J.  Lamb.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petrie.  ,- 

Sweetheart  with  the  glorious  eyes,  wiiere  yonng  love  a-dreaming  lies; 
Sweetiieart  with  tlie  liliisliiiig  cheeks,  where  young  love  Its  secret  speaks; 
Sweetheart  with  the  triisiiiig  looks,  telling  more  than  any  books! 
Answer  now  and  answer  true,  'tis  all  I  ask  of  you. 

Chorob. 

Will  you  love  me,  sweetheart,  when  I'm  old? 

Will  that  love  of  yours  be  ever  coldt 
If  I  were  to  leave  you,  would  it  iriily  grieve  yon? 

Will  you  love  ine,  sweetheart,  love  iiie,  wlieu  I'm  old? 

Love  Is  hopeful  In  Its  May.  when  'tis  snnny  ev'ry  day. 

When  tlie  Botig  of  birds  repeat  simple  stories  ever  sweet. 

But  when  autumn  brings  its  uloom,  and  fair  flowers  cease  to  bloom. 

Answer  now,  I  will  not  blame,  will  yon  love  ine  just  the  aamef 

Chobub. 
Will  yon  love  me,  sweetiieart,  when  I'm  old?  " 

Will  that  love  of  yours  l>e  ever  cold? 
If  I  were  to  leave  yon,  wonld  it  truly  grieve  yon? 
Will  von  love  me,  sweetheart,  love  me,  when  I'm  old? 
{Jtepeat  Uut  line  twice  {f  not  too  high,  otherwUe  this  totig  can  end  here.) 


There's  a  Girl  in  the  World  for  Us  All. 
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Words  and  Music  by  W.  C.  Davie*. 


Two  friends  quarrelled  one  day 

About  a  young  girl  called  Mary: 
Toin  loved  her  dearly  anil  Jack  did  the  same. 

But  he  was  a  little  coiitrary:  v 

Mary  told  Tom  tliat  she  loved  him  the  best. 

And  proniise<l  that  she'd  lie  his  wife: 
When  Jack  heard  of  this  in  a  passion  he  flew. 

Said:  "Our  friendship,  Tom,  ceases  for  life!  " 

Refrain. 

"  Don't  be  angry  with  me.  Jack, 

Because  1  have  won  Mary; 
Come,  let  us  lie  friends  again;  . 

Don't  be  •<(  contrary; 
You  tried  to  win  tier  I  know; 

She  loved  me  l>est  after  all; 
Shalce  hands  and  l>e  friends,  and  rememlier,'"  said  Tom, 

"  There's  a  girl  in  the  world  for  as  all." 

Said  Jack:  "  Til  go  away 

Since  you've  won  the  heart  of  Mary." 
"Don't  go  away.  Jack,  for  I'm  still  jour  frieud; 

Why  are  voii  so  u» fill  contrary: 
Soon  little  Mary  ami  I  will  be  wed 

In  the  church  that  stjtnds  over  the  way: 
Now  promise  me.  Jack,  that  my  frii-nd  still  you'll  be." 

Tom  then  held  out  his  liand  and  did  nay:— He f rain. 


PictTires  from  Life's  Other  Side. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Clias.  E.  Baer. 


In  the  world's  mighty  gall'ry  of  pictures 

Hang  I  lie  scenes  that  are  painte<l  from  life; 
The  picture  of  love  and  of  passion, 

Tlie  piciiire  of  p<-ace  and  of  strife; 
The  picture  of  youth  and  of  lieauty. 

Old  aue  and  the  hiiisliing  yonng  bride. 
All  liaiig  on  the  wa>l.  hut  the  saildest  of  all 

Are  the  pictures  from  life's  other  side. 


Chorus.  » 

TIs  a  picture  from  life's  other  side, 

Sonii;  one  who  fell  by  the  way, 
A  life  has  gone  out  with  tlie  tide 

That  may  have  been  happy  one  day. 
Some  poor  old  mother  at  home, 

Waicliing  and  waitiUL' alone. 
Longing  to  hear  from  the  lov'd  ones  eo  dear, 

'Tis  a  picture  from  life's  other  side. 

The  first  scene  is  tliat  of  a  gambler, 

Wlio  lias  lost  all  hiB  mon<^  ut  play. 
Draws  his  dead  mother's  ri<^  from  iiis  finger. 

She  wore  on  her  wedding  day: 
His  last  earthly  treasure  he  stakes  It, 

Bows  his  head,  that  Ids  shame  he  may  hide. 
When  they  lifted  his  liead  they  found  he  was  dead, 

'Tis  a  picture  from  life's  otiier  side.— CAor«#. 

The  next  tells  a  tale  of  two  brothers, 

WhoBe  paths  in  life  diff'rent  ways  led;  " 

Tiie  one  was  in   luxury  living, 

'I'lie  other  one  iK-gged  for  his  bread: 
■  One  dark  night  tliey  met  on  the  liiuliway, 

"Your  money  or  life!"  the  thief  ciled. 
And  he  took  Willi  his  knife  his  own  brother's  life, 

'Tis  a  pictare  from  life's  other  side.— CAo*°><«. 

The  last  Is  a  scene  by  the  river. 

Of  a  lieart-broken  mother  and  babe, 
^Nealh  the  harhor-lit'lits'  glare  stands  and  shivers 

All  outcast  whom  no  one  will  save; 
And  yet  slie  was  once  a  true  woman. 

She  was  somelKwiy's  darlini;  and  pride. 
God  help  her,  she  leaps,  there  is  no  one  to  weep, 

'Tis  a  picture  from  life's  other  side.— C'Aw»/». . 


*  ''  ■ 
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— Nerer  ask  a  woman  Ler  age — that  is,  not  that  "woman, 
some  other  woman. 


Ask 


—The  "utterly  utter"  kind  of  talk  has  infected  the  street 
gamins,  one  of  whom,  after  picking  up  a  more  Ihun  usually  fra- 
grant cigar  stump,  exclaimed  to  bis  friend  Jack:  "Jack,  this  is 
quite  too  positively  bully  1 " 


tiUi^lUi 
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You  "Will  Love  Me  and  I  You. 

CopyrlKl't,  ItM,  by  Alb.  n.  FIti.     Eiiiered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  lA>ndoD,  Eiiglaiul. 


All  rlK'itii  resfi'ved. 


MISS    OLIVETTE. 

CupyrlKht.  1896.  by  Alb.  U.  FitZ. 


All  rlKhU  reserred. 


Tti*  Word*  and  MiiMo  of  thin  S'tiiK,  arranKed  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  unj  ad- 
Jr..««,  |><Mit-|<ald,  nil  receipt  of  40  peiita;  or  tliiK  ami  any  two  ..tlier  S'>nirfl  for  One  Dollwp, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  130ft  l:«  I'ark  How.  N^w  York.  orM*  K7  K  .MiutiM>n  Kt.,Chlc«(ro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ah-.ve  aildrewen  for  Free  Outalojrue  of  SoniiR.  S'lnit  Books, 
itaeet  Uuslc,  Qenuan  Song  Buukii,  Letter  Writers,  Ureani  Books,  Joke  Bouka,  etc. 


The  Word*  and  Hasie  of  this  Suntr,  nrrangred  for  the  plana,  will  be  eent  to  any  ad- 
drex.  |ioHt-|iai<l.  on  receipt  of  40  ceiite:  t>r  thU  ami  any  two  other  Sonira  for  One  I>ulUr, 
by  Henry  J  Wehmnn.  130  *  isa  »"ark  Kow,  New  York;  orM  A«7  K.  Mn  1111.011  Mt.Chloavo. 
Wiit<>  to  pitlier  one  of  the  aboTe  addreHNoa  for  Free  ('utaliitru<>  of  Somitk.  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writeis,  Ureani  Books.  Joke  Buuks.  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Alb.  H.  Fits. 


A  tweet  little  girl  niiil  »  lieni-  iillle  boy, 

'I'OL'ftlurr  one  ility  iii  tlieir  pluy, 
Tlio' ttaitlcr  ill  yeiirs,  Iillle  otvueilivarU  were  they. 

For  since  l)iiUiuB  tliey'il  loved  In  tlieir  whj. 
Now  yon  rem!  me  ^oinefliiiiK  from  yoar  little  book, 

Am)  I'll  I'l-ail  rroiii  inine,  alio  tlien  suUi, 
Til"  dear  little  fellow  then  turned  to  a  |iace, 

Au(]  tliestt  woids,  tliat  lie  found  there,  Le  read: 

CHonus. 
If  yon  will  love  me.  dear,  then  I'll  lore  you, 

Hiippy  touetlier  we'll  be; 
y.Hi  wilr  liive  nie,  dear,  uiid  I  will  love  yon, 

Wliat  then  ciin  part  me  fiom  thee, 
Give  nie  >iiiir  love,  dear,  uikI  I'll  K>ve  mine; 

Oil.  |>r ise  me  iliut  you'll  lie  tiue. 

TiiroiiKb  Miiisliiiic  uiid  sorrow  we'll  wander  throuuli  life, 

And  yoii  wiil  love  lue  uud  I  you. 

M'lny  years  had  gone  by  wlien  this  same  little  boy 

Met  the  sweetliearl  wluini  lie  bad  loved  so, 
Tho'  lime  liu<l  chuiigcd  all.  be  was  true  to  his  vow, 

And  the  one  v\  hoiii  he'd  loved  lon^  ai;o. 
Can  1  trust  yon.  she  xuiil.  as  she  t>uve  biiii  her  band: 

Will  you  always  lie  Kood,  Itiiid  and  mild, 
As  lie  liioked  Into  lier  eyes,  he  then  \vliie|>ercd  tlnse  wonla. 

Yes,  these  words  she  had  heard  wlieu  a  child:— 6'/(0>"*. 


Words  aud  Music  by  Alb.  H.  Fits. 


MY    MAMMY'S    LULLABY. 


CupyriKht,  1895,  by  Alb.  H.  Fita. 


All  riKbto  icserved. 


MiM  Olivette,  the  "  Star  "  eonbrette,  arrived  the  Other  day 

From  ^ay  "Paree"  ultli  all  lier  '•  Frencliy  "  style; 
She's  nil  the  niKe  now  on  tlie  f>tat;e,  and  all  the  people  say 

A  rtisciiiHiini;  Mii^s,  wiiii  winniuu  smile.  .. 

Willi  u  very,  very  nuiiKbty  wink  she  lifts  her  sltirt  so  flue, 

And  shows  her  dainty  foot  and  aiilile  small; 
A  dasliine,  little  creature,  with  a  kick  that  is  a  featore, 

•Site's  a  hij;  sensation  I  can  tell  you  all. 

CUORITS. 

Have  yon  ever,  ever,  ever  seen  Miss  Olivette: 
Have  you  ever,  ever,  ever  seen  tills  Kay  souhrette: 
As  clever  as  they  make  them,  she's  the  people's  pet; 

This  caplivatiiiK  eirl  lias  caught  the  town; 
The  Hwelletit  on  the  "Boulevard,"  thev  all  declare; 
At  her  8i.>  lisli  kowhs  and  pretty  foot  the  chuppies  stare: 
When  to  flirt  with  her  they  try,  she  Jiiel  smiles  and  winka  bar  eye, 

She's  the  giiyest  little  fiit\  in  town. 

The  swaKKer  set  say  Olivette  is  just  the  proper  thing. 

The  chappies  say  the  one  they  all  adore: 
She's  the  w  liied  and  dined  by  nil  the  Swells — oh,  you  aliould  htar  bcr  aili^; 

She  has  invilnlione  by  the  score. 
Slie's  right  in  line  at  any  time  for  sport  of  any  aort. 

At  tlie  races  she  can  pick  n  winner,  too; 
She's  always  strictly  "  in  It,"  you  can't  lose  her  for  a  minute. 

Oil,  Olivette,  there's  only  one,  that's  you.—  C/iontt. 


Won't  You  Come  to  My  Tea  Party? 


Copyright,  ISSe,  by  A.  U.  Fits. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  MuKle  nt  this  Sonpr.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
dreae,  post-faid.  on  receipt  of  40 cents:  or  this  anil  any  two  other  Somrs  for  One  liollxr, 
by  Henry  J  Wehmnn.  I.'IO  .♦  |:W  I'nik  l{ow.  New  York;  or  8*  *  »7  K  Mndl.on  St  .('liii'ni.'.'. 
writ*  to  eitlier  one  of  tlie  ah  ive  aililresses  for  Free  (^italotrue  of  SoneM,  Sons  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  •(& 


Words  and  Music  by  Alh.  H.  Fits. 


When  I  wan  but  a  little  picuninny, 

JJonii  w  liar'  ile  lillic  iii^'unrs  urow, 
I  lived  wid  my  folks  in  old  Virijinny, 

Uafs  wliiir'  I'se  Imjipy  Iouk  auo. 
Well  do  I  remember  my  old  muiuuiy, 

llow  she'd  take  me  in  her  arms  when  (  would  Cry, 
And  as  she  rocked  me  10  ami  fro  den  off  to  Bleep  I'd  go, 
''    Wni>e  she  SiUii;  to  iiie  dis  lullaby: 

Chorus. 
Rock-a-baby  bye,  hush,  chile,  don't  you  cry. 

Mammy's  iiwlne  to  sliiK  you  now  to  eleepi 
Rock  yer  to  and  fro,  up  and  down  yer  go, 

B>e8s  my  little  honey  but  you'se  sweet. 

When  I  see  dcm  little  nlL'cnrs  on  de  leve«, 

Miiit;ini;  dar  ami  daocint:  In  de  sun, 
8"melimes  my  heart  woiAtl  feel  so  awful  lieavy, 

When  I'd  think  uf  Imme  and  what  old  mammy  done; 
I'd  gather  all  ile  Utile  children  'round  me, 

Tell  'em  stories  tole  to  me  in  years  K^ue  by. 
Wlien  de  hell  uoiiltl  rint;  to  ko,  and  dat  whistle  it  would  blow, 

Id  Bill);  to  deiu  die  dear  old  liilluby: 

Chorus. 

Close  your  little  eye— hneb  now,  don't  yer  cry, 

Slumber  in  drr  shadow  of  de  moon, 
While  I  sing  to  yiiu,  ku  to  sleep,  now  do. 

Mammy's  little  curly-headed  coon. 

When  de  night  was  si  ill  and  de  moon  a-abluin\ 

be  boat  u-workin'  down  de  ribber  alow. 
It  was  dcii  de  darkiea  nse  ter  put  dere  time  In, 

Simrini;  on  de  C"tlon  down  below, 
Dere  I  Ile  aiul  listen,  sad  and  weary, 

T'inkiiij;  of  de  ilear  old  days  Rnuti  by. 
Now  I  'ppect  it  was  n  dream,  for  Hoinetimcs  It  would  seem 

Dui  1  could  hear  dii  dear  old  lallaby:— C'/iomm. 


♦  s  » 


—Colorado  poetry:  "  Tbeeveningfor  her  bftlb  of  dew  is  partially 
undressed;  Tlie  sun  bcbitid  ii  bobtail  flush  is  setting  in  tlie  went; 
The  phiuets  light  the  heavens  with  the  flash  of  their  cigars;  The 
sky  iias  put  its  ui|;ht-shirt  on,  aud  buttoned  it  with  stars." 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir.  arranfred  for  the  piano,  will  I>a  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-)iald,  on  receipt  of  10 cents:  or  this  and  any  t»o  other  Holies  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.  ISO  ,«  1»2  Turk  Row,  New  York:  or  M  *  87  K  Mndlson  St  .Chicago. 
Write  to  either  r>iie  <«r  the  nli<>ve  addreftsen  f<»r  Free  C\»tAto(riie  of  Roofrn,  S'tnic  Books, 
9tis«(  klusle,  Qerman  Song  Books,  L«tter  Witters,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Alb.  H.  Fltx. 


In  our  household  there's  a  treasure,    . 

Full  of  life  so  bright  and  nay. 
On  her  next  birthday  we've  |>r<>uiiscd 

A  party,  she  may  uive  that  day. 
Four  years  old  she'll  be  to-morrow,     .;  ^        ' 

And  with  Joy  she'll  creet  the  day. 
For  when  now  she  meets  her  playmates. 

She  Will  aniile,  and  then  will  say: 

Chorus. 

Won't  yon  come  to  my  tea  party,  all  my  playmates  will  be  there; 
Come  and  lirinu  your  baby  Bweetheurts,  mumiiia  says  that  she  don't  care; 
We  will  have,  oh,  such  a  good  time,  lots  of  sweets,  and,  oh.  such  fun, 
Mumuia  luld  me  to  invite  you  to  my  tea  parly— won't  you  come? 

I've  a  little  itaby  brother. 

Just  as  sweet  as  lie  can  be. 
But  he  can't  Come  to  my  tea  party. 

For  baby's  not  as  liijt;  as  me; 
Only  great  big  hoys  will  be  there. 

And  great  big  girls  like  me  and  yon. 
Now  I'll  give  you  an  invitation. 

Promise  me  you'll  come,  now  do.— CAortM. 

I've  Invited,  oli,  so  many— 

That  ie,  frienils  of  iiiiiie,  like  yon; 
We're  K<»hi{  t<>  ut**'  my  httle  tea-set. 

Yes,  aud  mamnia's  tea-pot,  too. 
Then  I  know  we'll  have  some  candy, 

Aud  a  birUi-ilay  cake  for  me; 
Now  I  know  you  surely  will  come 

Tu>uorrow  afternoon  at  three.— C/(OM«. 

I've  cot  to  lell  my  baby  dolly 

She  can't  come- 1  know  she'll  cry, 
But  she  fell  Into  our  wash-tub, 

I  laid  her  in  tlie  sun  to  dry. 
And  the  uaaghly  wind  was  blowlncr,  ' 

Though  dolly  tbonght  it  was  all  play. 

But,  oh,  dear  me,  when  I  got  to  her. 
The  wind  bad  blown  her  hair  uwny.— Chorus. 


m  »  ^ 


—They  sat  together  in  the  lainp-U^it  aud  read  the  advertising 
coluinnaof  their  local  pai)er,  wher^^  suddculy  exclaimed,  "  Look, 
only  $15  for  a  suit  of  clotheirf"  "Is  it  a  wedding  suit?"  she 
asked.  "  Oh,  no,"  hti  replieti^  "  it  is  a  business  suit."  "  Well,  I 
nuant  btisiness,"  she  repluKl,    That  settled  it. 


— "Your  little  birdie  has  been  very,  very  sick,"  she  wrote  to 
the  j'oung  man.  "  It  was  some  sort  of  nervous  trouble,  and  the 
doctors  said  I  should  have  perfect  rest  and  quiet,  and  that  I  must 
lliiiik  of  nothing — absolutely  nothing.  Aud  all  the  time,  dear 
George,  I  thought  constantly  of  you.'  The  young  man  read  it 
over,  and  then  read  it  through  again  very  slowly,  and  put  it  in  his 
pocket  and  went  out  under  the  silent  stars,  and  kept  thinking,  and 
thinking,  and  thinking.  But  he  didn't  say  anything.  He  only 
keiit  thinking. 


i 


.    r' 


k-:,^;v;.i 


i 


pp 


Arm  Ymm  Wi 


M  aOftT  •  •>««»«« 


tW  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  of  fhls  Song  will  bo 
aent  to  any  addreaa  by  mail,  post>pald,  on  reoelpt  of 
26o.,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN,  130  8r  132  Park  Row,  NEW 
YORK;  or  86  fr  87  E.  Madiaon  Street,  CHICAOO.  .Mi 

U.Ud  Take  My  Place  At  Home.Agsfc 


ChoruB. 


AaifoattM  t»    >    «iU  Umi,  Then    kt    m*  tak«  B17  plao*  at  boo*   •  gtim.. 


r»H»l.«»r.w»  «,■■—»)  Wanu* 
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tW  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  of  thia  Song  will  be 
aent  to  any  addreaa  by  mail,  poat-pald,  on  receipt  of 
30o.,  by  H.  d.  WEHMAN,  130  «t  132  Park  Row,  NEW 
YORK;  or  86  ft  87  K-  MMUton  StrMt,  OHiOAOO.  .ja 
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CI^~  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  of  thla  Song  will  be 
aent  to  any  addreaa  by  mall,  poat-paid,  on  receipt  of 
26e.,  by  H.  «l.  WEHMAN,  ISO  &  132  Park  Row,  NEW 
YORK;   or  86  ft  87  E.  Madiaon  Street,  CHICAOO.  .^ 

THE  UNIVERSITY  OP  CHICAGO. 

TWO-STEP  MARCH, 

Composed  by  GEORGE  H.  BRAMHALL. 


^Hf^  ^^r^  .]=«=*  J=^ 


It^  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  f»f  thla  March  will  be 
aent  to  any  addreaa  by  mall,  poat-pald,  on  reoelpt  of 
80e.,  by  H.  J.  WCItpiAN,  130  ft  132  Park  Row,  NKH 
YORKi  or  •«  ft  87 1.  Madiaon  Street,  ONI^AOO. 
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t^~  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  of  thie  Song  will  be 
sent  to  any  address  by  mall,  post-paid*  on  receipt  of 
25o.,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN,  I30  &  132  Park  Row,  NEW 
YORK;  or  85  &  87  E.  Madison  Street,  CHICAOO.  .M2 


When  the  Little  Ones  Are  Coming  Home  feimScbcoI. 


R«fyaliu. 


Music  by  CHAS.  GRAHA»L\ 

^^•"    «*•        Ut         tU      ODW      »r»      cum   iii«       hua*    (row       tchool, Wllh  i 


^^'--]fjg 


<U>. CklldkMd    tf>r>  «>M  bMk  lo  BiBd,  WM**-, 


iparkUag  a^n*  •ixl  bmnwUbiaf  m        ten. 


^^^fN^^' 


C^~  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  of  this  Song  will  be 
sent  to  any  address  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  reoeipt  of 
2Se.,  by  H.  J.  WEHINAN,  ISO  ti  13^  Park  Row,  NEW 
YORK}  or  as  Ik  07  K.  Madison  Street,  ONIOAOO.  .jg 


Tfte  Sir!  JVext  IDoor. 


WmU  aat  H^a  hy  WIIX  ■>  niB&T.  J» 


'  CinMt.  Mi«rar*.  »*  Haw  >  « 


CS^  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  of  tills  Song  will  be 
sent  to  any  address  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
25c.,  by  H.  J.  WEHIMAN,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  NEW 
YORK;  or  86  flk  87  E.  Madison  Street,  CHICAOO.  .^ 


WITH  k  WIFE,  AND  A  NEAT  LiniE  HOME. 

Chorus.       ^o^  •«*  **o^  *>r  Ch*s..  Graham. 
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C^  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  of  this  Song  will  be 
sent  to  any  address  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  reoeipt  of 
280m  by  H.  il.  WEHMAN,  ISO  ft  132  Park  Row,  NEW 
YORK  I  or  SS  ft  87  K.  Madloon  Sti— •.  OmCAttO.    m% 


rU  mU  TO  TELL.  Oil  YOll,  KATIE. 


Vadi  lai  HuU  b;  OW.  C  OVABML, 
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•ci        lag  to.  Too'r*        b*ra       flirt      .      ug  All         Ite       day. 


(•cv.»tin*T  J  •tmuAB. 


g^  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  of  this  Song  will  bo 
sent  to  any  address  by  mail,  post-paid*  on  receipt  of 
26e.,  by  H.  <f.  WEHMAN,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  NEW 
YORK;   or  86  <t  87  E.  Madison  Street,  CHICAGO.  ..^ 

JBST  A  LITTLE  BORE  THAN  THAT. 
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kaov  lb*  «>)  lk<7  l» 

kmcm  Ib4  w>7  tbtj  1* 

fcaev  Um  vaj  tbay  d» 

kaav  tb*  wmj  ibay  da 


L  kr  avat  t.  whul. 


y^  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  of  this  Song  will  be 
sent  to  any  address  by  mail,  post-paid,  en  receipt  of 
2So.,  by  H.  Ja  WEHMAIt,  ISO  Ic  132  Park  Row,  NEW 
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LOVE  WILL  urn  ME  BACK  ACAINI 


TmptH  TalaL 


Chorus. 


Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  SKBLLV. 
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!;W  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  of  this  Song  will  be 
sent  to  any  address  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
26e.,  by  H.  d.  WEHMAN,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  NEW 
YORK;  or  85  &  87  E.  Madison  Street,  CHiCAOO.  .^ 
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II[^°  A  Complete  Piano  Copy  of  this  Song  will  be 
sent  to  any  address  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
26o.,  by  Ha  da  WEHMAN,  I30  Ic  132  Park  Row,  NEW 
i7  E.  Madison  Str—tjCMICAOy. 
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NEW    BOOK   OF 


PARLOR  GAMES 


PRICE  2B  CENTS. 

*■  Within  the  iMtrei  of  thia  book,  yoonK  and  old  nwy  flnd 
fan,  trollo  and  aeutlment  for  vtvtj  mind,"  for  It  ooDtalna 

a  large  and  chole*  col- 
lection of  iie»  and  ort- 
Klnal  irames  for  parlor 
and  flre^Ula,  for  wlilcta 
wit,  action,  niemorj', 
gal  ianCry ,  n«cromano7, 
8clt>nc«  and  the  arti  ara 
brought  to  play  Im- 
portant part*,  t'tfrethrr 
with  charmaand  Incan- 
tations; aJ«o  how  to 
present,  and  the  drama 
of  "  Punch  and  Judy." 
The  followlntr  I*  a  Itrief 
iiummai7  of  what  thIa 
book  containii,  namely: 
Games  reqiiirlnK  mem- 
ory and  attention,  niaea 
and  catch  ganiea,  for- 
feits, games  of  action, 
frames  requiring  wit 
and  liitellitienoe.  game* 
for  All  Hallowe'en,  and 
a  variety  of  miacel- 
laneoiia  gamea  and 
tricks:  literary  enigmas 
—In  fact,  mat«rla1  enongh  to  entertain  any  parlor  or  flrs- 
alde  gatiieriug.  It  <>ut;ht  to  be  in  tlis  hands  of  STery 
toTsr  of  home  amusement,  as  It  Is  sold  at  a  pripethat 
plaeea  It  within  reach  of  everybody.  Price  28  OontS 
Vtr  eopy.  by  mall,  poat-paidt  or  6  ooplea  tor  9L 


WEHMAN'5 

PRAOTICAl. 


POULTRY 


T'^s 


PRICE  2a  CENTS* 

ThIa  new  Praetleal  Poaltrv  Book  fills  a  loRfrfelt  want 
toraoomplete  and  standard  guide  for  the  breeding  and 
management  of  poultry  for  domestic  use  and  the  marketai 
the  bolldlng  of  h'-nnerleB,  and  models  therefor;  Incuba- 
tors, e<rg  batching  etc.  «\e  aie  informed,  from  good 
•Othnrtty,  that  many  old-fashlnned  fanners  are  inclined 
to  diaeredit the  stat«in»nt  that  there  is  Money  In  Poultry— 
whyt  because  they  «re  Milt  posted  In  the  new  and  Improved 
Ideas  III  poultry  mansKeinent.  A  llctle  trial  of  the  rules 
laid  down  In  this  book  will  soon  dispel  all  mLiglvlnga  In 
(his  direction,  and  tend  to  convince  the  most  sceptical 
ttaatUiere  is  money  in  poultr>  keeping.  Every  farmer, 
•TM7  breeder,  -very  poultry  dealer,  every  man  or  woman 
bavins  available  ground,  every  person  having  one  or 
lorafowls,  ought  to  secure  a  copy  of  this  book  at  once— 

•a  it  means  dollars  and 
oents  ill  their  pockets 
If  its  instructions  ara 

Sractlced— perhaps  af- 
uence  U  conducted  as 
a  business.  Any 
farmer,  or  breeder, 
or  poultry  dealer  who 
hasn't    a    copy     of 

^KHMAN'S     PlUCnCAI. 

I' oi;l.tkt  Book  is  not 
abreast  of  the  timea, 
and  Is  losing  mooM 
•very  day  that  be  m 
without  it.  The  follow- 
Inv  ai  e  a  small  portion 
of  the  topics  treated  In 
this  book  :  —  How  to 
st«i-t  and  stock  a  hen- 
nery; poultry  hotisei^ 
cheap  and  expensive; 
yards,  coop*  and  eo- 
cKnures;  poultry  keep- 
ing for  proflt;  poultry 
I  on  a  large  scale.  Poul- 
try raising  as  a  busl- 
Baas:  feeding  and  laying;  Winter-egg  production;  the 
hatching  period,  prepariiit;  nestii  for  sliteis;  Spring  bree«l- 
tngof  poultry;  the  hens  for  faniieis;  how  to  produce 
Ikyers;  good  and  cheap  Incubators;  how  to  raise  artifl- 
•lally  batched  chickens;  caponlcing;  pa'-king  egtrs  for 
narket;  packing  poultry  for  market;  feeding  hoppers; 
drinking  fountains  and  grain  chests;  eggs  and  pullets; 
preeervliig  eggs;  diseases  of  fxjultry:-  Chicken  cholera, 
MP,  gapes,  roup.  Hcoly  l.-gs,  lice,  egg  eating,  crop  bound 
rowls.  etc.;  the  ph  mouth  nx-ks;  the  wyaiulottes,  tha 
brown  leghorns;  the  golden  spanirled  crested  polish:  the 
White  cre8te<l   black  polnnds;    the  Ungfhans;  the  silver 

8angle<l  hamburghs;  the  houilans;  the  bufT  cncbins; 
e  white  cochins;  the  white  lei/horns;  the  golden  pen- 
ciled batiiburgb*;  the  white  shanghnes;  the  la  flecbe 
fowls,  tliegiay  dorkings;  the  brahmas;  gamefowls;  ban- 
tams, etc.;  management  "f  cl  iokens;  raialnv  turkeys; 
nttenlng  geese,  etc.    This  book  Is  replete  with  every- 
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thing  worth  knowing   about  the  breeding  and  maiisge- 

it  of  poultry,  etc.    Do  not  delay  In  sending  for  it,  yoa 

never  have  and  never  can  moke  a  better  investment  for 


r,  etc.    Do  not  delay  In  sending  for  it,  yoa 

J  never  can  moke  a  better  investment  for 

•quarter.   Price  20  Cents  peroopy,  by maU.poat-iMld. 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PRICK    as    OEWTS» 

This  book,  the  second  of  the  series,  contains  the  follow- 
big  selection  of  popular  recitations,  namely:— A<'roasth« 
brfdga  he  goee— Archie  Dean  — An  Irishman's  letter- 
Atheist  ana  aoom— A  last  look— Betsy  and  1  are  oat — 
Betsy  destroys  the  paper— Betsv  und  I  hafe  bust  ap— 
Banty  Tim-Brakeman  at  churen— Boas  tramp— Bed-boc 
—Bad  whiskey— Bernardo  del  Carpio— Bootblack— Burial 
of  Sir  John  Moor*— BUI  Mason's  ride— Christmas  Day  In 

the  work-house— Casey 
at  the  bat-<'allbre  nfty- 
tour  —  Collier's  dying 
Child  —  Ooney  lalaiid 
down  der  bay  —  Coti- 
vict's  tl  ream— Charcoal 
man— Don't  bo  tazlng 
me— Dying  gladiator — 
Drunkard's  dream  — ' 
Dt  vater-miu  —  Der 
drummer— Dyin*  vorda 
of  Isaac— Dot  lambs  vuC 
Uary  haf  got—  Draftea 
-  Diver  —  Dude  —  Der 
plumber— Der  oak  und 
aer  vine  —  Pace  upon 
the  floor—  Foreclosiira 
of  Uie  mortgage— Fire- 
man's wedding  —  Go 
vay.  Becky  Miller  — 
How  we  tried  to  whip 
the  teacher— Her  lovera 
-How  Micky  got  kilt  In 
the  wai^How  "  Buby  '• 
played  —  Increase  of 
crime— Irlah  wife— In  a 
eellar  In  Sobo— Kitchen  dock-Klsa  In  achool— Kelley'i 
dream— Kissing  in  the  street- Liberty  enlightens  the 
world— Larry's  on  the  force— Ma's  baby  —  Mulcahey'a 
•ooner  dog— Montgomery  Guards  of  Boshton— Maclalne'a 
child— Han  who  rode  to  Conemangh— HiirlUo's  trance — 
Money  musk-Mona's  waters— McQonlgle'a  gama  doo:— 
Monks'  magnincat— New  church-onran— Only  a  pin- On 
the  Rappahannock— Orphan  boy— Pat's  mistake  and  Q 
other  popniar  selectlona  Price  28  OsntS  per  copy,  by 
uall,  poit-pald',  or  6  copies,  to  one  addreaa,  for  %L 


•^JfrEOXULAJ^Vm 


ni  S  Hi 


SONG  BOOK-No.  2 

PRICE  as  CENTS. 

This  book,  the  second  of  the  serlea,  eontahw  US  popalar 
eomioand  sentimental  Iiliih  songs  and  ballads  not  f<>and 
In  No.  1  Book— a  few  of  which  we  will  name  here,  via: — 
A  handful  of  earth— An  agricultural  Irish  girl— An  Irish 
talrdav— Bridget  Donahue  Bold  Jack  Donahoe— Rrlght 
Emerald  Isle  of  the  sea-  Bright  little  spot  on  the  ocean- 
Colleen  Bawn— Casey's  whUkey— Dan  O'Brien's  raffle — 
Fine  old  Irlflh  gentleman—  Flanlgan,  the  lodger— Qlve  an 

liuneat  Iritb  lad  a  chance— Oreen  linnet— Garden  where 

the  praties  grow  — 
Oood-bye,  Mike,  Good- 
bye, Pat— Green  above 
the  red— Heenan  and 
Bayers  —  How  Paddy 
Stole  the  rope— Paddy 
Carey  —  Inniakllleu 
dragoon  —  Irish  spree 
—  Iiiah  Molly,  O  —  Is 
that  Mr.  Kelllyf-  I'm 
proud  I'm  an  Irishman 
bom— Iri»h  lovelrtters 
— Irish  schoolmaster- 
Jolly  Irishman  —  Just 
to  show  my  respeots  to 
McOliinIa  —  John 
Mitchell  —  Johnny 
Doyle— Lads  who  live 
in  Ireland—  Lamenta- 
tion of  Johnny  Reel— 
I^kea  of  Cold  Finn— 
lamentation  of  Jamea 
Rodgers  — MacKeiina's 
dream  —  Mantle    so 

fireen— Morrlssey   and 
_  leenan   fight  —  Man 

that  struck  O'Tlara  —  My  bonnv  laboring  boy  —  Mr. 
McAnally  anil  his  ould  high  bat— My  father  sould  chai^ 
coal-Mrs.  MclAUghltn's  party-Over  the  mountaiu-Old 
leather  breeches— <)ld  bog  hole— Peggy  O',\loore  — Pat 
Roach  at  the  play— Poor  Irlnh  minstrel- Pat's  not  so 
black  as  he's  been  painted— T>retty  Mary,  the  dairyman's 
dauffbter-Paddv  Magee's  dream-Paddy  Shay-  Paddy 
Milaa— Petticoat  lane— Rocky  road  to  Dublin— Remember, 
boy,  you're  Irish— Rose  of  I'ralee— Kambl.  r  from  Clare-- 
Kiver  Roe— Sullivan  and  Kilralii  fltrht— There  never  waa 
a  coward  where  the  nhainrock  grows— Tlpperary  Chria- 
tening— Teddy  McOlynn  —  Three  leaves  of  shamrock— 
Whert  Is  Kathleen!-  Whr  Paddy's  alwa\s  p»or-and  M 
other  equally  popular  songs.  Price  2S  Cents  per 
oooy,  by  mall,  poat-pald;  or  6ooplcs.  to  one  address,  (or  9L 


^T^TSSZlifiV^T'S 


COOKBOOK 


A  Practical  and  Reliable  Guide  to  Every-Da| 
Cookery,  by  an  Experienced  Housekeeper. 


PRICE  as  CENTSe 

Thli  woilr  OB  Cookery  hMMveral  notewortby  featorM 
entirely  distinct  from  any  heretofore  published.  It  Is  ar- 
ranged ao  that  the  housewife  can  tell  at  a  glance  tha 
time  neoesMUT  to  cook  any  dish  or  article  of  diet.    It  alao 

fivea  aoma  pracUcsa  hinta  and  sugrKeationa  for  selectt&v 
ha  varloos  meats,  vegetablea,  etc..  aa  well  ••  dlrectlunt 
(or  piaaarvliig,  sturlns  and  keeping  them.    Special  atten- 

tlon  ispaid  toecooomr, 

and  an  effort  Is  mad* 
to  remove  the  reproach 
which  justly  clings  to 
American  cookery,  of 
being  extravagant  and 
wasteful  without  betng 
ralatable  and  healthfnl 
Full    instructions    ara 

fiven  to  prepare,  all 
inds  of  Pies.  Pudding* 
Cakee,  JelHes.  eta,  as 
well  as  preparing  and 
conking  all  kinds  of 
Meats,  Soups,  Gravies, 
Fish,  VeKetaliles,  etc.. 
Ill  an  economical  and 
apt>etlzlng  manner.  It 
alsij  contains  oonslder- 
able  miscellaneous  In- 
formation pertaining 
to  the  houseliaid,  such 
a«  Removing  Kitchen 
Odors.  Greaae  Bpo'S, 
Iron  Stains,  Ink  Spots 
In  Books;  Cleaning, 
Booartng,  Receipts  for  Washlnr,  etc.,  and  a  variety  of 
others  equally  us^-ful  and  necegsai  y  to  the  housekeeper 
or  cook.  These  features  make  this  work  the  best,  moat 
practical,  and  popniar  cook  book  ever  Issued.  This  book 
will  be  sent  by  mail,  poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  20  Cents 
In  silver  or  poatage  stamps.  Si'eciau— Vive  copies,  to  one 
address,  for  §1.  Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  In  with 
you  at  ts  cents  each,  making  %\  In  all,  and  thereby  gat 
your  own  book  free  of  cbarse. 


BUDGET  OF 


joke:s 


PRICE  as  CENTS. 

This  new  Badget  of  Jokes  baa  been  "latinched  Into 
existence  "  with  a  rich  cargo  of  Rlt>-Tlckllng,  Rlde-SpU^ 
ting,  BtittouBiirstliig' Jokes  and  Wlttlcisnis-«m  bracing 
Irlah  Bnlb.  Dutch  Cnmlcallties,  Yankee  Yams.  Comical 
Hlta,  Flowers  of  Wit.  Ez<<rutlatlng  Jokes,  End-Men's 
Jokes.  Jolly  Joke«.  Ludicrous  Drolleries,  Sable  Witticisms, 

' touch  the  funny  bona" 
every  time.    It  Is  not 


and  many  other  kinds  that  will 


■aylog  too  much  that 
this  Book  contains  a 
(rood  part  of  the  choky 
Mt  hnmor  In  the  Eng- 

ll5h  language,  inter- 
larded with  Irish  aad 
German  wit  and  hu- 
mor. It  can  be  safely 
recommende<l  as  a 
**  remedy  for  the  most 
obstinat*  case  of 
Bluee."  We  feel  safe 
In  saying  that  this 
t>ook  n  111  rank  with  tha 
best  humorous  hooka 
ever  ptibliBheit.  Every 
page  Is  "Imillng  over 
with  mirth  and  hl- 
Urity"-in  fact,  tha 
whole  book  Is 
"crammed,  jammed, 
heaped  up  und  running 
over"  "Ith  pure  and 
fresh  English,  Irish 
and  German  VVIt  and 
Humor.  If  there  ever 
was  a  book  published  that  will  please  you.  it  Is  this  one, 
aa  It  affords  fun  for  a  life  time.  It  will  prove  a  flrst^class 
medium  tlirough  which  to  entertain  your  friends  with 
Ineffable  pleasure.  All  the  great  Humorists  of  the  day 
will  refer  tu  It.  because  they  cun  bud  in  It  material  ap- 
propriate for  any  occasion.  Now,  reader,  it  will  My  yon 
to  send  for  this  book,  as  you  will  get  ten  times  26  cents' 
worth  of  fun  out  of  it.  It  contains  IIS  pages,  with  hand- 
some cover,  and  Is  a  flrst-clafa  book  In  every  respect. 
Price  25  Cents  percoiiy,by  mall,  post-paid.  Get  four 
of  your  rrieiids  to  club  In  with  you  at  26  ceilta  e«u:h,  mak- 
ing $1.00  lu  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  tree  oC 
charge. 


SPBCIAI,.—Any  £ve  ajc.  J 
on  ibis  page  for  $i,oo»     <     ; ,. 
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Books 


Address  all  orders  to  either  onr  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you.  ' : , 

HENRY  Ji  WEHMANi  PuMishsri  ]  ss  a  07  xi  Maxiieo^'st.f  omoSSco. 


COMPLETE 


LETTER  WRITER 


PRICE  2B  CENTS. 

^  tut  totbe  flrat  time  that  a  book  has  been  pnbllsbed  that 
plainly  teaches  hOW  to  write  a  letter.  It  8howB 
Olcarly  all  the  bliindors  and  mistakes  R|>t  t<'  he  made  by 
an  lnvz)i«rieiiced  writer,  and  makes  ii>anife«t,  in  the 
■Iropleet  way,  the  ppop«r  method  of  avoliiim.-  and  rectify- 
ing aach  blunders  and  mititakeo,  whether  they  occur  in 
the  Bi«llinK,  the  |iuii''t<iatioii,<>i'their'amniar.  Thiubook 
explains  all  the  details  of  coiiespondence,  whether  relat- 
ing to  the  form, the  penmanship,  the<lirectinf;,  foUline, 
And  lending  of  a  uoto  or  a  letter.     Ttiere  are  in  this  boolc 

Taliinhle     hints     alM'Ut 

Love,  Courtship 
and   Marrlaset 

eliowiiig  in  what  m.vle 
lovfis  sli'iuld  indite 
e  p  i  s  1 1  e  a.     Tliei  c  are 

{;ivcn  all  the  various 
eltei-s  that  arise  in  the 
course  of  business:  Ask- 
tiiR  for  money .  request- 
IhK  time,  encloainpr  re- 
mittance, askinK  avsiflt- 
ance,  reasons  f"r  re- 
fuMil.  from  tenants  to 
landlords  on  difFeient 
siilijects.  with  land- 
lords' replies,      Tlien— 

and  this  Is  a  very 
Important  fea- 
ture —  there  la  shown 
the  lef^al  inip'ilnnooof 
a  letter;  and  explana- 
tions aie  given  upon 
the  exact  menninif  of 
expressions  used  In 
wrttlnirthatmay  be  bron^ht  ItitoC'urt  in  liiitratinns.    It 

alw>  0  .uuias  the  art  of  abbreviating  writlngi 

sothat  any  one  can.wiih  pr.-ictioc,  wriie  with  Ihoiupidity 
of  the  Mhorthaiid  writer.  In  fact,  the  following;  (leisons 
all  require  this  book:  Yonnir  ladies  and  young  prcntlo- 
men.  wiven  and  husbands,  widows  and  bachcluiSifaimers 
and  traders,  the  sick  and  tho  well,  KildieiK  ana  sailois, 
ni'tthers  and  fatheis,  daughters  and  sons,  pivei-s  and  re- 
ceivers of  presents,  the  educnted  and  Uie  illiteriite.  But 
It  vould  take  pa«re  after  pajre  to  bcKln  to  enumerate  all 
the  different  clasaee  to  whom  **Thl8  Complete 
l^atter  Writer"  w<>nld  pmye  au  invaluable  com- 
panion. There  is  BothlnK  worth  knowing  in  ony  other 
letter  writer  not  to  be  found  l>ere,  while  there  are  many 
thinirs  of  importance  here  not  to  be  found  in  any  other 
book.    Notwithstanding  all  these  good  points,  it  Is  onlv 

as  Cents  a  copy .  and  is  sentat  that  price,  ptx't-pald, 
any  part  of  the  United  State!  or  Canada.    Bradaif— 
rive  books  tor  One  OolUb 


^JV^HSULAN^ 


I  Fll  S  Fl 


SONG  BOOK-No.  1 

PRICE  2g  CENTS. 

Ttita  book,  the  first  of  the  series,  contains  the  following 
eoUection  ui  popular  Irish  sonus,  namely:— An  Irisbmanl 
toast- Anirel's  wlilsiiei— Banks  of  CUudy  —  Bkickhird  — 
Bard  of  Armagh— Beautiful  l^lo  of  the  sea— Bonny  hunch 
of  roaes— Barney  McCoy— Banks  of  Btandywine— Br^-an 
O'Lynii— Bells  of  Shandon— Blarney— Beautifnl  shamrock 
Of  old  Ireland— Biddy  McCarthy— Believe  nie,  if  all  thoee 

•DdeariDg  yuungcliarmg— Biiigeu  on  the  ttbine— Brennen 

on  the  moor  —  Bona- 
parte on  Saint  Helena 
— Boyi  of  Kilkenny- 
Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 
— (^shliimacrec— Cap- 
tain Dwyer  —  Croppy 
boy  —  Come  back  to 
Bin— Cow  that  ate  the 
piper— Dear  Irish  boy 
—  Dermott  Astliore  — 
Duhlln  Bay  —  Doian's 
ass-Death  of  Saixfleld 
-  Dear  harp  of  my 
country  —  Dear  little 
colleen  —  Dl«rg:ln(t  for 
grould  —  Dear  little 
Miamrock— Dublin  Car- 
m      A^  ^_  m     I  man  —  Donnelly    and 

\  ^^  ^H  ^A  Cooper  —  Erin   is   my 

'■/^^^k  ^^k  home— Exile's  lament 

'      '^^  ^^-        -  ^^^^  —Erin's  green  shoi-e— 

No  Irish  need  apply— 
Exile  of  Erin-Erin  fro 
bragh  —  Erin's  lovely 
home  —  Eiln,  mavour- 
neen  —  Father  Tom 
O'Nell— Fenians'  Escape— Fmir-leaved  shamrock-  Qreen 
mnaay  banks  of  the  Lee — Green  fields  of  Ainericn— God 
save  Ireland— Great  men  lliatlreland  hasseen-Olii  I  left 
behind  me— God  bless  you,  colleen  —  Harp  that  once 
throUfrh  Tara's  halls— Home  rule  for  Ireland— Mat  me 
father  wore  —  Irish  strantfer- Iilshinan's  ihaiity- Irish 
Celleen— I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  were  poor 
—Ireland  will  yet  he  free— Irish  irirl- Jennie,  ,he  lower 
of  Kildare— Kathleen  Havourneen  —  Killamey  -  iCate 
Kearney- Katty  Avoumeen— Kat«  O'Brien- Kitty  Tyrrell 
— Land  leafcue  band— Let  Erin  rememl>er  the  days  of  old 
— Uunent  ot  the  Irish  emigrant— Legacy  —  Limertek  is 
beaatlfnl— and  <MI  other  favorite  Irish  songs.  Price  25Ci 
perconr,  b/  mail, poet-paid^  or(«opti9.,tooiMadaresa. 


WIZARDS  MANUAL 


PRICE  26  CENTS. 

The  srreateet  book  ever  Isstied  of  its  kind;  aeomplete 
compendium  of  the  se-rets  of  the  nia^dcian,  mind  reader 
and  ventriloquist.  Fully  explained  and  illustrated.  It 
explains:-  How  to  produce  cabbages  from  a  hot — How  to 
make  rings  appear  and  uisappeai— How  to  chanife  pa|>er 
and  hran  to  milk  and  sutrar— How  to  pr«du(;e  Are  from 
your  moutn— How  to  make  a  person  float  in  air- How  to 
do  all  kinds  of  card  tricks— How  to  do  all  the  latest  coin 
tricke— How  to  cut  a  lady  in  halve*— How  to  produce 

bowls  of  fl  h  from 
handkerchiefs  —  How 
to  grow  flowers  in 
empty  vases  liiKtantly 
—How  lodotHekc  with 
dominoes  and  dice  — 
How  to  do  wonderful 
tricks  with  handWei^ 
chiefs— How  to  do  Kel- 
lar's  ring  trick— How 
to  make  large  objects 
vanish  — How  to  pro- 
cure eg^s  from  a  lioy'a 
mouth— How  to  restore 
a  smashed  watch  — 
How  to  do  the  great 
box  trick— How  to  do 
all  "spiiit"  mysteiies 
— How  to  make  ghosts 
apiiear  —  How  to  per- 
form the  Daveiipoi  t  il- 
lusions—Uuw  to  make 
a  cane  seem  alive  — 
How  to  make  a  coin 
answer  qnestlons— How 
to  do  vanishing  lady 
trick- How  to  do  hundreds  of  other  marvellous  feats  of 
letrerdeinain.  This  marvellous  book,  wriiton  by  a  noted 
expert,  JU)t  only  tella  just  how  to  perform  the  most  won- 
derful feats  in  the  catn-gory  of  magic,  but  how  to  read 
thought.^.  It  la  a  fact  that  you  can  resd  a  person's 
tlioUk;hi8,  HO  that  yon  can  reveal  numbers  or  nniiies 
th 'ui;ht  of ,  find  hidden  articles,  etc.  You  can  doit. 
Every  seen  t  is  iinf  nhied  so  clearly  that  even  children  can 
learn.  This  celebrated  book  tells  how  to  become  a  ven- 
triloqnist,  making  vuicea  apparently  emanato  from  boxes, 
empty  rooms,  chimneys,  t-unks,  loads  of  liay,etc.,aiidiii- 
Btructs  you  Just,  how  to  '•tliiow  your  voice"  so  as  to  make 
wooden  iniaif  es  appear  to  Cull:  and  ping.  You  can  give  a 
loiior  performance  in  Mflgic,  Mind  Rending  and  Ventrilo- 

?>ilem  after  you  havectu<lied  this  book  a  few  hours.  l>on't 
ail  to  get  it:  rememl>er  that  It  is  tho  best  and  cheapest 
volume  on  these  Mihjectsever  issued.  It  explains  many 
illusions  never  before  revenled  In  print,  guarded  secrets 
of  the  Science  of  Legerdemain  and  Psycbolos7.  Frio* 
25  Cents  V^  oopy>  by  mail,  post-paid.  * 


•W-EHLffAN-'S 


FOR  WOMEN 

.-    BY  THE  wrrcHEa 

This  Book  gives  1520  infallible  answers  to  all  quesflont 
that  may  interest  women  in  every  position  in  IHa, 

PRiCE  2B  CENTS*  ^ 

Fbom  Tns  wiTCHM :— Youiig  woman, yonoountyonrW 

years  and  hopel  Miss  or  Mrs.,  you  consider  your  28  years 

and   sigh:    Miss  of years,  the  very  thought  of  "old 

maid  "  makes  you  shudder!    Mrs. you  are  a  widow, 

and  should  not  wish  for  any  consolation  I  All  of  you  are 
daughters  Of  Eve,  the  inquisitive,  and  have  many  wishes 
to  gratify,  muny  desires  to  satisfy.  The  dark  future  dis- 
quiets, the  present  troubles  the  mind.  You  are  more  or 
less  beautiful,  more  or  less  happy,  at  least  make  claim  to 

happiness.  Above  all, 
you  seek  knowledge  as 
to  your  prospects  in  life 
whether  good  or  111  for- 
tune awaits  you;  whe- 
tlier  yon  will  ever  or 
always  be  loved:  who 
and  whatyoui  husband 
will  be;  whether  you 
will  enjoy  blissful  hap- 
piness; whether  —  in 
fact,  a  multitude  of 
things  that  cause  the 
h' ait woniment  Well, 
we  Witches  know  all  of 
you,  and  your  troubles 
and  anxieties:  and  as 
we  read  your  heart,  we 
will  unveil  the  mys- 
teries of  the  future. 
Being  cousins- german 
to  Beelzebub,  we  can 
Instinct  jou  concern- 
Snv.  matters  which  inte- 
rest you  must.  Let  us 
peep  into  ihem,  and 
pray,  be  not  afraid  of  us,  for  we  have  been  fresh  and  rosy 
even  like  unto  you.  Take  us  into  the  retiracy  of  your  bed- 
chamber, and  there,  upon  your  piliow,  we  will  reveal  to 
you  all  that  vou  may  seek  to  know,  for  we  posse  on  the 
power  of  the  Pythian  oracle,  and  wiU  tell  good  fortune  to 
the  fair,  and  her  portion  to  the  unfair.  This  book  will  be 
sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25Ca  in  silver  or 
Mistage  stamps.  OT  SFEXTIAL— Five  copies  for  $1.  Get 
Jour  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  85  cents  each, 
making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  free  of 
charge.  Clean  and  unused  Dnited  States  one  or  two<ient 
postal^  stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  ffoods.  ^ 


5as5r:iq 


SELECTION  OP 


R 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PRICE    2B    OENTSe 

Thh  book,  the  first  of  the  eeries,  contains  the  followtof 
selection  of  popular  recitations,  namely. — Asleep  at  tii* 
switch— Arab's  fai-ewell  t.>  his  steed— Annie  and  Willie's 
pmyer— A  yallerdoig's  love  for  a  nigger— Antony  and 
Cleoi>alra— A  roller-rink  romunce— Bnttlo  of  Foiitenoy — 
Beauiifiil  siiow-Bintteii  on  the  Rhine— Bridge— narfaarft 
Frietehle— Ba.«e-bcJI — C'lrfew   must    not    ring    to-ni|rht— 

Ciianre  of  the  light  brlgtule— Der  ratter  of  the  shiiiglee— 

uylng  Calif onitan  — 
Dot  stupporn  pony  — 
Durkius'^  night  -  l>er 
baby  —  Dot  baby  off 
mine— Dying  soldier — 
Daachen,  on  the  Hlilne 

—  Excelsior  —  Fast 
freight- Guilty  or  not 
^ilty-  Gambler's  wif* 

—  Gladiator—  How  tb« 
eates  oama  oJor  — 
Hornet's  neet  —  Home 
attractions— I  must  b* 
Uiet«  on  New  Year's 
day— IrlKh  philoaophar 

—  Jim  Bliidso  -  last 
hymn— lisedle  Yawoob 
tF'mxa»  —  Life  is  but  a 
iranie  of  card*  —  Level 
and  the  square  —  Lips 
that  touch  liquor  shall 
never  touch  mine  — 
Little  Meg  and  I  — 
Moneyless  man  —  Mule 
Stood  on  the  steamboat 
deck  -  Maniac  -  Moth- 
er's fool— Maud  Muller  in  Dutch— Hiss  Maloney  on  th* 
Chinese  question- No  sect  in  heaven- Noboily's  mule— 
N'>b.>dy's  child— Old  man  in  the  model  church— O'Reilly's 
billy  goat— Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-house — Old  saylnas 
—Old  oaken  bucket— 'Ostler  Joe— Only  aglil-Pollsli  bey 
— Pleai«  don't  sell  my  father  mm— Raven— Rlohmotid  oa 
the  Jaiiiee— Bory  of  the  hill— Romance  of  a  hammock — 
Bheridan's  ride— Shamus  O'Brien— and  S6  other 
selectiona  Price  1 
paid;  or  6  copies,  to  < 


NEW  EDITION  OF  NOYLE'S 


CARD  GAMES 


A  Book  replete  with  ttie  law*  that  govara 
Card  Games  of  all  kinds. 

eOHTAlNINO    ALL    THE    STANDARD    RULES     FOB 
SHUFFLING,  CUTTINQ,  DEALING  AND  PLAYUiO   , 
OF  CARDS  IN  AMERICA.    (Illustrated,) 

PRICE  25  CENTS. 

The  fascination  that  attaches  to  card  playing,  both  for 
amusement  and  gain,  is  only  circumscribed  by  the  booo- 
dariesof  civllizntion,and  the  nuinlterand  styl.-*  of  games 
are  as  multiple  as  the  leaves  in  Vallambroso.  It  has  been 
otir  effort  to  bring  together  within  this  book  all  the  gams* 
kn')wn  to  iiiodern  playeis.  and  also  maiiv  whieli  have  not. 
In  general,  become  popular,  as  yet,  on  this  side  "tlis  big 
pond."    The  f  oUowiiig  are  a  few  of  the  games  treated  la 

this  book:— All  Four*— 

All  Fives  —  Auoiioa 
Pitch  —  Baccarat  — 
Bezique  —  BoMon  — 
BitMf  —  Cassino  —Cali- 
fornia Jack— Catch  th« 
Ten  —  Commercial 
ritch  —  Cooii  Can  — 
Crihiiage  —  Donilao 
Whist-  Draw  Poker— 
Bcai  te— Euchre— FSra 
—Five  or  Nine— Forty- 
Five— Fiench  BoatoB— 
French  Enchre  — ' 
Fren'-h  Whl,t  —  Or*, 
bouche— H  earta — Jack 
Potn  —  Lansquenet  — • 
Loo— Mistitrna  —  Nap»> 
leon— New  market— Old 
Sledge— Pedro  SancM 

—  Pinocle  —  Piquet— 
Pitch-l'oker  -QuinM 

—  Railroad  Encnrs — 
Kainsoh  —  Rou^  sS 
Noil—  Ununce  —  Rnbt- 
eon  Bezique  —  Booich 
V  hist  —  Seven  Up  -  - 
(•ixty  -Six— Skat  —  sTob- 

berhannes— Solo— Solo  Whist— Spoil  Five— Stop«-4ltnUght 
Poker— Stud  Poker— Thirteen  and  the  Odd  —  Trente  et 
Ouarante—Vingt-Un— Whiskey  Poker— Whist— Americaa 
whist  Iaws,  etc.  This  book  contains  the  rules  estaiillshed 
and  revised  by  Hoyle,  downthrough  Cavendish.  Cameron 
and  others,  governing  the  many  games,  by  aid  of  which 
each  and  every  one  at  all  convei-sant  nlth  card  i>l»ylnK 
may  learn  how  best  to  "stJtkelhe  hazard  of  a  diis."  ana 
will  or  lose  as  science  and  skill  shall  present  opportunity. 
This  book  will  be  >ent  by  mail,  post-pokl,  on  nosilK  aC 
SSC  iu  silver  or  postal  stamps. 


A(  ^f>j 


or  tne  niii— Komance  or  a  nammoca — 
Shamus  O'Brien— and  S6  other  popular 

2S  Centa  per  copy,  by  mall,  post- 
to  MM  address,  tor  fL  ^^ 


-^1 


^ 


^!^ 


,  Addrsss  all  orders  to  eUhsr  ear  Naw  Tork  or  Ckicago  Hotiso,  whicbersr  Is  nearest  to  yoti. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  { 


130  <Sb 


MisLciisoxi  St., 


■w>- 
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•WlajKcii^A.^bjrfii 


I  Fl  IS  H 


SONG  BOOK-No.  3 

PRICE  25  CENTS. 

Thtobnok.thethlnl  or  the  series,  c  ntalnsthefollowliiir 
eollection  of  poriilur  Irmh  soHtrs.  lininely— .An  I  8at  npoo 
in]r  dear  olil  iii'-Uier'x  kiife— Ail>-uii  MHV<>uii»-eii— Annie 
K<M>ney's  sUtor— Annie  HDoney's  J<>e— Annie  Ro<.|ie>'ii 
bean— Avttnirinir  and  iirijfnt— Aie  you  wtili  iw.  (•■►eyf- A 
■weeC  Ii  lah  trirl  In  tiie  nariiiiar-  Oarnry,  ci>nif  home— Bold 
lleIiiiyre8-B»-llellionil'n— HUike's  dieaio— Ballyhoolt-y— 
nirth  -t  St.  PKtricIc-  Hiitilv  O'  I'oolu'a  weodinirilay  -BIdily. 
Uia  ballet.  Kirl— By  that  lukb  w buna  clooniy  shoie— Beau- 
tiful Eiin  —  C'ruii-kfen 
lawn  —  CoUfen  ilhas 
Mnc'lir«'e  —  Castlcliar 
bo.t  -(  leopntia AlcNully 
—  I'oine,  lent  in  this 
busoni  —  L'liatniliiK 
yo<ii>t(  widow  —  Cor- 
poiut  Ciioey  —  County 
jail— Clancy  W"»n't  in 
it— Come  bnclt  to  me— 
Ci'lleeu  dliao  Cruililn 
Ann-e  —  Down  went 
McGlnty  —  Dennie 
Ui  (■()% '«  hack-  Di  III,  ye 


•r. 

«l 

i 


i 

4, 


^i 


I? 


tai'iirm,  diill— DhiIIms 
oil)  Mick-Dandv  Pat 
—  Pufl'-ys  -  Eniniei'* 
far«v\ell  to  Ins  tiue 
love  —  Eileen.  b»  eet 
Eileen— El  In!  I  he  tenr 
aiicf  the  aniile  In  ihine 
ej»^— Kaiiy  boy- Fast- 
er you  pluck  them  the 

thicker  tloy  (riow  — 
Fnthei  O'Klynn-Gioves 
of  lilarney— (intheriiiff 
the  myrtle  with  Mai-y-Oems  of  ola  Iielund— Giuve  <ir 
Wolfe  Tode— Harp  without  the  crown— HeU"!  J.'hn  Ma- 
loiiey— How  oft  liMS  the  bantihee  cried?— I  owe  %\0  to 
O'Qrady— IH-h  Jul>llee-I  sav.  Mike— I  whi-tle  and  v  ait 
for  Katie— It  aho>viri'>-«l  auuin  — I  bad  %1&  in  my  iniode 
pocket— Irish  wed'limr- 1  »«a  ihe  Ixiy  for  l>e»  Itehinff  'em 
—Ivy  irreen— Ii  ixhinen  of  to  day  -  I'm  not  m.yself  at  all — 
John  Cope,  or  tloi  liniile  of  I'leKton- Katie  Sblloy— Kate 
Connor— Kitty  of  roleniine—KaliydailuiK— Kilty  O'Kyan 
— Low-liacked  car— 1,1  ti««  old  dutlileeii  -  I.itlle  Annie 
Ro'oev  {.ittle  Kaiinie  Mclntyie— Ijtnniira"'"  bull— Learn- 
ing Mcb'aiiilen  to  Waltz— I.ilile  iceeii  leaf  in  onr  bible— 
Laat  I'otw  of  suinioer— Lanient  of  an  Iilnh  woman— Love's 
yountr  drexm- and  67  "ther  favui  ite  Irish  s>>nt(B.  Price 
25  Cents  per  c  py.  by  uail,  post-paid;  or  6  Cupie«t 
to  oue  addresB,  (or  ^.OOi 

f^~  Clean  and  unused  IT.  S.  Postage 
Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  oar 


•W^EHli^A.lT'S 


SELECTION    OP 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PRICE    as    CENTS. 

TMa  hook,  the  third  or  the  aeries,  contains  tlie  following 
•election  of  popular  recltaflon.H,  nanirly:— Ask  niaiiima— 
AChriatmas  etory— Aiild  Kobin  Gray— A  viali  to  Barnum'a 
— Al'b  of  man  and  wuinan- .A  l<-|;eod  of  Breirmz-- A  catas- 
trophe—Barbara Fiieichie  Black  home  and  his  rider— 
Balil-headeil  man  —  Bri.?r  ii>8e  —  Biackumitb's  st^ry — 
Broken  proiniae— Blvouai^  or  tlie  Dead  — Bal>y's  kim— Bells 
OfShandoD — Custer's  last  charge — iaoch.  the  piper-  Coals 

of  tire— Coirect  caid— 
(^oiinterxlKn  —  I  >er  dog 
uiid  der  l.'l>!iter  — 
Drunkard  -  Dutchman 
and  the  raven—  Dajidy 
Firth  —  Do^n  In  the 
mine— Der  Eave«lrop- 
per  —  Dosr  and  the 
triimp  —  Der  ahplder 
und  aer  fly  —  Education 

—  Kace  airajiiHt  tlie 
pane  —  Flood  of  death 

—  Faces  In  the  tire  — 
Flylnir  Jim 'a  last  leap— 
GonewitliahandHonier 
man— Green  Mountain 
Juatlce  —  Horatius  at 
the  brldfre  —  Hans's 
visit  to  der  "garden"— 
Inch  Cape  l>ell  —  It's 
ever  so  far  away  —  In 
the  Sbipka  rasa-Ill  the 
dime  muaeum— I'll  take 
whut  fother  taken  — 
Klnir  Robei  t  of  Sicily— 
Kit  Carson's  ride— Ken- 
lucky  l)elle— T-etter  of  death— Love  in  the  kitchen— Look- 
out Mouiiiaiii.  1863;  Beiitelsbach.  I8g<>- MIzpali-Mary.  the 
maid  of  the  inn— McOiiity's  hor<u9— Mi>dern  belle— Milton's 
laat  poem— Our  folks — Old  mnn  iroes  to  town— Our  alilpa 
•t  aea— Only  a  clown— Old  tobaccivl.ox— Our  minister's 
•enii"n— Papa'a  letter— Put's  leaxon  I*ilot'a  story—  Ke- 
llginiia  card  player— Kuml  muKiiiK"  Railroad  t.'iMioinif— 
SeliloKiier'a  ride— Spartacns  to  the  (rlodiatorti— Smitlntr  the 
roek— and  19  other  eqiiallr  iiopiiiar  selectiims.  Price 
SB  Cents  P«r  copy,  by  uiali,  post-paid;  or  S  copies,  to 
«B«  addrmai  for  ^l. 

fST  t'leaii  and  nnnsed  IT.  8.  Ponttaso 
fttamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  our 
Coods. 


JBT 


WCHIiiN'i  BUIIfiET  0 


joke:s 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

Til  is  book  onclit  to 
lie  111  the  liaiiilB  of 
every  lover  <>f  Iriuh 
wit.  Bet  forth  vtitb 
the  Irreaiailble  liii- 
iiior  of  Irish  liro}:iie, 
as  it  coiitiiiiis  ii<e 
^lenniiigM  from  the 
Mhdie  flelil  of  Irish 
dliilectic  yyit  and  l:n- 
inor,  ami  will  b«  sent 
liy  niiill.  pont-iiiiii), 
on  receipt  <>r  25c. 
ill  nilvrT  or  p-iHtiiye 
stani|>«.  Speciai.— 
Five  ciipiei",  to  one 
udilri'BS,  fur  $1. 


"WEJHliitAJSr'S 


BOOK  OF  FLIRTATIONS 


AND  LANGUAGE  OF  FLOWERS. 


PRICE   25   CENTS. 


Contests —P.stajreStanip.  Handkerchief,  Hat,  Glove. 
Fan,  Kte,  Purnaol.  Ciiiiir,  I  encil.  and  v>  hip  Fdnatiulis- 
Window  and  Di>>intf-Tiil>lM  Sitroalintr.  Slunnlsol  the  Ab- 
sent. L 'Verx'  Teleuraph.  Mirtatioii  and  CioiverxHtioii 
Carls.  Fifie  ii  Venn  lis  of  Love.  How  to  Kiaa  a  liady. 
J{ul--s  Cor  Love-Maiiinfr  Matrimonial  Snggertlons— How 
to  Win  tlie  AfT<  ctlou  o7  a  Lady  or  Gentleman,  language 
of  Jewels,  itiislifiilness-itu  t  auao  and  Cuie.  Husltand'a 
and  Wife's  ('oininamlmenia  A  New  Field  for  the  Use  t'f 
I'luyiiiK  Cards.  Mutfi'' Age  Table.  Kyriiii'K  Ainuaeiiient. 
An  Oddly  Indited  Ei'l-tle.  Science  oi  Kissing.  Letter 
from  a  Girl  to  Her  Lover.  Riifos  Keaily'a  Anrwer.  Man 
to  His  .M'>tlier-iD-Law.  A  I'lizzling  imii  Teoiing  Love 
Letter.  Feinalu  Stratagem.  Proper  Age  fio  Mumage. 
Ch'oaliig  a  Partner.  Kirot  St*-!*  iii  ('■'Urtrhlp.  V' hat 
Ladies  and  Gentlemen  Sh<'Uld  Obwrve  Dining  Courtship. 
Preaentn.  Piop'sal.  Il>  fiiMtl  by  tlie  Young  Lady.  Con- 
duct of  tlieOeiitlenien  When  flix  Adilrea-es  Are  Rejected. 
Refusal  by  llie  Lady's  Parents  or  Giiiiriiians.  C-liiluctof 
the  Engaged  C'Oiple.  CoiiiiU"t  of  the  Lndy  During  Her 
Betroiliitl.  Conduct  of  th»  Gei'tlennint"wai<lthe  l-iimlly 
of  Hi^  Betrothed  Coiidui-t  of  Ladies  and  Genilemen  on 
Reilring  from  un  Kngngement.  <'orreiip<'ndence.  De- 
meanor of  the  Suitor  Uxriiig  C"Urtaliip.  Should  a  Court- 
ship Be  short  or  I-ong!  I'reliminary  Eiiquetle  of  a  Wed- 
ding. The  Bridal 'froussenu,  aii.i  ihe  We<tdiiig  Presents. 
Duty  of  a  Bridegroom  Elect.  Buying  the  Ring.  Who 
Shoulil  Bo  Asked  to  the  Wedding.  WboShould  Ite  Brides- 
maids. Of  iheBrideagroomsmeii.  Arrival  »t  tl>e Church. 
Oriler  of  Pro.  e»"loii  t  >  the  Altar.  The  Marriwge  Cere- 
ni.iiiy.  Diffemiice  on  Religion.  Departure  of  tt>e  Honey- 
moon. Pmctu-iil  Advice  to  a  Newly  niorried  Couple. 
Beiieflls  of  Marriage.  How  Marriage  Elevates  Man  and 
Woman.  Marriage  Impediments.  Hai>py  Marriages. 
I/iok  before  You  Leap;  or:  Marri»ge  and  Its  Resiita  (11- 
lii!>tr'«ted).  Langnai.'u  of  Kiowers.  Flower  Dlaloxues. 
Bouquets,  eto.    Price  25  Cents  per  copy,  post-paid. 


WEHMAN'S  BUDGET  OF  DUTCH 
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PRICE  26  CENTS. 


Every  Lover  of  Ger- 
man Dialectic  Wit  and 
Humor  ought  to  pro- 
cure a  copy  of  this 
book,  as  it  contains 
the  choicest  emana- 
tions of  the  most  re- 
nowned DUTCH  COM- 
EDIANS  and  HUMOR- 
ISTS of  the  day.  and 
Is  sold  at  the 
loiv  price  of  25 
Cents  percopjr. 
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SONG  BOOK -No.4 

PRICE   2S  CENTS. 

Tills  l>ook,  the  fourth  of  the  aeries,  contains  1M  popular 
comic  and  sentimeinal  Irish  soiiKsaiid  hailada  not  round  . 
In  the  preceoliig  niimbei-s— a  few  of  which  we  will  name 
here  viz.;— A  luinch  of  sham.ock  from  my  dear  old 
mother— .* I. dy  McElroe— An  Irish  girl's  opinion— A  smai< 
lilllei>ltovamaii—BAriieyBiailagan'scoiirt»hlp— Barney 
dear  Barney,  I'm  thinking  of  yu— Barney's  paiting— 
Bi<llinam<ii'k  biHgade- B  gie  Balfoui— Bold  JncU  Doiia- 
hiit — Booiile  Ir  l"h  l>oV— Bonnie,  aweet  B<-R8le.  the  maid  of 
puudee— Buwery  greii»ulei»— Brannlgan'sband— Urnnnl- 

gan'a  pup  -  B' idgeC 
Donoliue— The  "  Biiga. 
boo"  —  Burke,  Mak'ee 
and  the  brick-Casey '• 
awful  grub -Celebrated 
■pee<^  of  Roliert  Em- 
met  —  Chlckubiiloy  — 
Christmas  tree  — 
Clancy 's  t  rotter—  Come 
down,  Mrs.  Fiyiin  — 
Oonneniara;  or:  leave 
y..iir  ixMits  on  ihe  mat 
— Cort>etta<'d  Sullivan  : 
fight— Dan  Hnloney  is 
the  man— Dan  McCar- 
thy's ball  —  Danny 
McCall  —  Danny  takes 
alter  his  father— Dny  I 
walk'dacalnatO'Leary 
—  Day  we  left  Ireland- 
Dear  emeiald  isle  — 
Dear  old  Paddy 's  land 

Don't  you  cry  so, 
Noiah,  dai  II  ng  — 
Doiik-herly's  boaidlng- 
boiise— Drinking  wiill 
Daniel  Mnloney  —  Dufr\ 'a  grand  opening  iiigl.t  — 18tU 
Ho^ai  Iritili  B' it'sde— Fight  ar  Canada  l>etweeii  Morria^ey 
and  lleenaii-Fluiinlg.n'a  Iil»h  cMiaiy-Oallant  Siity- 
Ninth-Qet  on  to  Reillv-G.e«'ii    HiUs  of  old   Eiin-Gll- 

1 lev,  y-u're  a  terror— Give  I'liddy  hut  »  chance— Have 

youM-en  me  Uncle  MIcke.i  t-lleuneaacy's  liahy-He  rt>-l« 
my  Sunday  cl^'tbes- H'miIuIihq  inufketeers— How  ErIO 
yNaH  born— I'm  an  Irl:<li  Ih.v-I  am  waiting  at  the  door, 
Slarv  Ann— I  know  I  am  liisih  and  proud  of  It,  too— I  love 
old  Ireland  siill-lreiaiid  forever— Iilsh  are  true— Iilsll 
dragoon— Iri-h  exile's  love— Irishman  and  the  whole— 
Irihlinian's  home-  Iii^bman's  ••  Home,  sweet  home"— 
Iiiah  tlii"Ugh  and  tlir<<iiirh— and  93  other  equally  popular 
eoiiga.  Pi  lee  25  Cents  •  er  cpy,  by  mall,  post  pald| 
Oi  &  copies.  Co  uue  ad .iiesa,  fur  9L 

fW  Clean  and  nnnsed  V.  S.  Postase 
Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  oar 

goods. 


SELECTION    OP       ;     V 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PRICE    26    CENTS. 

This  book,  the  fourth  of  the  series,  contains  the  follow* 
Ing  8ele<-tioii  of  popular  recitations,  namely:— Address  of 
8potticiiii—.\  deadly  weapon— A  niKhtwiCb  a  ventilloqulat 
—And  tlie  band  played— A  naughty  little  girl— A  ragged 
Jackel-A  ventriloquist  on  a  stage-coach— Anx  Ilulleiis: 
At  the  Italian  onera—Bi>ccarat—Black-E\ed  Susan— Blue 
and  the  Gray— Bores— Bridge-Keeper's  6tory— Bridge  of 
Sighs— Buttercups  and   Daisies— Casey's   Talile   d'Uote— 

Ciiarge  of  tlie  Dutch 
Brigade  —  Cl.icago  — 
Church  reveries  of  a 
•choolglrl  —  Day  a  gone 
by-Denth-lied  of  Bene- 
dict Ai  nolti—  Death  of 
Gaiidentia  —  Death  of 
little  Piiul  —  Dream  of 
Eugene  Aiam—  Di  Ivliig 
home  the  cows  —  Dot 
long-handled  dipper  — 
Fiienian  —  Fisbln' — 
Forty  years  ago  — 
Graiiirer  ami  Ihegamb- 
ler  '  Gnmbler'a  last  ileal 
—  Houaelieeper'a  H"lilo- 

?liiy  —  How  Columlius 
uund  America  —  Her 
easy  chair  —  How  he 
saved  St.  Michael's  — 
He  gets  dhere  shiist 
der  aame— How  Salv^ 
tor  won  —  lliiiicbback 
singer  —  Irish  sch<«>l- 
niaater— Josiah  Allen's 
wife  at  A.  T.  Stewai  fa— 
Katrina's  visit  to  New  York- King  Canute— Kissing  Cup's 
race— I.auocbiiig  of  the  ship -Left- Llfe-t>oat—Liviitfr,.m 
over  the  range— Little  lMirefo.,t—Loriaine— Mary's  L»nib 
on  a  new  prin"i|ile— Mai  y.  queen  of  Seoti«— Maud  Muller— 
Mine  nmder-in-law- MIoBirerHCiirae— M'.  Murpliy'a  will— 
Uy  lover-  Ninety  eialit— No.  5  Collect  Street— o'Giady's 
goat  Old  actor's  at^'ry— One  touch  of  nature— Owl  ciitle 
-Paddy  tlie  piper— Phadrlir  Crolio..re.  or  the  Irinh  LocU- 
•nvur—l'oiyglol-Rellef  of  Lucknow— Roger— Sad  fate  of 
a  tKillceman— Scandal- Shipwrecked  —  Simtde  story  of 
G  Wa«hiiiL'toii— and  21  oilmr  equally  popular  selections. 
Price  25  Cents  P«r  copv,  by  mail,  post-paid,  or  ft 
copies,  tu  one  oddieaa,  for  $1. 

t^"  Clean  and  nnnsed  V.  S.  Postage 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our 

coods.  ■■; -^  •.■•:'-•■:•;■";;.:••.'  V 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 

HENRY   J-    WFHMAN.    Pnhlishsr     i  Isp  &  ise  Park  row.  New  York. 
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A  Fictare  of  My  Motlier I'Z 

All  Coo  lie  Look  Alike  to  Me  (Parody) 16 

After  Tbeir  Last  Milling 10 

A  Vow  at  the  Well.... 11 

Be  True  to  Me  When  I'm  Away 12 

Badly-Siiiartin'sBall 15 

Bridegroom  Tliat  Never  Came,  The  ...   12 

Christmas  Nisjht  at  Nellie's  Couutry  Uomc  6 

Cause  Ma  Baby  Loves  Me lU 

roiiie  lo  My  Heart  Once  Aeain 20 

Delia  Lee,  You're  Fooling  Me 2 

Don't  Send  Her  Away  (Parody) ..  11 

Don't  Go,  Joe 7 

Dout  Tell  Her  That  You  Love  Her  (Parody) 19 

DurliiiK  Mabel 7 

Dojlieuudl 12 

Deep  iu  tlie  A rnia  of  Remorse 9 

DowQ  on  de  Bunks  of  de  Mississippi  Kibber 13 

Don'tBelieve  What  Others  Tell  You 18 

Dar'll  Be  a  Niitircr  Misslii' 8 

"  DuguD  Kid  "  Who  Lives  ill  Hogau's  Alley,  The 18 

Every  Nigger  Had  u  Lndy  But  Me 15 

From  Year  to  Yfiir 3 

Forlhe  Sake  of  the  Girl  You  Love 8 

First  8  weetheiirt  is  the  Beet  of  All,  TUe 7 

Forsakeu  Child,  The 7 

Glorious  Bvtr 19 

(irace  O'Moore 19 

Hurrah,  for  a  Life  at  Sea 3 

Hello,  Daildy,  I  Knew  That  Was  Your  Car    10 

Uoiiey,  I'll  Hypnotize  You 15 

He  Whistled  Like  a  Kiujr 4 

I  Don't  Want  to  Play  in  Your  Ytird  (Parody) 5 

If  1  Could  Only  Blot  Out  the  Past  (Parody) 14 

I'm  aOay  Soubrette 2 

I  Aiu't  Looking  for  Trouble 3 

It  Ain't  No  Lie 6 

I'm  the  Ouly  Peach  That'ti  ou  the  Tree 7 

It  Was  Not  Dowu  ou  the  Program 17 

It  Was  Only  a  Dream 18 

I'm  Proud  1  Have  a  Sweetheart 18 

Irish  Foot-Ball  Game,  The 30 

Jack,  How  1  Envy  You  2 

Jack,  Jack,  Won't  You  Come  Back r 3 

Just  Another  Broken  Heart 20 

Just  to  Show  Yon  the  Bel t^^r  Way  11 

Kiss,  and  Let's  Make  Up  (Parody) 4 

Lost  Shin  Waltz  Song 16 

Love's  Milltonaire 16 


Lilac* 

Little  KitUe  Riley 

Life's  Been  But  a  Dream,  Love 

Latest  Edition,  The 

Light  of  Anuie's  Eyes.  The — 

Mother  Was  a  Lady  (Parody) 

My  Sweetheart's  llie  Man  in  the  Moon  (Parody) 

Marie  Haltou's  Laiigliiug  Soug 

Maloiiey's  Leg 

My  Daddy's  a  Policeman 

My  Brother  Jack 

My  Secret 

My  First  and  Only  Love 

Mam'zelle  Marie 

Mary  Jane,  from  Maiden  Lnne 

Mamma,  Don't  be  Cross  With  Me 

Ma  Caroline  

MyDarktowu  Gal 

Mrs.  Ootteiii 

Only  a  Baby's  Face 

One  Lesson  in  English  I'll  Give  You 

Oh!  Sing  to  Me 

Ou  the  Mall  in  Central  Park 

Pretty  Kitty  Riley  

Pretty  Elsie  Downev 

Pretty  Mamie,  Can  Vou  Blame  Me? 

Rosie  O'Gr ad y  (Parody) 

Rose,  Sweet  Rose 

Sweet  Alice  Hen  Bolt  (Parody) 

Slie  Never  Did  the  Same  Thing  Twice 

Sweet  Nellie  Fay      .. 

Sweet  Jenny  I^-e 

Sweet  Norah,  My  Own 

She  Never  Comes  Home  Till  Moniii»« 

She  Always  Does  Exactly  as  She's  Tokl 

Sweet  Emma  Klein ^ . 

Sweet  Enicline 

Story  of  tlie  Signal  Man,  The 

Snap  Dramatic  School,  The 

The  Picture  Tliut  is  Turned  Toward  the  Wall  (Parody) 

Two  Little  Girls  in  Blue  (Parody) 

Thinking  of  the  Dear  Ones  Left  at  Home 

Two  Sweethearts  of  Mine 

There's  Alwavs  a  Smile  Upon  Her  Face 

Two  Kidlets  Up-to-Date 

Wink  the  Other  Eye  (Parody) 

Wlieii  Miss  Muria  Joliusou  Marries  Me 

When  Yoo  Hear  Those  Sweet  Bells  Ring 

You'll  Come  Back,  My  Boy  Jack  
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ROSE,  SWEET  ROSE. 

Copyrlsht.  1W7,  hj  (J«rleton,  Cavaiiaffti  &  Co.    Bnglialt  copyright  Mcured. 
All  righu  reaervod. 


Ill*  Word*  and  Mudo  of  thli  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  anjr  ad- 
drma,  pua(-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  Moanti;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Honire  for  One  Dollar, 
hj  Hoiiry  J.  Webmau.lM  it  1»  Park  Kow,  New  Tork;  or  86  &  87  K  MadlMin  Rt.Cblcaaru. 
Writ*  to  either  on*  of  the  aboTe  addrwwe  for  Free  Cotalofcue  of  Bnutr*.  Song  Book*. 
»h*et  Maaie,  Oennan  Sous  Bouks,  Letter  Writer*.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Book*.  *t«. 


Words  by  Oeorge  Davlaou  Button.     Music  by  Mary  EtowllDg  Sutton. 


All  Die  tiiusliiiic  is  brighter,  and  my  heart  is  liKliter,  I'll  tell  yon  why, 
rni  in  luve  with  the  fuTrest,  the  sweete«t.  the  rarest  of  inaldeiis  thy. 
Not  a  flower  tliat  i;rowB  is  as  daluty  as  Rose  is,  I've  Ijought  the  riuK. 
And  every  uight  iu  the  twiliKlit  to  Iter  I  sing, 
Aud  every  night  lu  the  twilight  to  her  I  slug: 

Caonns. 
Toil  are  my  own  little  fairy,  oh,  Rose,  sweet  Rose; 
Someliiiies  a  trifle  cootrary.  Rose,  sweet  Rose; 
Ah,  but  you're  never  airy,  Rose,  sweet  Rose, 
Eyes  that  ure  bluest  and  heart  that  is  truest,  my  Rose,  sweet  Rom. 

In  the  sanimer  wlien  skies  are  as  blue  aa  her  eyes  are  we'll  wedded  be. 

In  the  old  church  where  uftt-n  her  glances  would  soften  wlien  turned  on  me. 

And  at  night  when  returning,  witli  loving  heart  yearuiug,  I'll  slug  this  song, 

Aud  she  will  listen  for  me  all  the  glad  day  long. 

And  she  will  lisleu  for  me  all  the  K'&d  day  loDg.— C/(Ort<«. 


DELLA  LEE,  YOU'RE  FOOLING  ME 

Copyright,  IW7,  by  Carleton,  Caranaah  ft  Co.    BngUah  copyright  secured. 


All  rights  reserved. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  ai>d  any  two  other  Houirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Webman,  ISO  <fc  132  I'ark  Row,  N»w  York;  orRS  A  87  K  M.dlaon  Ht.Cbloairo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addressex  for  Free  CataIo(;n<>  of  8oii|{.,  Hunn  Books, 
I  Music.  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Words  by  Robert  Robinsoa.    Music  by  Chaa.  RuUnson. 

I've  lost  my  heart,  for  I'm  in  love  with  a  girl  that  I  adore. 
She's  all  the  hobby,  she  dresses  so  nobby,  admirers  she  has  by  the  score; 
You  couldn't  help  but  love  this  K>rl,  for  slie  has  eiich  winning  ways, 
Aud  every  time  that  I  greet  her,  these  words  to  her  I  slug: 

Chorus. 
Delia  Lee,  you're  foolini;  me,  now  don't  yon  think  it's  wrongf 
I  love  you  dearly  and  sincerely,  my  luve  for  yon  Is  slronir; 
Why  do  you  tarry,  let's  go  and  marry,  liappy  both  we  will  be, 
I'll  get  you  a  home  aud  we'll  live  there  alone,  if  yoa  only  marry  me. 

Now,  Delia  Lee,  yon  can't  fool  me,  for  I  know  yonr  roguish  way. 
You're  quite  a  jolly,  but  that's  only  folly,  don't  wait  for  a  rainy  day. 
But  Just  sity  yes  and  I'll  do  tlie  rest,  to-morrow  you'll  have  the  ring. 
And  after  the  wedding  is  over,  no  more  these  words  I'll  sing:— CAorvis.' 


^  s* 


THINKING  OF  THE  DEAR  ONES 
LEFT  AT  HOME. 


Copyright,  1N7,  by  Carleton,  Cavanagh  &  Co.    United  SUtes  and  Great  Britain. 


All  rights  reserTSd. 


The  Words  and  Made  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  tiM  piano,  will  Im  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  and  Mosio  by  Harry  Howard. 


'Twas  }ast  before  tlic  battle,  a  soldier  stood  alone, 

nis  eyes  were  fixed  uu  somethiuK  in  his  hand. 
'Twas  but  a  little  picture  of  the  wife  he  loved  at  home, 

And  their  baby  dear,  the  sweetest  iu  the  land. 
A  tear-drop  glistened  in  his  eye,  within  his  heart  there  lay 

A  prayer  to  keep  them  safe  where'er  he'd  roam: 
And  wiien  his  comrades  saw  him  thus,  they'd  widsper  soft  and  say, 

"  He's  thinking  of  the  dear  ones  left  at  home." 

Rbfkain. 

Thinking  of  the  dear  ones  left  at  home, 
ThinkinK  of  the  dear  ones  left  at  home. 
Thinking  of  the  \velcom<!  sweet  wlicu  at!Mlii  in  peace  they'd  meet; 
Thinking  of  the  dear  ones  left  at  home. 

Tlie  battle's  din  was  ended,  the  wounded  nnd  the  dead 

Lay  on  tiie  field  liatlied  iu  the  moon's  pale  Hgiit. 
I'pon  a  comrade's  knee  the  d^int;  soldier  laid  liis  head, 

Until  ills  soul  should  |iHSB  to  scenes  more  bright. 
Tht-y  tried  with  linp«  to  cheer,  an  they  S|>oke  in  wliiB|)«rs  low; 

But  far  away  his  ilioiiKlits  would  seem  to  roiiiii. 
They  knew  his  heart  mo  fnithful,  as  his  breath  came  faint  and  slow. 

Was  breaking  for  the  dear  ones  left  at  home. 

Rkfrain. 
Thinking  of  tlie  d'-ar  ones  left  at  home. 
Thinking  of  tlie  dear  ones  left  at  home. 
Thinking  of  ilie  welcome  sweet,  wiien  in  paradise  they'd  meet. 
Thinking  of  the  dear  oues  left  at  home. 


^W 
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Words  and  Music  by  Safford  Waters. 


On  the  poster's  vaudeville,  or  tlie  comic  op'ra  bill. 
You  can  always  find  my  name,  whenever  you  will. 
Fur  1  m  really  quite  tlie  thing,  1  can  dance  and  I  can  sing, 
Tiiey  cannot  do  without  me;   if  you  dare  to  doiilit  nie. 
You  do  not  know  aliout  me.  I'm  such  a  cay  soubrette. 
Every  manager,  I  know,  wants  to  book  me  for  his  show, 
And,  of  Course,  It's  awkward  when  I  must  answer  "uol" 
Anything  is  sure  to  go,  for  (he  public  love  me  so; 
They  really  like  me  best  if  my  songs  are  suKgeative, 
Witli  streaks  of  dancing  festive,  I'm  each  a  gay  soubrette. 

Cbohus. 
I'm  t  gay  soubrette,  you  see,  a  darliiiK,  gay  soubrette. 
All  the  Juhiinies  are  in  love  witli  me,  tlie  baldheads  declare  Vm  a  pet, 
Though  it  cannot  bo  denied  that  I'm  a  sad  coqiu-lle; 
Still,  of  course,  that's  only  natural,  because  J  am  a  gay  soubrette. 

Spoken. — Some  jieopie  think  soubrettes  are  iiaiiglity — but  such  is  not  the  case 
—  any  one  with  half  an  eye  can  see,  by  lookiiiK  at  me,  that  I'm  an  innocent, 
Imshful  little  tiling,  witli  a  modest,  retiring  disposition,  and  I  can  break  any 
one's  face  who  says  I'm  not,  so  there  now  \—Jiepeat  Chorus. 

I'm  devoted  to  my  art,  aud  I  study  on  my  part 

Till  I'm  sure  tlie  critics  cannot  pull  me  apart; 

For,  of  course,  it  is  tlie  trick  to  be  iinturnl  and  "  chic," 

And  so  I  nail  my  verses,  for  sure  DolhiiiK  worse  Is 

Tiiau  slips  wlien  one  relieurseo.  If  she's  a  ^ay  soubrette. 

Ev'ry  ulL'ht  I  chance  to  pliiy,  some  one  sends  me  a  bouquet. 

Really,  I  cun't  stop  liim  if  lie  will  l>e  a  jay. 

And  a  liitle  liid  to  dine,  which,  of  course,  implies  the  wine. 

For  glasses  gaily  cliiiking,  when  coiid  frieiidd  are  drinking. 

Just  suits  tlie  style  of  thinking  of  any  gay  soubrette.— 6  Acruf. 

Spokkn  {V$her  ptetenU  bouquet  with  note  attached  )—[Sorro  Voice.]— 
Wiio'd  you  say?  tiiat  young  man  over  tliere?  Oh!  isn't  lie  just  loo  eweei  (fipent 
note  and  rtadt  it)  [aloud]  That's  all  rl^'ht,  Johnny,  at  tlie  stat-'e  door,  and  oay, 
let's  go  to  Del 's,  nothing  I  like  better  tiiau  a  bottle  aud  a  cold  bird.— y^<p«u^ 
Vhoi~ui. 


JACK,  HOW  I  ENVY  YOU. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  von  Tilcer. 


Two  little  lads,  they  had  liecu  friends 

Ever  since  childhood  days. 
Until  one  day  they  met  a  fair  maid. 

An  angel  witli  charming  ways. 
B«>th  fell  in  love,  each  tried  to  win 

This  little  maiden  fair. 
But  sad  was  tlie  day  wlien  to  Tom  she  did  say 

Words  that  sent  him  away  in  despair. 
Time  rolled  along,  Jack  won  her  hand. 

Thus  does  the  story  run. 
Until  one  fine  day,  in  the  middle  of  May, 

At  the  altar  these  two  were  made  one, 
A  short  lioneymoon,  tliey  returned  auou, 

Jack  met  poor  Tom  one  day. 
Come,  brace  up,  lad,  wiiy  look  so  sad. 

Then  Tom  unto  Jack  did  say : 

OuouiTs. 
Jack,  how  I  envy  you;  1  envy  you.  Jack,  yes  I  do; 
Toil  have  won  her  fair  and  square,  I  hope  tliat  she'll  always  be  trae; 
I  wisli  you  luck,  old  |ial. 

Here  is  my  liatid  on  it,  too; 
I  am  not  mad  'cautM?  slie  loved  you,  my  lad. 
But  I  envy  you.  Jack,  yes  I  do. 

Uanpy  were  they.  Jack  and  his  wife, 

Until  one  fatal  day. 
Sickness  came  'long,  and  though  Jack  was  strong. 

It  took  his  young  life  away. 
Wife  ut  the  grave,  how  she  did  rave. 

She  knew  not  what  to  do, 
Tlien  Tom  comes  alone,  and,  In  voice  clear  aud  strong, 

Says,  Sweetlieurt,  my  own,  I'll  marry  you. 
Years  have  rolled  liy  since  they  were  wed. 

They  now  have  ciitldren  four. 
Bal)e  cries  at  Bight,  maiiinia  and  papa  fight. 

And  papa  has  to  sleep  on  the  floor; 
Tom  now  looks  hack,  thinks  of  poor  Jack, 

Pasoing  his  grave  each  day. 
Stops  wicli  a  sIkIi,  tear-l>«dimmed  eye, 
And  these  few  words  he  Will  say:  ,   . 

Chohcis 
Jack,  how  I  envy  yon;  I  envy  yon.  Jack,  yes  I  do. 
You  are  past  all  trouble  iiow>^ladly  I'd  change  place  with  jroo; 
How  happy  you  most  be, 
I  once  was  happy,  too. 
You're  far  away,  I'lMie  Willi  yon  some  day. 
For  1  envy  you.  Jack,  yea  I  do. 


I. 
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Words  and  Uosic  by  Gllmore  A  Leonard. 


I've  a  atory  to  tell  if  yon  listen  to  me, 

AWoiit  how  my  love  and  I  met: 
Twas  a  sweet  day  in  May,  the  birda  sang  so  gay, 

How  |»ectiliHr  I  ne'er  can  forget; 
By  a  clear  riinniiii;  stream,  it's  jast  like  a  dream, 

I  sat  down  there  to  repose: 
When  a  l>nd  I  e«ipied  fell  close  to  my  side, 

And  wilh  it  a  beaalifal  rofle. 

Chobus. 
A  hnd  he  eave  mo,  I  watched  It  with  care, 
It  bloomed  to  a  rose,  his  love  bloomed  as  fair; 
I  treupiire  them  both,  to  me  ever  dear; 
I  guard  them  by  night  and  day  from  year  to  year. 

*TIb  lonyr  years  tigo,  onr  love's  Inst  the  same. 

How  oft  we  would  stroll  to  the  spot: 
And  down  thro'  the  lane  to  the  dear  stream  again, 

A  place  that  can  ne'er  be  forgot; 
We  would  sit  there  alone,  sweet  thoughts  it  would  bring, 

While  the  birds  would  fly  to  and  fro. 
And  tlie  flower,  tlio'  faded,  I  kiss  it  wilh  joy, 

As  I  did  in  the  long,  long  ago.— 6' A/>rf«. 


*  s  * 
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Words  by  Jack  Prendererast.    Music  by  Cbas.  Delatorre. 

At  night  the  stars  are  all  aglow,  and  bald  heads  shine  in  the  front  row, 

Siars  above,  iMiid  lieads  l>elow  are  very  mncli  alike,  you  Icnow; 

But  tell  me  why  and  tell  me  true,  or  giv.'  it  up  and  I'll  tell  you; 

W«ll,  they're  iu  the  self-same  plight,  l>ecause  both  scintillate  at  uigiit,  ba, 

Rkprain. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  lia,  ha,  - 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  b«,  Im,  1ih,  ha,  ha. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  Im,  ha,  ha,  hit,  hii,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ba,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ba,  ba,  bat 

The  lord  sat  staring  at  his  plate,  he  couldn't  eet  it  throngh  his  pate. 
How  stars  could  ever  sin-illl-laCe,  nor  liow  bald  heads  conid  scintillate; 
And  Rueheu,  ton,  was  riither  phased,  and  loolced  Hbont  him  us  tliougli  dazed. 
But  With  the  judge  'twas  different,  be  laughed,  and  this  is  how  it  went:  Ha. 

—Hefrain 

1  nearly  died,  and  Jnlie,  too,  we  langbed  and  langbed,  and  so  would  von, 
Tlie  judge  luugbed  till  his  face  was  blue,  wliiie  Rueben  glum  auaglamm<r 

grew: 
At  length  his  lordship  got  it  straight,  and  he  began  to  scintillate, 
The  sight  was  much  too  good  to  miss,  his  lordship's  laugh  was  jost  lilce  this: 

Ha,— i?«/>oir.. 

His  lordship  said  lie'd  come  again,  though  Jnlie  said  he  gave  her  pain; 
The  old  judee  ordered  more  ciianipaKiie,  and  missed  his  last  siibnrbMn  train; 
At  last  my  Renl>en  awolte.  and  then  tliere  was  a  slu'ht  for  gods  and  men. 
For  when  my  Reuben  saw  the  point,  be  laughed  himself  quite  out  of  joint:  Ha, 

-i:tfrain. 
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Words  by  L.  J.  Sheeban.    Music  by  J  C.  McCabe. 

A  sailor's  home  Is  on  the  wave,  the  blue  sea  is  a  seaman's  bride; 
There's  music  for  the  sailor  brave  in  the  sound  of  tlie  rising  tide; 
Whether  we  run  before  a  gale,  or  we  floating  tranquilly, 

A  sailor's  beart  will  neTcr  fail,  so  tiurruh  for  a  life  at  sea. 
To-bol    Yo-hol 

Chobcs.  ^  -•-.■•■  • 

Then  barrah  for  our  sturdy  craft  as  she  dances  over  the  wave. 

With  sails  a-drawlng  for  and  aft,  hurrah  for  the  sailor  brave: 

'TIS  with  joy  we  lose  sight  of  land,  and  with  hearts  that  are  light  and  free. 

As  we  gaze  npon  the  ocean  grand,  about  hurrah  for  a  life  at  seat 

A  sailor's  heart  with  joy  is  filled,  as  his  baric  cleaves  the  rushing  wave. 
With  thought  of  fear  he's  never  thrilled,  for  true  sailors  are  always  brave; 
hen  'tis  calm  upon  the  deep,  and  the  waves  roll  peacefully, 
bat  joy  'tis  tlieu  to  l>e  rocked  to  sleep  on  the  breast  of  the  heaving  sea. 
To-ho!  Yo-iiol- Chorvi. 


[•V  - ; 


I  AIN'T  LOOKING  FOR  TROUBLE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Bogert  A  O'Brien. 


While  walking  down  an  alley  last  Tuesday  afternoon, 
Mr  best  girl  was  insulted  by  u  dead  tough-looking  coon; 
I  started  for  that  Jim  Brown,  i  never  tvas  ufruiil. 
But  when  I  tried  to  call  him  down  he  pulled  a  razor  blade. 

Chorus. 
Well,  I  ain't  lookin'  for  trouble,  I  didn't  even  smile. 
Of  course,  I  was  uneasy,  just  for  a  little  while; 
As  I  was  ill  a  hurry  and  had  to  catcli  a  train, 
I  only  had  four  minutes,  bnt  I  caught  it  just  the  same. 

To-day  (  met  my  lady,  I  asked  her  for  her  hand. 

She  said,  "Oo  'way.  you  dead-cardi  I  have  got  a  bran  new  man." 

I  said,  "  I  love  yon  baby,  I'd  surely  die  for  thee;  " 

She  said,  '*  Tou  go  and  lick  Jim  Brown  and  prove  your  love  for  me." 

~Cho)tt$. 

I  got  an  invitation  to  play  a  poker  game. 

One  hand  I  held  four  aces,  in  my  next  liaiid  just  the  same; 

A  coon  said  I  was  cheating,  I  told  him  that  he  lied  , 

And  when  I  went  to  take  tlie  cash,  a  great  liig  gnu  I  spied.- r'/o>»«. 
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JACK,  JACK,  WON'T  YOU  COME 

BACK? 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  Shackford. 


Th(!  good  ship  sailed  at  liie  break  of  day, 

And  boatswain  Jack  kissed  his  yoang  wife  May, 

But  anxious  fear  filled  her  heart  that  day, 

L'-st  Jack  miglit  not  retain.  '    ' 

Alasl  Hwas  true,  and  with  breaking  heart  she  sang  this  sad  refrain:  ' 

Caonos. 

Jack,  Jack,  won't  yon  come  back?  my  heart  longs  for  you  Jack; 
Each  niglit  I  think  of  you  till  my  eyes  dim  with  tears; 
Only  send  me  one  line,  say  yonr  bean  is  still  mine. 
Tidings  I  long  to  hear  from  my  own  Jack. 

'I'he  years  rolled  by  and  his  young, wife  May 

Still  wntclied  for  Jack  o'er  the  white-cauped  bay. 

Till  hope  was  crushed  liy  the  news  one  day. 

That  Jack  would  ne'er  reinrn. 

Alasl  'twas  true,  and  with  breaking  heart  she  sang  the  old  refrain:— C%0. 


^  e  » 


TWO  SWEETHEARTS  OF  MINE. 
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Words  by  E.  P.  Moran.    Music  by  J.  Fred.  Helf. 


.'■;   A  crowd  of  young  fellows  one  night  at  a  clab 
Were  telling  of  sweethearts  they  had; 
All  of  them  jolly  excfptiiig  one  youth. 
And  he  seemed  down-hearted  and  sad. 
;   "Come  Ned,  won't  you  join  us."  hie  comrades  then  asksd, 
"  For  snrely  some  sirl  has  loved  yoo;  " 
Then  raising  his  bead,  as  proudly  be  said: 
"  Why,  boys,  I'm  in  love  with  two." 

Chords. 
*'  One  has  hair  of  sllv'ry  gray,  the  other  just  like  gold: 
One  IS  cay  and  youthful,  while  the  other's  l>ent  and  old; 
But  dearer  than  life  are  both  to  me,  and  from  neither  would  I  part; 
One  is  my  mother,  Qod  bless  her,  I  love  her,  the  other  is  my  sweetlieart. 

My  sweetheart,  you  see,  is  a  poor  working  girl. 

Bat  still  I'm  determined  to  wed;  >: 

My  father  says  "  No,  it  can  never  be  so, 

Qo  marry  un  heiress  instead." 
I've  won  mother  over,  she  knows  bow  it  is, 

When  fatlier  met  her  she  was  poor; 
Slie  says,  "  Ned.  don't  fret,  she'll  l>e  yonr  wife  yet. 

Father  will  consent,  I  am  sure." — Chm-ut. 
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P»rodj  on : 


/ 


MY  SWEETHEART'S  THE  MAN  IN 
THE  MOON. 
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By  Ike  Samuel. 


Everybody  lias  a  Bweetlieart.and  I  bare  one,  too. 

She  Bays  ebe'e  Iristi  but  1  know  better,  ilie  Is  a  Kneelan  Jew; 

Every  eveniog  1  cau  see  her  ut  ber  papa's  clotbing  store, 

Kiisbiiig  tlie  growler  for  all  she's  wortb  with  a  guy  that  Uvea  next  door. 

CaoRcs. 
My  sweetbeart's  a  big  fairy  Jew, 
With  a  face  tbat  would  brealc  you  in  two, 
Her  face  is  all  twisted,  you  couldn't  resist  it, 
I'll  bet  all  my  luge  the  police  won't  arrest  It; 
Now  I'll  bet  all  Hint  I've  got  In  pawn. 
She's  got  a  nose  over  six  rnches  long, 
^—^       It's  a  shame  and  disgrace  to  have  sncb  a  face, 
A-roamiug  around  in  this  town. 

1  have  often  wondered  why  my  sleter  learnt  to  sing. 

When  she  let's  ber  trolley  open  all  the  fire-hells  ring; 

All  last  summer  she  was  singing,  "Call  me  Back  Again," 

But  last  night  while  she  was  thinking  she  sang  this  new  refrain: 

Cboiidb. 

My  sweetheart's  the  man  In  tlie  moon, 

Ob,  my,  how  Bhe  murdered  tliat  time. 

She's  a  genuine  freak,  with  a  big  lot  of  cheek, 

I  don't  know  h.ow  In  the  world  she  ever  learnt  bow  to  speak; 

But  Bhe  kept  uu  a-singiug  that  tune, 

My  sweetheart's  the  man  in  the  moon, 

A  man  lost  bis  head,  twenty-flve  more  dropped  dead. 

When  she  sang  of  the  man  in  the  moon. 


Parody  on: 

KISS  AND  LET'S  MAKE  UP. 
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By  Ike  Samuel. 


Two  swell-headed  actors  were  playing  one  night 

In  a  town  cull  Kalaniiizoo, 
They  had  walked  all  the  way  from  Chicago  that  day, 

They  both  stuck  to  eacii  other  like  glue; 
They  l>oth  had  repiitntions,  they  also  had  nerve. 

They  were  paying  ttiat  niuht  in  a  bail, 

When  a  guy  jost  for  fun,  threw  an  egg,  then  did  ran. 

And  down  Ciuiie  the  eceiiery  and  nil;  Vj 

They  laid  for  a  moment  but  neither  one  hatched, 

Tlicn  tears  to  their  glasBy  eyes  came, 
I'll  never  fortiive  bim,  they  cried  In  one  voice, 

Oh,  how  could  that  guy  lie  so  mean; 
And  when  they  both  saw  they  had  done  all  they  could. 

They  tried  their  sweet  voices  to  strain, 
Tlien  throwing  their  arms  around  a  beer  keg, 

Said,  come  on,  let's  fill  up  again. 

Chords. 

Come,  now,  let's  fill  np  again,  pal, 

I  know  yonr  lungs  are  awful  dry. 
Don't  yon  blow  your  breath  upon  me, 

For  if  you  do  I'll  surely  die; 
So  you  wish  yon  never  met  me. 

Don't  say  that,  my  biiudle  pup, 
What  would  tills  town  do  wituoat  me, 

Cume,  now,  let's  fill  up. 

Twenty  years  have  rolled  by  since  that  gay  went  away. 

The  other  be  waited  In  vain; 
Could  Jack  have  forgotten  the  name  of  his  pal. 

Or  from  drinking  had  he  gone  Insane; 
Empty  kegB  near  the  brewery  are  lying  there  still. 

Etch  one  bring  fond  memories  back. 
When  they'd  go  out  together  and  fill  up  each  night, 

Ue  and  Iiib  old  piirtncr  Juck, 
Ilf  promised  to  8<-nd  him  two  dollars  each  week, 

Htd  another  guy  tackled  Ilia  puree, 
Oi  had  he  lieen  lield  np  In  some  country  town, 

Wii<«  he  trying  a  nt-w  purt  to  reiiearse; 
But  ilie  poor  freckled  face  buuiiner  was  walking  back  home. 

To  the  guy  who  was  waitiug  In  vain. 
To  hear  him  once  more  with  bis  whiskey-fuce  yell. 

Now,  couic  on,  let'B  fill  up  again  -  CAotm*. 


Parody  on: 
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THE  PICTURE  THAT   IS  TURNED  f 
TOWARD  THE  WALL.  i 
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By  Ike  Samuel. 


'Twas  a  cold  day  In  Decem)>er,  in  tiie  year  of  ninety-one, 

When  a  hayseed  and  his  friend  came  Into  town. 
They  botli  rambled  all  about  till  tliey  were  tired  out, 

And  at  last  a  little  barber  shop  they  found; 
With  their  uiugB  tlie)L  both  went  in,  and  at  the  barber  they  did  grin, 

They  aske/l  him  for  a  liair-ciit  and  a  plain  sliave,  that  wue  all; 
Then  that  barber,  with  u  cough,  trimmed  tlie  pair  of  lilacs  off, 

And  with  a  brush  he  glued  iheiu  to  tiie  wall. 

CaoRUs. 

When  they  both  got  np  from  that  chair  they  Itegan  to  kirk  and  swear. 
They  told  that  barber  that  tliey  ibongiit  he  bad  more  face  than  gaul, 

Tliere  Is  still  a  memory  living,  a  hayseed  unforgiving. 
And  a  pair  of  whiskers  glued  ii|>on  the  wall. 

They  both  swore  eternal  friendship  on  the  morning  they  were  clipped, 

Though  their  eyebrows  now  are  worn  from  shedding  tears; 
And  they  B|M-ak  in  audi  a  low  key  that  you'd  tiiiiik  their  lungs  were  ripped. 

Are  their  liisides  all  drawn  up  fron  drinking  beers; 
In  an  alley  witli  some  otiicr  freaka  they  are  Blt-eping  side  by  side, 

Though  their  fuces  now  are  gone  beyond  recall, 
The  whole  town  has  put  on  mourning,  and  in  a  cage  they  now  reside, 

Since  that  barber  glued  them  whiskers  to  the  wall. 

Chorus. 
They  tried  to  sell  them  whiskers  to  the  seven  Sutherland  Bietrrs, 

They  told  him  that  they'd  take  them  If  they  keep  nntll  next  fail; 
They  have  hired  a  Tenth  Ward  bummer  to  oil  them  up  next  summer, 

Those  whiskers  that  are  glued  upon  the  wall. 


HE  WHISTLED  LIKE  A  KING. 
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Words  and  music  by  Harry  8.  Miller. 


Oh,  there  was  a  little  roon,  whistled  morning,  night  and  noon,     OV/iittU) 

He  could  whietle  in  Ins  lied,  even  In  hie  sleep,  'tis  said,    (WAUtk) 

One  day  be  beard  a  "Qlnny"  playing  down  In  Thompson  street. 

And  when  ai;  de  little  coons  iiegan  to  sing, 

Tlieu  he  put  his  lips  in  shape,  and  a  tune  be  let  escape, 

Then  he  whistled  like  a  king.— H'Aif//</i9  CAo>-t<». 

Now  one  night  not  long  ago,  be  went  whistling  kind  of  so.    ( WfiistU) 

He  was  bunting  chicken  pelf,  so  he  whistled  to  hlmseir:    ( WMftU) 

He  spied  some  chickens  roosting  high  np  in  their  little  coop. 

And  he  thought  a  couple  would  l>e  just  the  thing; 

So  he  grabh'd  the  fattest  ones,  and  away  for  home  he  ran. 

While  he  wblstltid  like  a  king.- irZ/i-f/ingr  C/<w«». 
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WHEN  YOU  HEAR  THOSE  SWEET 
BELLS  RING. 
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Words  and  music  by  Dan  Emerson. 


I'm  in  love  with  a  pretty  octoroon,  and  I  hope  lo  lie  married  soon. 

She's  big  black  eyes  tiiiit  Iniigli  and  cry,  and  clieel<8  like  a  peach  in  bloom; 

Slie's  as  graceful  as  a  fawn  and  as  fair  as  tlie  early  dawn, 

1  Invite  yoQ  all  to  be  on  hand  when  you  hear  those  sweet  bells  ring. 

Cuoiius. 

When  yon  hear  those  sweet  Iwlls  ring,  and  tlie  lurde  begin  losing, 
Wlieii  all  nature  seems  to  smile,  and  the  pansics  iio«l  so  graceful, 
When  the  rose  is  kissed  with  dew,  and  the  sun  ehincs  bright  all  Ihrongh, 
To-iuorrow  I'll  be  married,  wlien  you  hear  those  sweet  bells  ring. 

When  tlie  briglit   moonlight  vbedH   its  silv'ry  sheen   over  all  nature's  fairest 
The  twinkling  stars  look  down  bo  fur  and  shine  brightly  in  my  dreams  [scenes 
Wlien  the  birdB  have  censed  their  song  and  I  wait  for  lliat  sweet  ding-dong, 
Down  the  moonlit  lake  I  row  my  bark,  waiting  for  those  bells  to  ring. 

—  Chorut. 
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I  DON'T  WANT  TO  PLAY  IN  YOUR 

YARD. 
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By  Ike  Samuel. 


One  day  a  pretty  girl,  out  for  a  walk. 
She  owned  a  email  pet  dog  with  au  ugly  bark. 
Everywhere  thin  inulden  went  docgie  would  go. 
Always  on  pleaeiire  bent,  she  loved  her  doggy  eo; 
One  day  while  etrolliiig  ont  »lie  met  a  fly  yonng  dade, 
.With  bis  cane  he  stnicli  the  dog,  which,  yon  know,  W88  mde. 
Then  the  dog  l>egaii  lo  bark,  the  miiideu  Ihen  did  cry. 
Jack,  now  won't  you  play  with  luy  dog,  but  tliis  was  Jack's  reply: 

Chorus. 
I  don't  want  to  play  witli  your  dog,  if  I  do  be  miglit  bite  me, 
Tlint  la  Very  true,  my  dear  boy,  then  lie  might  go  mad,  you  aee. 
Then  Jack  told  Nell  how  he  loved  her,  yee,  I  know  it,  Jack,eatd  she, 
Then  Jack  said  I  can't  love  two  dugs,  one  itog  is  enough  for  me. 

Once  there  lived  side  by  side  two  little  Jews, 

Ust'd  to  sell  Bt'conil-hund  clotlics  and  second-liaud  slioes; 

One  day  a  poor  tramp  ptte«>f  d  with  an  ugly  grin. 

One  Blieeny  grabbeil  liie  bum,  wliile  the  other  pulled  him  In; 

My  friend,  I've  got  a  coat  I'll  sell  to  you. 

Cost  uie  forty  dollafs.  now  what  I  say  is  true, 

I  know  you're  a  friend  of  mine,  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do, 

I  m  willing  to  lose  thirty-eight  dollars,  so  I'll  sell  the  coat  for  two. 

Cboi-ub. 

I  don't  want  to  buy  your  old  coat,  I've  got  one  home  as  good  as  new, 
But.  my  frii nil    voii  miss  a  bargain,  I  swear  tlie  coat's  worth  fortyrtwo; 
You  can't  kick  about  the  price  now,  every  word  I  say  is  true, 
I'll  throw  iu  a  collar-button  if  you  take  the  coat  for  two. 


■   ^  •■^- 
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Parody  on: 

WINK  THE  OTHER  EYE. 
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By  Ike  Samuel. 


One  day  I  went  upon  a  stage  to  sing  a  comic  song, 
'I'lien  they  called  me  back  again  tu  sing  a  new  refrain, 

I  sang  the  song  with  all  my  luiglit,  but  didn't  sing  it  long. 
Then  I  heard  some  one  ezclalui  llie  man  must  be  inaane; 

I  sang  ta-ra-ra  l)oom-de-a,  1  tried  to  do  my  l)est. 
When  someone  quickly  grabbed  iiie  by  the  coat-tall  of  my  vest; 

If  it  wasn't  for  the  law  I'd  tell  you  all  the  rest. 

Now  I'm  sorry  that  I  spoke.    (Whistle) 

Chorus. 
How  long  I  laid  there  I  don't  remember  well. 
All  tliat  I  remember  was  the  moment  that  I  fell: 
Wliile  laying  on  my  face  I  tliought  I  heard  somebody  yell : 
Kiss,  and  let's  make  up.    ( Whittle) 

One  day  a  lady  fell  upon  the  sidewalks  of  New  York, 

But  she  didn't  care  a  cent,  though  her  face  was  l>adly  bent; 

She  lost  her  voice  while  she  was  young,  that's  wliy  she  couldn't  talk, 

One  of  lier  legs  was  good,  the  otiier  one  was  wood. 

A  policeiiiaiiasaw  her  laying  there,  though  he  was  fast  asleep. 

He  tliougia  al>out  his  lost  child,  so  he  sang  Creep,  Baby,  Creep, 

Said  he,  My  dear,  you'll  have  to  take  that  luuiber  off  the  street, 

Then  he  pulled  her  wooden  leg,  now  she  has  to  use  a  crutch. 

A  lady  with  a  freckle  face  was  selling  frozen  weiners, 

On  the  sidewalks  of  New  York:    {Whistle) 

A  week  before  she  did  a  splendid   business  in  a  beancry: 

But  one  day  a  sausage  barked,  then  they  made  her  leave  New  York, 

She  tried  to  sell  them  sausages,  but  tliey  refused  lo  walk; 

She  hired  o  German  sniisage  man  to  sell  them  after  dark. 

But  the  Dutchman  said  I  never  saw  such  sausage  in  New  York; 

Then  he  whistled  Old  Dog  Tray,  and  the  sausage  walked  away. 
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TWO  LITTLE  GIRLS  IN  BLUE 
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-■'■>:•■-  .  By  Ike  SamuoL      •■     ,.  -v^  ■/; 

A  bald-headed  man  with  no  hair  on  his  head  stood  at  a  bar  one  day: 
Tlie  barkeeper  asked  him  the  reason  wliy  he  acted  In  such  a  strauge  way: 
Come,  listen,  he  said,  and  I'll  tell  you,  my  lad,  a  story  that's  strange  but  trae, 
While  strolling  along  in  the  street  one  day  I  met  two  little  girls  iu  Dlue. 

Chorus. 

Two  little  girls  in  blue,  lad,  two  little  girls  In  Miie, 

Tliey  called  me  their  lootsey,  their  own  dear  wootaey. 

They  blew  me  for  all  they  knew; 

Now  one  of  these  girls  in  bine,  lad,  stole  everything  but  ray  heart, 

It  happened  by  chance  that  Ihey  left  lue  my  pants  with  the  legs  and  lining  apart 

Now  one  of  these  girls  had  a  look  on  her  face  that  would  break  any  bank  iu 

town. 
She  had  vrarts  on  her  feet  and  corns  on  her  teeth  now  she  was  loo  tall  to  sit 

down; 
Now  one  of  them  asked  me  to  lend  her  a  V,  wiieu  I  told  her  I  hadn't  a  sou. 
With  a  face  petrified  slie  walked  on  tlie  outside  and  called  two  Utile  men  iu  blue 

Chorus. 

Two  little  men  in  blue,  lad,  two  little  men  In  blue, 
In  a  patrol  to  the  station  house  with  me  they  quickly  flew; 
Now  one  of  these  men  in  blue,  lad,  struck  me  across  the  heart. 
You  sucker,  be  cried,  get  on  the  Inside,  and  then  we  drifted  apart. 


LIFE'S  BEEN  BUT  A  DREAM, 

LOVE. 
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Words  and  music  by  Mina  Deane. 


Upon  a  quiet  village  street  a  little  cottage  stands. 

Where  sweet  wild  roses  climb  above  the  door; 
A  wliite-haired  man  Is  siuoklug  iu  au  old-timed  rocking  chair, 

His  faithful  wife  is  knitting  one  sock  more; 
His  hair  lias  lost  its  golden  and  her  eyes  have  lost  their  sight. 

Her  once  fair  hands  are  wrinkled  now  and  old. 
Yet  she  loves  to  hear  her  husband  tell  of  liappy  days  gone  by. 

When  she  was  young  and  he  her  lover  oold. 

Chorus. 

We're  growing  old  together,  love,  both  growiug  old  and  gray. 
Hand  in  hand  we  started  life,  then  we  were  young  and  gay; 
But  uow  your  face  is  withered,  love,  once  it  was  wondrous  fair, 
Life's  been  but  a  dream,  love,  wliy  should  we  care. 

As  time  went  by  and  children  came  to  bless  this  happy  home, 

Each  boy  or  girl  seemed  dearer  than  the  last; 
The  girls  are  wives  and  mothers  now,  the  boys  to  manhood  grown, 

And  all  have  left  the  old  lioine  of  the  past; 
Father  l>ends  his  head  and  slips  liis  arm  'round  mother's  waist. 

He  sees  her  eyes  are  full  of  unshed  tears; 
And  he  draws  her  nearer  lo  him,  as  he  did  long  years  ago. 

These  words  are  full  of  comfort  that  she  hears:— CAtfriM. 


YOU'LL  COME  BACK,  MY  BOY 

JACK 
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Words  and  music  by  Austin  Walsh. 


Stump  Speeches,  Iriuli  Song  Books,  Cook  Books,  Book 
to  Henry  J.  Wehinau,  130  ft  IS2  Park  Kow.  New  York; 


Far  from  the  gay  bustling  city,  mid  sweeis  of  calm  country  life. 
Fondly  beat  two  hearts  together,  the  sweetheart  who  soon  would  be  wife; 
Love's  quarrel  was  just  then  a-brewiug,  no  pleading  to  reason  would  bring. 
In  rage,  while  the  storm  was  ensuiug,  Nell  gave  and  he  took  back  the  ring. 

Chorus. 
You'll  comeback,  my  boy  Jack,  / 

Back  (o  the  girl  you  love,  ilie  girl  who  loves  yon; 
When  away  you'll  surely  say 
Sorry  that  I  left  you,  Nell,  my  sorrow  I  can't  tell. 
So  I  say  that  you'll  come  back,  my  boy  Jack. 

Poor  Jack  soon  made  his  departure,  none  glad  to  biil  him  good-bye,'' 
Tears  filled  the  eyes  of  the  friendly,  dear  Nell  just  breathed  forth  a  sigh; 
His  mother,  tlie  sweetest  of  women,  who  anxiously  watched  their  love-match. 
Forgive  Jack,  she  said,  and  be  human,  and  sang  a   he  lef  his  home  thatch. 

— C'horu* 

Years  passed  though  Jack  kept  a-roving,  no  place  was  joy  to  remain. 
Last  iu  despair  camereturning,  the  first  love  he  still  did  retain: 
In  vain  at  liis  home  did  be  seek  her,  tlieii  friendless  liis  warm  heart  did  chill. 
While  searcliiug  in  graveyard  be  found  her,  a  little £reea  mound  on  the  hill. 

•  .;■    .         .V..-  —Chorvi 
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SHE  NEVER  DID  THE  SAME 
THING  TWICE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Fellz  McOlennoo. 


'I'liere  was  once  a  little  maiden,  quite  original  wa«  abe. 

For  flif  uever  did  the  eamo  thine  twice: 
And  her  hair  waa  oh,  ao  lf>Vfly,  to  describe  It  pazzlea  me, 

For  Blie  never  wore  the  »mne  hair  twice; 
II>-r  trycB  were  aoft  ttiid  luiifiuisliiDg,  excelsior  was  lier  noee, 
I  Iff  duihty  skirts  were  liftt-d,  just  to  show  a  little  hoee. 
And  Hht  her  cheeke,  her  lovely  cheeks,  they  bloomed  jast  like  a  rose. 
But  they  titver  bloomed  the  aanie  bloom  twice. 
CaoBCs. 
She  was  siicli  nn  original  girl, 
/  Slie  WHS  nice; 

An  aiiKel  iniiinB  wingii.  wbo  did  a  lot  of  tliloKt, 
But  she  uuvcr  did  the  aame  tliiugs  twice. 
Now  of  course  this  modern  maiden  used  to  try  and  ride  a  bike, 

But  she  never  hiked  the  same  bike  twice; 
And  her  costumes  to  descriite,  upon  my  word  I  scarcely  like. 

For  she  never  wore  the  same  |)iiir  twice; 
A  picture  of  sweet  belpletxness,  the  mashers  used  to  say, 
As  tliey  ntnild  teach  her  how  to  ride  in  Central  Park  each  day. 
And  she'd  Clint;  around  their  necks  iu  such  a  sweet  confiding  way, 
But  she  uever  clung  tbe  same  cling  twice. 

CaoRUB. 

She  was  such  an  original  girl, 

She  was  nice; 
On  to  any  worthy  thing,  goodness  gracionsi  bow  she'd  cling. 

But  she'd  never  cling  tbe  same  cling  twice. 

Now  tliis  maiden  had  some  beaus  wbo  at  her  residence  would  call. 

But  she  never  had  the  same  beau  twice; 
They  would  plead,  oh.  take  my  heart,  my  cash,  my  love,  my  life,  my  all, 

But  they'd  uever  plead  the  same  plead  twice; 
For  ahe'd  u  stern  old  father,  who  of  visitors  got  sick, 
Suid  lie  to  Iter,  "  I'll  have  to  stop  this  inashing  very  quick," 
So  when  they  called  that  night  the  old  man  started  in  to  kick, 

But  he  uever  kicked  the  same  place  twice. 

Chorcb. 
She  was  such  an  original  girl. 

She  was  nice; 
Tbe  air  was  very  bine,  as  papa's  number  'levene  flew, 

And  they  uever  flew  the  same  place  twic«. 

CHRISTMAS  NIG-HT  AT  NELLIE'S 
COUNTRY  HOME. 
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Words  and  Musio  by  Tom  Uartln. 


'Twas  Christmas  night  in  Dover,  a  town  not  far  from  here, 

There  lived  a  loving  couple  so  serene; 
Their  youngest  child,  adaiigliter,  was  loved  both  far  and  near, 

A  charming  little  lass  of  sweet  sixteen; 
Iler  ciii'ioni  was  on  Ciiristmas  a^l  the  cliildren  to  invite. 

And  t:atlier  tlu-iii  around  a  lighted  tree: 
Then  hand  a  present  with  a  kiss  to  each  sweet  tiny  mite. 

So  happy  on  each  Christmas  night  was  she. 

Choritb. 
The  Christmas  hells  were  ringing  and  tiny  Totcea  singing, 

Happy  hearts  that  never  dreamed  of  gioam; 
Father  smiled  vvith  mother,  and  sister  laughed  at  brother. 

On  Ciiristmas  night  in  Nellie's  country  home. 

For  years  within  that  homestead  no  tidings  came  of  Nell, 

She'd  gone,  alas,  but  no  one  knew  just  wliere; 
'Tis  but  the  same  old  story,  a  sweet,  confiding  laaa. 

By  a  lover's  broken  vow  brought  to  despair: 
ills  promises  of  marriage  he  had  quite  forgot  to  fill. 

And  wrecked  a  home  once  happy  and  so  bright; 
In  dreams  those  dear  old  parents  a  vision  only  see 

or  Nellie  at  her  home  on  Chrlstmaa  night. 

Chorus. 
The  Christmas  hells  were  ringing  and  tiny  voices  singing, 

Happy  hearts  that  never  dreamed  of  gloam; 
Father  smiled  with  mother,  and  sister  laughed  at  brother, 

On  Christmas  night  iu  Nellie's  country  home. 

One  day  there  came  a  letter  to  that  grief-stricken  home, 

Wiiicli  Slated  thai  poor  Nell  ere  long  would  die; 
It  said  she  begged  to  gaze  on  her  mother's  face  again, 

With  broken  hearts  to  read  these  lines  they  tried: 
Your  daughter  Nell  is  dying  were  the  words  the  message  bore, 

Wiih  aching  hearts  before  the  morning  light 
They  started  for  the  city  and  they  brouglit  their  darling  back. 

But  she  died  wlthiu  that  home  on  Christmas  night. 

Chorus. 
No  Christmas  bells  were  ringing,  no  merry  voices  singing, 

Saddeued  liearts  that  never  more  will  roam; 
Father  wept  with  mother,  and  sister  wept  with  brother. 

On  Christmas  uight  at  Nellie's  country  home. 


^^^ 


IT  AIN'T  NO  LIE. 
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Words  and  Uuslo  by  Moran  ft  Hetf . 


White  folks  say  that  the  times  are  bard. 
But  niggers  never  worry,  trust  in  de  Lord; 
Have  no  trouble,  get  a  plenty  to  eat. 
And  for  chicken  dinner  they  a  can't  be  beat; 
I  went  last  night  lo  a  chicken  coop. 
Chickens  roosted  high,  didn't  liave  to  stoop; 
No  matter  liow  hard  tlie  times  may  be. 
Chickens  don't  a  come  too  high  for  me. 

RiPRAIN. 

I'se  a  natural  horn  reacher, 
I'ee  a  natural  liorn  reacher, 
I  do  love  my  chickens. 
It  ain't  no  lie. 

I  took  my  bal>e  to  a  ball  one  night, 

A  coffee-colored  nigger  tried  to  start  a  fight; 

Says  I,  "SSee  here,  Johnson,  don't  you  give  me  a  call, 

'Cause  if  I'ee  encouraged  I  will  clean  ont  this  liall." 

"  Do  you  mean,"  says  Johnson,  "that  you'll  clean  out  the  place,' 

He  called  for  soap  and  water,  shoved  a  mop  in  ma  face; 

When  I  got  through^  acriibl>ing  I  was  tired  as  could  be, 

Twas  the  cleanest  old  hall  you  ever  did  see. 

RErRAIM. 

I'se  a  natural  bom  cleaner, 
I'so  a  natural  born  cleaner, 
Oot  tlie  best  of  reference. 
It  ain't  no  lie. 

Went  ont  the  other  night  for  to  shoot  some  crap. 

Expected  to  win  some  money  perhaps, 

Tiiought  those  coons  would  all  have  fits. 

When  I  proudly  said  I'd  shoot  six  bits, 

"  Come  seven,"  I  cried,  but  out  rolled  three, 

Said  "  it's  all  up,  gemmen,  yoiiee  done  cleaned  me;  "  -  '" 

"  WhatI  cleaned  already,"  says  Liver  Lip  Jim, 

"  Why  yon  wasn't  very  dirty  when  yon  first  came  io." 

RXFRAIM. 

I'se  a  natural  horn  gambler, 
I'se  a  natural  born  gambler, 
I  must  have  iteeu  hoodood. 
It  ain't  no  lie. 

'Neath  a  great  big  tree  with  my  babe  I  sat, 
1'ree  was  loaded  down  with  persiinmons  so  fat; 
Had  my  arms  around  her,  she  was  making  goo  goo  eyes. 
And  she  says,  "  Do  you  hear  how  this  tree  moans  and  sighs; " 
I  said  to  my  babe,  "  Now  it's  a  very  plain,  I 
If  the  tree  moans  and  sighs  It  must  be  in  pain; 
If  you  were  as  full  of  persimmons  as  that  tree.  Sue, 
Why  its  dollars  to  doughnuts  you'd  be  a  moaniu',  too." 
Refraim. 

I'se  a  natural  born  Joker, 
I'se  a  natural  born  joker, 
A  regular  Joe  Miller, 
It  ain't  no  lie. 

Knew  a  man  by  the  natue  of  Freeze, 

Among  the  gale  he  was  all  the  cheese; 

He  was  twice  as  frosty  as  his  name, 

And  he  looked  like  the  letter  that  nerer  came. 

A  last  poor  Freeze  got  in  a  fight. 

Coons  pulled  their  razors  and  carved  him  right; 

They  parted  his  body  from  his  breath  somehow. 

And  he  cnts  no  ice  where  be  is  now. 

RSFRAIN. 

He's  a  natural  born  freezer, 
He's  a  natural  born  freezer. 
He'll  liave  liot  doings. 
It  ain't  no  lie. 

Had  a  dream  tbe  other  night. 

Dreamed  I  was  climbing  up  the  golden  flight; 

Got  a  hustle  on  me,  didn't  want  to  lie  late. 

There  sat  St.  Peter  at  the  Golden  Gate; 

"  Hellol  Pete,"  I  shook  a  hands  with  him, 

"  I'm  playing  with  the  '  Creoles  '  and  I  want  to  go  In; '* 

"  Cuts  no  ice  with  a  wlium  you  played. 

See  the  manager  and  have  a  your  card  O  K'd." 

RirKAlN.  i 

I'se  a  natural  born  trouper. 

Tee  a  natural  born  troni)er, 

Done  got  a  turn  down, 

It  ain't  no  lie. 
Kept  on  a  dreaming  tlie  whole  night  throDgb, 
'Cause  I  didn't  get  to  heaven  was  a  feeliu' blue; 
Found  a  bunch  of  money  lyin'  on  the  ground. 
Started  over  after  Susan  for  to  do  tbe  town; 
Came  to  cafe  and  I  went  in, 
Step|>ed  to  bar  and  I  called  for  gin; 
Was  just  about  to  drink  it,  'twas  just  my  lack, 
I  didn't  get  to  taste  it  for  I  done  woke  np. 

RirRini. 
I'se  a  natural  horn  dreamer, 
I'se  a  natural  lK)rn  dreamer, 
Dream  hard  luck  stories. 
It  ain't  no  lie. 
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Words  and  Husio  b7  Ned  Cole. 


If  any  one  slionid  ask  you  who's  the  belle  of  Hogan'a  Alley, 

Why  it's  me,  jiiet  nie,  "  seel  " 
If  I'm  little  don't  yoa  troniile.  I  can  make  them  all  see  double, 

And  the  gang  they  simply  think  the  world  of  me, 
When  I  go  out  dressed  In  my  Sunday  best 

The  boys  and  girls  nil  yell  out  "  Hully  Gleet  " 
There  never  is  a  minute  little  Lizzie  is  not  In  it,  and       ~ 

I'm  the  only  peach  that's  on  ibe  tree. 

Cbobus. 
For  they  tell  me  I'm  the  best  that  ever  happened. 

But  Vm  on  the  branch  so  high  well  "  Hnlly  Qeel  " 
ir  ihey  qiiestion  yon  about  it,  don't  you  for  a  moment  doubt  It, 

For  I'm  the  only  |)each  that's  on  the  tree.  .  - . 

Now  there's  little  Billy  Brady,  but  his  reputation's  shady, 

Siill  he's  struck  on  me,  "  seel  " 
Take  my  tip  lie's  got  no  chance,  I  give  him  a  Boug  and  dancet 

The  yellow  kill's  the  boy  that  just  suits  me. 
When  he  aiiys  ■' Liz,  let's  go  anil  talie  a  walk," 

Tlie  other  girls  are  jeiilous  as  can  be;  ,  ■. 

The  itoys  sny  I'm  u  daisy  and  I  nearly  drive  them  crazy,  say 

I'm  the  only  peach  that's  on  tlie  tree.— CAo>-u». 

I    <  a  »    I  -  ■ 

THE  FIRST  SWEETHEART  IS  THE 
BEST  OF  ALL. 
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Words  by  John  J.  Mclntire.    Music  by  Oeorge  O.  Bender. 

One  liny  M  lover's  quarrel  caused  a  youth  and  liissie  pain,         : 
And  in  liis  jealousy  lie  cried:  "  I'll  never  cull  agnin; 
I  MOW  iiiii  thoi'oiiuhly  convinced  that  you've  been  fooling  me; 
Your  lieart  is  witii  uiiother,  so  my  face  no  more  you'll  see." 
8he  tlieni  implored  tlie  lad  to  slay  and|cried:  "  I  have  been  true; 
My  heart,  although  you  doubt  it,  loves  no  otiier  one  hut  you." 
He  left  the  maid,  then  went  and  found  his  old  companion  Jack, 
Who  wlien  he  heard  the  story  said:  "  Take  my  advice,  go  back,  (or 

Refrain.  , 

The  first  sweetheart  is  the  best  of  all, 
Sweet  are  tlie  niem'ries  she'll  recall. 
She  is  tlie  dearest,  elie  is  eiucerest. 
The  first  sweetheart  Is  the  best  of  all. 

Wlien  jealousy  is  once  aroused  it  does  not  qnickly  die. 

Ami  so  the  lad  to  ease  his  piiin  for  other  girls  would  sigh; 

He  sought  in  niuiiy  inaida  to  find  the  charms  he  lost  in  Nell, 

But  never  did  he  meet  with  one  who  pleased  him  half  so  well; 

He  then  resolved  again  to  see  his  old  companion  Jack, 

And  ask  if  he'd  arrange  it  so  to  Nell  he  might  go  back; 

She  took  him  to  her  heart  again  as  in  the  olden  days, 

Qe  knows  she'll  soon  be  bis  for  life  and  now  be  often  says:— £«^rain. 


^  THERE'S  ALWAYS  A  SMILE  UPON 

HER  FACE. 
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Words  and  Hosio  by  Dave  Marion. 


My  sweetheart  has  had  many  couriers,  and  all  have  bad  more  wealth  than  I, 
But  lliere's  always  a  welcome  awaiting,  if  I  cull  in  when  I'm  passing  by: 
There's  love  in  her  eyes  when  she  greets  nie,  u  kiss  when  we  part  in  the  hall, 
If  you  asb  how  I  know  that  she  loves  me,  I  can  see  for  myself  wbeu  I  call. 

Crorcs. 
There  is  always  a  smile  upon  ber  face,  always  a  welcome  there, 
'    Eyes  of  blue  say  I  love  you,  she's  the  fairest  of  the  fair; 
She's  one  girl  In  a  thousand,  how  I  love  iier  you  can  guess. 
When  I  popp'd  the  question  without  hesitation  she  answered  "  yes." 

The  wedding  bells  will  soon  be  ringing,  then  I'll  be  in  perfect  bliss. 

No  shadow  shall  darken  our  pathway,  the  bargain  I'll  seal  with  a  kiss; 

After  my  day's  toil  is  over  to  a  neat  little  cotUge  I'll  roam, 

I  know  that  there's  some  one  awaiting,  it's  Holly  I  see  in  onr  borne.— CAoru*. 
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DON'T  GO,  JOE." 
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Words  and  Mosie  by  John  Bastlan. 


Joe,  don't  wait  but  tell  me,  do,  say  thnt  yon  love  me,  that  will  do. 

If  yon  will  I'll  promise  true  never  to  love  no  one  but  yon; 

Joe,  I  loved  you  long  ago,  bat  my  hopes  are  getting  low, 

Manj  years  I  tried  your  heart,  and  now  to  think  that  we  must  put. 

.:/'  Chords.  v  "- 

■'.■[   Don't  go!  don't  got  for  yon  know  I  love  you. 
Don't  go!  don't  Joel  I  can't  live  without  you; 
I  implore  you  don't  say  that  we  must  part. 
For  I'm  the  girl  you  said  you'd  wed  and  love  with  all  your  heart. 

AH  I  have  to  live  for  now  is  for  that  one  and  only  vow, 

Which  you  made  a  year  ago,  telling  me  then  you  loved  me  so; 

After  years  of  strife  and  woe,  now  you  proudly  torn  to  go, 

I  love  yoa  and  you  alone,  and  when  you  leave  my  heart  leaves,  too.— Chorus. 


^.: 


*  >  * 


■      DARLINa  MABEL. 
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Words  by  A.  J.  MUls.    MusIg  by  Bennett  Scott. 


Joe  was  In  love  with  sweet  Mabel, 

And  Dame  Rumor  said  be  was  anxious  to  wed. 

But  someliow  he  never  felt  able. 

To  speak  when  his  loved  one  was  nigh; 

He'd  blushed  like  a  rose  when  he  met  her. 

And  over  each  word  he  would  stammer  absurd. 

But  once  in  the  form  of  a  letter. 

He  thought  for  her  heart  he'd  apply. 

So  straightway  he  wrote  this  bus'uesa-like  note: 

Chorus. 

"Darling  Mabel,  now  I'm  able  to  buy  the  happy  home. 
For  they  raised  my  pay,  love,  only  yesterday,  love; 
Will  you  marryf  do  not  tarry,  answer  'yes  '  or  '  no,' 
I  conclude  with  love  and  kisses,  yours  forever,  Joe.**  ' 

Joe  for  bis  sweet  Mal)el's  answer, 

Would  wait  on  the  mat  for  the  postman's  rat-tat, 

And  wonder  if  she'd  say  "  I  can't,  sirl" 

Or  promise  to  lie  his  own  wife: 

He  wailed  six  montlis  and  got  thinner. 

He'd  sol)  and  he'd  sigh  and  would  pipe  bis  blue  eye. 

Would  go  without  breakfast  or  dinner; 

In  fact  he  felt  tired  of  liis  life. 

In  dreams  be  would  quote  that  letter  he  wrote.— CAona. 

This  is  the  sequel  I'm  stating, 

For  truth  now  to  lell,  Mabel  loved  him  quite  well. 

Then  wliy  did  she  keep  the  chap  wailing? 

The  answer's  us  plain  as  can  be; 

His  life  he'd  determined  to  end  it. 

When  in  his  old  coat  he  discovered  the  note, 

Somehow  he'd  forgotten  to  send  it;  '\    '' 

He  rushed  ofit  to  Mabel  with  glee; 

Their  wedding's  to-day,  he  found  pluck  to  say:— CAorttf. 


>., 


^ 


SWEET  NELLIE  FAY. 
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Words  and  music  by  Al  H.  WilsoiL 


In  a  cosy  flat  across  the  way  there  lives  a  charming  miss, 
A  flirtation  we've  started  and  we  often  toss  a  kiss, 
Her  sweet  smile's  like  the  suusiiine  that  brightens  up  the  day, 
A  cimning,  rosy,  blue-eyed  girl  is  little  Nellie  Fay. 

Chobcb. 
Sweet  Nellie  Fay  lives  over  the  way. 
We  flirt  ev'ry  evening,  we  fliri  ev'ry  day; 
Her  smile  has  bewitclied  me,  my  heart's  gone  astray. 
And  sweet  Nellie  has  it  in  the  flat  o'er  the  way. 

T  meet  her  ev'ry  evening,  with  her  rosy  cheeks  aglow. 

Enchanting  and  l>ewltchinc,  she's  the  sweetest  girl  I  know. 

For  Cupid  is  the  God  of  Love  I've  often  heard  them  say, 

I  know  he  slioots  his  arrows  from  the  flat  across  the  way.— CAtffM. 
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Wurda  and  rouaic  by  t/cw  Bloom. 


Ole  Frogeyo  Jone«  eot  glued  lust  wtek  to  Arahellu  Blake, 
tie  (lone  invited  all  ilv  coona  to  have  aoine  wine  and  cake, 
De  iiigcora  dat  assemltU'd  dar  were  big  black  Rreacy  Jap», 
They  Miig  de  cliorna  of  die  aoiig  whilu  Joues  wua  aliooilu'  craps  . 

CanRra. 

Oil!  ebow  me  de  black  man  dat  trifle  wid  ma  baby, 

Wliere  iini  de  baboon  dat  atole  inn  cal  awny; 
If  I  cotcli  lU  freckled  coon  dat  hiiaied  up  ma  honeymoon, 

Dar'li  be  u  nigger  miBBiii'  till  de  Judgment  day. 

Now  when  de  dice  got  good  and  hot  and  .Tones  was  emllln'  gay, 
A  freckled  coon«iicak'd  in  de  hoii^u  an'  Klole  de  bride  awiiy; 
but  wlieii  ole  Proueye  heard  de  news  he  pulled  his  razor  out, 
Then  elurted  for  dat  freckled  coon,  and  these  words  he  did  shont: 

—  C'hor>i$. 

Dat  freckled  coon  dl't  not  git  far  before  he  got  a  whack, 

Die  Frogeye  carved  his  coat-tail  off,  den  rip{>ed  hiiii  up  de  buck. 

Hut  Mieter  Nigger  inrned  around  and  grabb'd  ole  Isalyelle, 

Den  eoak'd  poor  Jones  square  oi:  de  nose,  oh  Lor' I  how  Jones  did  yellt .« 

—  Cfiorut 


FOR  THE  SAKE  OF  THE  GIRL 
YOU  LOVE. 
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He  stood  Ineidr  the  itrls'ner's  dock,  a  look  of  shame  was  on  his  face. 
The  whiie-hnired  jiiage  sat  like  a  rock,  his  eyes  were  siern,  no  look  of  grace: 
The  jiid>.:e  then  said, "The  crime  is  proved,  one  year  in  jail,"  bis  voice  then  broke 
The  audience  sighed  hy  pity  moved,  tlie  prls'ner  ruse  and  thus  be  spoke: 

C'HORL'B 

"For  Ibo  sake  of  the  girl  I  love  '.)e  merciful,  judge,  to  me, 
I'll  forsake  all  my  old  time  waya,  a  better  man  I  will  lie; 
I'll  siiiin  the  ways  of  tlie  bad,  your  reward  will  lie  great  above. 
If  mercy  yon  show  tn  me  for  the  sake  of  the  girl  I  lovs. 

"The  sentence  stands,"  the  judge  then  said.  "iinKss  a  fine  Instead  yon  pay.' 
Stern  jii8tlc«  when  liy'mercy  le<l,  decrees  oft  makes  that  none  eainaay; 
A  cheer  unchecked  rung  through  the  court,  a  dozca  hands  the  fine  would  pay. 
The  judge  assumed  an  aiignst  |iort,  and  then  all  present  heard  him  say: 

Cnoiics. 
"For  the  sake  of  the  girl  yon  love  I'll  merciful  be  to  thee. 
But  forsake  all  your  old-time  ways,  a  better  man  you  must  be; 
Avoid  the  ways  of  the  bad,  your  reward  will  be  great  above. 
If  true  to  your  word  you  prove,  fur  the  sake  of  tlie  girl  you  love." 
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THE  LIGHT  OF  ANNIE'S  EYES. 
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IIow  sweet  our  lovely  trysting  hour,  when  from  the  tender  skies. 
The  alitra  like  shiuiug  eeiiie  lookcl  down  to  envy  Annie's  eyes; 
While  gentle  zephyrs  softly  sigh,  I  wait  my  love  to  greet. 
The  fireflies  glow  among  tbe  flowers  to  light  her  coming  feet. 

Rkfkaiii. 

On  land  or  sea,  where'er  I  be. 

My  heart  to  thee  ia  drawn  by  fondeat  ties; 
Whaie'er  Iwttde,  safe  to  thy  side, 

OI  be  my  guide,  the  light  of  Annie's  eyes. 

She  came  to  me  and  fondly,  yet  the  mem'ry  with  me  stays; 
Uow  that  bright  vision  lightens  all  the  toil  of  weary  days; 
IIow  otiickly  sped  the  blissful  time  'neatli  moonlighl'a  silver  rain. 
How  drear  the  wait  for  that  sweet  hour  when  we'll  ne'ar  part  again. 


MRS.  GOTTEM. 


( A  Thinking  Song. ) 


Oopyrlitht.  MV7,  hy  Franels,  Day  A  Hunter.    EnKllsh  Copyright  secured. 


All  rlKbts  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Miiale  of  thia  Bonir.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  lie  aent  to  any  ad 
drese,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  ts  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Rnnirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wjihmnn.  1.10  *  1«  I'ark  How.  New  York;  or  )IA  A  117  K  MndUon  Ht, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  CntaloKiie  of  Bonirs.  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Unalo.  Uerman  Bouk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Booka.  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Wordaaud  tnuslo  by  Joseph  Tabrar. 


I've  quite  forgotten  all  my  words,  whatever  shall  I  do, 

Tiddie  Iddle  iiin-liiin,  titldle  iddle  iini-tnni,  tiddle  Iddle  nm-tnm  tOO-oo-oo. 

Now  let  me  see  now,  what's  the  next  jwrt  of  the  melodeef 

Tiihlleidiile  nm-tum,  tiddle  hldlc  iinitiim,  tiddle  Iddle  nm-tnm  tee. 

I've  got  itt  yes,  I'm  walking  ont  with  such  n  tilce  young  man. 

He  tells  me  funny  tales  and  inakeM  me  blush  behind  my  fan; 

I  dined  with  htm  last  night,  he  made  me  sit  nnoii  hit*  knee, 

Tiddle  iddle  um-lniii,  tiddle  iddle  um-tum,  tiddle  iddle  uin-tnm  tee. 

Chorus. 
And  he's  bought  me  such  a  lovely  weddlne  dress, 
'I'hut  was  made  by  Mrs  Goltcin,  with  cmbroid'ry  'round  the  bottom. 
And  he's  tried  me  on  a  lovelv  plain  gold  ring. 
And  tiddle  iddie  umiuni,  tidille  Iddle  um-tum,  ting,  ting,  ting. 

He's  nak'd  me  if  I'd  lum-tuni.  if  I'd  like  to  learn  to  woo, 

And  tiddle  iddle  nm-tnm,  tiddle  iddio  nm-tum,  pddle  iddle  nm-fnm,  too-oo-oo. 

lie  also  said  that  if  we'd-lf  we'd   ladi-da-di-dee. 

And  tidille  iddie  nm-tnm.  tiddle  iddle  nm-tuni,  tiddle  Iddle  uin-lnm,  tee. 

Then  for  the  first— tlie  first  time  that  I'd  <'ver  been  einhraced. 

His  arm  came  stealing  gently  'round  my  most  angelic  waist. 

We  sidled  11)1  togetliiT,  oh!  he  was  so  nice  to  me. 

And  tiddle  Iddle  uin-lum,  tiddle  iddle  um-tum,  tiddle  iddle  um-tau>  tee. 

—  Cftoru*. 

II<  s  lieen  and  ssk'd  tbe  parson  if  he'd  pull  the  matter  throncli, 

Aiid  tiddle  iddle  nm-tum,  tiddle  iddle  um-tnm,  tiddle  iddle  iim-tnm  too-oo-oo. 

lie  made  me  swear,  upon  inv  knees,  to  hlin  I  would  he  true, 

And  tiddle  iddle  iini-tiiui,  tiddle  iddle  nm-taui,  tiddle  iddle  uin-tnm  too. 

(tu  hlis  and  things  and  things  and  bits,  he's  spent  a  decent  sum, 

He's  bonght  the  kitchen  fender  and  he's  bor.Ktit  a  lum-tiim-tnin, 

A  lovely  bassinet  made  large  enough  to  carry  three. 

And  tiddle  iddle  uiu-Iuid,  tiddle  iddle  um-tum,  tiddle  Iddle  um-tam,  tee, 

—  Chorut. 
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SWEET  EMELINE. 
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Yes,  my  love  Is  like  a  blnslilng  rose. 
And  my  love  each  day  still  greater  grows; 
Pnre  Is  the  maid  of  my  choice  and  true. 
My  sweet  Emetine  with  eyes  of  blue. 

Crorcs. 

Tes,  she  is  just  divine,  my  sweet  Emcllne, 
She  stole  my  heart  and  Cuiiid's  dart 
Went  throngh  this  heart  or  mine; 
And  soon  we  are  to  wed. 
For  she  the  word  has  said. 
There  Is  no  bliss  tliat  equals  this. 
Loved  by  sweet  Kiueliue. 

She's  not  rich.  If  gold  yon  riches  call. 

But  she  is  rich  In  pleasant  words  for  all: 

Toang  and  the  old  win  her  smile  so  sweet. 

And  with  beaming  face  her  coming  greet.— CAom<«. 

Orace  she  has,  'tis  youthful  grace  unsought. 

And  not  that  with  fashion  plates  are  l>onght. 

Art  she  may  use,  'lis  the  art  of  Irnib, 

Framed  with  all  the  radiant  charms  of  yonth.— 6'A<//m«. 

Now,  my  friends,  say  not  "a  love-sick  yonth," 
For  yon  all  will  own  I  s|)eak  the  truth; 
No  greater  victory's  won  by  man  In  life. 
Than  to  win  a  pure  and  loving  vi\tt.—  (Jhoriu. 
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DEEP  IN  THE  ARMS  OF  REMORSE 

I  Oopyiicht.  18M.  by  the  W.  F.  SliAW. 
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Words  and  Huslo  by  Wm.  D.  Hall. 


Some  months  a^o  unto  thia  manly  bMom, 

I  took  a  wife  to  love  with  ecetacy; 
She  had  a  altaation  Efl  typewriter,  ■'      :  ^ 

And  all  alie  earn'd  elie  iiee<l  to  give  to  me.  'V. 

But  alael  crael  fute  swept  down  upon  me. 

And  caua'd  tbla  tender  heart  tliro'  grief  to  tbrob, 
For  site  retarii'd  from  work  one  Winter's  evening, 

And  with  a  sob  snid  she  liad  lost  her  job. 

Cbobub. 
It  almost  drove  me  to  distraction; 

'Twas  thro'  it  I  got  a  divorce; 
For  while  my  wife  wus  oat  of  woric,  'round  this  town  I  bad  to  iarlc, 

Deep,  deep  In  tlie  arms  of  remorse. 

Some  little  boys  while  on  the  street  a-playing. 

Placed  tt  ha^e  bricic  within  an  old  high  hat; 
Tliey  one  and  all  did  linrry  up  an  alley. 

For  well  they  Iciievv  in  me  they  liad  a  flnt. 
I  saw  the  tile  with  blissful  admiration, 

Tlien  brHC'd  myself  to  Ktve  it  just  one  touch. 
And  ever  since  I  tried  to  Kiclt  it  elcywurd, 

I've  realized  the  value  of  a  crutch. 

CaoRus. 
It  almost  drove  me  to  distrnction: 

Through  using  my  foot  with  sucli  force, 
It  is  not  only  blacic  and  bine,  but  in  size  as  large  as  two,   ' 

And  I'm  Jeep  in  the  arms  of  remorse. 

A  sack  of  salt  I  plnced  upon  tlie  pnvemeiit. 

And  wager'd  that  no  man  in  all  our  town 
Could  carry  it  across  the  street  unaided 

Without  lie'd  be  compelled  to  set  it  down. 
But  alasl  a  knowing  one  deceived  me 

In  a  manner  tliat  setmed  to  know  no  fail; 
For  as  I  watcii'd  to  see  if  he  would  drop  it. 

To  my  surprise  he  hung  it  on  a  nnll. 

Chorcs. 
It  almost  drove  me  to  disiraction 

To  lose  my  stuff  ill  such  a  source, 
Never  will  1  try  again  to  get  ricli  on  snob  a  game,         -       '   .    : 

For  I'm  deep  in  the  arms  of  remorse. 

One  day  a  tramp  n|>proaclied  me  on  the  highway 

For  one  small  dime  to  get  a  glasB  of  rye. 
And  I  complied  by  giving  liim  the  money. 

For  I  myself  at  times  have  oft  l>eeii  dry. 
He  took  the  coin  and  from  me  quickly  hurried. 

And  with  a  grateful  smile,  "  thanks,  sir,"  he  said. 
But  later  on  I  found  he  had  deceived  roe, 

Instead  of  baying  liquor  he  bought  bread. 

CHunrs. 
It  almost  drove  me  to  distraction, 

For  I  thougiit  the  man  sincere,  of  course, 
I  am  sad  at  lieart  ihrough  grief,  and  tliere's  caaght  can  give  relief. 
For  I'm  deep  iu  the  anus  of  remorse. 

A  friend  of  mine  wiio  likes  to  |)lay  the  races 

Gave  me  a  tip  and  said  that  it  was  sure,  '"■  v 

But  I  ignored  his  silly  proposition,  '■-,■     -      ..    ' 

For  I  Imve  heard  of  tips  oft  times  before. 
It  was  a  cliance  for  me  to  play  bookmaker, 

80  then  and  there  I  put  uv  ten  to  one. 
But  when  the  jmlges  gave  their  cruel  decision, 
To  my  surprise  1  found  the  horse  bad  won. 

Chorus. 
It  almost  drives  me  to  distraction. 

Whene'er  I  look  upon  a  liorse, 
it  Is  true  that  lie  was  lame,  still  lie  got  there  Just  the  aame. 

Leaving  me  iu  the  arms  of  remorse. 


SWEET  JENNY  LEE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Walter  P.  Keen. 


There's  a  girl  with  whom  I'm  in  love,  in  Tennessee! 

And  I  found  tlie  nest  of  my  dove,  in  TenneBseel 

Tho'  she  was  shy  when  I  flrst  did  exclaim,  "  You're  fair  as  can  bel  " 

Soon  she  recover 'd  and  told  me  her  name,  it's  sweet  Jenny  Lee  I 

RSTRAIN. 

Sweet  Jenny  Lee,  for  yoo  ttie  magnolia  is  blooming. 
Sweet  Jenny  Lee,  you're  as  fair  as  flow'r  coDid  be; 

Ton  are  the  darling  that  captured  my  lieart. 

Off  to  the  cliarch  we  will  presently  start. 
And  in  a  wedding  we'll  both  take  a  part,  sweet  Jenny  Leet 

There  are  Southern  Iteanties  so  rare,  in  Tennessee  I 

But  with  Jenny  there's  none  can  corapiire,  in  Tennessee! 

When  in  the  moonlJL'ht  a  sweet  little  kiss  she  gave  unto  me, 

My  heart  was  bathed  in  a  fountain  of  bliss  by  sweet  Jenny  Leel— /7</>'ain 

Two  young  lovers  will  sliortly  he  wed,  in  Tennessee! 

To  the  altar  a  bride  will  l>e  led,  in  Tennessee! 

Ail  of  the  bells  in  ttie  village  will  ring  for  her  and  for  me. 

And  all  the  old  color'd  servants  will  sing  fur  sweet  Jenny  Leel—RtfrtUn. 


MY  DADDY'S  A  POLICEMAN. 
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Words  by  W.  M.  Sagar    Music  by  R.  A.  Browne. 

Some  children  plnyliig  tag  together  In  tiie  street  one  day. 
Were  romping  merrily  aliont  in  happy,  childish  way: 
No  thought  of  care  or  trouble  found  within  their  liearts  a  place. 
And  happiness  shown  bright  npon  each  little  childish  face; 
But  soon  the  clouds  obscured  tlie  sunshine  in  each  iiappy  heart. 
And  angry  words  and  bitter  tears  began  to  play  a  part; 
I'ben  to  one  little  chap  of  six,  who'd  cansea  tiie  tears  to  fall, 
A  little  maiden  said  these  words  that  meant  so  much  to  all: 

Chorus. 
"  My  daddy's  a  policeman,  and  yon'd  better  be  good,  I  say! 
If  I  tell  dad,  he'll  |iul  you  in  the  wagon  and  he'll  take  you  far  away; 
He  says  his  duty  is  to  keep  in  jail  the  people  wlio  are  had, 
And  if  you  don't  do  just  »liat  is  right  I'll  go  and  tell  my  dad! " 
The  childish  quarrel  soon  was  over,  tears  were  brushed  away. 
And  once  aniin  in  ev'ry  heart  sweet  simehiiie  held  lis  sway; 
And  of  tlie  Tittle  ones  who  played  together  on  tiie  scene. 
The  lass  whose  dad  was  a  jioliceman  reigne<l  acknowledged  queen! 
Her  playmates  were  her  subject",  and  lier  simple  word  was  law; 
Fur  of  the  mighty  man  iu  blue  the  children  stood  in  awe; 
And  eow  they  whisiier'd   'moiigst   themselves  that  sunny,  Summer's 
When  to  her  wee  companions  did  the  little  lassie  say:  [day, 

—  Choi-u$. 


SWEET  NORAH,  MY  OWN. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Felix  McOIennon. 


There's  a  colleen  whom  I  adore,  sweet  Norah,  mv  o«n! 

Brightest  darlitit;  on  Erin's  shore,  sweet  Norah,  my  own  I 

Hair  as  dark  HS  the  darkest  night. 

Sparkling  eyes  full  of  love's  sweet  light. 

Heart  so  pure  and  a  smile  so  bright,  sweet  Norab,  my  own; 

Repraik. 

Wiien  the  piper  merrily  plays  on  the  village  green, 

Tripplneso  ligiilly,  Noraii  aii<l  I,  ofien  may  there  l>e  seen; 

All  the  boys  with  her  are  in  love. 

They  would  like  to  capture  my  dove. 

But  I'm  the  boy  that's  going  to  marry  Korali  I 

Song-birds  listen  when  Norali  sings,  sweet  Norah,  my  own! 

Joy  and  comfort  to  all  she  brings,  sweet  Norah,  my  own! 

As  she  roams  in  the  L''irden  fair. 

With  tlie  roses  slie  ileci^s  her  hair, 

Slie's  the  loveliest  flower  there,  sweet  Norah,  my  own  I— /?«/>'a<n. 

She's  no  maiden  of  high  cIcL-rec,  sweet  Norah,  my  own ! 

But  she's  just  rich  enough  for  me.  sweet  Norah,  my  own! 

Other  maidens  may  have  liright  cold. 

But  tlieir  hearts  may  t>e  fait>e  and  cold, 

Norah '8  ne'er  could  he  bongiit  or  sold,  sweet  Norah,  my  own) 

-  Refrain. 


SHE  NEVER  COMES  HOME  'TILL 

MORNING-. 
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Words  by  Tom  Conley.    Musio  by  Felix  McQlennon. 


I'll  sing  about  a  gir!  named  Flossie,  Flossie  with  the  golden  hnir; 
She's  her  father's  only  daughter,  ev'ry  body  says  "  iiow  fair;  " 
Other  girls  of  her  are  jealous,  says  she  isn't  qiine  tlie  tliini;. 
She  always  wears  a  sealskin  jacket  and  a  lovely  diamond  ring! 

Cborhs. 
She  never  comes  home  'till  morning,  not  till  the  day  Is  dawninir. 
She  never  comes  home  'til  morning,  and  sometimes  never  at  all; 
She  never  comes  home  'till  morning,  then  she  goes  to  l>ed. 
And  she  never  goes  out  till  the  evening  to  earn  her  (]aily  break. 
Now  Flossie's  always  got  a  masher,  silly  youth  with  titled  name. 
Buys  her,  oh!  such  lovely  flowers,  Flossie  lias  u  fair  old  game; 
Flossie's  got  a  splendid  brongbam,  all  the  other  girls  are  mad. 

Hies  Flossie  knows  her  little  hook  tiirongii,  bo  does  Flossie's  ancient  dad. 

Choi->i*. 
Now  how  does  Flossie  get  her  living,  otiier  ladles  want  to  know, 
Flossie  is  a  ballet  dancer,  cleverest  in  the  front  row: 
80  you  uoderetnnd  Mikh  Fi'-egie  hits  to  ko  to  work  at  iiiiiliisi 
For  Flossie  trips  the  light  fantastic  in  a  silken  pair  of  tigiits.— CA^tM. 
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MY  FIRST  AND  ONLY  LOVE. 
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Words  and  Mndo  by  I.  AlbarUUL 


One  Sammer'i  eve  the  atare  shone  bright, 

Hiish'd  was  the  earth  in  the  calm  of  night, 

Lonely  and  sad  I  sat  beside 

The  eTAve  of  my  darling,  my  promised  bride; 

But  before  death  liad  closeil  her  eyes, 

Heedless  of  my  despairing  sighs, 

I  vow'd  to  her  then  that  none  bnt  she 

Sboatd  ever  be  sweetlieart  or  bride  to  me. 

RirRAIN. 

Whom  wilt  thou  love  when  I  have  flown. 
From  cold,  cold  earth  to  starry  Ihrone; 
No  one  I  swear  by  heav'n  above, 
You  are  my  first  and  my  only  love. 

Her  gnrden  green  In  wlilch  we  met. 

When  toil  was  over  and  san  had  set. 

No  longer  has  its  brit;lit  array, 

Sinee  my  sweet  darling  was  called  away; 

Flow'rets  which  then  were  bright  and  fair, 

Faded  are  now  for  want  of  care. 

And  she  brigliteet  blossom  of  tliem  all, 

Can  no  longer  come  at  my  earnest  call.— i?</'raln. 

Now  mast  I  leave  in  sorrow  deep. 

Her  whom  I  loved  in  death's  long  sleep; 

Qardeii  iind  grave,  I  bid  farewell, 

Ever  in  memory  yoa  shall  dwell; 

Bnt  one  great  hope  brings  Joy  to  me, 

Wliisp'ring  that  yon  and  I  may  be 

In  heavenly  gardens  bright  wllli  bow'rs. 

Where  death  cannot  separate  love  llite  oata.—Rifrain. 


**MAM'ZELLE  MARIE." 
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Words  and  Music  by  Alb.  H.  Fits 


Now  of  conrse  you've  seen  Mios  Olivette  wlio  ciime  from  gay  '  Paree  "; 
And  who  captivated  all  New  York  with  lier  kick  of  hi^h  degree; 

Well,  now  she's  not  In  It  with  a  "  star  "  ilmt  urriveil  the  other  day, 
,  Mam'zelle  Marie  from  gay  "  Parce  "  is  a  "  hit  "  the  people  say. 
\  Oh,  her  coBinniee  are  a  dream,  my  boyo,  such  gowne  1  never  saw, 
)  And  such  laces  flue,  a  form  divine,  ami  diamonds  by  the  score, 
)  And  her  salary,  too,  is  llie  iiiglieat  paid,  bnt  she  comes  liiuh,  you  see, 
\  There's  none  so  rare,  there's  none  so  fair  as  tlia  beautiful  Marie; 
^  She  is  the  idol  of  the  chapnies  and  they  say 
1  Oh,  ain't  she  sweet,  such  dainty  feet, 
\  And  she  has  come  and  won  the  town,  the  people  My, 

Mam'zelle  Marie,  from  gay  Paree. 

*  CHORue. 

She  It  jnst  from  gay  "  Paree," 

And  so  "  frenchy  "  yon  can  see,  a  trifle  gay,  the  people  say. 

Such  a  winning  way,  yoti  know,  I  can  tell  yoa  she's  not  flow, 

Mam'zelle  Marie,  from  nay  "  Paree," 

Such  a  kick  I've  never  seen. 

Oh,  my  boys,  she  is  a  dream,  a  voice  snblime,  a  form  divine. 

There  are  otiiere,  I  at;ree,  but  there's  only  one  for  me, 

'Tis  Mam'zelle  Marie,  from  gay  Paree. 


Now  some  people  say  this  Mam'zelle  gay  who  comes  from  Snnny  SVanee 
j  Is  so  strikingly  sensationul  in  her  captivating  dance, 
^,  But  the  paiwra  state  she's  simply  great  tlio'  creating  lots  of  talk, 
(  That  she  is  by  far  the  greatest  "  star"  that  ever  elrnck  New  York, 
)  And  lier  frencliy  sontis  are  all  the  rage,  and  in  her  manner  bland, 
^  She  tells  them  lliile  stories  which  so  well  ttiey  nnderi'tand, 
'  And  altlioagii  she  is  a  irifle  gay  tiny  like  lier  just  the  same, 
)  For  she,  yon  see,  is  from  yny  •'  Paree,"  and  yon  know  shc'e  not  to  blame; 
^  She  is  the  idol  of  the  clmpities  and  tliey  siiy 
J  Oil,  ain't  she  sweet,  siicli  dainty  feet, 
J  And  she  has  come  and  won  tlie  town,  the  people  say, 

Mam'aelle  Marie,  from  gay  Paree.— CAoi-u*. 
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by  Henry  J.  Wehman,130  A  132  Vsrk  Row,  N^w  York;  or  85  A  87  E.  Madison  Ht.,Chicaffo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  aboTe  addresses  for  Free  rntalogiie  of  Snnirs,  Soncc  Books,   ( 
Shsat  Music,  Qerman  Song  Booka,  Latter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  sto.  ) 


Composed  by  Chaa.  Coleman  and  Monroe  H.  Rosenfsld. 
Words  by  Raymond  A.  Browne. 


A  little  maiden  Stood  one  day  npon  a  City  Street, 

A  tot  of  six  or  seven.  In  a  gown  so  while  and  neat; 

Her  pretty  face  was  wreathed  In  smiles  of  liappineM  and  pride. 

As  carefully  a  dinner  pail  she  carried  at  her  side. 

She  waited  on  the  corner  'till  a  car  came  Into  sight, 

Tiien  ran  out  to  the  croesini;,  did  this  dainty,  little  mite; 

She  signalled  the  conductor,  as  the  car  came  on  its  way. 

And  as  it  stopped  to  let  her  on  I  heard  the  lassie  say: 

Cborcs. 
"Hello,  daddy,  I  knew  that  was  yonr  car, 
I  saw  yon  on  the  platform  down  the  street  so  far. 
Here's  something  good  for  dinner,  dad,  and  wlien  yoa  get  Ihrongh, 
I've  got  a  kiss  that  mother  sent  to  give  to  yon." 

The  big  conductor  pulled  the  bell,  then  went  and  sat  Inside, 

Tlie  lassie  climbed  upon  a  seat  to  have  a  jolly  ride; 

As  down  l>eeide  her  dad  she  sat  with  happiest  delight. 

While  daddy  ate  hie  dinner  with  an  honest  appetite. 

A  brlelit  and  sliining  penny  then  be  gave  the  little  elf. 

Slie  kissed  lilm  once  for  mother,  then  she  kissed  him  for  herself; 

And  as  the  car  returning  to  her  street  again  it  sited. 

Dad  helped  her  off  the  platform,  while  the  little  lassie  said: 

Chords. 

"Good-bye,  daddy,  I  knew  that  was  yonr  car. 
You  didn't  think  I'd  know  you  down  the  street  so  far. 
We'll  have  a  nice  hot  supper,  dad,  and  we'll  wait  for  yoa. 
So  don't  forget  to  hurry  home  when  you  get  tbroaghl  " 


^  e  » 


AFTER  THEIR  LAST  MEETINQ. 


Copyright.  UM,  by  Frank  Tousey.      Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Tha  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poet-|iald.  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
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tbeat  Moslo,  Oennan  Song  Booka,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Books,  ato. 


Words  and  Moale  by  Cbas.  Graham. 


"Yon  mngt  meet  me  to-night,  love,  beneath  the  old  tree, 

A  secret  to  yoa  then  I'll  tell. 
For  my  darling  you're  nil  in  this  wide  world  to  me. 

And  my  lieart  Is  your  own,  my  sweet  Nell  I  " 
These  false,  idle  words  to  a  maiden  were  said, 

In  tlie  broad,  open  lii;lit  of  the  day; 
And  slie  promised  to  meit  him,  by  love  fondly  led. 

And  tliat  uight  iittie  Nell  ran  away. 

Refrain. 

No  one  can  say  why  she  went  away. 
At  home  slic  wnnid  find  a  greeting: 

Her  lover  comd  lell  what  became  of  poor  Nell, 
After  their  last  ineetingl 

Bat  his  father  was  wealthy,  and  Nell's  very  poor. 

The  youth  knew  they  never  could  wed; 
He  was  told  he  must  never  meet  Nell  any  more. 

And  he  married  anotlier  instead. 
The  false  love  he  spoke  brought  a  curse  to  his  life. 

He  remembers  tliat  niclit  in  the  past; 
When  lie  told  her  "  I'm  sorry  you  can't  be  my  wife, 

And  tills  meeting,  sweet  Nell,  is  onr  last."— /?<f»ain. 

Tho'  her  loved  ones  are  waiting,  she  ne'er  will  return, 

And  sad  is  the  home  that  she  left: 
But  a  light  in  the  window  still  nightly  they  burn, 

While  their  hearts  of  all  iiope  are  bereft. 
But  often  a  shadow  will  fall  on  his  life. 

Tho'  he  dwells  in  his  mansion  of  pride, 
When  he  thinks  of  the  one  who  shonid  now  be  his  wife. 

Little  Nell,  like  a  toy,  cast  aside.— .ffc/'rain. 
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JUST  TO  SHOW  YOU  THE  BETTER 

WAY. 


OopyrlKbt,  18S7   by  The  Homer  Toarjee  Hiulc  Pnb.  Oo. 


Th«  Word,  and  Mude  of  thU  Song,  UTAnKed  for  the  pUno,  will  be  tent  to  any  ad- 
drew,  po*t-|ial(1.  on  receipt  or  40  centa:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonfra  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehm.n,130  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York:  or85ikr7  E.  Madinon  Rt.Cblcaffo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab.ire  aridresnea  for  Free  Cutalo^ue  of  Sonfra.  Boner  BooKf, 
Bh«M  Muiic,  Qemuui  Bong  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  Qraham. 


The  father  was  ncglectine;  the  home  lie  once  loTed  well, 
And  how  to  win  him  back  again  the  motlier  could  not  tell; 
Until  retarued  their  dnughter  fiiir,  who  bad  been  far  away, 
She  tooit  ber  to  ber  father'a  side  and  these  kind  words  did  aay: 

Cbords. 
"  To  show  yon  the  better  way,  Tom,  ihat's  why  I  bronght  her  here. 
No  matier  what  yon  Sity,  Tom.  to  yon  she  whs  always  dear; 
You'll  be  as  you  were  of  old,  Tom,  so  listsn  to  what  she'll  say. 
Because  she  lias  come  home  to  '  daddy,'  just  to  show  him  tlie  better  way." 

The  little  one  said  "Daddy,  you're  ahvnys  kind,  I  know. 

So  please  l>e  good  and  stay  at  home  with  lis  who  love  yon  so." 

With  tears  he  look  his  fonil  wife's  liand  and  said,  "  Ood  bless  the  day, 

Yoa  broaght  our  lassie  home  to  me  to  siiow  the  better  vdy."—Cfiorui. 


Parody  on : 

MOTHER  WAS  A  LADY. 


By  Barney  Horan. 


Send  for  Free  Catalogs  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
•rs,  Trksk  BkM>ks.  Recitation  Books,  Penny  BaliadH.  Call  Books.  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Booka, 
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Two  drnmmors  in  a  brass  band  af  n  hntel  stopi>ed  one  day. 

And  while  they  smoked  ilieir  cigarettes  I  heard  one  drummer  say: 

Yon  know  Jack  I've  buen  married,  it's  a  case  of  mother-in-law. 

She  folioweil  me  most  everywhere  uu<l  bunded  me  on  the  jaw. 

Now  when  I  married  lier  dHtii;liter,  a  girl  ahnnt  sixteen, 

I  did  not  think  lier  mother  woiiiil  ase  me  quite  so  mean; 

She'd  make  me  wash  the  dishes  mid  she'd  put  me  out  in  the  rain. 

And  wheu  I  cleaned  the  windows,  oh,  how  I  felt  the  pane. 

Chords. 

My  mother-in-law  was  no  Indy  or  she  would  never  act  like  that. 
And  when  slie  callei  me  b>kl)y  she  wna  talking  through  her  hat; 
Now  you  miiy  think  It  rniiiiy  and  say  well  that  Is  queer. 

But  I  would  not  dare  to  tell  you  this  if  my  mother 'iu-lavr  was  here. 

How  well  do  I  remember  not  very  long  ago, 

The  moon  was  siiimng  hrkhtiy  and  tiie  gronnd  was  covered  with  snow; 

She  iisked  me  If  I'd  take  her  out  for  a  little  ride. 

I  qnickly  hired  h  sleigii,  b  >ys,  and  told  her  jinnp  inside: 

I  then  wlilppe<l  up  tne  horoes  and  down  the  romt  we  flew, 

I  knew  that  she  felt  sliiikey  for  she  was  looking  blue; 

She  grahlxHl  me  liy  the  collar  and  says  don't  drive  so  ftut. 

But  I  said  in  my  own  mind  this  ride  will  be  ynnr  last. 

Tlie  horses  they  got  frit;htened,  what  more  conid  I  expect. 

My  moiher-ia-law  jumped  unt  of  the  sleigh  and  broke  her  poor  old  neck 

Chorus. 

My  mother-in-law  was  no  ladv  or  slie'd  never  got  into  that  sleigh, 
But  HS  long  as  I  remember  I'll  ne'er  fnrcei  that  day: 
She  did  not  like  cold  weather,  and  she  looked  on  me  with  scorn, 
But  the  place  that  she  has  gone  to  will  keep  her  nice  and  warm. 


V^. 


Parody  on : 

DON'T  SEND  HER  AWAY. 


By  Barney  Horan. 


^  s  * 


A  VOW  AT  THE  WELL. 


Copyright,  1896.  by  R.  J.  HartfordL 
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A  tired  looking  lassie  Stopped  before  a  dwelling,    '      ' 

Where  she  liad  flew  the  coop  long  years  before, 
And  in  her  big  black  eyes,  which  very  fast  were  swelling, 

As  she  gently  fell  against  the  door. 
Soon  the  door  it  opened  wide,  she  took  a  peep  inside, 

Her  father  quickly  tuid  her  to  go  away; 
When  a  well  remenil>ered  voice  niude  the  dew  fall  very  moiet. 

She  turned  around  and  heard  her  mother  say: 

Chobos. 

We  can't  keep  her  away,  John,  we  can't  keep  her  away. 
She's  come  back  for  her  bloomers,  and  now  she's  getting  too  gay; 
Think  of  the  wheel  ehe  used  to  ride  as  a  scorcher  in  by-gone  day, 
And  don't  give  our  daoglner  the  scales,  Jolm,  don't  give  her  a  weigh. 

Remember,  John,  Die  mother  said,  she's  not  nnr  only  daughter, 

There  are  other  daut;hter's  jnsi  as  well  as  she. 
It  is  the  hand  of  Providenre  to  onr  door  lias  brought  ber. 

But  not  Providence,  R.  I„  don't  yon  see. 
The  old  man  shook  ids  iiead,  quickly  tnnied  and  said. 

My  danghter,  you're  a  hiid,  noiv  fly  aaay, 
But  she  slapped  him  on  the  wrist,  gave  lier  face  a  horrid  twist. 

And  tnriiiug  to  her  mother  who  did  say:—  C'fioivi. 


PRETTY  ELSIE  DOWNEY. 


Copyright,  ISM,  by  P.  H.  WolsiefTer. 
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Words  by  Eugene  Richter.    Hoslc  by  H.  C.  Vemer. 


Words  andHnsto  by  R.  J.  Hartford. 


The  twilight  is  fading  in  pnrple  and  in  gold. 

And  ev'ning  holds  earth  In  its  spell. 
While  two  happy  lovers  in  perfect  Joy  have  told 

A  vow  at  the  moss-coverra  well. 
So  calm  is  the  eve  they  cannot  hear  to  leave. 

For  sweet  are  Hie  stories  they  tell. 
And  thus  in  their  hearts  sweet  memory  imparts, 

Tlie  true  solemn  vow  at  the  well, 

The  nlnht  comes  on  slowly,  the  summer  zephyrs  waft, 

The  scent  of  the  wild  flowers  nfnr. 
The  moon  Is  failing  in  slmft  of  silver 

Soft  upon  the  old  wpII  wjiere  lin-y  are. 
The  jovs  of  that  nieht,  itn'messneenf  deliglit. 

Shall  Inner  In  their  memories  dwell: 
While  still  thev  repeat  in  Unenaee  ever  sweet. 

The  true  solemn  vow  at  the  well. 


I've  a  little  girl,  she's  a  priceless  pearl,  and  a  maid  of  liicli  degree: 
She's  a  railiant  queen,  thoiiuh  she's  but  sixteen,  and  slie's  all  the  world  to  me. 
When  my  work  is  done,  to  her  home  I  run.  where  she  greets  me  with  a  smile; 
Then  we  talk  of  Jnnt  and  our  honeymoon,  close  beside  tier  all  tlie  while. 
For  she  is 

Chorus. 
Pretty  BIrie  Downey,  the  idol  of  my  heart, 
I  know  If  aught  should  hsppen  her  life  from  me  would  part; 
I'm  longing  for  the  time  to  come  when  she  will  be  my  own. 
When  she  will  rule  the  cotia>;e  we'll  call  home,  sweet  home. 

'Neath  the  silver  moon  witii  my  love  I  spoon,  I  embrace  her  tenderly, 
Tlien  her  eyes  t'leam  bright  with  a  tender  light  as  she  turns  them  full  on  me. 
When  the  dock  strikes  fen  I  go  lionie  ncain,  bin  in  dreams  (lie's  hy  my  side. 
Riches  can't  compare  with  my  love  so  fair,  who  will  shortly  be  my  bride. 
And  she  is—  Cfiorut, 


Parody  on: 

SWEET  ALICE  BEN  BOLT. 


m 


By  Barney  Horan. 


M 
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Oh.  don't  yon  remem»)er,  sweet  Alice  Ben  Bolt, 

Sweet  Alice  with  liiiir  so  red. 
Who  would  smile  with  d'-liclit  if  yon  told  her  a  Joke, 

And  for  fnn  »\\f  would  stand  on  her  head.   • 
In  the  old  coal  yard  in  the  alley  Ben   Bolt, 

In  a  corner  she  stood  all  alone. 
With  a  smile  on  lier  face  and  ii  t*ar  in  her  eye, 

Now  sweet  Alice  lies  under  tlie  stone. 

Do  yon  remember  the  dnv  when  she  first  went  to  school. 

Along  with  lier  hie  brother  Mike, 
And  tlie  teacher  snys.  "  Alice,  now  von  tnke  yonrsest," 

And  she  save.  "  I'll  take  yonr  wstcii  before  night." 
Oh.  she  then  put  her  feet  on  the  top  of  the  desk. 

For  she  wore  verv  lartre  two's. 
And  the  teacher  ssvs,  "  A'Ice.  where  yon  cot  yonr  feelf  " 

And  she  answered,  "  Please,  ma'am.  In  my  shoes." 

Do  von  remember  the  farm  In  the  connfry,  Ben  Bolt, 

Where  sweet  Alice  hsd  seen  better  dsvs. 
And  slie  rode  shout  town  on  h«>r  pm-nmntic  wheel. 

And  she  frifflitened  most  nil  of  the  jays ; 
She  used  to  keep  lie»is  atrd  slie  used  to  keep  dncks. 

Well,  she  fed  all  her  hens  on  cmcked  ice, 
Bnt  when  she  sold  the  eggs  at  ten  cents  a  dozen. 

The  hens  would  not  lay  for  that  price. 
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MY  FIRST  AND  ONLY  LOVE. 


Copyright.  1(96,  by  I.  AlbertelM. 
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Worda  and  Untie  by  I.  AlbwtaUI. 


One  Sammer't  eve  the  Btare  slione  brif;>it, 

Hiish'd  wiiB  the  earth  in  the  calm  of  night. 

Lonely  and  sad  I  eat  beaide 

The  ^rnve  of  my  darling,  my  promised  bride; 

But  liefore  death  liad  closed  lier  eyes, 

Hee<ile8S  of  my  det>pairing  sighs, 

I  vow'd  to  her  then  that  none  bnt  she 

Shoald  ever  be  sweet  lieart  or  bride  to  me. 

RsrBAiN. 

Whom  wilt  thou  love  when  I  bave  flown, 
Prom  cold,  cold  earth  to  starry  tlirooe; 
No  one  I  swear  by  heav'n  above, 
You  are  my  first  and  my  only  love. 

Her  gnrden  green  In  which  we  met. 

When  toil  was  over  and  son  had  set. 

No  longer  has  Its  bright  array, 

Sinee  my  aweei  darling  was  called  away; 

Flow'rets  which  then  were  bright  and  fair, 

Faded  are  now  for  want  of  care, 

And  she  brightest  blossom  of  them  all. 

Can  uo  longer  come  at  my  earnest  call.— i?</'rain. 

Now  mast  I  leave  In  sorrow  deep. 

Her  whom  I  loved  in  death's  long  sleep; 

Garden  and  grave,  I  bid  farewell. 

Ever  in  memory  yoa  Shall  dwell; 

Bnt  one  great  hope  brings  joy  to  me, 

Wliisp'ring  ihaC  yon  and  I  may  be 

In  heavenly  gardens  bright  with  bow'rs. 

Where  death  cannot  separate  love  like  oars. — RifrMn. 


**MAM'ZELLE  MARIE." 


Copyright,  1897.  by  Alb.  B.  Fits. 


▲11  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Alb.  H.  Fits 


i 


Now  of  conrse  yon've  seen  Mies  Olivette  who  came  from  gay  '■  Paree  "; 

And  who  captivated  all  New  York  with  lier  kick  of  high  degree; 

Well,  now  lihe's  not  in  it  witli  a  "  star  "  that  arrived  tlie  otiier  day, 

Mam'zelle  Marie  from  gay  "  Paree  "  is  a  "  lilt  "  the  people  say. 

Oh,  her  coeniines  are  a  dream,  my  hoys,  such  gowns  I  never  saw. 

And  such  laces  fine,  a  form  divine,  anil  diamonds  by  iIk-  score. 

And  her  salary,  too,  is  the  highest  paid,  hiii  she  comes  high,  yoii  see. 

There's  none  so  rare,  there's  none  so  fair  as  the  beautiful  Marie; 

She  is  the  idol  of  tiie  chappies  and  tbey  say 

Oh,  ain't  slie  sweet,  sucli  dainty  feet. 

And  she  has  come  and  won  the  town,  the  people  Wty, 

Mam'zelle  Marie,  from  gay  Paree. 

''■*■  CHOROa. 

She  is  Jnst  from  gay  •'  Paree," 

And  to  "  frenchy  "  yoa  can  see,  a  trifle  gay,  the  people  aajr, 
Such  a  winniog  way,  you  know,  I  can  tell  yoa  she's  not  slow, 
Mam'zelle  Marie,  from  gay  "  Paree," 
Such  a  kick  I've  never  seen. 

Oh,  my  boys,  she  is  a  dream,  «  voice  sublime,  a  form  divine. 
There  are  others,  I  agree,  bat  there's  only  one  for  me, 
'Tis  Maiii'zelle  Marie,  from  gay  Paree. 

Now  some  people  say  this  Mam'zelle  gay  who  comes  from  Sanny  F^nce 

in  so  strikingly  sensational  in  her  captivating  dance, 

But  the  pa|>erM  state  she's  simply  great  tho'  creating  lots  of  talk, 

That  she  is  by  far  the  greatest  "  star"  that  ever  struck  New  York, 

And  her  frenchy  songs  are  all  the  rage,  and  in  her  manner  bland. 

She  tells  them  little  stories  which  so  well  they  understand. 

Anil  altiioagii  she  is  a  trifle  gay  tln-y  like  lier  jnst  the  same. 

For  she,  you  see,  is  frotii  gay  "  Paree."  and  yon  know  site's  not  to  biame; 

She  is  the  idol  of  the  clinpi>ies  and  they  say 

Oh,  ain't  she  sweet,  such  dainty  feet. 

And  she  has  come  and  won  the  town,  the  people  say, 

Mam'selle  Marie,  from  gay  Paree.  — CAot-Uf. 
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Oompoaed  by  Chas.  Coleman  and  Monroe  B.  Roaenfeld. 
Words  by  Raymond  A.  Browne. 


A  little  maiden  stood  one  day  upon  a  city  street, 

A  tot  of  six  or  seven.  In  a  gown  so  wliite  and  neat; 

Her  pretty  face  was  wreathed  In  smiles  of  happineae  and  pride. 

As  carefully  a  dinner  pail  she  carried  at  her  side. 

She  waited  on  the  corner  'till  a  car  came  Into  sight. 

Then  ran  out  to  the  crossing,  did  this  dainty,  little  mite; 

She  signalled  the  conductor,  ns  the  car  came  on  its  way. 

And  as  it  stopped  to  let  her  on  1  heard  the  lassie  say: 

Chorcs. 
*'  Hello,  daddy,  I  knew  that  was  yonr  car. 
I  saw  yon  on  the  platform  down  the  street  so  far. 
Here's  something  good  for  dinner,  dad,  and  when  yoa  get  throagh, 
I've  got  a  kiss  that  mother  sent  to  give  to  you." 

The  big  conductor  pulled  the  bell,  then  went  and  sat  Inside, 

The  lassie  climbed  upon  a  seat  to  have  a  jolly  ride; 

As  down  beside  her  aad  she  sat  with  happiest  delight, 

Willie  daddy  ate  his  dinner  with  an  honest  appetite. 

A  briglit  and  sliining  penny  then  he  gave  the  litlle  elf. 

Slie  kissed  him  once  for  mother,  then  she  kissed  him  for  herself; 

And  as  the  car  retnrning  to  Iter  street  again  it  si>ed. 

Dad  helped  her  off  the  platform,  while  the  little  lassie  said: 

Chorcs. 

"Oood-bye.  daddy.  I  knew  that  was  yonr  car. 
You  didn't  think  I'd  know  you  down  the  street  so  far. 
We'll  have  a  nice  hot  supper,  dad,  and  we'll  wait  for  yon, 
So  don't  forget  to  hurry  home  when  you  get  through!  " 


^  s  » 


AFTER  THEIR  LAST  MEETING-. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  Oraham. 


"Ton  mast  meet  me  to-night,  love,  beneath  the  old  tree, 

A  secret  to  yon  then  I'll  tell. 
For  my  darling  you're  all  in  this  wide  world  to  me, 

And  my  heart  Is  your  own.  my  sweet  Nell  I  " 
These  false,  idle  words  to  a  maiden  were  said, 

In  the  broad,  open  liuht  of  the  day; 
And  she  promlseit  to  mei  t  iiiin,  by  love  fondly  led, 

And  that  night  little  Neil  run  awuy. 

Refrain. 

No  one  can  say  why  she  went  away. 
At  home  she  would  fiinl  a  greeting; 

Her  lover  comd  tell  what  l>ecame  of  poor  Nell, 
After  their  last  meetingl 

Bat  his  fatlier  was  wealthy,  and  Nell's  very  poor. 

The  youth  knew  they  never  could  wed; 
He  was  told  he  must  never  meet  Nell  any  more. 

And  he  married  another  instead. 
The  false  love  he  spoke  brought  a  curse  to  his  life, 

He  remembers  that  niglit  in  tlie  past; 
When  he  told  her  "  I'm  sorry  you  can't  be  my  wife, 

And  this  meeting,  sweet  Nell,  is  our  \m\."— Refrain. 

Tho'  her  loved  ones  are  waiting,  she  ne'er  will  return. 

And  sad  is  the  home  that  she  left; 
But  a  light  in  the  window  still  nightly  they  burn. 

While  their  liearts  of  a<l  hope  ore  bereft. 
But  often  a  shadow  will  fall  on  his  life, 

Tho'  he  dwells  in  his  mansion  of  pride. 
When  he  thinks  of  the  one  who  should  now  be  lils  wife, 

Little  Nell,  like  a  toy,  cast  aside.- A«/>-ain. 
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1  1 


JUST  TO  SHOW  YOU  THE  BETTER 

WAY.   . 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chaa.  Graham. 


The  father  wa«  neglecting  the  home  he  once  loved  well. 
And  how  to  win  him  back  again  the  mother  could  not  tell; 
Until  retaroed  their  diiughter  fuir,  who  had  t>eeu  far  away, 
She  tools  her  to  her  fatlier's  side  and  these  kind  words  did  say: 

Chorus. 
"  To  show  yon  the  better  way,  Tom,  that's  why  I  broueht  her  hen. 
No  matter  what  yon  stiy,  Tom.  to  yon  elie  wns  always  dear; 
You'll  be  as  yoii  were  of  old,  Tom,  so  listsn  to  what  she'll  say. 
Because  slie  lias  come  home  to  '  daddy,'  just  to  show  him  the  l>etter  way." 

The  little  one  said  "Daddy,  you're  always  kind,  I  know, 

So  please  l)e  good  and  stny  at  home  witii  us  who  love  yon  so." 

With  tears  he  took  his  fond  wife's  hand  and  said,  "  Qu<l  bless  tlie  day. 

You  broaght  oar  lassie  home  to  me  to  show  the  better  way."— CAoru*. 


Parody  on: 

MOTHER  WAS  A  LADY. 


By  Barney  Horaa. 


Send  for  Free  Catalofrae  of  Song  Books.  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell* 
•rs,  Trick  Books.  Recitation  Bouku,  Penny  Rblladx.  Call  Books.  Jcike  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Stamp  Speeches,  Irinh  Bong  Rookn.  Cook  Books.  Books  of  AmuMement.  Sheet  Music,  eic., 
to  Henry  J,  Wehman,  ISO  &  ISX  Park  Kow,  New  York)  or  8&&  S7  E.  Madison  St.,ChicBKo- 


Two  drnmrncrs  in  a  brass  hand  at  n  hotel  stopi>ed  one  day. 

And  Willie  tliev  smoked  ilieir  cit;arette«  I  henrd  one  drummer  say: 

You  know  Jack  I've  buen  married,  it's  a  case  of  mother-in-law. 

She  followed  me  most  everywiiure  ami  baii!;ed  ine  on  the  jaw. 

Now  when  I  married  lier  dnat;liter.  a  girl  ahont  sixteen, 

I  did  not  think  tier  mother  would  use  mc  quite  so  mean; 

She'd  make  me  wash  the  dishes  unit  she'd  put  me  out  in  the  rain. 

And  wbeu  I  cleaned  the  windows,  oh,  how  I  felt  the  pane. 

Chobus. 
My  mother-in-law  was  no  lady  or  she  woald  never  act  like  that. 
And  when  she  calle  I  me  buhy  she  w?i8  talking  through  her  liat; 
Now  you  may  think  It  fanuy  and  say  well  that  is  queer, 
But  I  would  not  dare  to  tell  you  this  If  my  mother-in-law  was  here. 

How  well  do  I  remember  not  very  long  ago, 

The  moon  was  sliining  l>rlt;iitiy  and  tue  ground  was  covered  with  snow; 

She  asked  me  If  I'd  take  her  out  for  a  little  ride. 

I  quickly  hired  a  8lei!;ii,  b  lys.  and  told  her  jump  inside: 

I  then  whipped  up  tue  horses  and  do^vn  the  roatt  we  flew, 

I  knew  that  she  felt  etnikey  for  she  whs  looking  blue; 

She  grabbed  me  iiy  the  collar  and  says  don't  drive  so  ftut. 

But  I  said  in  ray  own  mind  this  rMe  will  be  your  last. 

The  horses  they  got  fiit;htened,  what  more  conid  I  expect. 

My  mother-in-law  jumped  out  of  the  sleigh  and  broke  her  poor  old  neck 

Chorcb. 

My  mother-in-law  was  no  lady  or  she'd  never  got  into  that  sleigh. 
But  HS  long  as  1  remember  I'll  ne'er  furcet  that  day; 
She  did  not  like  cold  weather,  and  she  looked  on  me  with  acorn, 
But  the  place  tliat  she  has  gone  to  will  keep  her  nice  and  warm. 


Parody  on : 

DON'T  SEND  HER  AWAY. 


By  Barney  Horan. 
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A  tired  looking  lassie  Stopped  before  a  dwelling, 

Wliere  sbe  had  flew  tlie  coop  long  years  before, 
And  in  her  big  black  eyes,  which  very  fast  were  swelling. 

As  she  gently  fell  against  the  door. 
Soon  tlie  door  it  opened  wide,  she  took  a  peep  inside. 

Her  father  quickly  told  her  to  go  away; 
When  a  well  remembered  voice  made  the  dew  fall  very  moist. 

She  turned  aronnd  and  heard  her  mother  say: 

Chords. 
We  can't  keep  her  away,  John,  we  can't  keep  her  away. 
She's  come  back  for  tier  bloomers,  and  now  she's  getting  too  gay; 
Think  of  tlie  wheel  <ihe  used  to  ride  as  a  scorcher  in  by-gone  day. 
And  don't  give  our  daughter  the  scales,  John,  don't  give  her  a  weigh. 

Remember,  John,  the  mother  said,  she's  not  our  only  daughter, 

There  are  other  dantthter's  jusi  as  well  as  she. 
It  is  the  hand  of  Providence  lo  onr  door  has  brnnght  ber. 

But  not  Providence,  R.  I„  don't  yon  see. 
The  old  man  shook  Ids  head,  quickly  tnrned  and  said. 

My  danehter,  you're  a  bird,  now  fly  away, 
But  she  slapped  liim  on  the  wrist,  gave  her  face  a  horrid  twist, 

And  turning  to  ber  motlier  who  did  say :— C7(0f-ws. 


PRETTY  ELSIE  DOWNEY. 
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Words  by  Eugene  Rlchter.    Music  by  B.  C.  Vemer- 


I'vc  a  little  girl,  she's  a  priceless  pearl,  and  a  maid  of  liich  degree; 
She's  a  ra<liant  queen,  tliont'li  she's  hut  fiixieen.  and  site's  ail  the  world  to  me. 
Wlien  my  work  is  done,  to  her  home  I  run.  where  she  greets  ine  with  a  smile; 
Then  we  talk  of  .Tune  and  our  honeymoon,  close  beside  tier  ail  the  while. 
For  she  is 

CBORrs. 

Pretty  Elsie  Downey,  the  idol  of  my  heart, 
I  know  if  aught  should  hiippen  her  life  from  me  wnnid  part; 
I'm  longing  for  the  time  to  come  when  she  will  be  my  own. 
When  she  will  rule  the  coi(a«e  we'll  call  home,  sweet  home. 

'Neath  the  silver  moon  with  my  love  I  spoon,  I  embrace  her  tenderly, 
Tlieii  her  eyes  tleam  bright  with  a  tender  light  as  she  turns  them  full  on  me. 
When  the  clock  strikes  ten  I  go  home  n(!a!n,  but  in  dreams  she's  by  my  side. 
Riches  can't  compare  with  my  love  so  fair,  who  will  shortly  he  my  bride. 
And  she  ia—Ckorut. 


A  VOW  AT  THE  WELL. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  R.  J.  Hartford. 
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Words  and  Hnsio  by  R.  J.  Hartford. 


The  twilight  is  fading  in  purple  and  in  gold. 

And  ev'ning  holds  earth  In  Its  spell, 
While  two  happy  lovers  in  perfect  joy  have  told 

A  vow  at  the  moss-covered  well. 
So  calm  is  the  eve  they  cannot  hear  to  leave. 

For  sweet  are  the  stories  they  tell. 
And  thus  in  their  hearts  sweet  memory  imparts. 

The  true  solemn  vow  at  the  well. 

The  nieht  comes  on  slowtv,  the  summer  zephyrt  waft. 

The  scent  or  the  wild  flowers  nfnr. 
The  moon  is  falling  In  slixft  of  silver 

Soft  upon  the  old  well  wjiere  iht-y  are. 
The  jovs  of  that  niglit,  its'messnee  of  delight. 

Shall  lone  in  their  menmries  dwell: 
While  still  thev  repent  in  Innenaee  ever  sweet. 

The  true  solemn  vow  at  the  well. 


Parody  on: 

SWEET  ALICE  BEN  BOLT. 


.•r-v 


^'>l 


By  Barney  Horan. 
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Oh.  don't  yon  rememlicr,  sweet  Alice  Ben  Bolt, 

Sweet  Alice  with  hair  so  red. 

Who  would  smile  with  delight  if  yon  told  her  «  Joke, 
And  for  fnn  nhf  would  stnnd  on  her  head.    • 

In  the  old  coal  yard  in  the  alley  Ben  Bolt, 
In  a  comer  she  stood  all  alone. 

With  a  smile  on  lier  face  nnd  n  tear  in  her  eye. 
Now  sweet  Alice  lies  under  the  stone. 

Do  yon  rempmber  the  dav  when  she  first  went  to  school. 

Along  with  her  hie  brother  Mike, 
And  tlie  teacher  snys.  "  Alice,  now  von  tnke  yonrsest," 

And  she  savs.  "  I'll  tnke  yonr  wstch  before  night." 
Oh.  she  then  pnt  her  feet  on  the  top  of  the  desk, 

For  she  wore  verv  Inrce  two's. 
And  the  fescher  says,  "  A 'ice.  where  yon  pot  yonr  feetf  " 

And  she  answered,  "  Please,  ma'am,  in  my  shoes." 

Do  ron  remember  the  farm  In  the  conntry.  Ben  Bolt, 

Where  sweet  Alice  hud  Sf'en  better  lUvs. 
And  she  rode  iibont  town  on  her  pneuinntic  wheel. 

And  she  friiihtened  most  all  of  the  jnys  : 
She  used  to  k»»ep  hens  and  she  used  to  keep  dncks, 

Well,  she  fed  all  her  hens  on  crncked  ice,  '  * 

But  when  she  sold  the  eees  at  ten  cents  a  dozen. 

The  hens  would  not  lay  for  that  price. 
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Words  and  Musio  by  Jos.  M.  Sparks  and  Francis  Brjant. 


)- 


Dmi  Maloiiey  from  a  building  fell,  and  as  llie  doctor  aaid, 

Six  iiichi-8  eliort,  his  r<Klit  leu  wus,  wlieu  Duo  got  out  of  bed;  , 

When  MiiKiuey  he  was  buIiit,  he  conid  «'alk  like  you  or  me. 

But  Dun  he  loved  his  whiskey,  and  went  often  on  n  ypree; 

And  when  lie  had  liia  jiif;  with  hiin  he  was  an  awful  eiKht, 

For  when  he  wanted  to  turn  left  the  abort  leg  steered  him  rlebt; 

Miiloiiey  weighed  tlnee  hundred  poniid»,  all  muscle,  fat  aiiil  Done, 

WUeu  be  was  fud  it  took  a  horse  aud  dray  to  btiug  him  bome, 

Cbobds. 
This  is  the  way  Maloney  went  when  be  was  on  a  spree. 
His  let;  was  sliort,  liis  back  was  bent,  lie  was  a  sight  to  see; 
I'd  |ir<i|)  nieseir  uuiii  him,  and  Td  shove  with  all  me  might, 
Ic  wasn't  a  bit  of  use  at  all,  the  leg  would  carry  bim  right,  carry  him  right, 
carry  liim  right. 

Lust  St.  Patrick's  Day  while  waiting  for  a  hack  to  bring  him  bome, 

1  liad  to  hold  Malouey  up,  iie  couidu't  stand  alone: 

WlK-n  a  hrikiht  idea  It  struck  me,  and  a  brick  by  chance  I  found, 

I  quickly  placed  the  brick  between  Dan's  short  leg  and  the  grouud; 

It  DiilaiiCi-d  him  exactly,  and  I  told  him  not  to  speak. 

While  I  weut  off  to  net  a  hack,  a  l>ooiblack  made  a  sneak 

ITp  to  where  Dan  Ma'oney  etood,  and  tlien^the  rascal  cute. 

He  kicked  the  brick  from  nuderneath  poor  Dan  Maloney 'a  tool.— C horiit 

"  Turn  to  the  left)  "  a  dago  cried  to  Dan  wlien  full  one  night, 
III  spite  of  all  that  Dan  could  do  the  short  leg  turned  liini  right: 
Three  liundred  poanile  of  human  weight  in  a  moment  fell  aud  crashed, 
Italian,  Dan,  banana  stand,  lay  in  the  gniter  smashed; 
BeTore  Judt'e  Duffy  they  were  brou^'lit  next  day  at  early  morn, 
'Twas  all  Dun's  fault  the  dago  swore,  that  Dan  was  going  wrong; 
The  judge  he  imt  his  glasses  on,  bis  eyes  they  twinkled  bright , 
"  Malouey  is  discharged,"  said  he,  for  Dan  was  going  right.— CAoftM. 
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Words  by  Anna  U.  UiUigan.    Music  by  John  J.  Mclnlyre. 


Dearlieart,  the  hour  has  come  to  leave  you,  I  must  cross  the  ocean  wide; 
I  know  my  absence,  dear,  will  grieve  you,  for  you  are  my  promised  bride; 
Oil,  rest  ynnr  lieail  upon  my  licart,  love,  while  the  farewelf  words  we  say. 
Oh  promise  me  before  wc  patt,  love,  you'll  be  true  when  I'm  away. 

RsrRAiN. 

I  must  leave  yon,  my  own  darling,  now  my  ship's  upon  the  bay. 
Oil,  give  me  tliis  promise,  sweetheart,  im  true  to  me  when  I'm  away. 

When  others  fondly  kneel  l>efore  yon,  and  their  wealth  of  love  l>estow, 

Reineii)t>er,  dear,  tliat  I  adore  you,  my  heart's  yours  where'er  I  go. 

Oh,  do  not  break  your  vows  to  me,  love,  I'll  retarti  again  some  day, 

Aud  ever  in  my  thoughts  you'll  be,  love,  so  be  true  when  I'm  away.— J7«/rain. 


DOLLY  AND  I. 
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Words  by  I.  Albertelll.    Music  by  Arthur  Fray. 


Gliding  down  a  shady  stream  in  golden  Snmmer  tide. 
Life  seemed  like  a  fairy  dream  with  Dolly  by  my  side; 
Her  silv'ry  voice  rang  clear  and  soft,  rivalling  birds  of  BODg, 
And  coaxed  the  breeze  to  idly  waft  our  little  ooat  along, 
Aud  coaxed  the  breeze  to  idly  waft  our  little  boat  along. 

REntAni. 

Lanehing,  kissing,  na  we  float  in  our  tiny  sailing  boat, 
Cupiil  at  the  whiel  behind  to  Kuide  our  course  aright. 
Eyes  of  blue  that  look  mo  true,  saying  plainly,  "  I  love  yOUl**' 
Mot  a  care  upon  our  mind,  nor  eveu  a  cloud  in  sight. 

Years  have  passed  but  that  dear  face  can  ne'er  forgotten  be. 
Noblest  artifts  could  not  trace  one  liaif  so  fair  to  me; 
And  oft  swe»-t  inein'ries  crowd  my  brain  until  in  dreams  I  seem- 
To  l>e  Willi  Dolly  once  aealii  upon  that  shady  stream. 
To  be  with  Dolly  once  aKaiii  upon  that  shady  stream.— ff^/V-ain. 


THE  BRIDEGROOM  THAT  NEVER 
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Word,  and  Music  by  OuMie  L.  Davis. 


The  Tillage  clmrch  was  crowded  on  a  quiet  Snmmer's  eve, 

And  ea^er  ones  were  gathered  at  the  door 
To  sec  the  happy  wedded  couple  marching  down  the  aisle, 

And  hear  the  weddine  bells  ring  out  oiico  more. 
Tlie  bride,  the  mnlds  of  honor,  and  the  ushers  waited  long, 

With  friends  that  were  to  greet  the  joyons  pair. 
"  'Tis  nine  o'clock,"  the  preacher  said,  "  tliey  were  to  wed  at  elgbtl  " 

All  woQdered  wbj  the  bridegroom  wu  not  lliere. 

RBrRAnr. 

Waiting  for  the  bridegroom,  waitinc,  alas.  In  vainl 

Little  does  the  bride  know  tliey  will  ne'er  meet  at;aii)l 

She  Can't  believe  him  faithless,  she  loves  him  siill  the  same; 

Sad  are  her  fears,  waiting  in  tears  for  tlie  bridegroom  that  never  came. 

The  bridegroom  liail  an  old  sweetheart  lie'd  loved  in  days  of  yore. 

Bat  Fate  had  kept  them  far  apart  for  years; 
Qe'd  heard  tliat  she  was  married,  wliile  she  thought  that  lie  was  dead  I 

They  met  that  morn,  lier  eyes  wept  joyful  tears. 
With  old  love  vows  once  more  nnewed,  they  wedded  were  that  day  I 

He  sent  no  message  to  his  (iromised  bride. 
Her  life  was  wrecl<ed;  within  tier  home  tliey  never  speak  bis  name, 

A  broken  heart  she  vainly  tries  to  hide.— 7?</'ratn. 
■   ^  s  *   ■ 
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Words  and  Music  by  Dave  Marlon. 


There's  a  plctnre  of  my  mother  banking  on  the  parlor  wall. 

And  what  thouKbIs  come  o'er  me  wlien  I  see  it, 

It's  tlie  best  friend  that  I  ever  had,  the  dearest  one  of  all. 

My  eyes  bedim  with  tears  wlieu  I  am  near  it. 

When  I  was  but  a  little  lad  she  dressed  me  up  for  school. 

Told  roe  to  be  upright,  and  tuiiclit  me  the  Golden  Rule: 

They  say  the  iK'st  of  friends  iniist  pari,  when  she  went  I  lost  all, 

That's  the  picture  of  my  niotiier  hanging  on  the  parlor  wall. 

Cborub. 
It's  a  picture  of  my  mother  and  to  me  she  wne  great  joy. 
How  she'd  kiss  me  and  caress  me  wlien  I  was  bul  a  t>oy: 
I'd  not  parAwith  it  for  all  this  world,  for  she  was  my  all. 
That's  the  picture  of  my  mother  hanging  ou  tiie  parlor  wall. 

How  oft  I've  seen  my  poor  old  dad  when  nobody  was  nigh, 

He'd  sit  in  the  parlor  all  alone. 

His  thoughts  they  seemed  to  say  to  me:  "There's  none  but  Jack  and  I," 

There's  a  dear  face  now  tliat's  minsing  from  our  liome, 

Oftimes  lie'd  call  me  to  his  side  and  say  "  Now  Jack,  my  lad. 

Always  shun  companions  if  yon  find  their  ways  are  bad; 

If  ever  you  are  tempted  let  your  iioncet  mind  recall. 

The  picture  of  yoar  motlier  lianging  on  the  parlor  wall."— (7Aoru<. 
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Words  by  Harry  B.  Smith      Miuric  by  Ludwig  I^nglander. 


Behold  in  ns  two  kidlels  up  to  date,  up  to  date. 

Our  parents  think  that  we  arc  simply  "  great."  simply  "  preati  '* 

We're  In  for  ev'ry  kind  kind  of  lark,  we  don't  feel  scary  in  the  dark. 

And  when  we  drive  in  Central  Park  we  strike  a  speedy  gait. 

We  do,  we  do,  we  strike  a  speedy  gate  I 

Chords. 

Then  It's  hi!  hil  boop-lat  pedestrians,  lookout! 

Clear  tiie  way!  clear,  I  sayl  we  crack  our  wiiipe  and  shout. 

Crick,  crack,  hoop-lat  we  haven't  lime  to  stop: 

Hit  there,  iiey  I  get  out  of  tlie  way,  or  somettiiDg  going  to  dropi 

Onr  pa  and  ma  declare  that  we're  so  bright,  oh,  so  bright! 

We're  dear,  swell  kids,  who  dress  jast  "  out  of  sleht,"  out  of  sight! " 

Altlio'  we  are  so  young  and  new,  wc  really  know  a  thine  or  two, 

In  fact  we  know  a  lot,  we  do:  yes,  we're  all  right,  all  right; 

We  are.  we  are:  yes,  we're  all  right,  all  right!- CAortts. 
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Words  bj  Harrr  B.  Smith .   Uasio  by  Ladwlg  Englander. 


With  favor  yon  will  greet  n»,  for  yo«  will  quickly  giiees, 

'Tis  our  Intent  to  repreeent  the  metropoiiian  press; 

Etch  morn,  each  eve,  yon  meet  ns  with  an  expectant  smile; 

We  air  our  views,  we  tell  tlie  news  in  metropolitnn  style. 

Yon  bear  our  names  culled  ev'ry  day  from  the  Battery  to  np  Harlem  way: 

Here's  your  World.  Journal,  Sun,  Trihone,  Times,  Telegram,  Poet  and  Herald. 

Oil,  what  would  this  world  be  without  oa, 

Ev'ry  one  would  surely  have  the  hlues, 

I  r  at  the  breakfast  table  you  founil  you  were  unable 

To  have  ns  tell  you  all  the  latest  news. 

There's  one  point  of  likeness  about  us,  we  all  have  the  biggest  circnlationl 

Then  hip,  hoorayt  for  the  greatest  pow'r  to-d»y: 

The  press  is  the  trumpet  of  the  iialioD  I 

Would  yon  fain  be  a?< /'ai^  with  the  news  of  the  day. 

It  is  ail  in  the  latest  edition; 
All  tlie  queer  goings  on  from  tlie  eve  to  the  dawn, 

You  will  find  in  the  latest  edition. 
Some  news  that  is  iiuuglity,  some  news  that  is  nice, 
A  good  deal  of  goBstp,  with  hnmor  to  spice;  ■  •'    •     '■. 

There  a  heap  of  good  things  ut  a  very  small  price, 

Id  the  latest,  the  latest  edition. 

Chorus. 

Tlien  buy,  boy,  if  yon  have  the  price,  to  please  yon  will  l>eonr  mission; 
Here's  the  news  you  can  gain,  that  we're  going  to  thrash  Spain, 
It  is  all  ill  the  latest  edition. 

An  American  princess  leaves  prince,  borne  and  kid,  ^ 

It  will  lie  III  the  latest  edition. 
Slie  elopes  with  a  gypsy  who  plays  on  a  "fid,"       • 

It  will  l>e  in  the  latest  edition. 
You  can  reud  of  the  slugger  who  lives  by  bis  wits, 
Wlio  talks  and  writes  letters  bat  hates  to  wear  inits: 
Whether  Boh  will  liave  Jim-jams  or  Jim  will  have  Fits, 

Yon  will  see  by  tlie  latest  edition. 

Chords.      ••...-■  ,-^,    '■,,  - 

Then  buy,  buy,  if  yon  have  the  price,  to  please  yon  will  he  onr  mission, 
Will  the  Powers,  to  make  peace,  make  a  grease  spot  of  Greece, 
Well,  you'll  see  in  the  latest  edition. 
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Written  by  Fred.  Leigh.    Composed  by  Felix  HcOlennon. 


Amid  the  wild  prairies  the  mem'ries  return, 

or  days  that  can  never  come  back; 
The  (ifur  days  of  boyhood,  when  careless  and  gay. 

Were  I  and  my  twin  brother  Jack. 
All!  what  woiid'rous  chunu'es  have  happened  since  then, 

Onr  old  love  to  hatred  gave  pluce, 
They  charged  me  with  crime  tnnt  I  knew  Jack  had  done, 

And  drove  roe  from  home  in  disgrace. 

''■-  Chorus.  '■.:■-■■■:  v\.:'.-~:  ■  ■ 

Bnt  T  think  once  again  of  the  old  days  and  all  onr  griefs  and  Joys; 
Mem'ries  come  hack  of  the  time  when  Jack  and  I  were  only  bovs, 
Long  years,  lone  yt^ars  have  passed  away,  but  as  they  quickly  fly. 
Oh,  how  I  yeari:  once  more  to  return  to  the  days  gone  by. 

Dishonored,  alone  to  the  prairies  I  came,  \ 

A  bid  for  good  fortune  to  try; 
My  duty  I've  done  and  grim  dangers  I've  faced. 

And  so  the  long  years  liave  gone  by. 
Yet  oft  in  the  silence  of  night,  to  my  mind. 

Come  tlionghts  of  the  far-away  time. 
Of  home  and  of  parents,  and  Jack,  for  whose  sakS, 

My  name  liears  the  stigma  of  crimel— 6'Aon«. 

One  night  to  our  camp  came  a  poor  dying  wretch, 

And  there  In  the  fire's  ruddy  glow, 
I  loooked  in  his  face  and  be  started,  it  was  ' 

The  Jack  of  the  years  hing  ago.  ■" 

Be  crawled  to  my  feet  with  I'is  hands  on  his  throat, 

"For  God's  sake,  forgive  me!  "  be  cried, 
thought  of  the  wrong— then  I  gave  liim  my  hand,         ~ y' . 

I  "  Thank  heavenl "  he  mnrmured,  and  died. 


SHE  ALWAYS  DOES  EXACTLY  AS 
SHE'S  TOLD. 


Copyrtght,  1W7,  by  T.  B.  Harms  ft  Co.    English  copyright  and  performing  rights 
secured  and  reserred. 
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Words  by  Harry  B.  Smith.    Musio  by  Ludwig  Eoglander. 


I  know  a  little  maiden  who  is  good,  so  very  good. 

That  she  always  does  exactly  as  she's  told. 
She's  never  iianglity,  no,  she  would  not  be  so  if  she  conld. 

She  has  big  blue  eyes  and  cnrly  hair  of  gold, 
She'll  never  linger  longer  in  the  evening  by  the  gate. 

Because  she  thinks  perhaps  her  dear  mamma  may  scold. 
Altho'  a  nice  young  fellow  muy  lieseech  of  her  to  wait. 

Oh,  nol  she  always  does  exactly  as  she's  told. 

Refrain. 

With  a  downcast  eye  and  a  manner  shv. 

This  little  maid  is  worth  her  weight  In  gold; 
If  they  tell  her  things  are  right,  that  is  sufficient  for  her  quite. 

And  she  always  does  exactly  as  she's  told. 

One  day  a  young  man  told  lier,  "  Yon  must  meet  me,  dear,  to-night. 

And  she  always  does  exactly  as  she's  told. 
Of  course  she  went  and  met  him,  for  be  told  her  it  was  right, 

Tho'  she  would  not,  for  the  whole  wide  world,  lie  l>old. 
He  said,  "  It's  right  that  I  should  take  of  kisses  just  a  few. 

And  it  is  wrong  for  little  girls  to  be  too  cold. 
Moreover  it's  the  proper  thing  for  you  to  kiss  me,  too. 

And  she  always  does  exactly  as  she's  told.— (7/u>ri<«. 

Her  mother  always  said  that  she  should  never  taste  of  wine, 

For  a  young  girl's  feelings  are  not  well  controlled. 
Her  dear  mamma  said,  "  Champagne,  dear,  is  hardly  in  your  line," 

And  she  always  does  exactly  ax  she's  told. 
One  night  her  escort  told  her,  "  Jiisl  one  glass  will  do  you  good. 

And  so  she  took  a  single  glass  so  bright  and  cold. 
Then  she  flnislied  up  the  bottle,  for  he  told  her  that  she  should. 

And  she  always  does  exactly  as  she's  told.— (7/ioru«. 


DOWN  ON  DE  BANKS  OB  DE  MIS- 
:      SISSIPPI  RIBBER. 


(A  Mississippi  Cat-fish  Nig.) 


Copyright,  1N6,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  StaUoners'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  by  R.  A.  Browne.    Music  by  Chas.  Coleman. 


Once  a  ittle  yaller  nigger  sat  nfishiu'  on  a  dock, 

Afishin'  for  de  fishes  down  below, 
And  he  waited  fo'  an  hour  but  he  nebl>er  got  a  bile, 

De  catchin' It  was  mighty,  mighty  slow; 
Den  dls  little  yaller  niuger  uot  disgusted  with  bis  lock. 

As  he  felt  a  drowsy  feeling  o'er  him  creep. 
So  he  tied  the  line  onto  his  foot  to  wake  liim  up  in  time. 

Den  be  curled  himseif  up  and  be  went  to  sleep. 

Chorus.  -     . 

Down  on  de  banks  ob  de  Mississippi  Ribbor, 

Down  on  de  rihlier  shore; 
Dere  is  just  aniidder  nigger  gone  to  Hebben,  dat's  all. 

An'  he'll  uebber  go  aflshiu'  any  more. 

On  de  bottom  ob  de  rihher  snoopin'  round  about  dc  mud. 

Was  a  daddy  fish  ob  most  de  biggest  size;  . 

Nebber  thinkin'  ob  de  little  nigger  fishin'  np  above, 

'Till  lie  saw  de  bait  before  Ins  very  eyes. 
Den  he  flipped  his  tail  and  fing  and  gaily  winked  bis  other  eye. 

And  he  said  "  Dere  is  my  dinner  sure  as  sin," 
Den  he  gave  a  little  nibble  an'  he  swallow'd  hook  and  all. 

And  he  pulled  so  hard  he  pulled  de  nigger  in.— Chot-vt.  - 

When  de  mornin'  came  de  neighbors  walkin'  down  de  ribber shore. 

Found  de  fish  and  found  de  little  nicger,  ton, 
Tanifled  np  and  both  together  in  de  Mississippi  mud. 

How  it  happened  no  one  ever  really  knew: 
And  a  question's  nebber  snswer'd  in  dal  little  darkey  town, 

Tho'  to  solve  it  is  each  neighbor's  earnest  wish. 
The  connndrnm,  if  the  fish  had  caught  de  little  yaller  nig, 

Or  de  little  yaller  nig  had  caiiglil  de  fish.— 6'Aoru«. 
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Words  and  Uusio  by  W.  M.  Reyuolds. 


To  a  pretty  sontliern  village  in  the  Land  of  Liberty, 

Chiiic  a  Boldier  of  that  brave  iiifiircent  hand. 
Who  defying;  dcaMi  and  torture  eaid,  "  Fair  Cal)a  eball  be  Tree, 

And  tlie  Spniiiali  fue  lie  driven  from  onr  land." 
Here  he  met  and  loved  a  maiden  fair  and  iiekM  her  for  lier  baud. 

And  ehe  promised  to  ht-come  (he  eoldierV  bride; 
Be^ced  be  then  lo  learn  one  Bentence  of  the  laiigaage  of  ber  laud. 

And  in  accents  soft  aud  low  the  maid  replied: 

Chords. 
"  One  leseon  tn  Enelleh  I'll  give  yoa,  I  love  yon,  that's  all, 
Tliine  ever  your  own  Mari;arita,    lill  deatli  rball  befall." 
He  answered,  "  Wlien  the  war's  over  and  Cuba  is  free. 
We  shall  be  wedded,  till  then,  Mur^aritu,  Til  be  faithful  to  thee." 

He.  hie  passion  told  in  Spanish,  softly  sang  sweet  Cuban  songs, 

For  tlie  inniUen  e|iol{e  her  lover's  native  tonL'ue; 
Wlien  wiih  dashing  eyes  he  told  of  hie  beloved  Cuban  wrongs, 

Margarita's  tender  heart  with  grief  was  wrung; 
But  the  time  drew  near  for  pHrting  and  her  eyes  wiih  teara  grew  dim 

He  would  soon  be  fightiiit!  for  his  native  land. 
When  he  begg'd  one  parting  token  she  a  picture  gave  to  him. 

Ou  the  bacli  of  which  she  wrote  with  trembling  hMti;—Chorn$. 

Yielding  np  his  life  for  freedom,  dying  on  his  native  plain, 

Lay  a  soldier  of  that  brave  insurKent  band. 
Who  so  often  put  to  fliglit  ihe  mighty  hosts  of  haughty  Spain, 

Winning  sympathy  and  friende  in  ev'rv  land. 
To  his  lips  lie  prees'd  a  picture  of  a  maiden  young  aud  fair, 

Aud  a  vision  of  the  girl  he  held  so  dear 
Flitted  o'er  lild  dying  fancy,  and  in  answer  to  his  pray'r, 

Margarita  seemed  to  whimper  in  his  eur-.—  Chontt. 


Parody  on: 

IF  I  COULD  ONLY  BLOT  OUT  THE 

PAST. 


By  Barney  Horan. 
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Now  one  lovely  day  in  May.  c:ime  a  maiden  dressed  so  gay. 

From  a  little  town  awny  out  near  Kiimakee: 
And  how  happy  she  did  feel  for  vlie  brought  along  her  wheel, 

And  a  record  I  will  make  to-day,  thonghtahe. 
Now  when  slie  left  home  that  day,  scurciilug  along  the  great  highway, 

W  III  Iter  bloomers  on  slie  tlioiigiit  she  looked  ininieuse; 
But  I'm  eorry  for  lo  tell,  from  her  bicycle  she  fell. 

And  she  got  tangled  iu  a  horrid  w  ire  fence. 

CaoRi'8. 

If  she  could  only  blot  out  the  past. 

If  she  only  had  a  needle  and  thread. 
And  her  bloomers  so  old,  tliey  let  in  the  cold. 

If  she  could  only  liide  in  somebody's  woodshed 
Uh,  it's  there  she  could  slay  until  dark. 

And  for  home  she  would  start  very  fast. 
But  lier  bloomers  are  ripped,  and  she  cau't  make  tbc  trip. 

If  she  only  could  blot  out  the  past. 

On  one  nice  St.  Patrick's  Day  in  n  city  far  away. 

Came  two  fl^hters  for  to  s>  itle  a  dispute, 
I'liere  was  Jim  Corbett  and  Fitz.  oh,  they  hoth  put  on  the  mitts. 

And  tlie  i>eople  thought  that  lacli  one  was  a  bnte. 
But  III  the  fourteenth  round  poor  Jimmy  he  went  down. 

And  from  the  chainpionshlp  he  had  to  part. 
For  Boh  struck  him  a  lilow  tiiat  very  soon  laid  bim  low, 

Now  Jimmy  sings  with  very  saddeued  heart: 

CBonus. 

If  I  only  could  blot  out  the  past. 

If  he  would  only  give  me  one  more  chsncs; 
He  dr)ne  me  up  fair,  but  for  tliat  I  don't  care, 

I  Could  knock  him  clean  out  of  his  pants. 
Ob,  I'll  chase  blm  all  over  the  world. 

And  I'll  show  to  the  people  at  last, 
Thst  I'm  still  the  best  mini  and  to  prove  it  I  eat). 

If  I  only  could  blot  out  the  past. 
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MA  CAROLINE. 
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Word*  and  Music  by  Lee  Johnson. 


Tse  won  s  cnllud  lady,  she's  de  belle  of  Mobile, 

Um,  um,  ma  boney: 
Dem  sporty  niirs  and  hiuh-toned  coons  my  gal  try  to  steml, 

Um,  iim,  ma  honey; 
Every  Sunday  with  my  tial  I'm  out, 
Tiic  weuclies  and  de  coons  ail  shout. 
When  I  do  the  promenade  on  de  higb-tone  boalevard. 
With  my  own  sweet  Caroline.    Yes, 

CBonns. 
She's  my  Caroline,  my  sweetness  divine. 
Dressed  in  satin  gowuB  ma  honey  looks  fine. 
When  she  passes  by  coous  all  iieave  a  sigh, 
Ann  they  shake  bye  bye  as  she  passes  down  de  line. 

Next  Sunday  at  de  cnllud  church  of  Zion  I'll  wed, 

XJm,  um,  ma  baby; 
All  decked  in  orange  blossoms  and  a  swell  gow  n  of  red, 

Um,  um,  ma  baby; 
Then  our  wedding  bells  will  sweetly  chime. 
With  my  honey  gal  I'll  full  in  line. 
Den  de  jealous  coon  will  see  Parson  Jackson  give  to  ma. 
My  own  love,  my  Caroline,— 6'Aoru«. 


Parody  on:  ^ 

ROSIE  O' GRADY. 
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By  Barney  Horan. 
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Just  down  aroniid  the  comer  tliere's  a  place  that  yon  can  hide. 
There  lives  the  funniest  little  chip  tliat  e  never  yet  been  tied; 
Her  name  is  Roeie  O'Grady,  and  she  always  dresses  in  green, 
Aud  I  tell  you  what,  she's  the  funniest  girl  tiiat  I  have  ever  seen. 

Chorus. 
Sweet  Rosle  O'Grady,  my  dear  little  Rose, 

She's  the  only  pebble  on  the  beach  that  waltzes  around  on  her  toes; 
And  when  she  tiets  married,  oh,  what  a  cinch  it  will  l>e, 
I'm  not  in  it  with  Rosle  O'Grady,  and  Rosie's  not  in  it  with  m>>. 

I  never  sliall  forget  the  nleht  I  asked  her  to  be  mine. 
We  were  sitting  on  the  front  door  stoop  as  the  clock  was  striking  nine: 
'Twas  then  her  father's  new  bull  dog,  he  liiippeiied  to  spy  me  liy  chance, 
Aud  you  bet  your  life  he  took  a  good  bite  fruui  the  south  side  of  my  pants. 

Chorus. 
Sweet  Rosle  O'Grady,  my  dear  little  Rose, 

You'll  have  to  kill  that  new  bull  dog,  for  he  has  ruined  my  best  Sunday 
Wliy  don't  you  get  married,  and  take  a  trip  over  the  sen.  [clothes; 

"I'ake  my  advice,  Rosie  O'Grady,  change  your  name  to  Ruele  McGee. 


OH!  SING  TO  ME. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  O.  Justice.    Music  by  Bartford, 


Sing  to  me  dtrling  to-night  when  alone. 

Though  far  from  you  now  I  would  still  be  thine  own; 

Thy  voice  I  so  love  returns  to  me  now. 

My  heart  is  iu  pain  as  to  fate  I  must  bow. 

Rkfbaik. 
Beautiful  voice,  sing  to  me  now,  sing  to  me  always  winsome  and  low. 
Sing  to  me  happy,  sing  to  me  sad,  only  thy  voice  alone  makes  me  glad. 

Tell  me,  oh,  can  I  meet  life  all  nnmovedf 
I've  tried  fo  forcet  but  still  live  unsoothed;  * 

Oh.  why  should  I  tear  from  my  mem'ries  so  dear, 
Mem'ries  so  fond  now  grown  stronger  with  years,— .ff</rain. 

Hours  passed  with  yon  are  now  sp<-nt  alone, 

Tlie  Bflues  tliat  I  sing  so  changed  in  their  tane; 

Will  yon  return,  dear,  return  to  me  soon. 

And  make  the  life  bright  that  Is  now  spent  in  ^\oom.— Refrain. 
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ON  THE  MALL  IN  CENTRAL  PARK 
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Word!  by  Harry  B.  SinllU      Miulc  by  Ludwig  Englander. 

On  the  mall  in  the  Park,  on  a  Bhiiiy  day,  „ 

'Tis  our  delight  to  ftatber:  •      -' 

While  the  DiirHeH  flirt  and  (he  children  play, 

Do  we  like  iir  Say  I  well,  rather? 
Come  the  giriB  and  boys,  little  Fuuutieroys, 

Who  are  loved  by  inae  and  paterH: 
r    Come  the  uuiaes  all,  with  tlie  babies  that  Bqaall, 

lu  their  happy  iieraniliulators. 
.     With  laugliter  liglif,  »iih  faces  bright, 

lu  games  we  lire  disporting; 
While  ourniirses  pert,  delight  to  flirt,  ]■' 

Witii  the  coppers  here  cousortiug. 
Each  lad  and  lass  is  gay  aud  glad, 

Oar  life  seemB  one  long  lurk; 
Wheu  it's  hip,  hooray,  for  a  summer  day 

Ou  the  mall  in  Ceutral  Park, 
When  it's  hip,  hooray,  for  a  summer  day 

Ou  the  mull  in  Central  Park. 
In  natty  little  apiou  and  jaunty  little  cap. 

We  iiorees  are  as  preeiy  as  tliey  make  'em: 
And  ev'ry  park  policeman  with  a  fiice  like  Ireland's  map, 
.     ^  Makes  love  lo  iis  and  begs  of  ns  to  take  'eui. 

We're  real  Parisian  muids  who  come  from  Sweden  and  from  Cork, 

And  we  are  as  coqt.'ettisli  us  we  may  Ite. 
Oh,  we  own  the  big  policemen  who  are  owners  of  New  York, 

And  we  never  liear  I.ie  crying  of  the  buby. 

Hiisb,  hush,  hueh,  hush,  stop  that  crying  or  lier  iinrse  will  drop  her, 
Hueh,  hush,  hush,  hush,  while  your  nursey's  flirtiui;  with  a  copper; 
Lullaby,  while  we  wink  the  other  eye,  stop  your  caterwauling  right  away; 
Go  to  sleep,  I  slug  to  you,  or  I  won't  do  u  tiling  to  youl 
Gto  10  Bleep,  I  aing  to  you,  Bleep,  little  brat,  I  say  I 


EVERY  NIGQER  HAD  A  LADY      : 
BUT  ME.  ^ 


Copyright,  1M7,  by  Wm.  B.  Gray.       Entered  at  BtaUonws'  HaU.  Load—.  Enctaad. 
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HONEY,  I'LL   HYNOTIZE  YOU. 
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Words  and  Mnaic  by  Morris  Kemp. 


There's  an  ole  niprguh  man,  they  call  him  Daffy  Dan, 

And  he's  got  a  Svengali  look; 

He  talks  all  kinds  of  tulk  to  ine,  an'  be  said, 

"  I'se  a  got  to  be  his  wife  or  die,  you  see. 

So  I  said  dat'B  new,  aud  he  Buid  dat's  true. 

If  you  don't  I'm  a-gwiue  to  hypnotize  you. 

Chobdb. 

Honey,  I'll  hypnotize  you,  honey,  I'll  meemerize  yoo, 
If  you  dou't  marry  me; 

With  the  shake  of  ma  hand,  you'll  sleep  when  you  stand. 
For  ma  honey  I'm  gwiue  to  hypnotize  you. 

Now  coarBe  I  has  ma  man,  he  is  ma  only  Sam, 

Yes,  he  walks  a  swell  ha  tone  walk; 

He  \vhi!<per8  all  night  in  liis  sleep, 

As  the  angels  arouud  him  creep, 

I  liibs  you,  sure  I  do. 

Ma  mull  with  the  look  said  go  shake  dat  crook. 

If  you  dou't  i'm  a-£wiue  to  hypnotize  you. 

Cbobus. 
Honey,  I'll  tanalize  you,  honey,  I'll  ecanalize  you. 
If  yon  don't  l>e  ma  wife; 

With  the  shake  of  ma  fist,  yon're  next  ou  the  list. 
For  ma  honey  I'm  gwiue  to  hypnotize  you. 

He's  got  liisBelf  in  jail  an' he  can't  get  no  bail. 

So  now  to  the  workhouse  he  goes; 

He  won't  rasticute  nie  no  more, 

Cause  a  lead  shot  in  liiui  I'll  bore  if  he  comes  by  ma  way: 

Dut  Sveiigali  man  to  mo  will  not  say 

If  you  dou't  I'm  a-gwiue  to  hypnotize  yon, 

Cbordb. 

Niggah,  come  hypnotize  me,  niggab,  come  mesmerize  me, 
Yon  can't  put  me  to  sleep; 

Yon'se  got  yourself  in  jail,  you'ee  can't  get  no  bail, 
For  ma  niggah  I'm  gwiue  to  hypnotize  yoa. 


Words  and  Uoale  by  Karl  St.  Clair. 


De  coouB  gave  a  ball  de  other  night. 

De  wenches  dat  attended  dey  were  dreBoed  out  of  sight; 

Eb'ry  nigger  bad  on  his  very  best, 

Wnz  a  puttiu'  ou  a  lot  of  lugs  and  tryiii'  to  do  de  rest. 

Sports  nnd  gamblers  made  a  great  big  bluff. 

Crooked  crap  shooters  dat  were  lookin'  for  de  stuff: 

Dere  wuz  many  a  funny  Bight  to  aee, 

Eb'ry  uigger  dat  waa  present  bad  a  lady  but  me. 

Cbobob. 

Ev'ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me; 

Eb'ry  uigger  had  a  lady  but  me; 

I  stood  dere  a-glaucin'  while  de  others  were  a-dancin\ 

And  dey  all  seemed  just  as  happy  aa  could  be; 

Eb'ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me, 

Eb'ry  uigger  had  a  ludy  but  me,         ' 

Kot  a  word  to  me  dey  spoke,  and  my  heart  It  nearly  broke, 

Eb'ry  uigger  had  a  lady  but  met 

Dat  night  I'll  always  remember  well, 

I  had  my  eyes  located  ou  a  giuger-colored  belle: 

I  wuz  captured  completely  by  her  charms. 

I  could  feel  myself  a-wuliziu'  with  dut  sweet  thing  in  my  arms; 

Jes'  den  some  one  siiouted  liirough  de  hall, 

"Ev'ryliody  grab  a  gal  aud  prumenitde  all." 

For  dat  lady  den  I  grabbed  right  away. 

But  i  iiebber  kuew  I  missed  her  'till  de  band  began  to  play. 

—  Choru*. 

Along  'bont  twelve  a  great  big  coon 

Got  up  and  said  dat  supper  would  be  ready  very  soon; 

Eb'ry  couple  t>egaii  to  fall  in  line, 

'Cause  de  niggers  got  a  straight  tip  dat  de  grub  wuz  mighty  flue; 

Coous  aud  wenches,  luugiiiu'  uebber  ceased, 

'Till  de  big  procession  Biaried  down  to  have  dc  feaal; 

I  wuz  ready,  but  strange  it  seemed  to  be, 

Eb'ry  uigger  went  to  eupper  with  a  lady  but  me. 

Cbobcb.  • 

Eb'ry  nigger  went  to  supper  bat  me; 

Eb'ry  nigger  went  to  supper  but  me; 

I  stood  dere  a-smllin'  'till'my  blood  began  a-bllla\ 

Until  I  got  jes'  as  mud  us  I  could  l>e; 

Eb'ry  nigger  wnz  a-laiigliiu'  at  me, 

'Cause  eb'ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me. 

Bat  when  I  beguu  to  shoot,  all  de  coouB  began  to  ecoot. 

Den  nobody  had  a  lady  but  mef 


BADLY-ESMARTIN'S  BALL. 


Air-"  Girt  with  the  Naughty  Wink." 
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By  James  H.  Snyder,  Jr. 


Dare's  gone  to  be  a  gallns  time  about  dis  town  to-night, 

De  alley  on  de  'casion  will  be  ablaze  of  light; 

For  little  Mickey  Dugan  de  kid,  you  kuows  him  all. 

He's  got  de  invitations  to  the  Badiey-Smartin's  hall. 

We're  goiu' in  a  body  aloug  wid  MicUey,  see! 

We'll  be  de  only  ripe  fruit  dat  tiau(;s  upon  de  tree: 

No  doubt  we'll  meet  old  Cbancey  and  Astorbiita,  but  sayl 

De  alley  will  l>e  de  real  thiug,  dey  got  to  come  our  way. 

Cbobob. 

He  Is  the  real  Chlng,  de  yaller-yaller  kid. 
Can't  do  widout  him,  ill  fact,  dey  never  did; 
He's  knowu,  well  known  wherever  grass  is  green. 
All  right,  lie's  bright,  and  fit  for  any  queen  J 
When  we  get  there,  well,  we  ain't  got  much  to  Bay, 
Git  op  early,  read  the  papers  the  next  day; 
Tbey^ll  hit  you,  fit  you  when  yon  read  our  style, 
And  that's  uo  dream  of  Coney  iBle.      .... 

Now  Mickey's  gone  to  beat  'em  wid  dere  ancient  style  of  dress; 

I  don't  tiuk  dey  cau  tie  me  wid  dis  one,  well,  I  guess 

Dey  may  ware  rolies  of  purple  and  other  tings  dat's  up, 

Dey'll  never  beat  de  yaller  kid  wid  all  dere  fancy  stuff; 

Dere's  little  Chimmy  Hogan  and  Jennie  Doyle  so  fair, 

Casey  and  de  rest  of  them,  and  you  will  see  me  dare; 

Yon  talk  about  yer  danclug,  just  watch  us  take  de  floor,  ' 

We'll  show  dem  Hogan 's  Alley  dut  dey  never  seen  Xtttott.—  Chonu. 


't 


t 


,  .'-^i"  ■ 


f 


iSmm 


16 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No.  55. 


LOST  SHIP  WALTZ  SONG. 


gopyrigbt,  IWt,  bj  Frank  A.  Bnah. 


The  Word*  and  MuHe  of  thia  8<>n(r.  arranged  for  th«  piano,  will  be  Mnt  to  any  ad- 
di'v**  poet-i-ald,  on  receipt  of  40eeiitii'.  ix-  this  ami  any  two  other  8<>n|ra  tnr  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehini»n.  130  *  ISJ  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  86  4  W  K.  MHilinon  Ht.Chlcaco. 
Write  t<i  either  one  of  the  abiTe  addreaMi  for  Fre«  CuUloffue  of  Sonir*.  Sons  Boou, 
Sheet  Moaio.  Qennan  Sougr  Bouks,  Letter  Wrlcera.  Dreani  Book*.  Joke  Bouka,  etc. 


} 


'     Worda  and  Muaio  by  Frauk  A.  Buah. 


Giiily  tbegood  ship  started,  people  farewell  were  crying, 

Friends  by  the  score  stood  on   the  shore,  sweethearts  tbeir  goodbye*  were 
Quickly  the  forms  receded,  soon  tliey  were  tost  from  slelit,  [sigliiiig; 

And  the  last  siens  of  land  dionppeared  in  the  dnrknees  that  came  with  uigbt. 
But  hark!  o'ei  the  sea  coim-s  u  loud  8ud<leii  |>ealliig 

or  ihunder  that  crashes  along  through  tbe  sky: 
The  storm  strikes  tbe  8hi|>,  vivid  lightning  revealing 
,     A  huie  iu  the  eidel  "Man  tbe  boats!  "  now  comee  tbecry. 

I 

I  REntAntr. 

Tliat  night  oat  at  sea  sank  tlie  ^ood  ship  and  ber  crew, 

Far  from  the  land  and  the  friends  so  true; 

Whoever  must  nioiirn  that  fatal  trip. 

When  many  loved  ones  were  drowned  with  tbe  fair  lost  ship. 

On  tbe  bridge  stands  the  captain,  all  liis  commaiuls  obeying, 

Wliile  oil  the  deck  and  down  Ix-low  women  and  men  are  all  praying. 

Suddenly  o'er  tlie  vessel  comes  an  enormous  wave. 

Turning  the  poor  ship  o'er  on  its  side,  and  destroying  all  cbance  to  save. 

The  pea  sirens  siui;  of  tlieir  homes  iu  the  ocean. 

While  heckonihg  victims  along  to  their  doom: 
A  crash  and  a  plunee,  then  with  horror  bewild'ring, 

Tbe  proud  aiiip  sTulu  down  'ueatb  tbe  waves'  watery  Kom^i.—RtfraUh. 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Count  de  Qloria,  Op.  110. 


I  say  the  world  is  lonely,  the  iieart  at  borne  is  cold. 

And  Slid  IS  life  to  child  and  wife  »heii  life  liatli  little  gold: 

But  soft  lier  arms  steal  round  my  neck,  my  comforter  sn  dear. 

And  bow  much  do  you  love  rati  and  ber  sweet  voice  answers  clear: 

Cbobds. 

I  love  you,  I  love  you,  a  hundred  inlllioD,  tberel 

And  then  I'm  poor  no  more,  no  more,  for  I'm  Love's  Millionaire! 

The  sweeter  seems  the  breaking  of  poverty's  sad  bread. 
And  ri>8<'8  hliiom  from  out  ilie  gloom,  and  crown  her  curly  lieud; 
An<l  if  sometimes  u  tiiankful  tear  my  dreaming  eyes  will  flii, 
Aer  soft  arms  steal  around  me  aud  ber  sweet  voice  answers  clear: 

—  ChOT'li. 
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By  Harry  Barnes. 


Talk  about  yoor  Irishmen  having  tronble, 

I  think  Pat  Murphy  lias  enough  of  bis  own; 
Be  dropped  into  a  ))eer  saloon  one  eveninf^. 

And  two  hours  after  they  had  to  carry  bim  home; 
Oh,  his  poor  wife  BrnlKet  needed  him  very  bndly. 

Because  she  swallowed  a  toothpick  with  a  class  of  beer. 
And  when  she  saw  how  they  had  to  carry  Pat  Mnrpby, 

These  words  she  yelled  in  bis  ear: 

Chorus. 

All  Irishmen  look  alike  to  ine,  you  ain't  tbe  only  one  that's  here, 
Johnny  Casey  and  Mike  McG«e,  all  those  fellows  are  stock  on  me; 
So  if  you  spend  your  money  so  free,  on  that  whiskey  and  not  on  me, 
I  won't  love  yon  nohow,  all  Irishmen  look  alike  to  me. 

When  Pat  Murphy  liad  listened  to  wliat  liie  wife  had  told  nim, 

And  after  she  had  hit  him  in  tlie  face  with  a  stale  loaf  of  bread, 
He  Jumped  up  and  grahhed  a  big  fat  roll-pin. 

And  then  he  threw  thai  roll-pin  at  her  bead; 
But  she  dodged  and  the  roll-pin  smiisbed  a  fancy  window, 

And  the  owner  wanted  Patty  Murphy  to  pay; 
De  couldn't,  and  while  they  were  leading  him  to  tbe  station 

These  words  to  him  his  wife  did  say:— CAortM. 
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'CAUSE  MA  BABY  LOVES  ME. 
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Worda  and  Mtiale  by  Wllllara  Seelye  Wllaon. 


Words  and  Muslo  by  Wm.  H.  Friday,  Jr. 

"The  station  is  a  quiet  one  but  suits  me,  sir."  he  said, 

"  I  once  was  signal  man,  you  see,  and  now  iliat  Job  I  dread. 

Tou  see  that  box  just  over  theref  'tis  where  we  s^Nitch  fast  trains. 

From  eide  tracks  to  the  center  rails,  it  lakes  good  nerve  and  brains; 

For  if  you're  too  late  at  the  swiicb,  a  second,  naiii:lit  can  check, 

A  terrible  collision,  wlilch  means  awful  death  and  wreck! 

Oh,  sometimes  when  I'd  think  of  tliis  'twould  drive  me  nearly  wild. 

As  each  night  iu  our  little  borne  I'd  kiss  my  wife  aud  child. 

Chorus. 

One  year  ago  this  Christmas  Day  my  dear  wife  said  that  she 
Would  leave  our  coltat'e  for  awhile,  I'd  take  our  boy  with  me; 
We  sat  witliin  tlie  signal  box,  to  him  'twas  wonderland. 
And  wbeu  bis  mother's  train  went  by  he  kissed  bis  little  hand. 

The  day  grew  lale;  my  boy  had  tlinuKht  he'd  beard  his  mother's  train; 

1  left  the  box  to  listt^i.  sir,  then  looked  for  him  In  vain; 

My  Godt  on  came  the  "  limited."  my  son,  I  cried.  Is  lost. 

For  I  must  turn  the  fast  express  no  matter  what  the  cost: 

And  then  my  eyes  ^Iniiced  down  the  track.  I  saw  with  hated  breath. 

My  boy  there  oii  the  center  rails,  right  in  the  Jhws  of  deathi 

Ob.  what  can  save!  the  local  slops:  the  exprese  onward  flics; 

I  did  my  duty,  Heaveu  koows.Imy  boy's  tbe  sacrlflcei 

.  ■  ',    '     Chorus. 
Anotlier  eye  had  seen  him  there,  a  heart  that  could  not  swerre. 
With  courage  all  undaunted  and  a  haiiil  with  steady  nerve. 
His  mother,  swift  as  eaule's  flight,  to  cliifp  her  boy,  drew  nigh, 
Slie'd  ieft  tlie  train  and  saved  him.  just  us  the  expreas  daslied  by. 


I've  a  little  babe  an'  it  looks  liko  me. 

An' unihl  ain't datpicaninnyflnel 
Pretty  white  "  teef  "  an'  great  thick  lips. 

Oh,  dey  Is  'zactly  Jus'  like  mine. 
Dis  eyes  are  as  brack  as  the  middle  ob  de  night, 

Dey  sparkle  like  diamonds  true; 
But  when  be  laughs  be'll  kill  yer  dead, 

'Cause  he'll  tickle  you  all  "  frougb." 

Chords. 
"  I  wants  ma  mammy,"  yon'll  hear  my  precious  cry; 
"  I'se  comin'  honey,"  to  him  I  alroos'  flyl 
Den  he'll  moe'  die  laffin',  he's  a  sight  ter  see! 
I  loves  ma  bahy  '  cause  ma  baby  loves  me. 

When  my  'ninny  yells  dar's  de  deb'l  to  pay; 

He  yaps  like  a  '|KN>9nm  in  a  trap; 
Den  I  lays  him  across  my  knee 

An*  give  his  little  back  a  elup. 
Oh,  den  he  will  turn  an'  he'll  bug  his  mammy  to. 

As  sweet  as  a  babe  can  be, 
I  love  my  babe!  I'll  tell  yer  why, 

'Cause  my  baby  loves  me. — Cfiorii$. 

Soon  my  precious  'ninny  will  be  grow'd  up,    . 

An'  deu  mighty  sorry  I  will  be; 
Niiffiu' so  sweet  as  dat  black  chile. 

All'  'spechly  wlieii  it  b'longs  to  me. 
As  years  dey  go  by  an'  mv  golly,  bow  dey  fly, 

A  man  he  will  grow  to  be: 
I'll  Inve  dat  rascal  den  as  now, 

'Cause  my  baby  loved  me.— CAorui. 


LILACS. 

Copyright,  U9S,  by  0.  J.  Doekatader. 


The  Worda  and  Hoaie  of  this  Bong,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  Im  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre*a,  po*(-i>ald.  on  receipt  of  40  cent*,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songa  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.  ISO  4  13J  Park  How,  New  York;  or  85  ft  «7  K  Mndiimn  St. Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  attdreiweii  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  Ronira,  Song  Booka, 
Sheet  Masio,  Qennan  Song  Bouka.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouka,  etc 


Words  by  UlUanO.  Hart.     Moaieby  O.  J.  Dockstadar. 


Hprlngtlme  comes  with  stin  and  show'rs,  languid  breezes  wake  the  flow'is; 

And  again  bright  visions  glow  of  the  home  of  long  ago. 
Of  the  old  path  to  the  door,  with  the  lilacs  bending  o'er, 
Sweetest  scenes  of  memory,  sweetest  flowers  on  earth  to  me. 

RXFRAIM. 

Oh,  let  me  dream  sweet  hours  away  now  In  the  Spring's  perfume,  ' 
Fancy  again  soft  on  the  air,  waving  the  lilac's  pinme: 
Even  their  lireatb  lingers  with  me,  far  through  the  world  I  roam, 
Lilacs  so  fair,  blossoming  there,  down  iu  my  childhood's  home. 

Childhood  sped  so  swift  away,  youth  was  but  a  Summer  day; 
Now  when  footsteps  feeble  grow,  turn  my  thoughts  to  long  ago. 
To  the  old  path  where  we  played,  liappy  in  the  lilacs'  shade, 
Sweetest  scenes  of  memory,  sweetest  flowers  on  earth  to  me.—Refrcdn. 
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ONLY  A  BABY'S  FACE. 

.,  :.  "'v       Oopj right,  1897,  by  l*ne,  H*II  *  Oo.       '...'?•: 
•'■  ,"  >.     All  rlghtB  rwerred. 


Ths  Word*  and  M n«1o  of  t^its  8<>ii(r.  ammi^ed  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  mnj  kd- 
dr«««,  poBt-i>aid,  nil  receipt  of  40  ceiiK;  or  this  eind  aiiy  two  other  Snu^^s  for  One  Dollar, 
br  Henry  J.  Wehmnn.  130  A  138  Hark  Row,  Nhw  York:  or  85  &  87  E  Madlnon  8t.,Chlca>o. 
Write  to  eltlinr  one  of  the  ab.ive  addressee  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  Soiifra.  Sonar  Boon, 
i  kaalo.  Qerman  Soiigr  Boukg,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  ate 


Words  and  Husks  by  H.  Irriug  Dillenback. 


In  a  humble  Imine  liv'd  a  yoimK  motlier,  wilb  baby  and  hiieband  so  kind; 
Foolisli  loni!i"ti»  for  unlasieii  pleasures  with  discontent  polsou'd  tier  mind; 
Over  noMiiiiK  th<-y  qnurruli'd,  lil<e  lovers,  she  left  him  without  one  embrace, 
But  hie  sad  heart  found  one  consolation,  tlie  love-ligbt  In  bia  baby's  face. 

.,.'■.-■_•■■..    Chobob.  ;:■;  ■^.  .■.:''::,.'.  ^ -'■';■'>>■'" , 
.     Only  a  baby's  face,  wreath 'd  In  its  enrly  ha!r, 
■.    Two  little  rouuiflli  eyes,  anu'ela' SMiiles  liirlcing  there; 
Nothini;  (he  lieart  can  reach  lilte  its  sweet  winning  grace, 
Nothing  on  earth  eo  pure,  only  a  baby's  face. 

In  the  world  nil  alone,  ea<1  and  heartsick,  she  struggled  ber  living  to  earn; 
Tho'  repenting  her  folly  sincerely  she  yet  was  too  prond  to  return; 
But  one  da>  the  sweet  face  of  a  baby  impell'd  her  her  steps  to  retrace. 
For  she  could  not  resist  the  reproaches  sne  read  in  that  sweet  baby  face. 

—  Chorvt. 

To  that  heart-broken  husband  one  evening,  for  pardon  his  poor  wife  retiirn'd. 
In  the  name  of  their  dear  little  baby  she  pleaded  for  love  she  had  spurn M; 
When  she  told  bow  tier  eyc-s  bad  l>een  o|>ened  and  Itegged  she  might  take  lier 

old  pluce. 
He  forgave,  and  in  loving  arms  welcomed  the  mother  of  that  baby  face. 

—  Chorus. 

PRETTY  KITTY  RILEY. 

Copyrifcht,  1897,  oy  Reynolds  McKee.  :r. 


The  Word*  and  MnRic  nf  this  Sonir,  arranfjred  for  the  piano,  will  !>•  sent  to  any  ad- 
drsw.  poit-pald,  on  receipt  of  40  ceiita;  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Somrs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSO*  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  86  ft  87  E.  Madlnon  flt.Chicaffo. 
write  tn  either  one  of  tlie  ab'ive  addreMiea  for  Free  Catalotciie  of  Sonp-a,  Sonic  Books, 
Stae«(  Music,  Qerman  Sonar  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bovks,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Reynolds  McKee. 


Down  around  the  corner,  t>y  a  little  store, 
There  resiiies  a  working  girl  who  I  most  adore; 
Her  parents  are  not  weultliy,  slie  ain't  tlie  tony  tort, 
But  pretty  Kitty  Biley,  she  has  wou  my  heart 

Refrain.  '     >    ^ 

Pretty  -Kittv,  she's  the  girl  for  me, 
Irish,  stylish,  plainly  you  can  see; 
Ciiefks  just  like  roses,  eyes  like  stars  above, 
And  pruity  Kitty  Riley,  she's  the  girl  I  love. 

Wlien  I  make  my  fortune,  then  we'll  do  the  grand. 
Own  a  stately  innnsiou,  drive  a  four-in-hand; 
But  for  all  this  splendor  I  would  not  resign 
Any  part  of  Kitty's  love,  for  she  is  mine.  —  Re/tain. 


IT  WAS  NOT  DOWN  ON  THE 
r      PROGRAM. 

Copyright,  UDOCCXCVII,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  New  loi^  &  Chicago. 


All  rlirbts  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Bonir,  arranfred  for  the  piano,  wITI  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poKt-iiaid.  on  receipt  of  40  oeiit«:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Honirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Weliman.  ISO  A  i;<2  Park  Row.  New  York;  or  85  ft  87  E.  Madioon  Ht.,Ch<caaro. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  the  ahive  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sonfra.  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


■■•■■;■"   Words  by  Howard  Graham.     Music  by  Chas.  Oraham. 

The  theatre  whs  crowded  In  n  quiet  country  town, 

The  bills  announced  u  singer  wouhi  appear  of  gretit  renown: 

The  people  thought  they'd  hear  selections  classical  and  grand. 

But  hoped  it  would  beeomething  conniry  folks  would  understand; 

The  singer  stepp'd  upon  the  stage  with  dignity  and  grace, 

And  there,  amongst  the  audience,  she  i>ehelil  her  fatiier's  face; 

'Twas  her  native  town,  and  to  her  mind  sweet  memories  would  throng, 

As,  with  voice  inspired,  she  sang  her  dear  old  motiier's  favorite  song; 

Chorus. 
It  was  not  down  on  the  program,  she  knew  her  dad  was  there, 
She  sung  the  song  her  mother  loved  in  tones  so  rich  and  rare. 
And  it  set  iiis  mliid  a-tliinking  of  the  days  he  used  to  know, 
It  was  not  dowu  on  the  progruni.  that  sweet  soug  of  long  ago: 

;.   V  .  Reprain. 

"  My  Old  Kentucky  Homa  "  ■.■..-'.•' 

Weep  110  more,  my  lady,  oh,  weep  no  more  to-day. 
We  will  siiii:  one  song  for  the  Old  Kentucky  Home, 
For  the  Old  Kentucky  Home  far  away. 

One  moment's  lireathless  silence  came,  the  singer's  voice  had  ceased, 
Tlie  flood  of  their  emotions  from  lier  Hudieiice  was  released; 
The  cheers  that  shook  the  hniUHng  was  a  triliute  fur  mote  dear 
Tiian  cdiiiplimenia  of  crown'd  heads  to  the  singer  elanding  there. 
Her  diiddy's  eyes  were  dim,  but  still  it  made  liis  lieart  rejoice 
To  iiear  the  well-known  songs  agnin,  to  hear  his  daughter's  voice. 
And  when  she  sat  beside  liim  in  the  old  home  once  again, 
Then  she  snug  for  him  alone  her  motiier's  favorite  refrain:— 7;«/>-ain. 


MARY  JANE,  FROM  MAIDEN  LANE 

Ovyrlght.  MDCCCXCVII.  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Musle  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  wtU  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  ft  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  86  ft  87  E.  Madiaon  Bt,  Chicago. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cntaloeue  of  Sonpa.  Bone  Books, 
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Wordsby  Harry  S.^Miller.    Music  by  Geo.  C.  Edwards. 


Mary  Jane,  well  do  I  like  ber,  she's  the  queen  of  all  typewriters,  '    "- 

In  au  office  way  down  town,  sixteen  stones  from  tlie  ground. 
There  siie  works  with  Angers  flying  o'er  the  buttons  and  me  a-trying 
Just  to  catch  her  little  eye,  and  when  I  don't,  why  then  I  sigh.    Ob,  it's 

Chorus. 
Mary  Jaue,  from  Miilden  Lane,  yon're  the  girl's  got  me  insane. 
With  your  cllck-it-te-clack,  u-click-it-te-clack  all  day  long. 
And  when  I  asked  her  for  a  kiss,  this  is  tlie  answer  I  get  from  the  miss, 
A-click-it-te-clack;  a-click-it-te-clack,  Mary  Jaue,  from  Maiden  Lane. 

M'try  Jane,, well,  she  is  witty,  jolliest  girl  in  all  the  city, 

.She  has  my  heart  upset  and  vexed,  I  can't  tell  what  she'll  do  next. 

How  I  try  my  best  to  win  lier,  even  take  her  out  to  dinner. 

And  at  night  when  I  get  home,  I  often  sit  and  sigh  alone.    Oh,  iVt—Ckortit. 


*s* 


THE  FORSAKEN  CHILD. 


Copyright,  1897,  by  the  Bbaw  Pnb.  Co. 


Tbe  Words  and  Mosle  of  tbis  Sung,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Snnirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.  ISO  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or86  A  87  E.  Madiaon  fit.  Chicago. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  the  above  addresnea  for  Free  Cntalo(rue  of  Sonfra,  Sonit  Books, 
Sheet  Music.  German  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Joe  A.  Kerr. 


'Twas  In  a  New  York  crowded  street  upon  a  shopping  day,  -y 

When  all  the  merchants  tried  their  best  good  bargains  to  display; 
And  as  the  people  hurried  on,  tlie  ladies  dress 'd  iu  style, 
1  heard  a  voice  above  tbe  diu  come  from  a  pleading  child: 

Chorus. 
Please  do  tell  me  where  has  mamma  gone 
She  has  left  me  here  all  alone. 

The  people  gathered  'round  tlie  child,  its  story  sad  to  hear. 
There  was  not  a  heart  that  was  not  moved,  an  eye  without  a  tear; 
A  lady  tlieu  piish'd  through  tlie  crowd,  took  baby  iu  her  arms. 
And  said,  "  My  darling,  come  with  me,  I'll  shield  you  from  all  hnrm." 

—C'/iotiis. 

A  man  in  passing  by  had  heard  a  voice  he  recognized. 

And  turning  there  his  child  he  saw  l>efore  hie  very  eyes; 

He  siiid,  "  Good  lady,  this  child  is  mine,  I  swear  this  all  to  you, 

i  left  its  mother  forever  when  she  proved  to  me  untrue."— CAoiim. 


MAMMA,  DON'T  BE  CROSS  WITH 

ME. 


Oopyrigbt.  1897.  by  Alb.  H.  FtU. 


AU  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Hnslo  of  this  Bong,  arrangred  tor  tbe  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Write  to  eiMier  one  of  the  ab  iTe  addreswea  for  Free  Cntaloirue  of  Sontra.  Sons  Books, 
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Words  and  Music  by  Alb.  H.  FUx. 


A  little  bine-eyed  tot  so  small  was  often  left  alone. 

To  pass  the  hours  as  beet  she  could  with  her  pretty  toys  at  home; 

So  by  lierself  from  early  morn  with  just  her  dolly  dear. 

Together  they  would  spend  the  time  her  little  heart  to  cheer; 

But  one  day  when  her  ulocks  she'd  piled  fell  down  with  such  a  coise. 

Her  mother  spoiie  in  tones  severe  and  took  away  lier  toys; 

Tbe  cruel  words  ne'er  broke  her  hoart,  and  wlien  ready  for  her  bed, 

She  knelt  beside  her  mother's  knee  and  pleadingly  she  said: 

Chorus. 

Mamma,  don't  be  cross  with  me,  please  don't  scold  me  BO, 

I  am  trying  eo  liard  to  be  a  good  little  girl,  you  know; 

Now  maybe  some  day  I  miglit  die,  how  sorry  then  you'd  be. 

But  to-night  I  shall  pray  to  be  good  ev'ry  day,  please  don't  be  cross  with  me. 

'Twas  just  a  month  when  all  was  changed,  misfortune  came  one  day, 
And  almost  broke  that  motber'e  hearty  the  cliild  liad  passed  away; 
The  little  one  would  ne'er  again  be  cross  or  make  a  noise. 
There  was  no  one  now  to  pile  the  blocks,  no  one  to  scatter  toys; 
Tbe  mother  sad  was  left  alone,  the  time  hud  come  ut  last. 
Could  she  but  have  her  back  again,  could  she  but  recall  the  past, 
Tbe  days  were  long  and  dreary,  to«,  and  oft  when  niglit  drew  near. 
She  thought  site  beard  that  pleading  voice  once  more  she  seemed  to  hear 

—  Chorui. 
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THE  "DUaAN   KID'*  WHO  LIVES 
IN  HOG-AN'S  ALLEY. 


CopjriKhl,  18W,  by  The  Homer  Toarjee  Mualo  Pub.  Co 


The  Words  and  Music  <-r  Mil*  S.>iim  nrrant;ed  for  the  ptano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
draai,  poKt-i>ai<l,  on  receipt  nt  40i-«iil!<:  m-  thiM  ami  any  two  ntlier  Snnirs  '"•'  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehinnn,  130  A  !.•«  Puik  Row,  New  York;  or  85  A  R7  K.  MndUon  Nt.ChtraffO. 
Write  to  either  one  ot  the  abore  addresaes  for  Free  CutaloKue  of  Soiikr,  Sons  Boou, 
Sheet  Uualc,  Qerman  Song  Books,  l«tt«r  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Book*,  etc. 


Words  by  Wm.  H.  Friday,  Jr.    Music  by  Homer  Tourjee. 


) 


Who  doeau't  know  Ihu  "  Diigitu  Kid  "  wbo  liveB  in  HogaD'a  Alley. 

You'll  find  his  picture  in  tlie  World  most  every  Suuday  moru; 
He  wears  a  dandy  yellow  dreee,  on  his  fiice  sly  ^laucee  dully. 

They  say  he  is  the  "slickest  kid  "  thai  ever  bas  been  horu: 
Although  but  three  or  four  years  old  he's  quite  well  known  to  fame, 
]  E'eii  tbouKh  he  has  a  boimly  face,  iikewife  u  boiuely  name. 
But  he  tHkcs  ill  all  the  picuics,  dot-airt  miss  u  baseball  game. 
The  "Dugan  Kid"  wbo  livt-a  iu  -Uogan's"  Alley. 

Chorus. 

He's  a  plain  little  chap  from  the  heart  of  New  York, 

la  this  gay  little  Dn^au  hoy. 
With  smiles  so  suiiiiy  and  ears  ao  funny,, 

He's  New  YorU'o  joy; 
When  the  hand  atnrts  to  play,  is  he  in  it? 

"Well!  suy!"  Diigiin's  out  of  Biftbt, 
For  he's  a  corker,  a  boru  New  Yorker,  aad 

He's  all  right! 

Some  of  his  slang  expressions  have  completely  caiicht  tbe  city. 
You  can  hear  tliem  if  you  llHteii  on  the  street  most  ev'ry  day; 

Now,  ihiiueb  young  Diican's  hut  a  kid,  bis  tulk  is  often  wilty. 
And  no  matter  where  this  urchin  goes.he's  sure  to  have  ids  say: 

Whenever  be  gets  rattled  he  will  lioller  *'Uully  Gee!  " 

Defx  isn't  any  duck  in  town  can  get  away  wid  me; 

For  I'm  u  holly  terror  when  my  fur  in  niffled,  "sec!" 

Says  the  "Dugan  Kid"  who  lives  Ju  "Hogau's"  Alley.— 6^Aore«. 


•  e  » 


PRETTY  MAMIE,  CAN  YOU  BLAME 

ME. 


Copyright,  1S97,  by  O.  A.  Boacr. 
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Word*  by  J.  T.  Moiiahan.    Music  by  O.  A.  Boser. 


Just  as  d'lylight  fiides  to  twilight,  just  as  dusk  te  hov'riiig  iicnr. 
Alights  a  maiden  from  car  laden  with  working  iieople  by  the  score; 
None  is  sweeter  when  I  meet  her,  heart  that  is  light  with  laughter  gay. 
She  is  pretty,  gay  and  witty,  luugbiug  lightly  when  I  say: 

Retrain. 
Pretty  Mamie,  can  you  blame  mo,  wlifii  for  you're  heart  I  sigh. 
For  you  capture  and  enriipliire  ev'ry  heart  that's  nigh; 
You're  the  girl  in  all  this  word  would  cheer  my  lonely  life. 
Then  only  name,  my  pretty  Maine,  Itie  day  you'll  be  my  wife. 

While  out  strolling  and  ez'olling  on  her  capllvutiiig  way. 

She  suld  to  me,  "Jack,  yoii  oue  me  only  for  llie  passing  day  ;  " 

Ever  pleasing,  always  leaping,  scorns  my  suit  whene'er  I  pray. 

Still  I  adore  her  and  would  for  Iter  give  my  life  this  very  day.— i?^rain. 


SWEET  EMMA  KLEIN. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  Edward  E.  Haley. 
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Words  and  Music  l>>  Edward  E.  Haley. 


When  in  the  park  one  evening,  an  anxious  voice  1  heard,        . 
'Twas  a  lover  imploring  like  the  cooing  of  a  bird ; 
Telling  to  ills  sweetheart  in  a  voice  liglit  and  gay, 
And  as  I  stopp'd  to  Ihslen  these  words  I  heard  him  say: 

Chorcs.  "" 

Sweet  Emma  Klein,  say  that  you'll  be  ndne. 

You  are  the  girl  I  love;  do  say  tliat  you  will  to  me  be  true. 

And  before  Glod  above  I'll  pledge  myself  to  you. 

Tbe  miilden  so  bewitching,  stood  side  him  on  tlie  lawn. 

With  drooping  head  was  list'ning,  she  was  trembling  like  a  fawn; 

When  the  youth  litid  finished,  "  I  promise  you."  she  said. 

And  blushing  a  bright  crimson  she  slowly  raised  her  head.— CAotms. 

Then  I  resumed  my  walking,  no  more  I  wished  to  bear. 

Those  two  loving  ones  talking,  in  my  eyes  there  was  a  tear; 

Thinking  of  my  darling,  their  words  caused  me  pnin, 

Metbiuks  that  1  liear  those  words  and  the  lover's  voice  again.— CAon/t. 


•  s  > 


DON'T  BELIEVE   WHAT    OTHERS^ 
TELL  YOU. 
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Words  by  J.  T.  Munahan  (J.  M  Kryiie).      Music  by  O.  A.  Boser. 


When  seated  at  my  window,  love,  tbe  sun  liad  gone  to  rest. 
And  left  the  twilight  hanging  o'er  the  ev'niiig's  Boml>er  breast; 
I  was  lost  in  sad  reflections,  thinking  of  that  haety  word 
That  made  us  strangers,  lovers  once,  when  awakeu'd  by  a  bird. 

RxntAnf. 

Don't  >>elieve  wliat  others  tell  you,  fulae  words  are  seed  oft  sown, 
Yoa  must  not  seek  perfection  when  you've  failings  of  your  own; 
Don't  believe  what  others  tell  you,  the  bird  made  haste  to  say, 
'Ere  with  its  mate  from  a  bough  near  by,  skyward  it  flew  away; 

I  waken 'd  from  my  slumbers,  love,  from  dreames  that  seemed  to  me 

To  make  two  loving  hearts  again  as  of  old  tliey  used  to  he, 

I  almost  tho't  the  voice  so  sweet,  that  in  my  sleep  I  heaid. 

Was  yours,  its  music  ling'rlug  while  thus  spoke  again  the  Mrii:—  Retain 


IT  WAS  ONLY  A  DREAM. 

Copyright,  1897.  by  R.  W.  Gilchrist. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Robert  W.  Gilchrist 

I  dreamt  I  was  an  orphiin.  an  orphan  without  a  home, 

I  drciimt  my  mother  she  hud  died  and  left  nie  all  alone; 

And  iu  my  dream  I  was  crying  nearly  to  break  niy  heart. 

To  think  of  my  dear  mother  from  nie  that  she  should  part; 

I  wu«  taken  to  an  old  man's  house  and  there  to  make  my  lioiue. 

He  said  to  me,  "  Do  not  weep,  my  child,  I'll  adopt  you  as  my  own.  '< 

('uouus. 

it  wat  only  a  dream,  but  it  nearly  broke  my  heart. 
To  tliink  of  my  dear  mother  from  me  she  had  to  part; 
And  leave  me  an  orphan,  un  orphan  without  a  home. 
No  one  to  care  for  and  in  this  world  alone; 
B'lt  when  I  'woke  from  slumber  I  saw  to  my  surprise. 
Mother's  arms  around  me  and  she  was  still  alive. 

I  dreHmt  that  my  dear  brother  came  to  my  bedside. 

And  whisper'd  to  me.  sister,  cheer  up,  and  do  not  cry. 

For  raotlier  isn't  dead  vet,  site's  only  in  a  Inince: 

She's  sleeping  quietly  In  her  cot,  Iho'  life  is  hut  a  chance. 

But  when  I  awoke  from   slumber  and  w  ipi-d  my  liltloeyes. 

The  smile  that  was  on  mother's  face  caused  me  much  surprise. 

—  Choriiii. 


And  when  the  bird  had  flown,  my  love,  in  loneliness  next  day 
I  B|>ent,  until  a  messenger  told  death  liad  borne  away 
Your  soul  beyond  the  token  of  man,  where  soaring  flew  the  bird. 
Out  of  my  life  went  love  with  thee,  'twas  your  farewell  I  heard. 

—Rtfraln.  i' 

I    *  e  *    I ■ l_ 

I'M  PROUD  I  HAVE  A  SWEET-     [ 

HEART. 


Copyright,  1897,  by  J.  IL  Hlmetman. 
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Words  aad  Mualc  by  Max  I.  Fischel. 


There  Is  to  me  no  other  girl  wbo  is  so  dear  as  she. 
Who  comes  to  ine  when  I  am  near  and  sits  upon  my  knee; 
There's  laughter  in  her  siMrkling  eyes,  lliere's  sanshlue  in  her  hair. 
And  of  the  maidens  that  I  know  there's  tione  that  is  so  fair. 

Chorus. 

I'm  proud  I  have  a  sweetheart,  one  that  I  know  loves  me. 
Who's  childish  ways  I  cherish,  who's  face  I  only  see; 
I'm  proud  I  have  a  sweetheart  as  pure  as  lieav'u  above, 
I  never  can  forget  her  for  she's  my  only  love. 

Whene'er  she  smiles  It  seems  to  me  as  if  the  nlglit  were  day. 

And  if  her  love  was  lost  to  me  my  life  would  lose  Hm  May; 

For  with  her  smile  my  heart  leaps  up  and  throbs  with  fierce  delight. 

She's  all  in  all  this  world  to  me,  so  winsome,  gay  and  bright.— CAon». 


nnnTtfiitiiw    isnfjt^j^^      ^t    n-x.1 


««*4*' 


■git^    1 1!  1    ff^i  i^ia; 
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MY  DARKTOWN  G-AL. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Lee  Johnson. 


My  ifal  she's  the  snelleet  belle  in  Darktown,  a  high-toued  fashioii  plate. 

Toil  slioiiltl  8e»'  her  (It)' le  anil  her  wiiiiiioK  smile,  she's  iiiy  sweet  lliiu;;  up  to  date 

I'm  a  shouiiiiK  cliildreii,  she  is  my  own  divine  sweetness,  my  baby,  mine. 

Is  my  liille  Darktown  gal. 
At  all  of  the  coon  liopa  ami  swell  cake  walks  my  Kul  she  takes  first  prize. 
When  I  do  ttie  elide  with  her  by  my  Biile,  how  deni  ulKk'ers  roll  dere  eyes; 
Tes'u  deedy.  cliildreu.  when  all  de  Judges  say,  Miss  Jones,  please  step  this 

She  de  winuer,  is  my  gal.     Yes  Iway; 

"'   ■•  ,  Chobub.  -'-/'uC  ■r>' '■■:■■■'■.■■''• '■•■'■■■>     ■\' '■'■■ 

8he  Is  my  darktown  iady,  she  sets  de  coons  all  etmzy, 
■      -  And  they  all  try  to  win  my  Sal; 

She  is  a  cnllnd  daisy,  I'se  gwine  to  wed  ma  baby, 
My  sweet  Darktowu  gal.  !/■'■■ 

I  'spects  all  the  cnllDd  popiilHtinn,  swell  coons  and  gals  dressed  floe. 
At  de  iiigkser  chnrcii  ou  next  Sniidiiy  morn,  when  I  wed  ma  Imbe  at  nine. 
Tes'n  deedy,  children,  she  is  my  dneky  quee»,  with  tier  my  life's  a  dream. 

She's  my  little  D'tiktuwn  gal. 
I'se  gwine  fo'  to  uive  u  wedding  breakfast  to  all  my  coon  town  friends, 
Den  we'll  cut  <le  cake,  and  our  S|>eeclie8  make    tlieu  we'll  bid  goodbye  to  all; 
Lord  liib  yoa  children,  go  on  our  honeymoon,  epoon  by  the  Southern  moon, 

With  my  little  Darktown  bride.     Yt»—C/iorui. 


GLORIOUS  BEER 

Oopyrlglit,  18H,  by  Francis,  Day  &  H^inter.     English  copyright  secured. 
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Words  by  Steve  Legxett.    Music  by  Will  Oeodwiu. 


Now  I  won't  sing  of  ehcrlH,-t  and  water,  for  sherbet  with  beer  will  not  rhyme: 
The  workinginan  can't  afford  cliampague,  it's  a  l>it  more  than  five  cents  a  time; 
So  I'll  siug  you  a  sonijof  a  gargle,  a  gargle  tliut  I  love  so  dear, 
I  alladeto  toat  grand  institution,  that  beautiful  tunic  called  beer,  beer,  beer! 

Chorus. 

Beer,  beer,  glorious  bt-er!  fill  yourselves  right  np  to  herel 

Drink  a  good  deal  of  ii,  make  u  good  meal  of  it. 

Stick  to  yonr  old-fasliioned  beer; 

Diiu'l  be  afraid  of  it,  drink  till  you're  made  of  it,  now  altogether,  a  cheer, 

Up  with  tlie  sale  of  it,  down  witli  u  pail  of  it,  gloiioos,  glorious  be«r! 

It's  the  daddy  of  all  lubricators,  the  best  tiling  there  is  for  your  neck, 
Can  be  used  as  a  gargle  or  lotion  l)y  persons  of  every  sect; 
Now  we  know  who  tne  goddess  of  wine  was,  but  was  there  a  goddess  of  beer? 
If  so,  let  us  drink  to  her  liealtli,  hoys,  and  wish  that  we'd  just  got  Iter  here, 
here,  herel— t'A<W'"«. 

So  op,  up  with  brandies  and  sodiis,  but  down,  down  and  down  with  the  beer; 
It's  good  for  you  wlieii  you  are  liiingry,  you  can  eai  it  without  any  fetir; 
So  sip  up  the  heer  while  you're  able,  of  four-half  let's  all  have  our  fill. 
And  1  know  you'll  all  join  me  iu  wisliing  good  luck  to  oar  dear  Uncle  Bill, 
Bill,  BillI-<7/to»"#. 


LITTE  KITTIE  RILEY. 

Copyriahl,  18»7,  by  Geo.  A.  Cragg.       v  .  - 


-':.-.:; 'U.-'/^^-i  if;       Parody  on: 

DON'T  TELL  HER  THAT  YOU 
;  ;    LOVEJIER.       -    ;    ■ 

.' -  -  V  :■■'■  ^  ■  By  Barney  Honui.  r',.,    ,    -'  •  >.    ;.   , 
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A  youth  WHS  on  his  way  to  see  his  sweetheart  fond  and  true. 

To  siring  some  funny  tales  into  her  ear; 
While  ploughing  throut;h  a  snowdrift  he  heard  a  female  voice,  ''' 

Who  quickly  said  now  Charley,  iwy,  look  liere. 
You're  Koing  to  see  yonr  steady  now,  and  right  here  let  me  say. 

Don't  tlirow  up  your  Job  because  she's  stuck  on  you; 
Don't  tell  her  that  you  love  her.  if  you  do,  slie'il  have  you  pinched. 

For  it's  just  like  most  any  girl  would  do. 

Chords. 
Don't  tell  her  that  yon  love  her,  if  you  do  she'll  pull  your  leg. 
Don't  promise  her  you'll  marry  or  she'll  put  you  on  the  l>eg; 
Don't  say  you'll  liny  her  a  bicycle  and  a  pair  of  bloomers,  too. 
For  her  sake  do  not  tell  her  this  or  she'll  tell  her  ma  ou  yini. 

Don't  tell  lier  she  can  have  the  earth,  the  World  and  Journal,  too, 

Don't  say  that  she  can  go  across  the  sea: 
Don't  tell  her  that  her  hair  is  false,  or  slie'll  liit  you  with  a  club. 

Don't  say  her  face  would  set  old  Ireland  free; 
Don't  kick  her  little  poo<1le  doe,  she  won't  like  you  if  yon  do, 

And  she'll  lead  you  out  tlie  front  door  hy  the  ear. 
Don't  tell  her  that  her  fuiher  gets  his  liviiii;  shoveling  fog. 

Or  her  brother  died  from  drinking  sour  heer. 

Chords. 
Don't  tell  her  that  yon  love  her  or  she'll  hit  yon  with  an  axe. 
Don't  tell  tier  that  you  heard  the  ici!  make  very  fni'ny  cracks; 
Don't  promise  you  will  marry  iier  if  she  will  only  wait. 
For  the  girl  of '97,  you  know,  is  strictly  up  to  date.  . 


G-RACE  O'MOORE. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Max  8.  Witt. 


I  know  a  dear  little  maiden  whose  name  is  Grace, 

She  lias  a  pretty,  bewitciiing,  sweet,  smilint;  lace; 

When  yon  have  seen  her,  you  all  with  me  will  agree. 

That  ne'er  l>efore  have  you  seen  such  u  queen  ns  she: 

She's  pure  as  the  lilies,  modest  iu  form  and  face,  ' 

Who  could  not  love  her,  my  own  little  dark-ejed  Grace. 

Chords. 
Qrare  O'Moore  is  the  girl  I  love,  true  to  me  she  is  as  the  stars  nhnve. 
If  yon  roam  this  wide  world  o'er,  not  a  girl  cau  equal  her,  my  G;ace  O'Moore. 

Tes,  she  bas  promised  my  own  little  wife  to  be, 
'i'hut  makes  nie  hiippy,  for  no  greater  boon  to  me; 

:^  Her  truest  love  I  have  won,  I  can  proudly  say, 

'  And  to  the  future  I  now  look  without  dismay: 

Though  skies  may  o'ershadow,  l>oding  ill  winds  and  rain, 
We  will  be  happy,  for  sunshine  must  come  again.— C'Aori/<. 


WHEN  MISS  MARIA  JOHNSON 
MARRIES  ME.  . 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Geo.  A,  Cragg. 


Just  around  the  corner  in  a  quiet  little  home. 

There  lives  sweei  Kitiy  Riley  with  her  mother  all  alone; 

There  is  no  bruesels  cur|iet,  no  paintings  ricli  and  rare, 

'Tis  just  a  scene  of  Lome,  sweet  home,  and  yoa  are  welcome  there. 

Chords.    '■'•''  ■■'',..■•::;'.■■■■ 

Little  Kitty  Ritey  is  the  girl  that  I  adore,  :v 

The  girl  that  I  would  marry  and  love  forever  more: 
A  perfect  bunch  ef  sweetness,  the  soul  of  pride  and  neatneae; 
No  girl  can  take  the  place  of  Kitty  Riley. 

I  am  often  waiting  while  my  KiHy  passes  by. 

To  ciitch  a  ray  of  sunshine  from  the  comer  of  ber  eye; 

TbouKb  she  is  not  an  heiress  or  girl  of  high  degree. 

But  just  a  simple  working  girl  yet  good  enough  for  me.—  Chorut. 
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Words  and  Music  by  WillUmsaiid  Walker. 


There's  a  tral  'way  down  in  Richmond  by  the  name  of  Ria  Johnson, 
She's  a  hot  stuff  culliid  lady,  and  she  ranks  among  the  tones: 
There's  been  sev'nil  Ciillud  geuimen  who's  been  suint;  for  her  band. 
For  she's  such  a  Inbly  creature  that  they  cannot  her  withstand, 
But  now  down  in  Coon  Hollow  there  is  moaning,  don't  you  eee. 
For  I  proposed  to  Mies  Maria  and  slie'e  accepted  me. 

Chorus. 

Miss  Maria  Johnson's  gwine  to  marry  me, 

Twelftli  of  next  November  the  wedding's  gwine  to  l>e. 

Coons  have  been  invited  'way  from  Georgia,  just  to  see 

Miss  Maria  Johnson  when  she  marries  me. 

The  time  ain't  long,  tlie  time  ain't  long 

When  this  great  event  is  Kwine  to  liappeu,  don't  you  aee; 
;■      Tlie  time  ain't  long,  the  time  ain't  long 

'Till  Miss  Maria  marries  me.  .;■     -  ^   -    ^. 

It  will  be  the  swellest  wedding  ever  held  in  Dixie  land,      , .     .     ".; 

Asall  the  colored  population  will  be  present  to  a  man; 

Slie  is  gwine  to  have  twelve  bridesinaiils  just  to  strew  the  flowert  'round, 

We  will  liire  forty  carriages,  the  sweileet  to  l>e  found 

To  be  there  at  the  church  when  I  drive  up  with  my  bride. 

For  next  day  all  de  pui>c-rH  gwine  to  tell  it  far  aud  Yilde.—  Chottts. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Albert  El  Fowler. 


A  lud  and  lusa  one  Winter's  iilKlit  were  going  to  be  wed. 

He  promised  he  would  love  her  all  through  life. 
He  told  her  iliey  would  liappy  be  in  a  lioiiie  for  two. 

If  she  would  clinK  to  him  thro'  storm  and  strife. 
Tiie  Kuests  were  in  the  parlor,  tlie  niioister  was  there, 

The  elation  filled  with  friends  to  Bee  them  sttirt; 
Bnt  III)-  lad  he  never  came  for  bcr  to  take  bis  name, 

So  this  SNveet  lass  now  baa  a  broken  heart. 

Chorus. 

Just  another  broken  heart,  jast  a  bllchted  life. 
Left  alone  to  battle  with  life's  turmoil  and  Its  strife. 
Hope  nil  dead,  lov'd  one  lied,  makes  the  tenr-drop  start, 
This  Is  juet  another,  just  another  broken  heart. 

He  met  her  at  her  country  home  just  three  short  years  ago. 

He  promised  he  would  be  ber  guiding  star: 
He  whispered  tales  of  ecdiess  bliss  In  her  willing  ear, 

Slie  thought  that  naught  their  happiness  conld  mar. 
But  aliis  for  iliis  sweet  lassie,  his  love  was  only  sham. 

Which  made  the  roses  from  her  cheeks  depart; 
In  her  home  slie  sits  in  tears,  thinking  of  the  by-gone  years. 

Before  this  laddie  broke  her  happy  heart.— C'Ao>t<«. 


COME  TO  MY  HEART  ONCE  AGAIN 
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Words  by  Arthur  Sinclair.    Music  by  Count  de  Gloria. 


Why  do  you  treat  me  so  coldly,  onco  I  was  dear  to  yonr  heart; 
Give  ine  one  glance  of  affection.  Just  for  a  word  must  we  part? 
Friends  have  we  been  since  our  childhood,  friends  we  should  ever  remain, 
Am  I  uo  longer  your  dear  one?  come  to  my  heart  once  again. 

CaoRCB. 

Clasp  hands  once  more,  smile  as  of  yorel 

Life  without  lliee  would  he  palu; 
Am  I  no  longer  your  dear  one? 

Come  to  my  heart  once  ugaiu. 

Can  you  forcet  ev'ry  uladnessf  tell  ine  your  heart  is  the  same: 
Tou  are  tiie  star  o'er  my  putiiway,  mine  aii  tlic  sorrow  and  bluine; 
All  would  be  lonely  wiilniut  you,  wherefore  the  frown  on  your  brow? 
Am  I  iio  longer  your  loved  cue?  true  is  uiy  heart  to  yuu  now.— 6'Aorxs. 

Tell  me  that  all  is  forgiven,  whisper  the  past  you  forget. 

Let  us  he  friends  in  the  future,  fond  us  the  days  we  first  met; 

Smile  on  the  one  who  adores  you,  turn  into  joy  ev'ry  pain. 

Am  I  no  longer  yonr  loved  one?  cume  to  ray  heart  once  again.— CAorut. 


MY  SECRET. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Eugene  Kramer. 


) 


Oh  boys  and  girls  come  listen  to  me,  a  secret  I'll  relate, 
Concerning  myself  and  all  my  friends,  especiully  darling  Kate; 
Sometime  ago  1  met  this  girl  so  clmrining  and  so  fair, 
Her  cheeks  are  like  the  rra,  red  rose  and  golden  is  her  hair. 

Repkain. 
Katie,  Katie,  pride  of  my  life,  Kitiie.  K'liiu,  will  soon  be  my  wife, 
Katie,  Katie,  lov'd  not  In  vain,  we're  going  to  marry  and  part  not  again. 

I  ask'd  to  see  her  home  one  night,  she  gave  me  her  consent. 

And  since  that  time  oh  what  del  glit  niaiiy  happy  hours  we've  spent; 

I  look'd  *nto  her  deep  blue  eyes  and  gave  to  her  a  kiss. 

She  soon  will  Imj  my  loving  wife,  oh,  what  a  heav'nly  hUBe.  —  Iltfrain. 

We  have  no  riches  save  our  health  and  love,  constant  and  pure. 
We'll  still  be  happy  wilimnt  wealth  and  cure  for  nothing  more; 
We  are  both  young  and  have  time  left  to  save  up  for  a  home. 
And  spend  old  age  with  same  true  love  we've  had  when  we  were  young. 

—Xtfrain 
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Words  and  Muale  by  SaSord  Waters. 


II 


ThniiksgiTlng  Day  was  over,  and  the  boys  a|K>n  the  height 

Had  waiciieaoid  Yale  and  Harvard  in  their  yearly  foot-ball  fight, 

When  Casey  says  to  Doian,  "  Let's  get  up  h  team,"  says  he, 

"  .\iid  challenge  all  the  sheenles  that  live  on  the  Bowery," 

And  so  it  was  il<clded,  and  the  day  at  lust  wus  set; 

The  place  was  Murphy's  vacant  lot,  the  ground  was  soft  and  wet; 

The  story  of  the  massacre  is  what  I'm  going  to  tell. 

And  if  you'd  been  within  a  mile  ye'd  heard  Pat  Casey  yell: 

CHORns. 
"  Line  up,  stand  Dp,  don*l  ves  hear  me  call. 
The  audience  is  waitin'  and  we  cannot  find  the  ball; 
Murphy,  Dolan,  can't  yez  quit  yer  scraps? 
And  when  the  game  is  over  yez  can  kill  them  sheeny  chaps."       - 

If  you'd  a  seen  the  nniforme  the  boys  had  on  that  day, 

Tlieir  ralil)er  boots  and  rubl>er  snoots  would  take  yonr  breath  away; 

With  liver  puds  and  handages  they  swaddled  every  limb, 

Pat  Casey's  dad  stuffs  fiiruitare,  so  he  upholstered  him. 

And  Casey  had  the  dandy  scheme  to  win  that  foot-ball  game, 

'Twas  touKh  upon  the  otiier  team,  but  got  there  all  the  same. 

Says  he,  "  Eacli  one  pick  out  yer  man  and  do  him  up,"  says  he, 

"  And  then  we'l|  simply  rush  the  ball  to  glorious  victory."— C/(0>tM. 

We  followed  oat  his  orders  and  in  just  ten  minutes  more. 

We'd  made  u  iiundred  touchdowns  and  we'd  kicked  goals  by  tiie  score; 

We  sailed  into  tiio  other  team  and  wiped  the  eartii  wTtii  them; 

We  grabbed  'em  by  their  top-knots  and  we  yanked  'em  limb  from  limb; 

We  danced  on  thcni,  we  sat  on  them,  we  stumped  Ihcni  in  the  ground; 

The  fnigniciits  of  tliat  other  team  were  strewn  for  blocks  around. 

And  Cuvey  says,  "At  'three  gold  hulls  '  them  fellows  may  have  luck. 

Bat  when  it  comes  to  one  pig-skin  it  takes  old  Irish  pluclc."- 6'Aoi  ut. 


THE  SNAP  DRAMATIC  SCHOOL. 
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Words  by  Harry  B.  Smith      Music  by  Lodwig  Englander. 


We're  interesting  pupils  of  a  snap  dramatic  school, 

Wc  know  our  Shakespeare  backwards,  all  by  heart; 
We  indicate  emotions  by  an  autouiatic  rnle. 

For  we're  tiioroiighbred  believers  in  Delsarte. 
This  gesture's  indication  of  a  mad  infatuation. 

This  pose  expresses  terror!  this  means  hatel 
Then  wlien  we  stand  so-fashton,  It  is  anger,  rage  and  passion'. 

We  are  puntomimic  imppets  "  u|i-ti>-dHle." 
Yes,  when  we  etanci  so-fashion,  it  is  anuer,  rage  or  passion. 
We  arc  pantomimic  j)np|)ets  "  np-to-date." 
Ill  RoHalind,  Lady  Marbetli  and  Ophelia, 
Our  elocuilon  fairly  will  congeal  yer; 
Ah  Leah  the  forsaken,  your  nerves  we  must  have  shaken. 
We're  comic  or  we're  tragic,  take  your  choice. 
As  Jmiet  or  Mrs. —  Desdemouer. 
We  make  of  every  siiiliter  a  grnaner: 

We're  eager  to  rehearse  scenes  like  soul-deslroying  cnrse  scenes. 
And  we  have  tanks  of  tear-dro|ie  in  our  voice. 

When  we  liold  np  our  hands  like  this  it  means  we're  gay  and  glad. 

We  know,  because  It's  so  in  Delsarie's  book; 
We  always  move  on  wires,  like  this,  to  show  we're  going  mad. 

And  meaning  sorrow,  this  is  how  we  look! 
This  means  that  we  discover  that  we  liave  a  faithless  lover; 

While  tills  indication  of  remorse; 
While  this  is  our  expn'ssioii  when  we  hear  ihe  sad  confession, 

'I'hat  hubby's  full  of  grounds  for  n  divorce. 
And  this  is  our  expression  when  we  hesr  the  s«d  expression. 
That  hubby's  full  of  irroiinds  for  a  divorce. 
We  vary  from  the  violent  to  coquettish, 
Alternately  emotional  und  Boiil>r>-ttlsh: 
We're  awfiil  shy  on  grammar,  hut  we  paralyse  the  drama; 
To  monkey  with  the  real  "  legit  "  we  yearn. 
AsTopsy,  Beatrice  or  Lady  Spanker, 
There  s  no  one  in  the  business  could  be  ranker: 
We  now  go  on  as  "  siiiicra"  but  we'll  soon  Im  full-fledg'd  troopers. 
For  we  have  the  cheek  and  talent  now  to  bum. 
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1  Baby  mlue 

2  Such  an  education  has  my  Mary  Aun 
8  Auld  lang  syne         v 

4  EllaRee 
Old  cabin  home  :■ 

Little  ones  at  home     .!.        ^ 
Old  black  Joe 

Home,  sweet  home  ■     * 

Larboard  watch  - 

10  Many  can  help  one 

11  Killarney 

12  See  that  my  grave's  kept  green 

13  Grandfather's  clock 

14  Emmet's  "  Lullaby  " 

15  The  harp  that  once  thro'  Tara's  halls 

16  My  country,  'tis  of  thee 

17  Sweet  forget-me-not 

18  Where  was  Moses  when  the  light  went 

19  Nancy  Lee  [out 

20  Write  me  a  letter  from  home 

21  Beautiful  isle  of  the  sea 

22  Old  folks  at  home  (Suanee  ribber) 

23  Come  back  to  Erin  ... 

24  Sweet  bye-and-bye  , 

25  My  pretty  red  rose 
Whoa,  Emma 
Katie's  secret 
You'll  remember  me 
Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep 
Kathleen  Mavourneen 
I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls 
Wearing  of  the  green 
When  you  and  I  were  young,  Maggie 

84  Cottage  by  the  sea 

85  We  parted  by  the  river  side 

36  When  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  home 

87  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  prayer 

88  Last  rose  of  summer 

89  Shamus  O'Brien 

40  Exile  of  Erin 

41  Maggie's  secret  - 

42  Or  any  other  man — Stump  speecJi 
48  I  cannot  call  her  mother 

Would  I  were  with  thee 

Poor  old  slave 

Casey  social  club 

Cumberland's  crew  - 

48  Tj'ke  this  letter  to  my  mother 

49  A  model  love  letter 

50  Female  stratagem 

51  How  to  kiss  a  lady 
Dublin  Bay 

The  wife's  commandments 
The  husband's  commandments 
Rules  for  bummers 

56  Little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane 

67  Barbara  Frlelchie— i?mto?to«  - 

58  Marching  through  Georgia 

59  When  I  was  a  lad — Pinafore 

60  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  the  sea 

61  Dancing  in  the  barn 

62  Fire  in  the  grate 

63  Wandering  refugee  '•':  ;  > 

64  Blue-eyed  Nelly       ;..      •, 

65  Minstrel  boy  i. 

66  Letter  in  the  candle  ,• 

67  Star-spangled  banner 

68  Dancing  on  the  green 

69  Heart  bow'd  down 

70  Take  back  the  heart 


44 
45 
46 
47 


52 
53 
54 
55 


71  The  watermill — Becitation 

72  Faded  coat  of  blue 

73  Hold  the  fort  / -^ 

74  Slavery  days 

75  Der  mule  shtood  on  de  shteamboat  deck 

76  Little  barefoot 

77  My  old  Kentucky  home,  goo<l-night 

78  Home  again 

79  Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  far 

80  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 

81  Office  rules 

82  Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 

83  Good  Rhine  wine 

84  I'll  be  all  smiles  to-uight,  love 

85  You've  been  a  friend  to  me 

86  Listen  to  the  mocking-bird 

87  When  the  corn  is  waving,  Annie 

88  She  never  blamed  him,  never 

89  Silver  threads  among  the  gold 

90  Little  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 

91  Ring  the  bell  softly  there's  crape  on  the 

92  Boy  lost  {lauglmble)  [door 

93  Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still 

94  Sunday  night  when  the  parlor's  full 

95  Gipsy's  warning 

96  Anchor's  weighed  -  .  :.    \ 

97  Moon  behind  the  hill  ■^,:? 

98  Swinging  in  the  lane 

99  Sheridan's  ride — Recitation       .  ~. 

100  We  met, 'twas  in  a  crowd 

101  Eilleen  AUanna 

102  'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower 

103  Touch  the  harp  gently , my  pretty  Louise 

104  Girl  I  left  behind  me 

105  Little  buttercup 

106  His  sisters,  cousins  and  aunts 

107  Carry  me  back  to  old  Virginny 

108  Roses  underneath  the  snow 

109  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  homewanl  fly 

112  Old  man's  drunk  again 

113  Two  orphan's  (Brooklyn  Tlieatre  fire) 

114  Amber  tresses  tied  in  blue 

115  Pretty  as  a  picture 

116  I  am  waiting,  Essie,  dear 

117  Three  perished  in  the  snow 

118  Slight  hints 

119  Take  me  back  to  home  and  motlier 

120  Come,  sit  by  my  side,  little  darling 

121  Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 

122  Bingen  on  the  Rhine 

123  A  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave 

124  Old  log  cabin  on  the  hill     ; 

125  Croppy  boy 

126  Skids  are  out  to-day 

127  The  bridge 

128  Shabby  genteel  -;.   :    : 

129  Oh,  dat  watermelon 

130  Comin'  through  the  rye 

131  Must  we  then  meet  as  strangers 

132  Babies  on  our  block 

133  Brennen  on  the  moor  _.■■■:,. 

134  Skidmore  fancy  ball 

135  Hallway  door 

136  Where  the  grass  grows  green 

137  Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea 

138  Kiss  behind  the  door  /"^      :    ' 

139  I'll  remember  you,  love,  In  my  prayers 

140  Mary  of  the  wild  moor 


41  Old  wooden  rocker  ;!  •;.■/■ 

42  Speak,  only  speak  ' 

43  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

44  Where  art  thou  now,  my  beloved? 

45  MoUie,  darling 

46  You  may  look,  but  you  mustn't  touch 

47  My  daughter  Julia 

48  Raffle  for  the  stove 

49  Balmof  Gilead 

50  There's  always  a  seat  in  the  parlor  for 

51  Driven  from  home  [you 

52  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeping 

53  Pull  for  the  shore 

54  Nearer,  my  God,  to  the© 

55  Good  news  from  home    , 

56  Fisherman's  daughter 

57  Shells  of  ocean 

58  Massa's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground 

59  Say  a  kind  word  when  you  can 

60  Cure  for  scandal       :.;.,; 

61  Twilight  coterie 

62  Strangers  yet 

63  Castles  in  the  air  •     V 

64  Dear  little  shamrock 

65  I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs  .     -  - 

66  Norah  O'Neal  '/    ^^ 

67  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thee   •' 

68  Rose  of  Tralee 

69  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildnre 

70  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 

71  Drunkard's  lone  child 

'72  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

73  Glove  flirtation 

74  Whip  flirtation  : 

75  Slave's  dream 

76  Don't  you  go.  Tommy,  don't  go 

77  Sweet  Evangeline 

78  Ck)od-bye  at  the  door 

79  'Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the 

80  Willie,  we  have  missed  j'ou    [heart  etc. 

81  Erin's  lovely  home 

82  Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-house 

83  'Twenty  years  ago 

84  Paddy's  land 

85  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling 

86  Old  village  school  on  the  green 

87  Woodman,  spare  that  tree 

88  Barbara  YvKichxe—Iiecitation 

89  Darling  Minnie  Lee 

90  Hat  flirtation 

91  Fan  flirtation  '      -  - 

92  Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  mountain 

93  Good-bye,  Annie.darling  (Enoch  Aiden) 

94  Why  did  she  leave  him? 

95  A  quiet  little  home 

96  Thou  hast  learned  to  love  another 

97  Mary  of  Argyle 

98  Nil  desperandum 

99  Sweet  Highland  Mary 

200  Evening  amusement  (laughable) 

201  Day  I  played  base-ball  [own 

202  Remember  you  have  children  of  your 

203  There's  none  like  a  mother  if  ever  so 

204  You  were  false,  but  I'll  forgive       [poor 

205  Sweet  Maggie  Gordon 

206  Tanyard  side  :-  %      , 

207  Bells  of  Shandon  ,   . 

208  Old  log  cabin  in  the  dell 

209  Whisper  softly,  mother's  dytng 

210  Erin's  green  shore 
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211  Will  yon  love  me  wben  I'm  old? 

212  Donnelly  and  Cooper 

213  Galliering  shells  by  the  seashore 

214  Little  Rosebud 
By  the  sad  sea  waves 
Come  into  the  garden,  Maud 
Harp  and  siiamrock  of  Erin 
Where  there's  a  will  lliere's  a  way 
Ood  bless  my  boy  at  sea 
Annie  Laurie 
Macs  and  the  O's 
Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 

223  Lamentation  of  James  Rodj^ers  % 

224  Come,  birdie,  come 
Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 
Ever  of  thee 
Nora  MeShane 
Love  amontj  the  roses 
Shanuis  O'Brien — Becitation 
Der  Deitcher  gal 
No  Irish  need  apply 
Old  arm  chair 
Tim  Flalierty 

We  sat  by  the  river  you  and  I 
I  love  music 
Sweet  Glenevieve 
When  the  flowers  fall  asleep 
Patrick  Sliechan 
Sailor's  grave  ■ 

Pretty  maid  milking  her  cow 
Kentucky  rose 

242  Farmer's  daughter 

243  Oh,  dem  golden  slippers 

244  In  the  morning  by  the  bright  light 

245  N<)l)ody'8  darling 

246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

247  Somebody's  moih^r — Recitation . 

248  Birdie,  darling 

249  Nobody's  darling  but  mine 

250  Rock  me  to  sleep,  mother 

251  Put  m)-  little  shoes  away 

252  Darling  Nelly  Gray  [fall 

253  Somebody's  coming  when  the  dewdrops 

254  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we 

255  Little  brown  jug  [were  poor 

256  Ben  Bolt 

257  Good-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye 

258  Erin  is  my  home 

259  Katty  Avourneen 

260  Sadie  Ray 

261  Bard  of  Armagh 

262  Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  weep 

263  Patrick's  day  parade 

264  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate    .  . 

265  Speak  to  me,  speali 

266  Darling,  I  will  come  again 

267  Bright-eyed  little  Nell  of  Narragansett 

268  Hail  Columbia  [Bay 

269  Little  footsteps 

270  Tiro  Finnegan's  wake 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  roof    ':  . . 
Scotch  lassie,  Jean 
Hat  me  father  wore     - 
Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 
I've  only  been  down  to  the  club 

276  Dance  me  on  your  knee 

277  Kiss  me  again 

278  Emmet's  "  Love  of  the  shamrock  " 

279  Vacant  chair 

280  Sweet  sunny  South 


272 
273 
274 
275 


281  Our  good  ship  sails  to-night 

282  Jersey  Sam 

283  Come  home,  father 

284  Little  Maggie  May 

285  Cackle,  cackle,  cackle 

286  Molly  Bawn 

287  Maid  of  Athens 

288  Salliein  our  alley 

289  I'm  sitting  on  the  stile,  Mary 

290  Poor  old  Ned 

291  Dorkins'  night 

292  Man  in  the  moon  is  looking,  love 

293  When  the  flowing  tide  comes  in 

294  Don't  give  up  the  old  friends  for  the  new 

295  Broken  down 

296  Marriage  bells 

297  Have  I  uot  been  kind  to  thee 

298  Flowers  will  come  In  May 

299  Awfully  clever 

300  My  little  one's  waiting  for  me 

801  I'll  go  back  to  my  old  love  again 

802  Butcher  boy 

303  There's  somebody  waiting  for  me 

304  Are  you  there,  Moriarity  ? 

305  I'se  gwine  back  to  Dixie 

306  Bidalia  Jane  McCann 

307  Isle  de  Blackwell 

308  Where  are  the  friends  of  my  youth? 

309  Singing  on  the  roof 

310  Five-cent  shave  • 

311  Hen  convention 

812  Red,  white  and  blue 

813  Old  oaken  bucket 

314  Little  sweetheart,  come  and  kiss  me 

315  My  dream  of  love  is  o'er 

316  They  all  do  it 

817  Old  home  ain't  what  it  used  to  be 

818  Wait  till  the  moonlight  falls  on  the  water 

819  Linger  not,  darling 

320  'Tis  evening  brings  my  heart  to  thee 

321  American  National  Guard 

322  Johnny's  so  bashful  - 

323  Daisy  Deane 

324  I  wish  mamma  was  here 

325  Pulling  hard  against  the  stream 
826  Dancing  in  the  slinlight 

327  What  is  it? 

828  There  never  was  a  coward  wliere  the 

329  Love  letters  [shamrock  grows 

330  Delia  Clancy 

331  Remember  that  the  poor  tramp  has  to 

332  Lamentation  of  Johnny  Reel  [live 

333  Roll  on,  silver  moon 

334  When  McGinnnness  gets  a  job 
885  Give  an  honest  Irish  lad  a  chance 

336  Down  among  the  daisies 

337  Down  by  the  old  mill  stream 

338  Answer  to  "  The  gipsy's  warning  " 

339  Battle  cry  of  freedom 

340  Home  rule  for  Ireland 

341  Riding  on  the  elevated  railroad 

342  When  McCormick  rules  the  State 

343  Sweet  cliiming  bells 
844  Levi  Kassiday 

345  I  want  to  see  the  cotton  fields 
846  Waltz  with  me 

347  Meet  me  by  moonlight  alone 

348  Do  they  miss  me  at  home? 

349  Lather  and  shave 

350  Happy  be  thy  dreams 


351  Take  it  in 

852  Stokes'  verdict  (Jim  Fisk  song) 

353  Lardy  dah 

854  De  golden  wedding 

355  My  mother-in-law 

856  Wliat  should  make  thee  sad,  my  darling 

857  Dear  Italian  girl 

358  Banks  of  Brandywine  .  "  . 

359  Old,  and  only  in  the  way  '■-" 

360  Six  feet  of  earth  ': 

361  Write  a  letter  to  my  mother 

862  Yellow  rose  of  Texas  , 

863  When  my  ship  comes  in 

364  One  pound  two 

365  We  have  met,  loved  and  parted 

366  Bummer's  hotel 

867  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now 

368  I  shall  never  be  liappy  again 

369  Soldier's  farewell  ' 

870  Old  kitchen  floor 

871  Sweet  Belle  Mahone 

372  My  dear  Savannah  home 

373  Billy  Barlow 

874  Wild  Irish  Boy  ' 

875  Dwendy-seven  cents 

876  A  starry  night  for  a  ramble  - 

877  Locked  out  after  nine  % 

378  Whip-poor-will's  song  .     "       .,: 

379  Day  when  you'll  forget  me  . 

880  You'll  miss  me  when  I'm  gone 

881  Son  of  a  gambolier  -   "  :; 

882  Golden  stair 

383  Your  little  Liza  loves  you  .     -" 

384  American  boy  •■: 

385  You  get  more  like  your  dad  every  day 

386  Barney  McCoy 

887  Razors  in  the  air  ^ 

388  Sallie  Horner 

389  Willie  Reilly 

390  Sweet  Aleen 
891  Old  sexton 

392  Pull  down  the  blind 

393  Do  they  think  of  me  at  home? 

394  Tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone 
895  Barbara  Allan 

396  The 'longshoremen's  strike  ~ 

897  Bonnie  sweet  Bessie,  tlie  maid  of 
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898  Bathing  song 


[Dundee 


399  Carrie  Lee 

400  One  wide  river  to  cross 

401  Moon  is  out  to-night,  love 

402  Devil's  in  New  Jersey      ,. :  ,  . 

403  Rambler  from  Clare 

404  Pretty  little  blue-eyed  stranger 

405  Faded  flowers  : 

406  Dark -eyed  sailor 

407  Rose  of  Killarney 

408  Cot  in  the  corner 

409  Boys,  keep  away  from  the  girls 

410  Phantom  footsteps 

411  Bonny  bunch  of  roses 

412  Pat  Roach  at  the  play 

413  Doran's  ass  - 

414  Banks  of  Ciaudy 

415  What  are  the  wild  waves  saying? 

416  Her  front  name  is  Hannar 

417  Sweet  Evelina 

418  Beliind  the  scenes       > 

419  Gosjiel  raft 

420  Don't  put  tlie  poor  workingman  down 
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421  Cruiskcen  lawn 
423  I  hud  but  fifty  centa 

423  I'm  leaving  now  Ibe  old  folks 

424  Irish  Molly,  O! 

425  Ring  my  mother  wore 

426  The  blackbird 

427  Little  ciierry  blossom 

428  Wist,  wist,  wist 

429  A  violet  from  motlier's  grave 

430  Nelly  Huy 

431  ISIatrule,  darling,  now  good-bye 

432  Ri.se'it.  Rielly 

433  Meeting  of  the  waters 

434  Wait  for  the  turn  of  the  tide 

435  Old  farm  gate 

436  Oh,  Fred!  tell  them  to  stop 

437  McDonald's  return  to  Glencoe 

438  Mantle  so  green 

439  Uncle  Tom's  lament 

440  Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  ma 

441  Old-fashioned  homestead 

442  Enuuel's  "Mountain  Song" 

443  Old-fashioned  church  on  the  hill 

444  A  handful  of  turf 

445  Beauty  of  Limerick 

446  Mrs.  Brady's  daughter 

447  Mary's  gone  with  a  coon         . 

448  Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  star     • 

449  In  happy  moments 

450  Hi  Jenny,  ho  Jenny  Johnson 

451  All  on  account  of  Eliza 

453  Emmet's  "  I  know  what  love  is" 

453  Down  in  a  coal  mine 

454  Drunkard's  lireara 

455  Joe  Bowers 

456  There's  a  fine  ship  on  the  ocean 

457  Put  me  in  my  little  l)ed 

458  Little  old  house  on  the  Rhine 

459  Stolen  kisses  are  the  sweetest 

460  The  brave  huzzars 

461  Little  old  log  cabin  by  the  stream 

462  Paddle  your  own  canoe 

463  Within  a  mile  of  Ediuboro'  town 

464  Gate's  ajar 

465  Arkansaw  traveler 

466  Grant's  trip  around  the  world 

467  Old  leather  breeches 

468  Rocky  road  to  Dublin 

469  Turnpike  gate 

470  Little  old  German  home  across  the  sea 

471  Beautiful  girl  of  Kildare 
4'72  Baby's  got  a  tooth 

473  My  poor  heart  is  sad  with  its  dreaming 

474  Pallet  of  straw 
4'75  Low-back'd  car 

476  Your  lassie  will  be  true 

477  In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 

478  When  these  old  clothes  were  new 

479  Up  at  Jones'  wood 

480  Boston  burglar 

481  The  Campbells  are  comiu' 

482  You  never  miss  the  water  till  the  well 

483  Bonny  Eloise  [runs  dry 

484  River  Roe 

485  Murder  in  Cohocs 

486  Poor  little  Joe 

487  Along  the  Kansas  line 

488  The  banjo  now  hangs  silent  on  the  door 

489  Wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by  " 

490  Over  the  garden  wall 


491  I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day 

492  Blue  Alsatian  mountains 

493  Cliarming  young  widow  I  met  in  tiie 

494  Black-eyed  Susan  .  [train 

495  Spanish  cavalier 

496  Grave  of  Bonaparte 

497  Old  dog  Tray  .  .    ; 

498  Juanita 

499  Moonlight  on  the  lake 

500  Mabel  Clare 

501  All  that  glitters  is  not  gold 

502  Marseilles  hymn 

503  God  save  the  queen 

504  Rolling  home  in  the  morning      .• 

505  If  ever  I  cease  to  love 

506  Cheer,  l>oj's,  cheer 

507  Dixie's  land 

508  Mother  says  I  mustn't 

509  Fellow  that  looks  like  me 

510  Watch  on  the  Rhine 

511  A  lock  of  mothers  hair 

512  Slop  dat  knocking  at  the  door 

513  Virginia  rosebud 

514  Red  robin 

515  Gospel  train 

516  We  won't  go  home  till  morning 

517  Lottie  Lee 

518  Who's  at  my  bedroom  window 

519  I  have  no  home 

520  It's  nice  to  be  a  father 

521  Won't  you  tell  me  why,  Robin 

522  Only  to  see  her  face  again 

523  Kingdom  coming 

524  Barney  O'Hea 

525  Teddy  O'Neal 

526  Man  with  the  sealskin  pants 

527  Medicine  Jack 

528  A  leaf  of  ivy  from  mother's  grave 

529  Keep  in  the  middle  of  the  road 

530  Lannigan's  ball 

531  Lula  is  gone 

532  An  Irishman's  toast 

533  Village  blacksmith 

534  Naughty  Clara 

535  Dying  nun 

536  When  the  leaves  begin  to  turn 

537  Larry  O'Brien 

538  Mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream 

539  I'll  hang  my  harp  on  a  willow  tree 

540  Dying  Californian 

541  Grandmother's  birthday 

542  Come  where  my  love  lies  dreaming 

543  Pop  goes  the  weasel 

544  Monkey's  wedding  -■. 

545  Mary  had  a  little  lamb 

546  Wait  for  the  wagon 

547  Cork  leg 

548  Uncle  Sam's  farm 

549  My  old  wife  and  I 

550  I'm  so  lonely  ; 

551  Only  as  far  as  the  gate  -       ■* 

552  Peek-a-boo 

553  Moonlight  at  Killamey 

554  I'll  wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by   : . 

555  We  never  speak  as  we  pass  by  • 

556  Tipi^erary  christening 

557  Be  home  early  to-night,  my  dear  boy 

558  Old  rustic  bridge  by  the  mill 

559  Paddy  Magee's  dream 

560  Dreaming  of  home  and  mother 


561  Shall  we  know  each  other  there? 

562  Jolly  Irishman 

563  Folks  that  put  on  airs 

564  Rosalie,  the  prairie  flower 

565  If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year 

566  Fisherman  and  his  child 

567  Swale  Castle  Garden 

568  In  the  gloaming 

569  Bring  me  back  the  one  I  love 

570  Spider  and  the  fly 

571  A  warrior  bold 

572  Tar's  farewell 

573  In  her  little  bed  we  laid  her 

574  Dark  girl  dressed  in  blue 

575  Separation 

576  Pitcher  of  l)eer 

577  Neil  McGulligan's  daughter,  Mary  Ann 

578  Nobody  knows  what  a  racket  was  there 

579  It's  a  cold  day  when  I  get  left 

580  Alice,  where  art  thou  V  . 

581  Meet  me.  Josie,  at  the  gate 

582  Jessie  at  Die  railway  bar 

583  Ada,  with  the  golden  hair 

584  Streets  of  New  York 

585  Courting  in  the  rain 

586  I'm  dying  for  some  one  to  love  me 

587  Is  that  Mister  Reilly? 

588  Let  my  name  be  kindly  spoken 

589  Dar's  one  more  ribber  for  to  cross 

590  Napoleon's  farewell  to  Paris 

591  Poor  old  Mike 

592  Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye 

593  A  life  on  the  ocean  wave 

594  I  am  dreaming 

595  Gipsy  Countess 

596  She's  as  goinl  as  gold 

597  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night 

598  Shoo  fly,  don't  lx)lher  me 

599  Ten  thousand  miles  away 

600  Give  my  love  to  all  at  home 

601  Mygel  Snyder's  party 

602  Increase  of  crime 

603  Ship  on  fire 

604  Josephus  Orange  Blossom 

605  Oh!  Susannah 

606  Old  Bob  Ridley 

607  Bonnie  blue  flag 

608  Nell  Flaugherty's  drake 

609  John  Barleycorn 

610  Rules  for  love-making 

611  Land  League  Band 

612  Down  by  the  old  abbey  ruin 

613  Glorious  69th 

614  Old  willow  cradle  -     " 

615  Funny  old  gal 

616  Religious  card  player  n 

617  Paddy's  the  ]x)y 

618  Teddy  McGIynn 

619  Lads  who  live  in  Ireland 

620  Worn-out  sailor 

621  Molt  street,  449 

622  Limerick  is  beautiful 

623  Seven  out 

624  Let  me  kiss  him  for  his  mother 

625  Pretty  lips 

626  Sullivan's  boot  in  my  eye 

627  Villikins  and  his  Dinah 

628  Captain  with  his  whiskers 

629  A  knot  of  blue  and  gray 

630  Foley's  hotel 
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''Only  an  Actor's  Child,"  etc. 

BACK  TO  THE  ONLY  OIRL 

..^         .Words  and  Music  by  HARRY  S.  MILLER. 
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THE  CHORUS. 

XlS.    Alia  Valce. 


TRY  IT  ON  YOUR  PIANO. 
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Back    to      the      on    -    ly      girl         I     love, 


Back    to     the     one 
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Hap  -  py     I'd    be      if       I       on  -  ly   could   see       My    dear     lit  -  tie,  sweet  lit  -  tie   loved 


one. 


E  -  ven     the    stars       all     seem       to      say,  There'll  come     a    time        not    far  a-  way, 


nI^^ 


^^=?= 


r-r 


'X-- 


r-T- 


izfc: 


nt 


•M— f-- 


X 


•^-f-r 


j=t 


-•M — h 


e2 


^^^ 


-(^ 


H-- 


trzMT. 


:«— J — u: 


J 


ft 


I 


•    'jL 


ff\ 


^^^^^ 


zt 


-&- 


X 


be      of   light    heart,  tho'  now     far 


a  -  part,    She'll  take      you   back     some   day 
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631 
632 
633 
634 
635 


I'll  meet  her  wLen  tlie  sun  goes  down 

Never  take  the  borseslioe  from  the  door 

Woman,  lovely  woman 

Napoleon's  dream 

When  the  robins  nest  again       ' 

636  OhI  you  little  darling,  I  love  you 

637  Just  down  the  lane 
Call  me  back  again 
Milwaukee  fire 
One  of  the  finest  ^  C    /• 
Over  the  mountain 
Belle  of  the  ball 
Farmer's  boy 

When  Jack  comes  home  again  (Sailing) 
Hush-a-bye,  baby 
Where  tlie  ivy  grows  so  green 
Bridget  Donahue 
Down  the  hill 
My  Nellie's  blue  eyes 
Il:igged  coat 
Kitty  Kimo 

Little  diirling,  dream  of  me 
Juice  of  the  forbidden  fruit 

654  Minute  gun  at  sea 

655  Some  day 

656  Sour  krout 

657  Don't  give  the  name  a  bad  blace 

658  Racketty  Jack  [hallelujah 

659  John  Brown  song  (Glory,  glory 

660  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  boys  arc 

661  A.  dollar  fifteen  ceiit«  [marching 
Roger  O'Malley 

Don't  make  a  noise  or  else  you'll  w  ake 
Bring  back  my  bonnie  to  me  [the  baby 
Belleville  convent  fire  (Illinois) 
I'll  await  my  love 
Iliird  times  come  again  no  more 
Miilcaliey's  gone  away 
Nineteen  hundred  and  one 
Colieeu  dlias  Mnchree 
Only  to  see  thee,  darling 
Blue  bells  of  Scotland 
A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother 
riiat's  how  you  get  served  when  you're 
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651 
652 
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662 
663 
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665 
666 
667 
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670 
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673 
674 
675 
676 
677 
678 
679 
680 
681 
682 
683 
684 
685 
686 
687 
688 
689 
690 
691 
692 


Dear  little  innocent  things       [old 

Mother,  I've  come  home  to  die 

Just  before  the  battle,  mother 

Down  in  a  diving-bell 

Kissing  through  the  bars 

Skipper  and  his  boy 

Young  man  from  the  country 

I'll  be  dar 

The  niidshipmite 

Eleventh  Regiment  (N.  Q.  S.  N.  Y.) 

Niiugiity,  imuglity  men 

Naughty,  naughty  girls 

New  coon  in  town 

Will  a  monkey  climb  a  tree? 

Bold  soger  boy 

Heenan  and  Sayers 

Come,  landlord,  fill  the  flowing  bowl 

Sully,  come  up  ,.v 

693  Sea  king's  burial  i: 

694  One-horse  open  sleigh 

695  Baby  show 

696  Swim  out  for  glory 

697  Jessie  Green 

698  Duffy's  grand  opening  night 

699  I'm  a  dude 

700  Run  for  the  doctor 


V12 
713 
714 

715 


701  Climbing  up  the  golden  stairs  -.  -   .., 

702  My  good-looking  man 

703  How  a  married  woman  goes  to  sleep 

704  I'm  off  for  Baltimore 

705  Bright  little  spot  on  the  ocean 

706  I  tickled  her  under  the  chin 

707  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn 

708  My  newmarket  coat 

709  He  will  come  with  the  flowers  of  May 

710  Ten  years  in  Cherry  Hill 

711  Maloney's  the  man 
Ship  that  never  returned 
Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep? 
How  much  does  the  baby  weigh  ? 
A  mother's  watch  by  the  sea 

716  Uncle  Billy's  dream 

717  Some  day  I'll  wander  back  again 

718  High-water  pants 

719  Every  day  will  be  Sunday  bye-and-bye 

720  I'll  send  you  down  a  letter  from  the  sky 

721  Paddy  stole  the  rope  ..       ^ 

722  Duffy,  the  swell 

723  Not  much 

724  Don't  leave  your  mother,  Tom 

725  Pretty  little  dark-blue  eyes 

726  A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss 

727  Dream  faces 

728  Wind  blew  through  his  whiskers 

729  Good-bye  to  my  Southern  home 

730  Pretty  little  rosy  cheeks 

731  Knock  at  the  window  to-night,  love 

732  Hard  up 

733  Forgive  and  forget 

734  Captain  Mishler 

735  Butterfly  dude 

736  Bowery  on  Saturday  night 

737  Leaf  by  leaf  the  roses  fall 

738  Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

739  Enniskillen  dragoon 

740  Papa's  baby  boy 

741  I  ain't  as  young  as  I  used  to  be 
Tlie  Dreadnought 
See-saw 

What's  in  a  kiss? 
Hush,  little  baby,  don't  you  cry 
Darling  Clo' 
Mother's  last  request    .'      • 

748  Texas  ranger  ,--:'.: 

749  God,  save  Ireland 

750  Tho'  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  you 

751  Bold  Jack  Donahue 
Last  farewell 

Sweet  dreams  of  mother  and  home 
Mary  Ann  Kehoe 
Only  an  emigrant 

756  My  bonny  boy  is  young,  but  he's  grnw- 

757  The  farmer  feeds  us  all  [ing 

758  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hot 

759  Better  days  will  come  again 

760  Baby's  lullaby 

761  Dying  girl's  message 

762  Some  other  girl  shall  wear  the  ring 

763  Bye,  bye,  baby,  bye,  bye 

764  Somebody's  tall  and  handsome 

765  Mother  keeps  the  gate  locked  now 

766  Sweet  Alpine  roses 

767  Morrissey  and  the  Benicia  boy 

768  Constant  farmer's  son 

769  Upper  ten  and  lower  five        ,;:  ,;  . 

770  Karl's  new  lullaby 
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744 
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746 
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752 
753 
754 

755 


771  Key-hole  in  the  door 

772  Act  on  the  square,  boyg 

773  Lackawanna  spooners 

774  Cot  where  I  was  born 

775  Burke's  dream  •" 

776  Four-leaved  shamrock   '  J       ,. 

777  Up  a  tree 

778  Down  where  the  lilly  bells  grow 

779  Behind  the  parlor  door 

780  Peggy  O'Moore  *'  • 

781  Sunny  hours  of  childhood 

782  O'Reilly,  the  fisherman  V    ■■: 

783  Old  village  blacksmith  shop  •    . 

784  False  one,  I  love  thee  still  "^    / 

785  Shannon  side  .-...; 

786  Pennsylvania  tramp  "•  ■• 

787  We'll  paint  the  town  red 

788  Look  always  on  the  sunny  side 

789  Green  linnet 
Gentle  Annie         .r   .■;'•         "  '     •.• 
Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die 
There's  a  light  in  the  window 
Annie  of  the  vale      •   ..v  r  .■■' 
Rising  of  the  moon 
Who  will  care  for  mother  now? 
Let  the  dead  and  the  beautiful  rest 
Sights  for  a  father 

798  Old  gray  mare 

799  How  is  your  sister  Mary? 
Clara,  Clara.will  you  come  out  to-night? 
Grandma's  vacant  chair 
America's  emblem  the  violet 
Knocking  at  the  gates  of  Jordan 
Take  good  care  of  mother 
Whisper  and  a  kiss 

806  Old-fashioned  photograph  of  mother 

807  Good-bye,  Mike,  go^-bye,  Pat 

808  Little  Mag  and  I 
Cradle's  empty,  baby's  gone 
Rosy's  Sunday  out 
My  sweetheart's  family 
Little  wife  Nellie 
Too  utterly  utter 
I'm  a  dandy,  but  I'm  no  dude 

815  They  can't  keep  the  workiugman  down 

816  Angel  mother  wails  for  nie 

817  Gooid-night,  but  not  good-b3'e 

818  Dar's  a  new  moon  in  de  sky 

819  Just  plain  Jim  [strikes  ten 

820  Mind  and  be  home  when  the  clock 

821  Where  tlie  pretty  little  shamrock  grows 

822  My  little  four-leaved  shamrock  from 

823  White  wings  [Glennore 

824  Always  take  mother's  advice 

825  Pretty  pond  lillies 

826  Dear  Robin,  I'll  be  true 

827  Mikado  McAllister 

828  For  one  day  of  turkey  there's  six  days 

829  Poor  old  dad  [of  hash 

830  The  Haddingtonshire 

831  McSorley's  twins 

832  Cricket  on  the  hearth 

833  I  had  $15  in  my  inside  pocket 

834  Trab'ling  back  to  Georgia 

835  Noble  knights  of  labor 

836  He  gets  there  just  the  same 

837  Jnhnnv.  get  yo»ir  gun 

838  Miss  Foparty's  Christmas  cake 

839  Maggie  Darrow's  welcome 

840  Come,  sit  by  me,  mother 


790 
791 
792 
793 
794 
795 
796 
797 


800 
801 
802 
803 
804 
805 


809 
810 
811 
812 
813 
814 
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De  Witt's  Connecticut  Cook  Book 

and    Housekeeper's   Assistant. 
Containing  directions  for  dressing 
and  cooking  every  kind  of  flesh, 
'  ish,  fowl,  and  vegetable,  in  the 
!^~  most  healthful  and  inviting  man* 
ner.     With  directions  for  laying 
and  decorating  the  table, carving 
tlie  meat,  and  serving  the  vegeta- 
bles.    To  which  is  added  a  large 
number  of  tried  receipts  for  pre- 
^  serving,  canning,  and  curing  all 

kinds  of  vegetables  and  fruits,  so  as  to  retain 
their  original  flavor  and  appearance. 
Seut  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  35  Tents. 

IDEJ    -WITT'S 

Selections  for  Album  Writers.    A 

choice    collection    of  acrostics, 
and    sentiments    in     prose    and 
verse,  expressive  of  almost  every 
phase  of  human  feeling  and  at- 
tectioji,  such  as  love,  friendship, 
admiration,  respect,  good  wish- 
es, etc.,  etc.,  suitable  for  writing 
in   autograph  albums,  birthday 
books,  and   on    Christmas    and 
New  Year's  cards.     Also,  con- 
taining a  capital    collection    of 
toasts  and  sentiments  appropriate  for  anniver- 
saries, public  dinners,  and  family  gatherings. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Sweet's  Ready  Reckoner.  A  han- 
dy and  complete  manual,  contain- 
ing concise  and  correct  tables 
giving  the  cost  of  any  number  of 
articles  from  i  to  1,000,  at  from 
I -1 6  of  aceiit  to:?i,by  the  ounce, 
pound,  barrel,  yard,  etc.  Also, 
the  method  of  measuring  sawlogs, 
limber,  planks,  sc:mtlings,  and 
boards  thorouglily  explained,  with 
extended  tables  of  the  same  j 
,^  Measurement  of  wells   and    cis- 

terns, with  full  instructions  for  the  size  of  any 
required  capacity  ;  Board  by  the  day,  week  or 
month}  Wages  by  the  d:iy  or  hoiir,  from  50 
cents  to  $4  per  day ;  Measurement  of  cubes, 
cylinders,  and  boxes,  with  perfect  explanations  ; 
Interest  tables  at  6  and  7  per  cent,,  from  $1  to 
$100,  from  one  day  to  one  year;  and  many 
other  indispensable  tables  5  m  all  forming  a 
truly  necessary  book  for  all  to  whom  absolute 
correctness  and  saving  of  time  arc  an  object. 
By  I.  D.  J.  Sweet,  author  of  '♦Elements  of 
Draughts." 
Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


De  ^Vitt's  American   Farrier  and 

Horse  Doctor.  An  American  book 
for  American  horsemen  ;  with  copi- 
ous notes  from  the  best  English  and 
American  authorities,showing  plainly 
how  to  breed,  rear,  buy,  sell,  cure, 

i,hoe,  and   keep  that  most  useful   and 
valuable  animal,  the   horse,  and    con- 

'  taining  the  best    information  on  the 
subject,   condensed   and   popularized 
for  general  use.    With  many  superior 
illustrations. 
Sent  by  nmii,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Pat  Rooney's  Quaint  Conundrums 

and  Funny  Gags.  Interlarded 
with  lri>h  wit  and  humor,  Chi- 
nese sketches,  luimorous  anec- 
dotes, and  mirth-provoking  sto- 
ries A  capital  book  for  end 
men  in  minstrel  entertainments. 
Filled  with  the  happiest  hits,  the 
most  rollicking  repartees,  and 
gieatest  gags  ever  perpetrated  by 
this  prince  of  comedians. 
Sent  by  mall,  poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Dc  Witt's  Perfect  Orator.    Com- 

prising  a  great  number  of  read< 
ings,  recitations,  dialogues,  anc 
harangues,  from  the  most  celebra- 
ted tragedies,  poems  and  speechesj 
accompanied  by  very  carefully 
composed  prefatory  rcMarks — his- 
torical, explanatory,  and  instruc« 
tive.  Also  containing  useful  hints 
as  to  stage  arrangements.costumes, 
scenery,  etc.  Compiled  by  the 
editor  of  "  Webster's  Reciter." 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  recuipt  of  25  Cents. 


Macaulay's   **  Acting  "   Dialogues. 

Containing  nearly  one  hundred 
of  the  finest  dialogues  in  qui 
language,including  choice  piecet 
for  from  two  to  fifteen  characters. 
These  pieces  have  an  extensive 
range  in  spirit,  subject,  and  style 
from  lively  and  humorous  to  se- 
rious and  sentimental,  and  are  al 
eminently  dramatic,  afl'ording 
every  speaker  a  good  chance  to 
^act  out  the  different  parts. 
Sent  by  mail,  poet-paii),  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


DE3    WITT'S 

Recitations  for  Christmas.   Edited 

by  Margaret  Holmes.  Sixty 
choice  selections  from  the  best 
writers,  suitable  for  Christmas 
entertainments  in  church  and 
school.  Among  the  authors 
represented  are  Dickens,  Aid- 
rich,  Howells,  Lew  Wallace, 
R.  H.  Stoddard,  John  Boyle 
O'Reilly,  Herrick,Coleridge.G. 
W.  Curtis,  Margaret  Holmes, 
Thomas  Nelson  Page,  Julia 
Goddard,  Phoebe  Cary,  and  Thomas  HoodS 
Sent  by  mail,  posl-paii^  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Webster's  Ready-Made  Love  Let- 
ters.     Comprising    letters  and 
notes  of  every  style  for  almost 
every  conceivable  occasion,  from 
first    acquaintance  to    marriage, 
with   invaluable   information  on 
the  etiquette  of  courtship.    Also, 
(-^  model   letters  from  some  of  the 
world's  most  famous  lovers,  and 
appropriate    poetical   quotations 
from     standard    authors.      The 
whole  a  convenient  aid  to  those 
A'ho  need  friendly  help  and  confidential  advice 
n  matters  pertaining  to  love  and  courtship.*,. 
Sfiiit  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


De  Witt's   School  Vocalist.    A 

choice  collection  of  standard  music, 
comprising  solos,  duets,  trios,  semi- 
choruses,  choruses,  rounds,  catches, 
patriotic  and  national  airs,  simple, 
pleasing,  and  suitable  for  children's 
voices.  Edited  by  G.  W.  Bungay, 
with  special  reference  to  school 
use.  The  book  contains  eighty-two 
pieces  of  music,  arranged  by  HenrT 
Tucker. 

Price  25  Cent*  per  copy,  poit-pald. 


Gus  Williams'  Fireside  Recitations 

Nos.  I  and  2.  Being  careful 
selections  of  the  purest,  most 
interesting  and  effective  pieces 
of  prose  and  poetry  in  the  lan- 
guage. Many  of  the  articles 
in  these  books  have  been  reci- 
ted by  the  cf)mp:ler  with  every 
->  mark  of  approval,  before  large 
audiences.  While  many  of  the 
favorite  standard  pieces  are 
retained,  the  majority  are  those  newer  and 
fresher  productions  that  are  difficult,  if  not  im- 
possible, to  find  in  any  one  volume. 

Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Bones:   His   Gags  and    Stump 

Speeches.  A  book  full  of  the 
very  juice  and  cream  of  minstrel 
fun,  containing  genuine  darkey 
stump  speeches,  colloquies  be- 
tween middle  and  end  men, 
dialect  stories,  etc.  Every  pto- 
fessional  burnt-cork  man  j  every 
amateur  in  darkey  doings:  every 
body  that  likes  genuine  fun 
should  have  a  copy  of  this  book. 

Sent  hy  mitil,  poot-pHid,  on  receipt  nf    15   4'ciltli. 

Lessons  in  Love.     From  the  time 

that  Ovid  wrote  his  "  Art  of  Love  "  to  the 
present  day,  lovemaking  has  never  ceased 
to  play  a  most  important  part  in  literature. 
In  fact,  deprived  of  this  one  topic,  the  very 
life  of  literature  would  be  imperiled.  Yet, 
notwithstanding  the  fact  that  almost  every 
book  we  read  has  for  its  central  interest  an 
episode  of  love,  how  many  lovers  have 
ransacked  libraries  in  vain,  searching  for 

Practical  advice  and  kindly  hints  that  would 
elp  toward  furthering  their  love  affairs. 
In  this  book  are  gathered  the  best  thoughts 
of  the  greatest  authors  upon  this  subject, 
both  in  prose  and  verse,  embracing  every 
phase  of  love.  Every  one  who  has  been, 
IS,  or  expects  to  be,  in  love,  will  find  here 
much  of  interest,  help  and  encouragement. 
Sent  by  n)ail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


VonBoyle's  Recherche  RecitationQ 

A  collection  of  the  choicest  eloquent, 
pathetic,  and  sentimental  pieces, 
suitable  for  reading  and  recitation, 
to  be  found  in  the  language.  Among 
those  whose  articles  contribute  to 
enrich  its  pages  are  authors  of  such 
varied,  yet  in  all  cases  great  powers, 
as  Jean  Ingelow,  Charles  Kmgsley, 
George  Eliot,  A.  J.  H.  Duganne, 
Mark    Twain,  R.  J.   Burdette,  and 

Von  Boyle    himself,  who   has  written   several 

new  pieces  expressly  for  this  book. 
Sent  by  mail,  poriipiiid,  on  receipt  of  2ii  i'euts. 

S"WIIPT'S 
boxing  Without  a   Master;    or. 

Scientific  Art  and  Practice 
of  Attack  and  Self-defence, 
Kxplained  in  so  easy  a  manner 
tliat  any  person  may  compre- 
hend this  useful  art.  Contain- 
ing descriptions  of  correct  pu- 
gilistic attitudes,  feints,  blows, 
and  guards,  as  practised  by  the 
most  celebrated  boxers  of  the 
past  and  present.     With  num- 

»ous  spirited   engravings.     By  OwEN   SwiFT, 

blaster  of  the  art  of  boxing. 
Seut  by  mail,  poHt-piiid,  on  rt'Ci-ipt  of  15  Cent*. 


De 


Witt's  Little  Dialogues  and 
Wee  Pieces  for  Papa's  Own  Boy  and 
Girl.  Containing  the  largest  number  of 
tiny  articles  in  prose  and  verse  ever  got 
together  expressly  for  the  use  of  the  small- 
est readers  and  speakers.  This  book  will 
will  please  every  parent.  It  tells  pretty 
little  stories,  or  illustrates  pure  ideas  in  a 
simple  and  attractive  manner.  | 

Sent  by  mail,  poot-pald,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Pun 


Sent 


in  Black ;  or,  Sketches  of  Min. 

Atrel  Life.  By  Chas.  H.  DaV. 
iVith  "  The  Origin  of  Minstrelsy," 
by  Col.  T.  Alston  Brown,  giv- 
ing the  history  of  Ethiopian  min- 
strelsy from  1799.  Singular  scenes 
before  the  footlights  and  bchii'  V  the 
curtain  —  amusing  anecdOji,  etc 
Sixty  exceedingly  funny  pictures 
add  greatly  to  the  humorous  text. 
A  perfect  library  of  anecdotes  of 
the  minstrel  stage.  ^ 

by  mnli,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents*  ^ 


Mirm  all  ordtrt  to  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publishtr,  130  ft  132  Park  Row,  N.  Y.;  or  85  ft  87  LMaditon  St.,CNIGA80 
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De  Witt*s  Setttimental  Forget-me- 
not  Songster.  In  this  volume  will 
be  found  such  a  collection  of  truly 
beautiful  songs  and  ballads  as  have 
never  before  enriched  any  book-— 
songs  that  are  touching,  pathetic, 
melting,  and  full  of  hallowed  mem- 
ories. In  fact,  »5o  of  the  most 
charming  pieces  of  sentimental 
verse  in  the  English  language,  by 
such  authors  as  Byron,  Moore, 
Burns,Tennyson,Longfellow,  Fos- 
ter, and  other  masters  of  song. 

Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  50  Cents. 

Witt's    Irish    Forget-me-not 

Songster.  This  book  is  stud- 
ded with  gems  of  Irish  song,  in- 
cluding the  master  pieces  of 
Moore,  Lever,  Lover,  and  that 
galaxy  of  song  writers  whose 
genius  has  flooded  Ireland  with 
metrical  glory.  From  Father 
Front's  "  Bells  of  Shandon  "  and 
Millikin's  "  Groves  of  Blarney," 
to  "  The  Wearing  of  the  Green," 
nothing  has  been  omitted  ;  in  all 

making  the  most  complete  collection  of  Irish 

songs  and  ballads  ever  published. 
Sent  >>y  mail,  poei  pui<l,  on  receipt  of  50  CeutS. 

Witt's   Comic    Forget-me-not 

Songster.     Filled  "  chock  full  "  of 
all  the  tip-top,  truly  joliy,  quaintly 
^^  droll,   immensely   funny,    genuine 
i*^  old-fashioned  comic  songs;  songs  to 
:^^  set  an  audience  in  a  roar.    "  Laugh 
and  grow  fat,  sir,"  is  Ben  Jonson's 
advice,  and  in  t  lis  book  is  enough 
of  food  for  laugl  ter  to  increase  the 
adipose  tissue  ^Ji  the  most  melan- 
choly man  in  the  world. 
iSiiit  i>y  mail,  pott-pitid,  on  receipt  of  50  Centfl. 

De  Witt's  Serio-Comic  Forget-me- 
not  Songster.     Among  the  songs 
that  make  up  «he  contents  of  this 
'  book    will    be    found   the  choicest 
ballads  that  have  been  sung  on  the 
lyric   stage,  and   songs   that    have 
I  been  favorites  of  the  prima  donnas 
of  opera  boufFe,  besides  lots  of  semi- 
sentimental  songs  that  delight  every 
musical  circle.     Also,  a  budget  of 
songs  for  merrymaking,  or  for  a- 
musing  a  company  of  people. 
Seut  by  uiuil,  poet-paid,  ou  receipt  of  50  Cents. 

Black  Jokes.     A  book  full  and  run-* 

ning  over  with  darkey  jokes  and 
I  comicalities  ;  consisting  of  plantation 
'and  high'Hfe  stories,  sermons,  die* 
away  songs,  opening  jokes,  compli* 
cated  conundrums,  and  an  endless 
variety  of  sable  witticisms,  showing 
the  peculiarly  laughable  character  ot 
"Sambo"  in  the  strongest  colors.  Il- 
lustrated with  loo  of  the  most  comicai 
engravings. 

Sent  by  mail,  po><l-pni(l,  on  receipt  of  35  Cents. 

House  Painitning  Plainly  Taught. 

A  practical  mastial  of  instruction 
for  the  preparation  and  application 
of  all  kmds  of  paints  and  varnishes. 
Containing  the  whole  theory  and 
practice  of  house  painting — from 
I  priming  to  finishing.  Also,  plain 
and  practical  directions  for  white- 
washing, kalsomining,  graining, 
marbling,    etc.,  etc.     An    indis- 

^nsable  book  for  any  one  who  ever  handles  a 

liint-brush,^ 

Sent  by  inail,  po»t-pnid,  on  receipt  of  35  Cents. 
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Burtit  Corkt  The  Amateur  Min- 
strel. A  collection  of  humorous 
speeches,  end  men's  jokes,  con- 
undrums, recitations  and  farces, 
finales,  for  "first  part,"  and  a  full 
description  of  everything  neces- 
sary to  arrange  a  minstrel  enter- 
tainment. Also  including  several 
C  complete  musical  sketches  select- 
7  ed  especially  for  this  book.  A 
most  valuable  companion  and 
guide    to    the    young    amateur. 

By  Frank  Dumont,  the  Boucicault  of  the 

Ethiopian  drama. 

Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Christy's  Burnt  Cork  Comicalities. 

A  fine  lot  of  humorous  speeches, 
dialogues,  and  conundrums,  by  that 
well-known  delineator  of  Ethiopian 
character,  Byron  Christy.  Filled 
with  the  wise  sayings,  end  men's 
colloquies,  stump  speeches, and  witty 
remarks  that  have  made  the  name 
of  Christy  famous  among  minstrels. 
There  is  not  a  dull  line  in  this  book, 
and  the  success  of  the  entertainment 
of  which  these  jokes  form  a  part  is 
assured  in  advance. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  Cents. 


Tambo:     His   Jokes    and    Funny 

Sayings.  With  which  is  incor- 
porated "  Hints  to  the  Amateur 
Minstrel,  by  Bobby  Newcomb." 
It  teaches  all  the  "tricks  of  the 
trade,"  and  furnishes  a  full  budget 
of  good  things  "  to  set  the  house 
in  a  roar."  The  first  step  after 
organizing  a  minstrel  company 
should  be  to  procure  a  copy  or  this 
indispensable  hand  book,  which 
is  filled  with  valuable  pointers 
for  the  amateur. 
Sent  by  mail,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  15  Cents. 

Morgan's  Expose  of  Freemasonry. 

Containing  the  degrees  of  the  ordei 
conferred   by   a    Master's   lodge*,    as 
written  by  Capt.  William  Morgan. 
All  the  degrees  conferred  in  the  Royal 
Arch  chapter  and  grand  encampment 
of  Knights  Templar — Knights  of  the 
Red  Cross,  of  the  Christian  Mark,  and 
of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  j   also  of  the 
eleven  ineffable  degrees  conferred  in 
the  Lodge  of  Perfection,  and  the  still 
higher  degrees  of  Prince  of  Jerusalem, 
of  East  and  West,  Venerable  Grand 
Master  of  Symbolic  Lodge,  Knights  and  Adepts 
of  the  Eagle  or  Sun,  Prince  of  the  Royal  Secret 
Sovereign    Inspector  General.      Revised  and 
corrected  to  correspond  with  the  most  approved 
forms   and   ceremonies  of  the  various   lodges 
of  Freemasons  throughout  the  United  States. 
By  George  K.  Crafts,  formerly  Thrice  Pu- 
issant grand  Master  of  Manitou  Council,  New 
York.      ^ 

Siiit  by  mail,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Knights 


Art  of  Swimming.     A  plain  and 

practical  treatise  (illustrated)  up- 
on this  most  useful  and  invigor- 
ating pastime,  teaching  how  to 
swim  backwards,  forwards,  and 
sideways,  on  or  under  the  water, 
and  to  dive,  leap,  and  float  in 
every  possible  manner.  To  which 
is  appended  the  most  approved 
and  certain  method  of  saving  life 
^rom  drowning  and  resuscitating 
the  apparently  lifeless.  By  Charles  Weight- 
man,  the  Man-Fish.     ..  -  :i    ;  ■; 

■■■•■    •  ■  ■■■  ■-  1  •  ■ 

Sfiit  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Webster's  Business-Mail*  Of, 

Counting-House  Correspond- 
ent. Containing  plain,  practical 
directions  for  carrying  on  every 
kind  of  commerciaii  and  banking 
business — including  mercantile 
letters  on  every  conceivable  sub- 
ject, laws  and  usages  of  banking 
and  brokerage,  forms  of  official 
papers  on  shipping,  insurance, 
etc.  Also  containing  an  exten- 
sive and  useful  glossary  of  words  and  phrases 
used  in  commercial  and  banking  circles.  To- 
gether with  a  brief  but  comprehensive  tabic  of 
the  coin  and  currency  in  use  by  the  different 
nations  of  the  world,  giving  relative  values, 
etc.,  etc.  This  book  is  a  standard  of  reference 
on  all  points  of  mercantile  usage,  and  should 
be  in  every  business  establishment  and  count- 
ing-house. 
Sent  by  mail,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  26  Cent*. 

DB    "WITT'S 
Dialogues  for  Christmas.    By  Mar- 

GARET  Holmes.  This  book  contains  a 
short  play — "The  Delayed  Letter" — and 
about  forty  dialogues  written  expressly  for 
use  in  Christnras  entertainments,  and  suit- 
able for  private  representation  or  tor  cele- 
brations in  schools  and  churches. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  ou  receiptor  25  Cents. 

Webster's  Chairman's  Manual  and 
Speaker's  Guide.  Showing 
plainly  and  clearly  how  to  pre- 
side over  and  conduct  public 
meetings  of  every  kind.  With 
full  explanations  of  the  manner 
of  procedure  in  the  American 
Congress,  the  British  Parlia- 
ment, the  Legislature  of  New 
York,  the  Grand   Lodge  of  F. 

and    A.  Masons,  etc.      To  which    are   added 

numerous  precedents  frouj  the  best  authorities. 

Also,  the  full  Constitution  of  the  United  States, 

with  its  amendments. 
Scut  liy  mail,  pogf-pnid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

\Vebster's   Little    Folks'    Speaker. 

Comprising  many  standard  pieces,  as  well 
as  a  great  many  entirely  original  composi- 
tions, enjbracing  a  wide  range  of  subjects. 
Sent  lj>  mull,  pdgl-puld,  oil  reciipl  »l  25   <'«iltM. 

Webster's  Practical  Letter  Writer. 

Containing  general  directions 
for  writing.  Also,  model  let- 
ters, family  letters,  children's 
letters,  letters  of  friendship,  let- 
ters of  sympathy,  love  letters, 
letters  of  distinguished  men  and 
women,  business  letters,  letters 
of  introduction,and  model  notes 
of  invitation.  Together  with 
Bible  quotations,  choice  prose 
and  poetical  quotations,  Latin,  French,  Spanish, 
and  Italian  words  and  phrases,  synonyms,  ab- 
breviations, mottoes  of  the  States,  and  a  model 
of  printer's  proof  corrections. 
s  lit  liy  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents* 

Webster's  Reciter ;  or.  Elocution 
Made  Easy.  Fifteen  full  page  illustra- 
tions, plainly  showing  the  proper  attitude 
of  the  figure.  The  various  expressions  of 
the  face,  and  the  different  inflexions  and 
modulations  of  the  voice  are  clearly  ex- 
plained. Containing  choice  selections  of  . 
the  most  thrilling,  passionate,  heroic,  and  ^ 
patriotic  speeches  and  poems j  with  ap- 
propriate instructions. 

Se.i  i>i  mail,  |><»>t  puid,  <>ii  nceipt  of  25  Cents. 


m'^    Clean  and  unused  U.  S.  Postnf« 
Stamps  taksn  same  aa  cash. 


Addrtss  all  ordtrs  to  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publishtr,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  N.  Y.;  or  85  &  87  L  Madison  St.,  CHIGAIO 
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S0N6  BOOK-No.  3 

PRICE  2B  CENTS. 

This  bnok.  the  third  of  the  Mriea,  contain*  the  foIlowtDff 
oollection  of  pui>ulAr  Irmh  itoiim,  ■laiiielj' — As  I  iiat  upon 
my  dcAr  old  m'ltheiV  knee— Alleen  Mavuurneen— Aimia 
Kuoney'a  sister— Annie  Rouiiey's  Joe— Annie  Rooney's 
lieau— AvHUtriiiK  and  brUc'it  -Are  you  with  u»,  Caseyt-  A 
sweet  Irish  tiirl  is  tlie  darliiii;— Barney,  come  home— Bold 
Melmyrea— BbIIb Rramlin  —  Hm Ice's  di eani— Ballyhoolvy— 
llirth  or  St.  Patrick  Hiddy  O' I'.KjIe's  wedding  day -Bidily, 
the  baliei  Kirl— By  that  luke  whuaa  (rl<><>my  shore— Beau- 
tiful Erin  —  Crulskeen 
lawn  —  Colleen  dhaa 
Uacliree  —  Castlebar 
boy-(,'leopatraMcNall7 

—  Come,  rest  In  thia 
bosom  —  CliarminK 
young  widow  —  Cor- 
poral Casey  —  County 
Jail— Clancy  wasn't  in 
it—  Come  back  to  m»— 
Collecu  dbas  Cruihin 
Ami>e  —  Down  went 
McOlnty  —  Dennle 
Qrady's hack— Drill,  ye 
tarriers,  drill- Darllns 
old    stick- Dandy    Pat 

—  Duffvys  —  Emmet's 
farewell  to  lila  tiue 
love  —  Eileen,  sweet 
Eileen— Erin!  the  tear 
and  (he  smile  in  thine 
eyes-  Fairy  boy-  Fast- 
er yuu  pluck  them  the 
thicker  thry  ((row  — 
Father  O' fly  nn-Oroves 
of  Blarney— Oatlierinir 

the  myrtle  with  Mary— Qems  of  old  Ireland- Grave  of 
Wolfe  Tone— Harp  without  the  crown— Hello!  John  Ma- 
loiiey— How  oft  has  the  l>anshee  criedl— I  owe  $10  to 
O'OradT- Ir|i<h  Jubllee-I  say,  Mike— I  whirtle  and  wait 
for  Katie— It  showered  ayaln— I  liiul  $15  In  my  Inside 
pocket — Irish  wed<liiit(  I  wax  ihe  boy  foi'  Ih)* Itt-hlnK  'em 
—Ivy  wreen- Irlnhinen  of  to  day-I'ni  not  myself  at  all- 
John  Cope,  or  the  l>attle  of  Predion  — Katie  Molloy— Kate 
Connor— Kitty  of  Coleraine— Kalty.  darlinK— Katv  O'Kyan 
—Low-backed  car  — I.nlle  old  duddeen  —  IJCtlv  Annie 
Rooner-Little  Fannie  Mcliityre-  Ijinniifan'»  ball- Learn- 
ln«  HcFadden  to  Waltz  — Utile  vieen  leaf  In  our  bible— 
iMMt  ruse  of  suinmer— Lament  of  an  Irish  woman- Love's 
yoaiiff  dream— and  (7  other  favorite  Irish  sonics.  Price 
88  Cents  per  c  i>y.  by  mall,  post-paldi  or  6  ceplea, 
to  oue  address,  tor  $l.oa 

t^"  Clean  and  unused  U.  S.  Postace 
Sttamps  taken  same  as  easli  for  all  onr 
lEoods. 


SELECTION    OF 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


•UP 


PRICE    2S    CENTS. 

This  book,  the  third  of  the  series,  contains  the  following 
■election  of  popular  rei^itatlonf*,  namely: — Ask  mamma — 
AChrlstmas  story- Auld  Robin  Qray— A  visit  to  Bamum'a 
— A«e  of  man  ana  woman— A  lefrend  of  Breirenz— A  rataa- 
trophe— Barbara  Filetchle  Ulack  horse  and  hia  rider- 
Bald-headed  man  —  Bilf r  rose  —  Blacksndth's  story  — 
Broken  promise— Blvouai-  or  the  Dead  Baby'x  kiss— Bella 
Ct  abandon— Custer's laai  chance— Caoch.  the  piper-  CoaU 

of  flre—Coriect  card- 
Countersign  —  l>«r  dog 
und  der  lobster  — 
Drunkard  -  Dutchman 
and  the  raven—  Dandy 
Firth  —  Down  In  the 
mine— Der  Eavesdrop- 
per —  Dog  and  the 
tramp  —  Der  shplder 
und  der  fly— Education 

—  Face  against  tlie 
pane  —  Flood  of  death 

—  Faces  In  tbe  fire  — 
Flylnif  Jim's  Isst  leap — 
Gone  with  a  handsomer 
man— Green  Mountain 
Justice  —  Huratius  at 
the  bridge  —  Hans'a 
visit  to  der  "garden"— 
Inch  Cape  bell  -  It's 
ever  so  far  away  —  In 
the  Shipka  Pass-  In  the 
dime  miiseum-I'll  take 
what  father  takes  — 
King  Kobe?  t  of  Sicily- 
Kit  Carson's  ride  -  Ken- 
tucky belle— Letter  of  death— Love  in  the  kitchen-Look- 
oat  Mouiilain,  1M3;  Beutelaliach,  1880-  MIzpnh  -  Marv,  ihe 
maid  of  the  Inn— McOlntv's  horse— Modern  belle-Milton's 
last  poem— Our  folks— Old  man  goes  to  town-Clur  ships 
at  sea— Only  a  clown— Old  tobacco-box— Our  minister's 
semi4>D— Papa's  letter— Pat's  reason- Pilot's  story-  Re- 
ligions card  i-layer— Rural  musings -Railroad  Crossing— 
Holilosser's  ride— Spartacus  to  the  gladiators-  Smiting  tne 
rock— «nd  13  »ther  equally  popular  nelecMons.  Price 
SS  Cents  per  copy,  by  luall,  poet-paid:  or  6  uoplea,  to 
OOB  address,  for  $1. 

f^  Clean  an4  unused  IJ.  8.  Postaee 
tttamps  taken  same  as  casb  for  all  our 
Koods. 


WEHMIII*S  BUDSET  OF  IRISH 


joke:s 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 

Thia  hook  oDtiht  to 
be  ill  the  lianda  of 
every  lover  of  Irish 
wit,  set  forth  with 
tlie  irreeletible  hii- 
iiior  of  Irish  brogue, 
as  it  coDtutuB  tlie 
Kteaniiim  from  tlie 
whole  ueld  of  Irish 
dialectic  wit  and  hu- 
mor, ami  will  be  sent 
by  mail,  post^paiil, 
on  receipt  of  35c. 
in  silver  or  poatiiKe 
stamps.  Spscial— 
Five  copies,  to  one 
addreas,  for  $1. 


"WEJHlvaLAJM'S 


BOOK  OF  FLIRTATIONS 


AND  LANGUAGE  OF  FLOWERS. 


PRICK   29   CENTS. 


CoNTKNTs.—P.iBtage  Stamp.  Handkerchief.  Hat,  Olove, 
Fan,  Eye,  Pamsol,  Cit{Hr,  I'eniil.  and  Whip  FlirtatioiiH- 
Window  and  Uining  Tuble  Signuling.  Signals  of  the  Ab- 
sent. Lovers'  Telegraph.  I'lirtalioii  and  Conversstion 
Cards.  Fifte-ii  Versfiis  of  Love.  How  to  Kiss  a  Lady. 
Kules  for  Love-Makliig.  Matrlnionlal  Snggestloiis— How 
to  Win  the  AITeclion  of  a  Ijidy  or  Uentleman.  Ijinguage 
of  Jewels.  Bushfiilness  It4  i.'au8e  and  Cure.  Husband's 
and  Wife's  Coiumandnieiils  A  New  Field  for  the  Use  of 
Playing  Cards.  Mavic  Age  Table.  Evening  A  inuaenient. 
An  Oddly  Indited  Eplxtle.  Science  or  Kissing.  Letter 
from  a  Uirl  to  Her  Lover.  Iliifiis  Keaily's  Answer.  Man 
to  His  .'Uotlier-lnLaw.  A  Puzzling  and  Teazing  Love 
Letter.  Female  Stratagem.  lYoiier  Age  for  Marriage. 
(,'h. losing  a  Partner.  First  8te|,s  in  Courtship,  vvhat 
l.iidie»  and  ijentlemeii  Should  OI>!«erve  During  Courtship. 
I'resenta.  Proposal.  H>-fii»al  by  the  Young  Lady.  Con- 
duct of  tlie  Gentlemen  Wlieii  His  Addresxes  Are  Rejected. 
Kef  usal  by  I  lie  Lady's  Parents  or  GiiHrdiaiia.  Conduct  of 
the  Engaged  Couple.  Condu<-t  of  the  Lady  During  Her 
Betrothal.  Conduct  of  the  Uentlemaiitoward  the  I^snilly 
of  His  Betrothed  Conduct  of  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  on 
Retiring  from  an  Engagement.  Correspondence.  De- 
meanor of  the  Suitor  During  Courtship.  Should  a  Court- 
ship Be  Mliort  or  Uingt  Preliminary  Eiii|iiette  or  a  Wed- 
ding. The  Bridal  Trousseau,  auJ  the  Wedding  Presents. 
Duty  of  a  Bridegroom  Elect.  Buyinar  the  Hinu-  Who 
Should  Be  Asked  to  the  Wedding.  WlioShould  Be  Ilrides- 
inaids.  Of  iheBridesgroomsmen.  Arrival  st  tlieChurch. 
Order  of  I*roi-eanloii  to  the  Altar.  The  Marriage  Cere- 
mony, DifferHiice  on  Keligion.  Departiireof  tbe  Honey- 
moon. Practical  Advice  to  a  Newlyinarried  Couple. 
Beneflts  of  Marriage.  How  Marriage  Elevates  Man  and 
Woman.  Marriage  Impediments.  Happy  Marriages. 
Look  before  You  Leap;  or:  Marriage  and  Its  Results  (II- 
lu!<trated).  Langnaue  of  F'lowem.  Flower  DialoKUes. 
Bouquets,  etc.    Price  2S  Cents  per  copy,  post-paid. 


WEHMAN'S  BUDGET  OF  DUTCH 


joke:s 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 


Every  Lover  of  Ger- 
man Dialectic  Wit  and 
Humor  ought  to  pro- 
cure a  copy  of  this 
book,  as  it  contains 
the  choicest  emana- 
tions of  the  most  re- 
nowned DUTCH  COM. 
EDIANS  and  HUMOR. 
ISTS  of  the  day.  and 
is  sold  at  the 
low  price  or  25 
Cents  per  copy. 


IFIl  S  l-I 


SONB  BOOK-No.  4 

PRICK  26  CENTS.  • 

This  iMWk.  the  fourth  of  the  aeries,  contains  IM  popolar 
comic  and  sentimental  Irish  songs  and  ballads  not  found 
In  the  preceding  numbers  a  few  of  which  we  will  name 
here,  viz. —A  bunch  of  shamrock  from  my  dear  old 
mother— Andy  McElroe— An  Irish  girl's  opinion— A  smart 
little  bit  ov  a  man— Barney  BiaWagan's  courtship— Barney 
dear  Barney,  I'm  thinking  or  yu— Barnev's  parting— 
Balllnaniuck  brigade— B"gle  Balfour— Bold  Jack  Dona- 
hue—Bonnie Irish  boy— Bonnie,  sweet  Bessie,  the  maid  oC 
Dundee— Buwery  greusdiei'S— Bran nlgan'stuiiid—  Bran n I- 

gan's  pup  -  Bildget 
Donohue— The  "  Buga- 
boo" -  Burke,  Magee 
and  tlie  brick— Casey's 
aw  f  u  I  grub  -Oelebrated 
speech  of  Robert  Bm- 
met  —  Chickabiddy  — 
Christmas  tree  — 
Clancy's  trottei^Come 
down,  Mrs.  Flynn  — 
Connemara;  or:  Icavs 
yoiir  boots  on  the  mat 
— Corbettand  Sullivan 
fight— Dan  Haloney  Is 
the  man— Dan  McCar- 
thy's ball  — Danny 
McCall  -  Danny  takes 
after  his  father— Day  I 
walk'd  agalnstO'Leary 
—Day  we  left  Ireland- 
Dear  emerald  isle  — 
Dear  old  Paddy's  land 
Don't  yuu  cry  so, 
Norah,  darling  — 
Dougherty's  boarding- 
house— Drinking  with 
Daniel  Maloney  —  Duffy's  grand  opening  nlglit  — IStk 
Royal  Irish  Bi  Itrade- Fight  at  Canada  between  Morrlaaey 
and  Heenan— FlaiinlgMn's  Irish  canary- Gallant  Sixty- 
Ninth— Get  on  to  Rellly— Green  HiUs  of  old  Erin— Gll- 
hooley,  you're  a  terror-Give  Pnddy  but  a  chance— Have 
you  seen  me  Uncle  Mickey!- Hennessey's  baby— He  rtole 
toy  Sunday  clotlies— Hoolahan  musketeers— How  Zna 
was  born— I'm  an  Irish  boy  I  am  waiting  at  the  door, 
Mary  Ann— I  know  I  am  Ii  ish  and  proud  of  it,  too— I  love 
old  Ireland  still  -  Ii-eland  forevei^Irlsh  are  true— Irish 
dragoon— Irl.h  exile's  love— Irishman  and  Ihe  whale.- 
IrlsTinian's  home-  Irishman's  "  Home,  sweet  home"— 
Irish  through  and  tliroiitrh-and  93  other  equally  popular 
songs.  Price  28  Cents  ler  copy,  by  mall,  post-paldt 
or  5  copies,  to  uuu  aU urcsa,  fur  $1. 

^^  Clean  and  annsed  V,  S.  Postace 
Stamps  taken  same  as  casb  for  all  oar 
goods. 


SELECTION    OP 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PRICE    26    CENTS. 

This  iMMk,  the  fourth  of  the  series,  contains  the  follois- 
ln(r  selection  of  popular  recitatiuns.  namely:— Address  of 
Bpoltlcus— Adeiully  weapon— A  nlKhtwith  a  ventriloquist 
—And  the  l>and  played  A  naughty  little  girl— A  ragged 
jacket— A  ventiiloqul.Ht  on  a  stage-coaoh— Aiix  Italleus: 
At  the  Italian  opera— Bscrarat-BlackEyed  Susan— Blue 
and  the  Gray— Bores— Bridge-Keeper's  Story- Bridge  of 
sichs— Buttercups  and    Daisies— Casey's   Table   d'Hote— 

Cliarge  of  the  Dutch 
Brigade  —  Chicago  — 
Church  reveiirs  of  • 
schoolgirl  —  Days  gone 
by— Death-lied  of  Bene- 
dict Arnold-Death  of 
Oaiidentis  —  Death  of 
little  Poul  —  Dream  of 
Eugene  Aram— Di  Ivlng 
home  the  cows  —  Dot 
long-liandled  dipper  — 
Fireman  —  FIsliln'  — 
Forty  years  ago  — 
Granger  and  the  gamb- 
ler -Gb  in  bier's  last  deal 
—  Housekeeper's  SolHo- 

?[iiy  —  How  Columbus 
ound  America  —  Her 
easy  chair  —  How  he 
saved  St.  Hlcbael's  — 
He  gets  dhere  shust 
der  same— How  Salva- 
tor  won  —  Hunchback 
singer  —  Irish  school- 
master—Joslah  Allen's 
wife  at  A.  T.  Stewart's— 
Katrlna's  visit  to  New  York- King  Canute— Kissing  Clip's 
race— Launching  of  theshlp— Left— Life-boat  — Llglit  from 
over  the  range— Little  barefo<it—Ix)rralne— Mary's  Lamb 
on  a  new  prim-lple— Mary,  queen  of  Scots— Maud  Muller— 
Mine  moder-ln-law— Minstrel's  curse- Mr.  Murphy's  will— 
My  lover— Ninety ^litlit— No.  6  Collect  Street-  O'Orady's 
goat— Old  actor's  story— One  touch  of  nature- Owl  critkJ 
—Paddy  the  piper— Phadrlir  Crolioore,  or  the  Irish  Looh- 
Invar— Polyglot— Relief  of  Lucknow— Roger-Sad  fate  of 
a  polleenian— Scandal— Shipwrecked  —  Simple  story  of 
O.  Wa.liliigton-and  21  other  equally  popular  selections. 
"       ~  mail,    poet-paid,    or   6 


by 


Price  28  Cents  per  copy, 
00(>les.  tu  ouo  address,  (or  %l. 

t^~  Clean  and  nnnsed  XT.  S.  Postac* 
Stamps  talten  same  as  cash  for  all  onr 
coods. 


Address  all  orders  to  either  oar  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 

HENRY  J.  WENMAN,  PHbiishtr.  j  ^U  t  l^^l^^^re^^^ml^ 
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AitMM  ran  M  onmi 


700  SECRETS 


How  to  Got  Rich  whon  Your  Pockots  Aro  Empty. 

I'hoaHknda  th»t  ■hoald  h*T»  Immi  llllltonalna  bmf 
laard  Uie  Oonductor  oaU  oat  "  Eternity,"  th«  iMt  BtaUon 
3D  the  Road  of  Life,  with  not  enough  mopejr  in  th«ir 
(KKSketa  to  bay  a  SS  Cent  Burial  OaakeC  Wliyl  Deeaot 
■:hey  nerer  itart  risht.  Tou  Imaffine  that  Fortune  ihoald 
M>me  to  you  instead  of  your  tryins  to  (ret  to  It.  Tonknow 
p«»opl«  that  were  poor  a  shoit  ame  affo,  but  now  ar« 
reaithv.    How  did  they  KOt  along  to  fautt  Itlaeaay  to  (•• 


■tifh.  and  thle  book  proreR  It,  and  telle  yon  the  I 
Wehman's  Book  of  700  Secrets,  or  How  to 

■llet RIoh  wnen  Tuiir  I'ucketa  Ai-e  Empty,  la  tna  Book  that 
poinu  out  700  Ea.'<y   Cathe  to  take,  you  eannot  (ro  aaU«7 
take  wliloh  oiieyou  will  ^ 
riiey   all  oonrervn   <ii 
jueoondiUna— ann  that 
•s  '•  Wealth  "    It  \:  in 
leed,  a  Beao<>n  LUfht  to 
f'ortuiie.      There     arc 
aany  roads  to  woalth. 
Mit  not   erery  pereon 
knows  which    road  to 
lake  to  Mt  there  quick- 
ly.   Well,  the  object  ot 
ula  book  Is  to  so  plain- 
ly point  the  way  that 
none  may  h«re  ezcupa 
tor  not  betteriuff  thnli 
flnanulal  condition- 
While  thoee  who  have 
Monred    a    fair   sharft 
may  be  enabled  to  rtlli 
tariher    add   to   theli 
■tore.      Any   person 
voontr  or  old,  male  oi 
teraale.  married  or  sin 
gle,  with  j<ist  a  llUle 
phiok   Into  them,  will 
be  enableil,  with  any  one  of  the  700  SecreU  lo  th'ji  book 
to  make  a  stai  ton  a  sure  road  to  wealth  and  luxury.    It 
fou  desire  to  commence   buninees,  selBot  one  ot  these 
Molpee— one  you  think  w.ui  Id  be  most  salable  In  your  lo- 
Oallty— and  manufacture  It  In  small  quantltlee.    As  yout 
•alee  Inoreaae,  Invrnt  more  capital.    Sell  to  fanilllee  and 
•tores.     As  soon  as  your    means  will  all'.w,  aOTertlae  it 
•▼ery  way  possible.    Whatever  you  ohooee  to  manufao 
tare,  fflve  It  a  new  name— one  (hat  will  atnnoe  attract  at- 
tention and  that  tou  think  will  help  theeala.  .'mportant- 
■k.  inveffted  Iti  thN  Hook  may  turn  all  the  rIvuTeta  .'ear! 
in«  to  Wealth  tiwards   yon.    U'h  w(,rtti   rem^niberln^ 
ISc.  InTBSted  t-.  be«rin  with  liaa  made  milllunabes  out  o' 
beffcrars.    It's  up  hill  only  part  of  the  way.    Caich  hold 
Kc,  a  wife  says,  will  nnver   kill  any  one.  and  that  book 
•ha  will   have     Th^y  own    a    farm   near  Cleveland  now 
ate.  put  Id  thU  book  stnrt«d  a  l>ov  In  buclness  that  brlncrr 
him  in  a  profit  of  $20  a  day.      That  boy  will  Ret  rich     tto, 
to  a  larm  amount  or  money   BjHjiit  fonllalily,  but  when  !l 
opens  the  road  to  affluence  an  1  we  Kli,  then  It  Is  money 
welllnve'ted.  Thl-<  l»ook  will  pit  vou  on  your  feet,  tliouxo 
you  may  have  been  penniless     Step  on  board.    Reader 
does  this  apply  to  you  ?   well,  now,  is  it  poMbu 

that  at  last  I  have  f-.und  what  I've  so  Iodk  B.>u(rhH  It  !i 
like  drawing  a  prise  In  a  lottery.  Who  knows  but  what 
this  really  is  the  true  stepping  stone  to  my  future  fortune! 
rhU  la  for  y  oo.  It  will  lead  yon  to  eomMhlng  that  Is  just  ac 
wre  to  pave  your  way  to  fortune  as  that  you  now  exl»t 
A  bright  future  Is  yours  if  yon  only  stretnh  out  your  hand 
and  grasp  the  Golden  Key  that  unlocks  the  Vault  that 
opens  to  your  aatonished  gase  the  bidden  treascic  This 
pookoontainsaBout  UO  pages.  Price  28  CentSt  by 
matl,  post-paid  #01  U  ofiaFged  tor  ^.ki  wfloh  eoula!" 
KM  halt  the  Inf  onpMiaa, 


WEHSiAirs  eonriLKTm 


DANCING 


Master  and  Call  Book, 

FBIOE  2&  OE27TS,  by  maO,  post-paid. 

An  the  ngnree  of  the  Oerman  and  Every  ^^^  end 
flaahlonable  \Valtz,  Round  or  Square  Dance  known  In 
Xorope  or  America.  Tho  author  nas  made  this  book  n 
tfmple and  plain  thnt  any  child  can,  by  readlDK  it.  become 
en  ezpert  in  dancing  without  the  aid  of  a  teacher.  Xo 
etherbook  on  dancing  will  compare  with  this.  All  the 
iataat  and  fashionable  dances  ar«  minutely  described  by 
iUiutrated  flguree  from  hfe,  explaining  potutiona  in  round 
dancfS,  etc.,  and  this  original 
method  enables  persona  to  leam 
the  waltz  by  practicing  it  e  very 
few  times,  and  you  will  have  no 
difllculty  in  acquiring  1$.  Hinti 
(or  the  organization  and  nianage- 
mentof ball8,partiea,eto.  Advfoe 
in  regard  to  tneaclectlon  of  musio 
for  balls,  private  pai-tiea,  etc.  Oa 
Calling,  National  Quord  Qui^ 
drille,  the  Plain  Quadrille,  the 
Lanceii,  the  Sai-atoga  Lanoen^ 
the  Caledonians,  the  Surprisa 
Quadrille,  theePrlnce  Imperial 
QuadrlUe.  the  WalU  Ouadrille 
No&  1  nnd  2.  the  Glide  LAnoerik 
the  Glide  Caledonians,  the  Fail- 
elan  Vnrietiee,  the  London  Folks 
Quadrille.  Quadrille  FIgnrea  — 
111*  Basket  Figure,  the  Star  Figure,  the  March  FIgnre.  tbc> 
Jig  Figure,  the  Minuet  Figure,  the  Cheat  Figure,  the  Nln^ 
rm  ngnre.  Contra  Dances— The  Virginia  Reel.  Pop  GkMS 
Dm  Weasel,  Spanish  Dance,  the  Bicillon  Clrcls.  Grand 
■Uroh,  Quadrille  or  Square  Dancea,  Explanation  of  One 
diille  Step*  and  Movements,  Illustrations  of  Five  Poalnons 
In  Dancing.  Points  on  Roimd  Dances,  the  Polka,  the 
Waits,  the  Modem  Plain  W^aliz,  Glide  Walts,  thePolke 
Haaoorice,  the  Knickerbocker,  the  Newport,  the  TarsoO' 
Vienna,  Danish  Dance,  the  Hacouet,  the  Wave,  the  Bohe 
nlan,  or  Beel  and  Toe  Polka,  the  Q<Uop.  the  Bohottlsohei 

1u  Deu  Tempe,  the  Sictlienne.  The  G«niuui-6D  Flfforae, 
iving  the  Names  and  Full  Description  of  each,  and  How 
~   Dance  .them_CqrrectIy^  It  Ja  a  book  of  great  valna. 


Dance  them  Correctly.  It  la  a  book  of  meal  valna. 
_»  XWIMTY-FIVI  9E|IT,9  Peroopy,bjmidl, 
Boat-pafiL  SncLUr-Flve  Books  for  M.  Get  four  of  Touc 
Crleiids  to  club  In  with  you  at  IS  cent*  each,  making  glla 
■Uf  sadJ^Sr*^  set  yoar  own  book  free  of  ohmtg^ 
~^M(\[m»]\  iniliinilliaiif  ill 


Book  on  the  Art  and  &ience  of 


BOXING 


AKD   SELF  -  DEFENCE. 

II£DBTRATED   WITH  OVER 

FORTY    ENGRAVINGS. 

9BI0E  SS  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

lUa  book  to  deilsned  to  meet  the  wanta  of  aii  those  w  ho 
Kay  daaira  to  iearc  how  to  ''take  hia  own  part"  whe& 
AMalled— be  it  either  for  pleaaurablepaatlmeand  a  natural 
flaaire  to  develop  the  muselea,  or  to  obtain  power  to  resent 
V  'TrA^t  or  Injury.    A.  full  knowledge  and  experience  of 

the  rules  laid  down  in 
this  l>ook.  and  a  care- 
ful study  of  tlie  iilatea 
thereto  attached,  will 
enaitle  one  to  "hold 
hisown  "  wheresoever 
he  may  go  and  with 
whomsoever  he  may 
oome  in  contact.  The 
pictures  show  every 
possible  attitude  for 
blow,  f  elnt,stop,dodga 
or  "  getaway.'' 

A  voiuminoua  out- 
line of  the  lives  of  a 
large  numl>er  wbci 
have  entered  the  gla- 
i  diatorial  arena  to 
prove  their  proweea. 
and  who  hnve  left 
their  impreas  in  the 
world's  haSory,  to  also  appended,  as  examples  or  vtrhat  haa 
been  and  mayyet  be  achieved  by  thorough  training  and 
«xperlence,  Tne  foregoing  embraces  the  life  and  battlea 
of  some  of  the  most  noted  puKili8i«,  including  the  great 
Corbett-Sullivan  fight.  Italso  contains  the  "London  Prise 
fUng  Rules  "  end^e  "  Revised  Queensberry  Itules."  Price 
SO  Cents  per  copy,  by  mall,  post-paid.  SpbciaE/— Five 
eoiriesforOl.  Oetfourof  rour  friends  to  club  in  with  yoa 
et  16  oents  eaeh.  making  fl  in  all,  and*thereby  get  yoo 
«WB  book  tiee  ot  oheise.    Addnaa  ell  orders  dueotts 


UTehman^s  Book  ol[ 


XOYE  LETTERS 


FBIOE  25  OSNTS,  \>y  mail,  poot-pald. 

There  to  no  Brneeter  or  more  profound  reality  than  lovek 
Tbmr*  to  no  nobler  possession  than  the  love  of  another. 
There  to  no  higher  KVt  from  one  human  being  to  another 
than  tore.  The  gift  and  the  possession  are  true  sanctiflera 
ef  life,  and  ahould  be  worn  as  precious  Jewels,  without  af~ 
(Teotation  and  without  baahf  ulneas.  For  thto  reason  there 
Is  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of  in  a  love  letter,  provided  it  be 
•Inoere.    A  celebrated  virriter  onoe  aald  tha*  "to  write  e 

food  love  letter,  you  must  begin  without  knowing  whaa 
oa  era  going  to  say.and  finish  wlthoat  knowhig  what  yen 
have  said.»  The  remark 
to  to  some  extent  oorrectL 
as  the  true  secret  of  all 
successful  letter- writing 
lies  tn  the  power  ot  oon- 
Teylng  the  thoughts,  feel- 
tngs,  end  desires  of  the 
writer  to  hto  or  her  oor~ 
respondent.  Such  a  letter 
would  undoubtedly  rsflacft 
tho  state  of  the  wrlter'e 
heart,  agitated  and  dis- 
ordered by  the  tumuitnone 
throbs  of  nasaion;  but,  ae 
the  aeal  of  young  persone 
generally,  in  matters  af- 


fecting ue  heart,  to  very- 
apt  to  outrun  ducretloiL 
f  be  given  to  absurd  anil 


exprscBlon  would  nncoMcIously  be  given  i 
rooUsh  protestations,  or  to  extravagant  and  romanoo  adu- 
lation of  the  object  of  attachment.  ^  ...  •,_.^ 

To  obviate  this  tendency,  love  and  ooortsnlp  lettete 
ahould  be  an  index  of  the  writer's  good  sense  and  Jud{r< 
Dientaa  well  as  the  state  of  the  affections,  and  therefore 
regard  should  be  had  in  the  composition  of  them,  as  well 
es In  aU  other  letters,  to  propriety  of  diction,  oorrectoeaa 
of  taste  and  ptirlty  of  style,  avoiding  the  bonibart  and  aC- 
fectatlon  ana  morbid  senllmentallsm  which  too  frequently 
characterizes  epistles  on  these  subjects.  And  Qiough  Uk 
persons  of  refinement  and  education  an  honorable  attach* 
ment  will  suffice  to  prompt  Its  candid  expression,  thereaxe 
many  persons  not  posseaaed  oftheae  advantages,  to  whom 
cMrrespondenoe  is  always  attended  with  considerable  diffl- 
cnlty.  To  all  such  the  series  of  Letters  contained  tn  this 
l>ook,  in  which  delicacy  of  feeling  and  the  warmth  of  ex- 
presnon  suited  to  the  subject  have  been  carefully  blenda(L 
will  be  found  an  Important  aid  tn  acquiring  facility  and 
•Msonracy  in  the  art  of  Letter-Writing.  Italaocontatnstbe 
Alt  of  Secret  Writing,  the  I.,anguage  ot  Love  PoudoaJIy 
Portrayed,  and  Simplified  RiUes  at  Grammar.  Price 
TWITnTY-PIVB  cents  per  oopy.  Sncuii— 
jWa  SopiSs  f or  $1.  Grt^flu?  of  joar  frfends  to  olubto 
trtth  you  at  16  oenta  each,  making  fl  In  eUiead  CIMnogp 
0SlJ«af4nTB  book  free  of  charge. 

AddiassanordeBidirMtM 


BUSINESS 


LETTER  WRITER 


PBICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  p08t>paid. 

Tills  book  to  designed  to  nicet  the  wants  ot  all  those 
who  are  seeklnK  a  first <-lai!3  Duslnees  Letter- Writer,  aa 
tt  contains  a  large  variety  of  carefully-selected  speelmaD 
Buirineefi  Letters;  also  a  large  number  of  Legal  and  Mar 
cantile  Komis  used  in  liusinesB— Huch  as:  Articles  of  Oe 
Partnenililp,  Notice  of  Diiwu'.uUon,  Form  of  an  Aasign- 
rnent.  Acknowledgment  of  Dcc-d,  Bill  of  Sale,  Power  of 

Alturaey,  Judgment  Note. 
Form  of  an  Order.  Part- 
nership Agreement,  and 
many  <  there  toonunterooa 
to  mention:  also  the  Artof 
Secret  Writing,  Buatneaa 
Ln»  8  and  Maxims  for  Buai- 
netvs  Men  and  Mercantile 
Ahbi-eviations.  In  Uiort, 
la  the  paf  es  of  this  t>ook 
arc  set  forth  Business 
Formp,  Styles  and  Technl 
calltleH  to  aid  the  Inexperi- 
enced in  the  routine  oiC 
commercial  intercourae 
adopting  the  plaineal 
temin  conslftent  with  the 
studious  poUteness  whldl 
to  rigorously  demanded  in 
commerclailetteiB.  Even 
po.sit ion  in  Ufc  demands  Ut 
ter-writing.  AlettertottK- 
great  link  Wtween  parents 
and  children,  between 
lovers,  between  friends;  while  in  busineas  relations  It 
makes  fortunes  or  mars  them.  Irreroectlve  of  their 
magnitude  and  impoilance,  commercial  transactions 
ere  generally  begun,  continued  and  ended  by  coiiaa 
pon<^nce.  Letter-wnting,  In  general.  Is  not  an  easy  task 
to  the  gr<-at  majority,  and  business  letters  ai-e  still  more 
dUBcult,  from  the  fact  tliat  greater  interests  are  In- 
▼olved,  and  results  of  gain  or  loss  are  dependent  tipon 
them.  Li-tber-w  riting  is  an  accomplishment  which  every 
one  should  strive  to  acquire.  It  is  not  only  useful,  but 
Tery  desirable  and  necessary  In  familiarixing  the  mind 
with  buBlnees  habits  and  matters oonnectedtberewith. 
It  also  stimulates  themental  capacity  end  derelonea  the 
Intellect  It  would  take  page  upon  page  to  explain  fully 
the  merits  and  usefulness  of  thto  book.  In  order  to  give 
ever}-body  an  opportunity  to  obtain  at  least  one  ocniy,  we 
have  made  the  price  very  low,  namely:  20  Oenta  Per 
copy,  by  mall,  post-paid.  BrECUi.— Five  copies  for  $L 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  tt«ento 
•aoh,  tn.lring  (1  in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  QJim  hadi 
Creoofchaige.    Addiesa  sOl  ordeca  direct  to 


WEHMAirS  NEW   BOOK  OF 


RIDDLES 


AND    COKUyPRUMS. 

PKIOE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-pakL 

Thto  book  eontatns  the  "slftinn  "  from  the  **whole  field  "^ 
of  Riddles  and  Conundrums,  along  with  a  lot  of  reoent 
flrst-olass  productioDa  In  it  oan  be  found  curious,  pus- 
idlng  aod  lilsaslng  Riddles  and  Ctonundruma  —  to  aolt 

every  phaae.of  fael 
Ing,  aentlment  ot 
humor.  A  oapttaJ 
book  for  mid  men 
In  minstrel  enter 
talnroenta,  as  Itoon 
tains  questions  and 
answers  that  will 
invariably  "brine 
down  a  house. 
With  the  aid  <rf  thto 
book,  yon  can  "hold 

Sour  own "  with 
lose  who  are  ooo- 
Unually  "  apringlBg 
old  ohestnnte''^  on 
to  you  —  yee,  me- 
tertol  with  which  to 


"crush"  or 
would-be  puiistera. 
It  contains  Riddles 
and  Oonundruma 
that  will  keen)  Oie 
whole    cone 


gueesing  a 
they'll  hav 


hey  11  have  to  fire 
■am  np  half  the 
time.  In  feet,  a 
oontalns  the  beat 
and  largeet  eollectlon  of  Riddles  and  Oonundrams  ever  eoM 
at  ao  low  a  prioe.  Price  TWENTYHFIVC  CENTS 
per  oopy,  by'mall,  post-paid.  SPEciai,— Five  copies  for  If. 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  In  with  you  at  S8  oenta 
eaeh^msking  $1  In  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book 
tree  of  charge.  Clean  and  unused  V.  h.  postage  stampa. 
of  any  denomination,  taken  same  as  cash.  In  sending  ml- 
Ter,  be  sure  to  wrap  a  small  piece  cT  newspaper  around  it, 
to  prevent  it  from  tearing  through  the  envelope.  Send 
greenbacka  for  large  amounts  if  not  inconvenient  to  you 

Address  all  orders  direct  to 


SPECIAL-— Any  five  25-Ceiit  Bttks  on 
this  page  for  $1.00.  Clean  and  unused  one  or 
twe-oent  postage  slumps  taken  same  as  cash. 


I  an  oeden  to  attbar  ooiF 
lovk  or  Oaieafs  Hoeaa 

rliMefMrMienr 


^ 


UCHRY   I    lifCUMlM    DHlilSftbAP    ji80&  is2  ParkRow,  new  york. 


t 


mm^m^^^mf^.- 


WEHMAN'S  POPULAR  26-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 


X 


NEW    BOOK   OF 


PARLOR  GAMES 


PRICE  2B  CENTS. 

"Within  th«  p«(r*«of  thin  hook.jaangttn«  old  in»y  flnd 
ton.  troUo  and  Bentlment  fur  every  mind,"  for  It  oontatni 

a  lanre  and  cbnioe  col- 
lection of  new  and  ori- 
ginal KamM  for  parlor 
and  flreelde,  for  which 
wit,  action,  memory, 
gallantry,  necromancy, 
Dclt'nre  and  thuartsar* 
bri)ii({ht  to  r'ay  Im- 
portant (lartii.  tofrether 
withoharmiiaiid  inoan 
tatlons;  aim  how  to 
preBent,  and  the  drama 
of  "  Punch  and  Judy." 
The  followlni;  I*  a  brief 
nummary  of  what  this 
book  contain*,  namely: 
Games  requirlnK  mem- 
ory and  attentloD,  maea 
and  catch  fcamea,  for- 
feits, game*  of  action, 
games  re<|iiiring  wit 
and  Intellikcence.  game* 
for  All  Hallowe'en,  and 
a  varluty  of  miacei- 
laneons  games  and 
tricks:  literary  enigmas 
—In  fact,  material  enough  to  entertain  any  parlor  or  flre- 
•Ide  gathering.  It  outrht  to  be  In  the  hands  of  every 
lover  of  home  amuaemeiit.  as  It  Is  sold  at  a  price  that 
lilaces  It  within  reach  of  every  t>ndy.  Price  SB  COfltS 
|Mr  copy,  by  mall,  poaMiaid,  or  6  oopto*  (or  tL 


WEHMAN'S 

PRACTICAL 


POULTRY 


PRICE  29  OENTS»     . 

This  new  Practical  Poultry  Book  nils  a  lottg-fett  wan* 
(or  a  complete  and  sianflard  guide  for  tlie  breeding  and 
maoagemeat  of  p.>iiltry  for  domBStlouse  ami  the  market* 
tho  bullilliiK  of  h<'nnerles,  and  mo<1el8  therefor;  Incuba 
tors,  egg  hatching  etc.  ^vo  are  informed,  from  good 
aiithnrlty.  Oiat  many  old-fftshloned  fanners  are  incUned 
to  discredit  the  statement  that  there  is  Money  In  Poultry— 
why!  t)ecau»e  they  are  not  posted  in  the  new  and  improved 
Ideas  ill  poultry  management.  A  little  trial  of  the  rules 
laid  down  in  this  book  will  soon  dispel  all  mlKglvlngs  In 
this  direction,  and  tend  to  convince  the  most  sceptical 
that  there  Is  money  in  poultry-keeping.  Every  farmer, 
•very  breeder,  every  poultry  dealer,  every  man  or  woman 
bavlng  available  ground,  every  person  having  one  or 
mora  fowls,  ought  to  secure  a  copy  of  tills  book  at  once— 

as  It  means  dollars  and 
cents  ill  their  iiocketa 
If  Its  liistructluns  ara 

SI  aetlced— perhaps  af- 
uenoe  If  conducted  aa 
a  business.  Any 
farmer,  or  breeder, 
or  poultry  dealer  who 
hasn't  a  copy  of 
w  KiiMAN's  Practical 
PoiLTKY  Book  Is  not 
abreast  of  the  times, 
anil  Is  losing  money 
•very  day  that  he  la 
without  it.  ThefoUow- 
InK  are  a  small  portion 
of  the  topics  treated  In 
this  book :  -  How  to 
stmt  and  stock  a  hen- 
nery; poultry  houses, 
cheap  and  expeniilve; 
yards,  coopti  and  en 
cliMiures;  poultry  keep 
log  for  prottt;  poultry 
on  a  large  scale.  Poul- 
try ral.iing  a*  a  bust- 
neas;  feeding  and  laying;  Winter-egg  production;  the 
batching  period,  pi  epai  lug  nests  for  siiters;  Spring  breed- 
lug  of  poultry;  the  hens  for  farmers,  how  to  produce 
lajers:  good  and  choap  Incubators;  how  to  raise  artltl- 
olally  hatolu'rt  chickens;  capoulzing;  pa'-klng  eggs  for 
market,  packing  poultry  for  market;  feeding  hopiiers, 
driokliii;  fountains  and  grain  chests;  evu*  and  pullets; 
preeervhiif  eggs,  (ll»e««e8  of  poultry;  Chicken  cnolera. 
pip,  gaiies,  roup,  Hcaly  Irgs,  lice,  egg  eating,  crop-bound 
fowlB,  eUv;  the  pi)  mouth  rocks;  the  wyandottee,  the 
brown  legli'rns;  the  golden  si>angled  crested  polish;  the 
white  crested  black  polandx;  the  Ungshans;  the  silver 
spaiigleM  hamburghs;  the  boudaus;  the  buff  cocbina; 
the  white  c<M-hiiis;  the  white  leghorns;  the  golden  pen- 
ciled bainburKh'*;  the  white  shonghucS;  the  la  flecbe 
fowls,  tliegiay  dorkings;  the  brahmas;  gamefuwls;  ban- 
tams, etc.;  management  of  chickens;  raising  turkeys; 
fattening  i»ee»e,  etc  This  book  Is  replete  with  every- 
thing worth  knowing  about  the  breetling  and  managa- 
ntent  of  poultry,  etc.  l>o  not  delay  in  sending  for  it,  yoa 
naver  have  ana  never  can  make  a  better  Investment  for 
•quarter.   Price  29  Certts  per  copy,  by  moll,  po6^pald. 


SELECTION   OP 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PBIOE    a»    OKHT>» 

This  book,  the  aeoond  of  the  seriea,  eontalns  tb«  foHoia* 
log  selection  of  popular  recltatlona,  namely r—Aeroaatb* 
brldga  he  goea— Archie  Dean  — An  Irishman's  tetter- 
Atheist  and  acorn— A  last  look- Betsy  and  I  are  out — 
Betsy  destroya  the  paper— Betsy  und  I  hafe  bust  up— 
Banty  Tim  Brakeman  at  church— Boas  tramp- Bed-bna 
Bad  whiskey— Barnardo  del  L'arpio-  Bootblack— Burial 
of  Sir  John  Moora— Bill  Mason's  ride— Christmas  Day  lo 

the  work-house— caaey 
at  the  bat-i:Uibra  fifty- 
four  —  Collier's  dylns 
child  —  Coney  Udaoa 
down  der  bay  —  Con- 
vict's dre€un— Charcoal 
man— Don't  be  tailnc 
me— Dying  gladiator- 
Drunkard's  dream  — 
Dot  vater-mill  —  Der 
drummer— I)y  In'  Torda 
of  Isaac-  Dot  lamba  vot 
Mary  haf  got—  Drafte4 
—  Diver  —  Dude  —  Der 

Slumber— Der  oak  und 
er  Tine  —  Face  upoa 
the  floor—  PorecloaurA 
of  the  mortgage— Fire- 
man's wedding  —  Qo 
vay,  Becky  Miller  — 
How  we  tried  to  whip 
the  teacher-  Her  lovera 
-How  MIckygotklltIn 
the  war-  How  "  Kuby  " 
played  —  Increase  of 
crime-  Irish  wife-  In  a 
cellar  In  Sotao— Kitchen  clock-KI»s  in  school  Kelley's 
draam— Kissing  In  the  street- LI l>erty  eullghtens  the 
world— Larry 'a  on  the  force— Ma's  baby  —  Mulcahey'a 
aooner  dog— Montgomery  Guards  of  Doshton— Maclslne'a 
child— Han  who  rode  to  ('«nemaukrh  — Miirillo's  trance — 
Money  musk-Mona's  waters— Mc<lonlgle's  game  dog- 
Monks'  magnlfloat  -New  church-organ— Only  a  pin— On 
the  Rappahannock -«>rphan  hoy— Pat's  mistake-and  n 
other  popular  selections.  Price  28  Cents  P^''  >^opy,  by 
tnall,  post-paid',  or  6  copies,  to  one  audreae,  for  $1. 


^TVSXIliiCA^T'S 


RI  S  H 


SONG  BOOK-No.  2 

PRICE  2B  CENTS. 

Thia  book,  the  aacond  of  the  aarlaa,  oontalna  128  popaiar 

comic  and  sentimental  Irish  somrsand  ttalladsnot  found 
In  No.  I  Book  -a  few  of  which  wo  will  naint^  hor*.  vis.:— 
A  handful  of  earth  An  agricultural  Irish  girl  — An  Irish 
fftlrdav- Bridget  Donahue  Bold  Jack  Doiiahoe-  Bright 
Emerald  Inle  of  the  sea  Bright  little  opot  on  the  o<-ean— 
Colleen  Bawn  Casey's  whlnkey— Uan  O'Brien's  raffle- 
Fine  old  Irish  gentleman— Flanlgan,  the  lodger  -Qlve  an 
buueet  Irish  Ud  a  chance— Uieen  linnet -Garden  where 

the  praties  grow  — 
Good  bye,  Mike.  Good 
bye,  I'at-  (ireen  above 
the  red  — Ileenan  and 
Bayers  -  How  I>addy 
•tolu  the  rone- -Paddy 
Carey  —  Innlskllloii 
dragoon  —  Irish  spree 
—  Irish  Molly,  O-  Is 
that  Mr.  Reilly^-  I'm 
proud  I'm  an  Irishman 
bom— Iil»h  love  letters 
—Irish  schoolniaxter- 
Jolly  Irltihinaii  —  Jiint 
to  show  my  rfs[>e«ts  to 
McGlnnla  —  John 
Mitchell  -  Johnny 
Doyle— IjuIs  who  live 
In  Ireland—  Lamenta- 
tion of  Johnny  Keel- 
Lakes  of  Cold  Klnn- 
Lanientatlon  of  James 
Kodgers  — MacKenua's 
dream  —  Mantle  so 
crreeii— Morrlssey  and 

^ „  Ueenan    fight  —   Man 

that  atmck  O'Hara  —  My  honnv  laboring  boy  —  Mr 
McAnally  an<l  his  ould  hi' \ hat— My  father  soufd  char- 
coal—Mrs. HclAUghllii's  pi-ny  -Over  the  mountain- Old 
leather  ln-eecheeOliI  bog  hole— PegKy  O'Moore  — I'at 
Koacb  at  the  play  Poor  Irl»h  minstrel- Pat's  not  no 
black  as  he's  been  piilnied— lYctty  Marv,  the  dairyman's 
daughter— Paddv  alugee's  dream— Puiiity  Shay-  Paddy 
Miles— Petticoat  lane  Rocky  road  to  Dublin-  Kemeinber 
l>oy.  you're  Irish- Kose  of 'l'rale«—Hambl-r  from  Clare— ' 
Klver  Koe— Sullivan  and  Kiliaiu  fight  There  never  was 
a  coward  where  the  shamrock  grows-  TIpperary  Chrt» 
tenlng-Ted'ly  McGlyiin  —  Three  leaves  of  shamrock- 
When  Is  Kathleenl  Why  Poddy's  alwavH  jxior  and  U 
other  equally  popular  songs.  Price  25  Cerrt*  per 
copy,  by  nuul,  puat-patd;  or  (ouplsa.  to  una  aUdren,  (or  $1 


•WTBH^^AN'S 


COOKBOOK 


k  Practical  and  Reliable  Guide  to  Every-Da| 
Cookery,  by  an  Experienced  Housekeeper. 

PRICE  29  CEMTt.       ^ 

TMawmfeonOooketThuaeTera]  notaworthy  fMtnrM 
•ntlrel/  dlatlnot  from  any  heretofore  published.  It  la  ai^ 
ranged  ao  that  the  housewife  can  t«>ll  at  a  glance  tha 
time  neoeaaaiy  to  oook  any  dish  or  article  of  diet.    It  also 

flvea  aome  practical  hlnta  and  auggeatlona  for  selecting 
ha  Tmrlous  maata,  regetablea.  etc..  aa  well  aa  directiuna 
tor  iiiaaai  uliitt.  ^»"W"g  and  keeping  them.  8[)ecial  atten- 
tion is  paid  to  economy, 
and  an  effort  Is  inaoa 
to  remove  the  reproach 
which  Justly  cllnga  to 
American  cookery,  of 
being  extravagant  and 
waxteful  without  beln|r 
palatatile  and  healthful 
Full  instructlona  ara 
given  to  preparb  aU 
kinds  of  Pies.  Puddloga 
Cakes,  Jellies,  etc..  aa 
well  aa  preparing  and 
cooking  all  kinds  of 
Meats,  Sr^ups,  Gravies, 
Fisb.  Vexetablea,  etc.. 
In  an  economical  and 
appetizing  manner.  It 
also  contains  consider- 
able ml.scellaneona  In- 
formation pertaining 
to  the  houaehold,  such 
as  Removing  Kitchen 
Odors.  Grease  Spots, 
Iron  Btalns,  Ink  Spota 
in  Book  a  I  Cleaning, 
Scouring.  Receipts  for  Washing,  etc.,  and  a  variety  of 
others  e<iually  useful  and  neceRutvy  to  the  housekeeper 
or  cook.  These  features  make  this  work  tho  best,  most 
practical,  and  ponular  cook  hook  ever  Issued.  This  book 
will  be  sent  by  mail,  post  i>ald.  on  receipt  of  2S  Cents 
In  silver  or  poatagestainpa.  Spkcial..— Vivo  copies,  to  one 
address,  for  $1.  Oct  four  of  your  friends  to  club  In  with 
you  at  XS  centaeach,  making  tl  In  all,  and  theraby  get 
yoar  own  book  tree  of  charge. 


BUDGET  OF 


joke:s 


PRICE  as  CENTS. 

Thla  new  Badget  of  Jokea  haa  bean  "lannchad  Into 
exlstonoe  "  with  a  rich  cargo  of  Klh  Tickling,  Sldo-Spllt- 
tlng,  Button-Bursting  Jokes  and  Witticisms— embracing 
Irlah  Bulls,  Dutch  Cnmlcalitlen,  Yankee  Yarns.  Comical 
HIte,  Flowers  of  Wit.  Fxcrutlatlng  Jokes.  Fnd  Men's 
Jokea.  Jolly  Jokea.  Ludlcroua  Drolleries,  Bable  Witticisms, 
and  many  other  kinds  that  wlU  "  touch  the  funny  buoe  '> 

every  time.  It  Is  not 
saying  too  much  that 
this  book  contains  a 
good  part  of  the  choic- 
est humor  In  the  Kng- 
Huh  language,  inter- 
lanled  with  Irish  and 
German  wit  and  hu- 
mor. It  can  be  safely 
recommended  as  a 
**  remedy  for  the  moat 
obstinate  caae  of 
Bluea"  Wo  feel  aafe 
In  saying  that  this 
book  Will  rank  with  the 
best  hnniiirous  books 
everpubllsheit.  Every 
page  is  "Iwillng  over 
with  mirth  and  hi- 
larity "  —  in  fact,  the 
whole  book  is 
"crammed.  Jammed, 
hea|>ed  upand  running 
over"  with  pure  and 
fresh  English,  Irish 
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THE  TENDERLOIN. 


Copiigbt,  Itn,  by  Qeorgre  L.  Spauldlog.    Entered  at  BUliooera'  HaII,  LonJon. 

All  liglita  reMrred. 
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Worda  by  Sidney  Roaeofeld.    Muslo  by  Ludwlg  Englander. 

Shall  I  nnme  yon  the  vpot  where  all  cares  are  forgot. 

In  the  transport  of  nierrlnieiit  rare: 
It  is  safe  to  a«e«!rt  and  confi'Ssloii  won't  hart. 

That  yon  all  nearly  all  have  been  there. 
It's  the  heart  of  tlie  town,  neither  op,  neither  down, 

What  title  more  fit  can  we  coin; 
Than  the  one  we  employ  for  this  region  of  Joy, 

Tbe  famons,  renowned  Tenderloin. 

Chorus. 
The  Tenderloin,  ah,  tbe  Tenderloin  is  the  realm  so  gay. 
Where  revelers  merry  are  taming  night  to  day; 
The  Tenderloin,  ah,  the  Tenderloin,  will  yon  come  with  me  away. 
To  flud  delight  and  the  charm  of  night  iu  tlMi  Tenderloin. 

When  yon're  cnlling  a  cab  yon  have  no  need  to  blab, 

As  to  where  you'd  be  wending  your  coarse; 
The  driver  Is  fly  us  he  wiulteth  his  eye. 

And  craclieth  his  whip  on  his  horse: 
And  somehow  yon  tliliik  as  you  notice  hiB  winic. 

How  roach  better  than  takioK  a  car; 
And  when  yon  arrive  yon  are  glad  you're  alive. 

And  you  don't  have  to  ask  where  you  »te.— Chorus. 

It's  ttM  prospering  soil  for  tbe  lobster  in  broil. 

For  the  saitdle  rock  stately  in  roast. 
For  the  varior  degrt-es  of  demoralized  cheese, 

Tliat  entwine  around  bed-rlilden  toast. 
For  the  clam  that's  supreme  when  it  wons  with  Its  steam. 

And  the  chicken  that's  chopped  to  croquettes. 
And  the  coy  little  cliops  that  are  served  with  their  propa, 

Wrapped  op  In  their  trim  pantalettes.— CA9n/«. 

And  those  playhouses  vast  where  the  girl  with  a  past. 

Wears  a  dress  Ihiit's  alarmingly  red; 
To  distliiKaish  her  quite  from  the  lady  In  white. 

Who's  the  maiden  most  modestly  bred; 
And  those  music  liall  sliows  wliere  the  brain  finds  repote. 

While  the  song  and  dance  gentlemen  reels. 
And  the  saucy  souhrette  who's  proving  your  bet, 

That  her  brains  have  aii  gone  to  her  btela.—  Cfiorui. 

Those  athletic  clubs  brave  that  now  float  on  the  wave. 

On  a  popular  clamor  of  sport. 
That  are  giving  as  shows  that  are  made  np  of  blows 

Of  a  frantic  and  furious  sort; 
And  we  welter  In  gore  and  we  clamor  for  more. 

And  we  shoot  for  the  blow  on  tbe  Jaw; 
And  the  use  of  the  glove  proves  It's  on  ly  for  love, 

And  so  we  comply  wiili  the  law.— CAon«. 
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Words  and  mosie  by  Charles  Harvey. 


I  Icnow  a  maid  whose  presence  fills  each  home  with  peace  and  rest, 

And  she  is  culled  Angelica  by  those  who  know  her  best; 

An  anreole  of  ifolden  lialr  frames  In  her  lovely  face. 

Like  some  saint's  halo  when  she  goes  in  high  or  lowly  place; 

And'down  among  the  tenements,  a  sister  of  tlie  poor. 

Where  yoa  may  see  her  dally,  she  is  caii'd  tbe  "  Augei  "  pare. 

Cborcs. 

They  all  say:  "  Sweet  Angelica,  ehe  is  an  angel  fair, 

In  the  tenements  she  Is  a  jewel  rare; 

She  comforts  the  sick  with  her  sympathy,  ber  charity  lightens  all  care, 

Sweet  Angelica,  she  Is  au  angel  fair.'* 

I've  seen  her  In  the  ball-room  gay,  where  gallants  seek  her  hand. 

She  wins  all  hearts  by  her  hriglit  imlle:  that  smile's  a  sweet  command. 

Anil  I  have  seen  that  selfsame  smile  hid  some  poor  soul  take  heart, 

As  from  her  wealtli  with  lavinh  hand  siie  gave  a  gen'rous  part. 

A  social  queen  in  satin  rol>e8,  resplendent  does  she  shine. 

Bat  in  her  simple  dress  of  gray  she  seems  almost  divine.— CAorw«. 

The  children  of  the  tenements  watch  for  her  day  by  day, 

For  often  sbe  will  make  them  glad  by  joining  in  their  play: 

And  in  her  render  arms  she'll  rock  some  weary  babe  to  sleep. 

Or  at  tbe  bedside  of  the  ^iclc  a  midnight  vigil  keep; 

Her  life  among  the  saff'rinK  ones  is  full  of  sacrifice. 

And  her  angelic  preseucts  makes  each  home  a  puradise.— C7koru«. 
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Worda  and  muslo  by  Wm.  B.  Oray. 


The  old  court  hnnse  was  crowed,  all  within  began  to  stare, 

When  a  gray-haire<t  woman  charged  with  liieft  sat  in  the  pris'iier't  chair: 

Iler  lawyer  said,  "Mv  client  is  a  widow,  old  and  poor, 

And  of  the  crime  with  which  she's  charged.  Is  innocent,  I'm  sore." 

The  judge  then  to  the  wotnau  said,  "If  innocent  you  be. 

And  very  poor,  as  stated  by  your  counsellor  to  me, 

I'd  like  to  have  you  tell  me  how  can  voii  afford  to  pay 

This  bright,  young,  able  lawyer  for  tiefeuding  you  to-day." 

Chords.  '  ' 

Silence  was  her  answer,  low  she  bowed  her  head. 
When  the  boyish  looking  counsellor  arose  and  softly  said, 
"  'Tis  not  for  gold  I'm  here,  sir.  but  a  vaine  far  above. 
For  tbe  pris'ner  is  the  mother  of  the  girl  I  love." 

The  bright  young  lawyer  pleaded  on  and  proved  conclusively. 

By  time  and  dnte  the  sgeu  pris'ner  euilty  could  not  l>e: 

The  judge  said,  "Lady,  you're  discharged.  "  then  wiped  away  a  tear. 

And  addeil.  "  "Twiis  u  pity  and  a  shame  to  bring  yoa  here." 

A  itray-liaired  man  llien  took  the  youtliful  lawyer  by  the  hand. 

And  said,  "You've  acte<l  nohly.  sir,  the  rpeecli  yon  made  was  grand;" 

Then  turning  to  the  iudy  he  said,  "Madam,  I  will  pay 

This  manly  fellow's  charges  for  his  services  to-day ."— CAo>-t<(. 


TLL  LOVE  YOU,  MOTHER. 

Copyright.  1897,  by  Wm.  E   Knodt. 
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Words  and  musle  by  Wm.  E.  Knodt. 


In  the  ontskirts  of  a  city  lived  a  mother  and  her  boy, 

A  curly-headed  yonnuster,  her  Idol  and  her  joy; 

He  loved  his  mother  dearly,  and  oftlimes  while  at  play. 

His  eyes  would  wander  to  her  face,  and  this  to  ber  he'd  say: 

CUORCS. 

"  III  love  yon,  mother,  when  I'm  far  away, 

I'll  love  you,  mother,  forever  and  a  day. 

When  you  are  old  and  feeble,  yonr  aged  hoad  is  gray, 

I'll  love  you,  mother,  and  for  yoa  I'll  pray." 

Fast  the  years  flew  by,  the  hoy  by  this  lime  to  manhood  grown. 
Loved,  honored  and  respected,  so  hriitht  his  virtues  slxiwn; 
Fell  ill  with  bad  companions,  those  be'd  been  tanglit  to  fear. 
Disgraced  his  name  by  forgery,  now  this  la  what  we  bear: 

Cbobds. 

"Don't  tell  my  mother  that  I  forged  a  name, 
Don't  tell  my  niotiier.  'twould  break  her  heart  in  twain; 
She's  getting  old  and  feeble,  her  aged  head  is  gray, 
Duu't  tell  my  mother,  that  Is  all  I  pray." 


WAITING  FOR  YOU  AND  I. 
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Words  and  music  by  Ckarles  Oraham, 
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Two  lovers  met  to  part  one  day,  for  she  had  said,  "I'm  going  away;" 
Once  more  tliey  met  to  say  farewell,  within  the  arbor  In  the  dell; 
They  quarrul'd,  bitter  words  had  passed,  she  Iho't  their  love  could  never  last, 
"Forgive  me,  do  not  let  us  part,"  said  he,  "  'twould  break  my  heart.  " 

I 
Choros. 

"Hearts  were  not  made  to  break."  slowly  the  maiden  said, 
"Some  other  girl  you'll  happy  make,  shell  be  yonr  wife  Instead; 
Hearts  were  not  made  to  break,  first  love  will  often  die. 
And  oat  in  the  world  we  may  find  true  love  waiting  for  you  and  I." 

"Farewell,"  he  said,  and  walked  away;  "farewell."  he  heard  her  softly  say; 

They  met  again  In  after  life,  but  she  was  then  another's  wife; 

He  often  thinks  of  when  they  met,  and  thongh  he  Is  not  married  yet, 

He  often  tells  another  maid  the  words  his  old  love  said.— (7Aoru«. 
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WE  WERE  HAVING-  A  REG-ULAR 
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Words  and  music  by  Harry  Wincott. 


Yeeicrday  a  dear  old  pal  of  mine  took  for  life  a  maiden  fair  divine. 

When  llie  clock  slriick  one,  the  preacher  said,  "I'ln  done; 

Now  you're  married,"  no  one  tarried,  cabB  were  waiting,  no  debating. 

Off  we  went  while  laagliter  filled  the  air,  'leven  chaps  and  one  young  lady  fair, 

Ev'rybody  ({«/,  'iwaa  a  wedding  day,  such  fun,  well,  I  declare. 

CHOBira.  , 

W«  were  bavlng  a  regalar  jamboree 
Ten  chaps,  a  bride  and  a  groom  oat  on  a  spree; 
I  ahail  never  forget  ibe  wiiy  we  marched  In  line, 
And  drank  up  the  wine  on  Hiddle'Bby'a  wedding  day. 

Next  we  went  np  to  Belmonico'B,  where  the  wine  and  champagne  freely  Howi, 

Slipper  we  bad  there,  now  talk  a'dont  a  fare. 

Plates  we  broke,  for  a  joke,  threw  potatoes  at  the  waiters, 

Over  went  the  tables  and  the  chairs,  my  high  hat  went  flying  down  the  stairs; 

Full  as  ticks  were  we,  when  the  clock  three  we  all  began  to  cheer.— Chorue. 


MAMIE  REILLY. 


Farody— By  Frank  K.  Forreat. 
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Little  Mamie  Reilly's  a  winner  yon  can  bet. 

She  kiiowa  much  of  this  wicked  world,  and  hopes  to  know  more  yet; 

She's  got  a  nice  old  poppa,  just  In  from  the  Kioudykes  gay. 

The  boys  they  shoot,  as  they  turn  ont,  and  this  what  they  say: 

Chorus. 
Oil!  Mamie  Heilly,  yon're  all  right. 
Really,  Mamie  Rellly,  you're  a  beanty  bright. 
Could  we  blame  ye,  not  on  your  nat'ral,  Mamie, 
All  the  samle,  yoa  know  yoar  gamie,  Mamie  Rellly. 

Little  Mamie  Rellly,  she  dines  on  goldfish  now. 

And  has  her  teeth  filled  with  the  same,  not  gold,  bnt  bones,  I  vow. 

The  other  girls  are  lealons  of  Mamie's  newest  hair, 

Which  oace  was  led,  and  now  instead,  it's  Klondyke,  rich  and  rare. 

—  0/ionit. 
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V^orda  and  music  by  Bafford  Waters. 
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We  sat  within  the  garden  she  and  I, 

As  often  we  had  done  in  days  of  yore; 
It  seemed  so  sweet  to  feel  that  she  was  nigh. 

It  seemed  so  sad  to  know  'twould  be  no  more:    - 
For  some  one  else  bad  come  between  ns  then, 

A  foolish  lover's  quarrel  wae  to  blame; 
And  I  had  come  to  plead  just  once  again, 

To  tell  her  that  my  faeart  was  still  the  same. 

Refba». 

The  day  that's  gone  can  never  come  again, 

Tho'  It  be  filled  wiih  sweetness  or  regret; 
The  hope  that's  fled,  the  roses  that  are  dead,  ' 

Can  only  mutely  ask  If  we  forget; 
So  think,  sweetheart,  before  you  bid  ns  part. 

Of  all  the  f ntare  holds  of  joy  or  pain ; 
The  saddest  fate  Is  that  which  sighs  "Too  late," 

The  day  that's  gone  can  never  come  again. 

She  tnmed  her  pretty  fuce  again  to  mine, 

She  laid  her  little  hand  wlihin  my  own: 
My  heart  leaped  upas  ill  the  Aald  Lang  Syne, 

As  if  the  weight  of  care  it  ne'er  had  known; 
She  said,  "Forgive  me,  dear,  for  I've  l)€en  wrong, 

I  give  my  heart  to  you  again  for  aye; 
I  know  that  I  to  yon  alone  belong. 

For  yoar  sweet  words  have  swept  mv  doubts  away."— i?«/. 


MURPHY'S  PHONOGRAPH. 
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Words  and  music  by  John  T.  Tierney. 


Mike  Murphy  owned  a  fine  saloon,  be  never  bad  grief  nor  care. 
It  mattered  not  to  Murphy  whether  the  day  was  dark  or  fair; 
An  Irish  gang  hung  'round  the  place  that  better  days  had  seen. 
But  Murphy  caused  hie  troubles  with  au  £diBon  talking  machine. 

Cbobub. 

Oht  the  picture  that  was  in  that  place, 

Oh!  the  anxious  look  on  each  man's  face; 

Beside  the  great  roachiue  Michael  Murphy  conld  be  seen. 

Explaining  all  the  great  things  done  by  Bdison. 

A  neighbor  named  Dan  Brady  called,  and  Dan  was  an  awful  pest. 

He  gazed  upon  the  new  machine,  was  delighted  like  the  ret>t; 

Saye  Brady,  "  Can  you  make  it  play  *  The  Wearing  of  the  Green  f '  " 

But  Morpby  by  mistake  put  iu  the  eong  known  as  "  God  Save  the  Queen." 

Chorcs. 

OhI  the  picture  that  was  In  that  place. 

Oh  I  the  mord'roue  look  on  each  man's  face; 

Dan  Brady  made  a  pass,  landed  Miirpliy  with  a  glass, 

They  wouldn't  do  a  thing  if  they  had  Edison. 

Dan  Brady  left  but  soon  came  back,  while  Murphy  lay  on  the  floor. 
When  Bull  McCarty  shouted  out:  "  Now,  we'll  try  the  thing  once  more; ' 
Poor  Murphy  from  the  floor  got  up,  then  fainted  dead  away, 
But  by  mistake  the  thing  got  mixed  to  a  speech  by  an  A.  P.  A. 

CHORtJS. 

OhI  the  pictnre  that  was  in  that  place. 

Poor  old  Murphy  had  au  ingrown  face; 

Dan  Brady's  mug  was  white,  when  he  threw  some  dynamite, 

ITow  Murphy's  dead  and  bnried,  all  through  Edieon. 
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DON'T  FOOL,  DAT    BLACK    GAL'S 

MINE! 
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Worda  and  music  by  Harry  Macdonongh. 


High-tone  coon  jus'  arrived  In  town. 
Said  hie  name  was  Persimmon  Drown; 
He  look'd  eheep's  eyes  at  the  gnl  I  like, 
Dat  Zulu  thought  he  would  make  u  stnk% 
Done  hab  heaps  of  fun; 
I  went  fo'  him  wid  a  great  big  gnn; 
Ougbter  see  him  runt    Wooghl 

Chobub. 

'Low  no  foolin'  wid  a  gal  of  minel 

Coons,  remember,  she  ain't  in  yo'  line; 

Fo'  I'se  de  only  one  wid  her  can  shine, 

Yo'  Bigger!  yo  niggerl  don't  fool  I  dat  black  gal'e  mine! 

When  dat  coon  found  me  on  bis  track, 
Draw'd  a  razzer  from  down  bis  hack; 
I  aimed  dat  gnu  an'  he  'gin  to  squawk. 
Den  oat  of  town  he  done  took  a  walk; 
"Honey,"  den  said  she, 
"To  keep  me  safe,  'spose  yer  marry  met" 
We's  ei.gsged,  yo'  Bee.    Wou^hl—Chottu. 

Weddin'  day  am  a-eomin'  soon. 

Done  inviie  ev'ry  yaller  coon; 

When  Parson  Jones  be  done  make  db  one, 

I'll  hab  no  use  fo'  to  keep  a  gun; 

Happy  all  de  day! 

Dem  nigh-tone  coons  dey  mas'  keep  away. 

An*  no  more  I'll  say,  Wougb !— C'Aorus. 
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Words  by  W.  T.  Peters.    Miiric  by  Louise  Tunison. 


Good  night,  happy  stars,  with  yonr  yellow  eyes; 
Good  night,  laily  moon,  in  the  evening;  ekies: 
Good  night,  diitnUy  world  and  the  bouiidleas  deep; 
I  am  tired  out,  it  is  time  to  sleep, 
Time,  time  to  steep;  good  night,  good  night. 

Good  night,  weary  boy:  it  has  been  decreed 
That  acme  inyst'riea  only  a  child  cun  read; 
But  the  sweet  child  heart  may  vou  always  keep. 
And  the  stars  will  be  yours  and  the  boundless  deep. 
The  boaudlesa  deep,  the  bouudlees  deep; 
Good  night,  good  night. 


NEXT    SUMMER 
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Words  by  Laura  Ledyard.    Music  by  Louise  Tunlaon. 


Beantiful  things  tliere  are  coming  this  way, 
Neurer  and  nearer,  dear,  ev'ry  day; 
Closer  and  closer,  my  baby,  my  baby. 

Miachievons  showers  and  faint  little  smells 
Of  far  away  flow'ra,  in  far  away  dells. 
Are  coming  in  April,  my  baby,  my  baby. 

Sly  little  bloaaoms  that  clamber  along 
Close  to  tlie  ground,  till  thev  grow  big  and  strong. 
Are  coming  in  May,  little  baby. 

Roses  and  bees,  and  a  big  yellow  moon. 
Coming  together  in  beautiful  June, 
In  loveiy  midsummer,  my  baby,  my  baby. 

Pretty  red  cherries  and  bright  little  flies. 
Twinkling  and  turning  the  fields  into  skies, 
Will  come  in  July,  my  baby. 

Feathery  clouds  and  long  after  moons, 
Scarce  a  leaf  stirring  and  birdies  soft  croons, 
Are  coming  in  August,  my  baby,  my  baby. 

Glimpses  of  blue  thro'  the  poppies  and  wheat. 
One  little  birthday  on  fast-flying  feet. 
Will  come  in  September,  my  baby,  my  baby,  my  baby. 
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She  May  Have  Seen  Better  Days. 
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Worda  and  Music  by  James  Thornton. 


While  etrolllng  along  with  the  city'a  vast  throng. 

On  a  night  that  was  biiter  cold, 
I  notlci-d  a  crowd,  who  were  lauuhing  alond 

At  aoiiirlhliig  they  chanced  ti>  behold; 
I  atop|>ed  for  to  see  wluit  the  oliject  could  be. 

And  there,  on  a  doorstep,  lay 
A  woman  in  tears,  from  the  crowd's  angry  jeers, 

And  then  I  heard  somebody  say: 

Chorus. 
She  may  have  seen  better  duys,  when  she  was  in  her  prime; 
She  may  have  seen  better  days  once  upon  a  time; 
Thoa>;h  by  the  wayside  she  fell,  ahe  may  yet  mend  her  ways; 
Some  poor,  old  mother  is  waiting  for  her,  who  has  seen  lieiter  days. 

If  we  conid  hut  tell  why  the  poor  creature  fell. 

Perhaps  we'd  not  l>e  eo  aevere: 
If  the  truth  were  but  known  of  this  ontcaat  alone. 

Ma)  hup  wu  wonld  all  ahed  a  tear. 
She  was  once  some  one's  jov,  cast  aside  like  a  toy — 

Abandoned,  forsaken,  iinknowii. 
Every  man  standing  by  bad  a  tear  in  his  ejre. 

For  some  had  a  daughter  at  home.— C7 Aoru«. 

The  crowd  went  away,  but  I  longer  did  Stay, 

For  from  her  I  was  loatli  to  depart; 
I  knew  by  her  moan,  aa  ahe  pat  there  alone, 

That  something  was  breaking  her  heart. 
She  told  me  her  life,  she  was  once  a  good  wife, 

Respected  and  honored  by  all; 
Her  husband  had  fled  ere  they  were  long  wed, 
^  ..  And  tears  down  her  Cheeks  sadly  fall.— CTkor'Uf. 


SWEETHEARTS    AG-AIN. 
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Worda  and  Music  by  Charles  Qraham. 


They  were  two  little  children  a-playing, 

Thev  quarreled  as  children  will;                               .    .       v    , 
Then  he  becged  her  pardon,  saying:  

"We  two  will  be  playmates  still." 
But  just  for  a  while  she  did  not  smile, 

And  her  frown  only  caused  him  pain: 
He  kissed  her  at  last  and  the  trouble  was  past.  '    .' 

Then  said,  "Now  we're  sweethearts  again.'* 

Cborus. 

Sweethearts  again,  sweethearts  again. 
Both  of  them  singing  love's  old  refrain; 
Anger  had  fled,  love  reigned  instead: 
"  Let  as  be  sweethearts  once  more,"  they  Mid. 

They  were  fond  lovers  when  they  grew  older, 

Till  some  one  between  them  came; 
Their  love  very  soon  grew  colder. 

And  yet  he  took  all  tlie  blame. 
He  longed  for  a  while  to  see  her  smile. 

And  his  longing  was  not  in  vnin;  / 

"'Twns  my  fault,"  said  he— "No,  'twas  mine.  Jack,"  sai^ihe, 

And  so  they  were  sweethearts  again.— C'Ao;-u«. 
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Words  by  EUw.  B.  Marka    Mualc  by  Jos.  W.  Stent. 


A  passing  policeman  found  a  little  child: 
She  walked  l>e8ide  him.  dried  her  tears  and  smiled. 
Said  he  to  her  kindly,  "  Now  you  mnat  not  cry, 
I  will  find  your  mamma  for  yon  bye  and  bye." 
At  the  station,  when  he  asked  her  for  her  name 
And  ahe  answered  Jennie,  it  made  him  exclaim: 
"At  laat  of  vour  mother  I  have  now  a  trace — 
Tour  little  featares  bring  back  her  sweet  face.'* 

Chobcs.  ! 

"Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  and  I  will  take  you  right  home. 
Come  and  ait  down  close  beelde  me;  no  more  from  me  you  shall  roam; 
For  yon  were  a  babe  in  arms  when  your  mother  left  me  one  day, 
Left  me  at  home,  deserted,  alone,  and  took  yon,  my  child,  away. 

"  'Twas  all  throngh  a  quarrel,  madly  jer.lons  she. 
Vowed  then  to  leave  me— womanlike,  you  see.  j 

Oh,  how  I  loved  her,  grief  near  drove  ine  wild."  ' 

"Papa,  you  are  crying,"  lisped  the  little  cliild.  ' 

Suddenly  the  door  of  the  station  opened  wide —  ' 

"Have  yon  seen  my  dnrlingf"  an  anxious  motlier  cried. 
Hiiaband  and  wife  then  meeting,  face  to  face- 
All  is  soon  forgiven  in  one  fond  embrace.— CAo>-i/«.  , 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  Benson  Oray. 


One  Easter  Sunday  morning,  while  the  sun  was  shining  clear. 

And  goo<l  folks  to  the  old  charcii  came,  the  parson's  prayers  to  hear; 

They  little  knew,  while  seated  there,  upon  that  blessed  day, 

A  human  life  was  ending  in  a  home  just  o'er  the  way. 

A  man  in  deepest  poverty,  without  a  single  friend. 

Would  answer  soon  the  call  of  death;  his  life  was  nearing  end, 

With  no  one  there  to  comfort  him,  no  tender  words  to  aay— 

He  heard  the  morning  service  in  the  church  across  the  way. 

Chobus. 
The  minister  was  preaching  Ida  good  and  sacred  teaching. 

The  coiigregiitlon  eat  in  ecatacy; 
The  bella  had  just  ceaeed  ringing,  the  choir  was  sweetly  singing 
"Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee.'' 

The  preacher's  words  touched  ev'ry  heart  within  those  sacred  walls; 

Be  told  how  honor  alwaya  thrives  and  how  deception  falls. 

The  outcast  in  that  humble  home,  whose  life  had  been  a  blank. 

Sighed  softly  at  those  truthful  words  as  nearer  death  he  sank; 

He  knew  not  that  the  preacher  was  his  honored  brother  Ned, 

Whom  he'd  not  seen  for  years,  not  since  to  hide  his  crime  he  fled. 

If  he  could  live  life  o'er  again,  his  thoughts  would  never  stray 

From  each  word  taught  that  morning  in  the  church  across  the  wty.—  Chonu. 
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Oopyrlcht,  UDCCCZCV,  by  HeiUT  J.  Webmaa. 

Tlie  Word!  and  Masio  of  this  Soncr,  arrangred  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dr«i«,  post-paid,  ou  rscelpt  of  10  centa:  or  thii  and  any  two  other  Bonirg  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  A  133  Park  Row,  New  York ;  or  85  <ft  87  E.  Madison  St. ,  Chicaf  o. 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  above  addresaea  for  Free  Catalofrae  of  Soniri,  Song  Boon, 
BliMt  MiHto,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  oto. 

Words  and  Muoic  by  Charles  Graham. 

"  And  80  yon  want  to  work,  yonng  manf 

Well,  that  yon  cai^  easily  do; 
But  you  maet  do  tbe  beet  you  can— 

I  want  a  lad  like  you; 
I  think  you've  left  good  friends,  my  lad; 

Now  tell  me  the  reason  why? " 
With  a  cheerful  eroile,  be  paused  awhile. 

And  then  made  this  reply: 

Chorus. 

"  I've  a  pictnre  here,  of  a  girl  80  dear. 

Through  life  I'll  ne'er  forget; 
For  I  know  that  she  will  be  true  to  me— 
\  I  bless  the  hour  we  met. 

I  was  wild.  I  know— she  told  me  so. 

And  advised  me  never  to  roam : 
Though  I  came  away,  I'll  be  happy  some  day 

With  a  wife  and  a  neat  little  home." 

Tbe  years  passed  by,  he  kept  his  word. 
And  stuck  to  his  post  like  a  man; 

And  fortune  smiles  upon  him  since 
To  work  lie  first  began. 
■  One  day  in  spring  he  went  away. 

But  said,  "I'll  be  back  again!" 

As  he  went  along,  he  sang  a  song- 
It  was  the  old  refrain:— (7  ^Trus. 

A  month  or  so  had  passed  away. 

He  stood  at  tbe  old  merchant's  door; 
"Vacation's  o'er;  I'm  back  to-day 

To  take  my  place  once  morel"  » 

Then  brought  a  lovely  girl  inside, 

"My  wife,  sir,"  said  he— "  my  Janet 
We've  a  cosy  home  that's  all  our  own," 

And  then  he  sang  again:— CAortM. 


Mary  Rode  the  Bike  and  Bnll. 

Copyncmt,  MDCOCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


IN    THE    BARROOM. 

Oopyrisht,  UDOCCXCV,  by  Heiuy  J.  Wehman. 


fhe  Words  and  Moale  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  MBt  to  any  ad- 
dress, poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Bongs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  190  &  1S2  Park  Row,  New  York :  or  86  A  87  E.  MadiM>n  8t,  Chlcafo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addressee  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  Sonfr*.  Song  Pi'^^. 
Sheet  Uuato,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Joe  J.  Caaey. 


I'm  a  celebrated  workingman,  me  duty  I  never  shirk; 

I  can  do  more  work  than  any  man  from  Pittsburgh  to  New  York; 

It's  a  perfect  holy  terror,  boys,  bow  I'll  get  through  me  work. 

Providing  I  can  do  it  in  a  barroom. 
I'll  hoist  derricks  with  me  shoulder,  push  freight  care  with  me  breath. 
That  will  make  tbe  boss  feel  tickled,  till  he's  on  the  edge  of  death, 
But,  between  us  all,  now  whisper  that  I  only  have  to  sweat. 

When  I'm  doing  manual  labor  in  tbe  barroom. 

There  are  coppers  without  numbers,  with  their  well-developed  cheeta. 

Who  make  the  most  astounding  of  the  whole  police  arrests: 

They'll  pound  the  air  with  vengeance,  then  dilate  their  manly  chests; 

If  you'll  only  chase  the  liquor  in  a  barroom. 
They  will  catch  thieves  without  numbers,  they'll  be  up  to  snuff,  you  see; 
They've  caught  a  hundred  murderers,  including  you  and  me. 
But  you'll  fiud  out  when  you  know  tbem  that  they  most  have  twenty -three 

Of  the  very  largest  schooners  in  the  barroom. 

There  are  actors  who  have  acted  in  a  hundred  different  roles. 
And  some  whose  fame  extend  beyond  those  two  confounded  poles. 
But  you'll  And  their  acting  qualities  lies  deep  within  their  souls. 

And  they  draw  their  inspirations  from  a  barroom. 
Their  poses  are  heroic,  and  tlieir  methods  are  sublime: 
They  give  old  Garrick  cards  and  spades,  their  soul  is  full  of  rhyme. 
But  when  von  come  to  solve  them  you  will  find  that  at  the  time 

They  only  do  their  John  McCullough's  in  a  barroom. 

There's  the  politician  robust,  with  his  pre-election  ways. 

Who  works  tiis  fine  influence  on  the  blooming  Fourth  Ward  jaya. 

And  for  fourteen  kegs  of  lager  then  his  nobs  he  boldly  pays. 

And  be  operates  his  canvass  in  the  barroom; 
But  when  the  election's  o'er  and  the  free  beer  is  all  gone. 
He'll  wonder  how  the  deuce  it  was  that  bis  opponent  won; 
He'll  find  out  that  I  voted  for  the  other  son  of  a  gun. 

And  I  often  jollied  heelers  in  the  barroom. 


FISHINO-FOR    'WHAT? 

Copyright,  HDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


The  Words  and  Masie  of  this  Sontn  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  t>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  seat  to  any  md- 
dress,  po<^paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
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Sheet  Kasle,  eerman  Song  Books,  Lstter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  eto. 


Words  by  Chas.  A  Taylor.     Music  by  John  Harding. 

There  are  things  in  this  world  a  woman  can't  do. 
But  there's  nothing  a  woman  won't  try; 

She  is  never  content  with  what  man  can  invent, 
And  she'll  beat  him  in  learning  to  fly; 

Now  the  bicycle  craze  has  set  them  ablaze- 
Sister  Mary's  gone  clear  off  her  base; 

She  said  she  coold  tarn  it.  was  sure  she  could  learn  it. 
And  entered  fall-fledged  in  tbe  race. 

.Cbobub. 
She  said  that  she  conid  ride  it,  if  she  could  only  stride  it. 

So  she  started  out  with  bloomers  wide  apart. 
Mother  said  to  sbalu  it,  father  said  yoa'll  break  It; 

We  all  went  out  to  see  her  get  a  start; 
She  sprang  upon  the  saddle,  and  the  wheel  she  tried  to  straddle. 

The  boys  cried  out,  "  How  funny  she  must  feel  ": 
When  she  began  to  spin  it,  the  gang  cried,  "Now  she's  in  it  "— 

Tou  bet  yonr  life  that  Mary  rode  the  wheel. 

Mary  can  ride  anything  she  can  stride; 

She  looks  very  well  on  a  wheel. 
But  when  the  thing  wiggles,  it  gives  her  the  giggles, 

And  shakes  her  clear  down  to  the  heel; 
But  she  kept  it  humming,  and  we  saw  her  coming; 

Her  mother  cried,  "  Pump  on  your  right "; 
A  little  fly  copper  tried  hard  to  stop  her. 

Bat  Mary  was  soon  out  of  eight.— Chi/rus. 

There's  a  batcher  next  door,  who  owns  a  big  ball- 
He  saw  Mary  out  on  her  bike; 

He  bet  Pa  a  ham  she  wam't  worth  a  hang. 
And  Pa  said,  "  Bet  what  yon  like. 

My  daughter  Mary'll  ride  the  bull  to  the  dairy; 
I'll  back  her  for  marbles  or  wool." 

Tbe  bet  was  made,  the  plans  were  laid 
For  Mary  to  ride  the  bull. 

Chords. 
She  said  that  she  would  ride  it,  if  she  coold  only  stride  it; 

She  sprang  upon  bis  back  like  Mollie  Brown; 
The  bnll  beKan  to  buck  her,  mother  swore  he'd  chack  ber. 

But  Mary  rode  him  all  around  the  town; 
The  boys  they  all  went  crazy,  and  said  she  was  a  daisy. 

And  father  tried  to  get  the  butcher  fall; 
He  said  he'd  lost  his  money,  but  Mary  was  a  honey- 

You  bet  yotu  life  that  Mary  rode  the  bull. 


Words  and  Music  by  Joe  J.  Casey. 


When  two  little  boys  go  out  for  the  day. 

And  down  by  tbe  hrookside  they're  wending  their  way. 

And  each  little  boy  has  a  nice  little  stick 

Ton  cannot  call  short  or,  by  any  means,  thick, 

And  each  little  l>oy  has  a  hook  and  a  line. 

Made  out  of  a  pin  and  a  thin  piece  of  twine; 

An  old  battered  can  and  some  worms  in  a  pot. 

Ton  can  bet  they're  out  Ashing— but  fishing  for  wbatt 

Closes. 
They  are  fishing  for  minnows  in  that  little  brook— 
Their  bait  is  a  worm  at  the  end  of  a  hook, 
With  bright,  eager  face,  the  sport  each  one  enjoys— 
They  are  fishing  for  minnows,  those  two  little  boya. 

When  two  little  girls  go  out  for  a  walk. 

And  these  little  dears  are  commencing  to  talk 

Of  the  men  with  a  sigh,  and  each  maiden  doth  try 

To  capture  a  man  with  a  glance  of  ber  eye. 

And  when  tbe  young  men  at  those  two  maidens  stars, 

Their  eyelids  they'll  droop  and  then  blush,  I  declare: 

It  is  when  to  this  stage  tliese  young  maidens  have  got. 

Too  can  bet  they're  oat  fishing— bat  fishing  for  wbatt 

Chorus. 

They  are  fishing  for  sweethearts  each  dear  llttla  Misa— 
Their  bait  is  a  sigh,  tiien  a  wink  or  a  kiss; 
They  drop  in  their  lines  and  then  patiently  wait, 
.  When  along  comes  some  Willie  who  awallows  the  bait 

When  a  man  stays  oat  late,  till  about  three  or  foor. 
And  takes  just  a  glass,  or,  perhaps,  a  few  more. 
And  keeps  his  dear  wife  waiting  up  half  the  night. 
Ton  all  must  confess  he's  not  doing  what's  right. 
And  when  he  comes  home  quite  expecting  a  row- 
He  don't  deserve  anything  else,  you'll  allow; 
She  gives  him  a  kiss— not  one,  but  a  lot — 
Ton  can  jast  bet  she's  fishing- bat  flsbing  for  whatt 

Chobus. 
She  is  fishing  for  money  to  bay  a  new  drees; 
Her  bait  is  a  smile  and  a  tender  careas: 
Man  swallows  the  bait  without  giving  a  thonght— 
When  wives  commence  fishing  then  hasbands  are  caoght. 


fm 


—Charles:  "What  isthare  about  this  hat  that  makes  me  feel 
dizzy?  "  The  Hatter:  "  \^|Fv  HigDCB  right  to  your  head." 
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THE  POLICEMAN'S  DAUGHTER ; 

Or, 
THE  QUESTION  SHE  ASKED. 


CoprrlKUt,  Itai.  by  Chaa.  F.  Waeden. 


All  ligliU  reoerred. 
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Words  and  uiuslo  by  ChM.  F-  Weeden. 


,■*■" 


Ab  elmdes  of  night  were  fallint;  round  a  bright  and  cheerfal  home, 

All  otHcur  was  siarliDK  out  upon  hia  loni;  iiit;ht'8  roam: 

Ilia  little  one  was  watcliini;  him  with  face  aKiow  witli  pride, 

And  iiniicini;  his  weapon  and  the  liickory  at  Iiis  side, 

Did  ask  this  queetiou,  with  her  hand  upon  that  piece  of  wood; 

Refrain. 

Why  is  n  little  child  e>o  small,  so  small,  but  yet  so  good, 
Why  cau't  a  little  girl  know  alt  about  these  things, 
I  wonder  if  she  ever  could. 

To  his  sweet  child  he  did  reply,  while  stroking  soft  ber  hair, 

'Tis  to  protect  my  life,  my  dear,  that  tliese  things  I  do  wear; 

In  this  big  town  there  are  bad  men  engaged  in  deadly  strife, 

Wlio,  if  I  liad  not  these  at  hand,  would  quickly  take  my  life: 

A^aiu  she  asked  a  question,  as  iu  iuuoceuce  she  Blood:— Be frain. 

I  am  an  ofQcer,  my  child,  the  laws  I  do  npliold, 

I  keep  bad  men  from  breaking  in  to  take  another's  gold; 

I  must  guard  you  and  others,  too,  and  keep  these  men  at  night. 

From  tiikiiig  from  another's  store  tliat  which  they  have  no  right. 

Once  more  this  little  maideu  asked  with  tear-drops  in  her  eye:— Kef  rain. 

Do  not  tliose  men  of  wl:om  you  speak,  engaged  iu  deadly  strife. 

Not  know  that  tliey  will  all  be  lianged  for  taking  others'  life; 

For  mama  from  the  good  book  Tvnds  that  message  from  on  high. 

Which  iiays  that  he  wlio  others  kills  liimself  mimt  surely  die: 

I  wonder  if  these  bad  men  know  lliat  God  is  always  uigh.— /7«/ra»N. 

Do  wicked  men  whom  yon  do  meet  in  streets  the  long  nights  thro' 

Uuve  liitie  girls  like  me,  and  have  tliey  little  bahies,  too. 

Who  kies  them  when  they  leave  their  homes  to  walk  tlie  city  o'er. 

And  wiitch  at  morn  for  their  return  for  footsteps  at  the  door; 

I  wonder  if  they  ever  think  tliey  may  not  see  them  moie.- Be f rain. 

A  tear  was  in  that  fatlier's  eye,  as  gently  be  caressed. 

And  softly  stroked  her  golden  liair,  tlien  bade  tier  go  to  rest; 

"I'll  «>ay  that  prayer."  Ills  darling  said,  "I  learned  at  mother's  knee. 

That  (iod  may  save  my  papa's  life,  wliich  Is  so  dear  to  me; 

ijo  kiss  me  guod-uiglit,  papa,  dear,  I  go  to  bed,  you  see." — Refrain. 


^  s  ^ 


THERE'S   ONE   THAT   NE'ER 
RETURNED. 

L'opyrlKht,  1895,  by.  H.  K.  Busier.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  P.  J.  DevUu.     Music  by  Horace  R.  Easier. 


\ 


Two  noble  steamers  started  for  tlie  land  of  brave  and  free, 

But  one  of  them  disaster  met  in  nolluud's  icy  sea; 

The  passengers  hud  e<»ie  to  sleep  to  dream  of  friends  and  home. 

But  soon  awoke  to  fight  for  life  amid  a  sea  of  foam; 

A  sudden  crasli— the  steamer  stops,  the  raging  B«a.ponra  in, 

Conrusioii  reicns;  the  captiiin's  voice  is  heard  above  the  din: 

'''I'he  life-honis,  luds,  the  life-boats,  let  tlie  women  go  aheadi 

The  ship  is  doomed  and  only  God  can  save  as  from  the  deadl" 

Rkfrain. 
Three  hundred  sonis  have  left  the  Fatherland  forevermore; 
Three  tiuudred  precious  human  lives  have  failed  to  reach  the  shore; 
On  litinl  and  s*-a  the  wires  linve  with  these  sad  tidings  burned: 
"Two  noble  steamers  started,  but  there's  one  tliat's  ne'er  returned." 

The  crew  responded  nobly  to  the  captain's  Stern  command. 

Ami  quickly  hrnve  and  willing  lieurte  three  lire-honts  stout  had  manned; 

But  ere  the  halu.ice  could  be  launched.  Old  Nepttme  claimed  his  prey, 

The  callikiit  ship  with  tlirobhing  eoiiiids  bcL'aii  to  sink  away. 

The  husband  and  his  helpmate,  the  mother  and  her  child,  . 

Went  down  licnenth  the  icy  sea  'miii  lamentations  wild; 

Our  sweethearts  dear  with'loviiig  friends  went  plunging  down  to  death. 

Three  hundred  souls  liad  tribute  paid  to  Ocean's  icy  breath,— i?«/rain. 

La  Giiscogne  had  been  out  'till  she  was  four  days  overdue. 

The  world  began  to  worder  then  If  slie  )iad  gone  down,  too; 

A«  day  by  duy  no  tidinus  came  two  Continents  were  sad, 

"No  news  at  all,"  the  agents  said,  and  no  news  must  be  bad; 

The  Frencli  and  German  eiublems  were  with  mourning  colors  draped, 

All  liupe  was  given  up  that  she  the  Elbe's  fitte  escaped; 

When  siMldenly  a  miglity  roar  of  ioy  cnine  U|i  the  hny, 

"La  Guscogue's  safe  I  mie  sighted  now  and  cmolng  fast  this  way!'* 

—n^ftain. 

Tlie  scenes  nronnd  La  Gti»cni;ne's  dock  can't  he  described  by  pea, 

The  populace  went  wlid  with  joy,  and  men  were  hugging  men; 

A  shower  of  affection  was  bestowed  on  ev'ry  liead; 

It  Seemed  u  resurrection;  they  had  come  back  from  the  dead. 

It  was  a  peasant  sight  to  see,  in  this  cold  world  of  stn, 

Thut  pleasing  touch  of  nature  that  maki-s  nil  of  mankind  kin; 

And  from  ilieir  eyes  the  teiir-drops  fell,  and  in  tlieir  hearts  they  burned, 

Uicuiise  two  ships  liud  started  out,  but  only  one  reliiriied.— //^/ratn. 


DRIVEN  TO  THE  WALL. 

Copyrlitht.  18M.  by  Ohaa.  F.  Weedsa. 
All  rights  reeerred. 


***  The  Words  and  Hnsle  of  this  Sunir.  arraoKed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ail- 
dreas,  poe^pald,  on  receipt  of  40  cent*;  or  thin  and  aiur  two  other  aonsa  for  One  l>oUar   ( 
by  Menry  J.  Wehinan.lSO  A   \S*  Park    Kow,  New  York.      Write  to    abuve    address  for 
Free  CaUloffue  of  Soiiirs.  Sohr  Books.  Sheet  Music.  Qerman  Soug  Books,  Laltsr  Writeis. 
Ureani  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  music  by  Chas.  F.  Weeden. 


Once  I  was  not  as  you  seo  me  now,  an  outcast  all  forlorn, 
I  had  a  home,  wife  and  little  child,  now  lost  to  me  and  gone; 
I  wander  alone  and  dejected,  with  tio  one  to  care  for  me, 
I'm  bat  a  blot  on  the  page  of  life,  a  wreck  upon  life's  aea, 

Rkfbaim. 
I  have  lost  both  home  and  loved  ones,  no  pleasure  In  life  do  I  see, 
Remembrance  of  all  bnt  awakens  a  desolute  thongbt  in  me; 
No  chance  for  me  to  regain  them,  no  chance  for  me  to  recall 
Tlie  little  word  spoken  in  anger,  that  has  driven  me  to  the  wall. 

Weary  and  heart-broken  my  joys  in  this  life  are  o'er. 

One  who  once  loved  me  so  fondly  has  said  she  loves  me  no  more; 

We  are  taught  that  there  is  forgiveness,  but  there  seems  to  l>e  none  for  me. 

I  have  tried  hard  to  please  her,  I  never  thought  this  could  be.— J7</'rain. 

Gladly  I'd  give  my  hope  In  heaven,  it's  all  I  have  In  store. 
For  just  one  wonl  of  kindness,  as  in  tlioee  dear  days  of  yore:  [ 

Oh,  why  was  I  ever  so  thoughtless  and  hasty  with  one  dear  to  me. 
Life  is  a  blank  without  her,  as  I  drift  on  ita  troabled  sea.— /f^^ratn. 


■\ 
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A  PICTURE  OF  MY  BEST  OIRL. 

Copyright,  use,  by  Howley,  Haviland  ft  Co.   Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  ricbts  reeerred.  t  i 

The  Words  and  Hualc  of  this  Soncr.  arraiifced  for  the  ptano.  will  be  asnt  to  any  ad-  f 
ilreas,  post-paid,  on  receipt  nf  40  cunlii.  or  this  and  any  two  other  sonKS  for  One  Dollar,  / 
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Words  and  muslo  by  CItarles  Moreland. 


In  a  hotel  on  Fifth  Avenue  a  crowd  of  trav'ling  men. 

Were  talking  on  the  topics  of  the  day. 
Comparing  notes  and  photographs  of  dif'rent  girls  they'd  met,    | 

Some  were  pretty,  some  were  homely,  some  were  gay; 
By  chance  there  fell  upon  the  floor  the  picture  of  a  girl. 

The  owner  tried  to  hide  it,  bnt  was  slow; 
"Ah,  there,  old  chap.  I've  caught  yon;  come,  now,  tell  ns  who  it  Is, 

We  insist"— "If  yoa  insist,  I  cau't  say  no." 

Cbobdb.  . 

It's  a  picture  of  my  best  giri,  and  boys,  I  love  her  dearly,  ' 

A  gem  is  my  precious  pearl,  who  watches  for  me  so  sincerly; 
I  know  that  she's  fond  and  trne,  we  are  sweethearts,  now  yon  can  see  clearly, 
It's  my. daughter,  and  I've  taught  her,  to  always  be  my  best  girl.  . 

A  little  newsboy  standing  near  them  took  In  ev'ry  word, 

And  speaking  up,  said:   "Buy  a  paper,  do; 
If  yon  will,  I'll  show  yoa  my  best  girl,  now  what  sty  yoa  to  that?" 

They  tCII  agreed,  and  then  he  brought  to  view  i 

A  photograph  all  faded,  of  a  woman  old  and  worn,  ' 

Who  In  her  time  was  handsome,  that  was  plain; 
"She's  not  so  young  nor  half  so  swell  as  yours,"  the  ltd  replied, 

And  then  he  softly  sang  this  sweet  refrain: 

Chorus. 

It's  a  picture  of  my  best  girl,  and  boys,  I  love  ber  dearly, 

A  gem  is  my  precious  pearl,  who  watches  for  me  so  sincerely; 

I  know  that's  she  fond  and  trne,  we  are  sweethearts,  now  yon  can  see  clearly. 

It's  my  mother,  I've  no  other,  and  she'll  always  be  my  beat  girl. 

MY  GAL'S  A  HIGH-BORN  LADY.  [ 

Parody— By  Frank  K.  Forrest. 

Send  for  Free  Catalnme  of  Sonar  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TelU 
srs.  Trick  Books,  Recitation  Book«,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Buokn. 
Stnmp  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amossmeut,  Sheet  lualc.  eie., 
to  Henry  J.  Webman,  190  f  131  Park  Kow,  New  York. 
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There  wss  to  be  a  gathering  dis  evenin',    ' 

A  regular  jubilee  and  swell  affair, 

I  was  to  marry  a  little  lady  oh  de  higheflt  estimation, 

But  she's  done  gone  an'  left  me  for  fair; 

All  de  bright  lighu  from  Thompson  street  waa  to  be  thar. 

An'  bring  along  de  presents  for  de  bride; 

As  there  wssn't  any  wedding,  now  de  salty  teara  I'se  shedding, 

I  telis  this  now  my  troubles  for  to  hide. 

CaoRns.  ; 

My  gal's  a  higb-born  lady,   born  higb,  oh,  well  now,  maybe. 
Born  on  de  roof  where  de  birds  fly  free,  nearer  to  heaven  den  she'll  ever  be: 
She's  gone,  my  heart  grows  sadder,  come  liigh,  bnt  bad  to  have  her, 
Should  yon  see  this  girl  so  free,  just  drop  a  line  to  me.  r  . 

Tole  de  preacher  man  a  bow  dat  gal  did  jilt  me. 

He  says  I  rpoee  it's  good  dat  she's  gone: 

Den  I  ask'd  him  fo'  my  money  dat  I  paid  him  In  advance,  sir. 

He  gave  me  de  laiigb  and  says  go  on; 

Don't  let  er  nothing  like  that  a  skeer  yon, 

I'll  keep  de  money  till  yer  gets  another  coon. 

And  when  yer's  done  gone  fonnd  her.  Just  tie  a  rope  aroacd  her. 

So  she  won't  get  away  and  leave  yer  soon— CAorr«. 
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\  BETTER  TIMES  ARE  COMING  BYE 

AND  BYE. 

OopyriKht,  1896,  by  Carleton,  Cavanaeh  A  Co.    EngUab  oopyrlglit  secured. 
AU  rlgtau  rewrved. 


Tlie  Word,  and  Maato  of  tlilR  Song,  arranfred  for  the  piano,  will  b«  «»nt  to  any  ad> 
drMM  p<>.t-iiaid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents,  ur  ibU  and  any  two  other  Son^s  for  One  Dollar, 
b*  Henry  J.  Weninan,  ISO  A  1S2  f  ark  Knw,  New  York.  Write  to  above  addresa  for  Free 
('«tal<>Kiio  of  Souks,  Song  Rook.,  Sbeet  Uiulc,  Qermau  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writer., 
Ureaiit  Book.,  Joke  Book.,  etc. 


Word,  and  muslo  by  Will  C.  Carleton. 


1 


There  are  times  when  tronble's  ebadow  seem  to  hover  'ronnd  our  door, 
Keeping  out  the  euusbine  which  had  made  home  brielit  before; 
But  many  a  bitter  tear  is  check'd,  and  many  a  tearful  sigh, 
tiapjirese'd  la  hopee  that  better  times  are  comiug  bye  aua  bje. 

Cbobdb. 

Better  times  are  coming  bye  and  bye, 

The  BUD  will  chase  the  shadows  from  the  sky; 

Then  hard  times  will  be  no  more,  we'll  be  liappy  AS  of  yore, 

For  better  times  are  coming  bye  and  bye. 

As  we  journey  on  life's  ocean  many  storms  may  'round  as  rise. 
Vainly  do  we  seek  a  ray  of  light  from  darken'd  skies: 
But  never  mind,  the  sun  will  shine,  then  tear-stained  cbeeks  will  dry, 
So  live  tu  Lopes  ttiat  better  times  are  coming  bye  and  bye.— Chorut. 


THE  KISSAPHONE. 

Copyright,  18«7,  by  K.  M.  WIdmer. 
All  rlKbta  reeerved. 
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Tlie  Word,  and  Hiifrioof  thl.  SonK.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  wnt  to  any  ad- 
dren,  poDtiiald,  on  rei-»ipt  of  40  cnil*;  'or  tlila  and  «ny  two  other  aoiifr.  for  One  Dollar, 
t>y  Henry  J.  Weliman,  130  A  IS2  Park  How.  New  Tork.  Write  to  above  addrem  for 
Frew  CataloKue  of  Sunirn.  Xonir  Books,  Sheet  Husic,  Oerinau  SonK  Books,  Letter 
Writer.,  Ureaiu  Books,  Joke  Book.,  etc 

Words  by  Benry  Tyrrell.     Music  by  J.  A.  SUberberK. 

The  reason  why  a  kiss  contains  so  much  felicitv. 
Is  just  because  each  pair  of  lips  is  full  of  electricity; 
It  flashes  in  the  eye,  or  in  a  smile  so  tender. 
■    And  then  the  lips  together  pressed,  produce  the  kiss  in  splendor. 

Refraik. 

Kow  this  device  is  known  by  the  name  of  kissaphone,'. 

Of  all  the 'phones  invented.  It  is  by  far  the  best; 
No  other  electricity  gives  half  as  much  felicity. 

For  love  turns  oi\  the  current,  and  the  kiss  does  the  rest. 

To  work  the  kissaphone  yon  do  not  need  a  battery. 

Nor  any  dynamo  machine  with  magnets  and  such  mattery; 

You  do  not  ring  a  t>ell,  nor  Central  call,  helloing. 

It  only  wants  a  wish,  a  sigh,  to  set  the  thing  a-going.— i7^rat<j. 

The  kissaphone  was  not  invented  by  an  Edison, 

It  never  has  been  patented,    like  a  corset,  or  a  medicine; 

It  don't  get  out  of  gear,  if  anything  is  missing. 

There  is  qo  monthly  bill  to  pay,  uor  charge  for  extra  kissing. 

—Refrain. 

The  kisMphone's  m  Qse  throaghont  the  whole  community, 
Tou  need  not  be  a  millionaire  to  have  the  opportunity; 
There's  no  more  price  to  pay  for  one  kiss,  or  for  twenty, 
So  why  not  push  the  thing  along  and  kisses  have  in  plenty. 

—Be/raitL 

WHISPER  YOUR  MOTHERS  NAME 

Parody-  By  Frank  K.  Forrert. 


WHEN   MY   LIZE  ROLLS  THE 
WHITES  OF  HER  EYES. 

Coprisht,  1W7,  by  Qeortre  L.  Spacldlng.    Entered  at  Stationer.'  Hall,  Londoo. 

The  Word,  and  Mario  of  tbi.  SonK,  arrangred  for  tiie  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
drea.,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cenu,  or  tbln  and  any  two  otber  w>Dir.  for  One  l>ollar. 
by  Henry  J.  Webroan,lSO  ft  1S8  Park  Kow,  New  ¥ork.  Write  to  above  addreM  for 
Free  Catalofrue  of  SonR-.,  Sonx  Books,  Sheet  Miulc, German  Soug  Book.,  Letter  Wrli«ra 
Uream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  musio  by  Geo.  M.  Oobao. 


Dar's  a  colored  gal,  her  name  is  Liza,  goodness  gracious,  bow  I  prize  her; 

She's  a  great  big  tantalizer,  sweet  as  she  can  be:; 
Dnrs  prettier  coons  than  me  and  bigger,  but  with  Lize  they  cat  no  flgare. 

For  she  only  loves  one  uigger,  and  that  nigger's  me. 

Cborcb. 

When  my  Lize  rolls  the  whites  of  her  eyes, 

Ev'ry  coon  who  sees  them  beam  is  nearly  crazy. 
They  all  love  this  here  lilack  turtle  dove. 

And  she's  blooming  like  a  cocoa-colored  daisy; 
But  they  know  that  she  cares  for  no  one  but  me. 

And  because  I've  won  this  prize, 
Tliey've  all  got  their  hammers  out,  and  with  Jealousy  they  pout. 

When  my  Lize  rolls  the  whiles  of  her  eyes. 

The  dead  swell  coons  don't  think  it's  proper  that  my  Lize  should  call  me  papa. 
But  she  does,  and  they  can't  stop  her.  'gainst  a  snag  they've  ran; 

Her  lieart  is  mine  and  cash  won't  boy  it,  and  while  all  those  nisgeratry  it, 
To  me,  Lize  says,  ou  the  qniet,  you're  my  only  m&u.—CAorvt, 


( 


BECAUSE  I  LOVE  YOU  SO. 


CoSyrlcht,  1896.  by  K.  U.  Widmer.    English  copyright  securMLJ 


All  rlgrht.  reserved. 
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Free   Catalofrue    of    Sontrs.   Soiiir  Books,  Sheet   Huric,  Qerroan  SoiJg   Books,  Letter  f 
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Words  and  muric  by  W.  T.  Franets. 


es; 


Send  for  Free  CataJnane  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
era.  Trick  Books.  Recltatfon  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books.  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books.  Cook  Books.  Books  of  Amnsemeut.  Sheet  Music,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehman.  190  A  ISt  Park  Kow,  New  York, 


I  waa  standing  one  day  with  Johnny  McVeigb, 

By  a  saloon  that  is  built  on  a  street. 
When  who  should  I  see  but  my  old  friend  Magee, 

Who  asked  us  both  in  to  a  treat; 
Then  in  came  a  lad,  whose  fuce  looked  so  glad. 

For  his  father  he'd  chased  the  can; 
While  Ills  father  without  to  the  lad  he  did  shout. 

And  this  we  did  all  understand: 

Chobds. 

'  If  yon  shonid  see  your  mother  when  yon  bring  back  the  can. 
Tell  her  it's  for  some  other,  and  not  for  the  old  man,  mind,  Johnny; 
Shonid  she  be  In  tlie  hallway,  whistle  ami  out  again, 
Come  to  the  window  and  call  me,  whisper  your  mother's  name." 

There  were  smiles  on  his  face  as  he  passed  out  the  place. 

For  his  can  it  was  filled  to  the  top; 
Siiys  I,  "That  is  a  joy  for  to  have  Buch  a  boy. 

That  would  carry  that  home  to  his  pop." 
We  soon  passed  down  the  street,  and  the  boy  we  did  meet. 

With  companions  all  jolly  and  gay. 
They  had  drunk  up  the  can  and  Ignored  the  old  man. 

Of  whom  we  so  shortly  heard  say; — Chorus. 


Whene'er  I  titke  yonr  hand  in  mine,  sweetheart. 

And  gaze  intx)  the  depth  of  your  dear  eyes. 
With  all  the  world  and  its  great  wealth  I'd  part: 

To  know  the  meaning  which  their  glance  impll 
To  feel  that  just  one  bit  of  love  expressed, 

Was  meant  for  me  and  this  poor  lot  of  mine. 
Would  turn  my  song  of  passion  unconfessed. 

To  paean  of  a  love  tlial's  most  divine. 

Cbobub. 

Because,  because  I  love  yon  so. 
Because,  because  I  love  you  so; 
Ajid  all  the  world  forgotten  whene'er  I  think  bow  much  I  love 

Whene'er  yon  smile  upon  me  life  seems  blest. 

As  is  the  rose  with  dew  at  early  mom ; 
That  trembles  with  delight  yet  fears  she  lest 

YoLi  pass  her  hy  upon  yonr  way  in  scorn; 
Whene'er  you  frown  iinhappiness  is  mine. 

Despair  sits  crowned  a  king  upon  bis  throne; 
But  through  all  time  my  heart  Is  wholly  thine. 

My  all  in  all,  my  hope,  my  ev'ry  ovin.—  Choru§. 


TAKE  BACK  YOUR  GOLD. 


Parody-By  Frank  K.  Forrest. 


Send  for  Free  Catalngue  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  FoHane  Ten. 
era.  Trick  Books,  Recltatk>n  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Stamp  Speeches.  Irish  Sonff  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  AmuMmeut,  Sheet  Music.  ete~ 
to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  A  US  Park  Row,  New  'fork. 

I  Baw  a  man  and  woman  on  a  lively  city  street, 

'Twas  np  around  the  Tenderloin,  yon  know. 
And  when  I  got  up  closer,  then  I  heard  the  woman  speak, 

*'Tou  wonldii't  lock  me  up  without  a  show; 
I  only  asked  yon,  sir,  the  time,  like  anyone  would  do, 

I  thought  'twas  growing  late" — he  shook  bis  bead. 
She  gave  to  bim  her  wallet,  said.  "Baby,  that's  for  yon,'* 

He  looked  it  over  carefully  and  said  : 

Cbokds. 

"Take  back  yonr  gold,  yon've  not  enough  to  bny  me. 

Take  back  your  change  you  got  at  Coney  Isle:  .y 

Come  now  with  me,  for  Chapman  he  would  guy  me, 
.  And  make  yourself  at  home  for  a  while." 

They  walked  on  to  the  station,  and  to  jolly  bim  did  say, 

"I'm  a  stranger  in  the  city,  that  is  true;'* 
And  the  more  she  tried  to  jolly  him,  bis  answer  was,  "Nay,  nay, 

My  little  lady,  Chapman's  on  to  yon; 
Now  don't  liegin  to  tell  me  you're  a  saleslady  and  so, 

For  that's  l^n  done  and  very  often  tried. 
The  coin  that  yon  would  give  me.  It's  not  enoogh  of  dongb," 

He  Bcorued  the  gift  the  second  time  and  cried:— CAoriM. 
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CUTE    LITTLE    TADS    IN    JEANS. 

Copyricbt,  1S9&,  by  JelUffe  &  BeanL 

The  WoMaand  Uiudcof  thIsSontt,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  tent  to  any  ad- 
reai.  p<>«t-paid,  on  receipt  of  V>  <^iit«i  or  this  and  any  two  other  Bonir*  for  One  Unllar, 
by  Henry  jT  Wehraan.  l.ld*  IS*  Park  Uow,  Nfw  York;  or  «S*87  E.  Madleon  8t  .CIiUkko. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ahove  addresw-B  for  Kiee  CataloKue  of  8on|{r,  Himtr  Uuoki, 
Sheet  Uuatc.  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Wi Iters.  Uieani  Books,  Joke  Books,  rtc. 


Words  by  C.  A.  Beard.    Music  by  W.  T.  JelUffe. 

Two  little  tads  with  sun-browned  faces,  ai^low  with  the  mirth  of  piny, 
Dreesed  in  blue  jeans,  lilce  the  fad  cinbnicei*,  were  playing  tau  o'er  the  way; 
Proud  were  they  In  Karments  like  daddy's— caid  one,  '•  I'm  a  IjIr  man  nowl 
Ob,  let's  play  that  wv  are  sectioa  Paddles,  and  wnrl<  lilie  Mister  McDow," 
So  on  went  the  impersonation,  gtiilelees  of  the  drama  of  life. 
People  passing,  wicti  adiuiratioo,  Kreeted  the  mimicers  of  strife. 

Choihtb. 
Little  boy  biae,  how  do  yon  do?  cuie  little  tads  in  jeans, 
playing  together  in  golden  weather,  dressed  l>eyona  their  teens; 
Precocious  youths,  in  garments  of  toil,  whilini;  away  childhood's  dreams. 
Never  thiuliiug  of  strife,  ia  after  life,  as  tlie  sequel  to  blue  jeans. 

Two  brawny  men,  with  fiardsbip's  traces,  showing  reverses  in  life. 
Were  toiling  alike  in  diff'rent  places,  while  dreams  of  tlieir  youth  were  rife; 
Fortune  brought  them  together  one  day,  and  each  heart  pulsed  with  joy's  i)can(». 
But  Joy  fled  at  thought  of  each  one's  array,  for  both  were  garbed  in  bhu-  jeans; 
Reflections  of  youth  sprang  in  their  minds,  of  when  they  both  wore  jeans  in  play; 
A  Change  from  pride  their  meeting  defines— than  when  people  used  lu  say  -.—  Cho. 


WAITING    AT    THE    DOOR-STEP. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Qraham. 


8b«  waited  at  the  door-step  of  a  mansion  grt^nd  and  fair, 

The  night  was  cold  and  cold  the  world  to  her; 
No  one  seemed  to  care  for  the  little  woman  there, 

Alth<>ni;h  they  heard  her  pleading,  help  me,  sir; 
Another  she  said,  Tom's  home;  I  liiiow  he  knows  that  I  am  here, 

And  yet  he  will  not  come  to  heip  me  now. 
Why  do  yon  turn  me  from  you,  Tom,  to  you  I  once  wasdear; 

My  boy  and  I  mnst.live— please  tell  me  buwF 

Chorvs. 

Waiting  at  the  door-step  there,  a  loving  mother  pleaded, 

She  had  a  little  baby  on  her  Icnee. 
Pass  on,  was  all  they  said,  Tom  with  yon  will  never  wed. 

And  hopes  your  face  again  be  will  not  see. 

Old  mem'ries  came  before  her  as  she  slowly  walked  away, 

A  poor,  disheartened  woman  with  her  boy; 
She  must  bear  her  shame,  although  she  was  not  to  blame; 

She  knew  that  she  had  been  a  rich  man's  toy; 
They  would  not  even  see  her,  though  she  came  from  far  away. 

For  wealth  and  fashion  had  no  place  for  her; 
Disgraced  at  home,  an  outcast  in  a  poor-house  she  must  stay, 

Altbougli  she  bambly  said,  please  help  me,  6\i.—  C/iorut. 


ONLY    A   BUNCH    OF   VIOLETS. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Alice  M.  Reynolds. 


While  riding  in  t  street  car,  one  lialmy,  hricht,  spring  day, 

I  chanced  to  note  a  crippled  child,  who  sat  just  'cross  the  way; 

His  sad,  gaunt  face,  and  clothing  bure,  which  I  at  once  could  see. 

Said  more  trian  any  language  of  dire  poverty; 

The  child's  face,  as  I  read  it,  was  not  like'other  boys: 

No  happiness  was  written  tliere,  no  trace  of  childish  jo^s: 

Into  the  car  came  a  lady,  whose  fuce  was  briL'ht  and  fair; 

A  bnncb  of  flowers  adorned  her  breast,  their  fragrance  filled  the  air. 

Cborcb. 

*Twas  only  a  bunch  of  violets,  only  a  child's  sad  face. 

That  wakened  a  feeling  in  each  one's  heart  which  time  can  ne'er  efface. 

Only  a  bunch  of  violets,  their  mission  was  filled  with  joy; 

They  made  the  world  seem  brighter  to  the  poor  little  crippled  boy. 

All  eyes  were  turned  upon  the  child  as,  with  npheavine  breast. 

He  seemed  to  draw  the  fragrance  of  the  flowers  from  their  nest; 

The  craving  of  that  childish  heart  no  tongue  hath  power  to  tell; 

He  turned  and  said,  "  Please,  lady,  may  I  have  Just  one  smell f  " 

Then,  with  a  sob,  she  gave  the  flowers  to  the  boy; 

He  pressed  them  to  his  bosom,  his  fuce  lit  up  with  joy. 

The  hearts  of  all  beat  faster— while  truv'llne  through  life's  way 

They'll  ne'er  forget  the  crippled  child,  nor  the  lesson  taught  that  day. —  CAort(«. 


— "  Where  were  you  when  your  rich  uncle  died?" 
cold,  where  I  still  am."' — Syracuse  Pout. 


Out  in  the 


:._^^. 


WHEREVER    THOU    ART. 
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Words  by  J.  Cbeerer  Qoodwin.    iloslo  by  Ladwig  Englaender. 

Where'er  thou  art,  in  my  constant  heart,  mem'ries  sweet  shall  abide 
Uf  the  days  when  love's  rosy  maze  we  purcued,  side  by  side; 
In  their  sp«'ll  I,  content,  will  <l«eil,  though  apart  we  may  be: 
For  each  thought,  with  affection  fraught,  fondly  turns,  love,  to  thee; 
Time  shall  never  our  hearts  sever;  by  love's  matiic  united  forever, 
Warmly  glowing,  fonder  growing,  they  the  trammels  of  space  defy! 

Doubt  no  more,  love;  fear  t-ive  o'er,  love; 

'I'hee,  and  only  thee,  do  I  adore,  love; 

Ever  dearer,  ever  nearer;  thine,  and  thine  alone,  am  II 

Wliere'er  thou  art.  In  my  constant  heart  niein'ries  sweet  shall  abide; 

or  the  days  when  love's  rosy  maze  we  pursued,  side  by  side; 

In  their  spell  I'm  content  to  dwell,  though  apart  we  may  be: 

Fur  each  thought,  with  affection  fraught,  fondly  turns,  love,  to  thcel 

Though  the  days  be  long  and  dreary,  I'll  not  weary 

Willi  sunny  hope  to  cheer  me;  I'll  fancy  thou  art  near  me. 

In  my  dreams  again  behold  thee,  in  my  arms  fold  (bee; 

Hear  thy  voice  to  mine  replying,  whisper  vows  of  love  andying. 

By  thy  smile  my  tears  thon'lt  banish,  fears  shall  vanish. 

While  love's  sweet  story  olden  turns  gloomy  thoughts  to  golden; 

Oh,  the  joy,  beyond  all  measure! 

Blissful  pleasure,  when  I  hear  in  softest  tone, 

"  I  am  thine,  and  thine  alone!  " 

The  piist  and  its  sorrows  forgotten  shall  be; 

But  enilk-ss  to-morrows  of  rapture  we'll  see. 

Where'er  thou  art,  in  my  constant  heart  mem'ries  sweet  shall  abide 

Of  the  days  when  love's  rosy  raase  we  pursued,  side  by  side; 

III  their  spiell  I,  content,  will  dwell,  tho'  apart  we  may  be: 

For  each  thought,  with  affection  fraught,  fondly  turns,  my  love,  to  thee. 


HIS    PARLOR    MAY    NOT    BE 
THE    G-RANDEST. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  8.  Miller. 


There's  many  a  home  in  wliich  grandeur  Is  shown 

Where  luxury  and  wealth,  too,  abound: 
But  with  all  of  their  luxury  how  little  is  known 

or  liappiiiess  seldom  there  found: 
But  for  happiness  take  the  mechanic  to-day. 

Whose  house  is  his  palace  and  tlirone. 
He's  happier,  by  far,  than  the  roost  of  them  are. 

And  be  lives  in  a  workingmau's  home. 

Chorus. 

Though  his  parlor  may  not  be  the  grandest. 

It's  cheerful  and  bright  thoneh  for  all; 
There's  alwave  a  welcome  awaiting 

For  any  ola  friend  who  may  call. 
And,  at  night,  when  his  meal  it  is  over, 

A  romp  with  the  baby  alone. 
While  the  wife  she  xtands  by,  with  a  smile  in  her  eye, 

She's  tlie  pride  of  a  workingman's  home. 

His  table  is  plain,  yet  he  doesn't  complain, 

You're  welcome  to  share  what  he's  got; 
And  he  covets  not  luxury,  nor  asks  for  the  same. 

Contented  is  he  with  his  lot: 
And  then  should  a  wand'rer,  of  assistance  in  need. 

But  call,  or  from  Imnger  alone, 
Be's  never  abused,  and  lie's  never  refused. 

At  the  door  of  a  workingman's  home.— Chorut. 

Hie  iionse  may  he  small,  though  It's  tidy  for  all. 

Devoid  of  liixnry  so  rare: 
And  he  cares  not  for  splendor,  but  If  yon  ebonld  call. 

Real  happiness  yon  will  flna  there. 
There's  no  tapestries  hang  in  his  parlor  or  hall. 

No  pictures  of  art  are  there  shown; 
His  pictures,  so  worn,  are  of  loved  ones  that's  gone 

Evermore  from  a  workingman's  home.—C/iortu. 


—As  It  Is  in  Boston.— Little  Waldo:  "Oh,  mamma,  iust  see 
how  that  dog  pants!"  Mrs.  Backay:  "Waldo,  I  siiall  Lave  to 
correct  you  severely  unless  you  stop  using  the  word  pants.  Say 
trousers."  i 

—Mrs.  Poore:    "Why,  Jabez!  what's  the  matter?"   Farmer 
Poore:  "Oh!  nothing  now.     I  got  it  out.     But,  say,  Marindy,  is, 
this  a  free  country  when  a  man  can't  go  barefoot  in  his  own  house 
without  being  bothered  by  the  income  tacks?  " 
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Words  and  music  by  Oussie  L.  Daiia. 


L-; 


Tlie  music  hall  was  crowded  ill  a  city  o'er  the  8«a, 

And  brilliant  lii;btB  were  burning  ev'rywhere, 
The  BoiiKB  and  witty  8ayln)!;a  filled  the  andience  with  glee, 

Pnr  the  miDBtrels  frum  ilie  Sunny  South  were  there. 
A  miiiBtrel  sang  a  8ong  about  bis  old  plantation  home, 

Down  upon  the  Swannee  River  far  away; 
Then  h  gray-haired,  aged  darkey  eat  in  sadness  and  in  gloom, 

He  rose,  and  this  is  what  they  heard  him  say: 

Rkfraim. 
Sing  again  that  sweet  refrain,  "Dar's  where  the  old  folks  stay;" 
It  taliee  ine  back  to  slav'ry  days,  before  I  was  sold  away; 
Along  dfSwuiinee  River  banlcs,  dar'e  where  I  used  to  roam: 
NowB  IVe  old  and  gray  und  fur  away,  "far  from  the  old  folks  at  home.'' 

The  minstrel  sang  the  song  again, ^nd  eves  grew  dim  witli  tears. 

The  Mged  ilarkey  sat  willi  head  Ik) wed  low; 
And  something  iu  his  heart  iiwoke  that  6laml>ered  there  for  years, 

"Twas  the  memory  of  a  mother  long  ago. 
The  play  let  out  to  loud  applause,  and  when  the  cartaiti  fell, 

The  darkey  slowly  totteieil  on  his  way: 
Thinking  of  the  sweet-voiced  singer,  and  the  song  he'd  sang  so  well. 

Thinking  of  the  song  that  made  him  rise  and  say :— i^^rain. 


I  LOVE  HER  JUST  THE  SAME. 


Copyright,  ISM,  hy  Chas.  E.  Harris. 
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SWEET  ANTOINETTE. 


■^ 


Copyrlffttt,  last,  by  Spaoldlofr  ft  Gray.    Entered  at  BUttonsn'  Ball,  Londoo. 


AH  rights  reserved. 


The  word*  and  muiic  of  this  sone,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any 
address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40  cent*;  or  this  and   any  twootlier  aoiiir*  f or  Oiis 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  &  1S£  Park  Row.  New  York.    Write  to  alwve  addrsM 
for  Free  Catalotrue  of  Sonr«,  Song  Books,   Sheet  Maslc,  Oennau  0oug  Books,  Letter  i 
Writers,  Dreaui  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  music  by  William  Benson  Qray. 

Within  my  heart  a  secret  lies, 

A  secret  that  I  long  to  tell. 
While  fondly  gazing  iu  the  eyes, 

Of  one  whose  charins  around  me  dwell; 
And  though  I've  often  tried  to  tell  the  talc. 

The  hour  I've  of  ten  tried  to  set. 
My  heart  and  courage  humbly  fall, 

To  say,  I  love  thee,  Antoinette. 

Refrain. 
Sweet  Antoinette,  the  brightest  star  within  my  heart,  Indsed  yon  are; 
My  only  thought  since  first  we  met,  I  love  alone  sweet  Aotoluette. 

I  love  yon,  not  because  you're  fair, 

Nor  for  your  actions  so  demure; 
I  love  you,  not  your  joys  to  share. 

But  for  your  soul  so  goo<i  and  pure. 
In  vain  I've  tried  to  tell  my  love  to  thee. 

And  when  the  snu  of  life  has  set. 
My  farewell  worda  to  earth  will  be: 

I  love  but  thee,  sweet  Antoinette.— i7«<irai»' 


THE  PASTOR^S  RESIGNATION. 
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Words  and  music  by  Chas.  K.  Harris. 


Within  an  humble  cottage  sits  a  broken-hearted  man. 

His  little  girl  is  sobbing  on  his  knee; 
A  letter  on  the  table  tells  the  same  old  plaintive  tale, 

She's  left  her  home  with  all  itsi>overty. 
He  holds  his  darling  in  his  arms,  looks  at  her  tearful  face, 

'Perhaps,  my  child,  your  mother's  not  to  blame. 
The  path  to  sin  she's  taken,  her  loved  ones  are  forsaken, 

Dou't  cry,  my  dear,  I  love  her  Just  the  same." 

Chorus. 

"I  love  her,  yes,  I  love  her  just  the  same. 
Although  she's  fled  and  has  disgraced  my  name; 
Though  she's  gone  wiili  another,  she's  still  my  baby's  mother, 
And  1  love  her,  yes,  I  love  her,  just  the  same." 
The  music's  softly  playing  in  a  ball-room,  oh,  so  grand. 

The  lights  are  flashing  on  the  dancers  fair; 
There's  no  thought  of  the  'morrow  in  that  gay  and  giddy  crowd, 

Whose  heartleea  laughter  rings  upon  the  air. 
Tet  there  is  one  amid  the  throng,  who  once  was  pure  and  true. 

But  now  whose  jiallid  face  speaks  of  her  shame; 
She's  thinking  of  her  loved  ones,  of  baby,  home  and  husband. 
Will  he  forgive  and  love  her  just  the  same.— C%oru«. 

The  father  and  his  little  girl  came  to  that  city  grand. 

They  searched  for  many  days,  but  all  in  vain; 
They're  looking  for  a  loved  one,  whom  they  never  can  forget. 

To  bring  her  back  to  home  and  friends  again. 
They  liear  a  scream,  what  can  it  mean,  the  child  cries  out,  "Mamma!" 

His  wife  is  kneeling  at  his  feet  iu  shame; 
She  cries,  "Oh,  Joim,  forgive  me;  I  know  that  I've  been  guilty, 

For  baby's  sake,  please  take  me  home  again."— CAoi-ui. 


MAGGIE  MAGUIRE. 
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Words  and  music  by  Oussie  L.  Davis. 


The  aged  pastor  bowed  his  head  within  the  altar  rails, 
His  hand  were  tremulous  with  age,  bis  siclit  and  hearing  fails; 
But  now  the  leaders  of  the  church,  the  influential  clan. 
Had  called  on  him  to  yield  his  place,  to  hold  a  younger  man,    - 
In  tears  he  spoke  of  mem'ries  sweet,  of  dim  and  disiant  days, 
or  forty  years  of  constant  toil,  of  pain  and  prayer  and  praise. 
Of  Children  christened  by  his  hand,  who  stood  before  lilm  still, 
While  some  reposed  beneath  the  flowers  upon  the  dlsunt  hiil, 

Rkfrain. 

Sad  was  the  scene,  many  eyes  filled  with  tears; 
Asked  to  resign  where  he'd  preached  forty  vears; 
He  gave  them  his  blessing,  in  tones  soft  and  kind. 
And  fond  hearts  were  aching  when  the  pastor  resigned. 

The  saddened  people  silent  sat  as  he  resumed  his  chair. 
While  ritys  of  sunshine  softly  fell  and  played  upon  his  hair; 
The  organ  broke  the  silence  then,  with  sweetly  solemn  roll. 
With  "Rock  of  Ages,"  old,  yet  new,  to  every  saddeut-d  soni; 
The  people  rose  lo  l>e  dismissed,  the  pastor  lingert-d  still, 
A~d  smiling,  looked  out  at  the  graves  upon  the  distant  hill. 
But  when  they  sought,  with  gentle  touch,  to  wake  the  mnsing  mtotf. 
They  foand  that  death  had  called  blm  home,  their  pastor  had  resided. 

—Befrttin, 


OLD  JIM'S  CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 
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All  right*  reserved. 
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By  Harry  Castling  and  Wm.  B.  Orav. 


Of  pretty  girls  the  singers  sing,  and  poets  of  them  write. 
But  Jimmy  Johnson  lias  a  girl,  who's  simply  "out  of  sight;" 
Indoors  or  out,  he  raves  about  tlieir  liappy  wedding  day. 
And  seated  by  her  side  each  night,  he'll  take  her  hand  and  say: 

Chorus. 

Oht  Maggie  Macnlre,  believe  me,  my  girl,  I  adore  yoa; 

My  heart's  all  afire,  and  I'll  do  anything  for  yon; 

Name  tlie  day,  dou't  turn  me  away,  I'm  lonely  when  yon  roam; 

Suy  you'll  be  true,  and  I'll  marry  you  as  soon  as  I  buy  the  home. 

They  often  liavea  quarrel,  just  like  others,  lier  and  Jim, 
And  then  for  days  she'll  pass  him  by,  won't  even  nod  to  bim; 
Somehow  they  always  "make  up,"  though,  wheu  Jimmy  to  her  bring! 
A  little  present,  which  he  gives,  as  pleadingly  he  sings:— CAorus. 


Words  and  music  by  Wm.  B.  Qraj. 

Old  Jim  was  a  character,  well-known  about  the  town. 

From  singing  in  the  villaige  church  he'd  gained  a  great  renown; 

To  hear  him  sing  each  Sunday  morn,  to  church  the  good  folks  came. 

But  soon  he  drifted  downward  to  a  drunkard's  life  of  shame; 

Tlioneh  years  had  passed  since  poor  old  Jim  from  church  I. ad  stayed  away. 

He  told  the  parson  he  would  sing  that  coming  Christmas  c^ay; 

When  Christmas  came  within  that  church  there  sat  in  every  seat 

A  saddened  heart  when  Jim  arose  and  sang  so  soft  and  sweet: 

Cbobus. 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me,  each  eye  with  tears  was  dim; 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me,  that  was  old  Jim's  Christmas  hymn. 

Christmas  days  will  come  and  go,  and  so  will  Christmas  bymns, 

But  never  will  there  be  a  s<ing  to  equal  that  of  Jim's: 

The  song  of  "Rock  of  Ages"  all  thro'  life  had  been  bis  choice: 

For  wlien  a  child  'twas  taught  bitn  bv  his  dear  old  mother's  voice;  i 

Within  those  same  ola  sacred  walls,  in  Christian  songs  of  praise. 

His  voice  hail  oft  been  heurd  before,  since  early  childhood  days;  ,    / 

But  sweeter  far  than  ever  It  was  now  to  that  great  throng,  \ 

When  gathered  there  on  Christmas  mom,  to  liear  Jim  sing  bis  Mng.— CTUilW 
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A  LIFE  S  REgRET. 
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Words  and  munic  by  Kuitene  Ellsworth. 


I 


Two  tovert  quarreled  and  pitrted  many  years  ago. 

And  eacii  lived  broken-hearted  throngh  yeura  of  pain  and  woe; 

Each  one  the  other  lonued  to  see,  bat  each  one  vowed  It  could  not  be, 

For  pride  had  issued  its  dfCiee,  tliai  they  siinuld  live  apart. 

One  liny  tlie  man  lay  stricken  in  sickness  and  In  pain. 

He  lon[;ed  to  have  liis  sweetlieart  beside  hini  just  once  acain: 

His  love  for  her  had  never  died,  he  Cnst  aside  tils  foolish  pride, 

Ttiough  weak  ttieae  words  tu  write  he  tried,  to  his  iweettaeart. 

Chorus. 

"My  darllni;,  yonr  iweet  faco  I  see.  as  In  tbo«e  swet-t  days  long  aco. 
When  we  were  hotli  happy  and  free,  and  never  had  known  pain  or  woe:  [pain, 
We  quarreled,  love,  when  last  we  met,  and  my  heart  has  ne  er  t>eeii  free  from 
My  life  has  been  one  long  regret,  so  iiasten  and  come  back  again." 

The  girl,  tlioagh  many  miles  away,  always  thoneht  of  lilm, 

8lie  saw  thronuh  all  those  weary  years  how  foolish  she  had  been; 

She  saw  that  both  Imd  been  to  blame,  her  love  for  him  was  still  the  same; 

With  mingled  tenrs  of  joy  and  shame  she  hastened  to  his  side; 

But  ere  she  renched  her  dear  one's  side  his  life  had  passed  away, 

A  sacrifice  to  foolish  pride  all  silent  In  death  be  lay; 

He'd  ne'er  retarn,  the  die  was  cast,  and  while  ber  tears  were  falling  fast. 

Site  read  these  words,  that  were  his  last  before  be  died:— C'Aor-u*. 


PRETTY  MAUDE  G-ILHGQLEY. 

C'opyriglit,  1S97,  by  Coupon  Uuslc  Pub.  Co. 
All  riirhts  reserved. 


The  words  and  mnsic  of  thin  sontr,  arranirei  for  the  plann,  will  be  sent  to  any 
adilreM,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40  centn;  or  this  and  any  two  other  aonfts  for  One 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Weliman.  1.<I0  &  132  Park  Row,  New  Tork.  Write  to  above  address 
for  Kree  Catalotrue  of  S'tntrn,  Souk  Books,  Sheet  Music,  German  HunR  Books,  Letter 
W  Titers,  bream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Clias.  F.  Pidgin.    Music  by  O.  M.  Blanaford. 
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Pretty  Mande  Gilhooley  was  a  darling  little  girl. 
The  kind  that  keeps  a  fellow's  heart  in  a  constant  fret  and  whirl; 
We  drove  together,  swam  togetlier,  and  hiked  together,  too. 
But  I  coaidu't  get  sweet  Maude  to  say  "Jobn  Heury,  I  lov«  yoa." 

Chokub. 

Bat  I  won  her  in  tlie  moonllubt.  as  we  strolled  npon  the  sand, 
Mv  good  right  nrm  was  round  her  waist.  I  clasped  her  tiny  hand; 
"Be  mine,  '  1  cried,  "or  I'll  jump  in  and  wid  Old  Neptnnes  danghter," 
"I'm  yours,"  she  said,  "I'll  save  your  life,  yon  never  did  like  water." 

Pretty  Mande  Gllliooley  my  dinr  wife  has  been  a  year, 
Tiiat  I'll  be  baiikrapt  very  soon  is  my  constant  dread  and  fear; 
Site  dresses  in  the  style  tiiat's  latest,  ber  bats  are  works  of  art. 
But  yet  I  am  not  a  happy  mun,  my  darling  has  no  beart 

Chorus. 
9iaDe  I  won  her  In  the  moonlight,  as  we  strolled  npon  the  sands. 
Mm  good  right  arm  was  roand  her  waist,  I  clasped  her  tiny  band: 
"Be  mine,"  I  cried,  "or  I'll  jump  In  and  wed  Old  Neptnne's  daiiEliter." 
"I'm  yours,"  she  said,  "I'll  save  your  life,  yoa  never  did  like  water." 

Pretty  Mande  Gilhooley  Is  a  fashion  plate  no  more, 

Tlie  banks  all  bnrst  and  I  did,  too,  and  wa  went  throngli  Poverty's  door; 

She  washes  clotlies  and  sand  I  shovel,  the  water  flows  like  i)«er. 

Be  ricb  man  againf  not  if  I  could,  she  never  was  so  dear— 2d  Chonu. 


ALL  LIFE  LONG. 
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Words  by  Harry  S.  Miller.    Music  by  H.  W.  Petri*. 

"Will  yonr  love  constant  be?"  asked  a  sweet  yonng  maid. 
"Could  yon  think  eiime  of  me  as  the  past?"  she  saiii. 
And  in  years  tnat  may  Cume,  when  sweet  youth  mast  fade. 
Could  I  know  future  so?    Ah,  yes,  you  may  oay 

Refrain. 
All  life  long  I  will  love  yon,  sweetheart,  only  yon; 
All  life  loni;  I  will  guide  thee,  darlins;,  only  yon; 
All  life  long;  believe  me,  all  that  I  say  is  trne. 
Hear  my  vow:  Then  aa  now;  ah,  yesi  all  life  long. 

"When  old  age  bids  me  bow,  and  all  hennty  gone. 

Will  yon  love  tiien  as  now,  be  f  iie  sume  sweet  song? 

And  each  kiss  on  my  brow  be  as  ever  warm? 

Could  I  know  fntnre  so?    Ah,  yes,  yoa  may  nj\—Refrcdn. 


YOUR  LOVE  WILL  BRING-  ME 
BACK  AG-AIN. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  H.  R    Basler. 
All  rlirhts  reserved. 
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Words  and  music  by  Horace  R.  Basler. 


I  leave  lo-nigbt,  ob,  do  not  weep,  this  parting  gives  me  pain, 
I  dreiid  the  hoor  as  any  can,  anu  I'll  soon  retnrn  again; 
But  duty  calls,  I  must  obey,  though  it  almost  breaks  my  heart 
To  leave  )oa,  dear,  my  love,  to  stray  on  lands  so  far  apart. 

Chorus. 
Yonr  love  will  bring  me  back  airaln,  I  conld  not  see  yon  pine. 
No  beart  so  pure  as  thine,  my  dear,  shall  grieve  thro'  cause  of  mine: 
So  place  your  hand  in  mine,  love,  I'll  kiss  nuiiv  that  tenr. 
And  hruatbe  a  prayer  to  One  above,  and  beg  Him  stay  thy  fear. 

Come  place  yoar  hand  in  mine,  sweet  love,  a  gift  I  liave  for  tiiee, 
I'll  place  it  on  thy  finger  there,  kiinlly  wear  it  then,  for  me. 
It  seals  the  vow  I  made  to  yon,  love,  beneath  that  old  oak  tree. 
And  witb  it  I  will  leave  my  heart,  while  I  am  o'er  the  sea.— C'Ao»-tr«. 

Now,  one  sweet  kiss  and  I  must  go,  farewell,  my  own  dear  one. 
And  ev'ry  hour  I'll  tliink  of  thee,  love,  for  soon  ttie  day  will  come 
When  I'll  be  at  your  side  agaiu,  and  once  more  you'll  smile  on  me, 
'Till  then,  farewelll  farewell!  sweetheart,  my  little  bride  to  l>e  —Chorus. 


HUSH 


CopyriKbt,  IMC,  by  Pai  k  Music  Co. 
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Words  by  Mattle  Marr.    Music  by  Billy  Fisher. 


I  see  a  grey  coon  in  de  corn,  sleep,  baby,  sleep, 
I  iieaii  de  massa  lilow  iiis  horn,  sleep,  baliy,  su^p; 
I  see  a  niggah  at  <le  grey  coot:  slioot, 
I  heab  de  echo  of  <le  old  horn's  toot. 
An'  I  beali  an  owl  in  de  wildwood  boot. 
Sleep,  baby  sleep.     OhI  s-s-b-h 

Refraik. 

Goto  sleep,  my  darling  bahy  hoy. 

Go  to  sleep,  you  nre  my  pride  and  joy; 

Go  to  sleep  and  close  your  little  eyes. 

For  they'll  all  keep  watch  of  you  up  In  the  skies. 

Alligator  grnntin'  in  de  ole  hayon,  sleep,  baby,  sleep, 
At  a  fat  pig  a-flehiu'  in  de  flue,  sleep,  baby,  sleep; 
Bis  teetli  dey  am  l)ig,  an'  wide,  an'  white. 
An'  he  am  a-chncklin'  at  de  tireat  big  bite 
He  IS  gwine  to  liave  off  dat  pig  to-nluht. 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep.    OhI  s-e-h-h— i?«/ratn. 

I  heah  de  old  wild  geese  a-flyin'  by,  sleep,  baby,  sleep, 

De  air  am  a-ringin'  wId  dere  loud  cry,  sleep,  baby,  sleep; 

It's  gwine  to  he  cole,  bnt  yon  am  sung. 

As  de  little  hoppin'  lizard  an'de  big  June  bug. 

So  I'll  leab  yoa  now  wid  a  gootl-nlght  hug. 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep.    OhI  s-s-b-h— A^jfrain. 


DAINTY,  SAINTLY  ERICA. 
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Words  and  muxlc  by  Eiifrene  Ellsworth. 


Oil,  for  away  over  in  Sweden  dwells  a  maid  I  long  to  see. 
In  a  dear  little  garden  of  Eden,  8h>-  Is  waiting  there  for  me; 
Her  face  ami  her  form  are  liotli  saintly,  and  hersoal  It  is  the  ■ame, 
With  a  neat  little  foot,  ob,  so  dainty,  and  Erica  is  her  name. 

CnoRUs. 
Dainty,  saintly  Bricn.  I  love  you. 
Search  o'er  all  America,  there's  none  so  tme. 
As  my  little  Sweilish  lass,  with  her  eyea  of  blae. 
Dainty,  saintly  Erica,  I  love  you. 

Her  parents  are  both  of  them  wealthy,  while  my  own  are  poor  and  old. 
So  far  from  her  side  I  bave  labored  till  I  now  liave  wealth  and  gold; 
I'll  sail  littck  at  once  to  old  Sweden,  and  I'll  take  a  weddini;  ring 
To  tier  in  her  garden  of  Bden,  and  these  are  the  words  I'll  sing;  — 6'Aor'«'. 
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Words  by  Lawrence  Oxenford.    Music  by  Tlteo.  H.  Northrup. 


Just  oDc  uigbt,  dear,  you  remember  where  leaves  hid  the  trickling  brook? 
There  we  met,  dear,  in  uur  Maying:  hid  from  view  in  our  cusey  nook; 
There  we  vowed  that  we  were  lovers;  and  no  tongue  could  our  love  diBguise, 
And  the  earth  seemed  as  a  beaveu,  ae  we  looked  iu  the  starry  skies. 

Chords. 
Ahl  love,  do  you  remember,  you  were  my  darling, 
1  was  your  lover,  in  the  diiye  of  Maying  time,  dear. 
And  we  breathed  f  teruni  vows  of  love; 

Jnst  one  night,  in  October,  love's  golden  dream  bad  come  in  our  Maying; 
And  we  vowed  tlmt  we  would  love  eiich  other, 
Love's  golden  dream  was  fulfilled  iu  our  Maying  time. 

I  remember  of  the  night,  dear,  that  you  gave  me  your  love  for  aye; 
How  we  trod  in  airy  caeiles,  as  we  looked  in  the  moonlit  sky ; 
How  we  loved  each  otiier,  darling,  with  a  love  pure  as  heaven  above; 
'i'lien  the  weary  hours  of  parting,  'till  we  met  to  renew  our  love. — Chortm. 


SWEET    POTATO,    HOE    CAKE 
AND    POSSUM. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  The  Keenan  PublishinK  Company. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Oilmore  &  Leonard. 


Tub  Johnson  lives  away  down  South,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum ; 
Where  the  alligators  Inive  such  liig  mouths,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  find  possum; 
When  the  moon  am  8hinin>;  bright,  swuet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  po«8iim; 
Couus  are  out  both  day  and  night  for  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  poxsuni 

Cborcs. 

Does  yon  love  your  sweet  potato,  does  yon  love  your  hoe  cake,  too; 

Does  you  love  your  possum,  niggerf  Oh,  my  Lord,  I'd  die  for  jou.~- Dance. 

Dat  little  thing  he  am  so  cnnning,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum; 
You'd  think  hiin  dead  when  he'eonly  fiinniiig,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  a  possum; 
He  Ilea  still  upon  the  gronnd,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum; 
Wheu  you  turn  your  back  hecau'tbe  found,  sweet  potato,  hoecake  and  possum. 

— Chorus. 
Every  coon  was  seated  down,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum; 
When  dnt  possum  passed  around,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  andpoesnm; 
Nigcers  lips  l)«gan  to  swell,  swt-et  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possnm; 
Wlieii  dut  possum  they  did  smell,  saeet  potato,  hoecake  and  poeaam.—  Chotui. 

pop  Johnson  am  a  mifihty  Rood  cook,  sweet  potato,  hoc  cake  and  possum; 
Hk's  black  as  the  devil,  but  he  knows  his  book,  sweet  potato,  hoe  case  A  possum; 
Hear  deni  coons  yell  with  delight,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum; 
Dur's  a  hoe-cake  party  held  to-night,  sweet  potato,  hoe  cake  and  possum.  -CAo. 


V     FROM    HOVEL    TO    MANSION. 

C  Copyright,  1896,  by  W.  p.  Chase. 
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Words  and  Music  by  W.  P.  Chase. 


In  a  mis'rable  hovel  in  lower  New  York 

Lived  a  poor  little  motherless  boy; 
His  fiitlier  a  drunkard,  bis  clothes  tattered  rags. 

Indeed  life  to  him  was  no  joy; 
,    But  even  to  those  who're  most  wretched  on  earth, 

A  nieiisure  of  happiness  comes, 
And  ihis  lad  had  a  taste— it  was  while  he  was  III 

Iu  hie  miserable  home  in  the  slums; 
A  sweet  little  mnid,  who  for  charity's  sake, 

Miide  trips  once  a  week  'mongst  the  poor. 
While  oat  ou  her  mission  of  love  and  relief, 

Chanced  to  find  her  way  up  to  his  door. 

CBOBU8. 

"May  I  come  int  '*  and  her  voice  was  like  an  angel's; 

Can't  I  do  something  to  relieve  yon  from  your  palnf 
Poor  little  boy,  I'm  afraid  you  have  a  fever; 

ril  go  bring  my  papa,  we'll  have  you  well  again. 

Long  years  have  flown  by,  that  lad  now  is  a  man. 

And  the  head  of  a  firm  of  great  wealth ; 
He  had  worked  night  and  dny — strove  to  merit  the  love 

Of  that  lass  who  had  nursed  him  to  health; 
No  tusk  seemed  too  hard,  nor  no  effort  too  great; 

No  obstacles  seemed  to  appall, 
For  the  love  which  he  cherished  was  ever  in  mind; 

She  was  life  to  htm,  happiness,  all; 
'  At  last  they  were  married,  bis  joy  was  complete 

As  into  his  mansion  he  bore 
That  sweet  gentle  woman  who,  when  a  yonng  girl. 

Had  called  at  his  tenement  door.— Chorus. 
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BOOMP-A-DIDDY-BOOM-BOOM. 

Copyriglit,  1806,  by  Spauldlng  A  Gray.    Entered  at  Statlouora'  Hall,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  and  Music  by  W.  E.  Delaney. 


OhI  have  you  heard  the  latest  craze?  boomp-a-diddy-bootn-boom-boomb; 
It's  sung  ill  all  the  leading  plays,  boomp-a-<iiddv-lK>oni-boom-boom; 
I  met  a  swell  dressed  all  ensiiite;  he'd  russet  slippers  on  his  feet; 
I  usked  him  for  the  time  of  day:  he  palled  his  watch  out  right  away 
And  stared  at  me  in  a  vacant  way,  and  all  that  I  could  hear  him  say,  was: 

Chorus. 

Br-r-r-nm,  br-r-r-nm,  br-r-r-nm-bnm, 
Pa-did-dy,  pa-did-dv,  bing-bang-boom-a-diddy, 

Br-r-r-um,  br-r-r-nm,  br-r-r-um-hiim, 
Boomp-a-did-dy,  boomp-a-did-dy,  bing-bang-boom. 

I  met  a  "  copper  "  off  his  beat,  boomp-a-did-dy  boomboom-boomb; 

Two  men  were  ftghtlng  up  the  street,  boomp-a-did-dy  boom-boom-boom; 

I  said,  "  Will  you  please  stop  tliat  row  f  "  they  must  be  tired  of  fighting  now ; 

He  gazed  at  me  in  mild  surprise,  and  a  vacant  lit:ht  shone  in  his  eyes; 

1  think  that  light  is  shining  yet,  for  the  only  answer  I  could  get  was:— CAor'/*. 

A  gay  young  soldier  had  a  *'  mash,"  boomp-a-did-dy,  boom-boom-boom: 
He  brushed  ner  cheek  with  his  mustache,  Doomp-n-dld-dy,  lK>om-boom-l)oom; 
He  swore  to  her  he  wonid  be  true,  although  he  had  a  wife  or  two; 
She  triiBied  him,  her  heart  was  stout,  hut  you  know  how  these  things  turn  out; 
He  sailed  away  this  warrior  bold,  and  the  sung  she's  singing  now,  I'm  tojd,  is: 

—  Cliorut. 
Pray,  don't  meddle  in  poliiics,  boomp-a-did-dy,  boom-boom-boom; 
They  are  so  full  of  nasty  tricks,  boomp-a-did-dy,  boom-boom-boom; 
To  gain  your  vote,  tliey  promise  well,  and  so  yon  give  it—"  What  a  sell! "' 
The  party  goes  in  with  a  shout,  and  the  other  party,  it  goes  out. 
And  when  in  power  asked  for  an  nfflce— to  thousands  their  reply  is  this:— ^V<o. 


Note.— First  verse  to  be  sung  as  a  Dude;  second  verse  as  a  Policeman;  third  ) 
erse  ae  a  Soldier;  fourtii  verse  as  u  "  Man  all  broken  up."  ^ 


THE    BARBERS^    BARBECUE.       [ 

Copyright,  18V6,  by  Spauldlng  &  Gray.     KuKtred  at  Stat1onrn>^  Hall,  (.onduii. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Huaic  by  Joe  Flynn. 


Sim  Dimpsey  am  a  barber,  a  Baffroii-co*ore<l  coon. 

He's  gwiite  to  ran  for  Congress,  and  de  'lection's  mighty  soon; 

So  de  barbers'  aid  society  done  go  make  up  dlieir  minds 

To  have  a  dandy  barbecue,  of  de  good  old  ginger  kind; 

Dar'll  be  some  roasted  chickens,  lots  of  ham  diit's  sweet  and  fine; 

To  keep  yuur  eye-balls  rolling,  watermelons  off  de  vine: 

OhI  Sally,  sling  your  garments  on,  git  in  de  push,  now  do; 

Don't  lose  no  time,  but  fail  in  line,  for  de  barbers'  barbecue. 

Chords. 

Den  come  and  jine  de  celebration. 

Put  on  your  stylish  mantle,  too; 
De  train  am  waitln'  atde  station. 

Hear  dem  ehoiitln',  "All  aboard,"  for  de  barbers'  barbecue. 

Sim  Dimpsey  does  de  speechin'  and  brings  along  de  band; 

De  members  will  have  mzors  lyin'  handy  to  dheir  hands: 

Just  in  case  de  wenches  squabble,  dey'll  be  ready  for  to  flash; 

And  every  time  dey  glisten,  den  some  coon  will  cut  a  gash; 

De  wet  goods  will  be  plenty,  bat  you  uiust'nt  get  too  fall; 

For  de  old  Kentucky  liquor  don't  agree  wid  nigger  wool; 

Oh,  glory,  Hannah,  shake  your  hoof,  shove  up  de  line  now  do; 

Don't  charge  no  pay,  coine,  git  away  to  de  barbers'  barbecue.— CAoru«. 

Den  come  and  jine  de  meeiin',  jnst  place  your  arm  in  mine;. 
Bring  all  de  pickaninnies,  promise  yon  a  happy  time; 
Oh,  Mandy,  bring  your  honey  boy,  and  hurry  quickly  do; 
Don't  miss  de  sage  and  onions  at  de  barl>ers'  barbecue; 
Den  git  u  move  on,  chillin,  come  and  shake  yonr  bones  and  duct; 
Bring  on  your  appetite  and  eat  and  drink  until  yoa  bust; 
Oh,  Lindy,  smack  your  liver  lips;  don't  wait  to  tie  your  shoe: 
Come  fill  your  face  wid  possnm  at  de  barbers'  barbecue.  — 6' AoriM. 


— Well  Punished. — It  is  a  mistake  to  presume  upon  the  mlsfor 
tunes  of  others,  as  the  following  story  shows.  A  gentleman  who 
had  been  afflicted  with  deafness,  returned  home  from  a  visit  to 
the  city,  and  soon  after  went  to  call  upon  a  lady  of  his  acquaint- 
ance. He  found  her  at  home,  and  with  her  a  cousin  of  hers  who 
was  payinff  her  a  visit.  The  hostess  received  him  with  politeness, 
and  introduced  him  to  her  cousin,  but  to  the  iutioduciion  she 
added,  in  a  perfectly  audible  tone,  "  He's  a  good  man  enough,  but 
he's  terribly  stupid  and  as  deaf  as  a  post,"  The  gentleman 
colored.  "  I  may  be  stupid,"  lie  said,  "  but  I  am  no  longer  as 
as  deaf  as  a  post,  for  I  have  been  cured  during  my  absence,  and  I 
can  hear  as  well  as  anybody."  It  is  needless  to  say  that  the  call 
was  rather  awkward  after  this  opening. 
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FM  A  POPULAR  MAN. 

Capyrtgbt,  1897,  by  0«o.  L.  SpauldliiK-    Entered  at  Statloiien'  Hall,  Loaion 
All  rlRbt*  reserved. 
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Words  by  Sidney  Roaenfeld.     Music  by  Ludwig  Entflander. 


They  call  me  a  popnlar  man,  tliey  do,  a  popniar,  popular  man, 

I've  II  v>l»n  ofiiiy  own  and  I'll  tell  it  to  you,  BUcU  a  popular,  popular  man, 

I  L'ivf  piiriied  and  balU  at  a  terrible  rate, 

I  keep  open  house  with  no  latch  ou  the  gate, 

I  have  money  to  burn,  which  I  burn  while  yon  wait, 

I'm  a  popular,  populiir  muu,  a  popular,  popular  man. 

CnonuH. 

I'm  a  popular,  popular,  popular  man, 

I'm  l>uilt  on  a  popular,  popular  plan; 

They  will  stick  to  me  fondly  with  never  a  doubt, 

They  will  sticic  juxt  as  long  ns  my  money  holdii  out; 

I'm  a  popular,  popular,  popular,  popular,  popular,  popular  man, 

I'm  a  p  >pular,  popular,  popular,  popular,  popular,  popular  man. 

I  patronize  science.  I  patronize  art,  I'm  a  popnlar,  popular  man, 

1  lie  uwaUe  nii;lit(i  juat  a  opening  my  heart,  I'm  a  popular,  popular  man; 

I  havf  fittrd  out  p<>ftn  who  were  strucU  on  the  Muce, 

Ahd  artists,  and  singers,  and  speakers  with  views, 

I'vi-  started  a  whole  crop  of  Chauncey  Deix-w's, 

I'm  a  popular,  po])alar  man,  a  popular,  popular  maa.—Chonti. 


MOTHER  CALLS  HER  "ANG-EL." 


Copyright.  18M,  by  H.  R.  Basler. 


All  rlichts  reserved. 
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Words  and  music  by  Horace  R.  Basler. 


Ill  dri-ains  last  night  a  voice  like  music  whispered  in  my  ear, 

Givliig  nie  advice  in  tender  words  so  true. 
It  spoke  of  one  wliose  love  I  prize,  as  "Angel,  pure  and  sweet," 

And  in  words  like  these  it  ilirllled  me  thro'  and  thro'. 
I  promised  dearest  mother — 'twas  her  dear  voice  I  heard— 

Thiir  should  temptation  enter  in  my  mind, 
I'd  think  of  hone  and  cliildliood  and  those  happy  days  I  Spent, 

And  would  keep  my  vow  to  motlier,  good  and  kind. 

Refrain. 

For  I  love  a  little  mahl,  yeli,  with  a  love  tliat  ne'er  will  fade. 
Anil  Ill-art  filed  with  love  for  thee  who  soon  my  bride  will  be; 
My  life  Seems  a  happy  dream,  I  think  of  only  my  Irene, 
A  fairer  one  I've  never  seen,  and  mother  calls  her  "Augel." 

Come  darling,  sit  beside  me,  I  have  Bometliing  sweet  to  say, 

Tib  the  secret  of  the  heiirt  which  Iodus  for  thee; 
Deiir  mother's  tender  words  lust  iiii;lit  have  'roused  my  love  for  yon. 

And  to  call  you  "liiide"  my  heart  would  liappy  he; 
I  love  you,  oil,  so  dearly,  my  little  sweetheart  true. 

The  very  world  seems  biighter  when  you're  near; 
I'll  giitird  you  like  a  tender  plant  that  blooms  and  knows  no  care. 

Little  darling  one,  I  love  you,  love  you  Attn  .—Re  f rail' . 


TEEDELUM,  TADELUM. 

(DXJBT.) 

Cnpriatht,  ItST,  by  Oeorfre  L.  SpauldlDK.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rlirhls  reserved. 
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Words  by  Sidney  Roeenfeld.    Music  by  Ludwiir  EoKlander, 

Shiill  I  sing  of  the  flowers,  shall  I  sing  of  the  birds, 

Sing  whatever  yon  like,  as  we  can't  hear  the  words; 

But  can't  you  suirgest  what  you'd  like  to  hear  next, 

A  teedelnm,  a  tudelum's  my  favorite  text. 

A  teedelum,  a  tndeium's  his  favorite  text. 

Wlien  the  swallows  homeward  fly 

A  teedeluiii,  tadelnni. 

Mother,  I've  come  home  to  die, 

Teedelum,  tadelnm. 

Teedelum,  a  tadelum,  a  teedelnm,   a  tadelnm. 

What  matter  what  words  you  endeavor  to  sing. 

You'll  find  after  all  that  music's  the  thing. 

But  poets  have  riehts  yon  must  certainly  own. 

The  man  who  wrote  tadelum's  the  best  poet  known; 

The  man  who  wrote  tadelam'8  the  best  poet  known. 

Birdie,  I  am  growing  old, 

A  teedelnm,  tadelnm; 

Silver  threads  among  the  gold. 

A  teedelum,  tadelum.  [teedel,  faciei,  Udelnra 

Teedelum,  a  tadelnm,  a   teedelum,  a  tadelnm,   a  teedel,   teedet,  teedel. 


,  [teedel,  tadel,  tadelnm. 
a  teedel,  ^teedel,  teedel. 


HE  FOUGHT  FOR  THE  CAUSE  HE  ( 
THOUGHT  WAS  RIGHT.  [ 

Oopyrlirht,  18W,  by  Howley,  Haviland  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London.         ( 
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Words  and  music  by  Paul  Dresser. 


I  saw  an  old  grave  yesterday,  not  many  miles  auay. 

It  took  me  back  for  over  thirty  years; 
And  mem'ry  brought  to  mind  an  empty  cot,  a  mother,  too, 

And  knelt  beside  it  mingling  prayers  with  tears. 
Above  the  spot  where  her  hoy  sleeps  there  stands  a  wooden  cross. 

Which  bears  n  sentence  worded  in  this  way: 

"Pray  judge  him  not  because  he  fought  for  what  be  thought  was  right, 

A  hero,  thoogb  be  wore  a  salt  of  grey." 

CnoRus. 
ne  sleeps  beneath  an  old  oak  tree. 

Far,  far  from  home  and  friends  to-night, 
fie  he  wliut  he  may,  oh,  judge  him  not,  I  pray. 

He  fuoght  for  the  cause  he  thought  was  right. 

Allow  yonr  thoughts  to  wander  back  to  "sixty-one"  and  "five," 

To  war  and  all  its  heartaches  we  will  turn. 
Just  picture  to  yourself  a  mother,  toi'ring,  old  and  gray. 

And  waitlnt!  for  her  boy  who'll  ne'er  return. 
A  thousand  miles  away  from  her  he's  Bleeping  all  alone. 

The  skies  have  out  ttieir  sentinels  each  night. 
While  passim;  bare  your  iiead  in  honor  of  the  hero  bold. 

Because  he  fought  for  what  he  thought  was  right. 

Cborcb. 
lie  sleeps  beneath  an  old  oak  tree. 

Far,  far  from  home  and  friends  to-night. 
Be  he  what  he  may,  ob,  judtte  him  not.  I  pray, 

Qe  fought  for  tlie  cause  he  thought  was  right. 


i'j 


A  HANDSOME   LAD   AND   LASSIE.  ( 

\ 

Copyrlirht,  18M,  by  H.  R.  Basler.      Entered  at  Stationers*  Hall,  London.  ( 
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Words  by  P.  J.  Devlin.     Music  by  Horace  R.  Basler. 


A  handsome  laddie  loved  and  won  a  pretty  villat'e  belle, 
But  soon,  alast  the  neiglibora  liad  tlie  old,  sad  tale  to  tell; 
The  fear  of  friends  ana  worldly  scorn  from  honor  kept  the  lad. 
The  iiroken-hearied  lassie  then  was  nearly  driven  mad. 
Her  father  drove  her  with  her  babe  like  paupers  from  his  door, 
Her  poor  old  mother  fainting  fell  upon  the  cottage  floor; 
The  lass  had  grit  and  hunted  work,  hut  none  would  tier  employ, 
'The  poor  bouse  was  ttie  only  place  for  her  and  baby  boy." 

Refrain. 

Lovers'  vows  are  often  broken  ere  the  words  have  died  away; 
Trusting  hearts  are  bowed  with  sorrow  that  were  once  both  light  and  gay; 
Handsome  lads  are  often  faithless,  when  they  win  the  village  belle; 
Neighbors  then  will  blame  the  lassie  while  the  old  sad  tale  they  tell. 

In  other  climes  she  sought  a  chance  to  earn  her  daily  bread. 

And  kindly  hands  assisted  her  to  bravely  look  ahead; 

But  gossip's  cruel  aueuts  came  and  branded  her  anew. 

Again  sbe  was  despised  l>ecause  her  lover  was  nntrue; 

In  blank  despair  she  wrote  to  him  and  bepeed  him  to  be  just. 

She  only  craved  a  wedding  rint;.  She  <iid  not  want  a  ci  list; 

"Give  me  a  name  for  baby  boy;  our  lives  shall  be  apart. 

You  broke  your  plighted  troth,  iny  love,  and  with  It  broke  my  heart." 

—Ilefiuin. 

The  laddie  left  town  for  awhile,  but  soon  again  relnrned. 
And  with  his  talents  and  address  a  reputation  earned: 
8oon  lionors  from  liis  feilowmen  poured  down  upon  him  fast. 
Until  he  was  elected  to  be  Governor  at  last. 
At  the  Inauguration  Ball  the  belles  fought  for  his  smiles; 
And  anxious  mamas  tried  on  him  their  very  latest  wiles. 
Bat  while  tlie  music  sweetly  played  and  happy  hours  had  sped, 
A  message  reached  the  lassie  s  home  which  read:  "Poor  Nell  is  dead." 

—Itetrain. 

The  highest  office  in  the  State  the  laddie  proudly  held. 
The  future  all  looked  rosy;   from  the  past  his  mind  relielled; 
He  was  tlie  gayest  of  the  gay  and  strove  hard  to  forget, 
A  far-off  grave,  some  letters,  and  a  faded  mignonette. 
But  often  in  tiie  silent  night  when  Conscience  lieid  her  sway. 
In  vain  he  struggled  hard  to  drive  remorseful  thoughts  away: 
And  in  his  ears  an  echo  rang  that  from  him  ne'er  would  part, 
"You  broke  your  plighted  troth,  my  love,  and  with  it  broke  my  heart." 

_  ^  _  —lUfiain 
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Love  Was  Wedded  in  the  Grave. 

Copyright,  1895,  liy  Harcourt  &  Rein. 
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Words  by  Charlie  Rein.    Music  by  Still  Harcourt 


You've  oft-tiinos  heard  the  story  of  lliose  wedded  uitlioat  love, 
The  old.  Bad,  wistful  etory,  ue'er  sanctioned  from  above; 
A  woman  wcaU.  not  wiclifd,  and  a  man  who  loved  too  well; 
If  all  hearts  told  their  eecreti*.  many  stories  they  would  tell; 
The  fate  of  erring;  inorlala  this  ^tory  tells  you  of, 
A  yoiiiiK  wife  ami  a  husband,  but  a  sweetheart  had  her  love: 
They  were  happy  wheu  together,  but  the  time  for  them  to  part 
Cauie  without  a  warning,  and  it  left  a  broken  heart. 

Chorus. 

Only  a  marriase  without  love,  a  mistake  found  ont  too  late; 
Could  heaven  iirrange  tlie  wedding  and  allow  such  souls  to  mate? 
Only  a  nioineiit''B  pleasure,  then  a  life-time  filled  with  woe: 
If  the  heart  but  did  the  courting,  fatal  loves  we  ne'er  would  know. 

The  sweetheart  said.  "Good-hyc,  my  dear,  and  never  prove  untme 
To  him  you  iiromised  to  obey  till  death  should  call  for  you; 
I'll  travel  down  life's  path  alone,  the  road  t>o  dark  and  drear. 
Without  a  gentle  hand  to  guide  or  lovinsr  voice  to  cheer;" 
8he  tried  to  he  contented,  prove  loving,  kind  and  true: 
The  world  scoffed  at  her  efforts,  and  said,  "God  pity  you  "— 
Her  l,u>*lmnd  turned  against  her,  and  her  sweetheart  all  she  gave; 
They  ended  life  together,  love  was  wedded  in  the  grave.— 6'Aorw«. 


A    LITTLE    RAG-    DOLL. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  S.  R.  Harcourt. 
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Words  by  Charlie  Rein.    Music  by  Still  Harceurt. 


Two  little  girls  met  in  the  park,  on  a  summer's  day; 
Each  one  had  a  little  doll,  and  went  their  just  to  play; 
One  was  dressed  in  tattered  clothes,  her  slender  arms  were  brown; 
The  other,  dressed  in  satin,  with  rich  laces  on  her  gown. 
"See  the  dolly  papa  houghtl  "  the  rich  man's  daughter  said: 
"Don't  you  think  she's  pretty,  with  her  lovely,  golden  head?" 
The  other  brought  her  dolly  out,  with  sorrow,  then  did  say: 
"  My  little  doll  is  ragged  since  mamma  went  away  1 " 

Refrain. 

"Your  little  doll  has  golden  curls,  and  dressed  so  very  fine; 
But  I  don't  like  your  dolly  near  as  well  as  I  do  mine; 
Even  if  your  dolly's  eyes  are  such  a  pretty  blue, 
1  love  my  little  ragged  doll,  and  1  would  not  trade  with  youl " 

"My  little  doll  will  shut  her  eyes,"  the  rich  girl  spoke  in  haste; 
"  And  my  doll  will  say  mamma  when  I  squeeze  her  tiny  waist; 
All  her  clothes  are  made  of  silk,  her  eyes  are  pretty  blue: 
Pray,  tell  me,  what  can  your  poor  little  ragge<f  dolly  do?" 
"  My  doll  cannot  shut  her  eyes,"  the  other  one  replied; 
"I  can't  make  her  cry  a  bit,  for  I  have  often  tried: 
But  mamma,  who  is  now  up  there  with  angels  in  the  sky, 
Gave  uie  Ibis  ragged  doll,  eo  I'll  love  her  till  I  diet  "—B^rain. 


I  Loved  You  Better  than  You  Knew. 


Copyright,  189S,  by  Chas.  W.  Held. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Johnnie  Carroll. 


Our  liands  are  clasped,  the  last  forever,  iM-rhaps  we'll  never  nie«-t  again; 
I  loved  you  asJ  could  none  other:  this  )>urtliig  fills  my  heart  with  pain; 
You  aiik.  and  neely  1  forgive  you,  the  happy  pact  I  must  fori:<'t; 
And  tnough  I  wander  on  in  sorrow,  1  hope  that  you'll  be  happy  yet 

Chords. 
As  through  this  weary  world  I  wander,  my  thoughts  alone  will  Ih>  of  ynu; 
In  inem'ry  I  will  see  you  ever— I  loved  you  better  than  you  knew. 

Perhaps,  when  I  have  gone  forever,  you'll  sometimes  sit  and  think  of  me. 
And  wonder  if  I'm  dead  or  living:  perchanc<^  I'il  think  the  same  of  tlx-e; 
And  when  your  friends  have  all  departed. i  lie  friends  you  tho't  were  trieil  niid  true, 
Remeuiheroneyou  left  heart-broken  had  ioved  y<'U  better  than  you  knew.— CVio. 


DYING    ROSE. 
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Ail  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonm  urianged  for  the  piano.  «ll]  tie  st-nt  to  any  ad- 

dref«,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  <if  40cenrH:  or  tliin  and  aiij'  t«« titer  N-oikfH  r-T  One  ]>«>ll<»r^ 

by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSO  A  138  Park  Row.  Nt-w  York:  or  85  A  87  K  M.Mli,on  st, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab.Te  addreiwes  for  Free  (^talocrue  of  Soiiitk.  S<>nt(  Books. 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Louise  Tuuisoii. 


Rose,  thou  art  fnding,  drooping  and  dyiiie. 
Though  all  the  air  with  thy  fragiance  is  sighing: 
Can 'St  thou  not  live,  sweet  flowers,  yetawliile  longer? 
That  in  thy  presence  my  heart  may  grow  stronger. 
Lust  night  my  love  gave  me  thee,  as  a  token ; 
True  was  her  heiirf,  true  the  words  of  love  spoken: 
Thou  brouglit  me  joy,  rose— such  joy  did  st  thou  give, 
I'd  iiMve  tliee  ever,  forever  to  live; 
I'd  have  thee  ever,  forever  to  live. 

While  I  behold  thee,  cruel  doubts  are  banished— 

Breathing  thy  {>erfume.  sad  mem'ries  are  vanished, 

AH  of  life's  bitterness  fades  as  a  dream, 

I  forget  Borrow,  but  joj  s  do  remain. 

Ah)  thou  art  dying,  rose,  still  thou  art  dying: 

E'en  in  thy  death,  rose,  with  fragnmce  ihonrt  sighing. 

Still  I'll  not  chide  thee  more.  In  jK-uce  depart: 

Thy  life,  though  brief,  hath  thrice  blesseil  my  heHrt; 

Thy  life,  though  brief,  haih  thrice  blessed  my  heart. 


MAMIE    KAY. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  F.  J.  Tlerney.   Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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By  F.  J.  Tiemey. 


WHILE    THE     DANCE    GOES    ON. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Cltas.  K.  Harris.    All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Clias.  K.  Harris. 


Amid  the  glare  and  the  splendor,  amid  the  gay  and  the  bright, 
Joyousand  merry  the  dancers,  no  thoughts  of  sorrow  to-night; 
Softly  the  strains  of  the  music  play  on  all  evening  till  dawn — 
Happy  are  tliey,  joyous  and  gay,  while  the  dance  goes  on.    -- 
Yet  there  is  one  of  the  dancers,  one  w  ith  a  beautiful  face. 
Laughing  and  chatting  so  gayly,  dancing  with  such  careless  grace — 
There  is  no  firm  hand  to  guide  her,  no  one  to  shield  her  from  barm; 
She  ie  alone,  husband  at  home,  while  the  dance  goes  on. 

Chorus. 
While  the  music  is  playing,  in  the  grand  ball-room, 
While  all  hearts  beat  softly  to  the  old  sweet  tune, 
While  the  hours  are  passing,  fleeting  one  by  one — 
No  thought  of  the  morrow,  while  the  dance  goes  on. 

"  You  will  not  go  to  the  ball,  love:  stay  with  onr  baby  to-nightl " 
Rang  in  the  ears  of  this  lady,  whose  sparkling  eyes  shone  so  bright; 
What  cares  she  for  hon  e  and  baby  while  she  is  queen  of  thu  ball? 
nushand  and  home,  baby  alone,  while  the  dance  goes  on. 
Only  too  soon  is  it  over,  home  she  approaches  at  last; 
Tliere  at  the  door  meets  her  hnsbana,  whose  sud  tears  fall  thick  and  fast; 
Then  not  a  word  is  there  spoken,  gently  he  leads  his  wife  on— 
There  on  its  l>ed  baby  lies  dead,  while  the  dance  goes  on. — Cfiorut. 


In  a  little  cot  lives  Mamie,  pretty,  sweet  and  coy: 

She's  in  love  with  shepherd  Jamie,  he's  her  sweetheart  boy; 

When  the  sheep  are  under  cover,  lamiis  all  in  the  fold, 

Mamie  runs  to  hear  her  lover  tell  the  story  old. 

Down  by  the  stile,  wliere  the  barley  grows. 

Back  of  the  old  red  barn, 
Often  he  kissed  her,  and  no  one  knows 

Bnt  the  cows,  so  now  where's  the  harm.    Oh  I 

Chorus. 

Beantiful  Mamie  Ray,  surely  you'll  not  say  nay; 

Wise  girls  marry,  so  do  not  tiirry,  cupid  must  have  bis  way; 
Closer  than  ivy  cling,  happy  as  birds  in  the  spring. 

You'll  then  contented  sing,  beautiful  Mamie  Ray. 

When  the  early  summer  morning  gladdened  all  the  land. 
Came  another,  without  warning,  gold  was  in  his  hand; 
Lord  was  he  of  field  and  meadow,  smilingly  he  said: 
"Leave  this  humble  shepherd  fellow,  take  my  gold  instead.'* 
"No,  sir."  said  Mamie,  with  flHshing  eye. 

Though  her  poor  heart  w  as  sad : 
"True  love's  a  jewel  gold  ciiniiol  buy, 

So  I'll  Kick  to  my  shepherd  lad."    Oli\—Choru». 

Thro'  the  orchard,  in  the  gloaming,  'neath  the  laden  booghe; 
Arm  in  arm.  so  idly  roaming,  none  to  hear  their  vows; 
Jamie  slyly  stole  a  kiss,  her  heart  was  filled  with  joy; 
She  then  promised  to  be  his,  to  wed  the  shepherd  boy; 
And  the  cows  all  blinked  their  soft  brown  eyes. 

Daisies  their  heads  did  nod; 
All  seemed  to  know  then  how  very  wise 

Was  sly  cnpid  with  bow  and  rod.    Oh! 

Chorus. 
Beantifal  Mamte  Ray  promised  she'd  name  the  day: 

She'll  not  tarry,  but  soon  will  marry— cupid  has  had  bis  way. 
Closer  than  Ivy  cling,  happy  as  Idrds  In  the  spring. 

You'll  then  contented  slug,  beautiful  Mamie  Ray, 
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POM-TIDDLEY-OM-POM. 

Lupjritf  Ul.  18M,  by  Howard  ft  Co.    Enterad  at  StatlODan'  Hall,  Londun 
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Words  by  R.  11.  Douirlaa,    Muilc  by  Walter  Pawn|pre 

I  Bot  married  yesterday  noon,  pom-lid<lley-otn-|>oin,  pom-tiddley-om; 
I've  liiiil  u  liigli  old  honeymoon,  p<>m-tiddley-oin-|>oni-pay.  - 
My  liu(>l>aiid  had  but  little  weulih,  ponitiddley-oni-poni,  pom-ti<ldley-cni , 
So  1  went  on  the  lioneyiiioon  all  by  my»f  If,  pom-iiildley-om-poni-pay. 
My  hiiflmnd  thinks  lie's  very  fly,  poin-tiitdlev-<>mpom,  pom-llddley-om, 
Aud  thinks  that  very  duil  am  I,  pom-tiddley-um-p<iin-pay. 

Chorus. 

Uh,  what  fiio  I've  hud  since  I've  t>ei:iiu  from  my  old  man  to  roam. 
Liaving  Intu  at  home;  but  when  he  acaiii  sets  eyes  on  me, 
Puintiddiey-oin-pora,  pom-tiddley-oin-poni,  pcm-tlddley-ora-pom  pay 

Down  Brnailway  a  swell  I  spied,  p<im-iiddley  ompom.  pomtiddley-oin. 

He  winked  at  me  and  I  replied,  pom-litldley-ompom-pay. 

We  reached  the  cafe  feeling  dry,  pom-tidilley-oni  pom,  pom-tiddley-om. 

Another  L'irl  came  strollini;  hv,  poin-tiildley-ompom-pay.  [dley  om; 

"GreHt   Scolt."    he  cried,  here   comes  my  wife.  iioin-tidtHey-om-pom.poni  tnl- 

He  grubbed  his  hat  and  flew  for  his  life,  pom-tidaley-oin,|>oin-pay.— CAo/'/*. 

Havini;  seen  New  York  so  tjrund.  p<iin-llddley-om-pom,  pom-tiddley-oni. 
1  loddied  liotne  to  my  old  m.iu.  poin-iidilley-om-poiii-pay. 
"Fxrclve  ine,  darling,  do."  I  cried,  |M>ui-liddley-om-poin,  pom-tlddley-om. 
"You've  been  to  the  Tenderloin,"  he  replied,  pomtiddiey-omponi-pay . 
He  thoiiuht  forever  I  had  fled.  pom-tiddlev-oni<|>oin.  pom  lldilley-om. 
So  he  skipped  witti  the  maid|of,honor  instead,  poiu-tiddley-oui-pompay. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  what  fnii  I've  had  since  I  l>ei;un  from  my  old  man  to  roam, 
ThinkinK  him  at  home,  bat  now  he  has  tcot  the  laiieh  on  me, 
Fom-tlddley-ompcm,  pom-tiddiey-oni-pom,  pom-tlddley-om-pom-pay. 


MR  JOHNSON. 
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Words  and  music  by  Den  It.  Harney. 
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A  HOT  TIME  IN  THE  OLD  TOWN. 
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Words  and  niusle  by  Theo.  A.  Metz. 


Come  along,  get  yon  ready,  wear  your  bran,  liran  new  gown. 
For  dere's  gwine  to  1>€  a  meetiui;  In  that  t'ood,  good  olatown. 
Where  yon  knowded  ev'ryhody  and  dey  all  knowded  you. 
And  yon've  L'ot  a  rabbti's  tool  to  keep  away  de  hoodoo. 
Wlien  you  hear  that  the  preachino  does  begin, 
B<'i'd  down  low  for  to  drive  away  your  sin. 
And  when  yon  ijets  reliuion  you  want  to  shout  and  sine. 
There'll  be  a  hot  time  in  the  old  town  tu-iiight,  my  baby. 

CHORfi. 

When  you  hear  dem  a  l>ells  go  dint;,  line,  ling. 

All  Join  'round  and  sweetiy  you  must  sing. 

And  when  the  verse  am  tlirnuch  in  tlie  chorus  all  join  In, 

There'll  he  a  hot  time  In  the  old  town  lo-iiii;lit. 

There'll  he  girls  for  ev'ryhody  in  that  good,  pood  old  town. 

For  dere*.  M'ss  Consoia  Dhvis  au'  dere's  Miss  Gondolia  Brown; 

And  dere's  Miss  .loimnna  Beiisly,  she  am  all  dressed  in  red, 

1  just  hutrged  her  mid  I  kissed  her,  and  to  me  theu  she  said: 

"Please,  oh,  please,  oh,  do  not  let  me  full. 

You're  hII  mine,  and  I  love  you  best  of  all: 

And  ynn  must  l>e  my  mun  or  I'll  have  no  man  at  all. 

There'll  he  a  hot  lime  In  the  old  town  to  night,  my  baby   "— C'Awru*      / 


SOMEBODY  HAS  MY  HEART. 

Copyright,  1197.  by  Spaulding  A  Uray.       Entered  at  Stationers'  Ball.  London 


.Ml  rights  reservtd. 


Ttie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
drera,  po.tpald,  on  re<-*lpt  of  40c«iit!i  or  llim  and  any  two  other  Kjiigs  for  One  Dollar 
by  Henry  i.  Webman.  130  *  i:«  Park  It.jw.  .New  Yr>rk.  Write  to  at>ove  addrea*  for 
Free  CataloKue  of  8ong.,  ^oiig  Hooks,  Sheet  Hnric,  Oeriuau  Song  Books,  Letter 
Writers,  Ureain  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc^ 

Words  and  mucic  by  U.  L.  Spauldlug. 


but  she 
[sighed 


She  was  a  dear  little  maid,  without  a  care  in  life. 

He  loved  her  madly,  and  dreaiiiecl  sotne  day  she'd  liehis  wife: 

So  one  lovely  night, 'neath  the  moonlight,   be  asked   for  her   heart. 

And  biushed  like  a  rosebud  in  Summer  time,  u  tenderly  she  replied: 

Choruis. 
Somebody  has  my  heiirt,  some'.Ktdy  I  love  dearly. 
Wounded  by  Cupid's  dart,  sotnebody's  healed  It  nearly; 
Somel>ody  came  to  woo,  somelMxIy's  words  were  sweet, 
So  what  could  a  girl,  with  her  head  iu  a  whirl,  do. 
But  lay  her  poor  heart  at  his  feet. 
"Don't  tell  me  you  love  another,"  crle<J  the  youthful  swain; 
"Don't  SHy  that  somebody  loves  yoo,  that  I  love  la  vain." 
"That  someliody  loves  me,"  she  answered,  "it's  needless  for  me  to  denv. 
But  somebody's  nobody,  dear,  bat  you,"  she  breathed  like  a  Sammer  sigh. 

—  Chornt 


T'other  eb'ning  wlien  eirryting  was  still,  oh,  babe. 

Di'  moon  was  climbiii'  down  heliind  de  hill,  ob.  Iiabe; 

T'ought  eb'rybcMly  was  a  sonnd  asleep. 

But  a  old  man  a  Johncon  was  a  on  his  heat,  oh.  babe. 

I  went  down  into  a  iiitigi-r  crap  game. 

Where  de  coons  were  a  ciimliling  wid  a  might  nixi  main; 

T'ought  I'd  a  be  a  sport  and  b«'  dfad  giinie, 

I  gambled  my  money  and  I  wasn't  to  biume; 

One  nigger's  point  wiis  u  little  a  Joe, 

Hctlin'  six  bits  V  a  quarter  he  could  make  de  four; 

He  made  that  point,  hut  he  miiile  no  more. 

Just  den  Johiisoii  Jumped  thruUKh  lie  door. 

Chorus. 

Uh,  Mr.  Johnson,  turn  me  loose,  got  no  money  bnt  a  good  rxcase; 
Oh,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  be  good,  nh.  Mr.  Johnson,  turn  me  loose. 
Don't  take  me  to  de  calaboose,  ob,  Mr.  Juhuson,  I'll  be  good. 

Late  de  other  eb'ning  when  the  sun  was  down,  oh,  habe, 
I  went  down  on  <>id  mail  Joliiison's  clnckeu  farm,  oh,  babe; 
Ciinibed  in  the  chicken  loft  on  my  knees. 

Was  a  lialf  way  a  through  when  the  chicken  sneezed,  oh,  batic. 
I'll  tell  you  if  you  will  only  keep  still, 
'Bout  a  mile  and  a  half  from  Louisville; 
I  am  so  nerhniis  diit  Ican't  keep  Blill. 
When  I  think  about  it  I  can  feel  a  big  chill, 
A  big  black  coon  was  a-lookin'  fer  chickens. 
When  a  great  big  bull-dog  got  to  raisin'  the  dickens; 
De  coon  got  higher,  de  chicken  yot  nigher, 
Just  den  Johnsou  opened  up  fire.  j 

Cborcs.  ) 

I  got  no  chance  for  to  b«  tnrned  loose,  got  no  chance  for  a  good  excuse; 
«)h,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  be  good,  and  nowlie'»  pinyin'  seben  eleben, 
'Way  up  yonder  In  the  nigger  heab'n,  ob,  Mr.  Johnson  made  him  good. 


BECAUSE  HE  WAS  OLD  AND  GRAY 

Copyright,  ISM,  by.  H    R.  Easier.    Entered  at  Stationers' .Ftall,  Ix>odon. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Words  and  music  by  Owen  DI<on. 


You  say  that  I  am  in  the  way— 1  know  that  to  he  true,  [to  yon; 

But  think  of  the  day  whtii  I've  passed  away,  when  your  children  may  say  that 
So  don't  turn  roe  away,  dear  Jack,  I  won't  live  very  long, 
if  you  do,  my  lad,  you'll  kill  your  dad,  and  grieve  for  me  when  I'm  gone. 


Copyright,  I8V7,  by  Coui>on  Miuic  Pub.  Co. 


All  rights  reeervad. 
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Words  and  music  by  Chaa.  E.  Casey. 


Old  Uncle  Jake  bad  quite  a  skate,  when  he  set  oat  for  de  tnnn. 
But  the  ice  was  glass,  the  sleet  fell  fust,  and  soon  that  nig  was  down; 
l)en  along  came  Minnie,  with  a  black  pickaninny  how  they  both  did  grin. 
They  look  him  oS  his  seat,  stood  him  on  liis  feet,  den  began  to  sing.    Ub, 

Chorus. 

Spread  out  yo'  toes,  honey,  spread  out  yo'  toes, 
Sp.-ead  out  yo'  toes,  honey,  or  ri;,'ht  down  yo'  goes; 
Wlienet>er  yo'  slip,  only  Just  take  a  grip, 
And  spread  oat  yo'  toes  like  me. 

Two  weeks  ago  had  qnile  a  show,  we  were  walkiu'  for  de  cake, 
I  had  pretty  Lize,  'cause  we  won  de  prize,  when  a  big  coon  hollered 
He  was  only  Jell,  kase  we  did  mighty  well,  made  me  powerful  mad, 
My  raser  flew,  dat  nigger,  too,  den  there  was  a  yell.    Oli, —  CAoru*. 
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CBORCa.  {        ( 

Now  yon  are  yonng  and  handsome,  while  I  am  old  and  gray,  [ 

I  was  as  young  as  yourself,  lad.  It  seems  to  me  hut  yesterday;  i 

You  will  be  old  and  feeble  when  I've  passed  away,  Igray.  / 

You'll  think  then,  my  lad,  bow  you  treated  your  dad,  l>ecause  he  was  old  and  '^ 

Yon  don't  seem  to  remember.  Jack,  when  yon  were  hot  a  balie,  [her  grave;  i 
But  could  you  look  back  in  our  old  home.  Jack,  when  your  mother  was  laid  In  ;- 
Did  I  turn  yoa  away,  dear  lad,  and  suy:  "You're  in  the  way;"  I 

Mo,  I  nursed  you,  your  poor  old  dad.  I  pray  )ou  will  bid  me  stay.     Chorut.         [ 


{ 
^ 


SPREAD  OUT  YOUR  TOES,  HONEY  [ 
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G-HACE    O'MOORR    . 
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By  Max  S.  Witt.    Arranged  by  G.  M.  Rosenberg. 


I  know  a  dear  little  maiden,  whose  name  is  Orace; 
She  liuB  a  pretty,  bewitching,  sweet,  smiling  face; 
When  you  have  seen  her,  you  all  with  me  will  agree 
That  ne'er  before  have  you  seen  sucli  a  queen  as  she; 
She's  pure  as  the  lilies,  modest  in  form  and  face— 
Who  could  not  love  her,  my  own  little  dark-eyed  Orace. 

Chorus. 
Grace  O'Moore  is  the  girl  I  love. 
True  to  me  she  is  as  the  stars  above; 
If  yon  roam  this  wide  world  o'er, 
liot  a  girl  can  equal  her,  my  Grace  O'Moore. 

Yes,  she  has  promised  my  own  little  wife  to  be. 

That  makes  me  happy,  for  no  greater  boon  to  me; 

Her  trnest  love  I  have  won,  I  can  proudly  say; 

And  to  tlie  future  I  now  look  without  dismay; 

Though  skies  may  o'ershadow,  boding  ill  winds  and  rain, 

We  will  be  happy,  for  sunshine  must  come  again.— (7A«rt/<. 


THERE'S  ALWAYS    A  WELCOME 
FROM    G-RANDMA. 

Copyrlcrht,  1895,  by  The  Hall  Music  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Rail,  London. 
All  rights  reserved. 


GO    TO    SLEEP     LOVE. 

Song  only  by  Mrs.  Ttios.  J.  Ryan. 
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Close  your  eyes,  my  darling,  do  not  weep. 

But  go  to  sleep,  now  go  to  sU-ep: 
Loving  watch  o'er  your  cradle  I  will  keep. 

So  go  to  sleep,  love,  go  to  sleep; 
Your  father's  ship's  now  rocking  on  the  deep. 

So  go  to  sleep,  now  go  to  sleep; 
And  the  little  stars  they  peep,  while  playing  hide  and  seek. 

And  tliey  twinkle,  twinkle,  twinkle,  while  they  peep. 

Cbobits. 
Close  yonr  eyes,  darling,  go  to  sleep,  dear; 
Don't  be  afraid,  your  Lena  was  here: 
Close  your  eyes,  darling,  I'll  watch  over  you, 
Yn  la  he,  yu  lah  he,  oh. 

In  the  morning  when  you  open  wide  your  eyes. 

You  must  uo  to  sleep  now,  go  to  sleep; 
I  have  for  you  one  very  big  surprise. 

So  go  to  sleep,  love,  go  to  sleep; 
I  know  where  a  stick  of  candy  lies. 

So  go  to  sleep  now,  go  to  sleep; 
It  is  just  your  size,  and  if  you're  very  wise. 

You'll  go  to  sleep  and  wake  ap  with  the  flies.— CAotim. 


*  f 


MY    DAD'S    THE    ENOINEER. 

Copyright,  MDOCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  and  Muxiu  by  Herbert  H.  Taylor. 


Oft  when  a  boy,  how  my  heart  leaped  with  joy 
When  I  went  to  spend  the  summer-time  at  grandma's; 
"There  was  a  charm  in  that  home  on  tlie  farm. 
And  the  kind  and  loving  face  that  met  me  there: 
As  she  sat  in  her  chair,  with  her  face  so  sweet  and  fair. 
And  knitted  the  stockings  that  we  children  used  to  wear. 
She  would  look  at  me  and  smile,  and  with  heart  so  free  from  guile. 
Say,  "  Yoa'U  always  find  a  welcome  here  at  grandma's." 

CHonns. 
There's  not  ft  single  token  of  cherished  tics  now  broken, 
But  that  greeting  I  renieml>er  in  the  old  home  on  the  farm; 
Thongh  all  hope  w«8  bereft  me,  and  trnsted  friends  had  left  me. 
There  was etilla  kindly  welcome  there  from  grandma. 

Life  is  a  game,  where  the  stingcle  for  fame 

Often  causes  many  bitter  (li«apiK>intments; 

Nobody  knows  how  soon  friends  may  be  foes,  . 

And  discouragements  are  met  on  every  hand; 

Though  it's  long  years  ago,  I  cah  ne'er  forcet,  I  know, 

The  kind  words  of  counsel  that  dear  gnindma  gave  to  me: 

"  If  yon  work  with  might  and  main,  soon  the  san  will  shine  again, 

And  the  cloads  will  break  away,  I  know,"  said  grandma.— C^orta. 


Her  Picture  Was  There  Next  to  Mine. 

Copyright.  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Qrabam. 


We  were  none  of  ns  thinking  of  danger. 

As  the  train  sped  on  in  the  night, 
'Till  the  flames  from  a  burning  forest 

Made  the  passengers  wild  with  fright. 
Then  a  tiny  maid  near  a  window,  with  a  sniile,  aaid, 

"  There's  nothing  to  fear; 
I'm  sure  that  no  harm  will  liefall  you. 

My  Dad's  the  engineer." 

BsntAiN. 

"Daddy's  on  the  engine,  don't  be  afraid; 
Daddy  knows  what  he  is  dointr."  said  the  little  maid; 
"We'll  soon  i»e  out  of  danger,  don't  you  ever  fear; 
Every  oue  is  safe,  because  my  Dad's  the  engineer.** 

With  the  sparks  falling  closely  about  us. 

Thro'  the  flames  we  sped  on  so  fast. 
And  the  hrave  little  maid's  father 

Bronght  us  thro'  the  danger  all  safe  at  last; 
And  the  proud,  sweet  face  of  his  lassie. 

And  the  words  of  the  calm,  little  dear. 
Will  live  in  my  mem'ry  forever, 

"My  Dad's  the  engineer."— ^/"/mn. 


KATHLEEN. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Helene  Mora. 


Words  and  Music  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 


Nell  and  I  had  loved  each  other,  jnst  abont  a  year. 
But  ne'er  a  word  of  love  we  spoke,  thronuh  baslifnlness,  I  fear; 
She'd  asUed  me  for  my  photOEriiph,  and  she  gave  hers  to  me, 
But  that  alone  was  not  enough  to  prove  that  sue  loved  me. 
One  niuht  when  I'd  made  up  my  mind  to  tell 
Her  mother  that  I  loved  her  only  daughter  Nell, 
My  hushfulncss  prevented  me,  and  nothing  could  I  aay. 
Until  I  saw  an  open  book  that  on  the  table  lay,  , 

And  I  saw  that 

Chords. 
Her  picture  was  there  next  to  mine— 

'Twas  the  "  Family  Album,"  she  said: 
There  were  uncles,  aunts,  consins,  relations  by  dozens. 

Some  of  them  living  and  some  of  them  dead; 
She  blushed  as  I  looked  in  her  eye— 

I  saw  that  the  love  so  divine 
Was  mine  for  the  asking— in  her  smiles  now  Vm  basking. 
For  her  picture  was  there  next  to  mine. 

With  snch  encouragement  from  Nell,  I  soon  got  very  bold— 
I  broached  a  subject  new  to  her,  and  told  the  story  old,'  ' 

Of  love  for  one  heart  in  the  world,  and  that  belonged  to  Nell; 
She  whhipered  "  yes  "  to  what  I  said,  the  rest  I'll  never  tell; 
She  told  me,  while  a  blush  she  tried  to  hide. 
Her  mother,  just  for  fnn,  had  placed  ns  side  by  side; 
To  me  it  seemed  a  gentle  hint  from  her,  to  let  me  see, 
That  if  I  loved  her  troly  she'd  be  always  true  to  me,  > 

And  that  was  why— CAorw  ,       > 
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dress, po■^|lald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  ISO  ft  132  Park  Row.  New  York;  or  85  ft  87  E.  Msdlson  Rt, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  abore  addrew<es  for  Free  Cstaloeue  of  Songs.  Song  Boon^ 
Staaot  Music.  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bovks,  ete. 


VTrltten,  Composed  and  Sung  by  Helene  Mora. 

I'm  in  love  with  a  charming  yoang  lady, 

Jnst  the  finest  young  lady  ou  earth; 
A  genvif  the  very  first  water, 

And  I'm  proud  that  she's  Irish  by  birtb; 
I  met  her  beneath  the  green  i)ower; 

I  kissed  her  and  liked  it  so  well; 
She  blushed  like  the  fairest  of  flowers 

That  grow  in  a  mossy  green  dell. 

Chords. 
Kathleen,  so  fair  and  bright:  star  of  eve  and  darkest  night; 
'Mid  shady  laue  and  meadow  green,  I  k>ng  to  roam  with  sweet  Kathleen. 

Her  parents  they  boast  not  of  riches; 

They've  a  neat  little  farm  of  their  own; 
Her  father  be  digs  his  own  praties. 

And  they  live  in  the  County  Tyrone: 
For  miles  'round  our  Kathleen  is  famous — 

Good  looks  and  good  nature  serene; 
'Tis  there  she  is  always  acknowledged 

As  the  fairest  yoang  colleen  e'er  seen.— CAoriM. 

We  are  going  to  get  married  nert  Sunday, 

And  the  old  folks  will  give  ns  away; 
The  bells  in  the  chnrch  will  be  ringing. 
And  the  boys  and  the  girls  will  bt  gay; 
-    '  As  snre  as  the  stars  are  above  us. 

My  Kathleen  will  ever  be  true; 
And  as  from  the  church  we  are  coming, 
,        All  the  lK>yB  and  the  girls  shout  hurroo.— (7 AortM. 
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FOR  MY  LOVE,  SWEETHEART,  IS 
ALL  FOR  YOU. 

Copyright,  ItSft,  by  The  Whltobead-McOraUi  C«. 


All  rUiliU  rsMrved. 


The  Word,  and  Murio  of  thia  Boner,  urnnired  for  the  piano,  will  be  lent  to  any  ad- 
dreos.  post  until,  on  r^L-vipt  of  40o<<iit«,  or  thia  and  any  two  other  .oiiira  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Heniy  J.  Wehiiian,  ISO  *  \Si  Park  Kow,  New  York.  Write  to  above  addraw  for 
Free  CataloKue  o(  Soiifra,  Hoiik  Rook.,  Sheet  Muilc,  Qeruian  SoDg  Booka,  Latter 
Wilteid,  l>reaiii  Book.,  Juke  Books,  ete. 


Word,  and  mualo  by  Arthur  C.  Whitehead. 


On  a  inmmpr'B  niKht  in  Jnne,  'neatli  the  tilv'ry  soatbern  mooo, 
Sioin]  u  maiden  witli  boived  liead,  for  tlieee  wurda  her  iover  said: 
''Sweetheart,  yonr  love  is  my  life,  only  say  yoa'll  b«  my  wife, 
Darliug,  I'll  be  true  to  tbee,  if  yoa  will  be  true  to  me." 

RzrRAiN. 
Tell  me,  aweetheart,  will  your  love  crow  cold, 
When  io  years  to  come,  and  I  am  old; 
Tell  me  ilarlinK.  that  you  mtIII  be  (roe. 
For  my  love,  sweetheart,  la  all  for  yoa. 

Then  lier  head  she  slowly  raised,  in  her  lover's  eyes  she  gazed, 

"Dear,  how  cruid  you  e'er  doubt  met  my  love  has  all  l)een  for  tbee." 

The  niockii>K  bird  nani;  aloft,  and  be  eaiiK  so  sweet  and  soft: 

'She's  so  sweet  aud  pure,  klud  sir,  you  l>e  true,  be  true  to  \m."—Rt/rain. 


MY  LITTLE  SWEETHEART  NELL. 


CopyiiCbt,  1S«S,  by  H.  R.  Baaler. 


All  rights  reaerred. 


The  word,  and  mniric  of  this  w>nR,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  .ent  to  any 
adilrea.,  pnotpaiii.  on  receipt  of  M  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  w>nir.  for  One 
Dollar.  I>T  Henry  J.  Wehroan.  130  A  ISt  Park  Kow,  New  York.  Write  to  altove  addrea. 
for  Kree  raUlo|rue  of  Sotifrs,  Song  Book.,  Sheet  Mualc,  Uerman  Boug  Booka,  Letter 
vv  ritvr*.  Ureani  Book.,  Joke  Bouka,  etc. 


Worda  and  music  by  Curtla  A.  Duval. 


Think  of  the  ros«',  of  the  lily,  dwell  on  their  beauty  alone, 
Think  of  the  starn,  of  the  fadln);  twilight,  of  the  harp  and  lis  l>eantifiil  tone; 
The  flowers  HD<I  their  perfumes  are  like  her,  bow  eweet  she  is  I'll  never  tell, 
I  falu  would  find  words  to  descrilM  ber,  my  little  aweetbeart  Nell. 

Refrain. 

Mv  little  sweetheart  Nell,  there's  no  fairer  one  than  yon. 
My  heart  Is  ill  thy  keeping,  wliiist.  tbou  he  ever  true, 
Sonn  I  will  take  thee  away,  aud  in  a  ehady  dell, 
I'll  build  a  little  home  for  tliee,  my  little  sweetheart  Nell. 

Dreams  of  ili«  future  come  o'er  me.  dreams  of  the  joy  yet  in  store,         [adore: 
Drfaiiis  of  those  hiiie  eyes  aud   dark  curly   hair,  dreams  of  Nellie,  the  one  I 
The  iliiy  U  now  swiftly  approach iiig,  with  Joyfuliiess  ilotli  my  heart  swell, 
F  r  soon  I  will  wt'd  her,  my  darling,  my  little  aweetheart  VtW.— Re/rain. 

Olio  liiiliiiy  ev'niiit;  in  springtime,  down  by  a  smnoili  flowing  stream,  [ilream: 
Th«-re  I  first  met  ber,  my  dear  little  Nell,  there  I  whispered  to  her  love's  sweet 
How  pleHsaiit  to  IIS  were  those  meeliniiS,  far  down  'inong  the  flow'rs  in  the  dell 
'Twus  tliere  that  I  won  ber,  my  darliiiK,  my  little  sweetheart  VvW.—Ji^frain. 


MY  DEAR  OLD  VILLAGE  HOME. 

Copyright.  19M.  by  H.  R.  Baaler.      Entered  at  BtatloDara'  Hall,  London. 


All  right,  reaerved. 


The   words  and  music  of  thi.  aong.arranKed  for  the  pistno,  will  be  aenl  to  any 

address,  postpaid,  on  n^elpt  of  40  r'nts;  or  Ihl.  and  any  two  other  K>nK.  for  One 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J  Wehman.  130  Jt  n?  Park  Kow,  Now  York.  Write  to  above  address 
for  Free  Caialotfiie  of  H<inirs.  noiiic  Booka.  Sheet  Uuslu,  Uerman  Bong  Books,  Latter 
Writera,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Booka  etc. 


Worda  by  M.  Joaie  Menke.    Music  by  Horace  B.  Baaler. 


In  apretiy  viii»'-cla<l  cottage  from  the  city  fnr  away, 

Chililhood's  dave  iu  peace  and  liappinesa  I  S|>ent: 
But  the  Kllit*^r  of  tiie  city  templed  me  from  borne  to  stray, 

On  wiiiiiini;  fame  and  fortune  I  was  l>ent; 
Mv  mother  be^Kt^d  me  to  remain:  "Dear  boy,"  she  said,  "yoa'll  ra« 

The  day  timt  you  were  tempted  first  to  roam." 
But  I  heeded  tioi  her  warning,  and  with  many  fond  adieu, 

1  departed  from  my  dear  old  village  borne. 

CHORua. 
In  cladness  or  in  sorrow  I  never  can  forget 
That  humble  siwt  wherever  I  may  main; 
Recollection  in  its  train  brings  tlie  hopes  and  joys  again. 
That  cling  roand  me  in  my  dear  old  village  borne. 
In  the  city's  mad  contention  fortune  marked  me  for  ber  own,' 

Wealth  and  all  its  shining  glories  soon  were  mine; 
Kv'ry  oliet«cle  arisini;  in  my  pmh  was  overthrown. 

And  nothing  my  ambition  could  confine. 
"Mother,  dear,"  I  wrote,  "yonr  prophecy  can  never  now  come  trne. 

In  the  sea  <if  life  no  breakers  round  me  foam; 
I  am  wealthy  now  and  lionored,  and  the  day  I  cannot  roe. 
When  1  l.-ft  you  and  my  dear  old  village  home."— CAoria. 

But  ains  for  fickle  foriiinet  ilavs  of  panic  came  at  last, 

Ev'ry  dollar  that  I  had  was  swept  away: 
Desperation  seized  n|>on  me.  many  sleepless  nights  I  passed, 

Aud  (hoiii!ht«  of  self-desi ruction  long  held  sway. 
Then  a  griitle  mooil  stole  o'er  me,  mother's  voice  I  beard  in  dretnu, 

As  it  eouiideil  when  she  beuged  me  not  to  roam: 
Anil  I  left  the  iit-artiess  city,  with  lis  strugtiling  and  its  schemes. 

And  found  solace  In  my  dear  old  village  borne.— 6'Aoru«. 


ARABELLA  JONES,  WILL  YOU     ^ 
ACCEPT  MY  HAND  ?  i 

Uopyrtgbt,  IMT,  by  Wm.  B.  Gray  A  Co.    Entered  at  Statlonera'  Hall,  London. 


All  rigbta  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Haalc  of  tbia  Bong,  arranged  for  Uie  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ail- 
dres..  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  oenta;  or  tbts  and  any  two  other  aoauB  for  One  Dollar, 
bv  Henry  J.  Wshman,lM  St  131  Park  Kow,  New  York.  Write  to  above  address  for 
Free  Catalogue  of  Bongs,  Bong  Books,  Sheet  Mualc,  German  Bong  Booka,  Letter  Writers, 
Dream  Booka,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


f 


( 


Worda  and  muaio  by  WUliamaft  Perrin. 


There's  a  lovely  little  lady,  who  is  just  a  trifle  shady,  j 

When  I  think  of  her  it  drives  away  the  blues:  ', 

I  have  gained  the  admiration  of  all  of  her  relations. 

And  I'm  pretty  sure  I'll  be  the  coou  slie  choose.  ' 

I  am  loadea  with  devotion,  and  I've  got  a  mighty  notion 

Just  to  ask  Miss  Jones  if  she  would  like  to  wed; 
Now  I'm  gwiue  to  write  a  letter,  as  there's  nothing  I  know  better. 

And  I'm  sure  she'll  love  me  after  she  bas  read: 

Chorus.  . 

Arabella  Jones,  will  yon  accept  my  handf 

To  me  you  are  the  sweetest  little  girl  I  know; 
Goodness  I  bow  I  love  yoa,  honey,  you  can  bandle  all  my  mouey. 

If  you'll  let  me  be  your  steady  t>eaa. 
Aral>elia  Jones,  nill  yon  accent  my  hand?  ] 

I'll  dreas  you  up  in  silks  and  satins,  ricii  and  grand. 
Honey  I  try  some  way  to  use  me,  don't  for  Kooduess  sake  refuse  n^e, 

Arabella  Jones,  will  you  accept  my  band? 
I'm  a  little  out  of  hnmor,  'cause  of  late  there  was  a  rumor. 

That  some  yaller  coon  is  sparking  on  the  sly: 
Now  I  liate  to  start  a  fracas.  I  fear  the  fact  will  make  us  j 

Pight  each  other  till  one  of  us  has  to  die. 
Now  I  hear  this  coon's  a  fighter,  and  between  us,  be'a  the  brighter. 

But  hie  hair  is  just  a  trifle  l>etter'ii,mine: 
And  if  Arabella's  willing,  tiiere  will  be  a  nigger  killing. 

Fur  iu  my  letter  these  words  I'se  gwiue  to  sign:— CAorui. 


GENTEEL  INTOXICATION. 

0>pr1cht,  ItfT,  by  George  U  Spauldlog.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  righia  reaerved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  he  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreas.  poet-paid.  «n  reonpt  of  40  cenU;  or  this  and  any  two  other  songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  IW  ft  13S  Park  Kow,  New  York.  Write  to  above  addre«M  for 
Free  Catalogue  of  Bongs,  Bong  Booka,  Sheet  Mualo,  German  Boig  Books,  l«tter 
Writara,  Dream  Booka.  Joke  Booka.  ete. 


Worda  by  Sidney  Roeeofeld.    Muaio  by  Ludwig  Eoglander. 


Where's  the  fool  who'd  feel  tie  lack  of  jnet  that  one  bewildering  drop 

If  be  only  bad  ibe  knack  of  knowing  when  or  where  to  stop; 

For  there  is  one  kind  of  biles  that  reqnires  no  explanation, 

Wlilch  no  gentleman  should  miss,  that's  gcuteei  intoxication.  { 

Chorus. 

When  afloat  in  the  Azure  you  feel,  with  )oar  senses  attuned  to  the  stars. 
When  your  pulses  reveal  what  you  cannot  conceal,   an    ambition   to  trav4-i  to 
When  you  wantltoextend  your  embiace  to  include  all  the  planets  in  space  [Mhir 
Though  with  rapture  yon  reel,  it  is  safe  when  you   feel  it's  genteel,  it's  gvntetl, 
it's  genteel. 

When  you've  wooed  a  dreamy  maiden  till  she  yields  to  your  caress. 
And  you  see  the  gates  of  Aiden  open  to  her  whispered  "yes." 
Doesn't  ev'ry  nerve  and  ainew  feel  a  new  and  strange  vibration. 
Stirring  ev'ry  bope  that's  In  yon  with  genteel  intoxFcation.— CAiorua. 


( 


LOOK  OUT  DAR  DOWN  BELOW. 

Copyright,  1W7,  by  Wm.  B.  Gray  ft  Co.    Entered  at  Btatlonera'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Worda  and  Music  of  thia  Bong,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ed- 
daaaa,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar. 
by  Henry  J.  Wenman,  130  ft  13S  Park  Kow,  New  York.  Write  to  above  addresa  for  Fre<> 
datalogue  of  Bongs,  Song  Rooks,  Ubeet  Music,  German  Bong  Books,  Letter  Writers, 
Dream  Booka,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Worda  and  muaio  by  Williams  ft  Walker. 


I 


-t— i— W~i-n-^. 


Come  bere.  Utile  children,  and  I  am  gwiue  to  tell  to  you, 

'Bout  a  story  dat  am  very,  very  true. 
It  was  just  along  in  possum  time,  when  all  de  colored  folks  were  trying 

To  lay  up  fat  and  bacon  'guinst  de  storm. 
I  bad  a  possum  up  de  tree,  and  de  way  dat  rascal  grinned  at  me. 

You  could  tell  Jat  he  knew  trouble  was  around; 
But  when  I  got  up  in  de  tree,  I  made  a  grave  mistake,  jrou  aee. 

And  eawea  de  limb  between  de  tree  and  me.  , 

Chords. 

I  hollered  "Look  oat  dardown  below," 

Fo'  something  got  to  drop,  you  know; 

But  I  never  least  suspected. 

Dat  I'd  t>een  the  one  selected. 

But  I  found  out  soon's  de  limb  let  go. 

When  I  woke  and  looked  around,  I  found  myaelf  apon  de  groond. 

And  de  poesum  scamp'riiig  to  another  tree: 
Dat  my  feeling  waa  distressed,  dey  can  hardly  be  expreieed, 

I  felt  Just  like  a  chicken  fricassee. 
Now,  children,  dat  will  show  to  yoo,  a  maxim  dat  am  always  true, 

To  always  look  aroand  l>c-fore  you  leap: 
Or  else  yoa  find  yourself,  you  se<!,  just  like  de  possum,  tree  and  me, 

Aud  land  down  at  de  bottom  In  a  bttp.  —  C/torut. 
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Since  Mamie  Brady  Moved  Up  Town. 

CopTiight,  1896,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co.    Rngligh  copjrright  aecured. 
All  rigrhta  reserved. 


The  Word!  and  Music  of  this  Bong,  arrangred  (or  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre«s,  poe&i>aid,  on  receipt  of  40cent«;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Snoirs  fnr  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSO  A  132  Parli  How,  New  yorlt;rf>r  86  *  87  E.  Mndinon  8t,Chica(ro. 
Write  to  eitlior  one  of  the  above  addreeaee  for  Free  Catalnerue  of  SnntrR.  Songr  Books. 
Sheet  Music,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  William  Jerome.    Muidc  by  Andrew  Mack. 

Li«ten,  and  I'll  sing  all  about  a  little  lady 

By  the  uame  of  Mamie  Brady;  she's  a  dream,  and  no  mistake. 
Uaiiiie  is  a  "corker,"  and  a  thoroughbred  New  Yorker; 

But  she  broke  my  heart,  for  she  gave  me  the  shake. 

CHOBrs. 
Say,  boys,  I'm  feelin'  very  blue,  my  heart  is  broke  in  two, 
And  I  don't  know  what  to  do; 

For  where  once  I  got  a  smile  now  I  only  get  a  frown. 
Since  Mamie  Brady,  my  steady  lady,  moved  up  town. 

Down  in  the  Fourth  Ward  Mame  and  I  were  raised  together; 

We  were  birds  of  the  same  feather,  and  a  ring  I  bought  her,  see. 
Talk  about  a  "looker,"  why,  I  never  would  have  sliool  her. 

And  I  never  thought  that  Mamie  she'd  shake  me.—  Chonu. 


HE    DIDN'T    KNOW    THE    WAY 
TO    go    ABOUT    IT. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Lou^  Haas. 

Tlie  Words  and  Munle  of  this  8<>n(r.  arranged  for  the  ptano,  win  b«  asnt  to  any  ad- 
dre«8,  post-|iaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cent«:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Snngs  fnr  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  130  A  132  Pai  k  Row,  New  York;  or  86  ft  87  E.  Madl»on  St.Chicafro. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  tite  ab<iTe  addreenes  for  Free  Catalotrue  of  Sons'*.  Sonc  Bookie 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  ate 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


sal 
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A  Mother  Is  the  Truest  Friend  of  All. 

Copyright,  ISSM,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  StaUoners'  Hall.  London, 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre<«,  poat-pald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  W«hm«n.I30*  132  Park  Row.  New  York;  or  85  ft  87  E.  Madison  8t, Chicago. 
Write  to  eitlier  one  of  the  above  artdrenaes  for  Free  Cat&loirue  of  Sonea.  Sonar  Books* 
Sheet  Music,  Oerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Boolcs,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


g| 
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Words  by  Eunice  Morroe.    Music  by  Robert  Stanton. 

We  meet  wich  many  friendships  as  we  journey  o'er  life's  way. 

And  sunny  smiles  around  us  oft  are  cast. 
But  one  is  ever  faithful,  chnngini;  ne'er  from  day  to  day. 

Who  always  stands  beside  ns  till  the  last. 
In  poverty  or  woe,  her  lieart  ie  ever  true. 

And  though  the  darkest  shadows  o'er  ns  fall. 
She'll  be  your  truest  friend,  forever  to  the  end— 

A  mother  is  the  truest  friend  of  all. 

Cbobcs. 

While  journeying  on  through  life.  In  sorrow  or  In  strife. 

No  matter  what  temptations  may  befall, 
Tou'll  always  find  a  friend  who's  faithful  to  the  end— 

A  mother  is  the  truest  friend  of  all. 

Ton  have  a  loving  sister,  who  will  think  of  yon  through  life, 

A  brother  who  will  never  turn  aside; 
You'll  know  the  fond  affection  of  a  dear,  devoted  wife, 
•    Whose  smi^  will  cheer  you  on  your  journey  wide; 
Perhrtps  they  will  be  true  when  trouble  liugers  near, 

Ytt  one  is  sure  to  answer  to  your  call, 
No  matter  where  you  roam,  her  heart  is  still  your  home — 

A  mother  is  the  truest  friend  of  a\l.—  Chorut. 


Climbing  Up  to  Heaven  on  a  Moonbeam 

Copyright,  1895,  by  T.  B.  Harms  ft  Co.    EInglisb  copyright  secured. 


My  sister  baa  a  nice  yonng  man,  he  calls  'bout  twice  a  week; 
Lfist  night  lie  came  to  see  her,  and  he  looked  so  gay  and  neat; 
She  showed  him  to  the  parlor  and  she  turned  down  all  the  light. 
And  gave  him  all  the  chance  she  could  to  kiss  her  all  be  might. 

Chobds. 

But  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it; 
If  he  did,  I'm  very  much  inclined  io  doubt  it; 
She  was  but  a  silly  miss,  and  she  didn't  mind  a  kisa. 
But  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it. 

A  reuben  came  to  town  one  day,  a  reg'lar  country  sport; 
To  do  the  town  in  proper  style  a  hundred  he  had  brouglit. 
He  Btaited  in  to  catch  a  girl,  some  dainty  little  |>et. 
Who  tMrrowed  ev'ry  cent  he  had— the  town  he's  not  done  yet. 

CaoBOB. 

For  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  abont  it; 
If  he  did,  I'm  very  much  inclined  to  doubt  It; 
Perhaps  he'll  stay  at  home,  leave  such  little  girls  alone. 
For  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it. 

Down  in  the  block,  where  I  reside,  a  gay  and  festive  swell 
Makes  love  to  all  the  single  girls,  and  married  ones  hs  well; 
He  culled  upon  my  neighbor's  wife,  and  thought  he  could  convince 
His  love  for  her  was  quite  sincere,  beeu  sorry  ever  since— 

Chorus. 
That  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it; 
If  he  did,  I'm  very  much  inclined  to  doubt  it. 
He  should  call  on  her  alone,  when  her  husband  isn't  home, 
But  be  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it. 

My  friend  and  I  we  called  to  see  our  neighbor's  baby  boy. 
The  idol  of  his  mother  and  his  father's  pride  and  joy. 
My  friend,  who's  fond  of  children,  danced  the  baby  on  his  knee. 
But  when  he  gave  it  back  again  how  plainly  could  be  see— 

Chorus. 
That  be  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it: 
If  he  did,  I'm  very  much  inclined  to  doubt  it 
He  will  leave  babies  alone  till  he  gets  one  of  his  own. 
For  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it. 


■   ^s* 
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Words  and  Music  by  James  Thornton. 


/  ;. 


There  was  once  a  little  coon,  just  the  color  of  maroon. 
And  he  climbed  up  to  Heaven  on  a  moonl)eam; 

He  got  up  as  far  as  Mars,  then  got  lost  among  the  stars. 
As  he  climl)ed  up  to  Heaven  on  a  moonbeam. 

He  grabbed  on  to  a  cloud  tliat  was  sailing  through  the  air: 

He  looked  up  at  the  m<>on,  saying,  "There's  watermelon  there; 

I  ho|ie  the  man  inside  won't  forget  to  keep  my  share. 
While  I  climb  up  to  Heaven  on  a  moonbeam." 

Chorus. 
Come  along,  darkies,  bring  along  your  tamborlnes, 

Throw  away  your  dice  in  the  golden  stream; 
Dice  won't  loulc  nice  for  to  carry  into  Paradise, 

Climbing  up  to  Heaveu  on  a  moonbeam. 

When  he  reached  the  "  milky  way,"  to  old  Peter  he  did  say, 
"I  have  climbed  up  to  Heaven  on  a  moonbeam." 

Bat  old  Peter  said,  "  I  fear,  there're  no  nigger  angels  here; 
You  can  climb  back  again  upon  a  moonbeam." 

The  poor  little  coon  never  thought  of  that  before; 

He  saw  some  nigger  angels  shooting  "crap"  upon  the  floor. 

When  Peter  fell  asleep  he  got  in  through  a  side  door; 
So  be  climbed  up  to  Heaven  on  a  moonbeam.— CAortw. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


—Low  Comedian:  "How  long  were  you  on  the  road?"  High 
Comedian:  "  Six  months;  one  month  going  out  and  &ve  getting 
back." — Y&iikera  Statesman. 


We  were  wealthy,  that's  once  npon  a  time; 

Money,  we  had  the  stuff  for  sale: 
Spent  a  fortune  in  every  foreign  clime. 

We  had  so  much  'twas  always  getting  stale. 

Chorus. 

If  we  only  had  it  now,  just  a  little  of  it  now. 

How  the  swells  with  envy  would  gaze; 
We  drive  a  four-in-hand,  be  the  gayest  in  the  land. 

And  'mong  the  belles  we'd  be  the  swells. 
If  we  only  had  it  now,  just  a  little  of  it  now. 

In  society  be  the  grace. 
We'd  cut  a  figure,  too,  up  on  Easy  Avenue— 

If  we  only  Lad  It  now. 

Went  to  London  about  forty  times  a  year, 

Had  a  steamer  of  our  own: 
We  were  really  just  sixty  carat  clear. 

And  always  had  a  palace  for  a  home.— CAoru<. 

Queen  Victoria's  been  sorry  ever  since, 

She  didn't  take  ns  for  to  raise: 
We  could  easily  been  made  a  duke  or  prince, 

Because  we  bad  bo  many  winning  ways.— CAortM. 

Wine  and  brandy,  we  floated  ships  in  that— 

Nothing  was  good  enough  forn«; 
All  our  trunks  they  were  lined  with  sealskin  sacqnes, 

There's  no  use  now  of  making  any  fuss. —  Chorus. 

We  were  models  npon  the  fashion  plates. 

Still  the  ladies  on  us  dote; 
All  our  shoes  were  imported  by  the  crate. 

With  insoles  made  of  fifty-dollar  notes.- CAotim. 

No  use  knocking,  them  good  times  now  are  o'er; 

Diamonds,  we  pave  the  streeta  with  them; 
Brownstone  mansions,  we  gave  them  to  the  poor. 

Because  we  had  too  many  to  contend.— CAortM. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  Maywood. 


Doris  was  a  vill'iKC  mniden,  litlle  did  slie  know, 
Siive  the  (leiiteiice  I  liiid  tuuglit  tier,  '•  Oh,  I  love  yon  sol "         • 
Evtry  lad  for  iiiiles  aiound  willingly  would  fmve  been  bonnd 
To  the  sweetheart  1  hud  (ouud,  aud  proud  to  be  ber  beuu. 

Refrain. 

Doris,  Doris!  O  liow  I  love  tliee!  see  nie  at  tliy  feet. 
Doris,  DorisI  could  yon  l>at  love  ni«.  life  would  he  complete. 
Doris,  Doris!  vturs  bright  above  thee,  lieur  my  pleadiiiK,  too. 
Why  then  lurry?  Come,  let  us  marry— dearest  Doris,  dul 

Time  went  on,  and  simple  Doris  learned  a  tiling  or  t«o, 

Dny  by  day  [  found  my  loved  one  harder  Still  to  woo; 

Other  (tuitorH  oft  were  eeen  by  her  side,  where  I  had  been, 

Flirtiug  witii  my  little  queen,  1  heard  theui  pleadiiiK,  too.— i?«^ratp. 

Fortune  smiled  upon  her  father  in  the  marts  of  trade; 

By  a  luclcy  upecuiation  he  a  million  made; 

Taking  from  liis  bunl<  account  gold  itnd  bonds  in  large  amount. 

Bought  for  her  a  foreigu  count,  aud  scora'd  ue  wLile  I  prayed.— i?^/'<'ain. 
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Written  by  Tom  Conley  and  Felix  McGleunon. 

'Tis  a  week  ago  last  Siiiid»y  that  a  great  high-toned  affair 

Occurred  in  County  Galway,  and,  sure,  every  one  was  there; 

It  W119  nothing  but  u  wedding  and  the  hnde  was  MIhs  McGuire; 

McGiniiis  »iis  Vt»  bridegroom,  and  the  iiest  man  Mclutyre; 

They  fturted  in  the  morning,  boys,  jiii't  as  the  clock  struck  one; 

The  girls  and  boys  all  lu  their  t>est  and  rtady  for  the  fuu; 

The  job  «tt«  over  very  soon  «nd  they  were  tied  for  life — 

Him  McGuire  luid  Milie  McGiuuis  they  were  cbriateoed  man  and  wife. 

Chobcs. 
Oh,  the  wedding  cake  was  fine,  there  was  whiskey,  ale  and  wine. 
All  the  chicken  pies  and  pruties  thi-y  were  set  out  in  a  line; 
Miss  McGinty  nearly  ciioked  with  H  lump  of  bacou  riud. 
At  the  weddiug  u(  McGiuuis  and  McGuire. 

When  the  breakfiist  it  whs  over,  for  a  song  McGee  did  shout; 

He  sung  "  The  Death  of  Nelson,"  und  thty  q^iiickly  tlirew  bim  out; 

Sure,  they  wuiiied  boihcruilon.  and  they  got  it  iu  a  tick. 

For  some  one  broke  Muloney's  nose  « itti  a  very  lovely  brick; 

Then  .McGinnis  g  t  in  Irouole,  for  lie  ki^st-d  Maloney  s  wife. 

And  Mnry  Ann  McGuire  declared  that  She  would  bave  bis  lire; 

'I'lien  McOlunis  got  '-xcited  and  he  went  for  Mnry  Ann, 

For  ite  spoiled  ber  face  uud  beauty  with  a  good  old  frying  pan. 

CaoBus. 
There  was  murder,  there  was  fire,  some  one  called  McGee  a  liar; 
McGinty  Imd  a  turned-up  uo!<e,  but  some  mie  knocked  it  bigUer, 
And  a  lady  wiped  tne  floor  up  wiih  poor  Jerry  Mclntyre, 
At  liie  weddiug  of  McGinuis  aud  McGuire. 

Then  a  sailor  from  Eildare  got  np.  and  he  began  to  Jaw: 

"  A  bigger  lot  of  cowards  in  a  room  he  never  saw  "; 

Then  a  Ciiiueee  washer-woman  seized  ihe  sailor  by  tbe  hair; 

Aud  without  his  nose  and  whiskers  be  went  back  to  sweet  Kildare; 

Ail  the  grub  the  boys  got  throwing  at  tuch  other  for  a  lark; 

or  course,  some  one  npi«et  the  lamp,  whicli  left  them  iu  tbe  dark; 

Eveiyliody  hit  soiiieb<idy — oh,  you  never  eiiw  such  fun; 

Aud  the  place  was  full  of  teeth  and  whiskers  when  the  flgUt  was  done. 

CnoRUB. 

Everybody  cried  with  pnin— there  were  forfy-seven  slain; 
biire,  they  pulled  McGinty's  teeth  out  and  they  put  them  in  again; 
And  McGIMigau,  on  lookiug,  found  11  hatchet  lu  bis  brain. 
At  the  weddiug  of  McGiuuis  aud  McGuire. 

In  the  midst  of  the  confusion  some  one  went  and  got  a  light. 

And,  uiion  my  word,  in  ull  my  life,  I  ne'er  saw  such  a  sight; 

All  the  boys  were  torn  to  pieces,  and  the  tiirls  were  worse  than  that; 

On  the  fliire  there  was  McGinnis  fighting  wildly  with  the  cat; 

The  excitement  soon  was  over,  and  they  soon  made  friends  once  more. 

Except  McGee,  who  found  hie  jaw  behind  the  kitchen  door; 

Then  they  went  and  bought  some  whiskey,  for  they  all  were  full  of  wealth, 

And  they  all  got  druuk  while  drinking  to  the  bride  aud  bridegroom's  bsulih. 

Chorus. 

Then  they  danced  till  break  of  day,  and  the  piper  he  did  play; 
All  the  l>oys  and  Kir's  were  jolly,  every  one  was  bright  and  gay. 
And  there's  not  a  soul  in  Ireland  who  will  e'er  forget  the  day 
Of  the  wedding  of  McGinnis  and  McGuire. 


Chimmie  Fadden  of  de  Bow'ry. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Kate  Vanderpoel. 


I  s'pose  vnse  all  have  heard  of  me,  I  tnk  de  loidy's  side; 
I  tumped  de  dude  wot  winked  at  her,  nntil  he  nearly  died; 
Fer  de  way  in  which  I  trim  him,  I  drew  a  prize,  you  see, 
Fer  uow  I  am  de  futman  in  de  loidy's  family. 

Refrain. 

Cliimmie  Fadden,  don't  put  on  style,  dat's  wot  me  Bow'ry  fren*  sny; 
I'm  out  for  wot's  in  it,  jes'  up  to  de  limit,  an'  tings  are  now  comin'  me  way 
Chimmie  Fadden.  don't  put  on  style,  dat's  wot  me  Bow'ry  frens  oay; 
Ye'regivin'  me  ''Qoff,"  so  jes'  chase  yerself  off,  fer  tings  are  uow  comin'  me  «ay. 

De  mngfl  dey  all  keep  stringin'  me  wen  on  de  box  I  ride; 

O,  bully  gee!  it  is  a  sight  wid  de  coachman  by  me  side; 

De  loidy  said  dere  was  an  air  dat  went  'long  wid  de  clothes. 

But  wen  I  lias  de  style  on,  it  turus  me  frens  to  tov».—/iefrain.  f 

Some  folks  wen  dey  gits  'way  np  high,  dey  goes  an'  lose  der  iiead,  V 

But  wen  I  comes  to  be  dat  gay,  i  hopes  ter  drop  down  dead;  ( 

If  I  was  ter  be  de  coachmim,  de  butler,  or  de  chef,  , 

I'll  tinli  meself  right,  people,  see!  Chimmie  Fadden  don't  git  Mt.—  If^.  ) 

— ^ 1 

THEIR    HEADS    NESTLE   CLOSER 
TOGETHER.  \         I 


u 


CopyrlKht,  1895,  by  Francis,  Day  A  Hunter.     English  copyright  secured. 
Alt  rights  reserved. 


The  Wnida  and  Uiisie  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
diesn,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiiks  fur  line  Dollar, 
bv  Henry  J.  Wehnian.  1311*  1S2  Park  How,  New  Yi'rk;  or  8&  E.  lladlson  Street,  Cliicairo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  Kddrer«e«  for  Free  CatRloiine  of  Songs,  Si>ng  lloukr. 
Sheet  Husic,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writer*.  Dream  Book*,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  Wal  Pink.    HusIc  by  George  Le  Bnmn. 

A  garden,  and  in  it  an  old  apple  tree. 
Around  which  two  chilitren— a  lassie  turned  three. 
And  t'other  a  lad  of  p'raps  four  and  a  half- 
Are  chasing  each  other,  v\hilst  gaily  they  laugh; 
The  maiden  soon  tires  of  the  circular  race. 
For  vainly  she  follows  the  lad  in  tlie  ohuse; 
His  stronger  legs  make  it  an  unequal  match, 
Aud  he  merrily  mocks  all  her  efforts  to  catch. 

Chorus. 
She  cries,  "Tommy,  stop!  "  but  "  Turn  on,  Tate,"  says  he. 
"  I  s'ant,  'tos  1  taut  run  no  farver,"  says  she; 
Then  frowns,  and  her  temper,  'lis  easy  to  see. 

Has  nigh  reached  the  lengtli  of  its  tether, 
Then  Katie  breaks  down  with  a  pluintive  boo-ooh; 
Tom  stops,  and  the  tears  are  in  'lomniy's  eyes,  too; 
She  sobe,  "Go  don't  lav  me!  "   He  says,  "Ess  Idol  '* 

And  their  beads  nestle  closer  together. 

A  green  lane,  and  in  it  two  fond  lovers  roam. 
And  paint,  in  love's  ardor,  their  bright  future  home; 
Next  Sunday's  their  wedding;  'tis  Tommy  and  Kate, 
But  uow,  grown  to  manhood  and  woman's  eetate; 
The  sun  has  gone  down  fur  beyond  the  big  hill. 
Beneath  which  there  murmurs  the  swift  running  rill; 
The  moon  kissed  the  water  111  manner  sedate. 
And,  force  of  example,  Tom  kisses  young  Kate. 

Chorus. 

The  man  In  the  moon  at  the  fond  conple  lilinks. 
Then,  very  discreetly,  Itehind  a  iiiil  sinks. 
Whilst  gallT  a  star  at  their  love-making  winks. 

And  things,  well.  It's  love-making  weather;  ; 

His  arm  'toniid  her  waist  tells  the  tale  of  this  bliss; 
Then  you  liear  the  voices  of  both  man  and  miss: 
"Ton  miisn't!  "  "I  sliallt  "  at  d  then  something  goes  [kiss] 

And  their  heads  nestle  closer  together. 

A  chnrch-yard,  and  in  it  a  tiny  babe's  grave; 

An  early  wrecked  vessel  on  life's  cruel  wave; 

Their  twelve-month  old  darling,  their  loved  one,  their  all, 

Now  gone  from  this  eartli  at  The  Mighty  One's  call; 

A  life  of  pure  sunshine  and  joy  had  liecn  tlieirs. 

With  smiling  face  meeting  all  trivial  cares,  1 

Till  all  hope  was  shaiteretl.  and  sped  In  a  breath,  | 

And  life's  sun  o'erebadow'd  by  dread  cloud  of  death. 

Chords.  j 

There,  In  that  God's  acre,  they  stand,  he  and  she; 
The  sun  veils  its  head,  as  though  in  sympiithy,  | 

And  buried  the  light  of  their  life  seems  to  be 

In  tliat  grave  'neath  the  wild-growing  heather: 
The  mother's  tears  fall  o'er  her  babe  now  «t  rest, 
Tbe  man  clasps  ber  tight  to  his  sorrow-torn  breast: 
"Come,  cheer  np.  my  darling,  'tis  all  for  the  best," 

Aud  their  heads  nestle  closer  together. 


i 


— When  a  man  leans  towards  cremation  he  may  safely  be  said 
to  have  grave  douhts.— Buffalo  Courier. 


^S 
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ALL    FOR    THE    LOVE    OF   OOLD. 

Cnpyrisbt,  1X6,  by  Spauldlng  &  Qray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Looduii. 
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Words  by  Joe  Flynn.    Music  by  Cha*.  T.  Gordon. 


T 


How  mauy  limes  you  oft  will  read  of  men  gone  wrong  for  KPld, 
And  throuKh  their  love  of  money  they  will  wander  from  the  fold. 
The  ChBliier  in  tlie  bank  will  steal,  then  gamble  ev'ry  way, 
In  bopeD  to  win  enough  to  place  the  sliortuge  back  some  day. 
Coolly,  calmly  shufflint;  up  the  cards,  yet  ail  the  while 
Praying  earnestly  that  lie  will  win  Die  gliit'ring  pile; 
The  card  iii  turned,  he's  lost  again,  bis  crime  will  now  be  told — 
A  flash,  a  shot,  his  life  is  o'er,  all  for  the  love  of  gold. 

Chorus. 

All  for  the  love  of  (lold,  it's  true,  the  cup  of  woe's  been  tasted: 
All  for  the  selflsli  greed  of  wealMi  there's  many  a  life  been  wasted. 
Mouey's  the  cuuse  of  misery,  of  ninny  H  crime  nntold; 
Many  a  trusting  heart's  l>etrayed,  uU  for  the  love  of  gold. 

The  wedding  bells  are  pealing,  as  they've  often  done  before; 

The  bride  is  only  twenty  and  the  groom  io  just  three  score. 

He  leads  her  proudly  <lowu  the  ai^le,  her  fiice  is  calm  and  cold; 

She  gives  her  youth  and  beauty  to  the  old  man  for  bis  gold. 

Cool  und  calculaiiiig  woman,  gir!  without  a  heart, 

Caring  not  for  the  lad  so  true,  w  ith  wliom  she'll  have  to  part; 

She  casts  aside  the  honest  love,  above  all  wealth  untold. 

And  sells  tier  soul  to  a  neb  old  fool,  all  for  the  love  of  gold.— CAoru*. 

Down  in  a  sgnallid  hovel  low  there  stands  an  iron  chest. 

The  miser  liris  his  treatmre  out  and  hugs  it  to  hia  breuet; 

He  counts  it  over  many  times,  then  kisses  it  and  smiles. 

He'd  give  his  soul  if  that  woula  mid  one  shilling  to  his  pile. 

Shiv'ring,  shaking,  tremhliug  wretch,  he  lives  in  abject  fear. 

Cold  and  hungry,  starving  quite,  and  cash  in  plenty  near; 

He  feasts  bis  eye  upon  liis  hoard  and  clinks  his  coin  so  old; 

He  dies  alone  amid  his  wealth,  all  for  the  love  of  gold. Chorus. 


Scenes  from  the  Drama  of  Life. 
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Written  by  Norton  Atkins.    Composed  by  Felix  HcGleunon. 


j^ 


Life  is  hot  a  mlehty  drama,  wherein  each  must  play  a  part; 
Some  with  hnppv,  smiling  features,  otlx^rs  with  an  nching  heart. 
When  night  falls  upon  the  city,  see  a  man  with  darken'd  face. 
He's  a  burglar,  and  his  object  brcuking  lu  this  rich  man's  place. 

Chobub. 

See  with  what  vigor  his  *'  jimmy  "  he  plies. 

Leaps  throuKh  the  window— "Now  for  it,"  he  criea. 

"Hark!  what  is  that?  an  alarm,  a  surprise," 

He  mutters  with  terror  now  rife. 
Then  conies  a  flash,  u  report  of  a  gun, 
A  miiii  on  his  knees,  crying,  "Wtiiit  have  I  donet 
Oh,  GodI  I  have  killed  him,  the  scNpegrace,  my  son!  " 

'i'hat's  a  scene  from  the  drama  of  life. 

'Tis  the  gory  field  of  battle,  whore  the  conflict  rages  high, 

And  the  two  oppocinc  armies  now  have  sworn  to  do  or  die; 

See  this  brave  youm:  privut>)  soldier  'mid  the  crash  of  shot  and  tfaell. 

He  has  proved  himself  a  hero,  bravely  he  has  fougbt  and  well. 

Cflonus. 

Wounded  he  lies  when  the  battle  is  o'er. 

Thinking  of  those  on  a  far  distant  shore. 

Thinking  of  those  he  will  see  nevermore. 
Thinking  of  his  children  and  wife. 

"  Merciful  Ood,  who  is  great  and  all  wise. 

Save  them  from  danger,"  he  tearfully  cries. 

One  niiirmur'd  prayer,  and  he  falls  back  and  dies- 
Thai's  a  scene  from  the  drama  of  life. 

Hark!  what  means  that  cry  of  "  Stop  thief  I "  down  a  crowded  thoroughfare? 
Some  young  reprobate's  been  stealing,  after  him  they  madly  tear. 
Hear  the  shout,  at  last  they've  got  bim,  some  one  strikes  him  to  the  ground; 
Each  one  eager  first  to  caich  him,  anxiously  they  gather  'round. 

Chords. 
Only  a  poor  ragged  boy,  nearly  dead. 
See,  tlie  blood  streams  from  a  wound  in  his  head; 
"Sister  was  starving,  I  stole  her  some  bread," 

He  murmurs  with  atony  rife. 
"Go  to  her  help,"  he  exclainis,  "don't  mind  me. 
Soon  from  this  terrible  strife  I  shall  be." 
Ere  the  night  comes  his  young  soul  is  set  free— 

That's  a  scene  from  the  drama  of  life.  « 


— First  Humorist:    '  Why  so  dejected?"     Second  Humorist: 
"All  the  bright  ways  of  stealing  jokes  have  been  exhausted." 


AT    THE    SETTING-    OF   THE    SUN 
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Words  and  Music  by  Matthews  and  Bulger. 


You  know  the  story,  it's  oft  been  told,  the  same  old  way; 

Good  tales  repeated  do  not  grow  old,  oo  wise  men  say. 

John  was  a  rustic,  in  love  with  May,  the  village  l>elle: 

Not  wisely,  follts  say,  did  this  rustic  luve  May,  but,  alas!  too  wc 

Chorus. 

Oft  at  sunrise  life  looks  bright,  oft  it  clianges  ere  the  night; 

Some  hearts  are  breaking,  w  bile  others  are  light,  at  the  setting  of  the  sun. 

Bright  was  the  morning;  John  greets  with  smile  the  same  old  lane. 
Dreaming  of  May  at  the  same  old  stile,  he  waits  in  vain. 
*•  Farewell,  dear  John,"  so  the  letter  read,  "I've  left  for  town; 
Forgive  me,"  it  said— John  with  grief  bovrs  Ins  bead,  as  the  sun  goes  down.  - 

Choruf. 

Seeing  her  folly,  although  a^eur  had  since  passed  by. 
Seeking  forgiveness,  she  wans  in  fear  for  Jolin's  reply. 
"You  are  forpiven.  dear  May,"  he  said— no  cross,  no  crown. 
That  eve  be  was  wed  to  another  instead,  us  the  sun  went  down.- 


Ckorus. 


THE  TIME  HE  LOVES  THE  BEST 
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Words  by  L.  Harry  Fieeman.    Music  by  W.  H.  Ki-elt. 


When  twilight  nhadows  linger  nroiind  the  nins'ry  door. 
And  baby's  toys  und  ]>laytliiiiL'8  are  strewn  upon  the  floor. 
Then  mother  tells  her  darling  'lis  lime  hu  wax  at  rest. 
And  lovingly  he  comes  and  lays  liis  head  upon  her  hi  east. 
His  weary  little  feet  have  romped  about  the  whole  day  lung; 
Now.  cosey  lu  his  mother's  arms,  he  Ijegs  her  for  a  Bong, 
And  like  a  little  bird  he  lies  contented  in  his  nest; 
Itis  the  time  of  all  the  day  that  baby  loves  the  best. 

Refrain. 
For  now  'tis  baby's  bedtime,  so  gatiier  up  the  toys; 
Be  sure  to  kiss  him  g«*ntly,  and  don't  you  make  a  noise. 
He's  tired  of  all  liis  playthings  and  wants  to  be  caressed; 
In  mother's  arms  at  twilit^ht  is  the  time  be  loves  the  best. 

While  baby  softly  slumljers  until  the  break  of  day. 
He  wanders  off  in  dreamland  to  worlds  so  far  away; 
Fornow  he's  grown  to  manhood,  with  fond  and  loving  arms 
He  shields  his  dear  old  mother,  protecting  her  from  harm. 
God  bless  our  little  darling  biy  and  guard  him  tl.ro'  the  night;     . 
To-morrow,  when  the  day  has  come,  he'll  play  with  all  his  might. 
And  when  the  evening  shadows  fall  he'll  gladly  come  to  n-st. 
For  then  it  is  the  time  of  day  that  l>al>y  loves  the  beti.— Refrain. 


JOHNNY    REILLY'S    G-IRL. 
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Words  by  J.  WbiUM>mb  Reilly.    Music  by  Alfred  T  Brisebols. 

We're  not  divided  by  oceans,  by  seas  or  by  miles  a  score. 
For  my  own  dear  little  lady  just  lives  ut  the  very  uexi  di>or; 
She's  not  a  queen  w>th  golden  hair,  nor  hiiH  she  leeth  of  pearl. 
She's  none  tlie  less  a  l>eauiy,  and  she's  Jolmuy  Reilly's  girl. 

RxrRAIN. 

I've  known  her  nearly  all  her  life,  I  know  ehe'll  make  a  model  wife; 

Ev'ry  one  admires  her,  they  all  think  her  a  i«arl. 
The  pride  of  all  the  neiijhborhood,  nil  know  her  to  l»e  pure  and  good. 

And  she's  known  to  ev'ry  one  as  Johnny  Reilly's  girl. 

Her  Pa  was  never  a  hanker,  a  frne,  honest  workmnn  is  he: 

His  greatest  pride  is  iiis  daughter,  who'll  s"on  l>e  a  wife  to  me. 

Her  fattier  says  I'm  a  dandy,  it  made  my  lieart  falrlv  twirl. 

When  'twas  decided  forever,  she'd  be  Johnny  Reilly's  girl.— /?«/r«in. 

She  was  eighteen  last  December,  and  I  will  l>e  twenty  in  May; 

We  always  have  been  companions  since  we  were  small  children  at  play. 

I'll  fight  her  baitles,  I  love  her  so.  my  flag  of  love  III  unfurl. 

And  until  death  shall  part  us,  she'll  be  Johnny  Reilly's  girl. -/f«//ain. 


— A  Long-Felt  Want — Harry:  "  Billy,  did  you  read  atvinl  iliut 
fellow  who  patented  a  self-openiner  umbrella?  "  Billy:  "  Yes;  but 
I'm  going  to  beat  him — I'm  getting  up  an  umbrella  tiiat  will  drop 
all  to  pieces  the  minute  it  is  Stolen."     : 


>  W-: 
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Word^  and  Musio  by  Herbeit  H.  Taylor. 


After  takiiii;  yniir  »i'at  in  the  theatre, 

To  witneKK  moine  poiiuiur  piny. 
Did  you  ever  paiise  to  couglder. 

The  BQtors  wlio've  left  ub  to-day, 
'Ti0  but  a  briof  time  8lnce  you  knew  (hem. 

These  men  who  were  once  ull  the  rage; 
And  I  fiiiicy  you  wotnetiniea  reineniher 

Tlie  men  that  we  niias  from  the  singe. 

Cbords. 

Faces  we  ini(<e  from  the  staee,  those  wtio  were  once  all  ihe  race; 

We  can  never  forget,  and  we  think  with  regret,  of  the  faces  we  miss  from  the  stage. 

There  wiis  one  whose  appeaiaiice  each  evening 

Wiui  liuileU  witti  the  wildest  dellglit; 
He  counted  his  friends  by  tlie  tlioiisaud, 

Tlit-y  applauiled  him  night  after  niglit: 
He  lias  |>ast<ed  from  tlie  scene  of  life's  action, 

Th<>in;li  8|iarcd  to  enjoy  an  old  age; 
And  I'm  sine  you  will  say  liere  tliis  evening, 

*' Billy '*  Florence  is  missed  from  tlie  stat;e.—  CAort<«. 

ThereV  ii  very  old  friend  that  has  left  us. 

Who  took  this  whole  country  by  storm; 
Ue  clung  to  the  old  school  of  acting. 

Ho  manly  and  stately  in  form; 
Uis  piiici'  is  now  fllle<l  by  another, 

Uiit  you  know  that  we  do  not  engage 
E*  'i  y  day  a  "  Virginius,"  a  "  C'ssar  "— 

John  McCullougli  is  missed  from  the  stage.— CAoru<. 

Tliere'e  an  actress  who's  played  in  your  city. 

And  I'm  sure  you'll  agree,  all,  to  this — 
Her  xpepches  were  pert,  wise,  and  witty, 

III  toe  l)eautifu;  play  called  '•  M'Liss;  " 
She  died  far  away  in  old  England, 

From  her  life  this  is  3nly  a  page, 
But.  11  does  not  take  long  to  remind  you 

Annie  Fixley  is  missed  from  the  stage.— CAoruf. 

"  Colonel  Sellers."  you  all  will  remember. 

In  a  play  of  light-comedy  style. 
But  III)-  iiinn  who  has  made  it  successful. 

Will  gri:et  us  no  more  witli  liis  smile; 
n<'  liiix  made  his  last  exit,  forever; 

Ilv'd  the  wisdom,  'twas  said,  of  a  sage; 
Every  (luy  tlils  remark  is  made  somewhere, 

"  Juliu  T.  Kaymond  is  missed  from  the  stage."— CAoru#. 

Tlicrt'K  a  little  Boubrette  that  is  mivsing 

Kroin  the  stage,  where  her  absence  but  means 
Tlial  tilti'B  waiting  for  our  pai  ts  to  end  here. 

And  will  meet  us  liehind  Ihe  scenes. 
Wiieii  the  gieat  green  curtain  is  rolling 

On  Kome  actreHH  who's  now  all  the  rage, 
I  caiiiioi  bill  iliiuk  for  a  moment 

Futti  KoHu  is  missed  from  tlie  stage.- CAo)u<. 

Till  re's  iiiioilier  who's  played  his  last  part  here. 

And  spoke  his  lust  line  in  earth's  scenes. 
But,  save  a  few  dear  ones  who  loved  him, 

IU>\\  few  know  what  his  absence  means. 
U|Miii  the  result  of  his  labors, 

The  critics  their  warfare  will  wa^re. 
But  go  to  tlie  actors;  tliey'll  tell  you 

Biirtley  Campbell  is  missed  from  the  stage.- 6'Aon<«. 

Another,  whose  name  is  immortal, 

liii!*  goiK;  to  return  nevermore; 
Ui'  hud  p.a>ed  many  parts  in  his  lifetime. 

And  was  known  here  from  shore  unto  Bboie— 
A  niuii  of  rare  ueiiius  and  talent. 

Whose  iianiu  is  on  drama's  first  page, 
An<l  a  nation  is  mourning  his  absence — 

Ed»in  booth  is  now  missed  from  the  stage.— CAor*/*. 

There's  an  uctor  whose  face  is  now  missing 

From  the  stage  where  he  once  shone  so  bright; 
His  soiit;9  »er>?  a  feature  fiich  evening. 

And  they're  singing  them  somewliere  to-night. 
"  Peek-a-boo, '  and  the  ''  Rose  Song,"  "Mavourne«n," 

Were  once  on  u  time  all  tiie  rage. 
And  they  siill  cause  all  liearts  to  remember— 

"  Billy  "  Scanlan  is  missed  from  the  stage.— CAon/«. 


—Woman's  first  duty  to  man  is  to  be  beautiful.  If  she  insists 
upon  riglits  she  can  be  a.s  ugly  as  she  pleases  to  be  and  wear  the 
dizziest  style  of  bloomers. — JVew  Orleans  IHcayune. 


—An  Object  of  Interest.-"  Here,"  complained  the  aggrieved 
father,  "  I  have  spent  nearly  115, 000  on  tiiat  girl's  education  and 
now  she  goes  and  niarries  n  $2,500  u  year  clerk."  '*  Well,"  said 
the  friend  of  the  family,  "  isn't  that  all  of  15  per  cent,  on  your  in- 
vestment? What  more  do  you  want?  " — Indianapolis  Journal. 
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Write  to  eitimr  one  of  the  above  arldreanes  for  F'ree  Catalouun  of  Soiiiri),  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Uuaic.  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Ure&m  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 

Words  and  Music  by  Felix  McOleunon. 


Maidt-n  Ruth  one  day  came  into  town,  just  to  see  her  nncle  dear;  | 

Maidt'ii  Kiith  had  on  a  girlish  gown,  ami  it  made  her  look  so  queer: 
Maiden  Ruth  had  never  seen  New  York,  not  until  that  day,  poor  thing. 
As  her  uncle  took  her  all  around,  she  began  to  sing: 

Chohks. 
Oh  I  Uncle  John,  isn't  it  nice  on  Broadway; 

Oh!  Uncle  John,  here  I  will  remain; 
Olit  Uncle  John,  now  that  I've  seen  the  Bowery, 

Life  in  the  country's  awful  slow,  and  I'll  never  go  back  again. 

Uncle  John  escorted  maiden  Ruth  all  around  the  town,  with  cure- 
First  he  took  ber  up  to  Central  Park,  then  they  went  to  t'liatham  Square: 
Strange  sights  maiden  Ruth  had  witnessed  from  Harlem  down  to  New  York  bay; 
Every  one  Could  tell  what  pleased  her  most  by  the  way  she'd  say: 

CUORITS.  I 

Oht  Uncle  John,  isn't  it  nice  on  Broadway;  I 

Oil  I  Uncle  John,  here  I  will  remain; 
Oh!  Uncle  John,  now  that  I've  seen  the  Bowery, 

Life  in  the  country's  awful  slow,  and  I'll  never  go  back  again. 

Uncle  somehow  lost  her  in  Ihe  crowd,  up  and  down  the  street  lie  ran. 
Soon  lie  found  her  happy  as  could  l)e,  chatting  with  a  policeman: 
Uncle  Joliii  then  said  to  maiden  Ruth,  "Come  along."  but  Riiili  replied, 
"  1  must  kiss  lliat  handsome  man  in  blue,"  so  she  did  and  cried: 

Chorus. 
Oh!  Uncle  John,  isn't  it  nice  on  Broadway;  i 

OhI  Uncle  John,  here  I  will  remain:  ' 

Oil!  Uncle  John,  now  that  I've  seen  the  Bowery, 

Life  in  the  country's  awful  slow,  and  I'll  never  go  back  again. 
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Words  and  Muxic  by  E.  Alexandra. 


While  walking  down  a  buBV  thoroughfare,  | 

You  see  a  pretty  girl,  with  golden  liair. 
Tripping  along,  huniming  a  son^,  I 

Ah  happy  as  the  birds  in  the  air,  j 

When  suddenly  the  rain  it  patters  down. 

You'd  think  the  pretty  darling  she  would  drown;         ' 
HtT  dress  holds  high  to  keep  it  dry.  I 

And  the  men  stare  as  she  toddles  through  the  town: 

Chorus. 
Bnt  what  could  the  poor  girl  dor  Boys,  what  could  the  poor  girl  dor 
She'd  a  pretty  little  shoe,  and  she  liked  to  show  it,  too. 
So  I  couldn't  blame  the  girl,  could  your 

1 

A  pretty  girl  In  bathing  went  one  day,  j 

Dressedin  a  bathing  suit  of  colors  gay,         ,  I 

When,  like  a  mouse,  from  bathing-house, 

A  thiuf  her  garments  stole  and  ran  away; 
She  learned  her  clothes  were  lost,  and  she  must  roam 

The  city  in  a  costume  made  for  foam; 
She  gave  a  sigh,  but  did  not  cry, 
And  then  pluckily  she  started  out  for  home. 

Chorus. 

But  what  could  the  poor  girl  dor  Boys,  what  cnnld  the  poor  girl  dor 
Throni:li  ihe  streets  she  had  to  scoot,  dressed  up  in  a  bathing  suit. 
So  I  couldn't  Illume  the  girl,  coald  your 

Now  when  a  man  gets  married,  you'll  agree,  [< 

At  family  work  he's  helpless  as  can  be;  : 

His  wife  says,  Dan,  'most  every  man  { 

Assists  his  wife,  now  why  don't  you  help  mef  | 

The  henpecked  man  consents,  but  with  a  scowl — 

At  night  he  walks  the  floor  to  baby's  bowl, 
While  mamma  dear,  withont  a  fear. 

Says  I'll  retire,  then  hubby  starts  to  growl. 

Chorus. 

But  what  could  the  poor  girl  do?  Boys,  what  conid  the  poor  girl  dor 
While  the  baby  loudly  roars,  msmma  goes  to  sleep  and  snores, 
And  I  couldn't  blame  the  girl,  could  your 

A  good  ship  o'er  the  ocean  swiftly  sped. 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly  overhead, 
The  captain  and  a  maiden  grand 

Stood  on  the  deck,  when  suddenly  be  said: 
Now  from  your  pretty  lips  I'll  take  a  sip. 

Or  else  this  boat  has  seen  its  final  trip. 
Unless  I  kiss  you,  pretty  Mies, 

All  lives  aboard  are  lost,  I'll  sink  the  tbip. 

Chorhs. 

Now  what  could  the  poor  girl  dor  Boys,  what  could  the  poor  girl  do! 
Now  she's  very  much  adored,  she  saved  all  the  Uvea  on  board, 
And  I  couldn't  blame  the  girl,  could  youf 
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NIPOLEON'S  COMPLETE  DREAM  BOOK. 

Prlo©,    SB  OentB. 

M  ADAHB  CAMILLE  L«  NORHAND,  the  auDior  of  this  book  and  the 
*»*    greatest  of  Freuch  dream  Interpreters  and  fnture-tellers,  web  freqaently 

and  almoBt  invariably  conDiilted  l>y  the 

freatest   of    generals  —  Napoleon 
{onaparte.      Had  he  ul ways  taken 
the  advice  tif  tiiis  truly  wonderfal  tibyi 
history  wonid   have  been  nndonbtedly 
changed,  to  some  extent.     Tliis  Is  a 
book  calculated  to  impart  iiifurmation 
reqairt'd  bv  every  intelligent  person;  in 
fact,  the  ZENITH  of  worlds  of  this  na^ 
tare.    It  contains  full,  pliiin,  and  acca- 
rate  explanatlniis  of  fortune-telling  by 
Dreams,  VIsons  and  Rever- 
ies.    It   in   tlie  only  TRUB  lind  BKUA- 
BLS  treaiise  npon  lliis  niofC  usi-tul  art. 
It  also  contains  anecdotes  and  nccoante 
of   the  most  remarliuble   virions  and 
apparitions,  and  a  general  dictionary  of 
the  signification  of   both   ordinary  and 
remarkable  dreams.    Added  to  this  Is  a 
perfect  edition  of  Bttinparte 8  Oracu- 
liim,  or.  The  B"ok  of  F.tte,  wliicli  cost 
the  original  purchaser  S7,000.     The  en- 
tire volume  is  iirrHiiged  and  explained 
In  the  most   familiar   and    intelligible 
manner,   so   that   the    most    ordinary 
reader  can  fully  comprehend  it.    It  is 
printed  on  a  fine  quality  of  book  paper, 
from  clear,  readable  type,  and  durably 
bound     in    handsome    colored    cover. 
Ovpr  275  pages.   It  will  be  sent  by  mail, 
postpaid,  upon  receipt  of  price,  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTSk 

WEHMAII'S  FUN  IN  BLACK. 

I*xrio&,  S5  Oexits. 

ITH  "  Tlio  Origin  of  Minstreley," 
by  Col.  T.  Alston  Brown,  giving 
the  history  o(  Btbiopian  minstrelsy 
from  1799.  Slngnlar  scenes  before  the 
footlights  and  l>ehiud  the  ciiriaiu — 
Amuxing  anecdotes,  etc.  Sixty  ex- 
ceedingly funny  pictures  add  greatly 
to  the  humorous  text.  A  perfect 
library  of  anecdotes  of  the  minstrel 
Stage:  good  things  not  given  to  the 
public  in  any  other  work.  Among  the 
contents  will  l>e  found— African  dia- 
mond(> — Blaclc  brigade — Ebony  tronba* 
dours — Wttuilering  minstrels — The  gen- 
tleman from  Corli— Some  recollections 
— Dried  np — Old-time  Rocks — Corkog- 
raphies — Travelling  in  Cork— Hnmor  of 
show  life — Aronnd  the  globe  —  Huro- 
cles  Stanwood  and  1 — An  hour  witb 
the  minstrels  —  Corkaway  securing  a 
circus  license'— Daylight  —  and  almost 
100  other  sketches  and  anecdotes,  all 
intensely  humorOQS.  If  you  want  some- 
thing to  remove  the  "blues."  send  for  a 
copy  of  Fun  In  Black.  "Laugh 
and  grow  fut."  This  book  is  printed 
on  good  quality  of  book  paper,  from 
clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  In 
handsome  colored  cover.  It  will  be 
sent  hv  mail,  noBtpald.  upon  receipt  of 
price,  TWBNTY.PIVe  CENTS.  Send 
for  a  copy  and  l>ecome  bappy. 

DE  WITT'S  CONNECTICUT  COOK  BOOK 

AMD  HOUSEHOLD  ASSISTANT. 
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tf  <M»tti'S 


CoanecticttI 


THIS  volnme  contains  plain  and  eco- 
nomic styles  of  dressing  and  cook- 
ing every  kind  of  meat,  fish,  fowl  and 
vegetable  in  a  most  bealthfal  and  in- 
vitiog  manner.  Also,  a  large  number 
of  tried  f«ci|>es  fur  preserving,  canning 
and  curing  all  sorts  of  vegetables  and 
fruits  so  as  to  retain  their  original 
flavor  and  appearance.  FuU  directiono 
for  laying  and  decorating  the  table, 
carving  the  meat  and  serving  vegeta- 
bles and  deiisert  are  given.  To  this 
there  is  added  a  large  number  of  nsefal 
boiisehold  recipes,  paniiary  rules,  sim- 
ple remedies  for  nrdiimry  ailments, etc. 
This  book  is  writiuii  ioacieur  and  con- 
cise manner,  with  the  intention  of  as- 
sisting the  intelligent  housekeeper,  and 
many  of  the  recipes  contained  ther<'in 
have  never  l>erore  Rp|>eared  in  print. 
Tbe  anthor,  Mrs.  N.  Orr,  has  had  a 
wide  and  varied  experience,  and  any 
person  following  her  directions  as  set 
forth  in  this  work  is  bound  to  t>ecome 
proficient  in  the  art  of  cooking  and 
noDsekeeping  in  all  its  branches.  Qood 
food,  witb  tlie  fnll  development  of  its 
nutritive  qnalitiee,  is  something  that 
shonid  be  sougiit  by  everyone.  Printed 
—•^_a^___a^^_r  on  good  quality  of  paoer,  from  clear, 

readable  type,  and  nurahlv  bound  in  handsome  paper  cover.      Price,   by  mail, 

postpaid,  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 


BE  WITT'S  LESSONS  !N  LOVE, 

r^  AND    THE    ART    OP    BEOOMINO    BEAUTIFUL  -yi^  [ 


CBOM  the  time  that  Ovid  wrote  iiis  "  Art  of  Love  "  to  the  present  day,  love- 
■  making  has  never  ceased  to  play  a  most  important  part  in  literature.  In 
fact,  deprived  of  this  one  topic,  the  very  life  of  iiteratiire  would  be  imperiled. 

Yet,  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  al- 
luoBt  every  hook  we  read  lias  for  its 
central  interest  an  episode  of  love,  liow 
many  lovers  have  ransacked  libraries  in 
vain,  searching  for  piactical  adMceand 
kindly  bints  that  would  help  toi\aid 
furthering  their  love  affairs.  In  this 
book  are  gathered  the  best  thouglits  of 
tbe  greateiit  authors  upon  this  subject, 
both  in  prose  and  verse,  embracing 
every  phase  of  love.  Every  one  who 
lias  been,  is,  or  expects  to  be,  in  love, 
will  find  here  mucli  of  interest,  help 
and  enconragement. 

The  second  lialf  of  this  book  is  de- 
voted to  the  art  of  becoming  t>eauiiful, 
explaining  the  wonderful  success 
achieved  by  the  author,  Lady  Bleeeing- 
ton,  in  perpetuating  her  youthful  ap- 
pearance. It  was  one  of  the  pet  hob- 
bles of  this  remarkable  lady  to  a<'ek 
and  gather  all  the  successful  methods 
and  preparations  adopted  by  others,  in 
addition  to  her  own  wide  experience. 
The  directions  given  for  increasing  the  attractions  of  the  liair,  eyes,  lips, 
hands,  etc.,  etc ,  are  pronounced  accurate.  Printed  on  a  good  quality  of 
paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  in  handsome  colored  cover, 
will  be  sent  to  nnv  address  in  the  IT.  S.  or  Canada  by  mail,  postpaid,  upon  re- 
ceipt of  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 


WEHMAN'S  FORTUNE-TELLING  BY  GARBS. 


M 


ITio©  as  Centa. 


Pz*lce,   S5  Oexits. 

ANY  books  have  been  iKSiied  pnrportinu;  to  explain  the  mysteries  of  the 
art   of   revealing    the    secrets   of    Past*  Present   and  Future 

through  employment  of  cards,  yet  we 
can  safely  say  that  this  work  is  tbe 
only  one  that  treats  on  the  subject  in  a 
scientific,  yet  familiar  manner.  This 
book  contains  everything  necessary  for 
the  proper  education  of  the  most  nnen- 
lightened  person,  and  will  enable  one  to 
correctly  reveal  every  secret  in  a  per- 
son's life  or  thonghts.  It  is  a  pictorial 
and  practical  exi>lanation  of  the  mar- 
vellous art  of  proplielic  fortnne-telling 
thront'h  the  simple  n^e  of  ordinary 
playing  cards,  clearly  and  fully  set 
forth.  The  book  also  contains  a  treat 
ise  npon  chiromancy,  or  the  art  of 
divination  through  reading  the  human 
hand,  and  a  full  description  of  the 
sacred  book  of  Thot,  the  Egyptian  ora-  ' 
Cle  of  destiny,  the  knowledt-e  of  which  I 
alone  is  worth  many  dollars.  This  | 
book  is  not  of  the  cheap  and  trashy 
order,  remember,  hut  a  firr>t-class  scien-  I 
tific  work,  written  by  the  celebrated  | 
and  famous  French  fortune-teller, 
Madame  Cumille  Le  Normand.  It  is 
printed  on  good  quality  of  paper,  from 
clear,  readable  type,  and  subHUntlally 
hound  in  handsome  colored  cover. 
Will  he  sent  to  any  address,  by  mail, 
postpaid,     upon     receipt     of     price. 


■ENRT  J.  WEHMAN,  Piiliiii, 

NEW  VORK.  X  '    ■ 


TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 


WEHMAN'S  HOUSE  PUNTIN6  PLAINLY  TAUGHT 


■WEHMAU'J 


iaj,iQQ^  Q5  Cents. 

HIS  Is  •  practical  book  of  instruction  for  tlie  preparation  and  application  of 
all  kinds  of  pain(«  and  varnishes.    It  contains  tbe  whole  theory  and 

ftractice  of  house  painting,  from  prim- 
ng  to  finishing.  Also  plain  and  practi- 
cal directions  for  whilewaehiug,  kalno- 
niining,  graining,  marbling,  how  to 
combine  colors,  recipes  for  making  pol- 
ish for  hard  woods,  for  drying  damp 
cellar  walls,  for  making  flexible  paint, 
for  making  shellac  poiiBh,  to  whiten 
linseed  oil,  to  remove  pnint  from  cloth- 
ing, to  make  cloth  waterproof,  etc., 
etc.  Also  full  and  explicit  directions 
on  wood  Staining,  paper  hanging,  mak- 
ing paste,  painting  transparent  window 
shades,  and,  iu  fact,  all  mutters  per- 
taining to  tbe  trade  lu  al!  its  brandies. 

^_  _^^y\\m^^       ,^^^\      "^''^  object  of  this  work    is  to   give  all 

\^M^PS}S^  v^'^^BC  ^''^  information  that  can  be  given  in 
l^dAlil^HH^  ^^^^  books  to  clearly  explain  the  nature  and 
I^^H^^n  A      properties  of  everyinlug  need  by  paint- 

\^^^^^^^m__\         ^      *'■*  """J  paper-hangers,  and  show  in  the 

*~~^ r^     A      simplest   manner    how    to   do  the   best 

^^^^^^^         1         >       work  in  the  Bhortest   time   at   the  least 
l|^       expense.     Any  man  wlio  owns  a  house, 
"      '     '  "  or  is  iu  the   habit  of  doing  his  own  re- 

pairing or  renovating,  could  save  con- 
siderable money  by  possessing  a  copy 
of  this  book,  it  is  printed  on  a  good 
quality  of  paper,  from  clear,  readnl)le 
type,  and  bound  iu  durable  colored 
cover.  Tt  wl'l  l>e  Heiit  by  mail,  poet- 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 


paid,  npon  receipt  of  price. 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMU,  Publisher, 


130  &  133  Park  Row.  NEW  YORK 
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Oc  Witt's  Sentimental  Forget-me- 
not  Songster.  In  this  volume  will 
be  found  such  a  collection  of  truly 
beautiful  songs  and  ballads  as  have 
never  before  enriched  any  book- 
songs  that  arc  touching,  pathetic, 
melting,  and  full  of  hallowed  mem- 
ories. In  fact,  250  of  the  most 
charming  pieces  of  sentimental 
verse  in  the  English  language,  by 
such  authors  as  Byron,  Moore, 
Burns.Tennyson.Longfellow,  Fos- 
ter, and  other  masters  of  song. 

Sent  by  mttll,  post-puid,  oi>  receipt  of  50  Cent*. 

Witt's    Irish    Forget-me-not 

Songster.  This  book  is  stud- 
ded with  gems  of  Irish  song,  in- 
cluding the  master  pieces  of 
Moore,  Lever,  Lover,  and  that 
galaxy  of  song  writers  whose 
genius  has  flooded  Ireland  with 
metrical  glory.  From  Father 
Front's  "  Bells  of  Shandon  "  and 
Millikin's  "  Groves  of  Blarney," 
to  "  The  Wearing  of  the  Green," 
nothing  lias  been  omitted  ;  in  all 

making  the  most  complete  collection  of  Irish 

(ongs  and  ballads  ever  published. 
Sent  by  mail,  post  puM,  oa  lect  ipt  of  50  Cents. 


Witt's    Comic    Forget-me-not 

Songster.  Filled  "  chock  full  "  of 
all  the  tip-top,  trulj^  jo'ly*  quaintly 
droll,  immensely  funny,  genuine 
old-fashioned  comic  songs ;  songs  to 
set  an  audience  in  a  roar.  "  Laugh 
and  grow  fat,  sir,"  is  Ben  Jonson's 
advice,  and  in  t  lis  book  is  enough 
of  food  for  laugl  ter  to  increase  the 
adipose  tissue  oi  the  most  melan- 
choly man  in  the  world, 
by  mall,  po-t-p.iij,  on  receipt  of  50  Cents. 


Seat 


Dc  Witt's  Serio-Comic  Forget-me- 
not  Songster.  Among  the  songs 
that  make  up  the  contents  of  this 

*book  will  be  found  the  choicest 
ballads  that  have  been  sung  on  the 
lyric    stage,  and   songs    that    have 

I  been  favorites  of  the  prima  donnas 
of  opera  bouffe,  besides  lots  of  semi- 
sentimental  songs  that  delight  every 
musical  circle.  Also,  a  budget  of 
songs  for  merrymaking,  or  for  a- 
musing  a  company  of  people. 
Sent  by  mail,  poet-paid,  ou  riceipt  of  50  Cents. 

Black  Jokes.     A  book  full  and  run' 

ning  over  with  darkey  jokes  and 
I  comicalities;  consisting  of  plantation 
'and  high 'ife  stories,  sermons,  die« 
away  songs,  opening  jokes,  compli* 
eated  conundrums,  and  an  endless 
Tariety  of  sable  witticisms,  showing 
the  peculiarly  laughable  character  oi 
"Sambo"  in  the  strongest  colors.  Il- 
lustrated with  100  of  the  most  comicaJ 
engravings. 

Seut  l)y  mail,  posipai.!,  011  roceipt  of  2't  Cents. 

House  Painitning  Plainly  Taught. 

A  practical  mantial  of  instruction 
for  the  preparation  and  application 
of  all  kinds  of  paints  and  varnishes. 
Containing  the  whole  theory  and 
practice  of  house  painting — from 
)riming  to  finishing.    Also,  plain 
snd  practical  directions  for  wnite- 
'  washing,   kalsomining,  graining, 
marbling,    etc.,  etc.     An    indis- 
pensable book  for  any  one  who  ever  handles  a 
liint-brush,^ 
8«st  by  mail,  post-paid,  od  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Burnt  Cork:  The  Amateur  Mtn- 

^'  streL    A  collection  of  huroorotis 

'^    ^v  speeches,  end  men's  jokes,  con- 
J^t^iJi^     undrums,  recitations  and  ^rces, 
'  finales,  for  "first  part,"  and  a  full 
description  of  everything  neces- 
sary to  arrange  a  minstrel  enter- 
vtainment.    Also  including  several 
^f^  Y  complete  musical  sketches  sclect- 
^i^J'    ed   especially  for  this  book.     A 
-^{K  -^^    most    valuable    companion    and 
"^^  guide    to    the    young    amateur. 

By  Frank  Dumont,  the  fioucicault  of  the 
Ethiopian  drama* 

Sent  by  maii,  p<>Bt-p«id,  on  reodpt  of  S6  Csnta. 

Christy's  Burnt  Cork  Comicalities. 

A  fine  lot  of  humorous  speeches, 
dialogues,  and  conundrums,  by  that 
welUknown  delineator  of  Ethiopian 
character,  Byron  Christy.  Filled 
with  the  wise  sayings,  end  men's 
colloquies,  stump  speeches,and  witty 
remarks  that  have  made  the  name 
of  Christy  famous  among  minstrels. 
There  is  not  a  dull  line  in  this  book, 
and  the  success  of  the  entertainment 
of  which  these  jokes  form  a  part  is 
assured  in  advance. 
Sent  by  mall,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  Cents. 

Tambo:     His   Jokes    and    Funny 

Sayings.  With  which  is  incor- 
porated "  Hints  to  the  Amateur 
Minstrel,  by  BoBBY  Newcomb.** 
It  teaches  all  the  "tricks  of  the 
trade,"  and  furnishes  a  full  budget 
of  good  things  "  to  set  the  house 
in  a  roar."  The  first  step  after 
organizing  a  minstrel  companv 
should  be  to  procure  a  copy  of  this 
indispensable  hand  book,  which 
is  filled  with  valuable  pointen 
for  the  amateur. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  15  Centak 


Morgan's  Expose  of  Freemasonry. 

Containing  the  degrees  of  the  order 
conferred  by  a  Master's  lodg^  as 
written  by  Capt.  William  Morgan. 
All  the  degrees  conferred  in  the  Royal 
Arch  chapter  and  grand  encampment 
^of  Knights  Templar — Knights  of  the 
■;?^|fflm^  Red  Cross,  of  the  Christian  Mark,  and 
»  '"^  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre}  also  of  the 
eleven  ineffable  degrees  conferred  in 
the  Lodge  of  Perfection,  and  the  still 
higher  degrees  of  Prince  of  Jerusalem, 
Knights  of  East  and  West,  Venerable  Grand 
Master  of  Symbolic  Lodge,  Knights  and  Adepts 
of  the  Eagle  or  Sun,  Prince  of  the  Royal  Secret 
Sovereign  Inspector  General.  Revised  and 
corrected  to  correspond  with  the  most  approved 
forms  and  ceremonies  of  the  various  lodges 
of  Freemasons  throughout  the  United  States. 
By  George  K.  Crafts,  formerly  Thrice  Pu- 
issant grand  Master  of  Manitou  Council,  New 
York. 

S«tit  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Art  of  Swimming.     A  plain  and 

practical  treatise  (illustrated)  up- 
on  this  most  useful  and  invigor* 
ating  pastime,  teaching  how  to 
swim  backwards,  forwards,  and 
sideways,  on  or  under  the  water, 
and  to  dive,  leap,  and  float  in 
every  possible  manner.  To  which 
is  appended  the  most  approved 
and  certain  method  of  saving  life 
^rom  drowning  and  resuscitating 

(he  apparently  lifeless.     By  Charles  Weight- 

MAN,  the  Man-Fish. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Webster's  Business -Man;  or, 

Counting-House  Correspdnd- 
ent.  Containing  plain,  practical 
directions  for  carrying  on  every 
kind  of  commercial  and  banking 
business — including  mercantile 
letters  on  every  conceivable  sub- 
ject, laws  and  usages  of  banking 
and  brokerage,  forms  of  official 
papers  on  shipping,  insurance, 
etc.  Also  containmg  an  exten- 
sive and  useful  glossary  of  words  and  phrases 
used  in  commercial  and  banking  circles.  To- 
gether with  a  brief  but  comprehensive  table  oi 
the  coin  and  currency  in  use  by  the  diffierent 
nations  of  the  world,  giving  relative  values, 
etc.,  etc.  This  book  is  a  standard  of  reference 
on  all  points  of  mercantile  usage,  and  should 
be  in  every  business  establishment  and  count- 
ing-house. 
Sent  by  mall,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

DB3  "WITT'S 
Dialogues  for  Christmas.  By  Mar- 
GARET  Holmes.  This  book  contains  a 
short  play — "The  Delayed  Letter" — and 
about  forty  dialogues  written  expressly  for 
use  in  Christmas  entertainments,  and  suit- 
able for  private  representation  or  for  cele- 
brations m  schools  and  churches. 
Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  rereiitor  25  Cents. 

Webster's  Chairman's  Manual  and 

v^  Speaker's  Guide.  Showing 
^  plainly  and  clearly  how  to  pre- 
Wside  over  and  conduct  public 
k  r  meetings  of  every  kind.  With 
full  explanations  of  the  manner 
of  procedure  in  the  American 
Congress,  the  British  Parlia- 
ment, the  Legislature  of  New 
York,  the  Grand  Lodge  of  F. 
and  A.  Masons,  etc.  To  which  are  added 
numerous  precedents  from  the  best  authorities. 
Also,  the  full  Constitution  of  the  United  States, 
with  its  amendments. 
Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Webster's   Little   Folks'   Speaker. 

Comprising  many  standard  pieces,  as  well 
as  a  great  many  entirely  original  composi- 
tions,  embracing  a  wide  range  of  subjects. 
Seut  b>  until,  post-puia,  ou  receipt  uf  25  CsutS. 


Webster's  Practical  Letter \yriter. 

Containing  general  directions 
for  writing.  Also,  model  let- 
ters, family  letters,  children'-* 
letters,  letters  of  friendship,  let- 
ters of  sympathy,  love  letters, 
letters  of  distinguished  men  and 
women,  business  letters,  letters 
of  introduction.and  model  notes 
of  invitation.  Together  with 
Bible  quotations,  choice  prose 
and  poetical  quotations,  Latin,  French,  Spanish, 
and  Italian  words  and  phrases,  synonyms,  ab- 
breviations, mottoes  of  the  States,  and  a  model 
of  printer's  proof  corrections. 
S.nt  by  mail,  poit-paid,  on  receipt  of  35  Cents. 

Webster's  Reciter ;   or.  Elocution 

Made  Easy.  Fifteen  full  page  illustra- 
tions, plainly  showing  the  proper  attitude 
of  the  figure.  The  various  expressions  of 
the  face,  and  the  different  inflexions  and 
modulations  of  the  voice  are  clearly  ex- 
plained. Containing  choice  selections  of 
the  most  thrilling,  passionate,  heroic,  and 
patriotic  speeches  and  poems  ^  with  ap- 
propriate instructions. 
Sent  by  mall,  post-|iuid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 
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t)e  Witt's  Cottiifecticut  Cook  Book 

amd  Housekeeper's  Assistant. 
Containing  directions  for  dressing 
and  cooking  every  kind  of  flesh, 
I  "ish,  fowl,  and  vegetable,  in  the 
'most  healthful  and  inviting  man- 
ner.   With  directions  for  laying 
and  decorating  the  table,  carving 
the  meat,  and  serving  the  vegeta- 
bles.    To  which  is  added  a  large 
number  of  tried  receipts  for  pre- 
^  serving,  canning,  and  curing  all 

kinds  of  vegetables  and  fruits,  so  as  to  reuin 
their  original  flavor  and  appearance. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  od  receipt  of  36  CentS« 

DE3    ■WITT'S 

Selections  for  Album  Writers.    A 

choice   collection   of  acrostics, 
and    sentiments    in    prose   and 
verse,  expressive  of  almost  every 
phase  of  human  feeling  and  af- 
fection, such  as  love,  friendship, 
admiration,  respect,  good  wish- 
es, etc.,  etc.,  suitable  for  writing 
in  autograph  albums,  birthday 
books,  and  on   Christmas  and 
New  Vear's  cards.     Also,  con- 
taining a  capital   collection   of 
toasts  and  sentiments  appropriate  for  anniver- 
saries, public  dinners,  and  family  gatherings. 
Sent  by.inail,  pott-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents* 

Sweet's  Ready  Reckoner.  A  han- 
dy and  complete  manual,  contain- 
ing concise  and  correct  tables 
giving  the  cost  of  any  number  of 
articles  from  i  to  i,ooo,  at  from 
1-16  of  a  cent  to$i,by  the  ounce, 
pound,  barrel,  yard,  etc.  Also, 
the  method  of  measuring  sawlogs, 
timber,  planks,  scantlings,  and 
boards  thoroughly  explained,  with 
extended  tables  of  the  same } 
^  Measurement  of  wells   and   cis- 

terns, with  full  instructions  for  the  size  of  any 
required  capacity }  Board  by  the  day,  week  or 
month;  Wages  by  the  day  or  hour,  from  50 
cents  to  $4  per  day  j  Measurement  of  cubes, 
cylinders,  and  boxes,  with  perfect  explanations  ; 
Interest  tables  at  6  and  7  per  cent.,  from  $1  to 
$100,  from  one  day  to  one  year;  and  many 
other  indispensable  tables;  m  all  forming  a 
truly  necessary  book  for  all  to  whom  absolute 
correctness  and  saving  of  time  are  an  object. 
By  I.  D,  J,  Sweet,  author  of  •*  Elements  of 
Draughts." 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

De  Witt's  American  Farrier  and 

Horse  Doctor.  An  American  book 
for  American  horsemen ;  with  copi- 
ous notes  from  the  best  English  and 
American  authorities,  showing  plainly 
how  to  breed,  rear,  buy,  sell,  cure, 
fcihoe,  and  keep  that  most  useful  and 
I  valuable  animal,  the  horse,  and  con- 
taining the  best  information  on  the 
subject,  condensed  and  popularized 
for  general  use.    With  many  superior 

illustrations. 

Sent  by  mail,  poat-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents* 


Pat  Rooney's  Quaint  Conundrums 
and  Funny  Gags.  Interlarded 
with  Irish  wit  and  humor,  Chi- 
nese sketches,  humorous  anec- 
dotes, and  mirth-provoking  sto- 
ries. A  capital  book  for  end 
men  in  minstrel  entertainments. 
Filled  with  the  happiest  hits,  the 
most  rollicking  repartees,  and 
greatest  gags  ever  perpetrated  by 
this  prince  of  comedians. 
Sent  by  mail,  pott-paid,  on  reeetpt  of  26  Centa. 


De  Witt*8  Perfect  Orator.    Com 

prising  a  great  numbef  of  read* 
ings,  recitations,  dialogues,  ^ui< 
harangues,  from  the  most  celebra- 
ted tragedies,  poems  and  speeches] 
accompanied  by  very  carefully 
composed  prefatory  remarks — his- 
Itorical,  explanatory,  and  instruc> 
tive.  Also  containing  useful  hints 
as  to  stage  arrangements,costumes, 
scenery, (etc.  Compiled  by  the 
editor  of  "Webster's  Reciter." 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Centa. 


Macaulay's  "Acting"  Dialogues. 

Containing  nearly  one  hundred 
of  the  finest  dialogues  in  oui 
language,including  choice  piece* 
for  from  two  to  fifteen  characters. 
These  pieces  have  an  extensive 
range  in  spirit,  subject,  and  style, 
from  lively  and  humorous  to  se- 
rious and  sentimental,  and  are  al 
eminently  dramatic,  affording 
every  speaker  a  good  chance  to 
^act  out  the  different  parts. 
Sent  by  mail,  poat-palJ,  on  receiptor  25  Cents. 


Recitations  for  Christmas.  Edited 

by  Margaret  Holmes.  Sixty 
cnoice  selections  from  the  best 
writers,  suitable  for  Christmas 
entertainments  in  church  and 
school.  Among  the  authors 
represented  are  jDickens,  Aid 
rich,  Howells,  Lew  Wallace, 
R.  H.  Stoddard,  John  Boyle 
O'Reilly,  Herrick,Coleridgc.  G. 
W.  Curtis,  Margaret  Holmes, 
Thomas  Nelson  Page,  Julia 
Goddard,  Phoebe  Cary,  and  Thomas  Hood*, 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Webster's  Ready.Made  Love  Let- 
ters. Comprising  letters  and 
notes  of  every  style  for  almost 
every  conceivable  occasion,  from 
first  acquaintance  to  marriage, 
with  invaluable  information  on 
the  etiquette  of  courtship^  Also, 
model  letters  from  some  of  the 
world's  most  famous  lovers,  and 
appropriate  poetical  quotations 
from  standard  authors.  The 
whole  a  convenient  aid  to  those 
ifvho  need  friendly  help  and  confidential  advice 
in  matters  pertaining  to  love  and  courtship.  •, . 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  26  Cents. 


De  Witt's  School  Vocalist.    A 

choice  collection  of  standard  music, 
comprising  solos,  duets,  trios,  semi- 
choruses,  choruses,  rounds,  catches, 
patriotic  and  national  airs,  simple, 
pleasing,  and  suitable  for  children's 
voices.  Edited  by  G.  W.  BvngaY, 
with  special  reference  to  school 
use.  The  book  contains  eighty-two 
pieces  of  music,  arranged  by  Hekrt 
^ucker.  •  f 

Price  26  Cents  per  copy,  poet-paid. 


Gus  Williams'  Fireside  Recitations 

Nos.  I  and  s.  Being  careful 
selections  of  the  purest,  most 
interesting  and  effective  pieces 
of  prose  and  poetry  in  the  lan- 
guage. Many  of  the  articles 
in  these  books  have  been  reci- 
ted by  the  compiler  with  every 
mark  of  approval,  before  large 
audiences.  While  many  of  the 
favorite  standard  pieces  are 
retained,  the  majority  are  those  newer  and 
fresher  productions  that  are  difficult,  if  not  im- 
possible, to  find  in  any  one  volume. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  CD  receipt  of  26  Gents. 


Bones:   His   Gags  and   Stump 

Speeches.  A  book  full  of  the 
very  juice  and  cream  of  minstrel 
fiin,  containing  genuine  darkey 
stump  speeches,  colloquies  be- 
tween middle  and  end  men, 
dialect  stories,  etc.  Every  pro- 
fessional burnt-cork  man ;  every 
amateur  in  darkey  doings :  every 
body  that  likes  genuine  fun 
should  have  a  copy  of  this  book. 
Sent  by  mail,  po8t-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 5  Cents. 

Lessons  in  Love.    From  the  time 

that  Ovid  wrote  his  **  Art  of  Love  "  to  the 
present  day,  lovemaking  has  never  ceased 
to  play  a  most  important  part  in  literature. 
In  fact,  deprived  of  this  one  topic,  the  very 
life  of  literature  would  be  imperiled.  Yet, 
notwithstanding  the  fact  that  almost  every 
book  we  read  has  for  its  central  interest  an 
episode  of  love,  how  many  lovers  have 
ransacked  libraries  in  vain,  searching  for 
practical  advice  and  kindly  hints  that  would 
help  toward  furthering  their  love  affairs. 
In  this  book  are  gathered  the  best  thoughts 
of  the  greatest  authors  upon  this  subject, 
both  in  prose  and  verse,  embracing  every 
phase  of  love.  Every  one  who  has  been, 
is,  or  expects  to  be,  in  love,  will  find  here 
much  01  interest,  help  and  encouragement. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  26  Cents. 


VonBoyle's  Recherche  Recitation^ 

A  collection  of  the  choicest  eloquent, 
pathetic,  and  sentimental  pieces, 
suitable  for  reading  and  recitation, 
to  be  found  in  the  language.  Among 
those  whose  articles  contribute  to 
enrich  its  pages  are  authors  of  such 
varied,  yet  in  all  cases  great  powers, 
as  Jean  Ingelow,  Charles  Kmgfsley, 
George  Eliot,  A.  J.  H.  Duganne, 
Mark   Twain,  R.  J.  Burdette,  and 

Von  Boyle   himself,  who  has  written   several 

new  pieces  expressly  for  this  book. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

S'WIinT'S 
boxing  Without  a  Master;   or. 

Scientific  Art  and  Practice 
>  of  Attack  and  Self-defence, 
Explained  in  so  easy  a  manner 
that  any  person  may  compre- 
hend this  useful  art.  Contain- 
ing descriptions  of  correct  pu- 
gilistic attitudes,  feints,  blows, 
and  guards,  as  practised  by  the 
most  celebrated  boxers  of  the 
past  and  present.     With  num- 

irous  spirited  engravings.     By  OWEN  SwiFT» 

faster  of  the  art  of  boxing. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 6  Cents. 


Pe  Witt's  Little  Dialogues  and 
Wee  Pieces  for  Papa's  Own  Boy  and 
Girl.  Containing  the  largest  number  of 
tiny  articles  in  prose  and  verse  ever  got 
together  expressly  for  the  use  of  the  small- 
est readers  and  speakers.  This  book  will 
will  please  every  parent.  It  tells  pretty 
little  stories,  or  illustrates  pure  ideas  in  a 
simple  and  attractive  manner. 
Sent  by  mail,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Pun  in  Black;  or,  Sketches  of  Min. 

Atrel  Life.  By  Chas.  H.  Day. 
<Vith  «  The  Origin  of  Minstrelsjr," 
by  Col.  T.  Alston  Brown,  giv- 
ing the  history  of  Ethiopian  min- 
strelsy from  1799.  Singular  scenes 
before  the  footlights  and  behii*  ^  the 
curtain  —  amusing  anecdotjs.,  etc 
Sixty  exceedingly  funny  pictures 
add  greatly  to  the  humorous  text. 
A  perfect  library  of  anecdotes  of 
the  minstrel  stag^ 
Sent  by  mait,  pnet-paid,  on  receipt  of  26  OsntS. 
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PAT  RODNEY'S  QUAIXT  CONUNDRUMS 


Prlo*  aoOeata. 


^^  AMD  ^^ 
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Price,  25  Cents. 

THIS  book  contains  rolllckini;,  mirlh- 
provoking  stories,  Irish  wit  and 
liiiraor,  s  Cliinese  sketch,  sheeny  soft 
sawder,  hiiinurons  auecdutes,  etc.  Bound 
to  tickle  the  rihs  of  the  lean  and  make 
them  KTOw  fat,  vvliile  ttie  over-stoat  Mill 
laimli  oil  (ill  tiieir  su))«rflaoiiS  fat  rend- 
ing i  lie  Jokes  and  gatis  of  the  prince  of 
funny  men,  Pat  Rooucv.  Comrdlans  of 
all  kinds  will  find  lierein  an  inexhansiible 
supply  of  "liits,"  nil  true  and  tried,  sncli 
as— The  dead  book  atient— Rather  boozy 
—Sit  down,  ye  spalbeen — Cold  or  h«>'  — 
How  Biddy  lost  lier  character— Mike's 
idea  of  reform— A  Imndy  bath— Couldn't 
beliave  herself— 8nmll  by  degrees  and 
Ix-antifully  less— Irish  bulls  and  blundt-is 
— 'I'oo  candid  by  half — and  hundreds  of 
others,  uli  side-splitters.  This  book  U 
printed  on  a  fine  quality  of  book  paixr, 
from  clear,  readable  typ#,  and  durably 
bound  in  handsome  colored  cover.  II 
will  be  s>'nt  by  mail,  postpaid,  lo  anv  nd- 
dresp.  npon  receipt  of  price,  TWENTY- 
FIVE  CENTS. 


nioTHER sHiPTON's  fiipsY   FORTUNE-TELLER 

And  Dream  Book,  With  Napoloon*s  Oraoulum. 

PRICE,    lO  CENTS. 

THIS  is  the  great  and  justly  »celel)ratecl  work,  written  by  the 
famous  Queen  of  the  Gipsies,  Mother  Shipton.  It  is  a  booic 
so  strange  and  wonderful  that  the  human  mind  can  barely  grasp 
its  mysteries.  It  is  a  thorough  and  i)erfect  teaclier  on  the  mys- 
terious art  and  science  of  which  Mother  Shipton  wus  a  perfect 
master,  and  by  its  aid  it  is  possible  for  one  to  foretell  future 
events,'  etc.  Its  contents  embraces  the  correct  interpretation  of 
all  dreams  or  visions  in  the  entire  category,  from  A  to  Z.  and 
includes  the  lucky  numbers  in  lottery,   which   npplies  thereto. 

The  great  combination   ta- 
ble,   when    to     piny     gigs, 
combinations  to  play,  curi- 
ous traditional  observations, 
to  know  what  fortune  your 
future   husband  will  have, 
to  find  out  the  first  two  let- 
ters of  a  wife's  or  husband's 
Dame,  to  know  if  a  woman 
with  child  will  have  a  girl 
or  l)oy,  to  know  if  a  child 
new  born  shall  live  or  not, 
to  know  liow  soon  a  person 
will  be  married,  to  discover 
a  thief,  to  know  whether  a 
woman  shall  have  the  D)an 
she  wishes,  to  know  if  any- 
one shall  enjoy  their  love  or 
not,  how  to  obtain   happi- 
ness and    affluence  in    the 
marriage  state,  how  to  make 
the    dumb-cake,    to    tell  a 
person's  disposition  and  fu- 
ture lot  by  the  aid  of  moles, 
mnrks  or  scars,  how  to  tell  fortunes  with  cards,  by  old  and  new 
inctiiods;  to  see  a  future  liusband,  attgury  by  dice  and  dominoes. 
Charms,  Spells,  Incantations,  Si^s  and  Omens  carefully  and 
fully  cxiiiaiiied;  precliclions  concerning  children  born  on  any  day 
in  tin;  wcc'li;  judgments  drawn  from  the  moon;  Physiological 
Signs  of  character   and   disposition;  Physiognomy;  Nativity; 
love  presents  and  witching  spells;  fortune-telling  by  tlie  grounds 
of  a  coffee  or  tea  cup;  the  ring  and  the  olive  branch;  the  witches' 
chain;  love's  cordial;  the  magic   rose;  how  to  make  ink   with 
which  you  can  write  secretly;  Palmistry,  to  tell  fortunes  by  the 
liand:  'finger-nail  observations;  to  baffle  your  enemies,  and   the 
ORACULUM,  Napoleon  Bonaparte's  Book  of  Fate,  which 
originally   tost  many    thou.saiuis   of    dollars,      Uemember    that 
everything  enumerated  alK>ve  is  contained  in  this  book  in  a  com])lete 
form,  and  should  you  place  it  side  by  side  with  costly  leather- 
bound  volumes  on  similar  subjects,  it  would  still  retain  its  value. 
It  is  the  original.     Printed  on   a  good  quality   of  paper,    from 
clear,   readable  type,  and  bound  in  handsome  colored    cover. 
Will  \w  sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  only  Ten  Cents. 
Do  not  let  this  golden  opportunity  pass  by,  but  send  for  a  copy 
at  once  and  secure  the  bargain  of  a  lifetime. 


DORK;  Or,  The  Amateur  Minsfrei. 


of  price,  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS^ 


PH ANK  DUMONT,  tlie  author  of  this 
■  tx>ok,  stands  at  tlie  head  of  liis 
profession  —  minstrelsy.  lie  lias  pre- 
|)ared  in  this  work  a  varied  collection 
of  the  best  ne(;ro  wit  and  liiimor,  as^ 
rendered  by  tlie  leadint;  stars  and 
comedians  or  the  |>re»«-nt  day.  It  con- 
tains Immorous  stump  s|>e<'clies,  end  V 
■lien's  Jokes  and  stories,  funny  after- 
pieces and  farces,  comic  recitations, 
plantation  sketches,  connndruins  ana 
fliiiiles,  etc.  Also  full  instructions  fort 
making;  wigs,  preparini;  burnt  cork,, 
how  to  make  np  for  different  styles  of 
characters,  liow  to  (;et  up  appropriate 
programs,  and.  in  fact,  ever\thiiii;  per- 
tMiiiliiK  to  minstrelsy  is  so  minutely  and 
cari-ruily  explained  (hat  you  could  not 
fail  to  give  an  excellent  |>erformauce' 
witli  Burnt  Cork  in  your  posses-) 
sion.  Tiiis  hook  in  acknowledged  by 
profeseionals  as  one  of  the  niort  coiii- 
l>lete  works  uti  the  suliject  ax  yet  pub- 
lished, and  the  first  step,  after  oruan- 
izlni;  a  minstrel  company,  slionid  he  to 
procure  a  cbpy.  It  is  (Illed  witli  valiia- 
iihle  pointers  and  iiidispeusab'e  to  tlie 
amateur.  It  is  printed  on  a  f^ood  quality 
of  paper,  from  clear,  readal>le  ty|i«, 
and  bound  in  handsome,  durable,  col- 
ored cover.  Will  be  sent  l»y  mall, 
ii()^tpaid,  to  any  address,  upon  receipt 
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WEHMM'S  BOOK  OF 

Errors  in  Speaking  and  Writing  Corrected. 
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Speaking  and  Writiog 


PRICE,  10  CENTS. 

OTIIINQ   so  quickly    betrays   poor    schooling  as   incorrect 
spelling  or  bad  prontmciatiou,  although  it  sometimes  hap- 
pens that  otherwise  well-informed  persons  fall  into  errors  of  this 

kind,  simply  from  want  of  a  lit- 
tle application.  A  perusal  of ' 
this  book  wjll  enable  such  to ' 
polish  up  their  knowledge  and 
save  them  a  great  deal  of  labori- 
ous and  unnecessary  consultation 
of  large  volumes,  sometimes  dif- 
ficult to  obtain. 

We  can  fafely  say  that  this  is] 
the  best  book  on  the  subject  pub- 
lished at  so  low  a  price.     It  con- 
tains a  large  number  of  examples  j 
of  right  and  wrong  uses  of  words, 
with  valuable  rules  for  spelling, 
and  for  the  rightful  and  elegant  i 
construction  of  sentences.     Also  i 
a  chapter  on  "Don't,"  giving  the ; 
incorrect  as  well   as  the  correct, 
pronunciation   of   words,  which 
are    commonly    mispronounced, 
a  number  of  familiar  synonyms, 
and  the  diffeience  in  meaning  of  I 
words  of    a  similar    sound,   all  I 
forming  a  most  valuable  and  convenient  manual,  which  cannot  | 
fail  to  be  of  use  to  all  who  consult  it.     Well  printed  and  l)ound. 
Will  lie  sent  by  mail,  postpaid  on  receipt  of  only  Ten  Cents. 

THE  " BRUDDER  BONES"  4-1 1-44  JOKER. 


PRICE.  10  CENTS. 


•  «  *    CORttaCTCD    •  •  « 


HENRY  J    WEHMaN. 


! 


I 


CPACE  will  not  permit  of  a 
•^  very  graphic  description  of 
what  this  book  contains.  Suffice 
it  to  say  that  in  its  compilation 
no  time,  labor  or  expense  has 
been  spared  to  secure  the  most 
palatable  darkey  dialogues,  comi- 
calities, Ethiopian  jokes  and 
conundrums  obtainalile.  It  is  a 
book  full  of  the  very  juice  and 
cream  of  fun.  The  colhtquies  be- 
tween the  end  man  and  interlocu- 
tor are  of  the  most  ludicnms 
character  and  worth  many  times 
the  price  of  the  entire  book. 
Well  printed  and  bound  in  neat 
paper  cover.  Price,  by  mail, 
IMwipiiid.  Ten  Cents. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMN,  Publisher,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
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De  Witt's  Scliool  Speal(ers 


PRICE,  lO  CENTS  EACH.    ^ 


No.  I -PRIMARY. 


N 


OLD  HEN— Baby'8  letter  to  nncle— Brown  thruBli. 
The— Boy's  dream.  A— Bobolink— Bahy'a  eoliloqiiy. 
A— Boyo,  think  of  tliis— Baby's  ekies  — Cotintint; 
baby's  toee— Cock-a-doodle-doo  —  Cow Iwy'e  soup, 
Tlie — Chooeiog  a  name— Chlid's  world,  Tlie  —  Clioice  of 
lioum— Copartiiersliip— Dame  Duck's  first  lecture  on  man- 
ners—Do your  l>e8t — Don't  give  up — Daisies  in  heaven— Deed^ 
of  kiudness- Dare  and  do-Do  not  wait— Frogs  at  scliool- 
Fairies,  The— Good  for  sometiiing— Glood  little  piils,  Tlie— 
Give  the  little  boys  a  cliance— Girl's  dream,  A— GiamniHr  in 
rhyme — Qood  and  bail — Gmn'ma  al'ars  does— -Good  night  and 
good  morning — Grandma's  jewels — Guessiuus-Gond  morninu 
-^How  to  gain  friends — Hoe  your  own  row — Happy  child,  Tlie — Happy  go- 
lucky — Head* — Hoa><emiiid,  The — How  the  leaves  came  down — How  to  become 
liHppy— impatient  hen.  Tiie— Jolinny's  essay  on  "The  Tod«" — Jovial  fanner 
boy.  The— Johnny's  opinion  of  gruml mother— Jack  Frost— Jingles— Long  time 
asjo— Little  sailor.  The— Lullaby— Little  boy's  lecture.  A— Look  at  home -Lit- 
tle tilings— Little  girl.  The,  who  wouldn't  eat  crucie— Lady  Moon— Lime 
Diitchmun,  The— Liitle  birdie— Look  before  yoa  leap — Little  leaf.  The— Little 
Dreamer,  The— Little  i)oy's  jwcket,  A— Little  rag-tag— Little  angel.  Tlie— Little 
star-Little  thing*— Little  Johnny  on  babies— Mountain  and  the  squirrel.  Tlie 
—My  earliest  rccolU-ciion- Maiden's  psalm  of  life.  A— Magic  of  silence,  The— 
New  Moon,The— No  baby  in  the  house- Owl,The,  and  the  pu^sy 
cat— Oi)edience— Only  a  l)aby— Preface— Puss  and  her  three  kit- 
tens-Plea for  eggs,  A— Park  sparrows- Paddle  your  own  canoe- 
Pouting  girl.  A— Persian  fai)le.  A— Kobin  Redbreast— Repentance 
— RabDit  on  the  wall,  The— Stop,  stop,  pretty  water- Snail,  The 
-Summer  shower.  A— 8iin  and  the  jnckai,  The— Something  that 
begins  with  an  "S"— Spring— Topsy-turvy  world— Trotty  Maloue 
— Three  bugs — Two  somebodies — Twinkle,  twinkle — Tumbling 
doggie— Towser— That  boy — I'ry— Tale  of  a  mouse.  A— Tree  and 
tlie  flower.  The — Tliai'e  how— "Very  little  bov's  speech,  A— Very 
little  girl's  speech,  A— "Very  nice  pair.  A— Very  little  chicken. 
The— Violet,  The— Who  I  nke—Wlieti  I  am  big— Who  is  she- 
Wee  hit  lassie.  A —What — Wishing — Who  to  choose  companions 
God,  Tlie — Wnich  yourself- Work  for  all— Whisperer,  The. 

Etent  by  msdl,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents. 
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No.  2-PUBLIC. 


^        ^■w^HK  AFTERNOON  NAP— Artemus  WartJ's  oration— Abno 
^V  I  Ben  Adiieiii  —  After — All  tilings  beautiful  —  Beautiful 

Mr  Jl  ttioughts— Battle  of  Blenheim,  The— Baby.  Tlie— Birds- 

^H^^— ^  eye  view.  A— Ballad  of  Baby  Bell,  The— Barefoot  boy, 

^BK  The— Be  true  to  yourself,  young  man— Bricklayers,   Tlie 

^K^%        Better  than  gold- Be  sure  you're  right,  ttien  go  ahead — Cats— 
^^  Cometh   a  blessing  down— Captain's    daughter.  The— 

■  Compound  interest— Do  thy  litiie,  do  it  well— Dlscon- 

|L  tent— Early  rising— Frost,  The— Farm  yard  song— Great 

^^  lives  imperisliable — Good  nature,  what  a  lilessing— God 

blesfl  our  school— How's  my  boy— Hold  fast  what  1  give  yon— Hun- 
dred years  to  come.  A— How  the  pates  came  ajiir— In  scliool  days- 
Idler,  The— Independent  farmer.  The— Knowledge— Little  goose.  A— 
Little  brown  liands— Little  Jim— Life  is  what  ^e  make  it — Live  for 
eoraelhing— Learning  to  walk— Live  for  good-Little  Jerry,  the  mi 
ler-Motherless  turkeys,  Tlie— Music  of  labbr— My  brother  Jim-* 
Niglit  with  a  wolf.  A— Night  before  Christmas,  The— Only  true  nobility.  The— 
Old  bachelor.  The— Ocean  storm,  Tlie— Qtd  professor.  Tiie— One  story's  good 
till  another  is  told— One  good  turn  deserves  another— Presa  on— Polly — Parson 
Caldwell— Pop — Precious  freight.  The— Robert  of  Lincoln-Rebolntion- Sab- 
bath, The — Seven  times  one  are  eeven — Smile,  A — Sleep,  Imliy,  sleep— Snake  in 
the  grass,  The— Two  lives,  Ttie — True  fame — ^True  gentleman.  The — To  labor 
Is  to  pray— Toy  of  tlie  gianiB  child.  The— Unlucky  lovers.  The— Unbeliever, 
The — ^Village  Blncksmitli.  The — Washinpion's  nnme. 

Sent  by  mail,  postpaid,*on  receipt  of  10  cents. 


No.  4-PATRIOTIG. 


No.  3-EXHIBITION. 
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,  ABY'S  RIGHTS— Address  to  a  mummy— Annabel  Lee— Art 
of  iiuokkeeping.  Tiie — Bativ's  shoes — ^Buruu's  last  ban- 
quet, Tne— Cleoii  and  1 — Coura<.'e — Common  lot,  The — 
Crowded  street.  The— Choice  of  trades — Children's  hour. 
The — Dame  Grammar  and  her  class — Di-aiii  of  Little  Paul 
— ^Death's  final  conquest — Doil's  convention.  The — Death  of  Jo — 
Days  of  the  week— Day  conceals  what  night  reveals — 
Equality  of  miin.  Tin' — Good-b\e — ^Ho>v  the  money  goes — 
Happy  life,  A — Heaving  of  the  lend — If  you  mean  no,  say 
Drv—^Jester's  sermon,  The— Justice — King  Canute — Lob- 
ster and  his  son.  A — Little  sermon  for  a  linie  bov,  A — Litile  Bell — 
Life— Mystery  of  life.  Ttie— Midnight  Revie<v,Tiie— Moral  cosmetics 
— Nohnityof  labor — Nature  proclaims  a  Deity — Nd.y's  funeral — 
New  Year's  Eve — Now,  sweet  now — Old,  Tii*^ — One  horse  ehay.  The— 
O.  Mary,  go  and  call  the  cattle  home — Oh,  girls — Over  the  river — Old 
school  puuisliment — Platitudinous  ponderosity — Pauper's  Deathbed, 
'Plit>_^iarK,  The — Sniall  heginnings — Tommy's  dinner — Tliere  is  no  death — 
Tliree  rulerK—Tume  hear.  The— TaiUing  flowers — To  a  skeleton— Two  angels, 
Tlie—  Tis  not  fine  feathers  that  mnke  fine  birds — Two  anchors.  The — Welcome 
— Woman's  rights— Wlstiing — What  maUes  a  hern— Youtig  Actor,  The. 
Sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents. 
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ARRENS     ADDRESS  — America  — America    to   Great 
Britain — Aposiroptie  to  Washington — American  Flag — 

Are   we  a  nation — An  appeal  to  arms — Battle.   The 

Bruce  and  the  spider— Battle  of  Ivry.  Tlu' — Birthday  of 
Washington,  The — Brave  at  homt^— Barbara  Freitchle 
— Cumberland.  The-— Charge  of  itie  Light  Brig- 
ade— Completion  of  Bunker  Hid  Monument — 
Contentment  of  Europe.  The — Colnnil>ia's  Union 
party — Dirge  for  a  sc»ldiei — Death  of  LeonidaH.^ 
The — Driving  home  the  co\>s — Extent  of  coun- 
try no  Itar  to  union — Earl  of  Richmond  to  his  ariin— En- 
iisted- Future  of  the  United-States,  Tin — Free  Italy— G"Od- 
by,  old  arm — Grand  Bell  Roland.  TIil — Imperishaliility  of 
great  examples — luaugnratiou  of  tlie  Coiiconl  monument — 
Kearney  at  Seven  Pine? — Joseph  Warren — .luly  Fourth — 
Lexington.  1775 — Liberty  and  Union— Little  Zouave — Love  of  conntry— Marco 
Bozzaiis — Minute  men  of  '75,  Tne — National  flag.  The — Old  Contiikentals,  The 
—Our  own  dear  land — Old  ironsides — On  being  found  guilty  of  high  treason — 
Ode — Our  country's  call— Origin  of  the  flag — Paul  Revere's  ride — Patrioi'u 
clioice,  Tlie — Precious  heritage — Rienzi  to  tlie  Romans — Rocks  of  my  country 
— Sheridan's  ride — Strew  flowers  above  the  nation's  dead — Soldier  from  Bin- 
g<ii— Switzerland— To  the  Revolutionary  veterans  —  War  inevitable.  The, 
Marcti.  1775— Washington's  sword  and  Franklin's  staff— What  constitntes  a 
State. 

Sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents. 


No.  S-DRAMATIC. 
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OME  AND  CARTHAGE— America's  contribution  to  the  world 
— Be  patient— Bells,  The— Bumhlel)ees'  party.  The— Blue 
and  Gray,  Tlie— Bunker  Hill  Ode— Burial  of  the  Dane.  The 
— Bob  Ciatciiet's  Christmas  dinner — Cob  lionse  A — Cham- 
bered Nautilas,  The— Cavalry  song  —  Centennial  roses- 
Child  and  the  sunshine,  The— Centennial  hymn  — Bxecntlon  of 
Montrose.  The— Fate  of  Virgini.i — Fate  of  a  face- 
maker — Gold-Lock's  dream — Galileo  in  prison— Gol- 
den hair — Heavenly  secret.  The — Hannibal  to  his  army 
— Hamlet's  soliloquy  on  death — How  they  brought 
the  good  news  from  Ghent  to  Aix — Idiot  boy,  Tiie — "Intra,  Min- 
tra,  Cutra,  Corn" — Incident  of  tlie  French  camp  —  In  the  old 
ciiiircli  tower-  Jim's  journey — Katydid — Killed  at  the  ford — Life 
— Life — Milking  time — Marnllus  to  the  Roman  populace — M.irk 
Anthony  to  the  people  on  Caesar's  death — My-mother-waids-me — 
Old  man  dreams.  Hie — Order  of  Nature,  Tne — O,  why  slionid  the' 
spirit  of  mortal  l)e  pnmd — Outward  bound — Only  going  to  the  gate — One  bv  one 
—Pilot.  The— Polonius  to  Laertes— Phillip,  my  king— Petrifiid  fern,  Tlie— 
Richelieu  and  France— Song  of  tlie  camp.  A— Speech  of  Cnssius,  instigaiine 
Brutus  to  join  the  conspiracy  against  Ciesar — Sp:irrow's  May  Dav.  Tlie— Snow 
flakes— Song  of  the  wood  tiirnsh.  The— True  king.  The— Tiger,  The— Toujours 
Amour — Trenches,  The— Two  bunil)lebees — Voiceless,  The— Victor  Galbraith 
—Voice  of  God,  The— Woman  of  tliree  cows.  The— Wat  Tyler's  address  to  the 
king— William  Tell  among  tlie  nionntains  -Wreck  of  the  Hesperus,  Tne— Wil- 
liam Tell  in  wait  for  Gesler- S^'ind's  niicchief.  The. 

Sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents^ 


No.  6-COMIG. 


THING  SLTIPRISES-Arms  answer— Ballad  of  the  oystennan 
-Briefless  barrister.  The— Ballad  of  Bedlam,  A  —  Be- 
wiiclied  terrier  —  Biddy's  |philosopliy  —  Bachelors  and 
flirts-Big  geniuses  —  Beautiful  ballad  of  Wasiikawee- 
Ballad  of  a  butcher.  The— Bitumen— Chickens— Cock- 
ney, Tlie — Catalecfic  monody,  A — Caiini  ballad — Church 
bells — Disajipointment,  The  —  Der  shoemaker's  bov  — 
Dream  of  aBi>clling  liee — Deck  hand  and  the  mule.  The 
— ^Female  pleasantries — Faitiihss  Silly  Brown^— Grand- 
|)a'B  soliloquy — H'lns  Breitman's  party — How  to  pet  rich 
the  ridiculous,  T.ie — Half  way  tioin's — Josh  Billitigs 
iiig— Josh  Billings  on  courting — Knock  at  the  door— 
— Legal  whifkerc — ^Mourner  a  la  mode — Men-^ 
— Mother  Huhbard  and  her  dog — Mud  pies- 
.Mosquitos — Monkey  to  the  Polyi>— Miles'tone,  The — Nobody — No — 
Nonsense  verses — Nebuchadnezzar — Our  minister's  sermon — Pen- 
iiie  ye  mean  to  gie — Pat's  philosophy — Puzzled  census  taker — Pomp 
and  I — Roger  and  Dolly — Romeo  and  Juliet — Roast  pig — Scliuit- 
zerl's  philosofede— Sally  Simpkin's  lament — September  pale.  The — 
Sick  child,  Tiie— Serenade,  A — Seven  times  ten — Stammering  wife, 
Tlie— Speech  of  Sergeant  Bnzfuz — Solemn  book  agent.  The — 
S|)eech  of  the  Hon.  Perverec  Peahody — Schneider's  ride — The  ass 
and  the  violinist — Twins,  Tlie — Tragic  Story,  A — Vat  you  please — Whistle,  The 
— Wliat  is  a  bachelor  like — Word  with  yon,  A. 

Sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents. 
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*^H..«Ns  BOOK  ON  PIGEONS 


For  Exhibition 

and  Profit. 


\ 


8*. 


PRICE,   lO 


CENTS. 

VVHETHER  for  pleasure  or 
profit,  nothing  is  more 
easy  tlian  to  keep  and  raise  pig- 
eons, yet  there  are  right  and 
wrona;  ways  of  doing  that,  as 
there  are  iu  everything  else  in 
this  world.  This  book  is  a  com- 
plete treatise  on  the  subject.  It 
teaches  how  to  care  for  the  pig- 
eon in  health  and  how  to  treat  it 
iu  disease.  It  also  gives  instruc 
lions  for  the  construction  of 
lieahliful  pigeon-houses,  man- 
agement and  proper  food.  It 
explains  everything  regarding 
tlie  dilferent  breeds,  etc.  Well 
printed  and  bound.  Price,  by 
mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


wEHMANs  BOOK  ON  PETS ; 


Their  Breedintt 

and  Management. 


PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


TTIIIS  book  e.xpiains  thoroughly 
*  how  to  manage  and  rear  all 
kinds  of  salt  water  animals,  as 
well  as  the  silk  w()rnr.,thesquirrel, 
the  guinea  pig,  white  mice,  mon- 
keys, etc.  This  work  was  written 
by  a  celebrated  collector,  and  con- 
tains full  and  explicit  directions 
for  the  construction  of  all  the  ef- 
fective traps,  dead-falls,  snares, 
etc..  with  tlieir  special  appli- 
cation for  catching  all  kinds  of 
curious  tish  and  insects:  with  nu- 
merous illustrations.  Well  print- 
(•<1  and  bound  in  colored  cover. 
Price,  by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten 
Cents 


wgHMANs  BOOK  ON  DOGS ; 


How  to  Keep 

and  Train  Than. 


I 


). 


PRICE,    lO  CENTS. 

|N  this  book  will  be  found  de- 
descriptions  of  the  various 
breeds  of  (logs,  tlieir  characteris- 
tics and  points,  also  full  direc- 
tions for  careful  rearing  and 
nianagttinent,  botii  in  health  and 
(liseu.se.  Tiie  writer  of  this  book 
was  an  owner  of  several  hundred 
fmebred  dog.s,  and  never  entered 
one  at  a  fair  without  either  ob 
taitiing  a  prize,  or  selling  at  a 
large  figure.  The  book  also 
teaches  how  to  distinmu-sh  full 
fioin  half-bred  dotrs.  likewi.se  crosses  of  every  nature.  This  book 
is  well  printed  and  bound.   Price,  by  muil,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents 

wehi«an;s  rowing  and  sculling. 

PRICE,  10  CENTS. 

TPIIEUE  is  scarcely  any  cxer- 
'  rise  more  popular  in  our 
country,  and  more  deservedly  so. 
than  rowing.  Our  vast  extent  of 
seacoast  and  innumerable  lakes 
and  rivers  pre.sent  greater  oppor- 
tunities for  tlie  indulgence  of 
rowing  as  an  exercise  and  diver- 
sion than  can  be  obtained  in  most 
other  countries.  This  book  con- 
tains full  instructions  as  to  tlie 
selection  and  use  of  all  manner 
of  row  boats,  frotn  the  eight- 
oared  barge  to  the  single  scull. 
Also  a  chapter  on  canoeing.  Fully 
illustrated.  Well  printed  and 
bound  iu  colored  cover.  Price,  by 
mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents, 


DRAUGHTS,   BACKGAMMON,  DOMINOES, 

^k^AND    SOLITAIRE..^ 

Price,  10  Cents. 


'T'HIS  is  a  work  calculated  to 
'■  instruct  all  persons  in  the 
games  designated  in  the  head 
line.  Tlie  rules  are  so  plain  that 
beginners  can  inunediately  com- 
prehend them.  The  book  also 
contains  problems  of  a  large 
numlier,  both  instructive  and 
interesting.  This  is  a  work  com- 
piled by  the  celebrat(;d  player, 
Fitzgerald,  and  is  indispensable 
to  all  lovers  of  the  alM>ve  men- 
tioned gantes.  It  is  well  bound 
and  printed;  also  fully  illus- 
trated. Price,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
Ten  Cents. 


WEHMAN' 


1  BOOK  ON  RABBITS ; 


How  to  Breed 

and  nanage  Them. 


PRICE,   10  CENTS. 

THIS  book  treats  on  this  little  animal  from  two  points  of  view; 
as  a  PET,  and  also  from  a  more  important  one,  as  a  matter 
of  I'KOFlT.  It  tells  how  to  arrange  their  houses,  and  gives  care- 
ful instructions  as  to  their  food  and  treatment,  in  lK)th  healtli  and 
disease.     The   l)ieeding   of   rabbits  |is   a  very   profitable  eniploy- 


vr 


t         ( 


r 

ment.     Many  lM>y8  liave  earned  more  than  the  ordinary  living  of  / 
a  ntan  by  carefully  following  the  directions   plainly  set   fortii  in 
this  work.     It  is  fidly  illustrated,   and  printed  on  g(H)d  paper, 
from   clear,  readable  ty|x*.  and   neatly  bound  iu  colored  cover. 
Price,  by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents.  ^ 


WEHMAN'S 


MAGIC  LANTERN; 


ita  Principle  and 

How  to  U5e  It. 


PRICE,   lO  CENTS. 


'HERE  is,  perhaps,  nothing  more  instructive  and  amusing  than 
an  exhibition  given   with  ,ihe  Magic  Lantern.     Few  persons 

(even  those  possessing  fone)  fully 
comprehend  the  true  mechanism 
of  this  absolutely  wonderful 
machine.  This  book  gives  care- 
ful instructions  for  its  use  in  the 
most  simple,  as  well  as  its  most  I 
elaborate  form,  with  estimates  I 
of  costs,  lists  of  views,  etc.  By 
{riving  exhibitions  in  halls, 
Bchools  and  churches,  many  peo- 
ple have  earned  more  than  an 
ordinary  living  through  a  good 
knowledge  in  tlie  use  of  a  Magic 
Lantern.  The  book  is  well 
printed  and  bound,  and  fully 
illuslrate<l.  Price,  by  mail,  post- 


paid. Ten  Cents. 


ddresa  all 
ders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  130  ft  132  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK.^ 


"^  i    *  ^'  ^ ' 


■mr.iiuMfrxvL-*  M*ttT  1  • 


'6US"  WILLUMS'  WOBLP  OF  HUIOR. 

Prio©,    SB   Oexits. 

THIS  (b  a  gigantic  collection  of  the  newest  and  best    bmnorona  atoriee 
queer  auecdotea,   fiiDoy  sayiugs  and  jolly  jokea.     They  never  fail  to 

,     produce  roars  of  langhter  when  ren- 

1^^^'^°°""  'A^ « —«;=>.  '     ^Tr^   dered  by  the  popular  comedian   and 

author,  "  Qus  "  Williiims.  Among 
the  contents  will  be  found— A  rural 
nuisance — Mine  vamily  —  CattinK  it 
thicic— The  home  of  the  Kellye— Let- 
ters for  a  model  wife — A  lively  visitor 
— A  sleeping-car  comedy — TMie  8anie 
old  story — Ttie  ibin  man  from  Day- 
ton —  A  hotel  boom  —  Reform  in 
windows — M'irk  Twain  on  liabies— 
Boys'  rights  ()>y  a  boy) — A  po«m  with 
a  point— Don  t — A  second-bund  suit — 
Where  lie'd  been — Did  be  get  a  raise 
—Leach  and  family  go  skating — Mr. 
B^iizie'g  Mary  Ann- Homeaitraciloiis 
— What  a  sardine  ie — His  wieh — Rules 
of  conduct — Malting  calls — A  sweet 
boon  of  a  brother — A  I'usy  bee — Dy- 
ing Tords  of  Isaac — Terrible  encoun- 
ter with  a  goat — 'I'lie  man  who  saw  a 
mule  die— Cleaning  a  chimney — Bil- 
lings' advice  to  Joe— Our  Jake— A 
»tory  bfst  understood  l)y  Maeonfr— 
Ret)elliun  against  BssesHmeiit  for  the 
heathen — Amateur  actors — A  singular 
serenade— An  election- He  didn't  get 
the  ring — What  a  shame — Couldn't 
find  the  electric  light— Seven  stages  of 
drunkenness  —  A  young  man's  first 
stove  pipe — No  checkee,  no  payee — 
—The  solitary  mosquito — The  woods  is  full  of  'em— The  mule — Vy  I  never 
married— Temperance  speecli  (burlesque  on  John  B.  Gongh,  the  famous  tem- 
perance lecturtr) — lie  failed — Beclty  Miller — Edison  outdone — Mrs.  Donuegan's 
cai — and  hundreds  of  others  equally  amusing  and  humorous.  When  we  say 
that  this  is  the  best  collection  of  its  kind  tliat  has  ever  been  offered  to  the  pub- 
lic, we  are  not  asserting  only  cur  own  opinion,  but  we  are  giving  the  judg- 
ment of  the  most  famous  and  pop'ilar  readers  and  elocutionists  now  upon  tlie 
stage  or  platform.  This  book  is  printed  on  good  quality  of  pa|>er,  from  clear, 
readable  tvt>e.  and  diirahlv  bnuiKli.i  hand8ome  paiwr  cover.'  Price,  by  wail, 
postpaid,  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 


PRESCOTT'S  PLAIN  DIALOQUES. 


Prio©,  as  Oents. 


THIS  collection  of  dialogues  Is  what  It  really  purports  to  be,  viz. — "Plain." 
That  is,  they  treat  upon  siihjects  of  almost  hourly  occurrence.  They 
treat  of  the  hopes,  fears,  amusements  and  sorrows  of  the  day  in  our  own 
Country.  The  language  is  such  as  we  liear  every  moment  of  our  lives  around 
about  as,  in  the  store,  tlie  kitchen,  the  play-room,  the  parlor,  the  street,  and, 

in  fact,  every  place  imaginable.  In 
short,  they  are  dialogues  of  every- 
day life.  Young  people  will  learn 
to  express  themselves  with  readi- 
ness, smartness,  and  propriety,  by 
speaking  them  properly.  They  are 
appropriate  for  use  iu  schools,  lyce- 
ums,  or  in  home  parties.  Such 
pIcCiB  as  these  are  enjoyed  every- 
wliere.  Contents — The  Acquies- 
cing wife  (male  and  female) — An 
awfnl  mystery  (2  males,  2  females) 
—Aunt  Eunice's  experiments  (5  fe- 
males)— The  boy  who  wiiisie  males) 
—Be  courteous  (3  males)— The  Cali- 
fornia uncle  (3  males,  8  females) — 
Children  of  a  iinndred  years  ago  HO 
females) — The  fortune-teller  (2  le- 
males,  1  male) — The  good  they  did 
(6  females) — Honext  and  honorable 
(3  females,  1  male) — The  investi- 
gating committee  (9  females)— In 
want  of  a  servant  (3  males,  3  fe- 
males)—The  imps  of  the  trunk 
room  ^(5  males) — The  lost  child  (4 
males,  1  female) — Miss  Higginson's 
will  (5  females,  2  males)— Marrying  for  money  (2  males  and  female)— Mysteri- 
ous "G.  Q."  (2  females  and  male) — Modem  education  (3  males  and  female) — 
Oil  on  the  brain  (5  males,  2  females) — The  old  apple  woman  (2  males  and  fe- 
male)— 'I'he  porcupine  t^emper  (male  and  feniale)--Remeinl>er  Benson  (3  males) 
— A  rose  ana  a  thorn  (3  females  and  male) — The  silver  dollar  (2  males  and  fe- 
male)—Scandal  on  the  brain  (5  males)— The  speculators  (10  mules) — Too  good 
to  attend  common  school  (3  males)-— Trne  manliness  (7  males) — The  tobucco 
pledge  (3  males)— The  two  friends  (3  males) — Tit  for  tat  (6  nialex)— Uncle 
Nathan's  Indian  (4  males) — The  use  of  study  (3  females)— Worth  before  show 
(4  males) — We'll  have  to  mortgage  the  farm  (2  females  and  male).  Some  of 
these  diulognes  introduce  various  dialect  characters  and  combine  saliitory  les- 
sons with  a  great  deal  <if  amiist-nient;  others  are  dramatic  in  style.  There 
will  be  found  iu  this  book  a  character  for  everyone.  Printed  on  fine  quality  of 
imper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  in  substantial  colored  pxpi-r  cover. 
200  pages.  Will  l>e  sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  upon  receipt  of  price,  TWEN- 
TY-FIVE CENTS. 


Clean  and  unused  one  or  two-cent  postage 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  publica- 
tions. Parties  ordering  from  foreign  countries 
should  remit  by  Post-Office  Money  Order. 


J)I^kOGaEg. 


WITCH  DOCTOR'S  PREIt  ROOK. 

Prio«,    SB  Oexita. 

THE  dictionary  define*-  dreams  as 
"the  state  or  acta  of  the  soul  dar- 
ing sleep,"  and  tlie  soul  la,  likewise  l>y 
definition,  "the  Immortal  part  of  man," 
and  consequently  4hat  which  is  higliest 
in  nature.  It  follows  then  that  in 
dreams  we  are  most  susceptible  to  sn- 
l>ernati!rai  iDflaenct«.  It  we  consult 
liistory  It  is  only  to  firid  that  Important 
events  liave  aimost  always  been  re- 
vealed to  rreat  men  Iu  dreams.  Tliere 
is  luucU  Curious  infortMatiou  concern- 
ing what  may  napi>en  contained  in  tliis 
book.  It  contains  the  wisdom  of  the 
greatt«t  Preiicli  astrologers — The  wheel 
of  ft)rtuue— Fortane-t  Ming— Lucky  days 
— Gems  and  their  significance — Luclty 
numbers,  etc.  It  teaches — How  to  suc- 
ceed in  any  nnaertakiug — To  tell  a  per- 
son's fortune  by  their  finger  nnils— .To 
tell  a  person's  aame  and  age — To  tell  if 
a  person  will  marry  soon  —  To  tell 
whether  a  child  will  be  a  boy  or  a  girl- 
To  tell  whether  a  child  will  live,  etc. 
Handsomely  and  profusely  lllnstrated 
by  the  Celebrated  artist.  Sir  John  Gil- 
l>ert,  famous  all  the  world  over,  and 
Others.  It  is  printed  on  a  good  quality 
of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  typ<!, 
and  bound  sahstantially  in  hand80.T]e,  heavy,  colored  Mver.  Will  be  sent  i.v 
miiil.  postpiiid,  to  any  address,  upou  receipt  of  price,  TWENTY-FIVE 
CENT5.    Semi  for  a  copy  at  once.    You  will  never  regret  it. 

WEBSTER'S  CHAIRMAN'S  MANUAL 

AND  SPEAKER'S  GUIDE. 


Prioe,   as  Oozits. 


A  BOOK  that  should  be  read 
thoroughly   digested    bv 


and 
every 
good  citizen.  In  tue  United  Stales 
everyone  ought  to  l)e  acquainted  with 
public  business,  and  understand  the 
rules  for  conducting  it  more  or  leaa. 
There  is  no  citizen  who  may  not  be 
culled  apoii  to  uke  part  in  matters  re- 
quiring some  knowledge  in  matters 
of  tliat  kind.  It  is  useful  at  all  times 
to  be  able  to  draw  up  a  resolution,  to 
offer  a  motion,  to  take  part  in  discus- 
sion, or  act  as  a  chairman  or  secretary 
of  a  meeting  or  a  committee.  In  this 
l>ook  there  will  l>e  fuuud,  clearly  and 
plainly  written,  rules,  examples,  etc., 
showing  how  to  preside  over  and  con- 
duct public  meetings  of  every  kind. 
With  full  explunalious  of  the  manner 
of  procedure  in  the  American  Con- 
gress, the  Brnisli  Parliment.  the  Leg- 
ieiaiure  of  New  York,  the  Giaud 
Lodge  of  F.  and  A.  Masons,  etc., 
with  numerous  precedents  from  the 
best  autliorities.  Also.  Instruction 
for  the  organization  of  different  kinds 
of  cluhs,  with  forms  of  conetitution 
and  hy>iaws,  the  powers  and  dntiea  of 
officers,  etc.,  besides  the  Constitutlou  of  the  United  States,  with  all  its  varioas 
Mmendmeiits  in  full  text.  Reader,  if  you  are  a  citizen  of  this  Grand  Republic, 
doyoa  not  think  that  this  book  should  be  on  the  shelves  of  your  lil>raryf  It 
is  printed  on  a  good  quality  of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  durably 
bound  in  neat  and  attractive  colored  cover,  and  will  be  sent  by  mail,  postpaid, 
to  any  address,  upon  receipt  of  price,  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 

WEHMAN'S  BLACK  JOKES  for  "Bim  DwUt." 


( 


Z>rloe  2S  Oen.ts. 


<« 


Price,  25  Cents. 


WELL.  It  is  to  laaghl   •  This  to 
vv      tiie    original   funny   book   that 

Produces  broad  grins  and  huge  guffaws, 
t  is  an  everlasting  cornucopia  of  fun.     It 
contains  the  very  essence  of  negro  min- 
strelsy,   consisting    of    plantation    and 
*'higli  life"  titories,  highfalutin  and   bur- 
lesque sermons,  die-away  songs,  colored 
Ithiiosophy,  opiening  Jokes,    complicated  < 
'ConunderfuniB,"    "nigger"     witticisms,  > 
and  endless    variety  of    Ethiopian   dia-  « 
logues  and  sable   v  it,   showing    np  the  ( 
peculiarly   laughable  character  of  "Sam-  ? 
bo"   in   the  strongest  colors.     It  is  fully  \ 
Jliustrnted  with  a  hundred  of  the  moat  I 
comical  of  all  comic  designs    ever  en- 
graved on   wood.      If  you  would   lough 
nntil  tlie  tears  stream  down  your  cheeks 
Bend  for  this   large   boiler   full   of    "hot 
taniales."    Printed  on  a  good  quality  of 
paper,   from  clear,    readable    tyjie,     and 

bound  in  .liusiraved  colored  cover.     Will 

be  sent   bv   mail,  i>oetpaid,    upon  receipt 
Of  price,  Twenty-live  cents. 


) 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher, 


130  &  132  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK 


-'  '■>%-> 


i        VENTRILOQUISM  AND  VOCAL  ILLUSIONS. 


8*. 


'M^A.CDCDA:B^ra 


-i— f 


PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 


V 


fN  this  book  will  be  found 
full  directions  for  learners, 
showing  how  to  begin  and 
practice  ventriloquism ;  with 
amusing  ditilogues  for  begin- 
ners, including'  the  "reper- 
toire" of  the  English  liliL- 
WAY  Porter,  as  performe<i 
by  Frederic  Maccabe  in  his 
celebrated  ventriloquial  en- 
tertainments. The  art  of  ven- 
triloquism is  an  accomplish- 
ment so  rare,  so  little  prac- 
ticed, and  so  little  understood 
by  the  public,  that  its  posses- 
sor is  considered  a  wonder. 
Any  person  following  the 
instructions  so  plainly  set 
forth  in  this  work,  can  mys- 
tify and  astound,  as  well  as 
entertain  an  audience.  In 
this  book  will  also  be  found 
valuable  hints  in  regard  to 
breathing,  speaking  and  sing- 
Weljjprinted,  and  bound  in  colored  cover.    Price,  by  mail, 


BLACK  ART ;  or  MAGIC  MADE  EAST. 


PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 


'T'lIIS  book  contafng  a  full  and 
complete  description  and  ex- 
planation of  all  Itinds  of  sleight-of- 
lijind  tricks,  conjuring  with  cards, 
coins,  etc.,  as  performed  by  the 
most  celebrated  magicians  and  con- 
jurers, together  with  wonderful  ex- 
jxn-iinents  in  magnetism,  chemistry, 
electricity  and  fireworks,  so  simpli- 
fied as  to  be  adapted  for  amusement 
in  the  home  circle.  Everything  in 
this  book  is  clearly  explained  and 
fully  illustrated,  so  that  the  most 
inexperienced  person  can  thorough- 
ly coiirprehena  it  and  become  a 
successful  performer,  eitiier  for 
pleasure  or  profit.  Well  printed, 
on  gofxl  q>iulity  of  paper,  and 
bound  in  colored  cover.  Price  by 
nail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


DE  WITT'S  AINERIGAN  CHESS  MANUAL. 


PRICE,   lO  CENTS. 


A  BOOK  containing  full  fnstruc- 
tions  for  young  beginners  by 
an  old  chess  player.  Also  the  new 
rules  of  the  game  as  adopted  by  the 
American  Chess  Association,  with 
an  account  of  aJl  the  American 
Chess  Congresses  held  since  1857, 
and  records  of  Chts-s  Tourneys.  In 
this  work  the  author  has  introduced 
a  series  of  problems  for  tlic  purpose 
of  assisting  the  student  in  acquiring 
the  habit  of  mental  analysis,  and 
there  is  nothing  better  calculated  to 
assist  and  perfect  a  learner  than  the 
study  of  problems.  Fully  illus- 
trated by  diagrams.  Well  printed 
and  neatly  bound.  Price  by  mail, 
postpaid,  to  any  address  In  IJ.  8.  or 
Can;ida,  Ten  Cents. 


r^  BONAPARTE'S  ORACULUM,  ^ 

Or,     TKE     BOOK     OF     F-A.TE. 

PRICE,   10  CENTS. 


3cOKOFFAtE 


'THE    only     complete     American 
^      edition.      Tliis  is    a  verbatim 
translation  of  text  of  the  one  used 
by  Napoleon  on  every  important  oc- 
casion.    Happy  had  it  been  for  him 
if  he  bad  always  abided  and  been 
ruled  bv  the  answers  of  this  Oracu- ' 
lum.     No  liberties  have  been  taken 
with  the  translation  further  than  to 
merely    adapt  it  to  the  usages  of  I 
this  country.     Answers  are  given  to  I 
questions  pertaining  to    all   condi- 1 
tions  in  life,  suitable  for  both  sexes. 
The  original  edition   of  this  work 
was  published  at  the  price  of  $5.00. 
Well  printed,  and  bound  In  colored 
cover.      Price    by  mail,  postpaid, 
Ten  Cents. 


CHRISTY'S  BURNT  CORK  COMICALITIES. 


PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 


CHP^isrV's 
9uriit-Corl('GoiiiIca)itiei 


TTHIS  book  is  full  of  the  droll- 
*      est  anecdotes,  side-splitting 
"  gags,"  laugh-provoking  poems, 
and,   in   fact,   everything  neces- 
sary   for    making    up    a    "  hot  | 
time  "  act  for  a  monologju'st  or  , 
an  end  man.     It  is  calculated  to 
be  of  especial  value  to  the  ama- 
teur, for  the  reason  that  it  con- ' 
tains  nothing  of  an  cx()erimental 
nature;  everythiug  in  this  work 
has  never  failed  to   produce  the  I 
desired  effect— laughter  and  ap- 
plause.     After  a  careful  study 
of   this  book,  and    with    a  little  i 
practice  the  most   inexperienced 
person  can  l>e('On)e  fatuous  as  an 
amateur    performer.      The  book 
is  well  printed,  from  clear,  read- 
able  type,   and   bound  in    neat 
paper  cover.       Price,    by  mail, 
postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


DE  WITT'S  HANDY  LETTER  WRITER. 


PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 


pVERY  one  ought  to  be  able  to  i 
"-^     write  a  letter  easy  to  be  under- 
stood,   possessing    the|  charmsj  of  | 
a   plain    yet    graceful    style;    and , 
everyone  who  can  read  and   write , 
can   accomplish   this  by    following 
the  simple  but  sulBcicnt   rules  laid' 
down   for    their   guidance    in    this  I 
book.      It  conUdus  full    directional 
and  explanations  for  writing  every  ( 
kind  of  letter,  wliether  relating  toj 
busine.ss,  love,  marriage,  friendship,! 
sickness,   heaftli,     recommendation.! 
introduction,  advertising,  giving  and 
accepting  invitations,  etc.     Includ- 
ing  valuable  hints   on   composition 
and  punctuation,  with  a  large  num- 1 
ber  of    ready-made    letters  on    all 
subjects.      Well  printed  and  neatlv  ' 
bound.      Price  by    mail,  postpaid. 
Ten  Cents. 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher, 


^!^    130  It  132  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
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BONES ;  His  flags  and  Stump  Speeches. 

PRICE,   15  CENTS. 

'T'HIS  book  contains  a  series  of  the  best  selected  jokes,  conun- 
drums,   gags,  stump  speeches,  sketches,  dialect  pieces,  etc. 

Itjis  abook  for  every  burnt  cork 
man  ;  every  dabbler  in  darkey 
doings,  and  everybody  who  likes 
genuine  fun.  This  book  is  way 
ahead  of  any  work  of  its  kind, 
and  is  an  absolute  necessity  for 
anyone  who  wants  to  know  the 
best  bits  of  the  Ethiopian  stage, 
as  produced  by  the  most  cele- 
brated end  men  and  comedians 
of  the  present  day,  such  as 
George  Thatcher,  Primrose  and 
West,  Add  Rymau,  Ned  Turner 
and  others.  It  also  contains  a 
number  of  mirth  -  provoking 
Dutch  stories  and  dialogues,  and 
^  ~~^^^^B*s— —  ^n  "Broken  Chinee"  dialect  pieces 
\'V^y  jifuf      tdiuk^      that  will  make  your  sides  ache 

luLlD  OBrt?niiJ»^»     ^'^^^  laughter;   besides  sketches 
'^ydlAr  St^f-C/UAA^     n    ^itii     songs,     including     both 

words  and  music.  In  fact,  the 
book  is  crammed,  jammed,  chuck 
full  and  bubbling  over  with  red-hot,  fiery  fun  and  merry  music. 
Don't  fail  to  get  the  best  minstrel  book  published  at  a  low  price. 
Printed  on  good  quality  of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and 
bound  In  handsome  colored  cover.  Will  be  sent  by  mail,  post- 
paid, upon  receipt  of  only  Fifteen  Cents. 


BYRON   CHRISTY'S 

■m  BLACK  CLOWN  JOKE  BOOK. 
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X^rloe  lO  Oezita. 


BYRON  CHRISTYS 


i 


lUIT  1  «aui,  hMMff.  •  < 


PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


MOTHING  is  more  popular 
^  ~  and  accei>table  to  an  intel- 
ligent audience  than  negro  wit 
and  humor.  In  this  book  will 
be  found  some  of  the  most  funny 
things  published  in  colored  dia- 
logue, witty  sayings,  mirth-pro- 
voking poems,  etc.  This  should 
not  be  confounded  with  worth- 
less imitations  on  the  same  sub- 
ject, published  and  advertised 
largely  by  irresponsible  con- 
cerns. There  will  be  found  in 
this  work  stories  and  jokes  that 
aiipear  in  no  other  publication. 
Well  printed  and  neatly  bound 
in  colored  cover.  Price,  by 
mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


WEHMAN'S  CRICKET  AND  LA  CROSSE. 

(2RICKET  was  first  played. in 
^^  England  as  early  as  the 
fourteenth  century,  yet  many  re- 
visions have  taken  place  since 
then.  A  game  that  can  claim 
such  popularity  for  centuries  as 
has  this,  must  be  of  more  than 
ordinary  merit.  Pew  people  un- 
derstand the  latest  revised  rules,, 
and  for  the  purpose  of  explaining 
them  we  have  published  this 
hook.  It  also  contains  the  na- 
tional game  of  Canada,  La 
Crosse,  with  all  the  latest  revised 
rules,  etc.  In  the  book  will  be 
found  numerous  illustrations  and 
diagrams,  so  that  persons  thor- 
oughly ignorant  of  the  games 
can,  at  a  glance,  become  familiar 
with  them.  Well  printed  and 
bound  in  colored  cover.      Price, 


by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


TAiBO ;  His  Jekes  and  Funnif  Sayings. 

'^^"  PRICE,  15  CENTS. 

TpHIS  title  scarcely  conveys  the  idea  of  the  Immense  variety  of  ' 
*      material  for  minstrel  shows  that  this  book  presents.     It  con- 1 
ftoBM  nma  CETB  tains,  besides  many  other  valua- 

^^^^    M   w    WM^  ^^^     ble    fjoints,    tlie    arf  of    telling  i 
^^^    M    \^fi  fj  ^^\      funny    end    men's     stories    and 
'     I      »A  lYl  rjl       I      gags  in  a  projier  manner,  how  to 
I     ^^^^^^P^^^       "spring  a  joke,"   etc.      Bobby 
^  ^m,       Newcomb,  the    celebrated  min- 

^^  strel  and   author  of  tlds  work, 

gives  in  one  portion  of  tlie  book, 
in  clear  and  simple  language,  in- 
structions for  the  amateur  in  full 
detiii,  so  that  any  person  follow- 
ing them  carefully  cannot  fail  to 
become  successful  in  this  branch 
of  the  profession.  It  also  con- 
tains a  large  number  of  "  rip- 
tearing,"  "  hot  time,"  "  side- 
splitting" jokes  and  witticisms ; 
a  large  variety  of  the  latest  I 
miith-provoking  talk  for  Tambo, 
also  the  cream  of  "  tried  and 
true"  roaring  stump  siieeches, 
burlesque  sermons,  etc.  Printed  on  a  good  quality  of  paper, 
from  clear,  readable  type,  au<l  bound  in  Jjandsome  colored  cover. 
Will  be  sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  to  any  adiress  on  receipt  of  price, 
Fifteen  Cents. 

-^WEHMAN'S  BOOK  ON  SONG  BIRBSIK^ 

Their  Management,  Breeding,  Rearing,  Etc. 


PRICE, 


for  their  treatment  in  disease 
by  mail,  postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 


lO  CENTS. 

TTIIERE  is  nothing  that  adds  so  , 
*      much     cheerfulness     to    a 
home  as  the  sweet  singing  of  a 
bird,  and  there  should  be  one  or ' 
more    in   every    well    regulated 
household.     This  book  is  a  com- 
plete treatise  on  the  subject  and 
teaches  how  to  care  for  all  kinds  i 
of  birds,  such    as   Canary,  Sky- 
lark, Woodlark,    Linnet,    Black- 
bird,   Thrush.    Goldfinch,    Bull- 
finch,   Chaffinch,   Twite,    Lesser 
Redpole,  Hawfinch,  Nightingale, 
etc.     It  also   gives    full  instruc- 
tions on  the  following   subjects  : 
Cleanliness,  food,  cages,  pairing, 
and  breeding,  be8i<les  a  full  de- 
scription of  the  different  breeds, 
their  habits,  etc,  and  directions , 
Well  printed  and  bound.     Price, 


WEHMAN'S  BOOK  OH  BASE-BALL. 

PRICE,   10  CENTS. 


•yillS  is  a  complete  guide,  ^ 
*      giving  in  detail  full    di-*" 
rections  for  playing  the  great 
American  National  game.     It ' 
contains   all    of    the    revised 
rules,  with  explanatory  notes, 
instructions     for    scoring,    a 
diagram  showing  plainly  how 
to  lay  out  a  base-ball  field  in 
the  pro|)er    dimensions,    and  | 
the  position^to  Ih:   occupied  | 
by  the  sevemi  players.     Tiie 
duties  of  each  player  is  care- ' 
fully  explained,  also   the  jur-  i 
isdiction  of  the   umpire   and  '• 
his  powers.     Added  to  tlds  is  i 
an  interesting   history   of  the 
rise    and     progress     of    this 
great  national  game  in  a  con- 
cise form.     Well  printed  and 
bound.     Sent  by  mail,  post- 


paid. Ten  Cents. 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHIVIAN,  Publisher,    # 


■t-^f^^ 


130  It  182  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
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wEH^AN's  STUDENT  COLLECTOR; 

Or,  How  to  Catch  and  Propart  Buttirflios,  Btotlos, 
Motlis  and  Othir  InstctSi 
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PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


'T'lIIS  must  be  classed  among  the 
most  fascinating  of  recreations; 
the  excitement  and  exultation  aris- 
ing from  the  capture  of  rare  speci- 
mens is  scarcely  ever  forgotten. 
Over  twenty  thousand  copies  of  this 
book  have  already  been  sold,  and 
we  l)elieve  this  popular  demand  to 
be  a  sufficient  guarantee  of  its  use- 
fulness and  naerits.  Fully  illus- 
trated. Well  printed  and  bound  in 
colored  cover.  Price,  by  mail,  post- 
paid, Ten  Cents. 


wEHMAN-s  BOOK  OH  SKATING. 

PRICE,   lO  CENTS. 

MOTHING  is  easier  to  leam,  if 
set  about  in  the  right  way 
than  skating,  to  boys  endowed 
with  a  fair  share  of  that  happily 
not-at  -  all  -  scarce  commodity  — 
pluck.  No  young  man  or  boy 
sliould  consider  his  out-door  ac- 
complishments complete  until  he 
has  thoroughly  mastered  this  ex- 
ercise, and  with  a  little  persever- 
ance and  attention  to  the  in- 
structions given  in  this  book  this 
can  be  easily  done.  Practical  les- 
sons for  both  plain  and  fancy 
skating  are  given  in  this  work. 
Fully  illustrated.  Well  printed 
and  bound  in  colored  cover. 
Ten  Cents 
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!!(Iii2AN.s  PARLOR  CONJURER. 


PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


A  CAPITAL  handbook  con- 
taining illustrated  descrip- 
tions of  the  manner  of  perform- 
ing sleight-of-hand  card  tricks, 
eitlier  by  dexterity  of  manipula- 
tion or  by  calculation  and  ar- 
rangement of  the  cards.  ATso  a 
number  of  tricks  with  coins,  and 
8i>ecial  apparatus  with  full  in- 
structions and  diagrams  for  their 
construction.  Neatly  bound  in 
colored    cover.     Price,  by  mail, 

postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 


Price.  l>y  ni.iil,  pnstimid, 


wEHMANis  BOOK  ON  FOOT-BALL. 

Practical  Instructions  on  the  Duties  of  the  Players. 

PRICE,   10  CENTS. 

THIS  game  is  as  unquestionably  the  chief  winter  sport  as  base- 

■      ball  is  the  principle  summer  pastime.      From  a  rough-and 

ready  game  of  a  quarter  of  a  century  aijo,  it  has  gradually  grown 
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nit)  an  institution  of  sciontitic  points.  In  this  book  will  Iw  found 
all  the  rules  of  tlie  jjauie  as  played  by  prominent  clubs  and  asso- 
ciations. Instructions  for  umpiring,  etc.  Well  printed  and  bound 
in  colored  cover.     Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 


OWEN  SWIFTS  BOXINfi  WITHOUT  A  MASTER, 

Or,  Til©  Aj^t  of  Self-Dofonoo. 

PRICE,   15  CENTS. 

CELF-DEFENCE  always  has 
been,  and  always  will  Ite, 
the  first  law  of  nature.  It  is  es- 
sential to  the  safety  of  man  as  a 
social  being  ;  it  is  quite  as  requi- 
site that  the  individual  should  be 
able  to  defend  himself  as  that  a^ 
national  community  should  be  in 
a  piO|)er  state  of  defence.  Pro- 
FESSOK  OwKN  SwiFT  (master  of  i 
this  art),  tite  author,  explains 
correct  pugilistic  attitudes, 
feints,  blows  and  guards  as  prac- 
ticed by  the  most  celebrated  box- 
ers of  the  past  and  present,  in  so 
simple  a  manner  that  any  person 
can  readily  comprehend  them. 
The    book    contains    numerous 

illustrations,  is  well  printed,  and  bound  in  colored  cover.      Price, 

by  mail,  postpaid,  Fifteen  Cents. 


BY  OWEN  SWIFT. 

•HENRY  i.  WEMMAN. 


HEW  TOUK. 


HENRY  TucKEH's  CLOBJIANCiHG  MADE  EASY. 

PRICE,  1  5  CENTS. 


^ogQancing 

Made  Easy. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 
trtrwr  Yoiuc 


TPIIE  elements  and  practice  of 
this  art,  so  popular  on  the 
minstrel  and  vaudeville  stage,  are 
simplified  and  fully  explained  in 
this  book,  showing  the  steps  and 
figures,  giving  examples,  expla- 
nations of  the  terms  used,  and 
all  information  necessary  fi)r  be- 
coming a  thorough  and  graceful 
dancer.  The  book  also  contains 
appropriate  mtisic  for  different  I 
styles  of  dances,  also  song  and 
dance  sketches  with  music. 
Well  printed  and  bound  in  col- 
oretl  cover.  Price,  by  mail, 
postpaid,  Fifteen  Cent*. 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,    # 


130  li  132  Parit  Row,  NCW  YORK. 
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WEHMAW'S  CARD  GAMES,  and  How  to  Play  Them. 


PRICE,  10  CENTS. 

'T'HIS  is  a  new  and  handy  edi- 
■  tion,  including  all  the  prin- 
ple  and  popular  card  games, 
such  as  Napoleon,  card  domi- 
noes, ■whist,  short  whist,  dummy 
whist,  cribbage,  viugt-et-un,  loo, 
all-fours,  etc.  With  this  valua- 
ble book  and  guide  at  hand  you 
will  be  enabled  to  pass  away 
many  a  long  evening  in  a  pleas- 
ant and  agreeable  manner,  which 
would  otherwise  be  dull  and 
tiresome.  Neatly  bound  in  col- 
ored cover.  Price,  by  mail, 
postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 


wiHMAws  CHEMICAL  WONDERS 


FOR  Hone 

EXHIBITION. 


PRICE,   10  CENTS. 


Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  Ten 


TTHIS  book  gives  careful  direc- 
*  lions  for  a  great  variety  of 
instructive  and  interesting  experi- 
ments in  chemistry  for  home  and 
school  entertainments,  with  a  list 
of  the  articles  required  for  the 
purpose  and  directions  for  their 
purchase.  There  is  perhaps,  no 
other  study  so  interesting  and 
productive  of  wonders  as  chemis- 
try. Even  our  oldest  and  most 
experienced  professors  will  dis- 
rover  something  new  each  day. 
Some  students  have  made  discov- 
eries, and  by  ptitting  them  to 
practical  use  have  gained  a  com- 
petency. Neatly  and  substan- 
tially bound  in  colored  cover. 
Cents. 


wEHMAN's  BOXING  AND  WRESTLING. 

PRICE,  10  CENTS. 

'HIS  is  a  treatise  on  the  subject  of  the  manly  art  of  self-defense 
which  every  manor  boy  should  have  a  knowledge  of.     All 

the  details  are  plamly 
set  forth  in  a  manner 
calculated  to  instruct 
and  enlighten  those 
who  never  before 
wrestled  or  met  in  a 
fistic  encounter.  Many 
amateurs  have  become 
celebrated,  and  noted 
professionals  have 
gained  both  fame  and 
fortime  by  following 
the  rules  and  doctrines 
so  clearly  given  in  this 
book.  Every  detail  is 
given  as  to  the  various 
positions,  likewise  liie 
modes  of  attack,  de- 
fense, and  instructions 
on  training.  Thor- 
oughly illustrated,  well 
printed  and  bound.     Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 

Clean  and  unused  one  or  two-cent  postage 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  publica- 
tions. Parties  ordering  from  foreign  countries 
should  remit  by  Post-Office  Money  Order. 


wMHAN-s  aTHLETIG  EXERCISE 


FOR  HEALTH 

AND  STRENOTH. 


PRICE,   10  CENTS. 


paid,  Ten  Cents. 


CULL  directions  aie  given  In 
*  this  book  for  training,  walk- 
ing, running,  leaping,  using 
dumb-bells  (both  English  and 
French  style),  the  projier  iise  of 
Indian  clubs,  etc.  Athletic  exer- 
cises are  something  of  importance 
to  every  boy  or  growing  younjr 
man.  They  have  been  adopteil 
by  all  the  leading  colleges  in  the 
universe  and  prounced  a  health 
productive  factor  by  all  the  lead- 
ing professors.  This  lM)ok  will 
teach  the  weak  to  become  strong, 
and  those  who  areetrong  to  l»e- 
come  stronger  still.  It  is  well 
printed  and  l>ound,  and  fully 
illustrated.  Price,  by  mail  post- 


"EHMAH's  FIELD  SPORTS  FOR  BOYS. 

PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


TJi^'ti'C^r^'*^-* 


pXERClSE  of  every  kind  Is 
'-^     inteudetl  to  develop  and  not 
fag  the  body,  and  especially  is 
this  the  case  when  muscular  rec- 
reation is  taken  early  in  the  day, 
when  a  lad  has  to  face  his  school 
duties,  or  a  young  man  the  work 
of  business  for  many  hours  af-  ^ 
terwards.       This    book    teaches  \ 
one  how  to  exercise  properly,    ll  ^ 
contains  rules    and    regulations ' 
for  the  popular  game  of  hare  and 
hounds,  prisoner's  base,  hockey, 
leap  frog,  pole  leaping,  trap,  etc. 
Fully  illustrated.     Well    prinle<i  ^ 
and    bound     in    colored    cover.  -- 
Price,   by   mail,   postpaid.    Ten 
Cents. 


( 


wehman;s  athletic  games  of  skill 

PRICE,   10  CENTS. 

IN  this  book  will  be  found  full  instructions  for  the  games  of 
'  bowling,  raguet  and  fives,  skittles  (both  Dutch  and  French), 
the  Scotch  game  of  golf,  etc.  Also  athletic  feats  with  the  sword. 
The  games  in  each  branch   are,  as  far   as   jvissible.  proLMessively 


.r^ 


vV^^«S>*^^-^^' 


arranged  aud  thoroughly  illustrated,  so  thai  proficiency  may  be 
attained,  even  without  the  personal  instruction  and  supervision  of 
a  teacher.  Well  printed  and  bound  in  colored  cover.  Price,  by 
mail,  postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 
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Address  all 
orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK.H- 
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No.  I — Primary. 


ALMANAC.  Our  (1  boy.  7  Rirle)— Aiicils'  laiMer,  The  (8  Rirle)— At  onr 
hou*e  (1  boy,  1  i;irl)— Bahvlaiiil  (2  tirlc)— Bee,  clock  ami  hroom  (3clii|. 
drei.)-Bevv  <>f  le  (Eyt-).  'I'lie  (8i.'irl8)-Bird  iioteu  (2  k'irle)— Biiiln,  The 
(8  l>oy«i,  5  mrls)— Bovs'  riulitB  (4  boys)— Boy  talk  (4  boyB)— Cun  and  Cnii't  (2 
bo)«<)— Ciiicudeee,  The  (4  uiri«>— Ciioice,  Tm-  (1  girl,  1  •><>?)— 
Cboice.  Tli«  (t  little  otitis)— ChriBtnius  tifia  (4  t;ir.e) — Cold 
water  (3  Kirlo)— Days  of  tne  week.  Tue  (7  Children) — Drunk- 
ard's fatrt.  Tin-  (4  Ooy!<)-Eii;ht  o'clock  (3  jjirlf)— Exfrcise  (4 
boyf)— Faitli,  Hope  uiid  Cimrlly  (3  uiri") — Fushioiiable  fol- 
lies (2  !,'iri->—bii;ures.  Tne  (9  Kii.f)— Fi">w«r-i;arden  fairies 
(5  tjiiis)— Frot'sjie  and  liis  friends  (8  bi))f>— Going  to  ecbooi 
(4  ciiiidrtu)— G  od-bye  (4  jjirls)— Great  lives  (6  boys  6  Kirle) 
— Httlf  raintile  sonj;,  A  (2  irirls) — Uuppy  little  Rirls  (2j;ir  e>— 
Hippity  hop  (6  cldldren)— Hopeless  ciise,  A  (2  cirlc^Hurry 
aioni;  (4Biri8) — Ido  wisliinj;  (2  j;lrif)— Juck  Horner  (4  boyk>) — Juue  morning 
IcKSoii  (5  i;irl«)—Lei»rning  to  count  (5  i;irls)— Lin le  Bluebeard  (1  boy,  1  i.'irl>— 
Little  Ben  Bute  (3  boy*)— Little  kindnenscs  (class)— Little  jfymnasts.  Tbe  (3 
boys,  3  t;lrl»)-Little  pliilosoplier.  Tue  (2  girlO—Little  Red  Ridinu-Hood  (3 
i.iri,i>_Little  watcnmaii.  The  (4  bo);-)— Love  one  another  ^lass) — Mav,  Tlie 
(6  iiirls)— MontliB.  The  (6  giris>— Morning  call,  A  (4  boys)— Mother  isd<ad(2 
L'irls)— Multlpliciitiou  (c  iis-)- N'.w  lionnet,  The  (4  girls)— Pride  (2  girls)— 
Qieen  of  the  Orkney  Ijnan.ls.  The  (5  girls)— Quier  (2  bo\s)— (iiiarrel  among 
tlie  fl.rtfrs.  Tlie  (4  ulrl-)— R^ct'.  The  (4  boys)— Kailicad.  The  (7  or  more  chll- 
ilreiO— Itose  (.-J'-'itl-)— Sensons,  Tie  (4  i;irl8)— Sewsois.  The  (6ci.ildren>— Shark. 
Tue  (8  Dove)- Sippity  Sup  (4  lirlr)- Sisters,  The  (2  girls)— Snowball,  Tlie  (3 
bo)i»  and  c  as?')— Sparrows,  Thrt  (2  i;irl!')— Summer  day,  A  (6  boys  or  6  giils)— 
Suiprise,  The  (1  l)ov,  1  tirl)— Sweetest  (6  girls)  Tule  of  ten  pigs,  A  (5  boys) — 
Taiiirijuis  (2  giriK)— T<  n  little  ilollies  (5  Birlc)— Try,  keet>  trying  (4  lioys  and 
<-la«-)— Up  and  doing  (4  i)oy.-)— Wake  (cli.ss)— Welcome.  Tlie  (2  very  little  uirls) 
—Welcome,  The  (4  b>ys)— We  come,  Tue  (4  boys  and  school)— We'll  try  (Iglrl 
and  cla!"!")— What  is  the  matter  (4  boys)— What  are  we  good  for  (3  girls)— What 
w«  love  (Sgirs)— What  we  lov.-  (4  l>o\s  or  4  girls)— What  we  love  best  (2  boys) 
Will  it  piy  (2  boys)— Winter  (Class)— Youthful  band,  The  (5  boys). 

Sent  by  m»il,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents. 


No.  2— Public. 


D 


ARE  AND  DO  (class)  —  Alphabtt  Roundelay,  I  The,  with    nrraneement 

and    music    (26  girls)— Billy    mid   nie  (2  boye) — Boys'  and   girls'  tulle 
aiioiit  woman  suflrag<-  (8<:lio(>l) — Brandy  drops 


(6  hoys) — Blister  cross.  The  (.levcral  giris)— Funny  lot, 
A  (7  l>i>v>')^}<ilden  rule,  The  (3  boM") — Gossip  (4 
girl^) — Graduates,  Tlie  (8  girls  and  schooi)  —  (ireat 
fecrei,  .\  (2  Llrlf) — Hamlet  and  the  ghost  (2  boys) — 
Happiness  not  iu  station  (2  boM-)— I  can  and  I  can't 
(3  1>o\h)— Irish  Servant,  T'le  (2  bojs) — Jarley  vyax- 
worki«  (14  ciiiidren) — Joe's  b.'y  (4  boye)— Keeping  your 
eyes  I'pen  (3  Ixus) — Know-nothini;,  The  (4  boye) — 
Little  hy  litile  (2  iiovs)  -Months,  The  (12  Ixns  or  girls) 
—Pedigree  (2  L-iris)— Potters,  The  (6  boyt-)— Queer  people  (3 
Dick's  lessioii  (3  bl>\^)— Real    geniii man,  'I'lie   (2   boye) — Rival 

g  (6  st-ry  little  onep)- Slander  (2  boy»^)— Sunrise  and   sunwe 


f1 


boys)— Rag'.'cd 
orators.  Tne  <3 
iKjyr)— Shopping  (6  \try  little  onep)- Slander  (2  boy»^)— Sunrise  and  sunwet  (3 
irlriti)- True  life.  The  oiilv  (2  girlK)-Triie  munhood  (2bovc) — True  nxefulncss 
(2  i(0)-)—l'urtie  and  flMmingo,  The  (7  girls)— What  I'll  like  to  be  (8  girls)  — 
Wiiiit  to  he  (6 boys  or  girls)— What  says  the  fountain  (2  girls)— Which  (1  boy,  1 
girl)     Who  (3  iioys  anit  ciasf)  — Wortli  and  wealth  (4  hoys). 

Sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents. 


No.  3 — Exhibition. 


«HE  BEE,  THE  ANT.  AND  THE  SPIDER  (3  chil- 


dren)-Aginty-Dicken's   cliarade-(l   i>ov,  1  L'iri) 

Apron-.Aii  acting  charade-(5  ooys)  — B  ueliird 
and  oriole  (2  giric)— Candidate  for  Congress.  The  (2 
boyn)— Citv  and  country  (6  glnc)— Consider  the  lilies  (9^^ 
t'iris  and  c  ass)— Excitiiii'iit  at  Kett:eville,  The  (6  lioys, 
1  uiii)  Hani  lo  sui'  a  1  (9  hoys,  1  girl  and  class)— Little 
Red  Ri'iiU'.;-Hood  (3  gir.n.  1  boy  and  Class)  -Maine-Act- 
ing  cnaradi-(l  hov.  1  girl)— Mistletoe  l)ouL'h.  The  (tab- 
leaux for  cIush)— Moiiev-di'-'Ker.  Ttie  J'xiy  and  ku)— 
Nature's  lieroeH  (5  bovs)— Peterkin'-.  The  (4  girls  and  class)  P.ay  of  ttie  alpha- 
bet (28  ciilldren) -.Sailor's  mother.  The  <hoy  and  girl)-Story,  Tiie  (2  boys,  1 
gin  an  1  otheis)-  S-  ven  (7  girls  ninl  clast-). 

Sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  cents. 
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No.  4— Patriotic. 


RUE  TO  niS  COLORS  (2  boys) --America's  Birthday 
Party  (9  girls  and  school)— Army  and  Navy,  Tlie  (2 
boys  and  number  of  girlr)— Centennial  drama,  A 
(5  boys,  4  tins  and  c  ass)— Columbia's  daughters  (13  girls 
and  school)— Chiefs  resolve.  The  (2  bovs)— Love  of  country 
(3  boys)— Lochiel's  warning  (2  J)oys)— Old  fluir,  Tbe  (3  boys) 
Our  centennial  (■•cliool) — Our  country's  seasons  (4Doysi'r 
girls)— Sailor  boy's  return,  Tlie  (4  l)oys)— Sliall  our  mothers 
vote  (11  boy h)— Spirit  of  '76,  The  (2  boys)— Uncle  Sam  (1  boy. 
2  girls)— Vet.  ran.  The  (2  boye)- Vi^ion8  of  fre«<loin.  The  (18 
girls  and  school)— William  Tell  (2  boys,  1  girl)— 1776-1876  (2  girls) 


ki 


Sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents. 


No   5 — Dramatic. 


B^ 


EHIND  THE  SCENES  (3    girls)-Changing  ser 

vants  (4  boys)— City  and  country,  which  is  best 

(6  eirls)- Colonists,  Tlie  (15  hots)— Demons  of 
the  glass,  The  (6  boys,  2  girls)— Drunkard's  daughter. 
The(6girls)— False  acciii-ation,  Tne  (3  boys,  1  girl)— 
Finished  ediicition.  A  (2  lioys)— Four  seasons.  The  (4 
girls)— Glad  N.w  Year  (-rliool)— Gypsy  fortune-teller, 
Tbe  (4  girls)— Lady-maid.  Tlie  (boy  and  girl)— Martyr, 
The  (3  ooyc) — Midshipman.  Tne  (2  bovs.  6  iiirls)- New 
school-house,  Tne  (2  bo\s)— Outlaw.  The  (4  girls,  1  l»05) 
—Playinir  new  sentiment  (8  bovs)—Prompiiiig  (girl  and  tioy)— Quarrel  of  the 
flowers.  The  (10  girls) — Scho.d  discipline  (boy  and  gfrl)— True  courage  (2  boys) 
— Trying  to  ki-ep  up  the  appearance  of  a  gentleman  (4  noys,  2  L'iric) — Unappre- 
ciated genius  (3  boys,  Sgirls)— Wiic  made  them  (boy  and  girl)— Wealth  Is  not 
worth  (2  boys). 

Sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents. 
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No.  6 — Comic. 


G 


0SSIP,The(4  friuahs)— Letter.  The  (2  males)— Matri- 
monial advirtisement.  The  (2  males,  3  females)— My 
friend  Bob  (3  males,  4  females) — 01<I  heads  on  yount: 
ehoiilders  (2  mules,  3  females)— Plujing  doctor  (2  males,  1  fe- 
male)— Rtformed  wife,  Tlie  (2  feiiialie) — Reh.aisal,  The  (7 
mali't<) — School  affairs  iu  Riverheud  Dixtnct  (5  mules  and 
Kliooi) — Suit  for  lib«l:  Puff  vs.  Alby  (11  males  and  school)— 
Tattiewood  gossip  (■')  inaieH,  13  fcmalen)— Wonn-n's  rights  (6 
males,  3  females) — What's  in  a  name  (5  mules,  2  femait'S), 

Sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents. 


No  7r— 5elect. 

AWFUL  MYSTERY,  An  (2  males,  2  females)- Boy  who 
wins  (6  malrst— California  uncle.  The  (3  males,  8  fe- 
maler)— Quod  they  did.  The  (0  femaler)— Honest  and 
honorable  (1  ma>e,  8  females)- In  want  of  a  servant  (2  males, 
4  females) — Miss  Ulirglnson's  will  (2  males,  6  finiale)*)— 
M:irrying  for  money  (2  males,  1  female)— Silver  dollar.  The 
(2  males,  1  female) -True  manliness  (7  males) — Tobacco 
pledge.  The  (3  nialeni)- Uncle  Nathuu's  Indian  (4  males)— 
Use  of  study.  The  (3  females). 

Sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents. 

Clean  and  unused  one  or  two-cent  postage 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  publica- 
tions. Parties  ordering  from  foreign  countries 
should  remit  by  Post-Office  IVIoney  Order. 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,    # 


180  Ik  132  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
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OH !  WHAT  A  BEAUTIFUL  OCEAN 

Coyyritcht,  1817,  by  Win.  ll.Gray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  I  iKl'ts  resf  rvad. 


Tlie  Word*  and  Mimic  ■>(  tlila  Souk,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  b«  itent  to  any  ail- 
dreiw.  poiit|ialil,  »n  rect-ipt  of  lOoentx;  or  ihl*  and  any  two  other  ponK*  f'>r  i>n«  Dollar, 
by  llenrjr  J.  WcliinHU,  IU8  I'lkik  How,  Nfw  Vurk.  Write  to  above  addreea  for 
Kree  t'litaloune  ut  Hoiikh,  Spine  Booka,  Sheet  Uuslc.Ueriuau  Souk  Buuka,  Letter  Wrllera, 
Dream  Uooka,  Joke  Bo<>k«,  etc. 


Words  and  mindc  by  Win.  B.  Oray. 


Standini;  one  day  on  a  cliff  near  the  shore, 

Uliere  the  ships  pas?  to  sea, 
A  jfray-haired  old  siwilor  was  gazing  far  o'er 

The  blue  briny  deep  peacefully; 
For  sixty  long  years,  'nildst  pleasures  and  tears. 

Along  with  Ills  old  pard  Ned, 
He'd  sjiiled  the  wide  o<'oan,  to  him  ever  dear. 

While  thus  looking  seaward  he  said: 

Chorus. 

Oh  I  what  a  beautiful  ocean;    Oh;  what  a  glorious  sea, 
True  as  a  love's  devotion,  serving  tis  faithfully; 
Oh;  what  a  iH-autifuI  ocean,  oh;  what  a  glorious  sea. 
Oh:  wliat  a  great  friend  the  ocean  has  been  to  me. 

Pitching  and  tossing  for  several  days. 

While  the  rain  tlfn-ely  poured, 
A  big  ocean  liner  was  crossing  the  sea. 

With  eight  hundred  jH'opleon  board: 
All  the  fulks,  except  three,  were  as  sick  a.s  could  be. 

And  a  meal  liadnt  eaten  fur  days; 
While  tlie  owiu-r.  a  Hebrew,  each  day  was  on  deck, 

l^claiming  in  voice  full  of  praise: 

Choris. 

Oh;  what  a  beautiful  ocean;  Oh:  what  a  glorious  sea. 
The  higher  the  steamer  tosses,  the  cheaper  it  is  for  me; 
It  costs  a  great  pile  to  feed  them,  apin-tttes  increase  at  sea. 
So  keep  on  arolling,  old  ocean.  Im'  kind  to  me. 

Sailing  away  was  a  big  ship  one  da  J', 

Headed  for  England's  shore; 
On  board  was  .lack  Johnson,  a  young  married  man. 

With  his  wife  and  mother-in-law. 
WTien  at  sea  just  a  day,  a  storm  came  their  way. 

And  swept  from  the  deck  to  the  sea. 
Jack  Johnsons  wife's  mother,  who  sank  and  was  drowned, 

Then  Jack  said  in  tones  peacefully: 

CnoRrs. 

Oh ;  what  a  beautiful  ocean ;  Oh ;  what  a  glorious  sea. 
While  his  poor  wife  was  frantic  and  crying  bitterly; 
Jack  fixed  his  eves  on  the  water,  .lust  as  he  chuckled  with  glee. 
Oh:  what  a  great  friend  the  ocean  has  been  to  me. 


Showing  Aunt  Matilda  'Round  the 

Town. 

Copyright,  HOT,  by  FVaneU,  Day  &  Hunter. 


All  riKlitM  le.oerTed. 


The  Word!  and  Mnalc  of  thla  Sonir.  arraiitreil  for  the  piano,  will  lie  tent  to  any  ad- 
dreM,  poiitpniil,  on  rei'i-lpt  nt  M  c.<iiti<:  or  tlili)  and  nny  two  nther  loiiirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Weliiiian,  lut  Park  Itow,  NVw  York.  Write  to  aboTe  addreaa  for 
Free  <'atali>Kue  <ir  Sontra.  Suiiir  Hooka,  Sheet  MukIc,  Gerniau  Bong  Bookt,  Letter 
Writeia,  Dream  Uuoka,  Joke  U<iuk«,  etc 


Wi>rdB  and  music  )>>  E.  W.  Rngeri- 

Aunt  Matilda  came  to  town  only  a  week  ago. 
She  had  ne'er  l»een  there  before,  at  the  sights  she  cried,  "Oh,  Lor!" 
She  requested  me  t!ie  p<jiiitsof  Interest  to  show. 
AS  She  found  the  "oof,  "  I  couldn't  well  say  no! 
Regent  Street  and  Oxford  Street  I  show'u  her,  you  can  bet, 
Told  her  ev'ry  lady  was  a  Countes.**  that  we  met; 
Down  the  Strand  the  girls  she  eyed,  said.  "Who  are  they?"  so  quick; 
'Daughters  of  our  Clergymen."  I  answered  in  a  tick; 
She  said,  "To  what  church  do  they  go? "  I  said,  "St.  Jim-jams,  Pimllcor* 

Choris. 

I've  been  showing  my  Aunt  Matilda  'round  the  town. 

Taking  her  down  the  r.treet,  you  know,  pointing  her  out  the  l)eauty  show: 

Come  with  me  on  a  spree,  sorrow  and  care  we'll  drown. 

For  Aunt  has  given  me  tlfty  pounds  for  showing  her  'round  the  town. 

In  Trafalgar  Square  my  aunt  noticed  the  fountain  there. 

I  said.  "Ye.s,  tlie  ladles  gay.  come  to  bathe  here  ev  ry  day:  " 

She  felt  thirsty,  to  a  temp  ranee  bar  said  we'd  repair. 

So  I  took  her  to  the  "Cri, '  and  she  did  stare: 

She  said.  "Moet.  what's  thatr"  I  said,  "Sort  of  ginger  beer:" 

"What:  ten  shillings?    Well,  it's  nice,  but  ain't  it  rather  dear?  "* 

At  the  Empire  ballet  girls  she  peep'd  and  said,  "How  rude:" 

Till  I  told  her  they  were  fairies  Just  come  from  the  wood;  fthlmrs!" 

I  said,  "They're  angels  without  wings!"  She  said,  "I've  read  alx>ut  such 

—  t  /(0<  lit. 

Aunt  Matilda  drank  so  much  of  Moet's  ginger  beer. 

While  up  in  the  town  she  stayed,  that  at  last  the  poor  old  maid 

In  her  poor  old  cranium  l>egan  to  feel  .so  queer. 

1  said.  "It's  the  air.  Aunt.  It's  so  strong  up  here;" 

Back  she  went  to  Lincolnshire,  as  by  the  train  I  stood. 

Aunt  said,  "Bert,  here's  fifty  pounds,  t)ecause  you've  been  so  goodl' 

In  the  missionary  lx>x  I  know  you'll  put  the  lot." 

As  1  thank'd  her,  to  myself  I  whlsper'd,  "Yes,  p'rbaps  not:" 

To  all  the  boys  I've  shown  the  "bright,"  and  I  am  on  a  spree  to-nlghe:: 


LOVE  HER,  TOM,  FOR  MY  SAKE. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Wm.  B   Oray.    Eiit>-rea  at  SUtioiiera'  Hall,  London. 


All  liKht*  reoenred. 


Tlie  Worda  and  Hnalc  of  thia  Sonar,  arranited  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dreaa,  poat-iiald,  on  receipt  of  10  centa:  or  Ihle  and  noy  two  other  tongm  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  lOS  Parle  How,  NfW  York.  Writ*'  to  abore  addreae  for 
Kipe  (3atal<i|rue  of  Sonire,  S'linr  Hooka,  Sheet  Mualc,  Uermaa  Surg  Booka,  Latter 
Wiltara,  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Buoka.  etc. 


Words  and  music  by  Blanche  Newromb. 


You  ask  me,  Tom,  for  Nellie,  you  want  her  for  your'brlde. 
You  know  a  father  dreads  to  let  his  daughter  from  his  side; 
But  you  have  been  a  friend  to  me.  I  know  vou're  good  and  time. 
So  love  her,  Tom,  for  my  sake,  and  I'U  always  Btick  to  you. 

Refrain. 

Love  her.  Tom,  for  my  sake,  a  loving  wife  she'll  be,  '.  i 

Remember  she's  my  only  child,  and  a  treasure  lieen  to  me: 
'Tis  hard  to  part  from  those  we  love,  but  I  know  you're  good  and  true, 
So  love  her,  Tom,  for  my  sake,  and  I'll  always  stick  to  you. 

"When  Nell  was  but  a  baby,  you  know  her  mother  died. 
Remember  when  I  told  you  how  these  loving  words  she  cried: 
"Be  kind  to  Nell,  dear  father,  and  teach  her  all  tluit's  true," 
So  love  her,  Tom,  for  my  sake,  and  I'll  always  stick  to  you.-  Cho 


BRUSH  BY,  NIGGER,  BRUSH  BY. 


Copyrliiht,  1S97,  by  National  Music  Co. 


Tlie  Worda  and  Hnslc  of  this  Sonir,  arraiiired  for  the  piano,  will  !>•  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Worda  by  Fred  M.  SUtIa    Music  by  Uaz  noffmam 


My  lady  friend  and  me  we'se  a  little  on  the  outs. 

But  I  swear  I  ain't  a  done  nothing  wrong; 
We've  been  so  long  together  I  never  thought  she'd  quit. 

When  I  got  home  to-night  I  found  she'd  gone. 
So  out  I  goes  a-looklng  for  to  find  her  if  I  can. 

And  sure  'nough  I  meets  her— thought  I  die, 
She  was  a  killing  It  along  the  line  with  a  yellow  gent. 

And  tills  Is  what  I  heard  as  I  passed  by: 

Chorus. 
Brush  by,  nigger,  brush  by.  don't  fool  around  me. 
You  had  me  once,  you  turned  me  loose,  now  this  gal  am  free; 
You  thought  you  couldn't  lose  me,  I'd  stick  until  I'd  die. 
These  are  my  reg'lar  folks  now,  so  nigger,  you  bnish  by. 

That  yellow  coon  she's  got  now,  he  ain't  so  awful  hot, 

I've  wen  nigs  that  I  thought  was  Just  as  warm; 
He'd  better  not  get  a  close  for  when  I'm  mad  I'm  bad, 

I'm  the  roughest,  toughest  nig  ever  born. 
I'll  send  her  word  I  want  her  to  come  a  back  home  to  me. 

The  presents  that  I  promised  now  I'll  buy; 
If  that  don't  fetch  her  then  I  11  start  a  something  a  mighty  quick. 

She  needn't  think  I'll  stand  her  brushing  Xyy.—c/iorur. 


'•-•- 


Please,  Mr.  Burglar  -  Man,  Won't  You 

Go  Away?  ' 


Copyright,  1897,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
All  rlKhta  reserved. 


i: 
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Worda  by  Raymond  A.  Browne.    Muaie  by  Charles  Coleman. 


Fast  a.sleep  within  her  cot,  lay  a  fair-haired,  tiny  tot, 

Slumb'rfng  peacefully,  no  thought  of  care  or  harm; 
Dreaming  or  her  childish  joys,  till  an  unexpected  noise     • 

Woke  the  las.sle  from  her  slumbers  in  alarm. 
Some  mara^ider  in  the  r(M)m— she  could  see  him  thro'  the  gloom, 

But  no  thought  of  danger  filled  her  golden  head; 
And  the  startled  burglar  swore,  as  she  clambered  to  the  floor, 

Hugging  dolly  closely  to  her  as  she  said; 

Refrain  j 

Please,  Mister  Burglar-man.  won't  you  go  away? 

Don't  you  take  my  toys,  liecause  with  them  I  want  to  play; 

I'll  give  you  the  penny  mamma  gave  me  yesterday, 

If  you  won't  hurt  me  or  dolly,  and  you'll  go  away. 

Twas  a  picture  fair  to  see.  when  the  toddler's  childish  plea 

Touched  a  chord  within  the  bold  Intruder's  heart; 
As  he  drew  her  to  his  side,  and  to  soothe  her  gently  tried, 

Brushed  awav  the  tears  that  In  her  eyes  did  start. 
Whispered  he.  Don't  make  a  noise,  I  won't  take  your  pretty  toys, 

Ana  I  wouldn't  hurt  a  hair  upon  your  head; 
Nothing  In  the  house  you'll  miss.  If  you'll  give  me  Just  one  kiss. 

For  you  saved  more  than  your  trinkets  when  you  sal&.—iujtain. 

In  his  arms  he  took  the  tot.  laid  her  gently  in  her  cot. 

While  she  nestled  close  beside  him  without  fear; 
Wrapped  her  In  with  tender  care,  as  If  mother  dear  was  there. 

Then  he  whispered  softly  In  the  lassie's  ear: 
"Far  awav,  across  the  foam.  I've  a  little  one  at  home. 

Thinking  of  me,  tho'  I'm  many  miles  away: 
And  I  thought  of  little  Moll  when  you  pleaded  for  your  doll. 

For  I  know  ttiat  she,  like  you,  would  surely  say:— //«/»ain. 


.  ■ 


1 
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THE  SINaER  ON  THE  STREET. 

Copy  right,  1897,  by  Frank  Tuusey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

All  HkIiU  reMrved. 
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Words  and  music  by  Horace  W.  Harmeyer. 


One  day  I  saw  a  child  so  fair,  amid  the  passing  throng, 
A  blind  man  stood  beside  her  there;  she  stopped  to  sing  a  song; 
It  brought  to  me  a  by -gone  day,  it  was  so  strangely  sweet. 
I  paused  to  listen  on  my  way  to  the  singer  on  the  street. 

Chorus. 

Her  song  told  of  the  weary  years  that  lonely  hearts  must  roam,    [home. 
To  young  and  old  she  brought  tiie  tears  when  she  sang  of  home,  sweet 

Then,  one  by  one,  the  pa-ssers  by  aroifnd  that  maiden  drew. 
In  many  hearts  there  was  a  sign,  each  one  some  sorrow  knew; 
What  memories  came  of  pray'rs  they'd  heard  a  mother's  lips  repeat; 
The  past  returned  with  ev'ry  word  of  the  singer  on  the  street.— 6V/oru«. 

The  song  was  o'er,  the  little  maid  and  bliad  man  went  along; 
But  not  before  the  crowd  had  paid  to  hear  her  simple  song; 
How  many  sped  ujion  their  way  with  mem'ries  pure  and  sweet. 
They  blessed  the  song  they  heard  that  day  from  the  singer  on  the  street. 

—Ckotus. 

If  We  Should  Never  Meet  Again. 

Copyrlcht,  1897,  by  T.  B.  HarniK  &  r.».    EtieUflh  ropy  right  aecured.    All  performing 
rlichis  secured  aua  reserved. 
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Words  by  Monroe  H.  Rossnfeld.    Husic  by  Quxsie  C.  liudner. 


I  gaze  within  those  soulful  eyes  and  read  thy  heart  In  ev'ry  glance. 
To  be  near  thee  is  paradise;  we  met,  our  meeting  was  but  chance; 
\  And  yet  the  love  that  fills  my  heart  shall  ever  fondly  there  remain, 
{  Oh,  dear  to  me  thou  still  would'st  be,  if  we  should  never  meet  agam. 

Refrain. 

Ah,  love,  the  stars  would  lose  their  light. 

And  all  life's  sunshine  would  be  rain; 
If  we  should  part,  my  dearest  heart. 
And  never  meet  again. 
I  hold  thy  loving  hand  In  mine,  I  listen  to  thy  tender  words. 
The  air  seems  full  of  bliss  divine,  and  melodv  of  warbling  birds; 
Oh,  sad  tht  change  to  you  and  me,  oh.  dark  "the  dream  of  endless  pain. 
If  we  should  part,  my  dearest  heart,  if  we  should  never  meet  again. 

—Jiefrain. 

She'd  Never  Been  There  Before. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Wni.  B.  Gray    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  by  Murray  and  Lei^h.    Uuslo  by  0«o.  Le  Bnum. 

My  sister  Sue  was  just  about  the  shyest  girl  I  know, 
She  never  seemed  to  understand  the  way  to  treat  a  beau; 
Her  young  man  asked  her  recently  to  sit  upon  his  knee. 
When  she  at  last  consented,  she  behaved  so  bashfully. 

Chorus. 
She'd  never  been  there  before,  she'd  never  been  there  before. 
She  felt  so  shy  until  Charley,  dear,  started  to  whisper  in  her  ear» 
stories  of  love  so  sweet,  which  filled  her  with  delight, 
She'd  never  been  there  before,  but  now  she's  going  there  every  nfghf. 
One  night  a  big  policeman  was  a  strolling  on  his  beat. 
And  chanced  to  turn  his  lantern  down  an  "alley"  from  the  street. 
The  cook  was  standing  on  the  steps,  she  cried,  "Oh,  dearie,  me," 
I  feel  so  very  lonely,  won't  you  keep  me  company. 

Chorus. 
He'd  never  been  there  before,  he'd  never  been  there  l)efore. 
He  found  the  cookie  a  reglar  treat,  and  such  a  lovely  place  to  eat, 
Cuddled  the  cookies  waist,  and  squeezed  It  nice  and  tight. 
He'd  never  been  there  before,  but  now  he's  going  there  every  night. 

A  lady  friend  of  mine  whose  husband's  such  a  stingy  man, 
Resolved  at  last  to  work  upon  the  good  old-fashioned  plan; 
So  while  poor  liubby  slept  one  night,  she  seized  upon  the  chance. 
Jumped  out  of  bed  and  dove  into  the  pockets  of  his  pants. 

Chorus. 

She'd  never  been  there  before,  she'd  never  been  there  before, 

She  felt  so  awfully  pleased  to  see  hubby  a-snoring  peacefully. 

Only  took  fifty  cents  and  nearly  died  with  fright. 

She  d  never  been  there  before,  out  now  she's  going  there  every  nlght.^ 
A  preacher  had  a  notion  once  that  made  him  very  sad. 
He  used  to  think  that  ballet  girls  wer6  everything  that  bad; 
Said  he,  "I'll  go  and  preach  tothem,"  he  meant  to  give  them  "beans," 
But  didn't  he  feel  funny  when  he  got  behind  the  scenes.     . 

Chorus. 

He'd  never  been  there  before,  he'd  never  been  there  before. 
He  got  on  well  with  the  ladies  there,  one  of  the  girls  she  curle<  his 
Showed  him  the  way  to  dance,  it  filled  him  with  delight  [Tae&r. 

He'd  never  been  there  before,  but  now  he  going  there  every  night. 


t^?^: 


WHEN  YOITRE  IN  LOVE. 

Copyright,  1197,  by  T.  B  Harms  A  Co.    Enirllsh  cnpyricht  and  performInK  HrIiU 
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Words  and  inusio  by  B»iinie  Tliomton. 


I'll  sing  you  a  song  of  sweet  love,  love.  It  was  made  for  us  all, 
'Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost  than  never  to  have  loved  at  all; 
The  choicest  of  gifts  from  al)ove  is  the  mystery  that  we  call  love; 
'Tis  youth's  fondest  pleasure,  and  old  age's  treasure.  Is  love,  sweet  love. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  my!  what  a  sensation  when  you're  in  love. 

You  can  feel  the  vibration  when  you're  in  love; 

Kissing  is  sweet  occupation  when  you're  in  love, 

A  ver>'  strange  feeling  come  over  you  stealing  when  you're  in  love. 

Oh,  what  magic  there  is  in  love,  what  blls.s  no  one  can  express. 
Your  soul  seems  to  soar  above  when  you  feel  its  kiss  or  caress; 
It  whispers  to  young  and  to  old  just  as  soft  as  the  coo  of  a  dove. 
But  love  will  not  tarry,  so  make  haste  and  marry,  for  love,  sweet  love. 

— churttM. 


MA  SWEETEST  GIRL. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Leander  Richardson  and  Andrew  Maek. 


AH  rlKhta  reserved. 
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Words  by  Leander  Richardson     Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 


When  the  early  dawn  am  brealrin'  and  the  niggers  am  awakin\ 

In  ma  veins  the  pulse  of  love  am  beatin'  strong. 
Then  the  day  looks  cold  an'  dreary,  an'  my  life  am  dark  an'  weary. 

An'  ma  ears  am  ever  ringin'  with  the  song: 

'■■'-'  Chorus.  '  .' 

I'm  a  longin'  for  you,  sweetest  girl.  I'm  a  longln'  for  yon,  neatest  girl, 

I'm  a  longin'  in  ma  arras  to  hold  you  tight: 
To  ma  breast  I  want  to  pre.ss  you.  dear,  I'm  a  ye.arnin'  to  caress  you. 

You're  ma  sweetest  girl,  ma  honey  m-m-m  ma  delight.  [dear, 

When  the  noon-day  sun's  a  quiver,  an'  I  doze  beside  the  river. 

An'  the  bumblebees  am  hummin'  in  the  lane. 
Then  I'm  dreamin'  of  you  only,  an'  the  universe  am  lonely. 

An' the  water  sings  to  me  the  old  refrain:— C/'0/'/«. 

When  the  cattle  am  a  lowin',  an'  the  night  wind  am  a  blowln'. 

An'  the  stars  am  blinkln'  gently  at  the  moon. 
Then  ma  heart  grows  sad  an'  tender,  spit*  of  all  the  silv'ry  splendor. 

An'  ma  soul  am  all  a  shiver  with  the  tune.— v/ionu. 


WHEN  HE  WAS  A  CHOIR-BOY. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Frank  TouMy.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
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Words  by  Raymond  A.  Browne.    Music  by  Chas.  Coleniaa. 


The  service  in  a  near-by  church  had  only  jnst  begun,  [sun; 

And  through  the  stained  gla.ss  windows  brightly  streamed  the  morning  I 

The  choir's  blending  voices  fioated  out  upon  the  street. 

Just  as  a  stranger  entered,  bowed  his  head,  and  took  a  seat. 

He  watched  the  white-robed  choir  and  he  listened  while  they  sang; 

As  loud  above  the  others  there  a  boys  sweet  tenor  rang; 

And  as  the  lads  sweet  tones  rang  out,  his  eyes  were  dim  with  tears; 

The  first  tliat  glistened  there  in  many,  many  weary  year& 

Refrain. 

He  was  a  choir-tioy,  long  ago  in  a  village  far  away. 
In  the  little  church  so  humble,  where  his  pray'rs  he'd  learned  to  say: 
And  many  a  recollection  that  time  could  never  destroy,  I'Doy. 

Came  back  as  he  thought  of  those  by -gone  days,  when  he  was  a  cnofr- 

He  often  in  the  days  gone  by  the  same  old  hymns  had  sung, 

A  chorister,  his  voice  with  boyish  fervor  oft  had  rung: 

He  looked  around  and  fanciea  he  could  see  in  ev'ry  pew. 

The  well-remembered  faces  of  the  ones  that  once  he  knew. 

His  father,  mother,  sister,  brothers,  all  alike  were  there. 

He  seemed  to  see  them  plainly,  heard  their  voices  raised  In  prayer; 

And  as  the  choir's  last  '^Amen'  proclaimed  the  ser\'ice  o'er. 

He  wandered  out  and  soon  was  lost  to  sight  beyond  the  door.— Iterrain. 


"Is  there  an  opening  here  for  an  intellectual  writer  ?  "  asked  a 
seedy,  red-nosed  individual  of  an  editor.  "Yes,  my  friend,"  re- 
plied the  man  of  quills;  "a  considerate  carpenter,  foreseeiog 
your  visit,  left  an  opening  for  you;  turn  the  Icuob  to  the  right." 


K'z.--*  \^-j-^. 
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One  Touch  of  Nature  Makes  the 
Whole  World  Kin. 
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HAZEL  DREW. 

lOopyrifht,  1W7,  by  Carl«toD,  Oaranacli  *  Co.    Encliah  copyright  Mcarcd. 
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Worda  and  music  by  Felix  McQIennon. 

Tl8  night,  the  scene's  a  bUxxl-stained  battle  field, 

A  truce  'till  moniiiiK  seek  the  deadly  foes; 
The  rival  armies  fougnt,  but  none  would  yield. 

The  weary  soldiers  crave  a  brief  reiH>se; 
Ah,  many  a  gallant  heart  lii  death  is  stilled. 

And  many  a  comrade,  mourns  a  comrade  dear; 
With  dreams  of  glory  evry  soldier's  thrilled, 

Tho'  death  Is  nigh,  no  thought  have  they  of  fear. 

CuoRrs. 

Crouching  "round  the  camp  fires.  In  the  ruddv  glow, 
While  the  watcliful  .sentries  pace  there  to  and  fro; 
Waiting  for  the  morning,  then  to  face  the  foe, 

E^ager  all,  a  heroe's  name  to  win; 
"We've  been  good  old  chums.  Jack,  naught  could  part  us  two, 
If  my  time  has  come.  Jack,  and  It  spared  are  you. 
Tell  the  little  girl  I  love,  I  was  ever  true," 

One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin. 

'Tls  Christmas  Eve,  the  Joyous  belis  ring  out, 

They  seem  to  say,  "Ooou  will  and  peace  to  all;" 
The  village  sleep.s,  nor  heeds  the  n)yster's  shout. 

And  silence  reigns  there  in  the  rich  man's  hall; 
But  see!  a  burglar  piles  his  lawless  trade. 

With  mufflt^d  feet  and  eager,  watchful  eyes. 
On  plunder  bent,  of  capture  not  afraid. 

He  grimly  whispers,  "He  who'd  cross  me,  dies." 

Chorus. 

Creeping  there  so  stealthy  in  the  silent  gloom. 
Searching  for  his  plunder  all  around  the  room, 
"I'll  stop  not  at  murder,  though  death  be  my  doom," 

Desperate  Is  his  heart  and  steeped  In  sin; 
Hark:  a  tiny  voice  there,  "Take  me  on  your  kneel 
Are  you  Santa  Clans?  please,  no  toys  can  I  seel" 
"tiood-nlght,  little  darling  one,  kiss  me,  pray  for  mel" 

One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin. 

Before  the  Judge  defiantly  she  stands. 

Poor  outcast  drifting  on  the  sea  of  life; 
Tlie  drink  fiend  holds  her  as  in  iron  bands. 

Too  helpless  she  to  struggle  in  the  strife; 
But  slowly,  surely  drifting,  sinking  down. 

And  yet  she  once  was  some  i)oor  mother's  pride; 
Now  reckless  there  nor  heeds  the  Judge's  frown. 

Poor  Magdalen,  far  l)etter  she  had  died. 

Chorus. 

I  was  once  so  pure,  sir.  Innocent  and  young. 

Till  the  tempter  came,  sir,  with  his  lying  tongue. 

What  cared  he  though  my  heart  was  with  anguish  wrung. 

Though  I  drifted  in  the  path  of  sin; 
In  the  village  church  I  used  to  kneel  in  prayer. 
Would  you  know  the  name  of  him  who  laid  the  snare? 
You  were  my  betrayer,  sir.  Judge  me,  if  you  dare, 

One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin. 


EVERY  DAY  AT  THE  STATION. 


CopyriKht,  1897,  by  Cnrleton,  Cavanagh  A  Co. 


^^Tha  Worda  and  Mualc  of  tlila  Sonft.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreas,  poatpnld.  on  re<:«lpt  of  40  Ct-iita:  or  thia  and  any  two  other  songs  for  One  Dullar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  108  Purk  lt<iw,  New  York.  Write  to  above  address  for 
WT*«  Catalogue  of  Songs.  Song  Rooks,  Sbeet  Music,  Qerman  Bong  Booka,  Letter 
Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Ouaaie  L.  DaTla. 


At  a  little  railroad  station  sits  an  old  man  ev'ry  day. 

Waiting  as  tho'  he  exi)ected  some  one  from  the  far  away. 

And  at  night  he  homeward  totters,  with  a  tear-drop  In  his  eye, 

To  hlm.self  he  .sjidly  murmurs,  she  Is  coming  bye  and  bye. 

Now  bereft  of  all  his  reason,  with  a  sister  lives  alone. 

When  a  young  man  made  a  fortune,  Inillt  a  mansion  of  his  own; 

But  his  fondest  hopes  were  shatteretl,  when  a  message  came  one  day. 

And  the  mem'ry  haunts  him  ever,  tho'  he's  feeble,  ola  and  gray. 

Chorus. 
Every  day  at  the  station  ho  waits  and  waits  in  vain. 
Watching  the  many  faces  that  pass  on  every  train; 
Who  can  it  be  that  he  sighs  for  from  morning  'till  eventide. 
Every  day  at  the  station  he  waits  for  a  promised  bride. 

Listen,  I  will  tell  the  story,  o'er  and  o'er  it's  told  each  day. 
How  when  young  he  loved  a  maiden,  were  engaged,  the  people  say; 
On  the  morning  of  the  wedding  went  to  mwt  her  at  the  train. 
But  a  message  handed  to  him  broke  his  heart  and  wrecked  his  brain; 
Thus  it  read:  "The  train  has  l)een  wrecked  that  was  bringing  you  your 
My  Ood,  have  I  lost  my  darling:  this  the  man  then  sadly  cried,    f bride." 
Back  to  home  then  kind  friends  led  him,  where  the  wedding  feast  was 
Ev'ry  day  since  then  he's  waited  at  the  station  for  the  dead.        [spread, 

—t'Mnu. 


The  wnrda  and  roualo  of  this  song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any 
address,  postpaid,  on  r»c«l[>t  of  to  c«ntaj  or  this  and  any  two  other  songa  for  One 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  108  Park  (tow.  Now  York.  Write  to  above  addresa 
for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songa,  Bong  Booka,  Sheet  Mualc,  Oerman  Song  Bookt,  Letter 
Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Booka.  etc. 

Worda  and  mualc  by  Harry  Jonaa. 


There  is  a  maiden  of  whom  I  will  tell.  Hazel  Drew, 
I  love  her  dearly  and  she  knows  It  well.  Hazel  Drew, 
She  lives  in  a  tenement,  for  she  Is  poor. 
But  poverty's  no  crime,  of  that  I  am  sure. 
There's  none  could  but  love  her,  because  she's  so  pure. 
Hazel  Drew. 

Chorus. 
Hazel,  Hazel.  I  want  you  for  my  wife, 
I'm  waiting  for  the  answerfthat  makes  you  mine  for  life. 
Hazel,  Hazel,  I  love  none  else  but  you. 
To  me  It's  bliss  to  steal  a  kiss  from  Hazel  Drew. 

Ofttimes  in  roaming  fair  maidens  I've  seen,  Hazel  Drew, 
None  are  the  equal  of  my  little  queen.  Hazel  Drew;    ' 
To  me  It's  great  pleasure  to  be  at  her  side. 
But  I'll  be  more  nappy  when  she  Is  my  bride, 
For  then  on  a  long  honeymoon  we  can  ride, 
Hazel  Drew.— c'Aor««. 


i 


From  Prison  to  Mother's  Grave. 

Copyright,  1M7,  by  National  Music  Co. 


AU  righta  reaerred. 
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Worda  by  H.  T.  Pace.    Mualc  by  Margaret  Adele  Moore. 


I 


A  mother  was  lying  at  death's  cold  door. 

And  pleading  to  see  her  boy,  f 

Who  had  been  led  astray  In  spite  of  her  prayers,  } 

Life's  pleasures  for  her  to  destroy;  I 

Please  go  and  throw  open  that  large  steel  door,  ' 

Cast  his  shackles  all  down  on  the  floor; 
Oh,  grant  this  request,  ere  mine  eyes  close  In  death. 

Let  me  hear  his  sweet  voice  Just  once  more. 

■i 

Chorus.  y. 

From  a  prison  to  his  mother's  grave  they  allowed  that  convict  to  go, 
'Twas  in  answer  to  his  mother's  prayers,  because  she  loved  him  so;  [brow 
His  only  sister,  with  broken  heart,  rained  kisses  on  her  poor  brother's 
Mother  and  brother  both  taken  away,  how  lonely  'twill  be  for  her  now. 

The  boy  whom  she  loved  was  serving  his  time 

For  killing  his  dearest  friend;  i 

And  his  mother  from  grief  was  passing  away,  ' 

Yet  prayed  for  her  biiy  to  the  end; 
Kind  friends  being  moved  when  they  heard  her  last  words, 

To  the  Governor  promised  to  go; 
They  did  and  his  answer  came  quick  as  a  flash,  f 

To  her  pleadings  I  cannot  say  no.— CA0ru«. 


MY  LITTLE  SWEETHEART  KATE. 


Copyright,  1897,  by  E.  A.  Pamnm. 


All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  by  W.  E.  Murray.    Music  by  J.  H.  Parnum. 


When  I  was  but  a  little  boy  I  met  a  maiden  fair. 

With  pretty  eyes  of  sunny  blue  and  flowing  flaxen  hair: 

And  when  we  Journeyed  home  from  schooll'd  linger  by  the  gate, 

And  she  would,  promise  me  to  be  my  sweetheart  If  I'd  wait. 

Refrain. 

My  little  sweetheart  Kate,  my  little  sweetheart  Kate, 
Cheerful  and  pretty,  winsome  and  witty,  charming  and  not  too  sedate; 
My  little  sweetheart  Kate,  with  her  I'd  link  ray  fate,  [Kate, 

I  haven't  much  money,  yet  life  will  be  sunny,  with  ray  little  sweetheart 

The  sunny  years  sckmi  glided  by  and  Kate  had  reach'd  nineteen. 
While  I  a  trifle  more  than  twenty-three  years  bright  had  setm; 
And  one  night  while  I  held  her  hand  Kate  said  she'd  be  my  mate. 
So  evermore  I  will  adore  my  little  sweetheart  Kate.— i?«/roiw.. 


"Who  owns  the  eartb?"  asks  a  contemporary.  When  the 
secret  was  confided  to  us  we  promised  not  to  tell,  and  we  shall 
not  break  our  promise.  It  is  not  half  so  imporlant,  anyliow,  to 
hundreds  of  "society"  young  men  as  the  question  :"  Who'll 
trust  me  for  a  new  overcoat  this  fall  7  "  1. . 


■«i*i 


^fMommm 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF   SONGS — No.    57. 


DOWN  AT  CASSIDY^S. 

CopyrtKbt,  1897,  by  Wm.  B.  Oray.    Kiitered  at  SUtionen'  Hall,  London. 


All  right.  reMrred. 
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WordR  by  Tom  Browne.    Miioic  by  Felix  McOleniiun. 


}  Gossoons  all  and  colleens.  It's  meself  that's  had  some  fun, 
)  Where  ?    Down  at  Cassidys. 

f  There's  more  of  it  to  come  along,  it's  only  just  begun, 
J  Where  ?    Down  at  Cassldy's, 

)  'Twas  a  wedding  and  a  christening  when  first  the  fun  began, 
\  But  come  along  with  me  and  see  the  end  yerself,  ye  can, 
)  There'll  be  work  for  the  doctor  and  the  undertaker  man. 
Where?   Down  at  Cassidy's, 

Chorus. 

So  we'll  all  go  down  to  Patsy  Cassidy's, 
All  Join  In  to  the  best  of  our  capacitfes. 
Whack!  Hurroo!  Are  yez  wid  me  y  Yes! 
Then  we'll  all  go  down  to  Patsy  Cassidy's. 

Whisky's  there,  and  beer  Is  there,  and  brandy,  gin  and  wine, 

(i?'/» :— Ay,  and  we'll  be  there.) 
M'here  ?    Down  at  Cassidy's. 
And  l«con,  spuds  and  cabbage  for  the  swells  who  want  to  dine, 

(5'/* .--That's  us.) 
^^Tiere  *    Down  at  Cassidy's. 
Tli»'yve  all  l>een  drunk  and  wranglesome  since  early  morning's  light. 
And  Welch,  the  navvy,  all  day  long's  been  dying  for  a  flght, 

(fi'#.— Oh,  he  is,  is  he.) 
So  come  wid  me  friends  if  ye'd  like  yer  noses  broke  to-night. 
Where  ?    Down  at  Cassidy's.—  C/ioms. 

Durkln  snubbed  the  Fljrmi's,  bekase  thev  are  bricklayer's  clerks, 

,fl,„.._What  y  Durkln  said  that,  did  he  ?) 
Where  r    Down  at  Ca.ssidy's. 
He  said:  "All  mortar  carriers  were  but  low-lived  common  Turks, 

(Z? '..— Oh,  he  did,  did  he?) 
Where?    Down  at  Cassidy's. 
Tim  Doyle  caught  Peter  Nolan  wid  his  missus  on  his  knee, 

(£//*.— Ha,  ha  I) 
And  Biddy  Flynn  she  catched  her  husband  cuddling  Kate  McGee, 

(«'/^.— Ho,  ho!) 
Yarrali  talk  of  Greeks  and  Turkeens,  there'll  be  war  this  night  you'll  see, 
Where?    Downat Cassidy's.— C'Ao»«#. 

Get  your  implements  of  war  quick,  if  yez  mane  to  come, 

(fl'/..-— Get  shillelaghs!) 
AVhere?    Down  at  Cassidy's. 
Be  japers,  someone's  going  to  get  what  Paddy  gave  the  drum, 

(B'/>.— Whack  on  the  boards.) 
Where?    Down  at  Cassidy's. 
All  them  tliat's  left  alive  will  have  some  fun,  and  no  mistakes, 

(S">.'-They  will,  bedadl) 
All  them  that's  kilt  won't  get  run  in  and  sent  to  jail  and  faix, 
It's  next  week  we'll  have  more  fun  with  them  attending  to  their  wakes, 

(B"-:  -  Begob,  but -that's  great!) 
Where?    Down  at  Cassidy's.— C^otm*. 


Parody  on: 

ONLY    ME« 

Composed  by  Roger  L.  Regan. 

Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Bong  Book*,  Letter  Wi  iter*.  Dream  Book..  Fortune  TWl.  I 
era.  Trick  Book*,  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Juke  Books,  Sketch  Book*. 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Soiwr  Books,  Cook  Books,  Book,  of  Amusement,  Sheet  Muric.  etol! 
to  Henry  J.  Wehman.  108  Park  Row,  New  York.  -—v.  n«., 

A  woman  was  being  arrested  one  day 
By  a  sloppy  policeman  in  blue; 
^       Her  two  ifttfe  kids  In  the  gutter  jilayed, 
...       Ard  one  was  her  darling,  her  Sue. 

A  howl  from  the  street  made  the  old  woman  shout: 
Is  that  my  old  man  on  a  spree ! 
'.     The  answer  cahie  back  from  a  hobo  just  out: 
No,  Maggie,  it's  only  me. 

Chorus. 
Only  me,  only  me  sound,  like  a  big  bass  drum. 
Came  from  a  weary  hobo's  mouth  that  had  been  full  of  rum: 
He  got  a  smashing  blow  right  in  the  head,  that  was  weary  Willy; 
Then  he  was  locked  up  andgiveu  a  bed  for  shouting  out  only  me. 
Behind  iron  bars,  on  a  cold  winter's  day. 

The  woman  was  drinking  her  last; 
The  smile  that  she  wore  on  her  face  was  a  fright. 

And  for  a  baboon  she  would  pass. 
Now  next  to  her  cell  was  this  weary  hobo— 
I  think  his  first  name  was  Willie. 
^     She  won't  do  a  thing  to  his  nibs  will  she— oh! 
For  saying  it's  only  me.— C'/tott**. 


Mr.  Vandyke  from  Klondyke. 


Oopyrlffbt,  1897,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    English  copyright  secured, 
rights  secured  and  reserred. 
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MALONEY^S  LEG. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Spaulding  &  Gray.    Entered  at  StaUonere'  H*il,  London. 
All  right,  reserved. 
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Words  and  music  by  Jos.  M.  Sixn  ks  and  Francis  Bryant. 


Dan  Maloney  from  a  building  fell,  and  as  the  doctor  said. 
Six  Inches  short,  his  right  leg  was,  when  Dan  got  out  of  bed; 
When  Maloney  he  was  sober,  he  could  walk  like  you  or  me; 
But  Dan  he  loved  his  whiskey,  and  went  often  on  a  spree; 
And  when  he  had  his  jag  with  him  he  was  an  awful  sight, 
For  when  he  wanted  to  turn  left,  the  short  leg  steered  him  right; 
Malonev  weighed  three  hundred  pounds,  all  muscle,  fat  and  bone. 
When  lie  w£is  full  It  took  a  horse  and  dray  to  bring  him  home. 

Chorus. 
This  Is  the  way  Maloney  went  when  he  was  on  a  spree. 
His  leg  was  short,  his  back  was  bent,  he  was  a  sight  to  see; 
Id  prop  meself  agin  him,  and  I'd  shove  with  all  me  might. 
It  wasn't  a  bit  of  use  at  all,  the  leg  would        ,   . 
Carry  him  right. 

Carry  him  right. 

Carry  him  right! 
Last  St.  Patrick's  Day,  while  waiting  for  a  hack  to  bring  him  home, 
I  had  to  hold  Maloney  up,  he  couldn't  stand  alone; 
When  a  bright  idea  it  struck  me,  and  a  brick  by  chance  I  found, 
I  quickly  placed  the  brick  between  Dan's  short  leg  and  the  ground; 
It  oalanced  him  exactly,  and  I  told  him  not  to  speak. 
While  I  went  off  to  get  a  hack,  a  bootblack  made  a  sneak 
Up  to  where  Dan  Maloney  stood,  and  then  the  rascal  cute. 
He  kicked  the  brick  from  underneath  poor  Dan  Maloney's  foot.—  Cho. 

"Turn  to  the  left,"  a  dago  cried  to  Dan  when  full  one  night. 
In  spite  of  all  that  Dan  could  do  the  short  leg  turned  him  right; 
Three  hundred  pounds  of  human  weight  in  a  moment  fell  and  crashed 
Italian,  Dan,  banana  stand,  lay  In  the  gutter  smashed. 
Before  Judge  Dufify  they  were  brought  next  day  at  early  morn, 
"Twas  all  Dan's  fault,  the  Dago  swore,  that  Dan  was  going  wrong; 
The  Judge  he  put  his  glasses  on,  his  eyes  they  twinkled  bright, 
"Maloney  Is  d&charged,"  said  he,  for  Dan  was  going  right.— CAo. 


The  word;  and  music  of  this  song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any 
address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  K>ng.  for  One 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  108  Park  Kow,  New  York.  Write  to  alK>re  addroM 
for  Free  Catalot;ue  of  SontrK.  Song  Books,  Sheet  Husic,  Qerman  Boug  Books,  Letter 
Writers^  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  music  by  Wni.  L.  Berry. 

The  train  it  would  arrive  on  time,  the  people  were  all  told. 
They  all  ran  out  to  greet  him,  the  man  with  all  the  gold; 
As  he  alighted  from  the  car,  the  ladles  ran  from  near  and  far 
To  catch  a  glance  at  Mister  Vandyke. 

Chorus. 

I'm  Mister  Vandj'ke.  just  arrived  from  Klondyke, 

Money  to  burn,  don't  you  see. 
Direct  from  the  Northwest,  gold  buttons  on  my  vest, 

All  the  ladies  are  stuck  on  me; 
I  drink  Golden  Grain,  I'm  nearly  insane. 
Thinking  how  to  spend  my  dust; 

So  come  and  shake  my  hand,  I'm  from  the  nugget  land, 
Vandyke  from  Klondyke. 

They  started  to  walk  down  Broadway,  to  do  the  thing  up  brown. 

His  friends  were  all  Invited  to  help  him  paint  the  town; 

So  with  a  big  brass  bjind  to  lead,  and  all  his  friends  to  treat  and  feed. 

The  Tenderloin  they  went  to  tear  up.— 6''/om<». 

Policeman  tried  to  stop  him.  but  It  was  of  no  avail. 

They  said,  "This  ain't  Alaska,  vou'll  find  yourself  in  jail!"  Tbuy,  i 

He  simply  grinned,  then  yelled,  "Why,  I  have  got  the  dust  Broadwav  to  i 

You  don't  know  me,  I'm  Mister  Vandyke."— C'/i<wM«. 


.-.i 


Parody  on: 

SADIE,    MY    LADY. 

Composed  by  Wilson  &  KennlckRon. 
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There's  a  great  big  blonde  maid,  and  of  her  I'm  afraid. 

And  sometimes  I'm  sorry  she's  living. 
And  if  she  would  but  try  to  go  lay  down  and  die. 

Much  thanks  to  the  poor  I'd  be  giving; 
I  have  watched  her  for  years  drinking  big  lager  beers, 

just  to  set  off  her  charms  as  a  lady, 
But  no  lady  I  know  would  have  a  small  side  show 

In  a  scrap  with  my  heavyweight  Sadie. 

Chorus. 
Sadie,  Sadie,  she  is  a  very  warm  baby; 
She  Is  the  kind  that  you  read  of  in  books. 
And,  l)ear  In  mind,  she's  as  hard  as  she  looks— Is  my 
Sadie,  Sadie;  she  likes  yours  truly  Mike  Brady— 
Anything  that  wears  pants  could  be  knocked  in  a  trance  by  jny  Sadie. 

When  there's  frost  on  the  ground,  and  the  snow  flying  'round. 

And  a  fellow  does  nothing  but  shiver. 
Her  big  feet  she  will  place  in  a  nice,  cosv  place 
On  my  back,  or  somewheres  nea.r  my  liver; 
,  Then  to  make  me  feel  bad  she  will  say  aint  you  glad  ..    - 

That  I'm  wearing  your  old  name  of  Brady: 
She  eats  crackers  in  bed.  but  enough  has  been  said  .  - 

To  show  that  I  don't  love  my  dear  Sadie. 
Chorus. 
Sadie.  Sadie,  she  Is  a  very  warm  baby. 
She  is  the  kind  that  have  learnt  how  to  box. 
And  hits  hard  enough  to  kill  any  ox— for  my 
Sadie.  Sadie,  she  made  my  eves  look  so  shady. 
For  she  hit  me  a  crack  with  the  butt  of  an  axe,  did  my  Sadie. 
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In  the  summer  when  the  ladles  go  to  bathe, 

When  they  wet  their  little  tootsies  In  the  sea. 
Will  they  scream  In  mild  dismay. 
When  a  wavelet  comes  their  way. 

Will  they  sigh  and  cry,  "  Dearie,  me: " 
Will  the  mashers  gaily  promenade  the  sands? 

And  will  they  keep  their  glasses  on  a  sling  ? 
Or  will  they  hold  them  so,  just  to  see  the  shapely  show. 

Sure  thing,  sure  thing. 

CHORrs. 

Sure  thing,  boys,  sure  thing,  boys. 

Oh.  they  come  there  to  stiiy,  for  they  can't  keep  away. 

And  thev  look  like  this; 

And  they  fwl  as  It  they'd  like  to  dance  and  wing, 
Is  there  something  so  sublime  In  the  figure  feminine. 

Sure  thing,  sure  thing. 

In  the  winter  when  the  ladles  go  to  skate. 

Will  the  gentlemen  be  somewhere  hov'ring  near; 
Every  Willie.  Fred  and  John, 
Tries  the  skates  to  fasten  on. 

Don't  they  sigh  and  cry,  "  Let  me,  dear:' 
When  the  ladies  wiggle  waggle  on  the  ice. 

Will  they  to  their  male  attendants  Hniily  cliuK. 
If  they  tumble  ain't  it  fun,  just  to  see  the  mashers  run. 

Sure  thing,  sure  thing. 

Chorus. 

Sure  thing  boys,  sure  thing,  boys. 

Oh.  they  come  there  to  stay,  for  they  can't  keep  away. 

And  they  look  like  this: 

And  they  tty  like  little  birdies  on  the  wing; 
If  a  girl  falls  on  the  ice,  don't  the  mashers  say,  "  How  nice," 

Sure  thing,  sure  thing. 

If  you  ramble  through  a  gallery  of  art, 

"\  ou  will  see  some  lovely  landscapes  on  the  line. 
Little  bits  of  azure  sky. 
But  the  people  jia.ss  them  by, 

And  they'll  say,  "Well,  yes,  pretty  fln*^" 
If  around  a  picture  you  should  see  a  crowd. 

If  in  ecstacy  in  praise  of  It  they  sing. 
Is  it  something  extra  good,  just  a  study  from  the  nude, 

Sure  thing,  sure  thing. 

Choris. 
Sure  thing,  boys,  sure  thing.  Iwys, 
Oh,  they  come  there  to  stay,  for  they  can't  keep  away, 
And  they  look  like  this; 

As  to  a  focus  all  their  glasses  bring,  bring; 
They  admire  each  curve  and  line  of  the  female  form  divine. 

Sure  thing,  sure  thing. 

There  are  students  of  the  drama  ev'rywhere. 

But  the  theatres  ain't  crowded  ev'ry  night; 
Skakespeare  (lf)esn't  always  pay, 
And  the  tragic's  had  its  day. 

Now  the  public  crave  for  something  bright; 
When  a  manager  puts  on  a  gay  burl«s«iue. 

When  the  fairies  pirouette,  and  dance  and  sing, 
Will  tlie  bald-heads  l)e  on  show  in  the  very  foremost  row 

Sure  thing,  sure  thing. 

Chorus. 
Sure  thing,  boys,  sure  thing,  Iwyss 
Oh,  they  come  there  to  stay,  for  they  can't  keep  away. 
And  they  look  like  tliis; 

As  they  watch  each  little  fairy  on  the  wing; 
Do  they  love  the  little  sprites  and  the  ladies  dressed  in  tights. 

Sure  thing,  sure  thing. 
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—  Don't  Insult  a  poor  man.  His  muscles  may  be  well  (le- 
vel op«;d. 

Dim't  color  ii)eerschaiim.s  for  a  living.  It  is  simply  dying  by 
iDciies. 

Don't  tbrow  dust  in  your  teacher's  eyes.  It  will  injure  llie 
pupil. 

Dou't  boast  of  your  pedigree.  Many  a  fool  lias  bad  a  wise  an- 
cestor. 

Don't  turn  up  your  nose  at  light  things.  Think  of  bread  and 
taxation. 

Don't  buy  a  coach  to  please  your  wife.  Better  make  her  a 
little  sulky. 

Don't  write  long  obituaries.  Save  some  of  your  kind  words 
fi>r  those  living. 

Don't  publish  your  acts  of  charity.  The  Lord  wift  keep  the 
account  straiiiht. 

Dont  put  on  uiis  in  your  new  clothes.  Remember  the  tailor  is 
Buffering. 


I    "WANT    MY    LULU. 
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Words  by  Lew  Dockstader.    MuhIc  by  Karl  Bt.  Clair, 


I  had  a  gal  and  her  name  was  Lou, 
Thought  unto  me  dat  gal  was  true; 
But  with  another  coon  she  flew. 
It  almost  broke  my  heart  in  two. 
I  went  tode  place  where  she  resides. 
And  for  dat  wench  I  loudly  cried: 
Somebody  holloretl  from  Inside. 
"  What  do  J  ou  want  y "  and  I  replied: 

Chorus. 

I  want  my  LnUi,  my  baby  Lou,  I  loves  her  true 
I  want  my  Lulu,  my  baby  Lou  ■  " 


indeed  I  do; 
I'd  rather  die  than  lose  Lulu. 


Up  to  de  door  like  a  cat  I  ran. 
There  stootl  a  dangerous  big  black  man; 
Had  a  piece  of  lead  pipe  in  his  hand, 
I  drew  my  gun.  de  figtit  Ijegan; 


De  coon  took  de  lead  phie, 

e  for  dead; 


beat  my  head. 
Left  me  a-laying  dere'  for  dead; 
When  I  came  to  that  coon  had  fled. 
And  as  we  left  dat  house  I  said:— t/<o/»o. 


'Round  dat  ere  house  until  dark  I  stayed, 
I  sharpeneil  up  my  razor  blade: 
Den  a  big  hole  in  de  door  1  made. 
Crawled  inside  while  my  plans  1  made. 
I  sneaked  up  de  stall's  witli  stealthy  tread. 
Carved  the  big  coon  and  thought  him  dead; 
Den  with  my  Lulu  off  I  fled. 
And  as  we  left  dat  house  I  said: 

Chorus. 
I'se  got  my  Lulu,  my  baby  Lou,  1  loves  her  true.  Indeed  I  do, 
I'se  got  my  Lulu,  my  baby  Lou,  I'd  rather  die  than  lose  Lulu. 
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DOODLEBUG-^S    BIRTHDAY. 

CopyrlKhC,  1(97,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    EnirHHh  c«pyriKbt  and  performing  riKhts 
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Words  aud  music  by  Fuy  Templeton. 

One  fine  mom  a  little  Doodlebug  said  to  a  Bumbletiec: 

'•  You  know  It  Is  my  birthday,  so  come  out  and  play  with  me; 

'Tis  a  lovely  day  to  crawl  about,  so  hurry  up.  I  i)ray, 

I've  invited  all  the  bigge.st  bugs  to  buzz  the  time  away: 

There's  the  Butterfly  so  gaudy,  with  tlie  Wasp  is  sure  to  come. 

For  they  say  that  slie's  in  love  with  him.  becaus*^  he  makes  things  hum; 

The  Mosauito.  too,  will  sing  a  song,  as  gay  as  any  Lark, 

And  the  Fireflies  have  promised  me  to  light  upatter  dark. 

So  the  little  bugs  all  came  along,  some  crawling,  others  flying. 

Thro'  the  clover  flelds,  where  sunny  breezes  chased  each  other  sighing; 

To  the  little  town,  not  on  the  map,  but  known  to  them  as  Snoodiejugs, 

To  celebrate  the  birthday  of  their  dear  friend,  Doodlebugs. 

Now  the  Bumbletjee  look'd  angry  as  his  friend  call'd  off  the  names 

Of  the  guests  whom  he'd  invited  to  assist  him  at  the  games; 

There  are  some  wlioin  you've  forsrotten.  Miss  Bee  buzz'd  haughtily. 

At  least  three  of  my  warmest  friends  ignored  entirely: 

There's  the  I^adybug,  she'd  gladly  come,  I  know  she'd  like  the  chance, 

I  met  her  in  the  summer  at  a  lioneysiickle  dance; 

Then  the  Beetle  and  Potato- bug-  the  hitter  I  admire. 

Why.  in  fact,  I'm  going  to  marry  her  as  soon  as  crops  expire. 

So  the  little  bugs  all  came  along,  dear  Doodle  was  delighted,  ' 

To  atone  for  any  oversight,  so  all  mistakes  were  righted; 

And  they  all  sat  down  upon  the  ground,  and  sunned  and  buzzed  In 

To  celebrate  the  birthday  of  their  dear  friend.  Doodlebugs,  f  Snoodlejugs, 

But  the  guests  were  badly  seate<l,  and  poor  Doodle,  In  his  plight. 
Had  placetl  Mister  Bee  upon  his  left  instead  of  at  his  right; 
Then,  to  cover  his  confusion,  drank  so  freely,  I  am  told. 
That  with  the  Bee's  Potato-bug  Itegan  to  make  too  l)old; 
This  so  enraged  the  Bumblebee,  up  from  the  ground  he  tore. 
And  he  flew  at  reeling  Dootllehug  and  stung  him  o'er  and  o'er; 
The  Butterfly  Ktood  quiv'rin«  by.  Mo.squito  cea.sed  to  sing. 
For  the  Bunibleliee.  thro'  .iealousy,  had  quite  fii)oird  ev'rvthlng. 
So  the  little  liutrs  all  crawl'd  away,  the  moonlight  on  the'flowers 
Lighted  up  the  way  thro'  clover  fields,  the  blue-bells  tolled  the  hours: 
But  they'll  no  more  sizzle  as  liefore.  thro'  sunnv  haze  in  Snoodlejugs, 
No  more  they'll  celebrate  tlie  birth  of  poor  old  boodlebugs. 
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— A  woman  applied  for  a  situation  recently  at  Belfast,  with  her 
clothes  dripiiing  like  a  water-spout.  On  being  askeii  as  to  ber 
condition  she  said  she  understood  the  lady  of  the  bouse  wanted  a 
wet  nurse,  and  she  hud  come  ready  for  service. 
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I  saw  a  pair  of  lovers  on  a  moonlight  summer's  morn. 

And  wished  that  I  was  out  of  both  their  reach: 
Until  as  I  got  near  I  heard  the  girl  sing  this  old  song. 

You're  not  the  only  pebble  on  the  beach; 
I  only  ask  you.  Bill,  to  pay  my  board,  and  that  is  all. 

You  know  you  often  wished  that  1  was  dead; 
And  when  he  said  don't  bother  me,  or  you  will  take  a  fall. 

She  caught  him  right  between  the  eyes  and  said: 

Chorus. 

Take  back  your  ring,  for  I  can  get  another. 
Take  back  those  words,  or  you  I'm  going  to  sue; 

Give  me  the  change,  the  change  I  lent  your  mother. 
Pay  all  your  debts,  that's  all  I  ask  of  you. 

He  drew  her  close  unto  him,  and  he  smashed  her  In  the  face. 

She  broke  and  quickly  caught  him  with  right; 
And  as  he  turned  to  go  for  her,  her  feet  were  in  a  race, 

A  s<iuealiiig  as  she  ran  with  all  her  might. 
"  Now,  little  one.  don't  run,"  he  said,  "  you'll  never  see  me  n;ore," 

.Vnd  witli  a  brick  he  hit  her  in  the  eye; 
This  brick  was  full  of  .sawdust,  and  I  think  it  was  her  board. 

She  scorned  the  brick  he  threw  at  her,  and  cried; 

Chorus. 
Take  back  your  brick,  for  bri<;ks  will  never  hurt  me, 

Take  back  your  dust,  your  board  is  very  fine; 
Give  me  the  home,  the  home  you  said  you'd  buy  me. 

Then  you  can  sing  "  The  Girl  I  Left  Behind." 


Parody  on : 

THE    TRAMP. 

By  Ike  Suniuel,  of  the  New  Orleans  Minstrels. 
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Let  me  sit  on  the  top  of  a  freight  car. 

So  the  wheels  will  not  roll  on  my  feet, 
I'm  the  man  that  discovered  a  brewery. 

For  two  weeks  I've  had  nothing  to  eat. 
Yes,  I'm  a  tramp,  what  of  it. 

Folks  think  a  poor  tramp's  no  good. 
They  think  'cause  I'm  poor  I'm  honest, 

That  I  wouldn't  be  bad  if  I  could. 
Once  I  was  young  and  handsome. 

That's  what  my  poor  mudder  said. 
Well  mudder,  you  know,  is  blind. 

And  she  never  could  see  me  head. 
'Way  down  in  New  York  City, 

That's  where  I  lost  my  gup; 
I  met  a  onf/ifife  on  de  Bowery, 

And  she  tried  to  give  me  de  »/»/>; 
Well,  I  married  dis  lady  one  evening. 

This  same  lady  now  is  my  wife. 
And  she  thought  no  more  of  killing  me. 

Den  she  did  of  takin"  me  life. 
Beaus,  well  she  had  a  thousand. 

Had  'em  from  near  and  far. 
But  most  of  dem  were  tpUlTK; 

They  were  all  deod  on  to  her. 
But  der  was  a  city  ruben, 

Wld  no  lilacs  on  his  chin. 
Got  her  to  pawn  my  wardrobe. 

My  watch  and  diamond  pin. 
Well,  it's  the  same  old  story. 

Common  enough,  .vou'll  say. 
But  he  was  a  silver-tongued  orator. 

And  got  her  to  run  away. 
Well,  about  fifty  years  after. 

I  heard  from  my  better  half. 
In  the  same  place  down  on  the  Bowery, 

She  tried  to  give'me  the  laugh. 
But  no.  no.  1  wouldn't  have  it. 

So  I  told  her  right  there  and  then. 
That  the  only  thing  that  I  wanted 

Was  my  gold-plated  watch  and  chain; 
When  just  as  I  thought  of  tWnking, 

She  came  up  and  told  me  all. 
How  she  bio  wed  in  my  swag  with  a  ruben, 

Down  at  a  Bowery  ball. 
Well,  it's  no  use  to  wear  out  my  palate. 

So  I'll  end  this  story  right  here; 
I  can't  keep  the  .secret  no  longer, 

I've  been  talkmg  for  whiskey  and  beer. 


-  A  young  man  who  went  to  a  circus  and  stepped  too  near  the 
monkey's  cage  had  his  arm  seized  an<l  savagely  jerked  by  one  of 
the  monkei'S.  He  would  liave  escaped  safely  had  he  not  8aid  "  it 
was  merely  a  monkey  wrench;  "  but  when  they  heard  that  the  in- 
furiated crowd  threw  liitn  into  the  lions'  cage. 


Parody  on: 

MAGGIE  MAGUIRE. 


By  Charles  A  Bromtoy. 
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Of  pretty  ^irls,  the  papers  tell,  and  mashers  try  to  mash. 

But  there  is  only  one  girl  that  Id  let  cook  my  hash; 

She  is  not  very  homely,  and  she's  not  a  pretty  'cus.s, ' 

She's  just  sixteen,  "steen  "  years  ago,  and  she  'ives  next  door  totis. 

Oh,  Maggie  Maguire,  lielieve  me,  my  Mag,  I  would  clMX)ae  j'ou. 
Sweet  Maggie  Maguire.  I  bet  fortv  cents  I  can't  lost»you: 
Name  the  minute,  don't  .say  I'm  not  in  it:  if  you  do.  Ill  eat.  I  fear; 
Say  I  am  it,  and  I'll  marry  no  nit,  as  .soon  as  1  buy  the  beer. 

Oh.  Maggie  Maguire,  t>elievo  what  I  say  is  a  lie,  dear. 

Sweet  Maggie  Maguire.  if  I  wont  lie  yours,  tell  me  why.  dear. 

I..et's  get  a  bike  and  ride  down  the  pike  in  our  new  bloomer  suits,  (shutes 

And  If  we  go  broke,  our  wheels  we  will  soivk,  and  then  well  go  shoot  the 

Oh,  Maggie  Maguire.  tell  me  how  much  do  I  owe  you. 
Sweet  Maggie  Maguire.  I  know  mv  girl,  I  don't  know  you; 
Don't  ring  a  bluff,  but  say  you're  got  stuff,  and  together  we  will  r.iam. 
We'll  take  the  hog  train  and  go  to  Ft.  Wayne  as  soon  as  I  mortgatre  the 

[home 

Parody  on : 

JUST    BEHIND    THE    TIMES. 

•  By  Joseph  rinciis. 


^end  for  Free  Cataloiriie  of  Soiiir  Books.  Lf  i  ter  Writern.  Dream  Books,  Forttine  Tell- 
ers. Trick  Books,  Uecitatiun  B<H>k8,  Penny  Ballads, Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  S'>n»r  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement,  Sheet  Music,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehman,  1U8  Park  Row.  New  Yoik. 


A  dude  one  night  went  out  to  see  the  sights. 

With  lots  of  money  to  si)end; 

Down  Sixth  Avenue  his  way  he  did  quickly  mend. 

When  suddenly  he  spied  two  charming  blondes; 

Who  sweetly  at  him  did  smile: 

Said  he;  "  My  dears,  come  with  me  for  awhile." 

He  bought  them  a  grand  su  jiper.  he  spent  his  money  fast. 

He  drank  many  bottles  of  good  wine; 

And  when  he  was  so  full  that  tie  couldn't  see. 

They  took  his  watch  and  chain. 

Ana  said,  "  Tata,  you  are  behind  the  times." 

Chorus. 

Behind  the  times  they  told  him. 

You  are  liehind  the  times, 
-  If  you  would  have  been  Jly  and  up-to-date. 

You  wouldn't  have  drank  so  much  wine; 
Next  time  perhaps  you'll  know  l>etter. 

And  blondes  wish  in  hotter  climes; 
You  were  dead  slow,  with  us  stood  no  show, 

For  youre  away  behind  the  times. 

A  chap  had  a  date  to  meet  his  dearest  girl. 

At  the  Grand  Central  dejiot. 

On  the  2:40  train  that  left  for  Chicago; 

She  waited  patiently  for  him  to  come  until  the  train  did  .start. 

They  left  on  it  with  another  old  sweetheart; 

Her  lover  came  all  out  of  breath,  said  he.  tell  me  if  the  2:40  has  left. 

The  trainman  shook  his  head  and  then  did  whine. 

Your  lady  friend  has  left  with  another  chap,  and  said  she  s  sore  on  you. 

I  am  awful  sorry,  but  you're  two  minutes  behind  the  time. 

Chorus. 

Two  minutes  behind  they  told  him. 

Just  two  behind  the  time. 
If  my  watch  had  not  been  slow, 

I  would  have  been  on  time; 
.     .  In  the  future  I  will  take  a  cab, 

And  on  cable  cars  draw  the  line. 
She  has  gone,  and  I  forlorn 

Am  two  minutes  behind  the  time. 

In  a  coimtry  town  a  man  came  on  the  stage  to  do  a  comic  turn. 

The  projrrammes  said  he  was  .a  comedian  up-to-date; 

He  sang  some  songs  which  were  flavored  with  very  old  ago. 

And  told  jokes  that  long  ago  were  wijied  from  the  slate. 

The  audience  laughed  and  shouted,  he  imagined  they  thought  him  good. 

Said  he  to  himself,  "  To-night  I'm  extra  fine:  " 

Just  then  a  kid  in  the  gallery  hollered  out- 

"  Get  off  before  you're  hit. 

You've  got  plenty  of  nerve,  but  are  t)ehind  the  times." 

Chorus. 
,        Behind  the  times,  the  Kid  told  him, 
You  are  behind  the  times. 
You  thought  that  we  were  hoosiers. 

And  never  heard  those  lines; 
Next  time  you  come  to  this  cltj'. 

We'll  give  you  a  reception  fine; 
For  from  to-day  on  we  are  going  to  save  eggs 

That  are  behind  the  times. 


— Tliere  is  scarcely  any  trouble  without  a  woman  being  at  the 
bottom  of  it,  so  when  you  pass  a  house  and  hear  a  youngster  yell- 
ing like  blue  blazes,  you  can  make  up  your  mind  thai  the  fore- 
going fact  accounts  fur  the  noise. 


MHiiiMH 


■•*  '-I'p^^.-sy/y 


^fe^'^^.,- 


8 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS—No.   57. 


THE    BOLD    MILITIAMAN. 

CopyriKlit,  ltt7,  by  Francis,  Day  A  Hunter. 
All  rights  reaerred. 


Tlie  Word*  and  Miido  of  thia  Soiiff.  arranged  for  tlie  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
(Irem.  poatpaid,  on  receipt  of  M  cenU;  or  thIa  and  any  two  other  songR  for  One  Dollar 
l>r  Henrv  J.  Weliman,  108  Pnrk  llow,  N«w  York.  Write  to  almve  addrem  for 
Kiee  Catalogue  of  SongR,  Hoiik  nnnka.  Sheet  Miulc.  Qeriuan  Sorg  nuoka.  Letter 
Witters,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


BID  ME  NOT  FORGET  THE  PAST. 

Copyright,  1N7,  by  Howard  A  Uo.    Entered  at  StAtUoners'  Ball,  London. 

All  rights  reeerred. 

The  words  and  mualc  of  this  song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  eent  (o  any  I 
aiMreaa,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and    any  two  other  song*  for  One 
Dollar,  l>y  Henry  J.  Wehnian,    108   Park    Row,   New   York.    Write   to  aboTe  addrsM 
for  tVee  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Song  Books,  Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  { 
vv  riters,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  music  by  Harry  D.  Uorris. 


Not  long  ago  I  Joined  the  brave  militiamen. 
For  my  girl,  Mary  Ann,  likes  a  military  man; 
And  80,  you  know,  away  along  the  streets  I  go, 
I  fancy  now  that  I'm  a  soldier  bold. 
And,  to  my  country,  worth  my  weight  in  gold. 

CHORfS. 

We  wink  at  all  the  servants  as  we  march  along  the  street, 
Dur  uniform's  a  treat,  so  tasty  "round  the  feet; 
A  penny  cane,  a  bad  cigar,  and  there  vou  are  complete, 
Just  the  bt)y  for  Mary  Ann,  is  the  bold  militiaman. 

"  Expand  your  chest  and  try  to  turn  your  tootsies  out," 
Said  mv  girl,  Mary  Ann,  "  If  you  will,  I  know  you  can;" 
Although  I  try  to  do  my  best,  the  people  shout, 
"  Eyes  right,  attention  there,  pull  up  your  socks! 
Fine  soldiers  here,  at  eighteen  pence  a  box'."— C/ioi us. 

This  uniform  1u.'<t  tits  me  where  It  touches,  so. 
To  plea.se  my  Mary  Ann,  Td  to  tlnd  a  novel  plan 
To  make  me  smart,  also  to  win  my  Mary's  heart, 
I  stuffed  a  lot  of  padding  in  my  chest; 
She  says  I'm  now  a  picture,  like  the  rust.— Chorut. 


Words  by  Norton  Atkins.    Uuaic  by  Oeo.  Le  Brnnn. 


\ 


And  She  Lisped  When  She  Said ''  Yes." 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Wm.  a  Qray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reaerred. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
hy  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  1U8  I'ark  Kow,  New  York.  Write  to  above  addreu  for  Free 
>  utiilogMe  of  Songs,  Song  Dooks,  Sheet  Music,  Uernian  Sung  Ilooks,  Letter  Writer*. 
Di  t-iun  Books,  Joke  Books,  elo.  

Words  and  Music  by  J.  McNicoll, 


Oh,  bid  me  not,  my  love,  forget  the  past. 

Fond  thoughts  are  dear  to  me  while  life  shall  last; 

Oft  I  recall  those  tender,  loving  hours. 

When  we  two  wandered  'mid  the  scent  of  flow'ra. 

Once  more  I  hold  your  gentle  hand  In  mine. 

And  dream  once  more  tnose  dreams  of  love  divine; 

Those  mem'ries  oft  have  stayed  me  from  dlspair; 

To  me  they  are  as  pure  as  holy  pray'r. 

Refrain. 

Oh,  bid  me  not,  my  love,  forget  the  past. 

Fond  thoughts  are  dear  to  me  while  life  shall  last; 

Thev  are  my  faith  In  all  futurity. 

My  nopes,  dear  heart,  of  all  that  is  to  be. 

It  was  to  be  that  you  and  I  should  part. 

That  1  should  teach  love's  lesson  to  my  heart; 

Can  you  forget  those  happy  days  of  old. 

Those  days  when  we  two  stowl  'twlxt  love  and  gold. 

Yet,  dear.  I  know  that  we  shall  meet  again. 

Forget  the  bitter  [>artlng  and  the  pain; 

The  worlds  a  dark  and  dreary  place  to  rae, 

Till  In  my  dreams  thy  angel  face  1  see.— Ji*f rain. 

Remember,  love,  the  words  we  spoke  that  nlgiit. 
The  moon  was  out,  the  stars  were  shining  bright; 
RememlKT,  love,  the  troth  we  plighted  there. 
When  all  the  world  seemed  to  us  bright  and  fair. 
Though  fate  decreed  that  we  In  pain  must  part. 
Your  Image  lives  within  my  broken  heart; 
Though  seas  divide  us,  and  you  are  not  nigh. 
My  love  for  you  shall  never,  never  die.—H^teun. 


I 
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'Twas  a  maiden  who  was  tripping  gracefully  along  the  street. 

One  summer  afternoon; 
"Twas  a  Johnnie  who  espied  her,  and  began  to  smile  so  sweet 

That  summer  afteriuxjn. 
••  Oh,  please  can  you  Inform  me  where  the  Waldorf  Is  ?  "  said  she. 

The  swell  could  do  no  less; 
He  said;  "  You  are  a  stranger  In  the  city  I  can  see," 
And  she  lisped  when  she  said  '  Yes." 
Chorus. 
Pretty  girl,  tricky  girl. 
Oh,  It  would  have  f)eeii  a  pity 
To  leave  her  in  that  strange  city. 
"  Please,"   .naid  he,  ••  allow  me," 
And  she  U8p<'d  when  she  said  "  yes." 

Now  they  didnt  reach  the  Waldorf,  hut  they  reached  a  plac«  close  by. 

That  summer  afternoon; 
The  weather  and  the  comp'ny  and  the  champagne  all  were  dry 

That  summer  afternoon. 
When  two  or  three  more  bottles,  the  waiter  he  did  pass. 

All  were  frisky,  I  confess; 
"Now  Just  say  that  you  wont  leave  me.""  said  the  swell  to  that  young 

And  she  lisped  when  she  said  •'  yes."  [lass, 

CHORfS. 

Pretty  girl,  tricky  girl. 
When  she  left  that  silly  laddie 
She  said  she'd  to  meet  her  daddy; 
Says  he,  ""  Dear,  come  back  here,"' 
And  she  lisped  when  she  said  "  yes." 

Now  the  waiter  sh(x>k  that  Johnnie  for  perhaps  an  hour  or  two 

That  summer  afternoon; 
And  when  he  missed  his  watch  he  called  an  officer  in  blue. 

That  summer  afternoon; 
But  when  they  spoke  about  the  lisp,  the  co|)per  said,  "1  sea 

Who  that  is,  I  can  guess." 
So  he  went  and  found  the  maiden,  and  said,  "  Come  along  with  me," 

And  she  lisped  when  she  said  "  yes," 

CiioRrs. 
I'retty  girl,  tricky  girl. 
The  copper  said,  "  I  say  love, 
'Twas  the  lisp  gave  you  away,  love, 
(Jet  It  cut  or  Keep  it  shut," 
And  she  lls|)ed  when  she  said  "  yes." 

When  they  took  her  to  the  station,  the  Inspector  said,  "  Hello." 

That  summer  afternoon; 
And  they  put  her  in  a  dark  <ell.  where  the  wicked  people  go. 

That  summer  afternoon; 
Next  morning  when  they  placed  her  in  the  dock  as  It  struck  ten. 

She  seemed  In  great  distress; 
But  the  Magistrate  was  not  surprised,  he  said,  "  You're  here  again," 

And  she  lisped  when  she  said  "  yes." 

CiloRi:8. 
Pretty  girl,  naughty  girl. 
Kleptomania,  well,  don't  worry, 
1  will  cure  you  In  a  hurry. 
Rest,  my  dear,  for  one  year. 
And  she  lisped  when  she  said  "  yes." 


KEEP    A-WATCHIN'    DIS    COON. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 


The   words  and  music  of  this  song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  lie  sent   to  any 
address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40  c»ntii;  or  lhi8  and  any    two  other  aongs  for  One 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  108    Park    Kow     Now    York.      Write   to  above    addree* 
for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Hong  Books,  iiheet  Uiuic,  Oerman  Song  Books.  Letter  < 
Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 
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Words  and  musle  by  Raymond  A.  Browne. 


A  Juicy  watermelon  lay  a-rip'nln'  In  de  sun. 

Jest  you  keep  a-wat<;hln  dls  coon. 
An'  day  an'  night  a  hired  man  was  handy  with  a  gun. 

Jest  to  keep  a-watchln'  dls  coon : 
He  watched  dat  watermelon  wld  de  greatest  kind  o'  care. 
But  one  night  he  forgot  it,  an'  I  solemnly  declare 
Dat  when  de  niornin  came  <igain  de  mellln  wasn't  there. 
He  fergot  ter  keep  a-watchin'  dls  coon. 

CHORI'S. 

He  fergot  ter  keep  awatchln'  dls  coon,  dls  coon. 

He  fergot  ter  keep  a  wat<-hin'  dls  coon; 
Well,  dere  ain't  no  use  in  lellin'  who  eloped  with  Mister  Mellln. 

But  It's  safe  ter  keep  awatchln'  dls  coon. 

One  night  some  sleepy  pullet-s  sat  a-roostln'  on  a  perch. 

Jest  you  keep  awatchln'  dls  coon;  . 

De  farmer  an'  his  family  dey  all  had  gone  to  church,  I 

.Test  you  keep  a  watchin'  dis  coon; 
A  culliid  Individual,  .test  shortly  after  dark. 
He  burglarized  the  hen  house  while  de  dog  fergot  ter  t)ark, 
Dere's  twenty-seven  niis.s|n'  now,  an'  dat's  why  I  remark, 
Dat's  it's  best  ter  keep  a- watchin'  dis  coon. 

Chorcs.  ! 

Fer  it's  best  to  keep  a- watchin'  dls  coon,  dls  coon. 

Yes,  It's  l)est  to  keep  awatchln'  dls  coon; 

Fo'  a  fat  an'  tender  chicken  makes  de  bestest  kind  o'  pickln'. 
An'  It's  best  ter  keep  awatchln'  dls  coon. 

A  gemman  had  a  smoke-house,  an'  it  stood  out  in  his  yard. 

Jest  you  keep  awatchln'  dls  coon; 
Filled  up  witli  »i«H»f  an'  bacon.  It  wos  doubled  locked  and  barred. 

Jest  a-tantalizin"  dls  coon; 
He  went  an"  tole  de  neighbors  dat  ob  thieves  he  had  no  fear, 
But  soon  dat  lieef  an'  iMicon  dey  commenced  ter  disappear. 
He  couldn't  tell  de  reason— dough  de  reason  it  was  clear. 

He  fergot  ter  keep  a- watchin'  dis  coon. 

Chorus.  i  , 

He  fergot  ter  keep  awatchln'  dls  coon,  dis  coon, 

He  fergot  ter  ke«'p  a  watchin'  dis  coon; 
Eb'ry  day  I'm  growin'  bigger,  bacon's  fatnin'  fo'  a  nigger, 

An'  it's  best  ter  keep  a-watchin'  dis  cooil  i 


I 


— Mr.  Heep  said  to  a  drunken  fellow,  "  If  I  were  in  your  place ' 
I  would  go  out  to  the  woods  and  hang  mysel  f . "    The  answer  was, 
"  If  yooz  in  my  plaish,  you  couldn't  get  there." 
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Parody  on  t 

THEBE*LL    COME    A    TIME. 


Compoaed  by  Dee  SunneL 


BMid  for  Free  O«taloffue  of  8f>iiir  B«<ik»,  Lei  ter  Wntem,  Dream  Bookn,  FoHune  T«ll- 
•.  Ti'ick  Bo->k«.  UrcitatiiMi  Books,  Penny  Hal ladii, Call  B"<'k^  Juku  Book*,  Sketcli  Uouks, 
Siaitip  Speaoliaa,  Irltili  s  nn  llonkK,  Cook  BuukM,  Buoka  u(  ▲luiuvmaa^  8b*«(  Hualo,  etc., 
(»  Bmuty  i.  W»liuiKi>,  lUS  Park  Kuw.  N«w  Yurk. 

,    Why  are  you  sad,  Alphonse,  my  darllnc, 

why  Is  your  fac«  leaking  to-aay, 
Have  you  a  pain  In  your  glass  window,  "'    ■ 

Is  this  a  joKC,  tell  me,  I  pray. 
No,  no,  my  pet,  you  are  mistaken, 

I  met  an  angel,  I  didn't  know, 
Now  I've  a  fear  some  day  you'll  blow  ma, 

Jost  as  this  other  pet  did  long  oga 

Choecs. 
But  tbereMl  come  a  time  some  day 
When  you  can't  do  a  country  Jay. 
They'll  need  no  police  to  guide  tnem  Crom  day  to  daj; 
They'll  know  a  thing  or  two, 
They'll  be  dead  on  to  you. 
They  will  all  drop  to  your  storlea,  there'll  come  a  tlma. 

Let  me  know  all,  Alphonse,  my  darling. 

Did  she  get  the  chills  and  shake  you,  my  dew, 
Or  was  she  mad,  bug-house  or  daffy, 

Why  is  her  face  never  heard  hera. 
Just  wait  awhile,  I'll  tell  the  story, 

I  was  quite  young.  Just  in  my  prime, 
She  put  her  hand  in  my  vest  pocket, 

I  had  spare  momenta,  but  she  had  th«  tim*. 

CHoavs. 

She  took  my  time  away,   , . 
I  had  no  time  to  suy, 

Ibave  no  watch  now  tc  galds  me  trom  day  to  dayj 
•     These  are  the  words  she  aaid, 
Marry  the  girl  you  wed. 
Ana  while  you  tell  them  this  story,  ru  teU  thd  time. 


Parody  ons 

WHEN   SUMMER  COMES  AOAIN. 

Sjr  Ike  Sanrael,  of  the  New  C>rle«iu  Hlutrela. 

8*n(l  for  Tree  Cataloirae  of  Song  Dook«,  Letter  Wiirers,  Dream  Bookn.  Fortana  Tell* 
era.  Tuck  Bookd,  Reoitatluit  H<>"kii,P«iiD<  BiillaaM.Cail  Bookp.Joke  BooKii.Skftch  Buoka, 
Htuiiip  8p<>«ci>e«.  ii'iiili  H.ingr  Bo'  k-,  C"ok  Books,  ttuoka  of  Aoiuaemaut,  Sheet  Muaic,  etc., 
U>  Baui  jr  J.  Walinteit,  106  Park  Uuw,  New  York. 

A  girl  with  no  legs  went  out  for  a  walk, 
,  Then  she  spoke  te  herself,  lust  to  hear  herself  talk;         . 

Also  a  youth  with  a  small  broken  tooth 
Walked  along  with  this  poor  little  thing. 

Then  he  told  her  how  he  would  go  out  to  Klondike; 

He'd  make  lots  of  money,  then  buy  her  a  blka, 

Kow  she's  waiting  In  vain  to  see  him  again, 
•  But  in  Klondike  the  poor  guy  does  aing: 

Chorus. 

Mary,  Mary.  I'd  like  to  ride  home  on  a  ferry, 

I've  played  freeze  out  many  a  time, 

But  I'll  never  play  freeze  out  again; 

I've  got  nothing  now  but  a  cold  heart; 

If  1  get  baldheaded,  I'll  never  part. 

But  I'll  live  and  let  you  support  me,  love,  when  summer  comes  again." 

Now  Fltzslmmons  and  Corbett  at  last  had  a  flght. 
You  can  bet  all  your  dough  it  was  'way  out  ofslgbt; 
Well,  1  didn't  go,  but  I  guess  you  all  know  '^ 

That  Fltz  didn't  do  him  a  thing. 
Now  for  fourteen  long  rounds  he  Just  waited  his  ohanoe, 
•     •'    To  put  Pompadour  Jimmy  right  into  a  trance, 
.   .  •    As  he  fell  to  the  floor,  he  and  Brady  both  swore. 
Now  (Ms  Is  th0  song  that  they  sing: 

,  ''  '.'  ..■■■':■■•  V:-;;  .,  .         Chorus.      ■'■'-^  ':■■').■..-■■ 
Poor  heart,  sore  heart;  the  flght  is  all  over  and  we  part: 
I've  stood  many  a  punch  In  my  time,  but  that  was  a  terrible  pain. 
Now  if  Jimmy  wUl  stop  reciting. 
And  Just  do  a  little  more  fighting, 
Bob  will  give  him  another  chance  when  summer  comes  again. 


■  A    NIOHT    OFF; 

The  Mystery  of  a  Bnrnt  Ear. 

Oompoaed  by  Ike  Samuel,  of  the  Maw  Orleant  MluatrcU. 

Seiirt  for  Free  Catii!o(r»e  of  8o«k  Bookn,  I>etter  Writeia,  Dreain  Book*.  VWrtaiM  TeU- 
erR.T>ick  Book*,  Keomtion  Kckx, Penny  RallHdii.CHll  BoukK.Joke  B<K>kisBk«ieh  Boofi. 
Stump  Spoeche*,  Irisli  Soni^BooLs,  C""k  P     l-t  R  Tiki  nf  4mw»nnilt.  SnWt  Moifcl.  >t» 
tuUeury  J.  Weiiuiaii,  108  Park  Row,  Mew  Tork.  ' 

I  Stood  on  the  deck  of  a  ship  one  mom. 

My  heart  was  right,  but  my  face  was  wrong; 

And  as  I  sauntered  along  tne  street, 

1  discovered  my  ehoes  were  tilled  with  feet. 

Then  I  kept  on  walking  until  1  stopped. 

When  my  face  on  my  head  did  quickly  drop: 


/ 


And  as  I  stood  thinking,  I  thought  for  a  while, 

I  was  thinking  about  me  own  mother's  chile; 

When  mamma  used  to  whistle  as  1  sat  on  her  knee, 

"  There's  only  one  girl  in  this  world  for  me." 

Now  it's  no  use  in  talking  when  you  know  you  can't  spei 

A  deaf  and  dumb  m&n  told  me  that  last  week; 

And  as  I  sat  standing,  pondering  over  the  past, 

A  Dutch  shoemaker  told  me  to  stick  to  the  •'  last.** 

Just  then  a  strange  leeling  came  over  me  then. 

It  came  over  me  once,  then  came  over  again; 

I  then  felt  like  riding,  but  I  hadn't  the  fee. 

So  I  borrowed  an  ax  and  took  a  "  hack  "  at  tree; 

Then,  Just  as  I  took  it  a  maiden  passed  by. 

With  a  nose  on  her  head,  and  a  tear  in  her  eye: 

Then  I  asked  her  the  reason  she  was  crying  so  tuird. 

Said  she,  "  If  you  listen,  I'll  tell  you,  mv  lord. 

I'm  a  plain  Texas  girl,  now,  my  lord,  have  no  tear, 

I  was  crying  Just  to  give  you  a  Texas  (s)  tear; 

To  hitch  to  the  hack  you  Just  took  at  tne  tree; 

You  can  see  it's  as  plain  as  A,  B,  C." 

Then  she  went  on  her  way  by  herself  all  alone. 

You  could  see  by  her  age  that  her  face  was  full  grown. 

With  an  eye  one  nose,  and  a  hair  on  her  Up, 

She  pulled  out  a  pillow  and  gave  me  the  "  slip," 

I  then  closed  my  face,  I  knew  no  more, 

I  knew  that  I  knew  Just  as  much  before; 

With  a  start  I  awoke,  then  1  heard  some  one  call. 

Wake  up,  you've  had  a  bad  nightmare,  that's  nil. 


•  »• 


Come  Back  to  Us,  Sister^  Jigain. 

Copyright,  1807,  by  Frank  Tooaey.    Entered  at  StatiotMn*  Ball,  London. 


AU  rights  reaerved. 


—An  abundance  of  guests  and  limited  lodgings  rooms  caused 
Jimmie  to  be  "slept  out"  at  a  Deit;hb<>i-'s.  On  nrisiuj;  in  tiie 
mnrning  he  was  invited  lo  remain  nt  breakfast.  "  "Well,  I  guess 
not,"  he  replied,  "we  have  mighty  good  breakfast  at  our  house 
when  we  have  company."     

—Andrew  Jackson,  when  President,  gave  a  reception  once  nt 
Bamum's  Hotel,  Bultimore.  His  tailor  came  forward  and  cor- 
dially grasped  him  by  his  liami.  "  I  do  not  recall  your  name," 
whispered  llie  old  Dem«>cnit;  pray  favor  me  with  it."  "1  made 
your  breeches,"  wliisiiered  hack  the  einlmrnissed  tailor.  "  Qun- 
tleman,"  said  General  Jackson,  ttirnint;  to  the  assembled  company, 
"let  me  present  to  you  my  friend  Mnjor  Bridges." 


Ttie  Word!  and  Maalo  of  this  Song,  arratifced  for  the  pla.no,  will  be  aaiit  to  any  ad- 
drew,  ponCpiitd,  on  i-ei'vlpt  of  10  OHiits;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  soiifrt  for  Oue  O  -liar, 
by  lieiiry  'J.  VVeliinaii,  lOt  Piirk  lloir,  Metv  York.  Write  to  nbure  addrem  for 
Kree  CaUiloKua  uf  Soiifm,  SoiiK  n<inka,  Sheet  UiibIo,  Qeriiiau  Bootf  fi«>oka,  LattW 
Writera,  Uream  Books,  Juke  Buuka,  »co. 

Word!  by  T.  L.  Clay.    Mtido  by  Felix  MoOlennoa. 

There's  a  room  In  an  old-fashioned  farm-boose, 

A  mother  oft  goes  there  to  pray; 
All  there  is  in  that  room  they  hold  sacred. 

Since  Nelly  from  home  went  away: 
There's  her  work-box,  her  chair  by  the  window, 

Left  Just  as  they  were  on  that  night. 
When  beguiled  by  the  tongue  of  the  tempter. 

Their  darling  from  home  took  her  flighL 

Refrain. 

There  are  dear  ones  who  long  to  carees  her. 

Who'd  shield  her  from  sorrow  and  pain; 
And  often  they  murmur,  "  God  bless  her. 

Come  back  to  us,  sister,  again. 

Tho'  her  natee  Is  not  spoken  among  them. 

Yet  oft  when  the  old  folks  look  sad. 
Ah,  they  know  they  are  thinking  of  Nelly, 

Whose  smile  seemed  to  ma^e  all  things  glad. 
Has  she  found  among  strangers  a  shelter, 

Secure  from  the  finger  of  scorn. 
Or  amid  the  cold  world  does  she  wander. 

Neglected,  despised  and  forlorn  y—yrt/roJii. 

Oh,  how  oft  on  a  dark  night  In  winter, 

with  pitiless  snow  fal  ling  fast. 
They  have  seemed  to  hear  poor  Nelly  calling. 

As  though  she  had  come  back  at  last; 
Then  that  mother  will  sigh  thro'  her  weeping, 

"  If  parted,  my  child,  we  must  live. 
Would  to  God  you  mav  know  we  are  wlUlng 

To  welcome,  forget,  and  forgive."— y^t^itaiu 


*  e  » 


— "  1  know  I'm  losing  ground,  sir,"  tearfully  murmured  the 
pale-faced  freshman,  "but  it  is  not  my  fault,  sir.  If  I  were  to 
study  on  Sundays,  as  the  otiiers  do.  I  Could  keep  up  with  my 
cliiss,  sir— indeed,  I  ctnihl;  but  I  promised  niotiivr  luMie-nerer  to 
work  on  the  Sabbatli,  and  I  can't  sir,  ne-ne-ver '' — and  iis  his  emo- 
tions overpowered  him,  he  pulled  out  his  handkerchief  with  such 
vigor  tliat  he  broiigiit  out  with  it  a  small  flask,  three  faro  chipa 
and  a  euchre  deck,  and  somehow  or  other  the  professor  took  no 
more  stock  iu  that  freshman's  eloquence  than  if  be  bad  been  a 
graven  image. 
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IT    AIN^T    NO    LIE. 

Copyrliflit,  18»7,  by  J.  C.  Qroene  A  Co. 

Til*  Worda  and  Kimlo  of  tliia  Snnir,  an  nnireil  for  tlie  plann,  will  ba  aeiit  to  aiiT  ad< 
tllWMi,  poat-i'ttlil.  on  receipt  of  40  oeiitH:  ur  ilili  and  any  twu  other  8oii|rn  for  One  Dollar, 
by  lifiiiy  J.  \V»liiiiaii,  lug  Tuik  U.-w.  N«w  York.  Wnta  to  aboTe  aililien  for  Free 
t'Ht<>lo|{ii«  ,<{  »ni,iin.  if-.ug  lioukc,  iili<><>C  MiiHiu.  Ueriiiaii  Souir  Oookp,  Letter  Wrlteri, 
Drtwiu  Uookn,  Juka  tinoka,  eto.  ^^^^^^^ 

AH  rltilils  rexei'^ed. 
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Wordt  and  mu>^lc  by  Moran  A  Helt. 


White  folks  say  that  the  times  are  hard. 
But  nlprgers  never  worry,  trust  In  de  Lord; 
Have  no  trouble,  ttet  a  plenty  to  eat, 
And  tor  chicken  dinner  they  a-can't  be  heat. 
1  went  liist  night  to  a  chlclten  coop. 
Chickens  roosted  liltfh.  didn't  have  to  stoop; 
No  inattei  how  hard  the  times  may  be, 
Chickeus  don't  a-come  too  hlgb  for  mo. 
Refrain 

I'se  a  natural  born  reacher, 

I'sfe  a  natural  born  readier, 

I  do  love  my  chickens, 

It  ain't  no  lie. 

I  took  my  babe  to  a  ball  one  night, 
A  coffee-colored  nigger  tried  to  start  a  flght; 
Says  I,  *'  See  here,  Johnson,  dont  you  give  me  a  call, 
'Cause  if  I'se  encouraged,  I  will  clean  out  this  hall.'" 
"Do you  mean,"  says  Johnson,'"that  you'll  clean  out  the  place," 
He  called  for  soap  and  water,  shoved  a  mop  In  ma  face; 
When  1  got  through  a-scrubblng  I  was  tired  aa  could  be, 
Twas  the  cleanest  old  hail  you  ever  did  see. 
Refrain. 

r«e  a  natural  born  cleaner, 

I'se  a  natural  born  cleaner, 

Got  the  best  of  reference. 

It  ain't  no  lie. 

Wenl  out  the  other  night  for  to  shoot  Bom*  cr»p, 

Expected  to  win  some  money  perhaps; 

Thought  those  coons  would  all  have  fits. 

When  I  proudly  said  I'd  shoot  six  bits. 

*'  Come  severi,'^  I  cried,  but  out  rolled  three, 

Said.  ■•  It's  all  up,  geminen.  you'se  done  cleaned  xn»;" 

"  What:  cleaned  already:  "  says  Liver  Lip  Jim, 

••  Wby,  you  wasn  t  very  dirty  when  you  nrst  cam«  la** 

^  Refrain. 

I'se  a  natural  born  gambler, 
I'se  a  natural  twrn  gambler, 
I  must  have  been  hoodood, 
U  ain't  no  lie. 

'Neath  a  great  big  tree  with  my  babe  I  sat. 

Tree  was  loaded  down  with  persimmons  so  fat: 

Had  my  arms  around  her.  she  was  making  goo  goo  erea, 

And  she  says,  "  Do  you  hear  how  this  tree  moans  ana  sighs." 

1  said  to  my  babe,  •  Now.  it's  avery  plain. 

If  the  tree  moans  and  eighs  It  must  be  in  pain; 

If  you  were  as  full  of  persimmons  as  that  tree.  Sue, 

W'liy  lt'8  dollars  to  doughnuts  you'd  be  amoaiUn',  too." 

Refrain. 
I'se  a  natural  born  Joker, 
I'se  a  natural  bom  joker, 
A  regular  Joe  Miller, 
It  ain't  no  lie. 

Knew  a  man  by  the  name  of  Freeze, 
Among  the  gals  he  was  all  the  cheese; 
He  was  twice  a.s  frosty  as  his  name. 
And  he  looked  like  the  letter  that  never  came. 
Alas:  poor  Freeze  got  in  a  flghi. 
Coons  pulled  their  razors  and  carved  him  right; 
They  parted  his  body  from  his  breath  somehow. 
And  he  cuts  no  ice  where  he  la  now. 
Refrain. 

He's  a  natural  born  freezer. 

He's  a  natural  bom  freezefi 

He'll  have  hot  doings. 

It  ain't  no  lie. 

Had  a  dream  the  other  night. 
Dreamed  I  was  climbing  up  the  golden  flight; 
Got  a  hustle  on  me,  didn't  want  to  he  late. 
There  Siit  St.  Peter  at  the  golden  gate. 
"Hello,  Pete'"  I  shook  a-hands  with  him; 
I'm  playing  with  the  '  Creoles,'  and  I  want  to  go  In! " 
"Cuts  no  ice  with  a- whom  you  played. 
See  the  manager  and  have  a-your  card  0  K'tL" 
Refrain. 

I'se  a  natural  born  trouper, 

I'se  a  natural  born  trouper, 

Done  got  a  turn  down, 

It  ain^  no  lie. 

Kep*.  on  a-dreamlng  the  whole  night  through, 
'Cau«e  1  didn't  get  to  heaven  was  a  feelln' olue; 
Found  a  bunch  of  money  lyin'  on  the  ground, 
Started  over  after  Susan  for  to  do  the  town. 
Came  to  cafe  and  I  went  in. 
Stepped  to  bar  and  I  called  for  gin; 
Was  Just  about  to  drink  it,  'twas  Just  my  luck, 
1  didn't  get  to  taste  it,  for  I  done  woke  up. 

Refrain. 
I'se  a  natural  born  dreamer, 
I'se  a  natural  Iwrn  dreamer, 
Dream  hard  luck  stories. 
It  ain't  no  lie. 


MMl* 


The  Picadilly  Johnny  with  the  Little 

Glass  Eye.  • 

Copyrlnlit,  IStS,  by  Franola,  Day  A  Banter.    Ensllili  eopyrtgbt  Mcniwd 

All  rlKbta  reaerred.  i 


Tlia  Word*  and  lluilo  of  ttila  S«nir.  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad> 
drew.  i>u*t-|.al>l.  i>ii  rvwiiit  of  to  CpntH:  or  ililn  and  any  two  other  aoniri  for  oni*  Dollar, 
by  llviirv  J.  Wvliiiinii,  !(.(  I'nrk  Itow.  New  York.  Write  to  ab.Te  addr«a«  fur 
Five  L'iit«l«iiue  of  Houitk.  H.mir  Dooka,  8be«t  Uuala.aermau  Sutig  Booka,  Letter  Wrltera, 
Ur«aii>  Booka,  Joke  no><k«.  etc.  

Word*  and  niaalo  by  Harry  B.  Nor*la.  1. 


The  set  of  boys  I  chum  with  are  the  best  known  set  downtown. 
And  in  that  set  a  notetl  chap  is  young  Algernon  Brown: 
He's  Just  come  Into  heaps  of  coin,  he  don  t  know  what  he's  worth. 
And  all  the  ladles  say  he  Is  the  nicest  boy  on  earth. 

Chorcs.  I 

He's  very  well  known.  Is  Algy,  to  the  ladles  on  the  stage. 
Such  a  Jolly  good  chap  is  Algy,  Just  now  he's  all  the  rage: 
And  a  .lolly  big  fav'rite.  Algy,  with  the  barmaids  at  the  "  Crl," 
He's  very  well  known,  is  Algy,  as  the  Picadilly  Johnny  with  tlie  little 

[glass  eye. 

He'll  drive  a  girl  to  Harlem,  as  some  other  Johnnies  do,  I 

He  buvs  her  p'r'aps,  a  diamond  ring,  a  watch  and  bracelet,  too:  ' 

Girls  say  they'll  never  leave  him,  and  they  keep  their  word  and  dont. 
And  while  his  cash  holds  out,  you  bet  your  Sunday  hat  they  wontl 

—  u/im>i*. 
He  goes  to  all  the  theatres,  where  he  knows  the  Coryphees, 
He  takes  them  out  to  supper,  also  buys  them  large  bouquets; 
They  call  him  "  Algy.  darling."  to  his  face— the  usual  wav, 
But  when  they  chat  behind  the  scenes,  poor  Algy's  called  a  "  Jay."—  c/to. 


DOWN    IN    THE    CO^N    FIEL'. 

Onpyrlgtited.    Used  bv  p,.rnil*«ion.    Tlie  mimle  fettn  three  word!  ii  pobUahvd  by 
OU^er  I/ttaun  Ouniptuiy.  B"i!t.'n,  iind  niiib.-  ncnt  i.y  malt,  p<>*t-paJd,  to  any  addrew,  9a 
rvcelyi  vl  iOc«uta  by  Uie  puollalier  et  thla  book. 

By  Will  S.  naya. 

I  see  de  black  smoke  rollln'  high. 
'Way  down  yonder  m  decprn-aeld; 


> 


by  and  by, 
10  de  corn-fleld; 


Dat  boat  am  comln' 

'Way  down  yonder  ,     

I  hear  dem  engines  beithin'  steam; 
She's  a-<.omin'  whoopln'  up  de  stream; 
She's  gettin'  warm  when  de  whistles  ecreftm, 

'Way  down  yonder  In  de  cora-fleld— Den 

Chorcs, 
Hanna  wake  me  airly  In  de  mom, 
I'm  a-gwine  down  yonder  to  de  shuckln'  ob  de  corn; 
ru  nebber  come  home  till  I  hear  de  dinner  horn 
From  'way  down  yonder  In  de  corn-fleld. 

I  hoe  de  com  to  de  end  of  the  row, 

'Way  down  yonder  In  de  com-fleld; 
When  you  get  to  de  fence  den  lay  down  your  hoe, 

'Way  down  yonder  in  de  com-fleld; 
Get  on  de  fence  an'  you'll  see  her  come; 
Dem  big  wheels  fllUn'  de  ribber  wld  foam; 
It's  de  iaton  liO^gt,  and  she's  gwlne  home, 

'Way  down  yonder  In  de  com  field— Den— CAoim. 

Dem  Anchor  Line  boats  am  fast  an'  fine 

'Way  down  yonder  in  de  corn-fleld; 
But  Buby's  boat  am  de  boss  ob  de  line, 
■  'Way  down  yonder  In  de  corn  field; 
Look  at  de  smoke  and  de  steam  she  make; 
Catch  all  de  fast  boats— gib  'em  de  shake; 
No  use  talkln',  for  she  ealls  for  de  cake, 

'Way  down  yonder  In  de  corn-fleld— Deo— CAotim, 


i 


—Leaving  Lome  tliis  morning  for  the  office,  we  kissed  our  little 
four-year-okl  good-bye,  saying  to  him,  "Be  a  good  boy  to-day." 
He  somewhat  siirpiisetl  us  by  saying,  "  I  will.  Be  a  good  man, 
papa."  Sure  enough,  we  thought,  we  need  the  exhortation  more 
thiiu  lie.  And  who  could  give  it  more  effectually  than  this  gullet 
less  prattler?  Tlie  words  of  the  little  preacher  have  been  ringing 
iu  our  ears  nil  day,  and  whetiier  we  wrote  editorials  or  letters, 

fmcifled  an  irate  correspondent,  wliose  effusion  we  could  not  pub- 
isli,  or  pruned  a  too  lengtliy  report,  we  seemed  to  hear  the  sweet 
child- voice  saying,  "Be  a  good  man,  pupa."  .    i 


— "  You  must  write  as  you  talk,  in  a  natural  manner,"  said  a  I 
sclioolinnster  to  a  pupil  tlie  other  day.     The  next  day  she  brought  I 
a  compositiou  to  school  which  read  somewhat  as  follows:    "Lady 
Washington  was  a  widow   (liumpli)  when   George  Washington 
married  her  (Oh.  dear,  there's  a  blotj.     Her  name  was  Martha  (I  j 
always  did  hate  that  name)  Curtis.     They  bad  no  children  (achew) 
but  they  had  plenty  of  slaves  (tra  la  la),  and  they  lived  at  Mount! 
Veraon  (tliere  goes  the  dinner  bell),  and  Washington's  tomb  is' 
there  (tlie  soup  will  be  coM),  and  there  he  lies  to  be  wept  over  by  ' 
a  grateful  people  wholiave  had  a  good  square  hot  meal."        .  j  • 
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DOWN    IN    HOOAN'S    ALLEY. 

Oopriicht,  MDCCCXCVI,  by  Bonry  J.  Weliinaii. 


Ilia  Word*  and  Mado  of  this  8<>nff,  Brninged  for  the  pUno,  will  b«  wnt  to  u\y  ai- 
draaa,  p<Mit-t«id,  on  reoelpt  of  40  emit*;  ur  this  and  any  two  other  Sinm  for  One  Dollar, 
br  Henry  J.  Wehman.lMft  1»  Park  Row,  Now  York.  ur85&ll7  K.  Mndlnon  St.Chlcaffo. 
Writ*  to  •Itlmr  on*  of  the  abore  addreaM  for  Fr«e  '^talotrue  of  8«iim,  Soiik  Books, 
BbMl  Mosio,  Qamuin  Sooff  Booka,  Letter  Writers.  Dreaiu  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


Of  all  the  sweet  eirls  in  old  New  York,  there's  only  one  for  me, 
WliMe  etIiicuiioD's  not  tlie  best,  nor  rutst-d  In  luxury; 
Shu  helps  to  support  n  mother  who  is  feeble,  old  und  gray; 
My  btari't  delight  is  Suuday  night  when  1  may  call  aud  say: 

Cborcs. 
Slie'a  my  darling,  all  ttie  children  Icnow, 
And  I'm  happy  to  say  the  same  is  »o. 
None  I'll  marry,  none  bat  Utile  Sully. 
The  idol  of  the  boys  aud  girls  down  id  Hogan'a  alley. 

9ha  said  she  wonld  gladly  marry  me,  bnt  mother's  old,  yon  know. 
And  nt<«ds  some  one  to  care  for  her— don't  ask  me,  Jack,  to  go. 
For  thri-e-score  years  have  pitssed  her  by,  and  comfort  her  I  shonld, 
So  1  will  aiMte,  I'll  gladly  wait  when  I  can  oa^r^for  good:— CAortM. 


ONE    SWEET    WORD. 

Oopyrlcbt,  IIM,  by  SpaotdhiK  *  Gray.    Entered  at  Btattonars'  Ball,  Loodon. 


All  riKhts  reeerred. 


The  Words  and  Mnsto  of  this  Sons,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dra«s,  poat-|iald.  on  receipt  or  iO  oeiits;  ur  this  and  any  two  other  Snnm  r^r  One  Dollar, 
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Words  by  Geo.  U.  Ooiian.    Mnalo  by  Charles  BtrsL 

I've  waited  Innir  ere  asking  a  quesiion,  dear,  divine. 

My  love  I  have  been  maeking,  bnt  now  "  will  you  be  mine?  " 

8inc«  first  I  met  yoa,  darlliif;.  you've  made  life's  dullness  sbfua. 

So  answer  or  my  heart  will  brt-ak,  I  fear; 

"I'is  the  lore  I  bear  fur  you,  the  love  so  good  and  trna. 

That  bids  me  speak  und  make  my  story  clear; 
My  every  thought's  of  thee,  my  life's  companion  be. 

Just  answer  me  with  one  sweet  word,  my  dear. 

CBOB178. 

One  sweet  word,  love,  Is  all  I  want  to  hear  yon  say, 
'   I/uitf  I've  wiilted,  darling,  answer  me  I  pray; 
Don't  be  ani;ry,  my  loved  one,  this  true  heart  is  stirred. 
Just  let  me  bear  yoa  say  yes,  my  dear— ouly  cue  sweet  word. 

No  love  was  e'er  so  true,  dear— you  are  my  one  dellgiit; 
I  tliink  of  none  but  you,  dear,  from  early  mom  till  night; 
On  my  life's  darkness,  darling,  you've  tlirown  a  shlnibg  light, 
And  BilH  that  one  sweet  yes  I  have  not  heard. 
And  at  iilKht  my  niuny  dreams  are  of  but  yon,  it  seems; 

You  are  the  one  girl  that  I  have  preferred; 
I  love  but  you  nlone,  Just  say  you'll  l>e  my  own. 

And  answer  me  with,  one  sweet,  little  word.— CAoriM. 


A    DEAR,    KIND    DOCTOR. 
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All  rights  reserved. 


I  Told  Them  that  I  Saw  You. 
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Words  aud  Hiieic  by  George  H.  Cohan. 


Yon  nil  iiave  heard  the  story  of  the  girl  who  ran  away. 
And  how  she  met  her  sclioolniute  'niidst  the  city's  tlirnng  one  day. 
"  Jii»t  tell  tlie  folks  you  saw  me,"  that  was  all  the  maiden  said. 
Oue  duy  she  got  a  letter  from  tier  schoolmate,  and  it  read: 

CHonus. 

I  told  them  that  I  saw  yon,  tliey  want  yon  to  come  home; 

Their  hearts  are  nciilng  for  you,  while  far  away  you  ronm; 

The  old  foll<e  still  adore  you,  they  soon  from  us  pinst  part. 

So  come  home,  Mudge,  before  you  break  your  dear  old  mother's  heart. 

Then  cnme  tlie  tbonghts  of  childhood  to  tliis  girl  ones  briglit  aud  gay; 
Slie  ee«med  to  see  her  motlier  in  their  collage  far  away. 
She  tiiought  of  happy  sclioolmntes,  and  tlie  life  slie  should  have  led. 
Aud  while  she  pondered  there  a  tear  fell  on  tlie  note,  which  read  -.—  Cho. 
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MAOOIE    MAG-UIRE. 
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By  Harry  Castling  and  Wm.  B.  Gray. 


Of  pretty  (jlr's  the  singers  elng,  and  poets  of  them  write. 
But  Jimmy  Jolinson  has  a  girl,  wlio's  simply  "out  of  sight," 
Indoors  or  out,  he  raves  about  their  happy  wedding  day, 
And  Seated  by  her  side  encii  uiKbt,  he'll  lake  ber  hand  aud  say: 

CaoRCs. 
Oh!  Magcle  Mnenire,  lielieve  me,  my  girl.  I  adore  yon; 
My  liean's  nil  iiflre.  and  III  do  auytiiliig  for  jou: 
Name  tlie  day,  don't  tnrn  me  away,  I'm  lonely  when  yon  roaia: 
Say  you'll  be  true,  und  I'll  marry  yuu  as  soon  as  I  buy  ttie  home. 

They  often  hove  a  quarrel,  just  like  others,  he,r  and  Jim, 
And  tlieii  for  days  che'll  iiaes  lilm  by,  won't  even  nod  to  him: 
Somehow  tliey  always  "  make  up,"  tiioiieh,  when  Jimmy  to  lier  brings 
A  llille  present,  which  he  gives,  as  pleadiUKly  he  slugs ^—CAorcf. 


WALK,  McCarthy,  walk. 
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By  Joeeph  Tabrar. 

Have  you  ever  had  a  nagging  at  yonr  heartf 
'     ,  If  you  haven't,  well  1  nope  yon  never  will; 

I  believe  that  I've  been  siuiig'hy  rupid's  ilart, 

Tiio' for  months  I  have  b<  en  under  Doctor  Phil. 
Now  the  first  time  tliut  lie  aski^d  to  see  uiy  throat,  .- 

He  took  a  little  bottle  fpim  a  shelf ; 
On  telling  liim  my  aife  he  said,  "  How  yoangi  " 

Then  1  gently  murmured  to  myself— Oh  I  ' 

Chords. 
-    He's  a  deaTr  kind  doctor,  as  clever  as  clever  can  be; 
:  ;'  He's  a  dear,  kii'd  doctor,  and  awfully  foiiil  of  me. 
He  can  tell  its  Trllbv  when  I  pn  1 1  at  the  surgery  bell, 
Bui  the  moment  be  feels  my  pulse  I  say,  "  I  feel  quite  welL" 

First  he  said,  "  Undo  the  buttons  of  yonr  coat- 
Now,  dear  mndHra,  won't  yon  kindly  take  a  chair." 
.'         And  tbrn,  on  eazliig  down  ray  Mitle  throat, 

Ue  said, '' there's  notlilng  mncli  ilie  matter  there." 

Then  he  placed  a  little  Irnmpet  to  Ills  ear. 
And  put  the  other  end  upon  my  chest: 

I  murmured  to  myself,  "  Oh,  what  u  dearl  " 
Then  inwardly,  and  solemnly.  Confessed— Ohl—(7Adna. 

Testerdar,  while  looking  gently  in  my  eyes. 

Be  said,  "  Excuse  me.  dear,  but  gnse  above." 
And  then,  hviween  two  gentle  little  xiuhs, 

"  My  darling."  he  exclaimed.  *' why  you're  in  low." 
As  I  had  a  faint  Idea  tiiut  lie  was  ri(;ht, 
^;^        So  dUin't  wish  to  cause  him  any  strife; 
Insteiid  of  thi-re  resistinij  wjtii  my  mitfht, 

1  consented  right  uway  to  be  his  wife— OhI— CA(?rtt#. 


Words  and  Music  by  B.  B.  Jsnsseit. 


One  Angnst  day  a  farmer,  driving  down  a  country  road. 
He  met  McCiirthy,  J,  and  Mac  to  him  did  say: 
"If  you  don't  mind,  I'd  like  to  walk  behiiKi  yonr  truck  awhile." 
"  All  rit;lit,  climb  up  the  back."    "  No,  let  me  walk,"  says  Mack. 
The  farmer  said,  "Nol  come  up  here,  theie'e  room  enoiii-h  foftwo.** 
McCarthy  only  phook  his  liead,  "  I'll  walk,  if  that  suits  yon." 
The  furiiier  laughed  and  heard  him,  as  he  siowly  drove  ahead; 
For  Mac  itept  talking  to  himself,  aud  this  Is  what  he  aaid: 

Cbobcs. 
Wa'k,  walk,  walk.  McCarthy,  walk  and  wear  a  smile: 
Toil  lind  a  great  old  cimnce  to  ride,  but,  like  a  fool,  threw  it  aaid», 
So  walk,  walk,  walk,  McCarthy,  swallow  all  tlie  dust; 
Tou  burned  yonr  money,   tie  all  gone,  so  walk  because  yon  mast. 

Be  never  stopped  a  minute  in  his  quaint  soliloquy, 

"  III  be.it  tliem  even  yet  If  once  a  ciiance  I  get. 

I  made  me  money  like  a  man  and  e|ieiit  it  Mae  the  same. 

Tlie  whdie  town  did  1  know,  they'd  bow  wherever  I'd  go." 

You  were  a  good  tiling.  MnC.  old  boy,  and  pushed  uloiii;  for  fair; 

They  never  lold  you,  liid  they,  Mac,  that  aces  heni  a  palrT 

You  paid  for  8U|i|)eis  aud  clmmpat^ne,  to  friends  who  called  yoa  Mae; 

You  loaned  your  riugs  tu  ladies,  and  they  never  brought  them  bock.— CAa. 

It  took  yon  twenty  years,  or  so,  to  make  yonr  little  pile. 

And  working  every  day.  putting  ev'ry  cent  away; 

It  took  yon  twenty  montlis,  or  so,  to  blow  in  all  yon  had; 

And  all  that's  left,  you  wear,  and  hope  that  that  won't  tear;    *■ 

'four  dress  suit  is  at  Rubeimtein's  when  it's  not  nt  a  hall: 

Two  Dutchmen,  Qroli  mid  Ffclffcr,  now  own  Jamef  McCarthy's  ball; 

Your  sweetheart,  Mamie  Caseidj ,  has  married  Pai  McCaiin: 

McFadden  sold  your  iroiter  to  a  Low-Dutch  grocen^uau.— CAoru*. 


•  s  » 
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—•'  A  man  mny  be  drove  to  (1hriiik<^8aid  Oflaeer  Mc€k)bb,  "but 
to  git 'im  away  from  it  1  find  liejiffi  to  be  pulled." 


I 


MM 


^m 


^^■:^. 


>*i-: 


M^^imm 


riM 


12 


WEHMAN'S     COLLECTION     OF    SONGS— No,  57. 


r 


OH!    MR    AUSTIN. 


_^ 
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\ 


Word*  and  Mudc  l<y  Wm.  B.  Oray, 

A  man  iinmed  Amns  Austin  took  a  trip  In  B<>»tnn 

Prom  Ills  qnict  liitlr;  home  In  Sitccnrapiiii,  Maine, 
WiiKtr.  he  wne  n  preticln^r,  nnil  wlih  him  took  ii  it-acher 

Prom  H  cIhsm  In  Siiiiility  »cli'><>l,  nliotm  Clirivtiuii  uume  wot  Jane; 
WlivH  ili«y  ^ot  i<>  Boctwii.  ileiir.  kihit  Mr.  Au«iin 

Left  iii-r  lip  iti  Y'Miiik'm  Hotel,  l>iit  auon  rroiii  tlicre  alie  fleil; 
Am<I  KOoilnesa  uriicioiia,  wliut  a  S'lock,  w  lien  tluit  Bame  liiKiiC  at  tW*IV9  O'OlOCk, 

U«  fuiutU  li«r  OBI  on  Trutuont  Street,  aud  tlilt  la  vtUm  aU*  Midt 

CHORUa. 

Oht  Mr.  Anailn, 

Since  I've  l>een  In  Bnatnn 

Svrrytliiiiu'e  liren  Impplneac, 

Witiioiit  a  caie  or  piilii: 
If  y  brniii'a  iiet-n  In  a  conatnnt  whirl. 
And  I'll  lie  u  inncli  wiper  girl 

Wiieu  I  gu  buck  tu  Succarappa,  Maine. 

Next  (lav  a  hotel  boardrr  told  June  be  odnred  her, 

To<ik  Iter  out  wiiii  lilin  tliur  hIkIii  to  re>-  the  ''Black  Crook"  ahow. 
And  When  the  lady  prnncera.  Called  III)-  Midway  dancira, 

Moveil  nliout  »n  Very  queer,  June  innriniireil,  "  Oli,  dear,  ohi  " 
But  when  the  ahow  was  over,  Jane  ivaM  In  lilKb  Clover, 

Vo>\lnK  she  bail  never  dreain'd  of  veeliiK  audi  a  play: 
Biirlit  back  to  T'>niiK'a  tbey  went  to  dine,  wliere  very  freely  Jane  drank  wina, 

Tlie  iMiraou  walked  in  on  the  scene,  but  Jane  coald  only  utyi—Ohonu. 

The  day  that  Mr.  Anetin  took  Jane  ont  of  Boaton 

Siicli  a  crowd  ynn  iievar  auw,  aa  untiiered  at  the  train, 
Toeee  tills  little  mabieii,  so  Sad  and  sorrow-laden. 

Hoon  to  leave  llie  city  for  lier  qnlet  lioine  In  Maine. 
Bef'ire  tiie  train  ile|>iiried,  almoxi.  l>roU«ii-lieurte<l, 

Nervously  she  vnzeil  aiioiit  and  maitly  loHsed  lier  head; 
Anil  >><eii  alie  liollered  loud  and  plain,  "  I'd  rattier  not  UO  back  to  Maine." 

The  parsuu  uuawured,  "  But  yon  must,"  then  sobblugly  ahe  aaid:— CAortta. 


EVERY     NIO-HT     I     SEE    THAT 
NIGGER    STANDING    'ROUND. 
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By  Joseph  Hari  <k  W.  H.  Matcliette. 


The  worslest  nicger  that  I  know  steals  and  gets  into  a  row, 

Just  liecause  lie'e  nut  bin'  else  to  do; 
lie  went  down  to  u  colored  olmrcb,  knocked  the  deacon  off  hit  parch, 

Jiiei  iieCanse  he'd  iiiitlilu  eiae  to  do. 
Went  to  u  colored  ball,  one  nlKbt,  drew  hia  razor,  atarted  a  fight, 

Just  because  he'd  iiiiihlii'  elae  to  ilo; 
In  H  pnilcv  Shop  dill  loudly  about,  "  I'se  gwlne  to  clean  dis  ere  place  ontt " 

Just  because  he'd  imthln'  else  to  do. 

CaoBtrs. 

Ev'ry  iilKht  I  aee  that  nigger  siKiidln'  'round,  hangln'  'ronnd; 
Ev'ry  iiiulit  I  aee  liiat  nlKifer  uaikin'  'round,  talktn'  'round: 
Ev'ry  niiilit  Isee  that  niggt  r  standlii'  'round,  hangiu'  'round, 
Juet  because  he'd  iiothln*  else  to  do. 

One  monnllgiit  niKhi  he  left  his  Stoop  to  go  and  visit  a  chicken  coop. 

Just  iiecaiioe  he's  niiihin'  else  to  do; 
Moi  a  iioiiMil  ttiere  c<inid  be  lieard,  he  aald,  "  I'se  gwlne  to  get  that  bird," 

Just  iKicaii^e  lie'd  ntithin'  else  to  do. 
TiiH  iimii  tliat  owned  tiiat  coop  had  a  cuu— Lordy,  bow  that  sig  did  rou, 

Jiifi  liecuiiSM  be'd  iiiiiblii'  Vise  to  do; 
Toil  aee  tiiat  bird  was  tiiat  man's  iwt.    I  'siiecs  that  uiggar'a  ronuin'  yat, 

Just  hc-cuiise  lie'd  niitbln*  else  to  do.—  Chui-us, 

G"i  siiukliiB  cnip»  with  a  lot  Of  coons  up  In  Reuben  Snowball'!  roomi, 

Jii-t  lieC'iiii<e  he'e  niitiiln'  eUe  to  do. 

Thoxe  nij^trs  wished  he  wai  in  lieaven,  for  ev'ry  ibaka  he  lliook  el«Ton, 

Jiixt  lieCMiise  lie  d  nothin*  else  to  do; 

Won  (ill  tliey  had.  hnt  bad  to  chent—niirgers  Chased  blm  down  the  street, 

Jii<l  l>.'C'iii8e  lie'd  nntlilii'  else  lo  do; 
Tliro'  an  ailey,  my  I  but  It  w»s  funny.     He  said,  "I'll  give  you  a  run  for  yer 
Jiiai  becunae  he'd  uutbiu'  else  to  lio.—  V horns.  [money  I ' 


— A  bishop  was  traveling  nlone  and  encountered  nn  old  Irisbmnn 
turnint;  a  windlnsa  wliicli  hniiled  up  ore  out  of  a  shaft.  It  wus  liis 
work  to  this  nil  day  long.  His  hnl  was  off  und  the  sun  was  pour- 
ing ddwn  on  his  unprotected  head. 

"  Don't  you  Itnow  tlie  siiu  will  injure  your  brain  if  you  expose 
it  in  thtit  manner?"  said  the  good  man. 

The  Irishman  wiped  the  sweat  off  liis  forehead  and  looked  at 
the  clergyman.  "Do  ye  tliink  I'd  be  doiu' tliis  all  day  if  I  Lad 
any  bruins?  "  be  said,  aud  gave  the  bundle  another  turn. 


NEVER    AGAIN. 
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Write  to  eltlior  one  nf  the  above  addremeii  for  Free  Cntalnmie  of  Bniivn.  Bonn  Booka^ 
Sheet  Muslo,  Qerman  Boug  Bouks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bowks,  eto. 


Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Orahant. 


The  mnslc  of  u  voice  I  loved, 

The  laxt  B»eet  aont;  I  lieani  her  alng, 
A  face  remembered  In  my  dreauia, 

A  tiny  liand,  a  simple  ring; 
A  wItciiInK  Binlle,  a  loviiiK  eye, 

A  tender  heart,  a  woman  fair. 
The  one,  the  only  one  of  all, 

Tbe  gem  that  could  with  all  oompara. 

ITeTfr  again  shall  I  hear  her  Tolee, 

Never  ngnin  tbe  song. 
The  face  I  remember  so  well  In  my  draanu 

Will  liauht  me  my  whole  life  long; 
The  tokens  of  love  and  (be  tender  heart 

Were  only  given  In  vain; 
Tbe  one  that  t  iove<l  the  Iteat  of  all. 

Will  never  be  mine  again,  never  again. 

When  daylight  weetwnrd  Alee, 
Often  wliii  liinginK  eyes. 
Turned  to  the  starry  skive. 

My  aoiil  haa  longed  to  greet  tbee; 
Thon  In  the  jjlory  there, 
Wltnesa  my  heart's  deapair, 
Tho'  I  may  never  dare 

In  heaven  again  to  meet  tbee.— iVf/Vniii. 


,. 


*  s  ■ 


LOVE    ME,    HONEY,    DO. 

Copyright,  lUQ,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  no.      EngUata  oopyright  seeared. 


All  HkIiU  reserved. 


nie  Words  and  Mnsle  o(  this  Bong,  arranged  for  tbe  piano,  will  be  seat  So  uiy  tA- 
dreas,  post-paid,  nn  receipt  of  40  oenta:  or  this  aixl  any  two  ipther  Bnngs  r^r  One  Dollar, 
by  Heiirr  J  WphmKn,lSO*  ISS  Park  Row.  Nxw  York:  nr8SA87E.  Mndlaon  Ht.ChloafOb 
Wriu  to  eliliar  one  of  the  ab,ve  addresnea  for  Free CHtalomie of  Songs.  Song BoeOb 
Sheet  Moaio,  Qerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Wrltera,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bowks,  eM. 


Words  and  Moslo  by  Richard  StahL 


When  de  sbndea  of  nlirhr  nm  fallla* 
All'  de  wlilp-o-willa  am  caHIn', 

Love  me.  ma  honey,  dot 
When  de  darkles  am  a-i<luRln' 
Ail'  deni  eolden  bella  am  rtugin', 

Love  me,  nm  lioney,  dot 
When  \er  for  de  cuke  am  walkln' 
An'  dem  nlggali  virla  are  talklu'. 
An' a-tryin    for  to  make  a  mash  on  JOai 
Don't  forget  your  little  'ninny, 
Bveii  tlio'  abe'a  ratiier  skinny, 

Love  me,  inu  honey,  dot 

Cbobus. 

Bleaa  dam  Itpa,  like  cherries, 
Sweet  aa  huckieberrlet; 

Gomel  your  own  baity  lOOgS  fOf  yoo. 
Why  much  ionirer  tarry  f 
Ton's  de  one  I'd  marry— 

Love  me,  ma  lioney,  dot 
Blei«sdein  llpn,  like  ci<ertles, 
8»eet  aa  huckielierrlesl 

Come!  your  own  baby  longs  for  yon. 
Why  iniicli  longer  tarry  f 
Ton's  de  one  I'd  marry— 

Love  me,  ma  honey,  do  I 

When  de  moon  thro'  cionda  am  peepln' 
An'  lie  birda  am  all  u^eieepln'. 

Love  me,  ma  honey,  do  I 
Wiien  de  little  stars  am  iillnkin' 
Den  of  yons  am  fondly  tliiiikin*, 

Love  me,  ma  honey,  del 
WiK'M  a  L'ume  of  cmoM  yoii'e  playtn*, 
Eb'ry  time  for  yon  V»  prayin', 
An'  I  know  you  likes  yer  little  black'^yed  Sne. 
Yon'a  her  lieaH,  her  sweetest  liuney. 
Even  tho*  you's  eot  no  money, 

liuve  me,  mu  huiiey,  dof — Choru*. 


(■ 


— A  capital  story  is  current  in  London  about  two  Wnterf  ord  iner* 
chants  and  lintters  who  once  olituined  nn  audience  with  tlie  present 
Pope's  predecessors.     They  were  old-fasliioned  men  and   good, 
pious  Catholjcs,  and  when,  after  much    formality,    they    were  I 
ushered  into  tlie  room  where  Pius  IX.,  in  all  his  Papal  splendor, 
was  wuiling  to  receive  tliem,  both  were  so  overcome  with  emotion 
that  tliey  could  do  nothing  but  stare  in  blank  amazement,  tremb- 1 
ling  all  over.     At  last  one  of  them  found  his  tongue.     Throwing  , 
himself  on  his  knees  he  shouted  out  loud  enough  to  be  beard  In 
every  comer  of  the  vast  chamber:  "  O  Holy  Father,  we're  from 
Waterford!"  -.  ,  >  .       ., 
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COME   OFF   O'   THE   MOON.     ' 

'~!^  ■'/.'"    V      ■    Onpyrlght.  X««6,  by  A.  B.  Schol*.        -^V^'   '.'•<■■ 

The  Wordi  and  Hnde  nf  this  B<>iier.  arranged  for  the  pUno.  will  be  tent  to  any  ad- 
draM,  po«t:>>ald,  mi  reoeipt  of  40  oaiita:  or  this  ami  any  turn  i-ther  B'^iiin  tnr  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  A  ISI  Park  Row,  Now  Torlc:  nr  U  A  «7  E.  Mixltaon  ftt.ChlcaffO. 
Write  to  eltliar  one  nf  the  ab'iTe  a^ldre—ea  for  Free  Cntalnome  of  Sonm,  Sons  Boeka, 
fibaa*  MMVi  Oerowa  Owe  Book*.  Letter  Wrtter*.  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Bovka,  eto. 


Words  and  Music  by  Al.  B.  Sehula. 


'Way  np  In  the  moon  is  my  dear  one, 

I  know  lio'e  in  love  witli  me: 
I  know  that  Ills  lieart  I  have  captnred; 

He  alwnyt  Ib  cnillInK  at  me; 
Sacli  nlglit  aboat  eight  I  elt  by  the  gkf 

And  watcli  for  my  Bweet  one  Hhove; 
And  when  he  appears,  I  greet  him  with  chMft, 

And  tiug  to  uiy  own  darling  love. 

Cborttb. 

Come  off  o'  the  monn,  Just  to  pleaee  me; 
Cnnie  off  o'  the  moon:  don't  yon  tease  me; 
btop  H  hiking  ut  nie,  'caiice  muniina  might  see, 
And  catch  yna  hi  flirting  with  me,  love; 
Come  off  o'  the  moon  just  a  niliiuM, 
And  teli  ine  thnt  no  one  is  in  it  witli  you 
Except  me,  iiow  lin)>py  rd  be; 
Come  off  o'  the  moon,  now  do. 

His  ways  they  are  really  bewitching. 

His  eyes  ili<-y  are  ever  so  briulit; 
Whenever  niv  niHinuia  Is  looking, 

A  cloud  hides  him  quickly  from  sight: 
It  fills  nte  Willi  liliss  when  lie  throws  a  Iclss, 

And  htda  me  eootl-nluht  fnun  uliove; 
Tu-morrciw  at  eluht  Til  l>e  at  tlie  gute, 

And  sing  to  my  own  darling  loTe:—CAoru«. 


CLANCY'S    MISTAKES. 

Cepyrlffbt,  1S96,  by  Bpatildlng  A  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Halt,  London. 
AH rl|r>>ta reserved.  ■•   v   '   ■'     ,■•'"  '' 

The  Word*  and  Maitio  nf  Uil«  S'>ii(r.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  Miy  a4- 
dre^a,  pout-paid,  nn  receitit  of  40  o«>it«:  or  this  ami  any  t"  .1  .tlier  8'<ii|ra  f'-r  One  DulUr, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehmnn.lSO  A  \Si  I'mk  Unvr.  Nhw  York;  cr  K  A  m  E.  M..(ll«>n  Ht.OiteartK 
Write  to  eltlittr  one  of  the  abtve  addretweii  for  Free  0<taln«rue  of  B^nr*.  Bone  Boocs^ 
Sheet  Hnalo,  Oermaa  Bong  Books,  Letter  Wi  iters,  Dreatn  Books,  Joke  Bovka,  etc. 


LOVE'S    BATTLE. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  A.  B.  Bchulz  ft  O.  C.  Jarmntb. 

The  Words  and  Mnulo  <'f  this  S<>ng,  srranged  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre>a,  po«t-i«ld,  »n  reoulpt  uf  40  cents;  or  this  ami  any  t"'o  other  H'-ntrs  ("r  One  UuUar, 
by  Henry  J.  W^hmnn.  ISO  *  IM  t'ark  Row.  Nfw  York;  or  86  A  87  E.  Mndl»on  Ht,Chlea«ro. 
write  to  eltlmr  one  nf  the  ah-.Te  addreiweii  for  Fife  CtifalntniA  of  Boncrx.  Sonar  Boccs. 
Sheet  Mnsio,  German  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  et& 


Words  and  Muslo  by  Al.  B.  Sohula. 


The  ship  plonghed  throngh  the  calm,  bluo  sea. 

The  suilore  sat  and  joked. 
Bat  Where's  our  brave  and  Jolly  matef 

Asked  one,  and  up  all  looked.  ,:• 

Oh.  there  he  sits;  come  on  now,  Jack, 

Your  jokes  are  always  riirlit. 
But,  liid.  you're  always  filled  witti  Joy, 

What  mak<'S  yoa  sad  to-nightf 
Bruce  np,  oid  boy,  shake  off  your  thongbta. 

And  tell  ns  of  ynnr  fate. 
When  Juck'e  eyes  filled  with  borulng  tear*. 

And  this  be  did  relate: 

Cborub. 

There'B  none  to  come  and  meet  me 

On  the  shore,  tliiit  once  whs  dear; 
Tliere's  none  to  conie  and  greet  mo. 

And  sited  a  (.'laddeiied  tear; 
My  only  trensu re's  taken, 

T  hiiB  been  my  only  pride, 
The  seal  of  love  Is  broken. 

My  only  hope  destroyed. 

How  well  I  do  remember  yet 

Thoee  huppy  childliood  days 
That  Kate  and  I  lOKethersiMiut, 

In  sweet  and  playful  ways. 
I  lenrned  10  love  Ii«t  when  a  child, 

'T  seems  not  so  long  aeo, 
I  tlion);ht,  together  we  would  brave 

The  sea  <>f  nre.  but  no— 
Oh.  lads,  I've  slrnetcled  hard  through  life. 

Like  many  of  your  lot; 
But  of  nil  battles  this  one  Is 

Tlie  hardest  I  buve  fought.— CAona. 

When  we  left  on  onr  last  long  trip, 

I  kissed  my  Kate  'mid  tears; 
We  promised  to  be  true, 

Althongli  we  may  not  meet  for  vears; 
Oil,  l>oy8.  It  elves  me  pain  to  think 

That  she  and  I  must  part. 

A  piri  Is  week— throuL'li  words  so  tweet 

Another's  won  her  lieart. 
80  when  tills  life  comes  to  nn  end, 

And  death  for  me  hns  come, 
I'll  hail  a  last  farewell  t<>  Kuie, 

Love'e  battle  will  be  wou.—Chonu. 


— A  gentleman  was  called  on  by  a  colored  man  for  a  certificate 
of  character,  upon  which  he  mipht  secure  a  situation.  The  testi- 
monial proved  to  be  more  complimentary  than  Scipio  himself  luid 
expected,  and  on  recovering  his  astonishment,  exchumed:  "  Say, 
Mister,  won't  you  give  me  something  to  do  yourself  on  that 
recommendation. " 


Words  and  MuMc  i>y  John  Tiecsey. 


Hike  Clancy  lost  the  Job  he  had 

Two  weeks  ago  t<i-iiii;ht. 
Soon  after  that  he  asked  me 

If  I'd  anything  in  ciKlit; 
I  got  liini  on  a  street  cnr, 

As  conductor  thro' ilie  day; 
He  boiiKht  a  hrund  netv  uniform 

And  started  right  away; 
Tliey  made  him  watch  the  crossings. 

And  the  names  of  streets  Call  out, 
Aod  iiiformatiiin  gather 

From  the  sitins  along  the  ronte,'^ 
While  psseing  by  a  corner 

He  a  billiard  parlor  s|iled: 
He  palle<l  the  ImsII,  the  gripman  Stopped 

And  Clancy  loudly  crka: 

Chorus. 

Billiards  and  Pool  street, 

Clancy  hoi  It-red  out. 
The  people  never  heurd  that  street  before. 

Along  the  route; 
He  saw  a  lamp-post  painted  red,    .. 

And  ae  (he  cur  drew  nigher. 
He  got  excited,  pulled  the  l>ell. 

And  loudly  yelled  out  "  Flrel  "  /  • 

When  Clancy  got  back  from  the  trip. 

The  foreman  he  got  rush : 
He  collared  Clancy  by  tlie  neck 

And  took  away  the  ctiiih; 
He  fired  Mike  out  ihro'  the  door, 

'Twus  nincli  to  Ids  dist-rHce, 
But  very  soon  »e  heiiril  that  he 

Hud  got  another  place, 
'T»'a8  in  H  retail  dr>-L'oods  store. 

Where  he  was  "  ladies  man," 
And  ran  tiie  hose  drpnrtiuent 

On  tlie£nro|i«Hn  plan: 
A  l»dy  Culled,  siie  priCfd  some  Btookings, 

Widle  tlie  boss  stood  nitih. 
Then  Cluncy's  bosom  swelled  with  pride. 

He  wauted  to  act  fly : 

Cbobcs. 

Silk  ones,  ten  dollars. 

Colors  bright  and  L'ay: 
••Oil,  de>ir,'^slie  suld,  "  but  they  come  high; 

I'll  not  take  them  to-day:  " 
Tlie  woman  sized  up  Clancy,  and  said  she, 

"  I  like  yiiiir  (jail- 
"Ton  can't  blame  me,"  saysClanoy, 

"For  yon  see  you're  awful  tall." 

Kow  bad  lack  seems  to  follow  Mike, 

N<i  matter  where  he  goes. 
He's  always  niakini;  funny  breaks. 

As  ev'rybody  knows; 
He's  made  nilstiikes  so  often 

Thai  the  bosses  all  got  tired. 
And  from  each  iob  tlmt  he  has  had 

Poor  Mike,  of  course,  was  flred. 
Bis  dry-goods  man  It-t  np  on  him. 

But  only  for  a  while; 
He  told  poor  Mike  10  watch  himself 

And  gave  liiin  one  more  trial; 
Tlie  bosses'  wife  came  in  oue  day 

To  Rt-t  some  undKrwear, 
And  Clancy  had  to  wait  on  her. 

No  other  clerk  was  there. 

Cbobttb. 

•'Walkt:.is  way,  lady." 

8lie  said,  *'  I  can't. 
Show  ine  your  summer  nnderelotbsii^ 

A  favor  10  me  grant," 
Then  Clancy  started  to  disrobe 

In  front  of  all  the  store. 
Bis  trial  comes  off  next  Friday, 

He  aiu't  working  any  mure. 


— A  good  old  prencher  of  the  Metliodist  persuasion  oflQciated 
one  day  at  a  funeral  in  Massachusetts,  and  at  the  close  had  a< 
word  of  inquiry  and  advice,  as  is  the  local  custom,  with  many  of 
the  audience.  Among  others  he  appronched  a  lady,  a  stranper  to 
liim,  who  was  visiting  in  the  neighborhood,  and,  after  shaking 
hands,  asked  her  if  she  was  on  the  way  to  heaven.  "  Tes,"  she 
promptly  answered,  "and  if  you  come  that  way  I  should  be  i 
pleased  to  liave  you  call."  The  good,  old  man,  horrified  at  such 
seeming  levity,  turned  awny  without  reply,  when  a  friend,  sitting  j 

near,  remonstrated  with  Mrs. ,  who,  still  more  horrified  at  her  ] 

mistake,  said  slie  understood  him  to  ask  if  she  was  on  ber  way  to 
Hudson,  where  she  lived. 
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SISTER    'RIA. 


t:-^:^. 


f»   '  ■ 


Copyright,  IM6.  \>j  Spaalding  A  0>&y.    Entered  at  StMloiiai*'  B*ll.  London. 

All  ligliU  i-CMTved. 

The  Word*  and  Miiulo  of  this  8<>ii(r,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  eeiit  to  anjr  ad- 
dr*«a.  poat-t-airl.  mi  receipt  of  40oeiit«:  or  UiU  anil  any  two  other  H»n|ra  r'>r  One  Dollar, 
bjr  Henrr  J.  Wehmnn.lSO*  132  J'ai  k  Row.  N«w  York;  or  8S  *  X7  K.  M.idl-on  Ht, Chicago. 
WrItB  to  ettlier  one  of  tlie  above  a<1dr«8«e(i  for  Fi«e  C<italoffii«>  of  Soiiirn.  Sonu  Boou, 
Sliaet  Mwic.  Qerman  tk>ug  BoukK,  Letter  WrUei-s,  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Bouk*.  ete. 


Worda  and  lluate  by  Harry  Warner. 


,' 


'I 


A  pious  eirl  named  'Ria  Brown, 

Who  joined  the  t.'«o<]y  band, 
AliU  used  to  L'o  converting 

All  iiie  "goodies  "  In  the  land, 
Tli«  little  lami)  eulvatlon  had. 

Which  washed  iter  sUu  away, 
Bnt  plmis  sister  'RIa 

QuIcltly  chuDged  her  mind  ods  day. 

CHORI78. 

Sister  'Ria.  sister  'Ria, 
O'  the  Army  soon  began  to  tlr«; 
Slie  cniick«d  tier  tamhAariiie, 
And  now  she's  to  he  seen 
Dauclug  In  the  ballut  of  tho  Op'ra. 

Wbei)  Gen'ral  Booth  first  heard  It  said 

That  Blxter  'Ria  Brown 
Hud  shook  tiie  Army  for  the  staee, 

Tlie  iiewB  near  l<nucked  him  down; 
III  living  pictures  slie  appeared. 

And  (Tiinced  tlie  surpeniine, 
Likeuise  the  nunglity  Midway,  too, 

Without  her  tambourine.— C'Aotm. 

Then  all  the  Bisters  In  the  ranks 

They  flew  around  the  town, 
Tiiey  sold  tiie  War  Ct-y, 

Telling  nanglity  tilings  of  'RIa  Brown. 
But  'Ria  told  them  that  ehe  couldn't 

Live  on  prayers  mid  wind, 
80  jiidt  to  i:et.  her  appetite. 

Sue  packed  her  box  and  skinned.—  Chonu. 


DAN    PAID    FOR    THE    OYSTERS 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Bpauldlng  A  Oray.    Entered  at  Statlooera'  nail,  Loudon. 


All  rinhta  reeerved. 


The  Word*  and  Mn*l«  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
dre«S,  por&|>akl.  on  rucoipr.  of  «0  oentc:  or  tliU  ami  any  two  ..tlier  H'<ii|r(  fr>,  One  Dollur, 
by  HenrT  J  Wehinan.l30<t  li2  I'ark  Raw,  New  York:  or  86  ft  (17  K.  Mnil|»on  Rt, Chicago, 
wrtte  to  eltliar  one  of  tliS  ah  >Ta  ar1dree*e<i  for  Free  Ctitalogrue  of  BonEm,  Sons  Books, 
■heat  Hnslc,  German  Bong  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 
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Words  and  Hasio  by  Prank  D.  Bryan. 


■  ; 


'I  . 


Tliree  Irisliroen  on  u  pproc  onoe  went. 

And  they  got  full  of  wliicki-y— 
Their  names  were  Miclmei.  Patrick  and  Dan, 

And  the  wind  It  liiew  quite  briskly; 
They  gut  Into  an  argument. 

One  word  brought  on  another. 
Another  brought  on  a  glu6s  of  lioer. 

And  a  bet  of  an  oyster  supper. 

The  l>et  was.  when  eacli  one  went  home. 

Anil  be  itldn't  do  tlie  first  thing 
Tliat  Ills  wife  ordered  him  to  do, 

Wny  he  was  to  pay  for  ev'rvthlni!; 
Eucii  one  was  to  go  iioine  uiili  tlieotheri 

To  prove  just  what  lie  did.  sir: 
And  if  he  dlitn'i  do  as  his  wife  said. 

Why  be  was  tu  pay  for  tte  oyelert. 

Mike  was  the  first  one  to  go  home. 

Anil  he  c<>nldn't  find  the  keyhole; 
He  unlocked  the  door  with  the  sole  of  ids  boot, 

And  broke  all  the  gloss  in  tlie  window, 
Uis  wife  she  hollered  d<>»n  the  stahs, 

'•  Why  don't  you  lireak  the  furnltuie,  sir;" 
He  did.  by  gosii!  'twas  all  he  had. 

And  Mike  didn't  pay  for  the  oysters 

Now  Patrick  was  the  next  to  go  home; 

From  the  window,  his  »ife  slie  ]>uslied  her  ucck. 
And  hollareil.  "Patrick,  Is  that  yon?" 

Shys  Patrick,  "Yes.  "ho  did  you  txpcct. 
He  skated  In,  ran  iikiainst  the  piano: 

His  wife  Ciled,  "  Why  don't  yon  break  it,  sirf  " 
He  dill,  anil  It  cust  liini  three  hnnilnd  dollars. 

And  Put  didn't  pay  for  ttie  oysters. 

Dan  was  the  la«t  one  to  l'O  home, 

And  tliev  left  him  in  the  doorway; 
He  took  off  ills  shoes  and  began  to  climb 

Softly  up  the  Hlairway; 
He  very  nearly  had  reaclied  the  top. 

When  he  slip(>ed.  fell  down  the  stairs,  sir. 
His  wife  cried,  "  Tliat's  right,  break  your  neck," 

And  Dan  paid  for  the  oysters. 


A  Dublin  doctor  sent  in  n  bill  to  a  lady  which  ran  thus:  "  To 
curing  your  husband  till  he  died." 


THE    FLAG    OF    LIBERTY. 

Oopyrlght.  UW,  by  Bpauldlng  A  Oray.    Entered  at  Stattonars'  Hall,  London. 
.  All  rights  raserred. 
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Words  and  Muato  by  Wm.  B  Oray. 


Come,  boys,  and  gather,  gather  with  the  throng; 
Come,  boys,  and  Join  tis,  sing  a  mighty  song; 
Sing,  hovii,  together,  let  voiir  praises  he 
For  Uucie  8am,  for  freedom,  and  the  flag  of  liberty. 

Cbobus. 

Btng,  boys.  sing,  and  let  the  hells  of  freedom  ring; 

Sing,  and  flll  each  Yankee  heart  with  glee; 
Let  Old  Olory's  embliin  flv.  sing  Old  Oiury's  praise  on  higb. 

As  we  rally  'round  the  flag  of  liberty. 


Stand,  boys,  beside  as,  stand  for  freedom's  caose; 
Wliate'er  betides  n«.  think  not  of  a  pause; 
Stiind,  boys,  for  Union,  right  and  victory, 
And  wave  above  a  nation 's  love,  the  flag  of  llberty,- 


■  Chorus. 


^e  »   ■ 


It's  a  Joke,  When  You  Think  of  It. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Will  Evans. 


Quite  often  one  will  hear  a  thing 
That  afterward  will  prove  tu  l>e  u  Juke, 

When  you  think  of  it. 
Although  tlie  rent  these  days  is  cheap, 
'Tl*  clieaper  still  to  move,  ami  that's  a  Jok^ 

Wnen  you  tliink  of  it. 
A  witty  man  these  days,  yon  know, 

Th«y  say  is  full  of  fun. 

The  little  tills  come  ilouii  the  hills 

Quite  often  on  a  run. 
But  tell  me  how  they  came  to  place 
Within  yotir  ear  a  drum,  for  that's  a  Joka. 

When  yon  think  of  it. 

A  man  that's  rather  loose  up  her* 

One  day  cat  off  his  nose,  and  that's  a  Jok*, 

When  )on  tldnk  of  It. 
To  make  the  tiling  complete. 
He  then  cat  off  one  of  his  toes,  and  that's  a  Jolu. 

Wlien  yon  tiiink  of  it. 
When  he  discovered  what  he'd  done. 

Into  a  raue  he  flew: 
HI*  toe  he  put  npon  liie  fnce. 

His  nose  on  his  foot  grew, 
Bo  now  to  blow  his  nose 
He  has  to  first  take  off  his  shoe,  and  that's  a  Joka, 

When  you  tbink  of  iL 

A  "ciiolly  "  with  a  rented  suit 

Went  to  a  dance  one  iilgiit,  and  It's  a  Joke, 

Wlien  yon  tlilnk  of  it. 
1'lie  coat  and  va-i  fit  sntig. 
But  my  I  the  paiits  were  'way  to  tight,  and  that's  a  Joks^ 

When  yon  think  orit. 
Tiie  hostess  to  hlin  said,  "  Why,  Harry, 

Take  tide  cliair,  I  pray  "  ; 
He  knew  that  If  he  look  a  seat 

His  trousers  would  give  'way; 
Said  he,  "No,  many  tlianks. 
For  I've  l)een  silting  down  all  day,"  and  that'e  a  Jeks, 

When  yoa  think  Of  it. 

A  quiet  little  poker  game 

One  night  was  lieing  played,  and  it's  a  Joks, 

When  yoo  tliink  of  It. 
The  anxious  look  upon  tlie  facs 
or  one  his  thoughts  betrayed,  and  that's  a  Joke, 

When  yon  iliink  of  It. 
The  ten.  Jack,  queen  and  king  he  held. 

And  with  them  would  not  part; 
The  pile  of  ciii|is  he'd  take  away 

Would  almost  flll  tt  ciirt. 
And,  dreaniingly,  he  sang, 
"  Oh,  give  me  Just  one  little  heart,"  and  that's  a  Joke. 

When  yon  think  of  it. 

Let  him  who  hath  a  gronchy  nature 
To  tills  tale  take  heed,  for  It's  a  Joke. 

When  you  tliink  of  It. 
A  very  close,  old  genius 
Once  In  ciinrch  displayed  his  gr«ed,  and  that's  a  Joka, 

When  von  think  of  it.  "  . 

To  fool  them  he  would  put  a  naw. 

Bright  copper  In  the  piste. 
But  dropped  a  two  and  a  half  gold  piece 

In  the  basket  by  mistake; 
His  many  friends  »erK  soon  invited 
To  lie  at  the  wnke,  and  that's  a  Joke, 

When  you  ihlnkof  it. 


^^  M  !  J 
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WHOOP-DE-DOODEN-DO ! 
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Words  by  Hugh  Morton.    Uiulo  by  Oustave  Kerker. 

There  once  was  a  mnid  tmmed  Pegpiio  Brown,  whoop^e-dno-den-dol 
And  B)ie  was  the  fairest  maid  in  town,  wtioo)Mle-doo-deu-doI 

Her  eyes  were  blue,  her  clieeks  were  fair, 

Slie'd  a  lovely  crop  of  golden  hair, 
And  she  wore  her  dress  cut  down  to  tliere,  whoop-rte-doo-den-doJ 
Wlioop-de-do()-den,  whoop-iie-doo-»len!  Peupy  knew  a  tlilngj  or  two. 
When  people  sltfht^d.  8lie  si'nplv  cried,  wlioop-de-doo-den-do. 
Whoop-de-doo-den,  whoop-de-doo-denl  Pckk)  knew  a  thine  or  two; 
Wbuu  |>eople  sigbed,  she  simply  cried,  wlioop-de-doo-deu-do. 

Now  Peggy  went,  of  course,  on  the  stage,  whoop-de-doo-dcn-dot 
And  soon  sweet  Pegey  l>eciinie  thi^  rutfe,  whoop-du-doo^eu-dol 

She  couldn't  sing,  she  couldn't  dance. 

But  none  of  her  rivals  hud  a  chance 
When  she  acied  a  boy,  in  little  Icnee  pants,  whoop-de-doo-den-dol 
Whoop-de-doo-den,  wlioop-de-doo-den  1  Pegey's  ligliie  were  palest  lilne; 
High  art  she  niicsed,  but  yon  couldn't,  renlst  her  wlioop-de-doo-dun-dol 
Whoop-de-doo-den,  wliooi>-de-<Joo-ilen  1  Peggy's  tighls  were  palt-st  bine; 
High  art  she  miseed,  but  you  couldn't  resist  ner  wuoop-de-doo-deu-dot 


You've  Been  a  Good  Old  Wagon,  but 
You've  Done  Broke  Down. 
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By  Harney  A  DUIer. 

I  WAS  standing  In  a  crap  came,  doing  no  liarm,  bftbjti 
When  a  copper  grnbbM  me  by  my  arm,  honey. 
Took  roe  down  to  tlie  jHil-liouse  door, 
place  I  never  had  been  before— 1  was  ran  in. 

Chorus. 
No  more  will  I  bny  my  sweet  thing  pork  cbopg. 
And  hear  her  lilv  Tips  ^o  flip-flop: 
The  reason  I'm  in  triil}le  about  mv  sweet  thing 
Is  because  this  song  to  int  she  did  slug. 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  if  you  cull  it  gone,  darling; 
Good-hye,  my  honey,  If  you  call  it  L'one,  darling; 
Good-bye,  my  honey,  if  yoa  call  it  4;<>ne, 
Toii've  t>eeii  a  good  wagon,  but  yon  done  broke  down,  bye-bye.— [2>and».] 

The  Judge  asked  me  what  had  I  done,  baby; 

6»fd  otanding  In  a  crap  eame,  getting  my  gun,  hot  Stuff. 

The  jn<lge  and  jury  smd  to  me, 

"  Ton  have  killed  three  niggers  in  tlie  first  degree— no  ball.— CAo.  A  Dane$. 


The  Dance  We  Sat  Out  on  the  Stair. 


Copyright.  ISM,  i>y  H.  C.  Wade. 
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Words  by  Ethel  Mande  Colson.   Mush:  by  Harry  CasUeton  Wade. 

Back  In  my  easy  chair  I  lean, 

Mv  feet  on  the  fender  brigiit. 
And  dreamily  giize  at  the  Are  between 

The  clouds  of  clear  Smoke  so  white, 
Which  circle  and  float  to  a  miizy  frame. 

For  the  face  of  the  girl  so  fair. 
Who  thrlli'd  to  my  whispers— ah!  what  was  her  namet 

That  dance  we  eat  out  on  tbe  stair. 

RZFBAIM. 

Por  the  strains  of  the  waltz  tlirob'd  and  faltered. 

And  slie  Bway'd  to  love's  old  clnrlBhed  tune; 
Ah!  conid  hut  love's  passion  be  altered 

From  the  dusk  to  the  glory  of  noon. 
With  a  splendor,  the  dull  years  hnve  lianished 

The  youth's  springtime  of  glory  so  rare; 
'Twne  Joy  of  the  love-time  now  vanished, 

That  dance  we  eat  ont  on  tbe  stair.  " 

-   -'"-  "^  •    ■         .    - 

In  at  the  window  cold  and  clear. 

The  moon  shone  as  brieht  as  day. 
And  many  a  secret  it  told,  I  fear. 

As  its  beems  on  her  fair  face  lay: 
The  wide  hall  wm<  filled  with  mystic  light. 

The  flowers  perfumed  the  air; 
I  wonder  if  she  cnn  remt-mher  thiit  night.  .'■.-.'■ 

That  dance  we  sat  out  on  the  stair.— V7</Vain. 


A  Girl  You  Don't  Meet  Every  Day. 
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Words  by  Harry  Boden.    Music  by  Tom  Richards. 

It's  a  WAT  of  the  men  that  whenever  they  meet 

To  Invite  one  another  lo  sup, 
Yon'll  hear  them  exclaim  as  they're  shaking  their  handa, 

"Come  along  now  and  Just  liquor  np." 
I  don't  wish  to  ceem  out  of  place  lu  the  least. 

But  act  In  a  right.  j>rop<'r  way. 
And  as  I  feel  sure  that  we're  all  of  us  friends. 

You'll  pardon  me  now  if  I  say: 

CaoBUs. 

One  llltle  drain  in  frten<lshlp. 

One  of  the  spurkiiiit;  wine. 
One  to  bring  to  memory 

The  days  of  auld  lang  syne: 
We'll  do  the  same  as  the  rest  do. 

While  we've  the  money  to  pay. 
So  have  one  with  me,  I'm  the  sort,  don't  yon  see. 

Of  girl  you  don't  meet  ev'ry  day. 

I  like  to  see  each  face  witli  smiles  )>eamlng  bright. 

And  ttitichter  riulit  merrily  ring: 
Tlie  present  should  lie  hH|ipy  made  by  ns  all. 

What  odds  what  the  future  may  liriiit:. 
And  wht-n  we  are  nK-eiiiiK  with  friends,  that's  the  time 

To  drive  thonghie  of  sorrow  away. 
So  while  I've  the  chance  this  assertion  to  prove. 

Allow  me  Just  once  mure  to  say: — t'/ioi-us. 

I'm  always  the  same,  be  the  time  when  it  may, 

Contented,  lit'ht-henried  and  free. 
Making  new  friends,  but  nev/ur  forgetting  tbe  old. 

In  matters  wherever  I  may  he, 
8o  once  more  I'll  hid  you  \our  cinsses  recharge. 

For  time,  as  you  kno.v,  '»  <>n  tin:  wing. 
And  Just  to  prove  that  you  a^ieu  \\|ih  my  worda, 

As  a  favor  to  me,  kindly  mm'.—  C/iorut. 


MR.    JOHNSON. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Den  R.  Harney. 


T'other  eb'ning  when  cb'ryting  was  still,  oh.  babe, 

De  moon  was  cllmliin'  down  Itehind  de  bill,  oh,  babe; 

T'oufiht  eb'r»  body  was  a  sound  tisleep. 

But  a  old  man  a  Johnson  was  a  on  his  beat,  oh,  baba. 

J  went  down  into  a  nl^'ger  crap  game. 

Where  de  cooiis  were  a-gambiint!  «  id  a  might  and  main; 

T'oiight  I'd  a  t>e  a  sport  and  l>e  demt  game; 

I  giiinbled  my  money  and  I  uasn't  lo  blame; 

One  nigger's  point  \uib  a  litiie.  a  Joe, 

B<  ttin'  six  lilts  t'a  Qimrter  he  could  niiike  de  four; 

He  made  dat  point,  lint  he  made  no  more, 

Jnst  den  Johnson  Juuip'd  tiir<iiigh  de  door. 

Chords. 
Oh,  Mr.  Johnson,  turn  me  loose. 
Got  no  money  hut  a  cood  excuse; 

On,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  he  tiood. 
Oh!  Mr.  Johnson,  mm  me  loose; 
Don'i.  take  me  to  de  caialtooae; 

Oh,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  be  goud. 

Late  de  other  eh'ntng  when  the  snn  wns  down,  oh,  babe; 

I  went  down  on  old  man  Johnson's  chicken  farm,  oh,  baba, 

Cllmbe<I  in  de  chicken  loft  nn  my  knees. 

Was  a  half  way  a  through  w  hen  de  chicken  sneeced,  oh,  babe. 

I'll  tell  yon.  If  you  will  only  keep  still, 

'Boat  a  mile  and  a  half  from  Loiiixville; 

I  am  eo  nerhous  dnt  I  can't  keep  still. 

When  I  think  about  U  I  car  feel  a  hit;  chill, 

A  hlg  black  coon  whs  a-lookin'  fer  chickens. 

When  a  tireat  hlg  hull-dog  got  to  raisin'  the  dlckena; 

De  coon  got  higher,  de  chicken  got  nigher, 

Juat  den  Johnson  opened  up  fire. 

Chobus. 
I  got  no  chance  for  to  be  turned  loose, 
GKit  no  chance  for  a  good  excuse; 
Oh,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  be  good: 
And  now  he's  playin'  sehen  eleben, 
'Way  up  yonder  in  de  niguer  heab'n;    • 
. .  Oh,  Mr.  Johnson  made  him  good. 


^  s  » 


—Mrs.  Topflat:  "  Bridget,  where  did  you  get  tbat  dreadful  eye?  " 
Bridget:  "Me  brotlier  gave  it  to  me,  mum;  and  wliat'U  the 
Deigbbors  say?  Me  with  un  eye  like  tbat  and  no  husband," 


^^^ 
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I'll  Not  Go  Ont  with  Riley  Any  More. 

OnpyrUrbt.  MDCOCXf'V,  by  Reiirjr  J.  WebmMi. 

Ill*  Words  Mid  Mu*(«  uf  thia  S>mg,  arranKed  (nr  tbe  piano,  will  b«  Miit  to  any  ad- 

Sr««t,  po*('i>«ld,  nil  rvc^pt  uf  «Oceiit«;  or  thU  aiul  any  two  i>t)i«r  M'>n|fit  f'T  On*  DulUr, 
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SIMM  Moiic.  Oarman  Soiig  Boolu,  LatMr  Writer*,  Dre*ni  Books,  Jok«  Boukf,  Me. 

VVorda  and  Muslo  by  Hanr  S.  UiUer. 

My  old  friend  Johnnie  Riley  snys,  "Come,  Mnc,  Alone  with  me; 
I  meiiii  to  druw  nie  |i<>n>>i<in  and  we'll  tinve  a  real  o^d  »pree; 
Wr'li  both  go  down  to  Miirpliy  V,  then  we'll  atop  In  ou  Magee, 
And  have  n  drink  or  two  ut  ali»««:B  Qrady'a." 
Save  I,  "  Now.  John,  come  home:  leave  the  drink  and  atnff  alone, 

And  you'll  feel  the  better  man  to-morrow  morn." 
*'D«vli-a-foot,"  lie  tny*,  "  I  will,  sure  1  mean  to  Uuve  me  fill," 

So,  like  a  fool,  I  had  to  go  along. 

Chorus. 
But  I'll  not  go  ont  with  Riiry  any  more; 

Every  bone  within  me  l>o(ly  eince  It  sore; 
8ure  he  uot  me  in  a  flgiit,  und  leave  them  lock  me  op  all  night. 

Not  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 

Next  mnmlng  RItey  eald  to  me,  "  Indeed,  I'm  sorry,  Mack." 
Hays  I,  "  1  want  no  •vmpalliy  or  anything  like  that; 
Mow  If  >ou  had  stood  by  me  wlien  you  got  nie  iu  «  scrap, 
1  wonldn't  been  the  right  I  nm  this  morning." 
Says  he,  "Tut,  tut,  don't  fret,  sure  I've  plenty  money  yet; 

Now  cheer  tip,  and  we'll  go  ont  and  take  a  drop"— 
8o,  like  a  fool  again,  sure  I  did  the  very  same, 

And  went  with  Uiley,  wlien  1  awore  I'd  uut 

CHoBua. 
But  ril  not  go  ont  with  Riley  any  more; 

Just  for  fun,  he  poked  u  p'licemun  in  the  Jaw: 
Then  lie  ran  away,  did  he,  and  let  the  copper  collar  me, 

8o  I'll  uoc  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 

Now  Riley,  here  a  week  ago,  went  ont  one  oielit  alone. 

Although  be  called  aroand  fi>r  me,  I'm  clad  I  wasn't  home; 

Me  wife,  she  eaya,  "  It'a  likely  tiiat  you'll  find  hint  at  McQIone's." 

Bays  he,  "  I'll  stop  there.  Misses  McAnuily." 

He'd  gone  u  hlock  or  more,  wlifii  »  daiigling  wire  he  saw. 

And  so  gi'iitly  In  the  breezt-s  did  it  sway, 
And  he  timnglit  the  wire  wns  dead,  but  'twaa  full  of  life  lustea<l, 

That  happened  Jutt  a  week  a^o  to-day. 

CHOnCB. 

Bnt  I'll  not  go  ont  with  Riley  imy  more; 

It  was  yeatt-rday  tlm  last  of  him  I  aaw; 
As  the  fuiietai  wound  away,  enre  then  I  to  meaelf  did  aay. 

Now  1  cuu't  go  ont  with  Riley  any  more. 


^  *  » 


Mary  Rode  the  Bike  and  BulL 

Coprrigtat.  MDOOOXCV,  by  Hanry  J.  Wahman. 

Ths  Werdf  and  Miislo  <>f  this  8'>nr,  arranged  for  the  pi^no.  will  b«  sant  tn  an^  ad- 

^rans,  post-i-ald.  nn  recalpt  of  Moaiita:  or  tlita  and  any  t»'o  ^tlier  H-'iitra  t'-r  One  Dollar, 

bjT  Benrr  J    W»hmi>n.  ISO  A  1S»  Purk  Row.  Nfw  York:  or  KAmK    M..ill»on  st.Chtcairo. 

write  to  altliHr  one  »f  the  alv>ve  addrefwea  for  Free  Ciital>>tru<>  of  Souitk,  8<>nir  Booka^ 

~  llesla,  German  Boug  Booka,  Lettor  Writers,  Dream  Hooka,  Juke  Bouks,  eto. 

Words  by  Cbaa.  A.  Tay  lor.    Musio  by  John  Bardiog. 

There  are  thinga  In  thla  world  a  wnmnn  cau't  do. 

But  there's  noihlnt;  a  wommi  won't  try; 
She  Is  never  coiiinii  with  what  ninn  can  invent. 

And  she'll  l>eat  lihn  in  learniiit>  to  fly; 
Now  the  hicycie  cruza  nas  set  tlieiii  ablaze — 

Sister  Mary 'a  cone  clear  off  her  bu8e; 
She  said  ehe  Could  turn  li,  was  Sure  ahe  could  learn  It, 

And  entered  fiill-fludKi^a  iu  tiie  race. 

Cbobus. 
Slie  said  that  she  could  ride  It,  If  she  conld  only  stride  It, 

So  ahe  started  out  witli  hlo<iinerH  wide  apart. 
M"ther  aald  to  shake  It,  father  said  you'll  break  It; 

We  all  went  out  lo  see  her  get  a  atart: 
She  aikraiig  upon  the  aadille,  and  the  wheel  ahe  tried  to  atraddie, 

'I'he  hoys  cried  ont,  "  Hciw  fnnny  ahe  must  feel  ": 
When  she  began  to  spin  ii,  the  gaiiL'  cried,  "  Now  siie'a  iu  it  "— 

Yuu  bet  your  life  that  Mary  rude  the  wlieel. 

M'lry  can  ride  anything  sbe  can  atrlde; 

Slie  looka  very  well  on  a  wheel. 
But  when  the  thing  wlui;lei>.  it  gives  her  the  giggles. 

And  shakes  her  clear  down  to  the  heel; 
But  stie  kept  It  hiinimint!.  and  we  aaw  her  coming; 

Her  nii.ther  cried.  '•  Pump  on  y..ar  rii;ht  "; 
f  A  Mitle  fly  copper  tried  liard  to  ntop  lier. 

But  Mury  was  eoon  out  of  alght.— 6'/ioru«. 

There'a  a  butcher  next  door,  who  owdb  a  big  bull— 

Ee  saw  Marv  out  on  her  iiike: 
He  l>ef  Pa  a  hnra  she  warn't  worth  a  hang, 

And  Pa  mid,  "Bet  what  yon  like. 
My  daui;hier  Afnry'll  ride  the  hull  lo  tbadAtry; 

I'll  back  her  for  inarhlis  or  wool." 
The  l>et  was  made,  the  plana  were  laid 

For  Hary  to  ride  ttie  hull. 

Ciiofiira. 
She  aald  that  ahe  won  Id  ride  it,  if  ahe  conld  only  atrlde  It; 

She  oi-rant;  upon  hia  liack  like  Mollle  Brown: 
The  hnil  iM-gan  lo  iviick  Iht.  motiier  awore  he'd  chuck  her, 

Bnt  Mary  nkle  him  hU  around  the  town: 
'  The  Ixivs  they  all  went  Crazv,  Hiid  said  ahe  waa  a  daisy, 
And  father  tried  to  tret  the  hiilcher  full; 
Be  sold  he'll  lost  his  monpy.  hut  Mary  wna  a  honey — 
Yuu  bet  your  life  tliat  Mary  rode  tbe  bull. 


■*»■ 


Sa: 


MY    BEAUTIFUL    IRISH    MAID. 

Copyright,  U04,  by  T.  B.  Harnia  A  Oo.     English  eopyrtght  saeorsd. 


H- 


All  riithU  reaerred. 


Ths  Words  and  Moale  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  wtu  be  aant  to  any  aA- 
dre^,  po•^|>ald,  on  raoalpt  or  40  oontat  or  thla  and  any  two  i^her  Sonm  rnr  Oii«  ttollar. 
by  Raiirr  J  Wehman,130  A  ISS  Kark  Row.  Now  York;  or  tS  A  1(7  K  MnrilMn  8t.,Ohto«^oi. 
Writ*  to  elthar  one  of  the  above  artdrcaiea  for  Free  "^taloeue  of  Bonir*.  gong  Booo, 
Sheet  Moaio,  Oarman  Soug  J>ouka,  Latter  Writers,  t>reaDi  Booka,  Joka  Boulu,  ate. 


Words  and  llualc  by  Channoay  Oloott. 

We  etand  together,  you  and  I,  where  we  stood  years  ago, 
Bsneath  the  anme  blue  Iriah  sky.  our  hearta  with  joy  aelow. 
Yon  promlaed,  then,  you  would  l>e  mine,  In  all  your  chnnna  arraysd. 
I'm  here  to  claim  you  for  my  own,  my  pretty  Irish  maid. 

CaoRva.  i 

Oh,  my  loTe,  how  I've  waited  and  longed  for  yon,  dear;  | 

Time  haa  not  changed  you,  your  beauty  will  never  fade; 

I'm  here  to  claim,  love,  your  promise  of  long,  loni;  ago; 
You  are  to  me,  my  own,  my  beautiful  Irieh  maid. 

I  know  tlie  love  yon  gave  me  then  la  Just  as  fond  and  true, 
Those  eyea  of  yoiira  ai>eak  liope  again,  aweet  eyea  of  Iriah  blue. 
I  know  you'll  keep  your  promise,  love,  tho'  siara  above  may  fade; 
Thro'  atorm  and  aiiine  I've  come  to  you,  my  pretty  Iriah  maid.— C/Aortw. 


•  a  » 


THE    GERMAN    FIFTH. 

Copyright,  M7<.  by  Louis  O.  OoDllaud. 

The  Worda  and  Mualo  nf  thla  Sonir,  arranged  for  tbe  piano,  will  b«  ssntto  aaf  aA* 
dre'B,  |KM>t-i>Kl(1.  oil  receipt  of  40  centa;  or  thla  ami  any  two  other  ao|,|rs  ror  One  Dollar, 
by  HtiiirT  J  Wrhmikn.lSOA  IXt  i'lKiit  K'<w.  N«wTork.  or  g5  ft  117  E  MMrll><on8C.,CtalcafO. 
VViite  to  elthar  one  of  the  ab.Te  a<ldrea«ea  for  FVee  C^talngrue  of  Sonera,  Song  BooO, 
Sbael  Uuslo,  German  Soug  Oouks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Boulo.  etc 


Written  and  Sung  by  Qua  Williams. 


Of  yon'lt  look  at  tie  your  oud,  yon  vlll  see  aome  soldiers  gny, 
Vu  iMfloni;  to  de  Oerinan  Fifth,  dut  bromeiiudes  upon  liroadway. 
Ve  march  awliile  in  ainule  file,  dtii  ve  ChnnKe  tu  tvvo-liy-lwo; 
You  bet  ve  make  de  beoble  aiiiile  ven  ve  maicii  dot  aidy  drough. 

Chobub. 
Donl>le  rank— vatch  de  flank— don't  dat  vas  a  splendid  drillf 
Mark  dot  time— ain't  dot  fine?  ven  ve  marcli  ve  don't  stand  adill. 
IIou|>-a-lal  shout  iiurrahl  dot's  de  vay  dot's  sure  lo  kill: 
Right  face  about,  go  inside  und— hurrah  for  de  German  FifthI     i 

Ven  ve  vaa  In  dot  arm v  ve  vaa  fed  on  barrel  atavea:  ! 

U<id  ven  ve  don't  vas  flgli>,  ve  hod  to  vnrk  at  dlKKing  graves;  ' 

Und  ve  Kot  ao  sick  umi  tiiin,  dot  you  could  easily  ace  IIS  drough; 
Und  somediiuL-a  dey  kept  ua  inarclilng  dill  your  feet  voa  biack  und  blue.— CA».  ' 

Dnt  now  ve  are  home-guard  brtvntes,  ve  got  blenty  crtib  to  eati  | 

l)iiichtnen  all  are  Jeahiua  of  na.  ven  ve  inurch  along  de  a<lreed. 
Arms  quick  prevent  und  eiliowa  lient,  eyea  to  riglit  und  lieads  n|>  atralght, 
Mit  left  uiid  riglit  uud  moud  almt  Utfht— a  mile  a  day  dot  vua  our  gait.'^C'Atf. 


SOMETHING  SHE  SAID  TO  JOHN 

Copyright.  UW,  by  Spauldhig  &  Gray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


All  rigbta  leeerved. 


The  Worda  and  Mualo  of  tbla  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  mi- 
dra>e,  poBt-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  40  cent*:  or  thia  aiul  any  two  other  Soniri  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.130*  132  fark  Row.  Ni-w  York;  or  S5  A  R7  E.  »ii<rtli>on  Bt.Chlcafo. 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  nb-re  addreaaen  for  Fioe  Cntaloani*  of  Songr*.  Song  BooKS, 
Sheet  Muslo,  German  Soug  Books,  Letter  Wiltera,  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Boulo,  atei 


Worda  and  Muslo  by  Charles  Graham. 


Eliza  and  John  were  awe«-tliearta. 

He  told  her  to  name  the  day 
When  liiey  simnld  l>e  wed.  hut  all  Bhe  aald  was, 

"John,  that's  for  yon  to  say." 
Together,  one  nluht.  'iieath  the  aiarry  light, 

Willie  the  man  In  the  moon  looked  on. 
They  aeemed  to  be  uwfnliy  Imppy 

Over  something  ahe  aald  to  Juha. 

Chorus. 

Something  ahe  said  to  John, 

Something  ahe  aald  to  John; 
He  kissed  her  there,  for  he  did  not  care 

If  tlie  man  In  tiie  mo<in  looked  on; 
A  secret  it  aeemed  t<>  be, 

A  secret  Itetwem  tlie  three; 
Said  John  to  SUza,  no  one  will  h«  wiser 

Thro'  what  yon  have  said  to  me. 

Bllzfi  and  John  wfre  married, 

No  preithT  pair  could  lie. 
The  man  in  the  moon  had  seen  them  rpoon, 

A  very  wiae  man  Is  he: 
She'd  aomeihiiie  to  any,  she  told  John  one  day, 

Tho'  sUe  hiiishe<l  like  the  rosy  dawn. 
They  seemed  to  l>e  awrnlly  happy 

Over  aomeihing  alie  aald  taJuhn. —  CAoruf. 


— "  I  don't  Hke  tliat 
excuse  of  a  four-year 


^ 


got  splinters  in  its  feet  I  "  was  tbe 
"for  llirowini:  tliu  kitten  nwaj'.       •, 


'ssm 


^- 


^^^^^i^^^^^^a^^^^i^^^ 
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I    LUBS    YOU,    MY    HONEY. 

OopyHstit,  UK,  by  Frank  Hardinff. 

All  ri^lits  reserrad. 

ne  Wordfl  and  Ifnile  of  tlito  B<mK<  arranged  for  tb«  T>iano,  wlU  b«  Mnt  to  any  ad- 
draps,  poat-i>al(1.  nn  receipt  of  tO  oeiitu:  or  thin  atul  aiiy  two  other  Sniifrs  r^r  One  Dollar, 
br  Henrr  J.  W»>hm"«n,  l»0  *  is*  furk  Rnw.  Nfw  York:  nr  85  &  87  E.  >ln<11>on  Kt, Chicago. 
Write  to  elthvr  one  <>f  the  ab'ire  aildreene  f.ir  Froe  Cntalntrue  of  Sniiire,  Snntc  Bookai 
Bheet  Miuki.  Oarman  Souk  Booka,  Latter  wiitera,  Ureaiii  Book*.  Joka  Books,  eta 


Words  by  Hal  Homlston    Hiudo  by  William  Loralnai 

fial  <vAB  mah  linney  when  we  wiie  little  nl^s; 
We  iiaed  to  cliuae  ull  de  clilckeiiB  an'  i\f  |>it!s; 
When  we  gut  btveer,  I  says,  "8«lly,  I  lube  yon." 
Now  we'B  inHrrled  un'  pot  a  babby,  too; 
We  ii«bl>«r  'toiigiit  <>b  de  liHiipinesa  In  store; 
I  had  iiiab  Sal  an'  I  didn't  car'  fo'  mo'. 
But  In  de  et<'iiin  wlien  dat  snia'  boy  1  duu  MS, 
I  kiiow  'xaotly,  he's  onr  babby. 

CaoBTn. 
I  liihs  yon,  honey,  I  do,  I  do; 
N«bl>er  t'oagbt  I  could  lab  no  one  but  yoa; 
WId  joy  I'se  nearly  wild,  'kaae  I'se  Kot  to  lab  dat  child. 
Be 'a  our  babby  pickauiuny. 

Jes'  how  It  tiappened,  T  am  blind,  deaf  and  dnmb; 
Bleat  if  I  know  wliar  dat  little  coon  come  from; 
I'd  lie'n  a>workln'  'way  down  In  de  cotton  fiel*, 
C»me  to  dinner  an'  heard  dai  babbv  rqneel; 
O^d  Anilt  Mulinda,  alie  aai<l  it  whs  a  boy. 
And  <litl  it  HRa  a  bit;  clioc'late  dmp  o'  loy: 
She  bronclit  de  cliile  out  so  dat  I  coiiltl  plainly  see 
It  looked  like  me,  'twua  our  bubby.—  Chorui. 

I  Inba  mah  honev  from  her  head  to  her  toea, 

Jee'  all  I  t'ink  ob  lit^r  why  nobody  knows, 

She's  be'n  mah  belter  half,  ins'  June  'twua  Jes*  ft  year; 

Now  dis  babby'a  dun  coma  to  iDierft-re, 

But  he's  unioni;  ns  nn'  crept  into  miili  heart; 

Don't  know  what  I'd  d<>  If  we  aliould  have  to  part; 

If  our  Kood  Lord  dun  tJikes  liliii,  dia  nit;  he'll  ale,  too, 

Climb  to  beabeu  wid  oar  babby. — Chorus. 


•  %  m 


HAVE    YOU    A    WHEEL? 

Oopyrlcht,  1896.  by  O.  A.  BoiEmaii. 


The  Words  and  Mnaie  of  this  Souk,  arranired  for  the  piano,  win  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreaa,  poet'|>al'l.  "n  receipt  »r  iO  oent*:  or  t>il«  ami  any  two  other  H'-iiirs  for  One  DolUr. 
by  Henry  J  Wi.hmnn.lSO  A  1.12  I'urU  Rnw.  Nfw  York:  or«8*«7K.  Mixlli-on  Nt.Chlcajrn, 
Write  to  elthwr  one  of  tlie  ah  iTe  a<ldreiwe<i  for  Fi-»a  Cntalna-ue  of  BnnirH.  Snntr  Books, 
Bheet  Miisle,  Oerman  Boiig  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Ureain  Books,  Joke  BouId,  eto. 


Words  and  Uuda  by  O.  A.  Hoffmatk. 


8«reet  Eltty  Dean  ndores  her  wheel, 

Dnily  file  bikiiiK  k<>*!B: 
lu  bloomers  uuy,  she  spina  away. 

The  pride  and  delight  of  dr»puirlng  beaox; 
Vain  Is  the  paHsion,  they  all  declare. 

For  Sltly  falls  to  feel 

Compnesion  for  the  pangs  tliey  beafi    - 

Unleas  they  "  rl<l«  the  wbael." 
Bo  she's  ever  greeting 
Xiove'a  sighs  with  luuirhiiiK  eyes; 
Her  lover's  joys  tir<'  fleeting 

Uuiets  lie  "  rides  the  wheel.** 

Chobus. 
to  the  poor  lover  who's  wheelless. 

Blank  am)  der-pairiiig  may  eiray, 
For  the  twlnklint;  bloomen*  ▼anlsh 

As  Kilty  blithely  spins  Hway, 
'    Kevur  a  lover  sliall  cliiim  her. 

The  heari  of  e»eet  Kitty  to  Steal, 
While  he  niiwi  say  "No" 
When  ahe  Si-eke  to  knour, 

"  Have  yoa  a  wheel?  " 

Sweethearts  a-plenty  come  to  woo. 

But  they  are  iuiiglied  to  ecorn; 
Little  she  cares  how  the  world  fares: 

She  smiles  at  the  lattle  of  envy  born, 
NnuKht  in  her  bosom  of  pain  or  care 

Does  Kitty  need  conceal, 
For  who  need  cme  what  they'va  to  bear 

If  one  can  "  ride  the  wheel."' 
fin  she's  aye  denyini; 
Love's  vows  wlih  iiiHcId  brows; 
Her  lover's  left  a-altihlng 

Uulesa  he  "rides  the  wheel."— CAorttt. 


SHE'D    DIE    IF    SHE    KNEW. 

Oopyrlcht.  IM.  by  Frank  Harding.    All  rights  reserved. 

nis  Words  and  Mnski  of  this  8<>ng,  arranged  for  the  piano,  wiu  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreas,  poet-i-ald,  on  reoelpt  of  Moents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  S^nm  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  190  A  ISS  Park  Row.  Nrw  York:  nr  16  A  87  E  MndtoOn  Rfc.Ohlearn. 
Write  to  eltlinr  one  of  the  ab  ive  aHdrMMen  for  Frre  Cntalotrue  of  Bonr*.  Sons  Booka^ 
Sheet  Masks,  Oerman  Boug  Books,  Letter  Wtiters,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouka,  eta 


Words  and  Husio  by  John  F.  Palmer. 


In  a  prison  stands  the  chnplnin  cloce  beeiile  a  convict's  door, 

Breathini;  forth  his  words  of  comfort  to  a  wretch  niion  tiie  floor. 

Who,  with  t«ar-stain'd  face  tnrned  upward,  listens  till  the  good  man's  throngb. 

Then  sinks  downward,  as  he  matters,  ''  It  woald  kill  her  if  she  knew. 

No,  good  sir,"  he  tells  the  chaidaln,  "  There  is  no  one  I  would  sea; 

While  the  world  will  call  me  guilty,  let  her  thiuk  that  I  am  free. 

RSTRADT. 

"  It's  only  my  gray-haired  motlier,  who  had  no  one  bnt  me 
To  ebeer  her  last  few  boars  in  this  world  of  mlaery) 
No  heart  In  this  world  is  BO  faithful. 

No  one  so  loving  and  tme 
As  uiy  dear<-at,  my  best  of  all  mothers: 
Don't  tell  her,  slie'd  die  U  she  kuew.** 

"I  have  stolen— yea,  I  own  It  I "  then  he  murmnred,  with  a  sigh, 

"  Sho  wita  Dtnrvint;,  and  I  love  her — yoa'd  have  done  the  same  as  t: 

For,  when  }oiing,  slie  tolled  and  rtrugeled,  all  to  keep  her  only  son: 

Were  she  hungry— for  a  mother— Just  the  same  yon  would  have  done. 

Take  my  clothes,  I'm  wearing  these  now;  1  won't  need  iheni  when  I'm  throuKh; 

Take  thsm,  sell  them,  raise  some  money,  buy  her  food— I'll  trust  to  yon."— i?^^. 


AND    THEN    HE    WOKE    UP. 
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Words  and  Musto  by  Philander  Jobnsoo. 

In  the  garden  of  Eden,  'nihlst  flowers  and  trees, 

Lay  Adam  in  (■lumber  deep. 
For  he  was  a  bnclielor,  all  at  his  ease, 

In  quiet  and  biiss  complete, 
Bnt  lie  thought  It  a  lonely  and  sorrowfnl  State, 
And  he  eheerfiilly  traded  a  rib  for  n  mate. 
And  lie  dreamt  of  fair  Eve.  and  she  pleased  him  flnt  rate, 

And  then  be  perceived  his  mistake. 


Obords. 

Beantifnl  dreams,  that  oome  and 
*'Oh,  I'm  tlie  new  wonmn,"  said 
Tou  will  now  climb  a  tree 
And  pick  apples  for  me. 
And  tiien  lie  wuke  np. 


'jroakiBw," 


—A  gentleman,  who  bad  no  umbrella  and  who  had  just  come 
Into  town  on  a  local  train,  perceived  before  him  as  lie  stepped  into 
the  street  a  person  whom  lie  took  to  be  an  acquaintance  and  wlio 
had  a  fine  new  umbrella  hoisteiJ  over  his  head.  Running  up  to 
bim,  therefore,  he  clapped  liim  on  the  shoulder,  saying,  as  he  did 
so,  bv  way  of  a  joke:  "I'll  take  that  umlirella.  if  you  please." 
The  individual  tiiiis  addressed  looked  around  and  disclosed  a  per- 
fect stranger,  but  before  the  other  could  apologize  he  said,  liur- 
rie<lly:  "Oh,  it's  yours,  is  it?  Well,  I  didn't  know  thai.  Here, 
you  can  have  it,"  and  broke  away,  leaving  the  utensil  in  the  hands 
of  the  first  party  to  the  conversation. 


*  Baby  cry, 


I  onee  played  the  races,  a  system  I  had. 

I  worked  on  It  night  and  day. 
The  book-mukere  loved  me.  tliongh  I  beaame  sad; 

"  Be's  an  angel ''  I  heard  one  aay. 
Only  once  in  my  life  did  my  lack  smoothly  mnt 
.  Ipicked  ont  a  winner,  two  hnndred  to  one: 
He  came  Diider  the  wire  like  a  shot  from  a  gnn. 

And  then  I  perceived  my  misiake. 

Cbobub. 

Beantlfnl  dreams  that  come  and  go— 

In  my  bmh-tab  I  ordered  cliaiupaKne  to  ilowt 

I  barned  money  for  fan 

Ami  iKiiiglit  bonds  by  the  ton, 
And  then  I  woke  ap. 

In  a  Iclsnrely  way  I  went  walking  one  night, 

Wliere  bicycles  wildly  dash: 
One  starttHl  for  me  and  I  dodged  left  and  right, 

Bui  It  landed  me  with  a  crash. 
T"T  a  fight  with  the  vilniin  I  started  In  qnick, 
Willie  remarks  of  an  iiiditro  nature  fell  thick; 
I  thought  'twas  a  man,  and  I  renlly  felt  alck. 

For  then  I  perceived  my  mistake. 

CaOBDS. 

Beautiful  dreams  that  come  and  go— 

A  voice  said,  "  I  hope  tliat  the  rip  won*t  abow; 

Give  a  poor  uirl  a  chance 

ir  she  ilot^  ride  In  troaaers,   ■■.■''- 
And  then  I  woke  ap. 

A  man  may  be  happv  provided  he  baa 

A  wife  wiio  is  fond  and  true: 
Eacii  iilutit  he  goes  home  to  his  dear  little  laas. 

To  gnze  in  her  eyes  so  blue: 
They  hill  and  they  coo,  Jnst  as  yonne  people  do. 
And  the  things  that  they  say  don't  concern  me  or  yoa; 
His  varrv  is  smalL  but  it's  plenty  for  two. 

And  then  they  perceive  ihrir  mistake. 

Chords. 
Beantlfnl  dreams  that  come  and  go. 
There  Is  no  one  to  blame  when  it  b$,pftO»  SO, 

Bat  I  lie  trouble  beiclns 

When  tlie  doctor  says  twins  * 
And  then  they  wake  up. 


r'^.-sr- 
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WHO    WILL    MARRY    ME  ?    ^         Chimmie  Fadden  of  de  Bow'ry. 
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Words  and  Uuslc  by  Chaa.  Robtusoii. 


Ht  nnma'B  Daniel  Mooney,  don't  tlilnk  that  I  am  looney, 

For  the  wuy  I  talks.  I  kiniw,  ie  foonev: 
The  reason  why  I'm  K'ad,  I've  a  letter  from  ma  dud, 

Who  dit-d  mid  left  ine  all  hU  money. 
And  when  liis  will  was  read  onr,  it  told  me  whnt  to  do; 
If  I  would  have  his  money,  1  wonid  have  to  marry,  too; 
Ho  I  am  looltliiK  for  a  lady  wlio'll  consent  to  muriy  nie, 
And  w«'ll  Mil  for  Ireland  in  the  moruing. 

Chobus. 

Who  Is  tha  lady  now.  where  Is  (he  bnby  now, 
Who  Is  the  lady  that's  going  to  marry  nief 
Come,  come,  iinswer  quick,  I  will  marry  on  the  lick, 
Aud  sail  for  Dublin  iu  the  moruing. 

See  a  lady  sitting  there,  who  I  think  Is  yonog  and  fair. 

If  she'll  only  wed  nie  I'll  bu  hiippy: 
I'll  bay  her  diamond  rint;s.  lots  or  silks  and  other  things. 

Remember  me  heart  goes  wid  me  money; 
And  when  we're  wed  a  year  or  so,  n  cradle  we  will  bny. 
To  rock  the  tootsy-wootsy  In— that  is,  when  he  does  cry. 
And  if  he  grows  to  be  a  man,  Inst  like  his  pupa. 
We'll  have  wine  and  whiskey  Iu  the  morniug. — Chorui. 

Now  don't  Im  ashamed  of  me,  I'm  not  handsome,  you  can  see, 

But  a  iruer  Imshand,  IMI  swear,  you'll  ne'er  get; 
I'll  do  the  bee>t  I  can,  always  lie  a  sober  mnn. 

When  we  get  onr  money  we'll  bny  a  honee  and  land; 
We'll  fnmlsli  np  (he  piirlor  In  the  latest,  giamlest  style. 
And  then  return  to  Ireland  and  stay  there  for  a  while. 
But  when  we  du  return  atruin,  I'll  have  ynii  all  to  know, 
We'll  have  wiue  aud  sponge  calte  iu  the  moruiog.— CA0rt<*. 
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Words  and  Muslo  by  Quasie  L,  Davla. 


Words  and  Music  by  Kate  Vanderpoei. 

I  s'pose  yni<e  nil  have  heard  of  me,  I  tiik  de  loldy'e  side: 
I  lumped  (Iu  dude  wot  winkeil  at  her,  nntll  he  nearly  died; 
Fcr  (iu  wny  in  which  I  trim  him,  I  drew  a  prize,  yen  see, 
Fer  now  1  am  de  futmuu  in  de  loldy'e  family. 

Retbain. 
Chtmmle  Failden,  don't  put  on  stvie,  dat's  wot  ms  Bow'ry  frens  say; 
I'm  out  for  wot's  III  Ir,  jes'  up  to  de  limit,  an'  tings  are  now  comin'  me  way. 
Chimmie  Fndden,  don't  \\nX  on  style,  dufs  wot  me  Bow'ry  frens  say: 


Ye'reglviu'  luu  '  Goff,"  sujes' cliaeeyerself  off,  fer  tings  are  now  comIn*  me  way,  , 

De  mngs  dey  all  keep  strlncln*  me  wen  on  the  box  T  ride; 
O,  huHv  geel  It  is  a  siglit  wid  de  coachman  by  me  side; 
Dh  lohfy  said  dere  wns  an  air  dat  went  'long  wid  de  clothes. 
But  wen  I  has  de  style  on,  it  turns  me  frens  to  toea.—Jl^rain. 

Some  folks  wen  d<>y  gits  'way  np  high,  dey  goes  an'  lose  der  head. 

But  wen  I  comes  to  l>«  dat  guy,  I  hopes  to  drop  down  dead; 

If  I  was  ter  be  de  coachman,  de  hniler,  or  de  chef, 

I'il  tluk  meself  right,  people,  seel  Ciiimmie  Fudden  don't  git  left. 
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SWEET    ANTOINETTR 
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Words  and  Music  by  William  Benson  Oray. 


i 


I've  been  hoodoo'd,  I've  been  hoodoo'd,  hoodoo'd,  hoodoo'd. 
By  a  uigger  voodoo  I've  been  hoodoo'd,  I've  been  hoodoo'd, 
Hoodoo'd  by  a  big  black  coon. 

A  coon  for  me  had  a  great  infatnatlon. 

He  waniL-d  me  to  marry,  but  he  had  no  situation; 

As  soon  as  I  rvfiised,  w  liy  the  coon  he  cot  wild, 

Hnys  he,  "  I  uni  l>ouud  for  to  hoodoo  dts  old  d." 

Went  and  got  a  ral>liit  foot  and  burned  it  with  a  frog. 

Down  in  tlie  liollow  of  an  old  burnt  log. 

Right  on  the  road  wliere  I  had  to  pass  along. 

Ever  since  den  my  head's  l>eeu  wrong, 

BIy  bones  begin  to  ache,  and  my  teeth  begin  to  chatter. 

Went  to  a  doctor  and  he  couldn't  tell  the  matter; 

Says  he,  "  You're  a  gone  coon,  you're  gone  up  tlie  epont." 

He  looked  at  my  head,  and  my  hair  fell  Out; 

Noliody  knowe  how  funny  I  feel, 

Even  the  husk  fell  off  my  heel. 

Retrain. 
I've  been  hoodoo'd,  I've  been  hoodoo'd,  hoodoo'd.  hoodoo'd, 
By  a  nigger  voodoo  I've  been  hoodoo'd,  I've  beeu  hoodoo'd, 
Hoodoo'd  by  a  big  black  coou. 

This  some  black  coon  had  an  awfol  dieposilion. 

He  could  do  more  tricks  tlian  Hermann,  the  magician; 

My  daddy  lie  went  out  for  to  kill  tids  black  nioUe, 

The  coon  only  lauglied,  and  he  thought  it  a  joke; 

Qot  all  of  the  cooin*  afraid  lo  look  him  in  the  eye. 

Got  lots  of  niggers  that  he's  taiiuht  to  fly: 

All  the  police  for  tliis  coon  they  hud  to  search; 

He  rolibed  a  co<m  one  night  at  charch; 

He  Krul)li9d  np  a  chicken  and  it  wouldn't  even  boiler. 

Throw  up  his  guffer  and  'most  anything  would  foller; 

It  is  very  strange,  l>ut  it  ain't  no  lie, 

I  hope  in  my  heart  tliat  this  coon  will  die, 

For  1  can't  sleep,  walit,  talk,  nor  eat, 

Guess  I  am  dead- my  heart  dou't  beat.— .A^rain. 


Within  my  henrt  a  secret  lies, 

A  oecret  that  I  loni;  to  tell. 
While  fondly  gazing  in  the  eyes 

Of  one  wliose  cliarms  around  me  dwell; 
And  tiioiigii  I've  often  tried  to  tell  the  tale, 

Tne  lionr  I've  often  tried  to  set. 
My  heart  and  conraue  hnmhiy  fall 

Tossy,  I  love  thee,  Antoinette. 

RErnAiH. 
Bweet  Antoinette,  the  brightest  star  within  my  heart.  Indeed,  yon  are; 
Hy  only  tliought  since  first  we  met,  1  love  sloue  sweet  Antoinette. 

I  love  yon,  not  becnnse  yon're  fair. 

Nor  for  ^onr  actions  so  demure; 
I  love  yon,  not  your  Jojs  to  share. 

But  for  your  soul  so  good  and  (inre. 
In  vain  I've  tried  to  tell  my  love  to  tliee. 

And  when  the  sun  of  life  Iihh  set, 
Hy  farewell  words  to  earth  will  he: 

I  love  but  thee,  sweet  Antoinette.— /7«^ral», 


*  s  » 


VENUS,    MY    SHINING    LOVE. 
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— Wife,  just  returned  from  a  shopping  tour:  "  Come  and  see 
^bat  I  Lave  got  for  you,  Eugene."  Eugene:  "Ah,  just  like  you, 
darling,  always  thinking  of  me!"  He  advances  as  his  wife  re- 
move's the  wrapping  and  exposes  some  fine  drawings  from  a 
neighbtiring  marble  yard.  Husband  starts  back  and  exclaim.^, 
excitedly:  "  Gracious,  Laura,  wliat  did  you  bring  these  things 
bere  for?  "  Thouglitfiil  wife:  "  Well,  Eugene,  I  lieard  you  com- 
plain of  feeling  unwell  tiiis  morning  and  1  thought  you  would  lilie 
to  look  at  some  tomb-stone  patterns." 


The  Wordn  and  Miisle  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poKt-faid,  on  receipt  of  40  cent*:  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Honirs  f'r  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  \Vehm»ii.l30  ft  133  I'Hrk  Row.  New  York;  or  85  ft  87  K.  Mudlnon  Kt.Chlcatro, 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  nh  ive  artdremies  for  Free  Ciitaloirua  of  Sonv*.  Sons  Books, 
Sheet  Muslo.  t^erinan  Soug  Bouks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  ete. 


Words  and  Music  by  Oeo.  H.  Oohan. 


'Most  cv'ry  one  has  a  sweetheart 

WItli  beautiful  eveA  that  eliine; 
I'm  not  acquainted  with  yonr  love. 

But  you're  well  acquainted  with  mine. 
Excelling  all  other  ladles. 

Fairer  than  any  by  far: 
You  ma<*t  admit  tliat  the  brightest  of  all 

Is  Venns,  iny  shining  star. 

Cborcs. 

Venns,  beautiful  Venue,  how  bright  yon  elilne; 
Kone  shall  e'er  come  between  ns,  sweet  Venns  mine. 
None  as  bright  as  my  darling  so  far  up  above- 
Venue,  my  beautiful  Venus,  my  shining  love. 

Some  sny  true  love  ne'er  runs  smoothly. 

But  with  them  I  disagree; 
Not  a  croHS  word  has  been  uttered 

'Twixt  Venus,  my  loved  one,  and  me. 
Lending  my  star  to  the  altar 

Was  my  most  heaiitlful  dream; 
Wheu  I  compare  her  with  Saturn  or  Mars, 

Like  darltuess  to  her  they  seem.— C'Aorus. 
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Word*  and  Uualo  by  Charlee  Orabam. 
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W«  were  none  of  n«  tliiiiking  of  danger, 

As  the  train  H|>ed  on  in  tlie  uighi, 
'Till  tiie  flaniee  from  a  burning  forest 

Mftile  ilie  puMtinKers  wild  viitli  frluht, 
Tlit-n  a  tiny  iiihIcI  near  a  wiDdow,  witli  a  imll*,  Mid,  , 

"Tliere't  noiliiiiK  to  fear; 
I'm  sure  that  no  harm  will  l>efiill  yon, 

Ify  Dad't  the  eui:iDe«r." 

EZFBAIK. 

"  Daddy*!  on  the  entrine,  don't  be  afraid; 
Du<ldy  knows  what  lie  1b  dolnK."  Bnld  the  little  maid; 
*'  We'll  Boon  be  out  of  clanK<-r,  don't  you  ever  fear; 
Every  one  !•  safe,  becaiiee  my  Dud'i  the  eugluecr." 

With  tlie  KparliB  falling  closely  aUont  na. 

Thro'  the  flumet)  we  sped  on  so  fast. 
Ami  the  brave  Utile  muid'e  father 

Brought  dh  thro'  the  danger  ail  safe  at  laat; 
Anil  the  proad,  eweet  face  of  his  lacisie. 

And  the  words  of  the  calm,  little  dear. 
Will  live  In  my  inem'ry  forever, 

•'  My  Dad'a  the  enBiucer."— .ffd/'mtn. 
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Wonls  and  MukIo  by  Win.  Benson  Oray, 


Tliree  years  aen,  when  Jack  and  Joe  set  sni)  across  the  foam. 
They  vowed  a  fortune  each  would  earn,  before  reiiiiuiiiK  home. 

Id  juet  a  year  Jack  gained  his  wealth,  und  saiiid  for  liome  that  day. 
And  as  tlie  pais  shook  huuds  to  pun,  poor  Joe  could  ouly  say: 

'  Chorci. 

"  Ol^e  my  love  to  Nellie,  Jack.  kiM  her  once  for  me, 

Tlie  fairest  girl  In  all  this  world  I  know  you'll  say  it*  she; 

Treat  lier  kindly.  Jack,  old  pal;  tell  her  I  am  well." 

His  )>arting  words  were,  "  l5on't  furgei  to  give  my  love  to  Nell." 

Two  years  had  passed  when  Joe  at  Inst  gained  wealth  enongli  for  lift. 

Across  the  foam  ha  sailed  for  home,  to  make  sweet  Nell  his  wife; 
But  soon  he  learned  that  Jack  ami  >Tell  one  year  ago  were  wed: 

He  now  regieis,  in  sobs  and  frets,  that  he  Imd  ever  t&\d:—Chorui. 

They  chanced  to  meet  npon  the  street:  said  Joe.  "Yon  selflsh  elf, 
The  next  eirl  that  I  learn  to  love.  I'll  kiss  her  for  nix8<-lf: 

Bat  all  Is  fair  iu  love,  ihey  say,  and  as  yon've  com-  and  wed, 
ril  act  be  angry  with  a  pal,  bu  once  agaiu  ho  said:— 6' Aoru«. 


MAG-giE,    MY    OWN. 
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AH  rlfrhtu  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Mosle  of  this  S«nfr,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  by  Alice.    Moslo  by  Andrew  Maok. 

Mnede,  my  own:  Maggie,  my  dear, 
Bappy  am  I  when  you  are  nigh, 
■  ;■     I  love  yon  more  ai»d  more.  ■  .  ^ 

Dry  that  bright  tear,  be  of  good  cheer: 
■,'-   Wherever  I  wander,  though  yenre  may  roll  on. 
You've  a  place  iu  my  bean,  Magifie  dear. 

Cbobcb. 
Maegle,  my  own :  Maggie,  my  dear, 

Happy  um  I  when  you  are  nigh,  I  love  yon  mote  aud  more; 
Oh  I  flirht  of  my  life,  be  my  little  wife. 

My  own  sweet  Maggie  Astbore. 

Hageie,  my  own;  Maggie,  my  dear. 
By  night  and  day  for  yon  I'll  pray; 
Think  of  me,  love,  alone. 

Though  far  away,  etill  I'll  be  near; 
The  liglit  of  yonr  eyes  my  bright  beacon  win  bo. 

And  gtiide  me  to  yon,  Maggie  dear.— CAoius. 


MAVqURNEEN. 
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Words  by  Bartley  Campbell.    Husks  by  Wm.  J.  Soaulan. 
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THE  CHURCH  ACROSS  THE  WAY. 
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Oh,  sweet  are  the  flowers  that  bloom  In  dear  Kerry, 

And  pare  are  the  waters  that  kiss  her  dear  shore; 
But  eneeter  and  purer,  oh,  yes.  and  more  merry. 

Is  the  girl  of  my  heart,  my  own  Deelleh  Astliore. 
Mavoiirneen,  my  darling,  are  you  thinking  alvout  me. 

As  I  roam  this  world  over,  n  si  ranger  lo  alif 
Whatever  befall  me,  oh,  Deelish,  don't  donht  me, 

And  some  day,  Muvourneeu,  I'll  come  at  tby  cull. 

CHOsrs. 
Mavonmeen,  my  darling,  are  yon  thinking  about  me. 

As  I  roam  thie  world  over,  a  stranger  !<■  allf 
Whatever  befall  me,  oh,  Deelisii.  don't  donUt  me. 

And  some  day,  Muvonrueen,  I'll  come  at  thy  call. 

The  daye  are  so  long,  and  the  nights  have  no  ending. 

Since  I  left  thee  and  Erin,  the  land  of  my  binii. 
Where  the  seas  and  the  skies  they  forever  are  bleudlng. 

And  embracing  the  dearest  green  spot  on  earth. 
If  I  were  to  die  in  the  niidi*t  of  the  ocean. 

And  my  l>ody,  Mnvoumeen,  cast  into  the  sea. 
Where'er  you  mitcht  l>e,  sure  I  have  a  Tiotlon 

'Twoold  float  baclc,  my  darling,  to  Erin  and  thee.— CAortts. 


MOLLY,    O. 


y 
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Words  and  Uusic  by  VViUlam  Benson  Oray. 


One  Easter  Sunday  mnrnlne,  while  the  sun  was  shininc  cl^ar. 
And  good  folks  to  the  old  chiircb  came,  the  parson's  prayers  to  bear; 
They  little  knew,  while  sealed  there,  npon  that  blessed  day, 
A  human  life  waB  ending  in  a  home  juet  o'er  the  way. 
A  man  in  deeitest  poverty,  without  a  single  friend. 
Would  answer  Boon  the  call  of  death;  his  life  was  nearing  end. 
With  no  one  there  to  comfort  liim,  no  tender  words  to  say- 
He  beard  the  inoruing  service  in  the  charch  across  the  way. 

Cbobcs. 
The  minister  was  preaching  his  good  and  sacred  teaching, 

The  congregation  sat  in  ecxtacy: 
Tlie  l>eils  had  just  ceaseii  rluKlug,  the  cboir  was  sweetly  singing 

"Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee." 

The  preacher's  words  touched  ev'ry  heart  within  those  sncred  walls; 

He  told  how  honor  always  thrives  and  how  deceptkin  falls. 

The  outcast  in  that  humble  home,  whose  life  hao  been  a  blank. 

Sighed  softly  at  those  truthful  words  as  nearer  death  he  sank; 

He  knew  not  that  the  preacher  was  his  honored  brother  Ned. 

Whom  he'd  not  seen  for  years,  not  since  to  hide  his  crime  he  fled. 

If  he  conid  live  life  o'er  again,  his  thoiighis  woiiM  never  stray 

From  each  word  taught  that  morning  In  thechurch  across  the  way.— CAortM. 


The  Word*  and  Mnsle  of  this  S  >nir.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  settt  to  any  ad- 
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Written  and  Composed  by  Wm.  J.  Soanlan. 

She's  plain  Molly,  O,  eimple  and  sweet; 
My  heart  Is  gone,  I  lay  me  at  her  foet; 
So  light  her  tread,  so  fond  her  gaze. 
Who  would  not  tove  my  Molly  dear? 
Clouds  are  hut  sunshine,  skies  ever  clear, 
Happy  am  I.  lads,  when  Moily  is  near: 
Heart's  fondest  eclio,  love's  sweet  refrain. 
Still  call  me  back  to  my  Molly  again. 

Chorus. 
She's  plain  Molly,  O,  eimple  and  sweet: 
She's  plain  Molly,  O,  h<-r  heart  Is  lore's  retreat; 
She's  plain  Molly,  O.  lovely,  divine: 
Oh,  would  that  I  could  cull  Molly  mine. 

Brave  soldiers  may  wor,  heroes  may  die, 

Willi  Molly  dear  the  world  I  would  defy; 

Tender  her  heart,  lovlnc  and  true.  -     . 

Flowers  of  the  valley  call  her  queen. 

So  like  ihe  lily,  bo  like  the  rose. 

Her  laugh's  like  the  sunshine  to  nature's  re)K>se; 

Her  eyes  are  jewels,  more  rich  and  hrielit 

Than  those  iu  heaven  that  sparkle  at  uitiM.—  Chortu. 
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BONNIE    LITTLE    ANNIE. 
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By  Cttarlea  Qraham. 


Bom«  fny  «  eirl  that's  pretty  llkea  to  flirt  the  daye  away; 
But  mine  !•  all  tliat'a  sweet  and  neat,  ehe's  not  a  bit  too  gay; 

Cll...*.   I.l.lia...!    It..    ..••*.•«•  j.iiA   *liA   A*l.aw    aljlA   £\9  *Aixn 


Blie's  Idolised  l>y  ev'ry  one  the  other  aide  of  town 
I  for  Aiiule,  and  at  last  stie'e  all  my 


own. 


1  walUtd  years 

RjEFBAIK. 

Tea,  slis's  my  bonnle  lltti*  Ann  e,  ufter  all  she'll  be  my  wlfs; 
Bhe  knows  I  love  tier  all  the  wliile,  for  her  I'd  rIto  my  life. 
After  all  the  days  of  waltinn  thttre's  no  Imppler  man  than  me: 
Lust  ni|!l>t  alie  wlil«|>ercd  "  Tea,"  and  promised  mine  alone  she'll 

Of  cnnrae,  she's  always  fnll  of  fan,  she's  very  teaslnK.  too; 
She  k«|>t  th«  hove  all  eiies>>lnK.  rnre  the  truth  they  never  knew; 
But  now  she's  cliiineed  entirely;  she  hns  grown  deinare  and  shy. 
8bs  gave  her  lovlug  heart  to  me,  aud  that's  the  reason  w\\y.—Ji«fraki. 
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SWEETHEART    LOU. 

Copyright.  tn6,  by  Wavarly  Moalo  Co. 
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Worda  aud  Muaie  by  Richard  R.  Haaeh. 


A  pretty  little  charmer  with  blno  eyes, 

Tlint's  Louise,  my  sweetheart  Lou: 
A  eirl  who  -nnkes  you  think  that  she's  an  angel  In  disgalse, 

Is  wlnaonie  Lou,  the  one  thnt  I  adore; 
Der  amiie  is  like  a  buret  of  eanllgbt 

From  eloomy  skies  above: 
In  all  ihis  world  there'e  not  one  c^rl 

Cau  compare  with  Lou,  the  one  I  love. 

Chorus. 
Sweetheart  Lou,  I  love  you; 

Diiys  come,  days  go,  still  my  love  remains  the  sam«| 
The  aun  shines  brighter,  my  heart  eeems  lighter 

Ever  since  yoa  came. 

Boms  day  we'll  have  a  cozy  little  home, 

Jnat  MS  two,  ray  sweetiieurt  Loa: 
Toii'il  be  the  oiieen,  my  diiriinR.  and  I'll  worship  at  yoar  tbreiM, 

Love  will  reiL'n  aiipreme  forevernioro; 
Yonr  heart  will  never  know  a  sorrow 

While  I  am  by  your  side; 
I'll  alwaya  love  you,  darling  mine. 

Mo  matter  wbate'er  may  betide.— CAort/a. 
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GLORIOUS    BEER. 

Copyrlctat,  IMft,  by  Francis,  Day  ft  HanUr.     EnirUah  eopyrlcht  aeeurad. 
AU  rlgbU  reaerred. 


THE   "MIDWAY   IN  THE    MOON. 

Copyrlfrht,  ItW,  by  Spaoidluc  ft  Gray.     Entared  at  StatloDeia'  Hall,  London. 
AllrlKhisreeerved. 
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Worda  by  Steve  Laattett.    Moele  by  Will  Oi>odH  lu. 

Now  I  won't  sing  of  sherliet  and  water. 

For  sherbtil  with  beer  will  not  rhyme; 
The  worklngiiian  can't  afford  chnmpucDe, 

It's  a  bit  more  than  five  cents  a  time; 
Bo  I'll  sint;  yon  a  souk  of  a  gargle, 

A  uartfle  that  I  love  ao  dear: 
I  allude  to  that  grand  instttation, 

That  beantifaftonic  called  beer,  beer,  beer  I 

Chorus. 
Beer,  beer,  glorious  beerl  Fill  yourselves  right  up  to  berel 

Drink  a  good  deal  of  It,  iimke  a  good  meal  of  it, 
Btick  to  your  old-faaliloned  beer; 

Don't  lie  afraid  of  it,  drink  till  you're  made  of  it— 
Kow,  nil  toeether,  a  cheerl 

Up  with  the  sale  of  It,  down  with  a  pail  of  It, 
Glorious,  glorious  beerl 

It's  the  daddy  nf  all  lubricators. 

The  best  thing  there  la  for  yonr  neck; 
Cnn  l>e  used  as  a  garble  or  lotion 

By  iHjrsons  of  every  sect. 
Now  we  know  who  the  goddess  of  wine  was, 

Dut  was  tiiere  a  goddess  of  beerf 
If  BO,  let  us  drink  to  lier  healtii,  Itoys, 

And  wisli  that  we'd  Just  got  her  here,  here,  herel— (7Aoru«. 

Bo  np,  np  with  brandies  and  sodas. 

But  down,  down,  and  down  with  the  beer; 
It's  good  for  you  when  you  are  hungry; 

Yon  can  eat  it  wittiout  any  fear; 
Bo  sip  up  the  t>eer  while  you're  able. 

Of  four-half  let's  all  have  our  fill; 
And  I  know  you'll  all  join  me  In  wishing 

Good  lack  to  my  dear  Uncle  Bill,  Bill,  B1I11— CAortts. 


Words  and  Musio  i>y  Ouaale  L.  Darla. 


Colored  folks,  have  yon  heard  the  ne»s  that's  been  exciting  every  coon, 
Tnere's  L'oink:  to  be  a  JuidiaH,  and  it's  going  to  gather  'ronud  the  moon; 
There's  Veniia,  there's  Sutiirn,  tiiere's  JupUer  and  Mars, 
Tliere's  a  comet  nnd  nn  eclipse  of  ilie  sun,  the  moon  und  atars; 
Tiiere  s  a  new  sennatloti  now,  one  that's  delighting  every  ooon, 
For  bruiUer  Jusiier,  lie  dvcluree  there's  a  uildwaj  lu  the  moon. 

Chorus. 

The  midway  In  the  moon,  the  mldwav  in  the  moon. 

With  llie  boola,  boola,  lioola,  lioola,  hoola, 

Kvery  coon  will  have  a  chiince  to  do  the  liooehy,  cooehy  danoe. 

When  we  get  up  to  tlie  midway  In  the  moon. 

White  folks  all  mnst  bear  In  mind  that,  when  the  coons  begin  to  danc«. 

There'll  be  no  choice  or  color  line,  for  that  diiy  the  nius  will  have  a  chance; 

Let's  whisper,  let's  whisper,  now,  coons,  don't  you  be  shy; 

Don't  you  imrry,  don't  you  worry,  for  It's  coming  bye  und  bye; 

1'liere's  a  new  sensation  now,  one  tliat's  delighting  every  coon, 

Fur  brother  Jasper,  he  declares  there's  a  midway  lu  the  moon.— CAoriM. 


You're  Welcome  Whenever  You  CalL 


Copyright,  18M.  by  Thoa.  H.  Hurray. 
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Write  to  eltli«r  one  of  tlie  nb -re  addremee  for  Free  Cntalniruti  of  Snnirii.  Sonv  Booka^ 
Sheet  Hoaio.  Oerman  Song  Bouka,  Letter  Wi  Itera,  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Bouka.  eto. 


Worda  and  Mualo  by  Thos.  U.  Hurray. 


An  old  friend  of  mine  by  the  name  of  O'Brien 

Hiis  a  house  full  nf  beunilful  girls: 
There's  Sadie  and  Mute,  sweet  Ireiia  and  Kate, 

Dear  Moliie,  nil  frizzi'S  and  curls; 
I  culled  with  a  friend.  Just  a  few  hoars  to  spend, 

U<>  wu  waltzed  In  the  pnrlor  and  hall; 
When  L'oing  away,  wiiy  the  girls  all  did  say. 

You're  welcome  w  henever  you  call. 

Chorus. 

I  know  whene'er  I  go  to  visit  the  Missis  O'Brien, 
Bacli  one  Just  full  nf  fun,  give  me  a  Jolly,  good  time; 

If  yoa  sTiould  cull  there  too,  see  tliat  O'Biien  gets  a  ball, 
And  the  old  man  will  stty  when  you're  ifuing  away, 

You're  welcome  whenever  yoa  call. 

On  last  Sunday  night  'twas  with  Joy  snd  delight 

That  a  lot  of  boys  met  there  by  cnunce; 
It  tickled  O'Brien,  he  liad  looked  for  some  time 

To  have  a  nice  sociabls  dance: 
We  atooil  at  the  door  in  the  morning  at  four, 

Tiien  O  Brieii  he  invited  us  all 
To  come  soon  again,  so  y<>a  see  it's  qnite  plain, 

Yoa're  welcome  wheuever  you  call,  — CAorus. 


Dennle  Murphy's  Daughter  Kell. 

Copyright,  MDOCCZCV,  by  Henry  J.  Webroaii.    Entered  at  SCationera'  Hall,  London. 

The  Worda  and  Mnale  of  thla  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dre«a,  poet-natd,  on  reo«ipt  of  40  centa;  or  thla  and  any  two  .ther  H'>ii|rs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehm«n,130  A  133  Park  Row,  New  York:  or  83  A  87  K.  Madlaon  Rt,Cblcaigr(i. 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  ab'>Te  addreaaea  for  Free  Cnt&lotrua  of  Sonira,  Son^  Boon^ 

Sheet  Huslo.  Oerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Booka.  Joke  Books,  eSD, 


Words  and  Mualo  by  chaa.  E,  Baer. 

Just  down  the  street  a  block  or  two 

Lives  Mnrphy's  daughter  Nell; 
Her  hair  is  fair,  her  eyes  ure  blue. 

Indeed,  she's  quite  a  belle; 
Bhe  smiles  on  me  whene'er  wc  meet. 

She  has  my  lieart  and  huml  complete. 
And  when  work  Is  done  I  start  and  mo 

My  Nell  to  meet. 

Chorus. 
Dennle  Mnrphy's  daughter  Nell 

Waits  for  me  ufter  lea: 
She  knows  well,  siie  dare  not  tell 

That  elie's  engaged  to  me. 
But  one  of  tlietie  days. 
When  I  get  a  rais(<, 
Tlie  boy  that  rhe  loves  to  well 
Will  marry  Dennle  Murphy's  daughter  Nell. 

The  old  man  snys  his  daughter  Nell 

Can  never  marry  me: 
Bays,  she  must  wed  a  howling  swell, 

Ttiai'sridi  und  upln  "G." 
But  on  his  Nell  I've  got  flrst  call, 

Slie  says  it's  me  or  none  at  all. 
And  Inst  nluht  siie  said  we  will  be  wed 

Some  time  this  fall.— CAoru«. 
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wmnAN'8  STUDENT  COLLECTOR; 

Ori  How  to  Catoh  and  Prtparo  Butterfliot,  Bootlot, 
Moths  and  Other  InsoetSi 
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PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


nPHIS  must  be  classed  among  the 
most  fascinatiog  of  recreations; 
the  excitement  and  exultation  aris- 
ing from  the  capture  of  rare  speci- 
mens is  scarcely  ever  forgotten. 
Over  twenty  thousand  copies  of  this 
book  have  already  been  sold,  and 
we  believe  this  popular  demand  to 
be  a  sufficient  guarantee  of  its  use- 
fulness and  merits.  Fully  Illus- 
trated. Well  printed  and  bound  in 
colojed  cover.  Price,  by  mail,  post- 
paid, Ten  Cents. 


WEHMAN>8  BOOK  ON  SKATINS. 


PRICE, 


lO  CENTS. 

^OTHING  is  easier  to  leam,  if 
set  about  in  the  right  way 
than  skating,  to  boys  endowed 
with  a  fair  share  of  that  happily 
not-at  •  all  -  scarce  commodity  — 
pluck.  No  young  man  or  boy 
should  consider  his  out-door  ac- 
complishments complete  until  he 
hiis  thoroughly  mastered  this  ex- 
ercise, and  with  a  little  persever- 
ance and  attention  to  the  in- 
structions given  in  this  book  this 
can  be  easily  done.  Practical  les- 
sons for  both  plain  and  fancy 
skating  are  given  in  this  work. 
Fully  illustrated.  Well  printed 
and    boimd   in    colored   cover. 


Pric«,  by  mnil,  pogipuid.  Ten  Cents 


WEH^AN>8  BOOK  ON  FOOT-BALL. 

Praetieal  Instructions  on  the  Dutlos  off  tho  Playors. 

PRICE,  10  CENTS. 

'T*HI8  game  Is  as  unquestionably  tlie  chief  winter  sport  as  base- 

*     ball  Is  the  principle  summer  pastime.      From  a  rough-and 

ready  game  of  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago,  It  has  gradually  grown 


into  an  Institution  uf  scientific  points.  In  this  book  will  be  found 
all  tlie  rules  of  the  gnme  as  played  by  prominent  clubs  and  asso- 
ciations. Instructions  for  umpiring,  etc.  Well  printed  and  bound 
In  colored  eov«r.     Price,  by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


Address  all  orders  to 


miat!^  PARLOR  CONJURER. 


PRICE,  10  CEVT8. 


A    CAPITAL   handbook  oon.| 
taining  illustrated  detcrip* 
tions  of  the  manner  of  perform* 
Ing  sleight-of-hand  card  tricks, 
either  by  dextei  Ity  of  manipula- 1 
tion  or  by  calculation  and  ar- 
rangement of  the  cards.    Alto  a ' 
number  of  tricks  with  coins,  and 
special  apparatus  with  full  in* 
Btructions  and  diagrams  for  their 
construction.     Neatly  bound  in 
colored   cover.    Price,  by  mall, 
postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 


^ 


mS-MH  BOXING  WITHOUT  A  MSTER, 

Ox>,  Tlx&  .Ajirt  of  Sdlf-33of)»xi' 
PRICE,  15  CENTS. 


PrlosFKlMB  OmtOm. 


S3*!5«TA|^j^ 


QELF-DEFENCE  always  hai 
been,  and  always  will  be, 
the  first  law  of  nature.  It  is  ee* ' 
sential  to  the  safety  of  man  as  « 
social  being  ;  It  is  quite  as  requi- 
site that  the  individual  should  be  , 
able  to  defend  himself  as  that  «  i 
national  community  should  be  in 
a  proper  state  of  defence.  Pho- 
FE880R  OwKN  SwDT  (master  of 
this  art),  the  author,  explain* 
correct  pugilistic  attitudes, 
feints,  blows  and  guards  as  prao- 
ticed  by  the  most  celebrated  box- 
ers of  tbe  past  and  present,  in  so 
simple  a  manner  that  any  persoa 
can  readily  comprehend  them. 
The    book    contains    numerous 

illustrations,  is  well  printed,  and  bound  In  colored  cover.      Price, 

by  mail,  postpaid,  Fifteen  Cents. 

HENRY  TucKER>8  GLOO  DANCINC  MADE  USY. 


BYOWCN  SWIFT. 

HENRY  4.  WEMHAN. 


NSW  Toa&. 


PRICE,  1  5  CENTS. 


Pite* 


^ogQancing 

Made  Easy. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN. 
Ms^)7  vomae. 


npHE  elements  and  practioe  of 
this  art,  lo  popular  on  the ' 
minstrel  and  vaudeville  stage,  are  i 
simplified  and  fully  explained  in 
this  book,  showing  the  steps  and 
figures,  giving  examples,  expla- 
nations of  the  terms  used,  and 

all  Information  necessary  for  be- 
coming a  thorough  and  graceful 
dancer.  The  book  also  contains  i 
appropriate  music  for  different 
styles  of  dances,  also  song  and 
dance  sketches  with  music. 
Well  printed  and  bound  in  col- 
ored cover,  c  Price,  by  mail, 
postpaid,  Fifteen  Cents. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher, 


ISO  it  132  Park  Row,  NKW  YORK. 
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MAOAULEY'S    .::•:-.; 

*^  DIALOGUES  FOB  LITTLE  FOLKS  >« 

Frio®,    SS  Oezits. 

HERE  vvc  have  a  book  cotitniiilni;  a  very  UrKA  unnibcr  of  IntereitInK  and 
rpiilteil  (1laloKn«K,  purticiilurly  adnpted  for  liiile  )*eople.  on  aubjecis 
and  IdeiiA  flited  to  tlieir  nge,  luiMdlvd  in  iiie  qunlnt  muuuer  of  cliililhond,  and 
developini;  llie  Kerin  of  mimicry  nn>l  Hpproprlutu  action  CO  ort<-n  oliaerved  In 
evi-ii  cliiidrrn  of  lendi-r  ai:e.  In  tliU  book  >viil  b«i  found  a  iiiinilier  of  very 
a'niiglhi;  uliort  dlalot'iH-a  tnr  very  little  Kir'*  "''d  l>oys,  aoine  of  wblcli  bHve  fre- 
qu«>iitiy,  if  u>  t  Inviiriribiy,  provok*'d  ihe  oimoBt  nierrimeut,  and  bave  been  pro- 
huuDCeti  lUe  "lilt"  of  an  eniiru  eveoluu'a  entcriainnienC. 

CoNTKNTB— Our  almanac  (7  Rlrl*)— Tlie 
a'piiiibei  ruiiiiilelny,  wlili  roii-<ic  (27  kIi!i*> 
1  i>o\)— Tlie  an^eia'  ladder  {3  f(\r\f)~M 
our  lioiixe  (Ixiy  and  eiri)— Uaby-luiid  ('2 
girlfi) — B  e,  Cinck  anil  l>ro<>in  (8  ulTlr) — 
A  liivy  of  I'm  (Eye*)  (8  K\T\if)—U\r<\  iu>\e« 
(3  Kir!*)—  Billy  and  me  {9  bovv)— Tlie 
biriTii  (5  bnyn,  8  K<ri() — B<>ya*  and  gii  ■' 
tMlk  ai><>nt  vvoiuau'a  imffriiL-e  (cini>r)  — 
B'>v8'  liv'lits  (4  i><>yf>— Boy  ittik  U  boyp)— 
lirtiiiilv  dropa  (3  bo\a)— riie  bilUal  mihr 
cup  (8  boys,  1  K'r')— Con  and  can't  (2 
boyp)  _  The  ClilckinlKci  (13  Rlrlr)— The 
C'loice  (3  l>oy»,  8  Kirlfi)— Ci>ri8iniua  ^ift:* 
(4  girlr>—C<>!d  witter  (8  k'""!*) — Dure  nnd 
do  (ci/iM>— Tlie  duya  of  the  «e'-k  (cIam)— 
The  dninkiird'a  faie  (4  bove) — Tiie  Ejipiir 
cmae  (17  ulilf)— £'i-'l>t  "Cock  (8  eirU) - 

Ex>'rCI''e  (4  boy*)— Fiiitli,  liope  nnil  Clnir- 
Ity  (SKirio)— Fuxhiunitble  foiiiefl  (K  girlr) 
—  The  fl'jiirt'S  (9  uirif)— Fiower-jfiirdeii 
f  ilrka  (5  k'lrle) — Prn^gle  iind  liid  rriunOe 
(3bo\i)  — A  runny  loi  (7  bov*)— OoIhk  to 
rciiool  (3  ifiria,  2  bo}()— The  uoiden  ruiu 
(3  lioya)— Qoiiiip  (4  Kii'lc) — The  Kniilniiiee 
(9  Kir  a)—^  Eieiii  aecrot  (8  iclrir)— Qieat 
livt-s  (0  boys,  Oglrlf)— A  liHlf-nilimtt-eoiiK 
(8  i;irlK)-Bitmiet  nnd  the  KboBI  (8  bo\H) — 
H'ipp'  little  i:lrl«  (8  glrir^llappiin  bm  Uoi 
in  atiiilon  (8  boy»)>.nippltv-hnp  (g  i)u>i<)— A  lio|M:lfM  CHStr  (Sk'h")— Hxr^y 
alonif  (4  uIi't) — I  ciiu  oml  I  Ouu't  .(3  t>oy>)— Idle  wlshin'.' (8  gtrlr) — luteiiiper- 
ance  (8  L'lrin,  8  i>o}(-)_Tiie  Irivli  a«-rviiut  (8  oovt)— Jiick  Horuer  (4  boyr)— Jiir- 
ley  »iiX-worka  (7  Kii'a,  7  boy")— Joe'a  Imy  (4  i>oye) — Juiit;  ninmlnK  leeeon  (0 
girli')— Kffplim  your  ev»-8  oim-u  (8  boy*)— The  know-notiilne  (4  ho\i)- Leiirn- 
lua  tocoiiDi  (5  uIiIh)— LitileBiiieUeurd  ('toy  imd  Riil)— Litile  Ben  Bute  (Shoyi) 
->Liiile  by  little  (8  bo>i-)— Loile  kiudni-SKea  (cina-)  — The  llitie  iryniiiaaia 
(chiac)— Tua  litile  phiiO«op  ler  (8  girl*)— Liitle  Red  RiUlnti-ilood  (8  Klr>r>>-The 
Utile  wuichinen  (4  ho\») — Lovi;  one  iinoiher  (claio-)— Tlie  Mny  (8  tflrla)— Tli« 
niontim  (18  lioyxl— Tlie  moiiilia  (0  Lir'f)— A  inoruinic  cull  (4  bo \  »)— Mother  la 
■lead  (8  un  l»)— Mnitiplicniion  (cIm8>-)— T'la  new  bonnet  (4  k'tI*-) — 'I'lie  only  true 
life  (8  ulrle)— Ptdinree   (8  nirip)-.Tiie   potiera    (0    hovi-j—Pride  (8  |{lrl»)— Tlie 

■        ■  ■"  ..     .         ^ 


HENRY  J.  WEIinAN. 


qiii-«ii  of  tne  Ui  kney  Uliincla  (S  giri*-)— Qnt-i-r  (8  bov)— Queer  pe<>p;e  (4  ulrls. 
boyn)— Tne  quarrel  annnu;  the  fl^nvira  (4  Kirii')~Tne  ruCe  (4  hoy»)— Riigu'ed 
Dick'e  leesoii  (3  b<ivB)-The  raliroiid  (oubk)— The  reiil  f^eutieinun  (3  hoyr)— 
Riiite  frei-iloin'a  hull  (S  boyp)—Ti<e  rival  orutots  (ji  boy?) — Roee  (f  glrli-) — Tne 
MiBoii!*  (4  Kirixj-Tue  aeiwoii*  (9  mrlH)— The  shark  (8  boy»)-Slioppine  (5 
giria,  1  liot)— Sippity-snp  (4  tiirlr)— Tlie  Bietera  (S  Kirl8)--8iMn<ier  (8  boy*)— The 
Biiow-hriii  (cuie^)— riie  8i;arro\va  (8Ktrl'-)-A  Bumnier  ilny  (6  boyc)— Sunriae  and 
I  Baiii«ft  (3  uii  »■)— Tiieenrprliie  (irirl  uiid  b«>)— Sweetest  ^8  K'rlB)— A  tale  of  ten 
pigs  (5  bo>i)— runtrnniB  (8  ijirii-)— Ten  litile  dolii.B  (5  iilrir)— Try,  keep  tryinu' 
(c  iic»)-TriiB  mmihood  (8  boynl—Ti  ue  ueefiilneaa  (8  boy*)— Tlie  tin  tie  and 
fliiiiiiii:o  (7  giri»)— I'ne  ni.lJCUy  l>.>y  (8  b'or)— Up  and  doing  (4  boy») — Wnke 
(clnuB)— Tne  welcome  (2  uii  !►)— Well  try  (cliw»)— Winit  U  the  inttlf*-r  (4  boye)— 
What  I'd  like  to  be  (8  ulrli.)— Winil  ur.-  we  ^O'd  for  (8  girlj')— Wlmt  to  be  (6 
Kiri^)— What  Bays  tlie  foiintiun  (8girlB)— Whieli  (ulrl  and  boj)— Wliut  we  love 
(4  ulrl-)— Wiiiit  we  i.)v.'  UfBi  (8  novo)- Wlnre  are  you  going  (8  gir  a,  4  l>oy»)— 
Who  (ciaa-)— Will  it  p>iv  (8  hoy*)— Winter  (ci«8»>— Wortb.  not  wealth  (4  bojn) 
— Theyoaiiifiii  bun  I  (5  boye).  Beyond  ail  doubt  tlila  dialouae  book  la  the 
UrKfBt  Hiid  i>e»t  piihhaiied  (or  the  litile  oiiia.  It  contulna  full  direciloDB  for 
tne  teiiciiea,  and   m   ihoroiiirhly  comp  ete  In   every  revpect.     Printed   on   good 

analliy  lieuvy  pnper,  from  char,  reu-liihle  ivpt',  and  hound  In  neat  and  attrac- 
ve,  beary,  colored,  puper  Cover.   aoojMsea.    Will  lie  aeiit  to  any^addraaa,  by 

mail,  poatpald,  npoa  r^o-lp'  of  price.  Twenty-five  Cents. 


iSSSm  EXPOSE  OF  FREEMASONRY. 
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IPvioe,  &0  Oenta. 

r'ONTA  ININO  tlie  deurees  of  tbc  Order  con- 
^^  ferred  hy  a  Maet'-r'a  lodge,  aa  written 
l>y  Ciip'nin  William  Morgan.  All  the  de- 
ureea  Conferrpil  In  the  Ro)al  Arcli  Cliapter 
and  Oraiiii  Encumpinent  of  Kniitbta  Teni- 
plar,  Kiiiithia  of  the  R-d  Croea,  of  the  CbriB- 
liali  Murk,  and  of  tlie  Holy  Oepulchre;  alaoof 
the  eleven  Ini'ffulile  degreea  Conferred  In  the 
Lodue  of  Perfection,  and  the  fiiU  tilKlnr 
degreea  of  Princt  of  JeruaaUm,  Knighta  of 
E  >Bt  and  West,  Venerable  Gruud  Mufier  of 
8t  niboiic  L'>dt;e.  Kiiitflita  and  Adepiaof  the 
Kigi*  or  8iin,  Priuce  of  the  Roynl  guciet 
S  'verclgii  Inapector  Qeneml.  Revlaed  and 
Corrected  to  correvpond  with  the  mokt  ai>- 
iiroved  forms  and  Cerainoniea  of  the  varloua 
IixlKia  of  Frecniaanns  throuchoiit  the  United 
Siatt^a.  By.  Oborgb  K.  CiiAvra,  formerly 
Thiice  PnlKBui't  Oiaml  Ma«ter  of  Munlion 
Council,  New  York.  Printed  on  good,  eiib- 
BtHiitinl  book  P'i|)«r,  from  clenr,  readable 
type,  and  lioiiDd  iu  attmctive.Ilieuvy.  colored 
coviT.      Will    be  Bent  to  nny   addresa,  pop|. 

PHid.  npon  receipt  of  Twenty -five 
Cents. 


Clean  and  unused  one  or  two-cent  postage  stamps  taken 
same  as  cash  for  all  our  publications.  Parties  ordering  irom 
foreign  countries  should  remit  by  Postoffice  Money  Order. 


wEHMAN's  DIALOeUES  FOR  CHRISTMAS. 
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Dialogqes  m 


m  GbFlstmas. 


Vsm    ^ 


Hsmiv  J  waMMAa, 


HIS   la  onn  of  the  best  books  over  written  by  the  celebrated  anthor,  Vam- 
ORKT  noLMEs.    It  Cuutuius  a  play  and   tliirty-one  dialoirnea,  all  new 

and  original,  expiesaly  for  Cbrl*tmaa  en> 
terialnmeiita  of  ail  charHCtera,  churchee, 
BClicoia.  hull  or  parlor  eniertainmenta, 
eic.  The  chamcti  rs  are  anittibie  to  girls 
and  bojsof  nil  iigt'S.  from  five  lo  seven- 
teen yeiira,  and  ihe  p:ec<s Intensely  inter* 
eftinK  iind  of  u  very  high  order,  judging 
llieiii  from  a  literary  rtundpolnt.  Any 
person  conieiiiplHting  the  production  of  a 
Chrirlmiis  entertnlnnient  will  positively 
find  something  to  their  liking  iu  ibis  fa- 
uiotis  »nd  popular  work. 

CoNTlNTf— The  delayed  letter  {A  PtOff) 
(5  uiHs.  4  boyi<)— Origin  of  Chrlstinns 
K'ifiB  (3  girls)— All  acrostic  ami  song 
(9  children)— Why  we  cehbrate  (8  boys>— 
Christmas  wislies  (4  Childrei)— Wliat  to 
give  (8  Ldris)— The  old  folks  at  home  (4 
girls)— riie  lust  leBsoii  (4  vlrls)-«!)oni«r 
tlihiK  new  (8  hoys,  8  gIrlrV— Wlmt  would 
He  say  (8  children)  —  Three  kings  of 
Cologne  (8  bnja,  3  glrls>— The  little  one*' 
gifts  (4  little  children) —  A  world  of 
trouble  (4  itirls)— The  Chrlsimaa  box  (It 

firls)— D'CoriitinL'   the  Chrisiiinis  tree,  (f  ( 
•<>y»,  8  nirls)— Useful   pree<nis  (4  Utile 
children)— Mistletoe  (8  K\r\f) — Christmas  ' 
callera  (4  children)— Ciiristmas  ciisionis(4 
girls)— Christiniis  piiperstitlona  (8  boyri— 
Peace  aid   K»od-wlil   (3  giri»)-Qifis  for 
tliejiets  (4  cliildren)— The  wide,  wide  world  (3  »:lr.s)— Acrostic  (18  ciilidren)— 
A   IocUh.ui  (3  boyr)— Something  to   lenienilxr   (4  ciiildren)— Muke-iielleve  (8  | 
girls)— The  lieli  (hoy  nnii  iclr  ) — Acrostic  and  song  (13  children)— The  golden 
at;u    (8  b<>>B.  8  k'ir>s)— Tired   oat   (8  t:liis)-Loni;   ui»:hts  (3  bo}s).    Tnls  hook  | 
contains  lusiriictiona  fur  atni«teur<.  how  to  *-m:ike  up,"  bow  to  get  np  coa- 
tunies,  etc.,  ami,  in  fact,  all  necessary  In  formation  for    the  snccessfiil   prodac- 
tion  of  the  pleci-s  therein  contained.     Printed  nn  good,  SiiliSlaiitlal  book  paper, 
from  clear.  readal>le  type,  and  bound  In  attractive,  heavy.  Colored  cover      ia8 
Mffea.      Will  lie  sent  to  any  address,  by  miuII,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  TWBN*  ' 
TV»FIVB  CBNT3.  

DillL'  READY  RECKONER. 

Frio©,    S5  Oenta. 

IT  lias  hteii  the  aim  of  tha  aothor  of 
I  Ills   work,  1.  D.  J.  SwitT.  to  pre-  i 
sent  Ihe  greatest  amount   of   nsefal   In*  ^ 
fornialion  in    the   least  possible  space.  ' 
Much  research  haa   l>«eu   inude  to  cm>  i 
body  tlie  most  nsefni  to  the  merchant, 
the  farmer,  the  mechanic,  and,  in  aliort, 
to  all  cinsa<-s,  and  the  chief  aim  is  tt^»0'  \ 
I'lU  eorrretntm.      One  of  tlie  main  feat*  , 
ares  In  this  book  coiibIsIB  in  the  ezpla- 
nutiotis  of  each  talile — nothing  will  be  j 
found   obscure.       A    brief   summary  of  , 
the  conients  is  u8  follows:  The  value  of  ' 
articles   by  the    pound,  onnca,    iMrrel, 
yard,  etc  ,  from  one  to  one  tlionaand, 
at    from   one-sixteenth    of    a  cent  to  ' 
onedolliir.     Also  methods   of  mcasnr- | 
lug   timber,    pianks,     scantlings    and 
hoards  thoroughly   explained,  with   ex- 
tended tables  of   the  same:    measnre*  ( 
meut  of  saw   logs,  with   full  explai>a«  | 
tlons;  measurement  of   wells  and  cii 
terns,  with  full  iusirnctions  for  slse  of 
nny  nqnired  capacity:    boord  by  tii*  , 
day,  week    nnd    month;   waces   by   the 
day  and  lioiir,  from  a  quarter  of  an  I 
lioiir  to  one  month,  from  fifty  cents  to  < 
four  dollars  per  day;  nieaaarement  of' 
caliea,  cylinders  and  boxes.wltli  slninla  ' 
and  perfect  explanations:  tiie  French   systems  of  wiif^hts   and  mensiires,  la- 
tertst  tables,  etc.     Well  printed,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  hOQUd  iu  hand- 
some C'loreil  cover      Wiii   b«  a«ut  to  any  addreaa,  poatpald,  apou  racelpl  of 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 

wtHMUN-s  ART  OF  SWIMMINO. 

Prloe,    as   0*xit«. 

A   PLAIN  and  practical  treatise  (lllns-  i 
*■    fniti'd)  npon  thia  most  nsefui  and 
invlsoratinii  pastime,  teaching  how   to  I 
swim   backwards,    forwards    and   side- 
ways, on  or  under  the  water,  And   to 
dive,  Lap  and    float   In    ev»Ty  possible 
manner.      To   which   to  appended  the 
most  approved  and  certain   method   of  ! 
saving  life  from  drowning,  and  resiisci- ' 
t'ltlni;     the    appirently     lifeless.       By 
CnARLsa    WiiaiiTifAN,   the  Man-flsh. 
This  hook  contains  the  most  complete 
directions  of  any    of  its   kind,  and    are 
BO  simplifled   as   to    como    within   tiie 
rauKeof  tiiu  most  youthful   mind,  aud 
Is  indispenSMble    to    everyone.      It    la  | 
printed   on    flxe   quality    Iniok    Dtiper, 
from  clear,  readable  t\pe,  and   bound 
III   attractive,  lieavy,  aolistantial  crver. 
It  will  be  sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  to  any 
addr-ss.  upon  receipt   of   price  TweO"' 
ty-flveCenta.     Avail  yourself  of   tnisl 
great    opportunity  aud  accnre  on*  at  i 

once. 


( 


Addreaa  all 
ordera  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  108  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
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'eUS"  WILLMIS'  WORLD  OF  HUIOR. 

Px4oe,   S5  Oexita. 

'1^18  ta  a  glKantIo  collection  of  the  newest  and  beat    TititBorona  atorfc* 
*     qoeer  anewlotea,   funny  aayluga  and  Jolly  Jokea.     Tliey  never  fail  to 

produce  roars  af  lauKhter  when  ren* 
dered  by  the  papular  comediun  and 
nutlior,  "Qu8^'  Willl'ima.  Amonf; 
the  conlentM  will  be  fonnd— A  rural 
nlll0auct^— Mine  vatnily  —  Cattlni;  it 
thick— Tlie  home  of  the  Keilys— Let- 
tL-rs  for  a  model  wife — A  lively  visitor 
— A  Bl<-eplnt;-cur  coniedy^Tlie  dame 
old  story — The  lliiu  man  fr<'m  Day- 
ton —  A  hotel  boom  —  Reform  In 
windows — M'irk  Twuin  on  hables — 
Bo\b'  riplitu  (iiy  a  boy>— A  po#in  with 
H  point— Don't — A  »ecoiid-liiind  eait— 
Where  he'd  been — Did  be  cet  n  raise 
—Leach  and  family  go  skating — Mr. 
Benzie's  Mary  Ann— Home  uitruci Ions 
—Wliat  a  sardine  i?- His  wisii— Rules 
of  coiidnct — Making  calls— A  sweet 
boon  of  a  brother — A  tiusy  bee— Dy- 
Inij  Tords  of  Isaac — ^Terrible  encoun- 
ter with  a  poat — The  man  who  saw  a 
mule  die— Cleuninc  a  chimney— Bit- 
linns'  advice  to  Joe — Our  Jake — A 
ptory  best  understood  hy  Masons^ 
Rel)ellion  aeaiiist  assessment  for  tlie 
lieathen— Amatenr  actors — A  »inKular 
serenade— An  election — He  diilu'tKet 
tlie  rint; — What  a  shame — Couldn't 
find  the  electric  Meht — Seven  stages  of 
drDiikeniiess  —  A  joung  man's  first 
sltive  pipe — No  checkee,  no  payee — 
is  full  of  'em — Tlie  mnle— Vy  I  never 
ntarrled— Teniperancti  ■i>eecii  (Iniriefqiie  on  Jolm  B.  6o!ii»li,  the  faiuoiis  teni- 
j  franca  lecturer)— He  failed — Becky  Miller — Edison  outdone- Mrs.  DoniieKati's 
C«i~«nd  hundreds  of  others  eqaallv  ainiisiiiK  and  huraoroDH.  W lien  we  say 
that  this  is  the  bei<t  Collection  of  its  kind  ti>at  has  ever  been  offered  to  the  pub- 
lie,  wc  are  not  asfertluK  only  our  own  opinion,  but  we  are  givinir  the  Jiidi;- 
mant  of  the  most  ramous  and  popolar  readers  and  elocutionisis  now  upon  tlie 
■tage  or  platforii).  Tnis  b«ok  Is  printe<l  on  good  quality  of  paper,  from  clear, 
readabia  tvne.  and  diirHiilv  hoai'd  In  hanrlRoiiie  paper  coTcr.  Price,  by  mail, 
poatpaid,  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 


PRESCOTT'S  PLAIN  DIALOGUES. 


— Th«  aolltary  moiiqnitn — The  woods 


jPrdoe,  S5  Oexxta. 


l- 


THI8  collection  of  dlalojpies  Is  what  It  really  purports  to  be,  viz.— "Plain," 
That  is,  they  treat  upon  siihjects  of  almost  hourly  occurrence.  They 
treat  of  the  hopes,  fears,  am noenieuts  and  sorrows  of  the  day  in  oar  own 
Country.  The  Unguagie  is  such  as  we  hear  every  moment  of  onr  lives  around 
about  OS,  in  the  store,  tiie  kitchen,  the  play-room,  tlie  parlor,  the  street,  and. 

In  fact,  every  piiice  imaginable.  In 
short,  they  are  diaiocnes  of  every, 
day  life.  Young  people  will  learn 
to  express  tliemeelves  with  readi- 
ness, smurtnefis,  and  propriety,  hy 
speaking  them  properly.  'I'hey  are 
appropriate  for  use  in  eciiools,  lyce- 
niii«,  or  in  home  pnrties.  Siicli 
pieCi  B  as  these  are  enjoyed  every- 
where. Contents — The  Acquieg- 
cing  wife  (male  and  female)— An 
awful  mvstM-y  (2  maleii,  2  females) 
—Aunt  Eunice's  experiments  (5  fe- 
mnleia) — Tlie  l>ovwlio  wiiis(0  miilee) 
—Be  courieoiis  (3  nialee) — 'I'lie  Cali- 
fornia uncle  (3  males,  8  femirivh) — 
Children  of  a  hundred  years  upo  (10 
females) — The  forlime-teller  (8  f<- 
mnles,  1  nialeV— The  i;ood  they   did 

!6  feiiialee) — Hunent  and  honoraiile 
8  femalei«,  1  mule) — Tlie  Investi- 
gating  commiiioe  (9  females) -In 
want  of  a  servant  (3  males,  3  fe- 
males)— Tlie  Imps  of  the  trunk 
room  ,(5  niahs)— 1'lie  lopt  child  (4 
niules,  Ifeniali) — Hit's  Higgiuson'p 
will  (5  female*,  8  males)— Marrjing  for  money  (2  males  and  female) — Mysteri- 
oni '  Q.  O."  (2  females  and  male)— Modem  e<iucatioii  (3  males  and  female)— 
Oil  on  the  brain  (5  males,  8  feiiiuief) — Tlie  old  apple  woman  (2  males  and  fe- 
male)— The  porcupine  temper  (male  and  feiiiHle>---Reroeml>er  Benson  (3  males) 
—A  rose  and  a  thorn  (3  females  and  male) — The  silver  dollar  (2  males  and  fe- 
male)—Scandal  on  the  brain  (5  maiec)-Tiie  speculatorp  (10  mulef) — Too  pood 
to  attend  common  school  (3  mulen)-— True  manliness  (7  maicp) — The  tobncco 
cledge  (8  mnler) — The  two  friends  (3  males) — Tit  for  tat  (6  niale»)^Uiicle 
Katiian'B  Indian  (4  maier)— The  nse  of  study  (3  females)— Worilt  before  show 
(4  males)^We'll  liave  to  mortgage  the  fnrm  (2  females  and  male).  Some  of 
ttiese  dialOi;oes  introduce  various  dialect  ciiaracters  and  combine  saliitory  lee- 
•onB  witli  a  great  deal  of  amusement;  others  are  dramatic  in  ctyle.  There 
will  be  found  in  this  book  a  character  for  everyone.  Printed  on  flue  qnality  of 
paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  in  substantial  colored  ]»iprr  cover. 
S00pnge«.  Will  he  sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  npou  receipt  of  price,  TWEN- 
TY-FIVE CENTS. 


Clean  and  unused  one  or  two-cent  postage 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  publica- 
tions. Parties  ordering  from  foreign  countries 
should  remit  by  Post-Off  ice  Money  Order. 


Prloe  86  Oexits. 


WITCH  DOCTOR'S  DREAl  ROOK. 

Prioo,   S£5  Oexita. 

THE  dictionary  deftnes  dreams  a* 
"the  state  at  acta  of  the  sodI  dor* 
ing  sleep,"  and  the  soul  ts,  nkewlse  br 
defliiition,  "the  Immortal  part  of  man," 
and  consequently  4hat  which  la  higlieat 
In  nature.  U  toiiows  then  that  in 
dreams  we  are  most  auscentible  to  an* 
pernaiiiral  Influences.  If  we  consult 
iiistory  It  is  only  to  find  that  important 
events  liave  aunoet  always  b(«n  ra> 
veaied  to  trreat  men  lu  dreams.  Tliere 
is  much  Curious  Intormation  concern- 
ing whal  may  napi>en  contained  in  thiB 
book.  It  coiitalus  the  wisdom  of  the 
greatest  French  astrologers— Tlie  wheel 
of  foriaue— Fortune-t  lling— Lncky  day* 
— Ocins  and  their  Bltmlficanc»— Lucky 
uumt>ers,  etc.  It  teachea— How  to  sne* 
ceed  in  any  nnaertaklne — To  tell  a  per- 
son's rortune  by  tbeir  finger  nHila--To 
tell  a  person  B  name  and  age— To  tell  If 
a  person  will  marry  soon  —  To  tall 
whether  a  Child  will  be  a  boy  or  a  girl- 
To  tell  whether  a  child  will  live,  ate 
Handsomely  and  profusely  Illustrated 
by  the  ^lebrated  artist.  Sir  John  Oil* 
bert,  famous  all  the  world  over,  and 
3ther8.  It  is  printed  on  a  good  quality 
of  pii|>er,  from  clear,  readable  type, 
and  bound  substantially  in  liandso.Tje,  lieavy,  colored  ^ver.  Will  b«  »ent  i)r 
mxil.  postpnid,  to  any  address,  upon  receipt  of  price,  TWENTY-PIVB 
CENT5.    Send  for  a  copy  at  once.    Ton  will  never  regret  It. 

WEDSTER'S  CHAIRMAN'S  MANUAL 

AND  SPEAKER'S  GUIDE.  ->     | 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAW. 
new  vofUL    •  "•^^  •     ^ 


Pz*loe,    S5  Oonts. 


A  BOOK  that  ahonld  b«  Mad  aad 
thorough  I  v  digested  br  rrary 
good  citizen.  In  tlie  United  ttataa 
everyone  ought  to  be  acquainted  with 
public  biieinesB,  and  unuerstaud  the 
rules  for  coniliicilDg  It  more  or  icaa. 
There  is  no  citiseu  who  may  not  be 
called  upon  to  uka  part  in  matten  re- 
quiring some  knowledge  In  matters 
of  tiiat  kind.  It  la  useful  at  all  timea 
to  l>e  able  to  draw  up  a  resolution,  to 
offers  motion,  to  take  part  in  discua- 
siou,  or  act  as  a  cbulrman  or  secretatY 
of  a  meeting  or  a  committee.  In  this 
book  tliere  will  be  found,  clearly  ana 
plainly  written,  rules,  examples,  etc., 
showing  how  to  preside  over  and  con* 
duct  public  meetings  of  every  kind. 
With  full  explanaiious  of  the  manner 
of  procedure  in  tlie    American    Con> 

f:ress,  the  Brnish  Parliment,  the  Leg- 
•lacure  of  New  York,  the  Orand 
Lodge  of  F.  and  A.  Masons,  etc, 
with  numerous  precedents  from  the 
best  authorities.  Also.  Instruction 
for  the  orgaiiixatlon  of  different  kinds 
of  clulis,  with  forms  of  constltntlon 
and  iiy-iaws,  the  powers  and  duties  of 
ofl!lcere,  eic,  l>eMideB  the  CoiisUiutioii  of  the  United  Sutee,  with  all  Ita  variona 
iimendments  in  full  text.  Header,  If  yon  are  a  citizen  of  this  Grand  Bepablie, 
do  you  not  think  that  this  book  slionld  boon  the  shelves  of  your  library  f  It 
is  printed  on  a  good  quality  of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  durabhr 
bound  in  neat  and  aiiraciive  colored  cover,  and  will  be  sent  bv  mail,  poatpald^ 
to  any  address,  opon  receipt  of  price,  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 


^peakersGoide 


WEHMAN'S  BLACK  JOKES  for  "Blu*  DwHs." 


Price,  26  C«nts. 


•  • 


W^.^ 


It  IB  to  laugh  I  "  Thia  It 
the   criginal  funny  book  that 

? reduces  broad  grins  and  huge  fuSaws. 
t  It  an  everlasting  cornucopia  offun.  It 
contains  the  very  essence  of  ne^ro  min- 
strelsy, consisting  of  plantation  and 
**tiigii  life"  storiea,  hlgbfaliitln  and  bur- 
lesque sermons,  die-away  aongs,  colorad 
philosophy,  opening  Jokes,  Complicated 
"connnderfuniB,"  "nigger"  wlltlclsma, 
and  endless  variety  of  Ethiopian  dia- 
logues  and  sable  wit,   showing    np  the  ( 


peculiarly  laughable  cliaracter  of  '-Sam- 
bo" in  the  strongest  colors.  It  Is  fully 
llluBtmtad  with  a  hundred  of  the  moat 
comical  of  all  comic  designs  ever  en- 
in-aved  on  wood.  If  you  would  Isngb 
nnill  the  tears  stream  down  your  cheeka 
send  for  this  large  boiler  full  of  "hot 
lamales."  Printed  on  a  good  quality  of 
paper,  from  clear,  readable  typa«  and 
bound  In  .llustrated  colored  cover.  Will 
be  sent  bv  mail,  i>ostpaid,  upon  receipt 
of  price,  Tweatyflva  c«ata. 


( 


AMtm*  ail  ordera  to 


HENRY  J.  WENMAN,  Publisher, 


130  &  laa  Parfc  Row.  NBW  YORK 


,^'^' 


'fil     ' 
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IN  J I    llt.llilJ.X^ 


^tittmtamtm 


wEHMAN's  CARD  GAMES,  and  How  to  Play  Thtm. 


PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 

'T'HIS  is  a  new  and  handy  edi- 
'  tion,  including  all  the  prin- 
pie  and  popular  card  games, 
such  as  Napoleon,  card  domi- 
noes, wblst,  short  whist,  dummy 
whist,  crlbbage,  vingt-et-un,  loo, 
flll-fours,  etc.  With  this  valua- 
ble book  and  euide  at  hand  you 
will  be  enabled  to  pass  awny 
mnny  a  long  evening  in  a  pleas- 
ant and  agreeable  manner,  which 
would  otherwise  be  dull  and 
tiresome.  Neatly  bound  in  col- 
ored cover.  Price,  by  mail, 
postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


'SSSm  CHEilGAL  WONDERS 


FOR  Hone 

EXHIBITION. 


PRICE,   lO  CENTS. 


Price,  by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


THIS  book  gives  careful  direc- 
tions for  a  great  variety  of 
instructive  and  interesting  experi- 
ments in  chemistry  for  home  and 
school  eulertainmefats,  with  a  list 
of  the  articles  required  for  the 
purpose  and  directions  for  their 
purchase.  There  is  perhaps,  no 
other  study  so  interesting  and 
productive  of  wonders  as  chemis- 
try. Even  our  oldest  and  most 
experienced  professors  will  dis- 
cover something  new  each  day. 
Some  students  have  made  discov- 
eries, and  by  putting  them  to 
practical  use  have  gained  a  com- 
petency. Neatly  and  substan- 
tially bound  in  colored    cover. 


wEwi.AN-8  ATHLETIC  EXERCISE  "'^S&'^^Smnn. 


PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


b^-^^^ 


.^4Ml 


mi. 


paid,  Ten  Cents. 


CULL  directions  ate  given  in 
■       this  book  for  training,  walk- 1 
ing,    running,     leaping,     using  I 
dumb-bells    (both   English    and  i 
French  style),  the  proper  use  of  i 
Indian  clubs,  etc.    Athletic  exer- 
cises are  something  of  importance 
to  every  boy  or  growing  young 
man.    They  have  been  adopted 
by  all  the  leading  colleges  in  the 
universe  and  prounced  a  health 
productive  factor  by  all  the  lead- 
ing professors.    This  book    will  i 
teacli  the  weak  to  become  strong, 
and  those  who  are  Strong  to  \>e-  \ 
come  stronger  still.     It    Is  well 
printed  and  bound,    and    fully 
illustrated.  Price,  by  mail  post- 


wEHHAN's  BOXINQ  AND  WRESTLINQ. 

PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 

'HIS  Is  a  treatise  on  the  subject  of  the  manly  art  of  self-defense, 
which  every  man  or  boy  should  have  a  knowledge  of.    All 

the  details  are  plainly 
set  forth  in  a  manner 
calculated  to  instruct 
and  enlighten  those 
who  never  before 
wrestled  or  met  in  a 
fistic  encounter.  Many 
amateurs  have  become 
celebrated,  and  noted 
professionals  have 
gained  both  fame  and 
fortune  by  following 
the  rules  and  doctrines 
so  clearly  given  in  this 
book.  Every  detail  is 
given  as  to  the  various 
positions,  likewise  tlio 
modes  of  attack,  de- 
fense, and  Instructions 
on  training.  Thor- 
oughly illustrated,  well 
printed  and  bound.     Price,  by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 

Clean  and  unused  one    or  two-cent  postage 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  publica- 
itions.     Parties  ordering  from  foreign  countries 
Should  remit  by  Post-Office  Money  Order. 


w^Hii«i.-8  FIELD  SPORTS  FOR  ROYS. 

PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


EXERCISE  of  every  kind  Is  I 
intended  to  develop  and  not  I 
fag  the  body,  and  e8p«ciaily  is  I 
this  the  case  when  muscular  rec- 
reation ib  taken  early  in  the  day.  { 
wlien  a  lad  has  to  face  his  school , 
duties,  or  a  young  man  the  wqrk , 
of  business  for  many  hours  af- 
terwards.      This    book    teaches  I 
ene  how  to  exercise  properly.    It. 
contains  rules    and    regulations  1 
for  the  popular  game  of  nare  and  I 
hounds,  prisoner's  base,  hockey, 
leap  frog,  pole  leaping,  trap,  etc. 
Fully  illustrated.     Well   printed 
and    bound    in    colored    cover. 
Price,   by  mail,  postpaid,   Tin 
Cents. 


wEHjMirs  ATHLETIC  6MES  OF  SKILL. 


PRICE,   lO  CENTS. 

N  this  book  will  be  found   full  Instructions  for  the  games  of 
bowling,  raguet  and  lives,  skittles  (both  Dutch  sod  Frenoh), 
the  Scotch  ^ame  of  golf,  etc.     Also  athletic  feats  with  the  sword. 
The  games  in  each  branch  are,  as  far  as  poesible,  progressirely 


I 


-^ 


Address  all 
order*  to 


1\ 


HENRY  J.  WEMUM,  Publisher,  130  t  132  Park  Row,  MEW  YQRI.^ 


1 


arranged  and  thoroughly  illustrated,  so  llmt    proficiency  may  be 
attained,  even  without  the  personal  instruction  and  supervision  of  I 
a  teacher.     Wellprinled  and  bound  in  colored  cover.      Price,  by  ( 
mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 
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AM  BOOK  FOR  28  OENTOf 

•WTOBLULA^T'e   BOOK   OV 


700  SECRETS 


How  to  Get  Rich  when  Your  Pockets  Are  Empty. 

Tboniands  tb«t  should  hava  been  HUlloii«lr*f  baT* 
beard  tlie  Conductor  call  out "  Eternity,"  tlie  laat  Station 
on  the  Road  of  lit*,  with  not  eiioufli  money  in  their 

Eiokete  to  buy  a  25  Ceiife   Burial  Casket.    Whyt  Becaui« 
ey  never  start  ■  iirbt.    You  Imatrine  that  Fortune  ihould 
eometo  you  instead  of  your  trylngrtoKettoit.    Touknow 
people  that  were  poor  a  ehoit  ume  aRo,  but  now  are 
wealthy.    Howdld  they  fret  alon^so  tasil  Itlseasytoget 
Rich,  and  this  book  proves  it.  aiid  tells  you  the  Secret. 
Wahman's  Book  of  700  Secrets,  or  Bow  to 
OetKlcL  Wiien  Your  I*ock«t«  Aie  Enipty,  is ille  Book  that 
DOinteout  700  E>u>y  Paths  to  take,  you  cauoot  RO  astny 
lake  which  oneyou  n-lll 
They  all  oonrenre  in 
oneoond'tlon— ami  that 
to  "  Weal  ill  "    It  Is,  in- 
ideed.  a  B  tusnn  Llglit  to 
Fortune.      Tbeie    are 
many  roads  to  wealth, 
but  not  every  person 
knows  which   road  to 
take  to  tret  there  quick- 
ly.    Well,  the  object  of 
this  book  Is  to  so  plain- 
ly point  tlie  way  that 
Done  mar  have  excuse 
for  not  betteriuff  their 
financial  condition, 
while  those  who  have 
aecnred   a   fair  share 
may  be  enabled  to  still 
further   add  to  their 
■tore.      Any  pei-son,    | 
Toune  or  old,  male  or 
female,  married  or  sin- 
gle, with  Just  a  little 
cluck  Into  them,  wlU 
be  enalileil,  with  any  one  of  the  700  Secrets  in  this  book, 
(o  make  a  start  on  a  sure  rond  to  wealth  and  luxury.    If 
you  desire  to  commence   businees.  select  one  of  these 
recipes— oneyou  think  wouM  be  most  salable  in  your  lo- 
cality—and  manufacture  Ic  in  small  quantities.    As  your 
■alee  increase,  invest  more  capital.    SeP  to  families  and 
•tores. 'As  soon  as  your  means  will  all->w,  auvertise  in 
every  way  possible.    Whatever  you  choose  to  manufac- 
ture, Klve  it  a  new  name— one  that  will  at  once  attract  at- 
tention and  that  you  tliink  willhelpthoeale.  Important — 
•5c.  inve!<ted  In  tlii^  Book  may  turn  all  the  rivulets  lead- 
Dig  to  Weahh  t  .wards   you.    It'a  wortli  remembering. 
a6c.  Invested  U>  bejrin  with  lias  made  rnillioDalres  out  of 
bSKirars,    It's  up  hill  only  part  of  the  way.    Catch  hold! 
»c,  awife  says,  will  never  kill  any  one.  and  that  book 
■be  will  have.    Thi>y  own  a   farm  near  Cleveland  now, 
f&o.  put  In  this  book  started  a  boy  in  business  that  brinn 
Itlm  in  a  profit  of  $20  a  day.     That  boy  will  get  rich.    SSo. 
Is  a  large  amount  of  money  opent  foolishly,  but  when  It 
opens  tLe  road  to  affluence  an  t  we  llli,  then  it  is  money 
wetlinve'ted.  This  book  tvill  put  you  on  your  feet,  though 
you  may  have  been  penniless.    Step  on  board.    Reader 

aoes  this  apply  to  you  ?  vveii,  now,  u  it  possible 

{bat  at  last  I  have  found  what  I've  so  long  soughtl  It  !■ 
Uke drawing  a  prize  in  a  lottery.  Who  knowebut  what 
Ahis  really  is  the  true  sf  epnlng  stone  tomy  future  fortunel 
Shis  is  for  you.  It  will  lead  you  to  something  that  isjustaa 
•ire  to  pave  your  way  to  fortune  as  that  yon  now  exist. 
A  bright  future  Is  yours  if  you  only  stretnb  out  your  hand 
and  grasp  the  Oolden  Key  that  unlocks  the  Vauit that 
Mens  to  vour  astonished  gate  the  hidden  treasuie.  Thto 
Book  contains  •I>out  150  pages.  Pripe  2S  Cents*  ^T 
mail,  post-paid  92  ia  charged  for  Dooks  woMa  oouMlB 
Sot  luuf  the  luf ormatlon.  - 


ygnsBnAina  eomritBna 


DANCINC 


llaster  and  Call  Book. 

gBIOB»fi  CENTS,  by  mafliPOefrpakfc' 

'  'An  tbe  Fteares  of  fbe  German  tmASverf  Vtm  and 
VVMhlonableWaltb  Bound  or  Bquars  vtaaoe  known  la 
S^uope  or  America.  The  antbor  baa  made  tbls  book  ■• 
dmple  and  plain  that  any  child  can,  by  reading  it.  become 
sn  expert  in  donclnff  wltboat  tbe  aul  of  a  teacber.  S9 
other  liook  on  dandnff  will  compare  with  this.  AU  the 
lateat  and  faslilonable  dances  are  minutely  described  b] 
llll»1  P'1i°l1  flg"*^  *■•"■•"  "f ■»,  avjilalnlnff  pnslHnna  In  ) 

dancesL  etc.,  and  this  or 
method  enables  twrsona  to  1 
tbe  waltz  by  practkdnK  It  a  very 
tew  Cimea,and  yoa  will  bare  ne 
dilHcuity  la  •cauiring  It.  Hints 
fortbeotganiDUionand  nianage* 
mentofbails,i)artles,ete.  AdvKe 
in  regard  to  tneselection  of  musts 
for  bolls,  private  paitiee,  etc  Oa 
Calling,  national  auord  Qaa> 
drillo.  {he  Plain  Quadrille,  tbe 
Laucei-s,  the  Saratoga  I/uioer% 
the  Caledonians.  tiM  Surprise 
Quadrille,  the  Prince  Imperial 
QuodriUe,  tbe  Walts  Ooadiillo 
Kos.  1  and  8.  the  Glide  lonoenb 
the  Olldo  Caledon£uis,  the  Put* 
Blan  VnrieUes,  the  London  Polktt 
Qu.-idrille.  Quadrille  FlgnrM^ 
Tlie  BaAet  Figure,  the  Btar  Figure,  the  March  Figure,  the 
9ig  Figure,  tbe  Ulnuct  Figure,  the  Cheat  Figure,  the  Nino* 
I^  Figore.  Contm  Dances— The  Virginia  BeeL  Pop  Ooei 
the  WeaaeL  Bpainish  Dance,  the  Sicilian  Circle.  Qraoa 
llarcb.  Quadrille  or  Square  Dances,  Explanation  of  Qni^ 
drlUe  Stneand  MoremeDts,  DlaBtrations  of  Five  Positions 
tn  Dandbg.  Points  on  Koond  Dances,  the  Polka,  the 
VfattM,ti»  Modem  Floln  Walls.  QlideWalta,  tbePolke 
llasoatka,  tite  Knickerbocker,  the  Newport,  the  Tarsoa* 
Vlenne,  Danish  Dance,  the  Bacooet,  the  Ware,  tbe  Bobs* 
■nian,  or  Heel  and  Toe  Polka,  the  Qalop,  tbe  Bohottiscbeb 
die  Dens  Tenipe,  tbe  Sicilienne.  The  Qerman-CS  FlgnrMb 
'^vlng  tbe  Names  and  Full  Description  of  each,  and  How 
~  Dance  them  Correctly.   It  is  a  book  of  great  vatiMb 

l^JIKIJ^VVloitfJSrTS  ^<^^;^c5'.  " 

I  to  olub  in  with  ye«.at  K  cents  each,  maldns  1 
~"  r  get  yoqJifiBrn  book  tree  ot^llBIB^ 

'^tfinott* 


Book  on  the  Urt  and  Menee  of 


BOXING 


mXTBXRAIED  WITH  UVJUt 

FORTY  ENGRAVlNCS;i 

SBZ0E26  OEfl'rS,  by  mafl,  pOBt-pald» 

lUs  book  fa  dealgned  to  meet  the  wants  of  an  those  who 
!taay  desire  to  learn  bow  to  "take  bis  own  part"  when 
assailed— lie  Iteltlier  for  pleasurable  pastlmeand  a  natural 
Oesire  to  develop  the  muscles,  or  to  obtain  power  to  resent 
Ml  affront  or  liguiy.  A  taU  JUOirtodge  and  experience  ot 

the  rules  laid  down  la 
this  book,  and  a  caro- 
fol  study  of  tbe  plates 
thereto  attached,  will 
enable  one  to  "bold 
plBOwn  "  wheresoever 
Be  may  go  and  with 
whomsoever  he  may 
come  in  contact.  The 
gdctures  show  every 
Boedbie  attitude  for 
slow,  f elnt,8top,dodga 
Cir**  get  away." 

A  voluminous  on& 
Ifaie  ot  tbe  lives  of  • 
largre  number  who 
Iiave  entered  the  gla- 
diatorial arena  to 
'  prove  their  prowes^ 
and  who  hare  left 
their  impress  In  the 
worid*!  history.  Is  also  appended,  as  ezamplee  of  what  has 
tieen  and  mayrsC  be  achieved  by  thorough  training  and 
experience.  Tne  foregoing  embraces  tbe  life  and  battles 
of  some  of  tbe  most  noted  pugilista,  including  the  great 
Corbett^ulUvanflgbt.  Italso  contains  the  "London  Prlzo- 
lUng  Rules  "and^e"  Revised  Queensbeny  Rules."  Price 
9B  Cents  per  copy,  by  mall,  post-paid.  Bpbciai^FIvs 
CoplesforfL  OetfourotyourfHendstoclubinwithyoa 
•t  CS  cents  each,  making  91,tii  all,  and*th«reby  get  jQVt 
snrabooktroeoichaige.  ^ 


mrelimaii's  Boole  of 


IQYJ^L'-TTSRS 


SSXOB  85  m^^^sMd^  xnife-oaliL 

PnnmiBBHiiiBf  Of  iiNWH|>nifoiin<  ralBytliftn  Iotq, 
^niere  Is  no  nobler  possessioa  than  tbe  love  of  another 
ThereisnehigterglftCrom  onehnmanbelnsto  anotbes 
thantoyew  Tbe  etfc  and  the  poesession  are  true  sanctlflers 
otllfe,andBbon]dbew<«nas  predonsjewela,  wltbootaCa 
foctation  and  without  basbfalsefls.  For  this  reason  there 
Is  notliing  to  bo  ashamed  of  in  a  lore  letter,  provided  it  be 
sincere.  A  celebrated  writer  onoe  said  tnu  "to  write  • 
ffood  lore  letter,  yoa  nrast  begin  without  knowing  whad 
yoosie  Betas  tosUfSiMlflBiali  without  knowingrwiiiat  yoa 

have  said."  The  remarie 
is  to  come  extent  ooneelb 
na  tbe  true  secreC  ot  all 
■nooeatfol  letter -writing 
lies  In  the  power  ot  oon< 
voyinff  the  tboagbts,  feel* 
IoSm,  and  desires  ot  tbe 
writer  to  hi^  or  her  cor* 
respoodentL  Sochalettee 
would  nndonbtedly  reflecfl 
the  ■tate  ot  Oie  wiiterv 
hearty  agitated  and  dn* 
ordered  Eytbetnmultnons 
throbs  oTDasston;  but,  as 
the  seal  of  young  persons 
senerally,  m  matters  aC* 
feoOngOiob&at,  ia  ram 
apt  to  outrun  ducretloiu 
fxpTMMl  WeoM  llBCCatBkWMjyte  etvcn  to  abeupd  e  nj 
fooJlRh  protestations,  or  tocxtrayncaiitsml  romantte  *a*i 
istloncc  the  oMectot  attachment.      _  .  . .  #. 


(fhooldl 

KnardtfMohlbe  had  In  the  composition  of  them,  as  well 
e^  aa  other  letterik  toproprio«rofdli^on,o^^ 
^taate  and  pni«y  of  style,  avoldfiig  tl»l»inba*andafr 
f  ectattonaoamonid  sentimentalism  which  too  ftaqoentty 
charaeteilae^  epistles  on  these  Biibjectik  And  thoiic^  ut 
■wrsons  ot  reflnementand  education  an  fiooorabla  attach* 
nent  wHlsoiBDe  to  prompt  its  candid  ezixearioa,thereaz« 
inaoy  persons  not  possessed  otthmadraatages,  to  wfaon 
emetDoodenoe  is  always  attended  wttb  condderable  dun* 
;  tto  oU  such  tbe  series  ot  Letters  contained  in  Oiis 
./.<«.,  In  which  dellMcy  ot  feeling  and  the  warmth  ot  es* 
■irMBonanited  to  the  eubject  have  been  earetnllybienaetL 
%rill  be  found  an  Important  aid  in  aoq^iilng  tadUtyand 


__ Criendatoc 

«>ith  yooat »  c£ts  eachrmakins'jl  lift  •Us*iH  H 
pet  your.4ma  tMok  tree  of  cbaiga, 

AMnosaU  onta»dlSDaM8L 


BUSINESS 


LETTERWRITER 


FBIOE  26  CENTS,  by  mail,  po«H;>akL 

nils  book  is  designed  to  meet  the  wants  of  all 
who  are  seekinir  a  flrst-chtas  Businea  Letter-Writer, 
it  contams  h  lanro  variety  of  carefully -selected  speclrosa 
Business  Letters;  also  a  large  numlier  of  Legal  and  Me^ 
cantile  Forms  used  in  Business- -nich  as:  ArtieJes  of  O^ 
Partnership,  Notice  of  Dissolution,  Form  of  an  Aiadga** 
inenl,  Acknowledgment  of  Deed,  Bill  of  8al<-,  Power  oC 
AtU^irnev,  Judpnent  Noti^ 
Form  of  an  Order,  Pki^ 
iiershlp  Airreement,  and 
many  others  too  numeross 
to  mention:  also  tbe  AltOK 
Beci^  Wrltliitr,  BusiiMSS 
Laws  and  Maxims  for  Bust 
ness  Men  and  Meroantils 
Abbi«viationa  In  shot^ 
In  tbe  pages  of  tliis  bouS 
arc  set  forth  Business 
Forms,  Styles  and  Teohat 
caliticH  to  aid  the  InexpMV 
enced  in  the  rouUne  of 
i-omnierclal  inter 
adopting    the    ulaii 

terms  consistent  with 

studious  politeness  whieh 

is  rigorously  demanded  la 

commercial  letters.   BretV 

Mlala( 


eroours^ 
lainesi 
with  the 


potution  In  life  demand*  1 
ter-writlng.    AKCwnlst 


gTvat  link  t>etween  iwiii^S 
1  children,  betweea 
in_  business  relatloas  ■ 


and    children,  betweei 
lovers,  between  friends;  while  ■     ■      -  •_■ 

makes  fortunes  or  iiinrs  them.     Iirespective  ot 

magnitude  and  impoi-tonce,  commei-cial  trai 

are  generall.v  Ix-guii,  continued  and  ended  by  uuiJSS 
pondenoe.    Letter-wntin^,  intreneral.isnotaneaaytas 


to  the'irrvat  majoritv,  and  businc?-8  letters  ai*  still  i 

diflicuR,  from  the  fact  that  greater  interests  are 
TOlved,  and  results  of  gain  or  loss  are  dependent  r 
them.  Letter-writing  isan  accomplishment  which  even 
one  should  strive  to  acquire.  It  is  not  only  osefol,  bsa 
ytT\  dfsirable  and  necessary  In  familiarising  tbe  niMl 
with  business  habits  and  matters  connected  tberewM^ 
Italso  stiuiulates  the  mental  capacity  and  developsstte 
intellect  It  would  take  patre  upon  page  to  enlafn  tsv 
the  merits  and  usefulness  of  this  book.  «In  order  to  gHe 
everybody  an  opportunity  to  obtain  at  least  0 
have  made  the  price  very  low,  namely:  &S 
copy,  by  mail,  post-p«l(l.  SpbciaIt— Five  oop_ 
Get"  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  l„  , 
each,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  Ket  your  «W&  I 
(reeotchaige.  AddreaaUordeiadinolto 


WEHUAirS  NEW  BOOK  OP 


RIDDLE'S 


AND    CONUNDBUMSe 


I        PBIOE  25  GENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid.     h{ 

Thbiboofcoontalnsthe  "sirtlntn  "  from  the  "whole  IMd" 
of  Riddles  and  Conundrums,  along  with  a  lot  of  reo 
first-class  prodncUoDs.    In  it  con  be  found  curious  i 
■Ung  and  plea  sing  Kiddles  and  Oonundnims  — to 

e-ery  phase  of  i 
tog,  ' 


r9 


humor.  A  _. 
book  for  end 
in  minstrel  setss 
takimenta,  as  iteo^ 
tains  questions  ail4 
answers  that  wtt 
invariably  "brine 
down  a  house. 
With  the  aid  ot' 
l>ook,youcan 
your  own ' 
those  who 


'■^ 


tlnually  *'  sprlnalSK 
old  cheetaute"'  di 
to  you  —  yes,  as* 

//-I  ^^        n     jy  teiiaiwith  wblehts 

^1    A         c/^     \  "crisli'-or  sUeess 

25«\    \       Jf  \  wouM-be   pniisleifc 

^5r\\  \  r  -vV  1'  contains  KiddtaS 

and    Piii ihii— 

that  wlU  keep  thS 
whole     onottaaei 
frnessing  and  tha 
they'll  haveXoKt« 
'em   up   half   th< 
time.    In  faet, 
contains  the   ' 
sadlargest  collection  of  Riddles  and  Oonund  rums  evi 
tXta  low  a  price.    Price  TWENTY->IVK  CKH' 
per  copy,  by  mall,  poet-pai't.    8i"icciAi^-FiTe  coplea  for 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  cluii  in  witii  you  at  » 
each,  maldng  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  Rct  your  own 
free  of  charge.    Clean  and  uiiusea  XT.  %.  postage 
of  any  denomination,  taken  same  as  cash.    In  sending, 
ver,  be  sure  to  wrap  a  small  piece  of  af.'K  spaper  around 
to  prevent  it  from  tearing  through  the  envelope.    ~ 
greenbacks  for  large  amounts  if  not  inconvenient  to 
Address  all  orders  direct  to 


wn  —r^i 

roundel 

«.    Seeaf! 


fec^  SPECIAL--Any  five  25-Geni  Books  oi 
Ihis  page  for  $1.00.    Glean  and  unused  one 
two-cent  postage  stamps  talten  same  as  cash. 


•!»?« 


5cm<iiKy|y  ji  wn  I .  '?^ 


DHi   "^ATTTT'S 


) 


Choice  Readings  and  Seiecf  Recitafiens, 
-^  uro.  1.  ^^ 

PRICE   10   cents"  PER  COPY. 

002>TTEIN"TS. 


Asking  the  Gov'nor 

Baby  In  Tuscaloo  (That) 

Bread  on  the  waters  (My) 

Chance  meeting  (A) 

Come  up  from  the  fields,  fatlier 

CompensMition 

Dandy  Hfth  (The) 

Face  (A) 

From  the  antipodes 

Guilty  or  not  Ruilty? 

Hired  Kirl  (That) 

How  mother  did  It 

How  Persimmons  tock  cah  ob  der 

How's  my  boy?  [baby 

In  the  shadow 

Jimmy  Butler  and  the  owl 

Ladies  (The) . 

Letter  (A) 

Letting  the  old  cat  die 

Little  Jim 


Lmijje  night 

Meiisuring  tiie  twilight 

Meg  and  • 

More  cruel  than  war 

My  three  sons 

Nancy 

Old  love  letters 

Old  sergeant  (The) 

On  the  channel-boat 

Politics 

Precepts  at  parting 

Pride  of  Battery  B  (The) 

Puzzled  census-taker  (The) 

Rat,  the  new8lK)y 

San  Benito 

Station  agent's  story  (The) 

Story  of  lifo  (The) 

There's  business  for  all 

Too  poor  to  pay 

Village  sewing  society  (The) 


e!« 


DEI  "Whirr's 


Choice  Readings  and  Select  Recitations, 


-^^ 


■  •    S'*t^ 


PRICE   10   CENTS   PER   COPY. 

COISTTHIN'TS. 


Arrlere  Pensee 

Annie  and  Willie's  prayer 

Agony  l)elis 

Buttercups  and  daisies 

Beautiful  snow 

Borriolwola  Gha 

Curtew  must  not  ring  to-night 

Country  courtship 

Dork  ins'  night 

Der  iKiby 

Dream  (A) 

Death  of  poor  Joe 

Enffineer's  story 

Flower  of  the  dead  (A) 

Foreclosure  of  the  mortgage 

Hole  in  Uie  floor  (The) 

I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying 

If  we  knew 

Knocke<l  about 

Katie  Lee  and  Willie  Gray 

Long  ago  (The) 

Let  bynones  be  bygones 

Letter  of  death  (The) 

Last  hymn  (The) 


Love  lightens  labor 

Larry's  on  the  force 

Missing 

Mothers  fool 

Our  folks 

One  by  one 

Old  chums 

Parting  hour  (The) 

Priest  and  the  mulberry  tree 

Piano  mania  (The) 
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GREAT  BIG  BOOK 


PRICE    2g  CEWTS. 

CUT    THIS    OUT    o^d  send  it  to  as  with  260« 

On  filver  or  U.  8.  poetace  ■taiiipc)  ana  reoei»e  by  rvlurn 
moil  a  GREAT  BIO  BOOK,  pages  nearly  a  root 
•qoare.   liUiiiiesd enteitauuueut  for  the  rolUlou— 10  onon 

8torie«,  £6  FarlorOampa 
2S0  Riddles  aud  Connn* 
druiiix,  125  Honey-Halc- 
iiiK  SecreCH,  ISO  Album 
Vci-ses,  1  Kuinan  Cixwa 
Purilo.  1  SUr  Punle,  1 
Cliiiicso  I'uzzle,  1  Oi'eat 
IS  i'uzzlf^,  1  Ijui(rhabl« 
Game  of  FoiXun»-Tell 
inir,  1  DeiCf  and  Dumb 
Alpbabt-t.  I2S  DesiKiiB 
for  Stumplnu'  Embroi- 
dery and  Fancy  Work, 
£1  Ilium rat«d  Reliuses, 
1  Oanie  Nine  Penny 
M'>ril8, 1  Game  Fox  and 
Ge«iie,  !i&  Pictures  of 
Noted  Persons.  100 
Popular  SonRs.lO  Piece* 
of  Huslc,  1  Oracle  of 
Klfmet  and  Fortuno- 
Telling  Tablet,  1  Buck- 
tifr'a  Hualcal  Charb 
(name  as  sold  for  tiOWi 
tlie  Marrlagre  Looking 
Olam.  and  a  number  of  Fllrtationx,  Comic  Readinir*,  etc. 
If  JOU  send  2Sc.  ('"  ellver  or  ooetaire  stamps),  tojretliep 
wltb  this  slip,  as  a  guarantee  of  irood  faith  that  you  will 
£«Ip  us  make  sales  in  your  locality  from  our  IJinstrated 
Catalofnia,  sent  free,  we  will  send  one  of  these  Oreot  Big 
Books  by  return  maiL  Thltis&imrecluu>oftto8eour«taa 
for  g  whole  season  for  m  qaarten 

OOOFHrE?/S 


RFA01NGS.^^RECITAT10NS 


PRICE    2B    CENTS. 

A  new  Yolame  of  comic  readinira  and  recitatlona,  aom> 
piled  by  Qeoi  ko  Cuupor,  llanv  of  which  have  neTer  !>•- 
lore  been    publlBhed   in   b  >ok  form.    Its  contents  oom- 

I irises  some  of  the  liext  efforts  of  such  world-renowned 
luinorisis  as  Mark  Twain,  JusU  BilliuKS,  Arteinas  Ward, 
Brat  Ilarto,  Bill  Nye, 
Wm  8.  Gilhert,  e  c, 
makluK  it  thel>esc  se- 
lection of  C'lmic  rrad- 
liiKS  and  recitaiions 
ever  sold  at  so  l>iw  a 
price.  The  fullowinK 
are  a  few  of  tlie  titles 
of  »el<.'cUons  contained 
In  this  book:— Afearcd 
of  a  Kal— Another  digli, 
please— At  houg  Branch 
— An  e»*ay  on  nian^ 
Baby 's  soliloquy— Boy '« 
enuiy  on  gli  Is  —  Buck 
Fanshaw's  funeral  — 
Cliop  .  Chow  Chin  — 
Clilnamau  and  the  rats 
—Deacon  J 'lies  — Girl 
of  the  Period— George 
VTashiiiKtvn  —  His  love 
—How  to  (ret  ilch  — 
Height  of  the  ridlcn- 
lous— ills  lovelT  inno- 
cence—Josti  Biliiiifrs  on  ,  . 
courtuhip— Murk  Twain's  good  little  boy— NIglit  after 
Chil.stin»8-Prize-fl?hterto  his  pirl— Photographing  the 
baby— U..m»o  and  Julietr— A  bcIiooI-kIHs  letter— True  taJe 
of  ^Vlll^a^l  Tell— Twins— Torture— Upon  my  word  she  did 
— Ynru  of  the  Nancy  Bell,  an'i  many  olbei-s.  PftOO 
25  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  pogi-paid. 


COMIC  SPEECHES 


AND    RECITATIONS, 

PRICE    26   CENTS. 

ThlaboOkOOntainBachoicecoilectlon  of  Oomlo  Speeches 
•lid  KeotlalionH,  designed  to  meet  the  wants  of  those  who 
wiah  to  entertain  their  frien<lswi  h  somethinn  "relish- 
able,"  or  for  tliose  who  liketo  wlitle  a»ay  their  leisure 
Ume  in  reading  sunibtbitig  that  Is  humorous  ami  concisa 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^    at  the  same  time,  also 
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^t    for  those  who  wish  to 

forget  trouble  and 
driveaway  melanchi>ly 
for  the  time  beinfr,  and 
promote  cheerfulnen 
and  wiiolefMiine  lauKh- 
ter  Inweaii,  Reader — 
does  tills  apply  to  yonl 
If  s<>.  this  hook  will  fUl 
the  bill.  Tlie  following 
are  a  few  of  the  titles 
of  seleci  ions  contained 
In  tliis  book:— A  touch- 
Inir  appenl— All  aboat 
Mary  Ann's  rooiig— A 
«  eak  spot  in  his  record 
— Afeard  of  a  gal— A 
Dutch  sertni'n  —  Brud- 
der  Biiniee  Is  giicTed 
at  the  lack  of  faitb 
which  previ<l'»—  Dish- 
Ci'Und    —    Duicliman'a 

ezpeiience  —  Frlt»"« 
c<'Urtj-hi|i  — Oais  went 
orer  the  fence— How  Mr.  HcOinty  v  on  the  wlddy— Id's  a 
weise-bier  dot  linowa  liVs  own  Kliooner  —  Kept  her 
firoiiilee— MoHCS  Si  i  Biiaa— My  musical  nelKhbor— Mr.  Diffl- 
deni'i  »peech-Mecc»  of  the  West— Mr.  Bamej  Bom 
McFinn  iieciiires  hin  liitenll.>iis—S<imbo's  wooing— Sorter 
nan  Jim  i»— T«  pew  riter  trirl- Uncle  Setta  on  the  marrlan 
Question— Widow's  wcwinp— Wlnnl<'8  weioonie— When  bo 
uck  the  town,  anil  IOO  other  good  eeleotlows/   Prlo* 


n-uck  the  town,  anil  IOO  other  good  eeieonows/  rn 
T wnty-flv  Cents  per  copy,  iiy  mall,  jaojia. 
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MINSTREL 


Sketches,  Conundrums  and  Jokes 

PBIOE  35  CENTS,  byinai],post>paiiL 


A  book  fntl  and  mnnlng  over  with  elde-splltting  fnn.  It 
contains  Conundrums  that  will  eet  the  whole  oontinenC 
nraessing,  and  then  they'll  have  to  give  'em  up  lialf  the 
time.  Jokes  and  Gags  for  End  men— the  best  lot  of  thees 
tunny  answers  and  questinna  ever  published.  Negro 
Bketches— the  Minstrel  and  Showman  will  find  in  this  book 
sdl  the  sketches  they  want  to  si't  a  house  in  a  rip-roorioua 
laughter.  It  also  contains  all  the  h<test  jokes  of  Thatcher. 
Frlmruae  &  West,  Camcross',  and  Haverly  *b  Minstrels;  also 
Of  snch  comedians  as  Haxrlgan  &  Hart,  Billv  Rice,  Qua 
WUliama  Put  Rooney,  J.  K.  Emmett,  Sam  Devere,  and 
man,*,, others  equally  prominent.  In  fact, It  contains  the 
beet  und  most  comprehensive  collection  of  SketcheejCo- 
nnndrums  and  Jokes  ever  sold  at  so  low  a  price.  Prloq 
20  Cents  cents  v-T  copy, by  nialLpoat-paid  •  SPBClUr— 
fire  hooks  for  $!.■  Get  four  of  your  fi-iendstoomb  in  witn 
yon  at  25  centsench,  making  f  1  in  all.and  thereby  getTOW 
0wn  book  free  of  charge.   AddreaaaUordexsto         ^ 

Wehman'sTBook  of  Ready-Made 


SPEECHES&TOASTS 


PBIOE  3S  GENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

This  book  eontalna  Presentation  Speeches,  At  and  AfteP- 
Dinner  Speeches,  Political  Speeches,  Welcomes,  Congrato- 
lations.  School-Commencement  Valedictories,  SaJutatorie., 
etc  Juao  Toasts  and  Suntimenta  on  various  Buhjects.  As 
yon  are  all  aware,  not  everybody  is  endowed  wltn  tlie  art 
Of  oratory  and  the  ability  to  make  an  off-h&nd.well- rounded 

speech.  This  la  often  dis- 
tlngnishable  among  men 
of  cnlture.otherwisc  high- 
ly endowed.  They  may 
tnlnly  many  fine  senti* 
tnents.  but  be  nnable  to 
Toice  them,  or,  If  they  at- 
tempt to,  do  BO  in  Bach  a 
rambling,  disconnected 
manner  that  their  words 
totally  fail  to  impress  tho 
point  Intended.  To  assist 
all  such  is  the  object  of 
this  book,  wherein  can  bo 
found  speeches  and  toasts 
suited  to  almost  every  oo> 
casion.  With  the  assl.'^ 
ance  of  this  book  one  may 
learn  of  both  manner  and 
matter,  and  become  ao- 
qnlttod  for  many  of  those 
social  and  fesuve  occa- 
sions   which     serve    to 

brighten  life;  also  those 

apt  OS  well  as  those  Inapt  may  le&m  eoine  iessons  from 
this  book  which  wil'  prove  of  profit  to  tliemwhen  called 
npon  to  "speak  a  piece  "  or  respond  to  some  sentiment  or 
toant.  Send  for  a  cr'py  at  once,  and  prepare  youreelf  to 
properly  do  your  part  when  an  opportunity  or  Bolicitation 
to  ""^Bpeak"  presents  itself.     Price  2{(  Cent9  P**"  cPTt 


nks  for  $L 


WEHMAN'S 


BARTENDERS 


Price   26  Cents,  by  mail,  postpaid. 

ANEW,  cheap,  and  thoroughly  reliable  work 
on  the  correct  method  of  mixing  fancy 
drinks  as  they  are  served  to- 
day at  the  principal  bar- 
rooms throughout  the  United 
States  and  Canada.  It  tells, 
in  short,  how  to  make  all 
kinds  or  plain  and  mixed 
drinks— in  fact,  all  the  popu- 
lar beverages  of  the  day-  and 
is  designed  for  hotels,  steam- 
ers, restaurants,  club-houses, 
saloons,  and  wherever  a  re- 
liable guide  of  this  kind  is 
-"  required.  It  also  embraces 
the  most  improved  recipes  for  the  preparation 
of  Wines,  Cordials,  Brandies,  Bitters.  Table 
Beers,  Mineral  Waters,  Syrups,  Aerated  Sum- 
mer Beveratjes,  Artiflcial  Champagne,  Cider, 
etc.  With  this  book  any  bartender  can  become 
an  expert  in  a  very  short  time,  and  every  man 
can  be  his  own  bartender.  Sent  by  mail,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


THB    MY9TBRY   OP 


XjlO  vz: 


Courtship  and  Marriage  Explained 

PRICK  25  CEWTS. 

r  It  explains  How  Maidens  may  baoome  Happy 
Wives, and  Bachelors  beoome  Nappy  Hua> 

bands,  Inabiicf  ^llac•  of  time  and  by  eaay  »eUioila 

aido  coiitaiuhi?  Complete  DIreotlons  for  De* 
olarlna  intentlonst  Acceptlns  Vowa,  and 
Retain1n8Afreotlona,both  before  and  after 
IN  a  r  rlage.  Including  a  TreatiM  of  th«  Ktlquette  of 

Marrlagei  describing  tb»  Invitattona, tlte  ui  sssss.  thm 
Ceremony,  and  the  proper  behavior  of  both  Bride  and 

Briiiagrooin,  whether  In  Public  or  behind  the 

Nuptial  Curtain.  It aW)  tells  plaInlyT»ow  kobigia 
courting:  the  wa  v  to  eeto'erbaahfulness, the  way  to^sM 
op":  the  way  to  find  the  soft  rp-jt  in  a  sweetheart's  ftrsaK  i 
.tliewaytuwritealoTelettar;  (ha 
I  way  to  easily  wina  girl's  eouaena 
I  the  way  to  pop  the  question  t» 
I  her;  the  way  *'to  do  ap  thiols* 
I  before  and  after  aa  engamwiientt 
the  way  to  receive  and  the  way  ta 
declliis  an  oiferithe  way  to  "give 
tliemitteu''freiiteaiy:  the  way  ta 
make  yiinrself  agreeable  darina 
an  engagement;  the  way  brMe*> 
maids  and  groomsmen  abnold 
dress  and  perform  their  ilntieat 
tlM  way  yon  ah-nid  aot,  and  tha 
thiiiffs  Ton  dtoald  do  at  a  Wed- 
ding 4EK  V.'<  d'lh..-  Baespaeoai 
thenimltarej(leooratiuiia,aad  ba> 
bavturlntheBridalchaBDer;  (ba 
way  to  make  Wif«  and  Husband 
'  "real  happy."  This  tt  Just  tha 
hook  that  has  long  been  wanti>d.  It  speaks  m  plain. 
honSMt  words, reveaTlng  knowledgetliat  everybody  ooshs 
to  Imow,  ui>on  subjects  nf  asvital  Importtoali  as  the  very 
air  we  breathe.  Keither  those  already  married,  oor 
tliose  ooiiteroplatJng  the  tylnir  of  the  ooannbtal  kDuc,eaa 
siffnrd  to  be  another  day  without  %  knowledge  of  Uia 
many  mysterious  things tliat  aresotrathfully  andTi*ldlr 
azplaine  1  in  this  work.    It  laj  ntt  the  very  treatise  to  ba 

In  the  hands  of  every  Youns  Bachelor  or 
Maiden,  every  Married  Man  or  Woman* 
every  Widow  or  Widowers  Young  or  Old. 

In  addition  to  the  above  it  also  rootatosthe  Language  oC 


A 


"  choioMt "  love  poetry  ever  writtoo.  IiiIaaC.tlMre  Is  not 
a  lady  or  gentleman  in  the  world— yoong  or  old,  Mngle  or 
married — who  cannot  glean  a  vast  amoont  of  nsecttl  io- 
fortnaUoo  thatwill  enlighten  ttaeoa  o«>  all  p<4BlB«COoar»> 
riitp  and  Uaniage,  as  well  aa  their  anciUair  dutlea 
pleasureaandobligatlnna  This  lsth«m«*taoaiptate,and 
by  far  the  most  valnabla  work  that  haseverbofn  brooght 
out  on  this  all-important  miii^eeC  We  bee  of  yon,  there- 
fore, not  to  confound  It  with  any  of  the  worthier  lxK>ks 
heretofore  iiwned.  butrememt>er  the  title,  Tra  Mtstkbt 

or  I/OVK,  COlTRTREir  AND  BlABBIAOB  KXTLAItlMO        Prioe 

88  Cents  per copy,bymail,poat-paid.   BraoAik— ftva 

copies,  yuur  selection,  to  one  siddrsia,  fur  $1. 


RPPBIAN'S    NEW   BOOK 

ITIQUETTG 


POLITENESS 
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IZSIOE  35  GENTS,  bymaflfPoat-paUL        ^^ 

vkt  last  It  Iswlthln  the  reach  of  t/rtrf  oneto  pneor^ 
at  a  trifling  cost,  a  complete  hand4iook  of  Etiquette  aud 
PbUteDenB  That  has  no  peer  in  this  coontiy  or  Eoropa. 
This  book  lias  none  of  the  ancient  or  **  baok-manber  "  sa»- 
geetiona  on  tliia  alMmportant  aoliieet  which,  I  recretta 
say,  so  mo  ny  other  high.}>riced  booka  oootain  in  a  laarked 
It  Is  not  a  "badwd-ap"  or  "fake"   — '  - 


a  flrat-daas,  complete  hand-book  on  a  aableet  UiaB 
cornea  next  lit  rank  to  cleanliness— in  tact,apracaealii»- 
■tmctor  ill  the  artof  etlqaeUe  and  poiiteneaa  of  the  presena 
Ctae.  Good  mannurs  la,  as  almost  evetybody  knows,  a 
Vei7  eanntial  factor  la  beliring  any  ooe  to  attain  and  oo»- 
mand  the  respect  of  everybody 
with  whom  he  cornea  tn  ooutaet— 
itnaie  or  femala.  yoang  or  tM. 
I  This  I>oolc  alvea  a  thoroogli  es- 
JDlanation  M  tha  deportmeat  oC 
I  l>othmaleaand  females.  It  teaches 
a  person  bow  to  be  oooitecos  ta 
All  and  BtUl  poaaeaB  a  oertala 
amount  of  dignity  andse>*  respweH 
It  teachea  now  to  act  ta  any 
emeigeucy,  or  enter  any  aooiaty 
without  embarrassment,  aud  how 
to  avoid  inoori«ct  and  vnlgar 
habits  in  tlie  Street,  at  honte,  or  ia 
society.  It  teachea  yon  how  to  as 
buhave  that  your  aodety  will  ba 
•;aflerbyi 


coorted  and  aooght  after  I . 
I  one.  By  acting  apoo  the  advtea 
'  given  in  thia  book,  yon  can  gala 
aeoeaa  Into  any  family  in  Ainerioa,  and  then  yon  want 
nothing  but  opportonity  to  distliignisli  yomselt.  Is 
^OTtlft  is  the  bedt  and  most  comprehentfve  tzeadaeoa 
tbesaMeototEtiqiielteandFDiitenesa.  Abatraot  of  oaa> 
teota:  How  to  enter  a  room  and  bow  to  leave  it— How  ta 
Co  aoooat  or  motloe  ladiea  or  gentlsnaen  on  the^rsat— Hov 
«odiesaweU,and  yet  not  sailshlT-Bow  to  give  aad  ra- 
eehre  IntroductiMM- What  kind  of  carda  to  hava,  and  how 
•oprsaeotorseodtbem— Tbe  proper  modeoC  ^vlasrna> 
snta-Howtotftake  handa  aad  bid  8ood4iye--Bewto  b^ 
Sin.  eondoet,  and  end  a  oooveraatinn— How  to  a  rinimiiaay 
aeqnatntaDosaoo  tbe promsnarte— How  to^aaek  a  nailnsl 
fauie  danoe,  and  bow  to  decline  an  invltatlao-Bowte 
behave  at  dinnera,  either  aa  boat  or  gosat  How  to 
dnringcooitBlilpandinamaga  Ho<r*o"B>aytb»a 
stefautrh,atpardoa,etc..eto.  Piloe  T 
GKNT8  par  copy,  by. mU. 
MVtearortL    -Get foor oC year 
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WEHMAN'S  POPULAR  26-CENT  IIAND  BOOKS 


NEW   BOOK   OF 


PARLOR  GAMES 


PRICE  2g  CENTS. 

"Within  the  pafresof  this  bonk,  young  and  old  mny  And 
tun,  froUo  and  senciment  fur  every  mluil,"  for  It  contain* 

a  large  and  choice  ool- 
loctl'in  of  new  an'1  oti- 
fflnal  frames  for  parlor 
and  flre«i<le,  for  wliicit 
wit.  action,  Mienioiy, 
traliantry,  necromancy, 
Kclrnoe  and  the  aru  are 
broaght  to  play  Im- 
portant part*,  tii^fthcr 
wllh  charmsand  Incan- 
tations; aiKu  how  to 
present,  and  the  drama 
of  "Punch  and  Judy." 
The  following  I"  a  brief 
oummaiy  of  what  this 
book  oontainn,  namely 
Oamea  requliinK  mem- 
ory and  attention,  nines 
and  cat4h  ffaniee,  for> 
felts.  Rames  of  action, 
Rames  requiring  wit 
and  iiitellltrence.  |(aroes 
for  All  Hallowe'en,  and 
variety  of  niiscel- 
lanooMs  frames  and 
tricks;  literary  enitrmaa 
—In  fact,  material  eaoogh  to  entertain  any  i<arl<>r  »r  fire- 

gile  Kathering.  It  oiicrht  to  be  In  (lie  hands  of  every 
Tar  of  home  aniuaement,  as  It  Is  sold  at  a  prtce  that 
place*  It  wltliln  reach  of  everybndy.  Price  28  ContS 
V«r  oopy.  by  mall,  post-paid,  or  6  copies  fur  tl. 


WEHMAPTS 

PRACTICAU 


POULTRY 


PRICE  28  CENTS. 

„_  ._w  Practical  Ponltrr  Book  Alls  a  Ion(^fett  want' 
fbr  a  complete  and  standard  Ruidn  for  the  bi-eedlnir  and 
management  of  poultry  fordom«!Ktiouseandth«  markets, 
tile  bulldlnic  of  henneries,  and  mo.lelB  therefor;  Incuba- 
tors, efcg  batching,  etc.  ^^o  aie  infortiied,  from  good 
anthorlty,  that  many  oUI-foshioned  famieraare  inclined 
to  discredit  the  statement  that  the>  e  Is  Money  In  Poultry— 
why!  because  they  aro  not  txxited  in  the  i.eiv  ond  Improved 
Ideas  ill  poultry  maoat;eineiit.  A  little  trial  of  the  rulea 
laid  down  Inthlaboolc  win  soondlxpil  all  ml!<gbinf;8  In 
thla  direction,  and  tend  to  c>'uvince  the  ni<'St  sceiitical 
that  there  la  money  In  nonltrr-keeping.  Every  farmer. 
•rary  breeder,  every  poultry  dealer,  eve>  y  mnn  or  woman 
£.Tlnflr  aTallable  groiiml.  every  person  having  one  or 
mifuwla,  ought  to  secure  a  cop;  if  this  book  at  once— 

as  it  means  dollars  and 
Cents  ill  tlieir  pockets 
If  Its  ii>8tructlons  are 

£•  noticed  jHM  hops  af- 
uenco  if  conducted  as 
a  buslueea.  •  Any 
fanner,  or  breeoer. 
c>r  poultry  dealer  who 
hnan'e  a  Copy  of 
V.  KllMAN'S     PBAtTICAI. 

loi'LTKr  Book  Is  not 
abieoi-t  of  the  times. 
•  n(l<ir  losing  niouey 
eveiy  day  that  he  w 
without iL  lliefollosr- 
Inu'  iiie  n  small  poi  tioii 
of  the  topics  treated  ia 
thla  book:  —  How  to 
stmt  and  stock  a  hen- 
nery; poultry  hotwes^ 
cheap  and  ezpenklvo; 
yards,  coopR  and  eo- 
clooures;  p-nltry  keep- 
Ji  g  for  prollt;  poultry 
on  a  large  scale.  Poul- 
try ralDlni;  as  a  busl- 
IMM:  feeding  and  laying;  Wlnter^^rg  prc^mtl  .n;  the 
liiteniiig  peslod ,  piepai iiig  nestH  for  siitem;  Spring  breed- 
ing of  poultry;  the  heus  for  fui  meis;  how  to  produco 
layers:  good  and  cheap  Incubators;  how  to  raise  artlfl- 
etallynatched  chickens;  capoiiizing:  pai-king  egg*  for 
marketi  packing  poultry  for  market;  feeding  hoppers; 
drlnUng  fountains  and  groin  cli<«t«;  eKKS  and  nullets; 
liraservmg  eggs;  dl.«eajw8  of  poultry;— chli ken  cholera| 
>lp,  gapes,  roup,  (K?aly  legs,  lice,  egg  eating,  cropbuuiid 
.'owls,  etc.;  the  pUmouth  rock.^;  the  wyamlotte"/  the 
brown  leghorns;  the  golden  spangled  crested  polish;  the 
white  crested  black  poUndr;  tlm  Ungxlions:  the  sliver 
spangled  hamburghs;  tbe  houdana;  the  butt  cochinst 
tne  white  cochins;  the  white  leKhoms;  the  golden  pen- 
rllsd  bamburgh':  the  whit.  shanghaes;*Uie  la  fleche 
fowls;  the  gray  dorklngs;  Uiebrahmaa;  game  fowls;  l>an- 
tams,  etc.:  management  of  chickens;  raislmr  tuikeys; 
(attenlnc  geese,  etc.  This  book  is  rsplete  with  every- 
tklitg  wortb  knowing   about  tlie  breeding  and  manage 

Cmtof  pooltry,  etc.    D<>  not  delay  In  sending  for  it,  yoa 
vsr  have  and  never  can  make  a  better  invusiment  for 
•a«ian«r.    Pries  20  Oont«I>erooP7>hyn>ali,postrp«ld> 


I 


SELECTION   OP 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PRICE    2B    CENTS. 

This  bonk,  tbs  second  of  the  series,  contains  ths  follow- 
ing selection  of  populur  recitations,  namely >-A'ToSBth. 
bildite  be  goes— Archie  Ueiin  An  Irishman's  letter — 
Athi<iKt  and  ac<»n— A  last  look— Belay  and  I  are  oat — 
Betsy  de"troy-  the  pai«r  Beiny  und  I  hafe  bnrt  up — 
Baiity  Tim- Bial. email  at  cliuroh— Boss  tramp— Bed  bug 
—Bad  wliUkey— Beriisi'dfi  del  Curpio— Bootblack  —  Bo  rial 
of  Sir  John  Moore— BUI  Mason's  ride— chrtstmas  Day  la 

the  work-hooas— Cassy 
at  the  bat-Calibre  fifty- 
four  —  Collier's  dying 
child  —  Coney  Island 
down  der  bay  —  Con- 
vict's <lrean»  Charcoal 
man  — Don't  be  tozing 
me-  Dying  gladiator — 
Drniikaid's  dream  — 
D<'t  vater-mili  —  Der 
drummer— Dyln'  vords 
of  Isaac  Itet  lambs  voC 
Mary  haf  got—  DrafteJ 

—  Diver  —  Dude  —  Der 
pluinlwr— Dor  oak  und 
der  vine  —  Face  ui>oii 
the  floor— Foreclomire 
of  the  mortgage— Fire- 
man's wedding  —  Oo 
vay,  Becky  Miller  — 
How  we  tried  to  whip 
the  teacher     Herlovers 

—  How  Micky  got  kilt  In 
the  war  How"l{ubj" 
played  —  Increase  of 
orime— Irish  wife- in  a 

cellar  In  Soho— Kitchen  clock— KIm  In  school-  Kellev's 
dream- Klfwing  in  the  street— Liberty  enlightens  the 
world— Larry's  on  the  force— Ma's  baby  —  Muloahey's 
sooner  dog— Montgomery  Guards  of  Boehton— Maclaine's 
cblld-Man  who  rode  to  Conematigb  — Mniillo's  trance^ 
Money  muxk- Mona's  water*— Mcdonlgle's  game  dog- 
Monks'  magnlfloat— New  church  organ— Only  a  pin— On 
the  RaiM'shanno'-k— Orphan  l>oy-  Pnt's  mistake— and  tl 
other  popular  selections,     i'rlee  2S  Cent*  per  Copy    bf 

mall,  i>oat-palUi  or  6  copies,  to  oue  a<K  reos,  lor  tL 
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SOKG  B0OK~No.  2 

PRICE  26  CENTS. 

This  book,  the  second  of  the  series,  contains  US  poralar 
comic  and  sentimental  Irisli  songs  and  baliadn  not  fi>uiid 
In  No.  I  R<Mik--a  few  of  wliich  we  will  name  here,  via:— 
A  bandful  of  earth  — An  agiicullural  Irisli  girl  — An  Irish 
fair  day  Bi'liiyet  Donahue  Bold  Jack  l>onahn«-  Bright 
Emerald  1^1"  of  the  sea— Bright  little  np-.t  oi,  the  ocean— 
Colleen  Bawn— Casey's  whlxkev— Dan  O'Brien's  rafll»— 
Flue  old  I'lali  irentlenian— Flaiilgan,  the  lodger— Qlve  aa 
liunest  Irish  lad  a  chance— Uieeo  llnuet -Garden  wher. 

the  praties  grow  — 
Good  bye.  Mike.  Good- 
bye, Pat— Green  above 
the  red— Heenaii  and 
Bayers  —  How  ^tddy 
Stole  the  rope — Paddy 
Carey  —  Innlskilleii 
diagoon  —  Irisli  spre. 
—  Iilsh  Molly,  O-  Is 
that  Mr.  Kelllyl-  I'm 
proud  I'm  an  Irishman 
Dorn— Irish  love  Utters 
— Irish  echoolniaster — 
Jolly  Irli*hinaii  —  Just 
to  show  my  respects  to 
McGlnnis  —  John 
Mitchell  —  Jnhitny 
Doyle— Lads  who  liv. 
In  Ireland—  Lamenta- 
tion of  JohWiy  Keel- 
Lakes  of  Cold  riiiit— 
Lamentation  «f  James 
Kodgers— MacKeiiua's 
dream  —  Mantle  so 
green— Morriraey  and 
Heenan  flgbt  —  Man 
that  stmck  O'Hara  —  Vy  bonnr  laboring  boy  —  Mr. 
McAiinlly  aiKi  hisould  high  hat— My  father  soufd  char- 
coal-Mrs. MeLauglilln's  party — Over  the  mountain— Old 
leather  lireet-lies  Old  bog  hole — Peggy  O'.Moore  — Pat 
Kosch  nt  the  play— Poi.r  Iri»h  minstrel— Pat's  not  so 
bliiCk  OS  he's  lieen  painted— '"retty  Mary,  the  dairyman's 
daiigliter— I'ailily  Blagee's  dream- Paddy  Shay— Paddy 
Mile»-I*etticoat  lane  -  llo<'ky  road  to  Dublin— Remember. 
lM>y,  >oirre  Irixh  -Rose  of  rralxe— Kamblnr  fmm  flsrs 
Kiver  K'-e— Hulllvan  and  Kilialn  fight— There  never  was 
a  coward  wlieielbe  sliainr'M-k  grows— Tlpperary  Chriv 
tening— Teddy  MrGlvnn  —  TbieS  leaves  of  shamrock-' 
\Vhei%  ta  Kathleenl-Why  Paddy's  always  poor— and  tS 
other  equally  |M>piilar  songs.  Price  20  Cants  pel 
G«>s>7>  by  wall,  postrpatd;  or  6  copies,  to  uas  addrsss,  for  $1 
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COOKBOOK 


A  Practical  and  Reliable  Guide  to  Every-Day 
Cookery,  by  an  Experienced  Houseiieeper. 


PRICE   21   CENTS. 

Tills  work  on  Otmkery  has  serera)  noteworthy  featnrea 
entirely  distinct  from  any  lieietolore  piibliabed.  Itlsar- 
langed  so  that  the  housewife  can  tell  at  a  glanceth. 
tinie  necessary  to  cook  any  dish  or  article  of  diet.    It  also 

rives  some  prai'tieal  hints  and  suggestions  for  selecting 
lie  various  ineatA.  vegetables,  etc. .  as  well  as  directlonfl 
fur  pt-sservlng,  storing  and  keepuig  t hem.    Ri^eelal  attc  ii> 

tloit  Ispald  to  economy, 
and  an  effort  Is  mat)* 
to  I emove  the  reproach 
which  justly  clings  to 
Aincrlcnn  cookery,  oC 
being  extravacaiit  antt 
wostcrul  without  tieli  ic 
palatable  and  healthfiil 
Full  Instructions  <  aro 
riven  to  prepare  all 
kinds  of  Pies.  Puddlnga 
Cnkes,  Jel'ir!*.  etc  ,  a* 
well  as  proparing  ami 
cooking  all  kinds  o. 
Merits,   Soups.    Gravieg^ 

Fish,  Vci-'ctahles,  eic. 
ill  an  ecouunilcal  and 
appetizing  manner.  It 
sis  I  contains  con-idcr- 
able  mIscullaneoiiH  itv- 
formation  porfaliilnit 
to  tbe  honsclioM.  snch 
»s  Removing  Kltobea 
Cdoi-ii,  Grease  Sputi^ 
Iron  Stains,  Ink  Spots 
__  'In  Books  I    Cleaning, 

fnonrinir.  Receipts  forWtshlnjr.  etc.,  and  a  variety  of 
others  eoual ly  usoful  and  neoes."*' y  to  the  houseliccper 
orctiok.  These  fpoturcs  ma'.e  tin*  work  the  boFt,  most 
practical,  and  popular  cook  book  ever  i.-.<uej.  Tliis  book 
willbesont  by  mull,  postpaid,  on  r<'cei|>c  of  25  CantO 
fn  Ellveror  postage  stimps.  f-i';:ilAi.. — Flvecoint-s,  t.»  on* 
•ddrcss,f -r  $1.  Ciotfour  of  yiir  friends  to  club  in  with 
yon  at  25  cents  eaeh.  making  £1  la  all, and  thereby  i  ot 
yuur  o»  n  bouU  fiee  uf  cliarco. 


BUDGET  OF 


joke:s 


PRICE  2S  CENTS. 

This  new  Bndgst  of  Jokes  baa  been  "lannched  Into 
existence  "  wltb  a  rich  cai go  of  T'tb  Tickling,  Slde-Si<llt- 
ting.  Button- Bursting  Jokes  and  WitticiHms— embracing 
Irish  Balls,  Duteh  ComtcaliUes  Yankee  Yarns.  ConilcnJ 
Hits,  Flowers  of  wit.  Kx<-nittating  Jokes,  End  Men's 
Jokes,  Jolly  Joke*.  Ludicrous  Drolleries,  8ablo  Witticism*. 
and  many  other  kinds  that  will  **  touch  the  funny  bune  *' 

every  time.    It  is  not 
saving  too  much  that 


f    ^^» 


this  book  contains  a 
goo<l  i>artof  the  cliole- 
eet  humor  in  the  Kng- 
liKh  language,  intcr- 
Inrded  with  Irish  ond 
German  wit  and  hu- 
mor. It  can  be  safely 
recommended  as  a 
••  remedy  for  the  most 
obstinate  case  of 
Blues"  We  feel  safo 
In  earing  thnt  I  his 
book  w  111  rank  with  tbs 
betit  hnrnf»rous  iKxths 
everpubllrheil.  Eveiy 
pnge  Is  •'  lioiling  over 
With  mirth  and  hi- 
larity"—In  fact,  the 
whole  book  is 
"crammed,  jammed, 
heHped  upand  ruiiiiiog 
over"  with  pure  and 
fresh  Englisb,  Irlr.li 
and  Gentian  Wit  aiid 
Humor.  If  thei-e  ever 
was  a  book  pahllshed  that  vrltl  please  yoa.  It  hi  tlila  oi  e. 
as  it  affords  fun  for  a  life  time.  It  will  prove  a  flmt  clnn 
niedlnm  throngh  which  to  enteitain  your  friends  with 
Ineffable  pleasure.  All  the  great  Iliimorlstsof  the  day 
will  refer  to  It,  becaosethey  can  And  lu  it  material  ap- 
propriate for  any  occasion.  Now,  reader,  it  will  pay  yoit 
to  send  for  this  book,  as  you  will  get  ten  times  2&  cents' 
worth  of  fan  out  of  it.  It  oontalns  HI  pages,  with  hand- 
some cover,  and  Is  a  flrst-olaas  bo<ik  lu  every  re'i'ect. 
Price  25  Cents  per  copy,  by  mall,i<oat-pald.  Get  four 
of  yoor  frieDds  to  club  In  with  you  at  tt  cents  each,  mak- 
ing 91.00  iB  aUi  ^^^  thereby  get  jroot  own  book  Crew  ol 
.abargeT  ^  -    -.,  _.  :. 


SPBCIAh.-Any  £ve  asc  Books 
on  this  page  for  $i.oo. 


w«LI3DK,ElSS     AT.T.    OK.3DE2I?.S     TO 


liSll^£„«L.WC||||iAIU    P..Ki;^u^,     lAO   P«.,i^   p M^„.  Vnrlr 
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AND  lEHTBiLOOUISTSIj^GUIDEl 

•ntriloqulsm.S«OMd-8jj|ht  antfJFIr^M 


nni  %e  liSbiietloBa  for  pertorminff  mn,  to jAtaiir  ^rea 
SZtMtr  oMld.  with  A  little  in«oUoe,  Mtn  do  them,  M  tbey 

I  ofUiaTriokabi  thia  book^Hoirttt 

I  e*t »  pcNdc  of  ahavlnnaailehuiM 

I  tbem Into  a  ribbon—How  to  mak* 

I  •  dime  peMthroosh  » tatil»-Bo  v 

I  to  make  Are  bum  nnder  water— 

How  to  imt  •  rin«  throogh  yow 

I  tfieekandthenbriiisltoaaatick 

— How  to  ifaake  » loix  daaee  irtiU* 

tt  Is  baklnff  In  tlie  oren— How  to 

ent  off  *  dhteken'a  head  wltboat 

kiUlnff  It— How  to  maka  lee  la 

Summer— How  to  ehanc*.^!**" 

Into  wine— A  lamp  that  win  born 

for  a  year— How  to  eat  off  your 


^^^^^ „w„  ^  pro* 

xuyr  totellthe  mu^^ 
•nTPereontiiinKior— now  i«»«w"»»-47V''?**5*^*?5S^2 
C^iyS»-How  to  tell  if  a  perwa  ^S^JST^??^ }lSl 
So^alK^'.  ehlrt  without  todajoffhtowrt  cc«*- 
IKw  to  how  »  bU«  of  water  uMide  «lown  wmnjirt  ppuanj 

jTiKMUicckampa.)   BracaAir-FlTe  copM 
Wr^m-'aSLtaar  ofyour  friend*  to  club  In  with  you  at  «| 


POi4lC^^ 


Plasrers*  Dream  Book* 

SBIOE  as  CENTS,  by  mail,  posHwUel 

Unth  this  Book  yoa  have  a  Bore  GhddA  to  lAdcyDNaaia 
^fA  f  jifffcy  Kwir«>M».«    ItarlTesyoatheTraelnterpretatlaa 

oCDreamauaDdalsotheVumbeia 

oCtbe  liOtiery  to  which  the; 
ply;  Oood  Oomblnatloni  to  T 

Btenlflcatlona  of  Garda  Drea    

o^  and  their  numbent  Comblna* 
ttpn  Tkble  for  Saddlea,  Qiaa  anA 
Horaeet  Tkble  for  flndUfflAcky 
Nomberai  Mnmberaoi:  DreamaoC 
the  Monuu;  for  the  Days  of  tba 
Weekss  the  Oraooluni,  or  Napa- 
kon  Bonaparte^  Book  of  ¥uet 
the  Method  of  WorUncthe  Qaea> 
tlons;  the  Oraeulnm  Table— ia 
tact,  thla  book  i^Tea  all  the  waru 
Bfazna.  Yoa  can  fliid  oat  by  ai» 
of  theae  aore  ayitema  fromttiH 
book  whether  yoa  will  be  rich  or 
poor,  Incky  or  nnlackyt  whether 


70a  win  get  expected  rouney,  lorers,  ckitbea,  or  any  other 

article  that  you  may  set  your  mind  npoo.   Do  Tou  dreana 

T  love  or  gold,  or  of  Criendahip,  of  foea,  or  of  Ute  or  death! 


bookwlUexpialnevetTthlng  clearer  to  yoa.  Toacaa 


Sour  own  fortune  from  Its  pages  without  consul 
ring  fortone-teller.    Price  28  Canta  per  copy,  I 
■Hkll.po^paid.   Snccuii—Flre  books  for  tL   Get  four  c 
arourfrtends  to  olub  In  with  yoa  at  26oenweach.n>akl]| 
Mi  y*  nil  Mfltt'^Tg°*T~"""~"*'~^*^'~  "*"'*'**»*- 


1    %     V    -»       AX' 


mbook/atwt 


?^y 


BRUDDER    KINKHEiUrS 


STUMP  SPEECHES 


AND  DROLL  DISCOURSES. 
PRICE   2B   CENTS. 

Thla  new  book  of  Stamp  Speechea  and  Droll  Diaeoorssfc 
compileil  by  Qeoiire  (^>ope^,  la  "  crammed.  Jammed  and 
L<>apedmp"wlth"rib-tickliiig  and  aldfrepirttiiiir  "  read- 

intr  matteiv-the  very 
Juice  and  cream  of 
'colored  oratory."  The 
bulk  of  Its coDtonta  will 
eeire  to  moke  Ihoae 
lauffh  wlio  never 
laughed  before,  and 
thoae  who  alwaya 
Ungh,  Ungh  all  the 
more.  The  following 
are  a  few  of  the  titles 
of  eelectlonaooutitliied 
In  thla  book:  Amorlns 
aermon— A  bard-shell 
•ei  mtin  —  A  modem 
aerinon— A  negro's  ac- 
count of  the  prodigal 
aoii— Brother  Gardner 
aiij  Judge  Oadaver— 
Burlesque  oration  on 
matrimony  —  Cud  Jo 
Barddn's  praseriptloa 
—  Election  stomp 
speech— How  de  MoriC 
Pole  got  lost—  Hr. 
Sphralm  Muoglna  nn  oUymargarine— Plenty  Small's  pro- 
Olaiiiashun— Rev.  Uncle  Jim  and  Bob  IngersoU— ^tump 
K>eeoh— Teco  Brag'a  lecture,  and  msnv  oUien.  -  PflOtt 
SV  Canta  per  o«viy,  by  mail,  poat-paid. 


WIT^HS 


Dream  Book  and  FoiHine  TeOed 

2SJffil^S!lSS!!iJ*^J!^'*^  ss  the  moat  aoteO 
<ypsyo<  MOdeA  timesi.abe  gives  you  the  key  to  unkiok 
■^^^"^^s;*"^^"""!  the  future,  and  makes  every  per- 
son their  own  Fortune  Teller.^l 
tmchos  yoa  how  to  know  the  Sex 
of  ChUdren  before  Birtht  to  know 
how  soon  you  will  Horry,  and  whaS 
Fortuneyou  will  have,  who  your 
Future  Husband  or  Wife  will  he: 
the  Lover'sChann,  or  old  Wltcher 
Trne  Method  of  Telling  Fortunes 
by  tne  Qrounda  of  a  Tea  or  Coffee 
Cap;  to  know  U  your  liove  of  a 
peraoQ  ^ill  be  Mutual:  Fortuno 
iTelhiurbyOarda.  It  tells  the  Nam- 
I  beroCwlveaorHnabandayouwlU 
haTSj  bow  to  WHte  Love-Letten 
Secretly,  so  that  they  may  not  bo 
DIscoyered.  Tbs  oM  Wltah  caa 
bring  yoa  Good  or  Evil  Fortans. 
I>aQ*tapam  her  and  yoa  can  Control  othen  and  Find  Lost 
or  Hlddao  Trramirea.  She  la  PowerfuL  Price,  by  malL 
poat-pakl.  only  TWKNTY-riVK  QKNTr  pw  c^ 
Ulver  or  poata«s  atampe).  Bfxciai.— Five  copies  for  CL 
Get  foor  of  your  frienda  to  club  In  with  you  at  n  oenM 
gjjJ2j^2«  W  to  •y.  •?«>.">e!*te.getj<«r  OW^JMQ^ 

YtnkN,  Habrtw  &  ItaKan  Dblsct 


READINGS^^^RECITATIONS 


■  >      PRICE   28   CEHTS.     ; 

IMs  Bsw  book  of  Yankee,  Hebrew  and  ItaHan  dialect 
TCadliiga  and  recltatluna,  compiled  by  George  Cooper,  is 
gotten  up  to  meet  the  wanta  of  tlie  many  who  a<w  alw*}  a 
saarehlng  for  the  Uteat  and  most  popular  gema  of  Tan- 
kee,  Hebrew  and  Itallsa  dialecUo  iiumor.  The  eontenta 
of  thla  bonk  la  especially  adapted  for  public  and  private 
rea<llnn  ft  recitatiuna.  ^^^ 
In  addition  to  the  many  ■•»■ 
new  and  original  ael>H>< 
tlons,  thla  book  has  the 
advantage  of  briuglng 
(ogethtf  Into  one  vol. 
nme  all  of  the  beat  Tan- 
kee.Hobrewand  Italian 
pieoea  of  a  humorous 
nata  .e'  -which  have 
hi  Iherto  attained  awids 
popularity  tlirough  the 
pubtlo  repreaentatliins 
of  tbs  moat  renowned 
bomorista  of  the  day. 
Mo  other  book  of  its 
kind  gives  as  much  for 
the  money.  Therollow- 
Ing  are  a  few  of  the 
ttuas  of  sslectlons  con- 
tained in  this  book:— 
Aanty  doleful's  visit- 
Betsy  and  I  are  oat— 
CourUn'  —  rhrlstnpher 
Columbus-Dave  BriKgs 
farmer  Gray  gets  photographed -Foreign  vlewa  of  tbs 
Statue— Georm  »v  aahingdune— Green  grow  the  rushea,  O 
~Sf""?''r^"""'  Rosenthol  on  the  Cliiopse  qneetlon-Levt 
—Mine  Jakey— Mine  friend  Goldstein— A  New  Hampdilre 
protest— One  husa  shay— On  Baxter  Street  —  Quit  your 
roolln'—SulllvsnaTa.S]rlvio8;lve8to— Simon  Slioit's  aon 
gamuel  —  SclliiCde  liansn— Solomon  Isaa-'s  tioubl<>B  — 
Wiien  Sam'wfU  led  the  alniriu'— widow  B«dott  to  Eldt-r 
Biiiffles— A  Yankee's  hon<>ety,  and  many  othera.  Prioa 
S&  Cants  ptroofT,  by  mail,  poati^ald. 


Wehauui't  Selection  of 


AUTOGRAPH  ALBUM  VERSE5 


PBIOE  3S  OE29TS,  \fy  mail,  post-paid. 

A  eholee  collection  of  comic  and  sentimental  verses, 
•ompUed  by  Carrie  L.  Webman,  expressive  of  alraoet  every 
Muiss  of  human  feeling,  aucb  as  love,  friendship,  admira- 

I  tlon,  respect,  good  wishes, 

etc.,  suitable  for  writing 

I  in  autograph-tdbums.   No 

Igt-ntleman,   younir,   nild- 

I  dle-oged  or  old,  can  go  at 

all   into  society   without 

having  some  fair  lady's 

"Book   of   Autoerrapha" 

Slumped  into  his  luuids. 
[e  feels  that  to  r«fuae 
would  stamp  him  a  "  mean 
and  selfish  person."  He 
cannot  be  a  gentleman,  in 
the  Ijest  meaning  of  the 
term,  while  posseaaiiig 
such  despicable  traits  of 
character,  therefore  he 
must  comply  with  their 
requests  In  tnia  direction. 
Left  to  hlmaelf,  he  would 
raobably  write  "hlmaelf 
down  a  Uoekhead."  But 
tbU  book  will  help  him 
oat  ot  the  dilemma.   Here 


he  will  And  aomething  appropriate  to  write  at  once— 
whether  humoroualy  or  aentunentally  inclined.  Price 
T WBNTY-FIV E  CKNTS  Per  cony,  by  mall,  poat- 
pafa  BrsciAi,— nve  Booka  for  $1.  Get  four  of  year 
nlaDda  to  club  in  with  you  at  26  oenta  each,  making  (1  tit 
all.  sad  Ibsrsby  get  your  own  book  free  of  cbuge. 


flfehman^s  Selection  of. I 


DIALOGUES 


No.  1. 


PfilOB  35  CE27TS,  hy  nuJl,  po«t-peiiL 

This  book,  the  first  of  the  aerips,  contains  a  large  !»• 
ber  of  the  flneet  dialoguea  in  cur  language.    AdanIsC 
— ,  Parlor   Kntertafiimenta.   Bootel 


s 

AdaptsdfSr 


thoriiiga,  School  Krhlbltfcins,  sta. 
Many  of  the  dlala«rues  In  thla  bosk 
are  new  and  orlKlnal  and  oaaaot  be 
'  ook.  Oreateaia 
le  nreparstloa  oC 
aim  being  to  la- 


f  <  >und  in  any  otiier  book.   Great  ear* 
taken  In  the  prepantlon  oC 

i* 

s<Mt  the  "  Biftinga  "  from  the ' 


hii8  been  taken  In  the 
th  IS  book— our  chief 

lie  "Biftinga"  f 

fi.'ld  "  of  Popular  DIakigaea,  aaltable 
for  public  and  private  recltaa.  Prise 
TWCNTV-FIVK  QKMTS  PW 
c<'py,  by  mail,  poat-pald.  Bracuir— 
Ut-(  four  of  your  friends  to  ekib  la 
^  with  )uu  at  SScenta  each,  making  SI 
^~n  in  all.  and  thereby  gK  your  own  book 
I  free  of  chanre.  Clean  and  snussd 
U.  8.  ivMtage  stamps,  of  any  denomination,  taken  aaans  af 
canh.  In  sending  Kilver,  be  rure  to  «rap  a  small  pises sl 
newspaper  around  >t,  to  prevent  It  from  tearing  uriMII^ 
the  envelope.  Send  gi-eenbacka  for  large  amoontS  If  aog 
Inconvenient  to  you.    ^     '  *  * 


PRICE    2B    CENTC. 

In  this  new  book  of  Dutch  dialect  readings  and  ibuIIs 
tlona,  oom piled  by<]eorge  Cooper,  can  be  found  an  aSja- 
dant  supply  of  intereeting  and  mirth-provoking  rsadlaa 
matter,  aa  it  containa  the  "  all  tlnga  "  from  the  whole  Jail 
0<  Dutch  humor,  and  when    reeled  at  aoclal  »r  fasMse 

gatherings,  tbey  ta> 
variably  "^htitm  dasra 
the  boose."  Tbs  tat 
lowing  are  a  few  of  Ika 
Utiea  of  seleottaiM  90^ 
Ulned  in  thta  beak»— 
A  I>utchman'sssssa> 
A  Initrhman's  tsatl- 
mony  in  a  atasmhraS 
case  —  BreltaMua  ta 
Marrtend-Carl  Dnwdag 
talka  to  tbs  cbiMrsa— 
Couey  Island  down  dar 
liay— Der  ahoemaksr^ 
l>oy-Der  nlghd  baUna 
Ohristmaa  —  Dv  oak 
uiid  der  vine— tier  pe^ 
ter  of  der  sliingiss— 
Dot  funny  leetie  baby— 
Dot  iloboken  bnokat— 
Dot  mule— Dot  widow 
and  Bhalcey— Dot  watar 
>»— Dot  vice  of  mlae 
:ch  Hand  MoUar- 
Dutchmaii'a  c  1  oSk^  , I 
Dutchman's  telephone  —  Dutchman's  serenade  —  DyM^  ;|| 
▼orda  of  Isaac— Fritz  and  I— German  barbei^-Oo  JWb 
Becky  Miller!— Oretohen  und  roe  go  oud— Hana  and  FnH 
—Hans  Donderbeck'a  wedding-Leodle  Yawcob  «r- 


A    — Dutc 
■*    Dutcbi 


IRISH    DIALECT 


RFADINGS.-'^RECITATIONS 


PRICE    2B   CEHTS. 

Thia  now  book  of  IrliOi  dialect  readings  and  raiiWatli— ll 
compiled  by  Oeorse  Cooper  is  nieeUuv  irlth  ttommumtSi 
bon  everywhere,  becauae  it  surpaaaea  In  ezoetienossf  T 


substance  many  of  its  higher-priced  contemporansa  aal  i 
iaytnir  a  word  ab^mt  thoae  selling  a^  the  same  prioa.  la  i 
taot,  It  containa  the  finest  ooUscUon  ot  Irish  dialect  lasT  i 

inga    and    rseitaUoia| 
sver  sold  at  so  low  1 
prioe,aiid  ought,! 
fore,  to  be  in  the  I 
of  every  lover  of  L 
wit  set  forth  wllli  I 
irreelatible   humoi 
Irish  brogue.*  U 
fair  to  become  ns 
the  most  Ropuli 
of  Its  kind  STsr  1 
llahed.  Send  fori 
at  Olios 

of    this    grand, 
treat  of  IHsh  b« 
The   following  at* 
few  of  the  ttUsasCt 

leciiona  

thla  book:  — Birife 
Saint  Patrlek-I 
Ireland— Biddy 'SI 

among  the  Tank 

Exilea-FMbar  PMl'. 
eubserlptton  Hat— Ms  < 
philosopher  —  Irla'i 
Locliinvar- Illeorant  affair  at  Muldoon',,— Iriatunaali  ps!,. 

Klexity— Iriah  astronomy— Irish  EzoeMor— Iriah  I       -~ 
iment— JImmie  Butler  and  the  owl— Kitty  M 
Moloney— Uttle  Pnt   and  the  Parann— Mrs. 
daughter— Pat  O'Flahorty  on  woman'a  rirfa 
Courting— Shamn*  O'Brien— St.  Patrick's 
laleh— Wake  of  Tim  CHara,  and  many  othsra' 
25  Cants  per  copy,  by  mall,  post-paid. 


aaa^  .1.  ....r. ».  HEMBY  J..WEHMAN,  PvUislier,  108  Park  Row,  Now  Y( 
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COMPLETE 


LETTER  WRITER 


PRiOK  28  CENTS. 

f  Thblf  the  flrat  time  that  n  book  has  been  pnbUshedtbal 
pUiniy  teachM  how  to  write  a  letter.  It  showi 
MMtrly  all  tha  bluudera  anU  inistakvs  Bplt<ibe  made  by 
»n  Ineziwrtooced  writer,  and  makes  manifeot.  In  tlis 
■liiiplefC  way,  tlie  propor  mptliod  of  avoldlnirand  rrctify- 
liiff  rach  blandera  and  niij<take<,  whether  they  occur  In 
theti>«Ulnff,  the  iion'<tiiatlon,oi-thecrrammar.  This  book 
•zplalna  all  the  details  of  correapondence,  whether  relat- 
IliClothe  form, the  peninanxlilp,  the  directlHK,  foldlnir, 
•ad  »MMllng  ot  a  uote  or  a  latter.     Th  ere  are4n  thla  bouk 

valuable  hints  about 
Love*  Courtship 
and   Marrlasot 

Sliowlng  In  what  Bt>le 
lovers  shoald  Indite 
epistles.  There  are 
Riven  all  the  various 
lettei'S  that  arise  In  tlio 
course  of  business:  Ask- 
InK  f<r  money,  request- 
Intr  time,  eDCloslnir  re- 
mitlaiice,  asking  avsint- 
ance,  reasons  r^r  re- 
fusal, from  tenants  to 
landlords  on  different 
suhlecCs,  with  laud- 
lords'  repllea     Then— 

and  this  Is  a  very 
Important     fea> 

ture  —  there  is  shown 
tho  itfgtd  importance  of 
a  letter;  and  explana- 
tions are  given  upon 
the  exact  meaninK  o( 
expressions  used  in 
writing  that  may  be  broufcht  Into  c<>urt  in  IKIgatlnns.    It 

also  ooDiaiiia  the  art  of  abbreviating  writing, 
•o  tiiat  any  one  can.wlih  practice,  Kriie  with  the  rapidity 
of  the  iifaorthand  n riter.  In  fact,  tl>e  foUnwiiiir  pei-sonc 
all  require  this  book:  Toung  ladies  and  young  gentlo- 
men.  wives  and  husbands,  widows  and  t>acheluis,  farmeis 
and  traders,  the  sick  and  the  well,  soldiers  ana  sailors, 
mothers  and  fathe>s.  daughters  and  sons,  givers  and  re- 
ceivers of  presents,  the  eiliicuted  and  the  illiterate.  But 
It  would  take  pa^e  after  page  to  l3ei;ln  to  enumerate  all 
tb*  different  claases  to  whom  "This  Complete 
m0^0f  Writer"  wnuld  prove  an  invaluable  com- 
Danion.  Tliere  is  nothing  worth  knowing  In  anyotlirr 
letter  writer  not  to  l>e  found  l<ere,  while  there  are  many 
things  of  Importance  here  not  to  be  found  In  any  otiier 
book.     Notwithstanding  all  these  good  points.  It  is  only 

&■  Aenta  a  copy,  and  is  sentat  that  price,  purt-pald, 
raoy  part  o(  the  United  State!  or  Oanadiw    SsmciUr- 
live  Dooks  for  One  DoUais, 


"^j^T^mss^/LAJ^a 


im  s  HI 


SONG  BOOK-No.  1 

PRICE  26  CENTS. 

nis  book,  the  first  of  the  series,  contains  the  followlnff 
eellaction  nf  popular  Irish  songs,  namely:— An  Irishman*, 
•oast- Angel's  wlilsprr— Banks  of  Claiidy  —  Blackltird— 
Bard  of  Arinagli  — Beautiful  l^le  of  the  sea— Bnnny  hunch 
tt  rOM.— Barney  HcCny— Banks  of  Drandywlne— Bryan 
OT^ynn— B«lls  of  abandon— Blarney— B<-autiriil  shamruck 
at  old  Ireland— Blildy  McCarthy— Belirve  nie,  if  all  those 
endearing  yuungcliarnis- Bingenonthe  Khiiie— Brenneit 

on  the  moor  —  Bona- 
parte on  Soint  Helena 
-Boys  ot  Kilkenny — 
Danks  of  sweet  I>un<lee 
— Ctish  Inmacree  —  Cap- 
tain Dwyer  —  Crojipy 
l>oy  —  Come  back  to 
Erin— Cow  that  ate  the 
piper- Dear  Irlrh  l>oy 

(^^^,j^^_^_  —  Dernioit    Antlinre  — 

^■^/Co^H^^  Dublin    Bay  —  Dornn's 

^U^^^^^  ass-Death  of  Samfleld 

-    rJk'-^H^^  —  Dear^  harp    of    my 

country  —  Doar  Uttle 
colleen  —  Digging  for 
gould  —  Dear  little 
thanirock— Dublin  Car- 
man —  Donnelly  and 
Cooper  —  Erin  Is  my 
home  —  Exile's  lament 
—  E'lnVi  green  shore — 
No  Iri»h  need  apply — 
Exile  of  Rrin— El  in  go 
bragh  —  Klin's  lovely 
liome  —  E'ln,  mavoor- 
neen  —  Father  Tom 
OTIell— Fenians'  Escape— Foiir-Ieaved  shamrock- Green 
Mowr  iMtnks  of  the  i,«'e— Oieen  tld  Is  of  America — Ood 
eave  Ireland— Great  men  tliat  Ireland  has  seen— Girl  I  left 
behind  nie— Ood  bless  you,  collwn  —  Hurp  that  once 
Ihroogh  Tara's  halls— Home  rule  for  Ireland— flat  me 
ftitiier  wore  —  Irish  stranger— Iilahinan's  shanty— Irish 
OoUaen— I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  were  poor 
—Ireland  will  yet  l>e  free— Irish  girl— Jennie,  tl>e  flower 
e(  Klidare— Kathleen  Mavourneen  —  Killarney  —  Kate 
Xsaroey-Katty  Avourneen  -  Kate  O'Brien— Kitty  Tyrrell 
—IjUldleatcne  band— Let  Klin  rememlMr  the  days  of  old 
—lament  of  the  Irish  emigrant— Legacy  —  IJinerIck  is 
heaotttul— and  Mother  favorite  Irish  songs.    Price  28o. 


^ 


ISS^' 


bx  nwU.  pe*-patdi  or  (eopt«.,(o  one  address. 


WIZARDS  MANUAL 


/        PRICE  2B  CENTS. 

The  greatest  i>ook  ever  issued  of  Its  kind;  a  complete 
eompendlum  of  the  se  rets  of  the  magician,  mind  reader 
and  veiitriliKiuist.  Fully  explained  and  Illustrated.  It 
explains:- How  to  produce  cabbages  trom  a  lint— How  to 
make  rings  appear  and  olsappear— How  to  change  pa|>er 
and  bran  to  milk  and  sugar— How  to  produce  Are  from 
your  month— How  to  make  a  person  float  In  air— How  to 
dn  all  kinds  of  card  tricks— Ilow  to  do  all  the  latest  c^ira 
tricks— How  to  cut  a  lady  In  balvee— How  ^l  pronuce 

bowls  of  n  h  fnim 
baudkeichlefs  —  How 
to  grow  flowers  in 
empty  vases  Instantly 
— How  todo  tricks  wltn 
dominoes  and  dice  — 
How  to  do  wonderful 
tricks  with  handker- 
chiefs-Mow todo  Kel- 
ler's ring  trick  —How 
to  make  large  obJ«K?ts 
vanlnh  — How  to  prr>- 
cure  eggs  from  a  boy's 
mouth- How  to  restore 
a  sniashed  watch  — 
How  to  do  the  great 
b«x  trick— Row  to  do 
all  "spirit"  mysteries 
—How  to  make  ghosts 
api>ear  —  How  to  per- 
form the  Davenport  il- 
lusions—UuW  to  make 
a  lane  seem  alive  — 
How  to  make  a  coin 
answer  qiiestlniis-Hiiw 
to  no  vanishing  lady 
trick— How  to  do  hundreds  of  other  marvellous  feats  of 
Iru'erdemaln.  Tliis  marvellous  book,  written  by  a  uuted 
expert,  not  only  tells  lust  how  to  perform  the  most  won- 
derful feats  ill  the  cat<-«ory  of  niag'c,  but  how  to  read 
thoughts.  It  Is  a  fact  that  you  can  read  a  person's 
tliuuiihts,  so  that  you  can  reveal  uumbeis  or  names 
lb ouirht  of.  And  hidden  articles,  etc.  Y»u  can  do  it. 
Every  seer,  t  i.i  iinfoMed  so  cleai  ly  that  even  children  can 
learn.  This  celebrated  book  tells  how  t<>  become  a  ven- 
triloquist, making  voices  api>ai-ently  emanate  from  boxes, 
empty  rooms,  chimneys,  tiunks,  loads  i>f  Inty,  etc.,  and  In- 
structs you  Just  how  to  "throw  your  voice"  so  as  to  make 
wooden  images  appear  to  :Alk  and  ring.  You  can  give  a 
lo'ig  performance  in  Magic,  Mind  KeHiilnir  and  Ventrilo- 

?Mism  after  yon  have«tuiiieil  this  Ixx-k  a  few  hours.  Don't 
ail  to  gel  it;  reraeml>er  that  It  Is  the  best  ami  cheapest 
volume  on  these  riihjects  ever  Issued.  Itex|ilalns  many 
Illusions  never  before  reven  led  In  print,  guarded  secrets 
of  the  Science  of  I.et(ei'drinaln  and  I'lOrchology.  Prloe 
20  Cents  P*r  copy,  by  mall,  post-paid.  ' 


•W-EJHl.ffA^T'S 


ORyVCLE: 


FOR  WOMEN 

OT  THE  wrrcHKa 

This  Book  givet  1620  infallible  answers  to  all  quMtlont 
that  may  interest  women  in  every  position  in  lifOk 

PRICK  2S  CENTSe 

F*oif  TH»  wrrmra :— Young  woman,  yoaeoant  voor  IS 
years  and  hDPel  Uiss  or  Mrs.,  you  consider  your  2S  year. 

and  sigh)    Sfiss  of years,  the  very  thought  of  "old 

maid  "  makes  yon  shudderl    Mrs ,  you  are  a  widow, 

and  should  not  wish  for  any  consolation)  All  of  you  are 
daughters  of  Eve,  the  Inqui.iitlve,  and  have  many  wishes 
to  gratify,  many  desires  to  satisfy.  The  dark  future  dis- 
quiets, the  present  troubles  the  mind.  You  are  more  or 
less  beautiful,  more  or  Iss.  happj,  at  least  make  claim  to 

tiapploese.  Above  all, 
70a  seek  knowledge  as 
to  your  prospects  in  Ufe 
srhather  goudor  111  for- 
tane  awdti  voo;  whe- 
ther yon  will  ever  or 
Always  be  loved;  who 
end  whatyourhosband 
will  be;  whether  yoa 
will  enjoy  blissful  hap. 

Fiinessi  whether  —  in 
act,  a  multitude  of 
thing,  that  cause  the 
b'-artworriment.  'Well, 
we  Wltchee  know  all  of 
yon,  and  your  troubles 
and  anzletlea:  and  aa 
we  read  your  heart,  we 
will  Quvell  the  mys- 
teries ot  the  fnture. 
Behif  cousins- german 
to  IBJeelaebub,  we  can 
Instmct  you  concern- 
ing matters  which  Inte- 
rest yoa  must.  Let  us 
peep  Into  them,  and 
pray,  be  not  afraid  of  us,  for  we  have  been  trerti  and  rosy 
even  like  unto  yoa,  Tuke  us  Into  theretlrMy  of  your  bed- 
chamber, and  there,  upon  your  pillow,  we  will  reveal  to 
yoa  all  that  yoa  may  seek  to  know,  for  we  possess  the 

Kwer  ot  the  l>y  thlan  oracle,  and  wiU  tellgood  fortune  to 
»  fair,  and  her  portion  to  the  nnfair.  This  book  will  be 
sent  by  mall,  poat-pald,  on  receipt  of  SSo*  in  silver  or 
Doetage  stampawHT*  SPEClALr-Flve  copies  fur  $1.  Oet 
lour  of  your  friends  to  olnb  In  with  you  at  SO  cents  each, 
making  $1  in  all.  and  thereby  nt  your  own  book  free  of 
Oharge.  Clean  and  unused  Unltea  Statea  one  or  two-oent 
DOi(.ce  Btampe  taken  same  aa  cash  tor  alt  otir  goodie 


SELECTION  OP 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PRICE    2B    CENTS.       : 

This  book,  the  flrst  of  the  series,  contains  the  following 
Wiectlun  of  iMipuiur  reciiatious,  namely:— Asleep  at  the 
.witch— Arab's  farewell  to  his  steed— Annie  and  Wllliu's 
prayer— A  yaller  dorir's  i-^ve  for  a  nigger— Anioiiy  and 
Cleoi>atra— A  roller-rink  romance— B«lUo  of  Fontenoy— 
Beautiful  snow— BIngen  on  tlie  Rhine— Bridge— Barbara 
Frie^•llle— Base-hall— Curfew  must  not  ring  to-night — 
Qiarge  ot  the  light  brigade— Der  patter  of  the  shingles — 

Dying  Calif onilan  — 
D-it  Btupporn  pony  — 
Dorkiiis'  night  —  Der 
baby  —  Dot  baby  off 
mine— Dying  soldier— 
Daschen.  on  the  Rhine 

—  Excelsior  —  Fast 
freight- Guiltv  or  not 
guilty-Gambler's  wife 

—  GladUtor—  How  the' 
gates  came  aJar  — 
Hornet's  nest  —  Honia 
attractions— I  must  ha 
there  on  New  Year^ 
day— IrlKh  philosopher 

—  Jim  Bludso  —  Last 
Iiyinn— Le-dle  Yawcob 
Strauss  — Life  la  but  a 
game  of  cat  ds  —  Level 
and  the  square  — Li|>S 
tlmttuuch  liquor  shall 
never  touch  mine  — 
Little  Meg  and  I  — 
Uoneyless  man  — Hula 
stood  on  the  steanilroat 
deck  —  Maniac  —  Moth- 
er's fool— Maud  Unller  in  Dutch— Miss  Maloney  on  the 
Cblnrse  question— No  sect  in  liisaven- Nobody's  mule— 
Nobody's  child— Old  man  In  the  model  church-O'Reilly', 
billy  goat— Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-house— Old  sayinira 
—Old  oaken  bucket— 't)»tler  Joe— Only  a  girl— Polisli  boy 
—Please  don't  sell  my  father  rum— Raven— Richmond  on 
the  James— Rory  of  the  hill— Romance  of  a  hammock— 
Bherldan's  riile— Shaniiis  O'Brien- and  25  other  popular 
.electlona  Price  2S  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  port- 
Bahli  or  6  copiMi  to  uuo  oUdi  csa,  lor  91. 


NEW  EDITION  OF  HOYLE'S 


CARD  GAMES 


A  Book  replete  witb  the  law*  that  govern 
Card  Quaes  of  all  kinds. 

OOKTAimNO    AIX    THE     STANDARD    RCLES     FOB 

SBUFFUNa.  CUTTINO.  DEAUNO  AND  PLATDiO 

OF  OARDS  IN  AMERICA.   (lUnstratedO 


PRICE  25  CENTS.       , 

Die  fudnatlon  that  attaches  to  card  p'aying,  both  for 
Mnusement  and  gain.  Is  only  circumscribed  by  the  tM>un> 
OarlMof  civilization,  and  the  number  and  styles  of  game. 
are  as  multiple  as  ihe  leaves  In  Vallambroso.  It  has  been 
gor  eff'vrt  to  bring  together  within  this  book  all  the  games 
taiown  to  modem  playei  s,  and  also  many  which  have  not, 
m  general,  become  popular Jas  yet,  ou  this  side  "  the  bi^; 
pood."  Ibefollowlugareaiewof  the  games  treated  la 

tills  book:— All  Fouie- 

Ali  Fives  —  Auction 
Pitch  —  Baccarat  — 
Bezique  —  Boston  — 
Brag  —  Cossino  —Cali- 
fornia Jack-Catch  the 
Ten  —  Commercial 
I'ltch  —  Coon  Can  — 
Ci'ibiiage  —  Domino 
Whist  —  Draw  Poker— 
Ecai  te— Euchre— Faro 
—Five  or  Nine— Forty- 
Five— Fieiich  Boston— 
French  Euchre  — 
Freneh  Whi^t  —  Gra- 
bouche— Hearts—  Jack 
Pots  —  Ldii^uenet  — 
Loo— MIstieris  —  Natxv 
leon— Nc«  market— Old 
Sledge— Pedro  Sancho 

—  Pinocle  —  Piquet— 
Pitch— I'oker  — Qulnse 

—  Railroad  Eiiclire  — 
Painach  —  Rougn  el 
Nolr—  Ron  nee  —  Rubt> 
con  Bezlque  —  Scotch 
Whist  —Seven  Up  — 
BlTty-81x-8kat  —  Slob- 

berhannes-Soln— Solo  Whist— Spoil  Fi  ve—8tope— straight 
Poker— Stud  Poker— Thirteen  and  the  Odd  —  Tiente  et 
Qoarante—Vitigt-Un— Whiskey  Poker— Wlilst- American 
whist  Laws,  etc.  This  book  contains  the  riileseftnliltshetl 
and  revised  by  Hoyle,  down  through  Cavendish,  Cameron 
and  others,  governing  the  many  games,  by  aid  of  which 
each  and  every  one  at  all  conversant  with  card  playiiiir 
may  learn  how  beet  to  "stake  the  hazard  of  a  die."  ana 
win  or  loes  as  science  and  skill  shall  preeent  opportanltyi 
Thla  book  will  be  sent  by  mall,  poei-paid«  OU  teoelllt  Off 
Mc  In  rilver  or  postage  stamps. 


4i^ 


A«f  •  all  erd«rs  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  PuUishar.jqS  Park  Row,  New  York. 


^:^rvcEnsjki^m 


ini  s  i-i 


SONS  BOOK-No.  3 

PRICE  26  CENTS.    .- 

This  bnok.  the  third  of  the  Miiee,  contaliiBthefolIowtag 
OollecUon  of  poi.ular  Irish  souks,  namely — Anlnatiipon 
my  dear  nld  inolher'a  knee— Alice n  Uay»uriit-«ii— Annie 
Knoney's  glgter— Annie  Rooiiey'e  Joe— Annie  Rooney'a 
beau—Avuntclnir  and  l)rl(flit— Are  you  wlih  U8,  Caneyf— A 
sweet  lilah  iirirl  in  tlie  darllnpr— Barney.  Come  Imnie— Bold 
Mcliiiyres— Belle  ISi-aud.m— Bm  ke'8  dream— Bailjhool^y— 
Birth  of  St.  Patrick-  Biddy  O'  Toole's  wedding  da)  -  Biddy, 
Lha  bailei  Klrl— By  that  lake  whose  (tloomy  shore— Beau- 
•  tlful  Erin  -  Crulskeen 

lawn  —  Colleen  dhas 
Uacliive  —  Castlebar 
boy-Cleopatra  McNally 

—  Come,  i-eiit  in  this 
bosom  —  Cliarminit 
joung  »idow  —  Cor- 
poral Cosey  —  County 
lail— Clancy  wnsn't  in 
It— Come  bnck  to  me— 
Ccilleeu  dhas  Cruihin 
Amoe  —  Down  went 
McQinty  —  Dennie 
Grady 's  hack— Di  ill,  ye 
tarrleis,  drill— Dai Ung 
old   rtlck-Dandy    Pat 

—  Duff'-ye  —  Emmet's 
farewell  to  his  true 
love  —  Eileen,  sweet 
Eileen— Erin!  the  tenr 
and  the  smile  in  ihine 
eyes- Fairy  boy— Fast- 
er you  pluck  them  the 
thicker  tht>y  (rrow  — 
Fathei  O'Flynn-Orove* 


wfeMDors 


ffiMi* 


of  Blarney— Oatlierins 
the  myrtle  with  Mary- Gems  of  old  Ireland— Grave  of 
Wolfe  Tone-Harp  without  the  crown- Hello!  John  Mo- 
loney—How  oft  has  the  liaiishee  criedl— I  owe  $10  to 
CQrarty-Iriih  Jul>ilee-I  say.  Hike— I  whittle  and  wait 
for  Katie— It  showered  avain— I  liad  915  in  my  inside 
pocket— Irish  wed'lintr— I  was  the  boy  for  lie*  Itching  'em 
—Ivy  «reen— Irlnhmeu  of  to-day— I'm  not  myself  at  all — 
John  Cope,  or  tile  Itaitle  of  Preston— Katie  Molloy— Kat« 
Oonnor-Kltty  of  Coleraine-Katty.  dat  ling-Katy  O'Ryan 
—Low-backed  car- Liitle  old  duddeen  —  Little  Annie 
Kooney -Little  Fannie  Mclntyi-e— Lanniiran'i<  ball— Leam- 
tntr  HcFaddeii  to  Waltz— Little  trieen  i^af  in  otir  bible— 
Last  roee  of  summer— lament  of  an  Irish  woman— Love's 
youne  dream— and  87  other  favorite  Irish  souits.  Price 
So  Cents  per  c  py,  by  mail,  post-pttid;  or  6  OopiM^ 
to  one  address,  (or  91.00. 

^^  Clean  and  nnused  U.  S.  Postage 
Stamps  taken  same  as  casb  for  all  our 
eoods. 


^TV^EHli-IJUSrS 


SELECTION   OP 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PRICE    28    OEWT8. 

This  book,  the  third  of  the  series,  contains  the  foUowlns 
•election  of  popular  recitations,  nain<lly:— Ask  mamma — 
AChristnias  story— Auld  Robin  Gray— A  visit  to  Bamum's 
—Aire  of  man  and  woman— A  legend  of  BreuBiiz— A  catas- 
trophe—Barbara  Filetchie— Black  horse  and  his  rider- 
Bald-headed  man  —  Brier  rose  —  Blacksmith's  story — 
Broken  promise— Bivouac  of  the  Dead— Baby's  kiss— Bella 
ot  Sbandon— Custer's  last  charge— Caoch.  the  piper— Coals 

of  fire- Correct  card — 
Countersign  —  Der  dog 
und  der  lobster  — 
Drunkard  —  Dutchman 
and  the  raven—  Dandy 
Firth  —  Down  in  the 
mine— Der  Eavesdrop- 
per —  Doff  and  the 
tramp  —  Der  shplder 
und  der  fly— Eklucatlon 

—  Face  airainst  the 
pane  —  Flood  of  death 

—  Faces  in  tlie  fire  — 
Flying  Jim's  last  leap — 
Gone  witli  a  handsomer 
man— Green  Mountain 
Justice  —  Horatlus  at 
the  brid(re  —  Hans'l 
visit  to  der  "trarden"- 
Inch  Cape  bell  -  It'i 
ever  so  far  away  —  In 
llie  Sbipka  TasH— In  the 
dime  museum— I'll  take 
what  father  takes  — 
KhiK  Robert  of  Sicily- 
Kit  Carson's  ride— Ken- 

tnoky  belle— Letter  of  death— Love  in  the  kitchen— Look- 
out Itoniitain,  1863:  Beiitelshach,  1880— Hlzpah— Mary,  the 
maid  of  the  inn— McGliity's  hoi-se— Modern  belle— Milton's 
last  poem— Our  folks — Olii  msn  proes  to  town— Our  ships 
at  sea — Only  a  clown— Old  tobocco-liox— Our  minister's 
sermon— Papa's  letter— Put's  reason— Pilot's  story—  Re- 
li(rions  card  ilayer— HnrMl  musinffs- Railroad  CrossiuJt— 
8chlos<«r'R  ride— Spai-tuciis  to  tho  i;Ittdiator»— Smitlnetne 
rock— ami  19  sther  equally  popular  seiectlon&  Price 
2B  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  poet-paid;  or  6  coplea,  to 
one  address,  for  %l. 


Clean  and  unused  V.  8.  Postage 
Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our 
goods. 


joke:s 


PRICE   25  CENTS. 

This  book  onpht  to 
l>e  ill  the  hands  of 
every  lover  of  Irish 
wit,  set  forth  with 
the  irresistible  hii> 
iiior  of  Irish  brogue, 
as  it  contains  the 
cleanings  from  the 
whole  field  of  Irish 
dinlectic  wit  and  hu- 
mor, asil  will  be  sent 
by  mail,  post-psid, 
on  receipt  of  25c. 
In  silver  or  pnstnj;e 
stamps.  Special— 
Five  copies,  to  one 
address,  for  $1. 


:-'T-rrt:; 


■W^illJ^LAJir& 


BOOK  OF  FLIRTATIONS 


AND  LANGUAGE  OF  FLOWERS. 


PRICE   2S   CENTS. 


CoHTKNTS.- Postage-Stamp,  Handkerchief,  Hat,  Glove, 
Fan,  Eye,  Parasol,  CiKur,  Pencil,  and  VN  hip  Flirtations- 
Window  and  Dliiintr-Table  Si^oalinK.  Signals  of  the  Al>- 
sent  Lovers'  Telegraph.  Flirtation  and  Conversation 
Carda  Fifteen  Verei  us  of  Love.  How  to  Kiss  a  Lady. 
Rul>-8  for  Love-Mal<iiie.     Matrimonial  SoKgrestloiis- How 

to  Win  the  Affrcilon  of  a  Lady  or  Geutlenian,    LaniruaKe 

of  Jewels.  Bitshfulness— its  Cause  and  Cure.  Husband's 
and  Wife's  Commandments  A  New  Field  for  the  Use  of 
Playintr  Cards.  Majric  Age  Table.  Evenin(r  Aniusement. 
An  Oddly  Indited  Epl'<tle.  Science  or  Kisslnir.  Letter 
from  a  Girl  to  Her  Lover.  Kufiis  Ready's  Answer.  Man 
to  His  Motlier-in-Law.  A  i'uzzlini*  and  TeazinK  Love 
Letter.  FemalH  Stratairem.  Proper  Aire  for  llarria«te. 
Choosiiif;  a  Partner.  F^rst  8te|«  in  Conrtshlp.  What 
Ladles  and  Gentlemen  Should  Observe  During  Coartshlp. 
Presents.  Piop-sal.  H^-fusal  by  the  Youiik  Lady.  Con- 
duct of  the  Qeiitleinen  When  His  Addresxes  Are  Rejected. 
Refusal  by  the  Lady's  Parent"  or  Guardians,  Conduct  of 
the  EiitraKed  Couple.  CondU'-t  of  the  Lady  Durinf^  Her 
Betrollial.  Conduct  of  the  Gentleman  toward  the  Fiimily 
of  His  Betrothed,  t'onductof  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  on 
Retiring  from  an  Engagement.  Coirespondence.  De- 
meanor of  the  Suitor  Uonng  Courtship.  Should  a  Court- 
ship B«  Short  or  lynigl  Preliminary  Etiquette  of  a  Wed- 
ding. The  Bridal  Trousseau,  aii.i  the  Wedding  Presents. 
Duty  of  a  Brideirroom-EIect.  Buyinir  the  Rlnar.  Who 
Should  B"  Asked  to  the  Wedding.  WhnShould  Be  Brides- 
maids. Of  iheBridesgrooinsmen.  Arrival  at  the  Church. 
Order  ot  Proces.-'ion  to  the  Altar.  The  Marriuge  Cere- 
mony. Difference  on  Religion.  Departure  of  the  Honey- 
moon. Practical  Advice  to  a  Newly-married  Couple. 
Benefits  of  Marriage.  How  Marriage  Elevates  Man  and 
Woman.  Marriage  Impediments.  Happy  Marriages. 
Look  t)efore  You  Leap;  or:  Marringe  and  Its  Results  (11- 
lustrate<i).  Language  of  Flowers.  Flower  Dtalogaes. 
Bouquets,  etc.    I'rice  25  Cents  per  copy,  post-paid. 


WEHMAN'S  BUD6ET  OF  DUTCH 


joke:s 


PRICE  26  CENTS. 

Every  Lover  of  Ger- 
man Dialectic  Wit  and 
Humor  ought  to  pro- 
cure a  copy  of  this 
bool(,  at  it  contains 
the  choicest  emana- 
tions of  the  most  re- 
nowned DUTCH  COM- 
EDIANS and  HUMOR- 
ISTS of  the  day.  and 
is  sold  at  the 
lo^r  price  of  25 
Cents  per  copy. 


I  f=ll  S  H 


•-No.  4 


PRICE  26  OEMf. 

Tlita  book,  the  fourth  of  the  serlaa.  contains  IN  PODOlir 
oomic  and  sentimental  Irish  songs  and  ballads  Dot  tomm 
In  the  preceding  numbers— a  few  of  which  we  will  •»"*• 
here  vis.:— A  bunch  of  shamioek  from  my  dear  oM 
mother— Andy  McElroe— An  Irish  jlrl's  opinion— Asmart 
Uttle  hit  ov  a  inaii— Barney  Brallagaii's  oourtfOjlp— Barney 
dea<-  Barney,  Pm  thinl<lng  of  y.u-Bi^nev'e  parttn*— 
Ballinamuek  bilg«de-B  gU  Balfour---Bold  Jack  Dona- 
hue—Bonnie Ii  ish  boy-Bonnie,  sweet  Bessie,  the  maid  oC 
Dundee— Buwery  greuaoiere— Brannlgaii'sbaiid— Braanl- 

nil's  pap  -  Brld(«c 
Donoliue— The  "BntSr 
boo "  -  Burke,  MaicM 
and  the  brick— OMayls 
awful  grub  -Oelebratso 
speech  of  Robert  bs- 
met  —  Chkskabiddy  — 
Christmas  tree  •- 
Clancy  ■■  trotter-G0a(* 
down,  Mra  Flyiin  f- 
Oonnemara;  or.  leave 
voiir  l>onta  on  the  mat 
— t\>rbettand  SalHraiK 
fight— Dan  Maloney  ■ 
the  man— Dan  MeCWo 
thy's  ball  — Dans;/ 
HcCall- Danny  tak«s 
after  his  father-Day  I 
walk'd  againrtO'Leaiy 
—Day  we  left  Irelaudr* 
Dear  emerald  isle  r- 
Dearold  Paddy's  laad- 
Don't  Jou  cry  sa. 
Korah,     darling    r- 


Douicherty's  boardlnr- 
house— Drinking   wijli 


SELECTION  OP 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


Daniel  Maloney  —  Duffy's  grand  opening  »•«';*— J^^ 
Royal  Irish  Biiirade-Fiftht  at  Canada  l>etweeu  Morrtomr 
and  Heeuan-FIUnnitf-n'"  Irish  c«tia.y---QaIlant  81^- 
Ninth— Get  on  to  Rellly— Green  Hills  of  old  Brin— OU- 
booley,  you're  a  terror-Give  Paddy  but  a  chance— Have 
you  seen  me  Uncle  Mickeyf-Heiinessey's  baby-He  sttile 
my  Sunday  clothee-Hoolahan  musketeers— Bow  Crtn 
was  born— I'm  an  Irish  boy  I  am  waiting  at  the  doer, 
Kar;  Ann— I  know  I  am  Irish  and  proud  of  It,  t"0— l.lqty 
old  Ireland  sUlI— Ireland  forever- Irish  are  tisa  IlWS 
dragoon— Irl.h  exile's  love— Irishman  and  the  whale 
IrisTinian's  home— Irishman's  "  Home,  sweet  home"^ 
Irish  through  and  through— and  9S  other  e(|aailr  popalH 
songs.  Price  28  ContS  l«r  copy,  by  mall,  pa«-paMt 
or  6  copiea,  to  oue  adarsaa,  tor  $L 

^~  Clean  and  nnnsed  17.  8.  P*«tMr* 
Stamps  taken  same  as  casli  for  all  oai 
ffoods. 


•W^EIH^.l-AJfcT'S 


PWIOK    26    OKHTt. 

Hits  book,  the  fourth  of  the  aeries,  oontalna  the  toOtm' 
tng  selection  of  popular  recitations,  namelyt— Addreas  eC 
Bpottlcus— A  deadly  weapon— A  niKht  with  a  ventrlloqillii 
naughty  little  gtri- A  racgad 


—And  the  l>and  played 
Jacket— A  ventrfioqulst 


on  a  stage-onach- Anz  llsHssiSt  ;  M 


Italian  opera- Bnocarat— Black-Eyed  Suaan— BhM 
Bridge-Keeper's  Story- Bridge  a*. 


at 


At  the 

and  the  Gray— bores    _       ^  ,  _. 

^hs— Buttercups  and   Daisies— Casey's  Table  d'Hota 

Charge  of  the  Datdl 
Brigade  —  Chicago  — 
Church  reveries  ot  a 
schoolgirl  —  Daysgens 
by-Death-bed  of  Bene- 
dict Arnold- Death 
Oaudeotls  —  Death 
little  Paul  — Dream 
Eugene  Aram— Drivlaa 
home  the  cows  —  Doe 
long-handled  dipper—  . 
Firenuui  —  Fisldn'  — 
Forty  years  ago  — 
Granger  and  the  gam^ 
ler- Gambler's  last  deal 
-Housekeeper's  SnUI*- 

?|ay  —  How  Oolambas 
ound  America.  —  Bar 
easy  chair  —  How  hs 
saved  St.  Klehaei's  — 
He  gets  dbere  shSMl 
der  same— How  aah>^ 
tor  won  —  Huochbaclr 
■inger  —  Irish  sbImkiI-' 
maater-Josiali  JkUm'» 
v»lfe  at  A.  T.  ttewartV- 
Katrina's  visit  to  New  York  -King  Cannte-Klarfi«  Ov's 
raoe—LAUncblng  of  the  ship— Left— Life-boat— Ughtfruai 
over  the  range— Uttle  barefootr-Lorraiae— Man's  Lamb 
on  a  new  prinetple— Mary,  qneen  of  S«ot»— Maod  MalMr— 
Mine  mnder-ln-law— Minstrel's  cnrse— Mr.  Mnrphy's  — ** 
My  ioTer-Nlnetr-elght— No.  6  Collect  8treet-C 
goat— Old  actor's  story- One  tonoh  of  natorer-Owl 
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—Paddy  the  piper— Phadriff  Crohofire^r  the  Irish  bos^ 
r— Polyglot— Relief  of  Locknow— Roger— Sad  fat*  oC 
jllceman— Scandal— Shipwrecked  —  fittmple  star*  eff 
Vashinirton— and  SI  ntlier  equally  popular  ssleeaas^ 

Price  2S  Cents  per  co|jy,  by  mail,  poM-pald;   or  • 
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PRICE    25    CENTS    PER    CCPY. 


ire 


)ER  the  above  title  Ruth  Hall  has  written  something  that  ought 
to  be  interesting:,  and  a  source  of  pleasure  to  every  one— the  House- 
hold, the  Club,  and  Society  in  general.  The  plan  of  the  work  is  to  give 
various  sugKestions  and  hints  on  entertaining  a  party  of  friends  at  a 
moment's  notice,  and  any  person  with  an  ordinary  education  can  become 
proficient  in  the  art  of  wntertainlng  after  a  caret^d  perusal.  The  publi- 
cation permits  of  a  number  to  assist  at  the  amusements  and  pastimes. 

CONTENTS. 


SAIiBS  AND  FAlRS.-Flower  Show,  KafTee  Klotch,  Apron  Sale, 
Penny  Sale,  Ex^)r^'ss  office,  Dickens'  Sale,  Five  O'clock  Tea,  Basket 
Lunoneoii,  (  lipintiK'  Sale,  DoH.s'  Re»>*i»tlon,  and  Mother  varieties. 

SIDE  SHOWS,  RECITATIONS,  TABLEAUX,  LIVING 
PI<:tI°KES,  etc.— The  Dime  Mus«aun,  Card  Dance,  Amateur  Circus, 
Punch  and  Judy,  The  Menagerie,  Female  Minstrels,  Mrs.  Jarley,  The 
Human  Piano,  Napoleon's  Reception,  LivlngChess,  and  47  other  varieties. 

CHILDREN'S  P.4BTIES.  —  Beanbag  Party,  Birthday  Party 
Christmas  Party,  Conundrum  Party,  May  Pole,  Orange  Tree,  Donkey 
Party,  Baby  Party,  and  lO  other  varieties. 

KVEN1N«I      ENTEBTAINIVIKISTS,      LITERARY     PAR- 
TIES  AND    DANCES.-NecktieParty,  Fourth  of  July  l'arty,Cook- 
>  ing  Contest,  Lawn    Party,  Skeleton   Luncheon,  Pound    Party,    Dollar 
I  Party,  Fortune  Party,  1830  Dance,  Scotch  Evening,  and  25  other  va 
rleties. 

TEAS,    LUNCHEONS,   DINNERS    AND  BREAKFASTS. 

—Single  Flower  Luncheon,  Thimble  Tea,  Violet  Dinner,  Daisy  Luncheon, 
April  Fool  Luncheon,  and  16  other  varieties. 

The  typographical  work  of -this  Ixxjk  is  a  feature  In  Itself,  and  we  be-' 
lieve  no.  library  to  be  complete  without  it.  Printed  on  good  quality  of 
durable  pai>er,  and  substantially  bound  in  heavy,  colored  paper  covers. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  Tweuty-tlTe  Cents. 


Po  You  LiKe  Ice  Cre^n?  or  Iced 
Prii;ks  ii?  tbe  Suiprper  ? 

IF   SO,    BUY   A   COPY   OF 

The  Book  of  Ices 


Wrltion  by  Mrs,  H.  Lliwtllyn  Williams, 

And  save  money  by  learning  how  to  make  your  Summer  Bev- 
erages and  Ice  Cream  yourself.  This  book  contains  full  and  cor- 
rect instructions  for  makini?  all  kinds  of  Ice  Creams,  Water  Ices, 
Iced  Puddings,  Iced  Kisses,  Frozen  Fruits,  Iced  Beveraj^es,  Har- 
lequins, Maceiloines,  Iced  Custards,  SouflBes,  etc.,  etc.,  for  home 
and  confectioners'  use.  It  also  teaches  how  to  make  perfectly 
harmless  flavorings  and  colorings,  including  all  the  information 
for  syrup-boiling,  and  the  use  of  utensils  necessary  to  insure  the 
most  successful  results.  The  art  of  making  Ice,  Ice  Keeping, 
and  of  constructing  Ice-hou.ses  is  also  fully  explained.  Many 
recipes  will  be  found  in  this  volume 'that  have  never  before  been 
published,  and  all  are  so  plainly  descril^ed  that  any  amateur  can 
become  a  good  practical  confectioner  by  studying  and  applying 
the  infornuition  it  contains.  Printed  from  cloar,  readable  type, 
on  a  first-class  rpmRty  of  durable  paper,  bound  in  substantial 
colored  pap<'r  covers.  Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
TWENTY-PIVE    CENTS  "p<r  copy. 


WEHHAN'S  TEACHER'S  EXHIBITION  BOOKS 


•H^=S  Nos.  I  and  2.  •2:3« 


A  series  o..  arranged  entertainments,  suitable  for  exhibitions  of  either 
\  day  or  Sunday  schools,  at  Christmas.  New  Year's,  or  other  holidays,  close 
'  of  school  terms,  and  other  txcasions.  Introducing  recitations  declanui- 
1  tlons,  dialogues,  tiibleaus.  etc..  Interspersed  with  simple  and  effective 
I  music.  Each  complete  in  Itself.  Sent  by  mall,  pout-paid,  on  receipt  of 
10  Cents  each. 


MAY  TIME 


This  l)ook  contains  a  beautiful  collection  of  POEMS,  EXHIBI- 
TIONS, DIALOGUES,  TABLEAUX  and  GAMES,  sulta' le 
for  May-day  and  other  sprink  exercises,  and  also  a  brief  hlsinry  of  the 
ceremonies  with  which  spring  has  been  celebrated.  The  poems  have 
been  8ele<'ted  from  standard  authors,  and  the  dialogues  are  such  as  have 
given  satisfaction  on  similar  occasions,  while  the  tableaux  and  games  af- ' 
ford  variety,  and  it  is  the  obje<"t  of  the  author  that  they  should  be  used 
for  out-door  performances.  ■,      .. 

r-*H  CONTENTS.  I-V-. 


Poems. 
Morning  in  May 
May-(iay 
To  blossoms 
To  daffodils 
Virtue 

On  May  morning 
The  May-jwle 
May-day  song 
To  the  cucko<» 
Field  flowers 
Ode  to  spring 
Bring  flowers    • 
May 
Flowers 
May  morning 
The  May  queen 
The  voice  of  the  grass 
Songs  of  seven 
The  way  to  sing 


Seeking  the  May  flower 

A  song  of  clover 

The  May  star 

To  the  flowers 

The  sparrow's  May  day 
DiALOoi;>s. 

The  queen  of  May 

Hurry  along 

The  seasons 

The  quarrel  among  the  flowers 

The  May 

Multiplication 

The  mission  of  the  spirits 

Talking  flowers 
Tablkaix 

May-day  sjmrts 

The  que«'n  of  flowers 
Gami!:s. 

Oueen  Mab's  court 

May-dew 


Printed  on  a  good  quality  of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and 
lM)unU  In  handsome  colorea  colors.  Sent  by  mall,  iwst  jwld,  to  any  ad- 
dress, on  receipt  uf  TWENTV-FIVK  CENTS. 


A  s»rl*«  of  most  attractlv  llftl«  books,  providing  en- 

tirsly  nsw  oollootlons  of  rssdings,  rocltatlons  and 

dlsloguos.  In  vrso  snd  prose,  sultsblo 

for  LIttIs  Folks,  as  follows  i 

Dt  Witt's  Littit  6tms  in  Prost  and  Yerst  for  Littit 

PEOPIiE. — A  careful  compilation  of  choice  little  piece.s,  suitable  for 
reading  and  recitation  by  the  smallest  readers  and  speakers.  Sent  by 
ma  11,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  lO  Ceii t«^ 

DtWitt*s  Littit  Spttelitslor  Littit  Foiics.  f.f/To^ '»,^: , 

tlon  of  many  of  the  prettiest  small  pieces  ever  written  for  the  use  ofour 
little  ones  just  stepping  from  t)abyhood  to  chlldhiKxl.  A  book  exactly 
fitted  to  amuseann  interest  the  very  smallest  young  lisi)ei"s;  such  as  have 
just  begun  to  si)eak  and  understand  plain  words  and  sentences.  Sent  by 
mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  Cenf, '. 

Dt  WItf  s  Wtt  Pitets  and  Diaioguts  for  Our  Dariings.  [ 

It  is  seldom  that  nice  little  dialogues  can  be  found  without  searching  the 
piiges  of  a  great  many  books;  but  here  Is  a  fine  lot  of  them,  joined  to 
Other  very  pretty  pieces.  They  are  just  the  things  for  children  to  learn 
when  they  first  liegln  to  speak  at  school,  or  In  the  parlor.  Sent  by  mail, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  C'eiif. 

Wtiiman's  Littit  Diaioguts  for  L7ttit  Ptopit.  t^^i'T^i 

entirely  new  collection  of  original  prose  and  verse  dialogues,  written  ex-  | 

pressly  for  the  purpose  of  providing  short,  bright  pieces  which  can  l)e 

"  "■■  " "'-  "* ' "  -'■"-'-'"     Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt 


easily  memorized  by  small  children 
of  lO  <'entN. 


Woliman's  Cliiidrtn's  Dialoguts. 


Wtliman*s  Cliiidrtn's  Sptaictr. 


This  book  contains  a  fine 
collection  of  short,  easy 
dialogues,  carefully  prepared,  and  suitable  for  children  from  four  to 
eight  years  of  age.  Many  of  these  dialogues  have  been  written  expre.ss- 
ly  for  this  iKJok  and  cannot  l>e  found  elsewhere.  It  is  a  book  that  any 
wise  mother  can  safely  place  in  the  hands  of  her  darlings.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-iwild,  on  receipt  of  1 0  Ceiif . 

A  careful  compilation   of 
short   pieces  suitable    for  I 
recitation  by  children  from  four  to  eight  years  of  age.  Including  well  i 
selected  pieces  for  special  and  holiday  occasions.    This  book  will  please 
every  parent,  as  It  contains  a  good  variety  of  Interesting  and  instruct- 
ive  pieces  for  children.    Sent  by  mall,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  Cenf. 

Wthman's  Homo  Songs  for  Littit  Ptopio.  ^;^;'^^V[^ 

tlon  of  Jingling  rhymes,  adapted  both  In  thought  and  language  for  reci- 
tation l)y  the  very  youngest  speakers.  Its  articles  are  full  of  meaning, 
and  will  tend  to  Instill  many  "good  things"  In  their  youthful  minds. 
Sent  by  mall,  ix)st-pal(l,  on  receipt  of  10  <'ents. 


WtliAian's  Littit  Folits'  Vtrsts.  ?oT^tttlf*A,»?^;^  ( 

suitable  for  recitations  for  little  folks.    Youthful  readers  cannot  fall  to 
ttnd  some  verses  t^)  suit  their  i)ecullar  genius  In  this  book.    There  Isn't  a 
dull  line  In  this  lxx)k-everythln.i  crisp  and  crackling.    Sent  by  mall,  > 
postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  €en<». ( 

Wtiiman's  Rhymts  and  Jinglts  for  Littio  Sptaktrs. 

As  the  title  suggests,  so  the  contents  of  this  book.  All  the  selections  are 
short  and  bright,  and  easily  memorized,  and  comprise  many  of  the  most 
charming  verses  ever  written  for  children.  Sent  by  mod,  post-paid,  on 
receiptor  10  Cent*. 
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SONG  BOOK 


PRICE,    10  CENTS. 


^    ^    ^      CONTENTS    OF    THIS    NUMBER:     ^    ^    ^ 
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A  Boy  Without  a  Sweetheart 

A  Handsome  Lad  and  Lassie , 

A  Hot  Time  in  the  Old  Town 

A  Hot  Time  In  the  Old  Town  To-Night  (Parody)  . 

A  Lesson  in  Love 

A  Mother  is  the  Tniest  Friend  of  All 

A  Picture  of  My  Best  Girl 

After  tlie  Sunshine 

Angel  of  the  Tenements  (The) ...    

Baby's  Crossing  Dreamland's  Border 

Back  to  His  Native  Land 

Because  He  Was  Old  and  Gray 

By  the  Sad  Sea  Waves 

Cheer  Up,  Mother 

Chimmle  Fadden  of  de  Bow'ry 

Climbing  Up  to  Heaven  on  a  Moonbeam 

Daisy  Dann   

Dal  Cin'omatograph 

Day  That's  Gone  Can  Never  Come  Again  (Tlie) . . . 

Dearest  Girl  to  Me  (The) 

Dip  Me  In  the  Golden  Foam 

Don't  Fool,  Dat  Black  Gal's  Mine 

Dons,  the  Village  Maiden 

Driven  to  the  Wall 

Flossie  Moore  from  Baltimore 

Go  to  Sleep,  Love  

Go  'Way,  Gal 

Grace  O'Moore 

Grandma's  Darling 

He  Didn't  Know  tlie  Way  to  Go  About  It 

He  Fought  for  the  Cause  He  Thought  Was  Uight 
Her  Name  Was  Mary  Wood,  but  Mary  Wouldn't . 

Her  Picture  Was  There  Next  to  Mine 

How  Can  I  Forget? 

I  Love  Her  Just  the  Same 

1  Want  Ma  Honey  Boy  Now 

If  We  Only  Had  It  Now 

Hi-Fated  Mame  (The) 

Ill  Love  You,  Mother 

I'm  a  Popular  Man 

I'm  the  Baddest  Coon  Dat's  in  Dis  Town  To-Day.. 

Is  Your  Lub  True,  Ma  Honey? 

Kate  McCarthy 

Kathleen... 

Little  Dolly  Daydream 

Little  Huckleberry ....      

Maggie  Maguire 
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THE    DEAREST    GIRL    TO    ME. 

Cop;rlghe,  1X97.  by  8.  H.  Brown. 

AU  liglitri  rfit-rvcd. 

The   word*  and   miialo  of  tliln  aoiiK,  >rii>i>ir«<t  for  the  plann,  will  be  eent  to  any 

I  aditreai,  poMpalil,  III!  rrcelpt  of  tO  ceiiia;  ur  tliie  amt    any  twootlicr  loiiiri  for  One 

I  Dnliar,  i>y  Henrv  J.   Wuhnian,    108    Park    Row,   New    York.    Writ*   to  aboTe  addraM 

'for   hYi-e  ('aCaloiruM  i>r  Sonim  Svnif   Buoka,   Sheet  Muilc,   Oemiau  Buuir  Books,  Letter 

Writer*,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Bookn,  etc. 


Words  by  Cbas.  II.  Mclntoali  and  James  Convery.    Uusic  by  The  Qallery  Oud. 


My  sweethoart  bears  the  name  of  Kate,  she's  the  sweetest  girl  I  know, 

And  when  I  rail  to  see  her,  why  I  always  tell  her  so: 

Her  hair  is  dark  and  curly,  witn  hlue  eyes  bright  and  clear; 

With  teeth  so  white  and  pearly,  to  me  she's  ever  dear. 

Chorus. 
Katie,  my  darling,  some  day  will  be  mine; 
I've  roam'd  the  world  all  over,  no  sweeter  girl  1  And; 
Some  day  we'll  marry,  how  happy  we  will  be; 
For  she  Is  the  dearest,  the  dearest  girl  to  me. 

I  Just  two  short  years  have  passed  and  gone  since  onr  courtship  has  began. 
The  wedding  dav  has  now  been  set,  for  I've  won  her  heart  and  hand; 

'  The  nelghl)or8  are  Invited,  and  a  Mg  time  there  will  be 
When  I  place  the  ring  upon  the  hand  of  the  dearest  girl  to  m«. 

)  Chorus. 

)  Katie,  mv  darling,  some  day  will  be  mine; 

I've  roamed  the  world  all  over,  no  sweeter  girl  I  find; 
Some  day  we'll  marry,  how  happy  we  will  d»; 
For  aho  is  the  dearest,  the  dearest  girl  to  me. 


AFTER    THE    SUNSHINE. 

Copyright,  1899,  by  8.  H.  Brown. 


▲11  rliibta  reatnred. 


The    wnrda  and  muvlc  of  this  aong,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any 
'  address,  poMpald,  on  r«celrt  of  lOe^ntaior  this  and  any   two  other  eonirs  for  One 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehiiian,  108    Park    Row,    N»w    York.      Write  to  aboTa    address 
^r  Freeji'aialo^na  «r  ^Mniil^,  i^oiiK   Kooks,  abeet   Mndv,  Oennait  Song  Books.   Letter 


rltei-s.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 
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Words  by  Charles  II.  Mcli.tosh.    Muslo  by  Tlis  Qallery  Ood. 

Have  you  ever  on  a  summer  day  looked  In  a  cottage  door 
And  seen  a  little  baby  play  with  toys  upon  the  floor: 
Have  you  seen  the  motner  smiling,  wltn  a  face  so  good  and  kind. 
All  within  so  bright  and  happy,  wliUe  the  golden  sun  does  shine? 
But  should  you  pa.=>a  this  cottage  In  about  a  year  or  more. 
And  see  deaths  sad,  sad  emblem,  a  white  crape  on  the  door. 
You  will  know  Ood  sent  His  angels  to  claim  baby  as  his  own. 
And  now  from  this  once  happy  ncme  th«  bright  sunshine  has  gone. 

Chorus. 

.\fter  the  sunshine  has  vanl-shed,  evening  then  turns  Into  night, 
S<ime  homes  are  dark  and  dreary,  others  are  cheertul  and  bright: 
After  the  sunshine  has  vanished,  still  then  the  world  moves  on. 
Some  hearts  are  glad,  others  are  sad,  after  the  sunshine  Is  gone; 
Some  hearts  are  glad,  others  are  sad,  after  the  sunshine  is  gone. 

Within  a  grand  old  mansion  a  bachelor  dwells  alone. 

No  loving  wife  nor  children  to  cheer  his  costly  home, 

HIh  luilr  Is  turning  silver,  the  reason,  neighbors  say. 

He  once  had  loved  a  maiden,  but  she  cast  his  love  away; 

In  his  parlor  hangs  a  picture  of  the  one  he  loved  for  years. 

And  when  he  looks  upon  it  his  pvoh  o'erflow  with  tears; 

Had  she  but  Siiid  one  little  word  he'd  have  clalined  her  as  his  own, 

To  lie  the  ray  of  Hunshine  bright  In  his  lonely  palace  home. 

Chorus. 
After  the  sunshine  has  vanished,  evening  then  turns  into  night. 
Some  liomes  are  dark  and  drearj*.  others  are  cheerful  and  bright; 
After  the  sunshine  hus  vanished,  still  then  the  world  moves  on. 
Some  hearts  are  glad,  others  are  sad,  after  the  sunshine  Is  gone. 
Some  hearts  are  glad,  others  are  sad,  after  the  8un*hln«  is  gone. 


— .\  \An\i  bat  is  "  no  fIoucIi. 


—  He  \vns  smoking  a  cigar  on  the  street  car,  and  a  lady  took 
out  lier  purse  and  handcl  Lim  ten  cents. 

"  Wlint's  this  for  ?  "  lie  asked  lier. 

"  It's  to  buy  a  good  cigar  wiien  you  smoke  in  the  presence  of 
ladies.''  said  She.  ns  slie  looked  around  iind  received  tiie  encour- 
agement of  several  of  ilio  female  passengers. 

"  Oh,  keep  it."  remarked  the  brute,  "  and  give  me  credit  for  it 
on  next  week's  wasliing  bill." 

She  was  going  to  the  Post  Office,  but  she  alighted  at  Orand 
street. 

—A  few  days  since  a  party  of  gentlemen  were  together.  One 
mnn,  a  joker,  stcpiied  up  to  a  member  of  the  party,  and  lioldinga 
long  hair  before  his  eyes,  said:  "  See  here,  old  fellow,  this  looks 
suspicious.  Where  did  this  long  hair  come  from?"  "Why, 
that's  from  my  wife's  head!  "  "  Are  you  sure  of  it  ?  "  "  Sure  of 
it  ?  of  course  I  nm.  You  don't  suppose  you  would  find  nny  other 
woman's  hair  about  me.  do  you  ?  "  "  No.  probably  not:  but  I  am 
sorry  you  are  so  sure  it  is  your  wife's  linir.  fi«r  I  Jiist  picked  it  off 
tlie  coat  of  this  gentlemen,"  pointing  to  a  friend  near  by. 
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Words  by  Chsries  H.  Mcintosh.    Music  by  8.  H.  Orowu. 


A  grandma  sat  knitting  In  her  big.  old  arm  chair,  f 

While  close  by  her  side  stood  a  little  one  fair. 
She  list'  to  the  story  the  old  lady  told. 
When  her  two  little  arms  around  grandma's  neck  stole; 
"I'm  lonely  to  night,  pet,"  the  old  lady  said, 
"Though  friends  and  relations  by  the  score  1  once  had. 
Now  some  are  In  heaven,  and  some  far  away  "—  i 

The  child  kissed  her  grandma,  and  to  her  did  say:         ' 

Chorus. 

I'll  take  care  of  you,  dear  grandma,  and  your  home  I  will  keep  clean, 
For  voure  getting  old  and  feeble,  while  today  I'm  Just  thirteen; 
I  win  wash  the  dishes  for  you,  and  I  11  sweep  the  parlor,  too. 
So  dont  you  bother,  dear  grandmother,  I'll  take  care  of  you. 

Now  Just  at  that  moment  there  stood  at  the  door 

A  handsome  young  sailor,  who  had  Just  came  ashore. 

He  heard  the  sad  story  of  grandma  alone. 

And  the  kind,  loving  words  of  the  sweet  child,  "  his  own  "; 

He  said,  "dear  old  mother,  with  wealth  I've  come  back; 

Do  you  not  remember  vour  sailor  boy  Jack 

And  you,  my  own  darling,  whose  mother  Is  dead, 

Ood  bless  and  reward  you  for  what  you  Just  said."       [ 

Chorus. 

I'll  take  care  of  you,  dear  grandma,  and  your  home  I  will  keep  cl«aD, 
For  you're  getting  old  and  feeble,  while  to-day  I'm  Just  thirt«en; 
I  will  wash  the  dishes  for  you,  and  I'll  sweep  the  parlor,  too. 
So  dont  you  t>otb«r,  dear  grandmoth«r,  I'll  take  cars  or  yon. 
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Words  by  Cliarlee  H.  Molntoeh.    Music  by  a  Phiia.  Gallery  Ood. 


If  you're  In  love,  deep  In  love,  over  head  and  heels. 
And  you  don't  know  now  to  love,  but  know  how  It  feels. 
A  pretty  Miss  of  loveliness  perhaps  you'll  meet  some  day. 


I 


You'll  want  to  pop  the  question,  and  you  won't  know  w'hat  to  say. 
So  take  advice,  don't  X»  too  nice,  and  by  this  lesson  you'll  gat  spllc«d. 
The  secret  true  I'll  tell  to  you: 

Chorus. 

First  you  take  her  pretty  hand  in  yours. 
Then  you  gently  squeeze  her  'round  the  walat. 
Step  by  step  you  closer  get. 
Then  her  pretty  lips  you  kiss. 
Ask  her  then  to  be  your  darling  wife- 
Swear  you'll  tye  true  as  stars  above. 
Give  another  fond  caress,  and  she's  bound  to  answer  yes. 
And  there  you  have  a  lesson  in  love. 

There's  many  men.  bashful  men  we  meet  them  ev'ry  day, 

Who  could  win  a  maiden  If  they  onlv  knew  the  way:" 

They're  timid,  though:  they  don't  know,  they  don't  know  what  to  say; 

They'll  ket'pon  courting  maidens  till  their  hair  is  turning  gray. 

So  take  advice,  don't  he  too  nice,  and  by  this  lesson  you'll  get  spliced. 

The  secret  true  I'll  tell  to  you: 

Chorus. 

First  you  take  her  pretty  hand  in  yours. 
Then  you  gently  squeeze  her  'round  the  waist. 
Step  by  step  you  closer  get. 
Then  her  pretty  lips  vou  kiss. 
Ask  her  then  to  he  your  darling  wife- 
Swear  you'll  t)e  true  as  stars  above. 
Give  another  fond  caress,  and  she's  lx)und  to  answw  y«t. 
And  ther«  you  have  a  lesson  in  love. 


— "  Prisoner,  how  old  are  you  ?  " 

"  Twenty -two,  yer  Honor." 

"Twenty-two?  Your  papers  make  out  that  you  were  born 
twenty-three  years  ago," 

"So  I  wns;  but  I  spent  one  year  in  prison,  and  I  don't  count 
that— it  was  lost  lime."  I 


—Little  Jennie,  four  years  old,  had  heard  great  news  and  comes 
to  her  mother  with  it. 

"Tell  me,  mnmma,  is  it  true  that  I'm  going  to  have  a  little 
brother  ? " 

"  A  little  brother!  Who  told  you  that  ?" 

"  Why,  mamma!    Didn't  you  know  it?  " 
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Compoaed  b>'  James  Orayaon. 


Now  let  me  tell  yon  what  the  dummy  done. 

She  left  St.  Louis  about  half-past  one. 

She  left  St.  Loiils  about  half-past  one, 

An'  8he  got  Into  Nashville  at  ae  setting  ob  de  aun. 

Chorus. 

On  de  dummy,  on  de  dummy  line, 
Gwlne  to  rise  and  shine,  gwine  to  pay  my  fin*, 
Gwlne  to  rise  and  shine  and  pay  my  fln». 
When  I  ride  on  de  dummy  line. 

I  got  on  de  dummy,  didn't  have  no  fare. 

Conductor  says  what  is  you  doln'  dere. 

Grabbed  me  by  de  collar,  kicked  me  to  de  door, 

Says  don't  want  to  see  you  on  dat  dummy  no  more.— CAo. 

My  horse  wuz  doubled  up,  er  sight  to  see; 

I  used  up  der  llnament  mighty  free; 

Says  he  to  me  "dar's  no  use  doln'  dat, 

'Cause  Its  down  in  de  stomach  war  de  misery  Is  at"— CAo. 

Peter  Jackson,  being  so  tall  and  black. 

He  hit  Frank  Slavln  a  finishing  crack; 

He  jumped  on  de  dummy  and  ne  pulled  de  cord. 

And  now  he  is  presented  to  an  English  lord.— Chorus. 

I  love  my  wife  and  I  love  my  baby, 

1  love  dem  flapjacks  floating  in  gravy; 

I  toat  my  dice  to  make  passes. 

And  I  love  dam  flapjacks  floating  in  moX&nset.—Ckortts. 
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Parody  on:  v.^-^ 

A  Hot  Time  in  the  Old  Town  To-Night. 
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It  makes  no  dlflference  where  you  go. 

Within  this  last  year,  cry  of  hard  times 

Has  been  ringing  in  our  ears; 

Now  we  have  a  change  «ome  place  between  both  me  and  you. 

We  must  have  some  change  In  our  pockets,  too; 

Oh  me,  oh  my,  you  can  hear  them  people  yell. 

Since  McKlnley'8  gone  In  otflce 

This  town  has  gone  to  h 1, 

If  we  elected  Blllv  Bryan  we'd  all  been  living  swell. 
We'd  have  a  hot  time  In  the  old  town  to-night. 

Chorus. 
Gosh  dam  It- 
Then  open  up  your  gambling  houses,  let  the  gamblers  play. 
Open  up  your  race  tracks,  let  them  bet  away; 
Open  up  your  factories,  so  the  men  can  earn  fair  pay, 
we'll  have  a  hot  time  if  you  do,  that's  right. 

Chorus. 
Chicago  has  a  man  by  the  name  of  Bates, 
He  had  so  many  wives  he  got  mixed  up  in  hla  dates, 
If  Mr.  Johnson  turned  hlmloose,  he'd  have  married  the  Unlt«d  States, 
We'd  have  had  a  wedding  in  the  old  town  every  night. 

Chorus.  . 

One  dark  night  when  the  folks  were  all  in  bed, 
Mrs.  O'Leary  put  the  lamp  In  the  cow's  shed. 
The  cow  kicked  it  over,  winked  his  eye  and  said. 
We'll  have  a  hot  time  in  Chicago  to-night. 

Chorus. 
Did  you  ever  go  on  a  spree. 
Fill  yourself  with  good  old  '8ke«. 


rill  Jfuuiocil    **  11.11  |j<.n.»\A  wiu     icin^TU, 

When  you  get  home  search  your  pockets,  you  can't  And  your 
There'll  be  a  cold  time  on  the  outside  that  night. 


key. 
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Then  you  try  to  lift  the  window  nice. 

And  you  slip  upon  a  little  Ice,  then  down  the  stairs  you  will  fall. 

You  can  hear  vour  wife  yell. 

There'll  be  a  hot  time  when  you  come  up  to-night. 

Chorus. 

We  conld  sing  these  verses  for  one  year. 

But  too  many  verses,  they  wouldn't  take  here. 

And  you  must  remember  there's  other  stfwrs  to  appear, 

And  give  a  hot  show  In  this  house  to-night. 


<> 


—It  la  said  that  a  man  and  two  boys  died  recently  from  goinj; 
into  the  water  after  a  meal.  We  generally  go  home  or  to  a  res- 
taurant after  ours.  Some  people  may  think  that  tliej'  go  into  the 
water  after  a  swim,  but  they  don't,  they  go  in  before  it. 


GO    'WAY,    G-AL. 
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When  I  go  promenading,  as  oftentimes  I  do. 

The  ladies  stop  to  look  at  me,  because  my  style  is  tru«. 

Miss  Nina  Perkins  and  Sally  Slmpkins, 

And  all  the  fashionable  gats  say  now  de  do,  but  I  say 

-  Chorus. 

Go  'way,  gal,  I  want  no  truck  with  you; 

0  go 'way,  gal,  your  pedigree's  too  new: 
Now  go 'way  gal,  your  style  will  never  do; 

.  I  wear  a  silk-lined  overcoat,  and  I  fly  too  high  for  you. 

01  say  go  'way,  gal,  I  want  notriick  with  you; 
-     Go  'way,  gal.  your  pedigrees  too  new; 

:  O  go  'way,  gal,  your  style  will  never  do; 
I  wear  a  silk-lined  overcoat  and  1  fly  too  high  for  you. 

They  all  have  set  their  eyes  on  this  'stlngulsht-looking  man. 

And  in  their  inmost  soul  they  say  I'll  get  liim  if  I  can; 

They're  all  In  line,  but  they're  losing  time. 

For  this  coon's  no  ordinary  Clark  Street  black  and  tan,  for  I  say— TAo. 

Some  coons  get  mighty  jealous,  and  then  call  me  a  dude. 

But  that's  just  ignoranclousness,  and  don't  do  dem  no  go<xl; 

They  guy  my  walk,  but  you  hear  me  talk. 

There  is  just  on»  proper  coon,  and  this  here  am  the  one,  and  I  say— CAo. 
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An  Irishman  named  Dugan  owned  a  barroom  here  In  town. 

And  every  one  that  entered  It  hed  always  try  to  down; 

He  kept  the  poorest  whiskey  and  he  charged  the  highest  price 

The  moment  you  got  in  the  place  he'd  want  to  shake  the  dice; 

If  you  got  In  an  argument,  no  matter  when  or  how, 

Before  you  got  out  of  the  place  th<?re"d  surely  be  a  row; 

He'd  give  you  all  a  hard-boll(3d  egg,  and  that  you'd  have  to  eat; 

I'd  never  pay  a  cent  for  drink,  he'd  put  It  on  tne  slate; 

Chorus. 

And  so  I  hung  up  Michael  Dugan  more  than  twenty  times  a  day— 
I  hung  up  Michael  Dugan  and  I  played  him  for  a  lay; 
I  blew  in  all  the  money  that  the  house  took  in  to-day, 
I've  been  hanging  Michael  Dugan  up  since  morning. 

Now  Dugan  set  an  awful  lunch  a  bull-dog  could  not  eat— 

The  pigs-feet  they  were  rusty,  they  would  jroll  out  all  your  teeth. 

I  often  thought  I'd  write  a  note  down  to  the  Board  of  Health, 

For  thQ  roacnes  made  a  lodging  house  of  the  soup-bowl  on  the  shelf; 

One  day  a  man  was  hungry  and  he  ate  some  of  the  ham; 

The  ham  was  filled  with  strychnine,  and  right  there  he  had  the  Jams; 

He  made  a  twist  and  made  a  twirl  and  fell  without  a  blink; 

Now  Dugan's  gone  to  sue  the  corpse,  to  pay  for  his  last  drink. 

Chorus. 

For  he  had  hung  up  Michael  Dugan  by  a  curious  device; 
He  hung  up  Mlcnael  Dugan;  he  said,  put  It  on  lee; 
He  shook  him  craps  for  fifty  bills  and  wrung  in  loaded  dice; 
He'd  been  hanging  Michael  Dugan  up  since  morning. 

Sure  invitations  they  were  sent  by  Dugan  to  his  friends 
To  call  Saint  Patrick's  morning  and  a  shamrock  he'd  extend. 
He  had  them  strewn  along  the  bar  in  glasses  trimmed  with  green. 
With  a  little  lunch  and  salt  and  pepper  sandwiched  In  between; 
Just  then  two  Dutchmen  entered,  they  said  gleb  uns  zwel  bier; 
They  ate  up  all  the  shamrocks,  saying,  the  salad's  fine  in  here. 
They  ate  their  lunch,  they  ate  it  quick,  their  time  was  very  short. 
The  Irish  was  insulted  and  poor  Dugan  went  to  court. 

Chorus. 

And  so  thev  hung  up  Michael  Dugan  just  eighteen  feet  in  the  air. 
And  If  the  Dutchmen  had  their  say  he'd  still  be  banging  there. 
But  now  that  Michaels  silent  he  has  no  thought  or  care 
For  Dutch  or  Irish  on  St.  Patrick's  morning. 


— "  Here  we  have  the  preat  Eiryplinn  wonders,  captured  In  the 
wilds  of  South  Africa  with  a  loss  of  five  tliousand  men  and  an 
expenditure  of  forty  millions  of  treasure!  "  exclaimed  the  show- 
man, shaking  his  whip  in  a  threatenintr  manner  at  a  stuffed  hide 
in  a  glass  cage.  "  Don't  go  too  close,"  said  a  mother  to  her  little 
son;  "it  might  seize  you."  "  Il.-ive  no  fears,  niadnm,  for  ilie 
safety  of  your  offspring."  observed  the  sliowmnn,  eloqneotly; 
"fordoes  not  the  Good  Book  tench  us  that  wonders  will  never 
seize?  Pass  rapidly  on  to  tiie  next  cjige  and  view  the  living  skele- 
ton, or  the  man  who  married  his  mother-in  law." 
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Baby's  Crossing  Dreamland's  Border. 

Copyright  1N7.  by  Robert  J.  Uoiiiinlly  A  Win.  E.  Blafer.    All  rlghta  reserved. 


Tli»  WoidK  and  MiikIc  i>r  tlila  S<>IIK>  arraiiKetl  for  tlie  plaiiu.  will  be  Keiif  tu  •iiy  ad* 
drew,  pokt-i>«id,  on  lecelpt  nt  tO  ceiiCa.  ur  ihlg  and  any  twn  other  9<>ii|ri>  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Weliniun,  Iu8  I'ark  llow.  New  Yurk.  Write  to  ul>ove  >itdrv>'S  for  Kre« 
UataloRiie  tif  SoiiKii,  Sonir  Huuks,  iiUeeC  llnmc.  Ueinian  Souk  Huuki,  Letter  Writer*, 
Dream  Books,  Jok**  tlookn.  wlc  

Words  by  Hubert  J.  Donnolly.    Mn»lc  by  Wm.  E.  Slafer. 

Baby's  crossing  dreamlaiurs  border,  to  a  land  all  free  from  guile. 
Wafted  hj'  an  antftl's  order  comes  her  t:ood  iilKht  in  a  smile; 
Blithely  dream  mv  prl<'ele.-;.s  treasure,  dream  that  you  may  ne'er  partake 
Eer  oiie  drop  of  sorrow's  measure,  never  sutler  one  heartache 

Ciioius. 
Gavly  roam  oer  dream's  domain,  and  celestial  guides 
Protect  thee  from  all  earthly  bane,  see  that  no  111,  no  111  betides. 

LlLLABY. 

Hushaby,  rock  a  by,  lullaby,  love,  baby  is  playinR  with  anpels  above. 
Lullaby,  hushaby,  rockaby  rest,  of  all  earthly  blessings  baby  is  best. 

Babys  safe  o'er  dreamland's  border,  where  all  may  idealize. 
While  the  mother  prays  the  Lord  her  baby's  dreams  to  realize. 
Calmly  slumber,  precious  token  of  kind  heavens  love  and  grace. 
Mamma's  vigil's  still  unbroken,  sleep  and  dream  in  her  embrace.— CAo. 


Where    Sunshine    Never    Falls. 

CupyriKbt.  1897,  by  Chas.  T.  Ellis  &  Wm.  E.  Slafer.    All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  ftluiilo  of  this  dontr,  arraiiKed  for  the  piano,  will  he  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress.  |io»t  paid,  on  receipt  of  iO  ceiiis.  or  this  un<l  nny  two  other  sonus  fur  One  Dollar 
by  Heiirv  J.  VVehmsn,  IU8  Park  Kow,  N.'W  York.  Write  to  aiiove  address  for 
Free  CataloKue  of  Soiikh,  Soii^  l<.>oki<.  Sheet  Music.  aerniAU  Sorg  Book.,  LMter 
Witters,  Oreuin  Books,  Joke  Buoks,  etc. 


Woi  ds  and  Miijiic  by  Chas.  T.  Ellis, 

A  workingman  with  happy  heart,  at  night  when  toil  is  done, 

Goes  singing  to  his  humble  home,  to  wife  and  little  one, 

A  murder's  been  committed  near,  suspicion  falls  on  him; 

The  minions  of  the  law  appear  and  read  their  warrant  grim. 

He  pleads  that  he  is  innocnnt.  in  teais  his  little  child 

Cries,  "  Please  dont  take  dear  dad  away."  with  tears  of  sorrow  Mrlld; 

The  oflBcers  they  will  not  yield,  entreatiej*  are  in  vain; 

The  poor  man  goes,  perhaps  to  see  his  loved  ones  ne'er  again. 

ClIORf.S. 

Cruel  haiul.-i  have  taken  him.  leaving  hope  behind. 

One  last  glimpse  of  faces  dear  thro'  eyes  with  tears  most  blind; 

He's  going  to  a  dungeon  dark,  mid  gloomy  prisot)  walls. 

To  join  the  wretched  souls  who  dwell  where  sunshine  never  (alls. 

Within  the  convict's  humble  home,  a  sad  and  weeping  wife, 
Who'd  oft'  beseeched  the  (lovernor  to  spare  her  husl)and's  life, 
Now  kneels  l)eside  a  little  b<>d.  where  rests  the  child  they  love. 
With  choking  voice  and  tearful  eyes,  she  prays  to  him  alxjve. 
The  child  now  murmurs  in  its  sleep,  oh,  when  will  papa  come; 
The  broken-hearted  mother's  lips  with  misery  are  dumb. 
A  manly  form  is  clasping  now  the  one  who'd  siived  his  life. 
The  pardon  lias  been  granted  all  thro'  a  faithful  wife. 

CliORl'S. 

Gentle  liands  have  brought  him  back  to  those  left  behind, 
Loving  arms  are  clas*pi!ig  him  and  eyes  with  joy  now  shine. 
He's  welcomed  from  a  dungeon  dark,  mid  gloomy  prison  walls, 
Safe  back  within  a  happy  home  where  sunshine  ever  falls. 


i    BACK    TO    HIS    NATIVE    LAND. 

s  

i  CopyriKht,  1H96,  by  Wm.  E.  Slafer.     All  liKhts  reserved. 


The  nords  and  iiiiinic  of  thi*  ^oiicr,  ai'raii(r«d  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  nny 
addres!>,  postpaid,  on  iecri|>t  of  40  ceiiis;  ipr  this  aiol  unv  two  other  soiiirs  for  One 
Dollar,  bv  Henry  J  Wehinan.  1U8  Park  Row,  New  York.  Write  to  above  a<lilre8x  for 
F've  <°atalotroe  of  Hontr",  Sont;  Hooka,  Slieet  Music,  Oeinian  Song  Books.  Letter 
Writers,  Dream  Uooks,  Jokn  llookx,  etc. 


CoDiposed  by  Edward  I.  n<>yle.     Written  by  Wm.  E.  Slafer. 


There's  a  sailor  boy  departing  from  a  lowly  cottage  home. 
From  a  tearful,  an.Kioiis  mother,  over  unknown  seas  to  roam. 
See  her  watch  the  white  ship  fondly,  as  it  proudly  sails  from  shore. 
Bearing  him  from  her  sweet  pre.s«>nce,  will  she  ever  see  him  morey 
But  hark:  a  thunder  cloud  is  rolling,  hear  the  howling  of  the  storm. 
Look  upon  the  foam  rapped  billows,  see  the  headland's  awful  form: 
Wildly  roars  the  driving  temi)est.  yet  above  the  mighty  gale, 
He  hears  a  soft  voice  singing  with  a  low  and  plaintive  wall: 

CllORlS. 

God  bless  my  darling  boy.  and  bring  him  home  to  me; 
Back  to  his  iiative  land,  from  far  across  the  stm. 
Angels  f  vcr  guard  him  wht^rever  he  may  roam. 
And  bring  him  back  to  mother  and  his  dear  old  home. 

In  a  pleasant  peaceful  doorway  sits  a  mother,  all  alone. 
List'nlng  to  the  plaintive  voice's  of  the  ocean's  hollow  moan. 
Till  the  vrv  air  .seems  ladened  with  a  joyful  melody. 
Breathing  words  of  love  and  comfort  from  her  boy  who  went  to  sea; 
And  lo(jk  a  stalwart  form  Is  coming,  'tis  her  long  lost  boy  once  more. 
Brown  and  ix^ariUd.  strong  and  manly,  walking  briskly  up  the  shore. 
Now  the  mother's  prayer  is  jinswered,  God  has  sent  him  home  again. 
From  her  glad  soul,  as  she  greets  him,  comes  this  beautiful  refrain: 

Chorus. 
God  bless  my  darling  boy,  home  again  with  me; 
Back  to  his  native  land,  from  far  across  the  sea. 
Angels,  thev  have  guarded  hlm'upon  the  ocean  foam. 
And  brought  him  back  to  mother  and  his  dear  old  home. 


CHEER    UP,MOTHER. 

Copyright,  im,  by  Robt.  W.  Gilchrist 


All  rights  re»rrved. 
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The    words  and  music  of  this  song,  arranged   for  U>e  piano,  will   l>e  sent  to  any 
address,  postiHtid,  on   receiiit  of  tO  u-nts;  or  this  and  any    two   other  noiigs  for  One 
Dollar,  by  Heory  J   Wehinan.  108    Park    Row.     N^w    Yoik.     Write  to  above    addre»«  , 
f;ir  Kiw  Caialojf  lie  of  Swings,  song  Books,  Sheet  Uitolc,  Oermau  Boug  Books,  Letter  f 
Wrlteis,  Dream  Books,  JokeBooka.  etc. 


Words  and  Hoslc  by  Robt.  W.  OHchrist. 


1  boarded  a  ship  across  the  way.  to  America  htre  to  roam, 

And  left  my  home  In  Ireland,  and  mother,  dear,  to  mourn; 

She  placed  ner  arms  around  me,  and  said  my  lad.  goodbye,  feyes. 

1  noticed  the  sorrow  that  was  In  her  heart,  and  tears  flowing  fiom  her 

She  clung  to  my  hand  and  wept  like  a  child,  with  parting  words  she  said, 

Don't  forget  to  write  me  a  letter,  lad,  so  I'll  know  If  you're  living  or  dead. 

Chorus, 
Cheer  up,  mother,  and  do  not  weep,  for  I'll  return  to  you  some  day 
When  you're  least  expecting  me.  I'll  sail  from  across  the  way; 
And  in  old  Ireland  there  will  be  a  home  for  me  to  rest. 
And  cling  to  my  dear  mother,  the  one  that  I  love  best. 

Some  day  I'll  go  home  to  mother.  In  old  Ireland  across  the  sea, 

Where  life  will  be  a  pleasure,  and  she  will  welcome  me; 

Her  thoughts  are  always  with  me,  wherever  I  may  go. 

She  said  do  not  forget  your  mother.  lad,  for  you're  only  one  I  adore; 

She  told  me  to  send  her  my  picture,  for  that  would  give  her  joy; 

To  gaze  at  my  face  would  please  her,  for  I  was  her  only  boy.-  (  horut. 


Yon   Ain't  So    Warm  As  Yon  Look. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Chii*.  T.  ElUa  and  Wm.  &  Slafer. 


All  rights  reserred. 


Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  m-ni  tu  uoy  a.i- 
dr«as,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  Meents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  songs  for  one  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Welnnan,  108  I'ark  How,  New  York.  Write  to  above  address  for 
Free  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Sung  Books,  Sheet  Music.  Qernian  Song  Buoks,  Letter  Writer., 
Oream  Books,  Joke  Buuks,  etc  

.  Word*  and  Musia  by  Chas.  T  Ellis 


While  a-walkln'  down  the  avenue  with  my  lady  friend. 

On  a  bright  sunny  day  in  June, 
I  met  a  gallus  colored  individual, 

Who  gazed  at  me  like  a  coon. 
I  looked  back  at  'Im  kinder  sassy  like. 

Then  to  me  he  did  say: 
Where  yer  all  a-goln'.  can  I  see  you  hornet 

I  said,  my  dear  boy.  nay,  nay,  nay. 

Chorcs.  ' 

You  ain't  so  warm  as  you  look, 
I've  got  other  coons  on  my  book. 
I  don't  know  if  you're  a  gamblln'  man,  a  tout,  or  a  crook. 
You  ain't  so  warm  as  you  look. 

Now  I  don't  like  a  fussy  nigger  no  how.  ' 

Who  tries  for  to  put  on  style 
Just  l>ecause  you  got  a  pair  of  checkered  trousers 

And  a  last  year's  hold  over  tile. 
You  lemon,  leather-colored  coons,  •      I 

You  cuts  no  Ice  at  all. 
I  declare  I  can't  see  you  with  a  spy  glass; 

Go  'way,  man,  or  you'll  hear  somethln'  fall.-  Chorus. 


Weary    Mike    Who    Made  the  Strike 
at   Klondike.         ' 

Copyright,  1897.  I.y  Wm.  E.  Slafer  *  Chas.  T.  EliiSL 

Ail  rights  reserved.  I  • 


The  words  and  music  of  this  sung,  nriangeil  for  ihe  plan<-,  mill  be  twnl  t<i  any 
address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40  ceiiis;  or  tlils  and  any  twoother  songs  for  One 
Dollar,  hy  Henry  J.  Wehinan.  108  Park  Row,  New  York.  Write  to  shove  address 
fur  Free  Catalogue  of  Sooith,  Song  Books,  Slieet  Music,  German  Sung  Books,  l.«tter 
Writers,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Bu'ks,  etc. 


Words  by  Ed  Oardenier.    Music  by  Wm.  E  Slafer. 


You've  often  heard  of  Weary  Mike,  who's  always  on  the  bllnc. 
And  dead  in  love  with  all  hard  work,  and  water.  I  don't  think; 
You  see  that  individual  now  all  free  from  care  and  woe; 
I'm  geared  up  to  the  limit  with  'most  ev'ry  kind  of  dough; 
I  was  grub-staked  to  Alaska  when  things  "began  to  lK)om. 
And  I've  lived  on  roasted  snow-balls  where  golden  nuggets  bloom; 
I'm  back  again  with  gold  to  melt  when  riding  on  my  bike; 
The  girls  say  I'm  the  ripest  peach  that  ere  came  down  the  pike. 

Chorcs. 

I'm  weary  Mike,  the  millionaire,  full  of  gold  dust  ev'rywhere; 
In  me  whi.skers,  in  me  hair,  I'm  covered  with  nuggets  bright;  ( 

There's  nothing  too  good,  I've  got  the  price,  and  that's  the  thing  that  cuts  *^ 
I'm  Weary  Mike  who  made  the  strike  at  Klondike,  fthe  ice; 

My  gold  mine  up  at  Klondike  yields  two  hundred  to  the  pan; 

It  8  called,  for  sake  of  bygone  days,  the  old  tomatoe  can; 

A  tenderfoot  he  sold  it  for  a  quart  of  Hollanil  gin; 

It's  so  chock-full  of  gold-dust,  boys.  It's  ground  Into  my  skin; 

The  iKKKlle  that  I  m  worth  to  day  I  couldn't  even  hint; 

My  overalls  I  sold  them  for  five  thousand  at  the  mint;  ~  ■ 

At  the  Walsdorf,  where  I'm  stopping,  when  through  my  tMith  and  rub, 

The  servants  all  get  scrapping  for  the  gold  dust  In  the  tub.— Choi  ur. 
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When  the  Shadows  Flee  Away. 

Copjrlcht,  1897,  by  Allwrt  E.  Fowler. 

■"■  v;'     -.    ■      AU  riKlita  reserved.    ■;■  ;•;^  A". ..  ■■  '  ■ 

TJie  Word,  and  Hiirie  of  thl«  Snng,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  »nt  to  any  ad- 
dr«M.  po«t-i>aid,  on  receipt  of  <0  cents:  ur  ihis  and  any  two  other  Bongs  for  One  Dullar. 
by  Henry  J  wviiiiian.  U*  Park  K.>w,  New  York.  Write  to  aboTe  addrexa  for  Free 
(>^li>Kiie  of  SoiiifR,  S..iiir  lloukt.  Sheet  Music,  German  Souk  Books,  Letter  Wrlt«rs, 
Oruain  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc.  

Words  and  Music  by  All>ert  E.  Fowler.      :  .    ' 


) 


My  mother's  picture  comes  and  goes  as  evening  shadows  fall. 

And  as  I  wander  in  the  dell  methinks  I  hear  her  call; 

But  no;  that  voice  is  silent  now,  no  more  her  face  we'll  see, 

We  know  In  heaven  she's  waiting  her  dear  children  all  to  see. 

We  will  meet  you,  mother  darling,  at  no  far  distant  day. 

The  hair  that  once  was  golden  is  turning  into  grey; 

We're  lonesome,  too,  since  you  have  gone,  and  care  no  more  to  stay. 

We  will  meet  you,  mother,  darling,  when  the  shadows  flee  away. 

Chorus. 

We  will  meet  vou,  mother,  darling,  when  the  shadows  flee  away. 
We  will  meet  vou,  mother,  darling,  at  no  far  distant  day; 
It  will  1)6  a  happy  meeting,  when  we  meet  on  yonder  shore. 
To  see  you,  mother,  hear  your  voice,  as  once  we  did  of  yore. 

Oh,  mother,  dear,  we  miss  you  as  we  say  our  evening  praj'er, 
We  gaze  in  yonder  old  bedroom  and  think  we  see  yon  there; 
Our  thoughts  are  constantly  of  you,  our  love  will  never  wane. 
Were  glad  that  at  some  sweet,  sweet  day,  we'll  see  your  face  again. 
As  the  days  go  swiftly  by,  and  heaven  draweth  near. 
The  little  pray'r  you  taught  us  grows  sweeter  and  more  dear, 
I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  keep  at  home  is  heard  each  day, 
e  will  meet  you,  mother,  darling,  when  the  shadows  flee  away. 

—  t'/toriit. 


THE    SCIENTIFIC    MAN. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Kran<i8,  Day  A  Hunter. 

AU  rlfrhts  reserved.  v      ■■ 


The  Word,  and  Mnsle  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress. i>u«t-|>al(l,  on  receipt  of  10  cents;  or  thU  and  any  two  other  sohks  for  One  Dollar, 
by    Henry    J.     Weliinan,    108     I'ark    itow,  N^-w    York.        Write   to    al>..Te    addr««s    for  ' 
Free  CutalOKiie  of  Souks,  Somk  Books,  Sheet  Music, German  Souk  Bouks,  Letter  Writer*, 
Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 

Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Otborne. 


We 


ON    BROADWAY   AFTER   THREE. 

Copyright.  18»7,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    Engitch  copyright  and  performing  rights 
■eciired  a.nd  reserved. 


AU  rights  reserved. 
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The  words  and  music  of  this  sonir,  arraiiired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any 
editress,  pustpaiil,  on  lect^lpt  of  40  cents;  <>r  this  an<l  an.v  two  other  songs  for  One 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J  Wehnian.  108  Park  Row,  New  Y..rk.  Write  to  above  a.lrtress  for 
F>ee  Oataloirne  of  Song*.  Sonir  Hooka,  Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter 
Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  and  Music  by  Walter  de  Freeeand  Edmund  Francis. 

If  you've  ever,  with  a  pard,  strolled  along  the  Boulevard 

In  Paree,  or  in  London,  on  the  Row, 
And  watch  "d  the  passing  throng,  as  they  amble  gaily  on. 

You  doubtless  think  you've  witnessed  quite  a  show; 
But  take  a  walk  one  day  on  your  own  dear  old  Broadway, 

At  3  p.  M.  just  sUtrt  from  Union  Square; 
As  it  now  occurs  to  me,  I  will  tell  you  whom  you'll  sea  . 

In  a  prom'  upon  that  famous  thoroughfare. 

First  comes  "ChollY,"  his  mommer's  boy. 

With  his  dainty,  mincing  way, 
Then  the  chap  that  knows  it  all. 

With  his  "  Hey !  wot  d'yer  say ? " 
Sailors  and  tailors  from  "down  the  Bay," 

Bunco  Bill  with  a  country  jay. 
Are  some  of  the  people  you'll  meet  ev'ry  day 

On  Broadway  after  three. 

OHORI'S 

Actors  tell  tales  of  their  hits  in  the  West, 

Where  they  turned  the  crowds  away; 
Then  along  there  will  come  the  poor  manager  glum, 
'     .  Who  the  losses  has  had  to  pay. 

A  big  New  York  "copper,"  so  mild  and  polite. 

By  a  lamp-post  sleeps  fast  till  disturbed  by  a  flght 
On  his  left,  so  he  guickly  runs  up  on  his  right 

On  Broadway  after  three. 

Ohort^s  '  ^ 

Chimmy  the  tough,  with  his  steady,  you'll  see. 

With  contempt  for  Broadway  swells; 
And  a  Gaiety  girl,  with  a  Cockney  curl, 

Quite  the  reigning  queen  of  belles. 
She  calls  up  a  hansom,  the  dudes  all  stare. 

It  costs  her  a  shilling  at  home  for  the  fare. 
She  finds  here  it's  four  dollars,  there's  a  real  English  swear 

On  Broadway  after  three. 

Chorcs. 
The  matinee  girl  coming  home  from  the  show. 

Deep  in  love  with  the  leading  man; 
With  a  matinee  hat  that  frightens  the  horse 

Of  a  baggage  transfer  van. 
The  brokers  from  Wall  Street,  the  Bull  and  the  Bear, 

The  boss  politician  who  thinks  hes  all  there. 
And  the  blonde  with  black  roots  to  her  peroxide  hair. 

On  Broadway  after  three. 

Chorits 
The  ladies  out  shopping  will  call  at  each  store, 

All  the  bargains  there  to  see; 
They  will  look  all  day,  then  politely  say, 

"  Cut  a  pattern  of  that  for  me." 
The  red-nosed  comedian,  the  tricky  soubrette. 

The  single  man  spruce  as  Beau  Brummell,  you  bet. 
And  the  married  man  pushing  a  twin  bassinette, 

On  Broadway  after  three. 


-Mosquito  bars,  like  lies,  are  made  from  whole  cloth. 


I  once  knew  a  man  and  he  was 

An  encyclopaedia. 
He  could  tell  you  the  weight  of  the  moon  to  an  ounce. 

And  the  name  of  every  star; 
H'de  stand  on  a  slope  with  a  big  telescope 

And  squint  at  Venus  bright, 
'Till  all  the  pas  of  the  girls  in  Mars 

Complaind  that  'twas  not  right. 
He  used  to  say  that  the  Milkv  Way 

AVas  at  Cowes,  in  the  Isle  o"f  Wight; 
He  analyzed  fogs  from  the  Isle  of  Dogs, 

And  set  the  river  alight. 
They  had  to  admit  hed  got  the  wit  . 

And  learning  in  his  mind. 
Of  Europe,  Irope,  Lorop,  Stirrup, 

And  Jalap,  all  combined. 

Chorcs. 

And  he  knew  all  about  etymology,  ' 

Hebrew,  Shebrew,  Jewjuolopy: 
Syntax,  tin-tacks,  hobnails.  lK)ot -jacks. 

He  was  full  as  a  moving  van; 
Those  who  crack'd  and  backd  up  Edison. 
Swore  his  jaw  was  more  than  medicine; 
Simply  because  people  said  he  was 

A  durn'd  learn 'd  scientific  man. 

He  could  jaw  tor  a  week  in  ancient  Greek, 

And  spout  on  the  ages  dark. 
He'd  "pinch  "  your  watch  to  indulge  In  Scotch, 

And  "  welch  ^'  at  Monmouth  Park; 
He'd  bolt  and  bunk  like  a  Chinese  junk. 

And  dance  a  German  waltz; 
And  inflate  his  lungs  with  various  tongues 

From  Dutch  to  Epsom  Salts. 
Hed  a  beak  like  a  parrot,  the  color  of  a  carrot. 

With  a  Roman  wart  on  top; 
A  swan-like  throat,  like  an  old  mud  boat. 

And  a  breath  like  a  chemist  shop. 
A  long  moustache,  like  weeds  in  a  marsh. 

And  a  temper  sour  and  crabby; 
He  nap  and  scrap  with  a  Russian  or  a  Jap, 

And  swear  like  a  drunken  cabby.— (7a*/  »/»■. 

He  could  tell  from  a  speck  of  mud  upon  your  neck 

The  place  where  you  were  born; 
And  just  from  the  touch  hed  say  how  much 

Your  coat  would  fetch  in  pawn; 
He'd  guess  your  weight  by  the  size  of  your  pate, 

And  what  seems  still  more  strange, 
He'd  boldly  assert,  by  the  wrinkle  of  your  shirt. 

That  you  required  a  change: 
He  was  nearly  as  quick  at  arithmetic 

As  a  New  York  Central  train; 
He  had  grammar  and  addition  and  bunk-a-doodleitlon, 

And  division  and  collision  on  the  brain; 
He  collared  a  degree  at  a  university. 

And  all  the  Prots.  cried  "  Mercy ! " 
When  he  won  a  prize  for  a  book— that  size — 

On  "Insect  Life  in  Jersey."— c'//oru». 

He  could  draw  a  map,  a  barrow,  or  a  trap. 

And  square  a  circle  to  a  "T; " 
And  he  could  swear,  from  the  color  of  your  hair. 

What  your  politics  might  l>e. 
Around  his  room  a  sweet  perfume 

Invariably  did  dwell; 
That  scent,  one  night,  to  the  house  set  light, 

And  blew  the  house  to  Halifax. 
When  the  coroner  was  told  the  place  was  cold,  -* 

He  came  up  to  the  scratch: 
They  found  one  rib  that  looked  like  a  squib. 

And  smelt  like  a  brimstone  match. 
They  sniffed  and  yelled  and  an  inquest  held. 

Those  gentlemen  in  fustian'. 
Said  they,  "  By  gora :  he's  busted  from 

Spontaneous  combustion ! "—  chorug. 


'■ 


—A  five-year-old  son  of  a  family  the  other  day  stood  watching 
liis  baby  btotber,  wlio  was  making  a  great  noise  over  having  liis 
face  washed.  Tlie  little  fellow  nt  length  lost  liis  pnlicnce,  and 
stamping  liis  foot,  said,  "You  think  you  luive  iols  of  trouble, 
but  .^ou  don't  know  anytliing  about  it.  Wait  till  you're  big 
enough  to  get  a  lickin'  and  then  you'll  see — wou't  he  mamma?  " 


—Dialogue  between  two  individuals  who  have  been  sented  on 
the  bank  of  the  Hudson  all  day  Sunday  with  book  and  line  and 
have  caught  nothing  : 

"  I  say,  my  dear  fellow,  do  you  fish  because  you  enjoy  it?  " 

"Oh,  Lord!  no.  I  do  it  l)ecaii8e  it's  the  only  pretext  1  have 
for  stayimj. away  from  my  wife  all  day  Sunday."    . 

' '  By  Jove !    It's  for  that  reasou  I'm  here  1 "         ' ''    •  -   - 


i- 


"•^  •,  :.  ^T"^  «--v^ji*|'-n-yj 
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TALLY-HO. 

Copyriciit,  1197,  by  Win.  B.  Qray.    Entered  *t  SUUonan'  Ball,  London. 
All  rlfibu  resei-red. 


Tha  Word,  aiid  M11.I0  of  thi.  Souk,  .rraiiiced  for  the  ptaiin,  will  b«  taut  to  any  ad- 
draw.  |K>M-|i«ld,  nil  rcooliit  of  M  ooDt.;  or  thlx  and  any  two  other  mdki  for  On*  Dollar, 
by  M.iir*  J  Woliiiiaii.  108  Park  How,  New  York.  Write  to  ab.>Te  addrCM  for 
Kree  CutaloKii*  of  Soiikii.  8oii«r  Book*.  Sheet  Mailo. Qemiau  Souk  Book*.  Letter  Writers, 
|>rMMii  Hooka,  Joke  Ho.>kii.  etc. 

Words  by  Will  Godwin  and  Will  Mayiie.    Music  by  Will  Qodwin. 


if 


When  the  summer  Is  o'er  and  the  brown  leaves  are  falling, 

And  Winter  la  coming  by  leaps  and  by  bounds. 
What  pleasure  to  start  when  the  huntsman  Is  calling, 

To  go  to  the  meet,  just  to  follow  the  hounds. 
After  months  In  New  York  passed  In  luxury,  you  know. 
Oh,  how  sweet  to  hear  the  welcome  sound  of  Tally-ho! 
Horse  and  hounds  prick  up  their  ears,  all  ready  for  the  start. 
The  fox  is  seen  ancf  off  we  go,  each  man  must  play  his  part. 
Tally-ho:  Tally-ho!  Tally-ho!  Tally-ho! 

Refrai.v. 

Tally-ho!  Tally-ho!  a-hunting  we  will  go. 

Over  hedge  and  stile  we'll  hunt  the  fox  for  many  a  mile; 

Tally-ho!  Tally-ho!  the  pace  is  far  from  slow. 

With  horse  and  hound  we  cover  the  ground.  Tally-ho  I  Tally  ho! 

The  iackets  of  red  and  the  white  buckskin  breeches, 

All  brighten  the  scene  and  make  ev  ry  one  gay: 
For  miles  we  can  see  where  the  clear  country  reaches. 

Hurrah:  for  the  meet,  'tis  a  real  hunting  day. 
Off  we  gallop  side  bv  side  to  try  and  win  tne  race, 
Reynard  knows  his  book  and  very  smartly  makes  the  pace; 
He  has  disappeared  from  view,  trie  old  un's  very  sly. 
See  the  hounds  have  found  the  scent,  once  more  they're  In  full  cry. 
Tally-ho!  Tally-ho!  Tally-ho!  Tally-ho!— /.'«/■» uin. 

A  clear  run  for  miles,  ev'ry  heart  is  delighted. 

As  straight  as  a  dart,  no  one  stops  to  take  breath: 
The  ladies'  flushed  cheeks  show  how  they  are  excited. 

For  each  lady  wants  to  be  In  at  the  death. 
See  at  last  Sir  Reynard's  canght,  he's  standing  there  at  bay, 
At  him  all  the  hounds  are  rushing,  hip.  hip,  hip,  hooray! 
Master  of  the  hunt  is  near  to  stop  that  madd'ning  crush. 
All  is  over  now  and  Master  Reynard's  lost  his  brush. 

Tally-ho:  Tally-ho:  Tally-ho:  Tally-ho!— /<•«// oin. 


I  WANT  MA  HONEY  BOY  NOW. 

Copyriiht.  1S0T,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co.    En(rlli>h  cnmrieht  and  perfonniiig  ritrbtl 

securtid  ana  leserved. 


All  rlRlit*  reserved. 


Tlie  Word,  and  Music  of  this  itonv,  arransed  for  tlie  |>Uno,  will  lie  sent  to  any  ad- 
drea*.  pnet-paid.  on  levBliit  of  to  eeuis:  or  this  un<l  iii.y  two  ntlier  sonit.  fur  One  Dollar 
by  llenrT  J.  Weiiinnn.  108  Vurk  How,  N»w  York.  Wiit*-  l.«  aliove  address  for 
Free  Cataloeue  of  Sonirs.  Soiiir  Hooks,  Hlieet  Music.  Deiinan  Surg  Books,  Letter 
Witters.  Dream  Books,  Jol<e  Buoks,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Fay  Templetou. 


1 


Oh,  I  just  cant  wait  for  to-morrow's  sun  to  shine. 

For  I  want  ma  honey  boy  now : 
You  knows  de  man  I  mean,  I'm  lils'n  an'  he's  mine. 

But  I  want  ma  honey  boy  now : 
In  de  evenln'  Ise  to  marry  him,  sure  'nough  de  truth  I*se  tellln'. 
Den  dere's  gwlneto  be  a  cake-walk,  heap  a-shoutln'  and  a-yellin'. 
And  we'll  cut  de  plareon  wing,  an'  cut  a  great  bite  watermellin'. 
When  de  preacher  says  de  word  what  gives  dal  loving  heart  to  me. 
Deres  no  use,  I  cant  wait  for  tomorrow's  sun  to  shine. 

For  I  want  ma  honey  boy  now : 
You  know  de  man  I  mean,  I'm  hls'n  and  he's  mine. 

But  1  want  ma  honey  boy  now : 

Don't  forget  to-morrow  evenln',  please  try  to  be  on  time! 

Goodness  me,  I  want  my  honey  boy  now: 
What's  de  use  of  all  dis  waitln',  when  to-morrow  he'll  be  mine. 

And  I  d"  want  my  honey  boy  now : 
Oh,  why  can't  I  do  like  sister  Jane?  she  didn't  stop  to  worry 
'Bont  no  weddln'  ring  and  all  such  stuff,  but  den  aereU  be  a  flurry 
If  I  took  de  man  I  want  at  once  and  scooted  in  a  hurry. 
And  wldout  de  preacher  ble.ssln"  me:  good  Lord,  I  hear  de  fuss. 
But  den  I  just  cant  wait  for  to-morrow's  sun  to  shine. 

For  I  want  ma  honey  boy  now! 
If  you  know  de  man  I  mean,  you  can't  blame  me,  he's  just  fine! 

And  I  want  ma  honey  boy  now! 

Some  say  I've  cause  for  anger,  but  I  don't  believe  It's  true. 

For  1  trusts  ma  honey  boy  now : 
If  dem  pale-faced  coons  keep  ctiasin'  him,  I  can't  blame  him,  can  your 

'Sides  I  feel  he's  true,  ma  honey  boy  now ! 
Oh,  he's  says  I'se  mighty  jealoiKs,  and  I  knows  It,  I'se  no  glUy, 
But  I  loves  deman  amighty  heap,  and  I  wont  stand  no  Willy 
Business  gwlne  on  behind  my  bjick,  and  makin'  me  look  silly. 
So  he'd  better  say  his  pray'rs  de  day  he  blights  ma  tnistln"  neart. 
For  sure  I  know  I'd  lose  ma  head,  an"  den  I'd  cut  him  mighty  deep. 

And  our  bridal  vows  would  end  i  p  in  a  row: 
But  den  what's  de  use  in  fretiin'  'l>out  a  thing  what's  gwlne  to  keep. 

And  I've  got  ma  honey  boy  now! 


— Two  (Jermnns  passed  hy  a  field  JA  Alsace  where  a  peasant 
was  sowing  seeds. 

"Sow  away,"  said  one  of  ilie^p^ninns,  "  when  it  is  ripe  it  will 
be  for  lis." 

"Very  likely,"  said  tbe^asaut,  "  it's  benip  I'm  sowing." 


MY    SWEETHEART    SUE. 

Copyrtstat,  IBM,  by  Bonnell  A  DaTanay. 


All  righla  reaerrad. 


The  words  and  muste  of  this  sontr,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  b«  aent  to  any 
addreaa,  poatpald,  on  receipt  of  10  u^nU:  or  Uils  and  any  two  otiiar  aonvs  (or  On« 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J  Wehman,  108  Park  Row  N»w  York.  Write  to  abore  addreaa 
f'>r  Free  (.'aialoirne  of  Soni^,  soiik  Books,  Sheet  Uusic,  Oermaii  tong  Books.  Latter 
Wiitors,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Books,  etc. 


Words  by  WUaon  Imbria  Darenny.    Music  by  Otto  Bonnell. 

Her  hair  was  of  a  sunny  golden  hue. 

Her  big  round  eyes  were  bright  and  blue; 

Her  childhood  heart  was  trusting,  pure,  and  tru». 

The  fairest  of  the  fair,  mv  sweetheart  Sue. 

She  loved  me  then  and  loves  me  still. 

She  tells  me  that  she  always  will; 

Her  word  Is  good  as  bond  or  gold. 

She  says  she  11  love  me  when  I'm  old. 

Chorcs. 

Sue,  Sue,  my  sweetheart  Sue, 

Oh.  how  I  do  love  you; 
Sue,  Sue,  my  sweetheart  Sue, 

I'll  love  you  and  you'll  be  true. 

Her  cheeks  were  of  a  ruddy,  healthy  glow.   '        | 
Her  voice  was  sweet  and  soft  and  low;  ' 

Her  girlhood  form  was  passing  plump,  you  know, 
"■■''""  said  "No." 


To  bolde.'»t  of  the  boys  my  love  said 
She  loved  me  then  and  always  will. 
So  soon  we  ;i  ved,  mv  soul  does  thrill; 
My  Sue  I'D  bind  wil^  "-'ng  of  gold, 
Vzz  sure  she  li  Icve  me  w  i.?u  I'm  old.— 


Choritt. 


HOW    CAN    I    FORQET? 

Copyright,  1897.  by  Otto  Bunnell. 


All  riKhts  reserved. 


Tlie  Worde  and  Miisle  of  this  Sonir.  arransed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sacit  to  any  a<1- 
dreas,  post-|iaid,  on  iecel|>t  of  lO  cents:  ur  this  and  any  two  other  Sonffs  for  Ooe  I'ollar. 
by  iieiii  y  J.  VVehnian,  lu8  I'ark  K<>w,  New  York.  Write  to  alioTe  address  for  Frea 
CutaloKiie  of  Soiitfs,  Hoiifc  Houks,  Sbmtt  Mnmc.  Oeinian  Suiiit  Books.  LflUr  Writers, 
Dieaiu  Books,  Juke  Books,  elo.  

Words  by  W.  C.  Rubey.    lIu«io  by  A.  D.  Caprio. 


( 


Bark  to  a  home  of  splendor,  safe  from  the  sea  of  Strife,  j 

Thinking  of  one  so  tender,  who'd  promised  to  be  my  wife; 

And  In  the  silent  gloaming,  oft  have  I  pictured  the  past,  ' 

In  thoughts  that  were  brightest  of  her  1  loved  in  visions  too  bright  to  last. 

The  parting  words  were  spoken,  she  vowed  that  she'd  be  true, 

I've  cherished  her  last  token,  her  fond  words  of  adieu; 

Oh,  how  ray  heart  was  yearning,  recalling  her  words  again. 

But  when  I  saw  her  her  love  had  changed,  my  hoping  had  been  In  vain. 

Chorcs. 
Can  yon  so  soon  forget,  why  not  be  faithful  to  me? 
Where'er  I've  chanced  to  roam,  I  have  been  constant  to  thee; 
Blighted  lives,  broken  hearts,  have  you  no  word  of  reeret»      [forget? 
Hopes  that  were  bright  like  shadows  have  passed,  tell  me,  how  can  I 

Life  Is  a  dream  of  sadness  since  you  have  gone  away,  i 

Without  one  <5park  of  gladness,  I  m  left  on  the  lone  highway; 
No  one  to  Ruide  my  footsteps,  no  one  to  care  should  I  fall, 
I  sit  and  I  ponder  In  silent  thought,  on  love  I  would  fain  recall. 
Oh.  tell  me  what  has  changed  you,  your  love  I  thought  sincere. 
Did  you  but  know  the  anguish,  you  ve  wrecked  a  heart  so  dear; 
I  cannot  think  you  faithless,  oh,  why  should  you  cause  me  pain?     [vain. 
One  word  from  your  lips  will  convince  me,  and  prove  I've  not  loved  In 

—Cliorut. 

I     »  e  ■      

My  Sweet  Little  Carrie  Brown. 

Cup}  rittht,  1898.  by  Samuel 


i       l 


it 
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AU  rlKhts  rrseryed. 


Tha  word*  and  music  of  this  sonir,  ari'>iiKei1  for  tha  piano,  win  ba  aani  to  any 
nddiBss,  p'>stp«lil,  on  leo^ii't  of  40  ceni*;  or  this  aixl  anv  two  other  ennfta  for  One 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J  Wehinnn.  108  Purk  Row,  New  Y.'rk.  Write  to  al>oT«  a<l<tra«i  for 
Fire  Catalogue  of  Sonir*.  S'xnt  liiKik",  Sheet  Musiu,  Geiniaii  Song  Books.  Latter 
W I  Iters,  Dream  Books.  Juke  BOuks,  etc. 


Wurds  and  Music  ny  Rnmuel  Lapin. 


A  young  gallant  knight,  with  seeming  delight. 

Was  seen  promenading  one  day. 
With  a  sweet  little  lady,  who  chatted  80  gaily, 

'Way  down  on  gay  Broadway. 
With  form  so  slender,  arrayed  in  splendor, 

Eyes  so  blue  and  round;  [ 

If  you  have  met  her,  you  cannot  forget  her. 

My  sweet  little  Carrie  Brown. 

Chorus.  , 

Dearest  Carrie,  do  not  tarry,  I'm  your  beau,  i 

Won't  you  promise  me  to  marrj'.  I  love  you  so: 
From  you  1  can  never  part.  1  would  die  of  broken  heart. 
For  to  vou  I  will  be  true,  my  Carrie  Brown. 

Says  he.  "I'll  bring  a  diamond  ring, 

TO  show  that  I  love  sincerely, 
111  take  you  to  all  the  parties  and  balls. 

The  sport  you  love  so  dearly: 
You  can  dance  and  sing,  do  'most  anything. 

Your  equal  can't  be  found: 
When  you  I  see  I'm  in  ecstasy, 
■  •   My  sweet  little  Carrie  Brown."- CVno'ws. 
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BY    THE    SAD    SEA    WAVES. 

■     V      .-        Ooyjrisrht,  1896,  by  Fnuicta,  Dftjr  4  Hunter. 
AU  rlRhU  reMrred- 


The  Word*  and  Mutlo  of  thi*  Sonir.  arnuiffed  for  the  piano,  will  b*  Mot  to  any  ad- 
dreM,  post-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  M  o«nt*;  or  thla  and  any  two  other  eoDge  (or  One  Dollar, 
by  HenrT  J.  Weliman,  108  Cark  Kow.  New  Toric.  Write  to  abure  addreaa  for 
Kree  Otaloene  of  Sonir*.  Suiik  Book*,  Sheet  Haiie,  Gennaa  Sous  Book*.  Letter  Wrlten, 
Dream  Book*.  Juke  Book*,  etc.  

Words  by  Lester  Barrett    Mudo  by  Lester  Tbomas. 


In  the  glorious  summer  season  ev'rybody  takes  a  trip 
To  the  seaside  for  enjoyment,  on  the  sands  they  gaily  skip; 
Married  men  with  wives  and  children,  single  Johnnies  on  the  mash, 
Pretty  girls  who  seek  for  husbands  who  hav«  pockets  full  of  caah. 

Chorus. 
By  the  sad  sea  waves,  where  the  ladles  are  so  charming, 
Bv  the  sad  sea  waves,  in  the  glorious  summer  time; 
With  their  fetching  smiles  and  dresses,  rosy  lips  and  golden  tresses, 
Shady  nooks  and  sly  caresses,  by  tlie  sad  sea  waves. 

At  a  boarding-house  in  Newport,  Percy  Vere  met  Gladys  Gray, 
Soon  he  showed  his  fond  affection,  took  her  driving  ev'ry  day; 
By  his  tone  he  seemed  a  marquis,  she  had  jewels  In  galore. 
So  they  formed  a  love  engagement,  as  they  strolled  along  the  shore. 

ClIORCS. 

Bv  the  sad  sea  waves,  ev'ry  night  he  took  her  strolling. 
By  the  sad  sea  waves,  he  would  swear  his  heart  was  gone; 
She's  the  only  girl  he  sings  to.  she's  the  girl  he  says  nice  things  to. 
Promised  lovely  diamond  rings  to,  by  the  sad  sea  waves. 

When  their  holidays  were  over,  and  they  had  to  say  adieu. 
He  to  join  his  yacht  at  Brighton,  she  to  join  her  papa,  too; 
They  agreed  to  write  each  other  Billet  Doudlets  ev'ry  day. 
And  when  he'd  his  mansion  ready,  they'd  t)e  married  right  away. 

Chorus. 

From  the  sad  sea  waves  back  to  bus'ness  in  the  morning,  ,- 

From  the  sad  sea  waves  to  his  humble '•  Ave  a  week;  " 
In  a  cook-shop  he  goes  dashing  who  should  bring  his  plate  of  bash  in 
But  the  girl  he  iiad  been  mashing  by  the  sad  sea  waves. 


Flossie  Moore  from  Baltimore. 
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Word:!  and  Muslu  by  William  L  Berry.' 


All  the  way  from  Baltimore  came  a  little  maiden  fair. 

And  when  she  struck  tlie  city  could  do  nothing  else  but  stars; 
She  was  a  maid  demure,  her  parents  thought  so,  sure. 

She'd  saved  a  little  money  and  her  parents  paid  the  fare; 
They  told  her  not  to  stay  too  long  and  write  home  ev'ry  day. 

But  what  a  change  came  over  her  since  the  other  day  I 
"  Dear  ma,  I  like  it  better,"  she  wrote  home  In  a  letter, 

"  Life  is  one  long  dream,  and  here  I'm  going  to  stay  I " 

Chorcs. 
I'm  a  wonder  In  the  city,  and  my  name  Is  Flossie  Moore, 
And  it's  a  perfect  pity  I  had  not  arrived  before; 
I  am  so  delighted,  all  the  "  chappies  "  I  have  sighted. 
And  the  whole  town  seems  to  be  in  a  roar; 
Im  a  winner  at  a  dinner,  that's  what  all  the  boys  say, 
I  can  talk  to  anybody  on  the  topics  of  the  day; 
Should  anyone  get  previous,  the  line  I  draw. 
For  I  am  Flossie  Moore  from  Baltimore. 

Such  a  grand  impression  she  made  in  walking  down  Broadway, 

With  "'  chappies  "  at  the  races,  she  held  undisputed  sway; 
She  gave  some  dinners  swell,  and  got  along  so  well. 

For  money  was  no  object  and  she  had  a  neap  to  spare. 
She  had  full  swing  In  ev'rythlng,  this  maid  from  Baltimore, 

And  showed  her  friends  a  winning  hand  they'd  ne'er  seen  before; 
All  other  girls  were  shady  when  Flossie  was  the  lady, 

All  the  "  chappies"  said  such  "  chic  "  they  never  s&vr.—Chortn. 

When  she  left  for  home  to-day  she  was  looking  extra  line, 

When  she  got  to  the  station  all  the  "  chappies  "  were  in  line; 
She'd  presents  by  the  score  from  ev'ry  leading  store. 

And  just  before  she  started  they'd  a  parting  drink  of  wine. 
Each  "chappie  "  had  to  make  a  speech  to  thank  Miss  Flossie  Moore, 

And  wish  ner  Joy  and  happiness  out  in  Baltimore: 
The  train  moved  on  'mid  snouting,  and  giddy  "  chappies  "  spouting. 

Throwing  kisses  at  the  girl  they  all  adore.— CA</rM*. 


m  •  m 


—A  Paterson  wife,  in  reply  to  ber  bueband's  advertisemeot 
tbat  be  would  pay  no  debts  of  ber  contracting,  publisbed  a  card 
expressing  surprise  that  be  bad  raised  money  enougb  to  pay  the 
advertising  bill. 

— "  Doctor,  my  daughter  seems  to  be  going  blind,  and  sbe  is 
just  getting  ready  for  ber  wedding,  tool  Ob,  dear  me,  what  is  to 
be  done?  "  "  Let  lier  go  riglit  on  witb  tbe  wedding,  madam,  by 
all  means.    If  anything  can  open  ber  eyes,  marriage  will." 


My  Sweet  Little  Rose  of  Klllarney. 

.        Copyright,  1W7,  by  Wm.  B.  Oray.    Entered  at  Stattonors'  Hall.  London. 


AU  rights  resetted. 


The  words  and  muslo  o(  this  song,  arranged  for  tbe  plana,  will  be  sent  to  any 
address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  o(  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  twootlivr  songs  (or  One 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Weliman.  108  Park  Row,  Mew  Tork.  Write  to  abore  address 
for  Free  Cataloirae  of  SongLSoiig  Books,  Sheet  Music,  German  Suug  Books,  Letter 
Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Ben.  Rlggs. 


In  a  neat  little  cot  on  the  banks  of  the  Flesk, 

And  close  by  the  lakes  of  Killarney, 
Lives  a  maiden  with  style,  whom  a  prince  would  admire. 

And  the  boys  call  her  sweet  Rosle  Carney. 
She  is  lust  seventeen,  and  in  nature's  full  bloom. 

And  iier  cheeks  are  as  red  as  the  rose; 
With  a  heart  that  is  true,  and  between  me  and  you. 

How  I  Jove  her,  there's  nobody  knows. 

Refrai.n. 
She's  lust  as  handsome  to  me  as  the  morning  rose. 
Loved  and  admired  Is  Rosie  where'er  she  goes; 
Her  voice  is  as  sweet  as  the  bird's  singing  on  the  trees. 
She  is  my  sweet  little  rose  of  Killarney. 

With  love  and  devotion  I'll  sail  o'er  the  sea, 

To  marry  my  rose  of  Killaniey; 
And  we'll  sit  by  the  lakes,  where  I  told  her  with  glee. 

How  I  loved  only  sweet  Rosie  Carney. 
Both  her  father  and  mothers  consent  I  have  gained. 

And  we  faithful  will  l>e  evermore; 
Then  a  life  of  pure  love,  with  nn-^swoet  Irish  dove. 

We  will  live  on  old  Erin's  green  shore.— //e/roin. 


TWO    LITTLE    DOLLS. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Fred.  J.  HanilU. 


Two  little  dolls  in  a  nurs'rv  lay. 
▲s  they  were  left  bv  a  child  tired  of  play; 
And  one  was  a  girl  from  Chinaland,  ♦ 

And  the  other  a  t)oy  from  fair  Japan. 
As  he  turned  his  head  from  side  to  side. 
He  looked  at  the  girl,  then  softly  sighed, 
.'  "I  have  loved  you  for  ever  so  long!" 

Thus  spoke  the' Jap  to  the  maid  from  Hong  Kong. 

Chorcs. 
Ting-img-a-ling,  tlng-Ung-a-llng,  gaily,  sweetly,  thev  did  sing; 
Ting-llng-a-ling,  ting-Ung-a-ling,  and  their  voices  loud  did  ring; 
Tlng-ling-a-ling,  ting-llng-a-ling,  gaily,  sweetly,  both  did  sing; 
And  the  funny  little  Jap  dldnt  care  a  rap,  only  for  the  maid  from  China. 

They  loved  and  courted  the  whole  long  day. 
Sweet  were  the  words  that  the  boy  did  say 
To  the  dear  little  girl  from  Chinaland. 
•  She  shook  her  head  at  the  boy  from  Japan. 
Then  wisely  said,  "  Now,  don't  tease  me  so,   •. 
•         For  I'm  quite  old  enough  to  know 
What  to  do,  and  when,  as  well," 
Replied  the  maid  to  this  Japanese  swell.— (7 AoriM. 


Summer  Time  Is  Coming,  Lad. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Robt.  W.  Gilchrist. 


It  Is  coming  summer  time,  when  we  can  enloy  a  sunshine  day. 

And  watch  beneath  the  shady  trees  at  the  children  play; 

We  can  sit  out  on  the  porch  at  night  in  our  easy  chair  and  rock. 

And  listen  to  the  striking  of  the  old  town  clock. 

When  nights  will  be  long  coming,  and  cold  winter  days  has  gone, 

AU  tbe  boys  and  girls  around  the  town  will  sing  this  little  song: 

Chorcs. 
Summer  time  is  coming,  lad. 
Won't  you  feel  so  jolly  and  glad. 
When  we  can  rove  around  like  a  lark. 
And  chase  all  the  girls  around  the  park: 
Yes,  summer  time  is  coming,  lad,  •  « 

;  Won't  we  feel  so  jolly  and  glad. 

When  the  park  police  can  make  his  spiel, 

▲t  the  bloomer  girls  while  out  with  their  wheel. 

It  to  COnUng  stmuner  time,  and  it  won't  be  very  long. 

When  the  ice  has  left  the  rivers  and  lakes,  and  grass  growing  on  the  lawn; 

When  the  cold  winter  days  has  paased  a  wav.  and  warmer  days  bascome; 

The  boys  will  chase  the  girls  around  and  enjoy  lots  of  fun. 

When  sunmier  days  has  come,  and  nights  won't  be  so  long. 

All  the  birds  up  in  the  trees  will  sing  this  little  song:— cAorus. 
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A  Boy  Without  a  Sweetheart. 
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Worda  and  Miitlc  by  Qeu.  M.  Colian. 


There  once  was  a  lad  so  lonely  and  sad. 

For  he  had  no  sweetheart  to  cheer  hlna, 
A  maiden  so  fair,  with  black  curly  hair. 

With  no  beau,  she  lived  very  near  him. 
The  rest  of  the  boys  and  girls  had  their  Joys, 

And  went  with  the  ones  they  love  best. 
While  the  maiden  and  lad  would  wish  that  they  had 

Some  sweetheart  like  all  of  the  rest. 

Refrain. 

A  boy  without  a  sweetheart,  a  srlrl  without  a  beau. 
They  used  to  meet  upon  the  street,  but  never  spoke,  you  know, 

'Till  some  one  introduced  them,  and  In  a  week  or  so. 
The  t)oy  he  had  a  sweetheart,  and  the  girl  she  had  a  beau. 

No  more  will  this  lad  be  lonely  and  sad. 

For  he  has  a  sweetheart  to  cheer  him; 
This  maiden  so  fair,  with  black  curly  hair, 

It  seems  that  she  ever  is  near  him. 
Since  then  they've  been  wed.  and  I've  heard  It  said. 

That  now  to  her  apron  there  clings 
A  dear  baby  boy,  who  listens  with  joy. 

While  ma  rocks  the  cradle  and  sings:— i?«/>a<». 


TIME    IS    MONEY. 

CopyrlKbt,  ISM,  by  Fniiicl',  Day  ft  Hunter. 
All  rlghta  ruaerred. 
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Words  by  Walter  Tilbury  and  Fred.  J.  Bariiea.    Music  by  Waller  Tilbury. 

Now.  every  fairy  rhyme  begins  with,  "  Once  upon  a  time! " 

"Time,"  we  are  told,  "was  made  for  slaves!^' 
There's  the  good  time,  a  bad  time,  a  happy  time,  a  sad  time. 

And  "time"  for  tlie  man  who  misbehaves. 
There's  the  time  that  you  are  born,  a  time  you  will  be  gone, 

That's  just  alH)ut  the  time  that  you  repent; 
All  the  little  tricks  you've  done,  vou  rememl>er  one  by  one. 

That's  the  lime  you  think  of  where  you  will  be  sent. 

CHORrs. 

Time  Is  money,  yes,  and  money  It  Is  time. 

And  don't  you  be  forgetting  it. 
Always  get  as  much  money  as  you  can. 

But  don't  get  time  for  getting  It. 

There's  the  time  you  wend  your  way  dovm  to  Coney  for  the  day. 

That's  the  time  you  have  a  pretty  girl  to  meet; 
It's  a  sunny  time,  a  funny  timp,  a  come  and-klss-your-honey  time. 

The  time  you  tlnd  this  maiden  you  must  treat. 
There's  the  time  upon  the  sand,  when  you  hold  this  maiden's  hand. 

That's  the  time  you  wish  your  friends  were  all  In  sight: 
When  the  girl  says,  "  This  Is  bll.ss,"  and  she  wants  t<)  hug  and  kiss. 

That's  the  time  you  should  bid  the  girl  goodnight  -  or  you'll  find  that 

—  (/tor»$. 
There's  the  time  that  you  imbibe  and  you  get  a  lovely  tide. 

And  j'ou  start  for  home  about  the  hour  of  two; 
It's  a  boozy  time,  a  carousy  time,  I  don't  ca^^  whose  a  whosey  time, 

A  time  vou  don't  care  what  you  say  or  do. 
There's  the  time  yo  i  meet  police,  and  time  you  want  release. 

That's  the  time  you  see  tne  error  of  your  ways; 
When  the  Judge  tells  you  voii're  fined,  and  you  haven't  got  a  dime. 

Then  the  kind  of  time  you  get  Is  "thirty  days  "-and  you  know  i:  •'t 

—  f/ior'i$. 
There's  the  time  you  wink  your  eye,  and  the  time  yon  heave  a  sigh. 

That's  Just  the  time  your  heart  begins  to  shoot; 
It's  a  happy  time,  a  Iloppy  time,  a  spooney  time,  a  sloppy  time. 

Until  tne  time  vou  meet  her  father's  boot. 
There's  the  time  you're  ant  to  reach,  when  the  girl  sues  you  for  breach, 

For  doing  things  she  said  vou  hadn't  ought; 
Though  vou  vow  that  its  no't  true,  but  the  judge  says,  "That  will  do. 

And  a  thousand  dollars  pay  her,"  says  the  Court— and  you  know  that 

—  Ctioiiit. 
Tliere's  the  time  you  back  a  horse  and  he  doesn't  win,  of  course. 

That's  the  time  the  bookmaker  gives  you  the  laugh; 
That's  an  airy  time,  a  sweary  time,  a  make-you  tear-your-hairy  time, 

A  time  you'd  like  to  break  him  right  In  half. 
There's  the  time  upon  the  train,  when  you  start  for  home  again. 

That's  the  time  a  little  game  of  draw  you  play: 
You  get  up  without  a  cent,  that's  the  time  that  you  repent. 

And  the  time  you  And  that  you  have  been  the  jay— and  you  know  that 

—  Vlutriit. 
•  ^  »■*   ■ 

— Two  IHshmen,  on  n  certain  occnsimi,  occupied  llie  same 
cliamber.  In  the  morning  one  of  tU«m  inqiiireo  of  tlie  otlier, 
'Dennis,  diti  you  hear  tiie  lliundefin  tlie  uivlit?"  "No,  Pat, 
di<l  it  really  thunder?  "  "Yes;  iMniindered  as  if  liiven  and  earth 
would  come  togetiier."  "Wl>/ the  deuce,  llien,  didn't  ye  wake 
me,  for  ye  know  I  can't  skpe  when  it  thunders." 


THE    USHER    IN    THE    AISLE.     ( 
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Words  by  S.  J.  Feldnian.    Music  by  J.  Bracliman. 


At  the  theatre  one  evening,  crowds  were  thronging  to  the  show. 

Were  waiting  with  Impatience  for  a  seat. 
Ushers  flitting  thro'  the  aisle-way,  all  but  one,  who  worked  so  slow. 

Whose  sad  face  told  a  story  of  sorrow  so  complete: 
"Here,  usher,  take  these  coupons,  can't  you  hurry?  "  one  man  cried, 

While  others  said  in  anger,  "  Must  we  stand  here  all  the  night? " 
These  harsh  words  he  never  answered,  but  the  tears  bedimmed  hlsslght,  ^ 

His  sad  thoughts  they  were  wand'ring  to  his  dear  home  that  night. 

Chorus. 
At  home  his  dear  mother  was  passing  away, 
With  no  one  to  watch  her,  alone  there  she  lav; 
But  those  In  the  playhouse  were  all  joy  and  smiles, 
And  none  seemed  to  pity  the  usher  In  the  aisle. 

Then  the  manager  approached  him,  said,  "My  boy,  you'll  have  to  go," 

The  patrons  with  approval  shook  their  heads, 
"Tho"  your  work  at  one  time  pleased  us.  still  of  late  you're  much  too 

We'll  have  to  get  another,  a  faster  man  Instead:  "  [slow. 

Then  home  he  quickly  hurried.  "  Mother,  mother,  dear!  "  ho  cried. 

No  answer  greets  his  loving  words,  his  mother  just  had  died; 
When  next  day  he  told  his  story,  they  could  see  he's  not  to  blame. 

The  manager  said  kindly,  'We'll  take  you  backagaln."— <  //oi  «*. 
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DIP  ME   IN  THE  GOLDEN  FOAM. 
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Words  and  Mu«lc  by  John  T.  Beatiie. 


Oh,  I  long  for  to  see  that  heavenly  land, 

I  do,  that's  true: 
I  want  for  to  grab  Saint  Peter  by  the  hand, 

That's  true.  I  do; 
Come  all  you  children,  lean  and  fat. 

Oh,  come,  do  come; 
Oh,  you  must  give  up  your  policy, 
■You  must  give  up  your  crap. 
If  you  want  that  golden  foam. 

Chorus. 
Then  dip  me,  oh,  bathe  me. 
Sister  Louisa,  wont  you  get  in  the  boat? 
Brother  Joseph,  won  t  jou  take  a  little  float? 

For  1  am  going  home  to  get  that  golden  foam. 
Hallelujah:  hallelujah:  hallelujah: 

Oh,  don't  you  want  that  foam? 

Oh,  the  good  book,  the  good  book  I  do  love. 

That's  true.  I  do; 
Oh,  the  Lord  sees  us  from  up  above, 

That's  true.  He  do: 
Come  all  you  sinners  straight  to  Him, 

Oh,  come,  don't  roam: 
Oh,  you  must  give  up  your  razors, 
You  must  give  up  your  gin,  ' 

If  you  want  that  goklen  toam. 

Chorus. 

Then  dip  me,  oh,  bathe  me. 

Sister  ^lartha,  won't  you  get  In  the  boat? 

Brother  Henry,  won't  you  take  a  little  float? 

For  I  am  going  hom,e  to  get  that  golden  foam. 
Hallelujah:  hallelujah:  hallelujah! 

Oh,  don't  you  want  that  foam? 


Oh,  you  can  sit  right  down  in  the  snow-white  pew. 

That's  true,  me  too; 
We  can  see  old  Satan  a  shoveling  dew. 

That's  true,  us  few; 
Come  all  you  coons,  do  what  Is  right. 

Don't  roam  from  home; 
Oh,  you  must  give  up  your  chickens. 
You  must  give  up  your  tight. 
If  you  want  that  golden  foam. 

Chorus. 

Then  dip  me,  oh,  bathe  me. 

Sister  Hannah,  won't  you  get  in  the  boat? 

Brother  Bryan,  won't  you  take  a  little  float? 

For  I  am  going  home  to  get  that  golden  foam. 
Hallelujah:  hallelujah'  hallelujah! 

Oh,  don't  you  want  that  foam? 


y 


if 


— A  man  hates  to  own  tliat  he  Isn't  as  smart  as  a  ben,  but  he's 
got  to  allow  that  a  huo  can  sit  on  an  egg  and  not  get  mad. 
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WEHMAN'S   COLLECTIQW    OF   SONGS — No.    58. 


The  Song  That  Will  Live  Forever. 

OopT  right,  IM,  by  Francia,  Day  *  Hontar. 
All  rislita  reMnrad. 


•    i 


Th«  word,  and  mn*io  of  thia  mhr,  amntred  for  the  pUne,  will  b*  Mfit  to  any 
addrMi.  po«ti>ald,  on  r«5«(pt  of  *0  eeiiU;  or  tliti  and  any  twooUwr  «>■«■  for  On* 
Dollar,  by  H.nry  J.  Weliman,  108  Park  Row,  New  Tork.  Writa  to  almre  addma 
for  Free  Oataloirue  of  Soiiira,  Somk  BuuIu,  Sheet  Muilo,  Qermaii  aou(  Book.,  Letter 
wrltan.  Dream  Book*,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  by  Turn  Browne.    Mnalc  by  Felix  McQIennon. 

Twas  a  glorious  night,  and  the  moon  shone  brightly. 

As  around  the  camp-flres  the  soldiers  lay; 
Their  hearts  were  bold,  and  they  beat,  ah,  so  lightly, 

Tho'  they  mleht  be  stilled  In  the  coming  fray. 
It  was  all  In  vain  that  they  courted  slumber. 

So  they  'rous'd  and  sat  there  the  whole  night  long. 
Telling  tales  and  talking  the  old  times  over. 

When  at  last  one  sang  them  a  sweet  old  aong. 

CHORtrs. 
The  song  that  will  live  forever,  forever  and  for  ayef 
Ages  may  come  and  ages  may  go,  the  song  shall  live  alway; 
while  human  hearts  are  beating  on  the  land  or  foam, 
The  song  that  will  live  forever  is  "  Home,  Sweet  Home! " 

As  the  words  rang  out  In  that  far-off  wUdwood,  ' 

Ev'ry  warm,  true  heart  breathed  a  silent  pray'r; 
For  they  thought  of  home,  the  dear  home  of  their  chlldbood, 

And  the  ones  they  loved,  who  were  waiting  there. 
Ah:  they  thought  of  parents,  of  wives  and  children. 

Sweethearts,  friends  and  playmates  across  the  foam; 
There  were  brave  men's  tears  in  the  husky  voices, 

AS  they  Join'd  the  chorus  of  "  Home,  Sweet  Home.— CT^rw*. 

Hark:  what  was  thatr    A  bugle  call?    To  arms!  to  arms!  to  arms! 

Up  sprang  those  gallant  heroes  then  to  face  grim  war's  alarms; 

And  fast  they're  battling  there  'gainst  dearh,^mld  bay'net,  shot  and  shell; 

Where  fighting  to  the  last,  the  gallant  soldier  singer  fell,  the  soldier  singer 

He  hears  the  cry  of  "  Victory ! "  and  with  his  dying  breath,  [fell. 

He  bids  his  comrades  not  to  grieve  for  his,  a  soldier's  death. 

"  Goodbye."  he  cries,  "  Good-bye!  I  lived  for  those  across  the  foam. 

For  them  I  die!  God  bless  them,  boys,  I've  sung  my  last  of  homel "— CAo. 


LITTLE    HUCKLEBERRY. 

Copyricht,  18»7,  by  T.  B,  Harms  A  Co.    EnKlliih  copyright  aud  performing  tlghta 

seoiired  and  resvrred. 


All  rights  reserred. 


}} 


The  words  and  diukIo  of  thU  sonir,  arran«red  (or  the  piano,  will  ba  Mnt  to  any 
address,  pnetpoid,  on  rec«ipt  of  10  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  M>ngs  (or  One 
Duilar,  by  Henry  J  Wefamun.  108  Purlt  Row.  New  York.  Write  to  above  addrees  for 
Five  «;aUlt«iie  of  Soiik".  Smiir  Itookn,  Sheet  Hasto.  Oerroan  Boug  Books.  Latter 
Writers,  Dream  Ouoks.  Juke  Books,  etc. 

Words  and  Music  by  Fay  TempletoD. 


DAISY    DANK 

Oopyrigbt,  Itan,  by  Chaa.  H.  Harris.    English  copyright  Moured. 
All  riKlit*  reaei'ved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  rionir,  anatiKed  for  the  piano,  will  lie  eent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poet-paid,  on  r«cel|>t  of  M  eenU;  i>r  this  ami  any  two  other  eontr*  'ur  One  Dollar 
by  Henry  J.  Weliinan,  108  Hark  Row,  N«w  York.  Wilt,,  t..  aliore  aildiww  r..r 
Free  Catalofrue  of  Sonm,  Roiiir  Itonks,  Sheet  Uusio,  Gerntau  Suig  Bouks,  Letter 
Wiltets,  Dreaui  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc.  _  , 


Words  and  muMic  by  Chas.  H.  Harris. 

I've  a  daisy  for  my  sweetheart,  pretty  blue-eyed  Dalsv  Dann, 
And  a  sweeter  little  flower  never  bloomed  in  all  this  land; 
I  have  never  thought  to  doubt  her,  within  her  eyes,  so  fair  to  see. 
Gleams  a  light  to  tell  me  dally  that  she  loves  no  one  but  me. 

Chorcs. 
Daisy,  pretty  Daisy,  my  promised  bride. 
My  life,  my  sunshine,  my  only  Joy  and  pride; 
Oh,  how  I  love  her:  I'm  a  far  better  man  ) 

Since  I've  won  the  heart  of  Daisy,  pretty  blue-eyed  Daisy  Dann.  , 

You  might  search  this  wide  world  over,  but  I'm  sure  you'd  never  find  ^ 
One  among  ten  thousand  people  with  a  heart  so  good  and  kind; 
Why  there^s  not  a  single  fellow  who  has  not  tried  to  win  the  hand 
Of  the  girl  I've  pledged  to  marry,  pretty  blue-eyed  Daisy  Dann. 

>    m  •  m    • 

The  Wrecking  of  the  Maine. 

Words  by  a  E  McEenzie. 


Send  (or  Free  Catalnime  of  Song  BookH,  Letter  Writer.,  Dream  Books,  Fortun*  Tell- 
ers, Trick  B(>'>k*, Recitation  B»..kii.F«iiii)  Ballitdii.CallBioks.  Joke  Books, Sketch  Bo"ks, 
Mump  Hpeeclies,  Ii  Isli  84inK  Bookx,  Cn.'k  Biioks,  Books  o(  Amusemeut,  Sheet  Uuslo,  etc. 
t>  Henry  J.  WeUuian,  108  Park  Row,  New  York. 


Out  all  day  a-hoein'  com. 

Ain't  I  happy  when  Ifget  back  home 

And  see  dat  sassy  little  baby 

Standln'  at  the  door; 

Little  Huckleberry,  dat's  her  pretty  little  name. 

She  love  me,  an'  I  feels  de  same; 

An'  for  dis  f eelln'  I'se  not  ter  blame. 

Good  Lord  I  I'se  not  ter  blame,  for  doa't  yer 

Chorus. 
Know  she's  ma  prize, 
With  her  little  kinky  head  an'  chlny  eyes; 
Little  Huckleberry  from  Savannao, 
An'  for  short  I  calls  her  Hannah,         ■     ' 
An' she  truly  dotes  on  me. 

Came  home  late  the  other  night. 
Goodness  me,  but  I  had  a  fright; 
Fer  no  little  coon  stood  at  de  door 
To  welcome  mammy  home. 
Look'd  all  around,  an'  I  felt  like  lead. 
Ma  legs  was  shaking,  I  was  nearly  dead. 
When  a  sweet  little  voice  from  under  de  bed, 
A  voice  from  under  de  bed  said,  "  Mammy, 

CHORtlS. 

Here  Is  your  prize. 

With  ma  little  kinky  head  and  chlny  eyes; 
Little  Huckleberry  from  Savannah, 
An'  for  short  yo'  calls  me  Hannah,  i 
An'  yo'  always  dote  on  me." 

Grabb'd  her  out  from  under  de  bed, 

PuU'd  her  'round  by  de  hair  ob  de  head; 

I  beat  her  so  she  won't  sit  down 

Again  for  many  a  day. 

But  I  felt  so  bad  when  she  began  to  cry. 

Plck'd  her  up  and  wiped  her  eye; 

I  hugged  and  kissed  her  little  orown,fac«. 

An'  m  her  ear  did  sigh,  '*  Ma  precious. 

Chorus. 

You  Is  ma  prize, 

With  your  Tittle  kinky  head  an'  chlny  ejree; 

Little  Huckleberry  from  Savannah, 

An'  for  short  I  calls  her  Hannah, 

An'  yo'  truly  dote  on  me." 


— Parlor  magazines — kerosene  lampa. 


When  the  Maine  was  blown  to  atoms 

It  almost  took  our  breath. 
To  learn  that  the  noble  crew 

Had  met  a  shocking  death; 
And  we  sympathized  In  sorrow 

With  the  mothers  and  the  wives 
Of  the  gallant  men  who,  bv  treachery, 

Had  lost  their  precious  lives. 

Chorcs. 

Now,  boys,  you  know  what  you're  to  do; 

Get  ready  for  the  strife. 
And  for  the  Spaniards'  cruelty, 

We'll  make  It  life  for  life. 

But  our  President  and  Hanna 

Do  not  want  to  have  a  war. 
For  fear  their  friends  in  Lombard  Street 

On  them  would  get  too  tore; 
But  there  are  Americans, 

Who  are  going  to  show  to  Spain, 
That  blood  alone  can  pay  the  debt 

For  blowing  up  the  Maine.— (//orw*. 


^1 


LITTLE    DOLLY    DAYDREAM. 

Oopyright.  1N7,  by  n«.nci8.  Day  &  Hunter. 


All  riKhia  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Mnsleof  this  Sonir.  arranifed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  art- 
dreM,  poet-i'alii,  on  receipt  uf  40  oenui;  or  ihia  and  any  two  other  sonics  for  i<n-  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehnmn,  lUt  Park  How,  New  Vurk.  Wnte  lo  ali.<ve  aildrisaii  fur 
Free  CatalOKue  of  Souks.  Sonic  Books,  HhKot  MnMc.Uerniaii  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers, 
Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc.  

WoidB  and  lluaic  by  Leslie  Stuart. 


I've  waited  long  to  have  ma  say. 

Till  Southern  garls  have  had  delr  day; 
I've  got  de  smile  now  all  de  while  now. 
Just  anoder  maldy  come  to  stay. 
^  -  Dose  garls  'way  down  would  get  no  show, 

■     ■  "  Dey  d  stand  no  chance  in  Idaho: 

-'      •       She  ain't  no  piccaninny  from  'way  down  or  West  Vlrginny, 
•>,    .'         But  she  sits  a-dreaming  where  de  salmon  waters  flow. 

Chorus. 

Why  does  she  sit  and  sigh,  dis  little  lady,  dls  little  lady,  O? 
Why  does  she  droop  her  eye,  dls  purty  maidy,  dis  lubly  garl,  dont  ye 
Well,  don't  you  see?    It  is  bekase  she  is  so  love-Pick,  allfroo  me:    f know?  f 
She's  little  Dolly  Daydream,  pride  of  Idaho!  so  intw  jeknow:  ) 

And  when  ye  go,  you'll  gee  there's  somethin'  on  heriuind, don't  think  It's  ^ 
'Kase  no  one's  got  to  kiss  dat  garl  but  me.  [J'ou,  ' 

Little  Dolly  Daydream,  pride  or  Idaho:  so  now  ye  know:  '-, 

And  when  ye  go,  ye'll  see  there's  somethin'  on  ner  mind,  don't  think  it's  < 
'Kase  no  one's  got  to  kiss  dat  garl  but  me.  [you.  ^ 

I  ain't  spoke  yet,  nor  her  to  me, 
'  But  Lor" :  ye  purty  soon  can  see 

She's  only  waltln'  for  me  statin'  ;   - 

Dat  I'm  just  as  much  In  lub  as  she. 

r  Dere's  one  poor  cuss,  she  fools  him  so, 

'    ..;  '  He  tells  oem  all 'round  Idaho  ; 

:   ~-     Dat  he's  her  best  Intended,  t)ekase  delr  styles  has  blended,        I 

But  she  fools  wld  him  to  send  my  Jealous  on  de  go.— </«/»"#.  ( 


m  •  m 


—It  Is  better  to  be  caught  out  in  a  thunder  shower  with  an 
other  man's  umbrella,  than  to  be  caught  in  an  ice-cream  saloon  '<, 
with  another  man's  wife.  K 
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KATE  McCarthy. 

American  and  EiiRllah  copyrlirht,  1»8«.  by  Chaa.  H.  Harris. 
All  rJKlita  reaerved. 


i 


The  Word,  and  Mimic  of  tlilt  rjonir.  arraiiued  for  the  piano,  will  l>a  pent  to  any  ad- 
dieM,  iHj.tuaid,  oil  receipt  of  40  ceuCa:  ur  this  ami  any  two  other  aoliKi  rur  One  Dollar 
by  Heiirr  J  Weliinnn,  108  Park  llow,  New  York.  Write  to  abore  addrew  for 
Kree  Catalogue  of  SonsB,  8oni,f  HookK,  Sheet  Jlii.lc.  Herman  Sorg  Douke,  I^tUr 
Wiltare,  Dream  Douke,  Jolce  Buoke,  etc. 

Word,  and  mu.io  by  Chae.  H.  Harrif. 


Of  all  the  (jirls  I've  ever  seen,  tlieres  only  one  I'd  make  my  queen; 
I'm  proud  to  tell  vou  who  1  mean,  'tis  pretty  Kate  McCarthy. 
All  the  boys  are  nearly  wild  talking  'bout  the  little  child; 
Dying  Just  to  win  one  smile  from  pretty  Kate  McCarthy. 

Rkfrain. 
Ev'ry  evening,  with  a  smile,  I  wait 
Down  on  the  corner  for  my  pretty  Kate; 
Always  happy,  that's  the  girl  for  me, 
I'm  In  love  with  pretty  Kate  McCarthy. 

When  down  the  street  we  go  to  dine,  the  boys  are  there  to  form  a  line, 

Each  fellow's  sure  to  be  on  time  for  pretty  Kate  McCarthy. 

She's  the  belle  for  miles  around.  In  the  city,  out  of  town. 

All  say  another  cant  be  found  like  pretty  Kate  McCarthy.— /?#f>ai«. 


Is  Your  Lnb  True,  Ma  Honey? 


Copyright,  18»«.  by  OiHiar  Caetro. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  words  and  niu.lc  of  this  »oug,  arraiiRed  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any 
acldrev,  poiupalil,  on  rvceipt  of  40  cents;  ur  till*  ami  any  twootlirr  songi  (or  One 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Welinian.  108  Park  Ilow,  New  York.  Write  to  aboVe  addreee 
(or  Five  ('aCul<>irue  of  Sou^th,  Song  Book*.  Sheet  Music.  Oermau  Song  Books,  Letter 
Writers.  Dream  Books.  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  by  Oacar  Castro.    Hiislc  by  John  Kramer. 

Is  your  lub  true,  ma  honey,  when  I  ain't  got  no  money. 

To  prove  it,  come  kiss  me. 
I  know  all  darkles  are  after  you  for  bein'  de  hottest  wench  In  view. 

Both  sosiety  and  break  down  jamboree. 
To  a  color'd  hop  will  <ake  you.  Sallle,  'cross  de  street  ob  Clabber  Alley, 

It's  dere  I'll  roll  de  dice  If  dere's 
No  hoodoo  nigga  in  de  place,  will  dress  you  In  silk  and  lace, 

And  make  you  look  like  a  queen,  Liza. 

'     Oh.  my  habv.  tell  me  quick,  does  you  lub  me  dearly? 

;     Oh,  my  baby,  am  git  In'  sick  from  thlnkln'  ob  you  sincerely; 

Oh,  my  baby,  come  right  away,  am  fadin'  Inch  by  Inch; 

Oh,  my  baby,  dont  delay,  but  fall  In  my  arms  and  clinch; 
'      Oh,  my  baby,  your  a  sunshine,  all  the  niggers  you're  puttln'  In  a  trance; 
,     Oh.  my  baby,  from  South  Carolina, 
'     With  your  pasmalala  wing  and  kutchey-kutchey  movement  dance. 

You  may  talk  'bout  your  raggin'  bowery  dance  and  cake  walkin', 
)     None  will  compare  wld  dis  heer  one; 

There'll  be  music  called  for  free,  and  written  by  a  man  from  Tensee, 
.      I  tell  you  derell  be  fun. 
It  Is  dare  I'll  treat  my  turtle  dove,  my  sweetest  and  only  love, 

On  ice  cream,  jelly  cakes,  dat's  fly; 
When  I  clop  both  my  hands,  you'll  see  my  gal  do  de  midway  dance. 
And  through  de  hall  will  hear  dis  reply:— C7i<»"*. 


The  Sinking  of  the  Maine. 


Woids  by  John  James  Welsh. 


Send  for  Free  ratulouiie  of  Sonir  Book..  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Book.,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Tiick  HookH.  IlecitAtion  Rooks, Penny  BnllailK,<'ail  BookB.Joke  nooks, Sketch  Bovks, 
Btuiiip  Spt-eclif !■,  liicli  S..iiif  Bookn,  Ciiok  Bocks,  Hooks  of  Amuwinrnt.  Sheet  Musio,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wtrhinon,  108  Park  Kow.  New  York. 

On  the  fifteenth  day  of  FVbruary,  In  the  year  of  'ninety-eight, 

'Twas  on  a  Tuesday  evening,  and  the  hour  was  getting  late; 

When  our  Americ.m  battleship,  the  one  we  called  the  Maine, 
S  Was  sunk  from  sight  that  fatal  night,  and  never  rose  again. 

Right  well  we  know  who  struck  the  blow,  those  crafty  ones  of  Spain, 
)  But  I  tell  you,  well  make  tlieni  rue,  they  ever  saw  the  Maine. 

Our  ship  had  anchored  in  the  Bay  a  day  or  two  l)efore. 

Was  Ivrng  iK-acefully  at  rest  within  a  mile  or  more 

Of  beautiful  HaVana,  that  city  of  renown. 

The  brightest  gem  of  all  the  jewels  set  In  the  Spanish  crown. 

To  help  the  Cuban  Island  to  get  free  from  foreign  reign 

Was  the  object  of  the  visit  of  our  gallant  warship  Maine. 

The  sailors  sleeping  in  their  berths  ne'er  thought  of  danger  near. 
Perhaps  some  of  them  were  dreaming  of  home  and  loved  ones  dear; 
When  they  were  'roused  up  by  a  shock,  caused  by  an  enemy. 
And  Instantly  they  all  were  plunged  into  the  cold,  dark  sea; 
From  which  until  the  judgment  day  they'll  never  rise  again, 
God  help  the  mothers  of  those  sons  who  perished  In  the  Maine. 

The  men  comprising  the  ship's  crew  had  come  from  every  land. 
And  nowheiv  on  the  sea  that  night  could  be  found  a  braver  band; 
Some  came  from  Norway's  icy  shore,  and  some  from  warm  Japan, 
From  France  and  Greece,  ana  Prussia,  too,  and  one  Komanian; 
They  came  from  Ireland,  Scotland,  but  not  a  one  from  Spain 
Had  perished  in  Havana  Bay  from  off  the  warship  Maine. 

Our  nation  Is  In  mourning,  our  people  are  In  tears, 
'  To  think  we've  been  the  target  for  Spanish  balls  and  jeers; 
If  they  would  come  forth  in  the  day  and  not  prowl  out  at  night. 
And  meet  us  openly  like  men,  we'd  show  them  how  to  fight. 
We  are  trying  to  keep  our  temper,  but  fear  we  can't  refrain 
From  sweeping  from  the  face  of  earth  those  wreckers  of  the  Maine. 


THE    ILL-FATED    MAINE. 

Copyright,  1*98.  by  Thos.  J.  Uulgley. 


All  rights  reaerved. 
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Worde  and  Maslo  by  Thua.  J.  Qulgley. 


Ah!  What's  the  sad  story  from  that  land  so  gory. 

Unfortunate  Cuba,  the  Island  of  strife. 
Where  men  bravely  fighting,  their  country's  wrongs  righting. 

From  Spanish  oppression,  for  freedom  and  life.  | 

Our  people  commanded  that  peace  be  demanded.  i 

And  sent  our  great  warship  that  peace  to  maintain. 
But  soon  after  landing,  the  harbor  commanding. 

A  dreadful  disaster  o'ertook  our  ship  Maine. 

CnoRrs. 
Kind  fathers  are  sighing,  fond  mothers  are  crying. 

Loved  sisters  and  brothers  are  hoping  In  vain; 
While  sweethearts  In  sorrow  are  praying  the  morrow 

Will  bring  them  glad  news  of  the  Ill-fated  Maine. 

Four  hundred  lay  sleeping,  while  others  watch  keeping. 

On  board  the  big  ship  as  she  lay  In  the  bay; 
When  just  before  morning,  without  any  warning, 

The  lives  of  four  hundreu  were  taken  away! 
There's  naught  in  all  hist'ry  to  equal  this  myst'ry. 

The  cause  of  this  carnage  was  looked  for  In  vain; 
Ah!  may  hearts  now  broken  for  kind  words  unspoken. 

Bear  lightly  their  loss  on  the  Ill-fated  Maine.—  Choi  ue. 

A  mother  said,  "  Walter,  my  boy,  never  falter. 

Should  your  country  call  you  to  fight  for  the  flag; " 
He  answered,  "  No,  mother,  this  country,  no  other,  j 

For  I  love  it  dearly  from  valley  to  crag." 
She  ne'er  thought  this  gladness  would  soon  turn  to  sadneP», 

And  his  happy  face  we  would  ne'er  see  again; 
When  laughing,  he  kissed  her,  his  sweetheart  and  sister. 

And  bade  them  good  bye  on  the  Ill-fated  Maine.— rA^/>i/». 
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Her  Name  Was  Mary  Wood,  but  Mary 

Wouldn't.  [ 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Louis  ilaaa.  -    { 
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Words  by  Andrew  Sterling.    Music  by  Chaa.  Robinson, 


Once  there  lived  a  little  maiden,  modest,  bashful,  and  so  good, 
In  a  quiet  little  village,  and  her  name  was  Mary  Wood; 
All  the  village  lads  adored  her,  but  more  eager  than  the  rest, 
Johnny  Jones  and  little  Willie,  each  to  win  her  did  his  best. 
One  night  little  Willie  brought  her  for  a  stroll  outside  the  town. 
When  of  walking  both  (rrew  weary,  just  to  rest  a  bit,  sat  down; 
Willie  placed  his  arms  around  her,  Mary  blush'd  as  maiden  should. 
When  he  whispered  something  to  her,  and  he  asked  her  If  she  would. 

Chorus.  i 

Her  name  was  Mary  Wood,  but  Mary  wouldn't.  ' 

Of  course,  she  understood,  but  said  she  couldn't; 
Willie  said  if  she  would  try,  she'd  learn  to  like  him  bye  and  bye. 


He  told  her  of  the  pleasure  and  the  joy; 

"it. 


1 


But  Mary  said  she  wouldn't  dare  to  do  I 
For  if  she  did,  perhaps  some  day  she'd  rue  it; 
Mary  soon  began  to  pout,  so  Willie  had  to  go  without. 
Her  name  was  Mary  Wood,  but  Mary  wouldn't  kiss  the  boy. 

Little  Willie's  love  grew  hopeless,  and  he  went  off  In  despair, 
Johnny  Jones  he  came  a-woolng  for  to  win  this  maiden  fair: 
And  to  prove  his  fond  affection  l)ought  her  presents  by  the  score,  ' 
Till  one  summer's  day  he  met  her  standing  at  her  cottage  door. 
Loving  words  to  her  were  spoken,  in  a  soft  and  tender  tone. 
And  he  told  her  of  a  present  he  had  bought  for  her  alone; 
And  he  said  If  she  would  take  him  to  some  quiet  neiglilxirhood. 
He  would  teach  her  how  to  use  It  if  she'd  promise  that  she  would.  '■ 

CHORrs.  ' 

Hername  was  Mary  Wood,  but  Marj'  wouldn't, 
Tho'  Johnny  said  sne  could,  she  said  she  couldn't; 
Johhny  said  if  she  would  mount,  if  she  fell  off  it  wouldn't  count. 

He  told  her  how  delightful  she  would  feel; 
But  Mary  said  she  wouldn't  dare  to  do  It, 
For  if  she  did,  perhaps  some  day  she'd  rue  It; 
Mary  said  she'd  like  to  ride,  but  really  didn't  care  to  stride, 

Her  name  was  Mary  Wood,  but  Mary  wouldn't  ride  the  wheel. 


—Here  is  an  excuse  actually  sent  to  an  Amerlcus,  Ga.,  teacher 
"  Mr.  Teacher,  dot  poy  of  mine  vos  absent  de  odder  day  ven  he 
stharted  out.  He  got  one  pig  colt  (cold)  iu  his  neck  vot  made 
much  trouble  all  de  vile.  Please  don't  give  him  some  bunishment 
ven  he  vas  late  in  de  morning.  He  would  have  got  there  shust 
in  time  every  day.  but  he  is  not  himself  to  blame,  he  is  got  no 
mother.  She  vas  dead  ten  years  ago.  I  am  his  parent  by  his 
mother  before  she  vos  dead." 
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V..\.:'>:"::  .\" :  .' .  ''..■    Parody  on:    ..-■:.■■''":'■:'■"■ 
ON    THE     BANKS    OP    THE 
WABASH  FAR   AWAY. 

WritUn  by  Addi*  A.  Smith.     .    '    '"  s.       : 

8«ii(1  for  Free  CaUloaae  of  Son*  Books,  Leiter  Wiitem,  Drc«m  Booki,  Fortune  Tell- 
ert.  Tiick  B<x>ki,  IteclUtloii  B<>uks,  Penny  Kallads.Call  Bnokn.Juke  Bi>ok*,  Sketch  Booke, 
Slump  Speeches,  Iilali  tt'-nir  Bouko,  Co<>k  Buokn,  Books  of  Amusemetit,  Sbe«t  Music,  etc  , 
to  Henr;  J.  Wobiiiaii,  1U6  Park  Row.  New  Y«ik. 

.  'Round  the  cottage  I  have  left  so  far  behind  me, 

Roam  the  little  ones  so  dear  to  heart  and  home; 
Oftentimes  when  I  am  lying  cold  and  silent. 

In  fancy  I  behold  those  left  alone. 
Oh,  the  struggle  and  the  hardships  soon  are  over, 

With  springtime  we  will  journey  on  our  way. 
And  Joyously  we'll  tramp  with  pick  and  shovel, 

To  the  gold  fields  on  the  Klondike  far  away. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  the  thaw  Is  stealing  out  along  the  Klondike, 
From  the  moon  there  comes  a  soft  and  mellow  ray; 

Let  us  gather  in  the  shekels  from  the  eold-flelds, 
'Neath  the  snowbanks  on  the  Klondike  far  away. 

Many  years  may  pass  ere  I  shall  see  that  homestead. 

And  again  behold  the  ones  so  dear  to  me; 
Oh.  their  faces  In  my  heart  shall  live  forever, 

should  I  ne'er  again  my  native  country  see. 
But  If  perchance  Dame  Fortune  smiles  upon  mo. 

And  with  gold  abundant  I  shall  homeward  stray, 
'Round  the  fireside  I'll  gather  all  my  loved  ones. 

While  I  tell  them  of  the  Klondike  far  Siwaj.—Chofut. 


DAT    CIN'OMATOO-RAPH. 

Copyriffht,  ISW,  by  LeTlu  C.  Tees  and  Prof.  Harry  Pabst. 
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Words  by  Levin  C.  Tees.    Music  by  Prof.  Harry  Pabit. 

I  got  Into  a  scrape  one  day  while  out  enjoying  life, 

Down  at  Atlantic  City  with  another  feller's  wife; 

Her  front  name  was  Susannah,  her  t'other  name  was  Birch, 

Her  husband  was  a  friend  ob  mine,  a  pillar  ob  de  church. 

I  treated  her  to  peanuts,  cold  slaw,  and  oyster  stew, 

I  rode  her  on  a  carousal    gave  her  watermelon,  too; 

I  bathed  her  and  I  floated  her,  I  tickled  her  till  she  laughed, 

When  a  feller  snapped  our  picture  wld  his  cin'omatograpb. 

Chorus. 

Hal  hal  ha!    Ho!  ho!  hel 
Didn't  dem  niggers  get  onto  me; 
Dar  was  I,  a  member  of  de  church, 
Sitting  on  de  sand  a-huggin'  Sister  Birch, 
When  a  man  came  along,  gib  a  grin  an' a  langb. 
Snapped  our  pictures  wld  his  cin'omatograpb. 

Now  six  months  passed  away,  and  then  our  church  It  held  a  fair. 
And  Brudder  Birch  and  his  good  wife,  my  wife  and  me  were  dar; 
We  all  sat  down  together  eating  cakes  and  lushing  cream. 
While  de  parson  did  a  dance  dat  made  de  people  yell  and  scream. 
But  de  feature  ob  de  show  dat  made  de  people  laugh. 
Was  dat  old  photographer  wld  his  cin'omatograpb; 
De  picture  dat  he  struck  at  fust  came  like  a  thunder  clap. 
Was  me  a-slttlng  on  de  sand  wid  de  sister  on  my  lap.— 67iOj-w«. 

Oh,  dar  was  trouble  in  de  church,  as  you  might  all  suppose, 

When  up  like  mad  jumped  Brudder  Birch  an'  hit  me  on  de  nose; 

I  went  to  hit  him  back,  but  de  parson  jumped  on  me, 

Up  rose  de  congregation,  just  as  far  as  you  could  see. 

Dar  was  swearln',  dar  was  flghtin',  dar  was  tearin'  ob  de  hair, 

Dat  was  de  end  of  harmony  at  de  old  church  fair; 

Oh,  dar  was  tears  and  tribulations    de  only  one  to  laugh 

Was  dat  cussed  photographer  wld  his  cin'omatograpb.— CAofi/«. 


—An  Oxford  graduate  was  sliowing  Lis  sister  over  Lis  rooms  in 
college,  wlien  some  one  knocked  at  the  door.  Siipposing  that  it 
was  one  of  Lis  friends,  and  not  wisiiing  to  be  chaffed,  he  Lid  iier 
behind  the  curtains,  and  admitted  an  elderly  gentleman  who 
apologized  profusely  for  Lis  intrusion,  and  excused  liimself  by 
'  saying  that  it  was  many  years  since  be  Lad  been  at  Oxford,  and 
could  not  leave  witLout  paying  a  visit  to  his  dear  old  college  and 
tbe  old  rooms  Le  had  occupied  as  a  student. 

"Ah!  "cried  the  old  gentleman,  looking  around,  "the  same 
old  sofa!  yes,  and  the  same  old  carpet— everytbing  tiie  samel  " 

Then  walking  Into  the  bedroom,  Le  remarked,  "  Yes,  and  tLe 
same  old  bed  I  and  tlie  same  wasLstand!  Tes,  everytbing  the 
same! " 

Presently  Le  stepped  towards  the  curtains  and  remarked,  "  AL, 
and  tbe  same  old  curtains! "  Looking  around  Le  bebeld  tbe 
young  lady,  and  turning  around,  said,  "  AL,  you  young  dog,  and 
the  same  old  game!  " 

"  But,"  Lastily  replied  tLe  undergraduate,  "  tliat  young  lady  is 
my  sister."  To  wLich  tbe  reply  came,  "  Yea,  I  know,  and  t/ie 
I  $ame  old  story  !  " 


Parodjr  on:  ":'''■'..■'  ''•'■X,./^^- 

MY    COAL-BLACK    LADY. 

Word*  by  Harry  Sun.    Sunor  by  Son  ft  Mason.  - ' 
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I  know  a  hump-backed  nigger,  and  she's  got  a  crooked  figure. 

And  I  love  her,  nit :  I  do: 
She  says  she  Is  my  honey,  but  she  only  wants  my  money. 

And  she  always  says  «ne's  true; 
There  ain't  no  homely  nigger  that  can  hope  to  cut  a  figure 

On  this  marble  heart  of  mine. 
For  when  she  starts  to  kickin',  and  asks  me  for  some  chicken. 

She  goes  hungry  every  time. 

Chorcs. 

This  lamp-black  lady,  I  keep  her  shadjr. 
You  cannot  blame  me,  no,  no,  no. 
For  she  worked  me  so,  so,  so, 
Her  color's  shady,  but  she's  a  lady. 
Don't  get  next  to  this  lamp-black  lady. 

I'se  partlcalar  to  mention  that  it  Is  my  great  Intention 

For  to  carve  this  hump-backed  coon 
That  tries  to  win  this  heart  of  mine,  this  lamp-black  lump  of 

My  razor  will  seal  her  doom.  rcalclmlne. 

Just  watch  her  when  she's  passing  by,  and  you  will  see  the  reason 

I  shake  dat  gal  of  mine;  [why 

When  she  starts  a-klckin',  and  asks  me  for  some  chicken. 

She  goes  himgry  every  time.— <.Aor«*. 
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I'M    THE   BADDEST    GOON    DATS 
IN    DIS    TOWN    TO-DAY. 

Words  by  J.  H.  Banleia.  '  > 
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My  name  Is  Walter  Jackson,  I  am  known  for  miles  around 
To  be  the  most  vicious  nigger  living  in  this  town: 
And  for  stealing  chickens,  dat  Is  my  precious  game, 
And  when  1  get  into  fight  my  victim  a  not  to  blame. 
For  shooting  and  for  slashing  I  don't  think  I  can  be  beat. 
And  when  I  see  a  policeman  I  am  standing  on  my  feet; 
I  never  make  a  bluff  to  run.  I  stand  Just  llKe  a  lamb. 
And  every  one  that  sees,  says,  there  stands  that  bad  man. 

Chorus. 

I  am  the  baddest  coon  that's  In  dis  town  to-day, 

I'll  be  like  dls  until  I've  passed  away; 
And  wherever  I  am  about,  the  people  they  all  shout, 

There's  the  baddest  coon  dat's  In  dls  town  to-day. 

I  went  to  a  parlor  social.  It  was  just  one  week  to  night, 
I  just  went  to  that  colored  dance  to  raise  a  great  big  fight; 
My  razor  It  was  sharper  than  a  razor  ought  to  be, 
And  I  had  all  the  niggers  bending  at  my  knee. 
I  had  all  the  people  crying  until  one  burst  Into  a  laugh. 
Then  I  pulled  out  my  razor  and  for  him  I  did  go  fast; 
I  caught  him  In  the  hallway  and  I  slashed  him  like  a  bog. 
And  now  that  bully  nigger  Is  laying  in  the  morgue.— (//«?r«/«. 
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Parody  on: 

The  Mother  of  the  Girl  I  Love. 


By  James  F.  Madd<>n. 
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I  Strolled  Into  an  old -court-house  not  many  moons  to  come. 

And  standing  In  the  prisoners'  dock  was  a  woman  chewing  gum; 

Her  lawyer  said,  "  My  client  la  a  woman  rich  and  poor. 

And  of  the  crime  with  which  she's  charged  is  guilty,  now,  I'm  sure." 

The  judge  then  to  the  woman  said.  "If  guilty  now  you  be, 

And  rich  and  poor,  as  your  bum  lawyer  just  now  said  to  me, 

I'd  like  to  have  you  show  me  how  you  do  that  funny  dance. 

The  hoola-hoola-koola  that  you  used  to  do  In  France." 

Chorcs. 
Silence  was  her  answer,  she  didn't  need  to  talk. 
The  prisoner  stood  still  on  the  floor,  while  her  muscles  took  a  walk; 
The  judge  passed  sentence  quicker  than  he  ever  did  before. 
He  said,  "  I'll  give  you  Just  six  months  up  In  my  top  floor. 

The  lawyer  then  said  to  the  judge,  "Your  honor  Is  severe 
In  passing  such  a  sentence  on  this  poor  young  woman  here; 
The  only  crime  with  which  she's  charged  is  dancing  in  the  street 
The  hoola-hoola-koola  dance  without  the  use  of  feet; 
I  would  suggest  unto  the  court,  though  you  may  think  It  strange. 
Though  justice  must  be  satisfied,  the  sentence  5"ou  might  change; 
Don't  be  so  hard  upon  her,  sir,  don't  have  a  heart  of  stone. 
Discbarge  her  In  my  custody— I've  a  top  floor  of  my  own.'' 

Chords. 
Silence  was  the  answer,  only  for  a  while. 

The  Judge  then  to  the  lawyer  said,  "  Young  man,  I  like  your  style; 
Though  you've  a  wond'rous  gaul,  sir  I'll  tell  you  what  111  do,  [you." 
She'llserve  the  first  three  months  with  me,  the  next  three  months  with 
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TM  A  POPULAR  MAN. 

Copyrlgtit,  1897,  bj  Geo.  L.  Bpauldlng.    EntorMl  *t  SUtloiMn'  H*U.  London 
All  riKhu  rMerved. 
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Word*  by  Sidney  Roienfeld.    Uudc  by  Ludwlg  EtiKlaudar. 
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Tliey  caII  tne  a  popular  man,  tliey  do,  a  popular,  popular  man, 

I've  a  plan  of  my  own  and  I'll  tell  it  to  you,  aacb  a  popular,  popular  mim, 

I  clve  parties  and  balln  at  a  terrible  rule, 

I  ke«p  open  house  with  no  latch  on  the  eate, 

I  have  money  to  burn,  which  I  burn  wbiie  yon  wait, 

I'm  a  popular,  popular  man,  a  popular,  popular  man. 

Chobcb. 
Tm  a  popular,  popular,  popular  man, 
I'm  built  on  a  popular,  popular  plan; 
They  will  stick  to  me  fondly  with  never  a  doubt, 
Tbey  will  stick  juet  as  long  as  ray  money  holds  out; 
I'm  a  popular,  popular,  popular,  popular,  popular,  popular  man, 
I'm  a  popular,  popular,  popular,  popular,  popular,  popular  man. 

I  patronize  science,  I  patronize  art,  I'm  a  popular,  popular  man, 

I  lie  awake  niulits  Just  a  opening  my  lieari,  I'm  a  popular,  popular  roan; 

I  have  fitted  out  poeta  who  were  Btnick  on  the  Muse, 

And  artists,  and  singers,  und  speakers  with  views, 

I've  started  a  whole  crop  of  Cliauucey  Depew's, 

I'm  a  popular,  popular  man,  a  popular,  popular  man.— CAortM. 


MOTHER  CALLS  HER  "ANG-EL." 


CopyrlBbt,  ISM,  by  H.  R.  Baalar. 
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Words  and  music  by  Horace  R.  Basler. 


In  dreams  last  night  a  voice  like  music  whispered  in  my  ear, 
Giving  lue  advice  in  tender  words  so  true. 

It  spoke  of  oue  whose  love  I  prize,  as  "Angel,  pure  and  tweet," 
And  lu  words  like  these  it  thrilled  me  thro'  and  thro'. 

I  promised  dearest  mother— 'twas  her  dear  voice  I  beard- 
That  should  temptation  enter  In  my  mind, 

I'd  think  of  boiue  and  childhood  and  those  happv  days  I  spent. 
And  would  keep  my  vow  to  mother,  good  and  kind. 

Rktrain. 

For  I  love  a  little  tnald,  yes,  with  a  love  that  ne'er  will  fade, 
And  heart  filled  witli  love  for  tliee  wlio  soon  my  bride  will  l>e; 
My  life  seems  a  happy  dream,  I  think  of  only  my  Irene, 
A  fairer  oue  I've  never  seen,  aud  mother  calls  her  "Angel." 

Come  darling,  sit  beside  me,  I  have  sometlilng  sweet  to  say, 

'Tis  the  secret  of  the  heart  whicli  lon^s  for  thee; 
Dear  motlier's  tender  words  last  night  have  'roused  my  love  for  you. 

And  to  call  you  "bilde"  my  heart  would  happy  be; 
I  love  you,  oli,  so  dearly,  my  little  sweetheart  true. 

The  very  world  seems  brighter  when  you're  near: 
I'll  guard  you  like  a  tender  plant  that  blooms  and  knows  no  car* 

Little  darling  one,  I  love  you,  love  you  AtM.— lit f rain. 


TEEDELUM,  TADELUM. 


(DXJBTT.) 


r-' 
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Words  by  Sidney  Rosenfeld.    Music  by  Ladwlc  Enfflandsr. 

Shall  I  sing  of  the  flowers,  shall  I  sing  of  tlie  birds. 

Sing  whatever  you  like,  as  we  cant  hear  the  words; 

Bat  Can't  you  suggest  what  you'd  like  to  hear  next, 

A  teedelnm,  a  tadelum'a  my  f avori te  text. 

A  teedelum,  a  tadelum'B  his  favorite  text. 

Wiien  tlie  swallows  homeward  fly 

A  teedelum,  tadelnm. 

Mother,  I've  come  home  to  die, 

Teedelum,  tadelnm.  ■  Iteedel,  Udel,  tadelum. 

Teedelum,  a  todelnm,  a  teedelum,  a  tadelnm,  a  teedel,  ^teeda),  teed«l, 

What  matter  what  words  you  endeavor  to  slug. 

You'll  find  after  all  that  music's  the  thlug. 

But  poets  liave  rights  you  must  certainly  own. 

The  man  who  wrote  tadelum's  the  best  poet  known; 

The  man  who  wrote  tadeJam'B  the  b«it  poet  known. 

Birdie,  I  am  growing  old, 

A  teedelum,  tadelnm; 

Silver  tlireads  among  the  gold. 

A  teedelnm,  Udelum,  [teedel.  tadeMadelom 

TMdelnm.  a  tadelnm,  a  teedelnm,  a  tadelnm,  a  teedel,  teedel,  taedcl. 


HE  FOUGHT  FOR  THE  CAUSE  HE 
THOUGHT  WAS  RIGHT. 
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Words  and  music  by  Paul  Dre 


I  taw  an  old  grave  yesterday,  not  many  miles  away, 

It  took  me  back  for  over  thirty  years; 
And  mem'ry  brought  lo  mind  an  empty  cot,  a  mother,  ton, 

And  knelt  beside  It  mingling  prayers  with  (ears. 
Above  the  spot  where  her  boy  sleeps  there  slauds  a  wooden  cross. 

Which  t>eara  a  sentence  worded  In  this  way: 

"Pray  Jndge  hlin  not  l>ecauBe  lie  fought  for  what  be  thought  was  right, 

A  hero,  tbongb  be  wore  a  suit  of  grey." 


Chords. 
He  sleeps  l>eneath  an  old  oak  tree. 

Far,  far  from  home  and  friends  to-nfglit, 
Be  he  what  he  may,  oh,  Jud^e  him  not,  I  pray. 

He  fought  for  the  cause  he  thought  was  right 

Allow  your  thoughts  to  wander  hack  to  "sixty-one"  and  "five,' 

To  war  aud  alfits  heartaches  we  will  turn; 
Just  ))ictare  to  yourself  a  mother,  tot'rtng,  old  and  gray. 

And  waiting  for  her  boy  who'll  ne'er  retorn. 
A  tlionsand  miles  away  from  her  he's  sleeping  all  alone, 

Tlie  skies  have  out  their  sentinels  each  night. 
While  passing  bare  your  head  in  honor  of  tlie  hero  bold. 

Because  be  foogbt  for  what  he  thought  was  right. 

Cbobub. 

He  sleeps  beneath  an  old  oak  tree. 
Far,  far  from  liome  and  friends  to-night. 

Be  lie  what  he  may,  oh,  judge  bim  not,  I  pray, 
Be  fought  for  the  cause  he  thought  was  right 


\\ 
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Words  by  P.  J.  Devlin.    Music  by  Horace  R.  Basler. 


A  handsome  laddie  loved  and  won  a  pretty  villaire  htWe, 
But  soon,  alas!  the  neighbors  had  the  old,  sad  tale  to  tell; 
Tlie  fear  of  friends  and  worldly  scorn  from  lionor  kept  the  lad. 
The  broken-hearted  lassie  tiieu  was  nearly  driven  mad. 
Her  father  drove  her  with  lier  babe  like  paupers  from  Ids  door. 
Her  poor  old  mother  fainting  fell  upon  the  cottage  floor: 
Tlie  lass  had  grit  and  hunted  work,  but  none  would  her  employ, 
'The  poor  house  was  the  only  place  for  her  and  baby  boy.'^ 

RsrsAiN. 

Lovers'  vows  are  often  broken  ere  the  words  have  died  away; 
'I'rustiiig  hearts  are  bowed  witli  sorrow  that  were  once  both  light  and  gay; 
Handsome  lads  are  often  faithless,  when  tliey  win  the  village  belle; 
Neighbors  tbeu  will  blame  the  lassie  while  the  old  sad  tale  they  tell. 

In  other  climes  she  sought  a  chance  to  earn  her  daily  bread. 

And  kindly  hands  assisted  her  to  bravely  look  ahead;  . 

But  gossip's  cruel  agents  cnme  ond  branded  her  anew,  | 

Again  she  was  despised  because  her  lover  was  untrue; 

In  blank  despair  elie  wrote  to  him  and  begged  him  to  be  just. 

She  only  craved  a  weddiug  ring,  she  old  uot  want  a  crust; 

"Give  me  a  name  for  baby  boy;  our  lives  shall  l>e  spart. 

Ton  broke  your  plighted  troth,  my  love,  and  with  it  broke  my  heart." 

—HtfrtAn. 

The  laddie  left  town  for  awliile,  but  soon  again  returned,  I 

And  with  his  talents  and  address  a  reputation  earned;  '    -; 

Soon  lionor  s  from  his  fellow  men  poured  down  upon  him  fast,  ,  >. 

Until  lie  was  elected  to  l)€  Governor  at  last. 

At  the  Inauguration  Ball  tlie  belles  fought  for  his  smiles;  1      ' 

Aud  anxious  mamas  tried  on  him  their  very  latest  wiles. 
Bat  while  the  music  sweetly  played  and  happy  hours  ^ad  sped, 
A  message  reached  the  lassie's  home  which  read:  "Poor  Nell  is  dead." 

—Jiefrain. 

The  highest  office  in  the  State  the  laddie  proadty  held. 

The  future  all  looked  rosy;  from  the  past  Ills  mind  rebelled; 

He  WHS  the  gayest  of  tlie  gay  and  strove  hard  to  forget, 

A  far-off  grave,  some  letters,  and  a  fudrd  mignonetie. 

But  often  in  the  silent  night  wlien  Conscience  held  Iter  sway. 

In  vain  he  struggled  hard  to  drive  remorseful  thoughts  away: 

And  in  his  ears  un  eclio  raug  that  fiom  him  ne'er  would  part, 

"Ton  broke  your  plighted  troth,  my  love,  and  with  it  broke  my  heart" 

,     ■  -■..-■;.■  ■■■,-■■'  _^_  ,..■.--..:-.  —Refrain 
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■    :  Words  and  music  by  Harry  Wlncott     <;         ■ 


Yesterday  a  dear  old  pal  of  mine  took  for  life  a  maiden  fair  dirine, 

When  the  clock  etriicu  cue,  the  preacher  said,  "I'm  done; 

Now  you're  married,"  no  one  tarried,  cal)8  were  wnitint;,  no  debating. 

Off  we  went  while  liuighter  filled  the  air,  Meven  chaps  and  one  young  lady  fair, 

Ev'rybody  Ray, 'iwas  a  wedding  day,  each  fun,  well,  I  declare. 

Chorus. 

We  were  having  a  regular  jamboree  _    .  .•  ■ 

Ten  chape,  a  bride  and  a  groom  oat  on  a  spree; 
I  shall  never  forget  the  way  we  marclied  In  line, 
And  draiiU  up  the  wine  ou  Hiddle'sby'a  wedding  day. 

Kezt  we  went  up  to  B«Imonico>,  where  the  wine  and  champagne  freely  flows, 

Supper  we  liiid  there,  now  lalk  a.wnt  a  fare, 

Plates  we  broke,  for  a  joke,  threw  potatoes  at  the  waiters, 

Over  went  tlie  tables  and  the  chairs,  my  high  hat  went  flyinK  down  the  staira; 

Fall  as  ticks  were  we,  when  the  clock  three  we  all  begau  to  cheer.— CAortM. 


•  a  * 


MAMIE  REILLY. 


Parody— 3y  Frank  K.  Forrest. 


■    i 
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Little  Mamie  Bellly '8  a  winner  yon  can  bet,  .      • 

She  knows  much  «'f  this  wicked  world,  and  hopes  to  know  more  yet; 
She's  got  a  nice  old  poppa,  just  in  from  the  Elondykes  gay. 
The  boys  they  shont,  as  they  turn  oat,  and  this  what  tbey  say: 

Chorus. 
OliI  Mamie  Rellly.  yon're  all  rijtlit. 
Really,  Minnie  Reilly,  you're  a  beauty  bright. 
Could  we  blame  ye,  not  on  your  iiat'ral,  Mamie, 
All  the  sarnie,  you  know  your  gamle,  Mamie  Reilly. 

Little  Mamie  Reilly,  she  dines  on  Roldflsh  now. 
And  has  her  teeth  filled  with  the  snme,  not  gold,  bat  bones,  I  tow, 
'    Tlie  other  girls  are  jealous  of  Mamie's  newest  hair, 
Wbicli  once  was  red,  and  now  instead,  it's  Klondyke,  rich  and  rare. 

—Okorus. 
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Words  and  music  by  John  T  TIemey. 


Mike  Murphy  owned  a  flue  salooi],  he  never  had  grief  nor  care, 
It  mattered  not  to  Murpliy  whether  the  day  was  dark  or  fair: 
An  Irish  gang  huug 'round  the  place  tliat  better  days  had  seen. 
But  Mnrpby  caused  hie  troubles  witli  an  Edison  talking  mtichine. 

Chorus. 
Oh  I  tlie  picture  tliat  was  in  that  place. 
Oh:  tlie  anxious  look  on  each  man's  face: 
Beside  the  great  machine  Michael  Murphy  could  be  seen. 
Explaining  all  the  great  things  done  by  Bdison. 

A  neighbor  nami'd  Dan  Brady  called,  and  Dan  was  an  a»fu1  pest, 

Hegaceci  npoii  ihe  new  machine,  was  delighted  like  the  rest; 

Says  Brady,  "  Can  you  make  it  play  '  The  wearing  of  the  Oreen  1 ' " 

But  Murphy  by  mistake  put  in  the  soug  known  as  "God  Save  the  Queen." 

Chorus. 

Oh  I  the  picture  that  was  in  that  place. 

Oil  I  the  murd'roas  look  on  each  man's  face; 

Dan  Brady  made  a  pass,  landed  Murphy  with  a  glass, 

They  wouldn't  do  a  thing  if  they  had  Bdieon,  < 

Dan  Brady  left  but  soon  came  back,  while  Murphy  lay  on  the  floor, 
When  Bull  McCnrty  slionte<l  out:  "  Now.  we'll  try  the  thing  once  mora;  " 
Poor  Murphy  from  the  floor  got  np,  then  fainted  dea<l  away, 
But  by  mistake  the  thing  got  mixed  ,o  a  speech  bjr  an  A.  P.  A, 

Chorus.  "^  ..' 

Oh  I  the  picture  tliat  was  in  that  place,  .  ■*■ 

„.      '    Poor  old  Murphy  had  an  ingrown  face; 

Dan  Brady's  mug  was  white,  when  he  threw  some  dynamite. 
Now  Murphy's  dead  and  bnried,  all  tlirongh  E<ii8oD. 
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Words  and  music  by  Bafford  Waters. 


.(  • 


We  sat  within  the  garden  she  and  I,  "''''■■    .^'r.  . 

As  often  we  had  done  in  days  of  yo^e; 
It  seemed  so  sweet  to  feel  that  she  was  nigh. 

It  seemed  so  sad  to  know 'twould  be  no  more: 
For  some  one  else  htid  come  between  ns  then, 

A  foolish  lover's  quarrel  was  to  blame; 
And  I  had  come  to  plead  just  once  again. 

To  tell  her  that  my  heart  was  still  the  same.   '/ 

Repraik. 

The  day  that's  gone  can  never  come  again, 

Tho' It  be  filled  with  sweetness  or  regret; 
The  hope  that's  fled,  the  roses  t'uat  are  dead. 

Can  only  mutely  ask  If  we  forget; 
So  tliink,  sweetheart,  before  yon  bid  us  part, 

Of  all  the  future  holds  of  joy  or  pain: 
The  saddest  fate  Is  that  which  si>;liB 'Too  late," 

The  day  that's  gone  can  never  come  again. 

She  tnmed  her  pretty  face  again  to  mine, 

She  laid  her  little  hand  within  my  own:  <  - 

My  heart  !ea|ied  upas  in  the  Anid  Lang  Syne,   .  « 

As  if  the  weight  of  care  it  ne'er  iiad  known; 
She  said,  "Forgive  me,  dear,  for  I've  been  wrong, 

I  give  my  heart  to  yon  again  for  aye; 
I  know  that  I  to  yon  alone  belong. 

For  your  sweet  words  have  swept  mv  doubts  away."— J?<<. 


DON'T  FOOL,  DAT    BLACK    G-AL'S 
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secured  and  reeerved. 


All  rights  reeerved. 


The  Words  and  Maste  of  tbis  Bong,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, posS-i>ald,  on  reeelpt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  8r>ngs  for  Ons  Dollar, 
bv  Henry  J.  Wehman,lSO  *  ISS  Park  Row,  New  York,  or  86  A  87  E,  Mi>dli>on  At, Chicago, 
write  to  eitlier  one  of  the  ab'ive  addresses  for  Free  CHtalome  of  Snngii.  Song  Books, 
Shsst  Meatc  German  Bong  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  music  by  Harry  Maedonoo^i. 


High-tone  coon  jus'  arrived  in  town. 
Said  his  name  was  Persimmon  Brown; 
He  look'd  sheep's  eyes  at  the  gal  I  like, 
DatZuIn  tlioiight  he  would  make  a  stnlMb 
Done  liab  lieaps  of  fun; 
1  went  To'  lilm  wid  a  great  big  gun; 
Oughter  see  him  rnul    Wonghl 

Chorus,    v'  '■.: 

*Low  no  foolin'  wid  a  gal  of  mine! 
Coons,  remember,  slie  ain't  in  yo'  line; 
Fo'  I'se  de  only  one  wid  her  can  shine, 
To'  ufggert  yo*  nigger!  don't  fool  I  dat 


blaek  gal's  minel 


When  dat  coon  found  me  on  his  track, 
Draw'd  a  razzer  from  down  bis  back; 
I  aimed  dat  gnu  an'  he  'gin  to  squawk. 
Den  ont  of  town  he  done  took  a  walk; 
"Honey,"  den  said  she, 
"To  keep  me  safe,  'spoee  yer  marry  mel" 
We's  ei.gaged,  yo'  eee.    Wougb \—C7un-ut. 

Weddin'  day  cm  »«cmin'  soon, 

Done  Invite  ev'rjr  yaller  coon; 

When  Parson  Jones  be  done  make  ns  one, 

I'll  bab  no  use  fo'  to  keep  agon; 

Happy  all  de  day! 

Dem  nigh-tone  coons  dey  mas'  keep  away. 

An'  no  more  I'll  lay,  Wongli!— CAona. 


.; 


^  Jl 


3 


..Mm'^'^''-^ 


i 


I 


■     r*-      *■     .r*    ■*  I  I-*-      *     -*■ 
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POM-TIDDLEY-GM-POM. 

OopTilgbt.  lt«6,  by  Boward  A  Co.    BnterMl  »t  SUtloMn'  Hall,  LoadoB. 
All  rlRliU  rMenred. 


Th.  Word*  and  Hualo  of  tlilt  Sodk,  .rrangrMl  for  the  piano,  will  b«  aant  to  any  ad- 
dr«ii.  po«Vi>ali1.  on  revulpt  of  40  oenU:  or  tht«  and  any  two  other  ■ODari  for  On*  Dollar, 
by  lUnrr  J.  Wflimiin.  130  A  l»  Park  Row,  New  York.  Wiit«  to  abov*  addrMS  for 
free  Cutalotriie  of  SniiKu,  Sonic  Book*,  Sheet  Uuilo,  German  Bong  Bouki,  Latter  Writer., 
Uraani  Book.,  Juke  Bouka,  etc. 


Word,  by  R.  H.  DotiKlaa.    Mu.lo  by  Walter  PaMmore. 


I  Kot  married  yesterday  dood,  pom-tiddley-nm-pom,  poin-tiddley-om; 
I've  had  a  liii{li  old  lioiieymonn,  poni-lld<iley-om-)X)m-pay. 
My  liii»l)aiid  liad  but  Itttle  weiilili,  pom-tiildley-oiii-poin,  pom-tiddley-cm; 
So  1  went  on  tiie  ^lODeynioon  all  by  myfelf,  pom-tlihlley-om-pnni-puy. 
My  liii.bHiid  tiiliiks  lie's  very  fly,  poin-ti(ldle)-om-pom,  pom-llddley-om; 
Aud  tbiuks  toat  very  dull  am  1,  pom-tlddley-oui-puiu-pay. 

CaoRca. 

Oh,  what  fun  I've  had  since  I've  beunn  from  my  old  man  to  roam, 
LeavioK  liiiQ  at  home;  bat  when  be  ai;alii  seta  eyes  on  me, 
Pomtiddtey-om-pom,  pom-tiddley-oin-poni,  pom-ilddley-om-pom-pay, 

Down  Bmailway  a  swell  I  spied,  pom-tiddley-om-potn,  pom-tiddley-om; 
Be  winked  at  me  and  I  rfplied.  pom-tiddley-ompom-pay. 
We  rruclied  Hie  cnfe  feelini;  dry,  pom-tidilley-uinpom,  p<>m-tiddley-om: 
Anotlier  ulrl  caiiiu  slrolllni;  by,  poin-tliidley-om-pom-pay.  [diey-om; 

"Grcnt  Scotr,"   be  cried,  here  comes  my  wife.  i>oiii-tid(lley-nra-pom.{>om-tid- 
He  grabbed  bis  bat  and  flow  for  his  life,  pom-Uddlty-oiii, pom-pay.— Caoru«, 

Bavinf;  seen  New  York  so  i;rimd,  pom-tiddley-om-pom,  pom-tiddley-om; 
1  lodilled  iioiiie  to  my  old  mmi.  poin-liddley-om-poni.pny. 
"Forifive  nie,  darling,  do,"  I  cried,  poni-tiddley-om-poni,  poni-tlddley-om; 
"You've  been  to  tlie  Tenderloin,"  be  replied,  pom-tiddley-om-poin-pay. 
Be  ttaoiiubt  forever  I  iiad  fled,  pom-tiddlev-oni-pom,  pom-tiddley-om: 
So  be  skipped  wltb  tbe  maid|uf  honor  instead,  poui-tiddley-om-pom-pay. 

Cborub. 

Oh,  wliat  fan  I've  had  since  I  l>eenn  from  my  old  man  to  roam, 
Thioking  him  at  home;  bat  now  he  has  KOt  the  laugli  on  me, 
Pom-tiddley-om-pom,  pom-tiddiey-oiu-pom,  pom-tlddley-om-pom-pay. 


A  HOT  TIME  IN  THE  OLD  TOWN. 

Oopyrlgbt.  ItM,  by  Willi.  Woodward  A  C!o     Entered  at  Stationer.'  Hall,  London. 


All  riftht.  reeerved. 


The  Word,  and  Hnele  of  thU  Ronv,  arraiiKed  for  the  piano,  will  be  Mnt  to  any  ad 
drew,  p<>*t-pal<1,  on  receipt  of  <0  cent.,  nr  thli  and  hkt  two  other  M>0(ia  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henrr  J.  tVelmian.  ItO  A  m  Park  Kow,  N«w  York.  Write  to  aliove  addrM.  for 
Free  Cataliitrue  of  Sonir..  a»nir  Hnnki,  Sheet  Uuaio,  Qerman  Bui'B  Book.,  Letter 
Wi  Iters,  DrMim  Book.,  Joke  Book.,  etc. 


Word,  and  muslo  by  Tbeo.  A.  Mats, 


Come  alone,  eet  yon  ready,  wear  your  bran,  bran  new  gown. 
For  dere's  f(wliie  lo  lie  a  meeiint;  In  that  cood,  good  old  town. 
Where  ynn  knowdi'd  ev'ryhody  and  (ley  all  knowded  you. 
And  yon've  cot  a  rabbli's  foor  to  keep  away  d«  hoodoo. 
When  yoa  bear  tliat  the  preacbing  does  begin, 
B^nd  down  low  fnr  to  drive  away  your  sin. 
And  when  yoa  gets  reliulon  yoa  want  to  about  and  sine. 
There'll  be  a  hot  time  in  the  old  town  to-ulgbt,  my  baby. 

Chords. 

When  yon  hear  dem  a  l>ells  go  ding,  ling,  ling. 

All  loin  'ronnd  and  sweetly  you  must  sing. 

And  when  tbe  verse  am  through  in  tlie  ciiorns  all  Join  In, 

There'll  he  a  liot  time  lu  tbe  old  town  lo-nUbt. 

There'll  he  girls  for  ev'ryhody  In  that  good,  good  old  town; 

For  dere'a  M<«8  Consols  Davis  au'  dere^s  Miss  Oondolia  Brown; 

And  dere'e  Miss  Johunna  Bensly,  she  am  all  dressed  in  red, 

I  just  hoifged  her  and  I  kUseil  lier,  and  to  ms  then  sIjS  said: 

"Please,  oil,  please,  oli,  do  not  let  me  fall, 

Yon're  nil  mine,  and  I  love  you  l><>st  of  all: 

And  yoa  must  be  my  raiin  or  I'll  have  no  man  at  all, 

Tliere'li  be  a  hot  time  lo  tbe  old  town  to-night,  my  baby.'*— CAoru« 


Copyright,  1W7,  by  Spaulding  A  Oray.      Entered  at  Stationer.'  Ball,  London 
All  rifrbt.  reM>rved. 


The  Word,  and  Muile  of  thi.  Song,  arranrred  for  the  piano,  will  b«  Miit  to  any  ad 
dreaa.  pottnuM.  on  reooipt  of  40  cxnta:  or  tliU  and  any  two  other  M>iia.  for  One  Dollar 

bv  Henry  J.    Wehinan.    130  «  i;^  I'urk  Itow    -        ■ - 

Free   CataloRue  of    Sonfta,  t^ong  Hi>oke, 
Writer.,  Uraaui  Book.,  Juke  Ouuk*,  «to. 


..    N«w  York. 
Slioet    Uiirlo, 


Write   to   alMve   addroM    for 
Qermau   Bong   Book.,   Letter 


Word,  and  muilc  by  O.  L.  Spanldlng. 

She  was  a  dear  little  maid,  without  a  care  in  life. 

Be  loved  her  madly,  and  dreamed  some  day  she'd  he  his  wife; 

8o  one  lovelv  niglit, 'neath  tlie  moonlight,   be  asked   for  her   heart,   but  she 

And  blasbed  like  a  rosebud  in  Summer  time,  as  tenderly  she  replied:     [sighed 

CaoRue. 
Somebody  lias  my  heart,  somebody  I  love  dearly. 
Wounded  by  Cupid's  dart,  somebody's  hesied  It  nearly; 
Soineliody  came  to  woo,  somel>ody's  words  were  sweet. 
So  what  could  a  girl,  with  her  head  in  a  whirl,  4o, 
But  lay  her  poor  heart  at  Ids  feet. 

ifol  swain; 

III  vain." 

_  —    ..J  needless  for  me  to  deny. 

But  somebody's  nobody,  dear,  but  yoo,"  she  breathed  like  a  Sammer  sigh 

—  C/lorui. 


"Don't  tell  me  you  love  another,"  cried  theyouthfa 
"Don't  say  that  somebody  loves  yoa.  that  I  love  In 
"I'hiit  eomeiiody  love,  me,"  she  answered,  "it's  ne< 


MR  JOHNSON. 

Oopyrtght,  ISM.  by  Frank  Harding. 


All  right,  reeerred. 


The  word,  and  mualo  of  thI*  w>ng,  arrati«red  for  the  piano,  will  be  Mnt  to  any 


Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  &  132  Park  Row.  New  York.  Write  to  aliove  addreM 
for  Free  Catalomie  of  Sonira.  Sour  Booka,  Sheet  Huaic,  German  Bong  Book.,  Letter 
Writer.,  Dreaut  Book.,  Joke  Book.,  etc. 

Word,  and  mualo  by  Ben  R.  Barney. 


T'other  sb'ntng  when  eb'ryting  was  still,  oh,  babe, 

De  moon  was  climbin'  down  hebinil  de  bill,  oh,  babe; 

T'ought  eb'rybody  was  a  sound  asleep. 

Bat  a  old  man  n  Johnson  was  a  on  liis  beat,  oh,  babe. 

I  went  down  Into  a  iii^grr  crap  game. 

Where  de  coons  were  a  gumbliiig  wid  a  might  and  main; 

T'onglit  I'd  a  be  a  sport  ami  be  dead  game, 

I  gamliled  my  money  and  1  wasn't  to  blame; 

One  nigger's  point  was  a  little  a  Joe, 

Betiiii' six  bits  t'  a  quarter  he  conid  make  de  foar; 

Be  made  that  point,  but  be  mnde  no  more. 

Just  den  Johusou  Jumped  throagh  de  door. 

Chords. 
Ob,  Mr.  Johnson,  torn  me  loose,  got  no  money  bnt  a  good  excnss; 
Oh,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  be  good,  oh,  Mr.  Jolmson,  inrn  me  loose. 
Don't  take  me  to  de  calaboose,  oh,  Mr.  Jobuson,  I'll  l>e  good. 

Late  de  other  eb'ning  when  the  snn  was  down,  oh,  babe, 
I  went  down  on  old  niaii  Johnson's  chickeu  farm,  ob,  babe; 
Climbed  In  the  chicken  loft  on  my  knees. 
Was  a  half  way  a  through  when  tbe  chicken  sneezed,  oh,  babe, 
I'll  tell  you  if  yon  will  only  keep  still, 
'Bout  a  mile  and  a  half  from  Louisville; 
I  am  BO  nerbous  diit  Ican't  keep  still. 
When  I  think  aboat  It  I  Cnn  feel  a  big  chill, 
A  big  black  coon  whs  a-lookin'  fer  chickens. 
When  a  great  big  bull-dog  got  to  raisin'  the  dlckena; 
De  coon  got  higher,  de  chicken  got  niglier, 
Just  den  Johnson  opened  up  fire, 
Cborub. 

I  got  no  chance  for  to  be  tnrned  loo.e,  got  no  chance  for  a  good  excaee; 
On,  Mr.  Johnson,  I'll  be  good,  and  now  iie'a  pinyin'  seben  eiehen, 
'Way  up  yonder  In  tbe  nigger  heab'u,  oh,  Mr.  Johnson  made  him  good. 


^  *  > 


BECAUSE  HE  WAS  OLD  AND  GRAY 

Copyright,  ItM,  by.  H   R.  Baaler.    Entered  at  StaUonera'  Ball,  London. 


All  rlnbta  reterved. 


Tlie  Worda  and  Hnale  of  thI.  Sonir,  arranaed  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
drSM,  poet-|iald,  on  receipt  t>f  40  cents,  ur  ihi.  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Hollar    ^ 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  ft  1S2  Park  Row,  New  York.    Write  to  above  addrere  for  Free  i 
CataloKiia    of    BuiiKa,   Soiifr    Houka,  Hbeat   Uualc,  Qermaai  Soug  Booka,  Letter  Wrltera.  ^ 
Dream  Book.,  Joke  Book.,  etc.  [^ 

Word,  and  miitie  by  Owen  DIzon.  , 


Yon  say  that  I  am  In  the  way— I  know  that  to  be  trne,  Jto  yon; 

But  think  of  tlie  day  when  I've  passed  away,  when  your  children  may  say  that 
So  don't  turn  me  away,  dear  Jack,  I  won't  live  very  long. 
If  yoa  do,  mj  lad,  yoa'll  klil  yoar  dad,  and  grieve  for  ms  when  I'm  gone. 


Izmj. 


Chords. 
Now  yon  are  yonng  and  handsome,  while  I  am  old  and  gray, 
I  was  as  young  as  yourself,  lad.  It  »eems  to  me  but  yesterday; 
Yoa  will  be  old  and  feeble  when  I've  passed  away. 
You'll  think  then,  my  lad,  how  yoa  treated  your  dad,  becanse  bs  was  oid'aiid 

Yon  don't  seem  to  rememl>er.  Jack,  when  yon  wers  but  a  balie,         [her  grave;  f 
But  could  yoa  look  back  in  oiir  old  iionie,  Juck,  when  yonr  mother  was  laid  in  / 
Did  I  torn  yon  away,  dear  lad,  and  suy:  "You're  In  the  way;" 
No,  I  narsed  yoa,  yoar  poor  old  dad,  I  pray  you  will  bid  me  stay.— C%ort/«, 


^s^ 


SOMEBODY  HAS  MY  HEART.  SPREAD  OUT  YOUR  TOES,  HONEY 


Copyrigbt,  18*7,  by  Coupon  Muric  Pub.  Oo. 


rights  reserved. 


7.^ 


The  werds  and  masle  of  thta  Mntr.arranred  forth,  piano,  wtn  be  Mnt  to  any 

addreea,  poMpald,  on  receipt  of  40<'~nt«.or  iMs  and  any  two  otlier  aonea  for  One  I 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J.  Webman,  130  ft  132  Park  Kuw,  N*w  York.  Write  to  aboTe  addre*.  S 
for  Free  Caialoane  of  Hong.,  Mong  Book.,  Sheet  Uualc,  Oennan  Bong  Book.,  Letter  I 
Writer.,  Dream  Book.,  Juke  Book.,  etc.  / 

Word,  and  muaic  by  Cba..  E.  Cassy.  .  >  , 

Old  Uncle  Jake  had  quite  a  skate,  when  he  set  oat  for  de  tonn. 
But  the  Ice  was  eluee,  the  sleet  fell  Tiist,  and  soon  tlmt  nig  was  down; 
Den  along  came  Minnie,  with  a  black  pickaninny  how  tliey  both  did  grin. 
They  took  him  off  bis  seat,  stood  him  ou  his  feet,  den  began  to  alug.    Ob, 

Chords. 
Spread  oat  yo'  toes,  honey,  rpread  out  yo'  toes, 
Spread  out  yo'  toes,  honey,  or  rit^bt  down  yo'  goes; 
WhenelHsr  vo'  slip,  only  Just  take  a  grip,  I 

And  spread  oat  >o' toes  like  me. 

Two  weeks  ago  had  quite  a  show,  we  were  walkin'  for  de  eake, 

I  iiad  pretty  LIze,  'cause  we  won  de  prize,  when  a  big  coon  hollered  "faksl' 

Be  was  only  Jell,  kuse  we  did  mighty  well,  made  me  itowerfiii  mad. 

My  rascr  flew,  dat  nigger,  too,  deu  there  was  a  yell.    0\i,—  Cho7-u$.     I 


'V^-. 


r>.  I     ■CI-.- .  an^nmMMHBHHCS&uflt^J 


s 
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QRACE    G^MOGRE. 

Copyright,  U9S,  bj  Jos.  W.  Stern  A  Co.    All  riffhta  reaerred.    ' 

The  Word*  and  Hiiile  uf  thia  Bong,  UTMised  for  tbe  piano,  wtll  be  Mtit  to  any  ad 
dren,  poc^|>ald.  mi  receipt  of  40  oenU:  or  thla  and  aiiy  two  other  8nn^  for  One  Dollar, 
bjr  Heiirr  J  Webnmn,  130  .t  132  Park  Row,  New  Tork;  or  S6  ft  t7  E.  M*dlK>n  8t,Chlcac<>. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  abore  addreaaee  for  Free  Catalocrue  of  Sonari,  Sons  Boou, 
Sheet  Music,  Qermon  Suiicr  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Dy  Max  S.  Witt.    Arraoged  by  O.  M.  Rosenberg. 


I  know  n  dear  little  maiden,  whose  name  is  Grace; 
She  has  a  pretty,  l)ewltchiiig,  sweet,  smiling  face; 
Wlien  you  liave  seen  Iter,  you  all  with  me  will  agree 
That  ne''er  before  have  you  seen  such  a  queen  as  site; 
She's  pare  as  the  lilies,  modest  in  form  and  face — 
Who  could  not  love  her,  my  own  little  dark-eyed  Gracs. 

Chorus. 
Grace  O'Moore  is  the  girl  I  love, 
True  to  me  she  is  as  tlie  stars  above; 
If  you  roam  this  wide  world  o'er. 
Not  a  girl  can  equal  her,  my  Grace  O'Moore. 

Yes,  she  hns  promised  my  own  little  wife  to  be. 

That  makes  me  happy,  for  no  greater  boon  to  ma; 

Her  truest  love  I  have  won,  I  can  proudly  say; 

And  to  the  future  I  now  look  without  dismay; 

Though  skies  may  o'ershadow,  boding  ill  winds  and  rain. 

We  mil  be  happy,  for  sunshine  mast  come  again.— CAo»*tj«. 


^  »  m    I 


THERE'S  ALWAYS    A   WELCOME 
FROM    ORANDMA. 

',     Copyriebt,  1896,  by  The  Hall  Music  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers' Hall,  London. 

AM  rights  reserved. 


The  Wordi  and  Marie  of  this  Snnm  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  gent  to  any  ad- 
dreiR,  pofit-|>ai<1,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  thi8  ami  any  two  other  Snufrs  Tor  One  Dollar, 
by  Henrv  J.  Wehmaii,  ISO  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  85  *  (7  E.  Madi»on  St.Chlcaffo. 
Write  tn  either  one  of  the  above  addresnea  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Bonern,  Sonic  Books, 
Sheet  Music.  Oerman  Soag  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Herbert  H.  Taylor. 


}) 


Oft  when  a  boy,  how  my  heart  leaped  with  joy 

When  I  went  to  spend  tbe  summer-time  at  grandma's; 

There  was  a  charm  in  that  home  on  the  farm. 

And  the  kind  and  loving  face  that  met  me  there: 

Ae  Blie  sat  in  her  chair,  with  her  face  so  sweet  and  fair,  * 

And  knitted  tbe  stockings  that  we  children  need  to  wear. 

She  would  look  at  me  and  smile,  and  with  heart  so  free  from  gai!e. 

Say,  "  Toa'll  always  find  a  welcome  here  at  grandma's." 

Chorus. 
Tliere's  not  a  single  token  of  clierisbed  lies  now  broken. 
But  that  greeting  I  remember  in  the  old  home  on  tbe  farm: 
ThODgii  all  linpe  wns  bereft  me,  and  trusted  friends  hud  left  me. 
There  was  still  a  kindly  welcome  there  from  grandma. 

Life  is  a  game,  wliere  the  struggle  for  fame 

Often  causes  many  bitter  disappointments: 

Nobody  knows  how  soon  friends  may  l>e  foes. 

And  discouragements  are  met  on  every  liand; 

Tliough  it's  long  yeurs  ago,  I  can  ne'er  foreet,  I  know. 

The  liind  words  of  counsel  that  dear  grandma  gave  to  me: 

"If  you  work  with  might  and  main,  soon  the  sun  will  shine  again. 

And  the  cloads  will  break  away,  I  know,"  said  grandma.— CA<»'u«. 
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Her  Picture  Was  There  Next  to  Mine. 

Copyrlgbt.  MDOCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


OO    TO    SLEEP    LOVE. 
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Close  yonr  eyes,  my  darling,  do  not  weep,  ■,  ''    . 

But  go  to  sleep,  now  go  to  shep;  > 

Loving  watch  o^r  yonr  cradle  I  will  keep,  .^ 

So  go  to  sleep,  love,  go  to  sleep; 
Your  father's  ship's  now  rocking  on  the  deep. 

So  go  to  sleep,  now  go  to  sleep: 
And  the  little  stars  they  peep,  while  playing  hide  and  seek, 

Aod  they  twinkle,  twinkle,  twinkle,  while  tliey  peep. 

Cbobtts.  V 

Close  your  eyes,  darling,  go  to  sleep,  dear; 
Don't  be  afraid,  your  Lena  was  here; 
Close  vour  eyes,  darling,  I'll  watch  over  you,      .    , 
Tu  la  he,  yu  lah  he,  oh. 

In  the  morning  when  yon  open  wide  your  eyes,     I 

Tou  must  go  to  sleep  now,  go  to  sleep;  f 

1  have  for  you  one  very  big  surprise, 

So  go  to  sleep,  love,  go  to  sleep; 
I  know  where  a  stick  of  candy  ilea. 

So  go  to  sleep  now,  go  to  sleep; 
It  is  just  your  size,  and  if  you're  very  wise. 

You'll  go  to  Bleep  and  wake  np  with  tbe  flies.— CAo;-u«. 


^>^ 


MY    DAD'S    THE    ENaiNEER. 

Copyright,  MDCXXIXCV.  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Cliarles  Grabam, 


We  were  none  of  us  thinking  of  danger. 

As  the  train  sped  on  in  the  nieht, 
1'ill  the  flames  from  a  burning  forest 

Hade  the  passengers  wild  with  fright,    ' 
Then  a  tiny  maid  near  a  window,  with  a  smile,  said, 

"  There's  nothing  to  fear; 
I'm  sure  that  no  harm  will  befall  you. 

My  Dad'e  the  engineer." 

RsntAiN. 
"Daddy's  on  the  engine,  don't  be  afraid; 
Daddy  Knows  what  Tie  is  doing,"  said  the  little  maid; 
"We'll  soon  be  out  of  danger,  don't  you  ever  fear: 
Every  one  is  safe,  l)ecaaBe  my  Dad's  tiie  engineer." 

With  the  sparks  falling  closely  about  us. 

Thro'  the  flames  we  sped  on  so  fast. 
And  tlie  brave  little  maid's  father 

Brought  us  thro'  the  diinger  all  safe  at  last; 
And  the  proud,  sweet  face  of  his  lassie. 

And  the  words  of  the  calm,  little  dear,    - 
Will  live  in  ny  mem'ry  forever, 

"My  Dad's  the  engineer."— iJ*/'rain. 


The  Words  and  Husio  of  this  Bong,  arranged  for  tbe  piano,  win  be  sent  t«  any  ad- 
drefs,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  ISO  A  132  Park  Row,  New  Tork;  orSS  A  irr  E.  MadlKon  St, Chicago, 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addressee  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  Sonera.  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouta,  ete. 


Words  and  Mnsio  by  Bamael  H.  Speck. 


KATHLEEN. 

Oopyrlght,  1894,  by  Helene  Mora. 
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Nell  and  I  had  loved  each  other,  just  about  a  year. 
But  ne'er  a  word  of  love  we  spoke,  through  bashfulness,  I  fear; 
She'll  asked  me  for  my  photogrnph,  and  she  gave  hers  to  me. 
But  that  alone  was  not  enough  to  prove  tliat  sne  loved  me. 
One  niplit  when  I'd  made  np  my  mind  to  tell 
Her  mother  that  I  loved  her  only  daughier  Nell,  f- 

>Iy  bashfalncss  prevented  me,  and  nothing  could  I  say. 
Until  I  saw  an  open  book  that  on  the  table  lay, 
And  I  saw  that 

Chobds. 
Her  picture  was  there  next  to  mine — 

'Twas  the  "  Family  Album,"  she  said; 
There  were  uncles,  aunts,  cousins,  relations  by  dozens,    . 

Some  of  them  living  and  some  of  them  dead; 
She  blushed  as  I  looked  in  her  eye— 

I  saw  that  tlie  love  so  divine 
Was  mine  for  the  asking— in  her  smiles  now  I'm  (tasking, 
For  her  picture  was  there  next  to  mine. 

With  snch  encouragement  from  Nell,  I  soon  got  very  bold— 
I  broached  a  subject  new  to  her,  and  told  the  story  old. 
Of  love  for  one  heart  In  the  world,  and  that  belonged  to  Nell; 
She  whispered  "  yes  "  to  what  I  said,  the  rest  I'll  never  tell; 
She  told  me,  while  a  blnsh  she  tried  to  hide. 
Her  motlier,  just  for  fun,  had  placed  us  side  by  side; 
To  me  it  seemed  a  gentle  hint  from  her,  to  let  me  see,    ' . 
That  if  I  loved  her  truly  she'd  be  always  true  to  me. 
And  that  was  why— CAoriM 


Written,  Oompoeed  and  Song  by  Helene  Mora. 

I'm  in  love  with  a  charming  yomig  lady. 

Just  the  finest  young  lady  on  earth; 
i^  gem,of  the  very  first  water. 

And  I'm  proud  that  she's  Irish  by  birth; 
1  met  her  heneatli  the  green  bower: 
'  ^    •  I  kissed  her  and  liked  it  so  well; 

She  blushed  like  the  fairest  of  flowers 

That  grow  in  a  mossy  green  dell. 

Chorus. 
Kathleen,  so  fair  and  bright;  star  of  eve  artd  darkest  night; 
'Mid  shady  lane  and  meuow  green,  I  long  to  roam  with  sweet  Kathleen. 

Her  parents  they  boast  not  of  riches; 
-<  They've  a  neat  little  farm  of  their  own; 

Her  father  be  digs  hie  own  praties, 

And  they  live  In  the  County  Tyrone; 
For  miles 'round  our  Kathleen  is  famous — 

Good  looks  and  good  nature  serene: 
Tis  there  she  is  always  acknowledged 

As  the  fairest  yoQug  colleen  e'er  seen.- CAortM. 

We  are  going  to  get  married  next  Sunday, 

And  the  old  folks  will  give  us  away; 
The  bells  in  the  church  will  be  ringing, 
'  And  the  boys  and  the  girls  will  be  gay; 

.    ' ':  As  sore  as  tbe  stars  are  above  us. 

My  Kathleen  will  ever  be  true; 
And  as  from  the  church  we  are  coming. 
All  tbe  boys  and  the  girls  sbout  horroo.— CAortM. 
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THE  POLICEMAN'S  DAUQ-HTER; 

:      Or,  v^ 
THE  QUESTION  SHE  ASKED. 
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Word!  and  inuslo  by  CIim.  F,  We«d«n. 

Ai  BliAdes  of  night  were  fallini;  round  a  bright  nnd  cbeerfal  homa. 

All  officer  \va«  BCiirtiui;  out  upon  his  Iouk  nlKht's  roam: 

His  lilile  one  was  waiciilug  him  with  face  aulow  with  pride. 

And  iioilciii!;  Ills  weu|>oii  aud  the  hickory  at  his  side, 

Did  uak  this  auestluu,  witii  lier  hand  opou  that  piece  of  wood: 

RxpnAiN. 

Why  Is  a  little  chihl  so  small,  so  small,  hut  yet  lo  good, 

Wliy  ciiii't  a  Utile  girl  kuow  all  about  these  tbiucs, 

I  wonder  if  she  evi-r  Could.  ^ 

To  hie  sweet  cliild  he  did  reply,  while  stroking  aoft  her  balr, 
'Tis  to  protect  my  life,  my  dear,  tliut  these  Ihincs  I  do  wear; 
In  tliis  big  luwii  tiieru  are  bad  men  eiiL'aeed  in  deadly  strife. 
Who,  If  I  lia<I  not  tlieee  at  hand,  wonid  quickly  take  my  life; 
Again  she  asked  a  question,  as  in  iuuuctnce  she  atood:— y/^/roin. 

I  am  an  officer,  my  cliild,  the  laws  I  do  nphold, 

I  keep  had  men  from  breaking  in  to  take  another's  gold; 

I  miisi  ifiiard  yon  and  others,  too,  and  keep  tliese  men  at  night. 

From  tiikiiiK  from  another's  store  that  wliicli  liiey  have  no  right. 

Once  more  this  little  maiden  asked  with  tear-drops  in  lier  eye:— /ff^roin. 

Do  not  these  men  of  whom  you  spenk,  engaeed  in  deadly  strife. 

Not  know  that  thoy  will  all  lie  hanged  for  taking  others'  life; 

For  mama  from  the  good  book  ri-ads  that  message  from  on  high, 

Whicli  says  thnt  he  who  others  kills  himself  must  sursly  die: 

I  wonder  if  tliese  l>ad  men  know  that  God  is  always  high.— /7</raln. 

Do  wicked  men  whom  )on  do  mcptin  streets  tlie  long  nights  tbro' 

Have  little  girls  like  me,  and  have  tliev  little  haliies,  tr>o. 

Who  kiss  them  wlien  they  leave  their  homrs  to  walk  the  city  o'er, 

And  walch  at  morn  for  their  retnrn  for  footsiepe  at  the  door: 

I  wonder  if  they  ever  think  they  may  not  see  them  mote.— Refrain. 

A  tear  was  in  that  father's  eye,  as  gently  be  caressed, 

And  softly  stroked  Ikt  golden  liajr,  tnen  hade  her  go  to  rest: 

"I'll  say  that  prayer,"  Ills  darllni;  sahl,  "I  h-nrned  ut  mother's  knee, 

Thiit  Qod  may  save  my  papa's  life,  wliich  is  so  dear  to  me; 

So  kiss  me  guod-uight,  papa,  deur,  I  go  to  bed,  yuu  aee." — Refrain. 


THERE'S   ONE   THAT   NE'ER 
RETURNED. 
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Words  by  F.  J.  DstUo.    MqsIo  by  Boraee  R.  Basler. 

Two  noble  steamers  started  for  the  land  of  brave  and  free, 
But  one  of  them  dUaster  met  in  Holland's  icy  aea; 
T'le  P'lsseiigers  had  t'one  to  eleep  to  dream  of  friends  and  home. 
But  soon  awoke  to  flght  for  life  umld  a  sea  of  foam: 

A  snihien  crnsli — the  steniner  stopx,  ibu  raglni;  tea  pnnrs  In, 
Confusion  reieiis:  the  captiiin's  voico  Is  heard  aliove  tlin  din: 
'-The  life-hoiiis.  lads,  tiie  life-lKiats.  let  tlie  women  go  ahead! 
Ttaa  ship  ie  doomed  and  only  God  can  save  us  from  the  deadi" 

RzrnAiH. 

Tliree  hnndred  sonis  have  left  the  Fatlierland  forevermore: 

Three  hundred  preclons  human  lives  have  failed  to  reach  the  shora; 

On  land  and  sea  the  wires  have  with  tli<'Sosad  tidings  bnrned: 

"Two  noble  steamers  elarted,  but  there 'a  one  tliat's  ne'er  returned." 

The  crew  resi>onded  nohly  lo  the  captain's  stern  command. 

And  qiilrkly  hrave  and  willing  lieiirts  three  life-lioals  stout  had  manned; 

Bnt  ere  the  Imlance  Could  he  laiiiicln  d.  Old  Neptune  claimed  his  prey. 

The  gallant  sliip  with  throbhiii);  sounds  liei:aii  to  sink  away. 

The  hiishaud  and  his  helpiitiiie,  the  mother  and  her  child. 

Went  down  lieneatli  the  icy  Sea  'mid  lamentations  wild; 

Our  sweethearts  dear  with  loving  friends  went  plunging  down  to  death, 

Tnree  hundred  souls  had  tribute  paid  to  Oceau's  Icy  breath. — Re/rain. 

La  Giiscogne  had  been  out  'lili  she  was  fonr  days  overdue, 

Tlie  »  orld  >>egaii  to  worder  then  if  she  had  gone  down,  too; 

As  day  by  day  no  tidlncs  t-ame  two  continents  were  sad, 

"No  news  at  all,"  the  agents  said,  and  no  news  must  be  bad: 

The  French  and  German  emblems  were  with  mourning  colors  draped. 

All  ho|>e  was  given  np  that  she  the  Elbe's  fate  esCHped; 

When  suddenly  a  mighty  roar  of  loy  came  nt»  the  haj, 

"La  Ouscogue's  safe!  8he  sighted  now  and  cmoing  fast  tbla  way  I" 

—R^rain. 
The  scenes  around  La  Oascogne's  dock  cin't  )>e  described  by  pen, 
The  populace  wen*,  wild  «ith  Joy,  and  men  were  hugging  men; 
A  shower  of  affi-ciion  was  bestowed  on  ev'ry  head: 
It  seemed  a  resurrecilon;  they  had  come  back  from  the  dead. 
It  was  a  pleasant  sight  to  see.  In  this  cold  world  of  sin. 
That  iileasiiig  touch  of  nature  that  makes  all  of  mankind  kin; 
And  from  their  eyes  the  tear-drops  fell,  and  in  their  hearts  they  bnrned, 
Because  two  ships  bad  started  out,  but  only  one  returned. — R^ain. 


DRIVEN  TO  THE  WALL. 
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Words  and  muate  by  Cbas.  F.  Weeden. 


Once  I  was  not  as  you  see  me  now,  an  outcast  all  forlorn, 
I  had  a  hotne,  wife  and  little  child,  now  lost  to  me  and  gone; 
I  wander  alone  and  dejected,  with  no  ono  to  care  for  me, 
I'm  bat  a  blot  on  the  page  of  life,  a  wreck  upon  life'a  sea, 

RXFRAIH. 

I  have  loat  both  home  and  loved  ones,  no  pleasure  In  life  do  T  sea, 
Remembranc«  of  all  hut  awakens  a  desoliite  thought  In  me; 
No  chance  for  me  to  regain  them,  no  chance  for  me  to  recall 
The  little  word  spoken  in  anger,  that  lias  driven  me  to  the  wall.      | 

Weary  and  heart-broken  my  Jovs  in  tlils  life  are  o'er. 

One  who  once  loved  me  so  fondly  has  said  she  loves  me  no  more; 

We  are  tangbt  that  there  le  forgiveness,  hnt  there  seems  to  !>«  none  for  me, 

I  have  tried  hard  lo  please  her,  I  never  thought  tbis  could  be.—R^ratn. 

Gladly  I'd  give  my  hope  in  heaven.  It's  all  I  have  in  store,  i 

For  Just  one  word  of  kindness,  as  In  those  dear  days  of  yore:  ' 

Oh,  why  was  I  ever  so  tbonghiless  and  hasty  with  one  dear  to  me, 
Lifa  ia  a  blank  without  ber,  as  I  drift  on  its  troubled  sea.— /?</'*  oin. 
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WortU  and  masto  by  Oiiarles  Moraland. 


In  a  hotel  on  Fifth  Avenue  a  crowd  of  trav'liog  men. 

Were  ulking  on  the  topics  of  the  day. 
Comparing  notes  and  photographs  of  oif'rent  girls  they'd  met. 

Some  were  pretty,  some  were  homely,  some  were  gay; 
By  chance  there  fell  upon  the  floor  the  picture  of  a  girl. 

The  owner  tried  to  hide  It,  but  was  slow; 
"Ah,  there,  old  chap.  I've  caught  yon;  come,  now,  tell  Da  wbo  it  Is, 

We  insist"— "If  yon  insist,  I  can't  say  no." 


CaoBUB. 

It's  a  picture  of  my  best  giri,  and  boys.  I  love  her  dearly, 
A  gem  is  my  precious  pearl,  who  watches  for  me  so  sincerly; 
I  know  that  she's  fond  and  true,  we  are  sweethearts,  now  you  ean  i 
It'a  my  daughter,  aud  I'va  unglit  ber,  to  alwaya  be  my  best  girl. 


I  clearly. 


A  little  newsboy  standing  near  them  took  in  ev'ry  word. 

And  speaking  up,  sahl:   "Buy  a  paper,  do; 
If  yon  will,  I'll  show  you  my  heai  girl,  now  what  say  yon  to  that?" 

They  all  acreed,  and  then  he  brought  to  view 
A  ptiotograpb  all  faded,  of  a  woman  old  and  worn. 

Who  In  her  time  was  handsome,  that  was  plain; 
"She's  not  so  yonng  nor  half  so  swell  as  yours,"  tha  lad  rapliad, 

Aud  then  he  Boftiy  gang  Ibis  sweet  refrain: 

Chorus.  ' 

It's  a  picture  of  my  best  girl,  and  boys,  I  love  her  dearly,  / 

A  gem  la  my  preclons  pearl,  who  watches  for  me  so  sincerely; 
I  know  thai'a  ahe  fond  and  true,  we  are  sweetheane,  now  you  can  see  elearly, 
It's  my  mother,  I've  no  other,  aud  she'll  always  be  mj  beat  girl. 

MY  G-AL'S  A  HIGH-BORN  LADY. 

Parody-By  Frank  K.  Forrest.  I 


r 
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ft 
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Band  for  Free  Catalngne  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  TelU 
•n,  Trick  Books.  Reettation  Booka.  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  Booka,  Sketch  Booka, 
Btmnp  Bpaeches,  Irlah  Song  B<vka.  Cook  Booka,  Books  of  Amnsameut.  Sheet  Music,  eie., 
lo  Bear/  J.  Weliiuan.  ISO  <£  1»  Park  Kow,  New  York. 


There  was  to  be  a  gathering  die  evenin',  ■     \ 

A  regnlar  Jubilee  and  swell  affair,  i 

I  was  to  marry  a  little  lady  oh  de  highest  estimation. 

But  she's  done  gone  an'  left  me  for  fair; 

All  de  briglit  lights  from  Thompson  street  waa  to  be  thar. 

An'  bring  along  de  presenie  for  de  bride: 

Aa  tliere  wasn't  any  weilding,  now  de  salty  tears  I'ae  shedding, 

I  tells  this  now  my  troubles  for  to  bide. 


Chords.  .  i 

My  gal'a  a  bigh-bora  lady,  bom  liich,  oh,  well  now,  mayba. 
Born  on  de  roof  where  de  birds  fly  free,  nearer  lo  heaven  den  she'll  eve 
She's  gone,  my  heart  grows  sadder,  come  high,  bnt  had  to  have  ber, 
Should  yon  see  this  girl  so  free.  Just  drop  a  une  to  me.  .     i 


be: 


Tole  de  preacher  man  a  how  dat  gal  did  Jilt  ma. 

He  aays  I  spoee  it's  good  dat  she's  gone: 

Den  I  ask  a  him  fo'  my  money  dat  I  paid  bim  In  advanca,  air. 

He  gave  me  de  laugh  and  says  go  on; 

Don't  let  er  nothing  like  that  a  skeer  yon, 

I'll  keep  de  money  till  yer  gets  another  coon. 

And  when  ver's  done  gone  found  her,  just  tie  a  rope  around  ber. 

So  she  won't  get  away  and  leave  yer  toon.— Cftorui. 


■>  • '  '•■, 
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Since  Mamie  Brady  Moved  Up  Town. 

CopTTight,  1185,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co.    EnfUah  eopTllffht  Monnd. 
AU  riKhta  rsMrrad. 


The  Wordt  and  Mnsle  of  tht*  SonK.  arrangred  for  the  piano,  will  be  aeiit  to  anr  ad- 
dre<«,  po«t-p<tld,  on  receipt  of  40  c«nt«;  or  this  and  aiiy  two  other  Sniiirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  A  133  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  86  ft  S7  E.  Madison  Bt.Ohtcairo. 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Pree  Catalocroe  of  Snnva,  Bodk  Books, 
Sheet  Hoalc,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


Words  by  wilUam  Jerome.    Music  by  Andrew  lUek. 

1.  -.  ■ 

Listen,  and  IMI  Bin^  all  about  a  little  lady 

By  the  name  of  Mamie  Brady;  ebe'e  a  dream,  and  no  mistake. 
Mamie  is  a  "corker,"  and  a  tliorouKbbred  New  Yorker; 

But  sbe  brolte  my  heart,  for  ahe  gave  me  the  abake. 

Chobus. 
Say,  boys,  I'm  feelin'  very  blue,  my  heart  ia  broke  in  two, 
And  I  don't  know  what  to  do: 
For  where  once  I  eat  a  smile  now  I  only  get  a  frown. 
Since  Mamie  Brady,  my  steady  lady,  moved  np  town. 

Down  in  the  Fourth  Ward  Mame  and  I  were  raised  together; 

We  were  birds  of  the  eame  feather,  and  a  ring  I  bouBht  her,  se 
Talk  about  a  "  looker,"  why,  I  never  would  have  shook  her. 

And  I  never  thought  that  Mamie  she'd  shake  mo.— C /torus. 


'   ^  s  » 


A  Mother  Is  the  Tmest  Friend  of  All. 

Copyright,  IBM,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stattonen'  Hall.  London, 
All  rlghis  reserred. 


The  Words  and  Haslo  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  wfll  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
dr««s,  pos^|■ald,  on  receipt  of  to  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Snnfca  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henrr  J  Wehman,  130  ft  1»  Park  Row,  New  York :  or  S6  ft  *7  E.  Madison  8t,  Chicago. 
Write  tn  either  one  nf  the  aboTe  addressee  for  FVee  Cataloirae  of  Sonfrs,  Song  Boon, 
Sheet  Husio,  Oerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Booka,  etc 


Words  by  Eunice  Monroe.    Music  by  Robert  Stanton. 


I 


r 
I 


We  meet  with  many  friendships  as  we  journey  o'er  life's  way. 

And  sunny  smiles  around  us  oft  are  cast. 
But  one  is  ever  faithful,  cluinKlnt!  ne'er  from  day  to  day. 

Who  always  stands  beside  ns  till  the  last. 
In  poverty  or  woe,  her  heart  is  ever  true. 

And  tliongh  the  darkest  shadows  o'er  as  fall. 
She'll  be  your  truest  friend,  forever  to  tbe  eud^ 

A  mother  is  the  truest  friend  of  all. 

Chobitb. 

While  joumeyinR  on  throneh  life,  in  sorrow  or  in  strife. 

No  matter  what  temptations  may  befall, 
Tou'll  always  find  a  friend  who's  faithful  to  the  end — 

A  mother  is  the  truest  friend  of  all. 

Yon  have  a  loving  sister,  who  will  think  of  yon  throngh  life, 

A  brother  who  will  never  turn  aside; 
You'll  know  the  fond  affection  of  a  dear,  devoted  wife. 

Whose  smile  will  cheer  yon  on  your  Journey  wide; 
Perhaps  they  will  be  true  when  trouble  lingers  near. 

Yet  one  is  sure  to  answer  to  your  call. 
No  matter  »here  yon  roam,  her  heart  is  still  yonr  home — 

A  mother  is  the  truest  friend  of  all.— (7Aoru«. 


Climbing  Up  to  Heaven  on  a  Moonbeam 

Copyright,  I8H,  by  T.  B.  Harms  ft  Co.    Wngllsh  copyright  secured. 
Ail  rights  reserved. 


HE    DIDN'T    KNOW    THE    WAY 
TO    OO    ABOUT    IT. 


Copyright,  18M,  by  Louis  Haaa. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad. 
dress,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Snugs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  ISO  ft  132  Park  Row,  New  York :  or  85  ft  (7  E.  Madison  St ,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  abuve  addresses  for  Free  Cstaloane  of  Snn«s,  Soiut  Boobk 
Sheet  Moaio,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouka,  ele. 


Worda  and  Music  by  Harry  8.  Miller. 


My  sister  has  a  nice  yoane  man,  he  caUe  'bout  twice  a  week; 
Lust  night  lie  came  to  see  her,  and  lie  looked  so  gay  and  neat; 
She  showed  him  to  the  parlor  and  she  turned  down  all  the  light. 
And  gave  him  ail  the  chance  sbe  could  to  kiss  her  all  he  might. 

Cbobcs. 

Bnt  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it; 
If  he  did,  I'm  very  much  inclined  to  doubt  it; 
She  was  bnt  a  silly  miss,  and  she  didn't  mind  a  kiSS, 
Bnt  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it 

A  reuben  came  to  town  one  day,  a  reg'lar  country  sport: 
To  do  the  town  in  proper  style  a  hundred  he  had  brought. 
He  started  in  to  catch  a  girl,  some  dainty  little  pet. 
Who  borrowed  ev'ry  cent  he  had— the  town  he's  not  done  yet. 

Chords. 

For  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it;    ' 
If  be  did,  I'm  very  much  inclined  to  donbt  it; 
Perhaps  he'll  stay  at  home,  leave  such  little  girls  Alone, 
For  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it. 

Down  in  the  bloclc,  where  I  reside,  a  gay  and  festive  swell 
Makes  love  to  all  the  single  girls,  and  married  ones  as  well; 
He  called  upon  my  neighbor's  w  ife,  and  thought  be  could  convinoe 
His  love  for  her  was  qoite  sincere,  been  sorry  ever  since— 

Chorus. 
That  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  abont  it; 
If  he  did,  I'm  very  much  inclined  to  doubt  it. 
He  should  call  On  her  alone,  when  her  husband  isn't  booM, 
Bat  be  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  it.      >,  r, 

My  friend  and  I  we  called  to  see  our  neighbor's  baby  boy. 

The  idol  of  his  mother  and  his  father's  pride  and  Joy. 

My  friend,  who's  fond  of  children,  danced  the  baby  on  hla  kaee. 

But  when  be  gave  It  back  again  Low  plainly  could  he  see— 

Chorus. 

That  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  go  about  It; 
;         If  he  did,  I'm  very  much  inclined  to  doubt  it. 

He  will  leave  babies  alone  till  he  gets  one  of  his  own. 
For  he  didn't  know  the  way  to  ga  about  it. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dre*s,  potl^|•ald,  nii  receipt  of  iO  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  uther  S»iigs  rnr  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  ft  ISS  Park  Rnw,  New  Tork;  or  t6  ft  t7  IS.  Maidifon  Rt, Chicago. 
Write  tn  either  one  of  the  ab<ive  addresses  for  Pree  Oataloeae  of  Bonra,  Bone  Books, 
Sheet  Mosio,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writera,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  ete. 


Words  and  Music  by  James  Thornton. 


f 


There  was  once  a  little  coon,  just  the  color  of  maroon. 
And  lie  climbed  up  to  Heaven  on  a  moonbeam; 

He  got  up  us  far  as  Mars,  then  got  lost  among  the  stars. 
As  he  climbed  up  to  Heaven  on  a  moonbeam. 

He  graiibed  on  to  a  cloud  that  was  sailing  throngh  the  air; 

He  looked  up  at  the  moon,  saying,  "There's  watermelon  there; 

I  ho|ie  the  man  inside  won't  forget  to  keep  my  share. 
While  I  climb  np  to  Heaven  on  a  moonbeam." 

Chorus. 
Come  along,  darkies,  bring  along  your  tamborlnes. 
Throw  away  yonr  dice  ill  the  golden  stream; 
«        Dice  won't  look  nice  for  to  carry  into  Paradise, 
Climbing  up  to  Heaven  on  a  moonl>eam. 

When  he  reached  the  "  milky  way,"  to  old  Peter  he  did  tay, 
"I  have  climbed  up  to  Heaven  on  a  moonbeam." 

But  old  Peter  said,  "  I  fear,  there're  no  nieger  angels  here; 
You  can  climb  back  again  upon  a  moonbeam." 

The  poor  little  coon  never  thought  of  that  before; 

He  saw  some  nigger  angels  shooting  "crap  "  upon  the  floor. 

When  Peter  fell  asleep  he  got  in  throngli  a  side  door; 
So  be  climbed  up  to  Heaven  on  a  moonbeam.— CAortM. 


IF  WE    ONLY    HAD    IT    NOW. 

^  Copyright,  18M,  by  Louis  Haas. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Snng.  arranged  for  the  piano,  wiH  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, pos(-i>ald,  nil  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  ft  132  Park  Rnw,  New  York:  nr  8.5  ft  87  E.  Madison  St. Chicago. 
Write  tn  eltlier  one  of  the  ab'>ve  atldresnee  for  Free  Cutalosrue  of  Sonra,  Sons  Books^ 

Sheet  Music,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Wiiters,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 


*e* 


—Low  Comciilan:  "  How  long  were  you  on  the  road? "  High 
Comedian:  "  Six  months;  one  month  going  out  and  five  getting 
bacli." —  Tonkerg  Statesman. 


We  were  wealthy,  tliat'e  once  npon  a  time; 

Money,  we  had  the  stuff  for  sale; 
Spent  a  fortune  in  every  foreign  clime. 

We  had  so  much  'twas  always  getting  etale. 

Chorus. 
If  we  only  had  it  now,  just  a  little  of  it  now, 
How  the  swells  with  envy  would  gaze; 
-    We  drive  a  four-in-hand,  be  the  gayest  in  the  land. 
And  'mong  the  belles  we'd  be  the  swells. 
If  we  only  had  it  now,  juet  a  little  of  It  now. 

Id  society  be  the  grace. 
We'd  cut  a  figure,  too,  up  on  Easy  Avenne— 
If  we  only  had  It  now. 

Went  to  London  abont  forty  times  a  yew. 

Had  a  steamer  of  our  own; 
We  were  really  just  sixty  curat  clear. 

And  always  had  a  palace  for  a  hovoa.—Ohonu.  ' 

Queen  Victoria's  been  sorry  ever  since. 

She  didn't  take  us  for  to  raise: 
We  could  easily  been  made  a  duke  or  prince. 

Because  we  had  so  many  winning  ways. — Chorut. 

Wine  and  brandy,  we  floated  ships  in  that— 

Nothing  was  good  enough  for  us; 
All  our  trunks  they  were  lined  with  sealskin  sacqnee. 

There's  no  use  now  of  making  any  f tus.— CAortM. 

We  were  models  upon  the  fashion  plates, 

Siill  the  ladies  on  ns  dote; 
All  our  shoes  were  imported  by  the  crate. 

With  insoles  made  of  fifty -dollar  notes.— CAortis. 

No  use  knocking,  them  good  times  now  are  o'er; 

Diamonds,  we  pave  the  streets  with  them; 
Brownetone  mansions,  we  gave  them  to  the  poor. 

Because  we  had  too  many  to  contend.— CAorw. 
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DORIS,    THE    VILLAQE    MAIDEN. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Tbe  S.  Braiii&rd's  Sons  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 


) 

) 


All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Srniif,  srranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad 
*%,  post-i>al(l,  on  receipt  of  iO  cents;  nr  this  and  any  two  other  8'>iiia  for  One  Pi>ll»ri 
Henry  J.  Wehm»n,  130  *  1:0  I'aili  Row.  NVw  York;  or  S5  ft  117  E.  MsdUon  «t. Chicago, 
Ite  %n  eltlier  one  of  the  ab'>ve  aildresws  for  Fr«e  Cotalntrue  of  Snnirii.  Snnv  Books, 
BbMt  Mulo,  Qerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks.  etc 


Words  and  Music  by  Oeo.  May  wood. 


Doris  was  a  village  mniden,  little  did  slie  know. 
Save  the  eeiit«iice  I  had  tanglit  lier,  "  Oli,  I  love  yon  sol " 
Every  lad  for  miles  around  willingly  would  have  bevn  bound 
To  tiie  sweetheart  I  had  found,  and  proud  to  be  her  beau. 

RicntAiM. 
Dorle,  Doris!  O  how  I  love  thee!  see  me  at  thy  feet; 
Doris,  Doris!  could  you  but  love  me,  life  would  be  complete; 
D<uls.  Doris!  stars  bright  above  thee,  hear  my  pleading,  too; 
Why  then  larryt  Come,  let  us  many— dearest  Doris,  do! 

Time  went  on,  and  simple  Doris  learned  a  thing  or  two; 

Day  by  day  I  found  my  loved  one  harder  still  to  woo; 

Other  suitors  oft  were  seen  by  ber  side,  wliere  I  bad  been. 

Flirting  with  my  little  queen,  I  heard  them  pleading,  \jao.— Refrain . 

Fortune  smiled  npon  her  father  In  the  marls  of  trade; 

By  a  lucky  specniation  he  a  million  made; 

Taking  from  his  bank  account  gold  and  bonds  in  large  amount, 

Bought  for  her  a  foreign  count,  and  scorn  d  me  while  I  prayed.— /7<<>atn. 


THE    WEDDING-    OF    McGINNIS 
AND    McOUIRE. 

Copyright,  U93.  by  Frank  Tonsey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
.^     ':  All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Huslo  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to.any  ad- 
dreas,  pont-i-ald,  on  receipt  of  <0  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Bongs  for  One  DolUr, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman,  IM  A  l:«  Park  Row.  New  York;  or  86  *  «7  E.  MnriUon  8t, Chicago. 
Write  to  eltlinr  one  of  the  nhive  a(1dreiiM>s  for  Free  Cutaloicue  of  Somrn.  Bong  Books, 
Bhaat  Moaio,  Oemurn  Soug  Bouks,  Letter  Writers,  l>ream  Books,  Joke  Boulu,  sto. 


Written  by  Tom  Cvinley  and  Felix  McOlennon. 


'Tis  a  week  ago  last  Sunday  thai  a  great  high-toned  affair 

Occurred  in  County  Oalway,  and,  sure,  every  one  was  there: 

it  WHS  nothing  but  a  wedding  and  the  lirlde  was  Ml(>8  McOuire; 

McGinnis  WAS  the  bridegroom,  and  the  l>est  man  Mclntyre; 

They  started  in  the  morning,  kinys,  just  as  tlie  clock  struck  one; 

Tiie  girls  and  boys  all  in  tlieir  best  and  rL-ady  for  the  fuu; 

The  job  was  over  very  soon  and  they  were  tied  for  life — 

Miss  McOuiie  and  Mike  McQiuniS  they  were  christened  man  and  wifs. 

Cbobus. 
Oh,  the  wedding  cake  was  fine,  there  was  whiskey,  ale  and  wine, 

AH  the  chlckei^pies  and  nruties  they  were  set  out  in  a  line; 
Miss  McGliity  nearly  choked  with  a  lump  of  bacuu  rind, 
At  the  wedding  of  McGinnis  and  McGulre. 

When  the  breakfast  It'wns  over,  for  a  song  McGee  did  shont; 

He  sung  "  The  Deiith  of  Nelson,"  and  thty  quickly  threw  him  oat; 

6nr<-,  they  wanted  boiheralion,  and  they  got  It  in  a  tick. 

For  some  one  broke  Maloney's  nose  with  a  very  lovely  brick; 

Then  McGinnis  g't  in  trouble,  for  he  kissed  Maloney  s  wife. 

And  Miiry  Ann  McGuire  declared  thai  she  would  have  his  life; 

Then  McOlnms  got  excited  and  he  went  for  Mary  Ann, 

For  he  spoiled  her  face  and  beauty  with  a  good  old  frying  pan. 

Cborus. 

There  was  murder,  tliere  was  fire,  some  one  called  McOee  a  liar; 
McGinty  hud  a  turned-up  nose,  but  some  one  knocked  It  higher. 
And  a  lady  wiped  the  floor  up  wiih  poor  Jerry  Mclntyre, 
At  the  wedding  of  McGinnis  and  McGuire. 

Then  a  sailor  from  Eiidare  got  np,  and  he  began  to  ]aw: 

"A  bigger  lot  of  cowards  in  a  room  he  never  saw  "; 

Then  a  Chinese  washer- woman  seized  the  sailor  by  the  hair: 

And  without  his  nose  and  whiskers  he  went  back  to  sweet  Eiidare; 

All  the  grub  the  boys  got  throwing  at  each  other  for  a  lark; 

Of  course,  some  one  iip«et  the  lamp,  which  left  them  in  the  dark; 

Everybody  hit  somebody— oh,  you  never  saw  sucli  fun; 

And  the  place  was  full  of  teeth  and  whiskers  when  the  fight  was  dons. 

.  CBonus. 
Everybody  cried  with  pnin— there  were  forty-seven  slain; 
Sure,  ihey  pulled  McGinty's  teeth  ont  and  they  put  them  in  again; 
And  McGilTigan,  on  looking,  found  a  hatchet  m  his  brain, 
At  the  wedding  of  McGinnis  and  McGuire. 

In  the  midst  of  the  confusion  some  one  went  and  got  a  light. 

And,  upon  my  word,  in  all  my  life,  I  ne'er  saw  such  a  sigWC; 

All  the  iKjys  were  torn  to  pieces,  and  ihe  girls  were  worse  than  that; 

On  the  flure  there  was  McGinnis  fighting  wildly  wiih  the  cat; 

The  excitement  soon  was  over,  and  they  soon  made  friends  once  more. 

Except  McGee,  who  found  bis  jaw  behind  tlie  kitchen  door; 

Then  they  went  and  bought  some  whiskey,  for  they  all  were  full  of  wealth. 

And  they  all  got  drunk  while  drinking  to  the  bride  and  bridegroom's  health. 

Cbobcb. 

Tlien  they  danced  till  break  of  day,  and  the  piper  he  did  play; 
All  the  boys  and  girls  were  jolly,  every  one  was  bright  and  gay. 
And  there's  not  a  soul  In  Ireland  who  will  e'er  forget  the  day 
Of  the  wedding  of  McGinnis  and  McGuire. 


Chimmie  Fadden  of  de  Bow'ry. 
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Words  and  Hoatc  by  Kate  Vanderpoel. 

I  s'pose  ynse  alt  have  heard  of  me,  I  tuk  de  loidy's  side; 
I  tumped  de  dude  wot  winked  at  lier,  nntil  he  nearly  died; 
Far  de  way  lu  which  I  trun  him,  I  drew  a  prize,  yon  aee, 
Fer  now  1  am  de  futman  in  de  loidy's  family. 

Rktbaxm.     - 

Chimmie  Fadden,  don't  pat  on  style,  dat's  wot  me  Bow'ry  frens  ssy; 
I'm  oat  for  wot's  in  It,  jes'  up  to  de  limit,  an'  tings  are  now  comin'  me  way. 
Chimmie  Fadden,  don't  pat  oa  style,  dat's  wot  me  Bow'ry  frens  say: 
Te'regivin'  me  "Goff,"  so  jes' chase  yerself  off,  fer  tings  are  now  comin' me  way. 

De  mngs  dey  all  keep  strinsin*  me  wen  on  de  box  I  ride; 
O,  liully  gee!  it  is  a  sight  \vld  de  coachman  by  me  side; 
De  loldy  said  dere  was  an  air  dat  went  'long  wid  de  clothes. 
But  wen  I  has  de  style  on,  it  tarns  me  frens  to  toce.— Befrain. 

Some  folks  wen  dey  gits  *way  np  high,  dey  goes  an'  lose  der  head. 

But  wen  I  comes  to  be  dat  gay,  I  hopes  ter  drop  down  dead; 

If  I  was  ter  be  de  coachman,  de  butler,  or  de  cnef, 

I'll  tink  meself  right,  people,  see!  Chimmie  Fadden  don't  git  left.— ^4/'. 


'?,< 


THEIR    HEADS    NESTLE  CLOSER 
TOOETHER.  , 
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Words  by  Wal  Pink.    Mnslo  by  George  Le  Brunn. 


A  garden,  and  In  it  an  old  apple  tree. 
Around  which  two  chihiren— a  lassie  turned  three, 
And  t'other  a  lad  of  p'raps  four  and  a  half- 
Are  chasing  eucli  other,  whilst  gaily  they  laugh; 
The  maiden  soon  tires  of  the  circular  race. 
For  vainly  she  follows  the  lad  in  Ihe  chase; 
His  stronger  legs  make  it  an  unequal  match, 
And  be  merrily  mocks  all  ber  efforts  to  catch. 

Cborub. 
She  cries,  "  Tommy,  stop!  "  but  "  Tnm  on,  Tate,"  says  he. 
"  I  s'ant,  'tos  1  tnnt  run  no  farver,"  says  she; 
Then  frowns,  and  her  temper,  'lis  easy  to  see. 

Has  nigh  reached  the  length  of  its  tether. 
Then  Eatie  breaks  down  with  a  plaintive  boo-ooh; 
Tom  stops,  and  the  tears  are  in  'rommy's  eyes,  too; 
She  sobs,  "Oo  don't  In  v  me!"  He  says,  "Ess  1  do!  " 

And  their  heads  nestle  closer  together.  '> 

A  green  lane,  and  in  it  two  fond  lovers  roam, 
And  paint,  in  love's  ardor,  their  bright  fatiire  Imme; 
Next  Siindoy's  their  wedding;  'tis  Tommy  and  Eate, 
But  now,  grown  to  manhood  and  woman's  estate; 
The  sun  has  gone  down  far  biyond  the  big  hill. 
Beneath  which  there  niurmnrs  the  swift  running  rill; 
The  moon  kissed  the  water  in  manner  sedate. 
And,  force  of  example,  Tom  kisses  young  Kate. 

Cborub. 
The  man  in  Ihe  moon  at  the  fond  conple  blinks. 
Then,  very  discreetly,  behind  a  hill  sinks,  1 

Whilst  gnily  a  star  at  their  love-making  winks. 

And  things,  well,  it's  love-making  weather; 
Bis  arm  'round  her  waist  tells  the  tale  of  this  bliss; 
Then  you  hear  the  voices  of  both  man  and  miss: 
"Yon  musn't!  "  "I  shall  I  "  and  then  something  goes  [kiss] 

And  their  heads  nestle  closer  together.  : 

A  churchyard,  and  In  It  a  tiny  babe's  grave; 

All  early  wrecked  vessel  on  lire's  cruel  wave; 

Tlieir  twelve-month  old  darling,  their  loved  one,  their  all, 

Now  gone  from  this  earth  at  the  Mighty  One's  call; 

A  life  of  pure  sunshine  and  joy  had  l)een  theirs. 

With  smiling  face  meeting  all  trivial  cares,  -i 

Till  all  hope  was  shattered,  and  sped  in  a  breath,  { 

And  life's  son  o'ershadow'd  by  dread  cloud  of  death. 

Cborub. 
There,  In  that  God's  acre,  they  stand,  he  and  slie; 
The  sun  veils  its  head,  as  though  in  sympathy, 
And  burled  the  light  of  their  life  seems  to  be 

In  that  grave  'iieath  the  wild-growing  heather; 
The  mother's  tears  fall  o'er  her  babe  now  at  rest. 
The  man  clasps  her  tight  to  his  sorrow-torn  breast: 
"Come,  cheer  np,  my  darling,  'tis  all  for  the  best," 

And  tlieir  iieaus  nestle  closer  together. 


i 

,1 

! 

i 


—When  a  maa  leans  towards 
to  Lave  grave  doubts. — Buffalo^ 


ton  he  may  safely  be  said 


m 
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Word*  and  niusio  by  OuMie  L.  Darla. 


The  mnsic  hall  was  crowded  In  a  city  o'er  the  tea, 

And  brllliaut  llntite  were  burning  ev'ry where. 
The  BoiicB  and  witty  eaylDKS  filled  tlie  audience  with  glee, 

For  the  minstrels  from  the  Sunny  South  were  there. 
A  minstrel  sang  a  song  about  lils  old  plantation  home,   - 

Down  upon  tlit;  Swannee  River  faraway: 
Then  a  erHy-hnired,  aged  darUey  eat  <ii  sadness  and  in  gloom. 

He  rose,  and  this  is  what  they  heard  Llm  say: 

RXFRAOr. 

sing  again  that  sweet  refrain,  "Dur'e  where  the  old  folks  stay;" 
It  take*  me  back  to  slav'ry  days,  before  I  was  sold  away; 
Along  dtiSwtiuuee  River  banks,  dar's  wliere  I  used  to  roam; 
Now8  I'seold  and  gray  and  far  away,  "far  from  tlie  old  folk*  at  borne." 
Tlie  minstrel  sang  the  song  again.^nd  eves  grew  dim  witli  tears, 

Tlie  uged  durkey  siit  willi  head  liowud  low: 
And  soiiietliing  in  tils  lieurt  awoke  that  slumbered  tliere  for  years, 

'TwuB  tlie  memory  of  a  mother  long  ago. 
The  play  let  out  to  loud  applause,  and  when  the  curtain  fell, 

The  darkey  slowly  tottered  on  his  way; 
Tiilnklng  of  ttie  sweet-voiced  singer,  and  the  song  he'd  enng  so  well. 
Thinking  of  the  song  tliat  made  liim  rise  and  mj  :—Jiifraln. 


I  LOVE  HER  JUST  THE  SAME. 
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''Vords  and  muslo  by  Cbas.  K.  Harris. 


Within  an  humble  cottnge  Bits  a  liroken-bearted  man. 

His  little  girl  is  sobbing  on  Ills  knee; 
A  letter  on  ilie  tal>le  tells  the  same  old  plaintive  tale. 

She's  left  lier  home  with  all  its  poverty. 
Be  hoidH  his  darling  in  liis  arms,  looks  at  her  tearful  face, 

'Perlinps,  my  cliild,  your  mother's  not  to  blame, 
Tlie  path  to  siu  she's  taken,  iier  loved  ones  are  forsaken, 

Dou't  cry,  my  dear,  I  love  Iter  just  the  eame.*' 

Chobtts. 

"I  love  her,  yes,  I  lov>  her  Jnst  the  same,  ""  v 

Although  she's  fled  and  has  (liegraced  my  name: 
Tliongh  she's  gone  with  another,  site's  still  my  baby's  mother. 
And  1  love  tier,  yes,  I  love  her.  Just  the  eame." 
The  mnslc's  softly  playing  in  a  ball-room,  oh,  BO  grand. 

The  lighlB  are  flushing  oil  the  dancers  fair; 
There's  no  thought  of  the  'morrow  in  that  gay  and  giddy  crowd. 

Whose  heartless  laughter  rings  upon  tlie  air. 
Tet  tiiere  is  one  uiiiid  the  tlirong,  wiio  once  was  pure  and  true, 

But  now  whose  pallid  face  speaks  of  lier  shame: 
She's  thinking  of  her  loved  ones,  of  baby,  home  and  husband. 
Will  lie  forgive  and  love  her  Just  the  aume.— C^ortM. 

The  father  and  ids  little  girl  came  to  that  city  grand. 

They  searched  for  many  days,  but  all  in  vain; 
They're  looking  for  a  loved  one,  whom  tliey  never  can  forget, 

To  bring  her  liack  to  lionie  and  friends  again. 
They  hear  a  scream,  what  can  it  mean,  the  child  eries  out,  "Mumma!' 

His  wife  is  kneeling  at  his  feet  in  shame; 
She  cries.  "Oh,  Join),  forgive  me;  I  know  that  I've  lieen  guilty, 

For  baby'e  sake,  please  take  me  liome  again."— C/toriM. 


MAG-GIEMAGUIRE. 
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By  Harry  Castling  and  Wm.  B.  Orar. 


them  write, 


Of  pretty  girls  the  singers  sing,  and  poets  of  the 

But  Jimmy  Jolinsou  has  a  girl,  who's  simply  "out  of  sight;** 

Indoors  or  out,  he  raves  about  tlieir  happy  wedding  day, 

And  seated  by  her  side  each  night,  he'll  take  her  hand  and  say: 

Chobus. 
Oh  I  Maegie  Maenire,  believe  me,  my  girl,  I  adore  yon; 
My  heart's  all  afire,  and  I'll  do  anything  for  yon: 
Name  tlie  day,  don't  turn  me  away,  I'm  lonely  when  yon  roam; 
Say  you'll  be  true,  and  I'll  marry  you  as  soon  as  I  buy  the  home. 

They  often  have  a  quarrel,  just  like  others,  her  and  Jim, 
And  then  for  days  she'll  pass  him  by,  won't  even  nod  to  him; 
Somehow  they  always  "make  up,"  thoagh,  when  Jimmy  to  her  bring! 
A  little  present,  which  he  gives,  as  pleadingly  he  eiogB:— CAoru«. 


SWEET  ANTOINETTE. 
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Words  and  music  by  William  Benson  Oray. 


Within  my  heart  a  secret  lies,  -     ■ 

A  secret  that  I  long  to  tell,  : 

While  fondly  gazing  iu  the  eyes, 
'  Of  one  wliose  charms  around  me  dwell: 

And  tliougb  I've  often  tried  to  tell  the  tale. 
The  hour  I've  often  tried  to  set. 

My  heart  and  conrage  iiumbly  fail,    ; 
To  say,  I  love  thee,  Antoiuetle. 

Refbain. 
Sweet  Antoinette,  tlie  brightest  star  within  my  heart,  indeed  yon  are; 
My  only  thonght  since  fl^t  we  met,  I  love  alone  sweet  Antoinette. 

I  loie  yon,  not  because  you're  fair. 

Nor  for  your  actions  so  demure; 
I  love  yon,  not  your  Joys  to  share. 

But  for  your  soul  so  good  and  pure. 
In  vain  I've  tried  to  tell  my  love  to  tliee, 

And  when  the  sun  of  life  has  set. 
My  farewell  words  to  earth  will  be: 

i  love  but  thee,  sweet  Antoinette.— j;«^raiii' 


THE  PASTOR'S  RESIONATION. 
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Words  and  music  by  Quasi*  L.  Davla 


The  aged  pastor  l>owed  his  head  within  the  altar  rails. 
Hie  hand  were  tremulous  with  age,  bis  siL'ht  and  lieartng  fails; 
But  now  the  leaders  of  the  church,  the  influeniial  clan. 
Had  caned  on  him  to  yield  liis  place,  to  hold  a  younger  man. 
In  tears  he  spoke  of  mem'ries  sweet,  of  dim  and  distant  daya. 
Of  forty  years  of  constant  toil,  of  pain  and  prayer  and  praise. 
Of  children  christened  by  his  hand,  wiio  stood  before  him  still, 
Whi!e  some  reposed  beu'eatii  the  fiowers  npou  the  distant  hill. 
( 

Refbain. 

Sad  was  the  scene,  many  eyes  filled  with  tears; 
Asked  to  resign  where  he'd  preaclied  forty  years; 
He  gave  them  his  blessing,  in  tones  soft  and  kind. 
And  fond  hearts  were  luihing  when  the  pastor  resigned. 

The  saddened  people  silent  eat  as  lie  resumed  his  chair. 
While  mye  of  suDshinu  softly  fell  and  played  upon  his  hair;    ' 
The  organ  broke  the  silence  then,  Willi  sweetly  solemn  roll. 
With  "Rock  of  Ages,"  old,  yet  new,  to  every  saddened  eonl; 
The  people  rose  to  be  dientiseed,  the  pastor  lingered  still, 
A:id  smiling,  looked  out  at  the  graves  upon  the  distant  hill. 
But  when  they  songlit,  with  gentle  toncli,  to  wake  the  musing  mind. 
They  found  that  death  had  called  him  home,  their  pastor  had  resigned. 

^B$fr(Un. 
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Words  and  music  by  Wm.  B.  Gray. 

Old, Jim  was  a  character,  well-known  about  the  town. 

From  sineing  in  the  village  church  he'd  gained  a  great  renown; 

To  hear  him  sing  eacii  Sunday  mom.  to  chiircli  the  good  folks  came. 

But  soon  he  drifted  downward  to  a  dninkanl's  life  of  shame: 

1'lioueli  years  had  passed  since  poor  old  Jln^  from  church  liad  stayed  away. 

He  told  tlie  parson  he  would  sing  tiiat  coming  Christmas  day; 

When  Cliristmas  came  within  tiiat  clinich  there  sat  In  every  seat 

A  saddened  heart  when  Jim  arose  and  sang  so  soft  ud  sweet: 

Cbobcs. 

.     Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me,  each  eye  with  tears  was  dim; 

Bock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me,  that  wae  old  Jim's  Christmas  hynuL 

Christmas  days  will  come  and  go,  and  so  will  Christmas  hymns. 

But  never  will  there  be  a  song  to  equal  that  of  Jim's; 

Tl:e  song  of  "Rock  of  Ages"  all  thro'  life  liad  been  his  choice; 

For  when  a  cliiid  'twas  tauelit  him  by  his  dear  old  mother's  voice; 

Within  those  same  ol&  sacred  walls,  in  Christian  soncs  of  praise.  J  .\ 

His  voice  had  oft  been  heard  before,  since  early  childhood  days; 

But  sweeter  far  than  ever  It  was  now  to  that  great  throng, 

When  gathered  there  ou  ChrlstmaB  mom,  to  hear  Jim  sing  bis  tong.— Cynv 
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Copright,  INT,  by  Oeoifre  L.  SpAuldlng.    Entered  at  SUUoner*'  Hall,  London. 
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Th«  Word!  and  Huiile  of  this  Songr,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  by  Sidney  Roeeofeld.    Muslo  by  Ludwicr  E^glander. 


Shall  I  nitme  yna  ihe  fpot  where  all  cares  are  forgot. 

In  the  traDsport  of  merriment  rare; 
It  is  tafe  to  axeert  and  coiireaaioii  won't  hart. 

That  you  ail  nearly  all  have  been  there. 
It's  the  heart  of  the  t()\Tn,  neither  np,  neither  down, 

What  title  more  fit  can  we  coin; 
Than  the  one  we  employ  for  this  region  of  Joy, 

The  famoae,  renowned  Tenderloin. 

Chorcb. 

The  Tenderloin,  eh,  the  Tenderloin  Is  the  realm  »o  gay, 
Where  revelers  merry  are  tarnlni;  ni^ht  to  day; 
The  Tenderloin,  ah,  the  Tenderloin,  will  yon  come  with  ma  away. 
To  And  delight  and  the  charm  of  night  iu  tlie  Tenderloin. 

When  yon 're  culiini;  a  cab  yoa  have  no  need  to  blab. 

As  to  where  yon'd  be  wending  your  coarae; 
The  driver  Is  fly  na  lie  winkelh  his  eye. 

And  cracketli  his  whip  on  Ills  horse: 
And  eoniehow  you  think  as  you  notice  his  wink. 

How  mnch  better  than  taklnt;  a  car; 
And  when  yon  nrrive  you  are  glad  you're  alive, 

And  you  don't  have  to  ask  where  you  are.— CAortM. 

It's  the  proapt- rine  soil  for  the  lobster  in  broil. 

For  the  saildle  rock  eiateiy  in  roaat, 
F'lr  the  varior  degrees  nf  demoralized  cheese, 

TIml  entwine  around  l>ed-riildfn  toast. 
For  the  clam  that's  supreme  when  it  wons  with  its  steam. 

And  the  chicken  that's  chopped  to  croquettes, 
And  the  coy  little  chops  that  are  servt-d  with  their  props. 

Wrapped  up  in  their  trim  pantalettes.— C/M>ri/«. 

And  those  playhouses  va^t  where  the  girl  with  a  past. 

Wears  a  dress  thiit's  alarmiiitrly  red; 
To  distinunish  her  quite  from  the  lady  in  wliite, 

Who's  the  maiden  ninel  modestly  bred; 
And  those  niiixlc  hall  shows  where  the  brain  flDds  repoee, 

While  the  soni;  and  dance  gentlemen  reels. 
And  the  saucy  souhrette  who's  proving  your  bet. 

That  her  brains  have  all  gone  to  her  heels.— CAortM. 

Those  athletic  cTiibs  brave  that  now  float  on  the  wava. 

On  a  popular  clamor  of  sport, 
That  are  giving  m  shows  that  are  made  np  of  blows 

or  a  frantic  and  furious  sort; 
And  we  welter  in  gore  and  we  clamor  for  more, 

And  we  ahont  for  the  blow  on  the  Jaw; 
And  the  use  of  the  glove  proves  it's  only  for  loTe, 

And  BO  we  comply  with  tlie  law.— CAoru<. 
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Words  and  muslo  by  Charles  Harvey. 


I  know  a  maid  whose  presence  flUs  eacli  home  with  peace  and  rest, 

And  she  Is  culled  Angelica  hy  those  who  know  her  best; 

An  aarenle  of  golden  hair  frnmes  in  her  lovely  face, 

Like  some  saint's  halo  when  she  goes  in  liigh  or  lowly  place; 

And  down  among  the  tenements,  a  BiBter  of  the  poor. 

Where  yoa  may  see  her  daily,  she  is  cali'd  the  "Angel  "  pnra. 

Cborcs. 

They  all  say:  "  Sweet  Angelica,  she  Is  an  angel  fair. 

In  the  tenements  she  is  a  jewel  rare; 

She  comforts  the  sick  with  her  sympathy,  her  charity  lightens  all  care. 

Sweet  Angelica,  she  Is  au  angel  fair." 

I've  seen  her  in  the  ball-room  gay,  where  gallants  seek  her  hand. 

She  wins  all  hearis  by  her  hrlght  smile:  that  smile's  a  sweet  command. 

And  I  liave  seen  that  self-same  smile  hid  some  poor  soul  take  heart. 

As  from  her  wealth  with  lavinh  hand  she  gave  a  gen'roiis  part. 

A  social  queen  In  satiu  rolM-s,  resplendent  does  she  shine, 

But  in  her  simple  dress  of  gray  she  seems  almost  divine.— CAortM. 

The  children  of  the  tenements  watch  for  her  day  by  day. 

For  often  she  will  make  them  glad  by  Joining  In  their  play: 

And  In  her  tender  arms  she'll  rock  some  weary  babe  to  sleep. 

Or  at  the  bedside  of  the  sick  a  midnight  vigil  keep; 

Her  life  among  the  snff'rlng  ones  Is  full  of  sacriflce. 

And  her  augelic  presence  niakea  each  home  a  paradise.- CAorut. 
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Words  and  muslo  by  Wm.  B.  Oray. 


The  old  cnnrt  hnnee  was  crowed,  all  within  began  lo  stare. 

When  a  gray-haired  woman  charge«]  wfih  theft  sat  In  the  pria'ner'B  chair 

Her  lawyer  eaid,  "My  client  is  a  widow,  old  and  poor, 

And  of  the  crime  with  which  she's  charged.  Is  innocent,  I'm  sure." 

The  Judge  then  to  the  woman  sitid,  "if  innocent  yuu  be. 

Anil  very  poor,  as  stated  by  your  counsellor  to  me, 

I'd  like  to  liave  you  tell  me  how  can  von  afford  to  pay 

This  bright,  young,  able  lawyer  for  defending  you  to-day." 

Chorus. 

Silence  washer  answer,  low  nIiu  bowed  her  head. 
When  the  boyish  looking  counsellor  arose  and  softly  said, 
"  'Tis  not  for  gbid  I'm  here,  air,  but  a  valae  far  above. 
For  the  pris'ner  is  tiie  mother  of  the  girl  I  love." 

The  bright  vonng  lawyer  pleaded  on  and  proved  conclusively. 

By  time  and  dute  the  ageil  pris'ner  guilty  could  not  be; 

The  Judite  sai<l,  ''Lady,  you're  discharged,  "  then  wiped  away  a  tear. 

And  added,  "  "Twns  a  pity  and  a  shame  to  bring  ynu  here." 

A  gray-haired  man  then  took  the  vnuthful  lawyer  by  the  hand. 

And  said,  "You've  acted  nobly,  sir,  the  speech  yon  made  was  grand;* 

1'hen  turning  to  the  ludy  he  said,  "Madam,  I  will  pay 

This  manly  fellow's  charges  for  his  services  to-day ."— CAot-u«. 


TLL  LOVE  YOU,  MOTHER. 

Oopyright.  107,  by  Wm.  E.  Knodt 
All  rights  reeerved. 
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Words  and  music  by  Wm  E.  Knodt. 


In  the  oatsklrts  of  a  city  lived  a  mother  and  her  boy, 

A  curly-headed  younuster,  her  idol  and  her  joy; 

Be  loved  his  mother  dearly,  and  ofttimes  while  at  play. 

Bis  eyes  would  wander  to  her  face,  and  this  to  her  he'd  aay: 

Chorus. 

•'  III  lore  yon,  mother,  when  I'm  far  away, 

I'll  love  yon,  mother,  forever  and  a  day; 

When  yon  are  old  and  feeble,  your  aged  head  Is  gray, 

I'll  love  you,  mother,  and  for  yon  I'll  pray.'' 

Fast  Ihe  years  flew  hy,  the  boy  by  this  time  to  manhood  grown. 
Loved,  honored  and  respected,  so  briclit  his  virtues  sliown; 
Fell  in  with  bad  companione,  those  he'd  t>een  taught  to  fear. 
Disgraced  his  name  by  forgery,  now  this  Is  what  we  hear: 

Chorus. 

"Don't  tell  my  motlier  that  I  forged  a  name. 
Don't  tell  my  motlier,  'twould  break  her  heart  In  twain; 
She's  getting  old  and  feeble,  her  aged  head  is  gray. 
Don't  tell  my  mother,  that  Is  all  I  pray." 
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Words  and  mudo  by  Charles  Oraham, 


Two  lovers  met  to  part  one  day,  for  she  had  said,  "I'm  going  away;** 
Once  more  they  met  to  say  farewell,  within  the  arbor  In  the  dell:  > 

They  qiiarrei'd,  bitter  words  had  passed,  ahe  tho't  their  love  could  never  last. 
"Forgive  me,  do  not  let  us  part,"  said  he,  "  'twould  break  my  heart.  " 

■  ^ '''■■.'■■■"■■■-- •■  Chords.      ■':-;-'■'.  ]  . 

"Hearts  were  not  made  to  break."  slowly  the  maiden  said,  ^ 

"Some  other  girl  you'll  happy  make,  she'll  be  your  wife  Instead;  ' 
Hearts  were  not  made  to  break,  flrst  love  will  often  die. 
And  out  in  the  world  we  may  find  true  love  waiting  for  yon  and  I.*' 

"Farewell,"  he  said,  and  walked  away;  "farewell,"  he  heard  her  softly  say; 
They  met  again  in  after  life,  but  she  was  then  another's  wife; 
He  often  thinks  of  when  they  met,  and  thongh  he  Is  not  mnrried  yet,    '■''■■■'. 
He  often  tells  another  maid  the  words  his  old  love  said.— CAortM. 
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Webman^s  Parlor  Conjurer.    A  capUal  little  band-book 

of  parlor  magic,  sleight  of  hand,  card  tricks,  coin  tricks,  and  directions 

for  the  construction  and  use  of  conjurer's  implements.    Sent  by  mail, 

l  po8^pald,  on  receipt  of  1 0  Cenf . 

Webman'B  Black  Art;  or  Magic  Made  Maay.    A 

full  and  complete  description  and  explanation  of  all  kinds  of  slelehtof-, 
hand  tricks  and  conjuring  with  cards  and  coins,  as  performed  By  the 
most  renowned  prestidigitators  and  conjurors;  together  with  wonderful 
experiments  in  magnetism,  chemistry,  electricity,  and  fireworks,  so 
simplified  as  to  he  adapted  for  amusement  in  the  home  circle.  Sent  by 
mafl,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  Cenf. 

Napoleon's  Complete  Dream  Book.  The  onl}'  reliable 
treatise  on  the  subject  (consulted  by  the  great  Corslcan),  giving  plain 
and  full  directions  for  fortune-telling  by  the  interpretation  of  dreams 
and  visions.    Also,  an  account  of  remarkable  dreams  and  visions,  and  a 

general  dictionary  of  their  signification.    Compiled  from  original  sources, 
y  Madame  Le  Normand,  author  of  "  Fortune-telling  by  Cards."    Sent 
by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  2S  Cent». 

The  Witch  Doctor's  Dream  Book.  Together  with 
much  curious  information  concerning  what  may  liappen.  By  far  the 
best  book  of  the  kind  ever  published;  containing  the  wisdom  of  the 
French  Astrologers;  the  Wheel  of  Fortune;  Fortune  Telling;  Lucky 
Days;  Gems  and  their  Significance-^  Lucky  Numt)ers,  etc.  Together  with 
a  complet«  table  giving  Interpretations  of  Dreams.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Olll)ert  and  others.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  26  Ct«, 

Webman's  Fortune-Telling  hy  Cards;  or  Carto- 

MANCY  MADE  EASY.  Being  a  pictorial  and  practical  explanation  of 
the  art  of  fortune-telling  by  the  use  of  ordinary  playing  cards;  the 
whole  fully  and  clearly  set  forth,  enabling  every  one  to  tell  his  own  for- 
tune and  that  of  others.  To  which  is  added  a  Treatise  on  Cliiromancy: 
or,  the  art  of  dhinatlon  through  reading  the  human  hand,  and  a  full 
description  of  the  book  of  Thot,  the  Eyptian  oracle  of  destiny.  Illus- 
trated with  1750  engravings.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
25  Cent*.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Motber  Sbipton's  Gipsy  Fortune-Teller  and  Dream. 

BOOK.  With  Napoleo.v's  Oraculcm.  Embracing  full  and  correct  rules 
of  divination  concerning  dreams  and  visions,  foretelling  of  future  eventa, 
their  scientific  application  to  Phvslognomy,  Physiology,  Moles,  Cards, 
Dice,  Dominoes,  Grounds  of  Coffee  and  Tea  Cups,  etc.,  together  with  the 
application  and  observance  of  Charms,  Spells  and  Incantations,  It  also 
gives  the  true  Interpretations  of  dreams,  and  the  lucky  numbers  of  the 
lottery  to  which  they  apply.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
1 0  Oenf .    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Webman's  Oracle  for  Women.  This  wonderful  book 
gives  1520  Infallible  witches'  answers  to  all  questions  that  may  interest 
women  in  every  position  of  life.  From  the  witches:  You  seek  knowledge 
as  to  your  prospects  in  life,  whether  good  or  Ill-fortune  awaits  vou; 
whether  you  ever  or  will  always  be  loved;  who  and  what  your  husband 
will  l)e;  whether  you  will  enjoy  blissful  happiness;  whether— in  fact,  a 
multitude  of  things  tliat  cause  the  heart  worrlment.  Well,  the  witches 
know  all,  and  will  unveil  the  mysteries  of  thy  future.  We  can  instruct 
you  in  matters  that  Interest  you  most.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  re- 
ceipt of  25  ('ent«.  U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  castL 
-^ — — ^ t         , 

Albertus  Magnus:  or  Egyptian  Secrets.    Bein|»  the 

approved,  verified,  sympathetic  and  natural  EgjiJtlan  secrets,  or  white 
and  black  art  for  man  and  beast.  The  book  of  nature  and  hidden  secrets 
and  mysteries  of  life  unveiled;  being  the  forbidden  knowledge  of  ancient 
philosophers,  by  that  celebrated  student,  philosopher,  chemist,  etc., 
etc.  This  extraordinary  work,  sometimes  called  the  great "  Fow  How; 
or.  Magic  Cure  Book."  is  held  by  thousands  to  be  the  only  sure  means  to 
avoid  sickness  In  their  families;  to  make  them  fortunate  In  their  crops 
and  stock  raising,  and  prosperous  in  all  their  undertakings,  enabling 
them  to  acquire  wealth,  honor  and  esteem  amongst  their  friends  ana 
neighbors.  Price  ONE  DOLLAR  per  copy,  or  3  copies,  to  one 
address,  for  $2.00.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Tbe  Sixtb  and  Seventb  Books  of  Moses.  Translated 
under  our  personal  supervision  into  the  English  language,  and  published 
by  us  for  the  first  time.  With  exact  copies  of  over  125  seals,  signs,  em- 
blems, etc.,  used  by  Moses,  Aaron,  Israelites,  Egyptians,  etc.,  in  their 
astonishing  magical  and  other  arts,  Including  the  period  of  time  covered 
by  the  Old  and  New  Testament.  This  wonderful  translation  is  of  great 
importance  to  the  Christian,  Deist,  Jew  or  Gentile,  Episcopalian  or 
Roman  Catholic,  and  dissenters  of  every  denomination.  The  extracts 
from  the  old  and  rare  Mosaic  books  of  the  Talmud  and  Cabala  are  In- 
valuable. It  is  from  the  German  translation  that  we  have  produced  the 
English  edition  of  the  Sixth  and  Seventh  Books  of  Moses.  The  German 
work  has  for  some  time  largely  circulated  in  Germany  and  among  the 
Germans  of  this  country,  and  is  pronounced  the  most  wonderful  work 
ever  published.  So  true  is  this  that  many  millions  of  Germans  and 
others  of  German  education  never  undertake  any  important  step  in  life 
relating  to  finance,  exchange,  or  health  without  seeking  from  its  pages 
advice  and  guidance.  The  magic  of  the  Israelites  Is  fully  explained— 
such  as  second  sight,  healing  the  sick,  spiritual  and  sensual  affection, 
divine  inspiration,  mesmeric  clairvoyance,  etc.  The  engravings  of  signs 
In  this  work  are  exact  copies  of  the  Israelites'  and  Egyptians'  to  accom- 
plish the  designs  for  good  or  evil  and  are  separately  explained.  This 
book  has  l)ecome  enormously  popular.  Beware  of  hiunbugs.  Vols.  1  and 
2  bound  together  in  one  volume.  Price  reduced  to  $  1  .OO  per  copy, 
or  3  copies  for  $2.00.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  8am«  as  cask 


Webman's  Book  on  Skating.  Full  Instructions  for 
plain  and  fancy  skating,  and  all  games  and  sports  on  the  ice.  Sent  by 
maO,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  to  Cents. 

Webman's  Gymnastic  Exercises.  For  the  develop- 
ment of  the  muscles  and  stature.  Bar  and  trapeze  exercises,  vaulting, 
climbing,  liftmg,  etc.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  lo  Cents. 

Webman's  Field  Sports  for  Boys.  Rules  and  regu- 
lations for  the  popular  English  games  of  hare  and  hounds,  prisoner's 
base,  hockey,  leap-frog,  trap,  etc.  Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
ID  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Webman's  Football.    Pmciical  instructions  on  the  duties 

of  rtayers  and  their  positions;  rules  of  the  game  as  played  by  prominent 
clubs  and  associations;  Instructions  for  umpiring,  etc.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  lo  Cents. 

Webman's  Atbletic  Exercises  for   Healtb    and 

STRENGTH.  Giving  full  directions  for  training,  walking,  running,  leap- 
ing, using  dumtvbells  (both  English  and  Frencu  method),  Indian  clubs, 
etc.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  lo  Cents. 

Webman's  Cricket  and  t,a  Crosse.  Plain,  full  and 
accurate  information  and  instruction  for  playing  the  English  national 
game  of  cricket,  and  the  Canadlon  game  of  la  crosse,  with  the  revised 
rules.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  Cents. 

Webman's  Atbletic  Games  of  Skill.  Qivinjr  full  in- 
structions for  the  games  of  bowling,  racquet  and  fives,  skittles  (both 
Dutch  and  French),  the  Scotch  game  of  golf,  etc.  Also,  athletic  feats 
with  the  sword.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  lo  Cents. 

Webman's  Art  of  Swimming.     A  plain  and  practical 

treatise  (Illustrated)  upon  this  most  useful  and  Invigorating  pastime, 
teaching  how  to  swim  wickwards,  forwards  and  sideways,  on  or  under 
the  water,  and  to  dive,  leap  and  float  In  every  possible  manner.  To  which 
is  appended  the  most  approved  and  certain  method  of  saving  life  from 
drowning  and  resuscitating  the  apparently  lifeless.  By  Charles  Weight- 
man,  the  Man  Fish.    Sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Webman's  Wizards'  Manual.    The  greatest  book  ever 

issued  of  Its  kind.  Complete  compendium  of  the  secrets  of  the  Magician, 
Mind  Reader  and  Ventriloquist.  Every  detail  carefully  explained  and 
fully  illustrated.  It  explains— How  to  Change  Paper  and  Bran  to  Milk 
and  Sugar,  How  to  Cut  a  Lady  In  Halves,  and  hundreds  of  other  marvel- 
ous feats  of  legerdemain.  It  also  teaches  how  to  read  a  person's  thoughts, 
so  that  you  can  reveal  numbers  and  names  thought  of,  find  hidden  ar- 
ticles, etc.    Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Webman's  New  Book  of  Tricks  and  Ventriloquists' 

GUIDE.  The  latest  and  best  book  published  on  tricks,  ventrfloquiBm, 
second  sight  and  fireside  mesmerism.  Illustrated  with  nearly  100  en- 
gravings. The  instructions  are  so  plainly  given  that  any  one,  with  a 
little  practice,  can  do  the  tricks,  as  they  only  require  simple  APPARATrs. 
A  few  of  the  tricks  are:  How  to  eat  a  peck  of  sha\ings  and  change  them 
to  ribbon;  how  to  make  a  dime  pass  through  a  table;  how  to  make  fire 
bum  under  water;  how  to  cut  off  a  chicken's  head  without  killing  it,  etc. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Bonaparte's  Oraculum;  or,  Tbe  Book  of  Fate.    The 

only  complete  American  edition.  This  Is  said  to  be  exactly  copied  from 
the  Book  of  Fate  consulted  by  Napoleon,  but  not  always  acted  upon  by 
him.  No  liberties  have  been  taken  with  the  original  text  In  the  transla- 
tion other  than  to  adapt  It  to  the  usages  of  this  country.  It  is  said  that 
an  Egyptian  found  Kleber's  assas.slnatlon  presaged  by  the  answers  of 
this  Oraculum;  but  that  he  was  prevented  by  the  aides-de-camp  from 
approaching  the  General.  The  result  Is  historical— Kleber  fell  l)enoath 
the  assassin's  stab.  Suitable  answers  are  given  to  questions  pertaining 
to  every  condition  in  life.    Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  ets. 

Aunt  Sally's  Policy  Players'  Dream  Book.    With 

this  book  you  have  the  sure  guide  to  lucky  dreams  and  lucky  numlJers. 
It  gives  you  the  true  Interpretation  of  dreams  and  also  numbers  of  the 
lottery  to  which  they  apply:  good  combinations  to  play;  signification  of 
cards  dreamed  of  and  their  numbers;  combination  table  for  saddles.  , 
gigs  and  horses;  table  for  finding  lucky  numbers;  numl)er  of  dreams  of  ' 
the  month,  for  davs  of  the  week;  the  Oraculum,  or  Napoleon  Bonaparte's 
Book  of  Fate— in  fact,  this  book  gives  all  the  sure  signs.  You  can  find 
out  whether  you  will  be  rich  or  poor,  lucky  or  unlucky;  wnether  you  will 
get  expectea  articles  that  your  mind  is  set  upon,  etc.  Sent  by  mail, 
po8^pald,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Maccahe'S  Art  of  Ventriloquism  and  Vocal  Jllu- 

8IONS,  with  full  directions  to  learners;  showing  how  to  practice  ven- 
triloquism: with  amusing  dialogues  for  beginners.  Including  the  "Reper- 
toire^' of  the  English  railway  porter,  as  performed  by  Frederick  Maccabe 
in  his  celebrated  ventrlloqulaf  entertainments.  Beginning  with  the  rudi- 
ments, this  book  shows  the  use  of  a  mirror;  the  proper  position  of  the 
lips;  how  to  give  the  Idea  of  "distance"  to  sounds:  the  use  of  the  "fal- 
setto" and  the  "guttural";  imitations  of  different  animals,  amusing 
experiments,  ventnloqulal  dialogues,  etc.  Together  with  valuable  hints 
in  regard  to  breathing,  speaking  and  singing.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid, 
on  receipt  of  1  o  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 
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Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  PiUitlwr,  108  Park  Row,  Now  Yoifc. 
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PO PULAR   HAND-BOO KS 

SENT   POST-PAID  AT  THE  PRICES   MARKED. 


Webman'8  Book   on   Dogs.      How   to  keep  and  train 

them.  Descriptions  of  the  various  oreeds,  their  characteristics  and 
points,  and  their  management  In  health  and  disease.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  lo  Centa. 

Wehman's   Book   on    Rabbits.      How    to   breed    and 

manage  them.  Tells  how  to  arrange  tholr  houses,  and  gives  careful  In- 
■tructions  as  to  their  food  and  treatment,  both  In  health  and  disease. 
Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  lo  Cents. 

Webntan's  Book  on  Pigeons.  For  ploasiiro  and  profit. 
Tells  of  the  different  varieties,  both  wild  and  domestic,  with  full  direc- 
tions for  their  breeding  and  care.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
lo  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Webman's  Book  on  Song  Birds.  Tells  liow  to  rear 
and  treat  all  the  blrd.s  that  are  capable  of  toeing  domesticated  as  house- 
hold songters.  In  health  and  disease.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  lo  Cents.    U.  S.  po.stage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Webman's  Book  on  Pets.    Tlieircare  ntid  manngement, 

Including  squirrels,  guinea  pigs,  white  mice,  etc.  Also,  instructions  for 
aquariums,  and  the  care  of  silk  worms.  Sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  on  re- 
ceipt of  10  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Webman's  Book  on  Base-Ball.  Full  directions  for 
playing  the  American  national  game.  The  revised  rules  of  the  game, 
with  explanatory  notes,  in.strnctlons  for  scoring,  etc.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  rente. 


Weho'an's  Rowing  and  Sculling 

as  to  the  selection  and  use  or    "" 


_  Pull  Instructions 
all  manner  of  rowboats,  from  the  elght- 
oared  iMirge  to  the  single  scull.  Also,  a  chapter  on  canoeing.  Sent  by 
mall,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  10  Cents. 


Webman's  Boxing  and  Wrestling,  Gives  full  direc- 
tions In  regard  to  the  various  positions,  modes  of  attack  and  defence, 
training,  etc.  With  numerous  illustrations.  Sent  b}-  mail,  postpaid,  on 
receipt  of  10  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Webman's    Draughts,    Backgammon,    Dominoes 

AND  SOLIT.\IRE.  Kuit-s  for  Ix-ginners  in  tnese  well-known  and  i)opular 
household  games,  with  a  large  niunber  of  interesting  and  instructive 
problems,    sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  Cents. 

Owen  Swift's  Boxing  Without  a  Master.    Explained 

in  BO  easy  a  manner  that  any  i)orson  may  comprehend  this  useful  art. 
Containing  descriptions  of  correct  pugilistic  attitudes,  feints,  blows  and 
guards,  as  practised  by  the  most  celebrated  boxers  of  the  past  and 
present,  mth  numerous  spirited  engravings.  By  Owen  Swift,  Master 
of  the  art  of  boxing.    Sent  oy  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 5  Cents. 

De  Witt's  Complete  American  Farrier  and  Horse 

DOCTOR.  An  American  Ixxik  for  Amerlcjin  horsemen;  with  copious 
notes  from  the  l)est  English  and  American  authorities,  showing  plainly 
how  to  breed,  rear  buv,  sell,  cure,  shoe,  and  keep  that  most  useful  and 
valuable  animal,  the  horse.  With  many  superior  illustrations.  Sent  by 
mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  <'rnts. 

De  Witt's  American  Chess  Manual,    By  an  old  player. 

Containing  full  Instructions  for  players.  Also,  the  new  rules  of  the  game 
as  adopted  by  the  American  Chess  Association.  Together  with  an  ac- 
count of  the  American  Chess  Congres.Hes  held  since  1857,  and  the  records 
of  Chess  Tournej's,  with  a  choi<:e  selection  of  end  games,  problems,  etc. 
Edited  by  Henry  Chadwlck.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
10  Cents.    U.  s.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Webman's  Practical  Poultry  Book.  Many  old- 
fashioned  farmers  are  inclined  to  discredit  the  statement  that  there  is 
money  in  poultry.  Why?  Hocause  they  are  not  up  to  the  new  and  im- 
proved ideas  in  poultrv  management.  A  little  trial  of  the  rules  laid  down 
in  this  book  will  soon  dispel  all  misgivings  In  this  direction,  and  tend  to 
convince  the  most  skeptical  that  there  is  money  In  poultry-keeping. 
Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Webman's  American  J^ive  Stock  Manual.  Many  a 
man  has  lost  a  valuable  animal  for  no  other  reason  than  he  did  not  know 
how  to  take  care  of  it  when  well,  or  treat  It  properly  when  sick.  The 
cost  of  this  book  is  but  a  trifle,  but  It  is  simply  worth  its  weight  in  gold 
to  any  man  who  owns  cattle  of  any  kind,  for  it  Is  a  complete  text  IxKik, 
containing  the  fullest  Information  regarding  the  rearing  of  live  stoi-k, 
both  In-  health  and  dlsea.se.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cts, 

Webman's  Book  on  the  Art  and  Science  of  Boxing 

AND  SELF-DEFENCE.  A  full  knowledge  of  the  rules  laid  down  in  this 
book,  and  a  careful  study  of  the  plates  thereto  attached  will  enable  one 
to  "  hold  his  own  "  wheresoever  he  may  go  and  with  whomsoever  he  may 
come  In  contact.  The  pictures  show  every  pos.slble  attitude  for  blow, 
feint,  stop,  dodge  or  get-away.  A  voluminous  outline  of  the  lives  of  a 
large  number  who  have  entered  the  ring  to  prove  tholr  prowess  Is  ap- 
pended as  examples  of  what  may  be  achieved  by  thorough  tralnlntr.  It 
also  contains  the  '•  London  VtV/m  Ring  Rules  "  and  '•  Revised  (jueensbury 
Rules."    Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Webman's  Magic  I^antem  :  its  principle  and  bow 

TO  USE  IT.  Careful  mstructions  for  tiieir  use  in  their  simplest  as  well 
as  their  most  elalxjrate  forms,  with  estimates  of  cost,  list  or  views,  etc. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  <'ciits. 


Webman's  Book  on  Fireworks.  How  to  make  and 
use  them  proi)erly.  Careful  directions  for  the  manufacture  of  simple 
fireworks  for  home  recreation  and  display,  by  which  an  admirable  ex- 
hibition may  be  made  with  very  little  trouble  or  expense.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  CentH. 


Webman's  Chemical  Wonders  for  Home  Fxbibi- 

TION  Careful  directions  for  a  great  variety  of  Instructive  and  Inte- 
resting experiments  In  chemistry,  for  home  and  school  entertainments, 
with  a  list  of  the  articles  renulred  for  the  pur|X)se,  and  directions  for 
their  purchase.    Sent  by  mail,  }>o.st-paid,  on  receipt  uf  lo  Cents. 

Morgan's  Fxpose  of  Freemasonry.  Containing  all 
the  degrees  conferrea  by  a  Master's  lo<lee,  as  written  by  Cant.  William 
Morgan.  By  Geo.  K.  Crafts,  fonnerly  Thrice  Puissant  Qrand  Master  of 
Manitou  Council,  New  York.  Sent  by  mall,  imst  paid,  on  receipt  of 
*S  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as, cash. 

Henry  Tucker's  Clog  Dancing  Made  Fasy.     By 

Henry  Ticker.  The  elements  and  practice  or  this  art,  so  popular  on  the 
minstrel  stage,  are  hero  simpliHed  and  explained;  siiowing  all  the  steps 
and  figures,  giving  examples;  full  explanations  of  the  terms  used,  and 
all  Information  necessary  for  becoming  a  graceful  clog  dancer.  32  pp. 
Sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  1 6  Cents. 

Webman's   Book   of  Ready-Made    Speeches   and 

TOASTS.  This  lxx)k  contains  Presentation  Speeches,  At  and  After  Dinner 
Speeches,  Political  Speeches,  Welcomes,  Congratulations,  School  Com- 
mencement Valedictories,  Salutatorles.  etc.  Also  toasts  and  welcomes 
on  various  sublects.  From  this  book  you  may  learn  some  lessons  that 
win  prove  profitable  when  called  upon  to  speak  or  respond  to  some  toast 
or  sentiment.  Send  for  a  copy  and  prepare  yourself.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  ag  Cents. 

Prof.  Cartier's  Waltz  Instructor,  Ball-room  Guide 

AND  CALL  BOOK.  (Revised  edition.)  This  book  gives  full  Instructions 
for  learning  all  the  positions  and  steps,  with  ample  directions  for  square 
and  round  dances,  including  the  newest  and  most  popular  dances  of  the 
day.  Also  full  directions  for  leading  the  "German,"  and  for  "calling 
off  "  the  figures  of  the  different  dances,  so  that  any  person  can  act  as 
prompter,  and  regulate  all  the  movements  of  a  ball-room.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Webman's   Complete  Dancing  Master  and  Call  ( 

BOOK.  All  the  figures  of^the  German  and  every  new  and  fashionable  ( 
dance  known  in  Europe  or  America.  This  book  is  written  In  so  simple  a 
manner  that  any  child,  by  reading  It,  can  become  an  expert  in  dancing 
without  the  aid  of  a  teacher.  All  the  latest  and  fashionable  dances  are 
minutely  described  by  Illustration  from  life,  expliinlng  positions  in 
round  dances,  etc.,  and  this  original  method  enables  persons  to  learn  the 
waltz  by  practicing  It  a  very  few  times.  Hints  on  the  management  of 
balls,  etc.    Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Webster's  Business  Man;  or,  Counting-House  Cor- 

RESPONDENT.  Containing  plain,  practical  directions  for  carrying  on 
everyklndof  commercial  and  hanking  business— Including  mercantile  let- 
ters on  every  conceivable  subject;  laws  and  usages  of  lianklng  and  broker- 
age; forms  of  official  panerson  shipping.  Insurance,  etc.  Also  containing 
an  extensive  and  useful  glossary  of  words  and  phrases  used  In  com-  f 
merclal  and  banking  circles.  Together  with  a  br'ef  but  comprelienslve  > 
table  of  the  coin  and  currency  In  use  by  the  different  nations  of  the 
world,  giving  relative  values,  etc.  This  Ixwk  Is  a  standard  of  reference 
on  all  points  of  mercantile  usage,  and  should  be  In  every  business  office 
and  counting-room.    Sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  as  Cents. 

Webman's  Great  Big  Book.  Endless  cntcrlnlnnient  for 
the  million:  15  short  stories.  •.»()  parlor  games,  aw  riddles  and  conundrums, 
126  money-making  secrets,  IHO  alburn  ver.ses,  i  Roman  cross  puzzle.  1  star 
puzzle,  1  Chinese  puzzle,  l  great  13  puzzle,  1  laughalile  game  of  fortune- 
telling,  1  deaf  and  dumb  alphabet,  las  designs  for  stamping  embroidery 
and  fancy  work,  24  Illustrated  rebuses,  l  game  of  nine  penny  Morris,  1  * 
game  of  fox  and  geese,  25  nlctures  of  noted  persons.  lOO  iH)pular  .songs,  10  ( 
pieces  of  music.  1  oracle  of  Kisslngand  fortune-telling  tablet,  1  Buckner's  ,' 
musical  chart  (samk  as  soi.n  kor  $1.00),  the  marriage  looklng-gla.ss, 
comic  readings,  etc.,  all  In  a  great  big  Iwok.  pages  nearly  a  foot  square. 
Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Webman's  Book  of 


Get) 


f  foo  Secrets:   or  How  to 

RICH  WHEN  YOUR  POCKETS  ARE  EMI'TY.  A  S2.(K)  l)Ook  for  25  cts. 
Reader,  are  you  poor?  This  may  he  the  stepping  stone  to  your  future 
prosperity.  It  will  lead  you  to  something  that  is  just  as  sure  to  pave 
your  way  to  fortune  as  that  you  now  exist.  A  bright  future  Is  yours  If 
you  only  stretch  out  your  hand  and  grasp  the  golden  key  that  unlocks 
the  vault  that  oiiens  to  your  astonished  gaze  the  hidden  treasure.  Any 
person,  male  or  female,  married  or  single,  with  just  a  little  pluck,  will 
i)e  enabled  with  any  one  of  the  TOO  secrets  in  this  book  to  make  a  start  on 
the  sure  road  to  wealth  and  luxury.  Sent  by  mail,  iwst-pald,  on  receipt 
of  25  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  108  Park  Row,  New  York. 
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POPULAR  HAND-BOOKS 

SENT  POST-PAID  AT  THE  PRICES  MARKED. 


De  WiWs  Choice  Readings  and  Select  Recitations, 

No.  1.  This  book,  the  first  of  the  series,  contains  40  choice  readings 
and  recitations  upon  a  variety  of  subjects,  and  all  Interesting.  In  short, 
quantity,  quality,  and  low  price  are  Its  salient  features.  Sent  by  mall, 
postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  Cents. 

Macaulay's  Acting  Dialogues.  Containing  nearly  one 
hundred  of  the  finest  dialogues  In  the  language,  including  choice  pieces 
for  from  two  to  fifteen  characters.  These  pieces  are  all  eminently 
dramatic,  afifordlng  every  speaker  a  good  chance  to  act  oitt  the  differ- 
ent parts.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  26  Cents. 

De  Witt's  Columbian  School  Speaker.  A  clioice  col- 
lection of  recitations  especially  arranged  and  adapted  for  patriotic  cele- 
brations, such  as  Fourth  of  July,  Decoration  Day,  and  Grand  Army  Re- 
unions. These  pieces  will  serve  to  tincture  youthful  minds  with  true 
American,  patriotic  spirit,  also  to  kindle  the  patriotism  of  American 
lleteners.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  Cents. 

De  Witt's  Choice  Readings  and  Select  Recitations, 

No.  2.  This  book,  the  second  of  the  series,  contains  48  choice  readings 
and  recitations  upon  a  variety  of  subjects,  and  all  Interesting.  The  con- 
tents of  this  book  is  entirely  different  from  No.  1.  In  short,  quantity, 
quality,  and  low  price  are  its  salient  features.  Sent  by  mall,  post-palo, 
on  receipt  of  10  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Humorous  School  Speaker.  Containing  a 
choice  selection  of  pieces  in  prose  and  verse  that  will  "serve  to  make 
those  laugh  who  never  laughed  before,  and  those  who  always  laugh 
laugh  all  the  more."  Such  pieces  are  always  in  demand.  There  isn't  a 
dull  or  objectionable  line  In  this  book,  and  It  Is,  therefore,  a  good  book 
to  place  In  the  hands  of  young,  humorously-inclined  reciters.  Sent  by 
mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  Tents. 

De  Witt's  Academic  School  Speaker.  Containing  a 
selection  of  pieces  especially  adapted  to  the  school  and  academy.  It 
contains  pieces  by  the  most  celebrated  authors,  such  as  Charles  Dicfeens, 
Robert  Burns,  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Shakespeare,  W.  C.  Bryant,  Oliver  Gold- 
smith, Lord  Macaulay,  John  Milton,  Lord  Byron,  Thomas  Gray,  Thomas 
Campbell,  and  many  others.  Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
TEN  CENTS.    U.  8.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Choice  Readings  and  Select  Recitations, 

No.  8.  This  book,  the  third  of  the  series,  contains  60  choice  readings 
and  recitations  upon  a  variety  of  subjects,  and  all  Interesting.  The  con- 
tents of  this  book  Is  entirely  different  from  Nos.  l  and  2.  In  short,  quan- 
tity, quality  and  low  price  are  its  salient  features.  Sent  by  mall,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  1 0  Cents.  Clean  and  unused  U.  S.  postage  stamps 
taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Choice  Readings  and  Select  Recitations, 

No.  4.  This  book,  the  fourth  of  the  series,  contains  53  choice  readings 
and  recitations  upon  a  variety  of  subjects,  and  all  Interesting.  The  con- 
tents of  this  book  Is  entirely  different  from  Nos.  1,  Zand  3.  In  short, 
quantity,  quality,  and  low  price  are  Its  salient  features.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  Cents.  Clean  and  unused  United  States 
postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Exhibition  School  Speaker.  Comprising 
very  many  of  the  most  exquisite  pieces  in  our  language,  particularly 
adapted  for  recitation  In  public.  There  Is  no  accomplishment  that  Im- 
parts such  a  nameless  grace  as  the  faculty  of  reading  and  reciting 
plainly  and  eloquently.  This  work  furnishes  many  of  the  finest  pieces 
for  elocutionary  effect  in  the  language.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  re- 
ceipt of  lo  Centa.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Thespian  School  Speaker.  Containing 
pieces  that  have  been  recited  on  the  stage  and  In  the  drawing-room  by 
1  many  of  our  leading  actors  and  actres-ses.  It  contains  40  selections  by 
{  well-known  authors,  such  as  Shakespeare,  Tennyson,  Clement  Scott, 
.  Knowles.  Lowell,  Whlttler,  Swinburne.  Bulwer,  Southey,  Brougham, 
j  Cornwall,  Buchannan  and  many  others.  Its  contents  comprises  some 
,  of  the  flnestpleces  In  the  English  language.  Price,  by  mall,  post-paid, 
TEN  CENTS.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

j  De  Witt's  American  School  Speaker.  Containing  63 
)  choice  selections  for  declamation  and  recitation,  suitable  for  school,  par- 
,  lor  or  platform  recital.  The  following  are  a  few  of  its  selections,  viz.:— 
'  The  American  Indians— Character  or  Washington— Modem  Republics - 
I  Evils  of  War— Llljerty  and  Greatness- American  Institutions— Chris- 
tianity the  Basis  of  Liberty— The  Land  of  Our  Birth— The  Warrior— The 
'  Slitp  of  State— The  AVorld— and  52  other  first-class  pieces.  Big  value  at 
J  a  nominal  cOst.    Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  Cents. 

I 

I  De  Witt's  Platform  School  Speaker.  A  collection  of 
new  recitations  for  parlor  and  school  entertainment  purposes.    By  Dora 

,  V.  Burtls.  These  selections  are  unhackneyed,  many  of  them  never  be- 
fore having  appeared  in  print.  An  entire  evening's  entertainment  can 
l)e  taken  from  Its  pages  without  a  padding  of  time-honored,  but  worn- 

'  out  recitations;  this  merit,  if  no  other.  Insures  its  success.  Professional 
and  amateur,  teacher  and  student,  will  find  In  this  book  a  combination 
of  material  valuable  and  Interesting.    Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt 

)  of  lO  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 


Wehman's  I^ittle  Folks'  Stories.    A  clmrtnlng  book 
which  will  afford  the  little  folks  many  an  evening's  entertainment  and 
amusement.     It  contains  twenty  entirely  original  stories,  embracing 
a  wide  range  of  subjects,  beautifully  illustrated  by  the  Justly  celebrated 
artist,  PaulKonewka.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Prescott's  Standard  Recitations.  Gailiered  with  great 
care  from  the  best  American  and  Englisli  specimens  of  first-class  pieces 
for  speaking  in  schools,  and  for  home  recreation  and  improvement. 
This  book  Is  well  printed  on  fine  quality  book  paper,  from  clear,  readable 
type,  and  bound  in  handsome  colored  cover.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  25  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  ca.sh. 

De  Witt's  Choice  Readings  and  Select  Recitations, 

No.  6.  This  t)00k,  the  fifth  of  the  series,  contains  44  choice  readings 
and  recitations  upon  a  variety  of  subjects,  and  all  interesting.  The  con- 
tents of  this  book  is  entirely  different  from  Nos.  1,2,  Sand  4.  In  short, 
quantity,  quality,  and  low  price  are  Its  salient  features.  Sent  by  mail, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  1 0  Cents.  Clean  and  unused  United  States  i 
postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Gas  Williams'  Standard  Recitations.    Containing  a 

freat  number  of  pathetic,  powerful.  Instructive  and  humorous  articles 
y  the  best  authors  of  the  times,  many  of  which  have  t)een  delivered  by 
the  compiler,  with  every  mark  of  popular  appreciation,  before  large  ana 
intellectual  audiences  throughout  the  United  States.  Printed  on  a  good 
quality  of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  tvpe,  and  lK)und  substantially  in 
handsome  paper  cover.    Sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  Cents. 

Wehman's  Selection  of  Popular  Recitations,  No.  i. 

This  book,  the  first  of  the  series,  contains  88  recitations  of  wide  range  of  , 
subjects;  some  full  of  strength,  fire  and  patriotism;  others  overflowinff 
with  tender  feeling  and  sweet  pathos,  and  still  others  filled  with  broad 
humorand  Irresistible  drollery,  and  all  popular.  Recitations  appropriate 
to  all  occasions  will  be  found  in  this  Ik»ok.  Sent  by  mall,  poet  paid,  on 
receipt  of  25  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Prescott's  Social  Readings  and  Recitations.     A 

collection  of  excellent  pieces  of  wide  range  of  subjects;  some  full  of  ' 
strength,  fire  and  patriotism;  others  overflowing  with  tender  feeling  and 
sweet  pathos,  and  still  others  filled  with  broad  humor  and  irresigtlble 
drollery.  For  use  In  schools  and  lyceums  or  by  the  home  fireside.  Well 
printed  on  good,  substantial  l)ook  paper,  rrora  clear,  readable  type,  and 
Dound  In  attractive,  heavy,  colored  cover.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of.  as  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Gus  Williams'  Fireside  Recitations,  No.  x.     This  I 

book,  the  first  of  the  series,  contains  95  of  the  purest  and  most  Interest- 1 
ing  and  effective  pieces  In  prose  and  poetry  in  the  language.    Many  of 
the  articles  In  this  book  have  been  recited  by  the  compiler,  with  every 
mark  of  approval,  before  large  audiences.    While  many  of  the  favorite 
standard  pieces  are  retained,  the  majority  are  those  newer  and  fresher 

Eroductions  that  are  difficult,  if  not  impossible,  to  find  in  anyone  volume, 
entby  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Wehman's  Selection  of  Popular  Recitations,  No.  a. 

This  lx)ok,  the  second  of  the  series,  contains  89  carefully  selected  recita- 
tions of  wide  range  of  subjects;  some  full  of  strength,  fire  and  patriotism; 
others  overflowing  with  tender  feeling  and  sweet  pathos,  and  still  others 
filled  with  broad  humor  and  irresistible  droUerj',  and  all  popular.  Reci- 
tations appropriate  to  all  occasions  will  l)e  round  In  this  lKX)k.  This 
selection  or  pieces  Is  entirely  different  from  No.  1.  Sent  by  mall,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  2  5  Cents.    U.  S.  iwstage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Wehman' s  Selection  of  Popular  Recitations,  No.  j. 

This  book,  the  third  of  the  series,  contains  88  carefully  selected  recita- 
tions of  wide  range  of  subjects;  some  full  of  strength,  fire  and  patriotism; 
others  overflowing  with  tender  feeling  and  sweet  pathos,  and  still  others 
filled  with  broad  humor  and  irresistible  drollery,  and  all  popular.  Reci- 
tations appropriate  to  all  occasions  will  l>e  found  in  this  nook.  This  se- 
lection or  pieces  Is  entirely  different  from  Nos.  l  and  2.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents.  Clean  and  unused  United  States 
postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Wehman's  Selection  of  Popular  Recitations,  No.  4. 

This  book,  the  fourth  of  the  series,  coiitain.s  94  carefully  selected  reclta- 
tionsof  wide  range  of  subjects;  some  full  of  strength,  fire  and  patriotism; 
others  overflowing  with  tender  feeling  and  sweet  pathos,  and  still  others 
filled  with  broad  humor  and  irresistible  drollery,  and  all  popular.  Reci- 
tations appropriate  to  all  occasions  will  be  found  In  this  book.  This  se- 
lection of  pieces  Is  entirely  difterent  from  Nos.  l,  2  and  3.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  (ems;  Clean  and  unused  Unlted'^ States 
postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Gus  Williams'  Fireside  Recitations,  No.  a.      This 

lKK)k,  the  second  of  the  series,  contains  a  choice  collection  of  98  pieces  in 
prose  and  poetry,  especially  adapted  for  reading  and  speaking  by  the 
members  of  refined,  select  home  circles.  It  must  l)e  remembered  that  be- 
cause Mr.  Williams  Is  a  very  fcvx  y  man.  it  by  no  means  follows  that  he  is 
merely  a  funny  man.  Humor  is  butone  side  of  his  diversified  character; 
he  is  as  noted  for  his  fine  perception  and  delineation  of  more  serious  sen- 
timents. He  knows  exactly  the  kind  of  article  to  start  a  hearty  laugh,  or 
—as  In  this  work— to  l)egulie  us  of  our  tears.  Sent  by  maU.  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  25  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  108  Park  Row,  New  York. 
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POPULAR  HAND-BOOKS 

SENT  POST-PAID  AT  THE  PRICES  MARKED. 


De  WiWa  Scholar's  School  Dialogues.    A  fine  selec- 
tion of  pieces  for  School  exhibitions,  evenliijr  entertainments,  and  similar 
occasions.    It  contains  a  budget  of  good  tilings  for  scholars,  both  In 
>  verse  and  prose.    Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  <^enta. 

De  Witt's  Select  School  Dialogues.  This  seUciion 
is  marked  by  an  absence  of  all  inflated,  boniba.stlc  articles.  A  number  of 
the  dialogues  are  on  subjects  of  every -day  occurrejices,  and  express  sen- 
timents and  ideas  familiar  to  both  spt^akers  and  listeners.  Sent  by  mall, 
po6^paid,  on  receipt  of  10  Cents. 

De  Witt's  Superior  School  Dialogues.    As  tiie  title 

suggests,  so  the  contents  of  this  bo<ik.  Containing  carefully  selected 
pieces  for  school,  academy  and  exhibition  use.  Its  salient  features  are 
quality,  quantity,  and  small  price.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
1 0  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Thespian   School  Dialogues.     Containing 

a  choice  selection  of  dialogues  suitalile  for  private  theatricals,  and  for 
the  use  of  dramatic  associations.  These  pieces  are  all  eminently  dra- 
matic, affording  every  vouiig  person  a  chance  to  show  his  particular 
genius.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  Cents. 

De  Witt's  Familiar   School  Dialogues.      A   very 

choice  and  commendable  selection  of  pieces  suitable  for  home  and 
public  exhibitions.  A  good  lK)ok  to  place  In  the  hands  of  scholars,  as  it 
contains  the  "cream"  of  school  dialogues.  Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  lo  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Unequalled  School  Dialogues.  Presents 
a  fine  example  of  what  can  be  done  in  the  way  of  dialogue  speaking.  It 
is  Impossible  to  get  together  a  better  collection  of  real  sterling  pieces. 
Each  dialogue  tells  an  instructive  story.  Sent  by  mail,  post-paia,  on  re- 
ceipt of  10  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Public  School  Dialogues.  Containing  a 
selection  of  the  newest  and  choicest  dialogues  for  use  in  public  schools 
and  academies.  This  book  contains  many  of  those  beautiful  dialogues, 
ftill  of  wit,  wisdom  and  forensic  tire,  that  have  been,  and  will  continue 
to  be,  general  favorites.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  lo  Cents. 

Webster's  Progressive  Speaker.  A  very  fine  selection 
of  most  admirable  pieces.  Just  the  thing  needed  in  tlie  higher  classes  of 
schools,  and  for  pleasant  home  entertainments.  Well  printed,  from 
clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  in  handsome  colored  cover.  Sent  by 
mall,  post-paid,  oh  receipt  of  25  Cents.  U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken 
same  as  cash. 

Webster's  Youthful  Speaker.  Containing  a  great  num- 
ber of  choice,  eloquent,  and  effective  pieces,  eminently  suitable  for  dec- 
lamation by  intermediate  pupils  in  sdiool  exhibitions,  and  on  similar 
occasions.  Well  printed  on  go«jd  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and 
bound  in  handsome  colored  cover.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
Twenty-five  Cents.    U.  S.  posUige  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Original  School  Dialogues.     A  first  class 

collection  of  dialogues  fur  school  and  family  reauing  and  representation. 
Parents  cannot  place  a  letter  U)ok  in  the  hands  of  their  children,  as  its 
contents  will  serve  to  Instruct  them  wholesomely,  and  prove  a  medium 
with  which  to  entertain  others.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
10  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  us  cash. 

De  Witt's  Academic  School  Dialogues.  By  O.  Au- 
gusta Cheney.  Containing  the  following  selection  of  popular  dialogues, 
viz.:— Mr.  Bliss' Vision- High  IJfe  Uelow  Stairs— Boarding  on  a  Farm- 
Taming  a  Wife— John  Smith's  Trials-Aunt  Rachel's  Friglit^The  Hypo- 
chondrlac  Cured— Aunt  ratiences  Ear-Trumpet.  Sent  by  mall,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  1 0  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Popular  School  Dialogues.  Containing 
the  following  dialogues,  suitable  for  home,  social  and  public  gatherings, 
viz.:— Marrying  in  haste -Wanted,  a  servant- -Taming  a  lion -The  sly 
young  man— Above  suspicion -Doing  the  grand— Turning  the  tables— 
The  society  of  grumblers— The  young  philosopher-  Repenting  at  leisure. 
Pieces  are  for  male  and  female  characters.  Sent  by  mall,  iwst-pald,  on 
receipt  of  10  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamjw  taken  same  as  cash. 


De  Witt's  Platform  School  Dialogues.  Bv  Horatio 
Alger  and  O.  Augusta  Cheney.  A  carefully  selected  collection  of  dia- 
logues that  have  nearly  all  been  used  at  exhibitions  in  different  parts  of 
the  country,  and  met  with  great  success,  which  led  to  their  publication. 
Although  meant  for  representation,  readers  will  And  them  a  source  of 
entertainment.  These  pieces  are  the  iMist  of  their  kind.  Sent  by  mall, 
poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  <;ents.  U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same 
as  cash. 

Wehman's  Recitations  for  Christmas.  Edited  by 
Margaret  Holmes.  Sixty  choice  selections  from  the  best  writers,  suit- 
able for  use  in  Christmas  entertainments  In  church  and  school.  Among 
the  authors  represented  are  Dickens.  Aldrlch,  Ilowells.  Lew  Wallace,  R. 
H.  Stoddard,  John  Boyle  O'Reilly,  Ilerrlck,  Coleridge,  Geo.  W.  Curtis 
Margaret  Holmes,  Thomas  Nelson  Page,  Julia  Goddarn,  Phoebe  Cary,  and 
Thomas  Hood.  Well  printed,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  In 
handsome  colored  cover.    Sent  by  mail.  j»o8t-paid,  on  receipt  of  26  ct». 


De  Witt's  Challenge  School  Speaker.  A  choice  col- 
lection of  stirring,  effective,  and  brilliant  gems,  expressly  prepared  for 
the  display  of  forensic  talent,  whether  tragic,  pathetic,  or  argumentative. 
Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  Cents. 

De  Witt's  Perfection  School  Speaker.  No  otlier  col- 
lection of  pieces  has  any  right  to  l>e  compared  to  this.  It  is  the  very  best 
of  them.  There  Isn't  a  chip  of  dead  -wooa  in  it.  Every  speech  is  marked 
by  some  excellent  quality,  either  of  subject  or  expression.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  Cents. 

De  Witt's  Improved  School  speaker.  Tiiis  l)ook  is 
In  every  way  an  Improvement  on  nine  tenths  of  the  Speakers  published. 
All  the  pieces  are  of  a  kind  that  must  make  them  heartily  liked  by  both 
teachers  and  pupils.  There  is  not  a  heavy,  dull  article  in  the  work.  Sent 
by  mall,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  <'ents. 

Webster's  I^ittle  Folks'  Speaker.    Comprising   many 
standard  nieces,  as  well  as  a  great  many  original  compositions,  embrac- 
ing a  wide  range  of  subjects.    This  book  Is  well  printed,  from  clear.  > 
readable  type,  and  Ixiunu  in  durable,  handsome,  colored  paper  cover. 
Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  35  Cents. 


De  Witt's  Superior  School   Speaker.    A  successful  , 

effort  has  been  made  to  render  this  superior  to  anv  published.  There  are  f 
many  fresh,  hearty,  original  pieces  In  the  work,  that  will  Impress  andde-  | 
light  all  lovers  of  spirited  Bi)eaklng.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  > 
of  10  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash.  I 

De  Witt's  Public  School  Speaker.    Containing  a  selec-  ) 
tion  of  the  choicest  pieces  for  recitation  In  public  schools,  academies,  etc.  ■> 
This  book  is  in  the  ascending  scale    the  sentiments,  style,  and  lessons  [ 
taught  are  all  of  a  higher  grade  than  those  of  the  "Primary  School 
Speaker."    Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  I'ents. 

De  Witt's  Irish  Dialect  School  Speaker.  A  care- 
fully compiled  collection  of  Irish  dialect  pieces  In  prose  and  poetry,  some 
of  which  are  pathetic,  some  dramatic  and  soul-stirring,  and  others  full 
of  Irresistible  Irish  humor.  Suitable  for  school,  parlor  or  platform  re- 
cital.   Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  lO  Cents. 

De  Witt's  Patriotic  School  Speaker.  Filled  with  the 
noblest  bursts  of  patriotic  eloquence.  In  prose  and  verse.  Every  youth 
that  feels  -  as  all  should  feel— that  he  has  a  country  to  admire  and  love, 
should  master  the  brilliant  specimens  of  oratory  that  abound  in  this 
book.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  Cents. 

De  Witt's  Temperance  School  Speaker.  A  fine  col- 
lection of  recitations  and  readings  suitable  for  schools,  temperance 
meetings,  anniversaries,  and  social  gatherings.  Much  of  Its  contents 
will  tend  to  make  an  Indelible  Impression  upon  youthful  minds  as  to  the 
evil  effects  of  Intemperance.    Price,  by  mau,  post-paid,  1 0  Cents. 

De  Witt's  Choice  School  Speaker.  Tlie  pieces  in  iliis 
book  are  most  carefully  chosen  from  many  hundreds  of  the  best  pieces. 
Any  one  having  a  copy  of  this  book  will  never  l>e  at  loss  for  fine  speci- 
mens of  Interesting  and  animated  speaking.  Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  I  o  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Advanced  School  Speaker.  Adapted  par- 
ticularly to  those  pupils  who  give  proof  that  they  have  the  ability  to  be- 
come good  readers.  There  is  a  tine  a.ssortnient  of  excellent  pieces  In  this 
Speaker,  many  of  them  American  in  every  sense.  Sent  by  mall,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  1 0  Cents.    U.  S.  {tostage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Perfection  School  Dialogues.  Bv  O.  Avi- 
grusta  Cheney.  Containing  the  fallowing  dialogues,  vlz':  -  The  Ghostly 
Visitation- Practical  Husbandry— Mr.  Smith's  Day  at  Home— The  Coun- 
try Cousin— Taking  Position— Deacon  Robison's  Present— Mrs.  Marden's 
Lesson— The  Magic  Mirror.  Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10c. 
U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Primary  School  Speaker.  Containing  a 
variety  of  pieces  adapted  tHjth  In  thought  and  language  for  recitation 
by  the  very  youngest  speakers.  In  many  "Speakers"  intended  for 
young  children,  the  autliors  get  together  a  number  of  pieces  only  notice- 
able for  llngllng  rhymes;  In  this  book  all  the  articles  are  full  of  meaning, 
without  being  dull  or  prosy.    Sent  by  mail,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  1  Oc. 

De  Witt's  Dramatic  School  Speaker.  Containing  a 
large  number  of  the  most  effective,  eloquent.  Instructive,  and  brilliant 
pieces  for  public  and  private  schools  and  academies.  Many  of  the  ar- 
ticles in  this  book  are  tne  most  admired  specimens  in  our  language,  ex- 
pressive of  ever>'  shade  of  feeling  and  passion.  Every  y<?uthful  reader 
can  find  some  pieces  to  suit  hla  peculiar  genius  in  this  Ixwk.  Sent  by 
mail,  po8^paid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  Cents. 

De  Witt's  Comic  School  Speaker.  Containing  an  un- 
equalled collection  of  the  most  amusing,  eccentric,  droll,  and  humorous 
pieces,  suitable  for  recitation  In  schools  or  at  drawing-room  entertain- 
ments. It  would  be  Impossible  to  find  so  many  irresistibly  funny  pieces 
in  any  other  tongue.  They  range  from  the  most  refined  wit  to  the 
broadest  farcical  humor;  but  always  free  from  even  an  approach  to  vul- 
garity.   Sent  by  mall,  pos^pald,  on  receipt  of  lO  Cents. 


AddrMS  ail  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  PnUisher,  108  Park  Row,  New  York. 
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POPULAR   HAND-BOOKS 

SENT  POST-PAID  AT  THE  PRICES  MARKED. 


The  Book  of  Ices.  A  most  nttractive  ])fK)k.  Contnininp 
^  full  Instructions  for  making  all  kinds  of  Ice  Creams,  Water  Ices,  Iced 
j  Puddings,  Iced  Beverages,  etc.  With  full  information  for  making  arti- 
•  flcial  ice,  and  constrmting  ice-houses.  For  Home  and  Confectioners' 
'  use.  By  Mrs.  H.  Llewellyn  Williams.  Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  re- 
J  ceipt  of  25  €eiita.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

1  Wehman's  Cook  Book.  This  work  on  cookinsr  Ims  seve- 
ral noteworthy  features  entirely  distinct  from  any  other.  It  is  arranged 
so  that  the  housewife  can  tell  at  a  glance  the  time  necessary  to  cook  any 
dish  or  article  of  diet.  It  also  gives  some  practical  hints  and  suggestions 
for  selectmg  the  various  meats,  vegetables,  etc.,  as  well  as  directions  for 
preserving,  storing  and  keeping  tliera.  Special  attention  is  paid  to 
economy,  and  an  effort  is  made  to  remove  tlie  reproach  that  clings  to 
American  cookery  of  being  wasteful,  without  l^lng  palatable  and  health- 
ful. The  book  also  contains  a  numl)er  of  usefuliiousehold  recipes.  Sent 
by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Ceuts. 

De   Witt's   Connecticut   Cook    Book  and  House- 

KEEPER'S  ASSISTANT.  Containing  directions  for  dressing  and  cook- 
ing every  kind  of  tisli,  flesh,  fowl  and  vegetaljle,  in  tlie  most  liealthful 
and  Inviting  manner.  With  full  directions  for  laying  and  decorating  the 
table,  carving  the  meat,  and  serving  the  vegetables  and  dessert.  To 
which  is  added  a  large  number  of  tried  receipts  for  preserving,  canning, 
and  curmgall  kinds  of  vegetables  and  fruits,  so  as  to  retain  their  origi- 
nal flavor  and  appearance.  This  book  is  the  result  of  many  years'  prac- 
tical experience  in  cooking.  Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
25  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Wehman's  Ten- Cent  Cook  Book.  Replete  with  every- 
thing pertaining  to  every -day  cooking,  and  beyond  doubt  tlie  best  cook 
book  published  at  a  low  price.  It  teaches  how  to  prepare  in  a  tasty,  yet 
economical  manner,  all  Kinds  of  Soups,  Chowders,  Fish,  Meats,  Poultry, 
Fowl,  Game,  Vegetables,  Salads,  Pastry,  Tarts,  etc.  It  is  just  the  thing 
for  the  young  housekeeper.  All  the  recipes  are  written  from  actual  ex- 
perience, and  numlxir  almost  two  hundred  and  fifty.  The  plain  and  fa- 
miliar style  adopted  bythe  author  m  describingthedetailsof the  various 
culinary  "operations  commends  it  to  the  notice  of  all  economical  house- 
wives, as  It  affords  the  best  results  with  the  least  expenditure.  Sent 
by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receiptor  10  Ceuts. 

Wehman's  New  Book  of  Parlor  Games.  Tliis  l>ook 
contains  a  large  and  choice  collection  of  new  and  original  games  for 
parlor  and  fireside,  for  which  wit,  action,  memory,  gallantry,  necro- 
mancy, science  and  the  arts  a  e  brought  to  play  important  parts,  to- 
gether with  charms  and  incantations.  Also  now  to  present,  and  the 
dnima  of  "  Punch  and  Judy."  To  give  a  full  list  of  its  contents  would 
require  too  much  space.  It  contains  enough  material  to  entertain 
a  lireside  gathering  during  a  whole  winter  season.  It  ought  to  be  in  the 
hands  of  every  lover  of  home  amusements.  Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  25  C'eutn.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Selections  for  Album  Writers.  This  is  a 
very  handy  book  for  the  selection  of  an  appropriate  verse  for  insertion 
In  a  lady'.salbum.  It  containsdedicatory  pieces,  complimentary  tributes, 
and  brief,  Iwautiful  extracts,  appropriate  for  every  period  and  condition 
of  life,  suitable  for  valentines  as  well  as  albums.  Also  a  large  number 
of  original  birthday  verses,  and  verses  appropriate  for  congratulation  on 
wedding  anniversaries  and  other  occasions.  Al.so  acrostic  verses,  in 
which  the  initial  letters  of  each  line  spell  out  the  name  of  a  lady  or  gen- 
tleman, besides  a  rare  collection  of  toasts  suitable  for  every  social  event, 
whether  public  or  private.  This  book  is  complete,  and  any  person  desir- 
ing new  and  original  verses  for  any  of  the  purposes  named  above  should 
not  fail  to  get  a  copy.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cent*. 

Sweet's  Ready  Reckoner.  A  liandy  and  complde 
manual,  containing  concise  and  correct  tables  giving  the  cost  of  any 
number  of  articles,  from  1  toj,000,  at  from  1-16  of  a  cent  to  8l,  by  the 
ounce,  pound,  barrel,  yard.  etc.  Also  the  method  of  measuring  saw  log.s, 
timber,  planks,  scantlings  and  boards,  thoroughly  explained,  with  ex- 
tended tables  of  the  same:  measurement  of  wells  and  cisterns,  with  full 
Instructions  for  the  size  of  any  required  capacity;  board  by  the  day, week 
and  month  ;  wages  hv  the  day  and  hour,  from  50  cents  to  U  per  day;  mea- 
surement of  cubes,  cvlinders  and  boxes,  with  perfect  explanations ;  in- 
terest tables  at  0  and  7  per  cent.,  from  SI  to  SlOO,  from  one  day  to  one 
year ;  and  many  other  Inciispensable  tables:  in  all  forming  a  truly  neces- 
sary book  for  all  to  whom  absolute  correctness  and  saving  of  time  are 
an  object.  By  I.  D.  J.  Swkkt.  author  of  "Elements  of  Draughts."  Sent 
by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  as  Cents. 

Mystery  of  J^ove,   Courtship  and  Marriage  Mx- 

,  PL.\rNED.  It  explains  how  maidens  may  tjecome  happy  wives,  and 
)  bachelors  l)ecome  happy  husbands  in  a  brief  space  of  time  and  by  easy 
methods.  Also,  complete  directions  for  declaring  Intentions,  accepting 
vows,  and  retaining  affection  both  before  and  after  marriage,  describing 
the  invitations,  the  dres.ses.  the  ceremony,  and  the  projier  behavior  of 
both  bride  and  bridegroom,  whether  in  public  or  l)ehlnd  the  nuptial  cur- 
tain. It  also  tells  plainly  how  to  begin  courting,  the  way  to  get  over 
bashfulness.  the  way  to  "sit  up;"  the  way  to  find  the  soft  spot  in  a 
sweetheart's  breast,  the  way  to  write  a  love  letter,  the  way  to  easily  win 
a  girls  consent,  the  way  to  "do  up  things"  liefore  and  after  engage- 
ment, and  hundreds  of  other  things  of  vast  Importance  to  lovers.  This 
is  just  the  treatise  to  be  in  the  hands  of  every  young  bachelor  or  maiden, 
every  married  man  or  woman,  every  widow  or  widower,  young  or  old. 
Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  2  5  <'ents. 


De  Witt's  Handy  I^etter  Writer.  Containing  full  ftnd 
explicit  instructions  in  tlie  art  of  letter  writing,  with  many  hints  as  to 
style,  composition,  and  punctuation  of  letters  on  a  variety  of  subjects, 
from  business  to  pleasure.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  1 0  etB. 

Webster's  Practical  Inciter  Writer.  Contnining  pene- 
ral  directions  for  writing.  Also,  model  letters,  family  letters,  children's 
letters,  letters  of  friendship,  letters  of  sympathy,  love  letters,  letters  of 
distinguished  men  and  women. business  let  t  ers.  letters  of  introduction. and 
model  notes  of  invitation.  Together  with  Bible  quotations,  choice  prose 
and  poetical  quotations,  Latin,  French,  Spanish  and  Italian  words  and 
phrases,  synonyms,  abbreviations,  mottoes  of  the  Slates,  and  model  of 
printer's  proof  corrections.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
25  Ceuts. 

Webster's   Ready-Made   IfOve   I,etters.    Comprising 

notes  and  letters  of  every  style  lor  alni(».^t  every  conceivable  occasion, 
from  first  acquaintance  to  marriage,  with  invaluable  information  on  the 
etiquette  of  courtship.  Also,  model  letters  from  some  of  the  world's 
most  famous  lovers,  and  a  large  number  of  appropriate  poetical  quota- 
tions from  standard  authors.  The  whole  forming  a  convenient  aid  to 
those  who  need  friendly  counsel  and  confidential  advice  in  matters  per- 
taining to  love  and  courtship.  Sent  by  mail,  po.^t-pald,  on  receipt  of 
25  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Wehman's  Business  Z/Ctter  Writer.  This  hook  con- 
tains a  large  variety  of  carefully  selected  specimen  business  letters;  also 
a  large  numi^er  of  legal  and  merc.intile  forms  used  in  l)usines.s,  such  as 
Articles  of  Co-partnership -Notice  of  Dissolution— Form  of  an  Assign- 
ment, Acknowledgment  of  Deed,  Bill  of  Sale,  Power  of  Attorney— Judg- 
ment Note,  etc.  In  commercial  circles  letter  writing  Is  an  Important 
matter,  as  great  interests  are  involved  In  business  letters,  and  results  of 
gain  or  loss  are  dependent  upon  them.  Sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  on  re- 
ceipt of  25  <  entM.    United  States  postage  stamps  taken  as  cash. 

Wehman's  Complete  J^etter  Writer.  Shows  clearly 
all  the  blunders  and  mistakes  apt  to  be  made  lij*  an  Inexperienced 
writer,  and  makes  manifest  in  the  simplest  way  the  proj)er  method  of 
avoiding  them,  whether  they  occur  in  the  spelling,  the  punctuation,  or 
the  grammar.  There  are  in  this  book  valuable  hints  on  Love,  Courtship 
and  Marriage,  showing  in  detail  In  what  style  lavers  should  Indite 
epistles.  Also,  an  important  FF.ATrnE,  namely,  the  legal  Importance  of 
a  letter;  and  explanations  are  given  upon  the  "exact  meaning  of  expres- 
sions used  in  writing  that  may  be  brought  into  court  in  litigation.  Sent 
by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Wehman's  Book  of  700  Secrets:    or  How  to  Get 

RICH  WHEN  YOUR  POCKETS  ARE  EMPTY.  A  S2  book  for  25  cents. 
Reader,  are  you  poor?  This  may  be  the  stepping  stone  to  vour  future 
prosperity.  It  will  lead  you  to  something  tiiat  is  just  as  sure  to  pave 
your  way  to  fortune  as  that  you  now  exist!  A  bright  future  is  yours  if 
you  only  stretch  out  your  hand  and  grasp  the  golden  key  that  unlocks 
the  vault  that  opens  to  j'our  astonished  gaze  the  hidden  treasure.  Any 
person,  male  or  female,  married  or  single,  with  ju«t  a  little  pluck,  will 
be  enabled  with  any  one  of  the  TOO  secrets  in  this  book  to  make  a  start  on 
the  sure  road  to  wealth  and  luxury.  Sent  by  mail.  j)ost  paid,  on  receipt 
of  25  Cents.    United  States  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Captain  Webb's  Swimming  Instructor.  This  book 
contafiis  all  the  practical  and  progressive  swiinniiiig  motions  neces- 
sary for  this  life-saving  and  healthful  sport.  Illustrated  with  00  engrav- 
ings. It  contains  instructions  on:— Floating— Parlor  practice— Artificial 
alas- The  kick— The  arm  action— The  breast  stroke— The  side  stroke— The 
racing  strolje— Swimming  on  the  back— Handover-hand  swimming- 
Tricks— Plunging  and  diving— Bath  swimming— Cautions— Sea  bathing. 
Also  directions  for  restoring  the  apparently  drowned.  Every  human 
being  should  learn  to  swim,  and  the  possessor  of  this  book  can  accom- 
plish the  art  in  a  short  time,  with  a  little  practice,  consequentlv  this  pub- 
lication is  simply  Indispensable.    Price  25  Cents  i>er  copy,'post-paId. 

Heller's  Book  of  Magic.  Prof.  Heller  was.  Iwyond 
doubt,  one  of  the  most  successful  magicians  that  ever  apjieared  tfefore 
an  audience.  His  tricks  were  original,  and  many  of  them  were  never 
executed  by  another.  With  the  aid  of  this  liook  you  can  learn  some  of 
the  best  magical  mysteries.  They  are  carefully  explained  in  detail,  and 
fully  illustrated  with  seventy  beautiful  «'ngravings,  so  that  a  child  could 
perform  them  after  a  little  practice.  This  work  is  a  complete  expose  of 
the  Wizard's  Art,  suitable  for  public  or  private  entertainment.*,  either 
for  pleasure  or  for  profit.  If  you  desire  to  shine  as  a  star  at  parties.  In- 
stead of  sitting  like  a  drone  or  dummy,  procure  a  copy  of  this  book  and 
learn  a  few  tricks,  in  a  few  hours.  Sent  by  mail,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of 
25  Cents.    United  States  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Wehman's  Book  of  I^ove  letters.  Love  and  court- 
ship letters  should  be  an  index  of  the  writer's  good  sense  and  judgment, 
as  well  as  the  state  of  the  atfections.  and  therefore  regard  should  be  had 
in  the  composition  of  them.  And  though  in  persons  of  refinement  and 
education  an  honorable  attachment  will  suffice  to  prompt  its  candid  ex- 
pression, there  are  many  persons  not  possessed  of  these  advantages,  to 
whom  correspondence  is  always  attended  with  considerable  difflculty. 
To  all  such  the  series  of  letters  contained  in  this  Ixjok,  in  which  delicacy 
of  feeling,  and  the  warmth  of  expression  suited  to  the  subject  have  been 
carefully  blended,  will  be  found  an  Important  aid  in  acquiring  facility 
and  accuracy  In  the  art  of  letter-writing.  It  also  contains  the  art  of 
Secret  Writing,  the  language  of  love  poetically  ixjrtrayed,  and  simplified 
rules  of  grammar.    Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  26  Cents. 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  108  Park  Row,  New  York. 
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POPULAR   HAND-BOOKS 

SENT   POST-PAID  AT  THE  PRICES  MARKED. 


Prescott's  Drawing-Room  Recitations.    A  fine  selec- 

on  of  tragic,  comic  and  dialectic  pieces,  carefully  chosen  as  being  pe- 
culiarly well  adapted  for  reciting  tfefore  select  audiences  In  reflned  do- 


>  mestic  circles.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Webman's  Student  Collector;  or,  how  to  catch  and 
prepare  Butterflies.  Beetles.  Moths  and  other  insecta.  A  capital  little 
treatise  (Jn  the  capture  of  insects  for  an  entomological  cabinet,  with  In- 
structions for  properly  mounting  and  arranging  them.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10  <'ent». 

Prescott's  Paragon  Reciter.  An  un<isunlly  fine  collec- 
tion of  fresh  and  orlglnaipiecep.  as  well  as  standard  selections  of  proee 
and  poetrv,  suitable  for  recitation  and  declamation  In  the  higher  classes 
of  schools  and  seminaries.  This  Ixwk  Is  well  printed  on  good,  substantial 
paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  in  handsome,  durable 
colored  paper.    Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  as  Cents. 

Webster's  Reciter;  or  Mlocntion  Made  Masy.  Fif- 
teen fulljnage  illustrations  plainly  showing  the  proper  attitudes  of  the 
figure.  The  various  expressions  of  the  face,  ana  the  difl^erent  inflections 
and  modulations  of  the  voice  are  clearly  explained.  Containing  choice 
selections  of  the  most  thrilling,  passionate,  heroic  and  patriotic  speeches 
and  poems;  with  appropriate  instructions.  Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  35  Cents. 

Von  Boyle's  Recherche  Recitations.  A  collection  of 
the  choicest  eloquent,  pathetic,  and  sentimental  pieces,  suitable  for  read- 
ing and  recitation,  to  oe  found  in  the  English  language.  Among  those 
whose  articles  contribute  to  enrich  Its  pages  are  authors  of  such  varied, 
yet  in  all  cases  great  powers,  as  Jean  Ingelow.  Charles  Klngsley,  George 
Eliot,  Mark  Twain.  A.  J.  H.  Duganne,  R.  J.  Burdette.  and  the  genial  Von 
Boyle  himself,  who  has  written  several  new  pieces  expressly  for  this 
book.    Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Centx. 


Wehman's  Selection  of  Popular  Dialogues,  No.  x. 

This  book,  the  first  of  the  series,  contains  a  large  number  of  the  finest 

dialogues  in  our  language.    Adapted  for  parlor  entertainments,  social 

gatherings,  school  exhibitions,  etc.    Many  of  tne  dialogues  in  this  book 

are  new  and  original  and  cannot  1)6  found  In  any  other  book.    Great 

care  has  been  taken  In  the  preparation  of  this  work,  our  chief  aim  t)eing 

^  tolnsert  nothing  but  the  "cream"  of  the  "whole  field"  of  popular  dia- 

>  logues.  suitable  for  private  or  public  recital.    Sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on 

1  receipt  of  25  Ceiitn.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

•)      Cooper's  Dutch  Dialect  Readings  and  Recitations. 

<  In  this  new  txiok,  compiled  by  George  Cooper,  can  be  found  an  abundant 
supply  of  interesting  and  mirth  provoking  reading  matter,  as  It  contains 
the  cream  of  the  whole  field  of  Dutch  humor,  ana  when  recited  at  social 
or  festive  gatherings  they  Invariably  "bring  down  the  house."  The  fol- 
lowing are  a  few  of  the  titles  of  selections  contained  In  this  book:— A 
Dutchman's  Answer— A  Dutchman's  Testimony  in  a  Steamboat  Case— 
Breltman  in  Maryland— Carl  Dander  Talks  to  the  Children— Der  Nlghd 
Behind  Ghristmas— Dot  Funny  beetle  Baby— Gretchen  und  Me  Go  Oud— 
and  a  great  many  others.  Send  for  a  copy  and  have  "bushels  of  fun." 
Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  35  Cents. 

Cooper's    Yankee,   Hebrew  and    Italian    Dialect 

READINGS  AND  RECITATIONS.  This  new  book,  compiled  by  George 
Cooper,  is  gotten  up  to  meet  the  wants  of  the  many  who  are  always  In 
search  of  the  lat*»st  and  most  popular  gems  of  Yankee,  Hebrew  and 
Italian  dialectic  humor.  In  addition  to  the  many  new  and  original  se- 
lections, this  book  has  the  advantage  of  bringing  together  Into  one 
volume  all  of  the  best  Yankee,  Hebrew  and  Italian  pieces  of  a  humorous 
nature  which  have  hitherto  attained  a  wide  popularity  through  the  pub- 
lic representations  of  the  most  renowned  humorists  of  the  day.  Space 
win  not  permit  of  a  list  of  Its  contents,  but  we  can  safely  say  that  no 
other  ijook  of  its  kind  gives  as  much  for  the  money.  Sent  by  mall, 
postpaid,  on  receipt  of  25  Ceuts. 

Cooper's  Irish  Dialect  Readings  and  Recitations. 

This  new  book  of  Irish  dialect  readings  and  recitations  is  meeting  with 
commendation  everywhere,  becau.se  it  surpasses  in  excellence  of  sub- 
stance many  of  its  higher-priced  contemporaries,  not  saying  a  word  of 
those  selling  at  the  same  price.  It  contains  all  the  irresistible  humor  of 
the  Irish  brogue,  and  should  be  in  the  hands  of  every  lover  of  Irish  wit. 
The  following  are  a  few  of  the  titles  of  selections  contained  in  this  book: 
Birth  of  St.  Patrick- Birth  of  Ireland— Biddy's  Trials  Among  the  Yan- 
kees—Exiles— Father  Phil's  Sul)scrlptlon  List- Mrs.  Magoogan's  Daughter 
—  Wake  of  Tim  O'Hara— and  a  large  number  of  others.  Send  for  a  copy 
•  at  once,  and  partake  of  this  rare,  grand  treat  of  Irish  humor.  Sent  oy 
mall,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Cooper's  Comic  Readings  and  Recitations.  This 
Is  a  new  volume  compiled  by  George  Cooper.  Many  of  the  recitations 
and  readings  contained  therein  have  never  before  l)een  published  in  lxx)k 
form,  and  its  contents  comprises  some  of  the  best  efforts  of  such  world- 
renowned  humorists  as  Mark  Twain.  Josh  Billings,  Artemus  Ward.  Bret 
Harte,  Bill  Nye,  W.  S.  OlUjert.  etc.,  making  it  the  best  selection  ever  sold 
at  so  low  a  price.  The  following  are  a  few  of  the  titles  of  selections  m 
this  book:  — Afeard  of  a  Gal  Bov's  Essay  on  Girls— Buck  Fanshaw's 
Funeral— Chop  Chow  Chm— Chinaman  ana  the  Rata— Height  of  the  Ri- 
diculous—His  Lovely  Innocence— Josh  Billings  on  Courtship-True  Tale 
of  William  Tell— any  many  others,  all  chock-full  of  rich  humor.  Sent  by 
mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


Webman's  Selection  of  Autograph-Album  Verses. 

A  choice  selection  of  comic  and  sentimental  verses,  compiled  by  Carrie 
L.  Wehman.  expressive  of  almost  every  phase  of  human  feeling,  such  as 
love,  friendship,  admiration,  resjpect,  good  wishes,  etc.,  suitable  for 
writing  in  autograph  albums.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
25  Cents.    Clean  and  unused  U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  Perfect  Orator.  Tin's  Ixiok  comprises  a  prent 
numl)er  of  readings,  recitations,  dialogues  and  harangues  from  the 
most  celebrated  tragedies,  poems  and  speeches;  accompanied  by  very 
carefully  prepared  prefatory  remarks— nlstorlcal,  explanatory  and  In- 
structive. Also  containing  useful  suggestions  as  to  stage  arrangements, 
making  costumes,  scenery,  etc.  Sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of 
25  Cents.    U.  8.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

De  Witt's  School  Vocalist.  The  editor  of  this  work. 
George  W.  Bungay,  has  spared  no  pains  In  preparing  a  collection  of  over 
eighty  solos,  duets,  trios,  semi-choruses,  choruses,  rounds,  catches,  pa- 
triotic and  national  airs,  each  having  a  complete  musical  score,  arranged 
especially  for  the  book  by  Henry  Tucker.  They  are  designed  expressly 
for  school  use.  and  suitable  to  cnlldreirs  voices.  Sent  by  mail,  post-paid, 
on  receipt  of  25  Ceuts.    U.  8.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Webster's    Chairman's    Manual   and     Speaker's 

GUIDE.  Showing  plainly  and  clearly  how  to  preside  over  and  conduct 
public  meetings  of  every  kind.  With  full  explanations  of  the  manner  of 
procedure  In  the  American  Congress,  the  British  Parliament,  the  Legis- 
lature of  New  York,  the  Grand  Lodge  of  F.  and  A.  Masons,  etc.  To  which 
are  added  numerous  precedents  from  the  best  authorities.  Also  the  full 
Constitution  of  the  United  States,  with  its  amendments.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Ceuts. 

Webman's  Book  of  Errors  in  Speaking  and  Writing 

CORRECTED.  An  admirable  little  t)ook  of  the  kind;  containing  many 
examples  of  right  and  wrong  uses  of  words,  with  valuable  rules  for 
spelling,  and  for  the  rightful  and  elegant  construction  of  sentences. 
Also  a  chapter  on  "Don't,"  and  a  number  of  familiar  synonyms,  all 
forming  a  most  valuable  and  convenient  little  manual,  which  cannot 
fall  to  be  of  use  to  all  who  consult  It.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  10  Ceuts.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

May-Time.  This  book  contains  a  beautiful  collection  of 
poems,  exhibitions,  dialogues,  tableaux  and  games,  suitable  for  May-day 
and  other  spring  exercises,  and  also  a  brief  history  of  the  ceremonies 
with  which  spring  has  been  celebrated.  The  poems  have  been  selected 
from  standard  authors,  and  the  dialogues  are  such  as  have  given  .satis- 
faction on  similar  occasions,  while  the  tableaux  and  games  afford  va- 
riety, and  It  Is  the  object  of  the  author  that  they  should  ho  used  for  out- 
door performances.    Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 

Wehman's  New  Book  on  Etiquette  and  Politeness. 

This  tKX)k  has  no  ancient  or  "  Ijack  number  "  suggestions  on  this  all-im- 
portant subject,  which,  I  regret  to  say,  so  many  high-priced  books  contain 
in  a  marked  degree.  This  Is  not  a  "  nashed-up  "  affair,  but  a  truly  up-to- 
date,  flret-class  edition  on  the  subject  that  comes  next  In  rank  to  cleanli- 
ness. Good  manners,  as  almost  everybody  knows.  Is  a  very  essential 
factor  In  helping  anyone  to  attain  the  respect  of  those  with  whom  they 
come  in  contact,  male  or  female,  young  or  old.  Sent  by  mall,  post-paid, 
on  receipt  of  25  Cents.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 

Wehman's  Comic  Speeches  and  Recitations.  This 
book  contains  a  choice  collection  of  comic  speeches  and  recitations  de- 
signed to  meet  the  wants  of  those  who  wish  to  entertain  their  friends 
with  something  "  rellshable,"  or  for  those  who  like  to  while  away  their 
leisure  time  in  reading  something  that  is  humorous,  also  for  those  who 
wish  to  forget  trouble  and  drive  away  the  "blues"  for  the  time  l)elng 
and  promote  cheerfulness  and  wholesome  laughter  Instead.  The  collec- 
tion comprises  i;ji  selections  of  all  styles  of  dialect.  Sent  by  mail,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  25  Ceuts. 

Bmdder  Kinkhead's  Stump  Speeches  and  Droll 

DISCOURSES.  This  book  is  "crammed.  Jammed  and  heaped-up"  with 
"  rib-tlckllng  "  and  "side  splitting"  reading  matter— the  very  Juice  and 
cream  of  colored  oratory.  The  bulk  of  Its  contents  will  serve  to  make 
those  laugh  who  never  laughed  before,  and  those  who  always  laugh 
laugh  all  the  more.  The  following  are  a  few  of  the  selections  contained 
In  this  l)ook:— A  moving  sermon— A  hard-shell  sermon— .\  negro's  ac- 
count of  the  prodigal  son-Brother  Gardner  and  Judge  Cadavar— Bur- 
lesque oration  on  matrimony— Election  stump  speech -How  de  Norf  Pole 
got  lost— Rev.  Uncle  Jim  and  Bob  Ingersoll.  and  a  great  number  of 
others.    Sent  by  mail,  po8^pald,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


What  Shall  We  Do?  Under  this  title  Riitr  Hall  lias 
written  something  that  ought  to  be  Interesting,  and  a  source  of  pleasure 
to  every  one  the  household,  the  club,  and  socletv  In  general.  The  plan 
of  the  work  Is  to  give  various  suggestions  and  hints  on  entertaining  a 
party  of  friends  at  a  moment's  notice,  and  any  person  with  an  ordinary 
education  can  become  proficient  In  the  art  of  entertaining  after  a  care- 
fu'i  perusal.  The  publication  permits  of  a  number  to  assist  at  the 
amusements  and  pastime.  The  following  are  a  few  of  the  subjects 
treated  on  in  this  oook:- Sales  and  fairs— Side  shows,  recitations,  tab- 
leaux, living  pictures  —  Children's  parties  —  Evening  entertainments 
literary  parties  and  dances-  Teas,  luncheons,  dinners,  breakfasts,  etc 
Sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  ('euts.. 
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MOROAN'S 


FREEMASONRY 


PRICE  26  OCNTS. 


CONTAINING  the  degrees  of  the  Order  con- 
ferred by  a  Master's  lodge,  as  written  by 
Captain  William  Morgan.  All  the  degrees 
conferred  In  the  Royal  Arch  Chapter  and 

Grand  Encampment  of  Knlj^hts 

Templar,  Knights  of  the  Red 
Cross,  or  the  Christian  Mark, 
and  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre;  also 
of  the  eleven  Ineflfable  degrees 
conferred  In  the  Lodge  of  Per- 
fection, and  the  still  higher  de- 
grees of  Prince  of  Jerusalem, 
Knights  of  East  and  West,  Ven- 
erable Grand  Master  of  Sym- 
boUc  Lodge,  Knights  and  Adepts 
of  the  Eagle  or  Sun,  Prince  of 
the  Royal  Secret  Sovereign  In- 
spector General.  Revised  and 
corrected  to  correspond  with  the 
most  approved  forms  and  cere- 
monies of  the  various  lodges  of 
Freemasons  throughout  the  United  States. 
By  George  K.  Crafts,  formerly  Thrice  Puissant 
Grand  Master  of  Manltou  Council,  New  York. 
Printed  on  good,  substantial  book  paper,  from 
clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  in  attractive, 
heavy,  colored  cover.  Will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  upon  receipt  of  26  Cents. 


HELLER'S 


Book  of 


MAGIC 


PRICE  28  CENT9. 


PROF.  HELLER  was,  beyond  doubt,  one  of 
the  most  successful  magicians  that  ever 
appeared  before  an  audience.  His  tricks 
were  original,  and  many  of  them  were  never 
executedr  by  another,  with  the  aid  of  this 
book  you  can  learn  some  of  the  best  magical 
mysteries.  They  are  carefully  explained  In 
detail,  and  fuiry  illustrated,  with  seventy 
beautiful  engravings,  so  that  a  child  could 
perform  them  after  a  little  practice.  Follow- 
ing will  be  found  a  summary  of  part  of  the 
contents:— The  Mysterious  Glass  Casket— The 
Magic  Canis- 
ter-The  Great 
Sack  Trick  — 
The  Dissohing 
Flag  and  Can- 
dle -  The  Dls- 
solvlng  Egg 
and  Handker- 
chief -  The 
Mysterious 
Bran  Bottle  — 
The  Passe- 
Passe  Bottle - 
The  Inexhaus- 
tible Bottle  — 
The  Myster- 
ious Watch  _ 
Mortar -The  Mysterloufl  Card  Table— The 
Magic  Handkerchief  and  Bottle— The  Great 
Cannon  Ball  Trick -The  Magic  Fish  Bowls- 
The  Davenport  Cabinet— The  Jumping  Card 
Box  -The  Magic  Dove  and  wine  Bottle  —  The 
Magic  Lyre  and  Rising  Cards- The  Marvel- 
lous Chinese  Lantern  Illumination  —  The 
Cages  of  Enchantment -The  Magic  Demon 
Cover  —  The  Mysterious  Watch  Box  —  The 
Magic  Bundle  of  Wood— The  Candle  and  Mys- 
terious Ribbons -Tl»e  Mysterious  Flower  Gar- 
den—The Magician's  wonderful  Drawer  Box 
—The  Mechanical  Chest  of  Drawers— The  In- 
exhaustible Box-The  Magic  Decanters  and 
Mystic  Pyramids,  and  a  large  number  of 
others  equally  good.  It  also  contains  valuable 
hints  and  suggestions  on  Coniurlng  Tables- 
Conjuring  Dress -Conjuring  Wants— Palming 
—Making  up  Programmes— Arranging  Per- 
formances, etc..  etc.  This  work  is  a  complete 
expose  of  the  Wizard's  Art,  suitable  for  pub- 
lic or  private  entertainments,  either  for  plea- 
sure or  profit.  If  you  desire  to  shine  as  a  star 
at  parties.  Instead  of  sitting  like  a  drone  or 
dummy,  procure  a  copy  of  this  book  and  learn 
a  few  tricks,  in  a  few  hours.  If  you  give  it  a 
little  more  time,  you  can  equal  the  great  mas- 
ters of  legerdemain.  Sit  down  and  write  for 
a  copy  to-day.  Pric«,  by  mall,  post-paid,  only 
TWENTY- FIVE  CENTS. 


'SJV-arvrh£'^f<'Kr9^ 


BLACK  ART 

OB 

MAGIO  MADE  EASY 


Prie«  10  C«iit«« 


THIS  book  contains  a  full  and  complete  de- 
ecriptioQ  and  explanation  of  all  Kinds  of 

sleight -of -hand 
Ml   I  ■•       III  ri^ tricks,     conjur- 

Yni;pt^-::^^iM^tfPHlng  with  cards, 
vifc^^^BPf^ i  ■  •  M  ■  coins,    etc.,    as 

performed     b  y 
the    most   cele- 
brated   m  a  g  i  • 
clans   and  con- 
jurers, together 
with  wonderful 
experiments    in 
magnetism, 
chemistry,  elec- 
tricity and  fire- 
works, so  slmpli- 
e-^-m^^m——  ■  ^^^—"^     fled   as  to    be 
k   w^^^     v^^V  y|    adapted    for 
*>x^^^^    ^-IWf  ^/k    amusement    In 

the  home  circle. 
Everything  1  n 
this  book  is 
clearly  ex- 
plained  and  ful- 
ly illustrated,  so 
that  the  most  in- 
experienced per- 
son can  thor- 
oughly compre- 
hend it  and  become  a  successful  performer, 
either  for  pleasure  or  profit.  Well  printed,  on 
good  quality  ofpaper,  and  bound  in  colored 
cover.  Price  TStX  CENTS,  by  mall,  post- 
paid. 


WEHMAN'8 


BOOK  ON 


SHORT-HAND 


PRICE  28  CENTS. 


'T'HIS  Is  a  work  by  Eliza  B.  Bums.  President 
*  of  the  Phonic  Sho.  trhand  Corresponding 
Club,  New  York  City.  It  contains  Pitman's 
Phonography  in  an  Improved  style,  and  the 
methods  explained  and  Illustrated  are  the 
latest,  simplest  and  easiest  to  conceive. 
Nearly  all  intelligent  young  people  desire  to 
learn  shorthand,  for  its  use  has  increased 
greatly  of  lat«  years.    It  is  employed  not  only 

In  reporting,  but 
for  taking  pro- 
ceedings In 
courts  of  law, 
for  conducting 
corresponden  c  e 
in  large  business 
houses,  and  In 
railroad  and 
telegraph  of- 
fices. Literary 
men  and  states- 
men usually  em- 
short-hand  amanuensis  to  take  down 
rapidly,  and  then  write  out  what  they  Intend 
to  publish,  or  say;  so  that  a  person  who  writes 
short-hand  rapidly,  and  can  translate  the 
brief  characters  into  well-written  long-hand, 
can  always  procure  remunerative  employ- 
ment In  any  large  city.  This  book  Is  Illus- 
trated by  plates  naving  printed  keys,  based 
wholly  upon  a  system  that  has  been  reduced 
to  EVKRY-DAT  PRACTICE.  A  person  twelve 
years  old,  by  this  method;  could  learn  in  a 
week  what  would  take  an  adult  a  year,  in  the 
old  way.  This  Is  by  far  the  best  and  only 
practical  edition  on  short-hand  now  published 
at  a  low  price.  Send  for  it.  You  could  not 
make  a  belter  Investment.  It  Is  printed  on  a 
good  quality  of  heavy  paper,  from  clear, 
readable  tJT)e,  and  neatly  bound  in  handsome 
paper  covers.  Price,  by  mall,  post-paid,  only 
TWENTY-FIVE    CENTS- 


Clean  and    nnnsed   17.  8.   postage 
■tamps  taken  same  aa  casli. 


ploy. 


OAPTJUN  WBBrS 

SWIIVIIVIINC 

INSTRUCTOR 


Prlo«  10  0«nt«« 


THIS  book  contains  all  the  praetleal  and 
pro&rresel  ve  swimiuing  motions  neoeesary 
for  this  Tlfe-savlng  and  healthful  sport.  The 
Illustrations  (alxtv  In  number)  wUl  be  found 
of  exceptional  value  to  learners  as  well  as 

those  poeaeeslns 
a  limited  knowf- 
edge  In  tb« 
science.  It  con- 
tains inatruo- 
tions  on :— Float- 
in  g  —  Parlor 
Practice  —  Arti- 
ficial Aids  —  The 
Kick  -  The  Arm 
Action  —  The 
Breast  Stroke  — 
The  Side  Stroke 
—  The  Racing 
Stroke  —  Swim- 
ming  on  the 
Back  —  Hand- 
over-handSwlm 
mIng— Tricks  —  Plunging  and  Diving  —  Bath 
Swimming  -  Cautions— Sea  Bathing.  There  Is 
also  an  appendix,  giving  full  directions  for  re- 
storing tne  apparently  drowned  Every 
human  being  should  learn  to  swim,  and  the 
possessor  of  this  book  can  accomplish  the  art 
In  a  short  time,  with  a  little  practice,  conse- 
quently this  publication  Is  simply  indispens- 
able. It  Is  well  printed,  and  bound  in  neat 
colored  rx)ver».  Price  by  mall,  post  paid,  only 
TEN  CENTS. 


WEHMAN'S 


PHOTOGRAPHY  I 

A  HAND-BOOK  OF  INSTRUCTIONS 

IN   THI   ART   OF 

DRY-PLATE  PHOTOGRAPHY 


PRICE  2B  OENTS. 

TSns  is  a  series  of  practical  lewons  In  pho- 
tography. In  which  the  aim  of  the  author, 
Prof.  William  Cuphing,  Ph.  D.,  Is  to  bring 
both  theory  and  practice  well  within  the  com- 
prehension of  young  people.  It  embraces  all 
the  necessary  Instractions  on  the  subject, 
and  any  boy  or 

firl  can  learn 
rom  Its  con- 
tents to  take 
GOOD  pictures; 
and  pictures 
are  always  In 
demand.  There- 
fore, consider- 
ing the  fact 
that  dry  plates 
can  be  obtained 
at  a  nominal 
cost,  and  cam- 
eras are  now 
Inexpensive 
(being  manu- 
factured by 
the  latest  improved  machinery,  or  can  be 
made  at  home  at  little  or  no  cost),  persons  be- 
coming proficient  In  this  art  should  accumu- 
late wealth  if  they  practice  It  as  a  profession; 
or,  on  the  other  hand,  for  amusement,  nothing 
could  be  more  interesting.  This  book  Is  com- 
plete In  every  particular,  is  fcllt  illub- 
TRATKD,  and  for  all  practical  purposes  Iseooal 
to  the  large  and  costly  volumes  now  published 
on  the  same  su  bject.  Among  ita  contents  will 
be  found  instructions  on:-How  a  camera  la 
made  -How  to  use  a  camera-  Getting  a  focua 
—Good  and  bad  aspects— Making  ready  for  a 
shot -Making  an  exposure— The  laboratory 
and  its  outfit— Developing  the  picture— The 
Blue  printer— Silver  printlng-A  home-made 
photographic  camera,  etc.  Sit  down  and  send 
lor  a  copy  of  this  book  today.  You  never 
had  a  better  opportunity  to  learn  a  professloa 
that  Isbothpleasantand  remunerative.  Many 
photographers,  now  independent,  commenced 
business  In  a  very  humble  way.  It  Is  printed 
on  a  good  quality  of  heavy  paper,  from  clean 
readable  type,  and  bound  In  handsome  colored 
cover&   Price,  by  mail,  post-paid,  2  5  Cents. 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  108  Park  Row,  NEW  YO^K. 


. :.  .4 


■■JlXiit 


SKirr-' -•?*»■ 


""^^^A' 


SA-4t.«a 


?■'■■» 


'-rr, 


Ki:? 


.;:a 


•'A^. 


ip"p 


PAT  ROONErS 


COHUHPRUffiS 

AND  FUNNY  GAGS 


Prio*  26  Cents. 


•I'UIS  book  contains  rollirkincr,  mlrth-pro- 
■  voklni?  stories,  Irish  wit  and  humor,  a 
Chinese  sketch,  sheeny  soft  sawder,  humorous 
anecdotes,  etc.  Bound  to  tickle  tlie  ribs  of 
the  lean  and  make  them  grow  fat,  while  tlie 

over-stout  will 
laueh  off  all 
their  super- 
fluous fat  read- 
ing the  jokes 
and  graKs  of  the 
prince  of  funny 
men,Pat  Rooney 
Comedians  of  all 
kinds  will  find 
herein  an  Inex- 
haustible supply 
of  "hits,"  all 
true  and  tried, 
such  as  —  The 
dead  book  agent 

—  Rather  boozy 

—  Sit  down,  ye 
spalpeen  —  cold 
or  hot  —  How 
Biddy  lost  her 

character— Mike's  Idea  of  reform— A  handy 
bath— Couldn't  liehavo  herself— Small  by  do- 

frees  and  beautifully  less- Irish  bulls  and 
lunders— Too  candid  by  half— and  hundreds 
of  others,  all  side-splitters.  This  book  is 
printed  on  a  fine  quality  of  book  paper,  from 
clear,  readable  tvpe,  and  durably  botmd  in 
handsome  colored  civor.  Sent  by  mulL  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


WEHMAN'S 


»t    Of 


IRISH  JOKES 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 


THE  wit  of  the  Irish  is  world-renowned.  In 
this  book  will  be  found  fun  for  every 
Irishman,  and  all  the  rest  of  mankind:  in 
fact,  Fenian  fun.  Welshman's  wit,  and  Cor- 
konian  comicalities.  Other  tribes  not  men- 
tioned will  lauRh  until  grkev  tears  roll  down 
their  cheeks.  The  jokes  in  this  lKX)k  are  new 
and  are  used  by  tlie  most  celebrated  Irish 
comedians.such 
as  John  T.Kelly, 
Billy  Barry, 
Thomas  Ryan, 
and  others  fa- 
mous in  this 
line;  and  they 
never  fail  to 
produce  up- 
roarious ap- 
plause and 
hearty  lauRhter 
In  every  in- 
stance. This 
book  embraces 
a  collection  of 
funny  stories. 
Jokes  and  co- 
nundrums,   1  n- 

terspersed  with  witty  sayinps,  prrinnintr  frags, 
and  humorous  dialogues,  suitable  for  all  o<r- 
casions.  If  you  wish  to  amuse  your  friends, 
an  evening  company,  or  an  audience  of  any 
kind,  you  cannot  fail  to  find  in  this  work  the 
exact  material  you  desire,  for  example:  — 
"Mike  (to  his  friend,  who  was  trying  to  pull 
on  a  pair  of  boots  too  small  for  his  feet): 
'Faith,  an' why  did  ye  buy  thlm  so  small*' 
Pat:  '  How  do  ye  expict  me  to  get  thim  on  be- 
foore  Oi  wear  thim  a  few  toimes? '  "  Every 
Joke  In  the  book  is  as  valuable  to  an  Irish 
comedian  as  a  nugget  of  gold  to  a  miner. 
Read  It  and  dispell  the  "blues."  Recite  the 
Jokes  In  an  empty  ro<jm,  and  the  portraits  of 
friends  and  relatives,  on  tlie  wall,  will  be  no- 
ticed to  grin.  If  you  want  hot,  roasted,  Iwlled 
and  baked  Irish  Joke.s.  fit  to  serve  atall  times, 
send  for  this  fun  producer.  Sent  by  mail, 
post-paid,  upon  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


OHRISTrS 

BUKHT  CORK 

COMICALITIES 


PRICE  lO  CENTS. 


HIS  book  is  full  of  the  drollest  anecdotes, 
slde-.splitting  "gags,"  laugh-provoking 
poems,  and,  in  fact,  every- 
thing necessary  for  making 
up  a  "hot  time"  act  for  a 
monologulst  or  end  man.  It 
Is  calculated  to  be  of  es- 
pecial value  to  the  amateur, 
for  the  reason  that  It  con- 
tains nothing  of  an  experi- 
mental nature;  everything 
In  this  work  has  never  failed 
to  produce  the  desired  effe«t 
—  laughter  and  applause. 
After  a  careful  study  of  this 
book,  and  with  a  little  prac- 
tloo  the  most  inexperienced 
person  can  become  famous 
as  an  amateur  performer. 
The  t>ook  is  well  printed,  from  clear,  readable 
type,  and  bound  in  ne:it  paper  cover.  Price, 
by  mail,  post-paid,  TEN  CENTS. 


WEHMAN'S 


»t    Of 


DUTCH  JOKES 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 


IN  this  new  book,  lust  published,  will  be 
found  the  latest  side-splitting,  button- 
iHirsting,  hot-roasted,  rip-roaring  dutch  dia- 
lect jokes,  comicalities  and  funny  hits,  such 
as  used  by  the  celebrated  Dutch  comedians, 
■\Veber  &  Fields,  Sam  Bernard,  Gus  Williams, 
and  Geo.  S.  Knight.  Every  page  Is  brim-full 
and  over  flowing  with  the  richest  of  Dutch 
wit  of  every  description,  tx)th  in  prose  and 
verse,  which  never  fail  to  produce  roars  of 
laughter,  such  as:  Hans  in  Doubt  (exceedingly 
funny)  — l>ot  Prohibeeshun  Meeting  — Der 
Profit  in  der  Beer  Pizziness— Dot  Vill  Vake 
Him  —  Dot  Bi- 
Boocle  —  Bur- 
le:*<iue  Lecture 
onDemperance 
(never  fails  to 
produce  roars 
of  laughter 
from  start  to 
finish)  —  Der 
Drummer— Dot 
Funny  Leetle 
IJabv,  and  hun- 
dreds of  other 
HITS.  It  also 
contains  a 
number  of  ex- 
ceedingly pop- 
ular and  suc- 
cessful Dutch 
dialect    songs, 

nmongwhlch  will  be  found:-TheTtirn-Vereln 
Cadets-Vat's  de  Brice  of  Peans,  Jake— You 
Never  Miss  de  Lager  till  de  Keg  Runs  Dry— 
Jakev,  de  Butcher  Boy— Isht  Mr.  Dinglebcnder 
Home?  —  Sheeny  Glaziers'  Ball-Mr.  Levy's 
Duter-Dree  Dousand  Miles  Avay— Down  In 
dot  Restaurant  —  Lizzie  Schmitt  —  Johnny 
Schmoker  -  Dunderl)eck's  Machine—  Rhine 
Vine  Sharley  —  Dot  Leetle  German  Band  — 
Keiser,  der  Yer  Vant  to  Buy  a  Dog?-rm  Go- 
ing to  Fight  Mit  Siegel,  and  a  large  number 
of  others,  which  space  will  not  permit  us  to 
mention.  This  book  wlTl  afford  fun  for  a  life- 
time, and  we  beg  those  p<>rsons  who  are  af- 
fected with  lung  trouble  not  to  buy  it,  as  the 
laughter  it  produces  on  a  reader  may  do 
them  serious  injury.  If  you  want  to  amu.se 
your  friends,  you  will  find  herein  the  drollest, 
queerest  quaint  and  funny  Jokes  Imaginable, 
all  suited  to  the  purpose,  and  almost  funny 
enough  to  make  a  wooden  Image  double  up 
with  laughter.  Sen<l  for  this  lx)ok  and  secure 
the  "  real  t  hlng  "  in  Dutch  comedy.  Price,  by 
mall,  post-paid,  25  Cents. 


Clean   and    nnased    U.  S.    postage 
•tamps  taken  same  as  cash. 


HKIIirr  TUCKER'S 

CLOG  DANCING 

MADE  EASY 


PRICE  IB  CENTS. 


««^.. 


^HE  elements  and  practice  of  this  art,  so 
popular  on  the  minstrel  and  vaudeville 

stage,  are  sim- 
plified and  fully 
explained  in  this 
book,  showing 
the  steps  and 
figures,  giving 
examples,  ex- 
planationsofthe 
terms  used,  and 
all  information 
necessary  for 
becoming  a  thor- 
ough and  grace- 
ful dancer.  This 
book  also  con- 
tains appro- 
priate music  for 
diilerent  styles 
of  dances,  also 
song  and  dance  sketches  with  music.    Well 

E Tinted  and  l)ound  in  colored  cover.    Price, 
y  mall,  post-paid,  FIFTEEN   CENTS. 


BURNT  CORK 

THE  AMATEUR  MINSTREL 


u 


Prlo«  26  C«nts. 

A  collection  of  humorous  speeches,  end  men's 
Jokes,  conundrums,  recitations  and  farces, 
finales,  for  "  first  part."  and  a 
full  description  of  everything 
necessary  to  arrange  a  min- 
strel entertainment.  Also  in- 
cluding several  complete  musi- 
cal sketches  selected  especially 
forthisbook.  A  most  valuable 
companion  and  guide  to  the 
young  amateur.  By  Frank 
DiMoxT,  the  Bouclcault  of  the 
Ethiopian  drama.  This  book 
fills  a  long-felt  want,  and  ought 
to  l>e  in  the  hands  of  every 
aspirant.  Sent  by  mail,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  26  Cents, 


-VTVEJm^AJST'S 


DOGS 

How  to  Ktop  and  Train  Thorn. 

Prlo«JO  C«nt«a  j.; 

IN  this  book  will  be  found  descriptions  of  the 
various  breeds  of  dogs,  their  characteristics 

and  points, 
also  full  di- 
rections for 
careful  rear- 
ing and  man- 
a  geme  nt, 
bothint'ealtu 
and  disease. 
The  writer  of 
this  IXKjk  was 
an  owner  of 
several  hun- 
dred f  1  n  e- 
bred  dogs, 
and  never 
entered  one 
at  a  fair  without  either  obtaining  a  prize,  or 
selling  at  a  large  figure.  This  book  also  teaches 
how  to  distinguish  full  from  half-bred  dogs, 
likewise  crosses  of  every  nature.  This  book  is 
well  printed  and  bound.  Sent  by  mail,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  Ten  Cents. 


Ajidrtw  all  orders  to    HENRY    J. 
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WEHMAN,  Publisher,  108  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
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BLACK  JOKES 


-FOR- 


BLUE   DEVILS 

Price  2B  Conts. 


•  iXX/ELL,  It  Is  to  laugh  I' 
^^   Iginal  funny  book  th£ 


This  Is  the  or- 

;  that  produces  broad 

grins  and  huge  gunaws.    It  Is  an  everlasting 
cornucopia  of  fun.    It  contains  the  very  es- 
sence of  negro  min- 
strelsy,    conaistint 


of  plantation  and 
"high  life"  stories, 
hlghfalutin  and  bur- 
lesque sermons,  die- 
away  songs,  colored 
philosophy,  ojiening 
jokes,  complicated 
"  connnder  rums," 
nigger  witticisms, 
and  an  endless 
variety  of  Ethiopian 
dialogues  and  sable 
wit,  showing  up  tlie 
pe?"uliarly  laugh- 
able character  of 
"Sambo  "  in  the  strongest  colors.  It  is  fully 
Illustrated  with  a  hundred  of  the  most  comical 
of  all  comic  designs  ever  engraved  on  wood. 
If  you  would  laugh  until  the  tears  stream 
do\vn  your  cheeks,  send  for  this  large  boiler 
full  of  "hot  tamales."  Printed  on  a  good 
quality  of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  tj-pe, 
and  bound  in  handsome  colored  cover.  Price 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  per  copy,  by 
mail,  post-paid. 


WEHMAN'S 

TEN-CENT 

COOK  BOOK 


REPLETE  With  everything  pertaining  to 
every-day  cooking,  and  beyond  doubt  the 
best  cook  book  published  at  a  low  price.  It 
teaches  how  to 
prepare  in  a 
tasty,  yet  eco- 
nomical man- 
ner all  kinds  of 
Soups,  Chow- 
dors.  Fish, 
Meats,  Poultrv, 
Fowl,  Game, 
Vegetables, 
Salads,  Pastry, 
Tarts,  etc.  It  is 
just  the  thing 
for  the  yoiuig 
housekeeper . 
All  the  recipes 
are  written 
from  actual  ex- 
perience, and  number  almost  two  hundred 
and  fifty.  The  plain  and  familiar  stvle  adopt- 
ed by  the  author  in  describing  the  "details  of 
the  various  culinary  operations  commends  it 
to  the  notice  of  all  economical  housewives,  as 
It  affords  the  best  results  with  the  least  ex- 
penditure. It  is  well  printed,  on  a  good  qual- 
ity of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and 
neatly  bound  In  handsome  colored  covers. 
Price,  by  mail,  post-paid,  only  Ten  Cents. 
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BLACK  ART 


OB 

The  Sciences  of  Magic,  Witchcraft,  Alchemy, 
Necromancy,  Mesmerism,  Etc. 

PRICE,    BY    NAIL,    POST-PAID,    26   CENTS    PER   COPY. 

HE  dark  night  of  superstition  will  never  end,  and  no  day  will  ever  break  to  drive 
away  mankind's  firm  belief  in  the  mysteries  this  wonderful  book  unravels.  This 
book  opens  the  sealed  doors  to  all  sciences  mentioned  In  its  title,  and  is  the  most  com- 
plete and  practical  one  now  published  on  these  subjects,  at  a  low  price.  With  this 
book  in  your  posses-sion  all  mystery  will  disappear, 
and  what  before  seemed  to  you  beyond  human  ex- 
planation, win  become  as  clear  as  the  light  of  da  j*. 
It  embraces  twenty-four  large  chapters.  In  wliich 
the  following  subjects  are  fully  explained  by  a  nicst 
celebrated  authority:— Human  superstition  and  tlie 
occult  sciences  —  Artificial  somnambulism  — Spirit 
mirrors  -  Influence  of  animal  magnetism  on  the 
mind  -Necessary  precautions—  Influence  of  animal 
magnetism  on  the  t)ody— Principles  of  Delruze-  Plan 
of  3Iesmer— Rules  governing  spirit  mediumshlp  to 
be  observed  when  forming  spiritual  circles  —  P?v- 
chology  pathetlsm— How  to  perform  the  Davenport 
Brothers'  spirit  mysteries  —  Mesmerism  —  How  to 
cliarm  those  you  meet  and  love— How  to  make  per- 
sons at  a  distance  think  of  you— Electrical  pyscnol- 
ogy— Magical  sciences— Wltciicraft  and  Jlagic— Al- 
chemy —  Black  or  Dia- 
bolic magic  —  Magical 
forms  and  ceremonies— 

Necromancy— Apparitions— The  lllumlnatl,  and  Phantas- 
magory.  The  subject  of  Mesmerism,  or  Hj-pnotism.  which 
is  now  occupying  the  public  mind  to  a  large  degree,  is 
treated  on  In  this  work  to  an  almost  exhaustive  extent.  By 
a  knowledge  of  this  art  you  can  make  the  weak  as  stro.vo 
as  a  Lio.v,  or  the  "bully"  as  timid  as  a  child.  You  can 
cure  disease,  cause  others  to  come  to  you,  love  yol',  and 
OBEr  yoi:r  evert  wish.  Or,  if  you  desire,  you  can  make 
FU.N  BY  THE  HOUR  through  Its  agcncy.  Everything  apper- 
taining to  this  subject  is  carefully  explained  in  every  de- 
tail, in  plain  and  concise  language,  so  that  any  person  of 
ordinary  Intelligence  can  fully  comprehend  it  and  meet 
VNith  success,  if  they  follow  the  instructions  in  this  book, 
,    ^.  ,    .      ,    ,  after  a  little  practice  at  home.    In  the  hands  of  some 

people  this  book  is  a  sure  fortune.  Send  for  a  copy,  it  is  a  treasure,  valuable  all 
tnrough  one's  life,  and  worth  many  times  the  small  sum  we  ask  for  it.  It  is  printed  on 
a  good  quality  of  heavy  paper,  from  clear,  readable  tvpe,  and  neatly  boun«f  in  hand 
!2I??„S?.'2r^^  covers.  Will  be  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  of 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS.    U.  S.  postage  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 
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WEHIVIAN'S 


BOOK   ON 


BUILDING, 
BOWme  and 
SAILING 


Boats 


PRICE  10  CENTS. 


IN  this  book  will  be  found  several  chapters 
■  on  Modeling  a  Boat.  Ship-building,  Rigging 
a  Ship,  etc.  Everything  appertaining  to  boats 
is  fully  explained  in  plain  terms,  with  an  avoid- 
ance of  technical  obscurity.    It  Is  illustrate!^ 

with  a  number 
of  diagrams,  as 
follows:- Model 
for  half  the 
deck  of  a  cutter 
—  Diagram  o  f 
forms  for  cut- 
ting out  a  boat 
—Form  of  stern 
etc.  — Model  of 
schooner  — 
Sheer  Plan  of 
Ship  -  Half- 
Breadth  Plan 
—Body  Plan— 
The  Keelson-—. 
Planking—  Cat- 
,      ,.        „,      .  head— Knots 

and  splices— Stepping  a  Mast.  By  following 
the  instructions  set  forth  in  this  book,  any 
person  who  is  interested,  whether  they  have 
had  any  experience  or  not,  can  learn  the 
science  of  boat  building  in  a  very  short  time. 
It  is  well  printed  on  a  good  quality  of  paper, 
from  clear,  readable  type,  and  neatly  bound 
in  handsome  colored  covers.  Price  Dy  malL 
pos^paid,  only  TEN  CENTS.  ^^ 


WEHMAN'S 

BOOK  OH 

FISHING 


PRICE   26  CENTS. 


THIS  is  a  practical  guide  to  bottom,  trolling, 
spinning  and  fly  fishing,  with  a  chapter 
on  fishing  in  the  sea.  The  book  is  published 
to  meet  the  requirements  of  all  persons  who 
desire  to  become  proficient  in  this  art,  whether 
It  be  m  SEA,  LAKE.  RIVER  or  BROOK.  It  Is  the 
only  complete  guide  now  published,  at  alow 
price,  for  anglers  in  all  parts  of  the  United 
states,  both  in  salt  and  fresh  water.  It  gives. 
In  full  detail,  ample  directions  for  catchinjf 
all  the  different  species  of  fish  that  inhabit 
our  waters;  the  proper  season  for  fishing  for 

them,  the  baits, 
tackle,  etc.,  to 
be  used.  It  also 
contains  various 
useful  tables  In 
the  Fisherman's 
Calendar,  as 
well  as  practical 
hints  on  the 
making  and 
mending  of  fish- 
Ing-gear,  fly- 
dressing,  and 
odd  memoranda, 
which  would  be 
duly  appreciat- 
ed by  those  who 
have  e  X  p  e  r  1  - 
enced  the  chagrrin  of  tackle  breaking,  flies  be- 
coming exhausted,  in  the  midst  of  a  day's 
sport,  when  away  from  the  usual  sources  of 
supply.  This  ijook  is  fully  illustrated,  and 
contains  a  large  number  or  engravings  of  the 
different  kind  of  hooks  used,  their  numbers, 
etc.  If  you  are  a  novice  in  this  sport,  and  de- 
sire the  best  of  information  on  the  subject,  or 
even  it  you  have  had  experience,  you  will  find 
in  this  work  valuable  hints  and  suggestions, 
which,  if  you  follow  carefully,  will  enable  j'ou 
to  become  an  expert.  Send  for  this  valuable 
treatise,  and  learn  the  secrets  and  recipes  of 
a  venerable  and  successful  fisherman;  you 
never  have  or  never  can  make  a  better  Invest- 
ment.   Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  25  Cents. 


Addrass  all  orders  direef  fo  HENRY  J.  WENMAN,  Publisher,  108  Park  Row,  NEW  YORI. 
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^^gwAW's  CIRD  GAMES,  and  Now  ft  PlayThMi. 


PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


•yHIS  Ib  s  new  and  handy  edi- 
'  tion,  including  all  the  prin- 
ple  and  popular  card  games, 
such  as  Napoleon,  card  domi- 
noes, whiat,  short  whist,  dummy 
whist,  cribbage.  vingt-et-un,  loo, 
all-fours,  etc.  With  this  valua- 
ble book  and  guide  at  hand  you 
will  be  enabled  to  pass  away 
many  a  long  evening  in  a  pleas- 
ant and  agreeable  manner,  which 
would  otherwise  be  dull  and 
tiresome.  Neatly  bound  in  col- 
ored cover.  Price,  by  mail, 
postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 


WEHMAN'8  CHEMICAL  WONDERS 


FOR  HOnB 

BXMIBITION. 


PRICE,   10  CENTS. 


Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  Ten  Cents' 


nPHIS  book  gives  careful  direc- 
■  tloni  for  a  great  variety  of 
instructive  and  interesting  experi- 
ments in  chemistry  for  home  and 
sohool  entertainments,  with  a  list 
of  the  articles  required  for  the 
purpose  and  directions  for  their 
purchase.  There  is  perhaps,  no 
other  study  so  Interesting  and 
productive  of  wonders  as  chemis- 
try. Even  our  oldest  and  most 
experienced  professors  will  dis- 
cover something  new  each  day. 
goiiie  students  have  made  discov- 
eries, and  by  putting  them  to 
practical  use  have  gained  a  com- 
petency. Neatly  and  substan- 
tially bound  in  colored    cover. 


wEHHAiit  ITILETI6  EXERCISE  '^A%'Jf?BN<m.. 


PRICE, 


paid.  Ten  Cents. 


10  CENTS. 

CULL  directions  are  given  in 
■  this  book  for  training,  walk- 
ing, running,  leaping,  using 
dumb-bells  (both  English  ana 
French  style),  the  proper  use  of  ] 
Indian  clubs,  etc.  Athletic  exer- 
cises are  something  of  importance 
to  every  boy  or  growing  young 
man.  They  have  been  adopted 
by  all  the  leading  colleges  in  the 
universe  and  prounced  a  health 
productive  factor  by  all  the  lead- 
ing professors.  This  book  will  I 
teach  the  weak  to  become  strong, 
and  those  who  aroatrong  to  be- , 
come  stronger  still.     It    is  well 

Srinted  and  boand,    and    fully 
lustrated.  Price,  by  mail  post* 


V       I 


wEHWA><'8  BOXma  AND  WRESTLINB. 

PRICE.  10  CENTS. 

'HIS  is  a  treatise  on  the  subject  of  the  manly  art  of  self-defense, 
which  every  man  or  boy  should  have  a  knowledge  of.     All 

the  details  are  plainly 
set  forth  in  a  manner 
calculated  to  instruct 
and  enlighten  those 
who  never  before 
wrestled  or  met  in  a 
fistic  encounter.  Many 
amateurs  have  become 
celebrated,  and  noted 
prof essionals  have 
gained  both  fame  and 
fortune  by  following 
the  rules  and  doctrines 
so  clearly  given  in  this 
book.  Every  detail  is 
given  as  to  the  various 
positions,  likewise  the 
modes  of  attack,  de- 
fense, and  instructions 
on  training.  Thor- 
oughly illustrated,  well 
printed  and  bound.     Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 

Clean  and  unused  one  or  two-cent  postage 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  publica- 
tions. Parties  ordering  from  foreign  countries 
should  remit  by  Post-Office  Money  Order. 


wJHUANt  FIELD  SPORTS  FOR  BOYS. 


PRICE.  10  CENTS. 


pXERCISE  of  every  kind  is 
■-^  intended  to  develop  and  not 
fag  the  body,  and  especially  Is 
thU  the  case  when  muscular  rec- 
reation is  taken  early  in  the  day, 
when  a  lad  has  to  face  his  school 
duties,  or  a  young  man  the  work 
of  business  for  many  hours  af-  > 
terwards.  This  book  teaches  > 
ene  how  to  exercise  properly.  It. 
contains  rules  and  resulations 
for  the  popular  game  of  nare  and 
hounds,  prisoner's  base,  hockey, 
leap  frog,  pole  leaping,  trap,  eto. 
PuTly  illustrated.  Well  printed 
and  bound  in  colored  cover. 
Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  Tmi 
Cents. 


fftHM^wi  ITHLETIC  aaWES  OF  SKILL 

PRICE,  10  CENTS. 

■  N  this  book  will  be  found   full  instructions  for  the  games  of  i 
^    bowling,  raguet  and  fives,  skittles  (both  Dutch  and  Trench), 
the  Scotch  game  of  golf,  etc.     Also  athletic  feats  with  the  sword. 
The  games  In  each  branch  are,  as  far  as  possible,  progressively 


^gS^ls^*? 


arranged  and  thoroughly  illustrated,  so  that  proficiency  may  be ' 
attained,  even  without  toe  p)ersonaI  Instruction  and  supervision  of  < 
a  teacher.  Wellprinted  and  bound  in  colored  cover.  Price,  by  I 
mail,  postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 
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PIT  RODNEY'S  QUUXT  C8X0RDRIMS 


Prio*  as  Oents. 


^^  *n*  ^^ 


25  C«nt». 


THIS  book  coDUins  rollicking,  mirth- 
provoking  itoriM,  Irish  wit  and 
iiamor,  a  Chiiieaa  sketch,  sbeenir  soft 
•awder,  hnmorons  aoecdotefl,  etc.  Boniid 
to  tickle  tbe  ribs  of  the  Isao  and  make 
them  Krow  fat,  while  the  over^atoot  will 
lanKh  off  all  their  SD|)erflnoiiB  fat  read- 
ing ihe  Jokes  and  gaKS  of  the  prince  of 
fiiuiiT  nien,  Pat  Roonejr.  ComtKlians  of 
all  kfiida  will  find  herein  an  liiexhaostlble 
sapply  of  "hits,"  all  troe  and  tried,  such 
as— The  dead  book  aeent — Rather  boozy 
—Sit  dnwn,  ye  spalbecn— Cold  or  hoi — 
How  Biddy  lost  her  character— 111 k«;*a 
Idea  of  reforin — A  handy  bath — CoQido't 
behave  herself — Small  by  defrrect  and 
Ix-aatirally  lees — Irish  bnlls  and  blunders 
—  Too  candid  by  half— and  hundreds  of 
oiliera,  all  slde-«plltters.  This  book  is 
printed  on  a  fine  quality  of  book  paper, 
from  clear,  readable  type,  and  durably 
bound  in  bandsome  colored  cover.  It 
will  be  sent  by  mall,  poetpald,to  anv  ad- 
dreM.  upon  receipt  oi  price,  TWENTY* 
PIVB  CENTS. 


MOTHER  SHIPTON'S  filPSY    FORTUNE-TELLER 
And  Drtam  Book,  With  Napoloon'sOraoulum. 

PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 

THIS  Is  the  great  and  Justly  •celebrated  work,  written  by  the 
famous  Queen  of  tbe  Qipeies.  Mother  Shipton.  It  Is  a  Dook 
so  strange  and  wonderful  tb.U  the  human  mind  can  barely  grasp 
Its  mysteries.  It  is  a  thorough  and  perfect  teacher  on  the  mys- 
terious art  and  science  of  which  Mother  Shipton  was  a  perfect 
master,  and  by  its  aid  It  is  possible  for  one  to  foretell  future 
events,  etc.  Its  contents  embraces  the  correct  Interpretation  of 
all  dreams  or  visions  In  tbe  entire  category,  from  A  to  Z,  and 
Includes  the  lucky  numbers  In  lottery,  which  applies  thereto. 

The  great  combination  ta- 
ble, when  to  play  gigs, 
combinations  to  play,  curi- 
ous traditional  observations, 
to  know  what  fortune  your 
future  husband  will  have, 
to  find  out  the  first  two  let- 
ters of  a  wife's  or  husband's 
Dame,  to  know  If  a  woman 
with  child  will  have  a  girl 
or  boy,  to  know  If  a  child 
new  bom  shall  live  or  not, 
to  know  bow  soon  a  person 
will  be  married,  to  discover 
a  thief,  to  know  whether  a 
woman  shall  have  the  man 
she  wishes,  to  know  if  any- 
one shall  enjoy  their  love  or 
not,  how  to  obtain  happi- 
ness and  afiSuence  In  tbe 
marriage  state,  how  to  make 
the  dumb-cake,  to  tell  a 
person's  disposition  and  fu- 
ture lot  by  tbe  aid  of  moles, 
marks  or  scars,  how  to  tell  fortunes  with  cards,  by  old  and  new 
methods;  to  see  a  future  husband,  augury  by  dice  and  dominoes. 
Charms,  Spells,  Incantations,  Signs  and  Omens  carefully  and 
fully  explained;  predictions  concerning  children  bom  on  any  day 
in  tbe  week;  judjjments  drawn  from  the  moon;  Physiological 
Signs  of  character  and  disposition;  Physiognomy;  Nativity; 
love  presents  and  witching  spells;  fortune-telling  by  the  grounds 
of  a  coffee  or  tea  cup;  the  ring  and  the  olive  branch;  tbe  witches' 
chain;  love's  cordial;  the  mapic  rose;  how  to  make  Ink  with 
which  you  can  write  secretly;  Palmistiy,  to  tell  fortunes  by  the 
hand;  flnper-nall  observations;  to  baffle  vour  enemies,  and  tbe 
ORACULUM,  Napoleon  Bonaparte's  Book  of  Fate,  which 
originally  cost  many  lliousands  of  dollars.  Remember  that 
everything  enumerated  above  is  contained  In  this  book  In  a  complete 
form,  and  should  you  place  it  side  by  side  with  costly  leather- 
bound  volumes  on  similar  subjects.  It  would  still  retain  Its  value. 
It  is  the  original.  Printed  on  a  good  quality  of  paper,  from 
clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  In  handsome  colored  cover. 
Will  be  sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  only  Ten  Cents. 
Do  not  let  this  golden  opportunity  pass  by,  but  send  for  a  copy 
at  once  and  secure  the  bargain  of  a  lifetime. 


BURNT 
CORK 

TV*  JlniLkvt  Ata0«l 


BURNT  CORK;  Or,  The  toateur  linstrti. 

CRANK  DUMOMT,  tbe  author  of  this  i 
■  book,  stands  at  the  head  of  bis' 
profeeeioB  —  minstrelsy.  H«  has  pre- 
pared in  this  work  a  varied  colleetloo 
of  the  best  neero  wit  and  humor,  as 
rendered  by  the  leadloi;  stars  and 
comedians  of  the  present  day.  It  con- 
tains bnmorona  stump  speechea,  end 
men's  Jokes  and  stories,  funny  after- 
pieces and  farces,  comic  recitations^ 
Slantatinn  sketches,  conandronis  and 
nalee,  etc.  Also  full  iDstnictloDS  for 
making  wif^  preparins  burnt  cork, 
how  to  make  up  for  different  stylsa  off 
Characters,  liow  to  get  up  appr<ipriai« 
proKramn,  and,  in  fact,  «ver>>hinK  per- 
taining to  minstrelsy  Is  so  minutely  and 
carefully  pzplaliie<l  that  yon  could  not 
fail  to  givK  an  excellent  performance 
with  Burnt  Cork  in  yonr  pnaeue 
slon.  Trila  iMtok  la  acknowledged  bjr 
professionals  as  one  of  the  moat  com- 
plete works  on  the  sahject  a*  yet  pab- 
iivhed,  and  ttie  flrst  atep,  after  orKSB- 
isini;  a  minstrel  0<>mpany,  shoold  be  to 
procare  a  copy.  It  ta  flited  with  valna- 
able  pointers  and  indispensable  to  tbe 
amatenr.  It  is  printetl  ou  a  good  quality 
of  paper,  from  clear,  readahle  type, 
and  bound  in  handsome,  darable,  col- 
ored cover.  Will  be  sent  by  mall, 
r>o8tpaid,  to  any  addresa,  apon  receipt 


of  price,  TWENTY-FIVE  CENT& 


w 


WEH  MAN'S 


^ 


WEHMAN'S  BOOK  OF 

Errors  In  Speaking  and  Writing  Corrected. 

PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 
^OTHINO  so  quickly    betrays  poor    schooling  as  Incorreotj 
^^     spelling  or  bad  pronunciation,  although  It  sometimes  bap-/ 
pens  that  otherwise  well -Informed  persons  fall  into  error*  «f  this ' 

kind,  simply  from  want  of  a  lit- 
tle application.      A    perusal    of ' 
this   book   will   enable  such    to ' 
polish  up  iheir  knowledge  and 
save  them  a  great  deal  of  labori- 
ous and  unnecessary  consultation  i 
of  large  volumes,  sometimes  dif- 
ficult to  obtain. 

We  can  fafely  say  that  this  If 
the  best  book  on  the  subject  pub-  • 
llshed  at  so  low  a  price.    It  con*  • 
tains  a  large  number  of  examples  , 
of  right  and  v>rana  uses  of  words,  , 
with  valuable  rules  for  spelling, 
and  for  tbe  rightful  and  elegant  * 
construction  of  sentences.     Also  ' 
a  chapter  on  "Don't,"  giving  the  • 
Incorrect  as  well  as  tbe  correct 
pronunciation   of   words,  which 
are    commonly    mispronounced, 
a  number  of  familiar  synonyms, 
and  tbe  difference  in  meaning  of 
words  of    a  similar    sound,  all 
furming  a  most  valuable  and  convenient  manual,  which  cannot 
fail  to  be  of  use  to  all  who  consult  it.     Well  printed  and  bound. 
Will  be  sent  by  mail,  postpaid  on  receipt  of  only  Ten  Cents. 
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neNftV  J.  WBHMAN. 
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TBE"BRUDDER  BONES"  4-M-44  JOIER. 


PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


<^PACE  will  not  permit  of  a 
very  graphic  description^of  v 


what  this  book  contains.  SuflSce 
It  to  say  that  In  Its  compilation  T 
DO  time,  labor  or  expense  has  ' 
been  spared  to  secure  the  most ' 
palatable  darkey  dialoftues,  comi-  * 
calities,  Ethiopian  jokes  and  > 
conundrums  obtainable.  It  is  a  > 
book  full  of  the  very  Juice  and  , 
cream  of  fun.  The  colloquies  be-  , 
tween  tbe  end  man  aad  interlocu- 
tor are  of  tbe  most  ludicrous  i 
character  and  worth  many  times i' 
tbe  price  of  tbe  entire  book.  ' 
Well  printed  and  bound  in  neat  / 
paper  cover.  Price,  by  mall,  > 
postpaid.  Ten  Cents.  > 
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BERRY  J.  WEBMB.  Pibllthtr 
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BY   TUBS    "WXrOHBJS. 


Prle«  25e.  per  copy,  by  mall,  post-paid. 

—  THIS  BOOK  GIVES  — 

1520    INFALLIBLE    ANSWERS    TO   ALL    QUESTIONS 

THAT   MAY  INTEREST  WOMEN   IN   EVERY 

POSITION  IN  LIFE. 


Fkok  m  Wrrrmts:— Yoiintr  woman,  you  count  joor  !•  T««n *b4  h«pet  Mia 

or  ■ra.|]ruii  ooiixidvr  yi>ur22  yeais  and  hlglil  Mm  cir.,..jc«ra,Uie  varT  tlioaffbl 

of  "old  mAtil"iiiaWe8yuu  shudder!  MiS vou  ai-e  a  wld-'w,  aiid  abould  D<-t 

wlah (or *ii7 oonaulaUoot  Allot  yon  are  dauitnters  uC  Ere,  the  InqulHltive,  and 

have  many  wlslien  to  icratlfv, 
many  denlrea  to  iatlsfT.  Ttaa 
dark  futuie  dirquleu,  the  pre*- 
ent  truiiblea  tti**  mind.  You 
ara  more  or  lem  b«aiit<rul, 
more  or  le>«  happy,  at  leaat 
make  claim  t<>  napih  raa. 
Above  all,  >ou  3etk  knuwledice 
as  t'l  your  pr'  specta  tn  life 
\«hether  good  or  ill  turtune 
awuiis  you;  whether  you  will 
evt-r  or  always  Le  loved;  arho 
and  «bKt  your  liuaband  will 
be;  wlietlier  )ou  «lll  enjoy 
blifuaful  happlnefla:  whetlier— 
In  fuct,  a  niiiltltude  of  iblnirs 
tliat  caurethe  heart  w>'rrinieDt 
^\ell,  »e  Wiielies  know  all  of 
you,  and  your  tr<'U)ileg  and 
anxietlen;  and  ax  we  rrnd  your 
heart,  ve  will  unveil  the  mva- 
teries  of  the  future.  Belns 
cou>.in»-(rernian  to  Be«Izebuli, 
weoHiiiiistructyouconceriiinir 
tnntters  «hlcli  inteieat  you 
mort.  Let  us  peep  into  them 
and  pray,  be  not  afisid  of  u*. 
for  w»  hnve  been  fresh  and 
rot-y  even  liUe  unto  you  Tuke 
us  Into  tlie  letlruev  of  your 
bed-<'liiiml>er,  and  there,  upon 
your  pilio"-  we  will  rrvenl  to 
you  all  thnt  you  mav  seek  to 
know.  F»r  we  poRseiig  the 
p.,wer  of  the  F^ytlilan  oracle, 
and  win  lell  itimm]  fortune  to 
the  fair,  and  her  pop  ion  to  the 
nnfiiir.  Thix  book  will  be  reot 
by  mail,  post-oald,  on  re<?elpt 
Of  280«  In  silver  or  portaKe 
■tnnnw.  rW  BPKCIAL— Five 
ooplea  for  fl.  Get  foarof  Tonr  frtenda  tnclub  In  »ith  yon  ar  ZSCemseach. 
maklnffil  In  all,  and  thereby  ^et  your  own  book  free  of  charire.  Clean  and 
unn<ed  Unlt«>d  Slates  one  or  two-CfntpoxtaKeptainpe  taken  sameaacaxli  f..r  all 
our  KOO'  s.     When  orde tlnif  from  foielk'n  countries  al"R.v«  remit  by  P  sKXIli-e 


Money  Order,  aa  foreign  iiostage  stainos  are  uf  no  value  to  us. 
oiderS'to. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publlsh«r, 

Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 


Address  all 
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25   CENTS. 


A  ftook  replete  with  the  laws  that  ipoTem  Card 
I  Gaines  of  all  kinds.  t..'^-< 


Containing  all  the  Standard  Rule*  for  ShufTllng.  Cutting.  Dealing  and 
Playing  of  Cards  in  America.    (Illustrated.) 

•.1^?.'*f^°**'°?.fli5*i?"^''*?*°  «?'*'  Pl»y«njr,  l«>th  for  MnnMiBMt  an^  ffain, 
H  only  circumscribed  by  the  boundaries  of  c-ivllii«tlon,  and  the  number  and 
•tvleaorpainosareaomuHlpleaathe  le«Tes  in  Vullumbr.wa.  It  has  l«en  our 
•tfurt  to  bring  tofretlier  wichiu  this  book  aU  the  names  known  to  modern  play 

eie,  and  also  many  which  have  ii'  t, 
111  ireneral,  tiecome  p'pulai,  as  yet, 
on  tlila  side  "the  bi|r  pinid."  The 
followintr  are  a  few  of  the  oamea 
treated  In  this  bo.k:-  All  Fou.  - 
All  Fiven— Anctlon  Fircli— lioccaiat 
— IWriQUe  —  liOKton  —  B'  aft— Caraino 
— C'alilornia  Jack— Catch  the  Ten- 
Commercial  Pii.h  —  Coon  Can  — 
Crlliiw^e  —  D'niino  Wlilst  — Dr»w 
Poker  —  Ecai  te  —  Euchre  —  Faro- 
Five  or  ^  In-  —  Forty  Five—  French 
Boston  —  French  Eucli  re  —  Fi  ench 
Whist  —  Grabouclie  —  Heaits— Jack 
Pots— taiiMiuenet— L..O— Ml^til^ris  — 
Nop..le,.n— Kewinarket— 01<i  Sledite 
— Pe"lro  Sanolio — Pinoc'e—  Piquet — 
Pitch  —  Poker  —  Qiilnze  —  RaMioad 
Euchre— nntiifcli—R.  m-e  et  Noli- 
Ronnce— Kubic  n  Bczlqne  — Scich 
\\  hi.-t- Seven  t'p-SlxtJ-8iX-Sl("t— 
Plobberhnnies  — Solo- Solo  Whlot— 
Sooll  Fivo— Slop.— 8iraik.-hi  Poker— 
Btud  P'ker-Tldi  teen  and  tli»  Odd 
— Tfnte  et  Qiiarame— Vii  nt-Un— 
Whiskey  Poker— \\  l.liit  — Anuilran 
Wi.istLaws,  <tc.  Tills  book  oontaini 

ihe  rules  eoiabii'hed  and  revised  by 
lovle,  down  through  Cavendish, 
Cameron,  ami  riheitt.  irovei  nlnif  the 
many  paines,  hy  aid  of  whlcti  each 
and  every  1 'I  cat  all  convcsni  twiih 
car.l  pla\lnk'  nmy  leai-n  how  l>est  to 
''stake  tli«  liiizar.i  of  a  die,"  and 
win  orl"i>eai>»cienr>eatnl  rl-iil  shall 
pre»»nt  oi'portunlty.  This  book  will  bo  sent  by  mml,  p<>F^paM,  on  receipt  ot 
8Bo>  I"  ■"*"■' or  poetacr*  stanipn.  bPKCIAIy— Get  four  of  vour  friends  to  club  in 
witli  yon  at  St  cent*  each,  makimi  fl.OO  in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book 
free  of  cliar«(a.    Adureaa  all  orders  to 

NCNRY  J.  WEHMANs  Publisher,       } 

Park  Hoiv,  NEW  YORK. 


Clean  and   unused  one    or  two-cent  postage 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all    of  goods. 
Parties  ordering  from  foreign  countries  should 
remit  by  Post-Office  Money  Order. 
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A  Boy's  Best  Friend  Is  His  Mother 

A  Call  to  Arms   

A  Hot  Time  at  Manila 

A  Knot  of  Blue  and  Gray 
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THE    RED,    WHITE    AND    BLUE. 

O  Columbia,  the  (jeni  of  tho  ocejin. 

The  home  of  the  bravo  and  the  free, 
Tlie  shrliie  of  each  patriot's  devotion, 

A  world  otters  lioinaKe  to  thee. 
Tliy  mandates  makes  lienx's  asM'iiible, 

VVhen  IH>erty'8  form  stands  In  view, 
Thy  banners  make  tyrants  tremble. 

When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

CHORirs. 
When  borne  by  the  Red,  AVhIte  and  Blue, 
When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue; 

Thv  banners  make  tvrants  tremble. 
When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

When  war  waged  its  wide  desolation. 

And  threatened  our  land  to  deform. 
The  ark  then  of  freedom's  foundation, 

Columbia,  rode  sjife  throu(;h  the  storm. 
With  her  jrarland  of  victory  o'er  ner. 

When  so  proudly  sh«f  lK)re  her  bold  crew. 
With  her  flag  protidly  DtMitint;  l)efore  her. 

The  boa.st  of  the  Red,  White  and  Blue.— CAorM#. 

The  wine  cup,  the  wine  cup  tiring  hither. 

And  till  you  it  up  to  the  brim; 
Ma/ the  wreath  they  have  won  never  wither. 

Nor  the  star  of  their  glory  grow  dim! 
May  the  .-iervice  united  ne'er  sever. 

And  hold  to  their  colors  .so  truel 
The  Army  ami  the  Navy  for  ever! 

Three  che«rs  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue.— Cft/Twu. 
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HAIL    COLUMBIA. 

Hail  Columbia!  happy  land!  hall,  ye  heroes!  heaven-born  l)and! 

Who  touglit  ami  bled  in  Freedom's  cause, 

Who  fought  and  bled  m  Freedom's  cause. 
Anil  when  the  storm  of  war  was  gone,  enjoyed  the  peace  your  valor  won. 
\a'1  indei)endence  W  our  l>oast,  ever  mindful  whatltcoHt; 
Ever  grateful  for  the  prize,  let  ita  altur  reach  the  skies. 

Choris. 

Firm  united  let  us  l)e,  rallying  'round  our  Lllwrty; 

As  a  bjind  of  brothers  joined,  jieace  and  safety  we  shall  And. 

Immortal  patriots  rise  once  more,  defend  your  rights,  defend  your  shore. 

Let  no  rude  fo«',  with  impious  hand. 

Let  no  rude  foe.  with  impious  hand. 
In vade  the  shrine  where  sjicred  lie«,of  toil  and  bUxKl.the  well-earned  prize. 
While  otfering  jH»ace,  sincere  and  just.  In  heaven  we  place  a  manly  trust. 
That  truth  and  justice  will  prevall,and  every  schenieof  bondage  fall.— CAo 

Sound,  sound  the  trumix^t  of  fame!  let  Washington's  great  name 

Ring  through  the  world  with  loud  applaus*'. 

Ring  through  the  world  with  lou<l  applause. 
Let  every  ilime  to  Freedom  dear  listen  with  a  joyful  ear. 
With  eoual  skill  and  Uod-like  jiower,  he  govern "d  In  the  fearful  hour 
Of  horrid  war!  orguldes,wlthea8e,the  happier  timesof  honest  peace.— CAo  | 

Behold  the  chief  who  now  commands  again  to  serve  his  country,  stands— 

The  rock  on  which  the  storni  will  l)eat. 

The  ro«k  on  which  the  storm  will  lieat; 
But,  armed  in  virtue  Mrm  and  true,  his  hoiiesare  flx'd  on  heaven  And  you. 
When  ho}»e  was  sinking  in  dismay,  and  gloom  ol)scured  Columbia's  day; 
His  steady  mind,  from  changes  free,  resolved  on  death  or  liberty.—  Cho. 


AMERICA; 

—OR— 

My  Country,  'Tis  of  Thee. 

My  country,  'tis  of  thee. 
Sweet  land  of  lllierty. 

Of  thee  I.«lng; 
Land  where  my  fathers  died. 
Land  ot  the  pilgrims'  pride. 
From  every  mountain  side 

Let  freeilom  ring. 

My  native  country,  thee. 
Land  of  the  noble,  free— 

Thy  name  I  love; 
I  love  thy  i"ocks  and  rills. 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hllla; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 

Let  music  swell  the  breeze. 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees. 

Sweet  freedom's  song; 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake. 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake. 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break. 

The  sound  prolong. 

Our  fathers'  God,  to  thee. 
Author  of  liberty. 

To  thee  1  sing; 
L<jng  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light; 
Protect  us  by  thy  might 

Great  God,  our  King. 
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THE    STAR-SPANGLED    BANNER. 

Oh!  siiy  can  you  see,  by  the  dawn's  early  light. 
What  so  pnjudly  we  hailed  at  the  twilight's  last  gleaming? 

Whose  broad  strijies  and  bright  stiii-s,  through  the  jM*rilous  tight. 
O'er  the  rampiirts  we  watched  were  .so  gallantly  streaming; 

And  the  r<K-ket's  red  glare,  the  liomtts  bursting  in"  air. 

Gave  proof  through  the  night  that  our  flag  was  still  there. 
Oh;  Siiy,  di>«'S  that  star  spangled  biinner  yet  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  tiie  iree  and  tlit;  home  of  the  brave'/ 

On  the  shore,  dimly  seen  through  the  mists  of  the  deep. 
Where  the  foe's  haughty  hi>st  in  dread  silence  reiHise.s. 

What  is  that  wliich  the  bret?ze,  o'er  the  towering  steep. 
As  it  ntfully  blows,  half  conceals,  half  di.sclosesr 

Now  It  catches  tlu!  gleam  of  the  morning's  first  beam; 

In  full  glory  reflected,  now  shines  In  the  stream. 
'TIS  the  star  spangled  t)anner!-  oh!  long  may  it  wave. 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  bravel 

And  where  Is  that  band  who  so  vaiintlngly  swore, 
'Mid  the  havoc  of  war  and  the  twittle's  confusion, 

A  home  and  a  country  they'd  leave  us  no  morer 
Their  blood  has  wa.shed  out  their  foul  footsteps,  pollution  I 

No  refuge  cf»uld  save  the  hireling  and  slave 

From  the  terror  of  flight,  or  the  gloom  of  the  grave. 
.\nd  the  star  spangled  banner  In  triumph  doth  wave 
(J'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  hom«!  of  the  bravel 

Oh!  thiLs  lie  it  ever,  when  freemen  .shall  stand 
Between  their  loved  home  and  war's  desolation  I 

Blest  with  victory  and  p«-ace,  may  the  heaven  rescued  land 
Praise  the  Power  that  hath  made  and  pres<Tved  us  a  nation. 

Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  It  Is  Just, 

And  this  l)L  our  motto:  "  In  o<m1  isour  trust!  ' 
And  the  star-spangled  l>anner  In  triumph  shall  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  bravel 


■/ 


THE    CUMBERLAND'S    CREW. 

Oh!  shipmates,  come,  gather,  and  Join  In  my  ditty; 

It's  of  a  terrible  battle  that  happened  of  late;  | 

Let  each  good  Union  Tar  shed  a  sad  tear  of  pity,  ' 

When  he  thinks  of  the  once  gallant  Cumberland's  fate. 
The  eighth  day  of  March  told  a  terrible  story. 

And  many  a  brave  tar  to  this  world  bid  adieu  1 
Yet  our  flag  it  was  wraut  in  a  mantle  of  glory 

By  the  heroic  deeds  of  the  Cumberland's  crew. 

On  that  Ill-fated  day,  about  ten  In  the  morning. 

The  sky  it  wa.s  clear,  and  bright  shone  the  sun. 
The  drums  of  the  (!uinl)erland  souiKled  a  warning 

Tliat  told  every  seaman  t«)  stand  by  his  gun. 
An  iron  ciad  frigate  down  on  us  came  bearing, 

And  high  In  the  air  the  Retiel  Flag  flew; 
The  Pennant  of  Treason  she  proudly  was  waving. 

Determined  to  conquer  the  Cumberland's  crew. 

Then  up  spoke  our  Captain  with  stern  resolution. 

Saying:  My  Inty.s,  of  this  monster  now  don't  be  dismayed; 
We  swore  to  maintain  our  lieloved  Con.stltution, 

And  to  die  for  our  country  we  are  not  afraid!  i 

We  tight  for  the  Union:  our  cause  It  Is  glorious,  ^ 

To  the  Stars  and  the  Stripes  we  will  stand  ever  true. 
We'll  sink  at  our  quarters,  or  conquer  victorious! 

Was  answered,  with  cheers,  from  the  Cumberland's  crew. 

Now  our  gallant  ship  fired  her  gun.s' dreadful  thunder. 

Her  broadside,  like  hall,  on  the  Rel)el  did  nour:  J 

The  p«'ople  gazed  on,  struck  with  terror  an«f  wonder; 

The  shots  struck  her  sides,  and  glanced  harmless  o'er; 
But  the  prifle  of  (iur  Navy  ctmid  never  l»e  daunted, 

Tho'  the  dead  and  the  wounded  her  de<-k  they  did  strew 
And  the  Flag  of  our  Union  how  jiroudly  It  flaunted, 

Su.Htained  by  the  blood  of  the  Cumberland's  crew.  ^ 

Slowly  they  sunk  beneath  Virginia's  waters. 

Their  voices  on  earth  will  ne'er  lie  heard  more— 
They'll  Im  wept  by  C'olumbla's  brave  .sons  and  fair  daughtersi 

May  their  blooil  be  avenged  on  Virginia's  shore!— 
Ill  that  iMittle-stained  grave  they  are  silently  lying— 

Their  souls  have  forever  to  earth  bid  adieu!  . 

But  the  Star-.Spangled  Banner  altove  them  is  flving; 

It  was  nailed  to  the  mast  by  the  Cuinlterland's  crew.  I 

t 
They  fought  us  three  hours,  with  8t«>rii  resolution. 

Till  tli<»s«>  Ret)e|s  found  cannon  would  never  avail  them: 
For  the  Flag  of  Secession  has  no  iM)wer  to  gall  them, 

Tho'  the  bl(K)d  from  their  scui)n«'rs  it  crimsoned  the  tide; 
She  struck  us  amidst  .ship,  our  planks  she  did  sever; 

Her  sharp  iron-prong  |)lerced  our  noble  ship  through: 
And  still,  as  she  sank  on  that  dark,  rolling  river. 

We'll  die  at  our  gunsi  cried  the  Cuml^erland's  crew. 

Columlila's  sweet  birth  right  of  Freedom's  communion. 

Thy  Flag  never  flojited  so  proudly  N-fore; 
For  the  spirits  of  those  that  died  for  our  Union, 

Above  Its  broad  folds  now  exaltlnglv  soar!—        . 
And  when  our  sailors  In  battle  as.-emhle, 

God  bless  our  dear  Banner:  the  Red,  White  and  Bluet 
Beneath  Its  bright  Stars  we'll  cause  tyrants  to  tremble. 

Or  sink  at  our  gun.s,  like  the  Cumberland's  crew. 


ll 
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A    KNOT    OF    BLUE    AND    GRAY. 

You  ask  me  why  upon  my  breast,  ■■-.,_ 

Unchanged  from  day  to  day, 
Linked  slue  by  side  In  this  broad  band, 

1  wear  the  blue  and  gray; 
I  hatl  two  brothers  long  ago— 

Two  brothers  blithe  andgay,  ;  , 

One  wore  a  suit  of  Northern  blue. 

And  one  a  suit  of  Southern  gray. ' 

One  heard  the  roUcall  of  the  South, 

And  linked  his  fate  with  Lee, 
The  other  Itore  the  Stiirs  and  Stripes, 

With  Sherman  to  the  sea: 
And  that  is  why  upon  my  breast, 

Unchange<l  from  day  to  day. 
Linked  slue  by  side  In  this  broad  band, 

I  wear  a  knot  of  blue  and  gray. 

Each  fought  for  what  he  deemed  was  right. 

And  fell  with  sword  in  hand; 
One  sleeps  amid  Virginia's  hills. 

And  one  by  Georgia's  strand. 
But  the  Siime  sun  shines  on  both  their  graves 
•Amid  valleys  and  oer  hills, 
And  in  the  darkest  of  the  hours 

My  brothers  do  live  still. 
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YANKEE    DOODLE. 

Father  and  I  went  down  to  camp, 

•Mong  with  Captain  Gooding, 
And  there  we  see  the  men  and  boys 

As  thick  as  hasty  pudding. 

Chorus. 
Yankee  Doodle,  keep  it  up, 

Yankee  D(xxlle.  dandy. 
Mind  the  mu.^ic  and  the  step. 

And  with  the  girls  be  handy. 

And  there  we  see  a  thousand  men 

As  rich  as  Squire  David; 
And  what  they  wasted  every  day, 

I  wish  it  could  be  saved.— (  Awm*. 

The  'lasses  they  eat  every  day 
Would  keep  our  house  in  winter: 

They  have  so  much  that.  111  be  bound, 
They  eat  it  when  they're  mind  ter.— CA(mim. 

And  there  we  see  a  swamping  gun, 

I.rfirge  as  a  log  of  maple, 
Upon  a  deuced  little  cart— 

A  load  for  father's  cattle.—  Chorut. 

And  every  time  tney  shoot  It  ofif 

It  takes  a  horn  of  powder, 
And  makes  a  noise  like  father's  gun. 

Only  a  nation  louder.—  ( /lornt. 


I  went  as  nigh  to  one  myself 
As  Slabs  underpinning; 

And  father  went  as  nigh  again— 
I  thought  the  deuce  was  In  him.- 


Choru*. 


Cousin  Simon  grew  so  bold, 
I  thought  lie  would  have  cocked  It; 

It  scared  me  so  I  shrinked  it  off 
And  hung  by  father's  pocket.—  Choiitt. 

And  Captain  Davis  had  a  gun, 

He  khid  of  clapt  his  hand  on't. 
And  stuck  a  crooked  stabbing  Iron 

Upon  the  little  end  on't.— cAoj«». 

And  there  I  seen  a  pumpkin  shell 

As  big  as  mother's  basin; 
And  every  time  they  touched  It  off 

They  scampered  like  the  nation.— CAorw*. 

I  seen  a  little  barrel,  too, 
The  heads  were  made  of  leather; 

They  kno<'ked  upon't  with  little  clubs 
And  called  the  folks  together.— t7to»»/*. 

And  there  was  Captain  Washington, 

And  gentlefolks  about  him; 
They  say  he's  grown  so  'tarnal  proud 

He  will  not  ride  without  'em.— 6Veo»t/». 

He  got  him  in  his  meeting  clothes 

Upon  a  slapping  stallion; 
He  set  the  world  along  m  rows 

In  hundreds  and  In  millions.— CAorM». 

The  flaming  ribbons  in  his  hat 

Tliey  looked  so  tearing  fine,  ah 
I  wanted  pokily  to  get 

To  give  to  my  Jeniimah.- rAot-M*. 

I  see  another  snarl  of  men 

A-digging  graves,  they  told  me. 
So  'tarnel  long,  so  'tarnel  deep, 

They  'tended  they  should  hold  vae.— Chorut. 

But  I  can't  tell  you  half  I  see. 

They  keep  up  such  a  smother. 
So  1  took  my  hat  off— made  a  bow. 

And  scampered  home  to  mother.— C*or«#. 


THE    FADED    COAT    OF    BLUE. 

My  brave  lad  he  sleeps  in  his  faded  coat  of  blue. 
In  his  lonely  grave,  unknown,  lies  the  heart  that  beat  so  true; 
He  sank,  faint  and  hungry,  among  the  famished  brave. 
And  they  laid  him,  sad  and  lonely,  within  his  nameless  ({rave. 

Chorus.  ' 

No  more  the  bugle  calls  the  weary  one. 

Rest,  noble  spirit,  in  thy  grave  unknuwn; 

I  shall  find  you  and  know  you  among  the  good  and  true. 

Where  a  rol)e  of  white  is  given  for  the  faded  coat  of  blue. 

He  cried:  "Give  me  water  and  Just  one  little  crumb. 

And  my  mother  she  will  bless  you  through  all  the  years  to  come; 

Oh,  tell  my  sweet  sister,  so  gentle,  good  and  true. 

That  I'll  meet  her  up  in  hea%'en  in  my  faded  coat  of  blue."— C^oti/f. 

"Oh,"'  he  said,  "my  dear  comrades,  you  cannot  take  me  home. 
But  you'll  mark  mv  grave  for  mother,  she  will  tlnd  it  if  sin?  comes; 
1  fear  she  will  not  know  me  among  the  gtnxl  and  true. 
When  a  robe  of  white  is  given  for  the  faded  coat  of  blue— ( /<w »/«. 

No  dear  one  was  by  him  to  close  his  sweet  blue  eyes. 

And  no  gentle  one  was  nigh  him  to  give  him  sweet  replies; 

No  stone  marks  the  sod  o'er  my  lad  so  brave  and  true. 

In  his  lonely  grave  he  sleeps  in  his  faded  coat  of  blue.-  Vhorut. 


THAT'S    NO    DREAM. 

Oopyrigbt,  18S8,  by  Coiiaolidated  HuMc  Pub.  An'n.    English  copjriirtit  neoured. 


Words  by  Andrew  B.  Sterling.     Mueic  by  Harry  vou  Tilcer. 


A  maiden  sweet  lives  down  our  street,  with  eyes  of  blu% 
With  golden  hair  beyond  compare,  and  heart  so  true,       < 
She's  my  l)eau,  I'd  have  you  know,  she  loves  me,  too,        ^ 
Boys,  ifs  no  dream,  she's  my  little  sunbeam. 
And  I  don't  mind  telling  you  that 

Chorus. 

I  love  Carrie,  and  Carrie  loves  me,  I  know. 
Soon  we'll  marry  and  happy  well  be,  that's  so. 
Talk  of  love  in  a  cottage  down  by  a  stream. 
In  a  flat  we  will  dwell,  and  have  steam  heat  as  well,  boys, 
And  that's  no  dream. 

I've  not  much  dust,  but  still  I've  .lust  enough  for  two. 
So  can't  you  guess,  she  answered  yes,  I'll  marry  yoo, 
By  and  by  my  girl  and  I  some  day  will  roam. 
Pick  out  a  flat,  and  a  swell  one  at  that. 
Then  won't  it  be  home,  sweet  home,  for 

Choru.s. 

I  love  Carrie,  and  Carrie  loves  me,  I  know. 
Soon  we'll  marry  and  happy  we'll  be,  that's  so. 
Talk  of  love  in  a  Cottage  down  by  a  stream. 
In  a  flat  we  will  dwell,  and  have  steam  heat  as  well,  boys. 
And  thafs  no  dream. 


■i.  I 


THE    BATTLE    OF    BULL    RUN. 

Our  gallant  soldiers  they  are  going  to  leave  their  friends  t<>  mourn. 
To  watch  and  pray,  both  night  and  day,  their  quick  and  .sale  return; 
We  .are  going  to  face  the  enemy  and  put  rel»ellion  down. 
May  we  return  victoriously  and  wear  a  laurel  crown. 

Our  gallant  soldiers  they  are  going  to  light  a  glorious  cause. 
To  defend  the  flag  and  Union,  the  government  and  its  laws; 
Kind  fortune  smile  upon  our  brow  wherever  we  ma.y  go. 
We  will  never  yield  upon  the  Held  to  anj'  morUil  foe. 

Our  gallant  soldiers  they  are  going  to  the  battle-field  of  fame. 

To  defend  the  glorious  stars  and  strl|His.  and  put  to  flight  with  shame 

Each  proud  secession  leader,  with  l)ayonet.  sword  and  gun. 

And  to  make  him  pay  severely  for  the  battle  of  Hull  Run. 

The  gallant  Are  zouaves  they  fought  like  lions  brave, 
T.,ikewise  the  Mas.sachusetts  boys  most  manfully  l>ehaved; 
The  gallant  iJTth  their  foes  they"  did  not  shun. 
But  the  glorious  C9th  was  the  terror  of  Bull  Hun. 

I^ng  life  to  Gen.  Meagher,  that  Irish  blood  of  fame,  >. 

Who  wore  the  harp  and  .shamrock  upon  the  Imttle  plain; 

Who  said  unto  his  gallant  men.  rememlwr  Fontenoy! 

Then  the  whole  at  large,with  bayonets*  charged,  their  foes  they  did  deploy. 

When  the  gallant  Col.  Corcoran  lay  prostrate  on  the  ground. 

Weary  and  fatigued,  and  exhausted  from  his  wounds; 

He  said  unto  his  gallant  men,  brave  boys,  I  am  not  undone. 

We  will  make  them  pay  some  other  day  for  the  battle  of  Bull  Run. 

Over  ten  long  hours  we  had  fought  against  an  enemy 

Of  four  to  one,  a  fearful  odds  of  men  we  could  not  see. 

Until  among  our  teamsters  a  panic  had  liegun. 

Then  we  did  retreat,  but  were  not  beat,  at  the  battle  of  Bull  Run 
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THE    RETIRED    SOLDIER. 


The  retired  soldier,  bold  and  brave. 

Now  rests  his  weary  feet. 
And  In  the  shelter  of  the  Krave, 

Has  found  a  sale  retreat; 
To  hliu  the  trumpet's  plerclnt;  breath. 

To  arms,  they  call  In  vain; 
For  quartered  in  the  arms  of  death. 

He  U  never,  never  march  again. 

C»10RU8. 

March,  march  attain,  march,  march  a^ain, 
March,  march  again,  march,  march  again. 
For  quartered  in  the  arms  of  death 
He'll  never,  never  march  again. 

A  day  when  he  left  his  father's  home. 

The  charms  of  war  to  try. 
<.)er  regions  hath  he  had  to  roam. 

No  friend  or  mother  nigh, 
But  still  he  marched  contented  on, 

Mft  danger,  death  and  pain. 
And  now  at  rest,  all  dangers  o'er, 

He'll  never,  never  march  again.— C'Ao/-fi«. 

The  sweets  of  spring  by  beauteous  hand, 

Lay  scattered  on  his  oier, 
Wliilst  listening  round  his  comrades  stand, 

(Jave  honest  Ned  a  tear. 
Whilst  lovely  Kate,  for  Netls  delight, 

Chief  mourner  of  the  train. 
Cried,  as  she  vieWd  the  solemn  sight. 

He'll  never,  never  march  again.— t/«</ru«. 


Constitution  and  Guerriere. 

Time— "The  Landlady  of  Fruioe." 


It  ofttimes  has  been  told 

That  British  seamen  bold 
Could  flog  the  tars  of  France  so  neat  and  handy,  oh! 

But  they  never  found  their  match 

Till  the  Yankees  did  them  catch. 
Oh,  the  Yankee  boys,  for  ttghting  are  the  dandy,  obi 

The  Guerriere,  a  frigate  l)ol(l. 

On  the  foaming  billows  roll'd. 
Commanded  by  brave  Dacres,  the  grandee,  oli! 

With  a  choice  of  British  crew. 

As  a  rammer  ever  drew. 
They  could  tlog  the  French,  two  to  one  so  handy,  obi  ' 

When  this  frigate  bore  In  view. 

Says  proud  Dacres  to  his  crew. 
Come,  clear  the  ship  for  action  and  be  handy,  olil 

To  the  weather  gage,  boys,  get  her. 

And  to  make  his  men  tight  better. 
Gave  them  to  drink,  gun-powder  mixed  with  brandy,  obi 

Then.  Dacres  loudly  cries. 

Make  this  Yankee  ship  your  prize. 
You  can  in  thirty  minutes,  neat  and  handy,  oht 

Thirty  five's  enough  I'm  sure. 

And  if  youll  do  it  In  a  score, 
I'll  treat  you  to  a  double  share  of  brandy,  ohi 

The  British  shot  Hew  hot. 

Which  the  Yankees  answered  not. 
Till  they  got  within  the  distance  they  call  handy,  obi 

Now,  says  Hull  unto  his  crew. 

Boys,  lets  see  what  we  can  do. 
If  we  take  this  boasting  Briton  we're  the  dandy,  oh  I 

The  first  broadside  we  pour'd 

Carried  her  mainmast  by  the  board. 
Which  made  this  lofty  frigate  Iwjfc  abandoned,  ohf 

Then  Dacres  shook  his  head. 

And  to  his  officers  he  said. 
Lord,  1  didn't  think  these  Yankees  were  so  handy,  obi 

Our  second  told  so  well. 

That  their  fore  and  mlzzen  fell. 
Which  dousd  the  royal  ensign  .so  handy,  oh  I 
•  By  George,  says  he,  we're  done. 

And  then  tlre<i  a  lee  gun. 
While  the  Yankees  struck  up  Yankee  doodle  dandy,  obi 

Then  Dacres  came  on  Ixmrd 

To  deliver  up  his  sword, 
Loth  was  he  to  part  with  It,  It  was  so  handy,  oh  I 

Oh,  keep  your  sword,  says  Hull, 

For  It  only  makes  you  dull, 
So  cheer  up,  come,  let  us  have  a  little  brandy,  obi 

Come  fill  your  glasses  full. 

And  well  drink  to  Captain  Hull, 
And  s«)  merrily  we'll  push  about  the  brandy,  ohl 

John  Bull  may  toa.st  his  All. 

Let  the  world  say  what  It  will. 
But  the  Yankee  boys  for  nghtlng  are  the  dandy,  ohl 
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The  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic 


By  JulU  Ward  Howe. 


Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the  coming  of  the  Lord. 
He  is  trampling  out  the  vintage  where  the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored; 
He  hath  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of  his  terrible  swift  sword; 
His  truth  Is  marching  on.  I 

Chorus.  I 

Glory:  Glory  Hallelujahl  Glory!  Glory!  Glory  Hallelujahl     1 
Glory!  Glory  Hallelujahl  His  truth  is  marching  on. 

I  have  seen  Him  In  the  watch-fires  of  a  hundred  circling  camps. 
They  have  builded  Him  an  alUir  in  the  evening  dews  and  damps; 
1  can  read  His  righteous  sentence  by  the  dim  and  flaring  lamps; 
His  day  Is  marching  on.  —  Cltvrus. 

1  have  read  a  flery  Gospel  writ  In  burnished  rows  of  steel; 

As  ye  deal  with  my  contemners,  so  with  you  my  jjrace  shall  deal. 

Let  the  hero  iKirn  of  woman  crush  the  serpent  with  his  heel. 

Since  Gotl  is  marching  on.  — fiionif.  , 

He  has  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that  shall  never  call  retreat; 
He  is  sifting  out  the  hearts  of  men  l>efore  His  indgment  seat;        ' 
oh,  be  swift,  my  soul,  to  answer  Him;  l)e  jubilant,  my  feet,  ; 

Our  God  is  marching  on.  -  Chunm. 

In  the  l)eiiuty  of  the  lilies  Christ  was  bom  across  the  sea. 
With  a  glory  in  his  lK>somthat  transfigures  you  and  me; 
As  He  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us  die  to  make  men  free. 
While  God  is  marching  on\—CVu/rv«. 
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PAUL    JONES. 

An  American  frigat*^  from  Baltimore  came. 
Her  guns  mounted  forty,  the  Kicliard  by  name; 
Went  to  cruist'  in  the  channel  of  old  England. 
With  a  nol)le  conmiander,  Paul  Jones  was  the  man. 

We  had  not  sjxiled  long,  before  we  did  espy 
A  large  forty  four,  and  a  twenty  close  by;  * 

Those  two  warlike  ships,  full  laden  with  store. 
Our  captain  pursued  to  the  bold  Yorkshire  shore. 

At  the  hour  of  twelve  Fierce  came  alongside. 

With  a  loud  s|HMking  trumpet.  "Whence  came  you?"  he  cried; 

"Quick,  give  me  an  answer,  I  hailed  yi>u  tiefore. 

Or  this  very  instant  a  broadside  ill  pour." 

Paul  Jones,  he  exclaimed:  "  My  brave  l)oys,  we'll  not  run. 
I.rf't  every  brave  seaman  staiul  close  to  his  gun!  " 
When  a  broadside  was  flre<l  l)y  these  brave  Knglishmen, 
And  we,  bold  buckskin  lieroe.s,  returned  it  again. 

We  fouglit  them  Ave  gla.><s«'s.  Hve  glassies  most  hot. 
Till  fifty  brave  seamen  lay  ilead  on  tht>s|K>t; 
And  full  seventy  m<)re  lay  ble»Hling  in  their  gore. 
Whilst  the  Pierce's  loud  cannon  on  the  Hichard  did  roar. 

Our  gunner  afTrignted  unto  Paul  Jones  he  came, 
"Our  shiji  is  a  sinking,  llkewi.se  in  a  Hame" 
Paul  Jones  lie  replied  in  tlie  height  of  his  pride, 
"  If  we  can  do  no  better,  well  sink  alongside." 

At  length  our  shot  flew  so  quick  they  could  not  stand. 
The  flag  of  proud  Britain  was  forced  to  come  down; 
The  lion  Ijore  down,  and  the  Bichard  did  rake. 
Which  caused  the  heart  of  brave  Jones  to  ache. 


> 


A  Thousand  Years,  My  Own  Columbia.  ( 


Lift  up  your  ej'es,  desponding  freeman. 

Fling  to  the  winds  your  needless  fears; 
He  who  unfurled  your  l)eauteous  banner. 

Says  it  shall  wave  a  thousand  years. 

Chorus. 
A  thousiind  years,  my  own  Columbia, 

'Tis  the  glad  day  so  long  foretold; 
'TIs  the  glad  morn,  whose  early  twilight 

Wa.shington  saw  in  times  of  old. 

What  If  the  cloud.t  one  little  moment 
Hide  the  blue  sky  where  morn  appears; 

When  the  bright  sun  that  tints  them  crimson. 
Rises  to  shine  a  thousand  years*— r/ior'<». 

Tell  the  great  world  these  blessed  tidings. 

Yes.  and  be  sure  the  l)ondman  hears; 
Tell  the  oopressed  of  ev'ry  nation. 

Jubilee  lasts  a  thou.sjind:  years.  —  Oionii. 

Envious  foes  t>eyond  the  ocean. 
Little  we  heed  your  threat'idng  sneers; 

Little  will  they— our  children's  children  — 
When  you  are  gone  a  tliousand  years.— CAorui. 

Ret)els  at  home,  go  hide  your  faces. 
Weep  for  your  crimes  with  hitter  tears; 

You  (•oul<l  not  bind  the  bles.«»ed  daylight. 
Though  you  should  strive  a  thousand  years.— CT©»«i'. 

Back  to  your  dens,  ye  secret  traitors. 

I>own  to  your  owii  degraded  spheres; 
Ere  the  first  blaze  of  dazzling  sunshine 

Shortens  your  lives  a  thousand  years.— CAoi-m*. 

Haste  thee  along,  thou  glorious  noonday. 

Oh,  for  the  eyes  of  dncient  seers; 
Oh.  for  the  faith  of  Him  who  reckons 

Elach  of  his  days  a  thousand  years.— C'Aoru«. 
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TRAMP,    TRAMP,    TRAMP! 


In  the  prison  cell  I  8lt,  thinking,  mother  dear,  of  you, 

And  our  bright  and  happy  home  so  far  away; 
And  the  tears  tliey  till  my  eyes,  spite  of  all  that  I  can  do. 

Though  1  try  to  cheer  my  comrades  and  be  gay. 

Chorus. 

Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  boys  are  marching- 
Cheer  up,  comrades,  they  will  come: 

And  beneath  the  starry  flaij  wo  shall  breathe  the  air  again 
Of  the  free  land  in  our  own  beloved  home. 

In  the  battle  front  we  stood  when  their  fiercest  charge  they  made, 

And  they  swept  us  off  a  hundred  men  or  more. 
But  before  we  readied  their  lines,  they  were  beaten  back  disniay'd. 

And  we  heard  the  cry  of  victory  o'er  and  o'er.— chorur. 

So  within  the  prison  cell,  we  are  waiting  for  the  day 

That  shall  como  to  open  wide  the  iron  door; 
And  the  hollow  eye  grows  bright,  and  the  poor  heart  almost  gay. 

As  we  think  of  seeing  home  and  friends  once  mote.—Chonig. 


YD'    MUST    RESPECT    DIS    COON. 

CopjrrlKlit,  IXW,  by  Orplie^n  MukIc  Pub.  Co. 
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Words  and  Mu*ic  by  E  Nattea. 

Last  night  I  went  to  Johnson's  Hall, 
De  colored  folks  dey  gave  a  ball; 
Ob  course  I  took  mah  baby  Sue, 
An'  I  regret  I  did  it.  too. 
A  big.  swell  coon,  from  Tarrytown, 
He  stared  at  her  an'  hung  aroun'; 
So  all  mah  blood  jumped  to  mah  head, 
I  cleared  mah  throat  an'  loudly  said: 

Chorus. 
.    Don't  yo'  be  hangln'  'roun'  dls  lady. 
Can't  yo'  see,  man,  dat  she's  mah  babyf 

Dar'll  be  trouble  soon,  I  bet  youl 
If  I  have  fo'  to  call  yo'  down, 
Yo'  won't  go  back  to  Tarrytown; 
Yo' must  respect  dls  coon: 

De  music  played  a  new  cake  walk. 

And  dat  big  coon  began  to  talk; 

He  .said  he'd  dance  it  wlf  mah  Sue, 

But  'course  dat  bone  I  did  not  chew.     .  " 

I  walked  wif  her  right  up  an'  down. 

An'  nel>er  heard  anoder  soun'; 

He  took  his  hat  an'  cane  an'  fled, 

Fo'  he  remembered  dat  I  said:— rAor«#. 

At  one  o'clock  I  left  de  spot. 

An'  dat's  de  time  de  soup  was  hot; 

Aroun'  de  corner  laved  dat  nig, 

He  had  a  razor  'bout  so  big. 

But  all  de  same  I  knocked  him  down. 

.lest  like  a  broom  he  swept  de  groun*; 

He  swore  he'd  kill  me  vet  some  day. 

But  dis  I  said  and  walked  away:-(7//(»TM. 


♦  >  < 


Sherman's  March  to  the  Sea. 

Our  camp-flres  shone  bright  on  the  mountains 

That  frowned  on  the  river  below. 
While  we  stood  by  our  guns,  in  the  morning. 

And  eagerly  watched  for  the  foe. 
When  a  rider  came  out  from  the  darkness 

That  hung  over  mountain  and  tJ"ee, 
And  shouted,  "  Boys,  up!  and  l)e  ready! 

For  Sherman  will  march  to  the  sea!'*' 

Then  cheer  upon  cheer  for  bold  Sherman 

Went  up  from  each  valley  and  glen. 
And  the  bugles  re-echoed  the  music 

That  came  from  the  lips  ot  the  men. 
For  we  knew  that  the  stars  on  our  banner 

More  bright  in  their  splendor  would  be. 
And  that  bk'.ssings  from  North-Land  would  greet  us, 

When  Sherman  marched  down  to  the  seal 

Then,  forward,  boys!  forward  to  battle! 

We  marched  on  our  wearisome  way. 
And  we  stormed  the  wild  hills  of  Resaca— 

God  l)Iess  those  that  fell  on  that  day! 
Then  Kenesaw,  dark  in  its  glory, 

Frowned  down  on  the  Flag  of  the  Free, 
But  the  East  and  the  West  bore  our  standards, 

And  Sherman  marched  down  to  the  sea! 

Still  onward  we  pressed,  till  our  banners 

Swept  out  from  Atlanta's  grim  walls. 
And  the  blood  of  the  patriot  dampened 

The  soil  where  the  traitor's  flag  falls; 
But  we  paused  not  to  weep  for  the  fallen  i 

Who  slept  by  each  river  and  tree; 
Yet  we  twined  them  a  wreath  of  the  laurel. 

As  Sherman  marched  down  to  tlie  sea! 

Proud,  proud  was  our  army,  that  morning. 

That  stood  where  the  pine  proudly  towers. 
When  Sherman  said,  "  Boys,  you  are  weary. 

This  day  fair  Savannah" is  ours! " 
Then  sung  we  a  song  for  our  chieftain. 

That  echoed  o'er  river  and  lea; 
And  the  stars  on  our  banner  shone  brighter. 

When  Sherman  marched  down  to  the  sea.       :■:  -  /. 


THE   SOLDIER'S  FAREWELL. 


How  can  I  bear  to  leave  thee? 

One  parting  kiss  I  give  thee,  \ 

And  then,  whate'er  befalls  me, 

I  go  where  honor  calls  me. 

Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love. 

Farewell,  farewell,  ray  own  true  love. 

Ne'er  more  may  I  behold  thee. 

Or  to  this  heart  enfold  the*; 

With  spear  and  pennon  glancing 

I  see  the  foe  advancing. 

Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love. 

Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love. 

I  think  of  thee  with  longing; 
Think  thou,  when  tears  are  thronging. 
That  with  my  last  faint  sighing, 
I'll  whisper  soft,  while  dymg— 
Farewell  farewell,  my  own  true  love. 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love. 


Summer  Nights  at  Battery  Park. 

Copyright,  1807,  by  tlie  OrplieMi  Music  Publishing  Co. 
,  Words  and  Music  by  John  WaUb. 


The  grandest  place  in  summer  to  while  away  the  hours 
Is  Battery  Park,  with  its  shade  trees  and  its  wealth  of  rarest  flowers; 
Where  children  play  upon  the  green,  j'oung  lovers  laugh  and  tease. 
And  mothers  with  their  bat)es  in  arms  enjoy  the  ocean  breeze. 

Chorus. 

On  a  summer's  night,  when  work  is  o'er,  we  boys  and  girls  all  meet; 

We  sing  the  songs  we  love  so  well,  and  dance  to  the  music  sweet. 

Kid  Hogan  and  his  sweetheart.  Liz,  are  always  there  for  a  lark. 

And  the  l)and  plays  all  of  the  popular  tunes,  summer  nights  at  Bat- 

[tery  Park. 
We're  soon  to  have  a  jolly  time,  when  Hogan  marries  Liz; 
He'll  have  to  quit  his  foolishness  and  settle  down  to  biz. 
He  says  he'll  always  love  her,  when  married  they  will  spark. 
Just  as  they  now  do  every  night  in  dear  old  Batt'ry  Park.— (//i«r«». 


Dear  Mother,  I've  Come  Home  to  Die. 

Words  by  E.  Bowers.    Music  by  Henry  Tuclcer. 

Pear  mother,  I  remember  well  the  parting  kiss  vou  gave  to  me.  ( 

When  merry  rang  the  village  bell,  my  heart  was  full  of  joy  and  glee;  [high, 
Ididnotdreamthatonesliort  year  would  crush  the  hopes  that  soared  so 
Oh,  mother  dear,  draw  near  to  me,  dear  mother,  I've  come  home  to  die.    i 

Chorus.  i 

'.'■■'       Call  sister,  brother  to  my  side.  ( 

And  take  your  soldier's  last  good-by,  good-by;  [ 

Oh,  mother  dear,  draw  near  to  me,  / 

Dear  mother,  I've  come  home  to  die.  I 

Hark:  mother,  'tis  the  village  bell,  I  can  no  longer  with  you  stay,  ( 

Mv  country  calls:  To  arms:  to  arms!  the  foe  advances  in  tierce  array: 
The  vision's  past— I  feel  that  now  for  country  I  can  only  sigh.  ; 

Oh,  mother  dear,  draw  near  to  me,  dear  mother,  I've  come  home  to  die. 

—  Vhotlif,  ' 
Dear  mother,  sister,  brother,  all— one  parting  kiss— to  all— good-by!  ( 
Weep  not!  but  clasp  your  hand  in  mine,  and  let  me  like  a  soldier  die;  ( 
I've  met  the  foe  upon  the  field,  where  kindrwl  fiercely  did  defy.  ^ 
I  fought  for  right,  God  bless  the  flag!  dear  mother,  I've  come  home  to  die.  ^ 

—  Clionit.  ( 
— ♦•-•— i I 

A    YANKEE    MAN    O'    WAR.        [ 

It  was  down  in  yonder  meadow  I  carelessly  did  stray,  ;          ( 

There  I  beheld  a  lady  fair,  with  some  young  sailor  gay;  ( 

Says  he,  "  Mv  pretty  Susan,  I  soon  must  leave  the  snore,  / 

To  cross  the  briny  ocean  in  a  Yankee  man  o'  war."  I 


"  Oh,  Susan,  lovely  S  san,  the  truth  to  you  I'll  tell. 
Proud  Mexico  Insulted  us,  America  knows  it  well; 
I  may  be  crowned  with  laurels,  just  like  a  jolly  tar. 
And  I'll  face  the  shores  of  Mexico  in  a  Yankee  man  o'  war." 

"How  can  you  be  so  venturesome,  to  face  those  Mexicans? 
For  when  thev're  far  in  battle,  love,  they  never  take  a  man; 
And  by  a  bloody  dagger  you  might  receive  a  scar. 
So  turn  your  inclination  from  a  Yankee  man  o'  war." 

"  Oh,  Susan,  lovely  Susan,  the  time  will  quickly  pas.s. 
Let's  go  down  to  yonder  ferrv  house  and  take  a  parting  glass; 
My  shipmates  they  are  waiting  to  row  me  from  t!ie  shore. 
And  it's  for  America's  glory  in  a  Yankee  man  o'  war." 

The  sailor  took  his  handkerchief  and  tore  it  Into  two. 
Saying.  •'  Susan,  you  may  keep  one-half,  the  other  I'll  keep  for  you; 
When  bullets  may  surround  me  and  the  cannons  loudly  roar, 
I'll  fight  for  pretty  Susan  in  a  Yankee  man  o"  war." 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.   59. 


MOTHER,  IS  THE  BATTLE  OVER? 

Mother,  is  tlie  bjittle  over?  thousands  have  been  slain,  they  say; 
Is  my  father  comlnjr— tell  me— have  the  rebels  Kaiiie<i  the  day? 
Is  he  well  or  is  he  wounded,  mother,  do  you  think  he's  slain* 
If  you  know,  I  pray  you  tell  me,  will  my  father  come  again? 

Mother  dear,  you're  always  sl^:hi!l^r  since  you  last  the  paper  read. 
Tell  me  why  you  now  are  crylnij,  why  that  cap  is  on  your  head? 
Ah:  I  see  you  cannot  tell  me.  father's  one  among  the  slain. 
Although  ne  loved  us  very  dearly,  he  will  never  come  again. 

Yes.  my  l>oy.  your  noble  father  is  one  numl)ered  with  the  slain. 
We  shall  not  see  him  more  on  earth,  but  in  heaven  well  meet  again; 
He  die«l  for  the  rnidu's  glorv.  our  day  may  not  Ih>  far  l)etween. 
But  I  hope  at  the  last  moment  that  we  all  shall  meet  again. 


AN    AMERICANOS    TOAST. 

Copyiiglit.  lSt».  by  D.  W.  Hitchcock. 


Let  Englishmen  boast  of  the  wealth  of  the  Briton, 

Give  Scotchmen  the  thistle,  tiie  lily  to  France, 
While  Ireland  extols  her  green  shamrock  and  sunburst. 

The  (ierman  his  king,  and  the  Moslem  his  lance; 
Give  the  Arab  his  desert,  and  the  Switzer  his  mountains. 

And  Russia  the  power  of  which  tyrants  may  Iwast, 
Oolconda  her  diamonds.  Italia  her  fountains. 

But  list,  and  I'll  drink  an  American  toast: 

Choris. 

Here's  to  Columbia,  our  Country,  our  Union, 
Here's  to  the  heroes  we  all  love  the  most; 

Here's  to  the  North  and  the  South  In  communion. 
As  brother  we'll  drink  an  American  toast. 

Our  heroes  that  fought  for  Ameri<'a's  glory. 

<^ur  statesuuMi  who  governd.  with  toiigtje  and  with  pen. 
Our  Washington,  whose  name  Is  echoe«t  in  story. 

Who's  tlr^t  in  the  hearts  of  his  own  countrymen. 
Clay,  .leffersoii,  Welister,  Lee,  Sumpter  and  Putnam, 

Old  Fanuiel  hall,  of  which  Boston  can  boast. 
And  tlie  old  state-hou.se  Ih'U  that  rung  slavery's  freedom. 

Still  seems  to  ring  out  an  American's  tOiisV.—Chotuf. 

We'll  drink  penie  and  j)Ieut.v  to  all  that  .surround  us. 

Our  lUterty.  glory,  iiml  country  and  cause. 
Our  wives  and  our  cliildren,  who  cluster  around  us. 

Our  freedom  and  liappin*'ss.  honor  and  laws; 
Let  iieighl)ors  and  friends,  sweethearts,  sl.sters  and  brothers. 

And  each  sister  country  whose  friendship  we  boast. 
Our  wives  and  our  ihildren.  our  lathers  and  mothers, 

All  till  up  and  drink  an  Anjerl«;an'3  toast.—  vhotug. 


]  THE    ELLSWORTH    AVENGERS 

}  Tune—"'  Annie  IJiile  " 


Down  where  tlie  patriot  army. 

Near  Potomac's  side. 
Guards  the  glorious  cause  of  freedom. 

Gallant  Kllsworth  died. 
Brave  was  the  noble  chieftain. 

At  his  <-ouiitry's  call, 
Hastened  to  the  field  of  battle, 

And  was  first  to  fall. 

ClIORtS. 

Strike,  freemen,  for  the  Union, 
Sheathe  y<iur  swords  no  more. 

While  remains  In  arms  a  traitor 
On  Columbia's  .shore. 

Entering  the  traitor  city 

With  his  soldiers  true. 
Leading  up  the  zouave  column, 

F'ixea  tiecame  his  view 
See  that  reliel  flag  is  floating 

O'er  yon  building  tall. 
Spoke  he  as  his  dark  eves  glistened. 

Boys,  that  flag  niust"fali:-r/iwtt». 

Quickly  from  its  proud  position 

That  fiase  tlai:  was  torn. 
Trampled  'neath  the  feet  of  freedom, 

'Circliiii;  Kllsworth's  form. 
See  him  Ijear  It  down  the  landing, 

Past  that  traitor's  door: 
Hear  him  groan    alas:  tfiey've  shot  blm- 

Ellsworth  is  no  more:    thorn*. 

First  to  fall,  thou  youthful  martyr. 

Hapless  was  thy  fate: 
Hasten  we  as  thy  avengers 

From  tliv  native  State. 
SjMjed  we  on  from  town  and  city, 

Not  for  wealth  <»r  fame. 
But  fx'caus*'  we-  love  our  Union 

.\nd  otir  Kllsworth's  natne.— CAortw. 

Traitor  hands  shall  never  sunder 

That  for  which  yon  died; 
Ht-ar  the  pledge  our  lips  now  utter. 

Thou,  our  nation's  pride. 
By  the  glorious  cans*;  of  Union, 

By  its  flag  on  high. 
Ellsworth's  name  and  proud  example 

Nevermore  shall  die:-  <;/>o;"». 


LET  ME  LIKE  A  SOLDIER  FALL. 

Yes.  let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

U|)on  some  oi)en  plain. 
This  breast  expanding  for  the  h».\\. 

To  blot  out  every  stain; 
Brave,  manly  hearts  confer  my  doom, 

That  gentler  ones  may  tell. 
Howe'er  forgot,  unknown  ray  tomb, 

I  like  a  soldier  fell. 

I  oidy  ask  of  that  proud  race. 

Which  eiKls  its  blaze  in  me. 
To  die  the  last  and  not  disgrace 

Its  ancleiit  chivalry: 
Though  o'er  my  clay'  no  banner  wave, 

Nor  trumpet  iff/'iifmn  swell. 
Enough  they  murmur  o'er  my  grave: 

"He  like  a  soldier  fell!" 


KISS    ME    AS    OF    OLD,  MOTHER. 

On  the  field  of  »>attle,  mother. 

All  the  night  alone  I  lay. 
Angels  watching  o'er  me,  mother, 

'Till  the  breaking  of  the  day; 
I  lay  thinking  of  you.  mother. 

And  the  loving  ones  at  home, 
'Till  to  our  dear  cottage,  mother. 

Boy  again  I  seemed  to  come. 

CnoRfs. 
Kisa  for  me  my  brother,  sister,  when  I  sleep  deep  In  the  grave. 
Tell  I  died  true  to  my  country— her  honor  tried  to  save. 

I  must  soon  f)e  going  mother. 

Going  to  the  home  of  rest; 
Kiss  me  as  of  old,  mother. 

Press  me  nearer  to  your  breast; 
Would  I  could  rej)ay  you.  mother. 

For  your  faithful  love  and  care, 
God  uphold  and  bless  you,  mother. 

In  this  bitter  woe  you  l)ear.— Uhonu. 


W 
\ 

V-  ■ 


THE  BATTLE-CRY  OF  FREEDOM. 

Yes,  we'll  rally  'round  the  flag.  boys,  we'll  rally  once  again. 

Shouting  the  battle-i-ry  of  freedom; 
We'll  rally  from  the  hillside,  we'll  rally  from  the  plain. 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  freedom. 

CHORfS. 
The  Union  forever,  hurrah,  lx)ys,  hurrah. 
Down  with  the  traitor,  up  with  the  star: 
While  we  rally  'round  the  flag,  boys,  rally  once  again,      ' 
Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  freedom.  I 

We  are  springing  to  the  call  of  our  brothers  gone  before,        ( 

Shouting  the  Iwttle-cry  of  freedom; 
And  we'll  till  the  vacant  ranks  with  a  million  freemen  more. 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  freedom.— C/ip»"». 

We  will  welcome  to  our  numlx-rs  the  loyal,  true  and  brave. 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  freedom; 
And  altho'  he  may  be  i)<)or,  lie  shall  never  l)e  a  slave. 

Shouting  the  Iwttle  cry  of  freedom.— t'/t/nw*. 

So  we're  springing  to  the  call  from  the  East  and  from  the  West, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  freedom: 
And  well  hurl  the  rebel  crew  from  the  land  we  loved  the  best. 

Shouting  the  L»attle  cry  of  freedom.— c'Ao»((«. 


( 


HE    FOUOHT     FOR    THE    CAUSE  ( 
HE    THOUGHT    WAS    RIGHT. 

CopyrlKlit,  1896,  liy  Howtey,  Havlland  A  Co.     EotorMl  at  Btationera' HiUI,  London. 


I  saw  an  old  grave  yesterday,  not  many  miles  away. 

It  took  me  fwick  for  over  tfilrty  years; 
And  niem'ry  brought  to  mind  an  empty  cot,  a  mother,  too,         ' 

And  knelt  tieslde  It,  mingling  prayers  with  tears. 
Above  the  spot  where  her  boy  sleeps  there  stands  a  wooden  cross. 

Wlilcti  Ixjars  a  sentence  worded  in  this  way: 
"  Pray,  judge  him  notl)ecau8e  he  fought  for  what  he  thought  was  right, 

A  hero,  though  he  wore  a  suit  of  gray." 

Chorcs. 

He  sleeps  beneath  an  old  oak  tree. 

Far,  far  from  home  and  friends  to-night. 
Be  he  what  he  may,  oh,  judge  him  not.  I  pray,  ' 

He  fought  for  the  cause  he  thought  was  right. 

Allow  your  thoughts  to  wander  l>ack  to  "  sixty -one  "  and  "  five," 

To  war  and  all  its  heartaches  we  will  turn: 
Just  picture  to  yourself  a  mother,  tot'ring.  old  and  gray. 

And  waiting  for  her  tM)y  who'll  neVr  return.  i 

A  thousand  miles  away  from  her  he's  sleeping  all  alone, 

The  skies  have  out  their  sentinels  eacli  night; 
While  pas.sing  bare  your  head  in  honor  of  the  hero  bold, 

Becau.se  he  fought  for  what  he  thought  was  right.— (/<o>-*'f. 


\  ^ 
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THE    FLAG-    OF    THE    FREE 


Nobly  our  flag  flutters  o'er  us  to-day. 
Emblem  of  }>eace,  pledge  liberty's  sway; 
Its  foes  shall  tremoie  and  shrink  in  dismay 

It  ever  insulted  it  be! 
Our  stripes  and  stars,  loved  and  honored  by  all, 
Shall  float  forever  where  freedom  may  call; 
It  still  shall  be  the  flae  of  the  free. 

Emblem  of  sweet  liberty  1 

CHORrs. 
Here  we  will  gather,  its  cause  to  defend. 
Let  patriots  rally  and  wise  counsel  lend; 
It  still  shall  be  tiie  flag  of  the  free, 
Emblem  of  sweet  lil)erty ! 

With  it  in  beauty  no  flag  can  compare. 
All  nations  honor  our  banner  so  fair; 
If  to  insult  it  a  traitor  should  dare. 

Crushed  to  the  earth  let  him  t)e! 
Freedom  and  iirogress  our  watchword  to-day. 
When  duty  calls  who  dare  disotey? 
Honor  to  thee,  thou  flag  of  the  free. 

Emblem  of  sweet  liberty !— t'A<y»«/i. 


Just  Before  the  Battle,  Mother. 

Just  l)efore  the  battle,  mother, 

I'm  thinking  most  of  you. 
While  ujKjn  the  tteld  we're  watching. 

With  the  enemy  in  view. 
Comrades  brave  are  'round  me  lying. 

Filled  with  thoughts  of  home  and  Ood;      • 
For  well  they  know  that  on  the  morrow 

Some  will  sleep  beneath  the  sod. 

.   ■:  .  "     CH0RIT8.    • 

Farewell !  mother,  yon  may  never 
Press  me  to  yoi;r  heart  again— 

But,  oh!  you'll  not  forget  me,  mother. 
If  I'm  numl)ered  with  the  slain  I 

Oh!  I  long  to  see  you,  mother. 

And  the  loving  ones  at  home; 
But  I'll  never  leave  our  l)anner. 

Till  in  honor  I  can  come. 
Tell  the  traitors,  all  around  you. 

That  their  cruel  words  we  know. 
In  every  battle  kill  our  soldiers. 

By  the  help  they  give  the  foe.— CAofM». 

Hark!  I  hear  the  bugles  sounding, 

Tis  the  signal  for  the  flght: 
Now  may  God  protect  us,  mother. 

As  he  ever  does  the  right! 
Hear  the '•  Battle-cry  of  Freedom," 

How  it  swells  upon  the  air! 
Oh!  yes.  we'll  rally 'round  our  standard. 

Or  well  perish  nobly  there!— c7(o>«». 


FLAGS    OF    ALL    NATIONS. 

There's  a  nation  of  brave  people  held  In  lx)nd  against  their  will. 

But  to  them  will  come  a  day  of  liberty. 
When  to  the  world  they  can  proclaim  their  little  Emerald  Isle 

As  iidded  to  the  nations  of  the  free. 
Our  sympathies  are  with  them,  for  Americans  believe 

That  the  laws  of  Ot>d  and  man  have  l>een  profaned, 
When  the  governed  have  to  suffer  and  are  held  In  cruel  bonds. 

By  laws  against  their  interest  maintained.  [Irish  Flag.J 

Then  here's  the  flag  of  Ireland,  a  flag  of  liberty. 

All  friends  of  Erin  now  do  drink  a  ruby  toast  to  thee. 

There's  a  nation  of  brave  people  from  the  storied  river  Rhine, 

Whose  emigrants  are  welcome  to  our  land. 
They  are  law-abiding  citizens,  the  very  last  in  war. 

And  in  peace  the  first  to  give  a  friendly  hand;  -   ,    -: 

Of  Euroj)es  civilization  they  are  the  greatest  nation, 

I  hope  a  Republic  theyll  soon  be. 
For  they're  peoule  that  we  love,  and  will  like  to  see  them  free 

As  those  in  this  great  land  of  Uljerty.  fGKRMAN  Flag.j 

Then  here's  the  flag  of  Germany,  floating  proudly  free. 

May  "  Die  Wacht  am  Rhein  "  be  one  day  sung  in  the  Halls  of  Liberty. 

There's  a  band  of  noble  patriots  by  Spanish  tyrants  ruled. 

Who  are  flghting  to  gain  tneir  liberty. 
Soon  with  victory  they'll  l)e  crowned. 

For  they've  many  honest  friends  in  America,  the  home  of  the  free; 
Our  flag  has  Iteen  insulted,  and  we'll  show  these  Spanish  dons 

That  the  time  has  now  arrived,  we're  not  afraid; 
The  "  Virginius  "  and  her  crew  we'll  speedily  avenge. 

And  to  poor  suflTering  Cuba  lend  our  aid.  [Cuban  Flag.J 

Then  heres  the  flag  of  Cuba,  so  very  dear  you  are. 

May  soon  in  freedom  proudly  float  the  flag  of  a  single  star. 

There's  a  country  of  brave  people  who  stand  head  upon  the  list  ' 

Of  any  throughout  this  mighty  world. 
She's  a  refuge  for  the  oppres.se(l  from  every  other  land. 

And  for  freedom  her  banner  is  unfurled. 
Our  Centennial  Anniversary  we  shortly  hope  to  write 

Upon  the  immortal  scroll  of  Fame, 
In  memory  of  the  blessings  liequeathed  by  Washington, 

Then  forever  revered  by  his  name.  [American  Flag.] 

Then  here's  the  flag  of  America,  the  flag  of  Washington, 
The  greatest  flag  throughout  the  world  that  e'er  the  sun  shone  on. 


THE    FLAG    OF    LIBERTY. 

Copyright.  1896,  by  Spaiilding  A  Qny.    Entered  at  SuUonera'  Hall,  London. 

Come,  boys,  and  gather,  gather  with  the  throng; 
Come,  boys,  and  join  us,  sing  a  mighty  song; 
Sing,  boys,  together,  let  your  praises  J)e 
For  Uncle  Sam,  for  freedom,  and  tlie  flag  of  lilierty. 

Chorus. 
Sing,  Doys,  sing,  and  let  the  bells  of  freedom  ring; 

Sing,  and  flll  each  Yankee  heart  with  glee; 
Let  Old  Glory's  emblem  fly,  sing  Old  Glory's  praise  on  high. 

As  we  rally  'round  the  flag  of  liberty. 

Stand,  boys,  beside  us,  stand  for  freedom's  cause; 

Wliate'er  Itetides  us,  think  not  of  a  pause; 

Stand,  lx)ys,  for  Union,  right  and  victory. 

And  wave  above  a  nation's  love  the  flag  of  liberty.— C7i<»it«f. 


THE    AMERICAN    BOY. 

"  Father,  look  up  and  see  that  flag,  how  gracefully  it  flies; 
Those  pretty  stripes— they  seem  to  be  a  rainbow  in  the  skies." 
"  It  is  your  country's  flag,  my  son.  and  proudl.v  drinks  the  light. 
O'er  ocean's  waves,  in  foreign  climes,  a  symbol  of  our  might." 

"  Father,  what  fearful  noise  is  that,  like  thundering  of  the  clouds? 
Why  do  the  people  wave  their  hat-s  and  rush  along  In  crowds? " 
"  It  is  the  noise  of  cannon,  child,  the  glad  shout,s  of  the  free; 
This  is  the  day  to  memory  dear— 'tis  Freedom's  Jubilee." 

"  I  wish  that  I  were  now  a  man,  I'd  fire  my  cannon  too. 
And  cheer  as  loudly  as  the  rest-  but,  father,  why  don't  you? " 
"I'm  getting  old  and  weak  -but  still  my  heart  is  big  with  joy; 
I've  witness'd  many  a  day  like  this-shout  you  aloud,  my  boy." 

"  Hurrah !  for  Freedom's  Jubilee !   God  bless  our  native  land ! 
And  may  I  live  to  hold  the  sword  of  freedom  in  my  hand! " 
'  Well  done,  my  boy    grow  up  and  love  the  land  that  gave  you  birth; 
A  home  where  Freedom  loves  to  dwell,  a  paradise  on  earth." 


JOHN    BROWN    SONG. 

John  Brown's  Ixxly  lies  ainoulderlng  In  the  grave, 
John  Brown's  body  lies  a-nioulderlng  In  the  grave, 
John  Brown's  body  lies  a-mouldering  in  the  grave. 
His  souls  marching  on ! 

Chorus. 
Glory  Hallv,  Hallelujah! 
Glory  Hall V.  Hallelu.iah! 
■  Glory  Hally.  Hallelujah! 
His  soul's  marching  on! 

He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  I>ord, 
He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  array  of  the  Lord, 
He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
His  souls  marching  on !  —  cV/<»»m». 

John  Browns  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  Iwck, 
John  Brown's  knapsack  is  strappe<l  upon  his  back, 
John  Brown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back, 
His  soul's  marching  on!— cvio/  uf. 

His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
His  pet  laml>8  will  meet  him  on  the  way. 
His  bet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way. 
They  go  marching  on ! 

Chorus. 

Glory  Hally,  Hallelujah! 

Glory  Hally,  Hallelu.fah! 

Glorj'  Hally,  Hallelujah! 

They  go  marching  on! 

They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  sour-apple  tree  I 
They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  sour-apple  tree! 
They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  sour-apple  tree! 
As  they  march  along! 

Chorus. 
Glorv  Hally,  Halleluiah! 
Glory  Hally.  Hallelujah! 
Glory  Hally,  Hallelujah! 
As  they  march  along! 

Now,  three  rousing  cheers  for  the  Union! 
Now.  three  rousing  '■heers  for  the  Union  1 
Now.  three  rousing  cheers  for  the  UniODi 
As  we  are  marching  on ! 

COHORT'S 

:  Glory  Hally.  Hallelujah! 
Glory  Hally.  Hallelujah! 
Glory  Hally,  Hallelujah! 

Hip.  hip,  hip,  hip,  hurrah! 
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When  This  Cruel  War  Is  Over 

Dearest  love,  do  you  remember  when  we  hist  did  meet, 
When  you  told  me  that  you  loved  me.  kneellnR  at  my  leetT 
Oh,  how  proud  you  stood  before  me.  In  your  suit  of  blue. 
When  you  vowed  to  me  and  country  ever  to  be  true. 

Chorus. 

Weeping,  sad  and  lonely,  hopes  and  fears  how  vain: 

Yet  prayinp.  when  this  cruel  war  is  over,  praying  that  we  meet  again. 

When  the  summer  breeze  Is  sitrhlnK  mournfully  along. 
Or,  when  autunin  leaves  are  falling,  sadly  breathes  the  song. 
Oft  in  dreams  1  see  thee  lying  on  the  battle-plain. 
Lonely,  woundeil,  even  dying,  calling  but  In  vain.— CAo»-»*«. 

If,  amid  the  din  of  battle,  nobly  you  should  fall. 

Far  away  from  those  who  love  you,  none  to  hear  your  call; 

Who  would  whisper  words  of  comfort?  who  woula  soothe  your  pain? 

Ah:  the  many  cruel  fancies  ever  in  my  brain.— C/u/m^. 

But  our  country  called  you,  darling,  angels  cheer  your  way; 
While  our  nation's  sons  are  fighting,  we  can  only  pray. 
Nobly  strike  for  God  and  Liberty,  let  all  nations  .see 
How  we  love  our  starry  t)anner,  emblem  of  the  free.— C'Aoru*. 
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THE    LONE    GRAVE. 

CopyrlKht,  18M.  by  Willis  Woodward  A  Co. 


A  Story  I'm  going  to  tell  of  a  grave 

In  the  South,  where  a  brave  soldier  fell; 
For  his  cause  now  he  sleeps  by  the  side  of  a  track; 

What  his  colors,  none  able  to  tell: 
A  plain,  simple  board,  rudely  carved,  that  was  all 

That  was  left  to  remind  one  of  that  wicred  spot; 
The  words,  as  we  traced  them,  were  simple  enough, 

"  A  soldier  sleeps  here— oh,  forget  me  not." 

CllORfS. 

The  lone  grave  is  there  by  the  side  of  the  track. 
It  contains  a  wanderer  who  never  came  back. 
And  when  he  appears  on  the  great  judgment  day. 
Our  Fatherll  not  ask,  "  Was  your  suit  blue  or  grayt"  . 

There's  a  mother  that  sits  by  a  fireside  to-night. 

She  is  thinking  of  days  long  gone  by; 
And  she  pictures  a  loved  one  who  went  to  the  war. 

But  returned  not,  she  says,  with  a  sigh; 
If  the  mother  could  know  "that  her  lx>y  calmly  sleeps 

rndisturbed  by  the  man-h  or  the  progress  of  time. 
What  feelings  would  haunt  her,  what  thoughts  would  she  have- 
•     8ol)8,  tears  and  heart  aches,  what  sadness  sublime. 

Choris. 
The  lone  grave's  still  there  by  the  side  of  the  track, 
It  contains  her  boy.  who  will  never  come  back. 
And  when  he  appears  on  the  great  judgnieiit  day. 
Our  Fatherll  not  ask,  "  Was  your  suit  blue  or  gray? " 


'    •••    • 

DIXEY^S    LAND. 

Copyrlfflited  by  Oliver  DiCaon  Company.     Uiwd  by  pcrtnlnloii. 

Away  down  South,  in  de  fields  ob  cotton. 

Cinnamon  seed  and  sandy  lX)ttoms, 
L<K)k  away,  look  away,  look  away,  look  away. 

lien  way  down  South  in  de  fields  ob  cotton. 

Vinegar  shoes  and  pai)er  stockings. 
Look  away,  look  away,  look  away,  look  away. 

ClIORlS. 

Den  I  wish  I  was  in  Dixey's  land. 

Oh  oh,  oh  oh. 
In  Dixeys  land  I'll  take  ray  stand. 
And  live  and  die  In  Dixey's  land. 

Away,  away,  away. 
Away  down  south  in  Dixey. 

Pork  and  cabbage  in  de  pot. 

It  goes  in  cold  and  comes  out  hot; 
Look  away,  look  away,  look  away,  look  away. 

Vinegar  put  right  on  red  beet. 

It  makes  dem  always  tit  to  eat, 
Lof)k  away,  look  away,  look  away,  look  away.— CAwtw. 

Old  massa's  mad.  and  I  am  glad. 

He's  lost  de  one  he  thought  he  had; 
Look  away,  look  away,  look  away,  look  away. 

If  he  comes  back,  which  I  know  he'll  do, 

Massa  make  him  dance  till  he  is  blue. 
Look  away,  look  away,  look  away,  look  away.  -  CAortw. 

A  nigger  up  in  a  great  big  tree, 

Lookin'  rlKlit  straisht  down  at  me. 
Look  away,  look  away.  Iwtk  away,  look  away. 

I  up  wld  a  stick  and  I  hit  him  in  de  eye. 

And  I  made  dis  little  monkey  cry. 
Look  away,  look  away,  look  away,  look  away.— t'Aor'/». 

A  nigger  in  a  bushel  measure 

Was  tickld  to  death  by  swallowin'  a  feather, 
Look  away,  look  away,  look  away,  look  away. 

De  doctor  tried  to  fofch  him  to, 

But  he  found  out  it  warn't  no  go. 
Look  away,  look  away,  look  away,  look  away.— CTorw*. 


A  Yankee  Ship,  and  a  Yankee  Crew. 

A  Yankee  ship,  and  a  Yankee  crew. 

Tall V  hi  ho!  you  know  I 
O'er  the  bright  blue  waves  like  a  sea-bird  flew, 

singing  hey !  aloft  and  alow! 
Her  sails  are  spread  to  the  fairy  breeze: 

The  spray  as  sparkling  thrown  froni  her  prow,    , 
Her  flag  is  the  proudest  that  floats  on  the  seas. 

When  homeward  she's  sieerlng  now! 

A  Yankee  Ship,  and  a  Yankee  crew, 

Tally  hi  ho:  you  know! 
With  hearts  al)oard,  both  gallant  and  true. 

The  same  aloft  and  alow; 
The  blackening  sky  and  the  whistling  wind 

Foretell  the  approach  of  a  gale; 
And  a  home  ana  Its  Joys  flit  over  each, 

HuslKinds,  lovers,  on  deck  there!  a  salll 
A  Yankee  ship,  and  a  Yankee  crew. 

Tally  hi  ho!  you  know! 
Distress  is  the  word,  God  speed  them  through, 

Bear  a  hand  aloft  and  alow  I 

A  Yankee  ship,  and  a  Yankee  crew. 

Tally  hi  ho:  you  know: 
Freedom  defends  the  land  where  It  grew. 

We're  free  aloft  and  alow : 

Bearing  down  a  ship.  In  regal  pride.  | 

DeHance  floating  at  each  mast  head;  ] 

She's  wreckeil.  and  the  one  that  float«  alongside,  ' 

The  stars  and  8tri|ies  thafs  to  victory  wed;  ' 

A  Yankee  ship,  and  a  Yankee  crew,  i 

Tally  hi  ho:  you  know:  j 

Ne'er  strikes  to  a  foe,  while  the  sky  Is  blue,  1 

Or  a  tar  aloft  and  alow!  ! 


MARYLAND,    MY    MARYLAND. 

The  rebel  horde  is  on  thy  shore, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Arise:  and  drive  him  from  thy  door, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland: 
Avenge  the  foe  thou  mu.st  abhor, 
Who  seeks  thy  fall,  oh,  Baltimore! 
Drive  back  the  tyrant,  peace  restore, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

Hark  to  a  nation's  warm  appeal, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
And  sister  States  that  for  thee  feel, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Gird  now  thy  sons  with  arms  of  steel, 
And  heavy  be  the  blows  they  deal. 
For  traitors  shall  thy  vengeance  feel, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland  I 

Thou  wilt  not  cower  in  the  dust, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland: 
Thy  gleaming  sword  snail  never  rust, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland: 
Thy  sons  shall  battle  with  the  just. 
And  soon  repel  the  traitor's  thrust; 
For  In  their  strength  our  State  shall  trust, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland: 

Come,  for  thy  men  are  bold  and  strong, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland: 
Drive  back  the  foe  that  would  thee  wrong, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland: 
Come  with  thine  own  heroic  throng. 
And,  as  thy  army  moves  along. 
Let  Union  tie  their  constant  song, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

Virginia  feels  the  tyrant's  chain, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Her  children  lay  an^und  her  slain, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Let  Carolina  call  in  vain. 
Our  rights  we  know  and  will  maintain. 
Our  rise  shall  be  her  fall  again, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland. 

I  hear  the  distant  battle's  hum, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
1  hear  the  bugle,  flfe  and  drum, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Thou  art  not  deaf,  thou  art  not  dumb. 
Thou  wilt  not  falter,  nor  succumb; 
I  hear  the  cry,  "  we  come:  we  cornel  " 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

Ten  hundred  thousand  brave  and  free, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland : 
Are  ready  now  to  strike  with  thee, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

A  million  more  still  yet  agree 

To  help  thee  hold  thy  lllKjrty, 

For  thou  Shalt  ever,  ever  be, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 


■( 
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A    CALL    TO    ARMS. 

By  Wm.  A.  Whitehouse,  of  Newark,  N.  J. 


To  arms,  ye  mighty  nation,  unfurl  Old  Glory's  flag, 

And  show  those  Spanish  butchers  we'll  stop  their  blow  and  brag 

By  sweeping  down  on  Cuba,  the  fair  Island  to  set  free, 

And  drive  those  dirty  Spaniards  to  their  land  across  the  sea. 

We've  heard  your  cry,  brave  Cuba,  and  now  we  answer  back. 
Cheer  up,  brave  men  and  women,  were  on  the  Spaniard's  track. 
We'll  sweep  them  all  before  us,  and  like  frightened  curs  they'll  yelp, 
When  a  million  Yankees  chase  them  you'll  hear  them  cry  for  help. 

But  then  they'll  never  get  it,  for  Europe  can't  be  fooled. 
As  tyranny  and  treachery  has  always  been  Spain's  rule; 
Bloodshed,  too,  has  marked  their  track  with  robbery  all  along  the  route. 
Till  every  province  they  liave  ruled  at  last  has  kicked  them  out. 

From  the  bloody  Duke  of  Alva's  time  to  Weyler  of  latest  fame. 
They've  always  played  some  dirty  trick  like  blowing  up  the  Maine. 
Then  up  and  at  them,  Yankee  boys,  and  brave  Cubans  jump  in  line. 
We'll  both  wipe  out  the  rotten  crew,  and  do  the  Dons  up  fine. 

No  more  her  yellow  rag  shall  fly  above  fair  Cuba's  land. 

No  more  her  sons  and  daughters  die  without  our  helping  hand. 

We'll  drive  her  from  this  western  world,  and  the  eagle's  wing  will  flap 

With  joy  and  satisfaction  when  we've  wiped  her  off  our  map. 


Willie  Has  G-one  to  the  War. 

The  blue  bird  Is  singing  Its  lay 

To  all  the  sweet  flowers  of  the  dale; 
The  wild  bee  is  roaming,  at  play; 

And  soft  is  the  sigh  of  the  gale; 
I  stray  by  the  brook-side,  alone. 

Where  oft  we  have  wandered  before. 
And  weep  for  my  loved  one— my  own: 

My  Willie  has  gone  to  the  war!    ., 

Chorcs. 

Willie  has  go.ne  to  the  war,  Willie— 
Willie,  my  loved  one— my  own; 

Willie  has  gone  to  the  war,  Willie- 
Willie,  my  loved  one,  has  gone. 

It  was  there,  where  the  lily-bells  grow. 

That  1  last  saw  his  noble  young  face; 
But  now  he  has  gone  to  the  foe— 

Oh  I  dearly  I  love  the  old  place  I 
The  whispering  waters  repeat 

The  name  that  I  love,  o'er  and  o'er. 
And  daisies,  that  nod  at  my  feet. 

Say:  Willie  has  gone  to  the  war!— CA<»u*. 

The  leaves  of  the  forest  will  fade. 

The  roses  will  wither  and  die. 
And  Spring  to  our  home  In  the  glade. 

On  fairy-like  pinions,  will  fly; 
But  still  I  will  hopefully  wait 

Till  the  day  when  those  battles  are  o'er; 
And  pine  like  a  bird  for  its  mate. 

Till  Willie  comes  home  from  the  w&r— chorus. 


THE    SAILORS    OP    THE    MAINE. 


Tune—"  John  Brown'.  Bo<ly.*» 


Three  hundred  Yankee  sailors  lie  dead  beneath  the  wave. 
Three  hundred  sailors  of  the  Maine  He  dead  beneath  the  wave. 
Three  hundred  Yankee  sailors  He  dead  beneath  the  wave, 
But  their  souls  are  marching  on. 

Chorits. 

Gloryl,  Glory  Halleluiahl  :. 

Glory!  Glory  Hallelu.iah I 
Glory:  Glory  Hallelujah! 
Their  souls  are  marching  on.        '  . 

Each  night  upon  the  Maine  these  ghostly  sailors  meet. 
Each  night  upon  the  Maine  these  ghostly  sailors  meet. 
Each  night  uyxm  the  Maine  the.se  ghostly  sailors  meet. 
For  their  souls  are  marchhig  on.— 67(0»'//r. 

They  call  upon  their  comrades  to  avenge  their  cruel  fate. 
They  call  upon  their  comrades  to  avenge  their  cruel  fate. 
They  call  upon  their  comrades  to  avenge  their  cruel  fate. 
While  their  souls  are  marching  on.— Cfioing. 

Dewey  and  his  gunners  heard  the  message  from  the  Maine, 
Dewey  and  his  gunners  heard  the  mes.sage  from  the  Maine, 
Dewey  and  his  gunners  heard  the  message  from  the  Maine, 
And  their  ships  went  sailing  on. 

Chorus.     '  ;     V 

Gloryl  Glory  Halleluiah! 
Their  ships  went  sailing  on,  - 

Their  souls  went  marching  on. 
As  we  go  marching  on.  ^^■ 

Tliey  sunk  that  Spanish  squadron  in  old  Manila  Bay, 

They  sunk  tnat  Spanish  .squadron  in  old  Manila  Bay, 

They  sunk  that  Spanish  squadron  In  old  Manila  Bay, 

\nd  their  souls  went  marching  on.  -  C/ioi «-. 

Tliiee  rousing  cheers  for  Dewey,  who  lowered  the  flag  of  Spain, 
Three  rousing  cheers  for  Dewej',  who  will  do  it  once  again. 
Three  rousing  cheers  for  Sampson,  who  rules  the  Spanish  Main, 
As  he  goes  sailing  on.—  Chorur. 


YANKEE^EWEY. 

Tune—"  Yanlcee  Doodle."     ay  Rlctiard  J.  Beamidt. 


Oh!  Yankee  Dewey  had  a  fleet  and  gallant  Yankee  sailors; 

No  fear  knew  he,  this  brave  Dewey,  of  guns  or  mines  or  Weylers. 

CnoRi's. 

Yankee  Dewey,  keep  it  up,  Yankee  Dewey,  steady; 

Keep  j'our  eye  and  powder  dry,  and  with  your  guns  be  ready. 

From  Hong  Kong  Dewey's  fleet  was  forced. with  coal  he  first  did  fill  her; 
Then  said,  "My  men,  we'll  coal  again  off  yonder  in  Manila."— CAonii. 

The  Spanish  ships  fled  to  the  forts,  but  Dewoy  came  right  after. 
His  guns'  black  lane  called  loud  "  The  Maine! "  his  shells  shrieked  awful 

riaughter.—  Vhornt. 
The  Spaniards  saw  no  looplioles  there,  if  to  the  trees  they  hied  them, 
Old  Dewey  soon,  in  a  balloon,  would  be  up  there  beside  them.— CAo»t/*. 

Yankee  Dewey  kept  it  up,  Yankee  Dewey,  steady; 

He  kept  his  eye  and  powder  dry,  and  with  his  guns  was  TosAy.—Ckorvt 


THE    RATAPLAN. 

What  a  charm  has  the  drum  with  its  tan-a-ran-tan. 

When  we  march  to  the  gay  p-irade! 
O,  the  music  we  love  is  the  bold  rataplan. 

And  the  rubadub  merrily  plaj'ed. 
Every  heart  is  inspired  by  its  magical  sound. 

There's  a  soul  in  the  stirring  drum. 
And  there  is  not  a  voice,  while  its  echoes  rebound. 

But  would  cry  "  Let  the  enemy  come." 

Chorus. 
So  merrily,  O:   so  cheerily,  O! 

So  merrily  march  away. 
Rataplan:  rataplan:  rataplan!  rataplani 

March  away  while  we  may, 

'Tis  a  gay  gala  day. 
And  our  banners  are  flaunting  high. 

In  the  sun  sword  and  gun  flash  around  every  one; 
With  a  glance  just  as  bright  as  the  sky. 

To  the  fleld  when  we  march,  how  the  tan-a-ran-tan 

Makes  the  heari  of  the  soldier  glow: 
Let  him  hear  but  the  roll  of  the  bold  rataplan. 
And  how  gallantly  forward  he'll  go! 

When  the  battle  is  done. 

And  the  victory  won. 
Still  the  sound  of  the  rolling  drum 

Sends  its  echoes  afar, 

From  the  red  fleld  of  war. 
To  the  dear  friends  who  welcome  us  home.— CAorw*. 


Who  Will  Care  for  Mother  Now? 

rDuring  one  of  our  late  battles,  among  many  other  noble  fellows  that  | 
fell,  was  a  young  man  who  had  been  the  only  support  of  an  aged  and  , 
sick  mother  for  years.  Hearing  the  surgeon  tell  those  who  were  near ' 
him,  that  he  could  not  live,  he  placed  his  hand  across  his  forehead  and,  | 
with  a  trembling  voice,  said,  while  burning  tears  ran  down  his  fevered  ( 
cheeks:  "  Who  will  care  for  mother  now?  "J 

Why  am  I  so  weak  and  weary? 
See  how  faint  my  heated  breath. 

All  around  to  me  seems  darkness- 
Tell  me,  comrades,  is  this  death? 
.     Ah :  how  well  I  know  your  answer. 
To  my  fate  I  meekly  bow. 

If  you'll  only  tell  me  truly. 
Who  will  care  for  mother  now? 

CnoRCS. 

"'•  Soon  with  angels  I'll  be  marching. 

With  bright  laurels  on  ray  brow, 
I  have  for  mj'  country  faUen, 
Who  will  care  for  mother  now? 

Who  will  comfort  her  in  sorrow? 

Who  will  dry  the  fallen  tear. 
Gently  smooth  the  wrinkled  forehead? 

Who  will  whisper  words  of  cheer? 
Even  now  I  think  I  see  her 

Kneeling,  praying  for  me;  how 
Can  I  leave  her  in  her  anguish? 

Who  wUl  care  for  mother  now?— CTor«/». 

Let  this  knapsack  be  my  pillow. 

And  my  mantle  be  the  sky;  . ' 

Hasten,  comrades,  to  the  battle, 

I  will  like  a  soldier  die. 
Soon  with  angels  I'll  be  marching. 

With  bright  laurels  on  my  brow; 
I  have  for  my  countrj'  fallen, 

Who  will  care  for  mother  now?— C%or«/«. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  "  Willie  Ha.s  Gone  to  the  War,"  "John 
Brown's  Body,"  "  Yankee  Doodle,"  "  The  Rataplan,"  and  "  Who  Will  Care  , 
for  Mother  Now.' "  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  | 
30  cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your  selection,  for  One  Poliar,  by 
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Teach  Our  Baby  that  I'm  Dead. 

CupyiiKht,  18W,  by  Prank  K.  Root  A  Co. 
Words  l.y  Wm.  H.  Wlntlotn.    Murio  by  Btill  R.  Harcourt. 

With  tearful  eyes  a  mother  stood  liefore  a  prison  cell. 

And  ill  lier  arms  slie  ti^lttly  clasp'd  her  baby  to  her  heart; 
Her  linsbaiul  is  a  convict  now,  she  came  to  say  tarewell, 

F.re  from  her  side  for  years  he  must  depart. 
He  tiH->k  lier  liand  so  teiulerly,  and  begK^o  lier  not  to  weep; 

"  Don't  grieve,  my  love,"  he  said,  "  while  I'm  away." 
He  kx)k'd  upon  their  little  child,  who  smil'd  in  peaceful  8let»p, 

And  then  in  anguish  to  his  wife  did  say: 

Refrain. 

••  Te<ich  our  baby  that  I'm  dead,  and  never,  never  let  It  know 
The  dark  disgrace  I've  brought  to  you,  promise  me  before  you  go. 
(iiMl  above  will  care  for  you  -oh,  blame  me  not,  my  own,'  he  said, 
••  And  when  our  baby  asks  for  me,  teach  the  little  one  I'm  dead." 

To  save  another  I  did  wrong,  and  now  to  prison  go; 

I  took  the  money  from  the  bank— 'twas  wrong.  I  know,  'tis  true; 
I  thought  I  could  replace  it  soon,  and  none  would  ever  know, 

1  never  dream'd  I'd  bring  disgrace  to  you. 
Tlie  parting  moment  came  at  last,  he  bade  them  both  good-by. 

Her  youthful  heart  was  broken  with  despair. 
And  as  she  turned  to  go  away,  his  tears  of  anguish  fell, 

.\gain  these  words  he  s;idly  uttered  there :  —  Jieff  (tin. 


SHE    IS    MORE    TO    BE    PITIED 
THAN    CENSURED. 

Copyright.  1898.  by  Wm.  B  Gray      Entered  at  Sutloiiera'  Hall.  LoDduo. 


Wordu  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Oiay 


At  the  old  concert  hall  on  the  Bow'rv, 

■Round  a  table  were  seated,  one  night, 
A  crowd  of  young  fellows  carousing, 

With  them  life  seemed  cheerful  and  bright, 
At  the  very  ne.\t  table  was  seated 

A  trirl  who  had  fallen  to  shame; 
All  tlie  voung  fellows  jeered  at  her  weakness. 

Till  they  heard  an  old  woman  exclaim: 

Choris. 

She  is  more  to  be  pitied  than  censured. 

She  is  more  to  be  helped  than  despised; 
She  is  only  a  lassie  who  ventured 

On  life's  stormy  path,  ill-advised; 
Do  not  scorn  her  with  words  fierce  and  bitter. 

Do  not  laugti  at  tier  shame  and  downfall. 
For  a  moment  just  stop  and  consider 

That  a  man  was  the  cause  of  it  all. 

There's  an  old-fashioned  church  'round  the  corner. 

Where  the  neighbors  all  gathered  one  day. 
While  the  parst)n  was  preaching  a  sermon 

O'er  a  soul  that  had  just  passed  away, 
'Twas  this  same  wayward  girl  from  the  Bow'ry. 

Who  a  life  of  adventure  had  led- 
Dld  the  clergyman  jeer  at  her  downfall? 

No,  he  asked  for  Gods  mercy  and  said:— CAor//#. 


GLORIOUS    BEER. 

Coprrlgbt,  1895,  by  Francis,  Day  <t  Hunter.    EtiKlish  CKpyiiKht  svoured. 
Words  by  Steve  Leir«rett.     Music  by  W|l|  Uoodwio. 

Now  I  won't  sing  of  sherb«;t  and  water. 

For  slierlM't  with  beer  will  not  rhyme; 
T)ie  workingman  cant  alTord  chainpagne. 

It's  a  lilt  more  than  five  cents  a  time; 
So  III  sing  you  a  .song  of  a  gargle, 

A  gargle  that  I  love  so  dear: 
1  allude  to  that  grand  institution. 

That  beautiful  tonic  called  t)eer,  beer,  beerl 

CIIOR13. 

Beer,  l>eer,  glorious  l)eer! 

Fill  yourselves  right  up  to  herel 
Drink  a  good  deal  of  it,  make  a  giKxl  meal  of  it. 

Stick  to  your  old  fashioned  beer; 
Don't  be  afraid  of  it,  drink  till  you're  made  of  It— 

Now,  altogether,  a  cheer; 
Up  with  the  sale  of  It,  down  with  a  pail  of  it. 

Glorious,  glorious  beer 

It's  the  daddy  of  all  lubricators. 

The  liest  thing  there  is  for  your  neck; 
Can  lie  used  as  a  gargle  or  lotion 

By  pel-sons  of  every  sect. 
Now  we  know  who  the  goddess  of  wine  was. 

But  was  there  a  gwldess  of  tjeer* 
If  so,  let  us  drink  to  her  health,  boys. 

And  wish  that  we'd  just  got  her  here,  here,  herel— CAorw*. 

So  up,  up  with  brandies  and  sodas. 

But  down,  down,  and  down  with  the  beer; 
Its  g(K)<l  for  you  when  you  are  hungry. 

You  can  eat  it  without  any  fear. 
So  sip  up  the  beer  while  you  re  able. 

Of  four  half  let's  all  have  our  fill; 
And  I  know  you  U  all  Join  me  In  wishing 

Good  luck  to  my  dear  Uncle  Bill,  Bill,  BWW-Chotia. 


KISS    YOUR    gOOSIE    WOOSIE. 

Copyrinht.  1808  by  Win.  B.  Qray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  LondoB. 
Words  by  C.  O.  Cotes.    Uu>h:  by  Dennett  Scott. 

Ill  a  little  street,  in  a  little  town,  not  very  f.ar  from  here,  i 

A  fellow  and  a  girl  made  love,  in  manner  rather  gueer. 
He  called  her  "duck,"  she  called  him  ••giK)se,"  they  got  along  all  right. 
And  this  Is  what  the  neighbors  heard,  from  eight  'till  twelve  each  night: 

ClIORfS. 

Kiss  your  goosle  woosle,  kiss  your  goosie  ww)sie,  do! 

Then  I'll  go  home  to  l)ed  at  once  and  dream  of  you; 

Then  tip  went  all  the  windows,  and  twenty  voices  said: 

"  For  goodness  sake,  kiss  goosie,  and  we  all  can  go  to  bed."  i 

Tliough  the  neighbors  tried  hard  to  stop  the  row.  It  wasn't  any  use. 
They  said  they'll  like  to  roast  the  duck  and  drown  the  little  goose. 
In  rain  or  shine  'twas  just  the  same,  they'd  never  soak  or  freeze. 
Between  each  thunderclap  these  words  came  floating  o'er  the  breeze:  — 

All  the  neighbors  got  out  their  guns  and  wrote  in  chalk  upon  the  wall, 
"  If  you  don't  leave  at  ten  to-night,  you  will  not  leave  at  all.  " 
At  half-past  ten  that  niglit  two  shots  proclaimed  the  deed  was  done. 
And  now  two  phantom  forms  appear  and  sing  from  twelve  to  one:-  Cfio. 


^  >  » 


The  Lady  with  the  Rag-Time  Walk. 

CopyriKht.  1898,  by  Wm.  B.  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


Words  and  Music  by  Arnistiong  Bros. 


There's  a  wench  that's  raising  Cain, 
And  dey  call  her  "  Rag-time  "  Jatie; 

She's  got  the  coons  all  hypnotized 

Around  here,  now  that's  plain: 
For  she  walks  and  talks  "  Ragtime," 

She  does  the  real  coon  jine. 
The  nigs  all  sinh.  you'll  hear  dein  cry, 

Wheii  Jane  comes  down  the  line, 

CHORtTg. 

"Here  ccmies  that  lady  with  the  rag  time  walk,' 

You'll  hear  them  co<jns  all  say. 
The  lady  with  the  "rag  time"  talk 

Is  a  comin'  down  this  way; 
She's  got  all  the  coons  around  insane, 

They've  all  got  "rag -time"  on  the  brain. 
For  a  dead  .swell  gal  Is  'Liza  Jane, 

De  wench  with  the  "  rag-time  "  walk. 

At  a  cake  walk  she  excels 

All  the  other  colored  Ijelles; 
The  wenches  black  from  her  get  back. 

She  captures  all  the  swells; 
When  the  colored  belles  turn  out. 

She's  the  "  yueen  "  without  a  tioubt. 
As  dark  as  night,  dressed  out  of  sight. 

You'll  hear  them  coons  all  shout:— CAorw*. 


WHO    WILL    MARRY    ME? 


CopyrlRht,  iStS,  by  Ilsen  ft  Co. 


Words  and  Music  by  Cfaas.  Robinson. 

My  name's  Daniel  Mooney.  don't  think  that  I  am  looney. 

For  the  way  I  talk.s,  I  know,  is  tooney; 
The  reason  why  I'm  glad,  I've  a  letter  from  me  dad. 

Who  died  and  left  me  all  his  money. 
And  when  his  will  was  read  out.  It  told  me  what  to  do; 
If  I  would  have  his  moiioy,  I  would  have  to  marry,  too; 
So  I  am  looking  for  a  lady  who'll  consent  to  marry  me. 

And  we'll  sail  for  Ireland  in  the  morhing. 

Choris. 

Who  Is  the  ladv  now,  where  Is  the  baby  now. 
Who  Is  the  lady  that's  going  to  marry  me? 
Come,  come,  answer  quick,  I  will  marry  on  the  lick, 
And  sail  for  Dublin  in  the  morning. 

See  a  lady  sitting  there,  who  I  think  Is  young  and  fair. 

If  she'll  only  wed  me  III  1h'  happy; 
I'll  buy  her  diamond  rings,  lots  of  silks  and  other  things, 

Rem"eml)er  me  heart  goes  wid  me  money; 
And  when  we're  wed  a  year  or  so,  a  cradle  we  will  buy. 
To  HMk  the  tootsy  wootsy  in    that  is,  when  he  does  cry. 
And  if  he  grows  to  Im  a  man.  Just  like  his  papa. 

Well  have  wine  and  whiskey  in  the  morning.-  ('/«o;  <  «. 

Now  don't  l)e  ashamed  of  me,  I'm  not  handsome,  you  can  see, 

But  a  truer  husband.  III  swear,  you'll  ne'er  get; 
I'll  do  the  Ijest  I  can,  always  be  a  sober  man; 

When  we  get  our  money  we'll  buy  a  house  and  land; 
We'll  furnish  up  the  parlor  In  the  latest,  grandest  style. 
And  then  return  to  Ireland  and  stay  there  for  a  while, 
But  when  w»»  do  return  again,  I'll  have  you  all  to  know. 
We'll  have  wine  and  sponge  cake  in  the  morning.  —  rA</i</f. 


t^~  The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  songs  on  this  page  wilt  be  mailed  f 
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THE   PARDON   CAME   TOO    LATE. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  WlUla  Woodward  &  Co. 


A  falr-halred  boy  In  a  foreign  land  at  sunrise  was  to  die; 

In  a  prlson-oell  he  sat  alone,  from  his  heart  there  came  a  sigh; 

Deserted  from  the  ranks,  they  said,  the  reason  none  could  say; 

They  only  knew  the  orders  were  that  he  should  die  nest  day; 

Ana  as  the  hours  glided  by,  a  messenger  on  wings  did  fly 

To  save  tills  boy  from  such  a  fate— a  pardon,  but  It  came  too  late. 

Chorus. 
The  volley  was  flred  at  sunrise,  just  after  break  of  day, 
And  while  the  echoes  lingered,  a  soul  had  passed  away 
Into  the  arms  of  his  Maker,  and  there  to  hear  his  fate; 
A  tear,  a  sigh,  a  sad  "  good-bye  "—the  pardon  came  too  late. 

And  'round  the  camp-flre  burning  bright  the  story  then  was  told; 

How  his  mother  on  a  dying  bed  called  for  her  son  so  bold; 

He  hastened  to  obey  her  wish,  was  captured  on  the  way; 

She  never  saw  her  boy  so  fair— he  died  at  break  of  day; 

And  when  the  truth  at  last  was  known,  his  Innocence  at  once  was  shown. 

To  save  from  such  an  unjust  fate  a  pardon  sent,  but  'twas  too  late.— Cho. 


*  »  » 


BY    THE    SAD    SEA    WAVES. 

Oopyright.  1895,  by  Francis,  Day  A  Hunter. 


All  riKhU  reserved. 


Words  by  Lester  Barrett,    llusic  by  Lester  Thomas. 


In  the  glorious  summer  season  ev'rybody  takes  a  trip 
To  the  seaside  for  enjoyment,  on  the  sands  they  gaily  skip; 
Married  men  with  wives  and  children,  single  johimies  on  the  mash. 
Pretty  girls  who  seek  for  husbands  who  have  pockets  full  of  cash. 

Chords. 

By  the  sad  sea  waves,  where  the  ladies  are  so  charming. 

By  the  sadfsea  waves,  in  the  glorious  summer  time: 

with  their  fetching  smiles  and  Oresses,  rosy  lips  and  golden  tresses. 

Shady  nooks  and  sly  caresses,  by  the  sad  sea  waves. 

At  a  boarding-house  in  Newport,  Percy  Vere  met  Gladys  Gray, 
Soon  he  showed  his  fond  affection,  took  her  driving  cvrj-  day; 
By  his  tone  he  seemed  a  marquis,  she  had  jewels  in  galore. 
So  they  formed  a  love  engagement,  as  they  strolled  along  the  shore. 

Chorus. 

By  the  sad  sea  waves,  every  night  he  took  her  strolling. 
By  the  sad  .sea  waves,  he  would  swear  his  heart  was  gone; 
She's  the  only  girl  he  sings  to,  shes  the  girl  he  says  nice  things  to. 
Promised  lovely  diamond  rings  to,  by  the  sad  sea  waves. 

When  their  holidays  were  over,  and  they  had  to  say  adieu. 
He  to  join  his  yacht  at  Brighton,  she  tojoin  her  papa,  too; 
They  agreed  to  write  each  other  billet  doudlets  evry  day. 
And  when  he'd  his  mansion  ready,  they'd  be  married  right  away. 

•  >■■■/■■■..  chorcs.    ■■.;,-■.:'-  :•'  ■■' 

From  the  sad  sea  waves  back  to  bus'ness  In  the  morning. 

From  the  sad  sea  waves  to  his  humble  "  five  a  week;  " 

In  a  cook-shop  he  goes  dashing,  who  should  bring  his  plate  of  hash  In 

But  the  girl  he  had  been  mashing  by  the  sad  sea  waves. 


The  Song  that  Will  Live  Forever. 

Copyright.  I8ta,  by  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter. 


All  rtglita  reserved. 


Word!  by  Tom  Browne     Music  by  Felix  McGleonon. 


'Twas  a  glorious  night,  and  the  moon  shone  brightly. 

As  around  the  cauiu-flre.s  the  soldiers  lay; 
Their  hearts  were  bold,  and  they  l)eat,  ah,  so  lightly, 

Tho'  they  might  l>e  stilled  in  the  coining  fray. 
It  was  all  In  vain  that  they  courted  slumber. 

So  they  'rous'd  and  sat  there  the  whole  night  long. 
Telling  tales  and  talking  the  old  times  over,  , 

When  at  last  one  sang  them  a  sweet  old  song. 

Chorus. 

The  song  that  will  live  forever,  forever  and  for  aye  I 
Ages  may  come  and  ages  may  go,  the  song  shall  live  alway; 
While  human  hearts  are  beating  on  the  land  or  foam. 
The  song  that  will  live  forever  is  '  Home,  Sweet  Home  I " 

As  the  words  rang  out  in  that  far-off  wildwood, 

Evry  warm,  true  heart  breathed  a  silent  prayer; 
For  they  thought  of  home,  the  dear  home  or  their  childhood. 
And  the  ones  they  loved,  who  were  waiting  there. 
I  Ah!  they  thought  of  parents,  of  wives  and  cnildren, 

)  Sweethearts,  friends  and  playmates  across  the  foam; 

;  They  were  brave  men's  tears  in  the  husky  voices, 

J  As  they  joined  the  chorus  of  "  Home,  Sweet  Home.-  Choru>. 

,  Hark  I  what  was  that?  A  bugle  call?  To  arms!  to  arms!  to  arms: 

'  Up  sprang  those  gallant  heroes  then  to  face  grim  war's  alarms; 

J  And  rast  they're  battling  there  gainst  death,  ^midbay'net,  shot  and  shell; 

I  Where,  fighting  to  the  Ia8t,lhe  gallant  soldier  singer  fell,  the  soldier  singer 

{  He  hears  the  cry  of  "  Victory ! "  and  with  his  dying  breath,  [  fell. 

)  He  bids  his  comiades  not  to  grieve  tor  his,  a  soldier's  death. 

)  "Good-bye,'  he  cries,  "Goodbye!  I  lived  for  those  across  the  foam, 

<^  For  them  I  die;  God  bless  them,  boys,  I've  sung  my  last  of  home!  '—Cho. 


SISTER  MARY  WANTS  TO  KNOW. 

Copyright,  I89&,  by  Howard  A  Co.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  LonduD. 


Written  by  Walter  Gilbert.     Composed  by  Orlando  P»»ell. 

My  Sister  Mary's  what  you'd  call  a  simple  silly  kid, 
She  doesn't  seem  to  know  what's  what.  I  think  It's  time  she  did; 
She's  turned  eighteen,  but  awful  green,  there's  not  the  slightest  doubt; 
She  hasn't  been  In  New  York  long,  don't  know  her  way  about. 

Chorus. 

What  Is  she  to  say— what  is  she  to  do— 
If  a  .soldier  wants  to  mash  her  in  the  Horse  Guards  Blue, 
If  he  winks  his  eye  and  wants  her  for  a  quiet  stroll  to  go. 
Is  it  safe  to  trust  a  soldier*  Sister  Mary  wants  to  know. 

She's  heard  about  the  Gaiety,  and  how  the  ballet  girls 
Can  ride  about  In  carriages  supplied  by  dukes  and  earls; 
She's  got  a  strong  ambition  now  upon  the  stage  to  go. 
She's  taking  dancing  lessons,  but  she  strictly  wants  to  know: 

Chorus. 

What  is  she  to  say— what  Is  she  to  do— 
If  a  swell  should  want  to  treat  her  to  a  glass  or  two. 
Should  he  offer  her  his  chestnut  mare  to  canter  In  the  row. 
Is  It  etiquette  to  take  it?  Sister  Mary  wants  to  know. 

She's  contemplating  marriage,  for  she  often  has  been  told 
That  married  men  are  model  men,  and  worth  their  weight  In  gold. 
But  If  she  gets  a  husband  who  should  keep  late  hours  at  night, 
And  never  reaches  home  until  he's  paralytic  tight— 

Chorus. 

What  Is  she  to  say— what  is  she  to  do— 

When  the  beauty  staggers  up  the  stairs  at  half  past  two; 

If  he  starts  his  hanky  panky  and  declares  he'll  boss  the  show. 

Shall  she  hit  him  with  the  poker?  Sister  Mary  want^  to  know. 

She  wants  to  pay  a  visit  to  a  place  called  Union  Square, 
Because  she's  heard  the  cream  of  French  society  dwells  there. 
Where  ladies  dress  In  sealskin  sacques,  and  diamond  rings  display. 
She's  never  been  before,  and  so  If  she  should  lose  her  way— 

Chorus. 

What  is  she  to  say-  what  Is  she  to  do  - 

When  a  Frenchman  shrugs  his  shoulders  and  begins  to  parlez  vous. 

If  to  share  a  champagne  supper  he  should  beg  of  her  to  go. 

Had  she  better  ask  a  p'liceman?  Sister  Mary  wants  to  know. 


J 


On  the  Banks  of  the  Chicago  River 
Not  Far  Away. 

By  Dan  Keating  and  Ben  Goodwin,  Comedians. 


Oh,  there's  lots  of  people  going  to  Alaska 

Who  imagine  that  a  fortune  they  will  make; 
They  are  going  to  stake  a  claim  upon  the  Yukon, 

Biit  if  they're  hungry,  they  will  eat  the  steak. 
I  dreamt  last  night  Istruck  it  for  a  million; 

I  was  the  luckiest  man  up  tiiere,  without  a  doubt; 
I  was  just  about  to  start  in  counting  money 
When  the  bed  fell  down,  and  then  my  pli>e  went  out. 

Choris. 
If  you  Con.  upon  the  Yukon,  In  Alaska, 
The  gillies  who  go  there  no  doubt  twill  pay. 
But  Id  sooner  be  a  plumber  in  Chicago 
Than  on  the  banks  of  the  Klondyke  far  away. 

Oh,  a  crowd  of  girls  were  bathing  in  the  Chicago, 
At  a  point  they  thought  no  one  had  been  before. 
And  so  sure  were  they  that  not  a  soul  would  see  them 

That  they  took  their  clothes  and  placed  them  on  the  shore; 
Just  then  a  wandering  tramp  espied  the  clothing; 
When  he  saw  them  like  a  fiend  for  them  he  ran; 
The  girls  were  frightened  and  yelled,  altogether. 
"Go  away  from  there,  you  horrid,  naughty  man!" 

Chorus. 
Oh !  the  moonlight  It  shone  fair  along  the  Chicago, 
While  in  the  river  the  girls  they  had  to  stay. 
For  the  tramp  he  used  their  clothes  for  a  pillow. 
On  the  Chicago  River  banks  not  far  away. 

Now.  of  course,  you  all  have  heard  of  the  disaster 

How  brave  soldiers  died  by  bloody  hands  of  Spain; 
Gallant  soldiers  blue  were  sleeping  on  our  warsnip, 

'Twas  at  night  these  demons  dark  crept  on  the  Maine; 
Our  nation  ott  by  Spain  has  been  insulted; 

For  this  dark  deed  these  cowards  thev  must  pay; 
Our  flag's  half-mast  to-night,  down  In  Havana, 

On  the  banks  of  little  Cuba  far  away. 

Chorus. 
Oh!  we  hope  the  moon  won't  shine  upon  Havana; 
If  McKlnley  gives  us  a  chance,  we'll  have  our  way; 
We'll  avenge  the  murder  of  our  poor  sailors. 
On  the  banks  of  little  Cuba  far  away. 


tSB^  The  Words  and  Music  of  "The  Pardon  Came  Too  Late,"  "By 
the  Sad  Sea  Waves,"  "The  Song  that  Will  Live  Forever,"  and  "Sister  , 
Mary  Wants  to  Know  "  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  re- 
ceipt of  30  cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your  selection,  for  One  D»ll>ry  | 
by  HENRY  J.  W^EHMAN.  106  Park  Row,  New  York.    Catalogue  of  all  I 
our  publications  mailed  Free  upon  application.     . 
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Comrades,  Join  the  Flag  of  Glory. 

Comrades,  join  the  flag  of  glory !  cheerily  tread  the  deck  of  fame. 
Earn  a  place  In  future  story,  seek  and  win  a  warrior's  name. 

Yankee  tars  can  laugh  at  dangers,  while  the  roaring  mountain  wave 
Teems  with  carnage— they  are  strangers  to  a  deed  tnat  is  not  brave. 

)     May  our  bannered  stars  as  ever  splendidly  o'er  freemen  burn. 
Till  the  night  of  war  is  over,  till  the  dawn  of  peace  return. 


W: 


■I- 


^ 
'^., 
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THE    VACANT    CHAIR. 

We  shall  meet,  but  me  shall  miss  him;  there  will  be  one  vacant  chair; 
We  shall  linKer  to  caress  him,  while  we  breathe  our  evening  prayer. 
When,  a  year  ago,  we  gathered,  joy  was  in  his  mild  blue  eye; 
But  a  golden  cord  is  severed,  and  our  hopes  in  ruins  lie. 

Chorcs. 

We  shall  meet,  but  we  .shall  miss  him;  there  will  be  one  vacant  Chair; 
We  shall  linger  to  caress  him,  when  we  breathe  our  evening  prayer. 

At  our  fireside,  siid  and  lonely,  often  will  the  bosom  swell 
At  remembrance  of  the  story  how  our  noble  Willie  fell; 
How  he  strove  to  l)ear  our  banner  through  the  thickest  of  the  fight. 
And  upheld  our  country's  honor,  in  the  strength  of  manhood's  nflght.— 

i,'/ior'it. 
True,  they  tell  us  wreatns  of  glory  ever  more  will  deck  his  brow; 
But  this  soothes  the  anguish  only,  sweeplrtgo'erour  heart-strings  now. 
Sleep  to-day,  O  early  fallen,  in  thy  green  and  narrow  bed; 
Dirges  from  the  pine  and  cypress  mingle  with  the  tears  we  shed.— CAo. 


MISTER    JOHNNY    WISE. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Consolidated  Music  Pub.  Ass'n.     English  oopyrlglit  Mcurad. 


Words  by  Byron  S.  Andrews.    Music  by  Hurry  T.  Von. 


I  win  tell  you  of  a  chap  I  know,  you  all  must  know  him,  too. 

At  some  time  or  another  he  has  had  his  chance  at  you. 

He  knows  all  kind  of  people  and  he  Is  so  wondrous  wise 

He's  an  Information  bureau  In  disguise. 

If  youre  lookiTi'.^  for  a  long  lost  friend,  and  don't  know  where  to  go 

Just  meet  this  chap  and  ask  him,  he  will  put  you  right,  I  know 

AS  an  up  to  date  directory  he  really  takes  the  prize. 

He's  the  only  thing  that  happened.    Who?  why  Mister  Johnny  Wise. 

Chorus. 

Mister  Johnny  Wise,  as  you  may  surmise. 

Contradict  him  on  your  life,  if  you  do  "twill  end  In  strife 

People  at  him  cry.  when  he  passes  bv. 

There's  the  man  that  knows  it  all.    Who?  Mister  Johnny  Wise. 

You  will  find  him  at  the  race  track,  too,  he's  ready  with  his  tip. 

On  railroad  trains  or  trolleys  you  can  meet  him  every  trip 

He'll  give  you  points  on  ba.se  ball,  tell  you  who  will  win  the  game, 

Our  next  candidate  for  President  he'll  name 

He's  the  man  who  first  Invented  those  great  words.  "  I  told  you  so  " 

Spring  something  new.  he'll  say,  "Old  man.  I  heard  that  long  ago." 

And  from  politics  and  poker,  down  to  baking  pumpkin  pies. 

You  can't  lose  him  for  a  minute.    Who?  why  Mister  Johnny  Wise  —Cho 


CAN    you    FORGIVE    ME? 

Copyright.  IMW,  by  Consolidated  Music  Pub.  Aas'n.    English  copyright  secured. 


Words  by  Maurice  Shai>iro.    Music  by  8.  Fartb. 

All  alone  within  a  church,  an  organist  did  play. 
Rehearsing  tunes  so  sacred,  new  hymns  for  Christmas  day 
But  somehow  there  was  sadness,  as  the  music  then  rang  out. 
The  echoe.s  .seemed  repeating  in  a  pleading  way  cloud. 
Can  you  not  forgive  her,  the  one  you  once  loved  best. 
Can  you  not  forget  It,  and  grant  her  one  request. 
For  before  him  lay  a  letter,  from  her  who  did  repent 
And  in  melody  he  told  the  words  of  the  message  she  had  sent: 

CHORua. 
Can  you  forelve  me,  can  you  forget, 
I  loved  you  dearly;  jes,  I  love  you  yet. 
Though  I  have  wronged  you,  caused  you  pain  untold. 
Can  you  forgive  me,  and  love  me  as  of  oluy 

His  head  .sank  on  the  keyboard,  the  tears  were  falling  fast. 

He  thought  of  wife  and  baby,  a  vision  of  the  past, 

For  .she  one  day  had  left  him,  brought  disgrace  upon  his  name. 

Destroyed  the  home  he  cherished,  until  rei>entance  came. 

Can  you  not  forgive  me,  a  voice  rang  out  so  wild. 

Can  you  not  have  pity,  upon  me  and  our  child? 

For  at  the  church  door  stoo<l  his  wife,  shed  heard  the  sad  refrain 

On  joyous  cry,  clasped  to  his  breast,  she  did  not  plead  in  vain.— c»ofi». 
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Kiss  Me  Mother,  Kiss  Your  Darling. 

Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling,  lean  my  head  upon  your  breast, 
Fold  your  loving  arms  around  me.  I  am  weary,  let  me  rest. 
Scenes  of  life  are  swiftly  fading,  brighter  seems  the  other  shore: 
I  am  standing  by  the  river,  angels  wait  to  waft  me  o'er. 

Chorus. 
Kiss  me.  mother,  kiss  your  darling,  lean  my  head  upon  your  breast. 
Fold  your  loving  arms  around  me,  I  am  weary,  let  me  rest. 

Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling,  breathe  a  blessing  on  my  brow: 
For  I'll  soon  be  with  the  angels,  fainter  grows  my  breath  e'en  now. 
Tell  the  loved  ones  not  to  nmrmur;  say  I  died  our  flag  to  save,  { 

And  that  I  shall  slumber  sweetly  In  the  soldier's  honored  grave.— tAor»/».  \ 


Oh!  how  dark  this  world  Is  growing— hark!  I  hear  the  Angel  Band, 
How  1  long  to  join  their  number  in  that  fair  and  happy  land! 
Hear  you  not  that  heavenly  music,  floating  near  so  sort  and  low? 
1  must  leave  you  -  farewell,  mother!  kiss  me  once  before  I  go— Chorui. 


♦  s  » 


When  Johnny  Comes  Marching  Home 

from  Spain. 

When  Johnny  comes  marching  home  from  Spain, 

Hurrah:  hurrah! 
We'll  give  him  a  hearty  welcome  then. 

Hurrah:  hurrah: 
The  men  will  cheer,  the  boys  will  shout. 
Well  turn  old  Madrid  Inside  out. 

And  we'll  all  feel  gay. 
When  Johnny  comes  marching  home. 

Chorus. 

The  men  will  cheer,  the  lx)ys  will  shout. 
We'll  turn  old  Madrid  inside  out. 

And  well  all  feel  gay. 
When  Johnny  comes  marching  home. 

The  old  church  bell  will  peal  with  joy. 

Hurrah:  hurrah: 
To  welcome  home  our  darling  Iwys, 

Hurrah:  hurrah: 
With  Cuba  and  Manila  fret\ 
Thanks  to  McKlnley  and  Fltzhugh  Lee, 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  will  hold  full  sway 
From  Havana  to  Manila  Bay, 

And  well  all  feel  gay. 
When  Johnny  comes  marching  home.— Chonu 

Get  ready  for  the  jubilee. 

Hurrah:  hurrah: 
We'll  give  our  sailors  three  times  three, 

Hurrah:  hurrah: 
The  laurel  wreaths  are  ready  now 
To  place  upon  their  loyal  brows. 

And  we'll  all  feel  gay. 
When  Johnny  comes  marching  home.— Chorvt. 


Write  a  Letter  to  My  Mother. 

Wurds  by  E.  Boweis.    Music  by  P.  B.  Isaacs. 


[An  olHcer,  captured  at  the  Battle  of  Bull  Run,  relates  the  following 
Incident:    After  our  capture,  I  obser\'ed  a  Federal  prisoner  tenderly 
cared  for  by  a  rebel  soldier.    I  gleaned,  from  their  conversation,  that 
they  were  brothers.    The  brave  ooy,  while  battling  for  the  Union,  re- 
ceived his  death-wound  from  his  own  brother,  at  that  time  a  private  in  the 
rebel  ranks.    Never  shall  I  forget  the  look  of  utter  despair  depicted  upon  ^ 
that  rebt'l's  face;  thedying  boy,  with  a  smile  of  holy  resignation,  clasped  ) 
his  brother's  hand.  sp<jke  of  their  father  who  was  then  fighting  for  their  ) 
dear  old  Hag.  of  mother,  of  home,  of  childhood— then,  requesting  his  ( 
brother  to  write  a  letter  to  mother,  and  imploring  him  never  to  divulge  { 
the  secret  of  his  death,  the  young  hero  yielded  up  his  life.j  S 

Raise  me  in  your  arms,  my  brother,  }  \ 

Let  me  see  the  glorious  sun; 
I  am  weary,  faint  and  dying. 

How  is  the  battle— lost  or  won? 
I  remember  you,  my  brother. 

Sent  to  me  that  fatal  dart: 
Brother  fighting  against  brother, 

"Tis  well— 'tis  well  that  thus  we  part. 

Chorus. 

Write  a  letter  to  my  mother. 

Send  It  when  her  boy  Is  dead; 
That  he  perished  by  his  brother. 

Not  a  word  of  that  be  said. 

Father  is  fighting  for  the  Union, 

And  you  may  meet  him  on  the  field; 
CJould  you  raise  your  arm  to  smite  him  f 

Oh!  could  you  bid  that  father  yield: 
He  who  loved  us  In  our  childhood. 

Taught  the  infant  prayers  we  said! 
Brother,  take  from  me  a  warning, 

I'll  soon  l)e  numbered  with  the  dead.— C%orw«. 

Do  you  ever  think  of  mother,     .  ,      .     . 

In  our  home  within  the  glen. 
Watching,  praying  for  her  children? 

Oh!  would  you  see  that  home  again? 
Brother.  I  am  surely  dying, 

Keep  the  secret— for. 'tis  one 
That  would  kill  our  angel  mother 

If  she  but  knew  what  you  had  done.— Chonu. 


WK'  ta<><«S>'t:i«M'^  ^i'tn^'iy 


TELL    MOTHER    I    DIE    HAPPY 

I  am  dying,  coiiiraQt?B,  dying 

As  you  hear  me  lightly  tread; 
Soon,  ah,  soon,  I  shall  be  lying 

With  the  silent,  sleeping  dead.  •: 

I  am  dying,  comrades,  dying. 

Still  the  oattle  rages  near; 

Tell  me.  are  our  foes  a  flying? 

I  die  happy,  mother  dear. 

Chorus. 
Tell  my  mother  I  die  happy, 

That  for  me  she  must  not  weep; 
Tell  her  how  I  longed  to  kiss  her, 
Ere  I  sunk  in  death  to  sleep. 

I  am  going,  comrades,  going; 

See  how  damp  my  forehead's  now; 
Oh,  I  see  the  angels  coming. 

With  briff  lit  garlands  for  my  brow. 
Bear  this  raes.sage  to  my  mother: 

How  in  death  that  God  was  near, 
He  to  bless  and  to  support  me; 

I  die  happy,  mother  dear.—  Choi-us. 

Lay  me,  comrades, 'neath  the  willow. 

That  grows  on  the  distant  shore; 
Wrap  the  starry  flag  around  me, 

I  would  press  its  folds  once  more; 
Let  the  cold  earth  be  my  pillow. 

And  the  stars  and  stripes  my  shroud;  , 

Soon,  oh.  soon,  I  shall  be  marching 

Amid  the  heavenly  crowd.— C7w> ««. 


Brother's  Fainting  at  the  Door. 

Yonder  comes  a  weary  soldier. 

With  falt'ring  8t«ps  across  the  moor; 
Mem'rles  of  the  past  steal  o'er  me; 

He  totters  to  the  cottage-door. 
Look!  my  hear?  cannot  deceive  me:         ' 

'Tis  one  we  deemed  on  earth  no  more. 
Call  mother,  haste,  do  not  tarry. 

For  brother's  fainting  at  the  door. 

Choris. 

Kindly  greet  the  weary  soldier. 
Words  of  comfort  may  restore. 

You  may  have  an  absent  brother 
Fainting  at  a  stranger's  door. 

Tell  us,  brother,  of  the  battle. 

Why  you  were  numbered  with  the  slain; 
We,  who  thought  you  lost  forever. 

Now  clasp  you  to  our  arms  again; 
Oh  1  may  others  share  the  blessing. 

Which  heaven  kindly  keeps  in  store: 
May  they  meet  their  absent  loved  ones. 

Ay,  een  though  fainting  at  the  door.— CAoru*. 

I  was  wounded  and  a  prlsner. 

Our  ranks  were  broken,  forced  to  fly,      ;     • 
Thrown  within  a  gloomy  dungeon. 

Away  from  friends,  alone  to  die.  '.-. 

Still  the  hope  was  strong  within  me. 

A  cherished  hope  that  would  restore: 
I  have  lived,  by  heaven  s  blessing. 

To  meet  my  loved  ones  at  the  door.—  C/wrut. 


Mother  Kissed  Me  in  My  Dream. 

[A  young  soldier  who  was  severely  wounded  at  the  battle  of  Antietam, 
lay  at  one  of  the  hospitals  at  Frederick.  A  surgeon  passing  bv  his  bed 
Bide,  and  seeing  his  boyish  face  lighted  up  with  a  peaceful  sm'lle,  asked 
hitn  how  he  felt.  "  Oh!  I  am  happy  and  contented  now,"  the  soldier  re- 
plied; "  last  night  mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream."] 

Lying  on  my  dying  bed. 

Through  the  dark  and  silent  night. 
Praying  for  the  coming  day. 

Came  a  vision  to  my  sight; 
Near  me  stood  the  forms  1  loved. 

In  the  sunlight's  mellow  gleam; 
Folding  me  unto  her  breast. 

Mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream; 
*-«other,  mother, 
Ibther  kissed  me  In  my  dream. 

Comrades,  tell  her,  when  you  writ©. 

That  I  did  my  duty  well. 
Say  that,  when  the  battle  raged. 

Fighting  m  the  van  I  fey. 
Tell  ner,  too,  when  on  my  bed 

Slowly  ebbed  my  being's  stream 
How  I  knew  no  peace  unt'l 

Mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream; 
Mother,  mother. 
Mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream 

Once  again  I  long  to  see  ^  . 

Home  and  kindred  far  away; 
.•        But  I  feel  I  shall  be  gone 

Ere  there  dawns  another  day! 
Hopefully  I  bide  the  hour 

When  will  fade  life's  feeble  beam, 
Ev'ry  pang  has  left  me  now. 
Mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream; 
Mother,  mother, 
-  Mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream. 


GrRAFTED    INTO    THE    ARMY. 

;     Our  Jimmy  has  gone  for  to  live  in  a  tent. 
They  have  grafted  him  into  the  army; 

He  finally  puckered  up  courage  and  went. 
When  they  grafted  him  into  the  army. 

I  told  them  the  child  was  too  young:  alas! 
At  the  Captain's  fore  quarters,  they  say,  he  would  pass. 

They  train'd  him  up  well  in  the  Infantry  class- 
So  they  grafted  him  into  the  army. 

Chorfs. 

0  Jimmy,  farewell!  your  brothers  fell 
'Way  down  in  Alabarmy: 

1  thought  they  would  spare  a  lone  widder's  heir. 
But  they  grafted  him  Into  the  army. 

Dressed  up  in  his  unicorn,  dear  little  chapl 

They  have  grafted  him  into  the  army; 
It  seems  but  a  day  since  he  sot  in  my  lap; 

But  they  grafted  him  lnt<^)  the  army: 
And  these  are  the  trousers  he  used  to  wear— 

The  very  same  buttons— the  patch  and  the  tear- 
But  Uncle  Same  gave  him  a  bran  new  pair. 

When  they  grafted  him  into  the  army.— c'Aorw. 

Now,  in  my  provisions  I  see  him  revealed. 

They  have  grafted  him  Into  the  army; 
A  picket  beside  the  contented  field. 

They  have  grafted  him  Into  the  army. 
He  looks  kinder  sickish -begins  to  cry, 

A  big  volunteer  standing  right  in  Ills  eyel 
Oh!  what  if  the  ducky  should  up  and  die, 
•    Now  they've  grafted  him  Into  the  army.—  Chonu. 


We  Are  Coming,  Father  Abraham. 

We  are  coming.  Father  Abraham, 

Three  hundred  thousand  more; 
From  Mississippi's  winding  stream. 

And  from  New  England's  shore. 
We  leave  our  ploughs  and  workshops. 

Our  wives  and  cnlldren  dear; 
With  hearts  too  full  of  utterance. 

With  but  a  silent  tear 
We  dare  not  look  l)ehlnd  us, 
_         .  But  steadfastly  before— 

We  are  coming.  Father  Abraham, 

Three  hundred  thousand  more. 

Chorus. 

We  are  coming,  we  are  coming. 

Our  Union  to  restore; 
We  are  coming,  P'ather  Abraham, 

With  three  hundred  thousand  more. 

If  you  look  across  the  hill-tops. 

That  meet  the  Northern  sky; 
Long,  moving  lines  of  rising  dust. 

Your  vision  may  descry. 
And  now  the  wind,  an  instant. 

Tears  the  cloudy  veil  aside; 
And  floats  aloft  our  spangled  flag. 

In  glory  and  In  pride. 
.    And  bayonets  in  tne  sunlight  gleam. 

And  bands  brave  music  pour— 
We  are  coming.  Father  Abraham, 

Three  hundred  thousand  more.— rAo;««. 

If  you  look  all  up  our  valleys, 

where  the  growing  harvests  shine. 
You  may  see  our  sturdy  farmer  boys 

Fast  forming  into  line; 
And  children  from  their  mothers  knees 

Are  pulUng  at  the  weeds; 
And  learning  how  to  reap  and  sow. 

Against  their  country's  needs; 
And  a  tare  well  group  stands  weeping 

At  every  cottage  door— 
We  are  coming.  Father  Abraham, 

Three  hundred  thousand  more.— CAo;m*. 

You  have  called  us,  and  we're  coming. 

By  Richmond's  bloody  tide; 
To  lay  us  down  for  freedom's  sake. 

Our  brothers' bones  beside; 
Or  from  foul  treason's  savage  group 

To  wrench  the  murderous  blade; 
And  In  the  face  of  foreign  foes. 
Its  fragments  to  parade. 
•;.  '    Six  hundred  thousand  loyal  men, 

:    :    "  And  true,  have  gone  before— 

;  ^      We  are  coming.  Father  Abraham, 
;    .  Three  hundred  thousand  more.— CAofw. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  above 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your  i 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN, 

108  Park  Row,  New  York.    Catalogue  of  all  our  publications  mailed 
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STAND    BY    THE    FLAG. 

stand  by  the  flag,  its  folds  have  streamed  in  glory; 

To  foes  a  fear,  to  frit'iul  a  festal  robe. 
And  spread  In  rhythmic  lines  the  sacred  story 

of  h  reedom's  triumphs  over  all  the  globe. 
Stand  by  the  tiag.  on  land  and  ocean  billow; 

By  it  yotir  fathers  stood  unmoved  and  true. 
Living  defended,  dying,  from  their  pillow. 

With  their  last  blessings  passed  it  on  to  you. 

Stand  by  the  flag,  though  death-shots  'round  it  rattle 

And  underneath  its  waving  folds  have  met, 
In  all  the  dread  array  of  sanguine  battle, 

The  quiv'ring  lance  and  glltfring  bayonet. 
Stand  by  the  flag,  all  doubt  and  treason  scorning, 

IJelieve  with  courage  tlrm.  and  faith  sublime. 
That  It  will  float  until  th"  eternal  morning 

Pales  In  its  glories  all  the  lights  of  time. 


THE    FLAG    OF    OUR    UNION. 

"  A  song  for  our  Banner  "  the  watchword  recall, 

Which  gave  the  Republic  her  station- 
United  we  stand,  divided  we  fall! 

It  made  and  preserved  us  a  nation. 
The  union  of  lakes,  the  union  of  lands. 

The  union  of  States  none  can  sever; 
The  union  of  hearts,  the  union  of  hands. 

And  the  Flag  of  our  Union  forever  and  ever) 
The  Flag  of  the  Union  forever! 

What  God  in  his  inttnito  wisdom  designed. 

And  armed  with  republican  thunder. 
Not  all  the  earth's  desiK>ts  and  factions  combined 

Have  the  power  to  conquer  or  sunder. 
The  union  of  lakes,  the  union  of  lands. 

The  union  of  states  none  can  sever; 
The  union  of  hearts,  the  union  of  hands. 

And  the  Flag  of  the  Union  forever  and  ever; 
The  Flag  of  the  Union  forever! 


Unfurl  the  Glorious  Banner. 

Unfurl  the  glorious  banner,  let  it  sway  upon  the  breeze. 
The  emblem  of  our  country's  pride  on  land  and  on  the  seas; 
The  emblem  of  our  liberty,  borne  proudly  in  the  wars. 
The  hope  of  every  freeman,  the  gleaming  stripes  and  stars. 

Choris. 

Then  unfurl  the  glorious  banner  out  upon  the  welcome  air, 
Read  tl»e  record  of  the  olden  time  u|.>on  its  radiance  there: 
In  the  battle  it  shall  lead  us,  and  our  banner  ever  be 
A  beacon-light  to  glory  and  a  guide  to  victory. 

]  The  glorious  band  of  patriots  who  gave  the  land  its  birth. 
i  Have  writ  with  .-^teel  in  lii.>itory  the  rt'cord  of  its  worth; 
j  From  ea.st  to  west,  from  sea  to  sea.  from  jnile  to  tropic  sun. 
Will  eyes  grow  bright  and  hearts  throb  high  at  the  name  of  Washington. 


Ah!  proudly  should  we  bear  it.  and  guard  this  flag  of  ours,        —Uioi  "$. 

Borne  bravely  In  its  infancy  amid  tlie  darker  hours; 

Only  the  brave  may  bear  it.  a  guardian  it  shall  be 

For  tho.se  who  well  have  won  the  right  to  tiestow  of  liberty.-  r/uM(/#. 

^  The  meteor  flag  of  'seventy-six,  long  may  it  wave  in  pride, 
^  To  tell  the  world  how  noblV  the  p.itriot  fathers  died; 
1  When  from  the  shadows  of  their  night  outburst  the  brilliant  sun. 
It  bathed  in  light  the  stripes  and  stars,  and  lo!  the  field  was  won.  -  cho. 


JUST    AFTER    THE    BATTLE. 

still  upon  the  field  of  biittle 

I  am  lying,  mother  dear. 
With  my  wounded  comrades,  waiting 

For  the  morning  to  appear. 
Many  sleep  to  waken  never 

In  this  world  of  strife  and  death; 
And  many  more  are  faintly  callmg. 

With  their  feeble  dying  breath. 

CnoRis. 
Mother  dear,  your  boy  is  wounded. 

And  the  niglit  is  drear  with  pain; 
But  still  I  feel  that  I  shall  see  you 

And  the  dear  old  home  again. 

Oh:  the  first  great  charge  was  fearful. 

And  a  thousand  brave  men  fell, 
Still,  amid  the  dreadtul  carnage, 

1  was  .siife  from  shut  and  shell; 
So.  amid  the  fatal  shower, 

1  had  nt-arly  passed  the  dav. 
When,  here,  the  dreaded  Miiinic  struck  me. 

And  I  sunk  amid  the  fray !  -  thorns. 

Oh:  the  glorious  cheer  of  triumph 

When  the  ffjemen  turned  and  hed, 
LeavHig  us  the  Held  of  battle 

Strewn  with  dyitig  and  with  dead. 
Oil!  the  torture  and  the  anguish 

That  I  could  not  follow  oh; 
But.  here  amid  my  fallen  comrades. 

I  must  wait  till  morning's  dawn.— CTor?/*, 


BRAVE    BOYS    ARE    THEY. 

Heavily  falls  the  rain. 

Wild  are  the  breezes  to-night: 
But  neath  the  roof  the  hours,  as  they  fly. 

Are  happy  and  calm  and  bright; 
Gathering  'round  the  fireside. 

Though  it  he  sjmimer  time. 
We  sit  and  talk  of  brothers  abroad. 

Forgetting  the  midnight  chime. 

Chorus. 
Brave  boys  are  they. 

Gone  at  their  country's  call; 
And  yet.  and  yet  we  cannot  forget 

That  many  brave  boys  must  fall. 

Under  the  homestead  roof. 

Nestled  so  cosy  and  warm. 
While  soldiers  sleep  with  little  or  naught 

To  shelter  them  from  the  storm. 
Resting  on  grassy  couche.s. 

Pillowed  on  hillo<'ks  damp; 
Of  martial  fare  how  little  we  know. 

Till  brothers  are  in  the  camp.— C'.o»  "*. 

Thinking  no  less  of  them. 

Loving  our  country  the  more. 
We  sent  them  forth  to  fight  for  the  Flag 

Their  fathers  l)efore  them  bore. 
Though  the  great  teardrops  started. 

This  was  our  parting  trust; 
God  bless  you,  lioys,  we'll  welcome  you  home 

When  rebels  are  in  dust.— 6'//o/<»». 

May  the  bright  wings  of  love 

Guard  them  wherever  they  roam. 
The  time  has  come  when  brothers  must  fight. 

And  sisters  must  pray  at  home. 
Oh:  the  dread  field  of  Ivattle- 

S<M)n  to  be  strewn  with  graves: 
If  brothers  fall,  then  bury  them  where 

Our  baimer  in  triumph  waves.— C'Aotm*. 


And  So  Will  the  Boys  in  Bine. 


Wurds  and  Music  by  &  W.  Locke. 


The  bugle  call  rings  loud  and  clear. 

And  loud  the  rolling  drum; 
Our  comrailes  haste  to  seek  their  posts. 

The  lime  for  work  has  come; 
The  beacon  fires  burn  bright  again. 

They  flash  on  every  hill; 
From  sea  to  sea  the  shout  goes  up. 

We  march  to  victory  still. 

CnoRfs. 

Hurrah:  hurrah:  for  our  noble  cause  1 

Hurrah  for  our  leaders  true! 
We'll  stand  by  the  men  who  stood  by  the  flag. 

And  .so  will  the  Boys  in  Blue; 
And  so  will  we  all.  and  so  will  we  all. 

Our  pledge  we  now  renew; 
We'll  strike  once  more  for  the  cause  we  love. 

And  so  will  the  Boys  in  Blue! 

Through  gliH)niv  vears  of  bloody  strife. 

We've  b.itth'fl  side  by  side; 
With  brave,  true  hearts  and  sinewy  arms 

We've  stemmed  each  fi'ry  tide. 
Eternal  justice  nervd  us  then. 

And  gave  the  conquering  will; 
With  hearts  afiame,  and  God  our  trust. 

We  strike  for  justice  still.— C'Awiw*. 

Our  motto.  Equal  rights  to  all; 

The  ballot  shall  be  free: 
Who  stakes  his  life  to  .save  the  flag 

.May  vote  with  von  and  me. 
Well  ask  him  not  his  birth  or  kin. 

Or  prate  about  his  hue. 
But  every  man  unstained  with  crime 

May  vote  with  Boys  In  Blue.— C'Ao/  «<». 

Wfll  keep  the  nation's  sacred  <'»d^e. 

Pay  every  dime  we  owe; 
Each  Utyal  arm  will  gladly  strike 

Eiich  day  an  extra  blow. 
Uepudiate— we  scorn  the  word, 

And  those  who  use  It  too; 
We  are  not  knaves  or  bankrupts  yet. 

Nor  are  the  Boys  in  Blue.— (/(Oi"»-. 

Haste,  loyal  men,  fill  up  your  ranks. 

Bring  every  soldier  out; 
This  struggle  ought  to  be  our  last. 

And  give  the  final  rout. 
But.  lo,  they  come!  a  sea  of  men! 

Impatient  for  the  fray; 
They  come!  they  come:  in  throngs  so  vast. 

Our  work  shall  seem  but  play  —  tV/oi «». 


( 
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THE    LAST    ROSE    OF    SUMMER. 

'Tis  the  last  rose  of  summer,  left  blooming  alone; 
All  her  lovely  companions  are  faded  and  gone.  , 

No  flower  of  her  kindred,  no  rosebud  Is  nigh.  - 

To  reflect  back  her  blushes,  or  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

I'll  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one.  to  pine  on  the  stem; 
-  Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping,  go  sleep  thou  with  them; 

Thus  kindly  I  scatter  thy  leaves oer  the  bed, 
Wiiere  thy  mates  of  the  garden  lie  scentless  and  dead. 

So  soon  may  I  follow,  wlien  friendships  decay. 
And  from  loves  shining  circle  the  gems  drop  away: 
When  true  hearts  lie  withered,  and  fond  ones  are  flown. 
Oh :  who  would  inhabit  this  bleak  world  alone? 
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THE    MINSTREL    BOY. 

The  minstrel  boy  to  the  war  Is  gone. 
In  the  ranks  of  death  you'll  And  him; 

His  father's  sword  he's  girded  on. 
And  the  wild  harp  strung  behind  him; 

"  I«uid  of  song,"  said  the  warrior  bard, 
'Tho'  all  the  world  betray  thee. 

One  sword  at  least  its  right  shall  guard. 
One  faithful  harp  shall  praise  thee." 

The  minstrel  fell,  but  the  foeman's  chains 

Could  not  keep  his  proud  soul  under; 
The  harp  he  loved  ne  er  spoke  again. 

He  tore  the  strings  asunder, 
And.«aid:  "  No  chains  shall  sully  thee. 

Thou  soul  of  love  and  bravery. 
Thy  songs  were  made  for  the  pure  and  free, 

They  shall  never  sound  in  slavery: " 


^ 
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AULD    LANG-    SYNE. 

Should  auld  aquaintance  be  forgot 

And  never  brought  to  min"? 
Should  auld  aquaintance  be  forgot. 

And  the  days  of  Lang  Syne? 

Chorus.  • 

For  Auld  Lang  Syne,  my  dear,  '  - 

For  Auld  Lang  Svne. 
Well  take  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet 

For  Auld  Lang  Syne. 

We  twa  hae  run  about  the  braes. 

And  jwu't  the  gowans  fine. 
And  we've  wandered  monj'  a  weary  fit. 

Sin'  Auld  Lang  Syne.— CVtorwo. 

We  twa  hae  paddled  i'  the  burn, 

Frae  inornur  sun  till  dine. 
But  seas  l>etween  us  braid  hae  roared, 

sin"  Auld  Lang  Syne.— 6'//o»«*. 

And  heres  a  hand,  my  trusty  friend. 

And  gle's  a  hand  o"  thine, 
And  well  tak'  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet. 

For  Auld  l>ang  Syne.— cAto-u*. 

And  surely  you'll  be  your  pint  stoup. 

As  sure  as  I'll  be  mine; 
And  well  tak'  a  right  good  Willie- waught. 

For  Auld  Lang  Syne.  — C'/iOTM*. 
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MY    OLD    KENTUCKY    HOME. 

The  sun  shines  bright  in  the  old  Kentucky  home, 

"Tis  summer,  the  darkies  are  gay; 
The  corn  top's  ripe  and  the  meadow's  in  the  bloom. 

While  the  birds  make  music  all  the  dav-. 
The  young  folks  roll  on  the  little  cabin  floor 

All  merry,  all  happy  and  bright; 
By'n  by  hard  times  comes  a-knocking  at  the  door: 

Then,  my  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night: 

CHORrs. 

Weep  no  more,  my  lady. 

Oh :  weep  no  more  to-day : 
We  will  sing  one  song  for  the  old  Kentucky  home, 

For  the  old  Kentucky  home,  far  away. 

They  hunt  no  more  for  the  'possum  and  the  coon 
On  the  meadow,  the  hill  and  tho  shore: 

They  sing  no  more,  by  the  glimmer  of  the  moon. 
On  the  beach  by  the  old  cabin-door. 

The  day  gcx^s  by,  like  a  sliadow  oer  the  heart. 
With  sorrow,  where  all  was  delight; 

The  time  has  come  when  the  darkies  have  to  part- 
Then,  my  old  Kentucky  home,  good  night!— c7<om/#. 

The  head  must  bow  and  the  back  will  t)end. 

Wherever  the  darkey  may  go;  ., 

A  few  more  days,  and  the  trouble  all  will  end 

In  the  field  where  the  sugar  canes  grow; 
A  few  more  days  for  to  tot«  the  weary  load. 

No  matter, 'twill  never  be  light, 
A  few  more  days  we'll  totter  on  the  road; 

Then,  my  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night ;— Choru$. 


THE    SOLDIER^    FUNERAL- 

Hark :  to  the  shrill  trumpet  calling,  ... 

'         ;        It  pierces  t  lie  soft  summer  air; 

Tears  from  each  comrade  are  falling. 

For  the  widow  and  orphan  are  there; 
Baj'onets  earthward  are  turning. 

The  drum  nuiftled  voice  breathes  around. 
Yet  he  heeds  not  the  voice  of  the  mourner. 

Nor  wakes  to  the  soft  bugle's  sound. 

_  Sleep,  soldier,  tho"  many  may  mourn  thee. 

And  weep  o'er  thy  cold  form  to-day; 
Soon,  soon  will  thy  kindred  forget  thee. 

Thy  name  from  the  earth  pass  away; 
The  man  thou  hast  loved  as  a  brother. 

Some  friend  in  thy  place  shall  have  galn'd; 
Thy  dog  shall  keep  watch  for  another. 

Thy  steed  by  another  be  reined. 

Tho'  many  now  mourn  for  thee  sadly. 

Soon  joyous  as  ever  thev'll  be; 
Thy  bright  orphan  boy  will  laugh  gladly. 

As  he  sits  on  some  brave  comrade's  knee. 
But  there's  one  who'll  be  true  to  her  duty. 

Who  will  mourn  for  the  lost  and  the  brave. 
As  when  first  in  the  bloom  of  her  beauty 

She  wept  o'er  her  loved  soldier's  grave. 


COLUMBIA    RULES    THE    SEA, 

W<Td«  by  Joslah  D.  Caiiuiiigr.     Music  by  Henry  Tucker. 


The  pennon  flutters  in  the  breeze. 

The  anchor  comes  "  ajieak." 
"  Let  fall,  sheet  home,"  the  briny  foam. 

And  oceans  wastes  we  seek. 
The  booming  gun  speaks  our  adieu. 

Fast  fades  our  native  shore. 

CHORfS. 

Columbia  free,  shall  rule  the  sea, 
Britannia  ruled  of  yore 

We  go  the  tempest's  wrath  to  dare. 

The  billows  maddened  play. 
Now  climbing  high  against  the  sky. 

Now  rolling  low  away. 
While  •  Yankee  Oak  "  bears  Yankee  hearts. 

Courageous  to  the  core.— r//(/»-.-». 

We'll  bear  her  flag  around  the  world. 

In  thunder  and  m  flame. 
The  sea-girt  isles  a  wreath  of  smiles 

Shall  form  around  her  name. 
The  winds  shall  pipe  her  peans  loud. 

The  billowy  chorus  roar.—  vhwis. 


/ 


OLD    FOLKS    AT    HOME. 

Copyrighted.    Used  by  permlssi'ii     The  iiiuKiceot  to  these  words  is  publlsbed  by 
Oliver  UilDoii  Coinpeiiy,  Boetuii. 


Way  down  upon  de  Swanee  Ribber, 

Far,  far  away, 
Dars  wha  my  heart  is  turning  ebber, 

Dar's  wha  de  old  folks  stay. 
All  up  and  down  de  whole  creation 

Sadly  I  roam. 
Still  longing  for  the  old  plantation. 

And  for  de  old  folks  at  home. 

Chorus. 

.    All  de  world  am  sad  and  dreary, 
Eb'rywhere  I  roam; 
Oh:  darkies  how  my  heart  grows  weary, 
Far  from  tie  old  folks  at  home 

All  'round  de  little  farm  I  wander'd. 

When  I  was  j'oung; 
Den  many  happy  days  I  sqandered— 

Many  de  songs  I  sung. 
When  I  was  playing  wid  my  brudder. 

Happy  was  I; 
Oh:  take  me  to  my  kind  old  mudder, 

Dar  let  me  live  and  die.— C'/twt/*. 

One  little  hut  among  de  bushes- 
One  dat  I  love- 
Still  sadly  to  my  memry  rushes. 

No  matter  where  I  rove 
When  will  I  see  de  bees  a  humming 

All  'round  de  comb? 
When  will  1  hear  de  banjo  tumming 
Down  in  my  good  old  home?— tV/on/*. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  above 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  ( 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your  ^ 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN, 

108  Park  Row,  New  York.    Catalogue  of  all  our  publications  mailed 

Free  upon  application. 
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The  Drummer  Boy  of  Shiloh. 

Bend  for  Free  Catalonue  of  Suiik  Book*,  Letter  Writers,  Dreftiii  Buoka,  Foitune  Tell- 
•n, Trick  Boukii.  Kecitatlou  Rouka,  Penny  Ballada,  Call  Boolcn,  Juke  Bi>t>kK,SI<eioli  B<>ok«. 
Stamp  Speeches,  Irish  Soiii;  Books,  Cmk  Books,  Books  of  Amusemeiit,  Sheet  Music,  etc., 
to  Henrr  i.  Wehman.  108  Hark  Row,  New  Yurk. 

On  Shlloh's  dark  and  bloody  ground, 

The  dead  and  wounded  lay; 
Among  them  was  a  drummer  boy. 

Who  beat  the  drum  that  day. 
A  wounded  soldier  held  htm  up. 

His  drum  was  by  hi?  side; 
He  clasped  his  hands,  then  raised  his  eyes. 

And  prayed  before  he  died: 

Look  down  upon  the  battle-field, 

O  Thou,  our  Heavenly  Friend  1 
Have  mercy  on  our  sinful  souls— 

The  soldiers  cried.  Amen! 
For.  gathered  round  a  little  group. 

Each  brave  man  knelt  and  criea— 
They  listened  to  the  drummer  boy. 

Who  prayed  before  he  died. 

O  Mother:  said  the  dying  boy, 

Look  down  from  heaven  on  me; 
Receive  me  to  thy  fond  embrace— 

Oh!  take  me  home  to  thee— 
I've  loved  my  country  as  my  God; 

To  serve  them  both  I've  tried- 
He  smiled,  shook  hands— death  seized  the  boy, 

Who  prayed  before  he  died. 

E:ach  soldier  wept  then  like  a  child- 
Stout  hearts  were  they,  and  brave  — 

The  Flag,  his  winding  sheet  -God's  Book, 
The  key  unto  his  grave. 

They  wrote  \\\K>n  a  simple  board 
These  words.  This  is  a  guide 

To  those  who'd  mourn  the  drummer  boy. 
Who  prayed  before  he  died. 

Ye  angels  round  the  throne  of  grace. 

Look  down  upon  the  braves. 
Who  fouRht  and  died  on  SliUoli's  plain. 

Now  slumljering  in  their  graves; 
How  many  homes  made  desolate! 

How  many  hearts  have  sighed: 
How  many  like  that  drummer  boy. 

Who  prayed,  before  he  died. 


-«e^ 


My  Country's  Flag  of  Stars. 


By  Wm.  D.  Porter,  U.  8.  N. 


^ 


I've  roam'd  for  many  a  lengthen'd  mile 

L'pon  the  stormy  seas; 
I've  seen  some  twenty  banners  float 

Full  proudly  on  the  breeze. 
That  standard,  too,  (treat  Britain's  pride. 

The  boast  of  England's  tars. 
Yet  none  could  thrill  my  heart  like  thee. 

My  Country's  Flag  of  Stars. 
Yet  none  could  thrill  mv  heart  like  thee, 

My  Country's  Flag  of  Stars. 

Brazil's  gay  flag  of  gorgeous  dyes. 

The  banner  of  Old  Spain. 
Even  Gallia's  bunting  as  it  flies 

Is  not  undiniin'd  bv  stain. 
Their  lustre  has  t)een  sullied  oft 

At  home  bv  deadlv  jars. 
But  thy  bright  azure  fold  is  pure. 

My  Country's  Flag  of  Stars. 
But  thy  bright  azure  fold  is  pure. 

My  Country's  Flag  of  Stars. 

In  some  famed  foreign  port  I've  seen 

The  ships  of  half  the  world. 
To  celebrate  some  gala  dav. 

Their  bunting  all  unfurf'd. 
With  eager  heart,  I've  glanced  my  ey© 

Along  their  tap'rlng  spars. 
Until  my  gaze  has  rixed  on  thee 

My  Country's  Flag  of  Stars. 
Until  my  gaze  has  tlxed  on  thee 

My  Country's  Flag  of  Stars. 

And  as  thy  stripes  and  star-speck'd  field 

Broke  on  my  eager  sight. 
My  heart  beat  .strong,  my  tx)SOm  thrilled 

With  unalloyed  delight. 
I  hailed  thee  as  the  cynosure 

Of  true  Columbian  tars; 
The  banner  of  the  brave  and  free. 

My  Country's  Flag  of  Stars. 
The  banner  of  the  brave  and  free. 

My  Country's  Flag  of  Stars. 

Oh,  Where's  the  heart,  possessing  but 

One  spark  of  freedoms  zeal. 
That  does  not.  gazing  on  thy  foId.s, 

A  patriot's  spirit  feel. 
What  veteran,  too.  as  he  kx)ks  down 

Upon  his  dear  l)ought  scars. 
That  does  not  hall  thee  with  delight. 

My  Country's  Flag  of  Stars. 
That  does  not  hall  tiiee  with  delight, 

My  Country's  Flag  of  Stars. 


VIVA    K AMERICA. 

Words  and  Music  by  H.  Millard. 


Noble  Republic:  happiest  of  lands, 

Foremost  of  nations  Columbia  stands- 
Freedom's  proud  banner  floats  in  the  skies. 

Where  shouts  of  liberty  dally  arise. 
"United  we  stand,  divided  we  fall." 
Union  forever— freedom  to  all. 

Chobus. 

Throughout  the  world  our  motto  shall  be- 
Viva  P America,  home  of  the  free! 

Should  ever  traitor  rise  in  the  land, 
Curs'd  lie  his  homestead,  wlther'd  his  hand; 

Shame  be  his  mem'ry,  scorn  be  his  lot. 
Exile  his  heritage,  his  name  a  blotl 

"United  we  stand,  divided  we  fall." 
Granting  a  homo  and  freedom  to  •A\\.—Choru$. 

To  all  her  heroes— Justice  and  Fame. 

To  all  her  foes,  a  traitor's  foul  name; 
Our  Star  8  and  Stripes  still  proudly  shall  wave. 

Emblem  of  Liberty,  flag  of  the  brave. 
"  United  we  stand,  divided  we  fall," 

Gladly  we'll  die  at  our  country's  call.— Cftorttf. 


; 


THE    CHARQE    AT    ROANOKE. 

Send  for  Free  Catalogue  of  SonK  Books,  L<>lt«-r  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortane 
Tellers,  Trick  Books,  Recitation  Rook*,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch 
Books,  Stump  Bpemhee.  Irish  S'-iiir  Boohs,  Cook  Books,  Books  uf  Amusement,  Sheet 
Muric,  etc..  to  Henry  J.  Wehniaii,  108  Park  How,  New  York. 


Oh:  see  you  not  yonder  the  foe  In  his  might? 

The  dark  battlements  rise  like  dim  shadows  Ijefore  us; 
But,  oh:  we  are  eager  and  long  for  the  flght. 

With  faith  In  our  hearts  and  the  flag  streaming  o'er  us. 
When  the  first  streak  of  morn  o'er  the  waters  shall  dawn. 
With  high-throbbing  bosoms  we'll  brave  every  storm. 
And  this  be  our  watchword:  Our  dear  Lll)erty, 
The  countrj-  that  bore  us,  the  land  of  the  free! 

Up:  onward:  Zouaves,  through  the  battle  and  smoke. 

Mid  the  thunder  of  cannon,  straight  into  the  breachi 
Charge,  Blue  Devils:  see  how  the  Hel>els  have  broke. 

Advance  then— their  columns  you  swiftly  will  reach. 
Bright  bayonets  flash  as  we  furiously  dash 
With  splendid  precision  and  nothing  done  rash; 
Our  brave  Kimball  leads  us,  the  victory  is  won. 
Our  flag's  on  the  ramparts,  the  bttttle  is  done! 

But.  ah:  we  must  stop  and  relate  how  we  sighed 

For  the  brave,  the  adored  and  lamented  Montell, 
Chargez  mes  enfants:  and  a  true  soldier  dl«»d. 

With  the  soul  of  a  patriot,  and  heart  firm  as  steel  t 
His  praise  will  l>e  sung  Hi)on  every  tongue. 
While  the  hearts  that  are  now  with  their  anguish  wrung 
Will  t)e  proud  of  the  Zouave  who  died  in  the  van, 
The  hero  and  Christian  fellow  comrade,  and  man. 


! 


^  a  ^ 


KITTY    WELLS.      ^ 

You  ask  what  makes  tliis  darkey  weep. 

Why  he  like  others  am  not  gay; 
What  makes  the  tear  How  down  his  cheek. 

From  early  morn  till  close  of  day? 
My  story,  darkies,  you  shall  liear. 

For  In  my  memory  fresh  It  dwells, 
Twill  cause  you  all  to  drop  a  tear 

On  the  grave  of  my  sweet  Kitty  Wells. 

Chorus. 
While  the  birds  were  singing  In  the  morning. 

And  the  myrtle  and  the  ivy  were  in  bloom. 
And  the  sun  on  the  hill  was  a  dawning. 

It  was  then  we  laid  her  In  the  tomb. 

I  never  shall  forget  the  day 

That  we  together  roamed  the  dells. 
I  kissed  her  cheek  and  named  the  day 

That  I  should  marry  Kitty  Wells; 
But  death  came  In  my  cabin  door. 

And  took  from  me  my  joy  and  pride; 
And  when  I  found  she  was  no  more. 

Then  I  laid  my  banjo  down  and  cried.—  Chorui. 

1  often  wish  that  I  was  dead 

And  laid  beside  her  in  the  tomb; 
The  sorrow  that  bows  down  my  head 

Is  silent  In  the  midnight  gloom; 
The  Spring-time  has  no  charms  for  me, 

Though  flowers  are  blooming  In  the  dells, 
For  that  bright  form  I  do  not  see, 

'Tis  the  form  of  my  sweet  Kitty  Wells.-  Choru$. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  above 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your 
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MASSA'S  IN  THE  COLD  GROUND. 


Bend  for  Free  C>Uln|rue  of  Sonar  Books,  Letter  Writer*,  Di-eam  Books.  Fortune Tell- 
•rs,Trick  Book*,  Recitation  Books,  Penn)  BallaUs,  Call  Books,  Juke  Book.  Sketch  Bo^ka, 
Stump  Mpeechee,  Irish  Soni;  Book*,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  AmuMmeiK,  Hne«t  Music,  e(«. 
I  to  iienr;  J.  Wetiuiau,  108  Park  Row,  New  York. 

'Round  de  meadows  am  a-ringing 

De  darkeys  mournful  song, 
While  de  mocking-bird  am  singing, 

Happj  as  de  day  am  long.  •     - 

Where  de  ivy  am  a-creeping, 

O'er  de  grassy  mound, 
Dar  old  raassa  am  a-sleeplng. 

Sleeping  in  de  cold,  cold  ground. 

Chorus.     :; 
•  Down  In  de  corn  field. 

Hear  dat  mournful  sound; 
All  de  darkeys  am  a- weeping, 
Massa's  In  de  cold,  cold  ground.  '  ; 

Wlien  de  Autumn  leaves  were  falling, 

When  de  da j-s  were  cold, 
"Twas  hard  to  hear  old  massa  calling, 

'Cayse  he  was  so  weak  and  old. 
Now  de  orange  tree  am  blooming 

On  de  sandy  shore,  .. 

Now  de  Summer  days  am  coming, 

Massa  nebber  calls  no  more.— C'/<o»"«. 

Massa  make  de  darkeys  lub  him,  "' 

'Cayse  he  was  so  kind. 
Now  dey  sadly  weep  above  him. 

Mourning  'cayse  he  leave  dem  behind. 
I  cannot  work  before  to-morrow, 

'Cayse  de  teardrop  flow, 
I  try  to  drive  away  my  sorrow. 

Pickin' on  de  old  banjo.— tV(tf>»». 


They  Never  Mention  Your  Name. 

OoprrlKbt,  1S«7,  by  SterliDg  &  Von  Tilzer.     English  copj'rtglit  secured. 


Words  hj  Andrew  B.  Sterlin|r.     iliisic  by  Harry  von  TUser. 


A  lassfe  who  had  left  her  happy  homestead  long  ago, 

Wliile  passing  down  a  crowded  street  one  day. 
Came  face  to  face  with  one  who  in  the  past  had  loved  her  so. 

Her  sweetheart  from  tlie  village  far  away. 
She  turned  away  to  hide  the  tears;  he  said,  don't  shrink  from  me. 

You  know  that  once  we  were  engaged  to  wed. 
My  mother  and  my  father,  Ned,  slie  faltered  tearfully. 

Do  they  ever  speak  of  me,  and  then  he  said: 

Choris. 

They  never  mention  your  name, 

Nell,  since  you  left  nome  so  long  ago. 
They  do  not  censure  or  blame, 

Nell,  and  they  love  you  still,  I  know. 
Come  back  with  me  when  1  go. 

Don't  let  me  plead  In  vain. 
You'll  be  happy  yet,  they'll  forgive  and  forget, 

If  youll  only  come  home  again. 

Dear  Ned,  she  said,  I  long  to  see  the  old  folks  once  again. 

To  greet  my  dear  old  mother  as  of  yore. 
But  father,  would  he  welcome  me,  my  heart  would  ache  with  pain 

If  ever  he  should  turn  me  from  his  door. 
I'll  tp.ke  you  home  as  my  wife.  Nell,  he  whispered,  I  love  you; 

In  spite  of  all,  .you're  still  my  promised  bride. 
The  past  can  be  forgotten,  we  will  start  life  o'er  anew. 

The  old  folks,  too,  would  welcome  you,  he  cried.— CAoru*. 


LISTEN  TO  THE  MOCKING-BIRD. 


CoprriKbted. 


Used  by  i>ermfRsloii       The  music  set  (o  these  woids  is  published  by 
Oliver  Ditson  &  Co.,  Boston. 


I'm  dreaming  now  of  Hally.  sweet  Hally, 

I'm  dreaming  now  of  Hally; 
For  the  thought  of  her  is  one  that  never  dies; 

She's  sleeping  in  the  valley,  the  valley,  the  valley. 
She's  sleeping  in  the  valley. 

And  the  mocking-bird  Is  singing  where  she  lies. 

Chorus. 
Listen  to  the  mocking-bird,      .        . 
Listen  to  the  mocking-bird, 
"  "Hie  mocking-bird  is  singing  o'er  her  grave; 
Listen  to  the  mocking-bird. 
Listen  to  the  mocking-bird. 
Still  singing  where  the  weeping  willows  wave. 

Ah:  well  I  yet  remember,  remember,  remember. 

Ah :  well  I -et  remember. 
When  we  gathered  in  the  cotton,  side  by  side; 

'Twas  In  the  mild  September,  September,  September. 
Twas  In  the  mild  September, 

And  the  mocking-bird  was  singing  far  and  ■wide.—cftonif. 

When  the  charms  of  Spring  awaken,  awaken,  awaken, 

When  the  charms  of  Spring  awaken. 
And  the  mocking-bird  is  singing  on  the  bough; 

I  feel  like  one  forsaken,  forsaken,  forsaken, 
I  feel  like  one  forsaken. 

Since  Hally  is  no  longer  with  me  now.— Chortis.     ■ 


HOME,    SWEET    HOME. 


'Mid  pleasures  and  palaces,  though  we  may  roam. 
Be  it  ever  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  home; 
A  charm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hallow  us  there. 
Which,  seek  thro'  the  world,  is  ne'er  met  with  elsewhere. 

Chorus. 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
There's  no  place  like  home. 
There's  no  place  like  home. 

I  gaze  on  the  moon,  as  I  trace  the  drear  wild. 

And  feel  that  my  parent  now  thinks  of  her  child; 

She  looks  on  that  moon  from  our  own  cottage  door. 

Through  woodbines  whose  fragrance  shall  cheer  me  no  more.— CAo. 

An  exile  from  home,  splendor  dazzles  In  vain. 

Oh.  give  me  my  lowly,  thatched  cottage  again; 

The  birds  singing  gayly,  that  came  at  mv  call. 

Give  me  them,  witli  the  i)eace  of  mind,  dearer  than  all.—  '  koiut. 


SHELLS    OF    OCEAN. 

One  Summer  eve,  with  pensive  thought, 

I  wandered  on  the  sea-beat  shore, 

'    Where  oft.  In  heedless  Infant  sport, 

I  gathered  shells  in  days  before— 

Where  oft,  in  heedless  Infant  sjwrt, 

I  gathered  shells  in  days  l>efore. 

The  splashing  waves  like  music  fell. 
Responsive  to  my  fancy  wild, 

A  dream  came  o'er  me  like  a  spell, 
1  thought  I  was  again  a  child— 

A  dream  came  o'er  me  like  a  spell, 
I  thought  I  was  again  a  child. 

I  stood  upon  the  i)ebbly  strand. 
To  cull  the  toys  that 'round  me  lay. 

But  as  I  took  them  In  my  hand, 
1  threw  them  one  by  one  away— 

But  as  1  took  them  In  my  iiand, 
1  threw  them  one  by  one  away. 

"  Oh,  thus,"  I  said,  "  in  every  stage. 

By  toys  our  fancy  is  begulletl. 
We  gather  shells  from  youth  to  age. 

And  then  we  leave  them  like  a  child  — 
We  gather  shells  from  youth  to  age. 

And  then  we  leave  them  like  a  child." 


-•-•-' 


TWENTY    YEARS    AOO 

I  have  wandered  by  the  village,  Tom;  I've  sat  beneath  the  tree. 
Upon  the  school-house  playing-ground,  which  sheltere<]  vou  and  me; 
But  none  are  left  to  greet  me,  Tom,  and  few  are  left  to  know. 
That  played  with  us  upon  the  green,  just  twenty  yeare  ago. 

The  grass  Is  .lust  as  green,  dear  Tom;  barefooted  bovs  at  play 
Are  siwrtlng  just  as  we  were  then,  with  spirits  just  as  gay; 
But  master  sleeps  upon  the  hill,  all  coat«d  o'er  with  snow , 
Tliat  afl'orded  us  a  sliding-place  just  twenty  years  ago. 

The  old  school-house  is  altered  some;  the  benches  are  replaced 
By  new  ones,  very  like  the  same  our  penknives  had  defaced; 
But  the  same  old  bricks  are  in  the  wall,  the  bell  swings  to  and  fro. 
The  music  just  the  same,  dear  Tom,  twas  twenty  years  ago. 

The  bo  J-s  are  playing  some  old  game,  beneath  that  same  old  tree; 
I  do  forget  the  name  just  now— you  have  played  the  same  with  me; 
On  that  same  spot  'twa.s  played  with  knives,  by  throwing  so  and  so— 
The  leaders  had  a  task  to  do  there  twenty  years  ago. 

The  river  is  running  just  as  still;  the  willows  on  its  side 
Are  larger  than  they  were,  dear  Tom,  the  stream  appears  less  wide; 
The  grai^e-vine  swing  is  ruined  now,  where  once  we  play'd  the  beau. 
And  swung  our  sweethearts- pretty  girls— just  twenty  years  ago. 

The  spring  that  bubbled  'neath  the  hill,  close  by  the  spreading  beach. 
Is  very  high -'twas  once  so  low  that  we  could  almost  reach; 
But  in  kneeling  down  to  get  a  drink,  dear  Tom,  I  started  so. 
To  see  how  sadly  I  am  changed  since  twenty  years  ago. 

Down  by  the  spring,  upon  an  elm,  you  know  I  cut  your  name; 
Your  sweetheart  Is  just  beneath  It,  Tom— and  you  did  mine  the  same; 
Some  heartless  wretch  has  peel'd  the  bark— 'twas  dying  sure  but  slow 
Just  as  the  one  whose  name  you  cut,  did  twenty  years  ago. 

My  lids  have  long  been  dry,  dear  Tom,  but  tears  come  in  ray  eyes— 
I  thought  of  her  I  loved  so  well— those  early  broken  ties; 
I  visited  the  old  churchj'ard,  and  took  some  flowers  to  strew 
Upon  the  graves  of  those  we  loved  some  twenty  years  ago. 

Some  are  In  the  churchyard  laid,  some  sleep  l)eneath  the  sea. 
But  few  are  left  of  our  class,  excepting  you  and  me; 
But  when  our  time  shall  come,  dear  Tom,  and  we  are  called  to  go, 
I  hope  they'll  lay  us  where  we  play'd  just  twenty  years  ago. 
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DEWETi,    YOU'RE    A    DANDY. 

)  8en<1  for  Kre«  Catnlogue  of  Son«r  Book*,  I*tt«r  Wrltem,  Drfaiu  Book*.  Fortune  Tell- 

,  em.Tru-k  Books,  Keotation  Flu<>k8,  Penny  Rallad!<,C>tll  Book*.  Joke  n<Mik*.Skeloli  B<M>k«, 
I  Stump  Sp«echeti,  IriMli  Sonu:  Books,  C<»>k  Books.  B^oks  of  AniUHemeut,  Sheet  Munlc,  etc., 
\  tu  Henry  J.  Wetoumn,  lOa  Park  Row,  New  York. 


)     The  appended  verses  were  written  and  recited  by  a  bright  and  patriotic 
i  young  miss  of  the  Tllden  School: 

i  Yankee  Dewey  sailed  his  boats 

j  Down  in  Manihi  Bay,  sir: 

He  found  the  Spaniards  on  their  floats. 
And  blew  them  all  away,  sir. 

Chorus. 
Yankee  Dewey,  keep  It  up; 

O  Dewey,  you're  a  dandy! 
Yankee  Dewey,  keep  It  up; 

Yes,  Dewey,  you're  a  dandy ! 

Then  Yankee  Dewey  sent  ua  word. 

And  this  is  what  he  said,  sir: 
**\Veve  Slink  their  nunboat.s.  every  one. 

And  not  a  Yankee  dead,  sir! "' — f/ioi-un. 

—Detroit  Fm  Prtu. 


WAR    HYMN. 

Tnne— "  Maryland,  My  Maryland."    By  Beiilah  R.  Stevena. 


O  rise  up  in  your  Klorious  might, 

America,  America  1 
Destroy  the  wrong,  defend  the  riglit, 

.\merica,  America ! 
O  see  the  pleading  liands  outheld. 
Behold  the  fetters  tyrants  weld; 
And  shall  thine  aid  be  still  withheld? 

AnuTka,  America. 

Thy  sons  are  loyal,  brave  and  true, 

.\merica.  America! 
They're  burning  now  to  dare  and  do, 

America,  America  1 
No  brother  looks  to  thee  in  vain; 
Well  crush  the  power  of  cruel  Spain; 
Remembered  lie  the  martyred  Maine, 

America,  America ! 

Then  give  three  cheers  for  Dewey,  true, 

America,  America! 
And  for  the  (iiand  Red,  White  and  Blue, 

.\nieri(a,  America! 
Our  ships  are  victors  on  the  sea. 
And  Cuba  shall  be,  must  be  free! 
All  honor  do  we  give  to  thee, 

America,  America! 
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A    HOT    TIME    AT    MANILA. 


Tune—"  A  Hot  Time  tn  the  Old  Town.' 


Written  Uy  Lmnirtt  Duftee.     As  sung  by  DulTie  &  Belli. 
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In  the  harbor  of  IManila  once  there  was  a  Spanish  fleet 
That  went  up  a;tainst  a    hot  time,'  'twas  the  hotte.^t  kind  of  heat. 
For  a  Yankee  fiet-t  iiukIi  fleeter  said,  '"These  Spaniards  are  our  meat. 
We  are  hungry  for  a  tlu'ht— these  Spanish  mackerel  well  eat." 

ClIOBt'S. 
By  the  forts  they  slipped  I  hat  cloudy  night. 
In  the  morn  the  Spaniards  saw  a  sight 
That  made  each  Spanish  Man  111-a  thinking  of  the  flght; 
They  had  a  h<jt  time  in  that  bay  ere  night. 

Olil  Glory 
Waved  In  triumph  o'er  those  waters  blue; 
Every  Spanish  ship  and  Spanish  crew 
Was  satistit'd  that  there  were  some  things  they  could  do. 
But  'twas  no  use  of  them  trying  to 

Do  Dewey. 
When  those  Yankee  warships  opened  Are, 
Flames  on  Spanish  cruisers  mounted  higher. 
And  it  caused  every  Spanish  sailor  to  persjilre— 
"Twas  a  hot  time  they  didn't  desire 

At  Manila. 
If  for  naval  battles  Spain  should  yearn. 
How  she's  fl.xed  for  ships  we  cannot  learn. 
But  in  Manila  Bay,  why  she  had  ships  to  burn, 
And  it's  now  her  Atlantic  fleet's  turn 

To  burn  up. 
If  she  doesn't  (itiit  in  a  month  or  so. 
The  Spanish  language  well  miss  from  earth  I  know. 
But  it  will  Ih-  the  tongue  most  si)oken  down  below. 
They'll  have  hot  times  wherever  they  go. 

Tell  Weyler 
There's  no  hojie  Spjiln's  fortunes  to  retrieve. 
If  he's  wise  h»'r  shores  he  will  not  leave. 
For  we <ari  lick  those  lx»ns  from  morn  'till  DKWETeve, 
And  we've  Sampson  and  Schley  up  our  sleeve. 

Believe  ua. 
Old  Uncle  Sjim  is  far  from  being  broke, 
Manila  cigars  he's  smoking,  that's  no  joke. 
And  a  Havana  will  Im'  the  next  one  that  he'll  smoke. 
And  the  fumes  may  cause  Blanco  to  choke, 

Poor  bloke,  oh  I 
There  are  things  they  may  forget  in  Spain, 
Bloody  deeds  on  her  have  left  their  stain. 
But  to  forget  one  event  she'll  always  try  in  vain. 
She'll  have  cause  to  remember  the  "Maine.'' 
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KELLY,    YOU'RE    A    DANDY. 


By  Paul  We.«t,  in  "N.  Y.  Journal." 


When  the  Uncas  entered  Havana  harbor  on  her  mission  to  secure  the 
relejiseof  Jones  and  Thrall,  the  newsjMiper  corresiwndents.  Lieutenant 
Brainard,  in  command,  gave  orders  to  John  Kelly,  seaman,  tu  hoist  the 
flag  of  truce.  "Damned  if  I  will!"  said  Kelly.  "1  won't  hoist  a  white 
flag  on  one  of  Uncle  Sam's  ships: " 

Kelly,  you're  a  dandy,  you're  the  protHT  size! 

You  good  old  son  of  Erin,  you're  a  Dewey  in  disguise. 

It  only  was  a  flag  of  truce,  as  well  you  understood. 

But  even  that  you  wouldn't  hoist— no,  damn  you  if  you  would: 

ClIORl'S. 

8o.  hi,  Johnny  Kelly, 

God  save  you  in  the  war! 

We'll  buy  you  grog  till  you  waterlog 

Whenever  you  come  ashore : 

You  know  your  business.  Johnny;  and  you  know  there's  but  one  flag 
To  fly  upon  a  Yankee  ship— no  washed-out,  milk-white  rag. 
The  only  flag  of  truce  for  us  (we'll  flaunt  it  everywhere) 
Is  the  good  old  Stars  and  stripes,  and.  John,  you  see  you  keep  it  there!— 

—  Chorui. 


THE    CUBAN    HERO. 

Copyright.  1890,  by  Thomas  J    O'Donohue  and  R.  T.  Parka. 


Word*  by  Thomas  J.  O'Donoliue.    Mualc  by  Richard  L.  Wearer. 


While  standing  in  the  moonlight,  my  gallant  love  and  I, 
He  told  me  that  he  loved  me.  and  then  he  siiid  good  bye; 
He  left  our  glorious  country  to  free  the  one  oppres.seu. 
And  the  Stars  and  Stripes  of  Liberty  I  pinned  \x\x>n  his  breast. 

('liORl'S. 

My  love  in  the  battle  fell,  Hghting  lor  liberty. 

He  ioined  the  Cuban  heroes  to  set  their  country  free; 

He  kissed  me  in  the  nuKnilight  Ijefore  he  joined  the  rest. 

And  the  Stars  and  Strii)es  of  Liberty  I  pinned  upon  his  breast. 

While  flghting  with  the  Spaniards  he  was  always  in  the  fore. 

My  lover  was  the  hero  in  oattles  o'er  and  o'er; 

'Twas  there  the  gallant  hero  of  great  athletic  fame. 

Gave  up  his  life  for  freedom -shall  heroes  die  in  vain?— CAwix. 

A  dozen  bullets  pierced  him,  his  life's  blood  ebl)ed  away, 
I  know  I  love  you,  darling,  were  the  last  words  he  did  say; 
In  distant  lands  of  sunshine  they've  laid  my  love  to  rest. 
And  the  Stars  and  Strii)es  of  Liberty  reposes  on  Ids  breast.— CAo. 
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MY  SWEETHEART  WENT  DOWN 
WITH    THE    MAINE.  ^ 

PubUalied  for  voice  and  piano  l>y  the  Moriraii  Mimic  Co.,  Macomb.  III.,  nnd  for  sale  by  all 

music  dealeia     W..rils  livretn  frinlrd  l>y  perinlssioii  uf  Bvit  Mortcau, 

ovi  u«r  of  cupyrlKht.     Copj  i  iKht,  189)1. 


Once  I  had  a  sweetheart  noble,  brave  and  true. 

Fearless  as  the  sunrise,  gentle  as  the  dew; 

We  had  loved  and  waited,  he  had  named  the  day. 

And  we  had  pledged  to  wed  each  other  In  the  month  of  May, 

And  we  had  pledged  to  wed  each  other  in  the  month  of  May. 

Out  on  the  high  seas  he  sailed,  under  the  "  Red.  White  and  Blue," 

Faithful  to  country  and  home,  faithful  to  captain  and  crew. 

Chorus. 

Once  I  had  a  sweetheart  noble,  brave  and  trm. 

Fearless  as  the  sunrise,  gentle  as  the  dew; 

We  had  loved  and  waited,  he  had  named  the  day. 

And  we  had  pledged  to  wed  each  other  In  the  month  of  May. 

Anchored  at  Havana,  on  the  Cuban  shore, 
Conscious  of  no  danger,  dreaming  love  days  o'er; 
Peacefully  he  sluml)ered  in  his  hammock  bed. 
While  the  stars,  with  glowing  beauty.  l)enedlctlons  said. 
While  the  stars,  with  glowing  beauty,  benedictions  said. 
Then  came  a  death-dealing  crash,  wrecking  the  vessel  in  twain, 
Down  went  my  sweetheart  to  death,  down  went  our  gallant  ship  Maine. 

—  ( liorii$. 
Burled  In  a  foreign  land,  in  an  unknown  grave,  , 

Where  the  bells  of  lil)erty  soon  must  ring  to  save;  i 

Peacefully  he  sluml)erH  still.  Heath  a  torrl«l  sun. 

And  through  all  time  twill  bleed  for  him.  this  he.irt,  this  heart  he  won. 
And  through  all  time  'twill  bleed  for  him.  this  heart,  this  heart  he  won. 
Rouse  ye,  my  countrymen,  rouse,  let  not  his  death  l>e  in  v.iin. 
Strike  down  the  cowardly  fiends  who  slaughtered  the  crew  of  the  Maiue. 

Chorus. 

Once  I  had  a  sweetheart  noble,  brave  and  true,  , 

Fearless  as  the  sunrise,  gentle  as  the  dew;  -I 

Now  he  Alls  an  unknown  grave  "neath  a  torrid  sun. 
And  through  all  time  'twill  bleed  for  him,  this  heart,  this  heart  he  won. 
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WOODMAN,    SPARE    THAT   TREE. 

Woodman,  snare  that  tree,  touch  not  a  single  bough. 
In  youth  it  shelterd  me.  and  I'll  protect  it  now;  > 

"Twas  my  forefatlier's  liand  that  placed  it  near  his  cot—  ■ 

There,  woodman,  let  it  stand,  thy  axe  shall  harm  it  not.    - 

That  old  familiar  tree,  whose  fjlory  and  renown 
Are  spread  oer  land  and  sea— ancf  wouldst  thou  hack  It  down? 
Woodman,  forbear  thy  stroke,  cut  not  its  earth-bound  ties; 
Oh :  spare  that  aged  oak,  now  towering  to  the  skies. 

When  but  an  idle  boy,  I  sought  its  grateful  shade- 
In  all  their  j;ushing  joy,  here,  too,  my  sisters  played: 
My  mother  kissd  me  here— my  father  press'u  my  hand- 
Forgive  this  foolish  tear,  but  let  the  old  oak  stand. 

My  heartstrings  "round  thee  cling,  close  as  thy  bark,  old  friend; 
Here  shall  the  wild  birds  sing,  and  still  thy  branches  bend; 
Old  tree,  the  storms  still  brave— and,  woodman,  leave  the  spot; 
While  I've  a  hand  to  save,  thy  axe  shall  barm  it  not. 


THE    SAILOR'S    G-RAVE. 

Send  for  Krei»  CntAl-^^ue  of  SoiiR  Dooks,  Ix-tter  Writer*,  Dream  Booka.  Fortune Tell- 
ers.THck  Ro.ikx,  RfcilaMuii  n'>'>kK,  I'eiiny  Rallmls. Call  B'lokei.  Juke  B'>okr<,  Sketch  Bookii, 
Btiiinp  speeclieo,  Ii  itili  Sont;  Ik)ok',  I'nok  Rooks,  Booka  of  Amuaemeuc,  Sheet  Music,  eto. 
to  Henry  J.  Welimaii,  108  Park  Row.  New  York. 
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Our  bark  was  far,  far  from  the  land. 

When  the  fairest  of  our  gallant  band 

Grew  deadly  pale,  and  weaned  away. 

Like  the  twilight  of  an  Autumn-day, 

We  had  watched  him  through  long  hours  of  pain; 

Our  cares  were  great,  our  hopes  in  vain: 

Deaths  stroke  he  gave  no  coward's  alarm; 

But  he  smiled,  and  died  in  his  messmates  arms. 

We  had  no  costly  winding-sheet; 

We  placed  two  round  shots  at  his  feet; 

He  lays  in  his  hammock,  as  snug  and  as  sound 

As  a  king  in  his  long  shroud,  marble-bound; 

We  proiHlly  decked  his  funeral  vest 

AVitli  the  Starry  Flag  un<jn  his  breast! 

We  gave  him  this,  as  a  badge  of  the  brave. 

And  then  lie  was  fit  for  a  sailor's  grave. 

Our  voices  broke,  and  hearts  turned  weak; 
Oft  tears  were  seen  on  the  brownest  cheek; 
The  quiver  played  on  the  lips  of  pride. 
As  we  lowered  liini  down  the  ship's  dark  side; 
Then  a  sj)la.sh  and  a  plunge,  and  our  task  was  o'er. 
And  the  billows  rolled  as  they  rolled  before. 
And  many  wild  prayers  hallow'd  the  waves. 
And  he  sank  beneath  a  sailor's  grave. 
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WAIT    FOR    THE    WAGON. 

Will  you  come  with  me,  my  Phillis,  dear. 

To  yon  blue  mountain  free. 
Where  the  blossoms  smell  the  sweetest. 

Come  rove  along  with  me; 
It's  every  Sunday  morning, 

Wlien  1  am  by  your  side. 
Well  jump  into  the  wagon. 

And  all  take  a  ride. 

Chorus.  ' 

Wait  for  the  wagon. 
Wait  for  the  wagon. 
Wait  for  the  wagon. 
And  we'll  all  take  a  ride. 

Where  the  river  runs  like  silver. 

And  the  birds  they  sing  so  sweet, 
I  have  a  cabin,  Phillis. 

And  something  good  to  eat; 
Come  listen  to  my  story,  , 

It  will  relieve  my  heart. 
So  jump  into  my  wagon. 

And  off  we  will  start.— CAorf«. 

Do  you  believe,  my  Phillis.  dear. 

Old  Mike  with  all  his  wealth. 
Can  make  you  half  so  happy. 

As  I  with  youth  and  health? 
We'll  have  a  little  farm, 

A  horse,  a  pig,  and  cow. 
And  you  will  mind  the  dairy. 

While  I  do  guide  the  plow.— CAoTttfc 

Your  lips  are  red  as  poppies. 

Your  hair  so  slick  and  neat, 
AH  braided  up  with  dahlias. 

And  hollyhocks  so  sweet;  • 

It's  every  Sunday  morning. 

When  I  am  by  your  side. 
We'll  jump  into  the  wagon. 

And  all  take  a  ride.— < /(o/M*. 

Together  on  life's  journey 

We'll  travel  till  we  stop. 
And  if  we  have  no  trouble. 

We'll  reach  the  happy  top. 
Then  come  with  me,  .sweet  PhlUls, 

My  dear,  my  lovely  bride. 
We'll  jump  into  the  wagon,  ■  ..       , 

And  ail  take  a  ride.— CAo/iM. 


CHEER,    BOYS,    CHEER 

Cheer,  boys,  cheer,  no  more  of  idle  sorrow. 

Courage,  true  hearts  shall  l)ear  us  on  our  way, 
Hope  points  before,  and  shows  a  bright  to-morrow. 

Let  us  forget  the  darkness  of  to-day. 
Then  farewell,  England,  much  as  we  may  love  thee. 

We'll  dry  the  tears  that  we  have  shed  before; 
We'll  not  weep  to  sjiil  in  search  of  fortune. 

Then  farewell,  England,  farewell  evermore. 

Chorus. 
Then  cheer,  boys,  cheer  for  England,  mother  England: 

Cheer,  toys,  cheer,  for  the  willing  strong  right  hand; 
Cheer,  boys,  cheer,  there's  wealth  for  honest  lalwr. 

Cheer,  boys,  clieer  for  the  new  and  happy  land. 

Cheer,  boys,  cheer,  the  steady  breeze  is  blowing. 

To  float  us  treely  o'er  tlie  ocean's  breast. 
And  the  world  shall  follow  in  the  track  we're  going; 

The  star  of  empire  glitters  in  the  West, 
We've  had  a  toil,  and  little  to  reward  It, 

But  there  shall  plenty  smile  upon  our  pain. 
And  ours  shall  be  the  prairie  and  the  forest. 

And  boundless  meadows  rii>e  with  golden  grain. 

Chorus. 
Then  cheer,  boys,  cheer  for  England,  mother  England, 

Cheer,  boys,  cheer,  united  heart  and  hand; 
Cheer,  lioys,  cheer,  there's  wealth  for  honest  labor. 

Cheer,  boys,  cheer  for  the  new  and  happy  land. 


THE    OLD    OAKEN    BUCKET. 

How  dear  to  this  heart  are  the  scenes  of  my  childhood. 

When  fond  recollection  recalls  them  to  view: 
The  orchard,  the  meadow,  the  di-en-tangled  wildwood. 

And  every  loved  spot  which  mv  infancy  knew: 
The  wide-spreading  pond,  and  thf  mill  which  st<K»d  by  tt. 

The  bridge,  and  the  rock  where  the  cataract  fell. 
The  cot  of  my  father,  the  dairy-house  nigh  it. 

And  e'en  the  rude  bucket  which  hung  in  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket— the  iron-lwuiid  bucket- 
Ttie  moss-cover'd  bucket,  which  hung  in  the  well. 

Tlie  moss-cover'd  vessel  I  hailed  as  a  treasure. 

For  often,  at  noon,  when  return  d  from  the  Held, 
I  found  It  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure. 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yield: 
How  ardent  I  seized  it,  with  hands  that  were  glowing. 

And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  lx)ttom  it  feil. 
Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing. 

And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose  from  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket— the  iron  bound  bucket— 
The  moss-cover'd  bucket  arose  from  the  well. 

How  sweet  from  the  green  mossy  brim  to  receive  It, 

As  poised  on  the  curb,  it  inclined  to  my  lips; 
Not  a  full-blushing  goblet  could  tempt  me  to  leave  it. 

Though  fllld  with  the  nectar  that  Jupiter  sips. 
And  now  far  removed  from  the  loved  situation. 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell. 
As  fancy  revisits  my  fathers  plantation. 

And  sighs  for  the  bucket  which  hangs  in  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket— the  iron-bound  bucket— 
The  moss-cover'd  bucket  which  hangs  in  the  well. 


I  Don't  Want  Your  Playthings 

Oopyrlgbt,  1897,  by  Consolidated  Muaic  Pul>.  Awe'a.    EngUsti  copyriKbt  secured. 


B>'  Ralph  Greeiibauin. 


Two  little  sweethearts  they  quarrelled  one  day, 
A3  children  often  will,  seated  at  play— 
You  cannot  play  with  me,  put  my  toys  down. 
For  I  don't  like  you,  she  said,  with  a  frown; 
I  know  I  am  rich,  my  mamma  told  me; 
Your  clothes  are  torn  and  j-ou're  poor  as  can  be; 
Sadly  he  stood  there  and  bowed  down  his  bead. 
Tears  dimmed  his  eyes  as  he  said: 

CHORUS. 

I  don't  want  j'our  playthings,  they're  no  good  to  me. 

For  I'll  go  away  and  leave  you,  then  how  sorry  you  will  be; 

I  don't  want  your  plavthinus.  and  some  day  you'll  rue; 

I  don't  want  to  play  with  your  toys,  and  111  never  sfieak  to  you. 

Sadly  he  told  her.  with  tears  In  his  eye. 
I  have  no  papa,  Nell,  my  tovs  to  buy. 
And  when  at  school,  fond  playmates  were  we; 
''.  I  always  loved  you  and  thought  you  loved  me. 

Jack,  please  forgive  me.  she  said  to  the  lad. 
You're  still  my  sweetheart,  so  do  not  be  mad. 
Nell.  1  forgive" you.  again  let  us  play. 
And  no  more  you'll  hear  me  say:— Chortu. 


Ii 


■     ■  s  » 
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OLD    DOG-    TRAY.         V. 

The  morn  of  life  Is  past,  and  evening  comes  at  last. 
It  brings  me  a  dream  of  a  once  happy  day. 

Of  many  forms  I've  seen,  ujwn  the  village  green. 
Sporting  with  my  old  dog  Tray. 

Choris. 
Old  dog  Tray's  ever  faithful, 

Orief  cannot  drive  him  away. 
He's  gentle,  he's  kind;  I'll  never,  never  And 

A  better  friend  than  old  dog  Tray. 

The  forms  I  call'd  my  own  have  vanlsh'd  one  by  one. 
The  loved  ones,  the  dear  ones,  have  all  pass'd  away: 

Their  happy  smiles  have  flown,  their  gentle  voices  gone, 
I  have  nothing  left  but  old  dog  Tray.— 6Viw  </#. 

When  thoughts  recall  the  past,  his  eyes  are  on  me  cast. 

I  know  that  he  feels  what  my  breaKlng  heart  would  say; 
Although  he  cannot  speak,  I'll  vainly,  vainly  seek, 

A  better  friend  than  old  dog  Tray.— t'Ao/ »«. 


y 


A  Boy's  Best  Friend  Is  His  Mother. 


Cop)  right,  18X3.  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co. 


Willie  plwlding  on  our  way  the  toilsome  road  of  life. 

How  few  the  friends  that  dally  there  we  meet. 
Not  many  will  stand  by  In  trouble  and  in  strife, 

With  counsel  and  affection  ever  sweet: 
But  there  is  one  whose  smile  will  never  from  us  turn, 

Who.'^e  love  Is  dearer  far  than  any  other. 
And  wherever  we  may  turn 
Tills  lesson  we  will  learn— 

A  boy's  best  friend  is  bis  mother. 

CHORI'S. 

Then  cherish  her  with  care. 
And  smooth  her  sllv'ry  hair. 

When  gone  you  will  never  get  another; 
And  wherever  we  may  turn 
This  lesson  we  may  learn— 

A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother. 

Tho'  all  the  world  may  frown,  and  ev'ry  friend  depart; 

She  never  will  forsaKe  us  In  our  need; 
Our  refuge  evermore  is  still  within  her  heart. 

For  us  her  loving  sympathy  will  plead. 
Her  pure  and  gentle  smiles  forever  cheers  our  way. 

They're  sweeter  and  they're  purer  than  all  other! 
When  she  goes  from  earth  away 
We'll  Hnd  out  while  we  stray— 

A  boy's  best  friend  is  his  mother.-  t'A"> »". 

Her  kind  and  gentle  face  not  long  may  greet  us  here, 

Then  cheer  her  with  our  kindness  and  our  love; 
Rememlier  at  her  knee.  In  childhood  bright  and  dear. 

We  heard  her  voice,  like  angel's  from  above. 
Tlio"  after  years  may  bring  tla-ir  gladness  or  their  woe. 

Her  love  Is  sweeter  far  than  any  other; 
And  our  longing  heart  will  learn 
Wherever  we  may  turn— 

A  tjoy'a  best  friend  Is  his  mother.  -  C/iW"». 


BEN    BOLT. 

Don't  you  remember  sweet  Alice,  Ben  Bolt? 

Sweet  Alice,  with  hair  so  brown. 
Who  blushed  with  delight  If  yf)U  gave  her  a  smile. 

And  trembled  with  fear  at  your  frown? 
In  the  old  church  yard.  In  the  valley,  Ben  Bolt, 

In  a  corner  obscure  and  lone. 
They  have  fitted  a  slab  of  granite  so  gray. 

And  Alice  lies  under  the  stone. 

Under  the  hickory  tree,  Ben  Bolt, 

That  stood  at  the  f<x>t  of  the  hill. 
Together  we've  lain  ui  the  noonday  shade. 

And  listened  to  Appleton's  mill. 
The  mill  wheel  has  fallen  to  pieces,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  rafters  have  tumbled  In. 
Aiul  a  quiet  that  crawls  'round  the  wall  as  you  gaze. 

Takes  the  place  of  the  olden  din. 

Do  vou  mind  the  cabin  of  logs,  Ben  Bolt, 

That  sto<xl  in  the  pathless  wood? 
And  the  button-hall  tree,  with  Its  motley  boughs. 

That  nigh  by  the  door-step  stood? 
The  cabin  to  ruin  has  gone,  Ben  Bolt, 

You  would  look  for  the  tree  in  vain; 
And  where  once  the  lords  of  the  forest  stood. 

Grows  grass  and  the  golden  grain. 

And  don't  you  remtnilxT  the  school.  Ben  Bolt, 

And  the  master  so  cruel  and  grim? 
And  the  shady  nook  In  the  running  brook. 

Where  the  chllflren  went  to  swim? 
Gra.ss  grows  on  the  master's  grave,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  spring  of  the  bro<jk  Is  dry. 
And  of  all  the  boys  who  were  schoolmates  then. 

There  are  only  you  and  I. 

There's  a  change  In  the  things  I  love.  Ben  Bolt: 

They  have  changed  from  trie  old  to  the  new; 
But  I  feel  in  the  core  of  my  spirit  the  truth. 

There  nevt-r  was  a  change  in  you. 
Twelve  months  twenty  have  pas.sed,  Ben  Bolt, 

Since  Hrst  we  were  friends,  yet  I  hall 
Thy  presence  a  blessing,  thy  friendship  a  truth, 

Ben  Bolt  of  the  salt  sea  gale. 


Hard  Times  Come  Again  No  More. 

Let  us  pause  In  life's  pleasures,  and  count  its  many  tears. 

While  we  all  sup  sorrow  with  the  poor. 
There's  a  song  that  will  linger  forever  In  our  ears: 

Ob,  bard  times,  come  again  no  more. 

CHORfS. 

Tls  the  song,  the  sigh  of  the  weary. 
Hard  times,  hard  times,  come  again  no  more; 

Many  days  you  have  lingered  around  my  cabin  door. 
Oh,  bard  times,  come  again  no  more. 

While  we  seek  mirth  and  beauty,  and  music  light  and  gay. 

There  are  frail  forms  fainting  at  the  door; 
Though  their  voices  are  silent,  their  pleading  looks  will  say: 

Oh,  hard  times,  comes  again  no  more.— t'Aoni». 

There's  a  pale,  drooping  maiden,  who  works  her  life  away. 
With  a  worn  heart  wlio.se  t)etter  days  are  o'er; 

Though  her  voice  would  be  merry,  'tis  sighing  all  the  day. 
Oh,  liard  times,  come  again  no  more.— Vfwrut. 

Tls  the  sigh  that  Is  wafted  across  the  troubled  wave, 

'Tls  the  wail  that  is  heard  ii|)on  the  shore, 
Tls  a  dirge  that  Is  murmured  around  the  lowly  grave. 

Oh,  bard  times,  come  again  no  niore.—Cftoruf. 


\[ 


MOLLY,    O! 

CopjrlKlit,  1(91.  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Ck>.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  London. 


All  rights  reserved. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlaii. 


She's  plain  Molly,  O,  simple  and  sweet; 
My  heart  is  gone,  I  lay  me  at  her  feet;  >. 

So  light  her  tread,  so  fond  her  gaze. 
Who  would  not  love  my  Molly,  dear? 
Clouds  are  but  sunshine,  skies  ever  clear, 
Happy  am  I  lads,  when  Molly  Is  near: 
Heart's  fontiest  echo,  loves  sweet  refrain. 
Still  call  me  liack  to  my  Molly  again. 

Chohis. 
She's  plain  Molly,  O,  simple  and  sweet: 
She's  plain  Molly,  O— her  lieart  is  love's  retreat; 
She's  plain  Molly,  O,  lovely,  divine; 
Ob,  would  that  I  could  call  Molly  mine. 

Brave  soldiers  may  war.  heroes  may  die. 

With  Moiiy.  dear,  the  world  I  would  defy. 

Tender  her  heart,  loving  and  true. 

Flowers  of  the  valley  call  her  queen. 

So  like  the  lily,  so  like  the  rose. 

Her  laugh's  like  the  sunshine  to  nature's  repose; 

Her  eyes  are  jewels,  more  rich  and  bright 

Than  those  in  heaven  that  sparkle  at  night.- fA<»t/#. 


I! 


THE    FARMER'S    BOY. 

The  sun  had  gone  down  behind  yon  hill, 

And  o'er  yon  dreary  moor. 
When  weary  and  lame,  a  boy  there  came 

Up  to  a  farmer's  door. 
Saying:  Can  you  tell  me  if  any  there  be 
Can  give  to  me  employ? 

CnoRis. 
For  to  plough,  for  to  mow,  for  to  reap,  for  to  sow, 
For  to  m  a  farmer's  Ixiy. 

My  father  Is  dead,  my  mother  Is  left 

with  her  Ave  children  small, 
And  what  Is  worse  for  mother  still, 

I'm  the  eldest  of  them  all; 
Though  small  I  am,  I  fear  no  work. 
If  you  win  give  me  employ.  -CAwf/c 

If  you  cannot  me  employ,  one  favor  yet  I  ask. 

That  Ls,  to  shelter  me  this  night 
From  the  cold  Winter's  blast; 

At  the  break  of  day 
1  will  trudge  away. 
Elsewhere  to  seek  employ.  ~C//or«#. 

The  farmer  says,  we'll  try  the  lad. 

No  further  let  him  seek; 
Ob:  yes,  dear  father,  the  daughter  cried. 

While  the  tears  rolled  down  her  cheek. 
For  him  that  can  laiior  It  is  hard  to  want. 
Or  elsewhere  to  seek  employ.— tAo»ii». 

At  length  of  years  this  boy  grew  up. 

This  good  old  farmer  dletl: 
He  left  the  boy  the  farm  he  had. 

And  his  daughter  for  his  bride. 
The  txiy  that  was  Is  a  farmer  now, 
And  he  oftlmes  thinks  with  joy— 
Chorus. 

On  the  happy,  happy  day  he  came  that  way 

For  to  be  a  farmer  s  boy. 


\ 
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MY    OLD-FASHIONED    G-IRL. 

Copyrisht,  18M,  by  Wm.  B.  Gray.     Entered  at  SUtionera'  Hall,  London. 


Words  by  Harry  Dunkel.     Uu«lc  by  Fred  Hylamds. 


My  girl's  an  old-fashioned  girl— she  says 

In  society  she's  out  of  place. 
An  oldfashloned  girl  with  womanly  ways. 

And  a  winsome  and  womanly  face, 
A  girl  who  is  innocent,  modest  and  sweet. 

Who  is  sensible,  earnest  and  true, 
The  kind  that  will  surely  be  obsolete 

In  another  short  year  or  two. 

Chorcs. 
She's  only  an  old-fashioned  girl,  you  see. 

And  not  in  the  least  up  to  date. 
But  she  is  the  kind  of  a  girl  for  me, 

The  kind  that  I  want  for  a  mate. 
I  know  it  is  very  old-fashioned  to  say 

Your  girl  is  a  saint  from  above. 
But  I  own  I  am  proud  of  her  old-fashioned  way. 

And  proud  of  her  old-fashioned  love. 

She's  not  a  girl  who  aspires  to  fame, 

She  does  not  ape  man  in  her  dress. 
She  does  not  read  books  that  have  a  bad  name. 

Nor  herald  her  views  in  the  press. 
She  doesn't  use  slang  or  her  manners  forget, 

Nor  loudly  expound  Woman's  Rights; 
She  shuns  all  the  fads  of  the  fashionable  set. 

And  home  is  her  great  delight.—  t'tioru$. 


— " — ^  «  » 


MARY    HAD    A    LITTLE    LAMB. 

CopyriRbt,  1898,  by  Wm.  B.  Gray.     Entered  at  Scattoners'  Hall,  London. 
Worda  and  Muaic  by  Jos.  Tabrar. 


II 


My  big  sister  Mary  thought  she'd  be  a  fairy. 
So  she  made  her  mind  up  that  she'd  like  to  be  the  rage. 

She  went  to  Tony  Pastor— for  a  part  he  cast  her. 
And  before  she'd  scarcely  been  a  fortnight  on  the  stage— 

Chorus. 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb,  with  hands  as  white  as  snow. 
And  ev'ry  place  that  Mary  went,  the  lamb  wa.s  sure  to  go. 
If  Mary'u  say  Bahl  the  lamb  would  say  Ma!  nowwhat  can  Ido  for  iheef 
Ah!  what  would  I  give  if  I  had  a  lamb  to  run  about  after  mef 

My  big  sister  Mary  thought  she'd  be  contrary. 

So  one  day  she  met  her  lamb,  then  sulked  and  wouldn't  speak. 
Along  with  Cousin  Sally,  she  went  and  joined  the  ballet. 

And  upon  my  word,  l)efore  shed  been  there  half  a  week— 

Chorcs. 
Mary  had  a  nice  old  lamb,  with  hair  as  white  as  snow. 
And  ev'ry  place  that  Mary  went,  the  lamb  was  sure  to  go.  [three. 

If  Mary 'd  say  Bah!  the  lamb  would  say  Ah!  of  diamond  rings  bought  her 
Oh!  what  would  I  give  if  I  had  a  lamb  to  buy  diamond  rings  for  me. 

My  big  sister  Mary  loves  ideas  to  vary. 

Thought  to  settle  down  in  life  she'a  exercise  her  powers. 
She  "  made  up  "  very  pretty,  came  down  to  the  city. 
And  before  she'd  been  within  its  precincts  many  hours— 

CHORrs. 

Mary  had  another  lamb,  whose  Christian  name  was  Joe, 
And  ev'ry  place  that  Mary  went,  poor  Joe  was  sure  to  go.    [dren,  three. 
The  story's  the  same,  now  which  is  to  blame?  they're  married,  have  chil- 
Oh!  what  would  I  give  if  I  had  a  lamb,  like  Joe,  to  run  after  me. 


A  Starry  Night  and  a  Beautiful  G-irl. 

(''jp>rlKbt,  18«5,  by  Howard  &  Co.    Entered  at  Stationer**  Hall,  London. 


Written  and  Comi>osed  by  Sam  Bagnall. 


A  Starry  night  and  a  beautiful  girl, 

A  shady  lane  and  a  flowery  dell, 

A  rosy  bower,  now  isn't  it  bliss, 

A  silent  hour  and  a  sweet  little  kiss. 

The  light  ot  her  eye  is  a  fairy  lamp. 

The  rose  on  her  cheek,  how  sweet  and  damp. 

Her  beautiful  lips  so  often  entice 

Those  ripa-chip  chips,  now  Isn't  It  nice— 

Chorcs. 

A  starry  night  and  a  beautiful  girl, 
A  shady  Ume  and  a  flowery  dell, 
A  rosy  bower,  now  Isn't  It  bliss, 
A  silent  hour  and  a  sweet  little  kiss. 

A  beautiful  form,  and  rather  shv, 

A  pearly  tooth  and  a  diamond  eye, 

A  ruby  lip.  and  a  rosy  cheek, 

A  boot  with  a  tip  and  a  weasel  squeak. 

She's  a  wopsy's  waist,  and  golden  hair. 

She's  cherry  ripe  and  lily  fair. 

And  the  panting  heart  of  a  turtle  dove, 

A  fairy  hand  and  sixes  glove.— '  horut. 

There's  Julia  Jane,  O  Isn't  she  a  lamb? 

Clara  Vane  and  rollicking  Sam. 

Lots  of  cash  and  plenty  of  cham. 

Going  to  smash,  for  yammey,  yam,  yam. 

Sweet  cigarette,  Havana  cigar. 

Dear  little  pet  and  his  la,  dl,  da;  .  . 

Come  along,  do,  don't  tell  your  ma. 

But  I  know  a  thing  much  Better  by  far.—  Choru$. 


MY    BEAUTIFUL    IRISH    MAID. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  T.  B.  Ilaims  &  Co.    EnRlUh  copyright  lecured. 
Words  and  Muaic  by  Cliaunccy  Olcott 


We  stand  together,  you  and  I,  where  we  stood  vears  ago. 
Beneath  the  same  blue  Irish  sky.  our  hearts  wfth  Joy  aglow. 
You  promised,  then,  you  would  be  mine,  in  all  your  charms  arrayed. 
Im  here  to  claim  you  for  my  own,  my  pretty  Irish  maid. 

Chorcs. 
Oh,  my  love,  how  I've  waited  and  longed  for  yon,  dear; 

Time  has  not  changed  you,  your  beauty  will  never  fade; 
I'm  here  to  claim,  love,  your  promise  of  long,  long  ago; 

You  are  to  me,  my  own,  my  beautiful  Irish  maid. 

I  know  the  love  you  gave  me  then  is  just  as  fond  and  true. 
Those  eyes  of  yours  speak  hope  again,  sweet  eyes  of  Irish  blue. 
I  know  you'll  keep  your  promise,  love,  tho'  stars  above  may  fade; 
Thro'  storm  and  shine  I've  come  to  you,  my  pretty  Irish  maid.— c'Ao. 


^  •  » 


MAVOURNEEN. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.     Entered  at  SUtioners'  Hal!,  London,  Enc. 
Words  by  Bartley  Campbell.    Music  by  Wm.  J.  Scanlan.     ' 


Oh,  sweet  are  the  flowers  that  Dloom  In  dear  Kerry, 

And  pure  are  the  waters  that  kiss  her  dear  shore. 
But  sweeter  and  purer— oh,  yes,  and  more  merry, 

Is  the  girl  of  my  heart,  my  own  Deelish  Asthore. 
Mavourneen,  my  darling,  are  you  thinking  about  me 

As  I  roam  this  world  over  a  stranger  to  all? 
Whatever  befall  me,  oh,  Deelish.  don't  doubt  me. 

And  some  day,  Mavourneen,  I'll  come  at  thy  call. 

Chorus. 
Mavourneen,  my  darling,  are  you  thinking  about  me 

A8  I  roam  this  world  over  a  stranger  to  all? 
Whatever  befall  me,  oh,  Deelish,  don't  donbt  me. 

And  some  day,  Mavourneen,  I'll  come  at  thy  call. 

The  days  are  so  long,  and  the  nights  have  no  ending. 

Since  I  left  thee  and  Erin,  the  land  of  my  birth. 
Where  the  seas  and  the  skies  they  forever  are  blending. 

And  embracing  the  dearest  grnen  spot  on  earth. 
If  I  were  to  die  in  the  midst  of  the  ocean. 

And  my  body.  Mavourneen,  cast  into  the  sea. 
Where'er  you  might  be.  sure  I  have  a  notion 

'Twould  float  back,  my  darling,  to  Erin  and  thee.— CAor»/#. 


MOLLY. 


Copyright,  189A,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 


Words  by  Hugh  Morton.    Muhic  by  Giistave  Kerker. 


My  Molly  has  a  naughty  smile. 

My  Molly  Is  not  free  from  guile; 

She  keeps  me  on  a  string. 

And  is  always  on  the  wing. 

Dancing  'round  with  other  fellows  all  the  while. 

Oh,  Molly,  with  the  ejes  of  blue. 

Now  won't  you  be  a  good  girl?  do! 

Tell  the  boys  to  go  away,  • 

Send  them  off  and  make  them  stay. 

And,  Molly,  I'll  be  true. 

I  swear  I  will,  to  you. 

Oh,  Molly,  Molly,  you  dainty  little  dolly. 

Don't  you  ever  stoop  to  folly. 

For  to  me  j-ou  are  divine. 
Molly,  Molly,  don't  you  ever  let  them  Jolly  you; 

My  Molly,  don't  you  ever  slip  your  trolley,  Molly  mine. 

Chorcs. 
Molly,  Molly,  you  dainty  little  dolly; 
Don't  you  ever  stoop  to  folly. 

For  to  me  you  are  divine. 
Molly,  Molly,  don't  you  ever  let  them  Jolly  you; 

My  Molly,  dont  you  ever  slip  your  trolley.  Molly  mine. 

I  haven't  got  a  joy  In  life 

Since  Molly  will  not  be  my  wife; 

I  cannot  sleep  at  night. 

And  I  feel  like  getting  tight; 

Oh,  her  cruelty  it  cuts  me  like  a  knife. 

Dear  Molly,  won't  j'ou  love  me?  do! 

Ill  stick  to  you  my  whole  life  through. 

Won't  you  not  be  quite  so  gaj'? 

Send  those  other  "chaps"  away. 

And,  Molly,  I'll  be  true. 

I  swear  I  will,  to  you. 

Oh,  Molly,  Molly,  you  dainty  little  dolly. 

Don't  you  ever  stoop  to  folly. 

For  to  me  you  are  divine. 
Molly.  Molly,  dont  you  ever  let  them  Jolly  you: 

My  Molly,  dont  you  ever  slip  your  trolley,  Molly  mtna.—Chortu. 


'  I 
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\     SOMEBODY    HAS    MY    HEART. 

Copyritcht,  1897,  by  SpauldInK  A  Qr&y.    Entered  at  Bt&Uooer.'  Uall,  London 


V 


Woi  ds  and  Mu.lc  by  O.  L.  Spauldlng. 

She  was  a  dear  little  maid,  without  a  care  In  life. 

He  luve<l  Iter  iitudly,  and  dreamed  sume  day  she'd  be  his  wife;  f^lKhed. 
So  one  lovely  nl^ht,  'neath  the  moonlight,  he  aslced  for  her  heart,  but  she 
And  blushed  like  a  rosebud  In  summer  time,  as  tenderly  slie  replied: 

Chorus. 


SomelHHly  has  my  heart,  somebody  I  love  dearly. 
Wounded  by  Cupid's  dart,  somebody's 


's  healed  it  nearly; 
SoniflxHly  came  too  woo,  somebody^s  words  were  sweet, 

St)  what  could  a  tfirl,  with  her  head  in  a  whirl, 
Do  but  lay  her  poor  heart  at  his  feet. 


"  Don't  tell  me  you  love  another,"  cried  the  youthful  swain; 

•"Don't  say  that  somelnxly  loves  you,  that  I  love  in  vain  " 

*•  That  somelxKly  loves  me."  she  answered,  '  it's  needless  for  metoden  v. 

But8omel)ody"9noL)Ody,  dear,  but  you,"  she  breathed  like  a  summer  .-i^'h. 


OLCOTT'S    IRISH    SERENADE 

Copyiifrht,  MM,  by  T.  B.  Harms  Sc  Co.     EagUsh  copyright  secured. 


Word,  and  Hii.sic  by  Cbauncey  Olcott. 


Katy,  my  darling;,  alone  I  am  waiting. 

Waiting  and  watching  alone  by  the  stile, 
Why  keep  me  here,  while  my  heart  is  Inside,  dear? 

So  o|)eii  your  door,  love,  and  give  me  your  smile. 
You  promised  you'd  meet  me  at  eight,  by  the  stile,  dear. 

Where  are  you  now,  when  your  lover  is  herer 
Oh.  come  to  me  quickly,  my  heart  it  is  yearning, 

Yearning  and  waiting  for  you,  Katy  dear. 

Ah,  never  fear,  you'll  be  safe  in  my  keeping, 

I  will  guard  o'er  you.  asleep  or  awake. 
Nothing  can  harm  you  while  my  love's  around  you; 

Id  lay  down  my  life,  Katy,  for  your  dear  sake 
As  true  as  the  stars  keeping  watch  thro'  the  long  night. 

Such  will  my  faithful  watch  constantly  be; 
To  cheer  you,  to  guide  you  o'er  life's  stormy  ocean. 

Give  me  but  that  lot,  and  Joy  waits  for  me. 


Let  Me  Take  My  Place  at  Home  Again. 

Copjriglit,  31DCCCXCV1  by  Henry  J.  WeUman. 


WurJa  and  Musle  by  Ciias.  V.  Long. 


In  a  cozy  little  cottage  sat  a  couple  old  and  gray, 

A  tire  in  the  hearth  was  burning  bright. 
There  a  lettt-r  they  were  reading  from  their  son  who  went  astray: 

He  left  thein  on  one  cold  and  wint'ry  night: 
His  companions,  whom  were  evil,  ha(f  him  forge  his  father's  name: 

The  parent,  in  his  anger,  wished  him  dead; 
But  the  son  had  since  re{)ented,  and  this  letter  home  had  come. 

And  to  his  wife  these  words  the  old  man  read: 

Choris. 

Let  me  take  my  place  at  home  again. 

Back  amoiik  the  dearest  friends  of  all. 

Back  to  mothers  dear  caress,  and  your  old  age  I  will  bless. 

Then  let  me  take  my  place  at  home  again. 

Now  the  old  man  would  not  listen  to  the  pleadings  of  his  boy. 

The  dear  old  mothers  health  soon  gave  away. 
For  her  heart  was  sadly  pining  for  her  son.  her  only  joy, 

Who  left  them  In  both  sorrow  and  dismay; 
One  night  as  they  were  sitting  by  their  cozy  fireside. 

The  son  was  l)roiiL;ht  in  pale  and  ill  from  need. 
Then  the  father  he  forgave  him.  and  with  joy  the  mother  cried. 

And  now  my  lad  no  longer  has  to  plead:  -<  horm. 


KATY    MAHONE. 

Copyright,  IMM,  by  T.  B.  Harm*  A  Co.      EU>rli(li  copyright  wcured. 


Word,  and  Music  by  Chauiicey  Olcott. 


In  that  little  brown  cottage  that  stands  over  there 

Dwells  my  sweet  Kitty  Mahone; 
With  her  l)eautiful  nature  and  soul  full  of  love, 

<  >h,  she  has  my  heart  alone. 
If  ever  you  met  her.  oh,  then  you'd  not  blame  me 

For  loving  her  as  1  do. 
For  who,  in  *liis  world,  has  ever  been  known 

To  resist  love  that's  tender  and  true. 

Refrain. 

Oh,  Katy  Mahone,  I'm  yours  alone; 

Why  keep  me  waiting  for  your 
(Jive  ine  vour  heart,  as  well  as  your  hand. 

And  I'll  keep  it  safe  for  you,  Katy. 

Now,  time  may  change  all  things,  but  never  my  heart. 

It  will  remain  the  same. 
And  l>e  not  like  the  beautiful  snow  when  It  falls. 

To  go  with  the  very  first  rain. 
But  more  like  the  beautiful  ivy  that  creeps, 

.\s  around  the  (jld  ruin  it  springs: 
Time  cannct  efface  it.  (jr  lessen  its  love. 

For  the  older  the  closer  it  clings.— /;«/ra<n. 


LOUISIANA    LOU. 

Copyright,  ItM,  by  FrancU,  Day  A  Hunter.    English  copyright  weiired. 
Words  and  Music  by  l^slie  Stuai  t. 


I  lub  a  gal,  8'pose  she  lubs  me  too. 
Anyhow  she  say  she  do,  she  say  she  do; 
We  calls  her  Lou  since  dat  gal  was  born, 
Down  Louisiana,  'inong  de  sugar  and  de  com. 
Lou,  how  I  lub  you  true; 
Lou,  "deed  I  do,  I  do; 

And  eb'ry  night  when  de  moon  am  shine, 
I  slug  dis  little  gal  dis  little  song  of  mine: 

Chorus. 

Lou,  Lou,  1  lub  you:  I  lub  you,  dat's  true; 
Don't  cry,  don't  sigh,  you'll  see  me  In  de  mornin'; 
Dream,  dream,  dream  ob  me,  and  I'll  dream  Ob  you. 
My  Louisiana,  Louisiana,  Louisiana  Lou. 

When  Lou  was  bom  I  was  less  so  high, 

I  was  but  a  baby  Ixjy,  a  babv  boy; 

Mam  says,  "  My  Lor'  aren't  dem  cbild'en  spoons? " 

Down  Louisiana,  mong  de  cotton  and  de  coons. 

Lou,  how  I  lub  you  true; 

Lou,  'deed  I  do,  I  do; 

In  days  done  gone  to  her  cot  I'd  creep. 

And  sing  dia  little  song  to  put  dat  chile  asleep:— C^Aortw. 

Lou's  growed  up  now,  soon  she'll  marry  me, 

Anj'how  I  want  her  l)e,  I  want  her  be. 

For  all  de  nigs  lub  dat  gal  ob  mine, 

Down  Louisiana,  'mong  de  'possum  and  de  pine. 

Lou,  how  I  lub  you  true; 

Lou,  'deed  I  do,  I  do; 

So  when  we're  wed  and  we're  spliced  in  one, 

I'll  sing  dis  little  song  to  bring  back  days  done  gone:— CAo. 


BETTER   THAN    OOLD. 

Copyright,  lt96.  by  Charles  K.  Harris. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chariee  K.  Harris. 


i.- 


In  a  Pullman  palace  smoker  sat  a  number  of  bright  men,  . 

You  could  tell  that  they  were  drummers,  nothing  seemed  to  trouble  them,  { 
When  up  spoke  a  handsome  fellow,  "  Come,  let's  have  a  story,  boys,  ) 

Something  that  will  help  to  pass  the  time  away."  \ 

"  I  will  tell  you  how  we'll  manage,"  said  a  bright  knight  of  the  grip,  ( 

"  Let  us  have  three  wishes,  something  good  and  true;  ( 

We  will  Lflve  friend  Bob  the  first  chance,  he's  the  oldest  gathered  here  "—  ^ 

Then  tliey  listened  to  a  wish  that's  always  new: 

Chorus. 

"  Just  to  be  a  child  again  at  mother's  knee, 
Just  to  hear  her  sing  the  same  old  melody. 
Just  to  hear  her  speak  in  loving  sympathy, 
Just  to  kiss  her  lii>s  again. 
Just  to  have  her  fondle  me  with  tender  care. 
Just  to  feel  her  dear,  soft  fingers  through  my  hair. 
There  is  no  wish  in  this  world  that  can  compare. 
Just  to  be  a  child  at  mother's  knee." 

There  they  sat,  those  Jolly  drummers,  not  a  sound  that  moment  heard. 
While  their  tears  were  slowly  falling,  there  was  no  man  spoke  a  word. 
For  the  memories  of  their  childhood  days  had  touched  their  dear  kind 
When,  as  children,  they  had  plaj'ed  at  mother's  knee.  [hearts, 

Then  at  last  the  spell  was  broken  by  another  traveling  man, 

"  Your  attention  for  a  moment  I  uo  crave; 
I  will  tell  you  of  one  precious  thing,  so  dear  to  one  and  all, 

'Tls  a  wish  we  long  for  to  the  very  grave: 

Chorus. 

Just  enough  of  gold  to  keep  me  all  my  days. 

Just  enough  with  which  some  starving  soul  to  save. 

Just  enough  1  wish  to  help  me  on  my  way. 

Just  enough  to  happy  be. 

Just  enough  to  know  I'll  ne'er  be  poor  again. 

Just  enough  to  drive  away  all  sorrow's  oaln, 

Y'ou  may  wish  for  many  thinsrs.  but  all  in  vain, 

Give  to  me  what  precious  gold  can  buy." 

The  conductor,  passing  through  the  train,  stopped  In  the  smoking-car; 
He  had  grown  quite  interested  in  the  stories  told  so  far-  ^ 

"Please  excu.se  my  interruption,  but  1  listened  with  delight  I 

To  your  wishes,  both  of  them  so  good  and  trne; 
Yet  there  is  a  wish  that's  dearer,  better  far  than  glittering  gold. 

Though  a  simple  one  perhaps  you  all  will  say, 
Tis  a  longing  that  is  in  my  heart  each  moment  of  my  life, 

'Tls  a  gleam  of  sunshine  strewn  across  my  way: 

Chorus. 

Just  to  open  w!de  my  little  cottage  door, 

Just  to  see  my  baby  rolling  on  the  floor. 

Just  to  feel  that  I  have  something  to  adore. 

Just  to  \ye  at  home  again. 

Just  to  hear  a  sweet  voice  calling  papa  dear. 

Just  to  know  my  darling  wife  is  standing  near; 

You  may  have  your  gold  your  lonely  heart  to  cheer, 

But  ril  take  my  baby,  wife  and  home." 
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Mister  Captain,  Stop  the  Ship. 

Copyrlglit,  1894,  by  Spauldiiigr  ft  Gray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Londoo. 
Word*  by  W.  a.  Ai-cliboia.    Music  l>y  Felix  Hcaiennon. 


On  a  trip  across  the  ocean  I  to  New  York  came  last  year. 

But  the  ocean's  nasty  motion  set  me  feeling  very  queer;  ; 

When  I  saw  my  elder  sisters  lying  groaning  side  by  side, 

1  clutched  the  captain  by  the  whiskers  and  I,  tremmlng,  cried: 

Ohorcs. 

"  Mister  Captain,  stop  the  ship,  I  want  to  get  out  and  walk; 
I  feel  so  fllppertv-tloppertyflip  that  I'll  never  see  New  York. 
Mister  Captain,  stop  the  snip,  I'm  sick  of  the  raging  main; 
Hi!  hi!  send  me  a  cab  to  take  me  home  again." 

When  I  said.  "Good  Mister  Captain,  tell  me  when's  the  next  car  home," 
He  langlieU  and  sliook  his  head  and  said,  "  No  cars  upon  the  foam. 
You  will  have  to  go  to  New  York,  dear,  before  you're  home  again; 
You  must  cheer  up,"  he  murmured,  but  I  cried  with  might  and  main: 

—  CfiOrim. 

Once  I  said,  when  tempests  blew  hard,  "  I'll  die  if  it  keeps  like  this." 
"  Not  at  all,"  replied  the  steward;  "  try  some  good  old  whiskey,  Miss." 
Nevermore  upon  the  ocean  shall  I  trust  myself  again. 
Or  ever  give  the  ocean's  motion  a  chance  to  cause  me  pain.— CA(w«». 


Parody  on: 

ISABELLE." 


By  Lew  H.  Carroll. 


I 


One  old  maid  for  a  reuben  laid. 

Farmer  Brown  came  to  town,  there  he  stayed 

Standing  on  the  street  car  like  a  Yap; 

Old  maid  took  his  whiskers  for  a  strap, 

"Excuse  me— be  gosh;  says  he. 

Not  a  bit,  you  are  it,  the  jokes  on  me, 

Will  you  have  a  drink  -the  old  maid  winked. 

She  jumped  at  the  chance,  you  see. 

They  left  the  car,  the  reuben's  face  was  full  of  grin, 

There  was  a  case  of  another  poor  old  hayseed  taken  in. 

He  married  her  that  very  day,  she  was  an  awful  sight — 

To  the  best  hotel  he  took  his  wife  that  night. 

CHORrs. 
Then  came  the  time  for  them  to  go  to  bed. 
She  lowered  the  light,  she  was  a  fright; 
Her  false  hair  she  laid  upon  a  chair. 
Which  made  the  poor  old  Rube  in  wonder  stare. 

Choris. 
Then  off  came  a  cork  leg  and  an  arm. 
Out  came  her  eye,  false  teeth,  oh  my  t 
Into  bed  she  crept,  called  her  reuben  pet. 
But  he  stood  amazed  and  shy.  . 

Choris. 
On  the  chair  over  half  of  her  was  there. 
He  sized  them  o'er,  and  her  once  more. 
He  put  out  the  light,  and  by  the  chair  that  night 
He  slept;  lie  knew  that  the  most  of  her  was  there. 


Parody  on: 

All  Coons  Look  Alike  to  Me. 


J 


By  Lew  H.  Carroll. 


There's  a  little  Jew,  his  name  is  Ike  Simons, 

Took  his  washing  to  a  Chinese  laundry  store. 

When  the  Chinaman  handed  Ike  the  laundry  ticket; 

He  put  it  in  his  ixx;ket  that  was  tore, 

In  a  few  days  he  went  back  to  get  his  wa.shing, 

Then  he  felt  and  missed  his  ticket  right  away; 

He  .says,  John,  I  lost  my  ticket,  I'm  Mister  Simon, 

But  the  Chinaman  these  words  to  him  did  say: 

You  hab  no  ticket— you  gettie  no  washie, 

Me  no  can  helple,  you  think  you  flippie. 

Me  thinkie  you  been  smoky  cheapy  aop«.  . 

Chords. 

Allle  Jewie  lookie  likie  to  me; 

You  losie  you  tickle,  me  no  helpie,  you  see; 

Just  then  Simon  spl.d  another  ticket  on  the  floor. 

When  John  turned  around  he  picked  it  up  and  loudly  swore. 

Mister,  here's  my  ticket,  now  give  me  my  laundry; 

But  the  Chinaman  was  tly,  called  a  copper  in,  you  see, 

Then  Simon  told  the  copper  his  story— all  tickets  look  alike  to  me. 

CnoRUS. 

No  sooner  had  the  cop  gone  and  left  Simon  there, 

Ihree  other  Chinamen  grabbed  him  by  the  hair. 

You  should  have  seen  them  wrestle  around  the  floor, 

Then  he  had  them  all  arrested,  and  the  sergeant  said  to  him. 

Now  pick  me  out  the  Chink  thatpulled  the  whiskers  from  your  chin; 

But  Simon  said,  "  You  think  I  am  Mishucker* " 

All  "Chinks"  look  alike  to  me 

CHORI'S. 

Then  the  sergeant  said.  I'll  fine  you  each  a  dollar, 

You  should  have  seen  that  Jew  pull  his  hair  and  holler; 

You  tink  I  am  a  sucker    give  a  dollar  here  to  you? 

De  shirt  cost  only  fltty  cents  when  it  was  new.  - 

You  l>et  that  111  get  even  is  what  Simop  did  shout, 

I'll  bring  another  bundle  and  I'll  never  take  it  out. 

It's  a  cold  day  when  you  can  fool  a  Hebrew, 

For  the  bundle  won't  belong  to  me. 


Take  Back  the  Engagement  Ring. 

Copyright,  ISM,  by  Spauldlng  &  Gray.     fiiieriMl  at  SUtiuiiera'  Hall,  London.  ( 

By  W.  B.  Oray  ai>d  O.  L.  SpauiatiiK. 

One  moonlight  night,  one  year  ago,  a  blue  eyed  lasw  and  lad, 
with  tear-dimmed  eyes  and  footsteps  slow, their  hearts  were  drear  &  sail: 
As  through  the  quiet  lane  they  strolled,  the  maiden  drooped  her  tiead. 
And  gave  the  lad  a  band  of  gold,  then  softly  to  him  said: 

Rkkrain. 

"Take back  the  ring  you  gave  me.  take  it  back.  Jack,  I  pray; 

Wearing  it  would  deprave  me  more  than  I  am  to-day;  [bring; 

To  make  me  your  wife  would  wrong  you,  griet  to  j'our  heart  'twould 

Please  take  it  back,  I  beg  of  you.  Jack— take  back  t  he  engagement  ring.  ' 

"I  love  you,  Nell,  and  you  love  me,"  the  faithful  lad  then  said; 
"Forget  the  past  and  my  wife  be;  dont  blight  our  lives  instead; 
I'll  honor  and  forgive  you,  Nell— through  life  to  you  I'll  cling." 
Her  answer  was  a  sigh,  a  sob-"  No,  Jack,  take  back  the  ring." 

Refrain. 
"Take  back  the  ring  you  gave  me,  take  it  l)ack.  Jack,  I  pray; 
Wearing  it  would  deprave  me  more  than  I  am  to-day;  [bring: 

To  make  me  your  wife  would  wrong  you.  grief  to  your  heart  'twould 
Please  take  It  back,  I  beg  of  you.  Jack— take  back  the  engagement  ring  " 


THE    SHIP    I    LOVE. 

Copyrierht,  1893,  by  Frank  Tousey.    Entered  at  SUtioiiert'  Hall,  London,  Eiig. 
Composeil  by  Ft-lix  McGlunnon. 


A  gallant  ship  was  lab'ring,  lab'ring  in  the  sea. 

The  captain  stood  amongst  his  crew,  "  Gather  round,"  said  he. . 

"The  snip  is  doomed  and  sinking,  there  on  the  lee  is  land. 

Then  launch  the  boats  and  pull  away,  but  liere  at  my  post  I'll  stand. 

Good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye;  good-bye.  my  lads,  good-bye 

Choris. 
"I'll  stick  to  the  ship,  lads,  j'ou  save  your  lives, 
I've  no  one  to  love  me,  youve  children  and  wives; 
You  take  to  the  boats,  lads,  praying  to  Heaven  above. 
While  I'll  go  down  in  the  angry  deep  with  the  ship  I  love." 

The  crew  stood  hesitating,  their  hearts  were  staunch  and  true. 
With  tear-dimmed  eyes  spoke  up  the  mate.  ••  Sir,  we  will  die  with  you. 
The  captain  cried,  "  What,  mutiny:  I  am  the  captain  here; 
So  launch  the  boats  and  pull  away,  and  think  or  your  children  dear. 
Good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye;  good-bye.  my  lads,  good-bye— C'A<wi<». 

The  fierce  winds  howl  "round  the  sinking  wreck. 

And  the  captain  stands  on  the  wave-washed  deck; 

The  good  ship  struggles  like  a  thing  of  life. 

And  the  timbers  groan  in  the  awful  strife. 

Slowly,  slowly  sinking  is  she. 

But  the  captain  brave,  ah,  where  is  he* 

Down  he  goes  to  a  sailor's  grave. 

As  his  last  words  are  wafted  across  the  wave: 

"Good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye;  good-bye,  my  lads,  good-bye."— C*o. 


OH!    MR.    AUSTIN.      " 

Oopyrlgrlit,  1890.  by  Spaulding  &  Gray.     Entered  at  SUIiuners'  Hall,  London. 


Words  and  Music  l>y  Wm.  B.  Omy. 


A  man  named  Amos  Austin  took  a  trip  to  Boston 

From  his  quiet  little  home  in  Saccarappa.  Maine. 
Where  he  was  a  preacher,  and  with  him  took  a  teacher 

From  a  class  in  Sunday  school,  whose  Christian  name  was  Jane; 
When  they  got  to  Boston,  dear,  kind  Mr.  Austin 

Left  her  up  at  Young's  Hotel,  but  soon  from  there  she  fled; 
And  goodness  gracious,  what  a  shock,  when  that  same  nightat  l^o'clock. 

He  found  her  out  on  Tremont  Street,  and  this  is  what  slie  said: 

Chorcs. 
Oh!  Mr.  Austin. 
Since  I've  been  in  Boston 
..  Everything's  been  happiness. 

Without  a  c^re  or  pam; 
My  brains  been  in  a  constant  whirl. 
And  I'll  be  a  much  wiser  girl 
When  I  go  back  to  Saccarappa,  Maine. 

Next  day  a  hotel  boarder  told  Jane  he  adored  her. 

Took  her  out  with  him  that  night  to  see  the  "  Black  Crook  "  show, 
And  when  the  lady  prancers,  called  the  Midway  dancers. 

Moved  about  so  very  queer,  Jane  nuirmured,  "Oh.  dear,  oh! " 
But  when  the  show  was  over,  Jane  was  in  high  clover. 

Vowing  she  had  never  dream'd  of  seeing  such  a  play;  Jwlne, 

Right  back  to  Young's  they  went  to  dine,  where  very  freely  Jane  drank 

The  parson  walked  in  on  the  scene,  but  Jane  could  only  say:-  Chorus. 

The  day  that  Mr.  Austin  took  Jane  out  of  Boston 

Such  a  crowd  you  never  saw.  as  gathered  at  the  train, 
To  see  this  little  maiden,  so  sad  and  sorrow-laden. 

Soon  to  leave  the  city  for  her  quiet  home  in  Maine 
Before  the  train  departed,  almosi  broken-hearted. 

Nervously  she  gazed  about,  and  madlv  tos.sed  her  head; 
And  then  she  hollered  loud  and  plain.  "  I'd  rather  not  go  back  to  Maine." 

The  parson  answered,  "But  you  nuust,"  then  sobbingly  she  said:-  c/io. 
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When  You  Do  de  Rag-Time  Dance. 

Copyiitibt,  1897,  by  Consoliilatt-d  Miialo  I'ub.  Axa'n.     EiiirliHli  copyright  Mcured. 


Words  anil  MiiKic  by  Harry  von  Ttlzer. 


Down  in  Coon-town  dere  am  ewlne  to  l>e  a  swell  affair. 
All  (lem  high  toned  darkles,  they  surely  will  be  dere. 
For  dere's  gwlne  to  be  a  dance  that  every  iilKger  knows. 
And  if  you  watch  me  for  a  while,  I'll  tell  you  now  It  goes: 

Chori'S. 
First  von  take  your  baby  by  the  hand. 
Then  Vou  walk  along  dat  Hoor  so  grand, 
Don't  you  look  to  the  left,  don't  you  look  to  the  right. 
You're  here  to  learn  that  dance,  and  not  to  fight 
Don't  you  <lare  to  look  down  at  your  Inrnts, 
Just  glide  along  and  then  you  shoot  the  chutes. 
Don't  you  dare  to  look  Imck,  just  pull  In  the  slack. 
When  you  do  the  Rag-Time  Dance. 

When  we  w:ilk  along  dat  floor,  oh  how  dem  niggers  stare, 

Dev  nil  take  dere  hats  off  when  dis  j-ere  nigger's  dere. 

We're  de  leaders  of  dem  all,  yes,  me  and  my  gal  'Lize; 

And  we  will  show  you  how  we  walk  when  we're  out  for  dat  prize:— CAo. 


MINNIE    McAVOY. 

Copyrlgit,  1897.  by  CoiiMlldated  Uusip  Pub  AM'n.    EnKliab  copyrlKbtMCured. 
Wortii<  l>T  Andrew  H.  Sterllnif.      Music  by  Harry  von  Tllier. 


THE    FATAL    WEDDING.      \ 

Coprrlght.  1893,  by  SpauldiiiK,  Konider  A  Co.    Entered  at  Slatioiiem'  Hall,  London,  Eng. 
Word,  by  W.  H.  Wind<>m.    Miinic  by  aiimle  1..  !>avi« 

The  Wedding  bells  were  ringing  on  a  moonlight  winters  night, 

^  The  chiirth  was  decorated,  all  within  was  gay  and  bright; 

/  A  mother  with  her  baby  came  and  saw  the  lights  aglow; 

;  She  thought  of  how  tho.se  same  liells  chimed  for  her  three  years  ago. 

\  "I'd  like  to  l)e  admitted,  sir."  she  told  the  sexton  old, 
".Inst  tor  the  sake  of  baby,  to  protect  him  from  the  cold." 
He  told  her  that  the  wedding  there  was  for  the  rich  and  grand, 

,  And  with  the  eager,  watching  crowd  outside  she'd  liave  to  stand. 


Refrais. 

While  the  wedding  bells  were  ringing,  while  the  bride  and  groom  were 
Marching  up  the  aisle  together,  as  the  organ  pealed  an  air;         (there. 
Telling  tales  of  tond  affection.  vt)wing  never  more  to  part, 
Jur^t  another  fatal  winlding,  just  another  broken  heart. 

She  U'gged  the  sexton  once  again  to  let  her  pass  Inside— 

For  iwby's  ^.ake  you  may  step  in  the  gray  haired  man  replied. 

"  If  any  one  knows  reason  why  this  couple  should  not  wed, 

S|H'ak  how,  or  hold  your  peace  forever,"  .soon  the  preacher  said. 

"1  must  object,"  the  woman  cried,  with  voice  so  meek  and  mild, 

"The  tiri<legroom  is  my  husband,  sir,  and  this  our  little  child." 

"  What  proof  have  you."  the  preacher  asked.    "  My  Infant,"  she  replied. 

She  raised  her  bal>e,  then  knelt  to  pray,  the  little  one  had  died.  — //</'ra«/i. 

The  parents  of  the  bride  then  took  the  outcast  by  the  arm—  [harm; 

We'll  care  for  you  through  life  they  said;  you've  saved  our  child  from 

The  outcast  wife,  the  bride  and  parents,  quickly  drove  away; 

The  husband  died  l»y  his  own  hand  l)efore  the  break  of  day. 

No  wedding  feast  was  spread  that  night,  two  graves  were  made  next 

One  for  the  little  l)al)v,  and  in  one  tlie  father  lay.  [day— 

The  story  has  been  often  told,  by  flresides  warm  and  bright. 

Of  bride  and  groom,  of  outcast,  and  the  fatal  wedding  night— 7/«</<(tn 


A    PACK    OF    CARDS. 

C.>p>riKht,  1892,  by  Friinlc  HardiDfT. 
Written,  Composed  ana  Suiik  by  Hvnry  Reilly. 

One  night  as  I  sat  by  my  fireside,  so  weary. 

And  dreaming  of  friends  who  were  far,  far  away; 
Though  memory  brought  me  some  thoughts  sad  and  dreary. 

Yet  others  came,  too,  that  were  cheerful  and  gay. 
When,  all  of  a  «udden.  I  found  my  eye  resting 

(Ml  something  that  brought  many  scenes  to  my  mind— 
*Twas  an  old  pack  of  cards,  and  some  tales  interesting 

I  thought  that  I  might  in  their  history  find. 
The  first  scene  that  I  saw  that  night  1  thought  was  quite  a  pleasant  sight, 

A  grand  old  ro<jm  ablaze  with  light— I  whispered,  "  Kin(l  regards." 
Whilst  round  the  l)oard  sat  young  and  old.  they  played  for  love  and  not 

Whilst  joy  and  sorrow  all  untold  was  in  that  pack  of  cards,    [for  gold. 

The  next  scene  I  saw  filled  my  heart  with  great  pity  - 

It  was  a  young  man.  and  his  parents  I  knew; 
'Twas  their  only  son.  whom  they'd  sent  to  the  city 

To  Ktiiily  and  grow  np  a  gentleman  triie. 
His  weekly  allowance  they  thought  would  suffice  him 

To  live  on  the  lH;st  and  for  study  to  pay; 
They  knew  not  that  evil  companions  enticed  him 

Away  from  his  studies  at  iKJker  to  play. 
1  saw  him  as  he  left  his  seat,  he  never  thought  his  pals  would  cheat; 

Eilch  time  he  played  he  met  defeat,  and  still  he  called  them  pards; 
But  there  will  come  a  re<"k'ning  day,  and  he  will  through  this  foolish  play 

Bring  sorrow  in  the  old  folks'  way,  all  through  that  pack  of  cards. 

TTie  last  scene  of  all  I  beheld  with  much  sorrow 

For  there  w;is  the  scene  of  the  gambler's  black  fate; 
No  thought  had  they  got  of  the  waking  to-morrow, 

Tliongh  then  they'd  repent  but  to  find  it  too  late. 
The  bright  gold  was  stacknl  by  the  side  of  each  player, 

Ttie  miser's  black  cre«Hl  was  in  every  mans  heart. 
As  tiuickly  the  bets  pa.ssed  twixt  backer  and  layer. 

And  ruin  was  king  In  the  devil's  slave  mart.  fsame." 

"  ril  stake  a  hundred  on  this  game."    "  I'll  go  you,  sir  "    "  I'll  do  the 

Who  cares  for  misery  and  shame,  as  each  Ills  treasure  guards. 
"You  lie:  I  saw  you  tiirn  that  ace"— a  smashing  blow  right  in  the  fac»- 

A  pi.stol  shot,  and  death's  disgrace  was  in  that  pack  of  cards. 


( 

Down  on  the  E:ist  side,  there  lives  a  girl  that's  known  for  blocks  around;  / 
She  is  the  neatest,  the  dearest  and  sweetest  that  ever  could  be  found;       ), 
The  boys  they  admire— but  Johnnie  McGulre  is  seen  with  her  each  day; 
And  when  they're  parting  at  the  door,  you're  sure  to  hear  him  say: 

Chorus. 
Oh,  Minnie  McAvoy,  dearly  I  love  you,  i 

I'll  1)6  your  steady  boy,  always  good  and  true;  ' 

Come  now,  answer  yes,  do  not  be  so  coy, 
I'll  jump  for  Joy,  If  you'll  say  I'm  your  boy,  Minnie  McAvoy. 

She  Is  so  bashful,  all  the  boys  they  seem  to  love  her  so; 
She  will  not  tarry  with  Tom,  Dick  or  Harry,  for  Johnnie  is  her  beau;  [May. 
To-day  the  news  spread  that  these  2  would  soon  wed, in  the  merry  month  or  , 
And  when  the  wedding  bells  ring  out,  no  more  he'll  have  to  say :— ( /lOfut. 


^ 


SWEET    ANTOINETTE. 


U 


Copyriffht,  1894,  by  Spaulding  <Jk  Gray.      Entered  at  SUtioner.'  Hall,  London. 


Words  and  Uusic  by  William  Benson  Oray. 


Within  ray  lieart  a  secret  lies, 

A  secret  that  I  long  to  tell. 
While  fondly  gazing  in  the  eyes 

t)f  one  whose  charms  around  me  dwell; 
And  though  I've  often  tried  to  tell  the  tale. 

The  hour  I've  often  tried  to  set. 
My  heart  and  courage  humbly  fall 

To  .say,  I  love  thee,  Antoinette. 

Refrain. 

Sweet  Antoinette,  the  brightest  star  within  my  heart,  indeed,  vou  are; 
My  only  thought  since  first  we  met,  I  love  alone  sweet  Antoinette. 

I  love  you,  not  because  you're  fair. 

Nor  for  your  actions  so  demure; 
I  love  you,  not  your  Joys  to  share,  _,.- 

Biit  for  your  soul  so  good  and  pure. 
In  vain  I've  tried  to  tell  my  love  to  thee. 

And  when  the  sun  of  life  has  set. 
My  farewell  words  to  earth  will  toe: 

I  love  but  thee,  sweet  Antoinette.— //*/»a<n. 


I    DON'T    LIKE    NO   CHEAP    MAN. 

CopyrlKht,  1897,  by  Joa.  W.  Stem  &  Co.     Englisb  copy  right  KCureJ. 


Words  and  Music  by  Williams  A  Walker. 


Miss  Simpson  had  always  been  considered 

De  finest  gal  in  town. 
She  was  de  envy  of  all  de  coons 

Dat  lived  for  miles  around.  , 

Last  week  BUI  Johnson  took  her  out 

To  see  de  minstrels  at  de  hall; 
He  l)ought  de  seats  In  de  gallery. 

And  she  didn't  like  that  at  all. 

Chorus. 
8he  said,  "  I  don't  like  no  cheap  man 
Dat  spends  his  money  on  de  'stalment  plan; 
Dat's  de  reason  I  always  carry  with  me 
'Nuf  money  for  what  1  want. 
I  got  a  sweet  dlsjwsltlon  as  any  one. 
But '  .sakes  alive,'  1  hate  to  be  done— 
In  front  of  de  people  dat's  sitting  here,  too — 
Y'ou's  a  cheap  man,  and  you  wont  do;  " 

Miss  Simpson  was  kind  o' partial 

To  ice  cream  and  lemonade. 
So  when  F.phraim  a.sked  her  to  have  some, 

"Wid  pleasure,  sir:  "  she  said. 
She  ate  two  dishes  of  the  cre.im,  she  says  to  him, 

"Ain't  you  gwlne  to  hal)  none* " 
He  says,  '^'  I'm  waiting  for  to  see  If  1  can  stand  the  blow; 

If  I  Kin,  den  I'll  hab  some."— c'Aon^s. 

Last  week,  at  a  festival,  she  met  Sam  Long- 
Folks  said  he  had  lots  of  dough. 

"Can  I  'scort  you  down  to  de  table,"  said  he.  ' 

"  Twould  lie  a  pleasure,  sho!  ' 

At  de  table  Sam  grabbed  up  the  bill  o'  fare- 
She  .said,  "  ill  take  a  pie<;e  o'  chicken  wid  youl " 

He  said,  "  I  am  sorry,  but  I'm 'shy' to-night. 
Won't  a  nice  ham  sandwich  dor "— t'Aorr/f. 
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GRACE    O^MQORE. 

Copyiicht,  1S«6,  \>r  Job.  W.  Stem  ft  Oo. 
ByHoxS.  Witt. 


I  know  a  dear  little  maiden,  whose  name  is  Grace; 
She  has  a  pretty,  bewitching,  sweet,  smilinK  face: 
Wlien  you  have  seen  her,  you  all  with  me  will  a(?ree 
That  ne'er  before  have  you  seen  such  a  queen  as  she; 
She's  pure  as  the  lilies,  modest  In  form  and  face; 
Who  could  not  love  her,  my  little  dark-eyed  Grace. 

Chorus.        "; :  , . 

Grace  O'Moore  Is  the  pirl  I  love. 

True  to  me  she  is  as  the  stars  above; 

If  you  roam  this  wide  world  o'er. 

Not  a  girl  can  equal  her,  my  Grace  O'Moore. 

Yes,  she  has  promised  my  own  little  wife  to  be, 

That  makes  me  happy,  for  no  greater  boon  to  me; 

Her  truest  love  I  have  won,  1  can  proudly  say; 

And  to  the  future  I  now  look  without  dismay. 

Though  skies  may  o'ershadow,  boding  ill  winds  and  rain. 

We  vvlil  be  happy,  for  sunshine  must  come  again.— 6'//o/"«. 


WHILE    THE     DANCE    G-OES    ON. 


Copyrliclit,  1894.  Iiy  ni.<s.  K  Ilanig. 


WordRanil  Husic  by  Cbas.  K.  HaiTii'.     Arranged  by  Jo*.  Claudor. 

Amid  the  glare  and  the  splendor,  amid  the  gay  and  the  ttright. 
Joyous  and  merry  the  dancers,  no  thoughts  of  sorrow  to  night; 
Softly  the  strains  of  the  music  play  on  all  evening  till  dawn- 
Happy  are  they,  joyous  and  gay,  while  the  dance  goes  on. 
Yet  there  is  one  of  the  dancers,  one  with  a  beautiful  face. 
Laughing  and  chatting  so  gayly.  dancing  with  such  careless  grace- 
There  is  no  Hrni  hand  to  guide  her,  no  one  to  shield  her  from  harm; 
She  is  alone,  husband  at  heme,  while  the  dance  goes  on. 

Chorus. 
While  the  music  is  playing  In  the  grand  ball  room. 
While  all  hearts  t)eat  softly  to  the  old  sweet  tune, 
Willie  the  hours  are  passing,  fleeting  one  by  one 
No  thought  of  the  morrow,  while  the  dance  goes  on. 

"  You  will  not  go  the  ball,  love;  stay  with  our  baby  to-night ! " 
Rang  in  the  ears  of  this  lady,  whose  sparkling  eyes  shone  so  bright; 
What  cares  she  for  home  and  baby  while  she  is  queen  of  the  bally 
HuslMind  and  home,  baby  alone,  while  the  dance  goes  on. 
Onlv  to  soon  is  it  over,  home  she  apjjroaches  at  last; 
There  at  the  door  meets  her  husband.whose  sad  tears  fall  thick  &  fast; 
Then  not  a  word  is  there  spoken,  gently  he  leads  his  wife  on— 
There  on  its  l>ed  baby  lies  dead,  while  the  dance  goes  on.— 6'/<«r««. 


^  »  » — — 


Nothing's  Too  Good  for  the  Irish. 

CopyrlKbt.  ISM,  by  Frank  Touavy.     Kutered  at  Statlonern'  Hall,  I.<iiidon. 
Written  and  Composed  by  J.  Josepli  0<>o<t«in  and  Monro*  H.  KoBcnfeld. 


I'll  tell  yez  a  story  that  was  told  to  me, 

A  good  old  story.  Gramma  Machree, 

When  me  mother  was  dying,  "  Oh,  lad,"  says  she, 

"  Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Irish." 
When  we  come  here,  me  and  brother  Dan, 
Says  he,  "  We'll  do  the  best  we  can." 
They  made  him  a  copper,  and  me  an  alderman  - 

Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Irish. 

•    Chorus. 

Dutchmen  were  made  for  to  carry  coal  and  shovel  show, 

Italians  for  organs,  and  Englishmen  to  mash; 
Chinese  for  washing,  the  Japs  for  a  Juggling  show, 

Nagurs  to  whitewash,  the.  Jews  were  made  for  cash; 
Cubans  for  cigarettes,  the  Portugese  to  sail  the  sea, 

Scotchmen  for  bakrles,  the  French  were  made  for  style, 
Russians  for  mining.  Americans  for  liberty. 

But  the  men  made  for  bos.ses  were  the  sons  of  Erin's  Isle. 
Then,  hip.  hip,  hurrah:  Eringo-bragh! 

Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Irish. 

Now,  me  brother  Mike,  when  he  came  here  last  fall. 
He  was  the  laddie,  they  say,  knew  it  all. 
He  soon  Ijecame  the  leader  of  Tammany  Hall- 
Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Irish. 
But  Mike  feared  work,  so  he  wouldn't  budge; 
Says  he  to  me,  as  he  gave  me  a  nudge, 
"Just  wait  'till  election,  vou  will  see  me  judge; " 
Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Irish.— C/(or«*. 

Sure  none  of  me  tril>e,  boys,  has  ever  worked  hard. 
Me  father-in-law'8  on  the  boulevard. 
Cousin  Tim,  he's  a  foreman  in  the  Old  Pipe  Yard- 
Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Irish. 
Old  Uncle  Pat  he's  notxxly's  fool,  • 

He  guards  ice  in  summer  to  see  it's  kept  cool. 
Me  sister,  Mary  Ellen,  sure  she  teaches  school; 
Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Irish.— rAo;«». 

I've  Just  been  made  the  father  of  a  twelve-pound  lad, 
He's  whiskers  already,  now  that's  not  bad. 
He's  sure  to  be  president  some  day,  tjedad  - 

Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Irish. 
He'll  then  sail  off  wid  his  blackthorne  stick, 
And  marry  the  Queen,  make  the  British  sick, 
And  free  Erin's  Isle  like  a  good  old  Mick; 

Nothing's  too  good  for  the  Irish.- Cfwrut. 


WILL    YOU    LOVE    ME,    SWEET- 
HEART,   WHEN    I'M    OLD? 

Copyright,  1896,  by  H.  W.  Perrte.     Entered  at  SUtioners'  Hall.  London,  tag. 

Words  by  A.  J.  Lamb.     Muxic  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 

Sweetheart  with  the  glorious  eyes,  where  young  love  a-drcaming  lies; 
Sweetheart  with  the  blushing  cheeks,  where  young  love  its  se<'ret  speaks; 
Sweetheart  with  the  tru.sting  looks,  telling  more  than  any  lxx>ks! 
Answer  now,  and  answer  true,  'tis  all  I  ask  of  you 

Chorus. 
Will  you  love,  sweetheart,  when  I'm  old? 
;  Will  that  love  of  yours  be  ever  coldr 

If  I  were  to  leave  you,  would  it  truly  grieve  your 
Will  you  love  me,  sweetheart,  love  me,  when  I'm  old? 

I/Ove  is  hopeful  in  Its  May,  when  'tis  sunny  ev'ry  day. 

When  the  song  of  birds  repeat  simple  stories  ever  sweet. 

But  when  autumn  brings  its  gl(X)m,  and  fair  flowers  cease  to  bloom. 

Answer  now,  I  will  not  blame,  will  you  love  me  just  the  same?—  <  iio>ii$. 


I  WENT    HOME    WID    MICHAEL. 

CopyriKbt.  1892,  by  Frank  Tuusey.    EUigliKk  copy  light  secured. 


Written  and  Compost  by  Feliz  HcGlennon. 


.    One  morning  I  dronjHjd  acro.-s  Michael  McGlnty— 

Michael's  a  man  1  am  proud  for  to  know. 
"Come,  Tim,"  says  he,  "  have  a  drink  just  for  friendship; 

I've  got  the  price  of  a  schooner  or  so." 
Down  to  OFarrell's  we  went  and  not  spacheless 

'Twas  "here's  to  ye,  Tim.  and  gcKni  health  to  ye,  Mickl " 
When  it  came  time  for  the  bars  to  l»e  closing, 

I  siiys,  I'll  see  }'ou  safe  home  now,  avick! 

Chorus. 
I  went  home  wid  Michael;  he  came  back  wid  me; 
Then  I  tuk  him  home  again,  for  he  could  hardly  see; 
He  came  Iwvck  wid  me  once  more.    "  Tim.  vou're  drunk,"  says  he- 
We  were  lavu.g  one  another  home  till  morning. 

He  got  to  his  dure,  there  stood  Misses  McCJinty. 

"  Michael  astore,"  she  says,  "  where  have  you  been? " 
"Over  beyant  there,"  says  he.  "at  O'Farrell's, 

Trying  the  strength  of  some  Irish  pote«Mi." 
"I've  brought  him  home,"  sjiys  I,  " Missis  McGintv" 

"Sure,  it  is  yerself."  shvs  she,  "has  the  kind  heart; 
Come  in  and  have  a  small  drop  just  for  friendship. 

Wan  drop  before  you  for  home  again  start."— ('A/;rM<i. 

He  came  home  wid  me  and  my  wife  l)egan  laughing. 

And  swore  she  never  did  see'  two  such  min; 
She  dragged  us  both  in  and  says.  '•  By  the  hokey. 

You'll  have  to  see  Micky  sjile"  home"again! " 
I  went  home  wid  him.  he  came  back  wid  me.  t<io; 

We  stuck  to  each  other.  slK><)k  hands  o'er  and  o'er; 
To  our  surprise,  when  we  got  nearly  sober, 

'Twas  daylight— the  bars  were  all  oi>en  once  vaon.—Chorut 


BABY,    BABY. 

Copyriicht,  U96.  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    EmkUsIi  copyright  secured. 


By  GuKtave  Kei  ker. 

Lovers  are  silly  young  things,  you  know. 

And  I  am  silly  as  any; 
I've  worn  two  engagement  rings,  you  know, 

But  two,  you'll  agree,  are  not  many. 
My  heart  was  once  put  in  a  whirl,  you  know, 

I  think,  by  a  fellow  named  Willie; 
He  called  me  his  dear  babv  girl,  you  know. 

And  I  liked  it,  although  it  was  silly. 
For  there's  something  In  the  term  o"f  baby,  baby. 

That  is  the  name  I  love; 
It's  sweet  as  the  perfume  of  roses. 

It's  soft  as  the  coo  of  a  dove. 
My  sweetheart  may  call  me  his  darling. 

His  queen,  or  his  sugar  plum,  maylie; 
But  'tween  you  and  me,  I'd  rather  that  he 

Should  call  me  his  dear  little  baby. 

Sitting  alone  in  the  dark,  you  know- 
That  is,  with  one  other  beside  you; 
He'll  call  you  his  robin  or  lark,  you  know. 

And  no  one  is  there  to  deride  you. 
He  whispers  all  names  that  are  sweet,  you  know. 

No  matter  how  sugary  they  lx»; 
But  there's  one  that  I  make  him  repeat,  you  know. 

And  that  is  the  little  word  Iwby. 
For  there's  something  in  the  term  of  baby,  baby. 

That  is  the  name  I  love; 
It's  sweet  as  the  perfume  of  roses, 

It's  soft  as  the  coo  of  a  dove. 
My  sweetheart  may  call  me  his  darling. 

His  queen,  or  his  sugar  pluin.  mavbe; 
But  'tween  vou  and  me.  I'd  rather  that  he 

Should  call  me  his  dear  little  baby. 
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;  STOP    THAT    NOISE. 

)  Copyrlarht,  MW,  by  The  )Ihi  l'>n  PublisLInK  Co.     Eiile rvil  i>t  Stutiuiiera'  Hall,  London. 
Word.  •11(1  Hu.lo  by  Dare  Murioii. 

'  In  a  tenement  house,  where  I  reside,  there's  a  family  overhead, 

'  A  rack' t  tliat  tiiey  make  eacli  iii^ht  is  eiioiitjh  ti>  wake  the  dead. 

'  Wiien  I  tell  tlieiu  tor  tostm)  they  jfive  me  no  rt-ply, 

,  And  tlie  nei^htwrs  on  the  llour  lx»lu\v  till  begin  to  "cry: 

Choris. 
'  '■  Stop  that  noi.se.  there's  jHJcple  nndtMiieath  yer! 

)  stop  tliat  noise,  it  1  \io  np  111  make  yer: 

With  yer  jiu'k'in;;  and  yer  reeling  yonre  »;avinK  in  the  ceiling; 
'  My  list  you'll  soon  l-v  reelini;  -will  yon  stop  that  noise?  " 

J  Ihey  kept  the  rarket  jroiiijj  all  this  morninjr  until  four; 

]  "Twas  then  I  lo.-^t  my  pali«>iui>  and  says  1,  "  111  stand  no  more." 

■  When  I  told  them  for  lo  stop  they  hit  me  in  the  eye. 

j  And,  as  they  kicked  me  down  the  .<«tairs,  the  tenatits  all  did  say:  — tVio. 

)  The  neiithlH)rs  all  srot  frivchtened,  and  they  called  in  the  jwlice, 

,  Who  man-lied  us  to  the  statiunhonst^  tor  not  keeping  the  peace. 

'  Next  mom  before  the  .judKe  we  went,  ten  dollars  had  to  pay. 

)  After  this  I'll  never  intertere,  and  let  the  tenants  say:  — t'Aw  «*. 


GIVE    MY    LOVE^  TO    NELLIE 

CopyrJKlit.  ISVl.  by  Spauldinfc  A  Qray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
Woidaund  MukIc  by  Wm.  B«nBuu  Uray. 


Three  years  aco,  when  Jack  and  Joe  pet  sail  across  the  foam. 
They  vownd  a  fortune  each  would  earn  l)efore  returning  home. 

In  just  a  year  Jaik  gained  his  wealth,  and  sailed  for  home  that  day. 
And  as  the  pals  Mbook  hands  to  part,  poor  Joe  could  only  pay: 

("noKi  s. 
"(live  my  love  to  Nellie,  .lack,  kiss  her  once  for  me. 
The  fjiirest  Kirl  in  all  this  worlil  1  know  you'll  say  is  she; 
Trejit  her  kindly.  Jack,  old  pal.  tell  her  1  am  well." 
His  partinji  words  were.   •  Dtm't  forjjet  to  ^ive  my  love  to  Nell." 

Two  years  had  pa.s.sed  when  Joe  at  liist  gained  wealth  enough  for  life, 
Across  the  foam  he  sailed  for  home,  to  make  sweet  Nell  his  wife; 

But  .soon  he  learned  that  Jack  an«l  Nell  one  year  ago  were  wed, 
He  now  regrets,  in  sobs  aiul  frets,  that  he  liad  ever  saM:  —  C'lonm. 

They  ch;inced  io  meet  upon  the  street;  said  Jm'.  "  You  selfish  elf. 
The  next  girl  that  1  learn  to  love.  I'll  kiss  her  for  myself: 

But  all  is  fair  In  love,  they  say,  and  as  you've  gone  and  wed, 
I'll  not  Ije  angry  with  a  pal,  so  once  again  he  said:  — (7(Wi/#. 


My  Old  New  Hampshire  Home. 

C»p)riKl>t.  1898,  l>y  (l>«  <>i  |>lit-'ni  Miihic  riiblisliniK  Co. 
Words  by  Andrew  B  .Stflint;     MuhIc  by  Hurry  vi>n  Tilier. 

Far  away  on  the  hills  of  old  New  Hampshire 

.Many  years  ago  we  parted,  Kutli  ami  I: 
By  tin-  stream  where  we  wandered  in  the  gloaming. 

It  was  there  1  kissed  my  love  a  sad  good-b.\e. 
SIm-cIuiiu  i<>  me  and  trembled  when  I  told  her, 

-Mid  plijidiiigly  sill!  begged  ot  me  to  stay; 
AN  <•  palled,  and  1  li-ft  her  liroken  heartetl. 

Ill  the  old  New  Hampshire  vilhige  far  away. 

Kl-KKAl.V. 

Now  tlie  sunshine  Imu'ers  there,  and  the  roses  bloom  as  fair. 
In  th"  wildwood.  wlnTf  to;_'ither  wc  would  roam; 

In  th''  village  church  yard  near  sleeps  the  one  1  loved  so  dear. 
Oil  the  hills  (if  my  I. Id  New  Hampshire  home. 

Ill  Tiiy  dreams  by  the  si  ream  last  night  I  wandered. 

And  1  thoiiglu  my  love  was  standing  by  my  side; 
Once  airuii  then  I  told  her  that  I  hjved  her. 

<Mice  auaiii  .sin-  promised  she  would  l>e  my  bride; 
And  as  1  stooped  to  ki.ss  her  1  awakened. 

I  called  her.  but  .she  was  not  there  to  hear; 
My  heart  lies  btiriiil  with  her  'neath  the  willow. 

In  the  old  New  UHiupshire  home  1  love  so  dear.— C'A<mu#. 


DAR'S    RAG-TIME    IN    DE    MOON. 

Coi'ylKbt,  1X98.  iiy  c'ouKoliiluted  Music  Pub'.  Ass'n.     EuKUph  copyright  secured. 


Wurdit  by  .Maurice  Bliariro.    Music  by  Seymour  Fuith 


Another  ure;it  .sensation,  'mongst  de  colored  population. 

Is  caused  by   Kastiis  Thomps<jn.  whom  dey  call  de  rag  time  coon; 
He's  got  dein  folks  excited,  all  dark  town  am  delighted; 

He  siiys  he  .saw  a  black  co(>n  pla.\  ing  rag  time  in  dem(X)n. 
He's  heard  deni  banjoes  ringing,  and  colored  folks  a  singing; 

He  saw  «lem  clouds  cake  walking,  it  was  nigger  paradise. 
But  white  folks  doii  t  believe  him,  dey  siiy  his  eyes  deceive  him. 

So  'Kastus  says  dese  word.--  to  them,  as  he  |)oiiits  up  to  de  skies: 

ClIORIS. 

White  folks  can't  ffK»l  me.  f<K>l  me.  fool  mo.  for  dar's  rag  time  In  demoon: 
When  you  hear  df  thunder,  thumler.  thnndi-r.dey  are  strikingupatune; 
Some  day  you'll  waiiiler,  wandfr.  wander,  "way  up  in  a  ball(M>n, 
Den  you'll  know.  wh;;t  1  know,  dar's  ra;r  time  In  de  moon. 

When  white  folks  am  ;i  sleeiiing.  you  can  .see  dem  wenches  jM'eping 

Up  throiitih  de  attic  windows,  at  tie  sky  dey're  sure  to  glance. 
And  when  de  thiindei-  s  pealing,  a  look  of  joy  comes  stealing; 

l)«»y  say  it  is  that  !il'.i«er.  ;iiid  he  jtlays  de  rag  lime  dance. 
And  wImmi  dem  stars  are  sliootiiig,  »ley  think  he  is  saluting. 

And  'Rjistus  takes  his  hat  otf.  and  de  wen<;hes  roll  dere  eyes, 
De  coons  are  acting  ((ueerly,  dey're  crazy  now,  or  nearly. 

For  'Kastus  keeps  a  yelling  on,  as  he  points  up  to  de  skieB:— Chorus. 


AT   THE   SETTING   OF  THE    SUN. 

Copyrigbt,  |X9.'>,  by  S|>auldlni(  &  Qray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


( 


Words  and  Music  by  Matthews  and  BulKer. 


You  know  the  story,  it's  oft  been  told,  the  .same  old  way;  : 

Gt>od  tales  repeated  do  not  grow  old.  so  wise  men  sa.v. 

John  was  a  rtistic,  in  love  with  May,  the  village  Ijelle; 

Not  wisely,  folks  say,  did  this  rustic  love  May,  but,  alas!  too  well. 

CllORlS. 

Oft  at  sunrise  life  hwks  bright,  oft  it  changes  ere  the  night ;  jsun.  ( 

Some  hearts  are  breaking,  while  others  are  light,  at  the  setting  of  the 

Bright  was  the  morning;  John  greets  with  smile  the  same  old  lane, 
Dreaming  of  May  at  the  siime  old  stile,  he  waits  in  vain. 
"  Farewell,  dear  John,"  so  the  letter  read,  *•  I've  left  for  town; 
F«)rgl  ve  me,"  it  said  -John  wit  h  grief  bows  his  head,  as  the  sun  goes  down. 

— C'tioiuf. 
Seeing  her  folly,  although  a  year  had  since  passed  by. 
Seeking  forgiveness,  she  waits  in  fear  for  John's  reply.  1 

'•  You  are  forgiven,  dear  May,"  he  sjiid-  no  cro.ss.  no  crown. 
That  eve  he  was  wed  another  instead,  as  the  sun  went  down.— C//or««. 


MA    JET-BLACK    LADY. 

Cnpyrlffbt,  1897.  by  Consollduted  Muvio  i'lib.  Ass'n.     EnKllsh  copyrlKht  aecured. 
Written,  Compoaed  and  Siimk  by  llaud  liaymond. 


1 


Talk  about  your  gals  so  sweet  promenading  down  the  street. 

Talk  at>out  your  gals  that  cut  a  shine; 
If  you  seen  ma  jet-black  lady,  you  would  say  she  was  a  baby. 

And  I'm  proud  to  say  that  she  Is  mine; 
We've  lieen  keeping  companv  .lust  alxjut  a  year,  you  see. 

But  the  other  day  to  her  1  said, 
Oal  I'll  never  love  yon  stronger,  what's  de  use  of  waiting  longer. 

Say  the  word  and  soon  we  will  be  wed. 

CHORfS.  .,     r 

Ma  Jet-t)lack  lady,  ma  dusky  baby, 
Of  all  »le  colore<l  gals  she  Is  the  one  for  me, 
1  loves  ma  Sadie,  nut  keep  it  shady. 
To-morrow  I'll  wed  ma  Jet-Dlack  lady. 

Just  a  simple  colored  gal,  treat  her  kindly,  guess  I  shall. 

She  is  dearer  than  this  worltl  to  me. 
For  1  know  she  loves  her  honey,  she  ain't  after  all  ma  money. 

And  her  heart  is  true  as  true  can  Ih;; 
We  will  have  no  mansion  grand,  finest  jewels  in  the  land. 

Just  a  cot  with  roses  "round  the  door. 
Just  one  little  room  with  Sadie.  d«;n  won't  I  be  happy,  maybe. 

And  dls  coon  will  ask  for  nothing  more.— C'/iorw*. 


MAMMALS    IN    HEAVEN. 

CopyrlKbt,  1897,  by  N.  E.  Byers.    EuKlish  cupyrigtbt  e<'Cured. 


Words  and  Music  \>y  K.  Nliiian. 


Two  little  Children,  a  iKty  and  a  girl. 

Sat  by  an  old  church  <foor. . 
The  girl's  little  feet  were  as  brown  as  the  curl 

That  fell  on  the  dress  that  she  wore; 
The  l>oy's  coat  was  failed,  and  hatle.ss  his  head, 

A  tear  .shone  in  each  little  eye. 
"  Why  don't  you  run  home  to  "your  mamma,"  I  said. 

Ana  this  was  the  maiden's  reply: 

Kkkrain. 

"  Mamma's  in  heaven,  they  took  her  away. 

Left  Jim  and  I  alone; 
We  come  here  to  s'L'ep,  at  the  clos«'  of  the  day. 

For  we  have  no  mamma  i)r  home. 
We  can't  earn  our  bread,  we're  too  littU',  "  she  said; 

"  Jims  five  years,  and  lin  only  seven. 
Tiiere's  no  one  to  love  us  since  papa  is  dead. 

And  our  darling  mamma's  in  heaven." 

Papa  was  lo.st  out  at  sea.  loii>r  ago; 

We  waited  all  night  on  the  shore. 
For  he  was  a  life-saving  captain,  yon  know. 

But  never  came  back  any  more; 
Then  mamma  got  sick,  angels  took  her  away. 

She  said,  to  a  home  warm  and  bright: 
"They'll  <:ome  for  my  darlings,"  8he  told  us,  "some  day, 

Perhaps  they  are  coming  lom^hl.—iuftaiu. 

"  Mayt)e  to  night  they've  no  rtHuu  there,"  she  said, 

"Two  little  ones  to  keep." 
Then  placing  her  arm  under  little  .Urn's  head. 

She  kissed  him.  ainl  both  fell  asU-ep; 
The  sexton  came  early  to  ring  the  church  tied. 

He  fontnl  them  t>eneatli  the  snow  white. 
The  angels  made  room  for  the  orphans  to  dwell 

In  heaven  with  mamma  that  night.  — A'c/zatM. 
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I  toc&«nedne*tloP%MttyllM7Aiiii 
3  AoJd  iMagBfo* 
i  EUa  Hee 

5  Old  cabin  home 

6  Ijttle  onefl  at  hoDM 

7  OM  black  Joe 

I  Home,  mreet  hom* 
t  Uu-board  watoh 

10  Many  can  help  on* 

11  KUIarner 

U  See  that  my  trnive'a  kapt  (TMB 

13  Qramlfathfr'g  clock 
li  Emmet '8  "Lullaby" 

15  The  harp  that  once  thro*  Tvk'l  halll 
U  My  country,  'tis  of  thee 
17  Sweet  forgret-me-not 

15  Where  was  Moaea  when  the  U(ht  went 
It  Nancy  Lee  [outl 
to  Writ«  me  a  letter  from  home 

tl  Beautiful  isle  of  the  aea 

ft  Old  folks  at  home  (SuaiM*  Hbbar) 

O  Oome  back  to  Erin 

14  Sweet  bye-and-bye 
tS  My  pretty  red  ro«e 

16  Whoa,  Emma 
87  Katle'H  iiecret 

tt  You'll  remember  me 

»  Rocked  In  the  cradle  of  th*  deep 

to  Kathleen  Mavoumeen 

n  I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls 

B  Wearing  of  the  green 

SS  When  you  and  I  were  yoonc,  Macgto 

tl  Cottage  bv  the  oea 

86  We  partea  by  the  rirer  side 

16  When  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  hom* 

87  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  pnkjar 
n  Last  rose  of  Summer 

Si  Shamus  O'Rrien 

M  Exile  nf  Krin 

il  Maggie's  secret 

tf  Or  any  other  man— 8tniB'^l|W»eb 

65  I  cannot  call  her  mother 
M  Would  I  were  with  th«r 
U  Poor  old  slave 

M  Caaey  so<'ial  club 

«7  Cumberland's  crew 

a  Take  this  letter  to  my  mothtr 

tt  A  model  lore  letter 

60  Female  stratagem 

61  Hnw  to  kiss  a  lady 
6t  Dublin  bay 

63  The  wife's  commandmenta 

64  The  husband's  commandmenti 

66  Rules  for  bummers 

66  Little  old  lug  cabin  in  the  lane 

67  Barbara  Frietchle— Rbcitatiow 

65  Uarcliing  through  Georgia 
6>  When  I  was  a  lad -Pinafore 

eo  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  the  ma 
61  Dancing  in  the  bam 
6ti  J'lre  In  the  grate 

63  Wandering  refugee 

64  Blue^yed  Nelly 

66  Minstrel  boy 

M  Letter  in  the  candle 

67  Star-spangled  banner 
SS  Dancing  on  the  greMi 
tt  Heart  bow'd  down 

70  Take  back  the  hewt 

Tl  The  watermiU— RXORinW 

11  Ftded  coat  of  blue 

n  Hold  the  fort 

n  8>aTei7  days 

T6  Der  mule  BhtnodondeBhteMnooatdeok 

Tt  Uttle  barefoot 

T7  My  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night 

Tt  Home  again 

Tt  Thoa  art  so  near  and  yet  ao  Car 

It  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 

n  Ofltce  rules 

n  Oray  halra  of  my  mother 

n  Oood  Rhine  wine 

•4  ru  be  aU  smiles  to-night,  lor* 

It  You're  been  a  friend  to  me 

It  Uaten  to  the  mockingbird 

•7  When  the  com  if  waving,  Annie 

n  She  never  blamed  him,  never 

M  BUver  threads  among  the  gold 

to  Uttle  robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming 


fl  Rii«  the  beb  softly  there's  crape  on  the 
Boyloat  (laughable)  [door 

Her  bright  smile  haunta  me  still 


14  Bundsir  night  when  the  parlor^  ttUl 

•6  Qypsy's  warning 

tt  Anchor's  weighed 

n  Moon  behind  the  hlU 

M  Swinging  in  the  lane 

tt  SherflatTs  ride— Rscrrinoa 
MO  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd 
101  nileen  AJIanna 
101  Tls  but  a  little  faded  flower 

103  Touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pr«ttfLoalM 

104  Oirl  I  left  behind  me 
m  Uttle  Buttercup 

Mt  BiasisterBiOOUsliiauulMUito 

107  Carry  me  back  to  old  Virglnny 

108  Ronea  underneath  the  snow 
lot  Kitty  Wells 

110  Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 

111  When  the  swallows  homeward  fly 
lis  Old  man's  drunk  again 

115  Two  Orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  fire) 
114  Amber  tresses  tied  In  bin* 

116  Pretty  as  a  picture 

lit  I  am  waiting,  Essie,  dear 

117  Three  perished  In  the  snow 
Ut  Blight  hints 

lit  Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother 

ISO  Oome,  Bit  by  my  side,  little  darling 

in  Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling 

las  Blngen  on  the  Rhina 

Its  A  flower  from  my  angel  mottiar^lS'*^* 

114  Old  log  cabin  on  tbenlll 

U6  Crop|)y  boy 

Ut  Skids  are  out  to-day 

U7  The  bridge 

Ul  Shabby  genteel 

111  Oh,  dat  watermeloa 


190  Oomln'  through  the  rye 

Ul  Must  we  then  meet  m  sttwigsw  ' 

ISS  BaUes  on  our  block  f 

155  Brennen  on  the  Moor  ■ 
194  Blddmore  fancy  ball 
196  Hallway  door  ^  - .. 
tat  Where  the  grass  grow*  I 

137  DarUng  Bessie  of  the  to 

138  Kiss  behind  the  door 
190  I'll  remember  rou,  Ioto^  In  my  | 
140  Mary  of  the  wild  Moor 
til  Old  wooden  rocker 

143  Speak,  only  speak 

143  Dancing  around  with  Charlie 

114  Where  art  thou  now.  my  beloredt 

145  MoUie,  darling 

146  You  may  look,  but  you  mnslBt  toaeh 

147  My  daughter,  Julia 

148  Raflle  for  the  stove 
14»  Balm  of  aUead 

150  There's  always  a  seat  In  the  parlor  for 

151  Driven  from  home  '-oo 
168  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  weeplnc 

163  Pxill  for  the  shore 

154  Nearer,  my  (iod,  to  niaa 

156  Good  news  from  home 
166  Fisherman's  daughter 

157  Shells  of  ocean 

158  Massa's  in  the  cold,  cold  groaiid 

159  Say  a  kind  word  when  you  omi 

160  Cure  for  scandal 

161  Twilight  coterie 
tes  Strangers  yet 

163  Castles  in  tho  air 

164  Dear  Uttle  shamrock 

166  I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs 

166  Norah  O'Neai 

167  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  tbaa 

168  Rose  of  Tralee 

169  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare 

170  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 

171  Drunkard's  lone  child 

178  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 

173  Qlore  flirtation 

174  Whip  flirtation 
178  Slave's  dream 

176  Don't  you  go,  Tommy,  deal  go 

177  Sweet  Evangeline 

178  Qood-byo  at  the  door 

179  'TIS  hard  to  grlve  the  hand  where  the 

180  Willie,  we  have  missed  you  [he«rt,«((V 

181  Erin's  lovely  home 

188  Over  the  hilln  to  the  poor-hooa* 

183  Twenty  years  ago 

184  Paddy^s  land 

185  Dont  be  angrr  with  me,  darilnc 

186  Old  village  school  on  the  green 

187  Woodman,  spare  that  tree 

188  Barbara  FYietchie-RTlTSTlOM 

189  Darling  Minnie  Le* 

190  Hat  flirtation  .    •  ,;' 

191  Fan  flirtation 

Its  Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  mountain 

193  Oood-bye,  Annie,  darling  (SnochArden) 

194  Why  did  she  leave  himt 

196  A  quiet  little  home 

I9t  Thou  hast  learned  to  love  another 

197  Mary  of  Argyle 

198  Nil  Desperandum 

199  Sweet  Highland  Mary 

no  Evening  amusement  flanghabto) 
201  Day  I  played  bmae  ball  [own 

909  Remember  you  have  children  of  your 
aoS  There's  none  1'*' '  a  mother  if  eter  so 
204  You  were  fa>',<9,  bu>.  ^'U  forglTe      [poor 
906  Sweet  Mag'.ie  (iordou 
206  Tanyard  side 
807  Bells  of  Shandon 

908  Old  log  cabin  in  the  deU 

909  Whisper  softly,  mother's  dying 
no  Erin's  green  shore 

til  Will  you  love  me  when  Pm  old 
na  DoOLneUy  aod  Ooopw 

113  Gathering  shells  by  the  aea  ahaf« 

n4  Little  Rosebud 

tl6  By  the  sad  sea  waves 

tic  Come  Into  the  garden,  Mand 

917  Harp  and  eliamrook  of  Erin 

818  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way 

919  God  bless  my  boy  at  sea  ' 

990  Annie  Laurie 

921  Mac's  and  the  O's 

t23  Sherman's  march  to  the  aea   '' 

923  Lamentation  of  James  Rodgsn  ' 

984  Come,  birdie,  come 

225  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  ileep 

228  Ever  of  thee 

227  Norah  McShane 

228  Love  among  the  roses 

629  Shamus  O'Brien— RxdTAxnni' 

230  Der  Deitcher  gal 

231  No  Irish  need  apply 
•SI  Old  arm  chair 

233  Tim  Flaherty     » 

234  We  sat  by  the  ilver  -Ma  and  I 
836  I  lovo  music 

986  Sweet  OenevleTe 

237  When  the  flowers  faa  I 

238  Patrick  Sheehan 

239  Sailor's  grave 

240  Pret^  maid  milldn^  her « 

241  Kentucky  Rose 
249  Farmer^  daughter 

843  Oh,  dem  golden  slippers 

844  In  the  morning  by  the  bright  light 
246  Nobody's  daxlfiig 

246  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  still 

847  Somebody's  mother— Rbcttaxioh 

248  Birdie,  darling 

249  Nobody's  darl^mgtntmlna 

250  Rock  me  to  sleep,  m  >ther 

251  Put  my  little  shoes  kway 

2.^2  Darling  Nelly  Orsy  [taU 

253  Somebody's  coming  when  thiidewdropa 
Z.H  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  beoause  we 
S5S  Uttle  browi  jug  [were  poor 

S.'*  Beu  IVilt 
257  Oood-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye 

2.SS  FHn  IB  Tnv  buma 


259  Katty  Avoumeen 
960  Sadie  Ray 
161  Bard  of  Armagh 
969  Hush,  my  darlings,  do  not  ^ 
963  Patrick's  day  parade 
164  Poor  Pat  must  emigrate 
966  Speak  to  me,  speak 

966  mrling,  I  will  come  again 

967  Bright«yed  litUe  NeUoC  MamMnset 

968  HsS,  Columbia  [ha* 

260  Uttle  footsteps 

270  Tim  Finnegan's  wake 

271  McDonnel's  old  tin  roof 

272  Scotch  la.s.^ie,  Jean 
978  Hat  me  father  wore 
274  Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 

276  I've  only  been  down  to  the  ehib 

876  Dance  me  on  your  knee 

877  Kiss  me  again 

178  Emmet's  "Love  of  the  shamrook ** 

279  Vacant  chair 

980  Sweet  sunny  South 

281  Our  good  ship  sails  to-oIsM 

888  Jersey  Sam 

883  Come  home,  father 

884  UtUe  Maggie  May 

186  Cackle,  cackle,  ca«kl*1 
288  Molly  Bawn  -* 

387  Maid  of  Athens 

288  Sallie  In  our  alley-- — ^ 

289  I'm  sitting  on  the  aUto,  Mmv 

290  Poor  old  Ned 
891  Doridna'  night 

291  Man  in  the  moon  Is  looking,  love 
993  When  the  flowing  tide  comes  in 
291  Don't  give  up  tlie  old  friends  (or  the 
296  Broken  down  [i 

296  Marriage  bella 

297  Have  I  not  been  kind  to  theel 

298  Flowers  will  come  in  May 

299  Awfully  clever 

300  My  little  one's  waiting  for  ma 

301  I'D  go  back  to  my  ola  love  again 
309  Butcher  boy 

303  There's  somebody  waltliy  (or  wm 

304  Are  you  there,  ICoriorityi 
306  I'se  gwine  back  to  Dizia 
900  Bidalia  Jane  HcCXnn 

907  Isle  de  Blackwell 

908  Where  are  the  friends  of  my  yOBtht 

909  Singing  on  the  roof 

910  Five  cent  shave 

911  Hen  convention 
S18  Red,  white  and  blue 

913  Old  oaken  bucket 

914  Uttle  sweetheart,  come  and  Ida  bm 
m  My  dream  of  love  is  o'er 
;n6  They  all  do  it 

317  Old  borne  alnt  what  tt  used  to  be 
tU  Wait  tilt  the  moonUgbt  fn-Hf  oa 

nt  Ua(rarBOt,daitlnr  ^ 

990  Ttsereiijiup  brings  my  heart  Is  tbaa 

891  American  national  Ooard 

882  Johnny'a  ao  bashful 

923  Daisy  Deane 

S4  I  wish  maauna  was  hero 

886  Pulling  hard  against  the  atrsam 

896  Dancing  in  the  aonllght 

827  Whatisitt 

881  There  never  was  a  coward  wbersfh* 

329  liOve  letters  [shamrock  grow* 

890  Delia  Clancy 

SSl  Remember  that  the  poor  tramp  haa  to 

839  Lsmentation  of  Johnny  Reel  [live 
V3  Roll  on,  silver  moon 

8S4  When  McOninness  gets  a  Job 
BSS  (Uve  an  honest  Irish  lad  a  chaaea 
06  Down  among  the  daisiea 
997  Down  by  the  old  mill  stream 

888  Answer  to  "  The  Gypsy's  wamtng" 

891  Battle  cry  of  freedom 

840  Home  nue  for  Ireland 

841  Riding  on  the  eterated  railroad 
849  S^en  McCormick  rules  the  Stat* 
149  Sweet  chiming  bella 

144  LeviKassiday 

346  I  want  to  see  the  cotton  flelda 

846  Walts  with  me 

847  Meet  me  by  moonlight  alooa 

848  Do  tbef  miss  me  at  homal 

849  UUher  and  shave 

880  Happy  be  thy  dreams 
KlTakeitin 

Va  Stokes'  verdict  (Jim  FtakaonO 

169  Lardy  dah 

164  De  golden  wedding 

856  My  mother-in-law 

886  What  should  make  theeaadiinydaittn* 

867  Dear  Italian  girl 

168  Banks  of  Brandywlne 

169  Old,  and  only  in  the  way 
160  Six  feet  of  earth 

Ml  Write  a  letter  to  my  motbar 

169  Yellow  roae  of  Texas 

t68  When  my  ship  comoa  In 

184  One  pound  two 

115  We  have  met,  loved  and  pafMA 

166  Bummer's  hotel 

•87  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now 

•68  I  ahall  never  be  happy  acala 

868  Soldier's  farewell 
>70  Old  kitchan  floor 
871  Sweet  Belle  Mahone 

•79  My  dear  Savannah  hom* 

rs  Klly^ariow 

•74  Wild  blah  boy 

•76  Dwendy-aeven  centa 

•76  A  star^  night  for  a  rambls 

•77  Looked  out  Shfter  nine 

878  Whip-poor-will's  song 

879  Day  when  you'll  forget  ma 

881  Youll  miss  me  when  I'mgoa* 
'  (81  Son  of  a  gambolier 

889  OoMen  stair 

883  Your  little  Liza  loves  you 

884  American  boy 

885  You  get  more  like  yoor  dad  ariiy  day 
8S8  Barney  McCoy 

987  Razors  in  the  air 


888  RnlHeflomer  '"    ■ 

888  Willi*  Reiuy 

880  Sweet  Aleeu 

•91  Old  Sexton 

893  PuU  down  theb_M 

•93  Do  they  thluk  of  n.«atllMiaf 

•94  Tell  me  »  hero  my  FVa'sgoaa 

•96  Barbara  AJlan 

896  The  'lon»^i>rrm«  n's  ntnkp 

897  Bonnie  8we<-t  Bessie,  the  maid  Of 
388  Bat.tilng  aong 
•99  Carrie  Lee 

400  One  wide  river  to  croa 

401  Moon  is  out  to-night,  lova 

409  Devil's  in  New  Jersey 

403  Rambler  from  Clare 

404  Pretty  Uttle  blue-eyed 

406  Faded  flowers 
4M  Dark-eyed  sailor 

407  Bose  of  Killamey 
401  Cot  in  the  comer 

401  Boya,  keep  away  from  thaglrti 

410  Phantom  f  ootstepa 
111  Bonny  hunch  of  ronea 
419  Pat  Ruoch  at  the  play 
ill  Doran's  aas 

4U  Banks  of  Claudy 

416  What  are  the  wild  waveaaaylBVf 
418  Her  front  name  is  "»""»- 

417  Sweet  Evelina 

418  Behind  the  aocncs 

419  Qoapel  raft 

488  Doo^  put  the  poor  worklngai 
691  Craiakeen  lawn 
428  I  had  but  flfty  cents 
Ua  Pm  leaving  now  the  oldCoika 
414  Irish  Molly,  O! 
496  Bing  my  mother  wura 
498  lite  nackbird 
487  little  cherry  bloaaom 
699  WM,  wist,  wist 
O  A  Tlolet  from  moCher'Bgiava 


439  Nelly  Bar 

rie,darling, 


now  goodly* 


691  Maggie  Jkrtinj 

«»  Sett,  Rlally 

4a  |ieetti« o(2e  wateta 

Ml  Walt  for  the  torn  of  the  ttda 


them  to  stop 
return  to  Qtonoo 


*m  WBtle  so  green 


Ml  Old 


Aan,  111  tell  your  m« 
'  'loned  homestead 


149  Emmet's  "  Mounts  in  «<  >ng  "      __ 
443  Old-faahioned churc.'i  nnUMHfl 
144  A  handful  of  turf 
116  Beauty  of  limeriol: 
448  Mrs.  Brady's  daughter 

147  IfaiT's  gone  with  a  cnoa 

148  Twinkle,  twinkle,  UtUestar 
111  In  hiqipy  moments 
161  Hi  Jenny,  ho  Jenny  Johnson 
461  All  on  account  of  Kllia 
169  Emmet'a  "  I  know  what  Knall* 
169  Down  in  a  coal  mina 
454  Drunkard's  dream 
166  Joe  Bowers 

166  There's  a  fine  ship  en  th« 

167  Put  me  In  my  little  bed 
161  Uttle  old  bouse  on  the  Rhlna 
161  Stolen  Idasea  are  the  Bwe«t««t 
460  "nie  brav<9  huzzars 
161  Uttle  old  log  cabin  by  the 
463  PadlUe  your  own  canoe 
468  Wittiin  n  mile  of  Edintwro*  town 
161  Gate's  ajar 
165  Arkansaw  traveler 
IM  Grant's  trip  around  the  woftt 

167  Old  leather  breeebea 

168  Rocky  road  to  Dublin 

169  Tomplke  gate 

170  UtUe  old  German  home 

171  Beautiful  girt  of  Klldara 
ITS  Baby's  got  a  tooth 
178  My  poor  heart  is  aadwitb  Its 
171  Pallet  of  slntw 

176  Low-back'd  ear 

178  Your  laasis  wiU  betraa 

177  In  de  evening  by  de  moonUghl 

178  When  theae  old  clothes  ware  naw 

179  Up  at  Jonee'  wood 

180  Boaton  burglar 

181  The  Campbells  are  comln' 

188  You  never  miaa  the  watarttU  the  w4 
188  Bonnie  Eloiae  [rana  m^ 

181  River  Boe 

116  Murder  in  Cohoea 

181  Poor  Uttle  Joe 

187  Along  the  Ksn^iui  Una 

188  Hie  banjo  now  bangsaltaDtc 

189  Walt  tilf  the  clouds  roU  by 

190  Over  the  garden  wall 

191  I'm  a  man  you  don't  meetavery  day 

198  Blue  Alsatian  mountaina 
493  (^banning  young  widow  I  mat  1b  tlra 
191  Black-eyed  Susan 

196  bianlsh  cavaUer 
IM  (mve  of  Bonapaita 

197  OMdog^Sy^ 
tf8  JuaniU 

199  Moonlight  on  the  laka 
COO  MahdClare 
Ml  AUthatgUtteraUnotcoM 
tot  MarseiUea  hymn 
•OS  God  save  the  Queen 
604  RolUng  homo  In  the 
606  If  aver  I  ceaae  to  lova 
601  Cheer,  boys,  cheer 
107  Dixie's  land 

608  Mother  says  I  mustn't 

609  FeUow  that,  looks  like ; 
611  Watch  on  the  Rhina 
6U  A  lock  of  mother's  hair 
619  Stop  dat  knocking  at 

613  Virginia  rosebud 

614  Red  robin 
eit  Gospel  train 
6i(  We  iropt  go  home  tffl 


We  will  send  10  of  the  above  Songs,  your  selection,  for  10  cents;  30  for  S6  cents;  60  for  40  cents;  100  for  76  cents,  or  lOOO 
for  $5.  135"  Remember  we  will  not  send  leas  than  10  of  these  Songs  by  mail.  Be  sure  to  order  Songs  by  their  numbers  only.  We  wffl 
■end  the  sheet  music  of  any  song  on  this  page,  arranged  for  the  piano,  words  and  music  combined,  for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  8  copies  for  $!< 
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BONES ;  His  Bags  and  Stump  Speeches. 

PRICE,   15  CENTS. 

'l^HIS  book  contalDS  a  series  of  the  best  selected  jokes,  conun- 
■      drums,  gags,  stump  speeches,  sketches,  dialect  pieces,  etc. 

It^is  a  book  for  every  burnt  cork 

)  w     ■  •"  ^^"^  "'r/'T'  rsiz. — ,  ipjii    man  ;    every  dabbler  in  darkey 

ilolnjis,  and  everybody  who  likes 

irenuine  fun.     This  book  is  way 

ahead  of  any   work  of  its  kind, 

and  is  an  absolute   necessity  for 

anyone  who  wants  to  know  the 

lifst  bits  of  the  Ethiopian  stage, 

us   produced    by  the  most  cele 

bnted  end  men  and  comedians 

of    the    present     day,    such    as 

George   Thatcher,  Primrose  and 

West,  Add  Ryman,  Ned  Turner 

and  others.      It  also  contains  a 

number     of     mirth  -  provoking 

Dutch  stories  and  dialogues,  and 

^   """^j^^ps*— -  wn       "Broken   Chinee"  dialect   pieces 

\>j  jfig      wfUT^       that  will  make  your  sides  ache 

^lUlil>  tmrt?nHy^i     ^'^^^  laughter;   besides  sketches 

^««r  OrtiftV*^^  with     songs,     including      both 

words  and  music.  In  fact,  the 
book  is  crammed,  jammed,  chuck 
full  and  bubbling  over  with  red-hot,  fiery  fun  and  merry  music. 
Don't  fail  to  get  the  best  minstrel  book  published  at  a  low  price. 
Printed  on  good  quality  of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and 
boimd  In  handsome  colored  cover.  Will  be  sent  by  mail,  post 
paid,  upon  receipt  of  only  Fifteen  Cents. 

BYRON  CHRISTY'S 

^  BUCK  CLOWN  JOKE  BOOK.  ^ 

PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


I 


I^OTHINQ  is  more  popular 
*■  ^  and  acceptable  to  an  intel- 
ligent audience  than  negro  wit 
and  humor.  In  this  book  will 
be  found  some  of  the  most  funny 
things  published  in  colored  dia- 
logue, witty  sayings,  mirth-pro- 
voking poems,  etc.  This  should 
not  h«  confounded  with  worth- 
less imitations  on  the  same  sub- 
lect,  published  and  advertised 
largely  by  irresponsible  con- 
cerns. There  will  be  found  in 
this  work  stories  and  jokes  that 
appear  in  no  other  publication. 
VVell  printed  and  neatly  bound 
In  colored  cover.  Price,  by 
mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


WEHMIN'S  CRICKET  AND  LA  CROSSE. 

(^UICKET  was  first  played  in 
^^  England  as  early  as  the 
fourteenth  century,  yet  many  re- 
visions have  taken  place  since 
then.  A  game  that  can  claim 
such  popularly  for  centuries  as 
has  this,  must  be  of  more  than 
ordinary  merit.  Few  people  un- 
derstand the  latest  revised  rules, 
and  for  the  purpose  of  explaining 
them  we  have  published  this 
book.  It  also  contains  the  na- 
tional game  of  Canada,  La 
Crosse,  with  all  the  latest  revised 
rules,  etc.  In  the  book  will  be 
found  numerous  illustrations  and 
diagrams,  so  that  persons  tbor- 
ougiily  ignorant  of  the  games 
can,  at  a  glance,  become  familiar 
with  them.  Well  printed  and 
bound  In  colored  cover.      Price, 


by  mall,  postpaid,  T«b  Cents. 


TAIBO ;  His  Jekesand Funiy  Sayings. 

PRICE,  1  5  CENTS. 

'T'n IS  title  scarcely  conveys  the  idea  of  the  Immense  variety  of 
*      material  for  minstrel  shows  that  this  book  presents.     It  con- 1 

naoM  nrrmm  eawa  tains,  besides  many  other  valua- 1 

C|2    M   V    V^l^  iji^      ^^    points,    the    arf  of    tellinff 
^^^    M    \li  r  7^^i      funny   end    men's    stories   and  i 
I      t\  AwA  Vll       1      Sag8  in  a  proper  manner,  how  to  , 
A     J  m^WA^^V  J      "spring  a  joke,"   etc.      Bobby 
^  ^  ^^      Newcomb,  the   celebrated  mln- 

■^  strel  and  author  of  this  work, 

gives  in  one  portion  of  the  book, 
in  clear  and  simple  langiiage,  in- 
structions for  the  amateur  in  full 
detail,  so  that  any  person  follow- 
ing them  carefully  cannot  fail  to 
become  successful  in  this  branch 
of  the  profession.  It  also  con- 
tains a  large  number  of  "  rip- 
tearing,"  "  hot  time,"  "  side- 
splitting*' jokes  and  witticisms ; 
a  large  variety  of  the  latest  i 
mirlh -provoking  talk  forTambo. 
also  the  cream  of  "  tried  and 
true"  roaring  stump  speeches. 
Printed  on  a  good  quality    of  paper. 


ftt^jAYjy^ 


burlesque  sermons. 


etc. 


esQ 
from  clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  In  handsome  colored  "cover. 
Will  l>e  sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  to  any  adJress  on  receipt  of  price, 
Fifteen  Cents. 


-€WEHIIM'S  BOOK  ON  SONB  BIBDS^- 

Thdr  Managtmont,  BrMding,  Rtaring,  Etc. 


PRICE,   lO 


for  their  treatment  in  disease 
by  mail,  postpaid.  Tea  Cents* 


CENTS. 

'piIERE  is  nothing  that  adds  so 
*■  much  cheerfulness  to  a 
home  as  the  sweet  singing  of  a 
bird,  and  there  should  be  one  or 
more  In  -every  well  regulated 
household.  This  book  is  a  com- 
plete treatise  on  the  subject  and 
teaches  how  to  care  for  all  kinds 
of  birds,  such  as  Canary,  Skv- 
lark,  Woodlark,  Linnet,  Black- 
bird, Thrush,  Goldfinch,  Bull- 
finch, Chaffinch,  Twite,  Lesser 
Kcdpole,  Hawfinch,  Nightingale, 
etc.  It  also  gives  full  instruc- 
tions on  the  following  subjects  : 
Cleanliness,  food,  cages,  pairing,  ( 
and  breeding,  besides  a  full  de- 
scription of  the  different  breeds, 
their  habits,  etc,  and  directions 
Well  printed  and  bound.    Price, 


WEHMIN'S  BOOK  Oil  BASEBALL 

PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 


paid.  Ten  Centa. 


•THIS  is  a  complete  guide. 
*■      giving  in  detail  full  di- 
rections for  playing  the  great ' 
American  National  game.     It ' 
contains  all    of    the    revised 
rules,  with  explanatory  notes, 
instructions     for    scoring,    a  I 
diagram  showing  plainly  how 
to  lay  out  a  base-ball  field  in 
the  proper    dimensions,   and 
the  positions  to   be   occupied 
by  the  several  players.     The 
duties  of  each  player  is  care- 
fully explained,  also  the  jur- 
isdiction of  the   umpire  and 
his  powers.     Added  to  this  is  I 
an  interesting   history   of  the  i 
rise    and     progress     of    this  i 
great  national  game  in  a  con- 
cise form.     Well  printed  and 
bound.    Seot  bj  naU,  post- 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRYjI.  WEHIMAN,  Pub  % 
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/fEHMAN'S 
COMPLETE 


OOK 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 


40  tt>«  FIffarM  of  the  0«rm&D  and  Ererr  New  and  Faahionable  Walts,  SoatMl  «V 
■quar«  Dane*  known  In  E^irope  or  America.  The  Author  haa  made  this  Bouk  ao  Simpla 
and  Flain  that  any  child  can,  bT  rcadiuir  it,  become  an  expert  in  Dancing  without  the 
■4d  of  a  Teacher.  No  otheT  Book  on  Pandng  will  compare  with  thia.  All  the  Latest  and 
Fashionable  Dances  are  iniuutely  deBcribed  by  Illustrated 
FilTuree  from  Life,  Bzplainlnff  Positions  in  Round  Dances,  Ac, 
and  this  Orlcrinal  Method  emOtles  persons  to  learn  the  Waits  br 
practicing  it  a  yery  few  times,  and  you  will  have  no  cfifflculty  in 
acquiring  it.  Hints  for  the  Organization  and  Manaffemenk  of 
Balls,  Parties,  Ac.  Advice  in  regard  to  the  Selection  of  Musil  lOr 
Balls,  Private  Fai-tles,  &c.  On  Calling,  Kational  Guard  Quaddlat, 
the  Plain  Quadrille,  the  Lanc«rs,  the  Saratoga  Lanoers,  the  Cale> 
donians,  the  Surpriae  Quadrille,  the  Prince  Imperial  ^adrilto, 
the  Walts  Quadrille  Ku.  1  and  2,  the  OUde  Lancers,  the  9U<i* 
CaJedouians,  the  Parisian  Varieties,  the  London  Polka  Quadrille. 

auadrille  Figures— 'Hie  Baskit  Figure,  the  Star  Fi^rare,  the 
arch  Figure,  the  Jig  Figure,  the  Minuet  Figure,  the  Oieat 
Figure,  the  Mne-Pin  FTJSfure.  Contra  Dances— The  Virginia  Reel, 
Pop  Ooea  the  Weasel,  Spanish  Dance,  the  Sicilian  Circle.  -  Qrand 
March,  Quadrille  or  Square  Dances,  Explanation  of  Quadrille 
Steps  and  Movements,  ulastrations  of  Five  Positions  in  Dancing. 

Points  on  Hound  Dances,  the  Polka,  the  Walts,  the  Modem  Plain 

I'alCB,  Glide  Walts,  tlie  Polka  Masourka,  tho  Knicksrbocker,  the  Newport,  the  Var- 
KMlTlenne,  Danish  Daitce,  the  Racquet,  the  Wave,  the  Bohemian,  or  Heel  and  Toe  Polka, 
the  Oalop,  the  Schottlsche,  the  Deux  Temps,  the  Sicilieime.  Th«  German— S*  Flgutes, 
«iTli)g  tAANaiuasana  nillDeeoi^loB  of  each.anAHow  toDannethemOomoUr.  ItlS 
a  book  of  great  value.    Price  TWCNTV-FIVE  OKNTS  per  copy. 


I^^Sa  LOVE  LETTERS 


25    CENTS. 


per  copy.    SPEriAI,— Hve  copies  ror  ci.     uei  nmr  or  your  nienas  10  ciuo  in  wi 
b  cents  each,  mftm"g  M  lu  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  free  of  charge. 


r^-.>'^WEH MAN'S  NEW  BOOK  OF  ^ 

RIDDLES  ^CONUNDRUMS 


PMCE    25    CENTS. 

This  book  contains  the  "slftlnKS"  from  tba 
"whole field "  of  RJddliB  and  Conundmmg, along 
with  a  lot  of  recent,  flrst-class  productiona  In 
It  can  be  founa  curious,  puzzling  and  pleasing 
Riddles  and  Conundniiiie— to  suit  every  phase  ot 
feeling,  sentltnrnt  or  humor.  A  capital  fiook  for 
end  men  in  minstrel enterlaininciits, as  itconlalna 

Questions  and  answers  tliat  will  invailably  "bring; 
own  a  house."  With  the  aid  of  this  book.  Toucan 
"liuld  your  own  "  with  those  who  are  continually 
"spriiining  old  chestnuts"  on  to  you— yes,  m*- 
tcrial  with  which  to  "criisIi"or  silence  would-be 
puiistei-s.  It  contains  Riddles  and  Conundnuna 
tlittt  will  keep  the  whole  continent  gnessing  and 
then  they  '11  have  to  give  'em  up  half  the  time.  In 
fact,  it  contains  the  nest  and  largest  collection  ot 
Riddles  and  Conundrums  ever  sold  at  Bo  low  a 

price.    Price  TWENTY-FIVE  CENT9  5*' 

copy,  by  mall,  post-paid.  Spbcial— Five  copies  for 
$1.  Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  In  with  yoa 
•t2S  cents  eiicli,  making  9I  in  all,  and  thereby  get 
ypor  own  bonk  free  of  charge.  Clean  and  unuaed 
V.  &  postage  stamps,  of  any  denoniination,  taken 
aameascasli.  In  sending  silver,  be  sure  to  wrap 
a  nnall  piece  of  newspuwr  around  It,  to  prevent  ft 
from  tearing  through  the  envelope.  Send  green- 
iMUSka  for  large  amounts  if  not  Inconvenient  to 

TOO-  Any  five  Twentr^ve  Cent  BooK* 
on  thie  page  for  •  I  ■ 
ADDBSSB  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 


l?iere  to  no  greater  or  more  profound  reality  than  love.  There  is  no  nobler  possession 
than  the  love  of  another.  Then)  Is  no  hii^her  gift  from  one  human  being  to  another 
than  love.  Tlie  gift  au'l  tho  p<>s.se.<sloii  are  true  sanctifiers  of  lift-,  and  should  be  worn  as 
precious  Jewels,  wltli.iut  affectation  and  without  liashfulness.  For  this  i-eason  there  is 
nothing  to  be  akhaiiied  of  in  a  lov>«  letter,  provided  it  be  sincere.    A  celebrated  writer 

once  said  that  "  to  write  a  good  love  letter,  you  must  be- 
g-in without  knowing  what  you  are  going  to  say,  and 
finish  without  knowing  what  you  have  said."  The  re- 
mark ip  to  some  extent  correct,  as  the  true  secret  of  all 
successful  letter-"  riting  lies  in  the  power  of  conveying 
the  thoughts,  feelings,  and  desires  of  tlie  writer  to  his  or 
her  con-espondent.  Such  a  letter  would  undoubtedly  re- 
flect the  state  of  the  writei's  heart,  agitated  and  dis- 
ordered by  the  tumultuous  throbs  of  passion;  but,  as  tho 
zeal  ot  young  persons  generally,  in  mattcis  affecting  tho 
heart,  is  very  apt  to  outrun  discretion,  expression  would 
unconsciously  be  given  (o  absurd  and  foolish  protest*- 
tions,  or  to  extravagant  and  romantic  adulation  of  the 
I  object  of  attachment. 

To  obviate  this  tendency,  Iot«  and  courtship  letter, 
should  be  an  index  of  the  writei's  good  sense  and  Jndg» 
ment  as  well  as  the  state  of  the  affections,  a\id  therefore 
regard  should  be  had  in  the  composition  of  them,  as  well 
a.  In  all  other  letters,  to  propriety  of  diction,  correctness  of  taste  and  purity  of  style, 
avoiding  the  boinl)ast  and  affectation  and  morbid  sentimcntallsm  which  too  fi-equently 
chaructcrizos  epistles  on  these  subjects.  And  though  in  persona  of  refinement  and  edu- 
cation an  lionoi-able  attachment  will  siifUce  to  prompt  Its  candid  expression,  there  are 
many  persons  not  jioasessed  of  these  advantages,  to  wnom  correspondence  Is  always  at- 
tended with  considerable  dimoulty.  To  nil  such  the  series  of  Leiters  contained  in  thia 
book.  In  which  delicacy  of  feeling  and  the  warmth  of  expn-ssion  suiied  to  the  subject  hare 
been  carefully  blended,  will  be  found  an  important  aid  in  acquiring  facility  and  accu- 
racy in  the  art  of  liCtter-Writing.  It  also  contains  the  Art  of  Secret  Writing,  the  Lan- 
guage of  Love  Poetically  Poitrave.l,  and  SimiWifled  Rules  of  Grammar.  Price  25  Ct8« 
per  copy.    SPEriAi.-Kive  copies  for  81.    Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at 
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^  10-C»llt  &     ^5 

Irish  Songster 


«   -N-    CONTAINING    ^   » 


200  Songs.     200  Songs. 


CONTENTS  t— A  Handfal  of  Earth  from  Mother's  QnTe— An  Irish 

Pair  Day— An  Irisbman's  Toast— A  Letter  from  Ireland— A  Plain  Little 
Irish  Olrl— A  Sweet  Irish  Girl  Is  the  Darline;- Avenging  and  Bright— 
Balllnamnck  Brigade— Banks  of  Clandy— Bard  of   Armagh— Barney, 
Come  Home— Barney  O'Hea— Barney,  the  Lad  from  Kildare— Beaatifai 
Girl  of  Kildare— Beaotifal  Shamrock  of  Old  Ireland— Bells  of  Shandon 
-Bernard  Reilly— Birth  of  St  Patrick— Blackbird— Bonny  Irish  Boy- 
Boys  of  Kilkenny— Brennen  on  the  Moor— Bridget  Donahne— Bryan 
O'Lynn— Bunch  of  Shamrocks — Burial  of  Sir  John  Moore— Barkers 
Dream— Castlebar  Boy— Celebrated  Speech  of  Rotiert  Emmet— Colleen 
Bawn — Colleen  Dhas  Machree — Come  Back  to  Erin— Come  Back  to 
Your  Irish  Home— Cow  that  Ate  the  Pmer— Crooskcen  Lawn — Croppy 
Boy — Cashlamaclirce — Dainty  Gladys — Dandy  Pat— Dan  Maloney  Istne 
Man— Dear  Harp  of  My  Country— Dear  Irish  Boy— Dear  Little  Colleen- 
Dear  Old  Ireland— Death  of  Sarsfleld- Donnelly  and  Cooper— Dough- 
erty's Boarding  House— Drinking  with  Daniel  Maloney— Dublin  Bay- 
Emmet's  Farewell  to  His  True  Love — Erin,  Mavonmoen— Erin's  Green 
Shore— Erin's  Lovely  Home— Exile  of  Erin— Exile's  Lament— Bily  Ma- 
vonmeen— Foster  Yoa  Pluck  Them  the  Thicker  They  Grow- Pittber 
O'Flynn— Father  Tom  O'Nell— Fenian's  Escape— Fine  Old  Irish  Gentle- 
man— Garden  Where  the  Praties  Grow— Garryowen- Give  an  Honest 
Irish  Lad  a  Chance— God,  Save  Ireland — Good-bye,  Biddy  Dear— Good- 
bye, Mike,  Good-bye,  Pat — Grave  of  Wolfe  Tone — Green  Above  the  Bed 
—Green  Linnet— Green  Little  Shamrock  of  Ireland— Handy  Andy— Harp 
that  Once  thro'  Tara's  Halls— Hat  Me  Father  Wore— How  Oft  Has  the 
Banshee  Criedt— I'm  a  Man  Yon  Don't  Meet  Every  Day— I  Left  Ireland 
and  Mother  becance  We  Were  Poor— I  Owe  $10  to  O'Grady— Ireland- 
Ireland  Will  Yet  Be  Free— Irish  Brigade— Irish  Colleen— Irish  GIri— 
Irishman's  Home  —  Irishman's    Sbanty— Irishmen   of   To-Day— trlsti 
Molly  O— Irish  Potheen— Irish  Stranger— Irish  Volnnteers— Ivy  Green— 
I'll  Take  Yon  Home  Again,  Kathleen— Jennie,  the  Flower  of  Kildare— 
John  Mitchell— Johnny  Dougherty,  the  Tailor— Kate  Kearney— Kate 
O'Brien— Kathleen,   Mavonmeen  —  Katty,  Avonmeen— Katv    Ryan- 
Kerry  Dance — Killamey— Kitty  of  Colcraine— Lament  of  the  Irish  Emi- 
grant—Lannigan's  Ball— Last  Kose  of  Summer- Let  Erin  Remember  the 
Days  of  Old— Limerick  Is  Beautiful— Limerick  Races— Little  Foor-Leaf 
Shamrock  from  Glennore— Love's  Young  Dream— Low-Backed  Car- 
Maid  of  Erin— Manchester  Martyrs— Man  that  Struck  O'Hara — Man 
Who  Taught  Her  to  Dance— Mary  of  Tipperary— Maureen  Mavonmeen— 
Meeting  of  the  Waters— Micliael  Dwyer— Minstrel  Boy— Mrs.  Higgins' 
Parlor  Floor— Molly  Bawn— Molly  Flynn— Mother,  He's  Going  Away— 
My  Dear  Old  Irish  Home— My  Emmet's  No  More— My  Heart's  in  Old 
Ireland— Mv  Pretty  Irish  Oneen— Nell  Flangherty's  Drake— Nelly  Brady 
—No  Irish  Need  Apply— No  Irish  Wanted  Here— Norah  Aroon— Norah, 
Asthore— Norah  O'Neal  — Norah,   the  Pride  of  Kildare— Now  Then, 
Molly— Och,  Paddy,  Is   It  Yourselff— O'Donnell,  the    Avenger— Oh, 
Blame  Not  the  Bard— Oh,  Breathe  Not  His  Name— Oh,  Leave  Not  Yoar 
Kathleen — Oh,  Molly  Grocan— Old  Ireland  Forever— Once  More  In  the 
Dear  Old  Land— Origin  of  the  Harp— Paddy  Is  the  Boy— Paddy  Loves  a 
Shamrock— Paddys   Land— Paddy  Whack— Pat  and  the  Priest— Pat 
Malloy— Pat  of  Mulliugar— Pat  O'Hara— Patrick  Sheehan— Pat  Roach 
at  the  Play— Pat's  Not  So  Black  As  He's  Been  Painted— Poor  Irish  Mins- 
trel—Pretty  Maid  Milking  Her  Cow— Pride  of  Mayo— Ragged  Pat^Re- 
member  Boy,  You're  Irish- Returnof  Pat  Malloy— Rich  and  Rare  Were 
the  Qeuis — Rising  of  the  Moon— Robert  Eminct— liocky  Road  to  Dublin 
— Rory  O'More- Rose  of  Killamey— Rose  of  Tralee— Shamus  O'Brien — 
Shamns  O'Brien,  Recitation — Shan  Van  Vogh— She  Is  Far  from  the 
Land— Sprig  of  Shillelah— Star  of  Glengary— Sublime  Was  the  Warning 
—Sweet  Dreams  of  Erin— Tail  iv  Me  Coat  —  Tan-yard  Side— Teddy 
O'Neal— Terrance  McMul lin— There  Never  Was  a  Coward  Where  the 
Shamrock  Grows— Those  Single  Days  of  Old— Though  the  Last  Glimpse 
of  Brin  with  Sorrow  I  See— Three  Leaves  of  Shamrock— Tim  Finiean's 
Wake— Tipperary  Christening— True  Irish  Hearts— Twig  of  Shillelab 
—Valley  Lay  Smiling  Before  Me— Wearing  of  the  Green— Wedding  of 
Ballyporeen— When  Ireland  Has  an  Army  and  a  Navy  of  Her  Own — 
Where  Is  Kathleenf— Whisky,  You're  the  Divil— Whistling  Thief— Why 
Paddy's  Always  Poor— Widow  McGee— Widow's  Only  Son— Wild  Irish 
Boy— Toa'll  Bemember  Me— Yoa'll  Soon  Forget  Kathleen— Toong  Boae. 


This  book  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  by  mall,  po6t-pftId,  on  noelpt 
of  10  Oanta  in  silver  or  postage  stamps.    Address  all  orders  to 


•^^  HENRY  J.  WEHUN,4^ 

Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK.  -5365^ 


HENRY  J.  WEHNM, 


Park  Rowp  N.  Y. 


j 

I 


^■te 


mS^ 


W^P 


..m 


6th  and  7th 

BOOKS  i  MOSES 


•LOO 


6th  and  7th 

BOOKS 
IMOSESI 


Moses*  Magical  Soirtt-Art 


Prict,  On>  Dollar  ptr  Copy ;  or  3  CopUs  for  Two  Dollars. 

TRANSLATED  antler  our  personal  supervision  Into  the  English  laiif^uaKe,  and  pub- 
lished by  ua  for  the  HrHt  time.    With  exact  coplea  of  over  one  Hundred  and 
Twenty-Five  Seals,  Sitfns,  Emblems,  etc.,  used  l)y  Jlosea,  AJiron,  Israelites, 
Egyptians,  etc.,  in  their  astonishing  magical  and  otlier  arts,  inrludiiiK  the 
period  of  time  covered  by  the  Old  and  New  TestJiments.    Tills  wonderful  translation  is 
of  great  importance  to  the  Christian,  Deist,  Jew  or  Gentile,  Epis<(ii)allan  or  Koman 

Catholic,  and  dl8.senter8  of  every  denomination.  Tlie 
extracts  from  the  old  and  rare  Mosjilc  Bi><)k3  of  the  Talmud 
and  Cabala  are  invaluiil.le.  This  book  jrivca  the  use  of  the 
P.salms  for  the  bodily  wclfareof  man  by  the  eminent  trans- 
lator, OoDFRKY  Ski.iu.  Moses,  the  jfreat  lawgiver  of  Israel, 
wrote  the  first  five  books  of  Holy  Writ.  These  are  gener- 
al ly  known  as  the  Five  Books  of  Moses.  It  is  believed,  and 
known  to  comparatively  few,  that  there  were  two  more 
books  written  by  hiiu.  Known  as  the  Sixth  and  Seventh 
BiHjks  of  Moses.  To  these  we  wish  to  draw  your  attention. 
Writing,  manuscripts,  etc.,  of  precious  wi»rtn  have  existed 
for  ages  past  th;it  could  bo  traced  to  the  time  of  Moses,  but 
few  of  these  have  lieen  published,  except  In  small  fragments. 
Tlil-q  is  accounted  for  by  the  fact  that  the  high  priests, 
«lergy,  and  heads  of  various  religious  IkhIIcs  were  unwilling 
that  the  people  should  be  given  those  deeper  mysteries, 
l>eing  fearful  of  losing  their  hold  on  them.  Another  reason 
Is  that  It  was  feared  the  information  would  be  used  for 
unlawful  puriK)ses.  It  Is  scarcely  iH>sslble  that  Moses  con- 
fined his  literature  to  the  first  five  books  of  the  Bible,  If  we 
tJike  Into  consideration  the  lengthened  jieriod  of  his  life  and 
changes  of  his  association.  Wo  find  lu  Acts  7:'£i  that  Moses 
was  learned  In  wistlom  of  the  Egyptians  until  his  fortieth  year.  He  .icqulred  during 
his  residence  at  the  Court  of  Pharaoh  many  Egj-ptian  arts  In  his  consUnt  intercourse 
with  learned  men.  He  became  adept  In  those  magical  arts  practiced  by  them.  We 
find  In  Exodus  7:11  Moses  cast  his  rod  before  the  King,  which  became  a  serpent, 
Pharaoh  sent  for  his  maglcian.s,  who  also  cast  down  their  rods,  which,  by  their 
enchantments,  also  became  serpents.  Few  persons  have  not  some  b»>llef  In  these 
.strange  and  oftentimes  unexplained  Influences  that  seem  to  Burround  ua  through  life 
fur  good  or  evil,  and  It  la  honestly  thought  that  the  study  of  this  work,  the  Sixth  and 
Seventh  Books  of  Moses,  will  be  a  source  of  happiness  and  iirosiHTlty  to  millions.  The 
fanati(!  may  sjiv  that  thia  publication  will  foster  su|>erstltii)n,  but  the  enlightened  and 
unprejudlied  will  perceive  that  the  tran.slatlon  into  the  English  language  will  certiilnly 
Ih)  more  servlceai>le  than  all  previous  productions,  which  were  only  circulated  in 
abstract  form,  and  sold  at  extortionate  prices.  In  regard  to  this  edit  ion,  the  so-called 
Sixth  and  Seventh  Books  of  Mo.ses,  which  have  for  several  centuries  attracted  the  popti- 
lar  faith,  are  In  accorilance  with  an  old  manuscript  and  gi%en  word  for  word.  We 
guanintee  that  not  one  syllable  has  been  added.  To  the  publishers  of  Germany  must 
l)e  given  the  credit  of  having,  at  an  enormous  expense,  collected  these  invaluable  man- 
u.script.s,do<*ument3,  etc.,  from  which  this  work  Is  compiled.  It  Is  from  theOerman 
translation  that  we  nave  pro<lnced  the  p:ngllsh  e<lltion  of  the  Sixth  and  Seventh  B«M»ks 
of  Moses,  in  which  Is  given  exact  copies  of  all  the  original  Illustrations  as  they  existed 
on  ancient  parchments,  etc.,  explained  in  plain  p:ngllsh  language.  The  German  work 
has  for  some  time  largely  circulated  in  (Jermany  and  among  the  Germans  In  this 
country,  and  Is  pronounced  the  most  wonderful  work  ever  published.  So  true  Is  this 
that  many  millions  of  (Jerinan.s,  and  others  of  German  education,  never  undertake  any 
Importiint  step  In  life  relating  to  finance,  e.xchange,  or  health,  without  seeking  from  its 
pages  advice  and  guidance.  Volume  I  of  the  Sixth  and  Seveiilh  Books  of  Moses  as 
translated  from  the  orighial  writings,  contains  all  that 
Is  embraced  by  the  White  and  Black  Art,  together  with 
the  ministering  spirits  whi<'h  were  hlilden  from  David, 
the  father  of  Solomon.  First  S«;al,  the  Seal  of  Treas- 
ures. Second,  the  Seal  of  Fortune.  Third,  for  Resi)ectj 
Affection,  Admiration,  et<!.  Fourth,  Plea.sures  and 
Health.  Fifth,  the  Seal  of  Power,  etc.  Sixth,  the  Seal  of 
Visions  and  Dreams.  Seventh,  Seal  of  Earth's  Treas- 
ures. It  also  contains  the  four  (Jreat  Divisions  of  the 
spirits-  Spirits  of  the  Air,  Fire,  Water  and  Earth,  with 
their  .ises,  powerful  secrets.and  full  explanatory  t<ibles. 
It  gives  the  tables  of  Saturn,  Jupiter,  Mars,  Sun,  Mer- 
cury an<l  Venus,  each  of  which  pos.sesses  special  power. 
There  is  given  the  exact  engraving  of  the  Magical  (Mr- 
cle,  etc.  The  Miiglc  of  the  Israelites  Is  fully  explained, 
giving  a  complete  and  valuable  hlstory.wllh  more  than 
100  Biblical  references,  such  as  ge<'ond  sight,  healing  tho 
sick  acx'onllng  to  scriptural  t<«iu-hlngs,  visions  and 
dreams,  spiritual  and  sensual  affection,  elevation  of 
will  and  higher  vitality,  the  flery  f«^rpent,  spurious 
prophets,  divine  Inspiration  and  mesmeric  clalrvoyan( o. 
the  «leail  working  wonders,  the  Inherent  power  to  heal 
diseas«>,  Simon  the  Sorcerer,  and  many  other  topics  of 
great  value  are  fully  explained.  Volume  II  of  thlswon<ler- 
lul  work  coiitalns  illustrations  representing  the  signs  used  by  the  Israelites,  such  as  tho 
breast  plate  of  Moses,  magical  laws  of  Moses,  chalice  of  holines.s,  con.iuration  of  Elea- 
/or,  the  son  of  Aaron;  breast  plate  of  Aiiron,  citation  of  Oermuthsai,  dismission  of 
Leviathan,  Baalainls sorcery,  conjuration  of  the  laws  of  Moses,  dismission  of  Moses, 
signs  to  iM)  used,  or  the  right  and  left  sid<!;  spirit  in  a  pillar  of  burning  fire,  spirit  appears 
in  a  dourl,  signs  of  frogs  and  p«'stllence,  signs  of  cattle,  olack  smallpox  and  hall,  spirit 
in  the  burning  bush,  and  tho  sUiff  changed  Intoa  serjient.  These  engravings  are  exact 
copies  ot  those  by  the  Israelites  and  Egvptians  to  accomplish  the  designs  for  good  or 
ov'.  f»'"l  fi'"*' >**'P'H'!i'*'ly  explained.  This  Iniok  has  Iwcome  rnorniously  popular.  Be- 
ware of  humbugs.  Volumes  1  and  II  l>ound  together  In  one  volume.  I'rico  reduced  to 
One  Dollar  per  copy,  by  mall,  iwstpald;  or  3  copies  for  Two  Dollars. 


1 

■ 

I  Address  all  orders  to  H.  J.  WEHMAN,  Publlshtr,  108  Park  Row,  Now  York. 


WEBSTER'S 
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Or,  Counting-House  Correspondent 
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CONTAINING  plain,  practical  directions  for 
^^  carrying  on  every  kind  of  Commercial  and 
Banking  Business— Including 
Mercanlile  Letters  on  every 
conceivable  subject;  laws  and 
ustiges  of  Banking  and  Bro- 
kerage, Forms  of  OlHclal  Pa- 
pers on  Shipping,  Insurance, 
etc.  Also  containing  an  ex- 
tensive and  useful  gloss;try  of 
words  and  phrases  used  In 
commercliil  and  banking  cir- 
cles. Together  with  a  brief 
but  comprehensive  table  of 
the  coin  and  currency  in  use 
by  the  different  nations  of 
the  world,  giving  relative  values,  etc.  This 
LKK)k  Is  a  standard  of  reference  on  all  points  of 
mercantile  usage,  and  should  lie  In  every  busi- 
ness establl.Hhmeiit  and  counting-house.  Sent 
;>y  mall,  postpaid,  on  re<-eipt  of  25  Ceuta. 


I,  poi 
laUu 


Vddresa  aU  orders  ♦  o 


TAMBO 


I 

His  Mas  and  Funny  Sayings 


Prie««  IB  OantSa 

*HIS  title  scarcely  conveys  the  Idea  of  the 
Immense  variety  ot  material  for  minstrel 
shows  that  this  book 
presents.  It  contains, 
Desldea  nwny  other 
valuable  points,  the 
art  of  telling  runny 
end  men's  stories  and 
gags  In  a  proi)er  tuau- 
ner;  how  to  "spring  a 
^_^^^__^^^^^  Joke," etc.  Bobby  Nkw- 
^2*?^^^^^^^^r.  (oxu^  the  celebrated 
min.strel,  and  author 
of  this  work,  gives  In 
one  portion  of  the 
book,  In  clear  and  sim- 
ple language.  Instruc- 
tions for  the  amateur  In  full  detail,  so  tluit  any 
t)erson  following  them  carefully  cannot  fall  to 
become  successful  In  this  brancli  of  the  profes- 
sion. It  also  contains  a  large  numlxir  of  "rlp- 
tcarlng,"  "hot  time,"  "side-splitting"  Jokes  and 
witticisms;  a  large  variety  of  the  latest  mlrth- 
provoklng  talk  for  Tambo,  also  the  cream  ot 
'tried  and  tnie"  roaring  stump  s|)ee<'hes,  bur- 
lesque  sermons.  Well  printed  and  liound.  Sent 
by  luall,  postt>aid,  on  receipt  of  1 5  Cents. 
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Prie*  2S  C«nts,  by  mallt  postpaid. 

ANEW,  cheap,  and  thoroughly  reliable  work 
on  the  corretrt  method  of^  mixing  fancy 
drinks  as  they  are  served  to- 
day at  the  prlnclpjil  Imr- 
rooms  throughout  the  United 
States  and  Canada.  It  tells 
In  short,  how  to  make  all 
kinds  of  plain  and  mixed 
drinks— In  fact,  all  tho  popu- 
lar lie  verages  of  the  day  and 
Is  designed  for  hotels,  st«>am- 
ers,  restaurants,  club-hou.ses, 
aaleK)n8,  and  wherever  a  re- 
liable guide  of  this  kind  Is 
required.  It  also  embraces 
the  most  Improved  re<MiH'S  for  the  pretwiratioii 
of  Wines,  Cordials,  Brandies,  Bitters,  Table 
Beers,  Mineral  Waters,  Syrups,  Aerated  Sum 
mcr  Beverages,  Artitlclal  Champagne,  Cider, 
etc..  With  this  book  any  bartender  can  become 
an  expert  in  a  very  short  time,  and  every  man 
can  be  his  own  biirtender.  Sent  by  mail,  post- 
f>aid,  on  receipt  ot  25  Cents. 
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BUDGET  OF 


JOKES 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 
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VMi  b«w  Bndffet  of  Joke*  haj  been  "  Uunehed  Into  ozlatenM"  wtth  afMl  «MM«t 
■Snekllnc.  Ud»4i>Uttliiff.  Bultoa-BontinK  JokM  and  Wlttlctani»-«inbneintr  Iri* 
K~->-^f  ^  Bulta,  Dutch  Cumiadltle*,  Tankee  T«ni«, 

Comical  Hits,  Fiowen  of  Wit,  Knra 
UtXiag  Jokea,  End-Mea's  Jokua,  JtXij 
Jokea,  Ludlcruufl  DmUertea,  Sable  W|M 
etoms,  and  mauy  other  kinds  that  wlU 
"touch  the  fun U7  bone"  ererjtinMw  It 
Is  not  saf  Ing  too  much  that  thia  book  eoDr 
taint  a  good  part  of  the  choioent  humos 
In  the  Enirllsli  laiiguacre,  interlarded  with 
Irish  and  German  wit  and  humor.  It  caa 
be  safely  recommended  as  a  "remedy 
fr>r  the  meet  obstinate  case  of  Blnea" 
We  feel  oafe  in  saylnf;  that  thU  book  will 
rank  with  the  beat  humorous  books  erer 
published.  Every  iiaite  is  "  boiling  orei 
with  mirth  and  hilarity  "—la  faS,  the 
whole  book  is  "crammed,  lammed, 
heaped  up  and  running  oyer  "  with  para 
and  f  retih  English,  Irish  and  Qerman  Wit 
and  Humor.  If  there  ever  was  a  book 
published  that  will  please  you.  it  Is  this 
one,  as  it  alfords  fun  for  a  life  time.  It  will 
prove  a  flr«t-class  medium  through  which 
to  eniertaln  your  friends  with  Ineffabl* 

Sleasuie.  AW  the  great  Hnmorlsts  of  the 
ay  will  refer  to  it,  because  tliey  ea>\  find 
In  it  material  appropriate  for  any  oee» 
don.  Now,  reader,  it  will  pay  yon  to  send 
for  this  book,  as  ion  will  get  ten  timai 
tS  cents'  worth  of  fun  oat  of  it.  It  ooo- 
tains  118  |>agea,  with  handsome  oover,  and 
Is  a  flrst-clMss  book  in  every  r«spee> 
Price  95  jpents  per  enpy,  by  mall. 
Get  four  of  your  trfend 


post-paid. 
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of  fltaarre.    Clean  and  onnaed  U. 
I  as  cash  for  all  < 


I  our  goods. 


olnb  In  with  yoa  at  16  cents  each.  malrlii|t 
~  91  In  all,  and  thereby  get  year  own  booi 
postage  stamps,  of  any  denomlaattoii.t 
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Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 


;;^^POUITRYBOOK 


PRICE   25    CENTS, 

rractlcal  Poultrv'  Book  Alls  a  lonR  felt  want  for  a  Complete  and  Mandard 
Guide  for  the  Breedini;  and  Management  ctf  Poultry  for  Domestic  Use  and  t'le  Markets, 
the  building  of  Henneries,  and  mi>del8  therefor:  Incubators,  Egs-Hatcbingr,  etc.  We  are 
Informed,  from  good  anthority,  that  many  old-rashioned  farmers  are  Inclined  to  die- 
credit  the  statement  that  there  U  Money  in  Poultry— whyl  because  the-  are  not  posted 
in  the  new  and  improved  idensin  poultry  managetii<-nt.  A  little  trial  of  the  rules  laid 
down  In  this  book  will  soon  dispel  all  miwlvingH  in  this  direction,  and  tend  to  convince 
the  moetsceptlcal  that  there  Is  Money  in  Poultry-Keeping.  Every  farmer,  every  breeder, 
•very  poultry  dealer,  every  man  or  woman  having  available  ground,  every  person  having 
one  or  more  fowls,  ought  to  secure  a  copy  of  this  book  at  once— as  it  means  Dollars  ^3 
Cents  in  their  pocketalf  its  Instruotlans  are  praoticd— perhapaaffluence  if  conducted  aa 

a  business.  The  iiiformatioa  it  contains 
Is  not  founded  on  hearsay,  but  was  ob- 
tained from  the  most  reliable  sources^ 
that  is,  it  contains  only  practical  informa- 
tion aliout  poultry,  etc.,  such  as  has  been 
tried  for  years  and  found  to  be  satisfac- 
tory financially  and  otherwist^v  We  have 
spared  no  pains,  time  or  expeiute  in  get- 
ting up  this  book,  and  we  feel  confli^nt 
that  it's  only  a  question  of  time  when  we 
will  reop  tfio  fruits  of  our  labor  in  the 
shape  of  thousan<is  of  mall  orders  for  the 
same,  as  It  "speaks  for  itself,"  and  will, 
therefore,  be  recommended  by  all  Its  pur- 
chasers as  a  Complete  and  Stanoard 
Guide.  It  Is  w-<rth  many  times  its  cost  to 
even  a  person  readiiitr  it  merely  for  the 
Instmction  and  knowledge  it  Imparts  re- 
gardinK  P'>ulti'y  without  any  Intention  of 
praciicinir  the  sitme,  not  to  say  the  least 
about  its  value  to  the  farmer,  breeder,  or 
poultry  dealer.  Any  farmer,  breeder,  or 
poultiy  dealer  who  hasn't  a  copy  of 
WKnifAN's  PKAcncAi,  Poultry  Book  is 
not  alireast  uf  the  times,  and  is  losing 
money  evrry  day  that  he  is  without  It. 
Many  farnif  rs  look  to  their  agricultural 
Joui-nals  for  infomiRtion  in  this  line, 
which  is  very  good  so  far  as  it  goes,  but 
It  doesn't  cover  the  whole  matter  from 
beginning  to  end  in  one  i-sue,  while  in 
this  book  they  can  find  all  the  reliable  in- 
fonnation  they  desire  in  coni|wet  form, 
and  it  costs  but  a  quarter,  j^he  following 
Are  a  small  poi-tion  of  the  topics  treated 
in  this  book:  How  to  Siart  and  Stock  a 


Benaery;  Poultry  Hotiees,  Cheap  and  Expensive;  Yards,  Coops  and  Enclocures;  j'oultry 
Keeping  for  Profit;  Poultry  on  a  Lanre  Scale;  Poultry  Raising  as  a  Biismeas,  Feeding 
and  Laying;  WlnterE,fg  Production;  "The  Hatching  Period;  Preparinfr  Nests  for  Sitters: 
tering  Breeding  of  Poultry;  The  Hens  for  Farmers,  How  to  Produce  layei-s;  Good  and 
Cheap  Inoubators:  How  to  Raise  ArtlHclallv-Hatched  Chickens;  Caponizing:  Packing 
■ggsfor  Market;  Packing  Poultry  for  Market;  Feeding  Hopperp;  Drinking  Fountains 
•nd  Oraln  Chests;  Eggs  and  Pullets;  Preserving  Eggs;  Diseases  of  Poultry- Chicken 
Cholera,  Pip,  Gai^sTRoup,  Scaly  Legs,  Uf-e,  'Efig  lulling,  Crop-Bound  Fowls,  et-.;  the 
Plymouth  RocWs;  the  Wyandottes;  the  Brown  Leghorns;  the  Qolden  Spunirled  Crested 
PoUsh:  the  White  Crested  Bla^k  Polands;  the  Lanifshans;  the  Silver  Spanieled  Ham- 
barghs;  the  Houdann;  the  Buff  Corbins;  the  White  Cochins;  the  White  Leghoins:  the 
Qolden  Penciled  Hambiirgi'S;  the  White  Hlianghaes,  the  La  Fleche  Fowls;  the  Or&y 
Dorkings:  the  Brahmas:  Game  Fowls;  Bantams,  etc.;  Management  of  Chickens:  Killing 
Pooltry;  Preparing  Ayaliist  Vermin;  FenoinK;  Management  of  Ducks;  Raising  Turkeys; 
Vatteiuiig  Oeese,  etc.,  etc.  It  would  take  many  paares  to  explain  fully  the  merits  of  this 
book,  as  It  Is  replete  with  everything  worth  knowing  about  the  Breeding  and  Manage- 
1  of  Poultry,  etc.    The  information  it  contains  is  not  only  reliable,  but  modei-n  and 


•eonomlcal.  If  yoa  purchase  this  book,  vou  will  never  regret  having  done,  for  it  Is 
Btoney  wisely  spent.  Donotdeiay  In  sending  for  t;  you  neverhareandnever  can  make 
A  better  liniwiiiiiiiil  for  a  quarter.  It  Is  prorasely  Illustrated,  with  handsome  cover,  and 
■  a  flrst-elaaa  book  In  every  reniect.  It  Is  sold  at  a  price  that  places  It  within  reach  of 
•*«7bodj    Price  TWKNTV-PIVI  CENTS  pertMvy.by  mall,  ptMt^Mid. 
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PRICE    25    CENTS. 


niilatiie  first  time  that  a  book 
has  been  pablished  that  plaiuly 
teaches  hovr  to  'vrrlte  a  let- 
ter. It  BhowB  clearly  all  the  blun- 
ders and  mietakes  apt  to  be  made 
by  an  inexperienced  ■writer,  and 
makea  maniieet  inthosiniplcetway 
the  proper  method  of  avoidine  and 
rectlfyine  ench  blunders  and  mie- 
takee,  wnetber  they  occur  in  the 
spelling,  the  punctuation  or  the 
grammar.  This  book  explains  all 
the  details  of  correB]>nndence, 
whether  relating  to  the  form,  the 
penmanship,  the  directing,  folding 
and  Bending  of  a  note  or  a  letter. 
There  are  in  this  book  valuable 
hinta  about  Love*  Courtslilp 
and  Klarrlaee. snowing iu  what 
Btrle  lovers  should  indite  epistles. 
There  are  given  all  the  various  let- 
ters that  aripe  in  the  course  of  bus- 
iness: Asking  for  money,  requesting 
time,  enclouing  remittance,  asking 
aaeistance,  reae^onB  for  refusal, 
from  tenants  to  landlords  on  differ- 
ent Bubjects.  with  landlords'  PcplieB. 
Then— and  this  Is  a  Ter^ 
important  feature— there  la 
shown  the  legal  importance  of   a 


ktter:  and  explanations  are  given  upon  the  exact  meaning  of  expresBions  nsed 
in  writing,  that  may  be  brought  into  court  In  litigations.    It  also  contains  the 


art  of  abbreviatliie  \«'rltlns,  so  that  any  one  can,  with  practice, 
write  with  the  rapidity  of  the  shorthand  writer.  In  fact,  the  following  per- 
sons all  require  this  book:  Young  ladies  and  young  gentlemen,  wives  aod 
husbands,  widows  and  bachelors,  fanners  and  traders,  the  sick  and  the  well, 
soldiers  and  sailors,  mothers  and  fathers,  danghters  and  Bons,  givers  and  le- 
ceivers  of  presents,  the  educated  and  the  illiterate.  But  it  would  take  page 
after  page  to  begin  toennmerate  all  the  different  classes  to  whom  **Tlia 
Complete  Letter  IVrlter**  would  prove  an  invaluable  companion. 
There  IS  nothing  worth  knowing  in  any  other  letter  writer  not  to  be  found 
here,  while  there  are  many  thines  of  Importance  hero  not  to  be  found  In  any 
other  book.  Notwithstanding  all  these  good  points  it  ieonlv  X^renty^FtT* 
Cents  a  Copy,  and  is  sent  at  that  price,  postage  paid,  to  any  part  of  the 
United  States  or  Canada. 

8PK3IAL.— Five  copies  of  the  above  Book  for  One  Dollar.  U.  S.  Poatan 
Stamps  taken  in  payment  same  as  cash.  Get  four  of  yonr  f^nds  to  send  VU 
yoa  wbA  get  yoor  own  book  free. 
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so  eugiavinirs,  the  instructions 
for  performing   are  so   plainly 
given  that  any  child,  wltk  a  little 
pracUre,  can  do  them,  as  they 
only  requh^  simple  appa- 
ratus.   We  wiilnienUunarew 
of  the  tricks  in  thia  book:  Bow 
to  eat  a  peck  of  rhav<ngs  and 
chauve  them  into  a  ribbon— How 
to  make  a  dime  pass  Uiroogh  a 
table— How  to  make  Are  bum 
under  water— How  to  put  a  ring 
through  your  cheek   and   then 
bring  it  onastick— Howtomake 
a  loaf  dance  while  it  is  baking  in 
the   oven  — How    to   cut   iff    a 
chicken's  head  without  kinhg  it 
—How  to  malce  ice  in  summer- 
How  to  change  water  into  wine 
—  A  latnpthat  will  burn  fnrayear 
—How  to  cut  off  your  nose— How 
to  make  fire-proof  iwper— How 
to  eat  tow  and  set  it  on  fire  In 
your  mouth— How  to  produce  a 
mousB  from  a  pack  of  canis— 
How  to  tell  the  number  any  per- 
son thinks  or— How  to  tell  in  ad- 
vance a  card  selected  by  any  one 
—How  to  tell  if  a  person  is  in  love 
—How  to  remove  a  man's  shirt 
wltho'it  taking  off  his  coat  or 
veft— How  to  hold  a  glace  ofnatrr 
upside  down  without  spilling  it 
—How  to  become  a  Veiiuiloquist 
and  I  50  other  equally  astonish- 
ing tricks,  etc.    Old  and  ronng 
should  not  fail  to  get  this  highly 
amusing   and    wonderfol   book ; 
It  will  put  yoa  on  the  road  to  become  a  Creat  Maalclan.  *nch  as  Hermann, 
Heller  and  others.    Dont  tall  to  get  it;  only  2S  centSi  by  maii.  jKistrpatd.    ' 
Address  all  oruers  to  1 

HENRY  J.  WCNMAN.  PubltelMr, 

PV1(  Row,  NEW  YORK  i 
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OonflSnbige  9CiiIeitim0  gnv  9ldfaffttito  aOer  im  ge> 

t»9^nl^ditu  Sebeti  vpvfoitttnetibeti  Q^tiefe  ttnb 

fltiffa<|e,  f0toie  ^oHmtute  unh  fOettt'aqe 
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5e^  JhinJI  —  <m4  W«,  eln«tt  Inttttftonfen  Brief  ju  f^triben  —  6«rnM  «tf 
•miffttt  ©tfffcm  linb  Rtgeln,  ble  too^I  fribtet  ftin  mUflen.  SJie  Utbutifl, 
5ie  i<b»eifenben  ©tbanftn  in  fnaj)»)e  Oform  |u  bttngen,  fU^rt  lut  58ebttt|*unB 

b«8  etofts  unb  mad»t  baburft  b«n 

—————— ~^^--'''=^=^  gjjijf  intettiiant.  —  «I8  &U^tet 

fUr  ollt  3;i«ieni9en,  toelij  mlt  b«jn 
SBriefl^reibftt  unb  ber  ^IbfoflunB 
bon  Xofumenten  u.  Wfniget  bet. 
Itaut  Pnb,  ^ott  unf«  IBneffienet 
bttradjtet  ttwrben;  er  jotl  bem  Un. 
funbigen  SBelel)tuiifl,  btm  Slteben. 
ben  i^ulfe  auf  mBaliibft  funetn 
Sffiege  ocrea^ren.  Xtr  ®ef(ftdr«. 
mann  finbet  au^erbtm  oDe  auf  ber 
^$itbatt)erfet)r  bfjiialidKn  ^oftbe* 
ftimmungrn,  fo)Die@ei(i)dftgbTtefe 
iJotmulare  JutiftildKn  3nbaltl, 
iBele^runfl  iiber  aa3ed)fel  unb  St)((({ 
jc.  9lu3  bom  reicbhaltiflen  ^nfjol 
Uien  errtd^nt:  ©liidtDunjdjbriefe 
(BrotuIationSfarten  u.^inlabungS 
jdjttibcn,  frfunb|d)aftlid)e  ©riefe 
Ofamilitnbtiefe,  ffirufe  in  £iebe». 
unb  C)eirotl)Sangetf flenbetten,  SBti.- 
leiblbtiefe,  ^PitflAreiben,  empff^. 
lunflSbrifff,  Wahnbrieff.^nJjauI. 
bigunaSbrieff,  »«f*fnlunfl8brtffe, 
^onflngunflg^direibcn,  ^b(d)ifb|. 
brlffeu.f.ro.  fVernfr  enibdltbal 
SBud)  tint  auSgemnljItf  Sammlunp 
ton  6tommbu(b«2'<Tf»n,  lofldif  ge. 
tot6  fiir  SSiflf  eine  hiinfommfni 
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v^Itigfcit  unb  Siaigfrit  bet  Sut^sl 
1h6t  Mo^I  lu  ertDatten,  ba|  el  biete  fiefet  finben  unb  benfelben  aSele^mngl 
unb  ^hifcen  btinflcn  ttttb. ' 
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SttttevISffiie  SCtttoeifitttden,  ititt  mit  tttii^iQeit  unb  geritttfeii 

aRUicIn  bie  lattbe^iiblic^ett  9)»eif(it  Scntfc^Iatibd  nub 

tCnterifad  fdnttact^aft  unb  billig  ^erjnfteaett. 

ftieTcl  9u4  leid^nct  PA  bor  alien  dbnlicben  burdb  Sieitjaltigfeit,  Stt)«(in8%<flMt. 
^bieaen^eit  unb  adtQigtett  auS.  Xte  meiften  beutf^en  ftod)biid)er  berfe^Ien  tqeili 
biiTd^  ii)tc  Cinjeitigfett  (inbem  tn  ibnen  lu  toeni^  Riidfidit  auf  bie  ^iefigen  ^robufte 
unb  tlimatifcbcn  a^erl^dltnifje  genommen  ift),  t^etlS  bur4  ibren  tDeitftbweifigen,  auf 
M<  gioie,  mit  aUen  ^iltSmitteln  auSgeftatttte  AiidK  beieqneten  3n^alt  me^t  obet 

toeniger  ibren  ^wtrf.  SSiele  biefer  Siidjei 
toerben  in  bem  ©louben  gefaufi,  ein  tteue- 
Kat^geber  fiir  bie  £^auSfrau  ju  fein;  nur  |u 
balb  aber  mug  ft4  let^terc  babon  iiberjeugen, 
bag  ber  Serfaficr  be8  ®u4e*  bie  5Bere4nunfl 
obne  bie  ber  bef<bf ibeneren  tJlicfte  ju  ©ebote 

Ste^enben 5)littel flcmarfjt bat.  Inbei  wimmelt 
>cr  dnbalt  io  bon  ted^nijtben  %,  aibriitfen  unb 
tremben  9iamrn,  unb  ift  fo  unflur  gei^alten, 
ia6  ber  toeniger  qe((bulten  fcouSfrau  Jtbon 
beim  fiefenber  Ro^nunimt.  aui^iftberipteiS 
biefer  SBiitfiet  fo  \io6i,  baft  bie  mtt  irbtftben 
©iitem  ni(^t  geteanete  unb  ton  ben  Sorgen 
be»  fiebent  flarf  tn  *Dlifleiben(d)Qft  gejogene 
^auSfrau  fleb  bie  ^infdiattung  (djon  ou»  bie. 
em  ©runbe  t)erlaflen  mu§.  xiefen  unb  no(i 
bielen  anbern  Uebelftdnben,  bie  aUe  aufju]db« 
len  ^ier  bet  9iaum  fei)lt,  tola  biefeS  9u(^  ab. 
belfen  unb  ber  fora«  unb  fparfamen  ©attin 
bel  ^ibeiterl,  ©cT^dftdmanneS,  g^armerS 
u.  f .  to.  ben  aQeg  jeigen,  ein  ibren  ^ilfSmit* 
tetn  entfbre^enbel  unb  babei  bod;  gutcS  unb 
utrdaliiQel  TOabI  ]u  bereiten.     3u  biefem 


iutraaiKQel  woqi  ]u  bereiten.  ;^u  btelem 
3»Be<f  ifl  mlt  grofeer  eorgfolt  ber  einfoebe, 
gute  beutf4)eXii(i)  mit  bem  iDertbooQen,  toeU 


bel  bie  amerifanif(itK  ftiiibe  bietet,  unier  bem 
<Dlotto:  ®ut  tmb  lOiOia  in  biejem  »u(|)e 
bereinigt.  to.\\x  ifl  el  leidjffafelid)  gej^rieben 
«nb  alle  barin  entljaltenen  9lnweifungen  finb  Uidjt  auBfutjrbor,  t)on  be^onbetet  ©iite 
mnb  ni*t  foftjpielig.  3ft  e»  jetneS  bta'tii*en  3nbalteS  toeaen  geeignet,  ein  untntbe^r* 
li^el  fcanbbud)  fiir  Jebe  foauSfrauju  bilben,  fo  erlaubt  ber  dufeerft  biUige  9Prfil  el 
«u4  bet  unbemittelffen,  fid)  in  ben  aSerik  bejjtlben  lu  fefcen  unb  ft*  baburd)  ein  SBerf 
bon  unbetefftenbatem  '•JJufeen  ju  toerfdjaften.  *ul  bem  teidjbolligen  Jnbalt  feten  nut 
oUjenbe  Papitel  genannl:  Sucpen,  ©emttfe,  Sleil*fpeifen,  SBilbpret,  ©egiigel,  »i|(H«, 
6alate,  Caucen,  Compote!,  HJubbingI,  Wuftaufe,  ftlSfe,  ipafteten  unb  leije,  ttiet.. 


iDtikb'  unb  TOebI|peifen 
unb  matme  ©etrdnfe  u 


€d)mal}geba((enel,  SSrob  unb  ftu<ben,  Cingemac^tel,  talte 
f .  to.,  u.  1^  to.    ©in  beigefiigter  Pii(ben}ettel  erletitett  bet 


ftttulftau  bie  SSiung  ber  widjtigeu  &rage:  aOaS  joU  id)  heute  fod)fn?  unb  erfport  ibi 
mandbel  Hopfjerbreien.  3:ut(6  "flngabe  aud)  ber  englijcpen  !Bejeid)nungen  fiir  bie  tr 
ben  Bu^  entbaltenen  'jRamen  ber  €peiien  ift  au4  bet  mit  ben  beutfilben  ^lulbriiifep 
Wnioct  »etttauten  ^auifrau  ©elegenbeit  flegeben,  fi*  bajfelbe  }u  9lu|e  }u  nio4en 
naoKHtib  ©etoi^te  finb  felbflt>erttdnbti4l  in  amerilanif^et  Bete^nung  angefiibtt 
So*  ibct  600  VBtDcifungen  lut  Beteitung  aOet  Vtten  6beifen,  Battttetlc  unb  ©c* 
Mbdi  ntbH  biti*  dOn^altonen  ent^alicnbc  bottteffli^e  Bu4  (oflet  nnt  9S  C«ttM 
■ttiitliai  ©isksbiina  bitf(»  «*^a9«>  i«  <i**l(tKiy)»«t4t  bm  A(t««N*l«r 


25   CENTS. 

critic  9Cii9tiia4I  loU|igc(  ff^ovtrage  ffiv  gefemge  SNeiferP; 
buntoviflifc^e  9fuffa<;e  nnb  ®ebi(4te,  a:oiM»Iei9 
nnb  CTarnebald'tBortvige. 


ICat  efien  rrfftfeneneBuA  f  ofl  borangStoeife  befimmt  f  ein,  alien  bcnen  aTlBefltDrtfir 
|u  bicnen,  toelibe  mit  Sortrdgen  auS  bem  ©ebiete  bet  ^iteten  Dl^tung  in  ©eleOi^ofti* 
Ireifen  fi*  SBeifotl  erringen  woDen.    (»l  entbdlt  etne  teiitbaltige  ©ammlung  uimoitfU* 

tdjer  a<ortTiiglflii(fe  bon  erprobterSlBirfiamfeit,  jo  ba63ebet  ettoal  fiit  ibn^affenbef 
latin  finben  uirb     .aBer  Vielel  bringt,  toirb  Wandlem  etnaS  bringen"  toat  bal 

3J?otto  be!  fcetauSgeberS,  unb  toer  einen  SIi< 
auf  baS  3ngaIt3oerjeid)nig  uirft,  toirb  bamit 
iibereinftimmen,  baft  biefel  ^iel  erreiibt  ift 
^teben  ben  buntorboQen  Xtd)tungen  einel 
eaflctli,  ©arner,  6apl)ir,  3Rouritiu8,©aubl), 
ftali(d),  ©lafebrcnner,  Trobifd),  ic.  jc,  — 
Xiamen,  bie  (einel  Sommentarl  bebiirfen  — 
finbet  fid)  eine  gonje  Stttiobl  ^um  erften  ^aU 
tm  Irurf  erid)«inenber  Sottrdge  bon  in  bl*fl» 
gen  33etein8frei|en  beflbtfanntfnfcumorifltn. 
9iae8  in  ^IDem  genommen,  bilbet  BiefeS  BuA 
ein  l)umorifiif4e8  £enamatorium,©bal  aQen 
ffreunbcn  be8  4jumorS  unb  ber  ^eiterfeit  nit 
beftcm  ©etoijfen  empfoblen  toerben  fonn.  Be» 

ionberS  jei  ben  ^{itgliebern  bon  Serelnen, 
'lubS  tc.  angeraiben,  fitb  in  benBefi^  beffeu 
ben  )u  ffhen;  benn  toie  mQnd)er  bon  Ibnea 
toirb  im  t^amilien',  t^reunbeS-  ober  ©efelU 
f(baft8frei[e  aufgeforbert,  ettoaS  borjutrogen, 
unb  gerdtg  babei  tnnidjtgeringeSSerlegenbett 
—  baS  eine  ©ebid)t  ift  ]u  lang,  ba8  anbett 
bafet  nit^t  fiit  ben  Swen.  bem  e8  bienen  fott, 
B.  1.  to.  3n  aOebman'S  9llbum  ift  9tatb  ge» 
fdjafft,  benn  eS  entt)dlt  in  bunter  9lbtoed)8lun(| 
tomijd)e  SBortrdge,  Couplets.  €oIo*Sd)erie, 
CarnePaI3>SortrdgeK.,unbiebe©efd)nia(f|a 
ti^iung  ift  barin  Pertreten  (F8  toirb  au^ 
^emjenigen,  toel(^t  feinen  be{[amatotif4en 
©ebraud)  babon  ma4t,  beim  fiefen  Ijoben 
®enu6  bereiten.  —  %n  %uftoanb  bon  Sttt 
unb  ®etb  ffit  biefel  Obet  ein  ^unberf  bet  beften  bumorifiifAen  Steflomationen  entoab 
tenbe  5Bud)  ftebt  in  feinem  Serbdltnife  lu  bem  ?Brei8  beffelben  —85  GetU*.    S)et 

Seraulgeber  glaubt  {ebocb  in  ^infitbt  au]  bie  beiipieQofe  BiOigfeit,  unb  toeil  bal  Bu(| 
nem  toabren  iBebiirfnig  entipri4)t,  auf  bit  toeitefie  93erbreitung  beffelben  te(tnen|a 
biirfen.  ________ 

<^u  be}ieben  bur^atleBudbb&nblernnb^tifunglagenten  inbe«Bettin{gi(n€taatri 
nnb  Canaba,  fowic  gcgen Sln{ciibHng  bclBctragci  m Bticfmatfoi Mcttt wtb ftatrfa 
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j  Pat  Malone  Forgot  that  He  Was  Dead. 

^  CopjriKhC,  1W3,  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 

Wortls  by  Uarry  C.  Clyde.    Meluily  by  Ju.  J.  Sweeney. 

Times  were  luird  In  Irish  town,  ♦■Vrythiinf  was  gulng  down. 

And  Piit  Miilone  was  pushed  for  ready  cash; 
He  for  life  insurance  spent  all  Ills  money  to  a  cent, 

So  all  of  his  affairs  had  jjune  to  smash. 
But  Ills  wife  spoke  up  aiui  siiid:  "Now,  dear  Pat,  if  you  were  dead, 

That  twenty  thousand  dollars  we  could  t;ike." 
And  so  Pat  lay  down  and  tried  to  make  out  that  he  had  died. 

Until  he  .smelt  the  whiskey  at  the  wake; 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  h«^  >\-as  dea<i; 

He  raised  himself  and  shouted  from  the  VhhI: 
"  If  this  wake  gofs  on  a  minute,  the  <"orp.«e  he  must  be  In  It; 

You'll  have  to  net  me  drunk  to  keep  me  dead." 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead; 

He  raised  himself  and  shouted  from  the  bed: 
■■  If  this  wake  goes  on  a  minute,  the  corpse  he  must  be  in  It; 

YouU  have  to  get  me  drunk  to  keep  me  dead." 

Then  they  gave  the  corpse  a  sup.  afterwards  they  tilled  him  up. 

And  laid  him  out  again  upon  the  bed; 
Then  before  the  morning  gray  ev'rvliodv  felt  so  gay, 

They  all  forgot  he  only  played  ofr  dead. 
So  they  took  him  from  the  bunk,  still  alive,  but  awful  drunk. 

And  put  him  in  the  cotfln,  with  a  praver; 
But  the  driver  of  the  cart  said:  "Bedad.  Ill  never  start 

Until  I  see  that  some  one  pays  the  fare." 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead; 

He  sat  up  in  the  coffin,  while  he  .sjiid: 
"  If  you  ilare  to  doubt  my  credit,  you'll  bv  .sorry  that  you  said  It; 

Drive  on.  or  else  the  corj).se  wIlTbreak  your  liead."* 
Then  Pat  .Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead; 

He  sat  up  In  the  cotBn,  while  he  said: 
"  If  you  dare  to  doubt  my  credit,  you'll  be  sorry  that  you  said  It; 

Drive  on,  or  else  the  corpse  will  break  your  head" 

So  the  funral  started  out  on  the  cemetery  route. 

And  the  neighljors  tried  the  widow  to  console. 
Till  they  stupfK-d  l)eside  the  bast!  of  Maloiie's  last  resting  place. 

.\nd  gently  lowered  Patrick  in  the  hole. 
Then  .Malone  l>egan  to  see.  just  as  i)lain  as  one,  two,  three. 

That  he'd  forgot  to  reckon  on  the  end; 
So.  as  clods  Ingari  to  drop,  he  broke  ofY  the  coffin  top, 

.\iid  to  the  earth  he  iiuickly  did  a.scend. 
Then  Pat  .Alalone  forgot  that  he  was  dead, 

And  froiirthe  cenieterv  (piickly  tied. 
He  (am.-  nearly  going  uiider;  it's  a  lucky  thing,  by  thunder. 

That  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 
Then  Pat  Malone  fi>rgot  that  he  was  dead. 

And  from  the  cemetery  quickly  tied; 
He  came  nearly  going  under:  it's  a  lucky  thing,  by  thunder. 

That  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  ho  was  dead. 


MY    OIRL    IS    A    WINNER. 


Copyrigbt,  IIM,  by  N.ttea  A  Co. 


Words  and  Mnidc  t>>  K.  Nattee. 


Tliere'8  a  charming,  neat  soubrette,  who  will  .set  me  crazy  yet; 
All  her  actions  are  so  cute,  she's  a  daisy,  she's  a  "  Ijeaut.' 
When  she  comes  upon  the  stage,  this  soubrette  is  all  the  rage; 
What  she  says  is  all  the  go;  she's  a  winner  at  the  show. 

Chorus. 

My  girl  is  a  winner  at  the  music  halls. 
Neat  dancer  and  singer,  and  she  gets  the  calls. 
I  take  her  to  dinner  when  the  cunain  falls. 
My  girl  Is  a  winner  at  the  music  halls. 

She  makes  such  a  charming  face  when  she  shows  a  bit  of  lace; 
All  the  bald  heads  have  a  tit  while  just  watching  for  this  bit. 
She  gets  lots  of  nice  Iwuquets  for  her  lovely  winning  ways; 
This  soubrette  vou  ought  to  know,  she's  a  winner  at  the  show.— t'Ao. 


ALICE,    WHERE    ART    THOU? 

The  birds  sleeping  gently,  sweet  lyra  gleameth  bright; 
Her  rays  tinge  the  forest,  and  all  seems  glad  to  night. 
The  wind's  sighing  by  me,  cooling  my  fevf  r'd  brow; 
The  stream  flows  as  ever,  yet,  Alice,  where  art  tliour 
One  year  back  this  even,  and  thou  wert  by  my  side. 
And  thou  wert  by  my  side,  vowing  to  love  me, 
one  year  past  this  even,  and  thou  wert  by  my  .side. 
Vowing  to  love  me,  Alice,  whate'er  might  l>etlde. 

Ihe  silver  rain  falling,  Ju.st  as  It  falleth  now; 

And  all  things  slept  gently— ah!  Alice,  where  art  thou? 

I've  sought  thee  by  lakelet.  I've  sought  thee  on  the  hill. 

And  in  the  pleasant  wildwocnl,  when  winds  blew  cold  and  chill; 

I've  sought  thee  in  forest,  I'm  looking  heavenward  now, 

I'm  looking  heavenward  now;  oh:  there  inid  the  star  slune, 

I've  sought  thee  in  forest,  I'm  looking  heavenward  now; 

Oh!  there  'mid  the  star-shine,  Alice,  1  know  art  thou. 


Dennie  Murphy's  Daughter  Nell. 

OopyiiKbt,  MDCCCXCV,  b:  Henry  3.  Wrliman.    Entered  at  Statlouen'  Hall,  L-jndoo. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  E.  Raer. 


McGinty  at  the  Living  Pictures. 

C-pyilRht.  18M,  by  Spaulding  A  Gray.      Knieied  at  SUtloDeni'  Hall,  Luodoo.  Emr- 


Words  and  Mnslo  by  Joe  Flynn. 


Dan  McCJInty  went  into  the  opera  show 

With  his  old  wift-  Mary  Ann, 
And  he  ii>ok  a  front  seat,  near  the  middle  aisle. 

Amongst  the  bald-headed  dan: 
But  he  wasn't  prepared  for  the  sights  he  saw. 

And  he  laughetl  with  might  and  main 
When  the  living  pictures  came  to  view. 

Why  he  nearly  went  Insjine. 

CiioRrs. 
When  he  saw  the  Sleeping  Beauty,  why  he  got  such  a  shock 
Yon  could  hear  his  heart  a-ticking  like  an  eight-day  clock. 
Then  he  danced  and  he  pranced,  and  .says  he,  "  I've  t)een  to  France, 

but  that's  the  finest  sight  I  ever  saw;  " 
Then  liis  eyn.s  bulged  out,  he  In-gan  for  to  shout; 
The  gallery  boys  they  hollered,  '■  Put  that  Zulu  out." 
Then  his  wife  grabbed  his  feet,  pulleil  him  under  the  seat. 

So  he  couldn't  gaze  upon  the  living  pictures. 

Ciionrs. 
When  th»'  girl  who  posed  as  Venus,  with  her  form  so  grand, 
Vou  could  hear  .McOinty  holler  'way  above  the  band. 
Then  says  he,  "Mary  Ann,  yon  will  lose  your  old  man 

If  you  dunt  be  (lulck  and  take  ine  out  entirely; " 
When  he  saw  the  lady  bathers,  he  jumped  like  a  hare, 
11  took  nine  ushers  tor  to  hold  him  in  his  chair: 
Then  he  whisuered.  with  a  grin,  "  Mary  Ann,  go  take  a  swim 

With  the  lady  Imthers  in  the  living  pi<:tures." 

CllORlS. 

When  he  saw  the  other  picture  we  thought  sure  he  would  die. 

It  was  Adam  and  Kve  gazing  iij)  to  the  .sky. 

Then  he  hollered,   "Mary,  dear,  oh.  why  did  you  bring  nie  hero, 

I  can  nf'ver  love  vou  now  the  way  I  used  to;  " 
Then  he  looked  at  Mother  Eve.  and  loudly  he  bawled, 
•Be  golly,  you'll  be  chilly  when  the  snow  d'H-s  fall;  " 
Then  the  ushers  grabbeil  him  nice,  stuck  his  head  In  a  pall  of  Ice, 

.lust  to  keep  him  cool  while  at  the  living  pictures. 

Choris. 
Then  he  leaped  and  he  creep«>d.  and  he  took  another  i)eep. 
And  the  way  he  carrietl  on  made  the  audience  weep, 
Then  his  wife  says.   •  Dan.  do  come  home  like  a  man. 

If  yon  must  have  living  pictures.  I  will  do  them;  " 
But  he  didn't  hear  her  sjieak.  he  was  off  in  a  trance, 
standing  on  a  chair,  doing  the  "  Ho(Khy-('o«H;hy  "  dance: 
When  the  last  girl  iK>se(l,  whv  they  had  to  turn  the  hose 

On  McGinty,  when  he  saw  the  living  pictures. 


Just  down  the  street  a  bhx-k  or  two  lives  Murphy's  daughter  Nell; 
Her  hair  Is  fair,  her  eyes  are  blue,  lnd(?ed,  she  s  quite  a  l>elle; 
She  smiles  on  me  whene'er  we  meet,  she  has  my  heart  and  hand  complete. 
And  when  work  Is  done  1  start  and  run  my  Nell  to  meet. 

Choris. 

Dennie  Murphy's  daughter  Nell 

Walts  for  me  after  tea; 
She  knows  well,  she  dare  not  tell 

That  she's  engaged  to  me. 
But  one  of  these  ifays.  when  I  get  a  raise. 

The  boy  that  she  loves  so  well 

Will  marry  Dennie  Murphy  s  daughter  Nell. 

The  old  man  says  his  daughter  Nell  can  never  marry  nie; 
Says,  she  must  wed  a  howling  swell,  that's  rich  and  up  In  "  ft." 
But  on  his  Nell  I've  got  first  call,  slie  K;iys  it's  me  or  none  at  all. 
And  last  night  she  said  we  will  l>e  wed  some  time  this  fall.— <  horni. 


( 


A  Mother  Never  Can  Forget  Her  Boy. 


Copyright  1193,  by  Geo.  M.  Klenic  Jt  Co. 


Words  and  Music  by  (has.  Miller. 


In  prison  sits  a  convict  for  a  crime  he  hadn  t  done,  I 

Deserted  Ijy  his  friends  and  every  one; 

"  Why  don't  they  come  to  see  me? "  Is  his  cry  from  morn  till  night, 

"O  Of>d,  take  me  to  realms  that  are  more  bright." 

Discouraged,  broken-hearted,  he  then  gives  up  In  despair,  |      \ 

Till  sounds  a  loving  voice  upon  the  air;  ! 

'Tls  his  dear  old  loving  mother,  and  his  heart  t>eats  high  with  joy 

For  the  mother  that  has  come  to  see  her  boy. 

CHORfS. 

Tliough  his  sweetheart  will  forget  him,  and  all  his  friends  forsake  him. 
His  rather,  sisters,  lirothers,  may  all  his  hopes  destroy. 

But  there's  no  love  like  a  mother's.  It  is  stronger  than  ail  others, 
A  mother  never  can  forget  her  boy. 

In  trials  or  In  trouble  there's  no  friend  like  mother  dear,  i 

She  ne'er  forgets  her  loved  ones  far  or  near;  ' 

Her  heart  Is  never  changing.  It  is  always  steadfast,  strong. 

And  clings  to  those  who  hold  It,  right  or  wrong; 

Just  when  the  day  Is  darkest  and  the  clouds  obscure  the  light. 

Temptations  gather  'round  as  thick  as  night. 

She  will  smile  and  love  on  ever,  though  her  heart  with  sorrow's  torn. 

For  she  knows  her  love  will  always  bring  the  dawn.— fAo/  m». 


(^^  The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  songs  on  this  page  will  be  mailed 
to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  30  Cent*,  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your  selec- 
tion, for  One  Dollar,  by  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN.  108  Park  Row,  New  Ybrk.  Catalogue 
of  all  our  publications  mailed  Free  upon  application. 
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OH!    PROMISE    ME, 

CopyriKbt,  1889,  by  Q.  Schirmer. 


Worda  by  Clement  ScotC    Music  by  RegiiMild  De  KoTen. 


0!i,  promise  me  that  some  day  you  and  1 
Will  take  our  love  togetlier  to  some  sky, 
Where  we  can  be  alone  and  faith  renew. 
And  find  the  hollows  where  those  Howers  grew; 
Those  tlrst  sweet  violets  of  early  spring, 
Which  come  in  whispers,  thrill  us  both,  and  slni; 
Of  love  unspeakable  that  is  to  be— 
Oh,  promise  me,  oh,  promise  me. 

Oh.  promise  me  that  you  will  take  my  hand, 
The  most  unworthy  in  this  lonely  land. 
And  let  me  sit  beside  you.  In  your  eyes 
Seeing  the  vision  of  our  paraaise; 
Hearing  God's  message,  while  the  organ  rolls 
Its  mighty  music  to  our  very  souls. 
No  love  less  perfect  than  a  life  with  thee — 
Oh,  promise  me,  oil,  promise  me. 


MAGG-IE    MAOUIRE. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Howard  A  Co.    Entered  at  BUtlouers'  Hall,  London. 


ny  Harry  CasiUnK  and  Wm.  B.  Gray. 


Of  pretty  girls  the  singers  sing,  and  poets  of  them  write. 
But  Jimmy  Johnson  has  a  girl  wlio's  simply  "out  of  sight; " 
Indoors  or  out,  he  raves  alwut  tlieir  happy  wedding  day. 
And  seated  by  her  side  each  niglit,  hell  take  her  Land  and  say: 

Chorus. 
Oh:  Maggie  Maguire,  believe  me,  my  girl,  I  adore  you. 
My  heart  s  all  aflre,  and  111  do  anytlilng  for  you; 
Name  the  day,  don't  turn  meaway,  I'm  lonely  when  you  roam, 
Say  you'll  be  true  and  I'll  marry  you  as  soon  as  I  buy  the  home. 

Tho\'  often  have  a  quarrel,  just  like  others,  her  and  Jim, 
And  then  for  dayg  shell  pass  him  by,  won't  even  nod  to  him; 
Somehow  they  alwavs  "  make  up,"  though  when  Jimmy  to  her  brings 
A  little  present,  which  he  gives,  as  pleadingly  he  sings:— CA</»u». 


TOM    AND    IXL    GO    TOO. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Siiaiilding  &  Komder. 


WonU  and  MiihIc  by  Cha<.  Graham. 


YOU'LL    NEVER    KNOW. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Chaa.  K.  Harria. 


Words  *nd  Uu.lc  by  Chaa.  K.  Harris.    Arranged  by  Jos.  Clauder. 


A  vision  of  beauty  greets  my  eyes,  a  girl  with  an  angel  face. 

As  she  stands  beneath  the  gleaming  lights,  with  oh,  such  careless  grace: 

Lovers  all  crowd  around  her  throne,  there  Is  no  place  for  me. 

As  I  stand  in  the  midst  of  the  mighty  crowd,  I  am  thinking,  my  love,  of 

You'll  never  know  the  pain  I  feel,  gazing  on  thy  face  bright,  [thee; 

You'll  never  know  the  dull  heartache  throbbing  in  me  to-night.  / 

I  can't  l)elieve  that  you  are  false;  would  you  then  have  it  so»       •  1 

Though  my  heart  may  break  to-night,  you  will  never  know. 

Chorus. 
You'll  never  know  when  my  heart  Is  sad. 
You'll  never  know  that  my  love  you  had; 
If  there  be  one,  but  one  regret. 
You'll  never  know,  you'll  never  know, 
Tho'  m3'  heart  break,  you'll  never  know. 

The  carriage  Is  waiting  at  the  door,  a  maiden  so  fair  steps  in. 
The  light  has  faded  from  her  eyes,  can  she  be  thinking  of  himT 
He  thinks  me  false,  unkind,  untrue,  could  he  but  read  niv  heart. 
The  answer  there  would  then  declare,  love.  Me  shall  never  part. 
You'll  never  know  the  pain  I  felt,  coldly  you  turned  away. 
You'll  never  know  the  tears  that  fall,  falling  for  you  to-day. 
I  must  be  smiling,  bright  and  gay.  and  to  the  world  not  show 
How  I  long  to  see  your  face;  you  will  never  know.— C'Aotmc 


i. 


I    LOVE    YOU    YET 

Copyrisht,  1895,  by  Chas.  W.  Held.    Entered  at  SUtiuners'  Hall,  Loodun. 


Words  and  Husio  by  Monroe  H.  Roaenfeld. 


Before  the  grim  old  judge  they  stood,  a  mother,  girl  and  l)oj-. 

The  father  faced  his  children  and  his  wife; 
He  said  that  she  had  wronged  him,  tho'  she  once  had  been  his  Joy, 

He  sought  a  separation  there  for  life. 
The  judge  said,  I  will  part  you,  for  your  hearts  are  strangers  now. 

The  boy  can  with  his  mother  alwavs  stay. 
And  if  the  girl  is  willing  she  can  with  her  father  go. 

The  little  daughter  then  began  to  say: 

Rkkrain. 

My  home  will  be  with  mother,  for  I'll  never  have  another. 
If  I  should  leave  hor  now  what  would  she  do; 

I  love  you,  dad,  sincerely,  and  my  mother  just  as  dearly. 
Take  mother  home,  then  Tom  and  I'll  go  too. 

The  father  tho't  of  happy  days  before  the  babes  were  born. 

Before  e.^trangement,  jpalousy  and  pride. 
The  promises  and  vows  lie  made  upon  their  wedding  morn. 

The  loving  woman  who  became  his  tiride. 
The  loyalty  of  childluMxl  proved  that  she  was  faithful  still. 

Upon  her  good  name  there  was  not  a  stain; 
Tlie  veil  was  torn  asunder,  and  they  never  will  forget 

The  words  that  made  them  man  and  wife  again:— y/«/ra(/i. 


I  Loved  You  Better  than  You  Knew. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Chas.  W.  Held. 


Words  and  Hiiiiic  by  Johnnie  Carroll. 


..->_^      •■,'-_! 


Our  hands  are  clasped,  the  last  forever. 

Perhaps  we'll  never  meet  again; 
I  loved  you  as  I  could  none  other; 

This  parting  tills  my  heart  with  pain; 
You  ask,  and  freely  I  forgive  you. 

The  happy  past  I  must  forget; 
And  though  I  wander  on  in  sorrow, 

Ihoi>e  that  jou'U  be  happy  yet. 

Chorus. 

As  through  this  weary  world  I  wander. 
My  thoughts  alone  will  be  of  j-ou; 

In  mem'ry  I  will  see  you  ever; 
I  loved  you  l)etter  than  you  knew. 

Perhaps,  when  I  liave  gone  forever, 

You'll  sometimes  stt  and  think  of  me. 
And  wonder  if  I'm  deaa  or  living; 

Perchance  I'll  think  the  same  of  thee; 
And  when  your  friends  have  all  departed. 

The  friends  you  thought  were  tried  and  true. 
Remember  one  you  left  heart-broken 

Had  loved  you  better  than  you  knew.— Chot-u: 


..■l^ 


\'ou  said  you  loved  me  better  than  I  knew. 

But  ah:  you  know  you  8iK)ke  untrue; 
Your  heart  was  faithless  and  your  love  was  false. 

And  yet  I  loved,  I  loved  but  you. 
Y'ou  claimed  me  as  your  happy  bride, 
Y'ou  pressed  me  to  your  loving  side; 
Y'ou  took  my  hand  within  your  own. 
And  vowed  you  loved  but  me  alone. 
But  ah!  you  little  dream'd  I  knew 
That  you  wore  faithless  and  untrue. 

Chorus. 

And  now  I  wander  sad  and  lone,  the  past  a  drear  and  vain  regret. 
And  tho'  your  many  vows  were  broken.  1  cannot  help.  I  love  you  yet. 

"  I  loved  you  better  than  you  knew,  machree  "— 
Those  were  the  words  you  spoke  to  me. 

And  tho'  I  thought  you  loved  me  as  you  said, 
I  knew  that  this  could  never  be. 

For  woman's  heart  is  not  a  toy. 

One  deed  her  love  will  oft  destroy; 

I  saw  you  kiss  another's  lips. 

Like  bee,  which  stolen  honey  sips. 

And  ah!  j'ou  little  dream'd  I  knew 

That  you  were  faithless  and  untrue.— Chofu$. 


THE    MIDWAY    PALOMA. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  T.  B.  Harmo  &  Co.    EngUiih  copyrlKlit  secured. 
Words  by  James  Thornton .    Music  adapted  frum  the  Spanish. 


Oh,  Santiago,  and  de  Lumbago, 
And  the  Senorita  dat  will  puU-a  de  lego; 
Oh.  Mexico  and  the  Mexicanao,  *    •  ■ 

And  de  Dago  sella  de  ripe  ttanano; 
The  night  go  and  de  Dago  from  Italio. 
Standing  on  the  corner,  selling  the  hot  tamallo; 
Hidalgo  Espagnola  from  San  Marllo. 
And  "  the  man  that  broke  the  bank  at  Monte  Carlo; " 
And  the  mandolins  will  ring,  and  Signora  will  sing 
•  Daddy  won't  buy  me  a  bow-wow-wow-wow. 
Bow-wow- wow-wow- wow- wow," 
"After  the  ball-o,"  "Collar  and  elbow," 
"  He  never  cares  to  wander-o,"  "De  cat  came  back-o," 
"The  man  in  the  moon-o  "  marry  him  soon-o,  alia. 

Oh,  clgaretto,  and  de  cigaro. 

Wheeling.  West  Virginia,  in  a  wheellMirrio; 

Oh,  Silver  Bill  and  the  BufTalo  Billio, 

I  don't  know  how  much  I  owe.  Tit  Wllllo. 

A  young  girl  went  to  supper  with  my  brother-o. 

Now  one  of  his  legs  is  longer  than  the  other-o; 

ANTien  she  left  him  he  didn't  have  a  sou-i-o. 

For  she  was  one  of  the  "Two  little  girls  In  blue-1-0." 

Oh,  he  bought  her  a  ring  and  the  maiden  will  sing. 

There's  a  jay  born  each  minute  or  two-i. 

Minute  or  two-i-o. 

Oh,  Carmenclta.  Regalonclta, 

And  Paquetta,  I'm  going  to  meet  her  ju.st  down  the  street-a. 

With  her  big  feet-a,  never  looked  sweeter,  alia. 
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THE    VOLUNTEER    ORQANIST. 

CnpyrlKht,  1898,  by  8p«uldiiiK  A  Kuniiler. 


W.>rd«  hj  Wni.  B  Oleinoy.     Muaic  by  Henry  Lamb. 

The  preacher  In  the  village  church  one  Sunday  morning  said, 

our  organist  Is  111  to-day,  will  some  one  pluy  Instead? 

An  anxious  look  crept  oer  the  face  of  every  person  there, 

Aa  eagerly  they  watched  to  see  who'd  till  the  vacant  chair. 

A  man  then  sniggered  down  the  aisle,  whose  clothes  were  old  and  torn; 

How  strange  it  drunkard  seemed  to  me  in  church  on  Sunday  morn, 

But  as  he  touched  the  organ  keys  without  a  single  word, 

Tl»e  melody  that  followed  was  the  sweetest  ever  heard. 

Rkfrain. 
The  fcene  was  one  I'll  ne'er  forget  as  long  as  I  may  live. 
And  just  to  see  it  o'er  again  all  earthly  wealth  I'd  give; 
The  congregation  all  amaze<l.  the  preacher  old  aiui  gray. 
The  organ  and  the  organist  who  volunteered  to  play. 

Each  eye  she<l  tears  within  that  church,  the  strongest  men  grew  iiale. 

The  organist  in  melody  had  told  his  own  life's  tale; 

The  sermon  of  tl»e  preacher  was  no  les.son  to  compare 

With  that  of  life's  example  who  sat  in  the  organ  chair. 

And  when  the  service  ended  not  a  soul  had  left  a  seat, 

Kxcept  the  iK)or  old  organist,  who  startwl  toward  the  Btreet; 

Along  the  aisle  and  out  the  door  he  slowly  walked  away. 

The  preacher  rose  and  softly  said,  good  brethren,  let  us  pray-  /.>/ 


THE    LITTLE    LOST    CHILD. 

Cup)  right,  1894,  by  Jos  W.  Slerii.     Eiitrrvd  at  Statiunem' Hall,  Loudun. 
Wonisby  E<lw.  a  Mnrk*.    Mu*io  by  Ji«.  W.  Stem. 


THE  MINER'S  DREAM  OF  HOME 


Copyright,  18dl,  by  Francis,  Day  A  Hunter. 


Written  and  C(>nipu*«Ml  by  Will  aoodnian  anil  Leo  Dryden. 


It  is  ten  weary  years  since  I  left  Ireland's  shore. 

In  a  far  distant  country  to  roam; 
How  I  long  to  return  to  my  own  native  land. 

To  my  friends  and  the  old  folks  at  home. 
Last  night,  as  I  slumbered,  1  had  a  strange  dream, 

f»ne  that  seemed  to  bring  distant  frienus  near; 
I. dreamt  of  old  England,  tlie  land  of  my  birth, 
'To  the  heart  of  her  sons  ever  dear. 

Rkfrai.n. 
I  saw  the  old  homestead  and  faces  I  love;  I  saw  England's  valleys  &  dells; 
1  listened  with  Joy,  as  I  did  when  a  boy.  tothesouiKlof  the  old  village  l)ells; 
The  log  was  burning  brightly— 'twas  a  night  that  should  l)anish  all  sin. 
For  the  bells  were  ringing  the  old  year  out  and  the  new  year  in. 

While  the  Joyous  bells  rang,  swift  I  wended  my  waj 

To  the  cot  where  I  lived  wlien  a  Ixjy; 
And  I  looked  in  the  window,  yes,  there,  by  the  Are, 

Sat  my  parents— my  heart  nlled  with  Joy. 
The  tears  trickled  fast  down  my  bronzed,  furrowed  chH'ks, 

As  1  gazed  on  my  mother  so  dear; 
I  knew  In  my  heart  she  was  raising  a  prayer 

For  the  boy  whom  she  dreamt  not  was  uenr.—  Hefiain. 

At  the  door  of  the  cottage  we  met  face  to  face, 
'Twas  the  first  time  for  ten  weary  years; 

Soon  the  past  was  forgotten— we  stood  hand  in  hand- 
Father,  mother  and  wanderer  in  tears 

Once  more  in  the  fireplace  the  oak  log  burns  bright, 
And  I  promised  no  more  woulil  I  roam; 

As  I  sit  In  the  old  vacant  chair  by  the  hearth. 
And  I  sing  the  dear  song  "  Home,  Sweet  Home."-  Iltfraiu. 


A  pa.ssing  policeman  found  a  little  child; 
She  walkeu  l)eside  him,  dried  her  tears  and  smiled. 
Said  he  to  her  kindly,  "Now  you  must  not  cry, 
I  will  find  your  mamma  for  vou  bye  and  bye.^' 
At  the  station  when  he  aske<\  her  for  lier  name. 
And  she  answered  Jennie,  it  made  him  exclaim: 
*•  At  last  of  your  mother  I  have  now  a  trace— 
Your  little  features  bring  back  her  sweet  face." 

ClIORI  ». 

"  Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  and  I  will  take  you  right  home. 
Come  and  sit  tlown  close  l)eside  me;  no  more  from  me  you  shall  roam; 
For  you  were  a  bjiU;  In  arms  when  your  mother  left  me  one  day; 
Left  me  at  home,  deserted,  alone,  and  took  you,  my  child  away." 

"'Twas  all  through  a  quarrel,  madly  Jealous  she,  r 

Vowed  then  to  leave  me.  womanlike,  you  see.  j 

Oh,  how  I  lovetl  her,  grief  netir  drove  me  wild." 
"Papa,  you  are  crying."  lisj>ed  the  little  child.  t 

Sudtlenly  the  diK)r  of  the  station  ojH^tied  wide: 
"Have  you  seen  my  darling?"  an  anxious  mother  cried. 
Husband  and  wife  then  meeting,  face  to  face. 
All  is  soon  forgiven,  in  one  foiul  embrace. 
I)o  not  tear,  my  little  darling,  ami  we  will  take  you  right  liome,  etc. 


The  Widow's  Plea  for  Her  Son. 

CopyrlKht.  lS9t,  by  T»iito  H.  R'>sit  ft  C'>. 
Coin|K>»ed  by  Lewla  Hall. 


I  Strolled  Into  a  court  house  not  many  miles  from  here, 

A  W)V  stoiMl  in  the  prisoners  tlock,  his  mother  she  was  near; 

The  boy  was  quite  a  youngster,  but  he  had  gone  a.stray. 

And  from  his  master  s  casli  box  he  had  taken  some  coin  away. 

The  iHiy  a<Jdres.sed  His  Honor,  while  the  tears  ran  down  his  cheek. 

Said  he,  'Kintl  sir,  will  you  allow  my  mother  there  to  speak?  ' 

His  Honor  then  consented,  while  the  lK)y  hung  down  his  head. 

And  turning  to  the  Jurymen,  these  words  his  mother  said: 

Choris. 

Rememt)er,  I'm  his  mother,  and  the  prisoner  there's  my  son. 
And.  if»>!itletneii,  renieiulier.  It's  the  first  crime  that  he's  done, 
ijon't  s»Mid  my  lK)y  to  prison,  for  that  would  drive  me  mad; 
Kemenil)er,  I'm  .i  widow,  and  I'm  pleading  for  my  l.-id. 

The  lawyer  for  the  prosecution  at  the  widow  commenced  to  frown. 

And  politely  asked  His  Honor  if  he'd  order  her  to  sit  down. 

He  siiid  it  was  disgraceful,  and  a  gross  Insult.  Indeed. 

His  Honor  to  sit  on  th:it  Ih-mcIi  and  allow  that  woman  to  plead 

The  widow's  eyes  flashed  fire,  and  her  cheeks  turned  deadly  pale; 

She  said,  "  I'm  here  to  try  and  siive  my  offspring  from  the  jail. 

Although  my  l)oy  is  guilty-  I  own  his  crime  is  ImuI, 

But  who's  there  that's  more  Ht  to  plead  than  a  mother  for  her  lad'* "  cho. 

The  judge  then  addressed  the  prisoner,  and  these  words  to  him  did  .siiy : 
"  I'm  sorry  to  sit  on  this  bench,  and  see  you  here  to-day. 
I  will  not  blight  your  future,  but  on  your  crime  I  frown. 
For  I  cant  forget  that  I  have  got  some  children  of  my  own. 
I  therefore  will  discharge  you  "—and  the  court  then  gave  a  cheer— 
"But  remember  that  it's  chiefly  through  your  widowed  mother  there, 
I  hope  you'll  prove  a  comfort,  and  no  more  make  her  sad, 
For  she  lias  proved  there's  noonecllngsUkeamother  toherlad." 
Remember,  she's  his  mother,  and  the  prisoner  there's  her  son,  etc. 


'r ^t*  * 


AFTERWARDS. 

Words  by  Mary  Matk  Leiiiini.      Miistr  by  John  W.  Multon. 


After  the  day  has  sung  its  song  of  sorrow. 

And  one  by  one  the  golden  stars  appear, 
I  lingered  yet,  where  once  we  met,  beloved. 

And  seem  to  feel  tny  spirit  still  Is  near. 
The  flowers  have  fled  that  blossomed  In  that  springtide. 

The  birds  are  mute  that  sang  their  songs  above. 
And  tho'  the  years  have  drlftetl  us  asunder. 

Time  cannot  break  the  golden  chain  of  love. 
Still  we  can  love,  although  the  shadows  gather; 

Still  we  can  hojie,  until  the  clouds  be  past; 
Come  to  my  heart  and  whisper  through  the  silence, 

"  Hot)e  on,  dear  heart,  our  lives  shall  meet  at  last." 

(Sometimes  my  heart  grows  weary  of  its  sadness. 

Sometimes  iny  life  grows  weary  of  Its  pain 
Then,  love,  I  wait  and  listen  for  your  whlsiwr. 

Till  fears  depart  and  sunshine  comes  again. 
It  cannot  Ik*  that  we  should  i>art  forever,  [ 

That  loves  sweet  song  is  hushed  for  us alway; 
I  liear  it  yet,  although  its  tlieme  l)e  altered; 

'Twill  rea<h  thy  heart,  and  bring  thee  back  .some  day, 
Love,  we  can  love,  although  the  shadows  gather. 

Still  we  can  luipe  until  the  clouds  be  past; 
Come  to  my  heart  and  whisjier  through  the  silence, 

"  Hope  on,  dear  heart,  our  lives  shall  meet  at  last; 

Hope  on,  dear  heait,  our  lives  shall  meet  at  last.  " 


I   LOVE   YOU   IN   SPITE   OF   ALL. 

Cupy  right,  1893.  by  Chua.  K.  Han  l«.     KiiU-rrd  at  SUtlnnera'  Hall,  Londuo. 
Word*  an<l  Miini,;  by  Chai).  K.  Hai  rll.    Arranged  by  PreJ  Slmooaoii. 

Down  l)y  a  shadv  brook,  by  a  swift  running  stream. 

Sat  a  maid  and  her  lt>ver,  iioth  happy  as  a  dream. 

All  nature  seemed  at  rest,  as  the  birds  sang  their  lay. 

He  told  her  that  he  loved  her,  called  her  his  Queen  of  May. 

Neither  in  tlieir  trysting  saw  ji  maiden  fall, 

A  girl  who  also  loved  him.  loved  him  the  best  of  all. 

"1  love  you  l)est  of  all,  better  than  all  this  world." 

Those  were  the  words  were  s|M>ken,  those  were  the  words  she  heard, 

"With  votir  dear  arms  about  me,  I  care  not  what  l»efalls, 

8urely,"dear,  you  will  not  doubt  me,  I  love  you  best  of  all." 

She  wandered  from  her  lionie,  this  maiden  all  forlorn, 

In  her  heart  kept  the  secret  of  a  love  left  unl)orn. 

She  came  iqxm  these  lovers,  unconscious  of  her  woe. 

And  heard  hlni  say  "  I  love  you,"  Just  as  she  turned  to  go. 

She  would  keep  her  secret,  which  no  time  could  pall. 

Her  heart  was  almost  breaking,  she  loved  In  spite  of  all.  i 

"  I  love  you  iM-st  of  all,  In'tter  than  all  this  world." 

Those  were  the  words  were  s|)oken,  those  were  the  words  she  he.'ird 

"  With  your  dear  arms  alxmt  me,  1  care  not  what  Ix'falls. 

Surely,  dear,  you  will  not  doubt  me,  I  love  you  best  of  all.' 

Long,  weary  days  have  passi'd  to  the  sweet  little  maid. 

Who  has  had  manly  suitors,  but  to  all  she  says  nay. 

No  one  else  will  she  wed,  she  knows  her  heart  Is  gone 

To  one  who  will  never  love  her.  he  we<ls  to  morrow  morn. 

Seated  in  the  arbor  his  words  she  now  recalls. 

Yet  in  her  heart  she  loves  him.  loves  him  in  spite  of  all. 

"I  love  you  f>e.st  of  all.  fitter  than  all  this  world." 

Those  were  the  words  were  spoken,  those  were  the  words  she  Iieard. 

"  With  your  dear  arms  alK)Ut  me.  I  care  not  what  befalls. 

Surely,  dear,  you  will  not  doubt  me,  I  love  you  best  of  all."      i 
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LITTLE    JOHNNY    DUGAN. 

CopTiigbt,  18S3,  by  T.  B.  Harma  A  Co.     EiigliKh  copjTiirht  secured. 


Worda  by  Tbonuu  Le  Hack.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 


Listen  for  a  moment  and  III  tell  to  ye  a  storj'.  (Yes!)* 

It  happened  down  to  Slattery's  a  week  ago  to-night:  (It  did;) 
SineinK.  danclniif.  drinking,  yes,  and  we  were  in  our  glory;  (We  were!) 

The  fun  It  didn't  last  lone,  for  it  ended  In  a  fight.    (It  would!) 
At  t«n  o'clock  big  Dan  McCarthy  he  lept  in  the  door,  (Ha,  ha!) 

And  ttien,  my  friends,  without  a  provocation  or  a  causi*,  (Well!) 
He  took  a  hold  of  Dugan  and  he  threw  him  on  the  floor.  (He  would !) 

Oh,  listen  just  a  moment,  and  I'll  you  how  it  was:  (Just!) 

Chorus. 

Solo:— Dan  McCarthy  tpok  a  stick  and  made  a  smash  at  Dugan. 
Choris:— What,  little  Johnny  Dugan? 

Solo:— Yes;  he  swears  he'll  have  his  life. 
Chori'S:— What  did  Dugan  do  to  him? 

Solo:    He  swears  he  was  untrue  to  him.     . 
Choris;    Did  Dugan  owe  him  money? 

Solo:— No-he  stole  McCarthy's  wife. 

Course,  you  know  it  Isn't  right  to  qTiarrel  at  a  party.  (No!) 

Espticlally  when  they're  Irish,  for  they  all  get  mixing  iji;  (They  would!) 
Dooley,  Fagan,  Slaltery,  Tim  Croniii  and  McCarthy,  (Yes!) 

The  way  they  thumi)ed  each  other,  sure,  it  really  was  a  sin.  (H  was!) 
Of  course,  you  know  it  wasn't  right  to  do  what  Dugan  done,  (No!) 

To  rob  McCarthy's  home  and  lie  a  burden  to  his  life  (Just!)  must!) 
I  There  must  be  coinpeiisation  when  the  judgment  day  does  come;  (There 

If  I  was  Johnny  Dugan  I'd  get  him  another  wife.    (Oood!)— r/«>;a*. 

♦  The  words  In  parentheses  are  to  be  spoken. 


HUOH    McCUE. 

Copyright,  IXM,  by  Spaulding  &  Qray.    Eiitcrrd  at  SiaUoD«t«'  Ball.  London. 


Wurds  and  Music  by  Oeonce  M.  Cubau. 


LOVE'S    OLD,    SWEET    SONG. 

Words  by  O.  Clifton  Bhik'"^'"-    Music  by  J.  L.  Molloy. 


Once  In  the  dear,  dead  days  be.vond  recall. 
When  on  the  world  the  nnsts  began  to  fall. 
Out  of  the  dreams  that  rose  in  happy  throng. 
Low  to  our  hearts  love  sung  an  old.  sweet  .song; 
And  in  the  dusk,  where  fell  the  firelight  gleam. 
Softly  It  wove  itself  into  our  dream. 
Just  a  song  at  twilight,  when  the  lights  are  low. 
And  the  flickering  shadows  softly  come  and  go; 
Tho'  the  heart  be  weary,  sad  the  day  and  long, 
Still  to  us  at  twilight  comes  love's  old  song, 
Comes  love's  old,  sweet  song. 

Even  to-day  we  hear  love's  song  of  yore, 
Deep  in  our  hearts  it  dwells  for  evermore; 
root-steps  mav  falter,  weary  grow  the  way. 
Still  we  can  hear  it  at  the  close  of  day; 
So  till  the  end.  when  life's  dim  shadows  fall. 
Love  will  be  found  the  sweetest  song  of  all. 
Just  a  song  at  twilight,  when  the  lights  are  low. 
And  the  flickering  shadows  softly  come  and  go; 
Tho'  the  heart  be  weary,  sad  the  day  and  long. 
Still  to  us  at  twilight  comes  love's  old  song. 
Comes  love's  old,  sweet  song. 


\     FALLEN    BY    THE    WAYSIDE. 


Copyi  iKbt,  1892,  by  Cbas.  K.  HarrlR. 


Worila  and  Mualc  by  Chaa.  K    Ilarria.    Arranged  by  Frank  Mayr. 


) 


A  handsome,  noble  looking  man  came  walking  down  the  street. 

Beside  hlra  strolled  a  little  girl  so  beautiful  and  sweet. 

Unconscious  of  the  many  eyes  that  lovingly  were  cast 

On  the  handsome  father  and  his  happy  child. 

From  o'er  the  way  there  came  a  lady 

With  burning  tears  that  seemed  to  blind  her  eyes 

As  on  the  child  she  gazed; 
"Oh,  look,  papa,  there  comes  mamma," 
Cried  the  little  innocent. 

But  the  father  quickly  drew  his  babe  away. 

Refraik. 

She  has  fallen  by  the  wayside,  she  has  gone  beyond  recall; 
There's  no  hand  outstretched  to  save  her,  not  a  friend  that  she  can  call; 
Ev'ry  door  is  closed  against  her,  not  a  soul  for  her  will  mourn; 
She  has  fallen  by  the  wayside,  she  has  gone  beyond  recall. 

Down  the  street  there  goes  a  maiden,  dressed  with  jewels  bright  &  rare, 
But  the  eyes  that  shone  so  brightly  how  they  tell  of  woe  and  care; 
Stops  a  one  time  friend  and  whis|>ers  to  her  comrade  passing  by, 
'•  Look,  there's  Josie."  then  they  turn  away  and  sigh. 
"  'Tis  but  a  year  since  she  was  with  us, 
A  merry  maiden,  oh,  so  happy. 

And  with  true  friends  by  the  score; 
But  she  left  them  for  another  life. 
Her  mother's  prayers  were  vain. 

In  our  hearts  she's  dead  to  us  forevermore.—  /?«A am. 

In  a  quiet  little  cottage,  standing  back  among  the  trees. 

Growing  Ivy  twining  "round  the  porch,  the  pathwaysstrewn  with  leaves. 

Within  the  cosy  parlor,  gathered 'round  the  fireside. 

Can  be  seen  the  saddened  family  at  home. 

Pressed  close  against  the  cottage  window, 

A  tear-stained  face  Is  looking  straight  within 

Upon  the  loved  ones  all; 
"Take  me  home."  the  poor  child  murmurs,  " 

It  comes  from  a  breaking  heart. 

But  their  Josle  she  hadr  gone  beyond  recall.— /;'«/'rain.  .     , 


Hugh  McCue,  a  noted  Irish  pugilist: 

Hugh  McCue,  a  fighter  through  and  through; 
If  McCue  should  ever  hit  you  with  his  fist. 

He  would  make  you  black  and  blue. 
Hugh  McCue,  a  party  gave  a  week  ago. 

And  It's  true  he  had  a  lively  crowd; 
Tlmmy  Murt)ny,  when  he  drank  a  drink  or  so. 

He  was  drunk  and  yelled  aloud: 

CHORt'S. 

i      Hugh  McCue,  .vou  mlck,  you. 

You  can  bet  your  l>ottom  dollar  I  can  lick  you; 

Oh.  you  mlck,  I'm  going  to  kick  you. 

With  a  knife  I'm  going  to  stick  you. 

I  can  lick  you,  Hugh  McCue,  you  mlck.  you. 

Hugh  McCue  to  little  Timniy  Murphy  said, 

"That  will  do,  now,  Timmv.  don't  get  new." 
*'  Now.  McCue,"  said  little  Timmy,  "on  the  dead, 

I  must  have  a  flght  with  you; 
Then  McCue  got  mad  and  threw  him  out  the  door, 

Timmy  landed  on  the  trolley  track. 
When  ^fcCue  said,  "do  vou  want  to  fight  me  more? " 

Murphy  only  answered  back:— 6'/m'I'<*. 

"  Oh,  you  mlck,  if  you  can  flght,  come  out,"'  said  Tim. 

"I  can  lick  yourself  and  all  your  gang." 
He  went  quick,  and  when  McCue  was  thro'  with  him. 

For  an  ambulance  they  rang. 
In  the  bottom  of  the  wagon  Timmv  lay. 

Moaning,  groaning,  rolling  side  ^roni  side. 
As  they  started  in  to  slowly  drive  away. 

From  the  ambulance  he  crie<l:— 6'//w«#. 

Timmy  Murphy  every  kind  of  doctors  tried. 

But  thev  couldn't  cure  him,  it  was  found. 
Through  the  flght  he  had  with  Hugh  McCue  he  died. 

Now  he's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground. 
Hugh  McCue,  to  see  the  grave  he  went  alone. 

Very  blue  he  felt  that  day  IndetMl, 
Till  he  looked  at  what  It  said  upon  the  stone. 

This  is  what  McCue  did  read:  — C'/.oiw*. 


DE    HOTTEST    COON    IN    TOWN. 

Co|>yrUrbt,  1895,  by  Frank  Tous*-!.    Entered  at  St*tion«ni'  Hall,  L»ndoii. 
WordH  by  M.  H.  K.      Miiaic  by  Irvinic  Junta. 


Of  dandy  coons  I  am  de  swell,  I'm  not  unknown  to  fame, 
Aroun'  (lis  town  dey  know  nu-  well,  and  craps,  dat  l.s  my  game; 
A  sporty  coon,  I've  got  de  sand,  and  likewise  got  de  tin, 
I  buck  de  tiger  and  de  wheel,  and  always  sure  to  win. 


1 


Choris.  I 

For  I'm  de  hottest  coon  you'll  find  in  dis  yere  town.  I 

De  darkles  fiock  to  me  for  miles  and  miles  aroun':  i 

I  shake  de  dice  and  rolls  'em  out.  come  sebben,  'lebben,  de  darkies  shout. 

For  I'm  de  hottest  coon  In  town.  ; 

'Twas  at  a  cake-walk  that  I  met  a  dandy  colored  gal; 
She  was  my  little  baby  jn^t,  they  called  her  Charcoal  Sal: 
Like  glue  .'me  loved  me,  and  she  swore  she'd  marry  me  some  day. 
But  Lemuel  Johnson  he  came  'long  and  stole  dat  gal  away. 

Choris.  , 

Now  I'm  de  hottest  coon  you'll  find  In  dls  yere  town,  ) 

I'm  looking  for  dat  nig  for  miles  and  miles  aroun'; 
If  I  should  find  his  rest  in'  place,  I'll  carve  my  name  upon  his  face. 

For  I'm  the  hottest  coon  in  town. 

One  night  I  went  to  make  a  call  on  Louisiana  I^ou,  I 

I  hung  my  hat  agin'  de  wall,  to  eat  some  'possum  stew;  , 

Her  little  brudder  grinned  at  me,  and  fo'  I  was  aware,  ^ 

He  laid  a  razor  right  side  up  upon  dis  nigger's  chair.  ( 

ClIORfS.  ( 

And  I'se  de  hottest  coon  you'll  find  in  dis  yere  town,  ( 

I'm  looking  for  dat  nig  for  miles  and  miles  aroun';  ( 

It  I  can  catch  dat  nigger,  s«>e,  I'll  cut  him  just  where  he  cut  me,  ; 

For  I'm  de  hottest  coon  in  town.  ( 

I  went  down  to  a  fancy  ball.  In  swallow  tails  so  fine;  / 

Among  de  cullud  pussons  all.  no  coon  like  me  did  shine;  I 

Some  nigger  wid  intentions  dat  I  can't  say  1  admire,  ( 

Just  put  a  match  to  my  coat-tails,  and  soon  I  was  on  Are.  , 

Choris.  f 

And  I'se  de  hottest  coon  you'll  find  in  dis  yere  town,  , 

im  looking  for  dat  moke  for  miles  and  miles  aroun';  ' 

And  when  he's  found.  I'll  promise  jou  dat  nig  will  turn  red,  white  and 
For  I'm  de  hottest  coon  in  town.  [blue, 


f 
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SWEET    FLEUR    DE    LIS.* 


LILY    OF    FHANCE. 


C.i|>.TiiKht.  IN4.  by  Spauldliifr  &  Oray.    Entered  at  Slatlnnen'  Hall,  London. 


Word*  and  Masic  by  Edgar  Selden. 


'Neath  the  sunny  skies  of  the  south  of  FranrerotleaRay  sir  knight  along: 
In  a  meadow  Ijy  stood  u  maid  so  shy,  whose  soul  burst  torth  In  song; 
It  was  love  at  sight;  thought  the  brave  sir  knight,  like  the  lily  fair  Is  she; 
And  he  said,  "Fretty  maid,  of  me  be  not  afraid,  my  sweet  fleur  de  Us." 

Refrain. 

Sweet,  sweet,  fleur  de  lis.  beautiful  lily  of  France, 
Vision  of  loveliness,  you  would  a  king  entrance: 
Though  you're  but  lowly  born,  whllv  I  have  riches  and  power, 
Happy  I'd  In*  If  forever  with  thee,  my  sweet  fleur  de  lis. 

Ere  the  maid  renlied.there  came  to  her  side  a  young  shepherd  lad.  In  haste. 
Wit h  a  loving  glaiK-e  of  .sly  cupid's  lance. his  arm  stole  'round  her  wal.st.f  he 
Then  thekniglit  rode  by,  breathed  a  sad,  soft  sigh,  for  a  valiant  knight  was 
And  he  said,  '  vt- ry  soon  you'll  have  your  honeymoon,  my  sweet  neur  de 

Us."—JiKfrai>,. 

*  '*  Lla  "  pronounced  "  Lee." 


The  Man  that  Stole  My  Lnncheon. 

C'opyrifrht,  IRM.  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    EuKllth  copyright  lecured. 


Words  by  Tlio*.  Le  Mack.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 


H 


You  remember  we  unloaded  coal  two  weeks  come  Tuesday  next? 
I  do,  upon  the  wharf  down  here,  the  day  Dan  Gould  got  fined. 

Well,  something  happened  that  day  that  would  make  a  man  feel  vexed. 
And  although  I  never  mentioned  it.  It's  never  left  my  mind. 

Before  I  started  out  to  work,  my  wife  put  up  my  dinner. 
When  I  got  down  to  the  wharf,  I  hid  the  can  behind  the  shed. 

When  a  man  about  your  size  siieak'd  "round-  he  did,  the  thieving  sinner- 
Took  my  dinner-can,  my  coat  and  lunch— yes,  everything— and  fled. 

Choris. 
I  think  he  deserves  a  punchln'.   Who'r  The  man  that  stole  my  luncheon! 

Was  it  me?    I  never  .naid  it  was.    Well,  dont  insinuate. 
I'm  not  insinuatin'.    But  you're  very  aggravatin'. 

Lave  it  go.    1  will.    You  will?    "Tis  gone.    But  what  had  I  to  ate? 

Now.  Drlnnan,  you're  a  friend  of  mine,  and  I  know  all  your  ways. 

We've  worked  together  many  times,  a  .lobbing  here  aiid  there, 
I've  done  favors  for  your  family,  Unt.  these  many,  many  days; 

III  get  even,  too.  with  some  one,  if  it  takes  me  twenty  years. 
You're  not  laccuslng  me.  man,  dear,  of  ateiiig  up  your  dinner? 

Well,  you  didn't  bring  no  lunch  that  day  (111  take  me  oath  to  that). 
No.  but  over  to  the  Dltchman  s  I  had  beer  and  sour  welnner. 

Yes.  but  t)eer  and  sour  welnner— only  Dltchmen  live  on  that.— 67iorM«. 


COME,    PLAY    WITH    ME. 

Cop.yrlKbt.  UM,  by  Francis.  Day  &  Hunter.    Englisili  copyright  secured. 


Words  by  O.  P.  Hawtrey.     MukIc  by  Alfred  Phiiripton. 


I  have  not  been  here  very  long,  as  yet  I'm  quite  a  stranger. 

And  so  to  try  an  English  song  may  seem,  perhiips.  a  danger. 

One  thing  I  ask,  a  favor  slight,  I  hope  vou'll  not  refuse  me. 

That  if  I  don't  pronounce  it  right,  you  "kindly  will  excuse  me.  fnie. 

I'm  fond  of  games  and  romps,  you  see,  I  wish  you'd  come  and  play  with 

Choris. 

For  I  have  such  a  way  with  me. 
A  way  with  me,  a  way  with  me; 
I  have  such  a  nice  little  way  with  me. 

Do  not  think  it  wrong. 
I  should  like  you  to  play  with  me. 
To  play  with  me,  to  play  with  me; 
I  wish  you'd  come  and  play  with  me. 

I'lay  with  me  all  the  day  long. 

I  have  a  friend,  a  nice  young  man,  who  likes  to  linger  near  me. 
And  when  I  told  him  of  my  nlan,  he  s<ild  he'd  come  and  hear  me. 
He  told  me  I  ne«d  fear  no  fright,  that  there  would  be  no  danger, 
He  said  the  srmg  would  be  all  right,  although  I  was  a  .stranger; 
But  now  my  friend  I  cannot  see,  he  wont  come  out  and  play  with  me. 

Choris. 

Tho'  I  have  such  a  way  with  me. 
A  way  with  me.  a  way  with  me; 
I  have  such  a  nice  little  way  with  me. 

Do  not  think  It  wrong. 
He  won't  come  out  and  play  with  me, 
And  play  with  me.  and  play  with  mo; 
He  won't  come  out  and  j»lav  with  me, 

Flay  with  me  all  the  day  'long. 

He  promised  he'd  be  In  his  place,  he  promised,  too.  to  cheer  me; 
He  said  that  I  should  see  his  face,  and  know  that  he  was  near  me; 
Hut  I'uirage;  though  he  Is  not  here,  there  is  not  any  danger, 
You  are  my  friends.  I  need  not  fear,  although  I  am  a  stranger. 
Ah!  there  he  is,  my  friend,  I  see-  will  you  come  out  and  play  with  me. 

ClIORfS. 

.    .  F'>r  I  have  such  a  way  with  me, 

A  way  with  me,  a  way  with  me; 
1  have  such  a  nice  little  way  with  me. 

Do  not  think  It  wrong. 
Will  you  come  out  and  play  with  me. 
And  play  with  me,  and  play  with  me; 
Will  you  come  out  and  play  with  me,  • 

And  play  with  me  all  the  day  long. 


THE    GERMAN    FIFTH. 

Copyriglit,  lt70,  by  L<>u*sO.  Ouullaud. 


Written  and  Sung  by  Que  Willluns. 


Of  you'll  look  at  us  your  oud,  you  vlll  see  some  soldiers  gay, 
Ve  wlong  to  de  (Jerman  Fifth  dat  bromenades  upon  Broadway. 
Ve  march  awhile  in  single  tile,  den  ve  change  to  twobytwo; 
You  bet  ve  make  de  beoble  smile  ven  ve  march  dot  sidy  drough 

Chorus. 

Double  rank— vatch  de  flank— don't  dat  vas  a  splendid  drill? 
Mark  dot  time— ain't  dot  fine?  ven  ve  march  ve  don't  stand  sdlll. 
Houp-a-la!  shout  hurrah!  dot's  de  vay  dot's  sure  to  kill; 
Right  face  about,  go  inside  out-  hurrah  for  de  German  Fifth. 

Ven  ve  vas  in  dot  army  ve  vas  fed  on  barrel  staves; 
I'nd  ven  vedon't  vas  tight,  ve  had  to  vork  at  digging  graves; 
rnd  ve  got  so  sick  und  thin,  dot  you  could  easily  see  us  drough; 
Und  somedlmes  dey  kept  us  marching  dill  your  feet  vas  black  iind  blue. 
Double  rank  -vatch  de  flank,  etc. 

But  now  ve  are  home-guard  brlvates,  ve  got  blenty  grub  to  eatl 
Dutchmen  all  are  jealous  ot  us,  ven  ve  march  ahing  de  .sdreed. 
.Vrms  quick  pre.sont  und  cIIxjws  IhmU,  eyes  to  right  und  heads  up  straight, 
Mlt  left  und  right,  und  moud  shut  tight- a  mile  a  day  dot  vas  our  gait. 
Double  rank— vatch  de  flank,  etc. 


'r 


If  I  Only  Could  Blot  Out  the  Past. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Hamilton  B.  Gordon.    English  copyright  secured. 


Words  and  Music  by  Gusde  L.  Davla. 


In  a  city  far  away  came  a  messenger  one  day 

With  a  letter  for  a  girl,  and  thus  It  said: 
"Your  old  mother  died  to  day,  and  l>efore  she  passed  away 

Often  asked  for  you  when  all  stood  by  her  l>ed. 
Now.  Nell,  please  write  and  sjiy  that  you'll  start  for  home  to-day. 

For  p<x)r  rather  has  forgiven  you  at  last. 
And  he  longs  to  see  you,  ttK>,  for  he  always  sneaks  of  you," 

But  poor  Nell  wrote,  while  the  tears  were  railing  fast: 

Choris. 

If  I  only  could  blot  out  the  past. 

If  1  only  could  all  forget. 
And  the  sweetheart  of  old  had  his  love  never  told. 

If  he  and  I  never  had  met 
I'd  be  home  with  the  old  folks  to-day. 

But  for  me  now  the  die  Is  cast: 
My  heart  oft  doth  yearn,  and  I'd  like  to  return. 

If  I  only  could  blot  out  the  past. 

In  her  home  one  year  ago  not  a  sorrow  did  .she  know. 

In  the  quiet  little  town  she  was  the  Itelle; 
But  a  lad  there  won  her  heart,  now  they've  drifted  far  apart. 

For  poor  Nell  loved  him  not  wisely  but  too  well; 
But  pride  keeps  her  away  from  that  dear  old  home  to  dav. 

For  her  name  the  village  folks  linked  with  disgrace. 
And  they  tried  to  wreck  her  life,  for  |)o<ir  Nell  was  not  his  wife. 

And  she  thought  of  all.  while  tears  rolled  down  her  face.-  Uiwus. 


MA    ONLIEST    ONE. 

Copyright,  IttA.  by  T.  B  Harms  A  Cj.    Engll'h  copy  right  secured. 


Words  and  Music  by  Fay  Templeton. 


While  walkln'  down  de  street  de  udder  day 

I  hapi)ened  fer  to  raise  ma  eyes  and  look  wid  all  my  might  and  main. 

For  staiidln'  on  de  corner  was  a  yaller  gal. 

She  said  Chlorlnda  Johnson  was  her  name.  j 

Why  ma  heart  had  flown,  I  lost  my  head  completelj',  ' 

For  ma  own  true  love  iKid  stolen  all  de  sense  i  ebber  had  away. 

I  took  her  hand,  she  blushed  and  smiled  so  sweetly; 

Oh,  I  kissed  her  and  1  den  did  fondly  sjiy:— Oh— 

Choris. 
Honey,  ma  little  gal. 
Won't  you  come  and  let  mc  whisper 
In  your  ear  how  much  I  lub  you? 
Fore  de  Lord,  vou  Is  ma  sweet— 
You'se  ma  onllest  one  In  all  dis  world  to  me; 
You  has  ma  soul,  ma  life,  ma  all. 
Just  as  true  as  stars  dat  shine— 
Oh,  tell  me  dat  you  lub  me.  1 

And  say  dat  you'll  be  ndiie. 

Chlorlnda,  she's  de  gal  I'se  gwlne  to  marry.  i 

You  bet  we'll  have  a  happy  time,  for  love  has  madeour  two  heartsone. 

You  ask  her  who  compares  to  her  own  lubly  bov. 

.'She'll  roll  her  eyes  and  sweetly  answer  "None:"" 

You'.**  can  talk  alwut  yo'  hoe  "cake  and  persimmons. 

They're  not  In  It  wld  de  gal  I  lub.  because  I  know  she's  Just  divine. 

Ill  lub  her  till  I  die.  ma  heart  will  creep  and  grow. 

Just  as  sweetly  as  de  sweet  potato  vine— oh!— C/<o»«». 
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Beyond  Pardon,  Beyond  Control. 

CopyrlKlit,  18M,  by  Hpauldli-g  A  Gray.    EaUred  at  SUtlnnen'  Hall,  London,  Eiis. 
Word*  and  Uoslc  by  Oumie  L.  Davia. 


\ 


A  fond,  loving  grandma,  with  snowy-white  hair. 

Sits  thinking  of  a  daughter  far  away; 
A  sweet  little  baby,  so  thovightless  of  care. 

Is  on  the  floor,  by  grandpa's  knee,  at  play; 
Deserted  home  and  husband,  the  truth  they  soon  must  learn, 

The  baby's  mother  bears  another's  name; 
The  husband  would  forgive  lier  if  she  but  would  return. 

For  baby's  sake  he'd  love  her  just  the  same. 

CHORI'S. 

Gone.beyond  pardon.beyond  recall,  left  those  that  loved  her  the  bestof  all; 
Lost  all  respect  for  the  home  she  has  wreck'd,beyond  pardon,beyond  recall. 

Years  after  a  footstep  Is  heard  at  the  gate, 

A  slender  form  soon  enters  at  the  door; 
A  sweet  voice  calls  "  mother,"  but,  sadly,  too  late. 

For  mother's  voice  is  hushed  forevermore. 
Now  strangers'  voices  greet  her,  and  tell  her  those  she  seeks 

Have  long  been  dead  and  numl)ered  with  the  blest; 
A  sigh,  a  moan,  she's  dying,  not  one  word  does  she  speak, 

In  death  the  weary,  fallen  one  finds  rest.— CAori«. 
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She  May  Have  Seen  Better  Days. 

CnpyrlRht,  1N4,  by  T.  B.  Harm*  &  Co.     Engliali  oopyrlKht  secured. 


Words  and  Music  by  James  Tbornton. 


While  strolling  along  with  the  city's  vast  throng,  , 

On  a  night  that  was  bitter  cold, 
I  noticed  a  crowd,  who  were  laughing  aloud 

At  something  they  chanced  to  oehoid; 
I  stopped  for  to  see  what  the  object  could  be, 

And  there,  on  a  doorstep,  lay 
A  woman  in  tears,  from  the  crowd's  angry  jeers. 
And  then  I  heard  somebody  say:  .. 

CHORrs. 
She  may  have  seen  better  days,  when  she  was  In  her  prime; 
She  may  have  seen  better  days  once  upon  a  time; 
Though  by  the  wayside  she  fell,  she  may  yet  mend  her  ways; 
Some  poor,  old  mother  is  waiting  for  her,  who  has  seen  better  days. 

If  we  could  but  tell  why  the  poor  creature  fell. 
Perhaps  we'd  not  l)e  so  severe; 

If  the  truth  were  but  known  of  this  outcast  alone. 
Mayhap  we  would  all  shed  a  tear. 

She  was  once  some  one's  joy,  casL  aside  like  a  toy- 
Abandoned,  forsaken,  unknown. 

Every  man  standing  by  had  a  tear  In  his  eye. 
For  some  had  a  daughter  at  home.— C/(o/ MO. 

.  '        The  crowd  went  away,  but  I  longer  did  stay; 

For  from  her  I  was  loath  to  depart; 
I  knew  by  her  moan,  as  she  sat  tliere  alone. 

That  something  was  breaking  her  heart; 
She  told  me  her  life,  she  was  once  a  good  wife, 

Res[)ected  and  honored  by  all; 
Her  husband  had  fled  ere  they  were  long  wed. 

And  tears  down  her  cheeks  sadly  fall.— cVtoru*. 


HALF-PAST    NINE.    ^^ 

Copyrifrht,  1893,  by  Francis,  Daj-  &  Hunter.    English  oopyrigbt  secured. 


I    HANDED    IT   OVER  TO    RILEY. 

Ck>PTl1ght,  1892,  by  Kranli  Tousey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hull,  Lii>udon. 


Words  by  AII>ert  Hail.     Music  by  Felix  McQiennon. 


There  never  were  two  stauncher  pals 

Than  I  and  my  chum  Johnny  Riley; 
We'd  booze  together  or  flirt  with  gals. 

And  we  valued  each  other  highly; 
Whenever  there  was  any  booze  to  be  got. 
Or  somebody  paid  for  the  keg  or  itot, 
I  would  collar  the  measure  and  gulp  the  lot. 

Then  I  handed  it  over  to  Riley. 

CHORrs. 
For  Riley  and  I  were  chums,  and  we  always  shared 
Black  eyes  or  sugar  plums,  the  divil  a  hair  we  cared; 
When  there  was  anything  nice  about,  take  my  word. 
That  when  I  had  done,  I  handed  it  on  to  Riley. 

One  day  while  I  was  on  a  spree 

Along  with  my  chum  Johnny  Riley, 
One  of  those  men  they  call  a  "  D  " 

Came  in  and  surveyed  us  slyly. 
Then  he  grabbed  me  gently  by  the  ear. 
And  whisiHsred,  "  Young  man,  I've  a  warrant  hero: " 
Well,  I  took  that  warrant  in  the  greatest  fear. 

Then  I  handed  it  over  to  Riley.—  c'/'0» ««. 

One  night  I  found  a  watch  and  chain 
While  out  with  my  chum  Johnny  Riley, 

And  he  for  his  share  did  soon  conrplain. 
And  he  did  it  so  awfully  wily. 

But  as  by  a  lamp  we  chanced  to  pass, 

I  saw  by  the  light  of  the  flaring  gas 

That  the  watch  was  gold  but  the  chain  was  brass. 
So  the  chain  went  over  to  Riley.— c'At/ru*. 

One  sweet  spring  morn  I  took  a  wife, 

M3'  best,  01  course,  was  Riley; 
I  thought  she'd  l)e  the  joy  of  my  life. 

For  she  acted  so  very  shyly; 
But  I  soon  found  that  marriage  was  no  great  fun. 
For  she  chased  me  round  the  house  with  a  gun. 
Till  I  said,  '•  Dear  madam,  with  you  I've  done," 

And  I  handed  her  over  to  Riley.— (/AoTM*. 


-. 


I 


I'll  Not  Go  Out  with  Riley  Any  More. 

Copyright.  MDt'CCXCV.  by  Henry  i.  Wehnian. 


Words  and  MukIc  l>y  Harry  S.  Miller. 


Words  by  Wal  Pink.     Music  by  Leo  I^  Brunn. 


Oh,  sweet  are  vacations,  they  bring  variations. 

So  thought  Johnny  Hopkins,  a  clerk. 
As  ott,  like  a  rocket,  went  he,  cash  in  pocket. 

Relea.sed  from  his  dull  office  work; 
He  did  not  go  touring,  long  travel  enduring. 

But  to  a  .small  village  unnamed. 
Where  he.  although  married,  a  love  altair  (Carried 

On  with  a  young  girl,  who  exclaimed: 

Choris. 
I'll  be  there,  love,  at  half -past  nine;  . 

I'll  be  there,  be  it  rain  or  shine; 
I'm  your  true  love,  and  you  are  mine. 
So  meet  me  down  the  lane  to-night  at  half-past  nine. 

Still  they  must  be  pitied,  for  they  both  omitted 

To  mention  whic^  end  of  the  lane. 
So  whilst  he,  'mid  showers,  stood  one  end  for  hours. 

She  stood  at  the  other  in  vain. 
She  waited  till  ten,  then  said,  "He's  like  all  men;  then: 

I'll  meet  him  to-morrow  instead; 
With  heart  down  to  zero,  she  wrote  to  our  hero. 

And  this  was  the  way  the  note  read:— c/<o/«». 

John's  wife  wasn't  vicious,  but  she  grew  susplcloas. 

So  down  to  the  village  she  came; 
Arrived  unexpected,  tne  note  intercepted. 

Resolving  to  upset  his  game; 
Thought  she.  half  past  nine,  sir,  the  fun  will  be  mine,  sir. 

For  as  the  clock  strikes,  I'll  strike,  too; 
With  horse- whip  she  waited,  and  met  him  as  stated. 

Then  wolloped  poor  John  black  and  blue.    (Saying:) 
Chorhr 

I've  got  here.  love,  by  half-past  nine; 

I've  got  here;  don't  you  think  It  flne; 

I'm  your  true  love,  but  you're  not  mine; 

She  left  her  trade-mark  on  him  just  at  half -past  nine. 


My  old  friend  Johnnie  Riley  says,  "Come,  Mac,  along  with  me; 
I  mean  to  draw  me  pension  and  we'll  have  a  real  old  spree; 
We'll  both  go  down  to  Murphy's,  then  we'll  stop  in  on  Magee, 
And  have  a  drink  or  two  at  Missis  Grady".s." 
Says  I,  "  Now.  John,  come  home;  leave  the  drink  and  stuff  alone. 

And  you'll  feel  the  better  man  to-morrow  morn.' 
"Devil-a-foot,"  he  says,  "I  will,  sure  1  mean  to  have  me  fill," 

So,  like  a  fool,  I  had  to  go  along. 

Chorus. 

But  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more; 

Everj'  bone  within  me  bodj-  since  is  sore: 
Sure  he  got  me  in  a  flght,  and  leave  them  lock  me  up  all  night, 

Nol  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 

Next  morning  Riley  said  to  me,  "Indeed.  I'm  sorry.  Mack." 
Says  I.  "I  want  no  sympathy  or  anything  like  that; 
Now  if  you  had  stood  by  me  when  you  got  nie  in  a  scrap, 
I  wouldn't  been  the  sight  I  am  this  morning." 
Say's  he,  "Tut,  tut,  dont  fret,  sure  I've  plenty  money  yet; 

Now  cheer  up,  and  we'll  go  out  and  take  a  drop"— 
So,  like  a  fool  again,  sure  I  did  the  very  .same. 

And  went  with  Riley,  when  I  swore  I'd  not. 

CnoRrs. 
,.    But  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more; 

Just  for  fun,  he  poked  a  p'licenian  in  the  Jaw; 
Then  he  ran  away,  did  he,  and  let  the  copper  collar  me. 
So  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 

Now  Riley,  here  a  week  ago.  went  out  one  night  alone. 

Although  he  called  around  for  me,  Ini  glad  I  wasn't  home; 

3Ie  wife,  she  sajs,  "  It's  likely  that  youTl  And  him  at  McUlone's." 

Says  he,  "I'll  stop  there,  Mis.sis  McAnally." 

He'd  gone  a  block  or  more,  when  a  dangling  wire  he  saw. 

And  so  gently  in  the  breezes  did  it  sway. 
And  he  thought  the  wire  was  dead,  but  twas  lull  of  life  instead. 

That  happened  just  a  week  ago  today. 

Chorus. 

But  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more; 

It  was  ye.sterday  the  last  of  him  I  saw; 
As  the  funeral  wound  away,  sure  then  I  to  meself  did  say. 

Now  I  can't  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 


( 
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THE     SOLDIER'S     BRIDE; 

— OR— 

Only  a  Sad,  Sweet  Memory. 

Copyright,  1(97,  by  N.  E.  nyt-ra.    EiiglUh  copyrlirht  weurad. 


Wordii  and  Music  by  E.  NlnlaD. 


J 


She  was  a  soldier's  sweetheart,  pure  as  the  mornlnR  ()ew. 

Home  from  the  war  to  wed  her,  hastened  the  lover  true. 

Back  to  the  held  of  conflict,  duty  hade  him  jjo; 

Kissing  his  bride,  he  whispered,  "  Soldiers  must  fight,  you  know!  " 

RErRAI.N. 

Only  a  sad,  sweet  memory,  darling,  of  bygone  yearn. 
Only  a  dream  of  j'ou,  dear,  kissing  away  my  tears;  [light? 

"A  soldier's  bride  Phould  not  weep,"  you  said,  but  how  can  my  heart  l)« 
I've  only  a  sad,  sweet  memory,  darling,  of  you  to-night. 

Then  came  a  tender  message,  saying  his  love  was  true. 
Borne  by  a  wounded  comrade,  these  were  his  words  to  you, 
"  For  our  dear  flag  and  freedom,  love,  I  give  my  life. 
Shed  r^ot  a  tear,  remember  you  are  a  soldier's  wife."— //«/ra<«. 


EVERY    NIG-HT    I    SEE    THAT 
NIGG-ER    STANDIN'    'ROUND. 

CopyrlKht,  1X96.  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  C<>.    Enfrli«b  copyriRlit  rooured. 


1 


By  Joarph  Hart  A  W   H   Matobelte. 


The  worstest  nigger  that  1  know  steals  and  gets  into  a  row. 

Just  l)ecause  he's  nuthin"  else  to  do; 
He  went  down  to  a  colored  church,  knocked  the  deacon  oflf  his  perch, 

Ju.st  l)ecause  he'd  nuthin'  else  to  do. 
Went  to  a  colored  ball,  one  night,  drew  his  razor,  started  a  fight. 

.lust  liecause  he'd  nuthin'  else  to  do; 
In  a  policy  shopdid  louillyshuut,  "I'se  gwlne  to  clean  dls  'ere  place  out!" 
Just  l)ecause  he'd  nuthin'  else  to  do. 

Chorcs. 
Ev'ry  night  I  see  that  nigger  standln'  'round,  hangin'  'round; 
F.VrV  night  1  see  that  nigger  walkin'  "round,  talkin"  round: 
EVry  night  I  see  that  nigger  standln'  'round,  hangin'  'round. 
Just  because  he'd  nuthin'  else  to  do. 

One  m<H)iillght  night  he  left  his  stoop  to  go  and  visit  a  chicken  c<H)p, 

Just  l)e<-ause  he's  nuthin'  else  to  do; 
Not  a  sound  there  could  be  heard,  he  said,  "I'se  gwlne  to  get  that  bird," 

Just  liecause  he'd  nuthin'  else  to  do. 
The  man  that  owned  thatcoop  had  a  gun— Lordy,  howthat  nig  did  run. 

Just  iH'cause  he'd  nuthin'  else  to  do; 
You  see  that  bird  was  that  man's  pet.    I  'specs  that  nigger's  runnin' yet. 

Just  l)ecau»e  hed  nuthin'  else  to  Ao.—l'hoi  uf. 

Got  shaking  craps  with  a  lot  of  coons  up  In  Reuben  Snowball's  rcnims. 

Just  t)ecau.se  he's  nuthin'  else  to  do; 
Those  niggers  wished  he  was  In  heaven,  forev'ry  shake  he  shook  eleven. 

Just  liecause  he'd  nuthin'  else  to  do: 
Won  allthey  had.  but  had  to  cheat— niggers  chased  him  down  the  street. 

Just  because  he'd  nuthin'  el.se  to  do; 
Thro"  an  alley,  my:  but  it  was  funny.    He  said,  "I'll  give  you  a  run  for 

Just  because  he'd  nuthin'  else  to  do.— C'/icju*.  [yer  money  1" 


< 
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BON    JOUR. 

Copyright,  1890,  by  T.  B.  Harmi  A  Co.    Enffllib  eopyrlatbt  scetired. 


Words  by  Harry  B.  Smith.    Music  by  Ludwls  EiiRlaender. 

Borijo'V,  ton  jour,  me'  eamai  ade> .' 

Get  out,  get  out  and  hold  him,  you  fooll 

Rejoiced  to  meet  you  all.  I'm  sure. 

("onfoiiiul  that  pesky,  wretched  mule. 

Tho'  I've  been  roaming  in  many  a  dime. 

And  been  away  for  a  deuce  of  a  time, 

'Tis  joy  to  see  you,  my  friends,  once  again, 

'Tis  jov  to  l>e  liome  once  more. 

Im  deeply  moved,  I  sjiy  I'm  moved,  extremely  moved. 

My  forte  Is  versatility,  in  Thespian  facility; 

My  smiling  affability  to  me  wins  ev'ry  heart; 
I've" talents  a  variety.'of  startling  contrariety; 

I've  sampled  ev"ry  kind  of  trade  and  nearly  every  art; 
The  bus'ness  of  a  wizard  I  well  know  from  "  A  to  Izzard"; 

o  I  ridicule  all  rivals,  I  can  give  them  "cards  and  simdes." 
I  once  was  a  tragedian,  a  melancholy,  seedy  un— 

In  fact.  In  me  you  clearly  see  a  jack  of  all  trades. 

Rekrain. 
Behold  in  me  the  whole  epitome  of  versatile  felicity; 

My  talent  is  no  ordinary  kind; 
I  am  a  paragofi:  I  am  the  only  one! 
I  am  a  unlvers.tl  gfiitns  of  gifts  In  multiplicity. 

My  equal  uiHin  ejirth  you  will  not  find; 
For  1  am  Ten's<-happe  the  magical, 
Tht;  comical.  tliH  tragical: 
Take  off  your  hats  to  me. 

At  prestidigitation  I'm  the  wonder  of  the  nation, 

.\nythiiig  yon  like  to  something  else  with  readiness  I  turn; 
Mv  singing  voice  vociferous,  wins  jKjsies  odoriferous 

Vroin  l;i(lifs  who  adore  me  and  for  my  affections  yearn; 
1  am  a  'n-cord  breaker  "  as  a  necromaiiclng  fakir. 

No  large  sleeves  and  no  moustache  I  wear:  I  do  not  need  their  aids. 
In  ballet  dance  fantastical,  my  legs  are  most  elastlcal— 

In  fact,  in  me  you  clearly  see  a  Jack  of  all  trades.— /.'</fai»i. 


Shout  the  Tidings,  Cuba's  Free. 

CopyrlKht,  1(9*.  by  N.  E.  Byers.    Wnnls  and  Music  by  £.  NInlau. 


Shout  aloud  the  joyful  tidings  over  all  the  land. 
Poor  Culm  has  been  rescued  from  the  tyrant's  hand; 
The  joyful  tidings  echo  over  land  and  sea. 
"  Old  Uncle  Sam  has  set  poor  suffering  Cuba  free." 

CHORI'S. 

Then  shout  the  joyful  tidings,  suff'ring  Cuba  now  is  free. 
Awake  her  sleeping  heroes  with  the  shout  of  victory: 
They  l)ought  with  blood  her  freedom,  faltered  not  tlie  price  to  pay; 
Then  shout  the  joyful  tidings,  suff'ring  Cuba's  free  to-day. 

Lift  on  high  the  flag  of  free<lom,  let  It  proudly  wave 
O'er  ev'ry  Cuban  cottage,  o'er  the  patriot's  grave; 
Let  tyrants  fear  and  tremble  when  her  flag  they  see. 
For  Uncle  Sam  has  set  iioor  suff'ring  Cuba  free.- rAwi) 


rill. 


MY    SOUTH    CA'LINA    ROSE. 

CopyrlKht,  1898,  for  all  couiitrlM,  by  Sydney  p.  Harrla. 


By  Trliice  A  Han i*. 

When  yo'  wondah  why  yo'  feel  so  gay. 

When  yo'  heart  am  singin'  all  de  day. 

When  yo'  pulse  am  all  a-tlngle. 

An' yoMmnjo  full  of  jingle. 

An' the  months  all  melt  an' mingle  Into  May; 

When  vo'  joy  fom  morn  to  twilight's  close. 

When  )(>'  smile  throughout  yo'  sweet  repose, 

Yo'  will  have  to  love  a  niggah 

WId  de  jtuffec'  face  an'  figgah 

Of  ma  south  Ca'llna  Rose. 

Chorus. 
For  it's  huh  sugah  kl.xs  whah  I  flnds  ma  Wts.^ 

It's  a  way  she  laugh  an' glance  huh  eye. 
It's  de  toss  in'  head  and  an'  de  lips  so  red. 

An'  de  sassy  style  she  hold  huh  self  so  high. 
It's  a  way  she  tea.sf»  an'  a  way  she  please. 

An'  a  shifty  step  no  othah  nigger  knows; 
Oh,  dah  nevah  was  a  flowah  to  t>e  found  in  any  bowah 

Like  ma  South  Ca'lina  Rose.— [Z;a««.J  i 

Seems  to  me  de  sky's  a  richer  blue. 

Seems  to  me  dat  eVah  friend  am  true,  I 

Dah's  a  In-auty  in  de  shlvah 

Of  de  m(H)iil)eams  on  de  rivah, 

An'  de  sunlight  make  me  quivah  through  an'  through; 

Dah's  a  cham  In  evah  place  I  goes, 

Dah's  de  light  in  evah  breeze  'at  blows. 

An'  de  reason  am  de  neatness  i 

An' de  captivatin' sweetness  i 

Of  ma  South  Ca'lina  Rose.- CAoi**!*. 


THE  ACTOR'S  BOARDING-HOUSE. 


By  William  Jerome.    Tune—"  Hey,  Ilube.' 


I'll  sing  you  of  an  actor's  boarding-house  that's  run  by  a  Dutchman.  Her 
It's  No.  *j  ureat  Jones,  and  the  price  per  week  is  just  6  tiones.  [man  Kruse, 
It's  run  upon  the  just -out  plan,  by  this  Michael  Pheana  Dutchman, 
Who  wants  you  to  settle  in  advance,  and  so  to  l>eat  him  there's  no  chance. 
I'm  up  eleven  flights  of  stairs,  and  in  my  room  there  are  no  chairs. 
No  signs  of  gas  or  a  candle  light— in  fact,  my  room  Is  out  of  sight. 
W»'  sleep  eleven  in  one  l>ed,  and  In  the  morning  six  are  dead. 
The  first  one  uj)  Is  the  Itest  one  dressed,  to-day  I  lost  my  coat  and  vest. 
Some  other  actor  stole  my  shoes,  nnd  took  them  out  to  get  some  booze. 
They  feed  on  hash  three  times  a  day.  and  the  serio-comlcs  all  chew  liay. 
The  house  Is  full  of  museum  freaks,  for  a  season  of  lust  forty  weeks. 
They  are  a  dizzy-looking  troupe,  and  the  turtle  lx)y  fell  in  the  soup. 
They  all  have  English  pugs  topet,  and  their  picture's  In  the  Police  (Jazette. 
They  say  there's  one  'em  mashed  ujion,  but  not  on  your  life,  says  John. 
Tliey  played  Delaware  and  Water  Gan,  and  other  towns  not  on  the  map. 

Then  comic  songs  all  night  tney  sing. 
And  when  they  hear  the  dinner  liell,  oh.  how  like  Indians  they  do  yell. 
Around  the  table  sit  In  pairs,  and  read  the  gauzy  bill  of  fares. 
Oh.  the  l)eef.steak  it  is  awful  tough,  but  at  it  weall  make  a  bluff. 
To  day  I  took  a  great  big  chunk  to  make  some  hinges  for  my  trunk. 
The  coffee  It  Is  awful  weak.  It  hasn't  strength  enough  to  speak. 
With  the  liutter  It  fought  two  rounds,  tint  had  to  settle  on  its  grounds. 
We  had  some  steak  called  Laughctte,  I  ate  some  and  am  laughing  yet. 
And  then  they  gave  me  ox-tall  soup,  made  from  the  legof  old  Bill's  boot. 
But  when  they  passed  the  custard-pie,  oh.  me:  oh.  me;  oh,  me:  oh,  my: 
Ul>on  my  piece  I  found  a  hair,  for  things  like  that  I  did  not  care. 
But  a  Ixiarder  next  to  me  named  John,  he  ate  the  pie  with  lolos  on. 
When  we  got  thro'  we  said  our  pravers,  ai>d  wi.shd  wo  couUf  climb  the 
We  have  a  |>arty  every  night, that  always  Imsts  up  in  a  fight,  fgoldn  stairs 
Pound  partiesare  the  fad,  you  see,  at  the  one  last  night  thev  pounded  me. 
Then  Christmas  was  the  game  they  played,  with  their  stockings  on  a  line 
I  had  none,  but  to  get  a  «-hance,  upon  the  line  I  hung  my  pants,  [array'd 
Sf)me  got  presents,  oh,  so  fine:  some  son  of  a-gun  got  into  mine. 
Then  to  my  room  I  l)ade  retreat,  and  went  to  lireakfast  In  a  sheet. 
Ta-la  la-boomde  rae,  since  It  was  enough  for  me, 
I'd  sooner  be  In  Kunkakee.    Tata,  ta-Ui,  boom-de-ree.  j 
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DON'T  TAKE  MY   LITTLE  HOME. 

OopyriKht.  1«M,  by  M.  E.  B>ara.    Words  and  Uuaio  by  E.  MiulMi. 


Is  it  true,  kind  stranger,  1  have  Just  been  told 

That  I  will  have  to  leave,  this  cottage  has  been  sold. 

Yes,  the  old  log  cabio;  grandma,  will  be  torn  down, 

And  here  for  myself  1  will  build  a  home,  the  finest  In  the  town. 

Refrain. 
Don't  take  my  little  home  sir,  pity  a  mother,  pray; 
Here  I  have  lived  since  childhood,  seventy  years  to-day. 
My  heart  will  break  with  sorrow,  from  this  dear  place  to  roam; 
Don't  turn  me  out  in  the  street,  kind  sir,  don't  take  my  little  home. 

Here  we  played  in  childhood,  brother  dear  and  I, 

Under  the  old  oak  tree,  while  summer  days  sped  by; 

In  the  chimney  corner,  near  the  log  fire  bright. 

The  cold  winter  days  there  we  whiled  away,  slept  In  the  loft  at  night.— Hef. 

In  the  village  church-yard,  'neath  a  crumbling  stone, 
Ijoved  oiie.s  have  loiigbeen  sleeping,  I  am  all  alone; 
From  the  scenes  of  childhood,  never  I  thought  to  roam. 
For  all  In  the  world  that  Is  dear  to  me  Is  this,  my  little  nome. 


-JUfrain. 


THE    MIDWAY    IN    THE    MOON. 

Cupyriffht,  ItM,  by  Spauldinflr  A  Gray.     Entered  »t  SUtionera*  Hail,  Loadon. 


Words  and  Huaic  by  Qustie  L.  Darig, 


Colored  folks,  have  you  heard  the  news  that's  been  exciting  every  coon. 
There's  gomg  to  be  a  jubilee,  and  it's  going  to  gather  'round  the  moon; 
There's  Venu.s,  there's  Saturn,  there's  Jupiter  and  Mars, 
There's  a  comet  and  an  eclipse  of  the  sun,  the  moon  and  stars; 
There's  a  new  sensation  now,  one  that's  delighting  every  coon, 
For  brother  Jasper,  he  declares  there's  a  midway  In  the  moon. 

Chorus. 

The  midway  in  the  moon,  the  midway  In  the  moon, 

With  the  boola,  boola,  lH)ola,  hoola,  hoola. 

Every  coon  will  have  a  chance  to  do  the  hoochy,  coochy  dance, 

When  we  get  up  to  the  midway  In  the  moon. 

White  folks  all  must  bear  in  mind  that,  when  the  coons  begin  to  dance, 

There'll  be  no  choice  or  color  line,  for  that  day  the  nigs  will  have  a  chance; 

Let's  whisper,  let's  whisper,  now,  coons,  don't  you  be  shy: 

Don't  you  nurry,  don't  you  worry,  for  It's  coming  bye  and  bye: 

Theres  a  new  sensation  now,  one  that's  delighting  every  coon. 

For  brother  Jasper,  he  declares  there's  a  midw^ay  in  the  moon.— C/^or«». 


THE     BROADWAY     SWELL    AND 
THE    BOWERY    BUM. 


I  „■ ' 


' 


■< 


Copyright,  18»2,  by  Frank  Harding. 


Dixon  Sc  Iaiik's  Musical  Sketcli.    Arranged  by  ^oble  McDonald. 


i 


BCM.— Oh,  mister,  will  you  please  give  me  a  nick— I  want  to  eat. 
Swell. — Oh,  no,  sir,  by  your  looks  and  dress  I  think  you  are  a  beat. 

Bum.— You  are  mistaken,  my  dear  sir,  I'm  only  broken  down. 
SwiCLL.— While  I'm  in  luck  I'm  never  stuck;  I've  always  got  a  crown. 

Chobcs. 
SwKLL.— For  I'm  a  Broadway  swell. 

Bum.- And  I'm  a  Bowery  bum;  •    .     ■  ' 

I  give  up  the  booze;  '      -  -  ■ 

On  my  feet  I've  no  shoes. 
And  it's  all  on  account  of  rum. 
Swell.— But  I  always  do  the  grand,  with  my  nobby  cane  In  hand: 

Yes,  I  am  the  petof  the  ladies,  you  bet,  and  by  them  I  will  stand. 

DIALOOCE. 

Swell.— Well,  my  good  man,  where  did  you  come  from?  where  were 
you  born?  and  what's  your  name? 

Bum.— Where  did  I  come  from,  where  was  I  bom,  and  what's  my 
name!  I'm  from  New  York;  was  born  on  Fifth  Avenue;  my  name  Is 
Paul  Etier. 

SwKLL.— Paul  Etlerl  why  I  know  you  well— at  least,  I  knew  you  when 
I  was  a  little  boy.    My  name  Is  Louis  Markham. 

Bum.— I  knew  you  well;  why  didn't  you  notice  me  before?    -    .     . 

SwicLL.— Because  you  wear  a  ragged  jacket. 

Bum.— Did  you  ever  hear  what  Bobby  Burns,  the  great  Scotch  poet, 
said  about  the  ragged  Jacket? 

Swell.— No;  what  did  he  say?  Let  me  hear. 

Bum.— Listen: 

Recitation  by  Bum. 

Although  I'm  but  a  worklngman,  I  live  by  honest  labor; 
I  always  do  the  best  I  can  to  assist  a  needy  neighbor: 
Content,  in  health,  is  all  my  wealth,  with  honesty  to  back  It; 
My  motive's  pure,  although  I'm  poor,  I  respect  a  ragged  Jacket. 

Dialogue. 
Swell.- Well,  here,  my  friend,  may  this  cheer  your  lonely  heart  (gives 
money),  and  may  it  never  be  said  that  a  friend  In  good  circumstances 
ever  went  back  on  a  friend  in  hard  luck. 

Bum.— Oh,  thank  you,  sir;  I'm  much  obliged:  to-night mv rent  I'll  pay. 
Swell.— I  think  youj-e  honest  after  all:  well  meet  again  some  day. 

Bum.— And  should  you  die  l)efore  that  time,  1 11  oflfer  you  my  love. 
Swell.- A  ragged  jacket  Is  permitted  yonder  up  above. 

Chorus  (Bum  and  Swell  nng  together). 
For  he's  a  Broadway  swell,  and  he's  a  Bowery  bum: 
He'll  give  up  the  booze;  on  his  feet  he's  no  shoes,  and  It's  all  on  account  of 
But  he  always  does  the  grand,  with  his  nobby  cane  in  hand;  [rum. 

Yes,  he  is  the  pet  of  the  ladles,  you  bet,  and  by  them  he  will  stand. 


TURKEY    IN    DE    STRAW; 


A*  song  by  Sanford  aud  Wilaoo. 


Went  down  to  New  Orleans,  got  on  a  fence, 

Tom  Turkey  in  de  buckwheat  straw, 
Dutchman  asked  me  I  talk  French, 

Dats  nine  points  ob  de  law. 
Hit  'em  in  de  head  wid  a  great  big  brick, 

Tom  Turkey  in  de  blickwheat  straw, 
-      Didn't  I  make  dat  nigger  look  sick, 

Dat's  nine  points  ob  de  la  w^. 

Chorus. 

Den  a  turkey  in  a  straw,  den  a  turkey  in  a  straw. 
Den  a  turkey  in  a  straw,  den  a  turkey  In  a  straw. 
Roll  a  web  of  straw  'round  to  hide  the  turkey's  paw. 
And  we'll  shake  'em  up  a  tune  called  turkey  In  a  straw. 

Tobacco  am  an  Ingin  weed, 

Tom  Turkey  in  de  buckwheat  straw. 
From  de  debil  it  did  seed. 

Dat's  nine  points  ob  de  law. 
Rots  your  po<*ket,  scents  your  clothes, 

Tom  Turlcey  in  a  buckwheat  straw. 
Makes  a  chlmbley  of  your  nose, 

Dat's  nine  iwints  ob  de  law.— CA©rt»». 


*  •  » 


Won't  You  Be  My  Little  Girl? 

Copyriglit,  ISM,  by  The  Homer  Tourjee  Pub.  Cu. 


Words  by  Isaac  Q.  Reynoida    Music  by  Homer  TonrJ<>«. 


A  poor  little  ragged  child,  tears  were  In  each  pretty  eye. 
Stood  midst  the  city's  throng,  pleading  with  all  who  passed  by, 
Crowds  gathered  by  her  side,  waiting  her  story  to  bear, 
Every  one  pitied  her,  'most  every  one  shed  a  tear; 
I  have  no  place  to  go,  were  the  sad  words  that  she  said; 
Nobody  cares  for  me  now  that  my  mother  is  dead; 
Then  some  kind-hearted  man  led  the  poor  orphan  away. 
Holding  her  to  his  heart,  then  the  sweet  child  heard  hfiu  say: 

Chorus. 

Won't  you  be  my  little  girl— I  had  a  child  once  like  you; 
She  had  those  same  pretty  curls,  and  those  same  bright  eyes  of  blue. 
So  I  will  love  you  the  same,  and  you'll  t)e  my  own  little  pearl;        (girl? " 
My  little  child  she's  in  heaven  with  your  ma,  so  won't  ypa  be  "  my  little 

At  home  sat  his  darling  wife,  liair  now  gray,  tho'-yoang  in  yeani. 

She  held  a  photograph,  covered  with  mother's  sad  tears, 

'Twas  of  her  own  dear  child,  whom  she  will  see  hece  no  more; 

She  treasures  all  the  toys  her  baby  left  on  the  floor. 

Husband,  returning  home,  met  his  dear  wife  at  the  door. 

"  Here  is  a  child,"  he  said;  "  you'll  not  be  sad  any  more." 

With  fond  caresses  then,  and  with  a  mother's  kind  way. 

She  changed  the  ragged  dress,  while  t^the  child  she  did  say:— TAo. 


TAPIOCA. 

When  I  used  to  work  upon  the  levee. 
Many  happy  darkies  there  you  see. 
Cotton  coming  in  so  very  heavy. 

Oh!  jolly,  there  was  lots  of  work  for  me. 
Black  man  hauling  in  the  cargo, 
.        .         Sun  am  very  hot  upon  the  head; 
•        When  he's  done  he  dance  a  jolly  jargo, 

Rum,  tum,  on  the  banjo  and  then  to  bed. 

Chorus. 

To  my  oakum,  to  my  chokum,  oh !  Ponii>ey,  can't  you  pick  a  peck  of  oakum ; 

Ah!  ah!  ah!  golly  ain't  the  levee  nigger  free. 

Working  on  the  cotton-boat,  ten  shilling  a  day; 

Johnny,  can't  you  pick  upon  the  banjo. 

Oh:  me,  oh!  my,  mamma,  mamma,  mamma,  don't  you  hear  the  baby  cry; 

Oh!  me,ohI  my,ahmamma,raamma,inamma,don'tyou  hear  the  baby  cry. 

When  I  used  to  work  off  In  the  river. 

Satin  wood  and  water  all  the  day. 
Chilly  wind  he  come  and  make  me  shiver. 

Oh,  glad  this  child  he  was  to  get  away. 
White  man  he  gave  me  silver  dollar. 

Every  day  I  work  upon  the  dock; 
Then  I  get  some  whlsKey  and  I  holler, 

Blom'e,  blom'e,  Caterrego  rock.— t'AorM«. 

This  child  is  fond  of  fried 'tatoe. 

Catfish  and  coffee,  oh,  It's  nice; 
Make  him  feel  just  like  an  alligator 

When  him  lust  about  to  catch  a  mice. 
When  the  bell  he  rings  I  go  to  dinner. 

Den  I  goes  and  see  my  Dinah,  dear, 
I'll  marry  her  as  sure  as  I'm  a  sinner. 

And  love  her  all  the  days  that's  in  the  year.— CAor»/». 
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THE    HERO    OF    MANILA    BAY. 
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OopTricbt,  MM,  by  Tuin  J.  Qulsler- 


Wordn  and  Stuaic  by  Tom  J.  Qulgley. 


You  have  heard  of  the  world's  threat  battles. 

And  the  heroes  on  land  and  sea; 
There  are  many  whose  names  are  mentioned 
Who  have  shown  tlieir  bravery; 
But  the  ifreatest  tl^ht  in  history  was  foiiKht  on  the  first  of  May, 
By  Couunotlore  George  Ltewey,  the  hero  of  Manila  Bay. 

Chorus. 
Tlien  let  every  American  patriot  his  sincere  homage  pay. 
And  stjund  hia  praises  as  he  onght,  for  the  man  who  led  the  way; 
For  never  was  such  a  battle  fought,  or  vlct'ry  galne<l  In  a  day, 
A3  the  one  by  Commodore  George  Dewey,  the  hero  of  Manila  Bay. 

Tho'  hla  course  was  fraught  with  danger, 

And  the  enemy's  kums  in  sight. 
Each  moment  might  bring  destruction, 
A.S  he  sailt-d  in  tlie  bay  that  night: 
When  told  of  tliedesp'ratecliances,  he  remembered  the  Maine  and  said: 
"  I  must  avenge  our  heroes;  I  order  you  to  steam  ahead) "— t'Aw  «» 

Ah!  no  one  can  tell  the  horror 

And  surprise  at  break  of  day. 
When  the  Sjumiards  saw  onr  navy 
Flojiting  proudly  on  the  bay. 
Then  with  a  thund'rous  rattle  that  terrible  fight  t)egan; 
But  Dewey  crushed  their  forces  without  the  loss  of  one  brave  man.— /  '*« 


ARRAH,    GO    ON! 

OuyyrtHht.  IMS,  by  Francis,  Day  ±  Hontar.    logltob  copyright  Mcnred. 


Wonla  and  HuhIc  l>y  Felix  HcOI»iinoii. 


I'm  a  dacent  young  colleen  Just  over  from  Ireland, 

And  all  of  the  boys  seem  to  run  after  me; 
Sure,  they  think  'kase  I'm  Irish  there's  green  in  my  optic, 

But,  faith,  there's  no  green  in  my  eye,  you  ran  see. 
I  know  which  from  whether,  and  this  from  the  other; 

I  know  their  decavin',  deludherin*  way— 
And  so,  when  they  come  wid  their  coaxin'  an»l  mashin', 
1  only  wink  at  tliem  and  to  them  I  s<iy: 

» 
Choris. 
"Arrah,  goon!  you're  simply  tazln' I 
'Pon  ray  word,  you're  something  awful  I 

Lave  me  alonel  you're  mighty  plazin';  arrah!  go  'way,  goon; 
Go  wid  ye,  go  'way;  go  wid  ye,  go  'way,  go  on!  " 

There's  wan  of  them  carries  up  bricks  to  the  mortar 

He  tells  me  he  has  a  fine  gintleman's  shop; 
For  all  he's  got  to  do  is  to  climb  up  the  ladder. 

And  the  work  is  all  done  by  the  man  at  the  top. 
He  says  It's  himself  cud  keep  me  like  a  lady; 

He's  "  wan-wan  "  a  \Aek.  and  he's  overtime,  too; 
Ho  swears  I  can  have  his  •'  wan- wan  "  if  I'll  marry. 

But  I  only  laugh  and  then  say,  "  Wlr  ras  truel"  -  t'horiif. 

Another  wan  is  a  big  lump  of  a  p'llceman. 

He's  not  long  from  Ireland,  his  name  is  Mick  Lynn; 
And  h«  swears  if  ne  sees  any  others  come  mashin', 

Bedad  and  l)egorra!  he'll  run  them  all  m. 
He's  give  me  a  watch— I  can  guess  where  he  got  It, 

For  he's  on  night  duty;  he  sees  me  by  day. 
He  swars  to  be  true,  a  big  oath  on  his  truncheon. 

But  I  only  luk  at  his  feet  and  I  say:— rAotM«. 


Back  to  the  Only  Girl  I  Love. 

Copyricht,  MDCOUZCVI,  by  Henry  J.  Wahman. 
Word!  and  Miulc  by  Harry  B.  Hillar. 


Sad  was  the  hour  that  we  parted,  well  1  remember  the  day 
We  quarreled,  and  then,  broken-hearted,  we  each  tlten  went  our  way. 
But  Mtill  she  nmst  think  of  me  sometimes,  she  does  not  forget  me,  1  pray; 
Our  i>aths  though  apart,  yet  I  feel  in  my  heart  slie  will  take  me  back 

CHORIS.  t»^"'«  ^ay 

Back  to  the  only  girl  I  love,  back  to  the  one  1  think  most  of; 

Happy  I'd  be  If  I  only  could  see  my  dear  little,  sweet  little  loved  one 

Kven  the  stars  all  H«iem  to  say,  tliere'll  come  a  time  not  far  away. 

Bo  be  of  light  heart,  tho'  now  far  apart,  she'll  take  you  back  some  day. 

Too  soon  «»ur  dream  It  was  broken  -oh,  how  my  heart  It  did  pain, 
And  each  teiuler,  sweet  little  token  she  sent  me  Iwick  again :  fon  their  way. 
While  weeks  they  have  gone  since  we  parted,and  niontlis.too,  have  passed 
No  doubt  she  regrets,  and  the  post,  too,  forgets,  and  will  take  me  bat^k 

fsume  day.-  6'A(/(»«. 
>-«-•■•—' ^ 

GIMME    MA    MONEY. ^"^ 

Oopyriiibt,  18M,  by  Uao.  Wllllf  ft  Uo     Encllab  eopyrWht  Mciirml. 
Word*  aud  roaalc  by  Natban  Birtn*. 


LOVE    HER    JUST    THE    SAME 


Copyiight.  1896,  by  Cha..  K.  Harrla 


Wordtand  Musle  by  Chaii  K.  Uarrla 


Within  an  humble  cottage  sits  a  broken-hearted  man. 

His  little  girl  Is  sobbing  on  his  knee, 
A  letter  on  the  tal>le  tells  the  same  old,  plaintive  tale. 

She's  left  her  home  with  all  its  poverty. 
Hf*  hol(ts  his  darling  in  nis  arms,  uxjks  at  her  tearful  face: 

'•  Perhaps,  my  child,  your  mother's  not  to  blanif ; 
The  path  to  ain  she's  taken,  her  loved  ones  are  forsaken; 

Don't  cry,  luy  dear,  I  love  her  Just  the  same." 

ClIORlS. 

"I  love  her,  yes,  I  love  her  Just  the  same. 
Although  she's  fled  and  has  disgraced  my  name, 
,    Though  she's  gone  with  another,  she's  still  my  baby's  mother. 
And  I  love  her,  yes,  I  love  her  Just  the  same." 

The  music's  .softly  playing  In  a  ball  r<K)m,  oh  I  so  errand. 

The  lights  are  ffiishiug  on  the  dancers  fair; 
There's  no  thought  of  the  'morrow  in  that  gay  and  giddy  crowd, 

Who.se  heartlt*ss  laughter  rings  uixm  the  air. 
Yet,  there  Is  one  amid  the  throng,  who  once  was  pure  and  true, 

But  now  whose  pallid  face  sjx'aks  of  her  shame; 
Slie's  thinking  of  her  loved  ones,  of  baby,  home  and  husband; 

Will  he  forgive  and  love  her  Just  the  same.  -CAom**. 

The  father  and  his  little  girl  came  to  that  city  grand. 

They  .searched  for  many  days,  hwX  all  in  vain: 
They're  liH>kliig  for  a  loved  one.  whom  they  never  <"an  forget. 

To  bring  her  back  to  home  and  friends  again. 
They  hear  a  scream,  what  can  it  mean,  the  child  cries  out, "  Mamma; 

His  wife  is  kneeling  at  his  feet  in  shame; 
She  cries.  "Oh.  John,  forgive  me;  I  know  that  I've  been  guilty; 

For  baby's  sake,  please  take  me  home  again."— t'Aof-u*. 


n 


Last  night  I  went  to  a  big  crap  game. 

How  dein  ccn^ms  did  gamble  wuz  a  sin  and  a  shame. 

Coats  and  hats  wuz  layin'  all  over  de  floor. 

De  house  wuz  crowded  wid  lots  of  toughs, 

Wid  race  horse  touts  wuz  awful  rough. 

One  coon  got  broke,  and  dese  the  words  he  said: 

Rktrain. 

Gimme  ma  money,  don't  think  you're  funny, 
'Cause  I'm  a  nigger— you  don't  cut  no  flgure: 
I'm  ganibhiig  for  my  Sadie,  'cause  she's  my  lady, 
I'm  a  hustling  coon,  and  dat's  Just  what  1  am. 

From  dere  I  gf»es  to  de  Odd  Fellows  Hall, 

To  have  a  goo<l  time  and  dat  wuz  all. 

Another  crap  game  wuz  going  on  among  a  lot  of  touts. 

I  shoots  two  bits,  dat's  all  I  had; 

When  I  lost  It,  of  course  dat  n)ade  me  mad, 

"  Slop  dat  music,  "  I  tiegan  to  shout.— //</>a<w. 

On  de  floor  I  droppe<l  a  ten  dollar  bill, 

A  gal  put  her  foi>t  on't,  her  name  wuz  LIU, 

I  says.  Lady,  will  you  please,  mam,  look  out. 

She  says.  Young  man.  If  you  get  gay, 

I'll  have  my  friend  to  put  you  away. 

And  to  dls  gal  I  could  not  help  but  shout:—  litfraln. 


.  •  ^  • —  -- 


Only  a  Little  Yaller  Coon. 

Copyilcbt,  ItM,  by  E.  Clark  Hvail.    KnKll«b  copyr1«bt  wcurad. 


Word!  anil  lluaio  by  Cbaa.  Sliackfitrd. 


Dah's  a  mighty  heap  ob  trubie 

Brewin'  down  In  Tennes.see, 
And  it's  all  alMJut  a  little  yaller  coon. 

Now  dis  little  pickaninny 

Was  as  bifick  as  he  could  be 
On  de  mornln'  he  was  l>orn,  de  fust  ob  June. 

Now  de  cause  ob  dls  commotion 

Was  de  fact  dat  otter  night. 
Exactly  on  de  fullness  ob  de  moon, 

Dat  dls  little  pickaninny 

Changed  his  skin  from  black  to  white. 
In  de  morn  dey  found  a  little  yaller  coon. 

Chorus. 

Sleeping  by  the  flre.  In  his  mammy's  arms, 

while  she  sings  to  him  this  tune: 
Honey,  don't  yer  cry,  wipe  yer  shiny  eye, 

You'se  gwlne  to  lie  a  little  yaller  coon. 
Neblier  mind  yer  color  if  yer  heart  ain't  black. 

Better  days  am  coniln'  soon; 
wipe  yer  shiny  eye,  you'll  always  live  and  die 

Only  Just  a  little  yaller  coon. 

Eb'ry  darkey  In  de  county 

Came  to  see  de  wond'rous  sight 
When  dey  heard  «lK>ut  dis  littte  yaller  coon; 

And  dey  rolled  tlere  eyes  to  heaben. 

And  declare<l  fae  would  be  white. 
'Cause  his  skin  changed  at  de  fullness  ob  de  moon. 

But  at  la.st  his  mammy  stated 

That  she  had  a  pow'fiil  fright. 
On  de  evenin'  dat  dls  little  coon  was  bom. 

For  an  old  whit^i  ro««ter  warned  her 

By  his  «Towln'  in  de  night, 
Dat  her  honey  boy  would  be  a  yaller  coon.— TAMff-. 


( 
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WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF   SONGS— No.    60. 


I  1 


ARABELLA    JONES,    WILL    YOU 
ACCEPT    MY    HAND? 

Copyright,  1W7,  by  Wm.  B.  ar«y  A  Co.     Entered  at  Stattonere'  Uall,  London. 


WorJa  Mid  Mudic  b;  Williams  &  Perrin. 


There's  a  lovely  little  lady,  who  Is  just  a  trifle  shady. 

When  I  think  of  her  it  drives  away  tlie  blues;  :. 

I  have  gained  the  admiration  of  all  of  her  relations. 

And  I'm  pretty  sure  I'll  be  the  coon  she  choose.  > 

I  am  loaded  with  devotion,  and  I've  got  a  mighty  notion 

Just  to  ask  Miss  Jones  if  she  would  like  to  wed; 
Now  I'm  gwino  to  write  a  letter,  as  there's  nothing  I  know  better. 

And  I'm  sure  she'll  love  me  after  she  has  read: 

Chorus. 
Arabella  Jones,  will  you  accept  my  hand?  "'.■.. 

To  me  you  are  the  sweetest  little  girl  I  know; 
Goodness!  how  I  love  you,  honey,  you  can  Iiandle  all  my  money, 

If  you'll  let  me  be  your  steady  beau. 
Arabella  Jones,  will  j'ou  accept  my  handT  > 

I'll  dress  you  up  in  silks  ana  satins,  rich  and  grand. 
Honey  1  try  some  way  to  use  me,  don't  for  goodness  sake  refuse  me, 

Arabella  Jones,  will  you  accept  my  hand? 

I'm  a  little  out  of  humor,  'cause  of  late  there  was  a  rumor 

That  some  yaller  coon  is  sparking  on  the  sly; 
Now  I  hate  to  start  a  fracas.  I  fear  the  fact  will  make  us 

Fight  each  other  till  one  of  us  has  to  die. 
Now  I  hear  this  coon's  a  fighter,  and  between  us,  he's  the  brighter. 

But  his  hair  is  just  a  trifle  better'n  mine; 
And  If  Arabella's  willing,  there  will  be  a  nigger  killing. 

For  in  my  letter  these  words  I'se  gwine  to  sign:— (7/My»-uf.     ,■ 


^  •  m 


{ 


DE    POSSUM-A-LA. 

OopTri^t,  UK,  by  Spauldinsr  &  Oray.     Entered  at  StaUonen'  Hail.  Lo«di>o. 
Worda  and  Hoslo  by  Harry  Ward. 


The  very  latest  thing  we  now  will  dance  and  sing. 

If  a  coon  is  lazy,  he'll  go  crazy,  both  his  feet  he'lT  fling; 

It  started  'way  down  South,  but  !iow  it  reaches  far. 

And  all  de  nigs  are  dancing  It,  'tis  called  de  Possum-a-iA.  - 

Choris. 
First  thing  you  do  Is  a  graceful  pose, 
:    Then  raise  your  right  foot  high  as  your  nose, 
.        Cut  a  chicken's  head  off,  den  you  pass, 
.         Bow  to  yourself  in  de  lookln' glass; 

Three  steps  backward,  salute  your  Ma, 
Over  to  de  left,  then  catch  a  'lectric  car; 
All  }'ou  niggers,  cut  dem  tiggers, 
Dar'8  de  Possum-a-la. 

De  high-toned  coons  all  know  de  elegant  style  they  show, 
All  de  swell  coon  waiters,  hot  iKjtatoes,  to  de  gals  bow  low; 
Just  leave  dat  razor  home,  and  throw  dem  crap-dice  f.ir, 
De  coonjine  am  not  in  it,  when  you  dance  de  Possum  a  la. 

CUORtTS. 

Slide  to  de  right,  put  your  hand  on  your  head. 
Make  a  thousand-dollar  lick,  do  de  pigeon  tread. 
Trot  on  your  toes,  now  hush  your  talk, 
Ain't  dat  coon  got  a  noble  walk? 
.  '.     Spin  on  your  heels,  do  de  bombashay. 
Glide  to  de  front,  go  up  dat  way. 
Don't  get  sickly,  end  it  quickly,* 
Dar's  de  Possum-a-la. 


HE  CERT'NY  WAS  GOOD  TO  ME 

OopyrlKlit,  1898.  by  VVlllU.ii  PilliiiK.     EiiKliab  copyright  aecured. 
Woi  ds  tiy  Jean  C.  Havez.    Music  by  A.  B.  Sloaoe. 


Jes' gimme  piece  o' paper,  gwine  to  mak -a  mah  Will, 

Gwliie  t«  leab  all  ma  money  to  ma  sweetheart  a-Bill, 

WIk'ii  de  odder  niggalis  fool  aroun'  uh  gib  'em  all  a  shove. 

For  dere's  only  one  black  man  dat  I  luv, 

I  had  anoder  papa,  but  I  shook  him  a-quick. 

For  I  heard  ai)Outa-how  he  had  a  sweetheart,  thick. 

When  dey  comes  aroun'  a-courtin'  all  I  says  is  "Don't  annoy," 

Gwine  to  stick  right  close  to  ma  honey  boy  I 

Chorus. 

For  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  'deed  he  cert'ny  was  gooil  to  me. 

When  I  was  sick  he  naid  ma  bill, 

I  loves  dat  man  an'  1  always  will. 

For  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  'deed  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me, 

I  love  dat  coon  an'  I  always  will, 

'Cause  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me. 

Ma  sweetheart  got  arrested  'bout  a  week  ago. 

An'  he  lost  all  his  money  on  de  police  row. 

So  I  sent  him  down  de  money  an'  dey  let  him  out  again, 

Nebber  git  my  black  boy  in  de  pen. 

Last  night  I  done  a- wanted  some  a-chicken  a-stew. 

An'  I  wanted  It  so  bad  I  didn't  know  what  to  do. 

When  I  said  "  I  had  no  idea  where  to  git  de  money  at," 

He  said  "Nlggah  gal,  doan' you  worry 'bout  dat. '^ 

Chorus. 
Oh,  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  'deed  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me. 
He  done  come  around  wid  a  bar'l  full  of  game, 
I  doan'  know  whar  he  got  It,  but  I  eat  it  jes'  de  same. 
For  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  'deed  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me, 
I  love  dat  coon  an'  I  always  will, 
'Cause  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me. 

He  took  me  out  a-skatln' on  de  pond  one  night. 

Not  a  cloud  In  de  sky  and  the  moon  shone  bright; 

Done  mention  to  mah  baby  not  to  handle  me  rough, 

Ah's  a  little  bit  scared  o'  dat  slippery  stuff. 

Done  lef  me  fer  a  moment  fer  to  tie  his  skate,  ,. 

Kep' a  tryin' mah  best  ter  to  suind  up  straight. 

But  I  doiie  awobble  dis  way  and  done  awobbledat. 

In  less  dan  haf  a  minute  didn't  know  where  1  was  aL 

CuoRns. 

But  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  he  cert'ny  was  pood  to  me. 

Done  set  down  so  hard  I  was  bleeding  at  de  nose. 

But  de  niggah  had  liniment  In  his  clothes. 

And  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me. 

I  love  dat  coon  and  always  will, 

'Cause  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me. 

He  said  to  me  look  hyali,  gal,  dere's  a  niggah  ball  to-night. 

En  Ise  a-gwlne  to  take  you,  but  you  doan'  want  ter  fight, 

I^s'  time  you  done  went  out  wld  me  you  beat  Miss  Mandy  Brown, 

If  you  does  It  any  moah  Ise  goin'  to  trow  you  down. 

I  said  I  would  be  good  and  woh  my  Sunday  clo's. 

But  the  lUggahs  go  to  fighten  as  dey  always  does. 

Miss  Brown  she  done  mention  I  was  poor  trash  from  de  South, 

And  mah  foot  it  had  to  be  detached  from  out  de  lady's  mouth. 

Chorus. 

But  my  baby  was  good  to  me,  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me;  " 

At  fust  he  said  he'd  shake  me,  'cause  I  pasted  Mandy  Brown, 
Den  he  dug  up  fo'ty  dollars  for  to  get  me  out  of  town,  , 

And  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me; 
I  love  dat  coon  and  I  always  will,  ~ 

'Cause  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  mo. 


MY    MOTHERS    KISS    WAS    THE 
SWEETEST    OF    THEM    ALL. 


Copyright.  18«0.  by  T  U   Harnie  Si  Co. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  R  Allen. 


How  well  do  I  remember  the  years  that  have  gone  by. 

When  a  youth  my  paths  were  always  strewn  with  flowers; 
I  never  realized  the  future  of  sorrow  and  all  care. 

That  my  mother  would  advise  me  every  hour. 
When  seated  by  her  side  life's  story  she  would  tell. 

She  would  tell  me  how  in  manhood  1  could  fall; 
I  would  kiss  those  wither'd  lips  that  I  so  long  have  missed. 

My  mother's  kiss  was  sweetest  of  them  all. 

CHORI'S. 

You  may  kiss  your  wife,  your  child,  your  sister  or  your  brother. 
They  may  all  be  sweet,  but  still  for  one  you'll  call; 

In  sorrow  or  distress,  I  always  will  confess. 
My  mother's  kiss  was  sweetest  of  them  all. 

Many  times  I  think  of  mother  sitting  In  that  oaken  chair, 

.  While  the  flre  in  the  hearth  was  burning  bright; 

I  would  listen  with  amazement  to  the  stories  she  would  tell, 

And  now  fondly  I  would  wish  'twas  but  to-night. 
It  seems  but  like  a  dream  since  last  dear  mother  I've  seen. 

Her  last  woids:  "My  boy,  be  careful,  never  falli " 
I  kissed  her  then  "  good  bye  "  and  she  closed  her  loving  ej'es. 

My  mother's  kiss  was  sweetest  of  them  itU.—C'iomi'. 


WHEN     YOU     ASK    A    OIRL     TO 
LEAVE    A    HAPPY    HOME. 

Cuiiyright,  ltt6,  by  SpauldiiiK  A  Gray.    Entered  at  Slationen'  Halt.  Luudoa 
Words  and  Miiiic  by  Wm.  B.  Gray. 


At  a  kind  old  mother's  side  sat  her  eldest  boy,  her  pride. 

Who  would  soon  arrive  at  inaiihoo<l's  stage  of  lire. 
When  the  lad  began  to  tell  of  a«trltoe  loved  so  well. 

And  intended  asking  her  to  be  his  wife. 
On  that  loving  mother's  face  care  at  once  your  eye  could  trace. 

Like  the  change  of  brightest  sunlight  Into  gloam. 
"  Have  you  stopped  to  think,"  sjiid  she,  "  what  your  lot  in  life  should  be 

Ere  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  homer " 

Chorus. 

When  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  homestead. 

And  to  sail  with  you  o'er  matrimony's  fuam. 
You  should  have  employment  then,  earn  your  way  and  living. 

When  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  home. 

When  the  kind  old  mother  said,  "  Tell  me,  lad.  If  you  were  wed, 

Ifow  could  you  support  a  wife  and  dress  her  well? " 
Said  the  lad,  "  Why,  we  could  live  on  the  money  you  would  give, 

And  In  one  of  father's  houses  we  could  dwell." 
"  But  the  girl,"  the  mother  cried,  "  has  a  dignity  and  pride; 

To  depend  on  us,  from  home  would  never  roam; 
Though  well  help  you  all  we  can,  we  want  you  to  act  a  man, 

W*en  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  home."— CAwm. 


t3g^  The  words  and  music  of  either  of  the  above  songs  will  be  mailed 
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VENUS,    MY    SHINING-    LOVE. 

Oopyriclit,  IMt,  by  Spauldlng  A  Qrar-    Ei>t«i«d  at  StaUonan'  Ball,  Loudon. 
Word*  and  Miialc  by  QeurK«  M.  Cuhan. 


) 


'Most  ev'ry  one  has  a  sweetheart  with  beautiful  eyes  that  slilne; 

Tni  not  iicqualiited  with  y»>ur  love,  but  you're  well  HC»iuainted  with  mine. 

Excelling  all  other  ladles,  fairer  than  any  by  far; 

You  must  admit  that  the  l>righte3t  of  all  Is  VenuR,  my  shinluK  star. 

Chorus. 

Venus,  beautiful  Venus,  how  bright  you  shine; 
None  shall  e'er  come  between  us.  sweet  Venus  mine. 
None  as  bright  as  my  darling  so  far  up  above— 
Veims,  my  beautiful  Venus,  my  shining  love. 

Some  say  true  love  never  runs  smoothly,  but  with  them  I  disagree; 
Not  a  cross  word  has  been  uttered  'twlxt  Venus,  my  loved  one,  and  me. 
Leading  my  star  to  the  altar  was  my  most  beautiful  dream; 
When  I  compare  her  with  Saturn  or  Mars,  llkedarknesst«>herthey8eem. 

—  t'AwM*. 
■   ♦  •  »  ■ 

BRAVE    DEWEY   AND    HIS    MEN. 

Copjilffht,  1898,  by  Dixie  Muiic  Cu.,  N.  Y. 


Wordn  by  E.  F.  Oalvln.    Music  by  Thot.  M.  Kane. 

A  squadron  lay  at  break  of  day  with  enemy  In  view. 
Each  l)oat  and  tar  had  sailed  afar  a  glorious  deed  to  do. 
American  each  ship  and  man.  fought  that  eventful  fray! 
Twas  Dewey's  fleet  the  foe  did  meet  down  at  Manila  Bay. 

Chorus. 

Then  raise  a  cheer  all  earth  qww  hear,  and  tliree  times  three  again. 
The  noblest  tars  who  siiil  ilie  sea,  brave  Dewey  and  his  men! 
Then  raise  a  cheer,  all  earth  can  hear,  and  three  times  three  again. 
The  noblest  tars  who  sail  the  .sea,  brave  Dewey  and  his  men : 

A  gallant  dash,  a  roar,  a  crash,  our  gunsspok^^  faultlessly, 
And  Dewey  brave  quick  orders  gave,  whicn  made  new  history. 
At  cannon's  mouth  our  tars  did  shout.  *'  Avenge  the  Maine  to-day!" 
■  All  Spain  now  weeps,  four  hundred  sleeps  down  at  Manila  Bay.—  '  ho. 

The  Ciistile  flag,  that  yellow  rag.  has  dipped  to  rise  no  more, 
.    The  stripes  and  stars,  and  our  loved  tars,  are  masters  on  the  shore. 
These  heroes  grand  throughout  the  land  are  idolized  to-day: 
Our  foes  are  slain,  no  more  of  Spain  down  at  Manila  Bay.-  ilunm. 


I  Ain't  Looking  for  Trouble. 

Copyiiffht.  1807.  by  SpauMlnR  ft  Gray.     Elite  eil  at  Stationers'  Hall,  lA>n<lon,  End. 


Wordsand  Mu.io  by  Bofffit  A  O'Brien. 

While  walking  down  an  alley  last  Tuesday  afternoon. 
My  best  girl  was  insulted  by  a  dead  tough-looking  coon; 
I  started  for  that  Jim  Brown,  1  never  was  afraid. 
But  when  I  tried  to  call  him  down  he  pulled  a  razor  blade. 

Chorus. 

Well,  I  ain't  lookln'  for  trouble,  I  didn't  even  smile; 

Of  course,  I  wn*  uneasy,  just  for  a  little  while; 

As  I  was  in  a  hurry  and  had  to  catch  a  train, 

I  only  had  four  minutes,  but  I  caught  it  Just  the  same. 

To-day  I  met  my  lady,  I  asked  her  for  her  hand, 
s  She  said,  "  Go  'way,  you  dead-card :  1  have  got  a  bran  new  man." 
(  1  said,  •'  I  love  you,  baby.  I'd  surely  die  for  thee." 
i  She  said,"  You  go  aiid|lick.Iim  Brown  and  prove  your  love  forme."— TAo. 

I  I  got  an  Invitation  to  play  a  poker  g<ime, 
)  One  hand  I  held  four  aces,  in  my  next  hand  just  the  same; 
A  coon  said  I  was  ^heatlnfi,  I  told  him  that  he  lied. 
And  when  I  went  to  take  the  cash,  a  great  big  gun  1  spied.— C//o»«». 


WHAT  YANKEE  LADS  WILL  DO. 


Co|.]rriKht,  18M,  by  Dixie  Mu.ic  Co. 


Word.<«  by  Edward  F  Oalviii.    Miuic  by  Thoe.  M.  Kane. 


»t»f^ 


CLANCY'S    MISTAKES. 

Copyright.  IIM,  by  Spaulding  A  Gray.    Entered  at  Statlonert'  Hall,  London. 
Words  and  music  by  John  Tiemey. 


Mike  Clancy  lost  the  Job  he  had  two  weeks  ago  to-night. 

Soon  after  that  he  asked  me  If  I'd  anything  in  sight; 

1  got  him  on  a  street  car,  as  conductor  thro'  the  day. 

He  l)ought  a  brand  new  uniform  and  started  right  away; 

They  made  him  watch  the  crossings,  and  the  names  of  streets  Call  out. 

And  Information  gather  from  the  signs  along  the  route; 

While  passing  by  a  corner  he  a  billiard  parlor  spied. 

He  pulled  the  bell,  the  grlpman  stopped,  and  Clancy  loudly  cried: 

CllORCS.  I 

Billiards  and  Pool  Street,  Clancy  hollered  out. 
The  people  never  heard  that  street  b«'fore.  along  the  route; 
He  saw  a  lamppost  painted  red,  and  as  the  car  drew  nigher. 
He  got  excited,  pulled  the  bell,  and  loudly  yelled  out "  Flrel " 

When  Clancy  got  back  from  the  trip,  the  foreman  he  got  rash, 

fie  collared  Clancy  by  the  neck  and  took  away  the  cash; 

He  fired  Mike  out  thro'  the  door,  'twas  much  to  his  disgrace, 

«ut  very  soon  we  heard  that  he  had  got  another  place; 

'Twas  in  a  retail  dry-g()o<ls  store,  where  he  was  "ladles'  man," 

And  ran  the  hose  department  on  the  European  plan; 

A  lady  called,  she  priced  some  stockings,  while  the  Ikkss  stood  nigh. 

Then  Clancy  s  bosom  swelled  with  pride,  he  wanted  to  act  fly. 


Ring  out  the  martial  summons  throughout  our  land  to-day; 
A  nation's  voice  hath  spoken,  the  blended  l)lue  and  gray; 
Salute  our  starry  banner,  twas  l»orn  of  the  heaven's  blue; 
We'll  teach  the  cruel  traitors  what  Yankee  lads  will  do! 
Well  teach  the  cruel  traitors  what  Yankee  lads  will  do! 

ClIORlS. 

We  goto  fight  the  foemen,  Ood  speed  the  Gray  and  Blue; 

Our  flag's  unf  url'd,  we'll  show  the  world  what  Yankee  lads  will  do ! 

We  go  to  Hght  the  foemen,  Ood  speed  the  Gray  and  Blue; 

Our  flags  unfurled,  we'll  show  the  world  what  Yankee  lads  will  di  >  \ 

The  day  has  come  for  action,  our  wrath  Is  just  and  deep; 
We'll  right  the  wrong  we  suffered,  where  martyrd  heroes  sleep; 
They  died  at  Freedom's  altar,  unchalleng'd,  l)rave  and  true; 
We'll  show  the  Maine's  destroyers  what  Yankee  lads  will  do! 
We'll  show  the  .Maine's  destroyers  what  Yankee  lads  will  do!— C/c. 

We're  sworn  to  sacred  duty,  our  tars  will  sweep  the  sea; 

The  Maine  will  be  rememlier'd,  God  frowns  on  treachery; 

The  long  roll  sounds  now,  freemen,  your  glorious  deeds  renew; 

No  flag  of  truce:  show  traitors  what  Yankee  lads  will  do! 

No  flag  of  truce !  show  traitors  what  Yankee  lads  will  do!—  Chonti. 


Choris. 


f 


Silk  one.s,  ten  dollars,  colors  bright  and  gay 
"Oh,  dear,  "she  .said,  "but  they  come  hlgif.  I 
The  woman  sized  up  Clancy,  and  said  she,  "I  like  your  gall  I" 


I'll  not  take  them  to-day. 

,  .  -Hike  your  gall  I"  ^ 

"  You  can't  blame  me,"  says  Clancy,  *'  for  j-ousee  you're  awful  tall."    f 


Now  bad  luck  seems  to  follow  Mike,  no  matter  where  he  goes,   , 

He's  always  making  funny  breaks,  as  everybody  knows:  I 

He's  made  mistakes  so  often  that  the  bosses  all  got  tired. 

And  from  each  Job  that  he  has  had,  poor  Mike,  or  course,  was  flred. 

His  dry-goods"  man  let  up  on  him.  but  only  for  a  while. 

He  told  poor  Mike  to  watch  himself,  and  gave  him  one  more  trial; 

The  boss's  wife  came  in  one  day  to  get  some  underwear. 

And  Clancy  had  to  wait  on  her,  no  other  clerk  was  there.  f 

Chorus. 

"  Walk  this  way,  lady ! "   She  said,  "  I  can't. 
Show  me  your  summer  underclothes,  a  favor  to  me  grant!" 
Then  Clancy  started  to  disrobe  in  front  of  all  the  store. 
His  trial  comes  off  next  Friday,  he  ain't  working  any  more. 


Sister  Mary  Jane's  Top  Note. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Cbappell  Sc  Co.     All  rights  reserved. 


Words  by  F   B'lwyer.     Music  by  Iran  O^rylL 


The  sheet  masic  of  this  sonir  (vrorHs  anil  mnnlc  C"iiir1et<>)  Is  p'>blli>lied  by  Boosey  A  C.> 
Music  Pulillsliers,  9  Eaiit  17th  Strevt.  New  Yuik.     Tilct-  SO  cents. 
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Some  people  have  the  money,  and  others  have  the  brains. 

But  lots  would  like  to  have  a  voice  like  isister  Mary  Jane's;  i 

Your  Pattl  and  Albaiii  in  tlie  rear  must  take  a  seat,  | 

For  penetrating  quality  you'll  find  It  hard  to  l)eat;  [ 

Some  say  It's  a  soprano,  out  we're  not  (juite  sure  of  that,  ' 

Slie'8  one  top  note,  a  beauty,  like  the  shri«>king  of  a  cat; 

It's  known  to  all  the  neighbors  who  reside  around  our  way. 

And  when  they  think  Janes  going  to  sin^;,  they  to  each  other  say: 

Refrai.n. 
Sit  back!  hold  tight:  Mary's  going  to  sing! 

She's  going  to  try  again  to  crack  her  throat! 
It  stops  the  birds  a-singing,  and  It  sets  the  ttells  a-iinging. 

Sister  Mary  Jane's  top  note: 

She  Joined  a  class  for  singing,  l>ut  she  never  said  a  word 

AlK)ut  her  only  top  note,  such  a  thing  they  never  heard; 

She  let  it  go  one  evening,  and  the  organist.  jKHir  man. 

Went  flying  through  the  window,  and  away  like  mad  he  ran. 

It  twisted  all  the  organ  pipes,  and  the  boy  "who  blew  the  wind 

Got  Jammed  into  the  l)ellows'  hole,  and  left  his  boots  behind. 

But  Mary  sat  so  saintly,  for  the  poor  girl  didn't  know. 

She  cleared  her  throat  to  sing  again,  but  ev'ry  one  said  "  Wol" — Rtfrain. 

She  sang  at  the  Aquarium,  and  all  the  people  fled.  r 

The  manager  went  "round  and  found  that  all  the  flsh  were  dead; 

The  band,  nor  the  conductor,  never  since  a  word  have  spoke, 

They're  all  quite  deaf,  and  out  of  work,  with  their  tympanums  broke. 

It  don't  hurt  sister  Mary,  for  she  likes  it.  It  appears. 

But  when  we  think  she's  (Joing  to  chirp,  we  all  stop  up  our  ears; 

If  a  train  is  slow  in  starting,  she  will  give  a  little  cough. 

Bang:  goes  Marys  top  note,  and  they  all  say,  "Now  we're  off!"-  Ref. 

They  stopped  poor  Mary  singing,  when  the  neighbors  all  could  hear. 

So  slie  took  the  train  to  Southend,  Just  to  practice  on  the  pier; 

She  cleared  her  throat— then  let  it  go  with  wonderful  effect. 

The  machines  all  dropped  to  pieces  and  the  pleasnre-lx)at8  got  wre<"ked. 

It  tore  the  sails  to  nti)in*,  an<i  the  sea-gulls  couldn't  quack. 

The  tide  went  out,  and  people  say  it's  never  coming  back. 

When  Mary  goes  to  Southend  now,  the  folks  keep  off  the  pier. 

The  niggers  only  sing  one  song,  and  this  Is  what  you  hear:— /?</"» ain. 


f^"  The  Wortis  and  Music  of  either  of  the  tongs  on  this  page  will  be  mailed 
to  any  address,  pest-paid,  on  receipt  of  30  Cents  per  cepjr.  or  4  copies,  your  selec- 
tion, for  One  Dollar,  by  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN.  108  Park  Row,  New  Yorlc.  Catalofuo 
of  all  our  publications  mailed  Free  upon  application. 
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THE    CAMPUS    SWEET    SINGER 

CopyriKbt,  1S9S,  by  L.  H.  Aacberteld.    Wordi  and  Mualc  by  L.  U.  Ascliprfeid. 
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A  soldier  boy  lay  dying  near  a  Cuban  battle-fleld,  .  -   . 

While  Bhaaes  of  night  around  were  falling  fast, 
From  break  of  day  till  setting  sun  the  shot  and  shell  had  rained. 

But  now  o'er  all  a  hush  had  come  at  last; 
His  flag  had  won  the  battle  and  the  troops  had  left  the  field. 

None  knowing  he  lay  wounded,  "neath  th€  trees. 
The  cool  night  air  revived  him.  and  altho"  his  end  was  near. 

Tills  song  to  ua  wa3  wafted  by  the  breeze: 

Refrain. 

God  bless  my  sweetheart,  far,  far  away. 
Tell  her  our  colors  have  carried  the  day. 
Tell  her  her  prayers  and  the  kiss  that  she  gave. 
Have  given  me  courage  to  fight  and  be  brave. 

We  hurried  out  to  find  him,  for  we  lov'd  this  soldier  well. 
He  had  been  the  camp's  sweet  singer,  aye,  was  singing  when  he  fell; 
()  how  many  times  he'd  cheered  us  when  our  hearts  were  faint  &  sad. 
By  his  tuneful,  soulful  singing  of  the  songs  that  made  us  glad. 
He  would  sing  his  Master's  praises,  or  would  sing  of  home  so  dear. 
He  could  move  the  stony-hearted,  and  e  en  make  him  slied  a  tear. 
His  life  had  been  all  nmsic,  had  he  sorrow,  joy  or  pain; 
And  even  as  It  left  him,  he  was  singing  this  refrain: 

Rkfrain. 

Bid  her  not  sorrow,  give  her  my  love. 
Tell  her  that  God  will  unite  us  above,  , 

And  there  we'll  be  Joyful,  and  join,  as  of  yore. 
In  Bongs  of  glad  praise  unto  Him  we  adore. 


LOOK   OUT  PAR  DOWN  BELOW. 

OpyrUbt.  1(97,  by  Wm.  B.  Ony  Sc  Co.     Eiit«red  at  SUUionera'  Hall.  London. 


Worda  and  Hunlc  b;  wiuums  A  Walker. 


IN    OLD    MADRID 

Worda  by  Cliftoa  Binglmin.    Hoalc  by  H.  Trotere. 

Long  years  ago.  In  old  Madrid, 

Where  softly  sighs  of  love  the  light  guitar. 
Two  sparkling  eyes  a  lattice  hid. 

Two  eyes  as  darkly  bright  as  love's  own  star! 
There  on  the  casement  ledge  when  day  was  o'er, 

A  tiny  hand  was  lightly  laid; 
A  face  looked  out,  as  from  the  river  shore 

There  stole  a  tender  serenade! 
Rang  the  lover's  happy  song. 

Light  and  low,  from  shore  to  shore,    . 
But  ah:  the  river  flowed  along 

Between  them  evermore. 
Come,  my  love,  the  stars  are  shining,     '■■  - 

Time  is  flying,  love  is  sighing. 
Come,  for  thee  a  heart  is  pming,  ' 

Here  alone  I  wait  for  thee  l 

Far,  far  away  from  old  Madrid 
Her  lover  fell,  long  years  ago.  for  Spain; 

A  convent  veil  those  eyes  hid. 
And  all  the  vows  that  love  had  sighed  were  vain! 

But  still  l)etween  the  dusk  and  night,  'tis  said. 

Her  wliite  hand  opens  the  lattice  wide. 

The  faint  sweet  echo  of  that  serenade 

Floats  weirdly  o'er  the  misty  tide! 
Still  she  lists  her  lover's  song. 

Still  he  sings  upon  the  shore. 
Though  flows  a  stream  than  all  more  strong 

Between  them  evermore. 
Come,  my  love,  the  stars  are  shining. 

Time  is  flying,  love  Is  sighing; 
Come,  for  thee  a  heart  is  pining. 

Here  alone  I  wait  for  thee  I 


Come  here,  little  children,  and  I  am  gwine  to  tell  to  you 

'Bout  a  story  dat  am  very,  very  true. 
It  was  just  along  in  'possum  time, when  all  decolored  folks  were  trying 

To  lay  up  fat  and  bacon  'gainst  de  storm.  K 

I  had  a  'possum  up  de  tree,  and  de  way  dat  rascal  grinned  at  me,  ( 

You  could  tell  dat  he  knew  trouble  was  around;  > 

But  when  I  got  up  in  de  tree,  I  made  a  grave  mistake,  you  see,  s 

And  sawed  de  limb  between  de  tree  and  me.  f 

Choris. 

/  I  hollered  "  Look  out  dar  down  below," 

Fo'  something  got  to  drop,  you  know; 
But  I  never  least  suspected, 
Dat  I'd  been  the  one  selected. 
But  I  found  out  soon's  de  limb  let  go.         . 

When  I  woke  and  looked  around,  I  found  myself  upon  de  ground. 

And  de  'possum  scampring  to  another  tree; 
Dat  my  feeling  was  distressed,  dey  can  hardly  be  expressed, 

I  felt  just  like  a  chicken  fricasse; 
Now,  children,  dat  will  show  to  you  a  maxim  dat  am  always  true. 

To  always  look  around  before  you  leap; 
Or  el.se  you  find  yourself,  you  see,  just  like  de  'possimi,  tree  and  me. 

And  laud  down  at  de  bottom  in  a  heap.— 6'/u>nM. 


^a  ^ 


The  Chnrch  Across  the  Way. 

OoPTrtSht,  ItM,  by  Spaiildlrg  &  Gray.    Entered  at  Statlonera'  Hall,  Liondoii,  Kng. 
Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B«naon  Oi  ay. 


One  Easter  Sunday  morning,  while  the  sun  was  shining  clear. 
And  good  folks  to  the  old  church  came  the  parson's  prayers  to  hear. 
They  little  knew  while  seated  there,  upon  that  blessed  day, 
A  human  life  was  ending  In  a  home  just  o'er  the  way. 
A  man  in  deepest  poverty,  without  a  single  friend. 
Would  answer  soon  the  call  of  death:  his  life  was  nearlng  end. 
With  no  one  there  to  comfort  him,  no  tender  words  to  say- 
He  heard  the  morning  service  in  the  church  across  the  way. 

CHORIS. 

The  minister  was  preaching  his  good  and  sacred  teaching. 

The  congregation  sat  in  ecstacy: 
The  l)ells  had  just  ceased  ringing,  the  choir  was  sweetly  singing 

"Nearer  my  God  to  thee." 

The  preacher's  words  touched  ev'ry  heart  within  those  sacred  walls; 
He  told  how  honor  always  thrives  and  how  deception  falls. 
The  outcast  in  that  humble  home,  whose  life  had  been  a  blank. 
Sighed  softly  at  those  trutliful  words  as  nearer  death  he  sank;    ■ 
He  knew  not  that  the  preacher  was  his  honored  brother  Ned, 
Whom  he'd  not  seen  for  years,  not  since  to  hide  his  crime  he  fled. 
If  he  could  live  life  o'er  again,  his  thouglits  would  never  stray 
From  each  word  taught  that  morning  in  the  church  across  the  way, 


(ho. 


There's  No  One  Too  Poor  to  Be  Kind. 

Copyright,  1(98,  by  D.  Iliiller.    EngUsti  oopyrlfflil  accared. 


KATHLEEN. 

Copyright,  ISM,  by  Heleiie  Mora. 


Written,  Composed  and  Suiiic  by  Helene  Mora. 


':'  - 


I'm  In  love  with  a  charming  young  lady. 

Just  the  finest  young  lady  on  earth;        ' 
A  gem  of  the  very  first  water. 

And  I'm  proud  that  she's  Irish  by  birth; 
I  met  her  beneath  the  green  bower; 

I  kissed  her  and  llkea  It  so  well; 
She  blushed  like  the  fairest  of  flowers 

That  grow  In  a  mossy  green  dell. 

Chords. 

Kathleen,  so  fair  and  bright;  star  of  eve  and  darkest  night; 
'Mid  shady  lane  and  meadow  green,  I  long  to  roam  with  sweet  Kathleen. 

Her  parents  they  boast  not  of  riches; 

They*ve  a  neat  little  farm  of  their  own; 
Her  father  he  digs  his  own  praties. 

And  they  live  in  the  County  Tyrone; 
For  miles  "round  our  Kathleen  is  famous — 

Good  hwks  and  good  nature  serene;  " 

'Tis  there  she  Is  always  acknowledged 

As  the  fairest  young  colleen  e'er  seen.— CA«ni#. 

We  are  going  to  get  married  next  Sunday, 

And  the  old  folks  will  give  us  away; 
The  bells  in  the  church  will  be  ringing. 

And  the  boys  and  the  girls  will  1^8  gay; 
As  sure  as  the  stars  are  above  us, 

My  Kathleen  will  ever  be  true; 
And  as  from  the  church  we  are  coming. 

All  the  boys  and  the  girls  shout  hurroo.—  Choru$. 


Words  and  Music  by  Kitty  Rampooe. 


Down  town,  amid  the  bustle  of  the  city's  busy  strife, 

Down  town,  in  front  of  dear  old  Trinity, 
A  poor  old  beggar  woman  in  the  sunset  of  her  life 

Asked  alms  that  she  might  ease  her  misery. 
A  newsboy  dropped  a  penny  in  the  woman's  feeble  hand. 

The  action  caught  a  Wall  Street  broker's  eve. 
Unto  the  lad  he  said,  I'm  sure  you're  just  as  poor  as  she. 

The  little  newsboy  then  made  this  reply: 

Chorus. 

There's  no  one  too  poor  to  be  kind. 

Though  many  may  not  have  much  money; 
For  the  heart  long  ago  was  designed 

To  help  to  make  other  hearts  sunny. 
Though  the  coat  may  be  worn  and  the  pockets  all  torn, 

A  way  to  help  oft  vou  may  find. 
To  the  one  who  Is  down,  give  a  smile,  not  a  frown. 

There's  no  one  too  poor  to  be  kind. 

Tlie  broker  dropped  a  dollar  in  the  beggar  woman's  lap. 

Then  pressed  another  In  the  newsboy's  hand. 
He  then  went  to  his  office,  where  he  met  a  luckless  man. 

To  whom  he  had  loaned  money  on  his  land. 
"  I  cannot  pay  the  Int'rest  on  the  morteage,  sir,  to-day: 

I  hope  you'll  not  foreclose,"  thus  said  the  man. 
The  broker,  touched  by  what  the  little  newsltfty  said,  replied; 

"Don't  worry,  you  may  pay  it  when  you  can."— C/'o»"». 


The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  above 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
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WEH MAN'S    COLLECTION    OF    SONGS— No.   60. 


Her  Memory  Brings  Me  No  Regret. 

t^PyrlKbt,  im&,  by  rnuik  Harding.    Entered  at  Statlonei*'  Hall,  London. 


Worda  by  Howard  Oraham.    Miwlc  by  Cliaa.  nnthani. 


■?\'   . 
">  ■' 
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>  Love's  early  dream  has  passei  away,  forever  gone,  too  sweet  to  stay; 

'  The  mem'ry  of  a  t>yy(jrie  d.-iy  Is  all  that's  left  to  comfort  me. 

)  One  face  I  iwe  t>efi>re  me  yet,  with  sparkllnK  eyes  ,in<l  cnrls  of  Jet, 

\  My  sweetheart's  face,  as  first  we  met— her  mem'ry  brings  me  no  regret. 

\  Refrain. 

\     Her  mem'ry  l)rln(;8  me  no  regret,  although  our  sun  of  love  has  set ; 
''     She  loved  me  once,  I  can't  forget;  her  mem'ry  hrlngs  me  no  regret. 

S  As  years  go  by,  the  thought  that  she  has  love<l  me  once  will  be  to  me 
A  consolation  sweet,  the'  we  could  never  wed,  thro'  Fate's  decree. 

'  Sometimes  1  wish  we'd  never  met,  and  still  I  know  I  love  her  yet; 
The  parted  now,  I  can't  forget— her  mem'ry  brings  me  no  regret.— /.>/". 


Mary,  the  Pride  of  the   Dairy, 
Is  My  Sweetheart. 


Cupyrlglii,  18M,  by  Matter  Broai 


Worda  by  Albert  Halter.    Hiirio  by  WUlie  Halter. 


There  Is  a  pretty  little  maid  that  lives  next  door  to  me. 
The  keeper  of  a  dairy,  and  as  cute  as  she  can  be; 
Her  age  Is  Just  aliout  8ixte«m,  hair  of  a  golden  hue; 
She  IS  the  only  girl  I  love,  yes,  love  her  good  and  true. 

Refrain. 
Mary  Leary,  she  Is  the  girl  for  me, 

I  love  her  1  do  honest  and  true,  and  my  wife  she  has  promised  to  be; 
Soon  we  will  marry,  nevermore  to  p;irt. 
For  Mary,  the  prldo  of  the  dairy,  is  my  sweetheart. 

S4>raetime8  I  say  to  her,  my  dear,  who  do  you  love  tlie  »)e8t; 
She'll  answer  quickly.  Darling,  why  I'm  sure  that  you  can  guess. 
And  puts  her  arms  around  my  neck  and  squeezes  me  Just  so; 
It  nearly  takes  my  breath  away,  but  1  douH  miud,  you  know.— //«/. 


I'se  Yer  Name  Tattooed  on  Ma  Arm. 


(.'opyrlght,  IRW,  by  Juhti  J.  ifacan. 


Written  by  John  J.  Hagan.     C<>inp3ard  by  Frank  D.  I'ur*. 


I 


Ixm't  liiebe  dem  lies  dey  tells  ye,  'Lize,  dat  I'se  untrue; 

Can  you  look,  lub.  Into  dese  eyes  an'  doubt  dat  I  lubs  you* 

CoiiUl  you  but  l(X)k  into  dis  heart  you'd  tind  yer  name  f;tampe<l  dere; 

An'  could  yer  eyes  peruse  ma  arm  'twould  prube  ma  lub,  1  swear. 

Chorvs.  I 

I'se  yer  name  tattooed  on  ma  arm,  yer  portrlt  am  dar,  too; 
'Twined  in  a  heart,  so,  sweetheart,  dat  shows  I  do  lubs  you. 
Peys  Jelyus  ob  me,  swt^t,  tell  lies  on  me  to  harm: 
'Tam  rot  I'se  got,  b'lebe  me  or  not,  yer  portrlt  on  ma  arm. 

I'w  light  In  color,  as  you  know,  so  de  name's  plain; 
All'  when  yer  portrlt,  'Lize,  I  show,  1  feels— well  I  can't  'splain. 
You'se  like  de  sun,  dat  has  no  cloud,  a-shlning  through  ina  life. 
But,  'Lixe,  de  clouds  will  'clipse  de  joy,  unless  you  'come  ma  wife. 

Chorus.  i 

I'se  yer  name  tattooed  on  ma  arm,  yer  portrlt  am  dar.  too. 
So  don't  ye  grebe,  none  can  clebe,  but  death,  my  lub  from  you. 
No  (Klder  lips  but  yourn  dese  crimson  lips  can  charm; 
Be  kind,  not  blind,  'till  death  you'll  find  yer  iwrtrit  on  ma  arm. 


Fly  Irom  the  World,  O  Bessie,  to  Me. 


CopyriKht,  ISM,  by  Jolin  J.  Ha«aii. 


Sing  Again  that  Sweet  Refrain. 

Copy liRht,  1894.  by  Spaulding  ft  Gray.      Entered  at  Statloneis'  Hall,  London. 


Worda  and  Moslc  by  Giimile  L.  Oarls 


The  music  hall  was  crowded  in  a  city  o'er  the  sea. 

And  brilliant  lights  were  burning  ev'ry  where. 
The  songs  and  witty  saylnics  tilled  the  audience  with  glee. 

For  the  minstrels  from  the  sunny  South  were  therel 
A  minstrel  sang  a  song  about  his  old  plantation  home, 

Down  up«^)n  the  Swannee  River  far  away: 
Then  a  gray  haired,  aged  darkey  sat  In  sadness  and  In  gloom. 

He  ro.se,  and  this  Is  what  they  heard  hiiu  say: 

Rkfrain. 

Sing  again  that  sweet  refrain,  "  Dar's  where  the  old  folks  stay; " 
It  tiikes  me  back  to  slav'ry  days,  before  I  was  sold  away; 
Along  de  Swannee  River  banks,  dar's  where  I  us«'d  to  n»am: 
TJows  I'se  old  and  gray,  and  far  away, "  far  from  the  old  folks  at  home 

The  minstrel  sang  the  song  again,  and  eyes  grew  dim  with  tears, 

The  age<i  darkey  sat  with  head  bowed  low. 
And  something  in  his  heart  awoke,  that  slumbered  there  for  years, 

'Twas  the  memory  of  a  mother  long  ago. 
The  play  let  out  lo  loud  applause,  and  wlien  the  curtain  fell. 

The  darkey  slowly  tottered  on  his  way. 
Thinking  of  the  sweet- voiced  singer,  and  the  song  he'd  sung  so  well 

Thinking  of  the  song  that  made  him  rise  and  say:— l{efi  aiii. 


U 


MY    DAD'S   THE    ENGINEER. 

CopyriKht.  MIXXXJXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Webman. 


Poetry  by  Thomaa  Uoore.     Hvlody  by  Joli  n  J.  Hasan. 

Fly  from  the  world,  O  Bessy,  to  me. 

Thou  wilt  never  find  any  sincerer; 
I'll  give  up  the  world,  (»  Bessy,  for  thee; 

I  can  never  meet  any  that's  dearer. 
Then  tell  me  no  more,  with  a  t«'ar  and  a  sigh, 

That  our  loves  will  be  censure<l  by  many; 
All,  all  have  their  follies,  and  who  will  deny 

That  ours  is  the  sweetest  of  any. 

ClIORITS. 

Tlien  tell  me  no  more,  with  a  tear  and  a  sigh. 
That  our  love  will  be  censured  by  many. 

All,  all  have  their  follies,  and  who  will  deny 
That  ours  is  the  sweetest  of  any. 

When  your  lips  have  met  mine  in  communion  so  sweet. 

Have  you  felt  as  If  virtue  forbid  It? 
Have  we  felt  as  If  heaven  denied  them  to  meet? 

No,  rather  'twas  liejiven  that  did  it. 
So  Innocent,  love.  Is  the  Joy  we  then  sip. 

So  little  of  wrong  there  Is  In  It 
That  I  wish  all  my  errors  were  lodged  on  your  lip 

And  I'll  kiss  them  away  in  a  minute.— 1'/(0»««. 


AFTER    THE    WAR. 

CopyriKht,  18M,  l>y  Will  It.  Dlabro. 


Word*  hy  t\  Ul  R.  DIalirn.     Mnalo  by  Ed.  R  Diobro. 


Worda  and  Hiialc  by  Chas.  Oraliam. 


We  were  none  of  us  thinking  of  danger. 

As  the  train  sped  on  In  the  night. 
Till  the  flames  from  a  burning  forest 

Made  the  pa-ssengers  wild  with  fright. 
Then  a  tiny  maid  near  a  window,  with  a  smile,  said. 

"There's  nothing  to  fear; 
I'm  sure  that  no  harm  will  befall  you. 

My  Dad's  the  engineer." 

Refrain. 
"Da;ddy's  on  the  engine,  don't  l)e  afraid; 
Daddy  Knows  what  ne  is  doing,"  said  the  little  maid; 
"We'll  .soon  l>e  out  of  danger,  don't  you  ever  fear- 
Every  one  is  safe,  because  my  Dad's  the  engineer." 

With  tlie  sparks  falling  closely  about  us, 

Tliri>"  the  Haines  we  spe<l  on  so  fast. 
And  the  brave  little  maid's  father 

Hr«>uglit  us  thro'  the  danger  all  safe  at  Uist; 
And  the  proud,  sweet  face  of  his  lassie,  .   . 

Ari«l  the  words  of  the  calm,  little  dear. 
Will  live  in  mv  mem'ry  forever, 

"  My  Dad's  the  engineer."—  lie/rain. 


An  aged  vet'ran,  locks  as  white  as  snow. 

Met  a  compitnion  of  long  ago: 

" <  "ome,  tell  me,  comrade,  of  your  life,"  he  said; 

"  Why  do  you  wander  -why  never  we<l» 

I  well  remember,  when  we  wore  the  blue. 

You  had  a  sweetheart,  oh:  you  love<l  her  true; 

Friend,  what  has  happened  your  bright  tiopes  to  mar— 

You  were  to  marry  after  the  war." 

Chorus. 
After  the  fighting  Is  ended,  after  the  war  Is  done. 
After  the  dead  are  burled,  and  all  the  living  home, 
Some  heartM  you'll  find  are  broken,  some  breastM  are  aching-sore 
Wounded,  tho'  not  In  battle,  after  the  war.    ,  , 

"  Yes,  I'd  a  sweetheart,  such  a  precious  girl— 
With  cheeks  like  roses,  with  teeth  of  pearl— 
And  well  1  lovtMl  her,  true  as  heaven  alwve. 
She  was  my  Idol,  my  own  sweet  love. 
One  night  a  wmtry,  up  among  the  pines, 
CaptUHMl  a  rebel  .just  Inside  onr  lines. 
Yes,  hearts  are  broken,  breasts  are  wounded  sore. 
Though  not  In  b<tttle  -after  the  war.-  Vhortit. 

•'  Ne.vt  day  the  captive,  that  bold  reljel  spy, 
Wa.s  led  frfim  prison,  condemned  to  die: 
He  sto<><l  beside  a  grave  dug  In  the  sand. 
Then  came  the  volley  at  my  command. 
A  soldier's  <luty— comrade!  do  not  sUirt 
We  shot  her  brother,  oh!  It  broke  her  heart 
In  the  green  church-yard  my  bright  guiding  star 
Peacefully  slumbers  after  the  war."— C/"^"#. 
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No  One  Loves  You  More  Than  I. 


Cupyrlght,  IBM,  by  John  J.  Hafcaii. 


Word*  by  John  J.  Raffan.    Manic  by  Fnuik  D.  Cure. 
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Sweetheart,  dearest,  t«ll  me  why  silver  pebbles  dim  your  eye? 
All  my  hopes  are  born  of  thee,  yon  are  all  that's  jrood  to  me. 
No  one  else  fan  thrill  me  so;  nearest  creature  that  I  know. 
Banish  fear  and  let  doubt  fly,  no  one  loves  you  more  than  I. 

■'-■■■■-'■'-:-;■ '■'■'i^"--   :•    ■■■■-■;  Chorus.    \'-' '■:"■■,'■■■■'■:■''-'■-.■■■  ...■■  *'■  - 

Do  not  sigh,  I  am  nigh,  and  who  loves  you  such  as  It 

Place  vour  head  upon  my  breast,  let  no  troubled  thought  arrest. 

There's  a  better  by  and  by,  and  who  loves  you  more  than  I? 

To  my  heart  In  close  embrace,  pressed  with  fervor  your  sweet  face. 
The  Joys  of  heaven  I  fortaste  as  my  arm  entwines  your  waist, 
Deeply  read  my  eyes,  my  dear;  tliey  will  tell  you  rra  sincere, 
WhAe  you  live  until  I  die  none  will  love  you,  dear,  as  I. 

CHORrs. 

Dry  your  eye,  I  am  nigh,  and  who  loves  you  such  as  I? 

Place  your  head  upon  my  breast,  let  no  troubled  thought  arrest. 

Let  not  sorrow  dim  your  eye,  no  one  loves  you  more  than  I. 


HAVE    A    JOLLY    TIME. 

Cuiiyrlgbt,  ItM,  by  Conaolldated  Music  Pub.  Am'o.     Engllrti  copyright  aMored. 
Words  by  Andrew  B.  Sterling.     Husto  by  Harry  Ton  Tilasr. 


0 


I  O'Orady  gave  a  racket  down  In  old  Hlbernla  Hall, 
His  friends  assembled  there  from  far  and  near; 
The  admission  cost  them  nothing,  'twas  an  invitation  ball. 

The  only  thing  they  had  to  buj  was  beer. 
I  The  fun  was  fast  and  furious,  0'{Jrady  was  In  line. 

Admiring  friends  were  crowded  all  about. 
When  Mike  thought  things  were  getting  slow,  he'd  Jump  atx>n  the  Stage, 
And  like  an  Indian  he'df  loudly  shout: 

Chorus. 

.     Have  a  Jolly  time,  dancing,  prancing. 

Till  the  day  Is  dawning,  have  a  jolly  time. 

Reeling,  spieling,  won't  go  home  till  morning. 
Have  a  Jolly  time,  blow  In  every  dime; 

Don't  you  be  a  dunce,  for  you  only  live  but  once. 
So  have  a  Jolly  time. 

I  Tlie  evening  wore  away,  Mike  drank  wit*  all  the  friends  he  knew, 

Imbll»e(l  with  some  he  never  seen  before. 
And  he  toasted  dear  old  Ireland,  spoke  a  word  for  Cuba,  too. 

Shook  hands  with  ev'ry  lady  on  the  floor.  • 

But  Mike  was  only  human,  soon  there  was  a  grand  collapse. 

The  tide  within  his  head  was  rising  fast; 
And  as  he  sank  down  on  the  floor,  he  feebly  raised  his  head. 

And  kept  on  yelling  loudly  to  the  last:— C7M/»ti». 


A    NO -'COUNT    NIGGER    BOY. 

Cnpyrlght.  18V7,  by  UiA  Orphean  Music  Publtolitng  Co. 


Words  by  Q4H>rge  Cooper.    Music  by  Roicer  Harding. 
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'Way  down  Routh,  where  the  sweet  potatoes  grow. 

There  lived  a  woolly  headed  nigger; 
His  skin  was  as  black  as  the  very  blackest  crow. 

With  him  his  color  cut  no  figure. 
His  mammy  used  to  swat  him  and  say.  "  You  no- "count  fool. 

If  I  had  a  gun  I  swar  I'd  pull  de  trigger! 
I'd  shoot  yer  in  de  head.  yes.  shoot  yer  till  you's  dead, 

You's  nothln'  but  a  shirtless,  no-'count  nlggerl "   .. 

Chorus. 
Nothing  but  a  woolly-headed,  no-'count  nigger  boy. 

None  to  love  him,  never  had  no  fun; 
Never  cared  for  anylxHly.  never  had  a  Joy, 

'Cept  to  lie  a-baskiug  in  the  sun. 
When  the  other  coons  were  working,  toting  In  the  wood. 

He  woufd  lie  around  and  folks  Jinnoy, 
Never  did  a  lick  of  work,  and  wouldn't  If  he  could. 

Nothing  but  a  woolly  headed,  no-'count  nigger  boy. 

On  the  banks  of  the  river  he  would  sprawl. 

To  flsh  he  even  was  too  lazy; 
He  always  did  hate  to  go  dig  the  worms  for  l)alt. 

The  coons  allowed  he  must  be  crazy. 
He  used  to  come  In  reg'lar  at  mealtime,  sure'e  you  born. 

And  each  day  he  grew  up  lazier  and  bigger. 
The  neighlwrs  they  would  cry,  "  Why  doirt  you  go  and  die  t 

You's  nothln'  but  a  shiftless,  no-'count  nlggerl"— t'Aor«a. 

One  bright  morn  he  was  basking  in  the  sun, 

A  gazing  on  the  rushing  river; 
He  heard  there  a  scream  that  awoke  him  from  his  dream. 

It  made  the  heart  within  him  shiver. 
A  little  child  was  struggling  and  drowning  in  the  stream. 

So  he  plunged  right  In,  the  danger  cut  no  figure; 
He  brought  her  to  the  shore,  but  ne  sank  to  rise  no  more. 

This  good  for-nothlng,  shiftless,  no-'count  nlggerl "— t/'Aoi«/». 


MONARCH  OF  ALL  HE  SURVEYS. 


Copyright,  18M.  by  Jubn  J.  Hagaii. 


HannonlMd  by  Fiaiik  D.  Cure.    Words  and  Melody  by  Juhu  J.  Hagan. 

He  sways  no  sceptre,  lie  wears  no  crown,  ' 

But  rules  supreme  by  a  smile  or  frown. 

But  whether  despotic,  fretful  or  mild. 

He  Is  our  baby  boy,  our  only  child;  ..     • 

And  thus  he  reigns  fn)m  day  to  day. 

Two  subjects  "neath  his  potent  sway. 

And  like  old  Kob  Crusoe  of  other  days. 

He  Is  the  monarch  of  all  he  surveys.  ►    '    . 

Chorus. 
Monarch  of  all  he  surveys,  his  subjects  laud  paeans  of  praise. ' 
Our  hearts  his  domain,  and  there  he  will  reign  foreverand  gntce  of  Sdays; 
With  his  voice  the  welkin  will  ring,  his  mandate  will  bring  anything. 
No  potentate,  however  great,  can  rule  with  our  household  king. 

'  No  boy  like  our  l)oy— his  azure  eyes 

'  Sparkle  like  stars  that  gild  the  blue  skies;  ;   , 

No  boy  like  ours,  'tis  parentiul  conceit. 
•  •  But  you'd  understand  if  you  saw  our  Pete; 
O  may  his  life  as  smoothly  glide 
In  after  j'ears.  with  tranquil  tide. 
That  moves  to  success  In  its  honest  raise, 
A  monarch  In  truth  be,  worthy  of  praise.— C/io»t«.  •      ./ 


BE  AUTIFUL    AC  A  PULCA.  ^ 

Copyright,  ISM,  by  Teter  F.  Hagan. 
Words  and  Melody  by  John  J.  Hagan.    Arranged  by  Frank  D.  Oar*. 


Beautiful  Acapulca,  land-locked  port  of  the  west. 
Haven  of  the  contented,  where  the  aching  heart  finds  rest; 
Beautiful  land  of  sunshine,  throughout  the  cliaiiglng  year; 
If  earth  possesses  an  Eden,  surely  it  Is  here. 
If  earth  possesses  an  Eden,  surely  It  is  here. 

.  :  Chorus. 

Beautiful  Acapulca.  in  far  off  Mexico. 

Where  ev'ry  thing  Is  ;»eaceful,  where  only  trade  winds  blow; 
Where  the  calm  Pacitlc  Ocean  woos  the  tranquil  shore; 
Where,  basking  In  the  sunlight.  I  could  rest  me  evermore. 

Beautiful  Acapulca,  fotid  memry  runs  to  thee! 

With  your  calm  sheet  of  water  that  wanders  down  to  the  sea; 

Your  peaceful  little  valleys,  your  verdant -decked  ravines. 

Are  balm  for  thought,  the  mind's  at  rest,  living  In  those  scenes; 

Are  balm  for  thought,  the  mind's  at  rest  living  In  those  scenes.— CAo»-u«. 

Beautiful  Acapulca,  a  heaven  to  the  eye. 

As  man  looks  on  enchanted  as  he  sadly  wonders  why 

Life  could  not  as  placid  be,  without  an  earthly  care. 

In  harmony  with  nature's  own  Acapulca,  fair; 

In  harmony  with  nature's  own  Acapulca,  fair.— CAoitw. 


Whisper  Sweetly  in  My  Willing  Ear. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  John  J.  Hagan. 


Words  and  Music  by  John  J.  Hagan.    Arranged  by  A.  Relnert  Kretisohmer. 


\^- 


-_■•.•  SVi- 


—What  Is  the  difference  between  the  trunk  of  a  tree  and  an 
elephant's  trunk?  One  leaves  in  the  spring  and  the  other  leaves 
whenever  the  menagerie  does. 


Whisper  sweetly  in  my  willing  ear. 

Tell  me  that  you  love  me  once  again. 
For  the  sound  is  ever  sweet  to  hear. 

If  love's  In  the  hearts  of  maid  and  swain. 
Tell  the  tale  I  know  you  love  to  tell. 

Eagerly  I'm  waiting  by  your  side; 
Speak  the  words  that  sweetheart*  love  so  well. 

Tell  me  that  your  love  I'm  not  denied. 

CaoRtis. 
Whisper  sweetly  In  my  willing  ear. 

Tell  me  that  you  love  me  once  again. 
When  love's  budding  gnawine  care  Is  sere. 

Joyous  Is  the  hearts  of  inald  and  swain. 

Whisper  sweetly  In  my  willing  ear. 

No  mtuslc  so  dulcet  as  thy  voice; 
When  love's  budding  gnawing  care  is  sere. 

Speak  the  words  that  make  my  heart  rejoice. 
To  greet  thee  to  linger  on  thv  lips. 

Imbibing  Cupid's  nectar  divine, 
Vlves  the  potion  that  the  great  Jove  sips. 

So  tell  me  again,  love,  thou  art  mine. 

Chorus. 

Whisper  sweetly  In  my  willing  ear. 

No  music  so  dulcet  as  thy  voice. 
For  the  sound  Is  ever  sweet  to  hear. 

Speak  the  words  that  make  my  heart  rejoice. 
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MY    HOME    OF    LONQ    AOO. 

Copyrlcbt,  189S,  bj  Consolidated  Miutc  Pub.  AM'n.     EnKllsli  eopjrrigbt  MCunMl, 


Word*  by  Bf«urlc«  Shapiro.    Miuio  by  Hmtt  von  Ttl*»r. 

Last  night  I  dreamt  I  saw  again  my  home  of  long  ago. 

The  shady  lane,  the  babbling  brook,  the  woods  that  I  loved  so. 

The  meiwow  jind  the  cornfleld,  the  vnlley  nnd  the  hill, 

The  same  old  trees  and  flowers  all  seemed  to  grow  there  still, 

I  saw  the  little  homestead,  where  as  a  child  I  used  to  play. 

The  »inie  old  school-house  down  the  road,  the  church  across  the  way, 

And  in  the  village  church-yard,  beneath  a  mould  of  clay. 

There  lay  tite  one  that  I  loved  best,  near  my  old  home  far  away. 

Chorus. 
My  home,  my  dear  old  home:  my  home.  In  days  of  yore; 
Sad  recollections  hover  'round  me  forevermore. 
And  in  my  dreams  I  see  again  the  place  that  I  loved  so. 
Where  as  a  child  I  used  to  roam,  my  home  of  long  ago. 

Twas  standing  by  the  old  .school-house  I  saw  Nell  long  ago, 
I  1ov«h1  her  then,  when  first  we  met,  'twas  there  I  told  her  so; 
The  stream  flows  by  the  school  house,  the  birds  sing  just  as  gay; 
Their  sonj?  has  lost  their  sweetness  since  Nell  has  passetl  away. 
And  in  my  dreams  I  saw  her  stand  as  she  stood  In  days  gone  by. 
The  same  old  smile  was  on  her  face,  the  love  light  In  hef  eye; 
She  told  me  that  she  loved  me  as  on  that  summer  day 
She  promised  that  she'd  be  my  wife,  in  the  old  home  far  away.— '  A/». 


IN  THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  PINES. 

Pubtiitaed  t>7  p«nnlMion  of  ijegg  Brothers,  lOM  Walnut  Street.  Kaimm  Otr.  Mo.,  frgm 
wboiu  the  wurda  and  iiiuato  can  be  ubtalueu. 


Wonlt  by  Hattlx  LunimU     Miiric  by  Q  O.  Umg. 


Parody  on : 

DORA    DEAN. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Oaoar  Coatro. 


Far  away  on  the  west  side,  I  tell  you  there's  a  sight, 

A  sight  that  makes  all  the  boys  laugh. 
Shes  shaped  like  a  cookfw.  she  s  a  regular  hoodoo; 

When  she  opens  her  mouth,  looks  like  a  calf. 
'Most  every  Sund.iy  nioriilng,  before  the  break  of  dawning. 

With  me  she.s  seen  walking  on  heel  and  toe. 
Though  it  is  no  disgrace  to  tell  you  of  her  face. 

Everybody  thinks  shea  the  picture  of  Jumlx). 

CHORI'S. 

Did  you  ever,  ever  see  my  Daffy  Angeline, 

She's  the  swellest,  swellest  slob  you  ever  seen; 

She  sticks  to  me  all  day  like  darn  old  morphine. 

To  support  me  she's  awfully  anxious,  my  Daffy  Angeline. 

She's  the  hit  of  Austin,  she  ought  to  go  back  to  Boston, 

Where  she  can  fill  herself  on  pork  and  beans; 
Her  shoes  are  numl)er  thirty-four,  she's  near  forty  or  more. 

And  to  all  the  boys  tells  she's  yet  in  her  teens. 
Though  her  age  gives  her  away,  for  her  hair  are  gray. 

Like  a  wax  figure  in  the  sun  resembles  to  us  alK 
She's  a  la  la  pu  In  lu  looker,  all  the  managers  want  to  book  her 

For  a  stage  carpenter  or  ruse  about  doll.— CA0r««. 


We  wandered  in  the  shiidow  of  tlie  pines,  my  love  and  I, 

As  the  wind  was  blowing  freshly  from  the  sea; 
But  a  sudden  fitful  darkness  stole  across  the  summer  sky. 

And  a  shadow  came  between  my  love  and  me. 
Some  hasty  words  were  spoken,  and  then,  almost  unawares. 

Hasty  answers  to  unthinking  anger  led. 
And  our  heartsick,  bltt«r  longing,  and  our  weeping,  and  our  pray'rs 

Ne'er  can  make  those  falM)  and  cruel  words  unsaid. 

Chorus.  ' 

Come  t>ack  to  me,  sweetheart,  and  love  me  as  before. 
Come  txack,  back  to  me,  sweetheart,  and  leave  me  nevermore. 
In  life's  dull  pathway  the  sun  no  longer  shines. 
Come,  love,  and  meet  me  in  the  sliadow  of  the  pines. 

You  took  the  ring  I  gave  you.  nor  cast  a  glance  at  me 

As  you  held  the  jewel'd  trinket  in  yonr  h.ind; 
And  then  you  turned  and  tossed  It  iii  the  waters  of  the  sea. 

Where  the  waves  are  splashing  idiv  on  the  sand. 
You  went  your  way,  unhee«ling  the  tears  1  could  not  hide. 

You  went  your  way  and  not  a  word  was  s<iid: 
But  my  stubborn  heart  was  breaking  underneath  its  mask  of  pride. 

And  the  pine  trees  sobbed  in  pity  overhead.— (;/«»'<». 

I  wake  from  bitter  dreaming  but  to  call  aloud  your  name; 

I  sleep  again  to  dream  of  you  once  more; 
And  my  stubborn  pride  has  left  me,  I  admit  I  was  to  blame,     ' 

Forgive  me,  dear,  and  love  me  as  l)efore, 
For  the  future  Is  o'ershadowetl  with  the  darkness  of  despair. 

In  the  sky  of  life  love's  sun  no  longer  shines. 
And  I'd  give  the  whole  world  gladly  once  again  to  meet  you  there, 

KeunitoU  in  the  t«haduw  of  the  pines.— c/iii/">. 

■    »  a  »    ■ '    ^^.^T 

Down  Where  the  Woodbine  Twineth. 

Copyright,  1S98,  by  John  J.  Hacaii. 


Parody  on : 

On  the  Banks  of  the  Wabash  Far  Away. 


Written  and  Snuff  by  Harry  A.  Delano. 


In  an  Indiana  homestead  lives  a  maiden. 

In  her  l)ack  yard  lives  a  bull  dog  fierce  and  fat. 
Many  times  my  thoughts  revert  to  that  same  towser 
And  his  mistress  whom  I  thought  1  had  down  pat; 
But  one  thing  there  is  missing  from  my  wardrobe, 

It's  an  article  that  bulldog  tcxjk  by  chance. 
And  without  It  now  my  make-up  it  seems  scanty, 
Tliat  canine  swiped  the  seat  of  my  best  pants. 

Chorus. 
Oh.  the  maiden  still  lives  down  upon  the  Wab«sh, 

The  bulldog  is  there,  too,  so  jieople  say. 
But  you  bet  your  life  I  give  that  place  the  go  by, 
On  the  banks  of  the  Wabash  far  away. 

Many  moons  have  passed  since  I  saw  sweetheart  Mary, 

She's  fallen  a  victim  to  the  new  woman  craze; 
She  goes  around  the  street  togged  out  in  bloomers, 

<th,  she  likes  to  Oe  a  man  In  all  her  ways. 
One  day  she  went  a-swiinming  In  the  Wabash; 

Her  l)l(K>mers  were  siisi>«nded  on  a  tree; 
The  bulldog  came  along  and  at  them  rubliered. 
And  he  gently  .sang,  joung  man,  I'll  wait  for  thee. 

Chorus. 
Oil,  the  water  It  w;is  clilllv  In  the  Wabash, 

For  four  hours  she  trie<i  to  drive  the  dog  away. 
Bui  t>pfore  he  leit  he  chewed  up  her  best  bloomers. 
On  the  banks  of  the  Walwsh  far  away. 

Mary's  case  was  sad.  her  hopes  were  sinking. 

The  dog  didn't  leave  clothes  enough  to  pad  a  crutch, 
When  on  the  biink  she  chanced  to  spy  a  luirrel. 

Oh,  she  sav<  1  hate  to  do  it  but  1  must. 
So  Into  the  barrel  cr.iwled  p<K)r  Mary. 

She  didn't  know  it  had  seen  better  days. 
She  grabl)e'l  it  T)v  the  sidos  and  home  she  started. 

But  siie  cha:iced  to  meet  her  sweetheart  on  the  way. 

*  Chorus.       "  ., 

Oh,  her  lover  he  went  blind  upon  the  Wabash. 

Mary  became  a  raving  maniac  that  day. 
For  the  barrel  hoop  t)usted  and  out  dropped  all  the  stares. 

On  the  l>anks  of  the  Walmsh  far  away. 


Wiirda  and  Mualc  by  John  J.  Higaii. 

Down  Where  the  honej'suckle  twines  'round  the  cross, 

Down  where  the  roses  bloom  so  sweet, 
Down  where  the  grave  is  covered  with  dewy  moss. 

Oh:  there's  where  I  of'n  go  and  weep. 
There's  where  the  birds  sing  sweetly  In  the  trees. 

Oh:  there's  where  my  dear  mother  lies, 
Tliere's  w>iere  my  voice  oft  floats  upon  the  breeze. 

Oh,  mournfully  the  orphan  vainly  cries. 

Refrain. 

Down  where  the  woodbine  twineth, 
Down  where  my  tears  I  vainly  smother. 
There's  where  my  heartstrings  bindetb 
To  that  lone  grave  of  my  mother. 

Down  by  that  lonely  spot  I've  wandered  night  and  day, 

Down  where  stillness  will  ever  reign, 
'Mid  winter's  snow,  (;r  decke<l  in  garb  of  May, 

Oh,  oft  to  thatsix)t  I've  gone  in  vain. 
Although  the  birds  sing  sweetly  in  the  trees. 

And  roses  scent  the  summer  air, 
Tliey've  no  charm  for  me  as  I  fall  on  my  knees. 

And  brtotbe  to  the  winds  my  lone  despair.- /rt/nrfn. 


MY   SWEETHEART  BY   MY  SIDE. 


•f 


Copyright,  IS98,  by  John  J.  Hagan. 
Worda  by  John  J.  IIuKan.    Mualc  by  W.  A.  Kemp. 

Fairmount  Park  In  summer  Is  a  crowded  thoroughfare; 
I  go  there  ev'ry  Sunday  to  get  the  Iwlmy  air: 
I  always  take  my  sweetheart,  she's  my  intended  bride; 
You'd  envy  me  if  you  could  see  my  sweetheart  by  my  side. 

Chorus. 
O;  dear,  I  steer  straight  for  tlie  park  on  a  Sunday;  ) 

DudeH.  8iK)rts,  all  sort.s,  take  in  the  park  on  that  dav; 
Larking,  sparking,  1  stroll  by  the  mashers  with  pride; 
How  they  envy  me  whene'er  they  see  my  sweetheart  by  my  side. 

In  winter  when  the  snow  falls  a  change  comes  o'er  the  scene; 

A  l«autiful  white  mantle  then  takes  the  place  of  green. 

There,   mong  the  manv  thousands,  who  o'er  that  mantle  glide. 

In  a  handsome  sleigh  I  drive  away,  my  sweetheart  by  my  side.- CWo. 

Of  course,  it's  only  natur'l  for  me  to  say  that  she 

Is  the  sweetest  girl  I  know,  but  with  me  vou  would  agree. 

If  us  you'd  see  on  Sunday,  you'd  think  tlie  knot  was  tied; 

Tls  a  happy  pair  when  I  go  there,  my  sweetheart  by  my  side.— CAo. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  tiklH 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN, 

108  Park  Row,  New  York.    Catalogue  of  all  our  publications  mailed 

Free  upon  application. 
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They're  All  Out  on  Their  Bikes. 

Cupjritfht,  1898  by  Harry  J.  Ashton  and  J.  W.  Turner.  ' 


WordBbj  HaiTy  J.  A.litun.     MuhIc  by  J.  W.  Turner. 


NoV  there's  nothing  in  the  world  that  a  woman  won't  do. 

And  there's  notliinK  a  woman  won't  try; 
She  i.s  never  content  with  wliat  man  will  invent, 

And  she's  willing  to  beat  him  or  die. 
The  bicycle  craze  has  set  them  ablaze, 

All  women  are  off  of  their  base; 
Now  when  a  man  will  roam  to  his  nice  little  home. 

He'll  find  the  hired  girl  there  in  his  wife's  place. 

CHORfS. 

Oh,  your  wife  has  gone  out  on  her  bike! 

Your  wife  has  gone  out  on  her  bikel 
And  the  girl  she  did  shout:  Your  wife  has  gone  out: 

Your  wife  has  gone  out  on  her  bike. 

Now  happy,  indeed,  was  Tim  Murphy  one  day. 

As  he  started  with  a  parson  by  his  side. 
And  he  never  felt  so  l)()yish,  In  life  was  so  Joyish, 

On  the  day  Miss  (Jilhooly  promised  to  be  a  bride; 
His  brain  was  in  a  whirl,  as  hastening  to  his  girl. 

And  the  door-l)ell  he  loudly  rang. 
The  door  opened  wide,  and  the  hired  girl  he  espied. 

And  this  is  the  song  that  she  sang: 

Chorus.  ' 

The  young  lady  went  out  on  her  bike! 

The  young  lady  went  out  on  her  bike! 
And  the  hired  girl  did  say:  There'll  be  no  marriage  to-day  1 

The  young  lady's  gone  out  on  her  bike. 


OUR    NATION'S    CALL. 

Cojijright.  18«.  by  Harry  F.  Cook. 


Composed  by  Harry  F.  Cook.    Arruiitcfd  by  Otto  Bonnell. 


Unfold  the  glorious  banner,  proudly  let  it  wave 
Over  land  and  o'er  sea  and  the  homes  of  the  brave; 
Down  with  tyranny,  from  Iwndage  make  them  free. 
And  give  to  them  their  freedom  and  liberty; 
Our  iMjys  are  brave  and  bold,  as  heroes  should  be. 
Are  the  pride  ot  the  nation,  and  will  make  CuImi  tree. 

Chorcs. 
To  arms!  to  arras!  to  arms!  the  bugle  call  sounded. 
Awav:  away!  away!  on  your  gallant  stee<ls  well  mounted; 
For  freedom  and  right  forever  it  must  be; 
Our  brave  boys  in  blue  will  make  Cuba  free.  ■        ' 

Then  let  the  cannon  roar  and  the  sword  clash, 

Make  tyranny  tremble  and  Its  powers  crash; 

Lei  tlie  echo  ring  from  shore  to  shore; 

'Tis  the  iKittle-cry  for  freedom  forevermore. 

The  star-sj)angled  banner  shall  wave  o'er  land  and  sea. 

And  to  the  world  proclaim  we  will  make  Cutwi  tree.—C'ioriis. 

Our  battle  slilps  are  staunch  and  well  manned, 

Bv  gallant  heroes  great  battles  were  won  and  planned; 

They  remember  the  fate  of  the  Maine 

Aiui  the  heroes  that  have  fallen  by  the  treachery  of  Spain. 

Our  Army  and  Navy  are  true  heroes,  you  see. 

They'll  tight  for  their  country  and  will  make  Cuba  free.— CV/i/r- 


I    WANT    A    REAL    COON. 

".  CupyriKbt,  1898,  by  Windsor  Music  Oo. 


Words  by  Arthur  J.  Lnnib.     Hunic  by  B«riiai  d  Adier. 


Your  Key  Don't  Fit  This  Lock  No  More 


Cop)  ritcht,  1898,  by  Windsor  Music  Co. 


I 


Words  by  Fred  J  HaniiU.    Music  by  Paul  Cohn. 

My  gal  and  I  had  trouble  and  I  have  t)een  crossed  double. 

Now  some  one  took  the  lead  from  me,  and  I'm  as  dead  as  I  can  be; 
AVhen  I  got  home  this  morning,  just  as  the  day  was  dawning, 

I  found  a  new  lock  on  the  door,  I  couldn't  use  my  key 
There  ain't  no  use  in  weeping,  when  I  looked  up  at  my  old  home, 

1  saw  dat  girl  a  p<»eping.  and  she  was  not  alone; 
Says  she,  I'm  too  long  standuig,  that  coon  you've  been  a-handling; 

Can't  jolly  me  no  longer,  so  now  listen  while  I  say: 

Chorus. 

Your  key  dont  fit  this  lock,  you  best  move  'round  the  block. 
You  broke  your  plate  with  me,  black  man,  you  I  can't  see; 
You  got  your  notice  now,  so  don't  you  start  no  row. 
You  lost  your  home,  and  your  key  don't  fit  this  lock  no  more. 

You  know  you  had  a  warning.  I  told  you  every  morning, 

I  wouldn't  stand  your  fooling,  .so  now  you  will  have  to  leave,  yes  go; 
I  used  to  love  you  truly,  but  yon  is  Iwid,  unruly. 

So  I  have  got  to  pass  you  up.  I've  got  another  beau. 
Now  don't  vou  get  to  talking  and  tell  me  what  you're  gwine  to  do. 

For  you  are  from  Mizzoura  and  1  will  soon  show  you; 
So,  doii't  you  start  a-connlng  tiiis  babe  with  any  yarning, 

I'm  sorry  for  you,  nigger,  out  your  key  don't  fit  this  lock.— cvtorw*. 


— A  cerlnin  extravagant  speculator,  -who  failed  soon  after,  in- 
formed a  relation  one  evening,  that  lie  liud  that  day  purchased  an 
elegant  set  of  jewels  for  Jiis  dear  wife,  which  cost  him  f  2,000. 
"  She  is  a  dea}-  wife,  indeed,"  was  Uie  laconic  reply. 


Dar's  a  good-for  nuthiii"  ragged  coon  comes  'roun'  a-<"ourttn'  me, 

And  I'm  'most  ashamed  he  has  the  cheek  to  call; 
'Cos'  he  tries  to  put  on  heaps  of  style  when  he's  a  sight  to  see. 

He's  got  inilhln'  to  his  name,  but  lots  of  gall. 
I've  a-told  him  he  will  never  do,  he  am  not  good  enough. 

I've  a-told  him  he's  a  would-be,  nuthin'  more. 
An'  he  knows  I'm  on  to  him,  'cos'  he  can't  get  in  the  swim. 

And  dar's  many  a  time  I've  told  htm  at  de  door: 

Chorus. 
I  want  a  real  coon,  handsome,  genteel  coon. 
Coon  like  my  own  relations,  I  don't  want  no  ImltatlonB, 
Some  coon  dat's  haughty,  swell  dresseti  and  sportj', 
A  real  coon  dis  gal  am  waitin'  for. 

Now  I  wants  to  have  a  real  coon  like  the  swell  coons  that  I  se«, 

I've  a-seen  'em  at  the  theatre  all  life  long; 
They  will  dance  around  upon  the  stage  with  clothes  'way  up  in  O, 

An'  they  take  me  clear  to  heaben  with  a  song. 
But  the  coons  aroun'  my  neighborhood,  they  don't  dress  up  a  bit. 

Oh,  compared  to  dem  stage  folks  the  rest  are  jays; 
So  I'm  willln',  eb'ry  time,  to  give  up  my  little  dime. 

Jes'  to  watch  the  real  coon  with  his  winnln'  ways.— C%orM«. 


MA    HONEY    LOU.: 

CopyrlKht,  1(97,  by  National  Music  Oo. 


Words  and  Music  by  Fred  H.  SUlia. 


When  the  sun  sets  In  the  West,  ma  honey  Lou, 

That's  the  time  I  love  thee  best,  ma  honey  Lou; 
When  were  sitting  in  the  gloom  waiting  for  the  silver  moon. 

You  makes  me  a  happy  coon,  ma  honey  Lou. 
When  the  birds  have  hushed  their  song,  ma  honey  Lou, 

All  the  twilight  shadows  gone,  ma  honey  Lou, 
When  the  moon  so  full  and  bright  sheds  its  soft  and  mellow  light. 

Then  I  loves  you  more  each  night,  ma  honey  Lou. 

Chorus. 
Ma  Lou,  ma  Lou,  ma  honey  Lou,  love  me  long  and  love  me  true, 
I  love  no  one  else  but  j'ou,  ma  honey,  ma  honey,  honey  Lou. 
Say  you  love  me,  honey  Lou,  I  want  you.  'deed  I  do! 
My  heart  will  surely  break  in  two  if  I  lose  you,  ma  honey  Lou. 

And  last  night  I  waited  long,  ma  honey  IX)U, 

And  I  told  the  stars  in  song,  ma  honey  Lou; 
How  my  heart  would  ever  beat  for  my  honey  gal  so  sweet. 

And  flays  it  at  your  feet,  ma  honey  Lou. 
So  then  come  to  me  to-night,  ma  honey  Lou, 

In  these  arms  I'll  hold  you  tight,  ma  honey  Lou; 
Come  and  look  into  my  eyes  while  the  moon  shines  in  the  skies. 

And  I'll  be  In  paradise,  ma  honey  Lou.— C/wt-ut. 


REMEMBER    THE    MAINE. 

CopyrlKhC,  1896.  by  Frank  A.  Bush. 
Words  and  Music  by  Frank  A.  Buah. 


Down  fn  Havana  Harbor  our  good  ship  Maine  was  lying: 

Beneath  the  decks  all  were  at  rest,  wakeful  ones  for  home  were  sighing. 

Sent  on  a  peaceful  mission,  no  one  pusi)ected  harm, 

For  each  one  trusted  the  "  Stars  and  Stripes"  as  a  safeguard  from  all 

But  hark:  from  below  comes  a  loud,  sudden  pealing,  [alarm. 

And  then  an  explosion  that  lights  up  the  sky; 
Then  when  o'er  the  baj'  again  silence  comes  stealing. 

Two  hundred  brave  lads  disappear  without  a  cry. 

Refrain. 

We'll  never  forget  the  sad  events  of  that  night. 
Our  lads  were  killed,  with  no  chance  to  fight; 
The  foul  deed  was  done  by  treachrous  Siwin, 
That's  why  America  fought  and  avenged  the  Maine. 

Such  a  crime  was  committed  never  before  in  hist'ry; 

A  loud  report,  down  went  the  ship,  all  was  enshrouded  in  rayst'ry. 

Treachery  ne'er  existed  equal  to  this  foul  deed. 

When  our  brave  lads  were  suddenly  killed,  just  to  satisfy  Spanish  greed. 

But  sure  as  the  sun  rises  up  in  the  morning. 

For  ev'ry  life  lost  we  will  have  many  more: 
For  when  Spanish  Dons  start  to  kill  without  warning. 

We'll  drive  ev'ry  Spaniard  away  far  from  our  shore. 

Refrain. 

We'll  never  forget  the  sad  events  of  that  night. 

Our  boys  were  Killed,  with  no  chance  to  fight; 

The  foul  deed  was  done  by  treachrous  Spain, 

That's  why  our  soldier  boys  cried,  "  Kememtier  the  Maine! " 


The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  at>ov« 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN,  ^ 
108  Park  Row,  New  York.  Catalogue  of  all  our  publications  mailed 
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SWEET     LORENA    RAY 

(^opyi'iKlit.  18IM,  lijr  C.  O.  Drokuw.      EiiKlliib  oupyrlKl't  aocured. 
WortiB  liy  Deanior  R  Drake.     MuhIc  by  Arthur  Wlllard  Pryor. 


Do  you  Jit'ar  the  wild  hinis  sinni'ilf.  swoet  Loreiiii, 
With  thfir  soii^s  tlio  liills  ;ini  riiijjltijf.  .«wet't  Lorona; 
While  tilt)  dainty  dewilrops  fall,  wliile  tho  iilKht  is  ov«r  all. 
To  my  liuart  they  sotiui  to  call  sweet  Loreiia. 

ClIORfS. 
liOreiia,  swetU  T.or»Mia  Ray,  with  your  farn  divino, 
SriiiU-s  that  l)ri>;ht«'ii  all  tfu'  day,  sjiy  you  will  In-  mine. 
Then,  no  matter  what  lietide,  love  will  Unlit  onr  way, 
Happy  with  my  little  bride,  swtH't  Lorena  Kay 

To  my  mind  a  vision  brinjrimr.  sweet  Lorena, 

And  my  soul  a  tune  is  sinmnjj,  sweet  Lorena, 

SiiiKinK  of  a  heart  so  true,  it  would  break  with  love  for  you, 

Break  to  bid  its  dream  adieu,  sweet  Lon-na.  — C7i/;>  >  <. 

Do  you  hear  the  songsters  sliiuinu,  sweet  Lorena; 
c>,  tlie  j<.)y  their  notes  are  brin^iuK,  sweet  I^>rena, 
While  I  kiss  the  golden  hair,  parted  from  the  face  so  fair. 
See  the  answer  hidden  there,  sweet  Loroiia.— '  IwrxK. 

Eyes  that  charm  my  heart  completely,  sweet  Lorena; 

Li|>s  that  meet  my  own  so  sweetly,  swtK't  l^>rena; 

Smiles  that  waft  my  soul  away,  charms  that  cheer  my  heart  for  ayo. 

Love  that  tunes  my  simple  lay,  sweet  Lorena.-  CAwm*. 


THE  RECTQKS  DAUGHTER  NELL 

Copyrt«ht,  INC,  l>y  (\  O.  Brukaw.     Bnttlltili  ovpjrrlffbt  MOured. 


Worila  uid  Muiilc  by  Qumi«  L.  Davis. 

A  quiet  village  where  the  iwople  lived  a  peaceful  life,     . 

Unt  il  a  handsome  stranger  came  one  day. 
To  linger  for  the  summer,  away  from  toll  and  strife 

Of  a  busy  city  many  miles  away. 
The  young  folks  all  admired  him,  for  he  had  a  charming  way. 

And  of  his  city  life  they  loVd  to  hear  him  t<>ll; 
Uut  the  handsome  stranger  disap|>ear'd  one  itile  summer's  day. 

And  with  him  went  the  rector's  daughter  Nell. 

Rkfrain.  I 

Nell  was  a  iM^autlfuI  girl  when  she  sang  In  the  village  choir; 
They  lov'd  her  t  he  U'st  in  the  world,and  she  had  all  that  heart  could  desire. 
Honored,  respected  by  all,  of  the  village  girls  she  was  the  belle. 
No  one  could  say  why  she  ran  away,  the  rector's  daughter  Nell. 

The  rector,  old  and  gray,  one  evening  he<ird  the  churcli-belis  chime. 

And  as  he  was  iust  al>out  to  leave  the  door, 
A  feeble  voice  cried,  "  Father,  I  have  Just  come  home  In  time. 

Forgive  a  dying  daughter,  I  Implore; 
Don't  ask  alKJUt  the  past,  'tis  like  a  dream,  for  I  can't  t«ll. 

But  1  have  brought  you  this,  my  wedding  ring,"  she  said; 
He  clasped  her  In  his  arms  once  more,  the  child  he  lov'd  so  well. 

But  alas,  too  lat«,  for  Nellie  she  was  dead.— /^rruin. 


HE'S     GOIN'    TO     HAVE     A     HOT 
TIME    BYE-AND-BYE. 


CopyrlKht,  1«»7.  by  E.  T.  IVtuU. 


Word*  by  Harry  8.  Miller.    Music  by  E.  T.  P.ull. 


Dar'n  a  heap  oh  constaration  an'  il  lot  ob  argumation 

Among  de  colored  jx'ople  here  ob  late; 
Mister  .Johnson  done  come  back,  sir,  from  de  Klomlyko  wif  a  sack,  sir. 

An'  gold  enough  to  buy  de  (Jeorgia  State. 
All  de  niggers  sinre  .im  <Tazv,  Mister  John.son  am  a  tlaisy. 

An"  just  de  warmest  c»>on  in  town  to-day; 
He  ha.s  money  tioiigh  for  biirnin',  an'  his  mind  to  dat  am  turniu'. 

An'  dis  you  hear  'most  eb'ryl)o«ly  say: 

Ciioui». 

He'sgoln'  to  hab  a  hot  lime,  Mister  .Johnson, 

He's  goin'  to  liab  a  hot  time  by  ami  by; 
He  done  put  in  a  year  of  free/.ln',  dat  am  de  very,  very  rea.son 

He's  goin'  to  hal)  a  hot  time  by  and-liy. 

Dar  was  lots  ob  dissipation   round  de  Johnson  habitation. 

He  was  de  prince  on  ail  de  colored  clan; 
But  one  day  he  done  took  sick.  sir.  dinrtors  come  den  mighty  (|ulck,  sir. 

But  coiildnt  s;tve  dat  very  reckless  man. 
Den  de  giXHl  ole  I'arsoii  Ma.sori  done  an'  tole  his  congregation 

To  pray  fo"  briidder  .Johnson,  who  am  gon'; 
Den  he  preaclied  a  little  sermon  Innit  de  money  he  was  burnln'. 

An'  said,  I'se  ^lad  he  couldn't  take  it  'long.— C'Aom(«. 


Cindy,  Pull  Down  Yo'  Bridal  Veil. 

CopyriKht.  ISM,  by  Chas.  O.  Brokaw.    EDtfr<><l  itt  Sfntloneni'  Hall,  LmikIuO. 


Words  and  MiirIc  by  loaao  J.  K)*yn<>l(ts. 


Stroll  flown  de  sidewalk  an'  turn  to  de  right, 

D»jn  up  de  alley  till  youse  out  ob  sigh^. 

Den  climb  dat  stairway  till  you  can't  climb  no  more. 

Wrap  twice  an'  t'lndy  will  open  up  de  d<M)r; 

Fo'  we  wa-s  married  last  elK'tiin"  an'  our  friends  was  dar, 

Dey  gib  ma  Cindy  an  oil  .stolte  an'  chair; 

De  |iars4')n  gib  Cindy  a  mighty  wicked  sUire, 

He  tried  to  kiss  ma  bride,  an'  den  1  did  declare: 

C'HORrS. 

Oh,  Cindy,  pull  down  j'o'  bridal  veil,  ma  ducky  dear. 
Dost?  shinin'  eyes  ob  yours  dey  make  me  feel  so  queer; 
1  feel  so  funny,  honey,  when  you  am  so  near, 
Cindy,  pull  down  yo'  bridal  veil. 

r<H)ns  ob  all  colors  an'  coons  ob  all  shade.s, 
C«M)iis  dat  wiis  black  like  de  ace  ob  a  spades; 
(>K)iis  dar  a  sweatin",  so  iKiw'rful  warm  dey  felt. 
Coons  liar  wid  faces  dat  made  de  ice  <reani  melt. 
An'  when  de  sup|M>r  was  olN>r  one  nig'  wanted  more, 
Dat  crazy  nigger  was  f rowed  tro'  de  d(K)r, 
And  den  came  do  cake  walk,  an"  (Jindy  won  it,  t«Hj, 
I  Siiw  de  numtx'r  seven  on  ma  iMiby's  shoo.— (7/o>"<. 

Miss  Liza  .lohnsing  was  Cindy's  bridesmaid, 

Sjim  Wliit4'  was  N'.st  man,  in  full  dress  arrayed— 

Cindy's  fat  mamma  came  dar  uihjii  a  <lray. 

She  was  so  heavy  de  stairs  wid  her  gib  'way. 

Ma  gtHKlness,  Cindy  got  nerbous  an'  told  them  to  leahe; 

She  had  a  razor  blade  hid  up  her  sleelie. 

Now  I'se  gwine  to  shake  her,  and  ain't  gwine  back  no  more; 

Cindy  won't  let  me  sleep,  Lf>r',  how  dat  gal  do  snore.— t7Mw»/«. 


*  a  » 


—When  is  a  lover  like  a  lijlor?  When  lie  presses  liis  suit. 


WHAT    REILLY    LEFT    BEHIND. 


CopyrlKht.  imw.  by  E.  T.  I*aull. 


Words  niul  Mu8lo  by  Harry  S.  Miller.  .1 

Sliure  It's  little  Widow  Rellly  In  the  other  block  atwve,  I 

Whose  husband  dietl  a  year  ago  to  day; 
She  has  suitors  by  the  dozen  that  woulcf  take  her  hand  and  love. 

But  who's  the  one  to  win  her  none  can  siiy. 
There  Is  Cawy  and  McCarty.  lH)th  clever  men  and  hearty,  I 

.Mid  little  Flyiin,  who's  not  a  man  at  all; 
And  there's  more  of  them  each  evening  that  call  on  her  so  pleasing. 

And  this  is  how  she  showed  her  love  for  all: 

CKORI'S.  t 

There's  Casey  wears  her  husluind's  coat,  the  trousers  fit  McFee. 
Her  husband's  shoes  were  hardly  used,  and  look  well  on  Magee; 
The  hat  he  wore  was  out  of  «late,  she  gave  It  to  ( )'Brlen. 
And  gave  to  me  her  heart,  did  she,  that  Rellly  left  behind. 

Not  a  one  of  them  are  working,  but  are  l<x>klng  for  a  home,      ' 

The  widow  owns  her  house  and  plot  of  ground; 
So  now  Casey  and  McCarty  think  they've  won  her  for  their  own, 

Betlad,  they  go  and  tell  it  ail  around. 
Now  her  husband's  clothes  they  dress  in,  and  none  of  them  Is  guessing, 

But  eai'li  one  tidnks  he's  favored  t¥>st  of  all; 
For  she  never  told  another  of  what  she  gave  the  other,  i 

But  this  Is  how  she  showed  her  love  for  'A\\:—Vhotu$.  I 


Would  You?    Well,  in  a  Minute. 


CopyrtKht.  im,  by  E.  T.  PaaU. 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  MlUer. 


If  you  met  a  pretty  girl,  one  that  set  your  head  awhlrl, 

Woiddnt  you  do  your  very  liest  to  win  it? 
If  she'd  slyly  pass  you  by,  wink  her  roguish  little  eye. 

Would  you?  well,  in  a  minute. 

ClIORfS. 

Yes,  you  would,  'deed  you  would  do  'most  anything  you  could. 

Just  to  say  the  little  thing  was  really  yours; 

Wouldn't  you?  yes,  you  would  '(le«Hl  you  would. 

Don't  tell  me,  I  know  you  would. 

Just  to  say  that  she  were  only  yours,  you  know. 

If  you  knew  a  little  Mis,^,  one  that's  never  had  a  kiss, 

one  ol  the  kind  that  wonders  what  Is  in  It; 
If  she  came  to  you,  say  now,  kind  of,  well— I  don't  know  how. 

Would  you?  well.  In  a  minute.— 6V/«»</«. 

If  a  widow  young  and  sweet  met  you  smiling  on  the  street. 
And  siiys  to  you,  how  glad— and  then  to  dim  It, 

Begs  your  pardon,  a  mistake,  but.  of  coui-se,  you're  wide  awake. 
Would  you?  well,  in  a  mlimte.— CAoMid. 

When  a  maiden.  Indiscreet,  starts  to  cn»»  a  muddy  street. 

Really  her  skirts  she  raises  to  begin  It: 
And  she  stands  just  where  she's  at,  kind  of,  I  don't  care  a  rap. 

Would  you?  well.  In  a  minute.— r'Aor»//i. 

Now  I'm  not  a  selfish  elf.  If  I  do  say  80  myself,  \ 

r>early  ?  love  the  iKiys  that's  really  In  It; 
And  there's  lots  of  them  for  fair,  should  I  say  to  him  down  there. 

Would  you?  well.  In  a  minute.— r/>o>'i«. 
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I     WAS     ONCE     YOUR     WIFE 

Copyright,  1897,  by  C.  O.  Brokaw.    Entered  at  Blailoiiei-*'  Hall,  London. 


Words  by  Raymond  A.  Browne.    Munic  by  Monroe  H.  Ronenfuld. 


Ttie  court  had  opened  session  and  a  woman  stood  In  tears 

Before  the  learned  jud(;e  so  stern  and  cold; 
And  tlio"  her  locks  were  tinged  with  gray,  'twas  not  the  gray  of  years. 

Ah,  no;  her  face  another  story  told. 
The  cliarge  Wivs  but  a  trifling  one,  l>ut  with  a  down-cast  glance 

She  begged  in  voice  lK>rn  of  an  anxious  dread. 
That  sentence  be  suspended,  and  for  lust  another  chance. 

Then  in  a  tone  of  anguish  sadly  said: 

CHORI'S. 

You  are  rich  and  respected;  I  am  an  outcast  now. 
Reaping  the  bitter  harvest  of  a  broken  wedding  vow; 
But  in  the  past  you  loved  me,  and  tho"  I  marred  your  life. 
Temper  your  Justice  with  mercy,  for  I  was  once  your  wife. 

The  court-room  filled  with  wonder,  and  his  Honor  sat  amazed. 

Then,  searchlngiy,  he  scanned  the  woman's  face. 
Their  eyes  met,  and  he  saw  she  spoke  the  truth,  for  as  he  gazed 

Each  once  loved  feature  lie  could  dimly  trace. 
"  You  are  discharged,"  he  murmured,  "  for  altiiough  you've  stained  my 

'Tis  God  must  judge,  not  I,  jour  sin  that  day.  [life, 

Uere,  take  this  gold,  I  can't  forget  that  you  were  once  my  wife. 

The  past  seemed  speaking  when  I  heard  you  say:"— 6'Aom«*. 


I've  Scratched  You  Off  Ma  List. 


Copyright,  1W7,  by  E.  T.  Paall. 


Words  by  Andrew  B.  Sterling.     Music  by  Harry  von  Tllzer. 


Miss  'Liza  Jackson  used  to  be  ma  baby,  yes,  ma  honey,  I  was  her  gent. 

She  always  was  nia  steady  colored  lady,  all  ma  money  on  her  I  spent; 
,'  But  de  other  day  I  seen  her  wid  a  coon  from  Tennessee, 
j  I  was  gwlne  to  pull  ma  razor,  I  was  mad  as  I  could  be. 
j  I  said,  'Liza,  quit  yer  trillin'.  gal,  for  you  belongs  to  mel 


) 


She  turned  her  bead  and  then  she  said: 

Chorus. 


Don't  think  you're  de  only  oyster  in  the  stew. 

There  are  otiier  niggers  just  as  warm  as  yon; 

You  don't  cut  no  ice.  you  never  will  be  missed. 

Nigger,  I  am  done  with  you,  I've  scratched  you  off  ma  li.^t. 

Tiien  out  I  flashed  ma  trusty  nigger  razor.see  here.'Llza.you  come  wid  me. 
Ma  bluff  itdldn't  even  seem  to  faze  her,  she  rolled  her  eyes,  said,  let  me  be; 
Mister  Nigger,  just  you  understand  I'se  sick  and  tired  of  you; 
I'se  got  another  nigger,  lie  has  lots  of  money,  too. 
She  said,  go  about  your  business  now,  ma  huckleberry  do;   '  ■ 
She  turned  away,  I  heard  her  say:— (;/tor»/«. 


Mammy's  Little  Blue-Grass  Honey. 

Copyright,  18*8,  by  Chaa.  O.  Brokaw,    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Li^iidon. 


Words  by  Deamor  R.  Drake.    Music  by  H.  O.  Wheeler. 


Go  to  sleep,  you  pickaninny,  haint  no  time  foah  cryin'  any. 
Mammy's  little  blue-grass  honey  bettah  shut  j'oali  shiny  eye. 

Case  de  big  moon  am  a  |>eepin'  in  to  see  if  youse  am  sleenin', 
Purty  soon  he'll  come  a  creepin'  'round  to  cotch  youse  If  you  crv. 

Brier  Fox  am  right  l)Phind  you,  if  you'se  sleepln'  he  can't  mid  yoii. 

Go  right  by  an'  nebl)er  mind  you,  sleep,  ma  honey,  sleep. 

Chorus. 

Mammy's  blue-grass  honey  am  all  covered  up  an'  warm. 

Sleep,  ma  honey,  sleep  I 
Ro<-kin'  by  de  kitchen  tire  on  his  mammy's  arm. 

Sleep,  ma  honey,  sleep. 
Hush-a-bye,  O  rock-abye,  O  Mammy's  blue-grass  honey;    . 

Big  m(K)n  am  a-waU-hln'  foah  to  cotch  you  by  an'  by, 
Beitah  he  a  sleepln'  when  he  comes  a-creepln'. 

Mammy's  little  blue-grass  honey,  hush,  O  hush-a-bye.— f  irAi>««. J 

Go  to  sleep,  you  pickaninny,  cradle's  waltin'  by  de  chimney 
Foah  my  little  blue  grass  honey,  shut  yoah  eyes,  you  little  coon. 

Sweet  potatoes  .am  a-smllin'  case  de  hf)e-cake  am  a-spllin', 
Poan't  you  heah  de  kettle  bilin'?  Daddy's  comin'  purty  soon., 

rickaninnles  all  am  sleepin'  when  de  big  moon  am  a-i>eepln'. 

By  m'  by  he'll  come  a-cre^pin',  sleep,  ma  honey,  sleep.— (.Aon/*. 


We  Are  Coming,  Uncle  Billy,  Ten 
Hundred  Thousand  Strong. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Chas.  O  Brokaw.    EnKllslioopjrlKhtaecarML 


Words  by  Karl  Wakorb.    Music  by  H.  O.  Wheeler. 


We  are  coming.  Uncle  Billy,  ten  hundred  thousand  Strong, 
And  when  we  are  as-sembled,  we'll  make  a  mightv  throng. 
The  blue  and  gray  together  as  brothersone  and  all. 
To  help  you.  Uncle  Billy,  and  see  the  SiKtniards  fall; 
We've  joined  our  hands  togetlier  in  one  triumphant  band. 
To  uphold  our  nation's  honor  against  tlie  Spanish  liand. 

Chorus. 

We  are  coming.  Uncle  Billy,  ten  hundred  thousand  strong. 

To  gather  'round  old  glory  and  avenge  the  Spanish  wrong; 

F'rom  North  and  South  and  East  and  West,  tnroughout  our  noble  land. 

Well  gather  'round  our  Stars  and  Stripes,  and  fight  for  Uncle  Sam. 

We  are  coming.  Uncle  Billy,  in  answer  to  your  call. 

Each  mother's  son  Is  ready  in  freedom's  name  to  fall. 

Nor  fear  we  all  this  Ijluster  of  n.itions  joining  Dons, 

Our  cause  Is  sure  a  Just  one,  to  free  iK)or  Cuba'*;  ixinds; 

m  freedom's  name  we'll  do  the  same  our  fathers  did  before. 

And  clear  this  land  of  Spanish  hand  for  now  and  evermore. — CAo. 


Don't  Ask  Me  to  Give  Up  My  Mother. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Chas  O.  Brokaw.    English  copyright  aecnred  and  reaerred. 


Words  by  Raymond  A.  Browne.    Music  by  Monroe  H.  Rosenfeld. 


A  wife  once  .said  unto  her  husband,  "  Don't  be  angry,  pray. 

But,  Jack,  your  mother's  getting  very  old; 
Now  don't  you  think  it  would  be  well  if  we  sent  her  away 

To  some  gr»od  home,  there're  many  such,  1  m  told? 
You  see  she's  in  the  way  here,  and  altho' I've  done  my  share 

To  care  for  her  since  you  and  I  were  wed, 
I  think  it  would  be  better,  and  she'd  t)e  happy  there. 

What  say  you? "  Then  the  liustiand  quickly  said: 

Chorus. 

"  Don't  ask  me  to  give  up  my  mother,  for  altho'  she  is  old  an<l  gray. 
My  home  shall  be  her's  and  welcome,  as  long  as  slie  wants  to  stav"; 
Come,  Nell,  do  not  be  so  cruel,  for  you  know  that  it  breaks  my  htiart. 
Don't  ask  me  to  give  up  my  mother,  for  from  her  I  shall  never  part: " 

"  Nell,  dear,  yon  know  I  love  you."  said  the  husl»and.  with  a  sigh, 

"  But  still  I  love  my  dear  old  mother,  ttKi, 
For  she  was  always  good  to  me,  in  years  tiiat  liave  gone  by. 

Don't  ask  me  now  to  give  her  up  for  you. 
Although  she's  bent  and  feeble,  and  although  she's  old  and  gray. 

For  her  sake  I'd  lay  down  my  very  life, 
And  while  this  roof's  aliove  me,  she  shall  not  go  away, 

A  son  should  ne'er  give  mother  up  for  wife  1  "—6V«>rM«. 


THE  DEATH  OF  ENSIGN  BAGLEY 

Copyright,  18S8.  by  Chas.  O.  Brokaw.    Fntered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  London. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  Kooz  Baldwin. 


— Tlie  Home  Catechism  In  Pliiladclphia. — A  good  many  bun- 
dreds  and  even  thousands  of  long-suffernig  husbands  can  bear  sor- 
rowful testimony  to  the  fact  that  tliis  is  the  sort  of  catecliism  the 
wives  of  tlieir  liosoms  subject  tiiem  to  every  time  they  put  on  their 
liats  to  go  out  in  the  evening:  "Where  are  you  going?"  "  OIi,  I'm 
going  out  for  a  few  minutes."  "Where?"  " Oil.  nowliere  in 
in  particular."  "What  for?"  "  Oh,  nothing."  "  Why  do  you 
go,  then?"  "Because."  "Because  what?"  "Weil,  simply 
liecause."  " Going  to  be  gone  long?  "  "No."  "  How  long?  " 
"  I  don't  know."  "Anybody  going  with  you?"  "No."  "Well, 
it's  strange  that  you  can't  be  content  to  stay  at  home  a  few 
minutes.     Don't  be  gone  long,  will  you?"     "No."     "See  tliat 

I  you  don't."    Tliis  Is  one  reason  why  so  many  marriages  are  a 

t  dead-flat  fizzle  and  failure.— Philadelphia  Times. 


Within  an  humble  cottage,  not  very  far  away, 

A  dear  old  mother's  weening,  her  son  will  sud  to-day; 

Beside  her  stands  her  only  l)oy,  a  gallant  sailor  lad; 

He  looked  at  her  In  anguish,  his  face  tear  stained  and  sad; 

His  ship's  been  called  away  to  war,  to  sail  within  a  day; 

Oh.  mother  de^r,  how  can  I  go  and  leave  you  in  this  way? 

My  son,  said  she,  with  trembling  voice,  'tis  a  worthy  ciuse,  you  know. 

He  knelt  beside  her,  kissed  her  brow,  said  "  mother,  goodbye,"  I'll  go. 

Chorus. 
Tls  the  same  old  story,  a  life  for  what  was  right; 
He  left  his  liome  and  mother  on  the  briny  deep  to  fight; 
He  ne'er  forgot  her  last  dear  words,  'tis  a  worthy  cause,  you  know. 
For  honor's  sake  good  men  have  died,  my  son,  1  bid  you  go. 

Upon  the  gallant  Wlnslow  our  noble  Ensign  stands. 

Directs  our  deadly  cannonade  against  the  Spanish  lands. 

A  shell  burst  just  above  him,  then  fell  into  tiie  foam; 

He  gave  a  cry  of  agony  and  fell  back  with  a  moan; 

His  comrade  crewsKKxl  o'er  his  form  as  they  bade  him  last  "good  by;  " 

He's  going  home  to  mother,  'tis  sad  that  he  shouM  die; 

A  starry  nag  they  o'er  him  spread  as  on  the  deck  he  lay, 

A  sacrifice  to  duty's  call,  the  hero  of  the  day.— CAm-im. 


—  What  is  the  diflference  l)ctween  man  .nnd  biiticr?  The  older 
the  man  is  the  weaker  he  gets,  but  the  older  the  butter  is  the 
stronger  it  is. 


The  Words  and  INusic  of  either  of  the  above  ' 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN,  ', 
108  Park  Row,  New  York.    Catatoflut  of  ail  our  publications  mailed 
Free  upon  application.  •,.;/  ^  'r^  Q-    '   ;   .■:' 
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Since  Rachel  Ran  Away  with  a  Coon. 

(\>p)  rlKbt,  18M,  bj  HuwUy,  Havllaiid  ft  Co.      EiiglUh  a»|>)  liKlit  *ecurvd. 
Word*  by  Tom  Daley.    HuhIc  \)J  Uua  Edwardiw 


If  you  listen  for  a  while,  Im  apt  to  make  you  smile 

With  somethiiii:  that  you've  never  hearil  iH'fore. 
All  the  Jews  are^most  excited  and  the  nijrjfers  are  delighted. 

Over  a  co«»n  who  works  in  Cohen's  clothing  store. 
Cohen  has  a  pretty  daughter,  slie'&  as  dark  as  Chicago  water. 

And  her  face  is  just  as  round  a.s  the  moon; 
And  the  cause  of  this  commotion.  Is  l)ecause  she's  got  a  notion 

That  to  change  her  luck  she'll  have  to  wed  this  coon. 

Chorus. 
Now  all  the  coons  in  town  are  making  preparations,  for 
Such  a  funny  little  wedding  never  happened  before; 
They're  all  putting  three  balls  up  over  the  door, 
And  are  playing  "♦stuss"  Instead  of  four  elevenfortyfour. 
They  cant  eat  pork-chops  now  because  that  isn't "  Kosh'  r  "  meat; 
They're  going  in  the  clothing  bus'ness  down  in  Baxter  Street. 
The  jews  have  such  a  "  headache"  and  their  hearts  refuse  to  beat. 
Since  Rachel  ran  away  with  a  coon. 

It  will  be  a  grand  affair,  all  of  Coontown  will  be  there 

When  the  rabbi  makes  them  man  and  wife; 
The  coon  is  feeling  funny  'cause  he's  going  to  get  the  money; 

He  won't  have  to  work  a  day  in  all  hia  lire. 
Cohen  was  going  to  have  a  tire  in  his  store  on  Tuesday  night. 

But  he  postponed  it  till  Thursd<vv  afternoon; 
The  poor  man  forgot  to  fall;  he  said  he'd  rather  go  to  jail 

Than  to  see  his  daughter  married  to  that  coon.-'C'Ao»T/«. 
-  'Jewish  term  for  poker. 


When  You  Do  de  Rag-Time  Dance. 

Copyrlglit,  1897,  by  Consolidated  Maalo  Pub.  Ass'n.    EuKlbli  copy rlicltt secured 
Words  and  Music  by  Harry  vou  Tiisrr. 
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)  She  Is  More  to  Be  Pitied  than  Censnred. 

J  Copyritflit.  1(9S,  by  Win.  B.  Oray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


Down  in  Coontown  dere  am  gwlne  to  be  a  swell  affair. 
All  dein  high-toned  darkies,  they  surely  will  be  dere. 
For  dere'e  gwlne  to  be  a  dance  that  every  nigger  knows. 
And  If  you  watch  me  for  a  while,  I'll  tell  you  how  It  goes: 

Chorus. 
First  you  take  your  baby  by  the  hand. 
Then  you  waltalong  dat  floor  so  grand. 
Don't  you  look  to  the  left,  don't  you  look  to  the  right. 
You're  here  to  learn  that  dance,  and  not  to  fight. 
Don't  you  dare  to  look  down  at  vour  boots. 
Just  glide  along  and  then  you  shoot  the  chutes. 
Don't  you  dare  to  look  l)ack,  Just  pull  In  the  slack. 
When  you  do  the  Uag-Time  Dance. 

When  we  walk  along  dat  floor,  oh,  how  dein  niggers  stare, 

Dey  all  take  delr  hats  off  when  dis  yere  nigger  s  dere; 

We're  de  leaders  of  dem  all,  yes,  me  and  my  gal  'Llze; 

And  we  will  show  you  how  we  walk  when  were  out  for  dat  prize:— Cho. 


•  >  ■ 


My  Old  New  Hampshire  Home. 

CopyrlKbt,  ISM,  by  the  Orpbeaii  Music  PublislitnK  Co. 
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Words  by  Andrew  B.  StvrliiiK.     Music  by  Harry  vou  Tllzer. 


Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Oray. 


At  the  old  concert  hall  on  the  Bow'ry. 

'Round  the  table  were  seated,  one  night, 
A  crowd  of  young  fellows  carousing. 

With  them  life  seemed  cheerful  and  briglit. 
At  the  very  next  table  was  seated 

A  girl  who  had  fallen  to  shame; 
All  tne  young  fellows  jeered  at  her  weaknes.«. 

'Till  they  heard  an  old  woman  exclaim: 

ClIORlS. 

She  is  more  to  be  pitied  than  censured. 

She  is  more  to  be  helped  than  despi8«'(l; 
She  Ls  only  a  lassie  who  ventured 

on  life's  stormy  path.  Ill-advised; 
IX)  not  scorn  her  with  words  tierce  and  bitter. 

Do  not  laugh  at  her  shame  and  downfall. 
Pur  a  moment  Just  stop  and  consider 

That  a  man  was  the  cause  of  it  all. 

There's  an  old-fa.«>hloned  church  'round  the  corner. 

Where  the  neiKhlM)rs  all  g.ithered  one  day. 
While  the  parson  was  preaching  a  .sermop 

O'er  a  soul  that  liad  just  pas-oed  away, 
Twas  this  same  wayward  girl  from  the  Bow'ry, 

Who  a  life  of  adventure  had  led— 
Did  the  clergyman  jeer  at  her  downfall/ 

No.  he  asked  for  CJod's  mercy,  and  said:— CAute/t. 


Far  away  on  the  hills  of  old  New  Hampshire, 

Many  years  ago.  we  parted,  Ruth  and  I; 
By  the  stream  where  we  wandered  in  the  gloaming. 

It  was  there  1  kissed  my  love  a  sad  good-oye. 
She  clung  to  me  and  trembled  when  I  told  her. 

And  pleadingly  she  begged  of  me  to  stay; 
We  parted,  and  1  left  her  broken-hearted. 

In  the  old  New  Hampshire  village  far  away. 

Refrain. 
Now  the  sunshine  lingers  there,  and  the  roses  bloom  as  fair. 

In  the  wlldwood,  where  together  we  would  roam; 
In  the  village  churchyard  near  sleeps  the  one  I  loved  so  dear. 

On  the  hills  of  my  old  New  Hampshire  home. 

In  ray  dreams  by  the  stream  last  night  I  wandered,    . 

And  I  thought  my  love  was  standuiK  by  my  side; 
Once  again  then  I  told  her  that  1  loved  her, 

Once  again  she  promi.sed  she  would  be  my  bride; 
And  as  I  stooped  to  kiss  her  I  awakened, 

I  called  her,  l)ut  she  was  not  there  to  hear; 


r( 
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the  old  New  Hampshire  home  I  love  so  dear.— C/toitM. 


I   DON'T   LIKE    NO   CHEAP    MAN. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Joe.  W.  stern  A  Co.    EnglUh  copyright  secured. 
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Sing  Again  that  Sweet  Refrain. 

Cupyrlght,  IgM,  by  BpauMliie  A  Oray.     EiiteieU  at  Stationers'  Hall.  Lioudon.  Eac. 


Words  and  Mudo  by  WUIUms  A  Walker. 


Wurds  and  Music  by  Ouasie  L.  Davis. 
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The  music  hall  was  crowded  in  a  city  o'er  the  sea, 

And  brilliant  lights  were  burning  evry  where, 
The  songs  and  witty  sayings  tilled  the  audience  with  glee. 

For  tliH  minstrels  from  the  sunny  South  were  there! 
A  min.strel  sang  a  song  al)out  his  old  plantation  home, 

iKiwn  upon  the  Swannee  River  far  away; 
Then  a  gray-haireil,  aged  darkey  sat  in  sadness  and  in  gloom. 
He  rose,  and  this  is  what  they  heard  him  say: 

Refrain. 
Sing  again  that  sweet  refrain,  "Dar's  where  the  old  folks  stay; " 
It  takes  ine  back  to  slavry  days,  before  I  was  sold  away: 
Along  de  Swannee  River  banks,  dar's  where  I  used  to  roam; 
Nows  I'se  old  and  gray,  and  far  away,  "far  from  the  old  folks  at  home. 

The  minstrel  sang  the  song  again,  and  eyes  grew  dim  with  tears, 

The  aged  darkey  sat  with  head  l)owed  low. 
And  something  in  his  heart  awoke,  that  slumbered  there  for  years, 

"Twas  the  memory  of  a  mother  long  ago. 
The  play  let  out  to  loud  applause,  and  when  the  curtain  fell. 

The  darkey  slowly  tottered  on  his  way. 
Thinking  of  the  sweet-voiced  singer,  and  the  song  he'd  sung  so  well. 

Thinking  of  the  song  that  made  him  rise  and  a&y.—Jiefrain. 


^•m 


—Born  Under  an  Eclipse.  -  A  gentleman  said  the  other  day  to 
a  servant  at  the  hotel  where  he  was  stopping,  "  Bless  my  soul, 
8amb<>.  bow  black  you  are;  liow  in  the  name  of  wonder  did  you 
gel  so  black?  "  "  Why,  look  n-liere,  massa,  de  reason  am  di8---de 
day  dis  chile  was  born  dere  was  an  eclipse."  Ebony  received  a 
quarter  for  his  satisfactory  explanation,  and  after  grinning  llianks, 
continued — "  I  tell  yer  what  it  is,  massa,  dis  nigger  may  be  brack, 
but  he  ain't  green,  nohow." 


Miss  Simpson  had  always  been  considered 

De  finest  gal  in  town. 
She  was  de  envy  of  all  de  coons 

Dat  lived  for  miles  aroiud, 
Last  week  Bill  Johnson  took  her  out 

To  see  de  minstrels  at  de  hall; 
He  bought  de  seats  In  de  gallery. 

And  she  didn't  like  that  at  all. 

Chorus. 
She  said,  "  I  don't  like  no  cheap  man 
Dat  spends  his  money  on  de  'stalment  plan; 
Dat's  de  reason  I  always  carry  with  me 
'Nuf  money  for  what  I  want. 
I  got  a  sweet  disi)osllion  as  any  one. 
But '  sake  alive,"  I  hate  to  l)e  done— 
In  front  of  de  people  dat's  sitting  here,  too— 
You's  a  cheap  man,  and  you  won't  do: " 

Miss  Simpson  was  kind  o'  partial 

To  ice  cream  and  lemonade. 
So  when  Ephralm  asked  her  to  have  some. 

"Wid  pleasure,  sir!"  she  said. 
She  ate  two  dishes  of  the  cream,  she  says  to  him, 

"  Ain't  you  gwino  to  hab  none? " 
He  says,  "I'm  waiting  for  to  see  if  I  can  stand  the  blow; 

If  I  kin,  den  111  hab  some."— 6V/(/r<.#. 

Last  week,  at  a  festival,  she  met  Sam  Long- 
Folks  said  he  had  lots  of  dough. 

"Oan  I  'scort  you  down  to  de  table,"  said  he. 
"  "Twould  be  a  pleasure,  sho!" 

At  the  table  Sam  grabi)ed  up  the  bill  0' fare- 
She  said,  "  111  take  a  pltH-e  o'  chicken  wid  youl" 

He  said,  "I  am  sorry,  but  Im  'shy'  to-night. 
Won't  a  nice  ham  sandwich  do? "— t7/o<  ••». 


The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  above 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your  ) 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN,  ( 
108  Park  Row,  New  York.    Catalogue  of  all  our  publications  mailed  ( 
Free  upon  application.  j    ( 
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MAOAULCrS 

*j^  DMLOeiTES  FOR  LITTLE  FOLKS  ^ 


Prto©, 


Oents. 


HERE  we  b>T«  a  book  conUlnin);  a  yery  large  nnmbcr  of  intereatfne  and 
spirited  dialognes,  particalarly  adapted  for  liiile  )>eople,  on  aaojecta 
and  ideas  flittnl  to  tbeir  nge,  handled  in  the  qaaint  mauner  of  clilldtiood,  and 
'  develonine  the  germ  of  mimicry  and  appropriate  action  bo  often  obBer?ed  in 
I  even  cuildren  of  tender  aee.  In  this  ImoIc  will  be  foond  a  Dinn))er  of  very 
amiiaini;  aliort  dialot;u<-a  for  very  little  ^i^T\B  and  l)oya,  aome  of  wblch  have  fre> 
qnentiy,  if  not  Invariably,  provoked  the  ulmoat  merriment,  and  Lave  l>een  pro- 
uounced  the  "tiit"  of  au  entire  eveniuK's  enteriainment. 

CoNTBNTS— Oar  almanac  (7  glrle)— The 
alphabet  roundelay,  with  miisTc  (27  girle, 
1  boy)— The  angela'  ladder  (2  girle)— At 
our  hoiitie  (t)oy  and  girl) — Baby-land  (2 


Pno*  sas  C)«ntaL 


tlONOr  J.  WBHnAN. 


girle)— B«^  cloclc  ana  broom  (3  glrle)— 
A  bevy  of  I'a  (Byes)  (8  girle)— Bird 

(2  girle)        "^ -   '-  

birila  (5 


t 


notes 
irfe)  —  Billy  and  nie  (2  boye)— The 
boys,  8  girle)- Boya'  and  girls' 
talk  about  woman's  snffraL'e  (claee)  — 
Boys'  rlghte  (4  boyo)- Boy  talk  (4  boye)— 
Brand  V  dro|)s  (3  boye)— Tlie  bridal  wine 
cup  (2  boys,  1  girl)— Can  and  can't  (2 
hoys)  — The  chickadees  (12  girle)- The 
Ciioice  (2  boys,  2  girls)— Chrletnias  gifta 
(4  girls)— Cold  water  (3  girls)— Dare  and 
do  (cIhsb)- The  days  of  the  week  (class)- 
The  drriukard'B  fate  (4  boye)— The  Easier 
cross  (17  Klrl*)— Eit'ht  o'clock  (2  girle)  — 
ExtTCise  (4  boye)— Faith,  hope  and  char- 
ily (3  girls)— Faxhiunable  follies  (2  girle) 
—  The  flKMres  (9  glrle)— Flower-garden 
fairies  (5  girls) — Froggie  and  hie  friends 
(8  boys)— A  fnnny  lot  (7  boys) — Going  to 
school  (2  girls,  2  boys)— The  golden  rule 
(3  boys)- Ooselp  (4  girls)— Ttie  gradnules 
(9  girls)— A  great  secret  (2  girls) — Great 
livi>s(6  boys,  6  girle)— A  lialf-minutesong 
(2  girle)— Hamlet  flud  the  ghost  (2  boye)— 
Iliippy  little  uirle  (2  girle) — Dappini-ss  n»t 
In  Blatinn  (2  i>oye)— Hip»ity-hop  (6  boye)— A  liopelces  case  (2  girle)— Hnrry 
aloni;  (4  tiirle)- 1  can  and  I  cau't  1(3  boyr)— Idle  uisUini;  (2  girle)— Intemper- 
ance (2  girls,  3  boye)— The  Irish  Servant  (2  boys)— Jack  Horner  (4  boye)— Jar- 
ley  waxworks  (7  girls,  7  boy.')— Joe's  boy  (4  hoye)— June  morning  lesson  (5 
flirle)- Keeping  your  eyes  open  (2  boye)— The  know-nothing  (4  t>oys)-Learn- 
ng  to  coant  (5  girle)— Little  Bluebeard  (hoy  and  girl)— Little  Ben  Bute  (3  boys) 
—Little  l>y  little  (2  boye)— Little  kindnesses  (ciMse)  — The  little  gymnasts 
(class)— The  little  philoeopher  (2  girls)- Little  Red  Rtding-Hood  (2  girls)— The 
little  watchmen  (4  boye)— Love  one  anoiher  (claee)— The  May  .(6 glrle)— The 
months  (12  boye)— The  months  (6  ulrls)- A  morning  call  (4  boys)- Mother  is 
dead  (2  glrle)— Multiplication  (clase)— The  new  bonnet  (4  girle)— The  only  true 
life  (2  girls)- Pedigree  (2  girle)-The  potters  (6  boys)— Pride  (2  girlB)—The 
qneeu  of  the  Orkney  Islands  (5  girle)— Queer  (2  l)oye)— (Jueer  people  (4  Klrls,  4 
boye)— The  quarrel  among  the  flowers  (4  girls)— The  race  (4  l>oye)— Ragged 
Dick's  lesson  (3  boye) -The  railroad  (claee)— The  real  gentleman  (2  boye)— 
King  freedom's  bell  (5  boys)- The  rival  orators  (2  boye)— Rose  (2  girle)- The 
seaeone  (4  glrle)— The  seasons  (6  girle)— The  shark  (8  boys)— Shopping  (6 
girls,  1  boy)— 8ippity-snp  (4  girle)— Tlie  eieters  (2  glrle)— Slander  (2  boye)- The 
inow-ball  (class)- The  sparrows  (2  glrle)— A  eummer  day  (6  boye)— Sunrise  and 
Buneet  (3  glrle)— The  eurprl^e  (girl  and  bov)— Sweeteet  (6  girle)— A  tale  of  ten 
pige  (5  boye)— Tautrnme  (2  girle)— Ten  little  dollies  (5  girle)— Try,  keep  tryhif 
(ciaee)— True  manhood  (2  boyei- True  usefulness  (2  boye)— The  turtle  and 
flamingo  (7  glrle)— The  unlucky  boy  (2  boye)— Up  and  doing  (4  boys)— Wnke 
(claee)— The  welcome  (2  girle)— We'll  try  (claae)- What  is  the  matter  (4  boye)— 
What  I'd  like  to  be  (8  glrle)— What  are  we  good  for  (3  glrle)— What  to  be  (6 
jjlrle)— What  says  tlj«  founUin  (2  girls)— Which  (girl  and  boy)— What  we  love 
(4  glrle)— What  we  love  beet  (2  boye)- Where  are  you  going  (3  gins,  4  boye)— 
Who  (claee)— Will  it  pay  (2  boyej— Winter  (claie)— Worth,  not  wealth  (4  boye) 
—The  youthful  ban<l  (5  boye).  Beyond  all  doubt  this  dialogue  book  ia  the 
largest  and  beet  piibllBlied  for  the  little  oiicB.  It  contaius  full  directions  for 
the  teaches,  and   is   thoroughly  complete  in   every  respect.     Printed   on   good 

aaality  heavy  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  l)oufid  In  neat  and  attrac- 
ve,  heavy,  colored,  paper  cover,  aoopases.  Will  be  sent  to  auyiaddress,  by 
mall,  postpaid,  iipoa  receipt  of  price,  xwenty-f  Ive  Cents. 


msm  EXPOSE  of  freemasonry. 


THe  HYSTCRieS 

Free  Masonry. 

I 

CAftuB  wiLuAii  ■oao»» 


•V  cioici  >.  cKArr^ 


Px>loe,  S5  Oexits. 

(CONTAINING  the  degrees  of  the  Order  con- 
^^  ferred  by  a  Master's  lodge,  as  written 
by  Captain  Williah  Morgan.  All  the  de- 
grees conferred  in  the  Royal  Arch  Chapter 
and  Grand  Encampment  of  Knights  Tem- 
plar, Knights  of  the  Red  Cross,  of  the  Chris- 
tian Mark,  and  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre;  also  of 
the  eleven  ineffable  degrees  conferred  in  the 
Lod^e  of  Perfection,  and  the  eiill  higher 
degrees  of  Prince  of  Jerusalem,  Knights  of 
E'ist  and  West,  Venerable  Grand  Maeter  of 
Symbolic  Lodge,  Knights  and  Adepts  of  the 
Eagle  or  Sun,  Prince  of  the  Royal  Secret 
S'lvereign  Inspector  General.  Revised  and 
corrected  to  correspond  wiUi  the  most  ap- 
proved forms  and  cereinoniea  of  the  various 
lodges  of  FreemaBOiiB  throughout  the  United 
Slates.  By  Qkorgk  K.  CiiArrs,  formerly 
Tlirice  PnisBant  Grand  Master  of  Manilou 
Council,  New  York.  Printed  on  good,  sub- 
stantial book  paper,  from  clear,  readable 
type,  and  l)ouDd  in  attractivejheavy,  colored 
cover.  Will  be  eent  to  any  addrese,  post- 
paid, npon  receipt  of  Twenty  -  five 
Cents. 


Clean  and  unused  one  or  two-cent  postag^e  stamps  taken 
same  as  cash  for  all  our  publications.  Parties  ordering^  from 
foreign  countries  should  remit  by  Postoffice  Money  Order. 


wHaAN-s  DULOaUES  FOR  GHRISTUS. 


Prioo, 


Oents. 


''HIS  1b  one  of  the  best  books  ever  written  by  the  celebrated  anthor. 
esBT  HoufKB.    It  contains 


Z^rto*.   as  Oonta. 


'W 


VEHUn 


Dialogqes  m 


>  •  •  ^DK  •  •  • 


m  ChFistmas. 


mUKT  I    WBMMAN. 


Vab- 

a  play  and  thirty-one  dialognea,  all  new 
and  oriKinal,  expressly  for  Chrletmae  en-  \ 
tertalnments  of  ail  characters,  churches, 
Bchcols,  hall  or  parlor  entertalnmerte, 
etc.  The  characters  are  eultabie  to  glrle 
and  boys  of  all  ages,  from  five  to  seven- 
teen years,  and  the  pieces  intensely  Inter- 
esting and  of  a  very  high  order,  Judging 
them  from  a  literary  standpoint.  Any 
person  coDteniplatlug  the  production  of  1 
Chrietmas  entertainment  will  poeltlvely 
flnd  Bometliing  to  their  liking  in  this  fa- 
mous and  popular  work. 

CoNTKNTs- The  delayed  letter  (A  Ptay)  | 
(5  girls.  4  boye)— Origin    of   Christmas 
gifts  (3  girle)^  An  acrostic    and    song 
(9  children)— Why  we  celebrate  (3  boye)— 
Chrietmas  wiehce   (4  children)— What  to 
give  (3  girls)- The  old  foike  at  home  (4  I 
girls)— The    last  lesson  (4   irirls)— Some- 
thing new    (2  l>oys,  2  girle) — What  would 
He  Bay   (2  children)  —  Three   kings  of  I 
Cologne  (2  hoys,  2  girls)— The  little  one 
gifts    (4    little    children)  —  A    world    of 
trouble  (4  glrle)— The  Chrtetmas  box  (8  I 
girle)— DtcoratiiiGr   the  Chrtetmas  tree,  (S  | 
bove,  8  girle)— Us»'fni   presente  (4  little 
children)— Mietleioe   (3   glrle)— Christmas  I 
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^     callers  (4  children)— ChriBtmaa  cnBlomB(4 
■  girle) — Chnstriias  enperatitiona  (8  l>oye)-—  ' 

Peace  and  t^ood-wlil  (3  girle)- Gifts  for' 
the  pete  (4  children)— The  wide,  wide  world  (3  j;ir:e)— Acrostic  (12  children)—  ( 
A  lock-out  (3  boye)— Something  to  remember  (4  children)— Make-iielieve  (3  , 
girls)- The  bell  (l)oy  and  jjlrl)- Acrostic  and   song   (18  children)— The  golden  ' 
age    (2  boys,  2  girls)- Tired  out  (3  girle)-Long  uighte  (3  boye).    Tiiie  book 
contains  Inatructiuns  for  amateiire,  how   to   ''make   up."  bow  to  get  up   cos- 
tniiieB,  etc.,  and,  in  fact,  all  neceseary  in  formation  for   the  successful  produc- 
tion of  the  pieces  therein  contained.    Printed  on  good,  suiwianilal  book  paper, 
from  clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  In  attractive,  heavy,  colored  cover.      laS 
Mges.     Will  be  sent  to  any  addreea,  by  mail,  postpaid,  ou  receipt  of  TWBN« 
TV-FIVE  CENTS. 

asil?  REMY  RECKONER. 

r»rio©,    as  Cents. 

IT  has  been  the  aim  of  the  author  of  I 
*    this  work,  1.  D.  J.  8w»«T,  to  pre- 1 
sent  the  greatest  amount  <<f  useful  in- 
formatiou  in    the   least  poBBlble  space. 
Much  research  has  been  made  to  em- 1 
body  the  most  useful  to  the  merchant, 
the  fanner,  the  mechanic,  and,  in  short, 
to  all  claeses,  and  the  chief  aim  is  alU'O- 
lute  corifctneif.      One  of  tlie  main  feat- 
ures in  this  book  consists  in  the  expla- 
nations of  each  table — nothing    will   l>e 
found  ol>ecure.      A   brief  ennimary  of  ' 
the  contenta  is  as  follows:  The  valne  of  ' 
articlcB  by  the   pound,  ounce,    barrel, 
yard,  etc.,  from  one  to  one  thousand, 
at   from   oue-Blxieenth    of    a  cent  to  ' 
one  dollar.    Also  methods  of  ineasur- 1 
lug    timber,    pianks,     scantlinge     and  . 
boards  thoroughly   explained,  with   ex- 
tended  tables  of    the  same:    measure-  | 
meut  of  saw  logo,  with   full  explana- 
tions; meaenrement  of   wells  and  cis- 
terns, with  full  inetruciions  for  sise  of  | 
any   required  capacity;    board  by  the  , 
day,  week    and  mouth;  wages  by  the 
day  and  hour,  from  a  quarter  of  an  I 
iionr  to  one  month,  from  fifty  cents  to 
four  dollars  per  day;  meaeurement  of 
cubes,  cylinders  and  boxes. wlih  eimi)le  I 
and  perfect  explanations;  the  French  eyeteme  of  weights  and  measures,  in- 
terest tables,  etc.     Well  printed,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  l>ouud  In  hand- 
some colored  cover.    Will   be  sent  to  any  addrces,  postpaid,  upon  receipt  of^ 
TWBNTV-FIVE  CENTS. 

wEHa»N-8  ART  OF  SWIMMINfi. 


Price,    &5   Cents. 

A   PLAIN  and  practical  treatise  (illns- 
*■    triit  <1)  up  n  this  most  nsefnl  and 
invigorating  paetlme,  teaching   bow   to 
swim   backwards,    forwards    and  side- 
ways,  on  or   under   the  wa.  r,  and   to 
dive,  leap  and   float  in   every  possible 
manner.      To    which    t     appended   the  1 
most  approved  ami  certain   method  of  , 
saving  iff    from  drowning,  and  resnecl- 
tnting     the     Siiptrently     lifelees        By  | 
Ch    -.lis    Weiohtman,    the   Man-fleh. 
This  bo<ik   contains  tlie   most  complete 
directions  of  any   of  its   kind,  and    are  | 
so  simplified   as   to    come    within   the  , 
range  of  th    most  y  uihful    mind,  aud 
is   indiapensable    t      everyone.      It    is  | 
printed  ou    fl<.e   quality    book   paper, 
from     lear,  readable   type,  and   bound 
III  attractive,  heavy,  sniMtantial  ccver. 
It  will  Ix!  eent  by  mall,  postpaid,  to  any 
addrnee,  npon   rec  ipt    of   ,)rice  Twca> 
ty>flve  Cents.    A  vuil  yourself  of  this  | 
great    opportunity   and  secure   one  at  j 
once. 


I 


Address  all 
orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  108  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
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'eUS"  WILLIIMS'  WOULD  OF  luioR. 

JPrloe,   as  Ooxitflb 

I^IS  to  •  glfftotie  eolleetlon  of  tbe  newest  and  best    homoiow  •tor^M 
I     qoMT  uieodote*,  fanny  Mjrlaga  and  )oll;  Jokea.     Tbey  never  fall  to 

prodote  foara  ef  langbter  when  ren- 
dered by  tbe  pepalar  comedian  and 
•iitlior,  •'Gafl^*  Williams.  Amone 
tbe  conteiitB  will  be  fonnd— A  mral 
nulBance — Mine  vamlly  —  Catting  It 
thick— Tbe  borne  of  tbe  Kellye— Let- 
ters fur  a  model  wife — A  lively  visitor 
— A  slreplug-car  comedy — Tbe  same 
old  story— Tbe  iblu  man  from  Dajr- 
tnn  —  A  hotel  boom  —  Beform  in 
witidpwfr— Mnrlc  Twain  on  babies- 
Boys'  rights  (l>y  a  boy)^A  po«m  with 
a  |>olnt— Don't — A  second-bund  salt — 
Where  he'd  been — Did  be  Ret  n  rxise 
—  Leach  ami  family  en  skating — Mr. 
BriiKle's  Mary  Ann— Home  attrHCilons 
—What  a  sardine  is— Ills  wish— Rules 
of  conduct— Maklni;  calls— A  sweet 
boon  of  a  brother — A  busy  bee— Dy- 
ing vords  of  Isaac — Terrible  encoun- 
ter with  a  ^oat — The  man  who  saw  a 
male  die— Cieanlne  a  chimney— Bll- 
liuKs'  advice  to  Joe— Our  Jake— A 
rtory  tK'St  aiideretood  by  Masons— 
Rel>elllon  against  asseaament  for  tbe 
beatben— Amatenr  actors — A  sinKnUr 
serenade- An  election — He  didn't  get 
the  ring- What  a  shame — Couldnt 
find  (he  electric  lit;bt— Seven  etauesof 
draokennesa  —  A  yoang  man's  flrat 
stove  pipe — No  cbeckee,  no  payee— 
—The  •olitary  moeqnlto — The  woods  Is  full  of  'em— The  male— Vy  I  never 
married— Temperance  speech  (burleegne  on  John  B.  Qongb,  tbe  famous  tem- 
perance lecturrr) — Uti  failed— B«ckv  Miller— Bdison  outdone— Mrs.  Donnegan'a 
cat — and  bandreds  of  others  eqaallv  ainuslne;  and  hamorons.  When  we  say 
that  thia  Is  tbe  best  collection  of  Its  kind  that  has  ever  been  offered  to  tbe  pub- 
lic, we  are  not  asserting  only  oar  own  opinion,  but  we  are  giving  the  Judg- 
ment of  tbe  most  famoDs  and  popalar  readers  and  elocntlonists  now  upon  tbe 
atagu  or  platform.  This  book  is  printed  on  good  quality  of  paper,  from  clear, 
readable  type,  and  durahly  hnnrni  in  liamlHonie  paper  cover.  Price,  by  mail, 
,  postpaid,  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 


PRESGOTT'S  PLIIN  DIILOeUES. 


Prloe,  85  Cexita. 

'PHIS  collection  of  dialogues  Is  what  It  really  pnrports  to  be,  via.— "Plain." 
■  That  Is,  they  treat  upon  subjects  of  almost  hourly  occarreuce.  They 
treat  of  the  hopes,  fears,  amusements  and  sorrows  of  tbe  day  in  onr  own 
country.  The  language  Is  such  as  we  hear  every  moment  of  oar  lives  around 
about  us.  In  the  store,  tbe  kitchen,  tbe  play-room,  tbe  parlor,  the  street,  and, 

in  fact,  every  place  Imaginable.  In 
short,  they  are  dialogues  of  every- 
day life.  Young  people  will  learn 
to  express  themeelves  with  readi- 
ness, smartness,  and  propriety,  by 
speaking  them  properly,  'i'bey  are 
appropriate  for  nse  In  schools,  lyce- 
unie,  or  In  home  parties.  Such 
pieces  as  these  are  enjoyed  every- 
where. CoNTKNTS — The  Acquies- 
cing wife  (male  and  femaleJH— An 
awful  mystery  {i  males,  2  femMles) 
— Aant  Baulce's  ez[>crlments  (5  fe- 
males)— ^The  bny  who  wlnsid  males) 
— Be  coarleoiis  (3  males) — Tlie  Cali- 
fornia uncle  (3  males,  8  female^)— 
Children  of  a  iiuudred  years  ago  (10 
femaiesV-- The  fortune-teller  (2  fe- 
males, 1  male) — The  good  they  did 
!0  females)- lioiiext  and  honorable 
S  females,  1  maU)— The  investi- 
gating commiitee  (9  females) -In 
want  of  a  servant  (3  males,  S  fe- 
males)— The  Imps  of  the  trnnk 
room  ^(5  males) — Tlie  lost  child  (4 
males,  1  feniule) — Mbs  Higginson'a 
will  (5  femalex,  2  males) — Marrying  for  money  (2  males  and  female! — Mysteri- 
ous "O.  G."  {2  females  and  male)-— Modern  edncation  (3  males  and  female)— 
Oil  on  the  brain  (5  males,  2  females)— The  old  apple  woman  (2  males  and  fe- 
male)— The  porcupine  temper  (male  and  female>--Kemember  Benson  (3  males) 
— A  rose  and  a  thorn  (8  feuiales  and  iiiale) — The  silver  dollar  (2  males  and  fe- 
male)—Scandal  on  the  brain  (5  males)— The  speculators  (10  maler) — Too  good 
to  attend  common  school  (3  males)— True  munliness  (7  males) — Tbe  tobacco 
pledge  (3  males) — T^le  two  friends  (3  males) — Tit  for  tai  (6  nialex)— Uncle 
Natlian's  Indian  (4  males) — Tbe  use  of  study  (3  females)— Worth  before  show 
(4  males) — We'll  have  to  mortgage  tbe  farm  (2  females  and  male).  Some  of 
these  dialogues  Introduce  various  dialect  characters  and  combine  salutory  les- 
sons with  a  great  deal  of  amusement;  others  are  dramatic  in  style.  There 
will  be  found  In  this  book  a  character  for  everyone.  Printed  on  flue  quality  of 
paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  In  substantial  colored  paper  cover. 

TY-FIVE  CENTS 


Clean  and  unused  one  or  two-cent  postage 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  publica- 
tions. Parties  ordering  from  foreign  countries 
should  remit  by  Post-Office  Money  Order. 


•\4>kjlI0  • 

J)\^hOGUZg. 


SOdpaires.     Will  !><>  s<nt  by  mall,  postpaid,  upon  receipt  of  price,  TWEN- 
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WITCI  DOOTOB'S  DREIi  BOOK. 

Prloo,   &■  Oexits. 


Prloe  as  C3enf. 


THI  dictionary  deflnea  drsuns  aa 
"tbe  state  or  acta  of  the  soul  dor- 
inir  sleep,"  and  the  soal  u,  nkewlse  bv 
deflnltioo,  "the  Immortal  part  of  man," 
and  consequently  4ha(  which  is  highest 
io  nature.  U  follows  then  that  In 
dreams  we  are  most  susceptible  to  su- 
pernatural Influences.  If  we  consnit 
history  It  Is  only  to  find  that  Important  | 
STents  liave  aimoet  always  been  re- 
vealed to  rreat  men  lu  dreams.  There 
is  much  earioas  Intormatbm  concern- 
ing what  may  nappen  contained  In  tbla 
book.  It  contains  tbe  wisdom  of  tbe 
greatest  French  astrologers- The  wheel 
of  fortune— fort  nne-t-l  I  ii)R— Lucky  days 
— Qi-iuH  and  their  significance — Lncky 
unmlters,  etc.  It  teaches — How  to  suc- 
ceed lu  any  nnaertakluf;— To  tell  a  per- 
son's fortune  by  their  flnger  nails — To 
tell  a  person's  name  and  age — To  tell  if 
•  person  will  marry  soon  —  To  tell 
whether  a  child  will  be  a  boy  or  a  girt- 
To  tell  whether  a  child  will  live,  etc. 
Handsomely  and  profusely  iilDStrated 
by  tbe  celebrated  artist.  Sir  John  Oll- 
bert,  famous  all  the  world  over,  and 
3lliers  It  Is  printed  on  a  good  quality 
of  paper,  from  clear,  reaidable  type, 
and  bound  substantially  In  handsome,  heavy,  colored  «>ver.  Will  be  sent  by 
mall.  |)Ostpaid,  to  any  address,  upon  receipt  of  price.  TWBNTY-PIVB 
CENTS.    Send  for  a  copy  at  once.    Ton  will  never  regret  It. 

.WEBSTER'S  CHIIRMM'S  MRUAL 

AND  SPEAKER'S  GUIDE. 


HINRV  J.  WCMMAH 


Prtoo,   SB  Oexits. 

A  BOOK  that  rshould  be  read  and 
tboroughlv  digested  by  every 
good  citlaen.  In  the  United  States 
everyone  ought  to  be  acquainted  with 
poblic  business,  and  understand  the 
rules  for  conducting  it  more  or  less. 
There  Is  no  citizen  who  may  not  be 
called  upon  to  take  part  In  matters  re- 
quiring some  knowledge  In  matters 
of  that  kind.  It  Is  useful  at  all  times 
to  be  able  to  draw  up  a  resolution,  to 
offers  motion,  to  take  part  In  discus- 
sion, or  act  aa  a  chairman  or  secretary 
of  a  meeting  or  a  committee.  In  this 
book  there  will  be  found,  clearly  and 
plainly  written,  rales,  examples,  etc., 
showing  how  to  preside  over  and  con- 
dact  pabllc  meetings  of  every  kind. 
With  fall  explanalloDs  of  tbe  manner 
of  procedure  In  tlie    American   Cou- 

f;ress,  the  Brnlsb  Parlimeut,  the  Leg- 
slature  of  New  York,  the  Qiand 
Lodge  of  F.  and  A.  Masons,  etc., 
with  numerous  precedents  from  the 
best  authorities.  Also,  Instruction 
for  tbe  organleatlon  of  different  kinds 
of  dabs,  with  forms  of  constitution 
and  by-laws,  tbe  powers  and  duties  of 
officers,  etc.,  l)esideB  the  Constitution  of  tbe  tTnited  States,  with  all  Its  various 
amendments  In  full  text.  Keader,  If  you  are  a  citizen  of  this  Grand  Republic, 
do  you  not  think  that  this  book  sboald  be  on  the  shelves  of  your  library?  It 
is  printed  on  a  good  quality  of  tiaper,  from  clear,  rsadable  type,  and  durably 
bound  In  neat  and  attractive  colored  cover,  and  will  be  sent  by  malKpostpala, 
to  any  address,  npon  receipt  of  price,  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 

WEHMAI'S  BUCK  JOKES  for  "Bias  Owiit." 


Price.  25  Cents. 


•• 


W«^« 


It  Is  to  langhl  .This  Is 
tbe  original  funny  book  that 
prodoces  broad  grins  and  huge  guffaws. 
It  Is  an  everlasting  cornucopia  of  fun.  It 
contains  tbe  very  essence  of  negro  min- 
strelsy, consisting  of  plantation  and 
**blgh  life"  stories,  highfalutiu  and  bur- 
l^qne  sermons,  die-away  songs,  colored 
phllost^phy,  opening  Jotces,  complicated 
"conunderfuuiB,"  "nigger"  witticisms, 
and  endless  variety  of  Ethiopian  dia- 
logues and  sable  wit,  showing  up  the 
pecoitarly  laughable  character  of  "Sam- 
Do"  in  the  strongest  colors.  It  is  fully 
Illustrated  with  a  hundred  of  the  most 
eomlcal  of  ail  comic  designs  ever  eu- 
grave«l  on  wood.  If  yon  would  laugh 
onlll  the  tears  stream  down  year  clieeks 
send  for  tlila  large  boiler  fail  of  "hot 
lamales.**  Printed  on  a  good  quality  of 
paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and 
Doand  In  .ilnstrated  colored  cover.  Will 
be  sent  by  mall,  iM>stpaid.  upon  receipt 
of  price,  Tweoty-llvs  osats. 
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IVEITRILOQHISi  MP  VOML  ILLUSIONS. 

PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 

IN  thlf  book  will  be  found 
'  full  directions  for  learners, 
showing  how  to  begin  and 
practice  Tentrlloqulsm ;  with 
amuslne  dialogues  for  begin- 
ners, includlDgl  the  "  rei)er- 
tolre*  of  the  English  Rail- 
WAT  Porter,  as  performed 
by  Frederic  Maccabe  In  his 
celebrated  ventriloquial  en- 
tertainments. The  art  of  ven- 
triloquism is  an  accomplish- 
ment so  rare,  so  little  prac- 
ticed, and  so  little  understood 
by  the  public,  that  its  posses- 
sor is  considered  a  wonder. 
Any  person  following  the 
instructions  so  plainly  set 
forth  In  this  work,  can  mys- 
tify and  astound,  as  well  as 
entertain  an  audience.^  In 
this  book  will  also  b«  found 
valuable  hints  In  regard  to 
^\;;  ";  ,  ; ^  1^  breathing,  speaking  and  sing- 
ing. WellDrinted,  and  bound  in  colored  cover.  Price,  by  mail 
PMtpaM,  Ten  Cents. 


Buei  MT I  or  maic  ude  east. 


PRICE,  10  CENTS. 
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T*HIS  book  contains  a  full  and 
complete  description  and  ex- 
planation of  all  kinds  of  sleight-of- 
hand  tricks,  conjuring  with  cards, 
coins,  etc.,  as  i)erformed  by  the 
most  celebrated  magicians  and  con- 
jurers, together  with  wonderful  ex- 
periments in  magnetism,  chemistry, 
electricity  and  fireworks,  so  simpli- 
fied as  to  be  adapted  for  amusement 
in  the  home  circle.  Everything  in 
this  book  is  clearly  explained  and 
fully  Illustrated,  so  that  the  most 
Inexperienced  person  can  thorough- 
ly comprehend  it  and  become  a 
successful  performer,  either  for 
pleasure  or  profit.  Well  printed, 
on  good  quality  of  paper,  and 
bound  In  colored  cover.  Frlce  by 
nail,  postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 


DE  Win'S  MERIGU  OHESS  MANUAL 


PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 

A  BOOK  containing  full  Instruo- 
tlons  for  young  beginners  by 
an  old  chess  player.  Also  the  new 
rules  of  the  game  as  adopted  by  the 
American  Chess  Association,  with 
an  account  of  all  the  American 
Chess  Congresses  held  siuce  1857, 
and  records  of  Cbeas  Tourneys.  In 
this  work  the  author  has  introduced 
a  series  of  problems  for  the  purpose 
of  assisting  the  student  In  acquiring 
the  habit  of  mental  analysis,  and 
there  is  nothing  better  calculated  to 
assist  and  perfect  a  learner  than  the 
study  of  problems.  Fully  Illus- 
trated by  diagrams.  Well  printed 
and  neatly  bouod.  Price  by  mall, 
postpaid,  to  any  address  In  U.  8.  or 
CaQada,  Ten  Cents. 


BOUPMn'S  ORieULBI, 


PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 


nPHB  only  complete  American 
*  edition.  This  Is  a  verbatim 
translation  of  text  of  the  one  used 
by  Napoleon  on  every  Important  oc- 
casion. Happy  had  It  bt^n  for  him 
if  be  had  always  abided  and  been 
ruled  by  the  answers  of  this  Oracu- 
lum.  No  liberties  have  been  taken 
with  the  translation  further  than  to 
mcurely  adapt  It  to  the  usages  of  I 
this  country.    Answers  are  given  to  i 

auestions  pertaining  to  all  condl- 
ooa  in  life,  suitable  for  both  sexes. 
The  original  edition  of  this  work 
was  irabllsbed  at  the  prtoe  of  $6.00. 
WcJlprlnted,  and  bound  !■  colored 
cover.  Price  bf  mall,  poa^iaid. 
Ten  Cents. 


CHRISTY'S  BURNT  CORK  60WGILITIES. 


PRICE.  lO  CENTS. 


GHI^ISTYS 

9oriit*Corl*GofliFcalltIii 


fHIS  book  is  fuU  of  the  droll- 
*     est  anecdotes,  side-si^ltting 
"  gags,"  laugh-provoking  poems, 
and.  In  fac^   everything  neces- 
sary   for    making    up    a    "  hot 
time  "  act  for  a  monologuist  or  i 
an  end  man.    It  Is  calculated  to , 
be  of  especial  value  to  the  am 
teur,  for  the  reason  that  It  eon- ' 
tains  nothing  of  an  experimental 
nature;  everything  in  this  work ' 
has  never  failed  to  produce  the  I 
desired  effect — laughter  and  ap- 1 
plause.      After  a  careful  study  { 
of  this  book,  and  with  a  little  | 
practice  the  most   Inexperienced  , 
person  can  become  famous  as  an 
amateur    performer.      The  book ' 
is  well  printed,  from  clear,  read- 
able type,  and  bound  in    neat  I 
paper  cover.      Price,   by  mail, 
postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


BE  Win'S  BiBBY  LEHER  WRITER. 

^   PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 

EYBRY  one  ought  to  be  able  to 
write  a  letter  easy  to  be  under- 
stood, posseasing  tbeE  charms|  of 
a  plain  yet  graeeful  style;  and 
everyone  who  can  read  and  write 
can  accomplish  this  by  foltowing 
the  simple  but  sufficient  rules  laid 
down  for  their  guidance  in  this 
book.  It  contains  full  directions 
and  explanations  for  writing  every 
kind  of  letter,  whether  relating  tu 
business,  love,  marriage,  friendship, 
sickness,  health,  recommendatioD,  ' 
Introduction,  advertising,  giving  and  ' 
accepting  lnvltati(His,  etc.  Inclnd-  ' 
ing  valuable  hints  on  composition 
and  punctuation,  with  a  large  num- 
ber of  ready-made  letters  on  all 
•ubjeota.  Well  printed  and  neatlv 
bound.  Price  by  mail,  poe^inld, 
TenlCents. 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  ^ 
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DE  Win'S  COMPLETE  liERICM  FARRIER 

:  ;     .*^AND    HORSE    DOCTOR  ^^^ 


Prloe,   as 


:yifiin^|g«imre 


Oezita. 

THIS  Ib  a  book  for  borMmeo;  with 
coploas  notes  from  the  best  Eok- 
liflh  and  American  anthoritlea.  It  treata 
fally  OD  the  fpllowtng — The  horse  In 
Araeric*— How  to  bay  a  horae — Look- 
In);  at  a  borae — External  BiKoa  of  dla- 
ease— Trying  your  pnrcbaae — Q«neral 
advice  —  Stables  and  food  —  Stabling 
and  KToomloK  —  Paetnra  binu  —  The 
horse's  fooU-Hluts  on  harness — Stable 
tricks  and  vices  —  Out-of-door  tricks 
and  vices — Diseases  of  horses  and  how 
to  care  them— Special  diseases  and  how 
to  cure  them— Breeding  nod  training— 
and  also  valaable  Instmctlons  on 
shoes  and  shoeing.  Experts,  trainers 
and  professional  horsemen  can  refer  to 
the  paees  of  this  book,  and  will  find  be- 
yond all  posAiijIe  doubt  somethlBg  to 
their  advantage,  as  well  as  the  novice. 
There  Is  no  book  which  so  thorongbly 
explains  the  proper  treatmei)t  of  the 
horse.  This  book  la  printed  on 
good  qnallty  of  book  paper,  from 
clear,  readable  type,  and  ooand  In 
handsome  colored  cover.  It  will  l>e 
sent  by  mall,  Dostnald,  upon  receipt  of 
price,  TWBNT Y.PIVB  CENTS. 


WEBSTER'S  PRACTICAL  LETTER  WRITER. 


I 


Prloe,   &B  Oexits. 

K  this  book  we  Introduce  a  new  feature  likely  to  be  of  valne  to  everyone.  At 
'    the  present  time,  when  so  many  are  st-parated  from  those  they  love,  we 

think  children  shonid  learn  to  write  let- 
~  ters  to   their    parents   and    relatives 

therefore  a  portioa  of  this  volnme 


a  portioa  of  this  volnme  la 
devoted  to  the  proper  Instrnction  of 
letter  writing  for  Utile  folkit.  The  book 
also  coiiiaiiis  general  directions  for 
wriiltig  letters  of  every  nature,  also 
model  letters,  viz  :  Letters  of  frieml- 
ship,  sympathy,  love,  soldiers'  letters, 
letters  of  distinKalshed  men  and  wo- 
men, of  disfngiiiahed  authors,  on  bnsl- 
nefls  and  invitatioo,  together  with  bible 
quotations,  choice  prose  eeutiments, 
Select  poetical  quotations;  also  a  copl- 
oas (lictionarv  of  synonyms;  all  the 
Latin,  French,  Spanish  and  Italian 
words  and  phrases  ataally  met  with; 
a  full  Mat  or  abbreviations,  mottoes  of 
the  States,  and  a  model  of  a  printer's 
proof  corrections.  It  i«  a  book  that 
embraces  almost  every  varletv  of  salw 
Jects,  amply  safflcient  to  afford  good 
niodels*au(l  sUf^Kestlons  for  family  and 
social  letters  us  might  be  written  by 
private  individuals,  as  well  as  by  those 
engaged  in  mercacUie  parsults,  and 
equally  nsefiil  for  the  yoang  persons, 
lovers,  married  folks,  and  iwople  In 
general.  Printed  on  a  good  quality  of 
paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and 
bound  In  handsome  colored  cover. 
Will   be  sent  by  mall,  to  any  addresa. 


WtftMtll!)-  > 

Letter  WRITER 


will    i>e   eeni    oy    man,  lo  m 

(  portpald,  npon  receipt  of  price,  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 

WEBSTER'S  BUSINESS  MR, 

OR,  COUNTING-HOUSE   CORRESPONDENT. 


Prtoo, 


SB  Oexits. 

\i/S  have  endeavored  In  prwentlng 
^'  thia  book  to  the  pnblie  to  snpply 
a  long-felt  want— a  practical  work  giv- 
ing plain  and  full  directions  for  carry- 
ing on  every  kind  of  commercial  and 
banking  business.  It  contains  mercan- 
tile letters  on  every  labject,  laws  and 
usages  on  banking  and  brokerage, 
forms  and  official  papers  of  shipping. 
Insurance,  etc.  It  also  Includes  an  ex- 
tensive and  very  useful  glossary  of 
words  and  phrases  nsed  In  commercial 
circles,  togetlier  with  a  very  fall  exposi- 
tion of  ttie  apecie  and  paper  currency  In 
use  by  the  different  nations  throughoat 
the  world,  giving  their  relative  values, 
etc.  This  book  is  a  standard  of  refer- 
ence on  all  points  of  mercantile  nsage, 
and  ehoald  be  in  the  hands  of  every 
bnsine«s  man.  It  will  also  t>e  found  of 
exceptional  value  to  young  men  desir- 
ing to  enter  npon  a  mercantile  career, 
who  can  neither  afford  the  time  or  ex- 
pense necessarily  Incidental  to  oral  In- 
stroction  In  a  commercial  college.  It  Is 
printed  on  good  qnallty  of  paper,  from 
clear,  readable  type,  and  eubntantially 
boood  in  handsome  colored  cover. 
Will  be  sent  to  any  address,  by  mall, 
Dofltpald,  upon  receipt  of  price, 
TWENTY-FIVE,  CENTS. 


PROF.  GARTER'S  WALTZ  INSTRUCTOR 


•ALL-ROOM  OUIDK  AND  CALL  BO0K«^    ^ 


,Pz*ioe,   &B  Oexits. 

/*rVILIZED  •oelety  Is  agreed  now-a-days  that  It  la  neceaaary  tO  afrZef^ 
^    carriage  that  one  shoald  learn  to  dance.    Fifty  years  ago  there  was  to  bo 

found  a  large  class  of  people  who 
affected  to  look  npon  duicing  as  an 
nndignlfled,  danalfled  accomplish- 
ment bat  to-day  everybody  who 
pretends  to  the  slightest  acqnalnt- 
ance  with  good  society,  recognizee 
the  necessity  of  learning  to  dance. 
In  this  book,  which  Is  new  and 
modern,  will  be  found  foil  direc- 
tions for  performing  the  following 
•qnare  and  ronnd  dances— The  Al- 
eatian— Bohemian,  or  heel  and  toe 
polka— Ball-room  call  book— Cale- 
donians— Centennial  lancers  —  Col- 
lege lanceri — Danish  dance — Deax 
temps— Doable  glide  waltz— Esmer- 
alda—Etiquette  of  the  bail-room— 
Five-step  waltz  — Galop  —  Oalop 
three-step— Glide  waltz— The  Ger- 
man—Illnstrations  of  positions  in 
roand  dances  —  Illnstratlona  of 
modem  waltz  step— Knickerbocker 
— Lawn  tennis  quadrille  —  Kodem 
waltz  —  MInnet  lancers  —  National 
Onard  qnadrilie  — New  American 
lancers  —  Newport  —  Positions  In 
sqaare  dancee — Positions  In  round 
dances— Parisinu  varieties — Prince 
Imperial  —  Plain  qnadrllie  —  Polo 
quadrille — Polka— Polka  mazonrka 
Polka  Redowa— Pins  Bel,  or,  Three 
step  Rockaway  —  Quadrille  atepa 
and  movements — Racquet— Redowa  Glissade— Saratoga  lancers— Scbottlsche— 
Society  waltz,  or,  Reoowa  Glissade— Trois  temps— Variety  quadrlliee— Varao- 
vlenne— Wave— Waltz  quadrille  No.  1— Waltz  quadrille  No.  ^— Grand  March 
or  Polonaise.  The  saiiare  dances  are  In  tabulated  form  for  the  guidance  of  the 
leader  In  calling  the  flKures.  In  the  ronnd  dances,  a  speeial  feature  consists  of 
the  introduction  of  the  newest  system  of  teaching  the  steps  of  the  waltz,  etc., 
thoroughly  Illustrated,  so  that  it  can  be  mastered  witboattbe  need  of  personal 
Instruction.  The  "German"  introduces  a  laree  number  of  the  newest  and 
most  popular  flgnres,  fnlly  described  and  conveniently  grouped  for  ready 
reference.  This  book  is  printed  on  a  good  quality  of  paper,  from  clear, 
readable  type,  and  bound  In  handsome  colored  cover.  Will  be  sent  to  any 
addreaa  by  mail,  postpaid,  upon  receipt  of  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 


MACAUUY'S  DIALOflUES  'O"  YOUNO  PEOPLE 


Pz*loe    &S  Oexits. 


J\ 


'PHBSB  dlakwoea  are  especially  fitted  for  holiday  gatherlogB,'8Ch'ooT*&br 
I  tlona,  anniversaries,  commencements,  social  gatherings,  and  parlor  enter- 
tainments. They  treat  on  various  subjects  la  dilKrent  ways,  and  are  written 
In  a  most  excellent  style,  both  original  and  selected.  In  this  book  will  be 
found  full  directions,  so  that  the  most  inexperienced  teacher  can  Inatrnct  the 

performers  and  conduct  an  entertain- 
ment of  tbia  character  with  perfect snc-' 
cess  after  once  glancing  over  the  pagea. 
In  abort,  the  book  Is  complete  In  every 
aense,  and  any  person  desiring  mater- 
ial for  an  entertainment  to  be  given  by 
girls  and  boya  conld  not  make  a  twtter  \ 
selection  than  Macanlay'a  Dtaiagaaa 
far  VouBK  People.  Tuese  diaiogoes 
can  be  easily  memorized,  and  some  are 
within  the  scope  of  quits  young  chil- 
dren. CoNT«NT8  — Agility  (Dickens' 
charade,  4  girls,  5  boys)  —  America's 
birthday  party  (9  girls)  —  Army  and 
Navy.  The  (48  girls,  2  boys)— Apron  (An 
acting  charade,  1  girl,  4  boya)— Bine- 
bird  and  oriole  (2  girls)— Candidate  for 
Congress,  The  (2  boys)  —  Centennial 
drama,  A  (4  girls,  5  bovs>-Chlef*a  Re- 
eoive.  The  (8  boysV-City  and  eonntry 
(4  girls,  2b'>ye)— Columbia's  danghtera 
(14  girls)— Consider  the  lilies  (9  girls)— 
Discontented  girls.  The  (3  girlsi— Ex- 
citement at  Kettlevllle,  The(l  girl,  8 
boys)— Gridiron,  The  (3  boys)— Hard  to 
■nit  all  (1  girl,  9  boys)— Imaginary jpoe- 
aesslous  (3  boys)— Little  Red  Riding- 
Hood  (8  girls,  1  boy)— Love  of  eonntry 

(8  boys)-Lociilere  warning  (2  boys)— 

Maine  (Acting  charade,  1  gIrIK— May-baaket  army.  The  (4  girls,  8  boys)— Mistle- 
toe bough.  The  (arranged  for  parlor  or  school  represenution  as  a  ballad,  with  i 
living  pictures)— Money-digger,  The  (girl  and  boyV— Natnre's  heroes  (8  boys>—  . 
Old  flag.  The  (3  hoys)— Our  centennial  (arranged  for  a  large  number  of  chll- 
dren)--Onr  country's  seasons  (4  girls)— Pfferkins,  The  (4  girls)— Play  of  the 
alphabet  (26  glrlK)--Sallor  boy's  return.  The  (4  boys)— Sailor's  mother.  The 
(Rirl  and  Iwy)— Shall  our  mothers  vote  (11  boys)— Spirit  of  '76,  The  (2  boys)— 
Story,  The  (1  girl,  2  hoys)-The  bee,  the  ant,  and  the  spider  (3  Rirls)— True  to 
his  colors  (2  boys)— Seven  (7  girls)  -Uncle  Nathan's  Indian  (4  boys)— Uncle 
Sam  (2  girln,  1  boy)— Veteran,  The  (2  boys)— Virions  of  freedom.  The  (18  girls) 
—William  Tell  (1  ^irl.  8  boys)- 1776- 1876  (2  tirls).  By  making  Judicious  selec- 
tions, several  flrst-clasa  programs  can  t>e  made  up  from  the  matter  contained  In 
this  volnme,  and  no  teacher  ahould  be  witbont  a  copv.  Printed  on  good 
qnallty  of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  In  darable  colored 
cover.  It  will  be  sent  by  mail,  poetpaid,  upon  receipt  of  price,  TWENTY- 
FIVE  CENTS. 
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WEHMAW'S  CARD  GAMES,  and  How  to  Play  Them. 


PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 


npHIS  Is  a  new  and  handy  edl- 
■  tion,  including  all  the  prin- 
ple  and  popular  card  games, 
such  as  Napoleon,  card  domi- 
noes, whist,  short  whist,  dumni)' 
whist,  cribbage,  vingt-et-un,  loo, 
all-fours,  etc.  With  this  valua- 
ble book  and  guide  at  hand  you 
will  be  enabled  to  pass  away 
many  a  long  evening  in  a  pleas- 
ant and  agreeable  manner,  which 
would  otherwise  be  dull  and 
tiresome.  Neatly  bound  in  col- 
ored cover.  Price,  by  mail, 
postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


wEHMAn-s  ATHLETIC  EXERCISE 


FOR  NBALTN 

AND  STRENOTN. 


PRICE.   10  CENTS. 


wEHiwANs  CHEMICAL  WONDERS 


FOR  HOnB 

EXHIBITION. 


)  Price,  by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten 


CENTS. 


THIS  book  gives  careful  direc- 
■  tions  for  a  great  variety  of 
instructive  and  interesting  experi- 
Dientsin  chemistry  for  home  and 
school  entertainments,  with  a  list 
of  the  articles  required  for  the 
purpose  and  directions  for  their 
purchase.  There  is  perhaps,  nf) 
other  study  so  Interesting  and 
productive  of  wonders  as  chemis- 
try. Even  our  oldest  and  most 
experienced  professors  will  dis- 
cover something  new  each  day. 
S' >me  students  Ijave  made  discov- 
eries, and  by  putting  them  to 
practical  use  have  gained  a  com- 
petency. Neatly  and  substan- 
tially bound  in  colored  cover. 
Cents. 


wEHMAN's  BOXING  AND  WRESTLING. 

PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


THIS  is  a  treatise  on  the  subject  of  the  manly  art  of  self-defense 
which  every  man  or  boy  should  have  a  knowledge  of.     All 

the  details  are  plamly 
set  forth  in  a  manner 
calculated  to  instruct 
and  enlighten  those 
who  never  before 
wrestled  or  met  in  a 
fistic  encounter.  Many 
amateurs  have  become 
celebrated,  and  noted 
prof essionals  have 
gained  both  fame  and 
fortune  by  following 
the  rules  and  doctrines 
so  clearly  given  in  this 
book.  Every  detail  is 
given  as  to  the  various 
positions,  likewise  the 
modes    of    attack,   de- 

^^^  fense,  and  instructions 

"^    i^  ^^■^^^'    ■ ''  ■  ■  on   training.      Thor- 

oughly illustrated,  well 
printed  and  liouinl.     rrice,  by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 

Clean  and  unused  one  or  two-cent  postage 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  publica- 
tions. Parties  order! ngf  from  foreign  countries 
should  remit  by  Post-Off  Ice  Money  Order. 
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paid,  Ten  Cents. 


CULL  directions  are  given  in 
*^  tins  lMH)k  for  training,  walk- 
ing, running,  leaning,  using  I 
<lunib-l>ell8  (j)oth  English  and 
French  style),  tlie  proper  use  of 
liidiiin  clubs,  eic.  Athletic  exer- 
cises are  sonietliing  of  importance 
to  every  boy  or  growing  youug  j; 
man.  They  have  l)een  adopteil 
by  all  the  leading  colleges  in  the 
universe  and  prounced  a  health 
productive  fiictor  by  all  the  lead- 
ing professors.  This  book  will 
teach  the  weak  to  become  strong, 
and  those  who  arefitrong  to  l»e- 
conie  stronger  still.  It  is  well 
printed  and  bound,  and  fully 
illustrated.  Price,  by  mail  post- 


"EHKAN's  FIELD  SPORTS  FOR  BOYS. 


PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


pXERCISE  of  every   kind  is' 
*^     intended  to  develop  and  not  ( 
fag  the  body,  and  especially  is| 
this  the  case  when  muscular  rec 
reation  is  taken  early  in  the  day, 
when  a  lad  has  to  face  his  school 
duties,  or  a  yoimg  man  the  work 
of  business  for  many  hours  af- 1 
terwards.       This    book    teaches ' 
©ne  how  to  exercise  projierly.    1 1 
contains   rules    and    regulations  \ 
for  the  popular  game  of  hare  and  I 
hounds,  prisoner's  base,  hockey, 
leap  frog,  pole  leiiping,  trap,  etc. 
Fully  illustrated.     Well   priutetl 
and    bound     in    colored    cover. 
Price,  by  mail,  postpaid.   Ten 
Cents. 


w|hman;s  ATHLETICGAMES  OF  SKILL. 

PRICE,   10  CENTS. 

IN  this  book  will  be  found  fidl  instructions  for  the  games  of 
*  bowling,  raguet  and  fives,  skittles  (both  Dutch  and  French), 
the  Scotch  ^ame  of  golf,  etc.  Also  athletic  feats  with  the  swonl. 
The  games  m  each  branch  are,  as  fnr  as  possible,  proprossively 


"r.r:^-''5ci:^^'^ 


arranged  and  thoroughly  illustrated,  so  thnt    proficiency  may 
attained,  even  without  the  personal  instruction  and  supervision 
a  teacher.     Well  printed  and  bound  in  colored  cover.      Price, 
mail,  postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 
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Ot  WITT'S  SCHOOL  VOCALIST. 


t*rlo«,  SO  Oenta. 

THB  editor  of  tbit  work,  Gkoriie  W.  Bangay,  has  spared  no  palm  In  prepar- 
ing a  collection  o*  over  80  Soloe,  DaeU,  Trioi.  Scnil-ChoriiMi,  Chorui«r», 
RoandB,  Caichea,  Patriotic  aud  National  Airs,  each  baviug  a  complete  mnslcal 
•core,  arranged  especially  for  the  book  by  Henry  Tucker.  They  are  dealKoed 
expreMly  for  Rchool  aee  and  soltable  to  ohiidreu'a  volcei.  Contintb— Ah,  I 
have  eUhed   to  rest  me— America— Antloch— Around   the  throne — Antumn— 

Beautiful  Venice— Blest  Havlor  as 
we  meet — Brtath  of  8prlnc — Cana- 
dian boat  aonf; — Catch:  Tie  Lum- 
drurn— Catch:  Half  an  hour  nast 
twelve  o'clock — Catch;  May  bringa 
round  the  Joyooa  scene  —  Cheer, 
boya,  cheer— Cleon  aud  I— Cllmet 
beneath  wlioae genial  can— Colum* 
bla  rules  the  sea  —  Cold  water — 
Crown  him  Lord  of  all — Bvetiinf^— 
Ever  of  Thee  —  Uall  Columbia — 
ileaven  may  forglvA— Ilome,  sweet 
lomo — Hope's  yoang  dream— Holi- 
day—I  love  the  merry  einiehliie — 
I  wandered  by.the  brookslde — Katy 
Durllnc — Like  a  dream  bright  and 
fair  —  Maraellalse  —  Maltese  boat- 
man's tong— Missionary  hymn — Morning  Its  sweets  is  flinging— Mother  watch 
the  little  fet't — Move  onward  thou  river — My  mother  dear— -O  give  me  a.homt>— 
O  give  thanks— Oft  in  tlie  stilly  night— Oh  summer  night— Our  flag  Is  there — 
Over  the  iuraraer  sea— Scenes  that  are  brightest— Shells  of  ocean— Sparkling 
and  bright — Speak  not  harshly— Speak  gently— Stand  by  the  flag — Star  of  the 
evening— Star  of  the  morning— Summer  woods— Swiss  mountaineer— S«eet 
spring  is  returnlne— Temperance  call — Thanksgiving  day — The  fireman's clilid 
—The  wild  rose- The  happy  land— The  stranger  on  the  sill— The  foot  travel- 
ler'^Thestur  spangk-il  banner— The  minstrel — ^The  morning  light  Is  breaking 
— The  beautiful  day — The  bright  rosy  morning— The  last  rose  of  summer — Trip 
lightly — Reniember  thy  Creator— Rise,  my  sonl— Round:  A  bout.  A  boat- 
Round:  At  summer  morn  the  merry  lark — Round:  By  shady  woods— Round: 
Good  Diiezpected,  evil  nnforseen — Round:  Lost,  he  wanders — Round:  Now 
when  the  summer's  fruits  are  past— Round:  Tiie  spring  Is  come— Round: 
When  spring  returns  again — Round:  Would  you  be  loved  by  others — Roaud: 
Yes,  yes,  yes — Watchman,  tell  ns  of  the  night — What  falry-like  music — Ye 
shepherd's  tell  me.  Tlils  choice  collection  is  the  best  of  its  kind  now  pub- 
lished, and  will  be  found  exceptionally  Talaable  to  teachers.  PrintedODgood 
paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  In  hnndsoms colored  Cover,  will 
be  sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  apou  receipt  of  TWENTY-FIVB  CENTS. 


PRESCOTT'S  DIIMOND  DUL06UES 


C*rlo€»    SS  Oen.ta. 

THIS  l«  •  very  choice  collection  of  59  excellent  dlalogaet,  many  of  which 
were  written  by  a  teacher  of  much  experience,  and  they  have  been  practi- 
cally tested  In  entertainments  with  entire  aocct-ss.  Tlie  almost  dlligehco  and 
scrupulous  care  has  been  taken  to  prt^nce  a  book  tiiat  the  parent  or  tutor 
can  place  In  the  bands  of  a  ^irl  or  a  boy,  sure  that  while  many  of  the  pages 
are  full  of  ligbt-hearted  merriment,  no  thought  or  word  even  hints  at  Impro. 
prlety,  while  the  more  sober  aud  serious  pieces  are  free  from  morbid  or  exag- 
gerated sentiment  The  subjects  are  greatly  divereifled  —  the  character 
broadly  contrasted,  BO  that  the  young  ladles  and  gentlemen  tan  selectoue  or 
more  exactly  fitted  for  their  peculiar  figures,  fnces,  voices  and  accompllsli- 
meDta      CoNTKNTS — All  for  the  best  (2  boys,  1  girl)- All   study   or  all  play  (3 

i;boys)— Aunt  Martha's  rune  (4  boys,  i 
glrlsl-Banishmcnt  of  Catiline  U  boys) 
Bashful  wooer,  Tne  (boy  and  glrl>— Be- 
hind the  times  (3  boys}— Be  obllginu 
(boy  and  girl)  —  Bra»;gadocio,  Tbs  (4 
Doys) — Children's  paradlse.The  (3  glrlx, 
1  boy)— City  aud  country  contrasted  (2 
girlfl— Cruelty  is  not  courage  (2  boys,  9 
giric)— David  nnd  Ooliuh  {i  boys)— Evil 
adviser,  The  (3  l>oys)— Flower  of  lib- 
erty, Ttie  (3  girls)- Folly  and  her  de- 
votees (7  girls,  8  boys)— Genteel  and 
polite  {i  girls)— Girli  will  be  girls  (9 
girls,  4  boys)- Good  great  men.  The  {2 
boys) — Homespun   lady,   A  f9    boys,  1 

firll— Uow  to  tell  bad  news  iff  boys)— 
rlsD  courtesy  (2  boys) — Jim  Mlggle's 
friend  (3  girls,  1  boy')— Justice  and 
mercy  (2  girls,  1  boy)— Just  my  Inck  (2 
boys)— Learning  the  clog  dance  (2  girls, 
I  bo))— Leseou  in  English,  A  (2  boyBi— 
Lover's  vengeance.  The  <l>oy  aud  girl) — 
Marriage  (boy  and  girl)— Metaphysics 
(2  boys) — Mind  your  own  business  (5 
girls,  S  hoyp) — Modern  hnmbuggery  (2 
girls,  5  hoyg)— Mrs.  Grimshaw's  mis. 
Uke  (7  girls)— Mrs.  Jenkins*  trials  (2 
girls,  1  boy)  —  Mrs.  Niidget's  model 
school  (3Elrls)— New  hoy.  The  (1  ijirl,  2  hoy^)- Not  worth  knowing  (3  boy  si— 
Novel  rert'ler.  The  (3  ijirls,  3  t)Ovs)— Old  Fickle  and  Tristram  Fickle  (2  boys)— 
Pardon.  The  (4  girls,  1  boy)— Paul  Pry  (4  boys)— Playing  school  (4  girls,  8 
girls) -Practical  Joke,  A  (1  girl,  2  hoys)— Reclaimed  brother.  The  (1  girl,  2 
boys)— Returned  brother,  Tne  (1  girl,  2  boys)— Scene  in  a  mourning  store  (2 
elrls,  3  I'Oys)— Servant  becomes  master.  The  (1  girl,  2  boys)— Sisters,  The 
(2girls)-8pHrtacu8and  Joviiis  (2  boys)— Three  graces.  The  (3  girls)- Traveller 
•InSiulthvtlle  (2  boys)— Two  angry  fathers.  The  (3  boys)— Two  faults  (3  elrls,  1 
boy)— Two  teachers.  The  (2  girls)— Unprofliable  reading  (2  boys)— What  I 
would  be  (class)  -  What  is  most  beautiful  (8  hoys)— Will,  The  (4  boys) -William 
Tell  and  the  cap  (3  hove).  Tlie  contents  of  this  book  have  been  selected  with 
great  care,  the  aim  b«Mng  to  include  only  the  best,  and  tiie  result  is  the  finest 
collection  of  dialogues  published.  This  book  is  indispensable  to  persons  who 
desire  to  present  juvenile  cntertaininents.  Printed  on  good  qual'ty  heavy 
paper,  from  clear,  readabe  type,  and  bound  in  neat  and  attractive  heavy  col- 
ored  paper  cover.  200  pagres.  Will  be  sent  to  any  address  In  U.  8.  or 
Canada,  postpaid,  ipou  reo-ipt  of  price,  Tw«nty»flv«  ceatfl. 


WEHMAN'S 


I    WEUM'S  LiniE  FOLKS'  STORIES, 

\  Pz*ioe,  &B  0«xita. 

THIS  Is  the  title  of  an  Intensely  interesting  and  amusing  book   fer  CblldreB, 
containing  twenty  entlrelv  original  stories,  embratlug  a  wide  range  of  sob^ 
jects,  beaotlfaily  Illustrated  by  the  Justly  Mlebrated    artist,  Paul  Kouewka. 

The  contents  are  as  follows 
>•  ^pa's  plan  —  A  kind 
brother — Pepi>er  and  salt- 
Flow  to  diiiik  milk— The 
littl*  lady  and  her  pets  — 
Gkorgie's  theme— Diek  and 
Cssar— The  history  uf  Old 
Neddy — Jessie,  when  she 
was  quite  a  little  girl  —  The 
doctor's  story— The  history 
of  a  whi|>— Every  body's  dog 
— Lady  «Jow  and  her  small 
friends  —  Granddaddy  — 
Aald  lang  syne— Tbs  little 
lost  sock— A  letter  for  Mag- 
gie— How  papa  learned  to 
count — A  lenf^from  a  dog's 

I ourual— Sydney's  Wind-up 
Every  one  of  these  beauti- 
ful little  stories  never  fall 
to  entertain    children,  and 
this  book  will  be  found  ex- 
ceptionally valuable  to 
teachers  aud  oiliers  having 
the   liUle    folks    in    their 
Charge.    For  the  purpose  of 
passing    the    long    winter 
evenings,  it  should  be  a  de- 
alrable  addition  to  the   11* 
brary  of  every   household, 
being  fortanate  enough  to 
be  blessed  with  one  or  more  of  our  little  friends.  This  book  is  of  a  high  order, 
teaching  good  morals,  yet  written  in  such  a  manner  as  to  be  easily  compre- 
hended by  quite  young  cliluireo.    It  ts  printed  oo 'a  good  quality  of   paper, 
from  clear,  readable  type,  and   bound   lu  durable  colored  cover.      It  will  be 
sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  to  any  address,  npoQ  receipt  of  price,  TWE NT Y«> 
FIVE  CENTS. 


WEBSTER'S  READY4IADE  LOVE  LETTERS. 

Prloe.   &5  Cexxta. 

^pO  write  a  good  letter  is  an  extremely  hard  task  t*  Many,  even  those 
■  whose  ediicaiion  have  been  in  nowise  neglected,  and  It  Is  for  the  aid  and  as- 
sistance of  such  persons  that  this  work 
Is  wrlttan.  The  book  contains  letters 
snitabletoevery  Circumstance  that  can 
possibly  arise  in  the  progress  of  that 
passion,  TbctB  Lovb,  which  Shakes- 
peare tells  ns  "  never  did  run  smooth."  i 
These  letters— over  ISO  In  number— j 
cover  every  Imaginable  occasion,  from 
the  very  first  acquaiatance  antil  mar 
riage,  from  ladies  to  gentlemen  and 
gentlemen  to  ladies.  Also  there  will  be 
found  In  this  book  customs  and  eti* 
quette  of  Love,  Cocktbeiip  and  Mar- 
RIAOB  fully  and  graphically  explained, 
to  which  Is  added  a  complete  diction-^  | 
ary  of  poetical  qnotatioiis  suitable  to  ' 
garnish  aud  ornament  any  love  leiter. 
These  selections  are  from  the  greatest 
masters  of  the  "divine  art,"  and  among 
them  will  be  found  sentiments  such  as 
often  were  thought,  but  never  so  well 
expressed.  The  celebrated  love  letters 
of  Abelard  and  Eioisa  are  published  in 
fall,  as  well  as  the  key  to  writing  In 
secret  characters.  It  will  be  seen  from 
the  foregoing  description  that  this  book 
Is  complete  on  the  subject  of  Love  in 
all  Its   forms,  and  Is  not  a  common, 

wortuiess  pauipuiet.    Printed  on  a  tiood  quality  of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  ' 

type,  and  hoand  In  haiidsome  colored  cover.    Sent  liy  mall,   postpaid,  to  any! 

address  In  the  U.  B.  or  Canada  upon  receipt  of  price,  TWENTY-FIVB  CENTS  j 


STwiTTs  SELECTIONS  FOR  ALBUM  WRITERS 


Price,  29  Cants.  ^ 

'PHIS  Is  a  very  handy  book  for  the  ( 
■  selection  of  an  appropriate  Terse  ( 
for  insertion  In  a  lady's  album.  It  ; 
contains  dedicatory  pieces,  complimeB<  [ 
tary  tributes  and  brief,  beuutiful  ex-  ( 
tracts,  appropriate  for  every  period  ? 
and  condition  of  life,  suitable  for  val-  s 
eutiiies  as  well  as  albams.  Also,  a  I 
large  noml>er  of  original  birthday  ver-  i 
see,  and  vers(s  apprnprlate  for  con-  / 
gratulatlon  on  wedding  si>nlversarles  ( 
and  other  ooeaalons.  To  this  is  added  ) 
acrostic  vertei.  In  which  the  Initial  let- 
ters of  each  line  spell  out  the  name  of  a 
lady  or  gentleman,  besides  a  rare  col- 
lection of  toasts  snitable  for  every 
social  event,  whether  public  or  private. 
This  book  Is  complete,  ahd  any  person 
desiring  new  and  original  verses  for 
any  of  the  purposes  named  above 
should  not  fall  to  get  a  Copy.  Printed 
on  a  eood  qnalliy  of  paper,  from  clear, 
readable  type,  and  bound  In  handsome 
Colored  cover.  Will  be  sent  by  mail, 
postpaid,  to  anv  address  upon  receipt 
of  only  TWENTY-FIVB  CENTS. 


Address  all  ordara  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHIAN,  Publitliar, 


i»lJI_^« 


Park  Raw,  NEW  YORK 
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wEHiiAN>s  BOOK  ON  PIBEONS 


PRICE, 


For  Exhibition 

Md  Proflt. 


10  CENTS. 

"YVH  ETHER  for  pleasure  or 
^^  profit,  notblng  Is  more 
easy  than  to  keep  and  raise  pig- 
eons, yet  there  are  rigbt  and 
■wrong  ways  of  doing  that,  as 
there  are  iu  everything  else  in 
this  world.  This  book  is  a  com- 
plete treatise  on  the  subject.  It 
teaches  how  to  care  for  the  pig- 
eon in  healtii  and  bow  to  treat  it 
in  disease.  It  also  gives  instruc 
tioDs  for  the  coDstruction  of 
healthful  pigeon-houses,  man- 
agement and  proper  food.  It 
e.xplains  everything  regarding 
the  different  breeds,  etc.  Well 
printed  and  bound.  Price,  by 
mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


WEHMAN'S    BOOK    ON    PETS  ;    ^'"r.<PMn'n'.?e.e.t 


PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


npHIS  book  explains  thoroughly 
*  how  to  manage  and  rear  all 
kinds  of  salt  water  animals,  as 
well  as  the  silk  worm.thesquirrel, 
the  guinea  pig,  white  mice,  mon- 
keys, etc.  This  work  was  written 
by  a  celebrated  collector,  and  con- 
tains full  and  explicit  directions 
for  the  construction  of  all  the  ef- 
fective traps,  dead-falls,  snares, 
etc.,  with  their  special  appli- 
cation for  catching  all  kinds  of 
curious  fish  and  insects;  with  nu- 
merous illustrations.  Well  print- 
ed and  bound  in  colored  cover. 
Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  Ten 
Cents 


\< 


wEHMAN's  BOOK  ON  DOGS ; 


How  to  Keep 

and  Train  Tbott. 


I^ 


r« 


PRICE,    lO  CENTS. 

[N  this  book  will  be  found  de- 
descriptions  of  the  various 
breeds  of  dogs,  their  characteris- 
tics and  points,  also  full  direc- 
tions for  careful  rearing  and 
management,  both  in  health  and 
disease.  The  writer  of  this  book 
was  an  owner  of  several  hundred 
fine-bred  dogs,  and  never  entered 
one  at  a  fair  without  either  ob- 
taining a  prize,  or  selling  at  a 
large  figure.  The  book  also 
teaches  how  to  distinguish  full 
from  half-bred  dogs,  likewise  crosses  of  every  nature.  This  book 
is  well  printed  and  bound.  Price,  by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents 

wehman;s  bowing  ftNB  SGULUNO, 

PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 

TTHERE  is  scarcely  any  exer- 
*  cise  more  popular  in  our 
country,  and  more  deservedly  so, 
than  rowing.  Our  vast  extent  of 
seacoast  and  innumerable  lakes 
and  rivers  present  greater  oppor- 
tunities for  the  indulgence  of 
rowing  as  an  exercise  and  diver- 
sion than  can  be  obtained  in  most 
other  countries.  This  book  con- 
tains full  instructions  as  to  tlie 
selection  and  use  of  all  manner 
of  row  boats,  from  the  eigiit- 
oared  barge  to  the  single  scull. 
Also  a  chapter  on  canoeing.  Fully 
Illustrated.  Well  printed  and 
bound  in  colored  cover.  Price,  by 
mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents, 


DRAUGHTS,   BACKGMMON,  DOIINOES, 

Price.  10  CenU. 


THIS  is  a  work  calculated  to 
*     instruct  all  persons  in  the 

frames  designated  in  the  head 
ine.  The  rules  are  so  plain  that 
beginners  can  immediately  com- 
prehend them.  The  book  also 
coutains  problems  of  a  large, 
number,  both  instructive  and 
interesting.  This  is  a  work  com- 
piled by  the  celebrated  player, 
Fitzgerald,  and  is  indispensable  I 
to  all  lovers  of  the  above  men- 
tioned games.  It  is  well  bound 
and  printed;  also  fully  illus- 
trated. Price,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
Ten  Cents. 


wEHMAW's  BOOK  ON  RABBITS ; 


How  to  Bread 

and  Hanaga  Thca. 


PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 

THIS  book  treats  on  this  little  animal  from  two  points  of  view;  i 
as  a  PET,  and  aJso  from  a  more  important  one,  as  a  matter  | 
of  PROFIT.     It  tells  how  to  arrange  their  houses,  and  gives  care- 
ful instructions  as  to  their  food  and  treatment,  in  both  health  and 
disease.    The  breeding  of  rabbits  |is  a  very  profitable  employ- 


ment. Many  boys  have  earned  more  than  the  ordinary  living  of 
a  man  by  carefully  following  the  directions  plainly  set  forth  in 
this  work.  It  is  fully  illustrated,  and  printed  on  eood  paper, 
from  clear,  feadable  type,  and  neatly  bound  in  colored  cover. 
Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 


wEHMAN's  MAeiC  LANTERN;  '"'"'Xi^'^^iu. 

PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 

pHERE  is,  perhaps,  nothing  more  instructive  and  amusing  than 
'     an  exhibition  given  with  [the  Magic  Lantern.    Few  persons 

(even  those  possessing  'one)  fully  , 
comprehend  the  true  mechanism 
of     this     absolutely    wonderful 
machine.     This  Ixwk  gives  care- 
ful instructions  for  its  use  in  the  < 
most  simple,  as  well  as  hs  most  I 
elaborate    form,   with   estimates  | 
of  costs,  lists  of  views,  etc.     By 
giving     exhibitions     in     halls, , 
Bchools  and  churches,  many  peo- 
ple have  earned  more  than   an 
ordinary  living  through  a  good 
knowledge  in  the  use  of  a  Magic 
Lantern.       The    book     is     well  I 

{>rint«d  and    bound,    and   fully  I 
llustrated.  Price,  by  mail,  post- 1 


paid,  Ten  Cents. 


HENRY  J.  WEHiAN,  Publisher, 


I     J.Pi  nf  W   WP 


6th  and  7th 

BOOKS  i  MOSES 


Prto^    SLOO 


6th   and  7th 

BOOKS 
IMOSESH 


Moses*  Magical  SoiriMin 


Price,  One  Dollar  per  Copy ;  or  3  Copits  for  Two  Dollars, 

^-■"IRANSLATED  under  our  poraonal  supervision  Into  the  English  lanprii<i(7<*,  and  pub- 

■  lif<l»ed  by  us  tor  the  Hrst  time.    With  exact  copies  of  over  One  Hundred  and 

4  Twenty-Five  Seals,  Sis^ns,  Emblems,  etc.,  usetfby  Moses,  Aaron,  Israelites, 

Egyptians,  etc..  In  tlu-ir  astonishinj?  inaKlral  an(f  other  arts,  including  the 

I)erlo(l  of  time  covered  by  the  Old  and  New  Testaments.    This  wonderful  translation  Is 

of  great  Importance  to  the  Christian,  Deist,  Jew  or  Gentile,  Episcopalian  or  Roman 

Catholic,  and  dissenters  of  every  denomination.  The 
extracts  from  the  old  and  rare  Mosiiic  Books  of  the  Talmud 
and  Cabala  are  Invaluable.  This  book  gives  the  use  of  the 
Psalms  for  the  lK)dily  welfare  of  man  by  the  eminent  trans- 
lator, GoDFRKY  Sei.io.  Moses,  the  Kreat  law'giver  of  Israel, 
wrote  the  first  five  books  of  Holy  Writ.  These  are  Kener- 
ally  known  as  the  Five  Books  of  Moses.  It  Is  believed,  and 
known  to  comparatively  few,  tliat  there  were  two  more 
books  written  by  hlra,  Known  as  the  sixth  and  Seventh 
B<M)k9  of  Moses.  To  these  we  wish  to  draw  your  attention. 
WritinR,  manuscrii)ts,  etc.,  of  precious  worth  have  existed 
for  ajjes  pjist  that  could  be  tr.aced  to  the  time  of  Moses,  but 
f»?wof  these  have  been  pul)lished,  except  In  small  f  ratfinents. 
This  la  accounted  for  by  tlie  fact  that  the  high  priests, 
clergv,  and  lieads  of  various  religious  bodies  were  unwilling 
that  Ylio  people  should  l)e  given  those, deeiwr  mysteries, 
being  fearful  of  losing  their  hold  on  them.  Another  reason 
is  that  it  was  fearea  the  Information  would  be  used  for 
unlawful  puri>osea.  It  Is  scarcely  possible  that  Moses  con- 
fined his  literature  to  the  first  five  books  of  the  Bible,  if  we 
take  into  consideration  thelengthened  period  of  his  life  and 
changes  of  his  asscM-iation.  We  find  In  Acts  7:32  that  Moses 
was  learned  In  wisdom  of  the  Egyptians  until  his  fortieth  year.  He  acquired  during 
his  residence  at  the  Court  of  Pharaoh  mjvnyEgMitian  arts  In  his  constant  Intercourse 
with  learned  men.  He  became  adept  In  those  magical  arts  practiced  by  them.  We 
find  in  Exodus  7:11  Moses  cast  bis  rod  before  the  King,  which  became  a  serpent, 
Pharaoh  sent  for  his  magicians,  who  also  cast  down  their  rods,  which,  by  Ihelr 
encliantment.s,  also  became  serpents.  Few  persons  have  not  some  belief  in  these 
strange  and  oftentimes  unexplained  infhiences  that  seem  to  surround  us  through  life 
for  good  or  evil,  and  it  is  honestly  tliought  that  the  study  of  this  work,  the  Sixth  and 
seventh  Books  of  Moses,  will  J>o  a  source  of  happiness  and  ))rosi)erlty  to  millions.  The 
fiinatlcmaysav  that  this  publication  will  foster  superstition,  but  the  enlightened  and 
unpre.judiced  w-ill  perceive  that  the  translation  into  the  English  language  will  certainly 
be  more  servlceaole  than  all  previous  productions,  which  were  only  circulated  in 
abstract  form,  and  sold  at  extortionate  prices.  In  regard  to  this  edition,  the  so-called 
Sixth  and  Seventh  Books  of  Mo.ses,  which  have  for  several  centuries  attracted  the  popu- 
lar faith,  are  In  accordance  with  an  old  manuscript  and  given  word  for  word.  We 
guarantee  that  not  one  svllable  has  been  added.  To  the  publishers  of  Germany  must 
be  given  the  credit  of  having,  at  an  enormous  expense,  collected  these  Invaluable  man- 
uscripts, documents,  etc;.,  from  which  tills  work  is  compiled.  It  is  from  the  German 
translation  that  we  nave  produced  the  English  edition  of  the  sixth  and  Seventh  B<x)ks 
of  Mo.ses,  in  whicli  is  given  exact  copies  of  all  the  original  illustrations  as  they  existed 
on  ancient  parchments,  etq.,  explalm-d  in  plain  Engllsli  language.  The  German  work 
has  for  st)tne  time  largely  circulated  In  Germany  and  among  the  Germans  In  this 
country,  and  is  pronouiuedftho  most  wonderful  work  ever  published.  So  true  Is  this 
that  many  millions  of  Germans,  and  others  of  German  education,  never  undertake  any 
Important  step  in  life  relating  to  finance,  exchange,  or  health,  without  seeking  from  its 
pages  advice  and  guidance.  Volume  I  of  tlie  Sixth  and  Seventh  Books  of  Moses  as 
translated  from  the  original  writings,  contains  all  that 
Is  embraced  by  the  White  and  BlacK  Art,  together  with 
the  ministering  spirits  which  were  lildden  rrom  David, 
the  fatlier  of  Solomon.  First  Seal,  the  Seal  of  Treas- 
ures. Second,  tlie  Seal  of  Fortune.  Third,  for  Respect, 
Affection,  Admiration,  etc.  Fourth,  Pleasures  and 
Health.  Fifth,  the  Seal  of  Power,  etc.  Sixtli,  the  Seal  of 
Visions  and  Dreams.  Seventh,  Seal  of  Earth's  Treas- 
ures. It  al.'«o  contains  the  four  Great  Divisions  of  the 
Spirits-Spirits  of  the  Air,  Fire,  Water  and  Earth,  with 
their  uses,  powerful  secrets.and  full  explanatory  tables. 
it  gives  the  tables  of  Saturn,  Jupiter,  Mars,  Sun,  Mer- 
cury and  Venus,  each  of  which  possesses  special  power. 
There  is  given  the  exact  engraving  of  the  Magical  Cir- 
cle, etc.  The  Magic  of  the  Israelites  Is  fully  explained, 
giving  a  complete  and  valuaiile  htstory.witn  more  than 
l(»  Biblical  references,  such  as  second  sight,  healing  the 
sick  according  to  scriptural  teachings,  visions  and 
dreams,  spiritual  and  sensual  affection,  elevation  of 
will  and  higher  vitality,  the  fiery  serpent,  sipurious 
jirophets  divine  inspiration  and  mesmeric  clairvoyance, 
the  dean  working  wonders,  the  inherent  power  to  heal 
disease,  SiUKjn  tiio  Sorieri*r,  and  many  other  to|)icsof 
great  value  are  fully  explained.  Volume  IT  of  this  wontler- 
ful  work  contains  lllu.stratlons  representing  the  signs  used  by  the  Israelites,  such  as  the 
l)reast  plate  of  Moses,  magical  laws  of  Moses,  chalice  of  holines.s,  conjuration  of  Elea- 
zor,  the  son  of  Aaron;  breast  plate  of  Aaron,  citation  of  Gerrautlusal,  dismission  of 
Leviathan,  Baalarais  sorcery,  conjuration  of  the  laws  of  Moses  disniLsslon  of  Moses, 
signs  to  be  used,  or  the  right  and  left  side;  spirit  In  a  pillar  of  burning  fire,  spirit  appears 
In  a  cloud,  signs  of  frogs  and  pestilence,  signs  of  cattle,  Dlack  smallpox  and  hall,  spirit 
in  the  burning  bush,  and  the  staff  changed  Into  a  serpent.  These  engravings  are  exact 
copies  of  those  by  the  Isra«'litt»s  and  Egyptians  to  accomplish  the  designs  for  good  or 
evl.  and  are  separately  explained.  This  book  has  become  enormously  popular.  Be- 
ware of  humbugs.  Volumes  I  and  II  l)ound  together  in  one  volume.  Price  reduced  to 
One  Dollar  per  copy,  by  mail,  postpaid;  or  3  copies  for  Two  Dollars. 
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WEBSTER'S 

Business  Man 

Or,  Counting-Hduse  CorrespondenL 


Prle«,  26  0«nt«. 

»ONTATNING  plain,  practical  directions  for 
'  carrying  on  every  kind  of  Commercial  and 
Banking  Business— including 
Mercantile  Letters  on  every 
conceivable  subject,  laws  ana 
usages  of  Banking  and  Bro- 
kerage, Forms  of  Official  Pa- 
pers on  Sliipping,  Insurance, 
i  etc.  Also  containing  an  ex- 
tensive and  useful  glossary  of 
words  and  phrases  used  in 
commercial  and  banking  cir- 
cles. Together  with  a  orief 
but  comprehensive  table  of 
the  coin  and  currency  In  use 
by  the  different  nations  of 
the  world,  srivlng  relative  values,  etc.  This 
tX)ok  Is  a  standard  of  reference  on  all  points  of 
mercantile  usjige,  and  should  be  In  every  busi- 
ness establishment  and  counting-house.  Sent 
Dy  mall,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  25  Crnt*. 
\ddress  all  or'^'^-   "^ 

TAMBO; 

His  Jokes  and  Funny  Sayings 


Prlo*.  16  e«nfs. 

■'ms  title  scarcely  conveys  the  Idea  of  the 
Immense  variety  of  material  for  minstrel 
shows  that  this  book 
presents.  It  contains, 
besides  many  other 
valuable  points,  the 
art  of  telling  funny 
end  men's  stories  ana 
gags  in  a  proi)er  man- 
ner; how  to  '^spring  a 
joke,"  etc.  Bobby  New- 
ro.MB,  the  celebrated 
minstrel,  and  author 
of  this  work,  gives  in 
one  portion  of  the 
lx)ok,  in  clear  and  sim- 
ple language,  instruc- 
tions for  the  amateur  In  full  detail,  so  that  any 
person  following  them  carefully  cannot  fall  to 
become  successful  In  this  branch  of  the  profes- 
sion. It  also  contains  a  large  nunil>er  of  "rip- 
tearing,"  "hot  time,"  "side-splitting"  Jokes  and 
witticisms;  a  large  variety  of  the  latest  mirth- 
provoking  talk  for  Tambo.  also  the  cream  of 
''tried  and  true"  roaring  stump  speeches,  bur- 
lesque sermons.  Well  printed  and  l)Ound.  Sent 
by  mall,  postiuiid,  on  receipt  of  1 5  Cents. 

WEMMAN'S 

BARTENDERS 


Price  26  Cents,  by  mall,  postpaid. 

ANEW  cheap,  and  thoroughly  reliable  work 
on  the  correct  method  of  mixing  fancy 
drinks  as  they  are  served  to- 
day at  the  principal  bar- 
rooms throughout  the  United 
States  and  Canada.  It  tells, 
in  short,  how  to  make  all 
kinds  of  plain  and  mixed 
drinks— in  fact,  all  the  popu- 
lar l)e verages  of  the  day-  and 
Is  designed  for  hotels,  steam- 
ers, restaurants,  club-houses, 
sjiloons,  and  wherever  a  re- 
liable guide  of  this  kind  Is 
required.  It  also  embraces 
the  most  Improved  recipes  for  the  preparation 
f>f  Wines,  Cordials,  Brandle.s,  Bitters,  Table 
Beers,  Mineral  Waters,  Syrups,  Aerated  Sum 
mer  Beverages,  Artificial  Champagne,  Cider, 
etc.  With  tills  book  any  bartender  can  become 
an  expert  In  a  very  short  time,  and  every  man 
can  be  his  own  bartender.  Sent  by  mall,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  26  Cents. 
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fiie  htHt  Sammlttwg  t>oit  bclicbtett  bctttftftctt  Siebewu  I    2)ic  5efJe  eammlttttg  »oit  tcHclttcit  beutfdiett  Siebetit. 


SnbaU:  914,  i*  6ln  fo  mCbf.  914,  toenn  bu  toarfl  incin  elgen.  914,  toie  tft'l 
moSli^ann.  9lennd)cn  con  i^arau.  9ilS  bet  ©rogoatcr  bie  ©rofemutter  na^m. 
nil  i4  tin  jung'  ©eifUc  war.  91U  9ioot)  ou§  bem  flaften  war.  9lm  flriinen  ^ubjon. 
Cttonb  ?ln  bet  14bnen  blauen  5)onau.  anna,  ju  bit  ift  mcin  liebfter  Sang.  9lnt. 
teort  auf  ©tjin^orn'8  trflen  SBrief.  9lu4  id)  Wat  ein  aUnglmg  mit  loefigem  ftaar. 
«uf  i^r  9)tuD«t,  lofet  unS  roatten.  2;a3  ift  bet  lag  beS  6"tn.  Tag  wciB  ja  aaein 
Bur'bcr  foauSfnt-^t  ju  jagen.  S5a8  a3etgi6meinni4t  !ca8  bertcnlte  ^eta.  Ter 
Bauer  auTbet  ©iienba^n.    Ter  Xejetteur.    ^er  beut{4e  flnobt  in  amerifa.    let 

IieBlagte  ei)emann.  Ttx  ©riine  in  ^Imerifa.  5Eer  gute  fiamerab.  ler  ^anbelS. 
ubt.  Xer  foirtenfnabf.  Xer  !Papfl  lebt  l)etrli4  in  bcr  Sffielt.  Ter  IRattenfanger 
»onfoomeln.  Iicr  Xtjtoler  unb  jein  JJinb.  l!er  JBalb.  ^er  SBirt^in  2b4terlcm. 
De8  ©riin^orn'S  erflcr  SBrief.  Xie  9lugen.  lie  brci  ftafettnaben.  ^ie  ftapeHe. 
S)ie  I'iebe  fauft  man  ni4t.  Xie  2Renfle  muft  eS  bringen.  2;ie  ^Jluttcr  toiD'S  ni4t 
Itibtn  iie  SUithfel  ton  SBien.  jCie  i46uften  9lugen.  £:ie  IJjrane,  ^rei  munt'rc 
eur{4enfa6en.  Xut4man'8fllagc.  GineSeele,  bicmi4Itebt.  ein45fa(!)cSi!ieb.  6in« 
mui  nod)  aufja.  68  bUnfcn  fo  luftig  >)ie  Sterne.  68  ift  jwat  fein  Unglud,  aber  '8 
irgert  Gin'n  bocp.  &§  flc^t  ein  SSirt^S^auS  an  ber  2a^n.  ^Jibuctt.  tj">^fit,  bie  i4 
meine  fcanneS.berfterbcnbeSBaucr.  ^epmanniL'eDl.  fcinemgefaUen.  ipiftorie  ttom 
Pufe.  34  fomme  Dom  ©ebirge  tier.  34iDarSiinglingno4an^a^ren.  3mianuarbo 
flibrcnunS.    3m  fii^len  fteUer  ftfe' '4  ^'".    J^n  ben  9lugen  liegt  ba§  i)crj.    3n  bet 

Sejmat^  ift  f§  f48n.  3n  3!ir  atlein.  3n  emem  liiblcn  ©runbe.  fiiinfllerleben. 
ut|4fe  auf  bem  ajorpoften.  I'abie8  in  9lmerifo.  SiebeSteerbung.  Sorelci),  2oui8 
unb  eugenie.  fiutber'S  SDobrf bru4.  «Dla4t  man  in'8  ficbcn  !aum  ben  erften  S4ritt. 
TOeinTOann  iftgcfa^renin'Sfieu.  SWoberne  fiiebt.  aUorgenrot^.  9Jo4  bcr  J^ei. 
mat^  mB4t'  i4  wieber.  9Jur  fur  >Jlatur.  C  f4au  nur  ein  eingig'S  OTol.  C  etrog. 
burg.  Sejept  jum  Meiiroerben.  Wofenlieb.  €alomonif4c§  Urt^eil.  S4ier  80 
3oJ)rf  biftbualt.  ©4lesroig.^oIflcin,mcefumf4Iungen.  €4neiberlieb.  S4roei}er'8 
otimwe^.  ©i4  auf  6ngli|4  ju  berftanb'gen.  Soloatenliehe.  So  h)ie  bu.  Siop  a 
Little.  Srinfjpru4.  StBarnung.  SHJarum  gef4tebt  fo  tooS  ^euhutag' ni4t?  fflSenn 
ble64walben  beimwSrtSjieb'n.  ffOenn  i4  ein  Sbglein  tofir'.  SSer  lieben  will,  muft 
Uiben  aSil^elmS^bbe.  S&ir  ge^'n  na4  Smbenau.  SIDir  ftfecn  fo  frBtjli*  beijammen. 
IBoblbiele  laulenb  SJiSgelein.  aOo  fott  14  wi4  ^inwenben?  S'  2outerba4  t)ab'  I 
metn'n  etrumpf  wrlor'n.  ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

Su  ttiie^ftt  bur4  alle  SBu41)anbler  unb  SeitungSagenten  in  ben  Sereinigten  Stoaten 
danaba,  fomie  gegen  Sinfenbuns  beS  SetrageS  m  SBtitfmaiten  bitelt  unb  fian!o 
Dom  ficTouSgeber. 
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3nbal(:  9lbam  unb  @tia.  91  !Ceaner[  ge^t  um  ^oli  in  HOalb.  9iagemeiner 
iooft  *.18  ber  liebe  ©ott  bie  JHJelt  er|4affen.  9118  bie  ^reufecn  mart4irten  tjot 
$rag.    9118  eS  mit  "Xoa^  ging  ju  @nb'.     9113  i4  an  einem  Sommertag.    9113  wlr 

Iiingft  in  Wegensburg  waren.  «n  bet  CueUe  \ai  bet  finabe.  ^InbreaS  fiofcr.  JBet. 
iner  aSiermamjell.  SBertronb'8 'ittbf4icb.  Slou' 9leuglein  ftnb  gefd^rlio).  Sriibet, 
lagert  eu4  im  Jtreife.  5BunbeSIieb.  ^a  flreiten  fi4  bie  fieut'  berum.  DaS  fierj, 
60m  Rummer  tief  gebcugt.  3}a8  i!anb  ber  *Jlccibcnt8.  Xa8  ®4otcrmabd)en.  S)aS 
tl)(ure  !^atet^au3.  Xein  SBo^I,  mein  2ieb4en.  ^em  ^errn  aUein  bie  &t)re.  £en 
lieben  langen  lag.  I;ie  beutj4e  DKutter.  2)ie  gute^JJlutter  TOanfielbaum.  2)ie 
©ait  am  SRljein.  '^ie  jma  or6entli4en  SJeut'.  I)er  fiuft.  !Eer  iiinbenbaum.  35et 
TOuaer.  Xer  *IHenJ4  fott  ni4t  ftoli  fein.  I)er  3Wai  ift  getommen.  Der  raftloje 
©onbeter.  35er  S4neiber  in  ber  jjrembe.  SJer  f4loue  ^anfel.  Tin  3;rompeter. 
Z)et  Uiogelfdngtr  bin  id)  \a.  Txti  9Uod|)en  Dor  Cftern.  Tu.  bift  mir  na^  unb  bo4  fo 
fern.  Xu  ^afl  Xiamanten  unb  ^erlen.  Du  liegft  mir  im  ^erjen.  6inen  ftufe,  bann 
gute  ^a4t.  Sine  ^ctle  nenn'  id)  mein.  Ginfom  bin  14  ni4t  oHeine.  68  tann  ja 
niit  immer  fo  bleiben.  68  waren  einmal  btei  ftdfetfnaben.  63  waren  'mal  brel 
©efeUen.  {Ja^r'  mi4  biniiber,  fdjiSner  €4iffer.  (Jem  im  Siib  baS  f4one  Spanien. 
Sreunb,  id)  bin  }ufrieben.  Siinfmal  t)unberttaufenb  leufel.  ©rab'ouS  bfmaBirtl)8» 
fiauS  tomm'  14  ^erau8.  ©ute  «Jia4t,  bu  mein  IjerjigeS  fiinb.  Hamburg  ift  ein 
fd)&ne8  Stabt4en.  ^jeil  bir  im  Siegerfranj.  ^einri^  i4lief  bei  ftinet  ^JieuBermd^l. 
ten.  ^erj,  meinfeerj,  warum  jo  ttaurig?  i)inau3  in  bie^erne.  ^iporie  tjon 9Joa^. 
fio4  Dom  Xa4ftein.  3a,  l)eiratl)en  foil  14.  34  bin  ber  Toftor  Sijenbart.  34  bin 
ber  Jiirft  Don  l^otcn.  3(^  bin  bir  gut.  34  bin  ein  ^reufee.  34  ^ab'  bir  gefiaut 
in  bie  augen.  34  wont',  14  war'  tin  Sogel.  3eber  3JlenJ4  liat  fein  SBergniigen. 
3mmer  fern— luftig  fein.  3m  9Balb  unb  auf  ber  ftaibe.  3n  memem  ®4le64en  ifl'8 
oar  fein.  ftein  ItBpflein  me^t  im  ®e4er.  2auP,  ^DlUner,  lauf.  Saurentio,  liebe 
fiourentia  mein  TOaftele,  rud,  rud,  rurf.  Weine  erfte  unb  le^te  iiiebe.  2Rein' 
64u^e  finb  jerriffen.  Worgen  mufe  i4  fort  Don  ^ier.  TOuft  1  benn,  mufe  1  benn  jum 
etdbtele 'nau8.  9lo4  ift  ^olcn  nid^t  Derloren.  C  bleib' bei  mir.  O  Sannenbaum. 
Rinolbini,  lieberiRduber.  ©4laf' bu,  mein  ftinbelein.  ©4le8»ig.§olftetn.  ®4net. 
berlieb.    S4neibctcourage.     €e^nfu4t  na*  1;euH4Ianb.     ©0  leb'  benn  wol)l,  bu 

fliDe8feou3.  £0  Diet  Stern' am  fiimmcl  fte^cn.  ©teurer'Sfieimme^.  Soaft.  Ueb' 
mmet  Ireu'  unb  lRebli4(eit.  Unli  bie  aOiirjburger  ©lodli  Vb'n  a  f4one§  ©eldut. 
Bon  ber  91lpe  tSnt  ba8  ^otn.  9Ba8  i*  aUeS  wifjen  mS4t'.  SBaS  ift  beS  Dcutfdjen 
Baterlanb?  SBat  wutt  bei  «ierl?  SBdr'  i4  tin  «riinnlei«  flar.  ©enn  ber  5rUl). 
ling  fommt.  iD)enn  ft4  jwei  feerjen  fcbeiben.  SBer  niemalS  einen  9lau(4  gebabt. 
EDie'8  bie<IRSb'  ^eut' treiben.'  aOiafommen,  0  jeliger  ^btnb.  SBo^ilauf,  no4  9<» 
tiunten.  *  3u  Stragbutg  auf  bet  @4(tn|'. 


Address  all  orders  to 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  1 08  Park  Row,  Ntw  York 
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SnfyiU:  9lb(4ieb  ne^men,  fagt  er.  914, 14  fii^l'.  f«  ifl  l»erf4wunben.  14, 
tt>er4e  iluft,  ©olbat  au  fein.  914,  wie  bunfel  finb  bie  <Dlauern.  *be,  bu  Ueber  taum 
Jienwalb,  abe.  aOeS  fublt  ber  iJiebe  ^reuben.  «18  14  no4  ^Urina  toar  Don  «rfable«. 
®n  ber  Saole  griJnem  ©tranbe.  9ln  jebem  9lbenb  ge^'  i4  au8.  9ln  tdjlofter  bat  an 
©•feUcn  g'bobt.  9luf  93etge§  ^B^en.  9luf  ber  Sierbanf.  Suf,  TOattofen,  bie  9lnf«t 
gelidjtet.  ®alb  gtaf  14  am  9Jcdar.  SBefrdnat  mit  Saub  ben  lieben  DoUen  »e4er. 
ffiemoofter  SBurf^e  lic^'  id)  au8,  abe!  ©riiber  jammelt  eu4  im  «rei|e.  Xa  brobm 
ouf  ienem  Serge.  XaS  alte  3a^r  Dergangen  ift.  XaS  bunte  «leib,  Ta8  6ffen, 
ni4t  baS  Srinlen;  Xa8  3a^r  ift  gut.  Xa8  SUaffer  xauW,  baS  aaafict  fdjwott. 
JaS  worcn  mir  jelige  loge.  XaS  iUJanbcrn  ift  be8  ^KiiUerS  iJuft.  Henfft  bu  baron? 
2)er^err  imfiau's.  Xer  S4ufterjun8e  al8  ftB4in.  Xer  etedbrief.  Xer  Dorf»4tioc 
3ube.  5Der  aSanberer  in  ber  6dgcmuble.  35er  3opf,  btr  ^dngt  ibm  ^inten.  ttt 
«lRi4el  Saterlanb.  XeS  aBaifenfinbcS  ftlage.  Xeutf^lanb  iiber  9lUe8.  Xie  blauen 
llugen.  Xic  a3urg|4aft.  Die  5rBJ4' unb  bie  Unfen.  Xte  lefete  «ofe.  Xrudnlt 
fo.  Xu  Wirft  mit'8  jo  nit  libel  ne^mo.  6in  freic8  I'eben  fii^ren  mir.  6in  Sdgtt 
au8  fturpfoli.  6in  iJcben  wie  im  '4-«arabie8.  6in  S^ifflein  fob  14  fo^ren.  ftrl. 
!Bnig.  63  ift  beftimmt  in  ©otteS  Kat^.  68  ift  ein  e4u6  gefatten.  68  leben  blc 
©olbaten.  68  war  einmal  ein  ftBnig.  6wig  will  14  bir  geboren.  ^erbrnonb,  wie 
f4Bn  bift  bu.  jJricbericuS  SRej.  iJri|4  auf  jum  frd^a4cn  3ogen.  iJrBbli4  unb 
Woblgemut^.  f^rii^IingSlieb.  .©rofemutter  wiU  lonacn.  ©utenabenb,  liebcr  HJton. 
beni4ein.  ipcrbei,  ^erbei,  bu  trouter  SdngcrftciS.  ^ert  Stuber,  nimm  bem  ©IdB. 
4en.  ^eraig'S  ©4oherI,  lofe  bi4  lieraen.  ijeute  f4eib'  14.  ^olber  3ilngling,  raein 
Serlongen.  ^Br',  lieber  ©il^clm.  34  Mt  fte  um  bie  9lofe.  34  bin  ein  fxeiet 
aWonn  unbfinge.  34  l)ab'  ben  ganaen  Sormittog.  3d)  fomm'  immer  nid)t  boiu. 
34  f4nitt'  eS  gem  in  aUe  Sinben  ein.  34  war  fflranbfu48  no4  an  3a^ren.  3^ 
Worem  re4ter  5afeltian§.  3d)  mill  mein  ©liid  probiren,  marfiiten.  3et(t  f4win. 
gen  wir  ben  ^ut.  3br  Siirflen  bcr  SBalbung,  ^croor.  3m  aSBctn  1ft  SBabrbeit  nut 
oBem.  3n  ber  gro§en  Sceftabt  Seipaig.  3n  biejen  ^cil'gen  fcatlen.  3  tbdt  fo  gem 
|eiratl)'n.  Rein  S^cuer,  feine  fioble.  flennt  l^r  ba8  2anb.  ftommt  a  ttogerl  ae> 
nogen.  ffommt  ein  fdblanfer  99urf4' gcgangcn.  <?omm,  ftiOer  9lbenb.  I'cbe  woftl, 
bu,  biei4inniglidbe.  TOein6I)riftian.  SRBsletnauf  bcr^iaiben.  ©agter.  6d»la4tlieb. 
6ie  foOen  i^n  nt4t  ^aben.  6ie  flanb  ouf  ^obcm  ©erge.  lobarf.  UeberaO  bin  lA 
Ju^oufe.  aJon  alien  fldnbern  biefer  2Belt.  SOann  man  trinfen  mufe.  Si'aS  frog^ 
14  Biel  na4  ©clb  unb  ©ut.  9BaS  flinget  unb  ftnget  bie  ©trajen  ^erauf?  JBenn  el 
feine  5laf4en  gdbe.  SBenn  14  einmol  bcr  fterrgott  war'.  sSer  will  unttt  bit  &0U 
boten.    asir  fmb  jtoei  tapf're  Sopern.    JBollt'  ©ott,  fie  wdre  meine. 


WEHMAN  S^ 

51  put?  "^M^ 


Itfiiprhurli 


>        1  ^^  ISTo.  4=.  ^ 
4     11^  <^teDer.    ^xm  10  gents. 

Sie  (e^e  ^ammlnn^  Don  heliebtcn  bentfdieti  Steberm 

3n^aft;  91  SufferUS  a  fdmudrig  Ting.  914,  a4,  Wie  finb  bie3«iten  f4wer. 
91(1^  umfonft  auf  aQer  i'dnber  Marten.  ^Uc3  licbt  unb  paart  fi4  wicber.  %Ue8,  wal 
Wir  lieben,  lebe.  Ittlle  SBgel  finb  fd)on  ba.  9113  bie  Womcr  frcd)  geworbcn.  an 
aiejiS  jenb'  14  bid).  9ln  eineS  a3Q41cin§  Sanbe.  9lrm  unb  llein  ift  mcme  4)iitte. 
■uf,  i^r  Briibcr,  fingct  iiieber.  9luf'm  Scrglein  bin  id)  g'jeijcn.  a?ei  eincm  aBirtbe 
loanbermilb.  SJei  lUannern,  weI4e  iJiebe  fiit)lcn.  5Biibung  mo4t  fein.  SBin  ou8. 
nnb  eiuganga  im  ganaen  lijrol.  SBin  1  net  an  luft'gcr  ©(bweijcrbu'.  99ringt  mir 
IBIut  ber  cblen  Sleben.  Sriiberlein  fein.  6rambambuli,  bas  ift  bcr  litcl.  Xa  bro. 
ben  auf  jenem  9)erge.  XaS  ift  aUeS  einS.  Xae  tleiiie  ('>if4crmdb4cn.  Xa%  war  ein 
nieblid)  ^cljclein.  1>tx  licbftc  Sul)le,  ben  14  l)an.  Tex  TOdbdicn  licb'  id)  picle.  Ttx 
SBeit|na4t5abenb  fam  gegangen.  Ter  SQSein  erfreut  bc8  ^JJ(cntd)cn  ^e^.  Xeutfd)eS 
feera,  neraage  nl4*.  Tie  altcn  Xeutf4en.  Tit  yeinemeber  ^oben  eine  faubere  ^Sunft. 
2>ie  Xiieb',  bei  mcincr  6^r'.  2ie  5Rojcn  bliit)cn  im  I^ale.  Tie  ©djuftcraunft  blcibt 
immer  bo4.  Tie  Sonn'  erwac^t  mit  ibrcr  'H^xadft.  Tit  aOclt  glcidjt  einer  iPicr. 
boutcitle.  2)0  ^enn  fc  be  SJc^rele  in's  6rame  geno*.  Xraufe'  ift  alle8  fo  prddjtig. 
Xrci  marfre  SBurf4en  jafeen,  ja.  6in'  fcfte  SBurg  ift  unfcr  ©ott.  6tn  gctreue*  Jijcra 
3U  wiijen.  ©in  ftaufmann,  bcr  fi(^  ©d)ulac  ncnnt.  6in  luft'gcr  Wunlante  mar(d)irte 
einfl  am  Olil.  6in  iltomer  ftonb  in  fiiifrrcr  *JJa4t.  6in  ©4ii6'  bin  i4  in  bes  9Je» 
gcntcn  ©olb.  6inft  bat  mir  mein  SJeibarjt  gebotcn.  6inSciId)cn  auf  berSBiefe  ftanb. 
6in  aDanberburJ4'  mil  bcin  ©tab  in  bcr  ^aub.  6i,  xoaa  braudit  man,  um  gliirflt4 
JU  icin?  68  ftcl)t  ein  ajaum  im  Cbenwalb.  68  tbut's  bait  ntmmcrmel)r.  gfrcub. 
Doll  unb  leibDoU,  gcbanfenDoU  jcin.  iJicut  eud)  bc5  ilcbcui-.  ^rijd),  ganje  flom. 
pagnie,  mit  lautcm  Sing  unb  ©ang.  J^rii^  liJorgcnS  wcnn  Die  (jdfiue  Irdb'n. 
©cfaug  Dcrf4Bnt  baS  i.'cbcu.  ©eiunbbcit,  S:)erx  "iia&ibar.  bas  ©lafedjcn  ift  leer, 
©uanolieb.  iidring  unb  91uftcr.  Jpcrjlicb4en  mcin  unter'm  Sebcnba4.  34  bob' 
tin  tjcifecS,  junijcg  93lut.  34  tcnn'  ein'n  l)cUcn  6belftein.  3(^  mo4te  fie  wobl  fcben. 
3m  Jirug  jum  griinen  ftranje.  3n  eincm  It)alc,  friebli4  ftiUe.  3etit  gang  1  an'8 
SBriinncIc,  ttiiil  aber  nil.  fiegellicb.  fiommt,  Sriiber,  frinlct  frob  mit  mir.  t'obrnt 
bir  bie  J4mcrfte  oUer  ftctten.  I'ebe  Wobl,  bcrgife  mciu  ni4t.  ilcbig  ift  ber  f4onfte 
©tanb.  iieiie,  Icife,  frommeSBcije.  iiieb  an  bie  5"ube.  Wama!  ijiapa!  ad),  fclj'n 
©ic  bo4.  ^Slein  S^txi,  14  win  bi4  fragen,  TOein  feera  ift  im  6o4Ianb.  !Uicin  bcrji 
liebftc3  S4a5erl,  fomm',  rci4'  mir  bei'  la^crl.  TOeiu  i;ebcn^faur  ift  I'icb'  unb  I'uft. 
Vlein  ilieb  ift  cine  aipncrin.  Wei'  S4a^  18  a  Welter,  a  Kciter  mufe  fein.  Wir  ip 
ouf  bcr  aUelt  nt4t3  lieber.  9Jo4  ift  bie  blut)cnbe,  oolbene  ,Sfit-  9'""  l«b'  wobl,  bu 
fleine  ©afje.  Cb  14  bl4  liebe,  ftage  bie  ©tctne.  C  bu  lieber  Suguftin,  alleS  ift  bin. 
C  JBalb,  mit  bcincn  buft'gen  ^wcigcn.  SRofcnftod,  iT^oIbcrblUt)'.  ©anft  ^'aulus  mot 
ein  WebifuS.  £^au'  14  bie  aJoglcln  on.  ©d)enft  mir  'mal  Bairii4  ein.  ©ebt  iht 
breiWofie  Dor  bera  SDBagen?  ©eftt  eu4  )u  mir  um's  JJafe  berum.  •©  ijera  lftet« 
fpaiflg'8  Xing,  ©iiib  mir  ni4t  aur  ^crrli4fcit  geboren.  ©o  i8  boS  6nb'  ber  SUJelt. 
©0  UJlan4er  mB4t'  il)r  SSliimdjcn  feiri.  ©onft  fpielt'  14  n»it  3'Pi"^.  ntit  ftronc  unb 
©tern,  ©tdnbd^nfdngcr.  £tcd)partie«l'ieb.  ©tubio  ouf  einer  Self.  Ten  Ping. 
Irinle,  SJleb4en,  ttlnte  f4nea.  iUctgcfet  bie  beuti4e  ©ptfl4e  nl4t.  Berloffen  bin  1. 
SJiel  ©ffen  mo4t  Did  brcltcr.  SBonn's  Wollliffcrl  mcbt.  JOoS  l)ob'  14  benn  meinem 
5elnSlieb4en  get^an.  Sffiafierfoa.  afleine.ni4t,  c8  ift  DcrgcbenS.  KOcnn  bo8  oflan. 
hfd)e  Wecr  lauter  6t)ampagncr  wot'.  SBir  winben  bir  ben  3ungfernfran|.  2iJo  a 
tlein '3  guttle  fte^t.  SBo^in  mit  bcr  ^reub'?  iJiebt  im  ^crbft  bie  i!et4e  fort.  3' 
WUIUh  on  ber  ^oft.    3um  $eirotl)en  taugen  bie  Wdnncr  nl4t  Diet. 


Bdog  the  Approved,  Verified,  Sympathetic  and  Natural 

EGYPTIAN  SECRETS ; 

Or,  White  and  Black  Art  for  Man  and  Bea^    The  Book  of  Nature  and  Hidden  Secrets 

and  Mysteries  of  Life  Unveiled  ;  being  the  Forbidden  Knowledge  of  Ancient 

Philosophers,  by  that  Celebrated  Student,  Philosopher,  Chemist,  etc. 
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CGYPTJAfl  SCCRCTS. 


ALBERTUS 

MAGNUS. 


Translated  from  the  German.    Three 
Separate  Volumes  Bound  in  One. 

Prlc^,  Ona  Dollar  per  Copy ;  or  3  CopUs  for  Two  Dollars, 

ALBERTUS,  surnamed  Majrnus,  from  the  Latinizing  of  hl3  surname,  which  was 
"Great."  waa  a  native  vi  Suiil)ia,  and  l>orn  In  VM5.  He  was  ardently  desirous  of 
acquiring  knowledge,  and  studied  with  assiduuv;  but  belntr 
ol  slow  comprehension,  his  progress  was  not  adequate  to  hfi 
expectations;  and,  therefore.  In  despair,  he  resolved  to  relin- 
quish books  and  bury  himself  in  retirement.  One  night,  how- 
ever, he  saw  a  vision  of  a  beautiful  women,  who  accosted 
him  and  inquired  the  cause  of  his  grief.  He  replied  that  In 
spite  of  all  his  efforts  to  secure  Information,  he  feared  he 
sliould  always  remain  Igiiurant.  He  then  paused.  "Have 
you  BO  Ultle  faith,"  replied  the  lady, "  as  to  suppose  that 
your  prayers  will  not  obtain  what  you  cannot  of  yourself 
accomplish  t "  The  young  man  prostrated  himself  at  her  feet 
and  she  promised  hfm  ull  that  he  desired,  but  added  that  as 
he  preferred  plillosophy  to  theology,  he  should  lose  his  facul- 
ties Ixjfore  his  death.  She  then  disappeared,  and  the  predic- 
tion was  Hccompllshed.  Alhertus  btM.-ame  unwillingly  Bishop 
of  Ratislnm,  but  he  relinquished  the  See  within  three  years, 
and  resided  chiefly  at  Cologne,  where  he  produced  many  won- 
derful works.  It  was  8;»id  that  he  constructed  an  automaton 
which  both  walked  and  spoke,  answered  questions  and  solved 
problems  submitted  to  ft.  Thomas  Aquinas,  who  M'as  the 
pupil  of  Albertus,  waa  BO  alarmed  on  seeing  this  automaton, 
which  he  conceived  to  he  the  work  of  the  devil,  that  he  broke 
1 1  to  pieces  and  committed  It  to  the  flames.  When  Wil- 
liam, Count  of  Holland,  and  King  of  the  Romans,  was  at 
Cologne,  Alt)ertus  Invited  him  to  a  banquet,  and  prom- 
ised that  his  table  should  be  laid  out  in  the  middle  of  his 
garden,  although  It  was  then  winter,  and  severe 
weather.  William  accepted  the  Invitation;  and  on  arriv- 
1  ng  at  the  house  of  Albertus,  was  surprised  to  find  the 
temperature  of  the  air  as  mild  as  In  summer,  and  the 
banquet  laid  out  In  an  arbor  formed  of  trein  ana  shrubs, 
covered  with  leaves  and  flowers,  exhaling  the  most 
delicious  odors,  which  ttlled  the  whole  of  the  garden. 
Alhertus  was  reputed  a  magician;  but,  nevertheless, 
after  his  death,  which  occurred  In  IH&I.  In  hia  seventy- 
seventh  year,  he  was  canonized. 

This  extraordlnarv  work,  8f)metlmes  called  the  great 
*'  Pow  How;  or,  Masric  Cure  Book,"  Is  held  by  thousands  to  be  the  only  sure  means  to 
avoid  sicknes?  In  their  families;  to  make  them  fortunate  In  their  crops  and  stock 
raising,  and  prosperous  In  all  their  undertakings:  enabling  them  to  acquire  wealth, 
honor  and  esteem  amongst  their  friends  and  nelghlxirs.  Price,  One  Dollar,  by 
mall,  postpaid;  3  copies,  to  one  address,  for  Two  Dollars. 


HerriD^n's  TricHs  witb  Ciirds 


In  •(  iwM  Fhiititflim. 


PRICE  2S   CENTS   PER   COPY. 


a/f  tJLTlTUDES  have  seen  Herrman,  the  great  Prestl- 
"*  dieritator.  In  his  sleigtit  of  hand  and  conjuring  perform- 
ances, and  multitudes  have  heard  of  his  astounding  feats  in  pres- 
tidigitation He  was  second  to  none  In  manipulating  cards,  and 
performed  many  of  the  tri(;ks  contained  In  this  lH>ok  to  crowded 
nouses  to  the  great  delight  of  his  audiences.  This  lx)ok  contains 
a  very  full,  complete  and  plain  explanation  as  to  the  manipulation 
of  a  pack  of  cards  to  perform  numerous  tricks,  wither  without 
special  apparatus.  It  would  take  many  times  this  space  to  men- 
tion all  the  dlfiferent  kinds  of  card  tricks  set  forth  In  this  work. 
Its  contents  Includes  the  latest  tricks  and  deceptions  with  cards, 
and  is  well  adapted  for  home  amusements  and  so<Mal  entertain- 
ments. To  lovers  of  the  marvelous  and  ingenious  this  Ixwk  will 
be  a  perpetual  source  of  delight.  Handsomely  illustrated.  You 
will  never  regret  the  purcha.se  of  this  liook,  as  Its  cost  Is  but  a 
nominal  one  compared  with  Its  intrinsic  value  regarding  card 
manipulation.    Price  25  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid. 


Address  all  orders  to  H.  J.  WEHMAN,  Publlshtr,  108  Park  Row,  Now  York. 


BUSINESS 


LETTER  WRITER 


PSIOB  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-jMdd* 

This  book  Sa  designed  t<>  moct  the  wants  of  all  thoM 
who  ar«  weklntr  a  flrxt-claxti  IIUHliieHS  L.-tt<'i  Writer,  .■ 
It  containia  lanr"  variety  of  carffuUy-wlected  fipeclmea 
Buainpm  Letters;  alRo  a  larKu  numlier  of  Ijeg&l  and  Her* 
cantlle  Korins  uwd  in  RusineKM  mirh  a«:  Artlilea  of  Co 
PartnerKhip,  Notice  of  Dtasulution,  Form  of  an  Amlgn- 
tnent,  Aclcnowledgment  of  beed,  Bill  of  8al<',  I'ower  of 

Attorney,  Judu[ment  Mote, 
Form  of  an  Order,  Part- 
nenitiip  Agreement,  and 
many  others  ttx)  numeroui 
tn  mention:  als4>  the  Artot 
Scciet  Writliier,  Bualiiefli 
I.n»8  and  Uaximx  for  Bual- 
mea  Men  and  HercaiitUa 
Abbieviatlong.  In  ^horl| 
In  the  ptmef  of  tliU  bouk 
are  set  fortli  Bu«lneaa 
Form*.  Styles  and  Techni- 
calities to  aid  the  Inexpert- 
enced  In  the  routine  at 
commerviul  Intercourse 
adoi.tinK  the  plalnesS 
U'rms  consistent  with  thft 
rtudioiiB  politeness  whloh 
U  rlirortmsly  demanded  In 
coniMierrlalU'tterH.  F.very 
pofit  Ion  In  life  demnnds  le^ 
ter-writlnif.  AletlerlstlM 
gnat  link  Itetweenparenta 
and  children,  between 
lovers,  betweeu  friends;  while  In  liusiness  relations  It 
makes  fortunes  or  mars  them.  Irre.-pectlve  of  tlielr 
magnitude  and  importance,  commeicial  transactions 
are  (fenerally  beKuii,  continued  and  ended  by  corre^ 
nondeuce.  Lett<>r«rlUn(r,  In  Kenei-al.isnot  an  easy  task 
to  the  srri-at  majority,  and  liUBinesa  litters  ai«  still  mors 
difticult,  from  the  fact  that  greater  Interests  are  la- 
Tolved,  and  results  of  gain  or  loss  aro  dependent  upon 
them.  Letter-wi Itlng  isan  occompllshment  w  hli-li  every 
one  should  strive  to  acquire.  It  is  not  only  useful,  buj 
Terv  desirable  and  necessary  In  famlliariziuir  the  mind 
with  business  habits  and  matters  connected  therewith. 
It  also  stiniulates  the  mentiil  capacity  ai>d  developee  th« 
intellect.  It  would  take  pace  upon  page  to  explain  fully 
the  merits  and  usefulness  of  this  ixxik.  »ln  order  to  (?!?» 
everyljody  an  opportunity  to  obtain  at  least  one  copy,  we 
havemailetheprice  very  low,  naiiielv:  28  OontSPW 
copy,  by  mall,  pos^pald.  Ki'Er!Ai,-Flve  copies  for  ft* 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  ttcaBtf 
each,  nuiklnf;  $1  In  ail,  and  thereby  tcet  your  own  boOB 

<re«ofcI)jLri{0<  AtUrufiaailordendueotCo 


WEBSTER'S 

Ready-Made 

Love  -  LetterSi 


Prle«,  26  Cents. 

'TpO  WTftG  a  good  letter  Is  an  extremely  hard 

■     task  to  many,  even  those  whose  education 

have  been  In  no  wise  neglected,  and  It  Is  for  the 

aid  and  assistance 
of  such  persona 
that  this  work  la 
written.  The  book 
contains  letters 
suitable  to  every 
circumstance 
that  can  possibly 
arl!«e  in  tne  pro- 
gress of  that  pas- 
sion. True  Love, 
which  Bhakes- 
i)eare  tells  us 
''never  did  run 
smooth."  Tliese 
letters  —  over  180 
in  number— cover 
every  Imaginable 
occasion,  from  the  very  first  acqalntaiice  until 
marriage,  from  ladles  to  Kentleinen  and  gentle- 
men to  ladies.  Al.so  there  will  be  found  In  this 
book  cu.stom8  and  etiquette  of  Love,  Courtship 
and  Marriage  fully  and  granhlcallv  explained, 
to  which  Is  added  a  complete  dictionary  of 
iKH'tlcal  qiiotatlon.s  suitable  to  garnish  and 
ornament  any  love  letter.  These  selections  are 
from  the  greatest  masters  of  the  "divine  art 
and  among  them  will  be  found  sentiments, 
such  Jis  often  were  thought,  but  never  so  well 
expressed  The  celebrated  love  letters  of  Al>e- 
lard  and  Elolsa  are  published  In  full,  as  well  as 
the  key  to  writing  In  secret  characters.  It 
will  be  seen  from  the  foregoing  description 
that  this  book  is  complete  on  the  subject  of 
Love  in  all  Its  forms,  and  Is  not  a  conamon, 
worthless  pamphlet,  well  printed  and  hound. 
It  will  iw  sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  to  any  addresa 
on  receipt  of  as  C«nt«. 

Clean  and  unused  U.  S.  postase 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash,     i 
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411  tb«  ntrarM  of  tha  Q«nn*n  and  ErerT  New  and  Fashionable  Walts,  Round  «» 
■quare  Dance  known  in  Europe  or  America.    The  Author  has  made  this  Book  so  SirapU 
•ad  Plain  that  any  child  can,  bT  reading  it,  become  an  extiert  In  Dauclue  without  the 
"    "  No  other  Book  on  Dancinjf  will  compare  with  this.    All  the  Ijitestaad 

Fashionable  Ixuices  arc  minutely  dencribcd  l>y  Illustrated 
Figures  from  Life,  Fitploininff  PoBitions  in  kound  l)anc«Mi,  4c., 
and  this  Urif^inal  Metlio<l  enables  persons  to  learn  thp  Waltz  by 
practicing  it  a  very  few  times,  and  you  will  have  no  diiflcul'.y  la 
acquiring  it.  Uinta  for  tn©  Organiratidn  and  Managemen*  of 
Balls,  Parties,  *c.  Advice  in  regard  to  the  Selection  of  Musit  lor 
Bails,  Private  Parties,  Ac.  On  Calling,  National  Guard  QuadiiL». 
the  Plain  Quadrille,  the  Ijinrera,  the  Saratoga  Lancers,  the  Caie. 
donians,  the  Surprise  Ouadnlle,  the  Prm"*  Imperial  Quadrille, 
the  Waltz  Quadrille  No.  1  and  2,  the  Otide  tAUcers,  the  Olto* 
Caledonians,  the  I'artsian  VarietieH,the  London  Polka  QuaJriUe. 
Quadrille  Fitrures— The  Basket  Figure,  the  Star  Figure,  th« 
March  Flirure,  the  Jig  Figure,  the  Minuet  Figure,  the  Cheat 
Figure,  the  Nine-Iln  Figure.  Contra  Dances— The  Virginia  Reel. 
Pop  Go<H  the  Weasel,  Spanish  I>ance,  the  Sicilian  Circle.  -  Orand 
]  Ksjvh,  Quadrille  or  Souar*  Dances,  Explanation  of  Quadrille 
^^  Btepa  and  Movements,  Illufitrations  of  Five  Positions  In  Dancing. 
!■  Pouts  on  Hound  Danc«>s,  the  Polka,  the  Waltz,  the  Modem  Plauk 
J  (illde  Wait^th*  Polka  Uasourka,  tho  Knickerbocker,  the  Newport,  the  Var- 
•oUTlenne,  DanishOaro*,  the  Racquet,  the  Wave,  the  Bohemian,  or  Heel  and  Toe  Polk*, 
UMOalopttbe  Bchotttsche.  the  Deux  Temps,  the  Sicilleime.  Tb*  German— U  Figutes, 
•Mmr  tMKanMcand  rull  Sawi^ptioB  of  each,  anfl  How  to  Danoe  themOomcUy.  U  ta 
«  book  of  srreat  Talu*.    PrlM  TWCNTV-FIVE  CENTS  per  copy. 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

l%ere  la  no  greetter  or  more  profonnd  reality  than  lore.  There  Is  no  nobler  poBBCwflon 
lan  the  love  of  another.  There  is  no  higher  gift  from  one  human  being  to  another 
than  love.  The  gift  and  the  pos^easiun  are  true  sonctiflers  of  life,  and  should  be  worn  as 
prwioua  JeweU,  without  affectation  and  without  I>a8hfulness.  For  this  reason  there  Is 
aothlDg  to  be  ashamed  of  In  a  love  letter,  provided  it  be  nincere.    A  celebrated  writer 

once  said  that  *'  to  write  a  good  love  letter,  you  must  be- 
ftin  without  knowing  what  you  are  going  to  say,  and 
finish  without  knowfiig  what  you  have  said."  The  re- 
mark if  to  some  extent  correct,  as  the  true  secret  of  alt 
BUcce&sful  letter- writing  lies  in  the  power  of  conveying 
the  thoughts,  feelings,  and  de.sirea  of  the  writer  to  his  or 
her  correopondent.  Such  a  letter  would  undoubtedly  re- 
flect the  state  of  the  wrifi  's  heart,  agitated  and  dis- 
ordered by  the  tumultuous  throbs  of  pa.ssion;  but,  as  tho 
zeal  of  young  persons  generally,  in  matters  affecting  the 
henrt,  is  very  opt  to  outrun  discretion,  expression  would 
unconsciously  be  given  to  absurd  and  foolish  protesta- 
tions, or  to  extravagant  and  romantic  adulation  of  the 
object  of  attachment. 

To  obviate  this  tendency,  love  and  conrtship  letters 
should  be  an  index  of  the  writer's  good  sense  and  Judg. 
ment  aa  well  as  the  state  of  the  affections,  and  therefore 
regard  should  be  had  in  the  composition  of  them,  as  well 
ma  In  another  letter*,  to  propriety  of  diction,  correctness  of  ta.ste  and  purity  of  style, 
avoiding  the  bombast  and  affectation  and  morbid  sentimentalism  which  too  frequently 
characterizes  epistles  on  these  subjects.  And  though  in  persons  of  retlnement  and  edu- 
cation an  honorable  attachment  will  suffice  to  prompt  its  candid  expression,  there  are 
many  persons  not  possessed  of  these  advantages,  to  wnoni  correspondence  is  always  at- 
tended with  considerable  difficulty.  To  ull  such  the  series  of  Leiters  contained  In  thia 
book,  In  which  delicacy  of  feeling  and  the  warmth  of  exprr-ssion  suited  to  the  subject  have 
been  carefully  blendecl.  will  be  found  an  Important  aid  in  acquiring  facility  and  accu- 
racy in  the  art  of  Letter-Writing.  It  also  contains  the  Art  of  Secret  Writing,  the  Lan- 
guage of  Love  Poetically  Portrayed,  and  Simnllfled  Hulea  of  Grammar.  Piiee  26  CtS* 
per  copy.  SficiaI/— Five  copies  for  91.  Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at 
ft  oeuta  MWli,  f"«'Hng  M  In  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  free  ot  charge. 


^    -y  WE  H  MAN'S  NEW  BOOK  OF  .^- 

RIDDLES  &CONUNDRUNS 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

This  book  contains  the  "frffMnRB"  from  the 
••  whole  field  "  of  Riddl.s  and  Conundrums,  along 
with  a  lot  of  recent,  flrst-class  productions.  In 
It  can  be  found  curious,  puzzling  and  pleasing 
Riddles  and  Conundrums— to  suit  every  phase  of 
feeling,  sentiment  or  humor.  A  capital  book  for 
end  men  In  minstrel  entertainments,  as  it  conlaina 

auestioiis and  answers  that  will  invariably  " hrin; 
own  a  house."  With  the  aid  of  this  book,  you  can 
"hold  your  own  "  with  these  who  are  continually 
"spriutcing  old  chestnuts"  on  to  you— yes,  ma- 
terial with  which  to  "  crush  "  or  silence  would-be 
punsters.  It  contains  lUddles  and  Conundrums 
that  will  keep  the  whole  continent  guessing  and 
then  they'll  have  to  give  'em  up  half  the  time.  In 
fact,  it  contains  the  best  and  largest  collection  of 
Riddles  and  Conundrums  ever  sold  at  so  low  a 
price.   Price  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  ?•' 

copy,  by  mail,  post-paid .  SpeciaI/— Five  copies  for 
$1.  Get  four  of  your  friends  to  cluli  in  with  you 
at  25  cents  each,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  get 
your  own  book  free  of  charge.  Clean  and  unused 
V.  8.  postage  stamps,  of  any  denomination,  taken 
flame  as  cash.  In  sending  silver,  be  sure  to  wrap 
Aamall  piece  of  newspaper  around  it,  to  pre  vent-it 
frcon  tearing  through  the  envelope.  Send  green- 
tiacka  for  large  amounts  if  not  inconvenient  to 

T>a.  Any  five  Twentjrflva  Cant  Books 
on  this  page  for  f  1. 

4SJDBXSB  ALL  ORDERS  DIRECT  TO 
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«   *   CONTAININQ   «   « 

200  Songs.     200  5ongs. 


CONTENTS  t— A  Handful  of  Barth  from  Mother 'i  Orav&-Ao  Irish 

Pair  Day— An  Iriehman'a  Toast— A  Letter  from  Ireland— A  Plain  Little 
Irlab  Qirl— A  Sweet  Irish  Oirl  Is  the  Darling— Avengiof;  and  Bright— 
Ballinamnck  Brigade— Banka  of  Claady— Bard  of   Armagh— Barney, 
Come  Home — Barney  0*Hea— Barney,  the  Lad  from  Elldare — Beantlful 
Olrl  of  Kildare— Beantifal  Shamrock  of  Old  Ireland— Bells  of  Shandon 
—Bernard  Rellly— Birth  of  St.  Patrick— Blackbird— Bonny  Irish  Boy- 
Boys  of  Kilkenny — Brennen  on  the  Moor- Bridget  Donahue — Bryan 
, O'Lynn— Bunch  of  Shamrocks— Burial  of  Sir  John  Moore— Burke's 
Dream— Castlebar  Boy — Celebrated  Speech  of  Rol>ert  Emmet— Colleen 
Bawn— Colleen  Dhas  Machree— Come  Buck  to  Erin— Come  Back  to 
Yonr  Irish  Home— Cow  that  Ate  the  Pit>er— Crooekeen  Lawn — Croppy 
Boy— Cushlamachree— Dainty  Gladys — Dandy  Pat— Dan  Maloney  la  tne 
Man— Dear  Harpof  My  Country— Dear  Irish  Boy— Dear  Little  Colleen- 
Dear  Old  Ireland— Death  of  Sarsfieid— Donnelly  and  Cooper— Dough- 
erty's Boarding  House— Drinking  with  Daniel  Maloney— Dublin  Bay- 
Emmet's  Farewell  to  Hla  True  Love — Erin,  Mavoumeen— EriuV  Qreen 
Shore— Erin's  Lovely  Home— Exile  of  Erin— Exile's  Lament— Eily  Ma- 
vonmeen— Faster  You  Pluck  Them  the  Thicker  Tbey  Grow— Father 
O'Flynn— Father  Tom  O'Neil— Fenian's  Escape— Fine  Old  Irleh  Gentle- 
man—Garden Where  the  Praties  Grow— Garryowen — Give  an  Honest 
Irish  Lad  a  Chance — God,  Save  Ireland— Good-bye,  Biddy  Dear— Good- 
bye, Mike,  Good-bye,  Pat— Grave  of  Wolfe  Tone— Green  Above  the  Red 
—Green  Linnet — Qreen  LittleShamrockof  Ireland— Handy  Andy— Harp 
that  Once  thro'  Tara'e  Halls— Hat  Me  Father  Wore— How  Oft  Has  the 
Banshee  Crledf- I'm  a  Man  You  Don't  Meet  Every  Day— I  Left  Ireland 
and'Mother  because  We  Were  Poor— I  Owe  $10  to  O'Grady— Ireland- 
Ireland  Will  Yet  Be  Free— Irleh  Brigade— Irish  Colleen— Irish  Glri— 
Irishman's  Home  —  Irishman's    Shanty— Iriehmen   of   To-Day— Irish 
Molly  O — Irish  Potheen— Irish  Stranger— Irish  Volnnteers-Ivy  Green- 
I'll  Take  Yon  Home  Again,  Kathleen— Jennie,  the  Flower  of  Kildare — 
John  Mitchell— Johnny  Dougherty,  the  Tailor— Kate  Kearney- Kate 
O'Brien— Kathleen,   Mavonrneen  —  Katt^,   Avonmeen — Kuty    Ryan- 
Kerry  Dance — Killamey— Kitty  of  Coleraine— Lament  of  the  Irish  Emi- 
grant—Lannigan's  Ball— Last  Rose  of  Summer— Let  Erin  Remember  the 
Days  of  Old— Limerick  Is  Beautiful— Limerick  Races— Little  Four-Leaf 
Shamrock  from  Glennore— Love's  Young  Dream — Low-Backed  Car — 
Maid  of  Erin— Manchester  Martyrs— Man  that  Struck  O'ilara— Man 
Who  Taught  Her  to  Dance — Marv  of  Tii>perary— Maureen  Mavonrneen — 
Meeting  of  the  Waters— Micliael  Dwyer— Minalrei  Boy— Mrs.  Biggins* 
Parlor  Floor— Molly  Bawn— Moll V  Flynn— Mother,  He's  Going  Away— 
My  Dear  Old  Irish  Home— My  Emmet's  No  More— My  Heart's  in  Old 
Ireland— My  Pretty  Irleh  Queen- Nell  Flangherty'sDrake— Nelly  Brady 
—No  Irish  Need  Apply— No  Irish  Wanted  Here— Norah  Aroon— Norah, 
Asthore— Norah  O'Neal— Norah,   the  Pride  of  Kihlare— Now  Then, 
Molly— Och,  Paddy,  Is   It  YonrselfT- O'Donnell,  the    Avenger— Oh, 
Blame  Not  the  Banl— Oh,  Breathe  Not  His  Name— Oh,  Leave  Not  Yonr 
Kathleen — Oh,  Molly  Grocan— Old  Ireland  Forever— Once  More  In  the 
D«ir  Old  Land— Origin  of  the  Harp— Paddy  Is  the  Boy— Paddy  Loves  a 
Shamrock— Paddy's   Land— Paddy  Whack— Pat  and  the  Priest— Pat 
Malloy— Pat  of  Mnllingar— Pat  O'Hara— Patrick  Sheehan— Pat  Roach 
at  the  Play— Pat's  Not  So  Black  As  He's  Been  Painted— Poor  Irich  Mina- 
trel-Pretty  Maid  Milking  Her  Cow— Pride  of  Mayo— Ragged  Pat^Re- 
member  Boy,  You're  Irish— Return  of  Pat  Malloy— Rich  and  Rare  Were 
the  Gems— Rising  of  the  Moon— Robert  Emmet— Rocky  Road  to  Dablin 
— Rory  O'More— Rose  of  Killamey— Rose  of  Tralee— Shamns  O'Brien — 
Shamns  O'Brien,  Recitation— Shan  Van  Vogh— She  Is  Far  from  the 
Land— Sprig  of  ShiUelah— Star  of  Glengary— Sublime  Was  the  Warning 
—Sweet  Dreams  of  Erin— Tall  iv  Me  Coat  —  Tan-yard  Side— Teddy 
O'Neal— Terrance  McMnllln— There  Never  Was  a  Coward  Where  the 
Shamrock  Grows — ^Those  Single  Days  of  Old — Though  the  Last  Glimpse 
of  Erin  with  Sorrow  I  See— Three  Leaves  of  Shamrock— Tim  Finlgau's 
Wake— Tipperary  Christening— Troe  Irish  Hearts— Twig  of  Siiillelah 
—Valley  Lay  Smiling  Before  Me— Wearing  of  the  Green— Wedding  of 
Ballyporeen— When  Ireland  Has  an  Army  and  a  Navy  of  Her  Own- 
Where  Is  Kathleen r— Whisky,  You're  the  DlvU— Whistling  Thief— Why 
Paddy's  Always  Poor— Widow  McGee— Widow's  Only  Son— Wild  Irish 
Boy— You'll  fiemember  Me— You'll  Soon  Forget  Eatbieea— Yooog  Base. 


This  book  yr\n  be  sent  to  any  address,  by  mail,  posf-pald,  on  receipt 
of  10  Oenta  in  silver  or  postage  stamps.    Address  ali  orders  to 
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PRICE   25   CENTS. 

Ql^oaftanbtoe  ^nleihtitd  s»v  SKfaffutto  affet  int  gc* 

tod^nltt^en  iehen  tiotfoitiitiettbni  IBtiefe  nttb 

iHttffa^e,  fotoie  Softttnente  nttb  fBerttagc 

bed  (Beft^aftd:  uttb  ^tttiatlebend. 

9ebe  ftunf)  —  au4  b<(,  einm  {niereDanttn  99rUf  ju  f^reitxit  —  btrubi  anf 
««totfWn  Wefefefii  unb  Wfjjeln,  bie  tDoI)l  ftubirt  Uiti  mililen.  Tie  Utbung, 
bU  {(Sinxifenbtn  Stbanftn  tn  (navpe  Ori»^»i  }"  bringtn,  fut)rt  jut  SBeb(Ti1d)ung 

DCS  Stoff  >  unb  tnail)t  baburd)  ben 
58riff  interefiont.  —  «ll  ^ix\)ttx 
fiir  aQe  Xieienigen,  n)(l(i)e  mtt  bem 
ffitift(d)rfiben  unb  ber  ^Ibfafiung 
ton  Xbfumenten  ic.  tneniQer  wr. 
traut  fmb,  jot!  unlet  SBtieffleflet 
belradjtet  werben;  er  |ofl  bem  Un. 
funbiflcn  iBele^tunfl,  bem  Streben 
ben  ^iilfe  auf  mbalic^ft  turiem 
aUge  oewfibren.  ler  ©efdjdfll. 
mann  finbet  au^erbem  aUe  auf  ber 
?Jri»atDetfel)r  be^iiolidjen  $oflbe. 
ftimmungen,  iowie  Weji^dftsbtiefe, 
gormulare  juriftildKn  3nhal»l. 
ffielebtunfl  iibet  aUedjfel  unb  Cbei* 
tc.  ?luS  bem  teid)baltiflcn  ^n^oli 
feien  erteSbnt:  ©liitfttjunfdjbtiefe, 
©ratulationsfatfenu  Pinlabunfll 
Jdireibcn,  freunbfcbaftlidje  9?riefe, 
Oramilicnbriffe,  5i*tiefe  in  £iebel 
unbf>eiratt)8anfleleflen6eiten,  Sel 
leiblbtiefe,  9?ittf(I)teiben,  embfeb. 
lungSbriffe,  2Wabnbriefe,Grntj(Dul. 
bigunnSbriefe,  iPefdjenfunfllbrieft, 
Tanf(agunflg{(breiben,  9Ib|d)tebl. 
briefe  u.f.tn.  fVerner  enlbSllbal 
SPu4  eine  auSgetedblfe  Sommlunp 
bon  €tamnitu(i)-!SeT|en,  )DeI4(fle> 
toi6  fiir  SSiele  eine  tDtClfommenc 
SuflQbe  fein  toirb.  —  !8ei  berSRei^. 
^altigreit  unb  StQiafeit  be!  Sui^B 
fkbt  niobl  ]u  ermarten,  baft  el  biel*  fiefet  finbcn  unb  benfeibrn  Bek^tung 
unb  9tm>en  bringen  ttitb.        
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PRICE    25    CENTS- 

3tibeirlaffige  SCntiielfungen,  tttti  tnit  ma^igett  tinb  gerittgeti 

Vlittcln  bie  (anbedttblic^ett  Speifen  ^eutfc^Ianbd  ntib 

9lmttiU9  fc^tttttdl>aft  ttttb  biOig  ^ersttfteOeti. 

*lefel  SPu4  }ei4"et  fl4  bor  alien  Q^nliAen  bur*  ReHboItlafeit,  SwetfrnStfoWt, 
•ebitgen^it  unb  93iaigfett  auS.  Tie  meiften  beutj^en  Ko4bU4er  berfe^Ien  tqeiH 
•uTii)  iljre  einfeitigfeit  (inbem  In  i^nen  ju  menig  SlUtffitbt  auf  bie  bieflgen  ^robuttt 
■nb  (limotifdjen  iBerbdItniJie  genommen  tft),  tljetlS  burdj  ibren  Weitfdbnxiflgen,  auf 
felt  itoit,  mit  aQen  J^ilf^mitteln  auSgeftattete  fiiii^e  beret^neten  Cmbalt  me^c  obet 

iDeiiiget  tbren  Sweet.  JBiele  bieler  Biiiftei 
njetben  In  bem  ©lauben  gelauft,  ein  treue- 
Slatbgebei  fiir  bie  £>au3frau  )u  fein;  nur  lu 
balb  aber  mu6  fi*  leHfere  bason  iiberjeugen, 
bag  ber  aSetfafjer  bed  a3u4e<  bie  !l9ere^nung 
ot)ne  bie  ber  bef^eibeneren  Aiic^e  lu  ©ebote 
fttljenben  TOittel  gema(^t  bat.  Tabet  wimmeU 
ber  ;>n^alt  fo  bon  te(i)nifd)en  i  atbriicfen  unb 


fremben  9Jamen,  unb  ift  fo  unflar  gebalten, 
bafe  ber  toeniger  qeidjulfen  4»au«frou  Jd)on 
beim  iiefenberftobrlummt.  9lu(^iftber^reil 


biirjer  SBiitber  fo  bo*,  baft  bie  mit  itbtf(J)en 
©utern  nicbt  gefegnete  unb  Don  ben  Sotgen 
b(i  SebenS  flarf  m  *DHtIeiben)cbaft  gejogent 

fjauSfrau  p*  bie  9ln((J)afJung  fdjon  au«  Bie. 
em  ©runbe  berfagen  mug.  Xiefen  unb  noi^ 
bielen  anbern  Uebelftdnben,  bie  aQe  aufjujdb. 
leii  bier  ber  Raum  fe^lt,  toiS  biefeS  IBu*  ab* 
belfen  unb  ber  fora*  unb  fparfamen  ©attin 
beS  Slrbeiter*.  ®iiT(bdftSmanne8,  JJarmerl 
u.  f .  nj.  ben  UL'eg  jeigen,  ein  ibren  ^ilfJmit. 
tetn  entfpre*enb(>  unb  babei  bod)  QuteS  unb 
}uttdgli(bel  IJlaifl  )u  bereiten.  3"  biefem 
i^roetf  ift  mit  grower  eorgfalt  ber  einfadje, 
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SWEET    MAY    BRADY. 

Copyriffht,  18M,  by  A.  M.  Mansfield.     Woi-da  by  C.  J.  M«|>p.      Muiiic  by  J.  B.  Cobeii. 
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■t 


■" 


Of  all  the  girls  In  all  the  world  there's  but  one  girl  for  me. 
All  call  her  sweet  May  Brady,  for  she's  sweet  as  sweet  can  be. 
Whene'er  the  lads  they  try  to  win  my  sweetheart  from  my  side. 
She  smiles  and  gently  tells  them  "  nay,"  for  she's  my  promised  bride. 

Refrain. 

Sweet  May  Brady,  my  lady  with  heart  so  true. 

Eyes,  so  dancing  and  glancing,  of  deepest  blue, 

\\ont  you  name  a  tlay  when  we  may  marry,  do! 

And  money,  I'll  burn  it,  as  fast  as  1  earn  It,  sweet  May,  for  you! 

Since  from  this  precious  little  girl  my  happy  fate  I  learned, 

I've  saved  my  dimes  and  nickels,  too,  nor  even  pennies  spurned. 

Until  I  now  have  quite  enough  to  build  a  home  for  May, 

And  Sunday  next,while  in  the  park,  she'll  nameour  wedding  day  .—//</. 


BROKEN,    THAT    IS    ALL 

Oopyiigbt,  1897.  by  Cliaa.  E.  Baer.     EDgll."!]  copyriKht  secured. 
Words  and  Muiio  by  ChM.  E.  Baer. 
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A  little  girl  was  playing  with  her  doUle, 

Its  golden  head  she  folded  to  her  breast. 
Some  secret  In  its  tiny  ear  was  telling. 

Before  she  laid  It  gently  down  to  rest, 
"Oh,  mamma,  dollie's  dead,'  the  child  is  calling, 

••  Her  pretty  eyes  won't  open  when  I  call;  " 
The  scalding  tears  are  sadly,  sadly  falling. 

The  little  toy  is  broken,  that  Is  all. 

CHORfS. 

Only  a  little  tear-dimmed  eye,  only  a  sob,  a  childish  cry; 

'Twill  be  forgotten  by  and  l)y,  only  a  broken  doll; 
Mother  will  kiss  the  tears  away,  get  her  another  doll  some  day. 

Sadly  the  toy  is  laid  away,  broken,  that  Ls  all. 

It  Is,  alas,  the  oft-repeated  story, 

A  sister  frail  has  fallen  by  the  way. 
And  not  a  hand  In  pity  stretched  to  save  her, 

No  mother  now  to  kiss  the  tears  away. 
But  still  her  thoughts  to  childhood  ever  turning. 

She's  thinking  of  the  days  t)eyond  recall. 
The  DOor.  siid  heart  for  one  kind  word  is  yearning, 

A  woman's  heart  is  broken,  that  is  all. 

CHORfS. 
Only  a  mem'ry  of  the  past,  only  a  Joy  too  sweet  to  last, 
/     Weeping  is  vain,  the  die  Is  cast,  only  a  woman's  fall; 
1  Mother's  kind  voice  no  more  she  hears,  whispering  love  to  childish  ears. 
Only  a  heart  too  full  for  tears— broken,  that  Is  all. 


When  that  Funny  Little  Look  Conies 
in  Their  Eye. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Hamilton  S.  Qordon.    En((lUh  copyright  aecured. 


UMd  by  pennteslon  of  HainiltoD  S.  Qordon,  189  Fifth  Areiiue,  N.  Y.,  price  Meant*. 


Words  and  Music  by  Maud  Evelyn  Moulton. 


There  is  a  little  girl  I  know  with  curly,  golden  hair. 

And  rosy  cheeks  and  pretty  dimples,  too. 
She  looks  just  like  an  angel,  but  Id  have  the  boys  beware, 

For  lots  of  fun  Is  In  her  eyes  so  blue. 
She'll  make  you  think  she  loves  you.  she'll  promise  to  be  true, 

And  so  she  will  until  the  cash  is  gone. 
Then  you'll  meet  her  with  another  man,  an  o,  'twill  make  you  sigh. 

As  you  take  your  last  l>est  suit  away  to  pawn. 

Chorus. 
O  the  girls  are  very,  very  cute. 

To  get  the  best  or  us  you  bet  they  try; 
Now  they  can't  fool  me.  I  know  what  they're  about. 
,  When  that  funny  little  look  comes  In  their  eye. 

The  first  time  that  I  met  her  she  was  standing  at  the  gate 

Of  a  little  cottage  house,  as  I  passed  by 
I  looked  at  her.  .she  lix)ked  at  me,  she  never  even  smiled. 

But  a  funny  little  Ux>k  came  in  her  eye. 
We  went  to  walk  that  very  night,  and  O,  but  she  was  nice. 

So  was  the  j)ln  I  wore,  stuck  in  my  tie. 
I  found  It  gone  when  she  went  home,  I've  never  seen  it  since. 

We  shall  meet  in  the  sweet  by  and  by.— chorus. 

Now,  whv  Is  It  when  a  man  has  got  a  loving  little  wife 

That  away  from  her  dear  side  sometimes  he'll  roam. 
And  stay  out  'ate  and  have  a  time  in  corap'ny  with  some  girl 

Who's  not  as  pretty  as  the  wife  at  home. 
Why  does  he  spend  his  money  on  the  girl  and  go  home  "broke," 

And  listen  to  his  fond  wife  sob  and  sigh* 
It's  because  the  poor  num  can't  resist  the  look  I  know  so  well. 

That  funny  little  look  In  that  girl's  eye.— Choi  ur. 

Just  as  long  as  there  are  pretty  girls  that  act  upon  the  stage, 

iSpoh-n.)    (No,  they're  not  obliged  to  act.  they  can  Just  pose.j 
There'll  be  bald  heads  In  the  front  row,  who,  I  blusli  to  tell,  will  look 

At  the  girls  In  tights.    Now  why  do  you  suppose* 
And  If  they  hear  a  naughty  song  sung  by  a  pretty  girl. 

Why  Is  It  they  encore  her  .so,  O  why* 
I  can  tell  you,  while  she's  singing,  she  Just  gives  them  that  queer  look. 

That  funny  little  look  that's  In  her  eye.— t'/ior«». 


SAINT    AND    SINNERS.         i 

CopyriKht,  1898,  by  A.  M  Maaafleld.    Entered  at  Btatiuners'  Hall.  London 

Word!  by  Fred  Britten.    Music  by  Albert  M.  ManiUeld.  j 

To  a  grand  and  stately  church  I  sauntered  Sunday  morn  at  ten. 
While  the  bells  above  -were  chiming  out  their  welcome  to  all  men. 
When  a  poor,  degraded,  wretched-looking  man,  quite  ill  and  w^orn. 
Knelt  beside  me  m  that  scene  of  luxury. 
Down  the  aisle  came  straight  an  usher,  pompous,  dignified  and  stern,    ^ 

To  that  poor  old  man  whose  head  was  bowed  in  prayer. 
And  he  whispered  harshly,  "  Go!  this  church  Is  not  for  such  as  you,"     ' 

And  this  thought  came  to  me  as  I  lingered  there: 

Chorus. 

Which  was  the  sinner,  and  wlilch  was  the  salutr 

What  would  your  answer  l)e? 
The  picture  is  one  no  t)eglnner  can  paint. 

But  an  artist  with  fancy  free. 
Is  dame  fortune  whost'  smile  places  velvet  on  one. 

Whose  frown  turns  the  other  to  tears. 
Makes  a  saint  of  the  sinner  in  splendor  arrayed. 

But  the  others  sad  tale  seldom  hears. 

Just  outside  the  church  I  met  the  old  man  standing  quite  alone. 

And  I  spoke  a  word  of  friendly  cheer  in  sympathetic  tone. 

Then  the  story  that  he  told  now  makes  my  Indignation  burn, 

'Twas  the  old  one  of  a  friend's  duplicity. 

For  In  years  gone  by  in  buslne.ss  he'd  been  known  suctiessfully. 

But  a  scheming  partner  won  his  wealth  awav. 

Though  he's  under  fortune's  ban,  his  old  partner  was  that  man. 

Who  from  church  that  morning  ordered  him  away.— Cfiotnt. 


BYE,    BYE,    MISTAH    JACKSON. 

Copyright,  1808,  by  A.  M  Manxfleld.     EUilered  at  Siatluners'  Hall,  Loudon. 


Words  by  Ed.  Qardenier.    Uusic  by  Chas.  Kohlman.  I 

I  called  at  ma  baby's  house,  'twas  on  a  Sunday  night. 
When  I  f)eeked  frew  de  windah  pane,  why  I  got  an  awful  fright. 

I  seen  de  wench  what  promised  fo'  ter  marry  me  in  June,  / 

She  wuz  spoonln'  in  de  pariah  wld  a  lemon-cullud  coon.  \ 

Den  I  got  zasperated  an' yanked  de  l)ell  so  hard  .  i  -  ( 

Dat  out  come  ma  lady  lub  an' handed  me  a  card.  ■      '    '  "  / 

She  slammed  de  doah  right  in  ma  face,  it  nearly  knocked  me  dead;  ) 

I  read  de  wrltfti'on  de  card,  an' dis  Is  what  it  said:  ( 

f  Chorus.  [         ( 

Bye,  bye,  Mistah  Jackson,  I'se  got  annudder  coon  ( 

Dat  matches  ma  complexshun,  I'se  a  high-<'la8s  octoroon.  ( 

Ob  course  it  wouldn't  matter  If  j'on'd  been  a  mullatter,  but  as  it  is  you  see.  *■ 
It's  no  use,  cut  loose:  you're  too  black  for  rae.  i 

'Twas  mighty  tantallzin'  ter  tink  dat  Hannah  Brown  .1 

She  objected  to  ma  cuUah.  and  deliberate  frew  me  down.     '  , 

Ma  dandruff  kep'  a-risin",  I  wuz  thirstln"  fur  de  gore  .  '. 

Ob  dat  low-down  valler  nigger,  so  I  busted  In  de  doah. 

1  wanted  heaps  of  troubbel,  was  Itchln'  fur  a  fight, 

I  got  It  In  a  minute  an'  soon  I  wuz  a  sight: 

I  landed  In  de  guttah,  as  dey  carted  me  away, 

De  last  ting  I  remembah  wuz  I  heard  Miss  Hannali  nay.— Chorus.         I 


DON'T   WORRY,    DAD,   FOR    I    AM( 


COMING-    HOME. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  A.  H.  Mansfield.     EUitered  at  Statiunem'  Hall,  l.«ndon> 


I 


By  Wm.  S  Estrcn. 


In  a  crowded  city  street  there  stood  an  old  gray  headed  man. 

Confusion  on  his  face  wa.s  plainly  seen. 
When  starting  off  a  few  short  steps  he  stops  and  looks  around, 

A3  In  his  eyes  the  tears  began  to  gleam;  , 

If  I  could  only  find  her.  In  feeble  voice  he  said,  :     .  I 

When  'round  him  then  there  stops  the  passers  by, 
A  girlish  form  push'd  thro'  the  crowd,  stepped  to  the  old  man's  side. 

With  arms  around  his  neck,  began  to  cry: 

Chorus.  \ 

Don't  worry,  dad,  for  I  am  coming  home. 
Your  sad  face  tells  me  you  have  been  alone,    •* 

You've  missed  your  darling  Kate,  I'll  go  back  ere  'tis  too  late. 
Don't  worry,  dad,  for  I  am  coming  home. 

In  a  pretty  country  home  strayed,  free  from  KUllt  or  guileful  ways, 

Where  naught  but  love  across  her  young  lire  fell, 
'Till  buddlnu:  into  womanhood  the  evil  tempter  came. 

She  loved  nlm  not  too  wisely  but  too  well; 
One  early  morn  she  left  them.  It  broke  her  mother's  heart, 

Her  father  sought  to  find  her  In  despair; 
When  broken  down  from  feebleness,  the  last  hope  nigh  had  flown. 

He  heard  his  daughter's  voice  cry  in  his  ear:  — CAoru*. 
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Every  Day  Will  Be  Sunday  By  and  By. 

Copyriiiht,  Itm.  by  A.  U.  Haixfleld.     EmtllBh  eopyrisbt  lecured. 

Words  Mid  Muiic  by  Arthar  J.  West  and  Chaa.  Kohlmaa.  *'..■■' 

Last  Sunday  night  with  my  sweetheart  to  a  picnic  I  did  go, 
All  the  boys  from  the  neighborhood  were  also  there  you  know, 
When  the  picnic  was  over,  coming  home  all  the  boys  did  sing, 
To  tbeir  sweethearts  beside  them  this  song  In  their  ears  would  ring: 

CH0RIT8.  --■■'■' 

Ev'ry  day  will  be  Sunday  by  and  by. 

We  will  both  be  happy,  love,  you  and  I, 

No  one  else  will  come  between  for  your  love  to  try, 

Ev'ry  day  will  be  Sunday  by  and  by. 

'Most  every  bov  has  a  sweetheart  whom  he  dearly  loves  so  well, 
Who  takes  her'out  ev'ry  Sunday,  and  who  always  looks  so  swell, 
Then  he  asks  her  to  marrv,  and  gives  her  the  engagement  ring. 
When  she  speaks  of  the  happy  day,  to  her  this  song  he  will  sing:— CAo. 


MY    LITTLE    PICKANINNY. 

Oopyrisbt,  ItSS,  oy  A.  M.  llandfield.     EurUrIi  oopyright  M«arMl. 
Words  and  Music  by  Will  H  Kerr. 


You'll  hear  de  white  folks  tell  about  dere  baby  boy,       . 

Each  say  dare's  Is  de  finest  In  de  land. 
But  rse  a  boy  dat's  jus'  as  nice,  he's  my  one  Joy, 
He's  black,  but  all  de  same  he's  Just  as  grand. 
Each  evening  when  my  work  is  done  I  takes  him  on  my  knee. 

And  sing  for  him  a  sweet  rock-a-by. 
If  that  don't  soothe  him  then  I  hugs  him  close  to  me. 
And  sing  for  him  dls  little  lullaby: 

Chorus. 
Loo,  la  Loo,  my  baby  boy,  now  close  yo'  little  eyes  and  go  to  sleep; 
Daddy'l  bring  you  some  new  toy,  my  little  pickaninny  sleep. 

A  cute  and  cunnih' little  lad's  dls  boy  of  mine. 

His  lips  am  sweet  as  honey  on  de  comb. 
His  eyes  am  brighter  than  de  stars  do  ever  shine. 

And  he's  a  ray  of  sunshine  In  our  home. 
His  daddy  works  de  whole  day  long,  then  home  does  quickly  come. 

To  roll  him  'roun'  de  floor  in  childish  glee. 
And  when  he's  tired  out  I  takes  him  up  and  hum 

Dis  lullaby,  he  nestles  close  to  me.— CAori/o. 


HURRAH!     FOR    THE    INVASION. 

V   Copyrlicht,  1S9K,  by  Alic«  Davis  Thornton.    By  Alice  Davi«  Tbsmton.  ^ 


There  floats  a  cry  from  Cuba,  across  o'er  Tampa's  bay,  r  '• ' 

Come  over,  brother  soldiers,  and  help  us  in  the  fray; 
Back  over  Tampa's  waters  we  shout  the  megaphone: 
We're  coming,  strongly  coming,  with  valor,  grit  and  gun. 

ClIORCS. 

Await  the  great  invasion,  coming  mighty  strong. 
Await  the  great  invasion,  for  it  comes  to  right  the  wrong. 
Hurrah!  for  our  soldier  boys,  they  go  to  win  the  day. 
And  show  them  that  to  tackle  Uncle  Sam  don't  pay. 

The  soil  that  once  was  harrowed  with  Maceo's  lifeless  form. 
Shall  wave  its  "Cuba  Libre,"  unfurled  by  tvrants  wrong. 
We'll  rout  the  vile  assassins  who  sank  our  8"hip,  the  '  Maine," 
For  from  Havana's  harbor  cry  out  the  dread  refrain-.— cV/o»-«#. 

Shoot  on,  ye  Morro  Castles,  undauntedly  we  stand. 
Nor  shrink  the  whizzing  missile  turned  loose  by  clumsy  hands. 
Like  Dewey,  we  defy  their  aim  and  sink  the  hostile  foe. 
And  Blanco  and  Cervera  we'll "  do  "  forevermore.— C'Ao»t/». 

Then  float  flag  of  liberty  o'er  Culja's  tropic  soil. 
Your  Uncle  Sam  looks  proudly  on  the  boasted,  vaunted  spoil. 
He  has  practiced  what  lie  preached,  and  won  in  f reedom  s  name. 
And  the  Phoenix  hallelujahs  forever  will  proclaim:— c'/«>r««. 


i>  m 


I'M  LOOKING-  FOR  A  LOST  ONE. 

Oopyrlffht,  1898,  by  A.  M.  Mansfield.   Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.  London. 
Words  and  MukIc  by  W.  S.  EstrOD. 


To  the  prison  gate  there  came  one  day  an  old  gray-headed  man. 
And  asked  permission  that  he  might  look  o'er  the  prison  clan, 
The  warden  kindly  asked  him  what  his  mission  there  might  be. 
Was  he  lookinjf  for  a  lost  one,  or  Just  the  sights  to  see? 
"  My  quest  Is  for  a  woman  I've  not  seen  for  many  years, 
I've  looked  the  wide  world  over,"  then  his  eyes  fllled  up  with  tears. 
The  kindly  warden's  heart  was  touched    "  In  me  will  you  confldey 
I'd  like  to  hear  your  story,"  and  the  old  man  then  replied:  ♦ 

Chorus. 
"I'm  looking  for  a  lost  one,  whom  I  loved  when  but  a  boy,    ' 
And  Just  to  see  her  face  again  would  fill  my  heart  with  foy, 
'Tis  many  years  since  we  have  met.  tho'  time  and  place  be  strange. 
I'd  know  her  if  I  met  her,  yes!  I'd  know  her  tho'  she's  changed.'^ 

The  old  man  then  proceeded  with  his  story,  sadly  told,      ,  .  . 

For  love  of  her  in  early  youth  he'd  hoarded  up  his  gold. 

To  wed  her  in  the  village  church  had  been  his  dream  thro'  life. 

And  happy  days  he  pictured  when  she  became  his  wife. 

But  his  hopes  were  rudely  broken  by  a  note  which  slniply  read, 

"  Good-bye,  dear  ones,  don't  grieve  for  me."  and  this  isall  It  said: 

For  another  she  had  left  us.  and  sorrow  proved  her  fate, 

AQd  then  the  old  man  rose  and  said  while  passing  out  the  gate:— C/io. 


THE    FIRST    TO    CAST    A    STONE. 

Copyright.  18M,  by  A.  H.  HansfleH.     Entered  at  Stationers'  Ball,  London. 


Wores  and  Music  by  Charles  Graham. 


A  Story  from  the  Bible  came  to  mind  the  other  day, 

When  I  saw  a  crowd  of  people,  as  I  homeward  took  my  way. 

They  gathered  'round  a  woman  who  was  handsome,  young  and  fair; 

I  heard  a  man  insult  her,  but  she  did  not  seem  to  care. 

They  say  she  was  his  sweetheart,  in  the  golden  long  ago. 

But  in  after  years  he'd  parted  from  the  girl  who  loved  nlm  so, 

Tho'  he  promised  once  to  wed  her.  all  his  love  to  hate  had  grown. 

And  I  thought  about  the  story  of  the  flrst  to  cast  a  stone. 

Chorcs.  •    . 

Trusting  in  his  word,  believing  he  was  true. 

She  became  his  sweetheart,  tho'  no  one  ever  knew. 

Old  friends  pass  her  by.  sorrow  she  has  known. 

And  he  who  should  defend  her,  was  the  first  fo  cast  a  stoue. 

She  stood  within  a  doorway,  and  the  scene  I'll  ne'er  forget, 

In  her  eyes  I  saw  forgiveness,  you  could  see  she  loved  him  yet. 

She  may  have  been  a  .'^lagdalene,  as  I  heard  some  one  say. 

But  some  one  has  to  answer  for  her  on  the  Judgment  day. 

And  when  the  mlghtv  roll-call's  over,  when  life's  span  is  past. 

He  will  find  a  retribution,  for  she  loved  him  to  the  last. 

In  the  early  years  he  wooed  her,  but  she  soon  was  left  alone. 

And  tho'  helpless  on  the  street,  he  was  the  first  to  cast  a  stone.— CAo. 


THE    LAST    ROLL    CALL. 

Oopjilgllt,  1(92,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationers'  UaU,  London. 
Written  and  Compoi«d  by  diaries  Osborne. 


Fifty  years  ago  last  Friday,  on  a  wild  and  stormy  day. 
r  was  fighting  for  our  colors,  many  thousand  miles  away; 
Tho'  we  were  but  one  to  twenty,  still  we  beat  them— yes,  they  loBtl 
We  were  victors,  heroes  all;  but  what  a  price  that  vlct'ry  cost! 

Chorfs.  '      *  ♦ 

Side  by  side,  like  a  crimson  tide.  In  the  days  of  long  ago. 
On  we  dash'd.  and  our  sabres  crash'd.  till  we  conquered  ev'ry  foe; 
■    But  one  by  one,  ere  the  fight  was  done,  I  saw  my  comrades  fall. 
And  I  was  the  only  one  left  to  answer  the  Last  Roll  Call! 

Fifty  brave  and  stalwart  soldiers  thrashed  a  host  of  deadly  foes. 
Fifty  sabres  flashed  like  lightning  ere  the  shout  of  vlct'ry  rose; 
Like  an  avalanche  of  thunder  on  we  swept -Hurrah:  they  run: 
Then  I  rode  back  home  in  silence,  all  had  fallen  there  but  one.— CTiorm. 

By  the  dim  and  ghostly  torchlight,  there  we  sought  them  where  they  fell. 
They  who'd  saved  their  country's  honor,  they  who'd  fought  &  died  so  well; 
Who  is  this,  beneath  those  shadows*  Halt:  lads,  gently  raise  his  head; 
Turn  the  light  this  way,  men— silence.  Jack,  my  own  twin  brother,  dead. 

—  VhOtiiB. 

Who's  Got  Ma  Money  in  Dis  G-ang? 

Copyright,  1898,  l<y  Oeo.  WIIIlK  A  Ck>.    Enirllsb  copyright  secured. 


Wordfi  and  Music  by  Fred  Douglas. 


'Way  down  in  Alabama  once  a  coon  salvation  army 

Was  atrylng  for  to  save  some  culud's  soul; 
They  as.sembled  by  a  big  saloon,  where  sinners  was  the  thickest, 

'Twas  enough  to  make  a  person's  blood  run  cold. 
When  the  aged  parson  looked  around  to  view  his  congregation, 

A  book  in  nand,  this  t«xt  which  he  had  read; 
When  he  was  done  he  passed  his  hat  to  beg  the  crowd  for  money. 
When  a  hungry-looking  tramp  aroused  and  said: 
Who's  got  some  money  in  this  gang. 
Buy  a  drink  so  I  can  have  a  dram; 
Say  the  word,  for  he  feels  frisky.  ' 

All  he  wants  is  gin  or  whiskey. 

Who's  got  some  monev  in  tnis  gangy 
Who's  got  some  money  in  this  gang. 
Buy  a  drink  so  I  can  have  a  dram; 
Say  the  word,  for  he  feels  frisky. 
All  he  wants  is  gin  or  whiskey,  .     <■ 

Who's  got  some  money  in  this  gang? 

A  gang  of  burly  darkies  had  a  crap  game  on  the  quiet 

In  an  alley,  which  they  thought  was  out  of  sight; 
One  darky  lost 'most  all  he  had,  was  trying  to  get  even, 

When  some  darky  make  a  snatch  wltn  all  his  might. 
Then  they  started  in  to  fighting  till  the  cous  had  them  surrounded, 

Then  the  coon  that  lost  his  money  wasn  t  scared. 
Then  Slew-foot  Johnnie  Frazor.  got  so  mad  he  psll'd  his  razor. 
And  slashed  it  in  the  air  and  loudly  said: 
Who's  got  ma  money  in  this  gang. 

Tell  the  truth  and  speak  out  like  a  man;  . 

Fears  no  cops,  I'm  in  a  pickle,  ~ 

All  I  wants  is  ma  three  nickles. 

Who's  got  ma  money  in  this  gang? 
Who's  got  ma  money  In  this  gang. 
Tell  the  truth  and  speak  out  like  a  man; 
Fears  no  cops,  I'm  In  a  pickle,  .        " 

All  I  wants  Is  ray  three  nickles. 
Who's  got  ma  money  In  this  gang?  , 


\ 
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'      SWEET    MAY    BRADY. 

)       Copyrl«bt.  1898,  by  A.  M.  Maiisfleld.     Words  by  C.  J.  Mapp.     Muidc  by  J.  B.  Coben. 

I  Of  all  the  girls  in  nil  the  world  there's  but  one  girl  for  me, 

)  All  call  her  sweet  May  Brady,  for  she's  sweet  as  sweet  can  be, 

■'  Whene'er  the  lads  they  try  to  win  my  sweetheart  from  my  side. 

'  She  smiles  and  gently  tells  them  ■■  nay,"  for  she's  my  promised  bride. 

Rkfrain. 

Sweet  May  Brady,  my  lady  with  heart  so  true, 

Eyes*,  so  dancing  and  glancinn,  of  deepest  blue. 

Wont  you  name  a  tlay  when  we  may  marry,  do! 

And  money.  Ill  burn  it,  as  fast  as  1  earn  it,  sweet  May,  for  you! 

Since  from  this  precious  little  girl  my  happy  fate  1  learned, 

I've  saved  my  dunes  and  nickels,  too,  nor  even  pennies  spurned. 

Until  I  now  have  quite  enough  to  build  a  home  for  May, 

And  Sunday  next,while  in  the  park,  she'll  nameour  wedding  day. —/?<A 


: 


BROKEN,    THAT    IS    ALL 

OopyrlKbt,  1897.  by  Ciias.  E.  B«er.     Eogllxta  copyright  secured. 
Words  and  Mualo  by  ChM.  E.  Biter. 


'■)•.'; 
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■f;     .■ 
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A  little  girl  was  playing  with  her  dollle. 

Its  golden  head  she  folded  to  her  brea.st, 
Home  secret  in  its  tiny  ear  was  telling. 

Before  she  laid  it  gently  down  to  rest. 
"Oh.  mamma,  dollie's  dead,"  thechild  is  calling, 

••  Her  pretty  eyes  won't  open  when  1  call:  " 
.;  The  scalding  tears  are  sadly,  sadly  falling. 

The  little  toy  is  broken,  that  is  all. 

Chorus. 
Only  a  little  tear-dimmed  eye,  only  a  sob,  a  childish  cry; 

'Twill  be  forgotten  by  ami  by,  only  a  broken  doll; 
Mother  will  kiss  the  tears  away,  get  her  another  doll  some  day. 

Sadly  the  toy  is  laid  away,  broken,  that  Ls  all. 

It  Is,  alas,  the  oft-repeated  story, 

A  sister  frail  has  fallen  by  the  way. 
And  not  a  hand  in  pity  stretched  to  save  her. 

No  mother  now  to  kiss  the  tears  away. 
But  still  her  thoughts  to  childhood  ever  turning. 

She's  thinking  of  the  days  beyond  recall. 
The  ooor.  sad  heart  for  one  kind  word  la  yearning, 

A  wonmn's  heart  is  broken,  that  is  all. 

Chorus. 
Only  a  mem'ry  of  the  pa.<t.  only  a  joy  too  sweet  to  last. 

Weeping  is  vain,  the  die  Is  cast,  only  a  woman's  fall; 
Mother's  kind  voice  no  more  she  hears,  whispering  love  to  childish  ears. 

Only  a  heart  too  full  for  tears— broken,  that  is  all. 


When  that  Funny  Little  Look  Comes 
in  Their  Eye. 

Copyrifbt,  li98,  by  Hamilton  s.  Uoidon.    EnRlish  copyrtght  securrd. 


UMd  by  permUsion  of  Hamilton  S.  Qordon,  119  Fifth  Arenue,  N.  Y.,  price  60  cent* 
Words  and  Music  by  Maud  ETclyn  Moulton. 


There  is  a  little  girl  I  know  with  curly,  golden  hair. 

And  rosy  cheeks  and  pretty  dimples,  too. 
She  looks  just  like  an  atigel,  but  Id  have  the  iKjys  beware, 

For  lots  of  fun  Is  in  her  eyes  so  blue. 
Shell  make  you  think  she  loves  you.  she'll  promise  to  be  true. 

And  so  she  will  until  the  cash  is  gone. 
Then  you'll  meet  her  with  another  man.  an  O,  'twill  make  you  slgli, 

A8  you  take  your  last  l)est  suit  away  to  pawn. 

Chorus. 
O  the  girls  are  very,  very  cute. 

To  get  the  best  of  us  }'ou  bet  they  try; 
Now  they  can't  fool  me.  I  know  what  they're  about. 

When  that  funny  little  look  comes  in  their  eye 

The  first  time  that  I  met  her  she  was  standing  at  the  gate 

Of  a  little  cottage  house,  as  I  passed  by 
I  looked  at  her,  .she  looked  at  me,  she  never  even  smiled. 

But  a  funny  little  look  came  in  her  eye. 
We  went  to  walk  that  very  night,  and  O,  but  she  was  nice. 

So  was  the  pin  I  wore,  stuck  in  my  tie. 
I  found  it  gone  when  she  went  home,  I've  never  seen  It  since. 

We  shall  meet  in  the  sweet  by  and  by.— chorng. 

Now,  whv  is  it  when  a  man  has  got  a  loving  little  wife 

That  away  from  her  dear  side  sometimes  he'll  roam. 
And  stay  out  'ate  and  have  a  time  in  comp'ny  with  some  girl 

Who's  not  as  pretty  as  the  wife  at  home. 
Why  does  he  spend  his  money  on  the  girl  and  go  home  "  broke," 

And  listen  to  his  fond  wife  sob  and  sigh? 
It's  because  the  poor  man  can't  resist  tne  look  I  know  so  well. 

That  funny  little  look  in  that  girl's  oye.— Choi  ur. 

Just  as  long  as  there  are  pretty  girls  that  act  upon  the  stage, 

{Spoken.)    [No,  they're  not  obliged  to  act.  they  can  Just  pose.J 
There'll  be  bald  heads  in  the  front  row,  who,  I  blush  to  tell,  will  look 

At  the  girls  In  tights.    Now  why  do  you  suppose? 
And  If  they  hear  a  naughty  .song  sung  by  a  pretty  girl. 

Why  Is  it  they  encore  her  i^o.  O  why?  -• 

I  can  tell  you,  while  she's  singing,  she  Just  gives  them  that  queer  look. 

That  funny  little  look  that's  in  her  eye.—  vuorui. 


SAINT    AND    SINNERS.         i 

Copyricht,  18M,  by  A.  M  Mansfield.    Entered  at  Btatiuiien'  Hall.  London. 

Word*  by  Kred  Brttton.    Music  by  Albert  M.  Mansfleld.  | 

To  a  grand  and  stately  church  I  sauntered  Sunday  morn  at  ten. 
While  the  l)ells  alx)ve  were  chiming  out  their  welcome  to  all  men. 
When  a  poor,  degraded,  wretched-looking  man,  quite  111  and  worn. 
Knelt  l)eside  me  In  that  scene  of  luxury. 
Down  the  aisle  came  straight  an  usher,  pompous,  dignified  and  stern,    > 

To  that  jxwr  old  man  whose  head  was  bowed  in  prayer,  ' 

And  he  whispered  harshly,  "  Go!  this  church  Is  not  for  such  as  you, "     ( 

And  this  thought  came  to  me  as  I  lingered  there: 

Chorus. 

Which  was  the  sinner,  and  which  was  the  saint? 

What  would  your  answer  be? 
The  picture  is  one  no  beginner  can  paint. 

But  an  artist  with  fancy  free. 
Is  dame  fortune  whose  smile  places  velvet  on  one, 

Whose  frown  turn.'*  the  other  to  tears. 
Makes  a  saint  of  the  sinner  in  splendor  arrayed. 

But  the  other's  sad  tale  seldom  hears. 

Just  outside  the  church  I  met  the  old  man  standing  quite  alone. 

And  I  spoke  a  word  of  friendly  cheer  in  syinpaHietTc  tone. 

Then  the  story  that  he  told  now  makes  my  indignation  burn, 

'Twas  the  old  one  of  a  friend's  duplicity. 

For  in  years  gone  by  In  business  he'd  been  known  suc«;»s8fully. 

But  a  scheming  partner  won  his  wealth  away. 

Though  he's  uiuler  fortune's  ban,  his  old  partner  was  that  man. 

Who  from  church  that  morning  ordered  him  away.— rAor»/#. 


BYE,    BYE,    MISTAH    JACKSON. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  A.  M  MannfleUI.     Entered  at  Siationers'  Hall,  London. 


Words  by  Ed.  Oardenler.    Music  by  Chas.  Kuiilman.  .1 

I  called  at  ma  baby's  house,  'twas  on  a  Sunday  night. 

When  I  peeked  frew  de  wlndah  pane,  why  1  got  an  awful  fright. 

I  seen  de  wench  what  promised  fo'  ter  marry  me  in  June, 

She  wuz  spoonin'  in  de  pariah  wld  a  lenion-cullud  coon. 

Den  I  got  zasperated  an'  yanked  de  bell  so  hard       ■ .  i 

Dat  outcome  ma  lady  lub  an' handed  me  a  card.  -    •     \ .. 

She  slammed  de  doah  right  in  ma  face.  It  nearly  knocked  me  dead; 

I  read  de  writitt'  on  de  card,  an'  dis  Is  what  it  said: 


( 


I     \ 


Chorus. 

Bye,  bye,  Mlstah  Jackson,  I'se  got  annudder  coon 
Dat  matches  ma  complexshun,  I'.se  a  high-class  octoroon.  i 

Ob  course  it  wouldn't  matter  If  you'd  been  a  muUatter,  but  as  it  is  yoti  see.  ) 
It's  no  use,  cut  loose!  you're  too  black  for  me.  I 

'Twas  mighty  tantallzln'  ter  tlnk  dat  Hannah  Brown 

She  objected  to  ma  cuUah.  and  dellb'rate  frew  me  down. 

Ma  dandruff  kep'  a-risin",  I  wuz  thlrstln'  fur  de  gore 

Ob  dat  low-down  valler  nigger,  so  I  busted  In  de  doah. 

I  wanted  heaps  or  troubbel,  was  Itchin'  fur  a  light, 

I  got  it  In  a  minute  an'  soon  I  wuz  a  sight: 

I  landed  in  de  guttah,  as  dey  carted  me  away, 

De  last  ting  I  remembah  wuz  I  heard  Miss  Hannah  say:— CAorw*. 


DON'T   WORRY,    DAD,   FOR 
COMING-    HOME. 


I    AM 


Oopyrlght,  INS,  by  A.  H.  Mansfleld.     Entered  at  SUtionem'  Hall,  IjoaAoat 


By  Wm.  S  Eiitren. 


In  a  crowded  city  street  there  stood  an  old  gray-headed  man, 

Confusion  on  his  face  was  plainly  seen. 
When  starting  off  a  few  short  steps  he  stops  and  looks  around. 

As  in  his  eyes  the  tears  began  to  gleam;  , 

If  I  could  only  find  her.  In  feeble  voice  he  said,  I 

When  'round  him  then  there  stops  the  pas.sers  by, 
A  girlish  form  push'd  thro'  the  crowd,  stepped  to  the  old  man's  side. 

With  arms  around  his  neck,  began  to  cry: 

Chorus. 

Don't  worry,  dad,  for  I  am  coming  home. 

Your  sad  face  tells  me  you  have  been  alone,    •>       '  ' 

You've  missed  your  darling  Kate,  I'll  go  back  ere  'tis  too  late. 

Don't  worry,  dad,  for  I  am  coming  home. 

In  a  pretty  country  home  strayed,  free  from  guilt  or  guileful  ways, 

Where  naught  but  love  across  her  young  life  fell, 
'Till  budding  into  womanhood  the  evil  tempter  came. 

She  loved  nlm  not  too  wisely  but  too  well; 
One  early  morn  she  left  them,  it  broke  her  mother's  heart. 

Her  father  sought  to  find  her  in  despair; 
When  broken  down  from  feebleness,  the  last  hope  nigh  had  flown. 

He  heard  his  daughter's  voice  cry  in  his  ear:— ('A«»-i<*. 
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songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  ^ 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your  , 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN,  ( 
108  Park  Row,  New  York.  Catalogue  of  all  our  publications  mailed  i 
Free  upon  application.    .  vi,  ;    •  -•  "        I         ( 


^pyfjF^ 


-...^^"i^ 


m 


>       .   .X.    'r!>     XfV^t^     -"i^-^w-.i 


WEHMAN'S   COLLECTION    OF   SONGS— No.   61 


Every  Day  Will  Be  Sunday  By  and  By. 

OopyriKht,  1(98.  by  A.  U.  Hiuiifleld.    EnttlUh  eopyricht  Mcured. 
Words  aiid  Muiic  by  Arthar  J.  WMt  and  CbM.  Koblman. 

Last  Sunday  night  with  my  sweetheart  to  a  picnic  I  did  go, 
All  the  boys  from  the  neighborhood  were  also  there  you  know. 
When  the  picnic  was  over,  coming  home  all  the  boys  did  sing, 
To  their  sweethearts  beside  them  this  song  in  their  ears  would  ring: 

Chorus. 
.  Ev'ry  day  will  be  Sunday  by  and  by. 
We  will  both  be  happy,  love,  you  and  I, 
No  one  else  will  come  between  for  your  love  to  try, 
Ev'ry  day  will  be  Sunday  by  and  by. 

'Most  every  boy  has  a  sweetheart  whom  he  dearly  loves  so  well, 
Who  takes  her  out  ev'ry  Sunday,  and  who  always  looks  so  swell, 
Then  he  asks  her  to  marrv.  and  gives  her  the  engagement  ring. 
When  she  speaks  of  the  happy  day,  to  her  this  song  he  will  sing:— CTo. 


MY    LITTLE    PICKANINNY. 

Oopyricht,  lt9S,  oT  A.  M.  Ibtnufleld.     EuRUith  oopyrigbt  Moorad. 
Words  and  Music  by  Will  H.  Kerr. 


You'll  hear  de  white  folks  tell  about  dere  baby  boy. 

Each  say  dere'8  is  de  finest  in  de  land. 
But  I'se  a  boy  dat's  jus' as  nice,  he's  my  one  Joy,  ..  .   ■ 

He's  black,  but  all  de  same  he's  Just  as  grand. 
Each  evening  when  my  work  is  done  I  takes  him  on  my  knee, 

And  sing  for  him  a  fiweet  rock-a-by. 
If  that  dont  soothe  him  then  I  hugs  him  close  to  me. 
And  sing  for  him  dis  little  lullaby: 

Ohortts 
Loo,  la  Loo,  my  baby  boy,  now  close  yo'  little  eyes  and  go  to  sleep; 
Daddy'l  bring  you  some  new  toy,  my  little  pickaninny  sleep. 

A  cute  and  cunnih'  little  lad's  dls  boy  of  mine. 

His  lips  am  sweet  as  honey  on  de  comb,  ■    .  , 

His  eyes  am  brighter  than  de  stars  do  ever  shine. 

And  he's  a  ray  of  sunshine  in  our  home. 
His  daddy  works  de  whole  day  long,  then  home  does  quickly  come, 

To  roll  him  'roun'  de  floor  in  childish  glee. 
And  when  he's  tired  out  I  takes  him  up  and  hum 

Dls  lullaby,  he  nestles  close  to  mB.—Chotim. 


HURRAH!     FOR   THE    INVASION. 

Copyriirht,  1S98.  by  Alice  Davis  Tbomton.    By  Alice  Davix  Tbomton. 


There  floats  a  cry  from  Cuba,  across  oer  Tampa's  bay. 
Come  over,  brother  soldiers,  and  help  us  in  the  fray; 
Back  over  Tampa's  waters  we  shout  the  megaphone: 
We're  coming,  strongly  coming,  with  valor,  grit  and  gun. 

CUOBUS. 

Await  the  great  invasion,  coming  mighty  strong. 
Await  the  great  invasion,  for  it  comeh  to  right  the  wrong. 
Hurrah :  for  our  soldier  boys,  they  go  to  win  the  day. 
And  show  them  that  to  tackle  Uncle  Sam  don't  pay. 

The  soil  that  once  was  harrowed  with  Maoeo's  lifeless  form. 
Shall  wave  Its  "Cuba  Libre."  unfurled  by  tyrants  wrong. 
We'll  rout  the  vile  assassins  who  sank  our  snip,  the  "  Maine," 
For  from  Havana's  harbor  cry  out  the  dread  refrain:— cV/o»-«#. 

Shoot  on,  ye  Morro  Castles,  undauntedly  we  stand. 
Nor  shrink  the  whizzing  missile  turned  loose  by  clumsy  hands. 
Like  Dewey,  we  defy  their  aim  and  sink  the  hostile  foe. 
And  Blanco  and  Cervera  we'll  "  do  "  forevermore.— C'Aon/c 

Then  float  flag  of  liberty  o'er  Cuba's  tropic  soil. 
Your  Uncle  Sam  looks  proudly  on  the  boasted,  vaunted  spoil. 
He  has  practiced  what  he  preached,  and  won  In  freedom  s  name. 
And  the  Phoenix  hallelujahs  forever  will  proclaim:— c7<or«f. 


THE    LAST    ROLL    CALL. 

dVfrlgttt.  1892,  by  Frank  Harding.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 
.  I:      Written  and  Compo«ed  by  Charles  OKbome. 


FM  LOOKING-  FOR  A  LOST  ONE. 

Oopyriffht,  18M,  by  A.  M.  Uansfleld.    Entered  at  Stationers'  HaU,  London. 


Wordc  and  Mu»ic  liy  W.  8.  Estrea. 


To  the  prison  gate  there  came  one  day  an  old  gray-headed  man. 
And  asked  permis.slon  that  he  might  Took  o'er  the  prison  clan. 
The  warden  kindly  asked  him  what  his  mission  there  might  be. 
Was  he  looking  for  a  lost  one,  or  Just  the  sights  to  see? 
"  My  quest  is  ror  a  woman  I've  not  seen  for  many  years, 
I've  looked  the  wide  world  over,"  then  his  eyes  fllled  up  with  tears. 
The  kindly  warden's  heart  was  touched    "  in  me  will  you  confide* 
I'd  like  to  hear  your  story,"  and  the  old  man  then  replied:  i 

CnoRus. 
"I'm  looking  for  a  lost  one,  whom  I  loved  when  but  a  boy. 
And  Just  to  see  her  face  again  would  fill  my  heart  with  foy, 
'TIs  many  years  since  we  nave  met,  tho'  time  and  place  be  strange, 
I'd  know  her  if  I  met  her,  yes!  I'd  know  her  tho'  she's  changed.'^ 

The  old  man  then  proceeded  with  his  story,  sadly  told. 

For  love  of  her  in  early  youth  he'd  hoarded  up  his  gold. 

To  wed  her  in  the  village  church  had  been  his  dream  thro'  life. 

And  happy  days  he  pictured  when  she  became  his  wife. 

But  his  hopes  were  rudely  broken  by  a  note  which  siniply  read, 

"  Good-bye,  dear  ones,  don't  grieve  for  me,"  and  this  iRall  It  said: 

For  anotner  she  had  left  us,  and  sorrow  proved  her  fate. 

And  then  the  old  man  rose  and  said  while  passing  out  the  gate:— Cfio. 


THE    FIRST    TO    CAST    A    STONE. 

Copyright,  ISM.  by  A.  M.  Hansfleid.     Entered  at  Stationers'  HaU,  liondon. 
Wores  and  Mosic  by  Charles  Graham.     -   ■ 


A  Story  from  the  Bible  came  to  mind  the  other  day. 

When  I  saw  a  crowd  of  people,  as  I  homeward  took  my  way. 

They  gathered  'round  a  woman  who  was  handsome,  young  and  fair; 

I  heard  a  man  insult  her,  but  she  did  not  seem  to  care. 

They  say  she  was  his  sweetheart,  in  the  golden  long  ago. 

But  in  after  years  he'd  parted  from  the  girl  who  loved  nlm  so, 

Tho'  he  promised  once  to  wed  her.  all  his  love  to  hate  had  grown. 

And  I  thought  about  the  story  of  the  first  to  cast  a  stone. 

Chorcs. 

Trusting  in  his  word,  believing  he  was  true. 

She  became  his  sweetheart,  tho'  no  one  ever  knew. 

Old  friends  pass  her  by.  sorrow  she  has  known. 

And  he  who  should  defend  her,  was  the  flrst  to  cast  a  stoue. 

She  stood  within  a  doorway,  and  the  scene  I'll  ne'er  forget. 
In  her  eyes  I  saw  forgiveness,  yon  could  see  she  loved  him  yet. 
She  may  have  been  a  Magdalene,  as  I  heard  some  one  say. 
But  some  one  has  to  answer  for  her  on  the  Judgment  day. 
And  when  the  mighty  roll-call's  over,  when  life's  span  is  past. 
He  will  find  a  retribution,  for  she  loved  him  to  the  last. 
In  the  early  years  he  wooed  her.  but  she  soon  was  left  alone. 
And  tho'  helpless  on  the  street,  he  was  the  first  to  cast  a  stone.- 


Fifty  years  ago  last  Friday,  on  a  wild  and  storm V  day. 
r  was  fighting  for  our  colors,  many  thousand  miles  away; 
Tho'  we  were  but  one  to  twenty,  still  we  t)eat  them— yes,  they  lout! 
We  were  victors,  heroes  all;  but  what  a  price  that  vict'ry  coetl 

CHORrs.  .     '  4 

'-     Side  by  side,  like  a  crimson  tide.  In  the  days  of  long  ago. 

On  we  dash'd,  and  our  sabres  crash'd,  tlllVe  conquered  ev'ry  foe; 
But  one  by  one,  ere  the  fight  was  done,  I  saw  my  comrades  fall. 
And  I  was  the  only  one  left  to  answer  the  I.ASt  Roll  Call! 

Fifty  brave  and  stalwart  soldiers  thrashed  a  host  of  deadly  foes. 
Fifty  sabres  flashed  like  lightning  ere  the  shout  of  vict'ry  rose; 
Like  an  avalanche  of  thunder  on  we  swept -Hurrah:  they  run! 
Then  I  rode  back  home  In  silence,  all  had  fallen  there  but  one.— Choni$. 

By  the  dim  and  ghostly  torchlight,  there  we  sought  them  where  they  fell. 
They  who'd  saved  their  country 's  honor,  they  who'd  foTight  &  died  so  well; 
Who  is  this,  beneath  those  shadows?  Halt!  lads,  gently  raise  his  head; 
Turn  the  light  this  way,  men— silence,  .lack,  my  own  twin  brother,  dead. 

—  V  hot-Ill. 
I   ^  »  »    ■ 

Who's  Q^ot  Ma  Money  in  Dis  G-ang? 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Qeo.  WllliK  A  Co.    Enirlish  copyriffbt  secured. 
Wordn  and  Music  by  Fred  Duuglas. 


( 


'Way  down  In  Alabama  once  a  coon  salvation  army 

Was  a-trying  for  to  save  some  culud's  soul: 
They  a-ssembled  bj'  a  big  saloon,  where  sinners  was  the  thickest, 

'Twas  enough  to  make  a  person's  blood  run  cold. 
When  the  aged  parson  looked  around  to  view  his  congregation, 

A  book  in  nand,  this  text  which  he  had  read; 
When  lie  was  done  he  pas-sed  his  hat  to  beg  the  crowd  for  money. 
When  a  hungry -looking  tramp  aroused  atid  said: 

Who's  got  some  money  In  this  gang,  • 

Btiy  a  drink  so  I  can  have  a  dram; 
Sav  the  word,  for  he  feels  frisky. 
All  he  wants  is  gin  or  whiskey. 

Who's  got  some  money  In  tnls  gang? 
Who's  got  some  money  in  this  gang. 
Buy  a  drink  so  I  can  have  a  dram;  - .-.. 

Say  the  word,  for  he  feels  frisky. 
All  he  wants  Is  gin  or  whiskey,  •■ 

Who's  got  some  money  In  this  gang? 

A  gang  of  burly  darkies  had  a  crap  game  on  the  quiet 

In  an  allej',  which  they  thought  was  out  of  sight; 
One  darky  lost  'most  all  he  had,  was  trying  to  get  even. 

When  some  darky  make  a  snatch  with  all  his  might. 
Then  they  started  m  to  fighting  till  the  cops  had  them  surrounded. 

Then  the  coon  that  lost  his  money  wasn  t  scared. 
Then  Slew-foot  Johnnie  Frazor.  got  so  mad  he  pill'd  his  razor, 
And  slashed  it  in  the  air  and  loudly  said: 
Who's  got  ma  money  in  this  gang. 
Tell  the  truth  and  speak  out  like  a  man; 
Fears  no  cops,  I'm  In  a  pickle,  *    ■ 

All  I  wants  Is  ma  three  nickles,  . 

Who's  got  ma  money  In  this  gang?  -  ..       -. 

Who's  got  ma  money  m  this  gang,  ,         " 

Tell  the  truth  and  speak  out  like  a  man; 
Fears  no  cops,  I'm  in  a  pickle,  "" 

All  I  wants  IS  my  three  nickles. 
Who's  got  ma  money  in  this  gangf 


i 


( 
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Have  Pity,  Judge,  She's  My  Mother. 

t      OopjrrlKbt,  UM,  by  fl*mlltoii  S.  Qordon.    SngUib  oopyrtglit  Mcurad. 


Und  b7  pennili'lOD  of  Hamilton  8.  Gordon,  13«Tlftta  Atcuu*.  V.  T.,  prlc«  M  eanu. 
Written  and  oninpoaed  lijp  QuMi*  L.  DavU. 


She  Stood  at  the  bar  of  Justice, 

A  woman  with  snow-white  hair. 
Beside  her  there  stood  her  daughter, 

A  maiden  both  young  and  fair; 
For  some  crime  the  mother  was  eullty; 

But  no  lawyer  was  there  to  explain. 
Her  daughter  then  tried  to  defend  lier. 

And  said,  while  her  heart  ached  with  pain: 

Chorus. 
Have  pity,  Judtce,  she's  my  mother:  please  let  her  go  home  with  me. 
And  If  some  one  must  go  to  prison,  I'll  take  her  place  if  you'll  agree. 
Mother  is  so  old  and  feeble,  she  never  could  stand  the  strain, 
HavA  pity.  Judge,  she's  my  mother,  don't  let  me  plead  in  rain. 

Tne  daughter  went  home  in  sorrow, 

The  mother  led  to  a  cell. 
While  8l>e  sat  and  thought  of  freedom. 

The  child  who  her  griefs  to  tell. 
A  bright  thought  then  came  to  her  daughter. 

To  tne  Judges  wife  that  night  she  fled; 
The  good  woman  said.  "  I'll  plead  for  you." 

The  Judge  kissed  the  child  while  she  said:— CAor-w*. 


r-\r' 


7-  ■\^'- 


HUSH-A-BYE,   CLOSE    YOU'    EYE. 

Cop;riKiit,m8,b7  Wm.  J.  L«f*Tuar.    By  JoMph  Oiffnam. 

Mammy's  cullud  baby  sweet,  hush-a-bye.  close  you'  eye: 
Kiss  you'  hands  an'  kiss  you'  feet,  hush-a-bye,  close  vou'  eye; 

Nlggah'9  fat  an'  white  folks  skinny,  angels  roun'  in  old  Virglnny, 
Watching  mammy's  pickaninny,  hush-a-bye,  close  you'  eye. 

Retrain. 

Up  an'  flown  on  mammy's  knee,  you  teetah, 

A-coolng  In  you'  precious  baby  way, 
■Vou'  mammy  3  keepin'  time  un  to  de  meetati, 

While  rroo'^de  doo' she  heah  de  banjo  play; 
You  needn't  mind  dat  nasty  buzzln'  'skeetan. 

You'  mammy's  gwine  i'  r  brush  away  dat  fly, 
Dey  bites  de  baby  kase  dey  know  he  sweetab. 

Hush  a-bye,  close  you' eye. 

Kinky  hair  and  shiny  face,  hush-a-bye.  close  you'  eyel 
No  white  baby  takes  yo'  place,  hush-a-bye,  close  you'  eyel 

Mammy's  glad  you  is  a  nigger,  wouldn't  change  you'  blessed  flggah, 
'Cept  to  have  yo'  grow  up  bigger,  hush-a-bye,  close  you'  eye.— y^r. 

You  was  tMiwn  down  in  de  South,  hush-a-bye.  close  you'  eye: 
Wld  dat  watermlllion  mouth,  hush-a-bye,  close  you'  eye. 

'Possum  t'ink  It  dreflful  tunny,  you  can't  eat  him.  byme,  my  sunny; 
Git  you  'possom  leef,  my  honey,  hush-a-bye,  close  you'  ey«:— A«/. 

You  done  keep  you  black  eye  shet,  hush-a-bye  close  you'  eye: 
Els'  you  find  out  what  vou  get.  hush-a-bye.  close  you'  eye: 

What  you  want,  you  blessed  sinner,  had  you  bre'fast.  suppah,  dlnnah; 
Wanttoomuch  fo'  young  beglnnah,  hush-a-bye.close  you'  eyel—  /uf. 


DIXIE    LU.  I 

OopTrUrht,  UW,  by  Hamilton  8.  Qordun.    Engllah  oopyrlght  Meur«4. 

UMd  by  parnilMton  of  Hamilton  S.  O<>r<loii,  1S8  Fifth  Aranuo,  N.  T.,  price  fO  miiU. 

Word*  by  Roffcr  Sherman.    Muelc  by  Oeo.  T.  Ooldthwalte. 

In  the  happy  land  of  Dixie,  'neath  the  sunny  Southern  skies. 

Where  the  sweet  camella's  fragrance  fllls  the  air. 
Lives  a  soul  bewitching  maiden  with  her  soft  and  dreamy  eye«. 

And  cheeks  so  like  the  roses  bright  and  fair, 
I  dared  to  dream  that  some  day  to  my  lx)som  I  would  fold 

Her  little  form  with  loving  heart  so  true; 
But  she  met  one  day  another  whom  she  knew  in  days  of  old, 

And  then  I  lost  my  little  Dixie  Lu. 

Refrain. 

-    *        Lu,  Lu,  my  sweet  Dixie  Lu, 

I'm  sad  since  she  left  me,  but  what  can  I  do? 

Lu.  Lu,  to  her  I'll  be  true. 

Forever  and  always  she's  my  Dixie  Lu. 

I  trust  that  she'll  be  happy  In  her  cosy  little  nest. 

For  smiles  like  hers  would  change  night  into  day. 
To  fill  her  home  with  sunshine  she  must  try  to  do  her  best. 

Then  happiness  will  surely  come  her  way; 
My  memory  still  lingers  o'er  the  good  old  by  gone  days. 

The  many  happy  hours  that  I  knew; 
And  of  how  my  little  charmer  was  so  sweet  to  me  always. 

And  how  I  loved  my  little  Dixie  L\i.—C/iot^tr. 


OH,    ME!    OH,    MY! 

OofVitelit,  un,  by  Hamilton  8.  Ooraun.    BiiK»*h  avpyilglit  Moorad. 


OeMlhy 


Ion  of  HamUton  S.  Oordou,  IW  Ftttta  ATcoiie,  M.  Y  ,  piles  M  eanta. 


Word*  and  Unale  by  Maud  Evalyu  Moultoa. 


We  Never  Meet,  'Tis  Better  So. 

Cv>pyrltt>>t,  ltB7.  by  W.  J.  Lafarour.    By  Joaepb  Ditfnam 

We  never  meet,  'tis  better  so. 

Thy  pictured  face  I  still  retain; 
If  thou  an  changed  I  will  not  know. 

Forever  fair  thbu  shall  remain. 
Why  to  some  sunltner  scenes  return 

When  winter  wfaps  the  vale  m  snow. 
And  over  frosted  blossoms  yearn? 

We  never  meet,  'tis  better  so. 
We  never  meet,  'tis  better  so. 

Thy  pictured  face  I  still  retain; 
If  thou  art  changed  I  will  not  know. 

Forever  fair  thou  Shalt  remain. 

We  never  meet,  'tis  better  so, 

Then  thou  wilt  mark  no  change  In  ma; 
If  youthful  pulses  beat  more  slow, 

The  paling  cheek  thou  wilt  not  8e« 
If  ever  in  our  blissful  past 

Arose  a  dream  of  golden  glow, 
On  mem'ry  stamp  its  colors  fast. 

We  never  meet,  'tis  better  so. 
We  never  meet,  'tis  better  so. 

Then  thou  wilt  mark  no  change  In  me        ' 
If  youthful  pulses  beat  more  slow. 

The  paling  cheek  thou  wilt  not  see 

We  never  meet,  'tis  better  so, 

I  hold  more  dear  thy  pictured  face; 
Some  time,  some  time,  perchance,  to  know 

Thy  truest  self  shone  In  each  grace. 
A  drop  of  dew  reflects  a  star 

As  truly  as  a  sea  we  know; 
I  dream  and  love  thee  from  afar. 

We  never  meet,  'tis  better  so. 
We  never  meet,  'tis  better  so. 

I  hold  more  dear  thy  pictured  face. 
Some  time,  some  time,  perchance  to  Know 
.'      -         Thy  truest  self  shone  In  each  grace. 


Once  there  was  a  modest  little  girl,  I 

Who  was  very  much  afraid 
When  a  child,  of  naughty  boys  who  made  suoh  a  horrid  noise; 

She  was  such  a  timid  maid. 
She  grew  up  Into  a  pretty  Miss, 
Once  a  young  man  begged  her  for  a  Idas. 
He  held  her  so  she  couldn't  get  away. 
So  all  this  Uttle  Miss  could  do  but  say: 

Chorus. 
Ob,  me:  oh,  my:  oh,  let  me  go.  oh,  myt 

I  never  have  been  kissed  before. 
Ob,  me:  oh.  my:  you  make  me  blush,  oh,  my: 

Oh.  please  don't  hug  me  any  more. 
Oh,  what  would  Pa  and  what  would  mamma  say 
If  they  saw  you  hugging  me  this  way? 
Oh,  me:  oh,  my;  oh,  me; 
Oh,  met  ob,  my:  oh,  me!  oh,  my: 

After  she  had  tasted  her  flrst  kiss. 

It  was  very  nice,  you  know; 
Though  she  didn't  dare  to  tell,  she  Just  thought  she  might  as  well 

Try  It  once  again,  and  so 
With  this  same  voung  man  she  went  to  ride. 
Lovingly  she  snuggled  to  his  side. 
And  on  a  quiet  roud  she  had  her  way. 
If  you'd  t>een  there  you'd  heard  this  maiden  say: 

Chorcs. 
Ob,  me!  oh,  my!  the  moon  can  see,  oh,  my! 

why  I  this  Is  better  than  before. 
Oh.  me:  oh.  my;  I  feel  so  cold,  oh.  myl 

Oh,  please:  oh,  please  hug  me  some  more. 
Oh,  what  would  Pa  and  what  would  mamma  say 
If  they  saw  me  In  your  arms  this  way? 
~h,  me:  oh,  my:  oh,  me: 

h,  me!  oh,  my:  oh,  me:  oh,  myi 


8: 


When  he  came  to  call  on  her  one  night. 

To  the  parlor  they  did  go. 
Said  Papa,  "  It's  a  match."    Said  mamma,  "  'Us  a  catob. 

They  thought  he  would  wed,  you  know;    , 
To  themselves  they  let  the  young  folks  be,' 
They  weren't  going  to  spoil  her  chance,  you  see; 
The  door  was  shut,  the  light  was  out,  oh,  my: 
Tbey  wondered  If  they'd  beard  her  cry,  oh,  myl 

Chorcs. 
Oh,  me :  oh.  my  l  it's  awful  dark,  oh,  my  i 

And  then  she  nestled  up  close  bv. 
Ob,  me:  oh,  my:  how  very  nice,  on,  my!  , 

The  old  folks  llst'nlng  at  the  door. 
Just  once  they  thought  they  heard  their  daughter  slxh, 
And  the  sound  of  kissing,  and  ob,  my! 
Oh,  me  1  oh,  my!  oh,  me! 
Ob,  me!  ob,  my!  ob,  mel  oh,  myl 
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JIM    RYAITS    BALL.       . 

Copyrifflit,  18M,  b7  Hamilton  8.  Gordon.    EoKllih  eopyri^t  wonrwd. 

Tied  by  permlHlou  of  Hamilton  8. Ooidun,  I3»  Flftb  ATenne,  N.  T.,  piiee 60 eant.. 

Worda  and  Music  by  Maud  Erelyn  Houlton. 


( 
I 


Jim  Ryan  thought  he'd  grlve  a  ball  and  he'd  Invite  folks  one  and  all. 

The  fat,  the  lean,  the  short,  the  tall,  and  have  a  Jolly  time; 

He  sent  out  Invitations  and  Brady's  Band  he  hired;  -V' 

He  ordered  up  the  best  of  food,  you  bet  it  was  admired; 

And  when  the  band  began  to  play  the  music  was  entrancln'. 

The  fellows  got  their  partners  fair  an'  'round  the  room  went  dandn'. 

Choecs. 

O  the  sportln'.  O  the  courtln',  r 

O  the  merry  dancln' In  the  hall. 
Shure  never  a  flght  they  bad,  an'  ev'ry  one  was  giad. 

They  never  will  forget  Jim  Ryan's  ball. 

The  ladles  were  in  great  demand,  Tom  Casey  kissed  Miss  Biddy's  band. 

He  called  her  fairest  in.the  land;  Miss  Biddy's  hair  was  red; 

They  gave  an  entertainment,  Kate  Latrry  sang  a  song. 

Joe  "Slurphy  danced  a  break-down,  then  Lizzie  White  came  'long. 

She  gave  a  recitation  about  dear  old  Erin's  shore. 

Such  clappin'  hands  an'  cheerin'  shure  ye  never  beard  bef ore.— CAwto. 


HER  SWEETHEART  FELL  IN  THE 
BATTLE    OF    SANTIAGO. 

Oopjrrlght,  18tt,  by  Harrey  Herman.    Word,  and  Muilo  by  Harrey  Herman. 


My  Dear  Little  Irish  Colleen. 

Cop)  rleht,  IMS,  by  Hamilton  S.  O^rdon      Eogllah  oopyiicht  MourMl. 


0*ed  by  permlMion  of  Hamilton  S.  Oordon,  1S>  Firtli  Arenue,  N.  T.,  prioo  W  oenta 


Words  by  Edward  O'Donnell.    Music  by  Geo.  T.  Ooldtliwaite. 


When  wild  flowers  'wake  from  their  slumbers. 
And  shake  the  bright  dew  from  each  breast. 

And  robin  pours  forth  his  sweet  numbers. 
.  To  mate  tucked  av&y  in  her  nest; 

What  form  noiseless  trips  o'er  the  clover, 
With  step  and  with  grace  of  a  queen. 

The  neighbors  all  know  her  and  love  her. 
My  dear  little  Irish  colleen. 

Refrain. 

My  dear  Irish  colleen,  she's  my  life  and  my  qaeeo; 

As  she  steps  o'er  the  green  she  enrlchea  its  sneen. 
Her  voice  is  as  sweet  as  a  thrush's. 
And  Innocence  peeps  thro'  her  blushes. 
As  homeward  she  sweeps  o'er  the  rushee. 
My  dear  little  Irish  colleen. 

She  hums  an  old  song  In  her  hurry. 

A  linnet  takes  up  the  refrain; 
The  whole  feathered  tribe  in  a  flurry,      -. 

Bid  welcome  again  and  again; 
With  cheeks  like  the  morning  as  rosy,  '.    . 

And  dimples  and  laughter  between. 


And  lips  that  might  anger  a  posy, 
Responds  thfe  dear  Irish  coUeen.— 


Refrain. 


Each  land  In  Its  maidens  takes  pleasure. 

And  each  deems  its  own  most  supreme; 
But  oh,  how  the  Celt's  heart  doth  treasure 

His  darling  of  youth's  virgin  dream; 
Again  when  night  flees  'lore  the  morrow. 

She  trips  lightly  down  the  boreen. 
And  blackbird  and  thrush  music  borrow 

Once  more  from  an  Irish  colleen.— yrt^jaiji. 


L 


That  Sweet  Face  at  the  Door. 

Oopyrlght.  IMS.  by  Wm.  J.  Lefarour.     Copyright  (orallooontrlM. 


Words  and  Mnnlc  by  Ned  Col*. 


f> 


V'.i 


One  night  as  I  sat  In  the  twilight  dim. 

And  evening  shadows  fell. 
Far,  far  away  from  my  native  land. 

Old  scenes  I  remembered  well. 
Came  back  to  me  there  as  1  dreamed  alone 

Of  a  face  I  can  ne'er  forget, 
A  face  that  look'd  out  from  a  farmhouse  door. 

And  whose  cheeks  with  tears  were  wet; 
I  vow'd  I'd  go  back  to  that  home  once  more, 

The  home  I'd  not  seen  for  years. 
And  as  I  drew  near  to  those  old  haunts  I  dreamed 

I  saw  thro'  the  mist  of  my  t«ar8: 

Chorcb. 
That  same  sweet  face  was  still  at  the  door. 
That  same  sweet  smile,  the  same  as  of  yore. 
Thro'  trouble  and  thro'  care 
That  same  sweet  face  was  there, 
To  welcome  me  home  once  more. 

I  strolled  thro'  the  village,  there  was  no  obaiiga. 

The  same  dear  sleepy  lane. 
That  led  to  my  old  home.  In  mem'ry  I 

Was  just  a  boy  again. 
Along:  past  the  old  smith's  shop  I  strolPd, 

By  the  store  and  the  churchyard  old. 
And  there  stood  mv  mother  with  welcome  emlle. 

How  I  long'd  to  my  heart  to  fold. 
And  close  by  her  side  stood  my  sweetheart  Nell, 

She  had  lieen  true  thro'  long  years, 
The  sweetest  picture  1  ever  saw, 

Tboee  two  uolllng  out  thro'  tbelr  tears.— PAonn. 


A  maiden's  heart  Is  broken,  she  Is  In  misfortune's  grasp. 

Her  last  hope  Is  now  gone,  her  happiness  Is  past; 

Her  sweetheart  fell  In  the  battle  or  Santiago; 

She  had  hoped  fate  would  spare  her  sweetheart,  but  no.  no,  no. 

Chorcs. 
He  is  now  riding  in  a  glorious  chariot  above. 
Not  drawn  by  steeds  of  war,  but  by  mystery  of  peace  and  love; 
His  deeds  are  shining  In  the  history  of  life 
With  a  brilliancy  that  can  only  be  won  In  battle  strife. 

She  implored  him  not  to  respond  to  the  President's  call. 

That  by  accident.  Illness,  or  in  battle  he  surely  would  fall; 

He  pressed  her  to  his  noble  heart  and  whispered.  It  Is  quite  true, 

Bnt  duty  calls  me  for  my  country,  humanity,  and  for  you.— C^r'/«. 

His  poor,  aged  mother  has  ded  of  a  broken  heart; 

Her  prayers  were  that  from  ner  home  he  would  not  depart; 

He  was  the  only  support  she  had  had  for  many  a  year; 

He  gave  up  all  this  world  holds  dear,  all  this  world  holds  dear.— Clko. 


ONLY    A    FADED    ROSE. 

0«V7r%ilt,  189S,  by  A.  M.  Mancfleld.     English  oopyrlght  Moared. 
Words  and  Music  by  E.  P.  FaTor. 


An  old  man  by  the  kitchen  door  sat  reading  one  summer's  day. 
While  bv  his  side,  upon  the  tioor.  his  nephew  was  at  play. 
And  as  ne  slowly  turned  a  page  he  heard  a  heavy  sigh. 
For.  from  the  book,  he  qulcKly  took  a  rose,  all  withered  and  dry, 
"  What  Is  the  matter,  uncle  dear?  what  makes  you  look  so  sad? 
Have  I  done  any  wrong  while  here,  please  t«ll  me  if  I  have? " 
No,  no,  my  child,  It  is  not  you  that  makes  me  shed  a  tear. 
It  Is  this  rose,  the  thoughts  of  past,  come,  listen,  the  story  hear. 

Refrain. 
Tis  only  a  foded  rose,  1  know,  to  me,  tls  a  precious  gem. 
It  takes  me  back  to  long  ago.  to  younger  days  again; 
I  sought  to  win  the  hand  of  one,  one  rioved  better  than  gold. 
But  sne  was  false,  and  all  I  have,  is  just  this  faded  rose. 

It  was  the  time  when  war  broke  out,  said  the  old  man  to  the  lad. 
I  to  the  front  went,  with  a  shout,  the  parting,  too,  was  sad; 
She  gave  me  this  rose,  once  so  fair,  and  with  a  look  ot  pain. 
Said,  take  It,  Ned,  and  we'll  be  wed,  when  you  return  again. 
The  war  was  ended  soon,  my  child,  I  came  back  crowned  with  fame; 
My  heart  was  broken,  I  was  wild,  another  her  had  claimed,        , 
That's  why  I'm  single,  live  alone,  no  children  at  mv  knee.  *- 

And  JuBt  this  rose  is  all  I  have,  I  hope  she  thinks  of  me.—/i«ftaiH. 


A-BLOWIN'    DOWN    DE    LINE. 

Copyright,  IMS,  by  Hamilton  S.  Oor<l<>ii.    English  oopyrlght  aeoured. 
Used  by  permission  ot  Hamilton  8.  Got  dun,  138  Fifth  Avitnue,  N.  T.,  price  M  cents. 


Written  by  Karl  Eenneit.     Uosic  by  Lyn  U<lall. 


Yas,  dat's  what  I  said,  heap  o'  trouble  ahead 

Fo'  de  niggah  wld  de  crap-game  face; 
Ab'se  out  fo^de  goah,  an'  an '11  tackle  him  sbo'ab 

Ef  ah  catch  him  any  place. 
Ah'll  mangle  his  mug  ef  ah  go  to  de  Jug, 

An'  ah'se  ready  to  pay  ma  fine; 
Fo'  he  stole  ma  money  an'  he  took  ma  honey 

A-blowIn'  down  de  line. 

Chorus 
'-.    Dat's  no  way  to  treat  me,  promise  to  meet  me. 
Tell  me  to  come  at  nine; 
Den  gl'  me  de  shake,  fo'  a  policy  fake,   ; 

Wld  an'  uglier  mug  dan  mine. 
Ah'se  makln'  a  sneak  on  de  rubbah-neck  freak. 

An'  ah'll  fix  dat  niggah  flne, 
Fo'  he  stole  ma  money  an'  he  took  ma  honey 
A-blowin'  down  de  fine. 

Dat  settle  de  biz.  It's  all  off  wld  Liz, 

An'  ah'd  raddah  hab  a  scrap  dan  eat; 
Dat  niggah,  he  know  dat  he  bettah  lay  low, 

Ah'se  a  desp'rate  coon  to  meet; 
Ah'll  follow  his  trail,  ef  ah  keep  out  o'  jail. 

An'  ah'll  run  up  an'  down  his  spine, 
Fo'  he's  got  ma  nig  In  a  bone-yard  rig 

A-blowln'  down  de  line.— <  A«»«». 

It's  off  wld  de  spiel,  odder  coon  has  de  deal. 

An'  dls  niggah  am  In  de  soup; 
Ma  money  has  went  wld  de  odder  nlg  gent. 

An'  ma  baby  has  flew  de  coop; 
Dis  niggah  am  soan,  an'  he's  lookin'  fo'  wab. 

As  snoah  as  de  moon  do  shine. 
An'  de  ha'r  will  flew  when  ah  catch  dem  two 

Dat's  blowln'  down  de  line.— <./<o/  u«. 
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HI    THERE!    RUBBER    NECK. 


Copyriglit,  ItVS,  by  DoyU  ft  Read. 


Worda  and  Ifaslc  by  A.  Bowdan  DoyI*  and  CbarlM  A.  R««d. 


.■r: 


i.. 


Once  I  saw  an  eager  crowd  of  many  hundred  people 
Watch  a  man  who  went  to  flx  the  top  of  a  church  steeple, 
And  of  a  sudden  when  the  man  looked  like  a  little  speck. 
Some  smart  Aleck  In  the  crowd  Just  yelled  out  Rubber  Neck! 

Chorus. 

Rubber  Neck,  Rubber  Neck,  you'll  hear  it  ev'rywhere. 
If  you  stop  to  notice  things,  or  should  you  chance  to  stare; 
Rubl)er  Neck,  Rubber  Neck,  your  gazing  it  will  check. 
To  have  some  crazy  Yap  yell  out,  HI  there!  Rubber  Neck! 

Notice  on  a  rainy  day  a  lady  neatly  clad. 

Crossing  o'er  the  muddy  street,  the  walks  are  very  bad. 

Some  men  who  are  Just  passing  by  will  to  each  other  beck, 

"Till  some  kid,  with  grinning  face,  will  yell  out  Rubber  Neck!— C%o. 

At  a  burlesque  show  one  night  the  house  was  very  packed. 
Front  row  seats  with  bald-heads  filled,  who  rubberxl  every  act. 
They  gazed  with  bulging  eyes,  they  did,  the  girls  to  try  and  vex, 
'Till  the  leading  lady  yelled,  oh,  see  the  rubber  necks.— CAoi-ui. 


DO    YOU    REMEMBER? 

Copyrtebt,  ItM,  by  Carl  FUber. 


Words  and  Hutic  by  Richard  Stabl. 


Do  you  remember?  'tis  not  long  ago. 

When  flrst  you  said  "  I  love  you  so." 

Can  time  have  changed  the  vows  we  then  made. 

Do  you  remember,  or  is  your  love  dead? 

In  years  gone  by  many  a  sigh 

Has  pierced  my  heart,  all  for  thee. 
Why  tnen  break  now  that  sacred  vow, 

Doest  thou  no  lonBer  love  me? 
must  J  roam  throuKli  life  alone 

Without  thee,  my  darling  one. 

Chorits. 


Why; 


>r 


THE    LANG-UID    MAN. 

Copyright.  18t8,  by  Carl  FUher. 


Words  by  Edmund  Vance  Cooke.    Music  by  Rletaard  Stahl. 
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This  life's  a  hollow  bubble. 

Don't  you  know? 
A  painted  piece  of  twouble. 

Don't  you  know? 
We  come  on  earth  to  cwy. 
We  gwow  oldeh  and  we  sigh, 
Oldeh  still  and  then  we  die. 

Don't  you  know? 
We  wowwy  thwough  each  day. 

Don't  you  know? 
In  a  sort  of,  kind  of,  way, 

Don't  you  know? 
We  are  nungwy,  we  are  fed. 
Some  few  things  are  done  and  said, 
We  are  tlhed,  we  go  to  bed. 

Don't  you  knowT 

Chorcs. 

Don't  you  know,  weally,  sometimes  I  wondeh. 

If  life  18  life,  or  Is  only  a  blundeh. 

A  twlck  of  that  devilish  fellah  down  yundeh 

Who's  fooling  us  all,  don't  you  know? 
Life  will  l)e  life,  when  we  nevah  need  wowwy, 
Lif«  will  be  lite  when  we  nevah  need  huhwy. 
When  there's  no  fluhwy. 

But  then  we'll  be  dead,  don't  you  know? 

It's  all  a  howwld  mix, 
♦        Don't  you  know? 

Business,  love  and  poUticB. 

Don't  you  know? 
Clubs  and  nawties,  cliques  and  Mtt, 
Fashions,  follies,  sins,  wegwete, 
Stwuggle,  stwlfe  and  clgawettet, 
'        Don't  you  know? 
Politics?  O.  just  a  lawk. 

Don't  yoii  know? 
Just  a  night  niaeh  in  the  dawk. 

Don't  you  know? 
You  pe'spiah  all  day  and  night. 
And  afteh  all  the  fight, 
..  Why  pehaps  the  w\)ng  man's  wight. 

Don't  you  know?— fAorii*. 

Love?  O,  yes:  you  meet  some  gl'l. 

Don't  you  know? 
And  you  get  In  such  a  whl'l, 

Don't  you  know? 
That  you  kneel  down  on  the  floah. 
And  imploah  and  adoah. 
And  it's  all  a  beastly  boah! 

Don't  you  know? 
Soclet'  ?  Isdwess, 

Dont  you  know? 
And  a  souce  of  much  distwess. 

Don't  you  know? 
■    To  detehmliie  what  to  weah. 
When  to  go  and  likewise  wheah. 
And  how  to  pawt  youah  halh. 

Don't  you  know?— c'Ao»«». 

So  theah's  weally  nothing  in  It, 

JV)n't  you  know? 
AikI  we  live  Just  for  a  minute. 

Don't  you  know? 
For  when  you've  seen  and  felt. 
Dwatik  and  eaten,  healid  and  smelt. 
Why.  all  the  cawds  are  dealt. 

Don't  you  know? 
-  You've  one  consciousness,  that's  all. 

Don't  you  know? 
And  one  stomach,  and  it's  small. 

Don't  you  know? 
You  can  only  weah  one  tie. 
One  eye-glass  in  youah  eye, 
And  one  coffin,  when  you  die. 

Don't  you  know?— C'/otii*. 


Have  you  forgotten  your  promise?  Am  1  no  longer  thine  own? 
Let  me  Just  once  more  embrace  thee,  come  to  the  heart  that  is  lone; 
Ever  and  always  I'll  love  thee,  ofttimes.  you  know.  I  have  said,     [dead? 
One  fond  kiss  was  then  your  answer,  do  you  remember?  or  Is  your  love 

Life  seems  so  dreary,  so  bitter  and  cold. 
Without  one  smile,  like  those  of  old. 
Soon  all  be  o'er,  to  rest  I'll  be  laid. 
Why  should  I  linger  when  your  love  is  dead. 
Some  day,  maybe,  there'll  come  to  thee 

Thoughts  of  a  bright,  happv  past;  ' 
But.  after  all.  why  now  recall 

Moments  of  Dliss  that  not  last: 
Why  should  I  try  to  tempt  my  fate 

when  you  say  "It  is  too  late."— CAon/«. 


a- 


As  Long  As  It  Pleases  the  Ladies. 


CopyriKht,  ISW,  by  Carl  Fischer. 


Words  by  Charles  Hoyt.    tlusic  by  lUchard  Stahl. 


Rude  men  give  me  the  guy  as  1  go  by. 
Crude  men  are  Jealous  of  me.  and  1  know  why. 
Plain  men  gaze  with  a  smile  at  my  dainty  curls; 
Coarse  men  laugh  at  my  style,  but  it  suits  the  girls. 

CiioRiTS. 

And  as  long  as  it  pleases  the  ladies,  the  ladies,  the  ladief* 
As  long  as  It  pleases  the  ladles.  I  care  not  what  men  may  say. 

As  long  as  it  pleases  the  ladies,  the  ladles,  the  ladies. 
As  long  as  it  pleases  the  ladles,  I  care  not  what  men  may  say. 

Rubies  and  diamond  rings  and  costly  pearls 
Are  Just  the  things  that  will  always  suit  the  girls; 
Girls  all  prize  them  most  highly  and  can't  get  enough, 
Man,  poor  man.  is  the  fool,  hustling  for  the  stuff.— chorus. 

Op'ra-house  man  comes  in  to  see  the  play. 

Vacant  chair  in  front  of  him.  nothing  in  the  way; 

In  comes  lady  fair,  wearing  hat  three  feet  tall. 

Site  down  In  vacant  chair,  man  can't  see  at  all.— CAw«#. 

Man  leans  over  and  whispers  in  lady's  ear. 

Asks  her  politely  to  please  remove  her  headgear; 

She  turns  'round  with  a  scorn  and  says,  very  rude  of  you; 

Just  pay  attention  to  me  and  laugh  when  I  ao.—chorut. 


MY    CREOLE    SUE. 

OopyrlKht.  18M.  by  Hamilton  S.  Obrdoti.    Engrlish  copyright  seonred. 


Used  by  pcimtsBloii  of  Barotlton  S.  Qordiii,  1S9  Fifth  ATeiine,  N.  T.,  )>rlce  SO  centf. 
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Words  and  Uunic  by  Oiis*le  L.  Darls. 


While  to-night  I  sit  reflecting  over  mem'rles  of  the  past. 

My  thougnte  turn  to  the  Louisiana  shore; 
There  my  heart  flrst  found  Its  happiness,  and  may  it  ever  last. 

Oh,  that  little  girl  I'll  love  forevermore. 
Whene'er  I  think  of  angels  then  I  seem  to  see  her  face.  { 

There  never  l)eat  a  heart  so  fond  and  true;  ' 

And  when  1  left  the  sunny  South,  rigbt  there  I  left  my  heart. 

She's  the  sunlight  of  my  life,  my  Creole  Sue. 

Chorus. 
My  Creole  Sue,  how  I  love  yon, 
1  love  you  still,  and  always  will, 
1  sigh  for  you,  I  do,  I  do. 
And  my  thoughts  are  all  of  you,  my  Creole  Sue. 

Through  life's  Journey  I  have  never  seen  a  face  to  me  so  fair, 

I've  never  beard  a  voice  that  sound  so  sweet; 
And  I  oft"  think  of  the  moonlight  nights  that  1  spent  with  her  there. 

For  with  her  ray  happiness  was  quite  complete. 
A  memory  still  haunts  me.  and  no  matter  where  I  roam. 

Her  words  will  linger  In  my  ear  through  life; 
One  night  she  whispered  softly,  "  Oh,  I  love  you,  yes  I  do. 

And  I  promise  you  some  day  to  be  your  wife!"— C'/««»t«#. 


The  words  and  music  of  either  of  the  above  songs  will  be  mailed 
to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  30  centg  per  copy,  or  4  copies, 
your  selection,  for  One  Pollar,  by  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  108  Park  Row. 
New  York.  Catalogue  of  all  our  publications  mailed  Free  upon  appll- 
cation. 
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GO  AND  FIND  YOUR  SISTER,  TOM 


Copyrtglit.  18M,  by  Charles  Coleman. 
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Word*  l>7  Oeorge  W.  Chance.    Huaic  bj  Charles  Coteman.     .  .    ~-   ., 

A  quiet  country  vlllaee  In  the  far-off  sunny  South, 

A  cottage  holds  witiiin  a  shady  dell. 
Where  lived  a  maid  with  wavy  hair,  whose  face  was  fair  to  86©. 

The  folks  for  miles  around  all  loved  her  well.  • 
No  sorrow  ever  seemed  to  mar  the  .sunshine  of  her  life, 

Her  smile  was  sweeter  than  the  flowers  of  May. 
A  stranger  from  the  city  came  and  lured  her  from  her  home. 

To  brother  Tom  the  mother  then  did  say: 

Rkfrain.  '  " 

(io  and  And  your  sister,  Tom,  and  bring  her  back  once  more, . 
Tell  her  that  we've  missed  her  as  she  ne'er  was  missed  before. 
Tell  her  that  the  roses  bloom  and  birds  sing  just  as  gay. 
Still  homedon"t  seem  the  same  to  us  since  Bessie  went  away. 

He  found  her  in  a  city  strange,  she  had  been  cast  away, 
■    Deserted  by  her  husband,  left  to  roam. 
Her  thoughts  were  of  the  cottage  still  that  stood  down  in  the  dell. 

Of  mother  and  the  friends  she'd  left  at  home. 
He  said  to  her,  dear  Bessie,  I  have  come  to  bring  you  back. 

The  past  well  think  no  more  of,  it  is  dead. 
Your  pride  it  need  not  bar  you,  for  your  friends  will  love  you  still. 

So  do  come  home  for  mother's  sake,  who  said:— y/e/roi;.. 


AMERICA'S  PICKANINNY  TWINS. 

Copyright.  1898,  by  Jno.  L.  Uulroy.     Woidiand  Music  by  Jiio.  L.  Mulroy. 


H 


Down  yondali.  in  the  suthin  part  of  Gawgia, 

Whar  de  cotton  an'  de  sugarcane  does  grow; 
Tha'  was  bawned  a  pair  of  little  pickaninnies, 
Ahd  it's  jest  'bout  six  or  seven  yeahs  ago.  .  '         i  .'-  .• 

-S>x>fert— Yes,  it  is.  ,    *• 

Tha' was  twenty-seven  niggahs  in  the  family. 
Every  one  was  named  from  Jeffeson  to  Jo,  , ' 

..     Then  to  name  the  kids  ole  mammy  tried  so  mightily,      .^      . 
But  at  last  she  said,  I'll  have  to  let  it  go. 
-S;>"A:«n— Po'  mammy! 
Not  long  ago  she  had  a  mighty  gatherin',  .' 

Massa  .Johnson,  Cook  and  Jackson  all  cum  in. 
Then  without  a-half  a-tryln'.  Mars'  Jackson  says,  Aunt  Dine, 
We's  a-gwine  to  name  the  pickaninny  twins. 

Chorcs. 

Mars'  Johnson  named  me  Dewey,  Mars'  Jackson  called  me  Miles, 
with  whlt«  folks  we  jest  kills  it  with  our  new  American  styles; 
We're  not  like  common  niggahs,  we  weahs  de  swellest  things. 
We're  the  Suthih-bredded,  fuzzy-headed,  pickaninny  twiHS. 

i        We's  runned  away  from  home  to  go  a-travelin',  •• 

We're  a-gwine  to  visit  all  the  biggest  towns; 
We  will  mingle  in  the  swellest  of  society,  - 

And  well  have  the  blak  fo'  hundred  show  us  'round- 

,S/>'A-^n— 'Deed  we  will.  • 

Now  we's  lookin'  for  two  culled  gals  of  'bilities 

To  walk  fo' cakes  an' cut  de  pigeon  wing; 
We  will  ovahlook  their  sassafras  proclivities. 
But  for  style  they'll  have  to  be  tne  propah  thing. 
iS/>ofc?/t— No  lie,  honey! 
Thar '8  gwlne  to  be  a  passemla  this  evenin'. 

An',  of  course,  these  kids  am  gwine  to  take  it  in. 
All  the  coons  will  take  a  flt,  we'll  make  an  awful  hit, 
.        ,  As  the  patriotic  pickaninny  twins.— c'Aon/*.  ..» 


Come  Back  to  Your  Mother,  Madge. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  National  Music  Co.    English  copyright  secnred. 


Words  by  Samuel  I.  Oamond.      MuhIc  by  James  Alvin  Fairfield. 


Friend  Madge,  your  mother  I  have  seen,  I  told  her  what  you  said; 
Oh!  if  you  could  have  with  me  been,  and  seen  her  bow  her  head. 
But  when  I  said  your  health  was  poor,  the  tears  ran  down  her  face; 
The  mother-love  then  banished,  Madge,  all  thought  of  your  disgrace; 
Your  mother  clasp'd  me  in  her  arms,  and  pressed  me  to  her  breast; 
To  me  who  ne'er  had  mother  known,  it  was  a  place  of  rest. 
I  heard  your  mother  pray  to  Gtod,  to  ease  your  heart  of  pain. 
To  turn  you  from  your  worldly  ways  and  bring  you  home  again. 

Refrain. 

Then  come  back  to  your  mother,  Madge,  her  dear  heart  pines  for  you. 
Oh!  come  and  nestle  in  her  arms,  just  as  you  used  to  do. 
No  love  you'll  And  like  mother-love,  no  matter  where  you  roam, 
And,Maage,'tiilyou  reach  heaven  above,  you'll  find  no  place  like  home 

And,  Madge,  the  wild  rose  is  in  bloom  you  planted  by  the  door; 

I've  plucked  a  spray  to  send  to  you,  that  you  may  think  of  yore. 

Your  mothers  heart's  nigh  broken,  Madge,  her  health  is  failing  fast; 

I  heard  the  doctor  say  last  night,  not  long  was  she  to  last. 

I  trust  these  lines  vour  heart  may  touch,  and  ope  love's  fountain  wide; 

And  cause  you  to  forsake  vour  ways  ere  sorrow  may  betide. 

Then  come  back  to  your  childhood  home;  this,  Madge,  I  beg  you'U^lo; 

Forgiven  freely  you  will  be,  and  joy  will  follow  you.— Jiefrain. 

Oh,  Madge,  you  can't  guess  who  I  met;  'twas  your  old  lover,  Ned; 
And  when  I  told  him  you  I'd  seen,  he.  with  emotion,  said: 
"  Lou,  If  you  ever  write  to  Madge,  just  say  I  love  her  still," 
When  I  ask'd  him  if  he'd  forgive,  he  answered,  "yes.  I  will — 
For  It  was  Madge  who  lit  the  flame  which  burns  within  my  heart; 
I  don't  care  what  the  world  might  say,  I'll  always  take  her  part." 
And  Ned  said,  you  he'd  gladly  wed;  I'm  sure  he  meant  It.  too, 
My  letter  to  a  close  I'll  brln^  God  bless  you— your  friend,  Lou.— .ff<A 


The  Queen  of  Mulberry  Bend,  i 

Copyright,  1898,  by  A.  U.  Maiisfleld.      Words  and  Music  by  W.  Leaver. 


There  is  a  charming  little  girl  the  neighbors  all  adore, 

A  fair-haired  little  beauty,  with  lovers  by  the  score. 

But  I'm  the  one  most  favored,  and  on  that  you  can  depend,  — 

That  the  sweetest  little  girl  of  all  Is  the  Queen  ot  Mulberry  Bend. 

Choris. 

Sweet  little  Katie  Mahoney,  she's  not  too  proud  or  too  toney, 
A  queen  in  her  set,  is  my  dear  little  pet,  my  sweet  little  Katie  Mahoney. 
Fair  as  the  fairest  of  flowers,  manv  are  the  happy  hours  (Bend. 

Together  we'd  spend,  to  wed  her  I  intend,  my  queen  down  in  Mulberry 

We  stroll  out  ev'ry  evening  to  the  pretty  park,  close  by, 

And  listen  to  the  music  while  the  hours  swiftly  fly. 

The  sweetest  music  to  me  was  my  own  Katie's  consent. 

For  me  to  name  the  happy  day  of  that  Important  event.—  ChtfiuM. 


AFTER    THE    WAR. 

Copyright.  1898.  by  Cai  I  Fischer. 


Words  by  Marion  Young.    Music  by  lUcliard  Stahl. 


A  widowed  mother  stands  beside  her  dear  and  only  son. 
The  call  "To  arms!  "  has  sounded  loud  and  like  a  knell  has  rung 
Within  the  mother's  anguished  heart,  for  soon  her  boy  must  go. 
And  by  his  ship's  gun  take  his  stand  against  the  treacherous  foe. 
With  words  of  hope  and  comfort  he  strives  her  heart  to  cheer. 
Then,  kissing  her,  he  bravely  cries,  "Dear  mother,  have  no  fearl " 
Your  sailor  boy  will  soon  return,  the  battles  cry  be  o'er, 
With  glory  we  11  come  sailing  home  after  the  war. 

CllORfS. 

After  the  war  is  over  some  hearts  will  throb  with  pain. 
Others  with  joy  and  gladness  to  meet  loved  ones  again; 
Our  heroes  will  live  forever,  their  deeds  are  known  afar,    ^ 
Ev'ry  tongue  sounds  their  praises  after  the  war. 

He  takes  his  place  on  board  the  ship,  all  eager  for  the  fray,   ' 

Into  the  thunderous  combat  then  tney  sail  at  break  of  day. 

The  boatswain's  wh'Stle  sound."  the  call,  "Clear  ship  for  action ! " '«  heard; 

The  t)oy  steps  bravely  to  his  gun  and  no  one  speaks  a  word. 

But  calmly  ne  stands  waiting  for  the  brief  and  quick  command. 

His  only  thought  is  bnt  to  fight  for  his  dear  native  land. 

He  hears  his  mother's  nightly  prayer  amidst  the  cannons'  roar, 

"  God  bring  him  safely  back  to  me  "  after  the  war.— cv<o»  '/*. 

Life's  tide  is  ebbing  fast  away,  de^th  claims  the  widow's  son. 
His  comrades  'round  him  silent  pray  and  cite  his  brave  deed  done. 
How,  with  a  shattered,  bleediiie  arm  he  nobly  kept  his  stand. 
And  when  the  foe  rushed  madly  on  had  fought  tliein  hand  to  hand. 
And  when  one  tore  his  country's  hag  down  from  the  tall  mast-head. 
He'd  staggered  o'erijie  blood-stained  deck  a  nd  struck  the  miscreant  dead. 
That  honored  flag  unstained  and  pure  shall  float  forevermore 
In  triumph  o'erlhat  hero's  head  after  the  war. 

"-'■'."  ^— ."",:■.;■■  ■.  ..        ^  Chorcs.      -   ■  V"  ^ 

After  the  war  is  over  and  battle-call  Is  done, 
Ourlieroes  are  returning  with  honor  nobly  won. 
In  freedom's  cause  their  blood  was  shed,  and  the  flag  they  adore 
Shall  wave  in  triumph  forever  after  the  war. 


My  Orange-Colored  Yaller  G-al. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Baltimore  Music  Co.      W^ords  and  Music  by  Samuel  I^pln. 


Dar  am  a  gal  in  dis  yer  town  who  ma  heart  am  yearning  for. 

She  am  de  only  one  I  eber  Inbb'd; 
She  am  a  trifle  shady,  a  real  warm  baby, 

I  could  eat  her,  yes  I  could; 
She  am  big  and  fat  and  shoots  crap,  you  can't  fool  her  on  any  game; 

At  the  cake-walk  she's  de  belle: 
Dar's  not  a  coon  in  town  dat  could  Mallnda  flown. 

My  orange-colored  yaller  gal. 

Chorus. 

Mallnda,  will  you  be  mine,  is  what  I'm  gwlne  to  say; 
If  you'll  only  say  de  word  vour  board  I  will  pay;  , 

I  drinks  gin  by  de  gallon,  f  likes  ma  watermelon. 

But  I  lubs  ya  best  of  all.  my  honey, 
I'll  chop  de  wood  and  I  will  tote  ya  up  de  coal; 
I'll  build  yer  de  flres  and  de  dinners  I  will  boil: 

I'll  gib  yer  all  my  money,  wont  yer  be  my  honey. 
My  orange-colored  yaller  gal. 

I  call'd  on  her  de  odder  night  a-feelln'  kinder  'spicioua. 

For  I'se  a  very  jealous  coon; 
Found  my  anticipation  wldout  de  least  foundation, 

I  guess  I  was  too  soon. 
She  e  am  de  sweetest  and  de  neatest,  she'm  a  red-hot  member; 

She  done  sot  my  brain  in  a  whirl. 
I  want  yer  all  to  know  I'm  gwine  to  propose 

To  ma-a  red-hot  orange-colored  yaller  gal.— CAotw. 
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Before  the  Maine  Went  Down. 

Oopyilgbt,  IM,  by  CbarlM  Oolemaa. 


Words  by  AuRuHa  Howe  Oli«inb«ra.    Maal«  by  CbarlM  Ool«mui. 


! 
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The  stars  In  heaven's  blue  flag  of  Btate  shone  o'er  Havana  Bay. 
Where  all,  unwarned  by  treach'rous  fate,  our  mtsrhty  cruiser  lay, 
And  many  sailors  dreamed  that  night  of  fame  and  war's  renown. 
Of  laurels  won  where  heroes  tight  before  the  Maine  went  down. 

Chorus. 

Before  the  Maine  went  down,  mothers  and  matrons  and  sweetheart*. 
In  hamlet  &  village  &  town,  prayed  for  and  wrote  to  their  darlings. 
Before  the  Maine  went  down,  letters  came  back  from  the  laddies 
Love-laden,  home,  swift  o'er  the  foam,  before  the  Maine  went  down. 

In  many  homes  each  absent  face  shone  in  the  flre-llght's  gleam. 
Or  crossed  to  seek  Its  vacant  place,  the  threshold  orsome  dream. 
But  now  a  nation  mourns  their  loss,  brave  hearts  no  fear  could  drown. 
They  died  to  save  their  country's  cause,  the  night  the  Maine  went  down. 

—  Choiui. 

'TWAS    IN    SEPTEMBER 

Oopyrlcht.  ItM.  bj  Wlndaor  Hoalo  Oo.    Words  ftnd  Uuslo  by  Oeo.  Ouitllo. 

Twas  in  September,  when  leaves  and  flowers  were  falling. 

My  love  and  I  parted,  parted  for  aye; 
Dark  was  that  day,  darker  still  my  heart's  foreboding. 

But  love,  ever  living,  breath'd  forth  this  lay: 

CH0RC3. 

Farewell,  dear  heart,  since  we  must  parted  be  forevermore. 

My  thoughts  will  turn  to  thee. 
Farewell,  dear  heart,  farewell,  dear  love, 

I  love  but  thee,  I  love  but  thee. 
Ah.  but  when  thou  dreamest.  thou  wilt  dream  of  me, 

And  when  thou  wakest  thou  wilt  think  of  me. 
Farewell,  my  love,  farewell,  my  love,  farewell. 

When  dreaming  thou  wilt  dream  of  me. 
Farewell,  dear  heart,  farewell,  farewell. 

Spring-time  returns,  love,  all  hope  and  life  revlTlDg, 

Each  bird  is  singing  sweetly  to  his  mate: 
Deep  from  each  heart  comes  the  thought  of  love's  renewing. 

But  mine,  only  mine,  love,  comes  all  too  late.— C/iorro. 
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KLEPTOMANIA. 

OopyrlRbt,  im,  by  Uarl  Fiaolxr.    By  Riohard  Stahl. 

Mos'  de  months  I  disremember.  but  I  always  knows  November: 

Yes,  I  always  knows  November  took  the  chair. 
An'  I'm  Shu'  as  dat  I'm  llvln'  dat  It's  gettin'  neah  Thanksglvln', 

Dar's  a  kleptomanyer  feelln'  in  de  air. 
Eb'ry  night  I  dr«ams  o'  turkey  till  ma  flngers  get  quite  Jerkj'. 

Eb^ry  night  ma  legs  dey  walk  me  hea'  and  dare. 
Turkey  gobblers  seem  ter  beckon,  an'  I  ain't  maself,  I  reckon, 

Foh*^ dare's  a  kleptomanyen  feelln'  in  de  air. 

Chorus. 
Hml  Hm!  dat  kleptomanyer  feelln". 
Hm!  Hm:  comes  always  o'er  me  stealln': 
8hu'  when  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand. 
And  when  we  land  in  Eden's  land, 
St.  Peter'll  have  to  keep  his  turkeys  in  bis  band, 
Foh'  dar's  a  kleptomanyer  feelin'  In  de  air. 

Says  de  preacher,  don'  go  covet,  'makes  no  dlff'rence  how  you  love  It. 

Bible  say  regarding  turkeys,  don'  you  dare. 
But  how  kin  a  chile  remember  when  it  comes  along  November, 

An'  dat  kleptomanyer  feelln's  in  de  air. 
Hits  a  drefful,  drefful  feelln'  foh  to  have  come  o'  j'o'  stealln'. 

Hit's  a  sort  o'  stealln'  feelln'  an'  a  pair 
Of  de  fatter  turkey's  growin'  am  de  only  thing  worth  knowtn' 

When  dar's  a  kleptomanyen  feelm'  In  de  air.—f/iotn*. 


1^ 


K 

>: 


•  >  ■ 


SWEETHEART    MINE. 

OtpyiiKbt,  U98,  by  Windsor  llosle  Co. 
Words  by  Oltver  0>Ulus.     klosio  by  0«o.  Csntlls. 
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Little  Faoes  at  the  Window. 

Copyright.  UP7,  by  Albert  U.  lUasfleld. 
Words  knd  Mnslo  by  K.  P.  Favor. 


Whtl*  eomlnff  from  my  work  one  summer's  •▼•, 

I  happeneato  glance  over  'cross  the  way. 
There  in  a  cottage  neat  sat  a  mother  looking  BWMt« 

While  by  her  side  the  children  were  at  play. 
When  to  the  window  suddenly  they  go. 
For  soon  it's  time  for  papa,  they  all  know. 
With  faces  near  the  pane,  they  watch  him  down  the  tan*. 
While  to  me  comes  this  very  sweet  refrain: 

RErRAIN. 

Little  faces  at  the  window,  watching  there  each  night. 
Little  faces  at  the  window,  always  there  so  bright. 
When  Papa  at  first  thev  spv,  quicklv  to  him  they  both  fly. 
Little  faces  at  the  window,  watching  there  each  night. 

As  slowly  1  turned  to  go  away, 

I  could  not  lielp  but  thInR  of  days  gone  by. 
How  when  1  was  a  lad,  what  a  pleasure  It  gave  dad. 

As  each  nistht  we  would  quickly  to  him  fly. 
How  happy  he  would  always  seem  to  be. 
When  we  d  meet  him  light-hearted  and  so/ree. 
As  mem'ry  to  me  clings,  tears  to  my  eyes  It  brings. 
As  watching  them  I  could  not  help  but  sing:— y/«/>ain. 


THE    SHAMROCK. 

Copyright,  18M.  by  A.  M.  MsntllsM. 


Words  by  Frank  Abbott.     Mu«lo  by  Louis  Maarlc*. 


There's  a  sweet  little  leaflet,  which  poets  have  song  of. 

On  history's  pages  Its  name  may  be  seen, 
Tls  known  as  the  symbol  ana  loved  as  the  emblem 

Of  a  dear  little  Island  all  covered  with  green. 
It's  good  luck  to  find  It,  a  pleasure  to  seelt. 

All  honor  to  wear  It  next  true  Irish  hearts. 
Our  forefathers  wore  It.  their  banners  all  bore  It, 

I'll  love,  I'll  adore  it  till  life  from  me  pturts. 

Chorus. 

The  shamrock,  the  shamrock. 
Bo  modest  and  lowly,  so  pure  and  so  holy, 
The  shamrock,  the  shamrock. 

My  emblem  and  Ireland's,  the  shamrock. 

There's  a  sweet  blue-eyed  colleen  who's  won  my  affections, 

She's  fair  and  sh^'s  Irish,  what  more  can  1  say; 
She's  wilful  and  trying,  and  sometimes  she'll  teaze  me. 

But,  bless  her  true  heart,  why  that's  only  her  way; 
I  saw  her  last  evening  and  asked  her  to  give  me 

A  token  of  love  as  a  link  to  our  hearts. 
She  took  from  her  bosom  and  gave  me  a  shamrock, 

I'll  love,  I'll  adore  her  till  life  from  me  parts.— ca^tms. 


In  a  far-off.  smiling  valley,  where  the  green-clad  hills  look  down 

On  the  fairest  home  in  all  that  country  side. 
Lived  a  tender  little  maiden  fair,  with  laughing  eyes  of  brown, 

WTio  promised  long  ago  to  be  my  bride; 
Oh!  how  pleasant  are  the  mem'ries  of  those  well-remembered  hours. 

When  arm  in  arm  and  lieart  to  huart  we  strayed. 
Whilst  the  running  brook  below  us  seemed  to  murmur  to  the  flow'rs 

The  same  sweet  song  my  voice  to  her  conveyed. 

Refrain.  | 

Oh:  sweetheart  mltfe,  dear  sweetheart  mine, 

I  will  love  you  while  the  stars  above  shall  shine. 

For  your  loving  eyes  so  tender  and  your  sunny  smile  dlvln*. 

Have  won  my  heart  forever,  sweetheart  mme.  ^ 

In  that  far-off,  smiling  valley  bloom  the  roses  as  of  yore,  | 

But  the  sunshine  has  all  vanished  from  the  scene. 
For  my  sweetheart's  latighlng  eyes  of  brown  will  sparkle  neTermore, 

And  nevermore  she'll  grace  the  village  green, 
Fdr  they've  laid  her  In  her  last  long  sleep,  where  falls  the  rain  and  dew, 

On  the  hillside  where  we  often  used  to  stray. 
And  I  see  no  Joy  in  living,  for  my  heart  lies  burled,  too, 

with  the  form  of  her  to  whom  I  used  to  Bij:—Jitfi  <Uti.  \ 


THE  OLD  NEW  ENG-LAND  HOME. 

Copyright,  18M,  by  Flumlltoo  a  Oordon.    Engllsli  oopyrliiht  aDcnrad 
ITssd  by  permission  of  Hkinllton  S.  Oordon,  1S9  Fifth  Avenae,  N.  T  ,  price  M  e*nts. 
Words  by  Frank  D.  Peaaa.    Mario  by  Samual  R.  Bp«ok.  i 


There's  an  old  and  ruined  homestead  by  the  roadside. 

There's  a  tleld  where  yellow  corn  once  used  to  grow. 
There's  the  meadow  where  the  cows  were  sent  to  pasture. 

And  the  mountain  tops  all  covered  o'er  with  snow; 
There's  the  brook  still  flowing  gently  thro'  the  woodland. 

As  it  glides  o'er  pebbles,  on  Its  winding  way. 
It  reminds  me  of  tne  deaf  trlends  of  my  childhood. 

And  the  many  happy  hours  we  spent  In  play. 

Chorus. 
I  can  close  my  eyes  and  dimly  see  the  picture 

0        Of  the  happy  home  and  friends  I  used  to  know, 
And  my  mem'ry  PtlU  recalls  from  recollections 

Of  the  old  New  England  homestead  long  ago. 

Oh,  the  light  has  gone  from  out  that  dear  old  homestMd, 

All  around  is  still  and  silent  there  today. 
And  the  birds  they  build  their  nests  up  In  the  attic, 

'Tls  In  ruins  and  fast  going  to  decay; 
There  Is  mother,  father,  sweetheart  and  my  sister 

Sleeping  silent  in  the  church-yard  side  by  side; 
It  would  break  their  heart  If  they  were  here  to  see  It, 

For  the  old  New  England  homestead  was  their  pride.— CAor'/«. 
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YOU    AND    I. 

'.",.'    Oopjrisht,  1197,  bjr  T.  B.  Hariiii  ft  Co.     Englbh  copyright  Mourad. 
Word*  by  lluuh  Uoitoii.    Muitc  by  OtuUTe  Kerker. 

When  we  walk  up  town  together  on  a  Saturday  afternoon, 

You  and  I,  you  and  I, 
Oh,  the  day  It  seems  delicious,  with  our  hearts  in  perfect  tune, 

You  and  I,  you  and  1 ! 
When  we  drop  Into  the  Hoffman  House  and  have  a  glass  of  wine. 

It's  a  Jolly  thing  to  do,  upon  the  sly, 
And  you  whisper  that  you  love  me  ere  you  go  up  home  to  dine. 

You  and  I,  you  and  I! 
Oh,  of  course,  we  don't  get  tight,  for  that  wouldn't  be  polite! 

Oh,  we  never  reach  the  fullness  of  the  man  up  In  the  moon; 
But  we  sort  of  own  the  street,  and  we  learn  to  watch  our  feet,    . 

When  we  walk  up  town  together,  on  a  Saturday  afternoon. 

When  we  walk  up  town  together  on  a  Saturday  afternoon, 

You  and  I,  you  and  I, 
Oh.  the  only  thing  that's  sad  is  that  the  walk  should  end  so  soon. 

For  you  and  I,  you  and  I ! 
We  drop  In  here  and  drop  in  there,  and  ev'ry  drop  Is  sweet; 

And  tnere  comes  a  little  love-look  in  your  eye. 
And  your  fingers  sort  of  cling  to  mine. 

As  we  go  up  the  street,  you  and  I,  you  and  II 
Oh,  of  course,  we  don't  get  tight,  for  that  wouldn't  be  jwlite! 

Oh,  we  never  reach  the  fullness  of  the  man  up  In  the  moon; 
But  the  pavements  kind  of  dance,  and  you're  In  a  sort  of  tranc9i 

When  we  walk  up  town  together,  on  a  Saturday  afternoon. 


SUSIE    UE. 

Copyrlgbt,  1898,  by  Lyon  ft  Hraly. 


Written  and  Cumpoaed  by  B^OUbart. 

There's  a  pretty  little  gal  all  mine. 

She's  so  elegant  and  sweet  all  de  time —    . 

Fer  to  marry  her  I'm  sighin',  * .     ' 

An' at  times  I  feel  as  if  I  was  a-dyln'. 

Now  she  lubs  to  hear  me  sing,  yes  sne  do —    • 

An' to  play  upon  de  banjo,  too, 

Fer  I"ve  a  song,  a  lubly  soug. 

Which  I  sings  to  her  de  whole  day  long. 

Refrain. 
Snele  ue,  do  lub  me  true. 
Darky  boy  Is  berry  fond  of  you; 
Meet  vou,  honey,  in  de  mornln'. 
Wen  de  birds  am  all  a  callln'  Susie  ue,  mah  Susle-ue. 
Susie,  usle,  usie,  usle-ue. 

Rag  Chorus. 

Oh,  Susie  ue.  do  lub  me  true. 

Darky  boy  is  very  fond  of  you. 

Meet  yer,  honey,  in  de  mornin'  . 

Wen  de  birds  am  all  a-callin' 

Susie  ue,  mah  Susle-ue; 

Susie,  usle,  Susie  usie-ue. 

Ttfong  de  honeysuckle  all  day  long,  i; 

Hark!  de  bees  are  hummln'  dere  wild  song— 

From  de  cabin  comes  loud  slngin'. 

Darkles  voices  thro'  de  old  plantation  rlngln'. 

An'  dere's  gwlne  to  be  some  fun  ober  dere,  '■  ■ 

Dat  will  make  de  odder  nigger  boys  stare, 

For  massa's  gwlne  ter  make  her  mine; 

I'se  so  happy  dat  I  can't  help  crying:— i?</"fain. 


SWEET    MABEL    MAY. 

CopyrlKlit,  1896,  by  Johu  Herbert  Loiic- 


Word!  and  Hucic  by  John  Herbert  Lone. 


Divinely  tall  and  graceful  is  the  girl  that  I  adore, 

I  love  her  more  than  any  other  girl  I've  met  before; 

Angelic  Is  this  maiden,  little  maiden,  pretty  maiden. 

She  Is  the  fairest  creature  that  ever  I  beheld; 

And  I  would  love  most  dearly  to  marry  her  some  day. 

The  girls  are  rare  who  can  compare  with  charming  Mabel  Hay. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  Mabel  May,  sweet  Mabel  May,  Mabel  dear,  thou  art  a  flower. 
Of  l)eauty  rare,  there's  none  so  fair  blooms  In  the  rosiest  bower; 
Oh,  darUng  mine,  brightest  sunshine,  thou'rt  in  my  heart  every  hour; 
E'en  in  my  dreams  do  I  see  my  fair  queen,  my  dearest  Mabel  May. 

If  I  had  wealth  and  riches,  I  know  well  what  I  would  do, 

I'd  build  a  KOlden  castle,  and  with  diamonds  line  It  through; 

And  then  I'd  wed  this  maiden,  little  maiden,  pretty  maiden, 

I'd  take  her  to  my  castle,  and  there  we  Ixrth  would  dwell; 

I  know  we'd  1)6  80  happy,  we'd  live  on  wealth  and  love, 

'Twould  be  so  nice  in  paradise  with  Mabel  dear,  my  dove.— CAortM. 


WHEN    WE    ARE    MARRIED. 

Oopyright,  1897,  by  T.  B.  Harma  ft  Co.    EnvlUh  copyriKht  aeeured. 


L 


Words  by  Hugh  Morton.    Music  by  Oustare  Kerker. 


Piri.— When  we  are  married — 
Harry.— Why.  what  will  you  do? 

Fin.— I'll  be  as  sweet  as  I  can  to  you, 
I  will  l)e  tender  and  I  will  be  true 
When  I  am  married,  sweetheart,  to  yoti! 
Harry.— Love  is  not  all,  dear,  that  poets  may  say. 
Oft<»n  it  lasts  but  a  year  and  a  day; 
Often  the  day,  love,  without  any  year. 
'  Love  Is  not  all  it's  crack'd  up  to  be,  dear  I 

•      PiFi.— 1  only  know,  love,  what  our  love  will  lie; 
I  will  love  you,  love,  and  you  will  love  me. 
Not  for  a  year,  love,  and  not  for  a  day; 
I  will  love  you,  love,  forever  and  aye! 
Harry.— When  we  are  married,  why  what  will  you  do» 
Fin.— I'll  be  as  sweet  as  I  can  be  to  you  I 
I  will  be  tender  and  I  will  be  true. 
When  I  am  married,  sweetheart,  to  you. 


THE    PURITY    BRiaADE. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  T.  B.  narino  .t  C<>.     EnKli!-!!  copyriglit  aecured. 


Wordi  by  Hugh  Moiton.     Music  by  OustaTf  K«rker. 


THE    BELLE    OF    HONOLULU. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  J.  Oonigan.     Entered  at  Stationen'  Hall,  London,  Eog. 


Words  and  Music  by  LeeJoliuson. 


A  high-toned  gal  has  won  me,  a  belle  of  sweet  sixteen. 

She  is  the  swellest  gal  I've  seen,  this  Honolulu  hula  queen. 

For  style  and  grace  ma  lady  is  ev'rything  that's  swell. 

She  is  a  dream,  this  Honolulu  belle; 

When  she  goes  by,  the  ladles  sigh,  de  coons  all  wink  deir  eyes; 

And  when  ma  g:algoes  down  de  line,  the  natives  they  all  cry.* 


♦Spoken.— Well,  what  do  they  cry?  (This can  be  Intioduced  at  »,  before 
chorus,  by  orchestra  or  singe^n  stage,  if  desired.) 

Chorus. 
She  is  a  dream,  nm  Honolulu  queen,  the  sweetest  girl  that  ever  was  seen; 
She  is  divine,  this  hula  girl  of  mine,  she  is  the  belle  of  Honolulu. 

Next  Easter  morn  I'll  wed  her,  this  Oriental  queen,  [line, 

Den  wedding  l)ell8  will  sweetly  chime,  and  with  ma  bride  I'll  fall  In 

All  decked  In  orange  blossoms,  and  silks  and  satins  fine; 

She'll  soon  be  mine,  this  hula  gal  divine; 

De  choir  will  sing  and  chant  a  hymn  when  I  put  on  de  ring; 

And  when  I  march  out  with  ma  bride,  the  natives  they  will  sing: 

—  Vtiorut. 

A  high-toned  girl  has  won  me,  a  belle  of  sweet  sixteen. 

She  Is  the  swellest  girl  I've  seen,  this  Honolulu  hula  queen. 

For  style  and  grace  this  lady  Is  everything  that's  swell. 

She  Is  a  dream,  my  Honolulu  belle: 

When  she  goes  by  the  ladles  sigh,  the  swells  all  wink  their  eyes; 

The  natives  shout  when  she  goes  out,  and  this  is  what  they  cry: 

— Chotvf. 
Next  Eastern  mom  I'll  wed  her,  this  Oriental  queen, 
Then  wedding  l)ell8  will  sweetly  chime,  and  with  my  bride  I'll  fall  in 
All  decked  In  orange  blossoms,  and  silks  and  satins  fine.  [line, 

She'll  soon  be  mine,  this  hula  girl  divine. 
The  choir  will  sine  and  chant  a  hymn  when  I  nut  on  the  ring; 
And  when  I  march  out  with  my  bride,  the  natives  they  will  sing:- 

— Viioru$. 


I  hope  I  do  not  shock  my  late  converted  flock 

By  changing  to  a  costume  that  could  be  described  as  snappy, 
I  would  not  have  you  think  that  I  would  ever  sink 

From  my  high  state  of  piety  to  anything  clap  trappy. 
My  morals  have  not  changed,  as  you  miglit  ^uess. 
The  only  thing  that's  chang'd  has  been  my  dress. 
We're  the  ornamental  Purity  Brigade: 

To  our  purity  we  add  a  little  fashion; 
A  pretty  ribbon  of  the  proper  shade  .  • 

Could  never  hinder  real  religious  passion, 
Twould  not  be  flash  on  a  pretty  maid. 

When  we  fight  we  conquer  vlciousness  and  abame,      •  " 
Our  shiny  trumpets  going  tooty.  tooty : 

We  really  do  not  think  that  we're  to  blame 
For  dressing  in  a  style  that  suits  our  beauty. 

We  do  our  duty  just  the  same!  ... 

Now  is  It  not  as  well  to  be  a  trifle  swell* 

Oh,  is  it  necessary  when  you're  moral  to  be  gawkyt 
And  must  a  girl  employ  the  modes  that  come  from  Troy » 

Or  is  she  not  entitled  to  be  stunningly  New  Yorkyr 
Oh,  mayn't  a  girl  be  good  and  free  from  guile. 
And  yet  be  quite  a  corker  In  her  style*  ..      r. 

We're  the  ornamental  Purity  Brigade!  etc.  : 


—Some  Tennessee  English.— Cliarley  Gosset  asked  a  friend  of 
bis  from  the  country  tiie  other  day  if  slie  had  Ijeen  out  to  the  fair, 
and  she  replied  as  follows: — "I  didn't  went,  I  didn't  want  to 
went,  and  if  I  Lad  wanted  to  went  I  couldn't  have  gotten  to 

gwlne." — Clarkaville  Leaf- Chronicle. 


— Worse  by  half  than  the  lien  and  a  balf  problem  is  this:  A 
certain  family  consists  of  one  grandfather,  two  grandmotliers,  one 
father-in-law,  two  mothers-in-law,  three  mothers,  two  fathers, 
two  daughters,  one  son,  one  daugiiter-in-law,  one  son-in-law,  one 
grand-daughter;  and  there  sue  only  six  persons  iu  the  family. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  above 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  \ 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your  > 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN,  \ 

108  Park  Row,  New  York.    Catalogue  of  all  our  publications  mailed 

Free  upon  application. 
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MY    LITTLE    BABY. 

Cop7richt,  1W7,  by  T  B.  Harma  A  Co.    Eiiglt>h  oopyriglit  aeourad. 
Wordi  br  Hugli  Mortun.    Munlc  b;  OiuUva  Karker. 

Pretty  girl,  my  fancy  tarna  to  you; 

Listen,  and  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do, 
I'll  kiss  you  more  than  twice,  and  it  you  think  It  nice, 

Unto  those  kisses  I  will  add  a  few; 
That's  what  I'll  do,  my  dear,  to  you; 
Lay  your  Uttte  golden  head  on  my  left  shoulder. 
Darling,  I  would  have  you  grow  a  trifle  bolder. 

Oh,  you  pretty  posy,  ain't  we  getting  cosy,  my  little  babyl 
You're  as  sweet  as  roses  when  tney  bloom  on  June  days. 
You're  as  warm  as  sunlight  is  on  summer  noondays; 

I  win  never  lose  you,  I'll  kiss  until  I  bruise  you,  my  little  baby. 

Pretty  girl,  they've  made  you  very  sweet, 

You'u  create  excitement  on  the  street; 
You've  made  a  hit  with  me,  and  now,  if  you'll  agree. 

Our  lips  in  osculation  soon  will  meet; 
If  I  entreat,  will  you  be  sweet? 
Lay  your  little  golden  head  on  my  left  shoulder,  etc. 


LA    BELLE    PARISIENNE. 

Oupyiisht,  lt87,  br  T.  B.  Harina  A  Co.    EnglUh  oopyrlsht-aaourad. 


Word*  b7  HuRti  Morton.    Ifoalo  by  Ouatore  Karkar. 


HOT    STUFF.  , 

Oopyrisht,  lar,  by  Karl  P.  Hlraakorn.     Wurda  ajid  Music  by  Kort.  P.  HIraakorn. 

Darkeytown  has  got  no  chance,  niggers  are  In  a  trance. 

When!  walk  through  Coon's  Retreat.  Hot  stuff  lust  owns  de  street, 

Found  a  gal  who'd  oe  my  wife,  only  to  save  her  life. 

Niggers  are  scarce  since  Hot  Stuff  came  'round. 

Chorus. 

I'm  de  new  coon,  Hot  Stuff's  been  found, 

Down  in  Coontown  you'll  hear  no  sound,    . 
When  I'm  walkln'  coons  are  squakin". 

Keep  shy,  you  niggers,  for  Hot  Stuff's  come  aroand.— fitefiM.J 

Since  de  first  gal  I  had  wed,  twenty  I've  got  instead. 
In  a  week  one  man's  been  found,  so  scared  he  makes  no  sound. 
Like  de  rest  he'll  go  some  day,  squakin'  he'll  fade  away, 
Orave- yards  are  full  since  Hot  Stuff  came  'round.— tAorM«. 


MY    GIRL    MOLLIE. 


Oopyrlctit,  IIM,  by  Kart  P.  Hiraakorii.    Worda  and  Mui-lc  by  Kurt  P.  Hlnakorn. 

Summer  days  are  coming,  school  vacation's  near; 
A  little  girl  so  stunning  lately  has  moved  here. 
Charlie,  Tom  and  Ollle,  saw  her  while  at  play; 
There's  my  girl,  says  Charlie,  pointing  out  that  way. 


fr 


Ze  American  girl  she  walk  like  zis,  in  a  haughty  mannalre; 

Ze  lady  from  France  she  walk  like  zis,  in  a  naughty  mannalre; 
<,  Now  which  do  you  like  the  best,  monsieur?  now  which  do  you  Uketo  see? 
J  Ze  haughty,  proud  American  girl,  or  ze  lady  from  gay  Paree? 
]  Ah!  oh.  La  Belle  Parlsieune,  she  do  capture  all  ze  men, 
<     Wlz  ze  naughty  little  way  she  have  of  walking; 
I  When  across  ze  street  she  go,  she  will  lift  her  skirt,  Jes  so! 
t     Oh,  no  wonder  zat  she  sets  the  gossips  talking. 
\  Ze  American  girl  she  dance  like  zis,  in  a  haughty  mannalre; 
(.  Ze  lady  from  France  she  dance  like  zis.  In  a  naughty  mannalre; 
)  Now  which  do  you  like  the  best,  monsieur?  now  which  do  you  like  to  see? 
1  Ze  haughty,  proud  American  girl,  or  ze  lady  from  gay  Paree?  ahl 
(  Oh.  La  Belle  Parislenne,  she  do  capture  all  ze  men, 
.)     Wiz  ze  naughty  little  way  she  have  of  dancing; 
"j  When  across  ze  street  she  go,  she  will  kick  her  skirt,  Jes'  sol 
i     And  her  little  kick  it  makes  the  dance  entrancing. 

■  a  * 

Teach  Me  How  to  Kiss,  Dear. 

Oopyrlffht.  1W7,  by  T.  B.  Banna  A  Oo.    EnirUfli  copyrtgh*  aaeorad. 


Worda  by  Biucb  Morton.    Muaio  by  Qoatara  Kerkar. 


To  be  the  toy  of  a  bold,  bad  boy, 

I  really  do  think  I  should  like  Itl 
To  sit  and  kiss  is  a  style  of  bliss 

That  ought  to  be  nice,  when  you  strike  Itl 
I  am  shy,  just  now,  and  I  wouldn't  know  how 

To  love  like  a  thoroughbred  lady. 
But  I  surmise  that  I  might  grow  wise 

If  you  woo'd  me  in  nooks  that  are  shady. 
Oh,  teach  me  how  to  kiss,  dear,  teach  me  how  to  squeeze. 
Teach  me  how  to  sit  upon  your  sympathetic  knees. 
Teach  me  how  to  coo,  dear,  like  a  turtle-dove. 
Teach  me  how  to  fondle  you,  oh,  teach  me  how  to  love. 
I'm  very  "  new,"  but  I'll  say  to  you. 

That  my  newness  is  readv  to  wear  off. 
Of  course.  I'm  good,  all  the  same  I  would. 

With  a  proper  young  gentleman,  palrotfl 
I  think  that  I,  in  a  bye  and  bye. 

At  kissing  might  prove  very  handy; 
Though  Incomplete,  I  ought  to  be  sweet. 

For  you  know  that  I'm  made  out  of  candy. 
Ob,  teach  me  how  to  kiss,  dear,  etc. 


/ 


CHORire. 


There's  my  girl  Mollle, 


playing  with  Dollle,  moved  in  our  street  to-day; 
Always  so'Jolly,  Is  my  girl  Mollle,  always  so  free  and  gay; 
She  calls  me  CfhoUie,  me  tries  to  jolly,  I  let  her  have  her  way; 
Ma  says  It's  Oh!  such  folly,  but  then  it's  children's  play. 

Playing  all  together,  boys  and  girls  the  same;  t 

Each  boy  tries  so  clever  MolUe's  love  to  gain.         •        l 
Jumping  o'er  each  other,  while  she  runs  about, 
Cbarlle  he  had  won  her,  for  you'd  hear  him  shout:— CAorw*. 


Parody  on : 

HAVE    YOU    SEEN    HER? 

Wrlttan  and  Bunc  by  Harry  8.  BairBent.  .  I 

I  love  a  girl,  her  name  'tis  Jane,  have  you  seen  her  ? 

I  met  her  on  a  railroad  train,  have  you  seen  her? 

But  one  day  a  fellow  nice  and  slick,  ■    \    .■ 

Bought  her  a  sealskin  sack  on  tick;  ' 

•Twas  then  I  saw  my  finish  quick,  have  you  seen  her? 

Chorus. 

She  was  a  great  big,  cross-eyed,  on  her  nose  she  had  a  pimple, 
Pug  nosed,  blear-eyed,  on  her  cheek  she  had  a  dimple. 
Knock-kneed,  pigeon  toed,  teeth  Just  like  a  pearl,  j 

Everybody  knows  I'm  stuck  on  my  best  girl. 

Now,  boys,  doo't  never  wed  a  girl,  have  you  seen  her? 
If  down  ner  back  she  wears  a  curl,  have  you  seen  her? 

Or  you'll  find  you'll  be  both  bent  and  broke. 

You'll  quickly  learn  it  is  no  Joke, 
You'll  have  to  put  yourself  in  soak,  have  you  seen  her?— C%o. 


WHEN    A    WOMAN    LOVES. 

Oopyricht.  IM7.  by  Pblllp  Kum«I.     Words  and  Mualc  by  Philip  KoaML 


THEY    ALL    FOLLOW    ME. 

Oopyrlght,  lt«7,  by  T.  B.  Harma  A  Co.    BuffUah  copyright  a*oara<L 
Worda  by  Hugh  Hortuu.    Muaio  by  Oiwtara  Karker. 

I  And  It  rather  dlfllcnlt  to  make  voung  men  religious. 

In  saving  youth  from  wickedness,  the  labor  is  prodlgloiis; 

When  I  ask  them  to  be  good,  as  all  young  should  be. 

They  only  say  thev  would  be  very  good  to  me. 

I  ask  them  If  they'll  follow  In  the  path  that  leads  to  sweet  salvation. 

But  oh,  the  effect  my  argument  hath,  fills  me  with  perturbation. 

For  when  tho.se  youths  profess  that  the  light  of  faith  thev  see. 

They  never  proceed  to  follow  that  light,  but  always  follow  me. 

Femalk  Chorcs 
Follow  on  I  follow  on!  when  the  light  of  faith  you  seel 

Soixx 
But  they  never  proceed  to  follow  that  light,  but  always  follow  me  I 

Chorith 
Follow  on!  follow  on!  when  the  light  of  faith  you  seel 

Solo. 
But  they  never  proceed  to  follow  that  light,  but  always  follow  me. 
I'm  sure  I  Iqok  demure  enough,  as  I  go  'round  the  city. 
And  do  ray  best  to  hide  the  fact  that  I  am  young  and  pretty. 
And  I,  therefore,  cannot  see,  when  I  go  out  to  preach. 
Why  men  must  say  to  me  that  I'm  a  perfect  peach; 
I  do  my  best  to  indicate  the  way  that  leads  to  sweetest  virtue; 
For  if  from  the  righteous  road  you  stray,  then  satan  he  will  hurt  you  I 
But  when  young  men  profess  that  the  light  of  faith  they  see. 
They  never  proceed  to  follow  that  light,  out  always  follow  ia»V—C^. 


Don't  leave  me,  dear,  in  anger,  for  surely  you'll  regret,    | 

Now  that  my  time  is  drawing  to  a  close, 
How  often  have  you  told  It.  you  loved  none  else  but  me, 

Tho'  now  your  life  Is  filled  with  bitter  woes. 
All  through  our  married  life  you've  been  the  idol  of  my  heart; 

Your  love  has  been  to  me  my  all  In  all. 
You  surely  must  have  loved  me,  or  else  I've  been  deceived. 

Tell  me  ere  I  go  l)eyond  recall. 

CHORtJS.  ] 

For  when  a  woman  loves,  how  plainly  d*es  she  show  it, 

Nothing  In  this  world  can  take  her  love  away; 
She'll  work  for  you,  she'll  beg  for  you,  and  yes  I  know  she'd  die  for  yon. 

For  when  a  woman  truly  loves  her  love  will  stay. 

When  you  had  wealth  and  plenty,  I  entertained  your  friends. 

And  made  all  men  pay  homage  to  your  name. 
And  after,  when  misfortune  swept  all  your  wealth  away, 

You  always  found  my  love  was  lust  the  same. 
None  bad  a  oetter  right  to  make  the  man  that  I  loved  beet 

Oo  forth  and  show  that  work  was  not  a  shame. 
Did  I  not  also  help  you  until  I  lost  my  health? 

Tell  me  that  you  love  me  Just  the  B&me.—Cfiorv*. 


t 
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Don't  Forget  Yotir  Sister  at  Home. 

Oupyricht,  1897.  Uy  Smith  Piano  Co.    Wordt  and  Maulo  br  Ooad*  L.  Davis. 
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So  many  home  and  mother  songs  are  written  every  day. 
But  there's  one  thafs  been  forgotten  all  alonif.  ,      -       . 

■„     I  grasp  my  pen  and  wonder  what  Is  best  for  me  to  say, 
;         For  your  sister  Is  the  subject  of  my  song: 
.   '   She  always  stands  up  for  you  In  right  and  in  the  wrong. 
When  the  old  folks'  wrath  in  torrents  on  you  falls; 
Your  faults  she  tries  to  hide,  and  you  learn  to  say  ere  long     ^' 
That  your  sister  is  the  best  friend  after  all. 

Chorus.  .'.";;;. a  •  ■:■■'., 

So  don't  forget  your  sister  that's  at  home. 

She's  the  dearest  friend  in  all  the  world  to  you; 
She  can  make  your  whole  life  bright,  and  make  sunsblne  out  of  night, 

Your  sister  so  loving,  so  true. 

As  we  walk  'long  the  street  each  day,  why  scor^  of  girls  we  meet. 

Some  are  rich  and  some  are  ragged  and  forlorn. 
Remember  and  respect  them  though  they're  outcasts  in  the  street, 

And  remember  you've  a  sister  of  your  own; 
All  your  troubles  you'll  confide  when  you're  bowed  down  with  care; 

Her  advice  she'll  give  you  if  you'll  only  hear: 
The  angel  of  your  heart,  and  she's  always  on  your  Side, 

That's  a  sister  ever  loving  fond  and  true.— C'AoriM. 


White  Folks,    Every  Coon  You  Meet 
Don't  Look  Alike. 

OopyrlRbt,  IJW.  by  Chaa.  A.  BrutUng  4  Ou«  SaiKh. 
Word*  and  Music  by  Nat  Lucaa. 
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Now  the  question  that's  been  agitating  the  colored  people's  mind, 

I  think  all  coons  should  hold  up  for  their  right, 

I  thought  the  matter  over,  aiid  will  explain  in  these  few  lines. 

White  folks,  every  coon  you  meet  don't  look  alike. 

For  dar's  brown  coons,  black  coons,  coons  dat's  nearly  white, 

Dah's  a  many  a  kind  of  coons  in  dls  here  world, 

size  up  every  coon  you  meet,  and  see,  and  I'm  sure  you  will  agree 

Dat  ev'ry  coon  you  meet  don't  look  alike. 

Chorus.  .      ■ 

Last  night  the  coons  congregated,  overjoyed  and  quite  elated. 
Shouted  tell  It,  babe,  I  know  It  alntno  lie; 

De  colored  folks  now  eas'ly  breeve,  I  made  a  speech  'foh  I  did  leave. 
Oh,  white  folks,  ev'ry  coon  don't  look  alike. 

'While  walking  down  the  street  a  gang  of  kids  I  chanced  to  meet. 

Started  In  to  whistle  all  coons  look  alike; 

I  knew  they  were  mistaken,  and  ray  heart  was  nearly  breaking. 

So  I  pulled  my  razor  and  started  in  to  fight, 

Now's  my  chance  to  run,  but  a  pllceman,  Just  for  fun. 

Says.  Honey,  I'll  take  care  of  you  to-night. 

For  I'm  sure  that  you  look  like  the  man,  den  I  shouted,  Qraclous  land. 

White  folks,  ev'ry  coon  you  meet  don't  look  alike. 

Chorus. 
The  policeman  he  was  dazed,  stood  bewildered  and  amazed. 
Den  I  began  to  bust  out  in  a  cry. 

I  must  have  t)een  a  sight,  for  he  said,  nigger,  I  believe  you're  right. 
That  ev'ry  coon  you  meet  don't  look  alike. 


KATHARINE. 

Copy  right,  U97,  by  Phil.  KoMeL 
Words  by  Sol.  KuaseL     Music  by  PhU.  KaMeL 


Do  you  remember,  sweetheart,  long  ago. 

When  you  and  I  together  climbed  the  hills; 
You  plucked  the  wild  flowers  gllst'nlng  with  the  dew. 

And  gathered  pebbles  by  the  sparkling  rills. 
The  birds  were  gladdened  by  your  face  so  fair,      '■     - 

Poured  forth  their  sweetest  notes  in  soft  refrain. 
Oh.  Katharine,  those  hours  spent  'neath  the  shady  Iwwers 

Have  passed,  yet.  dearest,  memory  remains. 

They  told  me  you  were  faithless,  Katharine,  V: 

That  all  our  plighted  vows  were  made  in  vain;      '   ■ 

That  you  had  gone  forever  far  from  me; 
Their  words  seemed  true,  I  could  not  bear  the  pain; 

Oh.  Katharine  we'll  now  forget  the  past; 
We'll  pluck  the  wild  flowers  as  in  aave  of  yore. 

And  many  happy  hours  we'll  spend  'neath  shady  bowers, 
. .  We'll  whisper  words  of  love  and  part  no  more. 


When  My  Fisher-Boy  Comes  Home. 


Copyright,  UV7,  by  The  Smith  Piano  Co. 


Wurda  and  Mnaic  by  Qaaaia  L.  Davis. 


She  stood  on  the  rocks  gazing  out  on  the  sea. 
And  the  wild  ocean  waves  seemed  asleep; 
She  counted  the  moments  In  sweet  ecstacy, 
-      ..        And  watched  passing  sails  on  the  *eep:  '  '■ 

•    To-night  he  is  coming,  my  brave  flsher-boy,      -• 
•. "  .       To-night,  yes,  he  surely  will  come; 

.'-:  TlB  rapture  while  waiting,  the  thoughts  of  what  Joy 
,     ^r      When  my  flsher-boy  comes  home. 

Chorus. 

When  my  flsher-boy  comes  home,  when  my  flsher-boy  comes  home. 
Sweet  kisses  shall  pay  for  his  absence  away,  when  my  flsher-boy  comes 
When  my  flsher-boy  comes  home,  when  my  nsher  boy  comes  home,  [home 
Sweet  kisses  shall  pay  for  his  absence  away,  when  my  flsher-boy  comes 

[home. 
:.   She  prayed  that  the  flphers  might  safely  return 
-       '  To  their  fam'lies,  their  loved  ones  at  home:  .    .  >• 

She  prayed  for  the  one  that  her  heart  often  j'eam'd. 
To-night  far  out  over  the  foam;  - 

■--  The  maid  at  the  seaside  did  not  pray  In  vain. 
The  white  sails  soon  came  o'er  the  foam; 
:,    Her  prayer  went  to  heaven,  the  answer  soon  came. 
And  her  fisher-boy  was  home.— CAo»^«#. 


When  the  Clock  Strikes  Twelve. 


Copyright,  1807.  by  Phil   Kiiasal. 


Words  by  SuL  KusaeL    Maaic  by  Phil.  KunL 


My  Pretty  Little  Loula,  Lonla,  Lou. 

Ooprright.  18117,  by  Smith  Piano  Co.    Words  and  Mnaic  by  Frad  Oolia. 

Down  the  valley  there  lives  a  maiden 

So  very  demure  and  shy, 
A  little  maiden  with  beauty  laden. 

And  how  for  her  my  heart  does  sigh, 
I  met  her  down  by  the  bubbling  brook. 

One  lovely  afternoon  in  May, 
And  she  struck  me  so,  oh,  bless  her,  - 

That  I  ventured  to  address  her. 

Excuse  me  but  I've  lost  my  way; 
-,        At  flrst  she  seemed  rather  frightened. 

But  I  soon  set  her  at  ease. 
And  now  I  go  to  call  on  her 

Just  whene'er  I  please. 

Refrain. 
For  her  lips  are  red  as  nibies. 

And  her  eyes  they  shine  Just  like  the  sparkling  snow. 
And  I  love  her,  yes  I  love  her. 
She's  the  prettiest  little  colored  girl  I  know, 
:      And  some  dav  I  shall  marry  » 

My  pretty  little  Loula,  Loula,  Loula,  Lou.  v i 

The  other  day  we  received  an  Invtte      v- 
To  a  swell  colored  fancy  ball,     .:''•; 
,,  Given  by  the  Sons  of  Etheop,  '        --■'-■-.'■ 

Up  there  in  the  old  town  hall 
There  were  colored  girls  of  every  kind,     ..^      -  •■ 
-■  Short,  stout,  lean  and  tall,  .','.     • 

■    '•.       '  But  my  Loula,  with  her  grace,  her  style      V*  ,. 

;   ;    .  '   -^  And  figure  had  a  cinch  there,  .„•  •  >^:: ..    , 

.',:.■-•  You  oet  she  beat  them  all,  'T:  . /  '•':* 

•   ■■     -         And  now  soon  we'll  be  married  «       -..  -• 

...-,     '      In  that  cottage  by  the  lake,  * -.  .^,  v.- 

■"'  And  then  I  want  you  all  to  come  .  -  ^  - 

And  watch  her  cut  that  cake.—  IWraln. 


A  family  was  seated  one  cold  winter's  night 

Around  the  old  fireside  so  cheerful  and  bright. 

Each  told  a  story,  which  brought  to  a  close        '      " 

The  evening's  enjoyment,  while  dear  papa  dozed. 

The  baby  was  pleading  for  one  story  more. 

When  the  father  awoke,  with  a  glance  at  the  door. 

Said,  "  Listen,  my  children,  and  soon  you  shall  hear  i 

How  my  hair  it  turned  white,  why  I  oft  shed  a  tear." 

Chorus. 
When  the  clock  strikes  twelve,  when  the  clock  strikes  twelve, 
1  look  up  with  a  shudder  as  it  stands  there  on  the  shelf. 
To  some  It  rings  out  joy,  to  others  grief  and  pain. 
And  many  a  heart  is  broken,  when  the  clock  strikes  twelve  again. 

lonce  had  a  brother  who  was  very  wild,      ■'    ' 

He,  being  the  youngest,  was  petted  and  spoiled. 

One  day  In  anger  he  left  friends  and  home. 

He  left  those  who  loved  him  and  went  forth  to  roam.  -'     '. 

We  waited  and  watched  for  him  day  after  day. 

But  father  and  mother  ere  long  pas.sed  away, 

The  chimes  in  the  church  rang  in  many  a  vear. 

Yet  I  waited  in  hopes  that  some  day  he''d  appear.— CAorut. 

One  night  when  I  thought  I  would  see  him  no  more, 

I  heard  some  one  tapping  at  the  old  hall  door. 

A  voice  that  I  knew  for  help  1  heard  call. 

I  hastened  away  then  through  the  old  hall, 

I  quickly  unfastened  the  latch  on  the  door. 

And  there  lay  my  brother  who  left  years  before, 

"Back  to  the  old  home:  "  was  all  that  he  said. 

As  the  clock  it  struck  twelve  his  dear  soul  it  had  fled.— C%on/«. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  abovt 
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IN    THE    RANKS. 

Copyright,  18»«,  by  Philip  Kuwel.     Word,  and  Mu»lc  by  Phil  Kii.  •!. 

Borne  little  boj-s  were  playing  soldiers  on  the  sidewalk— there  they  stood; 
Now  which  one  Is  to  be  our  captain,  for  he  must  be  brave  and  good; 
Then  each  one  wanted  to  be  leader,  all  except  the  smallest  lad: 
"Surely  we  can't  all  be  captains,  some  must  privates  be,"  he  said. 

.  Refrain. 

In  the  ranks  you'll  find  the  men  as  brave  » 

As  ever  drew  the  breath  of  life; 
,  Tho' they  know  that  death  Is  close  at  hand, 

You'll  rtnd  them  eager  for  the  strife. 
I  When  the  last  roll-call  sounds  clear  and  loud, 

I  And  the  soldier  is  at  rest. 

Let  the  starry  banner  tell  to  all 
I  In  Its  honor  he  Is  blessed. 

I  [fame; 

The  years  have  flown,  the  Iwys  are  men  now,  some  have  fought  a  won  fair 
Whife  some  are  sleeping  on  the  hillside,  and  we'll  never  see  tliem  again. 
They  with  others  Joined  the  soldiers  when  their  country  needed  men. 
And  did  battle  for  that  freedom  which  we  all  love,  now  as  then.—//?/" 


The  Old  Door-Step  at  Home. 

Oopyrlght,  18*7.  by  Smith  Plaiio  Co. 
Word,  and  Miuie  br  Ouai*  L.  Darta. 


A  Farmer  Never  Can  an  Actor  Be. 


Copyright,  lt97.  by  Smith  Piano  Co. 


Words  by  Fred  Colin.    Music  by  John  A.  Thoniai. 


'  John  Reuben  from  the  country  thought  he'd  to  the  city  go, 

1  " I'm  tired  of  tlie  farm,"  said  he,  "I'm  going  to  Join  a  show, 

^  A  real  live  actor  I  will  be.  my  fame  It  shall  resound." 

.'  "  Oh,  what  a  fool,"  the  neiglibors  said,  '•  no  bigger  can  be  found." 

i  So  to  an  actor's  boarding-house  in  the  city  Reuben  went. 

^  The  show-folks  guyed  him  all  day  long,  he  didn't  mind  a  cent. 

"  I'm  looking  for  a  good  soubrette  with  me  to  do  a  turn," 

]  They  introduced  him  "  Polly  Jones,"  and  from  her  he  did  learn: 

I  Chorvs. 

1  "  First,  you  stand  up  on  your  head  like  this, 

>  To  the  audience  wave  a  little  kiss. 

Waltz  upon  your  ear,  'way  back  to  the  rear, 
1  Turn  a  summersault,  but  don't  you  miss, 

1  Then  you  do  the  hutschl-kutchi  dance. 

Make  a  bow  or  two  at  every  chance, 
)  Tell  a  funny  gag,  and  dance  the  buck  and  rag. 

That  win  tie  an  act  of  which  we  can  brag  " 

Then  she  told  him  she  would  like  to  dine, 

Reuben  says,  "  let's  have  a  bottle  of  wine; " 
y  Then  she  blew  him  and  made  him  spend  his  tin, 

'Till  for  the  farm  that  jay  did  pine; 

On  the  train,  next  day,  Reuben  did  flee, 
1  *■  The  old  farm  right  quirk  I'm  going  to  see. 

Home  is  good  enough,  but  you  bet  she  was  hot  stuff," 
i  A  farmer  never  can  an  actor  be. 

'     A  short  time  after  he  got  home,  there  came  the  county  fair, 
)     And  ev'ry  farmer  that  could  go,  soon  hurried  tolget  there, 
)     Now  Reul)eii  he  was  one  of  them,  he  brought  the  folks  down,  too, 
:     And  told  them  to  enjoy  themselves,  while  he'd  the  live  stock  view. 
The  gambling  tent  attracted  him,  he  watched  the  wheel  go  'round, 
"  That  business  is  an  easy  one,  no  better  can  be  found." 
•*  A  gambler  I  would  like  to  be,  for  that  my  heart  does  yearn;" 
So  be  went  up,  spoke  to  the  boss,  and  from  him  he  did  learn: 

Chorus. 
"  First,  you  get  a  sucker  on  the  string. 
And  to  your  room  you  him  will  bring. 
And  then  when  you  play,  things  will  come  hla  way. 

For  a  little  while  you  let  him  win. 
Then  when  you  think  he  has  won  enough. 
Just  you  start  to  make  a  good  big  bluo. 
That's  the  way  to  win,  to  get  all  nis  tin. 
For  he'll  weaken,  and  you  get  the  stuff; 
Now  I'll  show  you  how  the  trick  is  done, 
We'll  start  a  little  game,  but  just  for  fun." 
Said  Reuben,  "don't  you  fret.  111  make  a  little  bet, 
■    If  for  my  money  1  can  get  a  run." 
Soon  the  Jay  he  held  of  aces  three, 
**  I'll  bet  you  all  I've  got  if  you'll  agree;  " 
Then  the  gambler  show'd  a  flush,  &  poor  Reuben  made  a  rush- 
A  farmer  never  can  a  gambler  be. 

Now,  Reuben  got  disgusted,  "  I'll  settle  and  stay  here. 

They  can't  do  me  when  I'm  at  home,  there  ain't  no  con.  men  near," 

A  farmer  I  will  live  and  die,  for  that  is  good  enough, 

I'll  raise  my  cows,  and  sell  my  wheat,  though  country  life  Is  tough." 

Election  time  was  coming  near,  excitement  reigned  supreme. 

For  Congress  they  put  Reuben  up,  he  felt  as  in  a  dream. 

"  Now  there'.s  the  thing  that  I've  longed  for,  I  know  not  how  to  turn; 

And  then  he  met  Senator  Smith,  and  from  him  he  did  learn: 

Chorus. 
"  First,  you've  got  the  crowd  to  organize. 

In  the  papers  you  must  advertise. 
Then  you  hire  a  hall,  give  the  crowd  a  ball. 

Make  them  think  on  you  there  are  no  flies; 
Spend  your  money  free  at  ev'ry  place, 
For  the  gang  the  growler  always  chase. 
Be  up  day  and  night,  always  keep  in  sight; 
Then  you'll  have  a  show  to  win  tne  race." 
So  poor  Reuben  hustled  through  the  town. 
You  bet  your  life  he  done  things  good  and  brown; 
His  money  it  did  flow.  It  was  a  holy  show; 
.     Why,  even  his  watch  he  put  in  pawn.  '    * 

Election  day  came,  sunny,  brignt  and  free, 
"  This  Is  the  day  on  which  111  honored  be." 
.     That  night,  in  a  minute,  Reuben  found  he  wasn't  In  it; 
A  farmer  can't  a  politician  t>e. 


I'm  sitting  on  the  door-step,  thinking  of  the  days  gone  by. 

Those  happy  recollections  bring  back  sad  tears  to  mv  eye«; 
Of  all  the  merry  party  that  were  gathered  here  at  night. 

The  gay  and  happy  boys  and  girls,  with  hearts  so  free  and  light. 
Some  have  Joined  the  army,  and  sc^me  have  gone  to  sea; 

St)ine  have  gone  to  other  lands  that  are  not  known  to  me. 
Some  it  was  their  destiny  around  the  world  to  roam, 

I  wonder  If  they  ever  think  of  the  old  door-step  at  home. 

Chorus. 

No  more  there  will  we  assemble  at  twilight  or  at  gloom, 

AH  the  boys  and  girls  have  scattered  from  the  old  door  step  at  home. 

There's  little  Rosle  Kelly  and  my  little  sister,  too. 

Most  of  the  girls  are  married  and  are  very  well  to  do; 
Bell  Orlmes  was  killed  In  Texas  and  Ike  Hudson  died  at  sea, 

Ned  Hanson  has  his  millions  and  his  children  'rouiid  his  knee. 
All  the  boys  they  left  home,  and  never  did  return; 

They  have  never  written  while  their  mothers'  hearts  still  yearn. 
Some  they  sleep  in  foreign  land,  while  some  sleep  'neath  the  foam. 

While  to-night  I  sit  deserted  on  the  old  doorstep  at  home.— CAoru«. 


MOTHER  IS  WAITING  AT  HOME 


TO-NIGHT. 

Copyright,  1R97.  by  Tli«  Smith  PUno  Co. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Oussle  L.  Davis. 


While  mother  is  waiting  at  home  to-night. 

And  the  little  ones  play  'round  the  floor; 
Supper  is  over,  she  sits  near  the  light 

Mending  what  little  ones  tore; 
Father  sits  reading  the  newspaper  through; 

He  reads  of  some  shlpwrecK  at  sea. 
The  more  that  he  reads.. the  less  mother  hears. 

Because  she  is  thinking  of  me. 

Chorus. 
Mother  is  waiting  at  home  to-night 

For  her  at)sent  boy  out  on  the  foam; 
Could  I  be  there  to  night  and  bring  a  smile  to  her  brow, 

While  mother  is  waiting  at  home. 

While  mother  is  waiting  at  home  to-night  t 

She  can  hear  the  winds  blow  through  the  trees,    ' 
Every  footstep  she  hears  on  the  soft,  rustling  leaves,    , 

Mother,  she  thinks  It  Is  me. 
When  she  looks  at  the  chair  vacant,  once  mine, 

She  wonders  why  does  her  boy  roam; 
Qod  bless  that  old  mother  so  gentle  and  kind, 

I  know  she  is  waiting  for  me.-cfiomt. 


,:.» 


IF    rSE    YO^    LADY. 

OopyrlKht,  1«98.  by  Philip  Kum«I.     Wunts  Hnd  Uuslc  by  J.  K.  Babball. 

Dar's  a  dead  swell  colored  lady. 
An'  her  name  Is  Sarniiasady; 

She's  the  swellest  of  de  black  four  hundred's  best. 
Why,  de  coons  all  try  to  court  her. 
But  dar's  one  boy  dat  has  taught  her 

Dat  he  Is  hers  an'  she  is  his  for  fair; 
A  little  better  lookin' 
When  she's  had  her  picture  tookln'; 

When  she  walks  aroun'  she  overshines  de  rest; 
Ma  heart  almost  gtws  wild 
When  she  calls  me  her  deah  child. 

An'  to  me  she  does  say: 

Chorus. 

IM'se  yo' lady,  yo' little  iMiby, 

Come,  ten  me  whose  are  yo'  (oh,  ma  babyl), 

I  loves  you  truly,  yes,  I  do  surely, 

Oh.  tell  me  whose  are  you? 

Spokkn.— Tell  me,  honey. 

One  night  a  big  "  stiff  nigger  " 
Thought  becau.se  he  was  some  bigger 

He  could  clean  me  off  de  floor  an'  win  my  t>abe. 
Well,  he  done  got  de  cleanin'. 
With  entirely  different  meanln'; 

When  I  got  through  his  face  was  mos'  decayed. 
An'  when  de  war  was  ended. 

An'  de  good  cause  defended. 

Ma  babe  she  puts  her  hands  aroiin'  my  head; 
Laid  her  head  right  on  ma  breast. 
Don't  never  mln' de  rest. 

An'  den  to  me  she  said:— C/ioru<. 
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MY    ANN    ELIZER. 

Obpjrrisht,  18M,  by  Hyll  Bros.    Engliah  oopyrlsht  aeeurMl. 
Word!  and  Music  by  U&loolm  WlUianu. 


My  girl  ain't  much  to  look  at,  she  ain*t  no  dream. 

She  can't  sing  like  an  angel,  Ann  Ellzer  Green, 

But  when  she  hears  the  "  rag  time  "  she  can't  keep  attll. 

Her  nerves  commence  a-jumpin'  she  gets  a  chill— well. 

Her  eyes  begin  a  shinln,  her  cheeks  get  red. 

Her  feet  commence  to  shuffle,  she  shakes  her  head,  - 

And  when  she  starts  a-dancln  she's  the  real  thing; 

I  can't  keep  still  no  longer,  I  got  to  sing:— Well— 

Chorus.  - 

My  Ann  Ellzer,  she's  a  surpnser.  a  tantallzer,  she's  In  the  whirl. 
And  I'll  advertise  her,  my  Ann  Ellzer,  she  Is  my  "ragtime"  girl. 

I  took  her  to  a  party  last  Sunday  night. 

Where  a?  the  coons  were  dancln',  ended  In  a  fight. 

There  was  a  yeller  feller  from  Thompson  Street, 

Said  tliat  he  had  a  baby  no  wench  could  beat— well. 

1  bet  on  Ann  Ellzer  all  that  I  had. 

When  she  got  through  a-dancm'  that  coon  looked  sad. 

He  tried  to  grab  the  money,  I  carved  him  deep, 

I  sang  this  song  to  him  as  he  went  to  sleep:— Well— ^'Aot-M. 


A    CHILLY    COON. 

Oopyrislit.  18W,  l>y  Smith  Piano  Co. 


Wonia  by  Fred  Colin.    Hualc  by  Jolin  A.  Thoman 


There's  a  coon  lives  in  our  place. 
Funniest  spec'men  of  the  colored  race, 
,.  Coons  nearly  all  are  mighty  hot, 

:      •■        But  this  one  is  of  a  dlflferent  "lot;       '        :.      :     ' 
He  won't  look  at  any  dnsky  belle, 
•  They  think  that  be's  a  loon. 
When  he'll  pass  by,  the  gang  will  cry: 

There  goes  the  chilly  coon. 

Spokbn.— My  aiH't  It  cold,  Br-r-r-r. 

••;V^  "■■■:•■■■' ■^■'^;;:  ;-■  .;:.-■■-.';■-:,;  Chorus.    .'■■:'■:■:' y' '~    ■;-     ■;.■■■ 

He  don't  care  what  they  say,  no  one  knows  what's  hfe  lay. 
He  goes  his  easy  way,  morning,  night  and  noon; 
Wenches  will  pass  him  by,  smile  at  him  and  then  they  sigh. 
He  don't  care,  and  then  they  ciy,  there  goes  the  chilly  coon. 

Down  In  the  crap-game  shootmg  dice. 

Kv'ry  body  warm,  ne  as  cold  as  ice,  -,      • 

Niggers  all  shouting  seven, 'leven,  come,  ' 

;       But  our  chilly  friend's  keeping  mum, 
Now's  his  turn  to  roll  them  bones, 

.      Ev'ry  nigger  groans. 

He  makes  eight  passes,  look  out  for  a  flght,       ' 
-  And  wins  all  the  coin  In  sight.— (7Ao)u«. 


r 
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I'm  Looking  for  a  New  Home  Now. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Pliilip  KutMl.  , 
Worda  by  Frank  Coulter.    Muidc  by  Jake  C.  8elM*f«r. 
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There's  a  coon  that's  been  a-hanging 

■Round  the  house 'most  night  and  day. 
He  told  me  on  the  quiet 

That  his  pork-chops  ran  away; 
It  wasn't  for  the  gal  so  much, 

But  now  he's  lost  his  home: 
And  the  nights  would  soon  be  getting  oold 

And  he  hat«8  to  sleep  alone;  .  / 

Said  he,  she  shared  my  pork-chope         V 

And  I  give  her  every  cent; 
I  Just  bought  a  bran'-new  folding-bed     .       " 

And  I  paid  a  whole  month's  rent; 
'    The  coon  that  she's  done  gone  with    :     . 

He  was  handsome,  I'll  allow; 
..  There  seems  no  chance  on  earth  for  me. 

So  I'm  looking  for  a  new  home. 

Chorus. 

Now  I'm  sorrj-  that  I  fell  out  with  my  baby; 
I  know  this  blow  will  almost  set  me  crazy; 
I  thought  that  she  was  too  much  of  a  laay 
To  do  a  cruel  act  like  that  to  me: 
I  hope  the  Lord  would  fix  things  with  my  honey; 
I'd  treat  her  nice  and  give  her  all  my  money; 
If  I  could  catch  that  coon,'you  know 
He  would' nt  stand  a  ghost  of  show, 
I'm  sorry  that  I  fell  out  with  my  babe. 

.    Now,  boys,  I  tried  to  please  her, 

I  did  everything  J  could; 
She  used  to  say  she'd  shake  me. 

But  I  didn't  think  she  would; 
She  even  got  arrested. 

And  I  got  her  out  of  Jail; 
I  didn't  have  the  money  myself. 

But  my  friends  they  went  her  tiail; 
She  always  swore  she  loved  me. 

And  I'm  sorry  that  she's  gone; 
I  wouldn't  take  It  so  to  heart. 

But  they  sing  me  this  sad  song: 
Your  baby  love's  done  gwlne  from  yoa    ■ 

With  a  coon  as  black  as  sin;  <tS-- 

There's  only  one  thing  left  for  me. 

To  let  another  gal  step  in.—c/ionu. 


1    LOVE    DAT    MAN. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Myll  Bros.    EiiKlloh  copyright  8<>oured. 


Word!  by  Daii.  Packard.     Hniilc  by  E.  J.  SImiiea. 


For  a  handsome  black  man  I  have  admiration. 

For  him  I'd  run  the  shoes  right  oflf  my  feet. 
He  was  my  honey  boy  and  my  heart  would  jump  with  joy 

When  Sunday  night  at  church  we  used  to  meet. 
For  he  used  Do  say  1  was  his  only  baby; 

He  was  Juggling  with  the  truth,  I  win  admit; 
I  never  see  him  now.  but  I'd  love  to.  I'll  allow; 

Tho"  I  found  he  never  cared  for  me  a  bit. 

Chorus. 

I  don't  care  who  knows  It.  I  love  dat  man; 

You  can  see  how  much  I  shows  it.  I  do  love  dat  man. 

My  poor  heart's  a-breaking,  much  as  It  can. 

The  reason  dat  I  sigh  and  fret,  is  'cause  I  love  that  mao. 

He  was  kind  to  m«  when  I  was  very  lonesome. 

He  called  me  all  the  pet  names  that  he  knew; 
He  treated  me  so  fair,  with  such  tenderness  and  care. 

When  he  was  with  me  I  was  never  blue; 
But  another  wench  stole  from  me  his  affections. 

Now  they  say  that  she's  a-gwine  to  change  her  name. 
He  did  me  wrong,  for  sure,  but  my  sick  heart  I  can't  cure. 

For  I'll  always  love  that  darkey  just  the  same.— rAorw. 


I'll  Never  Be  the  Same,  Dear. 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Jiio.  O.  lUddelL 


Words  and  Music  by  Richard  R.  Haiich. 


They  had  been  sweethearts  in  childhood.  Jack  and  little  Mame; 

And  as  he  grew  to  manhood,  his  love  remained  the  same. 

He  struggled  hard  to  earn  their  home,  'till  one  fatal  summer's  day,  i 

She  tola  him  another  had  won  her,  and  tlils  was  all  that  Jack  could  say:  | 

Chorus. 

I'll  never  be  the  same,  dear,  your  words  have  broken  my  heart;  [part; 
I've  loved  you  since  childhood,  Mame.dear  &  now  you  say  that  we  must  j 
That  gold  cannot  purchase  all  gladne?s,ijerliaps  you'll  learn  some  day; 
I  wish  you  a  life  free  from  sadness,  tho'  you've  blighted  mine  for  aye. 

Blame  married  the  man  she  had  chosen,  poor  Jack  left  that  day; 

While  she  l)ecame  a  great  lady,  he  fell  by  the  way. 

Altho'  she  lived  in  luxury,  she  found  that  life  was  vain; 

She'd  think  of  her  old  time  sweetheart,  and  hear  his  parting  words  again: 

—Chorus. 
The  fire-bells  were  ringing  out  their  knell  of  death. 
Upon  the  pavement  stood  the  crowd  with  bated  breath;  ■    ". 

From  a  window  of  the  doom'd  hotel  there  came  a  woman's  cry. 
Her  screams  for  aid  were  fruitless,  to  save  her  none  dared  try. 
Her  husband,  who  had  siived  himself,  now  raved  in  wild  alarm,    , 
But  see,  a  ragged  tramp  appears,  and  tears  her  in  his  arms; 
Tho'  she's  unnurt,  the  hero,  brave,  sank  dying  on  the  street— 
A  look,  a  scream;  'twas  her  sweetheart  Jack  lying  there  at  her  feet. 

—Cftorut. 

When  I  Return  We'll  Be  Wed. 

'/  Copyright,  1898,  by  Eklw.  M.  Konliisky  A  Bros. 


■beet  mosio  published  by  E<lw .  M.  Koninsky  &.  Broa,  Troy,  N.  T. 
Words  and  music  by  SaMie  K^nliirky. 


It  was  Just  before  the  battle,  the  troops  were  ordered  on. 

And  a  soldier  with  his  sweetheart  by  his  side 
Were  both  praying  for  his  safety  and  that  he  might  soon  return. 

And  live  in  peace  and  comfort  with  his  bride. 
They  would  soon  have  been  wedded  had  he  not  been  called  to  arms. 

And  it  made  the  parting  all  the  worse  to  bear. 
But  he  said.  "  My  country  calls,  so  we'll  be  wed  when  I  return. 

Let  us  hope  'twill  be  the  answer  to  our  prayer." 

■"•-■",_>  ■/■,;v->;'\;-",  '■    "■  CHORUS.  '■-':.    u   ' 

■.)  •♦•  When  I  return  we'll  be  wed," 

Those  were  the  last  words  he  said. 
As  he  shouldered  his  musket  and  marched  along. 

Perhaps  to  be  soon  with  the  dead. 
But  her  sweet  smiling  face  cheerd  him  on. 
Though  her  heart  sank  within  as  he  left. 
And  long  in  her  memry  there  lived  that  farewell, 
.■':   -When  I  return  we  will  be  wed." 

In  the  thickest  of  the  battle,  amidst  the  shot  and  shell. 

Stood  the  soldier  with  the  bravest  of  the  brave. 
When  upon  them  came  an  awful  charge,  and  with  the  rest  he  fell, 

WTille  BtrugKlloK  for  his  country's  flag  to  save. 

As  his  comrades  gathered  'round  him,  "tell  my  sweetheart "  were  his 
"Tell  her  gently,  for  too  soon  the  news  she'll  learn,"  [words. 

And  then,  as  his  soul  took  flight,  he  whispered  while  they  raised  him  up, 
"Tell  her  we'll  be  wed  as  soon  as  I  return."— C/(orM«. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  tiie  abovt 

son^s  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  ^ 
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THE    VOLUNTEER    ORaANIST. 

.'    Copyright,  1S9S,  by  Bpauidluc  A  KorBd*r.    '         . 

Words  by  Wm.  B.  Qleuroy.     Music  by  Henry  lAinb. 

The  preacher  in  the  village  church  one  Sunday  morning  said, 

Our  organist  is  ill  to-«lay,  will  some  one  play  instead? 

An  anxious  look  crept  o'er  the  face  of  every  person  there, 

As  eagerly  they  watched  to  see  who'd  till  the  vacant  chair. 

A  man  then  staggered  down  the  aisle,  whose  clothes  were  old  and  torn; 

How  strange  a  drunkard  seemed  to  rae  in  church  on  Sunday  morn, 

But  as  he  touched  the  organ  keys  without  a  single  word. 

The  melody  that  followed  was  the  sweetest  ever  heard. 

Rkfrain. 

The  scene  was  one  I'll  ne'er  forget  as  long  as  I  may  live. 
And  Just  to  see  it  o'er  again  all  earthly  wealth  I'd  give; 
The  congregation  all  amazed,  the  preacher  old  anagray. 
The  organ  and  the  organist  who  volunteered  to  play. 

Each  eye  shed  tears  within  that  church,  the  strongest  men  grew  pale, 

The  organist  in  melody  had  told  his  own  life's  tale; 

The  sermon  of  the  preacher  was  no  lesson  to  compare 

With  that  of  life's  example  who  sat  in  the  organ  chair. 

And  when  the  service  ended  not  a  soul  had  left  a  seat. 

Except  the  poor  old  organist,  who  started  toward  the  street; 

Along  the  aisle  and  out  the  door  he  slowly  walked  away. 

The  preacher  rose  and  softly  said,  good  brethren,  let  us  pray.— /?«/ 


THE    LITTLE    LOST    CHILD. 

I 

Copyright,  KM,  by  Jos.  W.  Slern.     Entcrwd  at  Statlonon'  Hall,  London. 


Words  by  Edw.  B.  Mark*.    Music  by  Jos.  W.  St«m. 


]  ^^-^ 

j  THE  MINER'S  DREAM  OF  HOME 

]  Copyright,  IMl,  br  Francis,  D«y  A  Hunter. 


Written  and  Composed  by  Will  Qoodinan  and  Leo  Dryden. 

It  ts  ten  weary  years  since  1  left  Ireland's  shore. 

In  a  far  distant  country  to  roam; 
How  I  long  to  return  to  my  own  native  land. 

To  my  friends  and  the  old  folks  at  home. 
Last  night,  as  I  slumbered,  I  had  a  strange  dream. 

One  that  seemed  to  bring  distant  friends  near; 
I  dreamt  of  old  England,  the  land  of  my  birth. 

To  the  heart  of  her  sons  ever  dear. 

RlCFRAIN. 

I  saw  the  old  homestead  and  faces  I  love;  I  saw  England's  vallevs  Udells; 
I  listened  with  Joy,  as  I  did  when  a  boy,  tothesound  of  the  old  village  beUn; 
The  log  was  burning  brightly— 'twas  a  night  that  should  banish  all  sin. 
For  the  bells  were  ringing  the  old  year  out  and  the  new  year  in. 

While  the  joyous  bells  rang,  swift  I  wended  my  way 

To  the  cot  where  I  lived  when  a  boy; 
And  I  looked  in  the  window,  yes,  there,  by  the  Are, 

Sat  my  parents— my  heart  filled  with  Joy. 
The  tears  trickled  fast  down  my  bronzea,  furrowed  cheeks. 

As  I  gazed  on  my  mother  so  dear; 
I  knew  In  my  heart  she  was  raising  a  prayer 

For  the  boy  whom  she  dreamt  not  was  near.—  t/ifrain. 

At  the  door  of  the  cottage  we  met  face  to  face, 
'Twas  the  first  time  for  ten  weary  years; 

Soon  the  past  was  forgotten— we  stood  hand  In  hand- 
Father,  mother  and  wanderer  in  tears. 

Once  more  in  the  fireplace  the  oak  log  burns  bright. 
And  I  pix)mised  no  more  would  I  roam; 

As  I  sit  in  the  old  vacant  chair  by  the  hearth. 
And  I  sing  the  dear  song  "  Home,  Sweet  Home."— /»'«/'roin. 


The  Widow^s  Plea  for  Her  Son. 

Copyright,  1S9S,  by  Lonia  H.  R^sk  A  Co. 


Composed  by  Lewis  Hall. 


I  Strolled  into  a  court-house  not  many  miles  from  here, 

A  boy  stood  In  the  prisoners  dock,  his  mother  she  was  near; 

The  boy  was  quite  a  youngster,  but  he  had  gone  astray. 

And  from  his  master  s  cash  box  he  had  taken  some  coin  away. 

The  boy  addressed  His  Honor,  while  the  tears  ran  down  his  cheek. 

Said  he,  "Kind  sir,  will  you  allow  mv  mother  there  to  speak?  " 

His  Honor  then  consented,  while  the  Ixjy  hung  down  his  head. 

And  turning  to  the  jurymen,  these  words  his  mother  said: 

ClIORlS. 

Remember,  I'm  his  mother,  and  the  prisoner  there's  my  son. 
And,  gentlemen,  remember,  it's  the  first  crime  that  he's  done. 
Don't  send  my  boy  to  prison,  for  that  would  drive  me  mad; 
Remember,  I'm  a  widow,  and  I'm  pleading  for  my  lad. 

The  lawyer  for  the  prosecution  at  the  widow  commenced  to  frown. 

And  politely  asked  His  Honor  if  he'd  order  her  to  sit  down. 

He  said  it  was  disgraceful,  and  a  gross  insult,  indeed. 

His  Honor  to  sit  on  that  t)«nch  and  allow  that  woman  to  plead. 

The  widow's  eyes  flashed  Hre,  and  her  cheeks  turned  deadly  pale; 

She  said,  "  I'm  here  to  trv  and  save  my  offspring  from  the  jail. 

Althouiih  my  lK>y  is  guilty-  I  own  his  crime  Is  bad. 

But  who's  there  that's  more  tit  to  plead  than  a  mother  for  her  ladf "-  Cfio. 

The  judge  then  addressed  the  prisoner,  and  these  words  to  him  did  say: 
"I'm  sorry  to  sit  on  this  bench,  and  see  you  here  to-day. 
I  will  not  blight  your  future,  but  on  your  crime  I  frown. 
For  I  cant  forget  that  I  have  got  some  children  of  my  own. 
I  therefore  will  discharge  you  "-and  the  court  then  gave  a  cheer— 
"Bat  remeral)er  that  It's  chlefiy  through  your  widowed  mother  there 
I  hope  you'll  prove  a  comfort,  and  no  more  make  her  sad. 
For  she  has  proved  there's  no  onecllngs  like  a  mother  to  her  lad." 
Remember,  she's  his  mother,  and  the  prisoner  there's  her  son,  etc 


▼""JPiff'T 


A  passing  policeman  found  a  little  child; 
She  walked  beside  him,  dried  her  tears  and  smiled. 
Said  he  to  her  kindly,  "Now  you  must  not  cry, 
I  win  find  your  mamma  for  you  bye  and  bye. ' 
At  the  station  when  he  asked  her  for  her  name. 
And  she  answered  Jennie,  It  made  him  exclaim: 
"  At  last  of  your  mother  1  have  now  a  trac^- 
Your  little  features  bring  l)ack  her  sweet  face." 

ClIORfS. 

"Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  and  I  will  take  you  right  home. 
Come  and  sit  down  close  beside  me;  no  more  from  me  you  shall  roam; 
For  you  were  a  babe  in  arms  when  your  mother  left  me  one  day; 
Left  me  at  home,  deserted,  alone,  and  took  you,  my  child  away." 

"  'Twas  all  through  a  quarrel,  madly  jealous  she. 
Vowed  then  to  leave  me,  womanlike,  you  see. 
Oh,  how  I  loved  her,  grief  near  drove  me  wild," 
"Papa,  you  are  crying."  lisped  the  little  child.  , 
Suddenly  the  door  of  the  station  opened  wide: 
"Have  you  seen  my  darling? "  an  anxious  mother  cried. 
Husband  and  wife  then  meeting,  face  to  face. 
All  is  soon  forgiven,  in  one  fond  embrace. 
Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  and  we  will  take  you  right  home,  etc. 


AFTERWARDS. 

Words  by  Mary  Mark  Lemon.     Music  by  John  W.  Mullea. 


After  the  day  has  sung  its  song  of  sorrow. 

And  one  by  one  the  golden  stars  appear, 
I  lingered  yet,  where  once  we  met,  beloved, 

Ana  seem  to  feel  tliy  spirit  still  is  near. 
The  flowers  have  fled  that  blossomed  In  tliat  springtide. 

The  birds  are  mute  that  sang  their  songs  above. 
And  tho'  the  years  have  drifted  us  asunder,  i 

Time  cannot  break  the  golden  chain  of  love.       J      '  , 
Still  we  can  love,  althougii  the  shadows  gather; 

Still  we  can  hope,  untllthe  clouds  be  past; 
Come  to  my  heart  and  whisper  through  tho  silence, 

"  Hope  on,  dear  heart,  our  lives  shall  meet  at  last.'*  . 

Sometimes  my  heart  grows  weary  of  its  sadness. 

Sometimes  my  life  grows  weary  of  its  pain. 
Then,  love,  I  wait  and  listen  for  your  whisper. 

Tin  fears  depart  and  sunshine  comes  again. 
it  cannot  lx»  that  we  should  part  forever. 

That  love's  sweet  song  Is  hushed  for  us  alway; 
I  hear  It  yet,  although  Its  theme  be  altered; 

'Twill  reach  thy  heart,  and  bring  thee  back  some  day. 
Love,  we  can  love,  although  the  shadows  gather, 

Still  we  can  hope  until  the  clouds  be  past; 
Come  to  my  heart  and  whisper  through  the  silence, 

"  Hope  on,  dear  heart,  our  lives  shall  meet  at  last; 

Hope  on,  dear  heart,  our  lives  shall  meet  at  last." 


|: 


I  LOVE  YOU   IN   SPITE   OF  ALL. 

Copyrlsbt,  1M3,  by  Chas.  K.  Harrln.    Eittored  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 


Words  and  Stnsic  by  Chas.  K.  Harris.    Arranged  by  Fred  SImonson. 

Down  by  a  shady  brook,  by  a  swift  running  stream. 

Sat  a  maid  and  her  lover,  both  happy  as  a  dream.  I 

All  nature  seemed  at  rest,  as  the  birds  sang  their  lay. 

He  told  her  that  he  loved  her,  called  her  his  Queen  of  May. 

Neither  in  their  trysting  saw  a  maiden  fall, 

A  girl  who  also  loved  him.  loved  him  the  best  of  all,  i      ,    -. 

"I  love  you  best  of  all,  better  than  all  this  world."  " 

Those  were  the  words  were  spoken,  those  were  the  words  she  beard. 

"With  your  dear  arms  alK)ut  me,  I  care  not  what  befalls. 

Surely,  dear,  you  will  not  doubt  me,  I  love  you  best  of  all." 

She  wandered  from  her  home,  this  maiden  all  forlorn. 

In  her  heart  kept  the  secret  ot  a  love  left  unborn.  j 

She  came  upon  these  lovers,  unconsrious  of  her  woe. 

And  heard  him  say  "  I  love  you,"  just  as  she  turned  to  go. 

She  would  keep  her  secret,  which  no  time  could  pall. 

Her  heart  was  almost  breaking,  she  loved  in  spite  of  all.! 

"  I  love  you  best  of  all,  better  than  all  this  world."  '  ' 

Those  were  the  words  were  spoken,  those  were  the  words  she  heard. 

"With  your  dear  arms  about  me,  I  care  not  what  befalls. 

Surely,  dear,  you  will  not  doubt  me,  I  love  you  best  of  all.' 

Long,  weary  days  have  pas.sed  to  the  sweet  little  maid. 

Who  has  had  manly  suitors,  but  to  all  she  says  nay. 

No  one  else  will  she  we<l.  she  knows  her  heart  is  gone  ?     ;' 

To  one  who  will  never  love  her.  he  weds  to  morrow  morn. 

Seated  in  the  arbor  his  words  she  now  recalls.  .    .     ■ 

Yet  in  her  heart  she  loves  him,  loves  him  in  spite  of  all. 

"I  love  you  best  of  all.  better  than  all  this  world." 

Those  were  the  words  were  spoken,  those  were  the  words  she  heard. 

"  With  your  dear  arms  alwut  me.  I  care  not  what  befalls. 

Surely,  dear,  you  will  not  doubt  me,  I  love  you  best  of  all." 


( 


*^    The  Word*  and  Music  of  either  of  the  longt  on  this  page  will  be  mailed  , 
to  any  addreat,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your  seloc- } 
tion.  for  One  Dollar,  by  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  108  Park  Row,  New  York.    Catai«sira 
of  all  our  puMlcaKons  mailed  Free  upon  application. 


..««_ 


I 


i 


f 


I 


-^-  ht    ^:' 


-jr-Mi*-.. 


•' 


i  - 


i.V 


i 


WEHMAN'S    COLLECTION    OF   SONGS~No.    61. 


15 


OH!    PROMISE    ME. 

OopyrUrbt.  UW.  by  O.  BoblroMr. 


TP^ 


WonU  br  Clentent  SooU.    Xnilo  by  R«8li>«l<l  <>•  KoT*n. 

Oh,  promise  me  that  some  day  you  and  I 

will  take  our  love  together  to  some  sky,  ,. 

Where  we  can  be  alone  and  faith  renew. 

And  And  the  hollowa  where  those  ttowers  grew; 

Those  first  sweet  vlolet-s  of  early  spring. 

Which  come  In  whispers,  thrill  us  both,  and  sing 

Of  love  unspeakable  that  is  to  be—     . .   . , . 

Oh,  promise  me,  oh,  promise  me.     ;..;'",  '•  .  •   '.' 

Oh,  promise  me  that  you  will  take  my  band. 

The  most  unworthy  In  this  lonely  land. 

And  let  me  sit  beside  you,  in  your  eye«  ,•  ^   . 

Seeing  the  vision  of  our  paraalse; 

Hearing  God's  message,  while  the  organ  rolls 

Its  mighty  music  to  our  very  souls. 

No  love  less  perfect  than  a  life  with  thee— 

Oh,  promise  me,  oh,  promise  me. 


MAQgiE    MAGUIRE. 

OopyrtSbt,  1M&.  by  Howard  A  Co.    Eiiterad  at  StaUoneri'  Hall,  London. 
—    ■  .'     ,:    Ry  Harry  Caw  Unhand  Wm.  B.  Oray.  ,.        '  .  ..  - 


YOU'LL    NEVER    KNOW. 

■•i  '  :  OopTrifht,  1891.  by  Cbaa.  K.  EUrtto. 


.;".    Word*  Mid  Koiio  by  Cbaa.  K.  Harrla.    Arranared  by  Jo*.  Claadar. 

A  vision  of  beauty  greets  my  eyes,  a  girl  with  an  angel  face, 
As  she  stands  beneath  the  gleaming  lights,  with  oh,  such  careless  grace; 
Lovers  all  crowd  around  her  throne,  there  Is  no  place  for  me. 
As  I  stand  in  the  midst  of  the  mighty  crowd,  I  am  thinking,  my  1ot6,  of 
You'll  never  know  the  pain  I  feel,  gazing  on  thy  face  bright,  [thee; 

You'll  never  know  the  dull  heartache  throbbing  in  me  to-night. 
I  can't  believe  that  you  are  false;  would  you  then  have  it  sof 
Though  my  heart  may  break  to-night,  you  will  never  know. 

Crortts 
You'll  never  know  when  my  heart  Is  sad,    i    - 
'  ■■'.     You'll  never  know  that  my  love  you  had;    '-'. 
If  there  be  one,  but  one  regret. 
You'll  never  know,  you'll  never  know, 
->■  V  :     Tbo' my  heart  break,  you'll  never  know.     '  .  . . 

The  carriage  is  waiting  at  the  door,  a  maiden  so  fair  steps  In, 
The  light  has  faded  from  her  eyes,  can  ehe  be  thinking  of  hlmT 
He  thinks  me  false,  unkind,  untrue,  could  he  but  read  my  heart. 
The  answer  there  would  then  declare,  love,  we  shall  never  part. 
You'll  never  know  the  pain  I  felt,  coldly  you  turned  away. 
You'll  never  know  the  tears  that  fall,  falling  for  you  to-day. 
I  must  be  smiling,  bright  and  gay,  and  to  the  world  not  show 
How  I  long  to  see  your  face;  you  will  never  know.— C%«ru(>. 


Of  pretty  girls  the  singers  sing,  and  poets  of  them  write, 
But  Jimmy  Johnson  has  a  gtrlwho's  simply  "  out  of  sight; " 
Indoors  or  out,  he  raves  about  their  happy  wedding  day, 
And  seated  by  her  side  each  night,  he'll  take  her  hand  and  say: 

■'-  Cl'^  ^-  •■■:■:■■-■':-.:'  '''■■"^      Chorus.       ■■i-'^v'^'"^"^;  ■-■■'.-■•.  •■'-".■■  !":'^- 
Ohl  Maggie  Magulre,  believe  me,  my  girl.  I  adore  yoQ, 
My  hearths  all  afire,  and  I'll  do  anj'thing  for  you; 
Name  the  day,  don't  turn  me  away,  I'm  lonely  when  you  roam, 
Say  you'll  be  true  and  I'll  marry  you  as  soon  as  I  buy  the  home. 

They  often  have  a  quarrel,  just  like  others,  her  and  Jim, 
Anci  then  for  days  sne'U  pass  him  by.  won't  even  nod  to  him: 
Somehow  they  always  "  make  up,"  though  when  Jimmy  to  her  brings 
A  little  present,  which  be  gives,  as  pleadingly  he  siaga:—C/wru4. 

•■■■   .  :  ■    •■;  ■  -  .■..:-■■■  \  X 


TOM    AND    IXL    aO    TOO. 

CopjTtgbt.  lt9S,  by  Spauldlnv  ft  Komdar. 

:    Woi-di  aud  Music  by  Cba*.  Qrahani.    '■'."..■■' 


Before  the  grim  old  iudge  they  stood,  a  mother,  girl  and  boy. 

The  father  faced  his  children  and  his  wife; 
He  said  that  she  had  wronged  him,  tho'  she  once  had  been  his  Joy, 

He  sought  a  separation  there  for  life. 
The  judge  said,  I  will  part  you,  for  your  hearts  are  strangers  now. 

The  boy  can  with  his  mother  always  stay. 
And  if  the  girl  Is  willing  she  can  witn  her  father  go. 

The  little  daughter  then  began  to  say: 

Refrain. 

My  home  will  be  with  mother,  for  I'll  never  have  another. 
If  I  should  leave  her  now  what  would  she  do; 

I  love  you,  dad,  sincerely,  and  my  mother  just  as  dearly. 
Take  mother  home,  then  Tom  and  I'll  go  too. 

The  father  tho't  of  happy  days  before  the  babes  were  bom. 

Before  estrangement,  lealousy  and  pride. 
The  promises  and  vows  ne  made  upon  their  wedding  mom. 

The  loving  woman  who  became  his  bride. 
The  loyalty  of  childhood  proved  that  she  was  faithful  still. 

Upon  her  good  name  there  was  not  a  stain; 
The  veil  was  torn  asunder,  and  they  never  will  forget 

The  words  that  made  them  man  and  wife  again:— /^vVoin. 


4     I    LOVE    YOU    YET. 

Copyrtoht,  1W6,  by  Chaa.  W.  Held.    Entered  at  SteUonen'  Hall,  Loodo*. 
Word!  and  Moaio  by  Monroe  H.  Roeaofald.     , 


Tou  said  you  loved  me  better  than  I  knew, 

But  ah!  you  know  you  spoke  untrue; 
Your  heart  was  faithless  and  your  love  was  false. 

And  yet  I  loved,  I  loved  but  you. 
You  claimed  me  as  your  happy  bride. 
You  pressed  me  to  vour  loving  side;  "     ^ 

You  took  my  hand  within  your  own. 
And  vowed  you  loved  but  me  alone.       . ;  -S"    ■  •'       •    '  •w 
-.      But  ah  1  you  little  dream'd  I  knew  '.\-'>"^-  .    -. 

.;    That  you  were  faithless  and  untrue.  .-.  •  ' 

Chorcs.  "■   ' 

And  now  I  wander  sad  and  lone,  the  past  a  drear  and  vain  regret. 
And  tho'  your  many  vows  were  broken,  I  cannot  help,  I  love  you  y»t. 
"I  loved  you  better  than  you  knew,  machree"— 
Those  were  the  words  you  spoke  to  me, 
.    And  tho'  I  thought  you  loved  me  as  you  said, 
I  knew  that  this  could  never  be. 
For  woman's  heart  is  not  a  toy. 
•■    One  deed  her  love  will  oft  destroy;  • 

;     I  saw  you  kiss  another's  lips. 

Like  bee,  which  stolen  honey  sips.  ".'- 

>    And  ah!  you  little  dream'd  I  knew 
'      Thatyou  were  faithless  and  untrue.— CTorii*. 


THE    MIDWAY    PALOMA. 

Copyright,  ItM,  by  T.  B.  Harms  ft  Co.    Enrllub  copyngnt  wcttrad. 


Words  by  James  Tbortiton.    Music  adapted  from  the  SpaoWi. 


■  »  » 


I  Loved  You  Better  than  You  Knew. 

,,;•_:,      Copyricht.  Un.  by  Cbaa  W.  Bald.      ^^  ?:  V-    ;   '\         ' 
7'  Words  and  MusJo  by  Johnnie  Carroll.    >:.' . 


Our  hands  are  Clasped,  the  last  forerer. 

Perhaps  we'll  never  meet  again; 
I  loved  you  as  I  could  none  other;  -  • 

This  parting  fills  my  heart  with  pain; 
You  ask,  and  freely  I  forgive  you, 

Thehappy  past  I  must  forget;  '    - 

And  though  I  wander  on  in  sorrow, 

I  hope  that  you'll  be  happy  yet. 

Chorus.  .    * 

As  through  this  weary  world  I  wander. 

My  thoughts  alone  will  be  of  you; 
In  mera'ry  I  will  see  you  ever;  ■   ' 

I  loved  you  better  than  you  knew. ;::  ."    : 

Perhaps,  when  I  have  gone  forever. 

You'll  sometimes  sit  and  think  of  me, 
And  wonder  if  I'm  deaa  or  living; 

Perchance  I'il  think  the  same  of  thee; 
And  when  yonr  friends  have  all  departed. 

The  friends  you  thought  were  tried  and  true, 
Remember  one  you  left  heart-broken 

Had  loved  you  better  than  you  knew.—Chorw. 


Oh,  Santiago,  and  de  Lumbago, 

And  the  Senorlta  dat  will  pull-a  de  leg-o; 

Oh,  Mexico  and  the  Mexicanao, 

And  de  Dago  sella  de  ripe  banano; 

The  night  go  and  de  Dago  from  Italic, 

Standing  on  the  corner,  selling  the  hot  tamallo; 

Hidalgo  Espagnola  from  San  Marllo. 

And  "  the  man  that  broke  the  bank  at  Monte  Carlo; " 

And  the  mandolins  will  ring,  and  Slgnora  will  sing 

•'Daddy  won't  buy  me  a  bow-wow-wow -wow. 

Bow-wow-wow-wow-wow-wow,"  V   - 

"After  the  ball-o,"  "  Collar  and  elbow," 

"  He  never  cares  to  wander-o,"  "  De  cat  came  back-o," 

"The  man  in  the  moon-o "  marry  him  soon-o,  alia. 

Oh,  cigaretto,  and  de  cigaro, 

Wheeling,  West  Virginia,  in  a  wheelbarrio;    ^r- 

Oh,  Silver  Bill  and  the  BulTalo  Billlo, 

I  don't  know  how  much  I  owe.  Tit  Willlo. 

A  young  girl  went  to  supper  with  my  brother-o. 

Now  one  of  his  legs  Is  longer  than  the  other-o; 

When  she  left  him  he  didn't  have  a  sou-i-o. 

For  she  was  one  of  the  "  Two  little  girls  in  blne-l-o." 

Oh,  he  bought  her  a  ring  and  the  maiden  will  sing. 

There's  a  jay  bom  each  minute  or  two-1. 

Minute  or  two-l-o. 

Oh,  Carmencita.  Regalonclta, 

And  Paquetta,  I'm  going  to  meet  her  just  down  the  streetra. 

With  her  big  f  eet-a,  never  looked  sweeter,  alia. 


The  Words  and  Musie  of  either  of  the  above 
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Parody  on; 

She  Was  Bred  in  Old  Kentucky. 


Wrtttan  by  Johnacon  ft  OordoD. 


As  a  Blob  I  sat  one  day 

In  a  race  track  not  far  away. 

And  to  me  all  horses  looked  about  the  same. 

But  my  plug,  whose  name  was  Ned, 

Had  liist  been  beaten  by  a  head. 

And  I  had  to  pay  a  few  10  to  1  shots  there. 

But  I  sprung  the  same  old  gas:  of  a  frosty-boney  gag. 

That  broke  me  good  and  proper  that  day. 

But  I  fancied  I  could  trace  tnere  were  other  horses  in  that  race. 

As  I  payed  my  coin  this  Is  all  1  had  to  say: 

Chorcs. 

He  was  bred  in  old  Kentucky, 

Where  the  meadow's  grass  ain't  green; 

You  could  tell  he  was  a  car-horse,  for  he  ran  almost  unseen; 

He  was  bred  in  old  Kentucky, 

And  I  know  I  am  unlucky. 

For  to  gamble  on  u  nag  like  him. 

Now  my  girl,  whose  hair  Is  red. 

Is  a  good  uaker,  so  'tis  said, 

But  the  bread  she  makes  is  really  on  the  hog. 

For  she  threw  a  chunk  at  me. 

But  I  ducked  It,  don't  you  see. 

And  It  fell  upon  and  killed  my  little  dog. 

But  I  threw  a  pie  at  her  when  she  killed  my  little  cur. 

For  she  got  me  good  and  mad  that  day. 

But  1  fancied  she  could  see  there  were  no  flies  on  me, 

I  ate  some  of  her  bread,  and  to  her  did  say: 

CHoars. 
You  make  bread  in  old  Kentucky, 
In  a  town  called  Louisville. 

'Tis  the  place  for  good  whiskey,  you  can  always  drink  your  flU: 
She  makes  bread  in  old  Kentucky, 
If  you  can  eat  it,  you  are  lucky. 
For  it  will  kill  you,  I'm  sure  it  will. 


HOBSON. 


Prom  the Topek*  Dally  OaplUI  (••  told  by  Hlkay  OTool*) 


ROSIE    AND    MAMIE. 

Copyriglit,  1<M,  by  J.  a.  Rldd»ll. 


Word!  and  Mualn  by  HuTy  B.  MMr«><*ll. 


Rosle  and  Mamie  are  sisters. 

And  two  loving  girls  are  they. 
They  are  twins  and  quite  fonci  of  the  misters. 

And  new  mashes  make  every  day. 
When  the  bicycle  craze  struck  the  town. 

They  both  to  their  papa  did  go, 
And  besought  him  two  wheels  to  send  down. 

Of  course  he  could  not  answer  no. 

Refrain. 

Rosle,  Mamie,  two  pretty  girls. 
Each  with  a  bicycle,  bloomers  and  curls. 
Brimful  of  fun  and  quite  sporty,  you  know. 
They  know  a  thing  or  two,  not  a  bit  slow. 

Rosle  and  Mamie  wore  bloomers. 

And  looked  very  charming  and  sweet. 
And  if  we  can  credit  the  rumors. 

To  see  them  wa.«  really  a  treat. 
And  when  tliev  had  learned  how  to  ride. 

In  a  .swell  riding  school  down  the  way, 
They  thought  they  would  try  It  outside. 

Said  RoRie,  "  lers  try  it  to-day."— /rt/»ain. 

Rosle  and  Mamie  looked  charming. 

As  they  mounted  their  wheels  and  rode  off, 
I  don't  .st-e  anything  .so  alarming 

About  this,  said  Manic,  with  a  laugh, 
But,  ala.s,  sJie  had  spoken  In  haste. 

For  Just  then  two  young  men  passed  by. 
And  as  they  were  young  men  of^good  taste, 

To  flirt  with  the  girls  they  did  try.- lit f rain. 

Rosle  and  Mamie  smiled  sweetly. 

An<l  both  the  young  men  raised  their  hat«. 
They  had  won  the  U^ys'  hearts  most  completely. 

When  some  cvll-dlsposed  kid  cried  "rats." 
Two  screams;  and  they  went  to  turn  'round. 

Poor  girls;  'twas  an  unlucky  day. 
Both  went  In  a  heap  on  the  ground. 

In  a  very  undignified  yi»y.—l<efrain. 

Rosle  and  Mamie  laughed  loudly. 

In  spite  of  their  recent  downfall. 
While  the  boys  done  the  honors  qtilte  proudly. 

For  the  girN  their  assistance  did  cafl. 
To  get  them  quite  nut  of  the  mix 

Of  wheels,  hair  pins,  bloomers  and  curls. 
But  the  young  men  this  matter  did  flx. 

And  now  they've  two  bicycle  girls.— /7^rain. 
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81z  Hobson  of  Allybama,  I  brought  yez  a  load  of  coal. 

Siz  Severy,  It's  just  the  very  thing  i  wahnt,  bless  jer  soul. 

SIz  Hobson,  I'll  put  er  down  in  the  basemint  for  yez  to  get. 
Says  Severy,  Hould  on,  if  ye  do  it'll  all  git  mity  wet. 

Devil  cares,  siz  Hobson;  is  this  the  bay  of  Santiago? 
Never  yez  mind  about  the  bay.    Dom  the  bay,  siz  the  Dago. 

That's  phot  I'm  tryin'  to  do,  siz  Hobson,  both  Inda  on  the  ground 
81z  Severy,  Lave  room,  plaze,  for  a  wheelbarry  to  go  'round. 

Dthin  he  siz,  Doo  yez  see  me  min  a-shootin'  away  at  marksT 
I  doo  begorra,  siz  Hobson,  they're  skarrin'  ahf  all  the  sharks. 

Pay  for  the  coal,  siz  Hobson;  I've  put  er  all  down  In  the  bin. 
Dlvll  a  cent  I  have,  said  Severy,  for  you  and  the  min. 

Dthla  we'll  boord  with  yez,  siz  Hobson,  until  ivery  clnt  we  git. 
And  he  did,  an'  he's  boordlng  it  out  with  the  Dago  tiH  yic. 


•! 


^ 


Parodj  on: 

She  Was  Bred  in  Old  Kentucky. 


Written  by  P.  Sermpbtne. 


One  cold  winter's  night  in  June, 

I  strolled  into  a  saloon. 

Where  the  girls  and  lx)ys  were  always  to  be  found; 

And  by  chance  whom  cfid  I  meet 

But  my  "old"  chum  Patty  Feet, 

So.  of  course,  the  drinks  we  had  to  pass  around. 

Then  we  talked  about  a  lassie  whom  he'd  not  seen  in  many  j'tera. 

And  whom  my  chum  Intended  soon  to  wed; 

Now  says  he  when  we  are  wed,  I  will  paint  this  whole  town  red. 

Then  we  set  them  up  again,  and  this  he  said: 

Chorvs. 
She  was  bred  In  old  Kll-arney. 

Where  the  meadow  grass  Is  green. 
She's  the  sunshine  of  her  alley. 

People  say  she  Ir.  a  neachereen. 
She  was  bred  In  old  Kil  arncv,  '    ' 

And  she  kissed  the  stone  ot  blarney. 
For  she's  Irish,  and  I'm  proud  of  It,  too. 

It's  not  many  nights  ago  that  we  met  In  Irish  row. 

Of  this  great  wending  all  the  neighbors  heard; 

Paddy's  bride  and  he  himself  were  that  very  night  to  wed. 

And  were  waiting  for  the  priest  to  give  the  word; 

All  the  nelghlxirs  stood  there  spell-bound. 

While  the  preacher  done  the  Job, 

Then  Padcfy  he  went  nearly  mad  with  Joy; 

Sure,  he  then  l)egan  to  holler. 

Until  some  one  snouted.  Fire! 

And  in  the  muss  they  heard  poor  Paddy  yell:— Chm^u. 


Parody  on: 

BREAK  THE  NEWS  TO  MOTHER 


Word*  by  Manley  ft  Rom. 


While  the  shots  and  shells  were  shelling,- 

And  I  had  shot  the  chutes. 
The  Cherry  Sisters  were  acting. 

They  had  on  oig  high  boots. 
Came  a  cabbage  from  the  front  row 

And  hit  Effle  In  the  nose; 
They  kept  on  singing  Tara-boom-de-a; 
The  gallery  then  got  crazy. 
The  applause  was  loud  and  fierce. 
Then  some  one  thro  wed  on  the  stage  a  bunch  of  hay, 
Old  lx)ttles,  Irons  and  stove  wood  sticks 
Were  flying  around  their  heads. 
And  after  the  curtain  went  down  I  heard  them  say: 

Chorcs. 

Just  tell  them  we  need  the  money. 

Of  course,  you  may  think  It  fnimy. 

But  you  all  know  It's  so  hard  to  duck. 

But  we  often  have  to  duck  eggs, 

I'd  give  six  bits  If  they  were  nere; 

I'd  fill  them  all  up  on  beer.  \ 

And  have  them  do  the  kutchy  dance, 

What  an  awful  fright  It  would  be. 

While  the  boat  It  was  a-tosslng  upon  the  raging  sea, 

A  Hebrew  boy  and  his  mother  were  as  sick  as  they  could  be. 

Came  a  cry  from  the  brave  captain. 

The  boat  is  sinking  now. 

Who'll  volunteer  to  swim  ashore,  he  said. 

I  will :  the  Hebrew  shouted.  I'll  save  my  life  or  die. 

Then  Jumped  Into  the  thickest  of  the  spray. 

The  whole  push  thev  got  drownded. 

The  Hebrew's  mother,  too. 

The  last  time  she  went  down  they  heard  her  say: 

CH0Rt"8.  ■ 
Just  break  the  news  to  Ikev, 
And  tell  him  I'm  out  of  sighty. 
Just  tell  him  not  to  worry,  for  I  have  my  money  with  me. 
Just  say  I  wished  he  was  with  me,  my  darling  little  Ikey, 
Just  give  him  all  the  bold  con  you  can. 
And  break  his  neck  for  me.  .^     .      i 
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■■••:■•-■>>•■.•■■■:-••:■  ^  Parody  on  #■'■■■■'■■ '^  ^  ■''■'■■-■' ^- ■•'•-•' '■ 

MOTHER   OF   THE   GIRL   I   LOVE 


B;  Harry  8.  8arg<>iit 


The  old  court-room  was  crowded,  and  the  crowd  were  full  of  beer, 

A  poor  old  hobo  who'd  been  pinched  was  trying  to  get  clear; 

The  lawyer  who  defended  him,  his  h«?art  was  nearly  bent. 

Because" he  knew  out  of  that  case  he'd  never  get  a  cent. 

The  Judge  then  to  the  hobo  said,  "  Your  case  Is  now  on  dlt," 

And  as  he  gazed  upon  that  man,  his  honor  had  a  flt; 

For  In  that  man  he  recognized  the  father  of  the  maid 

He'd  tried  to  wm  long  years  ago  when  he  was  a  foolish  blade; 

Tho  poor  old  judge  then  hove  a  sIkU  half  way  across  the  street. 

And  trom  his  clothes  he  pulled  a  flask  and  that  hobo  did  treat; 

Then  turning  Uy  the  jury  he  In  accents  full  of  booze. 

lold  to  them  a  story,  and  not  one  word  did  they  lose: 

"I  met  this  man  some  years  ago,  his  daughter  s  hand  1  sought. 

But  one  cold  night  he  flred  me  out  because  I  was  half  shot,  ,  ,  - 

He  said  I  never  would  cut '  ice '  in  days  that  were  to  come.      .         - 

And  that,  my  friends,  is  how  I  came  acquainted  with  this  bum. 

I  quickly  sought  a  widow's  hand,  who'd  money,  yes,  to  bum. 

And  with  her  wealth  I  studied  law,  and  when  It  came  my  turn, 

I  took  my  seat  upon  tliis  bench,  and  here  I  am  to  stay— 

If  I  had  wed  that  hobo's  girl,  where  would  I  have  been  to-dayT 

CH0KC8. 

Silence  was  the  answer,  their  Jury  never  spoke. 

But  in  twelve  buckets  of  cracked  ice  they  put  their  heads  to  soak, 

"I  cannot  fine  that  man,  sir,"  the  old  judge  slowly  said, 

"  For  the  prisoner  Is  the  father  of  the  girl  I  didn't  wed." 


YOU'RE    IT. 


Copyright,  ItM,  by  Wm.  B.  Gray.    Eiit«r«d  at  Statlonen'  Hall.  Loudon. 


Word«  and  Music  by  Gussie  L.  DaTii. 


.  \^- 


Parody  on: 

On  the  Banks  of  the  Wabash. 


By  Harry  8.  SarKeiit. 


There's  a  mortgage  on  my  Indiana  homestead. 
And  to  lift  that  debt  has  never  been  my  craze. 

But  one  day  a  cyclone  struck  down  on  the  Wabash, 
\      And  the  mortgage  got  the  lift  I  wouldn't  raise; 

Oh,  the  fever  and  the  ague  are  something  awful. 
And  the  chills  are  situated  there  to  stay; 

For  the  people  shake  from  one  town  to  the  other. 
On  the  banlu  of  the  Wabash  far  away. 

Chorus.  V 

Oh,  the  stars  all  shoot  the  chutes  upon  the  Wabaeh, 

And  the  Rube  who  hoes  the  corn  Is  there  to  stay; 
They  don't  know  that  McKlnley's  In  the  White  House,     . 

On  the  banks  of  the  Wabash  far  away. 

Electric  lights  are  not  known  on  the  Wabash. 

But  the  candle  lights  are  gleaming  when  they  gleam: 
And  they  use  the  lightning  bugs  to  light  their  lamps  with, 

For  matches  on  the  Wabash  are  a  dream; 
Oh,  the  banks  have  all  gone  bankrupt  on  the  WalMwh, 

And  the  farms  are  all  to  rent  the  nrst  of  May, 
If  you  showed  a  man  a  dollar  he'd  expire. 

On  the  banks  of  the  Wabash  far  away. 

Chorus. 

Oh  I  the  gaslight  never  shines  down  on  the  Wabash, 
Although  they've  natural  gas  to  burn,  they  say; 

And  the  people  there  still  vote  for  Andrew  Jackson, 
On  the  banks  of  the  Wabash  far  away. 


My  mem'ry  turns  to  schoolboy  days  and  a  charming  little  lass. 
Playmates  were  we  together,  and  stood  side  by  side  in  class. 
When  school  was  out,  we'd  start  for  home,  but  played  along  the  way. 
We'd  play  "tag-catcher,"  and  "  I  spy,"  then  she  would  run  and  say; 

Chorus. 

You're  it,  you're  it,  you're  it,  I  spy  you,  Jimmy  Green; 
You're  it,  you're  it,  you're  it,  j-ou're  caught,  now  don't  be  mean. 
Sometimes  I'd  make  her  angry,  she'd  cry  a  Uttle  bit. 
But  when  we'd  kiss  and  make  up,  I  was  always  "it." 

The  boys  and  girls  are  scattered  now,  who  went  to  school  with  me. 
Some  of  them  roam  In  foreign  lands,  while  some  sail  o'er  the  sea, 
How  many,  many  times  I've  stood  to  watch  the  children  play 
That  same  old  game  of  "  I  spy  you,"  and  hear  thorn  laugh  and  say: 

•        —  Ctunu$. 


\i 


^  a  ^ 


If  I  Thought  You  Loved  Me  Yet. 

Copyrlebt,  IMfl,  by  Win.  B.  Gray.     Entered  at  Stationera'  Hall.  L.ondon. 


Woi-dfl  and  Hasic  by  John  U.  Hollar. 


Last  night  as  I  sat  by  the  fireside,  thinking  of  bygone  days. 
Scenes  of  the  past  rose  before  me,  out  of  the  firelights  blaze. 
I  saw  you  in  all  your  beauty,  and  a  smile  that  seemed  so  true. 
It  brought  back,  in  all  its  old-time  force,  the  love  I  one*  had  for  you. 

Chorus. 

Shall  I  no  more  hear  your  whisper,  must  I  the  old  love  forget. 

Life  would  be  one  endless  sunshine.  If  I  thought  that  you  loved  me  yet. 

Your  smile  will  now  beam  on  another,  surely  he  has  your  love, 

I  hope  that  he  will  prove  to  you  true  as  the  stars  above. 

You  11  never  know  now  I  loved  you,  tho'  you  sent  me  ofl  in  scorn. 

As  I  sat  beside  the  fire  last  night,  mem'ry  caused  my  heart  to  mount. 

—  riiorim. 
And  now  when  I  think  of  the  old  times,  that  day  when  first  we  met. 
Then  when  you  whispered  "  I  love  jou,"  that  time  111  never  fortjet, 
'Twas  then  that  you  vowed  and  promised  that  from  me  you'd  never  part, 
But  the  only  things  now  left  to  me  are  tears  and  a  broken  heart.— rAo. 


/: 


Parody  ont 

MY    COAL-BLACK    LADY. 


v.-^ 


By  Lew  H.  Carroll. 


I've  got  a  cold-heart  lady,  and  she's  sixty  In  the  shady. 

Do  I  love  her,  yes,  no,  not. 
That's  why  I  never  married  and  I'm  glad  that..I  have  tarrittd. 

She  always  is  half  shot; 
To  squeeze  her  isn't  easy,  she's  big,  fat,  broad  and  greasy, 

And  I  don't  like  her  one  bit. 
Stockings  now  she's  knitting,  near  the  window  she  is  sitting. 

Oh,  I  love  to  see  her,  "  nit." 

Chorus. 
My  cold-heart  lady,  you're  In  the  shady, 
Y^ou  cannot  blame  me,  no,  no,  no. 
I  love  another  gal  with  dough. 
And  she's  my  baby,  a  moneyed  lady, 
By-by,  my  cold-heart  lady. 

Chorus.  •  ■-    . 

My  ham-fat  lady,  you're  A-B-C-D, 
A  stands  for  any  girl  at  hand; 
B  for  "  bestesf'^ln  the  land, 
C  stands  for  Crazy  and  D  for  Daisy, 
You're  b-u-m,  my  lady. 

Chorus. 
My  coal-cart  lady,  my  black,  black  baby,    ■ 
I'm  going  to  leave  you,  yes.  yes,  yes. 
Off  for  Klondyke  and  the  West, 
I  know  it's  costly  if  I  makes  a  frosty,  . 
I'll  come  back  to  my  baby.  ,       . 

Chorus. 
I'vfe  got  a  claim  there,  but  If  you  were  there 
I'm  sure  that  I  would  be  afraid,  '■•; 

Leaving  you  alone,  my  babe, 

I'd  go  insane,  dear,  if  they'd  jump  my  claim,  dear,    • 
Then  I^  lose  my  coal-black  lady. 


y 


Parody  on : 

SOMEBODY    HAS    MY    HEART. 


By  Lew  If.  Carroll. 


-  I  Started  out  while  in  Gay  New  York 

To  have  a  quiet  ball. 
Took  In  the  Bowery  and  all  the  sights. 

Went  into  a  concert  hall, 
A  girl  with  an  ingrown  face  came  out. 

Who  Imajjined  she  was  the  real  thing. 
And  then  with  a  voice  that  wasoverrlpe. 

To  me  she  began  to  sing: 

Chorus. 
Somebody  has  my  heart. 

Her  voice  began  to  quiver, 
I  answered  her  back  with  a  start, 

It's  a  good  thing  it  wasn't  your  liver. 
She  suddenly  left  tlie  stage. 

Then  the  manager  swore  like  a  Turk. 
Says  she.  "  ever  since  I  have  lost  ray  poor  heart. 

Why  I  haven't  the  heart  to  woik." 

In  a  summer  resort  known  as  Buzzards  Bay, 

A  fisherman  sat  one  day. 
He  was  thinking  of  all  the  good  times  he  had 

That  now  have  passed  away; 
His  wife  sat  beside  him  so  faithfully. 

And  she  noticed  a  tear  In  his  eye. 
Come,  tell  me  Grover  why  are  you  sad— 

To  her  he  then  made  this  reply: 

Chorus.       ;'  . 

Somebody  has  mv  Job, 

Somebody  from  Ohio. 
Y'ou  can  bet  that  I  feel  like  a  slob. 

Bill  McKlnley  is  the  boj-,  oh-  my— ohi 
Then  his  wife  turned  around  and  said. 

What's  the  use  of  your  cryin'. 
The  White  House  has  held  some  good  men  In  its  time. 

And  the  next  may  be  Wm.  J.  Bryan. 


-•-•h 
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Pat  Malone  Forgot  that  He  Was  Dead. 


i^^ 


v  ■■    » 


i- 
1^.' 


1^ 


Copyright,  1893,  by  H.  W.  Petrie. 


Wonlt  bj  Harry  C.  Clyde.    Melody  by  Jm.  J.  Sw««ney. 


Times  were  hard  in  Irish  town,  ev'rythlnjr  was  i^lng  duwn. 

And  Pat  Malone  was  pushed  for  ready  cash; 
He  for  life  Insurance  spent  all  his  money  to  a  cent. 

So  all  of  his  affairs  had  gone  to  smash. 
But  his  wife  spoke  up  andsald:  "  Now,  dear  Pat,  if  you  were  dead. 

That  twenty  thousand  dollars  we  could  take." 
And  so  Pat  lay  down  and  tried  to  make  out  that  he  had  died. 

Until  he  smelt  the  whl.'^key  at  the  w.ake; 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead; 

He  raised  himself  and  shouted  from  the  bed: 
"  If  this  wake  goes  on  a  minute,  the  corpse  he  must  be  In  it; 

You'll  have  to  get  me  drunk  to  keep  me  dead." 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead: 

He  ral.sed  himself  and  shouted  from  the  bed: 
"  If  this  wake  goes  on  a  minute,  the  corpse  he  must  be  in  it; 

You'll  have  to  get  me  drunk  to  keep  me  dead." 

Then  they  gave  the  corpse  a  sup,  afterwards  they  fllled  him  up. 

And  laid  nlm  out  again  upon  the  bed; 
Then  before  the  morning  gray  ev'r\-body  felt  so  gay. 

They  all  forgot  he  only  played  off  dead. 
8o  they  took  him  from  the  bunk,  still  alive,  but  awful  drunk. 

And  put  him  in  the  rotfln,  with  a  prayer: 
But  the  driver  of  the  cart  said:  "  Bedad,  I'll  never  start 

Until  I  see  that  some  one  pays  the  fare." 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead; 

He  sat  up  in  the  comn,  while  he  said: 
"  If  you  dare  to  doubt  my  credit,  you'll  be  sorry  that  you  said  it: 

Drive  on.  or  else  the  corpse  will  break  your  head." 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead; 

He  sat  up  in  the  comn,  while  he  said: 
"  If  you  dare  to  doubt  my  credit,  you'll  be  sorry  that  you  said  It; 

Drive  on,  or  else  the  corpse  will  break  your  head." 

So  the  fun'ral  started  out  on  the  cemeterj-  route. 

And  the  neighbors  tried  the  widow  to  console. 
Till  they  stopped  beside  the  base  of  Malone's  last  resting  place. 

And  gently  lowered  Patrick  in  the  hole. 
Then  Malone  began  to  see.  Just  as  plain  as  one,  two,  three. 

That  he'd  forgc)t  to  reckon  on  the  end; 
So,  as  clods  began  to  drop,  he  broke  off  the  coffin  top. 

And  to  the  earth  he  quickly  did  ascend. 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  w.as  dead, 

And  from  the  cemetery  quickly  fled; 
He  came  nearly  going  under;  it  s  a  lucky  thing,  by  thunder. 

That  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 

And  from  the  cenietery  quickly  fled; 
He  came  nearly  going  under;  it's  a  lucky  thing,  by  thunder. 

That  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 


MY    GIRL    IS    A    WINNER. 

CopyriKbt.  ItW,  by  NattM  ±  Co.  :^ 

Word*  and  Miule  by  E.  NattM. 


There's  a  charming,  neat  soubrette,  who  will  set  me  crazy  yet. 
All  her  actions  are  so  cute,  she's  a  daisy,  she's  a  "  beaut.' 
When  she  comes  upon  the  stage,  this  soubrette  is  all  the  rage; 
What  she  says  is  all  the  go;  she's  a  winner  at  the  show. 

Chorus. 

My  girl  is  a  winner  at  the  music  balls. 
Neat  dancer  and  singer,  and  she  gets  the  calls. 
I  take  her  to  dinner  when  the  curtain  falls. 
My  girl  Is  a  winner  at  the  music  balls. 

She  makes  such  a  charming  face  when  she  shows  a  bit  of  lace; 
All  the  bald  heads  have  a  fit  while  Just  watching  for  this  bit. 
She  gets  lots  of  nice  bouquets  for  her  lovely  winning  ways; 
This  soubrette  you  ought  to  know,  she's  a  winner  at  the  show.— CKo. 

—  •• \^ 


McGinty  at  the  Living  Picttires. 

Copyright,  UM,  by  Spaulding  <t  Oray.     Entated  at  Stationers'  Hall.  Loiidun,  £ii«r. 


Words  and  Music  by  Joe  Flynn. 


Dan  McGinty  went  into  the  opera  show 

With  his  old  wife  Mary  Ann, 
And  he  took  a  front  seat,  near  the  middle  aisle. 

Amongst  the  bald-headed  clan; 
But  he  wasn't  prepared  for  the  sights  he  saw. 

And  he  laughed  with  might  and  main 
When  the  living  pictures  cime  to  view. 

Why  he  nearly  went  insane. 

Chorus. 
When  he  saw  the  Sleeping  Beauty,  why  he  got  such  a  shock 
You  could  hear  his  heart  a-tlcking  like  an  eight-day  clock. 
Then  he  danced  and  he  pranced,  and  says  he,  "  I've  been  to  France, 

But  that's  the  tlnest  sight  I  ever  saw;  '^' 
Then  his  eyes  bulged  out,  he  began  for  to  shout; 
The  gallery  boys  iliey  hollared,  "Put  that  Zulu  out." 
Then  his  wife  grabbed  his  feet,  pulled  him  under  the  seat. 

So  he  couldn't  gaze  upon  the  living  pictures. 

Chorus. 
When  the  girl  who  posed  as  Venus,  with  her  form  so  grand. 
You  could  hear  McGinty  holler  'way  above  the  band, 
Then  says  he.  "  Mary  Ann,  you  will  lose  your  old  man 

If  you  don't  be  quick  and  take  me  out  entirely; " 
When  he  saw  the  lady  bathers,  he  Jumped  like  a  hare. 
It  took  nine  ushers  for  to  hold  him  in  his  chair; 
Then  he  whist 

With  the  lad 

Chorus. 
When  he  .saw  the  other  picture  we  thought  sure  he  would  die. 
It  was  Adam  and  Kve  gazing  up  to  the  sky. 
Then  he  hollered.  "Mary,  dear,  oh.  why  did  you  bring  me  here, 

I  can  never  love  you  liow  the  way  I  used  to;  " 
Then  he  lof)ked  at  Mother  Eve.  ancf  loudly  he  bawled, 
"Be  golly,  you'll  be  chilly  when  the  snow  does  fall:  " 
Then  the  ushers  grabbed  him  nice,  stuck  his  head  in  a  pail  of  ice. 

Just  to  keep  him  cool  while  at  the  living  pictures. 

Chorus. 
Then  he  leaped  and  he  creeped,  and  he  took  another  peep. 
And  the  way  he  carried  on  made  the  audience  weep. 
Then  his  wife  says,  "  Dan,  do  come  home  like  a  man. 

If  you  must  have  living  pictures,  I  will  do  them; " 
But  he  didn't  hear  her  speak,  he  was  off  In  a  trance. 
Standing  on  a  chair,  doing  the  "  Hoochy-Coochy"  dance; 
When  the  last  girl  posed,  why  they  had  to  turn  the  hose 

On  McGinty,  when  he  saw  the  living  pictures. 


vrjPaF? 


spered.  with  a  grin.  '•  Mary  Ann.  go  take  a  swim 
iuy  iKithers  in  tne  living  pictures.  • 


ALICE,    WHERE    ART    THOU? 

The  birds  sleeping  gently,  sweet  lyra  gleameth  bright; 
Her  rays  tinge  the  forest,  and  all  seems  glad  to-night. 
The  wind's  sighing  by  me,  cooling  my  fever'd  brow; 
"The  stream  flows  as  ever,  yet,  Alice,  where  art  thouf 
One  year  back  this  even,  and  thou  wert  by  my  side. 
And  thou  wert  by  my  side,  vowing  to  love  rae, 
One  year  past  this  even,  and  thou  wert  by  my  side. 
Vowing  to  love  me,  Alice,  whate'er  might  betide. 

Ihe  silver  rain  falling.  Just  as  it  falleth  now; 

And  all  things  slept  gently— ah!  Alice,  where  art  thou? 

I've  sought  tnee  by  lakelet,  I've  sought  thee  on  the  hill. 

And  in  the  pleasant  wildwood,  when  winds  blew  cold  and  chill; 

I've  sought  thee  in  forest,  I'm  looking  heavenward  now 

I'm  looking  heavenward  now;  oh:  there  'mid  the  star-shine, 

I've  sought  thee  In  forest,  I'm  looking  heavenward  now; 

Oh  I  there  'mid  the  star-shine,  Alice,  I  know  art  thou. 


Dennie  Murphy's  Daughter  Nell. 

Copyright.  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wdiman.    Entered  atSUtlouers'  Hall.  Loudua. 


Words  and  Uasic  by  Chan.  E.  Baer.  ■ 'v.   1. 

Just  down  the  street  a  block  or  two  lives  Murphy's  daughter  Nell; 
Her  hair  Is  fair,  her  eyes  are  blue.  Indeed,  she  s  quite  a  oelle;  / 

She  smiles  on  me  whene'er  we  meet,  she  has  my  heart  and  hand  complete,  > 
And  when  work  is  done  I  start  and  run  my  Nell  to  meet.  ( 

CHORtrS. 

Dennie  Murphy's  daughter  Nell 

Walts  for  me  after  tea; 
She  knows  well,  she  dare  not  tell 

That  she's  engaged  to  me. 
But  one  of  these  days,  when  I  get  a  raise. 

The  boy  that  she  loves  so  wen 

Will  marry  Dennie  Murphy's  daughter  Nell. 

The  old  man  says  his  daughter  Nell  can  never  marry  me; 
Says,  she  must  wed  a  howling  swell,  that's  rich  and  up  In  "  O." 
But  on  his  Nell  I've  got  first  call,  she  says  it's  me  or  none  at  all. 
And  last  night  she  said  we  will  be  wed  some  time  this  tall.— t/totu*. 


A  Mother  Never  Can  Forget  Her  Boy. 


Copyright,  ISU,  by  0«o.  M.  Klenk  A  Co. 
Words  and  Music  by  Chaa  Miller. 


In  prison  sits  a  convict  for  a  crime  he  hadn't  done. 

Deserted  by  his  friends  and  every  one; 

"  Why  don  t  they  come  to  see  mey "  Is  his  cry  from  morn  till  night, 

"O  God,  take  me  to  realms  that  are  more  bnght." 

Discouraged,  broken-hearted,  he  then  gives  up  in  despair,   I 

'Tin  sounds  a  loving  voice  upon  the  air; 

*Tl8  his  dear  old  loving  mother,  and  his  heart  beats  high  with  joy 

For  the  mother  tbat  has  come  to  see  ber  boy. 


CHORUBi 


■\ 


Though  his  sweetheart  will  forget  him,  and  all  hts  friends  forsake  him. 
His  father,  sisters,  brothers,  may  all  his  hopes  destroy. 

But  there's  no  love  like  a  mother's.  It  is  stronger  than  all  others, 
A  mother  never  can  forget  her  boy. 

In  trials  or  in  trouble  there's  no  friend  like  mother  dear,     r  .  . 

She  ne'er  forgets  her  loved  ones  far  or  near; 

Her  heart  is  never  changing.  It  is  always  steadfast,  strong. 

And  clings  to  those  who  hold  it,  right  or  wrong: 

Just  when  the  day  is  darkest  and  the  clouds  obscure  the  light. 

Temptations  gather  'round  as  thick  a.s  night. 

She  win  smile  and  love  on  ever,  though  her  heart  with  sorrow's  tCMTi, 

For  she  knows  her  love  wUl  always  bring  the  dawn.— t'Ao/ 1/-. 
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LITTLE    JOHNNY    DUGAN. 

Copyright,  18U,  by  T.  B.  Harm.  A  Oo.     ED(n*h  eopyrlKbt  Mcurcd. 
.  V     Word*  by  Thomaa  Le  Hack.    Music  by  Aiidr«w  Mack. 


IV 


< 


■  -s 


Listen  for  a  moment  and  I'll  tell  to  ye  a  story.  (Yes!)* 

It  happened  down  to  Slattery's  a  week  ago  to-night;  (It  didl) 
Singing,  dancing,  drinking,  yes,  and  we  were  in  our  glory;  (We  were!) 

The  run  It  didn't  last  long,  for  it  ended  in  a  light.    (It  would!) 
At  ten  o'clock  big  Dan  McCarthy  he  lept  in  the  door,  (Ha,  ha!) 

And  tnen,  my  friends,  without  a  provocation  or  a  cause,  (Well!) 
He  took  a  hold  of  Dugan  and  he  threw  him  on  the  floor.  (He  would !) 

Oh,  listen  Just  a  moment,  and  I'll  you  bow  it  was:  (Just!) 

Chorus. 

Solo:— Dan  McCarthy  took  a  stick  and  made  a  smasb  at  Dugan. 
Chorus:— What,  little  Johnny  Dugan? 

Solo:— Yes;  he  swears  he'll  have  his  life.        »,  -  "        ^ 

Chorus:— What  did  Dugan  do  to  him? 

Solo:  -He  swears  he  was  untrue  to  him.         , '  \ 
Chorus:  -Did  Dugan  owe  him  money? 

SoLO:-No— he  stole  McCarthy's  wife. 

I  Course,  you  know  it  isn't  right  to  quarrel  at  a  party.  (No!) 

Especially  when  they're  Irish,  fertliey  all  get  mixing  In;  (Theywouldl) 
Dooley,  Fagan.  Slatterj',  Tim  Cronin  and  McCarthy,  (Yes!) 

The  way  they  thumped  each  other,  sure,  it  really  was  a  sin.  (It  was  I) 
Of  course,  you  know  it  wasn't  right  to  do  what  Du^an  done,  (No:) 

To  rob  McCarthy's  home  and  be  a  burden  to  his  life.  (Just !)  musti) 
There  must  be  compensation  when  the  Judgment  day  does  come;  (There 

If  I  was  Johnny  Dugan  I'd  get  him  another  wife.    (Good!)— c'Adrw*. 

♦  The  words  in  parentheses  are  to  be  spoken. 


HUaH    McCUE.         ^--"'^ 

Oopyrlcht,  U9t,  by  Spaulding  &  Qray.    Eutered  at  StatioDen'  HaU,  LoDdon. 
Word!  and  Miulc  by  Q«orKe  H.  Cohan. 


LOVE'S    OLD,    SWEET    SONG. 

'       '.      VTordt  by  O.  Clifton  Bingliam.    Matic  by  J.  L.  MoUoy. 

Once  In  the  dear,  dead  days  beyond  recall. 
When  on  the  world  the  mists  began  to  fall. 
Out  of  the  dreams  that  rose  in  happy  throng. 
Low  to  our  hearts  love  sung  an  old.  sweet  song; 
And  in  the  dusk,  where  fell  the  firelight  gleam. 
Softly  it  wove  itself  into  our  dream. 
Just  a  song  at  twilight,  when  the  lights  are  low. 
And  the  flickering  shadows  softly  come  and  go; 
Tho'  the  heart  be  weary,  sad  the  day  and  long, 
Still  to  us  at  twilight  comes  love's  old  song. 
Comes  love's  old,  sweet  song. 

"       Even  to-day  we  hear  love's  song  of  yore. 
Deep  In  our  hearts  it  dwells  for  evermore; 
Footsteps  mav  falter,  weary  grow  the  way. 
Still  we  can  hear  it  at  the  close  of  day; 
So  till  the  end,  when  life's  dim  shadows  fall,     -        ;- 
Love  will  be  found  the  sweetest  song  of  all. 
Just  a  song  at  twilight,  when  the  lights  are  low. 
And  the  flickering  shadows  softly  come  and  go; 
Tho'  the  heart  be  weary,  sad  the  day  and  long. 
Still  to  us  at  twilight  comes  love's  old  song, 
Comes  love's  old,  sweet  song. 


FALLEN    BY    THE    WAYSIDE. 


Copyright,  ItM.  by  Chaii.  K.  Harri.. 


Wordi  and  Mualc  by  CbK&  K.  Harria    Arrangred  liy  Prank  Mayr. 


A  handsome,  noble  looking  man  came  walking  down  the  street. 

Beside  hlra  strolled  a  little  girl  so  beautiful  and  sweet, 

Unconscious  of  the  many  eyes  that  lovingly  were  cast 

On  the  handsome  father  and  his  happy  child.  : 

From  o'er  the  way  there  came  a  lady 

With  burning  tears  that  seemed  to  blind  her  eyes 

As  on  the  child  she  gazed; 
'  Oh,  look,  papa,  there  comes  mamma,"  ,. 
Cried  the  little  innocent, 

But  the  father  quickly  drew  his  babe  away. 

Refrain. 

She  has  fallen  by  the  wayside,  she  has  gone  beyond  recall; 
There's  no  hand  outstretched  to  save  her,  not  a  friend  that  she  can  call; 
Ev'ry  door  Is  closed  against  her,  not  a  soul  for  her  will  mourn; 
She  has  fallen  by  the  wayside,  she  has  gone  beyond  recall. 

'  Down  the  street  there  goes  a  maiden,  dressed  with  Jewels  bright  &  rare, 
I  But  the  eyes  that  shone  so  brightly  how  they  tell  of  woe  and  care; 

Stops  a  one-time  friend  and  whispera  to  her  comrade  passing  by, 

"  Look,  there's  Josle."  then  they  turn  away  and  sigh. 
'  "  'Tis  but  a  year  since  she  was  with  us,  -  •  ;. 

A  merry  maiden,  oh,  so  happy,  ,..'':• 

And  with  true  friends  by  the  score;  -.  ■    v     ..        ;.   k 

But  she  left  them  for  another  life,  -.' ,  ■ 

Her  mother's  prayers  were  vain,  •  ;    ■   \ 

In  our  hearts  she's  dead  to  us  forevermore.—ff«/>a»n. 

I  In  a  quiet  little  cottage,  standing  back  among  the  trees,  ' 

'  Growing  ivy  twining  'round  the  porch,  the  pathways  strewn  with  leaves, 
I  Within  the  cosy  parlor,  gathered  'round  the  fireside. 

Can  be  seen  the  saddened  family  at  home.  .... 

Pressed  close  against  the  cottage  window,       .  •,  .- '  ..-..  •■..■  y- '        ..■;".■. 
I  A  tear-stained  face  Is  looking  straight  within  , :    .-;.   -:■'-  / 
Upon  the  loved  ones  all;  i     . . ,    ■ '  ■. 

"Take  me  home."  the  poor  child  murmurs,  '        ■  ■  ,  , 

It  comes  from  a  breaking  heart. 
But  their  Josle  she  had  gone  beyond  recall.— i7«/>aiii.  •■'-    ■" ' 


Hugh  McCue,  a  noted  Irish  pugilist; 

Hugh  McCue,  a  Hghter  through  and  through; 
If  McCue  should  ever  hit  you  with  his  flst. 

He  would  make  you  black  and  blue. 
Hugh  McCue,  a  party  gave  a  week  ago. 

And  it's  true  he  had  a  lively  crowd; 
Timmy  Murphy,  when  he  drank  a  drink  or  so. 

He  was  drunk  and  yelled  aloud: 

Chorus.     -.  .    ,         .   -  ' 

:'.     Hugh  McCue,  you mlck,  you,  "■"'•"       :•  "' 

You  can  bet  your  bottom  dollar  I  can  lick  yon; 
,'     Oh,  you  mlck,  I'm  going  to  kick  you. 

With  a  knife  I'm  going  to  stick  you. 

I  can  lick  you,  Hugh  McCue,  you  mick,  you. 

Hugh  McCue  to  little  Timmy  Murphy  said. 

"That  will  do,  now,  Timmy,  don't  get  new." 
*^Kow,  McCue,"  said  little  Timmy,  "on  the  dead,      ' 

I  must  have  a  fight  with  you; 
Then  McCue  got  mad  and  threw  him  out  the  door,     ^ 

Timmy  landed  on  the  trolley  track. 
When  JfcCue  said,  "do  you  want  to  fight  me  moref 

Murphy  only  answered  back:— CA<;r«/#. 

*'  Oh,  you  mick,  if  you  can  fight,  c^me  out,"  said  Tim, 

"  I  can  lick  yourself  and  all  your  gang." 
He  went  quick,  and  when  McCfue  was  thro'  with  him. 

For  an  ambulance  they  rang. 
In  the  bottom  of  the  wagon  Timmy  lay. 

Moaning,  groaning,  rolling  side  from  side. 
As  they  started  m  to  slowly  drive  away. 

From  the  ambulance  he  cried:— 6Vtt>rt/#. 

Timmy  Murphy  every  kind  of  doctors  tried. 

But  they  couldn't  cure  him,  it  was  found. 
Through  the  fight  he  had  with  Hugh  McCue  be  died. 

Now  he's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground. 
Hugh  JlcCue,  to  see  the  grave  he  went  alone, 

\  ery  blue  he  felt  that  day  Indeed, 
Till  he  looked  at  what  It  said  upon  the  stone,        .  ,- 

Thisis  what  McCue  did  read:— C/*<wi«.  •^-• 


DE    HOTTEST    COON    IN    TOWN. 

Copyright,  I89&,  by  Frank  Tonmy.    Enter«d  at  Stationen*  HaU,  London. 


Word,  by  M.  H.  R.     Mu.lc  by  Irrinff  Jonea. 


Of  dandy  coons  I  am  de  swell,  I'm  not  unknown  to  fame, 
Aroun'  dls  town  dey  know  me  well,  and  craps,  dat  is  my  game; 
A  sporty  coon,  I've  got  de  sand,  and  likewise  got  de  tin. 
I  buck  de  tiger  and  de  wheel,  and  always  sure  to  win. 

Chorus.  : 

For  I'm  de  hottest  coon  you'll  find  in  dls  yere  town. 

De  darkies  flock  to  me  for  miles  and  miles  aroun': 
I  shake  de  dice  and  rolls  'em  out,  come  sebben,  'lebben,  de  darkies  shout, 

For  I'm  de  hottest  coon  in  town. 

'Twas  at  a  cake-walk  that  I  met  a  dandj'  colored  gal; 
She  was  my  little  baby  pet,  they  called  her  Charcoal  Sal; 
Like  glue  she  loved  me,  and  she  swore  she'd  marry  me  some  day. 
But  Lemuel  Johnson  he  came  'long  and  stole  dat  gal  away. 

Chorus.  "     .     • 

Now  I'm  de  hottest  coon  you'll  find  in  dls  vere  town, 

I'm  looking  for  dat  nig  for  miles  and  miles  aroun"; 
If  I  should  find  his  re-stin'  place,  I'll  carve  my  name  upon  his  face. 

For  I'm  the  hottest  coon  in  town. 

One  night  I  went  to  make  a  call  on  Louisiana  Lou, 
I  hung  my  hat  agin'  de  wall,  to  eat  some  'possum  stew; 
Her  little  brudder  grinned  at  me.  and  fo'  I  was  aware,  .  . 
He  laid  a  razor  right  side  up  upon  dls  nigger's  chair.         • 

Chorus. 

And  I'se  de  hottest  coon  you'll  find  in  dia  yere  town, 

I'm  looking  for  dat  nig  for  miles  aud  miles  aroun'; 
If  I  can  catch  dat  nigger,  see,  I'll  cut  him  Just  where  he  cut  me. 

For  I'm  de  hottest  coon  in  town.  .,        ••.. 

I  went  down  to  a  fancy  ball.  In  Bwallow  tails  so  fine; 
Among  de  cullud  pussons  all.  no  coon  like  me  did  shine; 
Some  nigger  wld  intentions  dat  I  can't  say  I  admire, 
Just  put  a  match  to  my  coat-tails,  and  soon  I  was  on  Are. 

Chorus. 
And  I'se  de  hottest  coon  you'll  find  in  dls  yere  town, 

I'm  looking  for  dat  moke  for  miles  and  miles  aroun'; 
And  when  he's  found,  I'll  promise  you  dat  nig  will  turn  red,  white  and 

For  I'm  de  hottest  coon  in  town.  [blue. 
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Since  Rachel  Ran  Away  with  a  Coon. 

]  Cnp}rt«[ht,  1898,  by  Howie},  HaTilaiid  A  Co.      EiiK>l'ii  copyrigbt  i>«cur«d. 


Words  by  Tom  Daley.    Mualc  by  Qu.  Kdwards. 

If  you  listen  for  a  while.  I'm  apt  to  make  you  smile 

with  something  that  you've  never  heard  before. 
All  the  jews  are  most  excited  and  the  nlKiCers  are  delighted. 

Over  a  foon  wtio  works  in  Cohen's  clothing  store. 
Cohen  Ua»  a  pretty  daughter,  she's  as  dark  as  Chicago  water. 

And  her  face  is  just  as  round  as  the  moon; 
And  the  cause  of  this  commotion,  Is  because  she's  got  a  notion 

That  to  change  her  luck  she'll  have  to  wed  this  coon. 

Chorus. 
Now  all  the  coons  in  town  are  making  preparations,  for 
Such  a  funny  little  wedding  never  happened  before; 
They're  all  putting  three  balls  up  over  the  door. 
And  are  playing  "*stus8"  instead  of  four  eleven  forty  four. 
They  can't  eat  popk-chops  now  because  that  isn't "  Ko8h»r  "  meat; 
They're  going  in  the  clothing  bua'ness  down  in  Baxter  Street. 
The  jews  have  such  a  "  headache  "  and  their  hearts  refuse  to  beat. 
Since  Rachel  ran  away  with  a  coon. 

It  will  be  a  grand  affair,  all  of  Coontown  will  be  there 

When  the  rabbi  makes  them  man  and  wife; 
The  coon  Is  feeling  funny  'cause  he's  going  to  get  the  money; 

He  won't  have  to  work  a  day  In  all  his  lire. 
Cohen  was  going  to  have  a  Ore  in  his  store  on  Tuesday  night, 

But  he  postponed  it  till  Thursday  afternoon; 
The  poor  man  forgot  to  fail;  he  said  he'd  rather  go  to  Jail 

Than  to  see  his  daughter  married  to  that  coon.--C'Aofia. 
-  *  Jewish  terra  for  poker. 


When  You  Do  de  Rag-Time  Dance. 

Cnpyiight,  1W7,  by  Coniolldated  Music  Pnb.  Asa'n.    EnKllsh  v  pyrltcbtMCured 


Words  and  Music  by  Harry  ron  Tllsrr. 


She  Is  More  to  Be  Pitied  than  Censnred. 

Copyright.  It9t.  by  Win.  B.  Oray.    Entered  at  Btattonera'  Hall,  London. 


Woi-ds  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Oray. 


At  the  Old  concert  hall  on  the  Bow'ry. 

'Round  the  table  were  seated,  one  night. 
A  crowd  of  young  fellows  carousing. 

With  them  life  seemed  cheerful  and  bright, 
At  the  very  next  table  was  seated 

A  girl  who  had  fallen  to  shame; 
All  the  young  fellows  jeered  at  her  weakneM, 

'Till  they  heard  an  old  woman  exclaim: 

CnoRrs. 
She  is  more  to  be  pitied  than  censured. 

She  is  more  to  be  helped  than  despised; 
She  is  only  a  lassie  who  ventured 

On  life's  stormy  path,  ill-advised; 
Do  not  scorn  her  with  words  tierce  aud  bitter. 

Do  not  laugh  at  her  shame  and  downfall. 
For  a  moment  just  stop  and  consider 

That  a  man  was  the  cause  of  it  all. 

There's  an  old  fashioned  church  'round  the  corner. 

Where  tlit'  neighbors  all  gathered  one  day. 
While  the  parson  was  preaching  a  sermon 

O'er  a  soul  that  had  just  passed  away, 
Twas  this  same  wayward  girl  from  the  Bow'ry, 

Who  a  life  of  adventure  had  led— 
Did  the  clergyman  jeer  at  her  downfall? 

No,  he  asked  for  God's  mercy,  and  said;— CAo>  u». 


Down  in  Coontown  dere  am  gwine  to  be  a  swell  affair. 
All  dem  high-toned  darkies,  they  surely  will  be  dere, 
For  dere's  gwine  to  t)e  a  dance  that  every  nigger  knows. 
And  If  you  watch  me  for  a  while,  I'll  tell  you  how  It  goes: 

Chorus. 
First  you  take  your  baby  by  the  hand. 
Then  you  walk  along  dat  floor  so  grand. 
Don't  you  look  to  the  left,  don't  you  look  to  the  right. 
You're  here  to  learn  that  dance,  and  not  to  fight. 
Don't  you  dare  to  look  down  at  your  boots, 
Just  glide  along  and  then  you  snoot  the  chutes. 
Don't  you  dare  to  look  bacK,  Just  pull  Ui  the  slack. 
When  you  do  the  Rag-Time  Dance. 

When  we  walk  along  dat  floor,  oh,  how  dera  niggers  star*, 

Dey  all  take  deir  hats  off  when  dis  yere  nigger's  dere; 

We're  de  leaders  of  dem  all,  yes,  me  and  my  gal  'Llze; 

And  we  will  show  you  how  we  walk  when  we  re  out  for  dat  prize:— C*o. 


r 
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My  Old  New  Hampshire  Home. 

Copyrlgbt.  18(8.  by  the  Orphean  Music  PubliablnK  Co. 
Words  by  Andrew  B.  StcrUng.    Huslo  by  Harry  ron  TilMr. 

Far  away  on  the  hills  of  old  New  Hampshire, 

Many  years  ago.  we  parted,  Ruth  and  I; 
By  the  stream  where  we  wandered  In  the  gloaming. 

It  was  there  I  kissed  my  love  a  sad  good-bye. 
She  clung  to  me  and  trembled  when  I  told  her. 

And  pleadingly  she  begged  of  me  to  stay; 
We  parted,  and  I  left  her  broken-hearted. 

In  the  old  New  Hampshire  village  far  away. 

RErRAIN. 

Now  the  sunshine  lingers  there,  and  the  roses  bloom  as  fair. 
In  the  wildwood,  where  together  we  would  roam: 

In  the  village  church-yard  near  sleeps  the  one  I  loved  so  dear. 
On  the  hills  of  my  old  Now  Hampshire  home. 

In  my  dreams  by  the  stream  last  night  I  wandered. 

And  I  thought  my  love  was  standing  by  my  side; 
Once  again  then  I  told  her  that  1  loved  her. 

Once  again  she  promised  she  would  be  my  bride; 
And  as  I  stooped  to  kiss  her  I  awakened, 

I  called  her,  but  she  was  not  there  to  hear; 
My  heart  lies  buried  with  her  'neath  the  willow, 

in  the  old  New  Hampshire  home  I  love  so  dear.— C^tta. 


■I 
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Sing  Again  that  Sweet  Refrain. 

CopyrlKht.  1891,  by  Spauldlng  it  Oray.     Enle>ed  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Loudon,  Inir. 


Words  and  Music  by  Qusaie  L.  Darla. 


< 


The  music  hall  was  crowded  in  a  city  o'er  the  sea. 

And  brilliant  lights  were  burning  ev'rywhere. 
The  songs  and  witty  sayings  filled  the  audience  with  glee,  i 

For  the  minstrels  from  the  sunny  South  were  there" 
A  minstrel  sang  a  song  about  his  old  plantation  home, 

Down  upon  the  Swannee  River  far  away; 
Then  a  gray-haired,  aged  darkey  sat  in  sadness  and  in  gloom. 

He  rose,  and  this  is  what  they  heard  him  say: 

Refrain. 
Sing  again  that  sweet  refrain,  "Dar's  where  the  old  folks  stay; " 
It  takes  me  back  to  slav'ry  days,  before  I  was  sold  away; 
Along  de  Swannee  River  banks,  dar's  where  1  used  to  roam; 
Now3 1'se  old  and  gray,  and  far  away,  "far  from  the  old  folks  at  home." 

The  minstrel  sang  the  song  again,  and  eyes  grew  dim  with  tears. 

The  aged  darkey  sat  with  head  l)owed  low, 
And  something  in  his  heart  awoke,  that  slumbered  there  for  years, 

'Twas  the  meniorj* of  a  motliir  long  ago. 
The  play  let  out  to  loud  applause,  and  when  the  curtain  fell. 

The  darkey  slowly  tottered  on  nis  way. 
Thinking  of  the  sweet-voiced  singer,  anil  the  song  he'd  simg  so  well. 

Thinking  of  the  song  that  made  him  rise  and  Baj:—Uefrain. 


—Born  Under  an  Eclipse.— A  gentleman  said  the  other  day  to 
a  servant  at  the  hotel  where  he  was  stopping,  "  Bless  my  soul, 
Sambo,  how  black  you  are;  how  in  the  name  of  wonder  did  you 
\  get  so  black?  "  "  Wliy,  look  a-here,  massa,  do  reason  am  dis — de 
^  day  dis  chile  was  born  dere  was  an  eclipse."  Ebony  received  a 
quarter  for  his  satisfactoiy  explanation,  and  after  grinning  thanks, 
continued — "  I  tell  yer  what  it  is,  massa,  dis  nigger  may  lie  brack, 
but  he  ain't  green,  noliow." 


-^* )./. 

I   DON*T   LIKE    NO   CHEAP    MAN. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Joe,  W.  Stem  ±  Co.    BiicUsh  copyright  secured. 


Words  and  Mosio  by  WUIUms  ft  Walker. 

Miss  Simpson  had  always  been  considered 

De  finest  gal  in  town. 
She  was  de  envy  of  all  do  coons 

Dat  lived  for  miles  around. 
Last  week  Bill  Johnson  took  her  out 

To  see  de  minstrels  at  de  hall; 
He  bought  de  seats  In  de  gallery. 

And  sne  didn't  like  that  at  all. 

CnoRrs. 
She  said,  "  I  don't  like  no  cheap  man 
Dat  spends  his  money  on  de  'etalment  plan; 
Dat's  de  reason  1  always  carry  with  me 
'Nuf  money  for  what  I  want. 
I  got  a  sweet  disposition  as  any  one. 
But  "sake  alive,'  I  hate  to  lie  done— 
In  front  of  de  people  dat's  sitting  here,  too- 
Yon 's  a  cheap  man,  and  you  won't  do! " 

Miss  Simpson  was  kind  o' partial  ■ 

To  ice  cream  and  lemonade, 
So  when  Ephraim  asked  her  to  have  some. 

"  Wld  pleasure,  sir  I "  she  said. 
She  ate  two  dishes  of  the  cream,  she  says  to  him, 

"  Ain't  you  gwine  to  hab  none? " 
He  says,  "  I'm  waiting  for  to  see  If  I  can  stand  the  blow; 

If  I  kin,  den  I'll  hab  some."— C/i&r"«. 

Last  week,  at  a  festival,  she  met  Sam  Long- 
Folks  said  he  had  lots  of  dough. 

"Can  I 'scort  you  down  to  de  table,"  said  he. 
"  'Twould  be  a  pleasure,  shol" 

At  the  table  Sam  grabbed  up  the  bill  o'  fare- 
She  said,  "  I'll  take  a  piece  o' chicken  wld  youl" 

He  said,  "  I  am  sorry,  but  I'm  '  shy '  to-night. 
Won't  a  nice  ham  sandwich  do?  "—(;/«>*»/#. 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  alKive 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN, 

108  Park  Row,  New  York.    Catalogue  of  all  our  publications  nailed 

Free  upon  application. 
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OoimStt^ige  Vitleilmig  %tit  Vhfttflim§  aUet  int  ge* 
md^tiKc^ett  Se(e«  »oi^mittenbett  )Btiefe  nub 

Kn^ikHe,  fotoie  ^olttntettte  ititb  iBevttage 
H:^    be9  Oef^aftd-  ttttb  ^ttoatlebend. 

9cbc  ftunii  —  att^  b((,  tinen  intttenanitn  Brief  ju  fdbrtibtn  —  btrubi  aitf 

fcttinen  eefeften  unb  Rtacln,  ble  tool)!  fhiblrt  fein  miintn.    S3ie  Uebung, 
U  {^tpcifmbtn  (Bebanltn  in  tnappt  Sfom  lu  bringen,  fit^rt  jur  Sr^crtftbune 

b(l  €toff  8  unb  maifi  babutA  b<n 
Stiff  intereffant.  —  9ill  ^ttbtet 
fUr  aQe  Die {enigen,  toeUte  mit  bem 
SrieflcbTetben  unb  ber  vbfannng 
toon  tLotumentrn  ic.  toeniQtr  bet* 
trauf  r»nb,  \dU  \xn\n  Sneffitnet 
betrai^itet  mcrbm;  er  ^ott  b«m  Un. 
funbigen  SBele^rung,  btm  €tt(bcn> 
ben  ^iilff  ouf  niogH(!tft  funeni 
©cge  QctoQ^rtn.  *er  ©<f*fiftl. 
mann  finbct  augerbem  aUt  auf  ben 
^ibatoerfe^r  befualiinn  ^o^bC' 
mmmungen,  f  otoie  @(f(^aH8bnefe, 
gormulare  jurl|ii)(!)en  3nboItB, 
Selebrung  iiber  a33(4)fel  unb  Q,l)tdt 
jc.  au8  bemrel(fthQlttgfn3nbol: 
Uien  crh)al)nt:  ©lildtounjiHibtfefe, 
©ratulQtionSfarten  u.einlabungB- 
t^reibcn,  frcunblc^afHidfet  ®riefe, 
iJamilicnbriffe,  fflricfe  in  fiiebeS. 
unb  fctirat^SanocIcgcn^eiten,  ©ei. 
lelbSbriffe,  fflittlibreiben,  6intifeh. 
lungBbrlefe,  aRabnbtlefe.Cntfftul 
blgunoB  brief  e,  8Bc|*enlung8briefe, 
5Danfiagung8f(lbreiben,  9lbf(^iebl. 
briefeu.i.w.  ?? f me r  entbfilt  bo8 
fdui)  tine  auSgrteS^Ite  €atnmlune 
toon  etammbuib.SeTfen,  toeUe  ge. 
to)i6  fiir  ffiifle  eine  toinioinntfn< 


flugobe  fein  toirb. — »ei  berReicft. 
alfii 


g!eii  unb  Sinioleit  beB  9niftt 
Ikbt  tDO^I  |tt  crtDatttn,  bat  (i  bUk  Scfct  finbcn  unb  benfeiben  Seb^nms 
unb  ftofcen  briugta  teitb. 
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3«*^I^ft0(^  9f  ttloe(ftin0ett,  nitt  mit  tna^igett  ttttb  oerittgev 

OiHtteltt  bie  lanbedfibUc^ett  S)»eifett  ^tnt^^lant9  ttstb 

Wmerifad  f (^atait^aft  unb  billig  ^ttiufttUtu* 

9\t]tt  eu4  Itiitmet  f  4  toor  aOen  A^nli^en  bur4  Reicbbaltigleit  Snx^mfifetSMt, 
•cbicaen^eit  unb  Siaigfeit  auB.  S)te  meifien  beuif^en  fto(bbucb(r  toerfeblen  tQeili 
•ttt4 l^TC  (iinfeitigteit  (inbem  in  i^nrn  lu  totni^  Riitffli!^  ouf  bie  l^tefigen  ^robutti 
«nb  Itimatif^en  Ser^dUnilfe  aenommen  tft),  i^eilB  burd)  ibren  tDeitfdgtoeifigen,  auj 
bit  gio^  mit  aJUn  ^Uf8miite(n  auBgtftattete  Aiicbe  beieqneten  ^n^alt  ntebr  otoet 

tDtniger  il)ren  Spti-     S3i(Ie  biefer  Billet 
toerben  in  bent  @Iaub«n  ^ttaa^,  ein  treur 
irp— ^«  .  ""— '"*"T31    ""t^fl'^"  fiir  bie  foauSfrau  ju  fein;  nut  ju 

If  ^itnt-  ^f^  ,  Ml   ,m  ,  rri"^       ^olb  abet  mug  ftdb  lebtere  babon  iibeneugen, 
n    BMFII Tn  irnjS  ^^i  ttx  ^ix^a^n  beS  Bud^eB  bie  Bcre&nung 

II      .^^H^MlMl^^^  °^"'  ^'*  ^*^  bcf^eibenertn  ftiicbe  lu  ®eboie 

'*  JRK^^^^^^^k.  -     I     1ie^enben!IRitt((genta(btbat.  XabettcimmeU 

ber  3n^alt  \o  toon  t((bnif(ben  i  aBbriiden  unb 

Cremben  Stamen,  unb  tft  jo  unflar  ge^alten, 
o6  ber  ineniger  oejdjulten  feauSfrauJdbon 
beim  2efenber»otof  fummt.  au(%iftberSteiB 
biefer  Bildber  fo  bo*,  baft  bie  mtt  irbtjiben 
©iifem  niebt  gefcanete  unb  ton  ben  Sorgen 
be8  fiebenB  ^axt  In  ^JJHtIeiben|d)aft  gejogent 
IjouBftou  fid)  bie  9ln((i)aftuna  fd)on  auB  Die. 
fern  ®runbe  toerfagen  mu^.  Siefen  unb  no4 
totelen  anbern  Uebelftdnben,  bie  aUt  auf|U)&b« 
ten  l^ier  ber  Kaum  fe^It,  toiO  biefeB  Bud)  ab. 
^etfen  unb  ber  fora.  unb  fparfamen  (Datttn 
beB  SrbeiterB,  &eTd)dftBnianneB,  {^arnterB 
u.  f.  to.  ben  aSeg  leigen,  ein  ibren  ^iifSmit* 
teln  ent^torec^beB  unb  babei  bodb  ouieB  unb 
|utraglt(qeB  fRabl  )u  bereiten.  3u  biefem 
Stttes  ifk  tnit  qrofeer  ©orgfalt  ber  einfofte, 
outc  beutf  (J^  Xiidb  ntit  bem  aBertbtioQen,  toeU 
ocB  bit  omeritanifdtK  ftii^ie  bietet,  unter  bent 
Stotto:  ®ttt  tmb  fBlttia  in  biefem  But^ 
t)ereinl9t.  Sioju  ifteB  leidjffaglid)  gefc^ieben 
■lib  ant  barin  ent^oltenen  Kntoeifungen  finb  leitbt  auBfiibrbar,  toon  belonberer  Qiltt 
«nb  niftt  foftf pielig.  3fi  eB  felneB  proftifdKU  3n^alte8  Watn  oeeignet,  ein  unentbe^r. 
(i4eB  £)anbDu4  fUrJe&e  fiauBfrau ju  bilben,  fo  erlaubt  oer  au|ern  billige  tpreiB  el 
•tt4  bet  unbemittclfbn,  fi%  in  ben  Befifc  befjelben  lu  feften  unb  fid)  babur^i  ein  ffitrf 
0en  unberedKnbarem  ^luften  |u  X)tx\ita\\tn.  VuB  oem  reidbbaltigen  dnbott  feien  nut 
olgenbe  ftat>itel  genannt:  €upben.  ©emiife,  ^((ifi^fpciftn,  aiSilbpret,  etnu^tl,  ^if4(. 
Cdate,  6oucen.«omboteB,  SPubbtnoB,  aufWlufe,  «l8fe,  ^Jafieten  unb  teioe,  «iet., 
iJtiUt-  unb  Vteblh>ei{en,  edbmaljgcbadeneB,  Brob  unb  ftu^Kn,  (^ingema&teB,  falit 
«nb  loarmc  Aettinte  u.  f .  to.,  u.  f.  to.  Cin  beigefiioter  ftiid)en)ettel  erlei&tert  bci 
fitouBfrau  bie  SBjung  bet  toitbtigen  ^rage:  KQaB  foil  iq  beute  to(ben?  unb  erfpart  Ibt 
non^el  ftopf|erore<9m.  '  S)urqi  Sngobc  ouA  ber  englifiQen  Be}etdmungen  fiir  bie  ir 
bem  Btt4ie  entVUtntn  9lamen  bet  €t>rifen  tft  auSt  bet  mit  ben  beutj^en  VuBbriideb 
twniact  toertrantcn  QauSfrau  Oelegenbeit  gegcben.  M  baffelbc  lu  9tu|c  ju  maAen 
ttaau  onb  •ctoi^tt  finb  felb^twr^oli^  in  amerttanifaer  BcrcAnuna  ongeHifart 
90  tb«t  fiOO  VBiwitjtnMa  |Bt  Bcrcitong  aOet  Vrten  Cpcifcn,  Bmhocrtt  mb  9u 

SMtMMIbWt aislbSims  mlbaUmbc  toottttffIiAtBu4  leJM  sat  M  CoM 
j|...---.r::>...>,.,..«.^^.. ..,«,...., -f^-     ,.. 
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•toe  9lii9toal^I  foUiigev  f&ottta^t  fHv  gefeOige  STveife, 

itum0tifti\^t  9luffa<{e  nnb  ®ttidttt,  1S,ovpltt9 

tmb  €rarnet»ald  •  Oovitftge* 

Ibat  cben  crf^binteneBuA  foU  tooringBweife  be  fUmmt  fein,  alien  benen  alB  negtocifct 
in  bienen,  toelat  mit  Bortrftgen  aui  bem  ©ebiete  bet  btitere n  Diibtung  in  9tkU\itafHm 
Ireifen  fim  BeifaO  erringen  toolten.    Qt  entbSit  eine  reidibottige  Sammlung  mimortfH< 

I^r  BoriragBftiidt  bon  erprobter  SBirff amfeit,  fo  bag  3eber  etnas  fiir  ibnBoffenbel 
larin  finben  tttrb.    •£)«  Biclel  bringt,  toirb  9)2an(bem  etnaB  bringen"  mar  bat 

SKotto  beB^erouBgeberS,  unb  loer  einen  Bllif 
ouf  baB  3nQaIt8berjei(bnig  h)irft,  toirb  bamit 
iibereinftimmen,  bag  biefeB  ^xtl  crreiibt  ifL 
f_i  _  .    jj     9Jeben  ben   buworboQen    Tiditungen  cine! 

WL./  ,     .  W      eafteni,©8rner,€opbir,HKauritiuB,«aubn, 

/^  WEHMANS  AL"B11M  /i^      «aliid),   ©iQfefarenner,  irobifd),   jc.  Jt.  — 
If     ITLnmAna  nUDUW  /mn     gjamen,  bie  teineS  CommentarB  bebUrfrn  — 

finbet  fid)  eine  ganje  «njQt)l  jum  erflen  SRuh 
im  SJrurf  etftbemenber  Cortrdge  bon  in  ^tefl. 
gen  BeremSfreifen  beftbefonnten  fcumoriftetl. 
«ne8  in  9infm  grnotnmen,  bilbet  BiefeB  BuA 
ein  ^umoriftiidjcS  Xeflamatorium.^baB  alien 
Sreunben  be 8  ^umorB  unb  ber  (>eiterfeit  mit 
beftcm  ©eniifjfn  empfoblcn  toerbcn  fann.  Bca 
JonberB  fei  ben  ffliifgliebern  bon  Berefnen, 
eiubS  K.  ongeratben,  fid)  in  ben  Befi^  beffcU 
ben  )u  fefcen;  benn  tote  mand)er  toon  i^nen 
toirb  im  7^amilien«,  ^reunbeS*  ober  ©efeCU 
ftlbflftSfreiJe  aitfgefor^ert,  etroaB  toorjutragen, 
unbgerdtb  babei  tnntditgeringefi?erlegenVU 
—  baS  eine©ebi4t  ift  lu  lang,  baB  anber* 
bafit  nicbt  fiir  ben  Rnea,  bem  eS  bienen  foO, 
n.f.  to.  2in  SDebman'S  album  ift  Statbgf* 
\i)a^t,  benn  eS  ent^dlt  in  bunter  ^tbmei^BIttiif 
fomifdie  ©ortrdge,  CouliIetS.  €oIo.e<benM; 
CarnebalS-Stortrdge  k.  ,  unb  jebe  &t\itmaS* 
riibtung  ifl  barin  ©erfreten  <?»  wlrb 
£emjenigen,  teeltlier  feincn  beflamatori 
©ebraud)  baoon  mad)t,  beim  £efm  bo' 
©enug  bereiten.  —  S^er  aufmonb  toon  J 
nnb  ®elb  Mir  biefeB  fiber  ein  ©unbert  ber  beften  bumoriftif(ben  Sseflamationen  entl 
tenbe  Butp  pebt  in  feinem  Berbditnig  ju  bem  ®reiB  befielben  —  25  QTenM.  1 
^rauBgeber  gtaubi  {ebo4  in  {^inftdit  auf  bie  beifpieOofe  BiQigfttt,  unb  totH  bcB  BnA 
ctnem  toabren  Bcbiittni|  cnti))tid)t,  auf  bie  toeiteflt  Berbreitung  bcfielbcn  tt^ncnut 
biirfen.  _____^ 

Stt  beiieben  bur^  aUt  Bn^^Snblet  nnb  ^{tunglagenten  in  ben  Beretnigten  Staatei 
danaba,  foB>ic  gegcn  ttisfenbHOg  beflBetraga  m  Sriefmartm  bfarm  tub  fcoslo 
bom^ctouSatba 
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Coartship  and  Marriage  Explained 

FWIOK  26  OPITta 

n  amiaina  How  Mald«ns  may  baeom*  Happf 
Wlv*s,and  Baohalors  beooma  Happy  Mua- 
bands*  la  a  bi  lef  space  of  time  and  by  saoy  metboda 
Also  ooutaming  Oomplata  Dlraotiona  for  ~ 
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elarlns  Intentlonst  Acoaptlna  Vows*  and 
R«talnlnBAfreetlon««both  bafora  and  altar 

Marrlasa.  IncludlngaTreatiaeofthaBtlquOttaOt 
Marrlasai  deooilblng  the  InTitationa,the  Draasaa,tli* 
Oarainony,  a^  the  proper  behavior  of  both  Bride  and 

•ooxSIng;  the  way  to  vet  over  baslifnlneaa,  the  way  to*^M 
ap"!  (ha  way  to  find  the  aott  rput  In  aaweetbearfa  nraaal  t 
thewaytowrltealovalettari  Iba 
way  to  aaoUy  wm  a  gtrl'a  eonaawti 
tba  way  to  pop  the  qnaaUoo  M 
hert  the  way  ''to  do  np  (hlngi^ 
before  and  after  an  angagamaBti 
the  way  to  receiveandlha  way  to 
decline  an  offeritheway  to  '^gtva 
tlje  mitten"  genteely I  thewvto 
make  yunraelt  agreeable  dnnv 
an  engagement;  the  way  prMes 
maida  s^nd  groomsmen  ahoold 
drees  and  perform  (heir  dnttssi 
the  way  yoa  shnnid  act,  aad  the 
things  y»a  afaonld  do  at  a  Wad- 
ding and  Wadding  Raoeptlaa* 
the  fnrnltun^deoorationa  Jknd  b^ 
I  havlurlntlieBridalohambantba 
way  to  make  Wife  and  Hnobaad 
"real  happy."  This  Is  lost  Mm 
iMMk  that  has  kwa  been  wanted  It  speaks  m  plain, 
honaot  worda,  revealing  knowledgetbateverybody  oagbi 
(o  know,  npon  subjects  of  as  vital  Importtoail  astnatacy 
atr  wa  breathe.  Neither  thoea  already  mairlad,  ace 
thoae  oontemplating  the  tylnif  of  the  eouonUal  knot-eaa 
afford  to  be  another  day  without  a  knowledge  at  tha 
ntany  my«terl<  itia  things  that  areso  trnthfolly  and  vividly 
•zplaUtal  in  this  work.  It  la  Just  the  very  fraaOss  to  ba 
In  the  taanda  of  evary  Vouns  Baohalor  or 
Maiden*  every  Harried  Man  or  Womana 
awary  widow  or  Widower,  Younc  or  Old. 

In  addition  tn  the  ai>ove  ItalMj  contolna  the  Xangnaga  of 
yiowera.  Hnsband'a  Commandments,  Wife^  Oommaad 
mentis  Veraiona  of  Love,  Dining  Tabia  aad  Window  81c 
nallnar,  Po<«ag»«tamp  Flirtation,  and  a  great  deal  of  tha 
"cboioeaflove  poetry  ever  written.    Intaet,the>alBBot 


alady  or  gentleman  lu  the  world— yoangoroJd,sliMtla  or 
ftairled— who  cannot  glean  a  vast  amount  or  oaafnl  lii> 
formatloo  thatwiU  enlighten  them  on  all  pointaotpoox^ 
Sbtp  and  Marriage,  aa  well  aa  their  ancillary  aottsiL 
pisasoresandobiigatlona.  This  lsthemna(oomplate,and 
Dy  tar  the  mnetvaXuable  work  that  haaeverbeen  brought 
oat  on  thia  all-importaiit  *ui>}ect.  We  beg  of  too,  there- 
fore,  not  to eonf onnd  It  with  any  of  the  amllilasa  bonks 
ItMetofore  ioned.  but  remember  the  title,  Taa  MlBBur 
or  Lov^  Oouannip  Axn  Mtasnoa  Bxr^ 
8S  Oanta  per  copy,  by  mail,  ppatiiaia. 
eopieo,  y  uur  selection,  to  one  addreM^  for  tL 
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At  last  It  IswKhIa  the  reach  of  every  oaeto  ptMV% 
at  a  tiUUng  coat,  a  complete  hand-book  of  SttqaMta  and 
PpUtenew^hat  has  no  peer  In  thla  oonntry  or  laropaL 
Thla  book  haa  none  of  the  ancientor  **  back-nnmber  "  sag* 
■astloua  on  tlila  alMmpottant  anhject  which.  I  ragrstfo 
My>  so  many  other  bigh-firlced  boosa  contain  m  a  markaU 
de««a.  It  la  not  a  •'£aahed-np'>  or  "fake"  edltloa. 
wm  »  fliat«laa%  complete  hond-oook  oo  a  snfateet  thai 
•otaes  next  la  ranktocleanUnaaa— in  taet,apraetlealta- 
^ *  loCthepnaa 


■tractor  lutheartofetkiaelte  and  poiiteneaae . . 

"* —    Good  manners  is,  aa  almoat  everyt>ody  knowi^  a 

^''lactor  la  helping  any  one  to  attau  aad  oaaa> 

mand  tha  respeot  oC  everybody 
with  whom  he  ooinea  tn  eonlaet 
mnle  or  female,  yoong  or  00, 
This  t>oolc  gives  a  thoroogh  s» 
planation  <«  tha  deportment  oC 
ooth  maleaand  f emalsa,  Ittsaehaa 
a  peraoa  how  to  be  oouiteoua  ta 
all  and  atill  poasew  a  oartala 
amount  of  dignity  andaaK-respaea 
It  teaches  now  to  aot  in  any 
emergency,  or  enter  ny  aoelaty 
wtthuut  eoibaRaasntaat,  and  how 
to  avoid  Inoorreot  aal  vulgar 
babita  in  the  atreet^  at  homa^  or  ia 
society.  It  taaohaa  yon  how  to  sa 
behave  that  yonr  sodsty  will  ha 
courted  and  aooght  after  oy  evary 
one.  By  acting  opoa  tha  advtea 
given  in  thia  book,  yon  ean  gala 

Into  any  fkmOy  In  America,  and  than  yon  wua 

nothing  bat  oppoctnntty  to  distlngnlsh  yooiss^  la 
alMrtrit  la  tha  beat  and  moat  comprebenalva  traatlaaoa 
SonMeotoCXtlqaaUaandrDlltenesB.  Abstraet of  oaa> 
teatKHow  to  enter  a  room  and  how  to  Isava  it-How  to 


eapcoatornotloaladleaorgentlssnenontha^aet   Tltwi 
diaas  well,  aad  yet  not  garlablT— Bow  to  give  aa4  ra- 


eslva  IntrodactkaiB-ffhatfclndot  cards  to  bava,  md  how 
to  present  or  aend  them— Tlae  proper  modaoC  KMamtf- 
nenta-Bowtoahake  handa  and  bid  good^tye— Bow  to  ba- 
.  ecpdnct;  and  end  a  convetiatlon— How  to  aooompany 
latntanoeacai  tha  promenad»— Bow  to  seek  a  Daitaar 
ha  dance,  and  bow  to  decline  an  Isvltatloo— Bow  te 
I  at  dlnnenL  sillier  aa  boat  or  anaat— How  to  behave 
oonrtriilpandmaxxlago^HoetorjijtfttMAh^ 

kid.    nacLirHR?« 
itooinbfatwtthyea 
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_  jMir  frtonda  with  Kiinelhiiitt  "  reliahablf,"  or  for  those  who  like  to  whll*  awmy  Ihalr  Ulaor*  Um*  In  wrttnt  womI 
tmatXHM  knd  oondaeat  (he  nme  tlnie,  also  for  those  who  wiata  to  (oryet  tronbl*  and  drlv*  awajr  melanehotT,  lav  "^    " 
proaaoto  eheerfoIneM  and  wholeaome  lanybtcr  Injtead.    Beadei^-doM  this  apyiX  *«  Too'  »  "^  («■  Mok  ^ 
Hte*  the  eoDtenta. 
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•    —THIS  BOOK  GIVES  — 

1B20   INFALLIBLE   ANSWERS   TO   ALL   QUESTIONS 

THAT  MAY  INTEREST  WOMEN  IN  EVERY 

POSITION  IN  LIFE. 
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nm  TBI  WiMBni— Tontiff  woman,  ynn  eonnt  jnnr  16  f  eara  tnd  boMt  MlM 

or  Mr*.,  yoii  ooiialder  yuur  23  yea>8  ana  .-IkIi!  Mise  <>f y«Kr»,Uieverv  Uiought 

Of  "old  maid"  iiiakM you  Bliudderl  MiS i  you  ne  a  «td"v»,aiid  should  n  .t 

wlah  fur  »uy  oonaoUtionl  jUlof  yoa  ar«  daojCDteri  u(  Ere,  the  inquUltive,  and 

have  many  wlslins  to  ni-atifv, 
many  drxlrrs  to  satlsfv.  The 
dark  future  di«ititen>,  the  pi  is- 
•ni  troiiblcn  th»  mind.  You 
•r<-  more  or  lesa  beantirul, 
niore  or  Ie.«  happy,  at  leatit 
tnnke  claim  to  oapiliem. 
Above  all,  jou  serk  knuwledtce 
as  tn  your  pr-Bpecta  In  life 
Tkhether  (rood  or  ill  fortune 
awaite  you;  whether  you  will 
ever  or  alwaye  be  loved;  who 
and  «bat  your  husband  will 
be;  whether  >ou  will  enjoy 
bliavful  happlnewi;  wbethei  — 
In  fact,  a  niiiUUude  of  ihlnirt 
tliat  cauf-r  the  heart woiriment 
^ell,  we  Witches  know  all  of 
yon.  and  youi  troubles  and 
anxieties;  and  as  we  rrad  your 
lieart.  we  will  unveil  thejnra- 
teiies  of  the  future.  -  BeinB 
QouHns-grennaii  to  Beeliebuh. 
we  can  Instnictyon  Concerning 
matters  wblcli  inteiest  yuu 
most.  Let  us  i>eep  into  them 
•  nd  pray,  he  not  ufialit  of  uo, 
for  w*-  hsve  been  fresh  and 
roi-y  even  like  unto  you  Take 
US  Into  the  letlrocy  of  your 
bed-chumtier.  ami  ihere,  up>n 
your  plllr><<-,  we  will  reveal  to 
you  all  that  yuu  may  seek  to 
know.  F'T  we  posseos  th« 
power  of  the  Pythian  oracle, 
and  will  lell  pnnd  fortune  to 
the  fair,  and  her  ponion  to  the 
unfHir.  Thi"  book  will  be  sent 
by  mall.  poBt-naid,  on  receipt 
of  2Bo«  I"  silver  or  poKtaee 
Btatopa.  tW  8PFCIAL— Five 
ooDlea  for  tl.  Get  fotir  of  your  friends  to  club  in  ^^  Ith  yoii  at  25  (>ni8  each, 
maitinir  tl  in  all,  and  therebv  tret  your  own  book  free  of  chaive.  Clean  and 
nniiiwd  United  Slates  one  or  two-oeiit  no»taire  "Uinps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all 
onr«oo  .a  When  ordednij  from  foreiifii  countries  always  remit  by  P-st-Offlie 
Momr  Order,  as  foi-eisrn  postage  stainpa  are  of  no  value  to  ua.  Addreaa  all 
ordMltO  '  ourNewYorle^  Houaer 

"    HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publlshar. 

>lfk  Row,  NEW  YOAK. 
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HOYLE-s.f.fr 
...,..- ^,     CARD  CAM  to 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

A  Book  replete  with  the  laws  that  gorern  Oard 
.  ■-  ,,J  Games  of  all  kinds. 


Containing  all  the  Staadard  Rule*  for  Shuffling,  Cutting.  DetOiig  Md 
Playing  of  Cards  in  America.    (Illustrated.) 


TbO  faadnatton  that  attnohee  to  card  playlnR,  liath  for  amoamuMit  and  caln, 
la  only  drcumaeribed  by  the  boundarirs  uf  civilixatloii,  and  the  immber  and 
atylaa  of  eraraes  are  as  multiple  aa  th«  leavee  in  Tallambroxa.  It  baa  bean  our 
effort  to  brinir  toother  within  this  book  all  the  frames  knov>  n  to  m<idem  ptar- 

era,  and  also  many  which  have  n'-t, 
111  ireneral.  t>ecome  popular  aa  yat, 
on  this  aide  "  the  blgr  pond."  nia 
folUiwinir  are  a  few  or  the  vamas 
treated  in  this  t>o..k:— All  Foura— 
All  Fives— Auction  Pitch— Baooa rat 
— Bezique  —  Boston  —  Braf — CasaiDO 
— Oallforiiia  Jack -Catch  the  Ten- 
Commercial  Pitch  —  Coon  C^i  — 
Crihhagre  -  D-mino  Whiat  —  Draw 
Poker  —  Ecaite  —  Bichre  —Faro- 
Five  or  Mil. Forty  Five  —  French 

Boston  —  French  Euchre  —  Fiench 
Whiat  —  Orabouclie  —  Hearta— Ja<>k 
Pot*— Lansquenets  1>  k>— MlstUrrla— 
Nap. .Is.  n— Sewn .arket— 01<l  Sledge 
—  Pe<iro  Sandio— Plnoc'e-  Planet- 
Pitch  —  Poker  —  Quinae  —  Railroad 
Euihre—RaniHjh— Route  et  Noli  — 
Ronnce— Rubicn  Bezique  —  Sootch 
V  hlstsSeveii  Up— Slxty-SIx— Skst- 
Plobl>erhaiii>ea  —  Solo-  Solo  Whiat— 
Si'i'll  Five-8iop<— Siralvhi  Poker- 

Stuil  Piiker  —  Tlilit«en  and  th»  Odd 
— Tr>  nte  ei  Quaraoie  —  Vln(rt-Uii— 
Whiskey  Poke'-Whist  —  Ameiii-an 
WMst  Laws, « tc.  Thlsl>ook  confaliia 
the  rules  esiablirhed  and  revised  by 
Ho>le.  down  through  Caveudlsb, 
Cameron,  ami  others  (tovei  niuK  the 
many  iraines.  by  aid  of  which  racli 
and  every  "oeat  all  conveisoi  twiib 
carl  playlnirmsy  learn  bow  lieatt<i 
"stake  the  hocaro  of  a  die,"  and 
will  or  lose  aa  sclrni^  and  rklU  aball 
prsesnt  opportunity.  Thla  book  wUl  be  aent  by  mail,  p(>K^pald,  on  receipt  of 
ZBo.  I"  allver  or  poetaar*  stamps.  nfkciaI/— Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  In 
with  you  at  28  centH  each,  maklnif  $1.00  in  all,  and  thereby  gwt^our  own  book 
f ree  of  obarse-    Adareea  all  oideia  to  our  New  VorK 

^  HENRY  «l.  WEHMAN,  Publl«h«r. 

Parit  Row,  NEW  YORIt 


1^^  Clean  and  lumsed  One  or  Two^ent  Postag« 
Stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  oar  soods.    Parties 


!.-*^'!  'l 


-TS; 


Tji.ki;^v  -■  ■:  v^vvy  ;■» .;;  'r* 


^SP^fffV'  ly. '  ..I  I'j,.- 


t 


.::WEHMANS-:i;- 

BUDGET  OF 


JOKES 


J£  ■  H^^' 


^ 


PRICE    25   CENTS. 

_9M  B*«  Badnt  of  JokM  hajb««ii  "Unnclied  into  ezMmic*"  wtthArleheuMoC 
■MIeUlot,  81d*-8pUttlnK,  Buttoa-BuntlDC  JokM  and  Wltticrtnna— embiveUurlrWl 

Bulto,  Dutch  Comlcalltiea.  TuikeirTanii, 
Oomloal  HIO,  Flowen  of  Wit,  Excm- 
UAtlng  JokM,  End-Men'a  JokM,  JoUjr 
Jokes,  Ludlcrooa  DroUertea,  Sable  Wittt- 
etnng,  and  maujr  other  kliida  that  will 
"touch  the  funny  bone"  eTery  time.  It 
is  not  saylns  to<>  much  that  thl>bo<>k  oofy 
tains  a  good  part  of  the  clioioeet  humo* 
In  the  Eiiirltsli  lauguafte.  Interlarded  with 
Irish  and  Oennan  wit  and  humor.  Itoaa 
be  safely  recommended  as  a  "  remedy 
for  the  most  obstinate  case  of  Blues." 
We  feel  safe  in  saying  that  this  book  wiU 
rank  with  the  best  humorous  books  ers* 
published.  E^ery  l<a(re  is  "  ttollinir  orac 
with  mirth  and  hilarity  "-la  fact,  th« 
whole  book  is  "crammed,  jammed, 
heaped  up  and  runnlntr  over  "  with  pura 
and  ftexh  EiiifllHh.  Irish  and  German  VVil 
and  Humor.  If  there  erer  was  a  book 
published  that  will  please  you.  it  Is  this 
one,  as  it  affords  fun  for  a  life  time.  It  will 
prove  a  flrst-class  medium  tbrougb  which 
to  entertain  your  friends  with  Ineffabl* 
pleaaui e.  All  the  Kreat  Humorists  of  the 
day  will  refer  to  it,  because  they  can  find 
in  It  material  appropriate  for  any  ooe«p 
slon.  Now,  reader,  it  will  pay  you  to  send 
for  this  book,  as  ^ou  will  get  ten  times 
t&  cents'  wortli  of  fun  out  of  it.  It  con- 
tains 118  paffes,  with  handsome  cover,  and 
is  a  fl^s^clKM  book  in  every  respecA 
Price   JIB   <P9qt*   P?'  ""Py-.^y 


>-,->*ii*' 


four  of   your 


'X 


^m  «(  eharc*.    Clean  and  nnuaad  U. 
■■M  ■•  oasb  for  all  our  goods. 


nds  to 


club  m  with  you  at  HV  cents  each,  »«««wii«» 
~    tl  in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book 
S.  pome*  stamps,  of  au7daaomliiatlon,t 
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^SPOUITRYBOOK 


PRICE   25   CENTS. 

Practical  PouUnr  Book  flllM  a  loni;  felt  want  for  a  Completo  and  standard 
Gold,  for  the  Bre<-din(;  and  MnuatK^nient  of  Poultry  for  Uontestlc  Use  and  t'le  Markets, 
the  building  of  Hcnnenfs.  and  in  idelslheref^jr:  Iiicul>ators,  Egir-IIatchinB;,  etc.  We  ar. 
taformt-d,  from  good  authority,  that  many  olil-fashloned  fnrmem  are  inclined  to  dis- 
sredit  the  iitatement  that  there  itt  Money  in  I'ouitry— whyl  because  the-  are  not  posted 
in  the  new  and  Improved  ide*»  in  i)<>ultry  maiiaKeni»nt.  A  little  trial  of  the  rules  laid 
down  In  thin  book  will  soon  disnel  all  mi^ivinifo  in  this  direction,  ^nil  tend  to  convince 
the  most  sceptical  that  there  is  Money  in  rouliry-Keepinir.  Every  farmer,  every  breeder, 
•very  poultry  dealer,  every  nmn  or  woman  havlnir  available  ground,  every  person  having 
OM  or  more  fo»  Is.  ouKht  to  st-cureacopy  of  this  b"ok  ai  once— as  It  means  Dollars  and 
Os&ts  In  their  pockets  If  its  instructions  are  pra.  tic  d— perhapsaffluenoe  if  'onducted  as 

a  business.  The  Information  it  contains 
is  not  founded  on  heanuiy,  but  was  ob- 
tained from  the  moiit  reliable  sour 


i 


m 


M: 


that  Is.  It  contains  only  praetl<'al  Informa- 
tion about  poultry,  etc.,  such  as  hao  been 
tried  for  years  and  found  to  be  satisfac- 
tory financially  and  otherwi.<Kh>  We  bav. 
gpart-d  no  (wins,  time  or  expense  in  get- 
ting up  this  book,  and  we  feel  connuent 
that  it  8  only  aque.'tlon  of  time  when  w* 
will  retp  the  fiuits  of  our  labor  In  the 
shape  of  thousands  of  moll  orders  for  the 
same,  as  it  "Bjivuks  for  itKrlf,"  and  will, 
thf>ri'foie,  be  leconitnendedby  all  lt«  pur- 
chasers as  a  Complete  and  Rtaiidard 
Guide.  It  Is  W'irth  many  times  Its  cost  to 
even  a  person  reading  it  merely  foi  ih. 
Insti  iiction  nnd  knowledire  it  Imparts  re- 
garding p  'Ultiy  with  ut  any  intenilon  of 
pracilclDir  the  same,  not  to  say  the  least 
about  lis  value  to  the  farmer,  breeder,  or 
poultry  dealer.  Any  farmer,  breeder,  or 
poultry    denier    who    hasn't   a    copy    of 

WKHMAS'8    PhaCTICAI.    POCLTBT    DooK  iS 

Dot  al>rea.st  of  the  times,  and  la  losing 
money  every  day  that  t^  la  wit  hi 'ut  It. 
Many  f Rime I'S  look  to  their  agricultural 
journals  for  Information  In  ihis  lln& 
which  is  very  good  so  far  as  It  goes,  but 
It  doei<n't  cover  the  whole  matter  from 
beginning  to  end  in  one  i'-sue,  while  in 
this  book  they  can  And  all  the  reliable  in- 
formaLloii  they  desire  In  com[>act  form, 
and  it  coitts  but  a  quarter.  Jlie  following 
are  a  small  portion  of  the  toilcs  treated 
in  this  book:  How  to  Siart  and  Stock  a 
■«UI«ry;  Ponltrr  Honses,  Cheap  and  Expensive;  Yunls,  tVH)p«aiid  Enolocures;  Poultry 
KMpInu  for  Profit;  Poultry  on  a  Lan.-o  Scale;  Poultry  RalMng  as  a  Busineiw,  Feeding 
and  LavliiK;  Winter  Ki.'g  Profiuction;  The  Hatching  Period;  Piepnrlnir  Neets  for  Sircers; 
toring  Breeding  "f  Poultry;  The  Hens  for  Farmers,  How  to  Produce  Layers:  Good  and 
ClMtap  Inculiators;  How  to  Kalse  Artllleiallv-Hatched  Chickens;  Caponizing;  Packing 
■ggsfor  Uarket;  Packing  Poultry  for  Market;  Feeding  Hoppers;  Drinking  Fountains 
•DO  Grain  Chests;  EkKS  and  I'ullets;  Preserving  Ettea;  DiiieaHes  of  Poultry— Chicken 
Cholera,  Pip,  Gapes,  Uoup,  Scaly  Legs,  LI'-e,  Kgff  Ealing,  Crf>pBound  Fowls,  et-.;  the 
Plymouth  Rocks;  the  Wyand.itteH;  the  Be  own  Leghorns;  the  (Jolden  Spnngled  Crested 
Polish;  the  White  Crested  Bla-k  pulands;  the  Ivini-shans;  the  Silver  Bpanvled  Ham- 
bargba;  the  Houdans;  the  Rutf  Cochins;  the  White  Cochins;  the  White  L>egh'>rns;  the 
Ck>ldea  Penciled  Hamhnrir'  s;  the  White  Khanghaes,  the  La  Heche  Fowls;  the  Gray 
Dorkings;  the  Brahmas.  Game  Fowls;  Bantams,  etc.;  Manaaement  of  Chickens:  Killing 
PooltrT;  Preparing  AtralnSt  Vermin;  Fencing;  Management  of  Ducks;  Raising  Turkeys; 
Vatwnliig  Geese,  etc.,  etc.  It  wonld  take  many  patres  to  explain  fully  the  merits  "f  this 
boolt.  aa  It  is  replete  with  everything  worth  knowing  about  the  Breeding  and  Manage- 
■Mnt  of  Poultry,  etc.  The  Information  It  contains  is  not  only  reliable,  but  modern  and 
•eonomicaL  If  vou  purchase  thi^  book,  you  will  never  regret  having  done,  for  It  la 
looey  wisely  spent.    Donot  delay  in  sendliig  for  t:  you  never  have  and  never  can  make 
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TH[COMPl[I[L[TlilTEIl 


malt  the  ilrflt  time  thtt*  book 
haa  been  published  that  plainly 
teaches  how  to  ivrlte  a  let> 
ter.  It  BhovtB  clearly  all  the  blun- 
ders and  mistakes  apt  to  be  made 
by  an  inexperienced  writer,  and 
makes  manirieet  in  the  eimplest  way 
the  proper  method  of  avoiding  and 
rectifying  euch  blunders  ancf  mis- 
takes, wnether  they  occur  in  the 
Bpelling,  the  punctuation  or  the 
CTammar.  This  book  explains  all 
the  details  of  corrcupondence, 
whether  relating  to  the  form,  the 
penmanship,  the  directing,  folding 
and  sendinj^  of  a  note  or  a  letter. 
There  are  in  this  book  valuable 
hints  about  Love*  Courtship 
and  marriage,  snowing  in  what 
Btvle  loveru  ehouid  indite  epistles. 
There  are  )2;iven  all  the  various  let- 
ters that  arise  in  the  course  of  bus- 
iness: Askine  for  money,  requesting 
time,  cnclooing  remittance,  asking 
assistance,  reasons  for  refusal, 
from  tenants  to  landlords  on  differ- 
ent  subjects,  w  ith  landlords'  replies. 
Then— and  thla  la  a  Terr 
Important  featare— there  is 

shown  the  legal  importance  of  a    _  

letter:  and  explanations  are  given  upon  the  exact  meaning  of  expressions  nasd 
In  writing,  that  mar  be  brought  into  cooit  in  litigations.  It  also  contains  th« 
art  of  abbreTlatlns  wrltlnc»  to  that  any  one  can,  with  practice, 
write  with  the  rapidity  of  the  shorthand  writer.  In  fact,  the  following  per- 
sons all  require  this  book:  Young  ladies  and  young  gentlemen,  wives  and 
husbands,  widows  and  bachelors,  farmers  and  traders,  the  sick  and  the  well, 
soldiers  and  sailors,  mothers  and  fathers,  daughters  and  Bons,  givers  and  re- 
ceivers of  presents,  the  educated  and  the  illiterate.  But  It  would  take  page 
after  page  to  begin  to  enumerate  all  the  different  classes  to  whom  **Tli« 
Complete  Letter  Writer**  would  prove  an  invaluable  companion. 
There  IB  nothing  worth  knowing  in  any  other  letter  writer  not  to  be  found 
here,  while  there  are  many  things  of  Importance  here  not  to  be  found  In  any 
other  book.  Notwithstanding  all  these  good  points  it  iaonlv  Twenty^Pi'va 
Cent*  a  Copy,  and  is  sent  at  that  price,  postage  paid,  to  any  part  of  tha 
United  States  or  Canada. 

Sfkcial.— Five  copies  of  the  above  Book  for  One  Donsr.  IT.  8.  PoetaM 
Stampe  taken  in  payment  same  as  casb.  G«t  foor  of  joor  friaoda  to  MDd  Wlw 
yoa  and  get  yoor  own  book  free.  <       i 
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Address  all  orders  direct  to 

BENRT  J,  f  EHMAN. 


FartRov  MYorlcCitT 


t bettor  Invesbnent  for  a  quarter.    It  is  profusely  illustrated,  with  handsome  cover,  and 
a  llnt-olaM  hook  in  every  respect.    It  Is  sold  at  a  price  that  places  it  within  reach  ot 
•VSrybodj     Pric.  TWINTY-FIVB   OEMT8  per  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid. 


ADDRESS    ALL  ORDERS   DIRECT  TO 


i  J.  WEHMAN. 


Park  Row,  New  YorL 
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PRICE    25    CENTS. 


ThUU  the  latest  and  best  book  published  on  TrlOkS.  VantrllOQUlam, 

Saoond-Slght  andFlrealda  Meameriam.  it  is  uiustraied  » itu  over 

00  engiavinKS,  the  inrtru<-tlons 
tor  performing  are  so  plainly 
ffiven  that  any  clilld.  v>  ith  a  little 
pracilce,  can  do  them,  aa  they 
only  require  almple  appa- 
ratua.  WewUImentiouafew 
of  the  tricks  in  this  book:  Bow 
to  eat  a  peck  of  hfaavings  and 
ohanire  thetn  into  a  ribbon— Bow 
to  make  a  dime  pass  through  m 
table— How  to  make  lire  bum 
ander  waiei^Bow  to  put  a  rins 
through  your  cheek  and  then 
bringit  on  astick— Uowto  make 
a  loaf  dance  while  It  Is  baking  In 
the  oven  — How  to  cut  alf  a 
chicken's  head  without  kimng  it 
—How  to  make  ice  In  summer- 
Bow  to  change  water  into  wine 
— Alampthat  will  burn  furayear 
—How  to  cut  off  your  noee— How 
to  make  flre-proof  paper-How 
to  eat  tow  and  set  it  on  flre  in 
your  mouth— How  to  produce  a 

mous*  from  a  pack  of  cards 

How  to  tell  the  number  any  per- 
son thinks  or— How  to  tell  In  ad- 
vance a  card  selected  by  any  one 
—How  to  tell  if  a  person  Is  In  luve 
—How  to  remove  a  man's  shirt 
without  taking  off  his  coat  ur 
▼ert— How  to  hold  a  glasaof  water 
upside  down  without  spilling  it 
—How  to  become  aVeutiiloqulst 
and  1 60  other  equally  astonish- 
ing tricks,  etc  Old  and  young 
should  not  fail  to  get  this  highly 
amusing  and   wonderful   book; 

it  will  put  you  on  the  road  to  become  a  Great  Maalclant  "uch  aa  Hermann. 

Heller  and  others.    Dont  fall  to  get  it;  only  28  centai  by  mail.  p(>s^Daid 

Address  all  oruers  to  "*  ' 


HENRY  U.   WKHMAN,  lhibll«h«r. 

Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
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PRICE  25  CENTS. 

in  th«  rigxtrm  of  the  a«nnan  and  Ererr  New  and  llaahionable  Walta,  Round  av 
■qnara  Daoc*  known  in  Europe  or  America.  The  Author  haa  made  thia  Book  ao  Simua 
and  Plain  that  anj  child  can,  br  reading  It,  become  an  expert  in  OanelnK  without  the 
^d  of  a  Teacher.  No  other  Book  on  Dancing  wUl  compare  with  thia.  All  th«  !;•»••»  *pd 
Fashionable  Dancea  are  minutely  deacrlbed  br  Uloitrated 
Figures  from  Uf e.  Explaining  Positions  in  Kound  Dances,  Ac., 
and  this  Original  Method  enables  persons  to  learn  thp  Walts  \>j 
practicing  it  a  rery  few  times,  and  you  will  have  no  dUBculty  ta 
acquiring  it.  Hints  for  tne  Organization  and  Hanafemen*  of 
Balis,  Parties,  Ac.  Advice  in  regard  to  the  Selection  of  Husil  lOr 
Balls,  Prirate  Parties,  &o.  On  CaUing,  National  Guard  Quaddkt. 
^ePlain  Quadrille,  the  Lancers,  the  Saratoga  LanoenAhe  Oal». 
donlann,  the  Surprise  QuadrUle,  the  Prince  Imperial  Ouadrilla, 
the  Waltz  Quadrille  No.  1  and  S,  the  Otide  lAnceia,aie  Olio* 
Cat-KlniUans,  the  Parisian  Varieties,  the  London  Polka  Quadrtlla. 
Quadrille  Figures— Tha  Basket  Figure,  the  Star  Figure.  th» 
Mnrch  Figure,  the  Jig  Figure,  the  Minuet  Figure,  the  Oieal 
Figure,  the  Nine-Pin  figure.  Contra  Dances-Tbe  Virginia  ReeL 
Pop  Ooas  the  Weasel,  Spanish  Dance,  the  Sicilian  Circle.  ■■  Grand 
March,  Quadrille  or  Sguare  Dances.  Explanation  of  Quadrille 
Steps  and  Morements,  UlustnUaons  of  Five  PosiUons  in  Dancing. 

, I  Points  on  Round  Dances,  the  Polka,  th«  Walts,  the  Modem  Plau 

.','alM,Uude  Walttjtha  Polka  Masourka,tho  Kniclrarbpcker,  the  Newport,  the  Vs*. 
■onrienne,  DanlshDaree,  the  Racquet,  the  Ware,  the  Bohemian,  or  Heel  and  Toe  Polka, 
»heOalop,the  SchottlBChe.  the  Deux  Temiis,  the  SlcUlauiie.  Tka  German-M  Flgmes. 
«lTtuK  thA  HaiiM*  and  rulT  SeserlpUoa  of  each,  anl  Pnw  to  Daona  them  (Xwraotty.  It  >• 
*  book  of  great  Taiu*.  FHo*  TWKNTV-FIVK  CENTS  per  00P7. 


LOVE  LETTERS 


I 


PRICE    25    CENTS, 

Tiiere  Is  no  greater  or  mora  profound  reality  than  love.  There  Is  no  nobler  poasoailoo 
than  the  love  of  anotlier.  There  U  no  higher  gift  from  one  human  being  to  another 
tlian  love.  The  (rift  and  the  po».sessioii  are  true  sonctlflers  of  life,  and  shoula  be  worn  aa 
precious  jewels,  without  atfectatiDn  and  without  liashfulness.  For  this  i-eanon  there  is 
nothing  to  be  ashamed  of  in  a  love  letter,  provided  it  he  sincere.    A  celebrated  writer 

once  PAHi  that  •*  to  write  a  ^ood  love  letter,  you  mtist  b©- 
AiJ'H  l11C^<'--.^^^a.  #li<  ^n  without  knowing  what  you  are  going  to  >av,  and 

at.)  y  nil  iJ^^HuUi  ilk  fiiiisli  without  knowiiig  what  Tou  have  said."  The  re- 
r  'a  'llHj^^^HHBI  IJt  I  mnrk  ip  to  Home  extent  correct,  as  the  true  secret  of  all 
3? jt  llBiiOt  ■?'2f  n\lM  pucce.«>ful  letter-*' riting  lies  in  the  power  of  conveying 
the  ti  luu^h  ts,  foelinKs,  and  desires  of  tlie  writer  to  his  or 

her  corre:4iK>n<lent.  Such  a  letter  would  undoubtedly  re* 
fleet  the  state  of  the  writei  'e  heart,  agitated  and  dls> 
ordered  by  the  tumultuoug  throbs  of  paaiion;  but,  astha 
zeal  of  young  persons  generally,  in  matters  affecting  the 
he<irt,  is  very  opt  to  outrun  discretion,  expression  would 
unconsciously  Be  given  to  absurd  and  foolish  protest*- 
I  til  ins,  or  to  extravagant  and  romantic  adulation  of  tho 
I  ubiect  of  attachmenL 

To  obviate  this  tendency,  love  and  eoortship  lettera 
should  be  an  index  of  the  writer's  good  sense  and  Judg* 
nu'iit  aa  well  as  the  state  of  the  affections,  and  therefore 
re tC^itl  should  be  had  in  the  composition  uf  them,  as  well 
aa  In  all  other  letters,  to  propriety  of  diction,  correctness  of  taste  and  purity  of  style, 
avoidinjrtheboiiiba.>it  .and  affectation  and  morbid  senflmentalism  which  too  frequently 
charucterizes  epistles  on  these  subjeuts.  And  though  m  persona  of  refinement  and  edu- 
cation an  lionorable  attachment  will  snflBce  to  prompt  its  candid  expreesion, there  are 
many  persons  not  possessed  of  these  advantages,  to  whom  correspondence  is  always  at- 
tenderf with  considerable  difficulty.  To  all  such  the  series  of  Letters  contained  in  thia 
book.  In  which  deliciu-y  of  feeling  and  the  warmth  of  exprrseion  suited  to  thesubject  have 
been  carefully  blenrtea,  will  be  found  an  important  aid  in  acquiring  facility  aind  accO' 
racy  In  the  art  of  Letter- Writing.  It  also  containa  the  Art  of  Secret  Writing,  the  Lan- 
guage of  Love  Poetically  Porti  aveil,  and  Simplified  Bulea  of  Grammar.  Price  25  OtS« 
par  copy.  Speciai.— Five  copies  for  tl.  Oet  four  of  your  friends  to  club  In  witb  JfM  M 
w  oento  each,  making  M  in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  free  of  charge. 


r-^-^^  WE  H  MAN'S  NEW  BOOK  OF    ' 

RIDDLES  &CONUNDRUNS 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 


This  book  contains  the  ^'slftlntn**  ft<om  the 
"whole  flpld  "  of  RlddU'S  and  Conundrums,  along 
with  a  lot  of  recent,  flrst-class  prodnctiona  In 
It  can  be  rotm<i  curious,  puzzling  and  uleaslng 
Biddies  and  Connndmnis— to  suit  every  phase  nl 
feeling,  sentiment  or  humor.  A  capital  book  for 
end  men  in  minftrelentertalnmentSjas  it  contains 

Suestions  and  answers  that  will  invariably  **  lirin(f 
ownahouite."  Withtheaidof  this  book,  you  can 
*'lioId  your  own  "  witjl  those  who  are  lontlnually 
"sprinxlng  old  chestnuts"  on  to  you— yes,  ma- 
terial with  which  to  "  cr»sh  "  or  silence  would-be 
fiuusters.  It  contains  Riddles  and  Conundrums 
hat  will  keep  the  whole  continent  guessing  and 
then  they  '1 1  have  to  give  'em  up  half  the  time.  In 
fact,  it  contains  the  best  and  largest  collection  of 
Itlddles  and  Ponundrums  ever  sold  at  so  low  » 
price.    Price  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  per 

'.by  mall, poet-paitr.    Spkciai.— Five coi>iea for 

Oet  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  yoa 


copy, 


sit  25  cents  mch,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  get 
your  own  bo'>k  free  uf  diarge.  Cleai>  and  unuaed 
V.  8.  postage  stampe,  of  any  denomination,  taken 


a*  cash.    In  sending  stiver,  be  sure  to  wrap 

•  small  piece  of  newimaper  around  it,  to  preventM 
(ram  tearing  through  the  envelopa.  Send  green* 
ImmAs  for  large  amounts  if  not  InoonTenient  to 
Ton.  Any  Ave  Twenty-flv*  OOflt  Booka 
on  this  page  for  •!• 

4pr>lt«!BH  ALL  ORDEBS  DIRECT  TO 
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«  «  oowTAnraia  «  » 


200  5ongs.     200  Songs. 


(M>NTl{NT8l—A  Bandf  ol  of  Earth  from  MothWa  artT»>AB  Irlah 
Fair  Day— An  Iriabman'a  Tout— A  Letter  from  Ireland— A  Plain  Littl. 
Iriah  Oiil- A  Sweet  Irish  Oirl  la  the  Darliiu;— ATeo^nR  and  Bright— 
BalUnamnck  Brigad.— Banks  of  Claody— Bard  of  Armagh— Barney, 
Come  Home— Barney  O'Hea— Barney,  the  Lad  from  Kildare— Beaatifni 
Olri  of  Klldare— Beantifal  Shamrock  of  Old  Ireland— Bella  of  Shandloa 
—Bernard  Bellly— Btrth  of  St  Patrick— Blackbird— Bonny  Irish  Boy— 
Boys  of  Eilkeony— Brennen  on  the  Moor— Bridget  Donahne— Bryan 
O'Lynn— Bnnch  of  Shamrocks — Bariai  of  Sir  John  Moore— Bnrke^ 
Dream— Caatlebar  Boy— Celebrated  Speech  of  Robert  Bmmet— Colleen 
Bawn— Colleen  Dhas  Machree— Come  Back  to  Erin— Come  Back  to 
Yonr  Irish  Home— Cow  that  Ata  the  Piper— Crooakeen  Lawn— Croppy 
Boy— Cnsblamachree— Dainty  Gladys— Dandy  Pat— Dan  Maloney  la  to* 
Man— Dear  Harp  of  My  Conntry- Dear  Irish  Boy— Dear  Little  Colleen- 
Dear  Old  Ireland— DMtb  of  Sarefield- Donnelly  and  Cooper— Doogb* 
erty'a  Boarding  Honae— Drinking  with  Daniel  Maloney— Dublin  Bay— 
Emmet'8  Farewell  to  His  Tme  I^to— Erin,  MaTonmoen— Erin's  Orsea 
Shore— Erin's  Lovely  Home— Exile  of  Erin— Exile's  Lament— Bllr  Ma- 
Tonmeen — Faster  Yon  Plnck  Them  the  Thicker  They  Grow — Father 
O'Flynn— Father  Tom  O'Neil— Fenian's  Escape— Flue  Old  Irish  Gentle- 
man— Garden  Where  the  Praties  Grow— Gar ryo wen — Give  an  Honeat 
Irish  Lad  a  Chance— God,  Save  Ireland— Good-bye,  Biddy  Dear— Good* 
bye,  Mike,  Good-bye,  Pat— Grave  of  Wolfe  Tone— Green  Above  the  Bed 
--Green  Linnet— Green  Little  Shamrock  of  Ireland— Handy  Andy— Harp 
that  Once  thro'  Tara's  Hall*— Hat  Me  Father  Wore— How  Oft  Has  the 
Banshee  Cried T— I'm  a  Man  Yon  Don't  Meet  Every  Day— T  Left  Ireland 
and  Mother  l>ecau«e  We  Were  Poor— I  Owe  $10  to  O'Orady— Ireland- 
Ireland  Will  Yet  Be  Free— Irish  Brieade— Irish  Colleen— Irish  Girl- 
Irishman's  Home  —  Irishman's    Shanty— IriBbmen   of   To-Day— Irish 
Mollv  O— Irish  Potheen— Irish  Stranger— Irish  Volonteers-Ivy  Green— 
I'll  Take  Yon  Home  Again,  Kathleen— Jennie,  the  Flower  of  Kildare— 
John  Mitchell— Johnny  Dongherty,  the  Tailor— Kate  Kearney- Kate 
O'Brien— Kathleen,  Mavonmeen  —  Kattv,  Avoameen— Katv   Hyan— 
Kerry  Dance— Killamey— Kitty  of  Coleraine— Lament  of  the  Irish  Sml< 
grant— Lannigan's  Ball— Last  Rose  of  Summer— Let  Erin  Rememt>er  the 
Days  of  Old— Limerick  Is  Beantifnl- Limerick  Races— Little  Fonr-Leaf 
Shamrock  from  -Olennnre— Love's  Yonng  Dream— Low-Backed  Car- 
Maid  of  Erin— Manchester  Martyrs— Man  that  Struck  O'Hara — Man 
Who  Tanght  Her  to  Dance— Mary  of  Tipperary— Manreen  Mavonmeen— 
Meeting  of  the  Waters— Michael  Dwyer— Minstrel  Boy— Mrs.  Higgins* 
Parlor  Floor— Molly  Bawn— Molly  Flynn— Mother,  He*s  Going  Away— 
My  Dear  Old  Iriah  Home— My  Emmet's  No  More— My  Heart's  in  Old 
Ireland— My  Pretty  Irish  Qneen— Nell  Flaneherty's  Drake— Nelly  Brady 
—No  Irish  Meed  Apply— No  Irish  Wanted  Here— Norah  Aroon— Norah, 
Astbore—Norah  O'Neal — Nnrah,   the  Pride  of  Kildare— Now  Then, 
Molly— Och,  Paddy,  Is   It  Yoarselff— O'Dnnnell,  the    Avensrer— Oh, 
Blame  Not  the  BanI— Oh,  Breathe  Not  His  Name— Ob,  Leave  NotToor 
Kathleen— Ob,  Molly  Groean— Old  Ireland  Forever— Once  More  in  the 
Dear  Old  Land— Origin  of  the  Harp- Paddy  Is  the  Boy— Paddy  Loves  • 
Shamrock— Paddy's   Land— Paddy  Whack— Pat  and  the  Priest— Pat 
Malloy— Pat  of  Mnlliugar— Pat  O'Hara— Patrick  Sheehan- Pat  Roach 
at  the  Play— Pat's  Not  So  Black  As  He's  Been  Painted— Poor  Irish  Mins- 
trel—Pretty  Maid  Milking  Her  Cow— Pride  of  Mayo— Ragged  Pat— Re- 
member Boy,  Yon 're  Irish— Retntu  of  Pat  Malloy— Rich  and  Rare  Were 
the  Gems— lUsingof  tbe  Moon— Robert  Emmet— Rocky  Road  to  Dahlia 
— Rory  O'More— Rose  of  Killamey— Rose  of  Tralee — Shamas  O'Brioi— 
Shamns  O'Brien,  Recitation— Shan  Van  Vogh— She  Is  Far  from  the 
Land— Sprig  of  SfaHlelah— Star  of  Glengary--Sablime  Was  the  Warning 
—Sweet  Dreams  of  Erin— Tail  iv  Me  Coat  —  Tan-rard  Side— Teddy 
O'Neal— Terranoe  McMnlHn- There  Never  Was  a  Coward  Where  the 
Shamrock  Grows— Those  Single  D^s  of  Old— Tboagh  the  Last  Glimpes 
of  Erin  with  Sorrow  I  See— Three  Leaves  of  Shamrock— Tim  Finigan's 
Wake— Tipperary  ChriKtening— Tme  Irish  Hearts— Twig  of  Shillelah 
-Valley  I^y  Smiling  Before  Me— Wearing  of  the  Green— Wedding  of 
Ballyporeen— When  Ireland  Has  an  Army  and  a  Navy  of  Her  Own — 
Where  la  Kathleenf- Whisky,  Yon're  the  Dtvil— Whistling  Thief— Why 
Paddy's  Always  Poor— Widow  McGee— Widow's  Only  Son— Wild  Irish 
Boy— Yoa'll  Bemember  Me— You'll  Soon  Forget  Kathleen— Young  Boee. 


This  book  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  by  mail,  poet-paid,  on  receipt 
of  10  0«nt>  in  silver  or  postage  s.tainps.    Address  all  orders  to 
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AJberius  Magnus. 

Beiag  the  Approved,  Verified,  Sympathetic  and  Natural 

EGYPTIAN  5ECRETS ; 

Or,  White  and  Black  Art  for  Man  and  Beast,    The  Book  of  Nature  and  Hidden  Seorets 

and  Mysteries  of  Life  Unveiled  ;  being  the  Forbidden  Knowledge  of  Ancient 

Philosop^rs,  by  that  Celebrated  Student,  Philosopher,  Chemist,  etc. 

Translated  fi*oin  the  German.    Three :: 
Separate  Volumes  Bound  in  One. 

PriM,  Qn%  Dollar  per  Copy ;  or  3  CopUs  for  Two  Doilars. 

ALBERTU8,  Burnamed  Magnus,  from  the  Latinizing  of  his  snmame,  which  was 
"Great,"  was  a  native  or  buabla,  and  born  in  i;ios.  He  was  ardently  desirous  of 
acquiring  knowledge,  and  studied  with  assiduity ;  but  beinjr 
of  slow  comprehension,  his  progress  was  not  adequate  to  life 
expectations;  and,  tlierefore.  In  despair,  he  resolved  to  relin- 
quish books  and  bury  himself  In  retirenaent.  One  night  how- 
ever, he  saw  a  vision  of  a  beautiful  women,  who  acco«;ted 
him  and  Inquired  the  cause  of  his  grief.  Ho  replied  that  in 
spite  of  all  his  eUorts  to  secure  Information,  he  feared  ho 
should  always  remain  ignorant.  He  then  paused  "Have 
you  BO  little  faith,-  replied  the  lady, "  as  to  suppose  that 
your  prayers  will  not  obtain  what  you  cannot of^vourself 
accompUsh  i "  The  young  man  pro.strated  himself  atner  feet 
and  she  promised  him  all  that  he  desired,  but  added  that  as 
he  preferred  philosophj'  to  theolosry,  he  should  lose  his  facul- 
ties before  his  death.  She  then  disappeared,  and  the  predic- 
tion was  accompli? hed.  Allxsrtus  became  unwillingly  Bishop 
of  Ratlsbon,  but  he  relinquished  the  See  within  tliree  years, 
and  resided  chiefly  at  Cologne,  where  he  produced  many  won- 
derful works.  It  was  said  that  he  constructed  an  automaton 
which  both  walked  and  spoke,  answered  Questions  and  solved 
problems  submitted  to  ft.  Thomas  Aquinas,  who  was  the 
pupil  of  Albertus,  was  so  alarmed  on  seeing  this  automaton, 
which  he  conceived  to  be  the  work  of  the  devil,  that  he  broke 

1 1  to  pieces  and  committed  it  to  the  flames.    When  Wil- 
liam, Count  of  Holland,  and  King  of  the  Romans,  was  at 

Cologne,  Albertus  invited  htm  to  a  banquet,  ana  prom- 
ised that  his  table  should  be  laid  out  in  the  middle  of  his 

garden,   although  it  was   then    winter,  and    severe 

weather.  ■WlUlara  accepted  the  invitation;  andonarrlv- 

1  ng  at  the  house  of  Albertus,  was  surprised  to  find  the 

temperature  of  the  air  as  mild  as  in  summer,  and  the 

banquet  laid  out  In  an  arbor  formed  of  trees  and  shrubsi, 

covered  with  leaves  and  flowers,  exhaling   the  most 

delicious  odors,  which  fllled  the  whole  of  the  garden. 

Albertus  was  reputed  a  magician;    but,  nevertheless, 

after  his  death,  which  occurred  in  1392,  In  his  seventy- 

Beventh  year,  he  was  canonized. 
This  extraordinary  work,  sometimes  called  the  great 

"  Pow  How;  or,  Maerlc  Cure  Book,"  is  held  by  thousands 

avoid  sickness  In  their  families;  to  make  them  " 
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I  to  be  the  only  sure  means  to 
fortunate  In  their  crops  and  stock 
raising,  and  prosperous  In  all  their  undertakings:  enabling  them  to  acquire  wealth, 
honor  and  esteem  araontrst  their  friends  and  neichbors.  Price,  One  Dollar,  by 
mall,  postpaid;  3  copies,  to  one  address,  for  Two  Dollars. 


TricHs  witb  C^rds 


PRICE  26   CENTS   PER   COPY. 


MULTITUDES  have  seen  Herrman,  the  arreat  Presti- 
digitator, In  hlB  Blelght-of-hand  and  conjuring  perform- 
ances, and  multitudes  have  heard  of  his  astounding  feats  in  pres- 
tidigitation He  was  second  to  none  in  manipulating  cards,  and 
performed  many  of  the  tricks  contained  in  this  book  to  crowded 
nouses  to  the  great  delight  of  his  audiences.  This  book  contains 
a  very  full,  complete  and  plain  explanation  as  to  the  manipulation 
of  a  pack  of  cards  to  perform  numerous  tricks,  with  or  without 
special  apparatus.  It  would  take  manv  times  this  space  to  men- 
tion all  the  difTerent  kinds  of  card  tricks  set  forth  in  this  work. 
Its  contents  Includes  the  latest  tricks  and  deceptions  with  cards, 
and  Is  well  adapted  for  home  amusements  and  social  entertain- 
ments. To  lovers  of  the  marvelous  and  Insrenlous  this  book  will 
be  a  perpetual  source  of  delight.  Handsomely  Illustrated.  You 
will  never  regret  the  purchase  of  this  book,  as  its  cost  Is  but  a 
nominal  one  compared  with  its  Intrinsic  value  regarding  card 
manipulation.    Price  25  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid. 


Address  all  orders  to  H.  J.  WEHMAN,  PublUhtr,  108  Pork  Row,  Now  York. 
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BUSINESS 


LETTER  WRITER 


PBIOE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paltL 

This  book  Ifl  ded^ed  to  meet  the  wants  of  all  thoM 
who  are  aeeklntr  a  tlrst-closs  Duslneas  Letter-Writer,  •■ 
It  contains  a  large  variety  of  carefuUy-aelected  •peclmea 
BusliiMw  Letters;  also  a  large  number  of  Legal  and  Me^ 
cantile  Forms  used  In  BunlneMi — »uch  as:  Articles  of  Co- 
Partnership,  Notice  of  Dissolution,  Form  of  an  AKsign- 
in«>iii.  Acknowledgment  of  Deed,  BUI  of  Saji',  I'ower  ot 

Attumey,  Judpnent  Note, 
Form  of  an  Order,  Vaxt- 
iierahlp  Agreement,  and 
many  • 'there  too  nunieroua 
to  mention:  also  the  Art^ 
6ecit!t  Wriiliiar,  Businea 
Laws  and  Maxims  fur  Bust 
ness  Men  and  Mercantll* 
Abbi«vlatlon8.  In  hhort; 
In  the  paires  of  tliiM  bouk 
are  set  fortli  Buflneat 
Forma,  St>  les  and  Technl- 
calUle.M  tn  aid  the  Inexpert 
enced  in  the  routine  of 
commercial  Intercourse 
adoi'iln^'  the  plainest 
terniB  consistent  with  tlitt 
Btudious  politeness  which 
is  riiroroUHly  demanded  In 
commercial  lettern,  E  i  ei J 
potdtlon  in  Ufeileinnnds  le^ 
ter-wi'ittn(r.  A  letter  is  th« 
great  link  lietweenpairnta 
and  chililren,  between 
lovers,  between  friends;  wliUe  In  business  relations  It 
makes  fonunes  or  nmrs  them.  Irrespective  of  their 
magnitude  and  importance,  commeicial  transactions 
are  ireuerally  Ix-gun,  continued  and  ended  by  coirea- 
pondeuce.  Lettei-writlne,  In  Kcneral,  la  nut  an  eiu<y  task 
to  the  CTeat  majority,  and  liUsineKS  letters  ait>  still  more 
difficuit,  from  the  fact  that  greater  interests  ore  lo> 
Tolved,  and  results  of  (rain  or  loss  are  dependent  upoa 
them.  Letter-wiitinKisan  accomplishment  »hii'heverT 
one  should  strive  to  acquire.  It  is  n"t  only  useful,  bin 
Terr  desirable  and  necessary  In  famUia'  Izing  the  mind 
with  bii.~iniK3  babits  and  mntKrs  connected  therewith. 
It  also  stiiiiuiatea  the  mental  cnpacltyand  derelopes  tlio 
Intellect  It  would  take  paee  upon  page  to  explain  fully 
the  merits  and  usefulness  of  this  IkkiIc.  »In  order  to  give 
every  iKxIy  an  opportunity  to  obtuln  at  least  one  copy,  W9 
have  ma-le  the  prii-e  very  low,  namelv:  85  OentS  per 
coi'V,  by  moil,  i)ost-pal>l.  SrEciAL— Five  copies  for  tL 
Get  tonrof  vonr  friends toclub  Inwlth  vou  at  SScenla 
eoch,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  u-et  your  wwn  bOOK 
Creeotciuurge.  Atldreasaaoxtleiv  direct  (0 


WEBSTER'S  , 

ReadylWade 

Love  -  Letters. 


V      '     Prle«,  26  C«nt«.    ]    /- 

'FO  writ©  a  good  letter  is  an  extremely  hard 

'     task  to  many,  even  those  whose  education 

have  been  In  no  wise  neglected,  and  It  is  for  the 

^  aldandassi.stanc© 

/^\  of   such    persons 

6^  that  this  work  Is 

/W  w^k  mjnj^^    written.  The  book 

^^^-^XMVT  .^  i^Mn^H    contains  letters 

suitable  to  every 
circumstance 
that  can  possibly 
arise  in  tne  pro- 
gress of  that  pas- 
Blon.  True  Love, 
which  Shakes- 
peare tells  us 
''  never  did  run 
smooth."  These 
letters  —over  130 
in  number— cover 
every  Imaginable 
occasion,  from  the  very  first  acqalntance  until 
marriage,  from  ladles  to  gentlemen  and  gentle- 
men to  ladies.  Al.'O  there  will  be  found  In  this 
book  customs  and  etiquette  of  Love,  Courtship 
and  Marriage  fully  and  graphlcallv  explained, 
to  which  Is  added  a  complete  dictionary  of 
poetical  quot.it Ions  suitable  to  garnish  and 
ornament  any  love  letter.  These  selections  are 
from  the  greatest  masters  of  the  "divine  art, 
and  among  them  will  be  found  sentiments, 
such  as  often  were  thought,  but  never  so  well 
expressed.  The  celebrated  love  letters  of  Abe- 
lard  and  Elolsa  are  published  in  full,  as  well  as 
the  key  to  writing  in  secret  characters.  It 
will  be  seen  from  the  foregoing  description 
that  this  book  is  complete  on  the  subject  of 
Love  In  all  its  forms,  and  la  not  a  common, 
worthless  pamphlet,  well  printed  and  bound. 
It  will  be  sent  by  mail,  postpaid,  to  any  addreaa 
on  receipt  of  35  Cenu. 

Clean  and  unused  U.  8.  t>o*taflre 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 
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6thand7thl 

BOOKS  i  MOSES 


PrtcMk  Sl-OO 


6th  and  7th 

BOOKS 

«EOFSS» 

IMOSESI 


Hoses*  Magical  Snirit-Ail 


Price,  One  Dollar  per  Copy ;  or  3  Copies  for  Two  Dollart. 

^-f^RANSLATED  under  our  personal  supervision  Into  the  EnffUsh  langruage,  and  pub- 

■  llBhed  by  us  for  the  first  time.    With  exact  copies  of  over  One  Hundred  and 

\         Twenty-Five  Seals,  Signs,  Emblems,  etc.,  useaby  Moses,  Aaron,  Israelites, 

Egyptians,  etc.,  In  their  astonislilng  magical  and  other  arts,  Including  the 

period  of  time  covered  by  the  Old  and  New  Testaments.    This  wonderful  translation  Is 

of  ^eat  Importance  to  the  Christian,  Deist,  Jew  or  (Jentile,  Episcopalian  or  Boman 

Catholic,  and  dissenters  of  every  denominfitlon.  The 
extracts  from  the  old  and  rare  Mosaic  Books  of  the  Talmud 
and  Cabala  are  invaluable.  This  book  gives  the  use  of  the 
Psalms  for  the  bodily  welfare  of  man  by  the  eminent  trans- 
lator, Godfrey  Selig.  Moses,  the  great  lawgiver  of  Israel, 
wrote  the  first  five  books  of  Holy  Writ.  These  are  gener- 
ally kno^vn  as  the  Five  Books  of  Moses.  It  Is  believed,  and 
known  to  comparatively  few,  that  there  were  two  more 
books  written  by  him.  Known  as  the  Sixth  and  Seventh 
Books  of  Moses.  To  these  we  wish  to  draw  your  attention. 
Writing,  manuscripts,  etc.,  of  precious  worth  have  existed 
for  ages  past  that  could  be  traced  to  the  time  of  Moses,  but 
few  or  these  have  been  published,  except  In  small  fragments. 
This  is  accounted  for  by  the  fact  tnat  the  high  priests, 
clergy,  and  heads  of  various  religious  bodies  were  unwilling 
that  the  people  should  be  given  those  deeper  mysteries, 
being  fearful  of  losing  their  hold  on  them.  Another  reason 
Is  that  It  was  feared  the  Information  would  be  used  for 
unlawful  purposes.  It  is  scarcely  possible  that  Moses  con- 
fined his  literature  to  the  first  five  books  of  the  Bible,  If  we 
take  Into  consideration  the  lengthened  period  of  his  life  and 
changes  of  his  association.  We  find  in  Acts  7:22  that  Moses 
was  learned  In  wisdom  of  the  Egyptians  unill  his  fortieth  year.  He  acquired  during 
his  residence  at  the  Court  of  Pliaraoh  many  Egyptian  arts  in  his  constant  intercourse 
with  learned  men.  He  became  adept  In  those  magical  arts  practiced  by  them.  We 
find  In  Exodus  7:11  Moses  cast  his  rod  before  the  King,  which  became  a  serpent, 
Pharaoh  sent  for  his  magicians,  who  also  cast  down  tneir  rods,  which,  by  their 
enchantments,  also  became  serpents.  Few  persons  have  not  some  belief  In  these 
strange  and  oftentimes  unexplained  influences  that  seem  to  surround  us  through  life 
for  good  or  evil,  and  it  Is  honestly  thought  that  the  study  of  this  work,  the  Sixth  and 
Seventh  Books  of  Moses,  will  be  a  source  of  happiness  and  prosperity  to  millions.  The 
fanatic  may  say  that  this  publication  will  foster  superstition,  but  the  enlightened  and 
unprejudiced  will  perceive  that  the  translation  into  the  English  language  will  certainly 
be  more  serviceatle  than  all  previous  productions,  which  were  only  circulated  In 
abstract  form,  and  sold  at  extortionate  prices.  In  regard  to  this  edition,  the  so-called 
Sixth  and  Seventh  Books  of  Moses,  which  have  for  several  centuries  attracted  the  popu- 
lar faith,  are  In  accordance  with  an  old  manuscript  and  given  word  for  word.  We 
guarantee  that  not  one  syllable  has  been  added.  To  the  publishers  of  Germany  must ! 
be  given  the  credit  of  having,  at  an  enormous  expense,  collected  these  Invaluable  man- 
uscripts, documents,  etc.,  from  which  this  work  Is  compiled.  It  is  from  the  German 
translation  that  we  have  produced  the  English  edition  of  the  Sixth  and  Seventh  Books 
of  Moses,  In  wWch  Is  given  exact  copies  of  all  the  original  illustrations  as  they  existed 
on  ancient  parchments,  etc.,  explained  in  plain  Englisn  language.  The  German  work 
has  for  some  time  largely  circulated  In  Germany  and  among  the  Germans  In  this 
country,  and  Is  pronounced  the  most  wonderful  work  ever  published.  So  true  Is  this 
that  many  millions  of  Germans,  and  others  of  German  education,  never  undertake  any 
Important  step  In  life  relating  to  finance,  exchange,  or  health,  without  seeking  from  its 
pages  advice  and  guidance.  Volume  I  of  the  Sixth  aild  Seventh  Books  01  Moses  as 
translated  from  the  original  writings,  contains  all  that 
Is  embraced  by  the  White  and  Black  Art,  together  with 
the  ministering  spirits  which  were  hidden  from  David, 
the  father  of  Solomon.  First  Seal,  the  Seal  of  Treas- 
ures. Second,  the  Seal  of  Fortune.  Tliird,  for  Respect, 
Aflfectlon,  Admiration,  etc.  Fourth,  Pleasures  ana 
Health.  Fifth,  the  Seal  of  Power,  etc.  Sixth,  the  Seal  of 
Visions  and  Dreams.  Seventh,  Seal  of  Earth's  Treas- 
ures. It  also  contains  the  four  Great  Divisions  of  the 
Spirits-Spirita  of  the  Air,  Fire,  Water  and  Earth,  with 
their  uses,  powerful  secrets.and  full  explanatory  tables. 
It  gives  the  tables  of  Saturn,  Jupiter,  Mars.  Sun,  Mer- 
cury and  Venus,  each  of  which  possesses  special  power. 
There  Is  given  the  exact  engraving  of  the  Magical  Cir- 
cle, etc.  The  Magic  of  the  Israelites  is  fully  explained, 
giving  a  complete  and  valuable  hlstory.wltn  more  than 
100  BiDllcal  references,  such  as  second  sight,  healing  the 
sick  according  to  scriptural  teachings,  visions  and 
dreams,  spiritual  and  sensual  affectioii,  elevation  of 
will  and  higher  vitality,  the  fiery  serpent,  spurious 
prophets,  divine  Inspiration  and  mesmeric  clalrvoj'ance, 
the  dead  working  wonders,  the  inherent  power  to  heal 
disease,  Simon  the  Sorcerer,  and  many  otner  topics  of 
great  value  are  fully  explained.  Volume  n  of  this  wonder- 
ful work  contains  illustrations  representing  the  signs  used  by  the  Israelites,  such  asthte 
breast  plate  of  Moses,  magical  laws  of  Moses,  chalice  of  hoUness,  conjuration  of  Elea(- 
zor,  the  son  of  Aaron;  breast  plate  of  Aaron,  citation  of  Germuthsai,  dismission  dt 
Leviathan,  Baalamls  sorcery,  conjuration  of  the  laws  of  Moses,  dismission  of  Mose^ 
signs  to  be  used,  or  the  right  and  left  side;  spirit  In  a  pillar  of  burning  fire,  spirit  appears 
In  a  cloud,  signs  of  frogs  and  pestilence,  signs  of  cattle,  olack  smallpox  and  hall,  spirit 
in  the  burning  bush,  and  the  staff  changed  into  a  serpent.  These  engravings  are  exact 
copies  of  those  by  the  Israelites  and  Eg\-ptlans  to  accomplish  the  designs  for  good  or 
evil,  and  are  separately  explained.  This  book  has  become  enormously  popular.  Be- 
ware of  humbugs.  Volumes  1  and  II  bound  together  In  one  volume.  Price  reduced  to 
One  Dollar  per  copy,  by  mail,  postpaid;  or  3  copies  for  Two  Dollars. 


Addr^t  an  orders  to  H.  J.  WEHMAN,  Publlshor,  108  Park  Row,  New  York. 


WEBSTER'S 

Business  Man 

Or,  Couflting-House  Correspondent 


Prie«,  26  e«iit«. 

CONTAINING  plain,  practical  directions  for 
^^  carrying  on  every  Iclnd  of  Commercial  and 
Banking  Business— Including 
Mercantile  Letters  on  every 
conceivable  sublect,  laws  and 
usages  of  Banking  and  Bro- 
kerage, Forms  of  Official  Pa- 
pers on  Shipping,  Insurance, 
etc.  Also  containing  an  ex- 
tensive and  useful  glossary  of 
words  and  phrases  used  In 
commercial  and  banking  cir- 
cles. Together  with  a  orief 
but  comprehensive  table  of 
the  coin  and  currency  In  use 
by  the  dlflTerent  nations  of 
the  world,  giving  relative  values,  etc.  This 
book  Is  a  standard  of  reference  on  all  points  of 
mercantile  usage,  and  should  be  In  every  busi- 
ness establishment  and  counting-house.  Sent 
oy  mall,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  25  Ceuta* 
*  4.ddress  all  or(^«-  =  ♦'> 

TAMBO ; 

His  Jolces  and  Funny  Sayings 


Prie«,  IB  0«iit». 

TTHIS  title  scarcely  conveys  the  Idea  of  the 
*     Immense  variety  of  material  for  minstrel 

shows  that  this  tx)Ok 
presents.  It  contains, 
besides  many  other 
valuable  points,  the 
art  of  teuing  funny 
end  men's  stories  ana 
gags  in  a  proper  man- 
ner; how  to  '^spring  a 
joke,"  etc.  Bobby  New- 
comb,  the  celebrated 
minstrel,  and  author 
of  this  work,  gives  in 
one  portion  of  the 
_^^^_^  book,  in  clear  and  slm- 

pie  language,  instruo- 
tions  for  the  amateur  In  full  detail,  so  that  any 
person  following  them  carefully  cannot  fall  to 
become  successful  In  this  brancn  of  the  profe»- 
slon.  It  also  contains  a  large  number  of  "rip- 
tearing,"  "hot  time,"  "side-splitting"  Jokes  and 
witticisms;  a  large  variety  of  the  latest  mirth- 
provoking  talk  for  Tambo,  also  the  cream  dL 
'tried  and  true"  roaring  stump  speeches,  btxr- 
lesque  sermons.  Well  printed  and  bound.  Sent 
by  mall,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  1 5  Ceiita. 


WEMMAM'8 

BARTENDERS 


Prie«  26  Cents,  by  mall*  postpaid. 

ANEW,  cheap,  and  thoroughly  reliable  work 
on  the  correct  method  or  mixing  fancy 
drinks  as  they  are  served  to- 
day at  the  principal  bar- 
rooms throughout  the  United 
States  and  Canada.  It  tells, 
in  short,  how  to  make  all 
kinds  of  plain  and  mixed 
drinks— in  fact,  all  the  popu- 
lar beverages  or  the  day-  and 
Is  designed  for  hotels,  steam- 
ers, restaurants,  club-houses, 
saloons,  and  wherever  a  re- 
liable guide  of  tills  kind  is 
requlrwi.  It  also  embraces 
the  most  Improved  recipes  for  the  preparation 
of  Wines,  Cordials,  Brandies,  Bitters,  Table 
Beers,  Mineral  Waters,  Syrups,  Aerated  Sum- 
mer Beverages,  Artificial  Champagne,  Cider, 
etc.  With  this  book  any  bartender  can  become 
an  expert  m  a  very  short  time,  and  every  man 
can  be  his  own  bartender.  Sent  by  mall,  post- 
paid, on  ceceipt  of  25  Cents. 
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MOROAN'S 


FREEMASONRY 


PRIOE  26  CENTS. 


/^ONTAINING  the  degrees  of  the  Order  con- 
^^  ferred  by  a  Master's  lodge,  as  written  by 
Captain  William  Morgan.  All  the  degrees 
conferred  in  the  Royal  Arch  Chapter  and 
Grand  Encampment  or  Knights 
Templar,  Knights  of  the  Red 
Cross,  of  the  Christian  Mark, 
and  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre;  also 
of  the  eleven  Inefiable  degrees 
conferred  In  the  Lodge  of  Per- 
fection, and  the  still  higher  de- 
grees of  Prince  of  Jerusalem, 
Knights  of  East  and  West,  Ven- 
erable Grand  Master  of  Sym- 
bolic Lodge.  Knights  and  Adepts 
of  the  Eagle  or  Sun,  Prince  of 
the  Royal  Secret  Sovereign  In- 
spector General.  Revised  and 
corrected  tocorrespond  with  the 
most  approved  forms  and  cere- 
monies of  the  various  lodges  of 
Freemasons  throughout  the  United  States. 
By  George  K.  Crafts,  formerly  Thrice  Puissant 
Grand  Master  of  Manitou  Council,  New  York. 
Printed  on  good,  substantial  book  paper,  from 
clear,  readable  type,  and  bound  in  attractive, 
heavy,  colored  cover.  Will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  upon  receipt  of  25  Cants. 


HELLER'S 


Book  of 


MAGIC 


PRICE  2B  CENTS. 


PROF.  HELLER  was,  beyond  doubt,  one  of 
the  most  successful  magicians  that  ever 
appeared  before  an  audience.  His  tricks 
were  original,  and  many  of  them  were  never 
executed  by  another,  with  the  aid  of  this 
book  you  can  learn  some  of  the  t)est  magical 
mysteries.  They  are  carefully  explained  In 
detail,  and  fully  Illustrated,  with  seventy 
beautiful  engravings,  so  that  a  child  could 
perform  them  after  a  little  practice.  Follow- 
ing will  be  found  a  summary  of  part  of  the 
contents:— The  Mysterious  Glass  Casket— The 
Magic  Canis- 
ter-The  Great 
Back  Trick  — 
The  Dissolving 
Flag  and  Can- 
dle —  The  Dis- 
■  olvlng  Egg 
and  Handker- 
chief —  The 
Mysterious 
Bran  Bottle  — 
The  Passe- 
Passe  Bottle - 
The  Inexhaus- 
tible Bottle  — 
The  Myster- 
ious Watch 
Mortar  — The  Mysterious  Card  Table— The 
Magic  Handkerchief  and  Bottle— The  Great 
Cannon-Ball  Trick -The  Magic  Fish  Bowls— 
The  Davenport  Cablnet-The  Jumping  Card 
Box -The  Magic  Dove  and  Wine  Bottle  —  The 
Magic  Lyre  and  Rising  Cards-The  Marvel- 
lous Chinese  Lantern  Illumination  —  The 
Cages  of  Enchantment -The  Magic  Demon 
Cover  —  The  Mysterious  Watch  Box  —  The 
Magic  Bundle  of  Wood— The  Candle  and  Mys- 
terfous  Ribbons -The  Mysterious  Flower  Gar- 
den—The Magician's  Wonderful  Drawer  Box 
—The  Mechanical  Chest  of  Drawers— The  In- 
exhaustible Box-The  Magic  Decanters  and 
Mystic  Pyramids,  and  a  large  nuralier  of 
others  equally  good.  It  also  contains  valuable 
hints  and  suggestions  on  Conjuring  Tables— 
Conjuring  Dress  -Conjuring  Wants— Palming 
—Making  up  Programmes— Arranging  Per- 
formances, et«.,  etc.  This  work  is  a  complete 
expose  of  the  Wizard's  Art.  suitable  for  pub- 
lic or  private  entertainments,  either  for  plea- 
sure or  profit.  If  you  desire  to  shine  as  a  star 
at  parties.  Instead  of  sitting  like  a  drone  or 
dummy,  procure  acopyof  this  book  and  learn 
a  few  tricks,  in  a  few  hours.  If  you  give  It  a 
little  more  time,  you  can  equal  the  great  mas- 
ters of  legerdemain.  Sit  down  and  write  for 
a  oooy  to  day.  Price,  by  mail,  post-paid,  only 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS. 


BLACK  ART 


-OR- 


MAQIO  MADE  EASY 

Prle«  10  0«nt«. 


'HIS  book  contains  a  full  and  complete  de- 
scription and  explanation  of  all  kinds  of 

sleight -of  hand 
tricks,  conjur- 
ing with  cards, 
coins,  etc.,  as 
performed  b  y 
the  most  cele- 
brated m  a  g  1  - 
clans  and  con- 
jurers, together 
with  wonderful 
experiments  In 
magnetism, 
chemistry,  elec- 
tricity and  fire- 
works, BO  Bimpll- 
fled  as  to  be 
adapted  for 
amusement  In 
the  home  circle. 
Everything  1  n 
this  book  Is 
clearly  ex- 

f)lained  and  ful- 
y  Illustrated,  so 
tnat  the  most  in- 
experienced per- 
son can  thor- 
oughly compre- 
hend It  and  become  a  successriil  perfornier, 
either  for  pleasure  or  profit.  Well  printed,  on 
good  quality  ofpaper,  and  Ixjund  In  colored 
cover.  Price  TbN  CENTS,  by  mall,  post- 
paid. 


WEHMAN'8 


BOOK  ON 


SHORT-HAND 


PRICE  26  CENTS. 


T'HTS  Is  a  work  by  Eliza  B.  Burns,  President 
■  of  the  Phonic  Shoit-hand  Corre.spondlng 
Club,  New  York  City.  It  contains  Pitman's 
Phonography  In  an  Improved  style,  and  the 
methods  explained  and  illustrated  are  the 
latest,  simplest  and  easiest  to  conceive. 
Nearly  all  intelligent  young  people  desire  to 
learn  short-hand,  for  Its  use  has  increased 
greatly  of  late  years.    It  is  employed  not  only 

In  reporting,  but 
for  taking  pro- 


ceedings 
of! 


in 

courts  of  law, 
for  conducting 
corresponden  c  e 
In  large  business 
houses,  and  In 
railroad  and 
telegraph  of- 
fices. Literary 
men  and  states- 
men usually  em- 
ploy short-hand  amanuensis  to  take  down 
rapidly,  and  then  write  out  what  they  Intend 
to  publish,  or  say:  so  that  a  person  who  writes 
short-hand  rapidly,  and  can  translate  the 
brief  characters  into  well-written  long-hand, 
can  always  procure  remunerative  employ- 
ment in  any  large  city.  This  book  Is  illus- 
trated by  plates  navlng  printed  keys,  based 
wholly  upon  a  system  that  has  been  reduced 
to  EVERY-DAT  PRACTICE.  A  pcrson  twelve 
years  old,  by  this  method,  could  learn  In  a 
week  what  would  take  an  adult  a  year,  In  the 
old  way.  This  Is  by  far  the  best  and  only 
practical  edition  on  snort-hand  now  published 
at  a  low  price.  Send  for  it.  You  could  not 
make  a  better  Investment.  It  Is  printed  on  a 
good  quality  of  heavy  paper,  from  clear, 
readable  type,  and  neatly  bound  In  handsome 
paper  covers.  Price,  by  mall,  post-paid,  only 
TWENTY-FIVE    CENTS- 


Cle«n  and    nnnsed  V.  8.  postase 
■tamps  taken  same  as  cash. 


OAPTAIN  WIBB'» 

SWIMIVmMQ 

INSTRUCTOR 


Prle«  10  Cents. 


THIS  book  contains  all  the  practical  and 
progressive  swimming  motions  necessary 
for  this  life-saving  and  healthful  sport.  The 
Illustrations  (sixty  in  number)  will  be  found 
of  exceptional  value  to  learners  as  well  as 

those  possessing 
a  limited  knowl- 
edge  In  the 
science.  It  con- 
tains instruc- 
tions on:-Float- 
ing  —  Parlor 
Practice  —  Artl- 
flclal  Aids  —  The 
Kick  —  The  Arm 
Action  —  The 
Breast  Stroke  — 
The  Side  Stroke 
—  The  Racing 
Stroke  —  Swim 
mlng  on  the 
Back  —  Hand- 
overhandSwlm- 
raing— Tricks  —  Plunging  and  Diving—  Bath 
Swimming-Cautions— Sea  Bathing.  Thereis 
also  an  appendix,  giving  full  directions  for  re- 
storing tfie  apparently  drowned.  Every 
human  being  should  learn  to  swim,  and  the 
po8.'^388or  of  this  book  can  accomplish  the  art 
in  a  short  time,  with  a  little  practice,  conse- 
quently this  publication  is  simply  indispens- 
able. It  Is  well  printed,  and  bound  In  neat 
colored  covers.  Price  by  mall,  post-paid,  only 
TEN  CENTS. 


WEHMAN*S 


PHOTOGRAPHY 

A  HAND-BOOK  OF  INSTRUCTIONS 

1.\    THE    ART    OF 

DRY-PLATE  PHOTOGRAPHY 


PRICE  2B  CENTC. 

THIS  Is  a  series  of  practical  lessons  In  pho- 
tography. In  which  the  aim  of  the  autnor. 
Prof.  William  Cushing,  Ph.  D.,  Is  to  bring 
both  theory  and  practice  well  within  the  com- 
prehension of  young  people.  It  embraces  all 
the  necessary  instructions  on  the  subject, 
and  any  boy  or 
girl  can  learn 
from  Its  con- 
tents to  take 
GOOD  pictures; 
and  pictures 
are  always  in 
demand.  There- 
fore, consider- 
ing the  fact 
that  dry  plates 
can  be  obtained 
at  a  nominal 
cost,  and  cam- 
eras are  now 
Inexpensive 
(being  manu- 
ractured  by 
the  latest  Improved  machinery,  or  can  be 
made  at  home  at  little  or  no  cost),  persons  be- 
coming proficient  in  this  art  should  accumu- 
late wealth  If  they  practice  It  as  a  profession; 
or,  on  the  other  hand,  for  amusement,  nothing 
could  be  more  Interesting.  This  book  Is  com- 
plete in  every  particular,  is  fcllt  illus- 
trated, and  for  all  practical  purposes  Is  eaual 
to  the  large  and  costly  volumes  now  publlsned 
on  the  .same  subject.  Among  its  contents  will 
be  found  Instructions  on:— How  a  camera  Is 
made  -How  to  use  a  camera-Getting  a  focus 
—Good  and  bad  aspects— Making  ready  for  a 
shot -Making  an  exposure— The  laboratory 
and  Its  outfit— Developing  the  picture— The 
Blue  printer— Silver  printing— A  home-made 
photographic  camera,  etc.  Sit  down  and  send 
for  a  copy  of  this  l)ook  to-day.  You  never 
had  a  better  opportunity  to  learn  a  profession 
that  is  both  pleasant  ana  remunerative.  Many 
photographers,  now  Independent,  commenced 
business  In  a  very  humble  way.  It  is  printed 
on  a  good  quality  of  heavy  paper,  from  clear, 
readable  type,  and  tx)und  in  handsome  colored 
covera   Price,  by  mall,  post-paid,  2 5  C ents. 


Addftt  all  orders  to    HENRY    J. 

■ ffty 


WEHMAN,  Publlshor,  108  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
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BLACK  JOKES 


-FOR- 


BLUE   DEVILS 

Prie*  26  C«nts. 


««\vrELL,  It  Is  to  langhl"  This  Is  the  or- 
' '^  lelnal  funny  book  that  produces  broad 
grins  and  hufie  puffaws.  It  Is  an  everlasting 
cornucopia  of  fun.  It  contains  the  very  es- 
sence of  negro  min- 
strelsy, consisting 
of  plantation  ana 
"high  life"  stories, 
hlglif  alutln  and  bur- 
lesque sermons,  die- 
away  songs,  colored 
philosophy,  opening 
lokes,  compllcatea 
^*^  conunder  rums, " 
nigger  witticisms, 
and  an  endless 
variety  of  Ethiopian 
dialogues  and  sable 
wit,  B>io\vlng  up  the 
peculiarly  laugh- 
able character  of 
"Sambo"  In  the  strongest  colors.  It  Is  fully 
illustrated  with  a  hundred  of  the  most  comical 
of  all  comic  designs  ever  engraved  on  wood. 
If  yoa  would  laugh  until  the  tears  stream 
down  your  cheeks,  send  for  this  large  boiler 
full  of  "hot  tamales."  Printed  on  a  good 
quality  of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  tj-pe, 
and  bound  in  handsome  colored  cover.-  Price 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  per  copy,  by 
mall,  post-paid. 


WEHII*H'« 

TEN-CENT 


COOK  BOOK 


REPLETE  with  everything   pertaining  to 
every-day  cooking,  and  beyond  doubt  the 
best  cook  book  published  at  a  low  price.    It 
teaches  how  to 
prepare  In  a 
tasty,  yet  eco- 
nomical m  a  n  - 
ner  all  kinds  of 
Soups,  Chow- 
ders,     Fish, 
Meats,  Poultry, 
Fowl,  Game, 
Vegetables, 
Salads,  Pastry, 
Tarts,  etc.    It  is 

Just  the  thing 
or  the  young 
housekeeper . 
All  the  recipes 
are  written 
from  actual  ex- 
perience, and  number  almost  two  hundred 
and  fifty.  The  plain  and  familiar  style  adopt- 
ed by  the  author  In  describing  the  details  of 
the  various  culinary  operations  commends,  it 
to  the  notice  of  all  economical  housewives,  as 
It  alTords  the  best  results  with  the  least  ex- 
penditure. It  Is  well  printed,  on  a  good  qual- 
ity of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and 
neatly  Iwund  In  handsome  colored  covers. 
Price,  by  mail,  post-paid,  only  Ten  Cents. 


BLACK  ART 


OR 

The  Sciences  of  Magic,  Witchcraft,  Alchemy, 
Necromancy,  Meemeriem,  Etc. 

PRICE,    BY    MAIL,    POST-PAID,    26    CENTS    PER   COPY. 

The  dark  night  of  superstition  will  never  end,  and  no  day  will  ever  break  to  drive 
■  away  manlclnd's  firm  belief  in  tlie  mysteries  this  wonderful  book  unravels.  This 
book  opens  tlie  sealed  doors  to  all  sciences  mentioned  in  its  title,  and  is  the  most  com- 
plete and  practical  one  now  published  on  these  subjects,  at  a  low  price.  With  this 
book  In  your  possession  all  mystery  will  disappear, 
and  what  bt'fore  seemed  to  you  beyond  human  ex- 

flanatlon,  will  become  as  clear  as  the  light  of  day. 
t  embraces  twenty-four  large  chapters.  In  which 
tlie  following  subjects  are  fully  explained  by  a  most 
celebrated  authority:— Human  superstition  and  the 
occult  sciences  —  Artittcial  somnambulism  — Spirit 
mirrors  —  Influence  of  animal  magnetism  on  the 
mind  -Necessary  precautions  —  Influence  of  animal 
magnetism  on  tne  body— Principles  of  Delruze-  Plan 
of  Mesmer— Rules  governing  spirit  mediumship  to 
be  observed  when  forming  spiritual  circles  —  Psy- 
chology pathetlsm— How  to  perform  the  Davenport 
Brothers'  spirit  mysteries  —  Mesmerism  —  How  to 
charm  those  you  meet  and  love— How  to  make  per- 
sons at  a  distance  think  of  you— Electrical  pyscnol- 
ogy— Magical  sciences— Wltclic raft  and  Magic—  Al- 
chemy —  Black  or  Dia- 
IxJlic  magic  —  Magical 
forms  and  ceremonies- 
Necromancy— App%rltlons— The  Ulumlnatl,  and  Phantas- 
magory.  The  subject  of  Mesmerism,  or  Hypnotism,  which 
Is  now  occupying  the  public  mind  to  a  large  degree,  is  , 
treated  on  in  this  work  to  an  almost  exhaustive  extent.  By  i 
a  knowledge  of  this  art  you  can  make  the  weak  as  strong  ( 
as  a  Lio.v,  or  the  "bully"  as  timid  as  a  child.  You  can  ( 
cure  disease,  cause  otliers  to  come  to  you,  love  toc,  and  i 
OBEY  YoiR  EVERT  WISH.  Or,  if  you  dcslro,  you  can  make  ( 
Fu.v  BY  THE  HOUR  through  Its  agency.  Everythmg  apper-  ( 
taining  to  this  subject  Is  carefully  explained  in  every  de-  i 
tall,  in  plain  and  concise  language,  so  that  any  person  of  i 
ordmary  intelligence  can  fully  comprehend  it  and  meet  i 
with  success,  if  they  follow  the  Instructions  In  this  book,  i 
,    ^. ,    .     ,    .  after  a  little  practice  at  home.    In  the  hands  of  some   i 

people  this  book  Is  a  sure  fortune.  Send  for  a  copy.  It  is  a  treasure,  valuable  all  i 
through  one's  life,  and  worth  many  times  the  small  sum  we  ask  for  it.  It  is  printed  on  i 
a  good  quality  of  heavy  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  neatly  bound  In  hand  i 
?2K?,.SP.'2r^,^  S?X®."-  i*'"'  ^  sent  by  mall,  post-paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  of  i 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS.    U.  S.  posuge  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 
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WEHMAN'S 


! 


BOOK    ON 


BUILDIMB. 
BOWINB  and 
SAIUNB 


Boats 


PRICE  10  CENTS. 


IN  this  book  will  be  found  several  chapters 
on  Modelinga  Boat,  Ship-building,  Rigging 
a  Ship,  etc.  Everjthing  appertaining  to  ooata 
Is  fully  explained  in  plain  terms,  with  an  avoid- 
ance of  technical  obscurity.    It  is  illustrated 

with  a  number 
of  diagrams,  as 
follows:- Model 
for  half  the 
deck  of  a  cutter 
—  Diagram  o  f 
forms  for  cut- 
ting out  a  boat 
— Porm  of  stem 
etc.  —  Model  of 
schooner  — 
Sheer  Plan  of 
Ship  —  Half- 
Breadth  Plan 
—Body  Plan— 
The  Keelson  — 
Planking—  Cat- 
head—Knots 
and  splices— Stepping  a  Mast.  By  following 
the  instructions  set  forth  In  this  book,  any 

Eerson  who  is  Interested,  whether  they  have 
ad  any  experience  or  not,  can  learn  the 
science  of  boat  building  in  a  very  short  time. 
It  is  well  printed  on  a  good  qua'lity  of  paper, 
from  clear,  readable  type,  and  neatly  Dound 
In  handsome  colored  covers.  Price  nr  malL 
P08^pald,  only  TEN  CENTS.  ^^ 


WEHIVIAN'S 

BOOK  ON 

FISHINfi 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 

THIS  Is  a  practical  guide  to  twttom,  trolling, 
spinning  and  fly  fishing,  with  a  chapter 
on  flshing  in  the  sea.  The  book  Is  published 
to  meet  the  requirements  of  all  persons  who 
desire  to  become  proficient  in  this  art,  whether 

It  be  In  SEA.  LAKE,  RIVER  Or  BROOK.     It  is  the 

only  complete  guide  now  published,  at  a  low 
price,  for  anglers  in  all  parts  of  the  United 
States,  both  In  salt  and  fresh  water.  It  gives. 
In  full  detail,  ample  directions  for  catching 
all  the  different  species  of  fish  that  inhabit 
our  waters;  the  proper  season  for  flshing  for 

them,  the  baits, 
tackle,  etc.,  to 
be  used.  It  also 
contains  various 
useful  tables  in 
the  Fisherman's 
Calendar,  as 
well  as  practical 
hints  on  the 
making  and 
mending  of  flsh- 
Ing-gear,  fl}'- 
dressing.  and, 
odil  memoranda, 
which  would  l)e 
duly  appreciat- 
ed by  those  who 
have  experi- 
enced the  chagrin  of  tackle  breaking,  flies  be- 
coming exhaustfjd,  in  the  midst  of  a  day's 
sport,  when  away  from  the  usual  sources  of 
supply.  This  book  is  fully  illustrated,  and 
contains  a  large  numlier  of  engravings  of  the 
different  kind  of  hooks  u.sed,  their  numl)ers, 
etc.  If  you  are  a  novice  in  this  sport,  and  de- 
sire the  best  of  information  on  the  subject,  or 
even  if  you  have  had  exj>erience,you  will  find 
in  this  work  valuable  liints  and  suggestions, 
which,  if  jou  follow  carefully,  will  enable  you 
to  become  an  expert,  bend  for  this  valuable 
treatise,  and  learn  the  secrets  and  recipes  of 
a  venerable  and  succes-sful  fisherman;  you 
never  have  or  never  can  make  a  better  Invest- 
ment   Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  25  Cents. 


Address  all  orders  direct  to  HENRY  J.  WEHiM,  Publisher,  108  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
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PAT  ROONEY'S 


cowmiPRuros 

AND  FUNNY  GAGS 


Priott  28  0«nt«. 


•PHIS  book  contains  rolllcklnflr,  mlrth-pro- 
■  voklnif  stories,  Irish  wit  and  humor,  a 
Chinese  sketch,  sheeny  soft  sawder,  humorous 
anecdotes,  etc.  Bound  to  tickle  the  ribs  of 
the  lean  and  make  them  grow  fat.  while  the 

over-stout  will 
laugh  off  all 
their  super- 
fluous fat  read- 
ing the  Jokes 
and  gags  of  the 
prince  of  funny 
men,  Pat  Rooner 
Comedians  of  all 
kinds  win  find 
herein  an  inex- 


haustlble  supply 
of  "hits,"  all 
true  and  tried, 
such  as  —  The 
dead  book  agent 

—  Rather  boozy 

—  Sit  down,  ye 
spalpeen  —  cold 
or    hot  —  How 

V  -*  ,,.,  ,  ,.  -  ^^'^^y  108t  her 
character— Mike  8  idea  of  reform— a  handy 
bath— Couldn't  behave  herself— Small  by  de- 

frees  and  beautifully  less- Irish  bulls  and 
lunders— Too  candid  by  half— and  hundreds 
Of  Others,  all  Bide-splltters.  This  book  is 
printed  on  a  fine  quality  of  book  paper,  from 
Clear,  readable  type,  and  durably  bound  In 
handsome  colored  cover.  Sent  by  mall,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


WEHMAN'S 


IRISH  JOKES 


PRICE  28  CENTS. 


THE  wit  of  the  Irish  Is  world-renowned.  In 
this  book  will  be  found  fun  for  every 
Irishman,  and  all  the  rest  of  mankind;  in 
fact,  Fenian  fun,  Welshman's  wit,  and  Cor- 
konlan  comicalities.  Other  tribes  not  men- 
tioned will  laugh  until  oreks  tears  roll  down 
their  cheeks.  The  Jokes  in  this  book  are  new 
and  are  used  by  the  most  celebrated  Irish 
comedlans.such 
as  John  T.Kelly, 
Billy  Barry, 
Thomas  Ryan, 
and  others  fa- 
mous In  this 
line;  and  they 
never  fall  to 
produce  up- 
roarious ap- 
plause and 
tiearty  laughter 
In  every  in- 
stance. This 
book  embraces 
a  collection  of 
funny  stories, 
jokes  and  co- 
nundrums, 1  n- 
terspersed  with  witty  sayings,  grinning  gags, 
and  humorous  dialogues,  suitable  for  all  oc- 
casions. If  you  wish  to  amuse  your  friends, 
an  evening  company,  or  an  audience  of  any 
kind,  you  cannot  fall  to  find  In  this  work  the 
exact  material  you  desire,  for  example:  — 
"  Mike  (to  his  friend,  who  was  trying  to  pull 
on  a  pair  of  boots  too  small  for  his  feet): 
'Faith,  an' why  did  ye  buy  thlm  so  smalll" 
Pat:  '  How  do  ye  expfct  me  to  get  thlm  on  be- 
foore  01  wear  thim  a  few  tolmes?'  "  Every 
Joke  in  the  book  is  as  valuable  to  an  Irish 
comedian  as  a  nugget  of  gold  to  a  miner. 
Read  it  and  dispell  ttie  "blues."  Recite  the 
Jokes  in  an  empty  room,  and  the  portraits  of 
friends  and  relatives,  on  the  wall,  will  be  no- 
ticed to  grla  If  you  want  hot,  roasted,  boiled 
and  baked  Irish  Jokes,  fit  to  serve  atall  times, 
send  for  this  fun  producer.  Sent  by  mall, 
post-paid,  upon  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


CHRISTY'S 

BURHT  CORK 

COMICALITIES 


PRICE  10  CENTS. 


'HT8  book  Is  full  of  the  drollest  anecdotes, 
slde-spUtllng  "gags,"  laugh-provoking 
poems,  and,  in  fact,  every- 
thing necessary  for  making 
up  a  "hot  time"  act  for  a 
monologulst  or  end  man.  It 
Is  calculated  to  be  of  es- 
pecial value  to  the  amateur, 
for  the  reason  that  It  con- 
tains nothing  of  an  experi- 
mental nature;  everything 
in  this  work  has  never  failed 
to  produce  the  desired  effeet 
—  laughter  and  applause. 
After  a  careful  study  of  this 
book,  and  with  a  little  prac- 
tice the  most  inexperienced 
person  can  become  famous 
as  an  amateur  performer. 
The  book  Is  well  printed,  from  clear,  readable 
type,  and  bound  In  neat  paper  cover.  Price, 
by  mail,  post-paid,  TEN  CENTS. 


WEHMAN'8 


DUTCH  JOKES 


PRICE  26  CENTS. 


IN  this  new  book.  Just  published,  will  be 
found  the  latest  side-splitting,  button- 
bursting,  hot-roasted,  rip-roaring  dutch  dia- 
lect Jokes,  comicalities  and  funny  hits,  such 
as  used  by  the  celebrated  Dutch  comedians, 
Weber  &  Fields,  Sam  Bernard.  Gus  Williams, 
and  Geo.  S.  Knight.  Every  page  Is  brim-full 
and  over-flowing  with  the  richest  of  Dutch 
wit  of  every  description,  both  in  prose  and 
verse,  which  never  fall  to  produce  roars  of 
laughter,  such  as:  Hans  in  Doubt  (exceedingly 
funny)  —  Dot  Prohibeeshun  Meeting  —  Der 
Profit  In  der  Beer  Pizzluess— Dot  Vlll  Vake 
Him  — Dot  Bl- 
Boocle  —  Bur- 
lesque Lecture 
onueraperance 
(never  fails  to 
produce  roars 
of  laughter 
from  start  to 
nnish)  —  Der 
Drummer— Dot 
Funny  Leetle 
Babv,  and  hun- 
dreds of  other 
BITS.  It  also 
contains  a 
number  of  ex- 
ceedingly pop- 
ular and  suc- 
cessful Dutch 
dialect    Bongs,  .     _  .„      . 

among  which  will  be  found:-TheTum-Verem 
Cadets— Vat's  de  Brice  of  Peans,  Jake— You 
Never  Miss  de  Lager  till  de  Keg  Runs  Dry— 
Jakev,  de  Butcher  Boy— Isht  M  r.Dlnglebender 
Home?  —  Sheeny  Glaziers'  Ball-Mr.  Levy's 
Doter-Dreo  Dousand  Miles  Avay— Down  In 
dot  Restaurant  —  Lizzie  Schmltt  —  Johnny 
Schmoker  —  Dunderbeck's  Machine  —  Rhine 
Vine  Sharley  —  Dot  Leetle  German  Band  — 
Kelser,  der  Yer  Vant  to  Buy  a  Dog?— Im  Go- 
ing to  Fight  Mit  Slegel,  and  a  large  number 
of  others,  which  space  will  not  permit  us  to 
mention.  This  book  will  afford  fun  for  a  life- 
time, and  we  beg  those  persons  who  are  af- 
fected with  lung  trouble  not  to  buy  It,  as  the 
laughter  It  produces  on  a  reader  may  do 
them  serious  Injury.  If  you  want  to  amuse 
your  friends,  you  will  find  herein  the  drollest, 
queerest  quaint  and  funny  Jokes  imaginable, 
all  suited  to  the  purpose,  and  almost  funny 
enough  to  make  a  wooden  image  double  up 
with  laughter.  Send  for  this  book  and  secure 
the  "  real  thing  "  in  Dutch  comedy.  Price,  by 
mall,  post-paid,  26  Cents. 


Clean   and    nnaaed    V,  S.    poatage 
■tamps  taken  same  as  cash. 


HENRY  TUCKER*S 

CLOG  DANCING 

IVIADE  EASY 


PRICE  18  CENTS. 


^HE  elements  and  practice  of  this  art,  so 
popular  on  the  minstrel  and  vaudeville 

stage,  are  elm- 
pllned  and  fully 
explained  in  this 
book,  showing 
the  steps  and 
figures,  giving 
examples,  ex- 
planations of  the 
terms  used,  and 
all  information 
necessary  for 
becoming  a  thor- 
ough ana  grace- 
fuldancer.  This 
book  also  con- 
tains appro- 
priate music  for 
alfferent  styles 
of  dances,  also 
song  and  dance  sketches  with  music.    M'ell 

Erlnted  and  bound  In  colored  cover.    Price, 
y  mall,  post-paid,  FIFTEEN  CENTS. 


BURNT  CORK 

THE  AMATEUR  MINSTREL 


Prioa  25  Cent»>    t 

collection  of  humorous  speeches,  end  men's 
^  jokes,  conundrums,  recitations  and  farces, 
finales,  for  "  first  part,"  and  a 
full  description  of  everything 
necessary  to  arrange  a  min- 
strel entertainment.  Also  in- 
cluding several  complete  musi- 
cal sketches  selected  especially 
for  this  book.  A  most  valuable 
companion  and  guide  to  the 
young  amateur.  By  Frank 
Dcjio.NT,  the  Bouclcault  of  the 
Ethiopian  drama.  This  book 
fills  along-felt  want,  and  ought 
to  be  in  the  hands  of  every 
aspirant.  Sent  by  mail,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  26  Cents. 


"WEHlitfAiT'S 


DOGS 

How  to  Ktop  and  Train  Thinii 

Prle«JO_0«nt«. 

IN  this  book  will  be  found  descriptions  of  the 
Tarioua  breeds  of  dogs,  their  characteristics 

and  points, 
also  full  di- 
rections for 
careful  rear- 
ing and  man* 
age  me  nt, 
bothintiealtn 
and  disease. 
The  writer  of 
this  book  was 
an  owner  of 
several  hun- 
dred fine- 
bred  dogs, 
and  never 
entered  one 
at  a  fair  without  either  obtaining  a  prize,  or 
selling  at  a  large  figure.  This  book  also  teaches 
how  to  distlnRuish  full  from  balf-tired  dogs, 
likewise  croR.«<es  of  every  nature.  This  book  U 
well  printed  and  bound.  Sent  by  mall,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  Ten  Cents. 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  108  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK. 
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